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Inspired by the timeless tales shared by Dr (Mrs) Amita Chauhan, Chairperson,  
Amity Group of Schools & RBEF, GT presents part V of a vibrant comic strip series, 

 crafted by Trisha Viswas, XII B & Aditi Poddar, XI B, AIS PV

This comic is based on a real-life incident. The young man who questioned  
Dr Sarabhai was a researcher at Bhabha Atomic Research Center.

Don’t waste time reading these books, which may not 
be relevant today. Instead, spend time reading science.

I am  
Dr Vikram  

Sarabhai, founder 
and director  

of BARC.

This left the 
young man 
confused.

Who are 
you, sir? Remember, all that 

you see in the world is  
because of God. This 
book is the guidance 
of God and without 
God we are nothing.

The man looked 
at the young lad, 
but kept quiet.

Just then a swanky car arrived and 
armed guards got down from the car.

The guards escorted  
the old man to the car. 

 A beautiful mind 

 

Suhana Abrol, AIS Saket, Alumna 

 

She wasn’t the girl you would typically find 

With no roses, dresses nor hair ties that shine 

In her garden, she’d take shade of pine trees 

Solemn, she sat for hours in the winter breeze 

 

There must be something mystical about her 

That would make travellers from far wonder 

Was it her magic spells they had fallen under 

Or that gloomy peculiar voice that mumbled 

 

Her doll houses laid musty, damp and broken 

She played games with Toby out in the open 

And when others would ask little one to play 

She would hug her dear Toby and shy away 

 

Decades later she had reached a tired old age 

In her diary, she had filled that one last page 

Life’s a story that stays in memories of past 

Make friends with a beautiful mind that lasts  

 

Passage of time 
 

Aarna Narang, AIS Vas 1, VIII B 

 

The clock’s ticking marks the years 

Reminding me the future nears 

Going through the phases of time  

Each fleeting second, so sublime 

As a child grows, the seasons pass 

Like shadows dancing on the glass 

Time slips by like grains of sand 

A gentle touch, too soft to stand 

Passage of time, a portal so strong 

Travel quickly… it won’t last long 

No one knows when a ludic child 

Grows old, their spirit calm and mild 

Each minute, a memory drifting by 

So live your life — don’t let it dry 

Past, present, and future align 

Time flies like feathers on a line 

TICK-TOCK-TICK 

TICK-TOCK-TICK 
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