MAKE THIS CAKE WITHOUT A BAKE!!

INGREDIENTS

*Chocolate Biscuits (Milano/Hide-and-Seek)
*Nutella

*Water

*Gems

INSTRUCTIONS

*Crush the biscuits. Mix one ‘BIG” spoon of Nutella and water with one packet
of crushed biscuits. Beat it with a spoon till it becomes a paste. Do this sepa-
rately for every packet.

*Put the paste in a box and spread it out evenly.

*Decorate the cake with gems or anything else you like.

*Eat it up after that. Be quick or your friends will snatch it!

OTHER TIPS
For beginners, you can use about 6 packets of Milano biscuits (Rs.40 each) and
1 jar of Nutella (Rs.180).

REVIEWS VERTCTCVE

Mr. Sharma gave the cake a 5-star rating. No kidding!

Editorial Team For This Issue

Editors-in-chief:

Prakriti Kataria
Devak Vardhan
Nishant Philip

Photography: Art:
Devak Vardhan Niran Sachdey
Karan Rupani & Uddeshya Singh

EXCELSIOR

- = - @ - T_TE%} gt L= ] T > =

0O ALL TO THE GLORY OF GOD.ww]

A very warm welcome to all...

In this odyssey that one calls life, one does often wonder how one’s life will be after one
has detached oneself from one’s perfect and cushy existence which is so dotingly provided
for by one’s parents or loved ones. The dread of the decisions one will have to make and of
the path one will have to choose to walk on to achieve success are thoughts that some-
times surface during those few and far between moments of introspection. However, the
fear and murkiness surrounding that distant future lift when one realizes that each mo-
ment lived with passion and each passion lived to the hilt can pave the way to a bright to-
MOorrow.

The passion one speaks of is personified in the feet that kick around a football on the sod-
den field or in the minds that prepare for the programme scheduled for the 15th of Au-
gust. The incessant rain appears as a silent orchestra that provides the background score
for all of these activities that have already begun after a short yet gratifying vacation. The-
se exhilarating activities carry us forward with new challenges to face. We look forward to
the excursions, nature walks, and the athletics season and well, | must admit, maybe, just
maybe, to the examinations as well.

So study, play, act, sing, dance, read, write, create, and contemplate, for this time is
never coming back — fill your path to success with mental and physical satisfaction got
from jobs well done! Excelsior!




HEAVEN

Brad Cooper got out of his car into the rain. The wind blew hard against his face forcing him to look in the other direction. The
rain felt like a shot fired from a gun, wounding him everywhere .His black hair stuck wet against his scalp and he shivered un-
conditionally. Yet his piercing blue eyes searched for something far away in the sea. He would have looked like a homeless
man to anyone passing by had it not been for his expensive Bentley or the watch on his wrist. He was just about in his late
twenties and yet lines of anxiety and defeat scarred his face. He looked up into the sky, arms wide apart as if wanting to be
devoured by what lay ahead .He wanted to go to his beloved who had died in his arms in the hospital suffering from Leukae-
mia. He had met her in college and had loved her since. They had got married and even though he knew that he would lose
her, he had decided to live with her as her husband and the father of their children till the very end.

“Lisa,” he cried up to the skies praying hard that an angel would ap-
pear in front of him and take him up to heaven. Heaven! Lisa had smiled at him in her last few minutes and as Brad had
clasped her bony hand gently against his heart, she had said ,”l am going to heaven and | will be watching over you.” He wept,
falling down on his knees. Shouts of anger and pain left his throat as he glared above, searching for someone to pour out his
anger on and blame for this senseless loss. Brad wanted to jump into the sea and let its stormy waves wash him down into
the darkest pit where he could die and join his beloved .He wanted to tear his heart out and scream till darkness would
drown him and yet he could not do so. He had promised her that he would live his life taking care of their two beautiful baby
girls.

Anna and Simone materialized in front of his eyes, laughing and playing .He saw their golden hair blowing in the wind as they
came running towards him. He couldn’t help but wonder how much they looked like their mother. He knew that he was all
they had left. They needed him as he needed them. He looked up to the heavens above as the rain stopped and the clouds
parted to let through a beautiful ray of the sun. He thought that he could see Lisa smiling down on him. She would watch over
them from above and so he got into his car and started towards his daughters. He now had the answer to his daughters’
questions about where their mother was.
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BALANCING TECHNOLOGY

Recently, after some deep thinking, | realized how technology has taken over our lives and the whole world by a storm. It’s
not that this topic had not crossed my mind before; it’s just that | haven’t thought about its effect on me as an individual . In
addition to food, shelter, clothes and education, a mobile phone has become a teenager’s life sustaining force. Surprised?

| wonder how much the cell phone industry earns each year... don’t you?

The technology market is booming and progressing at lightning speed. How long
has the Apple iPad been in the market? Lo behold, the iPad 2 ! A slimmer, sleeker, upgraded and definitely better version of its
predecessor is already here! An iPhone, a BB or an Experia Play is everyone’s dream phone! We've got to have the best lap-
tops, the fastest processors, the best gaming console, a 3D TV and the wish list is endless. We might seem to be asking for too
much but we must dream big, right? However, the catch here is this — is this high-tech era taking its toll on other aspects of
our lives?

With the latest noise-cancellation ear phones plugged in, your favourite rock band is all you hear. A honk-
ing car or your mother is nowhere to be heard. Quality time with family is almost extinct. Verbal inter-family communication
decreases. We live more in a virtual world than on planet earth. Social networking still continues to be a rage. Kids less than
ten years of age are on Facebook and they have more friends than you or |. The worst part of it is that with the development
of technology, cyber criminals too are getting smarter. Cyber-crime rates have really reached sky-high levels. And ironically
enough, a few decades ago, the word ‘cyber’ had very little meaning or implications.

Technology is not just limited to gadgets. Everything
from cars to mattresses, from shampoos to shoes claim to possess the latest technology. There recently was a newspaper arti-
cle which stated that LG had introduced a Wi-Fi connected refrigerator which can be operated from a cell phone. It shows
what your fridge currently has, warns you when the food supply is diminished, displays the manufacturing and expiry date of
packed products and has a lot more features. Sure, it sounds cool and would look good in my home, but why shell out an extra
six-figure sum when it won’t even take a minute to open the fridge and see what you have got and haven’t got? Just plain lazy!

What would you give to remain in this tech-savvy race? A man in China sold his kid-
ney and bought an iPhone. Bizarre isn’t it? Not to him, apparently. We may not be giving our body parts but we are sacrificing
our precious time. A YouTube window with the latest Lady Gaga video playing in HD while you should be practising Math.
There is no time for prayer and devotion but there is always time for a call from your ‘BFF’. It’s high time that we keep a check
on the influence of technology on our lives. This does not mean that technology is bad. It is the greatest thing ever and exist-
ence without it is impossible. But too much of anything is bad. Switch off the screen and go talk to your parents or siblings. Or
go for a walk in the nearby park for an hour. See the immense difference that it makes. So here’s the bottom line — balance
technology in your life and limit it to a minimum. Forgetting cultural and traditional values for technology is a risk not worth
taking.

IN CONVERSATION WITH MR CASHMORE...

When did you join Wynberg-Allen?
I joined the school on 155 February, 1975.

You have been a student at Wynberg-Allen. What were those days like?

They were the very best years of my life. Lots of rules, very strict discipline.
We had many dedicated teachers- mostly foreigners. That time we did not have one tenth of the infrastructural resources that you
have now. Very ordinary food but we ate everything that was put in front of us — and we were perpetually hungry.

Which sports did you participate in as a student at Wynberg-Allen?
I enjoyed hockey, football, swimming & athletics (mainly field & long distance events). Volleyball and boxing were my favourite. I
have represented our school teams in these games but was ‘not’ outstanding — except in boxing.

How do you set the menu?

I spend a couple of hours every month juggling recipes to spread the things that children like evenly over 4 weeks so that nothing is
repeated to create monotony.

What, in your opinion, is the most delicious dish?

The most delicious dish would naturally be the one that the students crave for the most —scalloped potatoes, Spanish omelette,
Quiche egg cheese bakes, Macaroni in cheese sauce-take your pick!

Has anything funny ever happened in the kitchen?

It was reported that the ghost of a former cook (during the fifties) was a permanent resident of the kitchen. After an alleged
“sighting” , a heated discussion began about the authenticity of it . I strongly oppose such “rubbish” and put an end to the discussion.
The following morning when I went to work at about 4:45(in those days we used coal as fuel so work began much earlier than it does
now). When I entered the smoke- filled kitchen, I could not find the person who was supposed to light the fire. Thinking that he had
gone outside, I turned and was greeted with the most blood-curdling scream of “Bhooth bhooth” from just outside the door. I
stopped dead in my tracks, wishing that I had not been so quick to dismiss the quirky phantom. Then I heard a different voice and a
loud cackle of demonic laughter. It turned out that one of the workers had decided to cover himself in a white chapatti sheet and grab
the cook.

How many chapattis do you make in a day?
About 900.If the juniors are extra hungry , we have to make more for the senior girls

and then the number goes up to 1200.

How much bread and milk is consumed in a day?
70 loaves of bread and 75 litres of milk are consumed in a day.

You have been accused of spoiling the senior girls, so do you take it as a compliment?
Yes, because it means, to me, that whatever we produce in our kitchen is appreciated.

Tell us about the food that you were served in your days.
Breakfast comprised Dalia porridge, brown bread, shakkar tea and margarine on the bread slices.
For lunch we got dal, rice, vegetable and channa (roasted) or peanuts..
Tea was accompanied with brown bread and margarine an , of course,
the weekly treat of jam with cream. Dinner brought to the table brown bread /
chapattis, dal, veg and pork or mutton once a week.
If the housekeeper was in a benevolent mood, we were given a spoon of
jam to spread on a chapatti on Wednesdays !!
How did you meet Mrs Cashmore?
I met her when [ was working with her parents in school.
Which dish did you prepare for her ?
Those were the good old days when neither of us knew how to cook!!
What does she make the best?
She cooks a very good grilled chicken.

Sweetest incident involving an ex-student?
A girl returned to school after 10 years and actually began to cry when I didn’t recognize her!!
Srishti Bansal




Reporting for ‘Joggy, Jogey’, Sir!

The story of the morning jog,

Struggling through the mist and fog.

The fog we speak of is of a different kind-

The kind that shrouds the sleepy body and mind.

Ok boys, get in line and make me look good.

Let’s go, boys! Joggy Joggy Time!! Mr Champa
approaches the ‘Chamber of Sleepers’...

‘Why do I get only two hours of sleep? But
I do look very handsome even when asleep,
don’t I?

Why me! ?

As the rays of the sun spread and herald the begin-
ning of a brand new day, this crusader for sleep seeks
the warm folds of his quilt for a quick trip to the land
of slumber!

The stubborn refusal...

The acceptance of the inev-
itable with resignation...

By
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Please God, don't let it be Kincraig again!!!




