CREATIVE WRITING… by YHSS students…

WAR OF MARS & EARTH (ThinleyDorji12ScC)

Earthly life gets complex by the day

Existence may have been easier on Mars

Yet who knows what life exists beyond Mars…

Comings and goings to and from school each day

Wangchu flows eternally, reminding

Of shortening days and care-laden futures…

Teachers pour out expertise during class hours

English scans literature, Dzongkha ponders religion,

Biology analyses life, each day learnt, one day lost…

Yet for each day we lose, we learn life’s mysteries

I must learn English, Dzongkha and biology

Exams have arrived, stressful times ahead

Though childhood fades, there’s every reason

To celebrate each dawning day!

Marching across Luntenzam, rhapsodic Wangchu

I have learnt lessons all day

While Wangchu filled Wangkha dam all day

Oh Mars! Why should I fight my own self?

I can create an earth

If I celebrate my youth

Before adult days dawn…

Letter to Grand Parents (Tsheten Dorji 12SE)

Dear grandparents, How could I ever thank you,

For all your love and care, I am extremely grateful

It was your advice, That made me proudlywhat I am,

The flowers and the dew And the sun in the sky prove

That life is spiritual, sublime,

You left my parents to look after me

Their love cannot be gauged, You left me with a family

And many opportunities. You brought me up such

That wherever I go I just fit in,

You provided everything

Ever since I was born,

These were my jewels

Grandpa and Grandma…

Sad memory lane… (Choki Dorji A 12 Sci E)

(To Aunty, expired 18th December 2006)

Sweet memories I behold and cherish

Yesterday is a part of history

Can I greet the next sunrise?

May be I will, may be not,

Only fate can tell.

Now I took prematurely old

My bones week, a fleshy waster,

Amidst sunny days and scary nights,

That make little sense to me,

Waiting to bid a mute farewell.

I am forced to leave

Everyone I love and care,

My small daughters and caring husband.

I am a bird flapping its wings,

Never fated to return,

After I leave my nest…

My childhood (Dechen Tshomo, 12 Com B)

I was the king of my family

In those halcyon days

My parents heeded

Whatever I said

Supplied everything I demanded

I hardly knew what was right and wrong37

A life without tomorrow

I never worried about anything

I climbed my father’s shoulder

And sat on my mother’s lap

I cried and howled at every mistake

Childhood was the most interesting time

In my life, and in everyone’s life

I wish those days would come back

I want to live that life once again

In my short span of uncertainty…

Global Warming (Ugyen Tshomo 12 Sci E)

Hundreds will struggle for a lump of bread

When a million dollars will have no value.

Thousands will face death due to airborne diseases

And the rest will struggle for a breath of fresh air

Millions will struggle for a few drops of water

And a crore weak ones will die fighting for it

Yet all of them have one common thought

“We suffer the careless actions of our grandparents”

Global warming is concern of all but  action of none

So let’s help contribute right here and now.

Music World (Sonam Wangchuk 12 Com A)

Listen to the radio, Dance with the music

Switch on the TV, Breathe with the rhythm

Flow with the lyrics

Music is Company, Music brings calmness

Music for pleasure, music is for leisure

A treasure in times of sorrow; 

A sun in times of romance,

Noise in times of peace, 

A friend who never deserts.

My Window (Pema Dechen, 12 C/ A)

I peeped way down deep

Into the garden

Where flowers garlanded

Amidst the gentle breeze

A faded sun shining shyly

Glimmering as the wind blew

With the leaves that flew

So mesmerizing…
No words could describe

I hate to look away

Lost in rapt admiration

I stared down into the deep

Then came the sunset to end

The beauty of the fl owering breeze

Life is… (Sunita Raj Thapa 12SD)

Joys and sorrows,

Sometimes wide and sometimes narrow,

Sometimes life lets you smile

Sometimes hurts with emotional arrows.

These are everywhere,

A mixture of feelings so ill,

Sometimes we hope and most times fear,

For a piece of life that kills.

For your tears roll across your smooth jowl,

Granted it was impossible to hold,

But those succeed 

Who didn’t fear and stood bold.

Mistakes (Chimi Wangmo 12 C/A)

I’ve hurt you in myriad ways,

I’m sorry I could not be good,

For not understanding your feelings

For not feeling your one true love

And leaving you stark alone.

I apologize for pain I inflicted

And you are nowhere to be found…

I realize, though you are gone…38

That I feel your presence still…

And I know in my heart…

Our love can never die…

I am sorry my love…

Sorry for the MISTAKES I made…
Night of all Nights (Pema Dechen 12 C/A)

It had been raining heavily that winter night. My family went to witness a late night film. I watched a horror movie at home, eating popcorn, and suddenly out of nowhere came a tap on the window! Too scared, I let go of the bowl of popcorn! ‘Who’s there?’ I gathered up all my courage but there was no one at the window. I felt the hair on my neck stand. I dashed to my room and I ducked under the bed. I was terrified more than ever. I needed my parents. It was already 11.13pm. I looked out of the window at the empty, pitch dark drive. I quickly reached for my cell phone and called both my parents. The lady said, “Subscriber not reachable,” and I really hated it. I heard a sudden scream, somewhere outside; no, it was from the TV! I turned it off. I prayed like I had never prayed before. I was sweating and shaking…

“Tring, tring!” “Hello.” No answer except for somebody breathing deeply. I hung up. I really thought I was going to die, and I was petrified and went all numb. I sat there on my favorite sofa, preparing for the last minutes of my life. I called my cousin; I told her the whole story. She came over. I could not sleep or eat and could barely speak; I felt like my soul had been sucked out and my body left to decompose.
Like a Dream! (Karma Phuntsho Wangmo,12 C/C)

Love is sunshine and it will find a way! School reopened and I stood in the corridor as he

passed. I was impressed by the dashing guy. I smiled…I could think of nothing else. He dominated my imagination night and day. I decided I must know his name. “I am Tempa,” was his response. His eyes were so mysterious…  Sometimes the heart of a lover sees what is invisible. Days passed without a single word. I finally confessed my feelings. I won my love forever.

I love him so much even today that he became my life and my living. Love brightens life,

love’s joy makes problems light, and love makes all things seem worthwhile, so learn to love, love, and love.

An Evening Walk (Yeshi Dema,10/A

Suddenly came heavy rainfall with thunder, lightning and storm in the midst of my evening walk. I had nothing to protect myself from the rain. So I went to my friend’s house and waited until the rain stopped. I told I wanted to leave since it was getting dark. I had to cross thick jungles on the way. I could hear a jackal howling. I could see a shadow; a girl sheltering from the rain under a mighty tree. She said that her parents left her and she doesn’t have a home. I took her to my house. She was striking. She ate and went to bed. In the night I went to the toilet. She has changed herself from attractive girl to ugliness.

No one but me could see her. I was frightened. After sometime she disappeared and I got

seriously ill. Someone was shouting, “Yeshi….Yeshi.” I opened my eyes, but there was only

mom saying, “What is wrong?” At last I got it, it was just a dream.
Traitor Love (Sangay Dema, 9/D)

Sonam studied in a Darjeeling College with friends Karma, Tshering, Jamtsho and Pema.

They were the Yeltons! Sonam met Dechen in college and fell head over heels in love

with her. Though he loved her desperately, he never let himself or his friends reveal the

truth. Days and months passed. The year had come to an end and everybody was saying goodbye. Sonam was heartbroken; his friends could not bear it. They told Dechen. She rejected Sonam as her marriage was already arranged by her parents.

Heartbroken, Sonam came back home and finds out that the girl he loved was marrying his

elder brother. He was totally numb. Day and night he was drunk and his brother Ugyen could not bear it. He asked him about his depression but no reply. Ugyen went to Sonam’s friends to know what the truth was. They told him. Sonam had an accident on the night of the marriage. The internal bleeding never stopped, his ribs had pierced the liver and he survived only a week. He was as dead as a ‘Dodo”. Dechen realized Sonam’s love and so she had to really regret her action. Ugyen became living death.
Love and Tears (Sunita Raj Thapa 12 S/D)
“Sir, I am Dr. Choki reporting from Paro Hospital. A patient is suffering from paralysis. I’ve asked the patient to report to JDWNRH and meet you…” The hospital atmosphere was very busy as usual. Tshetum’s mother cried while telling Dr. Shadukat of how insanely he was in love. He used to know her in his high school days. And when that girl rejected his proposal….it hit him so hard that he was paralyzed. Dr. Shadokat nodded her head. Dr. Shadokat ordered the nurse to give Tshetum a good haircut the next day! She opened the door with a bunch of flowers and her eyes swam in tears. “Tshetum Gyashey..you?” She was stunned and said, “Oh! So it’s you. I never thought we would ever be meeting. You know what I mean, right? There is very bitter pain in my heart knowing the fact that it is me to blame for your condition.”

He looked straight; he hardly blinked. Nobody knew whether he could hear….or whether he could see… Dr. Saydukat left the room crying. Tears slowly rolled down his cheeks, but no one knew.

Some suicides are never recorded (Kinley Zangmo, 12 C/B)

Pema lay still on the couch after a huge argument with elder sister Deki on the phone. She was studying in Cambridge University, anticipating a promising job. Pema thought that life would be easier and wanted Deki to live with her. Deki wasn’t willing to leave Bhutan no matter what.

Their parents died in a car accident years ago. Pema was then 15 and Deki was 17. Life took a cruel turn. There was no one left in the world. Deki completed high school and joined teacher training. She wanted Pema to study well and it was good fortune when Pema received a scholarship in Cambridge University.

Four years have passed since they met. Pema wrote to Deki after the argument. Three months passed without Deki’s reply. Since Pema was done with her exams, she decided to go back to Bhutan and give Deki a big surprise.

She tried to contact Deki after arrival in Paro but couldn’t reach her. She went to their old

house but the door was locked. She asked the neighbors. When she called the school where

Deki was working, the woman said, “Deki is not working here anymore”.

Pema decided to report to the police. Months passed. One day she got a call from the police

chief. “I am so sorry but your sister committed suicide. Paro police found your sister’s body a few months ago in the river. We are so sorry. Some suicides are never recorded,”

Pema remained still in shock and horror. She couldn’t think. She started blaming because they had a big fight over the phone which broke her sister’s heart. Pema went back to England for her results and decided never to come back to Bhutan…
Untold Love (Ugyen Dema 12 C/B)

Ngawang Lhamo studied in class 12 in Nima Higher Secondary School. She was an only good-looking daughter. Her father was a highly paid engineer. She was busy with an assignment when Sherab saw her blissful face. He fell in love, attracted to her writing. He wanted to talk but she left in search of the mathematics’ teacher. Nawang was delivering the assembly speech when Rigzang (Sherab’s younger brother) was also attracted to Ngawang. Rigzang’s friend Pema was Ngawang’s classmate. 

Sherab and Rigzang were talking about the same girl but neither realized. Neither told her

name because they wanted to keep it a secret. The brothers were very close. Rigzang told Sherab that he had proposed to Nawang and she had accepted. Sherab was astonished; he didn’t speak. His heart broke into pieces like glass. Nawang was not able to understand his brother’s behavior after he told his love story. Whenever Nawang and Rigzangsat chatting, Sherab would go back to his class and sit in the corner.

A few months later, Sherab gave up loving Nawang, thinking that his love for Rigzang will

be lost, resulting in misunderstanding. He ignored Nawang. Three of them chatted happily.

Sherab’s secret was never known to Nawang and Rigzang. Sherab’s love for Nawang was

never told…
“Sleep Did Not Last Long…”(Dawa Penjor 12 Com. B)

I usually sleep with my parents. When I was 13, I was matured enough to sleep alone in a separate room like my siblings! Granted permission by doting parents, I cuddled my teddy bear and went to sleep after several ‘Good Nights’.

I was soon in deep sleep. But sleep did not last long. The piercing jackal cries from the surrounding forest woke me. I removed the blanket above my head hesitantly. I looked around and saw nothing in the darkness. The wall clock struck midnight. There was no power. I looked for the torch and candle; I went to my parents’ room. There was a hissing sound. I stood still in the darkness. Suddenly a strong wind struck the window shutter accompanied by heavy rainfall with thunder and lightning. And then I saw a huge figure moving across the street… I peeped from the window in the lightning.

The figure abruptly turned into a big black cat. It came closer to the window. I shouted to my parents in sheer fright. I raced towards the door. I opened the door and saw my dad holding a gun. He was curious to know what happened. I looked through the window but there was neither the tall figure nor the black cat. “I had a nightmare”, I explained. I could not sleep all night.

Dad later took me to his bedroom in his arms. I wondered whether I had seen a ghost. I started sleeping with my elder brother.

HE WAS COOL (Karma Dema, 12 Com. A)

Karma and her friend Pema studied in Sherubtse College in 2005. Karma was scanning

her email when she found Dorji’s address. Karma wrote a nonsense message. Dorji was angry. He found Karma’s mobile number at the end of the message. Karma was doing her hair in the salon. Dorji and his friends arrived but they had never met. He called Karma. When Karma received the call, Dorji knew the girl sitting nearby was her.

Karma knew too, makes scary faces and runs away. They always quarrel over the phone!

Dorji learns that Karma studies in his college. In Karma’s class, all the girls are attracted by his handsome visage. He tells Karma to meet after college hours. Karma does not meet him. One day Dorji fights with several boys and is hurt on his face and body. He lay helpless on the ground but nobody helped him. Karma takes him to hospital.

Next day Dorji knows and wants to thank her. Karma comes to visit him at the hospital. Both are happy. Karma wants to help but he stops her from touching him. Karma is very sad and returns home.

Dorji’s friends tell Karma why Dorji stopped her from touching. Dorji is infected by AIDS

because his father had AIDS. In the hospital Dorji thinks of telling Karma about his disease. He was not confident. Karma tells him that she knows. They loved each other now.
A dream every time! (Chimi Zangmo, X C)

Bird calls woke her up again. The silent lake was a blue blanket. She enjoyed the stunning sunrise with a cup of tea. Sonam never missed magical Mother Nature. She considered missing it an ill omen. She looked striking when the long wet hair kissed her face. She saw the sun rising over the edge of the mountain. ‘For a tensed Doctor, nothing can erase tensions like Mother Nature does.’ “Tring, tring”, her cell scattered a melodious ring tone; she started to dry her hair and dress in a multihued kira. She drives to the workplace by nine, but at the adjacent school, something strikes her head. Everything turns dull, and she hears nothing. She opens her eyes covered with blood. Before her was a man in the fifties. He was lying cold and dead on the table. Sonam began to tremble; she took off her bloody jacket. She cried aloud in terrified fear. Her brown eyes were moist with sorrow that rolled down the cheeks. She heard a knock on the door, her teeth chattering, and her heart began to straighten itself. She dragged herself to the entrance and opened it very slowly. She saw a group of policemen. She ran towards the waitingroom and relaxed. She tried to recollect how she had reached; how could she kill somebody?

Maybe she was a victim of MPD (Multi Personality Disorder). Can she ever be happy in this gloomy place? “Hey! Wake up! Don’t you have to go to school?” Ghosts vanished.
Dawning Sadness (Tshering Delkar 11 S/D)

Dolma held Phuntsho’s photograph in tears. She could not believe that he had left her.

They had adored one other but never confessed their feelings… in the fear of losing

the relationship if one rejected the proposal. Phuntsho gathered his guts to propose

on New Year eve. They were on seventh heaven! Yet the happiness of dawn was fated to

evaporate in the sunshine. Phuntsho drove Dolma to her house. They bid good byes. Dolma was about to enter the house when she heard a harsh sound. She squirmed and to her horror saw that Phuntsho’s car had crashed into a truck. She ran on rubbery legs. It felt like slow motion. After what felt like a million miles, she reached his badly damaged car.

There was commotion everywhere. Dolma’s legs were too weak. She fell to her knees. Some

people pulled Phuntsho out of the car. Blood dripped from his head, he was injured severely.

He laid his head on Dolma’s lap. Tears trickled down his eyes, he called her name. He could not complete his last words… He died. Dolma was stupefied. She neither wept nor spoke. She was a lost soul.
A letter to my soul (Muna Giri, 9’B’)

My dear parents, where have you gone away from this gorgeous world? I am left in darkness. My mind is never at peace no matter where I go and what I do. You loved me so

much. I can’t forget that. Yet I can’t get you back. I can only meet you in my dreams.

Your death was like the river that never returns to its source. You live in my heart. Tears kiss my cheeks at your memory. I don’t want to blame your absence for my failure.

You must be in heaven. I hope to meet you in the next generation. Your lives were too short. If you were here, I would get the chance to repay your love and care. Human beings are not immortal; we have to leave when death calls. “Nothing is greater than remembering someone as dear as you two.”
THOUGHTS (Desang Dorji)

I think a lot. I wish to be someone great. I could serve my beloved country which provided everything for free. I have to serve my parents who fulfilled my every dream. I have to care for my relatives who saw me through the bad times. I have brothers and sisters with whom I spent the greatest moments in my life. I have revenge to take upon those who never thought well. I have to exchange my sorrows with joys. I think so much in my empty brains. I think of things turning the way I want. As the emotions hidden deep appear, thoughts refresh my wounds. The primary root of a tree is the most important. If it survives, so do the other roots, if it dies so do the others. I have realized that all the thoughts were a waste.

Think of helping yourself and dreams would become realities instead of merely living in the

dreams. This is the thinking I would encourage the entire school to have. If you have a country to inspire, parents to serve, relatives and siblings to look after and revenge to take…
Who Am I? (Prakash, 9D)

I am the regular teenage boy. Life is quite an experience. I enjoy movies and dramatics and

love singing. I read Sidney Sheldon and Agatha Christie I also enjoy the ballet and love to

talk for hours on the phone.

I associate with teenagers. We go to movies and parties. We have erratic eating habits- potato chips, ice cream, chocolates and cucumbers all at one sitting. We dress up by the latest fashions which are sometimes rather ridiculous.

There is one part of the teenager that none knows. That is the serious part. In a few years I

will enter the real world. Will I be successful? What is happening around the world? Everyone is opposing everyone else. Why can’t we live in harmony? Why am I here and what is my purpose in life? I am proud to be Bhutanese. A few questions run through the teenager’s mind.

At times we are confused about things we don’t comprehend. I feel that being a teenager is

quite an experience.
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Never Say Goodbye! (Dekee Yangzom, 12 S/B)

Never is the right time to say goodbye, yet it’s time for me to leave my cocoon and fly away into an unknown fate. Two years have flown in a flash…I was initially apprehensive at YHSS. Thank god, my friends from LMSS were there too! I will never forget all my teachers for guiding me. I will really miss the love of the teachers. I find it really difficult to bid farewell. The frolic with my school mates is vivid in my memories.

Memories play a very confusing role. I will laugh when I remember the times I cried here!

I will probably cry again. It’s hard to forget the classes and the walks around the campus.

The canteen, the fun activities and the holidays declared after reaching school! It is said that wonderful moments are a gift of god. I really don’t want to leave, but life has to move on. I really don’t know how I’ll move on without the protection of the friendly walls.

YHSS is a perfect school and I’ll never regret being here. I immensely thank all my teachers and friends for all their love and guidance. I now end the chapter of my high school life and start a new chapter of college life. Any good thing is bound to end but wherever I go and whatever I do, fond memories of YHSS will always linger deep within me.
MY FIRST CRUSH (Tshering Dema, 10 J)

It was in May in grade 9 when I saw him first in school. I was rushing to toilet when I dashed into his adorable figure. I did not know what was happening, I felt uneasy and apprehensive. I could not help but smile at the mention of his name; I met him regularly.

It was very romantic and emotionally moving… He was in class 12 and I was in 9. My friends freaked out. “Are you crazy? He is much older. You are just 13. Be realistic!” said Tandin, my best friend.

The year was ending and I poured out my heart. We stood in the auditorium along with tons of people. I got this incredible feeling that something great was about to happen. He faced me with jolly looks. I gulped. I was shaking and stammering and finally said, “I like you.” He wasn’t shocked. “I know who you are. You are the one who stares at me. I think of you as my sister. You have a nice smile though. I better go, see ya!” He left. It was all nerve- wracking! I could not believe I had just confessed my love or that I even had the guts to face him.

When I look back, I wonder, gosh! What was I thinking then? I was a stupid young fool, caught up in the so called love world. Yet it was an innocent childhood experience. I can laugh when I remember the episode again…
