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Section I : From The School

Love You Mom
Kesang Doma, L-VI

< If you would ask me what’s the first word that
comes to my head when you say cancer, two years
ago I would’ve probably said *'death”. But now the
answer would be my “mom”.

It was October 1st, 2011, the sun was unsym-
pathetic and relentless. With Uma Shankar’s voice
echoing on Peacestead and the excitement in the
air, I decided to call my parents and give them a
reminder of my first Founder’s, only to know that
they won't be able to come. Without even listening
to the reason, I hung up on them and rushed to
my dormitory. My friends saw me turning red, blue
and green and preferred to stay away from me
before I snapped at them. It was 4th October, when
my dad came to pick me up and told me that my
mom had undergope a “minor’” surgery. I forgave
him in a second and couldn’t wait to get home to
my mom just to realize that she was in Delhi,
hospitalised.

My mom sounded just her normal self every
time I called her up from school until one day
when I spoke to my brother and I asked as to how
she was doing to which be replied that she had just
had her first chemotherapy. I asked him to say
that again and no, 1 did not hear that wrong! It
was chemotherapy. [ screamed ‘“What! Mom has
cancer!” and all I could hear then was my dad in
the background shouting at my brother for spilling
the beans.

The idea of my mom having cancer ate me
up every day. I met her on the Ilth of December
and she wasn’t the same, with her hair fallen down
and the weakest of face, she hugged me but with
trembling hands and murmuring lips. I ncver once
cried in front of her just to seem brave until onc
day when I went to sec her at the hospital, My

brother and I ran to my mother’s room just to see
her arms Jay waxen at her sides and the needles and
tubes removed. I rooted my face into her body and
pressed it against her belly and howled.

] can assure you nothing is worse that your
own mother wanting to die. To see her in pain is
a misery. It wasn’t only me finding my way out of
the woods but also to lend a hand to my mother
and get her across the bridge. With every therapy,
she looked more tired, With every medicine she
felt worse. What was [ to do when my own mother
couldn't help but cry because she did not want to
live anymore, because she could handle the pain
but did not want 1o anymore,

It was only then when my brother stepped in.
He came up to me one day and said that all mumma
wants is for us to be happy, to which I snapped at
him saying, “How can we when our own mom is at
her worst?”” He just walked away but after that
every day I would see bim put on a smile on his
face and do the daily chores like any other day. He
would treat mom as nothing had happened and
occasionally fight with me too. [ could hear him
sob at night and sometimes during the day too.
But never would he dare get that awful sad face of
bis n front of ‘ma’.

With the last chemo medicine injected for her
cancerous cells also came the last stage of her suffer-
ing. Recovery wasn’t easy but it was surely what
she needed, With every passing day I saw a leal of
sadness fall off her and a bud of hope and happi-
ness grow. It is truly said that all’s well that ends
well. Because even though for two long years she
went through immense pain, it seems like just a bad
dream which had to end. She recovered successfully
and is in the perfect health now and is living her
life to the fullest



All Work and No Play Makes
Jack a Dull Boy

Nandini Prakash, L-V1

1 had the strangest dream some nights ago.

I dreamt I was getting old and my bhair were
beginning to grey. I sat at my kitchen table doing
nothing and only staring out of the window ona
cold foggy morning. Images from the past came to
my mind.

‘All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.’

Grandpa repeated this saying to me with a
naughty gleam in bis eyes whencver he saw me
studying hard for an exam.

Twenty-Five or more years later I think he
was both right and wrong.

Right because | missed out all the fun other
kids of my age were having, playing in the park when
I sat buried in my books. Last year at my class’
silver jubilee reunion I could not but notice how
well some of my classmates, who did not burn
the midnight oil as I had done, were doing
in their professional and personal lives. One was a
Senior Police Officer, another a Chartered Accoun-
-tant in the U.S. while another was the president
of a reputed Multinational Company. 1 felt I had
toiled uselessly. [ should have played when every-
one played. I had probably become dull and thatis
how [ felt an outsider to all the mirth and laughter
at the reunion.

Wrong because I guess we fail to recognize
who we are and what we enjoy doing. Kahlil Gibran
has said in his famous work ‘The Prophet’: “When
you work you are a flute through whose heart the
whispering of the hours turn to music.” We often
end up doing work we do not like and that work
then bscomes drudgery. For people who enjoyed
doing what they are doing, work is the love of their
lives and they attain mastery in whatthey do Look
at any successful person like a loved actor,a
business tycoon or a famous sportsmsn you would
inva':iably find that they are passionatc about their
work.

I woke up and | have been thinking about the
meaning of my strange dream.

I think the dream was about making me
aware, | must be careful in choosing my career
and I must be very successful and happy. I must
choose 1o do something | love to do. The dream
was also to make me aware that there are deeper
dimensions to the saying ‘All work and no play
makes Jack a dull boy” and though Grandpa may
have been correct at the superficial level, all work
could actually make Jack a Sachin Tendulkar,
Amitabh Bachchan or Steve Jobs,

“Happy Girls are the Prettiest”
Ambika Mahajan, LVI

When 1 was small, I would always have a
perpetual frown on my face and my mother would
quote Marilyn Monroe and say, “Happy girls are
the prettiest.”

When I grew up, things didn’t get better for
me and I still would not smile. Not because [ didn’t
like smiling but because I never really saw the
point in showing people around me that I was
feeling good or joyous. I would look in the mirror
and see a gloomy, dull face staring back which
upset me further. After all, in the race ‘who is the
prettiest amongst all?* 1 didn’t want to be the last.
My mother would sit beside and repeat ‘happy girls
ar¢ the prettiest’ like a chant.

This quote did not really get into my
head until a year back when I realized the
meaning of those words and the fact that smiles
are free so we should give them away. It
dawned on me that being happy or smiling
was not to show people anything but for my
satisfaction. I realized being pretty isn't enough,
one has to be beautiful through one’s personality.
Now why are happy girls the prettiest? It is because
when you smile-a genuine, real smile-your eyes
crinkle up in the cutest manner, your face lights up
like a thousand bulbs, you feel happy overall and
the best part is if someone looks at you then they
end up smiling too. [ don’t think there’s any feeling
better than the one you get when someone smiles
because of you. Being happy makes you feel pretty
because it is not only about the looks but about
how you feel too. You feel happy, you look happy
and way more prettier than how you look when
vou're sad.

If you're happy, you're healthy and everything
comes your way, all you have to do is to keepa
positive outlook. Be and do things that make you

happy.

Hence, today I would like to quote Marilyn
Monroe and say, “happy girls are the prettiest.”
So keep smiling.

I was Born Intelligent but Education
Ruined Me

Shiv Mehrotra, L-VI

I would like to share a very deep secret, |
was born intelligent but cducation ruined me. |
would like to quote Albert Einstein “What is edu-
cation? Wasting half your hfe to learn how to
waste the other half.” To me the system of edu-
cation seems quite illogical. You are marked for
almost each and evervthing that vou learn in the
classroom which to a certamn extent spoils it com-
pletely and then most of what we learn is just



written on a sheet of paper and then forgotten,
Drawing conclusions and using it in real life situa-
tions is hardly encouraged. I don't remember what
I learned in class X or in Class IX and next year [
will most probably forget what I'm learning this
year. Interesting, isn’t it? They say don’t be a part
of the crowd but all the students of every school
are expected todo the same things at the same time
for the entire year.

Failure, as many great people say, is the first
step towards success and you learn from failure but
failing according to our education system is the
biggest crime. Learn from mistakes they said, but
still some marks would be cut, they never said. If
a child fails, rather than trying to understand why
he failed or what problem he has, the first thing
that is done is his cheques are cancelled, Sundays
are spoilt which further add onto his grief,

How often do we hear that each child is
special and different, then how do you expect each
and every child to appear for the same examination
and do well. If someone is not good at doing some-
thing, don’t force him to. The system is busy
highlighting the students’ flaws on the report card
and not appresiating what he does well.

I would like to share an interesting story.
There was once a monkey, a leopard and a fish,
The monkey told the examiner, “I’'m good at climb-
ing trees.”” The fish said, “I’'m good at swimmine.”
And the leopard said, “I can run really fast.” But
the examiner had other ideas. He said, “Sorry, I
can't judge all of you for what you are good at.
everyone must appear for the same test, So all of
you go, ¢limb the tree.”” The monkey passed with
flying colours, the leopard also did well but the fish
failed.

One needs to understand that everybody is a
genius but i vou judge a fish by its ability to climb
a tree, it will live its whole life believing that it is
stupid,

Swachh Bharat
Karan Beniwal, U-V

The father of the nation had two goals in his
mind-Quit India and Clean India. The Quit India
dream was successfully accomplished but the Clean
India dream still remains a dream. No stone should
be left unturned to fulfil this dream. Before coming
here, I thought is it only the job of the “Safai
karamchari” to keep the premises clean? Isn’t it the
duty of the seven hundred and fifty students? We
have to change our mindser, Therefore, as citizens
of India, all of us are responsible to keep our school
and country clean. Whenever we see filth or soma-
one littering, we need to step forward.

I know that the ‘“‘Swachh Bharat Abhyian’’
initiated by our Prime Minister will not be accom-
plished just through publicity campaigns. But, [ am

ateful to the media and our Prime Minister for
Initiating the same, If we make this a collective
people’s movement, then I don’t see any reason
why India can’t be counted as one of the cleanest
nations of the world. If we Indians can reach Mars,
then there is no doubt that we can clean our
neighbourhood. Just Jike we keep our homes clean,
India is our home and [ believe that we will not
leave India dirty. I have seen many villages where
the “Sarpanch” is so alert that the village is totally
clean. Many people are like that. Teachers of our
s;:hool also take interest in keeping the premises
clean.

When we go towards Rashtrapati Bhawan we
feel good to see the clean surroundings. Shouldn’t
every corner of India be that clean? Gandhiji did not
g0 to every locality to clean up, but, his commitment
created awareness amongst Indians, We bave to do
it together, This is the work of the 125 crore
Indians and not only the Government organizations
and devoted Social workers—this is a mass move-
ment,

In 2019, when Gandhiji will turn 150, we
ought to give him a “Swachh Bharat” created with
a collective responsibility. Quit India was successful
due to the involvement of everyone in the freedom
struggle—So will clean India. Now iU's time to
realize Gandbiji's words, his trust, his sacrifice and
dedication, and believe his dream of a clean India.
Ofien | meet people who come home after a foreign
trip and talk about the cleanliness of the country
visited. My question to them is always—Was the
state of cleanliness the appealing factor? Was any
body spotted littering or spitting? The answer is
always NO! The secrer of cleanliness is the disciplgne
of its citizens. If we manage that, I'm sure India
will do wonders,

Now, I invite you all to kindly rise and take
an oath along with me :—

I take this pledge, that I will remain committed
towards cleanliness and devote time for cleanliness
I will devote at least, two hours per week, to volun-
tarily work for cleanliness.

I will neither litter, nor let others litter.

I will initiate the quest for cleanliness with myself,
my family, my locality and my school.

With this firm belief, I will propagate the message
of “Swachh Bharat”, in villages and towns.

I will encourage hundreds of others, to take this
pledge, which I am taking today.

I am confident that every step, 1 take towards
cleanliness, will help in making my country clean,
Thank you and Jai Hind,

Destitute
Manan Gupia, L-V

I heard a cry,

from a boy near by,

He was asking for help,
for he was going to die.



He was lying under a thatched roof,
where rain poured in drop by drop.

He was suffering from starvation,

there was nothing to eat, not even a chop.
His thoughts were spinning in his mind,
but the words wouldn’t come out.

He could see the death signs,

but numb was his cold mouth

he was an orphan since two,

by fates game he was destitute too.
Peopie would see him and walk away,
He was ignored as if he was a model of clay.
He lay there in distress,

On the floor, in a mess,

He was about to breathe his last,

And the time ran out fast,

I ran towards him,

I wished, I could yelp, But to my horror
He was already dead!

1 stood there for 1« minute or two,

And cried ‘Oh Destitute’

Daddy’s Daughter
Srijani Sankar Barik, L-V

Licutenant Colonel Gilbert was a resilient
man, old though. He was bald and ageing. He
was the best soul in the orphanage, well, that was
what I manipulated. I was the ugliest one in the
orphanage, trust me. | had merely survived a knife
through my body and glass on my face. It would

take my lifetime to recover, according to the
doctors.

After advertisements in the newspaper and
the commercials on the television, most of the kids
were taken away, I mean owned once again; but
not me. I asked Gilbert as to why I wasn’t taken
by any parent; he answered that it was because
I was special, and he owned me and loved me more
than anyone else. That was just a consolation but
it completely satisfied me.

And about my looks, Gilbert always told me
that if he was my age, he surely would have fallen
for me. He said that if you're satisfied with what-
ever you have, there’s nothing that people can
make you feel bad about.

Gilbert proved it that he loved me more thin
anybody else. He never was attached to someone
like me. He was divorced so he was over with love
for women, now it was only love for children, He
told me stories about the Himalayas; he told me
he went there on a skiing expedition where he lost
his arm because of major hypothermia. He told me
about the Yeti, Buddha and ail other saints and
spirits of the mountains.

Six years in the orphanage and 1 never felt
single-handed. T went out to Mandalay and staried
up with rubies and other stones. | was afluent; |
hadn’t had enough space to keep my dosh. | made
an angel of pure rubies for Gilbert and guess what,
he didn’t accept it. He disagreed and instzad asked
me to live with him.

I so didn’t know that those were his last
days. But we enjoyed a lot. We were never like
strangers or some ac%aintanoes; we were like friends,
the best of friends. We played scrabble, monopoly
and ludo. He said that he hated chess, but on my
request, he played a turn and won to me. I cooked
for him. He cooked for me. He even painted a
masterpiece and [ later went on to stud that with
rubies and give it to the world magazine. We
organized a soiree where there was a get together
of all old age home citizens of the city.

One day, he was wheezing and coughing at his
worst, So, I decided that he needed some sleep. He
said that he didn’t and I didn't argue. He started
talking sentimental about how much he loved me
and he had no grandchild or someone to be looked
after by, except me. I just kept my head on his
shoulder and listened. He sent me off to get the
Geyser on so that he could take a bath.

As | returned, I saw him lying on the bed
inside the covers with his face to the wall. I saw
him sleeping. I didn’t want to wake him up, so I
decided that 1 could go to Aura and get Gilbert’s
surprise 70th birthday party planned. [ came back
at 5:00 to see that he was sleeping in the same
position. Ishook him. No response. I shook him
more rigidly now, no response. I did the compress-
ion and CPR rescue, nothing. No, no. This couldn’t
have happened. Gilbert couldn’t have died just a
day before...no!

I broke down. I collapsed right beside the
bed. I spotted a note written with Gilbert’s sig-
nature Parker. I picked it up. In jagged, uncontroll-
ed hand writing, it read, ““Hey my Winnie the Pooh,
Love you. Just gift me a wig on my burial. Sorry!

I've always loved ya!”’

Gilbert went away. Through my life time, 1
never bothered to call Gilbert Dad or Dada. I just
called him his name. But he always had a dad’s
space inside my heart. Now, in my official docu-
ments I always state myself as Jamie Gilbert Robins
D.O. (daughter of) Lieutenant General Gilbert
Robins. Gilbert made me feel like a daughter and
not just merely like any ordinary child. In case
something hapoened to me, I've told my friends to
inscribe Daddy’s daughter on my grave.

Stand Out of the Crowd
Shreyas Dewan, U-1V

Stand out of the crowd,

In order to survive,

In the vast desert of sorrow,
and difiiculties of life.

Be only you and yourself,

Don’'t imitate anyone else,

Or, you’ll just be a mere elf,

In front of the tall towers of wealth,

Build up your own goal,

which no other man can store,
Work when others are enjoying,
To achieve more and more,



Find your own way to the river of success,
Follew it and feel proud,

Handle situations wiscly,

Then only you’ll be above the rest of the crowd.

The Future
Manik Sood, U-1V

Nobody knows what future would be,
Well because it’s impossible to see.

How would we look, what would we wear,
How much would we think and how much would
we care.

When I think of future, I sec flying cars
Outer space railways and life on Mars.

If someone would say that the future will be odd
Well, | know the person who can prove this,
That’s the almighty Lord.

Keep Going
Rachna Brar, L-V1

You'll go places,

You’ll see faces,

You know you have to be strong,

You know you cannot go wrong.

Keep going, don’t turn back,

Trust yourself, you are on the right track.
Don’t let anyone tell you, vour life is over,

Be every colour that you are.

Because you know you'll get through.

They will rip you, bring you down to their size,
But they will never get to the heart you hold inside.
Just remember don’t waste your life,

Just spread your wings, little butterfly.

Don’t let what they say, keep you up at night,
And they can’t detain you

Because wings are made to fly.

There will be another mountain,

You’'ll always make it move,

It’s always going to be an uphill battle,

So, just keep going, don’t turn back.

Trust yourself, you are on the right track............

Fducational Trip To Geological Survey
of India

Serchen Doma, U-VI

_ “The application of GIS is limited only by
the imagination of those who use it”
—Jack Dangermond.

On the 8th of August, 2014, the upper Six
Geography class accompanied by our teacher visited
the Geological Sutvey of India, Chandigarh.

We were received by the stafl at Geological
Survey of India, who escorted us 1o the Geo-infor-
matics departaient where Mrs. Satinder Dhillon a
senior geologist gave us a presentation on the topic
Geographic Information Sysiem (GIS). She touched

upon the relevant points such as the elements,
types, teatures, sources, tools and uses of GIS.
We learnt that GIS was invented in 1985 and its
applications ranged from forests, wildlife, public
works, commercial area analysis, agriculture and
defence forces to name a few. We were also given
an opportunity to see the various maps displayed
on the notice board and other equipment essential
for computerized map making such as, 2 manual
digitizer, scanner and printers, This was followed
by an interactive session where Mrs. Dhillon answer-
ed some of our queries.

After this we were taken outside to learn how
to operate the GPS (Global Positioning Systemj. As
an exercise we located a place from where one
of our barch mate came from, Once all of us had
our chance to handle the GPS. We moved to the
rock muscum at Geological Survey of India which
had a number of rock samples and fossils. In the
end we watched a short film on the exploration of
the GSI team of Geologist in Antarctica.

We are grateful to Mr. Yoginder Singh, Deputy
Director General—Geological Survey of India,
Chandigarh for permitting us to visit this presti-
gious institution. This visit helped us to gain a
better understanding of the topic Geographic In-
formation System which will go a long way in
enhancing our performance in the Geography
Practical Examination.

Extempore Competition-2014
Sindhu Bahuguna

Every year the school organises Inter-section
English Extempore Competition for PD children.
Extempore means spontaneous expression on any
given topic without previous study or meditation.
It may be a speech or poetry composcd with little
or no preparation or forethought. However, keeping
in mind their tender age, they are given some time
to think on all the topics and then express their
views on the alloted topic. This year the Competit-
ion was held on 23rd August and the students e¢xh-
ibited their talent by speaking extempore on the
topics that included **My Favourite Destination,”
“Advsntages and Disadvantages of Cell Phones,”
“Importance of Mass Communication,” “‘My
Favourite Movie’ and many more.

The result of the competition was as follows:

Class positions U-111 Class positions L-[1I

ist U-TIT © 1st L-I11 C
2nd U-NT A 2nd L-11T A
3ré U-111 B 3rd L-1II B

Individual positions U-1I1 [adividual positions L-1II
Ist Manvender S. Chaha!  ist Emaan Bhullar

2nd Tarika Khanna 2nd Karmanbir Singh
3rd Vivaan Singh 3rd Ariun Baweja



Life
Advaita Singh, L-V

Life is an opportunity, gain from it.
Life is beautiful, smilec towards it.
Life is a dream, make it come here.
Life is a challenge, overcome it.
Life is a duty, obey it.

Life is a game, win it.

Life is a promise, fulfil it.

Life is sorrow, forget 11,

Life is a song, sing it

Life is struggle. go through it.

Lite is a tragedy, face it,

Life is an adventure, have fun with it
Life is luck, dare it

Life is too precious, do not Kill it.
Life is life, challenge it.

IFIGHT FOR IT !

Intra-Class Sculpture Making
Competition
Janhvi Arora, L-VI

The sculpture competition was held on the
21st of August’ 14 during the classes for all scul-
pture students of L-6 and U-6 who have taken it as
the fifth subject, Eachchild made a three dimen-
sional sculpture based on the topic “Animal forms’’.
The animals like—dogs, squirrels, snakes, fish,
camel, cats, polar bears, clc. were turned into
beautiful forms in clay and were accompanied by
various elements like shells, logs of wood, plants,
sea creatures, etc. were seen in their natural habitats
or mingling indirectly with the human world. It
proved to be a very exciting and enjovable ex-
perience. It boosted the confidence of all the
students and provided them with a sense of accom-
plishment. The competition was successful and
was judged by the related department staff members
and the result is as follows :

Position Name House
U-6:

First Abhichandra Shah NBD
Second Simar Kharbanda VBD
Third Lhenzin Choden HGD
Consolation :

First Jenine Sandhu NGD
Second Sarah Yaday vGD
L-6:

First Udayan Roy SBD
Second Janhvi Arora NGD
Third Gurman Singh Dhilion HBD

I Dlight Have Someone
Nimish Goel, U-1V

The people T wanted the most,

Left me crying when I didn’t know who | was.
They left me 1n the dark,

And I felt a dried piece of bark.

Whoever by me is trusted well,

Makes my life quite a hell.

T wait for the day when | will have a life of my own,
And will not have anything more to lose,

Oblivious
Aadya Gupta, U-V

The sky rumbled

Lightning flashed

The wind screamed

And the rain pclied even harder.

The water fell like ice, soaking straight
Through his sodden ciothes

His face felt numb, raw and exposed
To the merciiess wind and pitiless rain.

Defiantly, he cried out

Thinking of love, happiness, courage, faith of
happy times

But, his thoughts pleasant as they were

And his mission noble as it was

Was no settlement to the elements

And their fury unabated

They carried on.

The ship tossed and turaed on the violent sea

Sails straining against the tempest

The mast shuddering,

Almost bending with the effort of straightening aad
the man saw it.

His death.

A huge spur of rock,

Black as midnight

Stood in his path

Bearing down on him with all its might
Majestic in its size

The ship heading straight towards it.
Faster and faster blew the wind
Louder and louder thundered the sky
Harder andtharder the clouds cried
Bemoaning heir misery for all to hear.

A clap of thunder and a flash of lightning
The captain stood erect

All traces of desperation

Vanished from his face

And you could see it replaced

By the grim lines of determination.

And alone he stood
Proud and erect,

Infront of the rock
Haughty and arrogant
With a last cry, a last cry
Of defiance

He crashed

And down he went
Slowly accepting his fate.



While fathoms below

In the belly of the sea

Where nothing is heard

And everything is felt

Where the movement of water

Is a gentle rise and fall

A far cry from the tempestuous storm above
The multicoloured corals lie,

Dreaming

Seemingly oblivious,

PD Inter-Section English Declamation

The PD Inter-Section English Declamation
Competition was held on 13th September, 2014,
The children of L.If1 and U-IIl took part with
a lot of zeal and enthusiasm.

They spoke on a variety of topics like Books-our
best friends, importance of newspapers, empower-
of women. importance of saving our environment
and many more. They expressed themselves with a
lot of quotes, anecdotes and related incidents
accompanied with gestures and facial expressions.
Altogether, it was a delight watching the preppers
speak on such mature topics with a lot of convic-
tion. The following were the positions:-

Individual Positions Class Positions

First Aamira Jain L-3 C L-11 C
Second Shlok Mittal L-3 C L-IIl B
Third Aashi Shekbar L-3 B L-11T A
First Rehan Verma U-3 A U-III A
Second Shourya Gupta U-3 C U.III C
Third Avanti Aggarwal U-3 A U-111 B

PPS-—-Nabha 201%
Ananya Bhadauria, U-VI

The Shri J.K. Kate Memorial, Inter-School
Conclave consisted of a quiz, a debate and a round
of creative writing. The debate team consisted of
Ananva Bhadauria and Ajaitaj Thakur and the quiz
team comprised of Aryaman Malhotra and Shivendra
Singh Chabbra. Sanawar stood second in the quiz,
which was truly commendable as it was a spontane-
ous partictpation. The school qualified in the pre.
liminary round consisting of twenty two school and
made it to the top six. Thereafier, we were runners
up in the quiz.

The debate team made it to the top four schools,
others including Mayo College Girls, Ajmer.
Genesis Global School, Noida and Punjab Public
School, Nabha. Sailing through the prelims we
made it to the semi-finals and stood third overall
Ananva Bhadauria was adjudged the ‘Best Speaker’
tor the senn fingls.

Life is a Beautiful Struggle
Sarah Yadav, U-VI

Life is not always simple. It is not a fairytale.
It is as complicated as we want it to be.

Being a teenager in today’s world is demand-
ing and exact, We have to fit.

Fit with other's wishes, fit with ourselves. Fit
with our peer groups. In all this fitting we seem t@
lose sight of ourselves, who we really are.

Often we get bagged down with what life
demands out of us and we may not necessarily
present the best side of us to the world.

However, we must remember that if we want
the world to believe in who we are, first we must
believe in ourselves and let our ‘inherent beings’
be true. Frustration, anxiety and anger come along
naturally,

So, take a deep breath, calm down, count to
three and you’ll realize that the world is a beautiful
place.

Smile at people, hug a tree, pet a dog, listen
to music, read a book, dance a little, laugh until
you cry.

Countless ways to get rid of all that negative
aud distressing baggage. Then you’ll fit,

Somewhere down the line you'll understand
that the turbulent times of ‘now’ are the first phases
that are shaping us for the future,

Don’t let situations get the better part of you,
instead like the phoenix, rise up, high and above
and soar into the glorious future that awaits you.

Section Il : SPORTS NEWS

All India Dulip Singh Memorial
Hockey Tournament—201%

Our hockey team participated in the 12th All
India Dulip Singh Memorial Hockey Tournament
2014 for Senior Boys held at BCS, Shimla from 30th
October to 1st November, A total of 6 teams parti-
cipated inclnding Pinegrove School, Dharampur,
Mother Terasa School, Kurukshetra, SINC School,
Coimbatore, TISC, Bengaluru, The Lawrence
School. Sanawar and the hosts BCS. Shimla,
Although we did not make it to the finals,
our boys received quite a Few individual awards.
Shiv Mechrotra got the man of the match uward
in the 1st match against Pinegrove.  Arvan Chauban
and Bir Aftab Singh Randhawa also got the
man of the match awards in the third and the
fifth matches apainst Coimbatore and BCS res-
pectively, The best Goalkeeper of the tournament
award was also bagged by Shiv Mehrotra Sohrab
Gill’s hatrick against TISC, Bengaluru was bike the
icing on the cake.



Section lIl: O, S, News

Gaurav Shrinagesh, HBD-1988, is an alumnns
of The Lawrence School, Sanawar and holds a
Bachelors degree in Economics and Statistics from
St. Xavier’s College, University of Mumbai, prior
to his MBA, Gaurav is the CEO of Penguin Ran-
dom House in India since the two global publishing
giants merged a few months back. Gaurav joined as
a consultant with Bertelsmann AG in 1999 post his
MBA from Melbourne Business School and donned
several hats like heading the Business Develop-
ment function for Bertelsmann China, heading the
overall operations for Bertelsmann in China as
Managing Director, and then taking up the role of
Maneging Director for Random House, Bertel-
smann in India in 2009. Post the merger with
Penguin, Gaurav was named as the Chief Executive
for the Indian operations of the entity,
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