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Learning Alliance is committed to developing the students as a whole, not only the intellect but also the
personality by empowering them to become confident and competent lifelong learners. Our goal is to
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Principat’'s Message

Dear Students, Parents and Faculty

It is with great pleasure I address you in this addition of our school
magazine. As I reflect on the incredible strides our school |8
community has made this year, [ am filled with admiration for the
achievements, growth, and evolving vision that define 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.

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 confidence and competence.

One of the defining 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 firm: to nurture not only academic excellence but also
integrity and character, both online and offline.

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.

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.

-

With warm regards and sincere gratitude,
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Anjum S. Ahmed
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Ayeza Samad | OIII

The lingering smell of iodine and sterilized hospital equipment
. made her nauseous. The square door frame led to the long
g) corridor, and the illusionary sanity that was created with the
pale white colour in the hospital drove her insane. Perfectly
lined up wheelchairs and the grey tore of the stairs made her
— conscious and uneasy. It felt as if this insanity had confused her too
\ ‘ as she looked down at her amputated leg. It was eerie and sinister.
The monotonous perfection of the hospital had creeped into her,
driving her into a subconscious fight between the
faceless forces of the atmosphere of the hospital
that seemed to be imposing order and control onto
her from the moment she stepped foot in there.

Thailand. The tranquillity and serenity, the
) sounds of the breeze carried could cure any
mental ailment as per her thinking. As she
sat on her metal bed, she could not help but

reminisce about the old times when she
was as free as a mockingbird. Compared
to now, how she seemed to be caged, her wings controlled, lamenting and hoping to relive
those moments all over again.

As she heard a child’s giggle echo in the corridors, it triggered a memory most beautiful of
them all. It was peak summertime, the weather hot and humid. The sun’s reflection glistened
over the surface of the ocean.

She had come out to the beach with her father to collect the seashells that the ocean waves
obliquely slid onto the sand of the beach. She took her crocketed pouch and started picking
the seashells from the shore. Her father, with a fistful of sand, grabbed her and rubbed it onto
her head, whispering in her ear,”It’s a race Elyana, the first one to collect 20 seashells gets

free ice cream.” She squeaked out of excitement and ran into the waves of the ocean. Her
father saw this and let out a hearty laugh and said something to her which was inaudible to
her due to the sound of the crashing ocean waves. She ran across the shore and into the
shallow part of the ocean till she had collected all twenty of her seashells.

She let out a sigh. She opened her eyes slowly and reached for the crocketed pouch full of
seashells in her pocket. She reached for one of the seashells and brought it close to her ear.
The crashing sound of the waves was still embedded into them as they held onto the beauty
that they once experienced. She slowly put the seashell back into the pouch, and a hot tear
rolled down her cheek. Her heartbeat slowed down, bringing peace, as the marvels she once
witnessed took over her, engulfing her.

Wheire the ocean once sang y‘g




The Music Box

Malika Hamid | OIII

The music box lay lonely on the window sill. Its silver
casing dulled with age, its plush-pink ballerina encrusted
with rubies and diamonds lay frozen mid-pirouette, dust
encapsulated it - a testament to the years it had survived
and watched as the seasons ebbed and flowed

When would it sing a lullaby barely louder than a
whisper - fragile notes trembling in the air, sweet and
aching referring to faraway lands and forgotten loves.
Each clink in its mechanism sounded like a heartbeat;
uneven. Time had nibbled at its edges yet the magic
within it remained stubbornly intact

Its crimson-flame, magenta-gold drawers held pockets
of memories: a multi-coloured blue and green ponytailed
young girl wearing baby-yoda themed socks and her
grandmother, with wrinkles and lines marking every
nook and cranny of what was once a lean and beautiful
face teaching the girl how to use the music box.

The air around it contained lingering scents of a sharp

tang of cinnamon and the sweet lull of vanilla - an echo of the hands that once polished it,
hands that I missed dearly. Now it stood against the worn wood of the window, looking
almost defiant - the only reminiscent of my grandmother who stood against a freshly cleaned
window sill once, the suns shattered golden streams grazing both her and my magical music
box. It was my hope in a world that had long since moved on.

A Night To Remember

Khadija Amir | OIII

As I got down from my room, the smell of the delicious food my mom was making touched
my nostrils. The chilly weather along with mom’s special soup and mashed potatoes gave
the perfect aura for Christmas Eve. I stepped down into the kitchen to help her prepare the
table and set the new shiny dish set my mother had taken out for this special occasion. As |
carefully placed the perfectly round tablecloth, I couldn’t hear the jingles from our garden. I
wore my fluffy boots and stepped outside to take a look at the atmosphere. As [ went out, a
snowflake landed on my nose and I could see every house perfectly lit up with lights.

From inside the house, I could sense mom calling me. As I stepped in, the snow on my boots
had entered with me. I now started to decorate the green, fluffy beautiful tree with glass
ornaments. One by one, I hung all of the 36 pastel coloured ornaments on the tree and placed
the brightly wrapped gifts under the tree.




From the smell of it, I could tell that t& y

chocolate chip cookies were out of the oven. »
o skl N

d As I placed the warm cookie in my mouth, [
felt as if I had entered heaven. The perfect
mixture of sugar and chocolate had melted in
my mouth. [ washed the cookie down with
the glass of cold milk right out of the fridge.

| By this time, all my cousins had arrived, with
everyone bringing a different yet scrumptious
dish and one by one placing them on the
y dinner table. The aura and atmosphere of the
room was very lively and worth living for.
After sometime everyone sat on the table
passing on the dishes and cracking jokes with
each other. After eating, everyone got up and
placed their dishes in the kitchenand, with
their bellies full, sat on the couch to open the
beautifully wrapped presents placed under
the tall Christmas tree. Just like that, a
memorable Christmas Eve ended in a
glimpse.

The Last Gifi

Hassan Yasir Chaudhry | OIIL

Harold was an 18 year old young man. He never had a really great relationship

with his dad as his parents were divorced. His mother never let Harold meet his

dad but he would secretly pick him up in the middle of the night on his motorcycle and
they would go for a ride. It was a Kawasaki Ninja. One day his mother got a call
from the doctor who told him that Harold’s father had gotten in an 7
accident and was fighting for his life.

His mother refused to go but Harold ran from his home and reached the
hospital. Nervousness ran through his body as he walked through the
corridors of the hospital. He entered and cried a lot. He spent some time
with him and soon his father passed away. He got his motorcycle in
inheritance although it was in very poor condition. As it was his father’s
last gift to him, he made a promise that he would fix it.

So he started saving up and worked two jobs and slowly saved some
amount. Buying one part after the other. And finally after 4 months he
fixed it. He was really proud of himself. He had placed a tracker inside
which led him directly to it. He entered the warehouse which looked
really creepy. Inside was the bike but five men came and he fought with
all of them for the bike. He then took it back and went to his father’s




grave and thought how happy he would be seeing him ride his motorbike.

His mom didn’t really like the idea of him keeping his dad’s motorcycle but he begged that
it was his father’s only piece that he got from him so she agreed that he could keep it. Then
he rode the motorcycle everyday to his father’s grave knowing that his father was watching
him proudly with a big smile. His mother also realised how much this motorcycle meant to
her son. It was in black with green stripes. Once he got in trouble because of the motorcycle
as he hit it on a person. but his father had taught him how to deal with this kind of situation
so he did exactly that. He remained calm and helped the boy who was hit. As a result,he did
not have to pay any fine. Now he rides the bike everyday without any fear!

The Whispering Mirror

Janat Waqas | OII

Late at night, in a town tucked
between dark woods, a young
woman named Emily moved
into an old Victorian house. The
rent was unbelievably cheap,
and with her savings running
low, she couldn’t resist the offer.
However, the moment she
stepped inside, she felt a cold
chill settle over her.

The house seemed alive,
creaking and whispering in the
silence. But it wasn’t the house
that disturbed her it was the
mirror in the hallway. Every time
Emily passed it, she caught a
glimpse of someone standing
behind her, but when she turned,
no one was there. Shaking it off
as exhaustion, she tried to focus
on unpacking.

With time, the strange occurrences only grew worse. At night, Emily heard footsteps, light
and quick, like someone pacing back and forth. Sometimes, the whispers grew louder, but
no matter how hard she tried to locate the source, she was always alone.

One evening, as Emily stood in front of the mirror, brushing her hair, the reflection changed.
Instead of her own tired face, a pale woman stared back, eyes wide with terror, her mouth
opening to scream but no sound coming out. Emily froze. She turned quickly, but the
hallway was empty.

Terrified, she tried to leave, but the door wouldn’t budge. The temperature dropped, her
breath visible in the freezing air. The whispers turned into guttural growls, and she felt cold
hands brush her shoulder. Panic surged, and she screamed, but no one would ever hear.
The next morning, the house was silent. Emily was gone, leaving behind nothing but a
faint, terrified reflection in the hallway mirror. The house waited for the next soul to claim.




Chronicles of the Classroom

Mehwish Magbool | OI1

School life, a canvas of dreams we paint,
Where joy and struggles meet without restraint.
In whispered secrets, we build our worlds,
In every corner, a story unfurls.

The laughter of friends in the hallways loud,
Fears of exams, yet we stand proud.

In every classroom, we seek the unknown,
Learning what makes us who we’ve grown.
From stolen glances to fleeting days,

We live in moments, lost in a haze.

The lessons stay, but time moves fast,

In school’s embrace, we grow, we last.

A bittersweet journey, full of grace,

A precious chapter we can’t replace.




A Mountain Awakening Q gy
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Abdul Momin | IX ?\

When the sun slowly peeps over the range of mountains, the birds shake the morning dew ¢

off their feathers, and the song sparrow sings a

cheerful “cheep, cheep” that lifts even the most

sorrowful spirits. The fog blurs the window, and

the clouds cover the vast mountain range. A

B8 draught of air shakes the tree, causing it to lose its
leaves. The mountains are a soothing sight, high

I and reaching for the sky, robust and mighty, \%

challenging humans’ vulnerability in nature’s

& hand. The sun gradually melts the snow on the

mountains, causing a stream of water to rush down
the gorge.

stand on my balcony, watching the beauty of the
mountains. The snow-capped peak was a scoop of
vanilla ice cream on a waffle. The misty clouds
move above, and the tall trees have leaves dripping
with snow. I feel fortunate to have seen the rarest
and most beautiful creature. It is a snow leopard with black spots that lives in the mountains.
This snow leopard has white and black fur and sharp, white-pointed teeth. I silently click a
photo. Seeing a scene like this with a cup of hot chocolate is a delight.

Mornings in the mountains are a symphony of sights, sounds, and sensations that rejuvenate
the soul. The majestic beauty of nature and the tranquility of the surroundings create an
amazing experience.

The Art of’ Preparation

Dua Nawaz | IX

Preparing for an important journey is akin to preparlng for a significant exam or test; the
outcome largely depends on the thoroughness of . \‘ \QQ '
your preparation. It involves meticulous planning ‘ AN
and the right mindset. Traveling is heavily reliant on § '
initial planning and packing. Without these, many
things can go awry. Each step and decision is like a
chisel strike, gradually revealing the shape of an
adventure waiting to be discovered.

My preparation began as dawn broke, casting a
golden glow that felt like a spotlight on a stage.
Packing my suitcase was a ritual that mirrored the
art of an expert tailor. Choosing the right fabric for
my clothes was essential, especially since my trip
was to Paris. | folded every garment, every piece of
clothing tightly, like a tortilla wrap, to make more




space available in my suitcase. The smell of the fresh, crisp clothes signaled the beginnir@ »y
of a new adventure era. Each item felt like a puzzle piece, eager to be solved. f\
4

Organizing travel documents was the next crucial step. Passports, visas, tickets, and ¢
reservations were assembled and checked with the same care as a director reviewing a script
meticulously. Each document was filed and organized to ensure easy access, preventing
interruptions or delays. I spread out maps and travel documents like recipes on a countertop,
each dealing with a different but equally important part of the journey. The smooth glide of
my fingers over the glossy passport cover, which was supposed to unlock the secrets, thrilled
me.

Financial preparations were another vital aspect. Travel funds must be managed carefully.
The scent of money, as I exchanged currency, was exhilarating. It’s a simple piece of paper
that controls how my journey unfolds but is also essential for survival here. I checked my
credit cards and put a financial plan in place to avoid disruptions.

Finally, the most emotionally significant act was saying goodbye to my loved ones. This
farewell was like the closing scene of a play, where heartfelt goodbyes and reassurances
were exchanged. Conversations about travel plans were sharing affection, laughter, and joy.
Promises of staying in touch and being there for one another, as I was no longer alone and
vulnerable. As the departure drew closer, separation made me feel more anxious and blue
than ever. I felt someone had stolen my soul and replaced it with melancholy in disguise. The
promises and reassuring words filled me with support and warmth, enticing me to return..

In conclusion, preparing for an important journey involves a series of meticulously planned
steps, each contributing to the overall success of the adventure. These acts are what make a
trip meaningful and full of memories. It’s not the actual trip that is memorable; it’s the
feelings and memories of packing and preparing for it that act like a flashback, releasing a
dose of dopamine to make me feel joyful.

Beyond the Door 10 Another world

Ibrahim Danish | IX

I was with my friends, and we had always wanted to [
explore the forest near our school. Every day, we
would walk past it, and one day, we finally gathered
the courage to venture in, despite everyone warning J '
us against it. ' |

After school, we entered the forest, which turned out
to be much larger than it had appeared. As we walked
deeper, we encountered many large animals
surrounded by huge trees and bushes. There were
signs everywhere, directing us where to go. Through
the trees and bushes, we spotted light and decided to
head towards it. However, we had heard rumors that
whoever ventured into the jungle never returned.




As we approached the light source, everything became more breathtakingly beautiful. There
were vibrant flowers, trees, and bushes. A mysterious white door stood out among the
foliage. We decided to open the door and see what lay beyond.

Upon passing through the door, we found ourselves in a place that resembled paradise. There
were streams of water and small lakes filled with crystal blue water. Lush gardens surrounded
us, and when we looked back, we realised the door had vanished. Panic set in as we tried to
figure out how to exit the place. There were no hints or doors indicating how to leave.

Suddenly, a voice from above was heard saying that if we wanted to leave, we would have
to solve three challenging riddles. We were all scared, as none of us enjoyed riddles, and the
stakes were high. The voice presented the riddles and gave us some time to answer them. We
managed the first two correctly, but the last one was difficult. Nobody could figure out an
answer to the final riddle. We decided to search for clues around the place and eventually
found some that helped us escape.

After visiting the mysterious place, we found ourselves back in the jungle. However,
whenever we told our story to others, they thought we were lying, but it was the truth.

The Staunch Bond

Kinza Abbas | IX

As I walked through the campus corridor after the last lesson, a wave of pleasant anticipation
washed over me it was finally time to head to the airport. My dad was coming back to
Pakistan from Spain after an entire month. The constant yearning for his presence was about
to end, and with it, my demeanour shifted to one of calm excitement. Without any delay or
stopovers, we set off for Lahore Airport.

On the way, I found myself repeatedly opening my diary, where I had written a letter for my
dad every day for 30 days. Each entry captured the emotions I felt during his absence, a
ritual that had kept me connected to him o ‘

despite the distance.

As we waited at the airport with eager eyes, |
my mother asked a question she often posed:
“What’s so special about your dad that you
don’t find in me?”

I replied, “His empowering and confidence-
building attitude makes me so staunchly
attached to him.” Since childhood, I had never
found him condescending, nor had his
demeanour ever turned cold. He would listen
to me with patience, empathy, and enthusiasm.
As I grew older and faced countless hurdles,
he was always there to support me. While he
made me aware of the consequences of my




decisions, he always gave me the authority to make those choices myself. This taught I@ y
accountability and resilience and shaped who I am today. f\»
4

It has never been about the expensive souvenirs or gifts he brings back from his trips. What
I cherished most was his overwhelming compassion and welcoming nature. His constant
encouragement to face challenges head-on and leave no stone unturned draws me closer to
him. I still vividly remember how he used to escort me to my swimming classes; mostly, he
was the only father there, cheering on his child with unwavering confidence. He never
missed a single event where parents were expected to be present. Despite managing an
internationally acclaimed business and raising a healthy family, he has always been there for
me through thick and thin.

° )

While most children tend to grow closer to their mothers as they age, it’s been quite the
opposite for me. My father is the shoulder I lean on in times of need; the epitome of
impeccable parenting. His unwavering support and guidance have set milestones that I
aspire to achieve in my own life.

A Bizarre Occurrence

Minaal Ali | IX

James, a 63-year-old man, owned one of the largest companies in America. Recently, he had
been struggling to manage his business. Let’s just say things weren’t going as smoothly as
they used to, and he needed to act fast to save his company. His headquarters in New York
remained operational, but all his other franchises in L.A., Chicago, and Dallas had shut
down due to financial and logistical setbacks.

Rachel, on the other hand, was a 24-year-old recent college graduate from L.A. with a degree
in marketing and a mind brimming with passion. She had been working part-time at a
company while completing her studies, but the company shut down due to technical issues,
leaving her jobless.

Rachel broke the news to her close friend, Jamie.

“Jamie, I’ve got bad news. The
company [ worked for shut down, and
! now ’'m unemployed.”

i “Oh no! What are you going to do
% now?” Jamiec asked sympathetically.

| “l don’t know, but I can’t tell my
‘ parents about this. They already want
me to move back in with them, and if
\ they find out about this, ’'m doomed.”

“Wait! I have an idea! Just promise me
you’ll do exactly what I say,” Jamie
said excitedly.

£ “Heck yeah, I will if it gets me a job!”
- Rachel replied eagerly.

“I read online about a company in New
York looking for someone young to




guide the owner and potentially hire them as a marketing director. This is your sign from the
universe!”

“To New York? I don’t even have the money for that.”

“Don’t worry! The company will fly you out there; just give them a call.”

The next thing Rachel knew, she was on a plane to New York. Upon landing, a man in a suit
greeted her at the airport with a sign bearing her name. He collected her luggage and drove
her to a hotel in a sleek black SUV. Though he was instructed to stay with her, Rachel
insisted she could manage.

Later that afternoon, Rachel explored the city and stopped by a local coffee shop. As she was
leaving with her coffee in one hand and her phone in the other, she wasn’t paying attention
and accidentally bumped into an older man, spilling some coffee on him.

“You wicked soul!” the man exclaimed angrily.

“I’m so sorry, sir,” Rachel said anxiously.

“What’s wrong with you people? Always glued to your phones. Look around! Other people
exist, too!” He snapped.

“It was an accident! What do you want me to do? ”” Rachel replied defensively.

“Yeah, yeah... an accident,” the old man grumbled.

Despite feeling disrespected, Rachel chose not to escalate the situation and returned to her
hotel for some much-needed rest before her interview.

The following day, Rachel woke up in high spirits and made their way to the building where
her interview was scheduled. To her surprise, it was the same company she had worked for
back in L.A., which filled her with excitement. At reception, she was informed that the boss
himself would be conducting the interview, a fact that made her slightly nervous.

After waiting for a few minutes, the receptionist called out: “We’re ready for you, Rachel.”
She entered the office confidently but froze when the boss turned his chair around. It was
none other than the grumpy old man from the coffee shop!

“You!” Rachel exclaimed in shock.

“Oh, it’s you again,” James replied dryly.

“I can’t work here,” Rachel said firmly. “No matter how much I wanted it before. What
happened yesterday was outrageous.”

“I’m incredibly sorry; I didn’t mean any of it,” James said apologetically.

James had reviewed Rachel’s CV and knew she possessed remarkable skills that could save
his struggling company. Desperate for help, he pleaded with her:

“Kid, you have to help me! My company has been running for three generations, and it’s
falling apart under my watch. I promised myself I’d never let that happen.”

Rachel hesitated but asked cautiously: “What’s in it for me?”

“I’I do whatever you ask,” James responded earnestly. “I know you could use financial
support. I’ll provide you with a house here in New York and cover all your utilities and
expenses.”

“You don’t have to do all that,” Rachel said softly.

“I want to,” James reassured her.

7




Moved by his sincerity and determination, Rachel agreed to help him. Over the next few
months, through hard work and Rachel’s exceptional marketing expertise, James’s company
experienced a remarkable turnaround and regained its competitive edge.

Though their partnership seemed unnatural, James and Rachel proved to be an extraordinary
team, an unexpected duo that breathed new life into their lives.

The Forgotuen City of’ Aeloria

Muhammad Ahmad Mahmood | IX

Tessa had always felt destined for more than the quiet life of a librarian. The small town of \x
Willowbrook, nestled between thick forests and misty mountains, was charming, but her
heart yearned for adventure. Little did she know that yearning would soon lead her to the
discovery of a lifetime.

It all began on a rainy afternoon when an unusual map appeared on her doorstep. The
parchment was ancient, weathered by time, and adorned with intricate symbols and a cryptic
riddle in a language she couldn’t decipher. Curiosity consumed her thoughts, and after days
of relentless research, she uncovered the map’s secret: it pointed to Aeloria, the fabled city
of wonders thought to have vanished centuries ago.

Tessa couldn’t ignore such an enigmatic sign. Packing her bags and taking her trusty
compass, she set out on a journey beyond the quiet borders of Willowbrook.

Days turned into weeks as she traversed dense forests, crossed roaring rivers, and navigated
treacherous mountain paths. Along the way, she encountered a cast of peculiar characters: a
grizzled hunter who warned of dangerous creatures in the mountains, a secretive merchant
dealing in ancient relics, and a fearless girl who claimed to have seen Aeloria’s ghostly lights
in her dreams.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity,
Tessa arrived at the fabled site. The
entrance to Aeloria was hidden behind a
massive waterfall, its waters crashing
with thunderous force. The map had led
her to a narrow cave concealed behind the
cascade.

Stepping inside, the roar of the waterfall §
faded behind her. Her heart raced as she
crawled through twisting passages until
she reached a grand stone door inscribed
with the same symbols as the map. With
trembling fingers, she pressed against it.
To her amazement, it slowly creaked
open.




Acloria stretched before her in all its glory, golden spires reaching toward the heavens and

What lay beyond defied imagination. Q y
ﬁ»
4

streets shimmering with an otherworldly glow. Statues of long-forgotten gods stood guard
around the square, their forms entwined with strange flora that flashed colours beyond
comprehension. Yet, something felt off. The air was heavy with an eerie silence; the city
seemed to hold its breath.

Suddenly, a voice echoed from the shadows. “You shouldn’t have come here.”

Tessa spun around, her pulse quickening. A tall figure emerged from the darkness. A man
draped in tattered robes with his face obscured by a hood.

“I am the last guardian of Aeloria,” he said in a low, gravelly voice. “This city was never
meant to be found. It was sealed away for a reason.”

Tessa’s breath caught in her throat. “What happened to the people here?” she asked.

The guardian’s eyes glinted with sorrow. “Aeloria was once a thriving civilization filled with
unimaginable knowledge and power. But greed and ambition led to its downfall. The city
was cursed, and all who sought its treasures perished. Only I remain to guard its secrets.”

Her mind raced with questions: Would she be able to uncover Aeloria’s forgotten wisdom?
Could its legacy be saved? But the weight of his warning echoed in her thoughts.

As she stepped back toward the entrance, the ground trembled beneath her feet. The sky
darkened above as ancient machines roared to life, their dormant energy awakening as if
they had never truly slept.

And so, Tessa’s adventure began, not just into Aeloria but into mysteries far greater than she
had ever imagined.

The Billionaire's
Doomed
sSubmarine

Muhammad Mahad Bin Khurrum | IX

My dad and I were sitting outside in the park
when he got a call from his billionaire friend
about a submarine that his company was testing [§&
before launching it into the market. He allowed
us to come along on the journey with him. I
was unable to sleep because I was as excited as
a kid on a carnival ride. I would never have
even imagined that [ would get an opportunity
to go on a submarine.




/

The day had finally arrived, and my dad and I reached the assigned destination. I could not »
believe my eyes when I saw the almighty submarine. It was like a masterpiece in an art ﬁ
gallery. We departed from land to sea and saw undiscovered creatures not seen by anyone
before. As we went deeper and deeper, minute by minute, the sea grew darker and more @
mysterious.

The first hour went by, and the ride was smooth as silk. But suddenly, the ocean started to get
darker. Our vision became very limited, and everything went black. As we reached the point
where we could not see anything, our flashlight ran out of battery, and we had gone deeper
than we were supposed to. Everyone went into chaos, worried about what would happen

next.

The pressure grew as we went deeper, and one of the windows shattered. The crew scrambled
to fill the window while the captain shouted, “The main system has shut down! I’m not sure
what to do.” Upon hearing this, every passenger felt a panic, asking if there was any chance
of survival.

Fortunately, we didn’t know that my dad’s friend had an engineer sitting on board, disguised
as a passenger, as he knew that if something went wrong, they would need immediate help.
The engineer stood up and rushed to the captain’s cockpit to handle the situation. After the
engineer worked his magic, we hurried back to shore and survived safely.

After this incident, the company was sued for 20 billion dollars, which led to its bankruptcy.
This meant that the submarine could not be launched into the market, as they also did not
have the facilities to create a better one, test it, and release it.

TheDay a Stranger Changed my World

Muhammad Naad-e Ali | IX

I was in third grade, living in New York
City, when my life changed forever. That
day began like any other. I went to my
friend’s house from my school, and we
played for hours. When it was time to go
home, my dad came to pick me up. As we
were leaving, we heard a deafening “boom!”
followed by another. My dad checked his
phone, and his face turned pale with
disbelief. The World Trade Center, the place
where he worked, was gone. Five minutes
later, the second tower collapsed before our
eyes.

We rushed home, shutting all the windows = /
to keep out the thick smoke and debris that |
filled the air. My parents’ bedroom became |
my sanctuary because I was too afraid to be |}
alone. The windows stayed closed to block §




out the dust, the smell of destruction, and the relentless sounds of helicopters and fighter jeﬁ
circling above us. [ was angry. How could strangers destroy my world? How could people I
had never met cause such pain?

A few days later, | saw my father sitting silently downstairs. When he looked up at me, I saw
tears glistening in his eyes. For me, my dad had always been like the Twin Towers: strong,
bold, powerful, and invincible. But now, like those towers and the people falling from them,
he seemed to have crumbled. At that moment, everything started to make sense. The
confusion, sadness, and fear that had consumed me over the past few days weren’t part of a
fictional nightmare; they were real.

That realisation awakened something in me: a desire to help. I started making sandwiches
for firefighters, selling old books and toys to raise money for the Red Cross, and writing
letters of gratitude to workers at Ground Zero. It wasn’t just me; it felt like everyone around
me had awakened, too. The tragedy sparked an outpouring of compassion across the city, the
country, and even the world. In those dark days, I stopped seeing violence and hatred;
instead, I saw love and unity. Amidst the nightmare, my faith in humanity soared above the
smoke that had become our backdrop. Strangers: those who caused the pain and helped heal
it, changed my life forever.

I went to my friend’s house on September 11th as a carefree child who had never truly felt
anything profound. After two hours, everything I thought I knew about life had been
shattered. That day, I experienced evil and pain for the first time but also compassion and
hope. While I lost some faith in humanity that day, I gained back so much more through the
kindness of strangers.

The events of 9/11 taught me a powerful lesson: Even people you don’t know can change
your life in unimaginable ways. Those strangers who tried to break my city also brought us
together in ways I never thought possible. From that day forward, I vowed to find light in
every darkness and spread love wherever I could because if strangers could change everything
for me once before, maybe I could do the same for someone else.

ANightof’'Survival

Muhammad Sufiyan Habib | IX

It was September, and as a 14-year-old [
freshman in high school, I was thrilled about
our school trip to Lahore. The plan was §
simple: we would leave at 9 PM, reach '
Lahore before 11 PM, rest for the night, and
spend the next day exploring the city. The
excitement was palpable as we boarded the
bus along the motorway.

The journey was filled with laughter, music,
and dancing. Everyone was enjoying




the joyous atmosphere. The bus leaned sharply to the left, and panic rippled through usg

we realised the tire had burst. The driver struggled to control the vehicle, but the bus
continued to speed. Moments later, we approached a sharp left turn. This was a turn the
driver couldn’t make with a blown tire.

In a desperate move, the driver announced that he would scrape the bus against the greenbelt
to create enough friction to stop it. He instructed us to move to the right side of the bus to
minimise the risk of injury or fire. Fear gripped us as we followed his instructions, clutching
each other for support. The sound of metal grinding against earth filled the air as the driver
executed his plan.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the bus stopped. The vehicle was damaged, but
miraculously, no one was physically harmed. We boarded in stunned silence for a moment
before realising how narrowly we had escaped disaster.

That night left an indelible mark on me. It wasn’t just about surviving a terrifying accident
it was about witnessing quick thinking in action. Our driver’s calm under pressure saved us
from what could have been a tragedy. As I reflect on that night, I am reminded of how fragile
life is and how moments of crisis can reveal extraordinary strength and resilience.

A Moment of Magic and Memories

Noor Habib | IX

Some moments leave an everlasting impression on our hearts, and such a moment in my life
remains unforgettable. It was an evening filled with joy, laughter, and surprises. The cool
breeze, twinkling stars, and the warmth of loved ones made it truly magical.

The celebration began with a grand gathering where friends and family came to create
unforgettable memories. The air was alive with music. The aroma of delicious food and the
sound of heartfelt laughter were amazing. As the evening unfolded, a surprise event added
an extra layer of enchantment.

The breathtaking fireworks
display lit up the sky in
dazzling colours. The stars
had descended to join us in
our joy. That moment of pure
amazement is etched in my
heart forever.

Some moments are
extraordinary, leaving us with
memories to cherish. This
was one of those moments. It
was a moment of magic that
brought back memories. I
will hold them close to my
heart forever.




Rania Qamar | [X

Finding My Way Back Q‘ ﬁ»;v

N
I did it. I was finally there. After years of searching, I found it. It g \

was the only time-traveling machine ever built. I
couldn’t believe my eyes as I stood in front of
it. It looked like something straight out of a
sci-fi movie, with its sleek silver surface and

glowing blue accents. A large red

button labeled On/Off sat
prominently on top. My heart raced
as I slowly moved closer, still in

Without thinking, I reached out
and pressed the red button. A
low hum filled the air as the
machine came to life. Smoke
billowed out, adding an air of
mystery, though [ quickly
realised it was dust from years
of neglect. The blue accents began
to glow brighter, casting an otherworldly light
across the room. The gate opened with a hiss,
revealing a large screen that displayed numbers. My curiosity got the better of me, and
before I could second-guess myself, I stepped into the machine.

The gate slammed shut behind me, and the numbers on the screen began to glitch. The
machine shook violently as if caught in an earthquake. For a moment, [ thought I had made
a terrible mistake. But then everything stopped. The door creaks open, and I step out into a
world that is nothing like the one I had left.

The screen had displayed “2050,” and as I looked around, it became clear that [ was indeed
in the future. A shadow passed over me, and when I glanced up, my jaw dropped. It was a
flying car that zipped through the sky above me. Rubbing my eyes in disbelief, I stumbled
forward until I reached what seemed to be a bustling main street. Flying vehicles filled the
air, zipping past towering skyscrapers glowed with neon lights. People walked around
wearing clothes embedded with advanced technology, outfits that seemed to adapt to their
movements and surroundings.

The shops lining the street sold gadgets and devices beyond anything I could have imagined.
It was incredible but also overwhelming. The future was dazzling, yet it felt alien to me. All
I wanted was to go back home.

I ran to where the time machine had been, but it was gone. Panic set in as I frantically
searched for it, running through unfamiliar streets until I collided with someone. She was a




girl about my age. She was calm. Despite my obvious distress, somehow, | understoﬁ v
exactly what had happened. \»

4

“Follow me,” she said firmly, taking my hand.

She led me through winding alleys until we reached a hidden cave. There it was!

The time machine! Relief washed over me as she explained that she had moved it for
safekeeping after noticing its activation.

“You know how to use this?” she asked with a knowing smile.

I nodded hesitantly, but before stepping inside, curiosity got the better of me again. “How do
you know so much about this?”

Her smile widened as she replied, “Because [ built it.”

My jaw dropped. This girl - my idol - was the original creator of the time machine! She
helped reset the controls and sent me back to my own time. As the machine powered up
again, she waved goodbye with a look of quiet pride.

When [ returned home, everything felt surreal. Not only had I traveled through time, but I
had also met someone who changed my life forever - a genius who showed me that even our
wildest dreams are within reach if we dare to pursue them.

Lost in a Foreign Land

Zainab Saleem | IX

Sitting on the top right corner of a log in the so-called “Evergreen Forest,” my foot slipped,
plunging me into the cold water’s fast current.
Panic surged through my chest as the river carried
me away, but then I realised I could swim. Not
only swim, but swim fast. My legs burned as if I

been ten exhausting minutes. Finally, I reached the
opposite shore, gasping for breath. What greeted
my eyes left me speechless.

Before me was a scene of luxurious extravagance.
A grand buffet stretched endlessly, and the
ambiance radiated opulence and serenity. It was g
otherworldly, a magical escape I had never
imagined. The whispers of nature mingled with an
eerie silence, creating an atmosphere that felt both
enchanting and surreal. This place seemed
untouched by chaos, offering a peace I had never
known.




As I stood there, soaking in the beauty of this foreign land, a strange calm washed over me*
It wasn’t just the luxury. It was the solitude that struck me. For the first time, I felt free from
the noise of everyday life. This place whispered to me in ways no words ever could. It told
me to let go of anger and embrace the stillness within. It showed me that sometimes, being
alone is not loneliness but an opportunity to rediscover oneself.

Though it felt like a dream, it was all real. This magical land had found its way into my
turbulent life. A life filled with rage and frustration now stood still in awe of the peace on the
other side the world. I was lost in a foreign land where I knew no one but myself. Yet, this
absence of others brought an odd sense of comfort and clarity.

I didn’t want to leave this place, even though I had no idea where it was or how I got there.
But fate always has its way. A helicopter appeared out of nowhere, carrying others who
seemed just as bewildered as I was. They took me back to my country before I could fully
process what had happened.

Even though my time there was brief, it changed me forever. That magical land taught me
that life’s greatest comforts often come after facing its toughest obstacles. It reminded me
that peace is out there. We just have to be willing to find it.

G.R.A.V.E

Dua Nawaz | IX

The vivid dreams of horror, screams, chaos and ache,
Never realised but they could take,

Never thought that it was inevitable,

That it wasn’t only my existence that would break.

Their eyes were faded roses,

Wilted and stained by the weight of their grief,
Hundreds of people pretending to care,

Epitome of pure disbelief,

The heavy despair is devouring the remaining air,
Now I am devoid of breath.

Trembling legs,

The sob-induced breathlessness,
Claustrophobic throat,

The only day when everybody begs,

When on second chances they stake their hope.

The storm has passed,

But the lightning never struck,

I feel numb,

The laughter echoing like the melody of guilt,
Bottled-up emotional distress,

Suffocating itself beneath its quilt,

Tears staining its cheeks pale,




Like a brush dipped in water instead of paint, Q y

Feels like maybe I broke the chains of restraint. \»

The sight of someone you love, <

Yet unknown, o
How the colour has faded from their skin,

And their body is free from their soul, S

When it hits that they’re really gone,
Helplessness is all you know,
However for them, |

It is not the end,
But a beginning of a new dawn.

RUN

Dua Nawaz | [X

Run until the eclipse has passed,
And you can finally see the light.

Run until the monster of time is left behind,
Making your future bright.

Run until the worries have faded,
And you have finally made it.

Run like a coward,
With a heart, full of fear, lies and insecurity,
Is finally broken and devoured.

Run until they can’t catch you anymore,
Until your eyes are not bright with the
warning of an upcoming storm.

Run for the sake of your dignity,
Even if you have to run away from it for
eternity.

Run until the mayhem in your
head is over,

Until your drunken heart, for
the love you never had, Is
finally sober.

Run until you can’t run anymore!




Bapsi Sidhrwa \ »‘
English Essay Writing Competitioll

Fifteen Minuies of’ Hope .

Emaan Akhlaq | OIII b

The long, white, hollow corridor with dim lights scares me, a place where the most prayers are heard.
In one room, tears of joy are shed as a new life enters the world; in another, cries of despair echo as
a beloved soul departs. A hospital: for some, a place of dreams; for others, a nightmare.
For me, it was nothing short of the darkest, most terrifying nightmare I have ever had. My grandfather,
whom [ cherished more deeply than a mother does her child was struggling to breathe. With every
passing second, each molecule of oxygen became harder for him to inhale. We dreaded the inevitable.
I stayed with my grandfather the entire time at the hospital. As his health deteriorated, so did my mental
health. So, I took a gap year to focus on the one ray of sunshine in my life, my grandfather. Pops, as |
fondly called him, was one of the most cheerful people I had ever known. Every room he entered, he left
a lasting impression. With grey hair and a clean-shaven face, he looked strikingly handsome. Whenever
someone asked his age, he’d reply, “Me? My sweet sixteen just passed.” It brought smiles to everyone’s
faces until they looked closer at his frail, lean body, where even the smallest bones were visible.
It was 3 a.m. | sat outside on a bench, waiting. With every minute that passed, anxiety walked hand-in-
hand with me as I strolled the corridor, hoping, praying for good news about his thirty-six-hour-long
transplant operation.
“Hey, are you the granddaughter of the sick old man?”
The doctors and nurses were used to identifying patients this way.
“Yes?” I replied, eyes closed, clinging to hope.
“Congratulations, his operation was successful.”
My eyes filled with tears faster than ever before. I screamed and hugged the nurse, who was taken aback.
I couldn’t believe it my Pops would still be with me. Within fifteen minutes, [ had called twenty family
members, all rushing to the hospital. I imagined us visiting Hawaii, playing pranks, laughing so much
life still to live together. But those fifteen minutes didn’t last long.
“Eman?”
“Yes, Dr. Shepar? Is he resting now? Can I see him? I’m
so happy, doctor. Thank you so much.”
I bombarded him with questions, noticing tears in
his eyes, too. ._

“Dr. Shepar, is he okay?”’ g,
/@" “I’m sorry, Eman. We tried our best.”

I collapsed to my knees and let out a scream
, filled with pain and fury.
“I’m sorry.”
My Pops was gone. Gone forever.

As I sat on the cold hospital floor, face red and
pufty from crying, the same nurse approached me.
“Sorry,” she said quietly. “You weren’t the person the
o message was meant for.”
I looked up and whispered, “Thank you for the best fifteen
minutes of my life.”




Cl‘aSllillg oceal waves.

Emaan Hassan | OIII a o W

She couldn’'t hear him over the sound of Q »;v
4
<

Isabella Romano was a 16-year-old girl; she was the
3 epitome of grace, beauty, and elegance, and her kind
. heart attracted everyone toward her. She had a caring
and helpful nature, and it was that nature which
allowed her to meet her best friend and neighbour,
4 Alexander.
It was a bright, sunny day around ten years ago when
Isabella had just moved into the neighbourhood. Her
mother had dressed her in her fanciest and cleanest
clothes so that she would make a good first impression.
She was nervously walking around when she heard
sounds of grunts and shouts. She tried to ignore them,
fearing someone was fighting, but her curiosity got
_ | the best of her, and she ran to see what was happening.
She followed the sounds, and they led her to the
neighbourhood park, where she saw a sight that boiled her blood. A group of teenagers were
bullying a boy who looked about the same age as her. Her instincts took over, and she
screamed at the teenagers to stop. It seemed as if the courage of the young girl intimidated
them, and they ran off. Isabella let out a sigh of relief and quickly rushed to the boy. She
asked him if he was okay and later promised to protect him. That was the start of their
friendship.
Alexander was a timid and shy little boy who was the definition of an introvert. He had
always seemed to be alone, as he was too scared to approach anyone due to his huge
spectacles and mousy teeth. He had no one to play with until the day Isabella arrived and he
deemed her as his senior.
Now back to the present, Isabella and Alexander were best friends. They did everything
together. But for the past few days, it seemed as if [sabella was a bit hesitant to do things and
would always find excuses not to spend time together. Alexander thought that his worst fear
had come true that she had finally realized she was too good for him.
So, one gloomy morning, he decided to confront her. Alexander hesitantly got dressed and
went to [sabella’s house to pick her up. He knocked on her door and waited impatiently, but
soon her mom opened the door. She looked at Alexander with pity.
“Oh, I’m sorry, Alexander, but Isabella has already left.”
This was a shock to him, as they had always walked to school together. He said goodbye to
her and walked off.
As soon as he entered the school, he saw Isabella by her locker. She hurriedly tried to walk
away, a clear signal she was avoiding him. He said to her, “Meet me at the beach after
school, please.”
The beach was a special part of their friendship. When he reached there, he was relieved to
see Isabella.
“Alexander, [’'m moving.”
It was as if the floor beneath his feet had slipped. He asked, “Why?” in a broken voice.
“It’s because of Dad’s job.”
They were both in agony. Alexander confessed his love to her; however, she didn’t appear to
hear him. She couldn’t hear him over the sound of crashing ocean waves.
The next day, there was no trace of Isabella.

2RI S




Gulvisha Kaleem | OII a

A Secret in the Attie Q‘ f»gy

“It’s supposed to be a holiday for fun, not work,” o
Mom growled, standing firm with a dusting cloth in
hand. She was insisting that Ruby, my cousin, and I
clean the basement of the house we had just arrived at
after a long journey. My mom is a clean freak and
when I say freak, I mean it.

I’d always wanted to visit this house. Mom didn’t like
talking about it much, and I assumed it was because
of the hard memories tied to leaving her childhood
home.

The sun was setting, casting its last rays over the attic
as my brother Colby and I started cleaning. Suddenly,
I noticed him staring at something for a little too long.
It was an old wooden chest, more like a box, partially
covered with cloth. We rushed toward it and opened
it.
Everything inside was perfectly organized. There
were some old papers and family photos, each with
handwritten notes. One photo of Mom and Dad was
labeled, “Our First Anniversary!” There were toys
and Barbie dolls, and we got caught up reading some
old newspaper clippings when something shiny
caught my eye.

A small locked box. Luckily, the key was already in the lock. I turned it, and the latch clicked
open. Inside, I found what appeared to be my mom’s journal. As I flipped through the pages,
something shocking made me freeze. My eyes scanned the words, but my brain struggled to
process them.

7th October 2001

I don’t have enough time to write everything about what happened to Amelia, but the fire
has reached the field and will soon reach our home. I’m so sorry, Emilia. I couldn’t help you.
I had to leave you there, but don’t worry, I’ve planned everything. Even though I won’t be
there, and you won’t know about Alisha, she will do everything she can. Your father has
enough money in the bank to take care of both of you. Everything will be transferred to
Alisha and Amelia, so your sisters can help each other when [’'m no longer here. I love you
both, my “sisters.”

The world began spinning around me. The woman I had always called my mother. Alisha
often came to this house to relive my real mom’s memories. Now I understood why she was
so eager to clean, she didn’t want us to discover this.

She had hidden the truth from me all along. No wonder she always seemed too young to be
my mother.

“Sorry, [ couldn’t keep the promise,” was all she said. [ was too stunned to speak. [ understood
now the difficulties she faced, raising us on her own, but hiding this truth from me still felt
unfair.

“I’ll never be angry with you for this,” I murmured. “I support you, and I love you just the
same.”

This was a holiday that changed my life forever, one I’ll never forget.

—— —\ 77 1<



Soundlens: The Fumre of Music §

Ammani Zeeshan | OIl b

In a small workshop nestled in the heart

of a quiet town, Clara, an aspiring
inventor, had been working on a project
that would change the way people

experienced music. Her invention, the
SoundLens, was a pair of sleek,

minimalist glasses with  built-in
M speakers, capable of playing crystal-
77 clear music directly into the wearer’s
' ears without the need for headphones.

Clara had always dreamed of combining
her love for technology with her passion
for music. She wanted to create a device

7— that could let people enjoy their favorite
songs while still being connected to the

world around them. The SoundLens was her breakthrough glasses that didn’t just protect
your eyes from the sun, but also delivered an immersive audio experience.
The design was simple yet elegant. The frames were lightweight and durable, made from a
special polymer that allowed tiny speakers to be hidden within the structure. Using advanced
sound technology, the speakers created a personal sound bubble, ensuring only the wearer
could hear the music, while others nearby wouldn’t be disturbed. The glasses also had a
touch-sensitive control pad on the side to adjust volume, play/pause music, or take calls.
After months of testing and fine-tuning, Clara finally perfected the SoundLens and introduced
them to the world. The response was immediate. People loved the idea of listening to music
without the discomfort of traditional headphones, and the glasses quickly became a must-
have accessory for anyone who wanted to enjoy their tunes on the go.

Clara’s invention not only changed how people experienced music, but it also opened the
,door to a new era of wearable technology where function and style went hand in hand.

—— —\ 7?7 <
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Silence in the Wake of’ Injustice Q ﬁg@
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The screams and wailing of heartbroken mothers, beating their chests over the bodies of their
dead children and denying the truth of their loss, startled me as [ watched the news. It was
everywhere. Israel had attacked Palestine for a piece of land. They cleared that land by
killing its citizens.
I felt a deep sympathy for Palestine and a burning rage toward those who could have helped
but chose silence. I was furious at Israel for lacking a heart. It seemed like the world was on
the verge of collapse, that humans would destroy each other because they lacked empathy
and kindness. In my eyes, Israel became the face of selfishness, regret, and guilt. The eyes of
Palestinian citizens were filled with hopelessness, their tears pouring like the rain before a
storm.
I felt like a witness to this crime. The people in my city did try to help at least for a while,
even if it was mostly to show they cared. Many citizens boycotted products from companies
= that supported Israel. It’s strange how, even after all the bloodshed, some people remained

blind and continued to support Israel. It was as if the light of justice and morality had been
7 extinguished for them, leaving them victims of darkness and cruelty.

Many in my community tried to show they cared, some boycotted products supporting certain
policies, others shared messages of support online.The support didn’t revive the dead
children. It didn’t rebuild the bombed buildings. It didn’t restore peace. It was all for nothing.

Our world is drowned in chaos, bloodshed, and injustice. Arguments about who was right
and who was wrong wrapped around our hearts like a suffocating blanket. It felt like people
were arguing just to prove themselves right, not because they cared about the victims trapped
in this nightmare.

—— —\ 2% 1<



I could still hear the sounds of bombs and crying. I could still see the destruction. I
remembered what [ saw on TV, the limited resources, the overcrowded hospitals, and the

countless dead bodies piling up like a game of Jenga, one lifeless form over another.

It’s terrifying how people are dying on one side of the world while others continue with their
lives, eating, laughing, and celebrating completely unaware or unwilling to care.

The world moved on in a haze of confusion. The injustice Palestinians faced was beyond
belief. They were the victims. But the Tsunami of hatred, protests, and rage soon faded into
silence. The once-empty restaurants filled again. The posters disappeared. Online protests
vanished. No one said the word “Palestine” anymore.

It was as if the entire nation had vanished into thin air.

What’s even more disturbing is how Israel’s inhumane actions were defended with a single
word “but.” And how the dying people were labelled the villains in this so-called war. The
world returned to normal, as if nothing had ever happened. It felt like the voices of the
people were silenced, and no one dared to speak anymore.

It’s strange, isn’t it? How quiet it gets after something so fierce... like the world’s too stunned
to move.

I can still hear the wind in my head. But out there... nothing.
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Should Schools Go Paperiess? L(

Abdul Ahad | VIII a \»

Theidea of schools going paperless has sparked much debate. While the concept seems environmentally
friendly and technologically forward, it comes with its own set of challenges. The question is whether
the benefits outweigh the drawbacks.

On one hand, going paperless can reduce waste, save money, and make learning more efficient.
Digital systems can eliminate the need for physical textbooks, worksheets, and even administrative
paperwork. Everything can be stored in a cloud-based system, making documents easily accessible
and secure. Moreover, integrating technology into classrooms prepares students for a future where
digital literacy is essential.

However, the drawbacks cannot be ignored. Excessive screen time can lead to eye strain, headaches, and
reduced attention span. Not all students have equal access to technology at home, which could create a
digital divide. Additionally, some students might misuse devices for gaming or browsing unrelated content
during class. Even with educational devices, tech-savvy students could find ways to bypass restrictions.

Another significant concern is e-waste. Devices like tablets and laptops eventually become obsolete and
need to be replaced. In countries lacking proper recycling facilities, these devices would pile up as
hazardous waste, posing a longer-term threat to the environment than paper.

vy

7 Furthermore, technology is not always reliable. Devices can malfunction, batteries can die, and
internet connectivity issues can disrupt learning. The cost of maintaining and replacing devices adds
another layer of complexity for schools with limited budgets.

While carrying heavy bags may seem inconvenient, it strengthens students’ backs over time. Traditional
learning methods also provide face-to-face interaction and hands-on experiences that digital platforms
cannot fully replicate. For students with special needs or those who struggle with technology, paper-
based learning remains more accessible.

In conclusion, while going paperless has advantages in terms of efficiency and environmental impact,
it also brings challenges like health concerns, accessibility issues, e-waste production, and financial
costs. A balanced approach might be the best solution i.e. reducing paper usage where possible while
o, retaining traditional methods for inclusivity and reliability.




The Seciet Reepers Vi

Abdul Hadi | VIII a A ¥

It was midnight. My friends called, urging me to get ready quickly. [ was worried and didn’t want to
g0, but their persistence eventually won me over. I left my bed, braved the cold water, and quickly
changed. Rushing to my friend’s house, I met with some of our friends and his cousins. Over breakfast,
they revealed the plan, which left me shocked and hesitant. However, my friend’s pleading expression
convinced me to agree.

We were each given a bag containing a torch, spy glasses, snacks, a water bottle, and a bat. As we prepared
to leave, a strange noise outside startled us, but my friend took charge, leading us to school after a 37-minute
walk. We had to walk since none of us knew how to drive.

We entered the school by jumping over the wall, which wasn’t the best idea. While most of us cleared it
easily, one of our friends struggled due to his weight. We were relieved when we managed to open the front
gate using a safety pin one of our friends had. Feeling triumphant, we didn’t realise the hardest part was yet
to come.

Our mission was to find a secret room beneath the school, accessible only through the principal’s office.
When we reached the office, we found it locked. The safety pin didn’t work this time, but our heavier friend
used his strength to force the door open after a few attempts.

Once inside, we descended to a luxurious room where exams were stored. Shelves were lined with pens and
stationery. We browsed through our class’s papers and explored further. The space was unlike anything we’d
seen in school, with sports equipment stored alongside educational materials. As I delved deeper, I found
notebooks filled with stories of adventure and bravery. I was torn between sharing this discovery with my
friends and keeping it a secret. This hidden world beneath our school was more than just a relic of the past;
it was a reminder of the value of education and the experiences that await those brave enough to seek them.




Media Vi

Eman Kamran | VIII a

Social media has become a huge part of our lives and is used globally. However, like many other
things, it has its pros and cons. Social media can often be a harmful platform. At times, misinformation
is spread, which results in serious consequences such as hatred and cyberbullying. Some people
believe that the government should step in to control this.

This situation can be dangerous and may lead to severe
outcomes. For example, during the COVID-19 pandemic,
many people spread false information about cures and vaccines,
which led to fatal health issues. If the government intervenes,
it can help manage and control these problems, preventing
further consequences.

Misinformation has impacted elections. People can spread lies
and false claims about candidates, which can unfairly damage
their reputation and reduce their chances of receiving votes.

Individuals should be held responsible for their actions and the
information they share. If the government plays an active role,
people may think twice before spreading false rumours.

Some argue that preventing misinformation threatens the right
to free speech. However, free speech does not mean people
have the right to destroy others’ lives by spreading false
information.

Although freedom of speech is important, it does not justify
sharing false or harmful information about others or their
private lives. By preventing the spread of misinformation, we can ensure a stronger economy, better politics,
and improved relations between countries.

& A Discovery Beyond walls

Fatima Amir | VIII a

/2
It all began when my friends came to get ready for a school event. Music filled the room, snacks were

scattered everywhere, and makeup covered the surface. After some last-minute touch-ups, we left,
excited for the night ahead.

At school, an unexpected delay kept everyone waiting. While my friends chatted, I realised I needed to
use the restroom. The ground-floor restrooms had a long line, and the ones on the first floor were locked.

That left only one option: the basement.

Hardly anyone ventured down there. The air felt colder than it should, and the dim lights flickered
slightly. Pushing aside the uneasy feeling, I walked in.

While washing my hands, a sudden breeze brushed past me. No windows were open. Looking around,




my eyes landed on a wooden panelﬁ y

slightly ajar on the far wall. Curiosity »
took over, and I pushed it. The creaking Y

¥ ¢ sound echoed as a narrow tunnel appeared v
< A behind it.

I ran upstairs and grabbed my friends. With
phone flashlights in hand, we stepped into
the tunnel. It led to a small underground
| room filled with old books, dusty furniture,
= and a rusted metal chest. Forcing it open, we
uncovered stacks of letters and school documents
from over a hundred years ago.

N The next day, we shared our story with a teacher.
Soon after, the principal announced our discovery,
and the school decided to turn the hidden room
into a mini museum.

What started as a simple trip to the restroom had
uncovered a secret buried beneath our school for
decades.

A Letter fiom the Fuaue

Imaan Gauhar | VIII a

As I rummaged through the letters, searching for the one from the hospital, I stumbled upon a peculiar
envelope made of metal. This was a material I had never seen before. Initially, I tossed it aside, assuming it
belonged to my sister. Hours later, curiosity got me, and I decided to open it. The metal envelope was unlike
anything I had ever encountered.

I lifted the heavy grey flap and opened it, revealing a glass-like sheet that resembled a whiteboard. It appeared
to be a letter. Questions flooded my mind, but the most pressing one was: Who could this be from?

As I scrolled through the text, it read:

&
Dear Imaan,

4

Greetings from the future. It is 3098, and you are currently 13 years old. I am using the last remnants
of advanced physics developed during your era to send this electronic message back in time to one of

your computer networks. I hope you receive it and that it will give you reason to pause and reflect on
your world and the actions you should take regarding it.

You are living at the end of an era, though you may not fully understand it. By the time you finish reading

this, [ hope you will. [ want to share what is important for you to know, but you may find some of this
information difficult to absorb. The communication device is unstable, and there is no guarantee how
much of my message will reach you. Please share this with others, as it may be the only message you
will ever receive.

o~ —\ RAh 1<



You might be curious about what has happened overﬁ y
the past century, including politics, wars, and

revolutions. I will tell you what I know, though there is
much [ do not. For the past sixty years, we have not had v
global communication networks like those that once existed.
Large parts of the world are isolated from each other, and
I know little about them. Something ominous is
approaching. Do what you can to change history. And
while you are at it, be kind to one another. Do not take
anything or anyone for granted. Goodbye for now!

Yours sincerely,
Imaan

Archaeologist Alwin

Muhammad Huzaifa | VIII a

Archaeologist Alwin had always dismissed the tales of an ancient forest civilisation as mere legends stories
passed down through generations, embellished with time. People spoke of a hidden city deep within the
woods, where a mysterious civilisation once thrived. But to Alwin, these were just myths. That belief was
shattered one misty morning while exploring a dense part of the forest, he stumbled upon something
extraordinary.

Hidden behind a curtain of vines and
moss was an entrance. Curiosity
compelled him to push the vines aside,
and what lay before him took his breath
away a city frozen in time. Buildings,
statues, and pathways stood untouched

for centuries, preserved as if

/g” waiting to be rediscovered.

;, Alwin stepped forward
cautiously, his footsteps echoing
eerily in the silent streets.
Everything was perfectly preserved:
homes, shops, and even a marketplace
with empty stalls and no owners.
Strange symbols were carved into
the stones around him, radiating
an ancient energy. He could feel
the weight of history pressing
down on him. What had happened
to the people here? Why had they
disappeared so suddenly?

o~ —\ RG 1<



As he ventured deeper into the city, Alwin came across an enormous stone tablet in the heart of the y
square. The tablet bore symbols similar to those he had seen before, but it seemed different. It @
almost appeared to be warning him. The air grew heavy as he studied the tablet’s carvings. y

Suddenly, a loud rumble shook the ground beneath his feet. The tablet began to glow faintly with a
greenish light, and Alwin’s heart raced as he realised something was awakening. The statues around
him shifted slightly, their eyes following his every move. Panic surged as he understood he might not
be alone after all.

The air thickened with an otherworldly energy as whispers echoed through the empty streets. At that
moment, Alwin got the truth: This city was not just frozen in time; it was waiting. It was waiting for
someone like him to uncover its secrets and awaken what had been sealed away for centuries.

The Last Human on Earth

Muhammad Ismail | VIII a

I woke up barely conscious, my head pounding as I tried to make sense of my surroundings. They were gone
the robots. I didn’t know where they came from, and no one else did either. Something had gone wrong at
the science conference at Lux Corps, and now the world was unrecognisable. Blood trickled down my
forehead and arms as I struggled to stand, my legs weak beneath me. I staggered forward, taking in the
broken buildings, charred remains of houses, and
flames still licking the ruins. “Where is everyone?” |
thought to myself. The silence was deafening. Maybe
I was the last human on Earth. The thought made me
laugh bitterly.

I wandered further, searching desperately for any sign
of life. I have checked restaurants, hotels, and homes,
but they were empty. Not a single soul remained. The
realisation hit me like a punch to the gut: [ was alone.
But why? Why had they taken everyone else and left
me behind? The question gnawed at me as [ stumbled
into a store, hoping to find a working phone to call for &
help. There was no electricity. Frustrated and hungry, =
I grabbed some snacks from the shelves
without a second thought. There was no one
left to pay.

vy

I returned to my house and took my car out for
a drive. With no traffic or police to stop me, I
sped through the desolate streets, trying to clear
my mind. The emptiness of the world around me was overwhelming. Eventually, I decided to make the
most of my solitude. Was that truly the end of humanity? Why not live like a king? The one who moved
into a mansion, filled it with supercars, and enjoyed an endless supply of food and water from abandoned
stores.

For a while, I convinced myself that this life wasn’t so bad. But no amount of luxury could fill the
void of loneliness. Nights were the hardest sitting in silence with no one to talk to, no one to share
this strange new world with. Two months passed in this eerie solitude as I searched again, but no one
was there.

— —\RR 1<



/

I haven’t found anyone yet, but I refuse to give up hope. Somewhere on this empty Earth, there has »
- . 3 ; : -
to be another survivor who feels just as lost as [ do. Until then, I’1l keep searching. /

One against (he silence

Muhammad Murtaza Mohsin | VIII a

As I came home late at night from my friend’s house, I went straight to sleep. When I woke up, I
realised that [ was alone. [ went outside, and there wasn’t a single person or car on the road. I began
to panic. [ went to a public place, but that was deserted too. I thought World War III had happened.
Everything was destroyed.

I took my car and started exploring the country, but still, I didn’t find a single person. That’s when I realised

-

g
I was the last person on Earth. At first, I felt happy because no one could stop me from doing anything.
Knowing I was the last person on Earth. [ went to see a car dealership and took my favorite car. | was really

happy. I drove it, and it was so fast. Then [ went to a grocery store and got a bunch of junk food. After that,
I visited an electronics store and picked up a gaming PC, a PlayStation 5, and an iPhone 16 Pro Max.

After a few days, [ started to feel bored. I began to miss my family and friends. I also started thinking
/g” about how everyone had disappeared. If it were a war, some people should have survived.

, Then, | saw a swimming pool and decided to dive in. Suddenly, I felt wet. That’s when I realised it
was all just a dream. My mom had woken me up by throwing water on me!




Should Humamt; Consider
Colonising Mars*

Natalia Ahsan | VIII a

Mars shares some qualities with Earth and may even be more advanced in certain ways. Some people think
it is a good idea to shift to Mars because they are concerned about the future of Earth. However, others
disagree, believing Earth still has all the necessary resources. Everyone has their perspective on this issue.

Mars is a distant planet that some see as a potential solution for ensuring the survival of humanity in the face
of threats like war and climate change. As the global population continues to increase, Mars could offer more
space for growth. It is also known to have mineral resources, which could be beneficial. Additionally, it
provides a new landscape, and in the case of destruction on Earth, Mars could serve as a backup for human

/gf, life.

On the other hand, Earth is already a settled planet, and most people may not want to move, especially
i they have stable incomes and comfortable lives. There is uncertainty about whether their needs
could be met the same way on Mars. Humans require necessities like water, electricity, and everyday
life resources. Extreme weather conditions on Mars could pose serious health risks.

At this point, it is not certain whether advanced technology will be successful in colonising Mars or any
other planet. While the idea is fascinating, there are still many challenges to overcome before it becomes
a reality.
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Chosen Guardian of’ the Sealed

Ve

Darkness f

Roha Abbas | VIII a

Sophia Wallace had always been a
quiet  observer, feeling  more
comfortable in the pages of books than
in the bustling world around her. Her
classmates called her the “elegant
intellectual,” a label she accepted without
much thought. As she navigated the crowded
corridors of Westwood High, she tugged her
hoodie tighter, wishing she could disappear
into the walls. Conversations and laughter
echoed around her, but she felt like a ghost
drifting through a world just out of reach.
Sometimes, she wondered what it would be
like to break free of her shell, but the comfort
of solitude always drew her back.
That morning, however, something felt
different. A strange chill crept up her spine,
making the hair on her neck stand on end.
Shrugging off the unease, she hurried to her
sanctuary the library. The familiar scent of
aging paper and polished wood wrapped
around her like a warm blanket. She wasn’t
invisible; she was an adventurer exploring distant worlds. Her fingers glided along the shelves until they
stopped at a worn volume titled The Forgotten Beneath.
The book’s cracked leather cover and yellowed pages hinted at its age, but what caught her attention was the
shimmering blue line tracing the title a vibrant contrast to its weathered appearance. Curiosity ignited within
her. Glancing at Mrs. Alden, the librarian engrossed in her crossword puzzle, Sophia slipped into her usual
corner seat and opened the book.
The first page read: “To the seeker of truths, beware: some doors, once opened, cannot be closed.” Her pulse
~ quickened. Part of her wanted to close the book and walk away. But as always, curiosity won.
Flipping through its pages, she uncovered legends of a secret chamber beneath Westwood High an
; ancient vault said to hold a powerful force sealed away for centuries. The text spoke of a chosen
guardian destined to protect the school from the darkness below.
Her logical mind dismissed it as folklore until something slipped from between the pages a folded
map. Unfolding it revealed a layout of Westwood High with a bold red X marking a spot beneath the
abandoned east wing, an area closed off after a fire in 1997. Next to the X were scrawled words: “Tonight
midnight, the truth awaits.”
Her stomach twisted with equal parts fear and excitement. Was this some elaborate prank? Or was there
something more? As Sophia stared at the map, she realised that whatever lay beneath Westwood High
might change everything and she couldn’t resist finding out.
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Whispers in the Basement \ y

Zainab Murtaza | VIII a y

Every time we tried to approach the basement of our school, something strange happened. Our principal,
usually calm and composed, would immediately intervene, her face tense with an emotion we couldn’t
quite place. It had become an unspoken rule at our school, don’t go near the basement. Monthly
assemblies would reinforce the same message: the basement was off-limits. The official excuse? A
supposed rat infestation. Wouldn’t the rats have left by now? Something about the explanation didn’t
sit right with me.

A whispered story circulated among students. But no one talked about it openly. It was about Henry
Anderson, a boy who had once sneaked into the basement. The rumours claimed he never came out. Some
said he was cursed to wander its darkness forever; others believed he was expelled for breaking the rules.
But the eerie silence surrounding his name the way no one ever mentioned him made the story all the more
unsettling.

Every day, as | walked past the basement door, a shiver ran down my spine. I’d never been down there alone,
but the unease lingered like a shadow. It felt the basement was calling to me, its secrets begging to be
uncovered. Yet, whatever happened to Henry or whatever lay hidden down there was a mystery [ wasn’t sure
I wanted to solve.

That all changed during Ashley’s sleepover. The night was filled with laughter and excitement as we played
truth or dare. When my turn came, Hailey’s mischievous grin sent a chill through me. “I dare you to sneak
into the school and go into the basement,” she said, her voice playful but with an edge that made my stomach
churn.

I hesitated, staring at the floor as my heart raced. Part of me wanted to laugh it off, but their eyes were on
me, waiting for my response. “Fine, but if I go, you come with me.” A brief silence followed before Hailey’s
grin widened, and everyone else nodded nervously. It was settled. We were going to face whatever secrets
lay beneath our school.

We snuck into the school that night, the air was colder than it could
have been. As we approached the basement door, an oppressive
stillness settled over us. Something felt off, like we were being
watched. Hailey reached for the handle and opened the door.
A sudden chill crept up the hallway as we
stepped inside together.

vy

The door slammed shut behind
us with a deafening bang,
plunging us into the darkness
that felt alive, thick and

suffocating. The faint light

from our phones barely

pierced through it, and
every step on the creaking floorboards
echoed ominously. My unease grew as
shadows stretched unnaturally around us.

In the basement, an old wooden crate




caught my eye. It was scratched and chipped with age. Curiosity overcame my fear, and I pried itﬁ v
open. A low guttural sound filled the air, like something waking up after centuries. Inside, I found \»
a pile of rags and a single bloodstained bone. y

Before I could react, a cold laugh echoed from deeper in the basement. My heart pounded as I spun
around, searching for the source in the darkness. A low thud followed, accompanied by a scraping
sound like something dragging itself across the floor.

I froze as my phone’s dim light caught a pair of pale, glowing eyes staring back at me from the
shadows. They didn’t blink or move, they simply watched with an unnatural stillness that made my
blood run cold.

“Guys,” [ whispered, “we need to go.” But before we could move, the door slammed shut again with another
deafening bang. The whispers started then, soft but growing louder until they filled every inch of space
around us. The glowing eyes began to move closer, accompanied by long, skeletal fingers scraping against
the floor.

Panic set in as we realised there was no escape. The basement wasn’t just hiding secrets; it was alive with
them.

A Mysterious Disappeamance
Arisha Naeem Khan | VIII b

It all started when I arrived at school and noticed my best friend, lanna, wasn’t there. She hadn’t answered
my calls or texts that morning, and now she was absent from school. I waited for a while, thinking she might
just be late, but even after thirty minutes, there was no sign of her. Worry crept in, but the bell rang, and I had
to head to class. Reluctantly, [ went, as the teacher appeared before I could decide otherwise.

That day, I couldn’t shake the feeling that
something was wrong. After school, I rushed to
her house to check on her. On the way, I tried to
reassure myself. “Maybe she overslept or got
sick,” I thought. “Nothing serious could
have happened... right?” But when I
reached her house, my worst fears were
confirmed. Her parents were crying.

vy

“What happened?” I asked, panic rising in
my voice.

“She’s... she’s missing,” they stammered
through their tears. My heart sank. Missing?
This couldn’t be real. Hoping it was some
kind of mistake or prank, I went to her
room to look for clues. It was empty, she
wasn’t there. Just as [ left, something
caught my eye under her bedside table. It
o Was a small mirror.
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I picked it up, and it slipped from my hands and shattered on the floor. \»
Among the broken pieces of glass was a folded piece of paper hidden inside the mirror’s frame. y
Curious and desperate for answers, I opened it and realised it was a map one of the maps we used to v ¥

draw as kids during our adventures. A red X marked our old hideout in the woods.

My heart raced as I grabbed supplies and followed the map to the hideout. The sun was setting as |
reached the clearing where we used to play. There, lying on the ground, was [anna’s locket. Clutching
it tightly, I followed the map further until it led me to a hidden cave.

Stepping inside, I called out her name. At first, there was only silence, but then a faint whimper echoed
from deeper within the cave. My heart leapt as I rushed forward and found her huddled against the wall.

“Tanna!” I exclaimed in relief.

12

She looked up at me with a mix of surprise and joy. “You found me!” she said with a trembling voice.
“I thought something terrible had happened to you!” I cried as I hugged her tightly.

lanna hesitated for a moment before breaking into a sheepish grin. “I wasn’t lost,” she admitted softly. “I was
hiding in our secret hideout... waiting for you to find me.”

“You planned this?” My voice wavered between relief and frustration.
“I thought it would be fun,” she said. “But then it got late, and I started to worry you wouldn’t come.”

I sighed in exasperation but couldn’t help laughing with her now that she was safe. “You scared me half to
death! Just promise you’ll let me in on your plans next time.”

“Deal!” she said with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “Now that you’re here, let’s make this place our
secret hideout.”

As we left the cave together, my heart felt lighter than it had all day. This little adventure had brought us
closer than ever before, and now we had our secret hideout, a place where we could always return to make
memories together.
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The Haunted Hilltop House Q‘ /

Arshiq Ismail | VIII b ﬁ

The house stands on a hill,
So quiet, so still.

The windows are gone,
The wind blows through.

For shelter, we sought refuge from the rain,
Saw no ghost, yet once outside again,

The broken wood planks made a noise,
After some time, we heard cheerful shouts of joy.

It was a girl with black hair covering her face,
Then she tried to lunge toward us with a swift pace,

We were chasing a girl we did not know,
As we ran, we were pulled into the ground below,

I woke up from the dreadful dream,
One that made me scream.

Shadows of Hollow Sueet

Ayzaa Shahzad | VIII b

The old mansion at the end of Hollow Street had been abandoned for decades. Its windows shattered, and its
walls were draped in ivy that resembled skeletal fingers.
Locals whispered of shadows that moved without light
and whispers that curled through the air like dead ¥s
leaves. No one dared to step inside until tonight. ‘

Jake and his friends, emboldened by teenage bravado, g
crossed the creaking threshold. The air inside [
7 was thick with decay, carrying the scent of
damp wood and something far fouler. Ahead
loomed a grand staircase, its steps warped and
splintered. A cold draft slithered through the
halls, carrying faint voices soft, urgent, and
indecipherable.

“Just the wind,” Jake muttered, though his voice
wavered.

As they ventured deeper into the house, it
seemed to breathe around them. Doors creaked
open on their own, and their flashlights flickered
erratically. Then came the scratching, a slow,
deliberate sound emanating from within the
walls.
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But then the whispers grew louder, forming words. “Get out.” /

“Rats,” Emily whispered, though her voice quivered with unease.

Ve

The air grew heavier, pressing against their chests. Shadows began to coalesce, taking shape before
their eyes. At the top of the staircase stood a woman with hollow eyes and a gaping mouth twisted in
agony.

The walls trembled violently as a guttural scream erupted from deep within the house. Jake turned to
flee, but the front door slammed shut with a force that shook the floorboards.

Cold, unseen hands clutched at their clothes as the whispering voices grew louder and more insistent. “Stay
with us.”

Emily screamed as their flashlights flickered out completely. Darkness consumed them.

By morning, the house was silent once more. The front door stood ajar, swaying gently in the breeze. Inside,
there was no trace of Jake or his friends, only scattered footprints in the dust leading in but never out.

Tlappe(l in the Tumeless I'o1est

Iman Umar | VIII b

I looked around, but it was so dark that I couldn’t see anything. The air was heavy with the musty smell of
damp leaves. It felt as though I was lost, unable to make sense of my surroundings. [ assumed I was in a
rainforest in England, surrounded by towering trees and
wet foliage. Everything seemed darker than it should
have been, and I felt trapped. Terror gripped me, my heart
pounding in my chest. I could feel myself stuck in a circle
where everything around me seemed invisible. The
distant sounds of animals echoed through the forest, and
fear coursed through me. My legs wobbled as I walked,
and my hands trembled uncontrollably.

After some time, the leaves began to fall from a
mysterious tree nearby, and the hoot of an owl
pierced the silence. As more leaves fell, strange

, whispers filled the air, blending with eerie sounds
that made my skin crawl. It was then that [ realised

I wasn’t safe at all. This wasn’t just a forest. It
most certainly wasn’t England. Panic was felt as I
began to run aimlessly through the rainforest, unsure
of where to go but desperate to escape. My feet
pounded against the leaf-strewn ground as I pushed forward with every ounce of strength [ had left.

Eventually, I reached the forest and collapsed to the ground, exhausted and terrified. Gasping for air,
I tried to steady my trembling hands as cold air brushed against my skin. The once-dark forest now
seemed even more menacing in its eerie silence. The trees loomed over me like giant shadows, their
twisted branches forming unnatural shapes. It felt the forest was alive, watching me, waiting for
something.
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My heart raced faster as the realisation sank in: I was completely alone. The unsettling sound of

whispers and strange cries returned, echoing through the trees and making my skin crawl. Determined
to find a way out, I pushed myself to my feet despite the panic creeping up my spine. Every direction
seemed to lead into more darkness, and the air grew thick and suffocating as I stumbled through dense
underbrush.

My mind was filled with questions: Was this a dream? Was I truly lost? Or was there something far
more sinister at play? The trees seemed alive, their leaves whispering in an incomprehensible language
as though they were trying to warn me.

When I thought I couldn’t go any further, a faint light flickered in the distance, barely visible through the
thick trees. My heart leapt with a mix of hope and fear. Was it real or just another trick of my mind? With
renewed urgency, | pushed forward toward the light, each step heavier than the last but driven by desperation.

Whatever lay ahead, I knew one thing for certain: I wasn’t just lost in time. | was trapped in a place that
defied all logic and reality.

The Big Seciet

Mehneel Rehman | VIII b

“Oh my God! You won’t believe what I heard!” Sara screamed at the top of her lungs. She told me she had
overheard students mention a hidden passageway beneath the school. Sara, being naturally curious, was
determined to find it and spent the entire day convincing me to join her. “No, Sara! We can’t go on this hunt.
Just imagine if we put our lives in danger,” I tried reasoning with her. But Sara knew I couldn’t say no for
long, and after relentless persuasion, I finally gave in.

The next day, Sara came over to my house, and we planned the hunt thoroughly. We even invited our friend

Alwin, who eagerly agreed to join us. The

following evening, the three of us carefully broke

into the school. My heart was pounding so loudly

that it felt like it would burst out of my chest. Fear

gripped me as I imagined the consequences if the
guard caught us, but somehow, we made it
inside.

7 We headed towards the basement, where

the air felt different. It was thick and heavy
with an eerie stillness. Initially, we thought
of checking all the rooms one by one, but
Alwin, being the smartest among us, suggested
focusing on the basement library. He had heard
rumours that there was something unusual
about it and that it was always locked.
Taking his advice, we made our way to the
library.

The next challenge was opening the lock.
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Thankfully, I had come prepared with tools I thought we might need. After countless tries and a% y

lot of nervous glances over our shoulders, we finally managed to break the lock and step inside. \»
The sight before us sent chills down my spine. The library was massive, cloaked in cobwebs and dust- y
covered shelves that seemed untouched for decades. v o

As we explored cautiously, a sudden thump echoed through the room. It came from where Alwin had
stepped forward. My curiosity was piqued as [ examined the spot he stood on. Lifting an old mat from
the floor, I uncovered a giant door hidden beneath it. It was a door that likely led to the secret
passageway we had been searching for.

We lifted the door together and found a dimly lit passageway below. One by one, we climbed down the
ladder into the tunnel. Sara was last to descend but accidentally let the heavy door slam shut behind her. A
sinking feeling gripped me as I realised this was something that should not have happened. By closing that
door, we might have sealed our fate.

The air in the passageway felt suffocating as we ventured further into its depths. Strange symbols covered
the walls, their meanings lost to time but radiating an unsettling energy. Our flashlights cast flickering
shadows that danced eerily along the narrow tunnel walls. The deeper we went, the colder it became, and an
unshakable feeling of being watched crept over us.

Just as despair began to set in, we stumbled upon an old rusty gate blocking our path. With trembling hands,
we pried it open to reveal a hidden chamber beyond. The room was filled with relics from a forgotten era
dusty artefacts and cryptic scrolls scattered across every surface. At its centre stood an ornate chest that
looked untouched for centuries.

Our hearts raced as we approached it cautiously. Slowly lifting its lid, an icy chill swept through the chamber
as if something ancient had been disturbed. Before we could react, our flashlights flickered out completely,
plunging us into total darkness. A bone-chilling whisper echoed around us: “You shouldn’t have come
hipreweas

The Guardians of’ Eldoria

Mohibb Rasool | VIII b

In a deep, ancient forest, there was a hidden civilisation called Eldoria. The people of Eldoria lived in
harmony with nature, building their homes in trees so they blended perfectly with their surroundings. They
respected the forest and believed in the spirits that protected it.

1<
” At the heart of their village stood a giant tree
‘ , known as the Heartwood. This tree was so

immense that the entire community could
gather around it for celebrations. They held

festivals to honour the changing seasons, thanking
the forest for the food and resources it provided. The
Eldorians took only what they needed, ensuring that
the forest could continue to thrive.

One day, a curious girl named Lyra wandered st
deeper into the woods than anyone had before.
She discovered a magical glade with a sparkling
pool of water that seemed to glow. She saw
beautiful spirits who warned her that a drought
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was coming because a greedy kingdom was taking too many resources from the land. ﬁ y
Lyra rushed back to her village to warn everyone. The people of Eldoria worked together, using their ﬁ
knowledge of plants and nature to create a special barrier that could help bring rain. Their hard work
paid off as dark clouds gathered and rain poured down, saving their home.

Thanks to Lyra and the unity of the Eldorians, the forest was saved, and they continued to live in
peace, always remembering the importance of caring for nature.

Family Heirloom Canoe Siolen and
Recovered

Wareesha Fahad | VIII b

By Wareesha Fahad Khan, Digital Reporter
Sunday, February 19, 2025

A treasured family heirloom, handcrafted canoe was stolen late Monday night from the front yard of the
Mueller family’s home in Ashland. The canoe, handcrafted by Robert Mueller in the 1980s, symbolises the
family’s cherished memories and outdoor adventures along the Rogue River. Its theft left the family
heartbroken.

- -
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The canoe was last spotted at dusk on Monday but had vanished by the next morning. “It wasn’t just a
canoe; it was part of my dad’s legacy,” said Emma Mueller, Robert Mueller’s daughter. The family had
planned to take it on one last trip before winter, but instead, they woke to an empty yard.

A

The Ashland Police Department launched an investigation into the theft. Sergeant Rob Daniels stated,
“We are looking for any leads on this unique and sentimental item.” The Mueller family offered a
$1,000 reward for information leading to its recovery. Meanwhile, the community rallied around
them. Neighbours posted flyers and shared details about the theft on social media, while local
businesses displayed pictures of the canoe to help generate leads.
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Despite their grief, the Muellers remained hopeful that their father’s canoe would be returned. “We

just want it back,” said Michael Mueller. “It’s not just a boat, it’s a piece of our history.” The family

leaned on their neighbours and local businesses during this difficult time. “It’s been tough for all of
us, but we’re staying hopeful,” Emma added. “With the community’s help, we believe we’ll get it back

where it belongs.”

After weeks of uncertainty, the Muellers received the news that their handmade canoe had been
recovered. Overwhelmed with emotion, the family expressed their gratitude to everyone who helped

1n its return.

This story is a testament to the power of community support and resilience in times of hardship.

Last Seen Wwalking

Taha Mohsin | VIII b

/g” accomplish this, we needed weapons.

a bustling world that no longer existed.

Suddenly, the plague came, and every last human on
Earth disappeared. About six months ago, a zombie
virus emerged. Initially, it seemed like a minor issue,
but it quickly escalated, consuming the lives of millions
across the globe. The virus originated in Xiao Qing,
China, and rapidly spread to major countries. Its effects
were horrifying. It killed the host first, then attacked
the brain, taking control and turning the victim into a
mindless zombie. Within six months, humanity was

§ wiped out.

All my friends and family succumbed to the virus and
became brainless zombies. I could do nothing but
watch helplessly. Only ten people out of the entire eight
billion survived, including me. We assembled a task
force dedicated to eradicating the zombies, eliminating
the virus, and restoring humanity. Through research
and trial, we discovered that zombies could only be
killed by striking hard at the back of their necks. To

, We scoured the world for guns and ammunition. This mission brought both success and tragedy two
of our remaining ten members died during the search, but not in vain. They managed to secure a
thousand guns and a vast supply of ammunition for us. Their sacrifice fueled our determination.

Under the guidance of our leader, we trained relentlessly for three years to master our aim and reflexes.
We wanted revenge against the virus that had taken everything from us, our loved ones, our homes, and
our world. We worked tirelessly until we were ready to fight back.

In time, humanity began to rebuild. The population grew to nearly five hundred sixty people.
However, the world had changed drastically over those years. The sky was perpetually dark, and
plants had lost their vibrant greenery. The air, once polluted with smog from industry, now seemed
eerily pure in its silence. Cities had decayed into ghostly ruins silent giants with glass towers reflecting
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Nature had reclaimed its dominion over human creations. Trees grew through cracks in the asphalt. \»
Vines strangled metal structures. Animals roamed freely through abandoned spaces without fear of /
humans. The Earth was unrecognisable, a haunting blend of destruction and rebirth.

Despite these changes, we pressed on with hope in our hearts and determination in our minds. We were
no longer just survivors we were humanity’s last chance at reclaiming what was lost.

Conversatons with the Moon

Zakriya Igbal | VIII b

I'was on the moon, all alone. Nothing but silence surrounded
me. It was a tranquil yet terrifying i,

experience at the same time. The

sky was an endless void of
darkness, and the moon’s
surface was a stark white i
standing out  against

everything else.

Suddenly, I heard a voice. At
first, 1 wasn’t sure if the
overwhelming  silence  was

making us imagine things, but then

I heard it again. The voice said, “Won’t

you stop talking to yourself?”

I couldn’t believe it! The moon was talking to me. Stunned, I decided to apologise and ask how it felt to be

someone who had been floating in space since the beginning of time.

’ “I’ve never thought of it like that. I’'m just used to it, I guess. It’s rather peaceful up here, although I

7 have always wondered what goes on in the rest of the universe,” the moon replied in a calm, husky

voice.

“I would love to show you what Earth is like, but I don’t think that’s quite possible,” I chuckled.
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The Festival of the Impossible Vs

Muhammad Bin Nabeel | VIII b “

Teleportation was something humankind had not yet

discovered. We only saw it in movies. But in the year 2100,
teleportation became real. The President, Dr. Ambani White,
sent an excavation team to search for jewels in Morocco,
Africa. They discovered a pink gem, which was sent to the
President. He had it cut and molded into a chain. Everyone
complimented him on it.

One day, the President hosted a party for all the citizens.
Everyone was excited to attend. My family and I were also
invited. I dressed in a black suit with a white button-down shirt
and black sneakers.

During the party, the President proudly showed off his chain.
While wearing it, I heard him say, “I wish our country were
more exciting and fun.”

In that instant, everyone got teleported.

We found ourselves in the middle of an extraordinary place.
There was no gravity. Cats and dogs behaved like humans,
while humans were on leashes. It was a crazy sight. Everyone
was terrified. [ was trying to understand what had happened. I

asked a dog where we were. He replied, “This is the Land of

Extravaganza.” He told me that fun was the top priority here
and, strangely, he kept repeating it.
We explored the place. We saw people floating, walking upside down, and some with dumbbells tied to their

feet. Letters on signs and screens repeated themselves. Everything was odd.

I noticed the President panicking and twisting his chain repeatedly. Without thinking, I snatched
the chain from him and wore it myself. Everyone was shocked by my action. I closed my eyes and
wished for everything to return to normal.

Just like that, we were back.
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The Last Tiee of Hope

-
Muhammad Ismail | VIII a y ®

I still remember when the world was full of green

forests, with trees everywhere and nature thriving.

But I wish I could forget the day those monstrous,

violent machines were created by that heartless
company. It seemed like their only goal was to
destroy everything, cutting down all the trees and killing
the plants.

Now, it’s the year 2096, and I’'m on a journey to find the
last remaining tree, a tree I’ve heard could restore the
land. No one has ever seen it, but I still hope to find it.

As I walked across the empty land, a leaf fell on my head.
It was unlike any leaf I had ever seen bright and beautiful,
almost like it came from paradise. Shocked, I followed
the direction from where it had fallen. I ran for miles, but
I didn’t find anything. Just as I was about to give up, [ saw
a trail of leaves. I followed them, and to my amazement
and luck, I found the last tree standing.

I quickly set up camp around the tree, making traps to
protect it from the machines that were still searching for
trees to destroy. These machines, which ate wood and
leaves, were everywhere and far too powerful for me to
fight alone. [ hadn’t found any other survivors, but I knew
I had to keep the tree safe.

Over the next few days, something incredible happened.
The tree started growing seeds many of them. I watered
them, and within hours, it turned into a giant tree filled with different fruits that could last a lifetime.
I realised that this tree could help bring back nature. I could save the world from the destruction
caused by the machines. But I had forgotten about them they were still a danger.

One day, I heard a loud rumble in the distance. The machines had found me. They were coming for
the tree, drawn by their scent. But I knew something they didn’t: the machines malfunctioned if they
touched water. I quickly set my trap, and when the machines arrived, I poured water on it. One by one,
they stopped working.

With the machines temporarily gone, I got back to work. I planted more trees, knowing that if survivors
found this place, they would help restore nature and together we could defeat those vicious machines.

Slowly, the land began to heal. The trees grew, and life returned.

Future generations will have a better life, and they’ll never have to worry about deforestation again.




Who Deserves the Ballon d'Or? % y

Abdullah Munawar | VII a y
Ladies and Gentlemen! Welcome to the 2025/26 Ballon d’Or ceremony. The nominees for this year are:

Kylian Mbappe:

Since his recent move to the Spanish side Real Madrid, he has
= been electric for them. He has made 27 G/A in 36 games so far and
has a market value of £160,000,000 ($200,000,000). Mbappe is
Ry the most likely to win the Ballon d’Or this year. I would
g2 vote for him. He is also in the EA TOTY and the La Liga
POTM.

B Mohamed Salah:

.~ Since the start of the 2025/26 season, Salah has made 47 G/A in 36 games.

/ Despite being 32, he has a market value of £55,000,000 ($69,000,000), which is
not bad. The race for the Ballon d’Or probably depends on

* .+ whether Real Madrid or Liverpool wins the UEFA

/ -
@ . ‘ Champions League. Salah is also in the current EA TOTY
‘\ y and is the English Premier League POTM.
Emirates /
FLY BETTER Jude Bellingham:
| Jude Bellingham plays alongside Kylian Mbappe at Real Madrid and has 21
G/A in 33 games, which, for a central attacking midfielder, is really good.
Bellingham, being 21, has a market value of £180,000,000 ($230,000,000).
» He might get around 5% of the votes and could come 2nd or 3rd in the final

rankings with a strong season.

* Cole Palmer:
Chelsea FC should just be named Palmer FC at this point. The amount of
carrying this 22-year-old Man City reject has done is CRAZY. “City’s boy is
.. now Chelsea’s man!” some random commentator after Palmer scored a
101st-minute goal against City to win Chelsea the game. Honestly, Chippy
~ Chips has been amazing so far this season: 20 goals in 24 games, a market
. value of £130,000,000 ($164,152,813.50), several POTM awards, match-
& winning goals for Chelsea and England, and is overall a very underrated
player.

Raphinha:

Raphinha, Raphinha... that’s literally all I’ve been hearing for the PAST 7
MONTHS. But honestly, Raphinha is the best out of the front three at FC
Barcelona. He has somehow managed 49 G/A in 36 games this season. He
& had been flopping in recent years, but this year has been... different,
somehow. He currently has a market value of £80,000,000 ($100,000,000)
P . and probably has a chance of winning the Ballon d’Or if Bar¢a wins the UCL and
La Liga. So, the chances of him winning are... meh.
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The O1igin of’ Spooder Man ) {

Shahzaib Gauhar | VII a d

Hello! Hi, how are you?

I’m fine... okay, let’s start with
the story.

About 20 years ago, there was a
17-year-old  teenager named
Polter Polraker, who worked as a
photographer for the Daily Bugal in
8 Pakistan. His boss was a stern man
\ named Muhammed Abdullah Khan.
One day, Polter was on a school field
trip to a laboratory, taking photos of
rare spiders. But then, one extremely
rare (and very dangerous) spider
escaped.

And if you’re a Marvel fan, I think you
know what happens next...

THAT’S RIGHT!!! HE GETS
BITTEN... BY A GUY NAMED

BOB!!!
(Just kidding. He actually gets bitten by the spider.)
After the field trip, Polter went home, where he lived with his Khala Maria and Khalu Bilal. His parents had
sadly passed away when he was young, so his aunt and uncle raised him.
At dinner, his Khalu scolded him for taking terrible pictures at the lab and said,
“With great power comes great laziness from you. DO BETTER!”
Polter, heartbroken, ran to his room and suddenly fainted. When he woke up, he realised his body had
changed he was bulkier, his head was spinning, and every time he flicked his hand, a chunky liquid web
thing shot out! Not only that, but he was wearing a tight suit he couldn’t take off.
Polter quickly realised that if he went downstairs like this, Khala Maria and Khalu Bilal might mistake him
for a burglar and beat him with a slipper. As he tried to figure out what to do, he heard shouting outside.
Peeking through the window, he saw a woman having her purse stolen!
/gfr He suddenly remembered what his Khala had said:
“With great power comes great laziness from you. DO BETTER!”
, Inspired, and now armed with his web-shooting water gun arms, Polter decided to become a superhero.
After all, he’d seen heroes like Captain Pakistan, Ayan Man, and The Incredible Kebab. He needed a
cool name too.
So, he became... Spooder Man.
Spooder Man jumped out the window and landed dramatically in front of the thief. With one punch, he
knocked the criminal out cold.
But then... a bus came out of nowhere and ran over Spooder Man.
He woke up in court, dazed and confused, with a 10-year-old BTS fan as his lawyer. The judge
sentenced him to six months in jail and a fine of Rs. 279,500 for assault.

THE END!
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The Gieat Escape (Kind of’)

Shahzaib Gauhar | VII a

One time, | was relaxing in my Lightning McQueen-

themed room, just watching some YouTube videos,

when suddenly my mom busted into the room.

“What are you doing?” she said.

“Just living life,” I replied.

“But what about school?”

“What about it?”

“Dave” that’s my name “you have to go to school!”

“Okay, fine, I’ll go.”

I put my phone away, got dressed, ate breakfast, and went

to school.

At school, I saw my friends Harry and Maguire. Harry is in

3B while I'm in 3A, but we still talk during break. This

¢ time, during break, we were complaining about how boring
school was and how we should be in charge instead. Then

Maguire suggested that we should all escape school and go home. Harry and I thought that was a great idea.

So we grabbed some paper and started making a plan. But first, we had to draw a map of the school. Harry

would walk around the school, looking for exits and other important stuff. Maguire would draw the map, and

I would check if anyone was getting suspicious of us.

Once we finished the map, it was time to execute the plan.

Step one of the plan was simple: run for the gate while the guards weren’t looking.

And... there was no step two.

Yeah, I know that sounds dumb, but we were only in Grade 3 what did you expect from us?

We tried running when the guard wasn’t looking, and surprisingly, we actually made it out! We started

jumping in the air, cheering loudly. But because we were making so much noise, the guard noticed us and

dragged us back in. Luckily, he was cool about it and just gave us a warning.

Harry, Maguire and [ knew we could do better than that. So we came up with an even better plan.
Step one: We’d make a call to ourselves so no one would answer.
Step two: We’d pretend to be on the phone with a parent, saying we had a dentist appointment but lost our
.. 1D card, so our mom would bring a note.
Step three: We made a fake note claiming it was from our parents.

/' The goal: Walk right out the gate and enjoy the rest of the day like legends.

When we showed the note to the guard, he took one look at our terrible handwriting and immediately
knew we wrote it ourselves. So... he sent us straight to the principal’s office.

But then, the principal actually sent us home.

So, the mission was a success... | guess?
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A Night of Tooth and Terior R y

Maheera Hasib | VII a

Ever thought of a world where demons lurk in
inky shadows? Where monsters guard a labyrinth of
knowledge filled with our darkest fears? Where
vampires polish their gleaming ivory fangs, and
creatures that enchant our very minds with magic
hide, wrapped in blankets of agitation? They enter
the world just as even the pale light of the moon
has swallowed a tumbler full of slumber.
The night unfolds a realm where werewolves haunt
serenity, where everyone drools in sleep, unaware that
such creatures even exist. Who would know that behind
those fluffy sheets and that warm bed lay a certain her
= who would demolish it all? Fluttering about on iridescent,
& sheer wings, she brought with her a night that turned the
B world topsy-turvy.
§ As her fragile pale fingers gripped the tooth, a sudden
shock surged through her. Pointed, gleaming teeth
appeared frequent as the desires that come true in dreams.
The situation unraveled into a silent scream. How could
this become her nightmare? As that thought surfaced, a loud boom echoed through the dark.
“Thou art a spy? Or thieving the precious property of one?”
“Thou think thou art ordinary? Tsk, tsk.”
Had she ever seen a cape darker than the heart of Shylock? Or teeth as sharp as the tongue of a shrew? Her
frail lips gasped at the voice then at the sight. Could anyone ever know that this being was none other than
the Tooth Fairy herself? A prisoner escaping each day from the corner of a world that had wrapped her in
rags of consternation.
In that abrupt moment, her miniature waist was gripped by long, chalky fingers feeling more like rope. The
prison that awaited her was closing in.
In just a minute like a rollercoaster crashing downward her nose caught the scent that tickled her senses,
screams echoed in her ears, and the dreadful sight made her realise she was in for a terrifying ride. The
vampire proceeded toward a cave, while the living prison around her sighed with wicked relief.
Scrutinizing the authenticity of the glittering winged captive, an evil smile slowly spread across his lips.

Breathing what she thought was her final breath, ready to be made into a stew of tooth fairy, nails,

and spoiled cheese an unexpected twist arrived.

He wasn’t going to eat her. Hurrah!

7 But there was one more truth yet to be revealed. In this world, fairies and all creatures made of the

sweet milk of kindness were nothing more than dinner to the rest.
The vampire, now sulking, revealed a revelation.
It was VLAD (the capitals are very important) owner of the dark throne, ruler of all vampires. She had
once saved him from the tight grip of the garlicky, blazing earth. In return, he promised to grant equal
rights to all magical creatures.
But what starts well doesn’t always end well.
Grasping her once more, he brought her before all the vampires. And just as he was about to fulfill
his promise Crazghik appeared.
And ate her.
“Oh, Crazghik... what have you done?”
And after that, nothing concerns the sweet sorrow the fairy endured.
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Thiough Thick and Thin Q‘ /

\
Eshal Naeem Khan | VII a /

In the small town of Everwood, Sarah and Jenny were best friends since kindergarten. They shared

everything laughter, secrets, and adventures. But things started to change in their sophomore year of
high school. Sarah noticed Jenny growing distant and spending more time with Lila, someone Sarah
didn’t like. It hurt to see her best friend with someone who had caused tension between them.

One day, Sarah decided to talk to Jenny. “I feel like you’ve been avoiding me. Is everything okay?”
she asked. Jenny dismissed her, saying she was just busy, which made Sarah feel even worse.

A few weeks later, Sarah invited Jenny to her room and said, “I miss our friendship. Why are you hanging
out with Lila?” Jenny got defensive, but eventually apologised, saying she hadn’t realised how her actions
were hurting Sarah.

Despite Jenny’s apology, things didn’t improve. She continued to act like Sarah was a bother. One Saturday,
Sarah saw Jenny talking to Lila again and pulled her aside. “I feel like you don’t want to be friends anymore.
Have I done something wrong?”

Jenny sighed and explained that she was dealing with personal problems and hadn’t handled it well. Sarah
understood, and they talked openly about their feelings. Jenny realised Lila wasn’t a true friend, and she cut
ties with her.

Over time, Sarah and Jenny rebuilt their friendship, learning the importance of communication and supporting

each other through tough times. Their bond came out stronger than before.
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Whispers of Maple
sueel (4

Dua Shams | VII b

Jake and Anna had always dreamt of a quiet life in a
house of their own. When they found the old, stately
house on Maple Street, they knew it was perfect. It
was big, creaky, and full of character just what they’d
been looking for.

But it didn’t take long for things to feel off.

At first, it was small things: a door that won’t stay shut,
footsteps in the hallway when they were alone.... Anna
brushed it all off, telling herself it was just an old house
settling. But Jake wasn’t so sure. He’d hear whispers too soft
like someone was standing right behind him, but when he
turned, no one was there.

Then, one night, things escalated.

Anna woke to find the room freezing. The blankets were
cold against her skin, and the shadows in the corner seemed
deeper than usual. She got up, but the air felt heavy, almost suffocating. In the hallway, her shoes were neatly
arranged right where they hadn’t been before.

She turned to Jake, but he was gone. His side of the bed was empty. She searched the house, calling his name.
But the only answer was silence.

By morning, Anna was gone. She never came back. The house on Maple Street stood still, waiting for the
next visitor.

Am I Actually Funny Or What?

Zainab | VII b

“Let me tell you one of my jokes If you throw a pizza and a paratha from a building, what will fall first? The
pizza because it is fast food hahahaha,” Zainab laughed.
“Zainab, your jokes are really funny. Hahahahaha,” Said Ayat.
“Yeah I agree,” answered Zainab in a fake British accent.
/ﬁ' “I will call you later,” said Ayat.
“No, don’t call me Later, call me Zainab.”

7 “Zainab, please stop! I have had enough of your jokes that

are not quite that funny,” Ayat thought aloud.
“OK, I will call you later. Bye!” said Ayat.
“Ayat, do you think I’'m funny?”” Zainab asked.
Ayat raised an eyebrow. “Why? Planning a career in stand-up
comedy?”
“Maybe,” Zainab chuckled. “Listen to this: Why did the
scarecrow win an award?”

Ayat played along. “I don’t know, why?”’
“Because he was outstanding in his field!” Zainab
delivered the punchline with a flourish.
Ayat groaned, but a smile tugged at her lips. “That’s
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classic. Got any more?” Q y

“Of course,” Zainab said, leaning in. “What do you call an alligator in a vest?” \»
Ayat pretended to ponder. “Hmm, no idea.” y
“An investigator!” Zainab exclaimed. <

Ayat laughed, shaking her head. “Okay, that one’s good. But can you come up with something original?”
Zainab tapped her chin, thinking. “Alright, how about this: Why did the coffee file a police report?”
Ayat shrugged. “No clue.”

“Because it got mugged!” Zainab said, grinning.

Ayat chuckled. “Not bad. You’re getting there.”

Encouraged, Zainab continued. “What do you call fake spaghetti?”’

Ayat sighed, “I give up.”

“An impasta!” Zainab announced triumphantly.

Ayat laughed louder this time. “Okay, that was actually funny.”

Zainab beamed. “See? I told you I could be a comedian.”

Ayat nodded. “Maybe you should consider it. Just promise me free tickets to your shows.”
“Deal,” Zainab said, raising her coffee cup in a toast.

Ayat smirked, deciding it was her turn. “Alright, my turn. Why don’t scientists trust atoms?”
Zainab tilted her head. “Why?”

“Because they make up everything,” Ayat replied with a grin.

Zainab chuckled. “Good one. Got another?”

“Sure,” Ayat said. “What do you call a belt made out of watches?”

Zainab thought for a moment. “I don’t know.”

“A waste of time,” Ayat quipped.

Zainab laughed. “Okay, that was clever.”

Ayat continued, “Why did the math book look sad?”

“Why?” Zainab asked.

“Because it had too many problems,” Ayat said, smiling.

Zainab shook her head, laughing. “Alright, you win. Those were good.”

Ayat raised her cup. “To our future comedy careers.”

“Cheers,” Zainab agreed, clinking her cup against Ayat’s.

My Dieam Car

Humna Yousaf | VIL b

My dream car is AMG GT63s. AMG stands for Aufrecht
. Melcher, Groflaspach. It has about 577 hp 8.0
biturbo engine. AMG was originally an
independent engineering firm specialising in
’ performance improvements for Mercedes-Benz
vehicles. DaimlerChrysler AG took a controlling
interest in 1999, then became the sole owner of
AMG in 2005. Mercedes-AMG GmbH is now a
wholly owned subsidiary of Mercedes-Benz AG,
which is in turn owned by the Mercedes-Benz Group.
Anyways there is a spoiler at the back and the
suspension is low.
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Its has the most powerful AMG V8 series engine of all time. It has the most expressive andﬁ y
elaborate design and most distinctive driving dynamics. Affalterbach’s engineers have raised the
bar in state design. It embodies the brand’s rich traditions and customs in motorsport as well as its
expertise in developing complete vehicles. The result is inspiring, with 720 hp and a beautiful design -
directly from current AMG GT3 racing car. At Mercedes-AMG, the Black Series has been synonymous
with a very special type of car since 2006: uncompromisingly sporty, with an expressive design and
the most direct technology transfer from motorsport to series production. Black Series models are
exclusive automotive rarities. They are not developed to gather dust in collectors’ garages, but for
high-speed use on race tracks, despite being approved for road usage.

This car has been my personal favourite as the company is also very reliable and futuristic. Its releases are
always showstoppers, every car being an epitome of perfection.

The Importance of’ Staying Healthy
Ayat Qamar | VI b
Staying healthy is very important for living a happy life. When we are healthy, we can do the things we enjoy
and take care of ourselves and others. Being healthy means
having a strong body, a sharp mind, and feeling good every
day.
One of the most important parts of staying healthy is eating
the right food. Our bodies need a variety of foods like fruits,
vegetables, grains, and proteins to stay strong. Eating a lot of
junk food, such as chips and sweets, can make us feel tired
and sick. It’s also important to drink plenty of water, as it
helps our bodies stay hydrated and work properly.
Exercise is another key part of staying healthy. Regular
physical activity, like walking, running, or playing sports,
helps our muscles grow stronger. It also keeps our heart
healthy and can help us avoid many diseases. Exercise also
boosts our mood, so we feel happier and less stressed.
Getting enough sleep is also essential for good health. Our
bodies need time to rest and repair, and sleep gives us the
energy we need for the next day. Without enough sleep, we
might feel tired and have trouble concentrating. It’s a good

. 1dea to sleep 7-9 hours every night to feel our best. M

Lastly, taking care of our mental health is just as : g .
important as our physical health. It’s important to talk . Water me ,on .J 12

/ about how we feel and do things that help us relax, - e >
like spending time with friends, reading, or listening
to music. Feeling good inside helps us make better choices and face challenges with a positive attitude.
In conclusion, staying healthy is about taking care of our bodies and minds. Eating healthy foods,
exercising regularly, sleeping well, and looking after our mental health all work together to help us live a
longer, happier life. When we make these habits part of our daily routine, we feel better and are able to
enjoy life more.
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The Epic Quest for the Ledendary
Taco ’

Shayan Ali | VII b

Once upon a time, in a land filled with Wi-Fi dead zones and people arguing about pineapple on pizza,

there lived a brave, yet slightly confused, hero named

Sir Tacohead. Sir Tacohead wasn’t your

typical knight in shining armour he
7 wore a helmet made of Doritos, and
his armour was mostly just a
collection of snack bags, leftover
pizza slices, and a single random
sock.

One fateful day, as he sat on his
couch scrolling through TikTok,
he received a message from the
mystical “Text Genie” (who
looked suspiciously like a pop-up
ad). The Text Genie said, “Sir
Tacohead, you must embark on an epic

journey to find the Legendary Taco, a taco so
perfect that it will make all other tacos look like sad, soggy tortillas.”

Sir Tacohead looked at his phone and said, “Bruh, sounds like a vibe,” then immediately put it back down to
continue watching videos of cats trying to play the piano.

But the Text Genie was persistent. It spammed him with notifications like:

“Taco is life. You can’t ignore destiny.”

“Swipe up if you want to make history... and eat history.”

“Lettuce and cheese await you, my dude.”

And with that, Sir Tacohead reluctantly got up and grabbed his trusty sidekick, Lancelot the Cat (who was
clearly not amused), and set off on a journey to find the Legendary Taco.

The First Trial: The Forest of Forgotten Memes
Their first stop was the Forest of Forgotten Memes, a dark and dank place filled with dead vines, vines of
poorly executed photoshop jobs, and old, dusty memes. There, they encountered the Meme Sorcerer, a guy
/gfr with a long beard and a questionable sense of humor who greeted them by saying, “Dude, you got
any V-bucks?”

“No, I need a taco,” Sir Tacohead responded, annoyed.

“Ahhh, a true meme warrior! I see,” said the Meme Sorcerer, snapping his fingers. Suddenly, he
conjured a weird image of Shrek holding a burrito and said, “To pass my test, you must survive this
meme.”

Sir Tacohead squinted at the screen. “Bro, I survived 2016 memes. This is nothing.”

The Meme Sorcerer nodded in approval, “You may pass. But remember: when you reach the Taco, only
the crunchiest shall survive.”
“Yeah, whatever. Lancelot, let’s roll.”

The Second Trial: The Land of Unclear Google Maps Directions

Next, Sir Tacohead and Lancelot found themselves in the Land of Unclear Google Maps Directions,

a place where every single street sign was confusing, and no one knew which way was north. It was

here they met the Guide, a man in a hoodie who looked like he had lived through 15 “I’m lost”
memes.
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“Yo, you need directions to the Legendary Taco, huh?” he asked. ﬁ y

“Yeah,” Sir Tacohead replied, “We’re lost, bro. Just take us there already.” \»
The Guide looked them up and down. “Alright, to reach your taco, go straight, then turn left at the y
giant meme of a dog wearing sunglasses. If you hit the portal to 2014, you went too far.” < 3

Sir Tacohead stared. “What? Bro, this doesn’t even make sense.”

Lancelot the Cat meowed in existential dread. The Guide just shrugged and tossed them a packet of hot
sauce. “Good luck, fam.”

The Final Trial: The Taco Temple

After what seemed like a decade of getting lost, miscommunicating with people, and dodging an
alarming amount of questionable food trucks, they arrived at the Taco Temple. The taco was there,
sitting on a golden plate, surrounded by ethereal light and a chorus of angels singing “Taco Tuesday”.
Sir Tacohead approached the taco, his heart racing. He reached out, but before he could touch it, a voice
boomed from the sky: “Who dares approach the Legendary Taco?”

“I, Sir Tacohead, do!” he declared, looking around to find the source of the voice.

Suddenly, the Taco itself spoke, “Ye who seeks the power of the Legendary Taco must answer this question:
What do you meme?”

Sir Tacohead scratched his chin. “Is this... a trick question? [

“NOPE! Just a regular meme test!” the Taco interrupted. ““You must choose wisely or the Taco will become
expired.”

Sir Tacohead thought for a moment and then, with the confidence of a man who had watched far too many
Vine compilations, shouted, “I’m once again asking for your financial support!”’

The Taco blinked.

Then, it did a backflip, and the voice of destiny said, “You have passed! Enjoy your Legendary Taco... with
a side of extra guac!”

And so, Sir Tacohead devoured the Legendary Taco with gusto, realising that true power didn’t come from
mythical quests or cool sword fights it came from memes, cats, and tacos.

Moral of the story:

Life is short. Eat the tacos. And remember: when in doubt, just hit ‘em with the meme.

Sporacus 3.0

Musa Haseeb | VII b

Sportacus 5.0, which happens once a year, is one of the best events in Faisalabad. It includes many games
like football, cricket, basketball, table tennis, and badminton, as well as physical activities like Squid Game
and scavenger hunts.
. In Sportacus, we participate in activities from 8 AM to 6 PM, and after that, from 7 to 9 PM, it is
/g( concert time. This event lasts for three days: Friday, Saturday, and Sunday.
It includes many categories for different age groups: under 13, 17, 19, 21, and 25 years. It is an
’ outstanding and refreshing event, so we all
should experience it at least once. Students are
very excited, and teams and schools also
participate. There are many food stalls, and people |
come to take pictures.

studying and exams.
Everyone should make the most of this
opportunity!




A memorable aip I went on: N

Shafay Amir | VII b y\»
At 6 a.m., I left my home and reached d
school, and at 7 a.m., we left for
|| Islamabad. My friends and I sat in the
| last seats. We brought many snacks
with us on the bus. During the trip,
. we listened to our favourite songs.
) After 2 hours, we reached Bhera, and
Y there we had a 30-minute break to do
whatever we wanted.

After the break, we went on the buses again.
Then we watched our favourite movie.
While we were watching the movie, we
reached Islamabad at the Khewra Salt
Mines. We came off the bus and went inside. There was so much salt that even the water had salt in it. To get
to the other end of the tunnel, we walked about 15,000 steps.

From there, I bought some stuff and also ate ice cream. Then we stepped onto the buses and started our
journey back to Faisalabad. After 2 hours of driving, we stopped and ate food at Hardees. After eating, we
had dessert and then hopped on the bus. After 1 hour, we reached Faisalabad. On our way to Faisalabad, we
danced to the songs. This was my favourite trip.

How (0 Play I'oothall
Abdullah Zia | VII b
Football is one of the hardest sports to master. It’s been 7 years since I ¢
started to play, and I’ve played in many tournaments 12 in total winning
7 of them. I have a tournament on the 21st and 22nd, then an all-day
tournament on the 23rd. As an U14 player, I would like to give
you tips on how to be the best in your category. ¥
The first and most important thing is your physicality. '@
Without it, you can’t play any sport, especially football. If
you want to learn, some easy drills are shooting alone by
kicking the bottom of the ball. You should also do ONE-
TOUCH PASSING with a person or against a wall it
~ will make you better. To learn the best, you 4
/g( should play in an academy. You should start
A barefoot and later on buy some cleats.
After learning all that, the most important §
thing is confidence. If you play with zero
confidence, you have no way of making yourself better. My
tip: never call yourself the best. It will make you overconfident
and will likely make you lose. Trust the whole process.
I hope and pray for your success. I hope you will understand the tips I gave. To all the young boys
dreaming of making it pro, good luck!
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\o More Happity Ever Afier h\ y

Ibrahim Faisal | VII b y

Once there was a boy named Jack who lived with his mother. He was a bad boy. He sometimes stole
things, like money, etc. Jack and his mother had an old cow that wouldn’t give milk anymore. So one
day, Jack’s mother told him to go to the market and sell the cow.

He was on his way to the market when suddenly a man stopped him. He asked him, “Where are you
going with this old cow?” The man told him that he would buy his old cow. So the boy happily said,
“Ok!” The man gave him some shiny green magic beans. He took the magic beans home and was
happy to show his mother, but when he showed her, she scolded him and threw the beans out the
window.

Jack slept, and when he woke up the next morning, he was amazed to see a giant beanstalk. It went all the
way up to the clouds. He was curious, so he climbed up the beanstalk and saw a path that went to a huge
castle. He went to the castle and knocked at the door. A lady opened the door. She was the tallest human Jack
had ever seen. Jack rudely said, “Give me food!” But the lady welcomed him in instead.

The lady made food for him, and he ate all of it. Suddenly, he heard a huge stomping sound, he hid in the
closet and saw a huge giant. The giant ate the food and then said to the lady, “Bring me my hen!” So the lady
brought him a hen. The giant politely said to the hen, “If you want to lay eggs, then please lay eggs.” The
hen happily laid a golden egg. Jack was so surprised and had an idea. After the giant and the lady went away,
he climbed up the table and took the hen with him. The hen screamed and cried, but it was too late.

He took the hen and came back to his house and told his mother. His mother was very happy. He then took
his hen out and forced it to lay eggs. The hen laid three eggs, and the boy sold them for a good price. Later
that night, he heard someone singing. He went out to check and looked around him, but he saw nothing. He
then noticed that the singing voice was coming from above him. So he climbed up the beanstalk and went to
the castle. No one answered, so he climbed in the window and hid in the closet. He saw the giant with a harp.
The giant politely said to the harp, “Please sing a song for me.” Jack again had an idea.

When the giant slept, Jack took the harp with him. The harp cried, but again it was to no avail. Jack
took the harp with him, and the giant woke up and followed Jack. Finally, the giant took Jack to his
castle and ate him for lunch because he was a cruel boy.
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Deep Talks vs. Lit A
| Parties ol

|| Friendship is an essential part of life, yet people
often debate whether it is better to have a small circle
of close friends or a large social network. Both have
their merits, but the preference depends on individual
priorities and lifestyle.
A small circle of close friends allows for stronger, more
meaningful bonds. These relationships provide a sense of
trust and security, as close friends are often there in times of
need. However, the limited number of connections may
restrict opportunities for meeting new people or broadening
: perspectives.
In contrast, a large social network provides variety and exposure to different ideas. While these relationships
may lack depth, they can be helpful for professional growth or social exploration.
Ultimately, finding a balance between quality and quantity may be the most fulfilling approach.

Not a Hero

Harram Nawaz | VII b

Thirteen-year-old Lily had always dreamed of meeting her favourite actor, Robert Downey Jr. Winning a
contest to guest star on her beloved TV show, ‘Starlight Predators’ felt like a dream come true. Excitement
bubbled inside her as she arrived on set, eager to meet her hero.
But behind the scenes, things weren’t so glamorous. The crew rushed through rehearsals, the actors seemed
distant, and whispers of tension filled the air. RDJ himself was cold and distracted, snapping at the director
during filming. Lily’s heart sank; her idol wasn’t who she expected.
After the scene, she approached him, her voice soft.
“You don’t have to be like this,” she said. For a ?
moment, his facade cracked. “It’s not what you think,
kid,” he confessed, his eyes filled with a
/g” surprising vulnerability. “This world is a lot —>
harder than it looks.” i 1
;, Lily realised that even stars had their ‘@» ‘
struggles. Fame and success didn’t shield
them from the pressures and complexities of \Z‘Q\Z {
life. Her dream might have lost some of its g |
sparkle, but she gained a new understanding: '
Even heroes have hidden depths.




My Happy Place LN

S
Ishal Idrees | VII b ﬁ

The cafe, nestled on a rainy street corner, was a haven of warmth and comfort. Condensation clung to
the windows, blurring the outside world as rain gently trickled down the glass. Inside, the aroma of
freshly brewed coffee mingled with the sweet scent of chocolate and cookies, creating a welcoming
embrace for those seeking refuge from the dreary weather.
Soft light spilled from lanterns perched on wooden tables,
casting a warm glow on the cozy interior. A few
patrons gazed out the window, lost in g
contemplation as the rain painted streaks on the 48
pane. Quiet conversations murmured like a
gentle stream, punctuated by the clinking of
mugs and the soft clatter of cutlery. -
Behind the counter, a barista expertly crafted #
steaming beverages, a friendly smile gracing
their face. Lush green plants adorned the #
shelves, adding a touch of life and vibrancy to
the space. Time seemed to slow down within
the cafe’s walls, offering a respite from the hurried
pace of the outside world. In the cafe’s gentle embrace,
worries faded, and a sense of calm settled over all who
entered.

When the Curain Falls

Rameen Adeel | VII b

Lisa was a huge fan of the comedy show, “Lovely Runner” and had always dreamed of being a guest star or
host. One day, she received an invitation to the show and was flabbergasted.
As soon as she arrived, she realised that things behind the scenes were very different from how they appeared
on TV. After the shoot, she was excited to meet her favourite actors. However, she was surprised to see two
of her favourite characters, who played a great team on-screen, arguing over a line. She was further taken
aback when she witnessed a female actor, Lee-Ji-eun, being mean and disrespectful to the staff over a cold
coffee.
7 Lisa was astonished by the behaviour of the people behind the scenes and the difference between
/g( their on-screen and off-screen personas. When she finally met her favourite character, Cheridol, the
main comedian of the
show, he had a serious
expression and only
gave her a side hug without
a smile. This experience
made Lisa realise the true
nature of the people behind
the show.
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I'm Not Lazy. I Just Need a Longer
Weekend (4

Haddi Haroon | VII b

Imagine having an extra day to relax, spend time with
family, or pursue hobbies. A three-day weekend would
improve life for everyone, especially students. First,
an extra day off would help us rejuvenate. School can
be stressful, and by Friday, we’re often tired. A three-
day weekend would provide more time to rest, reducing
stress and helping us return to school refreshed and ready to
learn.
Second, we’d have more time for family and fun. Many
parents work long hours, leaving little time for family
activities. With a three-day weekend, families could enjoy
trips, games, or simply relax together, strengthening bonds
and creating happy memories. Finally, an extra day off would
allow us to explore our interests, whether it’s playing sports,
7 painting, reading, or learning something new. Having more
: : - @ free time would help us grow as individuals and discover our
passions.
In conclusion, a three-day weekend would benefit everyone. It would reduce stress, bring families closer,
and give us time to pursue our interests. Let’s make our weekends longer and our lives better!

The P10s and Cons of’ Online and
Traditional Learning

M. Bin Bilal | VII b

Online learning offers distinct advantages over traditional schooling. In online classes, we enjoy the comfort
and convenience of learning from anywhere,
catering to those with busy schedules. Engaging
digital materials enhance the learning experience.
_ However, online learning presents
/g( challenges like increased opportunities for
cheating and potential disruptions due to ~
7 technical difficulties. Internet connectivity *
issues and lags can hinder understanding =«
and lead to missed information.
Traditional schooling fosters a sense of
community and social interaction. We can enjoy gl
time with friends, engage in games and rees
activities, and benefit from direct interaction ‘—‘33’
with teachers, facilitating immediate 9‘-
clarification and a deeper understanding of
the material. However, traditional
classrooms can be challenging for s
introverts, who may struggle to participate
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actively. Additionally, some students may find traditional lessons boring, hindering their focus andﬁ y
retention.

Ultimately, the ideal learning environment varies depending on individual preferences and learning
styles. Both online and traditional schooling offer unique advantages and disadvantages. The key is to -
choose the approach that best suits each student’s needs and helps them thrive academically and
personally.

The Fall of the Giant: A Classic Tale Retold

Ameer Zeeshan | VII b

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Jack who lived with his mother in a small cottage. Their only
possession was a cow that provided them with milk. One day, the cow stopped giving milk, and Jack’s
mother told him to sell it at the market.

On his way to the market, Jack met a farmer who offered to trade his cow for five magic beans. Jack, being
naive, agreed and returned home with the beans instead of money. His mother was furious and threw the
beans out the window.

The next morning, a giant beanstalk had sprouted from the beans. Curious, Jack climbed the beanstalk and
found himself in a magnificent castle. Inside the castle lived a giant and his wife. The giant’s wife, feeling
sorry for Jack, gave him some food.

While the giant’s wife was away, Jack spotted a hen that laid golden eggs and a golden harp. He decided to
steal them and ran back down the beanstalk. The giant chased after him, but Jack quickly chopped down the
beanstalk with an axe. The giant fell and was never seen again. Jack and his mother lived happily ever after
with the golden eggs and the harp.




Quality v8. Quantity

4
Hareem Waqas | VII b °

Friendship is a fundamental aspect of human existence, yet the ideal approach to fostering friendships
remains a subject of debate. Is it preferable to cultivate a small circle of close-knit companions or cast
a wider net for a more extensive social network? The answer, as with most things in life, is nuanced
and depends largely on individual preferences and circumstances.

A tightly knit group of close friends offers a sense of belonging and deep emotional connection. These
relationships, built on a foundation of trust, loyalty, and shared experiences, provide unwavering
support during life’s inevitable ups and downs. Close friends celebrate our triumphs, offer solace during
setbacks, and provide honest feedback when needed. However,

limiting oneself to a small circle may restrict exposure to
diverse perspectives and limit opportunities for personal
and social growth.

Conversely, a large social network offers a broader .
range of experiences and interactions. These -
connections, while often less intimate, can introduce us "
to new ideas, cultures, and opportunities. A diverse
network can be invaluable for career advancement,
exploring hobbies, and expanding our understanding of g
the world. However, maintaining a large network can be
demanding, and these relationships may lack the depth
and emotional intimacy found in close friendships.
Ultimately, the most fulfilling approach likely lies in finding a
balance between these two extremes. Cultivating a core group of trusted
confidants while remaining open to new connections allows us to
reap the benefits of both deep, meaningful relationships and a wider
social sphere. This balanced approach fosters both
personal growth and a sense of belonging, enriching our <" <.
lives in countless ways.

The Midnight Meow

Hajra Ahsan | VII

. At 10:30, it was time for my cat Blaze to eat his food. But when
7 1 called him, he didn’t come. He was quite plump, with golden
fur and blue eyes. He was very cute and even had his own small
cat house. But when I checked inside, he wasn’t there. I was
scared. I looked outside and saw some footprints. I followed them,
hoping each step would lead me to Blaze.
As I followed the footprints, I found a note. It said that Blaze was
with someone, and if I wanted him back, I had to solve a puzzle.
My heart raced as I read further. There was another note with a
puzzle that said, “I am at the place where you can see coffins.”
The footprints ended there, but then I realised that coffins are
found in graveyards. I rushed to the graveyard, and it was true!
I was so happy to find my cat Blaze. I took him back home.




I wondered who had done this, but then my parents told me they had set up the puzzle. Theyﬁ v
explained that they wanted to teach me responsibility because I can be careless sometimes. That’s \»
why they had done this. y

Blood and Thunder

Mustafa Magbool | VII b

One ordinary afternoon, [ heard thunder on a sunny sky. |
wondered what was happening, but suddenly the doorbell
rang. As I approached the door, I felt an urge to punch
someone. | opened it, and a muscular man walked in. He
smelled strongly of fresh blood. He made himself
comfortable on our couch before dramatically introducing
himself in his best Mortal Kombat voice, “I am Ares, God of
War.”

The atmosphere around him became tense, perhaps because |
looked like I was going to punch him. In any case, he told me this
was only a warning.

He told me to look away, so I did. Then he transformed into
# something, and then he was gone.

. 1told my parents about this, and my mom turned pale. She told
me that [ was entering a dangerous life filled with monsters. |
didn’t understand, but she told me that more was yet to come.

Fooprines in the Night

Syeda Fiza Zahra Zaidi | VII b

I was scared! What if some animal jumped in front of me? That thought alone scared me. Then I noticed big
footprints, which frightened me even more. I saw a black
cat nearby but my cat was white (a Persian).
I looked around and suddenly felt something white rush
past me. I checked around the bushes, but she was nowhere
to be found.
After an hour of searching and walking, I finally saw
/gfr smaller footprints. I was sure they belonged to my
cat, Lily.
, The first clue was the fur, and the second was the
footprints. I followed the trail of clues and soon saw
a small bush moving and rustling.
I went over to check and it was my cat!
I was so delighted. It had been a desperate search, and I
was overjoyed to finally reunite with my beloved pet.
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The Price of a Seciet Power N

4

It was a normal day at school.

I was heading to my lunch break with my friends. I ate my
lunch, and there it was my favourite treat:

My pack of gummy bears. I loved them.

I ate one, and all of a sudden, my head started spinning,
and I fell down. My friends rushed over to help me, and
one of my close friends said, “I hope you’re okay!”

But then I could hear her voice laughing though she wasn’t
laughing out loud.

It hit me: Do I have the power to hear people’s thoughts when
they’re lying?

I'was so excited to find out the truth. [ asked my best friend for a
pen, and she said it was her last one.

But my powers told me otherwise:

“Why would I give my pen to such a filthy person?”
My heart broke. I was completely shattered.

I thought my day couldn’t get any worse, but then I went home.
I asked my mom if the new dress I bought looked nice.

She said, “You look beautiful in it.”

But her thoughts said:

“Oh, it’s so ew. How can she wear it? I don’t even care about
hens?

I was devastated that my own mom could think that way.
At first, I thought this was a gift. But actually, it was a curse causing me heartbreak with friends and family.
I learned that my best friend thinks I’m a “filthy little girl,” and my mom, whom I loved the most, didn’t
even care about me.

That day, I realised that in this world you could trust no one and you should always be aware of the truth,
even if it’s your best friends or your own family. In this world, no one is truly yours.

Minahill Salman | VII b
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Behind the Cosmice Curain 0 y

Hareem Saleem | VIIb

The day I got the call, I y b

1 swear [ levitated. “Guest

- =

star on Cosmic

12

Crusaders my voice

cracked, barely a whisper.

' It was all I had ever

""\; imagined. I had memorised
every episode and knew every

line and quirky alien species.

| Reality was going to be ten times
better or so I thought. I was
| happily packing my bag on my

way to the set but when I reached

there I got to know that things
behind the scenes were odd. The set felt small. The colourful characters on the screen were dull and dusty
close up, like a forgotten poster left to fade away. My heroes, the actors, were not the jovial space explorers.
They were tired, fired, bickering, and snapping. The lead, Captain Nova snapped at me when I mixed up a
line. The magic was gone and was replaced with a bitter, hollow feeling. My heroes were not who I thought
they were. I wanted my room, my comic books, my safe, and my escapist world back. But then, during
Lunch, a kind older woman with silver braids confided in me. She told me about the pressure, the long hours,
and the struggles to bring these characters into real life. She reminded me that the heroes needed a break.
That day, I learned a valuable lesson: sometimes the magic is in the effort and the passion, even if it looks a

/ﬁ' little rough around the edges. I re-shot the scene and even added a line, and it worked. When the

episode finally aired my family understood the whole thing.

How I Won and Lost 10 Billion Dollars

Ibrahim Yasir | VIla

It all started on Friday, September 9th, 2008. I, Sheikh Qasim Ibn Abdul Razzaq, a wealthy Arab
entrepreneur, was having fun with my friend, Sheikh Al-Abbas Ibn Murser. We had just returned
from a shopping spree where we bought a handful of Lamborghinis and a dozen Rolexes just our

everyday purchases. Abbas and I were spending our leisure time in our 5,000,000 square foot
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mansion, using our customized iPhone 14 Pro Maxes (keep in mind this was the year after the y
first iPhone was released). Abbas and I had almost identical wealth, but Abbas was always a bit \»
sharper than me, utilising his mind and investments to multiply his wealth. So, one day, I challenged y

him to a spending competition. We decided to donate to charity organisations because we were

generous.

I started off strong with a 1 billion dollar donation to UNICEF and a 50 million dollar donation to the
WWE. But Abbas came back strong with multiple 2 billion dollar transactions

until his card was declined. It turned out that one of the

companies he invested in went
bankrupt, and he lost all his
money. Then, I made the
biggest donation of all: I
donated 10 billion dollars to
him and saved him, which showed
my generosity. This also meant that [
won the competition and am

officially richer.
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Checkmate in the Shadows % @y

Arham Munawar | VI b y

Arham was a super chill guy who
loved football and chess. He’d play
football with his friends every day,
pretending to be Cristiano Ronaldo,
scoring goals, and showing off his
skills. And when he wasn’t outside
kicking the ball, he was inside playing
chess, thinking of the best moves to win.
Life was simple, and Arham was living it.
One day, Arham’s family moved to this old,
big house at the edge of town. The house
was huge, but kinda creepy, with old creaky
floors and rooms that felt super quiet. It was
a little spooky, but Arham didn’t mind. He
was excited about having a big backyard to
play football and a nice spot inside to set up
his chessboard.

But soon, things got real weird. Every night
after he was done playing football or chess, Arham started hearing strange noises around the house whispers,
footsteps, and sometimes even the sound of things moving by themselves. At first, he thought it was just the
old house making weird noises, but then it started happening more and more. It felt like something or
someone was watching him.

One night, after finishing his chess game, Arham heard a voice. It whispered THE GOAT’S NAME,
“Cristiano.”

He turned around real fast, but there was no one there. He was like, “Okay, whatever, this is weird.”

But then the voice came back, even louder, saying, “Checkmate.” It sounded like the voice knew exactly
what was going on with his game.

So, Arham ran into the living room to get away from the weird vibes. He turned on the TV, and guess what?
It started showing an old football match with Cristiano Ronaldo. It felt like a total crazy coincidence, but
deep down, Arham knew something was off. Was it a dream? Or was someone or something really messing
with him? Whatever it was, it felt like he was stuck in a horror movie.
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Something Under |V
My Bed '

Naveera Qamar | VI a

One spooky night, my family and I were having
dinner. After finishing my meal, I headed to my
room, got into bed, and scrolled through my phone
for an hour before finally drifting off to sleep.

At exactly 3 AM, I woke up to strange echoing noises
coming from under my bed. The lights from the TV lounge
flickered, casting eerie shadows on my walls. But
something was wrong the colour of my room’s walls had
changed. A chill ran down my spine.

I wanted to scream, “Mama! Mama!” but stopped myself
when [ remembered I had my phone. Desperately, I
grabbed it only to see the screen flashing:

ERROR ERROR ERROR.

Confused, I tried resetting it. When it turned back on, all
my apps were gone except for one unfamiliar, creepy app.
My hands trembled as I tried to turn on the flashlight, but before I could, the phone suddenly died. It had
been fully charged. Heart pounding, I pressed the power button, hoping it would turn back on. Instead, the
screen glitched and showed:

ERROR ERROR ERROR.

Then CRACK! My phone screen shattered before my eyes. I could no longer hold it in I was about to scream
“Mama! Mama! Mama!”

But just then, a familiar voice broke through the terror.
“Naveera! Naveera! Wake up! It’s school time!”

I gasped, eyes snapping open. My mom stood beside my m
bed. It was just a dream... or was it?

Guardians of’ the
/&, Green: A Call for
Reforesation

Azaan Amir Kamal | VI b

Since ancient times, man and trees have been the two
major creations of nature. In his prehistoric days, man
turned to trees and plants to collect the things vitally
necessary for his existence. Since that time, man and |
trees have been interdependent, though man is more x
indebted to trees. Man’s experiences of the last §§2
century have taught him that trees and plants are the
key factors to striking a balance in the ecosystem.
Hunger for agricultural land, hunts for timber, and %%
the necessity for cheap fuel caused massive f
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forest is destroyed every year in the world. About 10.000 species of biodiversity are already lost. So, y
the Earth Summit of Rio de Janeiro, in 1992, gave us a dangerous signal.

The forests contain a vast gene bank of animal species and crops. In order to combat pollution and
replenish the depleting oxygen, afforestation is a must. We require forest land equal to one-third of the
total land area. At present, India has about 28% forest land. So, replanting has been taken up in right
earnest. Bana-Mahotsav is held every year for replanting in the rainy season.

IS playing Roblox better than playin
()utcl())or g(}ames‘? Y e

Hareem Taimur | VI a

deforestation. The tropical forests, once the nerve centre of this planet, covered 15 million sq. km v
of the Earth’s land surface. A third of it has already been destroyed. About 1,00,000 sq. km. of \»
<

Roblox is totally better than playing outdoor games — and here’s
why!

First of all, in Roblox, you can do whatever you want without
worrying about getting sweaty or muddy. Additionally, in
Roblox, you can fly, teleport, and drive a car that somehow goes
500 miles per hour without even needing a helmet. And who
needs a soccer ball when you can zoom through the sky in
Roblox?

Outdoor games are great and all, but Roblox helps you upgrade
your fashion using “Dress to Impress,” where you can challenge
people through different themes and vote for them based on
their outfits and fashion sense. You can build houses of your choice in Bloxburg and earn money by doing
jobs such as pizza delivery, making burgers, and preparing fries. Isn’t it fun sitting on your sofa and doing
different jobs and chores?

However, outdoor games provide essential physical benefits by promoting exercise, improving health, and
encouraging face-to-face social interactions. Playing outside allows children to connect with nature, develop
teamwork, and build stronger physical and mental health. The key is balance while Roblox is great for
entertainment and creativity, outdoor games are important for staying active and healthy.

A Glanc's Tale
/ﬁ’ Innaya Hamid | VI a

7 The children used to play in the giant’s garden after school. It was a large garden with soft green
grass. In the garden were beautiful flowers that looked like stars, and there were peach trees all over
the garden. In the spring, they turned into delicate blossoms. In the springtime, they bore rich fruit, and
when spring came, there was a boy who was very poor named Jack, waiting for a giant peach to fall. The
giant’s father did not like Jack, as he would steal all their food. One time, the giant’s father chased Jack
all the way to his home.
One day, after Jack stole some food again, the giants took Jack’s mother and father and told Jack to bring
them a golden egg, and then, and only then, he would let his family go. Jack searched for a golden
egg but could never find one. One day, Jack stumbled upon a town hidden in the forest. There, the
people were like ants, and the animals were like giants.
Jack began to live in the crazy town until he stumbled upon a huge chicken. Jack decided to take the
huge chicken into his house. He named the chicken Jill. But he didn’t know that the chicken could
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lay golden eggs. Thenﬁ y
L

Jack went to his work in
the crazy town. When he
came back, he realised that /
the chicken had laid a huge
golden egg. But there was one
problem he did not know how
to take the egg to the giant’s
house. Jack tried to use his
only wheelbarrow, but it
broke, so he was very puzzled
about how to take it to the giant’s
house. Then Jack thought he could
take it on Jill’s back. But again,
there was another problem he didn’t
know how to get the egg on Jill’s
back. Jack tried to get the townspeople to help him, but none of them would help him.
Defeated, Jack went home. But on the way home, he saw a very beautiful girl whose name was Lily. She was
willing to help him. They both tried and tried to get the egg on Jill’s back, but Jill was too tall, and it would
take more than two people to get the huge egg on Jill’s back. They both started putting up posters saying
whoever would help them would get a reward of $100. Soon, many people were outside of Jack’s house.
They all were willing to help him. Thankfully, they got the egg on Jill’s back. Jack and Lily set off to the
giant’s house.
When they reached the giant’s house, there was another problem. The giant’s house was up on the clouds,
and there was only one way to get up there. The only way was to climb up a tree. And Jack and Lily couldn’t
climb up the tree while holding a huge egg. Then, suddenly, Lily had an idea. “Why don’t we make a lever,
which we could put the egg in and safely take it up to the clouds?”
But they didn’t have money to buy the supplies for a lever because they had given all their money to the
people who helped them get the egg on Jill’s back. Soon, they stumbled upon a man who was willing to get
them the supplies, but there was a twist Jack would need to give all the money back to him when his mother
and father were free from the giant. But if he could not repay him, the man would get to kill Jack. Jack agreed
to this.
But Lily knew he couldn’t pay the money back to the man, so when she learned that Jack agreed to this, she
was devastated because, over the time she spent with Jack, she grew to like him. The man said he would get
all the supplies shipped to them by tomorrow.
The next morning, when Jack and Lily woke up, they saw that all the supplies had been shipped to
/g” them. Seeing this, Lily became even sadder. Jack and Lily agreed that they would start building the
lever the next day.
, The next day, they both woke up early in the morning. They used Jill to move all the supplies around
and to start building the tower. After one month, they had built the lever, but there were three guys
who were trying to steal the egg from them. Jack was already injured because of the guys. They had
attacked Jack at night when he was sleeping to get the egg, and Lily was also badly hurt by them.
Jack and Lily decided to take the egg up into the clouds as soon as they woke up the next day. It was not
hard to take up the egg, as they both needed to push the egg into the cart. After two to three minutes of
struggling to get the egg into the cart, they finally managed to do it. After that, they both climbed the tree
and started pulling the rope to get the egg closer to the clouds. After three hours, the egg had finally
reached the top. They pushed the egg out of the cart and started pushing it toward the giant’s house.
When Jack got to the giant’s house, he saw his mother and father in a cage and a giant scaring them.
His mother and father looked very weak, like they had not eaten for months. Jack screamed at the
giant, “I have brought you a golden egg! Set my mother and father free!”
The giant agreed and took the golden egg, but then he smashed it and said, “I will never set your
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mother and father free!” Q v

Jack shouted, “We had a deal!”
Jack knew that the giant would do something like this, so he brought some of the townspeople with ﬁ
him. They all started to attack the giant while Jack ran away to find the key. Out of the corner of his v
eye, he saw the key to his mother and father’s cage. He grabbed the key and ran to the cage. He opened
the cage and set his mother and father free.

Lily was waiting outside. She was very distressed because of all the commotion inside the giant’s
house. When Jack came out with his mother and father, Lily ran and hugged them.

Two years later, Jack and Lily got married, and they lived happily ever after.

Sophie’s Advenue

Khadija Igbal | VI a

There is a river called the Amazon River. It is really big,
and you can see small cities at the front of the river. You
can use boats to go to different places. You cannot drive
your car because there is no space.
There were really big trees. But now, they are cutting the
trees down and burning them because they take up too
much space in the Amazon Rainforest. They should not
do this because it is not good for the animals and humans.
I always wanted to visit the Amazon Rainforest in Brazil
with my friend Anna. One day, we decided to go there for
our summer holidays. We both went to the airport and set
off on our adventure.
When we arrived at the Amazon Rainforest, we felt really
hot. It was extremely humid, and it rained all day, making
everything wet and sticky. When we stood beneath the
trees, it felt like being under a giant umbrella because of
the thick canopy of leaves.
We saw many beautiful flowers, but one, in particular,
smelled terrible. It is called the Rotten Flower. It was
huge and had a strong, unpleasant odour. My friend felt
sick after going near it. However, as we walked further,
we saw many different types of flowers in shades of pink, blue, yellow, orange, and red. The scenery

/g” was breathtaking.

, The Amazon River flows through the rainforest. It is massive, and you can see small cities along its
banks. Since there are no roads, people use boats to travel from one place to another. My friend and
I took a boat to explore the other side of the rainforest.
There were countless insects, including flies, ants, red ants, and bees. As we looked into the river, we saw
enormous fish. They looked frightening as they swam through the water.

The rainforest was filled with towering trees, but unfortunately, many are being cut down and burned to
clear space. This destruction is harmful to both the animals and the environment. It is something that
should be stopped to protect nature and our planet.
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The Lost Spaceship % /

Manha Shahid | VI a

g

One day, three best friends Jake, f ®
Mia, and Leo were exploring a
strange planet when they found
an old, rusty spaceship half-
buried in the red sand. The ship
was huge, with broken windows
and a door that creaked open by
itself.
“This is so cool!” Jake said. I
don’tknow about this,” Mia whispered.
“It looks abandoned... but what if
something’s still in here?”’
Leo grinned. “Only one way to find
out!” He stepped inside after Jake, and
Mia sighed before following.
The spaceship was dark and cold. The
walls were covered in strange symbols, and wires dangled from the ceiling like vines. The air smelled like
metal and dust. As they walked down the hallway, their footsteps echoed.
Suddenly, a loud BANG came from behind them.
“What was that?!” Mia gasped, spinning around.
The door they had come through was shut. Jake ran back and pressed the buttons next to it, but nothing
happened.
“We’re locked in,” he said, his voice shaking.
Leo swallowed hard. “Let’s keep going. Maybe there’s another way out.”
They walked deeper into the ship, their flashlights flickering. They passed empty rooms with broken chairs
and shattered glass.
It looked like something had left in a hurry... or had been taken.
Then, they heard it. A low, scratching sound.
Sccrraaatch... sccrraaatch...
Mia grabbed Jake’s arm. “We are not alone.”
From the shadows, a shape moved. At first, it looked like a person, but as it stepped into the dim light, they
saw it wasn’t human at all. It was tall and thin, with long fingers that ended in sharp claws. Its skin was pale
and stretched tight over its bones. It had no eyes, just two dark empty holes.

The creature opened its mouth, revealing rows of needle-like teeth.

Jake screamed. “RUN!”

They sprinted down the hallway, the creature was crawling after them on all fours, moving faster than

anything they had ever seen.

“There!” Leo pointed to a hatch at the end of the hall. He yanked it open, and they jumped inside just
as the creature lunged.
They tumbled down a slide and landed outside the ship in a pile of sand. The hatch slammed shut behind
them.
Breathing hard, Mia looked back. The ship was silent again, as if nothing had happened.
“Never,” Jake panted, “doing that again.”
Leo grinned. “Maybe not today... but that was awesome.”

Mia groaned. “You’re the worst.”
As they walked away, the ship’s door creaked open again just a little.
And something inside was still watching.

<
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The Whisper in the Awic % y

Narmeen Shams | VI b

It was a stormy night when Clara decided to stay p L]
at her grandmother’s old house, a place she hadn’t
visited since childhood. The house always felt
alive in the worst way its creaky wooden floors
and shadowed corners seemed to hum with
unseen energy. As the rain lashed against the
windows, Clara tried to lose herself in an old
book. But her focus shattered when she heard it:
a faint, deliberate creak from above. The attic. No
one had been up there for years, not since her
grandfather passed away. Her heart quickened, but she
told herself it was the wind or the house settling. Still,
curiosity gnawed at her.
Summoning her courage, Clara grabbed a flashlight
and climbed the narrow staircase leading to the attic.
Each step groaned beneath her weight, and the air grew
colder, carrying a faint metallic tang. When she pushed
open the attic door, the hinges let out a mournful wail.
Dust hung thick in the air, illuminated by the weak
beam of her flashlight. She swept the room, taking in
forgotten trunks, cobwebbed furniture, and an old
rocking chair in the corner. It moved. Slowly,
rhythmically, as if someone unseen was sitting in it.
Clara froze, her breath catching in her throat. Then
came the whisper. Soft at first, almost drowned by the
rain. “Clara... why did you leave me?”’
The voice sent chills down her spine. It was her grandfather’s gravelly tone. Tears pricked her eyes as guilt
welled up inside her. She had stopped visiting after he passed, unable to bear the memories. Now, the
whisper grew louder, tinged with sorrow and anger. “You forgot me.” The rocking chair creaked faster, the
motion more violent, and the air around her seemed to thrum with energy. Clara stumbled backward, her
flashlight flickering erratically. A sudden thud behind her made her spin around, but there was nothing there.
When she turned back, the rocking chair was still, yet the oppressive feeling of being watched weighed
heavily on her.
/gfr Clara didn’t wait to find out what would happen next. She bolted down the stairs, her pulse pounding
in her ears. As she reached the front door, she glanced back one last time. Through the attic window,
she saw a faint, ghostly light and the silhouette of her grandfather. His hollow eyes seemed to follow
her, filled with a mixture of longing and despair. The storm howled as she fled into the night, vowing
never to return to the house that had become a prison for the restless spirit of the man she had loved
and left behind.
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An Amazing Story Of an Amazing

Panda 4 i

Retold by Azaan Amir | VI b

Once upon a time, there was an Albino leopard cub
abandoned whose name was Tai Lung. He was
" abandoned until he was found by Master Shifu in
a crate filled to the brim with turnips. He was
eating them, looking like an innocent soul with his
blue beady eyes.
Then, when Master Shifu saw him, he took him in,
M thinking he was a pure bundle of joy, though he wondered
= how he got into his package of turnips. Master Shifu
trained the young Tai Lung for many years until he
learned the finest art of martial arts. During this time, he
met Master Oogway Master Shifu’s master, a turtle, the
Dragon Master.
. Tai Lung, after growing up, asked for the position of
| Dragon Master. Master Oogway consulted with Master
5= Shifu. He told him that he sensed an evil presence within
~ Tai Lung. Master Oogway went to break the news. He
said to Tai Lung, “After careful consideration, [ have DECIDED... no.”
“What do you mean, ‘No’?” Tai Lung replied.
Tai Lung stormed out of the house and never returned.
Fast forward ten years, and the Dragon Warrior was being chosen. Tigress was the main candidate, but when
she was about to be chosen, Oogway was going to decide by pointing at her. Po came, sitting on a chair made
of fireworks, and landed in front of Tigress. He was chosen as the Dragon Warrior.
Master Shifu said that Tigress should still be the Dragon Warrior. Master Oogway replied, “Something never
happens for no reason.” Oogway was hellbent on the idea, but Master Shifu was not happy with Po being the
Dragon Master, though he agreed at some point.
Master Shifu took Po to the Dragon Sanctuary. He told him to get the scroll on the ceiling. Po was not tall
enough to reach it. Master Shifu told Po to come with him to talk to Oogway. He went with Master Shifu to
meet Oogway, who told him to train in the mountains until he did not get distracted for the entire day and
meditate on the rocks. It took him trial and error, though he completed the mission.

-, He was in the mountains for the entirety of December and was sad for missing New Year, though he
/g( still met Shifu, who trained him in the obstacle course with Mantis, Monkey, Tigress, and Snake.
They completed the obstacle course with ease, but when it was Po’s turn, who was not so agile, it was
" extremely hard for them not to laugh. Snake even let out a little chuckle, but eventually, he made it
and trained there for about two years.

During this time, Master Shifu went to meet Master Oogway. There was one notable time on the ledge
of the mountains when Master Oogway said, “I leave Po to you,” and jumped off. Master Shifu let out a
tear and was about to let them all out. He seriously thought of committing harakiri, but first, Po thought
they were ready. He took all of them on a boat, heading to defeat Tai Lung, whereas Tigress was still
practicing the techniques of the Iron Fist and Iron Body.

Po asked what she was doing. She shrugged him off, and Po learned it too.

They reached Master Tai Lung and fought him on a not-so-sturdy bridge above a canyon. Master Tai
Lung broke one end of the bridge. However, with Monkey and Snake’s combined efforts, they were
able to retreat and fight him there. And they did fight.

First, it was Master Shifu. The battle was legendary, but he lost not his life, just the battle, not the war.
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Po had seen the contents of the scroll and fought Master Tai Lung, whose first words upon meetingﬁ v
him were, “What are you going to do? Sit on me?”’ \»
Po replied, “Yes.”

He sat on him, then stood up on the bowls on his side, using chopsticks. He put the scroll in one of v
them, moved them around, and got the pinky in his hands. He did it once again, and Tai Lung got it and
read it. [t said...

“A story about a panda.”

It did not say anything else, just a mirror.

Po replied, “The secret is you.”

Then, he hit him with the ultimate technique Skadoosh.

The Thiee Sisters

Manha Shahid | VI a

Once upon a time, there lived three sisters. Hareem, who
grew up to be a rich and successful doctor. Naveera, who
grew up to be an actress for famous Hollywood movies.
Inayah, who grew up with nothing and was very poor.
Their mother had been very sick while they were growing
up. Hareem and Naveera had no care for her and were
very selfish, while Inayah stayed by her mother’s side the
whole time.
Hareem and Naveera stayed in touch with each other
when they moved out. They both completely forgot about
Inayah. Their mother, who was very close to dying, could
barely speak, walk, and breathe. Inayah always used up
the last of her money to pay for her surgeries.
One day, she had no money left and decided to call her
sisters for help. Hareem said,
“Just let that old hag die. She has no good use.”
Inayah’s heart shattered. She had never thought her sister
could be so heartless.
She called Naveera, hoping that she would send some
money. Naveera said,

“No, no! I am not giving any money to you. Just leave her to die!”

Inayah’s eyes started to water. How could they do this?

Later that night, their mother passed away. Inayah was heartbroken.
7 As the law said,

“The person who is on the will has full permission to take money from the siblings.”
As Inayah looked at the will, she was amazed to see her name written there.
The moral of this story is: ““You get treated the way you treat people.”




A Glimpse into the World of* 3030 Vi

Ibrahim Furrukh | VIa .

The world in 3050 will likely be a vastly different place from what we know today, shaped by technological
advancements, environmental shifts, and societal evolution. By this time, humanity could have fully
integrated with advanced Al and robotics, leading to a society where human physical limitations are bypassed.
People may live longer and healthier lives thanks to breakthroughs in biotechnology, gene editing, and
nanomedicine possibly even achieving near immortality through the elimination of aging and disease.
In terms of the environment, the Earth will have undergone significant changes. If current trends continue,
climate change may have drastically altered global weather patterns, with rising sea levels flooding coastal
cities and possibly creating entirely new geopolitical realities. However, it’s also conceivable that humanity’s
efforts to mitigate climate change through geoengineering, renewable energy sources, and sustainable
practices may have reversed some of the damage, enabling a more balanced coexistence with nature.
/g” Urban landscapes will have evolved into highly efficient, eco-friendly megacities, powered by clean
energy and designed for sustainability. Transportation will likely be dominated by self-driving electric
, vehicles and even flying cars or hyperloop systems, enabling instant travel between continents. These
cities will also be connected through an intricate network of Al, creating an almost seamless
interaction between humans and machines.
Social structures may have transformed as well. The division between physical and digital worlds will
be increasingly blurred, with people spending much of their time in immersive virtual environments,
experiencing life through augmented reality (AR) and virtual reality (VR). Education, work, and
entertainment will likely be redefined by these technologies, giving rise to a new global economy based
on knowledge, creativity, and digital goods.
In a world where space exploration has likely flourished, colonies on the Moon, Mars, or beyond
could exist, further expanding humanity’s reach. These off-world settlements might form their own
unique societies, serving as a testament to humanity’s resilience and ambition. The world in 3050
promises to be a blend of opportunity and challenges, driven by the inexorable march of progress.




Tians of’ Time: The Rise of’ a \ew P
Kingdom ’

Nail Sulaiman | VI b

It was a cold and shivering day for the time
travelers that had come back 200 million years into
the past. They had come from the year 2200 with
high-tech, advanced technology that could craft
anything in a matter of seconds. The people who had
traveled back were Anna, the mother of Julia; Bob, the
engineer; Andrew, the creator of H.E.A.V.; and Julia, who

' could talk to titans. Julia was a mute child, but when

someone or something spoke English, she would

understand.

@ They had come back in time to exterminate the titans that

W they believed had ruined this world. While they were

£ sleeping, Julia was too scared to sleep because she feared

that if no one was awake, they would get crushed by a

mysterious titan named Gojira, also known as Godzilla,

and a monkey more than 300 feet tall named King Kong,
who had a broken tooth.

While awake, Julia saw King Kong and tried talking to him. King Kong used sign language and said, “I want

to find my home. I am very lonely.” Julia used sign language to reply, “Don’t worry, we will help you find

your home.”

Anna woke up and immediately started screaming, which scared King Kong away, and he ran off. Julia,

using sign language, said, “MOM! Why would you do that?”” Anna replied, “I thought he was trying to kill

you.” Julia frowned and didn’t talk to her mother for a while.

Meanwhile, the mythical titan Godzilla was taking a nap in the ocean until the humans tested a nuke on him.

This powered Godzilla up, and he felt a wave of suffering and crying below him in Hollow Earth. Godzilla

knew it was time to get ready for another battle of the ages. He woke up and traveled far and wide to

Greenland, where he fought another creature from the ocean called Tiamat a long water creature with a body

filled with a pink aura.

Godzilla decided that he wanted to obtain that aura and fought Tiamat while still feeling sleepy. Tiamat
started with a slash of water created by his tail and wrapped around Godzilla, but Godzilla became
enraged.He escaped, grabbed Tiamat’s head, and ripped it off. Godzilla then took all the remains of

Tiamat, which contained the pink aura, and absorbed it.

7 Back in Hollow Earth, Andrew grabbed his H.E.A.V. along with Bob, Anna, and Julia, and they

explored the area. They found King Kong showering in a waterfall, but King Kong tried to run
because he was scared of Anna. Eventually, King Kong accepted them as part of his tribe. Bob, the
engineer, noticed that King Kong’s tooth was broken, so he replaced it with a metal tooth and gave Kong
an iron fist.

Suddenly, they heard a loud, hollow cry in the distance and immediately went there. King Kong smelled

something familiar he sensed that another ape was nearby. He found a red handprint matching his own,
and when he pressed it, the H.E.A.V. and King Kong fell through, landing in some kind of underground
kingdom. What he saw, he would never forget again more of his kind, thought to be extinct.

More Apes!

Kong tried to communicate with them, and all they said in sign language was, “We have been used
as slaves to build a kingdom.” Then, another red-looking ape called Scar King appeared. He had a tail

vy
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and a head resembling Godzilla, and he was riding on some type of Godzilla-like creature that% y
walked on all fours.

Julia realised something about this beast it looked like the mother of all titans, Shimu, a frozen titan
that had once used its powers to cause the first [ce Age. While Kong was paralyzed, Godzilla arrived, v
unleashing his blue atomic beam, shattering everyone’s eardrums. As he landed, he accidentally broke
the H.E.A.V., and Andrew groaned, “The H.E.A.V. was the worst creation I ever made.”

Then, Andrew called his co-worker at the Monsterverse lab and told him to send The B.E.A.S.T., the
best creation he had ever designed.

Godzilla and Kong forgot about everything they had done in the past and charged toward Scar King
and Shimu. Scar King summoned all his slaves to fight King Kong and Godzilla, but they refused and
instead helped Godzilla and Kong.

Godzilla unleashed his atomic breath while Kong pulled out his axe, flew into the air, and struck Scar
King, knocking him out completely. Shimu and all the enslaved apes were finally free.

Godzilla and Kong emerged victorious, claiming this place as their new kingdom.

The Prediction

Shahmeer | VI b

Once, I was sitting at a racing event with Qasim, [
Muhammad, Abid, Tyrone, and Jamal. We were all |8
watching the race when I got a strange feeling. Suddenly, I
felt dizzy and saw a vision where a bright flash of light
covered the stadium. One by one, people started
disappearing. First, Qasim, then Tyrone, then everyone else
except Muhammad. But then | saw another flash, and
everything happened exactly the same way again.
I panicked and told everyone to leave, but no one listened § (¥
to me. However, when a sudden burst of light appeared in @
the sky, some people managed to escape. The scene was
surreal, and I couldn’t believe what was happening.
Once we got out, we were in shock. I looked around and @
realised Tyrone was still inside. We all started searching for §
him, but he was nowhere to be found. Just then, a strange
metallic object floated down from the sky, and one of the
people we had just escaped with suddenly changed his eyes
glowed, and his voice became robotic. It was as if he had become something else entirely.
When I went to work the next day, [ saw Jamal and Muhammad acting strangely. They were arguing
over nothing, and suddenly, Muhammad placed his hand on Jamal’s shoulder. In an instant, Jamal’s
, face flickered, and he changed his appearance was no longer human. I was frozen in fear.

At that moment, I received a call that more people had started changing in the same way. It was
happening everywhere.
As the days went on, | contacted a scientist who studied extraterrestrial events. He told me that this
phenomenon was called osmosis transformation an alien force was slowly taking over people, turning
them into something else. He warned that unless I found a way to stop it, I too would eventually be
changed.
In the end, it was just Abid and me who remained unchanged. We had managed to avoid direct contact
with anyone. While traveling on a plane, a person suddenly stood up and warned, “They are here.
You must leave before it’s too late.” I thought he must be mistaken, but before I could react, he and
his friends blocked the exit, refusing to let me go.
Then, the plane’s lights flickered, and I saw it another glowing figure appearing in the aisle. I turned
to Abid, and we both realised what was happening. We had to find a way out before we, too, became

<
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part of them. ﬁ y

Thinking quickly, we remembered something from the scientist’s research. The aliens could only \»
detect people by their energy signals like tracking a heat signature. If we could disguise our energy, y
we might be able to escape. “ ¥

Abid and I ran to the cargo hold, where we found emergency thermal blankets. Wrapping ourselves in
them, we lay completely still, lowering our body temperature. The glowing figure scanned the plane
but hesitated when it reached us. After a tense moment, it moved on, unable to detect us.

When the plane landed, we stayed hidden until we saw an opportunity to sneak away unnoticed. We
knew this wasn’t over the aliens were still out there, changing more people. But at least, for now, we
had escaped. The question was: how long could we stay hidden before they found us again?

Hachiko A Faithfid Dog

Abdul Wadood | VI b

In the 1990s, a man lived with his dog, named Hachiko, in the
city of Japan called Tokyo. Hachiko was a great dog and was
very loyal to his master. The man used to do a job in another
city and traveled by train. Whenever he left his home to catch
| the train to go to work, Hachiko followed him to the train
| station and waited there until he returned every day.
-, After a few months, he fell ill and was advised by the doctor
. to take sick leave from his office. He didn’t pay much attention
to it and began to work again shortly. One day, while working
in his office, he had a heart attack and died on the spot.
Unaware of the fact that his master would never return home,
Hachiko kept waiting for him. The family members of the
man tried to take the poor dog home, but he kept fleeing
= toward the train station, hoping that his master had arrived
" there. This continued for the next twenty years. Without
missing a day, Hachiko kept going to the station and stayed
there the whole time until the day this extraordinarily loving and faithful dog died.The people of Tokyo
acknowledged his loyalty and built a statue of him in the city center.

_ My Favourite Childhood Memory

Aayat Tauseef | VI b

My favourite childhood memory is when my family and best friends threw me a surprise birthday
party for my eleventh birthday.
It was a Saturday morning, and I had planned a brunch with my family since my friends told me they
were unavailable. [ woke up early, around ten AM. As soon as [ woke up, I went to my parents’ bedroom,
where [ was greeted with hugs and birthday wishes from my parents and siblings. I was then told to get
ready for the brunch at my grandparents’ house. I got ready as quickly as I possibly could, and we went
to my grandparents’ house.

I was not expecting any surprise at all. When we arrived, my older brother, Aayan, told me that I had
to wear a blindfold. I thought to myself, Why would I possibly need a blindfold? What was going to
happen? Was | going to get attacked, or would I be surrounded by presents? I was then led into the
house, where I heard heavy breathing. You couldn’t see it on my face, but [ was scared.

I then took off the blindfold HAPPY BIRTHDAY'! all my friends and family screamed as loud as they




could without their voice boxesﬁ y

2 breaking.
I was absolutely flabbergasted! [ was ﬁ
then sprayed with snow spray by my v
friends and cousins. After that, I was
told to cut the cake, which looked like
| it came straight out of a fairytale. It
/ g was three-tiered, a beautiful baby
B9) pink colour, heart-shaped, and
@ covered with buttercream frosting.
Everyone sang Happy Birthday, and
we enjoyed the moist red velvet cake.
My friends then told me to open all the
N presents. I opened them one by one and
was so incredibly grateful that I said the
words thank you at least a hundred times. After that, we played many, many games, such as musical chairs,
dancing statue, and pass the parcel.
After all the incredibly fun games, we went to watch my favourite movie, The Justice League, in my
grandparents’ in-home cinema. We made such good memories, shared funny jokes, and laughed until we
couldn’t breathe.
I still have so many hilarious and sentimental photos from that day saved on my phone. When I look at them,
I can remember exactly how, when, and why we took them. That day was a day I will cherish until the very
last day of my life because it was filled with so many emotions and wonderful memories.

A Fool and IHis Forune A1e Soon Parted

Ibrahim Khalid | VIa

Once upon a time, there was a poor boy who struggled daily to find enough food to sustain himself. One day,
he heard a rumor about a rare lizard that, if caught and sold, could fetch a prize of $500. Though this amount
was barely enough to turn his fortunes around, it ignited a spark of hope within him, and he set out to find it.
The boy searched high and low, investigating warm, sun-drenched areas where lizards typically thrived.
Weeks turned into months, and his determination began to waver. Yet, he pressed on, refusing to let despair
take hold.
Finally, he decided that the dense jungle nearby might hold the key to his success. With his ragged bike
creaking beneath him, he ventured into the depths of the forest, fueled by a mix of hope and
desperation.
Hours passed as he combed through the greenery, the sounds of the jungle enveloping him. Just as he
, was beginning to think he would leave empty-handed, he spotted it the elusive lizard resting on a
sun-drenched rock. His heart raced as excitement coursed through him. But as he lunged to grab it,
the wily creature darted away, far quicker than he anticipated.
Despite his repeated attempts, the lizard evaded his grasp, slipping through his fingers like sand.
Frustration mounted, but the boy was driven by a fierce adrenaline rush; he had come too far to give up
now. Suddenly, the lizard disappeared from sight, vanishing into the thick underbrush just as swiftly as it
had appeared. Panic set in as he searched desperately, convinced he would never find it again.
In his desperation, he recalled a warning he had heard: lizards could eject venom when threatened. In
an unfortunate turn, the moment he got too close, the lizard released a spray of venom, hitting him
before he could react. The world around him blurred, and he soon found himself in a hospital bed,
struggling against the effects of the toxic substance.
Lying there, he realised that his quest for wealth had nearly cost him his life. As he recovered, he
reflected on his journey what had begun as a desperation for money had turned into a profound lesson
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in gratitude. He understood that the true value of life lay not in riches, but in the appreciation of what he
already had. From that day forward, the boy embraced a newfound perspective, cherishing each moment and
recognizing the wealth that comes from resilience and gratitude.

A Clever LEscape!

Zayan Saeed |Vla

The huge crocodile opened its jaws wide, ready to snap up anything in its path. Tommy and Lily, two
adventurous siblings, stood frozen at the edge of the swamp, their hearts pounding with fear. They had
wandered off the man trail and now found themselves face to face with the menacing reptile.
Tommy whispered to Lily, “We have to be brave and think fast, Lily. Let’s remember what Dad had taught
us, staying calm in dangerous situations.”
With that, Lily took a deep breath and began to back away from the crocodile, signalling Tommy to do the
same. The crocodile lurched forward, but they managed to stay out of its reach. Thinking quickly, Tommy
7 grabbed a long stick lying nearby and started hitting
/g( the ground with it, creating a distraction. 8
, The noise startled the crocodile, giving Tommy y
and Lily enough time to run back to safety.
They scrambled up a tree, hearts still racing
but finally safe from the crocodile’s biting
jaws.
As they caught their breath, Lily said, “We did it,
Tommy! We outsmarted that crocodile
together.” Tommy nodded, grateful to his
quick-witted sister by his side. With the
newfound courage, they carefully made
their way back home, ready to tell their AN
thrilling tale of survival. '
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It Can't Be a Real World! Vi

EesaAli| VIa - ¥

Lying on my bed one night, I was about to sleep when
I heard an eerie sound. It was a creaking noise coming
from something hollow underneath my bed. It was late
at night, so I didn’t want to wake up the entire house
with my noisy activities while exploring the source of
the sound.

However, my intrusive thoughts were really annoying me,
so I finally gave in and gently picked up the bed and slightly
moved it to the other side. Even the slightest movement
mattered at that time. I checked carefully and knocked on
every part of the floor until I saw this odd piece of wood. It
did not resemble the other pieces rather, it was broader and
looked like a door!

I opened it, and a huge cloud of dust came rushing toward
= my face. I passed through it somehow. Soon I found it to be
l another world full of spirits. The spirits looked frail, pale, and
frightened. Then, some of them approached me and begged
me to fight the evil forces.

They were very weak, so I decided to help them. I gathered
an army of strong and good spirits. [ geared up and marched
toward the battleground, where the evil forces were slashing
and tearing apart the weak ones.

I took them on, one by one, slaying their army with the
katana. I was surprised to see how much support I got from
the good forces. After many hours of excruciating fighting, it
was finally over with the victory of the good forces.

I became the hero in their world and received the “Man of
Honour” title from their king. I also had a statue of myself
made from gold and shining red ruby it was a treat to see my
statue standing in honor of my bravery.
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Bapst Sidhiwa English Essay Writing Competition Q v
4
A Stlent World

Mehneel Rehman | VIII b

“Mehneel, hurry up! Come down for breakfast!” my
mother screamed from the kitchen. I went downstairs
and had my breakfast. I don’t know why, but there was
an unsettling feeling that took over me. I grabbed my bag
and sat in the school bus. That’s when I noticed something
| very unusual no one on the bus was making noise, and the
% roads were unusually quiet and peaceful.
I attended school, but nothing interesting happened. Everyone
was busy in their world, and the silence felt strange. It was
an ordinary Wednesday morning when the world suddenly
fell silent. No buzzing phones, no glowing screens, just an
eerie, unnatural stillness. I was growing uneasy. No one was
communicating with anyone else.
All of a sudden, I was lost in thought when I heard the doorbell.
™ [ opened the door and found nothing but a piece of paper that
= read:

“Al has taken over the world and will provide a life where
people can live peacefully without communicating with each
other.”

My jaw dropped. [ was shocked by this new reality.
I took my bicycle and rode outside. I was horrified by what
I saw. Everyone was behaving the same way, repeating the
same actions. Robots were selling food on carts instead of
human vendors. I felt frightened. I knew I had to end this, or
at least escape it.
It was Wednesday, and our neighbours usually sent us
something sweet to eat. But no one sent anything. Even my
family wasn’t acting normal. My mother sat on the couch doing
nothing but operating a robot that helped her in the kitchen.
# The only person who seemed unaffected by the spell of Al was me. I was scared at first, but soon a
sense of responsibility took over. I had to find a solution. The first thing that came to mind was taking
, everyone back in time. That’s when | remembered my grandmother’s antique clock.

She once told me, “Mehneel, one day you’ll need this clock and that day, you’ll have the chance to

do something great for your people. Future generations will thank you.” I hadn’t understood what she
meant then, but it all made sense.
I went into the old attic. Dust has filled the air. I began looking for the clock. When I found it, it was
covered in thick layers of dust. [ twisted the keys just the way my grandmother had shown me. Suddenly,
the walls fell away, the floor opened, and a flash of bright light surrounded me. Everything changed.
I found myself standing in a garden. I could hear babies crying and women gossiping. That’s when

I realised. I was back. I was standing in our community park. The people who had once been silent
were now talking excitedly.

In that moment, [ understood I had done something nearly impossible. That day, I learned that nothing
is impossible if you just think outside the box and give it your very best.
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Revival P

Muhammad Ibrahim | VII b y

A crisp summer morning, the alarm beeped and whooped. I smashed the alarm, liberating me from that
actively annoying and disgusting screech. I hopped out of bed and realised today was the school
football game. I got ready swiftly and dashed towards the field. Summer, keep in mind that this was

the summer I did absolutely nothing.

I grabbed my skateboard and cut through alleys and backstreets, using various shortcuts to reach the

football field. I felt as if [ was darting through alleys when I stumbled upon a peculiar and intriguing
key. It was not bigger than a tennis ball but was extremely intricate.

My curiosity piqued; I completely forgot about the book at hand and embarked on a quest alone to find
where this key fit. Early on in my quest, I found where this key fit: in the old town library. The library had
an assortment of books and was the biggest and most popular library in the whole country. And in 2007, the
library closed because of some reports about mysterious hovering materials, objects, and frightening rattling
coming from within the walls. Thinking about this made adrenaline rush through my body. Even though |
am one of those nerdy kids “at school,” I had a knack for doing otherworldly and adventurous quests. [ went
skydiving from 20,000 ft at the young age of 15!

I gradually unlocked the door (because I loved creating suspense) and unlocked the medieval doors, which
made a creaking noise. My first look inside the library gave me the chills, but nevertheless, I bravely stepped
inside. The door shut behind me. Now there was no way to escape, so [ went on. Right in front of me was a
dim candle, flickering and playing on my eardrums. And I was sure it was a witch. Out of nowhere, a hooded
figure came to me, and my heart started racing. When he took off the hood, I recognised the figure; it was
my “Larry,” best friend Ali, who got lost while discovering the library. He told me about the witch and how
he enslaved him. Luckily, he learned a few spells, giving us a chance against the witch. We decided that we
were going to defeat this stinky witch so that we could re-open this prestigious library back to the world and
restore reading and literacy back to our city. We prepared for the battle, then the witch came, and a heart-
pumping showdown started. The fight was really very intense, and at times we almost lost. But in the end,
we won the nail-biting fight, and once we shared the story with the mayor, he awarded my friend and me
honorary medals. The library was re-opened, and the love for reading was restored in our town. This quest
will remain etched in my memory forever.
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The Fanwastical World

Aayat Tauseef | VI b

On an early Thursday morning, I had just moved into my new house. As I was unpacking, I remembered
that I should change the sheets of my bed. I went into the master bedroom that was going to be my
bedroom. As soon as I entered the bedroom, I saw a bright light coming from underneath my bed.

I did not waste a second to push the bed aside and see where this bright light was coming from.
There was a portal it was huge, and it had a metallic texture. So many thoughts ran through my mind:
Should I jump in? Should I leave it? Or should I tell the seller?

I decided to jump in. I jumped and fell on my back pretty hard, but wow what is this place? I exclaimed
with joy. There were plants made from candy canes, chocolate, and caramel. Creatures had a bright,
shining, and colorful fire. I got up and realised that it was like our world but more vibrant, colorful, and
fictionally perfect.

There were people, but they had wings transparent and shimmery. It was as if [ was in a fairy world. The
people looked as if they were enchanted teachers. One of the fairies came over to me and said in a high-
pitched voice, “Hello! Welcome to Candyland!”

I was left speechless, with my mouth wide open. The fairy introduced herself and said that her name was
Lana, and that she was the princess of Candyland.

She introduced me to the strange creatures and other fairies. They had guards who had strange appearances
a mix of a lion and a unicorn. The princess took me to the palace. It was humongous and floating on green
clouds. The palace was painted purple. They even gave me food and treated me like [ was one of them.
They were so kind and even gave me a pet. It was the cutest creature a mix of a cat and a unicorn in one. It
could even grant me wishes! I named her Snow since she reminded me of snow she was very, very white.
It is safe to say that instead of my house, I might just live there. I went back through the portal with Snow
and kept everything a secret from my friends and family. I would go there all the time and make as many
friends as I could possibly make.
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The Day I Rescued a Plincess! R J 04
Muhammad Ibrahim Umair | Vb ﬁ

One day my mother asked me to bring her handbag “
from the cellar. I did not want to go at first. But I
reluctantly went there to fetch that handbag. The
cellar was quiet, dark and moist. I found the switch
and turned on the light.

The cellar was not well maintained. It was full of
dust. I started looking for the handbag here and
there. Suddenly, I found a strange-looking door. I
was curious to know what that was for. I tried to open
the door, but it was stuck!

Then I noticed a magic spell hanging by the side of the
door. I cast the spell and the door opened with a creak!
There, on the other side of the door, what I saw sent a
strange sensation down my spine. It was dark and gloomy,
and I could hear a painful cry. Whoever it was, it was
asking for help. I was afraid but I started working towards
the noise.

It was of a beautiful princess who was locked up in a cage.
I helped that princess and set her free. The princess awarded me with tons of gold and a magical power to
fly. It was unbelievable and exciting at the same time.

The Day I Learned an Impor@ant Lesson!

Zara Babar | Vb

A few days ago, it was the weekend and [ was just chilling in my room watching something on Netflix. But
then, my mom came to my room and said that she was going to her friend’s house and told me, “You are
going to babysit your sister while I am gone. Make sure to take good care of her.”
Then she left and I just ignored what she had said. I went back to my movie. After two or three hours, Safina
came into my room and told me not to go into her room. I said, “Okay!” She played there for a little while.
Then she said she wanted a snack. I just ignored her again. [ was too focused on the movie to listen to what
she was saying to me. She went into the kitchen, grabbed an apple from the fridge, washed it and brought it
-, back to me.

/g( She asked me to cut it into slices. But I wasn’t answering, so she decided

to do it herself. She went into the kitchen, grabbed a very sharp knife

" and instead of cutting the apple, she accidentally gave herself a cut

on the finger!

She screamed so loudly that I ran to the kitchen and saw her finger

bleeding. I washed it, but it didn’t stop bleeding. Then I had to call my

mom. She came home and looked at the cut. She carefully cleaned

it. Then the reality hit me and I ran to see why Safina told me not

to go into her room.

When 1 opened the door, my mouth dropped to the floor

to see all the mess of the crayons on the walls. My mom

was angry at me, but she advised me not to do it again.

So now, I pay more attention to my sister instead of just

ignoring her. That day I learned about the importance of

being responsible.
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wimessing A Tornado! ﬁ\ y
Zara Omer Pervez | Vb ﬁ

It gets dark when a tornado is coming. The wind starts howling, lightning comes through the top of

the dark clouds. Many houses collapse during the storm.
When the tornado hits, people start running, rushing
to safer places without breaking a sweat. You can see
random stuff flying with the strong wind in the tornado.
The tornado gets wider and wider. Babies get scared
and cry. Thunderstorms get louder. Clouds become
darker and darker. Then, the tornado gets as big as a shark.
It starts crashing houses and many other places. The ground
tears apart.
Everyone’s stuff gets lost and damaged. Cars are damaged,
and many accidents happen when the trees break and fall on
the roads. Many kids witness the tornado for the first time in
| their lives. Glass windows shatter, and lightning roars like a
| lion. It rains heavily. Then, gradually, it starts to die out. It
. stops raining, and things calm down a little, but it takes many
~ days for life to get back to normal.

A Friend That Lives in My Diawers!
Haleema Ahmad | Va

I was roaming around in my beautiful backyard. The weather was windy and the grass was freshly mowed.

The fresh, juicy fruits were hanging from the trees, and the flowers were blooming and spreading fragrance
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everywhere around me. Everything was awesome. Q y
Suddenly, I saw something shiny hiding in the bushes. I took it out and it looked like another moon \»

which was pastel coloured. I swooshed it out of the bushes and realised it was an egg! “A weird- °

looking egg!” I wondered.

I took it to my room. At once, it started cracking. In a few minutes, the egg was completely cracked

and a dragon appeared. “So, it was a dragon’s egg?” I screeched in excitement. It was a baby pink
dragon, and it was as small as a newborn baby of a human. It was really lightweight. Its horn wasn’t

sharp, but it was really cute and was twisted like a marshmallow. Its hair was smooth and its tail was

long and clean. Its eyes were as blue as the sea.
I took it to my bed to sleep with me. It purred contentedly and slept peacefully with me. The next day, it
woke up and started crying. It seemed as if it was hungry. So, I baked some chocolate chip cookies for him.
He quickly ate them all, and then I took him outside for a walk. Then we came back home and I realised that
my mom wouldn’t let me have an animal and that she was going to be really mad if she saw him.

Later that day, my mum came back. So I hid it in my drawer and it actually fit in perfectly! So now, I have

a secret pet who plays with me and lives in my drawers. No one knows about it. It is my own little secret.

Walking in My Sister’s Shoes

Zahra Gul | Va
N A (N

-~

~

L (

./

B I woke up and was so excited because I had planned a whole picnic with my friends. I went to the
washroom. when I looked in the mirror, I screamed as loud as I could. I had changed lives with my
| sister!

Now, you must be wondering how I got stuck in such a sticky situation. Let me tell you. Last night,
I had a massive fight with my sister over who should sit in the front seat. We both fought and fought.

Then my mum said, “Your sister is older than you, let her sit in the front.” I was very angry, so when
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we got home late at night, I looked at the moon and wished to change lives with her because Iﬁ y
thought she had such an easy life. \»
My wish had been granted, but because of this, my whole picnic had to be cancelled since I couldn’t y

go out looking like this (like my sister). I went to my sister’s room and woke her up. She got so

frustrated when she found out what had happened because she had a big test.
She gave me her clothes to wear, and I told her what to wear. Then I went to her school and I was late.
Of course, [ had to be late. Her teacher was very serious and right after I reached school, I got scolded.

Her big exam started, and | knew nothing. It was so confusing. [ wrote nothing, and then during lunch

break, her friends started talking about a trip I knew nothing about!
After that, a girl came to me and started bullying me, so I threw a sandwitch at her face, and this is how the
day passed. When I got home, I was so frustrated and went to bed. I was so exhausted that I fell asleep in
less than five minutes. The next morning, I woke up and everything was back to normal. I felt so relieved. I

realised that my sister didn’t have it easy either.

Ali and the Hidden Tieasuie

Zoya Rameez | Va
Once upon a time, there was a boy named Ali who lived in a small village in northern Pakistan. Ali loved

listening to stories about hidden treasures. One day, he overheard an old man telling his friends about a
treasure hidden in the mountains of Swat by an ancient king.
Ali got very excited. “I am going to find that treasure!” he decided. The next day, Ali packed a bag with
some food and a water bottle and set off for
the mountains. He walked through forests
and fields until he reached the foot of the = =
mountains. As he climbed, he found a shiny
key under a rock. “This must be a clue!” Ali
thought.
After a long climb, Ali saw a cave behind a
waterfall. Inside the cave, he found an old
chest. He used the key and the chest opened!
But instead of gold or jewels, there
¥ were old books and maps.
Ali smiled. The treasure wasn’t gold.
» It was knowledge and secrets from
the past. He took the chest back to
his village and shared what he had
found. Everyone was amazed by the old
stories and maps. From that day on, Ali |
became known as the boy who found the
greatest treasure: Wisdom!
Moral: Sometimes, the real treasure
is the knowledge and adventures that
we have.
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The Magical Pencil

Soha Asim | Va
As soon as [ picked up the pencil, I felt a strange

tingling sensation in my fingers. I couldn’t wait to
test the magical powers of this pencil. I started by
drawing a simple house, and to my astonishment, it
materialised before my eyes!
I was a bit thrilled and scared. Next, I drew a cute - ;
puppy, and it jumped off the page, wagging its tail
and licking my face. I was overjoyed, but then things
started to get a bit out of hand. I drew a massive castle
and it appeared in the middle of my neighbourhood,

causing a commotion. People were also confused. I -

tried to draw a beautiful garden, but I realised [ needed
to be more careful with my creations.

I started to think more critically about what [ wanted to bring to life. I drew a solution to the garden problem:
a gentle, magical pruning tool that kept everything in balance.

As the days passed, I learned to harness the pencil’s power. I created amazing things - a sustainable energy
source, a machine that turned plastic waste into art, and even a device that helped people communicate with
animals. However, with great power comes great responsibility. I had to be mindful of the consequences of
my creations and make sure they didn’t harm others or the environment.

One day, I decided to draw a wise mentor to guide me. And so, a kind, old sage appeared, offering valuable
advice on how to use the pencil’s magic for the greater good. From then on, I used the magical pencil to make

the world a better place, one creation at a time.
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The Lost Diagon U

Shazmeen Faisal | Va

CRACK! I heard the noise. I was just playing

throwball in my backyard with my sister. I went
and checked under the bushes. It was a strange, |
giant egg. | asked my sister what it was, and she
said it looked like a baby dragon was hatching out -
of that egg. I could only see its eyes. They were 3
very big and the colour was garnet.

After lunch, [ went back and it was fully hatched. It

gave me a big smile. I brought it some water and a

dragon fruit. The next day, my sister yelled, “Where
is the dragon?” My mother asked, “What dragon?” "
My sister and I explained everything to her. My
mom said, “It’s fine, next time don’t hide anything
from me.” We said, “OK.” We went to another room. My sister said that the dragon was lost. We looked

around the neighbourhood. I could not find it. I even put up posters but I never found it again.

Toy Shop

Ayana Siddique | Va

I had been saving money for months to buy a special item I had my eye on. When the day came to make the

purchase, I excitedly headed to the store and ran to the aisle. As I browsed the shelves, I found the doll and
excitedly went back home.

/gq I quickly discovered that the doll was haunted. The doll stared back at me as if she was about to eat

me! [ went back to the shop to exchange the doll I had bought. The shopkeeper shook his head and

said, “No exchange allowed.” I sadly took the doll with me. The doll jumped out of my hand and
started running. When I called her back, the doll looked at me, came back, took my hand and started
walking along with me.

She said, “Take care of me or you’ll regret it.” With terrible fear, I started to walk. I was so sad that [ had
spent all my money on a piece of haunted trash that couldn’t be exchanged. I think the shopkeeper
himself was scared of the doll. The doll went home with me and said, “I don’t like this house, get
a new house for me or I’ll erase you.” I told her that I couldn’t get her a new house because I didn’t
have money.

Then, she tried to rule over the world. I had to think of a plan to defeat this thing. Quickly, I called
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my friends from Toy Story to come help me defeat Cookie Mookie, the doll. They quickly arrived and came
up with a plan. After a tough battle, we finally defeated it. Relieved but shaken, I made a promise to myself:

I would never step foot in that toy shop again!

Should Snakes he Rept as Pets

Hamza Saleem | Va
It’s scary, it hisses, can you guess what it is? It’s a snake! Many people keep cats, dogs, rabbits and even birds

as pets, but some people love the idea of keeping a snake as a pet. There are many pros and cons to discuss.
Pros:
1. Easy to Keep: Snakes eat once a week and we &
don’t need to spend hundreds of dollars to buy them
food. They groom themselves and require a @
small place to live.
2 Allergy-Free: They do not have fur, ;
7 feathers or small hair on their bodies, so they j
are allergy-free. They are hypoallergenic, so
you’re good to keep them if you’re allergic to
pets.
3. Cute and Loving: You don’t have to take ?
them everywhere you go because they don’t miss !
you. They can get attached to you in some cases, fi
though, and might love to be handled.
4. Quiet: They are quiet. If your
neighbour does not like the loud noises of
dogs barking or cats meowing, they won’t be
bothered by the hissing of your snake. [&
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1. Hard to Keep: Even if you need to feed them once, they eat lizards, bird eggs and frogswhich would ﬁ
be hard for you to hunt small animals and they always live in a specific environment. They can die of v
cold. So, you need to make the room hot in which you can keep them. If you go to feed them, they can
bite you.

2. Bad for Health: Reptiles carry a virus called Salmonella, which can harm you. Reptiles are very
dangerous, and doctors advise not to keep reptiles as pets. If you have a child less than 5 years old,
do not keep a reptile as a pet.

3. Snakes are Dangerous: Larger snakes like Aanacondas or Boas can squeeze you to death. Venomous
snakes can bite you to death. If you forget to feed them, they can swallow you.

What do you think?

There are advantages and disadvantages of keeping snakes. What is your opinion on this?

BOOR Gone Missing!
(Newspaper Report)

Hamza Saleem | Va

A day before yesterday, I was sitting in the local library. A
mysterious man came into the library. He asked the librarian to
give him some valuable books. The librarian refused to issue
the books to that man.

The man started to shout. Immediately, the librarian
called the security. During that tussle, his partner stole
those books from the library. The guards controlled the .§
situation and asked that man to leave the library. He
left, and everything went back to normal.

After some time, the librarian came to know that one of those

valuable books was missing from the rack. At once, he

called the guards to catch the culprit. The guards

/g” searched the whole area but couldn’t find the

person. The librarian then called the police

s and told them everything. The police have
been trying to find the thief.
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The Ancient Deadly Cave Vs

Muhammad Mustafa Shahbaz | [Va 7

Once, long ago, my friend Ali and [ were hiking
on a mountain in Northern Canada. The trail
was covered with rocks and mud. As we moved
forward, Ali suddenly noticed a cave and
shouted, “Stop!”

When I heard his scream, I ran to him and asked,
1 “What happened?”

| He said, “I saw a mysterious cave.”

“Let’s check it out,” I suggested.

“Okay,” he agreed.

4 So we went close to the cave. As I stepped into the
cave, a chill ran down my spine. It felt like something
was watching me. Ali felt the same. As we went
deeper, I spotted old, damaged bones and animal eggs
scattered around. Suddenly, I heard a terrifying sound.
Ali was exhausted, so he decided to stay outside and
rest at the camp. I continued forward, but when I
turned around, my jaw dropped, and my heart raced. I
froze as two large glowing blue eyes stared back at me. A massive ice dragon came out from the darkness.
Before it could see me, I quickly hid. Then, I saw the cave’s exit and realised that if the dragon left the cave,
the heat would kill it. Thinking fast, I grabbed a rock and threw it at the dragon. While it was distracted, I
seized the opportunity and ran back to Ali. We escaped safely, but I will never forget that mysterious cave
in Canada.

Lion. the Majestic Ring of’ the Jungle

Abdul Wahab Fahad | [Va

The animal I find most interesting and fun to learn
about is the great lion. It is my favourite
animal because it is fast and brave.

Lions are known as the kings of the jungle. As

7 carnivores, they love to hunt deer and other
prey. A lion’s power and strength make it one

of the most dangerous animals in the animal

kingdom.

Just thinking about lions makes me smile. They are

majestic creatures with smooth, fluffy fur. That’s

why the lion is my favorite animal.
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The Hiking Advenuuie and the Ghosily Lion ﬁ»

Abdul Wahab Fahad | [Va

A few days ago, my friend and I went on a hiking

trip. When we reached the mountain, we saw a

beautiful view and a few people hiking. It was

my first time hiking, but my friend had gone

before with his parents.

When it was our turn, I tightened my belt. I was
so nervous that my hands and legs were shaking.
As we climbed higher, we saw an old, rusty cave from
ancient times. We both ran quickly to the cave. Inside,
we found only darkness and a mysterious letter.

The letter read: “If you bring me a lion by 9 PM, I will
give you treasure.”

Without wasting time, we started searching for a
lion. Time was running out, and it was already 7 PM.
Suddenly, we spotted a lion and my friend distracted it
while I attacked it with a knife. After a fierce battle, we
finally won.

But there was a problem the lion was too heavy for us to carry. Just then, my friend saw a car nearby. We
loaded the lion into the car and drove it back to the cave.

As we arrived, a ghost appeared with a treasure box filled with gold and chocolates. We were scared to see
the creepy ghost. We gave him the lion, and in return, the ghost gave us the treasure. It was an adventure
worth remembering!

Zahid and the Batde ror Alania

Muhammad Mehdi Abbas | [Va

It was a stormy day, and Zahid

was sitting at home, gazing out

the window at the endless rain. As lightning

.. flashed across the afternoon sky, he

/g( suddenly shouted, “I want an adventure!”
At that moment, there was a loud bang,
a thick cloud of smoke, and a large whoosh.
Suddenly, the rain stopped, and Zahid found himself in a
forest. He saw an old signpost that read: “Welcome to Alania.”
He decided to go further until he came across an old castle. Just
then, a big yeti attacked him! Luckily, a dragon swooped in and
scared the yeti away. The dragon told him that some dark creatures
had stolen their supplies, and the yetis had been attacking them ever since.
All the yetis came to fight the dragons, but the dragons didn’t hold back. They fought the yetis bravely.
Meanwhile, Zahid faced the dark creatures on his own. After a long struggle, Zahid succeeded in
defeating them, and the dragons took over the yetis.
Alania was saved, and Zahid became its hero, the Saviour of Alania!

4
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Pokemon Advenmue

.
Muhammad Mehdi Abbas | [Va ﬁ 4

One day, I was playing my favourite game when, suddenly, I got pulled inside it! At first, everything
looked strange, but after five seconds, I started to recognize everything. I knew all about the game.
Excited, I went to get my first Pokémon. I got Bulbasaur. It is a Pokémon that controls poison and
grass. The professor also gave me Pokéballs, which could be used to capture Pokémon.

Then, I went to another city. Suddenly, a wild Pidgey appeared! It was a bird Pokémon. I decided
to battle it. After weakening the Pidgey, I successfully captured it. After that, I went to the Pokémon
Center to heal my Pokémon.

Dork Diaries: Diama Queen

/gf, Aiza Noor Gauhar | IVa
“Dork Diaries: Drama Queen” by Rachel Renée Russell is my favourite
’ book because it hilariously shows what middle school is like through
the eyes of Nikki Maxwell. The illustrations are fantastic, and
Nikki’s adventures with her friends and enemies feel so real to me.
I love how she learns to be herself while handling all the drama around
her. The story is funny, making me want to read it again and again. Nikki’s
ups and downs make me laugh, and I can relate to her struggles. This book
teaches me that it’s okay to be different and that I should
always stay true to myself. "
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My Enchanted Doll A

Aiza Noor Gauhar | [Va 7

My favourite toy is a doll that I like to call the Enchanted
Doll. She wears pink eyeshadow, pink lipstick, and has long,
flowing hair. She has on a beautiful, sparkly dress that makes
her look like a princess.

I got her from the UK during the summer, and she quickly
became my favourite companion. This doll is special because
when you press her magical necklace, it lights up, which is really
cool. I pretend she has magical powers and can grant wishes. I also
like to imagine that we go on magical adventures together. It’s so
much fun!

Sometimes, [ play with my sisters, and we pretend our dolls go
on exciting adventures together. My doll comes with a variety of
outfits, so I enjoy dressing her up. I have played with her since the
day I got her, and I know I will continue to do so.

R , PR
Alberts Honest Mistake
Muhammad Abubakr Ahsan | [Va

It was a bright, sunny day, but everything was going wrong

for Albert. He frowned anxiously as he had to run a bath
for his mistress. His thin arms trembled as he tried to carry

the heavy bucket of water.

The sudden voice of the screaming housekeeper made
Albert jump and drop the bucket which ruined the expensive
carpet and wallpaper. The housekeeper got furious, which
made Albert cry.

The mistress arrived and calmly asked what had happened.
- Albert told the truth. He said, “It was an accident.

My foot touched the bucket, and it fell.”
, To his surprise, the mistress forgave him. Albert
used the money he had saved to buy a new carpet |
for her. When the mistress saw it, she was touched
by his kindness and returned the money to him.
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The Pencil of’ Life

Muhammad Ahmad Munawar | [Va

A few days ago, I was at school, just messing around
with my friend Dawood. I found a cool-looking pencil
and picked it up. When I got home, I invited Dawood
over because I wanted to see what that pencil was
about. I thought it was magical, but I didn’t care. I
was just chilling, playing Minecraft when Dawood
accidentally picked up my pencil.

When we wrote about the ancient city, the ground
began to shake, and from the ground, the Ancient
City emerged. We were amazed. We ran everywhere,
picking up gold with our hands. But when we got back
to where we came from, we had no way out. I saw
a small entrance high in the sky, so I took the pencil
from Dawood and drew a rope with a hook. I attached
the hook to the rope and threw it up. It took a few tries,
but I eventually got a grip on the door.

Dawood and I climbed up, but we didn’t know where
to go, so I went right, and Dawood went left. We both
made it home safely, and nobody knew that we had
gone to the Ancient City. Dawood and I still use that
pencil, but have never told anyone.

Fascinating 1L.eopards

Muhammad Abubakr Ahsan | [Va

Of all the animals in the animal kingdom, leopards
fascinate me the most. Leopards are incredibly fast
and skilled hunters. They live in forests and eat meat.
I love leopards because of their speed and hunting
- abilities. They have fierce brown
/g( eyes and soft fur. Their powerful
; legs give them a strong grip and the
ability to run fast. Their large, sharp
teeth help them catch and eat their prey.
Leopard cubs are also incredibly cute!
That’s why leopards are not only my
favourite but also among the most
fascinating animals in the world.
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\National His(ory {
Museunm

g Muhammad Ahmad Munawar | [Va

S
=

Last Thursday, my class went on a field trip to the National
History Museum. Before getting on the bus, I felt worried
because I didn’t have chewing gum, and I get car sick easily.
Once we got on the bus, we sang songs along the way, which
1 made the ride more fun. When we arrived, the principal strictly
told us that nobody would get separated and we all had to stay in
groups.

The museum was huge. It had a playful yet historic theme. The
first thing I saw was a hat worn by Quaid-e-Azam himself. I also
saw detailed models of Pakistan’s first submarines and planes.
But the most amazing thlng was the train that travelled from India to Pakistan one that Pakistanis fought for.
It was so cool!

Before leaving, we had to stop for a lot of pictures, which irritated me a little. After that, we ate the burgers
provided by the school.

By the time I got home, I was so exhausted that I slept the entire next day!

The Magic Cave

Rumaysah Murtaza | [Va

One day, my friends and I went on a hiking trip. As we started
hiking, we discovered a cave and decided to explore it. Inside, we
found a treasure map. Excited, we set off to find a treasure. First,
we searched the mountains and other places, but we couldn’t
find anything.
Eventually, we returned to the cave, where we noticed
/g” animal pictures on the walls. While exploring, I pushed
a rock, and a treasure chest appeared on the floor. When
, 1 opened the chest, it was filled with gold and money.
Then, I saw another rock and pushed it. Suddenly, we § ‘
found ourselves in another world, where animals could E
talk and strange things were happening.
We had a lot of fun, but there was a big problem; there was no
way out. My friends and I started looking for another magic
rock that could help us escape and take us home. We asked the
animals and people for help, but they said we had to find
the magic rock ourselves.
While exploring, we came across a forest. Hoping it held
the key, we went inside to see if there was a magic rock. There, I finally found it. When I pushed the
rock, we were transported back to the cave. We were relieved and went home.
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Dubat: A City of Wonders

Rumaysah Murtaza | [Va

®

My favourite place is Dubai. I visited Dubai last year
with my family. It is a multicultural city with a rich
cultural heritage. The city is a symphony of contrasts,
blending traditional and modern elements.
Dubai offers numerous entertainment options,
including malls, theme parks, the Dubai Fountain,
and much more. The food scene is incredibly
diverse with international cuisines such
as Middle Eastern, Asian, and Continental
; dishes. Dubai’s nightlife is legendary, with
rooftop restaurants, night markets, and live
music. The people of Dubai are known for their
warm hospitality and welcoming smiles.
Dubai also holds several world records, including
the world’s deepest swimming pool and the world’s
tallest building. These are the reasons why I love
Dubai.

vy

Iield Trip 0 ﬁ y
\ational History 7}
Musemnm

Rumaysah Murtaza | [Va

Our school trip to the Lahore National
History Museum was amazing. It felt like
stepping back in time. I loved seeing the
huge cannons and learning about old battles. The
Mughal room was my favourite, with its beautiful
paintings and jewellery. We saw old swords,
clothes, and even a handwritten Qur’an. It was
so pretty. I learned about the Pakistan Movement
and felt very proud. We even got to dress up in old
clothes and try calligraphy. It was the best trip ever,
and [ learned so much about our history.
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The Minecraft Experience Vs

Dawood Shahid | [Va

The Most Exciting Day at School

Musa Qureshi | [Va

I enjoy all my days at school throughout the year. However, the
most exciting and interesting day I spent at school was Fruit Day,
_ held last week. It was a memorable experience for me, as

we participated in different games and activities centered

friends.

around colourful and delicious fruits.

" On this day, I wore a yellow shalwar kameez. Our teacher
asked us to peel, cut, and assemble different fruits into
various shapes. I made a large peacock using fruits. Later, I

participated in different games and had a pool party with my

It was one of the most cherished days of my life, and I will
always remember it.

Musa, Ahmed, and I had always wanted to go hiking,
and today was the day. We met at Musa’s house since he
lives near a mountain that’s great for hiking.

While hiking, we saw a huge crystal and decided to
touch it. In a flash, we were teleported to a blocky world.
Then, it hit me we were in MINECRAFT, my favourite
game.

Ahmed asked, “Wait, how do we get back?” I replied, “I’'m
pretty sure we have to beat the game to get out.” We didn’t
want to stay there, so we started gathering wood and headed
toward a cave.

I'said, “Don’t go in there yet. There are zombies and skeletons.”
So, we each crafted a sword and bravely entered the cave.
Inside, we found raw iron to make armours. As soon as we had
the armours, we went to the Nether. I collected ender pearls
while Musa and Ahmed gathered blaze rods.

We regrouped at the Nether portal and made our way to the
end. There, we faced the Ender Dragon, who was the guard of
the portal. I destroyed the end crystals while Ahmed and Musa
attacked the dragon.

With the dragon defeated, we returned through the End portal
and found ourselves back home.

—\ 127 1—-




welcome o Alania! h\ y

Musa Qureshi | [Va y

It was a stormy day. Zahid was sitting at home. He was bored and gazing out of the window at the
endless rain. He suddenly screamed out, “I want an adventure!”
There was a loud bang, a thick cloud of
smoke, and a bright flash. Zahid found
himself in the middle of a forest, next to
a broken signpost that read: “Welcome to
Alania.”
\' Zahid heard a noise in the bushes and saw a black
/A figure. It looked like a yeti. He ignored it and kept
_ walking. Zahid needed water, but there was none
available, so he cut a bamboo stalk, and water came
out. After drinking, he heard the noise again.
This time, the yeti stepped out from behind the
bushes. Zahid froze, but the yeti didn’t attack. In
fact, they became friends. The yeti took Zahid to
a cave. It was filled with glowing crystals and a
il small stream of water. They stayed there peacefully
¥ enjoying the beauty of the cave.
8 After a while, Zahid realised he needed to go home.
He looked at the yeti and asked for help. The yeti
B guided him through the forest to the edge of the
i woods, where they found a magical door. Zahid
waved goodbye and went to his home.

My Wonderfil Griandmother

Muhammad Bin Habib | [Va

My grandmother’s name is Kausar Igbal. She is 68 years old. She is a healthy tall woman. She has a round
face and a narrow forehead. Her brown, shiny eyes sparkle whenever she talks
about the things she loves. She has brown, curly hair, which she covers . :
with a scarf.
She has a sweet, melodious voice and speaks politely
with everyone. She is praised by everyone because of >
s her friendly and generous nature. Her cheerful and |
optimistic personality makes her different from others.
She is a courageous and passionate woman. /
I am closer to her than to anyone else in the family. She is
like a friend to me, someone with whom I share my stories,
and she is always there to listen. I love to offer my prayers with
her during Umrah. She is a religious person and performs Umrah
every year in Ramadan and Rabi’ al-Awwal. She offers her
prayers and recites the Holy Quran regularly.
She always advises me to speak the truth and be kind-
hearted. 1 consider myself the luckiest boy to have such
an amazing grandmother. May Allah grant her a long and
healthy life. Ameen.
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Factual Report /
The Water Cycle
The Water Journey: Fiom Raindiop (o Rivers

Falisha Bukhari | [Va

AT Have you ever wondered where rain comes from or how water reaches
‘ rivers and oceans? The water cycle is an amazing process that moves
water around our planet. This cycle repeats over and over, making sure
there is fresh water for plants, animals, and people.
Evaporation:
As the sun shines, water heats up and turns into vapour. This vapour
rises into the air, which is essential for the water cycle. Without
evaporation, we wouldn’t have rain.
Condensation:
As water vapour rises into the sky, it cools and turns into tiny droplets
of water. These droplets mix with various gases and dust particles and
form clouds.
No1Io3 100 Precipitation:
When clouds become too heavy and they can’t hold the water, they let it fall back
to the Earth as precipitation. This can come down as rain, snow, or hail.
Collection:
As it rains, water gets collected in oceans, lakes, and rivers. Some of it even seeps through the soil and
becomes groundwater.
Supporting Life:
In conclusion, the water cycle is crucial for supporting life as it provides water to plants, animals, and
humans, allowing ecosystems to thrive.

PRECIPITATION
NOILvy0aVAZ

The Roblox Girls

., Falisha Bukhari | [Va

On Friday, [ was sitting on my couch, playing my favorite game, -..
7 Roblox Girls. Suddenly, there was a clash. I didn’t know what

happened, but I was inside the game. At first, [ was nervous.
The world around me became glitchy and pixelated. The futuristic &
city was filled with robots.
After a while of exploring new places, I finally found a friend,
Mahnoor. The ground beneath me started glitching, making it hard |
to stand. I had to overcome numerous hurdles to continue. I ©
took a giant leap over the bottom-left spot. Then, I hacked into Fs
the system to unlock a hidden door. Anxiety gripped me as I [*
realised I might be stuck. :

Suddenly, a hidden portal appeared, leading me back to reality.
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Letter (0 Cousin N

Muhammad Faisal Tauheed | [Va y\

“
’bb% M Dear Mahad,
I hope this letter finds you ha and
— 474vA A Ras p A %o y PPy

R healthy. I’'m writing to tell you about the
bake sale held at my school.
The theme was “Around the World,”
and each class was assigned a different
cuisine. My class was given Arabian
food. Apart from Arabian cuisine, there was
Chinese, Mexican, Italian, Pakistani, French,
and American food stalls. I had to bring chicken
; shawarma for our stall.

There were also fun games, including beat the
goalie, cricket, flip the bottle, and tic-tac-toe.
« The most exciting part was that everyone kept
: putting each other in jail it was so much fun!
There was also chess for those who wanted to
play.

I ate two slices of pizza from the Italian stall, and
they were delicious! After some time, we took
some photos and went home.

I had an amazing time at the big sale! I hope to
see you soon.

Your cousin,

Muhammad

My Grandpaents

Mohammad Omer | [Vb

Grandparents are those who love us unconditionally. My
grandmother’s name is Fauzia Wahab. She was born in Karachi.
- She is tall. She has a round face, and her skin is smooth.
She has shiny brown eyes and golden-brown straight
hair.
i My grandma is a soft-spoken woman. She speaks
politely. Her sweet voice is like a melody to my ears. She
is known for her friendly and generous nature. She takes &
care of everyone at home. She is also really kind and always
knows how to cheer me up if [ am feeling sad. She is good at
listening and giving the best advice, even if it’s just a simple
hug or saying something nice. Her courage inspires me to
be more confident and try things I might not have done
before. I am lucky to have her in my life.
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Most Exciting Day at School

Mustafa Hassan | [Vb

The most exciting day at school was last year’s sports day. The school was
decorated with colourful flags and banners. Parents were sitting on the
benches. My classmates and I queued in a line, holding flags.
First, the Vice Principal gave a welcome speech. After the address,
there was a class parade in which we marched on the ground with <.
the school band drumming loudly. Then, the game started.

First, the hurdle race began. We jumped over the hurdles placed
on the ground. I stood third in the race. Following the hurdle race
was a karate and gymnastics display. It was worth watching.
There was an inter-class boys’ football match, which was great as
our class won the match.

At the end, there was a prize distribution ceremony in which our
principal distributed the medals to the winners. It was the most
exciting day for me at school.

My Classioom

Mustafa Nabeel | IVb

A classroom is the beginning of endless opportunities, where students start
their journey of learning and discovery. It’s a well-organized space where
lessons are taught, discussions begin, and students are encouraged to think
beyond the room itself.

As soon as [ walk into my classroom, I see colourful decorations on the walls
that make me smile. Our class projects are hanging on fish wire, and some
are displayed on the glass window. The spacious room has large windows
and shelves to hold our books and notebooks. We have enough space to
move around and work together. Beneath the windows, there are lockers for
students to store their books and extra items.

The classroom features tables and chairs organised in rows, giving a neat and
orderly feel. Below the glass window, a wooden lunch rack holds our water
bottles, lunch boxes, and swimming bags. There is a large whiteboard where
the teacher writes. Next to the whiteboard, there is a smartboard where we
watch educational videos.

The walls are adorned with vibrant subject boards, motivational quotes, and
charts showing our progress, making the space both practical and inspiring.
In the classroom, we work hard and have fun while learning.
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A Seciet Room

Anaya Azam | [Vb q

Ve

A few days ago, my parents went on a trip to Turkey. I had an idea
I should build a secret room. I called the builders. While they were
working on the secret room, I went to the shop to buy wallpaper and
paint. There, I saw a pencil which caught my attention, so I bought it
as well.

I told the builders to make the room under the stairs. However, we
faced a problem because there was no bulb to light up the room. As I
was thinking of a solution, I don’t know how, but the pencil began to glow,
which surprised me. I picked it up and drew a bulb. Suddenly, an actual bulb
appeared in front of me. I was astonished.

After realising that it was a magical pencil, I drew some ribbons and stickers,
which instantly became real. I decorated my room with stickers and flower-
patterned ribbons. When the builders left, I used the pencil to create artistic

posters for my secret room. That day, my dream of having a secret room was
fulfilled.

The Magical Ringdom of’ Alania

Muhammad Ismael Afzal | IVb

Zahid was sitting at home. He wanted to go out to play but couldn’t
because of the rain. He badly wished to have an adventure.
Suddenly, there was an angry bang, a thick cloud of smoke, and a
large whoosh. Zahid found himself in the middle of a forest, next to
a broken signpost saying, “Welcome to Alania.” Underneath it, there
was a note saying, “Help Needed.”
As he went forward, a yeti appeared out of thin air. Zahid felt his heart
skip a beat. He ran and climbed a tall, rough tree. There, he found a
note and a compass. The note said, “Follow the compass.” He
felt scared but decided to follow the compass.
The compass led Zahid to a room where a watch sat on a table.
7 He put it on, and it told him about Herobrine, the king of that
world. It also told him that they were planning to kill him.
After he got to know the story, he started going toward a sea he
had never seen before. He found a boat and sailed to an island.
When he reached there, he saw a metal bunker. He went in and saw
thousands of yetis and dragons. He dug a tunnel. After digging for
a straight hour, he dug up and saw Herobrine. Next to him was
a gem. Zahid ran and grabbed the gem. Suddenly, lightning
struck, and he found himself at home.
He loved the adventure and never forgot it. Though he had
other adventures, none were as exciting as this one.

vy
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TheMonsuous Cave | 1lte bencit of @Sy
Muhammad Ismael Afzal | IVb W()ll(lers y F

Khadija Fahad | [IVb

Last month, in the middle of November,
Muhammad bin Habib, Mustafa, Subhan, and I
went hiking on the mysterious Elandaro Mountain.
After hiking for three hours, I found an area with
almost no grass. The sparse grass formed the words
“Samsonite” or “Triphogol.” T read them aloud,
and a secret door suddenly opened. My friends and
I stepped inside, and the door closed behind us.
When we looked up, we saw a sign that said,
“CAVE OF SOUR.” We all gasped because this
was known as the most dangerous cave in the
world. As we went inside, we saw a golden horse.
After walking a little deeper, we saw a gigantic
phoenix that seemed angry. Behind it, there was a
door with a button labeled “PRESS ME.”

I came up with an idea. Muhammad bin Habib
pretended to fight the phoenix while the rest of us
sneaked behind it and pressed the button. The door
opened, and we all ran out as fast as we could. It
was a great adventure.

A few days ago, I asked my mom if I could go to the
park. She agreed, so I went there. I walked on the
grass for a while until I found a pencil lying on the
ground with a beautiful design on it. It was like no
other pencil I had ever seen. I was awestruck by its
design.

I wanted to try it on paper, but I knew I would never
find a pencil that had dark ink. Still, I decided to draw
something. I drew the palace of Queen Elizabeth. To
my surprise, the palace came to life. I was shocked.
I thought maybe I was dreaming. Then I drew a
projector, and it also came to life. I was astonished.
At that moment, I realised that it was a magic pencil.
I considered putting it back in the park, but suddenly,
a genie appeared and said, “No, do not put the pencil
back. It is a very precious pencil.” After saying that,
the genie vanished.

I decided not to return the pencil. I wrapped it in a
cloth and locked it inside my cupboard. I’ve never
told anyone about it. From that day on, whenever
I need something, I draw it with the pencil, and it
delivers.
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The Golden Cave of Tiecasuies 9

Khadija Fahad | IVb

One day, my friends and I decided to go on a hiking trip. After my
friends arrived at my house, we filled our water bottles and set off on
our trip.

While we were walking, we came across a sign that read, “Don’t go
further.” However, we had heard the saying, “You should never give
up,” so we chose to ignore the warning and keep going. We continued
forward until we saw a cave filled with golden treasures and jewels.
Suddenly, the door of the cave closed, and we were locked inside. I
started collecting all the treasure when we suddenly heard something
strange confusing sounds. We were tired and disoriented. After what
felt like walking a thousand steps, we wandered aimlessly until we
found the exit.

Just as we were about to leave, we heard footsteps approaching. We
hurried toward the exit. Once we made it out of the cave, we couldn’t
help but laugh. We drank some water, went home, and collapsed into
bed exhausted but happy.

The Magic Carpet Advenaue

Mahnoor Farhat | [Vb

One sunny morning, I woke up because of a loud sound. It was the honk of a car. I got up and changed out

of my night suit. After that, [ went to the park for a walk.

Suddenly, something appeared on the grass. It was a beautiful pencil with a stunning design. I picked it up,

but I felt a weird sensation in my hand. Suddenly, a piece of paper appeared in front of me. I grabbed the

pencil and drew a magic carpet because I was bored.

Whoosh! A carpet appeared in front of me. I screamed in excitement. [ sat on the magic carpet, and it took

me to Italy. But [ had wanted to go to Greece! [ was frustrated because I hadn’t booked a hotel in Italy I had

actually booked one in Greece. However, | had already landed in Italy.
¥ 1 quickly jumped back onto the carpet and pressed a button. There were many options. I pressed the
“Greece” button, not knowing that
, if I didn’t select a location, it would
take me to a random country. Then, I
landed in Greece.

I was having such a great time, but then

a voice came from the carpet. It said, “I

can only take you once and bring you back

once.”

After a few hours, I wanted to go
back. I hopped onto the carpet, and .
it brought me back to Pakistan. I was
happy to be home but also a little sad
that the carpet was gone. It was the
best day of my life.
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- ‘ , l Out of all the animals in the world, my favourite is my

ASh Boss: My Amazing Husky

Subhan Raees | [Vb

Ve

husky named Ash Boss. I love going out with him.
I adore him because he is gentle and never attacks
anyone. His fur is soft, thick, and incredibly fluffy.
Huskies are originally from cold regions like Antarctica.
I love spending time with Ash Boss because he is playful
and mischievous. Dogs are truly amazing creatures, and I am grateful to have him as my

favourite.

[ ] L) [ ]
My Amazing Triansf'orming Toy Car
Hashim Affan Javaid | IVb
My favourite toy car is a remote-controlled car. It looks like a real sports car with a sleek green and black

design. Its wheels are black and grey. The doors open when you slide them.

The remote controller allows the car to move forward, backward, left, and right. It

can also do flips and tricks. It can transform into a robot that dances and talks! At
a skatepark, it can perform backflips and frontflips.

I love this toy because it has cool lights. There is a special button, and when you
press it, the car goes super fast. Once, my friend challenged me to a race, so I
went over. I turned on the speed jets and won! It’s the coolest toy car I've ever

had, and I never get tired of playing with it!
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My Bedipom L0

Anaya Imram | IIla \»
My favourite place in the house is my bedroom. y
The walls are light pink with beautiful flower d
‘ ‘ stickers on them. There’s a bed with soft, colourful
|

\

pillows and a blanket that keeps me warm. Next to
the bed, there is a lovely table where I keep my

butterfly lamp and the toys I sleep with at night.

Across the room, there is a big TV. Next to it, there

is a shelf with my collection of Barbie dolls. The
second row holds tons of books that I can read in my
free time. Beside the TV, there is a mini fridge filled with
all my favourite snacks.

On the other side, I have my study table, which is neatly
arranged with pencils, markers, and many coloured
pencils. My bedroom also has a dressing table where |
keep my hairbrush and all my accessories.

A big window lets in fresh air, and I love listening to
. the birds singing outside. Above my bed, there is a shelf
where [ keep my globe, spinning it as if I’'m travelling the
world. I have the best room I could ever dream of.

The House That Was Sad

Minnah Haseeb | I1la

In spite of the warning, Dolores decided to go inside the house. It was pitch dark, and the air felt heavy with
an eerie silence. Huge grey stones, spotted with blood, lay scattered across the ﬂoor telling a temfymg story
Sticky spider webs clung to the walls, clear evidence that no .
one had entered the house for ages.
As she stepped inside, Dolores was startled by the fluttering %
of bats, their beady eyes gleaming in the darkness. A cat with | %
a knife lodged in its head stared at her menacingly. Its fur was | =
black as night, its sharp claws glinting, and its red eyes
/g’ fixated on Dolores. The sight sent shivers down her
spine.
7 Deeper in the house, she saw something wild. Quickly, =
she took out her magic glasses and gasped a man |
holding a dagger stood beside a snarling Doberman. |
The dog’s furious barking echoed through the house. Panic *
surged through Dolores, and she turned to flee.
In her desperate escape, she stumbled into a pond filled with
murky black water. The surface rippled as she struggled to
get out. Meanwhile, the cat with the knife in its head
was still chasing her. Summoning all her strength, she
pulled herself out of the dirty pond and ran as fast as
she could.
Finally reaching home, she breathlessly told her
mother about the terrifying adventure. From that day
on, Dolores never went near the scary house again.
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A Day at the Beach
Ibrahim Javed | Illa

One Saturday, my brother and I went to the beach
with our parents. The sun was shining, and the waves
were moving gently. Rahim was digging in the sand
when he found a bottle. He called me and showed it
to me. There was something inside the bottle.

We opened it and took out a note and a map. The
note said, “This is the map of a treasure.” I got very
excited and ran to show it to Mom and Dad. They
smiled and said, “Let’s find the treasure!”

The map led us to a jungle. The jungle was full of
tall trees. We saw some monkeys jumping on the
branches. We had bananas in our bag, so we gave
them to the monkeys. They were very happy and ate
them quickly.

We followed the map deeper into the jungle. After
some time, we reached a big old tree. The ground : > - i
under the tree had an “X” mark. “This must be the =~ =~ -~ - R i
place!” 1 said.

Rahim and I started digging with our hands. After some time, we found a small wooden box. We opened
it and saw shiny gold coins and colourful gems inside. “Wow! We really have found a treasure!” Rahim
shouted.

Mom and Dad laughed. “This was the best adventure ever!” I said. We took the treasure and went back to the
beach. The sun was setting, and the sky looked beautiful. It was a day we would never forget!

One Day 1 Woke Up and F'ound Myself’ on
Another Planet

Aaryan [brahim Bharara | Illa

vy

One sunny morning, I woke up and found
myself somewhere else maybe on another
, planet. It was so green and beautiful. I saw
rabbits, squirrels, and many other animals.
At first, it felt like an adventure, but then the
animals told me, “There is a big monster. He
attacks us every day. We need a solution!”
“There is a way to stop him,” they said, “but it is
very hard. We already sent someone to get help, but
they never returned.”
The next day, the monster came again. Just
when we thought all hope was lost, somebody
appeared at the last second and defeated the
monster!

— —\ 1097 1—-



@
A Monsier

Mahad Kamran | [Ila 7

Ve

Furry Monster is friendly. He lives in my
colony. He looks scary, but he is a colourful
monster. He is very playful.

Whenever someone is sad, he makes them
happy. He sings songs when he’s excited. He
plays football with me. He has one eye, two hands,
and two legs. He looks very funny when he dances.
He has very long claws, and he can move like a snail.

He can shapeshift. He can also hide secret things
from enemies. He has two horns, and he likes to eat
meat.

Furry Monster even makes me clean my room! He

comes to pick me up from school. He is very funny.
Furry Monster is my best friend!

A Special Person

Sudais Bin Aamir | [1la

A special person in my life is my mother. Her name is Farva. She is thirty years
old. Her hair is brown. Her skin colour is bright. Her eye colour is light brown.
Her hair is long and shiny. Her smile is beautiful.

She speaks politely to everyone. She is also very kind to the poor. She

always helps needy people. She listens to everyone’s problems. She is

very religious. She recites the Holy Quran every day. She offers her
prayers five times a day.

Her favourite hobby is reading books in her spare time.

_ She also likes to cook for us. She loves to

/g( collect different types of bags. She also likes
to explore different places.

" She makes us feel happy by making our
favourite food. She takes us to play areas
when we are sad. She always tells us the

difference between good and bad things. She
tells us to be gentle with the poor. She always
helps me with my homework. She always
makes me feel special for every little
achievement.

This is why she is the special person in my

life.
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il and bright. When I stepped on the colourful leaves, I heard

A walk duough the
woods in the f‘all

Raja Hassam Ali | III b

7

When I went into the forest in Autumn, [ saw red, orange,
brown, and yellow leaves scattered on the ground. The tree
trunks were very tall. Birds were flying high in the blue
sky. One of the birds landed on my arm. Squirrels were
climbing on the tall green trees. The sun was very yellow

a crunching sound. I heard birds singing and wolves howling.
I heard branches breaking and footsteps of a bear. On my way
back, I saw some berries. Then it started to rain. I heard the sound

{ of water dropping. I went under a tall tree for shelter. The rain

stopped. I went back home. It was the best day of my life.

& A Monster

Muhammad Tanzeel Taimur | III b

I have a monster and its name is Hearty

small nose, which is pointy too. It jumps around
like crazy. Its baby is as tiny as a strawberry. When
the baby is hungry or thirsty, it cries. Sometimes
they play together and sometimes they both jump
on the bed or on the sofa or the bench. They love
going to the beach.

A Campsite

Anabia Imran | [II b

This is about a campsite. The sky is blue and clear
with many stars like diamonds. The weather is
very cold. The fire is very bright and the sticks
are cracking. The girls are singing and dancing.
There are tents, sleeping bags, and torches. There
is even a girl resting quietly. The boys go for a fun

Monster. It has a heart-shaped face. It is a
friendly monster. It has a spotty tail. It has long
arms. It has purple claws and has a baby called
Hearty Baby. It has grey eyes and a brown tummy.
It has a short neck. It has giant toes and yellow
teeth. It is very fluffy and has a tiny nose. It
has wings. It is also smooth. It makes a loud
noise when it is hungry or thirsty. It has purple
prickles. Its body color is brown and its face
is as red as a heart. It has a pointy nose. It has
, grey ears. The baby has a small tummy and a

hiking trip.
There  are
lush green
trees.  The
site is very
magical.

Everyone

seems super
happy and

excited with
big smiles on
their faces. &
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A Special Person % y

Muhammad Abdullah | I b 4

She looks very beautiful. She always has a smile on her face. Her
skin colour is very fair. Her hair is black, shiny, and long. She
is medium-height. She likes to cook food for the family. She
is punctual in offering her namaz. She recites the Quran. She
loves to read books in her free time. She also uses her phone.
She is very special to me because she loves me a lot. She
takes care of me. She helps me with my homework. She makes
my favourite food on the weekend. She reads stories to me every
night. [ love my mom so much.

My Bedioom

Shameer Ahmed | III b

My bedroom is a spacious room. It has all my favourite things in it.
I have a study table and chair, which I have decorated with my toy
planes, motorbikes, and monster trucks. I also have a bag full of my
cars hidden away in a safe place in my bedroom. The colour scheme
is a warm beige, off-white, and gray. There is a big cozy white sofa
. and a big bed where I sleep. My bedroom is my safe place and I feel
most comfortable there. Whenever we come back from a trip, I come
> to the room and love the smell and feel of it.

One day. I woke up on
another planet

- Mehrmah Hassan | III b

One night, when I was about to go to bed, I hid some candies under
' my pillow and fell asleep. I woke up on my bed, but not in my
bedroom. It was another planet. [ saw a sign that said, “nofa, lofa,
5 gas.” There were no trees, but there were huge lollipops. I loved that
the ground was made of cotton candy. I walked further until I saw a
‘ ' hut. I went inside and saw a fairy. Her name was Moriah. She said,
|| “Get out of my planet, but I will give you candy.” I asked her, “What
| kind?” She replied, “Core strips.” “Oh, I love those! That’s why I
have so many, and that’s why I don’t need more,” said Moriah. Then
she yelled, “Blobs attack!” “Oh, wait, wait, wait! What if | become
~ your partner?” [ said. “Hmm, I don’t need a partner,” said Moriah.

I ran so fast, I tripped. The blobs got me. Suddenly, I woke up in my
bedroom. My mom said, “Honey, where were you last night? I opened your room and no one was
there.” I yelled, “I went to nofa, lofa, gas!” Then I went to my room and saw a note on my bed. It said,
“I thought you wanted to come back to your world. Love, Moriah Elizabeth.”
After reading the note, I realised that I was really on another planet last night.
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sumimer Season

Muhammad Abubakr — II a

Summer s
the hottest
season. May,
June, July and
August  are
the extremely
hot months of
this  season.
We wear
light-coloured
clothes in
summer. The
days are long
and the nights
are short
during  this
season. We eat a variety of fruits and vegetables in
this season. We drink cold water to stay hydrated in
this season. We turn on the AC and fan for cooling.
We also get long summer vacations from school and
go to visit the northern areas, to enjoy the pleasant
weather. Summer is the best season and I love it!

My Pet

Afnan Haseeb — 11 a

My pet is a dog, and its name is Honey. It is two
years old. It is of brown colour. It has black eyes,
and a small tail. It has brown fur on its body, and
it is very soft. I give it food on

-, time, and it loves
/g( to cat meat.
I also give
it treats
when B\, N
we play
together. My

whole family
loves Honey.

|| so much fun
| and that was a

U

My Mother

Alaya Adeel — 11 a

My mother’s name is Sofia. She
is thirty-five years
old. She is
very  pretty.
She  helps
me in my
studies.

I love it
when she
surprises
me.  She
spends a
lot of time

with me, and we play
games together. She is my best friend. She is tall and
has brown hair. Her favourite colour is light pink. She
is very smart and intelligent. We walk and listen to
songs together. We also watch horror movies together.
She bakes brownies and cakes with me. She is a baker
and a business woman. Her birthday comes in May.
Her favourite food is pasta. I love her very much.

My First Day of Grade 11

Aleen Nabil Yousaf —1I a

It was the first day of Grade II. The weather was
pleasant. I was very shy, but as I stepped inside the
school, I was thinking about my sister’s story. She had
said that the teacher was very kind and the classroom
was very clean. As I went inside, the teacher said ‘hi’
to me gently, and [ was over the moon to hear that.
Then I sat on the chair, and was happy to see my old
friends. They were happy too. Then we started playing
games. After playing, we all introduced ourselves.
The teacher introduced herself too. We all did many
activities together. There were thirteen seats. We even
made bookmarks. After that
we had lunch. We all
shared our lunch. 4
After that we all
went outside to
play. We had

memorable day.
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winter Fun

Dua Hasnain — I a

It was a frosty morning. Alice’s town was wrapped

in a snow blanket. Alice was a very

kind and polite girl.

That day she woke

up early and had

breakfast. Then

she wrapped

herself in

*  warm clothes.

? After that,

she went to her

~ friend’s house.

- Then they went

to the garden.

They played with the

snowballs. They were so energetic.

They made a snowman. They made him wear a

scarf, a hat, a carrot for the nose and some buttons
for its eyes. It was an amazing day.

My Best I'riend

Hania Ahsan — I a

My best friend’s name is Hareem, and she is seven
years old. She has a round face and jet black hair.
She likes the colour pink, and all her toys are pink.
She likes to eat burgers and nuggets. She is my
class fellow, and we always sit together in class.
She plays with me during lunch break. She comes

to my home often, and we have so much

\\\\\\\\

W,

My Birthday Party Q\

Hania Ali—IT a

4

My seventh
birthday was (A TS
the best. I woke \ /@ 3 :ﬁ%‘/

up late, but as [ / e §i

° R gt
I opened my &
eyes, | got a big § 3\ P o
surprise. My (1) s S

mom gave me ) L A .

the gifts which o 4 V 134
were balloons, 'Y 3 » v[E“
toys, and a i Difas
chocolate cake.
I was over the
moon to see them. I also got many other gifts from
my family. Then we all went outside for dinner at my
favourite restaurant. It was the best day, as on our
way back home, we also enjoyed ice cream.

A Scary Night

Hareem Bilal —II a

Once, there was a girl named Lily. She was tall,
her face was round, and she
had grey eyes. She was a
humble, polite and kind
girl. She had many
friends. She lived

in a small village [
with her family.
She loved animals.
She had a cat, its
name was Leo. It
was grey in colour. It
had big claws and small

and whiskers.
really One day, while Lily was
like her! trying to sleep. She heard a strange

sound, and got very scared. She started twisting

and turning in her bed, but couldn’t sleep.
Lily decided to go to the door slowly. When
she opened the door, she was over the moon to
see her cat outside. She picked her cat, and they

both slept.
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The Red Dog

Muhammad Hudair Waqar — I a

It was

Friday and
the weather
was very
refreshing.
The birds
were
chirping.
Tom was

going home
from school.
He was a tall
boy, and his
eyes  were
brown. He was a kind boy who loved animals.

On his way, he saw a cute red puppy that was
hiding behind a bush. The dog was very hungry, so
Tom gave it his lunch and it ate his lunch happily.

Tom took it home and named it Clifford. They
became best friends and lived happily.

wineer Season

Misha Waqas — Il a

Winter is the coldest season of the year,
and it comes after Autumn. In this season,
the sun rises late and does not last for long,
which is why the days are shorter and nights
are longer. The peak time of this season is in
, December and January. It is a season of mist,

fog, heavy rainfall and snow. Trees standﬁ y
bare with their branches reaching the sky.

Children love to drink hot chocolate. People \»
enjoy coffee and soup to keep themselves /
warm. We eat oranges and enjoy dry fruit.

Making snowmen is a common activity during
this season. I just love winters!

The Naughty Cat

Muhammad Umer — I a

Once, there was a cat named Snowy. She was a
very smart and naughty cat. One day, she was very
hungry, so she went
to the neighbours’
house. Then she
went to  their
kitchen and there
she saw a bottle of
milk. She was about
to drink the milk
when suddenly, the
bottle fell down. As
their maid heard the
noise, she came into
the kitchen with
a wooden stick in her hand. When Snowy saw the
stick, she got very scared, so she jumped out of the
window and never went back.

My Favourite Toy

Rohaan Ali Muhammad — 1T a

My favourite toy is a car. I have lots of cars in my
playroom, but my favourite is the BMW. Its colour is
black. It is an electric toy car. It has colourful lights
with a chargeable battery inside. When the battery
gets down. I put it on charge. It is a magnetic car and
has a shiny body. I
play with it and |
enjoy it. I love
my toy car.
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A BIOken Swing

Shazain Shafiq -1l a

It was a pleasant and sunny day. Carol and her
father decided to build a swing in the park. They
saw scattered parts of the swing all around. They
collected  the
parts of the
swing together.
Carol  helped
her father build
the swing.
When the swing
was ready,
- Carol and her
8 father were
delighted. She
. sat on the swing
. and enjoyed it
a lot. Carol and
her father had
done a great
job!

My Pool Party

Zainab Amir —II a

Last month, I arranged a pool party for my
friends. The party was at the
farmhouse. My father helped
me set out the pool party.
- We put balloons around
the pool. There was
a sound system in a
corner. Then my friends
came to the farmhouse.
We wore our swimming
costumes. It was a sunny
day, so we put on shades.
All of us jumped in the pool with
a splash. It was a hot day, but we
had our caps on. We floated in tubes and had
fresh juices. Then my mother unpacked a bag
and gave us our lunch boxes. Everyone was
delighted and thrilled. We all had fun that
day.

Toys are the beloved play objects and companions
of kids. Like other kids, I like to play with many
types of toys, though my favourite toys are cars. My
family and friends always give me many cars on my
birthday. I have several toy cars of different colours
and models. Some are models of Ferrari, some of
Toyota and some of Maserati. | even have a remote-
controlled toy car. This toy car is red and looks like
a real Porsche car. My parents gifted me that car on
my birthday this year. I love all my toy cars.

summer Season

Abdullah Adnan - II b

Summer is the hottest season of the year. The days
are long and the nights are short during this season.
We play outdoor games and enjoy swimming during
this season. We turn on the AC and fan to stay cool.
We drink fresh juices and eat ice cream. We drink
lots of water to stay hydrated. We eat vegetables and
fruits in this season. We get summer holidays from
school and go to visit northern areas to enjoy the
pleasant weather. I love the summer season.

—\ Mhi1-




The Naughty Cat

Haneen Yasir - II b

Once there was a little cat named Snowy. She was
naughty, smart and clever. She had thick, white fur,
shiny black eyes and a short tail. One day, she was
very hungry, so she went into a house. There she
saw a milk bottle through the window. She jumped
inside the house and was about to drink the milk.
Suddenly, the bottle fell and broke. A lady heard the
noise and came into the kitchen with a stick in her
hand. Snowy got so scared that she ran away and
never came back to the town.

A Girl IOm
Another Planet

Haniya Ahsan - II b

In a small town called Marshal, there lived
a young girl named Sophie, who loved
walking in the nearby woods alone. One
day, while she was walking, she noticed a
strange figure. She hesitantly went close

and saw a strange-looking girl with greenﬁ v
skin and three sparkling eyes. At first she

got afraid but then she gathered her courage \»
and moved forward. That girl was in need of y
help as she was injured. Her blood was of blue
colour, and while it was dripping, it was turning
into crystals or maybe diamonds. Sophie asked
that girl if she could help her. She replied to
her in an unknown language that Sophie could
not understand. Later, she talked to her in sign
language. Sophie helped her by fixing her UFO.
Once the UFO was fixed, the girl went back, but
before she went back, she gifted Sophie a superpower
of turning water into precious crystals.

My Sister

Haniya Ahsan - I[I b

My sister’s name is Zaynab
and she is twenty-two years
old. She picks me up from
school and we spend time
at the mall. She has black
hair and her favourite
colour is golden. She is
a baker and makes
lots of cookies and
cake. She helps
me in my studies
and we play lots
of games together.
She takes me to my
favourite park and we

take lots of swings there. She buys lots of toys for
me. | love her very much.

My Birthday Party

Manha Saeed - II b

=

My last birthday was amazing. It was on 22nd
September 2023. 1 woke up early in ,the
morning because I was so excited for :
my birthday party. I wore a beautiful,
shiny, unicorn dress. I invited my =
friends and relatives and 1 got so /4@
many gifts. I was so happy. We € :
played so many games and then we > . —~ |
ate a delicious meal. The cake was of ’

a unicorn theme. It was the most .

memorable day. I loved it, and i il
the cake tasted like unicorns. ¢ ;

-
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My Pet

Mehma Umer - II b

My pet’s name is Kitty and it is a cat. It is eight
months old and
is very active.
It is white in
colour and has
black eyes. I
play with my
kitty in the
evening. [ give
it cat’s food but
it only loves to

drink milk. My
whole  family
loves Kitty.

The Black Cat

Mustafa Ahsan - II b

Once upon a time, there was a boy named John. He
was an animal lover. He always wanted to keep a
pet, but his parents didn’t allow him.
One day, he was alone in the
house, as his parents were gone to a
Christmas party. Suddenly, he heard
® anoise from the backyard. He became
scared as he had heard that once, a witch
was roaming in the neighbourhood,
who used to steal apples from nearby
houses. John took a stick and
went to the backyard, but to his
surprise, when he opened the
door, he found an injured black
cat. He cleaned its wound and
took it inside. His parents
saw how kind he was and
finally let him keep the cat.
From then on, they were best friends.

Mary and the Spider
Miraal Waqar - Il b
One day, a girl woke up early because it

was her holiday. She had her breakfast.
Then she wore her favourite dress and went

to the garden with her
flower basket. She was
collecting  flowers
happily. Suddenly,
she saw a spider.
She was scared ¥, @
and ran away. Pt
Later, she reached
her home safely

Y
DK
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Litde
Puppy

Miraal Wagqar - II b

Puppies are playful,
fluffy and love
cuddles. They need
food, care and
playtime. A happy puppy is your best friend.

The Magic of’ Rainhow

Miraal Waqar - II b

Rainbow appears when sunlight shines through
raindrops. The light bends and shows colours like
red, yellow and blue. Look, here is a rainbow.
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Tide:My BestIriend

Safina Babar - II b

My best friend’s name is Haniya and her age
is seven. Her favourite colour is purple and she
has lots of purple toys. She shares all her toys
with me. She also has a big craft closet in her
room and we study together in her room. She has
a study room and we put our books over there.
I love her.

Rayan Ali - 11 b

! This is a beautiful and colourful
living room. There is a boy
playing video games on TV.
There is a brown dog playing with
its yellow ball. A cute baby is giggling
in his mother’s hands. An old lady is
— using her phone. Everyone is happy
and enjoying the day at home.

My Mother

Sophia Azam - I b

My mother’s name is Jannat. She is thirty-one years
old. She has long, beautiful hair. She helps me in my
studies. She plays with me. She tells jokes and reads
stories to me. She takes me to my favourite park. She
makes activities for me. Her favourite colours are
black and pink. We go out shopping together. | love
her so much.
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A Family Picnic

Shayan Neamat - [ b

It is a beautiful park and it has two trees. The weather is so refreshing. There is a brown dog and it is playing
football with two boys. A family is happily having lunch. There is a pond and it has two ducks in it. Two boys
are fishing by the pond. Everyone is delighted in the park.

A Scary Night

Zaidan Asif - 11 b

Once, there was a boy named Zaidan. He had golden

vy

eyes and hair. He lived in a big village with his family ( i i

7 and friends.

One day, while he was trying to sleep. He heard a
strange noise and got very scared. He went to the door
and opened it. He was delighted to see his brother outside.
He picked him up and took him to bed. Then they both
slept.
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How 1 Spent my
wineer vacation

Ahmed Umair - Ia

I went to Lahore during my winter vacation. It
took me hours to get there. I played with my
cousins. I went swimming. I played play station
with my cousin’s friend. I played cricket with
everybody. It was a lot of fun. I went to Packages
Mall to watch a horror movie. After that, we went

to the play land. I enjoyed my winter vacation.

ihe B %r mom

Aleen Tauseef - Ia

You know what? Shopping is like magic! For

mom, it’s therapy. She gets to buy new clothes,

shiny shoes and pretty bags. She smiles, % y

laughs and forgets all her worries. \»

V4

But for dad.... Shopping is stress! He has to
carry heavy bags, wait in long lines and pay the
bills.

Mom says, ‘Let’s buy this and that!” Dad says,

‘How much? How much?’
But you know what? Even though dad gets

stressed, he loves making mom happy.

Mom wins and Dad grins!

My Cat

Aleena Usman - la

The name of my cat is Soft. My cat is so good. My
cat is big. The colour of my cat is brown. My cat
is soft. My cat is cute. My cat is very fluffy. She is
sweet and tiny. She is very nice so I play with it. I

love my cat.
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My Best Fiiend

Fatima Hassan - Ia

R\ My best friend’s

yname is Aleen.
She is six years
old. She wears
glasses. Her hair colour
is black. My friend is
tall. She is beautiful too.
'\ Her favourite colour is
%pink. Her favourite food
is watermelon. She plays
with me. She is nice to
me. | love my
friend.

A Rainy Day

Haniya Jawad - Ia

This is a picture of a rainy day. There are dark
clouds in the sky. Children are having fun in the
rainy weather. The cat is feeling cold and a girl is
helping the cat. The boy is dancing on the wet floor.
The grass is wet because it is raining. Children are
having fun in the rain. The girl is sitting in the van
and waving. Children are carrying umbrellas. A girl
is helping a wet cat.

X

Picaue Description ¢

Hussain Haroon - Ia y

This is a picture of a rainy day. The girl on the bus
is waving. The girl is sharing her umbrella with the
wet cat. There is a big tree. The boy is dancing. The
boy is coming down the path from the stairs.

A THp (0 Dubai

Muhammad Ali Haider - Ia

) X |
I went to Dubai during my vacation. It took me
three hours to reach there. I saw many famous malls
over there. [ went to see the underwater world with
my sister. The weather was too hot but windy. I also
went to the famous Disneyland with my family. I
took pictures with the famous cartoon characters. |
enjoyed the whole trip with my family.
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My New Year's
Resolution

Muhammad Mujtaba - Ia

My new year’s resolution is that I will manage my
studies along with the other activities. I will avoid
junk food and I will try to eat healthy food. I will
work on my handwriting and do my work neatly. I
will listen to my teacher carefully.

Picture Desciipton

/g” Muhammad Ruhan Fahad - Ia

, This is a picture of a busy zoo. A tired lion
is resting on the grass and he wants to eat
a popsicle. The mama elephant and baby
elephant are drinking water from the stream.
A tall giraffe with a long neck is eating leaves
and birds are flying in the sky, A polar bear is
sleeping and other polar bears are catching fish.
The zebras are enjoying themselves while
one zebra is jumping. Two monkeys are
eating bananas and oranges. One monkey
is swinging on the tree, and another is
climbing. The deer are grazing on the green
grass, and one deer is playing with the zebra.

The little boy is taking a picture of the flamingo. The
penguins are sliding from the ice into the water. The
beautiful parrots are talking and dancing. The kids
are very happy in the zoo and are waving hands and
having ice cream.

First Girade RocCks

Muhammad Yousaf Mehmood - Ia

First Grade Rocks
There’s a lot to do!

First Grade Rocks
For me and you!

First Grade Rocks
It’s so much fun!

First Grade Rocks
For everyone!

—\ M




Why I8 my pet special?

Milhan Haseeb - Ia

My pet is the best pet anyone can have. I spend my
free time with my pet cat named Muffin. Muffin
is a male cat with brown fur. He eats cat food and
chicken. He drinks water and milk. I also give
Muffin yoghurt. He loves to hide and sleep under
my bed. I buy him so many toys but he only plays
with paper balls. Muffin is a spoiled cat.

My Teacher

Moiz Abbas - Ia

My teacher’s name is

7 Roshaan. She is
/g( pretty and tall. She
, has brown hair.

She is sweet and
jolly. She wears
a pony. She takes us
out to play. She gives
us break time. She
helps us in our
work. She
always
cares
about me.
I like my
teacher.

W,

Fear of Missing Out %\

Raahim Abdul Rehman - Ia

4

What is ‘FOMO’? Fomo means fear of missing
out. It is a funny feeling that we get when we think
everyone is having a lot of fun without us. Such a
silly thing to be feeling that way. Isn’t it?

Our creative imagination can take us anywhere,
making us sad or happy. Think about it, you are at
home and all your cousins are popping balloons in
the garden. All you can think about is, what if all
the balloons are finished before you join them?
Suddenly, you feel like you are missing out on the
best party ever!

So let’s not let fomo turn us into sad people. Instead,
we should become people with imagination, turning

everything into fun anywhere and at any time.
Thank you!

My Favourite Car

Syed Muhammad Akhtar Hussain - Ia

My favourite car is a Bugatti. It is one of the fastest
cars. It is blue and black in colour. It is cool and it
has a nice shape. It is a famous sports car. Its speed
is four hundred seven kilometers per hour. A lot of
people in the world wish to buy it. There
are only a few of these found in
Pakistan. I love this car
very much.
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My Most Exclting
wineer vacation

Abdul Hadi - Ib

I spent my vacation in Makkah and Madina. I went
there with my family. It was a five-hour flight. I
wore the ‘Ahram’ on the plane and went to perform
Umrah first. It was very crowded but I had fun
there. We stayed in Makkah for ten days. Then we
went to Madina. I visited many mosques there, and
I saw a big orchard of dates. We drank a lot of Zam
Zam. I bought dates and gifts for my friends. It was
the best vacation ever.

The 700
/gf« Aleeza Noor Gauhar - Ib

, We visited the zoo last Sunday. Dad bought

the tickets. We saw a big lion with an orange

mane first. There were two medium-sized,

one big and one baby elephant. There were
three tall giraffes. They were eating leaves.
There were four white polar bears, one of them
was sleeping and one was trying to catch the fish.
Two of them were sitting and people were
taking their pictures. There were zebras
jumping and grazing. Some monkeys were
climbing, jumping and eating bananas on
the trees. The deer were playing with their
babies. Some flamingos were standing in the

il

pond. The most amazing portion was of penguins,
they were sliding. A flock of parrots was watching
them too. This was a very exciting visit.

My Unicorn

Aleeza Noor Gauhar - Ib

I love my unicorn. It is very unique. Its colour is pink
and it’s my favourite colour too. It has blue eyes and
a long rainbow tail. It has a heart on its face. It is
made of plastic. It feels smooth but it is hard. It lights
up when I pat it. It is medium in size and easily fits
in my cupboard. [ sometimes comb its tail or braid it.
It has a battery inside it.
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1 Love My School

Amal Shahzad - Ib

I love my school. It is very close to my house. |
walk to school every day. Its name is Learning
Alliance. There are two big playgrounds and a
basketball court. There are fifty classrooms and my
classroom is very big. Our classroom is very airy
and big. There is a big library and we read books
there.There is a canteen in my school. I like the
gym. There are two computer labs and one Science
lab. There is a lift too. We swim in the pool. I cook
in the kitchen during our lessons. I love my school.

My RockSar Piano

Amal Shahzad - Ib

My rockstar piano is amazing. It has% y
L4

colourful keys to play. It is soft and I can
fold it. It is made of rubber. It is black. It has a
charger. It works when I charge it. I do not like “
to share it. [ play songs on it. My mother gifted me
this amazing piano. I will rock with my rockstar
Piano.

My Best Fiiend

Eesa Qureshi - Ib

My best friend is Aleeza. She is six years old. Her
eyes are brown.
She loves to
eat bananas.
Her favourite
colour is
white. She
loves to read
books. She helps %
me. I like my £
kind friend. [

My Puppet is 'un!

Fatima Usman- Ib

I have a puppet, Sam. Sam is a lion. Its colour is black

and yellow. It is not really big. I wear it on my hand.
I keep it in my classroom cupboard. I tell stories to
my friends with Sam. Its fur is soft s

and its eyes are sparkling and §
made of marbles. It is made of |
cloth, is light in weight, and does |
not take much space. My sister |
likes to pull its ears. I wash it /
sometimes with soap. I love to //}
make stories with it. Sam is { J
my favourite toy. ’
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Friends and I'un \ y

Asfand Faizan- Ib f

I see some friends having fun in the park. It is a sunny day. There are eight children in the park. Tara is
jumping on the trampoline. Hira is reading a book. There is a big empty pond. There are some blocks
too, but no one wants to play with them. Ana is very excited to see the birds. The birds are flying high.
Ali is riding a bike. Sara is swinging, and Ava and Sid are playing on the see- saw. Sara is on the slide.
There is a teddy bear. The green grass is looking very nice. There is a small fence. I also want to play
in this beautiful park.

I love Hulk

Azaan Ali Zaman-Ib
_ 1 love Hulk.

I have a toy ‘.

s figure too.
Its colour is }
green. It is tall
and strong. It feels :
hard and rough.
It is made of _7“
plastic. It is '_
lightweight. 1
keep it in my

toy basket. It is very strong. [ like my toy.

— —\ 7MG 1<



Shopping s a (herpy
for mom and a Suess

for dad

Eshaal Zohaib - Ib

Imagine, it’s the weekend,

Mom is hopping and saying, “Let’s go shopping!”
Dad’s wallet starts dropping because the bill keeps
popping.

Dad runs the trolley,

While mom fills the cart, staying jolly
She picks up a dress and asks Dad which one is
the best
He says, just pick one and put back the rest
Poor dad watches her break into the treasure chest
Mom is a smart buyer,

She tricks Dad into taking her to Sapphire.
When Dad’s budget was tight,

She bought new arrivals from Limelight
She returned all that she had bought,

To buy a dozen more on sale at J.

For Mom, shopping is fun, the ultimate prize
But for dad, it’s nothing but stress,

Making him roll his eyes
The Goat and her babies

The Goat and
her babies g

Maryam Suleman | Ib

Once upon a time, there was a goat who lived with
her three babies. One day she left home to get food
for her children. She told them not to open the door
for anyone. A cunning fox watched her leave the
house. He was very hungry. He knocked on the
door and said, ‘Icecream, ice cream! Who wants ice
cream?’

The eldest baby said, ‘Go away!’ but the youngest
wanted to eat icecream. As soon as they opened the
door the fox grabbed the eldest and the youngest
goat but the middle one was clever who hid under
the bed. Poor goat came back and the middle baby
told her the story. She took a shovel and went to
gather her friends. Finally she took her revenge from
the fox.

—\ R 1—




Mr. Ali'S Farm ;

Maryam Suleman | Ib

This is a very big farm. There are many animals. The goats are grazing behind the fence. The boy is sitting
on the fence. A girl is feeding the hens. Two of his horses are resting in the stable. A big brown horse is with
the farm keeper and he is patting it. A scarecrow is standing in the field. A farmer is ploughing a field with
the tractor. A white dog is standing in front of the pen. The sheep are running very fast. A lonely turkey is
waiting for the food. A boy is milking a black and white cow. This is a very clean farm.

My Favourite
Picue

Moosa Riaz | Ib

1 I love the picture of the big zoo.
7 There are so many animals. A lion is

sitting in the grass. He is resting. An |
elephant is drinking water from the =
pond. A baby elephant is playing with |
water. Three giraffes are eating leaves
from the trees. The giraffes are taller than
the other animals. The birds are flying |
around the zoo. Penguins are in the
frozen pond. They are having fun. [ =
A zebra is jumping in the grass. The
people are having fun looking at the
animals. I love this zoo.

3
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I('s Raining

Muhammad Ibrahim - Ib

in the drain.

A Sunny Day

Musfirah Asad - Ib

The sun is glowing bright,
. Up in the sky, with yellow
light.
The birds are singing, flying
" high,
As fluffy clouds float high

The flowers bloom, the trees and
hay,

It’s such a lovely, happy day.

Let’s go outside and play,

And make the most of a happy
day!

-
N o
v

It is a rainy day. The children are coming out of the school. Some of them have an umbrella, and a few of
them do not have an umbrella. The children are wearing raincoats. The leaves and flowers are falling from
the tree. A girl saved a wet cat from the rain. The cat is very scared. A girl is going home in a pink van
and waving at her friends. A girl is going to put her letter in the box. A boy is covering his head with an
umbrella because he does not have an umbrella. There are puddles everywhere. A little boat is going down




A Busy Park /

Qousain Nadeem | Ib

h A
This is a picture of a park. The weather is partly cloudy. There is a big pond. This park is full of people.
A boy is painting the picture. A girl is reading a book. Some kids are running and playing. A small boy is
climbing the tree. There is a small trechouse. An old man is walking slowly. A woman is selling candies.
A family is sitting on a picnic mat. The people are chatting with each other. The road is busy and clean. A

boy is riding a bicycle. A plane is flying in the air. I love this park.

My Amazing Car

Ruhaan Arshad | Ib

/g( My favourite toy is my remote control car.
, It is black and blue. It is big in size. It is

hard and smooth. It is made up of plastic.

It has a remote control and I charge it
sometimes. It’s lightweight. I keep it in a toy
box. It has four buttons. It is fast. I love my toy.
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Bapsi Sidhrwa
English Essay Writing
Competdton

The Tuanic

Airah Nacem Khan | Vb

On April 14th, 1912, the great new ship Titanic set
sail. I was very excited to go on my first trip as
I had never travelled outside my town. As I made
my way to the ship, I saw many other people who
were also excited to go. My parents came with me
because I had anxiety, and would get too stressed.
There were many people trying to get on the ship
without a ticket, which seemed very rude. We were
going to be on the ship for at least six days, and
after two extremely long hours, we had finally set
sail! [ was glad to experience that, but no one knew
what was about to go down!

On the fourth day of our adventure, we were all
enjoying our breakfast when the ship started tilting
slightly. No one thought about it at first, but the ship
tilted even more by the afternoon. When everyone
was about to sleep, we heard an announcement.
“Hello, passengers, our engines are being flooded.
We have found a hole in the ship. Do not worry, we
are taking care of it.” I got extremely worried, and

all of a sudden, everything went black! % y
L

When I opened my eyes, that’s when the
realisation hit me. I was the only one who
had survived. I was stranded on an island I
knew nothing about. I explored and wandered
around until [ remembered my parents. Looking
around, I saw no ship and no sign of anyone.
“It’s alright, don’t cry,” a monkey spoke to me.
I was surprised that a monkey could talk like
humans! It was getting dark, so [ needed to find
shelter. Suddenly, dark clouds began to form,
and my instinct told me that a storm was coming.
I smelled a coconut and realised that I needed food
to survive. The monkey got me a coconut from the
tree. I started building a shelter to keep myself safe
as the storm approached. It was all going pretty good
until I heard thunder. The monkey and I quickly hid
inside our shelter. An hour passed, but the storm was
still raging. Before I knew it, I had fallen asleep.
By morning, the storm had passed. I was still upset
about the ship, but I had to stay strong. To lift my
spirits, I started playing catch with the monkey.
We were playing when I heard a noise. It was the
sound of the helicopter. | started waving my hands
wildly at the helicopter. After twenty minutes, the
helicopter finally landed, and it was a rescue team.
They brought me home safely, though I had a fw
injuries.

Everyone told me how many lives were lost and how
the ship sank, killing almost everyone. That was my
experience of the great ship ‘Titanic’.
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The Amazing
Bed1dom

Aiza Noor Gauhar | [Va

Hello, everyone. Today, I am going to tell you how
I would design my bedroom.

Let’s start with the wall color. I want white. I know
other people would choose pink, but white is much
better.

Picture this: you are in your room, and you have
a projector and an empty white wall. Use your
projector and watch a movie.

Now that I have talked about the wall, let’s talk
about my desk, which I would use for revising or
doing homework. I would want that colour
to be light purple. I want my room to have

only two colors: white and light purple.

7 Of course, I need to make some space for

my bed. [ want white and purple bed sheets

that are very comfortable. I also want my bed
to be huge.

Now, let’s move on to my toy mat. I want all of

my plushies and Barbies to go on my toy mat.

Now, this one is probably weird, but not for
me | want my room to smell like vanilla.
Yeah, that’s right!

I hope you like how I am going to design my
bedroom.

Bye!

vy

LN

The Ticasue N
Hunt in the Attic 7|

Tanzeel Taimur | I1Ib

One day, Zaid and I went up to the attic to find
our toys. While searching, we discovered a
dusty old map. We brushed off all the dust and
noticed an address written on it. Curious, we
decided to go to that address.

When we arrived, we saw strange symbols scattered
around the place. We followed the map, which led us
through a series of small challenges. One challenge
involved
crossing a
broken, rickety
bridge. The air
smelled like
something had
recently burned.
After
completing the
challenges, we
encountered a P
playful monkey §
guarding a key.
Confused, we
came up with a ¢
plan. We asked §
the monkey if he
wanted to play
something with
us. He agreed,
and we started
playing football
together.
During the game, Zaid pretended he needed to go
to the bathroom. While the monkey was distracted,
Zaid quickly grabbed the key and walked back
toward me. As he waved, I ran to him, and together
we grabbed the map and looked for the treasure.
The monkey noticed and asked what we were doing.
I told him we needed to go back to our house. He
nodded and let us go.

We eventually found the treasure. A talking parrot
joined us and played as we celebrated. When we
reached home, we opened the treasure box and found
$1,100 inside! We were overjoyed and incredibly
thankful for the adventure.

—\ 71—



My Mother

Muhammad Ibrahim | Ib

love her.

| She is twenty-two years old. She picks me up

My mother’s name is Maria. She is twenty-eight "
years old. She has brown hair and black eyes. She
loves relaxing and sleeping all day. At night, she
watches Instagram. Her birthday is on 8th
/6" December. She makes tasty food and she
loves rainbow colours. She also likes going
to resorts. I love my mother. My mother is
very good at drawing and English. She loves ;
reading books too. Her school’s name was Yakin

School when she was little. She loves mangoes. I

My Favourite Q\ F 4
Pérson

Haniya Ahsan | IIb

Ve

My favourite person is my elder sister. Her name
is Zaynab. She is a baker and she has black hair.

from school. We make brownies together, and she

even ordered me a guitar. We watch movies every
Friday and eat popcorn. We both like cats and fish.
Her favourite colour is black. Her favourite movie is
Onward. Her favourite concert band is Coldplay. Her

favourite place is Dubai. We both love each other.

—\ 797 1—
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