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An account of the pandemic from
one of India’s worst-hit areas.

Swansong for Traditional Teaching?
Mr. Manu Mehrotra reflects on the pedagogical changes adopted due to the lockdown.
Nassim Nicholas Taleb, in his
book The Black Swan: The Impact
of the Highly Improbable, argues that
unexpected events or the events
with very low predictability have
a disproportionately huge impact
on our lives and historically have
changed the course of history.
Events like 9/11 and the economic
meltdown of the last decade fall
in this category, and so does the
COVID-19 pandemic.
Of the various areas of our
daily lives that have been affected,
education could be counted as
being the foremost to be affected
by the pandemic. Schools and
universities across the globe have
been forced to get on to the online
platform in no time. The challenges
for both teachers and students are
immense. Both need to change and
adapt rapidly. I have seen my own
teaching change rapidly to suit the
needs of students. My aim was to
give them a classroom experience
that enhanced their understanding
and did not limit it because of the
lack of a face-to-face setting.
These developments got me
thinking: if I upload a PDF with
everything I would say written
down in it, it would work. Soon I
realised the limitation of this – it
is impossible to write up all that
you might say while explaining a
concept or a problem. I also felt
that getting to read the document
along with my voice explaining
the concept would lead to a better

understanding. Therefore, I then
moved to a PDF coupled with
a Podcast, but soon realised the
limitations of this also – how do
I signal to the students about the
salient feature of the graph, for
example? Gestures were missing.
How could I make it better?
Next came screen recording –
I made notes and scanned and
transferred them on my laptop. I
then made a screen recording with
me talking and moving the cursor
to the point or the figure or the
part of the solution that I needed
to refer to. How could this be made
even better? I could show it in real
time with the students watching as
I wrote. So, web camera came next,
thanks to an idea by a colleague
that a phone can be converted to
a webcam. He used a juicer found
at home to hang the video camera
so it could be placed right above
the writing pad! I used a stack of
books and a wooden ladle to do
the same thing. Now, of course,
I have a stand borrowed from the
Physics Department to place the
phone on.
Sorting such issues is the not the
most difficult of things, thanks
to technology and the availability
of graphing tablets and other
such gadgets. However, since this
situation came at us out of the
blue to begin with, the teaching
community across the globe was
especially taken by surprise. I was
not prepared enough to teach in an

Make no
mistake, the
actual classroom
experience, and in
our case the actual
boarding school
experience, cannot
be replaced by
online classes.
online setting. I was anxious –
how would a lecture over a video
call work? How would I show
the diagrams? Would the course
get completed on time? Would
I get enough time for revision?
How would I monitor what the
students were doing? How would I
assess their learning? However, the
alacrity with which the teachers in
our School and around the world
have adapted to this situation is to
be appreciated.
These are times for learning and
for reflecting on our practice. I am
happy with all the academic and
technology-related
discussions
we are having among colleagues,
exchanging ideas and any new
thing we come across. Students,
too, are sharing useful information
and knowledge about possible
tools that may come handy for us.
We need to be mindful that
(Continued on the next page)
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Since this situation
came out of the
blue at us to begin
with, the teaching
community across
the globe was
especially taken by
surprise.
we cannot be replicating a
traditional lesson online but
should take advantage of the
digital infrastructure and digital
pedagogies. The main course
elements of any online learning
are best characterised by the RASE
learning design model (Churchill
et. al, 2013). The model comprises
digital resources (R), activities (A),
supports (S), and evaluations (E).
A good example of such a model
will have all of the above, but the
keystone needs to be the design
of learning activities that should

help the learner to construct and
use knowledge from the digital
resources. For example, group
problem-solving after a lecture,
individual written assignments,
short quizzes at the end of the
class to gauge understanding,
etc. I think as teachers we need
to collaborate to come up with
more learning activities to enhance
student understanding.
As much as these times require
teachers to adapt and change
pedagogies quickly, these times
require students to be more
responsible for their own learning
and to hold themselves more
accountable as well. The kind of
supervision that can happen in a
face-to-face setting simply cannot
happen in an online environment.
Students need to ask themselves
some questions: are we being
punctual to the class? Are we being
attentive? Are we contributing to
learning? Are we accessing the
digital resources regularly and
coming to the class prepared?
In short, are we becoming
independent learners?

The coronavirus is here to stay,
and we do not know for how long.
It has forced both teachers and
students to use an existing learning
tool more often. I think online
learning and teaching is preparing
us to be versatile and flexible in
our approach.
Make no mistake – the actual
classroom experience, and in our
case the actual boarding school
experience, cannot be replaced
by online classes. I think I speak
for everyone at Doon when I say
that we are not only teachers of
academic subjects here, but also
have other roles, the ones without
which we would not like to imagine
ourselves. I am sure it is the same
for our boys as well.
Let us together learn to learn.
Teachers learning to learn how to
teach online and students learning
to learn online. Above all, we need
flexibility to change our approach
and cater to both online and faceto-face setting. What if the next
black swan event is technology
getting its corona virus thanks to
the b(a)ots!
Dashed Dreams
Paras Agarwal

Saturday, May 16 | Issue No. 2572

3

the doon school weekly

Amidst the
Chaos
Inderveer Oberoi talks about his experience of the
lockdown in Mumbai, one of the worst-hit places in India.
On March 24, 2020, the Indian government clamped a
nationwide lockdown due to the drastically increasing
COVID-19 cases in the country. Maharashtra is one
of the worst-hit states, with the number of cases
growing rampantly. The streets of Mumbai that always
bustled with vehicles and people are now deserted.
The usual thrum of this city has been replaced by an
eerie tranquillity. Around March 20, seeing the graph
of the COVID cases increasing exponentially, it was
decided that none of us would leave home under any
circumstance and that no staff would be permitted to
enter the building. While we were safe at home, several
cases were detected around the vicinity. It took me a
few days to adjust to this new, tense, and unforeseen
situation, but as time passed, I got used to staying
indoors. News about the stranded migrant workers
being unable to get to their villages, the sufferings of
the daily wage workers, the emergency shelters, the
Bandra fiasco, and the death spikes was being belted
out each day by the news channels. Yet, living in the
comfort of my home, none of them directly moved
me until very recently.
Two Wednesdays ago, the security guard called
home to inform us that our laundry man was at
the gate, weeping. Over the past month under
lockdown, he had run out of his meagre savings and
now was unable to feed his family of five. The only
breadwinner of his family, he made just enough each
day to feed his family. With no work and no resources,
he was completely broken and thus at our doorstep.
My parents immediately sent him some money and
offered to help further if need be. I was crestfallen
at this sight and understood how fortunately I was
placed. I felt this intense urge to help those who
do not have the privilege of staying home without
working during these testing times.
I discussed my growing concerns with my family.
I really wanted to help – to reach out to the needy
during these difficult times. Initially, they were worried
about the increased probability of my getting infected
if I went out to help. After much consideration, we
came up with a way to help without having to expose
ourselves to the lurking danger. Using the society
office records, we contacted the household help – the
car washers, the visiting vegetable and fruit sellers,
and the security guards. We asked them to reach out
to those families living near their homes that were

looking for help. We wanted an approximate count
with their contact numbers. Having done that, we
contacted our local general store, requesting them to
pack individual bags consisting of basic necessities
that are needed to sustain a family for a week. One
member of each family was asked to collect a coupon
from the building security officer, present it at the
general store, and collect their packed parcel. We
hoped that this food ration would at least ensure
some families didn’t sleep hungry and that they
would sustain themselves through the week till they
could receive their coupon next week again. Confined
indoors, this was the least we could do to help. I truly
wish we could have done more. I hope to find other
ways to assist the people around me, because at the
end of the day, we stand true to our morals of being
an aristocracy of service.
| Poetry |

Midterms at
Doon
Aradhya Jain
I climbed the trees,
I waded through the falls,
So, when it comes to Midterms,
I love them all.
My first was in April.
It happened at Maldevta Farms
There was a lot of trekking;
Going through a village, we saw barns
The second one in September,
We were sulking in the camp.
It wasn’t at all fun,
As the beds were all damp
A few days afresh,
A new camp started.
We had fun there
With fields that parted.
The third didn’t occur
Due to the pandemic.
The entire time at School
Was spent on the year of academics
I really hope the next one
Is as exciting as the firsts,
With fun, frolic, and merry times
Giving us joys in bursts.
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The Book as a Blurb
Aryan Agarwal
In the Bookstore, every book waits on its shelf for
its prey to come to it. The brass bell chimes when a
customer steps onto the muffling carpet of the store;
she does not plan to buy a book. “I want only to check
for the latest, Ma!” Maya had proclaimed before she
left her mother who was buying groceries at a nearby
store. Unaware that her resolution was destined to
collapse, Maya ventured past the bookstand-thickets
of ‘Bestsellers’ and ‘Buy-1-Get-1’s, into the towering
jungle-shelves of Classics. It was surprising that
neither the reflective gloss of the Bestsellers nor the
apparent harmlessness of the ‘B-G’s enticed her at all,
but the books did not worry about it, for the fact is
that one does become relatively loose upon entering
the store. Not being able to hear one’s own footsteps
convinces the customer of their literal lightness, soon
after which all monetary reservations melt from the
jaunty jazz theme playing in the background.
Maya squatted on the floor with her heels up and
strained her neck from the left to the right and back
again. She was scanning under the ‘Contemporary
Literature’ heading, whilst tapping her knuckles to the
rhythm of the gentle snare. She saw very few navy
and scarlet leather-bound hardbacks, lost among the
more vibrant and dominant population of digitally
illustrated paperbacks. Many writers grabbed her
fancy, with each name sounding grander than the one
before. After reading the back of yet another book and
staring into the monochrome picture of its author’s
unnaturally blank face, she wondered whether the
writers of the blurbs ought to win awards; after all,
they do make the book very seductive to the casual
customer. For instance, in the ‘Classics’ shelf, she had
picked up a book with the following blurb: “Brontë’s
most passionate, powerful poems on death, nature’s
beauty and the passage of time.” Inside her head, the
sound of these words made her think that all of life’s
wisdom would be inked on its pages, so she clung to
it tightly, wanting to become the wiser person.
As had been foreseen, once she emerged from the

‘Classics’ Row, between her index finger and her tense
thumb was clasped a preying book – a conspicuously
slim booklet. Some time ago she had been caught offguard by the fact that great books could be thin too,
due to the assumed premise that great books had to
be big and ‘great’. However, she had gradually come
to accept it, although she liked to think that it was
done deliberately to induce a sense of novelty.
Anyway, she moved to the cul-de-sac of encyclopaedias
at the end of the bookstore to acquaint herself
with the musings to come. She parted the pages of
her book with her two thumbs, but with the same
immediacy with which the book was hoisted up, it
was laid back down. She flipped the book around to
read the blurb once again: “Brontë’s most passionate,
powerful poems on death, nature’s beauty and the
passage of time.” She definitely liked the blurb a lot,
but began to think whether she would ever like the
book. She weighed having the book, which made
her feel smart and because it had a blurb she liked,
against not having it, which would be very similar to
not having the book at all, because she could not see
herself reading it anyway. So, sliding off the chair,
she strode towards the door, having tucked her book
behind the animal encyclopaedias.
Halfway down the aisle however, she decided
that the book looked nice enough, the grain of the
paper felt good, and above all, that the blurb was an
effective balm for her yearning for deep thought.
“Besides, having the book increases the likelihood
of me reading it,” she thought to herself for her
conscience’s sake. In less than a minute she returned
with the exact amount – the change in it smelled of
her mother’s coriander and peas – and handed it to
the cashier before she ventured back into the maze of
shelves to recover her book. Book in hand, she walked
up to the cash register thinking about how carefully
the book had been designed to catch her attention,
and how effortlessly she had fallen prey to it.
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dy djs lks vkt dj vkt djs lks vc
vkfn tSu

,sls esa ;g /;ku j[kuk Hkh vko”;d gksxk fd lHkh NksVs
NksVs y{;ksa dk vafre mís”; vius cM+s y{; ij igq¡puk gS
vU;Fkk ge NksVs y{;ksa dks gh çkIr dj brus larq”V gks
tk,axs fd gesa vkxs c<+us dh bPNk gh ugha gksxhA vxj ge
thou dks ,d [ksy ds leku –f’V ls ns[ksa rks Hkh ykHk gks
ldrk gS] vusd NksVh pqukSfr;ksa dks iwjk dj vafre y{;
gkfly djukA
fdlh dk;Z ds foyEc ds ihNs ,d vkSj dkj.k gks ldrk
gS] rukoA ifjgkj fpark dk lkeuk djus dk ,d çfl)
rjhdk gSA foQ+yrk ds Mj ds dkj.k yksx fdlh dk;Z dks
LFkfxr djuk ‘kq: dj ldrs gSaA euks&oSKkfud ”kks/kdrkZvksa
ds vuqlkj f”kfFkyrk dk ruko ls lh/kk lEcU/k gSA
ruko ls jkgr ds fy,] de vkRefo”okl okys yksx viuk
/;ku Hkfo’; dh mPp çkFkfedrk ls gVkdj vklku dk;ksaZ
esa yxk ysrs gSaA vkRekfo”okl dh bl deh dh otg ls gh
yksx fdlh dke dks djus dh viuh {kerk ij lansg djrs
gSa ftl otg ls og dk;Z djus ls igys mUgsa Åps Lrj dk
ruko eglwl gksrk gS rFkk os ml dke dks Vkyrs gSaA
f”kfFkyrk ls cpus ds fy, vius ruko dk Lrj de j[kus
ifjgkj fpark dk lkeuk djus dk ,d ds lkFk vkRefo”okl vfuok;Z gS vkSj ,slk djus ds fy,
vge gS ,d ldkjkRed –f’Vdks.kA ^^tks gksrk gS vPNs ds
çfl) rjhdk gSA foQyrk ds Mj ds fy, gksrk gS^^] vxj O;fä bl dgkor dks le> ys vkSj
dkj.k yksx fdlh dk;Z dks LFkfxr djuk vey esa yk;s rks og vius ruko] Åaph mEehnksa vkSj uQjr
dks gh vius çksRlkgu ds lzksr esa ifjofrZr dj ldrk gSA
'kq: dj ldrs gSaA euks&oSKkfud
fdUrq gj O;fä ds fy, bl dgkor dks vey esa ykuk laHko
'kks/kdrkZvksa ds vuqlkj f’kfFkyrk dk ugha blfy, vko”;d gS fd mlds djhc tks yksx gksa os
mls ,d ldkjkRed okrkoj.k çnku djsa] mlls cgqr Åaph
ruko ls lh/kk lEcU/k gSA
mEehnsa u j[kus vkSj y{; çkIr u djus ij mls le>k,a
vkSj mldh lgk;rk djsa] mls [kjh&[kksVh u lquk;asA vxj
fdlh O;fä ds lkFk laosnu”khyrk ls crkZo fd;k tk, vkSj
blds ihNs çFke dkj.k gS ,d lkQ y{; dh vuqifLFkfrA mls vius vki esa fo”okl fnyk;k tk, rks ;s nqfu;k u gh
tc gekjs ikl dksbZ lkQ y{; ugha gksrk rks gekjs ikl vf/kd [kq”k ijUrq vf/kd n{k Hkh cu ldrh gSA
fdlh dk;Z dks djus dh dksbZ t+:jh otg ugha gksrh ftlds
dkj.k ge esa vko”;d dk;ksaZ dks Hkh djus dh yxu ugha
gksrhA yxu ds bl vHkko ds dkj.k ge vf/kdrj ljy
vkSj fu’Qy dk;ksaZ dks tfVy vkSj egRoiw.kZ dk;ksaZ ds Åij
pqurs gSaA dbZ ckj ge ,sls dk;ksaZ dks igys dj ysrs gSa tks
gesa vHkh rks vkuane; yxrs gSa fdarq ftudk Hkfo’; esa gekjs
Åij çfrdwy çHkko gksxkA
bl rjg dh VkyeVksy ls cpus dk loZJs”B mik; gS vius
fy, y?kq vof/k ds lkQ y{; cukukA vxj T+;knk nwj dk
y{; gqvk rks utj vkus okys ifj.kkeksa dh deh ds dkj.k
gekjk mRlkg de gks tk,xkA ogha] nwljh rjQ+ vxj ge
thou esa y?kq vof/k ds y{; j[ksa tks ,d ijey{; ds fy,
lhf<+;ka cusa rks gj NksVk y{; çkIr djus ds i”pkr gesa tks
r`fIr vkSj çlUurk feysxh og gesa vxyk dk;Z djus ds fy,
çksRlkfgr djsxhA
dy djs lks vkt dj vkt djs lks vcA
iy esa çy; gks,xh cgqfj djsxk dcAA
dchj nkl }kjk ”krkfCn;ksa igys jpk x;k ;g nksgk vkt
Hkh çklafxd gSA bldh lh[k dks ge lc le>rs gSa fd gesa
fdlh Hkh dk;Z dks Vkyuk ugha pkfg, D;ksafd le; fdlh
dh çrh{kk ugha djrk] fdarq bls thou esa viukuk dksbZ
vklku dke ughaA mnkgj.k ds fy, Nk=ksa dks ns[kk tk
ldrk gSA dksjksuk egkekjh ds dkj.k feys vodk”k esa gj
Nk= ds fnekx esa nks fopkj gksrs gSa] igyk gksrk gS le; dk
iw.kZ mi;ksx dj T+;knk ls T+;knk dke djuk pkfg, vkSj
nwljk gksrk gS fd le; rks cgqr gS dke ckn esa gks tk,xkA
ge tkurs gaS fd igyk fopkj lgh gS fdarq gekjs tkuus ds
i”pkr Hkh vDlj ns[kk tk ldrk gS] nwljk fopkj igys dks
ijkftr dj nsrk gSA loky ;g mBrk gS fd fdlh dk;Z esa
foyEc djus dk gekjk eu D;ksa djrk gS vkSj bl leL;k
dk fuokj.k dSls dj ldrs gSaA
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Problems of the Week
A unit equilateral triangle is shown in Figure 1, 4 of them in Figure 2, and 9 in Figure 3. This series continues.
Find numbers of unit equilateral triangles in Figure 4, in Figure 25, and in Figure 50.
Number of unit sides in Figure 1 is 3, 9 in Figure 2, and 18 in Figure 3.
Find the number of unit sides in Figure 4, in Figure 12, and in Figure 25.

Figure 1

Figure 2

What Have You Been Reading
During the Lockdown?
‘Date Line Dehradun: The School Town of
India’ and ‘Walking with Laata: 50 Trails
Through Doon Valley’s Living History &
Nature’
Authors: Raj Kanwar and Lokesh Ohri
The two most recent books I have read are Date
Line Dehradun and Walking with Laata. Both books
look at Dehradun’s rich, albeit overlooked, history.
Written in an accessible manner, the two books
are a delight for those who want to know more
about their city. Personally, for me the two books
together are a veritable trip down memory lane.
Written by a veteran city journalist Raj Kanwar
and its most famous flaneur Lokesh Ohri, the two
books familiarise the reader with Dehradun’s rich
cultural past, the remnants of which are crying
out for our attention. Date Line Dehradun especially
has an extended section on our School and may
be of interest to the extended Dosco community
interested in knowing more about the city, and the
social and cultural space occupied by our School
in the city’s social and cultural landscape and
imagination.
- Dr. MH Farooqui

Figure 3

Around the World in 80 Words

More than 75000 people have been declared infected
with the coronavirus in India. Japan announced a
relaxation in its state of emergency. PM Narendra
Modi announced a 20 lakh crore package for the
Ministry of Micro, Small and Medium Enterprises.
Terrorists in Kabul killed 24 people in a terror attack
on a hospital, including two new-borns and sixteen
women; the Taliban took responsibility for the attack.
Mohammad Bin Salman reportedly submitted a
takeover bid for the Premier League team Newcastle.

“

Some people want it to happen, some wish it
would happen, others make it happen.
Michael Jordan
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