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In order to revive our deep-connect with Sonsa Villagers, every year the
second Sunday of February is celebrated as the Sonsa Day. This year also
with a lot of enthusiasm and zeal, the members of the Social Service League
of the School, alongwith the other faculty members, went on a visit to Sonsa
on Sunday, 10th February 2018. The representatives of The Scindia School
included 13 faculty members, 8 senior students and 11 boys from grade VII.
The day was celebrated as the ‘Sports Day’ in which the village boys and girls
competed in various sports like kabbadi, 100 meter dash, 3 legged race, sack
race, balancing the pitcher on the head, balancing the potato in the spoon
and Peacock race. The major attraction was the fast cycling race, road race
and the avid gymnasts. Students of three schools namely, Jarga Junior High
School (near Sonsa Village), Junior High School (Padhuanli), and High School
(Sonsa) participated in it. The Chief Guest of the event was, Mr R.K. Upadhyaya,
Principal, B.Ed. College, Gwalior. Mr Khem Singh, a resident of the Sonsa
Village who has been an important link between the faculty members and
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the villagers, received the Chief Guest, our faculty and the boys. Thereafter,
the students of the Social Service League were escorted by the teachers and
children of Sonsa to see the various exhibits put up in the premises of the
Sonsa High School - Art work, pottery items, rangoli, literature (in the form
of beautifully written essays in English and Hindi, were put up for display),
working models on scientific phenomena, all done by the students. These were
judged and the students were awarded later. Students enjoyed a sumptuous
lunch and played some games as well. It was a delight to watch the skills of
the villagers as they played with our students during the various games. The
gymnasts of the village, left us spell bound as they displayed breathtaking
talent. The Sports Day concluded with the Prize Distribution Ceremony. The
Vitthal Govind Gadgil Memorial Award was awarded to Ms Sanjna Nath of
Nathon-ka-pura and Ms Sunita Yadav of Sonsa Village. The villagers expressed
their thankfulness and appreciation towards the school. The event brought
smiles to many faces. [t was an ennobling experience for our students as well.
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The result of the Inter House ‘B’ Group Hockey Tournament 2017-18, is as
follows:

I Ranoji I Jayappa Il Jeevaji IV Shivaji

V Daulat VI Madhav ~ VII Mahadji  VIII Jayaji

Best Player of the Tournament - Anup Limboo (Rn, IX)

Top scorer of the Tournament - Tashi Dadul Bhutia (Rn, IX)

Most Promising Player of the Tournament - Sher Bahadur Dahal (Jp, IX)

Result of the Inter House ‘B’ Group Table Tennis Tournament 2017-18 is as
follows:

[ Jayappa II Madhav
VI Ranoji, Shivaji, Jeevaji
Best Player of the Tournament - Hardik Sankhla (Jp, IX)
Most Promising Player - Yatharth Gupta (Jp, IX)

Il Jayaji IV Daulat V Mahadji

Mr Gopal Chaurvedi attended a Conference at India International Centre, 40,
Max Mueller Marg, New Delhi from 9th February to 12th February 2018. He
participated in the ‘In-DaF’ and ‘PASCH Conference’ also. The Conferences
were attended by German teachers from all over South Asia. Famous writers
and artists from Germany delivered lectures in the same. The following
workshops were attended - Neue Lehrwerke in CBSE, Einsatz theatraler Mittel
im DaF Unterricht, E-Lernen im Sprachunterricht. Tools und Strategien, Konkret-
KorrektKreativ: Wege zum Schreiben and Musikworkshop.

A Special Astachal was held on 23rd February 2018. Mr G. Gautam of the
Krishnamurty Foundation, visited the school. He addressed the students at
Astachal and then interacted with the staff in the Teachers’ Resource Centre.
Prasoon Naithani welcomed the guest and Mandeep Singh Gurjar set the
right tone for the solemn event by reciting the shloka- twamev mata cha pita
twameyv. Faizan Karim read the extract meri bitiya rani which talked about the
deep compassion that is innate in women. The choir sang the bhajan- sumiran
kar le, mere mana. Mr Gautam expressed that he was very happy to note that
the School had a spiritual heart named Astachal. He said that it is important
to have ‘non purposive pauses’ in our lives for they give us the opportunity to
look within.

Special Astachal.
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The Journey of Life

Life is a journey, a test of strength

Mental, physical and spiritual in essence.

It's a chance to learn and become what we yearn for,
Life is a gift greater than all!

Some say it's an illusion, the most powerful mirage,
And that life is nothing but desires and wants!
Others say it’s intertwined with the strings of fate,
Controlled by the One, who rules this plane.

Opening its eyes outside a mother's womb

An infant represents the innocence of mother nature.
It's mind is like a blank slate ready to be written on
[ts purity unmatched, melting even a stone heart!

Little children are considered to be the gift of gods,
Their innocence wins the heart of most if not all.
Still untouched by the darkness all around,

They herald melody in the cacophony of this world!

We start becoming aware of our surroundings as an adolescent,
Dreaming of our goals and what we hope to achieve!

Still half-stuck in the fantasies of super heroes and fairy tales,
The joys of being a kid are unmatched till date!

Maturing in investments as we become of sixteen,
Changes are all around us, both mental and in our beings.
Still seeing the world as black and white,

We start taking life seriously for a future that's bright!

And time flew again, we became adults;

Realizing the burden of Greater Freedom.

Getting the first taste of heartbreak in love,

And deciding where we want to stand in this world.

Transcending into beings who give life,

And bear infinite responsibilities on our shoulders.
Family becomes the priority, everything comes after that;
Ensuring the well being of our children as they grow.

After achieving their goals and fulfilling their desires,
Some want to experience the various joys of this world,
And others want some peace for once in their life,

And a visit from their children every once in a while...

Waiting for the next journey beyond, of what is beyond
Lying on the deathbed? Waiting for the impending doom.
And experiencing the second childhood of life,

We depart from the world, leaving a legacy behind.
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An Unknown Myth.....

“Believe in him or not. Believe in him or not.” I paced around the fountain in
my garden thinking about Santa and his undiscovered exciting myth. It was a
bright Sunday afternoon. Oh, my apologies!! A Saturday afternoon. How could I
forget the fact that the next day was an overexciting day? 25th December 2016.
Firstly, a Sunday and on top of that was my much-awaited festival - Christmas.
Our family, that year was off to Bangkok. One of my father’s sister, that is my
aunt, was settled there, whom I hadn’t seen for the past 14 years. [ know it
sounds funny. In fact, I am 20 years now. That concludes to, I did not know her
then, but, I, being quite popular, was her favourite niece.

This was the first time [ set my foot on the land of Thais, Bangkok after, an
almost 7 hours flight during the night. We landed at the Suvarnabhumi airport,
in greater Bangkok. After the exhausting wait near the baggage carousel,
somehow, we managed to drag the luggage out of the crowd. Suddenly, a lady
came running towards me and gave me a tight hug. Having no idea of who
she was, I tried pulling myself out of the choking hug, in which a little later,
[ succeeded. I asked her pardon but she abruptly kissed me on both of my
cheeks. My father then introduced me to my unknown aunt. Her name was
Fiona and no doubt she was prettier than me. Anyways, she was a Christian by
faith and of course, Christmas was her major festival.

After several hugs and kisses, we left the airport and arrived at an unknown
place. Her house was in front of our eyes. A heavenly place that was surrounded
by 314 kinds of flowers; she had maintained the house well. “Kara! Look who’s
come”, called out Aunt Fiona. OMG! A dog.... I stood there adoring it as it was
the cutest dog ever. Aunt had named it Kara. It jumped on me as if she had
known me for years. [ had fallen in love with it.

Being it a Christmas eve, almost the whole community was at her place. I really
loved meeting people around. I made a few friends with the people who were
keen to know about Indian culture. “I have heard about the various kinds of
festivals that you Indians celebrate”, one of them retorted. “Truly, you've got it
right” I responded proudly. The eve was over but the big day was yet to come.

That night, I took Kara for an evening walk as she really needed it. I had been
instructed by my aunt not to enter a few restricted areas. Just to be on a safer
side, she had sent a servant out with us. He was familiar with every street of
Bangkok. Kara had a band on her neck which was attached to a leash. I thought
of letting that leash go loose so that she could feel free for some time. The
servant discouraged me from doing so, but I was too stubborn for him to
handle. Kara suddenly ran away and got into an unknown street. We went after,
chasing her. “It’s a place full of danger, madam”, said the servant. “Come on, we
have to get Kara back or else Aunt is not going to spare me.”

We finally landed up into that street and that was it. Kara was lost. “What are
we going to do now?” | asked. “I had warned you not to let Kara free, madam.”
“But I wanted her to feel easy at least on a walk. How was I to know that we
would land up into such a terrible problem?” I replied, anxious and worried.

Black was the only colour around, except the moonlight. All the houses there
were painted in black. There was nobody around. “Why is this place so strange?”
[ questioned. “This is actually not a place for humans. This is one of the most
haunted places in Bangkok. | had warned you but you didn’t bother, madam.”
“Stop blaming me and decide what to do next. We have to find Kara at any cost.”

While walking on the street, suddenly I stumbled onto a suitcase. “Ouch...”
“Be careful madam. Are you okay?”, he asked, while giving me a helping hand.
“What would be there in this bag?” I asked with curiosity. “Nobody ever comes
here. How did a bag land up here?”, he added. “What if there is a bomb inside?”,
[ blurted. “Why are we wasting time? Let’s open the suitcase and check it out”,
he suggested. We opened the bag carefully and to our surprise the suitcase
was full of thousands of dollars. We looked at each other with our eyes wide
open. “Holy be thy name! A suitcase full of money on a Christmas eve. Madam,
can I take 30% of it.” “Shut up! It might belong to someone. What if somebody
dropped it here? We shall go to the police station and hand it over to the person

whom it belongs to.” “What about Kara madam ? We shall find her too”, he said.
“Trust Him and he will surely give a way out,” I looked up towards the sky in
hope. But that .... was that a UFO ...no, an airplane .... OMG a sledge .... “Look
up there!” I said in a state of bewilderment. “You are right; it's indeed a ....”,
he reassured. It landed right in front of us. There descended the hero of our
stories, the messenger from heaven our very own, Santa Claus. | was almost
about to faint, not because Santa had come, but it was midnight and our lives
were finally screwed up.

We told Santa everything as to how we landed up there in search of Kara and
we ended up finding this suitcase. “Don’t worry children. I'll surely help you
out.” We were then offered a ride on the sleigh not just for fun but to find Kara
and the owner of the suitcase as quickly as possible. On the way, Santa kept on
delivering gifts to all the houses we came across. “Ha! Ha! Ha! Children have a
lot of faith in me. “said Santa. “But I didn’t. I thought that you were just in tales
and myths. [ am so sorry for that” I apologised. “It’s okay, dear daughter. It’s
not your fault. I have never appeared before anyone so that people believe in
me”, said Santa. “You are a real hero. You fulfil every person’s wish irrespective
of their caste, gender or age. What makes you do such a generous thing?” John,
the servant asked. “Ha! Ha! Ha! Lord. I was God’s last hope. He is the only reason
behind all this. I had promised him to keep the world, which he considered to
be his own family, happy for at least a day in the year and this day is Christmas”,
replied Santa almost bursting out in tears.

[ suddenly noticed a person wailing on the street and we descended to check
what the matter was. He suddenly got frightened and tried running away but
finally, he shared the reason of him being sad. “I was planning to buy a house
this Christmas, but unfortunately, I lost the bag in which I had kept my savings.
[ wish I could get back that bag; that’s all I want from you, Santa. Please help
me! Please help me!”, he cried out of sorrow. We started jumping around in joy,
congratulating each other. He was surprised by our reaction. We consoled him
by assuring that the bag we found was indeed his. He too joined us in this happy
moment. We then handed over his property back to him and he said thanking
us “You all are really considerate. Instead of using the money for yourself you
chose to give it back to the owner. Thank you so much. Take it, this is for you.”
He gave us 10,000 dollars and then turned to Santa “I knew God exists either
in one form or another. Thank you so much Santa. You saved my day.” And soon
the man left as he was too excited for his new home.

We told Santa about Kara. “Go home right now, kids. Your parents might be
really worried about you.” “I don’t want to leave you Santa. Please stay here
forever. What if [ don’t see you next year?”, I cried, bursting into tears. “Don’t
cry. | am going to miss you too daughter. I am surely going to come again.
Remember me, don’t forget me, kids”, Santa assured us, climbing his sleigh. He
was in tears too. “Bye and take care. Always be a good person in life. Help the
needy. Believe in God and have faith in God. I'll surely come back. Bye! Love you
both! Bye!”, Santa addressed us and he soon disappeared into the sky.

We traced our way back home and to our surprise we found Kara on the main
gate of the house. Mom, dad and aunt stared at me and burst into laughter,
“Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas!” I went forth and wished everyone the
same. We went inside and then, I narrated the whole incident but none of them
believed in what I said. John too, corroborated the facts but he was sent back
to work. “You must be tired. Go and have a good night’s sleep. You really need
it because tomorrow is a big day”, Aunt Fiona said. At last, [ went to bedroom
and made a coffee for myself. I stood in the balcony staring at the sky in search
of Santa. But the bitter truth was that he was gone. “Ha! Ha! ha!” That cry was
being missed but now he was gone, long and forever gone. I suddenly noticed
Santa there and he kept on waving at me coupled with his unique laughter “Ha!
Ha! Ha!”. I was then sure to return to Bangkok for the next Christmas.
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Learning to CROP with
Sherlock Holmes!!

Mr Kamlesh Singh | Faculty of Psychology

Well, Sherlock Holmes was very popular during my school days (the legacy
continues!). Thanks to my Hindi Teacher in school, Mr. Suryaji Pathade who
was a master story teller and during the Teacher’s Assembly, he used to narrate
the stories of Sherlock Holmes (Speckled Band, The Blue Carbuncle...)

I happened to read ‘The Blue Carbuncle’ by Sherlock Holmes and was intrigued
by the plot which revolved around a stolen gem(Blue Carbuncle)!!

As the story unfolds Holmes discovers that the precious gem was hidden in the
CROP of the ducks in a farm house!

Now, the word ‘Crop’ instantly made me think it was hidden in the crop which
was at the farmer’s backyard.... But when I further probed it, I was literally
taken aback (No google those days!!) to know that CROP also stands for the
stomach cavity of all species of birds i.e. it was a synonym for ‘stomach’.

I was shocked but I also learned to CROP with Sherlock Holmes!!
What a nostalgic journey with Holmes!!

I believe the author of the series- Sir Arthur Conan Doyle weaved the character
of Holmes in such a manner that people really believed that the fictional
character was alive in the famous Baker Street, the same way that R.K. Narayan
created the fictional town of MALGUDI!!
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