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Think About It...
Weep for the lives your wishes never led.

- W.H.Auden
EDITORIAL

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow
And dig deep trenches in thy deep beauty's
field

Thy youth’s proud livery so gazed on now
Will be tattered weed of small worth held
Then being asked where all the beauty lies
Where all the treasure of the lusty days.

To say within their own deep sunken eyes
Were anall-eating shame andthriftless praise.

I havereached thatdistant pointonthe
horizon, whichwas, till yesterday, very- very far
away.I havecometotheend
of the road that has winded
through foldsoftime.I have
traversed that great plain that
stretches from here to
infinity...yet when I look
ahead, I seeanother horizon,
another distant point, beck-
oning me to moveon.

With the blink ofan
eye, Welham hascometoan
end. The times, the memo-
ries of Welham are innumer-
ableand priceless. Every ex-
periencehastaughtme some-
thing about life. Every mo-
ment spent at school has its
ownsignificance,itsownles-
sontoteach. Welhamismore
than just a boarding school, it‘s more like an
adventure, and an educative one at that. Itis sad
thatmany ofusdo notrealize the value of the time
spenthere. We forget thatitisacrucial period of
our life that we spend here. Wearelike plasticine,

ready to be moulded. What we do here today
will more or less be what we do tomorrow.
When we leave Welham we owe a great deal of
our independence to it. Independent thought,
independent actions, independent survival etal.

Asllook back, overmy shouldersItry
and discern whether I tried and made the right
choices. Whether what I did was right? Have |
donejustice to all the opportunities thatcame my
way?

That’stoo many questions, with too few

aANSWETS.

Comingaroundto
other things, we arenot the
only ones to be leaving
school. As Mr. Kandhari
signs offaftera suucessful
inningsthatwillgodownin
the history of Welham. All
we cando is be of praise of
him. Aurevoir Charlie!

Speakingofthebig
K(asopposedto thebig B)
he has lost his voice and
therefore hastakenavaca-
tion from assembly
speeches. Let’s hope that
hegets well soonorwe will
have more of —‘Strike,
strike at the root of the
penury in my heart...’

The Founders are finally here, and the
school has overnight become a nest of ants.
Everyone can be seen running around campus
withalook ofimportance onone's face, every-
one has got his own “mission: impossible”s to
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complete. Practice for the play goes on with
greatenthusiasm. The artroom has turned into
aMeccaofartists overnight as fervent activity
carries ontill the wee hours of morning. All the
‘tansens’ of the music department are putting
their cacophonic skillsto use as they prepare for
amusical bonanza.

I guessitistime I wrapped up forthe last
time. Believe meitisa very hard thing todo. Now
that I have developed a penchant for writing the
editorials, my term has come to an end. I would

thank the avid readers of this unique magazine and
the members of the board who have been so
helpful and cooperativeinthisjointventure.
Soitis...

LITERARY AFFAIRS
WHY AM I DEAD...?

WhenlI die,

Bury mesix feetdown,

And keep my Physics book on my head,
Because that is why I am dead.

Keep my Bio notes on my chest,
And tell the teacher that I tried my best.

Place my History book onmy hand,
So thatinthe schools, History is banned.

Keep my English book onmy thigh,

And tell theteacher I was shy.

Atlastkeep my comic nearmy chest,
Forthat s the thing which will grant me rest.

Sandeep Singh composed this poem when he
was in class VII. He is not amongst us today
but all of us have happy memories of him.

“Now cracks a noble heart. Good Night,
sweet Sandeep,
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.”

IN WELHAM WE LEARN...

In Welham we learn to be other wordly atall odds,
Theideasand ideologies of allkinds of crooksand
frauds.

In Welham we learn to take all sorts of people’s
trips,

Try sailing inrough weather onnot so great ships.
In Welham we learn to become major cool and
sane guys,

No matter what we strike at the right time aftera
milliontries.

In Welham we learn to bunk and yet be present at

ourown will,

Evenifwe are under dogs we make thekill.

In Welham we learn to strike at theright time,
Conquerall babes and letlove labourand what’s
lostrhyme.

In Welham we learn to hate all evilsand yetbe dare

devils,

By attaining Nirvanaand reaching higherlevels.
In Welham we learn to be focused on our over
ambitiousgoals,

Chill the equatorand burn the poles.

In Welham we learn to study and work hard,
Try and make normal people psychics and their
growthretard.

In Welham we learn to break all the rules that are
made,

Letall proofs and memories of mishaps fade.

In Welham we learn to have the right attitude and
becalmever,

By notlosing hope and staying on top for ever.
In Welham we learn to be all in all complete men,
Fightall warsand evenif welose come outjubiliant.
In Welham we learn to hang from cliffs try and get
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edge offtheknife,

By learning more andmore aboutlittle thingsin life.
In Welham we learnto go fromstrength to strength,
By cutting on mass scale at the greatest length.

In Welham we learn to be or not be...actually
WELHAMITES

No rules, no patents, no trade marks, no copy-
rightssimply because reality bites.

-Signing off poetically and permanently,
Kanishk Kaushik

MR. WELHAMITE- THE RETURN

Mr. Welhamite- the typical Welhamjunkie
is back. Power packed with more attitude, mis-
chiefand bad to the bone. The guy rocks the place
wherever he goes. He may not have the looks to
kill, his I.Q. may be nil, but what more does he
need, when he’s gotthe ‘license to thrill’?

He’s started to greet his buddies with the
style right from the ghettos. The American genera-
tionseemstohaveinfluenced himalot. He foldshis
middle and ring finger and with only the thumb,
index and the little finger, instead of the regular
‘Hello’ shouts, ‘ Yoman wazzup!’. He’snotgot the
slightest idea what the sign means! From the fa-
mous victory ‘V’ sign, he’s tried them all. He’s
even made one for Welham, by hismiddle and ring
finger. Thisnew form of signlanguage helpshimin
more ways than one. When he does not agree or
dislikes someone he need notuse hishandsonhim;
he simply raisesa finger. (Don’t ask which one).

Music is his life. Pink Floyd, The Doors, Dire
Straits, Nirvana and other radicals fascinate him.
(Note: -fascinate him). Who cares if he does not
getawordthey sing. Youask him, “Howdo you
like Sonu Nigam?” and he answers most inno-
cently, “Oh! You mean that Indian Hockey
Player?”.Yet he has been caught listening to
Deewana in his Walkman! He’s also been seen
shakingalegto ‘Bhuppi’s’ beats. The hip-hop fad
has caught him too. You can see him wearing his
shorts fourinches below his butts and ‘going wid
da flow’ to the black music. Believe me he likes
Snoop Doggy Dog, Q-tip, Eminem, 2Pacandall.
(Still wonder what those names mean!). Their
lyrics are, after all flooded with 4 letter words.
Youwill seehim swaying and throwing his hands
around wheneverthe deckison.

Nowadays his favorite hangouts are the
I.T.laband Multimedialabs. He’s contracted the
‘netfever’ too. Heisabornchatter and gives away
hise-addsto every Tom, Dick,and Harry he meets
onthe net! Hedoesnotrealize the ‘netavtaars’, as
we call them, people put on the net. The beautiful

airhostess from Sydney he is chattingtocanbe a
divorced 60 year old woman from Sri Lanka. His
second best sites are those of Hollywood and
Bollywood.Idonotneedtotell you whichare his
best sites, do I? God knows why he has developed
astrong hatred for this guy called Hirtik Roshan.
Heis jealousy personified whenever he sees girls
drooling over the ‘cateyed, three thumbed’ jerk’.
Since he’sseenhim he visits the gym. He goes there
only twice a week; but checks out his muscles
twice in the morning, twice after lunch and twice
before going to bed! Whenever Hirtik’s Diwali
coke ad appears, he shouts, “what a babe yaar!”,
and whensomeoneagrees, “yaar hernameis Aditi
Govitkar.” He answers, “No, no I meant the one
withthehaton!”

Loveishis favourite four-letterword ......
Hekeeps falling inand outofitasifit werea game
of cricket! Once he was excited because he had
justhad a ‘conversation’ withagirl. When asked
what sheasked him, he said, “Where isthe toilet?!”
He drools just at the sound of t} = word girls. He
never misses achancetoriseto the occasion when
he sees one. You will see him parading up and
down Astley Hall form 11-5 on Sundays! He
simply hates the Doscos not because of their
earrings on theirright ear, not because they look
likethey have degenerated froma family of snails!!
Butsimply because they are Doscos. Wheneverhe
sees one passing comments like “Youknow, the
Dosco’sdonation boxisevendonated!” or“These
Doscos get punished for wearing their trousers
below theirankle, you know?” he simply lovesto
take theirtrip! Itisan instinct passed into us from
previous batches, and will be passed hereafter!

Mr. Welhamite loves to be different. He
does not realize that there are a million out there
doing the same! He has the most outlandish hair-
styles and clothes just to stand out of the crowd.
He’sknown for his most bizarre suggestions to the
various school committees he gave — ‘Instead of
chilly chicken on Sundays, why don’t youintro-

4) FOUNDERS 2000



duce—*Soufflé bakedin shrimp, with somerumoz-
winesauce.’!! Asifheisplacing anorderinamulti-
cuisine 5 star hotel! In the school committee-* It
wouldbeagoodideatoabolish P.Tand send the

He’s got the style and the attitude,
‘Cozhe’s Duder than the Dudest Dude.
Don’tcrib, and makeno fuss,
There’salittle bitof Mr. Welhamite in

money saved from his salary to the CRY fund! allofus !
Sports committee — Olympics should be held at
Welham!!” L.R.C council —Boys should be al- - Rockin’ Da Cores
lowed to issue magazines and newspapers! God! Prayaas. J.B.Rana
thelistisendless.

MISS OLIPHANT

“......Atthetimel knewvaguely thatthere
were discussions between Foot and Miss Oliphant
about whether she should startaboys’ schoolora
girls’ school and I did not know that she would
have preferred to start a girls’ school. This is
something that Miss Oliphant musthave confided
to Mrs. Gandhi on one ofher visits to see her sons
inthe Welham School. Inwhatever way the matter
was decided, Miss Oliphant threw herself heart
and soul intomaking a success of the Welham Boys
Preparatory School. It was opened in rented
buildings, 5 Circular Road, known as the White
House, and 7 Uggar Road, known as Bethany in
January, 1937. Till shortly before these buildings
had been occupied by the Cambridge Preparatory
School. Miss Oliphant took the name Welham
from the Nottinghamshire Estate of her mother’s
family, the Thorolds. Her mother provided the
funds for starting the school and Founder’s Day
wasalways celebrated on her birthday, December
1*. Miss Oliphant came of ancient stock and her
family owned property thathad been intheir hands
since the reign of Edward the Confessorwho died
in924 A.D. Although inthe Welham School she
lived extremely simply in atwo roomed cottage
said to have been formerly the chauki of a forest
guard, inmany ways she had theairofagreatlady,
whichindeed I feel she was.

Thus at the age of fifty four she embarked
onwhat wasto be herlife’s work on which she was
to devote all her energies for the next twenty five
years. Fromthe very beginning the Welham School
lived ap to its motto “From Strength to Strength”
and numbers increased rapidly. To meet the
demand Miss Oliphant had to acquire buildings
and land for playing fields in the neighbourhood,
which fortunately she wasable to do,and she built
buildings for dormitories and one for classrooms

andone fora hospital. All thisinvolved complicated
financial and legal problems but she was never
discouraged for she was a woman of very great
determination. Occasionally she wentto England
during the summer vacations to see her family but
otherwise she never took a day’s holiday. Not
infrequently she started the day’s work at4.00 am
andnotinfrequently she wassstillat workat11 p.m.
She kept control of all departments in her own
hands and the bunches of keys that she carried
round with herbecame legendary. Inthe beginning
she used a bicycle extensively and she did not
acquireacaruntil about 1950. Once weinvited her
to preside at thr Servants’ sports at the Doon
School. Hercar being out of action she arrived on
foot. Shemusthavebeenover seventy atthe time.
She always had books sent to her from England,
which she lent freely, but she did not have much
timeforreading. Hermainrelaxation was gardening
and she planted trees all over her property and
grew roses and gladioli with knowledge and
discemment.

To many people she seemed rather a
formidable person. She was not over polite to
people who interrupted her when she was busy.
She was outspoken to people who displeased her.
Even generals are known to have trembled in their
shoes at the thought of facing her wrath. But the
boysall knew that she had theirinterests at heart
andstaffand boys were devoted to her. Her ability
to recognize old boys when they revisited the
school was extraordinary when one remembers
how much a boy changes between the age of
eleven and twenty five. Beneath the somewhat
formidable exterior there was a very warm heart
and tremendouskindness. She would go miles out
of her way to help anyone who was sick or in
trouble. She had qualities of greatness thatare all
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toouncommontoday.

The more we were impressed by her work
at the Welham School, the more we wondered
what she had been doing before she came to
Dehradun. Ilearned that from 1914to0 1919 she
had worked as a V.A.D. or volunteer nurse in a
military hospitalin Egypt. Thismeansthatin 1914
instead of joining other girls insinging “Wedon 't
want to lose you, But we think you ought to go”,
Miss Oliphant enlisted herself. Thaveheard people
speculate that there must have been an unhappy
romance in Miss Oliphant’s life. This view is
supported by the fact that the only private papers
found among her personal possessions when she
died were some letters written by a British officer
inEgyptin 1916. Shedid nothurry from Egyptand
soon after her return to England she came out to
Indiain 1920 as acompanion to the Maharani of
Cooch Behar. Her friendship with the Maharani
lasted till theend, butin 1926 she went to Bhopal.
Here her official position was head of an Industrial
Home for Women and Captain of the Bhopal Girl
Guides, butshe was very closeto the Begum, more
orlessaminister of the state. From 1930 she held
some temporary administrative postsinschoolsin
Kanpur and Delhi. I do not know what formal
education Miss Oliphant had. In those days,
governesses often taught well-to-do people. I
don’tthink thatshe claimed to have had any formal
educationand she neverdid any teaching. Her field
was administration and her genius was for human
relations.

On Founder’s Day in December, 1955,
she sprang a surprise on heraudience (she liked to

spring surprises) by announcing that she had
acquired Nasreen (12 Circular Road) and that she
was going to startagirls’ school there.

In September 1956, Miss Oliphant
executed adeed to form the Welham Boys’ School
Trust, the value of the property being then about
fivelakhrupees. Someoneat thetime said thatRS
5lakhs wasnotabad present forasingle English
lady tomake to India. InJanuary 1962, being then
seventy-nine, she handed overthe post of Principal
to Mr Marshall. For many years she had been
making frantic efforts to raisemoney with whichto
buy the White House and Bethany, the two buildings
in which she had started in 1937. She now
announced that she was going to stay on in her
cottage until she had raised the money. She was
not the sortof person to leave ajob halfdone, but
her wish was not to be granted. In June she felt
unwell andshe decidedto takeaholiday in England.
Shedied in Septemberin London. The Trustees
have since thenbeen able to purchase Bethany, but
they arestill making efforts to buy the White House.
Miss Oliphant’smemory surely deserves that this
should bedone.”

A long time ago I asked Mr J A K Martyn to
write a short note on Miss Oliphant. The
above is an extract.

PS: We managed to buy the White House
property and the contiguous litchiorchard in
1997 so fulfilling Miss Oliphant’s dream of
having NO building on rent.

S Kandhari

NOTHING ELSE MATTERS

I just scribble down my thoughts until I
realise that they get over as fast as they come. |
keepthinking all day but whenever [ try to putmy
thoughts on paper they justevaporate. Asiftelling
me —*“No don’t do that, you’ll get into trouble.”
That’s the last thing I ever wanted to happen, my
thoughts playing tricks at me. But thenIno longer
care and for thatreasonalone, I’'mnot frightened,
I’mnotscared of eroding myself, my very being,
my existence because  know that if that happens
I can’tdo anything. Itstoo late, I’ ve gonetoo far.

I’ve gone that far that if I laugh people
questionme. If] cry they laughand questionme. If
Iwork I’'m questioned. It seems that I’munder the
microscope where only my darker side can be

seen. And my brighter sideifever seenis simply
ignored. I realise that part of it is fantasy. There
were times when I would care about the circum-
stances and would shout out and say — Why, why
me. Why always me. l imagined shouting from a
cliff, in the streets, from my bed, from my very
existence but it seemed that I didn’t shout loud
enough. The world justignored me and just kept
pushing me. It was then that I stopped reacting. I
stopped thinking about my friends my family, the
entire world, and myself. There were few who
always gave me achance, butthen I never looked
at those opportunities as my chance — it was
somebody elses.

My well wishers told me to disassociate
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myself from the group. I then stopped looking at
them as my well wishers. I know that it always
seemed, it wasn’t reality, that I was all alone but
whenone starts thinking in that directionalls lost.

Ilook back and realise, what have I achieved
inmy pastseventeen years, but at the same time I
realisethat whatI’ve gone through very few have.
I’ve been molested, harassed, mentally picked all
the time but then I’ ve survived and that’s exactly
what I’velearnt- to survive. Imight getinto trouble
eitherduetomyselforjust forthe inane reason that
my name —my name spells mystery, disaster. But
thenitnevermakes adifference troubleis trouble.
And surviving that is quite a feat. ’'m not an
egoistic, but yes, I do have an ego, which does
inflate attimes. Idon’t think I’m perfect, but there
aretimes when Iimagine thatI’m better than the
rest. Ifone gets picked forthese thenit’sashame.
No—-notashame to those who pick on him, but to

him who allows himselfto be picked.

I want money; power, fame and I openly
admit it.  YOU GOTTA WORK FOR THAT
BOY,’ Ikeeptellingmyself. AndI knowthatI have
to; I’m mentally prepared but then I don’t know
whentosstart. Initiating it—yes, thatsthe word, thats
what gets you far in life. Further than the rest.
Everyone knows my dog too, but no one reacts.

Sometimes I get these fits, fits to go and
harm people. Not to those who’ve harmed me
openly but to those who have harmed me indi-
rectly. A piece ofadvice to those whoread this,
don’tbuy itwithoutthinking—buy nothing without
thinking ). Always keep away from people who
keeptothemselves. Also keepaway from people
who always help you, who are always sweet.
They’re there to pounce at you and then clean and
dress your wounds.

-Kokee

RENDEZVOUS WITH DESTINY...

Themountainswere arefreshing sight. . .they
do add to the beauty don’t they? It was a long
journey...one thathad takendays of careful plan-
ning preparation and meticulous co-ordination.
Butat last, the moment of truth had arrived. They
were off to a place called
‘Paradise’. A few of the
‘squad’ had dropped out at
the last moment. God have
mercy on them...had they

They stood open, for the first time witha welcom-
ing grace rather than aforbidding one and all feltas
ifthe previousinsults would be forgiven.

Thenall cametoasuddenstop. [t wastime
for the group of adventurers to set foot on their soil,
aland which was not their
own.

Atthatmoment, the team
was divided into two dis-
tinct sections. One the lead-

made therightdecision? __—_.~\ ersofmen, whc? had e.xperi-
» Ju,dge the bopk by \ % 3 ence and were intheir own
it’s cover’ was the view at a l gl way tough enough to cope
theinitialmoment. Beauty in ! @1 i with life. The other was of

life is ajoy forever. Finally

WELHAM BOYS G |

f/ the novices who had just

they setof. ..atanevensteady
pace withallhopes stretched
towards success. .. the feel-
ing of being reunited is
overwhelming. . .evenforthe
strongest of us. But for this
team, it was the fruitful result
of what they had strived foralong time.

Asthey neared the destination, the human
mind did indeed taken on a ‘human’ state. All
sensesonalertand ontheirtoes they wereready to
face any eventuality that came in their way.

The gates opened. . .the gates to heaven,
the gates to paradise, the gates to eternal beauty.

£ joinedthegroupafterafew
&S weeksoftraining in the arts.
*;  Then descended upon
4 them, in hordes, magical

/ ] 9

creatures thathad a stunning

appearance and made the

‘raiders’ speechless. They
took charge ofthe situationand made usa part of
themselves, made us feel athome.

Everybody hastheir ‘angel’. Beitinreality
ordreams or imagination. Here came outtwo of the
team who had their eyes peeled out for their
angels....ones whom they had seen, sensed, felt -
before. Alas! They were notto be seen anywhere.

FOUNDERS 2000 (7)



It is here I must point out that even a place which
was asinviting asthis. .. .there are dark, invisible
barriers which even the strongest cannot break
through. They were there present forbidding the
slightest disobedience. However hard they tried,
they could not penetrate them.

‘Rules were meant to be broken.’ Yes, it
was upon those two how to go about the task.
Both had the weapons. ‘The penismightier than
thesword.’ Itcandoalotofharmas well as good.
Both had themready foruse and use they did with
ruthlessfervour.

But no one is perfect. One little stumble
wouldhave resulted in failure. But these two were
not part of the group in whose dictionary the word
‘impossible’ existed. They didit. They diditin
graceful styleand the message had gottenthrough.

What was done could never be changed.

Theyhad fulfilledtheirtask. . ...evenifnot with the
utmost ease as they wanted. Worry about the
past, it will affect the future.

The worldis authoritarianand everybody
believesthat. There will always be that wall be-
tweenthose angelsand us mortals whichcan only
be scaled after complete unification. Thatcanonly
take place with people and gutsy asthem both.

On the way back to Earth, one could do
nothing but sing theirheartsout. Sing out forthose
few precious moments and forthose of the ‘team’
whom cupid has struck and those who had future
prospects in that paradise and would no doubt
make the journey again.

-The Unified One
Rohan Varshnei
Class XI

FOR LOVE ALONE

This article is dedicatedto my friends,
who miss a heartbeat every time they think.

Today Bobisalone. Yesterday he wasin
love. Inlovelike any other ordinary teenager who
love girls but looks upto the experienced for their
advice.

Bob, yesterday was a seventeen years old
teenager who had just seen the love ofhislifeona
dance floor. Hehad walked into adiscotheque. He
was shy and afraid of making any approach. His
friends had girls with whomthey weredancing . He
suddenly laid his eyes on a girl sitting alone and
drinking. That was the time he knew he had found
thelove ofhislife.

Courage appeared from heaven, he ap-
proached her and she was enchanted by his nature.

They rocked the floor that night. He had
never remembered being so happy in hislife, ashe
was at that very moment.

He wasinlove, he recalls. He talked to his
friends about the girl. His friends mocked him. His

best friend even came up saying he knew her and
that she was very fickle minded.

This made him heart broken. He had never
beensosadinhislife. Thishappinessasherecalls
hadlasted for 26 hours and 20 minutes.

She tried to call him but he had himself
lockedup inhisroom and had refused to come out.

And finally when he comes out he gets
another shock. The shock which turned the 17
years old teenager into a fanatic.

Thegirl had never been his friend. She was
of good nature and that the person who told him so
was infactthe one who was kissing heras he sat at
the corner of the street alone searching for love in
fact begging forit.

Soasl stated thisarticleis dedicated tomy
friends who skipa heartbeat every time they think.
Think, what you think is right and never ever
depend on what others want you to think.

-Pradipta Rana
Class XI

THE WAIT

Ram Lal eagerly waited for the night train
to the city, it was leaving at 4 o’ clock in the
morning. He hugged histattered blanket closer to
hisbody, the cold bithim. The dilapidated station
had no rest rooms and the clear wintermoon less

night made the cold worse.

Ram[ al wasleaving home, running away
like most villagers, but notall ofhisage did, The
reason for his fleeing was his alcoholic fatherhad
abused him and his mother too.The city seemed
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like anescape. He lived ina small village, newly
constructed, like most these villages sprang up,
where waterholes were, a source of life. His father
worked under a head farmer. Zamidari had fin-
ished only superficially.

His father would come back daily drunk,
would beatuphis wife fornot providing food. Ram
Lal only had one other sibling.

RamLaltoohad beenonthereceivingend
too, cause his mother would often pass out after
beatings, and with no one there but him, his father
would venthisangerathim. Histolerance had now
come to anend.

Hismother gavehimalittlemoney she had
to buy a train ticket to the nearest city, where he
wouldreceive salvation, from his daily abuse. This
was his only chance of freedom.

Nowatthe stationheawaited his fate. The
walls of the station, adorned posters, films, which
depicted fantasy worlds whereaall thingsend good.

But Ram Lal would after this trainjourney knew
that life would not change, it would still be a
struggle, where many more hardships were to
come.

The train whistle was heard, the
stationmaster came but Ram Lal got up, droopy
legs awaiting the train. There it camehis salvation;
the train pulled up at the platform. He boarded the
third classapartment, hiseyeseagerly searching for
aseat for his long journey away from hishome.

AsRam Lal boarded the train he took with
himall thatbelongedtohim,allthatnow wasonthis
child’smind was, achance, anew hope, where all
his hopes and dreams, had some chance to flourish.

The train started, he found a half seat
where he packed himselfand wentinto adeepand
unconscious sleep, asleep devoid of dreams.

- Reenus

DIRTY GAMES

He was the man with the broadest chest,
And all thathe did was his best.

He did it for one; he did it for all,
Butsome silly mistake caused his downfall.
Hetried again,and yetagaintorise,
Buthis fall was as if from the high skies.
No matter how hard he tried,

Eachman knew he had died.

Died of what s still unknown,

ButI guesslove was the cause,

Inwhich he had flown

It had caused each barrier to break,

For his heart was now at stake.

I tried, you tried, but none could succeed,
Forhe wastangled inlove and its greed.
Fromoutside he seemed bigandtall,
Buthis chickenheart told his tale toall.
The truth was (if you please)

He had falleninto the hands of adeadly disease.
Foroftenitis said and told,

That gilded tombs worms infold.

Love does whatit’s got to do,
(Foritcanbecalled Snow white’sapple too)
The giftoflove looks flashy outside,
Butonceits charm stings you,

Yourjoyful life gets tremendously harmed.

It makes you think,

It makes youblink,

And all youseeis colour pink.
Yourlifeiscut, cutrightapart.

It seems as if a dart has pierced your heart.
Soletsnot play this game oflove.

Forittook one of my friends’ rights above.

Abovelittle things oflife,
For he knew one experience did cutlike aknife.
-Karan Mehrotra
Class VIII

MYSTERIOUS MELODRAMATIC MOMENTS...

Prologue: “Probably I fell for you before my
present existence, and so, if my love is already
beyondimagination,and if my love stinksof guilt,
itdoesn’t,anymore......

A moody,gloomy mourning, tearing and taunting a
relevant soul. Drooling his passionate dreams,
enjoying every feel of euphoria, the last thing he
needed, butnevertheless received, was acall for
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breakfast.

His mother’s cooking was a glimmer of
hopeto take hismind offhis recentexperience. He
wondered...... never before was he so disturbed.

On his way to school, his familiar
surroundings started to haunt him, as ifto remind
him, the world he had been living in for the past
seventeen years, was a major hoax, some
unrecognised power, more powerful than fate itself
could be no doubt responsible. But its hidden
meaning wasstill unclear.

Unlike other thrillers, where the clouds
give way toatremendous storm, especially during
aconflictof ourhero’s magnitude. It was brightand
sunny when he reached school.

“Okay, I’m fully awake now. Maybe, |
had dozed offin the bus too,” he thought.

It was the last school day of the week, but
there washardly any justification forthe commotion
he saw, a 100 years ahead.

He walked slowly, shrugging, “Whydol
always have to bother somuch?”

Andthen, ithappened..........

Along perpetual pause, and time stopped.
A flashback occurred, and it started as a, but very,

very slowly, everyone else moved, surroundings

He managed totake a few more steps. He
moved closer. Her glow was increasing, her
radiance struck his eyes, aharsh yet gentle blow.
She flickered for a moment, and the flashback
returned. The similarity was striking, and hiseyes
and hismind, were distracted at sucha thought; the
biggest mistake ofhislife.

Becausehis love at first sight, was nomore
to be seen; he smiled at himself, just satisfied with
hisdream, instead.

Epilogue: Dreams, from then on, became an
important partof my life. They often tease me with
hints of my future, my emotions and what I need to
do. They remind me of my sub — conscious, of
another world merge our dreams with reality, or
even pretend that such a thing could happen,
spicing upour dull life couldn’t geteasier.
Based on a true story

-Parag Agarwal
Class XI

REFLECTIONS

Alonestar shinesinthe distant sky. Itsone
inthemomingandthereisnolightinP.H. Sitting on
the entrance steps, listening to Chicane’s Salt
Water, I look up atthat distant star, abrilliant jewel
inthe sky, and my entire life at Welham flashes past
myeyes. Seven yearsof Welham s likeawholelife
—time of dreams come true.

I remember the first day I walked into
school in class six. As usual I hated the food and
morning P.T. wasn’tmy ideaof fun.  was spared
the seniority bitbecause [had abrotherinclassten.
ButImust confessthat the frequentand furtive grub
—raids did leave me feeling abit undernourished.
And the prefects! Hell would freeze over every
time Vijay Bishnoi bellowed “Hey, School!”

Come class seven and Mr. Kandhari
doused all our excitement; sixthies weren’t sup-
posedto begivenany favours! It waslike being the
junior most for two years. I remember Sudeep
Chaudhary shouting, “First you wrong, then your
bums ask for mercy!” Pray tell me how they did

InclasseightI discovered Welham Girls’.
No, no, notthat running around trees bit. Oneof my
father’s colleagues happened to ask me where |
studied. Being fairly vainl answered ‘ Welham’.
Thenheasked me whetherI meant Welham Girls’!
I was shocked and totally denied the existence of
any institutionsuchas Welham Girls’. SoI discov-
ered that one aspect of Welham, that I regret
knowing till now. The same year, | saw Rumaan
Kidwai make the whole school see red on his own!

Class nine was the year of the Diamond
Jubilee and one - shotmovies. The whole school
made up the cast of the movie that was—° As the
river flows....”. A hit play(NSD style), some
amazing exhibitions,and anone shotmovie made
the diamondjubilee celebrations one of the most
memorable ones.

My back was already crumbling from its
pressure, when class 10 came about. Projects,
studies. .. were we seeing stars in bright daylight!
Like the many ‘Firsts’, we had projects in Hindi
and Maths. Feltlike suing the board on grounds of
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S&M.

Eleventh wasmore thanjustaback straight-
ener! If Bryan Adams sang ‘Summer of 69°, I
would have sung ‘Summerof’99!’ It was like the
summer oflife itself. Won the Oliphant Memorial,
played “Ramnik Gandhi” in ‘Final Solutions’...
Editorship, Prefecthood all cameasresults of hard
work.

Twelfth picked up slowly. Still mourning
Sandeep’s death, it took me and the I think the
entire batch to adjust to reality. All the tensions
aboutthe ‘biggies’ thathad started thenstill contin-
ues.

PH has lived up to its expectations. It is
more than what we had heard from our seniors and
surprisingly seniors of other schools! Truly a path

way to heaven!

Prefectship hasn’t exactly been a cake
walk either. IfI can say thenI will say that it has
definitely added a few creases to my forehead.

Even asI write I can feel nostalgia come
and engulfme inits folds. Onone hand thereisthis
incessant urge tomove onand on the otherhand I
would be happy if nothing would change. So here
Iamtotally divided between lifeand Welham. But
change isthe essence of life, sol must move onand
make a place for myselfinthis world. No matter
what happens one thing that will never escape my
thoughtsis Welham.

Welham side till I die,
AzarZaidi

NATURE's DIARY
THE SAPIEN DILEMMA

Today, we faceadilemma. At the brink of
the second millenium and the ushering of genetic
technology, all humans today face the paradoxical
question, interrogating their ethics. The query is,
should we have genetically engineered childrenor
should we believe in the natural process of repro-
duction, and let nature take her own course.

Eugenicsisthescienceofdeveloping genes

ofhigher compatibility. Itis also the sciencethatis
behind this epoch-making, revolutionary
technology, cloning isonly the beginning. What
follows, would be humans with higherintelligence,
smatter looks and bigger brains. The ‘in" thing
would be to have a designer baby. Are we very
sure that we would like that?
The human Genome Project concluded recently
has brought us onto the frontiers of what we
thoughtpossibleonly infiction. Manipulationof our
genes, and our essential life forms could not have
been imagined a few years back. The technical
improvements ina matter of justa few yearshave
amazedus. Today, wehearofan alienbeing living
inthe ofus. Wealso won’tbe surprisedif someone
managestoentractthe DNA of Edisonor Eiristein
and clone an embryo impersonating any of the
geniuses.

What we have in front of us is a
contradictory statementin either way —should we
have intelligent, know all children or should we

havechildrenthatneed our, their parent’sassistance
inlearning.

We rejoice when our child walks for the
firsttime. Werejoice when he writeshis first word.
We rejoice when he jumps with joy at his report
card. Will we not wish that once genetically
engineered babies came into existence?

Inthe seventies, when Houise Brown, the
world’s first test-tube baby wasbom; every human
believed inthe wonders of artificial fertilization.
Imagine fetus growing outside the mothers wound,
and joining the warmth ofhis mother only a few
weeks before birth. That’s quiet unconditional.
Andnow imagine ababy that doesn’teven match
any of the parents’s features, any of the parent’s
intelligence level,and doesn’teventhink any of the
parents. Wow!

We know we are living in the twenty first
century. We know that tomorrow will be new
different from today. But does that make us so
unrealistic, so unemotional, and so unattached that
we would actually like to children that we know
aren’tours. We expectto haveachild, because we
wantour family name, and our blood to continue,
and we want someone to showerall our love upon.
Can we today give an adopted child the same
affectionas we give our own child? Thus, can we
loveagenetically developed child the same way as
we would love our own creation?
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Of course there would be several who
would want the opposite. But we shouldn’tbe so
heartlessand pseudo-scientific break throughlovers
that we proceed to the technology that will lead to
an existence of human species otherwise knownas
Einstein.

Wemust notbeemotional and think by the
heart. We must be logical thoughtful and must
think, before we take the ultimate decision—engines
“owed” baby,

Or your own baby.

- Amish Mulmi

SEPARATED AT BIRTH

RishiBagaria
Mr. Bakshi
Bishesh Shrestha

The Villainin Mi-2
Sean Connery
The Rock

LAMPOON

At First, There Were The Nerds, The Loonies, The
Birdies......Then Came The Prefect

They have theirNYPDs, LAPDs, YA-
PDs, YOH-PDs and we have the WBPD-The
Welham Boys’ Prefect Department.

Tobeincluded in thisbunchofmavericks,
guys would give morethanjusttheirrighthand! The
power, the freedom is good enough to make the
most of the most pious pant with lust. Anything
goes, as long as you have that shiny, shimmering
Prefect’s shield pinned to your chest.

Like every year, another nine were “The
Chosen ones”. Here, in short, is all you ever
wanted to know about them.

Parimal Piyush: The undisputed leader of them
all, theking of the ring, known for the fissile nature

ofhisanger. Amazingability tokeepastraight face
inthemostincredulousof situations. Wanted, only
alive please, onthe other side (I pity him forthat)
and definitely a favourite of those alpine heights’
residents. A hot favourite amongst the ladiesand
(surprisingly) theladdies aswell. Don’tmess with
him, knowshowtotakeitoutofyouquite painfully.
Notknown as Parimal ‘going ballistic’ Piyush for
nothing,

Rishi Bagaria: Perhaps West Bengal’s most
worthwhile contributionto Welham. Tall,dark and
handsome this guy was born clutching a Master-
mind. Free from local influence. His thoughts fly
towards Sanawar. The right hand of the school

cap, has a habit of coming down hard, real hard.
Youmess with himonce, youmess withhim twice,
buttry no further because the third timeit is histurn
tomess youup. Believesin ‘early tobed, early to
rise makes aman healthy and wise’.

Mukti Bikram Shah: He belongs in the cadre of
Socrates, Homer, Plato and the rest of the gang.
Thesilentone, mostofhistimeisspentinreflecting
onlove. You know he isill when he speaks a lot
(one word per hour). Plans to join the Nepal army
oneday, can be seenasking questions like—“What
comesonce in Army buttwice inKathmandu?’ He
is the think tank of the batch and advisor to the
school cap. (I guess that explains the perplexed
and confused look on the schooli’s face). Don’t
cross paths with him, he did not become Tae-
kwon-do Captain through correspondence.
Bishesh Shrestha: The crooked pillar of the
Nepal trinity, he is most famous for his funky
hairdos and beard-dos, and his rare guest appear-
ances on the Prefects table during breakfast. He is
the sports cap and loves to sleep during games
time. Lovestostruthis stuff when the occasioncalls
for. God Bless...

Diwas Bam: He is the madder than the mad
scientistand doesn’teven spare the Prefectstable
whenitcome to theapplicationofhis mad theories.
The third pillar to the Nepal trinity, this guy can’t
wait to get his hands on some surgical saws, and
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tear open anyone who crosses paths with him.
Mehul Khati: Thekarate kid! All the time trying
todiscovernew waysto slice hisegg withkung fu
chopsand blows. The stern looking guy whois soft
inside. His favourite means of transport is his
battered scooter or rather what’s left of it.

Daman Chhikara: Call him ‘taujaan’ call him

no matterhow grave the situation. Butmind you he
could be serious when it was needed of him. He
wasa good Prefect while he was. The sweetest of
allthecanes.

Azar Zaidi: Mr. Tough guy. He will never spare
youno matter how insignificant or small the crime
is. Although very pre occupied with his own ‘af-

‘kakaji’, thisincredible hulk canhurl youagoodten
meters without breaking into asweat. Has a pen-
chant for Hindi music and humseveninhis sleep.
Just back from Canadalooking bulkierthanusual.
Our hope for the next Olympics rest onhis broad
shoulders. Let’shope he doesitand makes Welham
proud.

Karan Chhabra; a k.aKhushwant Singh Jr.,and
Ken. He is the prefect that never was. ... seriously
miss his wit and sense of humour at the Prefects
table. Mukti’snightmare! Never failed toamuse us

fairs’ but whenhe comes into play, he can be very
demanding. Known forhis ‘deadly’ sense of humour
andevendeadlierlaugh. And of course the legend-
ary ‘v’ shaped body. Regular visitor to the gym,
god knows what he does there, his v shape is
growing more into a b shaped body. Loves to
garland guys with their own fancy shoes. You
know what ‘they’ say about him-“ whenheis good
he is good but when he is bad he is even better!”

- Azar Zaidi

WMW/( Welham Most Wanted)- TWELFTHIES UNPLUGGED

Kumar Nilay: Every teacher’s nightmare! The
biggestmischiefmakerinthe history of Welham, a
musical ustad and amad scientist with the god gift
oftaking anyone’s trip while arguing on any issue.

Pankaj Sharma: The reasoner, thinker and
philosopher with multiple accent virus in his head.
The Robin Hood of Welham and the last of the
tribal brahmins. Basicallya...???
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Gurkirpal SMann: Ironically termedas “thekid”
by all. Gifted with the skill of master word play
(Shwain Shwain). Responsible for the foundation
of Bhangra Cult of Crooksand idiots (BCCI).
Daman Chikkara: Themostreligiousguy here. A
‘pahelwaan’ in the making(goal- Olympics).
Follower of his own pious ideas and
ideologies.(‘Reproductional prashad’ system and
theory of theinner atma).

Tanay Goenka: A great artist, claims to have
stolen the original Mona Lisa. Met his female
through e-mail. A narcissist who is no less than
great god pan.(Future plans-modelling for fairand
lovely).

Usamah Burza: Thepillaroflove(a very long one
though). Broke-‘n’-hearted known for all the rite
reasons. He has bridged the gap to the other side
and taken his lady onajoyride. Allhe needsisa
permanent stable.

Bishesh Shrestha: Sports person of the year with
a spotable beard. Hardcore Nepali dude.
Overcome by the ashes of a goddess, he has
proclaimed Nirvana. The bull god withno homs,
every rose has itsthorns.

Divya Agarwal: Tobeornotbe... heisonly got
to study. The Nova, Casanova (self proclaimed)
with the bike. Recently awarded the ‘Jimmy
Valentine’ award.

Mukti B Shah: Sincere, hardworking and a
focused guy. P-reserved innature. The Hamlet in
themaking, notsoabnormally. A very good playboy
andthe futureof NDA(National Death Academy).
Rohit Agarwal: ANRI(currently apseudo citizen
ofNepal). Good atheart and a wonderful guy with
the best chest and pump pump attitude and not to
forget the widow’s peak.

Amanjeet Oberoi: The fabled ‘German jeet’
whose provisos incamal love are famous from here
to the Reich. The ‘paagal’ sardar in the in esteem
(..steam). A rally racer with many cheecks after
him. Cute and kiddish forhe believes, kisses forall,
hes and shes, serves insolitude inthe messand is
at ease.

KaranjeetS Chhabra: Heisawise crackand will
have you cracking your sides in no time.The
charming sardar. A smartanddecent guy. Theman
with thegolden pug. A bearloving beast wholoves
to feast. ‘Cupid Ken’ as he callshimselfthese days,
party and have funinaall ways.

Anuj Agarwal: Tushibaby. ‘Tambakoo’ wasthe
force behindhimalthough ‘joayful’ guy,heremained

quiet.Ourown versionof"Leonardo".

Kunal Virmani: CoolKV,alocal gundawhois
the coolest sensation after the kelvinators. The
‘thanda’ guy who plays baddy. He’ gonatop e0z
he took tuition worth alakh so 100% guarantee.
Shubham Saurabh: A ‘jugadu’ inall ways. After
all hismottoin lifeis “forjugad isthe way of life”.
A cricket lover and an agent under cover. The
once, not so long ago, prem pujari.

Saumya Tyagi: Heisthe ‘bhai’ ofthe valley in his
innercirclehisassociates callhim-Kid rock. There
is something about Saumya. ..

Manan Sah: It’s classified but pentium IV is
already outin fact 17 yearsago. Heisit. A worm,
avirusbecause he says incompsnoone cantire us.
Harshit Goenka: What can I say about him?
EvenIdo notknowmuch abouthim, heisall the
time in his own world. A charismatic saint from the
banks of Ganga.

Mehul Khati: Pocket Hercules, junior Mr.
Welham! The Jet Li of the school. He is over
reflexive. A very sensitive guy (youcan see hishair
standing all thetime). Faster than lightning (ofthe
lantern).

Saurav Shrestha: The all time high ofaguy. In
appearance a rock-star . Called ‘bango’ by his
fans. Campaigns aginst drug abuse and has lost his
intellectual fuse. A directdescendant ofthe famous
Nepali acid mafiaband ofhysterical cultists.
Himanshu Gupta: The “desi pahalwaan’ from
the locality. Fearfully called ‘hariya’ by all those
who have to give him hafta. Suffers from split
personality, the other half ofhim Taam Krooj latest
flick—*Aaem: Aaayee-t00’.

Bisharad Shah: Nepali psycho. Not somad man
who tries to think if he can. He is other worldly.
Dreaded by all womenalthoughhe says-‘Ruk jaon
meinsudhargayahoon’.

Anant Dwivedi: Big momma. Who says black
isn’tbeautiful? Themaha-esh- Bhuphati of Welham
Tennis. Forall teachers he is aregular menace.
Gautam Macker: Size does matter. A lotin fact.
Wendy, asheiscalled forhispleasantand agreeable
self. Who needsa globe we have oneright here.
Sudhanshu Modi: When heread about the evils
of drinking, hequitreading. Named ‘tally’ because
ofhis striking Hrithik like looks and side locks and
hissmileisheavenly.

Saurabh Gupta: He is ready to marry any girl
given that her dad gives him a Merc S-Class in
dowry. Thenotorius BIG from Sahranpore. As far
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as ladykilling(softly)isconcerned, heishardcore.
Jasmmet Singh: Heisakiller! Beware donotgo
by hislooks. The quietestsurd ofall. If you trouble
himyou will getakilling call.

Karn Singh: Monkey Trouble (Khehhch
Khehhch)! A basketball player with a bubble.
Unlucky inlove, can’tfind therightand less powerful
dove. Minister of external and internal affairs-
WGHS. Has never exchanged evena smile with his
crush. Claimsto have been in love since class VII.
Jitin Oberoi: Nicknamed, ‘tiger’ on the prowl but
the gentle and harmless one, we mean. Over
intense incharacter. The species thathe belongsto
isextinct. He isthe only one alive. A good guy at
heart.

Mohnish Rathi: The man with the bestback side
here. A studious dude with great brains (always
coming out of shorts).

Amit Prashar: The sweat maker and breaker of
sports. An all rounder in all aspects be it sports,
studiesorevensex. Looks like Sunny Deol, doesn’t
he? Great at lectureism, believe me, I was the
victimonce.

Diwas S Bam: Eureka! Immensly hyperactive
scientistandaninsanebiologist. Plays TT (Terminal
Torture)andisavictimof circumstances. Extremely
unorganised.

Rishi Bagaria: The bengal tiger with lotsof black
silk on his body. Great IQ. Like he says ‘but
Sanawarrules’. All teacherslove him and agreat
admirer of Sufimusic. Favourite quawali-‘Uss. ..’
Nitin Bansal: Quiet, shy and a model like guy
basically allin all slow deathof amachine. Clean
and clear all the time. The zymboo of the year.
Motto ¢ No pain, no gain and no fear’.

Parimal Piyush: Thecaptainoftitanic, theworld’s
mostdeadliestsecretagent. Sly, determined, cool
and commanding. The usatd of all ustads. Stubborn
asthe females think ofhim. One hell of aschooli.
Lost his heart at the hills, always in search of
adventureand thrills.

Azar Zaidi: The Ed! Gentle Giant, six by six
indeed. The English man who went forjogsin the
midday sunforhisloved one. The man with the best
hairand hairdo, unfortunately only understood by
afew.

Ijlal Shamsi: Code name ‘Zorba’. The Desktop
Editorand thebeastwithalegendarybeard. A very
pious soul. Becoming a prophet is his long term
goal. Fierce and hairy like the tartars and at the
same time soft hearted (Shylock, Jageera, etc).
Kanishk Kaushik: As for my case Iwill leave it
for the Ed to do the honours. God bless my soul
- --This guy is insane and loving it. Words can’t
describe him. In a class of his own, he is 0ozing
intellectualism from every pore. Buttruly inclassof
hisownheisa ‘namoona’. Greattohave himinthe
board, hisintellectual antics never fail to tickle us.
Call him El Kanishko, call him El Gaucho, call him
“cupid witha ‘k’ ”, all he knows is that insanity is
at stakes.

Time I took a permanent vacation but this
does not mean that the Lampoon is finished.
I retire but someone else will take my place
and once again the sun will rise, the rose
bud will open and a new lampoonist will be
born...after all the legend lives on.

- Yours for the last time,
Kanishk Kaushik

RINGSIDE VIEW

The games are over, its all done and you
are back to one and only one.

Sohere I amtorefresh your memories of
the Sports Scene over the year. To start with
cricket. The season started with a well-practised
and confident team, moving to Sanawar forits first
tournament, accompanied by the Squash team.
Although the squash team was ousted, the cricket

‘team compensated for it by beating the Sanawar
team by ahuge margin of 80 runs. The star of the
match, Amit Prasher scored a spectacular total of

44 runs, whichincluded quite a few boundaries,
and he also bagged the highest wicket taker award
by getting 6down.

What followed were the Inter-houses. A
week of pure thrill Krishna walked away with the
senior’s trophy while Ganga had a comfortable
victory overall houses in the junior section. They
beatKrishnainthe finals.

The team also did play a few local teams
and emerged victorious inalmostall. Cricket was
gone and Hockey came on.
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The hockeyteam ‘again without thehelpof
a coach’, played their first tournament at Oak
Grove School. The finals was the much talked
aboutas we won the match in the penalty stage of
the game. We were playing St. Georges.

In the Councils hockey tournament, the
team carried on withthe same ‘Josh’ and wenton
to win the title without having a single goal scored
against them. This is what I call ‘JUST TOO
GOOD’. The team showed some astonishing co-
ordination and beat the Doon School in the finals

Welham, presently seems to be flourishing . The
team played quite a few tournaments this year.

It started with the Woodstock Tourna-
ment, where we thrashed the Doscos in the semis,
but got clobbered in the finals by the Woodstock
team.

The Golden Jubilee nextand this again we
metthe Doscos in the semis but unfortunately lost
in what was called a very controversial match. In
the Afzal Khan we gotknocked inthe league stage
again by the Doscos. Finally came the districts

comfortably. whereluck did refuse to favourusand we lostonce
, TheInter-houses went off well. Imust say again(Oh! God)to the Doscos in the finals.
that all houses had competi- The inter-house was
tiveteamsand putupagood M:gzwg‘e played afterages and saw
fight. Asitiscommonly said BR Gangaemerge victorious
the best will take care of the €A ® without much trouble.
rest, Cauvery bagged the Se- < Your manhere captained
nior Sections trophy while i the Gangaside.
Krishna proudly lifted the C/ / \\§ : Tennisalsooncecameinto
Jjunior’strophy. \ full flow. A coach was
Soccer came back “‘& organisedbutduetoonlya
with abig, big bang. To be i \\ few boys turning up for
ﬁankalmc;sttllewholeteatn ,/\( ﬁ practices the coachhad to
gmnszls;ed ott; Nepalis with & 1 I w b;;;ent baclli.tl pity tlhat.d
onaldo cuts. e squash team playe
The first Soccer (A well at Sanawar but lost.

tournament was at the
R.IM.C. Although theteam
topped in the group, but
couldn’tmake it into the Semis duetoaditterence
inthe goal averages. Butthe team did notlose any
hope and moved into play the Councils Tourna-
ment. Looking good inthe beginning, however the
team gave in to St. Joseph’s college and was
knocked outin the semis.

The last but not the least the Inter-houses
saw some fresh talent on the field. In spite of the
heavy downpours the whole event was in rapid
action. Krishna house put in that extra punch and
claimed the trophy in both, Seniors and Junior
sections. It wasabsolutely amazing.

Basketball, the sport that never dies in

They eagerly await a
coach. A letter has been

- sent to an association in
Chandigarh and areply isawaited.

Athleticstooisinfull flowwithguystaking
partinall events possible. What makes me happy
isthat for onceall the sloppy people canbe seenon
and off the tracks (for god’s sake they are out of
theirhouses).

Asitissaid all good things mustcome to
anend, I end this page of the ringside view with
the following note, ‘Bad things, happenonly to
good people’.

-Forever
Anshuman Singh
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