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Government of Nepal

MINISTRY

Singh Durbar

Ref. No.: 4 Kathmandu, Nepal
20 January 2016

Message from the Chairperson
(Board of Trustees)

I am pleased to learn that Budhanilkantha School is publishing the 38" edition of its
annual magazine ‘Bhanjyang' on the auspicious occasion of its School Day 2016.

It is my pleasure to note that, despite the disturbance caused by the Great Earthquake and
the economic crisis, Budhanilkantha School continued unabated in its mission of providing
the high gquality all education to 1ts students. Through the articles and other materials
contained in this issue, it is clear that, while the life in the school remained as vibrant as
ever, the students were fully aware and equally sensitive to the owes and pains of their
fellow countrymen. The school’s commitment to its ideals and philosophy has been
ascertained.

Finally, I congratulate the editorial team for their hard work and creativity. 1 wish all
the best to the entire Budhanilkantha school family for its further success.

Rl

Bishwa Prakash Pandit
Education Secretary

&
Chairperson
Board of Trustees
Budhanilkantha School



Government of Nepal

OF EDUCATION

£, RBP L.
Frament ol
%ﬁwfj Singh Durbar

Kathmandu, Nepal
Date : 217 January 2016

e

Message from the Chairperson
(School Management Committee)

It is my pleasure to learn that Budhanilkantha School is bringing out the 38" issue of its annual magazine
'‘Bhanjyang’ on its 44" anniversary.

The devastating earthquake of April and the current economic crisis posed several challenges to the school
this year. However, I am glad to note that the school came out of it successfully: on its own and without
compromising the quality of the service provided to the students. I congratulate the school for this and
extend my appreciation to all those who extended their generous support to the school in the process of
reconstruction.

Scholarship scheme of Budhanilkantha School has been instrumental in mainstreaming children from
marginalized groups as well as supporting the Ministry of Education's commitment to ensuring children's
equitable access to quality education. | am thankful to the selection committee for the timely completion
of the rigorous process of selecting scholarship students this year. | am also pleased to note that the school,
with support from the Ministry of Education, was able to add more girls this year. The ministry remains
committed to helping the school meet its target of equalizing the population of boys and girls.

I highly appreciate the efforts, enthusiasm, positive attitude and commitment of all members of the school
family to uphold the ideals of the school and to consolidate its institutional achievements. There is no doubt
that the dedicated and experienced staff will continue to impart quality education through research
oriented and technology-based teaching so that the Budhanilkantha School students continue to excel in
every field in the global market.

I appreciate the work of the editorial team of Bhanjyang and wish the school all the best for its success in
carrying out its noble mission.

oLk 4 Oudertlor s

Dr. Lava Deo Awasthi,
Joint Secretary,
Ministry of Education, Nepal
&
Chairperson,
School Management Committee.
Budhanilkantha School



From The Principal

Budhanilkantha School is pleased to present the 38™ issue of 'Bhanjyang', which provides a glimpse
of the creativity of our students and their major achievements in the year 2015.

The year 2015 was full of challenges, natural as well as man-made. Despite that, there were notable
achievements in the school. Even the devastating earthquake of April, that caused significant damage
to our buildings, followed by the national economic crisis was unable to deter us from our
commitment to providing quality education to our students. The activities that have been cited in the
magazine are our testimonials to this commitment. Be it the exhilarating Annual Dance Competition,
the competitive Swim Fest, the celebration of 200 years of Nepal-Britain relations with the most
acclaimed School Play "Major Barbara", the Grand Track and Field Meet followed by the exciting
Sports Day Celebration or the different activities of our energetic student clubs, we were able to
provide ample opportunities for our students to explore and enhance their talents.

The impressive set of results of our students in the different board exams, impressive university
placements of the recent graduates, award winning performances of students in international
competitions, as well as the philanthropic activities our student clubs carried out across the country
have added inspiration to our effort to fight through difficult times.

The greatest achievement of the year has been the increase in the girls’ population, which was made
possible by the addition of Tilicho House. The school remains committed to increasing girls'
population further. The new policy of the school, whereby the senior students are allowed to keep
personal computers, is expected to keep our education system up-to-date with the rapidly changing
world of information technology. The school remains indebted to all those people and parties who
contributed generously towards our "Laptop Bank" and made this change possible.

Our progress 1s due to the devotion of our staff, resilience of our students and the trust and support of
all the stakeholders — Ministry of Education, BOT, SMC, FOBS, SEBS and other well-wishers. [ am
grateful to all. Efforts are being made to harness the immense potential that lies in its alumni for the
development of the school and to make the progress made by the school more transparent to the out-
side world.

I express my sincere appreciation to the Editorial Team, who have worked hard to bring out this
publication, | also thank all those individuals and organizations who directly or indirectly contributed
to bringing out this issue of 'Bhanjyang'. | hope the magazine will be of interest to all readers.

Constructive feedback will be highly appreciated. Happy reading.

Mr. Keshar Bahadur Khulal
Principal



Friends of Budhanilkantha School
(FOBS) "l

From The Chairperson

| am pleased to learn the publication of the 38" edition of 'Bhanjyang' on the cccasion of the
School Day 2016.

'‘Bhanjyang' is the students' creation. The issues and concerns expressed in the magazine by
the young minds of the school have drawn my attention and | appreciate their imagination,
creativity and positive outlook. Thus, on behalf of all parents, | thank and congratulate the
editorial team for its beautiful creation. | am certain that its readers will enjoy it thoroughly.

It is indeed a matter of great pride for every student, parent, and staff alike that Budhanilkantha
School runs under the Public Trust and has won a widespread public trust for imparting
educational quality of international repute. The fully boarding nature of the school has instilled
the feeling of equality and respect for differences among students who come from every caste
and creed and bring cultural, geographical and socio-economic diversity. The scholarship
scheme for the bright and needy is the pride of the school and it must be extended. Simplicity,
self-reliance, integrity, adaptability and the sense of service are some of the special traits of
Budhanilkantha students that make us, the parents, happy.

The friends of Budhanilkantha School (FOBS), as one of the major stakeholders, is pleased with
the progress made by the school so far. FOBS have been with the school through thick and thin.
| thank all the parents for realizing the financial needs of the school and agreeing with the FOBS
in reviewing the school fees. | am glad to note that the school was able to recover the damage
caused by the earthquake promptly and efficiently. It is also sailing through the economic crisis,
caused by the blockade at the border, to the utmost satisfaction of the students and the parents
Congratulations to the schoal management and the members of the staff.

On behalf of FOBS, | congratulate the School for increasing the population of girls in the school
by adding a new hostel. | fully support the school's effort in raising the girl's population to par
with boys'. The school neads generous support from all sides as it entails more and larger
infrastructure. As a support to this noble cause, FOBS has decided to help the school build an
auditorium that is capable of meeting its current needs and | request everyone to support us
generously in this mission.

| am also glad to learn that the school has increased students' access to the world of information
technology. | have no doubt that this initiative will help our children compete even better in the
global market.

Finally, | express my sincere thanks and gratitude to all parents and all others associated with
the school for their support to the institution and to the current Ex-Com of FOBS. My best wishes
to every one!

Mr. Harisaran Pudaisaimi
Chairperson, FOBS



Society of Ex-Budhanilkantha Students

Date: 26 January 2016

From The President

Dear Readers,

Greeting from the alumni of Budhanilkantha School!

It gives me utmost pleasure to share a few words on behalf of SEBS in yet another issue of this coveted magazine
— Bhanjyang. The magazine is the perfect representation of the school’s commitment as the center of excellence.
A summary of different annual events, the magazine aspiring to share different academic, co-curricular and
student development activities, is highly regarded in the alumnus community, Bhanjyang in itself is a memoir of
our past whereby we relive our times in school.

The editorial team deserves honorable acknowledgement in continuing a legacy that is getting only better every
year, This issue of the Bhanjyang not only shows different journalistic and literary qualities that the students
possess, but also reflects upon the school’s philosophy of overall development of its students. The contributors,
writers, editors and the Bhanjyang team deserve congratulations and gratitude. Kudos! My appreciation also
extends to all the supporters, sponsors and well-wishers who continued to support the team in encouraging their
cfforts.

Similarly, this magazine also exhibits different activities that were carried out over the vear. As a reader one can
witness the set of values that our students have and their promises of being good citizens of the nation. The
exhibits by the students in this magazine convince me of a budding new generation of talents that will continue
to hold the helms of SEBS in the coming days. I have applauds for the faculty, staff and other members of
Budhanilkantha School family who have been contributing relentlessly in nurturing these talents,

This year the country suffered from a massive natural disaster — the April 25" and May 12™ earthquakes. We also
witnessed promulgation of the new constitution and then a political crisis that continues. But the alumni
community has generously contributed for relief of the quake victims and played role in constitution drafting
(some of our alumnus were members of the constituent assembly) and shown an impeceable amount of resilience
and patience as responsible citizens of this nation. | would also like to take this opportunity to express my sincere
gratitude to different members of the alumnus for contributing in the betterment of the nation, school and SEBS.

Budhanilkanth School, you have been a constant source of motivation and inspiration for all your graduates.
During the year SEBS was involved in different activities in the school and beyond. SEBS has worked in hand in
hand with school in its development and supported its endeavour of continuously being the Centre for
Excellence. We look for forward to working with the school with further vigour strengthening our network and
coordination in the coming year as well.,

Best wishes,

Dr. Sﬁccdha Mainah

President
Society of Ex-Budhanilkantha Students (SEBS)
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Senior Management Team
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IBottom Row (L toR)
Mis. S.Shrestha Mr. A KC Mr. K.B.Khulal
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Pop Row (IL o R)
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MR K KHULAL - PRINCIPAL —— ENGUSH
M Ed (TU), B Sc Hon, PGCE (UK) MR N NEPAL - HOD MA & B Ed (TU)
MR A KC - VICE-PRINCIPAL (HSL) MR K BHUSAL wmA (TU), M Ed (KU)
M Ed (TU), B E (Hon) & PGCE (UK) MRS B LPRATAPATI
MRS € DOUMA - VICE-PRINCIPAL (1SU) ASST. HEAD OF CHOYV
MA (DU), M Ed (KU) p::‘ ;;;;1‘ g{:&
MR R N DAWADI - 0UT-REACH COIRDINATIR
MA Eco & B Ed (TU) ASST. ”fﬁ'f.ﬁ q&ﬁg?humﬂ
MRLE RS;”:‘[ ;&T"Eﬁ?ﬁi{’gm"ﬁwk MR S ACHARYA MA & BEd (TU)
C e VIg o
2 MRS G N CHAIMERS ma
MR C SHﬁRM& . qmoﬁu;?: COUNSEIR MRS P PANDEY MA (TU)
MA, B Ed & MBA (TL))

MR B R MAHARTAN - GUIDANCE COUNSELIR
M Ed (TU), Sp Sc, RM & PE (UK)

— HEALTH & PHYSICALEDUCATION
MR M KARKT - HOD B rd (TU) —‘
——— MATHEMATICS ———— MRS RUNGE S
MR TKIAL- HID MSc&BEd (TU) MR K P KOIRALA '.um‘%
MR R § MANDAL - HEAD 0F MAKALY MRS S BHUTEL | .
M Sc Maths & B Ed (TU) MR K ADHIKARI ”*'“ﬁl‘-iﬂ#'

MR T ADHIKARI - HEAD 0F GAURISHANKAR
MA (GL), PGDE (KU)

MR P N CHAUDHARY - HEAD 0F NTIGIRT — ARTS

MA (TLH
MR 8 K MALLIK - HEAD 0F DHAUWAGIRT MRR MﬁNhD_HAR - HID :
M Sc & B Ed (TU) MaA, M Fine Art, B Com & B Ed (TU)
MR R KATTEL. ASST. HEAD 0F SAIPAL MR D P CHAPAL
M Ed (TL) MUSTC, DRAMA /IGHT
. SOUND INCH
MS M GURUNG - HEAD 0F HIUNCHWI 1_1@;_::,;1 ’;T_iriu Sﬁ?ﬁj
M Ed (KU) : %
MR N POUDEL - ASST. HEAD 0F RATNACHUL P33 K}i E'?:‘Itﬁ” Tﬁ’:‘ffﬁ f"; DANCE
M Ed (TU) L i

MR £ BHATTARAI - vOWNTEER TEACHER
BE (PEC, India)

MS D KUTU  BA (TU) BloGy
MR H S PANDIT MsSc(TU) MR £ THAKUR - HOD M Sc & B Ed (TU), Ed Asses (UK)

MR N M SHRETHA
M.Phil , M Sc, MA & B Ed (TU), DAES (UK)

MR T G SHRESTHA M Sc, B Ed (India), MA (UK)
MR LN SAPKITA MScEnv(TU)

MR P D RAI - ASST. HEAD 0F ANNAPURNA
M Sc (TU) i




——SOCIA| SCIENCES ——————

MR G P SHARMA-HPD MA, PGDPC & B Ed (TU)
MR D SINGH MA & B Ed (TU)
MRE T ACHARYA - HEAD OF CHEYY
MA & M Ed (TLD
MRS § SHRESTHA - HEAD OF RATNACHUI

MA & B Ed (TU)

MR H N ACHARYA - HEAD 0F KANCHENTUNGA
MA & B Ed (TU)

MR N P PANERU - HEAD 0F ANNAPURNA
MA & B Ed (TLN)

MR MV BHATTA MA (TU)
MS N POUDEL- HEAD oOF SATPAL

NEPALL
MR G P ACHARYA - HOD
MA (TU), Acharva & B Ed (MSL)
MRS P PAVDEL MA & M Ed (TU)
MR P N BHUSAL

ASST. HEAD OF HUINCHU
MA Nep and Soc & B Ed , PGD PC (TU)

MR S B KUNWAR

ASST. HEAD OF DHAUWAGIRT
M Ed, MA (TLh

MR B R IAMSAL MA. M Phil & B Ed (TU)
MR G TIMILSTNA

MBS & B Ed (TUj)

MR R K CHAUDHARY . ASST. HEAD OF MAKALY
MBS & B Ed (TL)

il

CHEMISTRY
MRS M KARMACHARYA - HID
M Sc & B Ed (TU)

MRS U KANSAKAR M Sc& B Ed(TU)
MR D P KAYASTHA &xAMADMINISTRATIR
M Phil, M Sed B Ed (TU)

MR R K THAPA - HEAD ¢0F PUMIRT
M Sc & B Ed (TU)
MR § THAPA - ASST. HEAD OF BYASRISHI
M Sc & B Ed (TU)
MR £ K DED - ASST. HEAD OF KANCHENTUNGA
M Sc & B Ed (TU)

MR M ADHIKARI - ASST. HEAD OF NILGIRT
M Se (LISA)

MR H R TIWARI - HID
M Sc & B Ed (TU)
MR D K SHRESTHA
B Sc.Ag (TU), B Ed EP (PU), M Sc NRM (TU)
N SHRESTHA MA,BSc & B Ed (TU)
MRS P |AMA - HEAD 0F TIUCH? M Sc & B Ed (TU)
MR S |AMSAL M5 Env (TU), B Ed (PU)
MSE N STNGH - As5T. HEAD OF TTIJCH? B Sc (PL)

Q

INTEGRATED SCIENCE ——

MA (TU) Acharya & B Ed (NSU)
s L#MPUTER SCIENCE—
| ] MR MAMGAIN - HOD
e\« MCA (PUY & B Ed (TU)
— VMR TN CHITRAKAR
M Sc - IT (India) B:Com & B Ed (TU)
MRS S (AMICHHANE
M S¢ (PU), MA & B Ed (TU)

“PHYSICS
MR U ADHTKARI- HOD M Sc & BEd (TU)
MR V K ADHIKART - HEAD 0F BYASRISHT
= MSc &8 Ed (TU)
MR T R GHIMIRE M Sc (TU)
MR K GURUNG - ASST. HEAD 0F PUMIRT
M S¢ (TU)

MR R ADHIKART M Sc(TU)
—7 1

Pla

N

PART -TIME STAFF
MR G GWACHHA GYMNASTICS INSTRUCTIR
MR SUDEEP KHADKA KARATE INSTRUCTIR
MR B SHRESTHA  scouT TEACHER
MRS D SHRESTHA  scouT TeacHeR
MK £ KHADKA scouT TeEACHER
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Kumar Eai
Phisma Raj Thapa
Rameshwor Fd. Paudel
Fam Ghandra Thakur:
Kajendra Khadka
Talak Bdr. Karki
Mani Kam Gautam
Lal Bdr Tamang
Raju Ghimire
Mahesh Khadka
Ramji Subedi
Hari Bdr. Bhandar:
Bhuwan Singh Thapa
Krishna Pd. Acharya
Min Bahadur Khadka
Bir Bahadur Tamang
Dal Bdr Magar
Krishna Bdr Lama
Keshav Thakuri
Dil Bahadur Tamang
Chakra Bdr. Shrestha
Ram Bdr. Thakuri

With The CAO & The Principal

Gatering Manager
Asst. Gatering Manager
Store Incharge
Head Gook
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Senior Gook ( Asst. Head Cook)
Senior Gook ( Asst. Head Gook)

Asst. Head Cook
Cook

Gook

Gook

Gook

Cook

Gook

Baker

Baker

Paker

Semor Bearer
Senor Bearer
Senior Bearer
Senior Bearer
Senior Pearer
Semor Bearer
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Santosh Khanal
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Kam Narayan Shrestha

Indra Nagarkot:

Om Krishna Karmacharya

Chok Bdr. Khadka
Keshay Adhikari
Hom Bdr. Shrestha
Sanu Bhai Dangol
Hem Pd. Silwal
Sundar Kai

Chandra Bahadur Lama

Mailee Tamang
Radha Bhujel
Man Bdr. Tamang
Rana Kaji Deaula
Uttam Kuinkel
EakNath Bastola
Dev Kumar Deula
Ram Bdr. Tamang
Kanchha Sunar
Binod Maharjan
Bipati Rai

Meenu Khadka

The Kitchen Staff
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Senior Bearer
Senior Bearer
Head Masalchee
Senior Masalchee
Asst Head Masalchee
Senior Masalchee
Senior Masalchee
Senior Masalchee
Masalchee
Masalchee
Masalchee
Maszalchee
Masalchee
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Kitchen Helper
Rice Cleaner
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General Office
Shevana Chhetri
Chameli Lama
Shivaji Nath Faueel
Sakul Khadka
Ranjit K.C
Sabitri KC

Kamal KC

Nabin Shah
Suntali Thakuri
Surya Bdr, Magar

Accounts Department

Eaju Prasad Kayastha
Kamala Thapa
Durga Shova Chitrakar

Library

Kamal Prasad Ghimire
Shubhadra Pradhan
Eeju Sharma

Dambar Bahadur Air
Shiva Hari Kandel

Lab

Ram Krishna Shilakar
Niraj Man Singh
Sunita Adhikari
Ishwor Lamichhane
Anil Kumar Lamichhane
Kanchhi KC

Pringipal's Secretary

Office Secretary
Exam Secretary
Messenger
Messengar
Eeceptionist

I T Technician

I'T Technician
Office Cleaner

Fainter/ Fhotocopy Operator

Chisf Accountant
Accountant
Asat. Accountant

Head Librarian
Librarian

Asst, Librarian
Jr. Librarian

Library Helper

Head Lab Technician
Lab Technician

Lal Technician

Lab Technician

Lab Technician

Lab Cleaner

School Health Care Center

Transport Section
Eir Bdr Tamang
Sukra Fd. Khatiwada
Arun Moktan

Indra Tamang

Tom Eaj Faudel

Maintenance Section
Dhruba Lamichhane
Bishnu Faudel

Kumar Khadka

EBhim Bdr. Budhathoki
Anand Thapa

Raju Tamang

Eam Bdr. Shrestha
Badri Nath Faudel
Sanat Gurung

Laxman Tamang
Rajendra Shrestha
Kedar Basnet

Durga Phakta Silakar
Laxmi Sundar Chauguthi
Krishna Bdr. Tamang
Babu Kaji Bamanu
Achyut Pokhrel

Frabin Eai

Lal Bahadur Karki

Handimen

Chandra Bahadur Karki
Chandra Bdr. Tamang
Jivan Khadka

Maila Tamang

Administrative Staff & Maintenance Staft

Rabin Shrestha - Chief Administrative Officer

Head Driver
Driver

Priver

Viechile Helper
Vechile Helper

Ganeral Administrative Officer
Store Manager

Store Keapar

Head Flumber

Flumber

Asst. Plumber

S Foal Oparatar | Flumbar
5 Poal Oparator [ Flumbar
Head Electrician

Senlor Electrician
Electrician

Junior Elgetrician
Carpenter

Asst, Carpentar

Asat. Carpenter

Asst. Carpenter

Welder

Welder Helper

Gardener

Ganesh Dahal
Kanchha Gole Tamang
Capsang Lama
Sanjeep Bhujel

Mira Bhattarai Head Metron

Swosti Shrestha Metron Sweepar

Radhika Kunwar Matiom Dhan Bdr. Pode Head Sweeper Rupa Fode

Usha Pandey Clinic Assistant ‘é:ar;g:‘a:;:d’ Uday Devkota

Ajita Pyakurel SHCC Didi Ga.:ga I;day:mﬂ Sunil Fﬂdle

Gyani Maya Shrestha SCCC Didi Shanti Poda Shree Krishna Fm:fﬂ !

Maina Shrestha SHCC Didi Nirmaya Sunuwae ‘ﬁ'fim Bahadur Adhikari
Raj Fode Bikram Deula

Security Section Nar Bahadur Raut Kapil Dev Bhandari

MNavaraj Fandit Head Security Guard Sumitra Deula

Bhaj Bdr Thapa Security Guard - Shift Incharge

Krishan Bdr. Deauja  Security Guard - Shift Incharge House Aaya Chandra Maya Magar
Gopal Bdr. K.C Security Guard Nirmala Tamang Head Aaya Bimala Thapa

Prithvi Man Tamang Security Guard Sita Ojha Kamala Malla

Ganga Guniung Security Guard Sabitri Devi kandel Lila Nepali

Saraswoti Pandit Security Guard Urmila Karki

Shiva Maya Shrestha

Sukman Tamang
Eaju Lama

Security Guard
Security Guard

Yam Kumari Thapa
Bhagwati Tamang

Radha Khadka
Laxmi Nepal
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School Prefects
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Budhanilkantha School (&)

( Council of School Prefects 2015 )
6018 Prachanda School Captain

6139 Diamond Deputy School Captain

6161 Monila Deputy School Captain

6153 Rujen Deputy School Captain/ Academic Captain

6008 Sagar House Captain (BH)

6047 Prakriti House Captain (CH)

6001 Paul House Captain (GH)

6172 Sima House Captain (RH)

6005 Yubaraj Prefect 6012 Sabin Prefect

6040 Dikshita Prefect 6060 Amit Prefect

6065 Binam Prefect 6081 Ranjan Prefect

6082 Ravi Prefect 6111 Aakriti Prefect

6117 Nirvik Prefect 6160 Anushka Prefect
\6165 Bishow Prefect 6170 Shyanon Prefect )
f \
Club Presidents 2015

6164 Mahima SFON 6123 Matina Creativity

6125 Aveshree FYE 6052 Simran Awareness

6049 Ramila DADC (VP) 6015 Asmita HNF

6098 Tejas LEO 6090 Sudarsan Social Service
6126 Anunaya Focus 6086 Sambanda Maths

6022 Ashmit Biodiversity 6099 Vaskar Star

6095 Sumit Interact 6150 Isaan Dotnet

6134 Auviral Environment 6073 Mousam Red Cross

6135 Saurav Science
N\ 4
f \
Academic Prefects 2015

6013 Santosh 6033 Aaradhya

6038 Apekshya 6069 Ishan

6075 Oscar 6076 Paras

6087 Saurav 6092 Subin

6094 Sulav 6103 Nirmal

6118 Pujan 6121 Shashank

6122 Bikash 6130 Danny

6133 Sashi 6140 Jong Seong

6143 Binaya 6145 Saurav

6148 Bipul 6149 Sarthak

6155 Dawa 6158 Surakshya

6162 Sheetal 6166 Sakar

6167 Ayushma 6169 Sanjila

6173 Najina 6175 Kritika
\6178 Aashish )

17 Bhanjyang 2016



Subjects Prize Winners - 2014/2015
A

(Class 5 (Opt. Maths 9072 Samip
English 3024 Asahi Pop. & Env 9020 Pratistha /9072 Samip /
Nepali 3116 Mukesh 9079 Sushant
Mathematics 3116 Mukesh Civics & Mora.9024 Rupa
Science 3116 Mukesh

Social Studies 3116 Mukesh Class 9
Art 3005 Jenisha /3038 Babin English 8068 Sakchi
Dance 3014 Sarbada Nepali 8007 Ankit
Music 3108 Dikshanta Mathematics 8122 Nischal
Science 8011 Avash
Class 6 Social Std. 8018 Durgesh
English 2024 Maushuf Env. & Pop. 8007 Ankit
Nepali 2098 Janendra Opt. Maths 8018 Durgesh
Mathematics 2049 Supreme Computer Sc. 8088 Ayush
Science 2061 Luniva Geography 8092 Sabal
Social Studies 2049 Supreme Account 8053 Ujwal
HPE 2042 Shree Krishna Class 10
IVT 2061 Luniva English 7002 Amrit/ 7031 Prashamsha /
Art 2069 Rija 7120 Sujan
Dance 2065 Omisa Nepali 7009 Parikshit
Music 2065 Omisa Mathematics 7064 Ashutosh /7059 Aman /
7062 Aarakshan
Class 7 Science 7009 Parikshi
English 1035 Krishal / 1056 Shrawan Social Std. 7071 Digdarshan
Nepali 1090 Bibek HPE 7031 Prashamsha
Mathematics 1061 Suraj/ 1079 Kiran Computer Sc. 7059 Aman/ 7037 Akriti/
Science 1061 Suraj 7009 Parikshit / 7074 Kuber /
Social Std. 1047 Sabhal / 1090 Bibek 7080 Nirakar /7121 Sujit/
HPE 1042 Prashant 7087 Sahil / 7040 Ishani /
VT 1099 Manish 7133 Sambridha /7036 Akriti /
Art 1095 Nabin 7079 Nikhil / 7091 Sanjeev /
Dance 1070 Akriti 7056 Aayush / 7076 Nabin /
Music 1035 Krishal 7072 Jatin/ 7073 Jonsai /
7014 Milan / 7088 Sakcham /

Class 8 7119 Sameep
English 9020 Pratistha Opt. Maths 7039 Era/ 7059 Aman
Nepali 9020 Pratistha Geography 7012 Binod
Mathematics 9098 Nisha Accounts 7067 Bijaya
Science 9006 Ashmita /9091 Padam /

9101 Riwaj Overall Best Results 2013/2014
Social Std. 9055 Kritish Class 5 3116 Mukesh
HPE 9049 Everest Class 6 2049 Supreme
Pre-Voc. 9020 Pratistha / 9054 Janak / Class 7 1047 Sabhal

9012 Jenisha / 9098 Nisha Class 8 9072 Samip
Computer Sci. 9072 Samip /9033 Aditya kClass 9 8018 Durgesh

\_
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University/College Placements - 2014/2015

Goll #Name College/University Country) (Roll # Name College/University Countr\?
3017 Prabesh St. Johns College USA 4117 Aarambh National Institute of Tech., India
3036 Amisha Wilson College USA 4120 Binaya Southeast Missouri St. Univ., USA
3052 Suvechchya East Central Univ. USA 4126 Abhinav Ramapo College USA
3064 Manaswi Ramapo College USA 4129 Rajan  National Institute of Tech., India
3086 Sawal  Columbia University USA 4130 Shreeraj Drexel University USA
3087 Shailesh Hobart & Will. Smith Coll.USA 4135 Anshu  Hollins University USA
3099 Anant - Colby College Lsa 4138 Chandan Westminster College USA
3125 Jyohomson Howard University USA 4141 Abhinav Coe College USA
3135 Awaz Gettysburg College USA .
3140 Bikash  Ramapo College USA 4142 Abish Ramapo College. UsA
3145 Subhaya Ramapo College USA 4143 Anish Howard University USA
S Farren  dewerd Ui USA 4148 DevendraHoward University USA
3160 Asmita Waldorf College USA 4149 Kripa Asia-Pacific University Japan
3161 Mahotsaw  Webster University, Thailand | [4152 Prerak  Univ. Of New Orleans  USA
3188 Ankita Caldwell University USA 4153 Rhiju Colby-Sawyer College  USA
4003 Bibek Tohoku University Japan 4154 Aalok Mississipi St. University USA
4011 Keshar NYU Abu Dhabi UAE 4156 Albin Drexel University USA
4037 Anusha Ramapo College USA 4161 Ashish  Tufts University USA
4041 Olympia S. W. Minnesota St. Univ., USA 4162 Binamrata Morehead St. Univ. USA
4046 Samikchyya Soka University USA 4165 Maleeka Earlham College USA
4052 Vipasana Wellesley College USA 4166 Nikesh St. Olaf College USA
4056 Amulya Truman State University USA 4180 Kusum Truman State University USA
4060 Arjan Truman State University USA
4062 Ashish Ramapo College USA Via IB
4064 Sandeep Beloit College USA . .

] . 4021 Krishna NYU Abu Dhabi (IB) UAE
4065 Bhushan Tufts University USA
4066 Biraj Caldwell College USA 4033 Pratikshya Duke University (IB) USA
4070 Himanshu St. John's College USA 40508SubhalielissieyiCol legel{IBjRNUSA
4073 Niyam  Aussumption University, Thailand
4076 Prabin  Tenesse Tech State Univ. USA Placements of 5000 “D” Students
4077 Prabuddha Dickinson College USA 5063 Ashish  Ashoka University India
4084 Shiddhartha Canada College USA 5077 Prasanna Univ. of Pennsylvania ~ USA
4085 Sumit  Asia-Pacific University Japan 5153 Ojaswi Smith College USA
4088 Sushant Ramapo College USA 5175 Siddhant Harvard University USA
4092 Deepak St. Olaf College USA 5183 Nischal NYU Abhu Dhabi UAE
N\ U )

We would like to wish “Best of Luck” for
their future endeavours.
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BNKS NEWS 2015

New Appointments:

Mrs. Purnima Lama, Mr. Rajkumar Thapa
and Miss Nirjala Poudel have been appointed
as the head of Tilicho, Pumori, and Saipal
houses respectively. Congratulations and
best wishes to all the new Head of houses.

Mr. Navin Poudel, Mrs. Binu Lama, Miss
Nisha Singh have been appointed as the
Assistant Head of Houses of Ratnachuli,
Choyu and Tilicho respectively.

Achievements:

Many congratulations to Mr. N P Paneru for
being awarded the national honor for
excellence in teaching.

We are overjoyed to inform you that by this
year the girl’s population in B N K S has
increased to 37% of the total population.

Happy Moments:

Congratulations and best of luck to all the M Mr. Prakash Deep Rai and Mr. Kubir Gurung
new assistant Heads of Houses. tied nuptial knot with Miss Asha Rai and
Miss Pabitra Saru Gurung respectively this
Welcome to BNKS: year. BNKS family would like to congratulate
B We would like to welcome Mr. Hari Sharan both of them and wishes for their happy
Pandit and Miss Dipika Kutu to the conjugal life.
Mathematics Department.
B Many congratulations to Mr. Kamal K.C. for
B Likewise, we would like to welcome Mr. being blessed with a baby boy and Mr. Anil
Ramesh Adhikari and Mrs. Pratistha Kumar Lamichane for being gifted with twin
Neupane Pandey to the Physics and English baby boys. We would like to wish them and
Department respectively. their families the happiest of times.
B Similarly, we would like to extend our warm Heartfelt Condolences:
welcome to Mrs. Radhika Thapa Kunwar to
the School Health Care Centre as a new M The BNKS family is bereaved by the demise
matron. of Mr. Sudarshan Rishal (Former Deputy
Good Bve: Headmaster and Physics teacher) Mr. D Dev
Dewan (Former Head of Department of Arts)
B  We would like to wish Mr. B Panthi (Teacher and Mr. M Bdr Rai (Bearer). May their soul
of Physics Department), Mr. T R Dhakal rest in peace.
(Teacher of English Department) and their
family a happy and prosperous life in Retirement:
Canada. B On behalf of Budhanilkantdha School family,
B Congratulations! Mr. S Kumar (Teacher of we would like to thank Mrs. Chamala Sara
Mathematics Department) for the amazing Giri (Metron), Mrs. Chandra K. Thapa (House
opportunity in Norway. Didi), Mr. Kanchha Magar (Bearer), Mr. Bhoj
) ] Raj Pode (Sweeper), Mr. Shyam Bdr. Gurung
Establishment: (Guard), Mr. Kanchha Tamang (Handyman)
B The school feels proud on establishing the for their long service in Budhanilkantha
13 house, “Tilicho”. Girls of classes 9 & School. We would like to thank them for their
10 have found a new house to reside on. invaluable support.
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Editorial

It has been a great pleasure to be the part of the |
editorial team of Bhanjyang 2072 - the 38" issue |
of the annual school magazine. The main
objective of this magazine is to surface thel
hidden and unexposed literary talents of our young |
writers so as to bring them in limelight in the days
ahead. Through these pages, we have tried to|
reflect the wealth of talents and promise that our
students hold. Together with them, there have been |
various reports and glimpses of different]
activities - both national and international|
level - of the Budhanilkantha family.
Going through so many articles from different |
genres, reports and other interesting materials
and analyzing their validity, reliability as weIIl
as originality and appropriateness for the|
school's annual magazine was not easy, we felt.
However, it has been fun, indeed, to finalize a|
task and be ready to produce this issue of
Bhanjyang.
We received a good number of creations from |
our students ranging from class 5 to class 12|
and A levels. Most of them are original and very |
reliable and address some hot issues of the|
country as well as those of the world in
general. Some are based on their real life
experiences at the moments of happiness andl
at the times of some disasters and turmoil
prevalent in their areas. We have been reaIIy|
impressed by the quality of their writing and|
the seriousness of the content. Some of the
creations, we believe, are eye openers to those |
who are in the leading positions of the country. |
On behalf of the whole editorial team, we would |
like to thank all the budding writers for their|
zeal and enthusiasm to hand in their articles
among which, unfortunately, some had to be
discarded owing to some constraints. We are|
sorry for that. We would also like to thank and |
congratulate the student editors for their
tireless and enthusiastic efforts to finalize the job. |
We are equally indebted to those who, directly or
indirectly, have supported and encouraged us tol
bring out this issue of Bhanjyang on time.
We hope, our valued readers will find a lot of |
materials worth reading and enjoy going through |
them. Similarly, we are quite sure that you will |
appreciate the wonderful efforts of your wards
and encourage them to write further. Despite our |
herculean efforts, their might still be some Iapses|
for which, we kindly request you to bear with us. By
the same token, we expect positive and|
constructive criticisms from you all so as to upgrade |
the standard of the annual magazine in future. |
Happy and enjoyable reading! I
|

Nawaraj Nepal
Binod Sharma Y,
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Faithfulness

1129
Araj
Class: 8

Once upon a time in a distant
land, there was a prosperous
kingdom. It was one of the most
developed and beautiful
kingdoms of its time. It was very
powerful too. No one dared to
threaten such a kingdom.
Everyone talked about its glory
and prosperity. The King of the
kingdom was famous as the
country. He was educated,
talented, was trained as a very
good warrior and above all he
was kind and generous to his
courtiers. Everyone praised
him. But even the King had a
bad quality. He could not stand
any mistakes. He would like to
see everything perfect. For his
protection, he had appointed a
sturdy bodyguard. The
bodyguard was like a human
giant. His muscles were so big
that it made him difficult to eat
with his hands. If he would
stand in front of the King, the
King could not be seen. The
King was proud of him and
praised him.

One day, the king wanted to go
to have a bath in the river. So
he took his bodyguard with him
for his protection, of course.
They went to the nearby river,
only the king and the body
guard. The king undressed and
kept all clothes as well as all
the ornaments on the side of the
river. Along with the
ornaments, there was a

diamond. It was bluish in color
and was of both, high monetary
as well as sentimental value
for the king. He was
emotionally attached to it
because it belonged to his
mother and she handed it to
him over her last breath. He
kept it very safe. Therefore, he
specially told the bodyguard to
take special care of the
diamond.

The king went for a swim. He
swam on the other side of the
river from where the bodyguard
could not be seen. After
sometime, when the king was
still swimming, some robbers
came and hit the bodyguard on
the back of his head and
knocked him unconscious.
They, then, took all the
ornaments and royal clothes
along with the precious
diamond with them. By the
time, the king finished his bath,
the bodyguard had woken up
and found about what had
happened. The king, on not

seeing his clothes and
ornaments, asked the
bodyguard about it. The

bodyguard then narrated the

Vote of Gratitude

On behalf of Budhanilkantha
School family, we would like
to bid farewell to Mrs.
Chamala Sara Giri (Metron),
Mrs.Chandra K. Thapa (House
Didi) Mr. Bhoj Raj Pode
(Sweeper), Shyam Bdr.
Gurung (Guard), Mr. Kanchha
Tamang (Handyman) and Mr.
Kanchha Magar (Kitchen
Staff) whose immense
contribution to the school
was invaluable. We wish
Kthem a happy retired life.

whole story to the king. On
hearing this, the king became
angry and said that it was the
bodyguards fault. He angrily
dismissed the bodyguard from
his job and told him to be happy,
that he didn’t behead him. The
bodyguard returned home very
upset. He began to think what
he would do now.

The job was his only soure of
income. How would he feed his
wife and children? Miserable
times came in the lives of the
bodyguard and his family but
the king didn’t care.

After some months, when
everything was retjrning to
normality, after all the
nuisance, the king had to go to
a nearby city for some
administrative work. It was very
urgent and he had to be
present. So, the king rode alone
on his chariot for the city. On
the way, there was a jungle. But
the king didn’tcare. W hen
he was going through the
jungle, some rebels suddenly
jumped upon him and began
beating him. He was out
numbered. He could die but the
old bodyguard came to his
rescue. As he was quite well
trained and was a very strong
man, he defeated them after
fighting for some time. He killed
each and every enemy with his
strength. The king was
surprised by this act, and
asked, “Why did you save me,
even when | brought such
misery to your life? | deprived
you of good food, good clothes,
kept your children starving and
yet you help me. Why?”. The
bodyguard replied, “Your
majesty, | am a bodyguard and
the foremost duty of a
bodyguard is to save his
master’s life even if you have

TS ROWR
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to give your life away. You have
been my master and will always
be, even if you do not regard
me as your bodyguard. My life
is always present for you.”
After hearing this statement,
the king was dumb founded. He
was very impressed with his
faithfulness. He asked the
bodyguard to forgive him and
resume his duty as a bodyguard
and that he would get paid
double. He also learnt the
lesson that mistakes are made
by everyone. The main thing is
totry notto repeat themandto
improve and learn from them.

Moral: Faithfulness is a pillar in
the house of good character.

2045
Siddhartha
Class: 7

When [ was in a deep

Long nice sleep,

I saw a nightmare,

Full of fear.

I was in the park,

Suddenly I heard a dog bark,
I turned back and saw a
monster coming;

And now they were roaming.
One of them came to eat me,

Best friend

3010
Swornima
Class: 6

You smile when I smile

You cry when I cry

Promise me that this special
Bond between us will never die

I met you when [ was five

From then you’ve shown the
rightlife

The day we met was friendship day
“We are the best of the all”:

that everyone tells

And when we met with each other
We promised to explore the
future together

You’ve helped me in each part
of my life

Your beautiful face always
glowed with a smile

My difficulties were your
SOITOWS

My happiness your joys

And I really thank god for giving
me someone

Who could light up my world at
all times.

lllusions and Magic

o

i

7042
Samita
Class: Al

Everyone is an illusionist
And the world is an illusion
So, is it true what our senses
insist?

Can we trust our decisions?

We sleep, dream and have faith
Worry about the future yet,
forget history;

Are we passing time until our
deaths?

Or maybe, there is a bigger
mystery?

I'stand by my window, the place

[ pray,

Sure Almighty must know what is
going on.

As I stare at the sun’s first ray,
My head spins, my thoughts
disappear.

Taking in illusions, taking in the
reality,

Perplexed, I watch the flowers
bloom,

I find clarity, a drug of tranquility;
Then I wonder why I felt so
gloomy.

I open up, listen to the cuckoo’s
calling,

I find magic, I find blind faith
Triumphant, I know [ was
stalling,

I hit him like Bruce Lee I was afraid of the sneaky death.
Getti ok ’ Everything is monumental, all
N ctng ‘g’ q‘EC ' Congratulations to things,

¢ started to tlee; Mr. N P Paneru for Happiness fills up my insides
I'am very brave, you see. beina awarded with Magic is in the mother’s love, or
Once others saw that monster, . _g in a wedding ring
They behaved like a child, National Honour for Itis right here knocking on our
They started to hop Excellencein souls " fierall

’ P We are all magicians, after a
And suddenly [ woke up! Teaching And the world is full of magic.
N %
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IS BELIEF

1132
Prashansa
Class: 8

When we were born, we were
sent with marks on our
forehead, marks of fate. We
have often heard this word and
are familiar with it. But do you
think that we are living our life
just for completing what God
wrote for us? In our societies,
there are still beliefs that
astrologists can foretell the
future. It might or might not be
true as no one has any proof.
But in my opinion, fate is not
what is written on our hands
orforehead, it does not depend
on the time we were born. Fate
is “what is within us”.

Astrologists predict the future
of a child as soon as they are
born. You yourself can imagine:
a child’s future already being
decided when it has not been
a moment that the child has
stepped into this world! If the
future of a child is predicted to
be full of failures, is it worth
for the child to go on living
further? Is it the fault of the
newborn that he was born
when the stars were aligned in
a ‘wrong’ position?

Well, even if the facts of the
future being predicted were
true, | would never live my life
in disbelief of what some other
person decides for me. |,
myself, would decide what to
follow to get me in the path of
success. Our lives should be
our own choices. Every
determined person must have
this feeling in their hearts and
their minds.

Enchantment, Thoughts
and Me
9022

Rajashwi
Class: 9

My thoughts and the world
intertlink.

I’'m enchanted.

I’ve been thinking,

Thinking about people,

Their faces, their smiles, their
flaws,

They remain cold.

I realize,

I’'m running way too fast.

So, I stop.

It’s amazing how distance.
Makes things look small.
Yes, they are distant.

Then suddenly, I’'m jerked back,
Jerked back to reality, to life.
The whispers,

My dreams are shattered.
Actually, it had already
shattered;

The day all of it happened.
The screams, the sorrow, the
people!

I'wish I could take it all.
That day too, I remember,
My thoughts and the world
intertlinked.

I was enchanted,

After all this time, I still am.

I still am enchanted.

The jumbled up thoughts,
They still confuse me,

My dreams still shatter,
Butstill,

I’'m enchanted.

A Hard Choice

8018
Durgesh
Class: 10

Tamim Igbal was just
seventeen, yet he was pushed
into the dirty game of terrorism.
Both of his hands were
wrapped around a gun, pointing
it at the British reporter
kneeling before him. His hands
were shaking. Hossain and
Kasab were behind Tamim,
forcing him to shoot the
reporter.

"Just shoot, and, inshallah,
you'll be blessed." Kasab was
saying.

But the green eyes of Tamim
showed more fear than that of
the British reporter. The
reporter, now in despair, looked
at the long face of Tamim—
which seemed disheartened.
After a moment of closing his
eyes, Tamim cried, "For Allah!",
and gave a headshot. The
British reporter fell on his side
like a fallen tree. Hossain and
Kasab were hooting, while
Tamim was staring into the
reporter’s lifeless eyes.
Suddenly, pity welled up inside
Tamim’s heart and a clear
stream of tears trickled down
to his cheeks.

Then, he ran. He ran until he
came to the banks of the
Jhelum River. He sat down and
called his father, Abdus Igbal.
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After a moment, his phone was
answered.

"Baba, Salam Walekhum."
"Walekhum Salam, Tamim"

Suddenly, Tamim’s voice
wavered, and the only thing
that he could blurt out was, "I
can’t Baba, | just can’t."

In reply, Tamim could hear his
father lecturing him in his usual
stern voice. Knowing that
calling his father was useless,
Tamim cut the line and started
crying violently.

"Allah, why do you demand
death?" Tamim cried out.

"I am obliged, even though |
don’t want to kill..." Tamim
sobbed harder, pouring out his
remorse through the stream of
tears.

The blood red sky from the
setting sun, the trees dancing
through the breeze, and the
clear and cool water of Jhelum
itself, couldn’t do anything to
appease Tamim.

Just then, Tamim heard shouts.
He realized that his Al-Qaeda
comrades were looking for him.
No sooner had Tamim stood; he
was pushed hard from behind.
As he turned his head to take a
glance upon his attackers, ten-
long nozzle AK-75 were being
pointed to his head. He could
see Kasab’s malicious face
grinning at him.

"Well, well, looks like our big
boy is missing his mamma."

After that, Kasab nodded at the
brawny man behind Tamim who
he recognized as Hossain.

Hossain brought forth a glass
and put it to Tamim’s lips. The
red liquid in the glass gave of a
pungent smell. The liquid was
forced to Tamim’s mouth, which
he then forced down his neck.
The immediate realization of
the liquid being blood, made
him green.

He threw up on Kasab, who in
anger gave a hard hit on
Tamim’s head.

"You're a disgrace, Tamim. A
disgrace to Islam." He said.

"You're obliged to kill for Allah."

"l, being a human, am morally
obliged to save another
human’s life. How can you take
souls that have a hope of life
inthem?"

"Just shut up, and don't start
pestering me. | do it for Islam.
We all do it for Islam."

"Please, don’t make me do it.
Please."Tamim pleaded to
Hossain, who handed Tamim a
gun, to kill another American
journalist.

"on’t show your drama, you
darned moron." "The camerais
going to capture this. Show
them a bolder face."

There were thirteen peopleint

e room. The dark room was not
painted, and its plasters were
giving away. It looked like a
burnt cell.

The American was crying
vehemently, blurting out words,
pleading Tamim. In the eyes of
the American, he could see a
son, a father, a husband, a
friend.

"If 1 kill him, | would deprive
someone from their son or
someone from their husband. |
would bring despair to a happy
family", a part of Tamim's mind
was saying while the other was
forcing him, "Kill, you bastard,
you ought to kill for Islam, for
Pakistan."

Instead of the American, now,
Tamim was emptied of hope.
Hopelessly, he eyed all his Al-
Qaeda comrades in the cell,
looked at the camera, and
commanded to start the shoot.

Then, looking at the camera,
Tamim, in his thick Arabian
accent, said, "This is a message
to the world. Boys, like me, have
been forced to carry guns..."

"Shut up!" Kasab cried out, but
Tamim continued.

"...I'am obliged to humanity to
spare this American’s life."

And instead of pointing at the
American, Tamim pointed it at
himself.

"No" Kasab said, "Don’t Tamim,
Please!"

Kasab, Hossain, and eleven
other Jihadists sprang forward.
As they approached him Tamim
took a deep breath, closed his
eyes, and shot himself in the
head.

There was a sudden flash of
pain. It seared down through his
body. A last thought came to his
mind, "I was obliged, acridly,
from two sides."

And everything was black.
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Devastating
Earthquake

2004 s |
Abhinam A

Class: 7 @ |
W of

Enjoying my holidays, | was
lying on my bed and watching
the television. | was feeling
pretty good, then suddenly, the
television automatically turned
off, as if something bad was
going to happen. As | predicted,
the land began to shake. |
realized it was an earthquake;
it could cause loss of life. And
so, | ran for my life towards the
main gate of my house. Just
like me, there were others
running, too. As | approached
the main gate, | heard my
mother yelling, “Earthquake!
Everyone run!” but | was
already outside the house. We
went towards the open field.
Obviously, the tremors
continued like a furious bull. We
prayed to God. | was really
worried about my father as he
was not at home. Then, we also
started to hear various sorts of
pieces of news like Dharahara
falling down and Hanuman
Dhoka being destroyed. | felt
very sad. Nepal was suffering
a lot. | also heard that the
earthquake was of 7.9
magnitude in the Ritcher Scale.
| also heard that around 23
districts were affected by the
earthquake, especially
Dolakha, Sindhupalchowk and
Gorkha. So, we were really
scared and so, we slept outside
the house in the open field,

under a tent. There, we slept
peacefully. The next morning,
after we ate our breakfast, my
father looked up on our school’s
site about my holidays. And he
found out that my holidays had
been extended upto the 15% of
Jestha.

The days passed on. Slowly, we
moved back to our home. Then,
the day finallly came when | had
to go to school again. | felt
both, happy as well as sad.
Then slowly, the days passed
on and things became normal,
as they used to be.

Life with Brother

1094
Pankaj
Class: 8

Hey brother, let’s go to play
Asusual with stone and clay,
In the field near the park
Playing there in the dark.

The day when you went to
school with your books,

A girl gave you a beautiful look
You wanted to be with her,
Unfortunately, the girl was
daughter of your sir.

Your friends used to come to
our home

And we used to walk and roam
They used to tease and frighten us
But they themselves got scared
and made a fuss

I’'m alone with your lack

Hey brother, please come back,
Without you, my days are white
and black.

The Day | Will Never
Forget

2009
Avanish
Class: 7

On 1 September 2015, the
time was 4:15 and my friends
and | were walking down to the
swimming pool for our house
swimming. Few weeks ago,
monkeys were seen in our
school, and now too, we
encountered a group of
monkeys on our way to the
swimming pool. My friends
wanted to run back to the house
but how could we? It was our
house swimming. We went on
with full courage without looking
at those monkeys. But suddenly,
a monkey attacked us and all of
us ran. One of the monkeys
started chasing us. We ran as
fast as we could but we were of
no match to those monkeys.
When | was running, my slipper
got off and when | tried to take
it, a monkey tried to jump over
me but | managed to escape.
Finally we reached the
swimming pool but both my
slippers were surrounded by
monkeys. Right after that, those
monkeys were gone and one of
my friends brought my slippers
back. | finally had a moment to
relax. From this experience, |
learned that we should never
look at a monkey in its eyes
because if we do so, the monkey
will attack us. We were attacked
because one of my friends dared
to stare at their eyes with anger.
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Cold

8040
Sajeet
Class: 10

| finally have a reason to sit in
front of my desk, pen and paper
in hand, suddenly my mind
goes blank. Every idea that |
have thought of penning down
goes out of the window, into the
icy cold winter evening. Frankly
speaking; if | had my way, |
would run to the dormitory, into
my bunk; quilt and blanket over
me and snooze away in the
seductive warmth of my bed.
But | can’t, for there’s more than
an hour left before study time
isover. And I'm feeling way too
lazy to do my homework.

| look around, scanning the
room hoping in vain for some
sort of inspiration, but all | see
are some fellow mates trying to
complete their assignments.
Well, to hell with all blood
sucking homework, if I’'m to be
kicked out of a class tomorrow
for not doing my homework,
then so be it. Today, I'm just
going to sit back, relax and write
something interesting.
Besides, | haven’t written
anything good in a really long
time.

Why does winter have to be so
cold? My hands are freezing as
| write this. But, | can’t wait to
crawl into my bed. Maybe |

shouldn’t write about how cold
itis and how nice and warm my
bed is; | opine that thinking
about it is making me feel
colder. It’s all in the mind really.

What'’s strange is that now, |
seem to have written a couple
of paragraphs already, without
even knowing it. Maybe when |
finish writing this, if | like it I'll
spare it from going to the
waste-paper basket. Hmm...the
waste paper basket seems to
be quite full, maybe | should
clear it out. Nah, it’ll be even
colder outside. Well great!
Seems like I've come back to the
cold, again.

Now if it weren’t for the duty
teacher | could just sneak into
my lovely bed. Maybe | should
make some excuses to get into
the bed early. But then it’s
almost time; it’s not worth the
effort now. Now, | just wish that
the dorm clock would move just
a bit faster.

Aahh! It’s time now. Get to rush
to my dorm now and jump into
my bed. A good sleep at night
is just what the doctor
prescribes. But maybe | should
wake up early tomorrow morn
after all, for | haven’t finished
those assignments yet.

Hard Work Always
Pays

4007
Anuska
Class: 5

Once upon a time, there was
a boy named Ravi. He was
very poor. He was an orphan.
He used to stay under a big
tree and beg for money. He
used to collect not more than
few rupees in a day. With that
money, he used to buy
something to eat. He couldn’t
eat enough food because he
didn’t have enough money.

After sometime, he felt hungry
again. Now, there was no
money left with him. Soon, it
was going to be dark and a
person saw him. He saw that
the boy was very poor and had
not eaten properly for so many
days. He took him to his house
and gave him food to eat.

He later took Ravi to school,
where he worked very hard
and became first in his school.
He continued studying hard
and passed his SLC with 92%.
He wanted to study hard and
become a doctor and later,
because of his hard work, he
was able to become a doctor.

Now, he is living very happily.

You should also work hard to
live a happy life.
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War with Hope

9080
Supriye
Class: 9

War was brewing, and Sir John
Snow was anxious. He was
almost sure he would lose the
war. He had fought many wars
but only won a few so far. The
King had his hopes on him this
time. John was walking in
circles inside his tent when the
Squire came and told him, “Sir,
the troop have assembled. They
are ready.” John had dreaded
this moment.

When he went outside, the
soldiers were talking to each
other in low murmurs. “So, they
know the number they are up
against?” he asked the squire,
to which the squire quietly
nodded.

The Kingdom of Tauriels had a
larger army than theirs, like
they had been preparing for this
day all their lives. The enemy
army had more than 10,000
soldiers in number whereas
they had only 777 in theirs. Sir
John knew if he won this war,
he could get his dignity back.

The King had been his best
friend but because of the
Queen, he had been thrown out
of his post as a high courtier
and had become a laughing
stock.

But still, he was given a
captain’s post in the army as a
consolation. This embarrassed
him gravely. He was a knight
and wanted to die being a
knight.

He lost all hope when he heard
about the number he was
facing. The King’s messenger
and advisor, Mangester came up
to him. He explained that he
had been sent by the King to
convey a message.

“Do not give up hope, follow
the saying; ‘If there is a will,
there’s a way.” The Tauriels’s
army are now marching
towards the Valley of Death. If
we give them a surprise attack,
then we may have a chance to
win this war.”

But the surprise attack didn’t
end well. The Tauriels had been
expecting them; Sir John Snow
knew he had to retreat. More
than half of the army had been
killed but only a few of Tauriels’s
army had died. Suddenly, there
was a ray of hope for them. If
they struck down the Tauriels’s
leader now, they might be able
to win the war but Mangester
discouraged them and told them
it was foolish.

However, Sir John had a plan.
He—along with some
courageous knights
archers—climbed the Death
cliff. When he was little, his
nanny had told him a story
about this cliff. If anyone
climbed the Death cliff, a
devastating earthquake would

and

occur in the Valley of Death. He
knew he would die but he had
to do it to win the war. After a
long time spent climbing, they
reached the top of Death cliff.

Up in Heaven, the God of Hope
was talking to the God of Death.
The God of Gods had ordered
the latter to kill the small group
of soldier who had climbed the
Death cliff but the God of Hope
had stopped them from
proceeding because he felt pity
on Sir John. He had given him
hope.

Down below, a devastating
earthquake occurred at the
time given by the God of Hope.
The Death cliff crumbled down
upon the Tauriels army,
crushing them completely.

Sir John had been injured as he
had fallen from a height more
than a thousand feet but he
was the sole survivor with a
broken leg, broken arm and
broken collarbone. He was in
critical condition but he had
won the war because of hope.
A marching sound signalled the
entrance of the King.

A few months later, Sir John had
fully recovered and the King
knighted him again and to this
honour, he gave a speech, “We
only won because we never
gave up hope and we never
should give it up. Now, the
armies of Orc are upon us. They
are larger than that of the
Tauriels. We should not give up
hope and fight them in the
battlefield bravely.”

TS ROWR
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At the invitation of
- Tohoku University, two
Guidance Counselors
Mr. Chiranjivi Sharma
and Mr. Bijay Ram
Maharjan visited the
university from August
2- B, 2015 to attend FGL
Summer Schoal in
Sendai , Japan.

i - L
Mr. Chiranjivi Sharma with the College

Admissions Officers and Guidance The G”Mﬂ"‘fﬂ c"uﬂse*ﬂrf at
Counselors in Colombo, Sri Lanka, 2015 Ashoka University, New Delhi. 2015
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Ateam of 12 students and.2 teachers from BNKS
attended the International Teenagers'Mathematics
Olympiad (ITMO) held in Sungai Patani, Malaysia.
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Japan Super éﬂé@f@ Fair 2015

Young researchers working for o hetter

'1!'. tomorrow at the globalized Japan Super Scienee
Fair held in Ritsumeikan High School. Kyoto,






Fusion 2015 at BCM Arya Model Higher Secondary School,
Shastrinagar, Ludhiana, Punjab, India, was very special because
we were the only team from across the border.
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Six students
participated
in the Asian
Pacific
Conference
of Young
Scientists
in
Kualalampur.
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The Whispering Stars

1008 N -
Kritika N,
Class: 8 /
Well it was a scary day,
Suddenly a black cat came in
my way.
It would be better if I called ita
night;

There was no moon high up in
the sky.

It wouldn’t be fair if I tell that
The stars weren’t enjoying
staring at me.

For me it seemed as if they
faked a smile,

As they saw all my sorrows
troubling me.

These stars always remember
their past,

With loved ones and a caring
world.

They blessed them from the
heaven above,

For the goodwill of their loved
ones below.

But now pain and sorrow has
ruled the world,

Peace and Love has become
history now.

Some day if you listen to the
whispering stars,

Then you will hear them cry.

How did the loving and the
caring world become so cruel?
How did the kind-hearted learn
to be selfish?

How did the most touching
thing, love, go away?

And how did the people send it

The Black Day

The 25% of April was my
brother’s birthday. From the
starting of the day, | had a
headache and a strange
feeling that something would
happen that day. | had to take
a bath and a haircut,
everything was pretty normal
then. While | was having my
haircut, suddenly Crash! | fell
off my chair then | started to
shake with the ground. Many
people cried and shouted. |
realized it was an earthquake.

2011
Ayush
Class: 7

My father came running and
shouted my name just as a big
rock landed about an inch
away from me. | knew | would
have been crushed if | was
second late. | went to my
house and saw that the whole
neighborhood had gathered
near the TT board. We sat on
the ground until wave after
wave of earthquake kept
coming. We hurried to an even
bigger ground. When we
reached the ground, we saw
that many monuments and
temples were destroyed. | felt
illand slept on the floor. When

1051
Sampanna
Class: 8

Since the birth of my body,
No wonder how and why

I have a question without an
answer,

What miracle makes me
smaller?

Or larger than anyone

One day a cloth fits me;
And other day the other one

Many struggle for the answer,
until one dies,

But still no theory ever satisfies.
Is there no success

For me and anyone else?

Is that just the thing?

That we grow and die

Leaving the body full of nothing!

Now I have no chance

With only failure and sorrow,
shall dance

As I have nothing left to do but
to die

I'shall give up believing the lie

away? | woke up the next morning I Cause every little growth in
heard that more than 8000 length
Who dared to do it all alone? people were dead. | then With mv heieht and wei
Scaringall the happinessaway,  thought that if | had been a " thmyheightand weight,
Making life full of pain, ) millisecond late, | would be My time tick tocks
gﬁigfgﬁ :gg%gh to only think among those 8000 people. With nothing else than death.
57 Bhanjyang 2016
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Life: What is it
Actually?

7201

A pleasant day starts with the
bright light of the rising sun in
the morning. Similarly, life of
every creature starts with the
stepping of the innocent, cute
and loving baby from the warm,
caring womb of their mother to
this world. Everyone has their
life but it’s a bitter fact that no
one can ever find and interpret

thing they can do is make
assumptions about life and
have faith in it.

As our body develops, our
thoughts and beliefs also vary
regarding the explanation and
meanings of life. In my opinion,
life is like an enormous
encyclopedia which includes all
memories and hardships since
our cheerful birth to our pitiful
death. The mind of a new born
child is a blank slate in which
their life teaches and fills with
several rules of nature and
practices of life.

Actually life is a great struggle
where people willingly or
unwillingly have several bitter
sweet experiences. It is a
combined form of happiness,
grief, success, failure and many
more. No astrologists or palm
readers can interpret the future
of anyone exactly. When we go
to sleep, it’s not sure that we
will see the next morning. The

Binita |
Class: 11 |

| My buddies are budding in the

Tulips Making the diamond dew drops
scatter away.
7053 @ The big stalk stretches me
Shubheksha L -‘:. towards the sun,
Class: AL - And I engulfall the bright rays as
; much as [ can.
The cheerful light is bestowed
With a large yawn [ open my upon me,
eyes, Making my color more bright

My petals unlatch themselves and vibrant.
softly.

Ilook sideways clearing myself

Like a nosy neighbor I stalk the
conversations of passersby

As they hum the monotony of
their life.

from greens,

| same way.

Then someone cries, "Oh! What
[ thrash myself slowly to either alovely tulip",
side, And my cheek tinges red and I
give a sweet nod.

As the sun starts to burn away

world is so surprising and so are
the people in it. People strive | themorning mist,

and struggle hard throughout | Twonder when they’d meet the
their life to quench the thirst of |

pelf and comfort. But they are |
unknown to the fact that their |

struggles and efforts may goin |
vain at a snap of fingers and | I'hear the echo made by sound

trembling blue plane of the
Pacific.

their good life may turn into a | ofinvisible birds,
dreadful one. | Twriggle myself out of the moss
covered cliffs to the top,

The best example; we can | _
remember the recent | Cool rush of scented wind

disastrous earthquake which | touchesme softly,
shook every Nepali’s heart. | Finally atthe green, bulky
Even the millionaires had to | canopy1find myselfaloft.

sleep in the streets due to the

destruction of life and property. |
Similarly, it is also a true fact

that what we want might never I
belong to us and the things |
from which we want to stay |
away keep on following us. So, |
life is always a mysterious |
journey whose direction is yet |
to be discovered. |

I
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The Man in Black

7180
Smriti
Class: Al

It was a normal, peaceful
Wednesday dawn that looked
spectacular round the horizon.
My bus would leave me at the
roundabout and I'd have to walk
about a few blocks, while
returning from school. The road
leading to my house had tall
grasses growing on both sides
with towering trees. The
surrounding was filled with
serenity. | was on my own world
dreaming and wondering.

As | was walking, | could sense
something amiss. A small boy
of about a year or two was
crawling. His face radiated with
the innocence and beauty of
childhood that would make
anyone smile. His smile was so
pleasing and satisfying, and it
was that which caught my
attention. He was crawling in
the middle of the road that was
prone to accidents. The boy,
however, seemed detached and
unaware, he was enjoying the
atmosphere around. As | was
pondering about the boy’s
parents’ whereabouts and his
condition, a speeding truck
rushed his way.

The truck driver seemed to be
in a hurry and had no time to

spare. The enormous red truck
which could roll life out of any
living body under it was now
heading towards the boy
threatening the young life. |
could feel my heart beating at
an abnormal rate. The truck
driver could obviously not see
the tiny boy. How would this
end? Unaware about all the
happenings, the boy was still
happily playing. My mind was
racing, | was stationary yet in
motion. | could not fathom or
rather | was way too scared to
make any movement. Just when
the truck was approaching, a
man dressed in a black suit and
a black hat appeared out of
nowhere. He was tall and
slender. The long collar of his
jet black suit overshadowed his
face. The only visible part of his
mysterious face was the most
intriguing pair of eyes he
possessed. One glance was
enough to let anyone know that
he was not an ordinary man.

His swiftness could be
compared to the speed of light
as he ran towards the boy
within a fraction of a second;
clutched himin his strong arms
and ran out of the road in no
time. My eyes couldn’t believe
the miracle, although, I had just
witnessed it. At that fateful
moment, | was the only living
soul there, to be able to
witness his inhuman act of
bravery. He seemed to be a
savior sent by God. The man in
black was indeed an enigma.

World of Fantasy

I was lost, in my dreams
AndIdidn’t see you getting
away.

Never heard you walking away
Away from everyone to a land
far away

I was a fool, thinking about you
And dreaming about our future
in the paradise

Never realizing that you were
the tide

That scattered my hope, in a
million ways

['was in pain, waiting for you
Patiently, with every second that
passed away,

Holding my tears, faking a smile,
Blaming it to the star, shining far
away

['was weak, falling in love

And living in a world of fantasy
But if I met you again, I’d thank
you

For it was you, [ know that love
isn’ttrue
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A Visit to Thailand

2041
Sarbagya
Class: 7

~

K

Our journey to Thailand began
on the 31% of October 2015. We
arrived at the airport at 11 in
the morning. The teachers gave
us our tickets and bidding our
parents goodbye, we entered
the airport. After checking-in,
we waited for some time for the
boarding. A few minutes later,
we boarded the plane with only
one thingin our hearts, “We are
going for the IMSO 2015!”

Our arrival was late in the
evening. We exited the aircraft
and went to get our luggage.
Outside, the organizers were
waiting for us. We introduced
ourselves , so did they, took a
few pictures and, on a double
decker bus, left for our hotel.

After an hour of travelling on
the bus, we finally reached ASIA
AIRPORT HOTEL. After
receiving a warm welcome, we
had our dinner at around 8pm.
It all felt amazing! We then
went to our rooms, unpacked
our bags and tired as we were,
immediately went to bed.

The next day, representatives of
the other countries arrived too.
We were left free for the day,
and at noon, we went for
shopping for which we were
given a thousand ‘baht’ each to
buy things for ourselves. The

day after, there were
exhibitions done by other
countries, related to their
nationalities. It was a lot of fun.

Finally the day of our events
began. We were all nervous and
excited at the same time. The
theoretical tests were very
difficult, yet, we somehow
managed to survive through it.
After the tests, we were taken
to the National Agricultural
Museum. The day was really
hot too — about 38°C. We
returned to the hotel late that
night and soon, fell into a deep
sleep.

The next day, we had our
practical tests. We had only one
thought in our minds: that we
wouldn’t be able to do well. We
were given all the equipments
required and we followed the
instructions written on our test
paper. After the time was up,
we were all very happy to have
finished all our tests. Later, we
were taken to the National
Science Museum. It looked like
three 6X6 Rubik’s cubes were
joint together to make it. It was
awesome!

The next day, we were taken to
the ‘Dream World’ Fun Park.
The place was enormous and
very interesting. We were given
our tickets and left on our own.
We enjoyed the various rides
there like The Hurricane,
Speedy Mouse, Black Hole
Coaster, etc. We went inside the
Haunted Mansion and Farm
House. We also went on the
Super Splash and watched a 4D
movie! We all had a wonderful

time. Later that night, we
performed a cultural dance for
the cultural night. It went well.

The final day was the prize
distribution ceremony. That
night, we won the Best
Costumes Award and we also
did our last bit of shopping. The
day after, we finally returned to
our home, Nepal, happy and
content.

Reading a Book

2018
Ishaan
Class: 7

“Oh! How boring.” This is how
most people feel when they
are forced to read a thick book
with no pictures. But once
they start to read, they find
books interesting. This is
exactly what happened to me.

My friend gave me a book
“Harry Potter and the
Philosopher’s Stone” by J.K.
Rowling. At first, | thought that
it would be a boring
experience but when | started
reading it, it started getting
interesting. Before | knew it, |
was hooked. And finally when
| completed the book, | was
very proud of myself. From that
day onward, | have been
addicted to the Harry Potter
series. | am still reading them.

So, if you feel books are boring,
try Harry Potter- you will love
it. And remember, don’t judge
a book by its cover.
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Fooled by a T- Shirt

| woke up and looked outside
through the window beside my
bed. It was still dark. | looked
at my watch, it was 11:15. The
time reminded me of the ghosts
that walk during midnight. |
looked around very carefully;
everyone was sleeping. Then |
noticed something unusual and
terrifying - a shadow of a half
man on the wall outside the
door. A chill ran through my
spine. | was scared and covered
my body with the blanket and
tried my best to sleep. After a
while, | felt like going for a pee.
“AW! This had to come now”. |
never wanted to go but |
couldn’t control it for too long.
Then, like a mouse that is hiding
from a cat, | slowly got down
from my bed and put on my
slippers. Without making a
noise, | went towards the door.
From there, through the corner
of my eyes, | saw a shirt
hanging on a hanger.

The Setting Sun

The setting sun,

After abright long day

Sleeps beneath the hills

But even after it's gone

It leaves an orange tinge

Ofits glow.

‘WhenItoosleep like the setting sun,
Someday,

I too would like to

leave a beautiful glow,

that everyone will remember me
for.

6065
Binam
Class: A2

But alas, as dusk turns to
twilight,

Its glow fades to darkness
And I know that this day
shall come for all of us.
But I know- know well
That even if I can't see the
glowing sun

Itis still alive,

In some distant world

Still burning bright

And just like the setting sun,
I'hope to continue serving
In some other world

And like the setting sun

I shall be back again,
Tomorrow.

The Black Day of
Nepal

2037
Sabin
Class: 7

A

A situation neither called nor
informed.

A day where no joy could be
found but if asked, sorrow could
be found everywhere in Nepal.
It was the black day of Nepal.
When | say “the Black day of
Nepal”, | refer to the earthquake
of 7.9 magnitudes which had
hit Nepal at 11:56 AM on 25
April 2015.

Dharahara was destroyed. And
not only that but many other
infrastructures and cultural
heritages were also destroyed,
killing many people and
rendering many homeless.

We, the Nepalese, are hoping that
we will rise again. | pray for those
people who lost their family, their
property and their lives.

We aren’t prepared yet but all
of us should be prepared for
earthquakes in the future. Not
just only for earthquakes but for
other problems too. To do this
we should all be together and
hope that the destruction that
the earthquake did will be
repaired soon.

If not now, then when?If not me,
then who?
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Heartfelt Condolence

Mr. Man Bahadur Rai
(Bearer)

We are deeply engraved by
the untimely demise of Mr.
Man Bahadur Rai (Bearer)
and express our heartfelt
condolence to the bereaved
family. May his soul rest in
peace and may almighty
give enough courage to
overcome this great loss to

his family.
N y

HATS R0R

62



Budhanilkantha Schiool (&

‘1‘1?3

PET: 5

K

%ﬁmﬁwﬁmﬁqﬁr
T TS 9TeT G, A¥ SR

feref
FE g fr ferea
FIEN AL 0T 1 T,

CHHC'I A ATHT |

SR

T A q AT & ATHT

41 @rdt gfaater arhT faH T
AT

AT @9 T3 FAT fbT AT ?

Faer fagr Forer e e,
98T @ o fawers
@A
ATRATS ITYT ST 8T fh
HThel &1 AT AT
ﬁﬁ&qﬁw%ﬁrm@rﬁw

TS |

L IGIERPECIN

% A1 @l garer fawer T
TET TH 7
ATRATS MYl TS ATHT
Fdﬁrhsaré’rﬁq?ﬁ%?am%%‘rr
ATHT T TR s

ﬁ\ ml

T @ werg 9f| A=
[RRlES]

I T FET T Il AR
TR TG AT

w °fq a Ty
W%’HTWW

SO

I TG ATHT [T |
&R

qfaer, T T TSl T&AT T

T Fed GERHT (7T Aiead
BEH g1 B | Bifazas
HEPA GEH g |

SITORT SITCRTERT (et HY Tife=reer
A ATHETHT I =e T3al
TR ToRT AR “H” T
QA AT ATl ATHEHT IS

THZ BT, ST T8 b @i
T T | TAGHT T TT FeATIS
SE R A AT FHT g
QAT | T H 7 H ARl T
I A~TTATHT BT S HIA
[epaAT @, S HRA AHIH
T | AP AR T a¥ “H”
#1 feb ¥ T fqeamar g AfT |
Al (T T AATS ATeT HUA
T A HET §rg AT A A
FHAATHT Afer AfHT 5 AW
a1 by | H AN o G,
IS T AfTTRBT “H gid
JqTar @AREH G, Wil Al
faeTer, HEee! afdqar S HaH
TH HEd TREH G IS o
ATHT AT TATHT ATRATS
HrRgadeig THY g | 99 |
el U3el FITT &g | Sl
gTaTgel, aui, HH, FAAEfe,
Afqafte q@ afq @7 Fifaer
& gfafean e e 9y
wipT GITATEHT &, Fod
gifsiees! B | &1, wiasrel “H”
T Bl § ST AR FLHT
ARR J9 ARl qdr I
T FISTehT ST=IAT Tedehl T |
T, FAMT TEAT qH=], I
FrEar | fea9d At wma
qfasael “H” HISThl SI=HT

e | AT WA=l 98l ¥
[EATART =[=RTHT AT AR
TARATE TpTed ATHT AT
ferareue! Tt =g | A
“H” 1§ ST AT HHRHAT FHTSTA
g AT Tl [SATerR
AT | 9T @ T el B,
T FHR S AT TR T
2T | STel 7 % 5] B 7 favel
&l IeATUH! ST el S
AT FraRdl ¥ [Aare e |
EN AT ST ggel WY T =
ST AT AT AT T JTEE |

A AT “H” T3l A
g B | SR AR Hiq
YTEAT TTRREeHT AT qo AT
ToR frre=ret AT afRac e e
g @ | ST Ugal Sk HHar
g @ | ST ATHTHT 2aT et
A YT U g & 9o 0T
AT U Sfa B |

63

Bhanjyang 2016



Half-Time

2046
Shrawan
Class: 7

| was sitting on the beach
remembering that day. [t was in
this particular place twenty
years ago, when | was twenty
years old. It was in this venue
where | lost my fame. | was
known then but am not
remembered now. | was playing
for the best football club. Why
did it happen?

Twenty years ago, | was a
professional football player. |
was brilliant. And | played for
the best club in the universe. |
was going to play the final
match at Brownmouth Beach. It
was my club, Merryside Club
Everton versus Brownmouth. It
was the final of BPL.

| knew we had to win that game.
Being the best player of the
team, our coach, Mr. Banks had
made me the captain and
playmaker. We won the toss.
The game began.

We played brilliantly. At the
twenty-first minute, | scored
the goal and another onein the
injury time. Brownmouth was
helpless against us. It was the
half-time. My team mates and
| were enjoying the game.
That’s when | saw it. A gun in
someone’s hand. | looked at the
face. The person was none

other than my sister. My sister
had a gun pointed at me.

There was a blast as the bullet
hit my stomach. | screamed as
the pain seared through me.
People came rushing to help
me. There was a bullet in my
stomach. | could not feel
anything. Then | lost my
consciousness.

| woke up at Brownmouth
Hospital a week after that
incident. My surgery had been
successful. But | could not play
football anymore, not for a few
years at least. What could | do?
We had lost after | was
substituted in the second-half.
The score was humiliating; we
were thrashed- 5 to 2. We had
lost. Our fame had gone. And |
knew every newspaper would
post “Everton loses the BPL
after their key player is lost.”

Now, after twenty years, | know
everything. | know why my
sister had tried to kill me. She
had left me a letter that said-
“Brother, | tried to kill you
because | was paid one million
dollars. | am very sorry.” Now,
she had died because of that
money. She had been murdered
because she had so much
money, all of which was stolen
from her.

-

The Lonely Girl

1085
Kirti
Class: 8

The wind passed by and blew
my hair

And I saw someone in tears

I took a few steps and went
near

She was afraid and full of fear

Her eyes were shut and tears fell
down

She looked the loneliest in the
whole town

I asked her what the matter was
She ignored me and didn’t utter
asound

Her face was pale and her eyes
seemed red

It was on the ground where she
laid

She reacted like she couldn’t
hear

I saw the dirt in her dress very
clear

It was already dark and the
moon came up

I was tired and my words
stopped

She acted as if to speak she
needed to pay

Anyway, leaving her alone [
went my way.
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The True Love

2049
Supreme
Class: 7

It was a cold misty morning.
Keny was walking down the
lane. His hands were freezing
like ice. He was in a hurry to
reach home. Suddenly, he saw
a beautiful, charming girl going
inside the departmental store.
He peeped in through one of
the windows and kept on staring
atthe girl. Her cheeks were red
and she had blue eyes.
Suddenly, one person kept his
hands on Keny’s shoulders.
“What are you staring at?”
asked the man. “Oh! It was
nothing.” He replied with an old
man’s courtesy. He went his
home but couldn’t forget the
young girl.

Days passed and Keny kept on
thinking about the young girl.
Her beauty had touched Keny’s
heart. One day as Keny was
slowly striding towards his
home, thinking about the affairs
that he had to maintain at his
office, someone shouted, “Help!
Help!” Keny ran towards the
place from where he had heard
the shouting. He could see the
same girl that he had seen at
the supermarket. She was
surrounded by robbers. He
rushed there and was able to
frighten the robbers away. The
girl thanked Keny for saving her.
Keny knew from her expressions

that she had fallen in love with
him.

Every day, in the afternoon, they
would come to the plaza park
and would have a lovely chat.
They had fallen in love so deep
that they could no longer live
without each another. Finally,
Keny asked the girl to run away
to a new place so that they
could start their life anew. They
could not live there as Keny
knew for sure that his parents
would not let him do that. It was
a cold night when Keny and
Mary made a secret escape.

Keny got the job of sweeping
at a hotel in the city. The salary
was fine enough for the daily
needs and some extra
expenses. Early one Monday
morning, Keny had gone
outside to buy some
vegetables. He had decided to
give his wife a little surprise
while she was still sleeping in
the bedroom. Suddenly,
everything started to shake.
Buildings started to collapse
everywhere and Keny felt dizzy
for a second. All of sudden he
realized that his wife was still
in the building and rushed in to
save her. Just before his eyes
he could see that the building
had completely collapsed. All
the dirt flying around blurred his
vision. All that he could hear
was the shouting and crying
and moaning all around him. He
knew that nobody could get out
of that building alive. What
more was left for him? Instead,
he decided to meet his wife in
heaven and slowly strode
towards the bridge.

The Person | Admire
The Most

2055
Aditi
Class: 7

Why do we have to goto a
historical leader or a politician,
when we have an admirable
person around us?

The person whom I admire the
most is my father. He has set an
example of self-discipline, hard
work and kindness. He is very
dedicated to his family and
work. He works as a bank
manager in Everest Bank. He
has set an example of efficiency,
honesty and punctuality at his
work place and is respected by
his colleagues. The credit of his
success goes to his passion for
working in an organized
manner. His employer gives him
important tasks which he
completes with honesty.

He is also a good example of a
family member. He is good and
truthful to my mother. He is
kind and gentle to my
grandparents. He is also kind
and truthful to me. He not only
helps me in my studies but also
encourages me to participate in
extracurricular activities. He has
a keen interest in badminton, so
we practice it together.
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2058
Ekta
Class 7

Date: 2072, since 2062 B.S.
Nepal
Dear Nepalese,

| was ready to sacrifice
everything, even my life for the
sake of my country. You may not
have been tortured by the
government or experienced
unbearable electric shocks as
punishment for going against
the monarchy. | have
experienced all this. 1didn’t do
this for myself but for the future
of our pride, our country. | knew
my life was on the line by acting
against the monarchy but | did
it so that my country could be
free, a democratic country. |
bore with all the currents they
passed through me, the pain,
the ache, the death penalty for
my country. | fought bravely for
the betterment of my country
and you never miss me in your
Social Studies books. But you
missed something | never
expected you to.

| did not give away my life so
easily for this current situation.
| am very astonished to see the

call another Nepali their
“Brother” but a Madhesi and a
Pahadi. When | found out about
this, | thought it was better if
you were sent to a mental
institution instead of wasting
your time reading stories about
me and others like me. There is
no sense of patriotism, no
respect for the diverse culture,
no love. How can you not find
the solution to the current
situation of the country but
answer in details about what is
happening all over the world?
So, please let me know about
all the matters and reasons
behind it. If you feel as if you'd
be prouder to say that you live
in the USA, Japan or that you
were rich rather than saying
proudly that you are from the
country where Buddha was
born, where Mt. Everest stands
tall, then you are not a Nepali.
You are destroying my dreams
that | worked so hard for when
fighting for democracy. | dreamt
of all Nepali people smiling,
nobody suffering from poverty,
no more clashes but just peace
and harmony. Now, | can’t
dream about it anymore
because you are not listening
to me. Please realize that
someday you may lose your
home, your country and Nepal
won'’t exist anymore. You are
going to be the cause for it. |
conclude hoping that you will
do the things as | have advised.
| am no one special, just a
Nepali Martyr- dreaming.

Best Friend

3010
Swornima
Class: 6

.\/.
2

You smile when I smile

You cry when I cry

Promise me that this special
Bond between us will never die,

F

I met you when I was five

From then you’ve shown me the
rightlife

The day we met was friendship
day

"We are the best of the all": that
everyone tells

And when we met each other
We promised to explore the
future together

You’ve helped me in each part
of my life

Your beautiful face always
glowed with a smile

My difficulties were your
SOITOWS

My happiness your joys

And I really thank God for
giving me someone

Who could light up my world at
all times.

clashes between these three A Martyr of Nepal
regions. One Nepali does not
TITE R0WR 68
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| Miss You Mom!

[
|
|
2068 |
Prastuti |
Class: 7 :
|

|

|

|

|

| was alone at home staying in |
the divan and counting stars in |
twilight. My mom and dad were |
business people. | saw that my |
father was cheerful but my |
mother was not. | started |
getting bad vibes about that. |
My mother seemed to be |
irritated by the phone calls. She |
had tears in her eyes, | asked
her what the matter was but
she simply ignored me and
started another topic. Dad
didn’t answer either which led
to a curiosity about the
situation. Suddenly, my dad
insisted me to go to sleep on
the pretext that | had to go to
school the next day. | said
“okay” and pretended to be
asleep.

| tried to overhear what they
were saying but with a small
gust of wind caressing me | felt
myself drawn to sleep. The
next morning | was late to wake
up and couldn’t see them both.
So, | ate my breakfast which
was placed near the table and
took the note left near it. |
started reading the note which
my mom had written.

Dear,

| will miss you as | am going to
die because of the phone calls.
| used to have them from a

Pages of My Life

2060
Jigyasha ,
Class: 7

Here | am, going to Angelina
Jolie’s set to choreograph her
dance. | have become a star
from nobody. As | think about
it, | flip through the pages of
my life....

4t November 1989

That was the day | was taken
month. All of this is caused by
your father.

-Your mother

| hurriedly dressed up and went
to her office. | noticed that both
my father and mother were not |
there, so | asked the receptionist |
and she answered that they had |
gone to the jungle for research. | |
hurried out to the nearest jungle |
and there | saw a black shadow |
killing another shadow.By the |
time | reached there, my mother |
was taking her last breath. |

My father ran away and | was |
left with my mother’s dead |
body. | filed a case against him. |
After 2 months, the cops got |
him with the required proof and |
gave him a death penalty. | was |
not happy to see my father die |
but he got the fruits of his own
misdeed. But the main reason |
got him killed was because he
killed you mom.

| miss you mom!

to Romeo’s Bar to work as a
bar dancer. | never did like my
job. I mean which girl dreams
to dance in front of so many
drunken men? But you know,
luck doesn’t always favor you
and for me, luck was never in
my favor since the beginning
of time.

| had no choice but to work
there. There were financial
problems in my family and |
was the only one my parents
could look upon to earn some
money.

Years passed and | was still
the same bar dancer | was
years ago except for the fact
that | had grown into a
beautiful young lady and men
admired me. Yet, | was never
ostentatious of my beauty.
Then one day luck knocked at
my door and decided that it
wasn’t good to torment the
same person for a long time.
A group of men came to the
bar looking for someone good
and beautiful to teach them to
dance. Well, | was chosen. Our
team went to International
Dancers Meet and won the
championship. I was
recognized for choreographing
the dance and was honored for
my contribution to the nation’s
pride.

%k %k %k k

IlMalam?"

Someone interrupted my
thoughts. | turned to see that
it was my chauffeur. Well, | am
back to who | am, a dancer,
now with more honor and
dignity than that the past. The
past pages of my life have
closed. | take a step towards
the car, thinking of the new
pages of my life to write about.
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Love

8025
Mohit
Class:10

5\

After two long hours of
practicing the same three
words in various ways with the
constant pricking caused by the
thorns of the rose in my pocket
making it seem longer, | finally
saw a figure at the gate of the
park. A hand on her hair, which
was blowing with the wind and
the other hand clutching a small
purse slung over her shoulder,
a shoulder so tender, it would
have crumpled with the
slightest extra weight.

With my heart thumping like
the drums in metal songs, my
mind drifting to oblivion and my
body melting like a snowmanin
summer, | somehow managed
to raise my hand signifying my
insignificant presence in this
mere mundane world as
everything was engulfed in her
godly aura.

Her lips parted into a smile,
arching her high cheekbones
even higher to show her
beautiful row of teeth, as white
as fresh snow. She quickened
her pace- her steps put tenderly
on the ground in a rhythmic
fashion. The wind blew her hair
in all directions and her purse
slipped often from her shoulder
as she ran for me. It was like a
romantic movie except for the
fact that this was reality and
girls in movie don’t care about

the slipping purse while she
was constantly adjusting it.

She seemed to be out of breath
as she reached me. | felt a pang
of desire to hold on to her
forever and never let go as
soon as | was hit by the
overwhelming fragrance of her
perfume. Her dress was now
visible, a sleeveless top with a
matching short skirt and boots
that edged every elegant curve
of her magnificent body. God,
she looked gorgeous!

“Yes?” she asked with a voice
as melodious as the notes
played by the finest pianist, so
enchanting that my whole body
suddenly went immobile and
my jaw dropped. Yet, | did not
have the strength to shut it.

She laughed a whole heart
laugh and suddenly felt merrier.
| would give everything to
witness that laughter again,
her head tilting backwards,
eyes slightly closed and her
mouth opening to let that
beautiful sound out, muffing it
with her hands.

“Yes? You wanted to tell me
something.” She drew me out
of my thoughts with her
pleasant touch- shutting my
jaw and my imagination. Her
hands were so warm, warm
enough to melt the hardest
hearts. Mine meltin an instant.

“Umm...” I started but no other
sound came out of my mouth.
The past two hours were a
complete failure. | wonder if it’s
always so hard, to speak out
those three simple words that
express far greater things
embedded in the deepest pits
of the heart. Then, the

inevitable truth dawned on me,
loving someone is a simple task
compared to the task of
expressing it, which requires
much more determination and
strength.

“Actually | have something to
say as well.” She started, her
fingers interlacing and her feet
uprooting several tender
looking grass. A bit of red
pushed its way through the
muscles of her cheeks so much
that she couldn’t restrain it.

“l love you”, | blurted out; |
couldn’t hold it any longer. It
was like bearing the weight of
the sky. “I love you with all my
heart and soul and | want to be
with you forever, even after the
end of my days.” | added the
best line | could make up that
very instant and exhaled a sigh
of relief as the burden | carried
around for a long time seemed
to have suddenly been lifted off
my shoulders. She didn’t look
agitated. It was as if her genius
brain had been expecting this
for some time. I didn’t have the
patience to wait for an answer.
| simply grabbed her waist and
pulled her in, staring into her
full pink lips, so juicy that
everything around seemed to
dry as my fingers ran through
her silky hair and | leaned in
passionately.

She backed off instantly and
started walking in the other
direction leaving me embracing
just my imagination. | followed
her, shocked. | took herinto my
arms, as | caught up to her. At
least she didn’t hold them back.

“Why?” | started with a look of
utter disbelief as she cut me off

TS ROWR
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completely. “I'm dying, Mohit.”
she said, fighting back tears. |
was totally stunned. | felt as if
the ground had shifted beneath
me and | was falling into an
eternal abyss. “l have cancer,
inoperable, right from birth”
She paused to wipe her tears
away; they trickled like
dewdrops in a perfect sunny
morning. “I have been a burden
to my family all along and until
I met you, | didn’t know what
life felt like, what love felt like.
| was beginning to experience
happiness till the doctor said...”
she broke into sobs but
continued, “Four months ago,
the doctor said | had no more
than a year left.” Her voice
seemed distant but she still
gathered enough courage to
say, “I love you too, Mohit,
more than | love myself.
However, | cannot let you love
me; | can’t leave you alone,
mourning over your lover’s
death. Moreover, | can’t let you
torture yourself. So | can’t let
you, | can’t do this.”

Her voice trailed off as she
rested her head on my chest
and wept.

| felt hatred boiling inside me. |
hated God for causing all this,
her parents for not caring, but
most of all | hated myself for |
couldn’t do anything for her. |
just held on to her and let all
the hatred flow out. We lay
there and wept for a long time.

A few days have passed since
she suddenly broke my grasp
and went alone leaving me in
deep thought that hasn’t left my
mind even till today. | still feel
the desire in her voice as she
spoke, a desire to live healthy

Study Hard

1119
Aakriti
Class 8

V4N

i

It’s all the way dark,

You have to cry and bark,
Like the dogs in the street,
If you don’t study hard.

{

Letting the time go,
Willnot help you at all
Realize its importance,
With that, you stand tall.

Atthis time of age

You must work very hard,
Ifyoudon’tdoit

You might fall apart.

Laughing and crying grows up, a
child

Without studying he becomes
wild.

Your life becomes truly dark,

If you do not study hard.

and love happily. Cancer or no
cancer, | still love her. So, | go up
to the phone, dial her number
and as she picks up, | say, “I
don’t care about the cancer, I still
love you.”

Today, we are at the city mall
munching popcorns and holding
hands. Her head rests upon my
shoulders as we take turns
gazing at each other while the
boring romantic movie plays on
the screen. Our story is much
better.

Devastating
Earthquake 2015

1136
Bipul
Class 8

Earthquake has struck, oh dear!
Making 2015 a black year,
Stealing people’s happiness and
joy,

Shaking them up like some kind
of'toy.

The wonderful past has gone
away,

The terrible present is with us
today,

Death, destruction, sorrow and
fall,

In the lives of people and all.
Try to make Nepal a place,
Where the rising sun reaches,
Not the place,

Where heritages are destroyed
into very small pieces.

The new Nepal will rise again,
So the new lives will begin,

And people can live with joy,
Like a child with a toy.

Let go of our fear,

Avoiding the death from coming

near,
So let us all say it again,
Say Nepal will rise again.

71
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A Late Answer

2069
Reeja

Class: 7 ' = (

| used to sit on my comfortable
bed, chatting until late night,
with my friend Asther Hawkins.
We used to have a wonderful
time. But that day was a little
different. | was trying to speak
to her but she was not replying.
I was amazed. She didn’t do this
before. For an hour this
continued and then | gave up.

The next day she didn’t come
to school, nor did she come to
chat at night. This continued for
a week. Then | felt worse, or
say, a little curious. “How could
she do this?” | thought.

One day | went to hospital for
my monthly check up. There |
saw Asther. We were a little bit
far from each other. She saw me
but acted as if she were shy.
She was looking pale and dull.
| tried to talk to her but she
didn’t answer. It was time to go
home, and in despair | went
home.

Each day | would turn on the
chat and see if Asther was
there or not. But unfortunately,
she never came.

One day, | was working in my
room and the phone rang. Mom
went to pick it up. There was a
long talk, and her look was a
serious one. When her
conversation was finished she

came to my room. | was sure
that something terrible was to
enter my ears.

Wistfully, my mom said “Ashter
is no longer...”

Tears welled into my eyes. |
was seized upon by a pain that
| had never experienced before.
My mom tried to comfort me
but | couldn’t hear a thing,
couldn’t believe a thing | heard.
She said that Asther was
suffering from blood cancer
and that was the reason behind
her not coming to school and
to the chat.

This incident has always led me
to live a mournful life. | always
have her photo in my hand
wondering if she would ever
speak.

My Twin

3013
Aashma
Class: 6 «

\

I have a twin whom I love a lot,
I feel lucky for the sister [ have got.
She is like a fairy to me,

She is also a friend of mine.

She always helps me when [
need,

She taught me to make friends
which I never did.

I think that  and my twin are
marvelous twins,

And also like the royal queens.

I 'am really lucky for the twin I
have got.
Together we rock!

From

KAMANA BOOKS
&
STATIONERS

With Best Compliments

Budhanilkantha, Kathmandu
Tel: 014376042
9849427506

TS ROWR

72






Best Achievers in Board Examination 2014/15
Cambridge International A-Levels
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\ Graduation ceremony of
5000'D' Batch with
Education Secretary
and Chairperson,
Bishwa Prakash Pandit,

as well as Board of
Trustees,

Budhanilkantha Schoal.
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The Enghsh Depanment in assucratmn wnh Nepal -Britain Snmety, staged The Annual
School Play “ MAJOR BARBARA" by George Bernard Shaw on the 26" 28" and 29"
August 2015. The Play was a huge success and was part of the Bicentennial
Nepal-Britain relationship. It was attended by the British Ambassador Mr.John Rankln

other guests, pare& and students.
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The Principal welcomes the former
| Prime Minister, Sher Bahadur Deuba,
to the Annual School Day

T e —







Opening of the Track and Field
by the legendary athlete,
Baikuntha Manandhar
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Swimming
Competition
inaugurated by Nepal
Swimming
Association's Vice
President Rajesh
Bajracharya.
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Minister of'F'duE‘gfiq'n-."__G_iri '
Raj Mani Pokharel &







WITH BEST
COMPLIMENTS FROM

G & G SUPPLIERS
Mr.Govinda Bhattarai

Manamaiju, Kathmandu
Ph: 4363501
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Her Story

2072
Saurya
Class :7

While | was roaming around
Kathmandu Valley to escape
from my cousins, | came upon
a factory where | saw a girl of
around ten years old working. |
knew she was being forced into
child labor. | wanted to speak
up for the girl. I went home and
tried convincing my cousins to
help the girl but they laughed
at me. Then | thought that |,
myself, as a responsible citizen,
had to stand up for the poor girl.
| imagined myself giving
speeches at big meetings just
like Malala.

So, the next day | went to the
factory and started shouting at
the top of my voice, “Child labor
is not allowed.” The people
stopped their work and looked
at me. The small girl
understood why | was shouting
and ran towards me. | spread
my arms in the hope of hugging
her but she covered my mouth
with her hands instead and
asked me to stay quiet and
asked everyone to continue
with their work. The factory
echoed with murmurs, each of
which was about me and which
| couldn’t catch. She grabbed
my arms and pulled me outside
the factory. | followed her and
sat down on a rock with her. She
asked me harshly why | was
screaming. She spoke in a

disgusting way; “I know | am a
little girl who should study, but
| am in a factory instead. But
would you listen to my story
first?” | decided to hear her out
and nodded my head. She
continued, “l was born far from
Kathmandu in a poor family. At
a small age, | was sold to a
landlord. As | grew, | started
learning my true identity and
ran away. | roamed around the
districts. | knew some people
were after me, so | ran to a
place where people wouldn’t
find me. Then after much
struggle | reached here and saw
the cruel world ahead of me. |
didn’t have the choice of going
back so, | stayed here.

| started sleeping on the road
and stealing things for my
survival.”She smiled weakly.
“Then one day, | was caught.
The shopkeeper hit me so hard
that | bled badly. As | lay on the
ground, people passing by
would completely ignore me.
But little did | know that there
was a Godfather for me in the
midst of such cruel people. A
person brought me here to this
factory. Slowly, | stopped
stealing and became a hard
worker so that my next
generation would not have to
suffer like | did. “She got off the
rock and pointed at me.”If | see
you again | will surely break
your bone. I’'m happy as | am.”
She walked inside the factory
again. | stood up, tears rolling
down my cheeks and went
home to play with my bullying
cousins. | realized that | was not
the only one struggling. People
had fought for it. With the hope
the girl gave me, | started
walking ahead.

Mother

2006
Adesh
Class 7

A 4
> &
Have you seen a woman made
for you?
She is the one who cares for
you,
She is the God, she is the light,
The woman for whom you can

fight.

She is the lady who teaches you,
Always thinking how you will
do;

The woman born in your nation,
Who always calls you, "My son".

You can see her everywhere,
In your eyes, in your brain;
She is the woman who makes
you proud,

She is the lady appreciated by
the crowd.

None other than the woman you
love,

And you say I love you too;

She is not the woman who gives
you bother,

She is your heart, she is your
mother.

89
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The Adventure in IT

5 A 8045
A PN Siranta
"{-_l"' Class :10

1600H : One hour to go

| am sitting in the dining
hall, surrounded by my friends,
all voraciously eating the puri
and vegetables. It is Sunday and
the time is exactly 1600 hours.
I quickly eat my tiffin and go to
my house. By the time | change
my clothes and wash my feet,
thetimeisalready 1627h. | head
to the dayroom for a glimpse of
the program currently being
broadcasted on the television.

1630H : Half an hour to go.

The dayroom is packed
and everybody’s eyes are glued
to the television screen. They
are watching “Dawn of the
Planet of the Apes”. | find some
space and sit down to enjoy the
show. But, | am restless,
looking at the watch every five
minutes or so till the time is
finally 1650h.

1650H : Ready...

| sneak out of the
dayroom and go down the
stairs.| follow the pathway to
the flat of the Head of House
and turn right.l go forward
twelve steps and climb down a
stair. | turn left and walk sixteen
steps; followed by ascension of
thirteen steps up the stairs. On

my left is the Learning
Resource Centre (LRC). | reach
the steps going downward
towards the IT section. | slowly
descend it.

1655H : Set...

| reach the door of the
Internet Room (IR), eyeing the
second computer from the last,
of the first row. A bhai was
sitting there. | patiently wait as
other members of my house
slowly file into the IT section.
They are trying to get past me
but | am relentlessly unwilling
to budge or slip from my
position. Finally, sir tells the
bhais to log off and leave. They
do as told and leave through
the back door. The time is now
1659h. | am now ready to run.
Sir beckons us inside.

1700H : Go!

There is a
pandemonium; a complete
chaos when everyone tries to
rush in at the same time, but |
am already at the lead and am
ahead of them all. The first
battle is always for the
computer. Luckily, | hold the
mouse of the computer | had
intended to occupy. But, as |
reach for the chair behind me,
it is dragged away. The second
battle is already underway. |
scan the room but all the good
chairs with a cushioned back
and arms are occupied. “The
computer is the main thing;
good chairs are only added
comforts.” | tell myself as | log
in to my account. As | am being
logged in, | see a wooden stool
at the corner of the room and |

drag it to my place. | double
click the icon named
“Broadband Connection” when
my desktop appears. Then, |
type in my username and
password in the blank fields.
The enter key is pressed. A
dialogue box appears which
finally reads “Authenticated”
and disappears. | sit on the
stool. Hello Internet!

1705H :The Adventure!

This is how my system
of one hour to IT works. But,
this is only the beginning. For
the next one and a half hours,
the world disappears and my
eyes can focus on nothing but
the monitor of the computer.
The sites that | mostly visit are
YouTube, thtfootball.com,
Fantasy Premier League,
Codecademy and Grepolis. |
practically live on these sites
for the time period between
1700h and 1800h. The internet
is usually slow with about
eighty people using it at the
same time; and that is why |
open Grepolis in the beginning,
when people are just logging
into their accounts, otherwise
it will never load. In another
tab, | open thtfootball.com for
the football feeds about the
matches of different clubs and
countries, their points in the
league tables and their
positions in their respective
cups and championships. Then,
| open another window in which
| open YouTube. | usually search
for Minecraft™ videos but that
part comes later. In that
window, | open two new
tabs where | go to

TS ROWR
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fantasy.premierleague.comand |
codecademy.com. By now, the |
internet will have slowed down |
to 45% of its speed and | check |
my city in the now fully-loaded |
Grepolis. | manage my city,|
‘Fortress Knox’, fill in thel
construction queue and|
research slots, use my god|
Zeus’ favour to apply different |
spells and attack other players |
while training units like archers, |
hoplites, and biremes for the|
defence of my own city. AndI
when all this is completed, the |
time is already 1735h. I close |
Grepolis and proceed towards |
YouTube. I click on a Minecraft™ |
video about a half an hour long |
and pause it. It will have loaded

by 1800h, so, | manage myI
team in the Fantasy Premier|
League and check the soccer |
feed. With fifteen minutes left |
till 1800h, the tabs left on my|
screen encompass the sites

YouTube and Codecademy. Inl
these fifteen minutes, and in|
these fifteen minutes only is my |
time in the IT truly ‘utilized’, as |
the elders prefer to call it. i
learn many programming

languages, mainly Python, inl

the site codecademy.com.L

Before you know it, the time is
already 1800h and | now bid
farewell to Codecademy for
now. | watch the half an hour
long Minecraft™ video,
learning different tips and tricks
for survival in the world of
Minecraft™. Thus, excelling in
the aspect of what | think are
most important in my life:
coding and gaming, | end my
time in the IT when sir calls for
our turn to log off and leave. |

Yesterday and Today

4004
Aabha
Class: 5

How nice the time they were,
You and [ used to play and laugh
Play tricks on each other

Fight with each other and be
friends again.

T used to cry,

You used to make me laugh,
Oh! How lovely times they were
When you and I spent the day
together.

But today, it’s different

You turn the blue sky into a
black thundering sky,

You always fight with me

Oh! How bad moments these
are!

Oh! My dear friend,

What happened to you?

Let’s be good friends again,
And ,make the day wonderful.

glance at the watch on the wall |
and itis around 1828h. | log off
my computer and head towards
my house; reviewing my timein
the IT, my adventures in IT, with
every step | take. And so ends
another one and a half hour of |
IT. But more is to come. Until |
then, bye bye internet; see you |
after 166.5 hours!

|
1730H :166hours 30minutes to :
go... |

|

What Was That...”?

3011
Ziya
Class: 6

It was a cold day, | was returning
from school. | was shivering with
cold. | was thinking about the
warmth of my room. | opened
the door of my house. There was
no one inside and the lights
were turned off. | was a little
frightened but still | went inside.

The door closed by itself, |
looked back but no one was
there. | moved forward and
suddenly the phone started
ringing. | received the phone call
but no one answered; then |
heard some noise in the
bathroom. | went there and felt
that the floor was slippery. The
lights were suddenly on forcing
me to close my eyes. | opened
my eyes slowly and noticed that
the floor was red. | rubbed my
eyes and saw that it was blood
that covered the floor. Suddenly
my eyes felt heavy. | rubbed
them and opened them again;
only then did | notice that | was
at home, on my warm bed.
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The Twinkling Stars

Suvasini
Class:7

I
I
I
I
I
2079 I
I
I
I
I
I
I

There was a girl outside on the |
veranda with a pencil in her |
mouth, lost in the world of I
imagination and the girl was |
none other than me. | took a |
look at the prospect. The only |
thing | could see was the wide |
green fields and there was not |
a soul to be seen. | had a pile |
of books beside me and I was |
there with an empty mind. | I
knew soon | would die under

the burden of my homework. |
But there wasn’t anything |
could think of. | looked at the |
stars, it was getting dark soon. |

| could not work, so | grabbed I
my binoculars and took a nice |
look at the green field. There |
was a farmer looking at the |
stars probably waiting for the
night to get over. Soon he was
chasing the cattle. It was funny.
Then, | tried to keep myself
focused again, soon there was
a woman walking across the
road. She walked to the nearby
bench to give herself a little
rest. She sat on the bench and
looked at the stars. Maybe this
reminded her of something. She
went and once again, | was left
there alone but not for long as
two friends came along,
gossiping with each other,

Beggars

2091
Sameer
Class: 7

Beggars don’t work. They think
begging is their profession. In
Nepal and India, we can see
beggars walking door to door,
sitting on the floor in towns
and at religious places such as
temples, mosques, churches
and at many other places.
Their livelihood runs by
begging. Some beggars walk
door to door for money. Some
people feel generous to give

| money while many prefer to
I give rice. Some beggars sit at

the side of the roads and
streets in towns. Some
beggars live at holy places
like mosque, temple etc.

They request the people very

| politely and hence people give

something to them while
some rude and uncaring

This made me realize thatj
anything can give thousands of |
meanings; it just depends on us

—the way we would like to see

it. As for the twinkling stars, it |
gave someone warmth, |
someone loneliness and |

people kick them. Some
beggars are even seen as
sadhus and they even call
themselves holy men and the
surprising thing is that the
common people actually
believe it. People respect
them believing that they have
a magical power. People want
them to satisfy their demand.
If we give some money to
them, they give us blessings.

There are various reasons why
beggars beg. Some are lazy to
work and start begging while
many are unable to work due
to some physical or other
inabilities. Many are orphans-
full of sorrow and sadness,
which forces them to beg, only
to survive.

As begging is not good at all,
the government should plan to
solve the problem of beggars.
Able beggars should be given
employment opportunities
while beggars who are unable
to work should at least be
given basic facilities such as
food and clothing. We should
encourage the beggars to work
and give a new direction to
their life rather than just make
them beg around the streets.

someone like me to think about. | EFE¥2

| took a look at the sky being |
proud of what | was going to |
write about. Then in bold |

bservine the b Ul skv. and letters | scribbled, “Thel | Y
o setrl/;]ngt e beautiful sky, an Twinkling Stars”. | ;
went their way. :
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I'll Always
Remember You

2125
Sanskriti
Class: 7
Ding-Dong! Ding-Dong!
Someone was ringing the

doorbell. He looked like a bright
boy, healthy and strong, although
a little skinny. There was
something hanging from his
hand. How could | ask what that
was? Just then a thought darted
into my brain. | became
suspicious and asked what that
was. But he didn’t reply and ran
away. | felt confused. | pretended
to close the door slowly, when
suddenly, | noticed that a bright
rabbit was chewing the grass.
Unfortunately, just then, there
was a storm and all the lights in

the house went out. The rabbit
produced a frightened sound so
| took it, shut the door and rushed
upstairs. | lighted a candle as fast
as | could. The rabbit had a wound
and it was bleeding. That
moment reminded me of
Florence Nightingale who was so
courteous and helped others.

Slowly, | cleaned its wound with
dettol and wrapped a bandage
around it. With a contented
smile, | said, “Now, you’ll grow
stronger again.” | fed it some
food, took it to my living room
and placed it on the sofa. After
sometime, it fell asleep. The
next day, as | was sweeping the
house, | suddenly remembered
about the rabbit and rushed
towards the living room. But it
was not there. | went nearer to
the sofa and found a gold coin.

Maybe, God only wanted to know
about me, about my attitude. It
really gave me immense
pleasure to be a part of it. The
boy | encountered was the God
himself, | think.

‘IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII

HEARTFELT

Mr. Sudarshan Rishal
(Formar Deputy
Head Master and Physics
Teacher)

CONDOLENCE

Mr. D. Dev Dewan
(Formar Head of
Kanchenjunga/Art Department)

= This past year has seen passing away of two personalities
:deeply associated with Budhanilkantha School. We are
» saddened by the demise of Mr. Sudarshan Rishal (Former Deputy
a Headmaster and Physics teacher) and Mr. D. Dev Dewan
m (Former Head of English Department.) BNKS family expresses
:our heartfelt condolence to the bereaved families.

]
% May their souls Rest In Peace. "For death is no more than a

= turning of us over from time to eternity".
'IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII
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Money

2078
Spriha
Class: 7

What is money? In the broadest
sense, “wealth” is money.
Money is a blessing as well as
acurse. Money provides us with
the necessities of life. People
want comfort. They like to live
in beautiful houses, eat good
food, wear fine clothes. They
like to visit cinema halls. Such
comfort is available with the
help of money.

Some people like to help others
with their money. Other people
like to spend money on charity.
Some people also spend money
to help victims of natural
disasters. Money has a bad
side too. Some people commit
crime for the sake of money.
Some people spend money on
drinking and gambling as well.

It is difficult to earn money. So, it
should be spent wisely. It should
be earned honestly. Money can
be a blessing if it is spent for a
good cause but can be a curse if
it is spent foolishly. So we must
spend money wisely.

». : A7 :
. MONEY
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The Saddest Evening

e

7171
Shreyeskari
Class: Al

The saddest evening

The sun had gone

Leaving the darkest night
Perspiring and suffocating

In that evil night that strangled
My happiest life forever

The wind was howling
Whispering the saddest truth
That my soul would panic
And Scream aloud

At fate’s ruthlessness

The rain was pouring

Burning my injury like vinegar
Trembling and helpless

And full of guilt that [ am
Compelled to fix

The date of death

All my wishes vaporated
Except to turn blue in face
Without any sense

The hellish life with optimism
and faith.

Importance of
English Language

Yes, English language is very
important in today’s world.
People speak many languages
in the world. People in Nepal
also speak numerous
languages. Nowadays, English
is very important and some of
the reasons for it are:

2001
Aaditya

Class: 7 ' '—'5'
&

Firstly, it is the official
language for the UNO. Most
important books for higher
studies are also written
English. If you want a job in
foreign office than learning to
read, write and communicate
in English is compulsory.
English is even required to
pursue higher studies.

Secondly, it is spoken almost
all over the world as a global
language. We need English to
use the internet. When
tourists come to our country,
we need to speak in English
with them for their ease.

English language is very easy
to learn as it has easy rules.
Due to these reasons, it is
clear that English has become
a very important language.
Thus, we should learn it and
take maximum benefit from it.

A Kind Matchbox Girl

3020
Akshata
Class: 6

Once upon a time, there lived
a girl named Sammy. She lived
in a joint family and her whole
family loved her a lot. But her
family was very poor. Sammy
didn’t go to school, so she
didn’t receive proper education.
She wanted different things and
even her parents wanted to give
her those simple things but she
could not afford them at all. But
the little girl always had a
matchbox in her pocket and
used to say that it was lucky for
her, but no-one used to believe
her.

One day, while she was walking
on the road with a matchboxin
her pocket, she saw a strange,
ugly old woman, who was
asking for some money. No one
gave her a single penny but the
girl, Sammy, felt a little sad and
went to a nearby shop to
exchange the matchbox for a
little money. The shopkeeper
was very happy with the
exchange, as there was a
shortage of matchboxes at that
time. Sammy gave all the
money to the beggar and
suddenly, the old, ugly beggar
turned into a beautiful, bright
fairy. The fairy told Sammy that
it was the witches’ spell that
Sammy broke. She promised to
reward her. The fairy said that
she would make Sammy’s
family rich very soon, and then
disappeared. In no days, the
girl’s family became rich. And
Sammy went to school too.
Sammy and her family lived
happily ever after.
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Education

3054
Prejudge
Class:6

Education is very important in
every field of our life. Without
education, our life will be dark
impossible. Without
education, a person is not any
better than an animal. We can
get education in schools,
colleges, universities and even
the internet. Education is like a
burning candle which makes
our life bright. Education helps
us to choose right from wrong.
One of the most integral parts
of our life is education, so a
country like ours should focus
on providing quality education
to students. “Quality education
and quality life” should be our
main motto.

and

Because of quality education,
we can produce skilled
manpower such as
Accountants, Economists,
Businessmen, Teachers,
Doctors and Engineers who can
improve the economic
condition of the country and
uplift the living standard of
each and every civilian. At least
amemberin a family should be
educated, since, because of
their influence, the whole
family will be educated.

True Friendship

3039
Nihal
Class-6

Once upon a time, there were
two friends at a public school.
They were named as Shyam
and Hari. They used to be
good students. They used to
have many fights with each
other but at the end they
would be friends again. Like
this, many years passed. Now
they were studying in A-
levels. One day Shyam said ,
“Hari, let’s go to a restaurant
to eat with other friends”.

Shyam and his other friends
went to a restaurant around
their area at night. They were
eating delicious foods and
having fun. One of Shyam’s
friends suggested him to
drink alcohol. At first, Shyam
rejected the offer but then his
friends forced him to drink
alcohol. Shyam drank it. After
one month passed, Hari met
Shyam because Shyam was
absent for many days. Hari
asked , “Shyam, where had
you been for so many days?”
Shyam did not reply because
he was drunk. Hari took
Shyam to the corner and
poured water on his face.
Shyam was now in control.
Now , Hari knew that Shyam
had drunk alcohol and he

thought an idea to stop Shyam
from drinking alcohol. The
idea was to talk to his parents
and stop Shyam from going to
restaurants with his bad
friends. After following these
plans, Shyam gave up
drinking alcohol. Now Shyam
is concentratng on his
studies. Shyam is finally
saved because of Hari’s true
friendship.

Mom and Dad

Pragya
Class: 6

|
|
|
I 3111
|
|
|
|
|

| The universe of my life,
| The world of my life,
: The happiness of my life,
There is one word ‘mom’!
Which I cannot give to anyone |
|fr0m my life. |
| Never wants sadness inmy life, |
| Always wants happiness inmy life,|
| Gives love and care in my life, |
| There is one word “dad’! |
| Which I cannot give to anyone |
| from my life.
| They are the two sides of a coin]|
inmy life, |
| They are greater than God in |
my life,
I They are the most precious gift I
| of my life, |
| There are two words ‘mom and|
| dad’! |
| Which I cannot give to anyone |
| inmy life.
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EL CLASICO

3024
Asahi
Class: 6

N

El Clasico is a special event for
football fans where many world
class players participate to show
their talent. Two heavy rivals,
Real Madrid and Barcelona
compete for dominance over
Spanish football. When these
two have a match fixture, it
sends thrills not just around
Spain, but around the whole
world of football.

This match is not like any other.
It’s played by the very best
playersinthe world, trying their
best to keep up their team’s
pride by snatching a glorious
win. The tactical passes in
these strategic games are
superb, as the teams are led by
managers who are at the top of
their game, and players who
know exactly how to play it out.
El Clasico matches, besides
being thrilling, are a pleasure
to the eye.

All these things make this
fixture popular. It is a lifetime
opportunity to watch such a
great match live at the stadium
but would cost a fortune. There
have even been havoc and
chaos at the ticket counter
multiple times.

However, watching the match
live on TV is also a great
experience. When you do,
choose a team and support it
until the very last minute of the

game. By cheering your team
heartily, you'll enjoy the golden
experience of watching El
Clasico — the passion, the
thrills, the sighs and the roars,
the hopelessness and
hopefully, the joy of victory.

What a Mother

3058
Rahul
Class : 6

Once upon a time, there was a
woman. Her name was Surjita.
She had a husband. His name
was Sujit. They had a son aged
1 year. His name was Bikash.

One day, Surjita’s husband
went to the market. On the
way, Sujit drank alcohol and
drove the car in an intense
speed. An accident took place
and Sujit died in the accident.
It was the first accident that
her family faced. After that,
Surjita joined a factory to
work. She had sold all their
property to their neighbor so
that she could work in a
factory. She did this because
she wanted her son to study
in a good boarding school. And
indeed, she was successful in
doing this.

After 20 years, her son became
a successful doctor. But he
never took the pleasure of
taking care of his mother. She
suffered from a dangerous
disease called T.B
(Tuberculosis). After a few days,
Bikash came to know about the
entire thing that his mother had
done for his studies. He went

his home and took his mother
to a hospital. After about a
month, his mother became well
and Bikash said “You did so
many things for me but | never
took care of you. I’'m sorry
mother, I'm sorry! Please forgive
me if you can.”

Surjita forgave Bikash and
they lived happily ever after.

She and the Wind

6116
Biraj
Class: A2

Wind blew slowly and caressed
me gently,

I wanted the wind to hit me hard
by moving swiftly.

I hated the wind for trying to
disguise as her,

Neither she nor the wind
responded to my murmur.

It wasn’t mistaken though, but
the wind was guilty.

For the wind was deliberately
trying to prove me thirsty.
I'had been the hero and the
villain of the play,

And like a spectator, she
watched and moved away.

I pledged the moon to stop that
impertinent wind,

But the moon kept quiet and
teased with its face tint;

I was there alone and nothing
would listen to me,

Lonely in the crowd I felt,
always waiting for a glee.

HITS ROR
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Homeless

8043
Sapan
Class 10

My parents were homeless,
so am |. When | was young, |
had a dream- a dream to be
rich, to own a house. But here
| am, poor still, sad and
homeless.

Every day, many people pass by
me, but few bother to look at me.
Sometimes, | feel like a lonely
star, twinkling alone in the
darkness, helpless. Some people
are kind, they give me food to
eat, money to spend. But nobody
stops to look at me.

| always wake up with a hope-a
hope to get food to eat, a penny
to use. And | do get some. But
then there are the rascals, who
are always there to snatch things
away from me. They leave me
no money. And on top of that,
they hit me. When they do,
nobody is there to help me. They
do say that | smell like a stinking
fish; and that’s exactly how my
life smells.

Now I’'m sitting on a wet rusted
bench. This bench is my only
friend. Today those rascals
came again and took my shoes.
| don’t know why they took
them. | have no shoes on my
feet, no bed to sleep and
nothing to eat. The sky is
roaring with anger and my
stomach is growling with pain.
As the dark clouds cast their
shadows on earth, so do they
cast a dark spell in my heart.
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Against Animal
Sacrifice

8082
Samikshya
Class: 10

Festivals, celebrations and fun.
What marks the beginning of
these in Nepal? Every
celebration becomes colorless
without meat items in meals,
festivals lightless without a
non-vegetarian feast and it’s
not fun without the
mouthwatering dishes. But, the
Sukutiand Chhoila that you get
to eat, where do they come
from? Each meat item that lies
before you on the table brings
with it the cost of one life by
the sharp cleaver. Your tongue
tastes every speck of innocent
animal flesh and vyou
deliciously devour every last
morsel on your plate, careless
of what cruelty has resulted the
dish.

Nepal, a country of diversity in
religion observes the victory of
good over evil every year
through rituals and practices of
many kinds. But, with it rises
the dark sides of our tradition,
the continuous Kkilling of
hundreds of animals in the
name of religion. The trend is
not of today, it’s been practiced
from a very long time, from
times when the ‘religion’ itself
was ensconced. There are
examples of sacrifice today too,
during Kalratri, in the Taleju
temple, the government

beheads 54 he-goats and 54
buffaloes followed by the killing
of 108 buffaloes by Nepali
army. At the same time in
Gorkha palace, 108 buffaloes
are beheaded. The dreadful
scene in the Kali temple inside
Patan Durbar Square marks the
greatest crime that Nepalese
have been committing. In the
first full moon day of Dashain,
3 sheep and 3 buffaloes are
tied and a person cuts the skin
of the live animal in front of the
idol. How cruel can we be to
animals?

Nepalese temples are soaked
with blood, the process of
massacre reaches its top in the
Gadhimai fair where thousands
of animals are sacrificed for the
sake of tradition and religion.
More heartless than this is the
ritual where nine Nava Durga
dancers get a fountain of blood
directly from the veins of a
buffalo. Another ritual where
dancers bite the head of a hen
to drink the blood that spews
out is not less haunting. The
same kind of crime is practiced
through different rituals and
even reckoned as an act of
applauding the Goddess.

The humans of our society
never notice the silent cries of
the animals, they never hear
them, not even when every
single feather is plucked from
their body. The loud talks of
humanity go in vain when these
deeds come into action. The
speeches about humanity go
silent when Nepal witnesses
these cruel rituals that are
believed to be done in the name
of God. But in reality, you can

never find these things in any
of the holy books. Its’ just a
generation to generation
passed act that are blindly
followed by devotees.

Imagine, you being in their
place and your close ones being
ripped for food, humans killing
one another. None of us would
ever like to visualize this in our
minds. If you cannot even think
of being one of them, why be
so cruel to them?

One among many, Gadhimai
fair, an act of mass sacrificing
buffaloes in order to appease
for human’s good luck is
celebrated after every five
years. Thousands of buffaloes
are dragged to the Gadhimai
temple of Birgunj, Bara district.
Even after being criticized by so
many organizations and the
international communities, the
tradition hasn’t stopped yet. Let
us hope that one day, they will
understand these harsh actions
do not impress anyone, not
even the Goddess herself.

If things are to be given
compulsorily, why kill lives? The
alternative can even be to give
vegetables. Sounds funny,
doesn’t it? It’s because for us,
the religious values are only to
kill the lives of animals. These
practices, as believed are to
show that people are pure by
shedding blood. The important
point of proving one pure is by
giving up greed, ego and anger.

However, we human beings are
omnivores. This means we
cannot put a complete full stop
on consumption of meat itself.
We can’t also ignore the
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nutritious value of meat.
Moreover, not having meat
meals when one’s mouth is
watering may not be fair again.
The real point | am trying to
make through this piece of
writing is not to create
imbalance through complete
stoppage of meat consumption
but to abridge the cruelty upon
animals through baseless
traditions that are prevalent in
Nepalese community.

Nepalese culture, tradition and
values are well known and even
respected in the world
communities. We celebrate
Tihar where animals are
worshipped for their great
contribution to human society,
Nag Panchami where snakes
are worshipped for their
religious value; we have so
many of them that clarify our
love and respect for the animals
but the mistakes that we have
been committing in the name
of purity wash all the good
values, highlighting the
brutality. Therefore, we should
stand as one against the
heinous crimes of Nepal.

If you happen to be near any
such sites where harshness
upon animals reaches its
extremity, be bold to give an
attempt of stopping such acts.
Your one simple act may not be
able to completely abolish the
problem of merciless killing but
trust me; it will obviously pass
your message to at least one
soul which will gradually make
a difference. If you are just a
far way spectator then you can
do even more, use your
creativity, use your hands, mind

and your brain power to
influence your society in order
to voice against such crimes in
the name of religion. Better way
would be the government
working against it, making
policies against such acts
without substantiation.

Ina nutshell, traditions of our land
should be exemplary to every
other. The only way to make it
possible is through consciousness
and proper education to be able
to follow only reasonable
traditional values.

B
Twinkling Stars

The stars twinkle all around
They twinkle all night,
['would like to play with them
Allnight,

They would like to come here
[ would like to go there

It’s so fantastic,

Justlovely and amazing

4020
Sophy
Class: 5

They look at me all night
I'look at them all night

I'hope I can count them right
As they shine their bright lights

Every night with them [ mingle
Twinkling stars, twinkle, twinkle,
and twinkle

Friends Forever

3008
Sneha
Class: 6

Friends are those who can be
trusted;

Without friends, life is not worth
being counted.

Make friends as many as
possible,

So that your life will last forever,

Don’t forget that the friends are
God’s shower,

They are the one who will
bloom, your life with flowers,
Always keep your friend happy
and cheerful,

So that your friendship will last

forever.

Don’ttake a life’s step without a
friend’s hand,

Build up the bricks of life and
empty Problem cans;

And don’t lie because friendship
always stands in truth,

Not one, not two, walk in a

friends group.

Laugh together, smile together
Hope your friendship lasts

forever!

103

Bhanjyang 2016



/—'—;

| am a Globe

3095
Dristant
Class: 6

Agal 7
WY
Dear friends, | am sure all of you
have seen me in different
places. | am there at your
teacher’s office and at your

principal’s office. | am a
“GLOBE”.

In fact, | am a 3D model of the
earth. | am built in such a way
that you can rotate me and see
how the earth rotates. As you
know the earth is covered by
water for % of its surface. So,
to show the water | am colored
blue. For the remaining portion,
| am colored with different
colors to show different
continents, various countries
and the capital cities of those

countries.

If you come to look at me
closely, you can find some
horizontal and vertical lines
across me. These lines are
known as ‘longitudes’ and
‘latitudes’ which are used to
locate places. If you rotate to
28° N and 84° E, you’ll find our
beautiful country- Nepal,
situated in the north of India
and the south of China. It is in
the continent of Asia. On the

other side of the globe, you can
find America or Canada. Please
remember that, in America and
Canada, it will be dark when we
have daylight here. It is due to
the rotation of the earth that
these countries come to face
the sun and thus become bright.
At the same time, we face
away from the sun and thus
have darkness.

Thinking for a While

4011
Gaya
Class: 5

)
Why is it called a “building”
when it is already built?

Why do they call it a “chilly” if it
is really hot?

If practice makes a man perfect,
why to practice?

Why is it called a “lipstick” if
you can still move your lips?

Why do scientists call it a
“research” when they are
searching for something new?

My Experience in
Janaipurnima

3097
Prasanna
Class: 6

\} 7

It was the second day of the leave
weekend, the date was Bhadra
12. 1 woke up at 6 o’clock in the
morning. | went to the bathroom
to wash my face and brush my
teeth. Then | went to the shop to
buy milk. After | gave milk to my
mother, | knocked the bathroom
door but my father was bathing.
After a few minutes, my father
came out of the bathroom. Then,
| went to take a bath. After
bathing, | changed my clothes
and went to the temple for the
puja. | changed my ’janai’. After
that my younger sister woke up.
My mother gave milk to my sister
and she was getting ready to go
to my uncle’s home because they
had invited us to a party. We all
got ready and left for the party.
After ten minutes we reached my
uncle’s home. We cooked
varieties of food and we ate meat,
kwanti, rice, chukauni, pickle, etc.
We also watched television. | was
very happy and enjoyed the day.
This was also the day of Rakshya
Bandhan. So,my sister tied rakhi
on my wrist. It was the most
joyful day of my life.
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i

' i\
¥ Y -
b,
\ 'L"I L -f.l
= alal.

6Q73 Mousam
¥ Darbat

6076 Daraﬁ

¥ Kartbmandu M
® Attended gymnastics extra claﬁa\
7 Punting ‘Capsis’ to survive X H

non-chicken davs
K Cade FIFA 20 in machtm‘. level \l

language ] il {
®Belicve it. mathematicians are {
only magicians 1! |



6077 pratmpmﬂ'ﬁ
9 Katbmandu

" -Ip‘i*adhpumnaﬂunglé@"qmaﬂ :om.
- ®To avoid rain. crow bides und!:r

the cloud

‘608‘2 Ravi
9 Dbanusba
= thahur raui@gmml .com
" RANmy pesterdap's gave my
) & today. Al
( 'i'-‘f\il:fauhmg th'ug life ukties
] dirccred by 69 !
% Co bave a barjh account with
lots of Qs afrer |
-Smp n:isung rul stan Iimng

B9 Katbinaridu Sl
- ®Narional record ime
~ ©Wben Twon Ranaﬁn sha’a
N and danced like an

. % Co win three noble prizes. ;ml

. find a girl whe ¢can beat me In
hadmimon )

»

the bushes but cagle flies aver -gi

6086 Sariyangbs 4’
- 9 Katbmandu

6080 Raunak

J v Kathmamlu

“HA-Levels

6083 Roban
9 Kathmandu
8 pourdudeness.rd@gmail.com
¥ Got 31 highest/in dance once.
never got d»zmcntr. legendary
gvmnasi. self proclaimed

wr 'King bevond the Wall'
C 9/11-2015, Class 9 visit, KBCP |

2070, Byas Days
% Co make people turn this

Bhanjpang just to s¢e my profile
I

T
*

H-Beuels_:

6087 Saurav

B sauravkbakurel@ gmail.com

v €ar, Code, Sleep 2

wETDhI

= Don't watch the cloch: Do what
ir decs. Keep going!

608l {
¥ Svangja YA |
@ ranjansaphotaSI@ mallmgm; .
® Gerring into BNK Wif : :
¥y Cakbe dane:

eThe BEST brai
cin btjnund'fﬁ

H-Levels

6085 Sameer

¥ Kathmandu

# Won the first prize in story writing
competition although T went
unprepared (without pen & plan)

¥ Birthday celebration (Class 10-KB)

¥ Co have free-fall ar rerminal
velecirp

. ®Never sacrifice pour bappiness

for achicvements-in the end.
being bappy is what matters the
mast

6088 Sayuj

¥ Dong Kong

& ghalesayuj@aol.com

¥ Managed to survive the queen
o 25/6/15

FWair and wareh "'|
*\Dork bhard. play bard '



d 6089 Shrep "5*
CEL O KB mandin S e
@lifeasshrep@ mthtimaﬂ Wm

609Q Sudarsban

I'ffv Palpa

B photo_by sudarshan@gmail.com

© R found the remaining twe

A

H-l_'."tu-lg', --"’

6093 Shubbasbisb
v Hatbmnndl.i,_-. "

—
N &
e

. 6098 C"gﬂfﬁlj
?Kiﬂ!mandu }‘ g
Wu.1ejashI3@gmailie J‘:;'-If'i:,,é;-
¥ English speaking cap -_

By, Makalu and Kanch
.. W Ca the nights I can't, r:mtmbzr

iy the friends 1 can't forger

'F me & Person of the Vear 2006

® 50, rhe awkward bug or ﬂ'ﬁ cool

guy lame bandshahke? :

legendary gates out of 16
¥ Dacter. Piler. Rajnikant.
Engineer, Manager, Player.

Prime Minister, Dresident et ceters

“H-Levels

6Q9S Sumit

¥ Kathmandu

® Played James Bond with 6060
HAmit for exeat chit outside
chemistry department

H-Benels__

6099 Vaskar

¥ Katbmandu

¥ Faith, Dope. Cove

w7 School Cleaning 2012,
Chittiva Kallaipan (main)

® [ vou love water, pou already
love T5% of me

6093 Subin o ?_,
¥ Katbmandu Y |
lqubnuﬁﬁéaégma}{.mm / E

.,ck'

L found Nirv
_ ﬁp%lghm with r'[E-ﬂI-

H-Levels

6096 Susbant

¥ Kathmandu
@ adbikarisushant96@ ocurlosh.com

6101 Manjil

9 Lilam \

& manjildl@cutlock.com 54

¥ Record in 100m race in Divison f*
Crill date)

1 Chree apology letters in a weck |
with ‘22 Asmit. 130 Dannp _

% Co be the mast WANTED person |
of the century |

exdd guy TiwiT I wiwes, .
AW WOEET A gATeE | |



\\ :

6103 Nirmal 2;-*"'* 6104 Tilak
wmmmm y '.‘.u’? Ramechhap
imemmaimt@gnﬁn’mm  mtilakshrestha27S@yaboo.com
-~ W Being srill alive... o R Gor distinetion in SLC, made
A e . lors of good friends along wirth

some fights, won binge

' % \Natching football march. bouse

picnics, scoring goals and wild

celebrations far a while

¥ Co be an engineer, singer. writer,
dancer, plaper, and many mere

= B¢ cool and do good

-mmmim!ﬂm

HA-Levels

Rellll Hahriti

¥ Katbmandu
¥ Got another ?&m:lp by choice
7 Ob! Those lunches with
‘Che éBﬂﬁl ﬁr.hoal C.Ieamng
2912
% Let's get thm oh A- I'.'.cuds first
@At BNKS create memories:
a0 thar later pru can have
ﬁarqﬂhing wo th lﬂnhmg bach at

6113 Mushkan

¥ Kathmandu
& jha.mughanli 3@ gmail.com

by my johes

girls toa: Proaf g ?

vour own thing

1r All these on-stage Invenred Medulla Correx

\ ’ﬁto be the ehicf gquest of a BNHS

aol day ] apens.. . dlerdt sl
= hﬂe can be mll‘ﬂtlcﬁ when pou *If pou don't know where the
belicue. - class is, _
Chuugl; hope is frail, its bard - heep calm and fallow f"‘" erowd
ra kill *. \ y \ ¢ e

‘ %
+ " \‘\‘

R by

tr Delle bays! Ob sorry there are

o1 *me: 7T #T4AT, =R Avar | door

Survived wrath of 158 - annoyed

¥ Co find the origin of Avogadra's
Constani: see myself in thar T-shirt -

& \Wharever vour dream is. everp
exira penny vou bave necds to be
going on thar. Be pourself and d?

S Mt i
ih JriE Frach, &
v iy 4 1 =3
A 7 il k4
&5 )
e Ty ﬂ:‘
YT Niwih“ A T 6118 Pujan
? Ka’ﬂwmandu ' 9 Bbaktapur
'Eiutd upte seme ““2..% fions, @ thapapujan2 @gmail.com
surpassed the rest ) 3T ¥ BD. CD. CYD Mantra Actualized.

-,

_;;‘_
7l

6105

¥ Arghakbag
¥% To make ev panﬁ?cr_}!}g;!xﬂlﬂ

iﬁITJu:' : 4

) f

leave this

rld
'Ds:! bear bur re
2’-‘5“% do tﬁtg-t tl

ffw! ]

o

+
L]

H-Levels -

6116 Biraj

9 Katbmandu

B birajollo@gmail.com

# Escaped a leopard

® Hlways read Terms and
Conditions” before pou ‘Accept’ it

6120 Sabin

¥ Baglung

& sabinhaucha®@gmail.com

¥ Became who T am today

17 feeling total football with
Anuj KC. \

% Co become a successful person )
wherever 1 go . Own a European |
¢|I.Ib \

®Cat, sleep, conquer, repeat ...



‘ﬂ"ﬂ

x,y,-,»:f;w

6l2l Sbasbgnm'_tf' 6122 Bikash

9 Harbmamlu )Y '1‘ 9 Numahm
1Y -““ﬁﬂﬁbhﬂﬁbﬂﬂh@ﬂ%hﬂl’lﬂa“ com: ~-H
- P Class wr Qver the Dorizen i
- 1 ' ) ’
®They said follow vour dreams,
so I went straight to my bed

“H-Levels

6125 Hucshree

¥ Kartbmandu
¥ Priends that tarned into family;
i photographs and memerics
' frSLCC days. Pre-send up bluffs,
( Kajasthan 2014, midnigbt
' birthday celebrations, RDPS,
L 30.03.2014, midnight dubbs,
¥ Co be genuinedy. urterly,
deeply bappy . ’
ﬂﬂfﬁ' Erail gﬁr m«nn ragmms

1%

6126 Anunaya

¥ Kathmandu

B rimalanunaya®potmail.com
1 Dead banaing /

% Flying bighll/

Ay feion

E‘E’?Wf

&l30 Dgnu;r' 6131 Bigyan

- @ Katbmandu

iy - Idaninp amund@pahm ﬂ ?
. wiSth December, 2
0 EMeer Apalle Rabbi

N = [ard work and ﬁuﬂgﬁs au

" inwersely propartional to failure

7]

6123 Matina o ?,
v Katbmandu | ey '*IL'
& martina.maskapO6@gmailc.
#29,02. aollag £ 9 i
“RDPS, 3LI2.14. thin artowroet
steals, 2080, G‘hll‘l‘lﬁ# ":gﬁ
Jomsome! =g, 4 faif .

K Co, cgmuimlpﬁnm’gscl £

cﬂ sistently bappy j L AR
rpe diem- D S

¥

i

a

+
o)
w
0
oLy

6129 Reshbam

¥ Banke

& a.shabi@gmail.com

® CTravelled the milestone of
magnificence

2 17th March. got a new life

% Co acquire a third epe to
overview the world in different
way

=Know pourszlf. bappiness
depends upon us

6132 Anuj

¥ Svangja

& k.c_anuj®@gmail.com

¥ Nothing yet

7 Every BNKS dark moment

% Co play bide and sech with |
Qbama _

o T T BT T T |

>



6133 sasgm-t*ﬁ
- 9 Dbanusha Ry
el a-&saaht@gvmairtu&n bt

'5-‘ ¢ Nawalparasi

VS

i‘l’,t

HSEB +2

6134 Aviral

& kandclavirall34@ gmail.com

- ® Survived Shashanh's version of - lEm many ‘W= and W
1f Class Il maths class. DC-2015.

0 "Wildest Dream’ ] .gi
s Ccarn the rules like a pro;
Show that you can break it like
an artist

6138 Pappu
9 Saprari
& pappuyadav@gmail.com
" ® Scored 99 in Nepali
't Chat umxﬁrcu&mm&m
( 7 Co become the most unexpeered
] person .
®Da :‘xpcct the ,hn:xpemd

P s Gy Ha‘iia“sﬂ"
85 % Kimmnndu L 84
: ?aaﬁﬁh shrestba o

A round around rh% shos

AN crurches 4
\ i}3x3 Bashketball lnurpaﬁnm
i-finalist - i
h; N e
-ﬁvzi‘qfte come and go, {i o,

- Cegends are forever.

T T \ |

24 BN

GC-18 moments with Yubaraj

% Co be a (very) good engineer for

mv mother, 1o learn an art of
inswing fast bowl,
meet Adrian Januzaj,

= Dappiness = Realitp-Expectation.
Either expect less or work bard

but be bappw.

6139 Diamond
¥ Darbar

@ diamondacharpa@oaurloch.com

¥ Got into BNKS
11 Getting inte BNKS for the
first rime

. K To get into places even berter

than BNKS

* T will be difficult getting out of
BNRES, so enjoy while vou are

atill herel

i g

H-Bet?éls_:

6142 Swarnim

9 Palpa

B s warnim.rajbbandari.sb@ gmail.com

¥ King beyond the Wall

27 When nebedy could bear me in

o

what L learned from the § #71= 4
sitfe, thrashed Oscar in Biclogy

F To sleep-Wake up as Superman-

Ta saleep again-And hapefully
wahe up as Batman {

6I35 aurav
v Span-am . |

lgpawaliﬁ,
oAl rhose a (vrrihlIa uflsm :
el _Ju%ﬁr tra u-cl

¢ first . qng to~w:|tdl«"*

H-levels

614Q Jong Seong
¥ Seoul

6143 Binaya

¥ Dang

& binava2l2@gmail.com

® Cearnt to mahke sacrifices
7 Bio fest QIS

3

A

* Co make my parents drnam inre |

reality (

*TF pou want pnur dreams come {

trug, don't slecp |
N



6144 pra@a *-*"'«'

b "
" 9 Chitwan

T .ﬁphhl:hhathuli?qnﬁif:am .‘ )

'-ﬁﬁﬂﬁbmﬂﬂmmﬂtﬂw
ufw, 7@ W That BNKS mommr'ﬂr
g1 4} e arEag |

T Co complere the goals lefr

incomplere in 2013, scrup in 2014,
thought about in 2213 and aspired
in 2012

A-Levels -'-:"

6147 _H__ishumsh

9 Cebrathum
@ ashutosh. iahl@pabao com
-; 7r Pokbara bi.ﬁ“‘ 2Q71, 1= day at
} BNH$ whe? txpamaumn rurned
( ruhtp Y

s 1 gk
B S
1% it 50 01R
: N
\ .f'_."
i . 3
1 ) i ;I‘\-:
B 9 Katbmandu il

- WevilsnaheYll@yopmai
~ W Bach lame, Bareh 58, B
' Physics bemework, :
\ 12 gfis wmn 'Cvil Dai' '{E‘G‘f

%m[ﬁﬂaht |5han1arnsai com.Hp
‘.ﬂ:f fill the surrenders’ wish,
e Neoer apply for president. jf pou
~ just twant 1o be a vice-president |

' \\ R

6145 Saurav

? Meorang
& sroncupanc@gmail.com

| @ Cearned to face prablems and

. adopt in difficult situations
ﬁ GNRCP 2014
K To turn my signature into

an autograph
® Be bappy with what pou have

“HA-Levels

6148 Bipul

¥ Kavrepalanchoh
B bipulpoudpal201S5@ gmail.com

7!
7l

o i} A0 |

¥ Katbma
.psptbﬁ_;?u%f@g aiteom %

©r When expectarion tuﬂh tatltp 1

here is alwaps a next time ‘*
ﬁ;f uxﬂl?urpaﬂl‘ -

[y 1

iy -

H-levels

6149 Sartbak

¥ Kathmandu
& sarthbakgbimire27@gmail.com

# Dink flovyd. Docrs, Inte the Wild # Wohe up and went for morning

£ At the middlg of middle pitch
inte the night-DP'S meeting

. & Ca follow bippie trail backwards

==
-

A-Cevels

6151 Swarnim

- 9 Lalitpur

B swarnimbISS@ gmail.com

# Mechanics Captain

vr Defearing CBE sir in Chess

¥ Co sit on the Lron Throne and
live like Tyrion

» [Cife is like a bicpele:

1a maintain balance. pou have ta

heep maving {

1T during winter

1 Counting the number of days
remaining before the arrival of
another Monday

% Co do everything in

listchallenges.com's buchet list
= Lime spent enjoving is never

wasted

6152 Aditya

¥ Kathmandu
B aditvastha32l@paboo.com
®]f vou don't win. pou lose
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”ié’:;’hﬁ}?,
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o BT @
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- N T ] A
SR 4] =
-k & | [?-.... ! Ll_l
& ] e 4 S
i Z 6153 Rujen 6154 Aapush
13 \y 5 = At v T
~ @Calitpur 9 Ohkhaldhunga
@ rrwjju@gmail.com - BaayushthapablS4@gmail.com
¥ Drometed as Deputy School ® Counted the number of stairs
Caprain by being Academic .’_||. from the dining hall to I:ECC{&E:'I
Captain © Y Bbojpuri in Gaby Ma'am’s (lar.

Dead Pocts Secicty mectings,
mavie marathons

= Net when L come fo die. discover
that T bave not lived/ A man
maost likely to do almost
anything and ¢vervthing

® Get busy livin' or get busy dyin’

@ When T gor lost in ber eves
¥% Flight Simulator
=LOLC! Cots of Cove!

o
' o
N =2
L=}
=
. e
6156 Alysa 6157 Hastha
9 Calirpur ¥ Kathmandu
& pannara@gmail.com YT EBA lunches, dayroom

found bome in a strange. new place
. 13.06.15, Midnight dubby, RDPS,
H 11 Ghiraula indi{!mli mahing
monents count 2 ;
¥& Cravel the world. experience the
Juvian Plutenium gravitational
effect ‘l s i
®Lifes too short to drink crappy
coffee and erp dvet bope who

memories with' 44 and 171,
midnight birthday bashes
% Co spend life teavelling and

never looking bach
*Celebrate cvery tiny vicrory

-~ kl}&fuq.r AN
'.‘;;- 5;'- . :..i
Elb\ riw o
LR R, - A 4 n =
ST e oy 45 = |S
’r;f il L] =
y : '1'\".3.-
- 6159 Avaniika 6160 Anusbka
% Katbmandu PSRRI Y T @ Calitpur

-auamikashrc@gl}ngihtgﬁm;-‘ L ®anusha.pdn7S6@gmail.com
#® Arrived S mins ﬁ“{' "Ini.'ﬂq:”gf W Take my Capo’, ‘wiga’, ‘Rejuvenare’
% CTo find the origin of rhe

by, 15 mins late for breakfasr
=, With 6163 * Avogadre's number befare ‘113
Mushan does

¥y Ceo many to count, oo stupid
to admit (again wirh 61636161, * Friend is somerhing better than

6047) _ ; chacalate, ice-eream. mapbe friznd
¥ Co surpive the upcoming zombic  is somebody pou give uP vour last
apecalppse i -coohic for...

H-%#{:ats are cuterthan children
JE !

\
| A\ R ¥

Vo TN

e |

[ 1*‘

¥ /..}

-;.. ;x?:

. 5y

6159 Dawa 1 ;’ |

¥ Katbmandu | : V A

# friends, memerics. moments 8

I:w‘-ing__sanli{;m ¢ beats of 1,

® Digh schoaliwill end and your i
life poill still go on .~ « '

6158 Suraksbya

¥ Kathmandu

& suraxyab®@gmail.com

¥ Survived the averly dramaric
lameness of 113 and 160

Tr Congueurrrrh with 162, Trgw 7
Feea, Q000 25-12-2014,
Cen thousand a vear.

' ¥ Co finally get myp Bogwarts letrer,

to be there when Jupiter and Plute
aligns with the carrh

®]'m on a roller coaster that enly
gocs up

6161 Monila

¥ Katbmandu \

® Dhether pou say you can or pou.
cannot, pou are right in both
cases



6162 Sbiegt "'"ﬁ
@ Kathmandu '

1 -IE’hutalmphﬂim@ﬁﬂiaﬂ&ﬁm‘
- W Got my Pogwarts letter, 25

7. Q000 25-03-2015.
To own Pemberly. re find the |
¥ great manifesto
o 1f vou ever feel like a failure,
just remember that your nose
bleed didn't start the apocalypse

6165 Bishow

9 Rapilvasta
'hiﬂhawraj#?awﬂl@gmailmm

; many. .!
[ frlost 32-4l in friendlp football
' match against 6101 Manijil -

% Watch a whale EPC seasen live

with fricnds

-W%ﬂma{whﬁ%ﬂ‘ﬂﬂmu

L bl68 pramrfa'
? : ? Spmgm '-‘» ."‘. j

- -prit:ﬂa-s@gmat ‘=

A ¥ Figured out whar a I

S Trlsirreo late new wrp
K To never I8t 'me’ go'

“‘wThis so called exilemenr ujill ler
pmg\f_r_u for the rest of pour life

¥ Congueurrreh with IS8, args 7 )

A-Levels

6163 Aarshika

':'-“ ¥ Calitpur
Ii. & aarshikapradban@outloch.com

P Arrived S mins carlp instead of
IS mins late for breakfast with
6159

i Daing the macerina in every CP
we've attended (again wirh 6159),
HT G162

T One day 1 want te benestly sap
T made it getting a dollar cverprime
aomeon: mispronaunced my name

& 0¢ are the scientist 1rying fo make
aénae of the atars inside ua

HSEB +2

6166 Sakar

¥ Banke
® poudel_sakar@gmail.com

¥ Gor \"runds mama daju, sir and *Qour future drzpcnda upon the

dream. so goto sleep

HSEB +2

6169 Sanjila

- 9 Kaski

& jileppilepblI69@ gmail.com

¥ Knowledge

W CHITCIVA KACCAIVAN

% To live a happy life

® Don't forger to smile in any
situation. As long as vou are
alive, there will be berter things
later and there will hci:manv

-

“ud " _-.-‘\I_

6i64 Mishyra L IS
9 Kashi }1 Tn 7. I"I\'
# Von populi J ; E

1 Cwelye ang
Ghir. ';Jln- v e
owa? much;‘smnrg than Iuﬂ#

6167 Ayushma

¥ Argbakbanchi
& avushma.kbanal34@ gmail.com
# One bundred and thirey four

special moments

1 @rade Il maths classes, Annual

Dance Comperition 2015

‘% Co achnowledge cvery little thing

and te live a meaningful life

*1f plan ‘A didn't work, the
alpbabet bas 25 more letters.
Stay cooll

6170 Shyanon

¥ Katbmandu
B shypanon7 0@ gmail.com

>

® Ccarned to crawl ," :
7 Pella!? What say £943 Don? 1
% Co shop. shipping the price tag "'|
®Listen to your instinetl _

i

H -

N



617) Sbma% %0,

¢ Katbmandu f!' i
¥ Opened upto the mur’fd of hwhﬂ
#r CPICCIVA KACCATVAN
"’ Co find an inspiration
#Live in the moment, before it
rns inte a memary..

G174 Sucl_tsha

¢ Kathmandu
:hu&mbaz,a@ amail.com

Ha‘ . w€uven GOO?IZE um answer
that...
' s Co follow mp beart. Bur alse
take my brain/with me!
@ g cending... { ¢

617 Hmmhﬁ

 Katbmandu 4 ¥
P Expericnces ﬁ

.' Survived € arth-qum
U B XDork until pour bank account

"~ losks like a phone number
“eSrart building vour own dreams
oftherwise someane else will hire
potl te. bl.tlld theirs!!!

mE

...
e
-

HSEB +2

6IT2 Sima

':'J ¢ Chitwan

¥ Intervicwed Sony madam
' T 'Netwerh Busy!’ Connecting to...

,-f,l ¥ Basic Mathemarics

* Cuer onwards

.

HSEB +2

6I7S Kritika

¥ Canabun

& arpalkritiha2@gmail.com

¥ Memories /

W CAHTCTIVA KACLATVAN.
PLO PLO..

. K To be a successful person

& Jou cap’t ger back whar you've
lest. What's impertant now is
“Whar is ir that pou still have™

6178 Hasbhish

¥ Chirwan

@ bhandari.aashish6 0@ gmail.com

¥ Survived with barch comedians
(it was really tough)

17 football in bashetball court,
watching BPL matches,
picnic, efc

® Dants are developed by culrivarion.
Pumans are developed _?p education

;\ ,5
."b

6173 /Najina

¥ Parbar ',/N T y

& najinashrestha@®an nikc w3 ‘..

wCHICTIVA KAL N

F:Ea'htcnm: phac E_x et

= Parliy beats talent mhm tnl«ilz*
doe nrhum’h hnrd !: f

HGEB +2

6176 Madbu

¥ Janahkpur

& thakurdr.madbu20@gmail.com

® Created a bond with unexpected
peaple. which 1 guess will ever
last

& Nat o get panic while Facing the
sitlations

: ®'Suecess demands laber and labor

‘demands concentration

6179 Bisarjan

¥ Mustang

& 61T9bisarjan@ gmail.com :

¥ Cearned bow to follow the heart
and mind simultancously

17 All chicken and nen-chichen days 1"‘|

& To change the time inte money _

®Don't gt metamorphosised {
becatise vour ariginality s the |
best
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Budhanilkantha School (@;‘

Hostel Life

4063
Rajnish
Class: 5

In school, we find two kinds of
students: day scholars and
boarders. Those who go back to
their homes after classes are
known as day scholars and
those who live in the residential
houses provided by the schools
are known as boarders. This
residential place is called the
school dorm. In the school
dorms, the students get
facilities for their academic
benefits.

For the proper management of
the hostel, there is a hostel
warden who supervises the
health, study, character,
manner and discipline in order
to keep the students out of
trouble. Everyone hasto get up
at the same time and start
studying. The boarders require
the permission of the hostel
warden before doing a certain
activity. Boarders are provided
with breakfast, lunch, snacks
and dinner at fixed times. The
boarders are provided with
teachers who guide, coach, and
teach them. The headmaster
also observes and monitors the
boarders’ overall progress.

The hostel life is informative
and educative. Boarders can
easily share problems with
their friends. There are great
opportunities  for the
development of mind and body.

Boarders can enjoy playing
games. They can learn more in
their hostel than at home. They
become studious, disciplined,
helpful, co-operative, and
dutiful in a boarding school.
They become independent
because everyone has to do
their work by themselves.

Boarding school has some
disadvantages, too. The
boarders have to leave their
near and dear ones behind. The
bad boys and girls may trouble
them. However, on the whole,
hostel life is useful and fruitful
to everyone.

The Unforgettable
Day
3117
Nobel

6" August, 1945. The world war
Il was going on. Japanese were
alert that the Americans could
attack by air on their main
industrial region, Hiroshima. So,
the Japanese troop was ready.
After some time, as expected,
some American planes were
seen in the Japanese sky. They
did not attack, but headed
towards the capital of Japan,
Toyko. The army thought that
Americans were going to attack
Tokyo and followed them to
prevent them from attacking.

After sometime, many
American planes flew over
Hiroshima because the army

present in Hiroshima was
away, after other American
planes which were heading
towards Tokyo. One of them
had “Little Boy”, the most
powerful atomic bomb on its
hold. Suddenly, all planes rose
high and the atomic bomb was
dropped.

A deafening sound was heard
and a giant mushroom cloud
in Hiroshima was seen from
many places. Thousands of
people died. Those who
survived, were greatly
affected by the radiation.
Today, even after 70 years of
that incident, not a single
plant has grown up there,
because of the radiation. Not
a single person there is
healthy. They are suffering
from many diseases because
of radiation.

But why did this all happen?
To stop a war? Or to force
Japanto surrender? Thousands
of people were killed to stop a
war? But what happened is
happened. We cannot go to
past and stop America from
dropping the bomb.

But, there is a way to prevent
it from happening in future,
and that is peace. Instead of
stopping a war after it has
started by killing people, we
should not let a war to start in
the first place. We cannot stop
a war after it has started
without killing people. But, we
can stop a war from the
beginning through peace. And
there is a proverb also:
Prevention is better than cure.
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Never Ending Battle

7174
Prasiddhy
Class: Al

‘Work hard today, live joyfully
tomorrow’, | have been told this
for the last fifteen years. From
parents to teachers and
everyone who tries to motivate
me, repeat these words to me
as if | could have forgotten
those words. And today, after
fifteen years, | stand here,
trying to find that tomorrow and
wondering if it has been lost
some day in my past while |
hope for it to come the next day.
Now, | am tired of searching for
my beautiful tomorrow where |
can relax, enjoying the fruits of
yesterday’s hard work but | see
that people are not yet tired of

repeating the same words.

Thank god, I've finally learned
something after fifteen years.
But | see some unfortunate
people not being able to realize
their dreams even in their last
breaths. Why are we learning?
Come on!, we live 365 days in

a year but yet we don’t realize

that tomorrow will never come.
Every day, we are sacrificing the

present to live for tomorrow.

We will be struggling everyday
even if we do work hard today.
We will be facing problems
even in the future does not
mean that if students study
business meticulously, then
they will not be facing financial
problems tomorrow. Hard work
cannot be relied on for a better

future.

We work today, we live today.

We earn today, we enjoy today.
There is nothing to save your
today for. Eventually, we will
grow old and all our youth will
goinvain. All our hard work will
go in vain. We will only have a
very good CV in our hands but
when we turn around and look
back we will only see our
lifeless past. So, we should live
for what’s today because, trust
me, you will not have any teeth

to enjoy chocolates tomorrow.
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Daniel and the Robot

4059
Abhinav
Class: 5

In a small city just nearby a
forest, lived a boy named
Daniel. He liked to roam around
the forest. His father, George
was a scientist. George also
liked to travel and visit new
places. Sadly his mother
Deborah had passed away. She
had died giving birth to Daniel.
Daniel was completely raised
by his father.

After a long week, Daniel and
his father planned to go to the
forest. They packed up their
bags, two mats for each of them
and a camera. They decided to
leave Daniel’s grandfather,
Peter, in charge of the house.
They set off early on the next
day, that is, Saturday morning.
Peter waved goodbye to them
and Daniel shouted back,
“Goodbye Grandpa.” Peter
shouted back, “Bye! See you in
the evening”.

They walked for almost an
hour before they finally reached
the forest. George took out his
camera and started clicking
photos of the animals. The first
photo was that of a squirrel
scurrying out to his nest. Daniel
also wanted to take the photos.
He tried to take the photos of
the birds but could not click
even a single photo as the birds
flew every time he wanted to
take the photos. Soon Daniel

grew tired and they both
decided to have their breakfast
and rest.

George and Daniel both took
out their mats and spread them
on the grass. The yummy smell
of the myrtle grass nearby
soothed them and soon both of
them started to fall asleep.
When they woke up, they felt
hungry. They took out their
French fries and started to eat
them as if they had not eaten
for days. After a good lunch they
thought that it was time to start
to return to their home. It was
almost afternoon and they had
to walk for about an hour. On the
way to their home, they found a
destroyed machine. George
quickly realized that it was in
fact a disfigured robot. There
was a pulley running out of one
of the parts. They decided to
take it home.

At home, George easily
mended the robot. George
decided to leave the robot to
Daniel. That night, the robot
slowly got up and woke Daniel
up. It said, “I am a magical
robot. | can make anything
happen. Come with me, | will
show you something that you
have never seen before.”
Daniel was completely amazed
at first but he decided to go on
with the robot. Both of them
caught each other’s hand as
they flew up into the sky. The
robot decided to create his own
city there.

In a few minutes, Daniel
made the city ready. Just near
their cloud lay another cloud.
They decided to explore that
cloud first. There were people
just like those in the earth but

there was something magical
about them. They went inside
one of the buildings. On the
throne sat a creature that was
nothing like what he had seen
before. The creature said, “I,
the king of the thunderbolt, am
ready to destroy the earth and
all the people who have
polluted it. After all it is
because of the polluted air that
our people in kingdom of the
cloud are dying.”

After listening to the king,
Daniel pleaded, “Please, do not
do this. | will tell the people of
the earth about your problems.
Please, do not do this.”

King thunderbolt was
satisfied as he had never heard
anyone apologizing like this
before him. He decided to give
Daniel a last chance to save the
earth. Daniel and the robot
were happy and they flew back
to the earth. With the help of
George and Peter, they put up
a campaign to make other
people aware of the danger
that awaited the earth. Finally
after a vyear, they were
successful in making the earth
completely pollution free.

In this way Daniel, the
robot, George and Peter were
able to save the earth.
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Friendship

4071
Ankit
Class: 5

Once upon a time, there was
a boy named Jack. He loved
his pet dog very much. He
always went for a walk with
his dog, gave food to it. The
dog’s name was Snopy. It was
white in colour.

An unfortunate event took
place one day, when Jack and
his dog were going on their
usual walks. While they were
trying to get across a highway,
Jack didn’t realize that there
was a speeding truck heading
their way, and was about to hit
his dog. When Jack saw that
his dog’s life was in danger,
he dived towards him and
pushed him away. The truck
missed the dog, but struck
Jack, who immediately went
unconscious. A man saw him
and immediately called the
ambulance. Jack was badly
injured.

The ambulance took Jack to a
hospital. Jack’s parents were
called and they came to the
hospital, along with his dog.

Jack was not feeling well and
was not able to open his eyes.
His dog felt sad, and although
it couldn’t speak, it was
thinking, “My best friend Jack
gave his life for saving me. But
why? After all, | am just a
dog.” The dog couldn’t
understand the meaning of
friendship.

After a few months, Jack
became well. He was fit and
fine and was allowed to go
home. When he went home, he
was very happy to see his dog.
When his dog saw him, it
wagged its tail, jumped here
and there, licked his face and
his hands, yelped with joy as
if he’d waited for this moment
all his life.

Jack told the dog why he gave
his life for him. The dog then
understood — understood the
meaning of friendship.

English language

4105
Hari
Chandra
Class: 5

There are many languages in
the world. Among them, English
is known as the international
language. It is the most
important language as we need
it everywhere.

We can learn English language
from a good school but we
cannot learn English language
automatically. We have to learn
the subject ourselves. We
should give more attention to
this subject than any other
subjects. We should read
grammar books, story books
and English course books more.
We have to do our English
homework on time. If we don’t
do the work given by our

teachers, we cannot learn the
language. But even that is not
enough, we need to practice
speaking in English with our
teachers and friends. We can
practice speaking in English
with our parents at home, too.

English language is very
important. When tourists come
to our country, they speak with
us in English but if we don’t
know the language then we
cannot communicate with
them. This can decrease the
number of tourists coming to
our country. We can promote
tourism in country by learning
to speak in English ourselves.
If we become good at spoken
English, we can get a job
anywhere. If we don’t know
how to speak in English, then
we cannot get job opportunities
in other countries, and even
getting a good job in our own
country may be difficult (if we
aren’t good at English). A good
English speaker can get a job
anywhere.

We can develop our country by
ourselves. Many developed
countries have developed by
giving more priority to learning
English language. If our country
people are good at speaking in
English then our country will
develop easily. So, we should
learn English language for our
own sake as well as for our
country’s sake. | will try to
speak in English to develop my
country, what about you?

TS ROWR
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Nausea

7033
Sushmita
Class: A1

I shut my jet black umbrella and
progress towards the stop. The
giant metro halts before me.
And | feel like a ten year old boy

in the pIatfoer%, happy,

excited and frightened all at
the same time. With trembling
legs and knobby knees, | walk
in.

The rain is tattering on the
window pane of the train. As the
laws of inertia would have it,
the train moves and my body
jerks forward. | take a last
glimpse of the world I'm leaving
behind. All | see are the other
passengers  with  their
backpacks and luggage and the
signboards are now slowly
disappearing into a dot. Then |
look forward, the train in
motion towards my awaited
destination. As expected, the
fear of uncertainty clenches my
stomach tight. My palms start
to feel clammy. The oxygen
content in the atmosphere
suddenly becomes insufficient
for me. As a reflex, my hands
press the couch, my nails
digging deep on to the couch
and making all the blood from
my head rush to my fingertips.

My heart beats faster with the
increasing speed of the train. |
feel like every ounce of blood
in my body is being sucked out
of me, making me pale and

ghostly. | nearly become
unconscious. Then | hear
someone’s voice drumming in
my ears saying, “Ma’am, you
have reached your destination.
Would you like me to walk you
out?” A surge of relief passes
through me then, | hurry up
myself out of the train.

Holidays

4015
Neharika
Class: 5

All of us like holidays. Every
Saturday is a holiday. We also
get holidays during festivals .
During holidays, we take rest,
play, study, etc. We invite our
relatives and friends during
festivals. Sometimes we are
also invited by them. We go to
our relatives’ houses. We get
and give gifts to our neighbors
and relatives.

During holidays, we also go to
the library. We visit different
places, go for picnics, do
gardening, click photos,
collect stamps, etc. We also
help our parents clean the
house during festivals and
other times. We have fun
during holidays.

All of us are very happy during
holidays. We all dance and
sing during holidays and
festivals. We watch television,
read and do creative things.

Student life

4115
Prabin
Class: 5

/4

Every person is a student in
some part of his life. A student
is someone who wants to learn
about any special or fixed
topics. Generally, the formal
student life starts from the
childhood. Student life is the
most important part of any
person’s life as during this time
the mind is like mud and can be
shaped into any fixed shape or
size. Students can be trained to
make good citizens for their
country.

An ideal student should not
only do homework but also be
creative and passionate. An
ideal student is always happy
throughout his life as he can
enjoy studying. An ideal student
should also follow what he/she
reads in the book. For example,
he must take a good care of his
health; otherwise he/she may
be sick and sad. Therefore,
student life is a gateway to
lead a happy life in the future.
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The Lottery

9030
Abhinav
Class: 9

Many years back, there existed a
small town called Feydew. At the
centre of this town, there was a
small piece of land where there
was an old hut. The hut was
inhabited by three orphans.
They were friends but it cannot
be said that there wasn’t any
tension between them. Small
quarrels were part of their
everyday routine. Oh! Their
names were Hope, Realist and
Follower. Strange names they
had but their names reflected
their characters.

Hope was an optimistic and
humble person who was often
pushed around. On the other
hand, Realist was a true realist
and exercised greater power
between the three and it was all
due to Follower. Follower was
the lapdog of Realist and would
always team up with him and
corner Hope.

In a sunny afternoon, the three
were gathered around a table
and were having a discussion. If
one had looked around their hut,
their poverty would be the first
thing to strike them. They shared
aroom in the hut, it was a dusty
room with old pictures hanging
on the wall. Everything inside
was scattered here and there.
The room smelt of unwashed
socks and tobacco. The table was
placed at the centre of the room.
The status quo remained as it
was, always had been.

The three were quarrelling
about the increase in the price
of potatoes. Hope soon grew
tired and decided to change the
topic. He quickly snatched the

newspaper from the table and
pointed to an advertisement.

“Look! The lottery tickets for this
year are on for sale.” This was
followed by silence, so he
continued, “Let’s purchase one.”
In reply, Realist and Follower
give him a nasty glare.

As informed earlier, they were
poor, they only had a small
amount of money to last the
whole year and they could barely
manage two meals a day. And it
so happened that the previous
year, they had tried their luck at
the lottery—whose tickets are
quite expensive—and had lost.

So, it was obvious why they
glared at Hope for his statement.
They both bitterly sung curses at
him.

“But there’s still hope, right?”
Hope softly replied.

“You fool!” Follower cried, “Have
you forgotten so soon that we
nearly starved to death after we
lost our money?” Hope stood his
ground and tried to encourage
his friends to be more optimistic
and hopeful.

“Ha! Optimism, you say! Have
you already forgotten what
Voltaire wrote in Candice?
Optimism leads us to nothing but
misery. Our chance of winning
five million is quite impossible,
“ Realist said thoughtfully.
Follower nodded in agreement
but Hope, on the other hand,
disagreed and prepared a
counter argument.

Hope thought of how the Czar—
even in the most hopeless
times—was able to defeat the
great Napoleon and decided to
use it as an example for his side
of the argument but his friends
didn’t take it so positively.

Suddenly, Realist sprung to his
feet and shouted, “Enough! I've
had enough! Follower, go bring
the money chest. Hope, take
your share of the money and get
out! Never return, go get your

lousy lottery ticket!” Follower
returned back with Hope’s share
of the money and threw it on the
table.

Hope’s world crumbled down. He
almost fainted from the shock
but before he could, Follower
grabbed him by the collar, put the
money in his hands and kicked
him out of the hut.

What had happened? What
would he do next? Well, the
obvious answer would be to go
in and apologise to his friends
and make peace.

But no! He ran towards the
lottery house, determined to
prove his friends wrong. Tears
rolled down his cheek and he
cried out loud causing kids to
make fun of him but he
continued on running.

After a long agonising run, he
reached his destination. He took
out all his money and handed it
to the ticket vendor. He didn’t
think of the consequences of
losing the lottery. Where would
he take shelter? How would he
feed himself? He didn’t care; he
only kept hope on his risky move.
He grabbed the ticket like it was
an invaluable treasure and
walked away.

He stayed hungry for days on the
street, begging all day and spent
sleepless nights on the cold
pavements. Yet he kept hope.

Finally, the day of the results
came. Hope rushed to the
newspaper shop and he couldn’t
believe his eyes.

He had won! He was happy to
receive the prize but he was
happier that his optimism kept
him alive.

He then returned back to his hut,
victorious. His friends fell to the
ground and apologised. There lay
a happy life ahead for the three
of them.

Oh! What great wonders hope
and optimism can do.
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Everything Was
Gone

6012
Sabin
Class: A2

They were so stubborn,
demanding and absurd. Their
face covered with black shawls,
their dresses identical and their
voices intimidating. We didn’t
know where they came from,
neither did we know who they
were, but we knew that they
could kill us all and could take
everything away from us.

| was an officer in a small firm
nearby the town of Vatoma. | had
a small happy family consisting
of my love and our two teenage
sons. | could easily fulfill the
needs of my family and in
addition to that | had enough
saving for my future. Life was
flourishing well and day after
day, | felt the char and strength
of both my sons. Steven was
good at human science, we
dreamt of making him a
renowned doctor. But Yaya still
could not find his interest.

The condition of the country
was dilapidating, rebel groups
were often involved in a battle
with the government. | heard
they demanded a change in the
country. But | was not
interested in such political
things, because my firm was
functioning well and my family
happy, until now.

That night took all away from
me. My happiness, hope and
future were all stolen from me.
They came to our place at the
darkest period of the night and
since then | haven’t felt any
light in my life.

“We need your sons for our
army”, the one with a scarin his
face yelled at us.

An adrenaline rush went all
over my body. My dreams and
my sons’ ambitions were going
to be shattered in a short span
of time.

“Please take everything you
want from us. But please spare
our children.” My wife cried
clutching our sons tightly yet
smoothly.

“We want a better army. And
it’s a must for your sons to join.
Clear the way now”, the other
one demanded.

Our boys were too young for
this. They were not trained for
this. My eyes were filled with
grief and hers with tears. We
tried to stop them but to no
avail. We didn’t give up until the
kidnappers snatched our sons
from us.

At an instant, they were gone.
Along with them had gone our
dreams, our future and our
hope. We lay on the floor
clutching each other’s hand
tightly, sobbing for our sons.

The next evening, my wife came
home and told me to leave the
home and flee somewhere far.
| asked for the reason but she
was in too much a hurry to
answetr.

After running with her for an
hour, we heard a gun fire. The
situation was totally menacing.
The monstrous sounds of firing
of guns shook our head. We
were trapped in an encounter
between the rebel group and
the government.

The thick cloud of billowing
smoke in the distance curved
the sky like a cobra searching
for prey. Among the wailing of
sirens, explosions, my wife lay
on the broken bricks. | couldn’t
have imagined the injured face
of my love. Her clothes were
drenched in her own blood and
she was trembling slightly. She
grunted and attempted to get
up but couldn’t. | took her in
my lap. The blood mixed with
sweat and dust stung my
nostrils. Her eye lids then slid
over her eyes and her body
went limp like a wooden log.

| lay down on the floor cursing
myself for the kind of life | had
to live. l was the poorest person
at the globe, in terms of love.
My wife was gone now. My
sons were gone but alive, yet |
had no hope that they would
return to me alive.

The first heat of the sun
touched my body yet the
warmth has done nothing to
relieve my pain. | was engulfed
in darkness; only darkness.

HITS ROR
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A War to Survive

6033
Aaradhya
Class: A2

This might possibly be the last
hit | can survive.

21 hours ago

A vacillating internet
connection is what got me here.

It took me a full exhausting
eight minutes to get here,
literally in the middle of
nowhere. Icy-fingered mist
inundated the bliss blue sea
straight ahead. | could see the
gigantic blue walls towering all
around me. Silver smoke floated
into the alluring blue sky. |
could not notice the biggest
building in the area except for
a rock castle beside the
structure.

| strutted towards the camp,
passing by more blue walls.
After a minute or so, | went by
a construction site. | now
belonged to this place for the
rest of my life but | hadn’t
thought of making any friends
or any acquaintances for that
matter. | thought | was better
off by myself rather than asking
any unnecessary questions.
Still.

“Hey brother, what you up to?”

“l am pretty busy. | have to
construct this stuff within 3
days. Leave me alone.”

This is why | don’t talk to
people.

Just then | saw a mesmerizing
beauty coming out of a house,

same like my one. Her lambent
jade green eyes meet mine with
a baffled look, not knowing
what to do next. Her cherry-
pink hair trimmed to perfection
hung over her narrow shoulders
over the green jacket. She
looked like a hunter of some kind
because of the bow she was
carrying over her back. | let out
an elongated whistle
inadvertently and prayed to
God that she would hear me. |
would have asked her to come
with me, but a timid guy like me
could only do so in his brain.

To my dismay, she did not hear
me. She just wasn’t hearing.
Like a manipulated robot, she
moved forward awestruck by
the new place. My heartbeat
increased. | then realized that |
was losing a great opportunity
to mingle with her. She was
starting to pace up, so | had to
sprint my way to her. One time
| blinked my eye and she was
gone. Gandering, | moved
forward. Then something hit my
head. | looked up to find a
tower with solid rock bottom
and worn out oak paneling
standing condescendingly in
front of me. | tried to peep, take
a furtive glance at the top. To
my amusement, | could see two
people with appearance same
as that of the pretty girl | saw
before. With a heavy heart, |
reached the camp.

The barbarians with long
golden colored hair and scorn
look gave a chill up my spine. |
was famished, so | ravenously
devoured the soft marsh
mallows that they were
roasting. There were like
hundreds of those barbarians
ready to tear up and obliterate
anything that came in their way.
| tried keeping a low profile for
| was new to this place. All of a

sudden, everyone was
paralyzed and no one had any
idea. One of them vanished
into thin air. One by one,
everyone vanished. And | saw
that pretty face again. She and
| were the only ones in the
realm. My love life with her was
like a fairy tale; could happen
in stories, never in real life. |
tried to look into her, but in vain.

| see her iris contracting.
People do so when in love.

| then realized it was because
of the horror we were about to
witness.

| got sucked into the sky. | called
out for my mom. | couldn’t hear
myself shouting, let alone my
mom. With a loud thud, | landed
in a faraway place where there
was chaos and the barbarians.
| quickly located the archer.
Desperate to make me the man
of her dreams, | started
throwing fireballs. The canons
that were hitting her were
down no time. | then saw
another high leveled cannon
and another wizard attacking
me. | tried ducking, but my legs
didn’t bend. | got dizzy.

3k %k %k %k

| still have no idea what is
happening. | call for help and |
continuously get hit. This might
be my last breath. | glance at
archer and still nothing. Here |
am, dying for my country and
she does not notice me. | will
take my penultimate breath
now. Who wants to live in this
indifferent world, where love
returns sadness? Maybe my
next life, | will approach her
and confess my love.

Maybe.

131

Bhanjyang 2016



wwm@rwﬁrmml

39l ATOT TATE qTSwehT SATHT
g9 T % q®dATs G 9 TR
g5 | SUATHT "I o 9iq
memaﬂé‘raﬁr
W?W&TWSWTW
e T |

w4 wItE AfF gvr 9u afq
Wwfﬁwmq&r
G Gl %Tol%‘rrl S AT
(“’llwthl I'Gi"dl It'i'.fgiﬁ'?ﬁ C?»{ICI
HIA 99T IS AT g
ITARHT AT THASIS, | I
T T AR FH T GG A
W S (a3 IrsSs, | T3eT
@ "G AR A TR
T af qE@Hd e faarse
MG | & S RE §U gy
Irrﬁ? TR A qag, T
IS AW TUT AT AT

| & T g g |
=i ﬂmwﬁmam
T ¥y T Giotel T9T HHTSIA
wnmmﬁaﬁrwﬁm
TFTW Iqars @, e,
El'@r \-Sév‘l STl PIHE®S Qﬁr
THWW“EQW\'SHVI \‘rllkhvi
wmwwwﬁwm
qwG

I(E & TR A AqATs T3
d?a'vaw:rqa—rra?aﬁrw
TI'WTWCQHWSW?(%IS"I ord
qu @ g AT W
A o | JEA AN A
@ § | WW T,
qrel @ruE | 9 ait=rrers
Tty T A T 8
g%, | ST Werd ATqU(E; BT-

el I | duF docd qred
WWIWW
WMWW|W
GaT I @R AT TS, |
ﬁrﬁwmﬁ‘s’rﬁrw
=T TFg T TR e qF |
Waﬁrnﬁﬁww
af AT I =5, §IS | Sied
q&rwaﬁwﬁmww
?rtFrtra | afeafr  quer
<S4|d,|‘34<'°||€'ll'$ cbld"l d@ﬁﬁql

Tg-miag fa=eer arararor
w&rwwmﬁrww
qHS] | A T GHT FA Gedl
WWWWW
PEE aarr ¥ AH TG |
e 9 99 B, A @ 99
%ﬁ%amwéﬁuﬁ%ﬁ
i S | e A @red
T a9 8

11 1 R R K

¥

Y AR ATHT ATGHT HIA
Bl

AT FHR AT [T raA
vk ATHT T

EANRT TSI @Tfaved Il
ar

ot Syavehl TaE U3ar
T[ATerl el & |

ATHT RG99 fagr | |
AFR T

faerer fesit aruerr g@w=aT
FT T G Al o g
oA FeATS ST fedr feer
@Ts 4¥ =T

N, Y FHT ATg Al dwe A

FG T T HeATS Tl
T 7 &Te 99 qERT
FHTSHT ek & fqer
P! e T AR TR |

fT9T R @i |

fqwm <1 =

faedr & & =7 for=efrer far
TR GHIR g

7 wfersgept wRT W TR
fawer 9% ®H

a9 | g FH [qHl Had R
AT |

AT A0S [qHT TERT
[ERGEINC

feron foreediiet =y T g W W
giaed e ¥ fadr genT=r
TS ATHT &9

foreit T W "faed 7 e
HTH T |

TS ROWR

132



Budhanilkantha School '@

AATAAT I¥ SrASA, gH,
AT, ATHT P | 91T
TSI, ST, TR
FEATF T 21 | et fafaet
SIS T g/ FEIEART
AMAEE®E gEge, | fafqe=
ST AT-ATH FEE(T
gor |

BTHT 297 AT =TSHSHT &A1
g | aﬁ, Fﬁ%‘l’{} g\'l?zﬁ', D,
AR AME AITAHT HATS
AT IR B | T T
ferere femggeeat et 9 &1 |
g3 aAvHr ArfTEEES
IS | 74 T SRIEGHT Sreiferay
T | OE AT Ageed

FerTaaRT & | BTl STet et T
HEHie! afe= e g |
A ®®HT ATaATATS ST
TGN G | A ETHIe
mew@|

bl TR FIT

% SffeTcaehl &t ?

F=qa; QAT

FIATH HThel G B |
At g 5 wfedcae gaq
Y W 3 fAfewa

HTSTebT TH A= TG

Hleel Tvad |

HATSTHT HH AT TRY
difererrs Tty
FHETHT Fgay T
afersy ey |

7000

g
PET: ©

AT GATIT T @A | AT dQhl qHA
Afeawg®Ee 37 WATSSA | A e ey e ‘
fpfeaaaesd [$I99  ofg aH Aag \
o T TR SHATE S sy v T A
ST e g T AT drom ot
IEE gg A= TGS | R radiee® ATHAT T 9 |4y Sfraerar i
aTfeeT g TaH ggehl = O THE 9 |
FaradT 9T qrafs g ™
TS F9 g | frg g T AT SfqETaree P
FAATE AT TR ATIRAT  FET AT ST a=re Sepra 7 T
I TR | I Ahars  Aibeg < 7 7 A |
AT-ATHT 79 77 TG | ERREZIRIREHINIES] q J
133 Bhanjyang 2016



Anarchy

6083
Rohan
Class: A2

“It is often said that deep
down, human beings like
violence. Remember the feeling
in 3" grade when you knocked
out that kid that used to tease
you, remember that feeling of
accomplishment as the kid now
feared uncontrollably and he
was not the Mr. Tough guy
anymore? You would do it a
hundred times and still not
regret it.”

“But that’s a different thing,
that’s not the same as killing
innocent people for the sake of
killing. How would you justify
the passion of crime for
instance?”

“Passion is just another fancy
word for obsession, just a word
people invented to hide the
‘hideousness’ of addiction.
Because it is a common belief
that addiction is bad. As you
grow up, you are made to
believe that it’s unhealthy
when in fact; it is whatever you
think it is. Scientists were
obsessed to things; writers,
poets to alcohol. But the
problem is that society decides
it for you and you don’t bother
about it because we blindly
trust society. It must be right.”

“What are you getting into?”

“Well, let me tell you a story.
There was this guy who as a kid
used to get bullied a lot and had
no friends. He was not sociable
and considered himself
‘socially retarded’, his words
not mine. He somehow
managed through high school
and later college, but with no
friends. He got a job on some
IT company that required lot of
social interaction, a skill this
guy never got to have. But his
peers were persistent and he
became what they wanted of
him; he forced himself to
boring parties and stilted
conversations that he had
shunned all his life. It was at
this point he realized that he
had a certain innate gift to
manipulate people. He spoke
with carefully chosen words
and that, he found -coupled
with great listening skill- made
him quite popular among his
coworkers.

There’s this guy who was a
loner, an unknown, his whole
life and all of a sudden found
him winning over people and
even controlling them. He loved
his newly found ‘power’ and as
what happens to people with
power, he wanted more of it.
Not just hacking into people and
controlling them into doing
favours, that was too easy, too
mundane. He wanted to try
something new, something
exciting. He wanted to try
something risky and this
titillated darker propensities in
him.

One day, as he was walking
around the park, he found his
high school bully. He stalked the
bully for a couple of days. The
dormant anger that he had built
up all his life suddenly found its
way back to his head. He
remembered all those times
when the jerk used to beat him
up and force him into doing
nasty things that he resented.
And it played continuously on
his mind. Then he decided to
take revenge. You know,
revenge is a dish best served
cold. You see, he didn’t speak
much all these time but he
wasn’t dumb. There was no
forgiving this bully and he had
fantasized numerous times the
jerk would get punished in most
gruesome ways he could
imagine. The quietest people
have the loudest brains.

So he waited, he planned
because cause he knew it
would be worth it. He made a
virtually foolproof plan, giving
attention to trivial details.
There was a certain wave of
calmness in him as if he had
done this a thousand times.
Like a spider waiting for its prey,
he waited for the guy to be
alone. He then pounced on him
like a hungry savage beast
preying and killed him in one
shot. He loved what he did; he
loved how the jerk’s eyes
reflected of apprehension and
submitted in the face of death.
He loved how the blood gushed
out of his swollen eyes. He felt
the desire to do it once again,
to get the pleasure once more.
So this way, he developed
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passion for blood he never
knew he had in him.

He would lure complete
strangers from bars; from
public places with his charming
ways- you know how
psychopaths are often
superficially charming and it is
easy to fall into their words,
especially if you are dumb-he
would bring to secluded place
or sometimes even his
apartment and unleash the
blood thirsty demon in him. He
felt alive that way; not often
will you have the power of
death in your hands.
Meanwhile, he maintained his
public life. He was the Mr. Good
guy by day and the executioner
by night. And in the double life
that he maintained, he was
extra careful. He crafted the
murders with inch perfection
and spotless craftsmanship. He
considered himself an artist and
his works as invaluable pieces
of art. And the cops? They
thought his murders were from
different killers because he had
such an arbitrary movement
that there was no way they
could ever track him.

| certainly told a nice long story,
didn’t 1? | often go down this
road with a drink in my hand.
Sorry to have ruined your Friday
night out with my boring story.”

“That was heck of a story Mr.
Sanders. By the way, did they
ever catch him?”

“Well no, | suppose not. Some
say he still stays in bars and

clubs, drinking alone, waiting
for his next prey.”

The bar was now almost empty,
except for the two and the
music suddenly changed to a
slow rock.

“Woah! That’s pretty spooky.
Were you in the FBI or
something? Well, | am just
asking because you putin alot
of details in there.”

“l am the man | was talking
about.”

“Mr. Sanders, you’ve got an
unusual sense of humor -”

“Have you ever heard of
determinism theory? It says
that the things you do in your
life are not in fact controlled by
you but someone inside of you,
a separate person and that
someone is controlled by
another someone inside him
andonandonandon... “

“I-l don’t exactly see where this
is going, Mr.-"

“Ah! What | mean to say is that
we aren’t the masters of our
own fate. That what we say;
free will is just our clockwork
subconscious controlling us.
What we dois predestined and
what seems like our own
independent decision is just the
manifestation of our fate which
was already written before we
were born. So, is it our fault that
we are enslaved by our fate? |
didn’t choose to be this way; |
didn’t want to slaughter all
those innocent people. | just
followed my heart, and heart
was unique. In fact, it was

destined for me. | am just the
way | am and there’s no way
changing that.”

“But...” He glances around for
possible escape routes, which
is nowhere to be seen and he
stutters in despair.

“But why me?”

“Hmm. Here comes the usual
question. To quote Vonnegut,
‘There is no why. Why anything
for that matter? It had to be
someone. In this case, stars
aligned and it just happened to
be you. Simple as that.”

He ran towards the exit door,
besides which the neon light
gleamed “Closed”. Sanders
takes out a gun and points it at
his face.

“I am 62 years old, my back’s
hurting as heck and my legs
don’t work like they used to
before. So, come here like a
good boy and let the old man
do his job in peace.”

He held the gun firmly and shot
him, producing a deafening
bang, followed by splashing of
blood at the walls, some pieces
of brain lying on the parquet
floor. Above the motionless
body drenched in a pool of blood
there was a framed picture that
read the words:

“Look at your body,

A painted puppet, a poor toy of
jointed parts, ready to collapse,

A diseased and a suffering
being,

And a head full
imaginings. “

of false
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The Clichéd Article You
Read Every Year

6047
Prakriti
Class: A2

-
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| remember my nine year old
self walking in BNKS’s hallways
for the very first time and
feeling like Icarus in Minotaur’s
labyrinth. The enormous
grounds seemed—at first—to
go on and on, seamlessly like
the horizon. Moreover, the
hectic schedule and a
calendar—full of activities
seemed very intimidating and
exhausting. But after living here
for more than eight years, | know
that this schedule is as integral
to the BNKS life as three
chicken days are to a week.

| sometimes view BNKS as this
gigantic, complex machine
where you input a chubby,
curious, naive child, process
them and bring out a potent,
mature person: a BNKS product.
Or maybe view ourselves as a
clump of wet clay. Then, this
place steadily molds you into a
lovely sculpture. From being a
talkative, bubbly child to a shy,
timid person and going through
all the awkward phases of
teenage years here, in the end,
| think we all blossom into this
conscientious person, with a
beautiful mind and a beautiful
soul. BNKS reserves an intrinsic
part of your life for itself.

All of us will eventually leave
to explore and to learn. But no
matter where in the world we

with each other. We could be
two different leaves that end up
in two opposite sides of a tree
but in retrospect, we all will
think of the same seed that
binds us. No one can separate
themselves from their own
roots, to which | am eternally
grateful.

When BNKS was established, it
didn’t just start an institution
but a belief, a culture, a
lifestyle. Its strong walls bear
decades of pride, history and
has sealed away timeless
memories. My eyes have
grown so accustomed to it that
| cannot imagine a morning
greeted without the misty
green hills, or an evening
without its lovely sunset. | grew
up here and fortunately, this
place grew on me, too. So much
that | remember at the end of
our last vacation, | was heading
back to school and my neighbor
asked me how it felt leaving
home. To which | replied, “I'm
not leaving home, I’'m going
home.”

My Village

2131
Mukesh
Class: 7

My village Kushamaha lies in
the central part of Nepal, in
Dhanusha District. It lies on
the bank of the Kamala river.
It is a large village having
nearly 300 families. The
village is occupied with nearly
four thousand people. The

The population consists of
various social groups like
Yadav, Teli, Rai, Mushar,
Brahmin, e.t.c.

There is a high school in the
centre of the village. About 50%
of the population consists of
literate and educated people.

Most of the people depend on
agriculture, some are
teachers and some are
involved in political activities.
Electricity has just been
provided to each of the
houses. A small market has
been established to supply
people with their daily needs.
All the houses are supplied
with clean drinking water.
Although many people are
uneducated, they are
progressive in their opinion
and behavior. Our village has
never been polluted, a fact
that makes me very happy.

My village is full of natural
beauty. Anyone can enjoy the
beauty of its temples, ponds,
forests, hills, streams...
perhaps due to the purity of
the place; the people of my
village hold good thoughts.
But my village is not just about
calmness and solitude, but
also about joy and celebration.
It has a number of feasts and
festivals, which are celebrated
throughout the year.

Although these festivals belong
to different social groups, they
are celebrated by people of all
caste, creed and community.
Unity in diversity is practiced
here. | think it’s this beauty in
variety that characterizes my
village. That’s why | love my
village so much.

go,howweturnoutintheend, population is uniformly
we all have our roots tangled  gjstributed, 2131.
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My Mom

6164
Mahima
Class: A2

It’s New Year’s Eve and | am
away from home in a new place,
far away from home, from family.
| am buried underneath the
memories of my family back
home. How beautiful were those
days? When confetti of golden
glitters fell from the sky while,
we all ended the present year
in its remaining ten seconds. |
may, physically be present here
but my heart drifts home, to my
family, to mom.

| almost have forgotten how
beautiful my mom is, first she
has an Amazonian figure, with
a hint of fats here and there,
and that gives her a pear-
shaped body. She has a tan
chestnut brown complexion
that highlights her slender,
arched Kohl black eyebrows
and sweeping thick eyelashes.
Her ears, however, are small
and delicate, but very
prominent when she tucks her
hair behind it. She has a
beautiful hair that cascades
down her back like a cobalt
black waterfall. Her half-moon
cheekbone embellishes her
upright nose and her fingers
are-to my amazement- wafer-
thin with well varnished
fingernails. She has these
dreamy, bliss black eyes that
glint her beautiful soul and to
getting to see her angelic smile,
on her cherry red lips makes my

day. | pray and wish for her
smile to never leave her.

Lastly, my mom to meis a perfect
lady; | don’t see any room for
correction in her and
remembering her today makes it
very difficult for me to hold the
tears from falling from my ducts.

Despair

6085
Sameer
Class: A2

Thunderous footsteps echoed
across the hallway, as |
squatted behind the solid oak
door—beads of sweat running
down the forehead. My body
was completely soaked with
perspiration. There were minor
cuts all over my hands and
chest that were bleeding
glistening red blood. My white
shirt now had a reddish-
orange colour, reflecting an
odd mixture of sweat and
blood. But, all the pain was
just a dull throb, compared to
what | had seen.

| had only got a glimpse of the
assassin, before running as
fast as a cheetah, but that
small glimpse was enough to
terrify me for the rest of my
life (if | even survived). The
assassin was a monstrous
man, huge with a muscular
body. He was dressed
completely in black- black T-
shirt, black pants and black
shoes, which helped him,
blend with the dark. Although
| couldn’t see his face from my

hiding place, the thing he was
carrying was enough to scare
the wits out of anyone.

It was a long sword, oddly
curved, and pointed at the
tip.It was also black but it had
some Greek engravings on it,
which were written in white.

| couldn’t understand the
words but | realized that it was
the same kind of writing that |
had seen the previous day on
the BBC News. Their report
was of a mass murder at the
bank of California, with not a
single trace of the murderer.
More than a million had been
stolen and hundreds were
slain. The only thing that was
found was this unusual Greek
engraving on the wall, written
in blood.

The news was showing pictures
of the palace and it was so
grotesque that | had to
immediately close the television.
Now | regretted having done
that, as | sat there, behind the
entrance to my office...waiting
for death. The hopelessness was
unimaginable. | had done
nothing wrong, yet god had sent
his deadliest servant to slay me.
While these thoughts raced
through my mind, I heard a voice.

It was hoarse and raspy,
muttering unknown names...the
voice of the devil himself. The
assassin was muttering to
himself in an unknown
language. My heart was
beating really fast now, and |
hoped that the assassin wouldn’t
hear its loud thudding. But all of
this was of no use, as a huge
shadow loomed over me and
suddenly everything went blank.
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Grandiloquence

7002
Amrit
Class: A1

i

Grandiloquence refers to a

pompous or difficult and
bombastic style and manner of
language used especially to
impress people. It’s factual
that

tenderness to idiosyncrasy.

personages have

Scrutiny has paraded that
preponderance of wordsmiths
plump for grueling words in
their oeuvres.

Grandiloguence has its own
caliber and trauma. It is given
credence to it as a weapon to
impress the adjudicator. Also,
one can ameliorate his/her
lexis. It further braces one’s
reading quality. Cataloguing
the cons, it often leads to errors
in ones oeuvres. It may also
fabricate faulty impression to
adjudicators. One of the
cardinal mischief is that one
cannot manifest one’s feelings
completely. For its illustration,
this passage stands as a
quintessential deterrent.

Ergo, grandiloguence can
neither be excerpted as in
inferior nor be accepted to be
top-notch.

Shoot!

6117
Nirvik
Class : A2

He was lanky and pale. And
even at fifteen, Peter looked as
if he was ten. No sign of facial
hair, no sign of an Adam’s apple.
Yet Matthew Hill was proud of
his son in a way no other father
would have been. Peter was
never a boy to pick up a ball in
the park but was the one to play
with crumpled leaves or with a
small twig which he called a
rake. He never invited anyone
over to the house, even if it was
his birthday. It worried his
mother Meryl that her son
would be a loner for the rest of
his life but Matt was persistent
on letting the boy figure his own
way with friends and ultimately,
life.

Today, it had snowed at night,
and the sun was far from
peering from the horizon. On
Peter’s insistance, Matt had
come to hunt on a Wednesday.
In five hours, he would have to
leave for work. “Hey kiddo! Its
quarter past three right now so
no one’s gonna be around.
Bounty must be running amidst
the trees so make sure you
don’t speak unless you really
have to, okay! We don’t want
to scare them away, do we?”
Matt winked at Peter. He smiled
revealing the braces which he’d
have removed by next month.

Peter had grown that fast. “It
was only yesterday Meryl and |
welcomed this boy and now I’'m
here to teach him how to hunt.”
Matt thought.

From the backseat of the car,
Matt pulled a long, thin but a
heavy bag. Peter, astonished,
let out a gasp when his father
opened the chain and revealed
the metal of the gun. Slowly
Matt pulled it out and hung it
on his right arm.

He demonstrated to Peter,
about how you loaded it,
reminiscing about the time
when his own father had done
this two decades back. The gun
was now old and its handle, a
bit loose. “You ready, buddy?”
Matt asked his eager son, only
to hear him reply “Oh yes,
dad!”

They got out of the car. Their
boots dug deep into the snow.
Matt sneezed hard. “Fliff! Its
rotten cold here. Too bad my
nose’s clogged this morning!”

All Peter’s eyes showed were
excitement and eagerness. As
if this would be the best thing
to happen to him. “It could be!”
Matt thought again “Only if it's
used properly!” “Here, try
holding it a while!” Matt
handed it to Peter; his son’s
hands were trembling.

“Woah!” Peter exclaimed,
“Dad, it’s beautiful!” The words
darted out his mouth almost
immediately. He slung it in his
own arm, just like Matt had done
a few moments ago. He did it
with a sense of newfound glory.
It was his first time carrying a
real gun. And also a time when
nothing else could come to his
mind. “Okay now, I'll give it
back to you later, after | shoot
adozen antlers!” Peter handed
the gun back to his father.

Matt slung it over and took
some ten steps further. “Dad |
think | smelled something like
gas!” Peter coolly said.
“Must’ve been the gun’s whiff,

TS ROWR
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son!” Matt said in a matter-of-
factly way. Peter crouched
down to tie his shoelace,
looking for a way to tie his
boots with the heavy gloves.

Just then a small tree rustled
from behind the car. “Shhh!”
loudly hissed Matthew. He
turned to the car and mouthed
to Peter, “Don’t move!” Peter
immediately nodded, his faced
paling that instance.

From the tree, two feet away
from Peter’s left and a half feet
away from the tail of the car. It
was majestic, its fur a dark
brown, bathed by the sunless
dawn’s light. It blinked
nervously but then kept on
sniffing the snow.

Matt, nervously pointed the gun
towards the deer. He was
shaking vigorously in the cold.
He held the neck of the gun
with his trembling left hand and
pulled the trigger, without
haste.

The gun’s ricochet was heard all
around the forest. But it wasn’t
unaccompanied.

A huge blast reverberated
through the air. It pushed Matt
back and he landed hard, with
athump. His hands let go of the
gun. He was nauseated. With
all his might he pushed himself
to sit straight but all he could
do was arch his back a little
towards the car.

It burned. Burned like fire, from
a witch’s cauldron. Fiery and
emblazoning. He felt its heat on
the lower half of his body.

“Peter!” the name ran through
his mind as he searched with
his eyes.

Two lifeless bodies lay on both
sides of the afire machine. One,
the deer, looked like it was
asleep. On the other side, on a

pool of crimson blood, lay
Peter’s body, twisted from
above the waist, still like a
statue. He looked fragile, his
frame had been destroyed,
disfigured. His pale skin wasn’t
the same, instead it was
bruised and bleeding all over.

Matt couldn’t see it anymore.
He drifted into a state of
oblivion. Into an abyss of
“Whys?” and “Hows?”

He felt tears run from his
cheeks as his head hit the
ground again. As he lay on the
snow, the tears quietly slipped
but it was his breathing that
was heavy and loud and not
uniform. He gasped and wept,
thinking about what he would
say to his Meryl. He asked god
what sins he had committed for
this unfortunate event to
happen! He realized, although
he didn’t want to accept the
fact that, Peter was gone. Gone
toaland where he wouldn’t see
his parents for a long time.
Taking with him all the
happiness and memories and
leaving an unfillable hole in the
lives of Meryl and Matthew.

Had he not come today, had he
shot straight, had he shooed
away the deer or had he
listened to what Peter had said
about the gasoline, Peter may
have lived and they might have
been talking right now even.

But Matt knew, deep in his
heart and soul that it wasn’t
reversible. Peter could not be
brought back no matter what.
No one would call him a father
now onwards!

His hand grew heavier and
Matthew lay on the snow,
helpless and hopeless, nearby
the warmth of the still burning
car yet inside, he felt cold with
nothing but despair!

True Friendship

2020 =%
Jishan N
Class: 7 | -

True friendship is a precious gift,
Which is hard to find.

It’s a relationship between
friends,

Solet’s grab it in time.

Atrue friend is someone

Who is always with you,

Inall your strength and your fear
With whom you can share

Your problems and feelings,
With whom you can share
Your good things and bad
things,

With whom you can stay happy
And cheer up others as well,
But at last, friends will part
Leaving behind the treasures

In your heart.

So, all the time you can get
Spend with your friends

Treat them well, care for them

And be a part of their heart.
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If Tomorrow Comes

6174
Sudesha
Class: 12

Getting everything that we
want in life is not possible.
However, this does not mean
we should stop dreaming. To
accomplish great things, we
must not only act but also
dream, not only plan but also
believe, and we all dream of
tomorrow and believe in
tomorrow. That is what keeps
us moving. Hope is what keeps
us moving. Hope is what makes
human beings different from
all other creations.

| am also surviving with the
same hope. Every day | learn
something new about life,
something | was unaware of,
and | feel that tomorrow will
always have something new for
me, something unknown. | do
not wait for all the riches and
luxuries in life like that of a
gueen because | realize lam not
lucky enough to be inside a
palace. | do not hope that

tomorrow the whole world will
be chanting my name because
| realize | am not lucky enough
to be like Buddha. | realize that
| am not lucky enough to be
born in a country like America,
where we can get a great
platform. However, | also
realize that if there is one thing
that | am very lucky at, it is
being exposed to the reality of
life. | appreciate that | do not
get everything that | want inside
the walls of my palace like a
gueen because when | search
for it outside | see thousand
others like me and I understand
their feelings. | feel connected
to thousands of lives.

| feel lucky that | am not lucky
enough to get a great platform
because that is when | will be
able to create my own platform
and that would be the greatest.
| see that tomorrow has a lot for
me. | do not have power to hold
my past, | cannot press a button
and rewind. | just cannot change
it. All the pains that | have bore
and all the happiness that | have
lived in are only in my memories.
However, tomorrow | can be
anything, anything that | want.
That is where the beauty of
tomorrow lies.

Despair

6154
Aayush
Class: A2

»

Lokendra could see the lush
trees running away from him
through the dirt-covered glass
windows of the Ghumti
Express. With every bit of smoke
that the bus threw, he could feel
his sense of familiarity
disappearing. The vegetation
became sparser, so did his
sense of belongingness to his
environment. But Lokendra
wasn’t shaken, nor was he the
least bit scared of his uncertain
future, because Lokendra was
going to the city.

“We have sold three cows and
two-thirds of our land, son. Now
we have enough. Aren’t you
excited? My ‘Chora’ is going to
be the first to ever see
Kathmandu.”- He could
remember his mother saying to
him with tear-filled eyes, about
a week ago. His father was
proud too, though he wasn’t
fully convinced with the idea of
selling half their property to
send their son out into the
unknown. “But it’s the city,
Baba! You just wait and see.
Your son is going to be an
engineer.” Lokendra would say
in protest of his father’s
unsatisfied demeanor. “It’s
good to have dreams, son. But
remember! Your ancestors have
filled and ploughed this land for
ages and so did my father and
me. You must consider for a
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moment: are your dreams big
enough to take away our
heritage?” His father would
reply. But of course that didn’t
make sense. Lokendra had
never come second in his life
and he passed his SLC with a
score that was more than the
scores of his two friends, Maila
and Kanchaa, the village
hoodlums put together.
Lokendra knew what he was
capable of and any other career
would be utterly unacceptable.
And besides, he had it all
worked out. The college he was
going to was owned by a short,
balding man who smelt of the
local beer in their village called
Kaji. He had praised Lokendra
saying, “You are a bright boy.
By any chance if you come to
Kathmandu, then | will admit
you to my college. It’s the
biggest in Kathmandu.”- He
burped, full from the chicken
and drink that Radha, his
mother had offered him, and he
gave him the address and a
phone number.

The vastness of the city
engulfed Lokendra as he shyly
stepped down the Ghumti
Express which at once took off
to a newer destination.
Lokendra wondered in
amazement and was almost hit
by a car at the crowded houses
and the solid roads. He had
never seen this many people
before rushing about their own
business. After a moment or
two of wonder, Lokendra quickly
snapped out if it and took out
the crumpled piece of paper
from his trousers’ pocket.
Inquiring with a few people,
Lokendra found out the college
he was looking for. Feeling
proud of his wit, he steppedinto

the premises of the three-
storied building. At the counter,
he asked for the Kaji, the owner
of the college. “Kaji? Who's
that?” replied the well-dressed,
brown haired lady from the
other side of the spotless glass.

“He’s the owner of the college,
he invited me here and said he
would admit me here for free.
Don’t you know him?” argued
Lokendra in awe of this new
unprepared scenario. “Look
here, village boy. There’s no Kaji
here, OK! The owner of this
college is Mr. Christian Cruise,
alright! Now looks like you have
some major misconceptions
about the place. So why don’t
you get yourself out of here
before | call security.” Lokendra
was confused. All the blood
rushed from his face and he
clenched his fist while he
replied. “But he called me
here!” A tear drop rolled from
his cheeks as he, with all his
strength punched the counter
glass which didn’t even budge.
But it sure startled the
accountant who screamed for
help. Instantly, two men
descended in a black and red
uniform rushed from either
entrances and seized Lokendra
by his shoulders. Lokendra,
now red with rage, kicked and
screamed as the guards
dragged him out of the building
and flung him onto the floor.

“Please... | -1 beg you. Get Kaji.
He called me here. | swear he
called me here.” Lokendra cried
bitterly to the guards. And while
one of them turned away, the
other one, after a bit of thought,
replied — “Kaji! Oh you mean
the drunkard. Yes, he was the
janitor around here but he was
kicked out a week ago for

misbehaving with one of the
teachers. Served him right | tell
you. The freak never stayed
sober. Hehe! Looks like he got
you big time eh!”

Lokendra could not believe his
ears. He was cheated. Who
could have thought the district
topper could be fooled so
easily. What was he going to
say to his parents? What was
be going to say to Baba? He
started to feel like he should
have listened to him in the first
place. He belonged to the
village. In fact, he would return
today.

With his mind on home,
Lokendra made his way to the
bus stop. He was hungry he
hadn’t had anything to eat after
they stopped for tea once. He
felt timid and hopeless. The
honking cars indeed added to
his agitation. “I think | should
phone first” he thought and he
picked up the phone and dialed
his number.

“Hello — Hello. Who is it?”
sobbed someone on the other
line. Lokendra immediately
recognized his mother’s voice
and said, “Mother, what’s
wrong?”

“Oh Lokendra, my son! Your
father!”

“What happened to father!”

“Oh lord help him. He died.
Lokendra, he died; he was
ploughing the field and he had
a heart attack, they say”

With this, Lokendra dropped to
the floor and put his hands on
his head comteplating his
misfortunes. He should have
listened to Baba.
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BNKS- My Pride

7055
Shraddha
Class: A1

Life is not a bed of roses. There
are ups and downs and
because of that, we learn the
real meaning of life. It has been
almost seven years that | have
been studying at
Budhanilkantha School. The
school has taught more than |
could have learnt at any other
place. | think that my choice to
study at Budhanilkantha School
is the wisest decision that |
have ever made. Here is the list
of what | mainly learnt from this
school.

It has taught me to face any
difficulties that come on the
way and to fight back.

It has taught me to respect
seniors and love and take care
of my juniors.

It has taught me to distinguish
between what is right and what
is wrong.

These are only a few points of
what it has taught me. Maybe
a book wouldn’t be able to
mention all of my learning.

At Budhanilkantha School, we
dance when we are happy, we
cry when we are sad but we are
never alone. We have our
friends on our back to support
us at every moments of our life.

Now when | look about me, |
find that a lot of my friends who
were here are missing. | see
new faces that are totally
different from us. Maybe that
is why we are called the old
ones- the ones who know when
to compromise, who know the
perfect dance steps, who know
when to support each other and
the ones who know when to
ring the bell of the head of
house’s flat.

Time might come when they’ll
learn but for now we proudly
smile and teach them slowly,
the Budhanilkantha Way.

Eyes That Serve

7089
Shakti
Class: A1

Nothing remained as it was.
Everyone was shaken by the
worst nightmare one could
imagine of. Things were so
dismantled that it was almost
impossible for anyone to put
a brave face on. “Earthquake”
— it is just a ten lettered word
but was able to ruin more than
ten thousand lives. Millions of
words seemed to be
insufficient to depict the
situation that needs no
exaggeration. That was the
time when everything
changed, but something never

left its shadow behind; no
matter whether it was a blind
night or stunning sunlight. It
was the extraordinary
contribution through
awesome bravery; never
dying, never denying soldiers.

Yes, it was them who were
determined to give their hands
to the needy ones during that
time of need. There was fear
in every beating heart,
including those of our soldiers,
that another big earthquake
might strike any time soon.
But with nerves of steel, our
brave soldiers risked their
lives, helping rescue people
trapped in the most difficult
of situations. Not ot only that,
despite having their own
families to look after, and their
own roofs to mend, they
travelled the most rural areas
to distribute food, clothing,
other relief materials and
helped rebuild people’s
homes. In that moment of
crisis, they helped rebuild the
nation like none else did.

For this, and for all the other
great works that our soilders
do for us- | thank you all. My
words shall never be enough
to describe and appreciate the
tremndous contributions you
provide to our nation. But it’s
this that makes you so great —
selfless, relentless work in the
most difficult of times. This is
a piece of gratitude for your
ever sparkling souls — souls
whose eyes not only see, but
whose hands also serve. “Hats
off” |
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Life and Time

4077
Saman
Class: 5

Life is something which is
based on time. To use life
properly we should also utilize
our time properly. Life is full of
happiness as well as sadness.
Some people do not study, they
play and waste time by thinking
about the past. Life is also
about making mistakes during
childhood, and learning from
them. In life we should always
stand for ourselves. In life there
are many rights and wrongs but
we should always try to take the
right decisions.

That Single Minute

7165
Dina
Class: A1

Adrenaline rushed through my
veins and the clock ticked away
while | stared blankly into the
sea of words made by the stain
of ink on paper. | was sure | was
not going to make it through the
test as | heard the final ticking
of the clock. In a fraction of a
second, the ceiling lights blacked
out and the tension heightened.
It was that single minute in a

lifetime, | truly feared about not
making through.

In that single minute, the
walls vibrated. In that single
minute, tables and chairs
rippled out of their orderly
arrangement. In the single
minute, mere lives drowned
into the sea of wood and
metal. In that single minute,
my fist clenched as | held onto
the rope of life; legs of the
table. In that single minute, |
longed for the faces of my
loved ones. In the single
minute, | became more
religious than ever. In the
single minute, | was in
absolute despair.

A minute of catastrophe took
over Nepal, leaving crumbled
concrete and shattered bones
behind. The platform which
supported the highest
mountain shook so hard the
summit descended. Buildings
which stood tall, collapsed
into the dirt they were made
of. Families were torn apart as
members were buried under
their roofs. The minute long
earthquake scarred me

emotionally as | now grieve a
lifelong for my late friend who
with

left together the

‘Dharahara’.

My Mother, My
Angel

2

7161
Nyaharika
Class: Al

“God cannot be everywhere so he
made mothers.” | don’t know how
God looks like, but when | close
my eyes and try to think of god, |
see my mother looking at me with
her angelic smile. God is
supposed to look after us and it is
my mother who does so for me.

Her arms were always open
when | needed a hug. Her heart
understood when | needed a
friend. Her gentle eyes were
stern when | needed a lesson.
Her strength guided me
throughout the hard times.
Whenever my mother caresses
my hair with her hand, a warm
feeling engulfs me. Whenever
she sings my favorite lullaby my
heart swells with happiness. |
prefer sitting on her lap to
ruling the heavens. She is like
a moon that shines and shows
me the way even during the
darkest hours of my life.

She is an epitome of beauty and
kindness for me. She’s my
source of inspiration and
encouragement. Behind my
story there is always going to
be my mother’s story. Thank
you, mom for bringing me to
this world and making it a
beautiful place to live in. Thank
you for being my angel.
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A Thrilling Ride

7168
Muskan
Class: A1

Life is an unpredictable journey,
where the unexpected is to be
expected. We never know what
awaits us and what to look out
for. Life is never as simple and
easy as black and white. But,
just like a splash of color
enhances the beauty of a
sketch, a pinch of failure and a
sprinkle of obstacles also make
life more exciting and worth
living. Without failure, no one
experiences the true sense of
success. Without sadness, no
one can ever fully quench their
thirst for happiness. Without

obstacles, no one can ever have
a life story worth sharing.
Everything happens for a good
reason and indeed is a blessing
in disguise. We must embrace
the problems as they come and
face them bravely. We must not
fear about what lies ahead. We
must keep in mind the good we
need to achieve and strive
towards it by overcoming the
hurdles one at a time. Learn to
take risks and challenges,
because at the end it’s the
experience that will make the
difference. So, don’t regret over
your past or worry about the
future, just enjoy the present
and live the moment. Go out
and explore the world. Breathe
out and live your life to the
fullest. Enjoy the thrilling roller-
coaster ride called “LIFE”.

4029
Shreeshma
Class: 5

4
Thave a little cat,

Itis very fat.

It likes to wear a big hat,
And sit on a mat.

Itis very cute,

It likes to play the flute.

It plays with a woolen ball,
And wears a blue shawl.

It has a furry coat,
And travels in a boat.
It is brown,

And wears a crown.

TS 09
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Holiday

4010
Ichchha
Class: 5

{

| /i /
The best holiday ever

That I had spent never

I spent with all my friends

Playing, singing and dancing

The Man’s Eyes

It told me so much about him.
His golden brown face and
white beard instantly caught my
mind. Drops of sweat running
down his face made me think
hard. His eyes were deep like
the ocean which told that he had
sacrificed a lot in his life. He had
a forced smile on his face that
gleamed in the bright light of the

Friendship

Friendship is like gold,

But it can never be sold.

It is the love of a friend,

That, we believe, will never end.

with them. shop. He carried a sack ofrice  Friendship is not a game,
on his back. That we can play anytime.
I spent my holiday with my Friendship is about making,
mother And not about breaking.
Basking under her love and care
All I did was rest 7170 It is to be treasured,
To getrid of all my stress Yukta But it can never be measured.
Class: A1l Friendship is like gold,
One night when we were having fun But it can never be sold.
All of a sudden the light was
gone ]
But the light of happiness was Holidays
always on It looked heavy but he seemed
Whether the light of sadness fine. He’d gathered so much Alfaonc?hya
was there or gone strength, power and courage for Class: 5
This holiday was the greatest his living. [ know how much he
ever abhorred the world. It was
But then I caught a fever completely dark for him but
I was then admitted to a somewhere deep down he felt
hospital that there was a candle ofhope  pyolidays are fun
St e e burning that would spread light Sleepiri]g under the sun,
T I e all over. He did not need anyone ~ Let’s go fora ridg
Now tell me about your holiday by his side to support him. He Or go to the 3 caside.
And what you have done. worked very hard just in hope Gotoa mgll :
) Or play with a ball?
that working hardaday would | o0 oo o
& surely provide him the pleasure  And have lots of fun.
~ %w QI that he was seeking for. I felt Read funny books.
e e S :‘N > that he believed in the power Or mak§ good looks.
?;"C;' 5= -j“}:%"‘, < andbeauty of his dreams. His Many things to do,
ety Ny 4 ) Oh! What to do?
= Q:_’ v(; w/ ‘ _j, . eyes' told a.ll thc?se.hldden secrets oo ything you want
o s o9 @ 4 hehidbehind his lips. And just have fun.
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Diamond Among the
Diamonds

9072
Sameep
Class: 9

The sun was sailing away. Dusk
was ruling the sky. However,
this regime was unnoticeable to
the dwellers of Kathmandu. The
sky was well covered with
layers of blankets of darak-grey
clouds. It was raining cats and
dogs. People were running here
and there. The pavement along
the roads were filled with water.
New brooks had originated
zooming along the edges of the
black topped road. The only
shelter for the people were the
bus stops where there were
benches along with large
curved roofs on top.

Amongst the bus stops in
Kathmandu, the Chhappal
Kaarkhana Bus Stop was a sight
to see. Packed with all sorts of
people-employees, teens,
shopkeepers. The place did not
even offer a place to keep a
single foot. The crying of
babies, shouting of men and
silent gossips of women had
established the stop as a
perfect beehive.

But, Mr. Kattel was not amongst
the crowd. He had rather placed
himself just beside the stop.
Well equipped with a pair of
long gum boots and a large
transparent umbrella, one
could only see water droplets
on his pants and on his wood-
rimmed pince-nez which fit on
his perfectly curved nose and
shrunken eyes.

Every minute, he was checking
the time on his watch. At any
time, the bus was to arrive.

“Naaraanthan ho Naaraanthan!
Hattigauda, Chappali,
Naaraanthan ho Naaraanthan!”

The big green bus slowly pulled
over and parked itself near the
bus stop exhibiting an ajar door
right in front of Mr. Kattel;
bringing a mild smile on his
face.

A brisk walk quickly dominated
the mild smile. Missing the bus
would mean 10 minutes of
additional shower or more.
Thus, before the bees came
swarming in, he closed his
umbrella, grabbed the door
handle and hopped in. He
quickly scanned the bus,
revealing him a seat at the very
end of the bus. In no time, he
settled down on his seat with
his brown polished briefcase on
his lap. It will be minutes befor
the bus pulls up. He wished he
had a smart phone to kill time.
His right foot started drumming
the floor gently, out of boredom.

The bus was soon flooded with
passengers. The driver and the
conductor, overwhelmed by the
mass, were trying hard to fit
more of them in the reservoir.
Once the floodgates were
closed, the bus grunted
forward.

“Has been almost a year since
we haven’t met, have we?”
called a deep hoarse voice from
nearby. Mr. Kattel immediately
turned his head around
searching the source of the
voice. Within seconds, he found
the copyright owner, Mr. Tiwari,
perfectly seated next to him.
Mr. Tiwari was a short skinny
man with fair complexion. He

had a small egg-like face with
bushy eyebrows and
moustache, short dark hair and
a flat nose. This day, he had
preferred wearing a large
puffed blue North-Face with
rufous cotton pants. At present,
he had rather fancied putting a
wide smile on his face with a
golden iPhone-6s revolving on
his hand.

“What a surprise! What a
surprise! | love surprises,”
exclaimed Mr. Kattel producing
his hand for a shake. “Well,
where have you been
wandering the whole year? The
same old thing, is it?”

“Yep. I've had no success with
any other jobs. | tried for the
call center but gave it up at the
very first training day. | almost
gotajobinthe Himalayan Treks
and Tours but did not get it, for
| misplaced my citizenship
certificate on the final day. |
tried for the storekeeper in
Hyatt Regency but was rejected
in the audition itself. Thus, |
finally ended up maintaining my
everlasting legacy. However,
until now, | am having good
success over my old job,
especially with the Nepali
Police. Most of them don’t even
have a clue and those of them
who do, have zippers installed
on their mouth upon my
investments. Thus, there is very
little to worry about. And what
do you do for living?”

“I'm recently working as the
marketing manager of
INSPIREN, a busy and boring
schedule one must say.”

“How much a month?”

“About 80K.”
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“80 Grands for table work! That
is a ridiculous sum of money!
Even | don’t manage to get this
much after 12 hours of toiling
around, throughout the day
looking at fat pockets for
opportunity. You must be very
lucky to get that job.”

At this, Mr. Kattel made no
response. The comment was
followed by a short silence. The
bus was winding its way to
Budhanilkantha. Flashes of
light could be seen amongst
the darkness of the outside.

“Wey hey hey! What’s that on
your wrist?” asked Mr. Tiwari;
his eyes fixed on the shining
gold watch gleaming in these
flashes of golden lights
entering the windows.

“Iwould like to term it as a time
machine which shows time. In
common language, it would be
called a ‘wrist watch’. Rolex
Yatch Master I, Gold Edition.
This classic automatic is
equipped with a remarkable
analog stopwatch capable of
recording time up to 10
minutes. This Swiss made
luxurious time piece was
especially ordered directly from
its factory. It’s a pleasure for
me to own this piece.”

“You must be ...” said Mr.
Tiwari with his eyes still fixed
at the masterpiece. “Are you
sure this is an original Rolex?
How much did you get it for?”

“Around 800USD. That would
be around Rupees 80,000. Not
a big deal though. Just about a
month’s salary.”

Mr. Tiwari made no response.
He was looking inquiringly at
the watch. He was capturing
every details of the watch like
a watchmaker. “What do you

mean by gold edition?” he
asked.

“This watch is plated with 18-
carat gold. Only a thousand of
such watches have been made
until now. | was lucky to get
hold of one.” Said Mr. Kattel
with a twitch of smile on his
face.

“Can | have a look at it?” asked
Mr. Tiwari.

“You have been having your
eyes feasted on it since you
have been here. Don’t say that
| haven’t been noticing you,”
said Mr. Kattel.

“l... Oh! that,” mumbled Mr.
Tiwari. He opened his mouth,
but lost his words and closed
it. He opened it for the second
time and closed it again. Finally,
in the third attempt h
other attempt as he was fed up
by then.

Another silence followed. Mr.
Kattel re-adjusted his pince-
nez, stretched out his hands, lay
back on his seat and started a
small nap. Meanwhile, Mr.
Tiwari stared out of the
window. The rain had stopped
by now. The bus was stopping
more requently now and for Mr.
Tiwari the reservoir was slowly
drying up. The buzz had now
switched to soft purrs and one
could identify the honks and
swishing sounds of vehicles
passing by.........

Suddenly, someone tapped on
Mr. Kattel’s shoulders. Mr.
Kattel immediately woke up
from his nap. He looked up. He
could see a blurred image of a
boy standing in front of him. He
re-adjusted his pince-nez to
reveal the conductor inches
away from his nose staring
directly at him.

“Paisa nikalau dai.
Naaraanthan aauna aatyo,” he
said, rubbing his thumb and
index finger to indicate money.

Mr. Kattel looked sideways. Mr.
Tiwari was not there. The twitch
of smile reappeared on Mr.
Kattel’s face. He produced a 20
rupees note from his wallet and
gave it to the conductor. The
conductor took the note, stuffed
it in his back pockets and made
his way to the door.

After a minute, the bus
screeched and stopped.
“Naaraanthan aayo hai,

Naaraanthan! Jharihalnus.
Gaadi aba garage janchha,”
called the conductor at the top
of his voice. Mr. Kattel quickly
made his way to the door and
hopped out of the bus.

It was cold and chilly outside.
The roads were wet with water.
Puddles had emerged on the
pavements. Looking around
briefly, he started a brisk walk
along the silent pavement past
the police station. The only
illumination  were the
streetlights and lights from
windows of houses along the
pavement. His hands were
feeling lighter now and he was
least surprised by this fact. In
fact, this was as predicted. He
moved up the sleeves of his
coat and then the shirt beneath
it. The street light revealed his
barren wrists. His expression
suddenly changed in wide,
nasty smile, exposing his wild
side. He slowly slid his hand in
his coat pocket and drew a
brand new gold plated iPhone-
6s. An 800 Doller version of
Rolex’s abduction was nothing
to him. Sometimes, a man can
be rhetorical.
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‘Not Me, Mom......’

9133
Anjila
Class : 9

‘Al, come here. See the mess
you’ve madel!’, says mom.
Before my sister says anything,
| know exactly what her words
will be- ‘Not me mom, it was
dijju” After | get a good long
lecture and return to my room,
my sister is ready to tease me.
‘See dijju, | got you...” She sticks
her tongue out. | say, “Al, why
do you always do this to me?”
‘Nya...nya.....nya. Gotcha. My
sis dances to her made up song.

The closest thing to me is an
avocado seed on the table. |
pick it up and hit her
slowly...just to teach her a
lesson which | know she will
never learn. ‘Ouch!” she
screams aloud. | know what will
happen next- mom will come
and enquire what happened
and my sister will tell her an
account which will make me
look like a big old dumb. That’s
just what happens. After |
receive a sound scolding and
mom gets away, my sister sticks
her tongue out again. | close my
ear to drown the sound of her
‘Nya...nya...nya...nya.

Then she hits me back with that
avocado seed. | duck. The
avocado seed hits the wall and
breaksinto two. Before | can do
anything my sister leaps into
action and takes both the
pieces of the seed. | ask her,
‘What will you do with it, Al?’

She grins wide and says, ‘Just
wait and watch. ‘Ouch!” she
screams, this time even louder
than before.

| have no clue of what she is up
to this time. Mom bursts in- oh!
| must have known-and Al
makes the most pitiful
expression. ‘What now?’ mom
says. ‘Mom! Dijju hit me so
hard with this seed that it has
broken into two. | get a big
scolding this time which ends
in ‘..last warning.” Another
‘Nya...nya...nya...nya...nya.’ and
| pack up and head towards the
guest room.

This is just one scene and
everyday there are hundreds
more. Al’s excuses get more
interesting day by day. She
makes my life adventurous and
worth living too. She’s the
perfect sis everyone longs to
have. She annoys me but | know
that she loves me more than
anything else in the world. And
sodol...

‘Oww.” Something hits me. |
turn round towards the door.
There stands my sis holding a
piece of the broken avocado
seed. ‘Go away.’ | shout. From
the kitchen says, ‘Anjila, just
don’t shout at your sister.” | wait
for the ‘Nya....nya....nya....nya.’
but it doesn’t come. | look
around. My sister has found an
old magazine to interest her.
Then where am [? Oh,
right...and | too cannot pass the
day without her.

I don’t think an article about my
sis can ever end. So, | decide to
show my sis what | have
written- after all its an article
about her. Al and | have a good
time reading the article

together amidst laughter and
fun. So, | think the article ends
here...

Mom shouts from the kitchen,
‘Al, you broke the cup again and
this time you even hid the
pieces in the tiffin box. My sis
replies, ‘Not me, mom...

A Beautiful Day

3007
Smarika
Class : 6

It was a beautiful day with the
sun shining, birds chirping and
the flowers blooming. | was
returning from the mall with
bags in my hand. | was walking
quite fast to reach home. | was
tired and just wanted to get
some rest. Suddenly, | saw a
brightly lit, beautiful path
decorated with flowers. It was
spring, and | could see the
cherry blossom trees. | found a
bench under one of the trees. |
threw my bags and sat on the
bench, looking at the beautiful
cherry blossom trees. All of my
tiredness flew away like the
flowers’ petals. Then,
suddenly, | realized something:
| had lost my bags. | cried and
pleaded to God but nothing
could be done. | also realized
that all my money was gone.
Then, a drop of water fell on
my head and then another drop
and then a huge splash.
Startled, | woke up. | realized it
was just a dream.
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A visit to a Newa School

Part of the full ‘A’ Level in English Language.
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SALES-HOTLINE

ol Kathmandu - 88512 36524 / 8851106679 Bhairahawa - 8857023546 Pokhara - 8856028264 Jhapa - 8801536524 Butwal - 9856030313

TOYOTA Finance - 98517 36524 Biratnagar - 9852028890 Chitwan - 9856029457 Dhangadi - 9841228823 Nepalgunj - 9858020177

UNITED TRADERS SYNDICATE PVT. LTD. {Sole Distributor of Toyota Vehicles in Nepal)
P. Q. Bo E40, Tinkune, Sinamangal, Kathmandu, Mepal, Tel TB301- 6, Fax: 977-1-4497852
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