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We define. We limit. Let words find themselves
to adorn the change.

As the scent of rain permeates through our
parched summer melancholia, let that transition
be poetry in itself.

Why trifle with words scanty?

Team Cubs’ Voice has perennially made an
effort to be a microcosm of the world at large.

With nature’s temporal glee, we hope our

feelings echo yours!
Of joy and luck, we wish you aplenty!
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Monsoon — my love

Monsoon also called rainy season is my love. We wear
raincoats, gumboots, umbrellas. We need to protect
ourselves from rain. The pleasant sound of raindrops on
my rooftop touches my heart and gives me calmness
and joy. | feel like singing with the falling of rain.
Clouds roar and whistle. We enjoy Raksha Bandhan
and Rath yatra. The raindrops on petals, the rainbow in
the sky — I wish mummy would let me keep watching
the rain but as | often fall sick, I can see the rains only
through my window.

~Karayitri Banerjee, 31
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The clouds have been dark for days
Concealing the quiet blue sky,
Spreading thunderbolts now and again
Has the season arrived?

The trees tuned to the breeze that blew,
The peacocks called out in glee!
The clouds rushed their way all around,
Resembling the waves of the vast sea.
The sprogs had their paperboats ready,
As it rained quite lightly;
Enjoying the soothing weather all around
Worn out from the heated plight.
The frogs had their umbrellas stitched,
The farmers had their hopes high
All to smell the wet Earth once again,
Witnessing the torrential bliss, they
sighed.

~Aanushnaa Bandvopadhvay, 11B

Wrapped in rain, clothed in wind,
Joints cracking and striking into two, into
an angular attitude
Dancing across the sky
It burns with heedless joy
Like a perfect harmony of nature, it fills
the sky.

The nights plunge back into darkness.
Again, it's raining today
And this time it felt new,

My heart melted as the wind blew
Happiness caught me again
Leaving my eyes a bit wet
| felt again how happy we were
How weird and insane.

As their whispers fill the sky
They pour out a welcome to spring
Overflowing stream of love
Once again, | got into the memory lane
Accepting my fate,

Looking out the window,

And again, the memories reflect.

~Thuta Trisha. 9H

In the monsoon's embrace, raindrops dance,
A symphony of nature's sweet romance.
Clouds gather in a charcoal sky,
Painting the world with hues that fly.
Petrichor whispers rise from the earth,
Refreshing every corner with rebirth.
Leaves shimmer with a verdant sheen,
Washing away the dusty scene.
Rivers swell with joyful pride,
Bursting forth, no longer shy to hide.
Fields adorned in emerald attire,
Quench their thirst with heavenly desire.
Children giggle in puddles deep,
Splashing and laughing, in secrets they keep.
The air is cool, the heart feels light,

In monsoon's blessing, there is pure delight.
Gentle rains caress the soul,
Healing wounds and making whole.
Nature's bounty, a soothing balm,

In the monsoon's tender, loving calm.

So let us cherish this gift so grand,
From distant oceans to the land.
For in the rain's soft, rhythmic tune,
Lies the promise of life's monsoon.
~Attik Roy, 10A

Monsoon: a blessing
Monsoon my favourite season
Making paper boats in this season
Eating pakoras in this season
Gossiping and enjoying without reason
Getting wet in water
Drops fall pitar patar
~Ishani Dey, 4D

I love monsoon
Monsoon is beautiful.
Gumboots we wear.
Trees looking fresh. Mummy making
khichdi. Lord Jagannath we worship.
Roads waterlogged. Birds enjoying rains.

~Jashoiit Das, 1E
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The season of rains

Monsoon, the season of rains,
Children love you dearly rains,
Paper boats to sail in puddles,

Jumping on muddy places,

Clouds from sky
Come to us with a SMILE.
~Ishita Chakraborty, 2A

Ezitisha Mondol, NyG

~Anumit Dutta, 5A

Answers of the last issue:
1. A rubber band
2. A stamp

Have a try,
Who am 1?

TRIVIA

1.  What goes up, but never comes down?

2. What is always in front of you, but can’t be seen?

Have a try,
Who am 1?

Answers to be revealed in the next issue

TOPIC FOR NEXT ISSUE: INDIA CELEBRATES INDEPENDENCE: OF GLORY AND DIVERSITY

Students willing to submit their works for the next issue may send it to cubsvoicesxi@gmail.com by 30 July, *24
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