


LEARNING ALLIANCE

MISSION STATEMENT

LEARNING ALLIANCE is committed to 
developing the students as a whole, not only 

the intellect but also the personality by 
empowering them to become condent and 
competent lifelong learners. Our goal is to 

inspire our students to evolve in  t  o  
responsible, compassionate and dynamic 

citizens of the global society.

2



Executive 
Principal’s Message

Amongst many achievements, the one that stands out is the exceptional accomplishment of our students 
who participated in the prestigious Harvard Model United Nations conference, Dubai. Competing at such a 
globally recognized platform demonstrates the caliber of our learners and their ability to engage with 
complex global issues. I celebrate this milestone and look forward to seeing more of our students step into 
international arenas with condence and competence. 

It is with great pleasure I address you in this addition of our school magazine. As I reect on the incredible 
strides our school community has made this year, I am lled with admiration for the achievements, growth, 
and evolving vision that dene our journey. 

I am thrilled to announce that our New International Baccalaureate Campus is in the making. This upcoming 
facility represents more than just a physical expansion, it embodies our dedication to offering world-class, 
inquiry-driven IB education. The new campus will be a hub of innovation, collaboration, and global learning, 
aligning with the dynamic needs of 21st-century education. 

Thank you for being an essential part of our journey. Every achievement, every challenge overcome, and 
every moment of growth is shared with you. As we move forward, let's continue to support and uplift one 
another, knowing that the strength of our school lies in the people who make it a community.

Dear Students, Parents and Faculty 

Sincerely,
Anjum S. Ahmed

With warm regards and sincere gratitude,

The well-being of our students is at the heart of everything we do. I want to take a moment to personally urge 
all students and families to prioritize safety, whether it's staying alert on the roads or making healthy, 
responsible choices. 

One of the dening features of education today is its presence in the digital world. As our students navigate 
increasing exposure to social media and online platforms, it is essential that we, together as a school 
community, remain aware of the potential risks students may encounter. We continue to guide our students 
on the importance of digital responsibility, safety, and respectful online conduct. Our commitment remains 
rm: to nurture not only academic excellence but also integrity and character, both online and ofine. 
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Therefore, friends, you want to exit a 
building, not abolish it. Make one change 
at a time. Consistency is the key to your 
success.

Aysal Shahzeb | O III a

Similarly, this way, you could strike 
things off from your to-do list one by 
one. Maybe you're not completing your 

most significant task, but you are still 
completing something. This comes with 
a warning: it might become a habit, and 
before long, you will be procrastinating 
with every important deadline. Friend, 

you need to draw a 
line to it.

 So, friends, if you are one of those who 
often say, “I procrastinate a lot…”. Then 
so what? Take a deep breath and let it go. 
Move on. If you do not stop, you are 
fuelling your guilt over procrastinating. 
It would burn you in its fire from which 
you cannot escape.

When you are aware of your work-
related deadlines but still find yourself 
dilly-dallying. You scroll down and you 
scroll up, checking every newsworthy 
and not-so-newsworthy news on 

Instagram. What do you think you are 
doing? More formally, you can refer to 
this wasting of time as procrastination.

This kind of 'deceptive procrastination' 
could be put forward as productive and 
positive. Now, how does one do that? 
Quite frankly, it is quite simple. All you 
need to do is switch scrolling reels while 
hitting the gym. The deadline is put 
aside for a while. And boom! You are 
procrastinating! You fool yourself into 
thinking that you are benefitting from 
this side activity. Is this beneficial, or are 
you trying to make yourself believe that 
it is?

We could argue that 
it is a way of increas-
ing creativity, but 
that is your brain 
playing tricks on 
you, buddy. As the 
d e a d l i n e s  d r a w 
closer, your stress 
levels go higher, 
too. This decreases 
your efficiency and 
kills your creativity. 
Or you could be 

simply procrastinating because of your 
thirst for perfection. You simply do not 
start doing something because of the 
fear of ruining it. Then you will be left 
wringing your hands and the task is still 
undone.

I'll Do That Tomorrow
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Picture this: it has been a rough day at school, and all you want to experience at 
home is a strong sensation of joy. Well, what better way to achieve that very feeling 
than listening to music? It immediately soaks up your sorrow like a sponge- but 
what if I told you there are more underlying benefits to this ,that makes the power of 
music, well, powerful? 

Playing music makes you feel empowered, yet humble, as it normalizes the inevita-
ble practice of making mistakes; something which is considered an act of sin in 
these modern and 'perfect' times. Moreover, it allows you to hone in on even the 
slightest of intricacies not only of music but of life, helping you to expand your 
creative and observational boundaries. 

Ali Raza | O III a

However, music is looked as a prenicious and tiring hike rather than a peaceful trek. 
Why is that, you may ask? Well, many parents often force their children to play 
music against their will, not even letting them pick a favourite genre to work upon. 
This, in my opinion, ruins the beauty of music to a large extent. Music needs to find 
you, not the other way around- it should approach you in an inquisitive way like a 
stray cat cuddles up your lap. Music should be encouraged, not forced. Luckily, 
many schools are hosting lessons that help to ignite a new fire of melodies and beats 
in students by even providing the opportunity to go on tours! 

Music is truly for all 
ages - whether you 
are an aspiring young 
artist looking to be 
the next Taylor Swift, 
to just be a music 
t h e r a p i s t .  T h u s , 
music provides a 
conduit for personal 
growth and interper-
sonal connection. 
Regardless of one's 
stage in life, engage-
ment with music fosters new insights and strengthens the bonds that unite us. 

In short, music is an invaluable stone which, not only elates you but helps you to 
evolve, both mentally and spiritually. Although for some folks, it might perpetually 
remain an unpolished rock!

Music Matters
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Mount Sanders, commonly known as the 
Dark Mountain, was a place known to be 
impossible to climb. Henry described 
the place to be hell disguised as heaven - 
lush, myrtle grass valleys and crystalline 
lakes surrounded the vicinity, glistening 
ethereally under the sun's radiant light, 
but what lay under the icy snow was 
insidious - frozen bodies of some of the 
world's most talented Climbers. 

The man left with his herd of 
sheep, whose other grey wood mat 
looked similar to the hair of their owner. 
He continued by informing us how the 
farthest he had reached was the cave. We 
did not believe him, of course, and 
proceeded to start our journey. I stared 
at the snow, observing my reflection, as 
behind my blonde hair and emerald eyes 
was a soul full of spirit. 

"You still have time to back out, Ali," 
warned Henry. From his appearance, 

you would not be able to guess that he 
was a professional climber, conquering 
the likes of K-2 and the Himalayas. 
Henry's chocolate coloured hair and 
eyes perfectly matched the chalky bark 
of the bundle of alpine trees. His facial 
features as Jagged and sharp like the 
ridges of the mountain we stood in front 
of. 

The world seemed to have ceased to 
exist for me. It felt as though I was stuck 
in a never-ending red light, watching 
everyone on the adjacent road drive 
ahead smoothly, yet I was waiting alone, 
paralysed in frustration and hopeless-
ness. I wanted to accomplish something 
in my life - something which would show 
everyone how I did not need to abide by 
the rules. The Dark Mountain awaited 
my presence. 

We had not even stepped foot 
on the snow when we encoun-
tered another warning in the 
form of an elderly man. 

"Fine then, you stubborn men! 
Look for the huge boulder of 
ice next to which lies a cave! 
Use it as shelter while you cry 
tears of regret!" 

The first few hours were easier than 
expected. Henry's remarkable naviga-

"We've had this discussion before, 
Henry. I am not leaving until I trek atop 
this mountain, even if it takes all I've 

got," I replied with determination and 
grit. 

'Don't be fooled by the fiery 
orb in the sky! No, no. This 
merely a facade! Rain of fire 
will hail over year,’ The enig-
matic man yelled hysterically, 
advising us to go back, but we 
were unfazed. 

The Dark Mountain
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 I almost made my way to the cave, but a 
scream echoed from behind. Henry had 
tripped over something hard and cam-
ouflaged with the snow- a skeleton. I 
rushed to grab his arm, trying not to fall 
down to our demise. I pulled and pulled, 
and finally prevented Henry from dying.

Thus, Henry and I continued on our way, 
and good thing we did, because we 
reached the top. The very top of the 
mountain! The Dark Mountain, bathed in 
the golden light of the dying sun. The 
Dark Mountaiin was no longer a dream- 
it was a reality; I had finally crossed the 
red light.

"Ali, Look! The boulder! The cave must 
be there somewhere,” Henry exclaimed, 
hopeful yet dreadful. 

"We avoided the unavoidable, Henry. We 
were saved for a reason. I am not going 
down until I plant the flag on top!”

"This can't be... it's about to rain!” I 
exclaimed in absolute fear! Panic started 
to set in, adrenaline pushing through my 
body, heart pounding like drums. This 
was it!  

We had a lot to lose, so we took our 
chances and carefully but swiftly tried to 
look for the cove. Bullets of ice rained 
from the sky, but miraculously, we had 
found the cave! 

Thrush! The ocean sky yelled in anger, 
for it had turned from teal to black! The 
sun's grand performance came to an end 
as cotton-like curtains draped over the 
whole sky

tion skills and dexterity paved our way 
to the top. Everything was unfolding the 
way we had hoped, apart from a few slip-
ups here and there on the moist and 
protruding rock. 

The rain had stopped, and the sun was 
ready to set. Henry and I stared at each 
other, contemplating whether to finish 
what we had started. 

Ali Raza | O III A

Through endless talks and some sweet 
and some bittersome calls,

A promise made, a trust to keep.

M. Faisal Imran | O III b

Unbreakable Ties, Strengthened Tight 

Through every tear and every tea, you 
stood beside me, light.

A friendship strong, beyond compare.

With laughter loud and secrets deep,

Not bound by blood, yet our bond is tied 
so tight,

From inside jokes to dreams we share,

No family ties, yet you're my own,

Catching each other whenever one falls.

Through every storm, we've laughed and 
grown.

A bond unshaken, tried and true,

Through every high and low, it's me and 
you.

Through the bond we have shared, I 
couldn't  thank god how blessed I am 
that you're always there. 

Unbreakable Ties, 
Strengthened Tight 
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Taylor and Spencer, two souls bound by 
years of friendship, had always been 
seen together, whether feeding starving 
animals or helping an elderly stranger 
cross the road. They would spend hours 
pondering ways to make the world a 
better place. 

One gloomy evening, under the wet 
green labyrinth of leaves, Taylor spotted 

Spencer sitting alone on their usual 
bench, sweat glistening on his fore-
head, anxiety evident in his eyes. 

“Spencer, are you okay? You're 
sweating a lot,” Taylor asked, con-
cern evident in his voice.

He hesitated before continuing, “I've 
been offered the best job opportu-

nity in Alaska. The salary package is 
great, and the boss is kind, so I won't 
have too many arguments with him.” 
Taylor's heart dropped. 

“Both of them stood frozen, as silent as a 
winter's night, their eyes locked in an 
unspoken conversation, tears glistening 
under the dim streetlights." 

His voice cracked as he spoke, “Leaving? 
You must be joking, right? This is 
another one of your pranks?” But 
Spencer slowly shook his head, confirm-
ing the painful truth.

Taylor once exclaimed, “Imagine if 
everyone just did one good thing every 
day. The world would be so much purer 
and brighter, don't you think?” Taylor's hands trembled. Reality struck 

hard, and she gripped Spencer's shoul-
ders, desperation was clearly noticeable 
in her voice. 

Spencer laughed, “True, but then who 
would share the spicy conversations 
about school drama, or steal each 
other's lunches and stationery?” Taylor 
smirked, “Obviously us! You're such a 
weirdo!”

They were inseparable, like protons and 
neutrons, packed tightly in the nucleus 
of an atom, always together, always 
stronger. But lately, something had 
changed. Spencer had been distant, 
absent from their usual gossip sessions. 
Taylor sensed something unusual, a 

shift in Spencer's attitude that he had 
never encountered before.

Spencer took a deep breath, trying to 
relax before finally responding, “I'm 
leaving, Taylor. Far away from you 
and this beloved hometown of mine, 
the place that raised me.” 

“Promise me you'll come back to visit 

The Unexpected Final Goodbye
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Hours passed as they consoled one 
another, making promises to stay in 

touch and share all the juicy gossip from 
their new lives.

Spencer, offering a reassuring smile, 
promised he would but Taylor remained 
in shock. Their childhood bond was 
unbreakable, how could he let go of 
someone who had been by his side for so 
many years?

every few days!” 

 In a determined yet emotional tone, they 
said, “We will always stay friends and 
meet whenever possible. Our bond is too 
strong to break.”

As the night deepened, Spencer took one 
last look at Taylor. 

Finally, they embraced, holding onto the 
moment as long as they could. And then, 
Spencer left for a future without Taylor. 
Despite the promises made, that was the 
last time Taylor ever saw him.

M. Faisal Imran | O III b

"Both of them stood frozen, as silent as a 
winter's night, their eyes locked in an 
unspoken conversation, tears glistening 
under the dim streetlights." 

Then there’s Type 2 diabetes, which is 
different. Have you ever thought about 
what happens if you eat too much junk 
food or spend hours glued to your 
screen without moving? Over time, your 
body might stop responding to insulin 

Have you ever heard of diabetes? It’s like 
carrying a hidden challenge every single 
day, and trust me, it’s not something 
you’d wish for, especially as a kid. But 
what exactly is diabetes, and how does it 
affect children? Let me break it down for 
you in a way that’s easy to understand.

Now imagine this: if you had Type 1 
diabetes, you’d have to check your blood 

sugar levels multiple times a day. 
Sounds a bit scary, right? You’d use a 
small device to prick your finger and 
check a number on a glucometer. For 
most kids, blood sugar levels are 
between 70 mg/dl and 90 mg/dl, but for 
those with diabetes, the safe range is 
slightly higher ranging from 70 mg/dl to 
125 mg/dl. If it goes too high or too low, 
you might need insulin through a pump 
or injection. How’s that for a daily 
responsibility?

Did you know there are two types of 
diabetes:- Type 1 and Type 2. Type 1 is a 
bit like your immune system getting its 
wires crossed. It attacks the pancreas, 
which is supposed to produce insulin. 
And insulin? Well, that’s the hero of the 
story! It helps keep our blood sugar 
levels in check. Without enough insulin, 
things can go haywire.

What Is Diabetes, 
And What Challenges Do Children 

With Diabetes Face?
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properly. This type of diabetes is often 
linked to lifestyle, but the good news is 
it’s preventable if we stay active and eat 
balanced meals.

But here’s something you might not 
know—diabetes doesn’t just mess with 
sugar levels. It can cause all sorts of 
problems if we’re not careful. For 
instance, it can harm your heart by 
making blood vessels stiff. So, staying 
active isn’t just fun it’s essential! What’s 
your favorite way to move, riding a 

bicycle or showing your 
football moves?

And don’t forget about your 
kidneys, which act like filters 
for your blood. Without 
proper care, diabetes can 
damage them over time. 
Drinking water is a simple 
way to keep them happy. Oh, 
and our eyes! Can you imag-
ine not seeing your favorite 

colors or TV shows clearly? Diabetes can 
affect eyesight, so regular check-ups are 
a must.

Living with diabetes isn’t easy, but it 
doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy life. With a 
little care, healthy food, exercise, and 
regular check-ups, we can still have the 
best adventures. Childhood is meant to 
be fun, right? So let’s make every 
moment count!

Faisal Imran O III b

How do you leave a place that built you?

Where my tiny footsteps once seemed so small.

Where every corner holds a piece of your soul?

The walls have aged with my laughter and tears,

Each crack a story, each scar a memory untold.

I grew up here, in these echoing halls,

Where my name was first called, my voice first heard,

The playground still whispers our childhood dreams,

The classrooms breathe with the weight of time,

Each desk, each chair, a story of mine.

The swings still creak with forgotten schemes.

Where I learned the power of a simple word.

When the Bell Rings One Last Time
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But here, I found courage in kind hands and kind eyes,

When the world seemed too big, and the colors would fade.

In the warmth of a teacher, in a friend's quiet “hi.”

I remember the days I felt lost, afraid,

From this ending, a new chapter will start.

So I walk away with a tear-streaked face,

Goodbye to the home that watched me begin,

For the faces that time may slowly erase.

To the life I have known, to the years flying by.

Leaving behind a sacred space.

And as the gates close, I know in my heart,

I pack my memories, my hope, and my fear.

But even as I step into the great unknown,

This school will forever be my first home.

The bell will ring, but this time it's goodbye,

I leave you now, but you'll live within. 

My heart aches for the comfort of this place,

And now, the clock ticks louder, the end draws nearer,

   Syeda Shifa Bokhari O III b
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As I sat organizing my new office, I 
accidentally knocked over a box, send-
ing a pile of books scattering across the 
floor. Among the mess, I found an old, 
crumpled piece of paper. It was my 
ticket for the Titanic. That small, forgot-
ten piece of paper brought back memo-
ries of a journey that will haunt me 
forever. 

I felt like I was in another world when I 
had stepped onto the ship. 
The grand staircase, the 
gleaming floors, and the 
soft glow of the chandeliers 
were unlike anything I had 
ever seen. I can still hear the 
echo of the passengers' 
laughter and the clinking of 
glasses in the dining room. 
There was a sense of awe, of 
something larger than life. 
It felt like I was walking on a 
piece of history, a ship so 
grand that nothing could 
bring it down.

But everything changed on the night of 
April 14th. I was in the lounge when the 
ship shuddered, the first sign of trouble. 
At first, it felt like nothing more than a 
minor bump. A momentary jolt. But then 
the ship began to tilt slightly. Panic 

spread through the passengers. The ship 
was going down, I didn't know if I would 
survive or not. I refused to let myself go 
down, I was going to survive. I made my 
way to the deck and saw the iceberg and 
people fighting to get into lifeboats and 
some jumping in the freezing water. 

It was as if time had frozen for a moment 
and I was just there, trying to make 
sense of it all. The lifeboats were filling 

up, and I saw no other way but to jump 
into the water. It was like jumping into 
needles; the cold stabbed through. Soon, 
I was all numb, I do not remember much 
of my time in the water. I was shortly 
rescued by another ship. Hands had 
pulled me out of the water and when I 
looked back, the Titanic was gone, 
taking God knows how many others with 
it. Somehow, I had survived.

Sarim Sarfraz  | O II

I was 18 years old and had 
just graduated college. I 
was going back home to 
America. The first few days 
on the Titanic were filled 
with enjoyment, I was exploring the 
decks and enjoying the views, taking in 
the luxury, thinking it would be a 
smooth journey.

Looking Back
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to strive for excellence?

As students, we often find ourselves 
caught up in the daily routine of school 
life. We wake up, attend classes, do our 
homework, and repeat. But amidst all 
the chaos, have you ever stopped to 
think about what truly drives you? What 
sparks that fire within you, pushing you

Your dreams are the key to unlocking 
your potential. They are the fuel that 
propels you forward, giving you direc-
tion, purpose, and meaning. Whether it 

is becoming a doctor, an artist, or an 
engineer, your dreams are what set you 
apart and make you unique.

" Believe in yourself, even when no one 
else does. Remember that every great 
achievement started with a single step, a 
single decision to take a chance and 
pursue a dream.

So, what's holding you back? Is it fear, 
doubt, or uncertainty? Whatever it is, 
know that You are not alone. We all face 
these challenges, and we all have the 
power to overcome them.

As students, we have a unique opportu-
nity to explore our pas-
sions, develop our skills, 
a n d  d i s c o v e r  o u r 
s t r eng ths .  We  have 
teachers, mentors, and 
peers who can guide us, 
support us, and inspire 
us to reach new heights. 
So, take a moment to 
reflect on your dreams. 
What are they? What do 
they mean to you? What 
steps can you take today 
to move closer to achiev-
ing them? Remember, 

your dreams are worth chasing. They're 
worth fighting for and they're worth 
believing in.But here is the thing: chasing your 

dreams is not always easy. There will be 
obstacles, setbacks, and moments of 
self-doubt. You will face critics who will 
tell you that your dreams are impossi-
ble, that you are not good enough, or 
that you are just plain crazy. But do not 
listen to them.

You have the power to make your 
dreams a reality. So, go out there and 
make it happen!

Rohan Adnan | O II

Instead, listen to that voice within you, 

the one that whispers, "You can do it.

The Power of Dreams: 
Unlocking Your Potential



This creature is now standing in front of 

the class, facing the teacher, having no 
justification for the round ball he got 
during the test. The math lesson passed 
and here the English lesson started and 
the teacher gave the task to write a diary 
page. Now, we are busy reading the text 
which we will hardly ever add in the 
diary we are writing.

Muhammad Ahmed | O II

At its core, procrastination is often tied 
to our brain's reaction to overwhelming 
or unpleasant tasks. Studies 
show that our brains are 
wired to seek immediate 
pleasure and avoid discom-
fort, which is why we might 
choose a short-term reward 
like scrolling through social 
media over something that 
feels like work or doing such 
an unimportant study or 
checking out emails which 
you have hardly ever done in 
your life. This push and pull 
between avoiding the discomfort of a 
task and the satisfaction of instant 
gratification creates a vicious cycle that 
can be hard to break.

In student life, procrastination can feel 
like an unavoidable habit. But under-
standing why we put things off can help 
us change our approach. By breaking 

tasks down, managing our time better, 
and focusing on progress instead of 
perfection, we can reduce the pressure 
and stress of doing everything at the last 
minute. So, the next time you find your-
self saying, "I'll do it tomorrow," remem-
ber: tomorrow is only as effective as 
what you accomplish today.

For students, this habit can be espe-
cially, challenging. We have a maths test 
after two days “I will prepare for it 
tomorrow I am busy right now” and you 
are pretending to be busy by writing an 
unimportant personal diary for the first 
time in life just to console yourself. Two 
days passed in the blink of an eye. Here, 
the math test is marked.

We have all been there. The assignment 
with a deadline nearby, the pile of notes 
to organize, or that study session you 
promised yourself you would start 
tomorrow. It's the classic habit of pro-
crastination, a cycle most students know 
all too well. But why do we put things off, 
even when we know it might cause stress 
later? Why do we say, "I'll do it tomor-
row"?         

Why Do We Put Off Things?
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Plastic also damages marine habitats like 
coral reefs. Coral reefs are important 
because they provide homes for many sea 
creatures. When plastic covers the reefs, it 
blocks sunlight and spreads diseases, 
making it harder for the reefs to survive. 
Huge areas of floating plastic, like the Great 
Pacific Garbage Patch, also force animals to 
live in places that are not suitable for them.

Many marine animals eat plastic because 
they mistake it for food. For example, sea 
turtles often eat plastic bags because they 
look like jellyfish, their favorite food. Birds 
like albatrosses feed bits of plastic to their 
chicks, which can cause them to die from 
hunger or sickness. Whales and dolphins are 
also affected when they swallow large 
amounts of plastic, which can block their 
stomachs and make them sick or kill them. 
Some animals, like seals and sharks, get 
trapped in old fishing nets, which can injure 
or even drown them.

To solve this problem, everyone needs to 
work together. We should reduce how much 
plastic we use, improve recycling systems, 
and choose eco-friendly alternatives. Educa-
tion and stricter rules can also help stop 
plastic pollution.

Plastic pollution is harmful in other ways 
too. Plastics release chemicals like BPA and 
phthalates into the water. These chemicals 
can make marine animals sick by affecting 
their ability to grow, reproduce, and fight 
off diseases. Tiny pieces of plastic, called 

microplastics, are also a big problem. They 
are eaten by small creatures like plankton, 
and these tiny plastics move up the food 
chain, eventually reaching larger animals 
and even humans.

Muhammad Fahad Rana | O I

Plastic pollution is a serious problem that 
harms the oceans and the animals living in 
them. Every year, about 8 million tons of 
plastic end up in the oceans. This pollution 
affects marine animals, damages their 
homes, and even impacts people who 
depend on the sea for food and jobs.

In conclusion, plastic pollution is a big 
threat to ocean life. We need to act quickly to 
protect marine animals, save their habitats, 
and keep our oceans healthy for the future.

The Impact of Plastic Pollution 
on Marine Life
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The Last Train Home 
 A Ride that may never end

It was a regular afternoon after another 
boring and extremely grueling shift had 
ended. Working as an accountant in a 
bank (which was in the middle of 
nowhere) wasn't nearly ideal nor prefer-
able. Being someone who learned to 
compromise as life went on, I realized 
that there was no such spark of determi-
nation or the need for something more 
in my pathetic life. All I did was violently 
punch numbers into my calculator and 
only watch as my skin began to sag and 
my brows began to furrow due to shear 
stress and annoyance.

Come to think of it, it was way 
too quiet for a train ride. No 

more squabbling, yelling, screaming or 
even nudging- it was as if the train had 
completely stopped or pressed pause. 
Having to overcome my social anxiety, I 
looked towards my fellow passengers 
and said,”Um… but does anyone know 
when we'll reach Shibuya again?”...My 
question was greeted by silence and a 
small collective chuckle from the 
ENTIRE train. Goosebumps appeared all 
over my skin and I began to question 
what humour I must've conjured in 
order to make such a fool out of myself.

Even now, as I used to dream of being a 
billionaire who would support his par-
ents, I stood corrected as I frowned 
towards my train ticket-$19.99. “What a 

waste.” I thought to myself 
everytime I boarded the train 
home. All those years studying 
and winning awards, just to 
end up as a middle-aged man 
who struggled to support even 
his pet dog who he'd STUPIDLY 
named Tofu.  I  knew my 
thoughts were eating away at 
me, and I didn't like an ounce 
of it. 

“We will be arriving at our 
destination in” the announce-
ment was cut short as static 
boomed over the speaker and 
for the first time I had been 
brought back to reality, snap-
ping out of my pessimistic 
thoughts.

“You will never…never….want to l-lea-
leave!” boomed the speaker, causing my 
ears to ring and for my body to jolt at the 
sharp sound. As I looked up, I instinc-
tively covered my ears and switched to 
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“Aww, now go on, I have a naughty boy to 

deal with!” said my grandma as she 
pulled out a rolling pin from god knows 
where. Now as I waited for her signal, my 
feet propped and practically dug into 
the ground.

holding my head between my knees 
after what I saw. The passe

ngers..they…their eyes seemed hollow 
and mouths remained open, revealing a 
void inside. I began shaking with fear 
and shuddering, trying to believe what I 
had seen was an illusion. However as I 
looked up, I was greeted with one singu-
lar passenger sitting across from me, 
reading his newspaper as the train was 
now empty. I had seen multiple horror 
movies and knew what would ensue thus 
I got up, readied myself and began 
violently punching and kicking at the 
figure sitting besides me. To further add 
to my foolish confidence (which you will 
see within the next 5 lines) I began yell-
ing profanities at the figure.

However, a hand tapped my shoulder 
and as I looked back, I saw the same 
empty and hollow man behind me, 
frowning at me. Before I could react, I 
was kicked with the force of a bullet 
train and sent flying across 2 compart-
ments of what seemed like a never-
ending/infinity train. My mind began to 
twist and turn as I struggled to recover 
from what had happened. My mind 
wandered to unwanted memories of 
myself winning awards and succeeding 
at life before the crisis occurred.

“A door has opened for you, wan-
derer…” said a voice which made even 
the man flinch. It was the voice of my 
late grandmother, who had promised to 
take care of me as long as she could 
before passing. “Granny, you again? I 
can't thank you enough!” I yelled as I ran 
towards her and embraced her with all 
my might.

As I looked towards the white light and 
the bustling metro, I looked back to the 
tall man, towering over the remnants of 
my grandmother who was wilting away.

“PUSH THROUGH OR YOU'LL DIE HERE!” 
boomed my grandmother's voice which 
had become hoarse and desperate. I 
stood up and reverted to my prime-my 
old self. I launched myself through the 
compartments and managed to scare a 
figure by giving it a stare that meant 
death if defied.

As I stumble out of the train wreck, I look 
at my suitcase, a mystifying glow ema-
nating from it. However, I cried and 
checked to see whether I was living or 
dead after seeing…the rolling pin.

As soon as I heard a boom, I bolted and 
jumped across every figure which 
lunged at me. With strength and deter-
mination I ran as fast as I could, punch-
ing, kicking and clawing my way towards 
the exit before being caught by an 
unknown force.

Syed Aun Ali | O I

“Here Kenji!” she yells out to me, the last 
note in her voice a crack, and she flings 
the rolling pin in my direction. I grab it, 
and give my grandmother one last look, 
as she blows me a kiss, which pierces my 
heart as she crumbles away. I sprint 
towards the hollow man and eradicate 
him with one strike of the rolling pin, 
beheading him.
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Sometime in February, 1944…we have 
no calendar 

“Where! Where are they??? The US army? 
They promised they'd come. We're going 
to lose.” I shook him, petrified, my face 
covered in sweat. 

“I'm so sorry cadet, but they aren't 
coming. Their planes were attacked and 
all of them were destroyed!”

I cursed us for ever joining this crappy 
World War. I thought, if I hadn't I would 
be safe in my cosy home with my family, 
warm food in the oven. I dreamed about 
my family, missing them dearly. Just as I 
was about to give up on hope 
and accept my horrible fate, I 
heard gunshots as American 
soldiers appeared from thin 
air.

I lay on the ground, bleeding and 
wounded. My comrades lay all around 
me, mostly dead... some desperately 
clinging onto life. Tears rolled down my 
eyes, cheeks. My heart was racing with 
my thoughts running wild... 

Paramedics carried me back 
to camp. A paramedic hov-
ered over, trying to keep me 
alive and breathing. I'd never 
been happier that the US 
army had finally arrived! 

It's been  two days...

“Sergeant, this is no time to be sleeping. 
Get a hold of yourself, we're at war.” 

Immediately I came to my senses as I 
looked around, my comrades dead. 
There were no US soldiers, where were 
they? I thought, panicking. They prom-
ised they'd come. 

'How could they betray us like that?'  We 
were supposed to be comrades too. I 
gripped the person who had dragged me 
back into this hell. My fingernails dig-
ging into his skin.

The officer looked at me strangely and 
then hit me with a bombshell,

We received the amazing 
news that we had won! At last, Germany 
had lost as my comrades hugged me. I 
was grateful and relieved to see them 
well and alive, or so I thought...

Just then reality hit me like a slap in the 
face. The face of my comrade just float-
ing in the air as he turned to face me. But 
his face skin had completely peeled off! 
His mouth was bloody and some of his 
teeth had fallen out. I was transported 
right away from my nightmare to reality. 
My comrade was shaking and squeezing 

me, trying to get me up.

“Is this really how I'm going to die?” 

January 24, 1944

I fainted on the spot.

January 22, 1944

The End of the World
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Ever since Germany won the war, chaos 
has erupted everywhere. The allies have 
lost. There is no order or administration. 
This war has led to great disasters. 
Germans have no clue whatsoever on 
how to take control. Their top leadership 

is in disarray after Hitler suddenly 
disappeared overnight. Russians are 
trying to capture what they can while 
Japan is getting ready to strike. I think 
this world will end soon…

Tonight is no different, except it is. I 
come home from the monthly dinner 
with my parents, my mind clouded with 
the echoes of another argument, 

The world outside is a blur of grey, cold 
biting at my skin as I step out of the 
metro. The streetlights flicker, barely 
fighting against the darkness, and the 
wind carries the smell of damp earth and 
city life. My boots scuff against the 
pavement as I make my way home from 

university and a great day with my best 
friend. Head down, hands deep in my 
pockets, trying to ignore the fact that I 
am once again alone and walking with 
the anticipation of a dinner I must 
attend, just trying to disappear in the 
wake of it all.

Every evening, without fail, I see the cat. 
A feral, grey creature with eyes like 
melting amber, watching me from a 
distance, cautious yet present. The first 
time I saw it, I thought, oh, what a cute 
cat. But after weeks, months, of it wait-
ing near the steps to my apartment 
building, I started to think maybe it 
wasn't just a coincidence. Maybe it was 
something else. A silent witness to my 
life, a presence in a world where I often 
felt alone.

My life is a mess, and I don't say that 
lightly. I live in a constant state of worry, 
not financially, I'm doing great money 
wise, even though my parents don't look 
kindly upon the fact that I'm a blogger. 
But I am burdened by the ever-growing 
weight of not being enough. My parents, 
in particular, never fail to remind me of 
my shortcomings. Every day, every 
conversation is laced with disappoint-
ment, spoken or unspoken, like a cold 
wind that never leaves. They expect 
more from me, better grades, a better 
future, a better version of the daughter 
they think I should be; and every time I 
fall short, I feel like another piece of me 
crumbles away.

The Cat That Watched Me Fall
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another fight where I said too little or 
too much. I don't remember the details, 
just the suffocating pressure in my 
chest, the rawness in my throat, the 
quiet conviction that no matter what I 
do, I will never be enough for them. I 
almost don't notice the cat at first. But 
there it is, perched on the low wall 
beside my building. Watching me with 
those unblinking eyes. I pause, letting 
the silence stretch between us.

The world doesn't stop for me. The 
traffic still hums, and the wind still 
howls through the streets, the stars still 
seem to glow. The cat doesn't know I've 
had a bad night. It doesn't know that my 
parents' words cut deeper than my body, 

or that I sometimes wonder if things will 
get better. It simply just exists, unaf-
fected, unwavering, a reminder that no 
matter how broken I feel, life keeps 
moving, and for the first time that night, 
I don't feel like I have to prove anything. 
Not to my parents, not to the world, not 
even to myself. I kneel down and extend 
a hand, half expecting for it to accept my 
gesture. It doesn't. Instead, it stays still, 
eyes locked onto mine, and somehow, 
that is enough. The world does not stop 
spinning. It will never stop. Though I 
may stumble, fall, shatter, I will crawl 
forward with bloodied hands if I must, 
because there is no choice.

Syeda Momina | O I

A man walked back and forth nearby, his 
boots scraping against the stone floor. 
The sound echoed in the quiet. He didn't 
say anything, just muttered under his 
breath as he moved. He was clearly 

The walls of the old mine felt like they 
were closing in, sharp and uneven, 
faintly glowing under the flickering light 
of a flashlight. The air was thick with 
dust, making it hard to 
breathe,  leaving a 
gritty feeling on their 
faces. Seven people 
were stuck there: some 
sitting, others lying on 
the cold, hard ground. 
Their clothes were 
dirty and torn, and 
their faces were pale.

The boy, no more than 
ten, was tightly hold-
ing his mother's arm. 
His eyes were wide and 
scared, watching the dark tunnel ahead. 
His small hands were shaking, his 
knuckles turning white as he gripped 
her hand tightly. His mother's face was 

pale, and her eyes looked tired and 
worried. She didn't speak, but she gently 
stroked his hair, trying to calm him, 
though it didn't really help.

Lost in the Depths
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frustrated, but no one told him to stop. 
They all felt the same fear and worry, 
and there was no energy left to argue.

In another corner, a woman sat quietly, 
holding a nearly empty water bottle in 
her hands. She stared into the darkness, 
her eyes distant. The last of their water 
was running out, and she wasn't sure 
what to do next. Her shoulders were 
slumped, as if she had lost hope. Next to 
her, a young man leaned against the cold 
wall, his head resting back. His eyes were 

closed, and he was still, too tired to 
move.

The mine felt endless, the dark tunnel 
stretching out in front of them, with no 
way to see how long it went. It was as if 
the walls were closing in, and the silence 
was all around them. They were no 
longer strangers, but people who had 
come together in fear and uncertainty, 
unsure of what would happen next.

As the footsteps finally faded, 
Ben motioned to Ellie, and they 
rushed into the study. The 
map was on the desk, just as 

they had seen it before. Ellie grabbed it 
and turned to leave, but the creaking of 
another door upstairs stopped them in 
their tracks. Mr. Cooper's voice echoed 
down the stairs.

Panic gripped them both. They 
hurriedly ducked into the 
shadows, holding their breath 
as Mr. Cooper's footsteps grew 
louder, then stopped. For a 
long, terrifying moment, the 
house was completely still.

 "Who's there?" 

Ellie and Ben had spent weeks planning 
their mission: to sneak into Mr. Cooper's 
house and steal an old map from his 
study. They had carefully observed his 
habits, noting when he went to bed and 
how long it took him to fall asleep. 
Tonight, everything seemed perfect. The 

sky was dark, and the house was quiet, 
just as they had expected. At exactly 
11:30, they crept through the yard and 
reached the back door. Ben pulled out a 
small lock-picking kit and quickly 
unlocked the door. The plan was work-
ing, so far.

Inside, the house was still and silent, 
with only the faint sound of their foot-
steps echoing through the hall. They 
made their way down the narrow corri-
dor, past the kitchen, and stopped at the 
study door. Ellie's fingers trembled as 
she reached for the handle, but just as 

she was about to open it, they 
heard footsteps upstairs. Mr. 
Cooper was awake! 

One Wrong Move
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They bolted out of the house and 
sprinted down the street, hearts pound-
ing in their chests. Behind them, Mr. 
Cooper's angry shouts grew fainter as 

they turned the corner. Ellie stopped to 
catch her breath. 

His words sent a wave of panic through 
them both. There was no time left to 
think. Ben grabbed Ellie's hand, and they 
ran for the back door. But just as they 
reached it, they heard a loud crash from 
upstairs. Mr. Cooper was coming.

“That didn't go as planned,” she gasped. 

Ben nodded, his face pale. “We got the 
map, though,” he said with a weak smile. 

But neither of them felt victorious. The 
plan had failed, and it was clear that next 
time, they would need a much better 
strategy.

Qazi Haider | O I

Fortunately, no one was hurt, but the 
shock and panic were evident on every-
one's faces. The teacher quickly took 
control of the situation ensuring every-
one was safe and wharmed.The after-

math left us all shaken and more aware 
of the potential dangers in the science 
lab. 

However, things took an 
unexpected turn when the 
teacher 's  acc identa l ly 
dropped a larger piece of 
sodium into the water. The 
reaction was immediate 
and much more intense 
than any of us anticipated. 
Instead of just fizzing, the 
sodium violently exploded, sending 
shards of glass from the container flying 
across the classroom. 

One of the most shocking incidents I 
experienced in school happened during 
a regular chemistry class. Our teacher 
was demonstrating a simple experiment 
involving the reaction between sodium 
and water. As usual, we 
watched with curiosity, 
expecting the small piece of 
sodium to fizz and move 
around on the water's 
surface. 

This incident taught us the importance 
of safety and caution, especially when 

dealing with chemicals. It was a moment 
we would never forget, reminding us of 
how quickly a normal day can turn into 
something unexpected. 

Azlan Hussain | VIII a

Shocking!
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I could see plastic bags flying in the air. The 
birds were flying in the opposite direction. It looked like the wind was pushing the 
birds and not allowing them to go further. The power went out so the roads were 
even more darker. The wires were tangled and messed up. A transformer suddenly 
fell down and made a loud thud.

The storm was raging. So much that when-
ever the wind blew the windows started 
rattling violently. The wind was so intense 
that I could hear it howling and it was 
almost like it was roaring. The trees were 
pushed back, and it was almost like the 
wind was trying to yank them out of the 
ground. The whole of Earth was engulfed by 
a dark cloud. The loud sound of thunder 
sounded like drums. For a second, I closed 
my eyes and when I opened them again the 
room was lit up with lightning. The loud 
crackling of the lighting struck my ears.

Muhammad Fateh Gulfam | VIII a

Fiery Storm

He shut down his laptop, turned off the 
lamp and went to sleep. It had been a 
long and tiring day for him. When he 
woke up, he looked to check the time 
on his phone, but the phone wasn't 
there. He was surprised as he always 
put his phone on his bedside table at 
night.

“What?” It appeared he had never heard 
that word before. He thought his dad 
was just kidding with him, and had 

He felt a bit lazy, so he didn't start 
looking for his phone. When he went to 
the washroom, he checked the time on 
the wall clock and realised he was 
getting late for school. After changing 
his clothes, he picked up his bag, and 
ran to the kitchen to get breakfast. He 
expected his dad to be watching televi-
sion, but he was actually sitting at the 
kitchen table, reading a book! Curious, 

he asked his dad where his phone was. 
His father gave him a puzzled frown and 
said, 

The End of Times
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He was tired, so he just decided to go to 
sleep. He wondered whether life was 
going to continue like this or get better. 
Fortunately, when he woke up the next 
day, things had gone back to normal. So 
what had really happened?

confiscated his phone, so he ignored 
him and decided to go to school without 
it. 

He asked the smart kid in his class what 
was happening. But the smart kid was 
confused and started thinking some-
thing was wrong with him. When he 
reached school, he saw that there was no 
computer lesson on the timetable. At 
this moment realised that technology 
had somehow disappeared from the face 

of the Earth.

He started telling everybody about it, 
but everyone thought that he was going 
insane and didn't believe him. After 
school, the boy went home and told his 
parents, but as expected, they didn't 
believe him. Now he was getting furious 
and frustrated. His anger simmered 
beneath the surface, like a dormant 
volcano.

He got on to the school bus which was 
extremely crowded. There was no space, 
so he had to stand. He looked around 
and surprisingly, no one was on their 
phone. This is where he started getting 
really curious and a bit worried. What 
was going on?

I hurled myself onto a spaceship. From 
time to time, I checked behind me to see 
if anybody was on my tail, and sure 
enough, every time I looked, I could see 

Robodog closing upon me. It was like 
playing tag; but only in outer space with 
a mad maniac robot who not only 
wanted to catch me but also kill me!

Only a few days ago, I had noticed 
Robodog acting up. He was not only not 
obeying my commands but also not 
responding to them or catching the 

cookies I threw at him. He was bound 
to do that! I tried to switch him off, but 
the button simply did not work. Even 
though I thought that this was a 
programming error, it did not stop me 
from developing a few theories of my 
own. Then, yesterday was the last 
straw. He went out at 4 in the morning 
without my knowledge and roamed 
around the spaceship. If it wasn't for 
good old Antony, who knows what he 
could have done!

I knew I had to act fast. My feet 
pounded against the cold metal floor as I 
sprinted through the spaceship's wind-
ing corridors, my mind racing as fast as 

Doomsday
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“Come on, come on!” I muttered, scroll-
ing through endless lines of code. Then, 
suddenly, I found it, a shutdown 
sequence buried deep in the system. I 

hesitated only for a second before hit-
ting ENTER. The ship shuddered vio-
lently, and for a moment, everything 
went dark. 

my heart. Robodog was right behind me, 
his mechanical growls echoing through 
the halls like a predator locked onto its 
prey. Every step I took, he took two. 
Every turn I made, he followed effort-
lessly, his glowing red eyes never losing 
sight of me. I couldn't keep running 
forever. I needed a plan, fast!

I skidded into the control room, slam-
ming the door shut behind 
me and jamming a metal rod 
through the handle. My chest 
heaved as I scanned the 
panels, searching desper-
ately for a way to disable him. 
There had to be something, 
an override, a kill switch, 
anything. But before I could 
act, a loud crash shook the 
door. Robodog was here. He 
wasn't stopping. And this 
door wouldn't hold him for 
long.

My hands trembled as I 
fumbled with the ship's 
controls, typing commands 
faster than my mind could process. 
Sparks flew from the door as Robodog 
clawed his way through, his metal paws 
tearing through the thin barrier with 
terrifying ease. 

Ibrahim Thakra | VIII a

A loud metallic screech echoed through 
the room, followed by the sound of 
something heavy collapsing to the floor. 
My heart pounded as I slowly turned 
around. There he was, Robodog, lifeless, 

his red eyes dimmed into nothingness. I 
let out a breath I didn't know I was hold-
ing. But this wasn't over. I knew there 
were more out there, more robots, more 
threats, and more battles to come. This 
was only the beginning of a war I never 
wanted to fight.
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Taking a deep breath 
he started towards the 
forest. He walked as 
fast as his legs would 
take him, wasn't very 
far. As he entered the 
f o r e s t ,  h e  w a s 
engulfed in darkness. 
The thick canopy of 
trees made him look 
like a dwarf. The fresh 
smell of the pine trees 
f i l led  the  a i r .  He 
recalled, that there 
was a small wooden 
hut ,  which  had a 

switchboard which was used to supply 
electricity to the town. 

It was shabby-looking building, as if it 
could crumple down any second. The 

After hours of walking around he had no 
luck finding the hut. By now he had lost 
all hope, but just as he was about to turn 
back, a ray of light struck him. His heart 
lifted as with every inch of his strength 
he continued onward, at last coming 
face to face with a wooden door. He had 
found the hut!

 “Bzzz” the sound of Ali's alarm clock 
droned into his room. His drowsy eyes 
and aching muscles told him that he had 
overslept. He had to muster every ounce 
of his strength just to heave his indolent 
body out of bed. He glanced around, 
eyeing his room cautiously. Something 
was off. His sixth sense tingled that this 
mundane day was about to take a dra-
matic turn. As he got out, something he 
saw from the corner of his eye rooted 
him to the spot.

All the people were frozen. Realization 
hit him like a bolt of lightning. He didn't 
want to believe it but it was right there, 
in front of him. 

Then he thought of what he had heard 
from his father, that the city's main 
power supply was in the forest. Not just 
any forest, but the one even where the 
bravest people would have crumpled. A 
huge lump formed in his throat. His legs 
were heavy. He could barely walk but he 
knew what had to do. 

He ran as fast as lightning to the door. 
The sun was warm on his back as he 
raced towards his bike. As he streaked 
by on his super bike, a shocking realiza-
tion dawned upon him. The cars were 
stationary and all the street lights had 
disappeared. Technology had left this 
world! Gazing around sweaty, he 
searched for some human existence but 
there was none. The city that buzzed 
with activity every day like a hive on a 
sunny day, was now dead silent and 
eerily empty. 

The End of Times
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handle on the door clicked as he opened 
the creaking door. When he stepped in, 
specks of dust settled on his face. He 
noticed a bright shiny button on the 
switchboard and immediately pressed 
it, hoping for the best. As he was about 
to leave, the floor caved in and he landed 
head-first into the rubble. His body 
became numb and his vision blurry. He 
couldn't think properly and fainted.

After what seemed like eternity, he 

regained consciousness. He could only 
remember his mother's golden words, 
“Perseverance commands success.” He 
stood up repeating these. This acted as 
an antidote and he got up and rushed 
home.

His brilliant idea had saved his life and 
reignited the town. He was considered a 
hero from that day on.

Ibrahim Thakra | VIII a

Shehryar Adeel | VIII a

Beautiful, right?At dawn, weary workers who had been 
unfortunately given the night shift 
return to their beds for a good “day's” 
sleep. Early risers head out for a jog, 
before leaving for work. Not long after, 
houses curtains are open, and an hour 
later a hoard of cars leave. This is when 
the little one's head out for school and 
the adults for their jobs and occupa-
tions. Just a while later a void of empti-
ness encompasses the area. This lasts 
for quite a long period of time, and the 
next sign of life occurs at noon, when the 
children return from their respective 
education centres. It's lunchtime. In 
another hours' time those same children 
exit their homes to meet their friends in 
a park or out on the street. At this point 

it is teatime and men return from their 
jobs. Silence returns yet again, except 
for the occasional vehicle departing or 
arriving. After supper everyone calls it a 
day. That is, everyone except for the 
security guards. Throughout the night 
they patrol the neighbourhood, per-
forming their duties. Night-shift 
employees set out, and the cycle repeats 
as the sun rises to welcome another day. 

As I stared through the window in soli-
tude, enveloped by so many different 
feelings, ideas, and the urge to re-fill my 
cup, I must admit, this is by far the most 
thought-provoking seat in my house. I'll 
come back again tomorrow, and watch it 
unfold all over again.

A necessity for me is a cup of coffee and 
a good book waiting for me to be 
ensconced in front of the best window in 
town. A window which speaks a thou-
sand words, only to those who want to 
listen. A window which showcases the 
lives of countless people. How a routine 
can vary among so many different peo-
ple, just depending on their age and 
experience, is fascinating. 

There also come the days where there is 
a special occasional event which forces 
an individual to edit the scenes, which 
creates a feeling of mystery and excite-
ment as to what will happen. 

A View
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As time passes, it has grown increas-
ingly clear how technology will become 
the future of humanity. It is making its 
way from being nothing but a toy, used 
for fun, to a utility. Day by day, technol-
ogy's capabilities increase, so much that 
today's generation and undoubtedly 
future ones too will be almost com-
pletely reliant on technology. It's not all 
good though, as there are also many 
disadvantages with disastrous out-
comes.

The internet usually also asks for infor-
mation like your email address and 
passwords, as well as other personal 
data, and if you provide them on the 
wrong websites it can result in your 

Education can happen in 
many ways, even through 
entertainment. Technology 
provides countless methods 
for entertainment, in the form 
of videos, articles, and online 

books that you can download. If any-
thing, even wasting time can be done on 
the internet, for example by playing 
online games like candy crush! You can 
also bond with close ones using technol-
ogy like free video-calling apps. 

However use of technology also comes 
with a lot of disadvantages; some of 
which you really need to steer clear of. 
One of the most prominent ones is all 
the harmful material out there, and all 
the wrong people it could potentially 
reach.  Such information can be 
traumatizing and have a lasting effect 
on minds. 

One of the most remarkable advantages 
of technology is for learning. Through 
web browsers and artificial intelligence; 
acquiring information about videos, 
accessing diagrams, and practice ques-
tions has been made ten times easier 
than before. All the information in the 
world lies in a few clicks of a button. 

Instead of going to the library and 

searching up books, now you 
can access what you need in 
just a minute or two. Technol-
ogy can also be a means of 
guidance, whether it is a 
college application or if you 
are in search of a job, or even 
if it's just something in your 
personal life that you need 
assistance with. Just enter in 
your prompt, and you will 
reach the solution.  

The Advantages and 
Disadvantages of Technology
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accounts getting hacked and your loca-
tion getting tracked, which can lead to 
robberies and kidnappings. 

Too much of anything is bad, and mind-
lessly scrolling on social media plat-
forms such as YouTube and Instagram 
can develop damaging and hard-to-quit 
addictions. This can interfere with daily 
tasks and chores, drastically decreasing 
your work rate and productivity, not to 
mention damaging your attention span 

and listening skills. 

So, in conclusion whether technology 
use is upright and acceptable or not, will 
always be debatable. It will remain 
controversial. Nonetheless, technology 
will continue establishing its dominance 
over the world and our minds, whether 
we like it or not. It's best for us to get 
used to it and accept it as being a crucial 
part of our lives.

Sheryar Adeel | VIII a

As I arrived, the place 
was bustling with excite-
ment. Many people were 
waiting for the silky red 
ribbon to unfold to see 
the beautiful and ador-
able fish. As soon as the 
owner cut the ribbon, 
the  peop le  s ta r ted 
rushing inside.

As I entered the aquarium, I was sur-
rounded by different types of marine 
species such as clownfish, turtles, dol-
phins, sharks, etc. There were posts in 
front of the tanks, which had the spe-
cies' names and descriptions, including 

some facts written about them! 

One highlight was taking pictures of 
every marine animal in the tank for a 
competition. You had one hour to do it 
and whoever came first would receive a 
prize! I won it, and I got a turtle plush, 
some fish-shaped cookies, and a book 
on marine biology. I'm so glad I won the 

challenge.

I had the most amazing experience of 
my life on the opening day of the new 
aquarium in Turkey, 
which they had proudly 
boasted about as being 
the world 's  largest 
aquarium. I can't wait to 
share my feelings with 
you!

Maryam Mujtaba | VIII a

Based on how enthusiastic everyone 
was, I can easily confirm that this aquar-
ium will be a huge success, as there is a 
blend of education with fun challenges! 

A Visitor 
Attraction
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As we look to the future, we are con-
fronted with both exciting possibilities 
and pressing challenges. Technological 
advances, environmental concerns, and 
global interconnectedness will shape 
society. While many of these changes 
may lead to progress, they also raise 
significant questions about their 
broader impact.

Technological advancements are one of 
the most permanent features of our 

envisioned future. Artificial intelligence, 
robotics,  and biotechnology are 
expected to revolutionise industries 
ranging from health care to transporta-
tion. For instance, AI could lead to more 
efficient medical diagnoses, while 
autonomous vehicles may lead to a 
reduction in accidents in the traffic and 
make commuting safer. However, the 

rapid development of these technolo-
gies also represents risks, such as job 
displacement. Society should strike a 
balance between innovation and the 
responsible use of these advancements.

Environmental instability is one more 
crucial aspect of our future. Climate 
change is one of the greatest threats to 
the planet, and only the next few 
decades can determine whether we can 
mitigate its effects. Renewable energy 

sources like solar, wind, 
and such are becoming 
increasingly viable alter-
natives to fossil fuels. 
However, the solutions do 
require a global corpora-
t ion  and  s ign i f i cant 
investment and infra-
structure. The future will 
also likely see increased 
global interconnected-
ness.

On a personal note, I 
would like to share my 
experience. Time manage-
ment has always been a 
challenge for me. As a 
student, balancing school-
work, social life, and 

personal time can feel like juggling 
flaming torches. One semester, I was 
constantly stressed because I kept 
missing deadlines and could never find 
time to relax. I knew I had to change 
something.

That's when I turned to technology for 
help. I downloaded a couple of time 

Is The Future Really So Great?
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Ÿ Try using a website blocker to block 
distracting sites during work hours.

Ÿ Install apps like Freedom or Cold 
Turkey to block distracting websites 
and apps while you work or study.

management apps, Trello for tracking 
projects and tasks, and Toggl for track-
ing how much time I spent on each task. 
The first time I used Toggl, I was 
shocked by how much time I was wast-
ing on social media during the day! It 
wasn't that I wasn't working hard—it 
was just that I wasn't using my time 
efficiently.

Aanya Ali | VIII b

In conclusion, my vision for the future is 
one of cautious optimism. While the 
path ahead is filled with many chal-
lenges, the potential for technological, 
environmental, and social progress 
offers much hope.

Social media can be a major productivity 
killer, but technology can help manage 
your usage. I would like to share some 
beneficial tips with you:

Ÿ Set time limits using Screen Time 
(iOS) or Digital Wellbeing (Android) to 

track and limit your usage.

Now, what is social media? Social media 
includes platforms such as 
Y o u t u b e ,  P i n t e r e s t , 
Instagram, etc. We all use 
social media daily in our 
lives, whether for research, 
or for a group project, or 
just to unwind after a long 
day and relax. Social media 
has influenced everyone. 
Although there are many 
pros for using social 
media, every good thing 
comes with a catch; the 
cons, and I will discuss them with you 
today.

How many times have you been scrolling 
through shorts on Youtube? How long 

have you confined yourself with a phone 
or tablet all day long? When was the last 
time you spent time with your friends or 
family? While we have online friends, 
they could secretly be hackers or grown 
people trying to be as friendly as possi-
ble. There is false information that can 

mislead users. Social media can be time-
consuming, wasting every precious 
second just looking at the latest trends 
instead of focusing on your work or 
studies. Instead, you're straining your 

Fellow students, respected teachers, 
good morning. My name is Maryam 
Mujtaba and today, I will explain the 
impacts of why social media will take a 
negative turn and influence the youth 
for worse.

Is Social Media Bad for You?



34

Maryam Mujtaba | VIII b

How can we improve this? Well, we can 
establish time limits! Using screen time 
monitors can limit how much time you 
spend on social media. Following posi-

tive accounts can reduce stress, 
negativity, it can be very beneficial. If 
you are very young and using social 
media, there must be parental locks or 
filters to keep you safe from anyone 
trying to harm you. The most important 
thing to do is to ensure your mental 
health does noy get adversely affected. 
Assess how social media affects your 
productivity and well-being. 

eyes rather than going outside, having a 
social life, and spending time with 
family. We spend our precious time on 
nothing but brain-rotting content. 
Studies show that an average person 
spends two hours and twenty-four 
minutes on social media every day.

The use of renewable energy is also 

As we stand on the precipice of a rapidly 
changing world, the question of what the 
future holds has never been more press-
ing. While the future remains uncertain, 
one thing is clear: the choices we make 
today will dictate the world that tomor-
row's generations inherit. Over 
the years, there have been numer-
ous changes in technology, espe-
cially in communication and this 
has altered our lifestyles drasti-
cally.

In the past, people would write 
letters and indulge in many social 
gatherings, meeting each other 
rather than just using social 
media to remain in touch and not 
venturing out physically to catch 
up. Nowadays, people rely on 
smartphones and like to remain in 
their personal space. Work and 
education are mostly done online, 
even jobs have shifted online. 
Artificial intelligence is taking 
over everything, reducing the need for 
manpower. These changes require 
society to adapt to the new advance-
ments.

Technology has changed many aspects 
of life, as I have mentioned earlier. 
Artificial intelligence is becoming more 
advanced. This can certainly prove 
beneficial in many tasks and cause the 
workload to be diminished. Transporta-

tion is also evolving, as there are now 
electric and self-driving cars. These 
changes have become quite common in 
our regular lives. 

My Visions for the Future
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becoming popular. Solar and wind 
panels are being used a lot nowadays 
and are reducing dependence on fossil 
fuels. However, not all future possibili-
ties are positive. People fear that too 
much dependence on technology can 
lead to a loss of ability to think about 
anything else or perform tasks inde-
pendently.

The state of our planet is a major con-
cern for us and crucial for the future of 
the younger generations. In some ways, 
conditions have improved, as scientists 
are working to reduce pollution. How-

ever, there are a lot of environmental 
problems like deforestation, climate 
change and disposal of plastic waste. 
They all are still significant threats. 
Global temperatures continue to rise, 
leading to extreme weather we find 
impossible to bear. In conclusion, the 
future holds exciting possibilities, but 
along with them come many challenges. 
If current issues are not immediately 
dealt with, it will lead to a dire future. We 
should prepare for the future with great 
responsibility. 

Noor Fatimah Awan | VIII b

It had been months, and the town was 
littered with the missing person posters. 
No one seemed to know where he was or 
even who he was. It was as if he had never 
existed. There was no record of him at his 
school or job, his house was now owned 
by someone else. Not even his family 
remembered him much. No trace of his 
existence was left. He was gone forever, 
but not for much longer, as a young man 
had arrived to crack the case. John's old 
classmate and friend, Jake.

Jake was set on finding out what had 
happened. He had to know what had been 
the cause for the disappearance of his 
best friend. They had spent their child-
hood together and been each other's 
support during their adolescent years. 
Jake had moved away when his father got 
a new job in the nearby city. Jake quit his 

job and became a private investigator. He quickly went to assemble a team of highly 
trained professionals. This was very tough as many people called him insane for 
believing that John was ever a real person. It took him some time, but he assembled a 

No One Remembers This 
Missing Person
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most talented team of investigators. 
They went to where he was last seen, the 
park. They searched for hours and hours 
and found nothing. They then spent 
months reading articles in magazines 
and newspapers, in an attempt to find 
any information about him, but it was to 
no avail. Had John really never existed, 
thought Jake, who had begun to lose his 
mind. Even with these thoughts, John 
continued. He worked day and night 
until finally, he found that John had 
bought tickets to an event on the third of 
September, two thousand and twenty-
four, which was two days away. He 
would finally be able to find John and 
end the search! What a discovery!

Two days later, they all came to the event 
in search of John. Jake remembered he 
liked books by James Johnville, and so 
decided to wait where James was sup-

posed to perform, hopeful that John 
would be in the audience. Hours went by 
until James Johnville finally came on 
stage, but there was no sight of John. 
Jake was sad, he had spent so much time 
and money, just for it all to be wasted. As 
he left the building, in grief, he saw it. 
The red, spiked hair of the one and only 
John. Filled with joy, Jake hurriedly 
rushed to John. He did exist after all! 
Jake went ahead to meet him, but he 
failed to recognise him. He was stunned. 
Jake's dear friend, whom he had eagerly 
searched for was with his so-called 
family and didn't remember Jake at all. 
All his questions remain unanswered till 
today! No one was able to solve the 
mystery of what had happened to John 
in all those years.

Muzammil Farooq Khawja | VIII b

Pover ty  i s  no t  a 
handicap and can be 
overcome. Can pov-
erty really be over-
come? I say it can be 
and the key is hard 
work .  W i th  ha rd 
work, anyone can 
climb up the financial 
ladder though not 
without challenges. 
Poor  peop le  l i ve 
depressed lives with 
no money to fend for themselves or their 
families, but they shouldn't give up, as 
People have the strength and potential 
to rise above the challenges of poverty. 
Many people have overcome their situa-

tion with wit and determination, and 
once they do that, they can also help 
others. They could offer jobs or contrib-
ute meaningfully to poor communities 
by providing facilities such as schooling 
and hospitals.

Poverty - A Handicap in Life
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Chhipa Welfare Association: A comple-
mentary force in poverty alleviation.  
Chhipa provides free food and shelter, 
particularly for the homeless, through 
its network of facilities in major cities. 
Their soup kitchens serve hundreds of 
people every day, providing meals to 
those who would otherwise have to go 
hungry. These services directly address 
the basic survival needs of impoverished 
individuals, especially in cities where 
poverty rates are high. Providing food 
and shelter gives people the chance to 
regain stability and eventually move 
toward self-sufficiency.

Despite these obstacles, Shoaib pursued 
his passion for cricket with determina-
tion. He became one of the fastest bowl-
ers in the history of cricket and gained 
international fame. His career earnings, 
brand endorsements, and business 
ventures have made him a millionaire.

However, while there are many opportu-
nities for poor people to achieve their 
dreams, some people cannot do that as 
their depression gets the better of them. 
People have to struggle just to have 
basic necessities required for living. 
Many job opportunities are limited 
because of inadequate infrastructure 
and corruption. The upper classes look 
down on the poor and are disgusted by 
them. They do not help them and think 
that it is the job of the organizations to 
help them.

Edhi Foundation is a lifeline for the poor. 
Edhi prioritized providing basic educa-
tion to impoverished children, running 
free schools and literacy programs for 
those who couldn't afford formal educa-
tion. This initiative has empowered 
many children from disadvantaged 
backgrounds, giving them access to 
skills that can help them break the 
chains of poverty.

Struggles can make a person stronger 
and they can achieve their goal. In fact, 
many poor people are becoming million-
aires because of their hard work. If they 
believe it, they can achieve it. I wuld like 
to quote the example of Shoaib Akhtar, a 

former Pakistani cricketer, who grew up 
in a low-income family. He faced several 
challenges, including poverty and family 
struggles. His family did not have the 
financial resources to support his 
dreams of becoming a professional 
cricketer.

However, there is only one side to 
choose in the argument. I believe that 
poor people can achieve the upper-class 
life and become rich as a millionaire. 
They can help poor people living in 
poverty. They can get them jobs or help 
them attain a suitable house. Everyone 
can achieve anything they set their mind 
to, especially the poor and needy people, 
should not give up or get depressed. 

Edhi Foundation and Chhipa Welfare 
Association have played significant 
roles in addressing poverty in Pakistan, 
particularly through their extensive 
social services, community support, and 
humanitarian efforts. Both organiza-
tions, despite their different operational 
models, have a shared commitment to 
alleviating the suffering of the under-
privileged and empowering communi-
ties in need. 
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Elara's mind raced, replaying every-
thing she had trained for. Nothing 
could have prepared her for this 
moment, but she just had to check 
out the rift. She had always been 
drawn to the mysteries of the uni-
verse, but this felt much different. 
Something deep within her stirred, 
urging her to reach out, to touch the 
rift, as it held answers to questions 
she hadn't asked. Her team tried to 
warn her about the risks, but noth-
ing could change her mind. She 
carefully placed one foot in the rift 
and was immediately sucked inside.

It was the year 2124, and the Earth at 
Mercer was not considered fit for human 
survival. Only very few could survive. In 
Nexus City, scientists had discovered a 
tear in space–time, swirling with much 
energy. Dr Elara, a quantum physicist, 
wondered if this rift could be the key to 
humanity's salvation or its final undo-
ing. Her hand harboured near the edge, 
when she heard in her earpiece, “Elara, 

We don't know what's on the other 
side. Are you sure of this?” 

The rift behind Elara had suddenly 
closed. For some reason, a sense of calm 
washed over her. There was no turning 
back. She didn't know if she was saving 
her people or sealing their fate. At that 
moment, she realised that the future 
hadn't been written yet and now she was 
its author.     

A Swirl in Time

Born in 1948, Viktor Pitrov had been 
drafted into the cold war at the age of 19, 

in 1967. Over the years he showed his 
skills and bravery on and off the battle-
field. He was awarded a “Marshall Star” 
for his heroic actions and sacrifices for 
the Soviet Union. This secured him a 
spot inside the “Red Star Vanguard”. The 
Red Star Vanguard, also known as RSV, 
was an elite military group of the USSR. 
Each member of the RSV was mandated 
to have earned a “Marshall Star”.  The 

He sat there, confused about what to 
think. People had begun surrounding 
the wall, demanding to be let across. 
Frantic guards began telephoning their 
superiors. As the word spread, more and 
more citizens came rushing in, demand-
ing entry to the West. All he knew was 
that he had failed.

The Red Star Vanguard
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By 1989, the Soviet Union was in a dire 
state as it was losing the Cold War. In a 
desperate attempt to achieve an advan-
tage over its rivals, the USSR tasked the 
RSV with Operation Red Winter. “Red 
Winter” was a stealth-based operation 
that planned to steal secret military 
documents from Western Berlin. On 
November 9th, 1989, the Red Star Van-
guard made their way to 
Berlin. After arriving, they 
quickly made their way to 
an abandoned tunnel sys-
tem, which dated back to 
World War 1, as a way to 
avoid arousing suspicion.

RSV were tasked with special missions 
that were deemed too advanced for 
regular soldiers.

Muzammil Farooq Khawaja | VIII b

Unwillingly they continued on hiding in 
bushes whenever a person came by. 
Though they had some close encoun-
ters, the cover kept them relatively safe 
from being spotted.  Soon enough, they 
had made it to the military base. It was 
surrounded by guards from all sides. 
Luckily, they had obtained a map of the 
area from another operation a couple of 
months ago. Due to this, they were able 

to use a secret back entrance that was 
left unguarded.

After what felt like ages, 
they finally made it to the 
other side of the wall. As 
they made their way out 
Ivan caught his leg under a 
piece of wood which had 
broken off from the roof. 
Viktor rushed to pick up the 
piece of wood but as he did 
so the rest of the tunnel 
began collapsing. They 
rushed out. Fortunately, 
they all survived.

Quietly, they made their way to the 
document room. As they left with the 
documents, filled with joy, they sud-
denly heard a twig snap. They all turned 
around to see the American army staring 
at them with loaded weapons. They all 
scrambled away. Viktor, Ivan and 
Aleksei all rushed up a tower to safety. 
Viktor immediately called for backup. 
While waiting, they suddenly heard loud 

screaming sounds. As they looked 
down, they saw East Germans trying to 
get to the other side of the wall. They all 
stood there, not knowing what to do, 
just knowing they had failed.
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AI (Artificial Intelligence) refers to the 
field of computer science focused on 
creating systems or machines capable of 
performing tasks that typically require 
human intelligence. The impact of AI has 
permeated every facet of life, often 
without us even realizing it. While these 
advancements bring about tremendous 
benefits, they also raise questions about 
the future of humanity in a world 
increasingly dominated by machines. 
The rise of AI is not just a technological 
revolution; it is a silent takeover that will 
fundamentally alter the way we live, 
work, and think. 

The increasing advancements in AI 
might look like a lot of fun and great 
intelligence, but in the future, they may 
replace the human workforce. AI is 
slowly taking control over people's 
minds and the world.

AI can now understand, interpret, and 
generate human language with unprece-
dented accuracy. NLP ( natural language 
processing) has helped us a lot, it helps 
us understand those languages which 
we have never even heard about. AI is 
quite helpful in healthcare, it can detect 
diseases and give you remarkable and 
accurate medication recommendations. 
You can now find robots that look 
exactly like humans and work as 
smoothly as humans. 'Ameeca' is today 
the most advanced AI. 

Zainab Habib | VIII b

Nowadays we use AI (Artificial Intelli-
gence)  in our daily use, some examples 
are digital assistants, we can take Siri as 
an example, chatbots, one of the most 
used chatbots by students is 'Chatgpt', 
Autonomous vehicles, 'Tesla' is one of 
the examples, smart products, 'Roomba' 
is a robot vacuum robot. All of these 
help us a lot in our daily lives, but they 

can also be harmful; humans are getting 
too dependent on AI (Artificial Intelli-
gence) just because they make their 
domestic and professional lives easy.

The Unseen Threat: 
Ai's Silent Takeover Of Our Future



From the moment I was born, I knew one 
thing—I was meant to be queen. I was 
meant to rule. My father, the king, was 
growing old, and he could die soon.

I wasn't content with being over-
looked. I was far more capable than 
Liam. I had a plan—a plan that 
would prove everyone wrong. 
At first, it was just small 
whispers. “Did you hear?” 
I'd ask. Liam has been 
meeting with the lords of 
the Southern lands. He 
seeks their aid to over-
throw my father early and 
rise against the throne.

I made sure my words were 
heard.

"Are you certain you speak of Liam, who 
is to ascend to the throne?" they'd ask, 
flabbergasted. "The very Liam whom we 
all adore?"

He had no sons, and the throne was 
supposed to pass to me, but that wasn't 
enough. Then there was my cousin, 
Liam, charming as ever and loved by 
everyone. He was the so-called “perfect” 
heir, and I hated him for it. The throne 
was mine, yet everyone treated me as an 
afterthought. Liam was the one they 
adored. “The heir” they said. “The next 
king”, they whispered.

I'd nod. It wasn't long before the rumor 
spread across the kingdom.

Nobody believed me at first. They said I 
was just imagining things. However, 
nobody suspected I was trying to claim 
the throne for myself because, in their 
eyes, I was too royal, too sweet. They 
thought I was simply being silly.

Everyone was celebrating. Father sat on 
his throne, enjoying his meal on a golden 
tray. I stepped forward into the grand 
hall, raising my voice so all could hear.

“Father," I said. "I have learned some-
thing of great importance. We could all 
be in danger."

The grand feast arrived. Most of the 
kingdom was there, including the mem-
bers of the court. I found myself with an 
opportunity.

Every eye turned toward me as the 

Queen Isode
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Liam jerked back, shocked that I was 
speaking up instead of sitting quietly 
like the mouse he thought I was.

"Leave it to me, Princess," said Liam, 
unsheathing his sword. "After all, I can 
take great care of this matter. I am soon 
to be king."

violinist stopped playing.

I looked at him, smirking slightly.

“I'm afraid your aid is unneeded," I said. 
"For you have brought us all to this peril, 
you lying little traitor."

But nobody believed him.

“Enough!" I snapped. "You have no right 
to speak. You've been plotting against 
our family for years, and now you shall 
pay."

"What is it, Isode, my dear?" he asked, 
still upset about my behavior at the 
feast.

I nodded. "You look weary, Father. 
Perhaps a refreshing drink might lift 
your spirits?"

“Don't listen to her!" he cried. "I am 
innocent! It's her! She's the traitor!"

"Fine. You shall not believe my 
words," I said, loud and clear. 
"But in the end, our kingdom 
shall suffer."

I poured him a goblet of wine—laced 
with poison. The kind that could make 
one perish in seconds.

When news broke of the king's death, I 
was the first to appear before the court. 
Tears welled in my eyes as I spoke.

I thought about the matter for 
some time. If I wanted to be 
queen, I couldn't wait for the 
right moment. I would make the 
moment now.

I turned to the guards, already waiting 
for my command.

"Find him!" I ordered. "Bring him to me. 
Let us see justice done."

Liam's face was pale.

I stormed out of the hall, the 
grand doors slamming shut 
behind me.

The people glanced at me, unsure 
of whom to believe.

That night, my father sat at his desk, 
made of polished quartz. I entered his 
chamber.

"That is a lie!" Liam yelled, dropping his 
sword. "I know nothing of this, but I am 
certain you are the one deceiving us all!"

Later, two guards entered, dragging 
Liam between them.

“You!" he spat, his voice shaking. "You 
did this! You."

"I told you all. I witnessed Liam poison-
ing Father," I said, my voice trembling. 
"He wanted to take the throne for him-
self."

"Take him away," I ordered. "He shall 
face the consequences of his betrayal."

Raniya Ali Qureshi | VII a

From that moment on, I was queen and 
no one dared stand in my way.
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So instead of watching these turtles and 
other living things (including us) suffer, 
we can reduce the use of plastic by using 
our own reusable straws, such as a 
collapsible straw. We can use paper bags 
and make our own plastic-wrapping-free 
snacks. In California, it is banned to give 

out straws in a restaurant unless some-
body asks for them. This shows that 
people are making an effort to stop 
plastic pollution.

This dangerous substance is present all 
around us, in schools, restaurants, and 
even in our homes. It's dangerous to 
consume for all living things and for our 
environment. The danger I am referring 
to is plastic.

We mostly use plastic in our everyday 
life. Plastic is a material consisting of a 
wide range of synthetic or semi-
synthetic compounds that are malleable 
and, therefore, can be moulded into 
solid objects. Plastic bags and straws 
take longer to decompose and harm the 
environment.

The average Ameri-
can uses 0.34 kilo-
grams of plastic per 
day. That is 10.2 
k i l o g r a m s  p e r 
month .  An  es t i-
mated 33 billion 
pounds of plastic 
enter  the  ocean 
every year. That's 
roughly equivalent 
to dumping two 
garbage trucks full 
of plastic into the 
oceans every min-
ute.

Single-use plastic is produced by fossil 
fuels, and extracting and creating these 
plastics emit vast amounts of green-
house gases. Burning plastic, in particu-
lar, can generate and release pollutants 
that can disrupt neuro development and 
reproductive functions.

Plastic pollution in the ocean is harmful 
for marine life. Plastic straws are espe-
cially harmful for marine life. They may 
seem like a small part of the whole 
plastic pollution problem, but they can 
create a huge problem for wildlife when 
they blow into the air and the water 
bodies. A team of rescuers worked for 
nearly ten minutes to pull just one 
plastic straw out of a turtle's nose, which 
was bleeding.

We should help spread the word that 
plastic pollution will not be tolerated, as 
it is negatively affecting our beautiful 
earth and the living things on it.

Ibraheem Tahir | VII a

Plastic – An Everyday Danger
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N A S A  i s  t h e  s p a c e 
agency of the United 
States, and SUPARCO is 
the space agency of 
Pakistan. NASA was 
started in 1958 and has 
done many remarkable 
things like sending the 
first man to the moon 
and sending robots to 
Mars. It has a lot of 
money and i ts  own 
places to launch rockets. 
SUPARCO started in 
1961 and works on 

smaller projects like weather and com-
munication satellites. It does not send 
astronauts to space and uses other 
countries, like China, to help launch its 
satellites. Even though SUPARCO is 
much smaller, it is still very important 
for helping Pakistan with science and 
technology.

Ibrahim Nasar |VII a

Nasa vs Suparco:

NASA engineers are working on new 
technology to improve air travel and 
help with space exploration. One excit-
ing project is the Quiet Supersonic 
Technology (QueSST). This is part of a 
special X-plane program that aims to 
make supersonic flights (faster than the 
speed of sound) quieter and more effi-
cient.

Another major project is the X-57, which 
will be NASA's first all-electric plane. It is 

designed to be more energy-efficient, 
produce zero carbon emissions, and fly 
much more quietly. It is also helping the 
U.S. economy. A recent Economic Impact 
Report showed that NASA adds $75.6 
billion to the country's economy. This 
proves that NASA's work is important 
and benefits everyone.

NASA stands for National Aeronautics 
and Space Administration. The Space 
Age began in 1957 when the Soviet 
Union launched the first satellite, Sput-
nik. In the future, NASA will continue to 
focus on exploration, technology, and 
science. NASA plans to return to the 
Moon to learn more about space travel 

and prepare for future missions to Mars 
and beyond. NASA is also working to 
develop new businesses in space, build-
ing on what has already been done with 
the International Space Station.

What's Next For Nasa?
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 Aronnax's loyal servant and companion 
during the journey aboard the Nautilus. 
Conseil is a Dutch-born servant who 
works closely with Aronnax, His name 
means "advice" in French, which reflects 
his role as a calm and reliable assistant.

The novel combines thrilling 
underwater exploration with philo-
sophical reflections on humanity 
and technology. The title refers to 
the distance travelled (20,000 
leagues) during the journey, not the 
depth of the ocean. It is set during 
the 19th century, when submarines 
were just beginning to be imagined.

Introduction: 

Characters:

Captain Nemo

It is a science fiction novel written 
by the French novelist and author; 
JULES VERNE. He was born in 1828 
and died in 1905. Published in 
1870, '20,000 Leagues under the 
Sea' is one of Jules Verne's most 
famous works, alongside 'Around 
the World in 80 Days.'

Professor Pierre Aronnax

He is the main narrator, and the protago-
nist of the book. He has the role of a 
highly respected French marine biolo-
gist. Aronnax is intelligent, rational, and 
thoughtful. Throughout the journey, he 
becomes increasingly fascinated by the 
wonders of the sea and the technological 
marvel of the Nautilus. 

Conseil

Ned Land

He is a Canadian whaler, Ned is a practi-
cal man with a deep knowledge of the 

sea, particularly whaling. He is hired 
onto the ship Abraham Lincoln to hunt 
down the sea monster (which turns out 
to be the Nautilus). He is brave and 
straightforward.

He is the antagonist and the mysterious 
captain of the nautilus. He was a man of 
deep intellect but his tragic past made 
him cynical and vengeful. He was a 
prince whose life was shattered in war. 

Plot:

The story follows Professor Pierre 
Aronnax, his servant Conseil, and a 
Canadian harpooner named Ned Land. 
They're sent on an expedition to investi-
gate mysterious sea monster sightings, 
which turns out to be... not a monster at 
all, but a futuristic submarine called the 

20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA
Book Review
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Nautilus, commanded by the enigmatic 
Captain Nemo. They end up being taken 
aboard and embark on an epic underwa-
ter journey across the world's oceans 
exploring coral reefs, the lost city of 
Atlantis, the South Pole, and battling 
giant squids. Despite the wonders, 
Nemo is a troubled and secretive man 
with a deep hatred of imperial powers, 
and tensions rise as the crew yearns for 
freedom.

Themes

Mahad Samin | VII b 

The book reflects on humanity's rela-
tionship with nature, highlighting both 
the beauty and the destruction that 
comes with human exploration of the 
natural world like the sea. 

Conclusion:

The ending is unknown, the trio escapes 
the Nautilus, but Captain Nemo's fate is 
unclear. The mystery of the captain and 
his motivations remains unsolved. 
20,000 Leagues Under the Sea was a 
groundbreaking work for its time, influ-
encing both literature and the readers. 
The Nautilus is a symbol of technologi-
cal innovation, but it also represents the 
dangers of isolation. The novel has been 
adapted into numerous films, television 
shows, and other media over the years. 
The story remains one of the most 
influential works of early science fiction, 
exploring ideas about adventure, isola-
tion, and the power of the sea. Jules 
Verne's exploration of the unknown 
continues to captivate audiences, rais-
ing questions about the future of tech-
nology, humanity's relationship with 
nature, and the limits.

Freedom vs. Captivity: The novel 
explores the tension between freedom 
(the desire to return to the surface 
world) and captivity (being held against 
one's will on the submarine).

Nature vs Human Control:

The ocean symbolizes both the 

unknown and a place of escape for 
Captain Nemo, but also a dangerous, 
unpredictable force.

The Sea as a Metaphor: 

Tis an ode to the big universe,

Ibraheem Tahir | VII a

The beautiful cosmos, the galaxies and 
more,

The big universe is never-ending,

Remind us, in the universe, how small 
we are,

See the night sky, fall asleep stargazing,

Its size and beauty are amazingly mind-
bending,

The big sun, moon, planets and elegant 
stars,

Just look at these beauties, they look 
just amazing,

There are a lot of things, we are still yet 
to explore

The Amazing Universe
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In February 2025, Learning Alliance's 
Aziz Avenue campus came alive with 
music and excitement during the 
"Melange" festival. This three-day event, 
held from February 7th to 9th, featured 
sports, arts, performances, and public 
speaking, offering students a chance to 
shine in various fields. Abdul Rafay Habib | VII b

The event demonstrated how Learning 
Alliance encourages students to explore 
their talents beyond academics. With 
events like Melange, the school high-
lights that learning is not just about 
books, but also about fostering creativ-
ity, leadership and community spirit.

The highlight of the event was the Musi-
cal Night on February 8th. DJ Maleo and 
Falak Shabir energized the crowd with 
their electrifying performances, making 
everyone dance and cheer. Students, 
teachers, and parents all joined in the 
fun, creating an unforgettable atmo-
sphere.

Adding to the experience were the deli-
cious food stalls. The mouthwatering 
pizza from Dickey's and Sufi was a 
crowd favourite, with long queues for a 
slice. Other stalls offered a variety of 
tasty treats, ensuring that everyone had 
something delicious to enjoy while 
grooving to the music.

The Best from the 
LA Melange 2025

Last year, a strange man moved into our 
neighbourhood. He was tall, always 
dressed in a black suit, wearing dark 
sunglasses and a cap pulled low over his 
face. He rarely spoke to anyone and only 
left his house late at night in a black SUV 
with fully tinted windows. His house was 
perfect, almost too perfect, and his huge 
German Shepherd barked nonstop, 
especially at night, like it sensed some-
thing we couldn't. One night, a few 

people saw him standing outside his 
house with blood on his hands, but for 
some reason, everyone chose to ignore 
it.

As time passed, the man slowly began 
interacting with  neighbours who lived 
right next to him on either side. He had a 
deep, serious voice and a mysterious 
personality that somehow only made 
people curious instead of scared. Once a 
boy, who had a birthday that day, gave 

Serial Killer in the Neighbourhood
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After a few months everything changed 
when a neighbour discovered the truth. 
The man was actually a dangerous 
criminal, a serial killer and a former 
hitman. He had robbed two houses in 
San Diego and California, a bank in 
Chicago, Illinois, and murdered eleven 
people across different states. The 
police was called immediately. When 
they searched his house, they found 
something terrifying: three dead bodies 
hidden inside, one under his bed and 
two stuffed in his closet. The man was 
arrested and sentenced to life in prison, 

leaving the whole neighborhood 
shocked that a killer had been living 
right among us and he remained the talk 
of town for many months.

Abdul Hadi Nasir | VI a

him cookies, and he accepted the treat 
and actually smiled, that was the first 
time anyone had seen him smiling and 
looking happy. After that, people started 
feeling more comfortable around him. 
But the strange feeling never fully went 
away, especially his dog that barked 
ferociously every night as if it was warn-
ing us that something was terribly 
wrong.

I decided to use the pencil for good. I 
went for a walk and saw a homeless 

It was a normal day at my grandmother's 
house. I was exploring her library when I 
stumbled upon a box. It was very dusty. 

It was at the back of the shelf! I reached 
for it, avoiding the spiders as I hate 
them. I opened the box and inside I 
found a pencil. Not thinking much about 
it, I put it in my backpack.  When I got 
home, I took it out of my backpack along 
with my sketchbook! For my school 
assignment, I had to draw a basket of 
fruits. I drew a banana, but then my 
mother called, so I left. When I came 
back, I was surprised to see a banana on 
my desk! I was so confused and shocked. 
But then I understood that everything I 
drew came to life!

Magic Pencil



person, so I decided to draw some food 
and money for him. I gave the homeless 
person the food and money. Later, I was 
getting ice cream when I saw a little girl 
who didn't have enough money, so I 
drew some for her and gave it to her! I 
also drew stuff for my family and 
friends. For example my brother wanted 
tape and SPENT THIRTY FREAKING 
MINUTES  looking for tape so I made it 
for him secretly! 

Alia Taha | VI aAfter having this pencil for over two 

months, I decided my time was up! Not 
for me, definitely not for me, for the 
pencil!! So the next time I visited my 
grandmother's house, I went to her 
library, headed to the same dusty, old 
bookshelf, and put the pencil back 
inside the box! But before I did that, I 
took a minute to remember all the good 
things I did with it! And with that, I 
placed the pencil inside the box and 
decided to take it whenever I needed it!

 

I was in the middle of completing my 
science homework on evaporation and 
precipitation, as I was studying the 
water cycle at school. Suddenly, my 
pencil started twirling and swirling in 
the air and laughing at me like a crazy 
witch. This pencil was sent to me by my 
cousin from the UK. It was a black and 
red pencil covered with diamantes and 
designed with Harry Potter characters. 
Was it from the Hogwarts School of 
Magic? I stood up, ran after the pencil, 
and tried to grab it, but kept getting 
breathless.

“Playing hide and seek with you,” the 
pencil laughed.

 It flew up again and drew a hair dryer.  It 
was worked and dried the notebook. I 
was shocked and gobsmacked. Both my 
eyes and mouth were open in shock. The 
magical pencil crackled loudly.She 
explained precipitation by drawing 
clouds, rain, and evaporation by heating. 
Oh yes!!!  She taught me two difficult 
topics. It erased my work because I had 
m a d e  m i s-
takes. From 
then onwards, 
it's been my 
best friend. I 
o n l y  u s e  i t 
when I find some-
thing different and 
difficult.

“What are you doing, and how can you 
fly?” I shouted.

Mikael Toosy | VI a

It started writing in my notebook, erased 
the work I had done, and drew cartoons 
on it. I was getting furious and wanted to 
break it. Suddenly, it flew upward and 

drew clouds above the notebook, and 
what happened next was unbelievable. 
The clouds were showering water, and 
the whole notebook got drenched.

It was a cold Sunday morning, and I was 
in the beautiful, ethereal mountains of 
Murree. The trees were singing songs 
and dancing along the snowy moun-
tains. Everything was as white as cotton. What have you done? I will disable you. I 

will throw you away,” I screamed with 
frustration.

Magic Pencil
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When the gallery doors opened, a wave 
of people flowed inside. Amelia's stom-
ach twisted as she stood in the corner, 
her eyes scanned the crowd. People 
wandered around, gazing at her paint-
ings. Some nodded approvingly, others 
whispered to each other, their voices 

Growing up in a small town, Amelia's 
love for art had often been brushed 
aside. Her family, though supportive, 

had no real understanding of her 
passion as she grew up. Her mother 
always said, 'It's just a hobby 
sweetie,' her eyes filled with concern 
for a future that didn't seem as 
secure as being a doctor or a 
teacher. But Amelia never let those 
words dampen her spirit. 

She decided to display her work and 
that was the day that everything 
changed. She poured her heart into 
her paintings, always believing that 
one day those art pieces would be 
noticed. Amelia spent days and 
nights before an easel, perfecting 
her pieces, especially a vibrant 
portrayal of a woman standing 
beneath a tree, her arms out-
stretched to the sky. It symbolized 
freedom, strength, and the courage 
to embrace one's true self. 

As the sun rose on the morning of her 
first solo art exhibition, Amelia could 
feel the electricity in the air, the buzzing 
excitement that mixed with the nervous 
anticipation. It was the day she would 
step into the world she had always 
desired. Each painting was like a chapter 
in her story, reflecting her struggles, her 
growth and her passion. She had poured 
years into mastering her craft, and the 
world was about to see the fruit of her 
labour.

Amelia, a young girl and a born artist, 
whose fingers were drawn to colours, 
shapes, and textures. She would spend 
hours drawing, colouring, painting with 
her tiny hands and creating astounding 
pieces. While other children played 
outside in the streets, Amelia was lost in 
her wonderful world of creations. She 
would paint landscapes, portraits and 
sketches of animals around her. She 
used her imagination for each piece she 
created. She had always dreamt of 
becoming an artist and no one could 
have predicted that one day her dreams 
would come to life in such an unex-
pected way.

 The Girl Who Painted Her Dreams                         



were soft but filled with admiration. 
Amelia's heart raced. Could it be?  See-
ing her work for what it was- real art?

It wasn't long before a well-dressed man, 
clearly a critic, stood in front of her 
painting of the woman under the tree. 
He studied it intently, his brow furrowed 
as if searching for something deeper. 
Amelia held her breath. She had always 
admired critics, their ability to dissect 
art with precision and passion.

 Jawaria khan | VI a

Amelia realized something, it wasn't the 
applause that mattered most; it was the 
fact that she had stayed true to herself. 
She never gave up on her dreams, and let 
her love for art guide her through it all. 
That was the true reward.

Moments passed, and then the critic 
turned to the gallery owner with a smile. 
“This is extraordinary,” he said. “I have-
n't seen work this fresh in years. She has 
something special. I can see the depth, 
the emotion behind each stroke.”

As the evening passed, the crowd grew, 
and with it, the admiration for her work 
accelerated. People asked questions, 
offered praise, and spoke in awe of her 
unique perspective. Amelia stood, 
slightly dazed, but smiling—a small, shy 

smile that spoke volumes about the 
years of struggle and doubt that had led 
her to this moment.

The moment she'd always dreamed of 
had arrived, and it was everything she 
had hoped for—and more. But as the 
night came to an end and the last guests 
filed out of the gallery, Amelia stood 
still, a sense of quiet satisfaction settling 
in her chest. She had done it. She had 
stepped into the world of the artists she 
had admired for so long. She had 
become what she had always dreamed of 
- being an artist, whose work was finally 
seen, appreciated and loved.

Lucy was a twelve-year-old, 
timid girl who mostly kept to 
herself. She loved reading 
books and avoided drama and 
confrontation. One day, her 
mother assigned her a chore of 
doing the laundry. Something 
about the laundry room always 
gave a peculiar and uncanny 
v ibe ,  and she was quite 
unhappy about the task. Quite 
reluctantly, she went down-
stairs to the laundry room and 
started taking out the clothes 
from the washing machine. 
Lucy tried to act normal, but 

Lucy and the Sock
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Before she knew it, Lucy was in some 
other dimension, and the shaking had 
stopped. Lucy got up and looked 
around, She did not want to explore this 
parallel dimensional world. She wanted 
to go back home, but a bit of courage and 
curiosity made her want to see what was 
there. So she gathered the courage and 
started exploring. Everything and every-
one looked so perfect. The people were 
courteous and primly dressed to perfec-
tion, with the ladies in cardigans and 
skirts all the way to their feet which had 
shiny Mary Janes on. Even the little girls 
were dressed like that with gloves and 
fans as accessories. All the men and 
boys looked like Mr. Darcy from Pride 
and Prejudice. All displayed exquisite 
manners and impeccable taste. The 
houses were lovely and even the flowers 
were placed in symmetry. Although it 
was beautiful, it looked so forced as if 
they did this on purpose! Lucy felt as if 
she didn't belong there. 

To her surprise, there was another side! 
As Lucy crept over, trying not to be seen, 

she saw bright neon coloured houses 
and there were quirks and weirdos, as if 
they were Luna Lovegood or Ramona 
Flowers. The girls were dressed as tom-
boys and had bob cuts. The boys wore 
baggy clothes and everyone was ecstatic. 
They all felt free and didn't look like they 
gave a crap about what was happening. 
Lucy felt that they were genuinely happy 
about their lives and didn't care what 
others thought of them, though their 
houses were bright, lopsided, and their 
living style was quite wacky, even the 
flowers were mismatched. While the 
'perfect people' felt as if they were 
forced to do this and Lucy pitied them. 
They never smiled and their lives HAD to 
be perfect as they had no choice, Lucy 
went further through the colourful city 
roads, but at the dead end, there was a 
laundry machine!

deep down, a nagging feeling told her 
something was not right in the laundry 
room. Lucy was getting to the end of the 
clothes, one sock was all the way at the 
back. As she tried reaching out for it, the 
laundry machine started shaking rap-
idly. Lucy panicked and tried yelling at 
the top of her lungs. But it was no use! 
The door was closed, and the laundry 
room was all the way down in the base-
ment. So no one could hear her! Lucy 
started screaming even harder, half her 
body was in the washer, and her screams 
echoed. Her heart was pumping vigor-
ously, thinking that any second it would 
pop out of her chest. 

 Lucy was not naive anymore, she didn't 
go to get it. Lucy picked up the bucket 
full of clothes, closed the lid of the 
washer with her leg, and took a brief 
moment to think back. Lucy realised that 
being picture perfect is good, but it is 
also good to be yourself. Lucy smiled 
happily and went along with that 
moment at the back of her head.

Lucy looked back at the unique city and 
just as she entered the machine, she left 
and vanished into thin air. When she 
returned, everything was the same as 
she had left it- The clothes in the bucket 
and that sock still at the back of the 
washer. 

Alisha Taha | VI a



I entered the woods, I knew there was a 
barbed wire nearby. I would have to 
climb over it. I had never been out of 
Merabioré. As I ran I saw the sky and it 
looked fake, as if it had been painted, all 

I was in my room, reading a book. My 
mother slammed the door open. "Hide 
now."

I couldn't even finish my sentence, when 
my mother shoved me into the closet. I 
was scared, and a few minutes later I 
heard sirens, abnormal noises -sirens 
that would make you believe that you 
were the protagonist of a horror film 
hiding from a zombie swarm. I ran out, I 
didn't even think twice. I took a small 
tote, stuffed some food, books, my 
journal and a few pens into it. I didn't 
think any further and left the house 
from the back door. 

 I met him today, the clock stopped 
ticking, my breath froze, the air was 
heavy, and silence filled the room. It was 

just me, him, a table, two chairs, and 
silence. It was eerie, it gave me chills just 
thinking about it. I've seen him fifteen 
times before. In the past, everything was 
normal. Before the meeting, I felt as if 
something would be off, and it was! He 
told me something abnormal and unex-
pected. He said, "In the past year, you 
have found out the truth. Something 
they don't want you to find. You must 
keep it to yourself. Telling a single soul 
can cost you your life." I did not know 
what he meant? The truth, what could it 
be?

“SKYLER WHITE. HIDE!" said mom.

"You're scaring me!"Why mom?" I said.

May 14th, 1998

My name is Skyler White, I was born in 
Merabioré, I'm 15 years old, and I live 
with my mother. I go to Merabioré High, 
I'm in the 11th grade. We are not allowed 
to go out of Merabioré, mother says it's 
for our safety, I believe it's to keep us 
from seeing the truth!

My birthday is tomorrow, I expect to see 
this man. It's funny how he never ages. 
Every time I see him, it's the same man in 
the same condition. All of my friends see 
the same man. I'm not crazy, everybody 
has seen the same man. Even if two 
people have their birthdays on the same 
day, he will be there.

May 13th, 1998

Imagine a world where every year on 
your birthday. a man would tell you what 
has changed in your life since the past 
year? No matter if it was your height, 
age, friends, or even weight, he knew 
about it and would tell you.

May 15th 1998

"Wha-"

"I'LL EXPLAIN LATER!" she replied anx-
iously.

Journal Writing



of it…

Imagine finding out that your whole life 
was fake, all of it. Your mother wasn't 
your mother, she always acted strange. 
People took the exact same route every-
day, the weather was predicted, and 
none of your friends ever left you. This 
was it! My life was a TV show. Every 
second it was broadcasted live. Sixteen 
years of broadcasting had just ended, I 
saw the dome! I was placed in the wires, 
the film crew, all of it.

It's been a while since I've been in a 
mental hospital, and this time, it's not 
named after the town.. I am in a free 
country, I'm in  America. I met the love 
of my life here, Mike, who believes me. 
My life is a lie, that's what he said in a 
strange tone, "I believe you, that your life 
is a lie."

Out of the blue I saw stairs leading to 
nowhere over the barbed fence. Without 
giving a second thought, I just climbed 
over it. The electric shocks passed 
through my body, but I didn't care; the 
man knew that I knew something. I had 
just found out what I knew! The truth!

I climbed the stairs, my heart was 
pounding, tears were running down my 
face, my hands were red, my clothes 
turned into rags and my shoes were 
muddy. The stairs led me to a door 
which was open.

June 17th 2010

Ameerah Fatima | | VI a

He immediately looked scared and 
stared at the nurse in terror. The next 
day, he wasn't next to me in our hospital 
room. All the rooms have cameras and 
I'm scared. It hasn't ended, has it?

My "mother"  tried saving me, Mike also 
wanted to save me, didn't he? She knew, 
the man knew, Mike knows something 
too, which he can't tell. It's not over. I'm 
not paranoid, I'm not schizophrenic, I 
don't have Alice in Wonderland syn-
drome, it's none of that. The cold, ugly, 
and unbearable truth is my fake life, 
which is unbearable.

Lily was a strong, independent and a 
kind girl, who never believed in ghosts. 
Not until the whispers started! It had 
been past midnight and Lily was tossing 
and turning. She kept thinking she 
heard whispers; was she hallucinating? 
She tapped her phone screen. It was 
2:00 am. Faint noises kept coming from 
behind the door. Not her bedroom door, 
it was the closet! She got up and saw her 
journal wide open right in front of her, 
which was quite bizarre. She always 
kept it tucked under her pillow. It 
said,”Don't look inside the closet”. 

The Bizarre Closet



She took a sigh of relief and thought this 
had all been a dream and lay down in her 
bed, sweat covering her entire body. But 
then the same voice said,” You can't hide 

forever Lily!” She sprinted up! She 
looked around her room, darkness 
swallowed it, barely anything could be 
seen, and she stood there frozen. Should 
she turn around? Should she see what 
was going on? She wanted to say some-
thing, but it was like she had been muted 
eternally. Then, with a lot of hard work, 
the words darted out, “D-Dad? M-Mom”? 
She wanted to get to her bedroom door! 
Then she saw it! Not someone, just big 
old deep red glowing eyes coming 

towards her. She tried moving back, but 
she couldn't move! Like time had 
stopped. She started screaming, plead-
ing to be left alone. She threw her pillow 
and started throwing whatever she 
could find! But before she knew it, she 
was being dragged by an invisible force 
into the closet , never to be seen again! 

Alia Taha | VI a

 “Wake up Lily”! She heard a sound. Then 
she saw it, the light! She ran faster than 
ever and the next thing you knew it, she 
was gripping her pink, soft carpet so 
hard, like it was the last thing in the 
whole wide world. Her hand touched 
something, and it was her phone screen 
that showed the time, it was 2:05 am. 
Had it really only been five minutes? 
Contemplating her life choices, she 
looked at her closet door. It was the 
same, not opened at all. The only noise 
one could hear was the cold air whistling 
through the old cracked window.

Lily, a curious girl, stepped forward, her 
hands were trembling with fear and she 
stood in front of the closet. Very coura-
geously she opened her closet and 
before she knew, she was falling!

Was this a dream? Lily kept trying to 
wake herself up! She lived in an old 
house, what could go wrong (every-
thing)? Then a loud thud! She landed on 
the ground. Very cold, stiff, and hard. 
She wasn't in her bedroom on her soft 
pink carpet. She was in the middle of 
comprehending the situation, and she 
heard the same faint whisper, “I told you 
not to look in the closet”. 

She felt a chill run down her spine! The 
time had stopped.  “Run!”A loud hoarse 
voice instructed her, and the room 
stretched into a long never-ending 
tunnel! Lily, already trembling, ran as 
fast as she could. She felt loud footsteps 
following her. She ran faster, her legs 
were burning, and she wanted to look 
back, but dared not to.



In exhilaration I got carried away, never 
realizing when I let go of my mother's 
hand. Time passed, and soon it occurred 
to me that I was lost! I felt scared. I tried 
to find my way back, but the mall was 

like a giant maze. There were people 
everywhere, and it made me even more 
confused. I didn't recognize any of the 
familiar places I had seen before. My 
heart started throbbing, and I felt like 
crying at the top of my lungs. 

I learned an important lesson to stay 
close to my family, especially in crowded 
places, and not to wander off alone. 
Now, I always remember that experience 
whenever I visit a busy mall.

I swallowed my tears, gath-
ered up all my strength, and 
started thinking what could 
be done? Feeling rather 
desperate, I approached a 
nice lady who was working at 
a small booth. I briefed her 
about my devastating situa-
tion, she understood my 
problem and told me not to 
worry. She guided me to the 
information desk, where the 
helpful staff consoled me 
and called my parents. After 
waiting for some time, which 
felt like an eternity, I finally 
saw my parents. I felt a huge 
sense of relief, we were 
together again. My parents 
embraced me, and I couldn't 
stop crying. 

Anza Fatima | VI b

Once I went to a shopping mall with my 
parents. I was quite happy to be in the 
mall, clueless of what was to happen 
with me. It was full of people and had so 
many shops of all sorts displaying the 
items to attract potential customers. I 

was very excited thinking about all the 
things I intended to buy and started 
exploring the shops with my parents.

Personal Narrative: 

When I got lost in 
a shopping Mall
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Ali Ahmed Saeed | VI c

I suddenly saw a watch near the 
machine, I immediately put it on. The 
watch suggested that I  choose the time, 
date, year, and place where I desired to 
go, and I did as I was guided.  My inten-

tion was to fix all my mistakes and get 
rid of my problems. I also tried some 
new things and I went and re-did all the 
tests in my life and got really high 
marks. Once done, I got back home, 
finished my homework, went to bed, and 
slept peacefully. I had a lot of fun like 
riding on dinosaurs, participating in 
World War II as a Nazi and much more. 

After about a month, I saw  some people 
in futuristic suits who knew everything I 
had done and called themselves the 
(T.C.P) 'Time Continuum Police'. They 
told me that I had disturbed the time 
continuum and that I must stop myself 
from entering the portal.

I teleported myself through the portal, 
which took me to my timeline and fixed 
it all. Eventually, everything was back to 
the way it was!  I thought to myself that 
'All's well that ends well'.

One cloudy Friday evening, while I was 
doing my homework, I heard a strange 
noise coming from my toy trunk. At 
first, I ignored it, but then it happened 
again and again and it didn't stop. 
Finally, I lost my patience and built up 
the courage to open my toy trunk, and 
what I saw next was shocking.

I saw a door behind my toys, and me 
being the curious cat, I couldn't hold 
back and opened it. What I  saw was 
beyond my imagination; it was a TIME 
MACHINE. Without giving  a second 
thought, I went in, but to my utter sur-
prise it just kicked me out, and I heard 
an automated robotic sound that said, “I 
need a watch for access.”

The Time Machine 
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One evening, a young boy named Tom, 
troubled by his restless heart, sat by the 
riverbank. His father had fallen ill, and 
no healer could cure him. Desperate for 
hope, Tom listened intently, hoping the 
river would speak. As the moonlight 
danced on the water's surface, the river 
began to whisper softly, “To save what 
you love, you must give away what you 
treasure most.”

Tom's heart raced. What could this 
message mean? With his mind clouded, 
he spent days pondering the meaning of 
the river's words.

 M. Azaan Zubair | VI c

Long ago, in a small village nestled in a 
valley, there flowed a river known as the 
Whispering River. The villagers believed 
the river held the voices of the past, 
whispering secrets, stories, and wisdom 
to those who listened closely. It was said 
that the river only spoke to those who 
had pure hearts, offering guidance, 
comfort, or warnings, depending on 
their need. But the river was also myste-
rious—many who sought its advice 
returned unchanged, for the river's 
words could be as confusing as they 
were wise.

Finally, Tom realized that the treasure 
the river spoke of was not something 
material, but his own pride. With great 
courage, he sought out the elders of the 
village, asking for their wisdom and 
support. Through their knowledge and 
the community's help, he learned to heal 
his father in ways he never expected. 
The river, it seemed, had been right all 
along—sometimes, to find what is most 
important, one must be willing to let go 
of the things that bind them. From that 
day, the villagers spoke of Tom's jour-
ney, and the Whispering River continued 
to share its quiet wisdom, waiting for 
those willing to listen.

The Whispering River
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7:30 in the morning. Not a single noise in 
the courtroom. There was a reeling 
sensation in the room, as if something 
was about to go down. Then, the gavel of 
the judge strikes the anvil and the judge 
said, “I hereby declare Jon Jones guilty 
on assaulting and killing a young girl, 
Moriah.” The whole courtroom erupted 
in noise; some cheering, some depressed 
as John was taken away and was to be 
locked in the California Security consoli-
date for 12 years.
It all started when John got to know he 
was black. Black Americans were always 
criticized and hated in this part of the 
society. There were always false accusa-
tions coming Johns way but John never 
bothered as there was no proof on how 
he had committed those crimes. Every-
day he would encounter a white person 
creating hate between the color, either it 
was at the supermarket or on the street.

 M. Subhan Ali Chuahdary | O II a

“Hey, leave her alone,”John said. As he 
walked up to the other man he said,” 
Mind your own business, and who are 
you to order me around, even while 
being black.”After this the man pulled 
the girl to where the girl fell down. John 
enraged, pushed the white man. The 

man flew back and fell down. He said, 
”Oh now you’ve done it.” He took some-
thing out of his pocket. As john looked 
closely, it was a knife. The man ran 
towards John to try to stab him but John 
got a hold of his hand. Both men started 
thrashing and rolling around. All of a 
sudden, the man threw the knife, not 
knowing that the girl was standing 
beside them. The knife slightly pierced 
through the throat of the girl which was 
enough to make her pass out instantly.

When John woke up he was taken to a 
room which looked unfamiliar. The 
details were blurry. There was a lot of 
noise and banging. When John came 
back to his senses he was standing 
inside of a consolidated jail room.

It was a usual day, as he was taking a 
stroll on the street, he saw a white man 
stalking a girl. John watched quietly as 
he did not know how to approach the 
situation. The girl came to a stop and the 
man went up to her and said something. 
The girl looked uneasy and uncomfort-
able. When  she tried to walk away, the 
man grabbed her hand. John knew now 
that something was wrong so he ran 
towards them not knowing that this 
might be one of the biggest mistakes he 
would be making in his life.

In the same street, a cop car started 
approaching them. As cunning as the 
white man was he got up and threw the 
knife to John. John caught the knife but 
got a cut from it. Meanwhile, the man ran 
away and disappeared. John horrified, 
looked at the cop car as it rolled up. His 
vision started turning blurry. Had he 
committed this crime? When he saw the 
police cop the cop had a baton in his 
hand. The cop struck the baton on 
Johns’ head and all went black.

Judicial Injustice
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In the heart of Sindh, Thatta stands as a 
city of echoes, where time’s passage is 
marked by crumbling tombs and forgot-
ten stories. The Makli Necropolis, 
stretching over a vast hill, holds the 
souls of kings, saints, and scholars. 
Their tombs, intricate with faded blue 
tiles and delicate carvings, rise like silent 
sentinels, guarding memories of a past 
long gone.
The air here feels thick with history, as if 
the dead themselves whisper through 
the wind. Beneath the shade of an 
ancient tree lies the tomb of Shah 
Mardan, his stone slab worn smooth by 
centuries of reverence. Visitors still 
leave offerings, their soft prayers min-
gling with the breeze, as though seeking 

connection with the saint’s spirit.
Once a bustling capital during the 
Mughal Empire, Thatta’s glory has 
faded. The remains of grand mosques 
and palaces crumble in quiet surrender 
to time. The river Indus, flowing nearby, 
is a lifeline that has seen the rise and fall 
of civilizations. Its waters shimmer at 
dusk, whispering ancient secrets along 
the banks.

Muhammad Sarim Sarfraz | OII

Though the city’s grandness has 
dimmed, its soul endures. The whispers 
of the past linger in every stone, every 
breeze, and every forgotten grave. 
Thatta may be a city of ruins, but it is 
also a city of memory of the voices of 
those who once called it home

The Makli Necropolis

“Yes….we are intellectuals” I said, as I 
wiped sweat off my palms and patted  
down the dirt on my shorts, glancing at 
the yellowed paper in my pocket. 

“I thought archaeologists were sup-
posed to be intellectuals”, said Kira 
through deep breaths. 

I found out that it was a map which had 
belonged to a Nawab in ancient times. It 
said something about his treasure being 
buried somewhere in Bahawalpur where 

While studying an ancient rock, I had 
found this piece of paper in the cracks 
between the rocks. I felt quite amazed 
because the crack was so hollow and 

small, thus fitting such a big map into it 
would not have been easy. It said some-
thing in Hindi and a mix of Persian. I had 
called Kira to decode and translate it for 
me as she is an expert in both languages, 
amazing, considering the fact that she’s 
from Russia. 

Bapsi Sidhwa Winning Essay
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I enquired about such a place from the 
locals and found out that there is a 
jungle called the “Waziran jungle” in 
Bahawalpur, towards the east. It is full of 
many dangerous insects and plants. 
Being a wild card, I went out in search of 
this treasure. It seemed illogical but 
there had been so many tales and old 
folklore we had heard about it since we 
were children. I had a feeling now that 
there must be some truth in the matter, 
so I set out to find it.

greenery and poisonous plants were in 
abundance. 

While travelling to the jungle, I saw many 

deadly and dangerous things that I 
hadn’t seen before. Of course I had 
protection for any emergencies, but I felt 
that no amount of protection could save 
me from poison ivy because no matter 
where I looked, it was all I saw. I seemed 
to be surrounded on all sides by poison 
ivy! 
I carefully followed directions on the 
map, which were very specific and 
matched the path in the jungle. On our 
way, we encountered the biggest viper I 
had ever seen in my whole life. It was a 
sort of dirt brown colour which helped 
camouflage it beside the river. I didn’t 

even see it at first because my glasses 
were stained with dirt and if it wasn’t for 
Kira, I wouldn’t be seeing the light of day 
again. She saw it and shoved me to the 
side so that I wouldn’t step on its tail. 
Thankfully it was half asleep and didn’t 
notice us. 
After crossing the river, we came to a 
clearing in the trees. It was like a wall of 
trees conjoined with vines connecting all 
together. Slowly but carefully, we cut 
through the vines. We finally reached a 
big brown gate with many intricate gears 
and dials on it. I took out a metal detec-
tor, a very strong one, and placed it at 

the bottom of the gate. I 
kept circling around 
until I heard a beep, and 
then another, followed 
by a long sound, one 
with a high note. 
I examined the gate and 
came to the conclusion 
that it was actually a 
safe, a very tough one to 
crack. Kira, being the 
safe expert began to try 
to crack it. She pressed 
her head against the 
hole in the safe and 

listened closely as she began to twist and 
turn the dials, an expression of irritation 
and fatigue on her face. After exactly 
thirty-one minutes, eight seconds and a 
million “no’s” from Kira’s side we finally 
cracked it.
The sight before us was a sad one but the 
skeleton bones didn’t matter to us. The 
heaps of gold were overpowering. We 
were happy to see those! We took a few 
bags home and sent a car to pick up the 
rest. We had found the treasure!

Syeda Momina Zaidi | OI
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“Knock!”, a knock could be heard from 
the door, so the young man went on to 
check what was going on. It was a stormy 
night with a high chance of a sandstorm 
in the city of Multan. Unbeknownst to 
the man, by opening that door of his very 
own house, he may have put all of his 
bloodline at stake. There was a red 
envelope on the man’s doorstep. The 
man - Rashid - was from a moderate 
family in Multan but now, he is a person 
who had gotten himself in grave danger. 
He carefully opened the note inside, 
which contained some ancient, cursed 
language. Rashid was very confused at 
what the letters meant, so he tried to 
pronounce them to make 
something out of the letter , 
but he got no results. He then 
tried to research anything 
related to the situation in 
which he was stuck in, to 
which he got a shocking result.

Rashid had gotten an idea, and so he 
hurriedly went back into the temple and 
dropped down on his knees. He started 
begging for mercy due to which the Saint 
forgave and purified him.

An eerie voice suddenly spoke, “WHO 
DARES TO AWAKEN ME!” Rashid went 
dead-silent as soon as he heard the 
voice. The voice was from a deceased 
saint who was VERY angry with Rashid 
as he had awakened the Saint and had 
trespassed into the place he resided. The 
Saint then cursed Rashid with all his 

might, giving him endless fatigue for 
eternity. Rashid dropped down once 
again, but this time not opening his eyes 
for a mere 6 hours. He woke up on a 
hospital  bed where the doctors 
informed him of how he had ended up 
there and had gotten himself cursed for 
treason.However, this wasn’t the end of 
Rashid as there was still hope left.

Aydin Mukhtar | VIII a

There seemed to be only one 
article about what actually was 
written in that note, and the 
article revealed that these 
words actually originated from an exter-
nal world, in which all kinds of supernat-
ural beings lived, including Jinns. This 
also revealed that these exact phrases 
were engraved in the Sun Temple 
located in the deserts of Multan, which 
filled Rashid with even more curiosity. 
He then proceeded to gather up supplies 
which could detect supernatural anoma-
lies and left off for the desert without 
thinking twice. He arrived at the temple 
and sneaked his way around security, to 
the point he almost got caught but, he 
managed to make it to the centre of the 
temple and tried to chant the ancient 

phrases again with more power and 
intent.. and POOF! Rashid dropped down 
onto the cold floor, unconscious. The 
middle of the temple was lit by a large 
beam of light, blaring into the night sky. 
Rashid woke up again, feeling more slow 
and tired than ever. 

“The Curse”
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He was new to the magnificent city of 
Multan that was situated at the heart of 
Pakistan’s most lively province. He 
couldn’t wait for the adventures trying 
to suck him in. He packed his bag and 
decided to go on a stroll to observe the 
hustle and bustle of this 
prosperous city.

“Buzz!” The boisterous and infuriating 
sound of Ali’s alarm clock echoed in his 
empty room. His drowsy eyes and ach-
ing muscles told that he had overslept. 
He had to muster all of his strength just 
to attain a straight-back posture. Little 
did he know that his ordinary, mundane 
day was about to transform.

He immediately felt a strong presence. 
His eyes opened wide. He felt as if the air 

was suffocating him. Nevertheless, he 
went on. He saw a podium protruding in 
the distance.
He was petrified. Moss and vines cov-
ered the hieroglyphics of the battered 
wall. With each step forward, sweat 
trickled down his face and his heart 
pounded like a drum. Now he couldn’t 
stop going forward. He felt as if a demon 
was pulling him to the podium. Ali was 
almost scared to death. He couldn’t 
twitch a muscle. His body was moving as 
if led by an invisible being until he 
cameupon the podium.

Suddenly, he caught a glimpse of a 
shrine, its gate chained tightly with a 
ferocity that hinted at something meant 
to be kept in—or out. Nature had 
claimed this place. Curiosity got the 
better of him and he went to investigate. 
His eyes landed on an opening in the wall 
surrounding the peculiar place. When 
everyone was absorbed in the commo-
tion around, he slid into the bewitched 
place.

He saw an outline of a hand. Blood stains 
covered the outline. Ali’s lungs felt as if 
they would explode in the suffocating 
air. His hand was held by an unknown 
source and suddenly the sky turned 
dreary. Dark and gloomy clouds lingered 
above the city. He was released, and the 
gate somehow opened with a high 
screech.
What had he done! He had to save 
Multan. His body was about to throw the 
towel, but he pushed through the excru-
ciating pain. A thought came rushing to 
his preoccupied mind. He recalled that 

As soon as he entered the 
packed street, riveting and 
vibrant architecture caught 
his attention. The packed 
street had bazaars tending 
to the needs of various 
p e o p l e .  T u m u l t u o u s 
sounds surrounded him. 
He could spot shrines and 
rickshaws begging him to 
come on board. He won-
dered how people lived in 
this environment. 

Bapsi Sidhwa Essay Competition
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Multan had shrines of various saints 
such as Bahauddin Zakariya. He visited a 
shrine for the first time and prayed 
deeply with his heart. He did that, and 
the clouds vanished. Thunder roared, 
but soon it was gone.

After praying countless times, Multan 
was finally in the hands of safety. He had 
learned not to meddle with things which 
had no connection with him.

Muhammad Tanveer Qaiser | VIII b

She usually decorated fancy outfits 
covered in cowrie shells and sold them 
for the Chilam Joshi festivals. The vil-
lage was full of hustle and bustle, for 
everyone was preparing for the festival. 
The kids were laughing and chasing each 
other. 

In the Northern areas, 
Chitral district, surrounded 
by the snowy, HinduKush 
mountains, was the Kalash 
village where The people 
were lively and Hospitable. 
One villager as such was a 
girl named Amara. She had 
a voice as soft as the Rustle 
of the Autumn leaves. Her 
face was always painted in a 
shiny, white smile. Her Green eyes glis-
tened in the sunlight. 

The girls who are planning what to cook. 
Oh! The dishes were Amara's all time 
favourite part. She imagined delicious 
cottage cheese balls , walnut bread with 
yakhni soup, Billili, and flatbread 
whereas the list just went on and on! The 
colourful garments of the villagers was a 
vivid contrast from the earthy land-
scape. Everyone seemed happy and 
excited about the upcoming festival. 
Then, Amara's father, Zarak, came and 
announced; 

The excitement faded and there were 
sad murmurs and groans. Amara sadly 
took herself on a little stroll to make 
herself let go of her worries. 

" There is a storm coming, I am afraid the 
festival will be impossible to celebrate." 

While Amara was doing so, she noticed a 
strange temple-like building. It was 
covered with moss, vines and shadowing 
leaves. She curiously went inside, know-
ing the gods would keep her safe. 
Although her heart was rapidly thump-
ing. Her mouse brown hair brushed 
against her rosy cheeks. Amara then 
realised it was a temple with the statues 
of the respected supreme gods and 
goddesses. Amara knelt down at the 
sight. She sat down comfortably in front 
of Dazau and Sajigor, the creator god 
and the universe god. Before she shut 
her eyes to pray, she suddenly felt some 

Narrate A Story Where A Villager In Kalash Valley 
Discovers A Hidden Temple And Learns A Long-
forgotten, Forbidden Ritual Of The Kalash Gods 
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The next day, although everyone was 
wearing the fancy ,new garments, no one 
came out. The land was covered in white 
snow, more falling from the thundering 

sky. Then, someone started playing the 
drum, and Amara started dancing to the 
rhythm. The other saw this and slowly 
joined in. Soon, the music grew louder 
and they all realised, no matter what 
condition, they all had each other. The 
gods had heard Amara's prayers, and 
the festive traditions were saved.       

Raniya Ali Qureshi | VII a 

wind in her face and noticed a golden 
text shining on the chest of the idol, it 
had listed three forbidden rituals on it. 
Amara noticed this and shut her eyes 
and prayed the festival would be saved. 

“You'll never be successful if you're late, 
and that's why you have to 
hurry up and eat your break-
fast if you want to help your 
father with his truck art."

“Aryan! Come down for food” is the first 
thing I heard when I woke up. Oh, I 
should probably introduce myself. 
Hello, I'm Aryan, I'm just a normal kid 
from Kalash valley, or at least I thought I 
was, until about a week ago. Let me get 
you up to date, so you can understand 
what I'm about to tell you, but… if I'm 
being honest, I don't think I understand 

this yet either. A week ago, I woke up (as 
per my usual routine), to my mother 
screaming at me, it seems to be a habit 
now. This time it was to call me down for 
food.

"Mama, I came down as soon as you 
asked me, though!"
"Three minutes late, actually," she 
snapped back! I know you're probably 
thinking my mother is quite strict—and 
let me tell you, we both are in the same 
boat.

“You're right, I should proba-
bly leave now… Love you, 
Mama!"
"Love you too, dear."
I realized I was late as I 
rushed across the village. 
While painting, I apologized 
for my delay, trying my 
absolute best to capture the 

essence and beauty of my muse, Bhatur 
Mountain. As I was painting, with the 
truck parked beside me, I noticed a large 
hole in the corner of the mountain. I 
thought it might've been a cave, so I 
decided to call my friends later to “You're never on time, Aaryan. When will 

you learn?"

Narrate A Story Where A Villager In Kalash Valley 
Discovers A Hidden Temple And Learns A Long-
forgotten, Forbidden Ritual Of The Kalash Gods 
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That cold, rainy night, I couldn’t sleep. 
Thoughts—unspeakable thoughts— 
roamed my mind. I was horrified. But I 
believed that if I did this, all of it would 

be over.

“N-no… NO!”

explore it, then I thought that 
would be dangerous, and let 
my curiosity stay put. That 
eerie night, I couldn't stop 
thinking about the cave. That 
dark, rounded, beautiful cave. I 
ended up giving in, which now 
looking back I wish I hadn't. I 
went in alone after school 
hoping no one would notice my 
absence. Inside there were 
candles, lots of them, but none 
were lit up, but there was a box 
of matches on the ground, so I 
lit them up when a statue of a god 
revealed itself. This statue was not 
ordinary, I could tell, it had horns made 
of pure silver and its crown was dripping 
with gold and jewels which could itself 
light up a thousand rooms. I tripped and 
my elbow hit the statue’s foot, but 

before I could react, a paper fell. It was 
written in a language that I recognized 
but did not understand. I took it to the 
village priest the next day. 

“The day has come! Children, listen — 
and listen very carefully. You must 
perform this as a ritual,” he continued, 
translating the paper. “But if you don’t 

succeed and fail to do this properly with 
a light heart… there will be conse-
quences.”

“Child, where have you found this?”
“I found it in an old temple… it came out 
of nowhere.”

The next day, I per-
formed the dance 
just as I had prac-
ticed. But then… my 
foot slipped.

Sukayna Murtaza | VII b 

A storm erupted. The 
ground shook. A hole 
tore open inside the 
temple. With fear 
clawing at my chest, I 

screamed as two odd creatures dragged 
me down into the darkness.

But if you're reading this…
 I'm long dead.

Now I spend my days screaming, beg-
ging for mercy.
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The mother of the child was struggling 
to keep an eye on him as the boy had 
loads of energy. The little boy eagerly 
wished to see Perris with his own naked 
eyes. The long tall trees with thick  
trunks were flabbergasting, they were so 
incredibly tall. Without a doubt the child 
had the urge to see everything while the 
parents were trying to keep track of him. 

Roaming around the mountains finding 
clear paths to walk through, the boy and 

his family were having an experience of a 
lifetime. The young child who was rather 
an inquisitive one, kept wandering 
around the paths while trying to see 
everything with his little curious eyes.

The cold wave was raging and the par-
ents insisted the boy get indoors as it 
was getting harsh. But the boy was 
determined to find Perris, sadly nothing 
came in his sight that could satisfy and 
quench his thirst to meet the fairy . The 
surging desire to see was elevating with 

A young child and his family were 
exploring the mountains of Chitral. 
While roaming through the woods he 
was thinking of the myths of the fairies - 
could they be real? The Perris has always 
been a secret. While eating the fresh and 
juicy fruits like apples, peaches, apricots 
and grapes they wondered the Perris was 
real or not.  
The family was mesmerized by the 
beautiful views of the mountains! The 
views were incredible and breathtaking! 
The feeling of living in heaven on earth 
was experienced by the family just by 
seeing the view! They were enjoying 
chilly weather as Chitral was in the 
northern part of Pakistan. The lush 
greenery and clean fresh air was refresh-
ing! 

Determined Boy 
and His Quest
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The Fairy in the Mountain 

Everyone looked out of their windows 
and were amazed by the beautiful moun-
tains. After almost half a day they 
reached their hotel. They all changed, 
had some food and slept early to get 
ready for the next day’s activities.  “Fairies are not real,” responded Ali. 

“Let’s go, we have to get moving,” said 
Ali’s father. Ali and his family were 
going to the mountains on a vacation for 
the first time.

 “I am so excited!” exclaimed Ali.

 “What if we see fairies?” Ali’s little sister 
Sarah asked excitedly.

They started their journey to the breath-
taking mountains of Chiral. Halfway 
through everyone fell asleep, except 
Ali’s father who slept after a while. Sarah 
woke up, then Ali and later their mother 

was up too. 

“Woah! This is beautiful,” said Sarah. 

The next morning parents were relaxing, 
Ali and Sarah asked if they could go for a 
picnic outside the hotel. The parents 
also wanted to explore so they agreed. 
They packed their basket and headed 

out to find a relaxing 
and scenic picnic spot. 

After some search they 
found a small clearing, 
not too far from the 
hotel. While the parents 
were unpacking the 
picnic supplies, the 
children asked if they 
could go and explore a 
little since there was 
still a lot of unpacking 
to be done. The parents 
reluctantly agreed, “Just 

passing time. He kept searching and 
wandering around for another hour, 
seeing all the cultural things and tradi-
tional items but no Perris. He inspected 
all different paths and new trailways 
exploring everything and looked in 
every nook and cranny.
Far away in the distance he saw some-
thing.. Behold! There were figures, pure 
and magical. The boy eagerly and excit-
edly went rushing to see the fairies. 
Amazed parents witnessed  in awe, they 
really had encountered a Perris, beauti-

ful and spell-bounding! 
It was a ravishing and phenomenal sight, 
which couldn't be explained in words. 
The boy jumped in excitement that he 
had found the creature, he was deter-
mined to see. He was on cloud nine, all 
that effort and hard work paid off! He 
was extremely proud of himself as he 
didn’t give up and found what he was 
looking for. 

Alisha Taha Hashmi | VI a



“What now?” Asked Sarah, a little 
annoyed.

She was over the moon whereas Ali 
could barely believe that it was 
reality. As soon as the fairy saw 
them she hid in a bush.

“Okay!” they both screamed in excite-
ment. 

“It is ok, no need to be afraid,” said 
Sarah comfortingly.

After walking for a while they 
saw a light and agreed not to 
follow it. Later their curios-
ity got the best of them and 
they decided to follow it. 
When they finally saw 
what it was they couldn’t 
believe their eyes. 

“Uhmm Sarah I think we have bigger 
problems,” Ali remarked.

“It is, it is!” screamed Sarah in 
surprise.

don’t go too far,” instructed their 
mother.

“No one will believe us anyway!” Said 
Sarah, unwilling as she didn’t want to go 
back.

Minsa Kamal | VI b

“Is it just me or is that a 
fairy?” asked Ali. 

“Okay, just close your eyes and think of 
where you want to go,” they both 
thought of the hotel and boom, they 

were there.

“It’s okay, I can send you home,” said the 
fairy in a quiet and reassuring voice, 
“But only if you promise not to tell 
anyone!” she added.

“I think we are lost!” informed Ali in an 
agitated tone. He was surprised at how 
Sarah behaved, she wasn't afraid a bit, it 
was quite unlikely!

Before going to sleep that night Sarah 
said, “Thank you fairy!” And fell asleep. 
Both the siblings decided to keep that as 

a secret for the lifetime and cherish it 
forever. The beauty of mountains and 
mesmerizing sight of a heavenly fairy 
will always remain in their memories.
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Amna and the Fairy

One day when she was exploring the woods in Chitral, she encountered a delicate 
fairy named Perris. Seeing her sadness, Perris desperately wanted to help her. 

Every night Amna would make plans about how to 
escape the torturous life she was living, then she 
would always think that her plan wouldn't work.  Amna tried to run away a few 
times but people would catch her and bring her back to her parents. She didn't know 
what to do? She couldn't handle such abusive parents. Sometimes she would travel 
to Lahore to see her aunt and grandparents who were kind and loving towards her. 
Amna’s aunt would play with her and the grandmother would make delicious meals. 
Every night the grandmother would read bedtime stories to her. Amna would over-
hear her grandmother advising her father,  "Don't be strict with the poor little girl.” 

There was once a pretty girl from Chitral called 
Amna. She lived on top of a mountain and every 
day she used to visit the fairyland. Amna's parents 
were very abusive towards her. Even if Amna 
would try to be a good girl, she would still be 
scolded badly. Amna wanted to leave Chitral and 
live somewhere else, far away without her parents. 
Amna's brother Ali would always mock her by 
telling her that she would never be allowed to live 
away from her parents. 

Amna readily agreed, she was quite determined to get the flower. She headed 
towards the mountains, where there was the sprinkling waterfall. The path was 
steep and Amna's feet hurt. Her  heart was throbbing but she moved on and finally 
reached the top of the mountain. She plucked two yellow flowers and very carefully 
tried to go down the mountain. Her legs were bruised and she wanted to cry but she 
didn't. 

Zayan Farhan | VI c

Amna felt ecstatic and relieved at the same time. She told Perris about her parents 
and her desire to stay with her grandparents forever.  After listening to Amna's 
problem Perris added, " I can help you if you bring me the yellow flower near the 
sprinkling waterfall".

She said to Amna, "I can help you solve your problem. I can grant you one wish, so 
make your decision wisely.” 

Finally, Amna reached the fairyland and gave the yellow flowers to Perris. Perris told 
Amna to close her eyes and open them after a few minutes. Amna did as Perris 
instructed  her. After waiting anxiously She opened her eyes and found herself 
sitting in her grandparents' garden. Amna was elated but her grandparents were 
shocked to see her. Amna told them about Perris and her wish which was granted by 
the fairy. The grandparents welcomed her with open arms and promised her that 
she would never go back to her abusive parents. 
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My home was destroyed today as a result 
of the partition riots. My Muslim friend 
Ruqayyah had been kidnapped or killed. 
All I see around me is chaos and tragedy. 
I lived in a Muslim neighbourhood, but 
it’s all gone. I don’t understand this 
hatred towards these Muslims. My 
family is Hindu, but I was raised to live in 
harmony with them. Bloodshed is sur-
rounding me; all the important people in 
my life are scattered. I genuinely have no 
hope left. My family and I are taking 
refuge in the remainders of our home; or 
at least what’s left standing. My father 
has gone to get us some food because 
we’re all starving, and my baby brother 
won’t stop crying. I hear gunshots out-
side— hopefully he returns today, 
safely.

8th  August 1947

Anjali

9th August 1947
It’s been 11 hours, and my father still 
has not returned. My mother and older 
brother are anxious but are trying their 
best not to show it. At the peak of dawn 
today I heard some familiar voices 
screaming for help, caught by the mobs. 
I hope it’s none of my friends. My heart 
goes out to everyone trying to escape 
this country. I just miss how life used to 
be, carefree and enjoyable. Now I don’t 
even feel like a child anymore. My older 
brother’s leg is injured from running 
and my baby brother is starving. There is 
no one capable to find father or food 
except me. I wouldn’t be allowed to go 
though. My mother wouldn’t allow it, but 
the situation calls for it.
Anjali

The Partition 
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I did not write yesterday. I finally found 
my father. He was shocked to see me, 
but I had discovered him with a gunshot 
wound in his leg, unable to move. I tried 
my best to get him to walk without 
falling with my support. But it was the 
toughest moment of my life. It was my 
turn to help my hero. 

Anjali

I walked him back home and I did find 
water and food on the way. It was a 
slightly longer journey back home, and I 
tried my best to stay strong. We encoun-
tered a dead body on the way, and I 
could see the heartbreak in my father‘s 
eyes upon seeing me exposed to these 
situations. One arm sporting my dad 
and the other carrying a bag full of food, 
we eventually made it home. I did get 
scolded the second I got home and came 
in sight of my mother. But I’m just glad 
my dad was safely back. My mother ran 

towards him immediately, and started 
cleaning his wound and I went to pre-
pare food for us all, so hopefully our 
conditions will improve.

14th August 1947

It was the day of the partition. My 
mother wanted to leave this country. We 
travelled all the way to the trains at 
dawn, avoiding the hostile mobs.

Anjali

12th August 1947

We arrived at the train station during the 
heat of day, almost fainting from the 
sweat. Somehow, we managed to make 
our way close to the trains, but they were 
already moving. My mother yelled, and 
my older brother lifted my younger one. 
He took my hand, pushing me onto the 
train as well as boarding himself and the 
train sped off, full throttle. The tears 
flowing down his cheeks shoved me into 
the realization that my parents had been 
left behind.

Zaynah | OI

10th August 1947 

It’s been a long night, 
everyone’s asleep. I’ve 
been awake the entire 
time and I’ve decided 
that I’m going to set out 
on the hunt for father. I 
can’t determine whether 
or not this is an act of 
selfishness or selfless-
ness, but whatever it is, 
my intentions are good. I 
will try to return before 
anyone wakes up. That 
is, if I return. May Baghwan keep me safe! 
I cannot even perform a proper prayer 
right now. I wonder if it is wrong to pray 
for the safety of my Muslim friends, but I 
did it anyway I’ll return soon.
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It was Sunday morning, hardly 11am. 
Fatima, Dua, and I had somehow trailed 
off to some shady part of the forest 
and we couldn't figure out how to 
accurately locate where we were on 
our maps. We’d seen a really pretty 
bird and I’d started to follow it 
around which caused all three of 
us to lose track.

The bird’s singing was so melodi-
ous and pleasant to our ears, it felt 
that it wasn’t afraid of us since it 
kept wanting us to follow it. It led 
us to this really majestic garden 
and then  suddenly flew to the 
right and disappeared into thin air. 

Dua and I looked around for any signs of 
the feathery creature when suddenly we 
saw a weird portal-looking thing behind 
an Oak tree. It looked like a silvery 
square in the middle of the forest. 
Fatima touched the portal out of fascina-
tion and her hand went through it! 
Before we knew it, she’d gotten sucked 
into the weird square. 

Dua and I panicked but before I could 
form a thought, Dua grabbed me by my 
hand and jumped into the weird floating 
square. There was a sharp ‘whoosh’ and 
we stumbled to our knees in an environ-
ment that looked oddly regular; “nor-
mal” you may call it. 

Dua Rehman – VIII a

We sighed in relief as we’d been 
teleported right back to our camp 
instead of the middle of the forest where 
we had first seen the portal. Our friends 
were right where we had left them and 
when we told them our story, no one 
believed us!

A police car stopped right next to us. A 

rhinoceros in a police uniform got out 
and walked over to us yelling at us in 

some weird language. He definitely 
wasn’t happy with us being here. It was 
only when he took out handcuffs from 
his pocket that we ran.

We ran into the city, sprinting past the 
locals who were also animals. They 
looked terrified almost as if they’d seen 
ghosts. We decided we should most 
probably run back to the portal to see if 
it was still there. 

There were tons of corporate offices, 
buildings and quite a handful of sky-
scrapers too. We didn’t notice anything 
unusual until we looked at the cars 
driving by. There were literally Zebras 
driving the cars! Dua and I looked at one 
another in amazement. Suddenly we saw  
Fatima and ran to her. She looked con-
fused but really relieved to see us. 

I grabbed Fatima and pushed her 
through it while dragging Dua with me 
as we both jumped through it, right 
before it vanished. 

Fatima, Dua and I turned and sprinted 
past the police officers in a rush. We 
made our way back to the place we had 
originally fallen into and saw the portal 
shrinking. 

English Milestone Essay 
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Every year, John and his friends, Mikel, Jack, Sam, and Will, would go on a hiking trip. 
They would always choose a different mountain to climb or a different route to take. 
They had been all over the world and had been on some of the hardest and most 
beautiful hikes in the world, besides one. They had always dreamt of conquering the 
mountains of the Karakoram Range in Pakistan. Unfortunately, things did not go 
their way, and they soon became older and busy with work, but their story does not 
end there. 

In the winter of two thousand and twenty five all of them set aside all their plans and 
took a week off from work to explore the mountains of the Karakoram and to fulfill 
their dreams. Their journey began on Monday, the 9th at noon. Due to their impres-
sive amount of experience in hiking, they were able to traverse a third of the moun-
tain before sunset. Soon, they set up camp and went to bed. Silence was spread 
across the camp, everyone lay deep in sleep, everyone except John. He felt as if 

someone was watching him, 
patiently waiting for him. 
John then left his tent to 
check on the others, just to 
find them, MISSING! John 
was now not just scared, but 
terrified. He had started 
hear ing weird ,  creepy 
noises which seemed to 
sound like a continuous 
“buzzzzzzz”. He began 
moving towards the noise. 
As he got closer to the 
source of the sound, he 
noticed a green glow com-
ing from the same area. 

When he reached the area, he could tell that the green glow was coming from a portal 
of some sort. John tried to touch it with his hand, but was rather aggressively sucked 
in.

John woke up with his head going in circles. As he looked around, he realized he had 
been here before. Then he realized they were in ‘‘The Lands Between” from the 
popular video game, Elden Ring, a game he was much fond of and had great memo-
ries of playing when he was a young child. He got up and saw the rest of the group 
lying down on the ground. “Where are we?” asked Mikeal. “The Lands Between,” 
replied John. “You mean from the place in Elden Ring?” said Sam, sounding very 
nervous. “What do we do?” asked Jack. “The only thing we can do in this situation is 
to beat the game!” replied John, with great confidence in his voice. Thus, their jour-
ney through the Lands Between began. They quickly rushed through Limegrave and 

The Trip Of A Lifetime
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went straight to the first boss of the 
game, ‘Margit, the Fell Omen’, which they 
breezed through. It was only at the 
second boss, ‘Goderick, the Grafted’, 
who was at the end of Stormville Castle, 
that they faced any problem. They had 
easily gotten him to his second phase, 
but that was just when disaster struck. 
Sam dodged too late and, unfortunately, 
lost his life in the game. We had no clue 
whether he was still alive in real life or 
not, but all we could do was move on. 

Using a few skips that John had learned 
from his speedrunning days, they were 
able to get to the final boss, ‘The Elden 
Beast’, very easily. As they entered the 
boss arena, Will, Jack, and Mikeal were 
all taken out but right then there was an 

attack from the boss. John had no time 
to think, just time to get going. He 
dodged all of the beast’s attacks with 
precision. This was it, the boss was just 
one swing of John’s sword away from 
doom. John lunged on top of it to deal 
the final blow, but just in time, the Beast 
attacked with one of its most powerful 
moves, ending John's run. They all woke 
up around the portal. They may have 
died in the game, but had survived in 
real life. What an experience it had been! 
It was immensely exhilarating. They 
discussed it with pure pleasure, forget-
ting how desperate and tense they had 
been when fighting for their lives in the 
deadly game from their childhood.

Muzammil Farooq Khawaja | VIII b

I wish I’d never agreed to it. We discov-
ered this haunted house with decaying 
doorframes and an eerie atmosphere.

Lights flickered, the wallpaper peeled 

I nodded and took a deep breath. The air 
got colder as Dia, Luna, and I crept closer 

to the house. Everything 
was off, but I was the only 
one not keen on going 
inside. Strange, violet 
mist surrounded the 
graves behind the build-
ing. It was abandoned, 
that’s all I knew!

“Come on, we’ve got to be 
home before dinner, or 
we will absolutely get 
grounded,” Luna said, 
nodding towards the 
building. I trailed behind 

them, wondering how much better it 
would be if I was at home. The carpets 
were crimson and splattered with some-
thing that looked like… blood. I flinched 
and clutched Dia’s palm. She nodded at 
me reassuringly, her icy blue eyes inter-
locking with mine.

“It’ll be fun, it’s not like we find an actual 
haunted house every day, right?” said 
Dia.

  The Hidden Room
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“Okay, hurry up!”

“Yes, I’m ready.”

Oh my days, does my best friend 
have to be this annoying? Plus, I 
don’t even want to go to this creepy 
event... Oh, I should probably 
explain. Hi, my name is Amelia, and 
tonight, my best friend Sofia is 
forcing me to go to one of her weird 
friend’s events. The last thing I 
wanted to do on Halloween night 
was go there—but I owed my best 
friend one.

“Come on, we’re going to be late, 
Amelia.”

“I know, just give me five more 
minutes.”

“Are you ready?” asked Sofia.

The Midnight Call

I wanted to go home. No, I needed to go 
home but I trailed after them. The room 
was wooden, filled with more books 
than I had ever seen. There was a pat-
terned carpet that led to a small, round 
table with a thick black book on it.

and there was a strange button next to a 
dusty bookshelf that hadn’t been read in 
ages. Covers draped each corner of the 
shelf. Luna leaned against the wall and 
accidentally pressed the button. The 
wall and bookshelf moved, revealing a 
brown, creaky door behind it.

“Death Note,” said Dia, reading the cover 
and clutching it in her hands. My heart 
pounded faster. I didn’t like the sound of 
this. Death Note, what could it mean?

Luna pushed through with her blue pen 
in hand. “Oh! Looks like a cute diary, I’ll 

just paint it pink or a nice shade of blue.” 
She snatched it out of Dia’s hand and 
wrote her name in neat, swirly handwrit-
ing.

Suddenly, the book dropped out of her 
grip. Her skin became paler, and she fell 
to the ground with a loud thud. Her 
eyelids shut, and her arms and legs were 
twisted like a lifeless cockroach. In fact, 
she was really lifeless. I started crying 
because of everything. Dia looked like 
she’d seen a ghost, her mouth shaped 
like an O. Luna had killed herself. The 
Death Note wasn’t meant to be discov-
ered, it was meant to be hidden and 
locked away. Whoever’s name got writ-
ten inside, they’d end up as lifeless as 
Luna.

Raniya Ali Qureshi | VII a
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We sat down inside and introduced 
ourselves to about three or five other 
people. After an hour, 
the party died down, 
and Jolene suggested 
we play that viral horror 
game. I thought it was a 
stupid idea, but Jolene 
insisted. With that, 
everyone downloaded 
the game.

We got into the car, and seeing the 
streets filled with people having a genu-
inely good time warmed my heart. We 
arrived, and the first person we saw 
when we entered was Jolene—Sofia’s 
creepy friend—who stood at the door 
with one of the most unnerving grins I’ve 
ever seen.

“Hey there, you finally made it! I knew 
you wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Sofia 
exclaimed.

“Well, I’m glad you came,” I said.

“Looks like I’ve won. Too bad Sofia 
wasn’t at home when you called, darling.

“Okay, so what I’ve 
heard is that this game 
assigns a killer to one of 
the eight players, and 
you have to figure out 
who it is. Apparently, 
the creepy background music convinces 
the killer to kill.”

That’s when Jolene interrupted me.

Everybody got a notification. One by 
one, each person claimed they were 
innocent. Suddenly, music started 
playing. The lights went out. Screams 

filled the room. And when the lights 
came back on—to our horror—someone 
was dead.

“Mafia. It was called Mafia.”

Police were called. Families were 
informed. But the killer was not discov-
ered.

This continued again until only four 
people were left. Everyone was trying to 
prove it wasn’t them. We couldn’t afford 
to make any more harsh decisions. But 
this bold killer struck again.

I rushed to Jolene—and killed her.

That’s when I answered the phone. I 

knew who the killer was.

Me, Jolene, and Sofia... Who could be the 
killer?

“Oh, come on, this is just like that one 
game we used to play when we were 
younger... oh, what’s it called?” Sukayna Murtaza | VII b

Little did I know, playing this game 
would be the worst decision of my life.



Lily, a curious girl, stepped forward, her 
hands were trembling with fear and she 
stood in front of the closet. Very coura-
geously she opened her closet and 
before she knew, she was falling!

Was this a dream? Lily kept trying to 
wake herself up! She lived in an old 
house, what could go wrong (every-
thing)? Then a loud thud! She landed on 
the ground. Very cold, stiff, and hard. 
She wasn’t in her bedroom on her soft 
pink carpet. She was in the middle of 
comprehending the situation, and she 
heard the same faint whisper, “I told you 
not to look in the closet”. 

 “Wake up Lily”! She heard a sound. Then 

she saw it, the light! She ran faster than 
ever and the next thing you knew it, she 
was gripping her pink, soft carpet so 
hard, like it was the last thing in the 
whole wide world. Her hand touched 
something, and it was her phone screen 
that showed the time, it was 2:05 am. 
Had it really only been five minutes? 
Contemplating her life choices, she 
looked at her closet door. It was the 
same, not opened at all. The only noise 
one could hear was the cold air whistling 
through the old cracked window.

Lily was a strong, independent and a 
kind girl, who never believed in ghosts. 
Not until the whispers started! It had 
been past midnight and Lily was tossing 
and turning. She kept thinking she heard 
whispers; was she hallucinating? She 
tapped her phone screen. It was 2:00 am. 
Faint noises kept coming from behind 
the door. Not her bedroom door, it was 
the closet! She got up and saw her jour-
nal wide open right in front of her, which 
was quite bizarre. She always kept it 
tucked under her pillow. It said,”Don’t 
look inside the closet”. 

She felt a chill run down her spine! The 
time had stopped.  “Run!”A loud hoarse 
voice instructed her, and the room 
stretched into a long never-ending 
tunnel! Lily, already trembling, ran as 
fast as she could. She felt loud footsteps 
following her. She ran faster, her legs 
were burning, and she wanted to look 
back, but dared not to.

She took a sigh of relief and thought this 
had all been a dream and lay down in her 
bed, sweat covering her entire body. But 
then the same voice said,” You can’t hide 
forever Lily!” She sprinted up! She 
looked around her room, darkness 
swallowed it, barely anything could be 
seen, and she stood there frozen. Should 

  The Bizarre Closet
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I woke up in this strange cave dimension. It wasn’t dark, as on the ceiling of this cave 
was some light. It was quite hot there but bearable. I found some purple grass under 
my feet. I thought it was weird until I saw a massive walking fish in the water. There 
were trees but not the ordinary ones as they had sharp thorns on them with the 
roots upside down. I managed to get some of its fruits. The weird fruit had the col-
our of a grape and the shape of a banana. It tasted like lime. On the second day I saw 
humans that were alien-like. They were thankfully willing enough to teach me their 
language. 

Mostafa Sehgal | VI b

One day after cleaning my laundry 
room with the new soap my mother 
got from a supermarket, I  was in 
my bed relaxing. Suddenly I started 
hearing a strange noise from the 
closet and when I opened it there 
was a portal made out of soapy 
bubbles, some gloves and clothes. I 
showed it to my brother, without 
thinking he pushed me into the 
portal!

Eventually I got to learn how to say ‘Hello’ and 'Hi' in their strange language. They 
had a number of farms of weird fruits and I ate a few of them. I knew I needed to get 
back home by making a portal for my return using glue, soap and clothes I got from 
one of the aliens. The glue was the hardest to find as I had to fight a giant robot. I 
fought it with my log and broke half of it. I knew I could not fight the other half so I 
ran to the portal as fast I could. My Family was worried and they had searched for me 
everywhere. I made up a story knowing that they would not believe the real one. I 
found out I was gone for two weeks, but in the other dimension I was only there for 
three hours.

Lost In a Cave 

She wanted to get to her bedroom door! 
Then she saw it! Not someone, just big 
old deep red glowing eyes were coming 
towards her. She tried moving back, but 

she couldn’t move! Like time had 
stopped. She started screaming, plead-
ing to be left alone. She threw her pillow 
and started throwing whatever she 
could find! But before she could compre-
hend, she was being dragged by an 
invisible force into the closet , never to 
be seen again! 

she turn around? Should she see what 
was going on? She wanted to say some-
thing, but it was like she had been muted 
eternally. Then, with a lot of hard work, 
the words darted out, “D-Dad? M-Mom”? 
No one responded.

Alia Taha | VI a



To his utter surprise there stood Trevor, at the door menacingly. Rayan’s dad kicked 
Trevor in a fit of rage and knocked him out. They escaped and went straight to the 
police station. They explained everything that had happened. Trevor was arrested 
and sentenced ten years in prison for child abuse and kidnapping. After all that 
Rayan and his parents bought themselves a nice house and moved there. Rayan 
went to school and was a A* student. His mom was a housewife and his father con-
tinued his job as a footballer. He got a reward for saving his parents from the local 
police and they all lived happily ever after.

Besides all that there was something wrong with Rayan’s closet. Whenever he would 
go to sleep he would keep hearing “ Help us,” in mixed and jumbled voices. One day 
when that curiosity bug was jumping inside Rayan he gathered the courage to open 
his closet. He saw that there was a three inch thick metal door locked with a 
passcode. Rayan heard Trevor’s footsteps coming towards his room, so he closed 
the closet door and jumped into his bed. Trevor checked if Rayan was asleep, Rayan 
faked being asleep. Trevor went into Rayan’s closet and opened the metal door. 
While Trevor was inside Rayan’s closet, Rayan heard voices of people getting 
abused. Next day Rayan came to his closet and opened the door and saw the metal 
door. He recalled the passcode and thankfully he remembered as he saw Trevor 
opening it. When he opened the  metal door he saw a tunnel leading to a door. Rayan 
went down that tunnel and saw a white door. When he opened it he saw his parents 
in the white room, it looked as if they were trapped there. It was an unbelievable yet 
heartwarming sight !  Rayan hugged his parents and cried his heart out. Without any 
further ado he brought his parents up  to his room.

Once upon a time there was a boy named Rayan. He was a brave boy but 
when it came to things like ghosts he always got scared. He lived 
with his step father who was abusive and always threatened 
Rayan with a knife to get money from him. The step father 
would go and gamble all the money and when he did not win, 
the things got pretty rough. He would return home angry , 
would abuse Rayan and break everything that would come in 
his way in a fit of rage. The step dad’s name was Trevor. When 
Rayan asked where his real parents were Trevor said in a 
fierce voice, “THEY DIED IN A CAR ACCIDENT.”

Rayan never liked being with Trevor as he would just sit 
around all day watching  T.V, eating junk food and being 
abrasive towards him. Rayan also could not go out as 
Trevor always stopped him from going out and meeting 
people. One day, when Trevor was gone, Rayan gathered 
up the courage to go  outside but Trevor saw him. Trevor 
brought him inside, he gave him a beating and locked 
him in the bathroom. 

Rayan Nazir | VI c

All is Well that Ends Well
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Syeda Shifa Bokhari | OIII
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M. Tanveer Qaisar | VIII b M.Tanveer | VIII b

Maryam Mujtaba | VIII b Nabeela Fatima | VIII b
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Nabeela Fatima | VIII b

Nawal Butt | VIII a

Noor Fatima Awan | VIII b Shehryar Ahmed | VIII b
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Syed Hamza Hussain | VIII b Syed Hamza Hussain | VIII b

Syed Ali Abbas Bukhari  | VIII b Syed Ali Abbas Bukhari | VIII b
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Aamna Haider | VII a Attiya Rehman | VII a

Syed Hamza Hussain | VIII b Zainab Habib | VIII b
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Airah Khan | VII a lshmal Zeeshan | VII a

Raniya Ali Qureshi | VII aM. Ibrahim Tahir | VII a

Raniya Ali Qureshi | VII a Maiza Umer Khan | VII a



94

Ashtalfa Shahzad | VII b Ashtalfa Shahzad | VII b

lshamal Zeeshan | VII a Ch.Muhammad Zayyan Ahmad | VII a



95

Muhammad Sahal | VII b Rana Muhammad Musa | VII b

Emaan Asad  | VII b Emaan Asad  | VII b



96

Shezeen Kashif | VII b Sofia Shoaib | VII b

Shahmeer Saad | VII b Shahmir Saad | VII b



97

Sukayna Murtaza | VII b Sukayna Murtaza | VII b

Tehreer Ibne Sadaf | VII bTehreer Ibne Sadaf | VII b

Iesa Imran | VI aAlina Haider | VI a
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Abeeha Babar Malik | VI a Alisha Taha | VI a

Alia Taha Hashmi | VI aAlisha Taha | VI a

Alisha Taha | VI aAlisha Taha | VI a
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Ameerah Fatima Shoaib | VI aAmeerah Fatima Shoaib | VI a

Jawaria Khan1 VI aJawaria Khan | VI a

Jawaria Khan | VI a Kamila butt | VI a
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Kamila Butt | VI aMustafa Omer | VI a

M. Azaan Ali  | VI b Ahmed faisal | VI b
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Ayesha Zeeshan | VI b M.Azaan Ali | VI a M.Bin Kashif | VI b

Minsa Kamal | VI b Minsa Kamal | VI b Wali Ahmad |  VI b

Ali Ahmed Saeed | VI c Haider Ali Sultan | VI c M. Hussain Ali | VI c



102

M.Azaan Ali | VI c M.Hussain Ali | VI c Rana Shahzain Dilsher | VI c

Sunaif  Rehan | VI c Zayan Farhan | VI c Zayan Farhan | VI c

M.Sabeeh Khakwani | VI c
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Collaborative Art Work
                   VI-VIII
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A delicate plaster face relief, typically in white or off-white, 
protrudes subtly from a smooth, white canvas backdrop. The face 

often classical or serene in expression is rendered with soft 
contours and fine detail, emphasizing features like the nose, lips, 
and closed or lightly lidded eyes. The shadows cast by the relief 
add depth, creating a monochromatic surface. The minimalist 

setting emphasizes the texture of the plaster and the interplay of 
light and shadow, evoking a sense of calm, mystery, or antiquity.

Collaborative Art Work
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Origami wall art is a decorative form of art made by folding paper 
into intricate, 3D designs and patterns. Inspired by the traditional 

Japanese art of origami, it adds texture, depth, and a modern 
aesthetic to walls. 

VIII

VII

VI

Collaborative Art Work
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Shamsa Amjad |  V a

Zenia Hayat | V a

There was a pink wrapping paper cover-
ing the entire box. After unwrapping it I 
saw another layer of wrapping paper. 
This time it was blue. After that another 
layer of yellow wrapping paper was 
visible. 

I brought the package inside and 
decided to open it up. My sisters stepped 
back because they were scared and 
skeptical as to what may be inside of it. 

When I saw what was inside I squeaked 
with joy. It was an Apple pencil and I had 
been wanting it for so long! There was a 
note inside congratulating me on getting 
full marks in my exams. Below the note 
was my grandfather’s name! I was so 
happy to know that he had sent me the 
gift. 
That day was the best day of my life. I 
thanked my grandfather countless 
times. 

One morning a mysterious package 
arrived at my house. No one had ordered 
anything. So whose was it?
I was sitting in my room doing home-
work when my dad knocked on my door 
telling me there was a package at the 
door for me. I ran towards the front 
door. I looked at the package curiously 
thinking who had ordered it in my name. 

Trees are very important because they 
give us clean air to breathe. They take in 
bad air and make it good. Trees also give 
us shade, which keeps us cool on hot 
days. They are homes for many animals 
like birds and squirrels. Trees help the 
soil stay healthy and stop it from wash-
ing away. Plus, they give us fruit, wood 
and paper. Trees make our world super 

beautiful. They also lower temperatures 
and reduce heat. Without trees, our 
world would not be as nice or healthy. If 
there are no trees on Earth, we will not 
exist, so we should protect trees.

Animals have some incredible "super-
powers" that make them truly fascinat-
ing! Cheetahs can run upto 60 miles per 
hour, making them the fastest land 
animals. Octopuses can change colour 
and texture to blend into their surround-

A Mysterious 
Package

Why Do We 
Need Trees?

Amazing Animals &
their Superpowers



Social media platforms like Instagram, 
Tik Tok, and YouTube are things many 
of us use every day, but do we ever stop 

ings. Electric eels generate powerful 
shocks of upto 600 volts, while golden 
eagles can dive at incredible speeds to 
catch prey. Axolotls can regenerate lost 
body parts, and mantis shrimps have a 
punch so strong it can break glass. Bats 
use sound to "see" in the dark, and 
tardigrades can survive extreme condi-
tions, even in space! These unique abili-
ties show just how amazing nature is 
and how animals have evolved to survive 
and succeed.

Zoya Nauman | V a

Animals should not be kept in zoos. We 
should not keep animals in zoos because 

we should let them enjoy their life. It is a 
cruel deed to imprison animals. These 
days people treat animals as slaves. 
Animals in zoos often live in enclosures 
that are much smaller than their natural 
habitats, restricting their movement and 
natural behaviours. They are often 
confined in small spaces which can lead 
to health problems and stress.
Captive animals can experience stress, 
boredom, and anxiety, leading to abnor-
mal behaviours such as pacing, over-
grooming, or self- harm. Animals may 
lose their instinctive behaviours over 
generations in captivity, making it 
difficult for them to survive if reintro-
duced into the wild. Seeing animals in 
their natural habitats, like on a safari or 
in a forest, can help us understand and 
appreciate them more. Animals deserve 
respect and the chance to live freely, just 
like we do!  Hence we should focus on 
protecting and preserving animals in 
their natural habitat.

Dua Tanveer | V a

Animals Should Not 
be Kept in Zoos The Influence of 

Social Media on 
Our Daily Lives



In conclusion, social media has both 
positive and negative effects on our 
daily lives. It can connect us and help us 
learn, but we need to use it wisely. 

Kindness is when we do nice things for 
others, when we help others, when we share 
our things with others, or it is simply being 
friendly to other fellow human beings. 
There is too much power in kindness. It can 
make the world a much better place; I would 
say it can make the world a heaven! 

and think about how they affect us?
First, social media helps us stay con-
nected. We can talk to our friends, share 
pictures, and see what's happening all 
over the world in just a few seconds. It's 
like having the world in your hands! But, 
there's also a downside. Sometimes, 
people compare themselves to others, 
which can make them feel bad if they 
don't have as many likes or followers.
Also, social media can be a huge distrac-
tion. We might plan to spend ten min-
utes watching a video, but suddenly, it's 
been an hour! That's time we could have 
spent doing homework or playing out-
side.
Finally, social media teaches us about 
what's going on in the world. We learn 
about new trends, news, and even educa-
tional things. But, we need to remember 
not everything we see online is true, so 
it's important to be careful.

Shamsa Amjad | V а

Sundus Mahmud Bajwa | V a

A person to get me through

Those treasures do not mean as much

As we have heard a proverb that "Kindness 

never goes unrewarded". Kindness is not 

just good for the people around us it's good 

for us too! When we do something kind, it 

makes us feel good inside. It's like giving 

ourselves a little hug from the inside. Being 

kind makes us all feel connected, and that 

feeling can make school, home, and 

everywhere we go a lot more fun and safe.

Kindness can be small, like saying "thank 

you" or opening the door for someone. But 

even these small acts can make a big 

difference. If everyone in the world 

practiced a little more kindness, the world 

would be a much happier and peaceful 

place. And that's the real power of kindness! 

Along the way we met

Though there is gold up in the 
mountains

When we are kind to others we make them 

feel happy. Maybe we have shared our lunch 

with a friend, or helped someone who fell 

down or even just smiled at someone who 

looked sad. When we do these things, we 

spread happiness, like a bright light that 

shines from person to person.

As your friendship means to me

With a good friend such as you

Lovely pearls deep in the sea

Our memories created will be kept 

I'm glad God blessed me

A person to be there

Taimoor Masood |  V a

Hand in hand love is sent 
We'll be friends till the end!

The Power of 
Kindness

My Best Friend



My Mother

Black Holes

Animals that Glow 
in the Dark
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Why Do We Dream?

The Science Behind 
Rainbows







My Favourite Sport

My Favourite 
Role Model An Adventure with 

a Snow Monster









A Day Before Exams

The Day I Overcame 
My Fear



142

Lost in the 
Rainforest





My Favourite Book The Magical Forest

An Ordinary Day



Riddles

Greed is a Curse









When I Met an Alien
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Musa Nasir 
Grade V 

Drawings
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Negative & Positive Painting - Class V

Abdullah Khan Janjua Dua Rahim Dua Rahim 

Hamza Ibrahim Kashif Hassan Haris Khalid M. Ahmad Burhan

Mohammad Arham Musa Nasar Noor Moazzam Ahmed
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Negative & Positive Painting - Class V

Muhammad Hassan Noor Syed Tashji Ali Raza Syeda Sheharbano Hassan

Ayyan Ali Musa Nasar

Sundus Mahmud Bajwa Zoya Nauman
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Aryan Khan M. Balaaj Afzal

White Chalk On Sandpaper | Class V

M. Dawood Shah Rahim Ahmad Bajwa
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Anoushay Atif Emaan Waseem Ahsan M. Ruhaan Muzamil

M. Raza Khan SailM. Hussain

Gradient Still-Life Painting | Class IV



164

White Chalk On Sandpaper | IV

Abdullah Altamush Baig Ahmad Hassan M. Ahmad Hafeez

M. Shaham SultanM. Mujtaba Sultan Muhmmad Bin Ibrahim

M. Fayez M. Wali Zulqarnein
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White Chalk On Sandpaper | IV

Syed Muhammad Adam Tawheed Butt

Zentangle Art And Painting | Class IV

Ali Ashar Jamshaid Anoushay Atif

M. Ameer Hamza M. Arham Mirza
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Abstract Painting On Canvas | Class III

M. Azan Bilal Mustafa Kashif Sethi

Blue Pottery With 3D Flowers | III

Abdul Hadi Ali Abeer Zahra Hareem RashidAmani Ali

M. Zain Ul Abideen M. Azan Bilal Mutahir OmarM. Hassan Ali



168

Abdul Hadi M. Hamza Tahir Mutahir OmarM. Muvhhed Rana

Neon Skull Painting | Class III

Abdul Hadi M. Hussain  Zaina Fatima HussainZain Ul Abideen

Stained Glass Lanterns | Class III
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Fruits Collage Work | Class II

Nuh Ahmad Khan Taha Omer

Alyan Ehsan Ellahi M. Eesa Saqib
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My Family Drawing Framed | Class I

Affan Meer Azaan Mateen Muhammad Hussain Nasrullah

Muhammad Rayyan RajputMuhammad Musa Umair Muhammad Sakhi Khawaja

Rayan Waleed Khan Musa Roshar Sardar Taimoor Ahmad Dogar
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My Family Drawing Framed | Class I

Syed Muhmmad Ahmed Zakariya Mustansar Zubair Salman Qureshi_

Paper Collage Work | Class I

Azaan Mateen Muhammad Abdul Hadi

Muhammad Mustafa Mobeen Muhammad Rayyan Rajput
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Paper Collage Work | Class I

Syed Muhammad Ahmad

Hassan Bilal Ibrahim Ahmed Shaikh
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Ibrahim Ahsan Chaudhari Muhammad Abdullah Zubeer

Muhammad Arham Bilal Muhammad Mustafa Hassan
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Musa Ramay Raza Ali Khan
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