





A Tribute to our Patron Saint

ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI




A Tribute to our Great Founder

“Take care of the poor; God will take care of you.”






“Sanctify yourself and you will sanctify society” — St. Francis of Assisi

Congratulations on 25 years of excellence to St. Francis School, Hongasandra,
permanently affiliated to the Council for the Indian School Certificate Examination
(CISCE) New Delhi.

Right from the inception, the school management together with other stakeholders
framed a well-designed vision statement highlighting joyful learning and holistic
growth together with imparting of Franciscan values of Love, Peace and Justice
focusing on the sustainability of new world order.

Our pioneers who laid the solid foundation of this great institution. The present
dispensation provides adequate support and guidance which is a source of
inspiration and overwhelming foresight to bring out a desired outcome.

As we celebrate Silver Jubilee of our school, we are thankful to God Almighty for all
the abundance blessings and thankfully acknowledge all those people involved in
the management and academic advancement of the school.

At this milestone of 25" anniversary of the school, let us remember all the students
who entered the portal of the school and their parents, teachers, staff, well-wishers
and the past students with greater appreciation and heart full of acknowledgement
and gratitude.

The principal, teachers, non-teaching staff update themselves continually in their
subject areas, co-curricular and extracurricular spheres. Above all, they are the
committed and dedicated warriors for the common good of the school and nation
building with global outlook.

May God continue to bless everyone in the school and school management as they
are navigating beyond 25 anniversary with renewed enthusiasm and vigour.

Bro. Alphonse Nesamony, CMSF
Assistant Superior General,

Congregation of the Missionaries of St. Francis of Assisi.



St. Francis School CISCE , Hongasandra is a reputed educational institution that has been
serving the community since its establishment in the year 2000. Over the years, the school has
gained recognition for its commitment to academic excellence and holistic development of
students.

Semper Sursum (Always Aim High)- the Latin Dictum is highly suitable to qualify this
institution for it has shown over the past twenty five years an unpredictable growth, unparalleled
performance in academics and other areas of educational enterprise-learning and technology,
artificial intelligence and robotics and much more. The school knows that Education is crucial
in the development strategy of any nation. The school has already accelerated the process of
transformation in education, redefining the rules of the game in the educational and working
world.

There has been a shift from traditional teaching to digital learning. One of the most revolutionary
changes in the teaching/learning pedagogy. In its early years, St. Francis School started with a
modest student population and a small campus. The school focused on providing quality
education, nurturing values, and fostering a conducive learning environment. The dedicated
faculty members and staff worked diligently to create a strong foundation for the institution.

As the years went by, St. Francis School expanded its infrastructure and facilities to
accommodate the growing student body. The school's management ensured that modern
classrooms, well-equipped laboratories, a library, sports facilities, and other essential amenities
were provided to enhance the overall learning experience.

Over the years, St. Francis School in Hongasandra has grown to become a prominent educational
institution in the region. It continues to uphold its reputation for academic excellence, holistic
development, and commitment to nurturing future leaders. The school remains dedicated to
adapting to evolving educational trends and providing a nurturing environment for students to
thrive.

As the number of students increased the Society has built an additional wing for the school to
accommodate the increasing number of students and the ISC students. The new wing has an
auditorium where 2500 students can assemble for any program.

I extend my heartiest congratulations and best wishes to St. Francis School CISCE Hongasandra,
the teaching fraternity, student community, parents, and all well- wishers. For the past 25 years,
the school has upheld academic excellence and value-based education, shaping responsible and
capable citizens. The 25th anniversary of the institution, is a significant milestone in the
history of the school. It is time now for celebration in a most fitting manner, for reflection on
God’s loving care and continued blessing upon everyone, and looking forward to the future.

Best wishes,
Bro.Xavier Alexander,

CMSF Provincial/
Chairman



It gives me great delight to pen up a few words on the 'Silver occasion' of our School
and Institutions at Begur, Bengaluru.

When we began our expedition at Begur a quarter of a century back, We could
never imagine such a great leap for our rural-school' away from Bengaluru- Centre.

Begur, almost a nomadic village of sorts, in the outskirts Bengaluru, now has almost
grown into a city by itself with mega characteristics of an Industrial hub and more.

As Begur, and surroundings were gallopping in the developmental map, the
Franciscan Institutions also jumped into the Band-Vagon of expansion and
development, thanks to the hard work of early visionaries and current digital CEOS.
Thanks to Divine providence and human support, we have achieved many laureles
in the academic and co-curricular fronts. Franciscan Institutions have become
almost a precious Name to be beckoned with the ongoing super-development of
Begur and Surroundings. We hope and pray that the Almighty guides our forward
March to the Golden and beyond, Thank you, Share-holders!

Bro George Thothiyil, CMSF
Registrar-SFIMAR



Dear Francisians,

With immense joy and deep gratitude to God, I extend my warm greetings to each one of you
as we commemorate the Silver Jubilee of St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra — 2001-
2026. Twenty-five years of an institution is not merely a measure of time, but a testimony of
vision, perseverance, and faithful stewardship.

St. Francis School was founded with a clear purpose—to provide integral education rooted in

Gospel values, academic excellence, and service to society. Over the years, this vision has

matured into a vibrant reality. What began as a humble initiative has grown into a respected

centre of learning, shaping generations of young minds with competence, conscience, and

compassion.

The journey of these twenty-five years has been marked by the selfless commitment of many. I

gratefully acknowledge the tireless efforts of the Franciscan Brothers, whose missionary zeal

and dedication laid strong foundations. I deeply appreciate the leadership of our Principals,

past and present, whose guidance has steered the institution through changing times. Our

teachers deserve special recognition for their unwavering devotion in nurturing students

intellectually, morally, and spiritually.

I also thank our parents for their trust and collaboration, our alumni for carrying forward the
Francisian spirit in the wider world, and our non-teaching staff for their quiet yet invaluable
service. Together, you have made St. Francis School not just a place of learning, but a

community of belonging.

As Manager and Administrator, I am confident that the future of this institution is bright. The
world our children are entering demands not only knowledge, but integrity, resilience, and a
deep sense of responsibility. St. Francis School remains committed to forming young people who
will rise to these challenges and become agents of positive change in society.
As we celebrate this Silver Jubilee, may we renew our commitment to the ideals on which this
institution was founded. Guided by our motto, Education with Character and Excellence, let us
continue to strive for higher standards, deeper values, and greater service.
May God bless St. Francis School abundantly and lead it ever onward in its mission.

With prayers and blessings,

Bro. Valerian Simon Barboza, CMSF
Administrator and Manager

St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra



Dear Francisians,

Twenty-five years ago, a quiet dream took root in the soil of Hongasandra. Today, that dream stands tall
as St. Francis School (CISCE)—a living testament to faith, foresight, and unwavering commitment to
education. As we celebrate our Silver Jubilee (2001-2026), we pause not merely to look back, but to give
thanks for a journey shaped by God’s providence and human perseverance.
Semper Sursum has never been just a motto; it has been our way of life. Through changing times and
testing moments, it has urged us to rise higher—in values, vision, and purpose. Our pursuit has always
been clear: to offer holistic, value-based education that forms not only capable minds, but compassionate
hearts.

This institution stands today because of many hands and many hearts. Visionary leaders who laid strong
foundations; Franciscan Brothers whose lives speak of sacrifice and service; teachers who turned
classrooms into spaces of inspiration; parents who trusted us with their most precious gift; alumni who
carry our ideals across borders; service staff who sustain the rhythm of our daily life—each has written a

vital chapter in our story.

My own journey with this land began long before the school itself. I first arrived here as a young and
newly professed religious. The landscape was stark—sparsely populated, agricultural, and uncertain.
Yet, even then, God had a plan quietly unfolding. When I left Begur after a short stay, the promise of
this place was still hidden, waiting for its appointed time.
That call brought me back in 2012, entrusted with the responsibility of serving as Principal.
Looking back now, I am humbled by how far we have come. From modest beginnings to becoming a
beacon of learning in Hongasandra; from tentative steps to confident strides in academic and co-
curricular excellence; from a small community to a thriving family that nurtures children from early
childhood to young adulthood—this transformation is nothing short of grace at work.
Today, St. Francis School is more than an institution. It is a place where teachers proudly say, “I belong
here.” Where students confidently declare, “I am a Francisian.” Where parents walk alongside us as
partners in education. Where the wider community finds understanding, support, and hope.
The road to this Jubilee was not without trials. There were moments of struggle, uncertainty, and
fatigue. Yet, every challenge was met with renewed faith. The same God who entrusted this land to us
strengthened us to cultivate it—through dedication, courage, and steadfast belief.
As we gather to celebrate this milestone, I am filled with gratitude—to God, to every collaborator in this
mission, and to the generations who have trusted and shaped St. Francis School. What we celebrate
today is not simply longevity, but 25 years of vision lived, sacrifices embraced, and futures transformed.
May this Silver Jubilee renew our commitment to rise ever higher. May Semper Sursum continue to
guide us as we step into the future with faith and hope.

With prayers and blessings,

Bro. Cletus N., CMSF

Principal

St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra



Semper Sursum

Ever Upward

Twenty-five years is not merely a measure of time—it is a sacred pause in the
journey of a dream that dared to take root, to grow, and to touch countless lives. As
St. Francis School, Hongasandra stands at the threshold of its Silver Jubilee, we
look back with reverence, look around with gratitude, and look ahead with hope—
our hearts echoing one timeless call: Semper Sursum—Ever Upward.

What began in the year 2001 as a humble vision, anchored in faith and service, has
today blossomed into a flourishing institution where minds are enlightened, hearts
are formed, and futures are shaped. Brick by brick, prayer by prayer, effort by effort,
this school has been built not merely as a centre of learning, but as a home of values,
character, and excellence.

St. Francis School is more than classrooms and corridors—it is a living legacy.
Within its walls, curiosity has been encouraged, discipline gently nurtured, and
dreams patiently guided. Here, young minds have learned not only to ask what and
how, but also why. Here, education has never been confined to textbooks alone, but
has flowed freely through experiences, conversations, service, creativity, and
compassion.

At the heart of this journey stands our visionary Management and the Franciscan
Brothers, whose faith-driven leadership has remained unwavering through seasons
of challenge and change. Their foresight transformed obstacles into opportunities
and ensured that the flame of Franciscan values—simplicity, humility, love, and
service—burned bright through every chapter of our story.

We bow our heads in gratitude to our Principals past and present, especially to
Rev. Bro. Cletus, whose leadership has been a beacon in recent years. With courage,
clarity, and compassion, he has steered the institution to remarkable heights,
nurturing both academic excellence and moral strength. Under his guidance, St.
Francis School has not only grown in stature but deepened in soul.

Our teachers—the silent architects of transformation—deserve our deepest
reverence. With patience as their language and dedication as their creed, they have
kindled minds, inspired confidence, and shaped character. Each lesson taught, each
word spoken, and each hand extended has left an indelible mark on generations of
Francisians who carry these lessons far beyond the school gates.



To our students—past and present—you are the living testament of our mission.
Every success you achieve, every value you uphold, and every path you forge is a
continuation of our legacy. And to our alumni, scattered across the globe yet bound
by shared memories, your achievements are our pride, your roots forever intertwined
with this sacred ground.

Our parents and well-wishers, whose trust and partnership have strengthened our
foundation, remain an inseparable part of this journey. Together, we have believed,
built, and blossomed.

As we commemorate twenty-five glorious years, we do not see an ending, but a
continuum—a promise renewed. The future beckons with new challenges, new
guestions, and new possibilities. Yet, armed with faith, guided by values, and united
in purpose, we move forward with confidence.

For the past that shaped us, we give thanks.
For the present that defines us, we remain committed.
For the future that awaits us, we rise with hope.

Semper Sursum.
Ever Upward—in thought, in spirit, and in service.

May St. Francis of Assisi continue to guide our path, and may the Almighty bless
this institution as it journeys onward, illuminating minds and shaping hearts for
generations to come.

Johnichan Job

Academic Supervisor



Editorial

In the cradle of Hongasandra's verdant embrace, where earth meets
heaven's gentle sigh, St. Francis School bloomed like a lotus at dawn, a seed in
fer le sky. Twenty-five silver years unfurl, petals of perseverance, thorns kissed by
grace, Semper Sursum our clarion call, ever upward, through tempests we race.

From humble halls where first chalk danced on blackboards black as midnight's veil,
Young saplings stretched toward stars, their dreams no storm could frail.
Teachers, luminous beacons with wisdom's flame alight,
Nurtured souls in classrooms blooming, turning darkness into light.

Oh, jubilee of silver splendour! Witness the symphony of strides we've trod:
Annual days aglow with garlands, sports fields roaring like thunder from gods;
Exhibitions of intellect's fire, plays where myths and muses entwine,
Worksheets woven into wings, launching eagles to futures divine.

Through pandemics' shadowed veil and monsoons' relentless roar,
We rose, resilient roses, blooming bolder than before.
Parents' prayers, a choral hymn; alumni, eagles returned to the nest—
Together, a tapestry of triumphs, in St. Francis' bosom blessed.

Now, on this silver summit, we pause and ponder the path ahead:
More hearts to kindle, more horizons to wed.
Let fronds of faith and fortitude forever flourish high,
St. Francis eternal, under azure skies, touching the sky.

To every Francisian—past, present, future—raise your voices in song:
Twenty-five years of ascent, and the journey marches strong!
Semper Sursum, our motto gleams like moonlight on the Ganges' flow,
Upward ever, hearts entwined, in silver jubilee's radiant glow.
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From a Whispered Prayer to a Living Legacy

Celebrating 25 Years of Faith-Based Education

Every enduring institution begins not with walls, but with vision.
Not with numbers, but with belief.

Our school’s journey is one such story

a story where faith met foresight,

and dedication transformed dreams into destiny.

The roots of our institution were laid in 1996, when Rev. Bro. Agnal, moved by a
deep spirit of faith and service, began the school with very few students, trusting in
God’s providence and guided by a vision to offer value-based, holistic education.
What began as a humble effort soon took firm root quiet sincere, and purposeful.

In 1998, under the guidance of Bro. Charles Pereira, then Superior, this vision gained
clearer form with the introduction of Kindergarten classes. Young minds were
nurtured, values were gently instilled and the foundation laid earlier was
strengthened with hope and commitment.

The year 2001 marked a decisive milestone. Brick by brick, belief was built. Each
classroom became a place of purpose. Each child, a promise for tomorrow. With
growing enrolment and renewed purpose, the school formally embarked on its
educational mission under the leadership of Bro. Victor General, Superior,
guided by Rev. Bro. John Britto, Provincial. From this moment onward, the
institution moved forward with confidence—shaping not only academic paths, but
also character, conscience and conviction.

The years that followed were marked by steady growth and purposeful leadership.
Under the Provincials Rev. Bro. John Britto , Rev. Bro. Xavier Alexander , Rev.
Bro. Samuel K and Rev. Bro. Peter Lemos with the committed stewardship of
Superiors such as Rev. Bro. Bernard Parmar, Rev. Bro. Valerian Simon
Barboza, and Rev. Bro. Jose Malana, the school evolved with clarity
and confidence. Principals including Rev. Bro John Pereira , Rev. Bro.
Shantha Paul and Rev.Bro. Charles Peechatt strengthened academic foundations
and established the ICSE curriculum with discipline and distinction.

Even when infrastructure was limited, the spirit of the institution remained strong.
What the school lacked in physical resources was more than compensated by
committed teachers, strong values, and a firm belief in holistic education. Learning
flourished not just within classrooms, but within hearts.



Sixteen Years of Visionary Leadership and Transformation

A defining era in the school’s journey began in 2010 with the appointment of Rev.
Bro. Cletus N. as Principal. Over the past sixteen years, his leadership has been
marked by foresight, dedication, and a steadfast commitment to excellence rooted in
Christian values.

Under his guidance, the school witnessed remarkable infrastructural growth. New
buildings, well-equipped science and computer laboratories, a resource-rich
library, and technology-enabled classrooms transformed the campus into a
modern centre of learning, preparing students for the demands of a rapidly changing
world.

Equally significant was the academic and pedagogical renewal. Activity-based
learning, integration of technology, and student-centred teaching approaches made
learning more engaging and meaningful. The school’s consistent ICSE board
results stand as testimony to this sustained academic excellence.

Holistic education remained central to his vision. Project assemblies evolved into
research-oriented, concept-driven learning experiences, while sports, cultural
programmes, competitions and talent showcases flourished, nurturing
confidence, discipline, teamwork and creativity. Interstate and international
educational tours further enriched learning by broadening students’ perspectives
and global awareness.

Through these years, Rev. Bro. Cletus N.’s leadership has left an enduring
Imprint on the institution, shaping it into a school that harmoniously blends faith,
discipline, innovation and excellence.

His sixteen years of faithful leadership stand as a living legacy where vision was
built with courage, excellence was nurtured with care and faith remained the
school’s strongest foundation.”

From a seed sown in faith to a tree bearing fruit,

from quiet beginnings to confident strides,

this is not merely the story of a school,

it is a journey of grace, growth, and God’s abiding presence.



Today, under the administrative guidance of Rev. Bro. Valerian Barboza
(Administrator and Manager) and the continued leadership of Rev. Bro. Cletus
N, Principal, the school stands tall rooted in values, strengthened by experience and
prepared for the future.

As we celebrate 25 years of excellence, we honour every Brother who guided the
mission, every teacher who shaped young minds, every student who carried the
school’s name with pride and every parent who placed trust in this institution.

With gratitude for the past and trust in God’s providence,
the journey continues steadfast, purposeful and inspired.

“Thus far the Lord has helped us” (1 Samuel 7:12). As we look back with
gratitude and step forward with hope, we entrust every dream, every child, and
every tomorrow of our school into God’s loving hands.

Ms.Suchitra V, Ms.Anitha D'Souza and Ms.Miream Doris
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"Chalk, Clicks, and Code’’: The Teacher's Journey

A teacher has always been the cornerstone of society, shaping not only young minds but
also the future of the nation. Though times change, the role of a teacher remains timeless
— to inspire, guide, and nurture.

Yesterday, teachers were revered as gurus and mentors. Education was simple yet
meaningful, focused on values, discipline, and life skills. Learning often took place in open
spaces or traditional classrooms where teachers passed on wisdom through stories,
personal examples, and close guidance. Respect for teachers was deeply ingrained, and
their influence extended beyond academics into character building.

Today, teachers stand at the crossroads of tradition and technology. Classrooms are now
equipped with smart boards, digital tools, and online platforms. Teachers are no longer
just instructors but facilitators who encourage critical thinking, creativity, and
collaboration. They address not only academic needs but also the emotional and social
development of students. Despite increasing responsibilities and changing curricula,
teachers continue to dedicate themselves wholeheartedly to their profession.

Tomorrow, teachers will work in a world shaped by artificial intelligence, virtual reality,
and personalized learning. Yet, no machine can replace the empathy, guidance, and
moral compass that a teacher provides. Teachers of the future will be mentors,
innovators, and lifelong learners, helping students adapt to a rapidly evolving world while
instilling values such as integrity, compassion, and responsibility.

Across generations, the essence of teaching remains unchanged — touching lives and
shaping destinies. A teacher’s influence does not end with the classroom; it lives on in
the hearts and actions of students.In every era, a teacher remains a beacon of knowledge,
hope, and transformation. Yesterday, today, and tomorrow, teachers continue to be the
true architects of a better world.

As Henry Adams rightly said, “A teacher affects eternity; he can never tell where his
influence stops.”

Ms.Lovely Chandy.
Department of Social Studies
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dchoofyard dymphonies!

St. Francis! A school of legends! Here we are, walking
the corridors that hundreds have walked, sitting in
classrooms where more than just lessons were taught.
It is truly a treat—a gift of delight—to be here, creating
memories. Even if we don’t cherish them at the

moment, | am sure we will laugh at them later.

Student life here is a myriad of emotions: happiness,
sadness, anger, and so much more. There are helpful
teachers who always look upon us as their own
children, not mere students. They may scold us at
times, but it is always with good intent. There are
friends who make the journey of school far more

enjoyable.

We arrive here like empty nutshells... and years later,
we leave, our shells filled with knowledge, emotions,

cherished moments, gratitude, and so much more.

Our Principal, Rev. Bro. Cletus, is always supportive
and kind. He often tells us, “We are second to none!”,
motivating us to strive for better. Our Academic

Supervisor, Mr. Johnichan, constantly gives us new



opportunities to prove ourselves. Our teachers, office
staff, and non-teaching staff are our constant guides—

without them, school would not be the same.

Between the walls of St. Francis, whispers linger, desks
remember our daydreams, and every corridor hums with
the pulse of us. Our laughter and screams (which
inevitably attract the teachers!) are etched in every
corner of the school. The quiet moments of solitude,
where only the walls are our audience, leave a profound

mark on our hearts.

Leaving this school in a year breaks my heart... every
corridor, every classroom, is stitched together with
echoes of joy, lessons learned, and moments [ will
carry forever. After almost thirteen years of joy and
laughter, I think it would be greedy to ask for more.
We may leave these walls one day, but they will never

leave us.

- Pranitha R
IX -C



Good Vibes

Greetings!

It has been three years since we enrolled our child at St. Francis School, and we would like to
highlight two aspects that truly stand out: education and safety. The school’s approach to
education is highly student-centric and promotes active learning—the robotics science
exhibition being a

great example of this

We have also observed that the campus is very safe for children, and the teachers are
approachable and supportive to both parents and students. The new infrastructure and various
student events are excellent additions that further enrich the learning experience.

Please continue this positive momentum. Wishing you all the very best!

Amira Lovely

Grade 3

A Day of Music, Memories & Merriment at St Francis

School

Today, the adventurous campus of St Francis School [CISCE], Hongasandra, buzzed with
education, discipline, and celebration. The school hosted its much-anticipated Graduation
Day Event, and here’s the vibrant experience of the day.

The school was a half-day due to the festival. The choir students had a stay-back practice session.
After practice, we enjoyed lunch together, sharing food and laughter. Following the final
rehearsal, we went back home. After returning home, | dressed up in the choir gown, applied makeup,
took a photo and headed back to school.

I was reunited with my friends and felt the excitement in the air. The choir group moved to the
auditorium, where we rehearsed the songs on stage. Soon, the graduates arrived with their families.

The programme began with a heartfelt prayer song that set the tone for celebrations. Then we performed
six songs on stage, culminating in our favourite tunes that filled everyone with joy. The performance was
thoroughly enjoyed by all.

The ceremony shifted to the closing segment, where graduates took the stage to dance, revelling
in the moment. Though everyone was tired, the atmosphere remained energetic. After the
event, everyone gathered for a delicious dinner featuring all their favourite dishes.

The day ended with a dinner party, after which we all headed home, carrying unforgettable
memories of their Graduation Day Choir experience.

By Angel Sobu,

Class 4.B



The Toy maker's

Canvas splashes of paint across the bench

The confused toymaker on the painter's canvas
Toys filling the table in the portrait

And the beautiful smile of satisfaction on the artist

The garden bench under the timid sky
Two lonely brushes waiting to be used
The bright sun glaring on him

With the coffee mug, he stands thinking.

Paint bottles scattered everywhere,
Tiny screws painted with care,
The toymaker’s hand, stained with red,

Makes the picture look alive

The toy bus he plans to sell
With passengers idle in it
The slender grass surrounding the bench

And the painter's smirk completes his painting.

Avanija K
VIIIC



Every school has classrooms, but not every school has a soul. At St. Francis School in
Hongasandra, we are fortunate to be part of a community that feels more like a second home than
just a campus. While we aim for academic excellence, what really makes our experience special
is the strong support system that helps us through every high and low.

Teachers Who Walk Beside Us:

One of the most wonderful things about our school is the bond we have with our teachers. They
are not just people standing at the front of the room; they are our biggest cheerleaders. Our
teachers are caring, supportive, and loving. Whether we struggle with a tough math problem or
face a personal challenge, they are always ready to listen. The best part? They also join in the
fun! Whether it’s during a school festival or a casual break, seeing our teachers celebrate and
laugh with us makes the atmosphere truly special, like a calm river flowing through a beautiful
setting.

Leadership with a Heart:

At the head of our school is a principal who leads with kindness. In many places, the principal’s
office can seem intimidating, but here, it’s a place of guidance. Our principal is known for being
warm-hearted, forgiving, and genuinely caring. This spirit of understanding spreads throughout
the entire school. It’s a rare feeling to be in a place where you feel completely understood.

The Will of Fire:

Thanks to this foundation, we Franciscans are different. Our school celebrates us as whole
individuals. When we win, the entire campus buzzes with pride. But when we experience a
setback, we don’t feel abandoned. Our mentors encourage us to move forward by teaching us to
learn from our mistakes and giving us chances to express our opinions and showcase our hidden
talents.

This is why it’s nearly impossible to bring a Franciscan down. While we enjoy the peaceful
atmosphere of our school, we carry a "Will of Fire" within us. It’s a flame nurtured by our
teachers, our principal, and our peers. This energy inspires us to keep moving forward and
prepares us for whatever life presents. Unlike others, we don’t just survive challenges—we
thrive in them.

The Franciscan Family:
Being a student here means knowing that you are valued, heard, and never alone. We take pride

in our relaxed vibe, but we are even prouder of our strength. We are Franciscans: growing in
love, fueled by passion, and ready for the world.

- Ancel Jinson

IXC



“Read this only if you’ ve eversaid ‘I’ Il study
tomorrow.’
#WhatltsLikeToBeAStudent

Have you ever opened a book, stared at the page for five minutes, and then suddenly
realized you were thinking about food?
If yes, congratulations! You are officially a student.

Student life sounds simple, but only students know how confusing it actually is.

Exam days are those days when our brain decides to go on a vacation... The whole year
our brain is on airplane mode, but one night before the exam we unlock superpowers—
speed reading, photographic memory, and full confidence. Every night we lie to ourselves,
“Tomorrow 5 am study pakka,”” and every morning it’s snooze x 10 and regret x unlimited.
Well, here’s the biggest student-only secret—we don’t actually read textbooks, we scan
them; our eyes move fast, and our brain understands nothing, literally NOTHING! But our
heart confidently says, “Yeah yeah, | studied this, and this, and even this. Done!”” And then
watching those one-shot videos, that too in 2x speed—you’ve done that too?? Then
congratulations; now we can understand that one guy on TV telling the mutual fund terms
and conditions in 2x speed... Then the next day during the exam, the answer we revised ten
times suddenly feels like it belongs to another universe—we remember the page number,
the diagram color, and even what we ate while studying, but not the actual answer. Then
we showcase our immense creativity in our answers, giving the teachers a heart attack.
Even when we are writing our exams, our brain, which has one job, can’t seem to focus at
all, and suddenly in your brain you are like singing some song like “Thalapathy kacheri

...thalapathy...” or suddenly start role-playing with dialogues like “yen nejile kudi irrum,”

and your conscious auto roasts you like “Dei, focus, or else amma kai le ceripe irrum.” Our
confidence is sky high—until Section B shows up and destroys everything!!!. But
satisfaction is when that one useless friend tells you a question and that ends up coming on
the exam, and we feel like we conquered the art of making the right friends.

But then we also have those friends who constantly take extra sheets, and you with just one
sheet start panicking like, “What? So much that dude is writing, huh?” Then suppose by
chance you discuss the paper with your friends... that’s when the confidence goes from
sky high to nowhere to be found.

Exams are one thing, but our relationship with homework...ehh, it’s complicated...it’s like
that friend who never leaves you alone. You ignore it, avoid it, and pretend it doesn’t
exist—but it always comes back. “I’ll do it later” is the biggest lie ever told by us. “I will
finish it after this one reel.” This 1 reel becomes 10, then 30, and suddenly its night. Night
turns into panic, and panic turns into finishing homework at 11:59 pm. That’s also okay,



but we have some more great souls who decide to finish it at school itself before the class
begins because we believe school is our second home.

Instagram seems to know us very well ... Sometimes she knows too much, and now we
fear “Instagram is watching my moves.” Ever notice those relatable reels that pop up when
you have exams and during weekends? We have that one reel that makes us say, “That’s
it, here comes the comeback...” | am going to study so much and work hard.” And plans
of a new mind-set and all, but then Monday has to come and destroy it all, because no one
wants to break from their resting phase, i.e., the weekends. Monday doesn’t start the
week—it attacks it. Yet, somehow, we survive. Because we students are built different!

Well, there are a few student logics that might not make sense, but if you’re a student, it
makes total sense, and more than logic, it becomes a necessity. Like, have you ever seen
that group of three going to fill that one Kutti water bottle? And the whole class depending
on one smart kid at lunch just before the exam. Importance: the middle bench is ohh ... it’s
literally the networking hub that connects the classroom. Without that, how will the toppers
have fun, and how will the backbenchers pass? The ultimate are those 5 min when the class
just got over and the teacher leaves; it's full chaos, chaos like India ki azadi... and our
washroom breaks are social events with conference halls that very much resemble
washrooms... Even attendance time is like an intense catch game—Iike you're extremely
focused and somehow you still miss it and the teacher scolds you. , Have you ever
noticed When a 2200 movie ticket gets cancelled, we get angry like our life is ruined. But
on the other hand, when exams get cancelled—after our parents have spent lakhs on fees
—we suddenly become the happiest people on Earth. Student logic has no guilt, only
happiness.

However, one day we are going to miss all of this for sure: the half-day school that is the
best news ever; parents asking for marks before results; relatives suddenly caring about
your studies; friends becoming therapists; crying over the syllabus; laughing five minutes
later at our own problems; forgetting the syllabus after exams instantly; saying, “l hate
school,” but missing it later; and realizing school life was the best, too late.

And last but not the least, the most magical thing is the last bell of the day; energy
suddenly appears. Happiness returns. We walk out like we just survived an apocalypse,
but the most heart-breaking thing is the last bell of the last day...if you didn’t get it,
read it again if you’re a 10th grader. It will definitely hit you hard.... We might laugh
about student life today, but these moments are silently shaping who we become

tomorrow.”
Thanks a lot, SFS Family, for giving us a memorable school life

Sharon Rupesh
X-A



Haunted Nightmare

The clock strikes three, the room turns cold,
A silent story long foretold.
| cannot move, | cannot scream,

Trapped within this haunted dream,

A shadowy form begins to rise,
With hollow pits where should be eyes.
It drifts across the dusty floor,

And pauses by the chamber door.

| feel its breath, a chilling air,
That lifts the locks of sleeping hair. That lifts It
whispers secrets, cold and deep

While | am shackled in my sleep.

The blankets heavy on my chest, Denying
me my nightly rest. A Phantom hand
reaches for me,

A silent ghost that will not flee.

| tremble in the fading light,

A prisoner of

The Shadows crawl upon the wall I hear her
whisper : “Hear my call” my heart is pounding,
loud and fast,

A haunting echo of the past.

Then, swift as fog . she starts to fade,
Leaving me trembling , sore and afraid.

I catch my breath . | touch my skin,

Bhavish V Poojary VII C



The Secret

As | wandered into the clearing with my camera ready to capture at least one photo of the
beautiful baby foxes, | saw something, a sudden glow and there it was, a tree with stairs. “A tree
with stairs?” No, that wasn’t possible! Was it? | blinked and rubbed my eyes. Yup, still there.

I knew | shouldn’t go inside, but curiosity got the better of me as | walked slowly to the tree. A
voice inside me started telling me to back off.

“No way! Are you crazy? This is not normal!” But taking no heed, | went towards it anyway.

| started climbing the wooden, dusty steps of the tree, and | felt a strange, queasy feeling inside
me. | finally reached the top after a good amount of time, and then what | saw next took my
breath away.

It was a beautiful place with trees carrying gorgeously golden apples, | heard a strange fluttering
of wings. I looked up and thought, “Are those Elves riding a fairy?”

“Nope, you should go back, Maya. Go back right now!” said the person inside my head, but |
was too enthralled by the magic and mystique this place seemed to radiate.

| felt something brush past me, and | saw it was the very fox | was chasing after it to get a photo
and as | watched the fox trotted up and turned into a ball and rolled on the ground. As it got up, |
realized that it was not a fox anymore, but a girl a young girl, about twelve. She was beautiful
with her dancing fox eyes and little fox ears hidden partially within her wavy golden and
gorgeous locks yellow with a tint of orange at the ends, and then she looked at me and smiled.

“We have been waiting for you, Maya,” she said taking me by the hand like a, little sister would.
I was shocked by the fact that she had noticed me and knew my name before | introduced myself
to her. She started chattering animatedly, taking me through the land. It was vast and did not at
all look like it was fit into a tree. “What is your name and where are we?” | said turning to her
and she said in a happy dancing voice.

“I’m Lora, and of course we are in Fairytale!”

I nodded and looked around at elves, goblins, and spirits drinking and dancing. |1 was not even
aware of the fact that | was holding hands with a complete stranger.

She took me through different places; one had a river flowing with dreams and then others were
filled with another, filled with fairies.

“Angels?” | said, asked, turning to Lora.

“No, silly, that’s a fairy, and look, another fairy!” she laughed.



She looked at me as if she was making a decision and tapped me on the head, and suddenly 1
sprouted wings and began to fly. She took me to some more places before taking me to a shop
and asked me to try different dresses. | tried many—some were flowery, too flowery; some were
too large—and then | found the most perfect one, a shiny, beautiful light pink. When 1 tried it,
Lora squealed and bought it for me right away.

We flew around some more but then it was getting dark and then, all of a sudden, | blurted out
that | did not want to leave. | did not know why, but at first glance 1 fell in love with the place.
And then she looked at me. “Oh no, you can’t stay here!”” she looked away and said, “Anyway,
it’s time for you to leave.”

“But—" I interjected.

“No, wake up, Maya!” she said to me sternly, and everything tumbled before my eyes and |
woke up with a start.

I was in my bedroom, with my camera in hand, and realisation dawned on me, | was dreaming. |
shoved back the covers, tears burning my eyes. | should have realized, it was too good to be true.

I began to hurl my stuffed toys and pillows when | saw something: a tiny dress similar to the one
I had chosen. Then | heard it-

“Shh! It’s a secret!”

THE END Eliza Justin Grade VII C
First Prize

Creative Writing

Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025



Dancing Among the Stars — Ad Astra 2025

| was extremely excited to take part in my school’s grand Cultural Fest, Ad Astra 2025. Our

school organized so many wonderful cultural events, and the whole campus was full of
colour, music, and happiness.

| participated in Bharatanatyam, a beautiful classical dance. My school gave me this special
opportunity to perform on stage. My teachers always encouraged me, appreciated my

efforts, and motivated me to do my best. The stage decorations, bright lights, and lovely
music made the event feel magical.

Before going on stage, | felt a little nervous. But my teachers stood near me, smiling and

cheering, which made me feel brave and confident. When the music started, | danced with a big
smile and lots of energy.

The happiest moment came when | won the 2nd prize! | felt so proud and happy. My school

appreciated all the participants and made every child feel special. My parents and
teachers were very happy, and | felt like a shining star.

Thank you to my school for organizing such a grand Cultural Fest and for
encouraging students like me to learn, perform, and shine at Ad Astra 2025.

“Ad Astra 2025 made me feel like | was truly dancing among the stars!”

Hithika S,
Class 1A
My Little Adventures of Life

Hello friends!

My name is D. T. Shashvath, and | study in the 4th grade. | would like to share a few experiences from
my life that make me happy and help me learn something new every day.

Every day feels like a small adventure to me. When | try something new—Iike learning a new

game, reading a new story, or solving a tough math problem—I feel proud of myself. Sometimes |
fail, but those moments teach me how to do better next time.

I love learning outside the classroom too. Playing with my friends teaches me teamwork. Helping my
parents at home teaches me responsibility. Even falling while cycling taught me not to give up easily!

I am always curious about to know how things work. | enjoy asking questions and finding answers. |
believe learning never stops, and every day gives us a new chance to improve ourselves.
My dream is to grow into a kind, smart, and confident person who never stops learning. Life is like
a big book, and every day is a new page. | am excited to read it!

Thank you for reading my experience. ©

By D.T.Shashvath
Class4 B



SOLITUDE

Solitude is the state of being alone. In this world where we can connect with each other easily,
solitude is often neglected. Taking some time off from our busy schedule, it is important that we spend
time with ourselves. Many great personalities have been practicing this for their personal growth. This
includes meditating or thinking or talking to ourselves.

Meditation is the best way to be in solitude. It is a powerful tool to keep our mind calm and
energetic in the chaotic world outside. Meditation improves focus by thousand times. The best way to
start a day is by meditating. I, personally, found it very helpful. It makes my mind fresh and active. This
also makes my day productive and efficient.

We can always make some time for ourselves just by simply sitting in a calm and quiet place.
This can be done by staring at the sky. The slow motion of the clouds makes me detached from the
world. This is my favorite one as | tend to think efficiently on my problems. It helps in
analyzing the cause and solutions to the hurdles of our lives. On thinking more about ourselves we
become more confident as we know our weakness. It also provides a sense of motivation to move forward
in life.
Solitude can be achieved by talking to ourselves. Though it looks strange, it helps in improving us in the
effective way. We can either ask questions or just randomly talk about our day-to-day activities. It is a good
way to know about our hidden talents. I usually motivate myself through this. It helps me keep track on if I
am going in the right path and achieving my goals. This method is scientifically proven. According to the
book, "The Power of Subconscious Mind”, repeated affirmations create an impact on our subconscious
brain and helps us achieve it.

The time can also be spent by reading a book or dreaming. This can enable us to do our hobbies.
Solitude enhances our creativity and imagination. The invention of sewing needle in stitching machine
was achieved by lucid dreaming.

In conclusion, solitude is a way of escaping from the daily routine and discovering
ourselves. It is essential and needs to be practiced by us. Let us all make time for ourselves and be active
and powerful individuals!

Lakshanya R Grade XIlI
Second Prize

Creative Writing
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025



My Visit to Qatar during Winter Vacation

During my winter vacation, | had the wonderful opportunity to visit Qatar, a
beautiful country in the Middle East. My father works in a Qatar media company,
and this is my 3rd visit to Qatar. It was an exciting and memorable experience that
helped me learn about a new culture, traditions, and unique places.

One of the most impressive things about Qatar is, its rich culture and heritage.
Qatari people value their traditions and customs deeply. Traditional clothing
like those worn by men and the abaya worn by women reflects their culture and
modesty. | also learnt that hospitality is an important part of Qatari culture,
and guests are warmly welcomed with Arabic coffee called Gahwa and dates.

Qatar has many unique places that reflect both tradition and modern development. |
visited the Museum of Islamic Art, which displays beautiful artefacts and teaches
about Islamic history. The National Museum of Qatar, designed in the shape of a
desert rose, was very interesting and showcased the country’s past, present, and
future.

Another unforgettable experience was visiting the desert. The golden sand dunes and
the exciting desert safari were truly amazing. The Inland Sea, where the desert meets
the sea, is a rare natural wonder found in Qatar. | also visited Souq Wagqif, a
traditional market filled with shops selling spices, perfumes, handicrafts, and
traditional clothes. It was lively and full of cultural charm.

Qatar also has modern attractions like The Pearl Qatar, Crystal Walk, and Vendome
Mall, which show the country’s rapid development and luxurious lifestyle. The
beautiful skyline of Doha at night was a sight to remember.

My visit to Qatar during the winter vacation was both enjoyable and educational. |
learnt a lot about Qatari culture, traditions, and unique places. It was a trip that | will
always cherish.

Andrew sijo Abraham
IV -B



MY GRANDMOTHER AND |

In the heart of a tiny forest where a lively village goes about its life, where the birds sang with
people, where the morning air smelled like honey and fresh-baked bread, and where animals and
people lived together in harmony, is where my grandmother lived.

Most of my life | was raised in the city where my parents worked, but on rare occasions | got to
visit my beloved grandmother. Whenever | could, | would get my parents to drop me at the
startling sight of the mouth of the forest. From there | would walk alone.

I never got lost because | always followed the trail of smoke from my grandma’s cottage
chimney. When | reached the village, small children who were scurrying here and there, running
to catch each other, would stop and greet me. The people dancing around the fire would wave to
me, but the best feeling of all is when I knock on my grandmother’s door and she greets me with
a warm hug and some fresh, delicious, homemade cookies.

I knew not the day that would come when all this would end. | was maybe ten or eleven at the
time when | saw that the smoke was not there. | could not reach her without the trail; however, |
was desperate, so | managed to reach there after hours of worry and frustration.

As | reached them, | did not wait to greet the villagers near the fire or the small kids. | ran to my
grandmother’s home, anxious to see why the smoke was not there, as | knew that whatever she
did sitting on her special rocking chair near the lit fireplace, something was wrong.

I knocked on the door anxiously, and when the door opened, a wave of relief washed over me.
My grandmother stood there with mittens on her hands, one of them holding a fresh tray of
brownies and cookies, and the other stretching towards me, gesturing a warm hug.

She had that warm smile on her face, that same gleam in her eyes full of kindness and playful
mischief, and the same familiar wrinkles. | greeted her with an eager hug as | got inside and shut
the door. | felt like I never wanted to leave. | popped a brownie into my mouth and let it smelt
like a warm, feathery, chocolate-flavoured butter. It tasted like pure heaven, but little did I know
that it would be the last time | ever had it.

As | turned to my grandmother to tell her all my stories, she coughed, sneezed, and wheezed,
holding on to a walking stick she had never used before. Instantly | got worried; as I rushed to
her side, she stopped and placed her hand on my shoulder, flashing her smile, but this time
instead of the gleam, there was worry in her eyes and evident tiredness.

She smiled and said, as if she were reading my mind, “Don’t worry, my child, | will feel better
soon.”

“But Grandma, you should rest; if I had known, | would never have bothered you! "I protested.



“Don’t fret; I’m sure it’s just a cold.” She reassured me.

I believed her and spent the rest of my days there happily. We shared stories; she told about life
in the village, folk tales, and urban legends before | fell asleep, and I told her about my life in the
city. Time ticked by, and before long, it was time for me to go home.

At the city | yearned to go back, but the holidays seemed to be so far away. | pushed on each
day, eager to be with her again. When the holidays arrived, my soul almost left my body in joy. |
rushed to my room to make haste.

My parents dropped me at the mouth of the forest; from there | trudged alone, but again | could
not see the trail of smoke. Luckily I knew the way from my experience. | trudged deeper and
deeper into the forest and reached my destination.

I rushed to my grandmother’s cottage and knocked anxiously, hoping that she would be alright,
but the one who opened the door was not my grandmother but the village chief, who greeted me
with a nervous and worried smile.

I scrambled inside as soon as | stepped in, desperately trying to find my grandma, when | spotted
her lying on her bed, coughing and wheezing. | almost fell to her side. As I placed my hand on
hers, I could feel hot tears gushing on my cheeks in a rapid movement.

I was lost in my misery and instantly jerked out of it when the village chief placed her hand on
my shoulder.

“l wanted to visit you, but your grandmother would not allow me to. She was in this state three
days ago. Her condition only worsened,” she told me nervously.

“Why didn’t she want you to write to me?” | croaked.

“She did not want to worry you and disrupt your focus on your studies and joy at the city,” she
told me gently, her voice strong, firm, and full of empathy, but she did a poor job hiding her fear.
She looked at me sympathetically while I turned to my grandmother.

“Grandma, please don’t leave me alone,” | said, my voice breaking. My vision was blurred; my
eyes welled up with tears, creating a pool at my feet. Her hands were turning colder.

“Grandmother, please don’t leave me alone,” | said, my voice breaking. My vision was blurred;
my eyes welled up with tears, creating a pool at my feet. Her hands were turning colder.

“You won’t be alone,” she rasped. “I will be with you forever,” she whispered as light as the rain
and snow. “You know I love you. Always.” With those words, she breathed her last and closed
her eyes, never to open them again.



Years later, | stand here now in front of my grandmother’s cottage. It does not radiate the warm
glow it did when she was there. The windows are broken, the house is burgled, and the books in
her house are now covered with dust and mold.

When she left, she left me with a frozen heart, one that no longer beats for anything. My blood
runs cold at the memory of her death and turns warm again and melts my heart when her last
words pop up again and again in my head. Her promise that she is with me and will be forever,
and that I would never be alone, brightens my face as | smile.

She seems to be flashing her smile upon me too when | look at the crescent moon and the
winking stars in the moonlit sky.

BETHEL JUSTIN

VIIC

My School: Where Dreams Begin

My school is a place where learning inspires us and dreams find their direction. Every day,
my school motivates me to learn, explore, and believe in myself. Academics in my school are
strong and well organized. Our teachers explain concepts with great patience and dedication,
making learning interesting and meaningful. Because of this strong academic foundation, | feel
confident to explore new ideas and subjects beyond textbooks.

One of the most special and memorable experiences of my school life was the
robotics exhibition. During this exhibition that my dream truly connected with learning. We
created a merry-go-round model, and watching it move filled me with excitement and
curiosity. | was fascinated to see how simple components could work together to create
motion. That moment awakened my interest in understanding how machines and technology

function in real Jife, . . L .
T%e robotics exllngltlon was not just an activity; it became the first real step towards my dream

of becoming a robotics engineer. In that moment, | realized that my school was not only
teaching me subjects, but also helping me discover my future. The well-equipped laboratories and
excellent learning facilities in my school support hands-on learning and inspire us to turn our ideas
into reality. These opportunities help shape our skills and prepare us for the challenges ahead.

My school believes in the overall development of students by combining academics and practical
learning. | feel proud and grateful to be part of a school that not only educates us, but also helps
us dream, believe, and grow. That is why | proudly say that my school truly is the place where my
dreams begin.

Muhammad Arfan J IV A



ON HOMEWORK

Hello friends! | am Prisha P.B. from grade 6 'D.’

I am going to talk about ""Homework.""

This topic may sound boring, right? But let me tell you something about it. You see, homework
is the work given by teachers to students to revise lessons. You may ignore it now, but you will
realize its importance later during your exams.

1. Why is it important?

Homework increases your confidence in studies and helps strengthen your learning abilities. It
also encourages you to do well in exams and helps you understand the lessons better.

2. What would happen if you ignore it?

Completing homework helps us improve our examination scores. And not completing it makes it
difficult to understand the lessons and methods taught by the teacher. Our scores will decrease in
examinations.

3. How can we make sure that complete our homework?

To make sure that we complete our homework, we should fix a time every day just for
homework. Keeping all books and notebooks ready helps us save time. Homework should be
finished before watching television or playing games. We should avoid distractions like mobile
phones while completing our homework. After completing the homework, we must check it once
to avoid mistakes.

In conclusion, homework plays an important role in a student’s life. It helps us understand
lessons better, improves our confidence, and helps us score well in examinations. By completing
homework regularly and on time, we can develop good study habits and become responsible

students. Therefore, we should never ignore homework and always try to complete it sincerely.

Thank you.

Prisha P.B.
Grade 6 D



The Back of Beyond

Mother always says, ‘Man is a social being,” and yes, that is true.

Humans need each other to survive, and it is only because we had each other that we have
come this far.

Mother always begs me to interact more... to meet new people, talk to the ones I already
know, build a proper circle, because “Your circle matters!”

She has pleaded, begged, nagged, cajoled, and pushed me towards people to talk, but you can
never really force someone into doing what they do not want to do.

I had tried telling her that I did not want to.

That | was happy and not depressed or whatever she thought | was.

How do | explain to her that solitude is what | crave?

What | yearn for?

To be with myself because | am fond of it and it brings me happiness, how do | tell her that?

Many think I am lonely... alone.

I am not though.

There is a difference between loneliness and solitude.

| just enjoy solitude...me-time; for I am content with myself, free of the pressures of the
world, away from small talk and unwanted opinions

When | am with people, | fantasize being with myself.

When | am alone, | wish time stopped and the moment never passes so that | could stay there
forever.

It is what I need to keep myself sane and stable.

It calms and nourishes me.

| am nurtured by it.

| grow through it - carving and moulding myself, slowly discarding pieces of myself | do not
like in the quiet serene of the night or day.

With no one to watch, no one to judge.

My favourite spot to be with myself is my terrace.

It is my escape zone, where | can be myself or whatever | want to be.

I could be soaring through the air, relishing the wind on my face and hair, floating through the
clouds, or I could be in the water, imagining the coolness of it on my body as it wraps around
me, cradling me, whispering sweet nothings into my ear.

Maybe it is a defense mechanism - this need to be alone.
It is either the way by which | protect myself from this cruel and harsh world, or maybe it is
something I simply enjoy...



When a lone star is spotted, the first thing that is said is how it is separated from the rest and the
sadness of that... but then comes a different perspective- how bright it is.

How its light radiates from all around it, with no hindrances or obstacles or judgment. Shining by
itself, for itself.

I think I am like that.

Shining by myself.

Burning for myself.

Not outshined or hidden by someone else.

Unbound and unbothered by the constraints and patterns of this world.

Alone and at

peace . )
Ria Susan Prince Grade XI

First Prize
Creative Writing
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025

BASEMENT

it was — the same magical portal as before. | ran eagerly inside it, hoping that it
would take me back home.

When | opened my eyes, | was in a different place, but it was definitely not my town.
This time, it had transported me to the future. | saw robots, and modern technology
everywhere around me. Now my fear of how to get back home became bigger.

My only job now was to figure out how to get back. This time, | wished and repeated
in my mind, “I want to get back home,” and | jumped inside the portal once again.
This time, to my surprise and immense joy, | was back in my town, and the same
blue portal was in front of me.

| soon realized that this portal was a time-teleporting magical wonder. | left and
returned home in both astonishment and awe. This was the first time | had visited

the basement and experienced the magical portal, but it definitely would not be my
last.

Riya Charvi S
Grade :VII A Second Prize

Creative Writing
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025



Secret

Nestled in between a lush green forest, is a treasure waiting to be found. This
precious treasure is none other than my town- a beauty in disguise.

My town is nothing short of amazing, in fact, it might be the most wonderful and
joyful town anyone has ever come across. Here, all new visitors are welcome and
everyone here is treated equally. You can find the most exotic fruits and vegetables
with rich traditions and culture. Everyone is friendly and has unlimited warmth and
care to share with all.

My town is a magnificent and perfect paradise for those seeking beauty in simplicity
and a dazzling display of nature at its peak. We have tons of great places waiting to
be discovered. A few little further from our town is a sparkling waterfall that looks
like glimmering diamonds pouring from above. Everybody always has a smile to
give and kindness to spread.

It seemed perfect, what could ever be wrong with this peaceful town? But, amongst
all the good things our town had to offer, there was one thing... There was a small
house at the edge of the town. No one had lived there for years and rumor has it that
one should never go to the basement of the house.

One quiet afternoon, my curiosity got the better of me and | decided that the mystery
of the basement must finally be solved.

| arrived at the house, which actually seemed normal. | was shivering and nervous
as | made my way to the basement. It was really dark, like pitch black, and nothing
around me could be seen. | lit a torch and what | saw shocked me — a magical blue
portal. It was shimmering, captivating me to go inside it. Out of great curiosity, |
went inside it and | was transported to a different place- one I could not identify.

It took me some wandering and looking around to realize that | was actually in
Egypt! | had so many questions — How? and Why? Egypt was a great place- full of
pyramids and architectural wonders, but a small fear of how I would get back home
started to linger inside me. | tried to find the place where | had first started, and there



Divine Peaks and Snowy Trails: My Himalayan Experience

“Travelling—it leaves you speechless, then turns you into a storyteller.” — lbn
Battuta

And yes, my trip to North India truly turned me into a storyteller. From divine temples
and snowy adventures to peaceful valleys and patriotic moments, every place | visited
added a new chapter to my journey. So here is my story...

It was a Friday evening, and | was busy studying for my computer RWS exam scheduled
for the next day. The house was unusually quiet when my father walked in silently. Then,
all of a sudden, he announced some news that made me jump out of my study chair and
shout with joy.

Yes—the news was about my dream vacation to the snowy Himalayas. A journey into the
heart of the mountains, promising the perfect blend of adventure, tranquillity, and
breathtaking natural beauty for ten unforgettable days.

My brother, my mother, and | were equally thrilled. We immediately began counting down
the days, imagining snow-covered peaks, chilly winds, and magical landscapes. The
excitement grew with every passing moment.

Finally, the long-awaited day arrived. With our bags packed and hearts full of excitement,
we were all set to fly to Chandigarh—the beginning of our incredible Himalayan adventure.

| was lucky to get a window seat—I didn’t want to miss even a second of the scenic beauty
during landing. Soon, we safely landed at Shaheed Bhagat Singh International Airport,
Chandigarh.

The moment | stepped out, | was welcomed by a chilling —1°C temperature and a sharp
cold breeze that instantly made me shiver—and smile. This was the Himalayas calling!

Our most exciting journey had finally begun.

The first stop was Pinjore Gardens, a splendid display of symmetry and beauty that felt
calm and refreshing. From there, we headed to the famous Rock Garden, where creativity
carved out of stone left us amazed.

Soon, Shimla Mall Road welcomed us with its lively atmosphere—shops filled with
traditional shawls, souvenirs, and cheerful crowds. We also visited the sacred Jakhu
Hanuman Temple, located on the highest peak of Shimla. From there, we enjoyed a
breathtaking panoramic view of the majestic Himalayas stretching endlessly before our
eyes.



By then, hunger had taken over, and we treated ourselves to a yummy, delicious Punjabi-
style breakfast that instantly recharged us. With full stomachs and happy hearts, we set
off towards Kullu—the Valley of Gods.

Kullu Valley is famous for its mesmerising natural beauty, apple orchards, and spiritual
significance. The major highlight here was the fast-flowing Beas River and the thrilling
river rafting experience.

We were dressed in cherry-red rafting suits, black boots, and dark-blue life vests. The
moment we touched the water, the -2°C chilling river felt almost like ice. Yet, the beauty
of the Beas River, surrounded by towering deodar and pine trees, made us forget the cold.

Exhausted but extremely happy, we headed to our resort in Kufri, which offered a stunning
panoramic view of snow-capped peaks and lush green valleys.

The next day began with even more fun—uvisiting apple gardens and enjoying thrilling
adventure sports, adding yet another unforgettable chapter to our Himalayan journey.

On Tuesday at 7:00 AM, our journey toward Manali — a Himalayan dream — began. We
wrapped up our first day with thrilling activities like zorbing and a hot air balloon ride,
then rested at the resort overnight to recharge for the next destination.

The most exciting day finally arrived—we were heading toward the snow! Passing through
the Atal Tunnel, an engineering marvel and one of the highest and longest tunnels built
by our great engineers, was an experience in itself. We then reached Sissu village, where
we enjoyed hot, steaming Maggi before hiring a snow bike and riding through the snowy
mountains, completely awestruck by the views.

Dressed in three layers of winter clothing, we looked like penguins, waddling around and
competing in our own penguin-speed walking challenge. Skiing on the slippery snow was
thrilling—I fell a couple of times but didn’t give up until | had mastered it.

After a long walk on the skiddy snow and collecting countless beautiful memories, we
headed back and relaxed at Vana Vihar, surrounded by tall pine trees—a perfect ending
to an unforgettable day.

The next day began with divine vibes as we visited the Hidimba Devi Temple, admired
for its unique wooden architecture nestled among tall cedar trees. The calm and spiritual
atmosphere made the experience truly peaceful.

Later, we visited Vashisht Kund, a place of scientific magic—boiling hot water flowing
naturally in a snowy region. Experiencing the warmth of the hot springs amid the cold
surroundings was fascinating and unforgettable.



Early in the morning, we bid farewell to Manali and drove toward Dharamshala. En route,
we visited a couple of Shakti Peeths, enriching our journey with divine energy.

We visited the Dharamshala Cricket Stadium, located at an altitude of 1,457 metres
above sea level, and also paid our respects at the War Memorial. The moment we stepped
into the museum, we were filled with patriotism and gratitude—it truly is a remarkable
place.

With the satisfaction of visiting such meaningful landmarks, we rested at our resort for the
night.

The next morning, we explored the ancient Bhagsu Nag Temple, the serene Dal Lake,
and the beautiful Bhagsu Nag Waterfall. Our journey concluded with a visit to the
residence of the Dalai Lama, surrounded by the majestic Dhauladhar Range, leaving us
with a deep sense of peace and fulfilment.

On the last day of our trip, we bid farewell to Dharamshala and drove toward
Chandigarh to catch our flight back to Bangalore. En route, we also received the blessings
of Bhagalha Mukhi, adding a spiritual touch to our journey.

We concluded our adventure with hearts full of memories, awe-inspiring experiences, and

a deeper appreciation for history, culture, and nature. The Himalayan journey had left us
truly enriched—both in spirit and in stories to tell.

Roshith Namburu,

I1-D



The Spirit of St Francis

Within Hongasandra’s lively lanes,
Where city moments flow,

There stands a place of quiet strength.
Where thoughtful young minds grow.
The morning bell, the prayer we say,
Begin each hopeful day,

With open minds and steady hearts

We learn along the way.

In classrooms filled with honest work,
With chalk and thoughtful care,

We learn that effort builds our dreams.
Through patience, hope, and prayer.
Our teachers speak with gentle strength.
Yet firm when need is true,

They shape our minds and guide our hearts.
In all we think and do.

Here values grow beside our dreams,

In lessons big and small,

St. Francis shapes who we become.

And stands with us through all.

-Sowmya.T

Class X B



Spectral Exit

I always wanted an adventure. Until a few days back, January 24th to be exact.

It was a pleasant day until the Annual Day practice. See, my best friend and | had a huge, serious fight,
and both of us were in the dance. Both of us wanted to bash each other’s heads but kept quiet as
teachers were involved. So, you can say how relieved | was when the practice was over. On the way to
the gate, | realized that | had forgotten my water bottle in the class opposite to the biology lab, and so |
rushed to fetch it. It was when | climbed the stairs that | noticed how dark it was, and then | looked up at
the clock and realized it was six o’clock. I rushed to the classroom, and fortunately there was my bottle
in the last bench. Just as | closed my hands around the bottle, | heard the sound of a door banging shut. |
rushed to the door, and looking out, | saw the bobbing hair of my best friend.

And then the truth hit me:
She locked me in.

| started banging the door, screaming for help, and trying to break the window, and finally, when nothing
worked and the adrenaline rush stopped, I slid down the wall, tears falling down through my cheeks. My
vision was blurred, and in desperation | hit the wooden table hard. Little did I know that there was a
shard of glass on the table.

The shard had lodged right through my fist, and the pain knew no bounds. | screamed louder than
ever, and still 1 could hear no footsteps, no shrill sound of a bolt opening, and no sight of my hero.
Just the dull throbs of my leg, my ragged breathing, and the fast-paced poundings of my heart.

At last, when | realized no one was there to help me, none in sight, I decided to pull the shard out

myself. Blood flowed down my hand, staining it red. The metallic smell of blood fills the room. And
then | hear the sound. The sound of anklets.

A ray of hope fills my heart, but what | saw made me want to scream aloud, which | would if my throat
let me; it was the lethal face of...

RUKMANI

My thoughts rushed and my memory flooded. Last year, my huge secret, the one everyone
knows now.

Horrid images hijacked my brain: Rukmani opening the door and, with that vampire-ish move,
drinking my blood; Rukmani stepping over my body.

| ran and grabbed my water bottle, as it is the best weapon | have, and stood beside the door.
She walked with a sort of dangerous grace, her beautiful features glowing, blood dripping all over.

Then the moment came; she opened the door, and I closed my eyes shut, bracing myself, and
when nothing happened, I thought I was already dead, so I slowly opened my eyes and saw that
the door was open and Rukmani had disappeared. I screamed louder than a loudspeaker and ran
with the speed of light until I reached the school gate and collapsed into the hands of my
stricken parents.

I know you don’t believe me; I myself did not either until I went back to the fourth floor the
next day and saw the stained bloody floor.

Kripa Ann Johny VIIB



SECRETS WITHIN WALLS

Three friends, Ira, Naina, and Aanya, were returning from a trip when their car broke down in the
middle of nowhere. There was no network, no vehicles, and darkness was slowly surrounding
them. There were tall trees around them, which prevented the only bit of sunlight from reaching
the ground. The ground was covered in mist, making it hard for them to see ahead. They noticed a
structure at a distance, and because of the mist, they could not completely make out what it was,
but hoping to find some help, they started walking towards it.

As they started walking, they slowly figured out what it was. It was a house that stood alone in the
middle of the trees. It looked old but not broken. When they reached the front door, an eerie silence
surrounded them. Ira took a deep breath and pushed the door open. It opened without a creak. Once
Ira went inside, Naina and Aanya followed her. They looked around. The furniture was in place
with a thin layer of dust. They examined the room and saw three doors leading to different
rooms. One by one, they moved into separate rooms without knowing what was waiting for
them.

In the past, three of them had hidden their mistakes from each other, and now all of it was going
to come out. When they entered the room, the house trapped them in visions where they stood
helpless, forced to watch their hidden secrets unfold. First they saw Aanya's secret. She once
changed her test marks before showing it to her parents. This was an important test, and if anyone
found out that she had changed her marks, she could have been in great trouble. When she showed
her marks to her parents, they praised her without knowing that she did not deserve it. Next,
the house showed Naina's secret. She once saw her classmate being bullied. She could have
stood up against it, but she chose to stand there, watching her classmate suffer. She never
helped. At last, the house revealed Ira's secret. The three of them had shared their personal secrets
with each other, but Ira used to tell these personal secrets to her other friends. She broke the trust
among them.

The girls somehow managed to escape from the rooms. All of them stared at each other with
confusion and disbelief. No one spoke. The silence grew heavy. They all ran towards the door at
once. When they stepped outside is when they realized time had passed strangely inside the house.
They could see some faint light in the distance. They ran towards it and reached their car.
Vehicles were passing on the road again. They managed to ask for help from a stranger and
got their car fixed.

The girls drove away in silence. The house faded behind them. That night, their friendship

shattered. They drove home in silence. None of them could look at each other in the same way
they did before. Behind them, the house remained, keeping its secrets, watching and waiting

Tanvi Vijesh

8-B



THE FORBIDDEN ROOM

There was a room in our house that no one explored and no one dared to explore. The door
always remained locked with a heavy metal chain and a padlock. No one knew what monster
resided in the depths of the forbidden room. | was just thirteen and was a naturally curious
girl. 1 loved crime, thriller, and even horror books. So, when we moved to a new house that
looked like it had come right out of a horror movie, my curiosity and excitement piqued.

During the first few days in the new house, | kept asking my parents about the locked room, but
they always changed the topic or just avoided it completely. They even warned me and my brother
not to go near that room. As the days passed, | stopped asking and took matters into my own hands.

One night, | decided to stay awake at night when everyone was most likely sleeping. At 2 a.m., |
sneaked outside my room and started making my way to the locked room. When | reached my
parents' room, | could hear soft snoring. | was genuinely terrified of doing this alone. For a
moment, | just thought of running into my parents' bed, into their arms of safety. But | went
against it and continued down the hallway. When | finally reached it, | heard a sound that sent
chills down my spine. | could hear faint scratching on the door, on the wood, on the other side
of the door. It was like a raw and painful scratching. A whoosh of wind suddenly came down
the hallway. | shivered. | was positive that all the windows and doors were locked, but that
gust of wind came out of nowhere.

I went down the hallway to investigate and found that the living room window was cracked open.
The wind seemed to flow in from the window. As | was closing the window, | found
something stuck in the lock. It was a key, an old rusted key.

I got a terrifying thought. What if the key could open the forbidden room? I made my way back to
the room. When | was going to open it, the scratching stopped and there was an eerie silence. | felt
like 1 was being watched. Thinking that my mind was playing tricks on me, | pushed the feeling
deep inside and opened the door. When | opened it, a sudden lightning struck and it started raining.
I was very scared.

| peered into the room and could see a candle on the floor. There was a matchbox beside it. My
intrusive thoughts made me take the matchbox. There were three matches. The first broke. The
second lit for a few seconds. The third stayed lit. | lit the candle and a sudden light was upon the
room. | saw a dark figure at the corner. | backed away and suddenly the doors locked behind me
from the outside. | was trapped. The figure came towards me. And in that moment, | knew curiosity
had ended me.

MEHATEBEL

8B



THE FRANCISIAN JOURNEY

Within the walls of St. Francis School,
Where kindness is the golden rule. We come
to learn, to grow and find, The light that

wakes a curious mind.

From the morning bells to the principal's call, To the
echoing laughter in the hall.
Each student starts a brand — new dream, As a part

of one excellent Francisian team.

In biology labs and chemistry glass, We watch
the wonders of nature pass. With art and craft
our hearts we start, And in every math path, we

play our part.

Though a tough exam may test our success, We
trust every process and do our best. With discipline
strong and a spirit invincible, We live by the values

and every principle.

Fueled with love and goals we chase,

We move through the years at a steady pace.
For the future is bright, as we gain the knowledge.

That leads from our classroom all the way to college.

Kritika Kalita Standard :

7C



“My School, My Pride”

My school is St. Francis, caring and bright, A
place of learning, hope and light.

We learn to speak the truth and stand
up tall, In books, in games, in work
and play, We grow in wisdom every
day.

We learn to share, to help, to care, To be
kind, honest, and always fair. With faith
and values strong and true, St. Francis
shows us what to do.

Our school is proud, our dreams are high, We
reach for stars up in the sky. Forever grateful,
we proudly say,

St. Francis School CISCE lights our way.

-RANADEEP GOUTHAM S
I1 STD, “A” SECTION.

“Don’t litter, make it better!”

Don't throw your trash on the ground, Keep the earth
both safe and sound. Put your paper in the bin,
That is how we all can win.

Keep the grass and water clean,

Keep our world so bright and green. Care for nature,
do your part,

A clean world starts from your heart.

By Yaazhnila P 2" A



The toy maker's Canvas

Splashes of paint across the bench

The confused toymaker on the painter's canvas

Toys filling the table in the portrait

The Languages of Eyes Eyes do

not speak,

yet they hold entire libraries

of unsent letters.

They remember storms

the lips forgot,

And the beautiful smile of satisfaction on the artist and store sunsets

The garden bench under the timid sky
Two lonely brushes waiting to be painted
The bright sun glaring on him

With the coffee mug, he stands thinking.

Paint bottles scattered everywhere,
Tiny screws painted with care,
The toymaker’s hand, stained with red,

Makes the picture look alive

The toy bus he lands to sell

With passengers idle in it

The slender grass surrounding the bench And

the painter's smirk completes his painting.

Avanija K

VIII C

no camera could keep.

In their quiet corners live half-finished dreams,
old goodbyes,

and brave little hopes

that refuse to die.

Eyes never lie.
They only pause,
choosing which truth

The heart is ready to hear.

Some eyes feel like home.
Some like journeys, S
ome like mirrors.

We're afraid to stand before.

And some...
Some eyes are not windows
but doors once opened,

You never return the same.

Rehana Fathima. M
VE



The Secret Life of the School Chair

School is a place where we share ideas and expand our creativity. It is fun to talk with teachers
and crack jokes with friends. Other than studies, | enjoy experiencing magical moments that no
one can imagine. | had one!

In my class, there are three rows, and in one of these rows, there is a green chair used by the
nursery Kids. | was always suspicious about it. Whenever | sat on the last bench, I could see
the chair move without anyone touching it. While I laughed, the chair seemed to giggle.

I wanted to uncover this secret. Many days passed, and | kept thinking about it. Finally, one day
when everyone left, | stepped out of the classroom and peeked through the window. | was shocked
to witness the magic.

The chair got eyes, a mouth, ears, and a nose too. | continued watching. One of my friends had left
his notebook next to the chair. The chair started reading it aloud.

It was a surprise, yet | wanted to talk with it. When | entered the classroom, the chair was scared
and moved backwards. | comforted it with kind words, and it relaxed.

| asked about its secret life and why it is in our classroom. It started to talk with me, saying that it
had been in a nursery classroom where the kids were too noisy, so it escaped and entered our
classroom.

Suddenly, the blackboard began to speak, saying, “Yeah! | know, the chair is very funny.” Then
the cupboard interrupted with a joke. Time passed, and it was almost 4:30 p.m. As the stayed-back
students begin to leave, I sneak out and rush back to my home.

Suddenly I heard a familiar voice: “Get up, it’s time to go to school.” My father said.

I sat on my bed and realized the whole experience was just a dream. Moreover, it was a magical
dream, and | wish it could have been real.

Spoorti Kamkar

Class: 6B



The Beautiful Bond Between Teacher and Student

The teacher—student relationship is one of the most beautiful and important bonds in our lives. A
teacher is like a guiding star who shows students the right path. Teachers help us learn new things and
encourage us to become better every day. They do not only teach lessons from books but also teach
us how to live a good life.

Teachers fill our minds with knowledge and our hearts with good values such as honesty, kindness, and
respect. They always motivate us to do our best and never give up. When a teacher believes in a
student, the student feels confident and happy. This trust makes learning more joyful and
meaningful.

Students should respect and listen to their teachers carefully. A good teacher—student
relationship creates a friendly and positive classroom. It helps students ask questions without fear
and learn with interest. Teachers care for us like our second parents and always wish for our success.

In the end, teachers shape our future with love, patience, and hard work. We should always be
thankful to our teachers and remember their guidance throughout our lives.

Yashvi Kumari

4E

Secret

A bright light shone upon his eyes, and it was over, a nightmare as real as it could be. Every night that
same dream recurred as if to warn him that one day it must come. He had spent sleepless nights,
spending his days, trying to remember. One day, he managed to bring up the courage to confront his
friends.

His friends gave out a cynical laugh as to depict the bravest among them was scared by a silly
recurring dream. “If not my friends ,my family” he thought. No one except his mother believed in him,
she knew something was up. It isn’t common to have recurrent dreams. She brought him up to a priest,
in hopes that at least he would have an answer for this strange phenomenon. But no, unless he could
give vivid descriptions about the dreams, the priest couldn’t do a thing.

His mother tried to convince his father that it isn’t usual for it to happen, but his father had
remained unsupportive. Nevertheless, his mother was always there to support him.

A few days later he finally remembered it, but it was too late. That day was merely the day the event
was deemed to happen. Nevertheless, they couldn’t prevent it. It was 7:00 pm, the atmosphere
remained silent. No sooner mirages began to take shape in his mind, as they were underway the
silence broke into a high-pitched scream followed by Latin chants, His eyes had lost sight. He was
hovering in the air- it was clear that he was possessed. He drew a symbol, with his blood staining it. This
was something The Noble Desmonds could never have imagined: their child was possessed. They had
brought up many solutions, yet there wasn’t any change to Damian Desmond. He eventually became
a secret in his family’s history.

Viraj Purty Grade VIC

Third Prize
Creative Writing
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025



A Walk Back

St Francis School stands as a place learning, discipline and shines as a beacon of
joy and growth, a place where wide green fields invite endless adventures,
caring teachers ignite passions like stars in the night sky, and every
event builds unbreakable bonds. Its welcoming halls pulse with creativity
from art fairs to science fairs, making every student feel valued and inspired.
This school doesn’t just teach; it nurtures hearts, turning daily lessons into
treasures of a lifetime

On my very first day of at St. Francis, | stood shyly by the gate overwhelmed by
the chatter. That’'s when Ms. Miream spotted me and waved over Sai
Poornima, who was accompanied by Shreya and Karen, a trio who where
really cheerful and heartwarming. “These are your adventure buddies” Ms.
Miream said warmly, and the lively group of three pulled me right into their
circle, linking arms and rushing me to a game of kho-kho. From that instant, the
school became my second home, filling with laughter and little victories

Now as | walk these familiar paths every day, discussing about upcoming
quizzes, sketch ideas in our notebooks, and celebrate tiny wins like acing a tough
math test. We made a special Thank you card to Ms.Miream on teachers’ day.
When she saw it, her eyes lit up with pride, and that sealed our friendship
forever, and now I’'m waiting to make new memories in St. Francis with my Best
Friends.

~Yukthi Ananya Kosti
VII C



Young Entrepreneur
"My experience becoming a young entrepreneur and how you can become one too."
My Experience

"It was wonderful seeing such young children earning and working with money at this stage of
life." — My Neighbour

You might be wondering how this remark by my lovely neighbor came to be. Well, here is the
answer: | started a business, and you can too with the help of this short article.

Starting a business is like studying—it is hard, but totally worth it. Here is my experience trying
to crawl out of my comfort zone. | must admit that when the thought of starting a business first
crossed my mind, | was unsure about the consequences of the dream. | was only nine years old
when | stood up to see what fate had prepared for me.

| started small. It was a mehndi stall that began my journey. By luck, the first attempt worked out
well with many customers. The second try? The hype died down; there was no rush and only a few
customers. The third try? Failure. Zero customers.

I was heartbroken. | had almost given up on the whole idea when fate took a turn. About a year
ago, | saw a poster offering a chance for young entrepreneurs. Still feeling unsure, | chose to
participate. It was then that my current business truly began.

| started my crochet business with very little hope, encouraged by my friend (who is now my
business partner). This time, it did not fail. The first try? Success. The second? Success. The fifth?
Success! In short, through multiple hardships, I built my business. Now, this guide will help you
become a young business owner too.

THE GUIDE TO STARTING A BUSINESS
Tips and tricks from me to you:

Identify your talent: What are you naturally good at? Picking the right craft is very important.
The Customer Test: Imagine yourself as the target audience. Would you buy your own product?
Advertise: Spread the word. Offer small discounts to get people interested.

The Most Important Step: JUST START. Make it happen first; you can always perfect the details
later.

I hope this helps you reach your potential and inspires you to take that first step.

— Abhigya Anup, 7B
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