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Buing the @ugazing of the Fawreneg Sehool, Sanawar

EDITORIAL

“It was this noble attachment to a free Constitution which raised ancient Rome
to that bright summit of glory to which she arrived ; and it was the loss of
this which plunged her into the black gulf of infamy and slavery. It was
this attachment which inspired her Senators with wisdom ; it was this
which glowed in the breast of her heroes, it was this which guarded
her liberties gave peace at home and commanded respect abroad,
and when this decayed her magistrates lost their reverence for
justice and law and degenerated into tyrants and oppressors. Her
Senators forgetful of their dignity and seduced by base cor-
ruption, betrayed their country. Thus her citizens, dissolute
in their manners, became contented slaves, and she stands
to this day a monument to this eternal truth that

public happiness descends on a virtuous and un-
shaken attachment to a free Constitution. The
voice of your father’s blood cries to you
from the ground. My sons scorn to be slaves.”

Joseph Warren
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Founders And All That



Headmaster’s Speech

Mr. Sabanayagam, Member of the Board of Governors of Sanawar

and Lovedale, Old Sanawarians, Parents, Ladies and Gentlemen

It gives me great pleasure today on
the 131st occasion of our Foundation
to welcome you Sir to our celebrations
as our Chief Guest. As Chairman of
the Board of Governors of both Sana-
war and Lovedale you have taken the
greatest possible interest in the welfare
of the two schools in spite of your
multifarious and more demanding res-
ponsibilities as Secretary of Education.
We are indeed fortunate to have a
person of your experience at the helm
of affairs of Sanawar and if I may
speak on behalf of my colleague Mr.
Vyas, Lovedale also.

I also welcome with pleasure mem-
bers of the Board of Governors of Sana-
war and Lovedale. I particular I
would like to welcome the following
new members to the Board of Sana-
war— Professor V.V, John, Mr. Ranji
Bhandari and Mr. Ramesh Chand.
Professor John is a familiar and famous
figure in the educational world and is
currently a member of the Minorities
Commission Mr. Bhandari a parent
with three children in the school is al-
ready on the Board of several edu-
cational institutions and brings with
him wide experience as an Industria-
list of some distinction and Mr. Chand
will be known to most Old Sanawar-
ians not only as a shrewd banker but

also the winner of the President’s
Medal from this school in 1953. He
also has two daughters in the school.

The school has introduced for the
first time the twelfth class under the
new pattern and thus no students have
graduated this year. The only Board
exam. that we put up candidates for
this year was the Secondary  School

- Examination which is conducted at

the.end of the 10th class in the new
pattern. 73 students appeared for this
and I am glad to say that in spite of
all the difficulties we faced and inci-
dentally are still facing, all qualified
for the 42 stage although 3 children
have to reappear in Hindi and 1 in
Maths. The’results are somewhat dis-
appointing "and also rather puzzling
because although we have not em-
phasised the importance of this exam.
very much for reasons which I shall
explain later some of our better
students have not done as well as ex-
pected chiefly because of their failure
to score high marks in the languages,
especially English. As an English me-
dium school we pfide ourselves on the
standard of our English and yet our
children have scored poorly in this
subject. We are obviously teaching the
wrong kind of English !



On the games and extra curricular
activities our tails are up for in Cri-
cket, the [st XI has remamed unbea-
ten throughout the season w1nn1ng all
matches and this feat has also been
achieved by the School Soccer XI this
term. Among the notable victories
have been against Military School,
Chail, Punjab Public Sckool, Nabha,
and Yadavindra Public School, Patiala.
In the Inter Public Schools Athletics
the girls team came first with Ravni
Thakur being declared the best athiete
The boys alas again did not do so well
and came 13th out of 18 schools. In
swimming there are only 14 out of 34
records which are pre 1977 while in
athletics...... records were broken this
year, and I am glad to say that the
level of enthusiasm seems to have gone
up by leaps and bounds.

In extra currlcular act1v1tles, the
notable achievement of the year in my
view was the boys cum masters cycling
CXpCdlthl’l to Kanyakumarl Six boys
and three masters spent six weeks of
their holldays cycling from
Sanawar to Kanvakumarl This is the
fifst time that such an arduous and  in
many ways hazardous expedition has

wmter

been undertaken by any school in
India. I am given to understand how-
ever that the expedition would never
have been conceived had the Geogra-
phers among the group realised when
they saw the map on a globe that it
was not in fact down hill all the way ! !
Among their many adventures they

were just able to avert a nasty incident
in the deep South when a crowd col-
lected on seeing J.P. the only Sikh on
the expedmon who was at the time
wearing a white turban for they
thought that he had a broken head the
masters were soundly admonished for
their heartlessness in bringing him all
the way from the Himalayas. All in
all however it was a terrific effort and
they deserve our congratulations.
Other extra curricular activities con-
tinue to flourish with unabated enthu-
siasm and this in spite of the many
constraints that are being put on us
year after year by the pressure of
examinations.

An academic community thrives
on ideas and innovations and in this
I am glad to say we are not lagging
behind others. Among some of the
experlments that I may mention are
our integrated curriculum in the 7th
and 8th classes—the only two classes
I may add that are not hindered by
Board examinations in the . senior
school, for which we have produceda
lot of our own material of study. An-
other experiment is "an educational
exchange programme with the Atlan-
tic College in Wales. 14 of our 12th
class students accompanied by Mr. B.
Singh visited the Atlantic College in
tfle Summer Holidays where they at-
te,rll,ded'a course on the theory of know-
ledge and took part in community
service programmes and we are hoping
to host a group from there during the




- winter helidays. ‘A third now:abaridon-
ed was our experiment in using the
grading system in plécc of marks. 1t
was a very fruitful exercise and con-
vinced the majority of us of its super-
iority over the marking system but alas
we had to give it up in order to fall
in line with the practice of the Central
Board whose influence on our lives
seems to be increasing day by day. A
group of us are attemtping to do some
research in the advanced field of Radio
Astronomy for which we have received
a grant from the National Science
Academy. I am given to understand
that we are the only school in the
country to possess a Radio Telescope.
We have introduced ceramics as yet
another creative hobby for the Child-
ren and also started classes under the
name of ‘Design for Living’ which I
am glad to say has proved popular
among both girls and boys. We are
gradually introducing social work into
the daily curriculum and today all our
children sweep and clean their dormi-
tories and serve at meals. As a matter
of fact we have I believe a very fine
plan of graded social work extending
into the neighbourhood but I doubt
very much whether we will be able to
implement it because of the pressure
of the dreaded examinations. Once
again this year staff and ehildren spent
eight days in the interior of Himachal
climbing and trekking and living
rough—an exhibition of the various
expeditions has been set up and I hope

you will have the time to see it. Photo-

‘graphy has been revived and is fast
becoming a popular past time among

the children—the ‘exhibition of photo-

.graphs. will ‘vouch for it.

All this would not have been possi-
ble without the whole-hearted coopera-
tion and enthusiasm amongst the staff
and I would be failing in my duty if
I did not place on record my sincere
gratitude for their devotion and loyalty.
There have been some changes on the
staff. We bid good bye this year to
Mrs. Sawhney, Mr. and Mrs. Symonds,
Mrs. Vasundhra, Mr. Aggarwal Miss
Bhatti and Mr. Goswami, and I wel-
come to our teaching fraternity Mr.
Jalalabadi, Mrs. Channa, Mrs.
Matharu, Miss Randhawa, Miss Dhall,
Mrs. Aurora, Mr. Mishra, and Mr.
Puri. Mr. Sequeira and Mr. Gurdev
Singh have taken over as Housemaster
of Vindhya Seniors and Siwalik Juniors
respectively in place of Mr. Mundkur
and Dr. Gupta and Mrs. Gurdev Singh
has taken over Siwalik girls in place of
Mrs. Sawhney. Dr. (Mrs.) Ahuja left
us at the end of last year and we were
very fortuuate in having in her place
Dr. U.N. Mandloi who has transform-
ed the medical department into a more

‘efficient unit. I am also glad to tell

you that we have a regular school den-
tist at last in Dr. Mrs. Ahuja. Mrs.
Daniel retired as Matron after many
years of devoted service and her place
has been taken by Mrs. Harkirat Kaur
while Mrs. Malviya has taken over as




Matron of P.D. girls and Mrs. Sequeira
who was there has moved to Himalaya
boys. Mr. and Mrs. Smolin left at the
end of last' year and Mr. Smolin’s
place has been taken by Mrs. B. Singh
‘as B.D. Kitchen in charge while Mrs.
Jalalabadi is holding fort in the P.D.
Kitchen, which was vacated by Mrs.
Sidhu who moved to the G.D. kitchen.

I must also place on record my
- sincere appreciation and thanks to the
administrative staff, the maintenance
staff, those responsible for the child-
ren’s food and their health, whose
quiet industry and unswerving loyalty
have been a major contributing factor
in the successful management of a
complex residential community.

It would be appropriate at  this
point to mention that my Board of
Governors have very kindly at my
request thoroughly overhauled the re-
muneration of all categories of staff
and I would like to thank them on be-
half of the entire community for this.
The new package contains such in-
novations as leave travel allowance,
pension and life  insurance and [once
again Sanawar has set the pace for
others to follow. One hopes that this
will not only help us to retain’our ex-
pert staff but will also attract new
talent who = otherwise would prefer
more luerative professions. The remu-

neration package is going to cost the

school about two and half lakhs of

of the burden will have to be borne by
parents. I am convinced however that
a fair share of this could be raised by
an effort from the Old Sanawarians in
the same manner as they had for the
new Dining Hall. I do hope that they
will take this matter up seriously.

Of Old Sanawarians I" have sadly
no news. I am sorry that they conti-
nue to be so uncommunicative because
it really gives us great pleasure to hear
of their achievements in life. However
I know we must be in their thoughts
from time to time for they write to
register their offsprings on the waiting

~ list and judging by the spurt in such

registration I think T can safely report
that if nothing else at least they have
not been unprolific since leaving
school. Tt gives me mixed pleasure to
report that perenially young Old Sana-
warian Bill Colledge has presented the
school with a trampolene worth over
Rs. 20.000/-. We were hoping to have
a trampolene display at the tattoo this
year but unfortunately the equipment
mysteriously disappeared without trace
after landing in Bombay—hopefully
all of you may yet see it if you are
here as I hope you will be next Foun-
der’s On a sadder note I have to re-
port the passing away of Mrs. Tilley
whose husbands name is immortalised
in the school song and who herself was
a real stalwart amongst Old Sanawar-
ians for keeping the flag flying. Many
an O.S. will miss her annual News-

rupees and inevitably the major part' letter and of course she will be missed




most of all at the annual O.S. gather-
ing in London for she was the moving
spirit behind the get together. Many
of you sitting here will remember Mr.
V.D. Vyas as I do for not only was he
a friend but I like some of you also
had the privilege of having been taught
by him—it was with great grief that
we learnt of his sudden passing away
in Lucknow early this year in the
prime of his life.

And so I must move on to more
mundane things like the current edu-
cational scenario. This might seem to
be a simple enough exercise for all we
have to do is utter the magic numbers
10+2+3 and lo in front of you will
unfold well I would as soon as not say
what will unfold for I regret to say
that unlike Alladin’s genie or Ali Ba-
ba’s magic words the magic numbers
do not open in front of us a cave full
of treasures. On the contrary we find
ourselves faced with a potpourri of
gimmicks and contradictions and peo-
ple vying with each other to jump on
the bandwagon of educational reform.
The result? We who have the job of
teaching do not know what is happen-
ing literally from day to day for today
it is this book and tomorrow the revis-
ed edition neither of which by the way
are available or today this subject and
tomorrow it is dropped for another or
again today it is this syllabus and to-
morrow parts are deleted because
someone totally unconnected realises
that the person who made the syllabus

was equally unconnected with school
education and therefore had no busi-
ness to prescribe the syllabus.  As if
syllabii and books pertaining to them
and classroom subjects are the very
heart and soul of education. Of course
it is not but who am I to say so for
much greater men have decreed that
it is not and so we have to add to the
magic potion SUPW—Socially Useful
Productive Work but wait that is not
all—why not just change the magic
numbers a little and make it 8+4. I
hope you are all with me because I
am not. Then add a dash of sub-
jects—13 of them and reduce it by
two and there you have it the wonder
that is Secondary School Education in
this country. This is what Whitehead
has to say on subjects...‘Eradicate the
fatal disconnection of subjects which
kills the vitality of our modern curri-
culum. There is only one subject mat-
ter for education and that is life in all
its manifestations. Instead of this single
unity we offer children...Algebra, from
which nothing follows; Geometry,
from which nothing follows; Science
from which nothing follows; History,
from which nothing follows; A couple
of languages, never mastered...Can
such a list be said to represent life, as
it is known in the midst of living of
it? The best that can be said of it is,
that it is a rapid table of contents that
a deity might run over in his mind
while he was thinking of creating a
world and had not yet determined




how to put it together.” Written in
1929, nevertheless there is a hasic
truth in that statement. We only have
to try and remember the subjects that
we learnt at school in the classroom
to realise how really useless they were
by themselves. If I may mention my
own experience, it was the other things
that we did which related directly to
life outside the classroom which really
was responsible for my education and
I suspect the same would be true for
most others. The books I read in the
Library, the knowledge I gained on a
hike with my teacher, the compassion
I learned in rescue work, the thrill of
life I felt in swimming across the Jum-
na or the sense of achievement when
I built my first radio, the pain I felt
when I worked with my hands felling
trees. And what do we have now ?
Last year I took a group of children
on a flood relief expedition—the same
children for they are now in the 12th
class asked to go again when floods
ravaged North India a few weeks
ago—what terrific education it would
~ have been but I had to refase for they
had to finish their courses yet and the
books hadn’t arrived and the Universi-
ties would require over 809, and what
will happen if they get a second divi-
sion? That piece of paper on which
marks are irrevocably stamped by a
heartless computer damning you for
life judging your ability as if it was
god itself; that merit list, the sole judge
of a good school—yes we too have

been on it and the miracle is that in
spite of it all we at Sanawar have
managed a modicum of education in
the real sense of the word. But we are
on a losing wicket ladies and gentle-
men—a sticky wicket at best a game
to be abandoned at worst. I could go
on to elaborate but that briefly is the
picture. I am glad that the Education
Secretary is with us today because I
and am sure most of you will after
hearing me need reassurances that
there is a silver lining and things will
improve soon. I wish if I may be
allowed to Sir to make one request of
you and that is to lessen the burden of
examinations on the children. As soon
as we return from the short holiday
after Founder’s we will be plunging
headlong into examination prepara-
tion not just for the 12th class but for
the 11th and 10th classes too. So from
now until the end of April the three
classes will be doing little else but pre-
paration for these. As a matter of fact
today the moment a child enters the
9th class he is eaught in the whirlpool
of examinations from which he will
only emerge if he is lucky after the
next 7 years. Is it not possible to have
some good schools who have certain
standards to miss out on the Secondary
examination? Virtually all our children
go for higher education for which the
minimum qualification is the 12th
class—why not allow such schools to
skip the 10th class Board exam. so that
they may be saved for another two




years and two important years at that
from appearing in a competitive exam.
Today I mentioned the 10th class re-
sults in a low key because that is pre-
cisely what I would like it to be so
that we do not lose our perspectives
of education but I doubt whether
public opinion would allow me to do
so unless I have your help Sir. Parents
quite rightly are anxious about the
future of their children and no amount
of assurances from me will allay their
fears. I do hope Sir that you will con-
sider seriously my proposal—you will
do a great service to Education.

For me as your Headmaster there
will always be a silver lining so long

as I am associated with children. They
are my hope and raison detre for con-
tinuing in this profession. I feel this
every year but never say it but I think
I should this time. It is the wonder- .
ful bunch of kids sitting next. to you
who innocently and unflinchingly take
every kind of battering that we can .
inflict on them and yet at the end of
the day can smile and say thank you—
it is they who remain our only hope.
When all is crumbling around us our
children here stand out as true Indians
of the future. Ladies and Gentlemen
I now have great pleasure in com-
mending to you the boys and girls of
Sanawar'at‘xd would like to end by
saying to them a very big Thank You,

coags




An Open Letter

Mr, Henry Lawrence
Founder

To : -

From : A much - much - much
Sanawar Parent
Dear Mr. Lawrence,

You must be eagerly awaiting the news
of all that had happened up at Sna’ this
Founders. Although I am still in the
dark as to whether we drive all these miles
to celebrate your or Gandhiji’s birthday,
or to honour your foundation stone which
you laid way back in 1847. Since between
your old and new students, they have left
no stones unturned, I presume it must be
the many happy returns of your birth-
day.

"We arrived on the 2nd morning to
find the children busy in their school
athletics a-la-olympic style. As we were
already late for the parents athletics, that
is, to Birdwood and back, the Scandal
Point which was filling up with different
types of automobiles, became our venue
for the next meet. Gradually the stream
of parents climbed into view and scream-
ing faces of the children running across,
each to their own cars (to see what ‘tuck’
Mama has brought up) filled the air.,
Grubby hands were all around perfumed
and impeccably dressed mothers and ‘Hi!
Pa’ resounded in between the din. Next
we moved to the Gaskell Hall, where the
parents were served with ‘Tea and sympa-
thy’. Out in the open we met new friends
of our children and old faces of our
friends. This year we heard the ‘Snag-
lish—dialect spoken by most of your
illustrious students, a definite change
from the ‘Hinglish’ they spoke previous-
ly.

On the same evening, we witnessed the
ever popular A.D.S. play. This perfor-
mance has not changed much from your
days and I feel it is a fitting tribute to
your departed soul. Its hilarity, original-
ity and sheer authenticity is followed up
to the last ‘t’ (Y) and is no doubt a warm
welcome to an enthusiastic parent, who
glows to see their children’s favourite
teacher romp and scamp around with
rapid ease. This years’s story was certain-
ly a change from last year’s as .instead of
falling women and men at post, they had
a fallen woman and postmen.

‘The next morning’s programme was
to watch the OS’s (unfortunately you
must have missed this species). They are
of two varieties—old and new. While the
old come up to register their offsprings,
the new come up to register their mobike
speed. Wearing blue faded canvas cloth
trousers (which go up in price with every
tear and wear), driving through the crowd
in neck breaking speed, just to prove that
manners are a thing of the past.

The Tattoo night was held under a
bright star spangled canopied sky with
cager eyes of parents enthralled by the
mass of bobbing heads swaying in perfect
rythm. The lantern drill looked ever so
bright till they spelt ‘Good night’ !'! In
between the tattoo and the ‘grand finale’
there is this mad scramble of moving
silhouettes of all shapes and sizes to locate
their parents. There is jostling and push-
ing in amongst the precariously perched
chairs, unstable benches and stepping on
fingers on literally stone cold steps. As a
matter of fact, Peacestead turns out to be

“any thing but peaceful.

The martial traditions of the school
echoed in amongst the Trooping of Colo-




urs and the school march-past. * You will
be glad to know-that the present Sana-
warians are truly healthy in body, if not
in mind.” The lapse in mind is beacuse
they have found out that 10+4+2-3=0,
for which the staff blamed the system and
eventually the bored’ look of the school
‘board’ left the parents in a dilemma. We
were told to realise that education is any-
thing but ‘books’, as how many people
can afford to buy them in India? Prior to
that we were regaled with the blowing of
trumpets and a big smart Sirdie taking
long strides and perfect ‘wand play’ came
into view with chota sirdies striving to
keep in tune and step. We then went
into an uphill task of finding fantastic
creations in the form of handiwork, sculp-
ture, batik, painting and carpentry. The
science exhibitions had walkie talkie
radios and powerful telescopes so that
one could watch through the buildings
and shrubs from Birdwood to Leisure,
from Charlie to Long Back, from''Moti’s
. to Hospy. Loved watching the ‘SNA PIC-
TORIAL’ a moving happening of Sna’
twenty five years ago. ‘You will be glad
to know that nothing has changed, right
from the so called school clothes or treks
to Sadbupul.” Only: that Mr, B. Singh
]ooked leaner and Mr. Gore hairier.

b4

‘School ‘fete’ leaves our wallets’ fate
all “hollow and empty, never-the-less a
certain nostalgia creeps in as you know
your lovely holiday is coming to an end.
At last the Founders are over, cars that
whizzed past you while coming up, so
that mothers could have that minute extra
with their kids, now meander slowly
down to the awaiting heat of the plains

and the loneliness of homes. 1 looked

back to see the last~glimbse of »‘the" green
tree tops and the brilliant blue above it-
both mingling to a sparkling aqua or
Phiroza as I see it, a hue that saw us
through parents coffee, A.D.S, and the
school play, scones and muffins at the
fete, mother’s eagernéss, father’s concerns
a warmth that makes me come back to
super (an adjective of recent vintage)
Sanawar every Founder. ‘
Yours Sna’lly,

Mrs. Krishna Roy

" Snasick

_ Once more ‘Founders’ is over. The

children have gome back emptying the
larder and the already meagre bank
balance. To all the requests of hard work
and more studies it was ‘Never give in’.
As I drive down the Kalka road, I muse
over Founders *77 and the feeling of
‘Snasick’ ¢reeps in. To me ‘Founders® at
Sanawar is a gorgeous holiday complete
with my old friends and the new ones of
my children. I love watching the glowing
faces of kids, whose parents are there and
feel sad to see unhappy faces of children
whose parents just couldn’t make it. The’
passing ‘Hello’ from teachers, who are
burdened with all the organising of back
breaking happenings—a beaming smile
from the Headmaster’s wife—the steam-
ing ‘cuppa’ with the matron whose rooms
and bathrooms are loaded with changing
mothers—all this and many more, are a
perfect welcome for me to Sanawar and
to Founders.

I think about the ﬁrst day when the
Athletic Meét took place It was more
an O.S. get tqgether than.anythmg else
as they arrive from the plains oozing with
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new found confidence, away from their
last year’s baggy grey shorts and battered
blue shirts. Instead of watching the relays
and the medleys, one could .see midis
clashing with levis and salwars vying
against harem pants. Followed by parents
tea, where the american georgettes took
over from -the french chiffons and the
much travelled parents in their continental
suits pooh poohed over the printed du-
pattas. The first evening saw us craning
over shoulders trying to recognise our
child’s teacher in the staff play. The story,
like in other years was set in England,
like last year, excepting the maid, the
cast was generally Indian. This time it
was the turn of another senior master to
take off his pants—-and instread of a HE
sergeant there was a SHE sergeant.
The play was well acted and the audience
nearly burst their seams with laughter.
Well done staff. The next day was an
exhibition day and it was a treat seeing
young master’s of tomorrow painting,
carving, stitching such gorgeous pieces
of art. The new parents ofcourse glee-
folly looking at the tag ‘sold’ on their
offsprings’ handiwork-—suddenly reco-
gnise the hand writing on the tag. The
school play is another event I enjoy,
apart from your own child, every second
child on stage happens to be a face
known and one does feel like a Mother
Hen. This year it was a Hindi play and
the face that wept and sighed in English
last year, wept and sighed in Hindi this
year and when you came up for fresh
air—you had to answer your child’s—
Didn’t you love Siki, Chicky, Vicky and
various others on the stage? And talking
of nick names it seems every one has one

at Sna’. It starts with Heady and ends
up with Charlie — masters, matrons,
teachers students and all.

If T don’t mention Charlie (Charan
Das for all who know), a stay at Sna’ is
not complete. How he keeps track of
those hundreds of baturas zooming past
and the never ending plates of gulab
jamuns wheezing out—its really amazing.
Then there is this walking taiking instant
calculator—the tuckman. Before you can
say Jack R-he’s opened two milk bottles,
two juice bottles, and handed out two
amul choecolates and two five stars—all
for my wee son—and the other kids had
yet to follow (Next year I am seriously
thinking of opening up a chocolate fac-
tory at Sna). At last the Tattoo—an inde-
lible mark if not on your skin—definitely
in your heart. Every mother looking for
her child, hoping he is not catching a
chill. Coffee comes with ‘Hello auntie’
and more muck on your blankets.

Its the D’Day. The NCC boys with
shorts two sizes too large all starched
and straight, the band all shining, dotted
with little turbaned surdies—a true mar-
tial feeling creeps up your throat. Not
to mention the smartly turned out girls
true to the writing on the wall—‘Send,
(her) to Sanawar and make a MAN of
him’—they could out do their khaki clad
colleagues ! This is the only function
when 1 secretly shed tears behind my
dark glasses as I watch the whole school,
especially the preppers, all peppy and
frisky, march past you regardless of line,
step or file, Here you find children from
all corners of the world under one big
‘Sanawarian’ umbrella walking out to
become better citizens and humane human
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’ beings. For this, one has to thank ‘each
and every ene of the Sna. staff for pro-
viding our children a home away from
home. And as I drive out of the gate I
look back not to say Goodbye but to
look forward to Founder’s 1978, when we
will again rent the air with “Well done
Sna. Super Sna.”

Krishna Roy

Needle Work Exhibition—’78

Needlework is a time consuming
hobby, and sometimes does prove mono-
tonous and humdrum. Buton the other
hand it can be very profitable on a large
scale.

Today it s an education in itself. In
Sanawar there is a separate needlework
Department and it is also taken up as a
subject by the girls of the IX and X
Classes. With time and effort they are
on the way to becoming young accomp-
lished needlewomen.

Year after year the department puts
up a sale and an exhibition at Founders
and it adds a good profit to the finances
of Sanawar,

During Founders parents come
proudly to see ‘the work-of their child-
ren, the exhibition provides a show of
their young talent, neatness and most of
all their patience. Children work on
their pieces the whole year round.

Similarly this year also the depart-
ment put up an exhibition. The room
was a heaven of colourful decorations
with intricate pieces of -embroidery
spread neatly and in good order.

The'first thing that caught the eye
was the huge tapestry of “ The Good
Shepherd * by Ava Mehta. 1Tt had been
completed: after two years of hard labour
and has been:given for the school build-

~ings.

Special mention must be made of
Ava Mehta for her patient labour and
generosity. Ava was a great help in the
putting vp of the exhibition too.

The other prime exhibit was the ‘Pin
and Thread’ work or what is known as
the ‘Spiroknit’ done on a black ground
with white and golden thread.

The sales table consisted of such
diverse items as a baby’s bib to a mo-
ther’'s apron. The sale and exhibition
made a profit of Rs. 250/- this year.

Mrs. Mundkur, Head of the Depart-
ment rewarded the young workers with
a good party. Probably the exhibition
was a success due to her efforts, patience,
keen interest and most of all perfect

guidance.
Nisha Chabbra
U-v A

Swimming Gala—78
There was excited chatter in the air
and butterflies in the stomachs as the
1978 swimming gala opened with a
splash.

The competitors formed a big varie-
ty. There were those who were good,
those who were so so and others who
had nothing to lose. There were the eye
catchers and the eyesores. The hot




favourites from both B.D. and G.D.
formed the topic of the spectators’ heat-
ed arguments. Though many of the
victories were predictable, a strained
atmosphere of close competition prevail-
ed. This was however, more true for the
boys from B.D., than the girls from G.D.

The girls offered a slower and less
spectacular show. They were fewer in
number and less prepared than the boys,
this being the reason for their general
standard being much lower. Amongst
them, however, were a few who did not
fail to impress. '

The victories of Oona Man Singh easily
spoke for those who might have wonder-
ed why she had been branded “the best.
She showed a sleek style combined with
speed. In her smoothness and grace,
she didn’t let the effort show that led her
to smash some five old records. The
énthusiastic applause and the pile of
certificates were well earned.

Others just missed the pedestal of
cover-girls because luck just passed them
by. Anuradhika Bhandari and Anu Bedi
are two such examples. The former’s
shortcoming was a severe attack of
cramp which caused her to undergo a
couple of days of hospitalisation. How-
ever she has victory to her credit as well
as the first position in the ten length
race. Anu Bedi too was handicapped by
cramps,-coming second in all her events.
Ziya Ghandi came into focus setting a
new record for the three lengths’ back-
stroke. The Vindhyan Relay Team
(Senior) improved their old record by
3.2 whole seconds.
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Watching boys was a greater exict-
ment .in terms of suspense because the
victories were less predictabvle.

Highlights include the Opens’ three
lengths crawl race. Remember the blur
in the water? Rahul Brijnath, after
lagging behind in the first length due to
a faulty start, propelled his way to vic-
tory at an impressive speed.

Harbhajan Bambri was another
reaper of several laurels. He collected
certificates for all his four events, sett-
ing two new records in the process.

Other creditable swimmers include
Rohit Negi and Gautam Dutt. Both of
them can boast of stamina and style as
well as speed. Each one set a new re-
cord in one of his events. Negi gave a
new timing for five lengths crawl and
and with Dutt there evolved a new re-
cord, for 1 length butterfly. Next year’s
candidates will be swimming against J.
Kapoor’s new timing for the three
lengths back stroke.

The boys Opens Relay Race marks
the climax of the Gala, This accompa-
nied by deafening cheering and applause.
The race was quite a furious and close
one causing whirlpools in the littie pool,
from which the Siwalikan Team emerged
triumphant.

The brief prize-giving ceremony
heralded the close of the season’s swim-
ming and as the victorious relay teams
of both boys and girls dived into the

* pool with their cups, we were to see -the

last dives for a long time to come.

Salman Mahdi




A word on Camps

...... and it was as narrow as a mule
track; how the bus stayed on the road
was a mystery to us—because’ everytime
we looked out of the window, one wheel
or the other was always half off the edge
of the road: and three thousand feet
below us, the waters of the Giri river
twisted and turned and formed white
foam. It really was an unforgettable
journey......

Another thing which I remember was
that if at any place we fell into conver-
sation with the local people—they al-
ways asked us why we weren’t travelling
by bus—or were we walking because we
hadn’t enough money to pay the bus
fare? No one was convinced by our
arguments --and they always gave us
that Jook, which a keeper of a mental
asylum gives a newly arrived mental
case !

Our staple diet, while hiking, was
rice and dal. For breakfast we had
cornflakes, bread, jam and tea.

We cooked our own food. But when
we were in a big city, we always ate out.

After a few days of hiking our clothes
became quite filthy and torn, and we al-
ways were a disgrace to the village or
town in which we stayed. But the most
unbearable thing was that our socks,
after a couple of days, became crusty
and hard, with sweat; and the places
where we put up for the night, always
smelt of sweaty socks, bread and baked
-beans ! :

The last day we spent at Chandigarh—
and did all that there is to do in a big
city. After all, we deserved it !
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Six days in the wilderness of the
Himachal Hills, and one day in a civilis-
ed city—it all balances quite well !

Khushwant Gill
U-v C

After a difficultly eaten lunch we
walked over to Solang, about fifteen
kilometres away. When I say “walked
over”, I tend to give the reader an im-
pression of eighteen of us walking in the
crisp mountain air, with a light breeze
behind our backs and with a song on
our lips. Please correct that impression.
We were plodding on like mules with the
weight of our rucksacks bowing us down,
sweat pouring out of all the pores sweat
can possibly pour out from, tongues
hanging out well below the level of the
adam’s apple and the blisters on our feet
hurting like anything.

On the next day, we hiked from So-
lang—which could be called our base
camp, to give the thing some pomp: and
splendour—towards the beginning of
the River Beas.

The 24th began, for all practical
purposes, with a mugful of porridge.
Then, we hiked above the tree line of
yonder hills, and, well in the snow line
on a flattish piece of land, we camped.
The tents, carried by the porters on the
previous day, were pitched up clumsily,
by us novices, but effectively enough.

At night in our sleeping bags, on
our air mattresses, wearing two cardi-
gans, one windproof jacket and one fea-
ther jacket, three of us squeezed in our
two men tents, we felt cold. And when
I'say “we felt cold”, I do not say it in
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an easy, offhand way. Ido not mean
the slight chill you fecl when you come
out of the swimming pool or the cold
your mother warns you against catching
on a breezy day. I mean the Real Thing.

The eagerness with which we waited
for the moraning to arrive, would have
delighted Mr. B. Singh had there been
P.T. on the morrow. And there was
more than P.T.—we had to climb to a
peak at fourteen thousand feet before
packing up and leaving, Anyway, we
had cornflakes and boiled eggs and,
leaving the girls and some boys feeling
sick, the rest of us set off. :

Mandeep Seekond, Monty Khanna,
Taranjit Singh, Tarun Sawney, J. P.
Singh Mr. Das and the guide Mr. Arya
should be applauded far making it...

I was lucky to sit in the Matador, the
next day, for the Raison—Sanawar
stretch is a long one and we had had a
tough camp—the singing would have
been too much to bear.

Paddy Rangappa
U VI

Miss Chatterji

The 78 Sanawarian would not be
complete without a mention of Miss
Chatterji who left Sanawar this year,
after a long and successful innings.

I did not know Miss Chatterji for
very long but the impact of her persona-
lity did not require the length of time to
make itself felt or bé remembered and

even now, though she’s been gone a few
months, many’s the time that one remem-
bers what she’d have done, said or worn
on many a different occassion.

My fitst memory of her was of a very
helpful and considerate person who took
me and my rather scatty ways in hand and
proceeded in the most tactful manner to
show me the ropes—how to organise my-
self on both the domestic and school
fronts—inviting me to a never to be for-
gotten cup of excellent coffee (freshly
ground beans and ail) and a piece of the
most delectable applepie one sunny Sun-
day morning out in her little garden with
the first sweet - peas and petunias just
appearing and then a large hunk of cina-
mon bread carefully wrapped that I must
take home for my children. Such kindly
gestures are not easily forgotten,

I remember her punctuality, her ease
of manner and sense of occasion and her
style. She combined in her person the best
of a Jady and a teacher and by her strong
sense of duty and dedication to her work.
She set an example to both the students
and the staff.

“Miss Chatterji is coming” was oft
heard down the corridors of Birdwood,
on Peacestead even in the M. C. R. and
her light, quick step and smiling “Well,.
dear...” was a familiar and reassuring
sight. Often a reminder of duties forgot-
ten or delayved! And one misses the neat,
little hurrying figure with. the parasol
sometimes with a bunch of violets in her

hand.

" We would all like to wish her joy and

pleasure in her new life.
- M. Khan
















