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Firstly, we need to take a moment 
just to acknowledge the fact that 
we’re still here. Congratulations to 
everyone for actually being here, six 
years later. 

COVID, War(s), the threat of  a 
zero Batch, and acne. We’ve been 
through a lot. None of  us could 
have imagined, back in 2020, that 
we would join the School not on 
Campus, but through a Zoom 
meeting. Despite the odds though, 
we’ve made it. We’ve been raised 
together and have collectively 
learnt everything we know. And 
now we’re finally done. Let’s take 
a moment to let that sink in. 

We all believe that we are 
inherently different, and that when 
our time comes, we’ll do things 
our way. And yet, all farewells 
eventually seem to boil down 
to the same cliché. However, 
we think this is natural… while 
we aren’t a part of  this School’s 
identity, the School is the biggest 
part of  ours. We can criticise this 
place all we want, but, we fail to 
realise that it has been Doon that 
has given us something we care 
so much about that we want to 
criticise and improve in the first 
place. No two journeys through 
these Walls are the same, and in 
the end, we walk out not with 
Ties or Blazers, but with stories… 
stories of  that one Extra-PT that 
you’ll never forget… stories from 
the Mid-term you hated the most 
at the time, yet it’s the same Mid-

term you recollect with fondness; 
stories of  how you had a bad day, 
but it didn’t matter because your 
friends did something funny; 
stories that have made us who 
we are. Stories that will truly be 
unique — and if  anything positive 
comes out of  here, it is that our 
grandchildren will be entertained.

As the song goes, “A hundred bad 
days make a hundred good stories.” 

It’s at Doon that a kid who spent 
five years taking every outing and 
medical leave possible, would cry 
as he left his Boys behind for the 
last time. It’s at Doon that a once-
homesick C Former, who would 
cry to his parents every day, would 
grow up to be someone consoling 
other homesick C Formers. But 
most importantly, it’s at Doon 
that you walk into a Dorm of  
twenty boys, where no one knows 
each other, where everyone comes 
from a different city, talks with a 
different accent and has a different 
personality. But there’s something 
magical that happens when you 
leave six short years later, crying 
on each other’s shoulders, trusting 
one another with everything.

But our journeys have not only 
been about the 92-odd of  us. 
It has involved the sacrifice of  
everyone around us… the Linen 
Room bhaiyas who were always 
there with a smile on a Sunday 
morning. The Masters who still 
held onto hope that we could 
do better even at times when we 

were not sure of  it ourselves. 
Our parents, each of  whom sent 
us here in the first place. And 
most importantly, the sacrifice of  
Doon, which has kept us happy 
(for the most part) for these six 
years. We must be grateful for 
those around us, for those who 
helped us reach here, for each 
other, and for the responsibility 
that now lies with us to carry 
on what we have learnt over 
these last few years. Gratitude, 
perhaps, is the truest measure of  
what these six years have meant. 
It’s endearing to feel the same 
affection that ninety Batches have 
felt towards a place — a place that 
over eight-thousand people have 
called home. 

Right now, wherever you may be 
in life, reading this (we hope this 
Weekly is one you will keep), if  
you’re happy with the person you 
are and if  you’re proud of  what 
you’ve become — it is, in part at 
least, because of  Doon. Maybe 
in ways you haven’t realised yet, 
despite all the criticism we’ve 
offered, Doon has quietly been 
shaping you, teaching you, guiding 
you, and making you a better 
individual.  Doon has inspired us 
to feel stronger. It has made us 
braver. It has reassured us that 
doing the right thing is worth it. 
It’s worth the struggle, the pain, 
the tears. We wouldn’t be here 
writing this now, if  we didn’t feel 
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Reyansh Agarwal

Around the World 
in 80 Words

facem tradere
Following are the Appointments 
for the year 2026-27:

Young Entrepreneurs’ 
Conference:
President: Aryan Agarwal
Executive Director: Hrishikesh 
Aiyer

Social Service:
Secretary: Ekaraj Makkar

Bombarded
Aarav Singla

Auld Lang Syne

Meaning: For the sake of  old 
times. A phrase often whispered 
through the halls of  Chandbagh 
during the passing-out of  our 
Sc-Leavers.

phrase of the week

unquotable quotes
Today lifeline; tomorrow deadline; after 
deadline you dead.
JTR, shiver me timbers.
I’ll make your Weekly Monthly and your 
Monthly  Yearly.
SRT, on the prowl.
I should get a board.
Aditya Koradia, it’s a bit much, isn’t 
it?

Iran was bombed in a US-
Israel strike that killed 
Ayatollah Khamenei, leading 
to the election of  his son, 
Mojtaba. Holi was delayed in 
several states due to a lunar 
eclipse. Following protests that 
toppled the government, eight 
hundred thousand Kathmandu 
residents returned to their 
hometowns for the upcoming 
election. AI benchmark hits 
human-level reasoning. Ravi 
Shankar was appointed head 
of  the Lok Sabha Privileges 
Committee. Indian beat 
England in the Cricket World 
Cup Semifinals; to face New 
Zealand in Final.

Lyndon B. Johnson (adapted)

“

listeners’ checklist
What members of  the School
community have been listening
to this week:
Uday Rana: Raindance by
Dave
Tejas Bharadwaj: Waves by
Kanye West
Abhishek Shukla: Courtside by
Karan Aujla
Vivaan Agarwal: Pal Pal by
Afusic
Guduru Likhit: Lovely by
Billie Eilish

readers’ checklist
What members of  the School
community have been reading
this week:
Arsh Jain: The Art of  War by
Sun Tzu
ANC: The Second Curve: Thoughts 
on Reinventing Society by 
Charles Handy
Taarak Harjai: Project Hail Mary 
by Andy Weir
Vedanshh Dewan: Red Rising by
Pierce Brown

1872 CE: Yellowstone National Park 
is established as the world’s first 
national park.
1876 CE: Alexander Graham Bell 
patents the telephone.
1946 CE: Winston Churchill gives his 
famous Iron Curtain speech.
1962 CE: Wilt Chamberlain sets the  
NBA single-game scoring record with 
100 points.
1979 CE: Voyager 1 makes its closest 
approach to Jupiter.

Yesterday is not ours to recover, but 
tomorrow is ours to win or lose. You 
can spend your whole life looking 
over your shoulder at what might 
have been, or you can turn your 
face toward what still can be. The 
past is a place of  reference, and not 
a place of  refuge. The moment you 

understand that, you move on.

Shrikritt Jajoo, Taarak Harjai and 
Soumik Agarwalla have been 
awarded the Scholars’ Blazer.

Congratulations!

Ingenium litteratum

This Week in HistoryThis Week in History
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(Continued from Page 1)
like a part of  Doon had its hand 
over our shoulder, making sure 
we don’t fall. 
Doon has given both of  us, 
like it has many other Doscos 
over the years, the chance to 
unapologetically be ourselves. 
Without Doon, we wouldn’t 
be able to think independently, 
navigate difficult situations and 
trust ourselves to figure things out. 
It’s here that we learnt resilience, 
adaptability, and the quiet ability 
to keep going.

We’ve both made our fair share 
of  mistakes… and it hasn’t been 
perfect, but that’s what makes 
Doon — Doon. It creates an 
ecosystem that teaches you to 
adapt, think on your feet, hustle, 
and just get by day in and day 
out. No other school can really 
teach you the way Doon does; 
perhaps that’s why it is so difficult 
to replicate. At Doon, you are 

expected to work things out for 
yourself, on a level field, with 
nothing but each other to get by. 
You don’t see this in a day school, 
where you’re spoon-fed every step 
of  the way and quantified only as 
a grade on a report card, nor in 
other residential schools that lack 
the same degree of  independence 
as Doon. Doon is a special blend 
of  everything — and therein lies 
its signature quality that you know 
will send you out in six years as a 
changed person. It’s impossible to 
put a finger on it.

In a few years’ time, we won’t 
really remember all the bad times 
or the things that disappointed us 
during our time in School. Some 
of  us will have kids, someone will 
be a crazy scientist, a business 
tycoon, and hopefully even a 
comedian. Hell, someone might 
even be Headmaster. We won’t 
remember every argument, every 
test, every lost match. But we will 

remember the sound of  laughter 
down the corridors, the comfort 
of  familiar faces across the CDH 
table, the view from the House 
balcony, the certainty that for six 
years, this was home. Time has a 
way of  sanding down the sharp 
edges of  experience and leaving 
behind only what matters. 

As we reflect today on all the 
people who made us who we are, 
it feels like we’re saying goodbye. 
But we will carry a piece of  each 
other into everything we do next 
— to remind us of  who we are, 
and of  who we’re meant to be. 

It’s been a hell of  a ride. Goodbye, 
Doon. Until we meet again.
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The Week 
Gone By
This week was funny. It gave 
us two reasons to cry. First and 
foremost, our dear Sc-Leavers 
are actually ‘leaving.’ The School 
will surely miss their unkempt 
hair, unshaven face, and perfect 
attendance records. The role they 
played was one of  consistent 
mentorship, bringing the comfort 
of  seeing a friendly face in the 
crowd every once in a while and 
having someone to look up to. 
Well, this is a call to the now Sc 
Form: the several spots of  being 
the ‘usual offenders’ are now open, 
and we do have big shoes to fill. 
The corridors feel emptier already; 
it seems like they left with the 
noise and left us with the echoes. 
So empty, in fact, that some might 
suggest building Boards to fill 
them up.

Secondly, and arguably more 
woefully, Socials. Our Batch 
entered with the expectation of  
some reciprocative female social 
engagement. Yet, the deodorant 
and cologne wasn’t put to the best 
of  uses, with the dance floor being 
divided down the middle — our 
very own LOAC. Our lads stood 
in strong circles of  male solidarity, 
glass in hand, confidence peaking, 
without knowing where to direct 
this charisma, unfortunately. 
Anyway, good food drowns all 
these woes without much thought 
to how the rest of  the evening 
went.

Speaking of  good food, Holi 
this year was definitely one for 
the books. The Chaat stalls on the 
Main Field saw heavy traffic despite 
most plates ending up with a little 
less than ideal ‘food colouring’. 
The calls of  a more ‘civilised’ 
Holi celebration went unheard as 
innocent ‘harlequins’ were torn 
through the middle and found 
themselves in the dustbin. And we 
Doscos painted the entire School 

red, green, yellow and purple 
because apparently, the Main Field 
is subjective and can include on 
certain days the quadi, the Houses, 
the bajri paths, and the washrooms 
(much to the dismay of  our dear 
Robin).

Prefects wore their campaign 
skins once again yesterday as they 
combed their hair back, shined their 
shoes and put on their innocent, 
good boy smiles to convince 
the parents of  our smallest 
Penguins why it is a good idea for 
their children to have sanctions 
imposed on them. Questionable 
as propaganda, but reports suggest 
that it seems to have worked. 

Anyway, as you sit in the Assembly 
reading this, it’s funny to think how 
far we have come. The gentlemen 
going up on stage today stand 
testament to the system this School 
is grounded in. So, remember to 
enjoy the moments while they last 
and to congratulate our men in black 
(ties) and the graduating class. 
Have a good night. Cheers!

The Senior Board

Maze

Solution


