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MESSAGE FROM
GROUP DIRECTOR

Qur Very Own Students,

Education is dabout so much more than acquiring
knowledge; it's about learning to think independently,
express yourselves with confidence ond make
meaningful contributions to the world around you. It is
with this belief that Inkspire continues to offer a vibrant
platform where your voices are heard, shared and
celebrated across The Educators’ network. We are truly
amazed by the overwhelming response to the 2nd
edition of Inkspire. The surge in creativity and
participation has been inspiring, with more students
than ever stepping forward with enthusiasm to share
their talents. The pages of this edition beautifully reflect
the curiosity, origindlity and creative spirit thriving
throughout our network. Through your stories, artwork
and thoughtful reflections, you have shown that real
learning goes far beyond the classroom.

| extend my heartfelt congratulations to every student
whose work is featured in this edition. | also want to
express my sincere appreciation to your dedicated
teachers and school leaders, whose support and
encouragement have helped create spaces where
your talents can truly shine. May this edition of Inkspire
spark new ideas, inspire meaningful conversations and
strengthen your lifelong passion for learning and
creativity.

"With warm regards and best wishes,”

Ali Raza
Group Director




MESSAGE FROM
GENERAL MANAGER

Dear Students,

It gives me immense pleasure to welcome you to the second
edition of Inkspire. One of the most rewarding parts of my role
is seeing the incredible talent, imagination and confidence of
our students.

Every time Iread a thoughtful story, a heartfelt poem, or admire
a beautiful piece of artwork created by one of you, | am
reminded that the future is in very capable hands. Last year,
we proudly launched the first edition of Inkspire, creating a
platform for your voices to be heard. The enthusiasm with
which you embraced it encouraged us to make this a
continuing tradition. This year's edition is another beautiful
reflection of your creativity, curiosity and unigue perspectives.
Each page celebrates not only your talents but also your
courage to express yourselves and share your ideas with
others.

As you turn these pages, | hope you feel proud of your
contributions and inspired by your fellow students. Never
underestimate the power of your imagination or the impact of
your words. Today's young writers, artists and dreamers are
tomorrow's innovators, leaders and changemakers. | extend my
heartfelt appreciation to our teachers and parents for
Nurturing and encouraging this creativity, and to every student
who contributed to making this edition so special.

Keep dreaming, keep creating and most importantly, keep
believing in yourself. | look forward to reading many more of
your wonderful creations in the years to come.

"With great pride and encouragement,”

Fauzia Adnan
Head of Academics







The Day I Discovered
Gonfidence
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It was a time of struggle. I wasn’t a good student in
class 6. [ was so carefree that I forgot my homework
and always felt scared when teachers asked me
something. Due to this, I stayed silent and sat at the
back trying to fly under the radar. Teachers would
think I am lazy, but one teacher came and changed
the whole script. Her name was Miss Sara.

Miss Sara stepped in our classroom, smiling brightly.
She was our English teacher. On her first day, she
smiled at me and said, "Mistakes show you are
putting up a fight. At least you are trying". I felt so
touched by her words, but still I felt shy. One day,
she asked me to read a page. I got confused, my voice
was shaking and I made many mistakes. Some
students made fun of me and my face turned red. But
Miss Sara stopped them gently and said, “Everyone
learns at their own pace and learns differently at a
different speed. Don't worry, keep trying!”

After class, she called me aside and asked me, "Why
were you hiding?". I confessed my fear of making
mistakes. She smiled and replied that even she made
mistakes when she was a young student. Her words

encouraged me. I realised that every day is a chance to__

learn and to grow.

Curious

Work
Hard}
i

Gradually, I started raising my hand and answering
questions. Miss Sara's appreciation boosted my
confidence. "Great Effort!" She even wrote on my
notebook's space. A simple phrase that lit up my face.
[ then began completing all my home tasks on time
and more attentively.

One fine day, Miss Sara announced an essay writing
competition. | was anxious but Miss Sara urged me to
participate. I jotted down an essay and submitted it
with doubt. A week later, my name was called out. I
had won second place. [ was on cloud nine. I couldn't
believe it.

That day hit me like an accomplishment, A teacher's
impact in a student's life can change its direction. Miss
Sara didn't just teach me English but also taught me
confidence and faith. I will always remember her
because she sparked a poise in me when I even didn't
believe in myself.

Areebah Mahmood | Class: 7 Red ‘ Abdali II, Lahore



The Train wasn't supposed to stop. ..

Amna looked up from her book as the train slowed
down.... Her heart skipped a beat as the train
suddenly stopped. Outside, there wasn't any station.

Just an empty stretch of track and fading evening
light.

Passengers exchanged confused glances.
One passenger broke the deafening silence,

‘Must be a signal issue...right?" He said, though his
tone seemed uncertain... Minutes passed. Then some
more.

Suddenly, the lights flickered and went out.

A few people gasped, others looked around in
confusion. Phones lit up one by one, casting small
circles of light.

‘Relax! It1l be just fine, everyone!" a man said,
adjusting his glasses. Trying to keep his tone calm.
Suddenly, a woman yelled in horror, "M-MY BAG!
IT'S GONE!" Everyone started muttering to each
other. Someone spoke up "What do you mean
gone!?!?" "It was r-right here!"

Within seconds, whispers turned into accusations.
People accused each other of theft. "Check that boy,
he was standing!"

“No! Check that man, he's near the door!"

People began pointing fingers, stepping away from
each other. Suspicion filled the air. Amna stood up.
Her pulse racing. Something felt off... "Wait!" she said,
‘Everyone stop." No one listened. The tension in the
air only grew. Everyone was panicking. Then, just as
suddenly, the lights came back on. Everything looked
normal. Well, except for the tension.

The woman whose bag was missing looked around
and then froze. "M-my bag.." she started slowly,
pointing at it. "It's right here..." Everyone turned.
The bag had slipped under her seat.

Silence fell.

Embarrassed murmurs replaced the accusations. I....
must've missed it..."People stepped back, avoiding eye
contact with each other. The fear that had filled the
carriage moments ago now felt unnecessary... even
foolish. Amna took a deep breath and spoke, this time
more calmly.

‘See what just happened?” she said thoughtfully
‘Nothing was actually wrong, but we all panicked.
People avoided eye contact with each other. They were
all embarrassed.

‘We didn't stop to think, we just blamed each other.
Amna continued, "If something real had happened,
panic would've made it worse."

An older woman spoke up, "You are right, dear; we lost
control too quickly..."

Amna replied, smiling. "That's why awareness matters.
Staying calm helps us see clearly." The train started
moving normally again.

This time, the carriage was quiet, but not as tense.
Just.... Thoughtful.

And as the city lights appeared in the distance, Amna
looked around and realised that sometimes, the biggest
problems aren't the situations we face... But how we
react to them.

Eshaal Waheed | Class: 9 Green | The Educators Saddar Campus

Sometimes,
the biggest problems

aren’t the situations we face...
But how we react to them.




A Little Boy's
Gourage

Ali was an eight-year-old boy who lived in a small
village with his parents. He had a heart problem, so
he could not run and play like other children. When
the children in his street played cricket, Ali used to
sit near the window and watch them. He smiled, but
sometimes he felt sad inside.

Ali was very brave. His mother always said to him,
“You are not weak; you are special." These words
gave him strength. Instead of feeling upset, Ali
decided to do something he could enjoy. He started
drawing and writing short stories. He made very
beautiful pictures. In his drawings, he imagined a
world where he could run, play, and be happy. One
day, his school arranged a competition. Ali showed
his drawing called “My Heart, My Courage!” In his
picture, there was a weak heart, but it was shining
with light and strength.

When the results were announced, Ali won first
prize. Everyone was surprised, but Ali felt proud and
happy. That day, he understood that his illness did
not make him weak; instead, it helped him discover
his talent and turn it into his strength.

Moral:
Courage and talent can overcome every
challenge.

Hadi | Class: VIII | Fatima Campus Alamgarh

My Trip to Magical
Hunza

Last summer, I visited the breathtaking Hunza Valley
in Gilgit Baltistan, travelling on the scenic Karakoram
Highway. | was amazed by the towering snow-capped
mountains.

Our first stop was the 900-year old Altit Fort, which
overlooks the rushing Hunza River.

The next day we visited the amazing bright blue
Attabad Lake formed by a landslide. We took a fun
boat ride across its calm waters. Later, we explored the
narrow colourful streets of Karimabad Bazaar, buying
local handicrafts and eating fresh apricots and apples.

Finally, we went to the Hussaini Suspension Bridge, a
thrilling hanging bridge and saw the jagged Passu
Cones which were tall and pointed towards the sky.

Hunza is truly a hidden gem, combining history,

culture and incredible scenery. I cannot wait to go
back to this peaceful paradise.

Fatima Fayyaz | Class: 5-Red | Travelogue | Abdali II Campus



The Honest Boy

Ali was a student of class V. He was honest and polite
and always helped others. His teacher often said that
honesty is the best habit in life.

One morning, Ali was going to school early. On the
way he saw a wallet lying near the school gate. He
picked it up carefully. Inside it there was some
money and an ID card. It belonged to an old fruit
seller who sat outside the school.

Ali did not think of keeping it. He said to himself
that the owner must be worried.

He went to the old man and asked him whether he
had lost a wallet. The old man checked it quickly and
became very happy. He said, "Yes, it is mine. Thank
you so much, my child."

The old man told Ali that the money was for his
medicines. He prayed for him and blessed him with
a good life.

Ali felt very happy after returning it. When he
reached school, his teacher praised him in front of
the class. All the students clapped for him.

From that day Ali became an example of honesty for
everyone in his school.

Fajar Moazzam | Class V Blue | College Road Campus Lahore

A Girl's Dream

There was a girl named Ayesha. She always dreamed of
going to outer space, especially to Mars. Years later,
she worked very hard and finally became an astronaut.
She was so happy that tears of joy rolled down from
her eyes.

After a few hours, she was ready to begin her journey
to Mars. Before that, she said goodbye to all her family
and friends. Then she sat inside her rocket, fastened
her seatbelt and prepared to take off.

On the count of 3, she got launched. The rocket
blasted into the air. She couldn't believe that she was
in space. Soon, she was far above the clouds, looking
down at the Earth. It looked so small and beautiful
from space. After many hours, she finally reached the
planet Mars. She landed safely on the red planet. She
was so happy. She walked carefully, leaving footprints
on Mars. As she stood there looking at the beautiful
horizon of Mars, she felt proud and happy because it
was the moment she always dreamed of. Suddenly, she
heard her mother's voice. Her mother was saying,
‘Ayesha, wake up, wake up!" Then she finally opened
her eyes. She was shocked that it was all a dream.

She sat on her bed, smiled and said, "One day, I will
make my dream true."

Hiba Imran | Class: 8th Blue | Sahar VII Campus




Unfamiliar Friends

One Sunday evening, I invited my friends to have a
party at my house in the evening. We were enjoying
it so much that we didn't realise it was already

9 pm.

Suddenly, the weather got stormy and my mom
asked my friends to stay until the storm subsided.

Their parents agreed too.

At around 10 p.m, we were in my room when we
heard some weird sounds coming from the window.

We rushed outside and we were shocked to see a
spaceship landing near us.

We became even more frightened to see the aliens
stepping out and approaching us. We ran back and
locked the door. The aliens stood near the window
and looked sad.

One of my friends said that we must talk to them as
they didn't seem that scary.

We opened the door carefully and asked why they
were there. They said, "We have come to Earth to

make friends. People are afraid of us, but we want to
be kind."

We felt less scared and welcomed them. We talked,
shared snacks and learnt about their planet. Before
leaving, they promised to visit again peacefully.
That night, we learnt that we should not judge
others before knowing them.

Waliyah Adnan | Class: V-Green | Jinnah Campus A.LT. Lahore




English Poetry

Poem

Silver in years, yet golden in aim,
The Educators honours its prestige and name.
Twenty-five years of excellence and grace,
Empowering us to lead the race.

A quarter-century of leading the way,
The Educators’ bright legacy is shining today.
In every lesson, your brilliance grew;

We find our purpose, fostered by you.

Through twenty-five years of vision and sight,
The Educators stands tall with wisdom and might.
From silver victories to dreams spun in gold,

Our future shines bright as your stories unfold.

Sara Nadeem | VI-Green | The Educators Jinnah Campus A.LT Lahore
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English Poetry
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Mountains rise,
a sight so grand,

Nature's art
across the land.
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Anabia Akram | Class: Pre 9th | The Educators Valencia Campus




English Poetry

The Busy World

The sun wakes up and starts the day,
Chasing all the darkness away.
Birds so high do fly and sing so sweet,
While people hurry along the street.
All rivers run, and all the trees sway,
The clouds continue to vary day by day.
The world is bustling, broad and bright,
Laden with miracles on every side.

Anshaal Sohail | Class: IV-Green | Jinnah Campus A.LT. Lahore
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English Poetry

Mu Dreams
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I go to school with dreams in mind
A better future I hope to find.
In every book, a world untold
A place of dreams, a path of gold.
With every step and every try
We learn to grow, we aim to fly.
My parents guide me on my way
Their love and prayers light every day.

Abdullah Shahbaz | Class: V Blue | College Road Campus Lahore
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English Poetry

A Pained Smile Seller

He wanders streets with colours in his hand, N~ (
Frozen dreams that no one planned, o
Kids chase joy like it's their heartbeat,
While his tired footsteps echo defeat.
The Sun is harsh, but he endures,
Selling sweetness with a smile to make his ends pure,

Each rupee a little relief,

Concealed beneath his soundless grief.
His cart is old, the wheels screech loud,

Yet hope rolls through restless crowds,

He sells cold joys in blazing light,
And masks his struggles till the fall of the night.
As dusk descends and crowds grow thin,
He counts his earnings and humbly tucks them in,
Not wealthy, not rich in gold, yet still he tries,

A vendor with a frozen dream that slowly dries.

Shameel Nauman | Class: 6 Blue | Abdali II Campus
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The planet is rotating so rapidly that we are in motion even
when we are at rest.

Your brain uses more energy than a light bulb when you are
thinking.

There are plants that are insectivorous such as the Venus
flytraps.

Dolphins even have names for each other, like humans.

Haleema Usman | Class: VI—Gre(ig | Jinnah Campus A.LT. Lahore




A snail can sleep nonstop for a
very long time.

2.

Your tongue has tiny bumps that
help you taste sweet, sour, salty,
and bitter food.

3.

Some frogs can jump many times
their own body length in one
leap.

10.

There are more stars in the sky
than grains of sand on a beach.

A cloud can be so big that it can
cover a whole city, yet it feels as
light as cotton when you see it.

12.

Octopuses have three hearts, and
the heart that pumps blood
around the body stops beating
when they swim.

There are fish in the deep ocean
that can glow in the dark like
little lamps.

19.

A rainbow is actually a full circle,

but we usually see only half of it.

20.

Some birds can sleep while flying
in the sky.

4.

A baby kangaroo is so small at
birth that it can fit in your hand.

9.

The Sun is so big that many
Earths could fit inside it!

6.

Some birds can copy sounds like
whistles, bells, and even human
voices.

5.

Some trees can talk to one
another in a way, by sending
chemical signals through
underground fungal networks.

4.

A group of stars can make shapes
in the sky, and people call them
constellations.

1.

Honey never spoils and can stay
good for years and years.

A chameleon can change its
colour to communicate, regulate
its body temperature and show its
mood.

9.

Your heart beats faster when you
run and slower when you rest.

0.

Butterflies taste with their feet
instead of their mouths.

16.

The Moon slowly moves away
from Earth a tiny bit every year.

1.

Ants can carry things much
heavier than their own body.

Anoushay Nauman | 4th Red | Abdali II Campus




Gurious Truths the World Whispers
(But Rarely Shouts)

Here are some thoughtfully selected "amazing facts".

1. Your brain doesn't just store memories, it edits them. Every time you recall something, you slightly rewrite it. In a way,
you are both the author and the unreliable narrator of your own life story.

2. Silence is not empty. It is full of unspoken thoughts, unfinished sentences, and emotions waiting for courage. Sometimes,
what people don't say carries more truth than what they do.

3. Humans are the only creatures who can worry about things that haven't happened and might never happen.
Congratulations, your imagination has a “stress mode."

4. Laughter is one of the fastest ways for strangers to become familiar. A shared joke can build a bridge where long
conversations fail. It's like a social Wi-Fi-no password needed, just good timing.

5. The human body replaces millions of cells every second, meaning you are constantly becoming a slightly newer version of
yourself. Technically, you are upgrading... just without a progress bar.

6. People often remember how you made them feel more than what you actually said. Words fade, but emotions echo longer
than expected.

7. Time feels faster as you grow older, not because clocks change, but because routines increase. The fewer new experiences
you have, the quicker life seems to pass.

8. You can't tickle yourself effectively because your brain predicts your own actions. In simple terms, your brain refuses to
surprise itself, unlike your friends, who take this job very seriously.

9. Kindness has a ripple effect that science still struggles to measure fully. One small act can travel through multiple lives,
quietly changing moods, decisions, and even futures.

10. The fear of failure often stops people more than failure itself ever could. Ironically, failure usually teaches, while fear only
delays.

11. Your thoughts shape your reality more than your surroundings do. Two people can live the same day and experience it
completely differently, simply because of perspective.

12. Humans are wired to seek meaning. Even in random events, we try to find patterns, lessons, or signs because a
meaningless world feels harder to accept than a mysterious one.

Conclusion:

The world is full of quiet wonders. It is not always loud or obvious, but deeply meaningful. If you slow down and
notice them, you'll realise that life itself is a collection of small, fascinating truths mixed with a little confusion, a
little humour, and a lot of learning.

Eshal Nauman | 6th Red | Abdali IT Campus
17



1.1 am white when I am dirty and black when I am clean. What am I?

2. What has hands but cannot clap?

3.1 am tall when I am young and I am short when I am old. What am I?
4.1 get smaller every time I help you fix a mistake.

5.1 have four legs but I cannot walk? What am 1I?

6. I speak without a mouth and hear without ears. What am 1?

7. What has keys but can't open locks?

8. What comes once in a minute, twice in a moment, but never in a thousand 4
years?

9. What has a neck but no head, two arms but no hands?

10. The more you take, the more you leave behind. What are they?

Answers: 1- A blackboard. 2- A clock. 3- A candle. 4- An eraser. 5- A chair/table. 6- An echo. 7- A piano/keyboard. 8- The letter M.
9- A shirt. 10- Footsteps

M. Rayyan ‘ Class: V Blue |Jinn138h Campus Main Branch Lahore
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English Short Stories

A Trip to
Istanbul

Last winter, I visited Istanbul, the city of sultans. It
felt like a journey of heart. I sensed a deep calmness
within me. But instead of only peace. I also felt a
quiet sadness, as if the city was whispering stories of
a glorious past that is no longer the same. This city
carries the voice of great sultan Abdul Hamid Han II
when he replied to Theodor Herzl regarding Zionist
pressure. "l cannot give up even an inch of Palestine.
It does not belong to me but to the Islamic nation."
He was a great ruler. Rest in peace great sultan. My
first visit was to the Hagia Sophia.

As I stood beneath its grand dome, my heart ached.
This place had victory, power, and devotion. I
imagined the day it became a mosque; a symbol
entered the beautiful Blue Mosque. Watching
Muslims pray together gave me comfort, yet it also
made me think deeply. As I walked through the
streets, [ could feel the fading echoes of the powerful
Ottoman Empire. The view of the Bosporus,
dividing Europe and Asia, was simply breathtaking.

[ found a bench along the Bosporus and sat down.
For a moment, I felt that this is the place where my
heart learned what peace truly means. I closed my
eyes and breathed deeply, feeling an inner peace I
had never known before. Then I visited the Top Kapi
Palace. The Palace, with its grand halls, beautiful
courtyards, and precious collections like Prophet
Muhammad (%) sword and some hair, showed the
power and elegance of the empire.

[ also visited the lively Grand Bazaar where the
colors, sounds, and energy made the experience
unforgettable. The people were friendly, and their
hospitality made me feel welcome everywhere.
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Lastly, I visited the tombs of the ottoman sultans.
When [ visited the tomb of Sultan Abdul Hamid Han
II, I remembered his love for the Muslim Ummah
and his struggle to protect its unity. Even during
difficult times, he remained strong and faithful. He
was a great ruler.

“Istanbul is not just a city, it is a feeling, it is an urge
that makes you remember who you are and what
matters in life."

"The shrine of Abu Ayyub al - Ansari

(e Lo &) o25) is also located in Istanbul. When I
visited the shrine I felt peace - a deep unexplainable
calm.

M. Abdul Rehman Warraich | Class: Ninth Sapphire | Amna Campus, Gojra



English Short Stories

Magical
Lamp

Once upon a time, in a bustling city full of golden
sand, lived a young boy. He was always looking for
adventure in the mountains. He spotted something
glimmering under a pile of ancient dust. It was not
gold. It was an old, tarnished magical lamp.

The boy picked the lamp up and began to rub away
the dirt with his sleeve. Suddenly, the lamp began to
shake, and a brilliant purple smoke came out of the
lamp. It grew larger and larger until a giant, friendly
Genie appeared in the air.
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The Genie said, "Thank you for setting me free". The
Genie laughed and shook the walls of the cave. He
said, "l shall grant you three wishes’, but choose
wisely, for magic is a powerful thing.

The boy tried hard to think because he didn't just
want toys or candies. He wanted to see the wonders
of the world. The first wish of the boy was to get the
ability to understand every language, from the
chirping of birds to the ancient scripts of Japan and
China. Instantly, the world felt like a book he could
finally read.

In the second wish, the boy wanted a feast that
would never end. So, he would share it with
everyone. Suddenly, tables appeared covered with
very delicious dishes, including mountains of crispy
spicy golgappas. The third and final wish of the boy
was to get a "collar of protection" for his loyal dog,
who was waiting at the entrance of the cave. So, he
would always be safe and healthy in all his future
journeys. The Genie smiled, snapped his fingers and
disappeared back into the lamp, leaving behind

a small gold key.

The boy realised that the lamp was not just about
getting things. It was a key to a life of kindness and
discovery.

From that day on, the boy and his dog travelled far
and wide using their gift to help people and explore
the farthest corners of the Earth, always keeping the
magical lamp tucked safely in his backpack for the
next great adventure.

Hoorain Mustafa | Class: 7 | Al-Aleem Campus IT Okara




English Short Stories

Kindness Returned

One day, Ali was going to school when he saw an old
man struggling to cross the road. The old man was
carrying a sack on his shoulder.

Seeing this, Ali quickly ran towards him and carried
his load. He also helped him cross the road. The old
man smiled and said, “Thank you”.

The next day, when Ali was going to school, his
bicycle broke down. He was worried as he had a test
and couldn't miss school.

He was standing helplessly on the road when a person
approached him. This was the same man he had
helped the previous day. He fixed his bicycle. Ali was
very grateful as his bicycle was fixed in time. Ali
realised that kindness always comes back in one way
or the other.

From that day, Ali tried to help people whenever and
as much as he could by sharing lunch, holding the
door or explaining homework. He noticed that when
he was kind, his friends were kind too.

M. Hassan | Class: V Achievers | Fatmeed Campus 1, Faisalabad
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English Short Stories

The Wolf with
Bad Flu

In the heart of the forest a small squirrel sat inside a
hollow tree and turned on his tiny acorn radio. The
announcer's voice crackled through the woods
"Today's news brings a shocking update: the great
wolf Fenris has caught a legendary case of the flu,
and local residents are advised to stay indoors!"

Fenris, meanwhile, was not feeling great. Usually, he
was a scary predator at midnight. Today his nose
was bright pink, his eyes were leaking like broken
faucets and he was wearing a very un-cool fuzzy
bathrobber. He was hungry, but he was also very
very grumpy. He wobbled down the path toward the
meadow. He arrived at a house made of straw where
the first little rabbit lived. Fenris tried to stand up
straight and look terrifying. “Little rabbit, little
rabbit. Let me in!”

He tried to roar, instead his voice cracked and
sounded like a dying flute. The rabbit looked out of
the window and giggled "You don't look scary,
Fenris. You look like you need a nap and a bowl of
soup. "Fenris got mad, He decided to huff and puft.

He took a faint breath but his itchy nose had other
plans. Instead of a gentle wind a tectonic sneeze
exploded from his nose "A-CHOO-OOOQO!" The
house did not fall down, but it was suddenly covered
in a thick layer of wolf flu germs. The rabbit
shrieked "Gross!". He ran next door to his brother's
wooden house.

Fenris stumbled after him shivering and sniffing. He
reached the wooden house and knocked weakly
"Open.......hurry......up!" The two rabbits looked
through the key hole. "Go away! We have vitamin C
and we are not afraid to use it!" Fenris leaned against
the wall to catch his breath. But a massive coughing
attack hit him. "Hack! Wheezy cough." He coughed
so hard that the porch light fell off. The rabits were
so terrified.
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"He is a walking virus!" they yelled. They grabbed
their tiny suitcases, put on three-layer of face masks
and ran away to the city to find a doctor.

Fenris did not even try to chase them. He crawled
inside the wooden house and found a pile of laundry.
He had finally found a quiet place to rest, but he was
too stuffed up to even smell victory.

Moral:

"A giant sneeze can clear a room, but it's hard to
be the big bad wolf when you are the big bad
sneezer. Always carry a tissue!"

Maryam Ahsan | Class: 7th Mercury | Al-Ghafoor Campus, Faisalabad



No one heard the last sentence, not because it was
not written, but because the one who wrote it did
not live long enough to finish it. The paper was
found later, half-buried beneath concrete, stained
with dust, its edges torn, as if even the words had
tried to escape what had happened there. At the top,
in fragile, uneven handwriting, were two words:
‘Dear World." It was written in a classroom in Gaza
or what used to be one. The ceiling had collapsed,
the walls were split open, and the blackboard still
carried the ghost of unfinished lessons. But that day,
the lesson was not mathematics, it was survival. The
child who wrote the letter had never known peace,
not the kind the rest of the world takes for granted.
For him, history was not something distant or
forgotten, it was alive, breathing, breaking into his
life every single day.

He had grown up hearing words like occupation,
blockade, and airstrike, words too heavy for a child,
yet too real to ignore. He had learned, before
anything else, that in Palestine, childhood is not a
phase, it is a privilege, and many never get to have it.

The letter continued. "Dear World, today we were
learning how to write about our future." There was a
pause in the writing there, as if the child had stopped
to think, because what do you write about a future
you are not sure you will live to see? Outside, the sky
began to hum, a low, distant sound, familiar, fear.
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Children froze, teachers stopped mid-sentence,
because in that place, everyone knows what comes
after that sound. "Dear World," the child wrote again,
the handwriting slightly shaking now, "my teacher says
we should never stop hoping" But hope, in that
moment, felt like something too fragile to hold onto.
Then the sky did not warn, it did not hesitate, it
collapsed. The explosion did not just shake the ground,
it tore through it, it erased walls, voices, names, as if
they had never existed, and in a matter of seconds, a
classroom full of children became silence.

When the dust settled, there were no lessons left, no
voices calling out, no small hands raised with
questions, only fragments, torn bag, a broken desk, a
single shoe, and that letter.

Rescuers found it hours later. They searched for the
writer, they called out, they dug through the debris
with desperate hands, but some stories are never
found again. The last line of the letter was incomplete.
It read, "Dear World, if I don't" and then nothing. No
goodbye, no ending, no full stop, just silence. And
perhaps that is the most haunting truth of Palestine
that entire lives are being lived like unfinished
sentences, cut short, unheard, unanswered.

Because the tragedy is not only that children are
writing letters they may never finish, it is that the
world, even when it finds those letters, still does not

reply.

And somewhere, beneath the rubble of a forgotten
classroom, a question still waits to be answered, if the
world had listened sooner, would that sentence have
ever needed to end?

Moral Lesson :

Silence, in the face of suffering, is not neutrality.
It is participation. And history will not only
remember what was destroyed, but who chose not
to hear the voices before they were lost.

Abdul Rehman Tariq | Class: 10 Zeal | Sir Syed Campus Pattoki



English Poetry

[ have a dream deep in my heart,
A shining goal, a brand new start
[ want to rise, I want to fly,

Like birds that soar so high in the sky
Every day I learn something new,
With hope in my heart and courage too.

I won't give up, I'll always try,

No matter how hard, I'll reach the sky.
With the books in hand and a smile so bright
['ll keep moving forward with all my might.
Step by step, I'll find my way,
Working hard every single day.
Sometimes I fall, sometimes I cry,

But I stand again and give it a try
Because I know deep inside me,

My dreams are what I'm meant to be.
One day I'll stand proud and say,

I followed my dreams all the way!
With hard work and strong belief
['ll turn my dreams into reality.

Attia Zahid | Class: V | Maryam Campus




Amazing Facts - @)

1-Fastest Land Animal:
Gheetah

8-Smallest Country:

Vatican Gity

9-Bones in Human Body:
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-Largest Planet:

Jupiter

[
[

-Hottest Planet: 10-Fastest bird:
enus

Peregrine Falcon
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4-Tallest Mountain:

Mount Everest Nile River

=

5-Deepest Ocean Point: 12-Largest desert:

[Mariana Trench Aantarctica

13-Closest star to Earth:

Sun

-Largest ocean:

[Paciﬁo Ocean
et 14-Largest mammal:
[Diamond ! Blue Whale

7 15-Fastest sea animal:

[Sailﬁsh !

Saman Mujahid | Class: VI Amb§13 | Fatmeed Campus 1, Faisalabad
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I have keys but no locks. I have space but no room. You can enter, but you cannot go
outside. Who am I?

ANS:

2.

If 2 fathers and 2 sons go to eat, they order only 3 burgers.
How is it possible?

ANS:

J.

[ am not alive, but I grow. I don't have lungs, but I need air. What am I?

ANS:

4.

I have seas without water, coasts without sand, towns without people and mountains
without land. What am [I?

ANS:

Answers: 1. Keyboard 2. Grandfather, father & Son 3. Fire 4. Map

M.Shahraiz | 8th Mirage | Sir Syed Campus Pattoki
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Regional Achievement
(Faisalabad)

D ANNUAL
2 SPEECH & DEBATE

COMPETITION 2025-26

SPEAK 10 INSPIR

IKLC

Regional Winners Group
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Artwork of

Students
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HAJRA MANSOOR | CLASS 9 | Prime Campus

4Murwa Wagqar| 9th Valois | Sir Syed Campus Pattoki



Haram Rizwan | Class 2 | Prime Campus
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Zainab Azfar | Class 5 Lyric | Sir Syed Campus
Subhan Bin Kashif | Class 5 Emerald
Amna Campus 43






English Short Stories

A Secret World on
the Gloud

Once upon a time, a girl named Luna was listening
to a story from her grandmother. The story was
about a world hidden in the clouds. Luna loved
listening to stories. In that story, Luna was exploring
a world that existed on clouds, where tiny and
strange creatures were living.

Luna asked one of them, "Excuse me, can you tell me
anything about this place?" The tiny creature said,
"Miss, you are on a cloud, and this is a world for
elves like me. I think you are new here." Luna said,
“Yes, I am new here." The elf then told Luna about
the magical place and its magical creatures.

Luna was amazed because, in that world, everyone
could do magic. Luna asked the tiny creature for a
tour. The elf showed Luna a golden place where
many kids were playing. It was like a park made of
diamonds and gold.

Then the creature showed Luna a very small house
where they all lived. The house was made of candies
and chocolates. When Luna entered the house, she
was amazed because the house, which looked small
from the outside, was very huge from the inside.
There were almost 400 rooms in it.

While Luna was observing the house, she didn't
notice that the elf who was guiding her was gone.
When she realised this, she started looking for the
elf. She entered a room and heard someone talking
about her.

She listened quietly. The elves were saying that if
Luna wanted to go back home, she needed to escape
Room Number 330. Luna entered Room Number
330, and the door closed behind her. She tried to go
back, but the door got stuck. Luna started trying to
escape the maze, but she was unable to figure out
how to get out.
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Finally, after trying hundred times, she passed the
first challenge. The second one was a laser room.
There was a piece of paper at the start of the room
that said, "Press the red button and escape."

Now she started looking for the red button, but she
didn't realise that the button was near the door.
Actually, she had taken the piece of paper from the
button itself. After trying to find the button and
more clues, she became very tired and sat on the
floor. She rested for a few minutes and then stood

up.

She took the piece of paper and thought of placing it
back where she had taken it from. Finally, she found
the button. She pressed it, and the lasers
disappeared. She escaped that room, and there was a
bed at the end. "What will I do with this bed? [ don't
think I will go back with the help of this," she
thought.

Well, she took a nap-and when she woke up, she was
in her room. It was just her dream.

‘Luna,
p.  -andthe ™

y Cloud World

Anaya Khurram ‘ Class:

6th ‘ The Educators, Gulrez



My Trip to
Miranjani

ADVENTURE.,_,Q’

1o THEONE
Al

We woke up very early in the morning even before
the sun came out. My mother gave me a small bag
with water, and we started our journey. The path
was long and steep. I saw tall pine trees and green
grass everywhere. The cold wind touched my face,
and I felt refreshed. My legs became tired but I kept
walking.

On the way, we saw a monkey. It looked at us and
ran away quickly. My father told me that monkeys
live in these hills, and I felt very happy to see one.

After a long walk, we reached the top. The view was
beautiful. We could see mountains and white clouds
below us. It felt like we were in the sky. We sat on a
rock, ate biryani and apples, and drank warm tea.
On our way down, it started to rain. We ran and
laughed, and my shoes got muddy. It was the best
day, and I will never forget it.

Muhammad Talal | IV Mars| Abbottabad Campus II, Abbottabad
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The Sharing
Tree

Once upon a time, in a peaceful meadow, stood a
beautiful tree with a gentle smile and twinkling eyes.
It was full of sweet, juicy fruit, but it never shared
them with anyone.

Slowly, the children stopped coming to play, and the
animals stayed away. The meadow grew quiet and
the tree felt very lonely.

One day, the tree whispered, "I don't like being
alone."

So, it decided to share. It let its fruit fall freely on the
ground.

Soon, laughter returned! Children played in its
shade, birds sang in its branches, and animals
gathered happily.

The tree felt warm and joyful inside. From that day
on, everyone called it "The Sharing Tree."

Moral:
Sharing brings happiness and friendship.

M A
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English Short Stories

My Travelogue
Tokyo with My Gousins

As soon as we got off the plane in Tokyo the
humidity was suffocating. Fatima was immediately
fanning herself with her passport. Alizeh was pacing
like she was starving of air. Jasmine kept trying to
take selfies, but her phone kept fogging up. I just
stood there and thought, What have I gotten myself
into?

Tokyo was the most beautiful yet overwhelming
place [ ever visited. Vending machines filled every
corner of the city. Jasmine spent the evening taking
pictures of windows and mirrors. Fatima spent the
entire time glued to Google Maps.

The food struggle:
By afternoon, I was starving and declared to my
cousins that [ was going to die.

My sister Fatima was sitting quietly and frantically
refreshing her phone for any halal restaurants.
Luckily, we came across a small ramen shop and
dove in. After that first slurp, we were all silent, my
mom and dad fell silent. It was that good.

Pigeons: our only audience

It was so hard to find somewhere to pray! One day
we found a spot in a park and used our scarves as a
makeshift mat and just sat on the ground. Some
pigeons just walked around us while we were
praying and Jasmine kept taking pics and Fatima
gave her side eyes.

The sneakout that wasn't:

It's already the third night here in Japan. The parents
were asleep by 9 PM already and we were so bored
so we went out for some conveyor belt sushi in
Shibuya. We snuck past Mom's bedroom in the
elevator, and were relieved to escape without being
caught. Jasmine stopped walking abruptly. "Ohh
God! I forgot my wallet."

JASMINE. YOU HAD ONE JOB.

We had to go all the way back upstairs. But of
course, who else would answer the door but Mum,
holding a teacup and looking at us like we were the
most suspicious people on earth.

‘Going somewhere, girls?"
5 seconds of pure panic as Fatima blurts out "Just
getting ice". at 10 PM.

"So?" she drawled, raising an eyebrow.

We went back to our room. On the trip to Tokyo, we
didn't even manage to sneak out for late night sushi.
Instead, we stood in our hotel room and ate buldak,
but still had fun. Tokyo was still 10/10. We saw the
lights at Shibuya Sky, found places to pray and eat,
and [ ate a whole curry bread while pigeons judged
me. So yeah, successful trip.

Just next time, I'll make sure to hide Jasmine's wallet
for her!

Sara Ali [ Class: 7 Red | KSS RWP - The Educators



English Short Stories

A Visit to Interior Sindh

Last summer, my family and [ went on an amazing
road trip to explore interior Sindh. It wasn't just a
vacation; it felt like we were reconnecting with our
roots. My sister and I packed plenty of snacks and a
mini camera, ready to capture everything.

Our first stop was Hyderabad. We stayed at the
Awari Guest House and visited the Tomb of the
Talpur Mirs, also called “Cubbas." Our guide
explained that these domes were built for the Baloch
rulers who governed Sindh centuries ago. Walking
through the tombs, I could really feel the history and
the beauty of the architecture.

Next, we drove to Mohenjo-Daro in Larkana. [ was
amazed to learn that this city is about 4,500 years
old! The streets were neatly planned with baked
bricks. We saw the Great Bath, which is 12 meters
long and was used for special rituals. The ancient
pottery and metalwork we saw showed how talented
the people were even thousands of years ago. It's
hard to put into words how graceful the whole place
felt.

After all that history, we headed to Shikarpur to visit
Shahi Bagh. I had been there when I was very little,
but visiting it now was different. This garden was
built in 1871 and has a beautiful Persian design. In
the centre, there is a huge wooden pavilion. Walking
through the trees with the cool breeze and the smell
of fresh flowers was the “cherry on top" of our
afternoon. It was so peaceful.

Our final destination was the Gorakh Hills in Dadu.
Since the hills are over 5,000 feet high, it is often
called the "Murree of Sindh." The roads were very
rocky, so we had to use a 4x4 vehicle to get to the
top. The weather was spectacular and much cooler
than the plains. We went hiking and enjoyed the
view, but we made sure to head back down once it
started getting dark.

SRS

This trip taught me that Sindh has so many "hidden
gems" that people don't talk about enough. The
culture is rich, the historical sites are breathtaking,
and the people are incredibly welcoming. If you ever
get the chance, you should definitely visit interior
Sindh. You won't be disappointed!
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Hareem Lutfullah Siddique | Class: IX | Campus: S.M.C.H.S, Karachi.



English Poetry

Thanks for having my back during the hardest times.
You bring something special into my life.
You are the ones who make me feel comfortable.
You know my dreams and help me achieve them.
: You are the moon and stars of my life,
Guiding my heart through darkness.
No one knows me better than you.
You are my partners in all the ups and downs. -

N laughed and cried together.

mucn 1
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English Poetry

The sun shines in the bluish sky,

In shorts and half-sleeves, I laugh and fly,

I enjoy the long summer holiday,

It feels like freedom every day.

Ice cream melts before it's done,
Sticky fingers are part of the fun.
Flavours sweet and colours bright,
Turning the hot days into delight.

No school bells, no early race,

Just slow mornings we don't have to chase.
Lots of gaming, whether winning or not,
Losing track of time a lot.
Sometimes rain begins to fall,

Cool drops dancing over all.

We run outside, no need to hide,
Letting the warmth and fun to fight.
Horse riding fast across the ground,
Heartbeat matching every sound.

A little fear, but mostly thrill,
Moments like these never stay still.
Lovely summer days, both cool and warm,
Simple joys that help get calm.

Not always perfect and are few,

But every moment feels brand new.

Muhammad Ahmad Malik | Grade 7 | The Educators Asghar Mall Campus, Rawalpindi
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English Poetry

Gan | still be me?

If there's so much, I must be
Can I still be me?
Or am I a part of a plan?

I want to live my own life.
Why are you teaching me to hold a knife?
Just at the age of five.

If there's so much, I must be
Can I still be me?

I want to live,

Hop from place to place
With the ones I love
Can't you see?

Life isn't a race
[ just want to be free.

Why is so much expected from me?
[ just want to flee
From this life that I don't want
If there's so much, can I still be me?

Waleeja Khan | Grade 9| Sakhakot Campus
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Maria Yasir | Class: V- M%ES | Abbottabad Campus II
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I have a face and two hands but no arms or legs.
What am I?

ANS:

2.

I fly without wings. I cry without eyes.
What am [I?

ANS:

J.

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

ANS:

4.

I belong to you but other people use me more than you do.
What am [I?

ANS:

Answers: 1. A clock 2. A cloud 3. A hole 4. A cold 5. Your name
Muhammad Abdullah | 4 Tulip | Ar-Raheem Campus, Dina
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. My friend said he's good at math ...
I asked him to count my problems.
He's still counting.

2. Why did the computer go to the doctor?
Because it caught a virus.

3. Why did math look sad?
Because it had too many problems.

4. Teacher: Why are you late?
Student: Because of the sign on the road.
Teacher: What sign?
Student: "School Ahead, Go slow!"

5. Why did the student bring a ladder to school?
Because he wanted to go to high school.

6. Why did the banana go to the doctor?
Because it was not peeling well.

7. Why was the computer cold?
Because its windows were open.

8. Teacher: If I give you 2 apples and 2 apples, how
many do you have?

Student: 5.
Teacher: How?
Student: I already had one.

9. Teacher: Why did you not bring your homework?
Student: It's not important to show off in front
of others.

10. My life is like WiFi.

Strong when the teacher is near, weak when
exams are near.

Malala Shafiq | Grade 8 | Sakhakot Campus
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AMIRA | Ar-Raheem Campus

60 Hijoun ke Jugnu Jehangira Cluster
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Artwork of
Students

Pyar Ali | Grade V | Skardu Campus

Nayyab Ahmed | VI Mars ABT II
Abbotabad Campus II

Basma Abid | Class 8A
Chakwal Campus 62



Dua Malik | Grade IX
Satellite Town

Muhammad Umer | Grade IX
63 Ar-Raheem Campus
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English Short Stories

Ayesha’s
Blunder

I love using my tablet to play games and learn new
things. One day, my friend Ayesha received a strange
link on her phone. Then, an unknown number called
her. She answered it, but no one spoke.

A few minutes later, she received a message with
another link. Ayesha clicked it by mistake. Suddenly,
a cybercriminal hacked her parents' bank account!
All their money was gone. Ayesha felt very sad.

She learned an important big lesson that day. Now
she never talks to strangers online. She blocks all
unknown numbers and never clicks on weird links.

Because of what happened to my friend, [ am very
careful too. I block mean people and unknown links.
I never use bad words on the internet, and I do not
trust strangers. | use my tablet and phone the smart
way to stay safe!

The Boy Who
Sold Time

el

N Y. < E}“ <t wisely. Choose kindness. Find happines, 5. .
2N00Se ¥ L :*e o )\ 1 .

e

Ali was a mysterious boy who sat by the roadside,
holding a small box labelled, "Time for Sale!" People
laughed and asked for extra time for exams or
homework. One day, a tired man asked for more time.
Ali told him, “Go home and play with your children”
The man did this and felt very happy. Then a lazy boy
came, but Ali told him he had no time for sleeping.
Soon everyone learned that Ali was teaching them to
use time wisely. Although Ali left, people realised the
importance of spending their time wisely, being kind
and staying active instead of being lazy.

Moral:
Time is precious. Do not waste it.

Abiha Fatima | Class: V-A | Arizona Campus, Karachi



English Short Stories

A Visit to a
Book Fair

My dad read about a big book fair in Hyderabad, so
we planned a trip to go and buy some new books.
We travelled there together, and when we walked
inside, it felt like a different world! There were books
everywhere I looked. Lots of people were walking
around the stalls, reading, and talking about their

favorite stories. It smelled like brand new paper and
ink.

First, we went to the Urdu section. We saw poetry
books by famous poets such as Allama Igbal, Faiz
Ahmed Faiz and Habib Jalib. My dad bought me
Bang-e-Dara by Allama Igbal.

Next, we went to the English section. I was so happy
because there were books all around me! There were
stories, history books and so many others. We read
back covers of the books to see what they were
about. Instead of regular schoolbooks, I got two
amazing novels by Roald Dahl: Matilda and Charlie
and the Chocolate Factory. They looked so fun to
read!

[ also needed some things for school, so we bought
some new stationery too. It was the best trip ever!
After we finished, we had a yummy lunch at a
restaurant and went home. [ was very happy. Now |
have decided to visit more book fairs in the future.

Zainab Haseeb Shah | Class: IV ‘ Hala, Hala City

Unplugged:
A Day Without Power

It started like a typical Tuesday, but something felt
very strange. | woke up and the first thing [ noticed
was the silence. My alarm clock hadn't gone off and
when I reached for my phone to check the time, the
screen was completely black. It was dead. The whole
house was eerily quiet and dark. I stumbled into the
kitchen where Mom was cooking on the gas stove.
“There's a massive citywide power outage," she said,
looking surprisingly calm. Getting to school was a
total nightmare. Since the traffic lights weren't
working, the roads were jammed with cars honking
and people looking confused. At school, things were
even more chaotic. It felt like we had travelled back to
the 1990s! Without Wi-Fi or projectors, our teachers
had to use old-fashioned chalkboards and actual
textbooks. During the break, the canteen was a ghost
town. There were no ice creams or cold drinks
because the freezers were off, so we ended up playing
cricket in the heat instead. When I finally got home, I
automatically tried to turn on the TV, but obviously,
nothing happened. Instead, I grabbed a book and read
by the flickering light of a candle. We spent the
evening sharing stories instead of staring at our
individual screens. The next morning, I actually woke
up before my alarm. For the first time, I didn't reach
for my phone. I opened my window instead. The air
felt so fresh, and I could hear birds chirping, a sound I
usually never notice over the hum of the ceiling fan. At
breakfast, Dad nodded and said, "No TV, no phones...
it was just us." Even my little sister asked if we could
have another "no-electricity night" because she loved
the candles so much. At school, my principal made a
surprising announcement. "Once a month, we will
have an 'Unplugged Hour.! No computers, just books
and discussions." Everyone actually cheered! That
evening, Dad pulled out an old chessboard. He beat me
three times but he taught me some cool tricks. Mom
even found her old recipe diary and promised we'd
bake bread next time.

I realised that one broken power plant changed our
whole day and maybe it changed us, too. We definitely
need electricity, but now I know we can survive
without it. Sometimes, turning things off helps us
finally "turn on" to each other. We even kept one
candle on our dining table as a reminder.

66 Ayan Mubashir | Class: VII | Campus: NIPA, Karachi.



English Short Stories

The Girl Who Painted
Her Dreams

Anum was a young girl with a heart full of stories
and a mind full of colours. Her room was filled with
sketches, but she had a big problem. Her family did
not have much money, and high-quality paints and
brushes were very expensive. Sometimes, she had to
use old charcoal from the kitchen fire just to draw on
scrap paper.

One sunny Saturday, Anum was walking through the
busy local market. She saw a tiny stall selling
handmade lanterns made of coloured paper and
wire. When the sun hit them, they glowed like jewels.
That spark of light gave Anum a brilliant idea! She
realised she didn't need expensive sets to be an artist;
she could make art out of anything.

Anum went home and gathered recycled jars, old
newspapers, and bits of ribbon. She turned the jars
into beautiful glowing lanterns and painted tiny
flowers on smooth stones she found by the river. She
set up a small table outside her house. To her
surprise, neighbours loved her work! Her small
business began to grow. With the money she earned,
she didn't just buy paints for herself; she bought
extra supplies to teach art classes to the younger
children in her neighbourhood.

As Anum's savings grew, so did her dreams. She
asked the town leaders if she could paint a dull, grey
wall near the marketplace. She turned it into a giant,
colourful mural of a garden. It brought so much joy
to the town that people stopped to take photos every
day. Soon, the city council noticed her hard work
and gave her a big job to decorate the local park.

Anum's story spread quickly. She proved that you
don't need a lot of money to be successful. If you
have a big heart and a creative mind, you can turn
any limitation into a beautiful opportunity.

Moral:
Creativity can  turn
opportunities.

limitations into

Abiha Fatima | Class: VI A ‘ Gulshan-e-Igbal IV, Karachi




English Short Stories

The Best Kind
of Support

Last summer, our school organised a trekking trip to
the Margalla Hills. My two best friends, Ahmed and
Bilal, were very excited. I, Saqib, was also happy
because we had been planning this for months. We
packed our bags with snacks, water bottles, and a
first-aid kit, thinking we were ready for anything.

The weather was beautiful when we started. Ahmed
was leading the way because he is the fastest runner
in our class. Bilal was cracking jokes as usual, making
us laugh so hard that we forgot how steep the path
was. "Don't worry, Saqib," Bilal said, patting my back,
‘If a bear attacks, I'll just tell one of my jokes to it
and it will run away!"

But halfway up the trail, the sky turned dark. It
started raining heavily, and the path became very
slippery. While crossing a narrow rocky area, my
foot slipped on some moss. I fell and felt a sharp,
stinging pain in my ankle. I tried to stand up, but I
couldn't move. I was really scared. "I think I've
sprained my ankle,' I whispered, feeling tears in my
eyes.

A lot of other students just walked past us, worried
about getting wet or reaching the top first. But
Ahmed and Bilal didn't move. Ahmed immediately
knelt and checked my foot using the first-aid skills
we learned in Scout camp. Bilal took off his own
raincoat and put it over me so I wouldn't catch a
cold.

“We aren't leaving you here," Ahmed said firmly.

Even though the summit was just ten minutes away,
they gave up their chance to reach the top. Ahmed
and Bilal made a "human chair" with their hands and
carried me all the way back down the slippery slope
to the base camp. It was very hard work, and they
were exhausted and soaked to the skin, but they
never complained.

68

When we finally reached the school bus, our teacher
praised them for their bravery. I felt bad that they
missed the view from the top, but Bilal just grinned.
“The view from here is better anyway,' he said,
"Because we're all safe."

That day I learned that true friends are not those
who are with you only during parties and fun. True
friends are those who stand by you when everyone
else walks away. I am the luckiest person to have
Ahmed and Bilal in my life.

Shajia Noor | Class: VIII | Ghulam Fatima Tando Muhammad Khan



English Poetry

The Little Blue Bird

The little blue bird flies so high,
He flaps his wings across the sky.

He dances and sings a happy song,
He is very cheerful all day long.

Everyone listens to him sing,
Sitting on a branch like a king.
The wind tells secrets in his ear,
His voice is sweet and very clear.

The sunlight shines on his blue wings,
The sky has pretty colourful rings.
The little bird goes to rest,

He is happy and he did his best.

Zain | Class: IV | Hazara Town Brewery, Quetta




English Poetry

Ghasing the Stars

The sky is wide, the world is new,
I'll find the path that's bright and true.
With brave steps and a heart so bold,

['ll turn my dreams into shining gold.
No mountain so high can make me stop,
Until I reach the very top.
Through darkest nights my hopes will glow,
And guide the way wherever I go.
With every challenge, I will grow,

And chase the stars that shine above.

Syeda Zahra | Class: VII A | Professional Campus, Karachi




English Poetry

The Golours of Sindh

My village in Sindh is very pretty and quiet.
The green fields go on for a long way,
The river flows slowly and there is a breeze,
I love to play there every single day.

Women wear bright clothes and make pretty quilts,
The sun shines hot on the brown mud walls,
Men work in the fields with their tractors and tools,
Until the evening when the cool wind calls.

Everyone sits together under the big green trees,
Drinking tea and talking about their day,
There are no loud cars or noisy smoke here,
Just the sound of birds that fly away.

When the moon comes out, the village is still,
The stars look like diamonds in the dark sky,
Life is very simple and very happy here,

[ never want to say goodbye to this land.

Mir Zamin Ali Talpur | Class: VI| Campus: Ghulam Fatima Tando Muhammad Khan




I have many holes all over me but I can still hold water.
What am [I?

ANS:

2.

I have legs but I cannot walk.
What am [I?

ANS:

J.

I have six faces and 21 dots, but [ cannot see.
What am I?

ANS:

4.

[ am the name of a bird, a fuzzy fruit and a person from New Zealand.
What am [I?

ANS:

9.

I have “room” in my name, but you cannot walk inside me.
What am [I?

ANS:

Answers: 1. A sponge 2. A table 3. A dice 4. A kiwi 5. A mushroom

Zunairah ‘ Class: IV ] Campus: Hazara Town Brewery, Quetta
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1. Why did the student eat his homework?
Because the teacher said it was a piece of cake.

2. Teacher: You copied from your friend, didn't you?
Student: No, we both just got the same wrong
answers.

3. Teacher: Why is your answer so messy?
Student: I wanted it to match my thinking process.

Muhammad Bazil Khan|V B|E.B. Area Campus 1, Karachi
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mazing Fact

SCIENCE | HEALTH | DISCOVERY

Your
Body

Glows
in the

Dark

But You
Can’t See It

The human body produces
a tiny amount of light
from chemical reactions
inside our cells.

This hidden glow is
about 1000 times
weaker than what
our eyes can see.

Special scientific
cameras can capture
it in complete
darkness.

You are softly
shining right now.

Ishita | Class: VII A7|4Hub Chaowki, Hub
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Regional Achievement F
(Souih) Nazimabad Sir Syed-ICIA | §

Winner of Bronze Award

Allama-e-Igbal Town Campus-Robotics
Contest by Government of Sindh
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Gulshan-e-Igbal III-Vibrant Hearing Voices



Artwork of
Students

Irsha Imran | Class 1V
Allama Igbal Town Campus

Manahil Aslam | Class VI
Allama Igbal Town Campus
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English Short Stories

The Little Gloud
Who Wanted fo Help

High in the sky lived Nilo, a tiny cloud. All the big
clouds laughed at him.

“You are too small to make rain!"

they said. One hot day, a farmer looked at his dry
field. His sunflower plant were bending down almost

dead.
“If only we had a little rain,” he said.

Nilo heard him. He tried to rain, but only two drops
come out. The big clouds said, "See? Useless!"

But Nilo didn’t stop. He floated over the weakest
sunflower and squeezed with all his might.

“Drip, drip, drip!"
More drops fell. Slowly, the little plant lifted its head.

The next morning, that sunflower was the only one
smiling at the sun.

Noor Fatima | Class III | Farid Town Campus, Sahiwal

Zainab was a young girl living in a small village. Her
family was not rich but they were kind and her
relatives and village elders were against the idea of
girls getting an education. The elders believed that a
girl’s independence would spoil the culture of the
village. She knew that without education, she would
remain a bird in a cage. Every morning, she walks
several kilometers with her worn-out bag and a heart
full of dreams. While her friends talks about dolls, she
often looked at the sky and imagined being a
successful girl of her village.

One day, her teacher asked the class, "What do you
want to be in the future?” All the students remained
quiet. Suddenly, Zainab stood up confidently and said,
'l want to become a Police officer (PSP)". The class
burst into laughter. They thought it was impossible for
a village girl to achieve such a big dream. Zainab felt
hurt, but she did not let their words stop her instead.
She decided to work even harder. She studied late at
night under a dim lamp because it was often no
electricity in her village. Her parents always
encouraged her and said "Never be afraid to dream
big" Years passed, Zainab remained focused on her
goal. Her hard work helped her to get good grades and
she earned a scholarship to study in a big city. There
she faced challenges but she never gave up. Step by
step, she moved closer to her dream. Finally, The day
came when zainab became a Police officer. She looked
at her village and smiled. She remembered now people
once laughed at her, but she had proven them wrong.
Zainab's story teaches us that no dream is too big with
hard work, courage and belief in your-self. You can
achieve anything in life.

Mahrosh | Class: 8th ‘ Police Public, D.G.Khan



Whisper Beyond
the Ashen Grove

The forest was not marked on any map. In hushed
tones, people in the nearby village spoke of it.The
Ashen Grove, a place from which no one returned.
One day a girl named Lily got lost; she had no idea
that the forest was an ancient cemetery. Its trees
were blackened, the branches twisted like skeletal
fingers. In the heart of this graveyard, stood a
decaying, eerie house, where Dr. Kelvin and his
silent companion, Cam, resided. Lily ended up in
this cemetery. At first, they welcomed Lily, offering
her shelter. The days seemed calm, but slowly a
sense of dread began there was a door which they
strictly forbade her from opening or entering.One
stormy night, when Lily was wandering, she found
herself in that room, unable to resist. Inside, death
hung heavy in the air stains of blood on the walls,
bones scattered across the floor, and glass bottles
filled with dark liquid. Dr. Kelvin stood there
drinking. In that instant, Lily knew that they were
not human; they killed humans and ate their flesh
after offering them shelter. She hid the fear and fled
into the storm outside, surrounded by shadows and
spirits, but the forest swallowed her whole. Every
step grew heavier, as if the ground itself clung to her.
Then, a faint light appeared a kindly woman. "Come
inside," she whispered, "you are safe here." But Lily,
now wise to the lies, ran once more. Exhausted, she
met a man who claimed he, too, had been trapped
here for years. Hope returned to her, fragile but
real.She followed him until he turned. His smile was
cold. She tried to run away to save her life but was
caught; he slit her throat and dismembered her body
to consume it. He was Dr. Kelvin's brother. And in
that cursed forest, Lily's life was claimed by the
house, by the jungle, and by the hunger that sleeps.

Maimoona Fatima | Class: 9-Tulip | Tulip Ghazali Campus, Vehari
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TRAVELOGUE:
My Trip to Murree

Travelling is not just about visiting new places; it is
about the memories we make. Recently, my family and
[ finally decided to go to Murree for a short trip. [ was
very excited because | wanted to see the mountains
and enjoy the cold weather, which is so different from
the intense heat we have here in our city.

We started our journey very early in the morning in
our car. As we crossed the plains and started climbing
the hills, the air became very fresh and cool. When we
reached Mall Road, it was very crowded. There were
so many tourists and everyone was wearing sweaters
or shawls. It felt so good to feel a bit of cold air since
it was already getting hot at home.

One of the best parts was going to Patriata for the
chairlift. At first, I was a bit scared because it was so
high, but when I looked down, the view was amazing.
The mountains were covered with trees and
everything was so green. We even saw some white
clouds passing very close to us. It felt like we were
sitting in a movie scene.

In the evening, we walked on the roads and ate hot
roasted corn with lemon and salt. We also had spicy
grilled chicken for dinner at a small hotel. The taste of
hot food in the chilly wind was the best thing ever. We
also saw many monkeys on the way. They were trying
to snatch snacks from the people, which was very
funny to watch, but we stayed at a safe distance.

This trip was a great break from my school routine.
When we were coming back, I was feeling a little sad
because I did not want to leave the cool weather, but I
was happy that I had so many photos to show my
cousins. It was truly a memorable trip for me.

Shahzay | Grade VI | Premier-II Multan



English Short Stories

Keep the
Gountry Glean

Once in the bustling streets of Karachi, 10-year-old
Ahsan saw litter everywhere. He picked up all the
rubbish and threw it in the bin. Ahsan's friends
joined him. Together, they cleaned up the parks and
streets. People started joining them and soon it was
spotless. Ahsan said, "Our country is beautiful. Let's
keep it clean!" The mayor visited, praised their effort,
planted trees and promised more trash bins.

Motivated by the difference their efforts had made,
Ahsan and his friends proudly recited together:

"Hands that clean, hearts that care

Keep the country clean, show love and care.
Dustbins for trash, a cleaner way,

A brighter future, starting today."

Laraib |V Princess| Pakpattan Chowk Campus, Sahiwal




English Short Stories

Rising tensions in the Middle East:
A GLOBAL GONGERN

The growing conflict between Iran, Israel and the
United States has become a serious issue in today's
world. This conflict is not only affecting these
countries but also creating problems for many
others around the globe. Iran is a large country
located in Western Asia.

It shares borders with Pakistan, Afghanistan, Iraq
and Turkey. It is also close to the Persian Gulf, which
is very important for oil trade. On the other hand,
Israel is a smaller country in the same region. It
borders Lebanon, Syria, Jordan and Egypt, and lies
along the Mediterranean Sea. There are several
reasons behind this conflict. The United States and
Israel believe that Iran is trying to develop nuclear
weapons.

Iran, however, opposes the influence of the United
States and does not accept Israel. This has led to
military attacks and counterattacks between them.
Another important factor is Iran's control of the
Strait of Hormuz, which is a major route for
transporting oil. Recently, efforts have been made to
reduce tensions.

temporary ceasefire has been observed, and peace
talks were held in Islamabad on 11th April 2026.
These talks aimed to promote dialogue and find a
peaceful solution to the conflict. The effects of this
conflict are very serious. Many areas in Iran and Israel
have been damaged due to attacks. U.S. military bases
in countries like Saudi Arabia have also been targeted.

One major result is the increase in oil prices, which
has made fuel, electricity, and food more expensive
around the world. The conflict has also affected Gulf
countries such as the United Arab Emirates and Qatar.
These countries are facing economic pressure and
security risks.

In this situation, Pakistan has played a positive role by
hosting talks and supporting peace efforts. In
conclusion, this conflict is a major global concern. It
has caused destruction, economic problems and
instability. The temporary ceasefire and Islamabad
talks are positive steps, but long-term peace will
require continuous dialogue, cooperation and mutual
understanding.

Muhammad Ijlal Javed | IX Warriors | Pakpattan Chowk Campus, Sahiwal




English Poetry

The Eagle

The Eagle, soaring high,

Flaps his wings, touches the sky.
Strong and brave with eyes so bright
Flying free with all his might
He flies up high, he flies down low
He's the king of birds, I hope you know!
He spreads his wings and takes to the air.
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Muhammad Ali [II (Strawberry)| Pakpattan Chowk Campus, Sahiwal




English Poetry

Beauty of Nature

The sun is bright up in the sky
The white clouds slowly pass by.

Green trees wave in the gentle air
Flowers bloom everywhere.

Birds are singing, happy and free
Sitting high in every tree.

Nature gives us air and light
Day and night, so pure and bright.

Let us promise to keep the Earth clean
And let us care for it each day.

?,@ )
LA

Manal Salman ‘ Class:VI Onyx | The Educators Kids Campus, Sahiwal




English Poetry

ILLUSION

[ saw myself in mirror
Slightly combing my hair
My expressions were fair
[ was briskly sitting on chair
Including me none was there
I was shattered by fear
My eyes were crystal clear
[ felt something really comfy near
Wasn't my mind that sincere
Nothing was left to bare
Shall T put my shadow staring at their
At last, it comes as an illusion
Worth it, but controlling on mask I once wear

HAMNA KHALID | IX TULIP | GHAZALI CAMPUS, VEHARI




English Poetry

My mum is nice, I like her eyes.
My mum is good, I love her food.
My mum is funny, I'm her bunny.
My mum is fine as the sunshine.

[ love my mum and mum loves me,
We are a happy family.

Wania Fatima | Class III | Farid Town Campus, Sahiwal




English Poetry

Poem of Nature

Oh wonderful nature,
You are so beautiful!

With green trees,
And humming bees.

The grass is so green,
And the water is so clean.

Birds fly in the sky,
And mountains are so high.

The wandering butterflies,
Make my thoughts fly.

The waterfalls are so cool,
Fresh like a swimming pool.

[ love nature very much,
God gave us this treasure.

Eman Fatima | Class: V Lunar | Kids Campus Sahiwal




Amazing Facts - -~ _ — _ — —-

1. A day on Venus is longer than a year on
Venus.

. Honey never spoils. The jars found in
ancient tombs are still edible.

3. Sharks existed before trees on Earth. !

—

. Your brain uses about 20% of your
body’s energy.

—

5. The Eiftel Tower can grow up to 6
inches taller in the summer due to heat.

—

6. There are more stars in the universe
than grains of sand on Earth.

—

Aban Sohail | Class: VI Maple | Kids Campus, Sahiwal
93



What has one eye but cannot see?

ANS:

2.

I have keys but no locks, space but no room. What am I?

ANS:

d.

What goes up but never comes down?

ANS:

Answers: 1. A needle 2. Keyboard 3. Your age

Areeba Wagas | Class: VI Diamond | Kids Campus, Sahiwal
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Regional Achievement
(Southern Punjab)

MHE[EDUCATIORS

A Project of Beaconhouse
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2 2 SPEECH & DEBATE
THE EDUGMURS COMPETITION 2025- 26

SPEAK 1o INSPIRE
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Earth guardian Play student'’s Skit

Dark Green Photo Collage
Earth Day Instagram Post
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Speech & Debate
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National Champion Word Splash
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Hamda Sohail IX Diamond
The Educators Farid Town Campus Sahiwal

Au.1a Fauma IV
Sparrow The
=ducators Farid
fown Campus,
sahiwal

Abiha Fatima IV Sparrow
The Educators Farid Town Campus Sahiwal
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Arfa Riaz | Class IV Sparrow
Farid Town Campus Sahiwal

Malaika Arshad-Pre IX
The Educators Garha Mor Campus



Artwork of
Students

Say No to
ALy

Pollutian

Plont
Tri:S

Jannat Yawar Sehbai | Class V Anna
Farid Town Campus Sahiwal Iraj Waqas ‘ Class VI Daffodils
Pakpattan chowk Campus Sahiwal
Z0oha Nasir

VI Di'ampnd B
Kids campés Sz?hiw

M. Abdur Rafay Khan | VII Saturn
Farid Town Campus Sahiwal

Zoha Nasir | Class VI Diamond
Kids Campus Sahiwal
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MESSAGE FROM
SENIOR MANAGER

Dear Inkspirers,
Welcome back to another edition of Inkspirel

When we launched our first edition, we hoped to create a
space where young writers and artists could share their ideas
with confidence. Seeing that vision come dlive through your
enthusiasm and creativity has made this second edition
especially meaningful.

Once again, these pages are filed with stories, poems and
artwork from students across Pakistan. Some pieces may make
you smile, while others may make you pause, reflect or see
something from a new perspective. That is the beauty of
creativity: every voice brings something different, and every
creation has the power to connect with someone.

To everyone who submitted their work, thank you for trusting
us with your ideas. Sharing something you have created takes
courage. While we could not feature every submission, each
one was read and appreciated. Selection is only one part of
the journey. The greater achievement is having the
confidence to imagine, create and share.

As *Inkspire* continues to grow, | hope it encourages you not
only to express yourself but also to notice and appreciate the
creativity of others. Read with curiosity, celebrate one
another’s efforts and dllow these pages to spark new ideas of
your own.

The next story, poem or sketch begins with a simple thought
and the courage to follow it. So keep observing, guestioning
and creating. Your voice matters, and the world needs ideas
that only you can bring to life.

Thank you for making this second edition another joyful
celebration of student voices.

Until we meet again through these pages, keep creating, keep
sharing and keep inspiring!

Huma Imam
Managing Editor & Concept Lead, Inkspire
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