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Dear Amitians, 

Spring brings with it a Season of joy, new hope and new scope. Flowers blossom-

ing in might, leaves budding everywhere makes the surroundings quite picturesque 

and colorful. We as Amitians have always been striving hard to spread the fra-

grance of quality education blended with hues of  culture and ethics to make each 

and every studentsô life beautiful and glorious. My Best Wishes to all my students 

appearing for their Annual Examinations and also the students of Grade X and XII 

for their Board Examinations.   Itôs time to reap the fruits of our earnest endeavor 

so that all of you make your school and parents proud and happy. ALL the Best!! 

As rightly quoted by Thomas A Edison,ò Our greatest weakness lies in giving up. The most certain way 
to succeed is always to try just one more time  

                                The ñBlessed Amitiansò 
 

                         For the agility of all your senses,  
                   For the way your head, heart & hands function in unison, 
                    For the virtuous wisdom you gain every year, 
                       For the innate potential to think creatively,  
                 For the ability to feel happiness and express love; 
                    Hope you expressed your GRATITUDE!! 

 

For the warmth & love your parents have for you, 
The Protection & Unconditional Love by Grandparents, 

The Opportunity of sharing limitless emotions with your buddies, 
The Caring hands of teachers that  

Strengthen your intellect, 
Nurturance given by school that raises the benchmarks of perfection; 

Hope you expressed your GRATITUDE to them all!! 
 

For the advise you receive to instil skills & competencies,  
For the guidance offered to you to make you a futuristic planner, 

For the way your books connect you to real life, 
The Events & exposure you get through competitions, 

For the Amity Culture that enables you to lead, with humility, 
For the blessings of God that connect all the dots for a successful future; 

Hope you expressed your GRATITUDE as an Amitian .... 



NATUREõS WAY 

NEW YEAR TIDINGS 

The new year angel whispered in my ear, 

The year ahead will bring joy and cheer. 

New hope, new resolutions, 

I strive to work hard with patience. 

More caring, more kind, 

I will try to have a positive mind. 

No more fear or dismay, 

I am sure my school will open without further delay. 

 
RIDHAAN TALWAR (CLASS 4A) 

Upon a nice mid -spring day,  

Letôs take a look at natureôs way  

Breathe the scent of blooming jasmine,  

Feel the breeze within your hair.  
 

The grass will poke between your toes,  

Smell the flowers with your nose,  

Clouds will form shapes within the skies,  

And the light will flash from your eyes.  
 

Hear the buzzing of your bees,  

Climb the tallest willow trees.  

Look across the meadow way,  

And you may see a young deer play  
 

Pick the daisy as they grow,  

Then watch a gentle cold stream flow,  

Know the sound of the water splash,  

Catch it`s glimmer as a flash,  

And listen to nature to tell her tale.  

 
PAARTH RATHI (CLASS 5I) 

Amity is the finest school, 

Superb is your contribution in it all,  

Harmonious is the environment here,  

Omniscient being your knowledge, and  

Kind is the soul who nurtures us all,  

Knowledgeable infinitely you are.  

Clever it may seem, but we know  

Hard work, Affection and  

Understanding have made it all possible.  

Heroic have been the efforts and  

Amazing are the results, may  

Nobel be the future ahead. 

 

ARIHAAN KAUSHIK (CLASS 5C) 

THIS ONE IS FOR YOU, FOUNDER SIR 

AVYAAN TALWAR (CLASS 4F) 



EXAM FRIGHT 

One of the nights filled with fear,  

Nope. Not the fear of a ghost or a bear,  

Yes, you guessed it right Examôs tomorrow,  

Surely a day filled with sorrow.  

Buried under books the whole time,  

Studying about pennies, rupees and dimes,  

Thinking about the time in the exam hall,  

It feels like I am waiting for a battle call.  

Chewing almonds and drinking milk,  

At the same time studying about the route of silk,  

Then everything started getting hazy,  

And I drifted off to sleep like a sloth who is lazy.  

Next day as I received the sheet of exam,  

My brain ran as fast as 26GB ram,  

Surprisingly I knew all the answers, 

I seriously felt like dancing with a Group of dancers. 
 

 

PRITHA GHOSH (CLASS 7B) 

FORGIVENESS 

For each time you donôt forgive 

I feel like you forget to live 

For each time you hold a grudge 

I think youôre mulling too much 

For each time someone says sorry 

I think you need to hurryé 

éto say thatôs its ok  

Thereôs nothing to worry 

All I need you to know is that forgiveness 

is a gift 

So learn it, earn it, or return it, though 

never treat like a dayshift 

  

MINISHKA AGARWAL (CLASS 7B) 

The long road to happiness I take, 

To fulfill the wishes and dreams I have made. 

You can make someoneôs day by saying a word of kindness 

Or showing a lonely man the much needed gentleness 
 

I pride myself in surrounding myself with everyone merry 

And looking forward to tomorrow even if it gets dreary 

Iôm grateful for having my family and friends for support 

As success without love and happiness is equivalent to                 

failure and more 
 

This road is a hard but successful climb, 

But scaling this journey makes it all worth while 

The long road to happiness I take , 

So that I find myself in a much better place. 
 

DEVYANSHI GOSWAMI (CLASS 8E) 

THE ROAD TO HAPPINESS 



THE HUMANõS LAIR 

Waking up in a daze, 
Emeralds growing in the garden. 
Golden barks gleaming, 
As I try to blink out the haze. 
 
Looking up the sky is Sapphire, 
The Sun a Topaz glare. 
Opals raining down on me, 
As I breathe diamond air. 
 
But something is unnatural, 
Something doesnôt make sense. 
I blink and blink again, 
Try to blink out the haze. 
 
Finally, I break away from the daze, 
And see nothing but decay. 
The beautiful treasure fair I saw, 
Was ruined by humanôs lair. 
 

MALLIKA NOOR CHAUHAN 
(CLASS 11 i) 

I stand in front of a mirror 

And I do not see myself, 

Since I donôt know who I really am. 

I hunt for myself, 

I see brown flesh 

And sullen astonishment. 

The mirror shrieked,  

ñSkin too dark to be pretty.ò 

And so I ripped it apart, Bit by bit 

Until the layer that wanted to feel worthy, fell 

And got flushed into the drain. 
 

When I wanted to hop and play 

I was forced to learn how to earn money 

And instead of using that opportunity to do both? 

I skinned all the layers. 

To the point where I had no hopes, 

No aspiration to gather gold 

Or to nurture my kids and grow old. 
 

I, sat and cried. 

Ceaseless streams of tears ran down my cheeks, 

A silhouette of life. 
 

And one day an opportunity knocked on my door 

It bashed, loud and clear. 

But from all the shedding 

I had no ears to listen, no hands to open the door 

And my hamstrung and wild tongue 

Had lost its capacity for speech. 

I am my worst enemy. 
 

My thoughts continued to haunt me, 

Round and round. 

Until I realized that the path was to move forward. 

My relentless cries of ñwhy meò  

Were like melody to my mind,  

But no they were not. 
 

I had locked myself behind the bars of self-loathing, 

When really it was self-victimization. 

And I have the power to fix this, 

I am my own best friend. 
 

And again I stand in front of the same mirror, 

And I see nothing. 

Because itôs not a mirror anymore, 

It shouted happily at me 

Because it knew a little girl ruined it 

She broke her mindôs cage and flew. 
 

KHUSHI BANSAL (CLASS 11C) 

IT ENDS WITH US 

SHOURYA SHARMA (CLASS 5I) 



ÏɨĦÍɠ  

śōśŶ ʕūőū Ŝŷ ŏŶőū Ňź̏¼  

ķŶœŅū- Ķű ŇŅū ŗŜ Ŝő őźŠ Ë  

ŋūŁŘūœū ŏƎ Ĥȃū ŋŢŅū ¼ 

Ŝő ōūő ŗź Ĥ˩œ ĥŅū Ë  

ŏˁů śŶ ŗź ŉ ķūŅū łūſŀ ¼ 

œĸū ŇŶŅū ŗź śō Ķů ŗūŀ Ë  

ŏŰśůōŅ ŏƎ ŉ ļźšŶ ĤĶŶ œū ¼ 

įśū ŏŶőū Ňź̏ ĤœōŶœū Ë  

ĥĲ ¼śō ĨśĶŶ  ĽŷśŶ ōŉ ĽūĮſ ¼ 

Ňź̏ů Ķū ŏūŉ ōŢūĮſ Ë  

}ĕÞÛɠ ȑÞɰÁÙ 'ÍɠÑ - Þɠ( 

 Ķźőźŉū ŉŶ ōŇœ Ňů Ŝŷ ŬŠɻĸů 
Ĺő ŏƎ ōŷŁĶő śō Ŝź ĸĮ ŜƑ ŋőŶŘūŉ  
ĶŜūſ ŋūĶƈ ŏƎ ķŶœŉŶ ĽūŅŶ ņŶ  
ĶŜūſ İŉœūĦŉ ĸŶ ̂ĥħ ŜƑ Ķūŏ  
ű̉ œ ĽūŉŶ ĶŶ  ŬœĮ ļŜ ōĽŶ ĨŁŅŶ ņŶ  

Ĥō ŉŻ ōĽŶ ĨŁŉū Ŏů ŉŜůƁ Ŝŷ ĥśūŉ  

Ŝő ņźšŶ ŬŇŉźƁ ŏƎ śʴů œŶŉŶ ĽūŅŶ ņŶ ōūŠūő  

Ĥō śō ĶŰ ļ Ŝŷ İŉœĦŉ ĳő śō ĥŅū Ŝŷ 

ŜŏūőŶ ɨūő  

ű̉ œ ŏƎ ŎūĸŅŶ-ŇŻłŅŶ őŜŅŶ  

Ĺő ŏƎ śō Ŝŷ ĥśūŉ  
ŋŜœŶ śšĶź ŋő őŜŅū ņū Ľūŏ  

Ĥō ĥś-ŋūś śō őŜŅū Ŝŷ ŘūƁŅ  

Ĥō Ņź śō ĶŰ ļ Ĺő ŏƎ ŜźŅū  

Ķő śĶŅŶ ŜƑ ĥőūŏ  

ŏˁů ĶŜŅů ņůƁ ŬłŬĽŀœ Ķū ŉū œź ŉūŏ  

Ĥō ĨśĶŶ  Ŭōŉū ŉŜůƁ Ķő śĶŅŶ Ķźħ Ķūŏ 

ĽʇŬŇŉ ĥŐū¼ śō ĶŶ  śūņ ŏŉūŐū  

ĨśĶŶ  ŬœĮ ŗůŬłŐź ĶŸœ Ķūŏ ĥŐū  

ĶŜůƁ ŉū ĥŉū¼ ĶŜůƁ ŉū Ľūŉū 

Ŝő Ķūŏ ĶŶ  ŬœĮ İŉœūĦŉ ōŷŁ Ľūŉū    

ŏūŉź ŬłŬĽŀœ ōŉ ĸŐū ŉŐū ŬŌŬŠĶœ  

śōĶŶ  ŏŉ ŏƎ ŐŜů őŜŅū ŬĶ  

Ĥō Ķźőźŉū ĽūĮĸū  

ķŰŬŘŐźƁ śŶ Ĥō   

ŋűőū śƁśūő ĽĸŏĸūĮĸū 

 

ŬŗŎū ĥŐƈ¼ Ϊ-ōů 

  Ķźőźŉū ĶŶ śūņ Ľůŗŉ 



Certains disent que le monde se terminera par le feu, 

Certains disent dans la glace. 

De ce que j'ai go¾t® au d®sir 

Je tiens ¨ ceux qui pr®f¯rent le feu et la glace. 

Mais s'il devait p®rir deux fois, 

Je pense que j'en connais assez sur la haine 

Dire ­a pour la destruction de la glace 

Est aussi une sorte de haine 

Et serait s¾rement le m°me 

 

VANYA RASTOGI (CLASS 9G) 
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