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Dear Dosco

The Doon School’s obsession with the great 
outdoors and nature is only a Scottish dram away 
from being unleashed in rip-roaring reminiscences 
on unsuspecting listeners. Each batch has some
wild tale of deer, monkey or snake sightings on 
campus. Others remember being handed rifles 
to shoot at all manner of walking lunches with 
masters on School grounds and most remember 
glorious treks - of fishing, rafting, camping and 
birdwatching all over the Garhwal hills. Of course, 
there’s a gentler side to the Dosco outdoorsperson 
– the photographer, the painter, the naturalist and 
conservationist. At a time when the delusional 
man in the White House may as well think of 
‘global warming’ as a phrase for his reception by 
world leaders to his presidency (or lack thereof), 
and with things so bad at home with our own air 
pollution, drought conditions, endangered species 
list and toxic waterways, the need to counter the 
Anthropocene age is most urgent.

In this issue, we continue the story of Ankur 
Bahl’s ascent to Mount Everest last year, which 
put so many of us in a tizzy. Side note: the BBC 
reported that the Nepal earthquake may have 
reduced Everest’s size! Can anyone confirm? We 
also have a stunning array of watercolours and 
photographs from our talented pool of nature 
lovers. The ‘Birds of Chandbagh’ series painted 
by Kunal ‘Fauji’ Varma are supposedly on offer to 
School for its archives (I’d grab them if I could – 
about 360 of them!) There is also a safari diary 

from Homi Bam, and more from intrepid explorer 
Arjun Kamdar. Daleep Akoi has submitted a piece 
on the bloodlust of poachers and hunters and 
Suniti Datta sends up India’s statisticians and 
bureaucrats for a rigorous blue card for the wool 
they pull over the eyes of tiger lovers everywhere. 
Old boy and former economics teacher, Martand 
Singh, and Anil Kuriyal come out to tell us how 
they’ve made nature a part of their work lives too.
No nature issue would be complete without mid-
term tales. I will never forget my final river rafting 
expedition down white water rapids in Garhwal, 
or coming down a hill back from Nagtibba in Bata 
chappals after some college goon stole my shoes 
in the middle of the night. Others have shared tales 
of bunking, woe and regret, but for the most part 
they’re funny.

In other news, Old Boys flocked to School for 
Founder’s Day last year and commemorated a 
series of batch anniversaries, many of which 
are reproduced here in full Technicolour, for you 
to enjoy. The lyrical report from Sushil Dubey 
about the Batch of 1956’s diamond jubilee left 
me emotional, wondering about how many of 
us might make it to their own 60-year mark at 
Chandbagh. We should all be so lucky.

Happy memory hunting all!

Govind Dhar
192 T, 1997

LETTER FROM 
THE EDITOR
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Dear Govind,

I am delighted that my article on Brahmanand 
Singh (Dandi) has been published in the 
Founder's Day issue. A great pity that Rajbir 
Singh who featured in my story, died recently 
and was looking forward to it as I had sent word 
to him the previous November when I sent you 
the piece.

I have written for the Rose Bowl for the last 15 
or 20 years and was even awarded a memento 
for my contributions by the then editorial boards 
headed by Kishore Lahiri and Valentina Trivedi. 
I propose to continue doing so but then I really 
am not sure that at age 76 how many more 
years the Lord may grant me yet.

A note on senior Old Boys. We must take great 
care to see that members such as Lt Gen 
Chengappa Nanda, Saroj Mehera, Aminuddin 
and their tribe are treated with great respect. 
We are all humbled by their contributions to the 
Rose Bowl. 

With fond regards,

Ashim Kumar Mukherjee
44 T, 1958 

Dear Govind,

I have to congratulate you for an excellent 
production. The cover photograph of the 
Founder’s issue was awesome. Was it scaling 

Everest? (Italics: Yes it was! Ed.) Also, the back 
cover photograph of boys in kurta pyjama 
walking toward the main building was beautiful 
in its simplicity. It certainly was effective. 

With regards

Rana Modayil Philip
291 J, 1953

Sir,
 
The article by Toby Dhar, reminded me of what 
follows.
 
Following fisticuffs between me and another boy 
in a main building class-room, I was summoned 
by Holdy- my housemaster, Tata House - to 
his rooms. On a table lay two pairs of boxing 
gloves. He commanded me to wear a pair and 
I did so. He then proceeded to show me how to 
box. “Lead with a straight left, follow with a right 
hook!” He then asked me to join boxing classes 
and I recall boxing against the RIMC, as part of 
the Doon School boxing team.
 
Sadly, I have lost the photograph of the boxing 
team with Holdy at the centre. I am on the grass.

Would you have a copy?

Nawshir Khurody
38 T, 1949

Letters to the Editor
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OLD BOYS’ NEWS
Ankur Bahl (193 J, 1976) summited Australia's 
Kosciuszko peak on October 1st last year, with 
his wife, in very rough weather with winds up to 
110 kmph, low visibility, lots of snow and -20 C. 
That makes it seven summits for Ankur making 
him the sixth Indian and third male from India to 
achieve this feat, and the oldest Indian to boast 
of this honour. Congratulations Ankur – onward 
and upward!

Abhinandan Sekhri (362 O, 1992) as co-founder 
and CEO of independent media critique platform 
Newslaundry.com was awarded a Ramnath 
Goenka Award for a series of investigative stories 
on Right to Information Act with Sandeep Pai that 
the Hindustan Times and Zee News “considered 
un-newsworthy and buried”. Congratulations 
Abhinandan for fighting the brave fight. 

Roopak Saluja (458 T, 1993) as founder and CEO 
of the 120 Media Collective secured the rights to 

operate and run the official National Basketball 
Association’s (NBA) website in India last year. 
The NBA.com site will be customized, and 
customizable for fans of American basketball in 
India. Cracking stuff Roopak! Well done.

Katyayan Shivpuri (156 KA - 2003) as a debutant 
director was awarded the ‘Best Film’ award at the 
Swachh Bharat Short Film Festival (SBSFF) for his 
film ‘Murga’ and received a cash prize of INR10 
lakh in October last year. Fantastic Katyanan. See 
you at the Oscars.

Angad Singh (28 T, 2008) was given the ‘Best 
Young Journalist in Aerospace and Defence’ 
award at the Aerospace Media Awards for 2016 
in London in July last year, at the start of the 
Farnborough Airshow. He received the award 
from Air Chief Marshal Sir Stephen Dalton, 
former Chief of the RAF. Congrats to dad 
Jaspreet (1960) and Angad on the win!

GET TOGETHERS
Doon School Old Boys met for the 90th birthday of 
NN ‘Kipps’ Atal, (131 J, 1942) in Jaipur over lunch. 
A memoir was presented to all by the family, of a 
which major part was his life on the Doon campus.

Seated L-R: Yogi Durlabjee (former master at school), 
NN 'Kipps' Atal (131 J, 1944), Vinit Haksar (309 J, 1952), 
Jai Singh ‘Joey’ Jaipur. Standing L-R: Aditya Atal (202 J, 
1973), Ashwin Mushran (139 J, 1990), Apurv Kumar (638 J, 
1980), Ajai K Atal (137 J, 1962), Vikram Atal (207 J, 1971), 
Gajju Khimsar.
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After an interval, the Class of 63 met at Gautam 
Vohra's home in New Delhi L-R: Harish Tripathi, 
Madhulika, Harish Sood, Usha, Ajay Tankha, Priya, 
Raman Kapur, Gautam Vohra, Alok Chandola and 
Sudhir Sahi 

The fourth Cornell-Dosco Brunch was held at 
Sangam Restaurant on Sunday November 13, 2016 
in Ithaca, New York, USA, hosted again by Cornell 
Professor Chekitan Dev (15 K, 1975).

Mrs Jane Himmat Singh hosted a meet for her 
brother Late John Singh (1957-41H) on the 7th of 
January 2017 at her residence. John Singh’s batch 
mates, friends and family got together for  
the occasion.

The Class of 76 got together for their 40th reunion  
on 19 October 2016 at Atali Ganga Resort - a 30 
minute drive from Rishikesh. 23 of us (including 
families) pledged our organs for donation through 
Mohan Foundation.

OBITUARIES
Tiger Yawnghwe (203 K, 1954) passed away recently 
in Innisfail, Alberta, Canada. He was one of the few 
Old Boys in Alberta. He was a passionate supporter 
of the Shan people and for democracy in Myanmar. 
Tiger worked as a geologist and was always looking 
for the next big oil field. 

R K Atal (130 J, 1942), father of Deepak ‘Pongo’ Atal 
(130 J, 1968) and grandfather of Vijai Atal (529 J and 
Ajai Atal 530 J, 2007) passed away on January 31st 
in New Delhi. Our deepest condolences go out to the 
Atal family on this loss. 

Sanjeev R Puri (208 K, 1975) passed away on 
January 23rd. Our heartfelt condolences to his 
wife Maya, the people he touched and all members 
of his family.

Raj Kumari Shrinagesh, wife of Late General SM 
Shrinagesh and mother of Satish (270 H, 1954), 
Ashok (278 H, 1956) and Ravi (266 H, 1967), 
transcended to another world on January 24th in 
Chandigarh. She would have celebrated her 102nd 
birthday in April. Our condolences to her family of 
Doscos including grandchildren and great grandson 
Ashwin. Rest in peace.
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As many of us are aware, our iconic Main Building had 
been in need of repair for quite some time. Over time, the 
building had developed cracks in the walls, with some 
of the arches beginning to fall apart. One side of the 
building was in danger of sinking gently into the ground 
as water accumulation over the years had caused 
considerable subsidence in the surrounding ground. 
Lastly, the signature ivy on the walls had burrowed deep 
into the brickwork, causing fissures to appear all over the 
façade of the great red brick structure.

The Campus Development Committee was seized of 
this problem and initiated a comprehensive repair and 
restoration program in 2015-16 under the leadership of 
Khalid Baig, ably supported by our restoration architect, 
Aishwarya Tipnis and our project management 
company, Feedback Infra.

The arches were repaired. The walls of the building 
were ‘stitched’ using state of the art technology from 
Helifix in the United Kingdom, and plinth protection and 
suitable drainage was created all around the building 
to ensure that there would be no water accumulation 
during the rainy season in the future. The ivy – alas – 
had to be removed, bricks were cleaned and scrubbed 
and pointing was done to repair all cracks. Traditional 

Doscos need not despair as new, less invasive, ivy has 
been replanted in fresh pots at the base of the building 
and green shoots have already started climbing up the 
wall. We estimate that it will take a year or two for the 
ivy to completely cover the walls again. The roof was 
also re-waterproofed and fully repaired too.

All this work was done with great care by the 
restoration team keeping in mind the age of this 
building. A tremendous job was done which led 
UNESCO to give us an award under their ‘Honourable 
Mention’ category. 

The UNESCO Asia-Pacific Awards for Cultural Heritage 
Conservation programme recognize the efforts 
of private individuals and organizations that have 
successfully restored and conserved structures and 
buildings of heritage value in the region. By recognizing 
private efforts to restore and adapt historic properties, 
the awards aim to encourage other property owners 
to undertake conservation projects within their 
communities, either independently or by seeking public-
private partnerships.

The winners were selected on the basis of the extent to 
which the projects reflected a clear understanding and 
application of various criteria, such as the articulation 
of the spirit of place, technical achievement, appropriate 
use or adaption, and the project’s contribution to 
the surrounding environment as well as the local 
community’s cultural and historical continuity. 

We competed with the best in Japan, Singapore, 
Malaysia and other South Asian countries, and it is 
a matter of great pride that we were chosen for this 
award. A plaque commemorating this laurel has been 
installed at the entrance to the Main Building (in the 
porch on the Tata House side) as many of you would 
have seen on your next to campus last Founder’s Day.

The Main Building 
gets UNESCO Award
Sumanjit Chaudhry
7 J, 1964 
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Returning to School I could not help wondering, 
after having spotted three or four groups each 
dressed in identical unscholarly colours, when 
this custom of celebrating class jubilees began. 
Surely there was no Diamond Jubilee event in 
1997, scattered as members of the 1937 class 
must have been by the forces of history or else 
inhibited by logistical constraints. We celebrated 
ours, 19 years after the Diamond Jubilee that 
probably passed without celebration. Each one 
of us was only a few years younger than school 
itself, entitling us to a certain benign interest in its 
fortunes, or so we felt.

What we found was hugely attractive, even 
beautiful, technologically-advanced and well-
endowed. We did not exactly hobble around in 

wonder, like ageing rustics but wander around we 
did, despite some aches and pains.

Past Sudhir Khastagir’s art school, where green 
horses used to prance within its walls, past 
Shirodkar’s music school which buzzed with 
activity, not long ago, from Tata House in an anti-
clockwise direction, past the banyan tree where 
we kept losing our balls playing informal cricket 
against an opposing palm tree, the Amla tree 
which led on to the Gym and the Rose Bowl, with a 
diversion past the khad to the Metal and Carpentry 
shops, back again to the H2S tank, the hospital, 
the path behind H and K houses with the bearers’ 
quarters on the right, to the swimming pool, the 
cricket nets on Skinners and past the Ganga–
Jamuna watershed to Jaipur House, where we 

Diamond Jubilee –  
Class of 1956
Sushil Dubey 
30 T, 1956

School photo, 1952. The batch of 1956 are at the top of the heap
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started. I should have mentioned the main field, 
always associated with the Holdy, in our minds, 
and the magnificent view of K and H houses, 
framed by its tall trees.

But back to the present. In the event, there were 
ten of us, (which was an improvement on 2006, 
when only six or Seven of us made it.) We were: 
Jaggi Batra, Sushil Dubey, Ashok Gupta, Saeed 
Kidwai, Dipika Nanjappa (wife of late Inderjit 
Nanjappa), Gunaseela Rajan, Ratanjit Singh, Ashok 
Shrinagesh, Ranjit Sikand and Prem Sinha (and his 
son, Ravi). The charming spouses, who were with 
us were Jyoti Batra, Brinda Dubey, Mala Gupta, 
Pranauti Singh and Veena Sikand. We first met 
as a group on the lawns of the HM’s residence. 
Illuminated mostly by starlight, we managed to 
recognize each other and to travel back in time to 
1956 and beyond. Our thanks to the HM for a most 
enjoyable evening.

Earlier on that Friday, Sinchu and I visited the 
new library, where we were allowed to read our 
respective school records. It was an emotional 
experience. Decades before the digital age, 
School had carefully collected and preserved the 

correspondence between our parents and our 
respective House Masters and the HM of our 
time. The letters, inland forms, post-cards in the 
handwriting of one’s long-departed parents and 
the carefully sympathetic replies of KNP Nair and 
John Martyn, in my case, were testimony to care 
and nurture which we unknowingly enjoyed.

The highlight of course was our own Jubilee 
dinner, carefully planned and splendidly executed 
by Ranjit Sikand at a hotel on Rajpur Road. We are 
indeed lucky to have Ranjit as a resident class-
mate.

During dinner we remembered our, too many, 
comrades who have passed away. We also 
named and paid tribute to the twenty odd masters 
who taught us, or at least tried to! Of them, only 
Messrs. Gurdial Singh and S D Singh survive. 
Satiated, we retired to our respective lodgings 
around midnight.

Before I forget, we must thank Sheel Sharma, 
Secretary of the DSOBS, and Rishabh Sharma, 
Director of Development and Alumni relations, for 
helping us in our preparations.
Finally, we woke to the Sunday of our departure 
and one last look at this Doon of all schools. 
Turning away, we were reassured that we will still 
remember, and that the bells will continue to ring 
from Chhota Hazri till lights out!

Ganju Nanjapa, Shyama Mookerjee, myself and Henry  
Khadimali at the 1955 Founders Day Entertainment

Hyderabad House (1955)
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My husband, Kamal, is an environmentalist but what 
he does best is grow fresh air. He spoke about this 
at TED in 2009 at Long Beach, USA. His talk has 
been viewed by about 2.14 million people. He is like 
a prophet; his ideas are out way before the world is 
ready for them. He was talking about air pollution 
in Delhi 20 years ago and Delhi only woke up to it 
some two winters past! Yet, his office in Nehru Place 
has air that you will find up in the Himalayas! He is a 
trustee of Al Gore’s Climate Change Project here in 
India and is taking the message to all Delhi’s schools 
through a Teacher Training Programme, that reaches 
out to over a million children. 

In March last year, he was invited by the Japanese 
Government to be the keynote speaker at the 
International Symposium of Flowers and Ornamental 
Plants. This was a big honour and we were both 
excited. We landed in Nagoya on the 3rd and were met 
by Akiko, who was going to be our interpreter for the 
coming days. She soon became our friend, philosopher 
and guide, navigating us through this foreign culture. 
We were taken to the Grand Hotel in Gifu, where a 
reception committee was waiting to greet us. 

Our first stop was to visit Mr Kato. We took to him 
immediately, a man bursting with energy and good 
humour. He took us around his cactii farm, the largest 
in Japan. It was fascinating to see the beautiful way 
the whole farm worked. Akiko then took us to the 
Plum tree garden, where the trees were already in 
blossom. Our lunch at a Natural Café was the best 
meal we had. A visit to Gifu Castle on top of Mt Kinka 
was interesting as it gave us a bird’s eye view of the 
city. After the formal speeches and our introduction to 
the guests, everyone wanted to meet Kamal and have 
their photographs taken with him! He did not even get 
an opportunity to eat his dinner (there were at least 10 
courses) as all the guests wanted to meet him. The 
press had their cameras focused on him all the time. 
It made us feel like real celebrities. 

The next day, we attended the flower show, 
which was opened with speeches and important 
Government officials were present. Kamal was 
made to sit next to the Governor and I sat next to 
the Governor’s wife! That evening was the highlight 
for us. It was a huge hall with a very large audience 
(about 700 people in the hall with many who had 
travelled from different parts of Japan). Kamal made 
his presentation confidently and naturally. India’s flag 
flew high above the stage along with the Japanese, 
Chinese, Singaporean and South Korean pennons. It 
made me feel good and patriotic knowing that Kamal 
was representing his country on foreign shores. The 
topic of his speech was the importance of plants in 
our lives. People had come from all over Japan to 
hear him and were eager to meet him. A lot of the 
audience already knew about him through Google 
and had heard his TED talk.

Kamal’s three days of glory were over in Gifu, but 
continued with us through Osaka and Tokyo, as 
guests who had come to hear him in Gifu, took 
advantage of our being there and met up with us 
again. Japan will hold a special place in our hearts 
as it welcomed us so warmly and made us feel so 
special. As for me, I basked in all the reflected glory!

Growing Air
Anita Meattle 
(wife of V Kamal Meattle 11 J, 1958)

Kamal with the Governor of Gifu
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On September 28th 2016 there was a get-together 
organized by the Tamil Nadu and Pondicherry 
chapter of the Doon School Old Boys at the 
Hyatt Regency. It was well attended by several 
Doscos. The Old Boys ranged from the batch 
of 1948 (Doctor Srinivas) to the batch of 2015 
(Prasanna Rajan). Also attending the dinner with 
Arun Murugappa were Sharad ‘Sheroo’ Sharma’s 
daughters - Sahaya and Ahvanya.
 
Vinit Khanna happened to be in town, and made 
a wonderful offer to host the dinner provided 
all the Doscos, spouses and partners attending 
would donate their contribution for the dinner to 
the DSOBS! In all, the chapter raised Rs 58,000 
to be contributed to a bursary fund. Thanks Vinit 
and all who attended. Looking forward to more 
fundraising initiatives, and the next get-together.

Tamil Nadu Get-Together
Siddharth Lulla
383 T, 1992

Standing: Sigee Arun, Sahaya Sharma, Nazat, Manisha, Ramesh Rajan, Hemal, Arun Murugappa, Seema, Ahvanya Sharma, 
Pramod Varkie, Vinit Khanna, Alok Bhargava, Chiddu, Chandrika, Vinoo Hoon, Jaya Patwardhan, Tehzeeb Katari, Rajes Day-
alan, Ravi Katari, Madhav Patwardhan, Dominique Lopez.

Sitting: Sherry Batliwala, Dinky Batliwala, Mrs. Krishnamoorthy Srinivas, Dr. Krishnamoorthy Srinivas. Kneeling: Zakaria 
Ahmed, Siddharth Lulla. Sitting on ground: Ravi Singhee, Anoop, Prasanna Rajan

The Chapter raised  
Rs 58,000 at the Dinner 

to be contributed to  
a bursary fund
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It was neither a landmark year nor was there any 
particular reason for a big re-union but then the Class 
of 1974 never needed a ‘reason’ – only an ‘excuse’ 
to get-together and party. Eighteen of us Peter Pans 
(in almost 60-year old bodies) with our mid-term 
escort/teacher-in-charge, Yogi Jain, totaling twenty 
eight, descended on Goa on November 2nd and 
after five days of bonding and partying, reluctantly 
headed back to reality. Batchmates came from 
as far as Seattle and Dubai and within India from 
Chennai, Bengaluru, Kolkata, Mumbai, Pune, Delhi, 
Chandigarh, etc. The 1974 choir comprised of: 
Mahesh Mansukhani (Mathu), 175-T, Vijay B. Dutt 
(Pechu), 211-J, Arjun Khosla (Khosi), 239-H, Gajendra 
‘Gajju/Raja Sahib/Mantriji’ Singh, 89-J, Varun 
Khanna, 417-H, Randhir Brar, 280-T, Vidhuvadan 
Nevatia (Vidhu), 292-H, Charanbir Singh Mann 
(Chachey), 233-K, Soumitra Sen (Soumi), 313-T, Arun 
Mohan, 203-J, Alok Bahrgava (Guv Granny), 196-J 
and Seema, Ravinder Reddy (Ravi), 402-T and Rasika 
with Arnav, Akbar Firasat Hussain (Fish), 73-H and 
Yasmeen, Narendra Dudhoria (Dudho), 310-T and 
Shilpa, Manoranjan Singh Dugal (Fatsurd), 401-
K and Rashmi, Kishore K. Lahiri, 30-K and Neenu 
(Nayanjot), Inderpreet Singh Dhanoa (Cracky/Dan), 
414-H and Nandita (Class of 1979), Indushekhar 
Singh, 450-T and Raj.

Pechu and Khosi had worked out the itinerary to 
the ‘T’ and left no stone unturned to ensure that 

the Class of 1974 had a rollicking time. People 
conversed more about sons, daughters, in-laws 
and grandchildren rather than batchmates or 
couples themselves. Here’s Pechu aka Vijay Dutt 
in his own words: "When 28 bold and beautiful folk 
arrive at the Bay of Sonesta Inn, Candolim Beach 
better watch out!" 

We swam, swung and swayed through the fun-filled 
web of pleasure that Goa is all about. ‘Samudra 
ka Mewa’ was tested in all formats and it was like 
the ocean floor and livestock of the land had tilted 
towards us with its goodies! Jimmy the crooner at 
Terry’s, a five-piece band at Sol, sea food at Britto’s, 
meats at Sarah Todd's Antares, Fish Thali at the Ritz 
Classic, sightseeing at Old Goa - Panjim, catch of the 
day at Fat Fish and the Saturday Night Fever with our 
own John Travolta, Chachey at Thallassa - were the 
gems of our getaway! 

Hats off to the Class of 1974, batch mates 
extraordinaire. It was a treat to spend quality time 
and well done to all for their collective participation to 
soak in Goa at its best. The taxi mafia could not get 
the better of us thanks to Randhir organizing the very 
economical transportation. The legendary bonding of 
DS–74 was practically a curated mid-term full of love 
and laughter and it will be cherished forever.

Class Of 1974 Reunion
Vijay B Dutt
211 J, 1974

Kishore K Lahiri
30 K, 1974

L-R: Yogi, Chachey, Dan, Lahiri & Dudho

Some of the Gulls of ’74 with Class Rep. Mathu
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‘THE DONS OF BRITTOS’ L-R: Chachey, Gajju, Mathu, Dan & 
Arun Mohan

LILA CAFE Clockwise L-R: Ravi Reddy, Rashmi, Neenu,  
Dudho, Manoranjan, Akbar, Vidhu, Rasika, Lahiri & Yasmeen

The Class of ’74 with wives

The Buoys of ’74 with a Gull of ’79 (Nandita) Sol de Goa
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O B I T U A R I E S

I will always remember 
Amitava with his left arm 
resting on the desk, his face 
against his half-closed palm, 
drawing sketches in class 
even as the teacher taught 
us in the main building. We 
usually sat in the last row, so 
we remained in soft focus.

I got to keep some of those sketches which I have 
since put up on the wall of my study. The talent 
of the young teen Amitava is obvious. Had he not 
become an academic, a professor of economics 
and risen to the top, he could probably have made 
a respectable living as an artist. But that was not 
his only talent. His room-mate Deepak Summanwar 
remembers him as a gifted musician too.

Like me, I think Amitava enjoyed the English classes 
of Sahi and Hensman, if only because the passages 
we read aloud in class from books like ‘Far Away’ and 
‘Long Ago’ transported us to enchanted worlds. WH 
Hudson took us to the pampas of Argentina where 
carefree gauchos herded cattle over limitless space. 
In RD Blackmore's, Lorna Doone, the hero John Ridd 
overcame all obstacles to win the hand of his love, 
and Hajji Baba of Ispahan - those were magical hours 
even as Amitava produced his portraits.

After school our paths digressed. He went off to the 
USA and I to the UK. Though 
‘The Fellow Travellers’ was 
established as our class 
re-union group, Amitava 
being a Calcutta lad did not 
take as much advantage 
of it as the Dilliwallahs, 
and those in the vicinity of 
the capital. But we all got 

together on the occasion of the 40th re-union of our 
class. We met his charming wife Tapati for the first 
time and noticed that Amitava remained the same 
gentle fellow we knew in school. But now he was a 
man who had achieved his potential. His classmates 
became aware of this. Sumeet Pasricha noted ''the 
silent intelligence of his presence" and Sudhir Sahi 
having worked with him on a project in Nagaland, 
referred to his professional rigour. 

After acquiring a PhD from 
the University of Rochester 
in 1974 he worked as an 
assistant professor at the 
IIM Calcutta, of which he 
became the director in 
1997 and remained so till 
2002. He has been a visiting 
professor at IIM Calcutta 
and was awarded the 

Jawaharlal Nehru Memorial Gold Medal.

The note he sent to me before our 40th reunion 
captures the essence of Amitava's humility and 
gentle humour: ‘It is true we have been woefully out 
of touch with one another. I did of course read about 
The Fellow Travellers and somehow it brought to 
mind the warm essay you wrote on the mountains 
for Mr Sahi under "Home Thoughts from School", 
which was read out in class. After school I joined 
Presidency College, Calcutta for my BA with honours 
in economics…My life has been a distinctly less 
adventurous one, arising presumably from some 
innate disinclinations, and which precision prone 
economists describe as "risk aversion". I picked up 
dry terms such as these mostly as an MA student 
at the Delhi School though our teachers and some 
fellow students were far from dry! Sudhir Sahi, Ajai 
Tankha, Ashok Chakravarti, Unni Nair, were also 
there...I shifted to New York and passing through 

 Rest in Peace Brother 
Amitava Bose, 80 K, 1963
Gautam Vohra
154 H, 1963
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Bombay called up the Times Of India in the the 
hope of getting news of you...I have not been told 
of anyone who has suffered for not having read any 
of my papers. But they got me a job at the Indian 
Institute of Management at Calcutta. So, I started 
my teaching career and I taught and taught, no one 
remembers what. At a convenient intermediate point 
I got married to Tapati - she is still my wife - and 
our son Abhishek is studying B Com Honours at St 
Xavier's College, Calcutta.”

Since then Abhishek has got a job and life has 
changed for one and all. Apart from the 50th 
reunion, where we caught up with Amitava and 
Tapati, the last I met him was a year ago at the India 

International Centre. We 
knew then that he was 
suffering from cancer and 
was putting up a brave 
fight. He said something 
to the effect that the paper 
he had presented had 
shown how the poverty 
levels in India had dropped, 
and I made the facetious 

remark that us NGO types were not willing to buy the 
government propaganda as our grass roots work 
suggested otherwise.

Rest in peace brother. 

Chiranjiv ‘Chickoo’ Batra was 
born on January 8th, 1930 and 
died peacefully in his home 
on the October 18th, 2016 in 
Sausalito, California. He first 
attended the Welham Boys’ 
School, and then The Doon 
School. After graduating from 
The Doon School in 1947, 
Chickoo attended St. Stephen’s 

College, Delhi University where he received a 
Bachelor’s Honors Degree in Chemistry, standing first 
in his examinations. Following his graduation from 
Delhi University, he attended the Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology in Boston, where he studied 
Chemical Engineering, earning a Bachelor’s and 
a Master’s Degree. After working briefly for the 
Aluminum Company of Canada, he returned to India 
to join the Shell Oil Company. At the Burmah Shell 
Oil Refineries near Bombay, he rose to the rank of 
Supervisor of the refinery, a position just under the 
General Manager.

He emigrated to the United States in 1966 where 
he continued working for the Shell Oil Company, 
first in California, then in New York and Texas. In 

1973, he joined Woodward Clyde Consultants, an 
environmental consulting company, which brought 
him back to California. The San Francisco Bay Area 
of California was his favorite place to live in the 
world. He was happy to live there for the remainder 
of his life, asking that his ashes be scattered in the 
San Francisco Bay. 

While at The Doon School, Chickoo developed 
a deep appreciation of classical music, theatre, 
drama, and the performing arts. He loved to act 
in school plays, often taking leading roles in the 
Shakespearean productions, including as Viola in 
Twelfth Night! He was most proud of, and deeply 
cherished, his prize book, The Complete Works of 
Shakespeare signed by Headmaster Foot himself, 
which he was awarded for achievement in English. 
In his family life, he frequently offered pertinent 
quotations from Shakespeare to lend perspective 
to his family members and to their circumstances. 
He was an avid traveller and he enjoying concerts 
and visits to museums throughout his life. In his 
retirement, Chickoo became an accomplished oil 
painter. He was married for 60 years to Romilla 
(Ahuja) Batra. He is survived by his wife, daughter, 
and two grandchildren.

So Long Chickoo
Chiranjiv Batra, 32 J, 1947
Ira Garde (daughter of Chickoo)
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What's your title and at which 
company do you work?

General Manager Trade Marketing 
for SAB Miller India.

What brands have you worked for 
before this?

Bacardi and United Spirits Limited.

What are your key responsibility 
areas and which brands do you 
manage?
 
I head the trade marketing vertical 
for the country across the full 
portfolio of brands including Peroni Nastro 
Azzurro, Miller High Life, Foster’s & Hayward’s 
5000. This means that I manage the below-the-line 
marketing for these brands; being a dark market 
where television advertisements, etc. are not 
allowed, the investments and focus is on the final 
mile, i.e. when a consumer actually interacts with 
the brand.

Apart from the obvious, what about Doon prepared 
you for this industry?

I think the advantage Doon gives you is the ability to 
be comfortable with a large cross-section of people 
and a comfort level in a lifestyle industry space. 

What's unique about the alcoholic beverages 
industry in India from your perspective? 

The industry is extremely 
complicated mainly because liquor 
excise regulations are regulated 
state-wise, and hence each state 
functions differently. A good 
marketer or sales person will need 
to be able to adapt and understand 
these complexities quickly; this only 
comes from being in the market 
and spending the maximum time 
interacting with consumers. What’s 
interesting about this industry is 
that it is recession-proof. Or that 
people drink when they are sad 
and when they are happy! India is 
among the top two growth markets 
in the world for the industry, 

where per capita income is rising, population is 
increasing and consumers are essentially trading-
up as their affluence and exposure levels increase. 
15 years ago there were only two national brands 
available, a Kingfisher or a Hayward’s. 

Are we going to see more consolidation or new 
entrants in this industry?

Unequivocally yes. Globally consolidation is 
the new buzz word and India is no different. To 
achieve scale and deliver profit to stake-holders 
consolidation is the only way forward. Diageo-
United Spirits is a great example of how India’s 
largest alcohol company was taken over by the 
world’s largest alcohol company; the only way 
Diageo would have become a contender in the 
Indian market. 

NAME: Jatin Dev Bobb | NUMBER: 411 | HOUSE: T | BATCH: 1993

CHHOTA  INTERVIEW
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An interesting space is the craft beer category. 
Essentially exploding in the US, this is now slowly 
finding its way to the Indian market. It will take 
time but consumers will shift from lagers and 
pilsners to stouts, ales, wheat beers and others.

What's fun about your job?

I assume this is a trick question. I market booze. 
Enough said!

How did you get here?

St Stephen’s College. Spent a couple of years 
faffing in a dotcom and PR before joining United 
Spirits as a brand manager in 2004. Since then I 
have been in the liquor biz my entire life. You might 
say it’s in my blood!

What advice would you give Doscos wanting to get 
into this line of work?

The most important would be that don’t think 
it’s all about partying and drinking. It’s a highly 
challenging space since traditional marketing 
activities do not play a significant role. It is 
critical that you be comfortable rolling up your 
sleeves up, spending time in the market and 
not sitting in front of a laptop. Today liquor 
companies are looking for people from diverse 
FMCG backgrounds as well as those from 
advertising. Use these as stepping stones if you 
wish to move into this space. 

Contact Jatin at jatin@aegirbrewers.com for 
advice on this industry.

United
Kingdom

Ar��lly �ni�n� extraordinary homes with extraordinary lives.®

Buy, Sell or Lease a home in any part of the world.

65
Countries

850
Offices

20000
Agents

For Details Contact:
Akash Puri (ex 230 Tata House ’98)

Director International Sales
M: +447884866135 E: akash.puri@sir.com
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DSOBS Inter-House 
Hockey 2016
Jaipur House's seventh win of the tournament last year was carried in the 
October 2016 issue without images. Here they are for posterity!

The victorious Jaipur House team

Tata House

Jaswinder Singh Bull, President DSOBS presents the Inter-House 
Hockey trophy to Kunal Sharma and Abhinav Gupta, Jaipur House 
and the runners-up trophy to Dhirendra Singh of Kashmir House

Kashmir House finished as the runners-up

Oberoi House

Hyderabad House
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Lucked out! That’s how I’d put it if you asked me how I managed to 
wind up court side with the Indians doing battle with the Spanish 
Olympic gold medalists for the honours of Day 2 of the Davis Cup tie 
in Delhi in September 2016. Fortune favours the brave so remember 
Dosco - always hustle! The images you see in this story came 
thanks to a bit of brazenness on my part. 

Free passes on a first-come, first-served basis meant all of Delhi’s 
tennis fans queued up outside the RK Khanna Tennis Academy in 
great anticipation of draws between India, who was hosting Spain 
after 51 years. No prizes for guessing, but the star attraction was 
Rafael Nadal, who really needs no introduction. Unfortunately, Delhi 
Belly had the last laugh and Rafa was out of the singles proceedings 
with a stomach bug. That was that, but I didn’t care – I had no 
passes.

The next day however my batchmate Rishabh Dudhoria had an 
extra pass for me to tag along since I was in Delhi and happened to 
be carrying my camera. Lady luck smiled on me and Rafa showed 
up to play his only match of the tie! We got some pretty ordinary 
seats amidst what was a moth and fly assault. This is when I tried 
my luck (as I have multiple times in the past) and simply walked 
down to the court side with the confidence of a press photographer. 
I was in! Never underestimate the power of a big lens in this country!

A Dosco at the Davis Cup
Sahil Vohra
56 J, 1996

Rafa surprised the crowd by playing 
the crucial doubles tie

Leander Paes, the veteran Indian dou-
bles specialist led the home challenge

The Spaniards exult after their victoryA tense moment at the net during the match
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The 3rd edition of the erstwhile Cricket Quadrangular, 
now known as the Alumni Cricket Bash was hosted 
by alumni at the Scindia School, Gwalior during the 
third week of December 2016. This annual event has 
become a highlight in the sporting calendar of all four 
school’s alumni societies. The camaraderie that has 
developed amongst the four teams is tremendous 
and the hospitality extended to away teams has 
been exemplary.

The criteria for team selection is to involve players 
from all age groups i.e. 2 above 50 years, 5 between 
30-50 years and only 4 below 30 years of age. This 
year we were able to put a strong team together, as 
most of our star cricketers were available together for 
the first time, making us a formidable opponent for 
Mayo College, Daly College and The Scindia School.

MATCH 1: DOON VS DALY

Our first match was against Daly College. Having 
opted to bat first, Daly made a shaky start from 
which they never recovered, in spite of a spirited 
half century by Jai Singh. The wickets were shared 
amongst Arjun Khanna (2016), Kabir Sethi (2014), 
Samridh Agarwal (2009) and Raghav Mallik (1984). 
A small target of 130 runs was not enough to trouble 

our batsmen, who chased it down comfortably in 17 
overs winning comprehensively by 6 wickets. The 
runs were scored by Kabir, Amitoj “Johnny” Singh 
(2004), Arjun and Samridh. 

Daly: 129 for 9 in 20 overs 
(Jai Singh 54*, Harsh Durdiya 21 - Arjun Khanna 
3/18, Kabir Sethi 3/25, Sam Agarwal 2/19 
and Raghav Mallik 1/19)
 
Doon: 131 for 4 in 17 overs 
(Kabir Sethi 31, Amitoj Singh28, Arjun Khanna 
28, Sam Agarwal 26 - Digvijay 2/29, Harsh 
Durgiya 1/14 and Tejvir Juneja 1/32)
 
DOON won by 6 wickets

MATCH 2: DOON VS SCINDIA

Our second match was against the hosts Scindia 
who opted to bat first. Their start was explosive, 
scoring 88 for 3 in the first 10 overs. Looking set 
for a huge total, our bowlers did a remarkable job 
by bowling them out in 18 overs for a paltry 120 
runs. The bowling stars were Vineet Kunzru (1982) 
– who had flown up from Singapore to play in the 
tournament, Adhiraj Singh (2013), Asheet Lanba 

Alumni Cricket Bash 2016
Donny Singh 
878 T, 1982

The teams march in for the opening ceremony

The four alumni teams at the opening ceremony

https://www.facebook.com/sarah.daly.3532
https://www.facebook.com/kabir.sethi.921
https://www.facebook.com/samridhagarwal
https://www.facebook.com/raghav.mallik
https://www.facebook.com/kabir.sethi.921
https://www.facebook.com/amitoj.singh.35
https://www.facebook.com/samridhagarwal
https://www.facebook.com/harsh.durgiya
https://www.facebook.com/harsh.durgiya
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(1987) and Arjun Khanna. The small target was 
chased down without the batsmen even breaking a 
sweat. After the two easy wins, the confidence of 
Team Dosco was sky high. In the meantime, Mayo 
who have always fielded a strong team, had won 
both their matches versus Scindia and Daly easily. 
This set up the clash that we were all looking 
forward to, the classic Doon v Mayo final.

Scindia: 120 all out in 18 overs 
(Tushar 25, Bhargav 21, Sangram Kadam 18 - Vineet 
Kunzru 4/23, Adhiraj Singh 2/12, Asheet Lanba 1/22 
& Arjun Khanna 1/24)
 
Doon: 121 for 3 in 14.5 overs 
(Arjun Khanna 49, Kabir Sethi 38 - Prankit 1/11 
& Gurtek Sodhi 1/21)

Doon won by 7 wickets

FINAL: DOON VS MAYO

Both Teams were primed for the title. The Mayo 
captain Vikram Yadav won the toss and opted to 
bat first. Incidentally I ended up losing all three 
tosses. Their openers Rahul and Khalid started very 
aggressively, having their 60 up in the 6 power play 
overs. It looked as if we were going to chase a huge 
target of close to 200 runs. Our bowling and spirited 
fielding came to the rescue however. The slow 
bowlers Raghav Mallik, Adhiraj and Vivan Rai (2008) 
picked up the wickets, restricting them to 154 for 4 in 
their 20 overs.

Our openers started really well, with Arjun playing 
a blistering knock of 33 in 15 balls and Kabir also 

playing his part. It looked as if we were going to win 
in a canter but on the fall of our 1st wicket, their slow 
bowlers came on and the going got tough. Kabir, 
Johnny and Hemant Bishnoi (2006) all chipped in 
with useful contributions. We needed 51 runs off the 
last 6 overs and then 27 off the last 3 overs. Raghav 
Mallik and Adhiraj’s brisk partnership changed the 
course of the game in our favour, chalking up 19 
runs for us in the penultimate over. Team Dosco won 
the final by 6 wickets with 5 balls to spare. It was a 
thrilling match and fitting finale to the tournament.

Mayo: 154 for 4 in 20 overs 
(Rahul Jain 50*,Dhruv Goyal 24, Khalid 
20, Sharry Singh 18, Charu Sharma 17* - Raghav 
Mallik 2/22, Adhiraj Singh 1/12 & Vivan Rai 1/25)

Doon: 155 for 4 in 19.1 overs 
(Kabir Sethi 41, Arjun Khanna 33, Raghav 
Mallik 19*, Hemant Bishnoi 19, Amitoj 
Singh 15, Adhiraj Singh 15* - Rahul Jain 2/26 
& Sharry Singh 2/35)

Doon won the ACB 2016 by 6 wickets

The victory was a complete team effort, with every 
member contributing to the win. It was a privilege to 
lead such a spirited side. I would like to acknowledge 
the team as: Donny Singh (1982), Vineet Kunzru 
(1982), Raghav Mallik (1984), Asheet Lanba (1987), 
Arshad Khan (1996), Amitoj ‘Johnny’ Singh (2004), 
Hemant Bishnoi (2006), Vivan Rai (2008), Aryaman 
Sengar (2008), Shrivats Chandra (2008), Samridh 
Agarwal (2009), Adhraj Singh (2013), Kabir Sethi 
(2014) and Arjun Khanna (2016).

It is our turn to host the Alumni Cricket Bash in 2017 at 
Doon. Come out and support us for another win!

The Dosco team

Action during the final

https://www.facebook.com/vineet.kunzru
https://www.facebook.com/vineet.kunzru
https://www.facebook.com/adhiraj.singh.77964
https://www.facebook.com/asheet.lanba
https://www.facebook.com/kabir.sethi.921
https://www.facebook.com/gurtek.sodhi
https://www.facebook.com/sharry.singh.5
https://www.facebook.com/raghav.mallik
https://www.facebook.com/raghav.mallik
https://www.facebook.com/adhiraj.singh.77964
https://www.facebook.com/kabir.sethi.921
https://www.facebook.com/raghav.mallik
https://www.facebook.com/raghav.mallik
https://www.facebook.com/hemant.bishnoi.10
https://www.facebook.com/amitoj.singh.35
https://www.facebook.com/amitoj.singh.35
https://www.facebook.com/adhiraj.singh.77964
https://www.facebook.com/sharry.singh.5
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April 14th 2016 - the team was assembled and 
the plans for the weeks leading up to the summit 
were discussed. We were to undergo five days 
of rigorous training at the foot of the icefall. This 
would be followed by two climbing rotations 
higher up and back to base camp. The first was 
a four-night trip to Camp 2 and back. After a few 
days of rest, we commenced another rotation of 
three nights to Camp 3 at 7000m, followed by a 
few days’ rest, lower in the valley. Thereafter, the 
summit attempt would be made depending on the 
weather. We were introduced to our Sherpas who 
would carry part of our gear up the route and keep 

a watchful eye on us while we progressed above 
base camp.

The training in the icefall included climbing up 
steep slopes, mastering the use of an ascender 
or jumar, transition at fixed points, proficient 
rappelling, ladder-crossing over crevasses, 
crampon work, response to emergencies, rescue 
and self-preservation techniques at high altitudes. 
As I was a one-season 'veteran', my experience 
was looked upon with jovial envy by the others. It 
was good fun and helped us build confidence for 
what lay ahead.

A Dosco on Everest – Part II
Ankur Bahl 
193 J, 1976
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Icefall
On April 19th we set off at 0100hrs for our first 
foray into the icefall. It was a tough day for all of 
us as it was the first of the six times we would 
climb through the ice fall, where one cannot risk 
a fall or ice falling on them! Two years previously, 
expeditions were called off after a massive serac 
fell without warning, killing 16 Sherpas who had 
set out to lay the route to higher camps above. 
The icefall starts in the area where the glacier 
travelling down the western cwm suddenly faces 
a steep drop of about a 1000m towards the 
Khumbu Valley below. It consists of ice blocks in 
various sizes and shape with vertical sections and 
several crevasses to negotiate. The route is laid 
out with fixed ropes and ladder crossings by the 
‘ice-fall doctors’ - experienced Sherpas appointed 
by the Nepal government to maintain the section 
between base camp and Camp 1. Because of 
constant movement of the glacier, the icefall is 
particularly vulnerable to ladder collapses and 
changes in route, making it unpredictable and 
difficult to negotiate. The sections with vertical 
climbs of 15-20m - even with fixed ropes and 
the aid of jumars - turned out to be most trying. 
After almost ten hours of climbing, we arrived at 
Camp 1. The next day wasn’t much better. Faced 
with several vertical sections in the initial part of 
the route and over 20 ladder-crossings across 
deep crevasses, we were tested to our limits. 
Lunch awaited us several hours later at Camp 
2. Memories of the disaster in 2015 had to be 
banished from my mind. After nights at Camp 2 
with a foray up towards the base of the Lhotse 
face, we returned to base camp on April 26th. 

Three Down
After only the first rotation, Everest took three of 
our climbers, out of contention. On the last night, 
Marcelo had severe breathing difficulties and 
was put on an oxygen cylinder. His oxygen levels 
had dropped dangerously. Feeling stronger the 
next day, he was able to make it down to base 

camp on his own steam, but was diagnosed 
with High Altitude Pulmonary Oedema (HAPE) 
that afternoon. Michael, who felt that he was too 
exhausted to continue, decided to call it a day 
and left the expedition together with Marcelo, the 
following morning. Kent who had arrived from 
the USA after an extensive period in the altitude 
tent was also not quite up to the task. He was 
diagnosed with a heart murmur and advised to 
head down by the medical centre. The following 
week, after reaching home Kent discovered that 
four of his arteries were blocked! He had enjoyed 
a narrow escape and was fortunate to have not 
climbed beyond base camp. It was down to seven 
of us now. I had developed a dry cough and chest 
congestion but was able to quickly bring it under 
control with medication from my doctor back in 
Gurgaon. Almost everyone had a loose stomach 
at some stage or the other, the Westerners more 
prone to the bugs floating around. Keeping healthy 
on an 8000m expedition is particularly important, 
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as a seemingly innocuous cough could lead to 
HAPE which is unforgiving at altitude.

Second Rotation
A few days of rest later, which included a 
couple of hikes up to the advanced base 
camp of Pumori at about 6000m we set out 
on our second rotation in the early hours of 
May 1st. This time, our target was to reach 
Camp 2 assuming that our bodies were better 
acclimatized and able to move faster through 
the icefall. We were hit with high winds and 
snow fall but managed to reach Camp 1 within 
6 hours. The weather was so severe that a few 
of us had to hunker down in a tent at camp 1 to 
wait out the weather. An hour later, the wind died 
down a little and we made our way to Camp 2 
which we reached later that morning. Two more 
climbers were beginning to find Everest trying - 
Jim and Joel had to rest a little longer at Camp 
1. It was the toughest day of the expedition 

so far and we were spent. Hot soup and food 
warmed our bodies and we were able to get 
some rest that night. Everest had given a taste 
of her weather and we knew that we still had lots 
of hard work to do. After a much-needed rest 
day, we set out at 0500hrs on May 3rd towards 
the famed Lhotse face and Camp 3 at about 
7000m. This involved an ascent of about 100m 
to the base of the Lhotse face from where we 
had to ascend along fixed ropes towards Camp 
3 for nearly 500m. It was a section of Everest 
I had not climbed in the previous year and was 
every bit as difficult as it is made out to be. It 
involved climbing up slopes of between 50 and 
60 degrees with a few steeper hard-ice sections. 
There were several teams on the route that 
day. We reached Camp 3 at about midday after 
a particularly arduous but satisfying climb. I 
didn’t feel the effects of the altitude which made 
me feel very confident. Camp 3 is known as 
the gateway to Everest and if climbers reach it 
without oxygen, in good shape, they’ve usually 
summited. Joel had a tough day and was unable 
to progress beyond the base of the Lhotse face. 
We became concerned about his progress that 
day. After a quick snack and a few breath-taking 
photographs, we headed down the steep slopes 
of the Lhotse face and walked into Camp 2. It 
had been a tiring but successful day. We headed 
down to base camp the following morning .

Over the last few decades, the Russians have 
perfected the art of acclimatization and following 
a pattern laid out by them we flew down May 6th 
to Namche Bazaar by helicopter and breathed 
in the rich air that would allow our bodies to 
recover quickly after two strenuous rotations, 
each of which by itself was like a summit of a 
6500m and 7000m peak. However, the four-day 
rest period was cut short because we received 
word from base camp that the first summit 
day was forecast to be about four days earlier 
than predicted. We flew back but felt energized 
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after spending 48 hours amidst the civilization 
of the bustling Namche Bazaar, complete with 
Starbuck’s and bakeries.

Attempt on the Summit
The morning of May 10th saw us heading out 
once again but this time with butterflies in our 
stomachs as this was the push for the summit. 
We all made phone calls back home. I had my 
own satellite phone this year and could make 
short calls at each camp to appraise my wife and 
family. The weather pattern still showed May 15th 
as a possible summit day. Facebook posts were 
updated by everyone. I was able to speak to my 
sons as well, the younger one, a C-former in Jaipur 
House and the older one in his last year at NLSUI 
in Bangalore. We were keenly aware that a wrong 

step or wavering concentration in the icefall, 
across the ladder, or up the steep slopes of Everest 
could mean we would never come home. We had 
to take one step at a time.

We made Camp 2 without incident but on arrival 
a forecast showed that it would be windy and 
treacherous on the 15th. This meant only one 
shot at the summit, so we carefully evaluated our 
position before going to Camp 3. Instead of the 
customary two nights, we ended up spending six 
nights at Camp 2 keeping ourselves busy during 
the days with Scrabble, climbing yarns and lots 
of card games. Finally, it was a ‘go’ on May 16th. 
This time, we left Camp 2 on oxygen at 2 litres 
a minute. The weather was fine and we reached 
Camp 3 by 1000hrs that morning.

These are the reminiscences of one of Doon’s 
favourite English teachers. Amarnath Dar takes us 
on a personal journey, of how he came to follow in 
his father’s footsteps as a teacher at Doon, of all 
the lore he heard before he set foot in Chandbagh, 
and all the witticisms exchanged with Doon’s more 
colourful HMs.

I am not a Dosco. So what? As a family, we are 
grateful to God for our natural connection to 
Doon. Even I am surprised about it, as I am myself 
a proud Scindian. What can I do? Knowing full 
well that I wished to be a teacher and that too, 
at Scindia, my principal there ‘wisely’ ignored me 
though I had not done too badly as a schoolboy. 
Educated from class I to XII; Most Scientific 
Boxer, Cricket Captain, Best Athlete, Prefect, State 
Football team in the Santosh Trophy (National 
Football) and Cariappa Shield as the Best All 

Rounder in my final year with my father as a 
housemaster there. Born and bred as I was on 
the fort, I had dreams of leading it through sound 
policies and not whims and fancies of the head. 
No doubt, I was a difficult schoolboy – questioning 
and searching – but lucky, for if I had been 
appointed as a teacher by my principal at Scindia, 
I could never have succeeded to head the place. 
Scindia School was not known to elevate its staff 
to the principal’s chair as Doon had done in the 
case of John Martyn.

Luck has always favoured me and continues to 
do so. 

I used to be very critical of most of my teachers 
at Scindia – even my principal. My father, himself, 
a much respected staff member there never 
welcomed these outbursts of mine as it showed 

Thank God! - I
Amarnath Dar
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lack of loyalty to the school and lack of respect 
for teachers. One day he exploded, “You become a 
teacher yourself and also the principal at Scindia!” 
My father himself had shifted from Doon to be a 
housemaster at Scindia which is quite unusual in 
such schools – to import a housemaster. That is 
how I dreamt of being a schoolmaster in class VI 
only: Neither a pilot nor a tea planter nor a railway 
engineer (my mother wanted me to be that). 

While looking for something to read in my house 
reading-room at Scindia School in the mid 50s, I 
came across an article in the Illustrated Weekly of 
India on some expedition to Kamet in which there 
was a small photograph of Gurdial Singh – better 
known as Guru. I thought that Doon must be a 
wonderful school where teachers distinguished 
themselves outside the class room and the 
school as well. Till then I had also never known 
any teacher from the ‘Sardar’ community to be a 
schoolmaster and also to distinguish himself as 
Guru had done.

My father had spent a year in Doon after he had 
already served Modern in Delhi and Vidya Bhavan 
in Udaipur nigh over a decade. He filled in, in the 
late 30s for Moin who was on a year’s study leave.

My Father’s Voice
My father always talked enthusiastically about 
Doon with references to the ‘benevolent autocrat’ 
that Foot was, but who also put into practice 
several ideas of John Martyn particularly with 
reference to culture. Father painted a picture of 
Doon as a well-organized school with ‘the line of 
command’ very clearly right down to the students. 
There were characters both on the staff and 
among the students who all formed a cohesive 
team. I heard from father names of Gulab, Prem 
LaI, Bansi Dhar (this editor’s grandfather – Ed.), 
Bidhu Dhar Nandu Jayal, etc. among his students 
and got an idea that Doon was a vibrant place 
with an opportunity for expression, experiments, 
reasoning and imagination. There was place for 

honesty, trust and dignity. You were certainly 
answerable to your conscience: Yes! You had to 
have a conscience. 

I had heard from father how during WWII, Foot 
ticked off a boy from a South Indian State for 
being pro-Germany. Without batting an eyelid, he 
promptly replied that he was not pro-Germany but 
was anti-British. I also heard from him how Sardar 
Mohammad, a much respected teacher of English 
and admired sportsman did not welcome the idea 
of Government of India inspectors coming to his 
class to make their observations on teaching in 
Doon. This was during John Martyn’s time and 
his objection was that they were not students 
of English (that was Sardar’s subject) nor were 
they themselves teachers. As the inspection 
team entered his class, Sardar walked out from 
the other door. He went on to resign his position, 
and head Blue Mountain School in Ooty - started 
by the Pearce family. Such incidents were not so 
uncommon at Doon. Amir Ali asked Arthur Foot 
if he could publish an article in The Weekly. Foot 
responded, “At your own peril!” Amir Ali published 
the piece and resigned. He went on to become the 
Director General of ILO in Geneva and has also 
authored some books including ‘Via Geneva’. When 
I met him during one of his visits to Doon in the 
80’s, he explained to me that he would have stayed 
on in Doon had Foot asked him not to resign. Foot 
was in the habit of walking down the corridor 

Mrs and Mr Dar in Goa
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during school hours and he would take note of 
the classes in progress. Once he stood outside a 
class and heard that the teacher spoke of cricket 
and not history. As the bell rang, he walked in and 
told the class that the teacher would teach them 
History in the class after lunch. Well, the teacher 
also relinquished his position. 

My Own Voice
I myself had to face some awkward moments 
with my HM while at Doon. In the days of my 
father, he was not allowed to keep his mother and 
grandmother with him on campus. My mother, 
too, stayed away from campus. My father led a 
bachelor’s life in a bachelor apartment next to 
the HM’s bungalow. As my parents were to settle 
with me, I went up to Eric Simeon, HM then, for 
permission to let my parents live with me.

He replied, “It’s not allowed!” 

“How come RD’s mother is staying with him, then?” 
I asked.

Pat came the answer, “She is a widow!”

I could not resist saying,” Must I shoot my father to 
get my widowed mother to stay with me?”

Full marks, however, to HM for he said, “Please 
write an application and I will present it to 
the Board.”

Thank God I got this permission and not a sack 
from the school.

When I joined Doon, I heard how Holdy lost his 
position on the Everest expedition under Eric 
Shipton just because he wanted to ski down from 
the summit - something he had already done 
on the Kamet expedition. Shipton refused this 
permission. I also saw this photograph where 
he was smoking a pipe on the summit. I was 
enthralled to hear how Holdy-Gibson-Martyn had 

explored various parts of Garhwal-Kumaon and 
Kashmir Himalayas, even taking some students 
along with them. Nalini Jayal had flown an aircraft 
over Mt Everest. Some Old Boys had climbed 
Matterhorn in just their cricket boots. I had myself 
joined Doon when Gurdial, Hari Dang and Suman 
Dubey were away on the first Indian Everest 
expedition. I myself burnt with the desire to be on 
one of the Everest expeditions in the future, and 
become a mountaineer.

Doon encouraged these interests and understood 
that teachers could be different. 

I had heard from my seniors who had attended 
the first NCC Camp in Delhi around the mid-50s 
how well the Doon School had done at the camp. 
I heard references to Tony and Bhupender Singh. 
Their sons went on to become my students. We 
were also amused to hear that from under the 
pillows of some boys, bottles of whisky appeared. 
So what? At Doon as anywhere, I realized that 
boys will be boys! And they do undergo some 
experimentation with life – and had to be ready to 
face punishments and learn their lessons. Were 
we any different with our own experimentations 
as we grew up? When I attended the same camp 
later on, I was taken aback that Prem Shankar 
Jha defeated me at TT with his left hand! I had 
not realized then that he was left-handed. I noted 
that the Doscos looked less fat than boys from 
most other schools, and they were fairer. They 
all conversed in English and seemed confined to 
their small groups, looking content and relaxed. At 
this NCC camp in Poona, I also saw John Martyn, 
the then Headmaster of Doon, visiting the camp. I 
wondered why neither my principal nor one from 
any of the other public schools had visited. In 
his smart brown suit and a felt hat, John Martyn 
looked handsome and at ease, and interested 
in what was happening at the camp with his 
students. That was perhaps the first time I had 
seen an Englishman as a teacher. He certainly 
looked friendly and civilized. 
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N A T U R E  S P E C I A L

"Nature always wears the  
colours of the spirit ."

- Ralph Waldo Emerson

Friend, Philosopher 
and Guide
Martand Singh
331 H, 1985

When I look back at the years gone by, three 
dates that stand out are the day I joined The Doon 
School, April 1st, 1979; February 2nd, 1989 – my 
first day at Doon as a teacher - and March 1st 
2005, the day I started working with Snow Leopard 
Adventures. Each of these dates has been the 
start of a journey that I have been so fortunate to 
undertake, with so much to be grateful for.

I still remember the day I walked into the hallowed 
gates of Doon, a timid, impressionable and reticent 

boy of 12. The years spent at the school were 
not only the most memorable but have been 
instrumental in shaping my future. Doon for me 
has been a real blessing and a godsend, and I owe 
gratitude to my parents and uncle for making it 
possible. Someone once said of Doon, “It is a place 
where one could dare to dream and then chase 
it too…” In today’s highly competitive academic 
environment I often question the veracity of the 
statement. More so, I wonder whether the holistic 
education provided in schools like Doon will be 
able to withstand the onslaught of the pressure 
of striving for the coveted 90% plus grades that 
everyone seeks today for Indian universities. The 
values that one acquired outside the classroom at 
Doon, were far more valuable to me and stand me 
in good stead today. Concepts of dignity of labour, 
service to humanity, equality and the love for the 
environment were all embedded in the curriculum 
and one imbibed them without fully understanding 
the importance of them at that time. As they say – 
wiser in hindsight!

I went through college not really knowing what 
the future had in store for me. The only clarity I 
had was that I didn’t see myself fitting into the 
corporate world, cooped up in an office space 
all year. With my mind still foggy, I met Shomie 
Das who was HM at the time and asked for some 

The effects of global warming, overpopulation and overproduction are endangering some of the things 
we hold most dear. We've banded together some naturalist Doscos to take us through their livelihoods, 

memories, mid-terms and hobbies to capture glimpses of nature then and now.
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guidance. The next thing I knew, I was teaching at 
School. Not only did I have a chance to give back 
to my alma mater but it also provided an excellent 
balance of work and play for myself. The decade 
spent on the other side of the fence, cemented my 
passion for the outdoors and a holistic education. 
Growing up at Doon, your teachers became your 
role models and so my endeavour was to be a 
worthy role model to the students and reinforce 
the values that school taught us. To use the cliché, 
“Be the friend, philosopher and guide to them.”

Some of the best memories I have of School 
were from walking around the mighty Himalayas 
on mid-terms. However, the Nag Tibba trek has 
the dubious distinction of being a hike on which I 
got lost, twice. The first time was as an S-former, 
starting from Dhanolti instead of the usual route 
of Devalsari. We had barely begun our hike when 
we realized we had gone the wrong way. Many 
arguments ensued as we tried to reason our next 
course of action. With no cell phones, we had no 
means of reaching out to anyone. A whole day of 
walking brought us to the safety of an Irrigation 
Department Rest house, where we were happy 
just to rest our feet. On the same hike, many years 
later, we got lost again, this time as a group of 
teachers and their tutorials. We had taken a short 
cut and got lost in the woods. We spent the night 
sitting around a fire waiting for first light. It was 
easily the longest night of my life. Strange as it 
might sound, we still felt a sense of safety despite 
the uncertainties of our location.

On leaving Doon I wanted to continue working 
with students, but outside the classroom 
environment and in the outdoors. Snow Leopard 
Adventures - an adventure outfit working with 
schools from India and overseas provided the 
perfect opportunity for me. Life at camp has been 
very different to one at Doon. In the few days 
that students spent at camp, our efforts were to 
give them a flavour of India, besides the thrill of 
the adventure they undertook. The backdrop of 
the Himalayas and the mystical Ganga, flowing 
though, provided the perfect setting for this. The 
high point has always been the dawning realization 
on some that life was not only possible, but 
beautiful, without being surrounded by technology. 
As a student once quipped “I never thought I could 
live without electricity.” I wonder how many of 
them could choose the road less-travelled.Having 
spent ten odd years on the banks of the Ganga, 
soaking in the simple pleasures of life – the sound 
of birds chirping, the roar of the rapid below our 
camp, the goodly smell of rain on dry ground – it 
really saddens me to see how the popularity of 
the experience has become its own worst enemy. 
The lack of sensitivity towards preserving the 
cleanliness of routes and campsites along the 35-
odd km stretch of the river leading up to Rishikesh, 
has contributed to the National Green Tribunal 
putting a ban on camping along the Ganga. It 
continues to anger me when students from abroad 
marvel at our sheer disregard towards littering. I 
can only hope and pray that the ‘Swacch Bharat’ 
initiative inspires us as a nation to take pride in our 
country being a cleaner destination.
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As I reflect back on the life that has been I feel 
extremely fortunate and blessed that I never got 
stuck in the rat race of the corporate world. I 
couldn’t have asked for better work places than 
the 70 acres of the Doon campus, and the silver 
sands of the banks by the Ganga. 

Nature’s Cornucopia
A collection of reminiscences in the jungle and 
nature reserves amongst creatures great  
and small.

Arjun Kamdar
701 O, 2015

The natural world is a book, a treasure trove of 
knowledge that never ceases to teach. There is no 
beginning and no end. Each time I visit the forest, I 
return feeling that there is so much yet to learn! 

As I sat down to pen this article, a cocktail of 
emotions overwhelms me - a flood of memories 
come gushing back. I remember which part of 
the nallah behind Kashmir house has a hole in 
which a Trinket Snake dwells, under which rock 
in the khud was I most likely to find a skink or 
centipede, the third tree on Skinner’s in which 
a pair of Grey Hornbills would nest, at what 
amount of rain would the toads begin to croak 
and innumerable more such instances. On some 
crisp autumn mornings, I would wake up to the 
melodious calls of the Grey Headed Canary 
Flycatcher, a welcome change from Veerbhanji’s 
earsplitting, droning brass bell! School is 
blessed with a large amount of wildlife, some 
rather uncommon ones as well. For instance, 
the pond outside Oberoi House is the breeding 
ground for a species of frog named Chiromantis 
dudhwaensis which was discovered in 1992. 
Not much is known about this ‘data deficient’ 
frog and essentially nothing is known about its 

breeding behaviour while they are proliferating in 
our backyard! 

Discovery Channel
After stumbling upon this frog, I realized that it 
is imperative to keep our eyes open, and that led 
us to discover two new species of crab in the 
Western Ghats. While on a field trip, our team 
chanced upon an electric pink coloured crab with 
vermillion limbs and another resplendent purple 
one, something for which no wildlife manual could 
provide an explanation. Intrigued, we scrounged 
through innumerable journals to no avail. We then 
approached the Zoological Society of India who 
confirmed them to be a species new to science! 

While working as a naturalist in the Central Indian 
forests of Satpura Tiger Reserve in the peak of 
summer, the forty-five degree heat driving us 
delirious as I drove the a Gypsy into the park, 
throwing up a storm of dust over the bumpy kuccha 
road. We had our senses peeled for there were the 
unmistakable paw-prints of a large male leopard 
on the road in front of us. And sure enough, at a 
subsequent bend in the road along a dry ravine, 
inquisitively looking at us was the spotted beast. 

There is a certain thrill, an exhilarating rush of 
adrenaline when you see the graceful yet nimble 
walk of a leopard moving towards you - carefully 
maneuvering through the dense lantana and 
thorny bushes, yet not breaking eye contact. The 
forest around erupts in a cacophony of calls to 
warn the jungle folk of the presence of this mighty 
predator; his rosettes blending in perfectly with the 
dry gold and grey of the summer forest. However, 
you are able to mute out the blaring honks of the 
Sambhar deer, the crazed chirps and hisses of the 
Langurs, the frenzied screeching of the Babblers 
and simply tune into the elegant, charismatic 
gait of the feline through the viewfinder. Hands 
trembling on the shutter button, you lose yourself 
in the liquid eyes of the cat. 
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 The fireflies of Igatpuri in the Western Ghats

 A Cnemaspis gecko licks its eyeball in the Western Ghats  A leopard walks off into the forest, Satpura

The pink crab that we discovered by 
us- Ghatiana splendida

A close encounter with Neelu - my favourite leopard in Satpura

Arjun in the South Garo Hills

The forest at dusk
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While backpacking the North East of India last 
winter I was in search of an elusive species of 
duck at a national park on the border of Arunachal 
Pradesh, at the foothills of the Himalayas. A 
boat took an armed guard and myself across the 
river under twinkling stars and moonlight on the 
snow clad Himalayas. We struggled under our 
layers of cloth and feather. In order to maximize 
the chances of getting a glimpse of this duck, I 
would be the first one to enter the park. As the day 
progressed, the sun’s first rays cast a pink and 
purple hue on the mountains in the distance. This 
was strangely reminiscent of how the mountains 
to the north of school would tantalize us on those 
damp, winter mornings when PT meant waching 
the twinkling lights of Mussorrie drowned in the 
yellow warmth of the rising sun. 

Slither and Slide
While interning at the Alice Springs Reptile Centre 
in the Australian Outback, I was kept in charge of 
not only cleaning the monitor lizard enclosures 
but also taming the snakes for presentations and 
show-and-tells! Thus, armed with a rubber glove 
I gingerly put my hand inside the glass box while 
I eased the five-foot long Olive Python out with 
a hook. My colleagues thought that it would be 
amusing to watch the young intern get snapped 
at by a python and hence, they had rubbed a rat 
all over the glove that I was using! Unaware of this 
prank, I got my hand closer and snap! The python 
sunk its teeth into the glove, mistaking it for a 
rodent. Fortunately, the snake was non venomous 
and all I suffered was a little scratch! 

In the temperate forests of Corbett Tiger 
Reserve, I had a fair amount of free time 
in the day and hence I put together a short 
presentation on snakes and their importance 
from the material that I had from my course in 
herpetology and showed it to the local villagers. 
The villagers were taken aback at how they 
had misinterpreted these elegant reptiles and 
the following day, one of them walked four 
kilometers to my residence and took me to his 
village where he had seen a large cobra! What 
was most interesting was that one of the wise 
men of the village told me that a King Cobra 
had a ‘homing instinct’, which means that if it is 
translocated and released somewhere, it will try 
and make its way back to its original territory. 
I wasn’t too sure of this fact then as activists 
all over the country would ‘rescue’ snakes from 
urban habitats and release them in a forest 
patch nearby - until recently, a study proved that 
snakes indeed have this ‘homing instinct’! 

Life is when the forests and I mingle,I am alive 
when I am in the jungle!

African Safari
Homi Bam
127 K, 1954

September 9, 2001: We flew to Lusaka, Zambia 
via London, arriving in Lusaka on the morning 
of September 11, 2001! We were trying to sleep 
when our daughter-in-law Jenny received word 
of the terrorist attack on the World Trade Centre 
and the Pentagon. US citizens were asked to 
stay at home, and it was thought that the USAID 
office would be closed. Jenny hooked up her 
new Worldspace digital satellite radio to get 
the news and we were all focused on getting 
information about the disaster.
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Our eldest son Steve was working for USAID at 
the time, having completed his PhD in Public 
Health from the University of North Carolina. He 
was advising the Zambian Ministry of Health on 
programs to improve the health of mothers and 
children up to 5 years of age. When he came 
home from work he said that the USAID office 
and the school would be open as usual. The 
news was inconceivable and from where we were 
with difficult access to even audio information, it 
seemed like something out of Orson Welles’ 'War 
of the Worlds'.

We had planned an eight-day safari and camping 
trip at the river camp site across the River 
Chongwe from the Lower Zambezi Wildlife Park. 
We set off in a Toyota Land Cruiser: we were on 
winding paved roads for about four hours - which 
included a ferry ride across a river. It took another 
three hours driving on rough unpaved roads to 
reach the camp grounds. 

Big Game
Our campsite had a huge anthill and an orphaned 
deer (her mother had been eaten by a lioness). 
There were baboons all around too. There was a 
hippo trail to the water and wild elephants visited 
regularly through the day to feast on acacia 
pods. Steve told us that when the elephants were 
about 50 feet away, we should get into the tent 
or the SUV and not make a noise or stare at the 

elephants as that would startle them and result 
in aggressive behaviour. Steve said that the 
elephants respected the tent and even though 
they knew we were in there, they would ignore us. I 
was on the side of the tent closest to the river and 
on several occasions the elephant’s foot would 
be less than two feet away from my head. The 
first few times I would say my prayers when that 
happened and then I realized that they were gentle 
animals. On our last day at camp we had got into 
our tents as the elephants were on our site. There 
was an acacia pod on the slope of our pup tent 
where the slope joins the vertical wall. I watched 
as the elephant trunk picked it up inches away 
from my tummy. 

The hippos would come by after dark, on the 
other side of the tent to go to the river; we knew 
as the ground would shake; they walk on stilettos 
it seems! When you come between a hippo and 
water, you take your life in your hands. In the 
Lower Zambesi Game Park, we observed a hippo 
wallowing in a pool of water lilies with only his 
nose above water. We got out a quarter mile away 
to watch a herd of hippos cooling off in the river. 
One of us looked behind us and saw the hippo that 
had been wallowing, trotting towards the river and 
us! We quickly jumped into the SUV and out of 
the hippo’s way. An African legend says that when 
God created the world, the hippos complained 
that it was too hot and they wanted to cool off in 
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the water. God refused the request saying that the 
hippos would pollute the water with their scat. The 
hippos promised God that they would not do so 
in the water and so he agreed to let them cool off 
in the river. The hippos did not want to pollute the 
land either, so when they poop they whirl their tails 
around to scatter their scat!

One day at our campsite we were watching a 
crocodile sunning itself on the beach on the 
opposite bank of the Chongwe River. An elephant 
came along to drink from the river and kicks the 
croc gently. The croc slid into the river and the 
elephant had its drink. The croc came back to its 
spot and continued to sunbathe. About a half hour 
later, the elephant came back, nudged the croc 
back into the river and had another drink. I think 
the elephant was maintaining his position in the 
order of the jungle. Another croc incident: a herd of 
10 or 12 Cape Buffalo was crossing the river about 
100 meters from our campsite. The lead buffalo 
had just crossed over when there was a lot of 
thrashing around a young buffalo. A hungry croc 
wanted it for dinner. The lead buffalo and the one 
at the back quickly came to its aid and the croc 
made a hasty retreat. The crocs typically sneak 
up and drag animals into the river by their jaws. 
We saw a lone elephant with a short trunk one day 
and wondered whether a croc had bitten it off. It 
was sad to see it abandoned by its family. Crocs 
gotta’ eat and they are not vegans! 

During one of our trips in the game park an 
elephant crossed in front of us followed by 
several others. We watched as 50 or 60 followed 
along the same path. They were off to a pool 
party it seemed. Elephants love to bathe and 
cover themselves in mud. They would take an 
hour playing in the river while doing a crossing 
that they could do in 10 minutes. One of the 
elephants named 'Mazowie' often visited our 
campsite at meal times. We would have to retreat 
into our tents while he checked out our table 
for fruits or juice. We were not allowed to have 
any fresh fruit or juice or pop: some previous 
campers had broken this rule and Mazowie got 
a taste of it. Steve told us a few months later 
Mazowie had to be put down because he became 
a hazard to the staff and campers; all because of 
a careless human.

Bird Song
At 5:00 am each morning we were awakened 
by the 'morning' dove - cooing like a dove to the 
rhythm of a rooster. Within minutes it was joined 
by a choir of a thousand birds waking up and 
welcoming the day with happy, excited chirps and 
whistles and flutes. We lay in bed listening until 
6:00 am when the sun rose and the bird songs 
settled down. As we got out of the tent we saw a 
family of four fish eagles (Zambia's national bird) 
soar up and down the river looking for breakfast. 
They have a jet-black body with a white head, neck 
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and tail. They have a loud and raucous call. We 
could see the grey heron, the great white heron 
and the white crowned plover along the shores 
of the river from our campsite. Steve and Jenny 
are avid bird watchers and kept us well informed 
about the wealth of different species we saw 
and heard.

On five of the seven days that we were at the 
campsite we would go for a game drive in the 
reserve. We saw many herds of 50 to 100 impala 
at close range and families of wart hogs. The icon 
for the Chevrolet Impala is a good description of 
these deer mid-stride. I was reminded of seeing 
a deer herd with my father on a game drive in 
Gwalior when I was 10 years old: the whole 
horizon was undulating with what must have been 
thousands of running deer. We also saw large 
herds of Cape Buffalo, sometimes at close range. 
Steve said that they were not dangerous when 
they in a large herd since the large males form the 
front line of defence with the calves behind them. 
On one of our drives we encountered a large herd 
of Cape Buffalo as we came out of a wooded area 
onto grassland. There were buffalo on both sides 
of the SUV, so we had to stop and wait for them to 
move on, hoping they would not be spooked.

DIARY OF ANIMALS

Egret (cattle) 55 cm

Great White Heron 95 cm

Grey Heron 100 cm

Goliath Heron 140 cm

Saddle Billed Stork 145 cm

Swainson's Francolin 34-39 cm  
Chicken with a red face

Giant Kingfisher 43-46 cm

Pied Kingfisher 28 cm

Ground Hornbill 90 cm  
Black with red face and throat pouch

Southern Yellow Billed Hornbill 48-60 cm

Red Billed Hornbill 42-50 cm

Bateleur Eagle 55-70 cm  
Black with red face and chestnut brown on the back

Fish Eagle 63-73 cm  
Black body, white head and tail; black under wing  

with white leading and trailing edges

Grey Lourie 47-50 cm  
Grey with pronounced head crest 

Laughing Dove 25 cm  
Pinkish head and cinnamon breast with black spots

Cape Turtle Dove 28 cm  
Call sounds like “work harder”

Hamerkop 56 cm

Helmeted Guinea Fowl 53-58 cm

Plovers and Sandpipers

Little Bee Eater 17 cm  
Green with Yellow neck

Carmine Bee Eater 33-38 cm  
Pinkish red

White Fronted Bee Eater 22-24 cm  
Reddish front and green back 

Lilac Breasted Roller 36 cm  
Lilac breast with turquoise belly and tail; gorgeous

Egyptian Geese 71 cm

Glossy Ibis 71 cm  
Bronze with iridescent green wings;  

laughing loon like call
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Kuflon Basics – A Way 
of Life
Anil ‘Pele’ Kuriyal
582 T, 1994

The spirit of Kuflon Basics had always been a seed 
growing in my mind. Though I belong to Uttarkashi 
in the Garhwal mountains, the mid-terms at 
school provided the platform to organize, plan and 
execute my first treks. The love for the outdoors 
found expression through our regular forays 
into the mountains. Extra-curricular activities at 
School prepared me to take on DIY projects of any 
kind. School equipped us with a strong feeling of 
confidence and self-dependence.

After following a circuitous route via corporate 
and wildlife sectors, I finally came back to 
Uttarkashi and set up Kuflon Basics almost 13 
years ago. It took two years to find an appropriate 
patch of remote land and I was ready to start. 
Beginning with a couple of tents and no electricity, 
slowly, steadily and consistently we have added 
structures and sections to the property. It is still a 
work in progress.

Besides wanting to get back to the outdoors, I 
wanted to create a positively vibrant meeting 
ground that could sustain itself and welcome 
people from different walks of life who share a 

love for nature and a need for its preservation. 
Kuflon Basics is serving its purpose. There is 
always much more to be done but if you believe 
in something, all the hurdles and limitations 
become trigger points for doing that much 
and more.

Kuflonbasics.com

Tigers and Chairs 
Suniti Bhushan Datta
167 H, 1997

Very recently, prior to the high-profile 3rd Asia 
Ministerial Conference on Tiger Conservation, 
hosted by the Indian Prime Minister, the World 
Wide Fund for Nature (WWF) issued a grand 
statement declaring that tiger numbers had, 
for the first time in a century, actually grown. 
This gave rise to the public perception that tiger 
populations across their South and South-east 
Asian range, were thriving quite happily, which is 
most certainly not the case.

WWF has done a lot for conservation, but the 
organisation does seem to have a penchant 
for making extravagant, if not-entirely-accurate 
statements such as this. In 2013, for example, 
they declared that ‘snow leopards had been 
spotted for the first time in Uttarakhand’, ignoring 
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the fact that these beautiful animals have been 
reported for years by mountaineers and trekkers 
who visit the high Himalayas.

In the last decade, the Indian government has 
declared that there were 1411 (in 2006), then 1706 
(in 2010), to 2226 (in 2014) tigers in the country’s 
forests. This is no doubt a good sign, but numbers, 
as any good wildlife biologist will tell you are only 
one part of the larger picture. The media that picked 
up on this news conveniently left out crucial parts 
of the report. Tiger numbers had gone up, but only 
because following on the first estimation exercise, 
hitherto un-surveyed areas had been included in the 
second and third estimation exercises. The same is 
the case with this most recent declaration of global 
tiger numbers. It would perhaps be more accurate 
to say that there are more tigers now than were 
previously estimated. 

This obsession with numbers is an intrinsic 
part of any bureaucracy, and especially in its 
uniquely Indian avatar.It’s like this. At the end of 
the fiscal year, every government department 
does an audit of its equipment - chairs, tables, 
fans, lamps, curtains, printers, computers - you 
name it. That's why there is a serial number 
painted on every bit of government property. If 
even a single bit of furniture or equipment goes 
missing, the babu in charge is reprimanded. 
Property cannot simply go missing - it can be 
'condemned' and disposed off in an auction or 
otherwise. And even for that, there is a record 
kept - in triplicate.

Then you have tigers, leopards, elephants and 
other assorted wildlife which is in the forest 
department's charge. But here's the dilemma for 
the bureaucrats who run the department - from 
time to time various animals go missing and 
unaccounted for... Disaster... So how do you 
account for this missing piece of equipment??! 
You haven't auctioned it off and if it has been 

stolen, some poor babu is going to get it in 
the neck. So the department has to show an 
increase in the number rather than a decrease. 
After all, since you can't paint a serial number 
on a tiger's behind, you can twist the system 
around and declare that in fact you have more 
tigers than there actually are (after all minus 
a serial number, no one can trace it!). The 
government is happy. The public is happy. And 
by the time the truth is out, you will have retired 
to a comfortable life.

That was what happened with the now out-
moded pugmark 'census' (and I use the term 
‘census’, in a very broad sense). And that is 
why the government was initially opposed to 
the photo-trapping method - because suddenly 
every tiger had a serial number of sorts - a bar-
code of stripes, and thus had to be accounted 
for, no matter what.

But, bureaucrats don't survive the system 
without guile and you definitely need a lot of it in 
government service. If you can somehow under-
declare your stock, then you can subsequently build 

it up and look good. That is the new strategy. No 
matter that the whole world declares it flawed, or at 
best, inaccurate. How dare the doubting upstarts 
in the 'non-official' wildlife science community 
question the might of the Government?! If the 
census declares that there are 2226 tigers, then 
there are 2226 tigers. No questions. And why 
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should an independent agency conduct a census 
or analyse the data. It’s not in any rule book or Book 
of Conduct, or suchlike. The data is government 
property, no doubt with an alphanumeric serial 
number, and thus inaccessible to 'civilians'. In the 
course of time, when it is no longer relevant (read: 
when tigers are no more), it will be patronisingly 
handed out to some agency to analyse.

While global tiger numbers may have risen simply 
because larger areas have been covered in recent 
estimation exercises, there are some areas where 
tiger densities are so low that the local population 
is functionally extinct - Vietnam and Laos for 
example. Cambodia has not reported any tigers 
for the last several years. Tigers in the Russian 
far-north are in imminent danger of being wiped 
out. Even in India, there are tracts of forests where 
tigers previously existed, where they no longer do. 

The report of a rise in tiger numbers was a great 
feel-good statement for those concerned and for 
public consumption., But it ignored the fact that 
tracts of potential tiger habitats remain empty 
of these cats, that the illegal trade in tiger parts 
is thriving and that several thousand tiger farms 
in China are convenient conduits for ‘laundering’ 
wild tiger products and for encouraging the 
demand for these products. It is also easy then, for 
governments to declare these tiger-less areas to 
be ‘waste land’, and to quietly hand them away for 
industrial development and exploitation. 

Although, India does have the highest density 
(and therefore, a larger number) of tigers out of 
all the thirteen tiger-range countries, this does 
not by any means imply that tigers are not in any 
danger of gradually fading away. Threats to these 
populations are very much extant. Tiger and wildlife 
conservation, unfortunately for the government and 
everyone involved, is a complex issue. Declaring 
absolute numbers is a simplistic way of explaining 
away all that plagues tigers and other wildlife.

A Dead Habit
Daleep Shamshere Akoi 
646 T, 1995

A version of this story appears in the Hindustan 
Times’ Brunch supplement and has been 
reproduced here with permission of the author.

To hunt, or not. To kill for sport, or not - that is 
the question. 

It’s not a choice many of us have to make. But 
some of us may have walked the path of our 
forefathers - keeping traditions alive, honouring 
the lessons learned, embracing it as a sport and 
learning to love the forest in return.

Others may have learned life lessons in a forest - 
about spirituality and love, about the jungle and its 
ways. All this, while spending time on forest trails 
- season after season, year after year. But without 
any killing. 

And then there are some of us who choose to go 
hunting to place a trophy head on a wall. They 
hide behind noble sounding tags like “hunting 
for conservation”. They will kill for a chance to 
cut off even a dead elephant’s tail. They will 
pay USD350,000 to kill just one animal, like the 
critically endangered black rhinoceros in Namibia. 
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And they will do this while hiding behind the 
‘economic multiplier’ argument peddled by 
some short-sighted countries like Namibia 
who champion trophy auctions as a means 
of enhancing their state wealth. That’s a lot of 
money for one animal – in contrast it could get 
someone four years of undergrad education at an 
outstanding American university. 

Who among us is willing to spend such insane 
amounts of money for taking a life and that too in 
this manner?

Donald Trump Jr and Eric Trump - the two sons 
of Donald Trump - have done it several times, 
killing several wild species, some of them even 
endangered. You can find photos of the two from 
these ‘honourable hunting’ moments: a lifeless 
leopard held aloft in one, a crocodile hanging from 
a noose tied to a tree in another. 

These choices are made by some individuals 
who either have not fully understood the 
precious responsibility of their wealth, or are 
consumed with their outsized egos and a belief 
that the world and its beings are there for them 
to do as they please - a gross misunderstanding 
of what they are entitled to. They do it for 
pleasure and a craving for blood. No matter how 
anyone spins it, there is no honour in killing a 
wild animal in the 21st century, maybe save for 
the cooking pot.

To say that this blood money is going to help the 
animals in the long run is a lie perpetuated by 
those who just want to kill. Period. And they want 
to do it by using technology against which no 
animal can defend itself.

The Dallas Safari Club and Safari Club 
International - clubs that offer trophy hunting 
opportunities around the world - actually have a 
competition wherein they award members who 

kill the most number of animals. Nothing short of 
171 different animals from around the world must 
be killed to get these awards. And according to Dr. 
Teresa Teleky, Director at the Humane Society, SCI 
members have set records for killing more than 
400 different species each!

Killing hundreds of wild animals just to get an 
award. Is that an honourable to way to spend 
one’s money?

Some proponents of these trophy hunts argue that 
the money raised from these auctions will go to 
help in conservation efforts. But that is basically 
a lame effort to acquire a cloak of respectability, 
where none is due, because this economic-
reward argument has been proven grossly 
exaggerated. By its own admission, a study done 
by the International Council for Game & Wildlife 
Conservation (a pro-hunting group) and the UN 
Food and Agriculture Organization, concluded that 
of the USD200 million annual revenues collected 
by companies engaged in trophy hunting, only a 
meager 3 percent goes toward the communities 
it’s meant to help. 

Even if the entire money raised does go to help 
conservation efforts, could that money not be 
raised in a less violent way? According to the 
same study, the USD200 million sum is a paltry 1.8 
percent of revenues that these countries earn in 
non-violent tourism revenues.

Apart from the humane argument, these killings 
interfere with the ability of species regeneration 
because of genetic pool interference. There is also 
the sinister increase in illegal trade of animal parts, 
encouraged by trophy hunting. 

Enlightened nations like Kenya banned trophy 
hunting as early as 1977. Botswana and Zambia 
have banned it, as has Costa Rica. Science is 
yet to conclusively point to any real benefit 
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from killing animals for raising funds for its 
conservation. It is also ambiguous as to how 
much of this money actually goes to the welfare 
of the animals and the human populations that 
share the same space.

In today’s world, there is a critical question 
that arises before us and we must understand 
the implications of our response to it. Are we 
nourishing a consciousness that harnesses the 
power of empathy and understanding to promote 
world wellbeing or, in the 21st century, despite 
several centuries of learning, do we continue to 
succumb to our basest of instincts – killing? 

Surely there are more noble traditions to honour. 
We can all understand the bond created between 
a family on a hunting trip. That feeling of intimacy 
with the wild and being one with nature. The 
lessons drawn from the time spent besides 
rippling brooks and under star-filled skies. They’re 
beautiful moments that anyone would cherish. 
But these lessons don’t have to be learned under 
the crimson shadow of a gun. They can be 
learned, as I and many others have learned them, 
through sight and sound, and by understanding 
the symbiotic nature of the forest and its beings. 
We have understood how critical these animals 
and their forests are for our survival. If the wild 
areas of our world were to die out, so would we. 
And by observing, not hunting, we have also been 
able to understand that like humans, animals too 
are sentient beings. They are able to perceive 
and feel things, positive and negative emotions, 
including pain and distress brought about by this 
kind of hunting. 

Countries are waking up to this reality. New 
Zealand has declared all creatures to be sentient 
beings. And in the words of the great 20th 
century poet and Nobel Laureate, Rabindranath 
Tagore, let us all strive to reach that place in our 
consciousness, “where the clear stream of reason 

has not lost its way into the dreary desert sand of 
dead habit”.

Memories of Mid-Terms 
– A Compilation 
We asked old boys to write in with a few 
memories of mid-terms and it might come as 
no surprise that so much of it involves extra-
official activities in Mussoorie or Delhi! 

Diversification
Yash Gandhi
586 T, 2007

When we first joined school, we were told mid-
terms were the most anticipated time of the term 
- a time to rejuvenate outside the classroom - and 
return refreshed for the remaining term. Old books 
about School showcased groups of masters and 
boys trekking, camping and inevitably bonding in 
the hills. This was something Doon did differently. 
However, as someone not particularly inclined 
towards sports and adventure, the prospect of 
mid-terms was not something I looked forward 
to. I also realized that mid-terms were no longer 
what they used to be in the good old days, as 
those books had shown. There is what I call, a 
diversification of the advent, and a lot to choose 
from these days. During my time in School, I 
attended about one out of four trips, in their 
traditional sense. 

Early Days 
D-form mid-terms were an exercise with an 
adventure company invariably headed by a retired 
army colonel. The aim was to make friends 
more than embrace adventure. These were 
characterized by a non-adventurous location 
and minimal effort (our tents were cleaned). The 
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locations I went to were Kempty Falls and Dak 
Pathar, where we also did para-sailing.

Art’s Sake
Started for the first time during Spring Term 
2002, a group of painters were taken to 
Dhanaulti. The only trek was to Surkanda Devi. 
The days and evenings were filled with making 
art. We were asked to submit three examples 
of work and one of my art pieces won a prize 
during Founder’s Day, 2002. 

Educational
The concept started during 2003. We were the 
first group to go to Delhi, where instead of the 
real jungle we experienced the urban jungle. My 
then tutor, a laid-back math teacher, was least 
interested in coming with us, so he sent our entire 
form to the capital. In Delhi, we visited Mehrauli, 
Tughlaqabad (our guide there was an old boy, Mr 

Ramjilal Suman who scolded us for being most 
un-Dosco), Shahjahanabad, Central Vista, Rajghat 
(where I won a speaking contest on the relevance 
of Mahatma Gandhi) and other parts of Central 
Delhi. The experience was insightful and made 
me like Delhi, a city I have ended up studying, and 
working in. The educational mid-term has since 
become compulsory and has expanded its scope 
with added locations. Students now go to Madhya 
Pradesh as well. 

Round Square 
Ideal for the mid-term shirker as one gets to 
go overseas and not to the hills. I attended the 
international conference in Australia in 2005. The 
experience was educational and I made good 
friends, some of whom I still keep in touch with. 

Social service 
The classic mid-term escapist’s paradise, a 

Jack Gibson leads his mid-term party on an unforgettable fishing and rafting trip down the River Jamuna (1953)
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group of boys and teachers would go to a nearby 
location and engage in social service, cleanliness 
activities and construction work. The food on 
these trips was better and one is exposed to NGOs 
and social workers who are making a difference. 

Optional
In 2006, the school decided to make mid-terms 
optional for Sc formers. Only those contending for 
'most adventurous mid-term' prize didn’t go home. 

The 'real' mid terms I attended were memorable 
experiences like one to Kedarnath in 2004 where 
I learnt planning, leadership, camaraderie and 
thinking on my feet. Despite enjoying every 
experience on my diversified mid-terms, I sincerely 
wish I had attended more of them. 

Regrets
Mohit Agarwal
214 K, 1997

I missed out on a river rafting expedition in our final 
years. I managed to 'bunk' it by way of an injured 
knee one season, and asthma another. It’s now on 
my bucket list. As I get older and wiser, I realise that 
if I had had that exposure, I would have conquered 
some of my many fears (or rather, limiting beliefs) 
at a younger age. And I might have started surfing 
coastal waves a bit younger. Missing those mid-
terms remains one of my big regrets! 

Daal Mein Kucch Kala
Kushal Agrawal
447 T, 2006

I had a really awful experience on my first private 
mid-term in A-form! My batch had picked Beghini 
Bughyal as the destination. Since it was our first 

trip, we decided to cook all our meals on the 
expedition. With that in mind, we stocked up on 
rice, dal and other ingredients to cook our meals 
in the mountains. We took extra precaution and 
even went to the lengths of getting a recipe for 
cooking dal and rice from Mr Makheeja (master-
in-charge of CDH). But once we were amidst the 
hills and hungry, we realized our biggest blunder. 
While ensuring adequate kerosene for the stove 
and stocks of salt for seasoning, we had not 
accounted for the low atmospheric pressure. 
Without a pressure cooker, hours of simmering 
water would not cook our rice and dal. We 
somehow managed the rest of the trip on the 
bhujias and packets of chips! 

Beta ko Bulao
Mani Shanker
452 T, 2000

Big fat treks for DEAS or IAYP, or simply for 
oneself, I was always an over-enthu cutlet so my 
favourite mid-terms were Dodital-Darbatop and 
Gaumukh, Basecamp Shivling. Simply bunking 
sometimes to spend the days in Mussoorie for 
cheap thrills or scooting to Delhi for obvious 
reasons was also a welcome change. For 
some it was adventure and for others it was 
meticulous planning and organising, to dodge 
questioning from suspecting masters on our 
return – the best spies in Chandbagh. That is 
why one always needed a beta in the group, 
in case you needed to finish a trek with a 
convincing storytelling to get away with it. I can 
still remember the rented rucksacks, the Maggi 
and Wai Wai packets, the military water bottles, 
fat sleeping bags, home clothes, and of course, 
the allocation of funds for home dough treats all 
the way! Whatever one did, every mid-term was 
finished off with a share of butter chicken at 
Presi’s to end the trail in style.
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SOS for the Sea
Ananda Bannerjee
@protectwildlife
www.anandabanerjee.in

It is unlikely that you’ve missed the recent news 
of the disastrous oil spill covering the Chennai 
coastline. While authorities deliberate the extent 
of the spill in the sea, and environmentalists 
worry about the scale of damage to marine life, 
one species is conspicuous in its absence from 
the headlines. 

Every year between December and March, 
Olive Ridley turtles, come ashore to lay eggs 
on the sandy beaches of the Indian coast. 
While Rushikulya, in Odisha, gets all the media 
attention for mass nesting of Olive Ridley turtles, 
a phenomenon called Arribada, other nesting 
beaches on the east and west coasts of India 
remain ignored.

Some years back, I walked a small stretch 
of beach between Neelankarai and Besant 
Nagar in Chennai, with the Students’ Sea Turtle 
Conservation Network (SSTCN) - a volunteer-
based turtle conservation group that monitors 
Olive Ridley nesting. I remember the group leader 
showing me my first sea turtle. Sadly, it was dead. 
I was told that the turtle probably got caught in the 
fishing nets of trawlers and suffocated. Similarly, 
thousands of turtles die every year in trawler nets 
all along our coasts. They never make the news 
unlike the tiger, elephant or rhino.

Considering we are in middle of the turtle-nesting 
season, imagine the havoc caused by the 30km-
long oil spill around Chennai’s beaches. Think of 
the last beach holiday where you enjoyed the play 
of sand and surf below your feet and the backdrop 
of a fiery sunset. Now imagine the surf replaced by 
waves of dark and smelly crude oil. Thick, sticky 
and messy - bluntly refusing to let go of your feet.
Whatever authorities may claim of the successful 
mopping up work, oil and other related debris will 
remain for days longer. For the turtles en route to 
the beaches, there is no escape route. Even if they 
manage to escape the trawler nets, there is no 
escape from the oil. 

Our apathy towards marine life and its ecosystem 
stems from a natural handicap - the inability to 
see beyond the terrestrial. Maybe that is why 
the country has remained silent on such a major 
ecological disaster. Since a minority of us in 
the country scuba dive, so many of us miss the 
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experience of the natural world below the blue 
waters around India’s beaches. While visiting 
a forest or nature reserve, you may have 
commented that the air was so fresh and a nice 
change from our polluted cities. But did you 
know that 70 percent of our oxygen comes from 
the ocean?
 
Last year at a wildlife conservation conference 
in the United States, I attended a talk by the 
well-known marine scientist and ocean explorer 
Sylvia Earle. According to Earle and other marine 
scientists, we know more about the surface 
of Mars and the moon than we do of our own 
ocean floor. NASA’s spacecraft have mapped 
100 percent of the red planet and 98 percent of 
Venus. 95 percent of our ocean floor remains 
unexplored. The ocean floor has been mapped to 
a maximum resolution of only 5km. But what we 
know is that our oceans and seas are choking with 
plastic and waste from human overpopulation on 
a global scale. The United Nations Environment 
Programme estimates 8 million tons of plastic 

trash is getting dumped in the seas every year and 
it is said that every bit of plastic ever produced, is 
still there. Zoologists reported earlier this month 
to have found more than 30 plastic bags and 
other plastic waste in the stomach of a whale that 
became beached on in Norway.

Further, the effects of climate change – ocean 
warming and acidification - are disrupting ocean 
currents and marine life. Scientists refers to the 
ocean’s currents as giant conveyor belts, which 
connects one body of water to the other, by which 
the global climate is regulated. These changes 
are destroying coral reefs around the globe too. 
Last year, scientists reported mass bleaching of 
coral reefs in the Lakshadweep and other islands 
in the Indian Ocean. It is not difficult to understand 
the effects of climate change as we increasingly 
experience unseasonal weather conditions in 
India, which is slowly leading to a national food 
and water security crisis. 

Closer to home, our coasts are changing too. We 
have more than 7000km of coastline; long enough 
to put India on the list of top 20 nations with the 
longest coastlines. But unplanned development - 
construction of innumerable large and small ports, 
industries, SEZs and illegal sand mining - without 
understanding coastal environment dynamics, is 
changing our coastal landscape. Today 45 percent 
of India’s coastline is under erosion especially our 
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favourite beaches, which are increasingly getting 
replaced by a sea wall of rocky boulders. 

So, the next time you visit a sea front, sit on a 
boulder to enjoy the breeze or to see the surf break 
and foam, spare a thought for the turtles and their 
nesting beaches. Spare a thought for what we 
stand to lose if we don’t make small steps towards 
rehabilitating our oceans, and keeping them clean. 
Join a local conservation group and spare an hour, 
a few hours or a weekend to make a difference. 

(Ananda Banerjee is an award-winning environmental journalist 
and author. Catch his column 'Out In The Wild' in Mint Lounge.)
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Pied or White Wagtail
(Motacilla alba) Indian Yellowbacked Sunbird

(Aethopyga siparaja)

Indian White-eye
(Zosterops palpebrosa)

Birds of Chandbagh
Shiv Kunal 'Fauji' Verma
182 HB, 1976

"I really think we should have a regular bird club in Doon and make it mandatory for all boys. Some 
outstanding naturalists have come from Chandbagh like Ashish Chandola, Hashim Tyabji, Rahul Sharma and 

most of us were in some way or the other associated with Tiger Tops. It's so much a part of our heritage."
(Original water colours by the author)

'If  you catch one of  these so we can tag it, I'll give
you a Duke's gold badge,' said Guru. Many a time
we almost had the damn thing, but it always got

away. Very common on the Main Field.

Indian Cuckoo
(Cuculus micropterus)

Not the famous brain fever bird (hawk cuckoo) but the 
Indian Cuckoo that says 'grow more peko'. Used to start 

calling whenever it rained, or rather stopped raining.  
I associate the call with rainbows.

Fairly common especially around the  
HM's residence towards the old Music School 

and Tata House

A regular garden visitor. Spent an afternoon at  
Welham Boys' watching these guys.
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Blackheaded Oriole
(Oriolus xanthornus)

Golden Oriole
(Oriolus oriolus)

Green Bee-eater
(Merops orientalis)

Quite common and 
usually found

perched on lantana
bush along the cross

country route.

This Oriole had a distinctive call. Another one 
of  Guru's 'Well, hark what is that bird?'

Indian Pitta
(Pitta brachyura)

Remember seeing one for the first time just behind 
the bamboo clump near the main entrance. Had no 
clue what it was. Described it to Guru who said it 

must have been the Pitta.

Grackle or Hill Myna
(Gracula recligiosa)

In 1972 when I joined school, my mom had separate family 
quarters near the Circuit House. We had a Hill Myna and one 
day I brought her to School. She got away. When all seemed 

lost and I thought I was in for it from my parents, she 
alighted on my shoulder after an exploration of  Chandbagh. 

They're sighted regularly, especially around Rajpur Road, 
though not at School per se.

Hoopoe
(Upupa epops)

I bet half  of  all Doscos still think this is a woodpecker.  
Its crest only opens as it alights on a perch or the ground. 

Busy little fellows around Skinners.

47



THE ROSEBOWL  |  JANUARY 2017

48

Dear Dosco,

I am happy to inform you that ever since the new 
President, Jaswinder Singh Bull (344 J, 1986) and 
his Team, comprising Vice President Rahul Kohli 
(81 J, 1975) and the Executive Committee that 
took over at Founders, your Secretariat has been 
very busy. The Secretariat premises have been 
spruced up, equipped with conference facilities, a 
Projector with retractable screen, an EPABX, our 
computers networked, additional air-conditioning 
and an over all upgrade of all its facilities. Today, 
the Secretariat has a working conference room for 
the use of Dosco from outside Delhi that would like 
to use it for meetings and a resting/reading room 
for the use of Doscos transiting through Delhi, 
both for use during office hours.

All the above work was completed on a war footing 
and was ready for the first Executive Committee 
Meeting (180th) chaired by the new President. 
The meeting was attended by the Members of 

the Executive Committee, Gautam Thapar (200 
H, 1979), Chairman of the Board of Governors, 
Sumanjit Chaudhry (7 J, 1963) Member of the 
Board of Governors & Collegium of Presidents, 
Indresh Narain (288 K, 1961) & Shashank Vira (2 J, 
1983), Darshan Singh (90 T, 1962) and Lalit Nirula 
(142 K, 1959), both Members of the Collegium of 
Presidents, Vikram Lal (198 K, 1957), Senior Dosco 
and a great support for all activities related to 
the School & the Society and Mahesh Sahai (145 
J,1953), our Auditor & Tax Advisor.

Others who attended included, Sunil (Melly) Gupta 
(562 H, 1980) – Design & Printing Committee; 
Nalin Khanna – Golf Head, Raghuvendra 
(Donny) Singh (878 T, 1982) – Cricket Activities 
Head; Varun Choudhary (319 J, 2004), Avneesh 
Sangwan (104 T, 2002) & Nauhar Rana (375 
J, 1986) – Nepal Earthquake Relief Initiative; 
Vinayak Bahuguna (722 K, 1980) – Mumbai 
Representative.; Abhishek Misra (253 J, 1991) – 
Sports Events Management; Sameer Mehra (133 

News from the

DSOBS Secretariat
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T, 1990) – Memorabilia; Akashdeep Puri (230 T, 
1998) – Sotheby’s London; Manuj Ailawadi (332 
H,1967) Class Representative of 1967, (Celebrating 
Golden Jubilee), Vivek Sehgal (402 J, 1986) and 
Gurvinder Dhingra – Delhi Langar Seva Samiti. 

The President apprised the house about the 
discussions he had with Indresh Narain (Chairman 
– Bursary Committee) about the Sliding Scale 
System adopted by the Board with regard to 
awarding Bursaries.

Sumanjit Chaudhry (Chairman – Campus 
Development Committee) gave a presentation on 
the proposed State-of-Art Sports Complex that is 
to be the next major building project on campus. 

Gautam Thapar, Chairman, of the Board of 
Governors, acceded to the following requests 
made by the President:

1. Reconsider cases of Old Boys sons who 
qualified the written Entrance Exam to School, 
but failed in the Interview/Group Discussion

2. To bring back the harlequin (grey & blue) 
games shirt into the school uniform

3. Provide appropriate space in the School 
Campus to the DSOBS to set up a full time 

Memorabilia Store. Sameer Mehra will help in 
designing the interiors once the appropriate 
location is finalized. 

The President informed the house that 20 Old 
Boys sons (out of 78 admissions) were granted 
admission in D Form and 7 Old Boys sons (out of 
14 admissions) in C Form. Five cases would be 
taken up by the Headmaster for re-consideration.

The President and Vice President have constituted 
a new subcommittee based on the cornerstone of 
The Doon School ethos as envision by Doon’s first 
Headmaster, Arthur E Foot, in 1935 in his inaugural 
speech; that The Doon School Boy shall leave 
school as a member of ‘An Aristocracy of Service’.

‘Truly, we mean that the boys should leave the 
Doon School as members of an aristocracy, but it 
must be an aristocracy of service, inspired by the 
ideals of unselfishness, not one of privilege, wealth 
or position.’

To fulfill this ‘tryst with destiny,’ and the time has 
to redeem our pledge and the Subcommittee is 
mandated to: Document and collate the work 
Doscos are doing in the field of public service and 
finally coordinate between Doscos and see how 
we can further their initiatives.

To highlight the initiative the President spoke 
of: The Nepal Relief Initiative last year, was a 
great success with donations, in cash and kind, 

The President, Jaswinder Singh Bull (344 J, 1986) reads the 
Agenda for the meeting watched by Vice President Rahul 
Kohli (81 J, 1975), Secretary Sheel Sharma (345 K, 1966), 
and EC Member Varun Choudhary (319 J, 2004)

Vikram Lal raises a point
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from within the fraternity and individuals and 
organisations totally unrelated to the School or 
your Society. Nauhar Rana created the Facebook 
page and made a fervent appeal for help. In 
response, donations came from all over the world. 
The President proudly acknowledged the faith that 
people and organisations unconnected with our 
Society, had on the DSOBS. Avneesh Sangwan 
spearheaded the collection and transport of relief 
material and Varun Choudhary ensured that the 
relief reached those affected in Nepal. The new 
buildings built with the donations were handed 
over to the Govt. of Nepal and the Nepalese 
Government is highly appreciative of the excellent 
work carried out under the aegis of your Society 
and has acknowledged the same in writing.

Next, Mr. Gurvinder Dhingra of the Delhi Langar 
Seva Society gave a presentation on the its 
programme to feed patients and their families that 
live on the pavement outside the AIIMS Hospital 
while they await or undergo treatment, the 
President strongly recommended the initiative to 
the fraternity.

The DSOBS now has a full-fledged sporting 
Calendar, and it now has its own Flag (created by 
Karan Kapur 385H ’05)! A flag which Donny Singh 
proudly carried when he lead the DSOBS Cricket 
Team to play the annual “Alumni Cricket Bash” 
fixture held between Doon, Mayo, Daly and Scindia. 
Donny and his team must also be congratulated 

for winning the Trophy. Donny Singh also proudly 
lead the victorious Combined XI of Public Schools 
to play the Oxbridge XI in the Tiger Pataudi Annual 
Cricket Match, at the Modern School Barakhamba 
Road grounds.

Doscos the world over, have been having get-
togethers at regional and batch levels:

 y The Dehra Dun Chapter had a get-together 
to welcome Mr. Mathew Raggett, the new 
Headmaster on 17 September, 2016.

 y The Singapore Chapter had a get-together on 
17 November, 2016.

Gautam Thapar, Chairman Board of Governors, Jaswinder 
Singh Bull, President DSOBS

The impressive trophy wall
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 y The Bombay Chapter had a get-together 
to welcome Mr. Mathew Raggett, the new 
Headmaster, in December, 2016.

 y The Calcutta Chapter under Saurabh Dudhoria 
(458 J, 2000) organized a Golf Tournament 
and Dinner (2 December, 2016) and another 
get-together to welcome Mr. Mathew Raggett, 
the new Headmaster, on 12 December, 2016.

 y Chekitan Dev (15 K, 1975) invited all Doscos in 
and around Cornell University to a get-together 
at his house.

 y Ravi Singhee (256 T, 1991) hosted a sit-down 
lunch for the Madras Chapter in his house, 
on 8 January, 2017.

 y Several other Batch & Regional Reunions have 
been taking place regularly.

In December, saw a ‘Sufi Concert’ in the Rose 
Bowl by Raman Kapoor (69 J, 1963) for the school 
boys and students of other schools of Dehra Dun. 

The event was funded by Varun Choudhary’s 
Chaudhary Foundation.

The Memorabilia Sub-Committee has been 
working over-time for the past few months. The 
idea is to curate the merchandise on offer to 
fraternity, and include a more targeted product in 
the bouquet it offers. This will be available for all to 
see (and buy!) soon enough. The commencement 
of the functioning of The Memorabilia Store in 
the school campus will give a further fillip to 
availability of memorabilia to the fraternity & their 
family members round the year.

All smiles after a successful meeting: Vishal Sinha, Jaswinder Singh Bull, Donny Singh, Sameer Mehra, Ashutosh Goyal, 
Vibhas Prasad, Abhishek Misra, Anil Malhotra

Members keenly follow Sumanjit Chaudhry's presentation on 
the proposed indoor sports facility
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NOTICE UNDER RULE 6 OF THE DSOBS RULES INVITING APPLICATIONS FROM PROSPECTIVE  
MEMBERS FOR THE EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE OF THE DOON SCHOOL OLD BOYS’ SOCIETY

January 17, 2017

Dear Members, 

This year, FIVE vacancies will arise in the DSOBS 
Executive Committee which will be filled in at the 
AGM to be held on Saturday October 14, 2017 

The details of the vacancies are:

Sl. No. Group Age Group Vacancy

1.       A 50 - 59 Two(2)

2         B 40 -49 One(1)

3         C 30 - 39 Two(2)

As per the Rules of the Society, the process of 
selection of an Executive Committee Member 
is to be initiated by the President by or before 
January 31, 2017 and notices of such vacancies 
are to be posted on the Society’s website, sent 
out by e-mail or other means of communication 
and also published in the appropriate issue of the 
Rosebowl. Hence this notice. 

The current procedure postulates that all those 
individuals from amongst the DSOBS who wish to 
offer their candidature for being a member of the 
Executive Committee shall confidentially send their 
applications to the President of the DSOBS through 
any member of the DSOBS as a Proposer and two 
other members of the DSOBS as Seconders. The 
Proposer and the Seconders must be from the 
same age band (but not the same Batch) as the 
Candidate. The five age bands are 29 years and 
below, 30 to 39 years, 40 to 49 years, 50 to 59 years 
and 60 years & above. No other recommendation 
in favour of a prospective candidate apart from the 
one sent by/through the Proposer and Seconders 
referred to above shall be either considered or given 

any weightage. The Proposer or Seconders cannot 
nominate or recommend the name of any other 
candidate that year. 

The Proposer and the Seconders along with their 
recommendations should also briefly state as to 
why the candidate they are recommending should 
be a member of the Executive Committee. 

The applications should be accompanied by the 
following: 

(i). A brief Curriculum Vitae of the candidate. 

(ii). The candidate’s contributions to the Doon School 
and the Doon School Old Boys’ Society in the past. 

(iii). The candidate’s strengths and the areas 
in which he expects to contribute to The Doon 
School and The Doon School Old Boys Society in 
particular, and the Society at large, in general.

(iv). What the candidate proposes or expects to 
achieve in four years should he be selected as a 
member of the Executive Committee.

(v). The Batch or Class to which the candidate 
belongs. 

Age eligibility for nomination will be the age of the 
nominee as on the date of this AGM which is on 
Saturday October 14, 2017. 

The term of an Executive Committee Member will 
be for two years and renewable for another two 
years totaling four years.

All applications in conformity with the above 
and the provisions of Rules 6(2)(c),(d) & (e) shall 
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be submitted by or before June 30, 2017. No 
application received after June 30, 2017 shall be 
considered. Once all applications are received, 
I shall constitute a Committee to examine 
the applications and deliberate thereupon 
with the objective of arriving at a consensus 
and recommend the name(s) of one or more 
candidates ,as vacancies permit, for the Executive 
Committee to place before the House for approval 
at the Annual General Meeting. In this process, the 
Executive Committee, the Committee constituted 
by me and I shall follow the procedure postulated 
by Rules 6(2)(g) to (l).

I accordingly invite applications from the DSOBS 
fraternity for Membership to the Executive 
Committee in the age groups of 30 to 39 yrs , 40 to 
49 yrs and 50 to 59 yrs

Applications should be sent in confidence 
addressed to the President (me) to be received by 
or before June 30, 2017. 

Such applications can be delivered (receipt to be 
obtained) or mailed to: 

THE PRESIDENT 
THE DOON SCHOOLOLD BOYS’ SOCIETY 
C-574, LOWER GROUND FLOOR 
DEFENCE COLONY,
 NEW DELHI-110024 

Kindly super-scribe “Application for Executive 
Committee” on the envelope. 

Alternately, you may send the nominations via 
e-mail together with all attachments directly to 
the President (me) at bullsardar@hotmail.com or 
president@dsobs.net.

Thanking you 
Yours sincerely

Jaswinder Singh Bull, President 
The Doon School Old Boys’ Society

January 17, 2017 

Dear Members, 

I have, by a separate notice issued today, invited 
applications for membership to the Executive 
Committee of the Doon School Old Boys’ Society 
in the Age Group C( 30-39)-2 vacancies, Age 
Group-B( 40 – 49)- one vacancy and Age Group 
A(50 – 59)- two vacancies which will arise from 
and after the Annual General Meeting to be held on 
Saturday October 14, 2017. 

As per the current Rules, I am required to 

constitute a Committee to examine the 
applications and deliberate thereupon with 
the objective of arriving at a consensus and 
recommend the name(s) of one or more 
candidates as vacancies permit for the Executive 
Committee to place before the house for approval 
at the Annual General Meeting of the Society to be 
held on Saturday October 14, 2017. 

This Committee, as per Rule 6(2)(i) to (k) of the 
DSOBS Rules is to comprise of the President 
and the Vice President of the DSOBS and two 
members of the Executive Committee as decided 
by the Executive Committee. The said two 

NOTICE UNDER RULE 6 OF THE DSOBS RULES INVITING APPLICATIONS FROM VOLUNTEERS TO 
SERVE ON THE COMMITTEE FOR SELECTING MEMBERS OF THE EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE OF THE 

DOON SCHOOL OLD BOYS’ SOCIETY

mailto:bullsardar@hotmail.com
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Executive Committee members shall be ineligible 
to apply for the post of Vice President for a period 
of four years thereafter. Apart from these four 
members of this Committee, six others will be 
chosen from the five age bands referred to in 
Rule 6(2)(c). One (1) volunteer will be chosen 
from the age band of 29 years and below, one (1) 
from the age band of 30 to 39 years, two (2) from 
the age band of 40 to 49 years, one (1) from the 
age band of 50 to 59 years and one (1) from the 
age band of 60 years and above. 

The notice requesting for such volunteers is to be 
posted on the Society’s website, sent by e-mail or 
other means of communication as also published 
in the appropriate issue of the Rose Bowl by the 
last date of January 2017. Hence, this notice. 

Applications from such volunteers are to be 
received by June 30, 2017 and after receiving and 
noting the name and details are to be placed in a 
sealed box. The draw of names will be conducted 
after June 30 but before August 15, 2017 by me 
in the presence of Executive Committee members 
and others as prescribed by Rule 6(2)(i) to (k)

All applicants should state their name, School 
number, House, year of passing, age band with 
date, month and year of birth as also their postal 
and e-mail addresses, telephone numbers 
including cell phone number and other contact 
details. After noting these details, the applications 
will be folded or resealed and placed in the box 
referred to above. 

Volunteers are requested to note that any 
person whose relative, whether by blood or 
marriage, is a potential Executive Committee 
candidate/applies this year for membership to 
the Executive Committee, shall automatically 
stand disqualified from being a member of such 
Committee. Similarly, any person who has been 
a Proposer or a Seconder of any candidate shall 

also stand disqualified from being a member 
of such Committee. Any person, apart from the 
President and Vice President of the DSOBS, who 
has earlier been a member of this Committee shall 
also stand disqualified from being a member of 
such Committee for four years. Such Committee 
members shall also stand precluded from applying 
for membership to the Executive Committee or for 
the post of Vice President for the next four years. 

Accordingly, I invite applications in conformity with 
the above from the DSOBS fraternity to volunteer 
for the Committee to be constituted for the 
selection of the E.C members. 

Applications should be sent in confidence 
addressed to the President (me) to be received by 
or before June 30, 2017. Such applications can be 
delivered (and receipt obtained) or mailed to: 

THE PRESIDENT 
THE DOON SCHOOL OLD BOYS’ SOCIETY 
C-574, LOWER GROUND FLOOR 
DEFENCE COLONY 
NEW DELHI-110024 

Kindly super-scribe “Volunteer for the Committee 
to select EC Members” on the envelope. 

Alternately, you may send the nominations via 
e-mail together with all attachments directly to 
the President (me) at bullsardar@hotmail.com or 
president@dsobs.net.
Thanking you 

Yours sincerely

Jaswinder Singh Bull 
President 
The Doon School Old Boys’ Society

mailto:bullsardar@hotmail.com
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Sl. 
No 

Description Deadline Rule

1

Process of selection of Executive Committee members 
to be initiated by way of notice to be posted on 
Society’s website or sent by email or other means of 
communication and also published in Rose Bowl.

January 31 6(3)(a) & (b)

2
Request/notice for volunteers for Selection Committee 
of EC to be made/issued by

February 28 6(2)(i)

3
Applications from prospective EC Members to be 
received by

June 30 6(2)(f)

4
Applications/names of such volunteers to be received 
and placed in a sealed box by

June 30 6(2)(j)

5
EC meeting for constituting such Committee by draw of 
lots from sealed box in which all DSOBS members are 
entitled to be present by

August 15 6(2)(k)

6 President to constitute Selection Committee by August 15 6(2)(h)

7
Selection Committee to recommend names for post(s) 
of Executive Committee Members(s) by

Suggested date 
September 15

8
Names recommended by Selection Committee to be 
considered by the EC at a meeting to be convened 
within two weeks of September 15,2017

Suggested date 
by September 29 
and in any event 
before October 5

TIME TABLE FOR SELECTION OF EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE MEMBERS AND CONSTITUTION OF 
SELECTION COMMITTEE TO SELECT EC MEMBERS UNDER RULE 6 OF THE DSOBS RULES 



56

The Rose Bowl 2017 | January Edition | VOL . XLIXI No. 1
If undelivered please return to

The Doon School Old Boys’ Society
C-574 Lower Ground Floor, Defence Colony, New Delhi 110024

www.dsobs.net | office@dsobs.net |  +911 24334808 |  +911 41509019
 @rosebowleditor |  facebook.com/thedoonrosebowl


	_GoBack
	_GoBack

