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Principal’s
Message

Dear Students, Parents and Faculty

It is with great pleasure that | write to you in this special edition of our school magazine. As we commemorate the 25"
anniversary of Learning Alliance and 10" years of IB @ LA, | am filled with immense pride and gratitude. This milestone
stands as a testament to the dedication, passion, and hard work of everyone who has been a part of our school community
overthe past quarter-century.

| never envisioned working in the field of education, but sometimes, fate has a way of intervening and guiding us down
unexpected paths. At the age of 20, | accidentally stumbled into a teaching position in Nigeria, and from that very first day, |
was captivated. There was something immensely fulfilling about shaping young minds and helping them discover their full
potential.

Looking back on my extensive career now, the numbers are quite staggering. Over the past 40 years, I've had the privilege of
working in various educational roles — internationally, locally, and finally, independently.

The secret to my success, | believe, lies in four key ingredients: perseverance, hard work, integrity, and perhaps most
importantly, teamwork. | have been incredibly fortunate to have assembled a dedicated and passionate team around me -
individuals who have joined me on this journey, grown with me, and helped me build successful systems and organizational
structures.

| recognize that the challenges faced by the younger generation today are quite different from my own experiences. The world
is changing at a rapid pace, and the solutions required are often outside the box. My very strong advice to the young people
has always been:

"If you love what you do, you'll never work a day in your life" — Mark Twain

| have unwavering faith in the ingenuity and resilience of these young minds. Success will follow you, you'll never grow old,
and your dreams will continue to evolve and expand. You must stay true to your roots, your values, and your cultural heritage.
These foundations will ground you, even as you soar to new heights and carve out your own path. The future belongs to you.

Sincerely,

Anjum S. Ahmed
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Which came first,
the

or the

Is it thought that triggers the language or is it
the language that determines the thought?

r I The age-old question, "Which came first,
the chicken or the egg?" serves as a
metaphorical probe into the relation-

ship between language and thought. The
intricate interplay between these two funda-
mental aspects of human cognition is derived
from various theories, delving into whether it
is thought that triggers language, or if it is
language that determines thought.

One perspective posits that language serves as
a tool for thought, allowing humans to concep-
tualize and express complex ideas. The Sapir-
Whorf Hypothesis, which implies that lan-
guage shapes thought patterns and cognitive
processes; shaping the ways in which the
person forms a view of the world. Here there
are three ideas related to the connection
between language and thought. Firstly linguis-
tic structures, the words we use directly
influence how individuals perceive the world
around them and formulate thoughts. This is
known as linguistic determinism. For example,
languages with rich spatial vocabulary may
lead speakers to have heightened spatial
awareness compared to those with limited
spatial terms. Opposite to linguistic determin-
ism is ‘linguistic reflectionism’, which sug-
gests that language is used to utter the
thoughts of the people, so language influences
people’s thoughts but does not determine it.
The third view is a general one, saying, that
language does affect a speaker’s world, e.g.
‘teenagers’ may not be taken seriously but

‘voung adults’ might be!

Moreover, cognitive linguist George Lakoff's
‘Conceptual metaphor theory’ elucidates how
language constructs and reflects conceptual
frameworks. Metaphorical expressions, such
as "time is money," not only convey the mean-
ing but also shape how individuals conceptual-
ise abstract concepts like the value of time.
Thus, language acts as a scaffolding mecha-
nism for thought, providing a framework
through which ideas can be organized and
communicated.

The process of language acquisition in chil-
dren offers insights into the relationship
between language and thought. Jean Piaget's
cognitive development theory suggests that
language development parallels cognitive
maturation. As children acquire language
skills, their ability to engage in abstract think-
ing and problem-solving also advances. This
implies that language acquisition facilitates
the development of higher-order cognitive,
thinking, functions, indicating a reciprocal
relationship between language and thought.
Chicken and egg, alternating in the race...still
unclear!

Another linguist, Lev Vygotsky's ‘Sociocultural
theory’ dwells on the role of language in
mediating, acting as a go between cognitive
processes within social contexts, i.e., learning
originates in social and cultural interactions.
Now how would we learn about ‘What’s new?’




unless we sit with our mates in the cafeteria
and chat! According to Vygotsky, language
works as a tool for communication and inter-
nal thought processes, with social interactions
playing a crucial role in shaping cognitive
development. Through collaborative dialogue
and interaction with more knowledgeable
peers or adults, children internalise language
and cultural symbols, thereby enhancing their
cognitive abilities. So here it means that,
chat(Language) first then learning(Thought).

Then again, friends of the "thought-first"
hypothesis argue that cognitive processes
precede linguistic expression. Cognitive
psychologist Steven Pinker suggests that
language is a byproduct of pre-existing cogni-
tive mechanisms, rather than a determinant of
thought; the common-sense view. Pinker's
theory aligns with Noam Chomsky's notion of

auniversal grammar—a set of innate linguistic
principles that underlie language acquisition.

Moreover, research in cognitive neuroscience
has identified neural networks associated with
thought processes independent of language.
Functional magnetic resonance imaging (fMRI)
studies have shown that certain brain regions,
such as the prefrontal cortex and hippocam-
pus, are activated during tasks involving
abstract reasoning and problem-solving,
regardless of linguistic input. This suggests
that thought processes can occur independ-
ently of language, implying that language may
not be the sole driver of cognitive processes.

In reality, the relationship between language
and thought is dynamic and multifaceted.
While language undoubtedly influences
cognitive processes, cognition also shapes
language use and comprehension.

Neuroplasticity—the brain's ability to reorga-
nize itself in response to new experi-
ences—underscores the dynamic nature of
this relationship. For example, bilingual
individuals often exhibit cognitive advantages,
such as enhanced executive function and
cognitive flexibility, attributable to their
linguistic experiences. The bilingual advantage
hypothesis suggests that managing multiple
languages, requires cognitive control mecha-
nisms, leading to improvements in attention,
inhibition, and problem-solving skills:
Bilinguals have been observed to be faster on
the ‘attention network test’ than the monolin-
guals(Here’s the good news for us!), they are
also more capable of executive control and
alerting!

Well... the debate over whether thought trig-
gers language, or if it is language that deter-

mines thought, is complex and nuanced. The
Sapir-Whorf Hypothesis, Piaget's cognitive
development theory, Vygotsky's sociocultural
theory, and contemporary research in cogni-
tive neuroscience offer valuable insights into
this enduring question. Ultimately, the rela-
tionship between language and thought is
reciprocal, with each influencing and shaping
the other in an ever changing manner. So to
say, it really does not matter if the chicken
came first or the egg, what matters is that we
can enjoy the ‘Chicken tarragon’ and the
‘Deviled eggs’ both!

Zahra Irfan | Al




‘Slang Is An Identity Marker For Certain Groups;
Then Why Do People Object To Slang/Jargon?’

It is flippant, irreverent, indecorous; it may be indecent or obscene.
Its colourful metaphors are generally directed at respectability,
and it is this succinct, sometimes witty, frequently impertinent
social criticism that gives slang its characteristic flavour.

identity for various social groups. How-

ever, despite its widespread usage and
cultural significance, slang often faces criti-
cism and objections from certain quarters.

f ;lang serves as a distinctive marker of

What is interesting, is the process by which
slang evolves: The use of metaphor, simile,
folk etymology, distortion of sounds in words,
generalisation, specialization, clipping, the
use of acronyms, elevation and degeneration,
metonymy, synecdoche, hyperbole,
borrowings from foreign languages, and the
play of euphemism against taboo are some of
the methods. Consider the English word ‘trip’,
it was at first a specialized word to mean a
psychedelic experience because of the drug
LSD. Before long, it generalized to mean any
drug’s effect, and next, to any type of “kicks”
from anything. Clipping is exemplified by the
use of “grass” from “laughing grass,” a term
for marijuana. “Funky,” once a very low term

DW Maurer

for body odour, has undergone amelioration
(elevation) among jazz buffs to signify “the
best”.

Slang functions as a powerful tool for identity
construction and group affiliation. Different
social groups, such as teenagers, subcultures,
or specific occupational communities, develop
their unique lexicons and linguistic codes to
establish solidarity and differentiate them-
selves from others. For instance, the use of
slang terms like "lit," "bae," or "on fleek" among
youth culture not only reflects their shared
experiences and values but also reinforces
their sense of belonging within the group.

Akin to slang, specialized jargon within pro-
fessional fields, such as "jargon" itself in
linguistics, serves as a marker of expertise and
insider status among practitioners.
Descriptivists in linguistics argue that slang
reflects the dynamic nature of language,




adapting to the changing social contexts and
reflecting the creativity and diversity of
human communication. Occupational groups
are legion, and while in most respects, they
identify with the dominant culture, there is
just enough social and linguistic hostility to
maintain group solidarity. Terms such as scab,
strike-breaker, company-man, and goon were
highly charged words in the era in which
labour began to organize in the United States;
they are not used lightly even today, though
they have been taken into the standard lan-
guage.

Despite its role as an identity marker, slang
often faces objections from prescriptivist
viewpoints, for being extremely non-standard
in nature, who advocate for conforming to
standardized language, and view deviations
like slang and jargon, as linguistic transgres-
sions; slang undermines linguistic clarity and
precision, leading to misunderstandings and
communication breakdowns, particularly in
formal contexts, are some of the rationales
given by them. Laziness, ignorance, or lack of
education, reinforcing stereotypes and hierar-
chies within society, are some other reasons
put forward for ‘blackballing’ slang.

Objections to slang stem from broader social
and cultural stigmas attached to certain
linguistic forms. Slang associated with
marginalized or stigmatized groups,. Critics
may perceive such slang as vulgar, unintelligi-
ble, or threatening to social order, reflecting
deep-seated prejudices and power dynamics
within the society. The stigmatization of slang
perpetuates linguistic discrimination and
reinforces inequalities based on race, class,
gender, or other social categories.

Despite concerns about the decline of tradi-
tional slang due to globalization and techno-
logical advancements, there remains a strong
interest in preserving and understanding
Aussie slang, highlighting its enduring signifi-
cance as a cultural marker. For example,
Aussie slang, like slang in many other cultures,
serves as a rich cultural phenomenon deeply
intertwined with national identity and heri-
tage. According to a Monash University article,
Australian slang, characterized by unique
terms like "yeah nah”, "cark it”, and "g'day
mate”, continues to thrive as a vibrant aspect
of Australian English. This slang reflects the
distinctive linguistic creativity and humor of
Australians, contributing to a sense of camara-

derie and shared identity among Australians
both domestically and internationally.

Slang, as explained by Britannica, has played a
significant role throughout history, as a form
of informal language used within specific
social groups or subcultures. It includes not
justwords but words used in a special way, in a
certain social context; appearing first in print
around 1800, while referring to the speech of
disreputable and criminal classes in London. It
often emerges in response to social, cultural,
or technological changes, reflecting the evolv-
ing dynamics of society. From the jargon of
criminal underworlds, to the vernacular of
youth subcultures, slang serves various func-
tions, including establishing group solidarity,

expressing dissent, or asserting cultural
identity.

David Crystal, a renowned linguist, empha-
sizes the dynamic and adaptive nature of
slang, which evolves in response to social
contexts and linguistic creativity. He high-
lights the importance of studying slang, not
only as a linguistic phenomenon but also as a
reflection of societal norms and values. The
flourishing subcultures within the greater
framework of the civilized society, demon-
strate peculiar linguistic innovations that are
highly rich in content, depending on the nature
of the groups and the dominant culture.The
shock value of slang stems largely from the
verbal transfer of the values of a subculture to
diametrically opposed values in the dominant
culture. Names such as fuzz, pig, fink, bull,
and copper for policemen were not created by




officers of the law.

However, despite its cultural significance,
slang also faces challenges and controversies.
Critics often question its legitimacy and
impact on communication, particularly in
formal or professional settings. Prescriptivist
attitudes toward the language may lead to the
stigmatization of slang, portraying it as infe-
rior or ‘unfit’ compared to standardized forms
of speech. Moreover, slang associated with
certain social groups may perpetuate stereo-
types or reinforce existing power dynamics,
leading to discrimination or marginalization
of racial or ethnic minorities or ‘socioeconomi-
cally disadvantaged’ individuals, who may face
heightened scrutiny and condemnation; like
the ‘ethnic slurs’ for example gypped (jipped),
‘Paki’, ‘Gringo’, ‘yank’, etc. Despite these
criticisms, advocates for linguistic diversity
and cultural preservation argue for the recog-
nition and appreciation of slang as a vital
aspect of human expression and identity.

There are many purposes in using slang.
Generally as an expression of a certain emo-
tional attitude; diametrically opposed atti-
tudes may be connoted when used by different
people. Many slang terms are primarily derog-
atory, though they may also be ambivalent
when used in intimacy or affection. Some
bolster the self-image or promote identifica-
tion with a class or in-group. Others flatter
objects, institutions, or persons but may be
used by different people for the opposite
effect.

To wrap things up, slang serves as a dynamic
and multifaceted aspect of language, reflect-
ing cultural diversity, social dynamics, and
historical contexts. Whether it's Aussie slang
contributing to the distinctive identity of
Australians or slang within various subcul-
tures expressing solidarity and creativity,
slang plays a crucial role in shaping linguistic
landscapes, and fostering social connections.
While objections to slang may arise from
prescriptivist attitudes or social prejudices, it
is essential to recognize its cultural signifi-
cance, and contribution to linguistic assort-
ment. As David Crystal suggests, studying
slang not only enriches our understanding of
language, but also provides insights into the
complexities of human communication and
identity.

Rania Khan | AIl

The Language and

Phonological Features
of English Pop Singers

he use of language and phonological

features are an important part of the

music industry while the composition
and production of songs. Singers use these to
write lyrics for various genres; these can be
raps or R&B(rhythm and blues) but no matter
the genre, language gives the flexibility to
write with variation and make every melody
stand out. The process gives the singers the
ability to communicate their views which
creates a storytelling effect and is very expres-
sive. Ragtime, jazz, big band orchestra, blues
and rock and roll form the foundations of pop
music. African American culture also influ-
ences it. The contemporary pop music is an
evolution of these genres absorbing the ele-
ments and colours of the cultures that it
nudges. Although often associated with
commercialism, the themes are reflective of
personal experiences and may be subjective.

Singers like Lana Del Rey use heterogenous
phonological features to give her songs the
refined and majestic feel that is purposely
conveyed in them. This is depicted all over her
music no matter how old or new it is. An

example of this is the pronunciation of the
word ‘ovation’(o-va-she-on) in her song ‘Na-
tional Anthem’ and the word ‘Crystal’(cris-tah)
in the song ‘Off To The Races’. This is seen as
breaking the rules of accepted phonetics to
other listeners but her listeners think that she
gives more of a customisation and different
perceptions of her music to the people.




Along with this, there are also themes which
are communicated. Themes of exploring love
and heartbreak. Both of these themes can be
heard in the song ‘Summertime Sadness’. She
uses intonation, either a distinctively low pitch
or a high pitch, variably, to convey the feelings
tobe emphasized.

There is a plethora of rich, yet non-standard
grammar to give her songs the vibe of Old
Hollywood Glamour or sometimes with
‘ebonics’, the African American Vernacular
English (AAVE). ‘Jesus is my bestest friend’,
‘Diamonds are my bestest friend’, “That don't
mean that you should abuse it’,'It don't matter
because it's enough’ are some of the very
interesting examples that might make the
prescriptivists (The language police) uneasy or
even annoyed. Many poetic phrases depicting
lexis of sentiments are also commonly heard
such as, ‘Like the stars miss the sun in the
morning sky’, ‘Every inch of my tar-black soul’,
‘And there’s no remedy for memory, your face
is like a melody’. These phrases share the
meaning of love and heartbreak which can be
heard in numerous of her songs.

Other than Lana, Eminem can be an influence
in the rap genre. Intensity and raw, these may
define Eminem’s distinctive rap. Apart from
that the lyrical finesse and the storytelling
ability that make his rap songs leave a lasting
impression; his lyrics are reflective of his
troubled and struggling life. To add further to
the impact of his song there is use of wordplay
and rhyming schemes that lend uniqueness to
his songs. His word delivery over the beat is
borderline hypnotic. Moreover, the use of
‘harmonic layering’ in singing is his crowning
achievement. Harmonic layering is when a
thematic main verse or ‘the hook’ is recorded
by using various styles, variations of the voice
and pitches, and then merging them all
together. His personal struggles, societal
issues and his own personal experiences from
life are at the core of the themes of his songs.
Provocative and explicit
language use is recipe to
convey these motifs and
themes.

Taylor Swift is one of the
luminaries in the genres of
country music, indie, pop
and amapiano. She is
known for switching
genres in music which is

also seen as a shift in the phonological fea-
tures. As she switched from country to pop,
her pronunciation acquired a modification,
which is not mostly apart from Lana's, but she
plays around with her lyrics. Taylor mostly
rhymes words and sings them with a variety of
pitch putting higher pitch emphasis on words
which might be of more value to the definition
of the song. In the first four albums; the genre
was mostly country. In the release of 1989,
Taylor changed to a synth-pop genre(popular
music played with synthesizers and having
light upbeat melodies and lyrics.). With this
change went her accent along with the change
in her music. Before it was mostly guitar, but
now she is more comfortable with pianos and
drums. Piano is mostly used in her indie sister-
albums; Folklore and Evermore.

Her songs have been eulogised for the use of
unique and specific lexis. Words are used
which might not be used by other contempo-
rary artists, for example, ‘gauche’, ’clandes-
tine’, 'mercurial’, ‘Midas’; used as if employing
nomenclature (devis-

ing or choosing of

names) which gives a

vivid imagery in the

listener’s mind engag-

ing them with awe.

These words are used

in all kinds of differ-

ent ways which might

include ‘Your Midas

touch on the Chevy

door’ which is used as

a metaphorical reference to a Phrygian king
who had the power to turn anything he
touched into gold, and ‘November flush and
your flannel cure’ which is a very unique way to
say that ‘as it got cold in the November eve-
ning, you gave me your flannel to keep warm’.

As we break down the language used in this
industry we discover how these artists put
their feelings into songs, which are a blend of
vivid imagery and word play, supported by
clever use of music. The feelings are easier to
understand when their pitches and pronuncia-
tion along with the correct cultural references
are industriously engaged within the context
of the songs.

Qasim Rehman Khan | AIl




Language Can Both Contribute To Discriminate (Exclude)
Or Help To Challenge Discrimination (Include)

he effect of language that we use can be

arcane. We can damage others’ self-

esteem if our language and behaviors
are unscrupulous— especially for those
people who have been historically under-
represented or misrepresented. Not necessar-
ily, just the use unacceptable words or gram-
mar is termed as discriminatory or
exclusionary language - there is much more
behind it. It is embedded with deeper mean-
ings, peppered by shared history, values,
experiences, class, gender, and much more,
overt and covert. In most cases, it is so
ingrained in us that it can take a lifetime to
unlearn.

Language serves as a powerful tool that can
either foster inclusion or perpetuate exclusion
within society. It plays a pivotal role in shaping
our perceptions, interactions, and opportuni-
ties, influencing the way individuals are valued
and marginalized. While discriminatory
language has the capacity to harm people's
self-esteem and hinder their potential, lan-
guage also has the potential to challenge
discrimination and promote inclusivity. There
are the intricate dynamics of language in
fostering both inclusion and exclusion.

Let us consider this which was narrated by an
Indian mother, then settled in Singapore, when
her son was looking for jobs, “The first few
questions related to the job and my son
answered very well (basically can you work so-
and-so days, is the pay OK, etc.) Then, the
owner asked my son what his last name was.
He told him. The owner then put him on hold.
A couple of minutes later the owner came back
on the phone and asked him if he knew Chi-

Discriminatory Language
Can Harm People’s
Self-esteem, Prevent Them
From Reaching Their
Potential, Demean

And Hurt Them

nese language very well. My son replied that he
did not. The owner very quickly the said
“Sorry, but this job requires fluent Chinese”
and then hung up the phone.

The interesting thing is that my son’s friend,
the person who had this job, spoke almost no
Chinese. The fact that he never used Chinese
on the job was the reason he asked my son in
the first place if he wanted the job.

This is just one example. Here in Singapore
they use the total fluency in Chinese as a
reason to discriminate all the time, even if it is
notneeded for the job.”

This is a very classic example of exclusion of a
community, also termed as ‘linguistic discrim-
ination’, where the level of competency in a
language isused to include or exclude.

During colonial rule, countries of the ‘Empire’
were governed by Britain and hence English
was the language of administrations, often
spoken fluently only by the elite besides the
British themselves in countries like Nigeria
and India. English was imposed by the Britons,
who had settled there, as a ‘superior’ or more
‘civilised language’ for the state-run formal
education as well as the central administrative
and legislative work. These policies effectively
imposed English on the population at large,
making the required essential services inac-
cessible to anyone who was unable to speak it.
Education policies such as beating children
who spoke local languages in class were
common even as recently as the late 20th
century. It was the greatest, macro level lan-
guage based discriminatory exclusion of a
whole nation!




Discriminatory language perpetuates harmful
stereotypes, downplays the minority groups,
and reinforces systemic inequalities within
society. Words and phrases laden with preju-
dice and bias have the capacity to demean and
dehumanize individuals, stripping them of
their dignity and agency. According to
research conducted by the Diversity Council
Australia (DCA), discriminatory language in
the workplace can have detrimental effects on
employees' mental well-being, productivity,
and sense of belonging. It erects barriers to
equal opportunities, hindering individuals
from realising their full potential, and contrib-
uting to a culture of exclusion and injustice. In
South Africa, during the era of apartheid, and
in the United States before the civil rights
reform, negative stereotyping in the society,
resulted in huge racial inequalities. For exam-
ple, the phrase “cake walk” used when you feel
a task can be easily accomplished, the origin of
this phrase actually comes from the name of a
19th century pre-civil war dance performed by
slaves on plantation grounds for the entertain-
ment of the slave owners. The most accom-
plished dancers, those who moved with the
most ease and grace, took the prize of an
elaborately decorated cake... Knowing this
now, will it roll off your tongue as easily?
Moreover an insensitive comment or inappro-
priate use of a phrase like, “My ideas fell on
deaf ears” could be insulting and hurtful to a
person who identifies as deaf, or “You're
addicted to your laptop,” can be triggering for
someone who has struggled with a substance
disorder.

Despite its capacity to exclude, language also
serves as a powerful instrument for challeng-
ing discrimination and promoting inclusivity.
By reframing narratives and embracing inclu-
sive language practices, individuals and
organizations can dismantle stereotypes,
challenge prejudice, and foster a culture of
respect and acceptance. The DCA's research
highlights the importance of adopting inclu-
sive language in the workplace, which
acknowledges and affirms the diverse identi-
ties and experiences of employees. By using
inclusive language, organizations can create a
sense of belonging, cultivate trust, and
empower individuals to thrive in their profes-
sional endeavors. Replacing words like ‘police-
man’ and ‘fireman’ with ‘police officer’ or ‘fire
fighter’, leaving words like ‘senile’ and ‘de-
crepit’ and using ‘elderly’ and ‘geriatric’

instead, will perpetuate greater social equality
for all.

Further more public language, including media
discourse, political rhetoric, and cultural
narratives, plays a significant role in shaping
social norms and attitudes towards inclusion
and exclusion. According to English Works, an
English academy based in Vic, public language
can either perpetuate stereotypes and rein-
force hierarchies or challenge discriminatory
practices and advocate for social justice. For
instance, media representations that depict
marginalized communities in a negative light
contribute to their stigmatization and
marginalization. Conversely, media cam-
paigns and public speeches that promote
diversity and inclusion have the potential to
inspire social change, and mobilize collective
action against discrimination.

Additionally promoting inclusive language
requires a concerted effort to raise awareness,
educate stakeholders, and implement policy
changes that prioritize equity and inclusion.
Organizations can provide training and
resources to employees to cultivate awareness
of the impact of language and encourage the
use of inclusive language practices. Moreover,
policies and guidelines can be implemented to
ensure that language used in official commu-
nications and documents, reflects a commit-
ment to diversity, and respect for all individu-
als. By fostering a culture of inclusivity, organi-
zations can harness, the transformative power
of language, to create environments where
everyone feels valued, respected, and empow-
ered, to contribute their unique perspectives
and talents.

Language serves as a double-edged sword that
can either reinforce exclusion or foster inclu-
sion within society. Discriminatory language
perpetuates harmful stereotypes,
marginalizes minority groups, and reinforces
systemic inequalities. On the hand language
also has the power the above, and promote
inclusivity by reframing narratives, embracing
inclusive language practices, and advocating
for social justice. By prioritizing inclusive
language in public discourse, organisational
communication, and societal narratives, we
can harness the transformative power of
language to create a more equitable and inclu-
sive world where everyone's voices are heard
and valued.

Rania Khan | AIl




easily call me an introverted teen; almost a
misanthropist. Most people would often
refer to me as a “hibernating bear” locked in
my cave until the call of food was given to me
by my parents - who were mostly three sheets
to the wind. Owing to their vibrant lifestyle,
contrary to mine, they often enjoyed reveling
with friends - they had many, unlike me.
Movement, activity ... and booze, that all was
important. I would realise their appearance
usually around dinner time, and dinner time
was always late. Half of the time I doubt that
they even remembered my existence. But I was
ok with it all. Iwas a solitude lover. It
was a good arrangement.

I rarely went out of my room. You could

My school life was not all
that bright either,
honestly interacting
with people was too
much of a work for me.

The bestI could do was

to wave or smile

but even that was

too much for me

to bear. If it were

up to me I would-

n’t even be there. I

would much rather

play video games at
home.

“AHMED!”. T turned
around to face the
direction of the voice
calling out to me. A

man in a blue suit
with a black collar
shirt and a reddish
black tie was
looking at me;
he seemed to
have appeared
directly out

of a little
children’s

This was Sir Qais, the physics teacher in our
school.

He needed me to help him carry some papers
and boxes to the staff room. I reluctantly
agreed - no choice.

Climbing the stairs to the next storey, we both
proceeded to an empty classroom where the
papers were lying all alone on a dusty table
that had graffiti drawings all over it; some of
which even had Sir Qais’s face on a donkey
drawn on it. Noticing my smirk;, Sir Qais added
that he found it funny as well and let out a
laugh, and I smiled sheepishly, feeling the
warmth of embarrassment rising up to my
neck. The piles of papers were humongous and
seemed to have been graded already. I tried to
muster up strength to pick it all up.

“Wait ... you can't pick up all of them”.

Piles split between us, and we climbed down-
stairs. Sir Qais opened the staffroom door and
we entered. It was also empty, surprisingly. It
was usually full of teachers during that time of
day. “Oh they are all taking time off from the
kids of this school”, he said jokingly. Although
I knew that it was a gruelling job to deal with
the students in our school. They were a med-
dlesome bunch.

As we placed the pile of papers on Sir Qais’s
desk, his face changed his expression, furrows
appeared as if he was trying to think about
something. Suddenly he dashed out of the
door saying he forgot something in the class-
room.

I stayed in the staffroom observing every little
detail I could, such as the broken air condition-
ing unit which had nott been repaired since
last year, the school funds must be extremely
slow. Oh the absolute jungle of the desk Ms
Salim had. No I mean it she had flower plants
all over her desk, so much so, that if someone
mistook her desk for a plant I wouldn’t even
blame them for it.

Suddenly my eyes caught a yellow folder that
had fallen near Sir Qais’s desk. I picked it up




gently from the floor; the papers had fallen
out. I saw that they had the answers to a bunch
of exam papers. I let out a small gasp and then
darted out the staff room without thinking
further. The file tucked in the trousers in my
back under the blazer.

Once at home , I didn’t know what to do with it.
“Why did I bring it with me?” I began question-
ing myself. But now it was too late. I started
assuring myself that it was a windfall. I must
consider it as a reward for helping out Sir Qais

today. The exams were beginning on the next
day.

When I got all my results back, I had actually
managed to get a perfect score in every single
subject. Even though I was expecting it, this
was quite shocking for me too - since I was
never much of a learner and mostly Got C’s or
B’s at the most in my tests, but with this cheat-
ing, now I could actually go to a good college.

After I had looked at my name on the bulletin
board where the result was displayed, I heard
the sound of two teachers arguing, coming
from a nearby room. I peeked through the
door, as it was not fully closed. I overheard the
conversation. It was Sir Qais and the vice
principal they were disputing over a lost
folder. I immediately knew they were talking
about the yellow folder that I had ‘found’. The
vice principal was very upset at sir Qais for this
negligence.

I backed away from the door. I went back home
with feelings of guilt and regret that had
overcome me and I suddenly felt the urge to do
the right thing.

I made up my mind to put the folder back in Sir
Qais’s office

The next day, I snuck into the staffroom which
was empty, once again. I gently put the folder

back where it was supposed to be. Ensuring
once again that it was placed correctly, as I
turned around, I saw Sir Qais standing right in
front me, looking at me, his calm calculating
eyes on me with a steely glare in them. If he was
an apparition I would have been much hap-
pier... but him standing here in flesh and
blood, chilled me to the bone.

Many seconds elapsed. Then, “What are you
doing here?”His voice was cold.

I stammered, butIdid not or rather, I could
not lie to him and told him everything.

He wasn’t angry anymore after that.This
calmed me down too but guilty as I was, I
could not raise my eyes. “Smart cookie”, I
heard him say and I looked up at him in
astonishment. There was a gentle smile on
his face. “This was the Mid-year Exam, you
work hard and get me the same result in
your mocks ... and we forget about all
this...otherwise, I'll tell the administration
about what you did. Is it a deal?” and then
he told me if I work hard and use my
brains, anything is possible.

This seemed like a way out of this mess, the
price was high, butI gota chance.

The next three months were grueling for me.
My scores in the mocks were really good. Mr
Qais actually hugged me on the day I got my
result - I had rushed to him after  had received
it. He never uttered any word of what had
happenedin January. Not then, not ever.

“Go get admission in a great college, and
make me proud”, he had
said gently and lovingly.

I listened to his advice.
Now I am in Har-
vard studying
law. Sir Qais
and I often
communicate.

I have made
many friends
now. Because of that
incident and my
mentor, Sir Qais,
my life had com-
pletely changed.

Muhammad Waiz | Al




hen I was sure that nobody was
looking at me, I picked up the bag and
walked straight out of the train

station, not looking back and not thinking
about where Iwas going.

Without even realising it I entered a nearby
cafe, Mike’s cafe, the name of the cafe wasnota
surprise.

My hands were sweaty and my legs were
shaking. The only wise thing to do now was to
sit down order myself a cup of coffee.

I was still glaring at the bag when the coffee
arrived, the bag was tingling my nerves, mak-
ing me uneasy, was it worth the risk. Twas not a
professional thief but was made one out of the
challenges in my life.

It was a leather brown bag with a shark pattern
on it. A very unusual choice for a bag. I
thought. I Carefully opened the odd golden
plastic zipper. Whoa ... Jackpot! The bag held
billion stacks of money.

My heart gave a leap of joy. I will pay off my
debt and get rid of the loan sharks and mom
will now be able to have the surgery. She will
live now.

As I was gleefully smiling to myself I noticed
the greyish notebook sticking out from under-
neath the bundles of money. Moving the stacks
aside, I took out the notebook. After surveying
the outer covers, I opened it. It was someone’s
journal written in beautiful handwriting. The
first entry was from twenty years ago.

The Siblings

‘Amma and baba had an accident last week.
They are both dead now. I am an orphan now. I
don’t know what to say...’

And the next one after a few days of the first.

‘Chacha told Kareem bhai to marry me off
today. He said that kareem bhai would not be
able to take care of me. Kareem bhai got furi-
ous and told chacha that he will not. I am only
thirteen and that I have to finish my school.
Kareem bhai said that he will leave his univer-
sity and work. He will support me. “Sarah will
not leave the school. I will take care of her”, he
had said. Ilove my brother.’

And then the subsequent entries revealed that
kareem did odd jobs for years and raised his
little sister.

Then came the diary entry...

‘Kareem babhi is so sick and he is so weak. Will
he leave me like Amma and baba? I try to help
him walk, but it is becoming so difficult now
for him...’

Kareem died three months after that, at the
young age of thirty-five due to some disease he
got at work. Sarah was now twenty-one and
going to university. Her brother never got
married because of his little sister. He had left
enough money for Sarah to help her go
through her studies.

Kareem had left some other investments in a
bank, which Sarah could get when she was
twenty-six.




After her graduation, Sarah got a scholarship
for higher studies abroad. After completing
her masters, she found a job there and settled
in her adopted country. She was now leading a
successful life and she owed it to her brother
whom she still missed and still loved.

The following diary entry revealed this...

‘Thank you so much my lovely bhaijan, for
being my saviour and everything. I am a suc-
cessful lawyer now because of you, who sacri-
ficed his life for me. I can never repay that love,
or all that you have done for me. But what I'll
dois, I'll use the money that you left for me and
open an orphanage in your memory. Next week
Iam going back home and this is whatIwill do.’

I had read enough. I did not realise that I had
tears in my eyes. I did not even realise that so
much time had elapsed. I was getting weird
glances from other customers too, probably

anwad was screaming in the
distance “please let me go,I am
with a child”.

It was the night when everything
started to change. Earlier in the
morning a bright sun bossed the
sky, with cheerful laughter and
people delighting in their festival.
The couples were doing the one
straw challenge as the grandmoth-
ers were making woolen sweaters
nearby. Everyone was singing in
harmony. Juveniles running in rows
with colours in their hands, com-
pleted the picture of the small town
that had never known any tragedy
before.

they saw my tears...

I hurried out of the cafe. I was determined to
find Sarah khan now. Through the diary I had
found her Boston address and her cell phone
number.

A week later I was standing in front of the
small old house in Gulberg. I pressed the door
bell with mortification. A woman in mid
thirties opened the door. Her dress spoke of
her affluence, not going with the surround-
ings. This must be her. She saw the bag in my
hand. After an uncomfortably long silence, she
invited me inside.

She listened to my side of the story. I was
offered tea and biscuits, and I humbly
accepted. Later on the afternoon passed in
conversation. When the sun set and the eve-
ning approached we never knew.

Muhammad Waiz | Al

Contrary to the earlier sunshine, by the evening, the weather had turned angrier and darker. It
was an uncommon event. People scurried towards their houses to hide from the onslaughts of
wet flying debris and the stormy shower. The clapping, pounding and thundering continued the
whole night.

The next morning brought sights of logged streets half buried under slush. People tiptoed
around the area in circumspect to gauge the damages. Suddenly an alarm was raised with loud
screams, one following another, coming from the direction of the fields. Many ran in that direc-
tion.

In the fields, now scattered with wet maize, as if scythed down, a couple cried over a young
woman's dead body; also scythed down.

The police arrived, queried, sifted around and took the strangled corpse away. A deafening
horror-filled lull remained suspended in the air. Inspector Peera led the team.

Strangled with a pair of stockings, tortured, the girl had died due to suffocation. A large blue dot
marked the foot. A label. The autopsy report was written by Dr Thiti, the forensics pathologist at




the local hospital, the man they always went to,
a cheerful person always — that was some-
times very queer for a person who made his life
out of human corpses. The girl was
Duangporn, an orphan girl living with a friend
and studying in the next town — she had been
missing for the last three days.

After a week as the investigations continued,
another murder was reported. A similar girl, a
similar murder, the same blue dot on the foot.
Anearby village, this time in the south.

March eighteenth, a year after Duagporn's
murder. Inspector Peera received the informa-
tion of another murder. He got anxious; when
he found out that the site of murder was near
where he lived. He grabbed his gun, and shot
through the door followed by his team. He
didn’t know why his heart was beating so fast.

When they reached the promenade, situated
behind the colony where they lived, it was the
same path where his wife walked every morn-
ing, after seeing him off for work. They ambu-
lated the curving path, towards the stream,
partly hidden by the tall grass. The body lay
near the water on the slanted bank of the
stream. The moment Inspector Peera’s gaze
fell on the dead girl’s face, he dashed towards
her. It was her, her and the child who had not
seen the world yet. Taken away from him so
ferociously. The blue dot was there.

The next week, as Peera stood by the flaming
pyre a child approached him. He only realised
the child’s presence when he pushed a note in
Peera’s hand. But Peera was too crestfallen to
think about the meaning of all this. He was the
last one to leave. Home was an unwelcoming
place now.

“Meet me in the tunnel. Come alone, just like
your Panwad came alone”, that is what the note
said which stayed on his bedside table for the
past two days. Unopened.

The only tunnel that was near the village was
thirty miles from the village. Minutes later his
jeep was accelerating towards it.

Half an hour later when Peera entered the
unused and forlorn tunnel, it resounded with
his wife’s voice, “ Please let me go, I am with a
child”. Outlined by the light coming from the
other side of the tunnel stood a dark hooded
figure, smoke rising behind him. Peera wanted
to plunge on him, instead...he found himself
falling to the ground. Someone had hit him on
the head.

When he woke up he was on a hospital bed
instead of the tunnel. His sister stood beside
his bed along with the doctor. He had been
comatose for months. It was a near lethal blow
on his head.

Another month later, as Peera walked through
the doors of the police station, everyone
cheered his return. No one thought that he
would ever come back. Another officer, Lt
Thyne had been transferred in his place.

The murderer had been apprehended — he
was told. It was Dr Thiti, they had said. Clues
had been found. Testimonies had been taken.
Now the verdict was announced. Dr Thiti was
tobe hanged...

Panwad had been dead for weeks now. Inspec-
tor Peera’s eyes still snapped open as her voice
echoed in his nightmares,“ Please let me go, I
amwith a child!”

A shadow loomed on the horizon—a reminder
that in the dark corners of human nature, evil
can take many forms, and the battle for justice
is never truly over. While everyone wrestled
with their conflicting emotions and the knowl-
edge of betrayal by one of their own. The
village mourned for its soul. The echoes of the
past struggle reverberated through the night...
and the days.They wondered—was this all
justified? Will peace prevail? or, will the tran-
quility be claimed by the darkness once again.
Inspector Peera and Lieutenant Thyne found
themselves plunged into a whirlpool of disbe-
lief and betrayal with the shocking truth about
Dr.Thiti. The revelation had sent shockwaves
through their investigative team, shattering
their trust.

Who was the one silhouetted by the light in the
tunnel? Who hit him on the head?... these
perplexities remained.

Months had passed now. Yet the remorse
remained. The lull after the storm
remained.The storm that had first brought the
shockwaves seemed to have passed.

It was after midnight, after months, when the
telephone of the police station violently rang,
incessantly. It was answered by a sleepy junior
police officer after much delay. As the infor-
mation was relayed, the officer’s eyes opened
wide, “There's a blue dot?... where?...on the
foot...” he said.

Zainab Jamal | Al




A Journey of Growth
My Life at Learning Alliance

Alliance has been more than just an

educational institution to me; it has been
my second home, a nurturing environment
where I have grown and flourished. Each
corridor holds a story, each classroom a
memory, and every person within its walls
feels like a kin. As I reminisce about my jour-
ney from preschool to senior school, every
phase is etched in my memory like a cherished
chapter of abook.

f ; ince the tender age of preschool, Learning

In the early days, I recall walking hand in hand
with my parents through the corridors, wide-
eyed with wonder and excite-

ment. Those corridors, once

traversed guided by parents

holding my hands, later

became the playgrounds of

youthful escapades for me and

my friends. From racing to the

classes with our laughter

echoing off the walls, to

stealing moments for a quick

game of badminton before the

bell rang, those corridors have

witnessed our journey from

childhood to adolescence.

The days of pretending to be
sick to skip school have trans-

formed into cherished memories, replaced by
a genuine love for the vibrant school commu-
nity. Every moment within the school's walls,
including the weekend events or the extracur-
ricular activities, have felt like precious oppor-
tunities for growth and connection.

The school became a stage for self-discovery.
From shy middle school days to the pivotal
moments when my English teacher nudged me
towards my first MUN conference, the meta-
morphosis was gradual yet profound.

I vividly recall my first MUN conference, an
experience initially met with hesitation but




eventually embraced wholeheartedly. It was a
turning point that led to hosting the presti-
gious MUN@LA conference alongside my
fellow students—a moment of immense pride
and accomplishment.

The school's emphasis on holistic develop-
ment did not just end with the academics.
Participation in various events, from science
fairs to business competitions, instilled in me
a sense of versatility and adaptability — The
collective experiences have molded us. And
when I was honored with the Top in Pakistan
award from the British Council for my O Level
achievements, it was not just a personal
triumph but also a testament to the school's
commitment to excellence.

As I reflect on my journey, I am filled with

gratitude for the opportunities that Learning
Alliance has provided me. It has not only
equipped me with knowledge but also has
nurtured me into a person capable of bringing
pride and joy to my alma mater. Each award
that has been brought back to school is not
just an individual accolade, but a collective
celebration of our shared journey of growth
and success. The people within the Learning
Alliance, from classmates to teachers, to the
custodial staff and the administration, have
become my extended family. Their support
and guidance has helped shape not just my
academic prowess, but also my character.

May Learning Alliance continue to be the
guiding light for all the students!

Rahhya Qasim Shamsi | Al




he sun was just setting; it was the most

enthralling sight ever. The cold, chilly

wind of Karachi’s late afternoon in
December was perfect, for a cup of tea or
coffee. Many people were outside on the beach
or maybe having hot snacks at the Burns Road.
The time flew by in the blink of an eye and soon
the horizon was filled with stars. The city was
experiencing the most mesmerizing sight ever.
It was rare that the Karachiites experienced
this view, as in late winters it was covered by
smog and fog.

Here in the port of Karachi, a majestic, heavy,
and jolly cruise was waiting to carry its passen-
gers to take its passengers to the Singapore
port. This was the longest distance it would
cover before; several cruises have left for the
Singapore port but none returned till today.
This cruise consisted of all the luxuries you
could ever crave. The cruise had eight swim-
ming pools, three basketball courts, two
badminton courts, a snooker and a spa. It also
had a ballroom and six different dining decks
according to the cuisine.

As everyone started to board the fog started to
appear. Onboard this cruise was a family
rather adventurous family which consisted of
three members a girl named Nimrah and her
parents, but there was also a friend of Nimrah
which was accompanying them named Mishal.
They all boarded the cruise and took up to
their cabins as the cruise started sailing late at
night the parents were sleepy so they didn’t

return. The girls were excited so didn’t sleep
and instead went to the movie theatre they
both had a great time. After the movie they
were super hungry so they set out on the
dining deck and had the most scrumptious
pizza ever. Nimrah said,” A ship in harbor is
safe, but that is not what ships are built
for...They are built to explore the world, open
trading opportunities! Mishal said, “No way
ships better stay in the harbor and not take the
route that is known for getting people disap-
peared.” They both disagreed and that led to
an argument, girls together and not a single
disagreement? That does not happen.

During this argument Nimrah felt that the ship
had hit something and a few minutes later was
an announcement that informed about the
situation that the ship had hit a rock which
wasn’t visible due to the fog at night. The
captain contacted the lighthouse but was
unable to contact the junior pilot Captain Ali
went up on the highest deck and just on the
left there was a small island but with not the
capacity to accommodate the passengers but
he concluded it was better to die on land rather
than drown and die. Everyone was so trauma-
tized and was running to find their loved ones
and set out on the lifeboats. My parents, me
and Mishal also tried our best to find a lifeboat
and get to the island safely.

The pilots were courageous enough to risk
their lives and recheck the cruise to ensure
everyone's safety. The passengers were prom-
ised compensation for the lost luggage and
ticket cost, which provided some comfort in
the midst of the chaos. As the lifeboats
reached the deserted island, the passengers
had to spend a night there as the rescue team
needed two hours to arrive due to the thick fog.
Watching the ship sink fully was a sight that
would be etched in their minds forever. Thank-
fully, the rescue team arrived earlier than
expected, and all the passengers were rescued
safely. Some fortunate passengers were able to
retrieve their luggage during the evacuation,
and they were relieved to have their belongings
with them. As another ship arrived, the pas-
sengers were relieved to board it and head
back to Karachi port. Despite the challenging
situation, it was a never-forgettable adventure
that taught everyone the importance of staying
calm and working together in times of crisis.

Nimrah bint-e- Haris | Ol H




omen's empowerment refers to the
process of giving women the power to
control their own lives and become
independent. Women are unique and possess
many admirable qualities such as being caring,

sensitive, and maternal, among others.

Women are very sympathetic towards people
and things. Women empowerment surely has
advantages. It gives them equal status com-
pared to men which creates a frictionless
environment for women. Secondly, it makes
women financially independent which is very
important in this era. Moreover, her empower-
ment helps her to get rid of social violence and
atrocities against her. It can help her to fight
for her rights.

Empowering women is a big responsibility, but
it's also vital for gender equality. Further-
more, society benefits when women are
treated with respect and aren’t treated as
second-class citizens. Women used to be
limited in their houses and were not allowed to
leave them for employment before, but now
things have drastically changed. Women
empowerment refers to the activities under-
taken to improve women's social, economic,
and political status in the world. The female
gender has faced subjugation and systematic
oppression throughout history, and the situa-
tions call for improvement in their societal
conditions.

However, another issue that women face is
gender equality. People hiring prefer to hire
men because they don’t have household
chores and work even if women are the best at
multitasking. Men accuse women most of the

Womerv g
tmpowerment

time, even if men know itis their fault. Women
use both sides of the brain and men don’t.
Women are brilliant at multi-tasking. In the
book, A Thousand Splendid Suns the writer
Khaled Hosseini says,” Like a compass needle
that points north, a man’s accusing finger
always finds a woman. Always.”

Furthermore, feminism isn’t about making the
woman strong it is about changing the per-
spective; of the world. People still think old
school that women can’t go out and work they
think they only belong in the kitchen but no!
They don’t only belong to the kitchen they
have the right to be educated and live their life
the way they want to not the way society wants
them. Society has set up standards, and
women suffer from mental issues to achieve
those standards.

In addition, women should stand up for their
rights because no one cares in this world for
others everyone is concerned about themself.
Women should also be independent so that in
the future if a problem occurs they can earn
and satisfy their needs instead of regretting
that point. The world wants a woman to be
invisible but a woman should always be invin-
cible.

In conclusion, women's empowerment is a tool
that will erase inequality in society and it will
start from the family of a woman because
families make society and society make a
nation. Empowering a woman is empowering
humanity.

Nimrah bint-e-Haris | Ol H




he sun rose over the city; the level of
smog was so high that vision was
unclear. Even advanced technologies
like airplanes were invisible from a mile away.
Life felt more vulnerable than ever. As I gazed
into the early morning sky, a cold breeze
nipped at my skin, and I couldn't see anything
beyond the haze. The bright sun continued its
ascent, the diligent residents of the luxurious
mansions stepped out of their abodes, armed
with hoses and buckets, to give their properties
arefreshing wash and ensure they looked their
very best.
Students with backpacks and tired workers started driving to their destinations. Birds chirped in
the distance, adding a beautiful melody to the sounds of the morning. Cars made their way
through the hazy roads, and hailstones covered the edges, making it look like snow had just
fallen. Although the sky was filled with smog, it felt like it would rain again. Soon, the sky erupted
with rain, and the furious thunder-bearing clouds settled into view. In another corner of the city,
farmers and workers mourned over the damage the rain had caused to their fields. Some sat on
the ground and sobbed, while others walked away, having already accepted their fate. High
school cafeterias were packed with administrators, teachers, and students who had soaked to
the bone.
Despite the principal's stern warnings, many students still enjoyed the harsh but beautiful
weather in the school courtyard. As evening approached, the bright sun shifted to the south of
the horizon, but the heavy smog after the rain made it nearly impossible to see it clearly. The
ancient part of the city might have been non-existent without its cultural sites. The Lahore Fort
seemed empty, but the Badshahi mosque, with its beautifully adorned marble exterior, was still a

place of religious zeal and fervor.

Fateha Umer | OIl H

go to the park with water filled eyes

resembling an overfilled river. She would
eventually relent, and with an exuberant and
buoyant attitude, I'd run as the wind chased
me, leaving footprints in the soil.

I :Very morning, I'd beg my mom to let me

There was always an invisible electricity of
magic in the air. As if the park knew that these
would one day be core memories. With ever-
green trees surrounding the play area creating
a secluded alcove, I was in my own bubble,
shielded from anything that may hurt or cause
me harm. The flowers bloomed in the summer
with the fragrant scent wafting in the air and
flooding one with an abrupt glee.

Laughing till my tummy hurt with my friends,
the cacophony of echoes still ring in my mind
as a consoling memory. As the sun beamed on
my face, I would run around with a youthful
caliber with my friends. Pretending we were
pirates walking the plank, or princesses danc-
ing insouciantly and carefree, the park

embraced and enhanced our imaginations.

When the sun ultimately said a sorrowful
goodbye to the park and morphed into the
moon, it would light up an incandescent glow
upon whoever was there. The stars would
emerge like orange leaves in the fall and would
shimmer and gleam in the misty cerulean sky.
A somber and melancholy expression would
always flash my face as it meant it was time to
go. But it was always a brief and succinct
feeling as I knew the next morning, the park
would still be there, waiting for me.

The park was there for me for most of my life.
It created the happy memories that I fre-
quently reminisce upon and was a place I could
escape to for comfort, whenever I needed it.
The park shaped who I am, whether it be
indirectly through people it introduced me to
or the actual area. It wasn’t simply an area to
me though, but a place where memories were
made and laughs were shared.

Amna Omer | OIIl H




made some of my favorite memories and

was also a part of incidents I wish didn't
take place. It was a year full of ups and downs. I
was in grade 8 in 2023 and it was truly the best
classI've ever had.

: ! 023 was one of the best years of my life. I

It was the last year I spent at my old school.
8A...the walls of the classroom had heard our
laughter and sobs, the tables saw our artistic

skills, and the floor on which we sat during our
free time heard everything we’d talked about.
A year ago, our school trip went to the Salt
Mines. Without a doubt, I can say thatit was the
best trip ever. I woke up early in the morning,
gotready, packed my bag, and left for school. It
was a dewy, cold morning and the white clouds

had covered the sky like a blanket. As I
reached school, I saw chaos as the teachers
were trying to line up the students and provide
them with their name tags. I heard teachers
calling out for students and the others taking
us to our buses. I clearly remember my friends
and I running as fast as we could to go sit at the
back of the bus.

Our favorite teachers were supervising us on
the bus. They let us play any song we wanted. I
remember eating a cold pizza on the bus at 8
am and stealing snacks from my friends. I
remember closing the curtains and dancing
inside the bus. At around 9.30 am, we reached
the McDonald's at Bhera. I remember my friend
Mariyam calling McDonald's “McDonald’s” ... it
sounds lame saying it right now, but in the
present moment it sounded hilarious. We ate
our breakfast at McDonald's and stayed there

for a little while. A group of us 14-year-olds
decided to play in the play area because why
not? We bought ice cream and using the
teacher’s phone, we took a few pictures. Soon,
we left McDonald's and continued our journey
to the salt mines. The bus ride was a bit uncom-
fortable due to the rough road conditions and
driving through the hills. I remember fighting
with my friend over a seat, one girl crying
because her foot got hurt, and me crying. After
all, I thought the bus would flip over in the
mountains and just a bunch of puzzling
emotions.

After spending about two and a half hours on
the bus, we finally reached the salt mines. As
we got off the bus, there were many goats
scattered throughout the area. There were also
camels which we could ride on and a few
threatening swings/ rides. I remember these 2
girls feeding a baby goat some biscuits while
this one boy was carrying a goat in his arms.
The students were spread all over the place. I
can’t imagine how burdensome it would have
been for the teachers to take care of everyone.
Step by step, we walked into the salt mines as a
huge group. There was a guide to show us
around the area. We were instructed to walk
together or in pairs and to have at least one
friend with us at all times just in case of an
emergency. We were told that the cave we were
in would get very gloomy in case the electricity
went out. Inside the cave, we saw a pool of
acidic water. It is very perilous to even touch
that water. It is fatal for our life and can burn
us so we had to be very cautious of our sur-
roundings. There were salty hills on the sides




and an ancient, rusty train track running
through the mines. Throughout the walk in the
salt mines, I held my friend’s hand. We took a
few group photos inside the salt mines and
carefully walked out. As a souvenir, I bought
the letter “W” made of pink salt for only 50
rupees.

We walked around the area for around 15 more
minutes, just exploring the place. As the sun
set, the teachers gathered all of the students
and we went into our buses. The remarkable
day was slowly coming to an end. As the bus
ride back home began, I realized that I would-
n't be part of another trip at my old school. The
reality began to hit. After 2 hours of the drive,
we stopped at a resting place to eat an early
dinner. We ate KFC for dinner, and each one of
us was provided with one burger and one

chicken piece. Some of us went to Dunkin
Donuts later to grab dessert and a drink. We
sat there for a little while as we munched on
our food as the moon came up and then it was
time to continue the journey back home. After
about 2-3 more hours of traveling, we finally
arrived at the school and our parents were
informed to pick us up. I reached home at 11
pm and told my family about the highlights of
the trip.

I think that the bus ride is always more fun
than the actual trip but knowing that it was my
last trip with my old school friends, I enjoyed it
to the fullest since it wasn't going to take place
again. I had so much fun that day and made
multiple unforgettable memories.

Wania Ahmad | OI SB I

BEHIND THE MIRROR

day felt like a repeat of the last, lived Lily, a

ninth-grader with an unexplored passion
for art. Her room, adorned with vibrant
sketches and splashes of color, reflected her
vibrant personality, but behind the mirror, a
secret world awaited discovery.

In the small town of Crestwood, where every

One day, as Lily rearranged her art supplies,
she noticed an antique mirror tucked away in
the corner. Dusty and seemingly forgotten, it
beckoned her with an air of mystery. As she
approached, the mirror

seemed to shimmer with an

otherworldly glow, revealing

adoorway to the unknown.

Curiosity overcoming her,

Lily tentatively stepped

through the reflective

surface and found herself in

a kaleidoscopic realm of

creativity. Vivid hues

danced in the air, and whim-

sical creatures made of paint and light moved
about. The once dull and predictable world
was now a canvas for her imagination.

As Lily explored this magical space, she
encountered a version of herself - the person
behind the mirror. This reflection, however,
was not just a duplicate but a manifestation of
Lily's innermost desires and aspirations. The
mirror realm allowed her to confront her fears,
celebrate her strengths, and envision a future

painted with the colors of her dreams.

Embracing her newfound world, Lily began to
share her art with the mirror creatures, each
stroke of her brush resonating with the vibrant
energy of the realm. The once shy and reserved
teenager found herself transformed into a
confident artist, both in the real world and the
magical reflection.

Word of Lily's talent spread beyond the mirror

realm, and soon, her artwork gained recogni-
tion in Crestwood. The once
mundane town now buzzed
with excitement, as Lily's
creativity inspired others to
embrace their passions. The
mirror, once a forgotten
relic, had become the gate-
way to a world where self-
discovery and artistic
expression flourished.

As Lily continued to navi-

gate the challenges of ninth
grade, she found solace in her secret mirror
haven. The person behind the mirror had
become not just a reflection but a guiding
force, reminding her to embrace her unique-
ness and color the world with her imagination.
Little did Lily know, the magic behind the
mirror had not only transformed her life but
had also added a burst of vibrancy to the entire
town of Crestwood.

Nawaal Raza Shirazi | OII SB II




Bottled
Emotions...

bly because she gulped in alarge amount

of scarlet red liquid. The vial she bought
was worth five tiny bottles of emotion, but she
liked to spend her money on the strong ones.

: z ara was in a state of pure ‘anger’, proba-

“Stop messing around and accept the deal!”
she yelled at the counter. The feeble-looking
man looked as if he had swallowed a rock, but
he managed to pick a slim glass vial from his
shelf. Unfortunately, Zara snatched it with a
hiss, making the shopkeeper almost lifeless
and defeated.

“Ok, ok I'll take it. Was it an 85 ratio of 50?7 You
get the bigger number. Just, g-g-get out of
here...” he whimpered.

“Ha ha, that serves you right!” my hot-faced
friend snickered, after sipping some watery
pink ‘pride’ from an expensive, glass vial.

Zara took me to a grocery store so she could
use some of her newly bargained gold pieces.
There was a sale going on and she was most
grumpy about it.

“Iam finally rich and then a sale shows up!

And I’'m hoping you would buy something
other than ‘disgust’, Ayra?” she
announced.

“I am so tired of you and your shenani-
gans. ‘Disgust’ is the best emotion. You
can do so much with it; like eat people’s
minds, or tease them...” 1 continued,
drinking more of the sticky green from my
vial. I felt comfortable afterward, I didn’t
realize Zara pasting a card on my face
whenIopened my eyes.

“Look here!” she shouted, making a face
so full of annoyance that I figured we had
an adventure on our hands. I was ‘dis-
gusted’ yet again.

The card was made in the 1900s, and the
people who usually followed it never came
back. Rumors were, they had somehow found
the pure golden vial of the strangest emotion,
‘happiness’. It changed their lives and location,
so Zara insisted on looking for it, as she
wanted to be “richer than ever”.

“It'll be awesome, I guarantee it. Imagine how
much we would get if we showed it to every-
one,” she added, while we were on our way to
‘The end of the rainbow’.

We were supposed to look for a cave that
would take us to anew dimension. I was doubt-
ful that Zara would lead us on the right path at
all. Until I glanced at the rainbow in front of a
waterfall, in the middle of a perfectly harmo-
nized scenery. The birds were singing. Hues of
blue and yellow danced past us, and we had
suddenly traveled from our grey city to a green
one. ButallI could say was,

“My eyes are burning from these bright colors.
Why are we here anyway?”

I whinced as I took in the dull bottle of mine to
an extent, that it gushed out of my mouth. I
didn’t care much as the bottled emotion
seeped into the fresh soil. It turned into a dark
sludge and my boots got affected as well. Zara
stood in front of a small cave, fit for two, that
glowed from somewhere inside. I came up to
her and she ran towards the light.

“Wait up! I don’t want you having all the fun,” I
called out, but she was driven mad.

As I dragged myself forward, hating every
breath I took, she screamed. The pitch was so




high, it cracked my eardrums. I collapsed to
the floor as it shook with great force. Tiny
rocks dropped from the ceiling.

“Ayra, I think the blackbird is awake. It tried to
stop me. It says here that its so-called ‘Obsid-
ian feathers’ would block away any negative
energy trying to get the golden emotion. But I
can see the vial from here, soI'll just...”

She was too late. A black shadow swooped in,
and grabbed Zara’s dark-colored bottles one
by one, with its crescent-shaped talons. It tore
at her satchel, leaving remnants of its leather,
and tiny glass pieces on the floor. I got con-
fused as my legs brought me nearer to the pure
‘happiness’ gleaming inside its place. I was
tingling with excitement. The warm rays of its
yellow light caught my eye which gave me a
queer feeling. A feeling I couldn’t let go of. It
grew inside of me and lifted me higher. I
decided Iwould take the risk. I grasped the vial
and pulled open the cork.

After that, I couldn’t feel anything. Darkness.
Smoke. Whichever it was, it wasn’t pleasant. In
the wake of what felt like hours of coughing
and wheezing, I woke up to see a familiar face.
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7] Y
\d fu
J A

Zara helped me up and rubbed my head.

“What is going on?” I finally spoke. “I think I'll
stick to being ‘disgusted’ for a while. ‘Happi-
ness’is too much to take in,”

It took another awkward moment for Zara to
reply,
“No. Your intentions were wrong. The animal

came for you, but you killed it... End of story,”
she concluded, letting out a heavy sigh.

“What are we supposed to do now?” I probed
in.

“If you want we could each take another sip of
the vial. That’s our only answer. But this time,
let’s do it properly. No negative energy
needed,” she said.

And so, as you may have guessed Reader, we
were on our way to find ‘happiness’. Imean, we
never got the right answer until now. But,
maybe it's not tangible. Maybe it just comes to
you or happens to you. And trust me, it's easier
to feel disgusted by something than think
about it positively. Even my friend Zara thinks I
should change. What do you think I should do?

Aiela Zainab | O1 SB I

illegally in Palestine, problems started to emerge. Therefore, in

In the 19" century, when Jews began migrating and settling

1947, the UN considered the issue and voted to partition Palestine

into two states; one Arab and one Jewish however Arab leaders

rejected the plan. In 1948, Israel declared its independence and gained

control of more territory including the West Bank and Gaza Strip. Israel

has built settlements in the West Bank; which Palestinians see as

illegal and a barrier to a future Palestinian state along with the issue

of missing Palestinian refugees. There have been many conflicts

since including the 1948 Arab-Israeli War, the 1967 Six-Day War,

and the 1973 Yom Kippur War. There have also been ongoing

clashes and violence, including the two Intifadas in the late 1980s and early 2000s.In 1974, at the
second Islamic summit conference which was held in Lahore Pakistan, every Islamic country
condemned Israel's intervention in Palestine.

Hamas wanted revenge for past Israeli attacks and the constant Israeli occupation of the West
Bank, isolation, and bombing of Gaza. Therefore, on 07 October 2023, Hamasl fighters fired
several rockets into Israel. President Joe Biden quoted a strong statement of support for Israel.
“Israel must again be a safe place for the Jewish people. And I promise you: We're going to do




everything in our power to make sure that it
will be.” and displayed a sense of empathy for
Israel along with intentions of sending a
“support package in defense of Israel”. The
Israeli cabinet formallyll declared war against
Hamas and Palestine. Moreover, countries like
India and the United Kingdom support the
madness of Israel. The conflict in northern
Gazahasresulted in the evacuation of over one
million Palestinian civilians. Israeli forces have
encircled Gaza City, causing a shortage of
water, food, fuel, and supplies. The war has
killed almost 23,000 Palestinians, including
more than 6,000 children. More than 80 per-
cent of Gaza's population—1.8 million peo-
ple—have been displaced. Furthermore,
infrastructure and hospitals have been demol-
ished while the remaining hospitals are devoid
of medicines.

Currently, there are widespread protests
underway in support of Palestine across the

globe. On 23rd January, Joe Biden’s speech was
interrupted practically twelve times by Pales-
tinian supporters calling for an immediate
ceasefire. It has been confirmed that McDon-
ald's is currently experiencing a decline in
business and has suffered a loss of approxi-
mately $1 million due to boycotts associated
with the Israel-Hamas conflict. The war has
also had a devastating effect on Palestine and
other countries. U.N. Development Program
Assistant Secretary-General told a news con-
ference launching the report claiming that a
12% GDP loss at the end of 2023 would be
"massive and unprecedented" for Palestine.
The report said that at least 45% of Gaza's
housing units have been destroyed or dam-
aged. The ongoing conflict in the Middle East
could potentially lead to a significant disrup-
tion in oil production, which could have global
implications such as fuel shortages and
increased prices.

Umaiza Agha | O1 SB 1

20 Years at
Learning Alliance

66

In halls where laughter intertwines,
Learning Alliance, twenty-five shines.
Childhood memories, a second home,

In your embrace, I've freely wandered and
roamed.

Through the years, from youth to now,
Friendships formed and wisdom's vow.
Oh, Learning Alliance, cherished space,
Guiding us with knowledge and grace.

The air, so fresh, nostalgia's kiss,

In each classroom, moments we miss.
Thirteen years, a journey sweet,

A place of love, where memories meet.

To twenty-five years, a heartfelt cheer,

In the Learning Alliance, we hold dear.
Yet, let's not forget, the staff is so grand,
The beloved teachers stand.

In every lesson, in every smile,

They've gone the extra kilometer and mile.
To all my peers, we owe gratitude too,

For making Learning Alliance a shining hue.
Their hard work and dedication are rare,
Creating an environment beyond compare.
To the staff, our heartfelt acclaim,

For making our school more than just a
name.

Zayaan Zeeshan Khan | OI SB 1




y eyes opened to the ethereal and
angelic light of the sun, as I began a
new day at school- closer to the week-
end I was getting. I woke up with an undying
headache and sweat was running down my
head faster than Usain Bolt could run a kilome-
ter. I swiftly moved towards my bathroom as I
changed my clothes and eventually got ready
for school. Eventually, after a tedious hour,

which felt like months had passed by, I arrived
at school and headed toward my class. This
was a big day for me, as I was to know whether
or not I was selected to compete in the Interna-
tional Throw Ball Competition of 2024.

As I headed towards class, it seemed like an
infinite amount of confetti surrounded me and
I heard a “SURPRISE” from my sports teacher,
as I was given the big news. However, with a
frown on my class teacher's face, I swiftly crept
towards my seat and heard what she had to
say. At this moment she said I had not been
selected for the competition and what felt like
an accomplishment truly ended and turned to
a frown. I felt an aura of weakness around me
and I settled my head down to rest. As I awoke,
I found myself in my bed again. Wondering
how I got there, I rushed towards my phone to
check the time and there it was “7:43 am”.
Somehow [ was back in time! As I headed again
to complete the cycle of my day, I walked again
towards class after arriving at school and was
greeted with the same gesture. “SURPRISE,”
they all said, and the same frown on my
homeroom teacher's face. Knowing it was not
for me, I sat back in class and again settled my
head down torest.

There I was again, in my bed at home and the
time clocked exactly 7:43 am. Trying to figure
out what had happened, I waited until it was
time for school and rushed to arrive there as
soon as possible. I was met again in the same
manner and had been reassured that I was
indeed in a Time-Loop. Following the same
events, over and over I went through multiple
time loops and found no passage towards my
freedom. Eventually, I sat in such sadness and
distress, not finding a passage towards my
freedom when I realized. In most of the time-
loop movies, the key to success must be to find
the solution to what's bothering me.

At that time, I rushed to school again, with a
hopefully successful plan. I rushed towards all
my classmates and inquired about them one
by one, in every time loop until I concluded
that I was eternally doomed. None of them had
gotten selected and this was the biggest event
of my life. At this time, I reclined, seeking
solace within the stillness, a momentary
respite to conquer the tumult of my soul.
Ultimately, to my surprise after all the
overthinking the time loop had stopped and I
was there in the classroom. In the aftermath, a
booming number of my classmates appeared
out of the blue alongside my professor to show
me my certificate of application- that I indeed
had been selected and I had finally slipped
away from the grasp of that horrendous time
loop.

Zayaan Zeeshan Khan | OI SB 1




My School, Learning Alliance:
Celebrating Its 25th Anniversary

and bright future began with educational

endeavors being ushered in through an
institution named "Learning Alliance." This
educational institution laid its foundation,
marking the commencement of a new educa-
tional journey. Today, the school is celebrating
its 25th anniversary, reflecting on its educa-
tional performance, progress, and academic
activities.

In the early years of the 21st century, a new

The significant role played by Learning Alli-
ance is evident in the strength and progress of
the school's educational system. The educa-
tional environment here has successfully
molded students into experts in various fields.
The increasing number of educational projects
and international affiliations has elevated this
school to global standards.

This 25th-anniversary celebration signifies the
commitment of Learning Alliance to always be
a platform for educational advancement and
progress. On this occasion, we acknowledge
the achievements over the years and express
our determination to move forward with new
projects.

In celebration of this milestone, we have
decided to revisit the educational and cultural
history of the school. Various educational
weeks, art exhibitions, and special local events
are being organized.

The 25th-anniversary celebration pledges that
Learning Alliance will continue to be a strong-
hold of educational development and prog-
ress. We are eager to face challenges and seize
opportunities for finding the best solutions.
We extend our gratitude to our teachers,
students, and parents who have supported us
in this educational journey for the past 25
years.

Learning Alliance's 25 years have been marked
by success in education, development, and
educational initiatives. Every moment here is

an experience of learning, and we hope that in
the coming decades, this school will continue
to enhance its global reputation.

The educational philosophy of Learning
Alliance has not only provided students with
theoretical knowledge but has also trained
them for success in all aspects of practical life.
The various educational projects and training
initiatives prepare students to excel in self-
improvement and to maintain a presence on
ethical and social foundations.

The celebration of the 25th anniversary
reminds us that an educational institution is
not just about teachers and students but also
involves parents and the societal community.
On this occasion, we express our gratitude to
parents who have always collaborated with the
school in facilitating educational activities.

The credit of Learning Alliance's educational
activities goes to its teachers and educators
who have played a vital role in guiding and
balancing students. This 25th-anniversary
celebration prompts us to thank our parents
who have always supported us in maintaining
arobust educational journey for 25 years.

The 25th-anniversary celebration of Learning
Alliance is a new beginning for this institution.
We have challenges and opportunities ahead,
but we are enthusiastic about finding the best
solutions to overcome these challenges. We
express our gratitude to our teachers, stu-
dents, and parents who have been with us in
this strong educational journey for the past 25
years.

Learning Alliance 25 years of education,
progress, and educational efforts moving
forward. Every moment here is an opportunity
to learn something new, and we hope that the
school will continue to be our companion on
the path of knowledge and education.

Musa Salman | OI S A




At first you were only,

A twenty-five year old school,
With its own unique motto,
And a thoroughly justified rule,

You promised to show me,
A wonderful preview,

Your words i’ll never forget,
For they had great value;

“Learning Alliance are committed,
To developing students as a whole,
Foritis our duty,

And itisin our soul,”

“Not only the intellect

But also the personality

For we must groom them,

And remind them of their nationality,”
“By empowering them,

To become confident,

And competent life-long learners,

Who will stay independent,”

“Our goal s to inspire,

Our students to evolve,

Into someone thatis full of fire,
Andnotlostatall,”

“Into responsible, compassionate and
Dynamic citizens,

Who will start anew life,

Full of new dreams, and new missions,’

At first you were only,

A tall building with rooms,
Full of knowledge,

Which shines and blooms,

You promised to lead me,
And give me a clue,
Thatwould light up my way,
To see whatwas true,

I'll cross the nine worlds,

And gaze at the breath-taking view,

Butnone will be better,
Than of my school,

Zoya Ahmad Raj




Nature’s Attire

Gazing at the stars, I fell sleep arms of blues
and greens.

Only to dream of majestic views,

I realized it is better to daydream in nature's
hues.

Branches entwine, around a heart-divine

Nature is surely a masterpiece, flawless and
fine.

With each flower blooming so bright,
you cannot stay forever, do hold on tight

Towers of blessings
and moments arise,
the moon falls down
tolet the sunup high

and we can't dwell on nature's love

for aman’s pureness cannot compete with that
of adove

hence, let nature paintits sky
with whatever colors it may want to apply

And soon you'll realize that some things- you
cannever buy

so verifyin nature's goodbyes
till it gifts you another July,
My Dear dragonfly
Anaya Sikandar | OI S A

Learning Alliance

The Garden of
Knowledge

When a voyager sets out on a voyage
The voyager saw many stars
The voyager, frankly, did not know what to do

When the traveler was on his expedition
The traveler saw one moon
The traveler, frankly, found it a pleasant view

The voyager had found a pathway to knowl-
edge

O, Ocean of knowledge! The voyager knew

It was a pride to be an acquaintance of you

The place became alegend
Twenty-five years of age,
With many leaders

Justlike the voyager, I also knew
Itwas a pride to be an acquaintance of you

In the future wherever the voyager may go, it
would be displeased without your view

Learning Alliance was a knowledge garden
The traveler would not know where to go
Where knowledge is gained,
And in learning, no one was refrained
Tanisha Jehanzeb | OI SB 1




The
Internet

An Integral Part
Of Our Lives

what if it shut down tomorrow? A lot will

occur in this timespan as not only enter-
tainment aspects be crushed among society
but also many people like me will go into
depression on the other hand our online
banks, hospitals, and school functions will be
disrupted. No individual could be able to make
a call, text, or chat and children especially
might have a complete mental breakdown. For
children internet shutting down is like the end
of the world as most of the time they are glued
to their devices and just will not come off of
them. internet going would have a big impact
on all ages. It would cause a shock over the
entire world and you would soon realize that
you can't watch your favorite celebrities post
their photos or updates and you can't order
your favorite pair of jeans online anymore.
Don't you just get a bad feeling when you can't
do your favorite part of the entire day which is
the internet? Well, I surely do have that kind of
feeling and many others do too.

Internet is a big part of modern-day lives but

Butlguess as time moves on we would settle in
the fact that okay internet has met its maker
but the world would still dread it because
many entrepreneurs have an online business
and if the internet gets crushed they might go
in a financial loss as well as this occurrence
would also happen to influencers on websites
like YouTube, etc. but I guess that might pivot
on the fact of how much time the internet
would be gone for. In my opinion, if the
internet does go not only will I not be able to
watch my favorite Christian Bale movies I
would be disrupted by my online friends or my
large social circle. I won't be able to play video

games, etc. Okay yes, I know cybercrimes and
other criticism sorts would be lowered down
but think logically, about how much-
unprecedented freedom it has given us. It has
given us the ability to stay positive, has better
knowledge about technology, and has changed
the overall living aspect of the entire world. I
wrote this online and many others did too I am
sure so if the internet broke out educational
programs online would be withdrawn. Well
also if the internet lost track our families
would fight at the dinner tables all along, even
on Sundays, and also all the online money you
had in your bank, well get ready to let that
burden of a lot of money off of you because
you are not getting that amount of money back
so yes Elon Musk or Bill Gates won't be rich
anymore and whosoever had invested in
bitcoin or any type of other cryptocurrencies,
well yes they might not regain the money back.

So the internet again is the biggest part of our
lives right now as not only my friends and I but
many other people online say that on an
average 23 percent of their day or roughly 6 to
9 hours of their day goes to internet factors
like YouTube, Facebook, etc. Even though
senior citizens boast about how they can
survive without the internet I highly doubt that
as the internet is used by everyone so no one
can deny the fact that watching their favorite
movies or influencers doesn't give them the
satisfaction thatis why itis just not possible in
any dimension that any individual can survive
without the mighty internet for even a single
second.

Muhammad Ayan Rabbani | OI SB I




Unexpected
Encounters

owards evening. They finally disem-

barked but the place was not at all what

they had been expecting. Instead of a
beautiful mansion, they stood transfixed
outside what looked more like an abandoned,
incinerated warehouse. “Are you sure this is
the right address? Eman chuckled nervously.
“Yep, definitely...”

Eman and Ayesha had thought they were going
to explore a renowned mansion, built over a
century ago that was lived in by many notice-
able figures throughout the years before
falling in the hands of a fame-hungry billion-
aire. It is said that the mansion was used as
inspiration for many other architectural
projects including a palace in Scotland! Its
design and lavishness were timeless and even
had a modern touch that was well ahead of its
time when it was built. The pale blue exterior
combined with its gold accents made it stand
out in a crowd of boring beige buildings. The
two girls figured they could make a detour
during their trip to the city, and decided to go
catch a glimpse of this “masterpiece”.

In a bizarre turn of events, however, the build-
ing in front of them was more reminiscent of
the aftermath of a dumpster fire, than of an
elegant mansion. It looked as if the lightest
gust of wind could be the nail in the coffin, and
the structure would fall down in ruins. What
stood before them was... essentially, just a pile
of rubble. The pale blue and golden colours
seen in photos were now just a combination
black and grey ash. Clearly, there’d been a fire.
Yet in their extensive research of the place,
there had been absolutely no records of a fire
or anything as such, really, and no new address
for the man was found online.

Under all the debris, an opening to the place

became visible. Reluctantly, Ayesha and Eman
stepped inside as beams of sunlight peeked
through various holes in the ceiling, illuminat-
ing the building. “What is-” The sound of
Eman’s voice bounced off the walls of the
empty room and created an echo. Immediately,
it was met with a loud THUD. An unsuspecting
closet stood next to arusty bed in the corner of
the room. The bedsheets were falling off of it
and it looked like someone had been sleeping
there. Next to the bed was a nightstand with a
lit candle. They weren’t alone. “Hello? Who’s
there?” Eman beckoned as she walked towards
the bed. She reached for the door of the closet,
and- “GET OUT.” a sharp hiss that vaguely
resembled the voice of a man screamed at the
two.

The man had been living there still, among the
ashes.

His grey hair was coated with dirt, similar to
his face. His clothes were a muddy brown
color, though they suspected that wasn’t how
they were bought. His eyes were wide and red
at the corners like that of a madman, and to
top it all off, he was hunched over in a closet.
You can imagine what happened next. They
booked it out of the place.

By the time they could see the bustling streets
and other people, they were out of breath and
struggling to stand up. Nonetheless, they
made it to a police station and informed them
of the situation. It was a completely harrowing
ordeal and not at all what they had been
expecting when they left their hotel that
morning. For the following weeks, they were
plagued with unanswered questions. It was an
outlandish experience.

Anaya Farhan Chaudhry | OI SB I




Leaving My Childhood Home

alking out the front door for the last time was possibly

one of the most heart-piercing sensations I've had to

endure in my lifetime. Echoes of my mother’s footsteps

coming up the stairs rang in my ears, a signal for my sister and I

to muffle our midnight chattering- as staying up past our bed-

time felt like the biggest crime when we were nothing more than

naive kids. Our high-pitched laughter laced with adolescence is engraved in my memory for
eternity, locked away behind the door we spent our childhoods dreaming behind. I suddenly
caught a whiff of my grandmother’s famous daal, a recipe buried six feet down with her- another
core memory I was leaving behind. The walls which were once covered with family pictures and
encapsulated the true essence of love was now blank, just as the rest of the house now was. The
couches we spent Sundays lazing on and the carpets that were stained with marks of our exis-
tence were packed away. As I took one last look at the house, I couldn’t help but think, will it miss
me the way I'll miss it? After all, what is a childhood home if not a symbol of time slipping

through our fingers?

Anaya Ghuman | O II SB II

been given the objective by our command-

ing officer, Shepherd, to capture the notori-
ous terrorist Vladimir Makarov. This was our
only chance to capture him. We approached a
heavily guarded safehouse which was one of
Makarov’s possible locations. Since we could
easily be outgunned and outnumbered we
decided to first eliminate all the guards
stealthily on the perimeter of the safehouse
and planned our next
move.

In the bitter cold of Kazakhstan, we had

Just as we approached

the safehouse we were

greeted by an ambush

that killed half my

squad. The remaining

squad continued to

overcome the ambush

and continued. The two

snipers covering us

informed us of two

military jeeps exiting the

area and we immediately

destroyed them with Javelin missiles as we
were unsure whether Makarov was in them or
not, but we continued to the safe house.

We were not successful in capturing Makarov
from the safehouse, but we came across
Makarov’s computer which gave us a load of
information that would be extremely helpful
later. I set up a DSM to copy information from

LOOSE ENDS

the computer. As the copy was in progress
Makarov’s men came to eliminate us but we
were able to deal with them. After the informa-
tion was copied, we moved to the extraction
point while being chased by Makarov men. As
we were at least 250 meters away from the
extraction point 2 out of our 4 people were
killed by mortar fire and I was knocked out by
the mortar.

Ghost pulled me back up and we 2 continued
to the extraction point
where our commanding
officer’s helicopter had
just landed, and a gun-
ner provided us with
cover fire. Shepherd
approached me and
asked whether I was able
to copy the information
and Ghost replied
positively. Then before I
knew it I was shot in the
stomach and fell in pain
and confusion. The next

thing I saw was Ghost being shot in the head by
a .44 Magnum. Then I realized that I had been
betrayed. The last thing I saw was one of the
soldiers throwing me in a ditch and soaking me
and Ghost in petrol. Shepherd approached us
smoking a cigar which he tossed on my body,
igniting the fuel.

Ameer Ibrahim Taimur | O I SB I




An ‘Unsent Letter

s the dawn approaches and the birds
start chirping, I sit by the brook waiting
for you.

The serene tides remind me of your calm
breath against my chest that November eve-
ning.

The warmth of the noon sun practically bakes
me alive, yet I continue to sit by the brook
waiting for you.

The sun’s direct beam reminds me of your
steady, unwavering gaze at me that always left
the effect of butterflies fluttering in my stom-
ach.

Twilight arrives, but you don’t. I still sit by the
brook waiting for you.

The slowly fading laughter of the girls across

me reminded me of the crooked, yet charming
smile I'd ever seen, which too created an effect
of happyuneasiness inside me.

The moon becomes the only source of light for
the two of us. "Me and you. You and me." I sit by
the brook waiting for you.

Cold silence reminds me of the breaking
quietness during that dinner that you so
abruptly left. My love (burning red) for you
turns into anger (burning red). There's no way
to differentiate between the two, yet I know
exactly when the soft place in my heart that
had only ever been owned by you finally
becomes free.

And as my anger gradually forms into accep-
tance, my remembrance of us lessens. Till one
day, all memories of you that I had claimed so
many moons ago turn to dust and nothing
more.

Amina [jaz |OIISBII

My Demise

The empty feeling is back.

Not making me only feel worthless but also
selfless.

I've lost myself.

as I try to find it at the blur of sight.

I call my own name at the silence of death.
as I cry tears of my own flesh.

“will I the ever be able to find myself again?"

I ask as I close my eyes and accept my
demise.

Ifra Imran | OIl H




What is Something that you Can’t Live Without

estin Sparks once expressed that

"Photography is the story I fail to put

into words." I wholeheartedly agree
with this sentiment. My family's collection of
old photographs holds a special place in my
heart, as they capture the true essence of my
life, with its ups and downs. To me, a camera
lens is not just a mere piece of technology;
rather, it is akin to the lens of life itself. When I
reflect on what I couldn't live without, my
mind instantly goes to the beautiful moments
filled with laughter that I've shared with my
family. Memories tend to fade over time, but
with the simple click of a button, a camera can
immortalize a moment in time, allowing us to
revisit it whenever we please. Aaron Siskind
once said, "A film remembers little things, long
after you have forgotten everything," and I
couldn't agree more. My camera captures and
preserves every smile, every frown line, and
every sneaky look, enabling me to relive cher-
ished moments and experience the same
emotions I felt when I first captured them. My
camera is of great significance to me as it
allows me to travel back in time and revel in the
comfort of the smiles on my loved ones' faces.
It provides a unique opportunity to connect
with my deceased loved ones in a way that
nothing else can.

This realization dawned on me when I chanced
upon a picture hanging on my bedroom door.
The photograph was taken during Eid 2016
when I was just eight years old. At first glance,

the picture may seem unremarkable as it
portrays my grandfather and me chatting over
something trivial.

I was eight, after all. On the table is a wide
expanse of every traditional ‘Eid dish. “ Nihari,
Paye, steaming flatbread, and a variety of
desserts, you name it, it’s there and my grand-
father whom I affectionately call “Atta Jee” is
holding his scruffy beard to my cheek, while I
laugh. When Ilook at the picture, I can hear my
mother screaming about the nihari stains on
her new tablecloth while my father is laughing
loudly on the phone, the constant coming and
going of people wishing everyone Eid Mubarak.
Unfortunately, I can no longer feel my grandfa-
ther's presence, yet, when I gaze at a photo-
graph, I am reminded of his scruffy beard and
his loud and infectious laughter that often
concealed his coughing fits. The photographs
we take serve as a bridge between our past and
present selves, and they allow us to connect
with our loved ones in a way like no other. The
moments we choose to capture will serve as
the thread that our later generations hold onto
dearly, as it will be their only form of connec-
tion with us. Itis of utmost importance that we
seize the opportunity to capture the little
moments in life before they pass us by. These
seemingly insignificant moments act as the
threads that form the tapestry of our lives, and
they deserve to be cherished and preserved for
generations to come.

Natalia Syed | OIII SB II




The View From
The Top

Bronze, silver, gold, I wouldn't be able to do it,
or soIwas told.

Showing up to the game, with nothing but
faith,

clear mind, all Ineeded was space.
They tell me it's luck, I tell themit's hard work,

and the real talent is hiding the bruises with a
smirk.

Once my eye is set on the prize, only I would
pay the full price.

Had no permanent home, lived on the stadium
rent-free,

and had the urge to prove them all wrong for
not believing in me.

Focused on what mattered and didn’t get too
comfortable with the rewards, sacrifices for
what? a shelf full of awards.

Don’tlet the pride get to your head, I don’tlook
who’s standing next to me during races, I look
straight ahead.

Recognition, respect, fame, and glory, my
name can either go down in history books or be
the next bedtime story.

Sonia Raza | OIIl H

The Truth About
Time and Heartache

Itis said ‘time will fix all’ but does it truly?

Heartache can be a haunting experience that
often lingers long after the event has passed.
While it is often said that time heals all
wounds, the truth is that heartache can be hard
to forget.

It seems that painful memories tend to play
over and over in the mind, while happy ones
are harder torecall.

The sad truth is that heartache can create a
sense of fear and uncertainty about the future,
aswell as a fear of reliving the past.

While time may bring some measure of com-

fort,itis not a true problem solver.

Instead, it simply helps us learn to live with the
pain, like a scar that never quite disappears.

In the end, persevering through the memories
and emotions is the only way to move forward
and find peace.

Aiman Arooj | OIIL S A
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MIDDLE SCHOOL




it Plan

om wiped the beads of sweat from his

forehead as he stared at the bank in front

of him. His pulse quickened, adrenaline
surging through his veins. At 25 years old, he had
grown tired of the mundane routine of his life,
and the allure of a daring escape beckoned him
likeasiren's call.

Dressedindark clothing and wearing amask, Tom
stormed into the bank, brandishing a sleek black
pistol. The air hung heavy with tension as he
demanded the tellers to fill his bag with stacks of
cash. Panic and fear gripped the bank, but Tom
was determined to make a clean getaway.

As alarms blared, Tom sprinted out of the bank,
the money bag slung over his shoulder. He leapt
into a stolen sports car waiting in a nearby alley,
the engine roaring. Tires screeched as he sped
away, leaving a cloud of dustin his wake.

The police were quick to respond, their sirens
echoing through the city streets as they pursued
the daring bank robber. Tom skillfully
maneuvered through traffic, his heart pounding
with each twist and turn. The chase intensified as
police cars closedin onhim,but Tomhadaplan.

He darted into the labyrinthine network of
narrow alleys, using the stolen sports car's speed
and agility to outmaneuver his pursuers. The city
lights blurred as he raced through dimly lit
streets, narrowly avoiding collisions with street
vendors' carts and pedestrians.

With the police hot on his tail, Tom ducked into an

abandoned warehouse, abandoning the stolen
car. He vanished into the shadows, blending into
the darknesslike a phantom. The sound of distant
sirens echoed outside as he caught his breath.

As the police combed the area, Tom crawled
through ventilation ducts and slipped through
hidden passages within the warehouse. He knew
he couldn't stay hidden for long, so he devised a
planto throw them off his trail.

Emerging from a concealed exit, Tom found
himself in the heart of the city's bustling market.
He discarded his mask, blending in with the
crowd. His heart raced as he wove through the
crowds of people, eyes scanning for any sign of
suspicion.

Hours turned into an eternity as Tom navigated
the crowded streets, constantly changing his
appearance to avoid detection. With the stolen
money cleverly concealed, he boarded a train,
leaving the city behind.

As the train rattled towards the horizon, Tom
reflected on the whirlwind of events. The taste of
danger lingered in the air. He had successfully
eluded capture, leaving behind a city still reeling
from the audacious heist. The adventure had just
begun for Tom, as he prepared the next step to
his master plan while sitting on the train's
wooden seats which had never felt more
comfortable.

Hassan Raza Shirazi | VIl a




hmed had been searching for the key for

hours, but he couldn't find it anywhere.

He had checked every drawer, every
cabinet, every pocket, every corner of his
apartment, but it was nowhere to be seen. At this
point, he was starting to lose hope and patience.
He needed the key to open the safe in his closet,
where he had hidden a valuable diamond
necklace that he had stolen from a museum. He
was planning to sell it to a buyer who was coming
to his placein an hour, so it was crucial to find the
key before then, or he would lose the deal and
risk getting caught. He cursed himself for being
so careless. Heremembered putting the keyin his
jacket pocket after he opened the safe last night,
but he couldn't remember what he did with the
jacket after that. Ahmed had a vague memory of
going out to dinner with his friend, Jeff, but he
was too distracted to recall the details. He
decided to call Jeff and ask him if he knew
anything about the jacket or the key. Much to his
disappointment, he picked up his phone and
dialled hisnumber, but he got no answer. He tried
again, but still no response. He wondered if Jeff
was ignoring him, or if he was in trouble. After
giving it a thought, he decided to go to Jeff’s
apartment and see if he was there. He grabbed
his coat and his wallet and headed out the door.
He hoped that his friend had the key, or at least
knew whereitwas.

Time was running out. He took a taxi to Jeff’s
place, which was a few blocks away. He paid the
driver and got out of the car. He walked up to the
door and knocked, but there was no answer.
Frustrated, he tried the doorknob, but it was

locked. He looked around and saw a slightly open
window. He decided to climbinand seeif Jeff was
inside. As he pushed the window up and crawled
through, he landed on the floor and looked
around. What he saw as he lifted his head up was
a messy living room with a couch, a TV, a coffee
table, and a pile of clothes. He didn't see his friend
or his jacket. He walked to the bedroom and
opened the door. There was a bed with a blanket
and a pillow, but no one was sleeping on it. His
eye quickly turned to adresser withamirroranda
lamp, but there was no sign of the key.

Ahmed felt a pang of disappointment and
frustration. He was about to leave the room
when he heard a noise from the closet. As he
turned around, he saw the closet door slightly
ajar. He walked over and opened it fully. What he
saw nextleft him startled! He saw Jefflying on the
floor, with a pool of blood around his head. He
saw a gunin his hand, and a note on his chest. He
saw his jacket hanging on a hook, and the key in
the pocket. He gasped and felt a shock of horror
and disbelief. The realisation that Jeff had
betrayed him and tried to take the necklace for
himself hit Ahmed. He realized that Jeff had killed
himself after he failed to open the safe. He
realized that he had been too late to save him or
the deal. He felt a wave of guilt and regret. He
wished he had never stolen the necklace, or
involved Jeff in his scheme. He wished he had
been a better friend and a better person.
Sobbing, he wished he could turn back time and
change everything, but all he was left with was
regret.

Muhammad Saleem | VIIl a




Celestial Trip

y first trip to space would be incredibly
exciting. Picture this: I'm in a
spaceship, leaving Earth behind.
Looking out the window, | see our planet from
above—blue oceans, green land, and white
clouds. It's breathtaking. In space, there's no
gravity like we're used to on Earth. I'd float
around, feeling weightless and free. It's like flying
without wings. As | travel further, | see stars

twinkling in the distance. They remind me of how
vast the universe is. The silence of space is eerie
but peaceful, with only the hum of the
spaceship's engines. Visiting other places, like the
moon or Mars, would be surreal. Stepping onto
their surfaces, feeling the strange ground
beneath my feet, would be like exploring a whole
new world. Throughout my journey, I'd be
amazed by the sights: distant galaxies, colourful
nebulae, and maybe even a shooting star or two.
It's a reminder of how big and beautiful the
universe is. But the best part of my space journey
would be realizing how much we, as humans, can
achieve. It shows that with curiosity and
determination, we can explore and learn about
the cosmos. In the end, my first space trip would
be an incredible adventure, full of wonder and
discovery. It's a journey that will stay with me
forever, reminding me of the amazing things we
candowhenwereachforthestars.

Meer Baaz | VIl a

n the dim, cold confines of a desolate prison

cell, Mark languished, his spirit broken by the

relentless cruelty of his surroundings. A
flickering light bulb cast eerie shadows on the
grim walls, reflecting the harsh reality of a life
marked by oppression and despair. Mark's days
blurred into amonotonous cycle of routine abuse
from both fellow inmates and indifferent guards,
leaving him with scars that ran deeper than the
visible bruises.

One day, however, a glimmer of hope emergedin
an unexpected form. An old, weathered inmate
named Joe, who had been silently observing
Mark's suffering, approached him with a

clandestine proposition. Joe, having spent
decades within the unforgiving walls of the
prison, had acquired knowledge of a secret
underground passage that led to freedom. This
revelation ignited a spark within Mark, rekindling
a long-forgotten determination to escape the
clutches of his cruel existence.

Over the following weeks, Mark and Joe
meticulously crafted a plan, navigating the
treacherous maze of alliances and betrayals that
defined prison life. They discreetly gathered
supplies, forged makeshift tools, and
communicated in hushed whispers during the
darkest hours of the night. As the plan unfolded,




Mark found himself relying on the unexpected
camaraderie that had developed between him
and Joe—a bond born out of shared suffering
andashared desire for freedom.

The night of their daring escape arrived,
shrouded in darkness and uncertainty. Mark and
Joe moved stealthily through the shadows,
avoiding the prying eyes of guards and the
dangers lurking within the prison walls. The
underground passage, hidden behind layers of
neglect and decay, became their conduit to
freedom.

As they emerged into the cool night air on the
otherside, arush of emotions flooded over Mark.
The taste of liberation was bittersweet, carrying
with it the weight of the injustices he had
endured. With newfound strength, he and Joe
disappeared into the cover of the night, leaving
behind the cruel life that had imprisoned them.
Their journey towards a new beginning was
uncertain, but the indomitable spirit of escape
had replaced the chains that once bound them,
paving the way for a chance at redemptionand a
life free from the shadows of the past.

Haider Raza Shirazi | VIl a
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Change

I rewrite the disk of my brain.

What once played sunshine now plays rain.
The steady drip of tears warps the page.

What did it say? The ink has been smudged into
something new.

What once was blackis now blue.
Change, irreversible, grows as time weathers,
wearing down my stone tethers.

Floating far from reality, overlapping memories
greetme.

Eversospecial, but everso fleeting.
Thefutureisours, blankand untold.

Reversing the past, the present unfolds.

Syeda Hadiya Arif | VIl a

In a small town nestled between rolling hills, a
once vibrant spirit succumbed to the weight of
despair. Lily, a talented artist, faced countless
setbacks that dimmed the colors of her dreams.
The gallery rejection letters piled up, and her
once-bustling studio echoed withsilence.

One gloomy afternoon, as raindrops painted a
melancholy scene on her window, Lily stumbled
upon an old journal. Its worn pages chronicled
her past triumphs, dreams, and the unwavering
hope that fueled her creativity. Touched by
nostalgia, she decided to revisit an abandoned
project that once embodied her passion.

As she immersed herself in the strokes of her
paintbrush, each layer of color seemed to peel
away the layers of despondency that had
encased her heart. Through the act of creation,
Lily discovered a reservoir of resilience within
herself that she had forgotten. The canvas
transformed into a testament of perseverance,
telling a story of hope lost and found again.

Word spread about Lily's rekindled artistic flame,
drawing the attention of the local gallery owner
who had rejected her before. Recognizing the
profound evolution in her work, the gallery
offered her a solo exhibition. It wasn't just a
showcase of paintings but a celebration of
resilience, a visual symphony of hope rising from
the ashes of despair.

As visitors marveled at Lily's collection, they
found inspiration in the narrative woven into
each piece. The town, once draped in a
melancholic shroud, now basked in the radiance
of renewed hope. Lily's journey reminded them
that even in the darkest moments, the flicker of
hope remains, patiently waiting to be reignited.

Inthe end, Lily's story became a beacon for those
navigating their own struggles. Her art not only
adorned the gallery walls but served as a timeless
reminder that hope, though elusive at times, has
the power to resurrect even the most faded

Sara Mehmood | VIII b




n the small town of Crestwood, Alex found

himself thrust into a mysterious and urgent

situation. A peculiar envelope had arrived at
his doorstep in the dead of night, containing a
cryptic letter and a series of tasks that needed to
be completed by midnight. The eerie glow of the
moon highlighted the embossed seal, and upon
opening it, Alex discovered a letter that would
plunge him into a surreal and urgent quest. The
letter hinted at consequences too dire to
contemplateif the tasks were left undone.

The first task beckoned Alex to the town's
historic library, a labyrinth of dusty tomes and
creaking shelves. The letter hinted at a small
antique key hidden within the library's
labyrinthine corridors, and the urgency of the
ticking clock became palpable. Shadows danced
on the timeworn pages, and anxiety coursed
through Alex as they navigated the silence of the
library's oldest sections. Just as the midnight
hour drew near, his fingers brushed against the
cold metal of the elusive key.

The second task led him to an abandoned
mansion at the edge of Crestwood, a dilapidated
structure shrouded in mystery. Moonlight cast an
eerie glow on the overgrown garden as they
deciphered a riddle that pointed to a hidden
compartment beneath the grand staircase. A
metallic object awaited his grasp — an ornate
hourglass with sand slipping through the
narrowing neck and with relentless
determination.

With each task completed, the sense of urgency
heightened. The hourglass served as a relentless
reminder that time was running out. Task three

demanded a journey to the town square, where
Alex was to locate a person wearing a distinctive
red scarf and obtain a single word from them —a
word that held the key to the mystery. The town
square pulsed with life as people bustled about,
unaware of the race against time. Panic set in as
Alex scanned the crowd, desperately searching
for the elusive individual. Minutes dwindled, and
just as hope began to wane, a flash of red caught
their eye. With a heart pounding, Alex
approached the person, and after a tense
exchange, acquired the vital word - “Fate."

The final task revealed a secret location, a
forgotten chapel at the edge of town. Armed
with the key, the hourglass, and the word, Alex
entered the chapelto find an ancient altar bathed
in moonlight. The letter instructed him to place
the key on the altar, whisper the word "Fate,"
andturnthe hourglass upside down.

As Alex completed theritual, amysterious energy
enveloped the chapel, and the surroundings
seemed to blur. The chimes of midnight echoed,
and the letter disintegrated in their hands. The
urgency lifted, leaving behind a sense of
accomplishment and a newfound appreciation
forthe fragility of time.

The town of Crestwood returned to its normal
rhythm, oblivious to the extraordinary events
that had unfolded. Alex, with a mix of exhaustion
and curiosity, pondered the nature of the tasks
and the cryptic message of ""Fate." Little did they
know that the completion of these mysterious
challenges had set in motion a series of events
that would alter the course of their own destiny.

Hannah Ali | VIII b




Echoes of
Regret

n the heart of a bustling city, where bright

lights glimmered and the streets hummed

with energy, there was a man named James.
He walked the same path every day, his footsteps
echoing in the empty spaces of his soul, a silent
testament to the passage of time.
James was a man haunted by regrets—a
symphony of "what ifs" that reverberated
through the corridors of his mind. He often found
himself lost in memories, wandering the labyrinth
of his past like a weary traveller searching for a
way home.
As a young man, James had dreams as vast as the
sky itself. He had yearned to travel the world, to
explore distant lands and bask in the glow of
adventure. But life had a way of veering off course,
and James found himself shackled by the weight
of responsibility—a job that consumed his days
and a family that demanded his attention.
Years passed in a blur of boredom, each day
bleeding into the next until the lines between
dreams and reality became blurred. And in the
quiet moments of solitude, James would find
himself grappling with the ghosts of his past—the
missed opportunities, the roads not taken, the
words left unspoken.
One evening, as the city slept beneath a blanket of
stars, James found himself standing before an old
antique shop nestled in a forgotten corner of the
world. Its windows were adorned with trinkets
and treasures from a bygone era, each whispering
secrets of lives once lived and dreams left
unfulfilled.
Intrigued, James stepped inside, the musty scent
of history embracing him like along-lost friend. His
eyes fell upon a curious pocket watch nestled
among a sea of forgotten relics—a relic from
another time, another place. Without hesitation,
James reached out and cradled the watch in his
hands, feeling its weight against his palm like a
burdenhe hadlong carried.
As he turned the watch over, tracing the intricate
patterns etched into its surface, a sudden longing

welled up inside him—a yearning to turn back the
hands of time, to rewrite the chapters of his life
withapendippedinregret.

With a deep breath, James closed his eyes and
made a wish—a wish to undo the mistakes of his
past, to seize the moments he had let slip through
his fingers like grains of sand. And in that fleeting
moment, as the world held its breath, he felt a
subtle shift in the fabric of reality—a whisper of
possibility dancing on the edge of his
consciousness.

But as quickly as it had come, the moment passed,
leaving James standing alone in the silence of the
shop, the weight of his regrets heavy upon his
shoulders. And yet, something had changed—a
spark of hope flickering in the darkness, a glimmer
of possibility amidst the ruins of his shattered
dreams.

With a newfound resolve, James left the antique
shop behind, the pocket watch nestled safely in

his pocket—a reminder of the choices that lay
before him, the paths yet to be taken. As he
walked the familiar streets of the city, the echoes
of regret faded into the distance, replaced by the
steady rhythm of his heartbeat—a beacon of
hope guiding him towards afuture untold.
As James continued his journey through the
bustling city, he realized that while he couldn't
change the past, he had the power to shape his
future. He understood that life was too precious
to be consumed by regrets and that every
moment held the potential for new beginnings.
With the pocket watch nestled in his pocket, he
embraced the promise of tomorrow, determined
to live each day without hesitation or fear. And so,
let us remember that while we cannot erase the
mistakes of our past, we can choose to learn from
them, to cherish the present, and to embrace the
endless possibilities that lie ahead.

Inaya Yasser | VIl b




re we not our own villains? Constantly
trying to sabotage, knowingly...
unknowingly; persistently scavenging
and searching for faults. These helpless golden
years seem to be rusting in this society’s wake. |

was drawn at a blank if I’'m being honest, when
asked to submit an article for the magazine. In my
thought process, there wasn’t a single topic that
was deemed worthy of reading. | thought and
thought some more, yet it didn’t come. |
concluded that | wasn’t in the right headspace
and that | needed to better my environment. |
moved my desk next to a window, changed into
comfortable attire, brewed myself a nice cup of
coffee, and lit a candle. Still, | sat in front of my
laptop, which displayed an empty document. But
I had done everything right! Why was I stillunable
to come up with ideas? Did | need more stuff?
Some music? A comfy chair? Asnack? That’s when
it hit, | knew exactly what | was going to write
about, the Diderot Effect.

Denis Diderot was a renowned French
philosopher, but this rather well-known man
lacked riches. When it came time to marry off his
daughter, Denis was unable to pay the dowry.
Catherine the Great, the Russian Empress, came
to be aware of his troubles, and she offered to
buy his library from him. While he had not then

established himself amongst the first-class
citizens of France, he was co-founder and
writer of the Encyclopédie (a rather
comprehensive edition of the encyclopedia).
Thus, around the age of fifty-two, Diderot
sold his library and pounced at the hefty
fortune. His daughter was successfully
married, however, he still had the means to
flaunt. With this endless supply, Denis bought
a scarlet robe, that went down in history for
its significance in learning the habits of
human nature. Diderot decided that thisrobe
was ever so beautiful and that it did not go
along with his average lifestyle. That is when
all went downhill. He began his renovations,
with a new rug from Damascus, extravagant
sculptures and paintings, and a new mirror to
place above the mantle. The Diderot effect is
in which obtaining a new possession often
leads to aspiral of additional assets.

| know what you’re probably thinking right now,
yes Minahil we get it, we all have an unhealthy
shopping addiction, your point being? (don’t
worry me too!) For all that, the Diderot effect has
snaked itself into the burrows of our lives,
metaphorically, and literally, and we are left with
the beautiful mess of this poison. Speaking from
first-hand experience, and stories from friends,
relatives, and peers, | can strongly stand to
declare that every teenager constantly feels the
need to achieve more. Exhaustion often
misguided for laziness, seems to be the least of
our problems; because in fact, trust me, we want
to touch the stars, and deep dive into the most
ethereal oceans. We also want to change, gain
and lose. If | change my hair, I'll be happier. If |
gain more possessions such as make-up and
clothing, I’ll be popular. If | lose weight, I’ll feel
prettier. It all sounds rather harmless, but is it
really? Say | do change my hair, | do gain more
possessions, and | do lose weight, but now | want
something else? All this was going to make me
happier, popular, pretty... In this cycle | have
completely disregarded myself asahuman being,
| wouldn’t say it was entirely worth it either
because now | need to adjust to this new lifestyle
and keep on adding. This time I'll change my
room, gain a new hobby, and lose a bad habit.




Surely, ’ll be happy, popular, pretty?

Just as Denis felt, when he changed his interior
design after the purchase of hisscarletrobe, | feel
rather inclined to change even more. In this
process, Denis lost his riches, eventually going
back to square one, and | lost sight of myself.
Now that | go to the gym, | need new athletic
attire, a good pre-workout, and a professional
trainer. Now that | take care of my skin, | need to
buy a new cleanser and moisturizer, | need to get
protective lining in my cars. Do | really? Now that |
hang out with this group of people, | need
branded clothing and imported snacks, | need to
goonatrip abroad every year. The Diderot effect
is taking over our lives. It is eating alive this youth.
The question stands, what is really so special

about the Diderot effect? Easy, overcoming it.
Learning about the importance of oneself rather
than one's possessions or contributions. We all
believe that these additional purchases will bring
us joy. We believe that just one more object, or
attribute will bring us eternal happiness. That’s
where we go wrong, that’s where the Diderot
effect comes dressed up as the devil. It’s a lethal
cycle, a whirlpool, no escape, no cure. This is
where we prove justhow humanwe arebecause
still think if | get Tom Odell's new album on a vinyl
record, I'll be the happiest girl there ever was (but
then, of course, I’d have to buy a record player
too,andrecordstorage!)

Minahil Khan VIII b

‘A Seasons Poetic Dramatics’

Inthe stillness of the fading autumn tune,

| feel the whispers of winter coming soon,

The breeze that washes over my head,

Like the memories I reminisceinmy bed,
Thesnowis new,

Now no flower will bloom,

Butlast winterfall,

He asks meto danceattheball,

I miss the laughter by thefire,

This distinct hiraeth | desire,

Inthe blink of an eye evening falls with themoon,
To thisyearning, | wish to beimmune,

Last winter was ecstatic,

But for now, with my pen and paper, | shall be
dramatic.

Minahil Khan | VIII b
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The Evil Dwells

“evil dwellsinthe world today “

Inaworld where shadows gently glide,

Evil hides, lurking deep inside.

Whispers of wickedness, asubtle game,

Arealmentangledin darkness' claim.

Butamidst the dimness, a callto fight,

To stand strong against the lingering spite.

Hearts united, aradiant flame,

Love'sbannersways, defeating the game.
Pareeesay Jahanzeb | VIl ¢

Never Again

Never againshall we let our dreams fade away
Neveragainshall welet fear hold sway

we will rise up with strength and determination
And wake up conquer every challenge,

every situation neveragain shall we settle forless
we will strive for success, we will give it our best

No more doubts, no more second-guessing
We will remove all the obstacles, keep
progressing

Neveragain shall weslip ourfade away
We will seize every moment, make the most of
today

with every breath, with every heartbeat

We will live fully, lifeis sweet

never again shall we let negativity win

we will choose positivity, and let our spirits begin

with hopeinourheart, we will forge ahead
Knowing that we can and we will overcome fear
together we will rise, we will shine, we will attain
and never again shallwe be the same

Solet's hold onto this promise my friend
Toneveragainlet ourdreams cometoanend

Alishba Naeem | VIlI ¢




Painting
the Sky

Painting the sky with hues so bright,

A vast canvas, a stunning sight. Brushes dance
uponthe cloudsso high,

Creating artthat makes heartsfly.
Splotches of orange, strokes of blue,
Amasterful sky, in colors anew.

Golden sun and silver moon, A painted scene,
we'llgazeatsoon.

With every stroke, the sky comes alive,
Nature'sbeauty, it doesrevive.
Andas we marvel at this painting high,

We'rereminded of art that's in the sky.
Nataliya Shazadi | VIII ¢
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The Hardest Part

The cardboard wallsrise like tombstones grim,
Eachboxaweight upon my mirthful soul.
The movers hum, adirge for alife growndim,

Yet none can match the silence where you're not
whole.

They hoist the memories, laughter trapped in
frames,

Oursecrets whispered, etchedin dusty panes.
Butjoy oncevibrant now just soft flames,
Aflickering echo without your whispered names.
The miles unfurl,amap of what we'velost,

Each highway sings alonesome, mournful cost.

Like shattered stars, our futures, tempest-
tossed,

Adriftin skies where laughter once embossed.
I'll paint new smiles on faces fresh and strange,
But every brushstroke carries your dearrange.

Ahidden tear will stain the vibrant change,
Forinthis heart, a missing piece will arrange.

Yet, though the road may bend, and winds may
blow,

Our friendship's tapestry, where laughter's
sewn,

Willmend with threads of memory, softand low,
Awhispered promise, "Wherever wemay go."
Aleesa Chaudhry | VIII ¢

Facts That You Most
Likely Don’t Know

Giraffes are 30 times more likely to be
struck by lightning than humans.

Ants don'thavelungs.

You remember more dreams when
yousleep uneasily

Hippopotamus cannot swim or
breathe underwater.

Bananas are radioactive.
Snails have teeth.

Headphones increase the bacteria in
your ears.

The Eiffel Tower grows taller in the
summer.

Shrimp hearts are located in their
heads.

Sloths can hold their breath longer
thandolphins.

McDonald's serves spaghetti in the
Philippines.

The Spanish national anthem doesn't
have words.

Competitive art used to be a part of
the Olympics.




Guided by Celestial Whispers:
A journey through doubt and discovery

tanding alone in the vastness of a desolate

field, | found myself yearning for a sign in

the ominous, dark sky. The weight of
uncertainty pressed upon me, and my heart
echoed with the relentless rhythm of doubt. The
chilling wind whispered secrets, but its messages
remained elusive. Amid my contemplation, a
mysterious figure emerged from the shadows-
Luna, a wise wanderer with eyes that held the
secrets of countless nights. She spoke of celestial
guidance and the art of deciphering the
constellations. Luna became my beacon in the
ink-black canvas above, promising that a sign
awaitedif only I dared tolook.

Together, we embarked on a celestial journey,
tracing the outlines of distant stars and
constellations. Luna shared tales of ancient
myths, unveiling a cosmic narrative that held
clues to my quest for direction. The night sky
transformed into a cosmic puzzle, its pieces
coming together to reveal an intricate map of
possibilities. Yet, doubts lingered within me as
clouds threatened to shroud the canvas we
studied. Luna, underrated, encouraged me to
seek solace in the spaces between the stars-the

pauses in the celestial dance. It was in these
moments of stillness that the universe would
conveyits message.

As we gazed upward, a constellation of clarity
unfolded, resembling a compass pointing
towards an undiscovered path. Luna's words
echoed in the silent night, guiding me to trust the
celestial signs that adorned the dark sky. The
doubts that once gripped my heart began to
fade, replaced by a newfound sense of purpose.
Luna and | stood in the shadowy field as the
kindred spirits beneath the cosmic expanse. The
dark sky, once foreboding, now held a tapestry of
hope and guidance. | left the sacred place,
carrying the celestial signs within me, ready to
navigate the uncharted journey ahead. Luna’s
wisdom and the cosmic signs became my
compass, guiding me through the mysterious
night of uncertainty with newfound courage.

Jahan Ara Malik | VIII ¢




nce, on a dark summer night, | was

painting on a canvas for an art

competition | had signed up for. While
painting, | suddenly became very discouraged
mid-way through because of the way my painting
was coming out, but | had no time to waste as the
artwork was due intwo days, so I kept painting on
and on. When | had finished almost all of it that
night | figured that if | could take the painting to
school tomorrow, my art teacher could help me
come up with better ideas rather than the
painting | had already done because | was not
feeling confidentaboutitatall.

After taking my painting to school and showing
my art teacher the painting, she told me to fix
some parts in the painting which got me even
more disheartened as | thought | had no time to
start over or even make any changes. Moving on,
| decided to make the changes my teacher had
told me to make and figured that there was no
need to give up when | opted to participate in the
competition myself.

When I made the changes in my artwork after not
sleeping the whole night and being sleep-
deprived, | decided to go to school and submit my
art piece. Before doing that | wanted to show it to
my teacher one more time for her opinion on the
modifications | had made upon her advice. After
showing it to my teacher, she said that it was
extremely well fitting to the topic and was
painted beautifully. Even though | was very
underconfident, after hearing my teacher's

Losing Hope
and

Finding it
Again

comments, | was a bit relieved. | submitted the
painting and then was terrified of the day when
they would announce who won or had the best
painting.

Months passed and the day had come. When
gathering for the announcements | was starting
to get nervous. | decided not to be scared and
hold my chin up no matter what. When they
started announcing the names of the people who
had won medals, my name wasn't called out
which obviously meant | had not won. | was sad
about not winning but was extremely happy for
the people who had won.

After announcing their names, they started
announcing the names of the people who had
won the runner-up prize, or a special mention. |
had no hope of winning that prize, but then |
suddenly heard my name. | was overjoyed with
excitement and figured that everything isn't
about winning or losing, it is about the
experience and obstacles that come along withiit.
With this experience, | also learnt that you should
always take your elders' or teachers' advice and
be grateful for their opinion, and also that giving
up is never the answer and you should instead
work harder if you are dissatisfied with
something.

Raima Kashif | VIII ¢




n the small quiet town of Willow Creek lived a young happy couple

named Emily and Thomas. They were deeply in love and were

inseparable, their hearts entwined in a bond that seemed
unbreakable.

Butfate had otherplans.

One day during autumn tragedy struck. Thomas was headed off to
work while on his way he got involved in a car accident where he fell
into a coma. When Emily received this news, she rushed to the hospital
whilst her heart was pounding with fear. She found him lying in the
hospital bed, battered and broken. Tubes and wires connected him to
machines that beeped in a steady rhythm. Tears streamed down
Emily’s face as she held his hand, willing him to wake up and come back to her. Months went by yet
Emily never left Thomas’ side. She told him stories of the time they used to spend together and all the
memories they made.
Days that seemed like alifetime passed, before one miraculous day, when Thomas opened his eyes. He
seemed fragile and looked up at Emily with a mixture of joy and confusion. She smiled through her
tears and could not have been happier. As Thomas regained his strength, they cherished every
moment they spent together after that. It was at this moment she realized how much she truly loved
him.
A few weeks later when Thomas had been discharged from the hospital, the young couple were
standing on a beach, holding hands and looking at the horizon and an orange sunset, and at this point,
theyrealized that they truly did have all the timeinthe world.

Mohid Khurram | VIII ¢

he musicindustry and popular society

in general have been profoundly

impacted by Kanye West, a name that
is synonymous with controversy, creativity,
and cultural influence. Kanye Omari West
was born in Atlanta, Georgia, on June 8,
1977, but he grew up in Chicago, Illinois.

Growing up with his English professor
mother Donda West, Kanye was exposed to

the arts and literature quite early in his life.

He had a strong interest in music, especially
hip-hop. In his teens, he started developing his
production and beat-making skills. By breaking boundaries and changing the cultural
landscape, Kanye has stayed committed to his
mission. Whether you like him or not, Kanye West
has had ahugeimpact on both the music business
and culture at large. One thing is certain as he
develops further as an artist and a public figure:
Kanye West's legend will go on for many more
generationsto come.

culturalicon.

With the release of his debut album, "The College
Dropout," in 2004, Kanye West revolutionised
the hip-hop genre. The record, which combined
clever lyrics, melancholic samples, and societal
criticism, connected with listeners all over the
world. The influence of Kanye West on pop
culture is enormous. In addition to his musical
endeavours, he has dabbled in philanthropy, Mian Zain Jahanzeb Ali | VIl ¢
fashion, and business, solidifying his place as a




A Conversation Beyond Mortality

nterviewer: Good evening, and welcome to

this extraordinary interview with a vampire.

Tonight, we have the privilege of conversing
with Elysia, an immortal being who has walked
the earth for centuries. Thank you for joining us,
Elysia.

Elysia: It's my pleasure to be here. Thank you for
having me.

Interviewer: Elysia, first and foremost, could you
give us a glimpse into your origins? How did you
becomeavampire?

Elysia: Ah, my origin story is, indeed, an ancient
one. Centuries ago, in the vast lands of Eastern
Europe, | was transformed into a creature of the
night by avampire elder. It was a complexritual, a
mixture of myth and blood, where | was granted
eternallifein exchange formy soul.

Interviewer: Fascinating. How does your
existence as a vampire differ from the way it's
portrayedinliterature and movies?

Elysia: Often, popular culture paints vampires
with a brush of fear and evil. While some of my
kind may embrace that darkness, | found
solace in more human emotions such
as love, beauty, and even
empathy. We are not
mindless
monsters,
but rather
beings of

complexity and
depth.

Interviewer: That's

intriguing. Can you elaborate on the aspects that
make your kind capable of experiencing love and
empathy?

Elysia: Certainly. Although we lack the physical
heartbeat associated with emotions, our souls
remain connected to the realm of human
emotions. Love, in particular, is a powerful force
that can transcend mortality. | have witnessed
and experienced intense connections
throughout my journey, proving that emotion is
notexclusive to theliving.

Interviewer: And what about your diet? How do
you sustain yourself, and how do you cope with
the primal urge to drink blood?

Elysia: Feeding is a primal urge that, admittedly,
can be difficult to resist. As a vampire, | feed on
the life essence of humans, extracting the
necessary sustenance while trying to minimize
harm. Over the years, I've learned to moderate
my feeding, only taking what is needed to survive
without causing devastation. It's a constant
battle to control the beast within.

Interviewer: Do you have any regrets about the
immortality bestowed upon you? Are there
aspects of mortality you miss?

Elysia: Regrets? | have many. Immortality comes
withaheavy burden, for watchingloved ones age




and pass away does not ease over time. | miss the
warmth of the sun on my skin and the simple
pleasure of a shared meal. Yet, there is also
undeniable beauty in eternal existence,
witnessing the rise and fall of civilizations, and
discovering the profound wisdom that only time
canprovide.

Interviewer: The passage of time must certainly
leave an indelible mark on your senses. How do
you perceive the world differently from mortals?

Elysia: Our senses sharpen with immortality. We
see beyond the surface, noticing even the tiniest
details. Colors feel more vivid, sounds amplify,
and we become acutely aware of the hidden
stories woven into the fabric of each place we
visit. Time magnifies our understanding, enabling
us to comprehend the intricate connections
intertwining past, present, and future.

Interviewer: As we conclude this interview, what
message would you like to convey to the world,
Elysia?

Elysia: | would like to remind humankind to
cherish the fleeting moments of life, for time is
their most precious possession. Embrace love,
seek beauty, and appreciate the shared
experiences that form the tapestry of our
existence. And, perhaps, let go of the fear you
hold for the unknown. There is much wisdom and
compassion to be found in the supernatural
beings that walkamong you.

Interviewer: Wise words indeed, Elysia.
Thank you for illuminating the
mysteries of your immortal
existence and sharing your
unique perspective with us. We

truly appreciate yourtime.

Elysia: The pleasure was
mine. May this conversation
challenge perceptions and
inspire contemplation.
Farewell, mortals, until
we meet again under

the moonlit sky.

Nataliya Chaudry |
VIl ¢

The Unseen
Symphony of Human
Emotions

topic that really interests me is human
emotions and how dynamic they are. The
realm of human emotions is a captivating
and intricate tapestry, constantly weaving a
complex narrative within the human experience.
Emotions are remarkably dynamic, responding to
an ever-changing interplay of internal and
external stimuli. They serve as the vibrant hues
that color our perceptions, influencing our

thoughts, actions, and interactions with the
world. From the exhilarating highs of joy and love
to the profound lows of sorrow and despair,
human emotions are an ever-shifting landscape,
defying rigid categorization. The dynamic nature
of emotions reflects the adaptability and
resilience of the human psyche, showcasing our
ability to navigate the diverse landscapes of our
emotions. Understanding the intricacies of this
emotional ebb and flow not only deepens our
self-awareness but also enhances our empathy,
as we recognize the kaleidoscope of emotions
thatshape thehumanjourney.

Sara Asim VIl d




ake satalonein his dimly litapartment,

staring at an old photograph of

happier times. The laughter, the joy, all
frozenin that captured moment. He longed
for a chance to turn back time, to relive the
days when life felt simpler, and happiness
seemed effortless.

The monotony of his current existence

weighed heavily on his shoulders. A series of

unfortunate events had taken away the

sparkle from his eyes, leaving behind a

weary gazereflecting time's toll. As the clock on the wall ticked away, Jake found himself daydreaming
aboutamagical ability toreverse the relentless march of the clock hands.

He yearned to revisit the days when his heart was light, and his spirit unbroken. The missed
opportunities, the wrong turns, and the choices that led him astray haunted his thoughts. If only he
could rewind the tape of his life, erase the pain, and savour the sweetness of moments lost to the
relentless forward motion of time.

In desperation, Jake stumbled upon an old pocket watch tucked away in a forgotten drawer. As he
held it in his hands, a glimmer of hope flickered in his eyes. The wish to turn back time intensified, and
foramoment, he dared to believeintheimpossible.

With the watch clutched tightly in his hand, Jake closed his eyes, silently pleading for a chance to undo
the mistakes and reclaim the moments that slipped through his fingers like sand, but as the seconds
ticked away, reality settled in—time, oncelost, could never be fully regained.

The pocket watch, a mere artefact of nostalgia, couldn't rewrite the past. Jake opened his eyes, the
weight of reality pressing down on him again. The journey forward, he realized, was the only path left
to take.

Nael Ali | VIIl d

An Interview with

Miss Sana

Q1- What’s the meaning of your name? try to executeitinthe most splendid way possible
Ans- My name means “expert” andsitbackand watch whatlife brings
Q2-Wheredo yousee yourselfin 5 years? tothetableforus.

Ans- Life is unpredictable. But we must always Q3- Do you think being an English teacher is a
plan for the best, give it our supreme shot, toughjob?




Ans- Being an English teacher can indeed be
challenging, but it's also a rewarding profession.
Your dedication to your students and their
engagement in healthy discussions is truly
admirable. It's important always to keep learning
and have faith in our abilities, no matter what
profession we choose.

Q4- What s your life motto or philosophy?

Ans- The philosophy of life is a personal belief
system that guides an individual in their decision-
making and daily actions. It ofteninvolves aset of
values, principles, and beliefs about the purpose
and meaning of life. Believing in oneself and
having faith in one's abilities is crucial for
achieving success and happiness in life. When
faced with challenges or difficult situations, it's
important to remember that there is always a
light at the end of the tunnel. By persevering
through tough times and maintaining a positive
outlook, we can overcome obstacles and achieve
our goals. Having faith in oneself can be difficult
at times, but it's important to remember that we
are all capable of great things if we put our minds
to it. So always remember to stay positive,
believeinyourself,and keep moving forward.

Qs- Do you believe that a teacher can change a
child's life?

Ans- A great teacher can make a significant
impact on a child's life. They possess the
necessary skills and tools to help shape a child
into a strong and confident individual. Like a
sculptor, a teacher takes raw material in the form
of a student and molds it into something unique
and beautiful. They not only impart knowledge
but also inspire and motivate their students to
reach their full potential. A teacher's influence
extends beyond the classroom and can have a
lasting impact on a student's life. They can instill
values, beliefs, and skills that will serve their
students well throughout their lives. So, it's
important to recognize the vital role that
teachers play in shaping the future generation
and to appreciate them for their hard work and
dedication.

Q6- What is the biggest challenge anyone can
faceintheir senior school years?

Ans- School life is always changing and the

challenges thrown their way change with them.
Choosing their subjects wisely might be one of
the dilemmas they face. Sometimes it feels like
standing at a crossroads, not knowing which way
to go. Seeking the right guidance makes making
such decisions less exhausting.

Q7- What would you do if you had one
superpower to change the world?

Ans- World peace is one thing we all must wish
for. If | had any superpower, | would use it all to
restore peace and promote harmony. We must
learnto co-existinahealthy environment.

Q8- What advice can you give to students
struggling academically?

Ans- It's important to remember that seeking
help is not a sign of weakness. Reach out to your
teachers, tutors, or academic advisors for
support and guidance. It's also important to
prioritize your time and create a study schedule
that works for you. Make sure to take breaks and
practice self-care to avoid burnout. And most
importantly, don't give up! Remember that
learning is a process and everyone has their own
pace. Keep working hard and stay motivated, and
you'll see progress over time.

Q9- If you could remove one thing in the world,
what woulditbe and why?

Ans-It's understandable to wish for a world
without hatred. Hatred can cause pain, suffering,
and division among people. While it may not be
possible to completely eradicate hatred, there
are steps we can take toreduceit. We can start by
promoting understanding, empathy, and respect
for others, regardless of our differences. We can
also work to educate ourselves and others about
the harmful effects of hate speech and actions.
It's important to speak out against hatred and
discrimination whenever we see it and to support
organizations and movements that promote
tolerance and equality. By working together and
showing compassion for others, we can create a
more peacefuland accepting world.

Almirah Ahsan | VIl d




HHHHHHHHH! OH YOU DID NOT JUST DO

one that | was reading and | don’t even
remember the page number. Oh, | am so getting
you back for this. The whole world knows, how
much | care for my books and how | am the biggest
bookworm, and if there is one thing my sister loves
it has to be herjournals because she thinks that her
journals are the only things that carry her
memories. | wasn’t going to step back either and
just let it go | was acting like a raging cloud which
was in agonizing pain and just on the edge to burst.
Her journals are kept in a tinted glass box on her
dusty shelf that she never evenbothersto cleanbut
sheneverletsanyonetouchthatshelf,| decidedto
creepinto herroom while she was sleeping and | did
justthatand that’s when|saw somethingin the box
shookmeinmyboots.
As soon as | saw the cover page my jaw dropped to
the ground and my eyes shot up to the CEILING. It
w-was a book of s-pells?!? | HAD A MILLION
THOUGHTS GOING ON IN MY MIND RIGHT THERE
AND THEN. WHAT COULD SHE POSSIBLY BE DOING
WITH THAT? WAS SHE TRYING TO CAUSE HARM TO
OUR FAMILY? | almost fell as it was pitch black in
there and it made an alarming noise that’s when |
knew | had to leave because Jane started moving. |
tip-toed to my room and started thinking of all the
possibleanswers to the trillion questions I had in my
mind. She never really opened that box unless she
was sad so she wouldn’t really notice if the book
was gone | just had to make sure she didn’t get sad,
not until | found out what kind of sorcery this is. |

had a plan in my mind, first thing in the morning, |
would take my cycle and go to the pawn shop near
my grandma's cousin aunty Peggy’s house, because
| know they had a lot of knowledge regarding this
kind of voodoo and magic. Next morning | found
out they had closed down and moved to a different
location but | didn’t have enough time so | got
Jane’s best friend Olivia to buy me some time | got
them free tickets to the latest movie that they’ve
been wanting to watch but little did | know that
Olivia and Jane were such losers that they had a
huge blowout over who gets the better seat at the
theater and just like that | had to find another way
to distract her because now she was sad. DING!
Jane’s room had some roaches going around in it,
so it was the perfect time to tell not to enter your
room ‘“Mum sprayed the roach spray in your room
its deadly so don’t go inside you can sleep in the
guestroomfornow”.

She was kind of pissed about that but she had to do
what | said unless she wanted to die. Aunty Peggy
was also known for being indulged in these types of
books so | went and talked to her about what
happened she was acting really weird even though
she was on her death bed she kept on pointing at
the book and said ANCIENT! ANCIENT! | WANT |
WANT IT! That is when she spun her finger and tried
to take that book away from me but unfortunately
for her as she was now really old her powers had
stopped working. | RAN AS FAST AS | COULD AND
BECAUSE | KNEW THAT BOOK WAS SOMETHING
DANGEROUS AND AUNTY PEGGY WANTED IT FOR
HERSELF SHE WAS EVIL! | GOT HOME QUICKER




THAN FLASH AND RAN CRYING TOWARDS MY
MUM! Mummy please come with me in my room
now! Locks* | have to tell you something, | found
this in Jane’s room and | suspect she’s trying to
cause us harm! This book..... My mum screamed
and said how did she get that? HOW?! I had keptitin
my cupboard and | never allowed anyone to open
that cupboard! | NEED TO GO SOLVE THIS MYSELF.
No mom..... Not right now you never know how
powerful she has become. Listen to me this is what
we are going to do, | will go put this backin the glass
box and plant a camerain her room, what you have
to doisto make herreally sad so we know what she
does withit. So | did before she came backto her
room from the guest room | put her book back and
hidthe cameraonanothershelf.

My heart was pounding so fast, | FELT LIKE IT
WOULD COME OUT OF MY MOUTH, but when we

saw what she was doing, | froze and my heart
stopped beating at all, my mum barged into her
room and started beating her she was using my
pictures and casting spells on me. It turns out she
was the reason why | was sick all the time and why |
wouldn’t get good grades, it turns out she was
jealous of me the entire time because | got most of
the things | wanted and Jane didn’t want me to be
gone and was slowly trying to kill me and that’s
when she accidentally struck our mum | her heart
and she collapsed on the ground. | screamed at her

PICKHER UPTEARS FLOWED OUT OF MY EYES AND
| FELT LIKE | WAS IN A DREAM THIS COULDN’T BE
REAL. | was questioning my life decisions and | kept
on asking myself why this had to happen to me
WHY?

| was sobbing | didn’t know how to describe my
feelings. | got out the car and was heading towards
the hospital just when my sister Jane stopped me
and said WAIT! I know where to go she took off and
we got to this shady-looking place in a matter of a
few minutes. It was the pawn shop which
relocated. They took herin and started reciting very
difficult words. Trust me on this | was concerned.
Soon aftermy mom opened her eyes | cried and said
Mummy! You’re awake finally! Tears of joy filled my
eyes but then Jane’s crazy addiction to this magic
world worried me. | didn’t know what to do just
then she tried to hit me with something and |
thought | was going to die but she fainted and | was
confused | didn’t know what happened, Then the
voodoo master came up to me and said don’t worry
she’ll be fine in an hour her memory will be washed
so she won’t remember anything that happened
today orin the past except her childhood.
My mom stood up and she also didn’t
remember anything that happened |
guess it would just be me who was going
tobetraumatized fortherest of my life.
Not so fast said the voodoo master, | need
it! Need what? | said. THE BOOK or else
you won’t know what | can do and trust
me | don’t fear anyone | can do anything
to hurt your sister and your mum. ‘NO,’
said my mum, ‘that book was my
grandma's and she told me to protectit at
alltimes and keep it safe withme.’
We tried to run away but he grabbed us by
our hairs and pulled us back | REPEAT DO
NOT MAKE ME DO THIS! He took the book from my
sister’s hand and threw her into the wall. She
screamed in excruciating pain and said for the love
of god don’t do this | didn’t even do anything! She
obviously didn’t know what was happening
because her memory was washed. RAHHHHHHH
BOOM! The voodoo master vanished in thin air as
my mom struck him with something and that’s
when | found out that my whole family has
somethingrelated to magic. M-mom? You too? “ I’'m
sorry darling I hid this from you but | really didn’t
want to frighten you with, you were too young”. B-
but you I-lied? | felt betrayed, and deceived, | was in
a state of shock. Let’s go home and forget about
this..........

Fatima Bandial | VIl e




Life can be heavy, especially if you try to carry

it all at once. Part of growing up and moving

into new chapters of your life is about catch
and release. What | mean by that is knowing what
things to keep, and what things to release. Decide
what is yours to hold and let the rest go.
Oftentimes, the good things in your life are lighter
anyway, so there'smoreroomforthem."
This quote is from Taylor Swift's graduation speech.
I’ve been a Swiftie forever; | had older cousins who
were obsessed with Taylor Alison Swift, and I've
turned out to be just like them. Taylor is not just
making music; she's changing lives. Her music
carries deep meaning and genuine emotions, like
experiencing a captivating story or a moving film.
The relatable lyrics remind us that heartbreak and
unrequited love are universal, reassuring us that
we're not alone. Whether in country or pop, her
songs keep their intense significance, touching the
hearts of many, including myself. | feel a very strong
connection to her music. They take us on a
transformative journey, bringing to mind nostalgia
and stirring emotions we've never felt before. She
possesses an extraordinary talent, and she truly
doesjusticetoit. Taylor Swift IS the music Industry.
When you look at most singers today, they have to
be singing about obscene stuff or using vulgar
language. You never see Taylor Swift doing
anything that she would be ashamed of later in life.
She's a role model who avoids profanity, is loving
towards kids, and often visits children's hospitals.
Her lyrics are packed with meaning, and she
maintains a wholesome image, unlike some of her
contemporaries. She's not just friends with
celebrities like Selena; she has a wide circle. In her
music, there are hidden messages for those who
listen closely. She's grounded, spending time with
her cats Meredith Grey, Olivia Benson, and
Benjamin Button, her band, and her childhood
friend Abigail, and she imparts the lesson that

A Musical Phenomenon and
Inspirational Icon

achieving dreams requires hard work. She doesn't
flaunt her wealth or popularity, and she's generous
with her time, organizing fundraisers.
She's mindful of her younger audience, keeping her
music clean. Her videos are simple yet profound,
conveying the song's deeper meaning. Her
kindness is legendary, from 'Swiftmas' gift boxes
for fans to hospital visits that bring joy to patientsin
need. Taylor Swift's legacy is sure to be celebrated
for generations, thanks to her inspirational and
compassionate spirit. My all-time favorite song
from Taylor is ‘Dress’ which is from her sixth album
Reputation. | still remember the first time | heard
that song; it was like a very unexpected attraction |
had towards it, and now | can’t stop listening to it. |
love Taylor so much. She’s fearless and has taught
me to shake it off when it comes to people who are
mean. She’s beautiful, hilarious, and all-around
amazing, talented, and a great role model.
Everything has changed since | started listening to
her and understanding her lyrics. She talks about
different phases in life through her songs
beautifully.
Taylor Swift has broken an amazing 58 Guinness
World Records. Some of her amazing records
include: Most Viewed Music Video Online (Female
Artist) for 'Shake It Off' and Fastest Selling Single in
Digital History for 'We Are Never Getting Back
Together.'
Taylor is a gifted vocalist who possesses not just a
lovely and remarkable voice but also a knack for
songwriting. Since the majority of her compositions
are based on her own experiences and life, |
sometimes feel as though she is narrating my
memories. They are moving, vivid, and
inspirational. No matter how happy, weary, or
enthusiastic you are, you canlisten to her tunes and
uplift your spirits.

Pareesay Jahanzeb | Vlil e




Humnah: Hello Miss Laila, how are you? Today | shall
be taking a very interesting and entertaining
interview for our magazine.

1) Humnah: Did you like studying or did it develop
because of ateacherand how?

Laila: | had my preferences for subjects during my
student life. My favourites were literature, bio and
psychology. As a teacher, | believe my love for
psychology has grown interacting with all kinds of
students. It made me admire how there are such
diverse personalities and how to deal with each of
themaccordingly.

2) Humnah: What have different experiences and
situationsinlife taught you?

Laila: Different life experiences have taught me
that no matter how much you plan everything out,
things can always go wrong. This is why you should
have faith in Allah that whatever happened was for
the best and sometimes things don't end up the
way you want them to. What matters is not giving
up hope and trusting yourselfand Allah's plan.

3) Humnah: What made you choose to teach

A conversation with

Ms. Laila Shirazi

English literature?

Laila: English literature is by far the most
imaginative subject. You can let your thoughts run
wild! All genres of books unlock new creative ideas
inyour mind whichis my I love teaching this subject

4) Humnah: Why did youjoin Learning Alliance?

Laila: Well to be honest it was because my children
were here and it was easy to pick and drop them.
However, what made me stay was the friendly
environment and how the staff was so welcoming.
Moreover, the heads/authorities are the kindest
souls everandit's wonderful working with them

5) Humnah: What would have been your alternate
professionif youweren'tateacher?

Laila: | would have been a psychologist or a
homemakerif | was not ateacher.

6) Humnah: Any words of advice forus?

Laila: Always be grateful, no matter the
circumstances. You should remember that the
situation could always be worse. Hence, hang on
and be thankful for what you have before you lose
it.

Humnah: Thank you so much Miss Laila for your
time and cooperation. | truly feel that your words of
advice won’t only help me but our future
generations ahead.




Amazing And Interesting Facts About

ou must have heard of a brand called

‘Rolex’. If not, read this article till the end

and you will find interesting and amazing
facts about Rolex. Rolex is a Luxury Swiss watch
brand/company. Rolex watches are known for
their exquisite craftsmanship, durability, and
timeless style. They are the choice of celebrities,
athletes, and other successful individuals around
the world. Rolex is a manufacturer based in
Geneva, Switzerland. Founded in 1905 by Hans
Wilsdorf and Alfred Davis in London, the
company registered Rolex as the brand name of
its watches in 1908 and became Rolex Watch Co.
Ltd. in 1915. Wristwatches were not very popular
at the time, but Hans Wilsdorf foresaw that they
could become not only elegant but also reliable.
Rolex is a high-end luxury watch brand because
the scarcity and desirability of certain Rolex
models, along with their historical significance
and celebrity ownership, further contribute to
the higher prices of pre-owned Rolex watches.
Wilsdorf wanted a name that was short, easy to
pronounce in any language, and could be easily
inscribed on the watch movements and dials.
Some sources suggest that the name "Rolex"
was chosen because it resembles the sound of a
watch being wound. While trying to figure out
the exact meaning of Rolex, some speculate that
the name Rolexwas inspired by the

French phrase, “Horlogerie Exquise,” which
roughly translates to “exquisite watchmaking” in
English. Thelogo of Rolexis a golden crownand a
green ROLEX under the golden crown. The
golden crown emphasises that the company
focuses on precious materials, while green may
be interpreted as the colour of money, a symbol
of richness and prosperity. Rolex uses the finest
and highest quality materials in their watches. In
1926, Rolex introduced the Oyster case, the

world's first water and dustproof watch. To
demonstrate its water resistance, Rolex had
Mercedes Gleitze swim across the English
Channel wearing the Oyster, which successfully
kept perfect time during the swim. Rolex created
the "Rolex Ice" or "Glacier" watches, which are
Rolex Day-Date models featuring diamonds and
white gold. These watches earned the nickname
"President's watch" due to their popularity
among world leaders and celebrities. Rolex has
its foundry where it produces its gold alloys. The
gold used in Rolex watches undergoes a
meticulous in-house refining process, and the
brand is known for recycling gold to ensure the
highest quality in its timepieces. While Rolex

watches were not worn on the moon during the
Apollo missions, they played a crucial role in
space exploration. NASA astronauts, including
Buzz Aldrin, wore Omega Speedmasters.
However, Rolex GMT-Master watches were used
as backup timing devices on the Apollo missions.
While James Bond is famously associated with
the watch brand, Rolex was the timepiece of
choice for the original James Bond, played by
Sean Connery. In the early Bond films, Connery
wore a Rolex Submariner. Now after going
through this article and reading amazing and
interesting facts about Rolex we all know why
Rolexis ahighand Luxurious Watch Brand.

Muhammad Mikail Alam | VIl a




Celebrating Local Heroes: Stories of
Kindness and Community Impact

n the heart of Pakistan, amidst the diverse tapestry of communities,

there lies a treasure trove of untold stories about everyday heroes

making a significant impact. From bustling urban centers to tranquil
villages, tales of kindness and community spirit abound, showcasing the
resilience and generosity of the people.

Ali, ateacherfromasmall village near Lahore, who transformed his home

into a makeshift classroom during the pandemic, ensuring that no child
missed out on education. His selfless dedication brought light to the lives of many families facing
unprecedented challenges.

In the vibrant city of Karachi, Saima initiated a community pantry, where neighbors contribute
essential items for those in need. Her small act of kindness rippled through the neighborhood,
fostering a sense of unity and support.

These local heroes, often unsung, embody the spirit of compassion that defines Pakistani
communities. Their stories resonate beyond borders, illustrating the profound impact individuals can
have when motivated by a desire to uplift those around them.

As we celebrate these local heroes, let their stories serve as an inspiration for us all. In a world often
dominated by headlines of turmoil, these narratives stand as beacons of hope, reminding us that
kindness and community impact are timeless virtues that can shape a brighter future for Pakistan and
beyond.

Shahbano | VIl a

Football Smile

Asmileisasunny thing

[t wrinkles up yourface.
Andwhenit's gone,
You'llneverfind,

It'sasecret hiding place.

But farmore wonderfulis

To see what smiles cando,

You Smile at one, He smiles atyou,

And so one smile Makes two.
ootball is an amazing game that brings

people together. Whether you are watching

in a big stadium or playing with friends in the

park, it is all about having fun and working

together. from scoring goals to making great

passes, every moment is exciting and brings

everyone closer. It's not just a game it's an emotion
and something which connectsusall.

Ayaan Kashif | VIl a
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The Sahara’s Fairy Circles

The Sahara Desert, the world’s largest hot desert
in North Africa is home to a fascinating mystery

phenomenon known as ‘fairy circles’. These
strange circular blotches of barren terrain,
ranging from a few feet to several meters in

Do Good Have Good

nce upon a time, there was a young man

named Alex who was always in a hurry.

He would cut in lines, push past people,
and never say thank you. He believed that time
was money, and he didn't have enough of it
either.

One day, Alex was rushing to an
important meeting when he saw an old
man struggling to cross the street.
Without a second thought, Alex
pushed past the old man and continued
on his way. However, as he reached his
destination, he realized that he had
forgotten his presentation slides at
home! Panicked, he turned around to
go back for them but found that he had
lost his way due to his reckless
behaviour.

Feeling lost and frustrated, Alex
stumbled upon a small park where he saw a
group of children playing. Among them was a
little boy who had lost his ball. The other children
had already moved on, but Alex saw an
opportunity to do something kind. He picked up
the ball and returned it to the little boy, who
looked up at him with a grateful smile.

diameter, dot the desert landscape. These were
first discovered in Namibia and now similar
circular formations have been discovered in the
Sahara. The origin of these strange phenomena
has baffled scientists for years. While several
theories exist, ranging from termite activity to
underground gas emissions, there is no exact
explanation. These natural occurrences add
another element of mystery to the harsh world of
the Sahara, it also changes our perspective of
deserts as barren and lifeless. As scientists and
researchers continue looking into fairy circles,
they stand as an example that even the harshest
environments can hold wonders.

Areej Zeshan | VIl b

As Alex continued on his journey, he
noticed that people were treating him
differently. They smiled at him, held
doors open, and even offered to help him
find his way. It was then that Alex realized that
being kind and considerate could have a ripple
effectonthosearound him.

As he finally reached his meeting, Alex presented
his slides with confidence, but he also felt a sense

of fulfillment that he had never experienced
before. He realized that time wasn't just about
money, but also about the relationships and
experiences that made life worth living. From
that day on, Alex made a conscious effort to be
more patient, kind, and grateful, and he found
thatthe world around himresponded in kind.

Ali Akbar [ VIl b




Mary 1:
The Misunderstood
Monarch of England

ary 1 is the only surviving child of

Catalina de Aragon y Castilla

{Catherine of Aragon} and Henry VIII.
Mary was a staunch follower of Roman
Catholicism. Mary 1received the title Bloody Mary
from her protestant opponents due to her having
280 dissenters burned during the Marian
persecutions. But has she earned her ruthless
titleand reputation as Bloody Mary?

All she did was try to restore the old catholic
religionto England!

Yes, her burning and taking the life of 280
protestants was wrong. Still, in 16th-century
terms, Mary’s actions weren't exceptionally
ruthless! let's not forget her father and sister [
Elizabeth 1 and Henry VIII] also burned many
Catholics during their reign as well, although two
wrongs never make a right! Underneath Mary’s
corrupted reputation she was a lady and a queen
of great tenacity and strength, she showed

resilience and nerve and bore hardships with
courage andbravery.

She always sought to start a family with her
husband Phillip of Spain. sadly, she was not able
todoso.

Though Mary has made many mistakes | believe
that the reason Mary’s younger half-sister
Elizabeth was such an Impressive sovereign is
that she watched and learned from her sister
Mary!

Hooria Taugeer | VIl b

Home Schooling Being Better Than Tradional Schooling?

OU SAY THAT SITTING BEHIND A
WOODEN TABLE WITH A PEN AND A
BOOKISTHEREALWORLD

Homeschooling provides for a tailor-made
education. While in a traditional school teachers
have to cater to the needs of the entire class and
the teachers might not always have the time to
know each student's strengths and weaknesses.
Whileinahomeschooling environment.

Students get to learn at their own pace and with
theiruniquelearning style.

Secondly, homeschooling eliminates many
distractions that could happen in a traditional
school for example classmates and other noises
that can hinder their focus. Also, in a homeschool
environment, students are more comfortable
and canfocus more solely onthe task at hand.

Thirdly, in a traditional school, you are required to

10

make peer groups which could give birth to
unnecessary negative competition and the race
for grades can harm students' mental help.
Furthermore, homeschooling promotes closer
parent-to-child relationships.

While usually the parent only can rely on parent-
teacher meetings for guidance while
homeschooling the parent is actively engaged in
their child’s learning journey.

Lastly, and most importantly the cost. Look in a
traditional school you have to pay for all the
useless equipment for example uniforms, bags,
books, copies and a fee you must pay every
month.

Bullying is still a very big and sad problem to this
day this still affects students' mental health.

Rafay Uzair | VI b
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it. | slowly opened the door and went outside.
After a few minutes, the smoke started
disappearing and there it was... a green-coloured
creature with blue marble eyes and webbed feet.

AN ENCOUNTER WITH THE ALIENS

have been dreaming about differently
shaped creatures for almost a week and they
always want to say something to me. One
night | had difficulty sleeping due to which | woke
up in the middle of the night to get some water.
As | went to the kitchen, | heard some sounds
coming from the backyard. | felt somebody was
trying to open the door. My first instinct was to
wake my parents up. When | was about to go to
my parents’ room, | saw the same weird blob
moving outside which I had dreamt about. It was
too much of a coincidence. | got curious and tried
to see through the window which alerted the
creature and it formed a hallow of smoke around

Duetomyinterestinaliensand UFOs, | concluded
thatit was analien. The alien started approaching
me doing actions as if it needed help. | called my
neighbour and friend Ayaan who also shares the
same interest in aliens. He sneaked out of his
house and after an hour we were able to
understand that the alien’s spaceship had some
problems and that it needed some tools to fix the
ship. We arranged the tools and went with him to
the ship. It was hiding in a cloud of smoke. The
ship was very small and grey. We helped the alien
with the machine. After working hard for three
hours, the ship was ready to fly. The alien seemed
very thankful and gave both of us small stones
from its planet. After a while, it disappeared into
the sky and we came home before sunrise to
avoidanytrouble.

Shahmeer Nadir | VIl b

THE MONCSTER
FROM MY PREAMS

Aslsleep onshallow nights

As|sleep, monsters come out and give me frights
Aslsleep, I shrug andsigh

Therel crouchwhenthe owls cry

Inmy dreamlike bats1dofly

| see before me amonsterthatdie

| seethe monsterthat doeslie

The monster from my dreams

As | look anywhere the unknown monster does
creepinthenight

As | run and run | hide from the monster who
wants meto die

| wake up with terrorin my eyes

Whenlopened my eyes,
I saw the monsterthat was notright

| woke up with my frights and | cried on those
nights

Rafay Ozair | VIl b




eading is important especially for students because it develops our minds and gives us
excessive knowledge and lessons about life. It helps us understand the world around us
better. It keeps our minds active and enhances our creative ability.

Communication Skills: Reading improves our vocabulary and develops our communication skills.

The purpose of reading is to connect the
ideas on the page to what we already
know. If we don't know anything about a
subject, then pouring words of text into
our minds is like pouring water into our
hands. We don't retain much. Reading
can also improve our cognitive function
and mental agility.

It can improve our vocabulary, enhance
our critical thinking skills, and help us
develop a stronger memory. These
benefits can extend beyond our reading
life and have a positive impact on our
professionaland personal life as well.

Reading -
Importance
for Students

An emphasis onreading and student literacy helps develop higher levels of focus and concentration. It
also forces the reader to sort things out in their own mind - including topics that might not be familiar
to them at all. Regular reading not only helps make us smarter, but it can also actually increase our
brainpower. Just like going for a jog exercises our cardiovascular system, reading regularly improves
memory function by giving our braina good workout.

The more students read, the more their vocabulary and comprehension grows, which correlates to
higher scores on achievement tests across subject areas. Daily reading improves critical thinking skills
aswell,soasstudentsread more, they learn how to thinkindependently.

Lleana Mary | VIl ¢

‘“Better Than the Movies" written by Lynn Painter is like a cozy,
heartwarming conversation with your best friend. It's basically like
awonderful laugh, love, and a little bit of nostalgia that just comes
toyou perfectly. The characters are so real it's like you know them,
and the banter? Just like eavesdropping on the best romantic
comedy. This book is basically a big, warm hug that reminds you
how messy, imperfect love can be, but also how incredibly worth
it. So, if you're into feeling all warm and fuzzy, read better than the
movies! And by the way, it's always better than the movies.

Syeda Aleen Raza | VIl ¢

Goto Dubaiand see BurjKhalifa
Save up enoughmoneytobuyaPs5
Make new friends
Travel around the world
Learn about different cultures
To getclosertomyreligion
Syed M Mehdi Bokhari




First day of school and the teacher is absent....

he sun peeked over the horizon, casting a

warm glow on the sleepy city of Lahore as

the first day of school dawned. Excitement
and nervous energy hung in the air like the scent
of fresh morning dew. Students gathered in
clusters outside the school, their chatter a
cacophony of anticipation. Yet, something was
amiss.

As the clock ticked closer to the start of the
school day, a whisper started to circulate among
the students: ""Have you seen Miss Hajira? Where
is she?" The question echoed through the
hallways, creating a sense of mystery that
shrouded the day.

The bell rang, signaling the official
commencement of the academic year, but the
absence of Miss Hajira, the beloved English
teacher, left a void in the hearts of the students.
The classroom door stood slightly ajar, a silent
invitation to the unknown.

A substitute teacher, Miss Noshina, stepped in
hesitantly, a strangerin aroom filled with familiar
faces. The students exchanged curious glances,
wondering what had befallen their usual guide
through the labyrinth of literature. Miss Noshina,
sensing the curiosity, offered a gentle smile and
begantheday'slesson.

The classroom, typically alive with the animated
discussions and laughter that Miss Hajira

fostered, felt like a muted stage awaiting its
leading actor. The empty desk at the front,
usually occupied by Miss Hajira’s lively presence,
became a symbol of the absence that echoed
through the entire school.

Rumors swirled like autumn leaves in the wind.
Some whispered that Miss Hajira had embarked
on an unexpected adventure, perhaps chasing
the words of a novel to some faraway land.
Others speculated that she had been called away
on a secret mission, a literary quest that
demanded herimmediate attention.

Throughout the day, students exchanged stories
of their favorite teacher's possible whereabouts,
each tale more extravagant than the last. The
school, usually a haven of routine and
predictability, had been thrust into an
unexpected narrative, leaving everyone to
wonder what the next chapter would hold.

As the final bell rang, and the students gathered
their belongings to depart, the mystery remained
unsolved. The day had unfolded like the first
chapter of a captivating novel, leaving everyone
eager to discover the twists and turns that lay
ahead. Miss Hajira absence had transformed an
ordinary school day into an extraordinary tale,
leaving the students to ponder the enigma that
awaited theminthe pages of the academicyear.

Mohammad Hassan | VIl ¢




My First Memory of LA

n my first day, | walked into school. |

didn’tknow what to do so | just satin the

amphitheater. Teachers came in with
signs that said the names of classes. | was in 2A
but | saw a teacher with a 1A sign. | just went and
stood in the line. | wondered why everyone was
shorter than me. My actual homeroom teacher
came over to me and took me to the right line. |
laughed. After that, we went to class. | was really
shy so I didn’t try to make friends with the other 3
girls in our class. Eventually, they came up to me
and asked to be friends. | said yes. We sat in
groups on little tables. | made a best friend that
day that | am still friends with. We had lots of fun
that day and | was really happy. I also
remembered that | told everyone that the scaron
my eyebrow from falling was from a battle with a
tiger and | won. That was and still is a very fond
memory of mine.

Aleena Hamid VIl d
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The Weather

Wonderful Winter:
Snow or cold weather
Yes, winteris here!

Keep warm by thefire,
Youshould have nofear!
Windyday:

| see clouds

Theylook so puffy

Big and Little

Light and fluffy
Cloudsblock the sun
bring the shade
Lookreally closely
See what picturesaremade
I don’t mind a cloudy day
Butlookout
Rain couldbe onthe way
Fatima Abbas | VIl d
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Poem of the Four Seasons
Spring
The fields arerich with daffodils,
A coat of clover cloaks the hills,
And I mustdance,and | mustsing
To see thebeauty of the Spring
Summer:
The earthiswarmthesun'sablaze

Itisthe time of carefree days
Andbeesabuzzthat chanceto pass
May see me snoozinginthe grass.
Fall:
The Leavesareyellow,redand brown.
Ashower sprinkles softly down.
Theairis fragrant, crisp and cool
Andonce again I'm stuckinschool
Winter:
The birds are gone, and the world is white
The winds are wild, they chill and bite.
The ground is thick with slush and sleet.
And | can barely feel my feet
The last is done, The next is here.

The same as it is every year.
Spring then Sunshine, Autumn, Snow
That is how each year must go

Fatimah Abbas | VIl d




Discovering the Wonders of Learning Alliance:
A Seventh Grader’s Perspective

ey there, fellow learners! As a seventh-

grader navigating the bustling corridors

and vibrant classrooms of Learning
Alliance’s DHA campus, I’'m thrilled to share a
sneak peek into the magic that unfolds within
these walls as we celebrate the school’s 25th
anniversary.

Classroom Adventures:

From the intriguing world of Playgroup to the
exciting challenges of Class A ll, every grade feels
like a new chapter in an adventurous story. The
Cambridge Assessment International Education
Programme has been our trusty guide, but what’s
got us buzzing is the dive into the International
Baccalaureate Middle and Primary Years
Programme —ajourney into uncharted territories
of knowledge.

Teachers Who Rock:

You know those awesome mentors who make
learning feel like unlocking secret codes? Yep,
we’ve got those at Learning Alliance. Our
teachers aren’t just educators; they’re
superheroes guiding us through the maze of
subjects, encouraging our curiosity, and showing
us thatlearning canbe ablast.

Extracurricular Excitement:

Hold on to your backpacks, because Learning
Alliance isn’t just about textbooks and exams.
We’ve got a lineup of sports clubs that make
every day an adventure. Basketball, football,
archery, throwball, dodgeball - you name it, we
play it. It’s not just about scoring goals; it’s about
scoring life skills like teamwork, discipline, and a

good old spirit of competition.
Hangout Spots:

When we’re not conquering the academic world,
you can find us chilling in the coolest spots on
campus. The amphitheatres — our stages for
showcasing talents, the multimediarooms where
ideas come alive, and the cafeterias serving up
fuel for our adventures - it’s all part of the daily
buzz.

Techie Paradise:

Oh, and did  mention the tech wonderland? From
resource rooms with Wi-Fi and laptops to
multimedia suites with projectors and Smart
Boards, we’re practically learning in the future.
And hey, there’s even an ATM for quick cash - talk
about convenience!

Community Vibes:

Learning Alliance isn’t just a school; it’s a
community. The mission is clear — we’re not just
growing brains; we’re growing into responsible,
compassionate, and dynamic citizens. And let me
tell you, there’s a sense of camaraderie here
that’s as essential as thelessonsin our textbooks.

Happy 25th, Learning Alliance!

So, here’s to Learning Alliance hitting the big 25!
[t’s not just an anniversary; it’s a celebration of
countless ‘aha’ moments, victories, and
friendships. Cheers to the place where learning
feels like a grand adventure, and each day brings
something new to discover. Happy anniversary,
Learning Alliance—you’re the real MVP!

Ibrahim Ahmed Arif | VII d




Fruits: What Are They?
Why Are They Important?

fruitis the fleshy ordryripened ovary ofa

flowering plant, enclosing the seed or

seeds. Apricots, bananas, and grapes, as
well as bean pods, corn grains, tomatoes,
cucumbers, and (in their shells) acorns and
almonds, are all technically fruits. Popularly, the
term is restricted to the ripened ovaries that are
sweet and either succulent or pulpy, such as figs,
mangoes, and strawberries. Fruits have been
around for a long time, in 2017 a fossilised fruit
dating back 52 million years was discovered in
South America!

Fruits are important for us to eat because fruits
are nutritious, colourful and flavourful. Most
fruits are naturally low in fat, sodium and calories.
Fruit provides many essential nutrients that often
are under-consumed, including vitamins C and A

and folate, as well as potassium and dietary fibre.
Eating more fibre-rich, low-calorie fresh fruit in
place of higher-calorie foods can help decrease
your overall calorie intake. Some fruits include
bananas, apples, mangos and many more.
Bananas give you an important vitamin called
potassium! Apples give you vitamin Cand fibre!

Fruits are not only eaten by humans but also by
animals! Fruits are an essential part of our lives as
we need them to survive. We should all try to eat
at least one fruit per day. Eating one medium
apple a day may help lower blood pressure,
cholesterol, and inflammation all of which
support a healthy heart! Fruits are also
sometimes confused with vegetables, but they
are bothtwo completely different things.

Fruits are very good for us and we should try to
eat them every day or maybe if not every day,
theneverytwodays.

Mustafa Farhan | VIl d

An Interview with
Ronaldo

Ayaan: Hi Ronaldo! I have a few questions foryou.
Doyouhaveamoment?

Ronaldo: Yeah sure! What do you want to ask?

Ayaan: First, | am a huge fan! Can | get an
autograph?

Ronaldo: Sure!
Ayaan: So, what areyour plans forthe season?

Ronaldo: | plan to put a lot of hard work into the
game andimprove my weak points.

Ayaan: | also heard that you’ve accepted Islam.
Ronaldo: Notyet, but I’'m studying the religion.
Ayaan: Great! Here’s a Quranforyou!

Ronaldo: Wow, nice!

Ayaan: What do you want to say to the people
who make fun of your age and gameplay?

Ronaldo: | just want to say that age is just a
number and it doesn't matter to me if people talk
behind my back. Afterall, they are behind me!

Ayaan: It was amazing talking to you.

Ronaldo: Same here.

Ayaan Ali | VIl d




My School's Silver Jubilee

Atiny seed that was planted onthisland.

Madam Anjum nurtured it with her majestic hand.

Itgrew day by day toreachagreat height.
It bore fruits of Values, Wisdom, Faith and Light

Graduallyit blossomed into a huge beautiful tree

Asitbecameahouse of learning for many like me.

Nurturing, inspiring, and achieving great success.

Working together we always strive for the best.

Happiness, laughter, success and cheers.
Let's celebrate the brilliance of 25 golden years.

Syed. M. Mehdi Bokhari | VII d
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Painted in Sunlight

Blossoms whisperinthe morning breeze

Petals unfold with graceful ease
Sun-kissed huesinavibrantarray
Nature'sartonacanvas of day

Inthe garden, afragrantstory told,
Asymphony of colors, asight to behold
Floralbeauty, afleeting delight
Nature's palette painted in sunlight

Aleena Hamid | VII d

Coveredina
Thick Layer of Dust

ust imagine your favorite city shrouded in a

thick, grimy blanket that stings your eyes

and makes breathing feel like sucking on a
dusty gym sock. That's Lahore in winter, covered
in a yucky mess called smog. It's like a villain
straight out of a superhero movie, except way
less cooland way more harmful.

Lahore, our beloved city, and Pakistan's vibrant
cultural and historical capital, faces a formidable
adversary every winter: smog. This dense veil of
pollution not only obscures the city's famed
architectural monuments like the Badshahi
Mosque and Lahore Fort, but also poses a
significant threat to the health and well-being of
itsresidents.

Pollutionis aParty Pooper

So, who threw this smog party? Well, it's a bunch
of bad guys working together:

Firstly, those cars and bikes: These guys are like
the smoke bomb-throwing clowns of the party,
spewing out fumes like nobody's business. Every
time you hear a honk, think of another puff of
pollution clouding the sky.

Secondly, factories. These industrial giants are
like fire-breathing dragons, belching out black
smoke and smelly gases that make your eyes
water.

Crop burning: When farmers get rid of leftover
crop stalks by burning them, it's like setting off a
mini-smog bomb, adding to the already choked-




Weather weirdos: Sometimes, the air just gets
stuck and acts like a giant lid, trapping all the
pollutionlikeabadsmellinagymlocker. Ugh.

Smog's Sneaky Sidekicks

This smog isn't just some annoying eye-stinging
cloud. It's like a sneaky ninja, messing with your
healthinall sorts of ways:

Coughing and wheezing: Smog can turn your
lungs into a tickle-fest, making you cough like
you're trying to hack up a hairball.

Eye on the prize (of not crying): Smog can make
your eyes itch and water like you're watching a
sad movie marathon without any snacks.

Heart attack central: Smog can stress out your
heart like it's running a marathon, which is no
bueno foranyone.

How to be a Smog-Smashing Superhero

Even though we can't all wear capes and tights,
there are ways to fight back against smog:

Mask up: Wear a superhero mask (okay, maybe
just a good quality N95 mask) to filter out the bad

stuffand keep yourlungs happy!:)

Stay inside: When the smog's at its worst, hunker
down inside like a turtle in its shell. Binge-watch
shows, read comics, do whatever makes you
forgetabout the yucky air outside.

Walk, bike, or ride: Ditch the car and take a walk,
bike ride, or hop on a bus. Less traffic means less
smog, and you get some exercise too. Bonus
points for saving the planet!

Spread the word: Tell your friends, family, and
everyone you know about the dangers of smog.
The more people who care, the more likely things
will change.

Remember, even small actions can make a big
difference. So, let's all team up and be smog-
smashing superheroes, protecting Lahore's skies
and keeping our lungs happy and healthy! And
who knows, maybe someday we'll be able to see
the stars again without needing a telescope. Until
then, stay strong, stay safe, and keep breathing
(carefully)!

Eshaal Faizan | VIl e

BILLARD:
THE BOOJEY CAT

entertaining. Let me begin with his story.

have a cat named Billard. The nameis not one
of the most popular cat names such as
mittens, fluffy, or snowball. He’s a male cat,
about six and a half months old and is very
different from other cats. He even plays football
with me and my brother by passing a softball to
us and blocking goals. He’s very playful and very

AUGUST 1: We were searching for a place to get a
kitten from, after years of trying to convince our
parents to get us one. While searching for a place
to buy a kitten, we found one. Pets Point, Model
Town, even though it was an hour's drive from
home, we went there to get ourselves akitten. As




we went there we saw many other pet shops in
the alleyway, but we had already talked about the
kitten on the phone with the shopkeepers. We
went inside and found that almost all the kittens
were asleep, except a tiny grey kitten. We were
looking for a female kitten, a white or a brown
one. The moment we entered the shop, this tiny
grey kitten got up and started meowing and
doing adorable tricks and showing us his toys.
They were all enclosed in clear boxes with holes.
Then he put his paws on the walls of the box and
started meowing. It was such a wholesome
moment and it just melted my heart. We decided
to buy him, and we got a mouse toy for him too.
At that time he was only 45 days old (1and a half a
month), but he looked like a 30-day-old kitten
only. We brought him home and tried to be as
gentle as possible, but the horror of the story is
still to come. We named him Oreo. It was all
cupcakes and rainbows for the next few days
until we noticed that he was going to his litter box
a little too often. So, we took him to the vet and
there we found out that he had some ‘deadly’
‘life-threatening’ disease called pfv. We were
heartbroken and sad that our kitten might die.
The next day, we took him to another vet clinic
and it was not sanitary, you could say. They were
using the same drip for all the animals and the vet
was rubbing the kittens against his mask. We sent
our kitten for the treatment and it seemed like he
was getting a bit better for a few days until one
evening he looked as if he was going to die any
second. That day when we sent the kitten over to
the vet, he fed our kitten tablets which were also
of an adult human dose. That doctor was just

crazy. He kept on saying there was a 90 per cent
chance that our kitten would die, but deep down |
still had this ray of hope gleaming inside of me
that this kitten would be saved. It had been about
2 months that we had Oreo with us and most of
the time had been spent with visits to the vet and
Oreo sleeping and resting while he was at home.
The next day we got an appointment with the
main doctor at the previous clinic, which was
recommended to us by family friends. There we
found out it was nothing ‘deadly’ or ‘life-
threatening’. The actual problem was just that his
deworming hadn’t been done properly so all we
had to do was feed him medicine twice a day
which was still a challenge as he hated it. Finally,
after having spent a breathtaking amount of
money and hundreds of vet visits, Oreo was
cured. Now he was about 3 and a half months old
and had spent most of his baby kitten hood going
to vets and getting injections, he had grown up
just a little bit. Now Billard is still with me and is a
healthy kitten. He is also the same colour as my
sofa, so it is a very funny coincidence when he
tries to hide by sitting behind a pillow or going
under the sheet. Heis a very playful cat who loves
exploring, meeting new people and biting others'
feet. He doesn’t do normal cat stuff like sitting in
laps, sitting next to you, sleeping all day and just
being lazy. He didn’t turn out like we were
expecting him to be, because he turned out even
better than our expectations. We all love Billard,
justthewayheis.

Ayesha Sohail | VIl e

* Go bungee Jumping

* Finish school as quickly as possible
* Be the youngest graduate

* Drive a snowmobile

* Own a yacht

Arham Mustafa |viid

1. A trip to Japan

2. Buy luxury cars

3. Create an innovat :
4. Make the best kite in thew

_Take anice bath
’ Mohib Hussain | VIl d
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he atmospheres of Neptune, Uranus, and
Saturn have extremely high pressures that
its Carbon Atoms can crystallize and form
diamonds, to make it rain diamonds from the sky.

It can even rain up to 2.2million diamonds on
parts of Saturnevery year.

Amina Arooj |Vl a
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Banana Bread Recipe

Ingredients

1and one-fourth cup flour.

100 grams butter.

3largebananas.

Chocolate chips three-fourth cup.

1teaspoon baking soda.

Vanilla1teaspoon.

Pinch of salt.

Sugar brown/cup.

2 eggs.
INSTRUCTIONS:
First, mix the dry ingredients and brown the
butterinapanwith sugar.
Then mix all the dry and moist ingredients. Mash
the bananasand whisk the eggs.
Mix it all and pour it into a loaf tin lined with
baking paper. When it starts to solidify, sprinkle
some chocolate chips on it. Bake at 180C for 40
minutes.

Shershah |Vl a

One day technology will
take over the world

am Hareem Shahid here and | think that one

day technology will take over the world. As

you can observe, the world you are in is
surrounded by technology. We have many more
facilities now than we had backinthe 9os.

As we see technology has made our life easier.
The task that you had to do with your hands can
now be done with the help of technology. You
can do it in the comfort of your own home. For
example, to transfermoney youneedto gotothe
atmand now you candoit digitally.

When we had to write aletter along time ago, we
used to write it on paper and send it by carrier
pigeons, ship, mailmen and now with a click of a
buttonyou cansendyourlettereasily.

By using technology, you can make friends and
get to know people but just lying down on your
bed.

Technology has not only just made our
communication better butit has also helped us to
learnabout history.

Instead of children asking for help from their
parents, they could search it up and they would
know moreinformation.

If they are weak at Math, they could watch video
and their math would improve so much more

Technology will eventually even expand more
than this. And one day it might even take over the
world. People will become lazy and addicted to
technology. Technology may help us do things
easily but dependency on technology can also be
harmful to us.

Hareem Shahid | VI a




Butterflies

utterflies are winged insects that are

characterized by their usually brightly

coloured large wings. Butterflies go
through 4 cycles in their life meaning they go
through a full metamorphosis first they hatch
from eggs that had been laid on the food plant
once they hatch they are caterpillars these
caterpillars will eat a lot and they will eat often
after the caterpillars are fully grown they go into
a cocoon and when they come out they emerge
as beautiful butterflies.

There are about 17,500 species of butterflies the
most common is "The painted lady" they are
found on 6 continents and are found near oceanic
land and the rarest species is "Palos Verdes blue"
which is found on the cool, fog-shrouded
seaward side of the Palos Verdes Hills on the
Palos Verdes Peninsula in Los Angeles County.
Did you know butterflies live on an only liquid diet
and they taste with their feet they are also unable
toflyiftheyfeel cold.

Butterflies are important as they pollinate our
gardens. This helps fruits, vegetables and flowers
to produce new seeds. Elektroscirrha (OE) is
transmitted when infected adult monarch
butterflies scatter parasite spores onto their
eggs and milkweed leaves. Butterflies have a
short lifespan of 9 months to a year but most
species die at 2 or 4 weeks. Butterflies die from
habitat loss, natural causes and predator attacks
andthusthelife cycle of abutterfly ends.

Haniya Abbas | VI a

My School

nthe halls of knowledge, abeacon bright, Our
school LEARNING ALLIANCE, a guiding light.

A place where wisdom and dreams align, Each
step forward, ajourneydivine.

A garden of learning, blooming with grace. In this
school, each student finds their space.

Teachers as mentors , nurturing minds.In the
pursuit of knowledge, our school binds.

Friendships are forged , strong and true, a home
forhearts oldand new.

Inevery heartbeat, echoes the song of our school
Learning Alliance where learning is fun. Every

student is talented.

In our school a vibrant room.Where each
moment a brushstroke is fine.Paints the canvas
of educationand design.

In our schools glow, every step is wise.a castle of
learning reaching the skies , bright stars of
knowledge, in unity shine. In our school Learning
Allianceabondissofine.

So here stands our school school Learning
Alliance, a symbol of pride, in the large landscape
where dreams coincide.

A place where education takes its position, our
school Learning Alliance ajourney enhanced."

Mahdi Hussain | VI a




1) Spidershave CLEAR blood.

2) Cockroaches can live for one week without a
head.

3) There is a disease called cotard where a

ow many of you remember the first time

you were betrayed? Well, | remember it

like yesterday. | made a best friend in
class 4. Her name was Sania. Sania and | became
quite close friends in a short time. Some days |
would go to her house and play for hours. Our
mothers became friends too. We were in our own
bubble. Life was good. Chatting up, texting each
other, being each other’s confidantes. It was like |
had finally found my soul sister.
But, reality struck pretty soon. We had some
deathsinthe family and | had to take leaves often.
| was trying to survive this personal loss when
Sania started spreading rumours about me. She
told our class fellows that | was lying and that |
just told everyone about the death of my great-
grandmother for sympathy. When these rumours
reached me | was heartbroken. | decided to
confront Sania. One day, when everyone was

personbelieves theyare dead.

4) Wehave only explored5%ofthe ocean.

5) NASA used to work in the ocean until they
found something.

6) 75%ofthebrainismade up of water.

7) Anoctopushas 9 brains.

8) Flies have a habit of rubbing their hands if
theytouchtheir headit falls off.

9) Your mouth produces 1 liter of saliva every
day.

10) Honey never spoils.

Salina Salman |V Ib

busy chatting, | went up to Sania and asked her if
she was spreading such rumours. First, she
denied it butultimately came clean.

My heart broke into a million pieces. My sister, my
confidante, and my friend were saying such
malicious things about me. How could she? |
asked myself if | had done something wrong.
Maybe that's why this was happening to me. |
tried to make sense of it but came back empty-
handed. The little bubble had burst. The reality
was warped and dark. This was my first ever
betrayal. | don't think I'll ever be able to forget
aboutit.

Saniaand | arestill friends but the fight took away
my sister. | wish her well and maybe someday |
can trust her enough to go back to being myself.
For now, | am keeping my walls up and my armour

Zara Omar Dahir | VI b




pring brings life to the environment. It is
spring which makes the country look
gorgeous. During the other seasons, the
environment becomes rough and there are
disorders with the climatic conditions. But in

spring, everything is perfect. Nature is calm and
sometimes there are light rains around which is
also effective for producing food crops in the
rural parts. Winds are found in plenty and the
temperature is within a tolerable limit. So, spring
isalso preferred by many other people here.

During the summer, the weather is too hot, the
temperature rises too high. One cannot usually
get out of the home without any protective
material like an umbrella or sunscreen. Besides,
during the rainy season, it rains all day long and
often life comes standstill as people cannot get
out of their homes for work. Winter is cold here
and temperatures get down to some substantial
extent. But it is spring when one can enjoy a
moderate climate. The temperatures are average
and thelight wind blows away the heat of the sun
from the body. Spring is also considered as the
time to travel inside the country. Since the
environment is pleasant, people travel to places
eitherfortheirneeds orforrecreation

Spring is completely different from the three
other seasons. In spring, the environment gets a

massive change. The plants get a new look. They
get greener. Besides, the days are sunny but
moderately hot. Since the South Asian climate is
just the opposite of the northern part, it is always
sunny and hot. But only during the Spring, the
heat is a bit slower. During the winter it is cold
everywhere and the temperatures are not
steady. The days are dry and sunny while the
nights are cold with frosting in South Africa
during the winter. But spring is different from the
other seasons. The temperature is on a tolerable
limit both days and nights. The light breeze brings
asense of satisfactionto the people.

| like spring most for a few reasons. | cannot
tolerate extreme heat or cold. During the
summer and winter, | cannot do my tasks. Going
to the office is a kind of punishment for me in the
seasons. Besides, | experience sleeping disorders
during the summer nights. But as the
temperatureisinanacceptable condition, | could
do everything smoothly in spring. Moreover,
mother nature blooms in spring. All the
surrounding environments are cleaner and
enjoyable. Often the sky turns light blue and the
scenesare highly attractive when the clouds fly.

Mustafa Mohsin | VI b




hammered daily gradually dwindled. He
discovered it was easier to hold his temper than
todrive those nailsinto the fence.
Finally, the day came when the boy didn't lose his
temper at all. He told his father about it and the
father suggested that the boy now pull out one
nail for each day that he was able to hold his
temper. The days passed and the boy was finally
ableto tell his father thatall the nails were gone.
The father took his son by the hand and led him to
the fence. He said, "You have done well, my son,
Bad Temper but look at the holes in the fence. The f.ence will
never be the same. When you say things in anger,
here once was a little boy who had abad  hey eave a scar just like this one. You can put a
temper. His father gave him a bag of nails  ypife in a man and draw it out. It won't matter

and told him that every time he lost his 5\ many times you say I'm sorry. The wound is
temper, he must hammer a nail into the back of  cij1there.”

thefence. _ o Averbalwoundisasbadasaphysical one.

On the first day, the boy had driven 37 nails into Ayat Fatima | VI b
thefence. Overthe next few weeks, as he learned

to control his anger, the number of nails

ets are ablessing that only lucky people get
to have. | have been lucky enough to have
many pets since my childhood. My pet is a
cat whom we call Mingi. It is white and grey. Mingi
is 3 years old and has been with me ever since she
was born. Through my pet essay, | will make you
learnallabout Mingiand why itis so dearto me.
Mingi has short hair and also a glossy coat. It is a
My Pet female and loves to have milk and chicken.
Sometimes, | treat it with fish asitloves the taste of
tuna. Moreover, Mingi is a very loving pet that
stays with me at all times.
Eversince I waslittle, I liked cats. I love how clean and majestic they are. Although, there were no plans
tokeepapetcat. My mother did not allow me as she would end up doing all the work for the pet.
However, she used to keep a bowl of fresh water in our garden to ensure no birds or animals remained
thirsty during the summer season. A lot of pigeons and sparrows come to my garden to quench their
thirst.
One fine day, a cat came to drink the water. It started coming regularly afterwards and gave birth to
kittensin our garden. My mother gave themfood as welland some milk every day.
However, one day all of them were gone except for a little kitten. | started to feed it regularly and
became close toit. Asthe motherdid notreturn, | decided to keep itas my pet.
After getting permission from my mother, | finally got to keep Mingi by promising to bear its
responsibility. Ever since Mingi has been in my life. It was so little but now has grown into a big and
beautiful cat.

Faizan Aziz | VI b




Football

Theballisround, the pitchis green, The game of football is a beautiful scene.
The playersrun, the crowd cheers, The goals are scored, and the endis near.

The thrill of victory, the agony of defeat, The game of football is never
complete.

The passion and spirit that it brings, Is what makes it one of the most
beautiful things.

Theballis passed, the tackles fly, The players giveit their all, they never die.
The game of football is a sight to behold, A story of triumph, a tale of the
bold. So let us celebrate this beautiful game, And all the joy and excitement it
brings.

Let us cheer for our favorite team, And hope that they will be crowned the king.

Football is more than just a game, It’s a way of life, a passion, a flame. So let us embrace it with all our

might, Andrevelinits glory, both day and night.

Essa Zia|VIb

A Night in the Graveyard

ne evening driven by the desire for an unconventional thrill, my friends and | found ourselves

standing at the entrance of a graveyard. It was a dark scary night. The moon hung low in the

sky, casting an ethereal glow over the tombstones. All the graves were dusty and there were
spidersand ants onthem.

| convinced my friends to sit near a centuries-old tree and perform a ritual. We took out the Ouija board
to communicate with the spirits. We lit incense and arranged all the symbolic objects. We were
nervous. We started chanting

words we barely understood. As

the ritual progressed, we felt

unsafe. A rustle in the wind

seemed like a response. | felt

prickling under my skin, making

goosebumps rise. | felt a presence

near me but | ignored it. | got up

and asked my friends to stop the

ritual. We got up and started

walking. We felt that some black

figures like shadows were dancing

and following us. We got scared

and started screaming. Every creek

or rustle set our hearts pounding.

We collectively decided to leave the graveyard. We retraced our steps through the creaking iron gate
and left the graveyard with ashared sense of relief.

Playing a ritual in the graveyard with friends was a moment of shared curiosity, laughter and fear. It
blurred the boundaries between fearand fascination.

Irha Naeem | VI ¢




My Best Friend

believe friends make our lives more
meaningful and enjoyable. And some mates
step forward to teach us how special they are
inourlives. Irhais such afriend, and | consider her
my best buddy.

| have known her since my first day at school.
Over time, we became the birds of a feather. We
still are inseparable and find comfort even in our
silence, which according to many is a symbol of a
great bond among friends. | guess | met her one
day in our school when we were having lunch in
our school cafeteria. Our friendship is now more
thanadecadeold!

We love to talk about our personal issues; she is
the only person | can share absolutely anything
and everything with. We often play chess, enjoy
movies, visit different places, debate our political
differences and share our thoughts about our
career plans. There are times when she advises
me on how to deal with obstacles and stresses
and she often says "Hold tight, buddy, every
cloudhasasilverlining".

Best friends always stick together and become
more like a family than friends. | am absolutely
convinced that Irha has already proven that she
will support me in any way possible and help me
out of any grave situation. She s the kind of friend
someone can have only once or twice in life. No
doubt her influence in my life is paramount and
she will always be my best friend. And this is why |
like her somuch and cherish her friendship alot.

Hoor ul Ain | VI ¢

Who Is The Greatest
Football Player Of All Time?

n my opinion, Ronaldo, Cristiano Ronaldo dos

Santos Aveiro is the greatest football player

of all time. He was the greatest young player
of his time and | also consider him the goat of
football. Some people think Messiis the goat. But
no, Messiis not. Ronaldo has put in a lot of effort
to be the goat of football. He has also broken a
world record for the most goals and has won five
champion leagues. He has won the UEFA Super
Cup, FIFA Club World Cup and La Liga. He had won
more trophies thanlost matchesin2016.

He also signed for bigger clubs such as Real
Madrid, Manchester United, and Juventus and
joined AL-Nassr in 2023. He will play in AL-Nassr
for two years. Ronaldo has played 1,204 games in
his career. Ronaldo got his training from Sir Alex
Ferguson, Carlo Ancelotti, Zinedine Zidane, and
Fernando Santos.

According to Ronaldo, “Fans are the most
important thing in football.” |am going to tell you
7 celebrations of Ronaldo the pose, calm down,
justtoo good, sweet fifteen, daddy crisand my

Mahad Saglain | VI ¢




A True Servant

king had alarge number of slaves. One of
them was very black. He was true to the
king.So thekingloved him greatly.
One day the king went out on a camel. Some
slaves walked in front of the king. Others went
behind the king. The black slave rode on a horse
by the side of his master-The King.
The King had abox. There were pearlsinit. Onthe
way, the box fell into a narrow street. It broke
into pieces. The pearlsrolled on the ground.
The king said to his slaves. “Go and take the
pearls. | do not want them any longer," said the
king.
The slavesran and gathered the pearls. They took
those pearls. The black slave did not leave his

place.

He was by the side of his master. He guarded his
master. He cared for the life of his master. He did
not care for the master’s pearls. He was the true

servant.
The king observed the attitude of the servant and
gave himmany gifts.

Zahra Ghaznavi | VI ¢
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Inkindergarten
4.Why are fish so smart?
Becausetheyliveinschools.
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3.What’s the best place to grow
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A True friend

rue Friends are the closest ones with

whom we can share every secret of us. We

trust them and feel safe in their company.
True friendship is where we don’t need to say our
problems in words, true friends already
understand the emotional expressions of their
loved ones. Some friends always remain the best
friends for their whole life and can never be
replaced by any other person or relation.
Therefore, thisis the value of true friendship.

A true friend is always there to help you in
different circumstances whether good or bad.
Friendship is arelationship which is not limited to
any particular age group. A person always needs
atruefriendin every stage of life.

This fast-running world has always created
different circumstances in one’s life but with the
help and guidance of a true friend you can easily
overcome those situations. After parents, true
friends are the real well-wishers of us who can
evenslap uswhenwearewrong.

Bonding between two friends is just rock-solid as
whether they live near or far their connection
never breaks due to any misunderstanding or any
communication gap. They feel close to each
other when they require it. Maybe you have a list
of many friends but the important part is how
many true friends you have, this is the real gainin
life. Thinking of that time which was spent with
friends always makes you feel happy and
emotional.

Rahim Naeem | VI ¢

Stages of life...

Whenlwasone hadjustbegun

Whenlwastwo [ was nearly new
When | was three [was hardlyme
When | was four [ was not much more
When | was five [wasjustalive
Butnow lamsix I’mascleverasclever

So lthinkI'll be six now foreverand ever

Haider Waqgas | VI ¢
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“Pizza”

Inthe oven, the doughrises high
The cheeselets outasavory sigh.

Pizza spread and alot of toppings
allare crimsonred.

Aslice of Heaven hotand bold
Eachbite hasastorytobetold.

From crustto tip, a tasty delight,
No matter what, eating pizzais alwaysright.

Muhammad Omer Magsood | VI ¢




pace is a vast and mysterious place that sparks our

The Wonders Of space S curiosity and imagination. It is home to countless
stars, planets, and galaxies, forming an endless

expanse that stretches beyond our wildest dreams. As we

look up at the night sky, we see the moon and twinkling
stars, each tellingauniquestory.

Space exploration has allowed humans to learn more
about our universe. Astronauts venture into space to
conduct experiments and gather valuable information.
Satellites orbit our planet, helping us understand weather
patternsand communicate across the globe.

The beauty of space captivates our minds and encourages
us to dream about the possibilities it holds. From the dazzling Northern Lights to the swirling clouds of
Jupiter, every celestial body hasits own charm.

In conclusion, space is a fascinating frontier that inspires us to explore and understand the wonders
beyond Earth. As we continue to learn more about space, we unlock the secrets of the universe and
pave the way for future discoveries.

Zayan Amin| VI d

The Power of Listening

n a small village, an old lady named Mrs.
Thompson lived alone. She often felt lonely
and longed for someone to talk to. One day, a
boy named Sam came to visit her and asked if she
would share stories from her past. Mrs.
Thompson eagerly shares her recollection, and
Sam listens intently, showing genuine interest.

A great Scientist

Ibert Einstein is one of the smartest men

of all time. He was an introvert. He loved

to pursue knowledge and tried to seek a
deeper understanding of the world. He was also
independent. He was a very creative man. He
valued the opinions of others and was willing to
admit when he was wrong. He was persistent as
he would not give up easily. He was not afraid to
speak his mind. He often used visualizations to
help him arrive at his ideas. He was very curious.
Once he even said, "l have no special talent or
intelligence.lamonly very curious."

Zoraiz Tabish |Vl e

Thelittle boy’s act of kindness brought joy to Mrs.
Thompson’s heart, reminding everyone that
sometimes all we need s a listening ear to make a
differenceinsomeone’slife.

Moral: Listening attentively and showing genuine
interest can bring comfortandjoy to others.

Fatima Farooqa | VI d




My English Language
Teacher

hat is more important than being

good at a subject? The individual

teaching the subject to you. The
aspect of having a good teacher can have a
drastic impact on your grades. A good teacher
can lead to good grades which leads me to talk
about the individual teaching English Language.
The subject itself is not that difficult but neither is
it easy. | struggle with grammar and due to my
teacher, | was able to strengthen my skills in
grammar because of the way she would explain
it. Miss Kiran is an amazing teacher who helps
students completely understand the concepts
being taught. She also makes her classes fun and
not stressful and she is always willing to repeat
the topics which lam not able to understand. She
does not put pressure on students which | believe
leads to a much calmer environment to learn in.
Other than her amazing teaching style she is also
an amazing person. She always makes sure
everyone is okay and notices when students do
not feel well. She is generally a very caring
person. Miss Kiran's classes are the ones | look
forward to the most. Throughout the term of
2023, | have gradually improved my skills in her
subject and | have acquired a lot of knowledge
from what she has taught me. Therefore, | am
very thankfulto have a teacherlike her.

Mahnaz Hameed Gillani | VI e

Dogs & Other Pets
Through the Ages

eople have been keeping animals as pets
since at least the beginning of recorded
history and the relationship between
humans and their non-human friends seems to
haveremained more orless the same through the
centuries. Dogs, in particular, have always been
regarded as especially significant companions,
while the status of cats has varied in certain ages.

From ancient Mesopotamia to the modern era,
however, people have cherished their pets and,
with certain civilizations —notably ancient Egypt -
have regarded their canine, feline, or other
companions as family members. Even though

pets may have been treated differently at
different times, the connection one has to one’s
pet today is essentially the same as it was
thousands of years ago.

Ibrahim Qasim | VI e




Interesting
Facts About
Pakistan

1. Pakistanis a Muslim-majority state. Its fullname
is the Islamic Republic of Pakistan.

2. Pakistan was initially two states of East and

West Pakistan created during the partition of
India at the end of British rule in 1947. After a war,
East Pakistan eventually broke away to become
Bangladeshin1971.

3. The partition of India resulted in the largest
mass migration in human history: around 10
million people. As many as one million civilians
died in the accompanying riots and widespread
violence.

4. Mountains account for several interesting
facts about Pakistan. The country is home to
some of the world’s highest peaks including K2,
the world’s second highest mountain
(nicknamed ‘Savage Mountain’), along with five
of the eight-thousand - the only mountainsin the
world over 8,000m

Jaza Muhammad |Vl e

What should you do if others
say you are mean or a bully?

ut yourself in other people's shoes. How
would you feel if you were treated the
wayyoutreatothers?

Be a positive leader...real leaders treat others
withkindnessandrespect.

Be open to making apologies to people you have
hurt.

Remember that although you may not like
everyone, you should still treat others with
respect!

Bullying is a serious problem. It's become a crisis!!
Instead of being part of the problem, you can be
part of the solution.

If you werereally honest and you realize you truly
are a bully, we send you a high-five! You have
takenthe first step by being truthful.

The next step gets a little harder - but it’s not
impossible!

Learning kindness, compassion and respect will
come easily once you’ve mastered it. It’s not
difficult at all. Once you learn it, you can treat
people nicely and you’ll see the rewards that
treatment will bring.

Think about how your behaviour affects other
people. We’re all hurt at some point in our lives.
Maybe not repeatedly like the way bullying hurts,
but we have been hurt.
Close your eyes and think back to when someone
hurtyou.
Did anyone ever call you names? Has anyone ever
pushed, hit you or stolen from you? Did anyone
ever tease you, keep you out of a group or
publicly humiliate you? Has anyone ever written
things about you and posted it and/or posted
negative pictures of you over the Internet,
through email, texting or instant messaging? Has
anyone ever threatenedyou?
Itdidn’t feel very good -didit?
Thinkabout:
What didyoudo?
Why it was abad thing?
Who did you hurt?
What youwere trying to accomplish?
How you will accomplish the same thing without
hurting anyone?

Emaan Fatima |Vl e




IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD

lex, a zestful twelve-year-old, recently

moved into a quiet, new neighborhood

that she heard had a house which was
old and dusty. One day, she decided to explore.
So, she informed her parents that she was going
out for a walk. She found herself heading
towards that queer little house and felt a shiver
run down her spine. As she grew near it, she
sensed a putrid smell in the air and somehow felt
more curious. The leaves were rustling and she
noticed the wind was picking up speed with a
howling sound. Upon reaching the house, she
realized that there were cobwebs and dustonthe
windows. It showed that nobody quite inhabited
the place.

Alex hesitantly took a step forward. She barely
put her hand on the doorknob when the door
creaked and opened by itself! Alex started to
shake like a leaf. As she took one cautious step
forward and stepped into the room, the lights
turned on themselves and started to flicker.
Alex’s heart was pounding like drums in her ears.

She took one step backwards out of the door. She
thought she heard footsteps coming from the
garden full of worn-out chrysanthemums but
then she realized that they were coming from
behind her. Her chest was heavy with fear as she
turned around and herjaw dropped to herknees.

There stood a very old man dressed in black with
piercing green eyes staring at her. She tried to
scream but no voice came out. She ran outside
hurriedly in panic. When she looked back, she
noticed there was a crimson stain where the man
had been standing. She looked around but could
not find the man. Cold shivers ran down her body
and she momentarily thought it must be some
nightmare she would wake up from any second.
The house looked even more eerie now. Goose
bumps and wobbly knees she ran back home
vowing to herself that she would never come
near this house again.

Maha Ahmed | VI f




THE NIGHT
BEFORE
HALLOWEEN...

t was the night before Halloween when my

friends and | decided to go camping. The air

was whistling as we were setting up our dull-
coloured tents. We all sat by the campfire, as we
were telling each other scary stories. Suddenly, |
felt someone tap on my shoulder and was
puzzled. | excused myself, grabbed my torch and
went into the woods all alone at midnight to
gather some wood for the campfire.

Each of my steps felt like someone was
shadowing me. | thought nothing of it and
continued walking until | came across a house.
Maybe | thought | could look inside for help as |
lostmy track. The moon hunglow in the night sky,
casting an eerie glow upon the dilapidated
mansion that stood isolated at the edge of the
woods. The black walls whispered secrets of a
bygone era, while the gnarled branches clawed at
the windows like ghostly fingers. As | entered,
haunted corridors seemed to awaken the echoes
of the dead past!! Spiders were creaking and in
the heart of the mansion, there stood the broken
staircase with bloody handprints and footprints.
Shattered glass dangled from the window
frames. | could sense the smell of decaying. |
went to the ‘so-called’ living room and there my
eyes saw a petrified creature—a person hanging
from the wall. A shiver ran down my spine. So
many thoughts hit me, and | was completely
puzzled. | started to run my way out but, out of

nowhere | also saw a dead spirit. It seemed like a
new story was unfolding. It was like | was
trapped. The night passed as is to my horror,
when | woke up there were holes in my clothes
andblood stains. My jaw dropped to the floorand
my eyes touched the roof. After | got used to it |
started to enjoy the spooky things except for the
fact that someone would kidnap me or maybe
martyr me ....... | felt someone tap on my
shoulderagain.

That very second everything gave me the chills
andthe creeps! | was shaking harder than aleaf. It
felt like someone was following me and the floor
started to creak, | looked back and everything
went black. | found myself underground, most
probably to be a grave! | screamed my lungs out
but no one replied. | heard someone thank the
other person. Day by day, | wondered if someone
would come looking for me but little did | KNOW!
The creature who put me down here was a
shapeshifter meaning they could convert literally
into anything whether it's human or creepy
things. The grave was very old, sharp knives like
nails were sticking out and wanting to eat that
person alive! That would be bold! Different types
of insects were to bite me and decay me. Soon |
became a part of the black secret and that’s only
betweenmeandyou!

Khadija Jahanzaib | VI f
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Meer Baaz | Vlll a

Haider Raza Shirazi | VI a




Fatima Nabeel | VIl a

Raahym Raja | VIl a




Minahil Khan | VIII b

Faique Sajjad | Vil b




M. Rafig Alam | Vil ¢

Raima Kashif | VIl ¢




Raima Kashif | VI ¢

Humnah Igbal | VIl d




Raima Bilal | VIl e

Fatima Bandial | VIl e




Areej Zeeshan | VIl b

Self Portrait in Pop Art

Ayesha Sohail | VIl b

City Scape




Shahmeer Nadir | VIl b

Self Portrait in Pop Art

Abdul Rafy | Vil ¢

Self Portrait in Pop Art




Dawood Sdijjad | Vil ¢

Self Portrait in Pop Art

Muhib Hussain | VIl d

City Scape




Arham Mustafa | VIl d

Self Portrait in Pop Art

Muhib Hussain | VIl d

City Scape




Abdul Rafy Farooq | Vil e

City Scape

Adifaa Zafar | Vll e

Self Portrait in Pop Art




Adifaa Zafar | Vil e

City Scape

Taha Mubashir | VI a

Egyptian Hieroglyphs




Hareem Shahid | VI a

Game Board Design

Anaya Ahmed | VI b

Egyptian Hieroglyphs




Abdul Jalil Farooq | Vlc

Game Board Design

Eman Fatima | Vlc

Egyptian Hieroglyphs




Haniah Pasha | VI d

Egyptian Hieroglyphs

Zoraiz Tabish | Vl e

Game Board Design




Yahya Adeel | VI f

Egyptian Hieroglyphs
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Future of

Al

n today's age of innovation, the

Artificial Intelligence (Al) has become

an integral part of discussion about
the future. These are intricate systems
designed to duplicate human thought
processes and capabilities. Chat GPT is an
example as to how far Al has come and
where it's headed, highlighting Al in
future developments.

Developed by OpenAl, Chat GPT is part of models
of what Al can achieve. Chat GPT's language
processing ability has brought artificial intelli-
gence way ahead in the future. The developers
wanted a system that would understand and
interact with humans on an almost personal level

and to make Al a part of our daily lives, aiding in
everything from simple tasks to difficult research.

Chat GPT is the result of years of research so
humans and Al coexist. It can be helpful in areas
such as communication, research, education,
business and much much more.

Mohammad Shahwar |V a

How Al Will Help Us in Our Daily Lives?

| has the potential to significantly impact
and enhance various aspects of our daily
lives.

Ai-powered personal assistants, like voice-
activated devices, can help manage schedules,
set reminders, answer questions, and provide
real-time information, making daily life more
organized and efficient.

Al applications can assist in monitoring health
conditions, reminding individuals to take medica-
tions, and providing personalized health insights.
Wearable devices and health apps often use Al.

Al can contribute to the development of smart
homes, where devices are interconnected and
can be controlled remotely. This includes smart
thermostats, lighting systems, security cameras,
and other devices.

Al-powered translation tools can help break
down language barriers, facilitating communica-
tion between people who speak different
languages.

While Al can bring about numerous benefits, it's
important to consider potential challenges and

ethical concerns, such as privacy issues, job
displacement due to automation, and therespon-
sible use of Al technologies. Striking a balance
between the advantages of Al and addressing its
drawbacks is crucial for its successful inclusion
into daily life.

Arham Nadeem |V a




Absolute Freedom

world where everything is allowed
would give freedom to the whole world!

Kids will not be able to get education and can
bully anyone. We would also forget the manners
our parents taught us. Some kids would also like
to have coloured clothes for school but it would
spoil the school's presentation, because then
theywon'tberepresenting the school.

A world where everything is allowed is pretty
dangerous, like kids will be driving before age,
they would also engage in things which are not

allowed at their age. Kids might use bad words in
front of elders, waste money on useless things,
parents may also behave inappropriately.
Teachers could do anything to the students and
the Principal might change whatever she wanted
tointheschool.

Excess of anything is bad. So all in all this is not a
goodidea, but what do you think?

Sarah Hassan |V a

Life Without Rules

e live on planet Earth. Our
world is great but there
is one thing that
people don't enjoy and that is
RULES. If there are no rules
the world would be terrible.
There would be a lot of
robberies as it would be
legal to steal. At first people
would be happy but after a
week it will turn into chaos as
there will be increase in theft
and murder. A lot of business
would lose money as people would
leave without paying. There would be

no legal authority, meaning no police,
no government or judges. There
would be terrorist attacks and
people would spray paint
important buildings. People
would fight and not get
arrested, won't pay taxes,

useillegal weapons.

So a world without rules will
be arecipefordisaster.

SehrBano |Va




How To Plan
A Good Day?

day with no problems is something
people can only dream about, making it
happen is even a bigger task. Having a
day with no problems means a day with
everything you like. You need everyone to listen

onesty promotes truthfulness and

trustworthiness. Innocence of a person

can be ruined if the person is dishonest.
It is the key essence for a brighter future for this
world. Honesty helps you gain confidence
amongst different kinds of people living in this
world. You get respected because you are not
lying and you get trusted in return. Itis a mutual
respect ultimately leading to a more dynamic life.
It promotes understanding and solving matters
within seconds. It reduces stress and burden of
carrying the guilt. It builds a strong trust and

toyou,ithastobeadayyoudon'tgethurt,sickor
getscolded and of course, you should be allowed
tosleep wheneveryouwant.

Now for a planning such a day, you can't possibly
be going to school or work. You will have to start
to prepare a day before. Step one, you should
start by making a list of your likes and dislikes. For
example for your list of likes, you can write peace
and quiet, snacks and dessert, unlimited screens.
And for your dislikes, you can write about your
siblings screaming, getting hurt or sick, getting
told to dowork, having to eat healthy food etc.

Step two, you have to clear out your schedule to
make sure no problems come in the way. For
example your parents can get mad at you for not
doing your homework and no one likes
homework so you have to get done with it unless
youwant toruinyour day.

Step three, you must absolutely find a way to
release your stress. Try meditating or yoga. You
will then obtain all the energy you might need for
the best day ever. Here is a recipe of perfect day
withno problems.

Safa Saad Tariq | Vb

people rely on your honesty leading qualities to
have a more meaningful connection. It reduces
the burden of secrecy and deceit, thus promoting
mental wellbeing.

It is a pathway to living better. Living a life of
honesty means embracing one’s true self and
allowing to live with a settled inner peace.
Furthermore, honesty serves as a catalyst for
personal growth and self-improvement. It
completely makes youahero.

Syed Muhammad Ali Bukhari |V b
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Lf Contagious

admit, smile is contagious. Without it we are
nothing, with it we are everything. A smile
makes you who you are. It reflects your
personality and without your smile, life would be

dull. When you smile, people find you welcoming
and unintentionally end up smiling, so yes, it is
contagious.

When you smile at someone you bring happiness
and joy in their lives. And when the other person
feels the same level of contentment, a smile
simply becomes inevitable. It brings in a ripple
effect and the magic of cheerfulness keeps
passing from one to another. Those are our
mirror neurons that get activated, inadvertently
causing us to mimic the expression. It utterly
makes one think that God works in mysterious
way. What better blessing to have to spread
positivity!

Ailia Batool | Vb

How To Deal With Peer Pressure?

ealing with peer pressure can be

challenging, but it's an important skill to

develop to maintain your individuality.
Here are some tips on how to handle peer
pressure:

Learn to assert yourself politely but firmly.
Practice saying "no" inarespectful way.

Surround yourself with people who respect and
support your values. True friends

will appreciate you for who you

are and won't pressure you to

conformto their expectations.

Anticipate situations where you
might face peer pressure and
plan your responses in advance.
This can help you feel more
prepared and confident in the
moment.

Clearly define your boundaries and communicate
them firmly. Let your friends know what you are
comfortable with and what you are not willing to
do.

If you find yourself in a situation where you feel
uncomfortable or pressured, have a plan for
leaving. This could be having a friend you can call,

or simply excusing yourself.

Talk to someone you trust about the peer
pressure you're facing. It could be a friend, family
member, or mentor. They can provide guidance
and support.

Practice saying "no" in various situations. It can
be a powerful tool, and the more you practice,
the easieritbecomes.

Remember that it's okay to be different, and
staying true to yourself is more important than
fitting in. Peer pressure is a common challenge,
but with the right mindset and strategies, you can
navigate social situations while maintaining your
integrity.

Haania Gardezi |V c




day in a teacher's shoes is
typically filled with a variety of

aVas
tasks and responsibilities, both
inside and outside the classroom. A qu
Teachers typically arrive early to prepare
for the day ahead. This may involve In The

setting up the classroom, checking .
emails, and reviewing lesson plans. Llfe Of A

Teachers organize materials, check the Te ac he r

schedule, and ensure that the classroom

is ready for the day's activities. They may %

also post relevant information on bulletin Ty % %Y
boards.

Teachers spend a significant portion of
their day conducting lessons. This
includes delivering lectures, facilitating
discussions, and providing guidance to
students.

They assess students' understanding
through quizzes, tests, or other forms of

evaluation. Providing feedback on assignments
is also a crucial part of the teaching process. It's important to note that the life of a teacheris

dynamic and can vary based on factors such as
grade level, subject, and school policies. Despite
the challenges, many teachers find the
profession rewarding as they play a vital role in
shaping the future through education.

Anabiya Tahir |V ¢

teaching skills and stay updated on educational
practices.

Teachers may have various meetings throughout

the day. These could include staff meetings or
meetings with parents to discuss student
progress.

Some days may involve attending workshops,
seminars, or training sessions to enhance

“Education is the most powerful weapon which you can

. 1.
Educatmn QUOteS to useto changetheworld.” — Nelson Mandela
. “The Best way to predict your Future is to create it.” -
Abraham Lincoln

“Learning is not attained by chance; it must be sought for
withardouranddiligence.”

- Abigail Adams

. “Anyone who has never made a mistake has never tried
anything new.” —Albert Einstein

. “Theroots of education are bitter, but the fruit is sweet.”
—Aristotle

. “Onlytheeducatedarefree.” —Epictetus

“Anyone who stops learning is old, whether at twenty or
eighty. Anyone who keeps learning stays young.”

—HenryFord




How to Bake Cupcakw

Baking cupcakes is a fun activity. Here's a
basic recipe for classic vanilla cupcakes
along with instructions:

Ingredients:

11/2 cups all-purpose flour

11/2 teaspoons baking powder
1/4 teaspoonsalt

1/2 cup unsalted butter, softened
1cup granulated sugar
2largeeggs

2teaspoons vanilla extract

1/2 cup whole milk

Instructions:

Preheat your oven to 350°F (180°C). Line a
muffin tin with cupcake liners.

In @ medium bowl, whisk together the flour,
baking powder, and salt. Set aside.

In a large mixing bowl, cream together the
softened butter and granulated sugar until
light and fluffy. Use an electric mixer for this
step.

Add the eggs one at a time, beating well
after each addition. Then, mix in the vanilla
extract.

Gradually add the dry ingredients to the wet
ingredients, alternating with the milk. Begin
and end with the dry ingredients. Mix until
justcombined; do not overmix.

Using a spoon or a scoop, fill each cupcake
liner about 2/3 full with the batter. This

ensures the cupcakes have room to rise
without overflowing.

Bake in the preheated oven for 18-20 minutes
oruntilatoothpickinsertedinto the centerofa
cupcake comes out clean or with a few moist
crumbs.

Allow the cupcakes to cool in the muffin tin for
a few minutes before transferring them to a
wirerackto cool completely.

Noor Bano Chaudry |V ¢




lot of people say that Al is a blessing.

They say it helps them do their work

faster and easier. For example, Chat
GPT, several students in university use it to write
their assignments or solve a math problem.
Then there are some people who disagree and
think ofitasacurse.

People say one day in the near future, Al will
take over the world. Even Elon Musk said that he
was scared of Al. He says people are “already

cyborgs” since machines preserve and maintain
their memories for them. But, | see it as an
invention — an innovation to make your standard
of living better. Now it depends on how you use
that invention to bring it up to the level.
Invention in wrong hands can become a weapon.
If you use Chat GPT to cheat, it loses its purpose. |
see it that way if Al was so bad, that they would
end up replacing the humanity then why are they

creatingit?

For me, Alis ablessing, as akid | will use it to play
games and give voice commands, and as an adult
[would useit to make my work easier. Awise man
will always find the shortest, smartest and the
quickest way to get his work done, in the best
possible way.

Arib Rehman Mir |V d

KINDNESS STILL EXISTS IN THIS WORLD

It was a cloudy day with the dread of storm
approaching any moment. Jack’s mother was
trying her best to make it back to her home in
time for supper. But, walking back from work had
given her a hard time. She was sick and couldn’t
afford a vehicle. Her only son had a bicycle which
was in rather bad condition itself. She reached
home and dropped on the bed with asigh. By the
time her son came back from school, her
condition had deteriorated.

She asked him to get the medicine and handed
him the money. Jack looked out and let out a
silent gasp at the thunder storm. He went to get
his umbrella hearing his mother at the back, “I
need to take it before evening.” Jack rushed to
the nearest pharmacy, completely dishevelled by
the storm. He asked for the required medicine
and when the shopkeeper gave him, he put his

hand in the pocket to get the money. To his
disbelief, he had dropped it somewhere. He
looked everywhere frantically with no luck. He
got desperate, he went on the road and kept
looking here and there asking people even.
When suddenly an auto driver came to him and
gave him money and said it while pointing, “You
dropped it near that footpath.” Jack thanked him
generously and went to get the medicine.

He went home, gave the medicine to his mother
and went straight to his room to change his
drenched clothes. On his way, he went to hang
the umbrella and right next to the umbrella
stand, he found the money his mother had
handed to him. Foramoment he couldn’t believe
his luck and the alarming kind gesture by a
stranger.

Muhammad Zaaviyar Habib | V d




My Dad Is My
Inspiration

My role model is my father. He is my role model
because he is hard working. He works hard so
that we can have acomfortablelife. Eventhough
he comes home late in the evening since his work
is very demanding, he is always very loving and
lovable also. [love mydad! Heis the best dad!

My dad is joyful, playful and witty. He likes
playing football, basketball, and cricket with me.
He tells funny jokes to make us laugh which
makes him the best. He drives fast but safely as
heloves usso much.

My dad is very caring. He is always there when
our family needs him. When | get hurt or fall sick,
he is there for me. He is the best dad ever! | love
my dad!

Mustafa Hassan Sheikh | IV a

15 THINGS | LOVE

There are various things that peoplelove to doin
life. Sometimes kids use their PCs or iPad all day
long but I like to draw or go for a walk or play my
piano.lamgoingto share 15 things I love to do.

1. Drawing and sketching on every piece of
paper | canfind

Watching shorts on my phone for bite-sized
informative content

Watching comedy shows, nature
documentaries, news, action films, and
cricket

Movie night for some cinematicinspiration
Playing piano and guitar

Listening to music

Goingout for dinner and shopping

Hanging out with friends and family, creating
lasting memories

Throwing parties to bring together people to
haveagoodtime

. Travelling to experience different cultures
and meetnew people

. Discovering nature as it gives me peace and
tranquility

. Tasting newfoodforaflavourfullife
. Working out and staying fit
. Going forawalkfor some outdoorrelaxation

. Studying geography to understand how the
world works

Ibrahim Haseeb | IV a




A smart person makes a mistake, learns from it and never makes it again. There are five ways to

turn mistakes into growth lessons.

First of all, accept your mistakes.

Next, take responsibility and apologise if it has affected someone else.

After that, analyse your mistakes. If you analyse your mistakes, it will help you to think of it like
tracking your steps backwards. It is one of the best ways to take lessons from your mistakes.

Then, practice your lessons that you get from your mistakes and build a proper system around your
mistakes to avoid them in future and follow an alternative way. Proper systems make your life

simple.

Finally, check on your progress. We all are human and none of us is immune from mistakes. So,
always be mindful of not repeating your mistakes and following the steps you took to avoid them.

TIME
DOES
MATTER!

At last, | am in a world where punctuality is not
required. | can go to school anytime. | can even
take leaves from school whenever | want to. | can

Moiz Taimoor | IV a

go to sleep anytime and eat anything. There are
no restrictions for anything in the world. | can do
whatever | want at any time. Time does not exist
in this world but wait...

What if | go to school and my friend is not there.
When | am playing games and my friend is not
there and | go to school and my favourite teacher
isnot there.lwant to play football but otherteam
members are not there to play. Oh my! What is
this world?

No, thank you! | would like to go back to the
normal world where time really does matter!

Rayyan Sumair | IV a




vitamins and minerals to make our bodies healthy
and strong. Still, we see most people making
unhealthy food choices causing a lot of harm to
their bodies.

If we want to live a healthy life, we should start
eating fruits and vegetables. Healthy food is very
important to live a healthy life. Do you know
mangoes have vitamin A in them? Oranges have
vitamin C and strawberries are also rich in the
same. Spinachisrichiniron while almonds have a
lot of calcium. Carrots also provide Vitamin A
whichis needed to maintain eye health.

So my friends, we must avoid junk food and eat
natural, unprocessed food to “fuel” our bodies
because alwaysremember, “Healthis Wealth”.

ow everybody knows that healthy Aminah Azhar | 1V b

snacks are very important because they
provide us with the right nutrients like

Guiding Light:

My Inspirational Role Model

asim Akram is my inspirational role model.
He is my role model because | am a cricket
aficionado.

Wasim Akram is one of the greatest left arm fast
bowlers of all time. His in-swingers, out-swingers,
and reverse swingers are perfectly bowled by
him. He has many trophies, awards, and
championships under his belt. His style of
bowling has become famous allaround the world.

However, he is not just a cricketer. He has many other

hobbies also. He is an actor, commentator and even has his

own YouTube channel. He is quite wealthy and supports many
charity organizations.

Duetoallthesereasons, | want to belike himso thatl canbecome the
right-handed version of him.

M. Ali Khan Dahir | IV b




Aristotle:

ristotle was an amazing artist and philosopher. He was born
inthe year 384 BC. He was born in Stagira Greece. He is
one of the best philosophers. Hey! You think that is
all? Not at all! Let me tell you more. He was the first
genuine scientist in history. He also made pioneering
contributions to all the fields of philosophy and
science. Thatisnotatall! He also made very important
contributions to logic, physics, biology, psychology
and mathematics. Let me tell you one more awesome
fact about this amazing philosopher. He was also a
student of the famous ‘Plato’ for 20 years and still he

rejected one of his theories.

Soyou see we can all be amazing in our own ways just like Aristotle. All
we needtodoistoworkhard andfollow our passion.

veryone has an idol. An idol is someone

that you admire and look up to. It canbe a

singer, an actor, a sports player or even a
model. But for me, my mother has been my idol
since the day Iwasborn.

My mother has had the greatest influence on me
throughout my life. | have learned so much
because of her especially how to understand the
various facts of life. By experiencing what kind of
a person she is while growing up, | have modeled
the kind of woman | want to be. My mom is my
guide, my idol, my source of inspiration, and | can
say that with great pride.

| often wonder what | can do to pay back her
tireless efforts and love. What have | done? All |
get to understand right now is that | can do my
best to be the best version of myself for her.
| can study hard, learn new skills and try to make
her proud by being agood humanbeing.

My mother is always going to be my idol. She is
the best and the greatest in the world. | am not
saying thatjust because sheismy motherbutalso

Izan Usman | IV ¢

My Mother! My Idol

because she always understands her children and
gives them the best of advice and guidance. |
have hugerespect foryoumom!Iloveyou!

Zarah Faisal | IV ¢




Why Is EMPATHY
So Important
In Today’s World?

oday’s world is full of machines, buildings

and busy robotic life that has become a

reason of loneliness and chaos. It has
made ‘empathy’ a necessity. We humans today
need empathy more thanevertosurvive.

With our busy lives, we don’t even know who
lives next door. This attribute could help us to be
aware of the people around us. It helps us to
know each othermore closely.

We need to show empathy to innocent animals.
Empathy is one of the most important aspects in
creating a strong healthy relationship. It helps
othersto share theirfeelings.

Empathy involves taking action to support
others. We need to make our children aware of
this feeling and have compassion and courtesy
for others. Empathy helps us to tackle a conflictin
a better way. Lack of empathy makes us less
human. A person with low empathy can face
trouble in connecting with other people and their
circumstances. One of the signs of lack of
empathy is being self-centered and selfish. And
what are we going to do if we live our lives like
robots without any emotions and feelings. Do
youwantaworld withoutlove?

AmaanAli | IV ¢

The Personality
That Inspired
Me The Most:
Coco Chanel

role model is somebody who you wish to

be like or who you respect. My

inspirational role model is Coco Chanel.
She is the top most famous designers in the
world. She was born on 19th August 1883, in
France.

Coco Chanel is my role model because she
revolutionized women’s clothing. She helped
women say goodbye to corsets and other
uncomfortable garments. She wanted to
empower women through fashion. She gave
women an option of wearing not only trendy but
comfortable clothes. Her most famous dress is
the ‘Black dress’. As she said, “I don’t do fashion, |
am fashion.”

Coco Chanel started out with black and white
clothes. Some of the dresses we wear now are
inspired by her designs. So we can’t take credit
for these clothes. She also ventured into
perfumes and her most favourite one was Chanel
V.

Chanel in my opinion, is the prettiest, talented
and stylish designer of all time. One of her most
famous quotes is,” A woman who doesn’t wear
perfume has no future.”

| also want to be a designer when | grow up. |
know there are many other designers out there
but | want to make clothes that are not only
trendy but also comfortable. Coco Chanel did the
same. So you never know! Maybe when | grow
up, I'llhave my own version of Coco Chanel.

Sara Tanveer | IV c




ncient Greek philosopher ‘Aristotle’ was

one of the greatest thinkers of all times.

Aristotle’s work influenced every area of
modern thoughts. He was born in Stagira in 384
BCin Greece. At the age of 17, Aristotle moved to
Athens, where he became a student of Plato,
another famous Greek philosopher. Aristotle
examined almost every subject of at the time. In
Science, Aristotle studied biology, physics,
zoology, astronomy and geography etc. He also
wrote about economics, religion, psychology,
education, poetry and literature.

Aristotle’s writings on ethics and politics still
fascinate modern readers. Aristotle invented the
study of logic or science of reasoning. Aristotle

believed that through logic people could learn
everything about the world. He wrote a lot of
books and taught anyone who wanted to learn.
He thought people should observe nature and
gain knowledge from their senses. Even though
he lived thousands of years ago, people still read
his books and learn from his ideas. He is
considered as one of the most important
philosophersinthe world.

Anaya Abdullah | IVd




uhammad Ali was a professional

boxer and an activist. People called

him ‘The Greatest.” He is regarded as
one of the most significant sports figure of the
last century and is often regarded as the greatest
heavyweight boxer of all time. He was born in
Louisville, Kentucky U.S.A on January 17,1942. He
won the world heavyweight championship at the
age of 12. He fought 61 fights in which he won V6
andlostonly Vmatches.

Mohammad Ali once said,” | hated every minute
of training,” he said,” But | told myself don’t give
up....... Don’t count the days, make the days
count.”

In 1964, he denounced his birth name as a ‘slave
name’ and formally changed his name to
Muhammad Aliand convertedto Islam.

He fought in several historic boxing matches
including his highly publicized fights against
Sonny Liston. He was famous for trash talking,
often free styled with rhymes and poetry. He has
been recognized as a pioneer in Hip Hop. He
attained successasaspokenword artist releasing
two studio albums claiming Grammy awards. Ali
retired from boxing in 1981 and focused on
religion and activism. He died on June 3, 2016 at
theage of 74.

Ibrahim Bin Muhammad | IV d

S0 Important In Today’s World?

The world we live in today needs a rapid change.
One of the things we really need to work on is
‘Empathy’. Let’s first discuss what is meant by the
word ‘Empathy’. To show empathy is when you
act with kindness and are empathetic enough to
understand whatapersonis feeling.

Many people get confused between ‘empathy’
and ‘sympathy’. Both these words have different
meaning but they are connected. Sympathy is
feeling bad for someone else whereas empathy is
putting yourself in one’s shoes. People nowadays
talk about 1Q (intelligent Quotient) as well as EQ
(Emotional Quotient). People who have high EQ
are significantly more empathetic and hence
considered to be more effective leaders.

There is a saying,” Do unto others as you wish
others to do unto you.” If only the world would
understand the true meaning of these words of
wisdom, the world would become so much safer,
peacefuland happy.

Lack of empathy has caused multiple conflicts
and wars ever since the dawn of mankind. Who
knows how many more would surface in days to
come. This deficit of basic human trait has caused
unimaginable loss of life and property
already it is about time we learn. It is about
time we mend our ways.

Empathy could be as simple as stopping a car to
let a kid cross the road or giving appreciation to
someone who has done well. Empathy has a
butterfly effect that has the powertoreshape the

Aimen Zubair | IV d




Are We Becoming A
Slave Of Al?

s Sydney J. Harris said, “The real is not

that computers will began to think like

man but that men will begin to think like
Computers”

Are we really becoming enslaved by the thing we
have made?

Let’sfocus onthekey areas;

Lack of social skills: Rapid increase of technology
and Al has changed the way we interact with one
another. Children in particular are growing up in
aworld where they spend most of their time
interacting with screens rather than
people. Thishasledtoadeclineintheir

ability to communicate effectively

like maintaining eye contact.

Reduced memory skills: Relying on

Al for information can lead to a decline
in our memory skills like before the use
of smartphone we used toremember our
family and friends phone

numbers and now we

barely remember our

phone. This is because

of heavy reliance on

technology.

Overreliance:

Relying on Al for

tasks like

problem solving

or decision
making can
diminish our own
critical thinking and
problem solving abilities.
According to John
Kenneth Galbraith, “We
are becoming the servants
inthought, asinaction of the
machine we have created to
serveus.”

Rise of cyberbullying: Online harassment has
made social media platforms a hostile
environment for many children as Damien Hess
said, “We are losing humanity by treating people
like things and things like people.”

In conclusionitis important that we take a critical
look at the role of Al and technology in our lives
and take steps to lessen their negative effects on
our cognitive abilities.

Fahad Farukh | IVd




The Invisible Cloak

ne day | found a cloak in my closet which

turned out to have powers of invisibility. |

was so excited to try it on. | went to the

park and sat on the swing but nobody could see me

when it was moving and people got scared and ran

away. Next, | went home and made a loud noise in

my room and my mother came to see but when she

saw nobody, she panicked and went outside. | went

to a suspicious street and saw a robber stealing money. So | scared him by tickling him. He laughed so

hard that he dropped the bag and ran away! | realized that | could do good things too while being

invisible so | saw a shopkeeper who was mixing dirty water with juice. | went inside and dropped the

barrel of dirty water. The shopkeeper was shocked to see what had happened. Then | saw some

thieves stealing candies from kids and they started crying and screaming for help. I snatched the candy

bag from them and returned it to the kids. People got scared and ran as fast as they could. From that
day onwards | learned that being good satisfies me and makes me agood human being.

Minaal Aurangzaib | Il a

was doing my homework and the weather was

stormy. Suddenly, | heard a loud crash outside my

house. | left my room and looked out of the living

room’s window but saw nothing. When | went back, |

saw a witch inside my room! | got very scared and

tried calling my mom because she was at the

grocery store getting some milk, eggs and bread.

She was not picking up. When | looked back

inside, the witch was playing with my toys. She

called me to play with her and tried talking to me.

After a little while | got a bit comfortable with her

and started making friendship bracelets. Then she

said “always be kind and respectful towards your

elders”. My mom returned and | quickly pushed the witch

inside my cupboard to hide her. My mom called me for lunch

and | left theroom. Once | came back, the witch was not there!

After that, | never saw her again. This was a big mystery for me

that she disappeared in thin air and it made me sad because | had
just started getting toknow her.

Emaan Moin | Ill a




ne cold night, my dad and | were sitting

by a fireplace. Suddenly, my dad asked

me if | would want to know about
robotic machines. He told me that robotic
machines are designed to help us and they
resemble human beings too. Then he told me
about Japan’s Robotic hotel and after a week he
surprised me with the air tickets to Japan. It was a
long flight to Japan. We finally reached the airport
and hired a taxi which took us to the hotel. The
name of the hotel was Henn Na Hotel. We
entered the hotel and arobot greeted us holding
a card in his hand. Everything was robotic except

A DAY us. We went to our room and the lights turned on

automatically. We went downstairs to have
S PEN T AT dinner and all the waiters in the restaurant were

robots! It felt so futuristic. It was a bit scary at the
JAPAN 'S same time as all the robots were staring at me

since they had no emotionsin them. It was a good
RU BUTIC experience overall but | preferhumans.
HUTEL Mariam Abubakar | 11l b

learn how to operate a plane from a VR headset

My Favo u rite and they take a test flying to how to attack their

enemy. Lastly, the ground force who have to train

P f . as to how to shoot and do stealth training.

ro ess I o n However, | want to be a Commando when | grow
up, What do youwanttobe?

y favourite profession is Army. There Ibrahim Ali | 11T b

are four types of armies. Comm-

andoes, Navy,
Airforce and Ground Army. The
most difficult training is given to
the SSG Commandoes. They are
trained as to what to eat when
they are in danger. They are able
to breathe in deep water for
several minutes. Navy soldiers
are trained to untie themselves
with a knife under water. Next,
they are trained to stop the
hijackers. After that, it’s the
Airforce soldiers who have to




nenightwaslostinaforest. Itstarted to

rain cats and dogs. Dark clouds covered

the sky. | ran and found a house which
turned out to be haunted. There was shattered
glass everywhere. | ran inside the house and saw
a witch making a potion. Then | came across a
vampire sleeping in his coffin. Spider webs were
covering the whole house. | was frightened to see
all that horror. I ran up the stairs but they started
to creak and broke down. | managed to escape. |
got into a room and saw a monster with red fur,
large nails and yellow teeth. | ran for my life but
the monster grabbed me. | screamed but no one
heard me. | suddenly woke up in the middle of the
night breathing heavily. | was glad to know it was
justadream.

Issa Bin Muhammad | 11l ¢
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ne fine day, Carmen and Judi heard a
loud bang in their elementary school.
They went in their flying cars and saw a
large meteor had hit their school. A wealthy man
came dropping money and gave a mission to
Carmen and Judi. He told them to go to Mount

Everest and bring him the golden egg. Only then
he will let them have the cash from which they
could fix their school. Carmen and Judi packed
their leather gloves and a pair of water bottles.
They took off in their magic rocket and reached
the top of the mountain. They got the golden egg
and gave it to the wealthy man. In return, he
rebuilt the school and gave them new gadgets to
use.

Syeda Umme Abeeha | 1l ¢
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A
YNagical

FIotion

ne day | woke up and saw a little bottle

with a note oniit. It stated that you have

to gather three items. Water, a Ruby
stone and a piece of hair. | went to the kitchen
and found water. | poureditinthe glass. | went to
my mother’s room because she had a Ruby stone
that fell off her necklace. | took it out from her
jewelry box quietly so that she would not notice. |
did not want to cut a piece of hair from my head!
Then my friend Minahil called me because she
needed help for her art project and in that
instance | decided that | would take her strand of
hair. | reached her place, we met and started
working. [ took out my scissors and cut a strand of
her hair. When | went back home, | mixed up all
the items and drank the mixture. As soon as |
finishedit, | could fly! It was the best day ever.

Alishah Saadi | Ill




Al Robots

| robots are energetic and waterproof.

They can do various household chores, or

they can even be bodyguards for
humans. They are made of iron and gold. The cost
of one robot is $200, 000. They use batteries as
fuel and don’t give out smoke. They are pretty
much like humans with fingers, two hands and
two feet. The blue hand is the magnetic hand, and
the green hand can hold electricity power for up
totenseconds. Theairjetin the back of the robot
can make it fly. There is sometimes a controller
that comes with the robots. The controlleris used
to control the hands of arobot. These robots are
multilingual i.e. they can speak multiple
languages.

Mustafa Khan Virk | I11-d

k%

he thing about fears is that they always

seem to get to you. Whether the fear is of

clowns, monsters, or any other fear. They
always enter your brain when you are alone but
never when you are distracted or feeling safe.
This storyisn’tabout being afraid, it’s about being
brave and how to work up your courage against
them. Once there was a kid named Aaron and he
was afraid of many things. He was afraid of
murder, clowns, bullies, clogging the school
toilet, talking to the girl of his dreams, and giving
the wrong answerin class but out of all the things

he was afraid of the dark. At night when his
parents went to sleep Aaron turned on all the
lights in his room. Suddenly the lights went out,
lightning struck and there stood a dark creepy
figure. ‘Hello! it exclaimed. ‘What are you?’
muttered Aaron. The room is dark and I’'m the
Dark. Isn’t it obvious? Well anyway if | show you
what | do for one night. You’ll see that there’s
nothing to be afraid of,” said Dark. ‘Alright’
replied Aaron. Then off they went flying in midair.
Aaron had lots of fun. When it was time to get
home. Aaron faced the rest of his fears and lived
like a brave kid.

Eshal Waqas | 111-d
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The Clock That
Can Stop Time

ne day | was on the beach making a castle

with sand. | ended up making a huge

sandcastle. Later | put on my swimming
clothes and ran to swim in the deep waters. While
taking adivein the seal noticed a clock floating on
the surface of the water. | dived to grab it and
took the clock towards the shore. As | touched the
dial of the clock it turned out that it was a clock
that could stop time. | turned the dial further and
stopped time. All the people froze in their places
and the needles on the clock stopped moving but
not me. | was the only one who could move. There
was pin drop silence as the world froze and went
quiet. | felt | was alone in the world. As no one
could move | thought to take some advantage of
the situation. Hence, | went to a food stall on the
beach and ate some free food. Then, tried some
free coffee at the coffee shop. | enjoyed many
other activities without paying any money. But
then | felt lonely, and | started missing my family.
So, | turned back the dial of the clock and
unstopped the time. This is when all the people
started moving and the hustle bustle around me
came back. | decided to break the clock as the
experience of a silent world was terrible. | broke
the clock and threw it back in the water. Then, |
happily returned home to my family.

Arham Ferjad | Il d




Layla’s Wish

here was alittle girl named Layla, who lived

in a valley in the North. Over time, the

valley had become very strange. Life had
changed. Trees had been disappearing making
the forest patchy. There was no shade for
animals. The glaciers had been melting. The sun
had become brighter but was very hot and not
pleasant. There was litter everywhere and a lot of
strangers were visiting the mountains. Layla felt
scared of them.

Everyday early in the morning Layla woke up, got
dressed and took her family’s goats for grazing in
the fields. She would see children going to school
on her way and feel sad. Layla wished she could
attend the school as well. With all changes taking
place, all their crops had died. Layla’s father had
left for the city to find work, so she had to look
after goats. Her mother stayed home to look
after her baby brother. Layla used to get
exhausted and had no time to play.

One evening, while laying on her bed in the

courtyard, Layla tried to search for the stars none

were visible because the sky was hazy. She sighed

and closed her eyes. Then, sheimagined herselfin

a school uniform, walking to school and chatting
with friends. She
also imagined
the valley full of
life and trees
again and fell
asleep with a
smile on her
face.

We should do our best to help girls who are
affected by climate change.

Safwa Syed | 111 d

The School Hired a
Robot Teacher

none school ateacher worked, her name was

Sarah. Sarah was a kindhearted teacher. Even

though she had the naughtiest class but still
she was patient with her students. Ms. Sarah was
a new teacher in the school. One day she had the
most horrible day with her class. They spilled a
whole bucket of jellybeans on the class floor, and
she was allergic to jellybeans. As she entered the
class, she turned reddish pink and fell onto the
floor. The teachers sprinkled water on her face,

but she remained unconscious. They took her to
the hospital. The doctors said she would be fine,
she only had an allergic reaction, and she went to
the room. When she recovered, she left the
school and never passed the school ever again.
The principal was fed up with the naughtiest class
as they had scared the gazillionth teacher away.
Now, she decided to hire a new teacher but this
time she hired a robot for the naughtiest class.
The students feared the robot teacher so no one
dared to do anything naughty with her. She
taught them and the naughtiest became the best
class in the school. They had learnt a lesson and
badly missed their teacher Ms. Sarah. But now it
wastoo late.

Sakina Zain | Il e




The Sad
and Shy
Footballer

nce upon a time there was a shy and sad
student. He didn’t do good in his school
or sports. His dream was to become a
professional football, but he didn’t have the
money to afford to go to a proper club. He joined

his school’s football club for free. The coach of
the football club was a kind—hearted man. When
he met the kid, he knew the kid had potential but
when the kid played around in the ground, he
noticed his skills were not developed. But as he
grew older, he got better and better until the final
tournament came. The tournament promised
sixty billion dollars to the winning team. As the
tournament started the kid was not in high
spirits, he missed many goals and was
given many penalties in the ground. The
kid lost this tournament. He then
enrolled himself in the next tournament
that offered ninety billion dollars to the
winning team. On the day of the final
tournament the kid was determined to
win. The kid scored five scoresinarowand
beautifully won the match. His determination
proved that only believing in yourself could get
you aheadinlife and never to give up, keep trying
tillyou succeed.

Arsal Khanzada | lll e

A

Talking
Pencil

nce upon a
time therewas

a girl named

Miraal. She was doing

her homework when

suddenly the pencil which

she was writing with started

talking. Miraal got scared and she threw the
pencil in panic. The pencil started talking and said,
‘Don’t fear me. | will help you with your

homework and guide you where you need help’.
With her trembling hands she held the pencil and
started doing her homework. She was still scared
of the pencil as it was a new experience for her.
To make her comfortable the pencil asked Miraal,
‘Will you be my friend?’ Miraal happily accepted
her friendship offer. So, they had fun all day.
Now Miraal was not scared of the pencil
anymore. In fact, she named the pencil, Pency.
Pency helped her whenever she was stuckin her
homework or didn’t know the answer to a
particular question and gave her company
whenever she was alone. Miraal also took care of
Pency and never took her to her school as she
didn’t want her friends to discover her secret.
Also, she didn’t want anyone to steal Pency. They
became comrades, best friends and lived happily
ever after.

Abeera Nadeem | lll e




beautiful frilly dress appeared, and | wore it.
Then, | wished to become a princess. Suddenly,
my wish came true, and | was teleported to a
huge castle. There | lived a life of a princess while
making many other silly wishes after drinking the

7 he YDNagical Fotion

nce there was a kind lady, she had a

magical potion. It was in a bottle of gold,

and she gave it to me. As, she was giving
the gold bottle to me she told me that this potion
could make my dreams come true. ‘Just make a
wish and drink it every time you want to make a
wish.” she said. As | was hungry, | drank the potion
and wished for some food. Suddenly, some lavish
food appeared in front of me. | ate it until | was
full. Next, | wished for a dress to wear, and a

magic potion. My wishes included: changing my
hair colour, my hair style, makeup, shoes,
handbag and inviting my friends to the castle of
my dreams. When my friends came to meet me,
they praised me. When | missed my mother, |
wished her to come to the castle and there she
was in the castle. As, she came to the castle she
asked me, ‘Where did you get this potion?’ | told
her the story of the kind lady who gave me the
potion. My mother insisted on returning the
potion to the kind lady immediately and | obeyed
her order and we returned to our home. My
mother was delighted that | was a good child who
listenedto her.

Ayesha Amman | Ill e

ne day, | made a huge mistake! |

bought a very big house. When |

took the keys from the guard he just
disappeared at once. | got scared but | was
brave because Allah was with me. When |
went inside the haunted house, you won’t
believe what happened. The lights were
going crazy and everything was so scary. |
quietly unpacked my things and went to bed
because it was nighttime. It was 12:00
o’clock, almost half the night had passed
when | heard some strange noises. Then | got
up and went in the front yard to check, it was
raining. | didn’t see anything but | was so
scared because | was alone then | went to
sleep. When | got up in the morning | was in
my old house. It was arelief.

Syeda Zainab Zahra | Il a




The
Magical
Tree

My magical tree is
very special. It gives
what youlike. It gives
any kind of candies,
chocolates, fizzy
drinks and lots of
other things. It needs
chocolate syrup and sugar to grow. | planted it in
my secret garden. | take good care of it. | will even
share the candies, chocolates and many other
things with my family, and | am going to share it
with my friends Shayan, Nayeland Hasaan too.

Haider Ashfaq |1l a
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Pakistan Zindabad!
Long Live Pakistan!

y country’s name is Pakistan. It was

made on 14th August 1947. The

founder of Pakistan is Quaid e Azam
Muhammad AliJinnah. It has 4 provinces, Punjab,
Sindh, Baluchistan and Khyber Pakhtunkhwa. Its
national game is hockey and national clothes are
shalwar kameez. Pakistan’s flag colour is dark
green and white. | love my amazing county.
Pakistan Zindabad!

Anushay Khawar | 11 a

My Power Ranger

y name is Nayel Zaidi. | have a toy that

comes from China. It is my red power

ranger and it took almost 25 days to
come. My dada got the power Ranger on my
birthday and | was so happy. | made it drive a toy
caranditis alot of funto play with. Heis the best
toyleverhad.

Syed Nayel Zaidi| Il a
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The Magic Potion

went to a scientist. He told me to make a
potion.|wentbackhome. I drank the potion, |
turned invisible. My mom called me down for

school. | went downstairs she was giving me
breakfast she could

not see me she called

me again. | said | am

here my mom got
frightened. My mom

said | cannot go to
school. | said | have
another potion. |
drank the other
potion. | became
normal again. My

mom and | were so so

happy thatlam normal again.

Syeda Habiba Ghaznavi | Il a




My Sports Day

ast Monday, | had my sports day. It was a

sunny day. First | had karate then

gymnastics. There was bridge walk,
stomach-up, split and flower in gymnastics.
There were 6 races. | was in the Ball picking race. |
came first in the race and got a gold medal. My
friend Zeml came 2nd and Ismail came 3rd. There
were PSL 1 and PSL 7 songs. Other classes were
also there. We all played with full energy.
Everyone was so happy. Loud music was playing.
Teachers were cheering for us. | really enjoyed
my grade |l sports day. It was fun.

Muhammad Mahd Habib | Il b
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Spring Festival

ast Saturday, | went to a spring festival in
my school. It was a sunny day. There were
lots of decorations. There were lots of
stalls with games and when you win a game you
get a prize. | went with my friends. Their names

are Noor and Mirha. We were super excited. We
all went to the games together. There was anice
cream cart. We all had ice cream. | went with my
mom and my little sister, hernameis Natasha. The
first game we went on was Ring the cone. My
sister and my friends we all went on the
trampoline. There were lots of games like spin the
wheel, Jeeto Pakistan, Ring the cone, Nail saloon,
Hand tattoo and tic tac toe. We all went on each
and every game. We got lots of candies. We had a
whole bag full of candies. | enjoyed the spring
festivalalot.

ZaraOmar|llb

Water Power

f one supernatural power | could have, it

would be “Water power” | could control the

water. | could make it rain when the lands will
get dry. | would make sure the water is clean all
the time. | would make sure the water level does
not rise and become dangerous. | would try to
control my anger because if | would be angry the
water level will rise. | would not go overboard
with water fights. | would not let my friends be
sad that | have powers and they don’t have so |
would go swimming with my friends and play alot
of water games with them. | would never waste
water. | wouldlove my power very much.

Minha Faizan | 1l b




Swing into Spring

here are four

seasons in a

year, but my
favourite season is
spring. It comes after
winter, days get
longer and nights get
shorter. In spring,
flowers bloom and we
can see beautiful
butterflies. The
weather is pleasant in
the spring season. We
can enjoy outdoor activities. We can also go for
picnics. We wear thin, cotton clothes and enjoy
eating ice—creams in spring. It is a season of
berries. It rains a lot. Rainbows come out in this
season. We can enjoy melodious sounds of birds. |
love this season.

Noor Nadir | Il b
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Teacher for a Day

flwouldbe ateacher of my class for the entire
day, | would really like it. | would like to teach
my little students. | would like to draw and
write onthe board. wouldreally love to play with
them. I would also tell them interesting stories. |
would enjoy checking their work and love to talk
to them. It is fun teaching small children. I would
dislike when the children shout, and they don’t

listen. | would also dislike when they misbehave.
When I grow up Iwouldlike to be ateacher.

Syeda Ayla Sajid | Il b
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A Magical Adventure
with my Pet Dog

have a pet dog, not a special one, just an
ordinary dog. Usually, he just eats and sleeps.
Every night I let him run outside. He runs into
the darkness with his tail wagging. One day |
decided to follow him. When my dog came out of
his doghouse | saw him wearing a tuxedo and
sparkling golden shoes. Soon | saw a limousine
pullover. My dog got in and the limousine took
off. I quickly got on my bike and started pedaling
as fast as | could. Soon | was in a part of town I'd
never seen before. It was quiet. The limousine
stopped at one of the buildings. My dog got out

of the limousine and went in. | followed him but
beforelgotintwobulldogs came and said get out
of our sight. | said my dog is here. Then at that
exact moment my dog came out and said, ‘He is
with me boys’. The bulldogs said, ‘Sure boss,
whatever you say’. My dog took me in and said |
knew you would find out soon. This is a Dog
World. It is where we relax and talk about our
problems. Soon | knew all about their world, and
that was my adventure with my pet.

Rayyan Hamza | Il ¢




A Teleportation
Machine

One day | decided to go for a walk in the woods.
After a few minutes, it got dark and the way back

home was blocked by aboulder. | said to myself, ‘|
will have to find a way back home or else | will
have to live my whole life over here’. While | was
trying to find my way home, | saw a strange
looking house in the distance. | looked inside,
there were a lot of webs all around me. When |
was in the last room, | saw a teleportation
machine. That was my ticket out of here. When |
went inside, a voice said ‘Where do you want to
go?’|said ‘Ismareeto’. And then | was teleported.

Ismaeel Umair Ahmed | Il c
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The Mysterious
Vacation

ne day | went on a vacation with my
family. We went on a walk but suddenly |
bumped into a cave. | heard a loud
sound. Suddenly the cave opened. | walked down
on a rock, there | saw a map. Soon it was 12:30 in

the night. | heard a strange sound, so we decided
to see what's happening. We saw a strange
person. It was unbelievable. Suddenly | looked
back, and my sister Lana was gone. | got scared
but we found a way back home on the map. We
reached the end of the cave. Soon we heard a
voice. | looked back and | saw Lana. | ran to hug
her but almost fell into acid. Finally, we found our
way back home. It was arelief.

Eman Usman | Il c

Mom, My Hero

y hero is my mom. | help my mom to

clean the house. She takes care of me

and helps me to finish my homework.
When | was younger my mom helped me to
prepare food and she also helped me to take
bath. She takes care of my family and cooks food
for them. My mom prays for my family. She is my
role model. She helps poor people, gives them
money and makes houses for them. When | get
sick, my mom gives me medicine. She takes care
of my father and my grandparents as well.

Whenever | get hurt, she loves me and puts me to
bed. She teaches me how to write alphabets,
names and colours like red, orange, yellow, green
and blue. She takes me shopping and buys me
new clothes. She also takes me to the park and
teaches me how to swing. One day my mom got
sick. | was sad but | gave her medicine and took
care of her. The next day she was fine. My mom is
verykind.llove my mom. Sheis my hero.

Shiza Ahmed | Il c




A Day at the
Museum Park

t was my birthday, my dad and mom decided

to take me to a museum park. When | got to

know, | got up and changed my clothes. My

dad rented a Bugatti for a whole day. | was so

excited, so | thanked

my mom and dad.

Soon we reached the

museum park. The

place was so

happening. We went

to the counter to get

the park card. The

card cost was

Rs.1000. After we got

the card, we started

having fun. | even

rode a giant roller

coaster that goes up

and down. | had goosebumps. Later | got hungry

so | ate a five star steak. It was yummy. After

eating, | took more fun rides. It was the most

memorable day. My dad drove the car, and as we

reached home, | changed my clothes and slept. It
was tiring but | had so much fun.

Muzain Yasir | 1l
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A Trip to the
Mountains

ne day | was in school on Wednesday. It
was home time, and | was waiting for my
mother. | saw my mother, but | was

thinking why was she in such a hurry? | came to
herand asked her why she wasin such a hurry? My
mom told me that we are going to the mountains.
After hearing this, | jumped with excitement. |
always wanted to go to the mountains. | went to
get my older sisters and told them that we are
going to the mountains. My eldest sister was
excited but my middle sister was not happy. |
asked her why she was not happy? My sister told
me that she will miss her friends. It is only for
three days, my mother said. We started packing
our bags. We went by car and my father was
driving. | was feeling a little sleepy, so | slept on
my sister's lap. When | woke up, | saw bright
green mountains covered with grass. That was
thebestday ever.

Aiza Ahmad Raj | Il d

*k%k

If one Superpower I
could get it will

ne day | satin my dad's car when | saw a
crystal. | picked it up and it was so
powerful that | fell down. In that

moment | realized that the small rocks were

flying. Then in one

second | realized

that | can control the

Earth. | practiced

and practiced and

now | can move

boulders. One day, |

woke up to see that

thieves were

everywhere. So, |

got out of bed and

went to watch the

news. | found out

that the police were in another city. Then |

jumped outside. The first thief had a dog so |

made arock fly and threw it. Then the dog ran to

get the rock. The second thief was so strong that

he could hold big rocks. So | took shape of the

rock and when he tried to punch me he was




scared because | was so big then he eventually
ran away. The third thief was pinching the
civilians so | stopped him by making an
earthquake but then | realized that it was just a
distraction so that the fourth thief could steal
everything. | went to the bank where he was
robbing so | made a wall around him and then he
was trapped. Finally, the police arrested the
thieves. After that everyone was safe in the city

andtheywere very happy.
Muhammad Bin Aurangzaib | 11 d
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Disneyland

One night | was reading a book on Disneyland.
Then after a while my mom came to me and she
told me to go to sleep. | quickly went to bed and
then | slept. When | opened my eyes, | was in
Disneyland. | was
surprised when |
saw lots of rides
going up and
down in front of
my eyes. | dashed
to my favourite
ride and sat oniit.
One thing I
noticed that in
Disneyland there
were no rules.
When the ride started, | was bored but when the
ride went down like a ball,  was shouting because
| was having fun. When the ride stopped, | went
to the mall and drank some cold soda. | was
having extreme fun and afterawhile | went to the
market, ate ice cream and rode a bike outside the
shop. I was going like Ronaldo when I was on the
bike and saw two men who were dressed as Harry
Potter and Ronaldo. | took a picture with them
and was having the best time of my life when
someone said “Dear Ayyan, it's time for
breakfast, wakeup. When | woke up, | realized
that it was a dream which made me sad, butit was
themostmemorable dream ever.

Ayyan Hassan | Il d

Genie and the Three
Wishes

ne day | went to the museum, there was
an exhibition going on and | bought a
very beautiful lamp. | brought it home.
After coming home, | was looking at the lamp

fromallthe sidesand when I rubbedit, suddenly a
Genie came out of it and asked for my three
wishes which he said he will grant. He asked
what's your first wish, | said my first wish is | want
a magical notebook that can grant me anything |
draw into it then he asked about my second wish
and | said | want ability to get invisible whenever |
want and my last wish was to get an airplane so |
couldflyanywherein the world.

Aisha Salem | Il d
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All About Space

Hmmm!

Have you ever looked up at the stars and
wondered how the universe began. Smart
scientists have someideas. It all started with a big
bang, over the galaxy where there is a milky way.
What is a Galaxy anyway? A Galaxy is a bundle of
stars, Our galaxy has 1000 billion stars, eight
planets and Jupiter is the king of the planets. All
planets circle the suninan orbit, | wouldreally like
to go to space in a rocket if | become an
astronaut.

Mohid Murtaza | Il e




Learning Alliance
Turns 25

he name of my schoolis Learning Alliance, |

love Learning Alliance. In my school we

have so many classes; there is also a big
swimming pool. We have akitchen, alibrary and a
computer lab where we take our Mathletics
lesson also. We have jungle gym too. Learning
Alliance just turned 25 years old. It is the best
schoolinthe wholeworld.

Aleesha Raza|ll e
*%k%

My Trip To Uk

henlwentto UK, first| went to my old
house in UK. We went foralunchata
place called oodle noodles. | got a
pina colada, shrimps and some chicken. Then |
went to an ice-cream place. | got a birthday cake
and an ice-cream with sprinkles. | ate the

ice—cream and went home. | asked my sister “Do
you want to play a game?”” she said “yes” so we
played hide and seek. | won! The next day we
went out for breakfast | got waffle and chocolate
milkshake then in the afternoon my friend Ratika

came foraplay date. We played hide and seek and
a doctor game. After one week me and my family
camebackto Lahore.

Anayah Sameer |1l e
*%k%

If I Met
Quaid-e-Azam

he person | wish to meet is Muhammad Ali
Jinnah also known as Quaid—-e-Azam who
was the founder of
Pakistan. He inspired
others to create an
independent state for
Muslims. Meeting him
would be like stepping
into history and learning
from his wisdom. | would
be excited to hear about
his vision for Pakistan and
the struggles and
challenges he faced during the movement.
Quadi-e-Azam’s life inspires us and meeting him
would be atruly unforgettable experience.
Muhammad Balaj Ageel | Il e
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My Underwater
Adventure

Life under the water is absolutely fascinating. It’s
like entering a whole new world filled with
wonders and mysteries. The ocean has an
incredibly diverse marine life full of colorful fish




and majestic sea creatures. In my adventure |
experienced scuba diving and snorkeling. | could
see through the beautiful crystal-clear water. |
saw coral reefs, sea creatures like fish and turtles.
| captured nature through videos and pictures. It
was athrilling and anunforgettable experience.
Syed Roohan Ahmad | Il e
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Fun with Slime

y name is Musfira.  am a girl.  am five

years old. | am in grade 1. | like to play

with slime. | have yellow, green, pink
and blue colourslime.
| make different
shapes with it. My
parents bought so
many boxes of slime
for me. | love my
parentsvery much.

Musfira Numan |l a
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Best Buddy

My best buddy is Anabia. She is six years old. We
bothareingrade 1. Sheis very smart. She haslong

hair. Anabia has a cat and she also likes to play
with dolls. Sheisagoodgirl. I love her very much.

Amirah Wahaj Ali | I a
*k%k

If I was invisible I
would...

flwas invisible, | would eat all the candiesina

candy shop. | would use magic ink to become

invisible. I would put hats on everyone. |
would eat all the jelly and chips with the sauce. |
would drive and go to a snowy place, and nobody
wouldseeme.

Noor Ahmed |l a
*k%k

Mirabel

like the character Mirabel from the movie
Encanto. Mirabel has a big family. Each one of
them has a different style.

All the family members have

some magical powers except

for her. She has two sisters

Luisa and Isabela. She has

three cousins Dolores,

Camilo and Antonia. | like her

character a lot as she is the

one who saves herhouse.

Ayra Yasir |l a




Lego City

like Lego. Do you know why I like it> My dad
brought Lego city for me on my birthday, and
he brought Super Mario Lego. It is colourful. |
like to make different types of cars and buildings
withit. Lego helps me to focus. I likeit very much.
Muiz Ahmad Taimour | a
*k%k

Hide and Seek in
Autumn

n autumn | wear warm clothes and drink hot
chocolate. The colours of the leaves change
to red, orange, yellow and brown. We play

football as the weather gets cold. | also play Hide
and Seek with my friends. | love the autumn
season.

Ayra Ahsan | I b

Trip to Zacky Farm

went in the bus and sang some songs. | did
horse riding. It was so much fun. | played tug
of war. | picked some corn for the baby sheep

and fed them. | had fun on the tractor ride and
pony ride. All of my friends enjoyed as well. For

my lunch | had brought Cheetos, peanuts and
cheese. After having lunch, we went back to
school.

Natalia Ammad | I b




Winter Break in
Islamabad

went to Islamabad during my winter break. |

had so much fun. My family and my cousins

were so happy. We drank coffee and hot
chocolate. My sister and | love hot chocolate. It
was so cold in Islamabad. | loved the weather
there. | played indoor games like ludo. | also went
to the cinema. | loved the movie. It was so cool.
Then | went to sleep. In the morning, | ate
pancakes. |loved my winter break.

Anaya Faraz | I b
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The Beach

t was a sunny day at the beach. There were

two boys playing. One girl was sleeping on a

deck chair and other one was swimming.
There was lots of sand on the beach. One boy was
making a sand castle with the sand. A crab was
walking on the sand. Two birds were flying in the
sky and one bird was eating a small fish. There
was a ball to play. Everyone was having so much
fun.

Mohammed Ismail | I b

A Day at my Nani’s
Place

t was my winter
holidays, my
family and |
planned to visit my
nani’s house. First,
we had our
breakfast then we
got ready. When |
reached my nani’s
house, | ran and
hugged her tightly
because I love her a
lot. I played with my
cousins. After that
we all went for shopping and bought a lot of
winter clothes. We had dinner at a restaurant and
then we came back to our house. It was the best
day of my winter holidays.

Maryam Bilal |I c
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My Fluffy Muffin

y favourite toy is a fluffy toy cat. My

mother gave it to me on my birthday. |

named it Muffin because it is very cute
and soft. It has glittery eyes and a furry tail. |
cuddle with it at night while sleeping. It says
meow when | press the button.

Irha Awais | I c




A Fun Day with my
Family

t was autumn, and the weather was windy.

Cool wind was blowing everywhere. | went to

the park with my family. While there, | went
jogging inthe park with my baba. The leaves were
falling down from the trees. My mama and |
played with the dry leaves. There were eight
children in the park and they were playing
football. | played with them too. | had so much
funinthe park.

Muhammad Shazain Nawaz | I ¢
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Trip to Topsy Turvy

uring my winter holidays, | planned to

spend a day with my cousins. My brother

and | went to pick up my cousins. We
went to Topsy
Turvy Playland
with my mother
and aunt. |
enjoyed the
yellow slide and
had fun on the
swings. We had
hot chocolate
from Tim Hortons.
It was the best day
of my life.

Hafsa Noor |1 c

Life of an Ant

flwas an ant, life would be so much different.
| would be too small to have fun like playing
games and having cookies and ice cream from
Baskin Robins. | would never be able to play with
the water in the pool. Every day | would collect

the food for winter. But the worst thing for being
the antis that | would have to listen to the queen
ant. Otherwise, she would be cross with me. The
best thing about being the ant is that they are
hardworking, and they are too small and can
sneak anywhereinthe world.

Musa Usman Buksh | I ¢

F*kk

The Leafy Castle

There are four seasons in a year. Autumn comes
before winter. The autumn season is so beautiful.
The animals store the food. The leaves change
colour and start falling down. | collect the leaves
and make piles out of them. | make a castle of
leaves. | love autumn and the windy weather. It is
my favourite season.

Aisha Usman | 1d




A Special Spring Day

n my school it was my funfair. | played a lot of

fun games and got chips as a prize. | ate an

ice-lolly and drank lemonade. | ate some
pizza. | went into the bouncing castle and
bounced all over it. It was a wonderful time over
there. Then | went back home. It was a very
special spring dayin my school.

Ajr Fatima Niazi | 1 d

*k*k

The Four Friends

y favourite book is “the four friends”

by Helen Delaney. There are total five

characters. There is a deer, a mouse
and a crow. It is so colourful and an interesting
story. There are four friends. They help each
other.llovereading thisbook againand again.

Fabeha Fazeel | I d

Memorable
Experience at my
Favourite Restaurant

went to hot pot with my family. | ate

mushroom, olives and corn. We sat on the

roof. There was music and | saw birds. We
cooked the food, it was yummy. It was hot and
spicy but it was nice and delicious. It was a great
experience.

Muhammad Taha Zubair | I d

*kk

Eggspectation

went to eggspectation with my family. [ ate a
croissant sandwich. The food was so yummy.
There was a jungle gym and a big red slide.

There was a ball pit too. | played in the ball pit and
then I went on the slides. | had a lot of fun there
withmy brother. It was nice.

Zeniya Saad | 1 d




An interview with

Ms. Afshan Mirza

Head of The Student Wellbeing Department (SWD)

Interviewers:
Muhammad Shehryar Saeed | Vb
Noor Bano Chaudry | Vc

Q1. For how many years have you been
working at Learning Alliance?

Answer: | have been a part of the Learning
Alliance community for 23 years now.

Q2. What made you stay with Learning Alliance
forallthese years?

Answer: My journey with Learning Alliance has
been incredibly fulfilling. I've witnessed the
growth of the DHA Campus from its beginning,
and being a part of that evolution has been
deeply rewarding.

Q3. How did you feel when you were a principal?

Answer: Leading as a principal was indeed a
multifaceted role, filled with challenges and
responsibilities. It was a profound experience
overseeing the development of our students,
faculty, and curriculum. [ felt at one point that |
had achieved what | had come to do in this area
and often felt tired. It was then that | decided to
move on to Mental Health.

Q4. What exactly encouraged you to take up
psychology?

Answer: The encouragement from my daughter,
inspired me to pursue formal education in the
field. Her beliefin my abilities motivated me to dig
deeperinto psychology and Cognitive Behavioral
Therapy (CBT).

Q5. Do you think one needs to be a good
educationist tobe agood psychologist?

Answer: Absolutely. A background in education
provides invaluable insight into the learning
process and human development, which are
fundamental aspects of psychology. Watching
and observing how children develop into adults
gave me adeep understanding of how the human
mind develops and functions.

Q6. In your opinion what qualities should a
person have to excelin the field of psychology?
Answer: Success in psychology requires a blend
of academic proficiency, empathy, and a
balanced approachtoreasoning and emotion.

Q7. What would you say is the hardest part of
your job?

Answer: The most challenging aspect of myroleis
witnessing individuals, particularly children,
grappling with mental health issues. It's
heartbreaking when recovery isn't immediate or
complete.

Q8. Do you think psychology is a good
profession?

Answer: Undoubtedly. In the wake of the COVID-
19 pandemic, the demand for qualified
psychologists has surged. It's a vital profession
that offers invaluable support to individuals
navigating through unprecedented challenges.
However, a person's passion for any professionis
what makesitagoodand productive profession.
Q9. Does Psychology help people/students in
generalin their day-to-day lives? If so, how?
Answer: Psychology extends far beyond
addressing mental health concerns; it gives
individuals tools for managing everyday
challenges. From regulating emotions to
fostering resilience, psychology plays a pivotal
roleinenhancing our overall well-being.

Q10. What message will you give your students
as the head of the wellbeing department?

Answer: As students, prioritizing your well-being
is essential. Remember to maintain a healthy
circadian rhythm, nourish your body with
wholesome foods, and discern between fact and
opinion, especially in the age of social media.
Additionally, disconnecting from screens before
bedtime and practicing grounding rituals can
significantly benefit your mental health. Lastly,
cultivate gratitude as a daily practice, as it not
only fosters positivity but also promotes physical
and emotional healing.




Aroush Usman | V a

Hafsa Amman | Vb




Bilal Farooq | V ¢

Syeda Haania Gardezi | V ¢




Aaraiz Hassan | IV a

Ibrahim Haseeb Zafar | IV a




Shahzain Ahmed | IV a

M. Mustafa Zeeshan | IV b




Ayaan Faisal Kamal | IV d

Muhammad Shehryar | IV d




Ayaan Faisal Kamal | IV d

Zaina Waqas | IV d




M. Mustafa Bandial | IV d

Sarah Nawaz | lll a




Alizeh Ahmed | Il b

Mariam Abubakar | lll b




Mariam Abubakar | lll b

Maryum Siddiqui | lll ¢




Ashgar Syed | Il d

Meerab Shahid | Il d




Mirha Shaur | Il b

Noor Nadir | Il b




Daneen Hayat | 1l d

Mustafa Omer | Il d




Rahma Zain | I b

Anaya Faraz | I b
Eman Hassan | | d




Muhammad Fateh Ali | I b

Ayra Naeem | | b




Sarim Hassan | | d
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