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S Md Zahurullah
Lecturer in Urdu
S.K.P GDC (A),Guntakal

THE IMPORTANCE OF URDU LANGUAGE

Urdu is one of the most beautiful languages in the world. Its importance is evident from
several aspects:

1. Linguistic and Literary Importance

Urdu is distinguished for its sweetness, elegance, and poetic style. Great poets like Mir
Taqi Mir, Ghalib, Igbal, and Faiz elevated this language to the heights of literature.
Urdu's Nastaliq script is itself a work of art.

2. Academic and Religious Importance

A vast treasure of the Quran, Hadith, and Islamic sciences exists in Urdu. This language is
most widely used in the subcontinent for religious education.

3. Social Importance

Urdu is understood and spoken by hundreds of millions of people not only in Pakistan but
also in India, the United Kingdom, the United States, and Gulf countries. It is a language
that connects different regions and cultures.

4. Contemporary Importance

In today's world, Urdu is fully present in film, drama, journalism, social media, and digital
media. The future of Urdu is bright, as the new generation is embracing it in new ways.

**Summary:** Urdu is not merely a language — it is the name of a civilization, a
history, and a passion. It is our responsibility to learn it, speak it, and promote it.
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Shaik Sameera
| BSc Botany
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Y.Vanajamma
Lecturer in Telugu
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Group : B.Sc computer science
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“The Girl Who Studied Under a Streetlight” — A Real Inspirational Story

“The Girl Who Studied Under a Streetlight” is a touching real-life story about
determination, hard work, and the power of education.

This story is about a poor girl from a small village in India. Her family was very poor, and

they did not even have electricity in their house. Her parents worked hard every day just to
earn enough food. Even though life was difficult, the girl had a big dream — she wanted to
become a doctor.

Every evening, when darkness fell, her house became completely dark. But she did not
give up on her studies. Instead, she went outside and sat under a streetlight near her house.
There, she studied for hours every night, even in cold and difficult conditions.

People in the village often laughed at her and said, “How can a poor girl like you become a
doctor?”” But she never listened to them. She believed in herself and continued to work
hard.

Her teachers noticed her dedication and supported her. She studied day and night, never
missing a chance to learn. Years passed, and her hard work finally paid off.

One day, she cleared her exams with top marks and got admission into a medical college.
The same people who once laughed at her were now proud of her success.

Today, she is a doctor, helping many people and bringing respect to her family.

+# Moral of the Story:

Education can change life. No matter how difficult the situation is, hard work and
determination can make dreams come true.

S. Fareeda

B. Sc Zoology

2nd semester

Hall ticket No:D626008




“How I Taught My Grandmother to Read”:
“The Girl Who Studied Under a Streetlight”
This is the true story of Malala Yousafzali, but here it is told in a simple, story-like way.

Malala was a young girl who lived in a small town in Swat Valley. She loved going to
school and learning new things. Her father was a teacher, and he always encouraged her to
study and dream big.

However, life was not easy. There were people in her area who believed that girls should
not go to school. Slowly, schools for girls were closed, and many children stopped
studying.

But Malala was different. She believed that education was her right. Every day, she
continued going to school, even when it was dangerous. Sometimes, she studied quietly at
home, and sometimes she spoke out about the importance of education for girls.

One day, something terrible happened. She was attacked on her way home from school.
The whole world was shocked. But Malala did not give up.

After recovering, she became even stronger. She started speaking on global platforms and
encouraged millions of children to go to school. She showed the world that courage and
determination can overcome fear.

Later, she received the Nobel Peace Prize for her efforts. She became one of the youngest
people ever to receive this honor.

Moral of the Story

Education is powerful, and no one is too young or too weak to stand up for what is right.
Determination and courage can change not just one life, but the whole world.

P. Yenkamma
BSC chemistry
2nd semester
Hall ticket no . D226031




The farmer:

Once upon a time ,there was a farmer in a village.He was a middle -class farmer.A farmer
had one of the dry land. He started a farming,After he has started. There was no rains for
many days .So, his crops started dying. The land became dry. In this village ,other farmers
felt sad. They stopped working in the field . And also,they lost hope. But this farmer did
not give up . And he decided to try harder. He worked day and night in the field. And also
he dug a borewell in his field. It's a very difficult work. And his family also supported the
farmer and after completed his work ,he found water. He felt happy. He used the water for
his crops . Day by Day slowly, the plants grew. Soon his field became green. His crops
grew well. And he got a good harvest.

Everyone praised his hardwork.

Moral: Never give up and keep working hard.

Name: M.srinija
Group: BSC. Computer science
H.N: D326017




Don't Give Up

A long time ago, there lived a boy named Rodney in a village. He was very happy with his
family. But his happiness did not last long. Rodney and his fellow villagers faced a severe
drought. They desperately waited for rain, but it never came.

All the crops dried up. The land became barren, and even the trees lost their life. The cattle
started dying, and the stream slowly dried up. The whole village was in trouble.

One night, during a meeting with the villagers, Rodney said,

"Friends, we have all heard stories from our grandparents about an underground river
flowing through our village. Why don't we dig and see?"

The villagers agreed and started digging. They worked hard for some days, but soon they
became tired and gave up. However, Rodney did not stop.

He continued digging with strong determination.

When people told him to give up, he replied,

"God is helping and guiding my way."

Days passed, and Rodney kept digging deeper and deeper. Finally, one day, he found water.
His hard work and never-give-up attitude saved the entire village.

From that day on, the village never faced a shortage of water. Rodney advised everyone,
"Never give up so easily."”

After that, whenever a problem arose, all the villagers came together and found a solution.

Written by: E. Vivek Nandha Naik
Class: 1st Year B.Sc Maths




The Boy Who Studied Under a Streetlight

Nithish lived in a small village where electricity was not always available.

His house was tiny, with broken walls and a leaking roof. His father was a daily laborer,
and his mother sold vegetables to support the family.

Every night, when darkness filled his home, Nithish would take his books and walk to the
nearby streetlight. While others slept comfortably, he sat on the roadside, stu-dying under
that dim yellow light.

People passing by often laughed. “Why study so much? You'll end up like your father
anyway, " they said.

Nithish stayed silent. But deep inside, he burned with a dream-to change his family's life.
One rainy night, the streetlight stopped working, Nithish stood there helpless, holding his
books as tears filled his eyes, For a moment, he thought of giving up.

But then he remembered his mother's words:

“Darkness is only strong until you decide to fight it."

Nithish went back home, lit a small candle, and continued studying, even as rainwater
dripped beside him.

Years passed.

The same boy who studied under a streetlight became an engineer. On his first day of work,
he returned to his village-not in expensive clothes, but with something more valu-able.
Nithish stood quietly under the same streetlight that once guided him. This time,

it wasn't just his life that had changed—but the lives of many others.s

Written by
B.Nithish (1st B.Sc Computer)
Hall Ticket Number: D326005




The Call He Almost Missed

Written by P. Sampath

Ist Year BSc Maths

Abhi was always busy.

College, friends, part-time work, social media-his life moved fast.His phone was always in
his hand, but somehow... he never had time.Every evening, his mother would call.
“Did you eat?"

“How was your day?"

“Take care, okay?"

And every time, Abhi would reply the same way-“Yeah, yeah, I'm busy... I'll call later.”
But later never came.Days turned into weeks.

One night, his phone rang again.

“Mom calling..."

Abhi looked at it, sighed, and muted the call.

The house felt different when he entered.Too quiet.

Too empty

He walked into his mother's room.Her phone was lying on the table.He picked it up.
“T'll talk tomorrow, " he said casually, going back to his friends.

The next morning, he woke up late.

The last call... was to him,

Time: 10:47 PM

There were no missed calls. No messages.His chest tightened.

There was also a voice message.Strange.

He shrugged it off and got ready for the day.With trembling hands, he pressed play.
Then, his phone rang.“Abhi.. I know you're busy, "

It wasn't his mom.

It was his neighbor from home.“Abhi.. you need to come home,

her soft voice said

“I just wanted to hear your voice... "

that's all. Call me when you're free.”

the voice said, heavy and slow.And... don't me when you're okay?”

Her voice ended with a small, gentle laugh.

His heart dropped.

“Why? What happened?"Abhi broke down.

There was a pause.“I was free.." he whispered.

“Your mother... she had a heart attack last night.”*I just didn't pick up..."
Everything around him went silent.

“No... no, she's okay, right?" he asked, his voice shaking. Another pause.

Days passed.

The house was still silent.

But Abhi wasn't the same anymore He started calling his istmer more.

“I'm sorry...”

The phone slipped from his hand.

Just like that.. everything changed.

He started calling his father every day.Checking on people. Listening more.Being present.
One evening, he sat alone, looking at his phone.This time... he made the call first.
Because now he understood-

Sometimes, the smallest moments we ignore...become the biggest regrets we carry.
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Al: Humanity’s Greatest Tool or It’s

final Replacement ?

“Are we creating technology to serve us—or to replace us?”

-Artificial Intelligence is one of the fastest-
growing forces in today’s world, rapidly
becoming a part of everyday life. From
completing assignments and editing photos to
providing suggestions and generating ideas, Al
seems capable of doing almost everything. What
once required human effort and thought can now
be achieved within seconds—raising an
important question about our own role in this
changing world.

-As Al continues to develop and thrive among us,
our dependence on it is growing rapidly. Tasks
that once required hours of hard work, patience,
and time can now be completed with a single
click—without stress or effort. However, this
convenience raises an important question: are we
truly reducing our workload, or are we becoming
more dependent on Al than we should be?

-Despite the remarkable changes Al is bringing to
our lives, it also raises serious concerns about the
future. One of the biggest fears is job loss, as
machines are becoming capable of performing
tasks with greater precision and without human
involvement. This growing efficiency threatens
many traditional roles. At the same time, people
are becoming increasingly dependent on Al
often relying on it instead of thinking
independently. This is especially concerning for
the youth, as it may reduce their ability to think
creatively and solve problems on their own.

HUMAN TECH

ARTIFICIAL INTELLIGENCE

Al is undoubtedly one of the most powerful
tools shaping the present-day world. However,
its impact is not determined by technology alone,
but by how we choose to use it. If we allow
ourselves to completely surrender to Al, we risk
losing what makes us truly human—our
emotions, creativity, and ability to think
independently. Is that the future we want? A
world where we lose what defines us? We stand
at a crucial point with two choices: to depend
entirely on Al, or to use it wisely as a tool that
supports us. The future should not be something
decided by machines, but something shaped by
human intention. In the end, Al will not define
the future—human choices will.

BY Divya Sree N

BSc Botany( final year)




The Boy Who Refused to Quit

Nikhil lived in a small town where opportunities were few.His father worked long hours in
a small shop, and his mother managed the home.

Nikhil loved learning, but he didn't have a proper place to study.

So every evening, he sat near a quiet corner of a railway platform with his books.

While trains rushed past and people stared, he stayed focused.Some laughed and said.
“Why work so hard? It won't change anything."Nikhil stayed silent.

Inside, he carried a strong belief-to prove them wrong.One day, he failed an important
exam.

For a moment, he felt like giving up.

But he stood up again, stronger than before.

Years later, the same boy became a successful officer.

He returned to his town—mnot for pride, but to inspire others.Now, people tell his story as
an example.

Moral: Never give up-success comes to those who keep trying

Written by
B. Nikhil
B.Sc (Computer)
Hall Ticket Number D326004




| was born with dreams so bright, In a world of hope and light.
Tiny steps and gentle smile,

Learning new things all the while.

Through the years, | grew with care, Faced each challenge, learned to dare.Books and
lessons shaped my way, Guiding me day by day.

Friends and laughter filled my heart, Each memory a special part.
Sometimes | fell, sometimes | cried,

But I stood strong with courage inside.

| dream of future shining wide,

With faith and strength as my guide.

Step by step, | move ahead,

With hopeful thoughts in my head.

This is my story, simple and true,

A life of dreams I still 'rsue.

With every moment, o be,

The best version of me

M AV . Hemalatha
Bsc Botany




| am not just a page in time,

| am a rhythm, a growing rhyme.A spark that dances in the dark, A quiet dream, a glowing
spark.

| was a whisper, soft and small, Learning to stand, afraid to fall.But every fall became my

art, Painting strength inside my heart.

The sun has seen my shining days, The moon has watched my silent way Stars have heard
my wishes deep, Secrets only dreams can keep.

| am the storm, | am the calm, A restless wave, a healing balm.With every step, | rise anew,
Chasing skies of endless blue.

My story isn't written yet,

It's filled with hope, not with regret.

And line by line, I will be-

The best, the brightest version of me.

D. Indu
Bsc Botany <)




don't leave anything for later,

later, the coffee gets cold.

later, you lose interest,

later, the day turns into night.

later, people grow up.

later, people grow old.

later, life goes by.

later, you regret not doing

something when you had the chance to.

Dr. R. Nagaraju
Lecturer in English




The Girl

She walks with fire in her eyes,
Not afraid of storms or skies.

With every step, she breaks a wall,
Proving she can stand tall.

Her voice is strong, her dreams take flight,
She turns her darkness into light.

A force of courage, bold and free—
That’s the power of a girl, you see.

With hope in heart and strength in soul,
She writes her fate, she takes control.
No chains can bind, no fear can stay,

A girl’s power leads the way.

T. Aruna Jyothi
Lecturer in English
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| started small, a little soul,

With curious eyes and dreams as goal.
Each new day a chance to grow,
Learning things I didn’t know.

| walked through paths both smooth and rough,
Sometimes easy, sometimes tough.

Yet | never chose to stay,

Fearless, | found my way.

With hopes that reach beyond the sky;,
And wings of courage, I try to fly.
Failures taught me to be strong,

And helped me where | belong.

My story shines in all I do,

In every step, | find something new.
With a heart so pure and free,

I’'m becoming who I’'m meant to be.

S Chandra Kala
Bsc botany
D126022
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Head, Department of Zoology,

Skp. Government Degree College (A),Guntakal.
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By - B.Jameela Beebi, Lecturer in zoology.
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