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THINK ABOUT IT
Our greatest glory is not in never falling but in rising every
time we fail.
Confucius
Editorial be more for the 5 stars

History repeats it-
self - is a well-known
idiom. Fiction comes
true may be another.
Many have com-
mented how the
school's look-like of
Macbeth in the BBC
production of
Shakespeare's play of

and outings than for
the ‘challenging’ job).

The administration
is coming down hard
on the boys coming
late for classes. The
much-dreaded late book
comes under the close
scrutiny of Dr. Saxena
every day. Dr. Saxena,
the ex-PH housemaster

the same name, Mr
Painuli has risen from housemaster of Cauvery
to PH Housemaster. Thane of Glamis, Thane of
Cawdor.... A wag, however, naughtily noted how
unlike in the play, Banquo too has risen here -
a reference to Mr. Basu, a close friend of Mr.
Painuli, and his appointment as Housemaster of
Cauvery. No ill-intentions in drawing these paral-
lels. We wish them and all the others the very
best.

The Cauvery house Common-Room, in fact,
has undergone a complete overhaul. A new
deck, a thick carpet et a/ enhance its beauty.
‘Venus’ and ‘Music Centre’ shail certainly lose
out on a lot of their recording business but not
for long. It is simply a matter of days before the
double deck conks out and the thick carpet is
dirtied and shredded beyond recognition. But
then “Everythinz isz goodz tillz itz lastz”.

The area around Krishna has seen a sudden
spurt in vegetation. It seems as if a “Green
Revolution” has been started by the Krishna-ites.
And all thanks to Mr. Khaira who has taken over
as housemaster. A large number of the Krishna
boys have joined the reforestation squad (may

and presently 2IC' is
seen all over school now-a-days with a red diary
in hand, occassionally stopping to scribble some-
thing in it. The prefects do miss that diary - for
the noting of points in it earlier meant a
‘marathon meeting’, boring and tiring perhaps,
but attractive because ‘adorned’ with cold drinks,
pastries and patties.

On the students’ front, a new range of
haircuts are storming school. The seeds have
already been sown and the roots have taken
hold. Some boys seem to be idolizing ICE-T,
M.C. Hammer and Vanille Ice by doing up their
hair in the style of these singers. Grooves are
in, ‘decency’ is out - is the message these
haircuts give. And with these haircuts have
come caps. Not for fashion but to hide the
groovy grooves in case the admini stration sees
grave. The local hairstylists are into big times
and will be seeing a lot of green - of course
only till the authority does not put its foot down.
But then “Alls well that ends well.

Au Revoir

- Varun ‘Sood.



Welham Now!!

1. Mr. Gosain has been appointed Head of the Science Department, Mr. N. Jayal, Head of
Humanities and Mr. M.M. Sharma, Head of Mathematics. Congratulations and best wishes to all

of them.

2.  An Inter-House ‘Ashuwak Pratiyogita’ was held on the 13th. This competition was the first cf its
kind in school. The participants had to speak extempore for three minutes on a given subject.
Mandip Lamba (XI) who spoke on ‘Saeh Shiksha' came first. Vijay Bishnoi (X) spoke on
‘Anushasan’ and came second. Jamuna emerged winners.

3. Welham participated in a ‘Geeta Path’ Competition held at the Narishilp Mandir on the 21st. 20
schools and about 50 boys and girls took part. Nikhunj Gupta stood third while Welham received

the consolation prize.
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WILL OF STEEL

A crash tackle from behind during a rugby
match left a 17-year old New Zealander with an
injured left arm and a smashed shoulder. This
youth was Murray Halberg.

The injury gradually worsened and his ca-
reer, jeopardised. Soon it became a fight for
survival. The doctors saved his life but could not
save his arm, which had to be amputated.
Halberg passed into oblivion with shatered dreams.
The year was 1950. He had to learn to live life
from scratch - eat, dress, live without one arm.
But a burning passion drew Halberg back into
sports.

He began a search for a mentor. His ideal
man proved elusive. At last he approached
Arthur Lydiard . Lydiard had revolutionised New
Zealand middle and long distance running. Lydiard
took Halberg on a cross country run over the
toughest route. While running, he observed
Halberg's face for signs of weakness but was
amazed to find no strain. As the run ended,
Halberg collapsed. Lydiard, however, had con-
cluded that his trainee had a bright future.

Training started; 10 miles, then 20, and
finally, 100 miles every week. The results began
to show: in the 1958 Commonwealth Games
Murray Halberg emerged victorious in the 5,000
m run. His dream, however, still remained to be
fulfiled. The Olympic Gold was his target. He
trained harder, tried various strategies and bet-
tered his endurance.

The time came. The ultimate test lay betore
him. On a sweltering day in Rome in 1960
Halberg began the race of his life in the 5000
m run of the Olympics. At the end of 1000 m
he lagged behind all the others, at the end of

the 2000 m, fifth. With a little over three laps to
finish, Halberg accelerated from the leading
pack. The others were confused by this move.
Soon Halberg had taken a lead of 20 m. (He
ran the lap in 61.1 sec.). The tall, powerfully
buit Grodotzki and the tenacious, wily Zemmy,
Halberg's chief rivals, dashed wildly after Halberg.
The bell for the last lap was rung. And now
Halberg began to tire. He struggled desperately
to keep his pursuers at bay. The lead began to
shorten; 15, 10 and then 5 m. The stadium grew
silent. In a final spurt, Halberg sprinted again
and breasted the tape 8 m ahead of Grodotzki.
He had won the gold! it was not a man’s victory
but victory of human determination. For Halberg
winning was not everything - it was the only
thing!

The list of such sportsmen is endless. To
name a few - Harold Conolly, Wilma Rudolph,
Walter Davies, Karoly Takacs. In the 1948
Olympics Takacs stunned the crowd when he hit
bull's eye after bull’'s eye to win the title in the
rapid-fire pistol-shooting event. What amazed the
public was that Karoly had no right hand. He
had been one of the finest shooters from 1929-
1938. In 1938 during a patrol, his shooting arm,
the right one, was blown off by a grenade. But
the love for the game was not lost.

Karoly practised with his left hand and his
efforts bore fruit. He was selected for the
London Olympics. He was 38 then. Four years
later he emerged the champion at the Olym-
pics. Karoly had been taught during his child-
hood “where there is a will there is a way.”

- Sharib Khan
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During the medieval period there ruled a king, who ordered his jester once: “You have
to tell me a good joke or else you shall be hanged I”

The Jester begged time till the next day, the king gave his assent and the jester went
home.

That whole evening and the early hours of the morning, he thought and thought but
came up with no appropriate joke.

The next day he began to weep in the court and before the king.

The king felt pity for him and said “All right, | forgive you”.

The jester jumped up with joy and exclaimed: “No noose is good news"”.

Since then the statement has often been quoted, just that instead of “noose”, news,
is used nowadays.

Its Poetry Time!

It's 12 O'clock at night, Its morning,
There's only moonlight, Worried faces,
The nightwatch’'s too tired to shout, They probably are used to it.
the dogs are howling There’s the body
Mutilated to the bone,
Suddenly.... There are holes through him.
There’s a blood-curdling scream,
Deafening, The children are playing,
Shattering, Their fathers have gone to work
No scurry, They don't know,
No rush, Whether they'll be back,
The trees rustle on, The wives fear,
The winds howl on. Every day, every night,

Every bond, every fight.



There's bloodshed,

As if there were a hundred wounds,
Enough to flood and drown,

Enough to suffocate and destroy.

The rich man's stores are full of grain bags,
While the poor remain in rags...

There's a robber,

He's roaming in the streets,

With a gun as if it was a licence,
The Police?

The Politician?

Somewhere,

Knowing everything,

But keeping their minds shut...

The bank’s being robbed,
The man is being kidnapped,
And people still live on
Accepting

Suppressed,

Scared....

It's you the upper class,
No,

It's you the lower ones,
Exasperated blames,
Become malice flames
Its mounting day by day,
Mounting in every way.

You look at the sunset,
And wonder.

Who's dead next?

And wonder:

Is there really any God
As such?

The sun’s there,
Yes,
| don't know whether to thank God.

There's an AK-47 under his loose shirt,
There's a bomb under that heap of dirt.
You see,

And accept, finally, too.

See that you don't stand next to the window,
Yesterday she was married,
Today she’s a widow.
Little children,
Orphans,
Before they had enough strength to carry
coffins.
Whats that scar?

Oh! That's a spear wound,
Rapscallions in every dress,
Everyone,

The cause of every stress.

You know

My son’s twenty,

And he’s shot plenty.

Just yesterday,

He cracked the shopkeeper's skull
Like a pomegranate.

Well,

He's done it today,

Tomorrow someone will do it to him,
Not the heart,

But the head and body that counts
The noose is less used,

And ammunition abused.

The railway tracks are in a dangerous twist,
Someone’s taking his last breath in the
morning mist.
You really feel,
That every moment is a duel,
You see,
And feel,
You accept..
-Kirtiman Singh
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Oh! Shakespeare

Caesar, Macbeth, King Lear,

Do they have any connection,

Yes, they have one thing in common,
They are all written by Shakespeare.

The teacher says ‘Open your books’
As if it were an interesting story book,
‘The text is heavy’ cries one,
‘Shakespeare is boring’ also some.

“Why can't the council recommend,
Twist in the Tale or Mindbend?

Why do we have to study Macbeth?

Sir, please wait, let's take a deep breath.

Well everyone knows Shakespeare is boring,
All the boys in the class are snoring,
Why can't we have Segal's Love Story,
Books dignified which help us attain glory.”

The teacher smiles adjusting her hair,

“Wake up from your sleep and hear,

Don’t yawn as if you're lying on shaded grass.
Be alert and try to appreciate this class.



Study him and you'll make a man of
yourself.

Don't try, and you'll remain an elf,
Develop a taste for his text,

And you'll find him the very best.

There never has been a dramatist like him,
His brilliance is simply incomparable.
Then an imp spoke with a grin,

“His texts are simply unbearable.”

The class burst out into laughter,

And as they walked into the passage;
They spoke in a chorus “Ma'am”,

They said, quoting their former housemaster,
“He's the man who spoilt the English
language”.

- Hitesh Mahajan

The Sixer Language

‘Abey Yaar! Just take it easyl’ Here at
Welham we all are very familiar with such
statements, a mixture of both Hindi and English.
Such language is a verbal hermaphrodite. There-
fore | have termed it as ‘Sixer language’.

Believe it or not the language is catching on
very fast. Now a student does not hesitate in
adding bilingual statements even in written as-
signments. Obviously when asked to give an
explanation by a shocked and gasping teacher
he says with immense normalcy, “Sir, | was just
giving a Hindustani Lehar to it". The teacher
bewildered, shouts with horrified eyes, “What is
this tamasha 1” Little does he realise that he has
become the latest victim of the contagious
epidemic.

Normal conversation between the guys can-
not be carried on without English sentences
being spiced with the catchy Hindi phrases.
Some of the common Hindi phrases stick to the
tongue like candy. On campus you can observe

the prefects discussing, ‘Abey Yaar! We must
give then a Ragra”. In Triveni you hear the
juniors discussing, “Oh hell yaar! We have
entered into a panga” or “Your know we were
‘claimed’ with illegal Rokra”. The list of the
phrases used in normal conversation is endless.

Actually the main reason why the Welhamites
or rather Indians prefer to use this language is
because they are neither good at English nor
Hindi. So it becomes easier for them to carry on
their conversation by using a combination of the
two as it fuels their depleted vocabulary. Another
advantage of using the sixer language is that it
allows people to show their deep love for their
native language. Further still, they are able to
concoct the spicy ‘maal’ without which their
‘vellagandi’ would be incomplete.

Many of the phrases come directly from the
‘masala’ Hindi films which are viewed with over
enthusiasm and alacrity so that everything catchy
is caught as soon as it comes from the hero's
mouth. Every thing British is Indianised and
everything Indian is ‘Britished’. So the English



phrase to flatter someone is promptly converted
to 1agaood Makkhan'’, Dried to ‘Sukhaod,’ drenched

to ‘Bhigawed’ and thrashed to ‘Pitaowed’.
Indianisms are used galore. We will go in
summers, winters etc. etc. M.C. is Indianised

to ‘Madan Chikna’.

The language is so popular with the masses
that they prefer to listen to Westernised Hindustani
songs. No wonder Beat the Rhythm, Thanda
Thanda Pani, Patel Rap, Pump up the Bhangra,
Always-Always and the latest, Chuck De, were
immediate smash hits.

Their climb to the top of the charts simply
stunned the music pandits who could not believe
their ears and found the crowd turning from
Kathak to the new Hindustani dances such as
‘Disco Bhangra’. Even the multinational Pepsi

SPORTS

Football, one of the
most popular sports in
the world, began with
a lot of enthusiasm in
our school this term.
The senior team was
privileged to have a
new NIS coach but
unfortunately the rigor-
ous workout to bring
the team into shape
backfired. The boys seemed exhausted. Our
team did show some improvement but the
standard was not good enough to stand against
the opponent teams and we lost a couple of
matches.

We played against Doon School on the
26th. It was just not our day. By the time the
defence could organise itself the Doscos had
already pumped in two goals in the first five
minutes. It was only Aziz Rawat who came to
our rescue and stood against the onslaught of
the opponents. We got two direct shots but it
was very disappointing to see the ball go wide

harnessed this untapped potential and tuned
the nation to ‘Yeh hi hai Right choice Baby, A-
Hal’

The Oliphant too has not escaped from this
‘lehar’. Recall the articles in the Hindi section of
the magazine which were stunning smash hits.
The Hindi produced by the writers has a perfect
blend of English masala and its appeal was
unmatchable. It catapulted the writer to instant
fame. It is amazing as to how the masses are
allured to this language even though it does not
have a separate identity and its vastness is
incomprehensible as it can grow limitlessly. Well
it can be said to be always evolving. Until next
time

‘Alvida!’
- Hitesh Mahajan

TRIVIA

off the target. In the second half the Welhamites
played with a lot of pep and two excellent
moves from the right flank completely dazzled
the other side. In the dying moments of the
match, Welham was awarded a penalty when
Rajesh Sehgal was fouled. Lamba converted the
penalty. The final score was 3-1 in Doon's
favour.

The match revealed the weaknesses in our
team. One is confident, however, that these will
soon be overcome by the team and it will do
better next time.

Our juniors played two matches against
Doon School. The first on the is field, was won
by us, 3-1. The team put up a good show. The
scorers were: Zayed Khan, Muzaffar Ali, Semarth.

It was in the second match that the
Welhamites displayed a remarkably good
performance. The match turned out to be a one
sided affair with the Welhamites dominating the
proceedings. The final score was 4-0 the scorers
were Muzzaffar (2) and Samarth (2).

We played a match against the Ex-Welhamites. The School team won comfortably with a
margin of 3 goals (3-0). The match was filled with exuberance. This was the first of its kind
and it is hoped it would prove a rend setter with more such matches being played against
the ex-ies during the term. The ex-ies team consisted of Harinder, Gurjyot, Samar, Anurag,
Jasjit, Rajkamal, Sameer, Rahul, Varun, Ranjit, Shailendra and Gautam Punj.
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"Early to bed, Early to rise,

Makes a man, healthy wealthy and wise."
feeq &89 &M S9T W% B F FRU SH

FEEd W FH & faay #va 8 &9 vt &

fram @ s gew 2|

"Early to bed, Early to rise,

Makes a man, Unhealthy, grumbling and

spice.”

Wt AR FRA F H FE s @, anrERt
1 7 Ty R A [ &f 3R JgE' o
do8q ey g Sfm ST #1 a1 R gag gaE
R HEs F Wig g9 #1 fam &t 1 337 F
TR A & Jad | W AN a7 s A W
TR TEFR R I Sjd JE W T oM

feq go1 11| FHRA F T HAT & TFA P
B & 999 | R I3 &l 3o8q & Araq A
& "FE HIE 3R HGF HTA Fed! A S A
G &1 B, AN S T QW1 EN R HA
A e sme A A | feA faew @ &
T, Q8 W3, TE 9 39 g7 ad 3% 1 g
A HU AR T AeEE @A F I A
3 2 FAr= a8 A1 2 fF ore ddaE §
#l o2 | 3 TFR faa &1 imfm i @
3 g A H R G T & qieg &
Fe 00 dl & & | GBAl PGS &|H B F3W
@ 8 & yame o udl Far F1 a1 Far A
WA 31 W HA F FRU FE TH TER A
g g e A At efin @ g9 e fam g
au afam” | '

N TE FA| A I Assembly F1 THG B
feq Fan aodl & 3@ J €1 B TEE 2 )
yfER Fa1 FRU & TqFAT 82 F IR A
e € @ A w o S A SEE |
NPT T8 & fF Assembly & @ & A9 F1
THA BHR F41 24 & 3 3 o & fom g
e @ A F fou taea ¥ ¥ Em ¥
3N-3N J& FAT Assembly & aFd 21 & FE1Y
& M| FE & gUEEE & | ¥ IR W
gFE T 2| R 39 faae iR wuEmEd A
A9 H fear @ 3 F TR A qffEa A
I |

i

934



A F IR A F A A T ARA
i g% &1 s quER I TGA F Prefects A
B P 203 SN A B =W S & 39 AAA A
2 f& 59 uPR TR T Excuse-chit
fAeeara |

IRR AT A 1€ ? R T XI F ASH
R A W ¥ FRS T T S fow SEt W®
g9 ont & Body Building #§ Sl 81 U
IR # &8 FA9 Peacock Stage & AH
JE T A1 fe] SR I8 OF Fo9 F ¥ A
2| o & I & 1 N O 1S W
A8 ICE T4 F S WY 9D & g 2, b
A A FEHft F IR IS FIE F JIH
N1 RN SAER & A @ Far odl F aEm
gdaN F Outing A e W@ &1 R J o
g&a | Outing incharge A g&I, "&4t 341 877
N oF el T ARG g 374 F&T "W &
FE A ¥ IR FE AQ E ITH A I A Al
eI cil

39 UER I A 8l @ & de=w dlaa
TP F & T F fhad gieg ¥ A FFar
f& g # F1% var Ht TP A S P Io'A A
Hft @ Fed 3 & - SJH AN a1 &, TR
22

- AP HIATA
Xl

WAl F TR F FH I~d
fFan Se

g & A il SR v s A &
TEHd U B3| FE Gt $ 9@ AW
nbrt 3 9 gfadfiar # anfie e

HRA & JEE 9 F 918, Qg  gad
IfF &1 39 I F ATHA H FEH €37 R |
R gaFay HRAE e @& Hft weF AfSa
AFR GS|

HRA 1 39 J\EAAl 1 FI FHRO 22
P A FE [T A A TE IHd1 | I8 TH
FRU A 7€ 8 fF ToEifa 3w &t & ot gh
21 &Y oM uy-uy[d 2iar 2 1 ey HRAA g4
% Ty 3R P CE TE AW &9 191 8 | SER
fenfzat & Mt 7t f&an Sran

HRa 1 afie ffa i aae & wE
FNO & | HRAE RFenfedt & g 3= unfasfia
29 & 30a, AT FRA F T @1 RS
M H TE &1 0 IR faf Reenfdt &
fiag S &1 ¥WRA # s pae &« ufdes
H 4 81| A Rl € a3k aEm
Ht 4 O gia | faenfsdt #1 Sger diftes
ER Hi & et 81

qiyard W A a3 fawfRya O &
enfRdt & IR 1 WE J Frb Ffaew
firady &, anfés gaTEar fredl 8 1 31y At @
A ! WG T &7 & Ja1 81 IY F HRd A
I ufdem F P Hft F9 & FBf ved T
F F A & FRE S IF |

3O& FAE HRAE fenfsdt &1 F@a
FAT Trfee 3R IRER F1 H 3faa e T
aIfee | d€ 9EE HNG 3iefgs e ¥ @8
I T 9T T TF |

oidq o
X

EDITORIAL BOARD

Editor : Varun Sood, Welham Now : Sarib Khan Literary Affairs : Kirtiman Singh, Lampoon :
Hitesh Mahajan, Sports Affairs : Harjot Singh Hindi Section : Paresh Harshvardhan, Vijay
Bishnoi, Cartoonists : Rishi Chopra, Saurabh Narang, Staff Rep. : N. Puri Published & Printed
by WELHAM BOYS SCHOOL. Registration No. 20208/86

Printed at PRINT WORLD, DEHRA DUN.



