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FOREWORD
We, the DPS 
Literary Society, 
are proud to present the second issue of ‘Carpe
Diem’, the school magazine, in collaboration with
diverse societies and clubs within the Student
Council.

Our school's motto, ‘Carpe Diem’, is a Latin phrase that
can be roughly translated to ‘seize the day’. It brings
forth the essence of what our school and teachers aim
to inculcate in Dipsites through education—a
discipline that extends far beyond the boundaries of
just academics. 

In this magazine, we aim to inform students and
parents alike of the various events and competitions
that take place at DPS, along with current affairs
and other articles to impart general knowledge. Our
aim is to also create a stage for our fellow Dipsites
to showcase their talents, and to allow students to
express their emotions and let their creativity
flourish through writing short stories and poems.
We urge the students to be an active part of the
school community by contributing to the Carpe
Diem, thereby further strengthening the bonds
within our community.

 

The school magazine is a way for Dipsites to
explore their creativity and showcase their skills and
experiences to their peers, and also serves as a
brilliant opportunity for them to learn from fellow
students and grow tremendously. We hope that
Carpe Diem will be a successful venture and can
rise to the same heights Dipites dream to attain. 

—The DPS Literary Society, 2023
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FOUNDER'S DAY: A MEMOIR

DPS.

A single word; an abbreviation, rather, that means so much
more than the little three-letter space it occupies.

I’ve spent the better part of my life in DPS. From the very
beginning, since I arrived in Singapore, young and hopeful,
there has been only school, one second home I have known.
Almost my entire schooling has been here. And, now, as I enter
the final year of my school journey, I can’t help but pay a
fleeting glance or two towards the road that led me here; one
whose each brick is paved by yet another memory, yet another
experience, that I built for myself in these two blocks.

They start off small. My first day in school, which started with
a PE lesson where we all played with a basketball although
most of us could barely even dribble the ball. Playing Duck-

Duck-Goose on the basketball court instead of playing an
actual sport. Rushing to finish my lunch to make the most out
of the allotted 40 minutes—to play fetch, of course. We knew it
by different names back then, any name except fetch: Virus,
Lock and Key, Ice and Freeze, just to name the first few that I

can think of. Spending the last five minutes of lunch break
squatting underneath the shade of the great big tree in the
middle of the field, collecting every fiery red saga seed our

eyes could spot.
 

Sometimes they get a little bigger, a little more significant.
Writing with a pen for the first time and returning home with
my school shirt covered in slashes of the deep blue ink of my
pen—truly the best artwork ever made. Collecting my first
scholar badge on Annual Day, and feeling a rush of pride and
joy and hope all at once. Getting selected for the quiz
competitions and winning; oh, how joyous I'd felt! Marching
through the corridors with my team, trying our best to obey
our teachers’ advice to remain as quiet as possible, as we
went to collect our certificates and get our pictures taken. 



Participating in my very first inter-house—it had been a
basketball match, and I’d been running on adrenaline and
excitement the entire time I played. Organising a class
assembly for the very first time. Going into 6th grade and
graduating from the A Block to the B Block, and having a smug
grin and the words “I’m bigger than all of you now” plastered
all over my face each time I returned to the primary school
block.
Then, in the end, there are the most important ones. Choosing
between subjects for the first time and looking to my teachers
for advice on matters I’d never even considered before. Giving
my 10th-grade examinations when they’d felt so incredibly far
away just yesterday. Going from being the senior-most class in
the A Block, to the senior-most class in the whole school.
Receiving those thick, heavy books I’d seen older students
carry around since I was about 10 and studying them myself.
Watching my seniors at their graduation ceremony when just a
short while back we’d been in grades 4 and 5 and our greatest
troubles weren’t finals or college applications or anything of
that sort; they were figuring out the fastest in our house so we
could bring glory to our house and win Sports Day.

At the end of it all, I find myself wondering, how did time fly by
so quickly?

But there is certainly another thought that lingers, and it’s how
significant of a part of my life DPS has been over the last

decade. It’s hard to think of happy memories of my childhood
and not find myself thinking of little tables and little chairs at
school; it’s hard to think of the most fun I’ve had and not think

of my classmates. 
So as DPS turns 19 years old, and continues to grow at the
same, incomprehensible pace as me, I think of all these
memories that I will carry with me long after I have graduated.
And because it’s difficult to think of a single favourite memory
when I think of my beloved school, I’ll think of the first thing
that comes into my mind—the memory of my school building,
and all the people I love within it.

—Arushi Vyas, 12 ISC



EARTH DAY: HAIKU 

Our precious Earth 
Giving life, air, and water 

To keep us alive. 
—Devesh K. Sharma, 5B

Light, wind, fire, water,
Life blessed only one planet, 

Nature’s beating heart. 
—Jasmine Das, 8IC A

Spinning forever,
We must preserve this beauty,

Our beloved Earth.
—Aniruddha Bose, 5A

 

Earth Day has arrived, 
Nature’s beauty all around, 

Let’s cherish and care. 
—Hritish Jeyaram, 3E

The Earth means our life.
Love and clean our earth each day, 

Make a pretty home!
—Janis Rachel Robert, 3A

Earth Day is celebrated on 22nd April each year. This year, Dipsites wrote
short, three-line poems known as haikus about the Earth to celebrate.

 Artwork by Janice Rachel Robert, 3A



Short Stories
I opened my eyes and had no idea

where I was…

THE OBSCURE WORLD

“I opened my eyes and had no idea where I was…”.The darkened bedroom I
laid turned into a humongous cave, with short grass-covered hills with
beautiful trees shedding their yellow leaves. Minute droplets of water touched
my face and softly deflected off my skin. An old figure appeared in front of
me slowly and talked to me in a soft voice. The unknown figure told me to
gather my strength to reach the deepest point mankind has ever reached.

I woke up realising it was all a dream. But something told me the old
“guardian” of the obscure world was waiting for me. I tried to concentrate on
my work, but I couldn’t get the thought of the dream out of my dream. My
thoughts wandered hopelessly, trying to gather all my knowledge on reaching
deep parts of the world.

Something clicked in my brain. I revved my Bullet and raced along the roads
of the Deccan plateau. I remembered once when I had gone to the Himalayas,
my tour guide had told me about a huge fissure that formed in between two
mountains and told me it might even reach the core of the earth.

It was a four-day trip, and without sleeping, the urge that I felt in my core,
made me restless. I finally arrived. Without thinking anything I clung my
backpack around my shoulder blade and leapt, questioning if I was going to
survive throughout the five- minute fall. I landed hard on clear water. It
seemed to be an underground reservoir, deep into the earth where no man
would look. It almost took me a whole three hours to swim to what seemed to
be a “shore”. 



I lay there exhausted. I then stood, gathered my strength, and walked to find a
way to go deeper. The temperature had significantly increased. I walked
towards a ledge and looked down. It was pure darkness. I had no option, I
leapt. After a long fall, I fell into a soft feather heap. I looked around, it was
the same paradise that I viewed through my dream. A voice appeared behind
me, to my surprise it was my grandmother. She had disappeared in my
childhood and my parents ignored me whenever I inquired about my
grandmother. I was confused but hugged her tight. 

 
She led me into a wooden cabin and let me sit down on a couch made from tree
fibre. She told me that she had been a retired scientist who had been working on
and had stumbled upon this world. She told me that she came there to save the
forbidden plants and animals from global warming. She told me that the water
reservoir had been a glacier and it had melted into a huge lake. I decided I had
to do something about this. So, with my grandmother's help, we reached the
surface, and then we started to spread awareness on this matter.

Global warming is a very serious factor and must be taken into consideration by
every individual. Earth is our home; it is a blessing to exist in such a perfect
place to live. It has the perfect conditions for life to exist, and destroying its
natural habitat is equal to destroy our blessing that we have received. I will raise
an awareness and you shall too…

 
By Prenesh PD
8 IG A



I opened my eyes and I had no idea where I was. It was a whole
new world. I had not even imagined in my dreams that there could
be such a place. 

 
There were many floating rocks in the sky where there was grass and
trees growing on them. Once I got up, I realized that I was on one of
them too. On some rocks, there were many house-like structures
where the inhabitants of this unknown island lived.

 
Soon, the rock I was on slowly descended onto the mainland. I quickly
got down so that I could explore this land further. Suddenly, many
jellyfish- like creatures appeared in the dark blue sky. One of them was
heading towards me. I fled as fast as I could. One stretched its tentacle
towards me. I suspected that it could be poisonous. Before I could dodge
it, I came in contact with the tentacle and surprisingly it was not
poisonous. On the contrary, it seemed to have healing powers. The
shoulder injury and other bruises I had got earlier suddenly healed.

 
Suddenly the jellyfish split open and from each a person came out. 

One of them said, “Do not worry fellow humanoid, we come in peace
to take you back after a small tour of this land which is called Amazia.
My name is Ziggi.”

 
That sounds like a wonderful place to travel,” I remarked.

“What is this huge jellyfish-like monster?” I asked curiously.

He replied with a chuckle, “It is our vehicle, not a living being. It is
mechanically operated. Cool, isn’t it? By the way, we are called the Zags
a group of humanoid inhabitants of Amazia. Let us take you to our
village, we will take you to our leader.”

AMAZIA: THE UNKNOWN DIMENSION



“Wait, are you arresting me?” I asked with a bit of a shiver in my
voice. Ziggi said reassuringly, “No, I meant that we will let you stay
here for a while until we find a way to take you back to planet Earth.
Do not worry. We like to host our visitors and treat them nicely.
Though it is quite rare to visit us from such a far-off planet.”

 
With this, I was convinced that I was in safe hands.

When we reached the village, I was welcomed by many red gleaming stones
like structures hanging from the trees, which were apparently called
Amazion Philosopher Stones. These were very common in Amazia. The
people then welcomed me with such fervour, I felt as if I were a hero who
had returned from a battle. 

 
When I stayed there for a couple of weeks, I was taught how to ride a
Zhagheri (which was like a horse) on land, Zhagneto (which was like
an alligator) on Water and fly a Zhagavi (which was like a stork) in
the sky. Riding these was quite challenging but once I grasped it, it
was quite exhilarating.

 
I had a lot of fun with the young ones too. They showed me the various
games they play and what they study, which was mostly about
harmonious living with nature.

 
When I was about to leave, I felt like I was being attacked by these people.
Many people with Spears surrounded me. In reality, it was a farewell
ritual performed by the Zag people when their guest is about to leave.

 
My trusted guide and friend Ziggi said, “We would all feel lonely. Try to
come again whenever you are free by rubbing this pendant and saying the
secret chant that we taught you.” 

 
What a wonderful and powerful parting gift he had given me.



We hugged and I waved farewell to all the Amazians. I told them that I
would try to come more often. Truly, they were living up to their
dimension’s name, Amazia, because it was an Amazing place and they
were Amazing people!

 
I jumped into the portal and immediately started worrying about my
missed homework and studies when I returned home!

By Sahana Parasuraman
8 IG A

DEPTH OF THE PAST

I opened my eyes and had no idea where I was. I felt light headed. The
last thing I remember, was when I was fighting Chinese soldiers, with
my companion Ashley, and then I was in this bright room. It was really
cold and there was a deafening silence. I sat up and saw that Ashley
was lying down on the bed beside mine.

I stared at her for a few seconds, after which, she opened her eyes. I
guess she felt the same way I did, because she sat up and stared back at
me. I broke the silence, by asking where we were. She shrugged and
said that she was meaning to ask me the same thing. There was a TV,
which showed a live soccer match of Argentina vs Portugal.

A few seconds later, a lady walked into the room and asked how

we
were. I told her that I was fine, and asked where we were. The lady told
that we were in a recovery room in New Jersey, and the day was 18th
December 2023, then she pointed towards the tv and showed us that she
wasn’t lying. I told her that it couldn’t be because I was there when the
match had occurred. The lady’s smile fell. Soon, another lady came
in. The other lady whispered something to this lady. 



This lady, calmly told us, that it was currently 8:30 pm, 24th December 2223.
We couldn’t believe our ears! I guess our shock was pretty evident, because
the doctor told us not to panic, and that we were fine. I was nervous, because
we were in a time away from ours. 

 
Ashley, on the other hand, was excited. She asked them if GTA 6 had come out
and if the McDonald's ice cream machine was finally fixed. Before the lady
could answer, I asked that lady how we got here in the first place. The lady
said that we were in a bomb explosion and shards had pierced our necks, which
put us in a coma for 2 centuries. Apparently, we were the only survivors of
World War 3. 

 
Soon, the ladies left us and told that we could be discharged after a few
tests. Hours passed in silence. Ashley put her head on my shoulder and asked
me if we were going to be alright. I said yes, but she wasn’t convinced. Half
an hour later, we were discharged from the hospital. It was highly weird. The
sky was red, there were no vehicles on the street. In fact, there were only few
people on the pavement. Suddenly, a person stepped on a circular disc and
disappeared, as if he’d teleported.

 
We sat down on a bench, because we had no where else to go. Memories of our
friends and parents haunted us that night. There was an empty playground.
We finally understood the depth of the past, as we felt our hearts
slowly sinking into those wonderful memories.

By Avyukth Ratheesh
9 IC A



-Sharvil Morey 6D

A R TW O R K S

Explode your Imagination

-B.Srinath 7A

-M Rithvik Krishna 5B

Journey of life

A deer's silhouette

symbolising peace 



Ocean; a boundless span of 

life, immense power, mystery, 

chaos and peace 

-Shreyanvi Dey 3E

Beneath the blossoms of 

spring, memories and 

moments are woven into 

the roots of this timeless 

tree.

- Ananya 7C

A night of the northern 

lights

-Samrhitha Ramkumar 3B



~Wondersof Buddhist 

monuments; The Bayon 

Buddha 

-Magathi Hari 11ISC

-Anvi Bhushan Mundhekar 4B 
Nurtured by Nature

Dear Nature

-Rutvi MIshra 2E 
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