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THINK ABOUT IT
We recognize that flattery is poison,
but its perfume intoxicates us.
- Marquis De La Grange
EDITORIAL So was Ritesh's.

Another year has
passed .and so has
another batch of class
XIl. Their absence will
be felt by one and all.
They are now part of
history.

| stayed with them
for a whole year. Be-

The way he talked
brightened up the
whole day. We shall
always remember his
sarcastic comments
and also his laugh.

If 1 write about
each person in the
same way, it will fill
up volumes.

fore entering P.H., |
had been ready for a

| take this oppor-
tunity to voice the feel-

tough time and for
seniors who were bullies. But they changed my
thinking. They changed my way of looking at life
and P.H. They changed it all.

A day without Anurag’'s pranks was a day
without the sun. I'll miss him bursting eggs on
my head or wetting me. His unique laugh will
echo in the dormitories of P.H. for a long, long
time to come.

The long talks | had with Varun are now a
thing of the past. Yet they will remain evergreen
in my memory. They pulled me up, when | fet
low. They brightened my whole day.

Here | must say that | speak for my whole
class. Thus, | substitute the word ‘we’ for 'I'.

Ranjeet’s hilarious imitation of teachers and
his recounting of past experiences was one of
the best things about P.H. It always made your
day. His sense of humour was ‘in a style of its
own'.

ings of class X| about
an incident that took place on the Xli-ths last
day in school. The depression prevailing over
P.H. caused by the Xli-ths leaving was further
deepened by the fact that the Xlith was not
given what it deserved, the farewell feast. After
spending 12 long years here at Welham that
was one thing that would have made them say
‘Yes, this was our home, our school, and will
always remain so’. No matter what they did, the
feast was one thing they had looked foward to
since they joined school. Depression changed
into disappointment and distaste. That should

not have happened for it made them feel like
outcasts.

The day they left, we all cried. We cried our
hearts out. It is going to be very awkward in
P.H. for someiime with our guiding lights miss-
ing. But then life must go on.

- Varun Sood



Welham Now!

Mr. R. Oberoi got married in February. We regret the delay in announcing it. Conragulations and
best wishes to him and his wife. His wife, Mrs. P. Oberoi, has joined as a Hindi teacher.

. Dr. Saxena has been appointed teacher-in-charge of the senior school.

Mr. D.K. Jain has rejoined as a permanent staff member of the Computer Department.

Names of House Captains were announced :

Krishna - Rajveer Singh
Ganga - Munish Suri

Cauvery - Manav Khullar
Jamuna - Dhruv Sehgal.

Ganga bagged the Inter-House Cricket (Jr.) Trophy. Cauvery lifted the trophy in the senior
section.

Work on the multi-purpose hall is in full swing.

The Gardening Club held an exhibition-cum-sale on 15th March. Tulips from Holland and daffodils
were the star attractions.
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Literary Affairs of Welham

Boris Becker

Boris becker sent an ace
which went right on Chang's face.

Chang was injured in the eye
And soon began to cry.

Boris came up and said, “Sorry”.

Don't harshly condemn me
For what I'm not as yet,
Don't crucify me

Without being tried

| never cheated,

Soon came a lorry with a red cross.

The Doctor came out and began to
shout, “Where's injured Chang?”

Doctor gave him some tablets and
covered his eye so that it stopped bleeding.

Chang shouted, “I'm better,
I will surely beat Boris Becker.”

But for Chang it was difficult
For Becker started his aces
This time with full force.
And Chang soon lost the match.
- Vivaan Menezes VA

- - -

GROWING UP -

"m not a child
Not meek nor mild
I'm often rude,
But never a prude.

Life’s rushing by,

I meant to fly

I'm just a bird taking wing
Eager for a fling

{ know nothing about.

Sometimes I'm shy
| don't know why
At times I'm bold
Making adults cold.

I want to be loved,
By you, by all,

| want to be ME
Whom | can't yet see.

The world before me
Lies far and deep

I want to explore
Before | sleep.

To catch the sunbeam
In my rough hand.
Enter, roughshod,
Unknown lands.

I never lied.
Clasp your hand in mine
My friend

Share life's venture,

Till the end.

Lead me though caverns
Of doubt and despair.
Help me to travel
Without any fear,
To goals of goodness and integrity
That | may face
Myself, my maker
With head upright
With honour and pride.
- Nilima Sibal

THE FALSE DAWN

It was happening for the third time since the
past six hours. Each time large formations of the
Luftwafte crossed overhead, the ground shook
violently. They dropped incendiary bombs. For
about half a minute the illumination was blinding.

Operation Barbarossa, Hitler's invasion of
Russia was at its peak. Our town had been
under German siege for three weeks. The
effects were disastrous. Everyday big convoys
passed through our town. Most of them halted
for a night. Women were raped, men harassed
and property destroyed. It was then that it
dawned on me - it didnt make a difference
whether it was Hitler or Stalin. We would have
to suffer.

So far we had not been harmed but with my
wife and two daughters, my insecurity knew no
bounds. Each day the SS men came to my
house for drinks since | was the Mayor. They
got drunk and many a time became obscene. |
tightly tied the chests of my wife and daughters
with a cloth and splattered drops of blood on
their faces. If there was anything the Nazis
feared, it was tuberculosis.

Soon the Jews in our town began to be
shifted. | knew it would be our turn next. |
decided that | had to escape or die.



The convoy started earty in the morming.
There were enough chinks in the security. So
one moming we all got into the back of a truck
carrying dairy products. We knew it would be
quite sometime before our absence would be
noticed. The convoy we were in was heading to
a railway station, 20 kms north. From there we
hoped to catch a train to the French border. It
was the easiest way to get a passage to Britain,
because the German army was retreating and
the Allies were coming fast. At the station we
produced our false passes and were allowed to
board the train. As the train pulled out of the
station | saw a Focke Wulf Bomber dip on the
horizon. A house went up in flames. | shuddered
and was happy. | was leaving all this behind.
However fear gripped me. The French border
was still hundreds of kilometres away.

That evening before going to sleep | looked
at the snow-covered landscape littered with burnt
vehicles. The stench of buming rubber nause-
ated me. This was not what we had wanted
Russia to be when we dethroned Nicholas II.

The next morning | sat rubbing my eyes.
The countryside was lush, with a stream flowing
and birds chirping. The last time | had seen it
was 27 years ago. | looked at my wife. My
daughters were asleep. We both looked at each
other. We both knew it was a tuming point in
our lives. We gazed at each other unaware of
the SS guard entering our compartment. Before
| could react he banged the butt of his pistol on
my head. | was conscious only of a searing pain
before | passed into oblivion.

- Sonaal Rampal

- - -

WELHAM WARRIORS

As evening sets the eleventhies get ready
for the charge of the Light Brigade. Chaos reigns
in the dorms. The boys run helter-skelter for no,

not food this time but HOT WATERI

There is a mad rush to capture a bathroom
which is the ultimate goal. Before that, however,
many obstacles have to be overcome. Tracing
your slippers, of which one has found its way in
a remote comer, mug and pail which seem to
have vanished from the earth, perfumed soap to
erase the muck and dispel the smell and, of
course, the much necessary towel.

“Who's taken my bucket?” “You idiot, you've
got on one of my slippers.” “Siddharth you
creep, how dare you take my towel? | warned
you last time...!I” “Guys, has anyone seen my
soap?” Voices and cries, abuses and threats
rent the air, as desperate hands search their
cleansing kits and not finding any item unabash-
edly claim another's for their own, promptly
setting up a chorus of protests and howils.

The battle is not yet won for one never
knows who one may encounter on the way. A
sudden ambush is quite common. So with
Tarquin's ravishing strides towards his design,
moves (the bathing warrior) like a ghost. He
boldly pushes away the arms that suddenly
emerge to grab him; dextrously negotiates the
several legs that stick out to trip him. A ‘roll of
drums’ accompanies his March:

“It's my turn, | am after him!”
“No, it's my tumn!”

Once in a while a verbal clash results in a
thunderous slap. After much jostling and skip-
ping, at last the warrior reaches his goal and
smiles mockingly at the vanquished.

“I've won!” he says and closes the door.

Ahl Heavenly water! Glorious hot water.

Mayank Gupta
X!



LAMPOON

SOME BEARDY TALK

Gur ‘George Michael’ Gambhir

| wish keeping a beard was permitted by
school rules. My crop would have made Mr.
Kandhari pluck his beard in envy.

Ved ‘M.C.” Krishna

| am tired of using my razor again and
again. Despite my serious efforts | have failed to
achieve even a solitary hair on my chin. But do
not think | will give up so early, | have my
fingers crossed for the auspicious occasion.

Anurag ‘Tharki’ Garg

| prefer to shave my rather disgusting
growth. It only hides my dynamic looks and
deprives me of the fragrance of the aftershave
which drops down from my chin.

Varun Sood

I would love to keep a stubble. My rough
and male look would make ‘Sting’ stare at me
with jaundiced eyes. And not only that | could
easily walk down the road with looks to Kkill.

Aziz ‘Travolita’ Rawat

Well | prefer staying the way | am. Of

N
C \\ \dm \\,3

(3

AR

course | do not need to mention that | resemble
John Travolta. A beard well... would obviously
detract from my handsomeness. It would make
matters worse for me, sweltering in the sun
during the athletics season.

‘Macho’ Monit Goel

Good Heavens | Obviously | would like to
keep a beard, it would just add to my ‘macho’
looks. With the shooting season down under |
would love to kill some ‘Love birds'.

Arjun ‘Sleazy’ Saluja

| would love to keep a stubble as it would
end speculation about my ambiguous looks. It
would be my first step in the right direction and
no one would have the effrontery of addressing
me as ‘Lorraine’.

Sunil ‘Rhyming’ Mittal

A growth of beard,

Well it sounds weird,

And if do have a beard,

I would love to have it cleared.

- Hitesh Mahajan



RINGSIDE VIEW

Ganga v/s Jamuna

Inter House Cricket (Juniors) concluded with
Ganga lifting the trophy. Ganga batted first.
Absar Hussain's accurate bowling kept the bats-
man under pressure right from the start. He got
the first break through when he bowled out Vijay
Sushant, Ganga's anchor-batsman. Akbar Ali
with a breezy knock of 37 enabled Ganga to
score 132.

Ganga's bowling attack was spearheaded by
Anshul Anurag. He successfully brought about
Jamuna's middle-order collapse. Absar Hussain's
38 gave a little credibility to the crumbling
innings. Jamuna was bowled out for 117 runs.

Cauvery v/s Krishna

It was a one-sided match with Cauvery
dominating the show. Cauvery, deciding to bat,
got off to a very good start which was main-
tained throughout. Both Varun Lamba and
Maneesh Kumar played an excellent inning.
They put together 108 runs for the third wicket
before Varun got out. Gaurav Jain made a
useful contribution of 18 runs which came in
only 7 balls. Manish Kumar remained not out
with 60. Cauvery scored 158 runs in 25 overs
with the loss of 3 wickets.

When it came to batting Krishna faired very
badly. Their batsman were too scared of the
ball. Varun Lamba and Ashish Patodia took
advantage of this fact and shared the booty.
Varun took 5 for 30 and Ashish 4 for 4 runs in
4 overs. Krishna was bundled out for a mere 65
runs out of which 28 runs were extras.

Cauvery v/s Jamuna

Cauvery won the toss and elected to bat but
were soon to be disappointed when their first
wicket fell at the score of four. Varun Lamba
and Surya Toadi played a responsible innings
and consolidated Cauvery's innings. They piled
up 64 runs for the second wicket partnership.
Manish Kumar scored 21 before he was run out
due to misunderstanding. Cauvery was all out

for 142 runs.

Jamuna stood no chance before Cauvery's
bowling attack. Varun Lamba once again did the
job for Cauvery. He took 4 for 21.

Krishna v/s Ganga

Krishna for the first time played sensibily.
Their openers though failed to do a good job,
but it was the intelligent partnership of Samarath
Pratap and Prashant Singh which helped Krish-
na cross hundred. Samarath scored 32, and
Krishna scored 110 for 8 in 25 overs.

Krishna's loose bowling and erratic fielding
helped Ganga reach their target easily. Anshul
Anurag played wonderfully, scoring 32 runs.

Ganga v/s Cauvery

This match was virtually the finals of the
Junior cricket Inter-house. Cauvery and Ganga,
both strong teams, boasted of a good batting
line-up and economical bowling. Cauvery batted
first and once again got off to a good start.
Everything was going Cauvery’'s way when
suddenly disaster struck. After the loss of two
wickets Cauvery had great expectations from
Manish Kumar. They were soon to be disap-
pointed because Manish Kumar was controversially
given out. But slowly Cauvery batsmen kept the
score ticking. Gaurav Jain's spirited knock of 23
runs and Ritesh Tiwari's support at the other
end helped Cauvery to a formidable total of 123
runs in 25 overs.

Ganga's batsmen were consistent from the
very beginning. Their killier instinct helped then
thrash Cauvery. Anshul Anurag scored 60 not
out, his marvellous innings included 7 fours. He
tore the Cauvery attack to pieces and his batting
was worth admiring. The skipper Vijay Sushant
too played a major role in Ganga emerging as
champions. He scored 43 and carried his bat
throughout the innings. Ganga reached their
target of 128 in 19 overs and had 8 vickets in
hand. It was truly a deserving win for Ganga.
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