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MESSAGE rrom
GROUP DIRECTOR

Dear Students,

It gives me immense joy to see the launch of Inkspire,
the very first e-publication of our student magazine.
This milestone not only showcases your creativity
but also reflects THE EDUCATORS unwavering belief
in your limitless potential.

Over the years, many of you have demonstrated
your talents through our academic interventions,
competitions and even represented THE EDUCATORS’
on global platforms. Inkspire presents yet another
opportunity for you to express your imagination and
skills, a space where these ideas are shared to
inkspire others.

As | turn these pages, | see the beginnings of writers
who may one day stand alongside Ishtiag Ahmed or
JK. Rowling, and artists who may create with the
brilliance of Sadequain. Remember, every great
name once began as a student with the courage to
express and share.

This magazine is more than a collection of work; it is
a celebration of your creativity and a reminder that
your ideas matter. Continue to write, draw and
dream because your contributions today will shape
the world of tomorrow.

With great pride and encouragement,
AliRaza
Group Director



MESSAGE rrom
GENERAL MANAGER

Dear Students,

Inkspire marks a major beginning, a space where your
imagination takes flight and your creativity finds a voice.
It is not merely a magazine but a mirror of your ideas,
ambitions and expressions woven together into words
and art.

Throughout the history, young dreamers have grown
into great thinkers and creators. Within your stories,
poems and artwork lie the seeds of future discoveries,
masterpieces and innovations. You are the storytellers,
thinkers and visionaries who will enrich knowledge,
shape the future and inspire generations to come.
Remember, every small step you take today leads you
closer to greater achievements and glory.

Inkspire is a celebration of your creativity and a
testament to the talent, passion and imagination that
each of you brings. This first edition stands as a vibrant
showcase of your voices-bold, thoughtful and full of
promise. As you turn these pages, take pride in what
you've accomplished and be inspired by one another.

May this be just the beginning of many more expressions
to come. Keep dreaming, keep creating. Your words
matter and your journey has just begun.

With great pride and encouragement,
Fouzia Adnan

General Manager,

Academics.
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* » - English Short Stories

A Rainy Day Adventure

One morning, I woke up to the sound of

raindrops. I wore my yellow raincoat and

went outside. My friends and I made paper
boats and raced them in the puddles.
Suddenly, we saw a rainbow in the sky. It

was magical!

That rainy day became one of the happiest

days of my life. I hope it rains again soon!

J
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Ifra Waqas | Class: III-Blue | College Road Campus, Lahore

The Wisdom Of Silence

The mountain stood, a titan cloaked in the fading light, its jagged peak
piercing the bruised purple of the twilight sky.

For centuries, it had borne witness to the ceaseless chapter of the valley
below the bleating of sheep, the

rush of the river, the rise and fall of g}p
human voices. Yet, the mountain =~ o=
itself remained steadfastly silent,
its ancient stones absorbing the
sound without echo.

A long figure, cloaked and weary,
finally reached a small, sheltered
ledge halfway up its formidable
slope. He had sought this place, a
refuge from the relentless noise of
his own mind, a cacophony of
regrets and anxieties that had
become unbearable.

ArishaJaved | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore.

Two-faced Sword Of Artificial Intelligence

Artificial Intelligence is no longer
just a futuristic idea-it’s already
shaping how we live. From helping
doctors spot diseases early to
making farming smarter and
classrooms more personalized, Al
is changing the game. It can
process information faster than we
ever could, solving problems once
thought impossible.

But there’s another side. As Al
becomes more capable, many jobs
could disappear, especially in
driving, customer service, or
factories. That means people could
be left behind unless we plan
ahead. Then there’s the issue of
privacy-Al needs a lot of data to
work well, and that raises tough
questions about who controls our
information

Advanced digital technologies can
blur the line between reality and
illusion. Worse still, Al is now
being used in weapons that can act
without humans, which is both
scary and complicated ethically.

In the end, Al isn’t good or bad-it’s

what we do with it that counts.

Our choices today will determine
whether Al improves the world or
endangers it. If were thoughtful

and fair, Al could help us build a
better future.

Ashir Waseem | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore.




The Talking Kite The Little Brave Sparrow

In a small Pakistani village, Ali loved flying kites. One day, he found a In a lively village near the Indus River, there lived a tiny sparrow named
shimmering blue kite in the bazaar. The shopkeeper whispered, "This ‘Chirpy’. While all the other birds played safely in the trees, Chirpy
kite is special-it talks!" dreamed of flying across the mighty river.

Excited, Ali ran to the fields. As the kite soared, a cheerful voice called,
"Higher, Ali! Let’s touch the clouds!" The kite told stories of faraway
lands and sang old Punjabi folk songs.
When a storm hit, the kite warned,
"Quick, take me down!" Ali rushed
home just before rain poured. The
next day, a jealous boy, Bilal,

snatched the kite. But the moment

he flew it, the kite stayed silent.

"Only kindness makes me speak,’

the kite later told Ali.

From then on, Ali shared the kite’s
magic with everyone, spreading joy
and friendship.

/ One day, a fierce storm blew in, and a baby crow got trapped in the

Moral: Kindness brings rushing water. "Help!" it cried. The bigger birds were too afraid, but

miracles. ( ;‘ " Chirpy bravely dived down, gripping a twig in her beak. She fluttered her
= wings with all her might, pulling the crow to shore.

74

The animals cheered! The wise old owl hooted, "Courage isn’t about size,
it’s about heart!"

From that day on, Chirpy was known as the bravest bird in the village.
She even led the first-ever sparrow flight across the river, proving that
even the smallest can do great things.

Moral: True bravery comes from helping others, no matter how small
you are.

Esahail Nouman | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore. Khushbakht Nouman | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore.



The Secret Of The Enchanted Forest

Once upon a time, there were two best friends. Hania and Nabiha. Hania
was bold and adventurous, while Nabiha, shy by nature, felt most at ease
within her comfort zone and spoke only to Hania. Despite their
differences, they shared a deep bond. They both lived in Belém, a
well-known city in Brazil near the Amazon Rainforest.

One day, their school planned a trip to the Amazon Forest. Hania easily
got permission from her parents, however, Nabiha lived with her strict
uncle and aunt after her parents had passed away. While her uncle cared
for her, her aunt disliked her. When Nabiha asked for permission to go,
her uncle refused, insisting that she should focus on her studies instead.
Disheartened Nabiha told Hania that she wouldn’t be able to join the
trip.

However, wanting to make Hania happy, Nabiha secretly packed her
belongings and ran away. At 9 am, the students reached the forest. While
walking, Hania and Nabiha got separated from the group. Suddenly they
saw a small shiny flying creature and thought it was a butterfly. But when
it glowed and sparkled in the air, they realized that it was actually a fairy.
They started chasing it, but while running, they fell into a hole in the
ground from where a very bright light was coming out. When they stood
up, they were amazed that it was a magical world filled with fairies,
unicorns, chocolate rivers, candy land, glittering gems and castle made
up of diamonds. They felt like they had entered a dream.

They were greeted by the Queen Jennifer and her assistant Sofia. Sofia
told them that they were now the guests of the fairy-realm but they could
never return home. Hania was thrilled and Nabiha was nervous and
uneasy. There, they saw many other girls turned into servants. They
wanted to escape from there.

That night, Nabiha heard the queen’s plan to turn all the human beings
of the world into servants by giving them an enchanted candy to eat .

The girls were locked in a magical cell. They were planning to get help
from Sofia. But when they saw Sofia killing some girls, they got
frightened. Somehow Hania was able to get that candy and mixed that in
a drink for Sofia. As soon as Sofia drank the drink, her magic was gone

and she died.

Very bravely, Hania got rid of the trap and she and Nabiha returned
home. Years later, Nabiha wrote a book about Hania’s bravery. It became
worldwide famous and Nabiha earned much money from that book and
became independent and able to buy her new house.

Nabiha Ahmad | Class: VIII | Bahria Campus, Lahore.



AVisit o Islamabad

Last year, our school had arranged a trip to Islamabad. It was an
unforgettable experience. I was thrilled to embark on the adventure with
my friends and teachers. We all enjoyed a lot in the bus; never mind
juniors, seniors or teachers.

Early in the morning, we all assembled at school. Then we boarded a
comfortable bus that was waiting for us. The journey was a joyful one,
filled with fun, music and laughter. We stayed at Multani Dera for about
an hour to get refreshed and have some breakfast. Then we reached our
first destination which was Dino Valley. It is located on Pir Sohawa road
near Margalla Hills. It was an amazing place and the view was
captivating and absolutely magical. We were very excited to see the
dinosaurs. They were much like the real ones. We also enjoyed some
rides. After discovering Dino Valley, we felt very hungry, so we moved to

our next destination.

Our next destination was the Monal Hotel. We had our lunch there and
enjoyed the beautiful view. The lunch was outstanding and delicious.
Then we headed to Damn-e-Koh. It is a hill-top area with panoramic
views.

The fresh air and the vivid views made it a perfect spot for photography.
We also enjoyed the beautiful sunset here. There we saw many monkeys
and did some shopping at the small, roadside stalls.

The trip was a perfect blend of fun, information and delicious food. We
returned home with the memories that we will appreciate forever. I will
never forget that day. Thanks to our principal who arranged this
wonderful trip. This trip created lasting memories and deepened my
affection for my school. I'm convinced that our principal’s dedication
and leadership have significantly contributed to the schools success,
earning respect, fame and recognition in the community. I'm grateful to
my school for organizing this fantastic trip. It was truly a day that I will
always remember.

Zainab Fatima | Class: VIII | Bahria Campus, Lahore.



English Poetry

Tribute to the heroes of Banyan-Um-Marsoos
We all stand with pride underneath the blue sky,
Where martyrdom is a dream and spirits are high.

Foes attack in dark, cannot destroy our peace,
Pakistani Heroes rose with silent might,
"Banayan-Um-Marsoos", they named the fight.

In Khyber's hill, where danger grew,

Our soldiers marched ahead, the valorous crew.
Every heartbeat, every breath was a battle scream,
A pledge to victory was not a dream.
Heroes fought not for applause or gold,

But to build a history, loud or bold.

They are Kings without crown, but Khaki threads,
And approached, where even devils dread.
Yet never once did their fearlessness bend,
They protected the peace until the end.

Oh Youth! Let's just not wave a flag,
Chant a slogan-it's a time to brag.
Our Heroes stitched the flag with their blood,
They are alive-underneath the mud.

Ayyan Khalid | Class: VI | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore

“Parents” love is a shelter from life’s storm
A safe haven where I can be warm
Their guidance and care, a precious find

Help me grow and be kind
Teachers shape our minds and hearts
Wisdom and loving starts

Their patience and kindness, a treasure rare
Help us learn and show us care
A mother’s love is a precious thing

Warm and gentle, like tender wing

A father’s guidance, strong and true
Helps me grow, and see things through

Arha Ishfaq | Class: VII | Chunian Campus, Chunian




In my garden, flowers bloom,
Bringing joy to every room.

Roses red and lilies white,

Shining brightly in the light.

[ water them
with care each day,

And watch the butterflies
come and play.

Khadija Najam
Class: IV-Blue | College Road Campus, Lahore




I love my school,
It is a big knowledge pool,
My best school, a second home,

Carves our minds like a dome.
School is cool, a place to learn,
With every day, there’s a new turn,
Knowledge grows and spreads like grass,
And learning flows in every class.
Education is Light, Education is Power,
Education is a guiding star,

That shows us just how bright we are,
We gain ideas, big and small,
Standing tall, ready for all.

My school, a place so bright and true,
Where knowledge grows for me and you,
From books and lessons that we absorb,
The wisdom shared, so we can orb.
This cherished place, my best school,
In my heart will always bloom.
Helps me grow, and see things through

Faria Faisal | Class: VII | Bahria Campus, Lahore

One hand holds me through it all,

It's my mother that answers every call.
She hides her sorrow behind her smile,
Walk with me every single mile.

Her love is boundless, and heart that cares,
She works for me, beyond compare.
No crown she wears, no throne she owns,
Yet she raised me all alone.

I will be enough, her eyes would say,
She is my strength, in every way:.

Stars light the sky,

My mother is my wings, help me fly.
Not shattered, no we rise, we grow,
With warmth that only we know.
Here, I'm an example of her living song,
She made me obliging, she made me strong.
"Maa tujhe Salam"

No one can replace you!

Taha Gul | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II, Lahore




WHEN WE WERE WE...

We came as strangers, small and shy
With questions wide and dreams that fly,
Through classrooms’ doors and Morning light
We learned to hope, to read, to write.
But more than lessons on a page,
We found a bond at every stage.
In whispered laughs and secret plans,
In shared mistakes and helping hands,
We played in the Sun, we ran in the rain,
We danced with joy, we grew through pain,
From silly games to silent tears,
We built a world across the years.

On the trips we went to places new,
With backpacks full and laughter too.
The bus rides long, the memories we made,
All day long, together that we stayed.

At parties bright and music loud,

We danced and laughed within the crowd.
With friends beside in sparkling light,
Those memories still shine so bright.
Our teachers taught with patient grace,
And gave their best to find our place.
Not just in books or lines we knew,

But in the hearts that powered through.
Now time moves on, the bell will fade,
But memories that we’ve gently made,
Will stay with us like morning dew,

A part of all we say and do.

So, here’s to school, where we began,

To every laugh to every plan.

We were just kids, so full, so free...
But what a gift, when we were we...

Zartaj Fatima | Class: VII | Bahria Campus, Lahore

Weather changes your mood
It sometime makes you rude
Pakistan’s weather is full of fluctuations
You feel fresh due to the guttation
Winter has its own charm and grace
Bringing a smile to everyone’s face
In summer you don't feel fresh at all
In fact you feel heat throughout it all
Flowers blossoms in the Spring
Many people get engaged with the rings
We bear the weather of Asia
because we can’t go to Malaysia
Cool winds blow with sudden sneezes
Chilly air comes in little breezes

Usama Zubair | Class: VII | Sahar Campus-VI1I, Lahore




What has hands but
cannot clap?

Q: Why did the student eat
his homework?

. A it was a piece of cake!
7 2

S——

Ibad Nadeem | Class: IV | College Road Campus
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Riddle’s Answer: A clock!
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Hadia Riasat | Class: VI | Chunian Campus
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Noor Fatima | Class: VII | Chunian Campus. Aiza Yasir | Class-IV | Sahar Campus-VII
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Fatima Zahra | Class: VI | Chunian Campus




Draw the
imagination

S

Arfa Waqas | Class: VI-Blue | Chunian Campus

Taha Gul | Class: V | Abdali Campus-II Hanzala Sajjad | Class: VII-Silver | Radiant Campus

Faiqa Bilal | Class: VIII-Gold
Radiant Campus

Arfa Shahid | Class: VII-Gold
Radiant Campus

Hadia Younas | Class: VIII
Bahria Campus

Haniya | Class: VII-Gold
Radiant Campus
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 » - English Short Stories

ABird’s Gratitude

During the last summer vacation,
my friends and I found an injured
sparrow. We felt very sad for the
poor bird. We helped it recover.
When it was fully recovered, it
flew away with other sparrows,
but soon returned with a surprise.
It brought us plants for our school
project. This incident shows
loyalty of animals towards
humans.

Moral: Helping others can give
us unexpected rewards.

Abdullah | Class: V | Lilla, Tobah Campus

A Journey To The Hills

Last summer, I visited the
beautiful hills of Murree with my
family. The fresh air, tall pine
trees and singing birds made it
feel like a dream. I saw monkeys
jumping around and clouds that
seemed to touch the roads. We
enjoyed hot tea and took many
pictures. That trip made me love
nature even more. It was the best
travel experience of my life and I
still remember every moment.

Izah Hoorain | Class: IIT | Lilla, Tobah Campus

The Prophecy Of The Gemstones “Imaginary Fiction”

Once there were three realms where magic dwelled, Aethoria, Kyrios,
and Nyxoria - were connected like puzzle pieces. Each realm had a
guardian that shielded it from darkness and evil powers.

Eternal gem had a warm golden light that nourished life and joy;, this
gem controlled the cycle of life and the space. The guardian of the
Eternal gem
was Zygarde.
Lightning
Crystal
regulated
weather and
was the
controller of
time, this gem
had a big
lightning shield §
that protected
the Kyrios
against the Maleficence. The guardian of the Lightning Crystal was
Dialga. Soluna stone sparked hope and curiosity, inspiring exploration,
the gem controlled the emotions of the residents of all the realms.

The guardian of Soluna was Azelf

Hexorus, a ruthless king, who ruled his dreadful and evil planet Moko,
who was curious to steal the mighty gems’ power and govern the
realms. Dialga, Azelf and Zygarde joined forces to stop the evil power
of Hexorus. With their unique abilities and gem powers, they fought to
save their worlds. The fate of the cosmos was upon the guardians and
the gems’ powers. Would they be able to stop evil or would darkness
prevail?

Ayaan Amjad | Class: VIII Blue | Khayaban-e-Sir Syed Campus, Rawalpindi.



v  WHISPERS OF HunZa
A JOURNEY TO REMEMBLR -

”'Jffj" A i fl{i‘:"if-’ ’TK '1 JII. h '

I had a wonderful opportunity to travel from Abbottabad
to Hunza with my family. We began our journey on
Saturday at 3:00 p.m. Hunza’s breathtaking beauty left us
spellbound. We explored famous landmarks like the Baltit
Fort, Attabad Lake, and Eagle’s Nest. The local cuisine -
especially apricots, chapatti and kebabs - was delightful.
The people were warm and welcoming, and we enjoyed
learning about their customs and traditions. After spending
a few memorable days there, we returned home. It was
truly an unforgettable experience.

SR

Mudasir Ahmed Jadoon | Class: V | Abbottabad Campus-II u_\.
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The Thieves Dilemma

Once upon a time, two thieves named Ayaan and Sudais broke into a
grand mansion. Inside, they discovered a treasure full of diamonds and
cash. As they sat down to divide the loot, Ayaan noticed something
strange-Sudais didn’t seem very interested in taking his share.

English Poetry

Twist

Curious and a little
suspicious, Ayaan
confronted Sudais. That’s
when Sudais revealed a
surprising truth: the
mansion belonged to their
long-lost childhood friend,
who had now become a
wealthy philanthropist.
Sudais, feeling guilty, proposed they return the loot and ask for
forgiveness instead.

Dreams of tomorrow, bright and bold
A Future waiting, yet to be told

Decision

Moved by Sudais’ words, Ayaan agreed. They returned the stolen goods
and went to meet their old friend. He forgave them warmly-but Ayaan
couldn’t help but notice something odd. It felt like their friend and
another person were holding back laughter.

When Ayaan asked what was going on, the friend finally confessed:

He and his partner were also former thieves. The wealth they had now...
was stolen from a rich man. However, after dividing the loot between
themselves, they had also decided to give up stealing and start an
honest business.

In the end, all of them laughed at the strange circle of life and promised
never to return to the path of crime again.

With every step, we pave the way o °
For a brighter dawn, a new day © e

What aspirations, what hopes we hold.
Tomorrow’s dreams, our hearts made gold,

Let’s chase the sun, let’s seize the night
And make our dreams shine with all their might

Abdul Ahad | Class: VIII | Jehangira Campus Ayesha Amir | Class: VIII | Taxila Campus



MY MOM

N —

My mom is nice
I love her eyes
My mom is good
I like her food
My mom is funny
I am her bunny
My mom is fine
As sun can shine
I love my mom

My mom loves me

We are a happy family

Eraj Khan
Class: III | Swat Campus



The femur is
the longest
bone in the

human body.

People come and most will go

Not much will stay to watch you grow

A varliament Fingerprints
You'll face the burden of silent nights Sl vary even
is a collective
between

And battles you lost without a fight noun for owls.

identical twins.
But in that grim you’ll find a spark .

An unwavering flame that won’t go dark
although your voice can sometimes shake .
It still has power to make mountains break

You'll fail then learn to rise again Rafflesia
Arnoldii is
considered one

To walk through fire and heavy rain

1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
\

Each scar a badge, each tear a thread of the oldest
In stories you had only read flowers in the
world.

Ozgul | Class: VII | Khayaban Campus



John McCarthy
is regarded as
the "Father of

Artificial
Intelligence".

The world's
largest
rainforest is
the Amazon

Forest, located T —

in South
America.

Jonathan is
thought to be the
oldest living
tortoise in the
world.

Earth spins on
its axis at
approximately
1,000 miles
per hour.

Fatima Mughal | Class: V-Blue | Abbottabad Campus

Think Abovt I1!

I am tall when
I am young
and I am short
when I am old.
What am I?

There is a one-story house in which
everything is yellow.
Yellow walls, yellow doors, yellow furniture.
What colours are the stairs?

: o STy 8
You ARE MY
2’ MY BROTHER/

You are my )
brother, but I
What gets wet
hile drvine? am not your
while drying?
ying brother.
Who am I?
Riddle’s Answer: Treadmill, Candle, There are no stairs, Towel, Sister Affan Asif | Class: IV-Red | Abbottabad Campus 1



Seven Amazing Facts About The
Egyptian Pyramids

1. Pyramids Are Aligned

The Great Pyramid of Giza is perfectly aligned with north, south, east,
and west. Its accuracy is so much that modern technology struggles to
imitate it.

2. Tallest Man-made Structure For Over 3,800 Years

Standing at 146.6 meters, built approximately 2560 BC, the Great
Pyramid of Khufu stayed the tallest human-made structure in the world
till a Cathedral in England was constructed in 1311 AD.

3. Pyramids Built Without Modern Tools

As there was no heavy machinery like cranes, or any big wheels, the
Egyptians moved hundreds and hundreds of limestone and other blocks,
weighing 2 to 70 Tons, with smart systems of slopes, sleds, and
manpower. This is one truly amazing fact and kind of a mystery of
engineering.

4. Earthquake-resistant

The unique design of these pyramids like interlocking stones makes
them incredibly steady and resistant to earthquakes and that is one
factor, these have remained intact for thousands of years while many
other modern buildings have been grounded and smashed.

5. A Hidden Void

Scientists discovered (2017) a big hidden void above the Grand Gallery
in the Great Pyramid using cosmic-ray-based scanning. It’s still
unknown why it was built and so it is sparking new theories.

6. Larger Complex

It is amazing to know that pyramids are part of grand complex that
included temples, walkways and workers’ villages. It shows that pyramid
construction was a national project and all planners, engineers, artisans,
and thousands of skilled laborers remain in one bound area.

7. Originally White
The pyramids were constructed by white limestone, making them shine
under the sun.

Hoor Majid | Class: VII-Red | Margalla D-17 Campus, Islamabad
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Laugh it out!

Teacher: If you had 5 dollars and you
asked your mother for another 5, how many |
dollars would you have.

Sani: 5 dollars Sir ! ’ oS s ne b aeIPIe
Teacher: You don't know your arithmetic. o ® e
L Pl o J06ll
Sani: But Sir you don't know my mother. ° e bu‘/‘arlﬂ 56/" b
’ ;)J@Lu&é ‘aﬁ/}"“g (f/?
e P18 2
Santa: Oye! What are you doing? ‘j MCT AN Hﬁ_ )
Banta: Recording this baby's voice o - .
Santa: Why ? d’@ut e V/;/‘L‘”{C"uj

Banta: When he grows up I shall

ask him what he meant by this. TS Usb S °

RPN . °

s Sl

L3 H8 S

Teacher: Which one is closer to the Sun

or Africa

Johnny: Sun

Teacher: Why?

Johnny: Because we can see the sun all
the time but can't see Africa.

/

Fatima Mahmood

NAME ABDURRAFAY SARTAJ | Class: VI-Lavender | Pabbi II Wapda Town Campus (Nowshera) Class: VII-Red | Margalla Campus, D-17 Islamabad
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Anoosh Chughtai | Class: VIII | Lehtrar Campus, Islamabad



Lk 2i gwfr 4 J,,gwfr,};

B A LTI e B L L cimdp G ESE e L
/J@ugép’;g&@ L& K'%lé u’.‘.'/jgu;’uéu} Kﬂ/:j#ugu:&!-é‘aj/(pg@m{cé
HE

G st & Dl LY
IS MR s AL
e t$ Yo G Sy n eSS S Sm L UL Lo
1 I EL TSV EL Uinnld o ;ffiu’j;}_ﬁ/ﬁ_;f@ftu‘f%wg.iw
féé,ﬁ:‘:ucugé_ux‘?ﬂa?ﬁ”lﬁl.,/d;-ﬁuj/!’ufﬁ,_,ufﬁufutuﬂ,tﬁuffgw/f&
G IS &
LUy Gyl Ol LA Il e APy L st I Veyeo g LK1 ;wwﬁgu;(}"
ubudere SSE A p§PEn v Sre Sl e P et a it 20! 082 Z st S & o S\ S PFTE L B U S
Jigg B2y IR AT YL

Jr

e blnefudrly e &L AL U e T sl a8 e NS = 1

Manal Hadier | Class: VII-Red | Margalla Campus D 17 Islamabad Naseeha Gulab | Class: VII | Pabi Campus, Nowshera
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Draw the
imagination

Ayaan Amir | Class: VI-B Nasia Gulab | Class: VII
Chaklala Campus Pabbi Campus-I

Fehmal | Class: VII Fatima Imran | Class: VI
Swat Campus Peshawar Road Campus

Abdul Mateen | Class: V Abeela | Class: V
Peshawar Road Campus Lillah Campus



Anaya Babar | Class: VIII | Nowshera Campus Sara Asir | Class: VII | Abbottabad Campus I
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Dream Flight

One morning, I woke up and felt something strange. I looked down-and
saw that my feet weren’t touching the floor! I was floating in the air. At
first, I became afraid. I flew around the room, trying to control my
wings, but it was difficult.

Then I had a thought: maybe this was my chance to help others!

When my sister saw me flying, she screamed in fear. I quickly went to
my mom and told her everything.

My mom said, “You should not go outside like this. If people see you,
they might try to kidnap you for money. Some people have greedy
hearts.”

I was shocked. “People are so bad and greedy that they would kidnap a
girl just for money?” I asked.

My mom nodded. “Yes, but not all people are like that. Some have kind
hearts too.”

“I still want to help others,” I said.
“I know, but I worry about you,” she replied.
“Don’t worry about me,” I said bravely. “I am a brave girl!”

Then I went outside. Suddenly, I saw a cat stuck in a tree. She looked at
me and said, “Please help me get down from here”

[ flew up and rescued her.
After that, I helped everyone who needed me. Whoever called for help, I

was there. I felt happy and proud when people gave me their blessings
and good wishes.

Ahtisham Ul haq | Class: VI | Phalia Campus



Ali saw a bird with an injured wing on a rainy day.

He picked it up delicately and took it home.

Ali prepared a soft bed and gave the bird food everyday.
Soon, the bird recovered and flew joyfully into the air.
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Justice is Our Duly

Justice is our duty, but peace is our goal

The Israel-Palestine conflict is complicated, but here's what we students
should know:

After World War I, Britain controlled Palestine. In 1948, Israel was
created, displacing many
Palestinians (Al-Nakba).
Today, Israel controls
most land, while
Palestinians live under
occupation in Gaza and
the West Bank.

Israel's population is 75%
Jewish and 21% Arab.
Palestinians are mostly
Muslim Arabs with a Christian minority. Many Muslim countries don't
help enough, fearing problems with Israel's powerful ally, the U.S.

As students, we can:

1) Learn the real history (not just social media posts)
2) Support through verified charities

3) Avoid hate - innocent people suffer on both sides
4) Pray for justice and peace

The situation isn't just "ancient religious fights" - it's about modern
human rights. We must stay informed and speak up wisely. Even as
students, our voices matter for justice.

We can't stay silent. Justice is our duty, but peace is the goal.

Noor Ul Harram | Class: VIII | Jehangira Campus

The Candle That Showed The Past

The day I was born was the happiest day for my family and every year, I
celebrate it with joy. On my 13th birthday, as I got ready to cut the cake, I
noticed one of the thirteen candles shining brighter than the rest. Even
after I blew out the candles, that one stayed lit.

Suddenly, I heard a voice, “I am a magical candle. I can show you your
past.” Excited, I held the candle and said, “Take me to my past!” Instantly,
I was transported to my 10th birthday. I saw my family, cousins, laughter,
food, and gifts. It felt wonderful!

But soon, the candle disappeared. I shouted for help. Two hours later, a
monster appeared and told me I could never return. I cried out, “Oh
Allah, help me!” The candle reappeared, surrounded by glowing lights,
and brought me back.

I hugged my parents and shared the tale, an unforgettable magical
journey.

Zainab Mujtaba | Class: VII | Amna Campus, Gojra.



English Poetry

The Heart that gives , Receives in time
When hearts fall, I lift them high

When souls are lost, my words become their sky
At night I lie beneath the stars,

When spirits wither, my attention's gentle rain
Dreaming of worlds beyond Mars

I offer roses, though the thorns remain
A window opens in my mind,

Where magic, hope, and peace I find. Unknowing, the angel records my deeds

A debt of love, on hearts that proceed

The moonlight whispers soft and clear, But then, new faces appear, and repay

Your dreamsiare stron ZgRERE EEEE The kindness I once showed, in a loving way

With every word and thought I write,

My soul takes wing and learns to ly. For love, like seasons, circles through the earth

Returning to its source, a mirrored birth

S0 let me dream, and let me try, The heart that gives, receives in time

To touch the clouds and paint the sky A cycle of love, forever aligned

Zainab Hamid | Class: VII | Fatmeed Campus Meerab Masood | Class: VIII | Pindi Bhattian, Campus.
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Dur e Batool | Class: IV | Wali Campus Aryan Ansar | Class: IV | Phalia Campus-II
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Qurat-ul-Ain | Class: VI | Phalia Campus.
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Laveeza Fatima | Class: VIII | Pindi Bhattian Campus.
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Saad Rizwan | Class: VI | Phalia Campus.
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Esha Fatima | Class: V | Phalia Campus-II

Draw the
imagination

Hareem Waqas | Class: IV | Phalia Campus-I1

Jannat Noor | Class: IV | Wali Campus



Hareem | Class: VIII Anaya Jaffery | Class: VIII
Pindi Bhattian Al Hadi Campus

Muwz Wagar
Claw - Eight
The Educatons, Pits:

Dua e Zainab | Class: VIII | Al Rehman Campus
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Annaya Faiz | Class: VII Marva Wagqar | Class: VIII R
Pattoki Campus Pattoki Campus Nehal Asif | Class: VIII | Amna Campus
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 » - English Short Stories

Standing Up To The Bully

Daniel was the biggest and
meanest boy in class. He pushed
others, snatched lunches, and
forced classmates to do his
homework. Everyone feared him,
and school felt like a nightmare.

One afternoon, the students
gathered secretly. “No more,” said
one. “If he bullies anyone again,
we all stand together.”

“I won’t do his homework
anymore, another added. “If he
threatens me, we'll report him as
a group.”

They all nodded. From that
moment, no one would face
Daniel alone.

The next day, Daniel shoved a boy
and reached for his lunch. But
before he could grab it, the others
surrounded him. “Stop!” they said
firmly. Daniel was shocked. He
tried to fight, but their unity made
him powerless.

That day, Daniel learned a lesson
true strength lies not in fear, but
in friendship.

He never bullied again.

Unity is strength. Alone, we may
fall but together, we rise.

S. M. Ayan Jawed | Class: VI | Shadman Campus, Karachi.

My First Family Trip

I was super excited our first family trip out of town! After some
planning, we decided to explore the northern areas of Pakistan. For the
first time, we chose to travel by train. It was a 24-hour journey, and the
trip lasted 12 days.

We stayed in Islamabad for two days and then visited Hunza Valley it
was so breathtaking, I didn’t want to leave. In Shogran, we stayed in a
cozy cottage surrounded by beautiful scenery. The weather was cold
and refreshing.

One unforgettable moment was at Babusar Top. It was freezing, and
suddenly, the car broke down for 18 hours! Still, we safely reached our
final destination.

Rouhaan | Class: VII | NIPA Campus, Karachi.



An Immature Girl

Ayesha was an immature girl. She had been stealing money from her
mother for a week to buy food. When she was caught, Ayesha explained

that she had given the stolen money to a sick boy, thinking it was a good
deed.

- — = — = — — R

Always be honest
with your parents,

Her mother corrected her, saying, “Stealing is wrong, even if the
intention is good.” Ayesha apologized, promised to return the money,
and sought forgiveness from Allah. Her mother forgave her, and Ayesha
vowed never to repeat her mistake.

Moral: Always be honest with your parents; they will guide you when
you are wrong.

Hamna Kashif | Class: V | Gulshan-e-Igbal Campus-I, Karachi.

The Magical Pencil That Grants Wishes

I bought a strange pencil from a
street vendor who whispered, “It
grants wishes.”

“I wish for a puppy, I said.
Instantly, a funny golden retriever
appeared!

I tested it more and every wish
came true.
But things got out of control.

For fun, I drew a dragon, and it roared to life, terrifying the neighbors.
Panicked, I quickly scribbled, “Make everything normal.” Instantly,
everything vanished.

One evening, I met a lonely boy in the park, crying because he had lost
his sketchbook.

I gave him a few drawings I'd made a tree house, a rainbow, and a
smiling sun. His face lit up with joy, and I realized that magic can be
found in the simplest acts of kindness. Since then, I have used the
pencil to draw cards and kind things for others.

The magical pencil became my secret tool-not to change the world

instantly, but to inspire it with gentleness and honesty.
That’s the best kind of magic!

Areeba Tanveer | Class: VI | Metroville Campus, Karachi.



THE GREEDY LION

I A

Once, a lion in the forest felt hungry. He spotted a rabbit

but thought to himself, "Such a small rabbit can't satisty my '

hunger." So, he let it go. Just then, a beautiful deer passed :
by, and the lion decided to hunt it down. He ran after the 7

deer but he was weak from hunger and could not keep up

with the deer's speed. He let go of the deer and went back

to look for the rabbit to fill his hunger but the rabbit was

gone.

Moral: Being greedy can cause you to forfeit what you
already possess.




A Visil To Pakistan ARir Force Museum
Karachi

After Operation Bunyan-um-Marsoos, I planned to visit the PAF
Museum Karachi last week.

I saw large airplanes
and fighter jets
displayed everywhere.

[ watched a
documentary there
and also saw heavy
machines used by the
armed forces.

You are the artist of your design,
The one who shapes the dreams you call mine.
Have faith in your steps, you'll surely see,
Your passion can light the path to be free.

It was an e b e
unforgettable Don’t let the shadows of dou .t raw near, .
experience; all T could You carry a fire that outshines fear.
’ Mistakes will come that’s part of the ride, o ®

do was thank B : : .

: ut strength is found when you stay on your side. L
Almighty Allah and .
the Pakistan Armed

There’s no ceiling to what you can do,
The road ahead shines bright for you.
So, chase those dreams - give them your all,
You’re made to rise, you're built to stand tall.

Forces for the strong
defence of Pakistan.

[ aspire to become a
fighter pilot in the
future.

And when you make your mark someday,
Your spark will linger, lighting the way.

N
RNEVA

Zainab Haseeb Shah | Class: III | Hala Campus. Aliza Arshad | Class: VIII Sunflower | Shadman Campus, Karachi.




Faces passing, one by one,
Stories whispered, never done.
Some walk swiftly, some move slow,
each with truths we’ll never know.
Some are quiet, some are loud,

All are hidden in the crowd.
Eyes that speak what lips won'’t share,
holding burdens, soft or rare.
Hearts that ache or hearts that soar,
Longing always to be more.

If we pause and look around,
Hear the silence, feel the sound.

Some eyes show sorrow,
some eyes gleam,
Some gaze blankly, lost in dream.

But every face, both young and old,
Holds a plea that's soft yet bold
A wish to be seen, a hand to hold.

Eshal Kafeel | Class: VIII | Paposh Campus, Karachi.




Amazing Faets From Think About I1!
Around The World

I can be
broken, but
never held.

The weight of a cloud is around one
million tons. Generally speaking, a cloud
has a volume of around 1 km® and a

density of about 1.003 kg/m?, which is What am I?
about 0.4% less than the surrounding air.
(B)
c Y ; @ A

N 7N, T

I have a face / %\
What has keys and two hands \ _. ’
but can't open but no arms g - P
locks? or legs. '® V A

-

(©) D)

Mount Everest is not the highest mountain
on the planet. The twin volcanoes Mauna
Kea and Mauna Loa in Hawaii surpass
Everest in height because 4.2 kilometers of
their elevation is underwater. These

What starts with an E,
ends with an E,
but only contains one

volcanoes reach an impressive total height letter?
of 10.2 kilometers, while Everest stands at
only 8.8 kilometers. (E)
Riddle’s Answer: (A) Coin, (B) Promise,
Abu Bakar | Class: VI | Al-Hilal Society, Karachi. (C) Piano, (D) Clock, (E) Envelope. Bareera Ashar | Class: IV | New Karachi Campus, Karachi.



Think Abovt I1!

[ am full of
holes but still

hold water,
What am I?

(B)

What has legs I am bird, I am
but cannot a fruitand I am
walk? a person,
What am I?
©) (D)
I have a bed but .
I never sleep, e ’
Ihavea mouthbut = o0 =
I never speak. o
What am I? P~
el
w

(E)

Riddle’s Answer: (A) Orange, (B) Sponge,
(C) Table/Chair, (D) Kiwi, (E) River.

IrhaImran | Class: V | Hala Campus

Riddle’s Answer: (A) Footsteps, (B) Echo,

(C) Keyboard, (D) Hole, (E) Candle.

Think Abovt I1!

4 I speak without a
¥ mouth and hear
. without ears.

I have no body,
but I come
alive with wind.
What am I?

(B)

I have keys but
no locks. I have
space but no
room.

You can enter
but can’t go out.
What am I?

The more you
take away
from me, the
bigger I become.
What am I?

(©) (D)

I’'m tall when
I'm young,
and I'm short
when I'm old.
What am I?

(E)

Anamta Jahanzaib | Class: VIII | Professionals’ Campus, Karachi.
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Asmah Yousuf | Class: VIII-B | Professionals Campus, Karachi. Sajal faheem | Class: III | Gulshan Campus-III, Karachi.
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Marjum Zeeshan | Class: IV-G | Nazimabad Campus, Karachi. Zamia Hunain | Class: IV-C | Gulshan e Maymar Campus-I, Karachi.
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Anabia Fatima | Class: VI | Gulshan e Maymar Campus-1, Karachi.
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Nabiha Javed | Class: VIII | Rafa e Aam Royal Campus, Karachi
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Mahnoor Sherwani | Class: IV-C | Gulshan e Maymar Campus-I, Karachi.
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Draw the
gination

Abdul Basit | Class: VIII-T Izma Raza | Class: VIII
Gulshan-e-Igbal-III, Karachi E.B-Area-1-Campus

Hasan Raza Siddiqui | Class: VI Kiran Fatima | Class: VII
North Nazimabad Campus II, Karachi Pak Kausar Town

Abeera-Amjad | Class: VI | Gulshan-e-Maymar Campus II, Karachi
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 » - English Short Stories

A Haunted Library

In a small town there was a very old school with a large library. Students
said the library was haunted by a ghost named Miss Green. She
disappeared many years ago and strange things started happening in the
library. One evening, a student named Emily stayed late to study for an
important test, she was alone in the library, surrounded by big book
shelves. The clock struck 12, and the school became very quiet.

As Emily read her books she heard a soft thud. She looked up but saw
nothing. She went back to reading, but then she heard it again - thud -
thud, thud. It sounded like foot steps Emily’s heart began to beat loudly.
She stood up and slowly walked through the shelves. Her eyes scanning
the dark corners. She saw a book falling from a shelf Nervously, she
picked it up and put it back, but then more books started falling one by
one, as if someone was throwing them. Suddenly she felt a cold breeze.

The lights flickered, and Emily saw a shadow move across a wall.
She followed the shadow which went at the back of the library, where
there was a dusty reading room. She saw a figure sitting at a table.

The figure was wearing an old fashioned dress just like Miss Green used
to wear. Emily froze with fear. The figure slowly turned its head, revealing
a pale, ghostly face with empty eyes. Emily wanted to scream but no
sound came out. The ghost of Miss Green pointed to an old book on the
table. Emily stepped closer and saw that the book was a diary.

She opened it and saw the last entry written on the day. Miss Green
disappeared. It said “ I am trapped, please help me find peace “ the ghost
whispered  help me “ Emily, trembling promised to help. She took the
diary and ran out of the library.

The next day she showed the diary to her teacher and they decided to
hold a special ceremony to honour Miss Green. The strange events in the
library stopped. Students no longer felt scared there but sometimes late at
night, when the library was very quiet you could still hear the soft thud of
books falling, as if Miss Green was gently putting them back in their
place. One thing nobody noticed now was, that Emily was missing.

Ammara Ali | Class: VII | Premier II COC, Multan.



The Day I Stood Up For Myself

My name is Riya

In school, I was always the quiet girl. I sat in the back. I listened. I never
spoke unless someone asked me something.

Many people thought I was shy. Maybe they were right.

In my class, there was a girl named Aisha. She was loud, popular, and
always making jokes.

But her jokes weren’t always funny.

Sometimes, they hurt people.

She would hide books, throw lunchboxes, and laugh when others got

angry or upset. I saw it. I felt bad.

But I never did anything.

One day, Aisha took my best friend Monam’s water bottle and threw it
across the room.

The water spilled everywhere.

Everyone laughed.

Monam looked hurt. She didn’t say anything. Neither did I.
That night, I kept thinking, "Why do I let her do this? Why does no one
stop her?"

[ felt small. I felt weak.

The next day at school, I told myself:

“If Aisha does this again, I will say something.

I will try. I can’t be scared forever.”

And guess what? It happened again.

Aisha pulled Monam’s chair just as she was about to sit.
Monam almost fell.

The class burst out laughing.

My heart beat fast.

My hands shook.

But I stood up.

“Stop it, Aisha!” I shouted. Everyone went quiet.

“You think it’s funny, but it’s not.

You're hurting people. You need to stop.”

Aisha stared at me, surprised.

At first, she smiled like she didn’t care.

But then, something changed.

Other students started speaking up too.

“Yeah, stop it,” said one girl.

“It’s not funny, said another.

Aisha sat down. She didn’t say a word.

For the rest of the day, she was quiet.

[ felt proud.

I was scared-yes-but I did it.

I stood up for my friend, and for myself.

That was the day I learned:

Even quiet people can be brave.

Dua Kashif | Class: VII | Kids Campus.



The Lost Ship

This is the story of a lost ship that was traveling from the United States
to Antarctica. It's a very interesting tale full of surprises, and I hope you
enjoy reading it.

Now, let’s begin.

“Wake up, Ayyan! It’s time for college!”
“What? Oh no! I don’t want to be late!”
Fifteen minutes later...

“Finally, I'm ready, Rohan.”

“Okay, then let’s go!”

Run! Run!

“What is that... a dog?”

“It’s chasing us! Quick-run to that tree!”
“Oh no! Only ten minutes left!”
“Listen, Rohan-I have a smart idea.”
“What is it, Ayyan?”

“Run!”

“Wait for me!”

“Hurry-only three minutes left!”

They reached just in time.

“Good morning, sir, they both said, panting.
“Let’s start the attendance. Ali?”

“Present, sir.”

“Rohan?”

“I'm also present, sir.”

“Ayyan?”

“Present, sir. And... sir, may we both come in?”
“Okay, fine.

You’re not absent, so you may come in.”

“Thank you, sir,” they said in unison

After one hour...

Clang! Clang! Clang!

“Finally, it’s time to go home,” said Rohan

On their way back, Rohan pointed out, “Look, a river!”
“Wow, let’s go fishing!”

Ayvyan replied.

They grabbed their fishing rods and raced to the riverbank.
“Let’s see who can catch the most fish,” said Rohan.
“Okay;, let’s start in 3... 2... 1... GO!”

Suddenly

Splash!

“Something hit my hook!”

“Rohan! Look! There’s something in the water!”
“Yes, Ayyan, you're right.

Let’s pull it out!”

They pulled up a heavy, old chest.



“Let’s open it,” said Rohan.

Inside was an ancient map.

“Let’s follow it.

Maybe there’s a treasure!” said Ayyan.

After one hour and forty-nine minutes of following the map, they

arrived at a ship.

“There’s an X mark here,” Ayyan said.

“Maybe the treasure is on this ship!”

They climbed aboard and looked around.
“There’s nothing here,” said Rohan.

Suddenly, the ship started moving!

“What?! The ship is moving!”

“Oh no-we're too far from land now!

What should we do?”

“It’s getting late. Let’s sleep for now;” said Rohan.

“I found a king-sized bed at the bottom of the ship,” said Ayyan.

“Let’s sleep there.”

“Okay, guide me.

Good night, Ayyan.”

“Same to you, Rohan.”

Eight hours later...

“Rohan, wake up! It’s morning!”

“Oh yes-you're right! And look-the ship has stopped.”
They looked outside.

“Our ship has landed on an island!”

They stepped out and began to explore.

The island was huge and full of mystery.

While walking under a giant oak tree, Ayyan heard something.
“Rohan, I hear noises above us.

Near the top of the tree.”

“Then let’s climb and see!”

They climbed up-and to their amazement, they found an entire village
in the treetops!

“Hello! Who are you?” someone called.

“What?! There are humans on this island!” Rohan whispered.

“You didn’t answer my question,” the man continued.

“And yes, we are humans. But not just any humans—we are pirates!”
“Wow! Can we join you guys?” Ayyan asked.

“Yeah, sure-you can!”

And from that day forward, Ayyan and Rohan became part of the
world’s most legendary pirate crew.

The ship they had found was the lost ship of Captain Blackbeard, and
he had chosen them to explore the world.

They were no longer just two college boys.

They were explorers. Adventurers.

Pirates of the lost ship.

And they lived happily ever after, sailing the seas in search of new
adventures.

M. Ayyan Ashraf | Class: VII-Rose |
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English Poetlry

[ heard a bang last night so loud,

It scared me under blanket’s cloud.
“Baba,” I asked, “is there a fight?”
He said, “Don’t worry, we're all right.”
Our soldiers guard us every day,
They keep all dangers far away.
Dear Allah, keep our country strong,

With peace and love our whole life long.

Muhammad Murtajiz | Class: I[II | Noormahal Campus, Bahawalpur.

A love shining so bright,
An echo of support in the dark of night,
A hand that holds me tight
Who was there when I cried?
Who stood by when I feared inside?
Who held me close when I was small,
And smiled so warmly through it all
Passing a hopeful light
To a lonely child, lost in the night.
Is there anyone else, other than my Mom?
Is there any love so pure and calm?
Is there a spark more kind than Mom?
Is there a hope that shines so strong?
Is there a hand to wipe my tears,
Through all the days and all the years?
Is there a lap that brings more peace
A place where all my worries cease?
No
There’s no love like a mother’s love.
Forever bright. Forever enough.

Hiba Mubashir | Class: VIII | Kids Campus, Sahiwal




TODAY’S PAKISTAN

e e—

The time has come
Let us refresh our ideas.
Let us water the dry plants of love.

Let us patch up old quarrels.

Let us not repeat the mistakes of the past.

A new morning is waiting for us.
Let us forget the sorrows of the darkness

And begin everything anew...

PAKISTAN ZINDABAD!

Wareesha Fatima

Class: VII-Rainbow | Kids Campus, Sahiwal.



- Lavgh It Ovut!

ABOUT IT!

Do you know??
. . . O there is a thing, that is always
1. On Uranus, it rains real diamonds! in front of us but we canmot

it!
2. The Moon is shaped like a lemon! (F?tiiz)
3. The center of our galaxy smells Like raspberries!
4. Unlike our Sun the most stars have a twin!

5. Metal in space sticks together - Forever!

6. There’s a planet with rings 600 times bigger than Saturn’s!

THINK AN
AROUT IT! fr/

There is some one in you, who
fights only for you!

Do you know who is it?

(White Blood Cells)

7. Moon dust is sharp, sticky, and super annoying!

Ahmad Shahvaiz | Class: V | Noor Mahal Campus
Kainat Amir | Class: VIII-Candle | Kids Campus Sahiwal.



What did the
wall say to
another wall?
Ans: I’ll meet
you at the
corner.

What do snake
like to study in
school?
Ans:
Hisssss-tory.

Why did the
math look sad?

has many
problems.

Why did the
girl wear glasses
during math
class?
Ans:Because it
improves
di-vision.

Why don’t we
see giraffes in
elementary
school?
Ans:Because

they are in
high school.

What did you What did
say a bear number 0 say
without teeth? to number 87
Ans: A gummy Ans:Nice belt!
bear.

Why can’t
pirates learn
the alphabet?
Ans:Because
they keep
getting lost
in the ‘C’.

Hassan Ijaz | Class: V | Farid Town Campus (Boys)
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Kashaf Khzar | Class: VI | Machiwal Campus
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Meerab Nadeem | Class: VIII | Premier Campus-II, Multan

{.Ub'égi"

s S s ST 2 SE Ul & 2 ke 7 e TS et B b,
oo bipfe e $e st ULV E i TS &l £ L olos
el tnl B ks rﬂtg?ug“&f;/ brberloZc LB e NIt neE e
e SAE P eSS NE P AN Uoste s kUt Fr el Sade§)
B e Il Bl e £ T8 £ TGSl dn 2 Gt Bl
3 qufémfg '&?w;!Lnul/Z/’/u“ggJé&qu.“&lz al’f(dzg,:'gu%u;ft‘f
CoiTecolo Soul Ui itz Lz e b1 2l U b pnLifort L
W SuUAT L

Maham Mohsin | Class: V | Farid Town Campus, Sahiwal
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Sofia Khawar | Class: VII - Rainbow | Kids Campus, Sahiwal

‘4&( g Gz-u{iﬂ‘c«f«y
S Y-t L brsdin L s AL G\ P Gudse S L
S e $ b L L e ST S e e P e KU L G
GG 03 £ 37 c i S Ui oo d S e T G A0
st sl IS 6P T S P o L il e oo S PULIG AL
e A AL o F RSP S 2 2y LTAL s ezl 52

—e (ot /é{}m@fww

L s L oSS UL S Gl b 6 s Sl (Y
Uy s (I L e 8805 T st U 2SI st 3y OS5
AL LG FEL T n et e U ForGer it in s SEAL 53 A 5
B3 AL S AN et a1 G ST B2 e JE Ut 21§ (it 51U

_‘amﬂJ“ALQy(u:uu:»u”fu{,ugut{cdiwfuﬁ_‘az;b{;éguf‘&,iz,/

Muhammad Diyan | Class: VIII | Farid Town Campus (Boys), Sahiwal
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Rida Zainab | Class: VIII | Premier Campus-11, Multan
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Hamna Noor | Class: VI | Farid Town Campus, Sahiwal
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Anum Amjad | Class: VIII-Candle Zainab Waseem | Class: VIII-Candle
Kids Campus Sahiwal Kids Campus Sahiwal




Hiba Salman | Class: VIII | Kids Campus Sahiwal Meerum Ali | Class: IV | Noor Mahal Campus-Bahawalpur

Meeram Ali | Class: IV | Noor Mahal Campus-Bahawalpur
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TAANA BAANA - Urdu Story Competition - Winners

Speech & Debate Regional Level

Hijoun kae Jugnu Hijoun kae Jugnu

STEAM Project - Burewala Campus
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'AANA BAANA - Urdu Story Competition TAANA BAANA - Urdu Story Competition

STEAM Project - Farid Town Campus STEAM Project - Police Public School, DG khan
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MESSAGE rrom
SENIOR MANAGER

Dear Inkspirers,

Bringing Inkspire’s first edition to life was truly a team
effort. My heartfelt thanks go to our Group Director
and Chief Editor for their encouragement, which
guided this project from concept to publication.

Special appreciation is extended to the TE's English,
Urdu, Regional and Marketing teams, whose
dedication shaped every page. To our student
contributors across The Educators network, thank
you for your words, art and imagination. Although we
could not include every submission, each one
demonstrated courage and creativity, helping to
make this edition possible.

This magazine celebrates your voices and the power
of expression that unites us all. May future editions
continue to inspire curiosity, confidence, and
creative risk-taking.

We look forward to receiving your entries for the next
edition of Inkspire. Keep creating, keep sharing and
let your ideas continue to inspire others.

With gratitude and encouragement,
Humaimam

Managing Editor
& Concept Lead, Inkspire
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