
The importance of childhood.
short read by Tiyani Shibambu.

 
Childhood is an integral phase in 
development.
A child grows through their environment and 
so it is vital that each child finds themselves 
in a safe and constructive environment in 
order to thrive.
Children need to explore their creativity, 
this is their way of exploring the world 
around them, of understanding their relation 
to their external environment.
Play is a big part of honing imagination, 
through play a child discovers themselves 
and the many abilities they possess. 
Participating in play with your child is 
greatly beneficial to your child's confidence 
as well as building the bond between child 
and parent.
So don't forget to make time for play with 
your kid today!
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THE
-KIDS EDITION-
WHO SAYS KIDS CAN'T BE CREATIVE TOO?!



CONTENTS

PAGE

POETRY

STORYTIME

FUN WITH DRAWING

GEOMETRIC ART



 
Blue wings with unknown voice
She sits up on tree
To sing a unknown song
A melody of her own
To get the blessing of God
And kill the lordliness of man. 
" Humans, don't dare to think 
yourself as lord of the world."

Written by
Achchhara Singh

Age 10
India

BIRD



FOR  TH E  L OV E  OF  ENG L I S H

Image created by 
Aditi Goswami

The only way to have a friend..

Is to be one.
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The Beetles and their Friends.
 
A short story by Craig Adams.
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The morning was chirpy as the breeze carried the early birds that 
watched over the city. Even though it was winter, the Sun was 
shining brightly.
Sarah always packed her school books first, then her lunchbox. Her 
grandmother always placed a pair of hand-knitted woollen gloves 
next to her lunchbox. Sarah would peek inside the box and marvel at 
her grandmother’s newest gift. Today’s pair of gloves were pink 
with cute lady bugs on them.
As Sarah clicked the front gate shut, she waved at her 
grandmother who began planning tomorrow’s lunchbox and gloves.
At the same time, Miss Jacquelyn and Miss Patricia were setting 
up the classroom for their students. Miss Patricia’s bright red 
polka-dot dress flashed around the room as she danced, opening 
windows and dusting bookshelves.
Miss Jacquelyn was organising activities for the day and wondered 
if it would be fun to include an insect spotting excursion. She 
glanced outside into the garden and saw that the dew was still 
fresh, bouncing sunlight off the leaves.
“Ready?” asked Miss Patricia.
Miss Jacquelyn focused her gaze on the big clock on the wall. As if 
on cue, an army of voices drifted into the classroom, buzzing with 
laughter and shouts. She took a deep breath and thanked the 
Universe for Miss Patricia.
Soon, the class was settled and Miss Patricia greeted the 
classroom with smiles and a poem:
 
Beetles are just like people
People are just like beetles
We live in groups that look like soups
Soaking up lots of sunshine, eating lots of roots
Outside in the garden we play
Beetles and people are here to stay
Friends in an ecosystem, every day.
Miss Jacquelyn and Miss Patricia equipped everyone with a note 
pad, a pen, a magnifying glass and the scientific method.
As Sarah filed out with her classmates, Miss Jacquelyn pointed out 
her new gloves and exclaimed, “I’ve spotted the first insect!” Sarah 
giggled as she ran outside to find more beetle friends.



Super 
Duper Kid 
has 
lightning 
powers 
that help 
him defeat 
all bad 
guys!!

SUPER 
DUPER 
KID!

Drawing Time!!

Superheroes are real!
Done by
Muhluri Shibambu
Age 7
Sunninghill



Done by
Olive and Marion Amenyah
Age 6
Ghana.



The friends were 
getting hungry so 
they started to braai 
marshmallows.
They started hearing 
creepy noises from 
inside the cave. They 
also started hearing 
loud thumping 
footsteps that 
sounded
like thunder.

The Marshamallow Monster
Once upon a time 
there were four 
friends named 
Jayden, Mfumo, 
Oratile and Nonhle.
They were camping 
in the forest.
It was a sunny day, 
there were squirrels 
on the trees eating 
nuts.
It was getting dark 
so they made a fire 
the ancient way by 
rubbing rocks 
together.
 

Done by

Mfumo Shibambu
Age 9

Randburg



The hairy monster got closer 
to them and they began to 
scream in horror!
The monster started reaching 
out his hand toward their 
scared faces and they 
thought they were going to 
die.
Then suddenly the monster's 
hand went past their faces 
and grabbed some sweet 
marshmallows.
He sat down next to them and 
smiled at them.
They realised that this was a 
friendly giant and smiled back.
They danced the whole night 
while eating marshmallows.

All these sounds made 
them horrified. While 
their eyes were glued 
at the cave, a scary 
black, hairy monster 
with four
arms and three eyes 
that were all white like 
his blind.
On his head there were 
sharp horns and he had 
long nails.



jadevalentinatrueman@gmail.com

ART Gallery

Geometric art by
Jade Trueman
Contact for
a customized design.



Bubbles

A bubbly poem by
Thandekile Twala
Age 12
Randburg

I wake up every morning soft, wet and 
smooth.
I bounce to the kitchen and I bounce to 
the Moon.
I like to be free.
No popping you see.
I am excited and playing in the fragile light
But I never dare to go flying at night
I see the rainbow shining in the sky
Transforming me way up high
So you see, being a bubble is not so easy
Especially when you're not so cheesy.



Painted Poetry!

A scenic drawing of the sunrise
By Zahraa Abdul Karim 
Age 8
Wendywood

The sun rises from the wings 
attached to your dreams

Beneath your wings 
Lie the wishes of the world

Ready to be unfurled 
And stretched to cover the earth 

In warmth that only comes 
From your innocent smiles 

With every tug of your feathers
Is a dimming of a light-work 

With every embrace and acceptance of your child-like heart 
Comes a new sun ray

A ray that blinds every unkept promise
A ray that replaces every feather lost along your way

A ray that clears all fear 
A ray that reveals the delight of peaceful presence 

Dear child of the sun 
Never let the sun rays beneath your wings 

Be curbed by the dimness of innocence lost.

Dear Child of The Sun.
By Jade Trueman

WOW!



Done by

Olive Ogboe Amenyaha

Age 5

Ghana
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