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THINK ABOUT IT
“Behind every exquisite thing that existed, there was something tragic.”
-Oscar Wilde

SERIES REVIEW

Editorial
When I assumed responsibility as
editor-in-chief of this magazine, I
was informed that analysing past
editorials would help me formulate
the message I want to convey. After
having skimmed through innumerable
pieces by my predecessors, I have
realized that none of them offer
any assistance. They implore me to
think; they tell me how to write and
why to write but they don’t tell me
what to write. And I have, after many
conversations and much deliberation,
arrived at the conclusion that this
dearth of ideas has arisen because of
fatigue. In fact, all of us at Welham
ranging from the faculty to support
staff to students have had the same
response to the prevalent situation
- we’re all exhausted. Unlike
some of my batchmates, I don’t
believe this fatigue originates from
attending marching practices in the
morning or struggling with Grade
XI-Mathematics, although they do
greatly contribute to its aggravation.
The source of this weariness, in my
opinion, is change.
In your later years at Welham, life
starts to revolve around reflection.
You feel the innate need to scrutinize
your transformation overtime; to
look at where you stood before and
where you are now; to introspect
the seemingly trivial moments
and accord them their rightful
significance; to zero in on the point

where it all changed for you. And
when you spend such time thinking
of the past, everything happening
in the present suddenly appears
distant. You start categorizing
former changes as ‘turning points’
and new ones as ‘insults’. It is very
likely that my interpretation of the
situation is disproportionate. Maybe,
the modifications we are witnessing
today are drastic and will truly alter
the spirit of our school forever or
maybe, they’re just necessary evils in
this much required transition process.
Both ways, the one thing experience
has assured me is that change in
itself, is incapable of perturbing us.
It is, ironically, the only constant in
life and while we seek comfort in the
monotony of daily affairs, adapting
to new situations is imperative. The
question I ask myself now is - what,
in addition to change, has caused our
plight?
Any institution operates on synergy
and however much we might try
to defy this, it remains the truth.
The bridge between teachers and
students has long been shattered
and the pandemic, perhaps, was the
breaking point. While all of us are
scuffling to gather its fragments, the
communication gap is worsening. I
think that this lack of cohesion mixed
with an overwhelming succession of
change has contributed to our current
predicament. In my interactions with
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both stakeholders, I have discerned
that while teachers do not intend to
create it, there is a widespread sense
of alienation amongst students. This
feeling, in turn, has been the catalyst
of our reactions (and unfortunately,
not responses) in the past few days. I
will not comment on whether this new
wave of regimentation is justified but
in some instances, my juniors assure
me of its necessity (especially with the
laptops on Sunday mornings.) After all,
balance is important in all dimensions
of life and since it has been disturbed
here in our school community, we
can’t just expect everything to return
to normalcy in a jiffy.
Ultimately, we must conform to the
idea that a new bridge needs to be built
upon the foundation of the broken
one. And that involves eliminating the
misconception of our school that has
recently surfaced. The Oliphant, this
year, envisages to do exactly that by
acting as the conduit through which
students and teachers alike manifest
the feelings of being Welhamites. We
have introduced a system of themes
wherein each issue revolves around a
certain emotion prevailing in school.
Students will be prompted to write
articles with the same undertone
in order to develop their emotional
intelligence. The worth of expression
has been repeatedly detailed by my
predecessors but the one unifying
idea in all their pieces is --- to think.
Unless you make a conscious effort to
contemplate and form opinions before
writing, nothing you put down on
paper will ever hold value. The board
will strive towards encouraging that
practice in school.
The irony is that despite my rants
above, we have decided to keep ‘hope
and excitement’ as the theme for
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this edition, in accordance with the
upcoming Founder’s and the Diwali
season. This brings me back to the
aforementioned quote – every exquisite
thing existing today has been forged
out of struggle. In the grand scheme
of events, things will come together to
reinstate our school as we’ve always
known it. It might be difficult to keep
faith in some situations, but we will
endure through this transition and
emerge stronger afterwards. As I sit
here in the quadrangle on a random
Saturday afternoon, I feel contempt for
the new building which has replaced
our cherished Riverside block (and
consequently, the memories.) But
I also derive joy in knowing that no
infrastructural change will ever be
able to breach our legacy; that we’ll
always remain the same at heart and
that the wounds we dread today will
one day become mere scars.
To conclude, my editorial was simply
a potent reflection and a much-needed
revelation of the present but what
comes hereafter is dedicated to the
future, so sit back and enjoy The Oliphant!
Signing in,
Arnav Goel
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SERIES REVIEW
SQUID GAME

Director - Hwang Dong - hyuk
Rating - 8/10
Squid Game is a Korean-language television series
available on Netflix. In this series, about 400 players
face off against each other in a competition where they
have to compete in a series of children’s games to win a
considerable amount of money.
Plot:The plot is relatively simple. Some selected individuals
who are heavily indebted are invited to participate in a
competition involving six children’s
games. They have to compete against
455 other players to win a massive
sum of money to fulfil their dues
and obligations. Now, this doesn’t
sound very dangerous --- participate
and if you lose you are out of the
competition, right? Wrong. A harsh
truth the players learn during the
first game is that if they lose, they
get killed. After hearing this, many
players quit the competition, but
most of them still decided to continue
because they had nothing to lose.
Characters:The characters in this series are
fascinating. They all have different
reasons to compete in the competition,
and they could do anything to win.
Each character has another ploy and
plans to win the game for themselves. While some
players are ready to betray even their friends in an effort
to win all the cash themselves, some just want to make
friends and win as a team.
Analysis:At first, I just wanted to watch the different games the
players were to play and watch them compete because I

thought the show was more or less just like an intensified
reality show, but I was wrong. What I found out while
watching Squid Game is that it is just more than a few
people competing for some money; they have to plan
more precisely because if they lose, they are eliminated
(literally!). Also, during several episodes, we are told
about the miserable lives these people have and why
they are so desperate to win the money even if they
could die trying.
The games are quite exciting too. One
might think that it would be boring
to watch a few adults play some
kids’ games. Still, it turns out it was
exhilarating to watch the characters
play these games because they have
to take the games very seriously, not
because they have to win the money but
more so because they could die trying.
The characters are often faced with a
challenging and menacing choice. What
I like the most about this show is that it
is not predictable, and because of this,
the show will keep you on the edge of
your seat, and you will enjoy it even
more.
At last, I would like to say that the
series is a fantastic blend of thriller
and drama. The acting is top-notch,
and the idea behind the show is equally
exciting. All the aspects of the show
are perfectly balanced, and I would highly recommend
Squid Game to anyone interested in watching a wellstructured thriller series or even to someone bored and
who wants to try something new. Squid Game is also a
great way to get into Korean language television series.
-Arnav Shingla
X
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ALBUM REVIEW

FAITH

R.I.P Bashar Jackson 1999-2020
Genre - Hip Hop/Rap
Rating - 6.1/10
Born Bashar Jackson, Pop Smoke was raised in Canarsie,
New York. The first thing you noticed was his deep and
raspy voice—rapping entirely in adlibs, hooks, flashy,
cocky while breaking into a dance. During his career, he
was the centrepiece of the borough’s drill movement, a
subgenre born and popularized in Chicago, adopted and
fashioned by New York.The news of the release of a new
posthumous Pop Smoke album came as a big surprise. Of
course, fans of the Brooklyn Drill sergeant are ecstatic
as new songs from their prematurely deceased hero
are released. On the other hand, there was the skeptical
shudder.
“Faith” dropped on 16th July, Originally with 18 songs.
One being an intro that features his mother addressing the
album and an interlude. Pop Smoke’s posthumous debut,
“Shoot for the Stars Aim for the Moon,” may be impossible
to replicate. It was arguably the hip-hop experience of a
pandemic-blighted year, generating successful singles. By
contrast, Faith arrives under very different circumstances.
There’s a crucial debate over whether Faith is genuinely
intended to benefit Pop Smoke’s legacy or merely a
grubstaker for his estate and label. Hearing the results feels
like business as usual for an audience whose attention may
be elsewhere. Pop Smoke’s co-managers Steven Victor
and Rico Beats, along with the corner office executives at
Republic Records, were confident that they could upload
his second posthumous record on streaming platforms so
that everyone will mindlessly slip it into their playlists for
the rest of the year. The album is unconcerned with anything
outside of financial gain. It is filled with incomplete
records, demos, reference tracks, and a never-ending list
of features that are spliced together and completed with
features only selected to juice streaming numbers. Still,
much of the album is acceptable and has its share of
impressive moments. Significantly, a deluxe version of the
album dropped roughly after two weeks, having some of
the best songs on the tape.
For most of the album, which lasts just under an hour, we
don’t listen to the person’s voice on the beautiful cover.
To start with those few moments, there are only four solo
tracks on the new album, compared to eight on the previous
one. Moreover, we rarely hear Pop Smoke rapping on a
track for more than a minute and a half, and the verses that
can be heard on it are regularly ruined by a mediocre mix
and weird choices regarding vocal effects.Kanye’s few
words cannot be called featuring, and Pusha T, who throws
a line about Tyler, The Creator at the same Tell The Vision
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is proof of a last-minute addition. The Tyler album he’s
talking about isn’t even a month old yet. And the fact that
he plugs his upcoming release on an album of a deceased
colleague is downright vulgar. Dua Lipa adds a laid-back
verse to the sleazy disco-pop of “Demeanor.” “What’s
Crackin’,” with Takeoff, insinuates that a Pop Smoke and
Migos tape could be a classic team-up that never was.
I’m not stating that these songs tarnish Pop Smoke’s
memory or are even unenjoyable—most of them are
well-made. I’m saying it’s close to impossible to keep
an album like this from sounding like an industry album.
Occasionally, the song matches Pop Smoke’s energy:
Takeoff transitions swiftly into “What’s Crackin” ; Swae
Lee and Lil Tjay skillfully search out their own pockets in
a drill beat on “Genius.” The best songs, by which I mean
the most appealing ones, are those featuring Pop Smoke’s
drill contemporaries. Smoke and Rah Swish trade warbly
threats on the percussive and the startling “Brush Em .”
The solo Pop Smoke songs feel very limited (“Beat the
Speaker,” “More Time”). The Neptunes-produced “Merci
Beaucoup” is an unlikely success here—Pop Smoke’s
lyrics float into clouds on an airy, dreamlike trap beat.
There’s a spoken word outro for the young minds, boasting
on his feats and prophesying more, espousing devotion to
his vision. The best song in this album for me would be a
draw between “Coupe” and “30.” “Coupe” is classic Pop
Smoke, with his signature growling vocals over a hardhitting beat from Rico and a sneaky use of melody. It
sounds like a polished thought, unlike some of the other
numbers on here. I can already tell that “30” will divide
the listeners, but Pop sounds excellent on it, and so does
Bizzy Banks.
FAITH culminates in a failed attempt to stretch Pop
Smoke’s career, which ended abruptly and far too early,
by 56 minutes. Hopefully, the already announced deluxe
version of the album will be the last Pop Smoke material
his label will release. His breakthrough project, his second
mixtape, Meet the Woo 2, dropped weeks before he died.
Despite the apparent, blinding star power of the album
and the variety of work that it draws reference from, Faith
has failed to craft an afterimage that does Pop Smoke’s
imminent rise to justice! Who can rightfully fill in the
ellipsis for a story cut off at its start?
-Vihan Shukla
X

BOOK REVIEW

THE FOUNTAINHEAD
Author - Ayn Rand
Rating - 9/10
An absolute masterpiece from an ingenious mind
and a dynamic writer, this instant classic is the
story of an intransigent young innovator – architect
Howard Roark – and his violent battle waged against
conventional standards of the tradition worshipping
establishment. With the story revolving around the
theme of “individualism vs collectivism” in man’s
soul, Ayn Rand presents here, for the first time, her
philosophical ideas of the psychological motivations
and basic premises that produce the character of an
individualist or a collectivist. Personally,
I find its theme extraordinarily as one of
the most challenging ideas ever presented
in a work of fiction- that man’s ego is the
fountainhead of human progress.
‘The Fountainhead’, regarded by many
as quite controversial, illustrates the
projection of the ideal man – a noble soul
par excellence with a quick and sharp
mind, courageous and yet not afraid to
be hurt as he has long since grasped and
understood the cruelties of the world.
Consequently, he cannot be hurt because the world no
longer holds any painful surprises for him. He is shown
as the epitome of joy, living personified, undesiring of
being rich, famous or getting his due credit, a man who
will be himself at any cost – the only thing he really
wants in life. This is the narrative of how he prevails
over every conceivable adversity and hurdle in his path
— and why he must triumph.
Added to this huge monument of a plot are the wide
spectrum of characters:- Dominique Francon, a perfect
priestess and a woman for someone like Roark -a
newspaperwoman who understands him and considers
herself a misfit in the world- subsequently falling in love
with him but marrying his worst enemy, Gail Wynand,

who grows up to become a powerful individual in the
city despite having a rough childhood by owning his
own newspaper press; from where he aspires to rule
everything; Ellsworth Toohey, a mediocrity-loving
popular reporter and critic, endeavouring to destroy the
genuine excellence of Roark under a mask of altruistic
philosophy, Peter Keating, a direct contrast to Roark as
famous, rich and star architect of New York and portrayed
by Rand as what a man should not be –a fraud and an
unprincipled faker- and eventually falling to pieces
himself. Albeit written at a deliberately slow
pace, an effective reading of the book would
be to read between the lines and understand
the subtlety between the courtroom drama
and the long dialogues, to “be a filter, but
not a sponge.” Through the means of the
perfect or the perfectly flawed characters,
it encourages us to rise above the generally
accepted mediocrity and to not to rest until
we distinguish ourselves – something which
makes the novel relevant to this date.
Through each of the main characters, she
talks about the dogmatic denunciations unleashed
against a great creator by an irate society. Giving the
world a diverse collection of intriguing philosophies in
the form of novels like “Atlas Shrugged”, “Anthem”
and “We the living”, it is the only novel jam-packed
with groundbreaking ideas by an American Woman
as far as memory goes. A book ready to change the
very idea of the world as we perceive it, it (the book)
offers a perspective rarely approached by anyone. To
conclude, the qualities of Roark:- his sky-high esteem
and unyielding integrity as granite has inspired millions
since its inception and many more to come!
-Anubhav Giri
XI
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MOVIE REVIEW

FREE GUY

Director - Shawn Levy
Genre - Optimistic
Rating - 8/10
“Don’t have a good day, have a great day.”

for this, but that doesn’t bother him; instead, it inspires
him to do something more significant. Along with his
Guy, a bank teller, discovers he is an NPC (Non- transition towards a new life, he motivates others to
Playable Character) in an open-world video game be someone they want to be, not what someone has
(FREE CITY) and decides to become the hero of his programmed them to be.
own story.
Guy has a breakdown after discovering he is a
Shawn Levy, the director of this movie famous for program in a game, and his actions don’t matter or
more such projects as Big Fat Liar, Cheaper by the change anything. Why wouldn’t he, after all, his
Dozen, the Night at the Museum series, and Stranger whole life was predetermined. What kept him going
Things, has done a remarkable job bringing this video was the hope of becoming a free guy, hence the title,
game-based movie to life. Still, the credit also goes to and being with Molotov girl, another player in the
the writers Matt Lieberman and Zak Penn for writing game.
such incredible storylines and characters conveying
such beautiful messages.
Not the whole movie is based in the virtual world,
but it also revolves around the real world, where we
What helps this already incredible movie is that the meet the programmers of Guy and the free city. Mille
main character is played by Ryan Renolds (Guy). He and Keys created the AI engine for the game and are
looks so natural while playing this character, and the trying to get proof against Antwan that he used their
dialogue delivery is right on point. The movie itself code for making Free City; in the process, Millie,
is not a direct superhero movie. Still, some easter who is playing the game as The Molotov girl, helps
eggs are given throughout the film, like in the ending Guy to self actualize that he is also a hero in this story.
sequence, some real-world video game references are
also given like Fortnite. Even the antagonist of this In conclusion, the movie is a nice blend of comedy,
movie (Antwan) doesn’t feel like a traditional bad action, sci-fi, and adventure. It gives a positive
guy, as you will not hate him. He is the owner of the message to all youth and adults in the world to be
game and a money-hungry businessman.
something bigger than ourselves, and we can be the
hero of our own story, it doesn’t matter what others
The sweet and subtle message present everywhere in say. It’s up to us at the end what are we going to do
the movie is that anyone can be a hero no matter your with our lives, we can be a good guy or, we can be a
current situation or where you are working. Guy, the great guy.
main character, proves this by becoming the hero of
his whole city and being the first good guy in a brutal - Rakshit Khurana
game. Some love him for this, whereas some hate him
X
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Ver’s’es

Two poems. One heading. You be the Judge and the Jury

False Dawn

This world was a cursed one,
Where darkness dominated,
And the light of hope
Was a non-existent element.

In the freezing winters,
Look there! Comes one enthu-ant,
From its home-pretty sweet,
Jostling now, in the sun’s mild heat.

The winds were so cold,
Which froze the hearts of many,
And with cold hearts
Malice was bound to come,

But, caught by a robin’s beak,
Flying into the skies.
The ant felt blessed,
Shouting madly, in those blue highs.

The weak were killed,
And the strong fed on them,
But there were some people filled with hope,
They called themselves ‘the resistance’.
They all knew that a cosmic entity
Is coming towards them,
As bright as the human eye could see,
It brought a longing of freedom from the
darkness.
But as it hit the planet,
It eradicated everything along with the
darkness,
Some regretted for keeping hope alive in their
last moments,
Some were content they were liberated from
the chains.

Released by the kind bird,
Onto a flowing foliage,
Round went its eyes; it was one voyage!
Now worried, the unexplored sink.
The ant took the pain,
Of hugging the grainy sand;
Thank God Lord,
It was not rocky land.
But then,
The creature checked into
A cozy woody trunk;
Now, even the sun has sunk,
Never came the home leaving sorrow,
Slept peacefully, dreaming about tomorrow.
-Sanskar Gupta
IX

-Rakshit Khurana
X
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My Changing Perception of Diwali
Some months ago, those forced to stay at home
were all skeptical about getting a chance to have a
glimpse of our second abode. Most of our practical
yet overprotective parents were too hesitant to send us
during the catastrophic times. Fortunately, the situation
got better, and my parents agreed to send me back to
school. Finally, as I am writing this article, a plethora
of children are surrounding me -- one is with a book
while the other is snoring off at the side.

I managed to socialize and gossip more than I did at
home in more than ten days. This astonished me, but
today when I think about it, I understand the reason. In
my opinion, this happens due to work’s proportionality
to time, which means that when we have more time,
most of us tend to procrastinate and thus, end up doing
less work than what we could have done. In contrast,
less time results in more productivity as we have no
time to waste.

I’ll be honest, apart from being able to meet my friends
and chill while simultaneously being accustomed to
the robust schedule, the one thing that does prove to be
riveting enough to grasp my attention is the upcoming
festival of Diwali.At our house, this festival is more of
a religious affair when you receive lip smacking food.
Additionally, the arrival of my cousins proved to be
the icing on my cake. It is that time of the year when
I am allowed to celebrate a festival instead of being
forced to get out of my comfort zone and gossip with
numerous family members. Firecrackers are utterly
useless, in my opinion; I am entirely against the idea
of promoting air pollution simply for enjoyment. All
in all, Diwali had been a festival full of chatter, small
talks, good food, etc. until I came to Welham. As a naive
nine-year-old, the news that we were not allowed to go
to our homes on the eve of Diwali gripped my soul in a
vice-like grip. I recalled that time; tears started rolling
down from my eyes, hot and fierce.

Coming back to school, this will be my first ever
Diwali here. I am cock-a-hoop at this thought as I feel
this would allow me to enjoy with my friends to the
fullest. Honestly, I don’t expect much; all I want is a
day where I get to talk, play, eat as much as I want,
without any sort of intervention.

‘No vacation for Diwali? Will I not get to go home?
Were the thoughts that crossed my mind. Through filmy
eyes, I observed a throng of kids discussing something
at the top of their voices. To my relief, I learned that
we have a system of “flexible night outs,” i.e., we are
allowed to take three-night outs in a year. AAH! I
took a deep sigh. Three days were not enough for me,
I thought. However, it turned out to be a blessing in
disguise for me. While I was reaching back to school, a
thought struck me. I observed that In those three days,
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-Eshaan Agarwal
IX

Thrill of a Romance
A heart that loves is always young.
Understanding and writing about several issues and
ideologies has not proven itself to be true in matters
of love and romance until now. To begin with, the
very definition of love is nothing but a range of strong
and positive emotions and interpersonal affection
committed towards someone in particular. Love and
relationships are truly the foremost paradoxical
aspects of being human. For it is only when we’re
enamoured of a loved one, that we discover our best
strengths and experience our deepest sorrows. The
complexity of affection has much to try and do with
how people encounter it differently and the way it
can change over time. Love could seem to be fleeting
and unachievable to a good extent but it remains well
within our reach if we only find out how to embrace
its power. One would say that love is just an affection
that tickles everyone’s brain once in a lifetime and
that’s it! Well, from songs and poems to novels and
movies, romantic love has been found jointly as one
of the most enduring subjects every now and then in
human life throughout the ages.

try connecting with someone on the basis of their
common interests and not physical attributes. Forging
a relationship, then, does contribute substantially to
the concept of ‘true soulmates’ in real life.
To conclude, to experience true love, we must be
willing to open ourselves up and sacrifice a part of
our heart and part of our soul. We must be willing
to accept the very fact that both misconceptions and
sufferings are the twin wheels of such a journey. It’s
only when we expose our inner selves to the whitehot flame of rejection, that love can burn so brightly
on blending two souls, melding the two into one,
creating a bond that stands the test of time. It’s from
this bond that we draw eternal strength. It’s during
this intriguing experience that we call love that we
discover the means to attain greatness, internally and
in our lives.
-Keshav Agarwal
X

Coming to its existence, some believe that romantic
love is just an illusion while for some it is the very
basis of their existence. According to psychology,
the very reason behind this is that, in both the cases
people have gone through and experienced several
situations which have had several outcomes. But
again, no proper conclusions have been drawn up so
far on this dilemma.
An emerging opinion that has been agreed upon by
people across the world is that love is based purely
on physical attraction. Romantic relations with such a
beginning have sometimes been found to be vulnerable,
making people believe that love can’t always connect
two souls for a long time. The best solution to address
such a situation has always been that one should
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A Home for You and Me
It all starts with love on a sunny day, in the month
of April in Dehradun when we all are just a branch
of folded buds. For the first time you come inside
through the Oliphant gate, you will see a place for
which you will not care in the starting but on the last
day, you will give everything to stay at this place for
your whole life.
When you are addressed for the first time in the
activity centre, the enthusiast emerges from inside.
Then at the very moment you step into the Tapti, the
vibe, the smell, the feelings, the emotions; it’s just
overwhelming. It feels like you are at the top of the
world. You meet your housemothers, housemasters,
tutors who do everything to make you feel
comfortable. The next morning you are dragged out
of your bed at 6:30. It’s P.T. Everything is on track.
All the chubby cheeks on work. Then you step into
the academic block for the first time. You go there
with your mind packed with dreams .Just being here
as a part of it all makes you feel as if you have been
blessed.
We fight the whole year for trophies but don’t care
about the time we spend with each other. I think we
should take a moment to appreciate the experience
that we’re all undergoing at the moment. We never
mull over the fact that one day we will have to leave
this place, we will have to part ways and embrace
new lives, instead, we live in the moment. At some
point in the future, these little moments will be our
greatest and most prized memories. When we meet
again, we will all, once again, say that this is a ‘home
for you and me.’ Welham will always be our haven.
-Yajat Grover
VII
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Sitting tight; ready to enter,
Stood I by the Oliphant Gate,
Time passes; a snail was faster
Impatient; but I had to wait.
All was gone when I entered the walls,
And caught a glimpse of the lower field,
So much to see, even more, to feel,
Observation: a talent here to yield.
Wondered I how the school would work
As passed the quarantine days,
A week is long; longed I to live freely,
Longed I to live the school’s way.
As passed the early days,
It was tough; a heavy tray,
Now it’s different; the day is a task,
A simple task to pass; child’s play!
There is hype all around now,
As the festival comes up,
Founders comes along with them; the competition
is on,
Mistakes are forbidden; leisure time’s up.
There is hope, there is excitement,
There is so much happening around,
Competitions to win, trophies to claim,
Medals to earn; the worthy are crowned.
But why do I write to you this?
Why do I tell you this story of Rome?
To tell you how it’s done,
How it’s done at Welham, my home!
-Ahan Sparsh
VII

Revolution: Our Last Hope?
Assume a nation is full of vitality and commitment, and
on the journey towards development and freedom, it gets
invaded by a radical group that obliterates all progress
achieved in the past few years. Thinking of it gives me a
feeling that the particular thing is a threat to everybody and
also to those not even involved. The world is witnessing the
exact replica of the circumstances described, and everybody
sits shutting their eyes in pin-drop silence. Afghanistan
has been annexed by the Taliban, which refers to itself as
the Islamic Emirate of Afghanistan. Ever since, we have
acknowledged that democracy is the standard way to run a
country; interestingly, nobody has realized that democracy
is very new and unstable as a concept. Any day, anybody
can snatch the liberty we have. For years, we have always
been studying something regarding revolution, revolts, and
revolutionaries. We have had so many examples of how a
revolution is the last hope people are left with when radical
authoritarians snatch the crown of a state. In the Afghanistan
case, is the situation that bad that revolution is the last hope
people are left with? Unquestionably yes, the visuals are
traumatizing, and Afghanistan now is a dictatorial monarchy.
If we think about why we as people are divided into
nations or states, it’s because of the revolt for liberty and
freedom. There is a reason why people say ‘change is the
only constant.’ If there had been no revolts, there would
have been no reforms, no freedom, and no transformation.
When it comes to Afghanistan’s case, the dynamics here are
a lot different than the revolutions we have been studying
for years. In this case, the people are not revolutionaries;
they are radical conservatives who want to make a country
regress. As I have mentioned Taliban refers to itself as
the ‘Islamic Emirate of Afghanistan,’ which means that it
follows the Holy Quran and Islam. I won’t generalise any
religion, but in all religions, there are extremists, and they
are the ones who incite hostility with their conservative and
radical ideologies.

The perspective of the Taliban shouldn’t be ignored if we
want to get the whole context of what’s happening. Taliban
is an organization or a group of people who wish to force
their radical, inhumane, and anti-women ideology on all.
Since the Taliban came to power, they have been implying
Sharia Law to all. They have restricted women’s rights under
the Islamic Culture, and they believe that everything that’s
happening is happening for good. They are doing what they
have seen or been taught, there was no one to tell them
what’s wrong. Nowadays, there are activists protesting all
over the world, but unfortunately, the learning period is over.
The Taliban has abolished democracy from Afghanistan;
people now have no voting rights and no freedom of speech,
which should be a wake-up call for all democracies. As I
have mentioned, democracy is new as a system and concept,
and radical groups like the Taliban will keep coming until
democracy becomes stable enough to survive. The Taliban
and the powers worldwide have been ridiculous with their
ways of functioning towards their people. Every time the
rights of any person are neglected, a sense of revolution or
a revolutionary protest is welcome because people are left
with no options. To save our democracy and not end up like
Afghanistan we have to exercise our rights and criticize the
people responsible for misusing their powers.
We need to know that, no matter what new low these dictators
can bend to, we all know that the way they exercise or exploit
their powers will land them sans respect by the people
around them. We can imagine the dictatorial leaders we have
had to tolerate , their policies, and the kind of damage they
inflicted. That’s the impact they have made. Acknowledging
it as bad or good is left to your better judgement.
-Pranay Singh Dhaka
X

11

WORD

Cynicism is a significant trait in today’s manipulative society

For
“There is some good in this world and it is worth
fighting for.”
-JRR Tolkien
In this world, on one hand, where we have selfishness,
there is also more than just a glimmer of selflessness.
On one side of the tunnel, where there is despair and
darkness, there is hope, humanity and light on the other
end. The above quote summarises it all.
Whenever you believe that it is inevitable to be accepted
that the standards of humanity have depreciated and
cynicism is taking a step up, just a single piece of news
from the newspaper or the television is enough to keep
you believing that there are still feelings for one another
left in this world. It has been, since time immemorial,
the duty of man to look after his brothers and sisters.
It has become, now, a common belief that ‘cynicism
has become a common trait in this manipulative world’
and a common trend to criticise the human race and
say that everyone works for as well as thinks of only
self-good. However, it is not as common as we do
believe and not as common as it is portrayed by the
means of media. This can be understood with a simple
example. How much more often have you seen a boy
asking an old lady to help her cross the road than not?
Probably, the problem is lack of awareness and the way
people look at it. Pessimism and cynicism are similar
and very closely related in this context. While cynicism
is a characteristic that describes people who work for
only their own motives, it totally depends on the way
you look at it. For example, you might think from one’s
actions that he/she is doing some work just for selfmotives, the person might be doing it wholeheartedly.
There are a number of reasons why cynicism has come
to be seen as a common trait like lack of appropriate
comprehension of actions, sometimes lack of
communication etc. The role of this heavy term can be
understood differently in different fields of the world.
In politics, cynicism would have been as corrosive as
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moist air to iron. If world leaders had been thinking
about what their decisions would do to them, it would
have been impossible to scale such high standards of
(sustainable) development and the once-colonised
United States, as we know today, would not have
reached the epitome. Socially, the dynamics of cynicism
change a whole lot. When expectations of jobs do not
meet reality, when unfulfilled tasks from someone else
disappoint us, an emotion of betrayal engulfs us and
that raises eyebrows in favour of repeated cynicism
but people must be reminded of the meaning of this
word. Sometimes, expectations do not match realities
also because we pick wrong persons to do the job. As
I say this, I cannot, on my part, deny the fact that, not
commonly, but cynicism is a trait seldom seen.
No individual is a born cynic but he is taught to be,
by experiences. Hence, the role of parents and guides
becomes more critical. Since we know a tiger can’t
change its spots, children must be taught to serve others
before thinking of their own profit. However, there are
schools of thought that believe otherwise. We must
understand the importance of debate over this issue
since what we learn is what we teach the forthcoming
generations.
-Shubh Kulshrestha
X

war

Cynicism is a significant trait in today’s manipulative society

Against

There is a certain difference between animals and
humans; and it happens to be humanity. I can not come
here and say that in today’s competitive world no one
looks out for themselves, but I sure can say that the
only thing in mind of a person is not his self interest.
When we say that “Cynicism is a significant trait in
today’s manipulative society” we must understand
what self interest means that a person does not look
forward to anyone but only and only himself. He
forgets about his family, his friends, his colleagues and
everyone else. The point being raised by the topic is
that it is a common trait for “humans” to forget about
the existence of everyone besides themselves. Maybe
there are a handful of selfish people such as that, but I
can very well assure you this is not a common trait. If
this were true, we as humans would find it impossible
to trust any person with any task, because it will always
scare us that the person is just trying to get the best of
us, at all times.
We as humans do care about people and what they do,
because if cynicism would have become a common
there would not be an entire nation coming out and
protesting, for 1 person; I am saying this in regard to
the recent #blacklivesmatter movement. We have seen
this at various other instances as well, there are many
men who come up to support the feminism movement,
even though it aims at getting away with the old male
supremacy concept and that in no way benefits the men
supporting women.

never say Cynicism is a common trait in today’s society.
There are many relations that work on mutually existing
trust and not for individual fame. Business partnership
or a sports team all stand together and look out for each
other not just so that they can succeed but the other
person grows as well.
So at the end I hope you all can see that we as a species
work on trust and life where cynicism becomes common
would hardly be possible. Even when this question was
raised I hope you could see how people look out for
family and friends and even complete strangers just
because they were in a tough spot, not because they
were just looking out for there own selves. We tend to
take help from people even today and that just shows
we trust them, which would not be possible in a society
where cynicism was a common trait.
-Abhyuday Tulsyan
X

People do often criticize each other and some choose
to call that cynicism, and in some cases it might just be
that; however, if a friend gives you some advice about
your project it is to help you do better. You doing good
on your project does not help him, but he still does
it; not so that you owe him but so that you are able
to achieve. Even at Welham, people often tell you to
change various things about yourself and the way you
work, but to help you be a better version of yourself.
When so many people look out for you I for one can
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The School participated in the Miss Saroj Srivastava
Inter-School English Debate, hosted by the Welham Girls’
School, Dehradun on the 3rd and 4th of September, 2021.
The team qualified for the final round and Shubhankar
Dhulia won the Best Speaker award in this round.

The school participated in the Assam Valley School
East India Debates held on 15th of September 2021.
The school team consisted of Arnav Goel, Shubhankar
Dhulia and Trayambak Pathak. The team secured the
Runners Up trophy.

The School participated in Miss Linell Memorial InterSchool Hindi Debate, hosted by the Welham Girls’
School, Dehradun on the 3rd and 4th of September 2021.
The team qualified for the final round and Trayambak
Pathak was adjudged the second Best Speaker in this
round.

The School conducted the Inter - House Arthur Hughes
English Debate for the Senior School on the 26th of
August. Shubhankar Dhulia of Jamuna House was
adjudged the Most Promising Speaker of the debate and
Arnav Goel of Jamuna house was adjudged the Best
Speaker. Jamuna House emerged winners of the debate.

The School participated in the Jodhamal Youth Conclave,
a simulation of the Model United Nations hosted by the
Jodhamal Public School, Jammu. Following won the
best delegate award at the conference-

The annual Cross-Country at Welham was organized on
the 30th of October 2021. The following students won
medals in the senior school : -

• Shubhankar Dhulia - Best Delegate - International
Arbitration Council
• Aarav Upadhyaya - Best Delegate - Lok Sabha
• Atharva Agarwal - Best Delegate - Viceroy’s Supreme
Forum
Ultimately the School lifted the Best Delegation Trophy
in the small scale category!
The School participated in the Mother Isabel Memorial
English Debate, hosted by the Convent of Jesus and
Mary, Dehradun on the 28th of August. Heartiest
congratulations to Shubhankar Dhulia and Arnav
Goel who emerged as Winners and bagged the rolling
trophy for the winning team, in this prestigious debate.
Shubhankar Dhulia was adjudged the Most Promising
Speaker of the debate.
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1.
2.
3.

Maulik Khanna - Gold Medal
Arjun Arora – Silver Medal
Rachit Khandelwal – Bronze Medal

Congratulations to Ganga House for emerging as the
Winners of the Cross Country this year.

Welham Update

With the festival of Diwali and Founders steadily
approaching, one can hardly argue that there is an
air of excitement, nervous tension and hope in the
air. Excitement at the thought of the approaching
festival of Diwali, at the prospect of having a chance
to compete in the inter-house marching event and
a chance of earning the trophy for our respective
houses. Of course, with excitement, there exists a
sense of nervous tension; the prospect of winning
may be enticing, however, even if all houses give
their very best, there can only be one winner, and
everyone will do everything in their power to make
sure that it is their house that lifts the trophy. This
makes it all more difficult for everyone involved.
While excitement and nervous tension rule all
minds at the thought of the inter-house march past,
there is another feeling, a feeling that not only
describes how we feel at the prospect of marching
for our house, but also when we think about the
next day, about the coming week or even about the
following month-- hope.

carry on about their day normally. All this brings
back the importance of hope in our daily lives.
In short, hope is the driving force responsible
for giving sentiments to human beings. It can be
defined as fuel for the brain and heart.
With Founders’ rapidly approaching, practices for
various events are regularly taking place. Whether
it is marching practice, play rehearsals or practice
for the Senior School Play, students present in the
school are religiously devoting time and effort to
the practices mentioned. From marching practice
during early hours of the morning to display practice,
which takes up the whole of the evening games
time, everything is in full throttle when it comes
to preparation for the Founders. Everyone seems
to be making up for time lost to the COVID-19
fiasco by exerting themselves in rehearsals and
practices. Of course, there are random complaints
of the school having lost its former glory, which
definitely have some truth in them. However, we
must keep in mind that the school is rebuilding
just like its surroundings. Just like the people hit
by the Covid pandemic, we must remember that
rebuilding takes time, and with time, once again,
the school will stand, ‘from strength to strength’.

Hope is the feeling that keeps us going, that makes
us forget about bygones and helps us to reload
and refocus on the next day; a day which holds
the possibility of betterment in every conceivable
way. No matter how bad your day has been, there
is always tomorrow to cheer you up, to fix past -Vibhav Pawar
mistakes and to prevent future mistakes from IX
ever happening. The hope for a better tomorrow
has helped us through these
tough times and given us
a purpose, has given us
reason to get out of bed in
the morning. People going
about their daily business
will stop in their tracks,
feeling dejected. Without
hope, one cannot begin to
take a single step, much less
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Editor’s

THEME BREAKDOWN:
While I am penning this, a lot is happening in the
school. The whole school’s thrilled, busy, and
excited about the events approaching; we can
sense excitement and hope in the air. Excitement
for Diwali, Founders, and hope for their House
to accomplish everything they are striving for. Of
course, everybody’s focus is on the remarkable
marching trophy, and I believe that this time, it will
be a close encounter between the houses. We have
chosen such a theme with good reason; we all can
see the exhilarating stuff approaching, and with
that, students’ anticipation is touching the ether.

Every year, a new batch comes in with new hopes,
and this time, we are already witnessing one of them
while you are reading this. In this article, this issue
is the hope our seniors have for us, and our only
motive is to satisfy them by giving our best in the
issue and making this issue memorable for them.
This is what this issue means for us, one of the
most significant innovations made in the Oliphant,
and yes, we have a lot of hopes for the issue.
We have hope and excitement as the theme because
we all wanted to start the year off positively; there
are many more emotions to cover, and each of
them will have something different and innovative.
This makes our work harder, but imagining how
the issue will look makes all of it sound worth it.
The school always has something for you to excel
in and something to accomplish; I’d suggest you
make the best use of that.

While we talk about hope, people talk about hope’s
importance, but it has almost turned into the same
thing in every essay. For this issue, we asked our
juniors if someone’s interested in writing for the
Oliphant. There were a lot of students, and we need
to mention that everything you write should be
around hope and not about hope. New writers tend
to go directly by the topic, but we needed some -Pranay Singh Dhaka
uniqueness and creativity in their pieces. When we X
as beginners started writing, we were also told this,
and we passed on the same. Our hope from this
issue or the Founders issue of the Oliphant is that
more people emerge or progress as writers because
only that will help us take the Oliphant and the
school forward.
Emotions are something we Homo sapiens haven’t
been able to understand completely yet. There are
four basic emotions but feelings are like a fountain
and this very fountain has emotions we haven’t yet
discovered or felt. Hope and excitement are the
themes we’re trying to project in this issue. Ever
seen a little girl waiting for her father to reach
home after a long time? That is the purest form
of excitement and hope one could see. But as we
advance further and grow, that purity gets corrupted
little by little because of the world that we inhabit.
In my perception, hope is something that incentivises
our will to move forward on our path. The hope to
achieve your goal, to reach great heights, to see a
better tomorrow, to see yourself alive and healthy
in the next moment. I, myself, am able to write this

16

piece because I hope that I will be able to finish
this article. Life is filled with unexpected moments
and to keep ourselves ready for the next moment,
we let the flames of hope keep burning inside of
us. Hope is the only factor that nullifies nihilism,
the philosophy that life is meaningless and death is
inevitable, that it is pointless to work so hard in life
if we’re just going to die one day but hope to live
this journey and make something out of it.
Hope also differs from person to person, for some,
it keeps them going in the belief that they’ll reach
their destination and some hope too high, like
hoping to ace the exams without touching the
books, with zero effort. Some people forget that
hope is the fuel of effort, they go hand in hand.
They keep their head too high and forget to watch

take

HOPE AND EXCITEMENT
their steps then again there are some who have no
hope and keep their head too low and forget to see
what’s coming ahead but people are able to sync
their belief and effort and keep their head straight,
being aware of everything. Such realists don’t
hope to achieve their dream but hope to pursue
their aim. So maybe if you’re reading this, you’re
hoping to discover something new in this fountain
of knowledge which fills you with excitement. That
brings me to the second emotion we are trying to
connect to.
Our goal to bring excitement with hope was to
portray that these feelings work in sync. As I’ve told

This is the first piece we will be writing as editors of
this magazine, and this time The Oliphant is focused on
emotion, an emotion we all are very familiar with but
tend to lose it sometimes. And that emotion is “Hope.”
I must admit that we all were very hesitant before
deciding to write on the theme of hope. How to express
feelings so vividly through words?
To me, hope is such a strong emotion, such a powerful
idea. Still, I also realize that for many people hope it’s
just an abstract concept, especially in today’s world,
considering the current scenario. It is about two things:
believing there’s a path to reach your goals and having
the willpower to walk on it. Hope is about getting up
when we fall, it’s about believing there is a way even if
you can’t see it. Hope is also contrasted with doubt or
fear, but the two often arise in tandem in this case. If we
are told that a junior fears that their seniors will turn up
for marching practices, we hope that they will try not
to wake up. So hope and fear are often two sides of the
same coin.
On one hand, people tend to synonymize hope with
optimism. But they are distinct. Consider the expression
“hoping against hope.” We sometimes hope against hope
when we highly value the object of our hope but do not
foresee it to happen; we may even accept that it likely
won’t happen. But given that one cannot be optimistic
that something will occur while acknowledging that
it probably won’t, it follows that we can have hope
without optimism. So what is hope such that it can

you that life is filled with the element of surprise,
that very feeling of expectation is excitement which
can be felt from head to toe, goosebumps in your
body and that sudden heart racing. It comes with
a hint of fear as we humans have in our instinct to
be scared of the unanticipated. Despite this, these
emotions are integral in life. A little child is inside
of all of us, let us not kill that child and keep going
down our paths as the destination doesn’t matter,
the journey does.
-Trayambak Pathak
X

stand in such relation to optimism, pessimism, despair,
and fear?
Hope involves desire; we only hope for what we want.
But desires come in diverse varieties. Often we wish for
things that we believe to be improbable. For instance, I
might desire (wish) to chat with my favourite artist, but
I don’t hope to do this. This is because hope requires
a belief that the object of our desire is possible but
not inevitable. If I’m confident that something will
happen— say, that the sun will rise—or sure that it
won’t, then it doesn’t count as hoping.
Hope is something that can convince me that tomorrow
can be better than today. I’m more likely to work harder
today, and if I start working harder today, I’ll have
more reason tomorrow to believe the future could be
bright. It’s a positive cycle, and after all, what is hope
except expecting something more from tomorrow?
When I joined this very school, I didn’t expect to be the
magazine’s editor, but I sure hoped so.
To sum up my part, I would like to quote a fragment
of Andy’s letter to Red from one of my favorite films
- The Shawshank Redemption.”Remember, Red. Hope
is a good thing, maybe the best of things, and no good
thing ever dies.”
-Vihan Shukla
X
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Door to the Soul
She wasn’t allowed to enter that room. It was
forbidden to do so, in that dazzling mansion, with a
history of 1000 years. But since she had developed
a proper conscience, a voice in her mind had
always pointed towards that door. “Go inside and
free us”, she heard. She thought that every door
was her gateway to liberation. She wasn’t allowed
to go out or talk to strangers. However, she was
filled with the hope that someday the gate would
open up a world she could explore without any
restriction. On a very unfortunate night, his dad
passed away but instead of grieving for him, she
had a long smile on her face, for she could now
enter the room. She headed towards the room and
turned its knob and all she could see was a window
---a window to a very bizarre land; this temptation
inside her made her jump out of that window which
was seven floors above. She woke up untouched, in
a room that was filled with uncountable windows,
every one of which mirrored the fate of her soul. It
didn’t take much time to understand that she was
inside her very spirit.

we would love to devour the very essence of your
life”, she starts running as fast as she could with
the demons engaged in a frantic chase. The room
started trembling and collapsing as if her soul was
crumbling.

Her soul was demonised by an entity that preyed
on the special ones. That soul came as a curse to
the Richard family, from her grandfather to her;
the soul was sealed in the room and was being
suppressed so that the demon couldn’t take over
and eradicate that very little light left in it but
now that the door had opened and the demon had
regained his prowess merely because of the girl’s
hope to free herself. The demon started to feed on
the girl, darkening her once bright soul to the very
core. With all the power left in her, she sealed the
door with the same chains which bound the demon.
The hellhound was disappointed but now he had
an eternal source of food now which would satisfy
him till the end of time. Legend has it, even after
many years, the mansion remains untouched and
abandoned where nobody goes. People still say that
She saw the past lives of her soul, the journey of a they hear a girl always crying, saying “I should’ve
pure spirit as old as time itself, being corrupted bit listened to daddy”.
by bit every day because of the malice in the world.
In the last window, she saw blood-red creatures -Trayambak Pathak
feasting upon her corpse. Then she hears one of X
the demons say “thank you for freeing us, now
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The Coop

The chicken gazes over the picturesque field where the
grass blades are cut to perfectly matched lengths and the
puffy clouds are ornamenting the blue expanse; the red
barn that is sitting on the top of the hill is surrounded
by the shiny silver fence and within the fence are his
friends relishing the feast of grains .The chicken feels an
overwhelming sense of indebtedness to the man wearing
the plaid blue shirt for providing this idyllic lifestyle.
One fine day , the chicken is having a scrumptious meal
when a snap makes it turn its head . It looks over the
metal enclosure where a white egg appears different
then the rest. Urged by curiosity, it leaves the appealing
meal behind and parades toward the lone egg and
notices a jagged gray line on the otherwise flawless egg.
Suddenly, with a cracking sound , the line widens and
emerges a small beak attached to a fuzzy yellow head
from within. Just when the chicken recognises the small
chick, the nice man comes with long strides and snatches
the small chick .

The chicken - confused and betrayed- runs towards the
ever compassionate mother hen hoping to fathom what
he saw. The mother hen who had just settled on her
throne of hay bounces back on the field as the chicken
finishes its narrative. Her eyes flick open, she snaps at
the chicken and tells it to forget about all of it. Frozen
in disbelief , the chicken tries to make sense of the hash
words . It replays everything in its head and decides that
mother hen always knew what the man with plaid shirt
was doing and ignored it for her selfish comfort. At that
moment itself a plan begins to hatch inside its mind and
it decides that it has to escape and get to the other side.
So when the cage is unlocked the next morning , the first
thought that comes into the chicken’s mind is that the
man in the plaid shirt is stealing her mother’s eggs and it
has to escape. It waits patiently while the man does his
tedious chores and just as the man turns his back towards
him, it scurries towards the gate and exits unseen. As it
approaches the black gravel it looks back towards his
friends , who were buried in their cereals ,unaware and
ignorant of the man’s selfish act. It thought of telling
them about the wicked man’s act but decided against it
as they might consider it a cooked up story. Alone , the

chicken dashes away hoping that the rest will follow
soon.
It reaches the line that separates the fresh grass from the
black gravel and prepares itself for the journey into the
unknown. And just as it gathers the courage to see what
the real world was like , an eighteen wheeler monster
truck whizzes by it , almost crushing it. The chicken
hops back, frightened by the near death experience
and the thought of returning pops up in its mind. But
it dismisses the cowardly thought , determined and
excited to see what the world has planned for him. And
so on, the chicken moves forward slowly and carefully ,
waiting for the trucks to pass whenever they arrive, until
it finally reaches the untouched field.
By the time it reaches the field, a blanket of darkness
and the dim crescent replaces the morning sky and the
glowing sun. With all the endurance it has, it penetrates
the murky field of tall grasses , thrilled to discover the
real world. After several hours of an endless walk , it
begins regretting his decision and just as it was about
to turn back, a dazzling light of sunshine emerges in
front of it as it makes it to the end of the beige field.
The chicken is stunned by what lay before it’s eyes -- a
vast landscape of trees, flowers of various species and
stubby bush surrounding it all. A pair of birds ,feeding
their babies in an impeccable nest that is resting on a
tall primeval tree ,catches the chicken’s attention. It is
pleasing to witness the natural order of individuals who
are unaltered by corrupt influence.
As it strolls around the alluring landscape, a decisive
thought dawns on him that it has escaped a contrived and
perverted domain and arrived in a realm where the pure
order of the world reigns. All of a sudden it realizes that it
has to go back to his friends and foster awareness among
them about what he has learned , wishing they would
all join him and abandon the man with the plaid shirt.
And so it commences his journey back to the corrupted
territory, confident about planting seeds of hope.
-Manav Bhutra
XI
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The Midnight News
My neighbourhood has always felt very safe. Our
neighbours know each other; the crimes reported are
minuscule like stolen bikes, car break-ins, and those
too, are rare. As I walk home from school on a Monday,
it naturally doesn’t cross my mind that unfortunate
things can happen anywhere. I reach home and start my
homework on the kitchen table while my mom prepares
dinner. The local news is on; merely background noise
for me as the news in our town is futile and boring.
Today, however, the newscaster is able to win my
attention. A man known for committing a spree of
brutal killings in our town, three decades ago, has just
escaped from prison. I have somehow heard his name
before - “The Gremgoucher”. They show security
footage of his escape while simultaneously giving his
description - “Tall, heavy set, wearing a white mask.”
The channels inform the civilians that he is mentally
unstable and armed with knives he has stolen from the
kitchen during his escape. From the bloody shoe tracks
he has left behind, it looks like he has already made
good use of them.

along with a high pitched whine of sirens. Meanwhile
downstairs, my parents are frantically checking whether
all the doors and windows are locked. I overhear my
dad speaking in hushed tones, “Don’t worry, Sally
and Sam are safely in bed; I’ll check again.” He has
never acted like this before which insinuates that this
circumstance is genuinely serious. With the sound of
helicopters and police cars continuing, it seems to me
as if a huge manhunt is underway. I shut my eyes and
repeat my mom’s words, over and over, in my head “If
you don’t see it, it isn’t happening”. I switch off the light
and pull up the covers. Another restless hour passes and
I have almost drifted off to sleep when the loud buzzing
rattles the whole house and immediately sends my
heart racing. “Mom, Dad!” I call out but they are either
asleep or can’t hear me over the chopper engine which
has turned insanely loud. Suddenly, a spotlight flashes a
blinding white light towards me, the trees tossing wildly
under the chopper blades. I can’t believe what is going
on and this time, it is all happening conspicuously in
front of my eyes.

My mom notices the fear on my face and just as the
newscaster commences the segment on how “The
Gremgoucher” got his name, she switches off the
television. “The media loves to frighten people but
if you don’t witness it with your own eyes, it never
happened” she says and retires to her cooking. I try to
focus on my homework but it becomes a struggle for
my mind which is busy deliberating the repercussions of
“The Gremgoucher” being let loose. During the night,
my dad is running a little late so we decide to eat dinner
without him. Sally and mom crack some pretty funny
jokes and for a moment, we feel secure within the four
walls of our haven. By now, I have come to believe that
the media, indeed, has the appalling habit of glorifying
minor things. However, as soon as my dad arrives home
I can tell something is amiss. He goes straight to my
mom and whispers something in her ear after which she
looks at me and says “off to bed, young man.” I stand
up from the dining table and just as I do, the slight buzz
of a helicopter is heard outside. As I settle in for bed,
the faint sound of the helicopter grows louder in my ear,

Then, I hear the shattering ‘clink’ of broken glass
coming from downstairs followed by the deafening
scream of my parents. I run down the stairs and hide
behind a wall from where I can catch a glimpse of
what is happening. I see my mom and dad who are tied
up to a chair; blood dripping down from their empty
eye sockets. Beside them, stands a man who seems
disturbingly familiar. I recall the description provided
by the news and that is when I realise why he is called
‘The Gremgoucher’. I can’t bear to look at the creature
before me anymore and in the heat of the moment, I
am convulsing intensely. The Gremgoucher senses my
presence and turns what appears to be his head towards
me. He strides towards me and in an effort to console
me, says, “If you don’t see it, it isn’t happening.” I close
my eyes, forever!
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-Sumer Sodhi
XI

AMADEUS
The boy’s name was Amadeus.He was an orphan,
amidst the cacophony of cultural upheavals and social
order in the city of Rishikesh, he carried on with his
life. In this world, he found the love he always craved
for in a girl but the love of his life was a love of lies,
a feeling of emptiness chased him wherever he went.
Gutted by his own existential crisis he cried inconsolably
for hours. His faith had taken a serious beating, he felt
that there was no other option for him except to end
his life and he landed up beside a riverbank planning
to drown himself. He looked at his reflection in the
water and saw his crestfallen face, defeated in the
game of life.His whole miserable life rolled itself out
in a glaring epiphany. But
he felt something else.
A completely different
impulse emotion was
germinating within him.
After a long time he felt a
sense of calmness inside
him and a sudden surge of
inspiration made him go
back to his house baffled
trying to make sense of
why he was feeling what
he was feeling.
He failed to rationalise how a life full of miseries had
led to his newfound peace.He returned to the riverbank
to find an answer, wanting to experience it all over
again.He looked at his reflection for a quite long period
of time and thought to himself, “What I’ve been doing
till now?

a lot about his religion. He tried to find clues about
his parents but failure glared back at him. He asked
for help wherever he could. He thought that now he
would start his life anew but the old memories were
still nagging his mind. He didn’t get the answers he
was looking for. So he did everything he could only
to face disappointment once again. However, the same
question continued to rack every part of his body.
Amadeus returned to that very river again from where
he had started his journey. He looked at his reflection
as ashamed as a soldier losing his land. He regretted,
as if, every breath he had ever taken was an exercise
in futility. It was at this moment that just like a pearl
on the ocean bed, it started
raining with a gusto. As
he saw the waves jostle
around, he realised that it
was not his responsibility,
let alone his capability to
fathom the meaning of his
life as the waves were just
the water moving around
life. It was the Almighty
himself who had bestowed
upon him every single one
of his beautiful timeless breaths. Every one of them
needed his acknowledgement.
- Krishnam Chawla
IX

The love of my life betrayed me and pushed me here.
Is it what I was born for, I don’t know much but I do
know that I was born for a purpose which was not to
let others shape my life but what is that purpose? WHO
AM I?”
Amadeus then travelled from place to place in search
of an answer, he did everything he could . He learnt
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What’s In

What’s Out

The Elevator

XI Humanities

School Captain

Head Boy

Online MUNs in school

Online MUNS at home

WhatsApp Groups

Points System

Cauvery

Quarantine

Shaurya Agarwal

AU Sir

Bluebery Tarot & Mango
Ice

Al-Qaeda and Alpha-Q

Marching in Sweaters

Marching in Blazers

Rakesh

Dayal

Those Ones
Shubhankar Dhulia: This is a conflict
of interest but I don’t interest myself
in such conflicts.
Sangeeta Ma’am: My only mission
in this school is to make you boys human beings.
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Separated at
Birth
Parth Tiwari

Harshad Mehta

Sarthak Agarwal

Parth Kapoor

Aayusman Tiwari

Tyrion Lannister (GOT)

RK sir and OP Sir

Colonel Prieto and
Angel Rubio (LCDP)

Vihan Shukla

Louis Litt (Suits)

Vyom Sachan

Barthwal Sir
Perpendicular
(Gangs
of Wsseypur)
Johnnie Walker
(Runner?)

Gagan Agarwal
Saad Khan

Marshall Erikson
(HIMYM)

Amit Kumar

Balmukund Meena
(Kota Factory)

Krishna Todi: Don’t overuse your
skills; you will run out of them!
Srikant Sir: Everything is important!

Ever
Wonder
Why?

• Pakistan won the match against India (Krishna Bed Covers?)
• Sumer Sodhi’s jacket collection is in high demand. (Aesthetic
quality)
• Sana Ma’am is forcing Aditya Rathi to attend counselling sessions.
• Aditya Samarth Garg has joined the gym.
• Shivansh Agarwal has not been practising for inter-house athletics.
• JK Sir is constantly asking students ‘All Well?’

Rumour has It
•

Arham Jain and Aayusman Tiwari are no longer friends.

•

Aditya Singh Parmar has been performing various stunts at the gym.(The treadmill knows)

•

Shubhankar Dhulia has new competition.

•

Maulik Khanna has been missing since 20th October. (Pahwa, on the other hand…)

•

Aryaman Agarwal is planning to teach grade XI, the art of posing in pictures.

•

Diwali, as always, came early to Welham. (but this time, from the inside)

•

Viraj has finally proven himself worthy of the ‘highest’ post.

Through the

keyhole

• Sumer Sodhi to Viraj Lohia: I have done IIPPM once.
• Random Girl: I like you.
Bikrambaaz: I’m already in a affair.
• Trayambak Pathak: Hand me the confirmation mail and I’ll come running to school.
• Arham Jain: Don’t try to overpower me with a lot of power.
• Aayusman Tiwari: I can’t find the inductor in the pantry!
• Divyansh Makheeja - You give me one thing to manage and I’ll manage it. (Multi-tasking is
the Welhamite’s forte after all)
• Arjun Arora to Arnav Goel: Bro are we wearing ethical clothes on Diwali? (only if your
intentions are such)
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