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Meet the Writers

Earth saver
Idea composter
Sugar monster
Zara

Book imaginer
Opinion shifter
Ball smasher
Rishik

Notebook storer
mess magnet
Tamarind robber
Kaveri

Dream chaser
Page turner
Chaos creator
Kaashvi

Day dreamer
Giggle giver
Goal chaser
Bianca

Kenning Poetry

A Kenning is a figurative compound word that takes the place of an
ordinary noun. Two nouns are brought together to create a two-word
phrase that symbolically or metaphorically refers to a noun. This time,
the writers used three kennings to describe themselves!

Nature Lover
Night Nerd
Story Weaver
Sinchana

Music admirer
Story wanderer
Ghungroo wearer
Ronikaa

Page wanderer
Art creator
Song performer
Kabir Tayal

hue chaser
football fanatic

melody connoisseur

haasya

Idea generator
Dragon master
Drum legend
Aymen

creative brainstormer
doubtful overthinker
budding book-reader
shanaya

Book devourer,
Chronicle crafter,
Music adorer,
Maya

Book consumer
Art creator
Room messer
Kabir Srinivasan

Thought river
Wisdom flame
Dream harbour
Devika

Tale turner

Dusk dancer
Surfside swimmer
Arudraa
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Novel reader Shuttlecock smasher  ice eater,

Egg cooker Basketball dunker uno cheater,

Injury magnet Paint blotcher phrase repeater,
Anaya Ameyaa aarya

Pizza gobbler Mess maker Poetry pourer
Word weaver Stationery lover Stump shatterer
Music maker Anti-nap advocate Feminist trailblazer
Aarav Aadhya Aabha

Hello!

Issue 9 of WORDS is here!

At the risk of repeating myself, I will say
that I've struggled with Al use once more.
While I have done my best to ensure that
the writing I’ve included in this issue isn’t
Al-generated, I do suspect that some of it
may have been Al-aided.

Having said that, the pieces that made it to
this e-magazine are ones that I enjoyed
reading. More importantly, they’re pieces
that the young writers edited and rewrote
extensively, working consistently on the
feedback they received. As always, I am
astonished at how far they’ve come over

the course of the programme! AUTHOR .
CREATIVE WRITING TRAINER

VARSHA SESHAN

Happy reading!



Varsha Seshan’s Online Creative Writing Programme
Guest Session #34

e Py Fragmed

A workshop with Yashasvi Vachhani

Silly sounds
Random rhymes
Numbskull Nawalbs
... and fantastic fun!

A Poem from Guest Session #34 with Yashasvi Vachhani

Have you ever met the Kangarude?

All people mention is his mood.

When asked to smile, he’d just ask, “Why?”
When asked to laugh he’d give a big sigh.
Most people say he’s very rude,

but the only thing to fix is his mood!

Sinchana Prasad



POETRY

6-11

12-17

18-22

Thirteen Ways of Looking at ...

What do we mean by the word “perspective”? How can we look at the same thing
—perhaps something perfectly ordinary—in thirteen ways? Read poems about
bamboo, the sun, an ant, an armadillo, a rainbow, an apple, thunder and havoc!

Rhyming Verse

We often find symbols in poetry. What can simple things symbolise? For
instance, what does the colour red symbolise? What could a paper boat
symbolise? We explored our ideas in rhyming verse.

Puzzle Poetry
Puzzles are fun! Can you decode all the poems and then—as a bonus—find out
what the theme for our exercise on puzzle poetry was?
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Thirteen Ways of
\ Looking at ...
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Among green hills, bamboo stands tall

In the whispering winds, bamboo nods.

A gentle breeze, the bamboo sways

The wind hits it with a Whoosh Whoosh!

The green heart of the forest

The scent of cut grass and damp earth, oh so fresh!
A thousand stems, one gentle voice

In moonlight, bamboo’s silver glow

Empty yet strong like bamboo’s heart

Bamboo’s roots, earth’s firm grip

As smooth as butter, top to bottom

looking like a giant beanstalk creeping up the sky
In simplicity, bamboo’s beauty lies!

Bamboo
Arudraa Singh

Panda haven
flexible contortionist

——————————————————— ~ Rural pen
flapping leaves
Earlier this year, I attended a rustle, rustle, rustle
wonderful poetry workshop tall tower
conducted by Rachel Piercey bird’s apartment
(look her up!). She introduced Nesting material
me to “Thirteen Ways of cooked delight

Looking at a Blackbird” by
Wallace Stevens and spoke
about how we can use the idea
in class without even reading
the poem. That’s exactly what I
did, and here are the results!

jungle protecter
Lush and verdant
forest inhabiter
warrior’s staff

Kabir Srinivasan
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An Apple

Worm home

As red as a rose
Tummy satisfier

Core like a forgotten skeleton
Food source

Crunch, crunch, crunch
Smooth and moist

It sits tall and proud
Hunger quencher

Firm bite

Affluent aroma

Raw richness

The stem stands over the apple, a sentinel, watching, guarding.

Rishik Halan
An Ant

Six-legged insects
Sweet hoarders
Human biters
Sometimes prey
Scurrying reds
Food spoilers
Itch itch

Shy creatures
Small soldiers
Team builders
Seed dispersers
Anthill residents
Muscular path makers

Ameyaa Nair
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An Armadillo

Nature’s professional excavator
Reluctant Olympic athlete
Skilled submariner

Living shield

Glow-in-the-dark wonder
Disease distributor

Speed breaker

Night in shining armour

Sequel to Ice Age 5

Too cute to crack
One of four
Bug grubber
Little leaper

Kabir Tayal



Bamboo

As old as time
Panda treat
Brown circled

The leaves whisper secret messages
Rustle rustle
Tropical guardian
Never gives up
Pickle wonder
Toothbrush maker
Smooth as glass
Green as grass
Seismic survivor
Chopstick creator

Anaya Chouksey

The Sun

Super star!

A huge ball of gas.

Fire demon.

Vitamin-D creator.

Feel its flames burn your skin.
Sweat making machine.

The Sun

Skin burner

Earth heater

Source of food
Centre of the universe
As old as time
Horizon painter
Star in the sky
Never gives up

As fierce as a lion
Ball of fire

Can’t be approached
Shadow chaser

Day maker

Kaashvi Bhardwaj

The planets’ PE coach, who made them run laps for over a billion years.
Look at it sit peacefully 15,00,00,000 kilometres away from you.

Devastating dehydration.
Rainbow former.

A tree’s best friend.

The solar systems night light.
Earth’s mother.

Zara Varun



Havoc
Havoc within myself, the first of thirteen ways.
the silence before thunder.

the river that forgets its banks,
a flood that teaches us loss.

laughter crackling alongside lightning.

a mask shattering into something brighter, sharper.

Havoc laced with lament,
a cry rising from its own delight.

a crow’s wing cutting into the sun,
a fatal fracture.

fire’s wild dance
devouring its own shadow.

the sea’s sudden surge
pulling us into its hunger.

whispering through rumour’s mouth,
faster than wind itself.

the storm’s grin,
teeth bared against the crashing horizon.

the breaking of order.
the birth of fire.

a path veering away
simply because it wants to.

As havoc consumes us,
we become nothing but havoc itself.

Devika Aditya Singh



Thunder

Lightning’s best friend

Zip, Zap, Zoom, a brilliant sound and light show for all

Terror spreader
Joy creator
Ground soaker
Eardrum burster
Chaos generator
Darkness creator
Monsoon bloomer
Unexpected arriver
Cymbal inspirer
Earth shaker
God’s anger

Aarav Khandelia

The Sun

The sky’s golden eye

The Sun

Summer starter
Life giver

Heat inducer

Day lighter

Moon shiner
Goblet of fire
Hydrogen hogger
Heart of the solar system
Yellow star
Season maker
Vitamin D helper
Ice melter

Sizzle sizzle sizzle

Aadhya Javvaji

A burning coin tossed into the valley of Zeus

The morning spark
A growing ember
The horizon’s glow

The timekeeper ticking without sound

A crown of gold
The wandering warmth of life
A hush of light

The endless lamp

A fiery heart in the vast unknown

The god of day
A mighty ruler dressed in gold

Bilanca Bisht
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A Rainbow

A sky-scarf, worn loosely over the sun’s shoulders

A laugh between the clouds, vibrant with joy

The strings of an instrument, rich with solar song and storm sound

A bridge only the golden rays use, dancing across the seven-hued surface
A sash tied across the clouds, rippling in the drizzle

An outfit rain and the light of day stitched for the sky

A set of stairs to the sun itself

A seven-shaded serpent, slithering through the sky

A glowing, stormy daydream

A sky-smile, looping between the rain and sunbeams

A skyline-hugging, colourful halo for the horizon

A bow of light and darkness, poised to shatter the dark clouds
Painted by the clouds with colours of the sun and the rain, a rainbow.

Maya George

A Rainbow

Seven unique shades mixed into one

An unreal beam between two clouds

A vibrant smile in the sky

A divine palette where each colour expresses a unique emotion
A colourful string which turns all frowns upside down
Screams of joy when it is in sight

A magnet attracting all the birds

A spectacle forming multiple crowds

A dazzling melody zooming through the air

A dash of light defeating all dark

Its acronym, ROYGBIV, tells us all its beautiful colors
A sky cutter

A glimmering spell

Aymen Hussaini
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Rhyming Verse

Six Seven

Six seven started as something small
a throwaway number that meant nothing at all
said once, then again, till it stuck in my head
now it loops like a line I half-wish I’d never said

Six seven follows wherever I go
in steps on the stairs in the pace that I slow
it fits into pauses; it slips into rhyme
a quiet odd rhythm that keeps marking time

Six seven lingers; it won’t let me be
it hides in the pattern of things that I see
like a joke that kept growing, then lost what it meant
but still left a trace of where all of it went!

Devika Aditya Singh
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