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This is Daddy
Srijani S. Barik, U-VI

Beloved Quaith,

Being a ruthless antagonist to the mentalities
of all beings pious, I hsd never thought about
heaven or hell, never had I ever believed in life
after death. You iust die; | saw nothing more
to it. You see, darling, I was 2 man who thought,
and all thinking men are atheists. That way, you
get to live your life without being scared. 1 am
scared. | am selfish, and so, f am scared only for
myself. I don’t bother if the world forgets me,
really. | am meant to be forgotien. Forty seven
years of perpetual beauty just passing into nothing-
ness. 1 am not ready for this. But darling, do | have
an option?

What will happen to me after I dic? Will it
all just vanish away? Or will I be suffocating under
incandescence? | am not talking about my body,
you'll put it in a coffin, in a tomb, in the graveyard
and forget about it, I know. Will I feel myself even
after 1 die? Like these priests say, will my soul still
exist? Will I see the Golden gate to heaven? Oh,
don’t bother; I am going 10 hell, it there is one at
all. Will they weigh my heart against my sins? Will
1 be reborn?

1 feel like this lirtle paive child that T was,
asking my father where my mother had gone. He
sa:d that mother had gone to the angels 1o be an
angel and watch over me. 1 told him that
mother was right there in the ground. Ques-
tions about death bother me, Quaith. They will
bother you too, some day, when you know that life
comes to an end for all. It is only then that you
tc;!::u that it had always been easy, dying is so
difficult.

Darling, I am dying with lots of regrets.
Everybody has some. They lie when they say that
they don’t, it is just lame. Dic with lesser regrets.
You won't feel scared.

1 smile through tears as I write this to you.

I write this to you, as you sit at home with
your mother, too scared to see me die, Darling,
will you too ask your mother where I am?

I write this, darling, as a catheter is pushed
down my vein, for a death sentence,

Love,
Daddy.

The Last Bend
Ada Kolhi, U-VI

It started with excitement and fear,

And a completely different place to explore.
We knew it would be a long journcy ahead,
Knew it’s time that me want more.

How fast years flew past,

A lot of stories each of us have to share.

We may not see the same faces again,

1t’s going to be a very different life out there.
Your problems will be yours alone to face,
Just keep the strength inside of you.

Through the journey you can either frown or smile,
And learn alot that you never knew.

It’s not about the best of times,

But the worst that make us see.

The values of the times we laugh,

After falling on our knees.

So don't look back at the ncgatives of life,
But the good that you derived from it.
Thiogs may actually be falling into place,
You will get to sec it bit by bit.

Do the best you think you can,

Don’t let anything come in your way.

But if you fail again and again, don't lose hope,
Because tomorrow will be another day.
Everything always happens for a reason,
And so our time here is about to end.

Grab all the opportunities coming your way,
And make the most of your last bend.




Charred Memories

Lilly-Perle (Exchange Student from St. Philip’s
College, Alice Springs, Australia)

Fleur ambles down the featureless drive way
stained with the tyre marks of her father’s old
crimson car. She misses him. That’s not why you're
here. She remembers the smell of it. Aged leather,
musky and burnt, its seat covers peeling and sagg-
ing in the heat. How safe she felt in the seat’s
embrace. No. Fleur’s matchstick legs burn with
effort climbing upward towards the old house. Her
sculpted figure and tapered waist, move swiftly and
elegantly. Fleur’s burnished complexion glistens
in the soft glow of darkness and light as a pair of
dark, arched eyebrows look down on sweeping
lashes. Fleur’s sapphire eyes gaze at the surround-
ing forest, entangled in green and towering wood.
Her scarlet lips tremble in anguish as her body halts
abruptly before the blackened stairs of the crumbl-
ing walls that own them. /#’s okay. A deep breath
eases her mind as she runs her thin fingers through
her long, brooding locks that plunge over her
shoulders hiding her swan-like neck.

Against the dark sky, all Fleur sees are the
skeletal ruins of her childhood home that are noth-
ing more than a ghostly silhouette of some previous
existence. The wind whistles through the trees,
bringing with it the laughter of the children that
once played and the caring call of » mother letting
Fleur and her sibiings know that dinner was ready.
It sweeps tendrils of curled hair to gently caress the
nape of her neck and skim her angled collarbones.
Fleur forces herself to take a step on the remnants
of what were once stairs. They moan in protest,
gradually becoming more unstable. Another step
forward means another step back into her past that
she is not completely convinced she can face.

Fleur stares at the charcoal door barely hold-
ing on by rusted hinges, deciding if she is ready.
After years, touching the thick beams of wood,
blackened and charred from where the flames had
licked them, they still felt warm. The timber seeps
into Fleur’s skin, as she traces the crusts of dirt
ingrained ins:de the wood like thread. She holds
the once gleaming handle and pushes. Screaming
escapes the hinges 1o make Fleur wince. Her eyes
open to see grey ashes and cold embers replacing
the soft warmth that cushioned her childhood.
Memories of mouth-watering aromas permeate the
air bringing with it the ache of home. Stop. You
can’t. You can’t. Her face twists in agony, destroy-
ing her features. I’m sorry. Tears streak beneath
her eyes and fall onto her tweed trench coat. It
catches the droplet that slowly start to soak the
thick fabric. She begins to wipe her cheeks of her
guilt, an uncomfortable pull of rough effort on her
porcelain face. Fleur releases the buckle of suede
that hugs her waist and feels a gentle lift. Sliding

. her hand inside her pocket to withdraw a tattered
telegiam reveals her purpose to return to the town.

Final Commuuication. Miss F. Jones. We re-
gret to inform you of the construction of the railway
line which will unfortunately traverse your jfamily

property. Please present yourself to our office before
30th July, 1946 to sign the necessary documents
allowing demolition. Regards, Abernathy and
Cadwell, Antorneys at Law.

She walks over the cold embers, like the soles
of her feet kiss it lightly. She shuffles through the
debris and ashes. You can’t give it to them, you
can’r. Another tear falls beneath her, and pierces
the lifeless ashes that were once part of her home.
But they won’t stop, no matter how hard I try. Pain
engulfs her into tormented desperation as she prays
for a miracle that will never arrive. Be Strong. She
runs out of the house distraught and into the forest.
The moon turns the falling leaves into a flaming
patchwork of colours. Fleur stops and gently
catches one. She twirls the leaf daintily between her
thin fingers and observes its imperfections. She
notes the swirls of red, yellow and brown bleeding
into each other. Another ombre leaf floats effort-
lessly into her hand and she grasps it. Fleur feels
a soft mist of rain that follows on the wind. The
breeze whirls the falling foliage around her as she
lifts her head to the sky and releases the leaves to
it. A cold droplet is released from the clouds and
falls upon her cheek, it follows her sharp jawline
down her face to her chin. The bedarkenmed sky
embraces the incessant pillows of white as glitter-
ing drops of silver are carried on a light, ruffling
breeze, unlocking the raw fingers of the earth’s
hungry fist. She throws her arms into the wintry
air flows through her fingers feeling like velvet. I
can’t give this up to them. She walks back to the
house kicking leaves into the air as if she were a
little girl again. Another groan escapes the stairs
as she climbs them and soot fills the air around
her feet. Fleur walks towards the back of her house
but is interrupted.

Her piercing eyes dart to a crunch under her
feet. Lifting her foot reveals shattered glass en-
closed with an intricate blend of metal and seashell.
It clutches the glossy photograph of sand clinging
onto a family of blissful smiles with wondering
eyes stretching far over the horizon encompassed
in blue. They aren’t here anymore, they just aren’t.
She bends down and holds the frame delicately to
pull the colourless photo out of its protector. [
love you, but I need to let you go. Fleur caresses
the picture gently like a faint plume. 7 should have
been here when it happened. It’s my fault. I'm
sorry.

Your Sky
Veni Gupta, L-V

Our life is just like a sky. You never know
where it ends, when it ends and how it ends. The
clouds are the people in your life. They come and
they go. The clouds come and take over your sky.
They either make your sky look pretty or scary. The
white clouds make it look pretty and the black
clouds make it look scary. But one has to keep in
mind that they disappear too soon. The winds just



blow faster and faster until they disappear, they
have no choice. Just how the world does not
work according to one individual, similarly the
wind does not work according to the cloud.
The direction of the wind is set, just like how
destiny is set, It is how nature works.

In your pretty sky you will have brightness
and happiness. It makes everybody happy. So, the
sun represents bappiness. But just like the clouds,
even the sun cannot stay forever. There has to be a
sunsect, a ''me when the sun has to set down. let
the moon take its place and let the darkness arise,
The darkness symbolizes fear. There has to be an
eclipse and a twilight. But even the darkness can
make your sky look pretty and scary at the same
time. And also, darkness gives some people happi-
ness. Always remember that without the dark you
cannot sce the stars. According to me, the stars
represcnt your dreams. Though darkness is predic-
table but even the darkness is not permansant.

Nothing is permanent in life. Itis very un-
certain sometimes because of the clouds . Sometimes
Iife changes so quickly that it makes either you or
the clouds cry-just like the rain. There may be
storms too, but even the storms won't last long.
Life, comes at us fust sometimes, as if we are runn-
ing on the path of life than walking on ir. These
tears can do nothing but make you even more sad.
It takes more energy to be sad than to be happy.
Neither can it be bright throughout your life nor
can it be dark. Never let the dark scare you. There
are various ups and down in life which one has to
face- many days and nighis one has to make
through. Just don’t let fear or guilt lead your life.
You are 1he ruler of your sky-your life. The clouds
in it glon’( matter much. Just don’ let anything
ruin it.

So, if you are in the dark, just wait for the
dawn to break through, make you happy again and
pull you out from the dark-from the fear of life.

Life and Death
Akanksha, U-V

Someday it will all be over. Someday you
won't have to worry about anything anymore.
Someday life and death won’t be very different. The
end of one is beginning of another. One fades
away to let the other shine. It gives away itselll to
give way for the other. Someday alive and dead
won't be very different. In the end, we are all just
a memory.

1f remembered, then just by our deeds. To
end your physical presence in this world, your
body makes its way back to the soil. To give its
bit to the earth, To pay back for all the love,
care, nourishment this planet has offered. And most
of all, for our very cxistence. We all leave this
world one day. Our bodies are honoured by the
ones who loved us or cared for us. For our bodies
are all that's left of us. Once we leave this world

and go back to the world we truly belong to. Our
own world exists within this world. It is very
similar yet so different. A world where all your
secret wishes and desires come to life in vour death.
Everything there works your way. Your world
defines who you are. It's about you. And, in this
world, the ones who loved and the ones who cared
would wonder why you left and where vou went,
The trail of questions is endless. The pain scems
to be everlasting. It may seem devastating but even
in this world therc is a subconscious knowledge of
your alternate world of paradise. Someday it won't
hurt. Someday death won't matter because before
it, came life. The power of life lies in the word itseif.
Even when you are in your alternate world, there
is always a part of you that remains with your loved
ones. For even in death, you shall be there. The
constant pillar of unconditional love and support.
Because love never dies. It fights through all odds.
It remains. Just like a soft kindling flame in a chilly
brecze. Someday it won’t be the same. Someday
desath won't hurt as much. Someday it will all be
over, Someday, you'll see,..

EBroken Mess
Aarushi Thakur, L-V

Her smile so infectious,

Her laugh like harmony,

The incessant twitching of her lips always subtle,
But those eyes,

Oh ! Those beautiful eyes glisten with sadness.
Those dark brows pleaded with me to walk away,
I could sec the depth of her clouded eyes.
How she wanted me to stay

She needed someone to convey the lies to,
The lies she never told,

The truth she never let unfold,

The truth of what lay under.

But fear overpowered her need,

Fear was what she built a barnier upon,

The barrier that was her Kryptonite,
Weakened her and left her soul dry.

She couldn’t hold on anymore,

Those dark brows losing their sparkle,

The light dimming in her life,

The one who wus known by many, by none,
Walked away and left,

Left me to interpret what lay underneath the,

BROKEN MESS.

Stereotypical Mothers
Vidhi Agarwal, U-VI

First of all T would like to ask all of you that
in your family is it your mother who has to always
do what the entire family wants her to do including
your grandparents. your father or in that case you,
yourself or is it your mother who everyone has to
fisten to. I'm quite sure that in most of the families
the dominated one is the mother but this for sure
doesn’t apply to my family. So how are the usual



mornings at your house ? The mother waking up
early, making breakfast, shouting at the helper,
keeping the newspapers, praying and so on but my
usual mornings are like my dad tryving ro wake my
mom up, telling her it's time for my sister’s school
bus to arrive. I'm sure all of you miss your mom's
delicious food in school, well 1 don’t and it’s not
because she doesn’t cook but, it’s because she
hardly cooks. It’s quite vsual for my dad to remind
the helper about the finishing grocery but whats
usual for my mom is demanding food on the dinner
table and my dad screaming ‘it’s ready’. A normal
parent teacher meeting for any child would be their
mother complaining atout them not studying, not
cating or drinking milk or maybe too much indu-
Igence in electronics but for me its just my dad and
1 sitting at the back and laughing at the mothers
who go on complaining about their own children.
1 have often heard mothers complaining about their
husthands ceming home late and not  spending
enough time with their family but in my family its
my sister and | waiting for our parents fo come
back home and sometimes it’s my dad calling my
mom up and telling her it’s late and time 1o come
home. My dad is actually a very hardworking man
and it's not because he works too hard in office its
because he works 100 hard on convincing my mother
for a small holiday. But I don't think you should
be as shocked as you are right now because there
is no such rule that it’s always the mother who has
to cook all the meals or the father can’t order the
helper. I think now is the time for the fathers to
bezcome househusbands and the mothers to become
business women.

Miracle of the Giant Peach
Krishna Roy, L-1V

Once there lived a poor orphan boy named
Brock. His parents loved him a lot. But when he
was six years old. his parents went to buy some
medicines for Brock’s mother, Mrs. Bakelite, as
she was suffering from fever. After they were
returning, a mad rhino which had escaped from
‘The Pewter Zoo', crushed them and ran away.
Brock kept on waiting for his parents but his blood
dried up when he heard the news of his parents.

From that time, he vscd to live with his aunts
on top of the Vermillion Hill. They lived ina
wooden house with fence all around and a small
backyard. His elder aunts name was Almonda and
her sister’s (Brock’s younger aunt’s) name was
Casheura. They treated Brock like a slave. Whole
day he would be locked 1in a dark room with a
small window. Luckily. they were on a great height,
so the view was beautiful from the window. He
came out of the room for washing clothes, washing
kitchen urensils and then for cleaning the house.
Afier that he got a litile food and hall glass milk
mixed with watsr everyday and he went out to
play for sometime from four O’clock to four thirt
and then again go off to sleep, locked in the dar
room. FEven while playing he could not cross the

fence, otherwise he would be punished. Sometimes
when his folks came, he tried to make them laugh
by cracking jokes, so that they keep on coming
again and again to give him company.

One day, he was playing in the small field while
both the sisters were sitting and taking a sun-bath
with a lemonade in their bands Then suddenly,
something caught the attention of Brock'’s eyes. It
was a bright-orange. juicy, round and pulpy pecach.
He called Casheura and Almonda. Tobey were
fascinated when they saw the peach. They ordered
Brock. *“Hey you! young stupid guy, get that fruit
for us !, said Almonda. ‘“Yes! Yes! Get it right
now!”, said Casheura. supporting her sister. Brock
threw pebbles at it, hit it with a stick, and even tried
to climb up the tree. But the fruit was too high for
a twelve-vear old boy. It was really a very difficult
job for bim. Eut Almonda angrily said, **You won't
get milk tonight!™. Brock’s luck was not with him
and he failed in brirging down the peach.

That night when Brock was dreaming about
the glass of milk, a sound woke him up. Sound of
something falling down, When he looked outside the
window. he did not find anything as it was too
dark. Then he slowly moved down on the old
creeky wooden stairs. He observed that both the
women were asleep. He went outside in the back
yard and an unimaginable sight grected him, giving
him a scandalized cxpressiton. The peach he saw in
the garden grew as big as a..... giont peach. He
moved towards the big fruit. There was a gate. He
opened it to sece what’s inside. He entered the
fragrunt atmosphere and the juicy and bumpy
surface. There he saw something he did not expect.
His very own parents. Thev were scientists and they
sent sobots to buy medicine. But a greedy man
kidnapped them for some bad works. But they
escaped from there and made a laser gun which
turned them small by pressing a red button and a
green button had to be pressed to turn the small
peach into a giant peach. After entering the peach,
they turned the peach big and applied the laser
beam on themselves to regain their size. They
happily told him the whole story and at last told
bim that they bhad fit a G.P.S. in Brock when he
was a baby. It took them six years to track Brock
and they lived in the peach for a week, waiting for
it to grow. They went away from that city and
bought a new house and they lived happily ever
after.

Moral :

Be good to & good person,

And good to a bad person,

Afterall, good things will come to the good person,
Who is good to everyone.




Louder Than
Ishika Sen, U-1IV

Louder than the thunder rolls,

Louder than the loudest train that goes:
Louder than the lion's roar,

Louder than the airplane that soars;
Louder than the bear’s growl,

Louder than the wolf"s howl:

Louder than the giant walking,

Louder than the people in the fish market talking;
Louder than the shooters shooting,
Louder than the owl hooting,

Louder than the disco music,

Louder than the country representative;
Louder than anything more,

That's how Joud my dorm does snore!

In a Bed of Cheese
Zoya Khurana, U-IV

One day I woke up in & bed of cheese. There
was cheese sticking to me. Slowly I realised that 1
was eventually going deeper and deeper into cheese.
1 had to rescuc myself. So 1 looked for something,
I then realised the long french fries roof. 1 extended
my arm and a fry came towards me like a rope for
rescue. Hanging and dangling through the roof I
saved myself [ think then [ realised two rats on
the bed. I thought it was better to leave them alons
feasting on all the cheese.

The Temple of Heartbreak
Aadya Gupta, Super Sixer

Tears streaming down his face
Breaths in short. rapid gasps
Hands working furiously,
Heart beat pounding

Slashing away

Angry words in black ink on
Pure white paper.

Sweat beads his forehead
Anguish in his eyes
Words on his lips

And agony in his beart.

Up, down, the words are slashed

Big angry strokes of pain

Sometimes, the paper recoils

Tearing under their anguish

The very air cringes from him

Writhing in aching, heart breaking sympathy.

Eyes black as midnight

Shining with the radiance of a thousand
Fiery stars

Now blurred...

With the mists of misery.

And...

If you step closer

And care to look at the words
What you will see is sure

To break...

Your heart.

Your eyes will fill

Your hands will fremble
Your shoulders will shake
And you will bow your head
In obcsaince

At...

The temple of heart break.

DSMUN 17
Partesh Romana, L-VI

Our school participated in the Doon School
Model United Nations, 2017 held at Dehradun. Our
team comprising of four students took part in it and
we were accompanied by Mr. Devesh Verma. Chaitali
Verma, got a special mention in her committee
DISEC representing Madagascar. The other studenis
who took part were Gaurika Mehtani (UN FCC,
United Arab Emirates), Soham Sharma (UNW
Iran) and Partesh Singh Romana (UNW, Saudi
Arabia). The chief guest for the ceremony was Mr.
Rahul Gandhi who addressed the gathering about
the importance of Human Rights among other
social issues after which he answered the questions
asked by the delegares sitting in the auditorium on
national and international issues. The overall ex-
perience of all the students who took part was
knowledgable and enricoing. We all went there
with information about our country and agenda
but these three days we came to know about
policies of other countries by the delegates present
in the committee, their lives and steps taken to
tackle the issue at hand After such a fruitful
experience we all look forward for more MUN’S,

Inter-Class English Spell-Bee Competition

An Inter-Class English Spell-Bee Competition
was held for L-IV and U-IV classes on 19th August,
2017 in Barne Hall. The participants were selected
on the basis of the prelim round held during classes.
I he four teams that made it to the finals were L-1V
C, U-IV B, U-1V C and U-1V D. The six rounds
were Spell What | Say. Mr Word, Great Library,
Miss Spelling, Books on Reel and Rapid Spell. The
result is as follows:

Position Name Class

First Noopur Sharma U-IV B
Param Raj Jot Singh Ahuja
Saamarth Kharbanda




Second Chitrangada Thakur L-IVC
Rajdeep Pal
Tanvi Sood

Third Ishika Sen U-1v D

Shivaditya Singh Rathore
Zoya Khurana

Silver Fiesta
Ananya Mukherjee, U-V

Silver fiesta, a movie appreciation competition.
The name itself sounds so interesting and exciting.
We too were really excited about it when we got to
know we were expected to participate in this
competition. So, on 28th of July, Srijini, Soham,
Nixxita and I supervised by Major Priya left for
KASIGA SCHOOL, DEHRADUN, to participate
in the competition.

We were welcomed warm heartedly by the
family of KASIGA SCHOOL. Since we were
the defending champions, we had pressure on
us. We wanted to prove ourselves.

The next morning there was the opening cere-
mony. After the inauguration, all the participating
teams were to attend a workshop. In the workshop,
we were told how to make a critical review of the
movie and analyse it from different angles. We realis-
ed that a movie can be seen from different perspect-
ives, which we doubted most of us had even thought
about. We were also suggested to watch many
movies which have been declared classics. Once the
workshop got over we had a break. And then the
movie was to be screened.

The movie was a Kurdish movie called ‘Bekas’
meaning homeless. The movie was set in Iran. Two
orphan brothers Zana and Dana of six and ten years
respectively try out all ways to go to America to
meet superman (2 fictional character) who will
solve all their problems. But towards the end of the
movie, Dana accidentally steps on an explosive in
the middle of a dessert. Zana, goes to a nearby town
to look for help, but the people were extremely
unkind. Then Dana risks his life to save Zana and
picks up in his foot. But nothing happens. It was a
malfunctioning in the explosive. Then the brothers
are together once more. They realise that they
don’t need superman to solve their problems. Thev
both are each other’s superman and if they stick
together ihey can fight against all odds of life.

The movie left us on the edges of our seats.
Then started the presentation. Each team had some-
thing different to say. Listening to all other teams
widened our horizon of thinking. Srijini and Soham
were the speakers from our team. Both of them
spoke extiremely well but the competition was very
tough.

After the presentations, the prize distribution
took place. All of us were of course nervous.
We were extremely happy when it was announced
that we were the first runner’s up. The host school
were the winners. We all witnessed a fabulous
orchestra by the western band of the KASIGA
School which was followed by tea.

We would like to thank our teachers for giv-
ing us this wonderful opportunity. Overall it was
an extremely enriching experience.

World Scheols Debates-2017

A group comprising of twelve boys and girls,
escorted by an English Teacher, attended one of
the hard core debating programmes. World Schools
Debates at Karanjska Gora in Slovenia from 24th
June to 1st July, 2017. It is an international debate
training not only for advanced debaters but also
for the beginners.

The participants got an opportunity to debate
and interact with students and trainers from forty-
five nations. The students attended lectures on
public speaking, argumentation, refutation etc.
which were followed by exercises on the same. Fur-
ther, they had four practice debates and then five
preliminary rounds of intense debates on a variety of
issues. A total of four debates were won by
Sanawarians.

Team Toronto was adjudged the Winner for
the year 2017. Participating in World Schools Deba-
tes was a great learning experience, which has defi-
nitely helped the students to enhance their public
speaking abilities along with argumentation and
reasoning skills.

MUNs

Sanawar participated in three MUN Con-
ferences—Jr. Oakridge MUN Conference at Mohali,
Birla Public School MUN Conference at Pilani,
Rajasthan and Doon School MUN Conference at
Dehradun.

Jr Oakridge MUN took place on 18th and 19th
August, 2017 at Oakridge International School,
Mohali.

Around thirteen schools took part in this
conference. Nine students participated from our
school and secured four positions.

Viyom Dhawan got a Special Mention in his
committee—United Nation Special Commission
on Drugs.

Shourya Gupta got a Special Mention in his
committee—Maze Runner.

Simar Gabadia got an Honourable Mention in
his committee-Disarmament and Internatio nal
Security Committee.



Yatharth got an Honourable Mention in his
committee—Special Political and Decoloniza-
tion Committee.

Other students who participated in this con-
ference are :—Dhruv Singh Rathore, Anant
Jain, Nishant Pajni, Priyam Gupta and
Mannic Ahluwalia.

DSMUN Conference took place from 18th to 20th
August, 2017 at Doon School, Dehradun.

Around twenty five schools took part in this
conference. Four students participated from our
school and we secured one position.

Chaitali Verma got third position (Honourable
Mention) in her committee-General Assembly
DISEC-.

Other students who participated in this
conference are:—Gaurika Mehtani, Partesh
Romana and Soham Sharma.

Sr. BPSMUN Conference took place from 18th to
20th August, 2017 at 8irla Publc School at Pilani,
Rajasthan.

Around twenty schools took part in this conference.
Thirteen students participated from our school and
secured seven positions.

Tarika Khanna got a Verbal Mention and a
Cash Prize of Rs. 500/- in her committee-Sen-
ate of Rome-44 B.C.

Sheen Banga got a Verbal Mention and Cash
Prize of Rs 500/- in her committee-Organiza-
for the Prohibition of Chemical Weapons.

Yudeep Sinh Gaekwad got a Verbal Mention
and a Cash ! rize of Rs 500/- in his committee-
United Nations Security Council

Anandita Maini got third position (Special
Mention) and a Cash Prize of Rs 1008/- in her
committee-International Court of Justice.

Arindham Bhatia got Second Position and a
Cash Prize of Rs 1500/- in his commttee-Org-
anization tor the Prohibition of Chemical
Weapons.

Avanti Aggarwal got the Best Reporter Award
of International Press.

Jaiveer Singh got the title of Best Delegate of
Proceedings of the whole MUN Conference
and Cash Prize of Rs 2000/- in his committee-
United Nations Security Council.

Other students who participated in this conf-
erence are :- Rhea Bedi, Yakshita Bansal,
Karanveer Kumar, Tushar Garg, Sanaabi and
Aarav Khilnani.

Section II : SPORTS NEWS
HP State Shootirg Championship

HP State Shooting Open Championship was
held at Aradhana Shooting Academy at Robru-HP
from 8th to 10th September.

Twelve girls and nine boys from Sanawar
participated in the championship and bagged six
Bronze, six Silver and nine Gold Medals.

List of Shooters who won the medals are:

Event 1: Open Sight Air Rifle

1. Unnati Swami won two gold medals in junior
and youth age groups.

2. Arjun Brar won one gold medal in junior and
one bronze medal in youth age group.

3. Sheen Banga won two silver medals in youth
and junior age groups.

4 Isha Gupta won one bronze medal in junior age
group

5. Gokul Arora won one bronze medal in junior
age group.

Event 2 : Peep Sight Air Rifle

1. Navya Monga won two silver medals in junior
and youth age groups.

9. Amiteshwar Singh Sidhu won one bronze medal
in youth age group.

Event 3 : Pistol

1. Abheyjeet Singh Sidhu won two gold medals in
junior and youth age group.

2. Dhriti Malik won two gold medals in junior
and yourh age groups.-

3. Aamira Hundal won two silver medals in junior
and youth age groups.

4. Muskaan Suri won two bronze medals in junior
and youth age groups.

Event 4 : 25 Metre .22 Standard Youth Men

1. Abheyjeet Singh Sidhu won one gold medal in
25 meter .22 standard youth men.

Event 5: Trap

i. Abheyjeet Singh Sidhu won one gold in junior
men TRAP event. -

List of other participating shooters :

a. Anshruta Thakur—NGD

b. Bhavica Seth—NGD

¢c. Rhea Bedi—SGD



d. Ria Uppal—SGD

e. Surastie Phutela—HGD

f. Arjun Abluwalia—HBD

g. Aryan Garg—HBD

h. Jaiveer Singh—HBD

i. Sagar Sayal—VBD

j. Suryaveer Singh Kadyan—SBD

Section IIl : O, S, News

OS Reunion

(1) An OS Reunion was organised at the Royal
Yatch Club in Mumbai on 2nd September, 2017.
The Headmaster, Mr. Vinay Pande and OS Presi-
dent Lt. Col J S Chandel attended the same. The
Headmaster spoke about his vision for Sanawar and
the development agenda planned for the school.

(2) Prof. Parveen June Kumar (OS 58 SGD) has
been conferred the prestigious Dames Commander
of the Order of the British Empire (DBE) for ser-
vices to medicine and medical education in June
2017,

The 74-year-old Professor of Medicine and
Education, Bart’s and the London School of Medi-
cine, Queen Mary, Universty of London, is the co-
editor and author of a revolutionary 1989 textbook,
*Kumar and Clark’s Clinical Medicine’, which is
credited with improvements in the education of
medical students, doctors and nurses in  traning
both at home and abroad

Heartiest Congratulations!

(3) Anirudh Singh (OS 93) and Lokinder Singh
Verma (OS 64)

_ Meet Anirudh Singh, the man bchind the
panic/emergency bution on mobiles. Father Lokinder
and Son team have been awarded a global patent,

The Modi government become the first-ever
governmeet in the world to pass a law mandating
the use of technology for women's safety. The
government compelled all mobile manufacturers to
include a ‘panic’ or emergency button on their
handsets, for women safety and prevention of crime,
from Jaunary 1, 2017. This successful lobby, how-
cver, was 16 years in the makng. Anirudh Singh
had been gunning for this cardinal alteration to
mobile phones that could potentially be the differ-
ence between life and death for users since the turn

of the millennium. He has spent this decade and a
half not only perfecting this technology, but also
working on another feature that would take safety
precautions to a whole new level.

Kudos!
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