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The Weekly

The Doon School Weekly is the flagship student-

run publication of The Doon School, Dehradun.
Established on February 29th, 1936; it aims to serve
as a journal of record and platform for free expression
amongst members of the School’s community.
Publishing contemporary viewpoints, creative writing
and school-related criticism — among others - on

a regular basis, the publication has catalogued the
spirit and history of Chandbagh throughout 81

years of existence, printing every full week since its
inception.



CONTENTS

The Last Editorial 4 Arjun Singh
Celebrate the Difference 6 Mr Matthew Raggett
A Rebel With(out) a Cause 7 Aryan Chhabra
Learning to Catch My Own Tail 8 Nehansh Saxena
A Tryst With Written Word 8 Omar Chishti
Censorship and Sensibility 9 Salman Mallick

‘Hits n’ Misses’ 10  Malini Malviya
Life of a Dosco Girl 11  Ishita Bhardwaj
In Timesof War 12 Armaan Verma
InLimbo 14  Ishaan Seth
On Men and Manners 15  Shyam Bhatia
The Great Indian Exam Craze 16  Karan Sampath
Dark Humour 17  Kushagra Kar
The Doctrine of Silence 19  Devang Laddha
Building an Empathetic Tomorrow 20  Ms Malvika Kala
Problems of Being a Teenager =~ 21 Jai Lakhanpal
Reelsin Ruins 22 Divyansh Nautiyal
Reviving a Tradition 23  Shivendra Singh
Point-Counterpoint: Dosco Heirachus 24  Arjun Singh and Kanishkh Kanodia
Reverse Calculations 26  Dr Vidhukesh Vimal
YouCan’t Cry 27  Armaan Verma
Understanding Theism 28  Devang Laddha
Interview: Passing the Baton 30 Mr Sunil K. Munjal, IPSS Chairman
A Debater’s Valediction 32  Arjun Singh
Everbody’s Stopped Smiling 33  Armaan Verma
We're All Privy to Murder 34 Salman Mallick
DeusVult 35  Aviral Kumar
Societies in Crisis 37  Senior Correspondents, 2000
Birds in Dehradun at This Time of Year 38  Ramachandra Guha
Editorial (1995) 39 Deepanshu Bagchee
Journeys: Here, There and Everywhere 40  Gunvir Paintal
Hindi Section 42-47 Various
The House and Me 48-50 House Captains
Game Over 51  Sriman Goel
Excerpts from ‘The Condemnation’ 52  Kanishkh Kanodia
There and Back Again 54 Ranvijay Singh and Stanzin Namgyal ,@\
Pachchees Saal Baad 55  Roopak Kapoor ~
The Truth 56  Devang Laddha
The Very Best of Unquotable Quotes 57  Various




The Doon School Weekly | Founders’ 2017

The LaSt EditOrlal Arjun Singh | Editor-in-Chief

It’s two o’clock in the morning. The fan of the Publications’ Room whirls with a tinkering sound only too familiar.
Two are sleeping, while the others work with their heads glued to screens. I'm used to this. I see it while sitting
at the back desk: a moment that for years I've cherished, and know that is coming to an end.

At this hour, everything is placid.

A rising feeling has now occurred; every particle within seems vibrating to a climax. Perhaps it’s nostalgia, or
maybe fear. I'm not sure. In the past week of work, over the long nights spent without sleep over-and-over
again, I've not had the time to sit down and think. It’s only now I feel wisps of it — the finality, the ironic mix of
sadness and satisfaction as I prepare to let go of the most daunting experience of my life.

Thirty Issues Down

When I assumed the office of Editor-in-Chief, I set out with a vision to bring the Weekly back to what I'd
considered to be its ‘gold standard’ — a publication of high quality, abundant quantity and engaging readers of
all strokes, stripes and colours across the Chandbagh creation. In my younger years, I'd felt that the Weekly had
become a ‘shell of itself’. Our stride had fallen to a cripple, for while we did publish quality, it wasn’t of the kind
that our School always looked for. There was something missing. We hadn’t put our ears to the tracks, and heard
the kinetic pulse that the School constantly hummed in its frenetic, fast-paced, forward momentum.

That had to change.

So, we began to publish as usual, but published freely. This year, no Dosco who could and did write would be
denied a chance to express themselves across the pages of the Weekly. True to our name, we’d help with the
quality as an ‘Editorial’ Board. In effect, we were now the facilitators of content and creativity, not censors. The
idea of free speech would be brought back to Chandbagh as it was in the days of the 70s and 80s: not merely for
boys to rant, but for boys to reveal the truth. To discuss, disagree, debate and deconstruct ideas that shaped our
community at great depth — the aim of such discourse being, hopefully, to improve it. It was a bold task, and
would require sacrifices. But we on the Weekly were determined to fulfill this yearning, this lost duty - that each
student who picked up the Issue, would put it down with a newly thinking mind.

As an equal goal, we sought to give the Weekly more variety as the School’s flagship publication. To us, each Issue
would have to connect with every reader - to draw them in, and keep them reading. It occurred to us that our
position, unlike the thematic releases every term, gave us the power to print — quite literally — any article of any
genre; in any nature, style or form.

And we did. We printed articles across a spectrum whose ends we kept pushing. We increased the standard
page-size from eight to ten (sometimes twelve!) We printed some of the most controversial, thought-provoking
pieces I'd ever read. Indeed, sacrifices were made: we began to feel, amidst the praise, hatred and anger at our
pieces. Readers were pleased as much as put off. Some even branded us as a “crib-column” at one point, and at
times moments seemed as if everything had gone wrong, even though we worked so hard and thought it was
right.

Regardless, people were reading.

They began to talk about the issues raised. They debated and discussed all that hit them on a never ending sweep
of Weekly editions filled to the brim with content to choose from. From “The Cool Gang Conundrum’
to ‘A Tale of Two Mafias’, “The Tragedy of Genius’ and ‘Conspicuous Contempt’ — Issues packed
something that could stir up both passion and profound thought. Often people disagreed, but that
was the point. In between, we did spice up the flavour with Salman and Omar’s memorable Week

4



Gone Bys, not to mention the flux of Roving Eyes and ‘The Doom School Cheekly’ on April Fools’. Technology was
covered, poetry was published, obituaries were written, avant-garde cartoons were drawn and an endless stream
of Point-Counterpoints & contemporaries flowed; even a new, modern design was implemented. Everything
seemed running at full steam - each week, with all the praise and criticism, vibrant and energetic, with a Board
ready and willing to work.

An Epilogue

All good things come to an end, or so the proverb goes. With this Founders’ Day Issue, my time as Editor-in-Chief
and member of the Board draws to a similar close. To regard these four years as ‘well spent’ would be a pitiful
understatement. Needlessly, the Weekly has been the transformative agent in my life of adolescence. I wouldn’t
possess half my intellect, or half the knowledge and experience I've acquired if [ hadn’t been a Board member.
In this, my three predecessors — from Kamdar, to Bhavanani and Kediyal — have unknowingly been the some of
the tallest figures in this light. Larger-than-life, each has left a space behind for the other to fill.  hope that my
successor will do the same for me. As I now depart, to them and so many others, I can only be thankful.

I thank this Editorial Board for their loyal fidelity over an entire year of service under me. Supportive through
tough times, forthright in duty and faithful throughout; they’ve been the real pillars upholding our work this
year. I'll be evermore grateful for their joining me on this long, wild and endeavoring ride. They are, without a
doubt, the iron frame that holds this publication together.

I thank our outgoing Master-in-Charge, Ms Anamika Ghose, who will depart the Weekly with me after six
dedicated years to the Board. Despite our differences, she and Ms Purnima Dutta silently defended my name
and our right to free speech year-round, in the face of factors that are yet, and perhaps forever, unknown to us.
Undoubtedly, they are the unsung heroes of our successes.

And finally, I'd thank you, the readers of The Doon School Weekly. You are the ones whom we work tirelessly to
serve with an Issue every Saturday - to enrich and activate the areas of your mind that’ll only serve to grow you
for the better. It’s been a pleasure to have served you for this long, and your readership is the most the Weekly
can and ever will ask for.

It’s now five o’clock. The sun’s coming up soon. A new day rises; a new journey begins.

A Note on The Issue

Over the course of this past year, the Weekly has sought to ensure its Issues are of high quality and plentiful quantity for all
classes of readers to read. The Founders’ Issue is no different. This year, we've increased the Issue’s size to an unprecedented
sixty pages — reflecting the bulk of qualitative writing submitted to the Weekly over the course of the Issue’s production.

As you flip through the Issue, you'll notice an increased usage of visual elements — especially cartoons based on Mohit Jayal's
famous ‘Dosco Penguin’ as well as pictures, which complement articles. While the Weekly is often distinguished from other
publications on the basis of high-content standards, the Board this year recognizes that engaging design demands variation,
especially in the visual realm. Therefore, don’t be surprised if you see headings, by-lines and pictures in different formats —
each has been selected after careful consideration: appearing different whilst including common elements to both.

Speaking of imagery, this year we've aimed to trace the story of a Dosco’ as they once enter and, again, finally exit the gates
of Chandbagh. For that, stay tuned to the bottom right corners of each page (for a surprise on that spot, don't forget to
quickly flip through pages)! Opposite these, you'll find the genre icons, which denote the largest article on a two-page spread
— custom made to remain distinguishable for easy reference. Lastly, do take note of poetry and Vox Populi (in Latin, Voice of
the People) on different spreads as you explore the Issue, which have been added for your visual relief.

With that, it’s best to keep it succinct, with the many surprises hidden in store across these pages. As products
of our long efforts, we hope these changes and nuances keep you engaged as you read the Issue over Founder’s
and beyond — and (hopefully) remain enraptured as you continue to do.
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Celebrate the Difference

[ have just spent the best part of a week at the HMC
(Headmasters’ and Headmistresses’ Conference)
annual general meeting and conference in Belfast,
Northern Ireland. Belfast is a place I am familiar with,
having been visiting regularly for the last 20 years;
my wife is from Belfast. What I am not so familiar
with, after an equal number of years working around
the world, is a conference that is predominantly a UK
based event. Of the several hundred regular HMC
members there are 54 international members and
about 30 of us were in Belfast.

Over the years going to conferences and workshops
overseas that were often pitched at schools offering
the International Baccalaureate, I have got used to
the question, “where are you from?” meaning which
country and city are you from, oh, and which school is
that? For the first time in years the question, “where
are you from?” came with many of the classist and
societal undertones that I remember feeling when I
left the UK in 1998. At that time I was a young teacher
educated in a government school who found his way
to a private boys’ school in Northern England. I was
struck by how much, in 2017, this establishment of a
pecking order obstructs things, including productivity,
making human connection and learning.

The theme of the conference was Celebrate the
Difference and one of the big questions was diversity.
The HMC is predominantly male and an entirely
white affair, so as a white male I should have felt right
at home.... but no. You see, having benefited from
the sorts of mind changing perspectives brought
about by living and working in places where one is
different, I was struck by the unconscious bias and
lack of consideration that many of the people around
me were exhibiting. There were a handful of people
of other nationalities in the room but many of them
had done the opposite of what I have done. They
had been working in the UK or in a British School of
for the last 20 years and were fully encultured; they
were speaking the same language of power, privilege
and position. What was funny to me was that when
I asked people whether this was a shared experience
they said that yes, they had found it to be very much
like that when they joined the HMC but
after a few years they got to know some
people and found it better... a few years!

This made me think of Doon and the

Mr Matthew Raggett | Headmaster

few years that it can take some boys to find their place
in the school, to find happiness. The few years it can take
to make it to B and A Form having been at the junior
end of the pecking order and working your way up or
towards the things that you want to be doing. I can see
that this is also sometimes the same for the staff who
come to the school with experience and wisdom from
elsewhere and learn that some see it as being of limited
value because it was gained somewhere else and far too
recently to have really bedded in; what an awful shame.

[ think this attitude, approach and culture is worth
bringing to the attention to the community so that we
are mindful of the way we might be perceived by others
and are aware enough not to let it get in the way of our
own productivity, human connection and learning. In
the world outside the gates of Chandbagh there are
remarkable things happening that we can all grow
from, both professionally as students and teachers
and personally as incomplete human beings. Of course
we always want to know that others bring something
to the table and have the requisite qualification and
experience to add value, but when that addition of
value is just to us (what value can this person be to
me) it is usually obvious and our own value addition
is already coming from entirely the wrong direction.
Others are not just the resources, vehicles or obstacles
that they seem to become at certain times of the year
of in certain situations, to be used when needed and
ignored when not. If someone is in the same place and
time as you then they will probably be at least equally
able to contribute, and great things happen when we
listen, invite and give others opportunities; this is what
equality and meritocracy mean in practice.

We must avoid putting barriers in the way of our
learning when the default position should be one of
curiosity, enthusiasm and trust if we truly mean to be
role models from an aristocracy of service. This is what
I found so unattractive in some of my peers in the UK
last week and I know this is what others sometimes
find unattractive in Doscos when they meet groups of
them at colleges, clubs or events; I know this because
people write and tell me and, just occasionally, because
I see it in that way we respond to others. We all know
how to be the best versions of ourselves and there is so
much good work being done by Doscos, both under the
banner of the school as well as independently from it.
If we come across as aloof, uninterested and, worst of
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all, arrogant, then we will be doing ourselves and the
school an unnecessary disservice. We should be known
for being great to work with, for helping things happen
around us and for taking others with us; this is how to
best serve a meritocratic India.

I have just read an interview with Sundar Pichai,
Google’s CEO, in which he talked about the liberation
of moving to America and finding that he could take for
granted that, after just one day, his opinions mattered.
That aspect of the contribution culture does make
for some of the most exciting learning environments
in the world. When I visited an old student who was
working at MIT, I was struck by all of the things they
do there to remove the barriers to collaboration and
development, once you have actually got in! Most of
the walls inside the buildings are glass, undergraduates

A Rebel With(out) a Cause

Various editorial members before me have written
about the sense of nostalgia that pervades while passing
the baton; a sense of longing for the not-so-distant past.
My predecessors have stressed on how Weekly was an
important part of their journey and how it has helped
them transform. As a junior reading these pieces, I
could never understand their point. After all, one must
learn to move on. It is only at this stage that I realise
the necessity of these pieces, for their importance lies
not so much in their emotional goodbyes but the sense
of gratitude one has for an institution that has helped
them grow and develop. That being said, allow me to
share my story - the shaping of a rebel.

On a wet August morning, the then Editor-in-chief
walked up to a shy, stuttering B-former and told him
he was on the board of the Weekly. What followed was
the cycle of chasing seniors for their articles, learning
standardisations, finishing meals early to attend
meetings among many other things. Within these
mundane exercises, | found what the Weekly stood for
above all else: Freedom of Speech. Clichéd as it may
sound, it is this very tool that our board members use
on a daily basis to shed light on negligent practices or
changes that should be made. Working for all this gave
me the opportunity to shape the rebel inside me; a
voice that questions the necessity of every action and
inaction. The luxury of voicing your thoughts without
restraint is perhaps the Weekly’s most enduring legacy,
concurrently its failure to do so would be its biggest
failure.

Given the plight of journalists in this country, the
freedom to voice your thoughts without fear has been
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can see what is going on and can walk into any lab and
there is unplanned space built into every new building
because they know that something will happen from
the collaboration that will require space to grow into;
that’s a growth mindset built into the fabric of the
institution.

It is, however, the way people treat each other that
allows a growth mindset to flourish and letting go of
envy, ego and entitlement is the key. Truly we mean to
be an aristocracy of service and for me that means doing
all that we can to make our school the most exciting
and energetic place to live, learn and work, dropping
all of the barriers we can identify and sharing what we
do as enthusiastically and openly as we can; this is how
connections get made and how magic happens.

Aryan Chhabra | Editor

impugned. There’s a climate of fear that’s prevalent
and that shouldn’t be the case. It is up to us to protect
this freedom given to us by our constitution. It will
not be easy but then again that’s all the more reason
to be vigilant and unyielding. As is said by my seniors
repeatedly, the most important character in English is
probably the question mark-for without it we would still
be thinking that abhorrent practices like Sati should be
legal or the caste system should be practised. It is only
when one uses this question mark on a daily basis-like
we endeavour to do in the Weekly- that one realizes the
need for changing the status quo to keep sync with the
changing times.

If there’s a parting message that comes with this
editorial, it is this: Let us all be rebels. Let us never
hesitate to question authorities if there’s aneed to do so.
Let us use the freedom of speech so proudly enshrined
in our constitution to bring out some positive changes
in our beloved institution. In modern times, the word
‘rebel’ has a sense of negative connotation, which
shouldn’t be the case. In fact, many of our freedom
fighters were considered rebels in their times! Flipping
back pages of my journey with this publication, I have
realised that the most memorable experiences I have
had have been shaped in the publication room. When
I see a junior laughing, I do not see his joy but my own
as it used to be in the numerous times Weekly meetings
became the avenue for interesting social conversations
(asit st11'1 is!). 1\ @?!’%

Intheinterestsof totalhonesty,IThaveto = =l
admit that there were times when I could
have contributed far more than I did. The
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number of times I have been called upon to serve but
didn’t are many. While it is too late to change what’s
happened, I wish to stress on the fact that working
for this publication is a very rewarding experience.
The intrinsic value of working for institutions larger

Learning To Catch My Own Tail

I am Ouroboros, the serpent catching his own tail
by his mouth; I live through sullen days and nights
as much as the surreal, in a cycle of constant re-
creation. I am the red sun that rises yet again in the
east of the sky for another morn. As I turn around
in my bed wide-eyed in my sleepless slumbers, I see
how things haven’t changed at all; the elements are
patient, and more importantly, constant. The archaic
wood-framed windows haven’t budged an inch,
the white-washed walls leave an impression of the
whispers they’ve held for years, and the view across
to the field seems as fresh as the dew of dawn before
PT every morning. As Apollo crosses the sky with the
same gait as he did on my first day in Chandbagh six
years ago, I realise how I wake up every morn with
the same Picassoesque innocence and curiosity as
the D-former who first entered from the Hyderabad
Gate. The gains (or losses) in my school life I made are
but a few holistic factors that sum up vectorially. AsI
briefly reflect on my immersions in The Weekly, I see
how they added up invariably to form the variables of
my realm, both creatively and organizationally.

The past four-and-a-half years with The Weekly
could be described as a part of an experiential journey
to navigate, explore, and share a blizzard of ideas
and thoughts borne of the minds of a few of the
best thinkers of campus. Each night, standing under
the “weekly tree”, not sparing our share of quips
here and there, our meetings would turn over from
frivolities like chuckling over the unquotable quotes
to churning to the depth of some issues in School or
even analysing the more abstract realms of literature.
The innumerable times we found ourselves mulling

A Tryst with the Written Word

As the deadlines for our final Founders issue fly
in from afar, I find myself, for the first time in my
life, struck with an acute case of writer’s block. This
Editorial is at the same time a coming-of-age piece;
a farewell; and a thank you - one which
I've known I had to write, in one capacity
or the other, for over two years. Save the
illusory instantaneity of the run towards

than yourself can’t summarised. So, to the Masters
that’ve put up with my ‘rebellious’ presence and saved
me repeatedly, to my juniors who've experienced my
carelessness, and to the companions whose aptitude
has forced me to uplift mine, I say: Thank you.

Nehansh Saxena|Senior Editor

over seemingly wasteful topics simultaneously while
working in the Publications Room now seem all the
more worthwhile. Rendering poems and stories in a
Wordsworth-like pensive mood, an old habit carried
on and complemented my writing and turned into a
companion to feed my soul. But that wasn’t all.

The countless times I have been put on probation,
or even “chucked out”, made me realise the sense of
identity that my association with the editorial board
gave me. I don’t know whether sometime in future I
would consider this association an everlasting one, as I
leave, I am aware that it is transient, just as association
with School is. As I started off with the work in my
relatively early years at Doon, I was able to hone my
clerical skills - delivering skins in the dead of the night,
repairing printers, and hair-splitting debates on design
intricacies. I did find them detestable to the very
core, not realising then, how beneficial they were in
moulding me. I wouldn’t like to miss out mentioning on
the marathon editing and proof-reading sessions I have
had the privilege to taste before almost every Founders’
issue. In the guise of deterrents, these experiences
have, in fact, developed my organisational and editing
skills from various angles.

Ouroboros hasfound truthin his own self. lend where
I began: as a wide, starry-eyed child yearning to see and
be inspired by the expanse around him. The sun is the
same as every morn, and so am I. The days and nights
within these reddish-brown walls are but numbered.
Though I would beg my exit from this identity of both
the publication and school to be unencumbered to fly in
the skies waiting outside these walls, I'll still glide out
with this prize - the experience and memories - blithely.

Omar Chishti|Senior Editor

this final deadline, there’s no rational excuse for feeling
ill-prepared.

My journey to the Board was supposed to begin in
my C-Form with a short draft email, addressed to the
Editor-in-Chief at the time, which expressed my desire
to “write on anything, really” for the Weekly. Tongue-
tied (finger-tied?) as I was, I never actually sent the
email. Four years later it still sits in my drafts box, a
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perennially nagging (1), reminding me never again to
hesitate, or to fear rejection. To paraphrase Tennyson
for the benefit of younger ones reading this: ’tis better
to have tried and failed, than to never have tried at all.

Thankfully for my tryst with the written word, how-
ever, the Weekly gave me a second chance when I was
invited to join the Board two Founders ago. Being an
opinionated young individual with a sharp fear of the
stage in my early teens, this black-and-white forum of
thought read over breakfast every Saturday morning
provided a perfect compromise between my urge to
speak, and my fear of speaking. For that, I'll eternally
be grateful.

Over the two and a half years I've spent here, I be-
lieve I've carved out my own distinctive niches: the
go-to contributor of satirical reports, Roving Eye de-
tective, responsible for the ideation of cartoons, fellow
columnist of the humorous and popular (in most parts
of the community, at least) Week Gone By, and author
of the occasional introspective critiques of our school

Censorship and Sensibility

Everyone loves a good controversy, right? Well, no,
not exactly. Controversies generally arise with two
sides, and having an article which is controversial in
nature will obviously take sides. In our case, the articles
that garner the most amount of interest are the contro-
versial ones on School.

I know everyone loves a good controversy, but we
also should remember that we cannot be placing hand-
cuffs on our own wrists. A balance must be maintained.
We must remember that the Weekly is more public than
we think it is, and we cannot be having petty squabbles
about whether some victory was ‘an upset’ or not. (I
unequivocally respect the said author’s intentions, but
frankly speaking, the message would have come out
much clearer in person rather than by putting it in a
Letter to the Editor). We must also realize that we have
fora like Assembly Talks, in which we can talk about
things such as ‘Misogyny in School’, rather than expos-
ing ourselves to very public scrutiny. Although we are
the mirror that our small society is dependent on to
check itself, we are not the only mirror. More than any-
thing, it would simply be more tactful to discuss and
remedy something internally rather than bring in our
entire readership into the matter.

Don’t get me wrong. I would be the last one to sug-
gest the freedom of this press should be monitored. It
shouldn’t. Rather, as the title suggests, we should be
sensible enough to censor ourselves, as a community,
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system. Writing for this audience always has been, and
always will be, the greatest pleasure.

I've often been asked, mostly by Masters, why I (and
by extension, the Board) have chosen to contribute and
publish so many articles of a critical tilt over our tenure.
The simple answer, making allowance for a slight met-
aphor, is that Doon is a beautifully manicured garden;
an oasis of near perfection. As any gardener worth his
or her salt shall tell you, the prettiest flowerbeds have
their share of weeds. One corrects this situation by
eliminating the weeds, not by refusing to acknowledge
them or by giving the flowers more water. In a similar
vein, the Weekly has endeavoured to draw attention to
the few weeds on our campus whilst letting the multi-
tudinous flowers bloom unruffled.

Finally, the only wisdom I dare leave behind: Doon,
just like life, is about the people you’ll leave with, and
not the records you’ll leave behind. We’ve all been gifted
with childhoods which would be a biographer’s dream.
It’s only our duty to lead lives worth chronicling.

Salman Mallick | Senior Editor

whenever the need arises. In fact, I would say that it
isn’t censorship; it is self-evaluation. We should be ma-
ture enough as a community to do things which are in
the interest of the entire community. I do not deny that
criticising ourselves is in the interest of the communi-
ty. But there are two sides to this coin. While we may
criticise ourselves, it is also our duty to maintain our
school’s aim of attracting the very best talent from all
over India, and we will not be able to do that if we go
overboard with our criticism. We are within this insti-
tution, even though we may try our best to bring a per-
spective of that of an outsider. The Doon School Weekly
by its very nature of being “The Doon School” Weekly,
should know that the aim of The Doon School super-
sedes ours.

Controversy has its place. Sometimes, articles such
as ‘The Cool Gang Conundrum’ are required, to remind
ourselves that we are falling into things which are not
correct. It is essential for us to maintain the checks and
balances that we have been asked to maintain. But we
also have certain responsibilities on our hands. We are
responsible to our community, and we cannot be per-
petrating things which cause it harm. If we want the
best for our community, we must criticize
ourselves, but at the same time, to bring
in the best, we must temper criticism, so
that we can retain the benefit, and not
bear the costs.
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‘Hits n’ Misses’

Malini Malaviya (58-K, Batch of 2014) recounts her experience as a female student in School.

In kheer one can add only so much saffron; enough
to give it colour, flavour, and warmth. ‘Dosco Girls’, I
feel serve the same purpose in School. They are there
to add just the right amount of drama on campus, to
break the monotony that persists.

Imagine six in the morning, the main field crowded
with (almost) masculine energy, with boys running
and jumping around in singlets, when suddenly you
hear NTC shouting across the field “Arrey Ladkiyon
kuch karlo!” Just for those two seconds, all that male
attention is on these two girls dragging their feet,
trying very hard to somehow finish a round and escape
this early morning torture. Like the boys, they too are
praying to God for rains every morning (the kind of
collective prayer can get rid of any drought). The point
is ‘Dosco Girls’ are the white ‘n’ blue among the many
grey ‘n’ blues, the high pitched voices drowned by
the basses while singing in Assembly, the ones who
have seen their Uncles and Aunties turn into Sirs and
Ma’ams. They are the ones who have witnessed their
70 acres of playground transform into classrooms,
Music School, D & T Centre and what have you to
fulfil the purpose of education. They are also the ones
who compete with boys to get the female role in a play
(sometimes boys are so graceful and elegant, they give
the girls arun for their money!). Of course, disciplining
a talkative ‘Dosco Girl’ can be difficult in comparison
to disciplining boys, but each time we have tried to
take advantage of being a master’s daughter, it has
backfired. These attempts have resulted in a countless
number of ‘lines’ and sometimes even a ‘change-in-
break’, the latter being the most humiliating.

Being born and brought up in front of my teachers,
including my own father, felt like a disadvantage quite
alot of times. Each time I was pushed to get out of my
comfort zone and solve a math problem on the board
in BKC’s class; or got publicly humiliated by PCH for
not practicing the violin; and was part of the house P.T.
squad because MLJ felt the striking white t-shirt will
look nice among the coloured singlets, I feared these
teachers for they knew ‘me’ very well, and could march
up to my parents anytime and have a ‘chat’. However,
I don’t think they ever did go to my home;
they took the liberty of doing the needful
as I was as much their daughter as I was
to my parents. It has now dawned on me

that this is what helped me fit-in. All that nagging and
criticism, which comes naturally and very fluently to
teachers, is what every Dosco gets. It’s better to get to
know one’s flaws from someone who cares, rather than
to be caught on the wrong foot in the world outside.

After passing out of School, it was not the things
School gave me that I think about, but the things it
kept from me. The one that tops the list is my ability to
be ladylike. Spending six years in salwar kurta, t-shirt
and shorts, and a pair of floaters did not really help
me feel elegant. It is later on that I got to experiment
with my so-called wardrobe and experiencing all the
‘hits n misses’. Second on the list is my less than usual
attraction/fascination for boys compared to other
girls. Since I am on the other side of the campus walls
now, [ started realizing why girls dressed up for the
DSMUNSs, Socials, and even tuitions. Boys in general,
when they are not being obnoxious or hogging food,
are actually capable of being gentlemen! Thirdly, it was
the confidence. T was the greatest surprise outside
campus. Without even realising I was someone people
wanted to listen to and get my opinions that I did not
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know I had. My self-confidence made me tough and no
one could mess with that. I stood out. There are many
more things that can be added to this list, but I'll stop
before I start mentioning the more obvious ones. I'll

just say that School taught me enough to ‘un-Dosco’
myself whenever, and have the courage and warmth to
make my home away from home.

Life of a Dosco Girl

Ishita Bhardwaj pens down her challenging experience as a girl in School.

“Life’s not always fair. Sometimes, despite your best efforts
otherwise, life will give you lemons. When that happens,
yowve got two choices. You can either wear a sour face or
make lemonade.”

These are my favourite lines from the movie “Love
Happens” and aptly encapsulate my thoughts on this
topic.

Life of a girl at Doon is not easy. It has never been, and
might never be. However, I can at least say that Doon
has taught me how to be tough and what to expect
outside the walls of Chandbagh. Living in a society
dominated by men, we girls get trained to be brave and
make a mark with our heads held high. It’s not just
the girls who suffer in Doon, though; few boys, too,
are marginalised for being different or for not having
the “cool choices” in life. However, the life of a Dosco
Girl is something that only a few undergo and can be
described best only by them.

We're a small part of this community, so we (girls)
need to be there for each other and help each other
get through the hard times. Despite all our differences,
we’ve all been through the same learning experiences
which bring us closer, and we tend to be more
cooperative than usual. We know that if anything
goes wrong, at least we have our friends’ shoulders
to cry on. Life in Doon is very different for us. It is
challenging for us to meet the same expectations as
the boys, like taking part in school activities like them.
It becomes even harder because our parents are here to
keep a sharp eye on us all the time. Being a Dosco Girl
is significantly different from being just another girl in
a co-educational school. It’s different in the way we’re
treated, the small things we need to take extra care of,
living up to expectations and most of all, making our
way out of the crowd and proving ourselves.

The initial years in School seem to be the toughest. It
takes a lot of time to adjust to the fact that you don’t
have much support. One of the major drawbacks of
being a Dosco Girl is that we don’t get to participate in
team sports, or at least not in the way we would have in
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another school. Participation by the girls in the School
has increased notably over the years, but there is still a
lot of potential that needs some support and a chance.
Teasing has always been a problem in our School,
and we're not any different when it comes down to
that. Being very few in number, it affects us a little
more than it should. Eventually, though, one realises
that avoiding it is the best way out. It even makes
you mentally strong at times and helps to get your
priorities straight. Giving teasing more attention than
needed leads to encouragement of such behaviour,
which can then lead to it becoming more rampant
than it already is.

However, when I look back at the times where I had
night-outs and midterms with boys, I can say that I
made some memories that [ will always remember. I
will remember the campfire with the boys with lots
of (funny) dancing, talking about the boys’ success in
their “social life” and some benevolence shown by a
few gentlemen in the form.

Boys always brag about going to schools like Mayo,
Welham Girls’, etc., and the time they had with the
girls. They become such gentlemen when girls from
these schools come to attend School activities, but they
never give us that respect. We are also girls like them,
then why are we treated differently? Is it because we
have the tag “Dosco” in our names?

Few boys think that the girls always get special
attention and privileges. While this is true to some
extent, in most of the cases, we are deprived of many
such ‘privileges’. Despite the challenges, there are
things we really enjoy. Though hard to confess, it
feels great when you’re given slightly more respect
and praise than the others. Although being a Dosco
girl proves to be a little tough, we consider ourselves
lucky to be studying in one of the best
Schools in India, where not all girls get an
opportunity to study. We all need to prove
ourselves in some way or the other, and
that’s what keeps us going.
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In Times of War

Armaan Verma gives his views on the inevitability of conflict in the Human‘race.

{
1

A wise man in times of peace
prepares for war - Horace

Historically, humans have spent a fair share of their
limited time on Earth either killing one another,
or preparing for the same. It is a series of errors,
disasters, and tragedies that have shaped the path our
race has trodden and will, in all probability, continue
to do so. In the time of the hunter-gatherers, however,
prehistoric man hasbeen found to have rarely partaken
in clashes, perhaps because the much larger foes of
nature’s elements constantly occupied a considerable
portion of the attention and energy of hunter-
gatherer groups. Therefore, it can hardly be considered
“innate” or “built-in” for conflict to attract humans,
notwithstanding that our closest genetic relatives,
chimpanzees and bonobos, have been observed to
have aggressive tendencies among their own groups,
stemming from contention for dominance.

But this means that before beast even became man,
entering conflict was embedded in him, even though
we have seen that early man hardly displayed such
behaviour. So, how did one great chunk of our history
remain devoid of it? This can best be attributed to a
moral values system that anthropologists speculate
prevailed in nomadic communities at the time,
probably having arisen due to the need for banding
together as a means of survival. Thus, it is safe to say
that conflict—or rather, the unconscious necessity for
it — is not part of human nature. But, this is where
civilization enters the equation. With the discovery
and widespread use of agriculture, tribal farmers
developed the tradition of leaving the responsibility
of leadership to a chief. Time later entrusted that
responsibility to kings and prime ministers.

It was observed by Polly Wiessner, an anthropologist
at the University of Utah, that a surge in population
can also contribute to greater aggression, as seen in
the tribes of Papua New Guinea, who first warred
with each other 200 years ago, following a massive
food surplus. Couple with this, Stephen
Pinker went ahead and suggested that
tribal societies are actually prone to
more infighting than the nation-states of
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the modern era in what he called a more “chronic”
fashion, compared to the intermittent conflicts fought
between modern-day countries. The cause of the same
can be accredited to the increasing interdependence
of one community with another, economically or
otherwise. Thus, we can now conclude that agriculture
is also what sparked the first instances of organised
conflict as populations grew and private property was
conceptualised, enhancing our primal tendency to live
ill-at-ease with one another and breaking down the
moral value systems that existed amongst nomads.
This is where the dynamics of the 21st century come
into play. Since it is now established that the more a
society progresses, the less violent it gets (in terms
of recurrence), it is safe to say that, at least for those
of us not facing bullets in Syria and other similar
exceptions, the 21st century should be a relatively
safe era to live in, right? Wrong. Let us begin with the
concept of inequality. Richard Wrangham at Harvard
University made an interesting observation, among
humans and chimpanzees alike: a given group of
individuals is more likely to initiate quarrel if it feels
that it possesses superiority in numbers or ability.
After all, confidence of a victory will logically result
in a reduced fear of the consequences of entering a
conflict itself. Now, if we observe all the instances in
history when inequality has been curbed, lessening the
gap between the oppressors and the oppressed or the
rich and the poor, it will become apparent that there
is a drastic change that occurs — a critical juncture, of
sorts — that allowed such a lessening of the gap. This,
much to the horror of pacifists, comes in the form of
wars, plagues, and revolutions. Only a great upheaval
of such forms can completely reverse mankind’s slow
shifting of its sheep and wolves to opposite poles.

The Romans are perhaps the ideal archetype for this
thesis. The Roman Empire was, from its very birth
and throughout its existence, a heavy concentration
of power in the few, who ruled the voiceless many. In
the years leading to its downfall, with the outbreak of
bubonic plagues and recurring invasions from Goths,
Picts, Huns, Vandals and whatnot, population size
reduced to such an extent that labour costs shot up,
leaving landlords in penury. The same phenomenon
spilt over into the Dark Ages and following its end,
inequalities in Medieval Europe once again rose to



VOX POPULI

Does the exemplary student-teacher velationship that
Old Boys talk about still exzist in School?

The student-teacher

relationship in  School

is eyed with various

perspectives.

the tutorial

where students meet with

Primarily,
meetings,

their tutors, are a great

mode for counselling

and guidance. Moreover,
these
extend on to the playing

relationships

it is believed that the
relationship today doesn’t go beyond the professional arena.

field, and the Houses. However,

Furthermore, the tutorial meetings are considered ineffective
and unserious by some. This relationship can only build if both
the sides exhibit seriousness and are willing to take an initiative.

new heights, which, of course, were later levelled by
the Black Death.

Thus, having established that inequality persists in
society in times of peace, and that times of war bring us
out of such circumstances, can it not be said that war
is required to curtail inequality? Man is an organism
that is designed to retain the desire reign supreme. In
the Stone Age, it may have been over other species,
and with time nature itself, but currently, it is over
one another. We as human beings have a tendency
to create a hierarchy simply to stay (or aspire to stay)
on the very top of it, the perfect example of which
would be the Indian caste system. This phenomenon
is described extensively by Louis Dumont in his book
Homo hierarchicus. Therefore, bearing all this in mind,
can it also not be said that man needs conflict to fulfil
his own desire to remain above his peers?

The idea of inequality has changed drastically; from
the deification of emperors to the taxes imposed by
feudal lords, and even to the capitalists of the 20th
century, who raked in profits with the help of capital
investments and market exchange. Slowly, neoliberal
ideologies have laid down the bedrock of most
economies today, with the potential of driving the
wedge between the rich and the poor even further. This
makes the prospect of tensions, if not all-out conflict,
despite all but inevitable, possible at least in theory.
Economics, being the underlying principle that runs
every aspect of life in this age, also contributes to the
certainty of an outbreak of conflict in compliance with
the principles of capitalism. Highly competitive, profit-
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seeking corporations thrive on the killing of men,
women, and children, such as suppliers in the defence
industry, or even the medical world for that matter.
The matter appears to be far beyond a subconscious
level of human behaviour, for it feeds the flame of
human greed. It also seems that, since war and woe
have become such a great part of our existence as a
race, a certain question must be asked: while we allow
it to take away life, shall we let conflict sustain it?

__ /A
Move,

Like the trees sway with the wind waltzing down;

Move

Aryaman Kakkar

Move,
Like the rain that pounds the earth
Knocking on its door with petrichor like an instance
of life and love;

Move,
Like ripples across the ocean water,
That extends arms to touch the horizon.

Move;

Let your tears carve your face of rock,
Weathered over centuries, hear them roar and
cascade down
As agony is that loud.

Move;
Like the air that conducts the symphony of leaves,
And hugs the lungs to remind it how much it likes
To taste, to feel all that life- in an instant of time.

Move;
When a tiny bird has chipped away,
An entire, ever growing mountain over a billion
millennia,
That is when one second of eternity will have passed.

We all have been here for two;
Show the world that you are soul and emotion, before
mind and body.
Show the world that emotion holds you, destroys you,
binds you, is you.

Three;
Let the world see you as what you are: an infinite
mess of complex dreams, of thoughts, of imagination.

Four;
Then fade away into the shadows as all
good things must, never having existed at

all.

(1)
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In Limbo

Ishaan Seth
(304-JB, Batch of 1992). Issue No. 1610, August 25, 1990

PART ONE

“You intrusive bastard!” she shouted behind him, as he
scurried down the garden path, his door-to-door sales
products swinging in either hand. No, she wouldn’t
see any more of him. Not that she saw much of anyone
these days. Or ever.

No, Anne Benson just wasn’t the type to socialise She
was 72, and reputed to be the most foul- mouthed
woman west of Texas. She had lived in Mitchell Grove
for 62 years, and she had no intention of moving out.
“The old bitch!” George Bernstein, the postman who
delivered her mail used to call her, somewhere in the
region of his third and fourth can of Budweiser. “That
old bitch,” he used to say, “ain’t no good for nuthin,”
except cursing some darned nephew of her’s in Florida.
“That scoundrel hasn’t written to me in 30 years,”
she tells me, and I am not surprised why!” Roars of
laughter emerge from various drinking partners.
Anne Benson lived alone, and had been doing so ever
since her husband’s upper torso had been blown off
by a Nazi grenade in 1944. Wind Commander Irving
Benson’s body had been buried with full military
honours, (that is, whatever little of the body they could
find). She had loved him deeply. That was when the
amazing change in her personality took place. There
was no living being that she loved, except Duncan.
Duncan had been with her for ten years now, and as
far as he was concerned, her ‘lovey-dovey’ was the best
cat in the world. He was treated like a prince and lived
in luxurious comfort.

Life, for Anne Benson, was dull. But today was special.
It was Christmas Eve, and she always gave herself a
treat on Christmas Eve, Turkey. She would lovingly
clean the turkey, cut the potatoes, prepare the stuffing,
chop the parsely... and think of Irving. Every minute.
Every second. Christmas had always been a happy
time for them.

She glanced at her watch. Eight o’clock. The turkey
usually took an hour to cook, so she made her way to the
kitchen and adjusted the timer on the oven. It smelled
musty but that couldn’t be helped; she only
used the damn thing once a year. She placed
the turkey on the tray inside, closed the door,
and switched it on. She then made her way to
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the dining room to prepare the other things. She laid
a place for herself at the table, lit a candle and poured
herself a glass of Sauvignon ’64. Then she sank into
her armchair, and her thoughts returning to Irving.

PART TWO

She hadn’t enjoyed doing it. Not a bit. But she had
to. After all, she was of German origin. Born Anne
Schmidt, her family had emigrated to the U.S.A. in the
late 1890’s. All her life she had lived here; had been
brought up here. She had never even been to Germany,
but she felt it her duty. Soon after her marriage to
Irving Benson, Anne Benson decided to start work as
a German agent.

Things started to go wrong on January 13, 1944.
She had managed to lay her hands on a strategically
important bit of information, which was to be
radioed to the Germans as soon as possible. A special
American patrol of 120 men was advancing secretly
towards Danzig. “This is Nighthawk calling Potsdam,
Nighthawk calling Potsdam . she spoke clearly
into the mouthpiece.

“‘Ja’ve receive you,” came the almost immediate reply.
Within a few minutes, the information had been
passed on. “Ha-ha! Ve vill take care of zere secret
patrol,” crackled the heavily accented German voice
over the receiver. And that was that.

Little did she know, that Wing Commander Irving
Benson was the leader of the secret patrol.

PART THREE

“Damn that turkey,” she said to herself. But she
wasn't really thinking about the turkey at all. She was
thinking of Danzig and the secret patrol and Irving
and Oh God, it had all been her fault, hadn’t it?
“You can’t blame yourself fot it; you didn’t know,” she
kept reassuring herself. But that didn’t work. It never
had.

Since that day, she had been living in mortal fear of
the truth being found out. And to hide her fear she put
on a rough exterior. She was feeling very scared now.
More than ever.

“Tringg!” she nearly jumped out of her skin. The
doorbell. Which damned fool would this be, she
wondered. She walked to the front door and opened it,
slowly. There were two men outside, in dark business
suits.

“C.I.LA. Ma’am, may we come in please?”



“Oh good God!” she thought, “they’ve come to get
me. To punish me for what I did.” Her heart was in
her mouth, and her fear was extreme. Even so, she
managed to snap, “Well come in then. I'll be down
in a minute.” Her pulse racing, she clambered up the
stairs of her bedroom and made her way to the chest
of drawers in the far corner of the room.

Downstairs, the two men had settled into the sofa.

“Not very polite, is she?” said one.

“No, sir,” said the other without looking up, and
continued to fidget with his cufflinks.

Upstairs, Anne Benson held the Smith and Wesson 33
against her temple. A gunshot reverberated through
the house. Then silence.

On Men and Manners

Shyam Bhatia
(74-T, Batch of 1967). Issue No. 866. September 10, 1966

‘Manners maketh man’ is an oft repeated saying
which has a stronger hold on society than the caste
system ever had on India. Manners, etiquette, polish
and correct conversation are in my opinion all part of
the great and bewildering world of manners. A slight
deviation from the accepted code of manners may
result in the offender being put into Coventry or the
object of many stares and glances.

Perhaps the best illustration of my point is Bernard
Shaw’s Pygmalion. In this play, Eliza Doolittle makes
her debut. She appears at Ascot- where she quite
naturally gives vent to her personal feelings. Instead
of being praised for her forthrightedness, the poor
girl is laughed at. It is a perfect example of stiff and
unchangeable society. I think that a person’s character
is not exposed by the manner in which he speaks,
but what he speaks of. Great leaders and statesmen

VOX POPULI

Is the Weekly becoming an “elitist publication” where
only the good writers get to write?

The Weekly is the flagship
publication of the School, and
provides a platform on which
Doscos can freely express
themselves. However, many feel
that the Weekly is becoming an
‘elitist publication’, where not
everyone gets an opportunity

to be printed. This notion has
discouraged many members of
the School community from even attempting to write, as they
believe that it will not meet the ‘Weekly’ expectations. They
feel that the Weekly lacks inclusivity, where the only the good
writers get published. On the other hand, those opposing this
notion have argued that the Weekly is a forum open to all, and
has especially increased its inclusivity in the past few years.
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have been born and bred in India and they have been
praised and respected not for the way in which they
spoke of the weather, but for what they did and the
ideals they stood for.

Charles Dickens, however, speaks on another aspect
of manners- table manners, which are all important
in showing a person’s breeding and background. In
‘Great Expectations’ he tells of Abel Magwitch: ‘He ate
in a ravenous way that was very disagreeable, and all
his actions were uncouth, noisy and greedy, and as he
turned his food in his mouth and turned his head to
bring the strongest fangs to bear upon it, he looked
terribly like a hungry old dog.’ Then again he describes
with obvious disgust his ways ‘of lifting light glasses
and cups to his lips, as if they were clumsy pannikins-
of chopping wedge off his bread, and soaking up with
it the last fragments of gravy round and round his as if
it were to make the most of an allowance, then drying
his fingers on it and swallowing it.’

Another interesting ‘Manners for Millions” written
by Miss Sophia C Hadida, in which she speaks of the
dos and don’ts of a civilised diner- out. For example,
if a person is offered a second helping, it is forbidden
to say “I'm full up”, or “Delightful cooking but I can’t
budge.” All that the person is permitted to say is “No,
thank you”. Again speaking of napkins, the same
writer says that the rule of the best people is, ‘Never
wipe more than the lips with the napkin. It is not for
the cheeks, perspiration or the nose.” Also, ‘Never talk
to anyone with a toothpick in your mouth and never
lick the fingers, no matter how sticky they might be.
These are only some of the examples. Although I
personally may lick my fingers in private Q@
and do several other objectionable things,
my reaction in public would be to follow the
rules.
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The Great Indian Exam Craze

Karan Sampath criticizes the hypercompetitive exam culture present in modern-day India.

As holidays begin, most students across the world
eagerly await going back home and enjoying with their
loved ones. However, there is one exception to this
group, an exception I will term as students who study.
These students, as the name suggests, stay away from
the frivolity usually associated with vacations and
focus on their academics. It is this group of students
which will be the subject of this article, a group which
is becoming increasingly larger as the years go by.

Before we move on, let me first paint a picture of who
these students actually are. While I do not mean to
generalize, this description is, in my opinion, accurate
for the vast majority of them. First of all, the Indian
student who studies is, typically, one who has come
under a lot of parental as well as peer pressure. This
pressure comes either due to performing badly in
examinations or due to the commencement of an
important examination like the ICSE or the IIT-JEE.
Apart from this, the student, whether or not he/she
wishes to, is also forced to attend tuition classes. This
student avoids meeting family or friends and instead
focuses on getting that extra one percent, that extra
mark to get into the top college he/she dreamt of. But
most of all, this studying has a profound
effect on the other interests the student
might want to pursue, be it sport or co-
curricular. Academics is prioritized to
such an extent that other interests soon
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become a long-lost dream, only to be recollected when
watching television or reading a book.

It is this mindset which damages the beauty of Indian
culture and lifestyle, because, after all, this mindset
has become a part of our culture, passed down from
generation to generation. It has spread through
friend groups where unassuming parents see the
tuition-taking children of other parents performing
extremely well and thus, get indoctrinated, where
everyone aspires to have children like ‘Sharma ji ka
beta’. This spreads like a chain reaction, ultimately
leading to the situation today, where coaching classes
are ubiquitous and the industry itself has become
extremely profitable.

What is wrong with this situation? Several things come
to mind. Firstly, the very idea that getting that extra
one percent is the only goal worth achieving, therefore
superseding all other pursuits, is flawed. Do not get
me wrong, I do not mean to say that one should not
aim high and achieve well. Aim as high as possible but
within a set time limit. Without a proper structuring
of time and without devoting some time to one’s other
pursuits, the true meaning of education is lost. It does
not lie only in the textbook, it is part of every activity,
from the stage to the field. Not getting that one extra
mark does not mean that one will not succeed in life,
a fact which several Indian parents have failed to
understand.



The second problem with this mindset is the lack of
freedom given. Often when one is allowed to explore
his/her interests he/she can find a profession of
interest. For example, being part of the Video Club
in School is not an academic pursuit, but it still can
develop the interest of cinematography in someone.
Focusing on one’s academics to such an extent shuts
out the vast multitude of professions students could
take a fancy to, after being exposed to it. Skills which
cannot be developed in tuitions also degrade due to
this mindset. Skills pertaining communication and
socialising, which teach one to be able to make friends
and be affable. Regrettably, today the opposite is taking
place, as seen in the example of Sarvesh Mehtani, the
IIT-JEE Advanced 2017 topper, who shut himself off
from all forms of social media for two years to prepare
for the gruelling exam.

So how do we remedy this mindset? First off, being a
mindset, it is important to realise that it is ingrained
in one’s thinking and is therefore very difficult

to remove. There needs to be the realisation that
education is not all about the marks achieved, but so
much more. This realisation should also be of the fact
that getting into a good college does not mean one will
get a lucrative job. A mindset which would be far more
agreeable would be the American one, where the stress
on academics is not to such an extreme. Moreover, the
freedom to choose one’s subjects is given until college
and one is encouraged to develop his/her social skills.
Such a massive change would need something akin to
a revolution, and it can only begin when the hyper-
competitiveness present today fades away, which sadly
shows no signs of abating.

Education has always been the building block of a
nation. It builds its future, and without it, a nation
cannot develop or progress. A better-educated
generation will take a nation to new heights, while the
opposite would bring it down. Hence, it is imperative
that this mindset change for the better, to ensure that
India has a brighter future.

DARK HUMOUR

Kushagra Kar writes on the growth and acceptance of darker tones of comedy in society.

In an ever-evolving world of humour and instant
gratification, the concept of Dark Humour has risen
considerably at the cost of sensitivity. Being residents
of the 21st Century means we live in a world where
anything may be commercialised, even hatred. This
instinctive commercialization has given birth to Dark
Humour; a collection of the most disturbing and
insensitive jokes on the internet.

The subject matter of Dark Humour is limitless, much

Racism, sexism and anti-Semitism
were soon joined by issues that now
include paedophilia, necrophilia,
and a vast array of other sexually
inclined subjects as the base of these
jokes.”

like the internet itself — which is the reason for its
rise. The internet brought with it an explosion of
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information and accessibility, including previously
ignored concepts into the mainstream. Among these
are new methods of exploitation and subjugation.
As the world began to normalise itself to violence
(through the constant reportage of conflicts around
the world), the prospect of humour along these lines
grew. Someone willing to crack such a joke was already
desensitised enough to such situations, and the joke,
therefore, wasn’t a big deal. This led to the influx of
Dark Humour that disregarded previous sensitivities
on pertinent issues. In this, it was, helped greatly by
social platforms, spread across media. Racism, sexism
and anti-Semitism were soon joined by issues that
now include paedophilia, necrophilia, and a vast array
of other sexually inclined subjects as the base of these
jokes.

As it stands, Dark Humour can be any of two types.
The first is with jokes both discriminatory and racist,
e.g. the difference between normal kids and Jewish
kids (they don’t come back from camp)
or the frequency of an African woman’s
defecation (every nine months). Secondly
continued overleaf
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are the sexual jokes e.g. the hardest part about
walking through a field of dead babies. In the second
case, the answer is too explicit for print. With these
illustrations, it is clear such humour is disturbing,
offensive and brings some rather horrifying realities
to the forefront. It proves the existence of underlying
racist and discriminatory sentiments/stereotypes,

and suggests an over-dependence of society on the
notion of ‘sex’.

The first subject area — race and religion — is problematic
on many levels. While many would argue these jokes
result directly in hate crimes or the likes, I would beg
to differ. It is true that such jokes may encourage the
notions of discrimination and stereotypes, but there
is no direct impact other than within the ideological
realm. To minimize this damage, one must simply be
careful of when and where they crack the joke, taking
care not to offend those with ‘different’ sensibilities.
Moreover, a clear line must be drawn, one which is
easily discernible and ensures bizarre beliefs aren’t
legitimised. The task is difficult, because as I said,
sensitivity has lost considerable ground in society, and
therefore discerning what stays in its realms is tricky.
I feel though, that once the issue of the second half of
this type of humour is dealt with, sensibility may once
again align itself with sensitivity.

Secondly, humans, of late, have had a clear and rather
disconcerting obsession with the concept of ‘sex’
and by extension, sexuality. There are more types of
recognised sexual orientations than one could care
to count, but the issue arises when these distinctions
(including those along gender lines) are contorted
for the sake of humour. It is here that clear lines
begin to blur, resulting in disgusting and
unacceptable humour by any standards.
Grave issues such as child molestation
and STDs are reduced to ‘Cyanide and
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Happiness’ comics, which although admittedly funny,
cross the line. Though, because these jokes are not
only accepted, but propagated, the breach of the line
becomes irrelevant. Jokes regarding necrophilia and
murder are very much a part of the mainstream,
essentially trivialising them. Naturally, the concept of
sensitivity alters, making issues such as death ‘funny’.
When allowed to sit, the loss of sensitivity carries a
heavy impact on media consumers — especially younger
ones — who nonchalantly accept such offensive notions
as ‘normal’.

“Another knife attack here, and another shoot-out
there; another surprise election and another orange
becomes President of the United States.” The world
has its share of dark realities and atrocities: realities
we cannot be shrugged off and must be dealt with,
simply because they directly affect everyone. It’s time
to stop substituting, “who comes back from camp”
jokes for real introspection on issues we choose to
ignore because they are real. Finding and fighting the
root of insensitivity takes a lot more than superficially
blaming memes and GIFs. If this article has served any
purpose, it should be that of an honest disdain towards
an obsession with absurd sexual and racist notions.
When the most private of concepts explode into a
public showcase of all potential human obscenities,
what are we to expect but a degradation of societal
values? When values fall short, accompanying morality
is reduced to naught.

VOX POPULI

Has the senior-junior relationship improved over
the past few years?




The Doctrine of Silence

Devang Lladdha and Pratinav Bagladiscuss:theattidute towrds-sneaking’ injSchool.

If there is one unsaid rule among Doscos, it is that of
‘never sneaking’. Since the very infancy of their time
at Chandbagh, Doscos are drilled to never report on
one another, whatever the case may be. The primary
motive behind it is to maintain unity, and to be loyal
to each other. Betray your fellow Dosco even once,
and you become an outcast, labelled a ‘sneak’ and are
distrusted by most of the School community. As young
Doscos tackling trivial issues, the attitude does help
us learn to solve our own problems and deal with our
own issues ourselves, rather than being dependent on
adults. This conditioning, however, creates somewhat
of a blind aversion to sneaking, which tends to be
harmful in certain more-critical situations.

A young D-former, for example, tends to go to
teachers for the most trivial of matters, from losing
pens to being called names by his peers. As a Dosco
progresses through his school life, he learns to handle
such problems himself — however, through these six
years, it is inevitable that a Dosco faces more critical
situations. Sometimes, instances of teasing transform
into abuse and bullying, and in such situations, a Dosco
finds himself in a dilemma: to sneak or not to sneak.
On the one hand, he could sneak and consequently face
social rejection; while, on the other, he could continue
to bear the mental (and possibly physical) torture he
is being put through, out of the fear of being shunned.
One would think that, in such cases, surely the
community would sympathise with the victim’s
condition—however, Doscos often fail to understand
someone else’s situation and his choices. Doscos
subject to unfair treatment such as bullying are more
often than not reprehended by the community, in
spite of them being the victim. We fail to not only act
as a support system for these victims but rather attack
them, promoting the culture of not sneaking. This
effectively gives bullies impetus to do as they please
without the fear of any consequences. As a community,
our failure to sympathise legitimises bullying others.
On the other hand, this culture of not sneaking has
another harmful effect. Under the veil of being loyal to
each other, Doscos often let others harm themselves
or do something that they shouldn’t. For example, in
cases of smoking or drinking, Doscos will not sneak on
each other, believing that they are being loyal to each
other. However, in fact, this failure to correct harms
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the person smoking and often the community too.
By not sneaking, we implicitly promote the act, for
people realise that they can smoke or drink without
repercussions. Furthermore, since no one is correcting
these people, the attitude that sets in is that such
actions are acceptable and are the norm. This damages
the entire community, since such vices, which last for
a long time, propagate throughout School, negatively
influencing the lives of all. In such matters, reporting
is necessary, to not only protect the people who
are committing such acts but also to protect the
community at large.

It is high time Doscos change their attitude towards
sneaking. We do agree that the culture of not-
sneaking, to an extent, does help inculcate a sense
of loyalty as well as the principles of independence.
However, sneaking is not always unacceptable. In
cases where people are being abused or bullied, or are
committing acts that are harmful to them and the
community, sneaking is often necessary. There needs
to be a change in our rigid attitude towards ‘sneaking’
— we should not look upon it as an act that is innately
wrong, but something which is often the right thing
to do. We need to learn to empathise with the people
who report, and understand the reason behind their
choices. Sneaking, for 