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From The School

My Most Awaited Speech
Ustat Kaur Jatana, Head Girl

To be here today gives me the feeling of deja

vu, of all those times 1 went into hiding because I

didn’t want to participate in any debate or decla-

mation. Ironically, look where life takes you, as

l(laquel am, today, addressing the School as the Head
irl.

For those of you who feel the same way, it is
essential to understand that it is the little things
which make one confident. In the end, people
won’t remember the little ghtches. Instead what
will matter and be remembeted is the fact that you
had the courage to come up when no one else did.

Sanawar is home away from home. After eight
years, I am realising that this place has a magnetic
energy that makes you fall in love with it at first
sight. It isn’t possible for me to sum up eight years
of my life here in a couple of minutes; all the ex-
periences, memories, places, the people and some
of the best times, but, it did not come without
fights, arguments, disappointments and drills. But
then, I found my people, the right people. The
ones who are half your height but make doubie
the memories in your life. Remember; there will
always be someone who will try to bring you down
but only because they can’t keep up with you.

Look for the silver lining in the problems you
face and life will be brighter. The only wrong road
is the road not taken. Everyone gets their fair
share of opportunities in life. Some practice hard
enough to make the three-pointer, while others
wait around hoping life would create that moment
for them.

There is no right time to score that Baski, to
eat that last bread pakora or to sprint that last
bend. All that there is, is the present.

All these years that previously felt so long
and the routines that seemed tedious have passed
in a mere blink and now everything we do is for the
last time. Last Honoria Tournament, last House
Matches, last House Show, last Founder’s Celebra-
tions and soon it’ll be our last day. Observing the
previous batches talk about it, it felt like a long
way to go. But here we are with a few months left,
so let’s make it count. Sanawar was my runway,
but what really helped me fly were the burdens
weighing me down. Every struggle and achieve-
ment, every tear and laughter, every injury and
victory brought me here: To this day, to this
podium and to this moment.

Never Give In!




The Most Loved Author
Ishi Kejariwal, UV

The name is Bond, Ruskin Bond not James
Bond. Ruskin Bond is one of the most loved authors
all over India. He is the writer of renowned books
like ‘Time Stops at Shamli’, ‘Death Under the
Deodars’ and many more. His debut novel "Room on
the Roof”, written by him at the tender age of
seventeen, revolves around a sixteen year old Anglo-
Indian boy who is orphaned. It is a classic coming
of age story which has held generitions of readers
spellbound. It is poignant and heart-warming.
T'his book is written from a teenager’s perspective
and hence is inspired by Ruskin’s own experiences
making it all the more appealing to the readers.
Ruskin Bond can turn a simple story into a touch-
ing and enthralling one.

He uses funny phrases and simple but interesting
language to describe his characters to give them as
much life as possible. Very few writers have the ability
to create such compelling stories and conjure up as
eccentric characters as Ruskin Bond does. His writ-
Ing creates a very special and unique bond with its
readers. One cannot help but be drawn to the
Ctharacters, the storyline and the cssence of the
story.

. His moving and intricate collection of fourteen
stories ranging from humour and horror to soul
stirring, is aesthetically pleasing. The aesthetic in his
Storles is always appealing and draws you in. He
has been called a “living legend in the world of
literature” and ““one of the best storytellers of con-
temporary India” by pristine newspapers. Bond
has said that his writing reflects his lonely child-
hood, which is why I feel many teenagers have
taken an intense liking to his stories along with
g:lduslts who have made books their sturdy compan-
ions.

_ These days most authors feel the need to make
their book meore interesting by basing them on sup-
erficial things that are so far removed from reality that
readers cannot connect with them. Bond's writings
have proven that nothing can be compared with the
beauty that lies in simplicity. His simplicity is what
makes him so unique and loved It is what enables
readers of all ages to relate to his stories.

It is a matter of pride that our country has
produced such a promising, abstract and wonderful
writer like Ruskin Bond. In the end, I would like
to share my favourite Ruskin Bond quote, “Lone-
liness can be imposed on us but solitude is someth-
ing we must seek.”

Har Ghar Mein Tiranga
Arnav Bansal, U VI

“My nation is my pride.” India is a country
full of countless wonderful stories and symbols. One
such symbol is our National Flag, ‘Tiranga’;
literally meaning three colours—saffron, white and
olive green.

India is a country full of diversity, with varied
tastes; culture, caste and religion but what binds
us together is these three colours. Are we patriots?
Patriotism is a dying art. The love for your country
comes from within, but now it is being seen as a
mere obligation. Patriotism holds a different mean-
ing for every individual. It could be from pride to
every possible emotion of a human being. For an army
brat it could bring back an amalgamation of both
sad and joyful memories. When we see our flag
being hoisted, what is it that we feel? This
tricolour is not a mere cloth, it symbolises every
Indian there ever was, every soldier that ever went
to war, every tear ever shed, every smile ever felt
and much more. What makes us a true Indian? It
is not our looks but the pride in the very tact of
belonging to India. And to lose this would be
to lose our country’s martyrs’ legacy. This legacy,
must be upheld for our children. Let us all make
a promise to our National Fiag to never stray from
our duty towards our glorious Nation. That will
make us a true Indian. At last, all I would like
to say is ““Ae Maa Tujhe Salaam™.

Dance: My Mantra of Life
Muskaan Khanna, L VI

One of the many dance teachers I have had,
once asked me ‘what is dance.” I remember saying,
‘Dance is an expression.” I still stand by that
statement as dance has helped me 1n expressing
myself when words failed to do so. Dance has been
a huge part of my life. According to my mom, as
a three year old, I used to go up to the old music
system in our house, turn up the volume to maxi-
mum and attempt to copy the dance steps I saw
famous actors and actresses doing. By the time I
turned five, I was participating in different compe-
titions. I still remember my first dance competition
as if it was yesterday. I remember practicing so
hard for it that after the competition I was fed up
with the song ‘I am a Barbie girl’. And when I was
seven my parents decided to put me in an institute
where I learnt professional kathak. At first I hated
it. 1 came back after my first ciass and begged my
mom to let me leave I told them that my feet
hurt from the constant stamping. They did not
listen and T am glad that they did not allow me to give
up. At the age of ten, I got my diploma in dance.
It is safe to say my life revolved around dance.

When I was filling my application to join
Sanawar, I glanced at the subjects the School had
offered me and was overjoyed to see the option
«¢Classical Dance” on the list. [ picked the subject
even before I decided my stream. Now after five years,
I am finally in a place where I have got an opportu-
nity to dance again. The fecling I got when 1 took
my first dance lesson in the School was amazing. It
feit like coming home. I had forgotten the feeling
of ghunghroos tied to my ankles. I had forgotten
how happy dance makes me. Now 1 only wish that
I never part from it ever again.




Well
Gayatri Sud, UV
Down at the bottom of the well, where she fell,
After hitting obstacles that she couldn’t tell
She was sitting and crying while on her past she
dwells.
It were tiny stones, not rocks.

They were keys but they looked like locks, )
Those locks that would stop her from hurting again,

Now she’s at the bottom and is still feelling the pain

It is an empty well but she still drowns,
In the depths of vain, on her face a frown.

Happiness is a forbidden crown.

No one wears it without despair’s gown.

She wonders why she thinks of such prestigious
things,

The girl whose pleas from the bottom arc unhcard
sings.

Stuck in her past,’lost in her present,

Her future seems bleak with life’s harsh lessons.
With the outcome and the aftermath of her inno-
cent decisions,

She’s scared to face the music she was far from pre-
cision.

Of rightly accepted choices; but not the right
decisions.

She’s scared that the aftermath will worsen her
scars and make deeper incisions.

The scars she hides from the world with her smile.
A nice smile that no one knows is behind how many
miles

Of wandering thoughts, and anxious clots.

They call her a butterfly but she lives like a moth.
A life about which no one knows,

Someone who meant the world to her just comes
and goes.

A life perceived as high, but the narrow visions
hide the myriad lows.

She doesn’t like it inside though she is scared (o
leave.

She wants to sun away from the pain, but she can’t
help it, she grieves.

She slipped from a mere fall,

But the pain when she hit the wall numbed her
overwhelmed state.

She bared it long enough outside, she’s scared she

Anzcn's hooo

She gave up relying on people,
That’s a closed gate.

Their actions are what made her lose faith,

She knows better now, their lies and deceit would-
n’t sell, )

Give her some time; stop ringing the bells.

Let her breathe and give her space to avoid the liv-
ing hell.

Let her hide inside the walls of this deep, dark et
empty well. ’

Uncertainty
Sirat Dua, UV

Uncertainty,

In a butterfly,

Fluttering over high mountains and low valleys
Forever waiting for its destination,

Without knowing the pain of never ending journey.

Ina sand clock,

Waiting for the sand to slip swiftly,

To the other side and settle down soon,
Without knowing that it will get turned again.

In a sparrow,

Chirping cheery as a day,

Enjoying the pleasant Spring,

Without knowing that Autumn is nearby.

In a child at a fair, _

Mesmerised at the sight of rides, toys and sweets
stalls

Running around gaily through the huge crowd,
Without knowing the terror of getting lost.

In an ant,

Going up and down the anthill,

Roaming and collecting food,

Without knowing the possibility of getting crushed.

In a man,

Seeking love and affection,

Peace and comfort in the shadow of others,
Without knowing the misery of betraval.

In all of them,

Hopefulness emerges,

Like a ray of light,

Without knowing the darkness of uacertainty in iife.

Being From J & K
Jasmine Chowdhary, L VI

I was born in a place called Jammu and
Kashmir. Whenever someone finds out where 1 am
from I am asked so many we'rd questions. Today
1 would like to answer some of them. No, I cannot
see Pakistan from my house, not even with bino-
culars, T have never been shot, I havs never seen
terrorists, I have never had 1o shift from my house
DECAUSE 11 Wwas DOmMSed, My Iafmiiy  Joes Dot wvigsr
Pakistan every week, my father is not a terrorist
and No, I am NOT a spy. All of these questions
make me regret telling people where I am from. So
now whenever someone asks me where I am from, I
simply say I am from J&K and my father is not
a terrorist. After all these vyears, I still remember
when someone asked me if T heard gunshots every-
day just because I was from Jammu and I
just stood there wondering if I should tell
them the truth or just ‘say’ yes to save myself from
a weird conversation. Now after so many years I
have realised that nobody is going to listen to me




and they willkeep asking me-the same question

until I give them the answer they are looking for

which is YES, I have been shot and Iam aspy. Alot
of people ask me if 1 can speak in Urdu but I don’t

know how 1o make them believe that Urdu and

Hindi are spoken in exactly the same way. Some of
them even start fighting with me and tell me that

T:m wrong even though Iam the one who has

studied the language. But how does it even matter

because 1 will have to answer these questions for

the rest of my life. In the end 1 would just like to

say that yes, you can travel to J & K and no one

is going to kill you on the way.

(I’'m sure everyone from J & K can relate to this.)

A Friend Indeed
Urvika Rana, L VI

I am going to talk about something you
Jove the most, that is ‘dogs’. I can say without any
Liesitation that I go completely mad when I see
dogs. Having a dog as a pet is truly a blessing. I
myself have two dogs, one is a Shih Tzu who is four
year old and the other an Indie who is 13, Growing
up as the only child T have heard this a lot ‘oh, she
needs a brother or a sister. She must be so lonely’ etc.
But it was never an issue for me because I was with
my dogs all the time. Sometimes even they got
irritated and used to run away from me and me
as a six year old used to run after them. As I
said having a dog is truly a blessing but losing
them is even worse than a curse. I was very young
when I lost my first dog. And at that time
it 'was all very new to me. Loving someone so much
and then not having them around really bothered
me. Now that I’ve hit that age and the space where
T’ve started to feel the implications of tragedy, it is
still very hard. It is hard to undesstand and accept the
fact that they will not be with me forever. But this
is the bitter reality: Some people say, ‘Oh it’s justa
dog. Get over it’. But they don’t know the memories
that you have created with that dog, the bond that
you’ve shared. They don’t know how much you’ve
cried for that dog when he was in pain. They don’t
know that sometimes that dog was the only one
who was there for you when you needed someone
the most. They will never know the amount of
love the dog has for you in his eyes. THEY WILL
NEVER KNOW. I can go on and on but I would
lik= to end it with a famous wise quote: “A dog
is truly a man’s best friend.”

Learn To Stand Up
Naina Grewa?, uv

It is said that it is easier to stand in ‘a crowd
than to stand alone, but why?
The answer is that sometimes we feel like our

opinions are not welcomed and that we might lose
a sense of belonging if we choose a different path. I

honestly feel like all our perceptions towards
things are different and that if a group of people
came up to me and said that they all felt the same
about a spectfic topic, I would probably think that
they were lying. Thereis nothing wrong in standing
with the crowd, but only when you agree with them.
Submitting to someone <«lse’s opinions without
resistance becomes a habit that will lead you to easily
getting suppressed. There might be a time when
you do not let yourself have a different view about
things. In this way you will Jose your confidence
and yourself, and believe me both these things will
take a toll on your life.

It is difficult to stand alone because people,
in order to prove their point, will put you down.
Just like you had the courage to stand up do
show a little more courage to face anyone and
everyone who comes in your wav, but keep your
mind open to others’ ideas as well. Just because you
are right doesn’t mean someane else is wrang.

I would like to conclude by agreeing with what
someone has rightly said: There is a difference of
only one letter between ‘run’and ‘ruin’. You can
either run your life or ruin it. The decision is yours.

Similarly, thc only difference between  getting
embarrassed and standing out is of confidence.
You can either get embarrassed or stand out. The
decision is all yours.

Seek Within
Khushi Sharma, U VI

To live a long life,

One must know to stay alive
Wander on earth,

Wonder at nights.

Love the stars,

Love the daylight.

To know the moon,
Is to know the shine.
To value time,

Is to live life.

To grace one’s flaws.
Is to learn.

To rise from low,

Is o glow.

To have feet in soil,
Is to grow.

Wonder under the sun,
Let go of the roof.

Worship alma
And chew the small.
You lie to yourself,
You lie to all.



Flowers, flowers
Blooming in thke fields,
See the thirst,

Of thirsty bees.

Don’t be one of them,
Instead seek within.

Deep, deep

Deepest of seas.

Be it better

The deprths of the ocean,
Can’t ever satisfy

a thirsty’s needs.

You think

the world is gloomy.

They think it’s pretty.

Funny to me,

Because you wear it in your eyes.

Year by year,
You grow to rise.
The flesh of you,
Consumes it well.
The inside of you,
Stays as new,
Becoming unwell.

You learn and learn
And be a slave.

No art you throw,
No way to live,
Material you,
Material you know.

Fear And Stress
Mannat Gill, U 111

There is stress in everyone’s life due to some
fear. This leads to many bardships in life. We are
emotional creatures and sometimes these emotions
get the better of us. Nobody can really shut off
these emotions but we try to bury them. I know it
as being in a boarding school far from home,
sometimes we feel incredibly miserable and just
want that misery to end. These are the emotions
that mentally shut us down and being an introvert
only makes it worse. Unless you help your
self, you can call yourself hopeless. I am a
Sanawarian but many a times I don’t want to be.
Emotions are not only of stress and fear but
also include bravery and happiness. Emotions
change depending on our situations. Keeping the
people you love around you gives you happiness
and a sense of belonging.

Debate Champions

Kudos to the English Debating Team of The
Lawrence School, Sanawar comprising Manya
Bansal, Veer Devgan and Dia Atal who participated
in the 17th East India Debates 2022 hosted by The
Assam Valley School, Tezpur! The debate was

held online from September 9 to September
11, 2022. The Parliamentary style debate was
conducted in the Modified Cambridge format and
the topics were of varied nature.

There were seven rounds in all and a total
of 20 schools participated in the tournament. The
Final Debate was won against The Sanskaar Valley
School, Bhopal.

Manya Bansal was awarded the Best Speaker
in one debate and the Most Promising Speaker in
another one.

Dia Atal was awarded the Best Speaker in
the Semi Final Debate.

Veer Devgan was declared the Best Speaker
in three debates including the Final Debate and the
Most Promising Speaker in two other debates.

Veer Devgan also bagged the ‘Best Speaker
of the Tournament’ award.

Well done Team Sanawar!

Late Mr. Bhupinder Singh
(Former Deputy Headmaster)

The 23rd Bhupinder Singh Memorial
Soccer Tournament

Aridaman Pratap Singh, Vasuman Chavhan, L VI
Naina Grewal, UV

The Bhupinder Singh Memorial Soccer Tourna-
ment also known as ‘Bhupies’ is celebrated like a
festival in Sanawar. It is colourful, fun, loud and
what not. The Tournament was from 1Ist to 5th
September, 2022. The inaugural match was played
between Sanawar First XI and Mayo College,
Ajmer. A lotof enthusiasm and energy was visibie
all around. One could see flags, miniature forms of
jerseys, mini soccer balls, red and white hair ties
made of ribbons and all sorts of things that showed




where the true Sanawarian faith lay. Sanawar
won the match by 3-2 and Aridaman P. Singh
bagged the Player of the Match award.

While the second match was being played
between Patiways World School and Sanawar the
entire bleachers were on the pinnacle of their voice,
screaming for their team, tapping to the beats of their
favourite songs and cheering for their favourite
players. Adityaveer S. Chandel scored the most
crucial goal of this match that helped Sanawar in
clinching the game by 2-1.

On 4th September, Sanawar tcam was pitted
against MNSS, Rai, the current IPSC Soccer
Chan pions. There was enthusiasm in the air,
valour on the ground and respect for each player.
There was tension all around as the match ended in
a draw and both the teams made it to the Semi-Finals.
Sanawar won the first Semi-Final Match against
Bishop Cotton School, Shimla with a score of 6-3.
Vasuman Chauhan not only bagged the Player of
the Match »ward but also scored a hat trick in this
match.

Finally it was the day that each Sanawarian
had been waiting for. The Final match was to be
played once again between Sanawar first XI and
MNSS, Rai. Though, it rained during the match,
but it could not dampen the enthusiasm, passion,
and enecrgy of both the teams as well as the specta-
tors. Though all the matches were amazing,
there was none like this. Every Sanawarian fought
that day, eleven on the ground and the rest
seven hundred in their hearts. Since the match
ended in a draw, it went into 20 minutes extra time.
Each passing minute increased the heart beats
of Sanawrians. Even though Sanawar lost the
match by 2-1 but those five days taught us that we
win and lose each day but what matters more is how
Sanawarians get back up and what we make of
that victory or loss.

Never Give In Sanawar!

Knowledge Conclave 2022

A virtual Inter-School English Debate and
Creative Writing Competition was organised by
Genesis Global School, Noida on 10th August, 2022,

Our School English Debating Team compris-
ing Sarah Kesar, Yashika Yadav and Arnav Sidana
participated in it. Ishi Kejriwal represented Sanawar
in Creative Writing Competition. Sanawar bagged
Third Position in the overall tournament and was
awarded ‘Special Mention 1’ in the debating events.

Well done Team Sanawar!

Inter-Section Poetry Recitation
Competition

“Poctry is the rhythmical creation of beauty
in words.”—Edgar Allen Poe.

The Inter-Section Poetry Recitation Compe-
tition for LIV and U IV was conducted on 8th
September, 2022. Children presented an array of
beautiful self-composed and other famous poems
like Charge of the Light Brigade, O Captain, My
Captain, Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening,
Macavity, If, Never Give Up, Never Give In etc.

Results:

L 1V Individual Positions

Position Name

First ... Srishti Priya
Second Aayan Gautam
Third ... Sanyogita S. Bhati

Class Positions

First LIVD
Second LIV A
Third LIV C
Fourth LIV B

U IV Individual Positions

Positions Name
First ... Arjun Chopra
Second Daksh Chaudhary

Third ... Akshatta Khanna

Class Positions
First UIV A

Second UIV C
Third UIV D
Fourth UIV B
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A & aga $F S|

@ &t 9gF P SN, AR T A\
fam § giasr @ &I siawT &,

qr g ®A A W, GG FAN T TN
fgzem an
gal @t (fanfas)

AT g7 qAqT

oF ala § o& fram ga a1 agE ada an
gq FmA & {aw fga-va AgAa =@ 911 IqE!
Jga Y@wT Uw faa wma 9% gQ0 IR feam
¥ gas =@ qE-fFaE  wg1 #Q w15 9@ gEg gl
2\ afa anarA A &g, 9 @ gFg §9 W Fge @i

at gA ag #g Y gEIAN, “Q @R F AR FT RN
ge@ gt \” frara w9 9 S & 9ad ag A a|
HqAl get Y wg gaig 1 feT sEdy gedt gIdr F@
aw AR fag oF Aa1 gl win asq g fFaE arEr,
vt wa § #8 @Y fE5T fFaa & a3 g\ av
fasaal ge ¢ faar, 'R fea-va a7 &1 am @,
aa AR fag gaar & +F =X @wa | feam sodt @
I3 N1 AN AT AMA N, ‘T WA F qUIA FI A
A gomgr g’ 6t agt anana waE go SN 9, (T
s sufgy 77 feam aven, “RO et S O aa ag
anfzg)” anam ¥ #31, ‘W qH AT @@ A gEg
grgra gt fam sigm M @ faama g At @ gad
q% A3T T @I, IAFY qeAl AW AFT IGHT TgA q@qeA
g€ fea sfafen gast o) aga @wsl gal af
AT & HIWQ IAF 0F Fa1 9¢ faar o v sigfeai,
as @i oiT aga @t 9 o 99 fraA ¥ @
@Yar at saw! gegr 4t fr g us wam wfgg v &
qY H1eq1d W FEA ST 1 AT At g w
afra 9¥ =T 21 f gaw aedt 9@ 9T faeamn ge &3
MY, T & SO A AT & @ wm | @ agh afw
FT aiar, g A F A W A 05 A g3 QA
FOA!” ag gasr AN g% gL fET SEN qea
wg1, ‘uwd Fa Fifgy g+ !’ fema awarn, o § saw
qRma A & QY ga Afar §, a9 A0 qeA P QF
uag wfge V’ ANEE A &g, A F gegd sfad
gegl QO #T @, ¥ qud T qrgd «Al @ aw
ST aa Hagi A Q1@ ", 9§ FgA T ANAA
agi ¥ mag g 7 1 fraw = g@ @1 § aga g@ gen,
W ag O ¥ieT a1 3aN @ fF gawt ot § uwa
ga af &1 feaE 1 @Al 9@ qEa | ardl, “ag qRd
Fat &¢ T’ fraw gaa gau T & 9@ &gt &
AT g1 S @Al X I8N A fFAar | T @ W &
qI|A IS AFT AT A

faten : w@w ghad

SIEEi
gar-T (=fid)

gata # gefas feed arfgar qwmg
HT qigal GEHTT

wa & Sfafsa faawa 7 aila e gaae 3
gifweafea #1 wma wgead’ fg=dt aifga amog &
siana G fadar, 2022 #Y a8 gA-21W ¥ "a@l, Tq
saay @ fgedt wrew qi gfaafa &1 wadww fear
aar foad 3w g fadq & w28 €Al & wiy




faan faaew @z 9 7 @ik G59 aET 7 QA S S
TEH TEA WAYT A dgea ©7 ¥ NaW | @ fwar
7R &1 qT g7 fafya s faaaa darfaag, dal
&1 q¥ 2@ 7 fafeq aga 7 feeat

T ¥FaT Q7 g FIE wew 9z afadfaar &
safyana afxona & & § 7 Wi oE, ANAT B AN
|lagr qar qa St € wed wage # afzw faeaa A
qU%q & ¥ a7 g Sveq fwan

anlg § gew wiafa & w0 § sham fadw
a3 ot ¥ fewa £t 3 fadianeli &t aod 3] gQ geewwd
# geaifaa fFar | o fafadl |t Seaifga sQ@
gU ®g1 5 97§ aae £ § a1 g, IweAs geawo
sqaty §, weafasst ¥ gE w@AT g st Som ¥ gQ
AFlAaT & 93 @ 2

faama & SqArans i fgwa fag feeam &
ga weq saEw & fag @t afawfaal, s §F aw
faaaal site T A<y e gaET & T=a qar fFam
w1 33 amgai 1 ag Afadfar sAags s ads
TE |
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AT 1| LI E R U
qaq gaEl g2 gt ()
fada fgeean gear gat (&)

‘qa“m agAr watfRan g3t ()
siavaaa & wfaar as afaaf@n (Wosto)

2022

safeana afcons

o qam|] qad
qau Jaiz fag v drafad
fadia atay I Taear
gaa FAA@ TG fgamta
qeana qfwoa .

T aqq

qaq dafay

fgata fgmaa

gata faear

aqd taaifas
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