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They were all assembled in that big room while the principal Mrudanga Rao was in his chair behind a table and all the teachers and other staff were in other chairs facing him. 

“Our school is going to be opened very soon. I am very happy that we have given the best results this year also. There is no surprise that parents are showing interest like that to join their children in our school.” There was pride in his face while saying that.

There were nods of the heads and saying of ‘yes, yes, yes’ from the teachers and other staff around.

Principal Mrudanga Rao was indeed a very successful person. He was highly educated and he established the school ‘Rose Garden’ a long time back to teach from 6th standard to 10th standard. He took care in everything and always recruited best teachers to teach the children. Other staff in his school also was always the best. He supervises everything and his school was outstanding from the very beginning itself.

“I must thank you all also. Without your heartfelt cooperation, it would not have become possible like this at all.” 

“Thank you sir” Teachers and the other staff said in unison.

“We have to work with the same spirit for the next academic year also. You all know that I am always ready to take suggestions from anyone. If anyone among you wants to give any suggestions to me, please tell them.” Looking observantly into the faces of the people before him, he said.

There was some silence and the staff assembled there looked into each other’s eyes. 

As they were waiting eagerly who would come first with a suggestion, social teacher Pradhan, who taught social from sixth standard to tenth, said. “There is one suggestion I want to make. You should not beat the children like that sometimes. Moreover that much strict discipline also is not good.”

Pradhan was courageous. He never felt fear to say anything that he thought reasonable. In fact all the teachers around also want to say the same thing to the principal but they were not as much courageous as Pradhan.

Mrudanga Rao hissed out angrily. “What really you are thinking the reason for the best results? Are you thinking that it is just your teaching is doing the magic? I am keeping the children in discipline and making them study hard by my beating, understood?”

Pradhan did not say anything. He understood that there would be no use in saying anything more to him. Even before saying that also, he knew the response to his saying would be so but he just could not remain without saying that.

“Anyhow thank you for what you have said. My congratulations also to you as all the tenth class students scored high in their social subject.” Controlling his anger Mrudanga Rao said. He never liked to be pointed out like that by anyone. If the Pradhan was not one of his very good teachers he would have become even more angry with him.

“Thank you very much sir” Pradhan said.

They were all waiting if anyone else would come forward with any other suggestion. After some more seconds silence Mrudanga Rao said “One more thing. You all know Niranjan who is a great meditation expert and a professor in psychology.  I think you all know about this also that Niranjan retired now and settled quite near to our school. I talked to him and he agreed to give meditation classes to our students. Once schools started, he gives meditation classes to each class once a week.”

There was applause around instantly. 

“It is indeed very good sir. We all also have heard about him. Not just students we also can benefit from his speeches.” Manorama, the English teacher, said.

“You are right” Pradhan said. “It is indeed a very good idea.” 

There was some silence again.

“Are there any more suggestions that you people want to give to me?” looking once again into their faces, Murdanga Rao asked them.

“So far nothing sir” One of the teachers said.

“One other thing I want to say” Mrudanga Rao said. “There is a new comer into our school in this academic year. Her name is Jasmine and she joins in ninth class. Her father Sundar is Canara Bank manager. I saw that girl and she appeared intelligent and active.”

Rose Garden flooded with admissions every year and Mrudanga Rao very rarely would approve students to join in other classes rather than from 6th standard. It was mainly because students in each class were more than the capacity. They all knew unless Mrudanga Rao impressed by that girl he would not have agreed for her admission into ninth class like that.

“Its alright sir. A big welcome to her” English teacher Manorama said. 

Then there were some more discussion between the teachers and Mrudanga Rao. They exchanged their views on the things mentioned by Mrudanga Rao and Mrudanga Rao gave clear suggestions to each of the staff how they should be in the next academic year. They agree to all his suggestions without a murmur. The salaries in Rose Garden were always good and quite high comparing with other schools around but Mrudanga Rao was a strict disciplinarian not just for the students but for the teachers also. 

The whole meeting took nearly one hour to come to an end. 
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Chapter-1
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“This is the first day to you in this school. Are you feeling tense darling?” while her daughter Jasmine was preparing herself to go to school, her mother Malathi asked looking observantly at her daughter.

Jasmine, aged fourteen years, joined in ninth class in Rose Garden high school which was in that town itself and nearby to her home. Malathi was a beautiful thirty eight years aged house wife and she never thought herself beautiful even though the comments from the others asserted that fact many a time to her. Jasmine was tall like her father and resembled in all respects her mother. Malathi did not like consider her daughter as beautiful or rather give an idea to her that she was beautiful. She always tried to make her daughter think that she was ordinary in appearance just like any other girl. But she many a time would remain helpless and irritating while others praise Jasmine for her glamour and elegance.

“Am not I entitled to feel little tense?” looking straight into her mother’s face with a small smile Jasmine asked. “It is far from our town we resided till now. Everyone is brand new to me in the school. Yes, I am feeling a little tension.”

“It is because of your father’s job we have to change you schools like this. Long back itself I advised him to join you in a school which has hostel facility also then there would be no problem of changing schools like this. But you and your father very rarely listen to my words.” hissing out heavily Malathi said.

Jasmine nodded her head adjusting the books in her school bag. “Dad wants me always with him and it is vice versa. This is just a little healthy tension in fact and you don’t worry too much about this. I can manage myself”.

“Alright” Malathi nodded her head and said “Anyhow try to get rid of your habit to help each and everyone around you who is worrying for something. This is necessary for you to go with your studies smoothly.”

“But many a time you yourself said helping other people is good and I am doing a good thing.” A frown gathered on the forehead of Jasmine.

“But sometimes it got you into troubles. Even they felt happily in the end and became friends to you, initially some of your classmates turned hostile to you as you poked your nose into their personal matters also.”

“It is a must sometimes to go deep into their personal matters also to solve the problems. If it does some good, I don’t bother the temporary hostility other people feel towards me.”

Malathi once again nodded her head helplessly before saying “You are impossible! I cannot change you.” Then after a pause she said again. “May I come with you to the school? You are also brand new to the school and your classmates there.”

Jasmine looked into the face of her mother again and threw her charming smile. “Mom, I am studying ninth class. Not some LKG or UKG. I said I can manage myself.”

Then she fixed the school bag to her shoulders, took the lunch box, say goodbye to her mother and started towards her school. The school was not far and it was just in a walking distance from their residence.

Jasmine’s father Sundar was working as manager in Canara Bank and he got transfers for every two or three years. If the transfer was in the middle of the year, he would leave his wife and daughter in the town where his daughter was studying until the academic year was completed. Luckily this time he got the transfer in the summer holidays and he need not have to face problem. There was a nice school ‘Rose Garden’ in the town to which he was transferred and he joined his daughter Jasmine in that in ninth class as she just completed her eighth class in the previous school.

Malathi many a time said to her husband to join Jasmine in a school with hostel facility, then their daughter could stay in the hostel and there would be no necessity to change schools like these. But the attachment between the daughter and father was like that he did not want to be parted with his daughter for long and in his opinion one of the parents should be with the children always atleast until they complete their high school studies.

Jasmine reached school pretty before and inquired about ninth-class room. She felt awkward as there was no one in the classroom when she entered into it. She chided herself that she started too early at home. She hissed out heavily, went to a bench and sat on that while putting her lunch box and bag beside her. She leaned back on the bench and closed her eyes, relaxing and calming herself as she was still feeling some uneasiness. Involuntarily she was remembering about her previous school and her friends in it. She completely involved in that thinking then.

After few minutes, Jasmine suddenly heard some thumping sound and snap opened her eyes. There was a girl stood beside her looking angrily into the face of Jasmine. She just threw the school bag of Jasmine and caused the thumping sound.

Jasmine was astounded and she just did not know what to say or do then.

“This is my place. How dare you to sit here?” looking into the face of Jasmine quite angrily she asked. She was tall like Jasmine and attractive. If she was not behaving like that with Jasmine, Jasmine sure would have thought that she was beautiful. 

Jasmine was still out of words. She never has faced this type of rough treatment anytime before in her previous schools.

“You can say that smoothly also. You need not threw my bag in such a way and behave rudely like this to me.” Jasmine angrily said while taking her lunch box into her hands.

“Just get out of this place and don’t irritate me.” Throwing roughly Jasmine from there that girl said again.

It was too much to bear anymore and Jasmine infuriated a lot and she turned angrily towards that girl to say something. Then another girly came there fast. “Hey , Mounika what is happening?” she went near to Mounika and asked her.

“This girl dared to sit in my place.” Showing Jasmine angrily to the other girl, Mounika said. She was still angry.

“Then what happened? How can a new comer knows that it is your place and you do react in this way if she sits in it? Is this is the way to behave? Control yourself.” Then the other girl looked into the eyes of Jasmine. Jasmine quickly noticed the pleading expression in the eyes of that another girl. She nodded her head, picked up her school bag which has fallen on the floor there and went away from that place.

Jasmine was feeling very much awkward till then after the incident. Now she was feeling fear also to sit anywhere in the class. She went quite back and sat on the last bench. She was seething in anger. She was never insulted in this way before. As she was struggling herself like that she heard the commotion as all the students stood up and said “Good morning, madam.” Jasmine also hastily stood.

“Good morning to you all. Please sit.” After slumping herself in the chair there, English teacher Manorama who entered into the classroom, permitted them to sit.

“I heard there is a new comer into our class. Who is she?” after few seconds of relaxation in the chair, Manorama asked.

“I am madam.” Jasmine stood up and said.

“What is your name?” Manorama asked her again.

Suddenly all the heads in the class turned towards Jasmine and were looking at her curiously. 

“Jasmine” Jasmine was feeling quite uncomfortable. She did not think that she would be exposed like that in the first period itself.

“Quite apt a name for you. You are just like a Jasmine.” Jasmine’s face blushed with shame. She just could not bear the glances around on her so.

“I want to see whether you also have the smell of Jasmine. Come to the front.” Manorama said to Jasmine.

Jasmine did not know what to do. As all the others there were giggling, she felt more and more shame and her cheeks turned into crimson red.

“I said to you to come front. Jasmines and roses are banned from sitting in the last. Only those who are lazy, want to escape lessons are entitled to sit there. Those benches are reserved only for them. You come forward and sit before me.”

Jasmine slowly moved from the place where she was and reached front three benches. Promptly some place was made in the middle bench opposite to the teacher’s chair for her and she sat in that.

“I think you need a little introduction of me. My name is Manorama and I am the English teacher in this school. The first period on this day of this class is English so I am here in this way.”

Jasmine involuntarily smiled on hearing that. For the first time after that incident with Mounika, Jasmine smiled.

“Oh, your smile is also beautiful. You are a pretty girl, I must say.” Manorama said.

Jasmine’s cheeks could become no more red.

“Its alright. Relax yourself. I know all the students in this class very well and everyone is exceptionally good. Everyone can be a good friend to you.”

‘If it is so why that Mounika behaved like that with me?’ Jasmine wondered in herself. 

As the English teacher started teaching something, Jasmine forced herself to hear that, shedding her thoughts aside.

***
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There was a huge ground beside the school and everyone entered into that place in the interval. Jasmine also came there and bought an ice cream for herself. Now she was relaxed and thinking how to make friendship with other classmates there. She was enjoying the ice cream while looking at the nature around. Their school was indeed in a very peaceful atmosphere.

“Hello” she heard the voice and turned back. It was the girl who came in between that Mounika and Jasmine.

Seeing her there so, Jasmine narrowed her eyes and frowns gathered on her forehead. Remembering all that, she once again started feeling angry. 

“I am asking you apology on her behalf. Please excuse her. Forget that whole episode.” with a small voice she said.

“Why should you ask me on her behalf? Is it is correct at all to behave in such a way?” Jasmine could not contain her anger.

“She should not have behaved in such a way at all. That is why I am asking apology on her behalf.” With a small voice that another girl said again.

“I am wondering why you have to bother like this for her. How do a girl with such an impudent nature can be a friend to you?”

“She is indeed a very good girl. She too does not want to behave in such an unreasonable way. The circumstances at present prevailed in her home making her mentally upset and prompting her sometimes to behave in this way.” With a small voice looking around, the other girl said.

“The circumstances at her home? If you don’t mind may I know what they are?” 

For that the other girl did not say anything but remained silent.

“Before we talk anything more, may I know your name?”

“Ragini” with a small smile that other girl said.

Ragini was a slender and tall girl. Even she was not glamorous, with small active eyes she was attractive.

“Ragini, beautiful name.” Jasmine also smiled. “I wish to tell you one thing here Ragini. I want to be friendly with all of you. I don’t want animosity with any of you. If that Mounika behaved like that because of any trying situations, its alright. I don’t bother. I have no angry on that girl. Yes, I forget all about that. No problem.”

“You are not just pretty, but exceptionally good also.” Ragini said.

“I don’t like vain praising.” Jasmine cheeks were blushed.

“Who said I praised you? Ask anyone whether you are pretty or not. If anyone said I lied to you I bear any punishment that you give to me.” 

“Its okay.” Jasmine smiled and said. “From now on we both are friends.”

“Sure.” Ragini nodded her head. 

“I buy an ice cream for you also as a memento for the beginning of our friendship” Jasmine said. 

“No please. Time is almost over. We have to go into our classroom.” Ragini said.

Then the school bell rang. “Come. We have to move into our class room now.” Ragini said again.

Jasmine started following her. Then Ragini suddenly stopped and looked into the eyes of Jasmine and said. “I am saying to you again. Mounika is indeed a very good girl. It is only because of the troubling circumstances at her home, she is sometimes behaving in such a way.”

“Its alright. I have forgotten all about that. Don’t worry about it anymore.” 

Then they both entered into their classroom.

***

[image: ]


“How is your first day in the school?” as soon as they both met, Jasmine’s father Sundar asked her.

Jasmine immediately thought about the affair with Mounika and her mind became sour. But she did not intend to discuss about that incident with her father. 

“Just wonderful!” Jasmine looked into her father’s face and smiled.

“Have you made any friends so far?”

“Got acquaintance with some. How could I make friends on the very first day itself?” Jasmine frowned. She did not want to say about Ragini then.

“Your school is indeed in a very lovely environment. I liked it a lot.” Sundar said again. “I really want to study ninth class again in that school.”

“But you know it is just impossible. You know you cannot join in a high school now.”

Sundar got off from the chair he sat and went near to his daughter. “So you have to understand how important is high school studies. You have to concentrate and study more now. Once this period is over you cannot have it again.”

“Thank you dad for reminding me about that.” Jasmine threw her charming smile again.

“What you both are talking now?” Malathi who just finished her work in the kitchen, came there. 

“I am asking your daughter about the school and her mates there.” 

“You may have to wait some one week or so for a satisfactory account on the same.” Malathi said.

“Alright then.” Sundar went out of that room.

“I think you enjoyed your day in the school.” Looking affectionately into the eyes of her daughter, Malathi said.

“Yes, I did.” Jasmine said and nodded her head. Once again she remembered the incident with Mounika. 

“Is there homework to you to do now?”

“Of course, a lot.”

“Then carry on, I don’t want to disturb you.” Malathi also promptly went out of that room.

***
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Jasmine reached the school exactly at the same time like the day before. Just like the day before no one has entered into the classroom by the time she entered into it. From scratch Jasmine has the habit to go to her school a little before. In her previous schools also, no one used to come into the class by the time she entered into it and Jasmine really liked to go through her homework, etc. of the day in that five minutes or so of the time before the teacher and other classmates entered into the class.

Before proceeding to her seat, quite involuntarily she looked at the place where she sat the day before and insulted by Mounika. She felt anger once again, she paused few moments with frowns on her forehead and then came to her seat on the first bench and sat in her place. Even she said so to Ragini, she could not forget the episode with Mounika.

Jasmine indeed thanked the English teacher for what she did. She always liked to sit in the first bench and listen carefully whatever teachers would say. She did not think of that she could get place in the first bench itself.  

On this day the first period was mathematics.  Jasmine took the mathematics text book out and searching for the chapter that was going be taught on that day.

“I am sorry.” 

After hearing these words, Jasmine sharply turned her head and found Mounika there. She sat beside her on the bench and looking into the eyes of Jasmine. “I should not have behaved like that on yesterday. I am very sorry for that.”

Jasmine’s heart leaped with joy and she immediately forgot the insult and agony suffered on the day before and was still suffering whenever she remembered that incident. A small smile embarked onto her lips. “Its alright. I want to be friendly with everyone here. I did not feel much by your behavior on yesterday” Jasmine lied “But I want everyone in the class to be friendly with me.”

“Then can we both be friends from now on?” looking into the face of Jasmine, Mounika asked her.

“I already strongly made you as my friend. It is just on your part to decide what to do with me.” Taking her hand into hers and squeezing it gently Jasmine said while observing her carefully. There was lot of difference from the day before to today in Mounika. Her face appeared ugly with anger on the day before but it was beautiful with a smile on her lips then. Really what Ragini said was true that this girl was suffering with a problem at her home.

“Thank you very much.” Mounika nodded her head and sighed. Jasmine understood that she was still suffering with something.

“I have a weakness and I must tell you about it as we both are friends now.” Leaving her hand Jasmine said. “I poke into the affairs of my friends even they are so private and personal if they are in trouble and suffering for anything.  I know that you are suffering from something.”

“How did you know about that?” instantly there was a troubling expression on the face of Mounika. 

“Ragini told me.” Jasmine said pleadingly looking into the eyes of Mounika. “Please don’t get angry with her.”

“I never.” Mounika said. “Ragini is a very good friend to me. Why do I get angry with her?”

“Thank you.” Jasmine nodded her head. “Take your time and think about it. Tell me your problem however much private and personal it is. I try to solve it. I solved some problems of my friends before, I must say.”

Jasmine thought that Mounika would once again become serious and instantly regretted for whatever she said. But quite surprisingly Mounika’s face lit with a broad smile. “Really, really you do try to solve my problem?”

“I don’t know about your problem yet. But I try to do solve your problem my level best.” Jasmine said with firm voice.

Mounika nodded her head and about to say something but then other students started entering into the classroom. “Alright, I talk to you later.” Saying so Mounika went away from there to her seat. 

By the time the classroom filled with most of its students, mathematics teacher Vasudevan entered into it. All of them stood up and greeted him ‘good morning sir.’ As mathematics also one of her interesting subjects, that class went smoothly for Jasmine. She instantly liked Vasudevan also. She acquainted with all the teachers by then and there were no complaints to her so far on any of them.

But she heard that the principal of the school was very strict and he beats the hell out of the students. Girls also felt very much fear to the principal. He goes only to the tenth class to teach mathematics and English but sometimes he would come to other classes also to see how they were studying. If he came to know that the teachers were not properly teaching to the students, he would not hesitate to scold them even before the students. There would be pin drop silence in any classroom whenever the principal was near to it. There was no necessity to tell how it would once he entered into it. No student would dare even to look sideways while he was in the classroom.    

“Our principal really don’t like our coming out like this and eating ice creams etc., in this way.” When they both were out in the interval, Ragini said to Jasmine while they both were eating ice creams.

“What would be the problem in it?” frowns gathered on the forehead of Jasmine.

“Health would be spoiled. The ice creams and sweat-meats  etc. are not good to eat.”

“That much is true.” Jasmine nodded her head.

Silence ensued until it was broken by Ragini.

“You know one thing? Sometimes he beats the boys in such a way, you just have to  see.” Ragini could not suppress her giggle.

“Is it is something to enjoy that you feel happy like this? Do you enjoy while some other one is suffering hell?” Jasmine angrily said.

“I just cannot help it.” Ragini laughed. “The other interesting thing! His son is studying tenth class. He would not spare even him either. On more than one occasion we saw him beat his son like anything.”

“After all he does not have partiality in beating.” Jasmine said. “How he would be with girls if they are wrong or do mistakes?” she was feeling fear hearing about the principal so. Though she already came to know about him, the information Ragini was giving about him making her more uneasy.

“He scolds them a lot. But that scolding is more fierce, insulting and agonistic than that vigorous beating.” Ragini said.

“You are making me feel scary.” Jasmine said.

“I am sorry. I should not have made you feel scary like this. But is it is not important that you know about this in before itself?” 

“Hundred percent important.”Jasmine nodded her head and said. “And I know already something about him.”

There was some silence between them both. 

“It seems that you and that Mounika became good friends.” Looking inquiringly into the face of Jasmine, Ragini said.

“Yes, now we are good friends.” Jasmine nodded her head. “You may not believe but she came to me and apologized to me for her behavior on yesterday.”

“No, I believe that.” Ragini said. “She is that much good. But only because of ........” she stopped seeing Mounika coming near to them.

“What you both are talking?” Mounika asked them.

“Nothing very much important. That and this. This and that.” Jasmine said.

“I am just telling her how cruel and disciplinary our principal is.” Ragini said.

“Oh!” Mounika nodded her head helplessly. “Thinking about him itself gives me creeps.”

“It seems our peon forgot to ring the interval closing bell. A long time passed. Someone should go and remind him about that.” Ragini said.

Just then interval closing bell was rung. All of them hurriedly entered into their classrooms.

***
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“It seems that you and Jasmine have become friends.” Ragini said looking into the face of Mounika. “I saw you both were talking.”

“I cannot say but I like her. She has something in her to attract people.” Mounika smiled and said. “You know one thing that she offered to solve my problem.”

“I cannot understand, what?” there came a surprising expression on the face of Ragini. 

Then Mounika said the conversation went between her and Jasmine.

Ragini nodded her head and asked “What you are thinking to do?”

Mounika paused for a moment before saying “I am not thinking any about that.”

As they both were talking like that English teacher Manorama entered into the classroom. Everyone stood up reverently and said ‘good morning madam’. Manorama reciprocated with them by saying ‘good morning students”

“Now I am going to teach a new lesson to you. It is a story that we all can enjoy.” She opened the book in her hand and about to start teaching, then the principal Mrudanga Rao entered into the class. All the students in the classroom once again stood up but this time with more fear than reverence. They all knew about Mrudanga Rao very well. They were all feeling lot of fear then. All of them in unison have said “Good morning sir.”

English teacher Manorama also stood up as soon as she saw the principal. “Good morning sir.” She also said.

Mrudanga Rao straight came and sat in the teacher’s chair there. “Sit down all of you.” He said with a small voice but as there was complete silence it has been heard quite clearly by all of them and was obeyed immediately. Manorama also made herself room on the first bench and adjusted herself on that.

“Now I shall ask you some questions on English grammar. I see how much proficient you are all in it.”

The hearts of the students started beating fast. What questions he was going to ask on grammar and who was going to be his target they could not understand. They knew very well if they could not give the answer promptly and correctly the punishment shall be severe. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A5 ' ‘\ \3 )\)l /
{ (Heart Beat of Jouha’/ \
. Chidren)
w— 1R /






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





