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Think About It....
We see parts of things, we intuit whole things. We seem to know a great deal on the basis of very

- Iris Murdoch.

EDITORIAL

TheWagtailsarehereagain, indicating
the onset of the winters. The pullovers and
the jackets have replaced the vests and the
shorts. Days have gradually become shorter,
and the chilly winter winds have managed to
keep everyone imdoors at night. Now to get
out of bed in the momings will soon become

an ordeal. This time of the year is always

associated with festivities and a subsequent
change in attitude and looks. Now one can

time everyone wants to look the best.

By the time this issue is out, the
speculation over the tumout of parents and
other guests will be quite clear. The Sports
Dayis one occasion, which everyone has been
really looking forward to. | just hope that
parents and Exies would add to the spirit of
the season by attending it. Due to the
bifurcation of the Founders Day, the
attendance for it seems to have been divided.
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trousers, the tie and the school jacket have
always been synonymous to the ‘Welhamite’.
The look changes the whole atmosphere
around. It is no wonder then, that during this

didraisealot of eyebrows. Now that it has
been given the go-ahead, we look forward to
an exciting Fete. The Exies seemed
dissatisfied with the decision of their not
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being allowed to stay in the school during
Founders, like before. This decision hasclearly
encouraged many of them to keep away from
the Sports Day. Without the involvement of
the Exies, the celebrations will never be the
same. This is one time when the old boys can
reunite and look over the matter of the school
requiring their concem. ltis a time when they
can come back over to their old school and
rekindle old memories; time to evoke flares of
nostalgia; a time to celebrate this foremost
fraternity. The tumout of the Exiesis going to
determine the overall turnover of the
celebration.

Thepreparationsfor the Founders Day
are also in full swing. The usual Founders
Day play will be accompanied by many new
activities that will herald the 1st of December
as the original Founders Day. There is going
to be a musical program, along with the
Investiture Ceremony and also the various
interactive sessions between the parents and
the staff members. We just hope that
everything tums out as expected.

With Mr. Birader paving the path, the
Sports arena seems to be poised to progress in
leaps and bounds in the near future. Some of
the juniors have shown some quality athletic
abilities on the field. These athletes under
such guidance, could well make it to the State
level by the time they come of age. The idea of
nurturing athletes from the grass root level
and grooming them to perfection is slowly but
steadily proving itself worthy. Also with the
much talked about Golden Jubilee Basketball
Tourmament just round the comer, we look
forward tonon stop sportingaction for another
week to come. The tournament of course will
do us all proud with its affiliation with the
AIBF, and the competitiveness of its foreign
participants. [ he tournament is all set to
become the most recognized tournament all
over the sub-continent with more foreign
teams showing willingness to participate in
thecomingyears. Therearealsodistant plans
of sending the Basketball team to Pakistan,
and the Cricket teamto Australia. Itis always
good to see progress. A pity, that my batch
mates and | cannot be a part of this
development.
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The Twelfthies seem all set to get
down to some serious studies after the two
days’ celebrations. The familiar scenes of
studious looking Twelfthies roaming around
with books are again going to resurface. The
popular’unshaven [ook’ along with the shawls
and sleepy eyes would make the month more
picturesque. A slow realization of being an
Exie soon creeps in. As the Boards approach,
a boy automatically shows seriousness
towards one’s academics; one will have to.
However, personally | think the Board giving
batches will be wasting the days after the end
of term examinations. They have got nothing
to do, and would still have to stay back,
whereas the same time could’ve been used
more productively.

Changing lanes to some external
affairs now. Salman Khan seems to be neck
deep in trouble with his recurring antics and
recklessness. A whole new debate has again
sparked off in the media circle about them
being unfair in the treatment of the Salman
Khan case due to his celebrity status. While
the Bollywood Ihdustry is adamant on their
support for the actor, many see the incident in
adifferent light. Lets just hope that justiceis
meted out in a fashion that would suffice
both. The Bollywood industry also saw the
turmning of a new chapter in one of its most
inspiring veteran’s life. The industry along
with its fans, celebrated the 60 birthday of
Amitabh Bachchan the living legend. On this
occasion, his wife Jaya Bachchan also
presented him with a biographical book on
him titled - To Be Or Not To B. An acting
phenomenon unadulterated by age and ages,
Amitabh Bachchan is still very much a
prominent figure in Indian Cinema. On the
occasion, Bachchan in his typical modest
style, declared that even after so many years
he still cannot help but amuse ac his stardom.
Sixty, but many more to go, the legend
continues to inspire.

Bal Thackery, the Shiv Sena supremo
again came in the news following his alleged
remarks during his Dussera speech recently.
This supporter of Hindu fundamentalism,

"suggested formation of Hindu suicide bomb

squads, to assert its dominance over Islam.



These remarks would not only add to
communal disharmony but would also
encourage senseless violence. The VHP has
alsocondemned these alleged remarks saying
that there is no mention over the legitimacy of
such destructive measures in any of the
scriptures. However the government again
seems to have been in a fix over the arrest of
the omnipotent power broker. While Shiv
Sena activists from all over the country
threaten to cause violence if their leader is
arrested, the government awaits judicial
conclusions. They too are on a cautious
footing, seeing that the Senas had the power
to paralyze the whole of Maharashtra for a
forenight the last time such a thing happened.

Hereisaclassiccaseof the system being arm-
twisted into comprising with the likes of a
powerful man. This is where power means
everything.

The eagerly awaited fete across the
road failed to appease once again. Though |
was not present, due to commitments
elsewhere, from what | hear they managed to
doitagain. If playing’Mujhse Dosti Karoge’
was in any way an indication to something,
then they seriously need to reconsider their
social sense. With this | rest my case (the
Lampoonist has done the rest).

Out there in the parameters,
Prayaas.

WELHAM NOW

1. The Soccer Team has returned from the IPSC Soccer Tournament held in Indore.

2. Maroof Ahmed, Surya P. Singh and Asad Sultan have returned from the U-16 Basketball

Nationalsheldin Jallandhar.

3. AVirasatProgram was held onthe 20" of October in the Activity Center based on Rajasthani
folk dance and music. It was well attended.

4. The JuniorInter School Quiz was held onthe 12® of October. Welham Boys stood first.

5. TheBoyshave returned from Germany after attending the Round Square Conference.

6. GangaHouseemerged victoriousin the Inter House Soccer Tournament with Cauvery as the

Runners Up.

7. Thehockey team has left for Shimla to play atournament at the Bishop Cotton School.

Y QB & NEWS

Prashant Kochhar (Ganga batch of 1992) got married to Nidhi on October 21%2002. The entire Welham
community would like to congratulate the newly wed couple, and wish them all the best for their future. May

they have many years ofhappy companionship.
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LAXBEGNN

PALLY

I am not sure when or why they started
calling me that. I had never beforeheard any of my
kinds being called by thatname before. ‘Pally’ is
notusually the type of name that one callsadog by.
But whatever the case maybe, I could nothelpit,
and nor did I want to. Everyone liked to call me
Pally; so be it. Later I found out what the word
meant. Allthankstomy exuberant friendlinessand
thisuncontrollable wagging of my tail, Ihad earned
aname formyself. So there I was, asmall mongrel
born, raised and

are not friendly at all; I don’t even know their
names. The black wolfishone istheir boss. Heis
very territorial. Since the day I picked up a fight
withhimonce, I have to think twice before goingto
thedining hall.

We do not have a very good relationship
with the staff members’ dogs here. In fact we hate
them fortheirattitude. I totally disagree when they
claim theirrightto this school. Accordingtothem
this school belongs to them, and that we are just

street dogs who will

survivinginanall boys be sooner or later
public school withan driven out of here.
ambiguous existence, Now here is one
and amore uncertain RIVENT akua, 7avt domaly instance when all of
future. us unite for a cause

I am not the and fight back. I
only one of my kinds specially hatethatlittle
to find ahome in this H brown Pomeranian.
canine-loving school. <8 His mastertreats him
There are many of us like his own son, and
around. Never before that’swhatrocketshis
inmy lifehadIseenso egosky high. Thatlittle
many people so twerptried to fight it
oblivious to our out with me once. |
existence. Wehaveleft gavehimsuchalicking
our mark ineach and that he used to hide
every corner of the under the car seat
school. Eachofushas wheneverhis master

a certain specific

territory to ourselves. I live near Triveni. Some of
them live around the dinning hall, some near the
Activity Center, and some in the subway. But
personally I think thatin this school Triveni is the
best placetolive in. The best part about living here
isthat, there is no shortage of food. How can there
not be some waste or the other inahostel of 150?
Ilovetodigin theirdustbins; italways has some
grub inside. Usually on tuck shop days, these
dustbinsprovidemeagoodenoughreasontoinvite
my other friends to help me finish the waste. The
otheradvantage about living in Triveniis thatitis
quite near to the dining hall; soevenifsometimel
do not get enough to eat, ] have my option open.
ButIhavetoavoidthosebigdining halldogs. They
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drove past Triveni.
Incidentally, his master did not know what or who
hasbeenterrorizing hisdog since the past couple of
days. I hate Rocky too. Heis oneof the oldest dogs
inschool, but still thinks he’s got what we bitches
want. That dog will never get tired, if you know
whatI mean. Theadjoining ‘basti’ islittered with
black and white street dogs, which owe their
existencetothisevergreen ‘messiahof masculinity’.
If ever arecord is maintained on dog’s fertility
power, hisname will beinthe Hall of Fame. The old
boy was trying his tricks on me too, but luckily for
me ] waswarned before hand. He got the boot, but
he never gives up. I have to avoid the old guy.
Howeverthereisthis Englishteacher of theirswho
comes forawalk along withtwo of hisdogs. The



big one isa German Shepherd, while the otherone
isa Cocker Spanial. I never go near the German
Shepherd. It is hard to make out who is taking
whom for awalk when we see him pulling the old
manaround the field. The terrieristhe most graceful
ofitskind I have seen. Imust confess that I had this
major crush on thatdog. The old manused to get
embarrassed athisdog’s ‘overinvolvement’ with
me. We had a good time together.

There is this female dog in the campus,
whoisjustas popularasIam. Thereisalong story
about how she got her name. Something about a
failed relationship of a senior boy with another girl
inthe school across. They gave herthe name of that
girl because she behavedlike us. Butthat’sanother
story. Letsjustcall her T. she has this bad habit of
landing up atevery important school function. She
is one over pampered bitch! The seniors of this
school treat her like their own pet. So she is the
seniors’ pet; the twelfthies’ pet. Asaresultof which
no one bothers her. She is the most sought after
bitch inthe campus, which of course freak me out.
Infact, sheistoacertainextent responsible for the
sudden appearances of new dogs in the campus
everyday. I hate those good-for-nothing 'indulgent
maniacs who follow her everywhere. Her suitors
always surround her. If Rocky is the messiah of
masculinity, then she isthe goddess of fertility! |
wonder what will happenifever the two meet.

My maternal desires were also fulfilled in
this school. I conceived twice. Now who
impregnated me, I willnotdisclose. Very personal
youknow! The firsttime wasa very bad experience.
Both my pups died moments after their birth.
However the second time I was extra careful. |
chose astudy in Cauvery House formy delivery. |
gave birth to four beautiful pups there. I must say
thateveryone was very understanding and caring.
Eventhe sweepers who were otherwise bad tome
treated me like they would treatamother who has

justdelivered. No one minded my staying there.
They even made it comfortable for me by laying
bed coversand feeding me right there. Howeverat
times I had to leave my new borns and look for
food.Idid notmind the children playing with my
pups. I trusted them, and [ knew that they would
keep them back. Two of my pups were very
popular with them. Asthe pups gotbigger I hadto
shifttothe roombesides the generatorin Triveni. I
was happily raising my pupsthere, when one day
my pups started disappearing one by one.Idon’t
know what happened to them. I searched
everywhere, butin vain. Some tell me thatone of
the sweeperstook them, but I don’tknow for sure.
I was really sad for some days, and searched all
overmadly forthem. Butlater I realized that I am
adog; I can always become a mother sometime
later. So life goes on.

I hearthey are having some fete in school
sometime this week. That’s good news forall of us.
Itis party time for ustoo. There is so much around
to eat, and best of all itis a playground for social
opportunities. [ will getto meetso many new dogs
fromall overthe town. Who knowsI mightend up
in another study in Cauvery House inamonth’s
time? However [ have also overheard that the
school ishiring peopleto getrid ofus. Why dothey
need to? We have become so synonymous to the
life here. Nowcan youimagine this school without
any of usaround? It would be so boring.

If you are reading this anywhere near
Triveni, look up, I will be sitting around somewhere
wagging my tail. Now look at me in awe, and
admire the dog that has managed to find so much
space in the school magazine. Toss me a biscuit

now....

- Killa XTC.

Literary Affairs.

Toyou....

“Jesus take this back from me,
Ican’tuseitanymore.

What canI do, when its not ‘we’
Feelslike...whatamIliving for?”

Ididn’trealize when life turned bitter,
But friends are surely better.

Dealings withthem, life always glitters,
No chains no pinions no fetters.
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Now that life means more thanjust her,
I feel free from being cursed like a—
ThoughImightnotsayit.
Itfeelsjustempty...withouther.

Did she want more?
MorethanIcould give?
MorethanIcould handle...
Butthislife has gottolive.

It wasn’t that [ wasalwaysright,

It wasn’t that you were always wrong.
But from the beginning [ knew...
Something somewhere was surely wrong.

Itook it up...maybe as a task,

Tosort out the differences,
Differencesthatexisted could causejust confusions,
Itcouldgive false pictures, imaginary, illusions.

It wasjustthat our outlook of life wasn’tthe same,
Though I tried to match yours.
Thingsdiffered inthe game.

IgaveallIcould,

Althoughyoualways misunderstood me.

Itried standing at the point where nobody would,
So at least you could see me.

Everything I did, you were behind my mind,
Tomanipulateit...

Embedded deep... so down inside of me, that I
was left with no wit. f

Never to hurt youI had pledged before,
Buthow muchcanI hurt you?
Tellme... howmuchmore?

Thoughin my attempts I tried to be same,
Waited for ecstasy torain
Forgettheecstasy...only bouldersrolled down.
I was stranded like a stranger,

Inthecircus likeaclown,

There had to be something wrong with me too,
Not to be accepted, accepted by you.

ThoughIloved youmore thanIcould,

Hurting you was far beyond doubt.
Ididn’timagine that you would leave me stranded,
Make me feel like alout.

Anything I ever wanted wasyou.

Cause I knew people like you were a very few,
Yes very new people that I am sure peoplelike you
are justa few,

I thank god for producing people that are new.

Now that I look back at what I had done before,
I call myselfreaper of what L had sown before.

That’s what we don’t understand,

Mankind loosesits brain,

When opportunities come we say that they arein
vain.

Anangle had trodden once into my ways,

All thatI required she gaveit-making my days.
Being theusual me I refused to see,

What holy Jesus had bestowed upon me,

Hurting her deep...leavingascar,

I did move on a bit too far,

Though she isnow adistant start,
AllThaveisrespect for that divine power.

Irespect youtoo for showing melife,
Look up to you for saving me from strife’s.
Living with youwas dangerous,
ButatleastIlearnttolive onaknife.

[ knowithurts, hurtsreal bad, hurts like abullet,
Killsyou... turns youmad.

Only experience teaches youtolive,
Loveandbeinglovedinreturn,

Learnhowto give.

NowthatI have lived in abondmans haze,
Livingandruling asaking isat whatI gaze,
Under nobody’s oppression will I live,
YetIwillgive herall Icangive,

That’s all I can do — learning to stand-alone will
takeme sometime,

Iam sure that friends will help in during this time.

-STRANGER.
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Cybernetic Medley.

Cyborg: A person whose physical abilities are extended beyond normal

human limitations by machine technology (as yet undeveloped).

A term

coined out of two terms - Cyber and Organism.
' Source: Concise Oxford Dictionary (1995)

October 1998, Marcello Truzzi, afellow psychic
researcher and entertainer, informs, that Kevin
Warwick, Professor of Cyberneticsat Reading
University, has had a chipimplanted in hisarm
that automatically switches on computers and
lightsin hislaboratory. Itis hoped that devices
like this could eventually allow telepathic
communications.

September 1999, Marcello updates us with the
news that the British scientists are working on
“telepathy chips™ able to transmitemotions, pain
and physical movement impulses between two
people. Ifsuccessful, they will allow humans to
sense each other’s emotions and communicate
by thoughtalone. Kevin Warwick volunteers to
become the firsthuman totest the telepathy chip.
He plansto implantin hisbody the first chiptobe
wired toahuman nervous system.

Sofar cyborgsexisted only in Sci-filiterature like
“The Terminal Man” (Michael Crichton) and
films like “Star Wars” and “Matrix”. Eventhe
Concise Oxford Dictionary calls it “as yet
undeveloped”.

March 2002, Prof. Warwick makes history. He
becomes the world’s first cyborg, when a
miniature computer isimplanted into the main
nerve canal of his arm. The surgery takes two
hours. Surgeonsimplantasilicon square into an
incision in his left wrist and hammer its 100
electrodesintoamediannerve. A wire fromthe
implantisconnectedtoatransmitting device built
intoa gauntlet, straight out ofasci-fimovie. With
thissetup, Kevinis able to perform ‘miracles’ of
the Cyberage.

October 16,2002, Prof. Kevin Warwick visits
New Delhi, todeliveranillustrated talk toa group
ofinvitees—students, teachers, computer scientists

and media persons. My family was lucky to be
present at this event. The interesting talk was
supplemented with video clippings, slidesrelating
todifferent stagesofthe project, display of someof
the actual gizmos used, and an entertaining demo
withrobots.

Anexpertinthe field of Artificial Intelligence, the
professor talked about and demonstrated robots
thatnot only leamnt from theirexperiences, but were
also capable of ‘educating’ other robots, even
through the Internet. These robots could take
collective decisions. They were capable of meet-
inganunexpected situation encountered by them.
Inother words, they displayed ‘intelligence’.

Prof. Kevin showed a couple of robots, one of
which was programmed to avoid crashing into an
obstacle while the other could ‘learn’ the same skill
by experiences. Obstacles were placed in an
enclosure where the latter was ‘performing’. A
boy was asked to stand anywhere to cause ob-
structions forthe robot. Afteran initial bump with
the wall, this robot was able to negotiate its way
smoothly throughall the obstacles. Recountingan
earlier labexperiment, Prof. Kevin said that once
when several children were sentto cause obstacles
for a similar robot, the ‘thinking’ robot got so
confused and disturbed that it literally committed
‘roboticsuicide’.

Inoneofthisinitial experiments Professor Warwick
sent nerve signals to acomputer by raising his
hand in mid-air, say, toswitchalighton. Thenhe
successfully tried to reverse the process by
receiving signals fromthe computer that stimulated
his arm into making movements. This opens
possibility of providing a way for differently
abled people to learn from normal persons the
nerve impulses needed to improve control of
limbs.
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Arobothand imitated the movements that Kevin
made with his hand. (This was also replicated
over long distance, with himinthe USA and the
robothand back home in England).

As he made virtual coffee in a virtual coffee
maker, areal coffee maker in his labresponded
by making real coffee for him.

Kevin’s wife Irena had also participated in the
project. Together they became the first married
couple toexperience nervous-system-to-nervous-
system communication.

Experiments insurgical implants of chipsinliving
beings, likethishad earlier been carried out only on
catsandmonkeys. Signals fromsuchimplantscan

he or she does not have.
Wheredoesall thisleadto? Speculationsinclude:

§ Acardrivenbythoughtsalone. Thinkleft,turn
left. A boon formany.

§ Downloadinthe brain, theknowledgethatone
never acquired. A dream come true for stu-
dents.

§ Possible cures for diseases like Parkinson’s
andepilepsy using thistechnology.

§ Downloading anultrasonic sense, like thatofa
bat, to enable the blind to ‘see’.

§ Transmitting signals from one person’s ner-
vous systemto another, an ability to communi-
cateby thought signalsalone.

helpencode feelings like pain, shock, embarrass- What a wonder !

mentetc. Linking the nervous system to technol-

ogy in this way, opens up possibilities of ‘upgrad- ,

ing’ the human body, giving a personabilities that -Sameer Upadhyay
Uncomfortably Numb.

Whenthe sequence of sophisticated lighting
was displayed, the crowd erupted like a volcano,
disgorging cheersand shouts.

Alan, was one of the many present. He
wasan English teenager—atypical one—insecure,
rebellious and malleable. He was swayed and
influenced by the hippies. Drugs, alcohol, tobacco
and ecstasies were a part of his life. Being an
orphan, abused by the fosters and deluded by
friends, were the factors thattook himastray. He
had a younger sister, Elena, who he loved more
than his lifeand Diana his girlfriend.

Elena, had recently becomeavictim ofher
foster parent’s drunkenness. He had beaten her
severely. The bruises served as a record of the
incident. As they lived in a corrupt part of the
country, it was futile to report the matter to the
police. Enraged, Alan had smashed hisbike. Alan
and his sister had left the house and had been
staying with Cameron since. The thought of that
day only angered him and he sought comfort in
drugs. Roger Waters came on the stage and gave
amaudlin speech on the departure of Syd Barrett,
Pink Floyd’s former member. Almosteveryone in
the hall wasladen withnarcoticsready forthe band
tounleashthe psychedelic tunes.
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A moment later, absurd sounds came out
of the speakers, the show had begun. Alantook a
doseand slow music got him going. The drug took
effectalmostinstantly. The musicandlightscreated
hallucinations in his mind. The vocals sounded
crazy asifthey were humming and echoing all at the
same time. Distorted images of his parents’ death
appeared.

He was twelve then. Thatnight his parent’s
car collided with another car when they were
returning from a party. He was shocked when the
hospital called him. It was unbelievable, and he
didn’tknowhowtoreact. Herushed to the hospital
with his baby sister. His parents’ condition was
critical. They were suffering from multiple fractures
and blood loss. Alan could do nothing butcry and
try to console hissister thattheir parents were going
to be all right, but they did not make it. Alan was
devastated, he was very young to suffer suchaloss
and now to bear the responsibility of his sister too.
They got ahome but not the love of their parents
they usedto.

Back inthe concert the crowd was going
insane, swinging with the music he took dose after
doseafter whichhe wentout ofhismind. He started
staggering and his eyelids became heavy. The



feeling of numbness swept through hisbody. The
music became wilder and wilder, it hit himin his
head.

The thoughtof'this foster parent, made him
mad. The way he mistreated and abused his sister
was too much for him to handle. He couldn’t not
resist the temptation of the narcotic, and took
another one. His friends Jack and Kane, were
speechless. For someone as young as Alan the
amount of narcotics he had consumed was too
much. They tried to stop him but it was pointless.
The music was very loud, and various colored laser
lights swept the hall randomly and Alanwasina
trance. Allhe concentrated was onthehallucinations
and the thoughts of his sister and the scene at the
hospital.

The music became mind bending and he
had totake another dose. He started moving likea
maniac. He felt giddy and went round and round.

People around him appeared tomerge, the lights
seemed to form extraordinary images, and the
music sounded as if someone was scratching a
metal board. His friends tried to geta hold of him,
butthey couldn’t. the showwasnearing itsend. He
collapsed but the people around him were in a
hypnotic state and no one cared, he looked up and
it seemed to him that he wasina pit.

He knew that his end was near. He saw
images ofhis girlfriend and his sister. He wanted to
embrace them for one last time and wished they
were there. He was so high thathe couldn’tcome
down. Thenhe saw hislife passby acrosshiseyes;
how he grew up, fishing trips with his father,
roaming around with his mother and playing with
his friends. The concertoflife was over.

-Animesh Pant.
Class XI.

An Ode to Love....

[ could not have asked foranything more.
Whatever | have wanted, [ have got. Generally one
cannothave bothknowledge and love at the same
time but I am one ofthe very few lucky onestohave
gotboth.

It all started in class XI, when I went to
Welham Girlsto hear adebate. It was there  saw
her, I forgot who I was and am a changed person
since. I was never into girls but after seeing this
beautiful celestial creature my heart started beating
twice its pace. [ knew I had fallen for her; I could
notevenspeak to her, leave apart telling her what
Ifelt.

Days passed onand I stared admiring her
more than ever. My XII had begun and in my
holidaysIhad gotlotoflectures frommy parents
to study and not to fool around with my career.
Whenever I opened my book I only saw her, she
was omnipresent, I felt her presence inmy room, in
class, during the outings, in the walls, inthe gardens
and last butnot the least inmy heart.

Thedays passed and finally my lasttermin
school had come, it was at the starting of term that

I'made aresolution to win her heart and to study
hard. The term stared on a happy note with me
doing very well inmy studies. Withina week I was
askedto participateinajoint productionevent with
the Welham Girls School.

[ took up the opportunity as if it was a
heaven sent chance and I grabbed it with both
hands. The practice sessions started, I could see
herevery nowand then, I still had to find courage
tospeak to her. My work was made easy whenmy
counterpartin the play became very friendly to me
and started sharing all her feelings withme. Onthe
final day of the event she asked me, whomI liked
and [ told her the name.

Two days later I went to Welham Girls
School and noticed that she was staring at me,
when suddenly two girls come up to me and told
me, “you like her na. Shall we call her?” I didn’t
know whathad happened. Still [ knew it was now
or never so I said yes!

That very day I talked to her for 2 hours
and can term it as one of the best days of my life.
JustwhenIhad thoughtI goteverything, I got my
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dads letter also, which had stated that my teachers
said thatI was love sick, and that  was becoming
irregular withmy work. The last lines of the letter
were “loveisthebest feeling, butitisinyour hands
to chose your father or yourlove.”

This was the hardest time of my life. The
courtship period was for 4 months and I sacrificed
my love formy father. [ concentrated onmy studies
and worked really hard, and gave my board exams

withconfidence.

Now for the end result, today is the 25% of
May 2003 and am enjoying myselfin London as
a student, and two things which I would like to
mentionare thatonmy desk lies amark sheet that
whichsaysI secured 93% inmy XII examsand the
last thingisthat] am sharing thisroomwithmy love.
Ireally could nothave asked formore!

-Depressed soul

The most important part of your body.

Peterhad a very caring mom and a father
who was his idol. His father, from a small time
sales man was now the most successful
businessmaninthe state ofIllinois. Hismother was
ahousewife. She was very compassionate and
gave her son any and everything he asked for.
Peternever felt that something was lacking in his
life. His grandfather, well, you can say, was as
wise asanowl or maybe even wiser. Peter would
sitdown with his grandfather who would tell him
tales just like the ones Buddha would tell his
disciplesto enlightenthem. His grandmother was
justlike any other grandma, who would besides
telling him bedside stories, take himto parks, fairs
etc. Peter, his parents and grandparents were a
big happy family. The day Peter was 5 years old
hismother asked him, “Peter do you know which
is the most important part of your body?” Peter
thought forawhileand replied, “Youreyes.” To
which his mother replied, “Why, have you not
seen peopleliving pretty normal lives even without
eyesight?” Saying so she left.

The next year, on his birthday again his
motherasked himthe same question, “Whichisthe
most important part of your body?” Peter again
thought foramoment andreplied, “Yourears,’to
which hismother wisely said, “ Why, have younot
seen people live pretty normal lives even though
they are deaf?” Saying this she left Peter thinking.

On Peters seventh birthday this mother
asked him the same question again, and Peter now
replied, “Yourbrain,” to which his motherreplied,
“Youknow Peter, your answers are getting mature
by the year, buthow can you forget Mr. Williams
who was shotinthe headand nowisliving withonly
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apartofhisbrain.”

Peter began to think that this was justa
game but he was about to learn a very important
lessoninlife. Every year his mother asked him the
sameold question, and Peter year after year would
become more and more curious when his mother
wouldjustleave him, without telling him the answer.
Peter began to get more and more impatience to
hear the answer but his mother would never tell
him, she would say, “Peter, I'll tell you when the
right time comes.”

Peter is now 15 years old, and a wiser
person. Last year Peter’s grandfather died, the
whole house was inremorse. Peter sadly put this
head onhismother’sshouldersand started weeping.
His mother wiped his tears and asked her son,
“Peter, now do you know which is the most
important part of your body?” Peter by now had
become totally confused, he had always thought of
the question to be a game between he and his
mother. Wiping his tears, he asked his mother,
“Mother, why are youasking me thisquestionat
such atime of grief? Was this not supposed to be
agame betweenus?”

“Son,” replied hismother, “thisis the perfect
timel canfind to tell you theanswer to the question.
Peter the most important part of your body is the
shoulder. The shoulderactsasa friend toanyone
intime of grief, the shoulder supports people when
inneed like this, even when you hug a person you
rest your chin on the person’s shoulders. The
shoulderisthe only partinthe body, whichis not
selfish, so you see Peter the most important part of
the body hasto be sucha part, which helps others
inneed, as well ashelping youtoo. Theeyes and



earsonly helpone person, whichisyou. Whilstthe
shoulders can fulfill the needs of all the people
aroundyouincluding yourselftoo.” Peter thought
of this foramoment, and again puthishead on his

mother’s shoulders for solace, and soon was fast
asleep.

-Shaunak Valame.

Class - X.

No Man’s Land.

A strangerina strange mans world,

And that’s the way I feel.

Youdon’tknow howit feels

When you watch the day turn into night
Andnightintoday.

Lay your back to the wall,

Lostinyour dreams,

When suddenly realizationstrikes,

He pretend to be present among others
Butactually trying hard,

Finding yetanotherremedy to escape reality.
While walking down the road,

With the head turned down,

Catchaglimpse at the man walking beside you,
Quickly turning your face away,

Thinking “he was staring at you”

But when actually turning yourhead up

It seems asifthe whole world s staring.

Then the scare comes in, you look for a place,
A place where you canhide, avoid faces

And people and their staring at you.

But youhave nowhereto go.
It’sawonderful feeling to lie back,
Youreyes fixed - staring into time.
Minutesand hours go by,
Andyouarestilllostinyourdreams.
Dreams that will take yousso far,

And show yousomuch,

That reality feels like anillusion.

The dreamland is your world

And youdon’t want to come out of it now.
Andintimesoflow

Things driftaway evenmore.

You see things happen —as the dead would
Notknowingly what happened

Not even bothered to do so.

Thingshave come and gone

Butthe dreams continue.

-Abhishek Singh
Class - XII

THOUGHTS

Figments of an Atheists Imagination.

Before you start slamming me for being
pro-Christian and anti-Hindu or something of that
sort, letme quickly clarify my stand. Yes, youare
partially right. Iam anti-Hinduto acertainextent.
But I am also anti-Christian, anti-Muslim, anti-
Sikh, anti-this-religion, anti-that-religionetc. That’s
right,lam againstall religionsthat existtoday (the
factthatI might noteven be aware of the existence
ofalot of religions out there shouldn’t be surpris-

ing).

Letmestateitbluntly. equatereligion with
faithinGod...and whenIdon’tbelieve in God itself,

why should I believe inany religion?

Icanhearyousay “OK...All thisis fine, but
what’s the point you’re trying to make? Can you
cuttothe chase please?”

Well, the pointof thisarticleisreally simple.
After a few ups and a lot of downs, I kind of
stumbled upon this path. When I reminisce about
my faithorrather the lack ofit, I thought I would
take astatuscheck...makealistof pro’sandcon’s
and see where it is that I stand.

Imeanbeingatheist alsoimpliesthatlam
(1)



rational about such things, right? So I thought I
would goahead and listthe ‘pluses and minuses’ of
being anatheistifyou will. The things onthe list
might not necessarily be in the order of (in) signifi-
cance though...

Sohere goesmy list:
ThePros:

1. Destiny/Faith: Being anatheist,Inolongerhave
the luxury of believing in some super-natural power
and its control over my pre-determined life. [ now
truly believe that] have no destiny whatsoever and
thatI have the ultimate power over my existence.
Tryit,it’'sanamazing feeling.

2. Superstition/Astrology: I can’t be superstitious
any more. A superstitious atheistisoxymoronisn’t
he? So [ guess that means good-bye lucky shoes.
The same goes for astrology, numerology and all
the numerousother ‘predictive sciences’. The only
thing I can now believe in is probability and it
works.

3. Rational thinking: [ can rationalize and think
through otherwise complex situations.Iam sure |
couldevensolve burning everlasting national issues
like the Babri-Masjid dispute innotime. Raze the
whole area. Decimate the problemiitself.

4. Tick-tock-tick-tock: I save (in) valuable time
every day (from 15 minutes to 1/2 anhour). You
see | don’t have to pray. I don’t have to pay my
respects to the almighty one. Boy, doesthat give
me anextra fifteen minutesin bed everyday. That
might not seem like much to you, buthey fifteen
minutesis fifteen minutesand  would rather have
itthannothaveit!

5.Rs/$$: Isavealotofmoney sincel don’thave
to donate out money at places of worship. OK, I
am a cheapskate, but hey at least [ am upfront
aboutit. I save evenmore money since Idon’thave
tobuy any special offeringsto God during religious
festivals. Man,am I lowering the bar for ‘kanjoosi’
or what. We all know what happens to the money
anyway don’t we; we all know whose pocket it
goesinto

6. Save theearth: I scoreafew brownie points with

the environmentalists t0o... since I wouldn’t be
immersing toxic idols in lakes or for that matter
blasting offreligious songsonloudspeakerseither.
Don’tforgetlighting incense sticks (I hatethe smell
anyway) and fragrant candles which seemsto be
hotthese days (Punn Intended!!)

The cons:

1.Intimeoftrouble...: The biggestloss I have felt
is not having some powerful-unknown-force to
turnto intimes of trouble. It used to be comforting
to turn to God when I had problems and needed
consolation. Now that I am an atheist...nah nah,
you can’thave itboth ways boy. You are on your
ownnow. Intime oftrouble, the Lord shallnotbe
withme!

2.(In) sanity: Lack of faith/belief can be extremely
un-nerving intoday’s bizarre times. I mean, read
the newspapers, watch television and all the hap-
penings in this world and tell me if any sane and
rational person canremainso? Itistoughto survive
withabeliefin some almighty, omnipresent force.
Itseventougher without it, believe me. Anyway,
the point wastrying to make wasthat attimes you
mightthink youare going insane. By the way,[am

3. Religious festivals: OK, I know I am being a
hypocrite here, but I do love the food that gets
prepared during themillion odd religious festivals
every year. [ love all those delicacies that are
prepared and offered to God (and then to the
devotees!!!). Youkind of geta guilty feeling when
you partake in all the good food while not having
any faith in the reasonbehind it. Ohdon’tforget the
discounts at the market. I save money at the
expense of the dude whoIdon’tevenbelieve in!

4. Blasphemy: Now this is one hell of an (Punn
Intended!!!) area where I feel atheistsare ataloss.
Beinganatheist, youarealmostdeprivedofcertain
colorful expressions. Whatever happens to
expressions like“Bloody hell” and “Goddamned”
How canyoublaspheme whenyoudon’tbelieve in
God?No more cussing, no more swearing. Mind
your language, Sir. I do try torestrainmyself from
religiouscussing...Ireallydo!!

'What if it is true, what if there isnt a god....'
-Woody Allen
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TREES OF WELHAM

The trees of the Welham campus, are not
mere trees. These trees are of great importance to
us, Welhamites. These treesdo affect ourupbringing
onthe campus and tend to shape our future. Many
have admired these trees and quite a few draw
inspiration from them. The minstrels in many
Welhamites have inclined their artto dedicating
their poems to the various trees, whichmay have
affected theirlives.

Our campusis home tomany trees. Well,
we can say that we are proud to have an orchard
ina32 acre school and that we have leased it out.
We are proud to say that we have always been
nature freaksand havealways worked towards the
maintenance of certain environmental standards.
We can boast on having a variety of treestoo. On
the campus, onecan see trees such as, Casuarinas,
Jarul, Jacaranda, Eucalyptus, Camphor, Neem,
Ashoka, Silver Oak, Silver Oak, Silver Oak, and
uummmmm. ... SilverOak etc.

Here at Welham value education is
administered ineach and every student from the
junior school, the long journey of value education
begins. Itisbroughtin practice in the senior school,
where one has to frequently do the chore of litter
picking. This chore was introduced afewyearsago
and at thattime, we bickered alot. Well! Now we
justhappily groanitaway, though ones back does
hurt. One istaught the economical and environmental
valuesoftrees. Here at Welham we experience the
processof soil degradation. Our geography teacher
told usinclassoneday, jokingly, thathe was going
togiveateaand coffee party inthe main field, when
it rains. The thing remains that here at Welham the
true utility of trees is brought forward.

Trees are good source of competition.
Before, the marching takes place and after the
whistleisblown, many students gatheraround this
Jarul tree whose branch is protruding. Here the
pull-upscontest takes place. Inourjuves we would
jump up to catch hold of that branch. But none
would be successful. The tree is situated in the
silver oak walk. The walk gets its name from the
numeroustall, thick trunked Silver Oaks, Greviella
Robustas. Our favorite time pass was “wood

touch” in middle school. Inquisition, led to us
squashing, few gooey yellow blooded bugsonthe
silver oak in junior school. In senior we use the
same trees, for shelter when running to join the
dinner lines after the bell had rang.

During punishments if one hand — leg
verticals weren’t enoughto wearone outthen, he
would be asked to interlock his hand onthe trees
branch and hang. Thistree isthe Kapurtree, which
flanks the two and entries to the peacock stage.
That tree is a legend on its own. The tree is a
prospective place to hide cash. The pine tree, next
to the open-air stage with the bent trunk, was used
asaninstrumentof sadism. Boyswould runup the
trunk as swiftly and agilely as possible and tried to
put their foot furthest up the trunk. Few were
successful the rest kept on watching and the half
way up dudes were in the hospital.

Thelitchiorchard. Nowyouwon’tfindan
average Welhamite running around alitchi tree.
But, you surely would view a Welhamite climbing
upabranchand like aconnoisseur pick the not so
juicy yet sour, green and prickly litchis. Then,
courteousasever offeritto classmates who would
shout at him after contracting amoebic dysentery
on having the sour litchis. The same is with the
mangoes (ambia). Please, do try theambias, which
are close to the carpentry, they are a delicacy.
Once ina while, the boy gets abunch of good ones
but instead of getting a pat on the back for the job,
he is sent back to get more.

Theschoolhas surely developed alot. No
matter what all mishaps or inventions may have
happened aroundit, it shall remain in the pages of
Welham history and shall go down the memory
lane for having sacrificed their lives for the
development of the school. The Ashoka tree in
front of Triveni and Narmada, Rispana, fromtime
havebeensaving the livesof Welhamites. Asbeing
the hindrance to the windborne natural disasters.
Fewofthe big ones were shotdown. 1 millisecond
of'silence intheir honor, please. They have always
been on the path of development and have
foresighted a great vision for the school. They
forecasted just as the motto says, so, the trees of
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the old sand pit were chopped off for erecting the
palatial pavilion, they were fell again when the
subway was being constructed. The two tree
stumps, one near the entrance of the subway from
the classes block. The other one is the one on the
entrance from the hostels, for them TRIP (trees
restinpeace)

Hah! What ever we do or shall do or had done,

around thetree it shall alwaysstick around in our
minds. Thetree is yoursoul mate, ifyoudon’thave
a wife; trees are a part of the Welhamites life.

- Take care of your shrubkins
Pranab Shrestha
Class- XI

I don’t know what to call this ....

Well I am back from across the “LOC”
and I have survived.... believe it. The situation
was pretty muchasitwaslast year, except thatthe
jam session didn’thave acorny name. Thistime
instead ofmain “nikhala gaddi leke” it was “aaj ke
ladke I tell you, itne lalloo what to do....!!!” I
don’tknow howto put thisinany other way, but
I was bored, the DJ didn’t have a clue about
mixingmusicand his CD playercouldn’tplay half
the CDs. The girls however seemed to be lostin
adeep trance of undanceable songs. Oblivious,
halfthe Welham boys crowd sitting on the side,
waiting for a good track to dance to. However
when we were up dancing it was all eyes on us.
Freedom of expression was the motto that day
and everyone exercised it like never before. But
that was just that one odd dancing song. There
were incidents where all of us would throwup our

handsintheairand “hittheair.” Only torealize that
itdidn’tquite suit themusic. Whoseintro sounded
completely techno.

I believe that, we guys are stuck between
the devil and the deep blue sea. The girls were
nearly going crazy with their item songs playing. [
amnotsaying thatisuncool. ... lamsayingthatit’s
really uncool. If we had gone crazy dancing with
themitwould have beenintheirmusically oriented
voice, “man these guys are so badly behaved.”
Whenwedidn’tdance totheir “aajkeladke. ... then
we were told by them that we were boring! What
should aguy do?

Notto longafter youread this, “Temple of
Sound” will beopen and I guarantee, that it will not
be quite as bad. Be there or be nowhere!

-Witch Doctor.

Nature’s Diary.

Firstit was the turn of the dinosaurs. Then
came the turn of the dodo followed by the
innumerable other species of animals. Now the
questions remains, whose next?

Who isnextinthe line of extinction?Isit
going to bethe giant panda thatnumberlessthana
thousand? Is it the rhinoceros that has been
mercilessly slaughtered for its horns or is it the
mighty tigerthatgetskilledeveryday foritspriceless
skin?

Now lets forget all these animals fora few
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minutes. Have agood look at us! How close are we
toextinction?

Itmay sound abit weird at first, butlets get
abit practical. We are very much on the verge of
extinction, it might be slow, but it will take place. It
might not be the typical shoot and kill method we
used on the other helpless animals, but slowly and
steadily its taking place.

Many reasons can be placed for this. Due
to the current social and economic and political
reality of the world, mounting religious



fundamentalism in some countries, in some
countries, thwarted nationalistic goalsin others,
economic deprivation in many, and, in the
industrialized west. The increased desperation of
violentfarright groups whose agendahas stalledin
an error of increased globalization, this all can
undoubtedly lead to our downfall, the down fall of
the humanrace.

Allofthis combined with aids, famineand
terrorismmakesthe situationso critical. Many ofus
also believe in events like meteors smashing the
earthorwhen thegods shall dashdown their wrath,
annihilating the entire world. This allmay sound

ridiculousbutthe factremainsthatsuch can happen.

Another factorcan be the threat of nuclear
war. Many may question if such will take place due
to the invention of UN or peace treaties being
signed, sorry! Itis nota questionof whether or not
it will take place, but when it will take place.

With all these thoughts to mess up your
mind, I leave you with a few lines from William
Wordsworth, “have I not reason to lament, what
manhasmade of man.”

- Samridha Rana
Class -X.

RINGSIDE  VIEW.

It’sbeen almost ayear since I took up the
reinsasthe ringside view correspondentand time
has flown by quickly. Itjustlooks as IfThad just
taken this job since a few days back, and as this
stint nears the end, a brief recap of the whole
sporting year would be the best idea.

Basketball this year has been highly
successful. The team won the District Council
Trophy last year in December, and kept up the
good form this year by reaching the semi finals of
the Afzal Khan tournament at the Doon School and
the Win Mumby Memorial tournament held atthe
Woodstock School, Mussoorie. We won our very
own Golden Jubilee tournament after a gap of 5
years. Being the member of the winning team it
really did feel great in bringing the trophy back
home. Also we were runners up at the All India
Inter Public School basketball tournament, held at
Mayo College, Ajmer. We had the final match
against DPS RKP, in our hands, but some silly
mistakes lost usthe coveted trophy. Individually
Abhishek Singh and your humble correspondent
were chosentorepresent the Uttaranchal under 18
teamat theNational Championship,at Goain May.
Notto be left behind the juniors replicated the feat
with Maroof Ahmed, Asad Sultan and Surya
Badhuriarepresenting the under 16 Uttaranchal
basketball team. They have just returned back
from Punjab.

The basketball team deservesa paton the
back for working hard and keeping the school’s

flag flying high. Cricket season had aslow start with
the rain gods washing out the first few days of the
season, and with an uneven and a dusty field to
practice on the team’s problemsjust got worse. In
the last halfwe did manage to play some matches
and the team did quite well. The Inter House
cricket cup was won by Krishna, after beating
Gangaby 10 runs.

Cricket was followed by hockey. The
school played with anunder strength squad, and
incredibly enoughreached the semi finals of both
the tournaments i.e. the Councils and the Oak
Grove. Krishnahouse wonagain beating Gangain
the finalsina penalty shootout.

Soccer season has just ended. The team
did considerably well and recently returned from
the Daly College, Indore, as the IPSC soccer
tournament was being held there. The teammissing
5 regular starting line up players due to other
commitments, did better thanexpected. We lost 2-
1to Tashi Namgyal Academy, Gangtok (Baichung
Bhutia’s former school). It was a fabulous
performance seeing the opponent’s reputation.
They have been winners of the cup whenever they
had participated. We were the only team to score
against them in the whole tournament. They
eventually went up to win the cup. In the other
matches we drew with Scindiaand lostto Daly 1-
0. Wealso participated in the RIMC cup and the
Council’s soccer tournament, bowing out in the
preliminary rounds both the times. Back in the
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school Gangaeventually did manage to wina final,
breaking the jinx. It won the soccer Inter House
beating Cauvery in a penalty shoot out after the
score was tied at 1-1. Also 4 of our boys were
chosen to represent Uttaranchal in the regional
athleticmeet. Tenzin led theteam toMeerutunder
the guidance of Mr.Biradar. Though they did not
winany event, itis a great accomplishment forour
buddingathletes.

international level. Lets justhope this form keeps
rollingtill next year’s World Cup in South Africa.
In Formula 1, Michael Schumacher
stamped his authority yet again. The won the
driver’schampionshipmid way through the season
and dominated nearly all the races, other drivers
were just not good enough. No other sportsman
has dominated a sport this year as he has.
I couldn’t

This year
table tennis and
badminton gained
momentum with new
coaches getting
appointed. These
sports were mostly
ignored and to see
people excelling in

ALL Reupnex,

possibly forget the
soccer World Cup,
couldI? The greatest
showinearthkicked
offinJune. WithBrazil
emerging winners for
the 5" time. Ronaldo
won the golden boot
by scoring 8 goals in

these fieldswill surely the tournament and
inspire othersto pick has since joined the
itup. Spanish giants Real
Movingtothe Madrid. Countries
internationallevel. The like Senegal, Turkey,
Indiancricketteamis South Korea and
ontheroll. They have Japan were a
been in a good form revelation.
through out the year. India had

They beating Zimbabwe comfortably inMarchand
then had a fabulous England tour. In the ICC
Champions Trophy they looked solid and were
joint winners and now they are whipping West
Indiesand have takenan impassible 2-0lead in the
testseries. Ganguly needs just another test win to
become the most successful test captain and
Shewag, Yuvraj, and Khaif are proving to be
exciting young players, as Siddhu says, “young

their best Commonwealth Games performance at
Manchester. We came in third, beating power
houses like Canada, South Africawithatally of 74
medals, but the Asian Games were a bit of a
disappointment with India finishing 8%.

Whew!Iam finally relievedafter anhour of
extensive brain cracking. Hope I didn’t forget
anything, enjoy the weekend all of you.

shoulders, mature heads.” They certainly have -Underneath now,
matured in no time and look well set at the Aa.
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