


AT
HE
NA

01

WHAT’S IN A COVER ? 
It is baffling how easily people discredit a book cover. “Don’t judge a book by its cover” said George 

Elliot, in a book with an exquisitely designed cover. A cover is more than just a leaf of a book carrying 

vital details of its publication; it is a statement of the vision and purpose of the book. The importance of a 

cover gets further multiplied when the book in question is your School’s Creative Journal. 

Understanding this responsibility, we have always come up with striking original covers for this annual 

publication, embodying the essence of its title and the spirit of creativity. 

At the end of the day, the cover of a book is your chance to best understand the motive of a book in a 

single glance. After a decade of annual publications, we give you a chance - to judge our book by its 

covers over the years. 
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Dear Reader,

Back in 2015, ‘Athena’ was conceived as a space for Yadavindrians to express 

themselves freely, a platform where imagination and originality could find their 

truest voice. Ten editions later, we take pride in the fact that it has not only 

endured but flourished, evolving into a tradition that reflects the creative spirit of 

our school.

As we present the 10th edition, we look back with pride at the journey so far and 

look ahead with a renewed enthusiasm. In keeping with the essence of creativity, 

we continue to expand the horizons of this publication. This year’s edition seeks to 

break boundaries of convention by embracing fresh ideas, experimenting with 

new styles of expression, and giving space to voices that are bold, diverse, and 

original.

This edition is, therefore, not just a continuation but a reinvention. It is an effort to 

celebrate voices both old and new, conventional and experimental, polished and 

raw. Each contribution in these pages reaffirms our belief that creativity is 

limitless when nurtured with encouragement and opportunity.

We extend our heartfelt gratitude to our Headmaster, Mr. Navin Kumar Dixit, for 

his unwavering support of this creative venture, and to all faculty members and 

fellow editors who played a crucial role in bringing this book to life. Most of all, we 

thank the contributors whose works make ‘Athena’ a true reflection of YPS’ 

creative spirit.

With this 10th edition, we proudly open another chapter in the journey of Athena, 

confident that it will continue to inspire, challenge, and delight its readers

 Anubhav  Verma
XII-Science 
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THE EDITORIAL BOARD 

Row I -   Mrs. Avneet Brar, Mr.Sukhpal Singh, Mrs. Arshdeep Mangat, Mr. Navin Kumar Dixit (Headmaster), 

  Mr. Navin Verma, Mr. Sanjay Taneja, Mrs. Sunita Kumari  

Row II -  Shreevardhan Dev Thapliyal, Aanya Jawanda, Yashica Jindal, Tejas Kaur, Renee Dhadli, Anubhav Verma
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THIS HOME, 
THAT HOME !
DAY-BOARDING AT YPS 
Every student spends their day differently, but for 

us day-boarders, school becomes almost like a 

second home. From morning till evening, we learn, 

play, and grow together. The day-boarding system 

at our school provides a special and meaningful 

experience for students, blending academics, 

sports, and personal growth in a safe environment. 

One of the biggest benefits is the easy access to the 

school's top-notch facilities, such as the Olympic-

sized swimming pool for fitness and the well-

stocked library, which offers a quiet space for 

focused study.

Another important advantage is the homework 

completion sessions held at school. These sessions 

help us students stay on track with our assignments 

under our teachers' guidance. Additionally, 

special sessions are available to provide extra 

knowledge to students who need it.

We day-boarders also enjoy the convenience of 

playing games and participating in physical 

activities on campus until 5:30 PM. This way, we 

don't have to go home, change uniforms, and 

return for evening activities, saving time and 

effort.

A key part of the day-boarding system is the 

provision of healthy school lunches and snacks. 

Designed by a nutritionist, these meals help 

maintain students' energy levels throughout the 

day, keeping them healthy and focused.

As a day-boarder myself, I think the system strikes 

a great balance between academics and leisure. I 

can focus on my homework and test preparation 

without worrying about the stress of rushing home. 

The structured environment helps me manage my 

time and keeps my day productive while still 

allowing time to relax and play. Overall, day-

boarding at YPS has made my school life much 

more enjoyable.

Aryanmeet
VI-O
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A SECRET, MYSTICAL PLACE
Amidst our world, hidden deeply within the shadows, 

lies a secret, mythical, and extraordinary place. Nobody 

knows how you enter that place, but its residents are 

slowly giving us clues. I have never been there, but here's 

how I imagine it: the name of the city is "The Kingdom 

of Fantasy," where dreams turn into reality.

While the place is beautiful and charming, it is also dark 

and mysterious, where foes lurk in every alley. But the 

magical people who live there are strong, courageous, 

and fast. There are elves, pixies, fairies, and dwarfs. 

They have magical powers that have made their city so 

futuristic that mankind cannot even dream of its world 

becoming like that! They can teleport, time travel, 

become invisible, and do many more things.

Their schools are so advanced that they have flying, 

comfortable armchairs and very contemporary desks. 

Every house has magical assistants that are robots. 

Their houses are very advanced and mythical, with 

modern technology including home theaters, popcorn 

machines, and cool rooms with water slides from 

comfortable beds made to look like their 

favorite characters. These slides lead to 

Olympic-sized indoor pools. Outside each 

house, there are many pools and gardens, plus a 

super cool gaming room. All the houses there 

are luxurious beyond imagination.

This place is a blend of futuristic technology 

with magic, which makes the whole place 

extraordinary. The children living there must be 

so happy! It is astonishing to know that a secret, 

mythical, technologically advanced place exists 

right among us, hidden from view.

Who knows? Maybe there was a time in the past 

when this place was accessible to mankind. But 

now, because of pollution, it has been forgotten, 

disappearing into a thick cloud of shadows—a 

mystery that will always intrigue us.

Reyansh Garg

VI-N
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TRUNK FULL OF TALES: TRUNK FULL OF TALES: TRUNK FULL OF TALES: 

Hello everyone,

This is Aaruhi Acharya from class 

VI E  and this is my story, 'My 

School Story in a Moving Box'.

My Father is in the Army, so we 

move every year to different 

places. This way, I have studied in 

seven  schools  t i l l  now.  My 

schooling journey started at 

Ferozepur, however, not counting 

it, as it was only for a month. I 

started my schooling in Pune at a 

school named 'Tiny Tots', where I 

completed my nursery.

My next school was Edify World 

School at Dehradun, where I 

completed my LKG and UKG 

classes. In Dehradun, I learned 

Taekwondo, and I have the green 

belt. My next destination was 

Bathinda, from where I completed 

my 1st class at the Army Public 
nd

School. I completed my 2  class 

partially from the Army Public 

School and Loreto Convent, Delhi. 

During that time, COVID-19 was 

ongoing, so we had online classes. 

I t  was  a  fun  and  d i f fe rent 

experience for me. The next place 

was Tagore International School, 

N e w  D e l h i ,  f r o m  w h e r e  I 

completed my 3rd and 4th classes. I 

started learning tennis in Delhi and 

was part of the school tennis team. 

I have learnt dance as well and 

even performed a folk mashup 

a l o n g  w i t h  m y  f a t h e r  o n 

International Dance Day.

My current destination is Patiala. I joined Yadavindra Public School. I 

had the opportunity to continue Tennis, Dance, Taekwondo and even 

music. I participated in many dance and music events and, competitions. 

I also participated in football, squash, badminton and long jump and won 

many prizes. I am in the school tennis team and even participated in the 

All India IPSC tennis championship at Noida. Currently, my School has 

started a new curriculum called day-boarding. I'm very excited about this 

new program. In this curriculum, we stay at school till 6 pm. We finish our 

homework, play sports, and have lunch there itself.

In this journey, I have visited 6 different cities where I have studied in 

multiple schools. This journey has taught me a lot. I have made many 

friends from different cultures. Now I have so many friends that I can't 

even count. But I cannot take my old friends wherever I go, so I miss my 

old friends, which sometimes makes me feel sad. I have gained many 

skills like Tennis, folk dance, classical dance, music, taekwondo, 

badminton, swimming, and long jump which also helped me gain my 

confidence. I excel in my academics, too, which makes me very happy and 

cheerful. 

Whenever we moved to different places, I always felt very excited and a 

bit nervous sometimes, because at every place I had to adapt to the new 

environment, make new friends and start everything from scratch, 

though I have enjoyed this journey thoroughly.  All these years of 

schooling have taught me a lot. I made new friends, and this journey has 

increased my confidence and skills. Even though change is not an easy 

thing but it helped me grow stronger. But the best thing is that in every 

place I always make a lot of sweet memories.

At every school, I have been adding something special to my story, and 

Yadavindra Public School is now the place where I am building even 

more amazing memories. This is not just a school for me, it's the newest 

chapter in my “TRUNK FULL OF TALES" a quest of wonder, hope and 

a world of possibilities.
D. Aaruhi Acharya

VI-E
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MY SCHOOL STORY IN A MOVING BOX
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On 8  April, I got some unexpected but exciting 

news when I was added to a group chat called 

“Wynberg Allen 2025.” Curious about what it 

meant, I went to meet my teacher  the next day in 

the staffroom. She told me that I had been selected 

to represent my school, YPS, in the 2025 Reverend 

Biggs Spelling Bee at Wynberg Allen school in 

Musoorie. I felt really proud because I was the 
th

youngest member of our team-a 6  grader- while 

most of the others were from higher grades. But 

deep inside I also felt really nervous because many 

of the other students had been there before and 

this was my first time. I didn't even think that I 

could qualify, so I knew I had to prepare really well 

if I wanted to stand a chance.

To get ready, I tried different ways to make my 

spelling stronger. I watched YouTube videos to 

quiz myself, especially a channel called “Easy quiz” 

which tested me on tough and unusual words. I also 

learnt useful spelling rules like “I before E, except 

after C” and “One collar and sleeves” which made 

tricky words easy to remember. Every time I found 

a new word, I wrote it down in my diary, and by the 

time we were ready to leave, I had noted over 500 

words! Since there was no fixed syllabus, I knew 

words could come from anywhere so I wanted to be 

ready for anything. Even on the way to Wynberg 

Allen, I read the dictionary and studied every hard 

word I could. The night before the competition, I 

stayed up late in the study hall, going over all my 

notes and lists again while everyone was resting.

When I finally reached the classroom, I felt that the 

atmosphere was serious and full of tension. Many 

students spoke with different accents, and to add salt 

to the wound many big schools like Bishop cotton 

from Shimla were there, which made me even more 

nervous. The first written test was so quiet that I 

could hear my own heartbeat, what made it even 

scarier was that there were 22 schools and only 8 

would be selected. However after the written tests 

were graded I got a 30/30, meaning I qualified. I went 

flawless with no mistakes until the second last round 

in which I had to rhyme 3 words with Orange, I 

managed to rhyme porridge and door hinge but I 
rdcouldn't figure out the 3  one, and after the round 

was done rhyming words kept flooding to my mind 

like college and sausage. When all the rounds were 

over and the time came for the prize distribution 

ceremony, I felt really worried because no one from 

my school had won yet- I thought maybe I wouldn't 

win either. But when they called my name for second 

place, all my fear turned into happiness. I felt so 

proud to win that day- It was the best reward for all 

my hard work.

                         Aryanmeet Singh

                                                VI-O

Behind My Words:

How I Prepared For The 
Reverend Biggs Spelling Bee
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We all celebrate our birthdays, probably by eating at some café, 
cutting cake, and taking pictures. That's how I celebrated mine 
too, at least before I joined boarding school.

But birthdays in boarding school hit different. They're not 
materialistic, but memorable. It's not about expensive gifts or 
fancy venues; it's about simplicity, warmth, and memories that 
last.

It starts with setting up a birthday table, which is actually just 
our study desk. The celebration isn't something bought; it's 
handcrafted by all of us. We come up with different decoration 
ideas, but one has always been my personal favorite: filling the 
wall with sticky notes. Each one isn't just decoration; it's a 
memory, a message, a moment, something to remember for a 
lifetime.

The preparation is heartfelt. Everyone puts in effort. The 
birthday song is sung not out of habit, but from the heart. And 
yes, we never forget to smear cake on the birthday girl's face. 
Some traditions never die.

Of course, we also clean the floor and wall afterward, so we 
don't get scolded by Warden Ma'am.

From this, I've learned something that'll stay with me: it's not 
about being materialistic in life. The things done from the 
heart, with love and effort, matter most.

Palakdeep Kaur Brar

XII-Arts

Ditching 
the 

Cafés

Memoir: 
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BETWEEN NUMBERS AND STROKES
IN CONVERSATION WITH 

MRS. RAMINDER KAUR
MATHEMATICS TEACHER AND ARTIST
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Q. At what age did you discover your talent of painting and take it up as a hobby? 
A. It feels like painting has been a part of me since I was very young, so young that I don't 

even remember when I first got into it. I never took it seriously or formally learned art, but 
it's always been a cherished hobby and close to my heart !  

 
Q. You are a teacher of Mathematics, Mathematics and painting are considered poles apart. 

In your opinion, is there anything mathematical about the process of being creative? 
A. Who says Mathematics  and painting can't hang out? I think hobbies are the real game- 

changers, and everyone should have a few! Mathematics  is like Art's secret helper! It 
gives a solid understanding of structure, proportion, and symmetry. But guess what? Art 
helps me with Mathematics  too! When I draw and paint, I can show you cool 
Mathematics  stuff in a fun way, so that the subject  becomes more engaging and easier to 
grasp! 

 
Q. Which medium of painting do you like the most? 
A. Oil painting is my favourite medium of painting, but I'm also into acrylic pouring art! 

Both are super fun !  
 
Q. Which painting have you made that means a lot to you? 
A. The painting I made  of our esteemed Headmaster, Mr Navin Kumar Dixit, has given me 

a whole new level of recognition. So obviously, it’s one of my favourites and special to me. 
Apart from that, my recent ‘Mediterranean Landscape ‘is a creation that fills me with joy !  

 
Q. Well, taking the idea further, what inspired you to draw a portrait of our esteemed 

Headmaster? 
A. Well, it all started when the Headmaster found out I enjoyed painting. In a light-hearted 

moment, he challenged me, saying, 'I won't believe it until I see it!' I remember asking him 
if I should paint, and he laughed, clarifying he was just joking. But the idea sparked 
something in me. I offered to paint his portrait, and to my surprise, he agreed. It was a 
wonderful opportunity to capture his character, and I'm so glad I did.

Q. What was the most challenging part of making this painting? 
A. For any artist creating a portrait, the greatest challenge is to capture a person’s true 

expression and personality. My greatest challenge while creating this painting was to first 
capture Sir's benevolent nature, and then convey it through the expressions in his eyes. 

Q.  On a lighter note, are you dreaming of becoming a potential threat to all the 
accomplished Fine Arts teachers we have in the school (laugh)? 

A. Ha, ha, not a threat! More like a friendly competitor! I'm here to learn from our amazing 
art teachers and maybe, just maybe, one day I'll be able to create a masterpiece that rivals 
theirs. But seriously, I'm happy to be inspired by their incredible work! 

Aanya Jawanda
IX-E
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ASSORTED 

ART 
N A T U R E 

Avni Mishra, XI-Science

Sabrina, VIII-O Jasmehar Kaur Brar, X-E

ATHENA



AT
HE
NA

13

Sanaya Jain, X-E

Sabrina, VIII-O

Sabrina, VIII-O

Niharika Wahee, XII-Commerce
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Life has peculiar ways, especially when it 

comes to imparting some very important life 

lessons. Often, when life teaches you, it's the 

hard way, making sure that these lessons are 

well understood and help us improve for the 

better. I've had my share too and learnt some 

very important lessons last year. 

The session had started well, and all was 

going good with studies, hobbies & sports 

when something unexpected struck me 

down, literally. I had a nasty fall in school, 

during the second term exams, and broke my 

left elbow. It was a complex fracture, which 

needed an immediate  surgery .  The 

procedure kept me out of action for almost 

two months. Apart from the pain and the 

plaster that hung around my neck, it was the 

disappointment of not being able to 

participate in athletics and missing out on 

being part of the equestrian team on the 

Annual Sports Day, that was heartbreaking. I 

also missed the treks that I was so excited 

about. I learned how a brief, careless 

moment,  can turn out to be such a 

A lesson I learned the 

HARD WAY
humongous problem. I worked hard and 

finished the academic year with flying 

colors, but not without the support of my 

friends,  teachers and family.  With 

perseverance & hard work, I managed to 

overcome what looked like a hopeless 

situation.

This whole episode taught me many 

lessons. One, the importance of being 

careful in all our actions. Two, being 

impulsive and rash in our actions can put us 

a long way back. Three, giving up is never an 

option, with patience, perseverance & hard 

work, we can always bounce back, no matter 

how hopeless the situation. I thank the 

Almighty for being kind to me and guiding 

me through the tough times. From the 

lessons learned, I am hoping to fare better 

in the journey ahead, and that life continues 

to teach me, but not always the hard way.

 Fatehsher Singh Virk

VII-O
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WALKED FOR A MILE……
I had hardly walked for a mile, when I realized 
something was terribly wrong. The streets were 
unfamiliar. I had no memory of arriving there, 
all I knew was that I was alone in a town that 
felt silent and oddly unwelcoming. 

As I looked around, I noticed people staring at 
me, some were whispering to each other, some 
pointed out and laughed, and others simply 
turned away. It didn't take long for me to 
realize that this place isn't safe. Fear started 
building up, but I kept on going, hoping, I'd 
find a way out. 

After a while the streets changed, the 
pavement turned rough, the buildings looked 
old and broken down, and the sky grew darker. 
There was hardly any noise or traffic; there 
were just empty streets filled with an 
unfamiliar silence. It was just me, walking 
deeper into these unknown streets. 

Then I spotted a narrow dirty path leading into 
the woods beside the endless streets. With no 
other option to find a way out, I decided to go 
in the woods. The trees stood tall, their bare 
branches stretching like long arms across the 
path. Every step I took, on the dry leaves, 

echoed in the silence. I kept looking back, 
thinking that there was someone behind me, 
following, but there was no one. 

The further I went, the more lost I felt. There were 
no signs, no lights, nothing. My imagination ran 
wild, deliberating various scenarios. Would I ever 
get out of this place? What if I disappeared here 
forever, like in those movies?

I started to panic and ran wildly, crashing through 
the woods. I was hysterical, blindly stumbling 
through, desperate to find a way out. Just when the 
fear became too much to handle, everything 
started to fade, and then I suddenly woke up. 

I was on a train, my head resting on the window 
sill, the sound of the wheels filled my ears. People 
around me were sitting quietly, busy in their own 
work. 

Well, it had to have been a weird and terrifying 
dream after all, I tried to convince myself. At that 
moment, I noticed that something was stuck to my 
sleeve. 

It was a dry leaf.

                                            Gurjas Kaur

                                                          VIII-E

I Had Hardly 
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THE LIBRARY
A LOVE LETTER TO THE 
BEST PART OF SCHOOL 

Dear Library, 

While others raced to the canteen, armed 

for battle over the last patty, I slipped 

quietly into you—my peaceful kingdom of 

wooden chairs, humming fans, and the 

ever-watchful eyes of Lord Jesus and His 

Highness Maharaja dhiraj Yadavindra A

Singh on the walls.

You've been more than just a room. You've 

been a movie theatre for my imagination. 

Every book I touched, turned into a 

blockbuster in my mind, with dramatic 

music, slow-motion scenes, and the kind of 

plot twists that made me gasp so loudly, I 

got hushed by the librarian. Twice.

My reading journey began at three, thanks 

to my dad and 'The Gingerbread Man'. 

What started as a “read this now” moment, 

turned into a lifelong obsession. And you, 

dear Library, became the quiet stage 

where that obsession thrived.

You introduced me to thrillers like 'The Silent Patient,' 

fairy tales-turned-royalty in 'The Selection,' "Chaos in 

AGGGTM, and the Fierce Soul of Draupadi." But 

perhaps most dangerously, you handed me 'Tom Gates.' I 

laughed like it was a full-blown comedy movie, drawing 

stares from confused classmates. I honestly think I owe 

my entire sense of humour to that series—it taught me 

that being weird is wonderful.

Thank you—for never judging my re-reads, my late 

returns, or my dramatic gasps mid-sentence. 

You are the only part of school that felt like mine. My 

story. My escape. My beginning.

Forever yours, 

The Little Girl Who Stayed for One Chapter… and 

Never Left 

Aradhita Baadhwar 

XI-Arts 
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TEN DAYS. TWO COUNTRIES. 

ONE UNFORGETTABLE EXPERIENCE.
Our school’s educational trip to the United Kingdom 

wasn’t just a break from textbooks for me, it felt like 

stepping into a giant, open classroom where every 

moment had something to learn. 

We started from London, and honestly, it felt like 

walking through a movie. I got to click selfies with wax 

legends at Madame Tussauds, and then at the Sea Life 

Aquarium  watching the glowing jellyfish float around 

felt straight out of a dream. Besides those breath-

taking sights and our shopping spree in Oxford at 

Bicester Village had me in a tizzy. Then came Oxford 

University-walking through the university’s cobbled 

streets and grand old buildings gave me goosebumps. 

Our guide kept us on our toes with quizzes and I 

somehow managed to win a  T-shirt and, believe me, it 

made my day. That day I realised that learning is 

joyful and different when you’re standing right where 

history was made.  Manchester was next and it was a 

pure adrenaline booster !  I’m not even a football fan, 

but  standing inside the Manchester United Stadium 

was surreal. The Legoland Discovery Centre brought 

out the child in all of us. Glasgow had us deep- diving 

into science at the Science Centre. I tried my hand at a 

car-racing activity still convinced the track was rigged, 

walked through illusion rooms that threw me off my 

balance completely and sat in the planetarium which 

was absolutely mesmerising . 

In Edinburgh, I climbed to the top of the Stirling 

Castle, wandered through the magic of Camera 

Obscura, and got completely spun around in the 

mirror maze. The whole city felt magical  !And finally, 

Loch Ness. No, I didn’t spot Nessie sadly but the 

peace and silence there were the perfect ending to all 

the laughter, and learning we’d gathered   in ten days. 

It was serene, beautiful, and exactly what we had 

needed to wind things down . But, , somewhere in the 

midst of  all this , we heard of  the tragic Ahmedabad 

plane crash, which  shook us. Being far away and still 

hearing such sad tidings reminded me how lucky we 

were to be safe, supported and surrounded by the 

people who guided every step of our way. 

‘A Big ThankYou’ to our worthy Headmaster for 

giving us this chance to learn, explore, and come back 

richer with experiences and stories that will stay with 

us written in indelible ink to last a lifetime ! 

                                        Sohila Shavinder Singh 

XI-Arts
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Myraa Kansal, VI-O

ATHENA
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Harlin Kaur, VI-N

Jasmehar Kaur Brar, X-E Avni Mishra, XI-Science
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ASSORTED ART 
L A N D S C A P E  A N D  S E A S C A P E

Aahana Jain, VI-N

ATHENA
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Fareen Kang, VIII-O Sanaya Jain, X-E

Avni Mishra, XI-Science Parinaina Bandohal, XI-Commerce

AT
HE
NA



ATHENA

22

A Comic Strip by Tejas Kaur, XI Arts

ONLINE CLASSES 2.0
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AND UNLIKE LAST TIME, THE BREAK, WAS
ONLY A WEEK LONG THIS TIME, THE ONLINE
ENJOYMENT SOON CAME TO BREAK.....
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I don't say much. I don't need to.

I just follow her, always have. Through quiet streets, classrooms, and chaos. Most 
days, I go unnoticed, just a blur behind her steps. But that day? I noticed everything.

It wasn't a big day. Nothing loud, nothing shiny. But she was light, you know that 
kind of light that comes from the inside, as if she'd finally realized what happiness 
meant to her. That was the day.

I stayed close, like I always do. I watched her spin under the sun, not caring who saw. 
I heard her laugh with her whole chest…not that polite, fake laugh, but the real one. 
And when the breeze passed, I saw her close her eyes and smile, as if she could feel 
something more than just wind.

I don't think she knew that memory would stay. But I did. I remember the shape of 
her joy that day, the ease in her step, the way she forgot to worry.

If I could give her anything, I'd give her that feeling again.

I may be her shadow, but I only show up when there's light.

…Still walking behind her !

Mehramat Kaur

VIII-E
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Scrolling is easy. After what feels like 

two minutes, you realise it's already been 

an hour and it's dark outside. You just 

zone out , not realising how much time 

you've wasted. For me, if I were to ever 

choose between  horse riding and 

scrolling, riding would win every single 

time.

Equestrian has never been just a sport I 

play for medals. It is the one thing that 

means more to me than anything else. 

I've learnt how to work with an animal 

who could easily throw me off mid- 

jump, but who I'd still feed carrots to ten 

minutes later. I've had tough rides, hard 

falls, messy braids, I've lost horses that 

meant greatly to me but after all that I've 

made the best memories of my life with 

this sport and I wouldn't ever trade all of 

this just to scroll on a screen.

Scrolling, on the other hand, feels easy 

but it just drains you. You just get stuck 

in a loop scrolling past random videos. 

It's not challenging, risky, productive 

and it certainly cannot give me the thrill 

that riding can ! 

I've had days where my boots were 

covered in mud, my horse was in a bad 

mood, everything felt so difficult ,but 

this sport isn't something you give up on 

a bad day, It's something you fall in love 

with and never look back !  I've learnt 

more from one horse than hours of 

videos could ever teach me.

Horse riding is not always perfect .But 

despite the grief of losing my favourite 

horse, and even with the fear,  it has 

WHY I WOULD RATHER 

RIDE HORSES THAN SCROLL …!!!
given me joy that no amount of screen time could ever match 

up to.

It  has formed a part of me that nothing else can replace, 

especially not a screen ! 

Shamsheer Kaur Randhawa
IX-P 
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BOARDING LIFE... IN YPS
 INTRODUCTION

Hello everyone, I am Yuvraj Singh Gill, a student 

of Class VIII-E. I am writing this article to share 

my experience of the boarding life, here at YPS, 

Patiala

ABOUT

I joined this school in 2020 during the COVID-19 

pandemic when I was in Class IV. Boarding life 

has allowed me to make many friends and instill 

discipline in my daily routine. In this school, we 

have a wide range of games, hobbies, and 

programmes to keep us engaged.

LITERAL LIFE IN BOARDING

On my first day at boarding school, everything 

seemed normal and I didn't feel the absence of my 

mother. However, the second day was challenging 

,as I missed my parents and cried a lot. Despite 

the initial difficulties, I managed to get through 

the night. Now, as an NCC cadet, I have learned 

to be independent, prioritize my health, and 

engage in sports activities.

OUR ROUTINE

Our day at boarding school starts early with a 

wake-up call at 4:45 AM. We then make our beds, 

get ready, have refreshments and participate in 

morning PT. During morning PT, we jog to the 

stadium, do exercises, jog two rounds around the 

stadium, and return.

After the morning routine, we take a bath, change 

into our uniforms, and have breakfast. It takes us 

5-10 minutes to reach our classroom from the 

boarding house. We attend the assembly, have 

classes throughout the day, and return to the 

boarding house for lunch.

After lunch, we have a rest period of one to two 

hours, followed by a tea break and then engage in 

sports activities. We then have self-study sessions or 

tuitions where teachers assist us in our studies.

THE THING I LIKE THE MOST

Here, we have the most beautiful day, Sunday. On 

Sundays, we have our rouser at 7:00am and we have 

our phone calls on this day. The routine is same but 

different from the normal days. This day we have 

access to the multi - purpose hall, common room, 

billiards hall and the lawn tennis court.

We have a movie night this day in the Auditorium 

which is selected by the teachers and our 

Housemasters / Mistress. The list is given by the 

students and is shortlisted by the Housemaster / 

Mistress for an appropriate time. 

CONCLUSION 

Each student in the boarding house is assigned a 

pastoral care teacher who helps us with all our  

problems and concerns. Our day concludes with 

dinner after prep time, where we pray for our well-

being. We have access to common rooms where we 

can watch television and use computers before 

ending the day with a peaceful night's sleep.

THANK YOU

Yuvraj Singh Gill 

VIII-E
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Once, my teacher said: “A man is a product of the 

five people around him.” That thought struck me 

deeply. I began to reflect: “Who are the people I 

surround myself with? Am I really growing or 

gaining anything?”

I realized that I needed a change in my 

surroundings. I decided to step out of my comfort 

zone and start motivating myself. Each morning, 

I would remind myself: “Today is my day, and I 

must give my best.” If I failed to manage it well, I 

knew I would only be wasting time.

As soon as I adopted this mind-set, my entire day 

transformed. Everything started falling into 

place. I realized that internal peace matters as 

much as external success, because a whole day 

can easily get consumed by endless tasks.

I began channelling my energy into positive 

activities—reading motivational books, writing 

my thoughts in a notebook, and observing the 

world around me. Slowly, I understood a 

valuable truth: “A man is judged by the company 

he keeps.”

So, I made a conscious effort to surround myself 

with positive, progressive people. After doing so, 

I realized how influential good company can 

be—shaping not only our habits but also our 

confidence and vision. This inspired me to take 

part in assemblies, debates, and even auditions 

for plays and Model United Nations (MUNs).

With time, I gained immense confidence and 

began to dream big. I learned to listen carefully to 

my teachers, drawing life lessons from their 

wisdom. One of the most powerful lessons I 

embraced was the ability to say “NO”—to 

people, situations, or habits that did not serve 

me.

I learned to do what makes me feel positive, to 

find joy in the small blessings around me, and to 

stay away from people who spread insecurity or 

envy. I reminded myself constantly that there will 

always be good people in this world, and that 

every problem has a solution.

Above all, I discovered that there are people who 

truly love you, people whose day becomes 

brighter simply because you are a part of it.

This journey of self-motivation and realization 

continues to shape me, transforming my 

personality day by day until I become truly 

invincible.

I believe in this quote:

“Surround yourself with those who lift you 

higher” …. Oprah Winfrey

                                                                                                             

Bhai Prithvi Singh, IX-P

 Proud Boarder of YPS, Patiala.
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A HEART SET FREE 



ATHENA

28

IT’S GOOD !’
There is a form of creative expression for everybody. Walter Sir’s 

collection of wood work stands a testament to our belief.

‘TOUCH ,
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CAMPUS CAPTURED
Some breathtaking shots taken by 
our staff and students within the 
school premises

30
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ONCE UPON A TIME…! 
AMUSING FACTS ABOUT YPS 
1. YPS that today has a strength of over 100 staff members and 1500 students, began 

with 9 teachers and 21 students only 

2. The first Headmaster of the school, Rai Bahadur Dhani Ram Kapila, was first 

brought to Patiala under heavy police and military surveillance. This became essential 

because  the country was passing through turbulent times soon after its partition.

3. The first student on school rolls was Harinder Singh Attari. He rose to become a 

Colonel in the Indian Army and continued visiting the school till late 

4. YPS remained an all boys’ school for the first 6 years. It turned co-educational only in 

the year 1954. The first girl student on the rolls was Amarjeet Kaur. 

5. For the first few years, apart from the main building, classes were also held in the 

Bhupinder Kothi, which is a part of the GCW Campus across the road now.

6. The School Stadium, one of the unique assets Yadavindrians are so proud of, was 

built as an Olympic ground in 1941 for the holding of the All India Games of 1944. 

The ground served as a training site for Olympic Athletes, with sports legend and 

former Olympian Padamshree Milkha Singh also practising here in the 1960s.  

7. Prior to the school possessing its own swimming pool in 1987, the school staff and 

students used the Army swimming pool in the vicinity for practice. 

8. Water polo was one of the games played in the school once.

9. The Yadavindra Gold Medal is one of the most prestigious awards given at the 

Academic Day every year. Amusing as it may sound, for the first few years, the 

Yadavindra Gold medal awarded to winners was made of real gold. Some proud 

recipients of the medal of the good old days still carry it whenever they visit their alma 

mater 

10. The school’s composition in its Silver Jubilee Year of 1973 was 546 boys and girls. 

Interestingly, 115 of them were overseas students, mainly from  England, Thailand, 

Canada, Malaysia and a few African countries.
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SCHOOL BUILDING 
IN 

OLD TIMES  
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PRACTICES OF THE PAST 
THE SERVING DAYS  - 

Students of senior classes were allotted serving days 

as they would serve diligently at the afternoon 

meals. This was done with the aid and assistance of 

the school mess staff.

To add, in those days each House had its own  

kitchen and dining hall and they  used to have their 

meals separately, unlike the present times, when we 

all have the meals together in one Central Dining 

Hall. 

PRIDE, PERKS AND PRIVILEGES OF A HOUSE 

CAPTAIN  -

House Captains used to have their own separate 

cabin with other necessary paraphernalia to 

facilitate them in their work in the boarding house 

building.

‘ON DUTY‘ - 

Once, the students, in one way, played a more active 

role even in the  administrative affairs of the school. 

One student, every day, would be nominated to sit 

outside the Headmaster’s office at a desk termed, 

’On Duty’. He / she would do all the work-big or 

small-for the Headmaster for that particular day (at 

times, was even summoned into the office to 

interact with the Headmaster). The idea was to 

inculcate the precious value of dignity of labour 

amongst the students and make them more self-

reliant and confident. 

MUSICAL NIGHTS

The musical night, traditionally held in the month of 

November, was an evening marked by various dance 

and musical performances, capped off with a vibrant 

fashion show. Different from the competitive inter 

houses, this was a night meant solely to unite 

everyone and celebrate the artistic talent of YPS. 

FOOD FIESTA, FOOD CARNIVAL 

Held in the front lawns, the food carnival was YPS’ 

annual celebration of culinary arts. Students 

participated enthusiastically in various competitive 

events and set up exhibition stalls to display their 

own cooking prowess. Famous nutritionists were 

often invited as judges for what was one of the most 

anticipated days of the year.

WHEN SATURDAY MEANT SHOWTIME  -

The story goes before the advent of the multi-media 

and the AI technology, when watching a movie was 

no less than an event. To provide the students, 

especially the boarders, a much – needed break 

from the week long hectic schedule, a movie show 

was planned every Saturday evening. The movie was 

shown through the big old time projector. The 

venue of this weekly movie kept changing from the 

old Carpentry shed (the staff car parking now) to 

behind the old Phulkian House building (the new 

residential block now), the Central Dining Hall, the 

assembly area and  finally, the Tennis practice wall 

which till date stands in the boarding house area. 

Though, we know that the practice has been revived 

now with the boarders watching a movie in the 

school auditorium every weekend.  

A look back at the different traditions, customs and practices 

of our school that defined previous eras
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SCHOOL BUILDING 
IN 

TIMES OF YORE!
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A FUN TALK WITH 
THE YOUNGEST YADAVINDRIAN
In the candid charm of our youngest Yadavindrian's answers, we find innocence at its 
best-raw, funny, and straight from the heart ! 
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Q.  What is your name? 

A. Amaira Jindal

Q. How old are you? 

A. Five (She's actually three and a half, but who are we to argue with such confidence?)

Q. Which class do you study in?

A. YPS (We think she means 'Nursery', but 'YPS ' works too…)

Q. What do you want to be when you grow up? 

A. School (Clearly, she has already figured out her life goals)

Q. What is your favourite fruit? 

A. Mangoes (Aha, that's  right !) 

Q. What is your favourite colour? 

A. Green (Right again !) 

Q. Actually, what's your favourite colour? (We asked again because three-year-old are 
allowed to change their minds) 

A. Yellow (See, what we mean!)

Q.  Who's your favourite teacher?

A.  ….( deep contemplation ) 

Q.  What is your favourite subject? 

A. YPS ( Consistent with her earlier career aspirations)

Q. What's the best thing about YPS?

A.  Mangoes 

Q. Do you have any brothers or sisters? 

A. Brother (We assume  this means ,'yes')

Q. Do you have friends at school?

A. Yes….( Names withheld !) 

Q. What is 1+1?

A.  2 (Great, Amaira!)

Q. What is ∫o¹ 8x / (x² + 1)² dx?

A.  2  (Why mess with a  winning formula?  If it worked once, it'll work again! )

Interviewers- Thank you, Amaira ! 

Anubhav Verma, XII-Science
Renee Dhadli, XII-Science

Shreevardhan Dev Thapliyal, XI-Science
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I saw him. He had no name. Skipping 

down the road with a contented smile 

and spark in his eyes, he pierced the 

heart of strangers rendering them. 

His very presence - a defiant 

proclamation - that love was not 

dead. Hunger was his eternal 

companion, yet his words, gentle and 

profound, unraveled the grief of 

those who had only ever known the 

cruelty of callous tongues. Touched 

by his kindness, they placed a `10 

note in his palm. He laughed, atonic, 

amused by the plight of man. He 

pitied those who took money for love 

as if affection could ever be bartered. 

All he longed for were a few kind 

words, rarer than gold in a world 

numbered by indifference. Nightfall 

haunted him, with the world stripped 

of its light, the streets lay barren - no 

footsteps, no passers-by, only his own 

shadow to keep him company. 

Alone, disappointed in himself he 

TH
E 

TR
AM

P laughed. Memories clawed at him from 

behind his eyes and he bled from his 

never healing wounds. The same eyes 

that brightened the days of the scorned 

now wept in solitude, harboring secrets 

too heavy to share. Hours slipped away. 

The sun stretched its golden finger over 

the horizon, and once again he rose. 

Watching the world start to stir again, he 

resumed his quiet journey-skipping 

down the road, a gentle defiance against 

despair. Seated beside a street dog, he 

rubbed his ears and spoke. He spoke 

when there was no one there to hear, no 

one there to judge. Perhaps this dog was 

the only l iving being that could 

understand him, see him for what he 

really was.. For neither bore a name, 

both mere tramps in the world's eyes.

Yet, he never let the world strip him of 

his kindness.

Vineet Sharma 

IX-E
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If animals could speak, they would tell us 

about their problems. They would tell 

humans to stop trapping them in cages and 

behind fences in zoos. They would ask us to 

stop throwing garbage and plastic everywhere 

in our surroundings, which could harm them. 

They would ask fishermen to catch only the 

fish they are licensed for and stop killing other 

marine animals like turtles and small sharks. 

They would warn fishermen to take care of 

their equipment so that it couldn't harm other 

sea animals.

They would request that humans not set up 

traps that might break their legs and cause 

harm. They would tell us where they want to 

go and for how long. They want and expect us 

to be kinder and more generous toward them 

and to stop damaging their habitats and 

natural homes. They would teach human 

beings how to treat them with care and 

kindness.

THE DAY THE 

ANIMALS 
TALK

Talking to animals would make our world much 

better. They would teach us how to live in 

harmony with nature without harming or 

disturbing it. If animals could speak, they would 

break down the wall between them and human 

beings. Animals' ability to speak might break 

the stereotypical belief of superiority among 

human beings.

A world where animals could speak would bring 

many challenges for human beings who think 

and consider themselves to be the only supreme 

power. The only thing human beings need to 

understand is that whether animals have the 

ability to speak or not, the whole planet belongs 

to every living being without discrimination or 

bias. Therefore, we should understand and 

respect animals by living together in harmony 

on this shared planet in a fairer way.

Pranav Bhatia

VI-O
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ASSORTED ART 
S T I L L  L I F E  P A I N T I N G

Avni Mishra, XI-Science Jannat, IX-N

Japman Sarin, X-E Jasmehar, X-E

ATHENA
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Jasmehar, X-E Kashvi Sofat, X-P

Pragun Bansal, X-O Saanvi Bansal, VI-P
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murderer is arrested and the bloodied weapon is 

found in his blazer pocket. Everyone is ready to 

believe this is the end. 

The psychological dance was exhausting, but was 

this the end? Hercule Poirot's 'little grey cells' said 

otherwise. His theory, deduction and meticulous 

methods lead to discoveries, which were 

unexpected. Captain Hastings, Poirot's best friend, 

narrates the story in his narrative, making it all the 

more interesting. Hastings, also mentions his own 

opinions leading to more important discoveries in 

the mania of the killer. 

The story altogether has a ready adrenaline rush in 

every turn. The A.B.C. Murders is filled with red 

herrings that keep the reader guessing until the 

shocking revelation. The A.B.C. Murders is a must-

read for fans of classic detective fiction. It's a 

thrilling blend of logic, misdirection, and 

psychological intrigue, proving once again why 

Agatha Christie remains the Queen of Mystery. 

Debating a single murder throughout the book 

sure gets a little boring, thus, Christie's serial killer 

keeps making the book interesting with every flip of 

the page. 

Naysa Gupta

X-N 

A LATE GREAT READ-
THE 

ABC 
M U R D E R S

The A.B.C. Murders, by the renowned "Queen of 

Crime," Agatha Christie, is a gripping murder 

mystery that showcases her brilliance in crafting 

suspense, thrill, and an unpredictable plot. This 

novel keeps readers hooked until the very end, 

delivering unexpected twists at just the right 

moments. 

The story begins with the daily life of a little 

Belgian detective whose intuition never fails him. 

Hercule Poirot receives a letter by mail, leading 

into a cat mouse chase. The letters signed A.B.C, 

challenge the clever foreigner into cracking the 

mystery he was laying out. 

The serial killer has a childish love for leaving 

behind ABC Railway Guides next to the body of 

the dead. With the murders happening and no 

specific pattern visible, who to protect? It is the law 

of the Universe, that once you start getting away 

with things, you become confident. You let your 

guard down and unconsciously make mistakes. 

The murderer is travelling from Andover to 

Bexhill and down to Cranchester in alphabetical 

order but the fourth murder in Doncaster 

somewhat raises suspicions as the killed man's 

initials are not 'D' but 'E'. Here the suspected 

“Murder is a very simple crime. But, at 

the hands of a maniac, a serial killer, it 

becomes a very complicated business.”

"

"
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A LATE GREAT READ 

“Of Pegs, Palaces and the People” is a new book 

written by Harshit Narang, who happens to be my 

maternal uncle.  He is an alumnus (Head Boy for 

the session 2006-2007) of Yadavindra Public 

School, the same school where I study, which 

made me feel even more proud and excited to read 

his work. He is . presently, a civil servant working 

in Delhi, and his deep love for history and 

storytelling clearly reflects in his writing.

The book is a collection of short stories that 

beautifully explore the heritage, culture, and 

historical richness of our very own state Punjab. 

Each story takes the reader into the world of old 

forts, palaces, and villages, introducing us to the 

the people who once lived there — from brave 

kings and warriors to simple villagers who did 

extraordinary things and achieved extraordinary 

feats . 

But, perhaps, what  I loved the most is how the 

author has managed to blend real history  with 

imagination, making the stories deeply engaging 

and full of emotion. 

My favourite story , anyway, is about the legendary  

Sheesh Mahal which has been described so vividly 

that I could almost see its shining mirrors and royal 

charm before me as I read. 

In short, I feel this  book has brought me closer to 

my roots and reminded me that history, actually,  

lives through the  people and the stories we 

remember.

                                   Hridyaansh Kapil

X-N

“ OF PEGS , PALACES AND PEOPLE” 
–HARSHIT NARANG (OY ) 

FROM THE AUTHOR 

“ The book was compiled with the sole intention of preserving the stories from Punjab for 

the next generation. I have taken liberties in introducing certain characters to make 

the storytelling interesting. However, the basic theme and plot of the stories have 

been kept unchanged. I hope whoever reads this book, enjoys it” 
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When I grow up I want to be a famous Tennis 

player. I enjoy the sport because it 

challenges both the body and the mind all 

together. Every match is like a puzzle that 

needs quick thinking, smart moves and 

strong focus. I feel excited when I hold a 

racquet and start hitting the ball because it 

makes me feel strong, fast and free. My 

dream i s  to  p lay  in  in te rna t iona l 

tournaments and face the best players in the 

world. I want to compete at places like the 

Wimbledon and the U.S Open, where 

legends are made. Winning trophies and 

representing my country would be an honor, 

but what matters most is playing with heart 

and giving my best every time. I know the 

journey will not be easy. It will take long 

hours of practice, physical fitness and 

mental toughness.  But I am ready to work 

hard and stay focused in my dream because I 

believe that I can do it. I also want to inspire 

young athletes to follow their passion just 

WHAT I WANT 
TO BE WHEN I 

GR    W UP.....

like I will. I want to train with the best 

coaches and travel to different countries 

to play matches. I will make new friends, 

learn about new cultures and represent 

India with pride. I also would like to be 

kind and respectful to my coaches and 

teammates. Being a famous Tennis 

player is not only about being a good 

human being, but to learn from my 

mistakes and never give up, even if I lose 

a match. When I become a champion, I 

will also help children who want to play 

tennis but do not have money or 

equipment. I will also start a Tennis 

academy where young athletes can learn 

Tennis for free. Being a Tennis player is, 

above all, about the love for the game. 

That is why, when I grow up, I want to be 

known not only for my wins and my 

game but also for my spirit. 

Jiya Dhody

VI-N
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 To say education is important is an understatement. Education is a weapon to improve one's life. It is 

probably the most important tool to change one's life. Education of a child begins at home. It is a lifelong 

process that ends with death. Education certainly determines the quality of an individual's life. Education 

improves one's knowledge, skills and develops the personality and attitude. Most noteworthy, it affects the 

chances of employment for people. A highly educated individual is probably very likely to get a good job.

 Education helps in spreading knowledge in society. This is 

probably the most noteworthy aspect of propagation. 

There is quick propagation of knowledge in an 

educated society. It helps in the development 

and innovation of technology. Important 

developments in computers, medicine 

and other fields take place due to 

education. It is like a ray of light in 

darkness. It is the basic right of 

every human on this planet. To 

d e n y  t h i s  r i g h t  i s  e v i l . 

Uneducated youth is the 

worst thing for humanity.

 "The most beautiful thing 

about learning is that no 

one can take it away from 

you"

 It empowers individuals by 

equ ipp ing  them wi th 

k n o w l e d g e ,  c r i t i c a l 

t h i n k i n g  s k i l l s  a n d 

conf idence .  I t  enables 

people to understand the 

world around them. Thus, 

education not only serves to 

maintain social norms but also 

acts  as  a  cata lys t  for  soc ia l 

development

 Suhavi Walia 
VIII-O

EDUCATION
ROLE AND RELEVANCE
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Every school has its painters who conceive their coloured memories — the ones whose names 

may not be on the honour boards, but whose presence is woven into the very walls of the place. 

At our school, that name is Babloo Bhaiya.

His hands have shaped more than just murals and statues—they’ve shaped the spirit of our 

corridors, the warmth of our classrooms, and the memories that linger long after the paint has 

dried.

“I’ve been working in YPS for 27 years,” says Babloo Bhaiya, his voice steady but filled with 

quiet pride. “I joined in 1998. Back then, I was just a watchman.”

His journey since then is nothing short of inspiring; from guarding the school gates to helping 

at the swimming pool, tending the grounds, and later ensuring the school’s cleanliness. But 

fate, it seems, had colour waiting for him.
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“In 2002, when Mr. R.P. Devgan joined the school, I had 

painted a few murals near the pool,” he recalls with a modest 

smile. “He saw them, liked them, and told me to assist the 

Senior School Art Department.”

Since then, Babloo Bhaiya’s hands have become part of YPS 

history itself. His creativity breathes through the very walls 

and corners of the school. The iconic Dolphin Fountain by 

the swimming pool where laughter, splashes, and sunlight 

meet stands as one of his proudest creations. “That fountain 

is very close to my heart,” he says softly. “It carries not just 

water, but years of patience, fine art, and mural work, a bit of 

every art form I love.”

The vibrant glass-painted windows of the Foundation Wing 

shimmer with his touch too-their colours changing with every 

passing hour of sunlight, much like the generations of 

students who’ve walked by them.

His art isn’t just decoration; it’s a story of belonging. The 

statues of cricket, squash, and tennis players, sculpted as a 

collaborative effort between him and the students, stand as 

symbols of teamwork, pride, and passion. 

Each curve, each colour, each brushstroke 

carries a piece of his devotion-a devotion 

that never asked for recognition, only 

purpose.

“When I work with the children,” he says 

with a quiet smile, “I feel I’m passing 

something on. Maybe they’ll remember that 

art isn’t only in galleries -it’s right here, 

where we live and learn.”

When asked what keeps him going after all 

these years, Babloo Bhaiya’s answer is 

simple yet profound.

“The school is my livelihood,” he says. “It 

has done a lot for me and has always 

supported me and my ideas. I always have 

a sense of working for the school in me 

and that’s what motivates me every day.”

There’s no trace of pride in his tone, only 

gratitude. His words carry the warmth of 

someone who has found not just a 

workplace, but a home a place that 

recognized his talent, believed in his 

vision, and gave him the space to grow.

As I look around the campus today, I 

realise that Babloo Bhaiya’s work is not 

just part of the school, it is the school. His 

colours breathe life into our mornings, his 

sculptures greet us between classes, and 

his quiet dedication lingers in every 

corner. He has built more than murals and 

fountains; he has built memories, pride, 

and belonging.

Years from now, new students will walk 

through these gates, unaware of the man 

behind the art that surrounds them. Yet, 

in every brushstroke and every ripple of 

the dolphin fountain, his legacy will live 

on, silent, steadfast, and shining. Because 

some people don’t just work for a place; 

they become its spirit. And for YPS, that 

spirit will always be Babloo Bhaiya.

Shreevardhan Dev Thapliyal 

XI-Science 
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‘DEH SHIVA BAR MOHE…’
O, Great Lord ! I pray to thee. Grant me the boon that I will never deviate from the path of 

righteousness ; that I will fight the battle of life dauntlessly and claim victory with conviction,

O Lord, I cherish Your presence in my mind and nurse the highest ambition to sing Your 

praises. 

I aspire to leave this mortal world, fighting with exemplary courage.

‘SANT JANA MIL….’ 
One ought to sing the praises of the Almighty in the gracious company of  holy saints, In doing 

so, the pain and suffering of millions of our births will be eradicated and all our heart’s desired 

will be fulfilled. 

Lord is kind and benevolent. He has very kindly blessed us with His Holy Name. Those who 

remember Him, stay in bliss and the grace of the Holy Lord always shines upon them. 

It is a known fact and an established truth that true understanding cannot be obtained without 

the Grace of God. 

‘MAN TAN TERA…’ 
The whole Universe is the creation of the all- pervasive and omnipresent God. 

Whatever a man possesses- his mind, his body, his wealth – are bestowed by Him.

O Lord, You are all powerful and all power comes from you. I bow down and fall at your feet. I 

surrender and resign myself to Your will. I act as it pleases You, or rather as You cause me to 

act. I have form faith that You are kind and compassionate. Only those who remember You in 

all their thoughts and actions, can reach You. 

‘JO MAANGE THAKUR…’ 
God always gives us what we seek. Guru Nanak is the voice of God. Whatever he says, 

whatever he speaks, turns out to be true in this life and beyond. God has spread his power in all 

four directions and kept His Healing Hand on the heads of his people. Looking at us  with His 

gracious eyes, He saves us from all pain and suffering  and  protects us  from all evils. 

                                                        Mr. Sukhpal Singh 

(HOD, Indian Languages Department)

THE WORD GO D !
A Translation Of The Punjabi Prayers Recited At YPS

FROM 
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We all know AI. Yes, the super smart 

AI we use in our daily lives. What's so 

wrong with it? That's what we rarely 

think about while using it. Sometimes 

we forget it can be harmful, too.  

That's the problem.

In today's world, everyone turns to AI 

too quickly. Whether it's for a project 

or some tips for writing essays, 

poems, etc. The problem is that the 

human mind is creative unlike AI's, 

but we always forget that. We have 

fallen into the habit of  relying  on AI 

for everything, which is making our 

minds lazy.

 This reminds me of a theory that my 

mom once told me about–the Theory 

of Extinction. She told me how our 

tailbone went extinct over time 

because we stopped using it. I fear the 

same may happen with our minds too 

IS AI OVER-SHADOWING THE HUMAN MIND?
if we  stop processing and stop using it 

. 

We, sometimes, feel that AI is 

smarter than us,  but aren't we, the 

humans , are the ones who created it? 

So what's the point of feeling weak in 

comparison to it? AI can write poems, 

but it cannot  add the emotions like a 

human can. AI can write stories but 

cannot add feelings into it like a 

human can AI can write an essay but, 

perhaps, cannot  make it as creative 

as a human being can. 

To sum up, AI is definitely a great 

thing to use, but we should draw a line 

and keep a limit when  using it.  We 

should not let AI replace or take over 

the unique capabilities of our mind                                                                                                        

Gurnaaz

VI- P 
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It was 7:30 in the morning. Aneesa had 

missed her alarm and was running late for 

school and had no time for breakfast, so 

she decided just to have a glass of milk and 

call it “breakfast”. But as she was pouring 

the milk, it spilled, creating a puddle 

everywhere, which made it look like a 

milk- crime scene, waiting to be solved by 

detectives. Aneesa sighed in frustration! 

She was already late, grumpy, and even 

her hair was in  a mess. And this spillage 

was probably the  last straw ! 

Suddenly, her mom came from behind 

and seeing the milk spilled, jokingly 

repeated the famous phrase, “No, my 

child, don’t cry over spilled milk!” 

Hearing this, Aneesa murmured,” But 

what if I want to?” “ Then cry !”, her mom 

said. Aneesa was startled. She didn’t think 

that her mom had heard, but she had   

(You may call it a mother’s super hearing 

powers). 

Aneesa stood frozen for a second, just 

staring at the milk that had spilled. Then, 

suddenly, tears welled up in  her eyes.

“I don’t know why I am even crying !” she 

said. Her mother said nothing but knelt 

beside, pulled her in a soft hug and wiping  

her face with the end of her sleeves.

“Maybe ,it’s all isn’t about the milk.” said 

(BUT WHAT IF I WANT TO ? )

DON’T CRY OVER SPILLED MILK ! 

her mother. Aneesa gave a nod of 

agreement.

“I am just so tired. Everything feels like 

it’s too much”,  said Aneesa . 

They both sat in silence, knowing today 

was just one of those days. Then, Aneesa 

got up to clean the spillage and a clear 

thought passed her mind-It was not about 

the milk: it never was !

Srija Jain

XI-Commerce



"The grass is always greener on the other side." We 

all must have heard this remark at least once. While 

looking for opportunities next door, we must realize 

that opportunity is always under our feet. We don't 

have to go anywhere. All we need to do is recognize 

it. When our attitude is right, we realize that we are 

walking on acres and acres of diamonds.

Hassan Ali the protagonist of the story, was a 

famous farmer who was satisfied and grateful. He 

was barely able to make ends meet with his crops, 

but whatever the cultivation, he was always pleased 

and grateful. He never complained about living 

below the poverty line.

One day, a wise man came to him and told him about 

the glory, honour, and power that diamonds bring. 

The wise man said, "If you had a diamond the size of 

your thumb, you could probably buy your own city. If 

you had a diamond the size of your fist, you could 

probably own your own country." Then the wise man 

left. Hassan became unhappy and discontented, 

feeling dejected and melancholic.

The next day, Hassan made arrangements to sell his 

farm to a known trader, Omar Faiscal. He took his 

family and went off in search of diamonds. He tried 

to find them but couldn't. He looked all over Africa 

but found nothing. He tried Europe but wasn't 

successful. By the time he reached Spain, he was 

emotionally, physically, and financially depleted. 

He was so disheartened that he committed suicide 

by throwing himself into the Barcelona River.

Back home, Omar, who had bought the farm, was 

watering plants at the stream that ran through the 

property. The rays of the morning sun hit a stone 

across the stream and made it sparkle like a rainbow. 

He thought the stone would look good in his living 
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room, so he picked it up and put it on 

his mantle.

That afternoon, the wise man 

returned and asked, "Is Hassan 

back?" Omar replied, "No, why do 

you ask?" The wise man said, 

"Because that is a diamond. I 

recognize one when I see one. Come, 

I will show you. There are many 

more." They went and picked 

samples to send for analysis. Sure 

enough, the stones were diamonds. 

In fact, they found that the farm was 

covered with acres of diamonds!

The grass is always greener on the 

other side. While we are eyeing the 

grass on the other side, others are 

eyeing the grass on our side. They 

would be happy to trade places with 

us!

Prabhsimran Kaur

XII-Arts
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1.  “Our real strength lies not just in fulfilling our  dreams, but in our ability to 

turn barriers into bridges”  - Parinaina Bhandohal, XI-Commerce 

2. Mistakes are the battles which everybody has to fight - Enaayat Bhutani, 
IX- P 

3. History becomes disappointing when you  know that you cannot change it - 
Hemayat Cheema, XI-Arts 

4. Making one more mistake won’t make you late, it will give you an 

opportunity to learn one more new thing - Rasha Dhaliwal, XII Science 

5.  A lie can destroy your life, but a white lie can make it flowers and rainbow - 
Sanaya Jain, X-E

6. The happy days will one day find their way home , and the dark days will 

then roam lonely - Inaara Jagirdar, VI-P 

7. A wound to us may just be a scratch to the society - Sohila  Shavinder Singh, 
XI -Arts 

8. Loneliness is the blade that makes us bleed silently - Sohila Shavinder 
Singh, XI-Arts 

9. Every new day brings new adventures for us. There are times when I look up 

at the night sky and smile, and then there are times when the crescent moon 

hangs low by my bedroom window, and looks at me sympathetically - Anhad 
Kaur, IX-N

10. Love is rising above our disabilities and unconditionally caring for others - 
Naysa Gupta, X-N  

11.  Forgiveness is not about losing your respect, it's always about securing the 

relationship - Krishna Mittal, XI-Commerce  

12. Dreams have the power to create as well as to destroy – Karanveer Singh, 
XI-Arts 

13. Success is far greater than making money. It is about making an impact, 

being grateful and not losing hope easily! - Srija Jain, XI-Commerce 

14. Dreams don't see logic, and that's the joy of it ! – Priyainder Kaur, XI -
Commerce 

15. Travel is celebration of life in the company of nature - Anubhav Verma , XII-
Science 

LINE OF THOUGHT 
Our Very Own Quotes



AT
HE
NA

53

It’s monsoon in its full glory

Brings forth many a  story 

In some corners, love stories silently bloom

Floods elsewhere bring destruction and gloom

The nature soon changes colour, its message is clear!

It’s Autumn now, it’s that time of the year

For many it’s time for festivals, laughter and balls

But hear a tree’s tale of heartbreak as the last leaf falls

Soon the winter comes knocking 

It witnesses new tales unlocking

Warm and cozy new year beginnings for some

But many- a- life fade into the invisible sun

It’s spring…as the wheel of time goes round

Life and colour and newness abound

Spring is about the death of death, many say

But what’s born in spring, dies in fall nature’s way

Come Summer , and days are bright full of light,

But scorching Sun shows no mercy at  height

Seasons come, and seasons go. 

Each with its high and low.

Just like birth, death is a fact

It’s nature’s style, its balancing act! 

                                                                                 

Parnika Makan

VIII-N 

THE 

DANCE 
OF 

NATURE



ATHENA

54

Beneath the wounds , the burns and  tears,

Lies one’s unique self.

Life is unfair when nobody cares,

Is it an obstacle  I asked myself?

For there is no true friend,

Only God and yourself you may trust,

Well, the world is cruel when you are scared and frightened,

Gratitude is recommended to mend the broken hearted

Never question or doubt your ability,

There will tough and stormy days,

But, you should walk tall through the journey,

And, do remember to help others for it pays   

When you are all alone,

Feeling lost in this world of wonder,

Remember God and all will be fine,

He is always with you, to stitch a life asunder 

He will help you if cornered,

Be active, work hard and not be lost,

Live in the present and learn from the past,

For living depends upon moving on,

And not living in the past.

Mannat Jayakanth Kaur

VI-P

LIFE IS 

ABOUT MOVING ON
As I packed my mat from the beach,

The orange sun going down,

It looked a little peach,

As the evening passed by.

When the tides rose,

It splashed on the shore,

It touched my nose,

The sparkling ocean water.

The sky turned purple,

As the birds flew away,

All nestled up together,

As the bay turned red.

Little shells were glistening,

On the rough brown sand,

I took a deep sigh,

As the water filled the land.

When the sky darkened,

I left for home,

The beach became smaller,

As I walked away.

Saanvi Bansal

VI-P

THE SUNSET
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A Monday morning , an early day 

Not every person’s favourite way 

A little sleep more that’s all I need 

But I know I have a big day to lead 

Dressing so slow, with eyes half closed

Drowsiness on me this morning had imposed

A sudden wake, a banging shout

And my whole schedule, flipped inside out

In my lost world, I skipped the time

But when I realized, it jumped to nine 

That moment I knew, that I was done

To save my life, I had to run!

Things of the dresser, flown everywhere 

The state pf my clothes, in utter despair

My bag and shoes, lying in the hall

All my hair fluffing up in a ball

Eggs in the cereal and juice in the pan

Messing my life in every way I can

Spilt on my shirt, while I ate

Today I knew, how my life I hate

MORNING MADNESS 
My bag on the table, my files on the chair

The rest of my stuff, I had no clue where

A second in the mirror, a little quick 

glance

At least I knew that my look had a chance

I locked the door, to my car I ran

An excuse to use, I had to plan

With a mind so tense, I turned my key

To my horror on the road, there is traffic I 

see

Missed the lift, up the stairs I went

My feet all sore, my back all bent

To my great surprise, what do I see?

No life in the building, but only me!

I looked around frantic, not one in sight

That’s when my mind had shed some light

It was a Sunday, as I did realize

My morning had gone mad, because 

I wasn’t too wise!

                                                                                                      

Yashica Jindal

X-E
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I once asked myself,

Do I believe in me?

Do I hold self-confidence,

Or just breathe uncertainty?

With a heavy sigh,

I opened my eyes -

There I stood in reflection,

Where the river whispers and flies.

It flowed around the rocks,

Each splash a quiet voice,

Echoing my effort,

My labor, not my choice.

I had worked through days,

Endless, without rest,

No time to pause or breathe,

Just hoping for my best.

And yet, I kept speaking -

To the self I used to doubt.

Softly, surely,

I began to figure it out.

Now the air feels clearer,

My steps, light and free.

With belief beside me,

I walk where I need to be.

A new path opens gently,

Its edges lined with grace.

Not an end, but a beginning -

And I meet it, face to face.

Saanvi Bansal

VI-P

When summer comes, I miss my school.

All the friends and teachers so cool,

No morning bells, no classroom rules,

I miss my friends and swimming pools.

I miss the jokes that my friends once made,

And how they helped when I needed aid.

The lunchbox swaps, the laugh each day,

And the funny games we'd play.

I miss the books of every kind,

Maths, English, History and Science.

Subjects that sparked questions so bright,

And tales we'd read with great delight !!

 

I miss the gatekeeper's kindly smile,

Who'd greet us all and talk for a while.

He would open gates so wide and clear,

Welcoming us with warmth and cheer.

I miss the teachers, wise and kind,

Who shaped our heart and cleared our mind.

They stopped the cheaters in gentle ways,

And filled our days with hope and praise.

Though summer days are bright and free,

My heart still longs for school, I feel.

For all those moments, big and small,

I miss my school - I miss them all..

Aradhya Verma

VI-O

A 

QUIET 
Question

Missing School in 

!
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In the Royal City, great and wide,

Stands my school with so much pride.

Yadavindra Public School, so strong and bright,

Fills our hearts with joy and light.

Our flags fly high, our hearts are true,

In green fields kissed by morning dew.

From books to sports, from dance to song,

To YPS, we all belong.

Our teachers smile and help us grow,

With gentle care and all they know.

The classrooms shine, the gardens bloom,

A place where joy and happiness loom.

We learn to lead, to dream, to share,

With every step, we learn to care.

YPS — my joy, my guide,

In Royal Patiala, my heart's pride.

Apram Apaar Singh Dhillon 

VIII-O

When I sit on the grass,

Beneath a shady glen of trees,

I feel the silent seconds pass,

But it's lost in the breeze.

When I see the crimson roses,

Under the low hung weeping lily,

Blooming buds in the light,

I feel peace and tranquility.

When I lie down on the cool grass,

And look up at the blue behemoth,

I see nightingales and phoenixes,

Dancing along the edge of thought.

Everywhere I look I behold beauty,

In doe, wolf or quill,

Overflowing with beating joy,

It's got me enchanted in its thrill.

Each leaf whispers forgotten tales,

Of far off rivers and moors,

Each unique and like none other,

Above the forest floor.

Aanya Jawanda

 IX-E

MY SCHOOL
MY

Idle

PRIDE



I poured myself some tea, 

And gasped at the sight I could see. 

It got me oh so afraid,

I shall narrate this story to thee.

A cup in hand jumped away it did! 

And it said these words to me: 

"As you fill me up, don't leave yourself empty, 

Fill yourself up with glee, 

For if you do, it will be of great help 

In times you need positivity.

Pour sins out as you pour out tea,

These ways will make you a better human, 

Away from the figure of a beast. 

Now drink me up before I get cold, 

As everything has a limit. 

Stay happy and remember my folklore 

From the start to finish."

It danced away into my hands, 

Passed my tongue and salivary glands. 

It danced its good habits into me.

It was a joyous tea indeed.

Inaara Kaur Jagirdar

VI-P
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The Enigma of Life's Quest: 

“Life”—a word known to all, 

For it is a word that clings to you, even if one may fall— 

into the mouth of death, unbeknownst of it's depth.  

When you are within your mother's womb, 

Or even when death beckons with its tomb. 

Does the paradox ever truly cease? 

It ends when nature grants release. 

A quest that no one can quite decipher— 

Man marathons to find his meaning,  

All he figures are his tangled feelings. 

Life is no less than a knife— 

Piercing through one's soul, 

Swallowing it whole, 

with its gnawing teeth. 

It might as well be like a combine threshing through golden fields, 

Carving through tangled thoughts, 

tied tightly in the form of knots, 

Leaving only raw truth behind. 

Can it ever be truly defined? 

Yet, life can bloom like sunflowers in a field—

 Bright and reaching, yet fragile to the blade—

 Waiting for the energy that wields the sword—

 The entity that cleaves the soul and leaves it frayed. 

For life is a quest that grants no rest, 

A trial that puts each heart to test, 

Urging one to seek, to strive, to find— 

The hidden truth within the maze of mind.

Dayanat Kaur

XI-Arts
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ASSORTED ART 
PORTRAIT  AND  ANIMAL  PAINTING 

Tejas Shergill XI-Arts

ATHENA
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Aradhita Bhadwar, XI-Arts Anraj, VII-P

Parinaina Bhandohal, XI-Commerce Jaspratap Singh, VIII-E
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Tejas Shergill, XI-Arts Parinaina Bhandohal, XI-Commerce

Tejas Shergill, XI-Arts Divina, VIII-N
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Prabhsimran Kaur, XII-Arts Prabhsimran Kaur, XII-Arts

Prabhsimran Kaur, XII-Arts Prabhsimran Kaur, XII-Arts
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Life is like a mystery; 
With patient steps, we unlock the clues. 
As we grow, we keep on solving, 
Then the sky begins to bloom.
But the adventure isn't over yet! 
There's still much to explore, 
With moments that lift and weigh me down, 
Some bring joy, some bring gloom, 
But there's always something more.
Sometimes life feels tricky, 
Like a maze with endless levels. 
I may not have all the answers yet, 
But I keep moving, step by step, 
Trying to find the path I seek.
But it's alright, I guess. 
Every path has a lesson to teach. 
Life isn't about solving it all, 
But learning as we move through each.

Pragun Bansal
X-O

One thing I love about birds,
Is that they move together,
Always by each other's side,
Each of them is a source of might.
 
High above they fly,
With wind crossing by,
Pity that humans lie,
For it makes me cry.
 
Birds are a glimpse of life,
They keep moving, high above the sky,
Even if the weather is dry
They soar across the hectic nights.
 
How hard they work,
Just to build their home,
Just mighty creatures,
Never alone.

Inayat Bansal
VI-P

WALKING 
THROUGH 

LIFE

WINGS 
OF 

WONDER
AN ODE TO BIRDS
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I remember pulling a loose thread from my sweater,
the one my mom sewed for me.
The sweater was always like that —
stubborn and soft —
and I loved pulling each thread.

I would spend time finding that single thread,
digging through sleeves and cuffs,
pretending it was hidden deep,
though it always waited in some easy place,
like it wanted to be found.
A quiet bond
it became between my mother and me, like a ritual.
And there were times I left it untouched,
letting the thread poke into the still world.

The sun was so bright then.
Even the clouds whispered.
It was cold.
The birds sang and the leaves danced
in the wind's hush.
The sun slipped behind the clouds
and the world seemed vivid.

I would tug at that thread,
slow, calm,
watching it drift off like a promise
into the ether.

Mother would always make one
when my lips turned blue
from those market-bought clothes.
She would pour all her love and warmth
into that tiny sweater
that gave me warmth through winters.
The single loose thread became
the crest of her quiet care —
maybe it was always intentional,
for she knew when she wasn't there
that thread would always stay.

For she knew when my hands were empty,
a thread would become my companion.
I would let it go too,
watching it drift off like a promise
into the ether,
a small smile shining on my face.
I liked to think the thread became
someone else's friend too —
part of something more beautiful.
Maybe a bird would find it
and weave it into its nest,
and perhaps one day I'd find that nest
and smile from far.

Vineet Sharma
IX E

THE 

LOOSE 

THREAD
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In Patiala's heart, where the legends arise,
Stands a school of strength, a prize.
Born from royal, noble grace,
YPS our sacred place.

With banyan trees and bricks of pride,
Where generations did reside.
We wear the badge, the tie, the crest,
With fire to strive, to learn, be best.

We walk the halls with steady feet,
Where history and honour meet.
Not just in books, but bold endeavour,
The YPS bond lives on forever.

Vidya shines to light our way,
Vinay keeps our ego at bay.
Veerta roars in every test,
We rise with courage, give our best.

On Founder's Day, we march in line,
With discipline that feels divine.
The bugle calls, the flags they wave,
Reminding us to think and be brave.

A winding trail through forest deep,
Where autumn's leaves their vigil keep.
In hues of gold, and red, and flame,
Each step retells a season's name.

The air is crisp, the wind is kind,
A hush of peace, a clearing mind.
Leaves crunch beneath our steady tread,
As thoughts grow calm and fears are shed.

Within this quiet, sacred glade,
We lose the noise the world has made.
A time to breathe, to simply be,
Enfolded in the earth's decree.

So walk with me, where colors blend,
Where silence is the truest friend.
And in the heart of autumn's glow,
We'll find the peace the soul can know.

Jasmehar Kaur Brar
X-E

AUTUMN'S 

PATH

THE SPIRIT OF YPS
A Tribute to Yadavindra Public School

From hockey fields to debate fights,
We chase the truth, defend what's right.
Through stage and song, we find our voice,
In every trial, we make our choice.

Our teachers guide with wisdom rare,
With patient hands and hearts that care.
They teach us more than books can hold,
To stand up tall, be kind and bold.

So here's to memories pure and deep,
To friendships made and goals we keep.
No matter where our journeys end,
YPS lives in every friend.

We carry forth with heads held high,
Beneath the watchful Yadavindrian sky.
For once a lion, always true,
The red, yellow and blue will run through and 
through.

Harshaan Gill 
IX-O
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On Patiala fields, where dreams take flight, 

YPS stands tall in knowledge's light.

Through classrooms bright and labs of wonder, 

Minds grow strong, with no fear to hinder.

From ICSE triumphs to ISC's grades, 

Each student finds where their talent's made. 

With teachers' care and wisdom's embrace, 

We carve our paths, we claim our space.

The playground hums, the library calls, 

In every corner, learning enthralls. 

YPS, our home, where hearts unite,

Together we soar, we chase our flight.

Jainish Bansal

VIII-P

Bullets spray,
Priests pray.
The soldiers advance,
The airplanes, they dance.

Nobody knows the cause,
But they don't seem to pause.
Blood gets splattered,
But it doesn't seem to matter.

Who cares in war??
Except for the medical soldiers or??
Everyone comes to win,
But they only lose their kin.

Rasha Dhaliwal
XII-Science

The sky wept soft, but not for long,

It hummed a quiet, healing song.

Though wings were torn and moments lost,

Their souls took flight, beyond the frost.

No more pain, no final call—

They rose above it, past it all.

The stars made room, the moon stood near,

And welcomed them with love, not fear.

Now when I look up high and true,

I smile through tears, and so would you.

For every heart that broke that day—

Still shines in skies that guide our way. 

I once wrote a letter to the Sky,

Folded it with dreams and let it fly.

I asked, “Do you see us down below?

With all our chaos, hope, and woe?”

The wind replied with gentle grace,

A rainbow smile on the Sky's blue face.

“Even on days your heart feels small,

You're part of something big, after all!”

The clouds drew shapes just for me,

A bird, a kite, a laughing tree.

And in that moment, I just knew—

The sky had always listened too!

Samreet Kaur

IX-O

A BATTLE FOR 

MANKIND

ON 

PATIALA 
FIELDS

“THEY FLEW HOME”

“THE SKY WRITES BACK…”

A poem  dedicated to the victims of the air 
crash in Ahmdabad –in grief  for the losses !   
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Vivek Pratap Singh, IX O



AT
HE
NA

69

Mr. Sanjay Taneja, Fine Arts Teacher
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Raniesha Katoch VIN

Manmeher Kaur VIIIO 

Akshara Mittal, VIII-E Reniesha Katoch, VI-N

Manmehar Kaur, VIII-O
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Manmeher Kaur VIIIO 
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Manmehar Kaur, VIII-O

Hardeshwar Sekhon, VII-NSabrina Singh, VIII-O
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+fudy iM+k lQj ij]
jkgh vdsyk gh]
eu esa Mj Hkh] vk'kk Hkh]
mEehn Hkh] lius HkhA
   tkurk gS fd jkg vklku ugha]
 feysaxs dk¡Vs] dadM+ HkhA
 ij tkurk gS fd eaft+y ogha gS]
 vkSj Mj ds vkxs thr gSA
,d cks> lk mBk, gq,]
/khjs&/khjs ik¡o c<+krs gq,A
eu esa fo'okl ck¡/ks gq,]

+jkgh fudy iM+k lQj ijA
 jkg esa eqykdkrsa gqbZ]
 dqN vutku nksLr cus]
 rks dqN nksLr vutku Hkh cus]
 ijarq gkaSlys cqyan fd,]

+ jkgh fudy iM+k lQj ijA
oDr ds lkFk] 'kjhj <yrk x;k]
ij gkSalyk vkSj rqtqckZ c<+rk x;k]

+ft+anxh ds lQj us cgqr dqN fl[kk fn;k]
jkgh us thou dk 'kqfØ;k vnk fd;kA
 vkf[kjdkj eaft+y vk gh xbZ]
 vjs ;g D;k] og rks fQj ls vks>y gks xbZA
 rc le>k vHkh rks eaft+y nwj gS]

+ lks jkgh fQj ls fudy x;k lQj ijA
;w¡ gh eaft+y vkrh xbZ]

+lQj ;w¡ gh pyrk x;k]
var esa lcdh eaft+y ,d gh Fkh]
jkgh us bZ'oj dh nh fta+nxh]
bZ'oj dks gh lkSai nh!
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tks lkFk nsrh gj nq%[k esa]
[kq'k gksrh rqEgkjs lq[k esa]
oks vkSj dksbZ ugha]
flQZ ek¡ gh dj ikrh gSA

 tks uQjr esa Hkh I;kj djs]
 xqLls ls Hkh bt+gkj djs]
 oks dksbZ vkSj ugha]
 flQZ ek¡ gh dj ikrh gSA

tks f'kf{kdk cudj rqEgsa]
ft+Unxh dk ikB i<+krh gS]
oks dksbZ vkSj ugha]
flQZ ek¡ gh dj ikrh gSA

 t+#jh ugha tks tUe nsrh]
 ek¡ ogh dgykrh gS]
 tks ek¡ dh eerk lk I;kj djs]
 oks Hkh ek¡ dgykrh gSA

NksVs&ls fny esa yk[kksa loky]
eSa dkSu gw¡ & D;ksa gw¡ csgky\
gj psgjk eq>ls dqN dgrk Fkk]
ij [kqn esjk pqi gh jgrk FkkA
 niZ.k esa ns[kw¡ & rks D;k ikÅ¡\
 nqfu;k dk Mj ;k [kqn dks le>kÅ¡\
 ,d fnu pqipki cSBh jgh]
 vkSj [kqn dh /kM+duksa dh lquhA
rc tkuk] eSa dksbZ ijNkbZ ugha]
eSa Hkh ,d jkS'kuh dh dM+h gw¡ dghaA
ugha t+:jr fdlh igpku dh]
eSa gh [kqn dh igpku cuhA
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eSa gw¡ uUgk ikS/kk]
/kwi esa f[kyrk] ikuh esa iyrkA
lh[k jgk gw¡ thou thuk]
gj pqukSrh ls yM+ukA
 dHkh] fxjrk] dHkh mBrk
 ij gkSalyk dHkh uk [kksrkA
 lh[k jgk gw¡ vkxs c<+uk]
 liuksa dks lp djukA
eSa vkxs c<+rk tkÅ¡xk]
gj fnu dqN u;k fl[kkÅ¡xkA
u gkj ekuw¡xk uk #dw¡xk]
cl vkxs gh c<+rk tkÅ¡xkA
 viuk tgk¡ [kqn cukÅ¡xk]
 vkSj tx esa uke dekÅ¡xkA
 gj eqf'dy dks ikj d#¡xk]
 vius liuksa dks iwjk d#¡xkA

eSaus ,d NksVk lk nh;k tyk;k]
va/ksjs esa og [kwc txexk;kA
va/ksjs esa tc lc [kks x;k]
rks NksVk&lk nh;k jkS'kuh cu x;kA
gok ls yM+rk] fQj Hkh tyrk]
pqipki gj jkr mtkyk djrkA
fn[krk gS NksVk] det+ksj ugha]
mlus va/ksjs dh pqukSrh lghA
NksVk gw¡ ij dke cM+k]
va/ksjs esa cuk eSa rkjkA
ek¡ cksyh] ^^cgknqj gS rw**
eSaus cksyk] ^^nh;k gw¡ eSa] #dw¡ D;ksa\

nksLrh gS I;kjk lk fj'rk] fny ls fny dk NksVk lk fdLlkA
galh ds lkFk] xe esa lgkjk] gj iy nksLr gS cl gekjkA

   tc eu mnkl] tc jkgsa [kkyh]  nksLrh dh ckrsa] fny dh xyhA
 pk; dh pqLdh] eLrh dh ckr]  nksLrh esa cl ftanxh dh lSjA

u fu;e] uk dksbZ ca/ku]  cl nksLrh dk I;kjk iu?kVA
gj yEgk jxa hu] gj iy lgq kuk] nkLs rh d s lkFk] thou dk lxa hr g S xkukA
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is+M+&ikS/ks gSa thou dh 'kku]
buls feyrk gS lcdks vkjkeA
i{kh xkrs] Qwy f[kyrs]
lkjh /kjrh ds tho g¡lh esa feyrsA

unh] rkykc vkSj lkQ+ gok]
thou dk lcls cM+k lgkjkA
vxj bUgsa ge cpk,¡xs]
rks gh lq[kh thou ik,¡xsA

dpjk lM+dksa ij er QSykvks]
ty dks O;FkZ dHkh u cgkvksA
/kjrh ek¡ dk djks lEeku]
;gh gS ge lcdk dkeA

vkvks feydj oknk djsa]
gfj;kyh dh vksj ,d dne cM+k djsaA
izÑfr dh j{kk lc fey djsa]
lnaq j lla kj cuku s dk lc feydj i;z Ru dj as A

lw[k jgh gS /kjrh ekrk]
vc Qt+Z gesa fuHkkuk gSA
isM+ yxkdj /kjrh ij]
bldks LoxZ cukuk gS]
i;kZoj.k cpkuk gS] i;kZoj.k cpkuk gSA

feV~Vh /kq,¡ ls dkyh gksdj]
NkbZ vkdk'k dh vk¡[k esa Hkh ykyh gS
/kjrh dks Hkh lk¡l u vk,]
;g dSlk deZ dekuk gSA
i;kZoj.k cpkuk gS] i;kZoj.k cpkuk gSA

nhokyh eukrs] gksyh eukrs gSa]
vc o`{kegksRlo Hkh eukuk gSA
isM+&ikS/kksa ls Hkj nks /kjrh dks]
vacj dks Hkh egdkuk gS]
i;kZoj.k cpkuk gS] i;kZoj.k cpkuk gSA

LoPN gkxs k i;koZ j.k rk s LoPN gkxs k ifjo's k
;g fgrdkjh lUn's k tutu rd igp¡q kuk g]S
i;kZoj.k cpkuk gS] i;kZoj.k cpkuk gSA
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pgdrs gSa lius] fdrkcksa ds lax
gj dksuk cksyrk gS ehBh meaxA
d{kk gS tSls ,d jaxksa dh Fkkyh]
tgk¡ gj cPpk gS dgkuh fujkyhA
 dHkh lokyksa dh xgjkbZ esa [kksrs]
 dHkh fp=ksa esa dYiuk,¡ latksrsA
 d{kk gS oks txg tgk¡ mM+ku feyrh]
 gj lksp dks ubZ igpku feyrhA
pyks fQj ls ml tknw dks th ysa]
d{kk dh nqfu;k esa fQj ls [kks ysaA
tgk¡ gj fnu gS ,d ubZ dgkuh]
vkSj ge lc gS v/;kidksa ds nhokusA

d{kk dk tknw

lqcg&lqcg tc lwjt fudys]
c Sx mBkdj py iM + s  geA
uo Kku dh tks nqfu;k gS]
ml I;kjs fo|ky; dks dj ;kn geA

?kaVh cts rks nkSM+ yxk,¡]
d{kk esa lc /;ku yxk,¡A
f'k{kd tc le>k,¡ ikB]
Kku ls Hkj tk, fnu&jkrA

[ksy dk le; gks lcls U;kjk]
fey&tqydj g¡luk gS dke gekjkA
dH k h  i< + kb Z ]  dH k h  dgku h ]
fo|ky; cu x;k thou dh jokuhA

esjk fo|ky;
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 fdlh Hkh et+cwr ns'k dh uhao mldh lsuk ls gh et+cwr gksrh gSA lsuk dk fuekZ.k 
lSfudksa ls gksrk gSA

Hkkjr ,d egku ns'k gSA vius iM+kslh ns'kksa dk lkeuk djus ds fy, ,d fo'kky lsuk 
gSSA Hkkjrh; lSfud ,d n`<+ fu'p; okyk O;fDr gSA og vius ns'k ds fy, 'kghn gksus 
dks R;kj gSA mldh cUnwd mldk xguk gS vkSj mldk f[kykSukA ;q) esa og gkjrk 
ugha fot; ikrk gSA og 'kghn gks tkrk gS] ij dHkh Hkh viuh ekr`Hkwfe ij vkap ugha 
vkus nsrkA og bls viuk /keZ ekurk gSA la?k"kZ ds le; og eu esa ekr`Hkwfe dh j{kk dk 
iz'u j[krk gSSSA

lSfud dh ek¡ ml ij xoZ djrh gSA ;q) ds ckn jk"Vªifr mUgsa iqjLÑr djrk gSA bl 
le; mudh ek¡ dk g`n; xn&xn gks mBrk gSA

ge Hkkjr oklh lSfudksa ij xoZ djrs gaSA og ns'k ds fy, 'kghn gks tkrs gSa vkSj os ns”k 
dh lq[k le`f) ds fy, izkFkZuk djrs gSaA og jk"Vª ds I;kjs vkSj ns'k ds ikyugkjs gSaA

  t; fgan

 ekrk firk oks gksrs gSa tks gedks iSnk djds vius I;kj esa ikyrs gSaA firk gh gS tks 
gekjk gkFk idM+dj pyuk fl[kkrk gSA ek¡ tks vius cPpksa dks iky iksldj cM+k 
djrh gSA fQj ge dSls vius ekrk&firk dks rks Hkwy gh tkrs gSaA ekrk&firk nqfu;k eSa 
fQjls ughsa feyrs] rks ge mudh ftruh Hkh lsok dj ldrs gSa] mruh gh de gSA ekrk 
dh eerk gesa cpiu esa vkuan nsrh gS vkSj le; ds lkFk] tc ge cM+s gksrs gSa rks gesa 
vPNk euq"; cukrh gSA firk th dk vk'khZokn izHkq ds leku gksrk gSA os gesa lgh jkg 
ij pykrs gSaaaa ,oa gekjk iFk jkS'ku dj nsrs gSaA tc ekrk&firk gekjs lax gks rks 
cM+h&ls&cM+h eqf'dysa gekjk dqN ugha fcxkM+ ldrhA gekjs fy, vius ekrk&firk 
dk egRo le>uk vf/kd egRoiw.kZ gSA blls igys fd] gesa nsj gks tk,] gesa vius 
tUe nsus okys ekrk&firk dks I;kj nsuk pkfg,A muds lkFk vknj&lEeku ds lkFk 
is'k vkuk pkfg,A

Hkkjrh; lSfud
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ifV;kyk 'kgj ugha] ,d dgkuh gS]

gj fny esa bldh fu'kkuh gSA

ifV;kyk 'kgj gS cgqr I;kjk]

bfrgkl bldk gS lc ls U;kjkA

jktkvksa dk Fkk ;g ?kj]

tSls dksbZ pedrk flrkjksa dk 'kgjA

 fdyk eqckjd gS ;gk¡ iqjkuk]

 tks crkrk gS chrk tekukA

 eksrh ckx dk lqanj ckx]

 gj dksbZ dgs & ̂^ okg D;k jkx!**

ifV;kyk ixM+h lcls [kkl]

lts flj is tSls gks rktA

HkkaxM+k&fxn~/kk tc gksrs 'kq#]

gj fny >ew ]s  gj eu [kfq ”k;k as l s :c:A

 ;gk¡ dh cksyh ehBh cgqr]

 gj ckr e as gh tlS  s l/q kk dh jtrA

 [ksyksa esa Hkh vkxs jgsa]

 cgknqjh dh dgkfu;k¡ dgsaA

Qqydkjh dh d<+kbZ jaxksa ls Hkjh]

gj pht+ esa gS ;gk¡ [kq'kh dh >M+hA

laLÑfr] dyk] xhrksa dh feBkl]

ifV;kyk dh ;gh gS [kkl ckrA

ifV;kyk dh 'kku

 eq> ij nksLrh dk I;kj] ;w¡ gh m/kkj jgus nksA
cM+k glhu gS] ;s dt+Z] eq>s dtZnkj jgus nksAA

ok s vk[¡ k sa tk s Nydrh g]aS  xe e]as  [k'q kh e]as  ejs  s fy,A
mu lHkh vk¡[kks esa lnk] I;kj cs'kqekj jgus nksAA

egt nksLrh ugha ;sA cfx;k gS fo'okl dhA
I;kj] Lusg ds Qwyksa ls] bls xqytkj jgus nksAA

oks eLrh] oks 'kjkjrsaA u rqe Hkwyks] u ge HkwysA
mez c<+rh gS --------------------------- [kwc c<+sA
tok¡ ;s fdjnkj jgus nksAA
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 ;g dgkuh ,d fnO;k uke ds cPps dh gS tks 'kjkjrh] gksugkj vkSj d{kk esa vOoy vkus 
okyk cPpk gSA fnO;k d{kk esa vk, fnu 'kjkjr djrk gS ysfdu  mldh vPNh i<+kbZ ds 
dkj.k lkjh v/;kfidk,¡ mldh bu NksVh&NksVh 'kjkjrksa dks ut+j&vankt djrh jgrh gSaA 
ij ,d fnu fnO;k us dqN ,slk fd;k tks ut+j vankt u djus okyk Fkk vkSj 
eq[;&v/;kid us mldh bl 'kjkjr ij mls nks fnu rd Ldwy u vkus dk vkns'k 
lquk;kA oSls rks fnO;k i<+kbZ esa gksf'k;kj vkSj lc ds lkFk fey&tqy dj jgus okyk cPpk 
Fkk] u tkus ,d fnu mldks ,slh D;k 'kjkjr lw>h fd mlus vius gh nksLr oh: dh ihB 
ij iSu pqHkk fn;k vkSj mls FkksM+h pksV yxh vkSj oh: fQj jksus yxkA fnO;k dh bl xUnh 
gjdr ds fy;s mls vkSj oh: dks eq[;&v/;kid ds ikl ys tk;k x;kA eq[;&v/;kid 
us fnO;k dks fpV~Bh }kjk ekQ+hukek ekaxus dks dgk vkSj fnO;k us oks fpV~Bh fy[k dj 
eq[;&v/;kid dks nh A fnO;k eq[;&v/;kid vkSj oh: ls ekQ+h ek¡xrk gSA

 fnO;k dks nks fnu Ldwy ls fudkyus ds vkns'k ij QwV&QwV dj jksus yxk vkSj mlus 
bl ls ;g lh[k yh fd vxj oj 'kjkjr djuk ugha NksM+sxk rks Hkfo"; esa vkxs ugha c<+ 
ik,xkA bl ?kVuk us fnO;k dks iwjs rjhds ls lq/kkj fn;k vkSj mlus ,d ubZ lh[k yh ftl 
ls mldh ftanxh cny xbZA

dHkh /;ku ls ns[kk gS] frrfy;ksa dks ia[k fgykrs gq,\
,d [kq'kh ls xqnxqnh dk ,glkl eq>s gq,A
D;ksafd og gSa bruh lqanj] I;kjh] vkSj U;kjh]
eSa Hkh cuuk pkgrh gw¡] lcdh jkt nqykjhA
 dHkh n[s kk g S ,d fpfM;+ k dk s vktk+ nh l s i[a k QyS kr\s
 b/kj&m/kj os eaMjkrsA
 ns[krs os lc dqN cM+h mRlqDrk ls]
 dk'k esjs [okcksa dks Hkh ia[k fey tkrsA
[+;kyksa esa clrs gSa dqN ehBs loky]
[+;kyksa esa feyrs gSa muds gh tokcA
gj eksM+ ij feyrk gS dksbZ deky]
tks Hkj ns fny esa ,d ubZ felkyA
liuksa dks mM+kvks] viuh jkS'kuh QSykvksA
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oZyVh nkJh oZyVh nkJh G?D tho bJh oZyVh fbnkJh 

o;r[Zb/ dk vZpk fbnkJh, nky/ tho/ pj[s tXkJh.

 r[ZN d/ T[j pzB/ tho d/ oZyVh

 fgnko ;fseko s/ eo/ d[bko

 Gkt/A j[D w?B{z w'Nh nky/

 Gkt/A T[j fyZu/ w/ohnK r[ZsK

 c/o th w?A T[jB{z nkyK e[M Bk

 T[j j't/ i/ tZvk bkN ;kfjp ;odko.

id th T[j w/b/ ftZu ikt/

goKdhnK s/ u{VhnK w/o/ bJh fbnkt/

go d/D bZfrnK T[j w?B{z ;skt/

T[j nZr/ s/ w?A fgZS/ d"VK

T[j dkdh d/ fgZS/ b[Ze b[Ze ikt/

dkdh w;K jh T[; s'A y' e/ w?B{z uhIK cVkt/

fJj' fijk j? ;kvk fgnko

nkfJnk nkfJnk fJj oZyVh dk fsT[jko.

 dkdh efjzdh i[r i[r iht/

 fJj G?D Gok dh ;'jDh i'Vh

 fe;/ s'A Bk ikt/ fJj s'Vh

 fJjh j? iZr dk fsT[jko

 nkfJnk nkfJnk fJj oZyVh dk fsT[jko

gohB ufjb

;ZsthA ^ Jh

r`KVIr`KVIr`KVI

wK p'bh gzikph ;kB{z bZrdh pj[s fgnkoh.

fJjd/ torh j'o Bk e'Jh t/yh d[BhnK ;koh.

;kv/ fdb ftZu edo j? fJjdh, ;kv/ fdb ftZu tk; j? fJjdk.

fijVk ;kvk okj o[PBkt/ n?;k fJZe fJfsjk; j? fJjdk.

wkD Bkb p'b' gzikph,

p'bD t/b/ Bk PowkU.

fJj p'bh j? pj[s fgnkoh,

w?B{z bZrdh ;G s'A fBnkoh.

mW bolI pMjwbI

j/sKPh f;zrbk

;ZsthA^U
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 gZSwh ;ZfGnkuko dk gqGkt gzikph B"itkBK s/ tZv/ gZXo s/ g?Adk ik fojk j?. 

nZi dk B"itkB gZSwh gfjoktk, ykD ghD, p'bukb ns/ ihtB P?bh tZb 

s/Ih Bkb tZX fojk j?.;'Pb whvhnk, fcbwK ns/ fJzNoB?ZN okjhA T[j 

gZSwh ;z;feqsh B{z nkgD/ fdb fdwkr *u t;k fojk j?. 

 fJ; gfotosB Bkb fiE/ e[M uzrhnK rZbK nkJhnK jB fit/A fe y[ZbQh 

;'u, fbzr^pokpoh ns/ N?eB'b'ih Bkb o[MkB nkfd. T[ZE/ jh eJh B[e;kB th j'J/ 

jB. B"itkB nkgDh w{b gSkD, GkPk, ohsh^fotki ns/ gozgoktK s'A d{o j' oj/ 

jB. T[jBK ftZu nkgD/ fsUjko, b'e Bku ns/ ;fGnkukfoe edoK^fewsK bJh o[MkB 

xZN fojk j?.

 gZSwh ;fGnkuko B{z g{oh soQK ngDkT[D dh EK fJj f;ZyDk ukjhdk j? fe fet/A n;hA 

nkgDh ftok;s B{z ekfJw oZyd/ j'J/ nkX[fBesk Bkb skbw/b pDk e/ nZr/ tX ;ehJ/. 

gzikph B"itkBK B{z nkgDhnK iVQK Bkb i[V/ ofjD dh b'V j? sK i' T[j nkgDh w{b gSkD B{z 

Bk r[nkT[D.

;[jkth tkbhnk

nZmthA ^ U

 nZi d/ :[Zr ftZu gbk;fNe fJZe tZvh ;wZf;nk pD u[Zeh j?. fJj 

gqfeosh ns/ iht^izs{nK bJh jkBhekoe ;kps j' fojk j?. gbk;fNe 

pj[s ;kbK sZe Xosh s/ fgnk ofjzdk j?, fi; eoe/ fwZNh, gkDh ns/ 

jtk B{z ysoBke sohe/ Bkb gqd{fPs eodk j?. gbk;fNe dh tos'A B{z 

xNkT[D bJh jo/e ftnesh B{z nkgDh fizw/tkoh fBGkT[Dh ukjhdh j?.

 jo/e ftnesh B{z gbk;fNe dh E?bh dh EK d[pkok tos'A 

tkbhnK E?bhnK dh tos'A eoBh ukjhdh j?. gkDh dh gbk;fNe p'sb 

dh EK ;Nhb iK sKp/ dh p'sb tosDh ukjhdh j?. fJZe tkoh tosh ik 

u[Zeh gbk;fNe d[pkok tosD s'A goj/I eo' fit/A fe gbk;fNe eN'oh, 

uwu nkfd. gbk;fNe dhnK uhIK oh;kJheb eoe/ oh:{I eoBhnK 

ukjhdhnK jB.

 i/ n;hA nZi gbk;fNe dh tos'A xZN BjhA eoKr/ sK GftZy ftZu fJj ;wZf;nk j'o tZvk o{g XkoB eo 

;edh j?. nkU fwb e/ fJj ;zebg eohJ/ fe gbk;fNedh tos'A xNk e/ Xosh B{z ;[oZfyns pDkJhJ/.

jog[Bhs f;zx 

;ZsthA^U

p`CmI siBAwcwr dw
pMjwbI nOjvwnW au`qy Asr

plwsitk dI vrqoN ƒ ikvyN GtwieAw jwvy
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  ftZfdne edoK ehwsK s'A Gkt ftfdnkoEhnK ftZu fJB;kBhns d/ gqsh ;zt/dBPhbsk ns/ 

okPNo gqsh fgnko dh v{zxh GktBk B{z T[ikro eoBk j?. fJj sd jh ;zGt j' ;edk j? id'A ftfdnkoEhnK d/ 

ftZu fJjBK GktBktK B{z d/P d/ ftek; bJh ikro{e eoe/ tuBpZX ehsk ikt/. edoK ehwsK ihtB d/ f;XKs jB 

i' pZu/ d/ pj[gZyh ftek; B{z ;/X fdzd/ jB. fJj f;XKs ftfdnkoEh d/ ftZu y[Ph, ;zs[PNh ns/ PKsh bJh ;fEosk 

fbnkT[Ad/ jB. edoK ehwsK T[; o/b rZvh d/ ;wkB jB i' fBPfus o;s/ s/ uZb e/ ;jh fdPk fBod/P ns/ ;jh 

;w/A B{z gqkgs eo b?Adh j?. fe;/ th wkBth ekoiPhbsk, ftuko, ftPtk; ns/ GktBktK dh fJ; s'A pr?o f;oiDk 

BjhA ehsh ik ;edh. edoK ehwsK tZv/ gZXo s/ ;wkfie GbkJh, gfotkfoe ;dGktBk, okPNoh ;zt/dBPhbsk, 

ftneshrs B?fsesk B{z ;/X gqdkB eodhnK jB. fJ; bJh fJj fejk ik ;edk j? fe B?fse edoK ehwsK p[okJh 

s'A GbkJh tZb fdPk gqdkB eodhnK jB. B?fse edoK ehwsK jh nB?fsesk s'A B?fsesk tZb fyu e/ b? iKdhnK 

jB. pZu/ s/ B"itkB w"fbe o{g ftZu gfotko s'A jh edoK ehwsK dh f;Zfynk b?Ad/ jB ns/ fJ; B{z nZr/ ;wki d/ 

ftZu c?bkT[Ad/ jB. ftfdnkoEh ftZu tkuD dh rfjoh Pesh j[zdh j?. edoK ehwsK ;wki ns/ ftnesh d/ 

ihtB dk nfjw fjZ;k jB i' ;wki dh ouBk eoB ftZu wddrko ;kfps j[zdhnK jB. ;kvk ;wkfie YKuk fdB 

gqsh fdB r[zMbdko j[zdk ik fojk j?. fJ; ftZu ftfdne B?fse edoK ehwsK xZNdhnK ik ojhnK jB, ;wkfie 

p[okJhnK iBw b? ojhnK jB. e[dos dk ;zs[bB s/Ih Bkb ftrV fojk j?. nkU` feskph frnkB d/ Bkb^Bkb  

ftfdnkoEhnK ftZu edoK ehwsK s/ wB[Zyh r[D g?dk eohJ/ sK fe ;wki ftZu nPKsh, fjz;k s/ Bcos torhnK 

fGnkBe ;wZf;nktK B{z ysw ehsk ik ;e/.

wjhnb e"o

nZmthA^U

iv`idAk kdrW kImqWiv`idAk kdrW kImqWiv`idAk kdrW kImqW

mW bolI nwl ipAwr
fgnkoh w?B{z wK p'bh gzikph,

fwZmh fit/A oZp dh pkDh.

fJ; *u tZ;dh ;kvh PkB,

;fGnkuko s'A fgnko dh gfjukD.

p'bK fJ; B{z f;o T[Zuk oZy e/,

Bk j'D dJhJ/ fJ; B{z G[bk.

wK p'bh dh okyh eohJ/,

jo fdb ftZu fJ; dh i's irk.

fJj GkPk ;kvh fizd j?, fJj ;kvh ikB j?,

fJj ;kvh nkB, wkB, PkB j?.

f;Zy r[o{nK B/ th fJ; GkPk B{z fgnko ehsk,

r[opkDh ftZu fJ; fwZmh r{zi B{z ;fteko ehsk.

fwjo ezp'i

;ZsthA ^ n?B
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 feskpK wB[Zy d/ ihtB dk fJj' fijk fjZ;k jB, i' T[; B{z frnkB, o'PBh s/ o;s/ dZ;dhnK jB. feskpK 

;kvhnK nfijhnK d';s jB i' Bk sK fe;/ s/ sj[ws bkT[AdhnK jB ns/ Bk jh fe;/ soQK dh T[whd oZydhnK jB. 

fJzBQK Bkb fgnko eoBk ;kvh ;'u ftnefsst ns/ ihtB d/ Yzr B{z fpjso pDkT[Adk j?.

 fit/A^fit/A fJB;kB feskpK d/ BIdhe j[zdk j?, T[; dh ;'u ftZu rfjokJh nkT[Adh j?. feskpK wB[Zy B{z 

Bt/A ftuko fdzdhnK jB, GktBktK B{z irkT[AdhnK jB s/ ihtB d/ ;Zu B{z ;wMkT[AdhnK jB. fJfsjk;, ftfrnkB, 

;kfjs, ihtBhnK, Bktb nkfd jo fe;w dhnK feskpK nkgDh fJZe ftbZyD d[BhnK b? e/ nkT[AdhnK jB.

 feskpK Bk f;oc ;kvh p[ZXh B{z s/I eodhnK jB ;r'A ;kB{z uzrk fJB;kB th pDkT[AdhnK jB. fJj ;kB{z 

;po, eo[Dk, ;fjDPhbsk ns/ fwjBs dh f;y fdzdhnK jB. eJh tko fJe feskp g{o/ ihtB dh fdPk s?n eo 

;edh j?. nZi d/ fvfiNb :[Zr ftZu fiE/ b'e w'pkfJb s/ b?gNkg Bkb fInkdk i[V/ j'J/ jB T[E/ th feskpK dh 

nfjwhns xZN BjhA ;edh. fJZe uzrh feskp gVQB s'A fwbD tkbh s;Zbh, nBzd ns/ frnkB dh s[bBk fe;/ 

j'o wkfXnw Bkb BjhA j' ;edh.

 feskpK Bkb fgnko eoBk n?;k fgnko j? i' ;dk bJh fBGdk j?. fJj fgnko ;kB{z ;Zuk, u"yk ns/ 

;wMdko pDk e/ ihtB d/ jo gVQkn ftZu ;kvh wdd eodk j?. nkU, n;hA th feskpK Bkb d';sh eohJ/ ns/ 

T[BQK s'A fwbD tkbh o'PBh Bkb nkgDk ihtB o'PB eohJ/.

r[oi; e"o

nZmthA^Jh

ikqwbW nwl ipAwrikqwbW nwl ipAwrikqwbW nwl ipAwr

w/oh wK^fJZe oZp dh dks,

T[jd/ fpBk ;[B;kB br/ jo oks.

T[jdh r'd^n;wkB j/mK ;[or,

fiZE/ fwb ikt/ fgnko dk jo ozr.

T[jd/ jZE^gftZso toD

i' S{jD Bkb jh ;ko/ dod GoB.

T[jdh nktkI^fJZe fwZmk okr,

;[D e/ G[Zb iktK d[BhnK d/ ;ko/ |;kd.

T[jdh w[;ekB^fit/A c[b fyV/ prhu/ ftZu,

T[jdh wwsk^tZidh oj/ fjod/ d/ spb/ ftZu.

T[jdh fMVe th br/ fgnko dh Mbe,

i' f;ykt/ ;jh okj dk ;pe.

id'A d[BhnK j' ikt/ p/rkBh,

wK jh pD/ ;G s'A ;z[do ejkDh.

T[j w/oh o"PBh, T[j w/ok ;t/ok,

i' f;ykJ/ j";b/ Bkb fet/A bzxDk nzX/ok.

myrI mW

;woE f;zx ;zX{

;ZsthA ^ U
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 fJZe u[Zg ;" ;[Zy gzikph dk fJZe nykD j?. 

fJ; ftZu u[Zg ofjD d/ fezB/ bkG jB, tork G/d 

S[fgnk j'fJnk j?.gzikph dk nykD j'D eoe/ fJj 

ftuko f;oc gzikphnK B{z jh BjhA ;r'A j'o d/P 

ftd/P ftZu ofjD tkb/ b'eK B{z u[Zg ofjD dh 

wjZssk dZ;dk j?. u[Zg ofjD s'A fJj Gkt BjhA j? 

fe wB[Zy e[M p'b/ jh Bk pbfe fJ; dk Gkt j? fe 

fInkdk pV^pV Bk eo/, |i{b d/ p'b Bk p'b/. eJh 

tko sK pj[s p'bD tkb/ B{z b'e w{oy efj e/ fgZSk 

S[vkT[Ad/ jB.

 fi; soQK fe epho ih dk eEB j? L

 p'bs p'bs pv? fpekok

 fJj fJZe e"Vk ;Zu j? fe skVhA d't/A jZEhA 

tZidh j?. wzB bU fJZe nkdwh T{b^ib{b p'bh ik 

fojk j? iK e'Jh s[jkB{z rkbQK eZYh ik fojk j? sK s[;hA 

fpbe[b u[Zg oj'. p[ok Gbk p'bD tkb/ B{z fpbe[b 

BIo^nzdkI eo fdU ns/ p'bD tkbk jko wzB bt/ 

ns/ u[Zg eo ikt/. d/yD tkb/ b'e th T[; B{z w{oy 

;wMD bZr iKd/ jB. fJ; soQK T[j nkgDh j/mh 

;wMdk j'fJnk u[Zg eo iKdk j? s/ bVkJh Nb iKdh 

j?.

 ftdtkBK B/ p'bD s/ u[Zg ofjD pko/ i' r[D 

dZ;/ jB T[jBK s'A fInkdk w[Zy r[D fJj j? fe w{oy 

pzd/ Bkb ed/ th pfj; Bk eo'.

 r[o{ ;kfjp th cowkT[Ad/ jB L

 w{oy/ Bkb Bk T[bMhJ/..

 ;kB{z nkgD/ tZfvnK ns/ Gb/ g[oPK s'A jw/PK 

uzrhnK uhIK f;ZyDhnK ukjhdhnK jB. T[j dZ;d/ 

jB fe i/ fe;/ p[o/ Bkb tkj g? ikt/ sK u[Zg ofjDk jh 

uzrk j?.

 r[o{ ;kfjp dZ;d/ jB L

 ;zs fwb? e[M ;[DhJ/ ejhJ/, fwb/ n;zs 

w;s j'fJ ojhn?.

 fiE/ p'bD Bkb e'Jh Bshik Bk fBeb/ T[E/ 

ykw'P ofjDk jh uzrk j?. BjhA sK nkgDh wB dh 

PKsh Gzr eoB dk e'Jh bkG BjhA. ;kB{z ed/ th fpBK 

;'u/ ;wM/ BjhA p'bDk ukjhdk. jw/PK p'bD s'A 

gfjbK fJZe tko ;'u b?Dk ukjhdk j? fe i' w?A rZb 

eoB ik fojk jK T[j fe;/ B{z B[e;kB iK p[oh Bk bZr 

ikt/. nkgK B{z gsk jh j? fe i' rZb nkgK fJZe tkoh 

p'b fdZsh, T[j rZb nkgK tkg; BjhA b? ;ed/. fJ; 

bJh ;kB{z jw/PK p'bD s'A gfjbK ;'u b?Dk ukjhdk j?. 

d{;oh rZb fJj th j?? fe i' b'e xZN p'bd/ jB T[jBK 

dh ;wki ftZu fInkdk edo ns/ T[jBK B{z fJZe 

fJZis tkbh BIo Bkb t/fynk iKdk j?. T[jBK dh 

rZb B{z pj[s fXnkB Bkb ;[fDnk iKdk j?.

 w[Zedh rZb n;hA 

efj ;ed/ jK fe u[Zg 

ofjD d/ pj[s ;ko/ bkG 

jB id fe fInkdk 

p'bD d/ B[e;kB jh 

B[e;kB. gozs{ u[Zg 

ofjD dk Gkt fJj BjhA 

fe ed/ p'b' jh Bk. 

n;b ftZu fJZe u[Zg ;" 

;[Zy ftu n;hw GktK B{z 

p z d  eo b ? D k  j h 

f;nkDg dh fBPkBh 

j[zdh j?.

fJPos p?A;

B"thA ^ n?B

;ko/ fwbe/ o[Zy brkU,
s/ T[jBK dh skes ikD ikU.

T[j fdzd/ B/ fwZm/ cb,
ykU s/ eo' e'Jh j'o Bk rZb.

fijV/ fwbe/ o[Zy B/ eZNd/,
T[j d[BhnK s'A iKd/ GNe/.

;ko/ fwbe/ o[Zy brkU,
s/ T[jBK dh skes ikD ikU.

n:KP r'fJb

;ZsthA ^ Jh

ru`K

ie`k cu`p sO su`K



Where stories they weave and

fables they make 

There are we going now 

And meet you 

after the break...
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