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I thank the outgoing members for a job well
done and hope to make each and every issue, more
informative and interesting, for which we, at the
Editorial Board, require suggestions from our read-
ers. I also take this opportunity to welcome the
new members of the Editorial Board.

Omer Wani

School News

We welcome everyone back for another great
term. Getting back meant a return to a lot of activi-
ties.

The term began on 20th of February 96 the
usual date for Spring Term by welcoming back the
cycling team after their adventurous accomplishment,
the Sanawar—XKanyakumari trip. Well Done !

Prep-school children also participated in many
activities. Students visited a skiing competition in
Solang-Nallah earlier this year.

Prep school on the cultural front :

The results of Inter-House Music competition
held on 23rd March 96, are as follows :

Ist Siwalik 256 points
2nd Vindhya 229,
3rd Nilagiri . 210,
4th Himalaya . 204,

The results of the Kavya Path held on 16th
March ’96.

Individual positions :
Ashish Sahai ... Ist Deepali Sharma ... 2nd
Sumi Sharma ... 3rd

Vindhya came first, followed by Himalaya,
Nilagiri and Siwalik.

Results of Inter—House Section Poetry com-
petition (L IV) held on 2nd March *96.

Ist L-4C .. 147pts. 2ndL-4 A .. 135pts.
3rd L-4B ... 131 pts.
Individual positions are as follows :
Ist Pritish Jetly ... 74 points
2nd Anupam Pande 73 points
3rd Simran Dhir ... 70 points

Well done P.D. !!

Coming back to happenings in senior school.
On the sports front first. Cricket season is back in
action and students were enthusiastic about it as
it coincided with the Wills World Cup ’96. The
school first XI's with Mr. Williams went to Mohali
to watch the semi-finals between Australia and
West-Indies.

At home, we had the festival match and as
usual the students won. We also had the H.M’s
first XI’s vs. DHM’s first XI's and HM’s team won,

On the cultural front we had Padmashree
Mrs. Leela Samson from the SPIC-MACAY Society
for a concert.

During this period, the movies Himmat, The
Mask, Dushmani, The Sting and Jaws (part 2)
were screened.

In the I—H Quiz held in February, Vindhya
followed by Siwalik.

I—H Dumb Charades (Juniors) was held and
Siwalik came first,




Avika Tandon, U-VI D, won a gold medal
at the Second Full Contact State Karate Champion-
ship 96 (in the open weight brown belt category),
organised by the Byagrah Kan Karate Do organi-
sation, Thailand held on the 13th-14th of January
’96 in Banaras. She also secured the “Special Guest
Artist Award—’96" for vocal recital in the ‘Ekta
Mahotsav’ held on the 25th of December—’95,
She was also declared the winner in the vocal
competition organised by a Literary and cultural
organisation named AAINA, in the ° welcome
AAINA competition *96,” with thirty-five competi-
tors in the vocal category. In 1994, she had won
a gold medal at the national level in Karate in the
‘Byagrah Kan’ style of Karate held at Banaras.
Congratulations, Avika ! o

Mr. Das Gupta, (Chairman, B.O.G ) and Mr.
Ratan Kaul (Member B.0.G.) visited Sanawar
15th—17th March. They were taken around the
campus by Avneet Singh and Aditi Deva (Guest
Prefects).

I—H Junior Hindi debate held on 16th of
March. Results are as follows :

Somesh Dwivedi ... Ist Tarun Batra ... 2nd
Japji Hundal e 3rd

House positions :
Nilagiri oo Ist Siwalik .. 2nd
Himalaya o 31d Vindhya ... 4th

I—H Junior English Debate held on 23rd of
March '96. Individual positioas :

Rahbar Virk ... ist Machav Gupta ... 2nd
House positions :
Siwalik o Ist Himalaya ... 2nd

We bid farewell to the outgoing U-VI batch.
We wish them all the best, a future full of success
and happiness.

We also congratulate the new appointments
sworn-in at the special assembly. We hope that
they will carry out their responsibilities dutifully.
All the best !

Mr. T. Williams retires as Housemaster (VBD)
and is succeeded by Mr. Vinay Pande. Mr. Lal is
appointed Asst. Housemaster (HBD). Congratula-
tions !

This brings an end to the whole chunk of news
for this issue, Happy reading !

Omar Wani.

0. S. News

Our heartiest congratulations to the following
O. S on being honoured by the President on the
Republic Day.

1. Vice Admiral Vishnu Bhagwat, AVSM (S’ 51-54)
Param Vishist Seva Medal,

2. Major. General. MS “Binny”” Shergill (V’ 51-57).
V. C. Athi Vishist Seva Medal.

Heartiest congratulations to :
Brig. Charanjit. S. Chima (H’ 57-60) and

Brig. Ameet. S. “Nitti>’ Sihota (S’ 51-59) on
their promotion to the rank of Major General.
Major General Sihota has assumed command of an
Infantry Division Somewhere in the Northern
Sector while Major General Gurdeep S. Virk
(N’ 55-60) on his promotion has taken over com-
mand of an Infantry Division somewhere in the
Eastern Sector.

Rao Inderjit Singh Yadava (S’ 58-67) won the
gold medal in the individual ISU skeet event in the
39th National Shooting Championship for Trap &
Skeet held at Madras recently.

Rao Inderjit Singh is at present Minister for
Technical Education in Haryana.,

With regrets, we inform you of the demise of
Brig. Amarjit Singh Poonia VSM. (V’ 56-60). Brig
Poonia. who was the Sub-Area Gommander
Meerut, died in a road accident on 13th Feb. 1996.
He was awarded the Vishist Seva Medal for
distinguished services in Jan,” 1995 and had just
recently been approved for promotion to the rank
of Major General.

Our heartfelt condolences to his wife, Mrs.
Surjeet Poonia and his two children, Manmeet and
Puneet who are both O.S.

Andaleeb Sehgal (V') tied the nuptial knot to
Suhani Singh ( ’) on Saturday, 9th of March 1996.
Congratulations,

Amandeep S. Herr (S8’ 90) joined the Indian
army. We wish him all thc best !

That’s all from the O. S. Newsbook this time.
Omar Wani

Post’s For ihe Academic Year 1996

... Temsu Changkija
Head Girl ... Nasim Sidhu
DHM’s Assistant ... Harman Dhillon
Senior Mistress’ Assistant... Gulveen Somal

D.0.S.’s Assistant ... Manish Prakash
Malti Gandhi

. Biswadeep R. Choudhry
Simran Brar

Head Boy

M.I. Prefects




BOYS DEPARTMENT

H.B.D. House Captian
School Prefect
House Prefect

N.B.D. House Captain
School Prefect
House Prefect

S.B.D. House Captain
School Prefect
House Prefect

V.B.D. House Captain
School Prefect
House Prefect

.. Rahul Kapoor
... Saurav Kumar
. Karan Jolly

Shantanu Goyal

.. Achal Bhuwania
... Rajdeep Ranawat
. Damandeep Sidhu

Rajesh Verma

... Gurjinder Jassar
... Siddharth Batta
... Amit Bishnoi

Luv Puri

... Jagdeep Sandhu
.. Manas Todi
... Prithpal Gill

Brijendra Singh

GIRLS DEPARTMENT

H.GD. House Captain

House Prefect
House Prefect

S.G.D. House Captain
House Prefect

V.G.D. House Captain
House Prefect

Food Prefects (School)

Food Prefects (House)

Games G.D.

Guest Prefects
Chapel Prefect

Library Prefects

Costume Prefects

Expedition Prefects

. Maya Patnaik
. Anushree Aggarwal
N.G.D. House Captain ...
. Shiva Bhandari

. Shruti Rawat

. 8. Lalnunpari Hamar
... Amrita Grewal
... Sarika Mahajan

.. Avneet Singh
Arjun Dhillon

Meghna Baruah

Sangay Wangchuk
Angad Grewal
Amrita Verma
Kirat Dhillon
Aditi Deva
Shannon Singh

. Aditya Chima

Randeep Singh
Gautam Batta
Akshay Dosaj

. Sandhya Wazirchand

Monali Borah
Nupur Lall

... Avneet Singh

Aditi Deva

. Tariq Badruddin

Sharon Longchari

. Hemant Puri

Sharon Arora
Swati Bhalla

. Mudassar Ashraf

Sonali Sequeira

. Lav Saraj Chhabra

Aditya Mahajan
Deepali Choudhry

Spic Macay Prefects

... Igbal Bakshi
Divya Paul
Avika Tandon

List of Students Achieving Distinction
1st Assessment, 1996 Spring Term

U-VIA
Malti Gandhi

U-VIB

Anchal S, Bhuwania
Brijender Singh
Hemant Puri
Temsu N. Changkija
U-vicC

Jasdeep Jagpal
U-VID

Shelja Bansal
Sharon Arora
U-VA

Piya Bhatnagar
U-VB

Arjun Minocha
Deepak Gupta
Kunal Jain
Saurabh Sehgal
Ruchira Gupta
Deepti Chadha
uU-vce

Nishant Verma
Jasmeet Sandhu
Jasreena Nijjar
Ravneet Sekhon
1-VA

Avik Paul

Bhanu Khetarpal
Umang Akhauri
L-VB

Mihika Baruah

L-VC
Tarun K. Batra
Vivek Garg

L-VD
Atul Kwatra
Komal Dhillon

U-1V A

Nil

U-1VB
Navdeep Sidhu

U-Iv e

Rachit Kinger
Roshan Sapam
Devena Ahluwalia
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uU-1v D
Rabbar Virk ... SBD.
Shireesh Bubna ... H.B.D

Sanawar To Kanyakumari Cycling Tour
Anecdotes From The Road

[58 days. 3836 km. 10 States. 234 hours of
cycling. 480,000 revolutious of the pedals. 1832
upslopes. 88X 1832 renditions of the School Song.
400 million mosquitoes. 22 punctures 2 tyre bursts.
100 times of telling everyone to stay together. 101
times not staying together. A million hellos. Half
a million times of saying Himachal. Another half a
miflion of saying Kanyakumari. 66 crates of Coke.
1200 cups of chai. 234 Post-Cards. 580 times of
saying wow ! what a trip! 58 unbelievably orange
sunsets. I time driving tank. ]

Satnaam, Om, the Christian blessings of a
hill top and we were thrust unsuspectingly, if not
unceremoniously, upon our way. But that was not
the beginning. The trip itself was conceived many
moons before and seemed to emerge in a continuous
process from the planning stages. What comes to
mind are a series of images—raiding the orange
orchards of Punjab and getting chased away by a
lathi—brandishing Chowkidar, the seemingly end-
less slopes of Rajasthan punctuated by surreal
“‘table—clothed” meals out on the sand dunes.
Hardslaps of the desert were attenuated by the
hardened bands of soldiers who (much to the
amazement of the “locals’) would greet us periodi-
cally, brandishing chai, cold drinks, the occasional
bestowing of garlands.

Then, our first taste of the Western Ghats—
after cycling 15 km. on a killing gradient, we stop
for a breather and a unanimous condemnartion of
slopes—TC's “that why I hate Geography’ must
go down as one of the quotes of the trip as must
Bakshi’s “Huff, Puff!”, “Huff, Puff’”” and DD’s
“Grunt, Groan, Moan”. Minocha’s silence spoke
volumes.

After the ups, came the proverbial downs,
when it was possible to relax enough for the beauty
of the Ghats to hit us, on occasion quite Jiterally—
Badal getting up from the road and fetching his
bike from the Khud and the classic “Oh ! 1 was
just cycling, and the Mountain came in the way’’.

The reception our party received on the road
was necessarily as varied as the people we chan-
ced to meet. Or was it they who chanced to
meet us ? This was Tourisom in reverse, for a
peculiar sight we must have offered : Cycling
clothes look unusual in most sittings, designed for
functionality rather than aesthetic beauty but for
the people of our ‘‘chosen land’, they clearly took

on a comic aspect (mixed perhaps, with a hint of
high-tech wizadry). Especially the helmets (& the
shorts, & ... ... ... ... ).

“Japaani Aa Gaye”, proclaimed one parti-
cularly bemused Punjabi farmer as we sped pur-
posefully past his tractor. If it was hard for some
to accept the Indian nationality of the group, the
presence of a long-haired, 6 ft. 7 ferungi did not
make it any easier. (Ludki or Ludka ?) that was
the question. I was once taken to be Sumit’s wife,
(Yet somehow the ego survives). However, he (for
Ludka was most definitely the answer) provided a
useful topic of conversation, a diversion from the
endless recital of tour information which we were
obliged to provide. Where are you going ? From
where are you coming ? How many ? How old ?
What is your purpose ? (why ??). This last question
proved the most troublesome of all. ““What will
you get in Kanya Kumari ?”

Satisfaction is an answer, a sense of achieve-
ment another. Yet another, a favourite of Sapru’s,
was ‘““train tickets home’. But none satisfied the
inquisition for such an undertaking to be ‘*‘justifi-
ed”. It seems a cause is required and self improve-
ment or acquisition of experience are not cause
enough. Perhaps doing something ‘hard” makes
Life easier. Trite 7 Perhaps. In memory, the trip
is at once, both a blur of confused, almost isolated
images and a continuous single minded effort to
reach that fabled town. Once there, of course,
“‘there was no there, there”. In conclusion (though
1 feel I have yet to begin), a Sanawar Kanyakumari
trip may not reveal the eternal Truth and Light,
but once the pain subsides (cycling is not reco-
mmended to the “weak-kneed’’) there are moments
of clarity when you are at once immersed in your
environment and detached—almost unaware of the
cycle below or the effort required to maintain its
progress—which may just provide the chance to
contemplate & even understand.

(From ‘A Ferung in India, the Life & Times of ...}
Ranjeet S. Brar.

Round Square International Service

After a lot of scrutinizing and short listing the
final five students who were to represent Lawrence
School Sanawar at the R.S.I.S. camp in Lovedale
were chosen. They were Gurjitinder, Nasim, Rahul,
Meghna and Achal. They were accompanied by Mr.
Attri.

They left on the 7th of December—the day
their exams got over. They travelled by train to
Deihi, from there they flew to Bangalore and then
100k a taxi to Lovedale. On the 8th evening they
finally reached with a feeling of anticipation and




enthusiasm, as they would be working with com-
plete strangers.

There were thirty students from different parts
of the world, who got together to work and
build a dome like structure, which was actually a
creche for the local children. Being divided into
three different groups (Todas, Tazis and Tigers)
students came to mingle with each other.

They even worked day and night, to make a
road leading to the dome, as it became muddy and
slippery for the children to climb the hill during
monsoons,

In the meantime they made friends with the local
children by playing games with them and teaching
them during their free time. A lot of new friends
were made—friends, the thought of whom brings a
a smile to their faces even today.

Overall it was a fruitful and successful camp
which is a credit to all those who worked there.

Igbal Bakshi
U-VI

Form Room Teaching In Sanawar

After weighing the pros and cons of teaching
in different rooms, once again, Sanawar has rever-
ted to the culture of form room teaching.

Form room teaching has certain advantages,
for instance, whenever there was a change over of
classes, Bird-Wood was very noisy, there were
discipline problems also. We used to get tired
moving from one room to another. Often we wast-
ed a lot of time in finding various rooms. It did
not give us the feeling of an educational institution.
There was a temptation to roam about in the corri-
dor even when there was no need.

School had to essentially introduce the two
bell system which wasted a lot of time. There was
no sense of belongingness, no class had the res-
ponsibility to keep the room tidy. The destruction
of school property was at its maximum. But, now
we take pride in decorating and keeping our class
room neat and tidy. We can utilise the five minute
break in completing unfinished work, if any. During
the course of change-over of classes, we would lose
our books, pens, pencils etc. but now, since we
have our own desks, this fear is reduced considera-
bly. What a relief ! Life has become more orga-
nised. Generally Bird-Wood is quiet during classes
which helps us to concentrate better in studies.

I agree that it becomes a bit monotonous to
keep sitting in one room for a number of hours,
But looking at the plus points, I am happy to con-
clude that it is a good step taken by the authorities
to introduce form-room teaching.

Reetika Matharu
L—-V B

Co-Education
“ True education must relate experiences to life >

All through life, both male and female have to
live, work and meet together in society, so I think it
is essential that they should not be separated in their
earliest stages of learning namely, their school days.
Boys and girls should study together in friendship
and harmony, treating each other as brothers and
sisters.

Education should be imparted in an atmos-
phere of freedom. If our schooling is restricted to
“all boys” or “all girls”, this freedom is cut at the
very roots.

“Education, to be complete, must be humane,
it must include training of the intellect and also
refinement of the heart and the discipline of the
spirit”—Dr. Radha Krishnan. When boys are
in the company of girls, they will develop con-
sideration and gentleness to a greater degree than
if they were kept to a strictly male environment.
Boys are generally physicaily stronger than girls,
and they would have to curb some of their rough
behaviour when playing games in the sports field
with the girls.

Our Indian society tends to be very conserva-
tive and narrow-minded but in these modern times,
there is no place for narrow-mindedness. Women
and girls are no longer in ‘Purdah’ and it is not a
sin for girls and boys to mix freely. In a co-ed
school it is possible for this to happen. Children
are mostly under the supervision of teachers, so it
is not likely that children will go astray. Children
can be taught to develop strong will-power and
discipline. of the spirit, (which is basically a good
mora)l character) in the midst of temptation.

Fredick Frobel, an American Educator during
the 18th century said, “The earlier age 1§ the most
important one for child’s education because the
beginning decides the end”—but if in his early age
the child is kept away from children of the opposité
sex, there is a tremendous gap in his education—he
is deprived of the chance of learning adaptation to
all members of the human society. When he is later
on thrown into a mixed society, he may make all
sorts of blunders, as he had not been taught how to
behave properly.

' Another weakness in our Indian Society is that
in Indian Families there is a tendency to give pre-
ference to boys. Boys are pampered and given the
best qfcverythmg and the girls are treated as some-
what inferior human beings. But if girls and boys
study together, boys will realise that girls are by no

means inferior. In fact, man i
students than boys. y girls make better




Thus, in this day and age, where women are
struggling for equality, co-education will hasten this
equality, as boys will pay more respect to females.

Sharan Arora
U-vI D

Child Prodigies

Child prodigies are very very rare on the face
of this ever-changing and ever-growing world. There
are a lot of child-prodigies but a very few have
managed to show their talents to the world. The
fields in which a child can be a prodigy are—Medi-
cine, Maths, Music. Sports etc, They live in a small
tiny world of their own and hardly have any friends
of their own age because their leve} of thinking and
understanding is much higher than their mates and
therefore, at times, are snubbed at. For example,
Mozart at an early age started composing piano re-
cilals; Skuntata Devi, the human computer, started
doing her father’s receipt books at the age of 4
Dr. Bal Krishna Ambarvti, at the age of 17,
earned a degree in medicine in the United States,
Child prodigies tell the world that children of the
world are gifted and their talents shouldn’t be
brushed off,

Samridh Soneja
UVA

Human Greed

The beauty of Kashmir valley had never been
captured by my eyes earlier, 1 was sitting in a garden,
thinking something, staring at the hill in front.
Suddenly something touched my sub-conseious mind
and I sort of heard the trees speaking. They were
begging for life, survival and surrounding. I was
surprised and taken aback. I am a nature lover and
always encourage tree plantation. How can I cut
these trees ? Above all I have come here a 100 km,
from Srinagar just to enjoy nature,

This is where they cut my point and said, “we
are cut down only because you come here.” But
How ¢ Ido notseeany tourist cutting trees. “The
tourists don’t, the greedy men do. They will clear
this place and make a hotel here just to earn money.”
“How can I help you?” Everyone appreciates your
beauty and likes to watch you.”

*“Only if we are left to be watched,”” was its
immediate reply.

These days everyone likes to visit hill stations
and relax there. Some go for a holiday and some
even officially, Why must we visit or tour hilly areas !
All places are beautiful, relaxation is possible every
where. Good free air is also easily avatlable. Then
why a hill station ?

The reason is that we have over exploited or
extra-exploited our plains and now are doing the
same with mountain ranges. We are now irritated
with the pollution in big cities. Not realising that
we are the cause of this threat to human health.
The government was also asleep with the public
earlier. There was nothing tike vehicular Pollution
control test earlier. There was no such phenomena
as nuclear-missile test. No atom bombs had been
dropped earlier.

The end of human race is approaching. We
cannot help much, future generations will have no
good health. The main thing left on the earth is
research, research and only research. Research on
animals, plants, men, earth, sky and even research
on God ! !'! First we tamper with nature and then
try and repair or alter it. Human spirit is lost and
men are nothing more than a machine moving to-
words obsolete advancement.

Sanil Juneja
L-VB

For the Unbeliever

This is the story of Anung, a young girl of 17.
She was what you would call a regular teenager—She
loved Bon Jovi and Tom Cruise, spent hours flipp-
ing through the ‘Vogue’ and ‘Seventeen’, loved her
Danielle Stelles and Mills and Boons, spent hours
giggling and gossiping with her many friends (yes,
she was popular with all) and most of all she loved
strumming the strings on her guitar and singing a
tune for her family and friends. She never ceased
to amaze people with the beautiful poems and songs
she wrote.

You would say, she wouldn’t have wanted
anything more out of life. She had everything a
young girl would want—popularity, an amazing
voice, numerous talents and the immense love of her
family and friends. But yet she was sometimes a
very very sad girl, for however popular or talen];ed
she was, she could never be liked by the other girls
of her age. Anung had one wish, and that greatest
wish was to be able to walk !

Yes, Anung could not walk—it was because
of this that as a little girl she stayed indoors while
other kids her age played outside, it was because of
this she sat in the corner in parties while her cousins
and friends danced and it was because of this that
Anung never went to School or College like other
regular kids. I guess we can call Anung a perfect
example of nature’s occasional mishaps or flukes.

Anung was born paralyzed and unfortunately
even her growth was stranded after the age of seven.
As a little girl Anung had always wanted to go to
school, in fact every morning she would sit outside




the veranda watching her friends walk to school.
So one day her mother decided to surprise her and
admitted her to the nearest school! and when the
news was broken to Anung she was thrilled, she
would have jumped if only she could. On the first
day of school Anung was proudly wheeled into the
classroom. Anung entered, beaming ear to ear and
all excited at the prospect of meeting new friends.
But then it happened, the thing mother was praying
and hoping wouldn’t happen. It started witb a small
snickle at the back of the class, then a few giggles
and then the whole lot of children started laughing
and tearing the new comer. Anung held on tight to
her mother and whispered, “Mama, take me back.”
Driving back home tears streamed down her cheeks
and it was then she made up her mind she wouldn’t
be run down and she’d try to do the same things as
all the other kids—and better !

So she learned to read and write (and boy !
did she write) she learned to knit, to sew, to play
the guitar, to paint and soon was one of the most
loved girls in that little locality.

Thus 17 years of her life passed and Anung
was starting to live with her handicap, when one
day a neighbour gave a passingcomment abouta
‘Healing Seminar’ taking place in the local football
ground and the number of miraculous healings that
were taking place. Anung decided to go—she wasn’t
expecting to be healed herself, but it might give
her hope and joy secing the other people. So that
fateful evening Anung, her mother and her aunt drove
down to the local ground and when inside she was
surprised by the number of people present there—
people of all ages, coloar, religions. Quitely they
stood in a corner and at the other end they could
see a preacher standing on a high platform and next
to her were a group of labourers—spades in one
hand and a lame friend in the other.

Then the man on the platform stood up, and
said, “Today we pray for the crippled. Do you have
faith in the almighty ? Yes ? Do you believe in the
great powers of our Lord God? Then put your
arms up in the air and pray...pray with all your
heart, pray saying ‘[ believe, | believe’ and together
and together we will pray for all of you out there
expecting a miracle”.

Anung shut her eyes and said a little prayer,
never had she prayed so hard, she prayed whole
heartedly and before she knew it there were tears
running down her face. Then she saw the lame
person next to her stand on his own then slowly
take his first steps. There were tears and shouts of
joy. of gratitude and she heard them say, “Yeh sab
allah ka kamal heih”.

Seeing this she prayed even harder, then
suddenly she felt a strong rush of current pass
through her ‘little’ legs. Then hoping upon hope she

pushed herself to stand...she was standing! By
God, she was standing ! She held on to her mother
and slowly 1...2...3... Anung was taking her first few
steps. That night three women driving back home,
laughing through tears, had seen a miracle of a
lifetime—they had a story to tell !

Dear friends,

While reading through this story all of you
must have formed your own opinion about it, but
how many of you actually guessed that this story
might be true ? Not many 1 can imagine. Even [
for that matter would not have believed in a story
such as this, but the poiatis, I do. For me this is
not just another story of a miracle but it is a reality
that happened to our family a year back, The
Anung in this story is in reality my cousin—my
fg_reatest inspiration, my role model and my best
riend.

Today after nearly a year, Anungis finally
walking atfter hoping and praying for 17 years. She
can never be as tall as other girls her age, nor can
she run fast enough to win a race, but it doesn’t
matter, for all that matters to her is that today she

walks...

By writing this story I am not trying to preach
about the greatness of tne religion I believe in, but
all that I’m trying to put across is that there is
a God up there and no matter under what name or
image you worship your God, anything is possible
if only you truly believe and have faith in the father
up there.

Sharon Longchari
U-VI A
Change Of Views

On the 19th of April we both had taken the
first step in becoming a part of this community.
We were both confused at our various first acti-
vities but later we considered ourselves as doing
just fine.

As the years passed and I came to join Senior
School 1 began to know more about her. She was
always a fat plump sister to me but these views
would slowly change. We began to meet more
often and 1 learnt more things about her than my
narrow views earlier.

She began to amaze me on the various acti-
vities she took partin. I have never guessed why
but these activities have never made her lose weight.
If she valued one thing, that thing would be her
friendships. She never stops to write when we are
at home and I cannot picture her without friends.
1 have seen her laughing her lungs out and some-
times only depression on her face with little drops
of tears.




To think really hard, she is the one who has
gone through the path where I must tread. She has
experienced many problems and their consequences
and always gave examples of them so that I may
never repeat them. She has been a guideline by
advising me, Sometimes I try to avoid her ‘do’s’
and ‘dont’s’.

Now that she departs from me, everyday I'm
left with thoughts on what I will do when she goes.
Would I be left all alone, not so sure of my path
ahead ? These last five years I have always had a
person to share my troubles with but now I think
my troubles are my troubles. When she goes I hope
she knows what views I had of her and how proud
I'm of having a sister like her. I thank her for mak-
ing me hang on to my aspirations.

Dennis Ralte for Susan
L-V-B

¢« Dogs’

Ever since man learnt the art of domesti-
cation, animals have always formed an important
part of his life. Dogs in particular have been with
man ever since he tamed them and they have
remained faithful to their masters.

I have always liked dogs since my childhood.
During my winter holidays 1 saw many breeds
and even read a lot about them. Ouly then I came
to know that the number of breeds existing were
enormous. Of course reading about each breed
wasn’t possible as they were too many.

As I went through the book, I learnt so many
things about dogs and I was really fascinated.
Their power of smelling, or I’d rather say sniffing,
is amazing and because of this ability they have
helped man to solve so many problems in different
spheres. Many dogs’ physical appearance may
make them look fierce and aggressive while others
may be very cute and gentle to look at. Butin
reality the physical appearance of a dog does not
prove it to be docile or ferocious. It all depends
on how that particular dog has been brought up
or trained by his or her master,

Certain breeds of dogs are trained for certain
purpose. Alsations, Doberman and Labradors are
used as police dogs, Huskies are sledge dogs, Dal-
mations and Pomeranians etc. are companion dogs,
hounds are used for races and are useful as guard
dogs.

There are many more breeds used for different
purposes and all I'd like to say is, that dogs are
indispensible to man.

‘Kim’
There was a dog named Kim,
I was very fond of him,
He was about seven years old,
For me he was as precious as gold.
He had a beautiful coat
And that’s what ¥ Jiked most.
His eyes were like black marbles
It looked as though be wore goggles.
He had a lovely white tail
That sometimes made him appear pale.
I always think Kim is sitting at my door
But alas! now, he is no more !

Sonali Sequeira
U-VI-D

Live Up To It

A little pain, a little pleasure

A little heaping up of treasure

A little love a little hate and then it’s a good day.
Happiness and sadness is in every one’s part

So one must accept, and play it as an art.

It’s not that God is unkind

It’s just how one portrays his image in one’s mind
Take life as it comes and leave it all to thee
Because that’s going to happen what is destined
to be.

Phases of life go by and when oae’s grown up

we think back how they fly.

Childhood brought with it fun, frolic and

the numerous childhood fantasies

which seemed so real like the mother fairies

One got what one desired

and indeed was also pampered

Those were carefree days;

when one was forgiven for whatever one might say.
And that’s how life went by.

till we were hit by responsibilities

which may leave us to cry.

The thought haunts me through days and night.
Life seems like a nightmare which I am unable to
fight.

But nevertheless;

God’s given life once;

So live up to it and cherish it for once.

A crust of bread and a corner to sleep in

A minute to smile and an hour to weep in

A pint of joy to a peck of trouble,

and never a laugh but the moans come double.
And that is life.

Amrita—U-V]




The Stalker

I had just come back from a long voyage. I
got off the ship at Madras. I set my house in order
and went to have a cup of coffee. On my way back
it had started raining. The rains made it difficult
to see within 3 yards of ones face. I went into a
bar and had a talk with the bartender who was a
friend of mine,

After a few minutes, the rain subsided to
almost a drizzle. 1 went on my way. There was
this man in a black hat behind me. The rain
drops dripped down the rim of his hat and flowed
down the lapels of his black overcoat. 1 took him
through a zig zag way through the city streets,
I was definite he was following me.

I went upto my house and opened the door.
I went into my bed room and took out my prize
possession. My Smith and Wesson *32 with a four
inch barrel. I loaded it and waited. There was a
knock on the door. I took the gun in my left hand
and cocked it as I opened the door. He stood there.
He took off his hat and told me. *Put that toy
away Nathaniel, it’s dangerous’’. He held out his
hand. “Remember me Shiva Keshavan?’’ I heaved
a sigh of relief and uncocked the gun. I shook
hands with him and called him in. He was a school
friend of mine. I had met him after 15 years and
with great difficulty he had managed to locate me.
If it wasn’t for the bar tender, we wouldn’t have
met.
Ajit Nathaniel

U—IV-A

The Bird

A Bird sitting on a tree
Free as ever, Free like me
Feathers were Blue with

a tail so white

And what’s its kind

I had no clue,

The eyes had a shine

The shine of a star

You could see it from afar
She was sovereign

Calm and quiet

So I thought she

shouldn’t be irked

With my heart full of grace
I left the place without a trace.

By : Virat Rana

Boys And Girls

Lots of noise

Little brain

Peacock vain

Swifty Sly

often lie

Chasing cats

and Smashing toys

That is what our view

Sums up on boys

Beautiful curls

Kind and polite

Hate wrong love right
Curteous and coy

What a regular joy

Eyes like stars teeth like Pearls
Why can’t all of us be girls.

By Prachi Agarwalla
L—V-B

The Storm OF Life
Poetry [Sad]

The flowers which bloom in

Love are those flowers which

Once my parents had given me

But now I don’t feel sad

For thou you are with me.

You and your care gave me comfort,

But now I don’t feel sad for you are with me,

I look up towards the sky

With my eye, that one day

I will dwell in the Good Lord God’s house Forever.
[ T have tried to explain that so what

If my parents are not there I have good God with
me and one day I will dicand I will be with him
forever in peace]

Puneet Sidhu
L~-V-D




Smile
Smile in sorrow
Smile in pain
Smile when troubles pour like rain
Smile when someone hurts your feelings
For smile you kmow is very healing
Smile when anyone ignores you,
Smile when you don’t know what to do
Smile and laugh for it takes no time,
Smile and be happy for it is no crime
Don’t sulk and cry and try not to bother,
Smile a little and don’t think further,
I will give you a piece of advice,
Never sulk or cry but always smile.
People get depressd when they are sad & alone,
But, my dear friend keep calm and don’t mourn.
Towards the end 1 would like to say, that
Smile today,
Smile tomorrow,
Smile a lot and don’t think of sorrow.
Kariha Bajwa
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School News

Mr. Mandeep Rai’s, ‘In the shadow of the
Pines’ was released in Sapawar on the 3lst of
March by the Headmaster.

An Inter House quiz took place on 5th April.
Siwalik came first, followed by Vindhya

The Old Sanawarians and Sanawar XI met
on 6th April at the Cricket Field. The oldies won by
4 runs.

In the Inter House Hindi Kavya Path Siwalik
came first, followed by Nilagiri.

Individual positions were :—

Tarun Batra 1st
Sharon Arora 2nd
Amrita Singh 3rd

Sanawar XI played another match against
British High Commision. Sanawar won.

Sanawarian Basketball teams (Boys and Girls)
played against Vivek School Chandigarh, on 13th
April. We won both the matches.

A cross country race was introduced in Sana-
war for the first time on 15th April. Nilagiri won
the cup.

The Nilagiri House Show was put up in Barne
Hall on 20th April. A good performance.

Inter House Dumb Charades took place on
27th April—Himalaya came first, Siwalik second.

Sanawar played B.C.S., Shimla on 21st April.
Our Atoms team won by four runs. In Colts and
Ist elevens we lost both the matches.

The soccer festival match between students
and the staff, was held on 24th April—thanksto a
self goal by the students staff won 3—2,

Sanawar Basketball team went to Dehra Dun
to participate in the Afzal Khan Memorial Tourna-
ment., Sanawar came 5th out of 8 teams.

Our girls basketball team participated in the
1. P. S. C. tournament, in Dehra Dun. They came
4th out of 8 schools.

The Cricket Cup went to Vindhya. Well done !

The following movies were screened in Barne
Hall—Rajkumar, Rangeela, Desperado and Nine
Months.

0. S. News

The O. S. in the Army cotinue to go great
guns. Maj. Gen. HRS. Kalkhat on his promotion
to the rank of Lieut. Genl. has assumed command
of a Corp in the Eastern Sector. He was recently
honoured by the President with the award of Ati
Vishisht Seva Medal.

Our heartiest congratulations to the following
O S. on their béing approved for the rank of Major
General.

1. Brig. T. S. “Mau” Shergill (V—’51--°58)
2. Brig. Balraj S. ‘“Balli” Thakar (N—’56--'58)
3. Brig. Saravjit S. Chahal (H—57--"60)

Col. Rajinder Singh (N—’58--68) and Col.
Vijay Singh Lalotra ( H—'61.-'70 ) have been
nominated for the prestigious Higher Command
Course At The College of Combat, Mhow, They
both have earlier in their careers been awarded the
SENA MEDAL for gallantry.




With the country amidst the peak of the
general elections, there are a few O.S. in the elec-
tion fray. Our best wishes to them,

Maneka (Anand) Gandhi (V—"70--"72) {s the
Janata Dal candidate for the Pilibhit parliamentary
constituency in U. P, ( Since Elected. Congratu-
lations Ed.)

Sukhbir Singh Badal (—’'73--°80) is in the
election fray from the Faridkot parliamentary
constituency as the Shiromani Akali Dal candidate.
(Elected. Congratulations Ed.) e

The Rao brothers, Rao Inderjit Singh (S’58-
'67) & his younger Brother Rao, Ajit Singh (S’60-
’66) are in the frgy for the Haryana Assembly as
Congress (1) amajvadi Janta Party candidates
respectively.

Results of the First Cowell Memorial

1st Harman Dhillon (V)
- 2nd Sunil Gangoti (V)
3rd Damanjit Sidhu (N)

Ist Revati Mann (V)
2nd Aditi Deva (S)
3rd Ravneet Gill (N)

Under 16 Boys 1st Vinod Sultanpuri (S)
2nd Samunder Singh (H)
3rd Abhimanyu Rathore (N)

Under 16 Girls 1st Ravneet Sekhon (S)
2nd Jaspreet Sekhon (S)
3rd Mallika Mahlotra (H)

Under 14 Boys 1st Naivik Desai (S)
2nd Achint Aggarwal (H)
3rd Aman Raj Dhillon (N)

Under 14 Girls 1st Praggya Bakshi (N)
2nd Laxmi Jangra (V)
3rd Kailong Long Kumar (S)

Under 13 Girls 1st Tarun Bhattal (S)
2nd Tara Mann (V)
3rd Vaishali Sharma (V)

Under 10 Boys Ist Gaurav Gupta (H)
2nd Narender Singh Rathore (H)
3rd Sagar Singla (H)
Under 10 Girls 1st Dimple Jangra (V)
2nd Sukhmani Bajwa (H)
3rd Chinu Sharma (S)

Under 13 Boys 1st Fateh Pal Sidhu (H)
2nd Devan Daniel (S)
3rd Satish Jangra (V)
ist Nilagiri 5134
2nd Himalaya 5193
3rd Vindhya 6159
4th Siwalik 6465

Open Boys

Open Girls

House Points

Parting Shorts

I had joy, I had fun,
I had seasons in the sun,
But the hills and the song
were like seasons that never long.

Udayvir Singh
I came, I saw and I loved it !
e Dhiraj Khanna
Bole-Sonehaal Satri-Akal.
Nitin Gupta, Rahul
Verma & Ranjit Sibia

Sanawar you taught me three words.
“ Never Giverde-2 . .

Vijay Negi

The bad thing about all good things is that they
come to an end.

Rahul Singh

From Barnes, Birdy’s 6.D. and Tucko, to
Khan, Mukhi, Chow and Buwko, From Maggi,
Coffee Chappati and Choko to Ghosh, Pandey,
Mukho and Sukho From Chai, grabb&#Milk break
and (A¥’s) to babes, chicks, girls and ladies From
slaps, kicks, Favours and Hockey’s didn’t make
us a diff. we are all still Cocky From Prep School, -
junior, exchange to senior it’s such a short time
I’ve barely been here From mam’s Prefects Head
boy and Head girl I'll miss them all Sna was my
world Himalayans, Vindhyas, Nilagirians and Shi-
walikans you are the best batch I have even known.

( Sorry forgot to rhyme )
After all this P.C you think. I have said it all but
guess you what ? “ Sna is the best school of all ”

Herain Oberoi

I walked up P.D. slope, shedding tears, think-
ing I’ve been sentenced to this * hell hole” for
years, Prep school past, and then I came to L-4
aghast. These were the days that I dreaded. The
seniors were just too pig headed. Then came U-4,
and life became a little less sore. In L-5 and I dis-
covered Moti’s, and there we went to eat eggs,
maggies and Roties.

In U-5 I learnt, studies and games, is not all
one craves.

The best was yet to come of course the
‘babe’s, In L-6 god gave usa boon as a house
warden and boy, did Mrs. B. Singh roar like a
tigress. And then we had a massive fight, at the
outcome, very sad was those guys plight. In U-6
we parted hard and then doc came......

The batch of '96 was a terrible fix. For if you
stepped in Doc’s way you would most surely pay




Himalayans, Nilagirians, Shiwalikans and Vind-
hyans had become my brothers through the years.

I'm leaving now shedding tears, wondering
what happened all those years.
Rajdeep Chimmni

The bad thing about all good things is that they
come to an end.

Rahul Singh

Sna’s like a pretty face,

All on me outside,

Just a little bit in the inside.
Jaskimran Sekhon &
Gagandeep

SIWALIKANS (G.D.)

Sanawar is an album of memories,
we’ll treasure it forever

Ashima and Susan

I have spent my best days in Sanawar and it will
always be a part of me.
Anu Bala

Sanawar is a word that implies SOLIDITY, a rock
solid mountain—a place to go home to... to grow
out of... to grow away from and yet to remember
and hang onto.. ...so dim as to be almost forgotten
or left behind. The place where one begins and
hopes to end...... . The trees like building blocks
reaching high in the sky...S’na...what image that
conjures...what memories...what dreams.

Narola
Though I have been here only a while,
P’ll always cherish each day.
Henu
It’s great to have been in S’na !!
Madini

VINDHYANS (G.D))

Play the game

You know you can’t quit
Until its own

“Never Give In”

Simran 8. Singh

S’na—where love and hate collide.
Gitanjali

Thanks ! Its been short and sweet,
Shivani Solanki

What has to be done,

has to be done
so don’t fight it,

Just enjoy it !

Karishma Dansingani

I came
I saw

I can’t believe I stayed !
Ahilya Akoi
NILAGIRIANS (G.D)

Follow my example—
“Keep on runin’, baby ocoooo0000 !
Mitali Patel
“Good Bye !”
, Sonal & Marvati

When I came here I was somebody,
When I lived here I became anybody
And now that I am leaving
I am nobody.
Sanawar T/ you were a turn on, but beheve me, I
want to move on,
To the significant people—
Goodbye Staff, Students, Staff, Berajl s, Staff,
Ammaji’s, Staff, monkeys, staff......
Nidhi

I came here with a scare, I am leaving with
sadness. My heart will weep, when I think of the
beautiful days I spent here. It is hard to believe
that these two years have passed. Anyway, it is
time I said “Goodbye™. I would take this opportu-
nity to thank all the teachers and students—keep
the Sanawarian spirit and *“Never Give [n I’°,

Vrinda
Belated Bye To Bilkul

I first met, rather saw, the late Mr, Bill
Colledge in the mid-1950s. While we looked up to
our seniors we were in awe of the O.S, not because
they were more senior than our seniors but because
they represented all the legendary achievements and
traditions that Sanawar stood for. Bill was a perfect
example—sturdy, straight, with a warm response for
every little being who wished him the time of day
(as S’narians do, till today).

Bill had been in the contingent that received
Sanawar’s last King’s colours, in 1922. At Founders
1957 the seniors trooped these colours for the final
time, duly carried by Bill himseif and D.R.A.
(Monty) Mountford. The juniors, organised by Bill,
performed a ‘Toy Soldiers” parade for the Tattoo. A
spoof, it was a replica of the annual ‘Trooping of
the colours’ with red & white uniforms and stiff-
legged marching to the main parade tunes, played
at slow-time by the Brass Band. The climax was
when after the Review Order march a soldier dropp-
ed his rifle and the ‘General’ who took the salute
died of shock. The parade reversed arms and the
General was carried off on a stretcher to the Band’s
“Funeral March”’. [Both parades were shot on 8mm
cine film by Mr. U.P. (Mukho) Mukherji.]




Bill came up and addressed, wrote to (through
the News-Letter as Bilkul), advised, impressed and
befriended S’narians over generations. One Found-
ers, probably 1965, during the very formal O. S.
Dinner at Parker Hall he made such a rousing speech
that that the O.S. all toasted ‘‘Sanawar” Standing
on their chairs !

My last memories of Bill are of him heading
the O. S. squads at the end of the Founders Day
“Colours” parade in the 1990s : Old but erect, proud
and Sanawarian. Bilkul,

(Name withheld on request. Ed.)

Impressions

Today we have been privileged to have met
several teachers and almost without exception we
have been asked the same questions, The most
prominent naturally, seeking our first impressions
of our school following various periods of absence.
My brother has left Sanawar in September 1947
and spent a couple of days in Sanawar in 1986
putting up in Kasauli. Needless to say he had little
time to see the school, nevermind, form any
concrete opinions. I left school in September 1945,
having joined in P.D. in January 1936 (aged-6 yrs).
Les came to school in 1940. However this is only
a meagre fraction of our family’s attendance in
Sanawar and I give you this brief resume in order
to clear any doubts which may prompt the thought
that we are talking from the backs of our necks.

Our Dad came to Sawvawar in 1902 until
1912=11 years. His brother, our Uncle Morris in
1905 until 1914==10 years. Both were conscripted
during the Ist world war. Morris from Sanawar,
Our mother went to Dalhousie. She was born in
Agra, Our father in Jhanse, I was born in Kaithu
(Shimla) and my brother Les in old Delhi. But I
digress momentarily for good reason as I shall
explain shortly.

My mother’s sisters Dorothy, Beatrice and
Mary came to Sanawar as did her brother Dick
Paxton, around 1919—1930. Then followed our
eldest brother Clifford in 1927—1936. Our brother
William 1945—1947. Yes! I am delighted to give
you our impressions.

After fifty years away from School having
heard all manner of conflicting reports good and
bad alike I must say that our first reaction was not
as bad as might have been expected. It is as
obvious as the nose on our faces that tremendous
inroads have been made into areas of Art, Techno-
logy and sport. Particularly in the lifting of many
of the restrictive boundaries that we experienced.
It is creditable that so much effort and dedication
has been channelled into these areas, sadly, we
feel, to the detriment of unescapably / inescapably

necessary general maintenance. We are very en-
couraged to note that a “Blitz” on giving the whole
school a much needed face lift is intended to be
completed hopefully before the influx of visitors
next year. We could prepare a dozen Art sheets
of observations. Much of this comes down to a
basic lack of general maintenance. Hammer nails,
paint and varnish, general tidying up. Areas where
rubbish is being tipped & where it is being thrown
among bushes. Some safety factors which would
cause a good safety Officer to lose sleep for weeks !
Poor lighting and wiring which appears totally haz
ardous. I am beginning to sound hypocritical and
this is not the intention. 1 know some of the
students would not agree readily—but much could
be achieved by putting wrong doers onto minor
tasks —cleaning rubbish—rubbing down timber in
need of painting—raking hedges and garden areas-
Cleaning windows which is a prime need.

Look, I think you are all doing a superb job
in the Education and Sporting areas—what is lack-
ing is elbow grease ! Could the introduction of a
Regular ““Make and mend session be considered ?

But enough of this !! Let me tell you of a
couple of tales from our Fathers time in School.
His strong point Shooting and where we went to
shimla or Ambala by train to play or Box against
other teams—in Dad’s time they marched. Took
part in whatever parade or competition that was
topical—and marched back to school.

In his day the Long Hudson Run started at
Monkey Point and was conducted rather like a
‘Fox Hunt’ with fore runners set off whose intention
it was to get back to school before the ““Pack’. The
‘Pack’ had whippers in to ensure they ran as a
pack and to discourage stragglers. They stuck
mainly to the roads & came through Gurkhal village
& up Craters Hill. Short Hudson was Once round
the usual route.

They had ‘Fags’ in those days—Small boys
who did menial tasks for the prefects of their Com-
pany. My Dad fagged for a ‘Sonny Smales’ who
used a tremendous amount of water daily. Water
in those days was available only from Drinkies or
from the Bowrie (The spring just beyond Garden
Village) This was the best obviously because the
path back was not as steep. He was often sent at
dead of might to fetch two buckets of water from
the well. He was about ten years old. Would you
be a little frightened today ?

He and his brother Morris were always hungry
and thirsty and they used to match the old Band
Buddah hide a large jam tin full of tea from the
cook house—behind a loose rock in the wall behind
the boys toilets and as one would keep watch
the other would swipe the tea—He never ever
found the culprits.




The only swimming pool was past the big rifle
range, probably still used as the Dhobi Ghat and
the boys began edging for a Pool nearer their
school. They were told in no uncertain terms
“If you want a pool you’ll have to dig it”’. So plans
were set in motion and whilst it took a few years
1o materialise probably on account of the first
world war it finally happened I believe in 1921 or
23. Jock Howie (Everybody’s Champion) assisted
in the digging of that Pool which served everyone
until the present Pool was built (open air !l) in
readiness for Founders Day we believe in 1943.
The old pool was duly filled in—and used as a
skating rinc. Its shape near Wavell Court being
clearly visible. .

It was in this Pool or Tank, as it was fondly
known that the fastest swimming lessons were
given ! As each new boy joined ‘“Roberts House”
he would be taken onto the 3 metre board and told
that he would now be taught to swim. The rest of
the House would stand around the Pool (deep and
12 ft.) and that “They will save you if need be 11"’
and you were then unceremoniously hurled into the
air on the count of three with the words “Just lash
out & “NEVER GIVE IN !!” ringing in you
ears.

Surfacing was an awe striking experience,
going on for what seemed an eternity. But with
“Lash Out” fresh in you memory, the dire need
was to do just that or go under !! You made it to
the side and promptly moved into the ranks of
“Swimmers !! ?

I recall the regulation ‘‘Issue’’ trunks. They
comprised a triangle of Dark Navy Denim material
which you tied at either side. They were not very
complimentary and did little for ones modesty so I
wrote and asked my mother for a pair of decent
Swimming togos which she promptly sent me;
well, the very first time I wore them I did a
spectacular swallow off the 3 metre board and came
up with my trunks around my ankies ! With several
girls around the tiers I yanked desperately to pull
them up—Phew ! Near thing ! made the waist line
with great aplomb and shot out of the bath to find
the legs stretched half way between my knees and
ankles !! I must have looked like Yogi Bear & it
didn’t take me long to realise that the huge joke
was on me !!

The groundman’s name was “Gunta”—a
short wiry man. One would not credit him as look-
ing strong enough to lift a cricket stump no less a
22yd cricket mat, unaided, not I add in-or onto a
barrow but rolled up, stood upright and fitted
onto his back then carried oat into the middle of
Big Plain (now Barnes !—Now I cannot remember
which two houses were doing battle—but I do know
one hell of a storm was brewing and without further

ado a boy, Nat Calder was rolted up in the mat
as the wind tore the pegs out of the ground first
rolling him up complelety in the mat which then
rolled right across bumping into the side wall below
the wire netting. Luckily be suffered only mild
bruising which he told us of when the giddiness
had worn off.

The term given to being let loose on the
surrounding hills or indeed into the plains. The
former included Koti Valley!!, Gurkha Fort!, Dag-
shai,2 Sabathu?®, Dagroo% Crater Valley5, Clay
ValleyS, Jabli? (Water Tank), Kasauli Valley®
(Brewery) etc-etc-etc. The latter usually went not
further than Pinjore?, Post Kalka. Their values
could be best quantified in the following categories :
Walking=1, 2, 3, 4, 6, 7, 8*. 10*. Swimming=4,
9, 11. Skating=10. Squaring==5, Squaring was the
term given to Boy/Girl relationship !l

To Elaborate on number 8*. Four of us who
for the time being shall remain anonymous were
roaming on the first day of a ten day holiday in the
valley to the right of Kasauli way beyond the
Brewery and on our return, hot and tired we
noticed a reservoir of crystal clear water. So with-
out further ado—off came all our gear and Geroni-
mo we were in—Diving off the Vast Rouse roof
and having ourselves a real ball when we were
suddenly rudely treated to a “Lathi Charge” by
the Brewery Manager taking some offence at our
swimming in his Distiled Water for Brewing. Grab-
bing up what items of our clothing we could, we
took flight up the track with legs flaying like pis-
tons dropping items as we fled which he quickly
gathered up giving up the chase. Well! on the
following morning unbeknown to us bhe had arrived
in school giving our description and retrieved cloth-
ing to the Chief Instructor. Say no more—there we
were—stood line abreast wearing apparel exactly
as we had on the previous day (Slouch hats worn
like chindits, Dark glasses and each carrying a
swagger cane.) One glance was enough—*OUT
HERE !! We were promptly given six a piece [by
the C. I. (Rsm. Davies) and ouvr continued
punishment was to clear the Khudside above the
Miniature range of boulders to reduce the risk of
ricochet. We were kept hard at it in the blazing
sun for the remaining 9 days of the holiday
breaking off only for meals and konocking off at
6-00 p. m. Hard work but we made it because we
we never gave in !

Number 10, Kalka, was a pleasant walk going
through the Bazar in Kasauli & down the back
traversing towards Monkey Point & down iato
Kalka. On to Pinjore or back to Koti Valley for a
swim and back to School—a good night and a day
away,




The alternative was to go an Roller Skates
which was a challenge and a way exciting one ! A
master I spoke to the day before yesterday remar-
ked “I find this hard to believe !’ Well—friend be-
lieve it because we did it. We’d each cut a large
bow of a tree about 5—6 feet long and some 4" in
diametre which would serve as a brake. Outriders
way ahead would warn of approaching traffic
which was negligible at that time and if necessary
you straddle your pole sitting back on it to slow
your speed—if you lost a little control you headed
into the bank. Inevitably on reaching Kalka your
pole would have been worn down to perhaps three
feet if you were lucky—then it was turn your faces
and Hitch a ride back to Jabli on the Train—a
quick dip in their tank & up the Khud & back to
school.

1 think T have writen enough now ! so when
the time is right buy a copy of my book which will
have a Title befitting our experience—Probably
something like ‘‘Share my Sanawarian Experience”
or A Sanawarians Experience’ or—well if you can
think of a good title, come up with it.

Oue thing for sure—They say that with age
you lose three main Faculties—1 Youn lose
memory—And I cannot remember what the other
two are !! This is unless you are a Sanawarian
when yonr memories only seem to get stronger with
the passage of time and in any case they are as
fresh as the day I was deposited in the Hospital
prior to being launched into P D. and into my
experience of becoming a Sanawarian.

I and my Brother Les are proud of our Indian
Birth, proud of our education in Sanawar as in-
deed you will be—forgetting the spite and fear of
the bad times looking back on them with a hint
of humour and-disdain but allowing the good times
to shine through. We want it to be known that
there are some who have more than just a fleeting
association but rather a deeprooted love of their
native land and their old school.

So knowing the occasional bouts of loneliness
the frustration of coming 48th when you’ve run
yourself into the ground believing you’re capable of
coming 47th will leave you with this message.
When you leave Sanawar for the last time—Look
back as you round the last bend visible from the
“Kitchen Wall”’ as we called it and take that
image with you always and above all—Never Give
In!

Bob & Les Mobbs

The Nilagiri House Show 98

The moment I crossed the second flight of
steps leading to Barne Hall, a charming young
lady came over to me and handed me a programme

of the much talked about, eagerly anticipitated
Nilagiri House Show.

The next few minutes were spent in just flipp-
ing past the programme. Soon, the spotlights
flickered on, the cartains parted and out stepped
the House Captains Achal and Meghna. The tradi-
tional “‘we welcome you...... > followed by a couple
of more dialogues by them and we found ourselves
looking at a group of boys and girls all set to en-
tertain us with a song. The song was quite good
by itself but a slight bit of mis-coordination with
the orchestra caused a decline in the desired effort.

Next came “Charlie’s Aunt’’, an English Play
in one act. We had just about figured out what was
happening when the curlains fell again and who
should appear but Nimish and Giri. “Now what 7"’
we all thought fearing the worst. But all our
anxieties vanished as they announced the interlude,
a tune played on the piano. After this, the play
carried on once again over all, worked out pretty
good.

Then came the “ Blue Mountaineers”’, the
Nilgarian bandsman, who played two very good
tunes but unfortunately ones we couldn’t compreh-
end all that much. Straight after them came Puneet
who played a tune on his casio which was not only
good but also easily understood.

Now there came a mime show. This was one
item which juniors and seniors alike, liked and
appreciated and had us in splits of laughter.

The laughter had hardly subsided when there
was a ‘‘ plinking and planking ” on the piano.
we all looked over and saw that it was Rajesh.
But how could they choose such a pathetic pianist
for the house show ? But then he came on stage
and cleared our doubts by saying that it was not
he but two girls who were going to play for wus.
And that duo did a good job, certainly much letter
than Rajesh at least.

Now came the time for the orchestra and
almost everyone thought that it was time to plug
your ears and catch a few winks. But no, the
orchestra wasn’t playing the usual classic tunes.
They played very recent and livelly tunes including
“made in India”, thus not only astonishing us
but also getting a well earned and heart-felt
applause.

This was followed by an English song “Blood
Money” which was moderately good. Then came
a wedding dance on the (in) famous song “Banno”.
This was one item which failed to impress. But
nevertheless, it was a good attempt.

Next came a Punjabi song which had a good
time to it and was well sung too.




Now came the most awaited item—the Upper
Sixer’s item, The announcers, especially Suhail
and Dhillon, were really good and put us in just
the right mood for the play. And boy! what a
play it was. Apart from Damandeep’s outstanding
acting, the play also revealed that inspite of the
numerous restrictions concerning house shows, the
result can be overwhelmingly good if the students
put their mind to it. This play was tremendously
loved by the students body and some even claimed
that it was the best they had ever seen.

On the whole, the Nilagirians did a reason-
ably good job. The show had its ups and downs
but collectively, it left a good impression. Well
done, Nilagiri and keep it up !

Brijendra Singh

The 4th Annual Spic Macay
Convention - A Report !

The Five of us—Pallavi, Divya, Igbal, Bhavana
and I alongwith Mrs. Roberts, arrived at the New
Era Public school, New Delhi at 4-30 p.m. to attend
the 4th Annual Spic Macay Convention to be held
on 20th of April, 1996.

The school portico had been decorated with a
colourful Rangoli and the reception hall stood
proudly with the ‘¢ Spic Macay Welcorres you !
banner. It was a delightful sight !

We carried our Juggage to the assigned rooms
and made ourselves comfortable with some hot tea
and snacks. We all slept early, for the next day was
the great day, for which we had been waiting for so
long !

After a light breakfast, we assembled in the
main auditorium which was laid with rugs for us to
sit on. At around 10 o’clock, Mrs. Anjali Era
-Menon—a renowned painter was offered the stage,

receded by a speech by the principal of the school

1 an enchanting Saraswati Vandana welcome
Jgance. She gave an elaborate lecture on Indian
painters and their respective chosen themes. Around
50 to 60 slides of famous paintings were shown to
us and explanations were given on each !

After a short tea break—the legendary Birju
Maharaja gave a mindblowing lecture-—demonstra-
tion on Kathak dance. He held the attention of the
audience for a long time and was given a big
applause many a time. He is a true master of
rythm and sequence.

This was followed by a student’s meeting in
which many school children came up with their
views on Spic Macay.

In the evening we attended the vocal recital
of Mrs. Shanti Sharma followed by Ustaad Wasim
Khan who gave a melodious recital in Hindustani
classical. One of my most cherished memories of
childhood constitutes the time when I played the
the “Tanpura’ for Ustaad Wasim Khan! It was
most pleasurable !

This convention was entertainment and know-
ledge put together. I would like to congratulate the
founder—Dr. Kiran Seth and the family of - Spic
Macay on their success !

Avika Tandon
U-VID

A Report On The Basic Mountaineering
Course.

On the 18th of March, 1996 two teachers from
Sanawar Mr. Vinay Pande and Mr. Lonappan C. V.
left for Uttarkashi to attend a four weeks course on
basic mountaineesing at Nehru Institute of Mount-
aineering, Uttarkashi.

The basic feature of this course was to impart
training in the basic techniques of rock-Climbing
and various aspects of snow and ice craft.

The first two days were mainly devoted to
toughening-up exercises and a series of lectures and
demonstrations. Thereafter the trainees (61 of
us) were taken to a nearby place called Tekhla
(about 9km away) for rock climbing. We were
made to carry our fully loaded ruck--sacks
(20 kg. plus) every day. Breakfast was served at
Tekhla. After a rigorous 44 hours session we used
to return to NIM by bus.

Among the various techiques of rock climbing
were free climbing and fixed rope climbing. In
addition to this we were taught the technique of
repelling. By the end of it one thing was clear that
strong arms and legs are a must for rock climbing,

On the 26th of March we left NIM by bus for
the second leg of our training. The trekking began
from a place called Bhukki and the destination was
a place called Tela (height 8300 ft.). It was a
difficult route (about 6km) with an uphill climb.
Resting points were after about every hour and rest-
ing time five minutes,

Tents were pitched at Tela and we heaved a
sigh of relief when our ruck sacks came off our
shoulders.

Next morning we set out for our next destinat-
ion Gujjar Huts (height 11, 150ft) which was a trek
of over 9km, Last few kilometres were on snow due
to which we took off our trekking shoes and for the
first time put on the snow shoes (the pair weighing
about 3kg).




We stayed in Gujjar Huts for two days. The
time here was devoted to learning snow craft which
included techniques of ascending and descending a
snow slope, arresting a fall on a snow slope, etc.

Living on snow was an altogether wonderful
experience. Getting up at 5-30 a.m, trudging on
the snow for a cup of tea, mounting an expedition
on snow slopes to answer the call of nature, falling-
in with snow flakes floating around you, doing P.T.
on snow and and the list carries on.

On the 30th of March we left the Gujjar huts
and started our trek for the base camp (height
12, 300ft). It was a short trek (3km) and by lunch
time we reahed the base camp.

Our next 12 days were to be spent on this snow
bound area (about four feet deep snow). Next two
days were devoted to some more snow craft. Our
training area was a couple of kilometres away and
we used to trek there with our ruck sacks. The
glacier where the training was imparted Is known as
Dokriani glacier.

After snow craft we moved over to ice craft.
For exposing the ice slopes we had to dig and
remove the top layer of snow. Climbing on ice
slopes which looked pretty tough in the beginning,
was an enjoyable experience later on.

All through the training period which includes
rock, snow and ice craft, there were moments where
we found the going really tough and physically you
were on the verge of collapsing but it was the
strength from within which pulled us out every time.
Besiders, the motto ‘Never Give In’ gave strength
and support to our sagging morale.

On the {0th of April we were taken for height
gain but the climatic conditions did not allow us to
go beyond about 15,000 ft. On the 1]1th we had a
navigation exercise where using a contour map we
had to locate five spots spread over an area of about
6 sq. km.

Then began the descent first to Tela and next
day via Bhukki back to NIM. Before going to NIM
we took bath at hot water springs in Gangnani.

Fifteentb of April was the day for graduation
ceremony and camp-fun. The district magistrate
of Uttarkashi pinned the ice-axe to certify our
successful completion of the training.

We strongly feel that the staff and children of
Sanawar should go for such trainings. To make this
sport popular, we can perhaps start an adventure
club in the school.

We are highly indebted to the school and the
Headmaster in particular, for giving us an opportu-
nity to go for such a course,

Vinay Pande

A Confession

In everyday life, not many people experience,
the event which 1 have experienced. It so happened
that in the process of helping out a friend, I got
carried away. In doing so I was caught by the teach-
er. I was asked whether I have written the right
answers for her (3 of them, outof 50) and my heart
skipped a beat. I denied, but felt guilty. Again, I
was asked and then there was nothing more for me
to do but to admit the truth. Now on speaking the
truth, I expected a lot of trouble coming my way
like a heady’s card or being taken up. I did feel a
bit seared but it didn’t matter anymore to me than
detention for a month, for I knew my conscience was
clear,

Things just didn’t happen that way! The
teacher told me she wasn’t desperate to take me up
because her opinion was that taking up would not
improve me. The matter of punishment was left for
my fellow classmates to decide. They, even though
not liking me on a personal level kindly suggested
punishments like *“MAKE HER WRITE 500
PAGES OF ‘I will not do it again’ ” or “GIVE
HER LESS MARKS IN THIS TEST” or GIVE
HER A ZERO IN THIS TEST”, which was
easy for me to bear. The teacher refused all these
punishments and gave me a worse punishment—TO
WRITE THIS ARTICLE.

Her words were something like this “You are a
nice girl, but you get carried away’. This hit me hard,
ME—a nice girl ! After doing all this and lying on
top of that ! No way !! A teacher should think worse
about me after all that’s happened. Why couldn’t
she take me up ? It puzzled me. I felt guilty and
sick for hurting the trust she had put on me. 1 could
hear those words for the next two days ! They did
haunt me but I didn’t show it.

Now, I must admit that what she did has just
taught two good lessons to a devil like me.

1. Do not betray the trust others put on you &
2.  Don’t get carried away.

Another thing, for some people this arti
might be a laughing matter but NO, it’s not far me.
I have written this article in absolute seriousness.
Believe me, if it happend to you, you would realize
your weak character and would laugh it off in class,
(like I did), but would feel miserable inside.

(Name withheld. Ed).

Mysterious Echoes From The Indian
Ocean.

At certain times of the year, echoes sounding
depths in the western part of the Indian ocean
produce confusing reflection patterns. In places
where charts show that the sea is more than a




thousand miles deep, the echo sound indicates un-
expected shallow and the skipper may have the
impression that he is about to run aground.

The cause of these echoes was unknown till
sometime before. The mystery was solved by the
Dutch researchers on board the oceanography research
vessel ‘Tyro’. Using remote controlled nets, samples
were taken from the water layers which reflect the
sonar pulses and large quantities of swimming crabs,
‘Charybdis smith’, were brought to surface. It is the
hard shell of these crabs which reflect the sound
pulses. These crabs form floating layer which are
often undistinguishable from the contours of ocean
bottoms. Towards evening crabs come up in large
numbers with the result echoes sounding indicate
that the water is becoming gradually more shallow.
The sonar reads the depth of about 80 metres
only. Thus a decade old mystery was solved.

Aditya Mahajan
XII—C

The School Song
“It’s a way we have in Sanawar,
The best school of all.
And we’ll live in that motto’s power,
Till the Last Bugle Call !

Almost every competitive academic institution
has a school song of its own. The school song holds
a basic and conceptual understanding of the essence
of that particular school. It lays in candid and clear
cut terms, the basic expectations of any and every
academic institution aiming for a well rounded per-
sonality for its students,

The school song of Sanawar is one of the most
inspiring compositions that I have ever come across.
I personally, personify it as a teacher who has com-
plete knowledge, on the subjects of success and life.
This highly knowledgeable “Guru” of mine always
keeps me going with his—*“Never Give In”! pep
talk.

No ! He is neither an ascetic nor does he
preach severe austerity or penance. For that matter
he certainly never forces me to utter. “Teacher !
(papa) don’t preach, All he does is makes his disci-
ples aware of the necessary attitudes (o lead a
worthy life, which if adopted in the correct spirit
can yield noticeable results.

“Strive till the set of sun’’ explains itself better
;hle)m any of the spider or the (bhardworking) ant
ables. .

¢ Persevere !’ is his word to great people—
whether in the race of life or its stern games. This
is exactly what my school is all about,

The Lawrence School, Sanawar, has given me
more than just academics and extracurriculum.
Well ! lets put it this way—The taxing period of
four and a half tiring months has paid me a bulky
sum in whole numbers on the payment of mere
fractions I am obliged to say that—this is the
school I'so keenly love and devote all my deep
rooted loyalty to. I am a Sanawarian who is proud
to be one and who has three polices in life ;

“ I will not give in !
I will never give in ! !
I will never ever givein [ 11"

Avika Tandon
U-VID

Teachers

God has made some funny creatures,

They are known to us as teachers,

They don’t want to see us free,

They make us work like a bee.

At times, they call us lazy,

They think we are all crazy.

They teach us wisdom and good manners,
Knowledge, integrity under school banners.
Teachers are necessa