Panorama
“Somewhere in your journey, don’t forget to turn around
and enjoy the view.”

Index
From the Editor
Jane Austen
Must Read Books
Quotes by Famous Authors
Stories and Poems

Art
Story Reading Session
Book Fair
Oliver’s Odyssey
2

From the Editor’s Desk
Sometimes you feel trapped, suffocated and just want
to let out a maddening scream. It feels like you’re just…
slouched, your head hanging under an overcast dull gray sky.
It doesn’t feel very nice, you decide. You don’t want to feel this
way but it can’t be helped, at least for the time being.

When you feel this way, sometimes you do irrational things. You close
off from people, scream and snap at them that, “No. I’m fine. Go away.”
You believe they can’t help and they really don’t want to, right? You forget to look at the
broader perspective and just squint at one corner of the whole picture. That doesn’t really
do anything to help.
Take a breath. A deep breath. Look away and step back. Take everything into consideration
and look again, this time with a wider perspective. A wider view of everything. You blink
and everything seems clearer. You tilt your head and ask yourself, “Why didn’t I do this
earlier?”

- Mahrukh, Grade 9 { A big "THANK YOU“ to Imshaad, Grade 9 for her assistance}
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Jane Austen
Jane Austen was a British novelist born on the 16th of December
1775 at Hampshire. She had a sister whom
she wrote to very often, and six brothers. Much of her life is
unknown except for the letters she used to write to her older sister,
Cassandra. In 1843, however, she had burned a number of those
letters so that her sister's letters wouldn't fall into the hands of her
relatives. She had written about 3000 letters but only 160 survive.
Austen is best known for her six novels commenting and critiquing
upon the British landed gentry at the end of the 18th Century. Her
plots often explore the dependence of women on marriage in the
pursuit of favorable social standing and economic security. Her
use of irony, realism and commentary have earned her acclaim
from critics and scholars.
Her more famous works “Sense and Sensibility”, “Pride and
Prejudice”, “Emma” and “Mansfield Park” have gotten her success
as a published writer.
In 1816, Austen started feeling unwell but ignored the warning
symptoms and carried on with her life. However, by the middle
of the year the slow, irregular deterioration had set in and on
the 18th of July, 1817 she passed away at the age of 41.
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Must Read Books

Inferno

The Great
Gatsby

The
Handmaid’s
Tale

To Kill
A
Mockingbird
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Quotes From Famous Authors
“It’s none of their business that you have to learn to write. Let them think
you were born that way.”
– Ernest Hemingway

“Most writers regard the truth as their most valuable possession, and
therefore are most economical in its use.”
– Mark Twain

“And as imagination bodies forth
the forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen
turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing
a local habitation and a name.”

– William Shakespeare (from A Midsummer Night’s Dream)
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Word Bank
Hiraeth:
homesickness for
a home you can’t
return to, or that
never was
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Aurora:
dawn
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Stories & Poems

Wanderlust

Seized by wanderlust, my soul rages like wildfire Ah, wanderlust that has seized me by the throat
Lost in the wilderness, this empty chest aches
Clipped my wings and burrowed in my bones
With every breath, the air pure as the Heaven’s
Dragging me to places unknown
guiding light
Where I am sent as a messenger of mankind
Leading me across unmarked territories and
To shatter the peace and claim the untrodden
Healing the tattered remains of a city bred heart. Greedily inhaling the raw air and wild landscape
In this wilderness I am neither man nor beast
Where silence is the loudest scream
No instinct binds me, no desire blinds me,
And a hundred golden bells shall toll for the
Save for the quiet rumbling of my thoughts
ceremony
Rolling in like giant storm clouds
Of decadence and departure of morality
And condensing into the cold white mist
Backed by man’s miserable desire.
To splatter like dew drops on emerald leaves.
To search for meaning within themselves
I stumble over a path of red and brown dirt
Are travelers who have run away
Suffocated by a vibrant green wall
To regain and rebuild the crooked foundation of
humanity.
Of moss, meadows and trees looming overhead
I pray, O guardian spirits,
Like the ghosts of forest spirits
Lead me to where the lost ones roam!
They are guardians of the seen and the shadow
beings
Watching, waiting, and whispering.
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Alone, not Lonely
Sometimes you just
Want some peace, some solitude
You want to be alone
Time to think about certain things
Time to spend on yourself.
Sometimes you just
Want some peace, to be alone
But peace is something
Which could bore you
You like to be alone, not lonely.
You want someone to be by your side
To comfort you, to make you laugh
To support you in crises
To be with you throughout life.

You want to be alone, not lonely
You never wanted them to leave you
You just wanted some space
Alas, these misunderstandings
Can have such harrowing aftermath!
You are lonely, no one by your side
But all you wanted
Was some peace, some solitude
You wanted to be alone, not lonely.
Gargi, Gr. 8
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In the Fading Light of Day
For the day, the time has come
to go back where it came from.
Up comes the Moon in the sky
as you hear wolves howl and cry,
and the stars shine bright.
The day’s done; now it is to be night.
See how the sky’s turning black
The long, silent night is back.
Bright outside by the magic of the moon,
It is dark withal in your room.
But ere you sleep, stop and think
How the day went by in a blink.
Abeer, Gr.5
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My Trip to London
The beautiful city,
So awesome and alluring,
The skyscrapers like stars in the sky,
Twinkle and twinkle all night,
But when the sun shines,
It certainly is a crime,
To stay indoors and not play,
By the city bay,
The London eye,
So tall and bright,
Can take us high in the sky,
Showing all of London’s landmarks,
Fun fairs and theme parks!
Then the London bridge,

Quite magnificently built,
Can open to let passing ships!
But alas, this trip has come to its end,
For my flight is tomorrow!
So long London, until we meet again.

Anushka Bhagwat, Gr.5
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Get out and Feel Alive
The idea of travelling around the world allures people.
Isn’t life exciting with a variety of experiences provided by the world around us
every day? Obviously, we are not satisfied by our mundane existence.
When I say ‘travelling’, it is not just wandering aimlessly from one place to
another or just seeing something new, but it is the way we explore and learn from
those milieux. Exploring different cultures and traditions exposes us to the wonders
that the world has to offer. Different people and different ideas seem to inspire us to
create solutions for an improved world. The sense of freedom consequently makes us
believe that we can reach greater heights, no matter what. Moreover, we feel elevated
as we are able to get rid of our myopic views and dogmatic beliefs. Getting lost in the
midst of the chaos in the city, we find ourselves seeking help, so this gives us another
opportunity in which new undiscovered paths lead us to make astonishing discoveries
and have unique experiences which continue to dazzle us in every possible way.
Seeking adventures and finding them where we feel at home is the greatest joy and
satisfaction we can have. Whether it is watching a breathtaking sunset on the horizon
or witnessing the phenomenal Aurora Borealis in the Arctic-the world around
continues to mesmerize us in unimaginable ways.
The famous traveler Ibn Battuta has rightly said: “TRAVELLING- it leaves

you speechless, and then it turns you into a storyteller.”

Irfaan Ahmed, Gr. 11
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There Goes Another Tear

I am running, panting. I stop, breathe deeply, and run again. The cycle continues. I don’t know
where to go. I just run, catching my breath every few minutes as I bolt . As soon as I am satisfied
with the distance I’ve run, I swiftly turn 180 degrees on my heel to catch a glimpse of the
hooded black figure and, it’s still there. It’s standing right in front of my petite, shaking frame. I
take a few steps back till my rear is pressed firmly against one of the twisted pipes, branching
like artificial veins on the mossy, cracked brick wall.
I can’t breathe.

Someone is choking me. My heart is racing, adrenaline pumping through my veins; my heart
aches. My vision is blurred ; cold beads of sweat start forming above my eyebrows. I look up at
the mysterious silhouette slowly and as tears start welling up in my eyes, I realize that I can’t
blink them away, so I pull up my hoodie and look at the ground. I should’ve known better… but
it’s pointless. I don’t move.
We stay there in eerie silence. I don’t shift my gaze from the soft, brown earth below our feet
even for a second. We stand like stock-still statues for a long, long time. My tears don’t stop, my
face dripping with sweat, my heart sore from beating so hard. I am tired. I am sick of the torrid,
suffocating atmosphere. I am sick of staring at that single- textured pebble for hours. So, I tilt my
head upwards, only to be greeted by a cold gust of wind onto my already vibrating torso. The
peculiar creature is nowhere to be found. My shoulders droop and I let out an irritated sigh. I
have done it again. I have done what I always do. I have made a mistake. I seem to have made
the same mistake, again. YES… I have made the mistake of not thinking twice, of doing what I want
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to, and here I am, back to square one, I don’t learn anything. I learn nothing at all, nothing from
my gormless deeds. I knew I should not have run, I shouldn’t have looked up, I shouldn’t have
cried, I should have faced the ‘spectre’. I should have asked what it had to do with me, but I
hadn’t. Again.
Breaking out of my pointless trance, I start walking along the mucky, soft ground along the alley,
as if my legs have a mind of their own. I am acutely aware of the so called ‘phantom’ that is
following me…and its sudden disappearance. It’s the third time this has happened, I always
end up in the same alley and the creature vanishes in the same spot every time.
I walk like a drunkard through the busy streets of Seoul where everyone seems unconcerned
about others. The sky above is turning into a mix of red and orange, as the sun dips lower on
the horizon until the trees lining the lanes appear like black sentinels, silhouetted against the
darkening sky. I shiver as the evening breeze fills my arms with goosebumps. I pull the sleeve of
my hoodie lower so that my hands are not seen. I silently thank grandma for the cozy gift that
comes in handy at times like this. Autumn is changing quickly to winter. Caramel leaves tumble
to life in the brisk autumnal breeze that rouses them from slumber, asking for one last, wistful
dance before a wintry embrace claims them. Soon, these trees are to be clothed in multiple
blankets of fresh snow, with silvery barks and ice-tipped branches.
I sigh and a cloud of breath vapor escape my lips. I miss my grandma so much. I remember, how
she used to knit scarves in the winter and make porridge that no one in the world could.
Whenever I gave up on something, she used to say, “Never give up on achieving success in life,
because the dawn right before the sunrise is the darkest.”
If grandma were here, she would have told me stories about the spirit that was following me.
She’d have assured me, protected me.
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I would have run into her arms as she would gently caress my shivering body and whisper ever
so softly, “Honey, when tomorrow comes, the bright light will shine, so don’t worry. No matter
how thorny the path is, run. You have to follow your dreams, child.”
A tear slowly creeps out of the corner of my eye. I try to blink it away, but it slides down my
cheek, followed by another drop of salty regret. I realize through my blurry vision that I am
standing in front of a very familiar house-my grandma's.
There goes another tear.
Grandma’s house is just like a museum-nothing modern, of course. The house is completely
retro -themed, the floral prints on the walls are bold and bright. In the kitchen, sits a pallid
telephone with its coiled wire hanging down the orange bar table, with the phone touching the
black and white tiled floor. I pass many white rooms, each with a uniquely different style of the
same golden floral print embedded in the wall, supposedly acting as a wallpaper. I stroll into the
third hallway out of the five organized, neat and fairly staid ones. I drag my feet along the
marble floor as I go past multiple rooms, some of which are guest rooms, one a library and two
or three music rooms. Grandma was a well-appreciated piano virtuoso in the old Bukchon
Hanok village, where we once used to live when I was just a child.
I slowly, but eagerly walk towards the brown piano that is sitting in the corner ever so
peacefully. The scent of burnt wood comes from the fireplace that is situated next to the large
clavier. I swipe my fingers across the jade-like keys that are piled with dust and sit down on the
mahogany piano bench. I open the lid of the large instrument and adjust the lid prop, and just
by plain memory, start playing it. The music fills the air without effort, once again goosebumps
fill my arms. The silence is replaced by dramatic notes that would surely bring tears to one’s eyes.
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The music is enough to make one lose all sense and focus onto that one percussion instrument
in the corner. I play my heart out, mixed with different emotions and express it with music. I
play like there is no tomorrow. My fingers ache from the excessive smashing against the keys. I
will not stop, I will never stop. I want to tell the world what I feel. The room is filled with notes
of confusion, desperation and memory. I take advantage of being the only soul in the
neighborhood, or at least I feel so. I slowly open my eyelids, my fingers slowing down from the
aggressively fast pace. I continue playing, my heart blurting out words that my mouth would
never have uttered. I play and press the exact keys just by memory, plain memory. I guess
feelings do change a lot of things. I continue playing as if this is the last second left for me. The
piano accompanies me once again, after years of loneliness, it is finally ready to accept me
again. It recognizes my pain; it helps me. I’ve found a friend, a new companion. The grand
instrument plays along with me as if trying to comfort me. I gladly accept its proposal and play; I
play for my dear life until…it comes to an abrupt halt.
I spot the apparition once again, watching me from the other side of the room. My hands stop
moving, not even vibrating. I stare at it lifelessly, until a familiar, soothing voice rings throughout
the room, “Play, Becky, play, because the dawn right before the sunrise is the darkest.”
There goes another tear…..
- Roha, Gr. 8
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I
I just love books,
You read and read and read all day,
And never be able to stop!
Like once you enter a lovely book,
It takes you to a wonderful land,
Where you can dance, sing or play with
sand,
Harry potter, if you’d say,
You wouldn’t and couldn’t look away!
Take a book from Enid Blyton,
About a snow bird or kitten,
Or the magical wishing chair,
Or maybe the mysteries of Sherlock
Holmes,
Would certainly keep you on your toes!

Books
Settle into a comfy chair or bed,
With a cup of tea,
And you are set for a day,
To start reading away!
So pick up a book and start to read,

That’s all I have to say!

Anushka Bhagwat, Gr. 5

19

Electric Cars
Electric Cars; here to stay?
Recently, excitement has sprouted for electric cars, as Tesla revealed its plans for the world’s
fastest one which is of course, electric. The Tesla Roadster 2.0 was unveiled by Elon Musk, the
founder and owner of Tesla and SpaceX. Elon Musk himself is a very forward -thinking and
broad -minded person, after selling PayPal he invested all of his fortune into Tesla and SpaceX –
the world’s first independent Space Exploration organization. SpaceX has built re-usable
rockets, saving billions of dollars and is even planning to visit Mars before NASA!
Now, enough about Elon, the real question is, are electric cars here to stay or is the excitement
going to vanish into thin air?
Tesla’s first electric car, the Tesla Roadster, was an unsuccessful one and masses of customers
complained about issues. But their next cars, the Model 3 and Model X, proved everyone
wrong. They were breakthrough vehicles for the future electric cars. But there is another
electric car company, which hasn’t been very successful. Faraday has unveiled its Faraday
Future (FF 91) electric car which hasn’t lived up to our expectations. A few issues with electric
cars include the fact that there aren’t as many charging stations as well as the reduced range
when compared to conventional cars. While on the other hand ,they promise more safety, upto- date technology such as self-driving, parking assistance and the overall cheaper cost of
owning.
In conclusion, electric cars are here to stay, and the future of electric cars is quite clear. By
2030, 30-50% of our cars will be electrically powered.

M. Isaam, Gr. 9
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Just Life
Life isn't a destination, but a journey and the longest you'll ever make. You walk for years
and years, but see no end to your path; instead, miles-long roads and mountains taller
than the ones you've encountered before. Sometimes the mountains you encounter are
just a visual treat. Other times, you have to climb them.
If you don't see the end of a particular road, it just means you still haven't completely
travelled it yet.
Life can't always be a road devoid of all dangers. You may fall into a big pothole at times
but whether you realize or not, you still manage to climb out and walk the happy path
again.
It's said that the view at the top is always beautiful. That's how life is. You always get the
best in the end even if you just don't realize it. If you can't get the perfect view, it just
means you haven't finished climbing your Mt. Everest.
You can't always do everything on your own. You will need someone to help you out
from time to time. From the millions of people around us every day, surely there is
someone who would love to help us.
Well, sure, you aren’t perfect; there are things you are bad at but that doesn't really
mean you don't have any good traits. Nobody is perfect. All have their fair share of
failures and flaws. So why not keep your options open till the end of your journey and let
someone help you trek through the path of life?

Noushin Nawal, Gr. 11
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Learning

Learning.
A continuous process…
Learning is a healthy way of development. The brain begins to mature even before birth. Although the brain
continues to mature throughout most of our life, the pace of development varies from person to person. There
are people of your age around you, but it does not mean your thinking abilities, skills or ideas will be the same.
Many of us believe that school is a place where we come to learn and grow; however I don’t subscribe to this
view completely. We learn something every single day ; we do not realize it because learning is an invisible
process.
God has gifted us with special abilities or talents. If we possess a talent, how do we express it? We need to
nurture it to express it effectively. If you are good at singing or dancing, do you think you have mastered it ? If
you have, then you are all set to be a shining star and if you haven’t or you have just taken interest in doing it,
then it is very easy to master it. It can be done by practicing and by developing the curiosity to learn more about
it along with a strong sense of determination. For instance, if you lately took interest in playing a musical
instrument, then you must be still practicing I suppose, since you are unaware of all the techniques of playing it.
Well, the only way to master the art of playing is by learning from an expert or an experienced person who has
mastered that art. My views on this are very clear. LEARN! SHARE! SHINE!
Education and learning of new things not only allows us to be independent, but also boosts our knowledge,
standards, and helps in building up our character. Learning also helps a child to develop their social skills and
helps in coping with stress.
Learning styles are categorized into four: visual, auditory, reading /writing, and kinesthetic. Visual learners prefer
use of images and graphs to understand information. Auditory learners best understand the content by listening.
People with preference for reading and writing, learn best by taking notes or by reading. People, who are
kinesthetic learners, understand things by tactile representation of information. These people learn things
quickly by experimenting things by themselves (e.g. lab activities). What kind of a learner are you? You can figure
it out by experimenting and implementing these techniques in your learning sessions. An efficient way of
learning is by keeping yourself updated every day by either reading a newspaper or a magazine.

-Prohit Keshavlal, Gr. 9
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Books
“A room without books is like a body without a soul.” ―Marcus Tullius Cicero
Everyone has read a book at some point in their life. Whether it's a textbook or a fantasy , a comic or a
novel, they're all still books.
I’ve read a lot of books and in fact, I spend most of my time reading. I keep begging my mother to buy the
sequels to certain books as most of the ones I read are a whole series.
Only recently I have started reading avidly. I used to despise any and every type of book there ever was.
Back then, it took me more than one and a half years to complete a book with over three hundred pages.
The only reason I even tried was because my sister insisted. I even skipped some pages because they
bored me to death! Nevertheless, over the years, I have read more and more and I have developed an
interest in reading books , so much so ,now I feel I am a bookworm.
When I read, I enter a whole different world, the fictional world. I put myself in place of the protagonist and
play a whole movie inside my head. I often get so lost in thought that when I take my eyes off the book I
forget where I am, what I'm doing, or even who I am! I've often dreamt of living in a book, and wished
that I could escape from the real world and live my life in a book. Books have helped me a lot through
the years. When I'm sad or moody, I think about the characters in books and how they had solved their
problems in different situations. Books have taught me how to love, how to care for others, to stay
strong, no matter what happens and much more.
Most of the children around my age usually like to play games or spend time on electronic devices. Usually
when we are on our gadgets, our parents keep complaining, “Why are you always on your phone? Go do
something better, like reading a book." or, "when I was of your age, I only studied or read books. Unlike
you, we made good use of our time.” and the ranting seems to go on forever. Don't worry, I've heard
that too. But now, instead of complaining that I don't read a book, my dad begs me to stop.
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reading and do something else.
Reading helps people in a lot of ways. Yes, it does help improve your reading skills, grammar and
imagination, but there's so much more than that. Reading helps you change your perspective of the
world and you start looking at things in a different way. It helps you have your own opinion and you
don't just go with the flow. Reading also helps you grow. It helps you move on from the past, like
the loss of a loved one or even depression. You can always find a book that you can relate to and it
might help you get through hard times.
In my opinion, everyone should read a good book. Even if you feel it's of no use, it might help you one
day. Whether it's a non-fiction or a children's book, every book has some valuable message that you
can apply to your everyday life.
A book has so much meaning and so much emotion, just like your soul. Every single thing in a book is
important because even the most simple sentence might change your life forever.
-RIYA, GR.7
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REGRETS
What if things went differently?

Why did I do that? Why did I lie to her?
What’s wrong with me?
All these questions have probably raced through your mind during days when you’re lying in bed,
bawling your eyes out. You think about all the bad decisions you’ve made while the memories
play in the background. You wish that life had a rewind button so you would never have made
any of those mistakes. Every time you blink, all the bad times come flashing by.
Contrary to your thoughts, you shouldn’t regret anything, because at one point that was exactly
what you wanted. So collect all those bad memories and put them in a folder, right click and
delete the folder. Now, take a tissue and wipe away the tears because they’re of no use. They
are the past and unfortunately, the past cannot be changed. You are ruining today by thinking
about yesterday. Make some new memories and that’ll put a smile on your face. Don’t be too
hard on yourself; everyone has regrets, which just proves that we’re human. We all have a short
life, don’t spend it regretting something from the past; instead take all the lessons from those
bad decisions. And next time you make a decision, think about it for a while, sleep on it, ask
someone for advice and don’t repeat the same mistakes. Live today like there’s no tomorrow.

-Shaima, Gr.10
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By: Mahrukh Grade 9

By: Nabiha Grade 7

By: Arpita Grade 8
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Short Story Reading Session
The Necklace

Students gathered together
to read the short story “The
Necklace” and discussed the
ideas, language and message
behind it. The session was
hosted by Imshaad and
Mahrukh of Grade 9. Our
honorable Chairman Mr.
Aaron Grandon was also
present.
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Our Visit to the
Annual Book Fair
The Abu Dhabi International Book Fair is an annual event organized for the
book lovers of the country to gather for their common love for literature.
People from all corners of the Emirates come together to lose themselves for
a few hours in a place overflowing with works by their favorite authors.
People of all ages, of different communities and countries were seen strolling
through the stalls set up around them, as different retailers occasionally
tried to catch their attention. Crowds grew around certain stalls that held
popular books at affordable prices. Gasps of excitement and cheers were
heard as someone discovered THE BOOK they had always wanted.
Comfortable chatter and shrill laughs of children pervaded the air. Students
from different schools arrived at the fair, excitedly pointing out all the
different books. A few food vendors had set their stalls outside and long
lines of people waited for their turn to grab the tempting delicacies .
The visit to the International Book Fair was an amazing opportunity; it is
something I would recommend to every student. It certainly lifted our
spirits and almost every one left only after buying some book to read on
later.
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The Annual Book Fair
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Scenes from Oliver’s Odyssey

After months of preparation, M.I.S. stages OLIVER’S ODYSSEY
(an adaptation of Oliver Twist by Charles Dickens)
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Participants receive Certificates of Excellence that forever immortalize their
work in ‘Oliver’s Odyssey’.
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Teachers-in-charge being felicitated for their tremendous efforts in putting the
play together.
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