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Prim Buddies
Primrose Schools [ICSE]
It is not for our family, it is not to secure a good position, it is not to earn money, it is not to obtain a diploma, that
we study. We study to learn, to know, to understand the world, and for the sake of the joy that it gives us.

Prim Bulletin
Welcome to the October issue!!
October, as you all know, was loaded with festivals, activities and of
course, fun. The festivals gifted us with quite a few holidays. We also
had our fun-filled and interactive Project Day. Students from Classes 1
to 10 presented different skits, mimes, songs, dances, debates and
speeches focusing on the theme ‘Global Warming’. While the little champs
danced and sang merrily, the older ones debated, shared useful
information and gave engaging performances. At last came a quiz
organized by the students for the parents. Needless to say, the parents
enjoyed themselves thoroughly. Had it not been for the joint effort of
teachers and students, the Project Day would not have been such a
sensational success.
We also had a couple of suspense-filled days at the start of the term as we
got to see the results of the First Term Exams. We also celebrated our
former President late Dr. Abdul Kalam’s birthday which fell on October
15, by dedicating the assembly program to honor him.
We also had a Halloween-themed competition in which volunteers could
pen down their own spooky stories and the best entries are published in
this issue. All in all, October turned out to be an enjoyable month.
With Love and Hope,
Student Editorial Team
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Dr. "A. P. J.“ Abdul Kalam
Avul Pakir Jainulabdeen "A. P. J." Abdul Kalam was
the 11th President of India from 2002 to 2007. A
career scientist turned academician, Kalam was
born and raised in Rameswaram, Tamil Nadu, and
studied physics and aerospace engineering. He
spent the next four decades as a scientist and
science administrator, mainly at the Defence
Research and Development Organization (DRDO)
and Indian Space Research Organization (ISRO)
and was intimately involved in India's civilian space
program and military missile development efforts.
He thus came to be known as the Missile Man of India for his work on the
development of ballistic missile and launching vehicle technology. He also
played a pivotal, organizational, technical role in India's Pokhran-II nuclear
tests in 1998, the first since the original nuclear test by India in 1974. Kalam
was elected as the 11th President of India in 2002 with the support of both the
ruling Bharatiya Janata Party and the then-opposition Indian National
Congress. Widely referred to as the "People's President," he returned to his
civilian life of education, writing and public service after a single term. He was
a recipient of several prestigious awards, including the Bharat Ratna, India's
highest civilian honor.
While delivering a lecture at the Indian Institute of Management, Shillong,
Kalam collapsed and died from an apparent cardiac arrest on 27th July 2015,
aged 83. Thousands including national-level dignitaries attended the funeral
ceremony held in his hometown, Rameshwaram, where he was buried with
full state honours.
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My New Experience At Primrose
Hello, my name is Abirami Elangovan. I am a new student at
Primrose. I began 9th standard here on October 5th and had moved to
India only a week before then. Previously, I lived in Michigan, USA.
Although I have only been at Primrose for a month, I think that it is a
great school.
School at Primrose is much different from the school I attended in
8th standard. My classes were much larger, school ended much sooner,
and the students I had with me during each period varied from subject to
subject. Here, I like the fact that the classes are smaller. The teachers can
teach each student more directly.

All the teachers here have also been very nice and helpful. Another
thing I like is that we have periods like Keyboard, SUPW, Team Sports
and Yoga. These periods let us do many more things while at school. The
students have also been very friendly and welcoming. I have enjoyed my
time at primrose so far and I'm sure I will enjoy the rest of my time at
primrose as well.
Abirami Elangovan
IX

Quote Of The Month
Progress is impossible without change, and those who cannot change
their minds cannot change anything.
George Bernard Shaw
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Halloween ‘Spooky Story’ Competition
During the spooky month of October, when Halloween falls, students
participated in a competition to write the best spooky story they could
imagine! Entries were spine-chilling, blood-curling and simply petrifying!
There were grotesque ghosts, crazed witches and menacing vampires!
The best stories from V, VI, VII and VIII are presented here.
A special thanks to the entries from V: Nikhil, Anirudh, Navneet, Pulkit
Kumar, Kishre, Mahad, Kesin, P.Aakash and S.Visagan, Sri Raman,
Narain, Shishul, Kandhan and A.R.Ameen Dheen. From VI: Akhil Jasson
Inian, Issha Mathew and Siddharth Nair.
The Winners are *Drumrolls Please* :
Class V: Varshne
Class VI: Ashvita
Class VII: Riya
Class VIII: Adnaan
A cordial and warm thanks to Lara Havelock, Teaching Assistant, from
UK who organized the competition and selected the winning entries.
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Halloween ‘Spooky Story’ Competition
The Car Keys by Varshne

One night, a father and his daughter were driving down a deserted country road.
They were returning home after spending the entire day visiting the girl’s mother
in hospital. Listening to the sound of the rain drumming on the car roof, the
girl began to doze off. Suddenly, there was a loud bang. The father struggled
with the steering wheel but the car skidded off the wet road and slammed into a
stone wall. After checking that his daughter was uninjured, the man got out of
the car to survey the damage. Both of the front tires had large punctures and the
right fender was crumpled against the wall. The rest of the car had survived
unscathed.
“We must have driven over something on the road,” he explained to his
daughter. “Whatever it was, it blew out both of the tires.”
“You can fix it, right?” asked his daughter, somewhat shaken by the accident.
“No,” replied her father, shaking his head. “I’ve only got one spare in the boot.
I’ll have to walk back into town and find somebody to tow the car,” he said. “It
isn’t that far from here. You wait in the car while I’m gone.”

“OK,” she said, reluctantly. “But please don’t take too long.”
The man could see in his daughter’s eyes that she was frightened. “Sit tight,”
replied her father as he slammed the car door. “I’ll be back as soon as possible.”
His daughter watched him in the rear-view mirror as he trudged off down the
road in the pouring rain and disappeared into the night. More than an hour
passed and her father still had not returned. The girl began to wonder what was
taking him so long. She was very worried because he should have been back by
now.
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Halloween ‘Spooky Story’ Competition
Just then, she glanced in the rear-view mirror and saw a figure in the distance,
walking towards the car. At first, she thought it was her father, but when she
turned around to take a closer look, she realized that it was a strange man. He
was dressed in overalls and had a big bushy beard. He was carrying something
large in his left hand, swinging it back and forth.

Something about him made her very nervous. As he approached, she stared
through the rear window and squinted her eyes. In the dim light, she could just
make out what he was clutching in his right hand. It was a big, sharp butcher’s
knife.
Thinking quickly, the terrified girl locked both doors in the front of the car,
then jumped into the back seat and locked the rear doors. When she looked up
again, she saw that the strange man had stopped in his track and seemed to be
staring directly at her. Suddenly, the man raised his arm and the girl let out a
blood-curdling scream. In his left hand, he was clutching her father’s severed
head.
She just kept screaming and screaming. She couldn’t stop herself. Her heart was
pounding and she struggled to breathe. The grotesque expression on her father’s
face was horrifying to behold. His mouth was hanging open and his eyes were
rolled back in his head.
When the man reached the car, he shoved his face right up against the window
and glowered at her with his crazed, bloodshot eyes. His hair was wild and
matted with dirt. His face was covered in deep scars.
For a moment, he just stood there, in the driving rain, grinning at her like a
mad man. Then, he reached into his pocket, took something out and slowly
lifted his left hand. He was holding her father’s car keys.
THE END
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Halloween ‘Spooky Story’ Competition
A Sandy Storm by Adnaan

Me and my friend had just finished school and were on the way home.
We needed shelter due to a sudden change in the weather. On the way, my friend
and I saw a deserted house and we decided to enter it. When we were moving
closer to the door, there were weird noises of cats, wizards and witches. The air
carried the aroma from inside the house that made me more nervous. But the
fragrance forced me to get inside the house. My friend got frightened and ran off
to the beach. Before I could open the door, the door opened with a sound
“Paaaang” and I went inside.
When I saw inside the house, I got more scared because first of all the
door opened automatically. The door was just hinged in screws and had a very
bad and weird appearance. When I went inside the house, I saw a lot of bony
creatures and skeletons like figures. The inside part of the house was very weird. I
wished that I could go and play with my friend rather than getting beaten up (or)
getting into some kind of danger. I could also hear the storm blowing
“whooooooooosh” and my brain told me that my friend had been blown away by
the wind (whoooooooooooosh). I went back to the main door and I knew that the
door had been locked and from behind me I could hear a cat meowing “meow”.
The big cat ran so fast and was about to scratch me. I got scared and
wished I could go through the other door. But when I went closer to the door, I
could hear the voice coming closer towards me, following my footsteps. But I
didn’t see anyone. When I looked around, I could see witches and wizards. This
made me more scared. Then I thought of an idea – to jump through the window. I
went near the window and saw that the window was closing slowly. Then I realized
that something was not quite right. After sometime I could see cracks on the
windows. The wind howling “whoosh” made the glass fell down with a “clash”. I
jumped through the window and ran fast searching for my friend. I found him
sitting on a tree. My friend and I went home and told all the things to our
parents. I thought I came home with a “whoosh” (wind). I was both scared and
excited. I was scared because I saw the witch; I was excited for I played and enjoyed
with my friend. Then I thought of two things; if I were there in that haunted
house what would have happened. Am I alive or dead? After this horrified
experience, I learnt that we should not enter any house that belonged to unknown
persons even though it looked calm and inviting.
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Artist’s Masterpiece

Sree Dhathri. K
VII
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Artist’s Masterpiece

Amala Elangovan
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