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Think About It...
Tyranny is always better organised than freedom.

EBITORIAL

-Charles Peguy.

Therecentonslaughton thebarren Afghan
wastelands by themighty U.S hasallowed usto
witness the sad truth and the futility of the various
international peace organisations that propagate
peaceyet cannot do anythingto prevent the obvi-
ous. True, the U.S. might be fully justified in
retaliating against

Thebest part thatmarching signifies s that
Founders’ has finally arrived Many of us are
looking forward to it as this time we can expect
someserious changes intheoccasion. The whole
atmosphere has lit up with a difterent kind of
attitude, theone where everyone feels itis essential

to give in some-

the September 11
attacks, but does
that allow the
world toface an-
other setback in
theform of anew
war? Especially
againsta country
thathasbeenrav-
aged by nature
and manalike; as
thegrim reality of
war closesin, we
must believe in
working for
peace, and must
put an end to all
dangerstohuman
existence as a

The Edi

nEw  PASSION W

thing to make the
Founder’ better

Our ath-
leteshavefinally
comeoutof their
cocoons as we
seedie-hard run-
ners practising
hard at their
events. Recentlv
onerepliedtomy
questionof how
many lapshad he
run- “15 laps™
Oh myv God.
something en-
tirely unbeliev-
able has taken
overour boys. as

whole.
Thechill hassetinabit earlier thanusual
this time, and it sure has drastic consequences.
Boys canbeseen runningaround for their woolens
and getting out their quilts. One another change-
marching! Itisareal pleasureio watch the different
houses giving intheir best as the authorities find
different ways to tackle theuncoordinated ones
and be a part of the glory. Boys can also be seen
walking the way they march, sometimes even
chanting thesacred hymns of ‘left’ and ‘right’.

we people ot all
shapes and sizeare runningaround the dusty tracks
Wehopetosee someserious competitionthis time
Ourbasketball team has once againshown
thatthey aretruly abunchof ‘neversaydie’ people
and havereturned after a highly successtul tourna-
ment. Though they didn’t winit, wemustremember
they were two key players who missed it How-
ever, our captain, who has justhealed from anose
fracture, playedlike atrue captainand led his team

alltheway.
m



Ithas been Founder’s all thistime, and at
the rate that we are going, I think we will surely

have asuccessful one.
- Anshuman

WELHAM NOW

1. Thelnter School Arthur Hughes Extempore
English Debatewas held in the Activity Center
on 10" October.

Parag Agarwal secured the second position
and Amish Mulmi the Most Promising Speaker.
Welham Boys’ stood 2™.
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2. ThelInter-School Science and Computer Quiz
was held on 11* October. RIM.C. took

away thetrophy.

% % %

3. A Hungarian Folk music troupe “Vilagok
Hangja” was performed in the Activity Centre
on 12 October. This was appreciated by all.

*k %

4. Thelnter-School English Quizfor classes 7, 8
and 9 was held on the 15% of October. Our
team comprisingof Shaunak Valame, Gaurav
Chopraand Chirantan Singh stood 3™

* %k %

5. TheIPSC Basketball tournament was held in

Nabha, Punjab from 12%to 15 October. Our
team was Second Runners-up.

* %k %

6. ThelInter-House Senior Squash was won by
Cauvery house.

* %k

7. TheMilo Salwan Marathon was heldin Delhi
on 14* October. Each section comprised 1000
- 1500 particiapants.

----In the under 14 section Gurankit stood
22nd, Anant Jhangwal stood 23rd, Vaibhav
Rajstood 24th, Vipin Kumrastood25th, Rishi
Raj stood 26th and Ayush Bahety stood 27th.
Theraceforthissectionwasof 2. 7km.
----In the under 17 section Marootf Ahmed
stood 15th, Faizan Ullah stood 27th, Abhishek
Kapoor stood 28th, Tanmay Agrawal stood
29th, Saurabh Chaudhary stood 30th and
Dhruv Malhotrastood 3 1st. The race for this
section was of 5 km.

----In the under 19 section Sagar Sharma
stood 38th and Pawan Rana stood 49th. The
race for this section wasof 10 km.

LAMDPOON.
The day in the life of a ....

6:45a.m.“Aye!! Gettupp forPitti(P.T.)
Oye!” arethefirst wordsthathits his ears early in
themorning. ‘Nowwhythehell, cannotthisP. T 1.
let us sleep, and sleep himself. And god, why
cannot you makeitraininthe momings?’ are the
first thoughts that come to his mind. “What the
HELL?”; the word is one of the first, he speaks,
“Sir, myback ispaining. Ifelloffmybedlastnight.”
Hisfirstsentenceisasillylie. And tothink ofit, his
dayhas justkicked off. ...
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Obviously, not convinced, the P T I
shoots off histrademark scolding, that heuses on
hard nuts like him. He says something else but
means this— ‘ Yesterday, you gaveone excuse,
today you givethis and tomorrow you will give
another and for day after there will be another
oneforth coming!!’ Reluctantly, he moves out of
his cozybed and out in the field, only toseethe
smiling faces of the HMs & Co. flocking around
‘HIM’ to make an impression. Then suddenly



heisalmostknocked ofthis feetby arunning man,
followed byhis troop of young marathon enthusi-
asts. Hissillymind tries torecall aninstance when
hehasseen thisman, notrunning, orevenoutofhis
jogging gear. Never! ‘This schoolisgoingnuts’,
aretheonly words he can think of, as he goes out
formorningjogs withothers likehim —half asleep.

His feet drag along only with the grim
hopeto seeabeautiful faceonthe way. And then
hereaches the ‘Meccaof momingjogs’, where he
is sure to see one. The speed breakers between
their gates, break his speed. Suddenly heis con-
scious of every stephe takes. One ‘bird’ flies past
him, followed by a couplemore, thenanother, and
yet more. Wow!

fastthereis ‘vadasambar’ Disgusted, heisabout
to bite one, when another disaster strikes He
remembers hehas todeliver theassembly speech
thatday! Hysterically, he looks around and sees a
class five Hindi reader, left bv some careless
junior. That’sit! He flipsthrough and reaches a
pageon which its written—P. T Usha, ‘Ek Kali
Ghodi.’ Thatinstance, he sets somesortotaworld
record by translating it into English, within 10
minutes with the title — P T. Usha, ‘The Black
Beauty!” He blurts out his speech on the stage.
without much applause, of course Butonly he
knows how he managed it! (Now who wants to
know how many medals P.T. Ushawonearly in
themorning?)

His day 1is ,
made. ... I7s.

Back to
thehostel he sees
hisinvitingbed. It
seems to be say-
ing, “Comebaby,
lie down on me.
Youcandreamall
over again.” He
does notstop him-
self. Thistimehe
kisses thegirl, and
was about to
make his next
move, when he
gets up with a
start. He glances
at his watch —
8:05a.m.! He

JusT

THOSE DAYS,..-

The 3 school
just comes &
goes Notthat he
did not go for it.
but he was so
busy doingother
things that he
hardly even no-
ticed He plaved
3 matches of
book cricket
(US A Vs Af-
ghanistan. Nepal
VsChinaand In-
diaVsPakistan)
Hewinsacouple
of them and the
fourth school
passesaway with
celebration At
fruit break, 1t’s

oNE

grabs and putson
whatever he can, and zooms off to the classes
block, cursing the 64flights of subway steps on his
way. 30 mins late, butthat isbetter thannotbeing
there at all! He crosses the bearer with the late
book, who smiles at him, as if saying ‘Best of
Luck!” The Teacher — a sarcastic ‘Good
morning. ...thenasudden explosion—‘Getoutof
myclass!!’ Needlesstosay, it fails miserably, but
itwas worth atry.

At breakfast lines, a prefect calls upon
him. Its then that he realizes that he is wearing
bathroom slippers! He is sent back with the
obvious remark — ‘Reportafter lunch.’ Forbreak-

thesameold fruit.
the school gives out everyday — Bananas He
chooses half a dozen, well shaped bananas and
eatsthem, notbecause he loves them, but because
hehates them so muchthat he cannot bear to see
many around!

Inhisfifthschool hebecomes overactive
The kind of activeness, the Multimedia Lab is
known to put boysin. Halfthe class gets wasted
deciding what to do, and other halt looking for
gamesin thecomputers. His sixth school is free.
amazingly today he decides to spend it in the
L R.C. Hegrabs the Times of India and flips right
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over to the Entertainment page. He immediately
curses Osama Bin Laden, not because he is re-
sponsible forkilling thousands, butbecausehe is
responsible foroccupying the Entertainment page
with news about the war, which otherwise would
befilled with colorful photographs of Hollywood/
Bollywood stars!

Lunch has nothing special to offer. And
thenthe dreadedtime comes — ‘afterlunch’. The
afternoonsun shines treacherously over him, asifto
settle some personal grudge. The prefect is about
tomake him sweat in the sun, when he is reminded
of the new rule: no physical punishment. ‘OK, so
you want a task?’ ‘Yes! Yes!, he answers, re-
lieved. But his excitement is shortened, as the
words of the prefect rings in his ears — Write 5000
lines, ‘Iwill nevereverbestupid enoughto wear
bathroom slippers and come to eat my breakfast!’

Nothing much happens after lunch, except
of course he is back in his dreamland. 3 hours of
undisturbed dreams and this timehe kisses the girl.
He wakes up atteatime, but is too sleepy to walk
till there. Hethen goes to play football. He plays,
showing some of the moves he has managed to
learnby seeing “gymmy”. Butthen heoverdoesiit,

and out goes the ball, over the wall and into the
slummy. Now he becomes a subject of
everyone’s anger. He goes back to the hostel, in
desperate need of abath butthe stringof events
isnotover yet. As he is about to wash himself,
there isn’t any water leftto doso. There he is,
with soap and shampoo all over his body and
withno watertowash. He hasto washhimselfby
thechilling water of the cooler, andto add tothe
dilemmahe gets late for the dinner. Hesomehow
manages to sneak in frombehind the dining hall.
Hishairuncombedand dripping with water, as if
he’s stranded there by a sea storm

Atpreptime, ashesitsdown tostart the
‘task’ given to him, the electricity goes of Not
knowing quite what to do, he comes back to the
hostel and tries to getanother shuteye. Buthow
could he with the temperature soaring, and the
mosquitoes buzzing incessantly in his ears? Elec-
tricity comes back at midnight, and he sits down
to finish his 5000-line task Before doingso. he
pondersover theevents of that day He smiles,
andthensaysto himself, “whataboringday. !”

Prayas J.B.Rana
Class - XI

LITERARY AFFAIRS.,
H kid J will a[wayi be.

When I was a kid,

Tused to wonder,

“How do the grownups feel?”
This was a thought

Always atmy heel.

I’vegrownupabit,
ButIwonderstill,
Howwouldit feel?
Tobeolderstill.

Love me

Hestood atthe ruins where hishome had
stood once. There was an eerie feeling in the air,

@

A dayIshall,
Reallybeold,
AndwillIthenbe,
Justasbold?

Andthoughinage,
Iwillbeold,
AkidI'llalways be!

Atul Sharma

tender

which madethe haironhisbody stand He was
back, once again to the place where his child-



hood memories remained.

Ithadbeentwenty years since the unfortu-
natenight. The night that would change hislife. The
nightthatwould never allow him to livefreely. He
looked at the nightsky, reflectingall its grace inthe
stars that shone in the heavens. He saw the great
hunter, Orion, he remembered it well. His mother
always pointed it out to him, as both of them sat
undermeaththe tree. He walked slowly, surveying
the ruins, moving towards the backyard. His eyes
fallupon thetree; ithad amazingly withstood time,
and heremembered onceagain, memoriesthat he
could neverforgot. He walked towards the gigan-
ticstructure, dugatitsbase, and kept diggingtill he
found whathe was looking for. A lighter, asilver
colored lighter. Though time and dirthad corroded
its beauty, ithad not lost its shine, for ithad given
himhis freedom. Freedom, hethoughtagain. He
then placesthe lighterto whereitbelonged, like his
memories, buried.

A tear rolled down his cheeks as a hand
placeditselfonhis shoulder. Familiar withthe touch
ofhis beautiful wife, heturned around and quickly
wipedthetear from hiseye. Hedidn’t want his wife
tonoticehistears.

In the car his wife asked him the same
question that she had asked him for the past five
years. “Tell me what happened that night?” she
enquired, “If you only tried to share it with me
maybe it would ease you and make your heart
lighter.”

He suddenly stamped on the brakes;
openedthe doorand walked towards aclearing by
theroad. Hesatdown and litacigarette. Inthe light
ofthe cigarette, she noticed the painin hiseyes; the
same pain she had seen all these years yet never
understood the reason for it.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked
herself, notableto bring voice tothe thought.

He pulled at the cigarette hard and as the
smokefilled theair, hestarted inaslow painful tone
“I was born in that house. The tree was where |
spent my happier days. There used to be swing
thereon whichmy mother and I'sat whileshe sang

inabeautiful tone. Mother was ahousewife who
loved her family dearly. My father was a war
veteran, and traumas of the war made him take to
drinking. My firstmemories goback to whenmy
father woke meup one night. He was drunk and
stinking of booze. He dragged me to the kitchen
where my mother was on thefloor crying She had
beenbrutally hitand her clothes weretorm He then
ordered me to sing ‘Love me tender’ and then
continued to brutally assaultmy mother ”

“Next morning life was back to normal
My mother showed nosignsof last night's brutality
Yet the marks remained. I knew she had hidden
them, yetshe didn’twant meto know ™

“Ithought my father would get over this
sadisticactofhisand stop beating up my mother,
butheneverdid. Every nightI was locked in my
room where [ would crouch in a corner and stay
awaketillthe criesdid subside ”

“Every morning my mother tried to smile
when shesaw me, after all no mother would want
her childtoknowof her pain. Butthe cutsand the
bruises were something she could never hide.
Every day whenshe satin the swing with me her
eyes looked ahead for a bright future for herson,
butby evening her eyes would become cold and
expressionless. There were nights when Dad did
not come home and Mom would be up all night
sitting in the porch with me and showing me the
greathunter inthe clearnightsky. Shewould say,
‘ Iwantyoutobelikethe greathunter Strong, yet
protecting those who need you ”

“Onenight, whenIwas 12, justastheusual
routine continued, the beating stopped A cold
silencefilledthehouse. Anoddshiverrandownmy
spine, yet | managed to creep out of the bed and
look into the kitchen. My mother was sittingin a
comer staring atthe motionless body of my father
Iranto my mother and wrapped my arms around
her. Butall shewas whispering while lookingat the
body was, “ Its my fault, all my fault ” Aftera few
minutes she got up and told me to go call the
neighbour, andby the time Ireturned the house was
ablaze. I tried to runinside tobring my mother, but
theneighbourstopped me.”
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“Afterthefire wasover, Iwas takenby my
uncle who made mewhat Iam today .”

He slowly gotup and walked towards the
car. His wife wiped the tears off her eyes and sat
down quietly inher seat. Thenasthe carmoved on
she placed herhead onher husband’s shoulder and
fell asleep. Whatshe couldn’tsee, was the blank
expression in her husband’s eyes as he recalled
what actually happened that night.

Heremembered comingout of the room
and seeing his mother dead onthe floor, his father
cryingover herbody. Fury took over hismind and
he grabbed the boozebottle lying on thefloor and
smashed itonhis father’shead. Thenhesprinkled
kerosene on his unconscious father’s body. He

The ‘Innocent’

“Iminnocent, Itell you. I'vebeenframed.
Ididn’tdoit.” Iwascryingand shoutingatthesame
time. The warden came, gave me a nasty cold
stare, and walked away. [wentback and saton the
bench, my face hidden in my hands. I started
weeping and did not stop for along time.

After Istopped, [calmed downabit. I got
upand wenttomybed. Ilay downand stared at the
onlybulbinthecell that gave offadulllight, asifa
reminder of death. AsIsaid before, I was framed.
They accused me of killing John Blake, my
neighbour. “Ididnotdoit.” I criedoutinanger and
almost every other criminal in the penitentiary
woke up and cursed me. Asif I cared!

Istill rememberthe whole incident. John
called up asking for the shovel  had borrowed. I
said Iwould bethereina few minutes. WhenIwent
there, he stopped me to join him for a drink. I
agreed and stayed for more than an hour.

Ileftand reached home inajiffy. My wife
was awake; she asked, “Where have you been?”

“AtJohn’s dear. Goto sleep. I havestill
gotloads of work.” she left withouta word, and I
sat down to work, about fifteen minutes later, the
phonerang. Itwas John. I had left my cellphone at
his placeand he asked ifhe should return it. I told

©

gavealastkissto hismother andtook outthe lighter
from his father’s pocket. He then set fire to the
house. As the flames rose higher, he could see his
father comingto hissenses, onlyto find his clothes
on fire. He was so drunk that he could not even
walk out of the house tosave himself. Hecried out
in the same oldslur thathe would ask him to sing
‘Lovemetender’

Those were the memories that had been
troubling him ever since. And heknew that it was
no smallburden he carried, it was the plain image
of his mother motionless on the floor, while his
fatherburntinall ‘dis’grace.

Pradipta Rana
Class XII

Killer.

him that I would come and hung up.

I put on my jacket and went out. It was
chilly outsideand I jogged till John’s house Iwent
inside, said thanks for the phone and the formali-
ties. Then suddenly we heard an explosion at the
backdoor! We ran and saw a man dressed in
military fatigues. He pulled outa shotgun when he
saw John and he fired, the impact of the slug
sendingJohn flyingto thewall. Heslammed against
itand fell down. Thekiller threw the gun towards
meand yelled, “catch!” Idid so. He then pulled out
a revolver and aimed it at me! He smiled and
fired... notatme, butatJohn. He exhausted his
revolver at John, cursed softly, and left

I'wasstunned at this site, was gluedtomy
place, and could noteven move! I thoughtof calling
the police, butjustthen I heard the siren of a patrol
car. The cop who came inhad agun pointed at me
and cried, “Freeze.” I did so and was soon putin
prison and was sentenced to capital punishment

Allthese thoughts rushed through my mind
like videotape fast-forwarded. I closed my eyes
and again beganto weep. About ten minutes later,
the warden opened thedoor. It wastime He came
inand cuffed me. Iwalked slowly outside where
thesun wasrising. Isaw aman withtherifleanda
commander who was glancing at his watch every



now and then.

Itook my placenear the wall whereIsaw
many holes. Bullet holes? Who cares? Iwastodie
in afew minutes so Ididn’tbothertonoticeit. The
warden came up to blindfold me, but I refused
saying I was content.

The shooter took his place. He looked
familiar. .. hey! Iknewhim. Hewasthekiller! He
gaveasly grinasifintriumphthathehad succeeded

THROUGH

Shabeer - The people of which country call them
English?
Aseem-1think France!!

* % %k ¥

A junior to Mr. Khaira - Sir, please wait.
Mr. Khaira - 58 kgs!!

*ok Kk

Aseem (to his classmates on seeing some birds
near Tapti ) - Oye guys, look at the gooses!!

* ok ok ok

Myr. Khaira to the class - Boys, today is F-R-1-
D-A-Y, so we are going to go to FRI!!

SEPARATED

1. Tridip Bhattacharya
2. Ankit Vinayak
3. Anvesh Kumar

inhisgoal toframe me. “Heisthekiller! In Christ’s
name hekilled John, notme!” I yelled and yelled.

I heard one word, “Fire” and [ felt an
explosion inmy chest. ] wenton my knees as I felt
the world round merevolve. I muttered one last
thing“I’minnocent”,  heard anotherbang, and all
wentblack. ..

Samridha S.J.B. Rana.
Class IX

THE KEYHOLE..

Aseem to Shabeer - Hey guys, 1 don't feel like
playing marching today!!

* ok Kk

Mrs. Anand- Sir, could youtell mehowtozap a
surd??

Mr. Khaira - 1 don't know.

Mprs. Anand-Tellhim tofind acomer inacircular
room.

Mr. Khaira (after thinking for a while ) - And
can youtell me how the surd zapped the man.
Mrs. Anand - No, Sir.

Mpr. Khaira - By finding the corner!!

AT BIRTH.

Supandi (from Tinkle)
Rasik Goel
Mr. Parvesh Kumar

RINGCSIOE VIEW

Its been half an hour since [ have been
probingmy mind for an elaborate beginningtoa
new Ringsidereport, yetI can’tseem tojust find
asuitable one. So without any preambles, lets
justbegin, say, from thebeginning!

TheBasketball team is back from Punjab
Public School, Nabha, where they played the
I.P.S.C.schools’ tournament. It was a remarkable

trip forateam whose 2 key players were missing
We weresecond runners-up intheoverall standings,
and itwas by mischance that we lostthe semi-final
match againstMayo Boys’.

Our first match was against Lawrence,
Lovedale, and we thrashed them by a margin of
over 50 points. Aatirscored 31 points, while the
restof theteam supported him ably. Inthe next two
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matches with Assam Rifles, Shillong,andD.P.S.
R K Puram, we won by an easy score of 46-21
and 52-30respectively. Negi played superbly in
his comeback afteranose injury, scoringmorethan
20 points in both the matches. The quarterfinals
camenext, where we played against atough team,
Daly College, Indore. However, we comfortably
beat them with Abhishek “Begu” skirting the court
in both halves, scoring 24 points.

As mentioned earlier, we lost our semi-
final match to Mayo Boys’, by amere marginof 6
points. Aatir and Yoginder were both fouled out,
though Gagan

Manchanda.

The Salwan Marathon was recently
conducted in Delhi, and 14 boys from our school
participated. All our boys managed to secure a
position within thefirst fifty The total number of
participants were 1000-1500 inevery section

Speakingofathletes, wecan finally seethe
never-say-dietrainers in practice as they run around
under the guidance of the new Athletics Captain.
RanaRaghubir. Wehope they will putthe unstable
main field to its best use. The Heats for all track
events will beginfrom the 22" Talkingoftracks,
we can also see

weaved a charm
around the
spectators by his
graceful moves.
We secured the
third position by
playing a very
closely contested
match  with
Punjab Public
School. They lost
by 6 points.

F or
Basketball
freaks, we have
another
tournament, “the
Fixed Five”
comingup. There
are supposedly

,
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the houses
practisinghard at
their marching
No doubt the
tieldisdusty, vet
the houses are
hardatitto have
a go at the
trophy

T h e
tennis inter-
houses have just
started, andinthe
first  match
Krishna beat
Cauvery easily
Volleyballinter-
housesareon the
horizon,
beginning this

K I'A
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differentrules for weekend

thiscontest, don’t Thecold
ask me about has  slowly
them. seepedin,and as

The Squash inter house matches were
recently concluded, with Cauvery lifting the trophy.
Subhashish played an excellent game whileit was
Sunny who got them the game. Krishnawereoffto
awinningstartagainst Ganga and Cauvery, Ganga
house were playing without their star player Karan

Iburn away the midnighthours to write this, I have
decided its time for my tracksuit and my quiltto
make their appearance once again and save the
day.
Iforgot the monkey cap!
-Rohan
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