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Talented dancers from NPSI participated in the International Dance 
Championships on 13th October 2019. Our student choreographers assisted 
in choreographing the ‘Birdbox’ , ‘Jazz’ and ‘Dolled up’ dances. Diya Bhutani, 
Anushka Pulaputra, Sahana Prabhu and Tanvi Prasad participated in the solo 
category. Karishma and Sanskruti participated in the group category as well. 

AAfter weeks of endless practice under our belt, we polished our dance steps 
to perfection. Through the process of choreographing, my team and I not only 
learnt a new style of dance, but also essential team building qualities.

AAs the final day arrived, all of us were nervous but we knew that our 
perseverance and practice would pay off. The bold dancers of ‘Birdbox’ and 
lively ‘Jazz’ clinched 2nd position and the dramatic dolls of ‘Dolled up 
secured the 4th position. Our soloists and group dancers won 2nd, 3rd and 
5th respectively. The performance and results have fueled our passion for 
dance. In conclusion, this competition gave us an experience of its kind, 
showing us how we all must work together to win and giving up should never 
be an obe an option.

Anisha Banerjee 9E
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The Imayam Tamil Festival celebrated the oldest language 
on 18th January 2020. This is the 3rd year of this festival 
and 18 schools from Singapore participated. The event 
was started with lighting of the lamp by Dr. Matthew Sulli-
van which was then followed by a Tamil invocation song 
sung by Srisha Swaminathan and me. The main two 
events were word game and debate. Mr. Poovendhan Na-
tarajan conducted a challenging word game for vocabu-
lary and pronunciation. The following event challenged 
the student’s oratory and debate skills. “Success in future 
endeavours for youth is highly attributable to academic 
achievements or life experiences” being the topic made 
the participants think on their feet. Guest of Honour for 
the event was Mr. R Dhinakaran (Vice Chairman for Hindu 
Endowment Board). Inspiring talks were given by both 
Mannai Dr. G. Rajagopalan and Mr. R Dhinakaran. The 
successful participants and winners were presented with 
certificates and trophies by Mr. R Dhinakaran and Mr. Kris 
Bhatt. To sum up, the event was a treat and energy boost-
er for both students and parents. We look for more such 
events in future. 

Thanks 

Thejovati Narayanan, 8B 

Connecting with the oldest language in the world 
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I lay in the enamel-white tub,
stark white filled with red.
A rich, deep, thick red.
viscous, it clung to my shirt,
as pain did to my conscience.

Guilt consumed me from within,
the smelthe smell of red creeping into my 
head.
Whether it was the copperish tang 
of blood,
Or the sharp kick of wine, I couldn't 
tell.
The blood The blood of my victim, or wine, his 
murderer?

The searing pain of my stupor 
persisted,
the red was the victor of this battle.
Wine made me thirsty for blood.
And in the And in the aftermath, we drank 
heartily. 
the Red made us pure.

Samud Shetty 10E

Blood or Wine



VThe fisher boy looked at the cloth boat in his hand. 
What a few messy folds on a patterned cloth could 
create amazed him. More than this, the very fact, that 
this little creation could explore what was outside 
the small fishing town, excited him. His boat could 
swim down the river, meet boats larger than itself, 
wave out to everyone it met along the way, but most 
ofof all it could sail right across the edge of the planet 
and see whatever was out there. The fisher boy 
knew this was the right day for his little cloth boat to 
set sail. The orange sun cast a reflection of its 
warmth over the river. The river was flowing straight 
ahead and the fisher boy knew the river was not 
going to stop soon. It never did. After all, the river 
wwas there to protect the inhabitants of the fishing 
village. The witches and evil spirits that were out 
there could never hurt anyone in the little fishing 
town as long as they were on the banks of the river 
or sailing across it.

He knew his boat, sailing down the river, would be 
safe from the evil spirits, the witches who made 
potions, and the cast spells, but most importantly, 
from the Bunyip. The Bunyip was an evil creature 
lurking in the forest, going around with its 
humongous tusks and slimy flippers, eating humans, 
casting spells and worst of all, stealing. The Bunyip 
would nwould not steal money or food, he would steal 
things most crucial to people - their eyesight, their 
ability to hear, or even their ability to taste.

The Bunyip had stolen from the fisher boy too. 
He had taken his voice. The fisher boy could not 
talk to anyone - the villagers, his little sister, the 
immigrants who came from outside and even 
the other fishermen. None of them could make 
him speak since nobody knew how. The fisher 
boy dreamed of the day his spell would be 
brbroken. He would thank everyone who had 
been kind to him, wish everyone a good 
morning, ask them about their day, there was a 
lot he could do if he could speak.

He smiled at the river, observing the fish flowing 
with the current. He couldn't wait. He tossed the 
cloth boat straight into the river, hoping to see it 
drift down the river with the fish who were there 
to give it company. His bright smile turned into a 
quick frown, almost instantaneously. His boat 
sank.

HHe sat on the bank, burying his head and 
hugging his knees. Disappointment almost 
literally clouded his vision, he did not even 
notice the man standing behind him. This man 
did not look like someone who belonged to the 
fishing town. He looked different, he was 
dressed differently and spoke differently as well. 
But being difBut being different did not stop him from 
tapping the fisher boy's shoulder. He went down 
on his knees and offered the little boy a 
strawberry, something you would never see in 
the fishing town. The fisher boy looked up at the 
man and thanked him, out loud. The fisher boy 
spoke! An act of kindness by the river had 
bbroken the spell.

The fisher boy who 
couldn’t talk

By Ira Onalekar 10 D
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Nature is always a source of inspiration, be its vibrant colours or 
intricate shapes and designs, one simply cannot ignore its beauty 
and simplicity. So, it only made sense that this year’s carnival 
installation would be based on the concept of ‘foliage.’
 
ThisThis year, the stage and hallways were planned to be decked with 
arrangements of leaves and flowers of all shapes and sizes. 
Experimenting with a plethora of colours and different types of 
papers we designed various leaves and flower petals. Soon, 
everything was set in place and ready for action.
 
TheThe entire secondary school was involved in making around 700 
leaves and 30 unique flowers making the final arrangement a 
fantastic sight. Although the plan was extremely ambitious, the 
result at the end was worth every bit of sweat shed.
 
PParents, teachers and students were awed by the colourfully decked 
stage and hallways, stopping midway to admire the installations. All 
the performances were made even more dazzling with this year’s 
installation. I can’t wait to see what next year’s carnival has in store 
for us!
 
Neha Jacob IB Year 1C

Bouquet of our dreams



Peranakan Art 
Workshop
Art for the wider community

DuringDuring the Peranakan Art workshop on 28 July 2019, IB Year 1 students 
spent an afternoon doing glass painting at the Bedok Community 
Centre. They were given the opportunity to explore the best of their 
imaginative abilities and express themselves through their art. Their 
work contributed to the much larger art pieces that were later exhibited 
on the walls of Geylang Serai for the National Day Parade 2019. The 
experience was especially helpful in discovering the hidden talents
oof students who had never ventured into the world of artistry and 
craftsmanship They returned with a unique insight into Peranakan 
culture and its proud heritage, as well as a newfound appreciation
for the beauty of art.

- Ayushi Yadav IB 1 A


