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Real beauty lies inside! By P. G. (VIII B) 
 
We’ve grown in a superficial world where beauty is upheld by unrealistic expectations. This affects 

humans, and can cause damage to their mentality. How many children create and idolize an 
unachievable image of what beauty should be like? 
 
How a person behaves can affect how others see them. Some will see a beautiful person in an act of 
kindness. Others will find they are not attracted to people that are unkind or self-centered. This 
suggests that beauty can be found in your actions and not in your physical appearance. Have you 

heard the expression ‘she’s a beautiful person’? Surely this refers to the beauty of the person’s soul 
rather than the prettiness of the face. 
 
Those that like to people-watch often observe beautiful moments in others’ lives. Human interaction 
can be both beautiful and ugly. Watching a mother playing with her toddler is a beautiful thing. It 
makes no difference what they look like. But when one person hurts another, it is unlikely the 

observer would describe the attacker as beautiful. 

 
Beauty is never on the outside where everyone can judge. Beauty is unique and everyone is beautiful, 
it doesn’t depend on you being blond haired and blue eyed, or having a zero figure! Don't listen to 
what everyone else tells you. They say wearing 'this' and 'that' is great. But is it worth it? Shouldn't 
you be the one to think about what's great and what isn't? 
 
The nation of Troy was charmed by a beautiful wooden horse. They neglected to see what was inside 

and that led to their downfall. Don’t let a beautiful wrapper fool you. After all no one keeps the 
wrapping paper. There can be no debate on this fact that for the quest of outer beauty, on the 
expense of one’s inner self is a road to personal destruction. What’s on the inside is more important 
than what’s on the outside because beauty is not skin deep! 
So, look inside you if you want to find out the real beauty in you! 
 

The Affect of Love, by H.S. (IX B) 

“Is it important for you to leave?” Frank’s mother asked. 

“Mom, it’s only a matter of a few days,” Frank answered. 

He was leaving for London for three months and he decided to keep his mother at Orphan Age home 

until he returns from his work. 

Next morning, he sends his mother to an orphan age home and before leaving he bid goodbye to her. 

Then after having a talk with the manager he left. 

His mother was introduced to all the members by the manager and soon in a couple of days they all 

were friends. She was living a happy life there. She thought and called her son. 

“Frank, how are you? I am fine here but missing you. When will you return?” his mother asked. 

“Mom, I will be back in three months. Right now, I am busy in a conference. Call you later.” Frank 

said. 

One month passed. Frank’s mother called him and then also he gave the same reply he did last time. 

Now, whenever she called him he replied the same. 

Six months passed. His mother was shocked that he hadn’t returned yet, and in a month she died. All 

the people at Orphan Age home started talking about the incident. 



“Now what should we do?” one of the members asked. 

“NOW!!!, that boy just sent his mother here and never returned. It must not be important for him to 

hear the news of the death of his mother,” a man name Ron said. “But still, it was his mother. We 

should ask the manager to call that boy.”  

They called the manager and asked him to call Frank. 

“Frank!” the manager said, “He is no more!” 

“What?” everybody started asking “What happened?” 

“Before leaving,” the manager started sharing his talk with Frank, “He told me that he was suffering 

from cancer and didn’t want his mother to suffer too, from the same disease. So, he left his mother 

here and went away.” 

“Oh!” everybody was in a deep shock that they had thought that he was so selfish or cruel but was 

having a heart of gold. 

“But,” Ron asked, “Who was speaking to his mother for months as you just said he was dead?” 

“Actually,” the manager said, “He gave me a recording of his voice and asked me to play it whenever 

his mother called him.” 

Everybody was in pain, thinking of the incident. Sometimes, the reason behind our motives is not 

visible to others, but what people do for love is unprecedented! This was one such story!  

The Clown’s Mystery, by A.G. (VIII C) 

It’s 3 am. My room was dark, I could see that there was someone standing at the foot of the bed. I 

could just make out that he was wearing a clown costume and I was pretty sure and shocked from the 
glare and little bit of reflection that he had my picture in his hand. This is the only thing that I 

remember from last night.  

It had just been two days since I shifted into my new house. I had already got some cold chill inside 

my head. It had been feeling very weird in my new house due to the rustic feel and the new 
surroundings. Yesterday, my sister and I were playing a board game kept in the drawer near the attic. 
The rules of the game sounded really awkward. I heard some sounds and I closed the game, as it was 
getting very dark outside. And I was scared to continue playing it. 

I went to sleep in a small yet warm room in the attic. Suddenly, in the middle of the night, I saw a 

person in a clown dress near my bed. I started feeling horrific and curled and covered myself with my 
blanket. All negative thoughts started coming into my mind like, he is going to kidnap me or even 
worse, kill me. I got to the left side of the bed, switched on the light and went to the door, but the 
door was locked. I was numb from head to toe. I heard the shrilling voice of my sister and called out 
for her but due to nervousness, I couldn’t even speak. I started hitting that person with a pillow. I 
could see that he was trying to speak something, so I stopped. He said that he was a secret agent and 

was trying to tell me that I was a spy chosen by a secret agency somewhere in London.  

I asked him why did they choose me. He said that was something that only the head of the agency 
could tell me. He told me to keep this as a secret because agents work discreetly. 

From that day onwards I had a surreptitious identity about which no one ever knew! I was very keen 
on going on my first secret mission ever! 

So, that’s how my nightmare turned into a super dream come true! 
Ssshhhh… don’t spill the beans! 



The Two Sparrows, by A. T. (VI A) 

‘Hurray, Summer Vacation!’ I said to myself when I reached Himachal Pradesh. It was the first day of 

my summer vacation of my new school. After reaching Himachal Pradesh, I had my breakfast and met 

my cousins. Oh! I forgot to introduce myself, my name is A… and I am 11 years old. So, where were 

we? Oh! yes, I met my cousins. That afternoon, my sister S… and I went to buy chips. But, when we 

were going, we saw that 2 baby sparrows fell down from their nest. We hurried and went to my house 

and brought 2 bowls, one was filled with water and another with boiled rice. When we reached there, 

one baby had its face in the hole! I thought that it was scared from us that is why it tried to hide and 

got stuck there. My sister tried to pull it by its tail. But, when she pulled it went inside again and 

again. ‘Idea,’ I said. ‘What idea?’ my sister asked. The idea was that we wouldn’t touch the baby for 5 

minutes and it will automatically come out. She was smiling as she was saying yes. After a while it did 

come out. ‘My strategy worked,’ I said to myself. We quickly picked both of them and ran to the 

house. Unfortunately, that night was full of storms. I forgot about them. I carried both of them and 

went inside. Next day, we found their mother. They were happy ever after. 


