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IT gives me immense pleasure to learn that the college 

is publishing another souvenir, albeit in the form of 

a booklet, which I believe, will genuinely depict not 

only the literary creations sprouted in the would-be 

inspiring, literary minds but also a wide-spectrum of 

extra-curricular activities organized in this academic 

year, as there is no denying that academic pursuit 

coupled with the laurels achieved in the domain 

of extra –curricular activities is undoubtedly  of 

paramount importance for the unison of the body 

and the mind. With this principle as our motto, GEMS 

Institute of Higher Education (GIHE), the higher 

wing of GEMS, has been operated since its inception, 

and it has been able to stand out as a well-reputed 

institution within a short span of time.  

I am pleased to note down that this academic year 

has been an eventful and fruitful one with numerous 

events such as GIHE Youth Fest, Educational 

Excursions to India, Ghorepani and Chitwan, 

Rafting to Trisuli, Inter-college Debate Competition, 

Students’ Participation in Inter-college Science 

Exhibitions, Inter-college Football Tournament, a 

host of Talk Programmes to name a few. All these 

activities required for life-skills have been successfully 

run due to the strong commitment demonstrated by 

the hardworking teaching and administrative staff of 

the college. It is my utmost belief that such events, 

which are important for the holistic development of 

students, will be continued in the years ahead with 

the maximum utilization of existing resources and 

participation of students.

I feel proud to tell you that our graduates have been 

able to occupy places in prestigious universities 

both home and abroad, and the credit for these 

achievements goes to the hardworking students and 

staff.

Finally, I take this opportunity to congratulate all 

those involved directly or indirectly on the timely 

publication of this GIHE souvenir, and invite you all to 

enjoy reading them.

............................
Rajesh Khadka
Executive Chairman

MESSAGE FROM THE
EXECUTIVE CHAIRMAN
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IT is with pleasure that I extend a welcome to you 
to the GIHE Souvenir, the annual magazine of 
exemplary writing by students enrolled at GIHE. This 
is our fifth edition of the Souvenir, whose inaugural 
edition was published in 2011. The pieces featured 
in this edition were written during the 2014-2015 
academic year.

Since its inception, the GIHE Souvenir has served to 
be a forum for expression of the creative and literary 
talents of the students. So it goes without saying 
that the students who have contributed to this GIHE 
Souvenir in the form of articles, essays, travelogue, 
poems, biographies etc. have done a commendable 
work. To explore one's creativeness through play of 
words is indeed laudable and we hope to witness 
more involvement from students in such spheres 
of student activity through which one can learn to 
express to the best of one’s abilities. 

Credit must be given to the ECA-in-charge, Mr. 
Lawang T Bhutia for taking the initiative and 
coordinating the process of compiling the GIHE 
Souvenir. Thanks are due to the Chief Editors, Mr. 
Govinda R. Sharma and Ms. Rajini Mukhia and the 
team of sub-editors for painstakingly going through 
the draft and helping in the editing of the same. The 
editorial team deserves a special mention for taking 
on the bulk of the responsibility and ensuring this 
edition proves an interesting read. The GIHE Souvenir 

would not have seen the light of the day if not for the 
contribution of Mr. Dhruva Rai who helped with the 
layout and computer settings.

Finally, our sincere thanks go to all the students who 
submitted their writing for our consideration. And 
congratulations to the students whose work was 
selected; they can be justifiably proud of having their 
work chosen for publication, and we are happy to 
acknowledge their achievement.

To conclude, good writing is supposed to evoke 
sensation in the reader - not the fact that it is raining, 
but to evoke the feeling of being rained upon. Happy 
reading. 

.............................
Dr. Rajeev Chhetri.
Academic Head.

FOREWORD TO
GIHE SOUVENIR
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IT gives us a great deal of pleasure to pen a few words 
as prologue to our annual magazine exclusively 
aimed at churning out the latent talent of our 
budding literary geniuses  in various genres of 
literature and depicting an array of extra-curricular 
activities conducted in and beyond the college all the 
year round. Unlike in the past, this year’s magazine 
is anticipated to be slightly more voluminous and 
informative with the inclusion of class and other 
relevant photographs portraying the genuine 
events of the college. The production of an annual 
booklet bears testimony to our commitment to 
sharpening the communication skills of our students 
in black and white required for their multifaceted 
personality development, for needless to say, 
today’s education encapsulates other  essential life 
skills,  and not merely acquiring bookish knowledge 
by being confined within the four walls of a 
classroom. Therefore, our incessant endeavour is 
to provide our aspiring students a comprehensive 
education so as to develop them into academically 
proficient, physically able, morally upright and 
socially integrated individuals. Within a short span 
of time of its inception, GIHE has been able to lay a 
firm foundation both in academics and the extra-
curricular domain and give our graduates an edge 
over their counterparts thus enabling them to carve 
a niche in the pursuit of their tertiary education and 
sought-after careers by going in lineage and heritage 
of the college doctrine. 

An amalgamation of literary manifestos and 
reports brought out as the outcome of many seen 
and unseen hands working frontal and behind 
the scene including the entire editorial team, this 
year’s venture will hopefully draw the attention of 
many enthusiastic readers to enrich their minds 
through fictional writing and meet their interest 
and inquisitiveness to be abreast of the annual 
phenomenon of the college. It is our staunch faith 
and conviction that all our valued readers will be 
inspired to peruse each and every creation included 
herein.

Editors- In-chief      

          The production of an 
annual booklet bears testimony 
to our commitment to 
sharpening the communication 
skills of our students in black 
and white required for their 
multifaceted personality 
development.

EDITORIAL
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“IT WASN’T supposed to be like this. The 

way I had imagined my life to turn out was 

definitely not the way I am living it now. 

But I couldn’t help myself. The urges that 

developed within me were too strong for me 

to keep in control. I felt as if I was not the 

master of my body but had fallen slave to my 

own desires. 

It started nine months ago. I was living a 

normal life, a happy family which included 

me and my wife. We were as happy as any 

couple in this universe could ever dream of 

being. We called it our ‘happy world’. Money 

was never an issue and we were pretty 

well-off. We had the riches, the happiness, 

true love, and loyalty, everything that 

perfectness demanded. But then again, 

the best things in life ends like a flash. The 

tragedy hit us, Rebecca was diagnosed with 

cancer. 

Our ‘happy world’ fell apart bit by bit with 

time. She had been hiding the pain all along, 

just so the perfect life we were living would 

not be ruined. We were happy and suddenly 

all was gone, just vanished in a matter of 

few seconds.  The doctors said that there 

was no hope as she had already reached the 

last stage. 

The last memories with her are still vivid to 

me despite of my current situation. I shared 

the last moments with her at our house; 

she was bed-ridden and was struggling to 

speak but refused to be taken to a hospital. 

I watched in dismay as all I could do was 

nothing to ease her pain and then the truth 

hit me; she was going to die. All I could do 

was watch helplessly. In spite of these tough 

situations, she managed to smile every time 

I went to her. Every time I gave her hope 

that the doctors were doing all they could 

and we would surely return to our happy 

world together but we both knew; it was 

nothing more than false hope.

‘I know Paul, you are doing the best you 

could,’ she had managed to say through her 

oxygen mask while coughing every second. 

‘I just want you to understand, I will be gone 

but not our ‘happy world’, you have to keep 

living in it for both of us. Just be happy, that’s 

all I ever wanted for you” She gave it her all 

and grabbed my hand gently.  I couldn’t 

stop my tears from rolling down my ageing 

cheeks. And then...”

My eyes began to fill up as my companions 

sitting opposite to me across the steel table 

began to whisper among themselves. I 

thought to myself, Paul White and Rebecca 

White. What changed?

“So Mr. White, you didn’t exactly answer our 

question. What were you doing with that 

drug? From the looks of it you are an addict. 

”asked the officer who addressed himself as 

Detective Ryan. “Just tell us who supplied it 

to you and we will do our best that you face 

minimal of charges.”

After hours of interrogation and nagging, 

I gave them a name. Jessie. Someone who 

supplied me my daily dosage. They concluded 

that I was of no more use to them so they 

decided to let me go under a condition that 

I would get enrolled in some rehabilitation 

centre, which they recommended. Seeing 

no other options, I agreed readily. 

I was escorted out of the building after some 

signatures here and there. As I walked out 

& the main entrance, the sunlight fell upon 

my face blinding me for a second. I started 

walking away from the building with my 

pace quickening with every step. After a 

few meters, I glanced back to the place 

from where I emerged. All that was visible 

to me was a board, right on top of the main 

entrance. DEA. 

* * *

The next day was the most terrible one 

to come. Not only was I late for my first 

day at some rehabilitation center, I was 

recommended somewhere in the suburbs. It 

was quite a few miles from where I resided. 

Fighting with my constant urges of using 

again, I barely managed to drive straight. 

So I decided to take the local bus instead of 

being arrested again for unsafe driving.  The 

unusually slow traffic along with the snail-

like pace of the local bus made the journey 

even longer. 

When I reached my final destination, I could 

see people lingering in groups on the front 

yard of the “New Orleans Rehabilitation 

center”. As soon as I stepped through the 

fence gate, I was directed towards the main 

building. 

Contradicting the dark corridor I had to 

walk through, the room was well lit even 

though it was early in the day.  The walls 

were embellished with pink color and the 

room gave off a flower like odor. 

I knocked on the pink door. “Excuse me, I am 

Paul from,” I was interrupted midway when I 

was directed to come in. 

I stepped inside and then only did I notice 

her. “Hello Paul, I am Sarah and I will 

be looking after you personally. I mean 

no offence but convicts who enroll are 

particularly looked after by me.” She gave a 

smile as she motioned towards the chair in 

front of her desk. I accepted her offer and sat 

on the well polished chair. 

BEAUTIFUL FACE

(Some portion of ideas inspired from ‘Breaking Bad’)

I could feel the coldness transferring from the ground to my body. I didn’t know for how long 

I had been lying there but I knew it had been for quite a while. Slowly my senses started com-

ing back to life and then only did I realize the urgency of the situation.

Samyam Shrestha, XI ‘B’ "

"

ECA FACULTY, 2014/15

ADMIN STAFF, 2014/15
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 I had only managed to sit down when she 

began explaining the rules and procedures 

that I had to follow during my time there. 

My sessions lasted an hour each day and it 

was mostly conducted during the evening 

hours from 4pm to 5pm. Although she 

talked for more than half an hour that was 

all the information I managed to gather 

from her as I was busy staring at her face. 

Her face was picture perfect, from the minor 

detail of one strand of her hair falling out 

of place to the cautiously put on mascara. 

Her pink lipstick reminded me of Rebecca 

in some way. After a long time, something 

stirred inside me. Something which was 

buried after Rebecca’s death and which I 

thought would never surface. I knew it was 

wrong as it was too soon after her death but 

I kept staring anyway. 

Later only did she notice me staring and 

looked the other way. As if changing her 

mind, she looked at me soon afterward and 

gave a quick smile. “So guess I will be seeing 

you tomorrow,” she said while looking me in 

the eyes.

Our gaze didn’t leave each other until I got 

up to leave saying goodbye. The day was not 

the most terrible one after all.

* * *

I can recognize that beautiful face 

anywhere, just like Rebecca’s. Every night 

I would end up wide awake thinking about 

that face and its perfectness. But I needed 

to know. I needed to know if she felt the 

same way I did.  A week had gone by since 

my first encounter with her but it felt like 

I knew her my whole life. As they say time 

heals everything, I was healing from the 

darkest time of my life and Sarah somehow 

acted like a catalyst to quicken my healing 

process. But deep inside I knew forever 

could not be long enough for me to heal 

completely. 

Our bond was growing and my condition 

was improving as well. My cravings for 

drugs had decreased considerably but my 

cravings for her increased. We would just 

talk for hours and my sessions usually lasted 

more than an hour. 

It was 11 in the morning on the 13th day 

since my sessions had started. The phone’s 

ringing broke the eerie silence of the house 

as well as my chain of thoughts. I finished 

the last sip of my coffee and picked up the 

receiver, “Hello?” I asked automatically out 

of habit.

“Paul. This is detective Ryan from the DEA 

and I want you to swing by my office this 

afternoon as soon as possible. Need to talk.” 

Said an authoritative voice over the phone 

and hung up immediately after conveying 

the message.

I thought what that was all about and 

decided to clean the house before I left. It 

took me an hour and I barely managed to 

clean a single room. I finally got up to leave 

for Detective Ryan’s office at around noon. 

“Nice to meet you Paul,” said the detective 

as he greeted me when I entered his office. 

“Sorry to call you in so unannounced but it 

seems that there has been a development. 

This Jessie guy which you informed us about 

a few weeks ago is believed to be involved 

in, let’s say quite a large drug scandal. We 

also believe that he is the center of this 

whole illegal mess. Since you were one of 

his clients, we want your help to track him 

down. If he tries to contact you in any way 

or if you could contact him in any way, we 

want you tell us right now.”

“I don’t do drugs anymore detective.” I said 

proudly. 

“You better not,” said the detective 

seriously. “Also there is a money reward of 

20k for individuals providing us with any 

information. I just wanted you to know 

that.” There was a pause for a moment as I 

got up to leave. “I know you are broke Paul, 

you could use that money. Just get us Jessie.” 

He added as I closed the door behind me and 

left.

The cool breeze brushed over my face as 

the bus moved along in its regular route. 

My mind began to clear up and I started to 

think about Sarah. My life was now in its on-

off situation. I would think about Sarah and 

rejoice but then I would remember Rebecca 

and immediately my mood would change to 

my passive phase. 

The driver was now accustomed to my 

route and would stop automatically at my 

stop. I got out of the bus and checked the 

time. 6:00pm. I was late and it had started 

to become dark but I hoped Sarah would 

be waiting for me. I was about to enter the 

main building when a guard stopped me 

and informed me that everybody had left 

and there was no one in the building. My 

heart broke a little but I decided to come 

back the next day. 

As I was walking down the path away 

from the center, I noticed I was not alone. 

A stranger was walking towards me. Fear 

resided in me but soon vanished as the 

stranger walked past without even noticing 

me. I was relieved but soon after I was struck 

with a moment of realization. It was Jessie. 

I hesitated but finally decided to follow him 

just to gain some info or locate where he 

lived, anything that could lead me to that 

20k. I followed quietly out of sight. 

Jessie walked through the path as if he knew 

each and every stone in front of him. He 

stopped in front the rehabilitation center 

and checked to see if no one was around. I 

immediately hid behind a lamppost a few 

meters away. 

I had only managed to emerge from 

my hiding position when I saw that he 

was already going inside the building. I 

continued to pursue him dodging the sights 

of the vigilant guard. 

When I was successfully inside the building I 

saw him make a quick right stride down the 

hall as if he was waiting for me to see where 

he went. I walked quietly and quickly and 

leaned myself against the wall where I had 

seen him just a few seconds ago. I listened 

for any noises that could determine what 

my next move could be when I felt a blow on 

the back of my head and everything went 

black.

* * * 

I could feel the coldness transferring from 

the ground to my body. I didn’t know for 

how long I had been lying there but I knew it 

had been for quite a while. Slowly my senses 
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started coming back to life and then only 

did I realize the urgency of the situation. 

I could hear voices outside the metal door 

as I checked around. I knew I was held 

in a basement but basement of where. 

I concentrated my senses on the voices 

outside the door. “Let me deal with him. We 

can’t keep him alive anymore. He has been 

analyzed enough.” was all I could make out. 

That voice, I knew that voice. 

Then suddenly the door opened and I heard 

someone walk in. It was Jessie. I thought 

he was about to kill me when all he did was 

stare at me. He then bowed his head as if 

paying respect for someone who owned 

him.  I was about to plea when someone else 

walked in. Detective Ryan. 

I was baffled. The man who should protect 

the law was himself breaking it. I was in 

complete shock as to how matters had 

escalated so quickly. First of all was I not 

only held captive, I knew one of the highly 

ranked officers of the DEA was secretly a 

drug kingpin. 

He walked up to me and punched me in the 

face. “Who else are there with you? Who 

else knows Jessie? Who have you told about 

him?” he demanded. I was still in shock and 

didn’t even listen to what he was saying. I 

knew this was the end; he would kill me as 

soon as I told him that it was me alone who 

was following Jessie and me alone who had 

seen him before and now. He punched me 

again as blood started to ooze out of my 

mouth.

“Enough.” commanded a voice from the dark 

outside the room. As if commanded by the 

chief, the detective stopped. I could hear 

someone walking very slowly towards me. I 

looked up fighting the aches in my head and 

also the blood that had now started to flow 

from various parts of my face. 

I could recognize that beautiful face 

anywhere. I was now both lost and 

heartbroken. That beautiful face acted as 

a mask which when removed, unveiled 

a hideous and evil secret that no one 

could even speculate existed within. That 

beautiful face fooled everyone and I was 

non-wiser.   

“Didn’t think that you would come to know 

my secret in the most deranged of fashion. 

But I guess our love story ends here.”

 Then before I knew it, a gun was pointed at 

my forehead. There was the slight hesitation 

but the trigger was pulled.  “Rebecca.” I 

whispered as my happy world collapsed 

forever.

It’s hard being different, but don’t stop

It’s hard being alone, but don’t stop

It’s hard being sad, but don’t stop

Don’t stop hoping for things to get better. It’s hard to believe that tomorrow will 
be better when today isn’t better. So, make your today better.

Don’t stop being kind!!!

Some people are very cruel and some days it seems we fall over each and every

one of them, but just keep walking. The happiness you need is there, right  round 

the corner, waiting for you to find it. And you will, if you keep kindness

And respect as your guiding force.

Don’t stop working hard and work harder on the days, you don’t 

Want to work at all.

Don’t stop letting people in even though you know their leaving will hurt.

Don’t stop loving even though you may not get love back in return.

Don’t stop living when it seems dying would just be so much easier.

Don’t stop seeing your tiny successes hidden behind in the middle of

your biggest failures.

Don’t stop believing in yourself.

Don’t stop believing in others, either.

Remember goodness will always win…in time…with faith…if you

Don’t stop…!!!

DON’T STOP…
Suman Sharma, XI ‘ A’

ALL 
I KNOW
Aabhiskar KC, XII A 

All I know is that

We should live 

Live upon the dreams

We dream!

Don’t let your fear 

Make you down

Reach all those virtues

That you are meant to bound.

All I know is that

We should live

Like doing all the

Better deeds.

Don’t let your hatred

Make you hate

Spread much love

That will make you great.

All I know is that 

We should live

Live upon the dreams

We dream! 
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THAT one afternoon, when you are 

coming back home from the school with 

the heavy bag on your shoulders and 

earphones plugged in, there are some 

boys outside the ‘chiya pasal’ on their 

bikes with cigarettes in their hands and 

eyes on you. Head down, red face, you pull 

the skirt a little low, your steps quicker. 

You pass by them, acting like you can’t 

sense them staring at you. You increase 

the volume of your iPod, pretending you 

didn’t hear them whistling at you. How 

you wish you had taken a different road.

That summer day, when you wear your 

new denim shorts and go to the market, 

you are laughing with your friends while 

walking down the streets and all of a 

sudden you freeze as you feel it. The touch 

among the many touches, that push 

which was not caused by a rush to reach 

somewhere or because of the crowd. You 

know how intentional it was. You look 

back and there is this man, smiling at 

you. Strangely, his eyes are fixed on you. 

His eyes so bright with no shame at all. 

You go home and tell this to your mom 

and all you get is “You better stop wearing 

those shorts outside.” How you wish you 

lived somewhere else.

Then there is this dreadful evening when 

you have to stay late outside. It’s 19:07 

and you are there in the dead road of the 

big city, waiting for a vehicle. Then a huge 

worn out bus stops in front of you. It is 

so packed, you can barely stand properly 

and the seventeen year old conductor 

pushes you inside, touching your waist. 

Oh, he is just trying to get you in. The 

tension of holding your bag and not 

letting your shawl slip down is just too 

much. There is this man who is probably 

in his thirties, standing so close to you, 

can smell tobacco in his breath. He has 

hungry eyes, just waiting for the chance 

to fall over you. Your dad calls and scolds 

you for being out for so late. You can 

sense his concern and how worried he is. 

He’ll probably not eat until you get back 

home. How you wish you didn’t have to 

be there.

You have your male friends at the 

canteen, laughing over something. You 

are there, feeling lucky enough to be 

included when you realize what they are 

talking about. Shame flashes over your 

face and you bite your lips. The confidence 

in their voice while they are talking about 

such things about some girl in front of 

you is shocking. The lack of hesitation 

confuses you. Is it because we’re so close? 

Or because, they think I don’t mind. How 

you wish you were a boy.

You know, every day, you just have been 

luckier than those girls in the newspapers 

who just weren’t at the right place at the 

right time, but where is the right place 

and where is the right time? How easily 

we forget that your daughter, sister and 

even you could have been there instead of 

them. Or maybe tomorrow you will. We 

need to remember that we aren’t safer 

than they are. So, what do we do about it?

BEING A GIRL IN KATHMANDU
Prapti Tiwari,  12 ‘D’

From the corner of his eyes,

he could see her

Giving out the smile that

brought him solace

Yet also the one that drowned his heart

for he knew it would not in 

the least belong to him

And just like how we admire stars

knowing we can never have it

He did the same, contempating

her existence, itself as a 

bliss.

I smile;

Because you said

I wouldn't be able to 

anymore.

But maybe all these heartbreaks,

pain, broken trusts; they aren't

signs of god hating us

Maybe they are all a way paved

for us, to stand as our own

armour.

She clenched her teeth trying

to fight the tears

and wrapped her arms around

her thighs

trying to get the tiniest she could

hoping the pain would shrink too

But only if things worked that way.

And yet another night passed

by her,

hoping everything would be okay.
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DRIVING to a well-paying job in a luxurious car not having a taste of defeat 

in love and living a healthy life in an excellent bungalow may be defined as 

happiness to most of the people. Moreover, a hint of prestige in the society 

may establish them as the happiest people.

In the meantime; the news of the suicide of the richest man in the town, the 

divorce of the celebrities or the split up of  some well-to-do couples followed by 

the headline stating the nervous breakdown of a well-renowned personality, 

eventually motivate us to alter the former definition of happiness.

A thirsty traveler; lost in the middle of a desert accompanied by its loneliness 

and the heavy weight of exhaustion finds a pool of water glistening at a 

distance. For an instance, it may be the happiest moment of his life despite 

the bitter reality of the mirage awaiting him. As a consequence, happiness 

isn’t solely dependent on achieving the goal. However, it has certain relation 

with adapting a chilled night with a hope of having a warm sunlight the next 

morning

In a sense, the meaning of happiness differs from person to person. However, 

generalizing its core concept it cannot be limited to the material world. In 

the curse of searching a long lasting happiness, one must not forget that it is 

found nowhere but within himself. To put it in other words, it depends on the 

way we look at different situations and handle them.

In a nutshell, happiness is something which is received when a poor person 

finds hidden pleasure in poverty, a broken-hearted laughs on the reason of his 

own miseries and people learn to carry on not without blending present with 

memories.      

HAPPINESS 
Prashant S.Basnet, XII ‘C’ 

Life can’t get more painful

Suffering is an embedded word

Ups and downs a nature of life

 Darkness is all I feel

Hopes and faith have vanished 

Searching for light so faint

Desperate soul is all I have

Someone please lead the way

Surrounded by abominanting Aura

I acceded to the throne of Hate

Scandalizing others by playing with Grim

I have entered the homophobic phase

Waiting for the end of this loop

Haven’t experienced zing so far

Life has been acting like a cryptic void

Eternal sleep is all I search in the abyss.

INTO 
THE ABYSS
David Yongya, XII ’A’

IT’S NOT ENOUGH to know how to study, you need to know when to study. Pulling an ‘all 

nighter’, literally staying up all night to study for a test is nothing but crazy.

After staying up all night, you are likely to remember less of everything you studied. Have 

you ever seen an athlete go through sleep deprivation before the big game? Does a politician 

stay up all night before his big debate? Does a company’s CEO go sleepless before his/her 

annual meeting with the Board of Directors? Of course not.

 You should get at least four hours of sleep the night before any test. And don’t push yourself 

too much on the caffeine as well. Just because some is good doesn’t mean more is better. 

Too much caffeine will hurt your ability to concentrate.

 The things you were taught in the class alone are not enough for you to prepare for a big 

test or finals. You need to figure out what part of the day is the most effective to study time 

for you and start gearing up before hand.

Every class is different and so is every student. Just start early, do what works for you, and 

keep at it until you feel like you have a good grasp on the subject matter. You’ll surely do 

good in your test. But if you have seriously procrastinated studying, sometimes pulling an 

all nighter is the only option for you. If you have to go that route you may as well do it right 

and just hope for the best.              

“STUDENTS” 
AND 

“ALL-NIGHTER”

Ichchha Ghale, XII 'D'
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Beyond the precipice of pain and anguish

The mortal soul does break and languish

No matter how bolstered the body may be

The soul is as frail as frail can be.

But within the calcareous shell

An un-relinquishing spirit does dwell

As pain in the depths of the heart is percolated

Life as blood and sweat is precipitated.

Life seeps in and life flows out

The elixir of life is treasured in a time of drought

And as the tides of life erode the heart

The struggle for a valued existence does start.

A struggle in which humanity is to be saved

Broken paths to inner joy are to be paved.

Let not the struggles crush the frail soul

Nor the bolstered body, when life takes its toll.

BEYOND 
THE PRECIPICE
Subij Shakya,  XII ‘C” 

Sketch by Parusha Pradhan

REMEMBER the time when nothing seemed 

to go right or that middle school year when 

you parted ways with your best friend since 

primary school?

We all tend to lament over things that hap-

pened in the past and probably spend half 

our lives thinking about things or situa-

tions that can’t be undone. We don’t have 

the power to undo the things that made us 

sad at some point in our life. There are past 

memories that haunt us and the least we 

can do to escape from it is to choose where 

we go from there. Still humans are always 

stuck in the crossroads of the past and the 

future and the time where they have to 

make the most out of is always dark.

It is important to realize that our past 

doesn’t define us and neither is our future 

certain or predictable. It all depends on how 

we handle our present and live in the mo-

ment. However, it is discouraging and de-

pressing to see how everyone is sad about 

things that happened years ago or anxious 

about the future and things that are way 

out of our control. In this clash of the past 

and the future, humans have actually oblit-

erated the true essence of life.

Stephen chbosky, author of “The Perks Of 

Being A Wallflower” has stated in the book 

“you spend your whole life stuck in the lab-

yrinth thinking about how you will escape 

it one day, and how awesome it will be, and 

imagining that future keeps you going, but 

you never do it. You just use the future to 

escape the present.” I conceive it to be com-

pletely relatable because today we’re all into 

making our future better and brighter, but 

in this run, are we happily living in the pres-

ent? The answer of many would probably be 

a no.

This is because visualizing of a better future, 

we make so many sacrifices and when we 

have that future in our hand, we tempt to 

something greater and in this long run we 

forget the time we have in our hand, the 

time that is now with us.

Therefore, it’s time we erase the memories 

that besiege us, forget about the future for 

at least once, stay where we are and live in 

the present because we own this time and it 

shall never come back.

LIVE 
IN THE PRESENT! Avipsha Rayamajhi, XI ‘D’
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INFORMATION TECHNOLOGY has brought significant 
change in business, communication and the entire human 
life as a whole. It is the study and use of systems for storing, 
retrieving and sending information. This can include 
software, hardware, applications and much more. Much 
of what people use in the 21st century was created with 
the help from information technology making things very 
convenient. It is now widely used and very important in 
various fields like business, finance, education, healthcare 
and security.

With the introduction of computers, the business world has 
changed forever. 

Many major business companies make or purchase software 
packages and hardware to get their job done. Most larger 
businesses have their own IT department to update 
the software and hardware for faster use. Information 
technology has allowed the consumers to keep up with their 
supply and demands instantly as they can order whatever 
they want with just a few clicks on business websites like 
Amazon. It is equally important in finance as major banks 
and security keep tabs on everything to keep everyone safe. 

As more online transactions are done, the internet requires 
more networks, more computers and more security 
programs to keep its consumers safe. This promotes more 
job opportunities for people interested in programming. It 
has also made faster and easier our work than ever to send 
or receive money. Improvement in Information technology 
has allowed for greater reform in healthcare.

Using CAT or MRI scans, the doctor can use a computer to 
create a detailed image of your organs that show changes in 
your body, which may not be found by blood tests or other 
medical tests.

Talking about globalization, information technology has 
not only brought the world closer together but people from 
far corners of this world can also talk to their families or 
friends with social networking. In the field of education, 

INFORMATION 
TECHNOLOGY

Ayush Jang Rana, XII ‘B’

The number one benefit of information technology is that it empowers people 

to do what they want to do. It lets people be creative. It lets people be produc-

tive. It lets people learn things they didn't think they could learn before, and so 

in a sense it is all about potential." 

"

"Steve Ballmer (Former CEO Microsoft)

Embers growing, sparks seen glowing

Raging on as boiling blood’s flowing

Sweet remorse no longer lives

Nor an ounce of pity it gives

Jaded once, reignited once again

From ashes awakened; borne of pain

As darkness swallows life a whole

Rebellion emerges with an ardent goal

Festering freeze bites rotting warm flesh

Warmth and bitter cold; like grains thresh

E M B E R S 
GROWING
Subij Shakya, XII  ‘C’

it has provided a wide range of opportunities for students 
to learn through online classes from such small devices like 
Smartphones or tablets. Learning computer science can give 
you some of the best paying jobs in the world. 

Programmers, system analyzers, hardware and software 
developers, and web designers all owe their jobs to information 
technology. Without such advances, these jobs would not exist.

Computer science is mostly based on programming and 
learning to code. The ability to code enables young generations 
of students to become creators rather than consumers. This 

innovates our creative capacity and makes the next generation 

of entrepreneurs.
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LIFE is beautiful but not always easy, it has problems too and the challenge lies in 

facing them with courage, letting the beauty of life act like a balm, which makes 

the pain bearable during trying times by providing hope.

Life is full of moments of joy, pleasure, success and comfort punctuated by misery, 

defeat, failure and problems. There is no human being on earth, strong, powerful, 

wise or rich who has not experienced struggle, suffering or failure. No doubt, life is 

beautiful and every moment a celebration of being alive, but one should be always 

ready to face adversity and challenges. A person who has not encountered difficul-

ties in life can never achieve success.

Difficulties test the courage, patience, preserverance and true character of a hu-

man being. Adversity and hardships make a person strong and ready to face the 

challenges. There is no doubt that there can be no gain without pain. It is only 

when one toils and sweats it out that success is nourished and sustained. Life is 

and should not be just a bed of roses, thorns are also a part of it and should be 

accepted by us as we accept the beautiful side of life. The thorns remind one of our 

success and happiness can be evasive and thus not to feel disheartened and disap-

pointed rather remember that the pain of thorns is short lived.

To sum up, life is beautiful just as roses but it has challenges which are like thorns 

and have to faced and overcome by all. Those who accept these challenges and suc-

ceed are the ones who know how to live life in true sense. Thus enjoy life but also be 

prepared to bear the pricks of pain.                                                                      

 

BEING a guitarist can be one of the most satisfying things on the planet. There’s nothing 

finer than picking up something that to most other people is nothing more than a plank 

of wood with strings and being able to produce music ranging from the beautiful to the 

brutal, whatever your particular musical bent may be. In the right hands and with the 

right knowledge, any guitar can be used to make nearly any sound you’ve heard in popular 

music, from the lightest of chord progressions to the most wicked ripping guitar solo the 

world has ever heard. All it takes is the ability and the desire then you can use the guitar 

to conquer the world.

Guitar players are a different breed of human. They love nothing more passionately than 

strumming those strings as if they were made of the most exquisite silk. The guitar player 

is part of an entire sub-culture of cool and once one picks up a guitar, chances are they’ll 

never put it down. There’s something utterly captivating about this infamous instrument 

– it represents freedom, peace, and whole other level of cool other instruments simply 

can’t compare. The esthetic of the guitar as a piece of art is also difficult to ignore. 

BEING A 

GUITARIST
Aditya Pradhan,  A2 Computing
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S IMRAN SHRESTHA
 XI  'D '
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THERE was a time when man was only a 
little more developed than animals. He had 
not yet acquired the wisdom of putting 
two and two together. His primitive wits 
led him to attribute happenings or events 
to objects or causes wholly unrelated and 
foreign to occurrences. Fear was the thief 
characterstic of his mind, which could 
be changed into any shape or pattern 
who could assert himself. Thus, his own 
crude mind and the mind of some others 
among his contemporaries founded a 
set of beliefs, which became the guiding 
principles of his life. With the passage 
of time, these beliefs and make – beliefs 
became traditional and established a firm 
hold over peoples’ mind so that the society 
came to have a blind faith in them. These 
faiths established a good hold upon the 
minds of people and to go against them 
was a taboo or a sin. One such faith was 
that the opinion of the priest was divinely 
inspired and was to be honoured as such. 

Beliefs in spirits, ghosts and witches 
are as old as the mountains and it has 
received recognition in literature and also 

in movies. It is mentioned in “Hamlet” 
that after the death of his father his 
spirit returned to the Earth and roamed 
in search of revenge. Belief in witches 
is more or less widespread even now in 
countries like England, Scotland, Nepal 
and India. The cry of a crow, the hooting 
of an owl, the howling of a dog and the 
mewing of a cat are superstitiously 
regarded a good or bad omens of people 
in every country. The appearance of a 
comet in the sky was believed to be a sign 
predicting the death of a king or a prince 
according to a popular belief. These 
beliefs are universal, but some of them 
are confined to only particular regions 
and countries.

Deaths due to cholera, typhoid, etc. 
were to uncivilized people the curse of 
the gods. Instead of visiting doctors and 
hospitals they took recourse to rites and 
rituals calculated to appease the deities. 
In certain tribes, the birth of a daughter 
and the visit of a guest were considered to 
be the sign of some impending calamity.

Nepal, Japan, India and China also have 
a number of superstitions of their own. 
Witchcraft and black magic play an 
important role in the lives of the rural 
people of Nepal. Also, coming across a 
cat or sneezing at the beginning of a task 
or joruney is regarded as a bad omen. In 
china, falling of rice on the table is a sign 
of impending doom and Japanese are 
superstitious in the matter of wearing 
ornaments. 

Superstition is the outcome of ignorance 
and we must educate the people in the 
true knowledge of nature and God to 
dispel ignorance. Science will also knock 
the bottom out of superstitious beliefs 
and the spread of scientific knowledge 
will remove all superstitious nonsense 
because there is a scientific or a logical 
explanation to all happenings.  

Sketch by Parusha Pradhan

 ....AA ...  

MAN AND 
SUPERSTITIONS
Aashwini Raj Yadav, XII  “A”
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EVER since the invitation for the Science Fair by Himalayan White 

House College in December 2014, our five member team led by 

the intuitive leader Swornim Barahi worked our heads off every 

afternoon in what seemed to be his evil hub for tinkering and 

creation. And yet only a day before the competition were we able to 

barely make our wireless remote controlled car work. 

The two day event was to be held at the Himalayan White House 

premises in Tinkune, where we along with fifteen other colleges had 

to present out creation to the masses.

We arrived at about 7:45 am on the day of the event, not sure what 

to expect. Our day was destined to have hurdles thrown at us from 

every corner. From undecorated stall to an IC that exploded midway 

through a demonstration, and bad network that obstructed the 

video transmission, our day just kept piling up with challenges. 

And yet we managed to somehow present our car that only moved 

forward and backward since the turning effect was hindered by the 

car's own weight. 

The winning exhibit was a walking stick with sensors for blind 

people. Unfortunately, as amazing as a wireless remote control car 

wounds we could not win any prize. 

It was disheartening when after all the effort we had put in our 

car could not beat the walking stick with sensors. And yet all the 

hunger and troubles we had to put up with was completely worth 

the experience we had at the science fair.

gf/L zAbsf] dlxnf jf :qL hfltnfO{ a'emfpF5 eg]  
…lzIff zAbn] ljBf jf 1fg eGg] a'emfpF5 . gf/L jf :qL 
hfltnfO{ lbg] lzIff jf 1fgnfO{ g} gf/L lzIff elgG5 .

ljz]if kl/l:ylt afx]s gf/L / k'?ifhfltnfO{ lbg] lzIff 
jf 1fgdf s'g} lje]b ul/b}Fg, t}klg …gf/LlzIffÚ zAb  
g]kfn h:tf] gf/LlzIff sf] cfwf/df k5fl8 k/]sf]  
b]zsf] lx;fan] ljif]]z cy{df k|of]u ePsf] kfOG5 .

xfd|f] g]kfnL ;dfh ?l9jfbL / k/Dk/fjfbL 5 . 5f]/fnfO{ 
eg] /fd|f] lzIff k|bfg ul/g] ul/G5 eGg] 5f]/LnfO{ k9fOn]
vfOaf6 jl~rt u/fP/ 3/sf] r'nf]rf}sLdf aGbL agfpg] 
k/Dk/f clxn];Dd klg s}of}F u|fdL0f If]qdf b]Vg ;lsG5, 
h'g Psbd} cdfgjLo Jojxf/ xf] . s}of+} u|fdL0f If]qdf 
5f]/f] hlGdof] eg] v;L sf6\g] ul/G5 eg] 5f]/L hlGdof] eg] 
km;L{ sf6\g] ul/G5\ . gf/L / k'?if Ps} /ysf b'O{ kfªu|f 
ePsfn] b'j}nfO{ ;dfg Jojxf/ u/]/ lje]bk"0f{ b[li6n]  
x]g'{ x'Fb}g .

gf/LnfO{ k'?ifh:t} x/]s If]qdf ;dfg cj;/ k|fKt ug'{ 
k5{ . olb %) k|ltzt hg;ª\Vof g} clzlIft / k5fl8 
k/]sf] cj:yfdf b]zsf] ljsf; x'g ;Sb}g . gf/Lx¿nfO 
k'?ifhlts} ;Ifd ag]/ cfÎgf] hLjgnfO{ ;'vdo agfP/ 
3/, ;dfh / /fi6«nfO{ g} pHofnf]sf] ls/0ftkm{ pGd'v  
u/fpg ;S5g\ .

eGg] ul/G5 – …dnfO{ Ps lzlIft cfdf b]pm, d ltdLnfO{ 
Ps ljsl;t /fi6« lbG5' .Ú gf/L lzlIft ePdf 3/,  
kl/jf/, ;dfh / /fi6«g} lzlIft x'g] ePsfn] gf/LnfO{ 
lzIff k|bfg ug'{ cltg} cfjZos 5 . Pp6f lzlIft  
gf/Ln] g} /fi6«nfO{ ;Eo / ljsl;t agfpg ;lsG5 .

t;y{ gf/L lzIffsf] a9\bf] cfjZostfnfO{ a'em]/ xfdLn] 
gf/LnfO{ lzIff k|bfg u/L pgLx¿nfO{ 3/sf] r'nf]df dfq 
aGbL gagfOsg hLjgdf cl3 a9\g cu|;/ ug'{k5{ .

d aflnsf x'F, dnfO{ ;Ddfg rflxG5 .
d of] b]zsf] eljio xF' / dnfO{ d]/f] clwsf/ rflxG5 ..

"

"gf/LlzIff
cfhsf] 

cfjZostf

z'e]Iff v/]n
!@ …;LÚ

SCIENCE 
FAIR 

EXPERIENCE
Parusha Pradhan,  AS Science
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d]/f] u'gf;f] ltdL;Fu ltgL afns 
6'x'/f 6f]nfP wg 5}g ltgL;+u
 

g t wg 5 g t af; 5 tL cgfy eP 
k|s[lt pgL k|lt ePg / bof
 

Ps} /ftdf g t cleefjs /x] 
g t af; g} /x] ;a} ;a} uP k}/f]leq 
 

cf] xf] k|s[lt Û slQ klg ltdLdf 5}g /x]5 bof
nf} g nf} 6'x'/fx? c¿sf lhDdfdf uP 
 

s7} lg pgLx?nfO{ dfof ;+´gf 5 xf]nf cleefjssf] 
6'x'/f 6f]nfpFb} uP d]/f] u'gf;f] k|s[lt ltdLn] /fVg ;s]gf} bof
 

k|s[lt af/Daf/ ltdL;Fu d]/f] u'gf;f] 
pgLx¿sf cleefjsnfO{ ;hfo lbof} euf} ef] 
 

t/ oL 6'x'/fx?nfO{ Ifdf b]pm Ifdf lbg] xf] 
k|s[lt oL 6'x'/fx?nfO{ Ifdf b]pm e}uf] ef] 
 

gfu gu]gL l/;fPkl5 eG5g\ Tof] 
ult ef] t/ eujfg\ ;+´]/ k"hg ub{5' 
 

d tL 6'x'/f eP/ c¿x¿sf afafcfdf 
;fd' lhDdf uPsf 5g\ ltgL x?nfO{ gfu gu]gL 
 

xh'/x¿af6 /Iff ug'{;\ /Iff ug]{ xf] k|e' Û
h'g cfuf]n] kf]nL lbG5 ;f]xL cfun] ;]Sg] xf] 
 

tL 6'x'/f gfafnsx? ;'vL dxf;'vL aG5g\ /] 
pgLx¿sf ;fy xh'/x?sf] cflzif k|bfg eP 

d]/f] u'gf;f] k|s[lt;Fu tL gfafns 
6'x'/f eP wg 5}g ltgL;Fu 

d]/f] u'gf;f] 
;'lzn >]i7, !@

ON Sunday, 4th January, 2015, members of the GIHE Art Club showcased a presentation on 

Japanese art, better known as manga, to clear the basic misconceptions people have, such as 

keeping manga in the same category as cartoons. The presentation was held in the College Audio 

Visual (AV) Room with the support of the ECA Coordinator, Lawang Sir. 

Due to some technical problems, the presentation started late but it gave enough time for an 

unexpected amount of viewers to turn up. The presentation in itself was not extremely well 

coordinated but it managed to get the undivided attention of the viewers. References given to 

popular mangas were also well received by the viewers. On the audience's demand for watching 

an actual work, the organizers gave them a sneak peek of a popular anime which concluded the 

presentation. All in all, the presentation got great feedbacks and also increased the number of 

people interested in the genre.

A PRESENTATION ON

ANIME ART
Parusha Pradhan,  AS Science

THERE was a time when happiness was toffies and biscuits, 

victory meant finishing my plate first. Safety meant being in 

my mom's arm and dad's shoulder were the hoghest peak on 

the earth. Thge only thing broken were my toys and saying 

goodbye to friends was only till next day.

A decade has passed and things have changed alot. Now 

happiness to me is going back to my home on holidays 

and spending time with my family and old friends. During 

the gap of one decade, my life has changed from a simple 

sprint to a marathon. There is a saying -"The value of any 

precious thing is only realized when it's gone." Giving my 

example - when I was with my family, I never realized what 

my family meant to me, but now when I'm away from them, 

I miss them every single day. Therefore, I suggest everyone 

to enjoy and be happy with what you have because what 

you have today might not last till tomorrow. So, enjoy your 

present as if there is no future. Also, don't worry about your 

future, just enjoy your present and make the most of it.                                                                 

THE 
MOST OF 
WHAT YOU HAVE 
Anup Paudel,  AS Computing
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PICTURE 21 GIHE students and staff 
members inside a yellow bus making its 
way across bumpy roads and narrow lanes 
with very little idea of where how to get 
to their location. That was the plight of 
us students along with Lawang Sir, Anju 
Mam, Rajani Mam and Dhurba Sir on 
our albeit perilous yet amusing journey 
to reach The Orphans Home. We had in 
our bus, piles of blankets bought with 
the funds raised at GIHE YOUTH FEST 
2014 ready to be donated to The Orphans 
home. 

Nestled in the heart of the Bhaisepati, 
The Orphans Home is surrounded by lush 
greeneries with a gentle stream flowing 
just nearby; a stone's throw away. The 
Orphans Home itself had a very cozy 
homely atmosphere, fully decorated with 
art pieces. It was pretty surprising to find 
out later that the home was built by them, 
brick by brick.

The reception was tremendous as we were 
greeted by the sights of the small eager 
grins of the happy children and some of 
them wide-eyed with curiosity."Namaste!" 
chirped out the children with their hands 
firmly clasped together not withholding 
their excitement. It was also then we were 
introduced to Mrs. Rita Rai, the president 
of The Orphans Home. Mrs. Rai has a 
very warm and compelling disposition. 
She wasted no time in telling us just 
how incredibly grateful she was for our 
donations and how much it would mean 
for the kids to have warm blankets to 
sleep on for the upcoming winter. 

During the distribution, each of us 
students took turns to give the blankets 
to the children. Some of the kids were 
very shy. After that we took some time 
to mingle with the children. A lot of us 
crowded around the small ones, taking 
turns to hold the little adorable children. 

Mrs. Rai also took the opportunity to tell 
us about how she started on her journey 

towards helping the needy children. It all 
began when she started saving money 
for her neighbour's daugther's education. 
Upon seeing the impact of education 
in enriching her neigbour's daughter's 
life, she began her journey to reach out 
to more children and hasn’t looked back 
since. Some of those kids whose lives 
have been improved include those who 
were landslide victims or had lost their 
parents due to sickness or war. Thanks to 
efforts by Mrs. Rai, these children are now 
capable of building a better future.

However, to maintain her efforts to bring 
up the many 30 around kids, Mrs. Rai 
still face many challenges to date. Some 
of the problems include lack of proper 
funding, shelter and renovations needs. 
To tackle these problems, she has to rely 
on the donations which are not always 
consistent in influx. She also admitted to 
being mistaken when she thought relying 
on aid of fellow Nepalese citizens would 
be enough to suffice her mission. Instead 
she realized that foreign aid could have 
also played a major factor. She then urged 
us to spread the word of The Orphans 
Home so she could gather more funding 
to run the home and carry on her mission 
as much as possible.

Incredibly moved by her struggles, my 
heart went out to Mrs. Rai and I felt very 
lucky to have been met this children who 
were rescued by her. 

Looking at the kids, I realized although 
they were orphans, they had found in 
themselves a family. They were all very 
happy and I am glad to be part of this 
opportunity to feel connected to that. 
I end with a quote that I believe has not 
only set itself in me but those who were 
also part of the programme;

“For it is in giving that we receive.” - Francis 
of Assisi

BLANKET DONATION 
TO THE 

ORPHANS HOME Shrijana Rai, A2 Science
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A SUCCESSFUL and happy life is a common desire that we all 

humans share. Regarding the components of this kind of life, 

people may have various opinions. However, undeniably a key 

factor is confidence.

The miracles that confidence brings in a person's life need not 

be discussed. The only problem many people have is attaining 

this confidence. One way of attaining confidence is actually 

faking it. It may sound weird but yes, self deception is a really 

an effective way of gaining confidence. Actually, believing in 

yourself having the determination will automatically build 

your confidence. 

In the process of gaining confidence, "overconfidence" is not 

something you need to care about. Although it might seem 

infuriating, overconfidence is actually a great way of achieving 

success. Many studies have proven this fact. Overconfidence 

takes the focus off the result. It helps a person believe in 

himself and believe that the result will be in his favor. It also 

deceives others to not focus on the result but rather the 

process and the person. This also promotes positive thinking 

which eventually brings positive result. Confidence also helps 

people to be strong and recover from failure becoming more 

determined.

On a personal note too, overconfidence and also an attitude 

are key factors in my life. Attitude also prioritizes oneself 

and makes him believe in himself. And these things actually 

work. Overconfidence helps me to have an optimistic mind 

regarding the challenges ahead. Achievements in my life so 

far are because of my confidence which I have gained from 

self deception. 

My friends often complain about my frequent usage of the 

term "I'm awesome" but I am never going to change this 

behavior of mine. This actually creates a self deception and 

boosts up my confidence level. Although at certain times, 

it's just faking myself, on a long term, it does help me believe 

in myself and achieve more. So, faking it till you feel it really 

helps a person to face life with a smile.

GIHE Social Service Club organized a donation drive for the victims of 

landslide in Sindhupalchowk from 14th to the 25th of August, 2014. 

The core committee members of the Social service Club attended a 

meeting with the Executive Directors, Mr Barun Khadka and Dr Pu-

jan Khadka, regarding the issue of landslide and flood incidents that 

had affected various parts of the country. After an approval from 

the directors, the club core members put up notices regarding the 

campaign in all the classrooms and the college notice boards. The 

class representatives were given the responsibility of collecting the 

donated materials 

and to hand them 

over to the club 

members.

19th August was set 

as an initial dead-

line and the total 

amount collected by 

them was Rs 1600. 

Large amount of beaten rice, instant noodles and medical items 

were collected. The deadline was then extended up to 25th of Au-

gust in order to increase the flow of donation. By the 25th of August, 

the total sum received by the club was Rs 58,760. The money was 

contributed by the college students, teachers and administrative 

staff.

On 22nd August, the packing of the collected relief materials was 

done. Ten club members stayed back after college to pack the com-

modities such as beaten rice, instant noodles, salt, dry snacks, bis-

cuits and medical items like cotton rolls, band aid, savlon, jeevan jal 

and necessary items like buckets, plates, mugs etc. The money col-

lected was used in buying the commodities that were not sufficient 

for the thirty boxes.

On 25th August, nine students accompanied by our ECA Coordina-

tor headed for the Army's Wives Association Office at Bhadrakali to 

hand over the boxes that were to be distributed to the landslide and 

flood victims.

DONATION CAMPAIGN FOR THE 
LANDSLIDE AND FLOOD VICTIMS Sakrita Maharjan,   A2 Science
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      THIS was a trip filled with excitement, 

adventure as well as apprehension. I was visiting 

Chitwan after 8 years. NTNC (National Trust for 

Nature Conservation) had sponsored 22 students of A2 to 

visit the Chitwan National Park. All of us were real excited 

as we boarded the tourist bus at 7:30 am. It was a 5 hours 

long drive from Kathmandu but we did not feel tired as 

we got to enjoy the scenic beauty. Finally we reached The 

NTNC Camp and were immediately assigned our rooms. I 

was assigned a room with my friends Samrat, Nikhil and 

Casper. After freshening up and having lunch we went to 

see the Natural Biodiversity museum.  There we got to 

see the preserved bodies of animals and birds like gharial, 

eagle respectively, skulls of tiger, insects etc. But the best 

part of the day was that we got to cycle around the town 

and getting lost in the new place. We also went to see the 

elephant festival where we got to see the elephant race 

and elephant polo .This was a thrilling climax to the day. As 

me and my roommates were going towards our room we 

happened to see a humungous rhino grazing just 50 yards 

from us. I was scared to death. But we managed to reach 

our room slowly moving hiding through the bushes. Thank 

god!  And that was the end of day 1.

THE first activity on day 2 was the elephant ride 

through the forest. We got to see many animals and 

birds like peacock, deer etc. We then arrived to our base 

and had breakfast. Our next activity was jungle walk. Last 

time when I did jungle walk I didn’t get to see any animals. So I 

was anticipating seeing at least one animal. My wishes came true 

and we got to see a gharial resting on the banks of the river. But the 

most interesting activity of the day was canoeing on the Rapti Riv-

er. We got see around 10 to 12 gharials basking in the sun. At first I 

thought the national park officials had installed artificial gharials. 

But my doubts were cleared when one the gharial moved slightly. 

From there 

we went 

to see the 

e l e p h a n t 

b r e e d i n g 

c e n t e r . 

There we 

saw many 

baby ele-

phants and 

their moth-

ers. That 

visit made 

me realize that for any animal to survive we are dependent on our 

mother. On our last night they had arranged a local stick dance 

which was very interesting to watch.

AS I woke up I realized that it was the last day of 

the trip and felt that the trip had ended too soon. Af-

ter breakfast we went to the market to buy souvenirs for 

our families’ .Then at 1:00 pm we bid farewell to the magical 

place called Chitwan and headed back home.

DAY  1

DAY 2

DAY 3

     
    MEMORIES OF

 C H I T W A N
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OKAY, fellow GIHE students, let us all take a moment and appreciate 

the fact that our institution actually provides us with the opportu-

nity to go on adventurous and enlightening trips. An escape from 

the monotonous schedule, who doesn’t like a chance to have fun 

with their friends? Apart from the annual rafting, India trip and trek-

king, this year there was an extra tour. Some of the A2 students got 

the chance to be closer to the fauna. All thanks to Mr. Ganga Jung 

Thapa, we got to feel the thrills of living closer with the nature and 

wild animals. It’s obvious that we can count the people who hav-

en’t visited Chitwan National Park on our fingers but this trip wasn’t 

the usual jungle safari on elephants back. It was more, actually a lot 

more.

In the fresh winter 

morning of 26th De-

cember 2014, twenty 

two of us left for Chit-

wan at about 7:30 

am. Singing, dancing 

and laughing on the 

journey we reached 

the National Trust for 

Nature Conservation 

(NTNC) quarter at 

about 2 pm. We were 

all very excited as we weren’t staying in a hotel or a lodge. It was 

such an amazing experience to stay in wooden houses which were 

about a metre above the ground and were supported by just some 

wooden pillars. The quarter was very comfortable and we felt like 

we were going back on time by living in those antique designs. We 

were hungry and the food served was delicious. Then we 

went for a walk around the main streets. We hired bicy-

cles, some of us were on the local ‘tangas’. Cycling was 

one of the favorite parts of this trip. At about 5 pm we 

went to see the preparation for the annual elephant fes-

tival. Who knew elephants were so good at football and 

could even race against each other?? After that we re-

turned to the quarter. We all sat around the fire and had 

some snacks and even played dumb charades. We woke 

up the next day and got ready. Half of us were going on elephant 

rides and half were scheduled to go on the ride in the evening. As 

it was early, many animals were wandering around the woods. We 

saw a family of rhinos so close that it was breathtaking. We saw 

some deers , beautiful birds and even bucks. Then we returned, had 

our lunch and went for a jungle walk where we saw a wild elephant 

and even the abandoned Tiger Top Resort. Canoeing followed the 

jungle walk and we saw many ‘marshmagars’. We stopped at the el-

ephant breeding centre in Khorshor. When we returned to the quar-

ter, we were welcomed by the Tharu artists. They performed won-

derful fire tricks and spectacular Tharu stick dance. At the end of the 

show all of us danced along with the artists.

That day was our friend Nikita’s birthday and we celebrated her spe-

cial day by surprising her with a cake and barbequing chicken. That 

same night we had the greatest experience when a wild rhino vis-

ited us right outside the quarter. We were warned about it before 

hand so we safely stayed away from it. The next morning we were 

all very sad as the trip was over . We bought some mementos to re-

live the trip in our later days. We were shown a presentation on the 

NTNC projects and left for Kathmandu just after that. We stopped at 

Malekhu to have some fish and returned to our homes. 

This venture was one of the most adventurous and exciting three 

days trip of my life. I returned with a lot of good memories and 

knowledge. I again would like to thank the NTNC staffs for taking 

such good care of us.

     
    MEMORIES OF

 C H I T W A N
    

   L I S AH  M A N A N D H A R  &  A B H I R U C H I  C H A U L AG A I N , A 2  S C I E N C E



32

;fdfGotof sIff bz jf P;=Pn=;L= k/LIff pQL0f{ u/]/ ;'? ul/g] k9fOnfO{ sn]h elgG5 . h;nfO{ 
cfw'lgs efiffdf Kn; 6' eGg] klg ul/G5 . laxfg gf} ah] b]lv a]n'sf kfFr ah];Dd k9\g'kg{] :s'n] 
hLjgnfO{ kf/ nufpFb} gofF pdª\u / pT;fxsf ;fy xfdL sn]h hfG5fF} . :s'n] hLjgdf w]/} c+s 
Nofpg] xf]8n] lbg/ft ldlxg]t kl5 kmnfd] 9f]sf dflgg] P;=Pn=;L= k/LIff lbP kl5 xfdL 7"nf] o'4 
lht]sf] cg'ej ub{5fF{} .

xfdLn] P;=Pn=;L= k/LIffdf w]/} c+s NofP/ kf; u/L k9fO ;lsof] eGg] h'g ljZjf; ub{5fF} t/ Tof] 
unt xf], jf:tljs k9fO t aNn kf] ;'? x'G5 . lsgeg] eljio lgwf{/0f ug{] k9fO eg]sf] g} sn]h jf 
Kn; 6'sf] k9fO xf] . Kn; 6'sf] k9fOn] g} x/]s JolQmsf] eljionfO{ cGwsf/ jf k|sfzdo pHofnf] 
agfpF5 eGg] s'/f e/ kb{5 . pd]/;Fu} ha xfd|f] k9fOsf] bfo/f klg a9\b} hfG5 . xfd|f] afNosfn slt 
/dfOnf] x'G5 . xf:5fF}, :s'n hfG5f}F, xfdLnfO{ s;}n] tF s] aG5;\ afa' eg]/ ;f]Wof] eg] xfdL ;lhn};Fu 
elglbG5f} ls d tF 8fS6/, d t OlGhlgP/ jf d t kfOn6 aGg]5' eg]/ . aRrfsf] a]nfdf xfdLnfO{ s] 

yfxf / ;'g]sf], b]v]sf] / hfg]sf] ToxL t xf] . h;/L k9fO{sf] :t/ dfly a9\b} hfG5 ta yfxf kfpF5f} 8fS6/ s], OlGhlgo/ s], kfOn6 s] eg]/ .

h'g;'s} AolQmsf] s'g} klg sfo{ ug{] cfÎgf] rfxgf x'G5 / p;n] cfÎgf] rfxgf cg';f/ sfd ub{5g\ . s'g} JolQm gfr]/ rlr{t x'G5, s'g} efif0f 
u/]/, ;dfhsf] ;]jf u/]/, /fd|f] clego u/]/, gofF s'/fsf] vf]h u/]/, uLt ufP/, ;flxTosf/ ag]/, v]nf8L ag]/ cflb . oL ;Dk"0f{ sfo{x¿sf] 
h8 eg]sf] g} OR5f zlQm xf] . To:t} k9fO klg Pp6f OR5f xf] . h'g OR5f k"/f ug{ xfdL sIff bzsf] P;= Pn= ;L= ;s]/ sn]h egf{ x'G5f} . 
hxFfaf6 xfdLn] lzIff k|fKt u/]/ 1fgsf] bfo/fnfO{ km/flsnf] agfO{ cfÎgf] hLjg kl/jt{g ug{ ;S5f} . k9fO{ eg]sf] Pp6f o:tf] lsl;dsf] c:q 
xf] h;sf] pkof]u ul/sg em'k|f] 3/af6 dxn?kL 3/df k'Ug ;lsG5 . k9fOn] g} Pp6f ;fdfGo JolQm nufot cfh ;Dk"0f{ ljZjsf] sfofkn6 
ug{ ;lsG5 .

To;}sf] cg';f/ u/]/ cfÎgf] eljionfO{ d"Nojfg agfpg 8fS6/, OlGhlgo/ aGg egL xfdL sn]hdf egf{ x'G5fF} . sn]hdf kl9g] s'/fx¿ /  
ljBfnodf kl9g] s'/fx¿df cfsfzkftfnsf] km/s kfOG5 . xfdLn] sn]hdf kl9g] ljifox¿df w]/} gofF / ufx|f] s'/fx¿ ;dfj]z ePsf 5g\ . 
xfdLn] ljBfnodf k9\bf sl/a %) k|ltzt lbdfusf] k|of]u ub{5fF} eg] sn]hdf cfP/ To;sf] bfo/f () k|ltztdf k'Ug hfG5 . h'g s'/f xfd|f] 
nflu s]xL sl7g ljifo xf] . To:tf] cj:yfdf xfdL c;xh cg'ej ub{5fF} . xfd|f] cfÎgf] k9fOk|ltsf] nufj sd xF'b} hfG5 / OR5f x/fpFb} 
hfG5 . kmn:j¿k xfdL sn]h u/L /dfOnf] / df]hd:tLnfO{ /f]Hb5f}F . h'g af6f]af6 xfd|f] eljio s|lds ¿kdf vl:sb}F hfG5 . h;sf] k9fO n]
vfO{k|lt sf] sl7g cWoognfO{ kl/Tofu nufj x'G5, p;nfO{ tL gofF gf}nf s'/fx¿ s]xL klg nfUb}g\ . p;n] /fd|f];Fu ldlxg]t u/]/ tL cK7\of/f 
s'/fx?nfO{ cfkm"cg's'n agfpg ;S5 . p;sf] eljio klg pHjn x'G5 .

jt{dfg ;dfh eg]sf] ef}ltsjfbL ;dfh xf] . cfÎgf] hLjg el/g} s;/L w]/} wg ;DklQ cfh{g ug{ ;lsG5 eGg] xf]8df tNnLg 5 . h;sf] 
k|ToIf c;/ afnaflnsfx¿df kg{ uPsf] b]lvG5 . pgLx¿ h;/L klg l56f], 5f]6f] / ;/n sfo{x¿ rfxG5g\ . ;dfhdf cfÎgf] /fd|f] 5lj s;/L 
agfpg], b]z / hgtfnfO{ s;/L ;xof]u ug{ ;lsG5 eGg] s'/fdf yf]/} klg Wofg uPsf] kfOGg, OlGhlgo/ cyjf 8fS6/ aGg' eg]sf] ;dfhsf] 
pRr sf]6Lsf] ;Ddfg xf] . To;sf] nflu w]/} 7"nf] tk:ofsf] cfjZostf kb{5 . 7"nf] ldx]gt / kl/>dljgf Tof] :yfgdf k'Ug ;Dej 5}g . To;s} 
kl/0ffdx¿ xf] cfhsf] ax';+Vos k|df0fkq af]s]/ lxF8g] OlGhlgo/x¿ / d]l8sn vf]n]/ a;]sf 8fS6/x? xfdL cfÎgf] OR5flagf afa' cfdfsf] 
cg'/f]wdf w]/} k};f vr{ u/]/ 8fS6/ / OlGhlgo/ aG5f} . xfdL sn]hdf uP/ lng'kg{] ;xL 1fg / ug'{kg{] ldx]gt ub{}gf} . t/ /fd|f] c+ssf]  
ck]Iff ub{5fF} . ToxL af6f] xF'b} xfdL w]/} 1fg u|x0f ug{] l;Sg] eGg] s'/fnfO{ 5f8]/ c+ssf] k5fl8 bf}l8G5f} . To:tf] vf]s/f] lsl;dsf] k9fOaf6 
OlGhlgo/ 8fS6/ kf; ub{5fF}, /fd|f] tna cfpg] 7fpdf bf}8w'k u5fF{} . sfd g kfP/ k|df0fkqnfO{ l;/fgLdf xfn]/ ;'Tgsf] cnfjf s]xL ug{  
;Sb}gf}F . xfdLn] k9fO n]vfO ug{' eg]sf] k};f sdfpg' dfq geO{ ;xL 1fg cfh{g ug{ klg xf] . clwsf+z ljBfyL{¿ cfÎgf] k9fOnfO{ k};f;Fu 
bfFHg] ub{5g\ . h'g sf/0fn] pgLx¿n] cfÎgf] goFf s'/fx¿ hfGg] a'‰g] sfo{df afwf kg{ hfG5 . olb xfdL;Fu /fd|f] 1fg 5 eg] xfdL ;Fu c¿ 
w]/} Joj;fo x¿ u/]/ cfÎgf] hLjg lgj{fx ug{ ;S5fF} . olb xfdL;Fu /fd|f] 1fg, l;k / Ifdtf 5 eg] xfdLnfO{ g} vf]hL–vf]hL sfd lbgsf] nflu 
sDkgL / ;+3 ;+:yfx? 3/ b}nf]df cfOk'Ub5g\ . 

sn]h hLjg h'g b'O{ jif{sf] x'G5, o;nfO{ a'em]sf] v08df ldx]gt u/]/ xfdLn] k9\of} eg] xfd|f] eljio w]/} pHjn 5 . OlGhlgo/ 8fS6/ aGg] 
klxnf] kfOnf eg]sf]g} sn]hsf] k9fO xf] . oxFf ul/g] kl/>dlagf xfd|f] hLjg v'zL x'g ;Sb}g . xfdLn] dg nufP/ k9g' g} hLjgsf] Pp6f 
;'vsf] kf6f] xf] .

sn]h
hLjg

dx]z du/
!@ …PÚ
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IN 1975's film "The Stepford Wives", character Joanna Eberhart 

is questioned by her perplexed dealer what she wishes to 

convey through her photographs.  Johanna struggles before 

admitting, "I want – somewhere, someday, someone to look at 

something and say ‘Hey, that reminds me of Ingalls’. I guess I 

want to be remembered." 

Joanna puts together in a phrase, what we all want deep 

inside of our heart; to mold our own identity and to leave an 

impression and fashion allows us to do just that. Fashion is a 

way of saying "this is me, this is who I am and I exist". 

We live in a world where fashion also takes on a higher meaning, 

a philosophical stance. It is usually very difficult to make sense 

of the forms of clothes we see on the runway, finding them 

to be impractical. Yet, top designers such Oscar de la Renta, 

Diane Von Furstenburg, and Manolo Blahnik keep earning 

revenue from the multi-billionaire industry that allows them 

to be experimental with fashion. They possess the resources 

to bring to life their extravagant ideas making fashion garner 

its glamorous reputation. To them fashion is an outlet whereby 

they can express their artistic self.

Prabal Gurung also once said that being exposed to the works 

of Valentino had opened up to him how there was more to 

fashion than clothes and how interning in Bill Blass made him 

realize the level of complexity behind designing. This led him 

on his journey towards becoming one of the most impressive 

designers who continue to inspire the coming generations. The 

importance of fashion is reflected upon how it allows designers 

like Prabal Gurung and other top designers along with their 

craft to thrive and survive.

However as much as the fashion industry is blooming, it also 

breeds other industries like weeds in a garden; the business of 

fake goods. Impressionable youth in developed countries have 

been reported to work overtime to afford luxury goods. The rise 

of social media is also making it easier for trends to propagate 

easily. This results in youth who cannot afford such brands to 

resort to buying fake goods. The very success of such industries 

reflects on our society's love for superficiality. However this is a 

shallow practice as it strips the individual of personal thinking, 

reducing them to being walking advertisements or empty 

vessels which echoes not their personality but a brand's image.  

It is in these cases that certain fashion is not important that it 

compels us to take unnecessary measures.

Oscar Wilde once stated that "fashion is a form of ugliness 

so intolerable that it has to be changed every six months". 

However I prefer to liken fashion to a collective state of our 

consciousness and its constant flux to how our mind also 

changes, molded by our changing ideologies. With that in mind, 

while fashion is inescapable, it is not worth being followed 

blindly. What is important is trying to maintain our individual 

style as fashion might fade but style will remain eternal. 

IS 
FASHION
IMPORTANT?

Shrijana Rai
 A2 Science
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 Don't be an immortal 

Everyone has soul existed 

We are the evolution of generations

So did the scientists say

They said it was hard 

If you consider what they said 

I say it's easy 

If you consider what you say 

Cause we live in civilization 

A place of hundreds of evolution 

The dragons of despair 

The hatred and the regret

Chose wrong but it ain't still done 

More is to come 

And more is to be done 

Such a place we existed in 

For years and years of conceptions misery 

and guns lost for a time 

Cause we considered the power

Existed in the civilization

Taught of several incoming truth

The existed depth of sadness 

And an undiscovered happiness

been decades For hours and days 

We live in civilization ,

A place of hundreds of evolution 

They said it was hard 

If you'd considered what they said 

I say its easy 

If youd consider what you say 

Cause we live in civilization 

A place of hundreds of evolution 
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THE SUN beating mercilessly on their 

backs as they scavenge for gold and other 

precious metals while the insidious smell of 

the dirty opaque waters of the river keeps 

reeking on, Krishna Bahadur Tamang takes 

a moment to share about his life being 

possessed by the endless pursuit. 

It is along the banks of Bishnumati river 

where I locate the 66 year old miner, knee- 

deep fixated with his work along with his 

acquaintance. Krishna is clad in a singlet 

that hangs loosely over his otherwise thin 

and rugged frame. His skin is dark and 

heavily wrinkled not deceiving the number 

of hours he spends under the sun. The 

corner of his eyes crinkles up upon seeing 

me, revealing a warm enthusiastic smile 

as a greeting. Fragile looking and gentle he 

may come across, but Krishna certainly also 

exudes a sturdy and resilient stature. 

For days on end, Krishna goes on to mine 

around many rivers in Kathmandu. He 

faces challenges that would stave off 

any potential miners – cuts from glasses, 

possibilities of slipping into deep waters, 

illness from contaminated water. However, 

Krishna tolerates all of these so that he 

and his fellow miners can get through the 

day and in a shift of 6 hours, haul as much 

precious metals as their weary legs and 

arms can bear.

 You may expect someone with as much as 

experience as Krishna to be able to foretell 

where gold is more likely to be found by 

picking out on certain location details but 

the truth isn’t so. However he reveals it is 

easier to find gold during certain seasons. 

"During Barkha (rainy season), the gold 

will be treading along with the river with 

its flow but once the rainy season subsides, 

wherever there is a pit, the gold pieces will 

stop and accumulate." Adding on he states, 

"Take Kalimati, for instance; it is abundant 

in precious metals but it is difficult to 

extract the minerals as they tend to get 

stuck inside very deep pits." As for other 

seasons, he describes panning for gold is 

much like a lottery system; the tiny sack 

of rocks which he gathers at the end of the 

day passing for a paycheck. Perhaps it may 

contain small fortune in gold or more often 

than not, just iron. 

Like any other day, Krishna is scouring for a 

stroke of luck. His hands run over the stones 

he had picked up, smoothening them to a 

layer to carefully rummage for possible 

precious stones. Upon finding something 

worth of value, he places the item on a 

bag which is perched neatly on a steel rod. 

Otherwise, he disposes the stones promptly 

and moves on to plunge his shovel to dig up 

another spot. Observing the methodical 

and repetitive approach to Krishna's work 

makes it quite fascinating considering the 

amount of painstaking effort devoted to 

scour every surface possible. 

"This here" says Krishna while holding up a 

steel rod for me to see "you can say this rod 

is our life itself". At a meter and a half long, 

it is a rather ordinary looking metal rod with 

a slight bend where he earlier perched his 

bag. It is the very kind of rod which can be 

found commonly on construction sites but 

there is a good reason why he refers to the 

ordinary object so affectionately."Without 

it, we might not make it out of here 

alive". Krishna proceeds to make stabbing 

gestures into the water to demonstrate 

how the steel rod is placed before them 

to gauge the water level before treading 

ahead. Using this rudimentary instrument 

and simple method, Krishna continues to 

move from one spot to another.

Like many other rivers in Kathmandu, 

Bishnumati River isn’t exactly mineral-

rich but the prospect still draws Krishna 

to such labour. The reason behind this 

factor being pulled by rising prices of 

gold, a phenomenon orchestrated by the 

combination of unwavering demands for 

gold and depleting resources. In the last 5 

years, gold prices have quadrupled and the 

trend seems to continue skyrocketing. This 

makes even trace amounts of the lustrous 

metal very valuable and highly sought after 

by miners like Krishna. Krishna cashes on 

his daily findings by selling gold and silver 

to the local gold or silver shops respectively. 

Krishna recollects of his days as a young 

and adventurous boy growing up along the 

river. He speaks of seeing miners working 

on the river where he used to swim and 

play in. Hearing tales about the abundance 

of precious metals in the rivers, it wasn’t 

long before Krishna joined in the trade 

itself. In the beginning he says, he didn’t 

know how to recognize gold items. Now, 20 

years later, Krishna is considered as a senior 

and a mentor amongst his fellow miners. 

"Whatever I know, I teach them. Whatever 

they know, they teach me" says Krishna 

humbly brushing off the remarks made by 

his acquaintance referring to Krishna as his 

guru. 

Back at home, Krishna has to support a 

family of 10 but he is not alone. His two 

sons are also earning alongside him. Being 

in the business of hunting gold has in a way 

allowed him to be not only self-sufficient 

but also play the role of an asset instead 

of a liability considering his old age. His 

family members remain understanding and 

supportive of his work. Krishna remains 

grateful towards his work as a source of 

satisfaction. "Mining has become a habit" 

he adds chuckling.

However the public aren’t that as supportive 

or welcoming to the sights of the miners as 

his family members are. "Sometimes, they 

chase us out of an area to prevent us from 

mining. Others call us names. We are gold 

and silver miners but to their eyes it is an 

inferior job worth mocking of." They look 

at us and make remarks such as "Kasto 

kathey kaam gareko." The disregard of 

THE GOLD SEEKER'S 

IRON WILL Shrijana Rai,  A2 Science
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SOME fun and some learning. I had been 
wondering if there would be such a thing as 
fun while learning and fortunately for me, 
I happened to experience LAMUN, short 
for Little Angels Model United Nations. I 
consider myself lucky that I was offered 
with an opportunity to be a contestant 
in the program held on 22nd, 23rd and 
24th December. There were 7 of us from 
GIHE who participated. The names of us 
participants are:

Aarohaa Satyal, Jayesh Shrestha, Manjit 
Khadka, Nimish Hang Suba, Sachi Adhikari, 
Sakshi Devkota, Sonu Subedi

We started preparation around two weeks 
before the set time so that we would have 
ample time. We were given an introduction 
to the basic concept of the MUN and how 
it operates by the Chief and the head 
organizer of the programme, Sampurna 
Basnet. We represented different countries 
as delegates in the meeting and expressed 
our stance, our thoughts on the given 

topic. We were given problems and we 
cooperated with other countries’ delegates 
to make resolutions. We paired up with the 
countries that are actual groups, like the 
members of the EU had to stick together; 
Russia and China had to be together and so 
on. The topics for discussion were:

The Effectiveness of Foreign Aid and Structural 
Adjustment Policies

Fairness of Free Trade and Control of Illegal Trade

We then submitted a draft expressing our 
views on the topic and our countries stance 
on it. Although we had time for preparation, 
due to our negligence and carefree 
behaviour, we weren’t completely prepared 
on the day of the program. Somehow, we 
were able to finish our drafts. We also gave a 
short speech on the given topic for around 2 
minutes. I was very nervous while delivering 
the speech  since I am not much of a public 
speaker and this feeling was the same for 
all the other participants. The first day 
ended with the speeches by the different 

delegates and Sachi shining above us all. 
On the second day, we made a resolution on 
the concerning topic, to face the problems 
on the concerned subject. We were also 
given a crisis situation where a Russian 
plane crashed in Ukraine but the Russian 
plane was already emptied by the time the 
Ukrainian officials arrived on the venue. We 
just discussed the matter. On the third day, 
the resolution for crisis was proposed and 
accepted. We also discussed on the second 
topic and gave the aforementioned speech. 
We formed a consensus on dealing the 
problems of the topic at hand and accepted 
it. It was Manjit and Sonu however, to shine 
on the 2nd and the 3rd day, giving excellent 
performances which led to them being 
awarded prizes for ‘Outstanding Delegate’ 
and ‘Special Mention’ respectively. The 
LAMUN concluded with a party. It was 
rather fun and although I didn’t join the 
dance, I loved watching my friends enjoying 
the music and dancing.

We thoroughly enjoyed the 3 days LAMUN 
session. We made new friends, learned 
and developed some skills. It was a new 
experience with knowledge laced onto 
it. I got the chance to explore the campus 
area and I also got to enjoy the food of the 
LA canteen, which I should say was quite 
tasty. I hope to participate in another Model 
United Nations (MUN) program and I also 
encourage you, my friends, to participate if 
you are given the opportunity.

the citizens even goes to the extent of 

throwing rubbish or spitting into the river 

while they are working nearby. However, 

Krishna is still convinced people would be 

more understanding if they understood the 

nature of their job well. 

Idyllic waters and plentiful of fishes to 

catch, the scene may bring to mind a place 

distant from the city, but Kathmandu was 

once frontier of such natural beauty. That is, 

before the rapid urbanization took place. A 

certain look of pain forms on Krishna's face 

as he compares how clean the rivers used to 

be and how it is now.  "We used to bath here, 

drink here and catch fishes for dinner. Now, 

even our hands get dirty even if we use soap 

to wash it off." Krishna admits he continues 

to struggle to adapt with this rapid change.

 Instead of the usual quiet that once used 

to dominate the place, it is replaced by the 

blaring noise of the traffic. From a nearby 

bridge, onlookers have started to gather to 

gawk at the miners at work while others on 

the go 'conveniently' throw their rubbish 

into the river. Despite this, the criticism he 

faces on a daily basis, his fragile age or the 

fact the environment is polluted beyond 

recognition from the beautiful rivers that 

once allured him into the trade as a young 

fascinated boy, Krishna still remains 

standing strong and mining.

AN EXPERIENCE 
WITH 

THE LAMUN
Jayesh Shrestha, AS Science
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WITH scared minds and excited hearts fifty-five of us along 
with five teachers gathered in the Tribhuwan International 
Airport at around seven in the evening for our most awaited 
India tour .As it was a cold day we got into our GIHE hoodies 
and gave the last words of farewell to our parents and were off 
to the neighboring country for an adventurous tour organized 
by the college for the A1 and the grade 11 students.

AT AROUND 3:00 am in the morning, we reached our 
hotel at Karolbagh. The next morning we roamed around 
Karolbagh and later that day, we all made a plan to go to the 
famous Akshardham for a visit. After visiting the beautiful 

Akshardham, we returned to our hotel with excitement for 
the next day. The next morning we all boarded the two day 
long Punjab Mail to reach to our next destination Mumbai. 
The two day long train ride passed away in a blink of an eye as 
we all did various activities like singing and sharing stories to 
remove the boredom of the train journey.

We reached Mumbai at around 12:00 noon, the heart of India 
.With a little refreshment, we all got into two buses and 
went off for sightseeing. It felt like a dream to see where our 
favorite celebrities who entertain us through silver screen and 
television lived. We also visited the famous Juhu beach where 
we enjoyed the typical Indian dishes and took the fun out of 
the cool beach .Our day ended as we visited the Phoenix mall 
and headed back to the hotel excited as the next day was 
going to be filled with much more fun and frolic.

With an early breakfast the next day, we all boarded the bus and 
headed towards the water kingdom which is another major 
attraction of Mumbai. The water kingdom was situated in an 
island so we had to reach there by a small boat. After about 
half an hour we reached the water kingdom. Without wasting 
much valuable time we all got into our swimsuits and went 
off to enjoy some never experienced water games including 
slides, haunted cannels and other interesting games. With a 
whole day’s fun we returned back to our hotel tired to repack 
for Goa as we had to catch the train same night. 

This train travel was shorter compared to the previous one, 
we reached Goa at around two in the afternoon. As half the 
day had already passed we just shopped around the Colva 
beach that day where our hotel was located. That night we 
all played some music and danced on the rooftop of the hotel 
to enjoy our stay even more. The next day started with plans 
for sightseeing of Goa. We visited the famous church of Bom 
Jesus and got to hear some of the old and exciting stories 
about Christianity .Then we were taken on cruise where local 
dancers entertained us with the traditional music of Goa. We 
visited another beach where we all jumped into the water as 
the sun was setting with a beautiful shade of orange on the 
horizon. After returning back to our hotel we went for some 
shopping and enjoyed ice creams and other delicious delights 
of Goa. On the third day at Goa we went for water sports after 
breakfast. All of us tried various interesting water sports such 
as parasailing, banana boatride and jet skiing. We spent the 
entire day on the beach and returned to our hotel to clean up 
as we had to catch the train to Agra in the evening.  

A TRIP TO INDIA
Sakshi Devkota, AS Non Science
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Agra welcomed us with cold breeze and rain. As none of us were 
prepared for that, the GIHE hoodie came in handy. We were 
mesmerized by the beauty of Agra as one of the seven wonders of 
the world was in front of us. After the visit of Red Fort and Tajmahal, 
we had lunch and were again ready to board the train back to Delhi. 
In Delhi, we visited places like Qutub Minar, the Lotus Temple and 
other famous places. And with an ending group photograph, we 
all packed our rucksacks and headed towards the Indira Gandhi 
International Airport bidding India a final goodbye.

We will cherish every moment spent in India as those days can be 
counted as the most memorable days of our lives.

Friends are like a blowing wind
It just comes, spreads love and goes away
They are the ones who share feelings and emotions
And they will be the ones to save you from temptations.

Though I get both fusion of affection 
And tension in the bond of friendship
Why do I feel I’m not in a perfect relationship?
Lots of memorable things have been carved in my book of friendship.

But I feel somebody there will be no one
Even to turn and recollect past history of friendship.
I pray to God, let me live till Eternity dwells
In every individual soul, and depth of friendship.
 

FRIENDSHIP
Swechya Mahat, XII ‘D’



38

YOU may be in the depths of sorrow

Hoping that things turn out better tomorrow

Feeling dazed and in a rage at yourself

Hoping to be left at peace by yourself

Though free-falling through the pits of despair

You try to latch onto hope that isn't there

You know that help isn't on its way

Still you act like everything is okay

Falling and falling, you can't see the end

A diamond in the rough you were called, but begin to descend

While everything may seem fit and fine

But slowly you are dying a bit inside every time

With nowhere to go and nowhere to hide

You put on a mask and pretend its fine

Slowly consumed, and you lose your way

The mask that you hide behind

becomes your fake persona, but that's okay

Slowly but surely, you begin to transform

Living behind this mask of yours

Empty behind it is what you have become

But a hope is there, and it is here

The knight in shining armour to save you from despair

Pick yourself up, dust yourself down,

Throw that mask that you hid behind till now

Hold out your arm and take the leap

And just believe-

Believe that from here on out

That you can 'truly laugh' your heart out

For you realize that the knight in shining armour 

All along was 'me'

WORDS 
FROM 
GREAT 
PEOPLE
Mausam Gurung, AS Science

ME

Bidhan Tamang 
 AS Science

One who follows the crowd will usually go no further than the crowd. The 

one who walks alone is likely to find himself in places no one has ever been 

before.  Albert Einstein

Everybody has gone through something that has changed them in a way 

that they could never go back to the person they once were.

The LONELIEST people are the KINDEST

The SADDEST people smile the BRIGHTEST

The MOST DAMAGED people are the WISEST

There's a little TRUTH, behind every JUST KIDDING 

a little CURIOSITY behind every JUST WONDERING

a little KNOWLEDGE behind every I DON’T KNOW

a little EMOTION BEHIND EVERY I DON’T CARE

Fear is not evil. It tells you what your weakness is.  And once you know your 

weakness, you can become stronger as well as kinder. Gildarts

When life puts you in tough situations, 

Don't say WHY ME?, Say Try Me!

"

You are afraid to tell people how you feel because 

It will destroy them. So, you bury it deep inside 

yourself where it destroys you.

Never choose a friend without a complete 

understanding and never lose a friend because 

of a small misunderstanding.

Letting go means to come to the realization that some people are a part of 

your history, but not a part of your destiny. 

"
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HOW many of us after returning home from school spend our time 

using mobiles and laptops? I usually do so, but sometimes, when 

think about my routine habit, it hits me hard. What am I doing like 

this? On days, when my imagination power is high, I think about all 

the things I could do in the spare time that I have got. I was inter-

ested in music from childhood and I love singing. In the spare time 

that I've got, I could join a musical institution, and learn music. I 

was very fond of teaching others, and I would love to someone. I 

could go to numerous cities and villages, write a book, read novels, 

make new friends, and enjoy life every day. But instead we end up 

wasting our time in social media, and it's amazing how easily peo-

ple mistake its disadvantages for advantages.

Social media nowadays, is a vague portal as most of the informa-

tion present there are misleading and inconclusive. Depending too 

much on social media can prove to be harmful especially if people 

are looking for originality and creativity. Looking at the social media 

Google itself, it displays, more than million results for one search 

field and how we know which one is the best among them. Google 

does display the most viewed one at the top, but isn’t information 

scattered everywhere? Also, social media such as Facebook and 

twitter have led to many fraud cases. People find someone aged 

twenty five, good looking in Facebook and when you go and meet 

them they are forty, and have no job. This is what social media com-

pels us to face.

Social media has also led to many international hacking cases that 

have triggered the world. Certain hackers use social media itself to 

get into the computers of reputed agencies such as the FBI, and CBI. 

Kevin David Mitnick (born August 6, 1963) was an American com-

puter security consultant, author and hacker According to the U.S. 

Department of Justice, Mitnick gained unauthorized access to doz-

ens of computer networks while he was a fugitive. He used cloned 

cellular phones to hide his location and, among other things, cop-

ied valuable proprietary software of the government from some of 

the country's largest cellular telephone and computer companies. 

Mitnick also intercepted and stole computer passwords, altered 

computer networks, and broke into and read private e-mail and he 

admits doing all of this through social media and internet. Though 

he is arrested now if Mitnick had given his secrets to a group of ter-

rorists, then we can all imagine the consequences that the country 

could have faced. And there are many more like Mitnick, who are 

using the internet to push the country towards the path of danger.

Social media also has negative influences on children as from an 

early age children have started to make Facebook accounts and lit-

erally given up doing something on their own. . Do you think the 

conversations that you have with your friend every day in Face-

book, is what you live for? I'm not saying you shouldn’t use Face-

book or chat with your friends, but what I'm trying to say is it is 

not the only thing to do when you have leisure time, nor is posting 

pictures in Instagram, or wasting your time stalking some random 

cutie. Social media has made the children's habit bad. They are too 

much dependent on social media for anything in their life that they 

have forgotten to take real decisions. They forget about their inter-

ests and wants, and end up enjoying the virtual world, making little 

progress of their personality.

Readers may refer to social media being a boon as to connecting 

people all over the world, spreading awareness and information all 

over, but they are neglecting the darker and the uglier side of the 

picture that is social media, being a bug in young children's and peo-

ple's mind alike. The use of social media must be limited if optimum 

use of it is to be made, and people should be more willing to see the 

disadvantages it is having to the society. People are turning into ro-

bots and machines, and this should be noticed.

SOCIAL MEDIA
BLINDFOLDING THE SOCIETY Pukar Bhattarai, AS Non Science
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We live in a tangled place filled with crooked minds

We've created such a mess that women are scared to look behind

Women raped, child gets sexually abused by her father 

Then leave their mouth taped, humanity's a mile farther

Trapped inside a young corpse, mind striving for change 

I Adapt besides a dream world, cause reality's too estranged

We live in a world where rebels get squashed, when to protest they yell

System need to change, Well, we slowly die when mentality's re-

strained

Role models we chose got us in a rut, gobble things they tell without 

a thought 

Those who flair the rare intelligence, get mocked by herds

Ignorance is too dense to listen to the true vision beneath words

Some proud of brawn, oblivious that the pen's mightier than swords

Truth is bitter, it leaves an acrid taste that'll never flicker

It's uncouth, won't glitter, hatred is a bane that runs deeper

Agony is the truth, this pain connects us to the living

Actuality doesn't soothe, so those who're pleased have been sleeping

• An adult human being is made up of around 
7,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,
000 atoms.

• Human body has enough iron in it to make 
a metal nail 3 inches long.

• Similar to fingerprints, everyone has a 
unique tongue print.

• Ears and nose never stop growing.

• People with blue eyes have a higher alcohol 
tolerance.

• If the human eye was a digital camera it 
would have 576 megapixels.

• The heartbeat changes with the music you 
listen to.

• Every day, your heart creates enough ener-
gy to drive a truck for 20 miles (32 km).

• Within three days of death, the enzymes 
that once digested your dinner begin to eat 
you.

•  When you take one step, you are using up 
to 200 muscles.

• The chemical elements that make up your 
body are worth around 160 US DOLLARS.

• There is no scientific evidence that shaving 
or waxing will make our hair come back 
thicker.

• Coughing can cause air to move through 
your windpipe faster than the speed of 
sound-over a thousand feet per second.

• It takes more muscle to frown than it does 
to smile, SO ALWAYS SMILE.

• Your brain is more active and thinks more 
at night than during the day.

Kanchan Giri    A2 Science
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Bibek Pandey
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All my life is a stage, an empty open stage,

My dominion, my sole act

I, a lone performer

In golden disguise

Not by compulsion

By obligation I react

Impressed is the audience by my phony rage. 

My influence, my command 

My ears are plugged

So are my eyes

Why do they clap at my worthless demand?

I put my birth and death on the same page,

My solitude, my isolation

Solitary life is a torment

My cries must melt

Into the rivers of hate

That flows silently

Until it's too late

Don't call me young for I am withering with age

My attitude

Was born with it

Will live with it

Will die with it

So, I perform on this infinite page

As time moves on to swallow my age

Within a bounded, unbreakable cage

Within a bounded, unbreakable cage.

SOLE 
A C T

 Robinson Bahadur Karki, AS Non Science
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WELL, not much but just two years ago started this beautiful jour-

ney. These two years at GIHE did pass with the blink of an eye but 

what I now proudly feel is that I have gained so much of experience 

here at GIHE. These experiences that I carry with me right now will 

help me so much in years ahead and I will never be able to thank 

GIHE for what it has given me. 

I am the type of person who believes that grabbing opportunities 

that lie on your way will always be beneficial. My motto did help 

me a lot when I grabbed the very opportunity of being the "GIHE 

Students Council's President '. 

This was the most valuable experience of my life. Being appointed 

as the Student Council President gave me a lot of joy. Along with 

the happiness I knew that it was a tough job and that I would be 

expected to fulfil a lot of responsibilities. But then I thought to my-

self that these responsibilities are going to bring out the best in me. 

The respect I got from people, the responsibilities that were vested 

upon me, the way I learned to coordinate things, all of these came 

to me along with the title of “Student Council’s President”. This very 

post of President taught me what it feels like to be responsible to-

wards things, it taught me to be patient, work under pressure and 

also taught me crisis management. Above all it taught me the value 

of working in a team. I learned that by working as a team all the 

MY PERSONAL VIEW AS
“GIHE STUDENT COUNCIL’S 
PRESIDENT.”

I was both loved and hated for being upfront. But I 

was just being myself.

Ashutosh Basnyat
A2 Non Science

hurdles can be easily surpassed. I learned the true meaning of team spirit. We do face difficulties when you have such a big responsibility 

but I could solve all these problems with the combined effort of my Council members.

For providing me with this opportunity, I would like to thank all the people who believed that I was capable enough to take such a huge 

responsibility.  I would like to extend my sincere gratitude to all the members of the Student Council who were very cooperative and sup-

ported me in every step. The coming batches will hopefully prove themselves capable and will fulfil all the duties and responsibilities that 

the GIHE Student Council has been fulfilling so far. This article would be incomplete without thanking few people. I would to thank Rajni 

Ma’am for her full support and who groomed me like my mother and brought my hidden talent out. I would also like to thank Kripy Pokharel 

who helped me to complete this article of mine. Last but not the least I would like to thank the entire GIHE Family for entrusting me and 

providing me with such a responsible post. 

"

" Anonymous
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Failure is an indispensable 

part of success.

Every failure makes you stronger

your fear of failure is

your greatest obstacle.

Fear can produce energy

and excitement.

To reach your goals

you must leave your comfort zone.

Life outside the comfort zone 

is a life worth living.

No setback is big enough 

to stop you.

There is nothing in life 

that you can't handle.

Don't give up against your fears.

Your fears only have the 

power over you when you

refuse to face or feel them.

'THE BOOK THIEF'. It is a 

book written by Australian 

author Markus Zusak. The 

title of the book sounds in-

triguing? Well, it is. It is a 

story narrated by Death it-

self. Who would've thought 

about Death as someone 

who reads books? His choic-

es are good, well very good 

to be honest.

Since the book is narrated 

by Death, it's even more in-

triguing. It’s neither scary 

nor a mystery. It’s rather, a 

book about truth, about the 

choices and the mindset of a 

girl. You may think that the thoughts of a simple girl aren’t worth your time 

but it’s just the opposite. It is worth your time. The story takes place during 

the 2nd World War in Berlin, the capital of Germany. The entire story re-

volves around the protagonist’s, LieselMeminger’s, life during the war. The 

girl starts her life with the death of her brother, separation from her true 

mother, and no father to protect, support and shelter. She is well brought 

up, but then starts the stealing.Liesel is adopted into the household of the 

Hubermann’s, a kind and gentle family of two. The book describes about 

her relationship with her foster parents, with the other residents of the 

neighborhood and also with a young Jew, Max Vandenburg, who is given 

shelter in her home during the escalation of the war.

The book is as simple as it can get but the girl is quite the contrary. She falls 

in love with Max, knowing he is a Jew. It’s not the type of love you may be 

imagining, it’s good and pure. She is hungry for knowledge, for stories, for 

books and the story describes how she satiates this hunger.

'The Book Thief ' is a very amazing story and if you are soft-hearted, you're 

sure to cry. This is a book to treasure, a new classic. I recommend you to 

read this book in the hopes that you find it as good as I found it. That what 

makes the story more interesting is that it is written by the Book Thief her-

self.
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THE BOOK THIEF
A REVIEW
By jayesh shrestha, AS Science 
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MIA STARED out of her window as two men 

dressed in white took the lifeless body, laid 

on a stretcher, from the house along her 

street. It was becoming difficult for her 

to see, with each passing minute, as the 

rain got heavier and heavier blurring the 

scene outside. Although she never really 

liked such incidents and preferred to stay 

away, her eyes could not avert from the 

traumatizing scene outside. She couldn’t 

help but wonder who the person was and 

where he came from. And peculiarly, why 

was he there? It could not be a mere co-

incidence that someone unknown is found 

dead in an abandoned house. 

The house that now was surrounded by 

yellow tape and police officials belonged to 

an old lady who moved away last summer 

with her son. Since then, no one had been 

spotted inside the house. Well, 

except for the old lady’s son 

who came to check up on the 

house every six months. The 

house did not have an attractive 

exterior like the ones built on 

the street, so there were no willing buyers 

nor someone who would rent, which is one 

of the reason that the house seemed eerie 

with no living soul inside. 

The ambulance finally roared to life and the 

sirens began sounding rather too loud before 

disappearing, not that it startled Mia as she 

was completely absorbed in the thoughts of 

the man. After gawking for fifteen minutes, 

expecting something to happen, she went 

downstairs to finish her chores. As she went 

out to throw the garbage, she noticed a 

white envelope lying beside the door. She 

walked towards the door, picked it up and 

headed inside after dumping the garbage 

bag. She yawned as she made her way 

towards her bedroom and switched off the 

lights figuring she could open the envelope 

the next day. 

Mia was a heavy sleeper and she did not 

have the habit of waking up in the middle 

of the night, yet that night, something 

compelled her to do so. Something was 

constantly being thrown at her window and 

after about an hour she finally gave in and 

opened the window. In the dark night, she 

couldn’t figure out who was there; it was 

pitch-black outside. As she twisted her body 

and turned to go back to bed, something 

hit her head. Rubbing the spot, she looked 

beside her and found a crumbled paper ball. 

Curiosity now heaved inside her; why would 

someone throw a paper ball at her? As she 

opened the ball, she found that it wasn’t any 

paper ball; it was a note. 

Open the package!

Three mere words made her heartbeat go 

from normal to extremely fast in an instant. 

It was confirmed that the person had sent 

her the envelope but why and who was 

he? And how on earth did he or she know 

that she had not opened the package? 

Immediately, she tore the envelope and 

found a bunch of photos. She stood there, 

shock written all over her face. Every picture 

inside the envelope was of her except for 

the last one. Some of them were of her 

doing the dishes, some watering the plants 

and some of her watching the crime scene 

only a few hours ago. When her eyes fell 

on the last photograph, she gasped trying 

to comprehend what she was seeing. The 

picture was of the same body and at the top 

it was written- I would have loved it if that 

had been you. 

Terrorized, petrified, intimidated; all these 

words felt meaningless as to what she was 

feeling now.  For the past two months she 

had also been receiving some creepy notes 

but she had paid no heed to it thinking it 

was just a harmless prank and it would stop 

eventually. But she was mistaken. 

Not knowing what to do, she tore all the 

photographs, flushing down the remnants. 

Ever since that particular incident, Mia 

had not been able to sleep properly. She 

had been receiving similar packages every 

month, especially on Fridays with an equally 

intimidating and disturbing note attached 

to it. Mia desperately began searching for 

cameras around the house for the past six 

months but all her attempts went in vain. 

How could someone take such pictures of 

her and go unnoticed? Apart from searching 

for cameras, she had been going through 

every other website for articles related 

to handling stalkers but nothing she did 

worked. 

For any other person the situation might 

have perhaps been solved by now. However, 

for her, it was not that simple. Every time 

she contemplated going to the police, she 

remembered the threats in the notes. The 

anonymous person had her parent’s address 

and although they were miles away, she did 

not want to bring them into grave danger. 

Mia woke up to the shrill ringing of her 

alarm. Much to her annoyance, she now had 

to depend on the loud ringtone if she ever 

wanted to wake up on time. She yanked the 

thick duvet and picked up the mini-calendar 

lying on her bedside table. She 

couldn’t help but stare at the 

small paper book in her hand. 

Today was the 13th and it was 

Friday! Despite the irony, she 

got a terrible feeling in her gut. 

She could sense something horrifying was 

about to happen. 

All day long, Mia preoccupied herself with 

the thought of receiving a package. She 

knew she would receive something; it was 

only a matter of time. When she arrived 

home, she checked the letter box and every 

other place but the package was nowhere 

to be seen. Sighing, she walked towards her 

front door. As she twisted the door knob, 

she heard a terrifying scream coming from 

somewhere down the street. She got the 

chilling sensation as she recognized the 

voice. Throwing her bag on the porch, she 

ran towards the direction of her neighbor’s 

voice. 

The nearer she got, the louder the voice 

seemed. Now she was standing on the 

entrance of a forest turning left and right 

trying to fathom where to go next. A 

loud bang echoed throughout the forest 

instantly shutting the noise. She jumped, 

startled by the sound, and entered the 

forest; it was now very necessary to find her 

neighbor. She heard another bang from her 

right and realized that it was a gun shot. It 

was then it dawned upon her that this was 

a trap to lure her. In the dark shadows of 

T R A P P E D
Isha Sharma, A2 Non Science
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the forest, she could see something moving 

towards her. She heard another gunshot 

and jumped violently twisting around to see 

a hooded figure approaching her muttering 

some curses. If it were any other time, she 

would have said something in her rather 

colorful vocabulary but she chose not to. 

Instead, she accelerated her pace and 

headed towards leaving the forest.

She had been running for miles now but 

she could still hear gunshots behind her. 

The person had been following her all the 

way and to her displeasure he was nearing 

her. Once out of the forest, she hurried 

towards an alley as it was a shortcut to the 

downtown area where she would be safe. 

She rushed through the alleyway, throwing 

a heavy plastic bin behind her to try and 

stop him from following. She had to get out 

of there soon.

“Stop!” the man demanded. He was now 

already quite near and did not hesitate to 

shoot. Luckily, she managed to dodge the 

bullet but stumbled and fell down. The man 

tackled Mia to the ground with so much force 

that she felt a throbbing pain in her arms as 

her face was planted on the dirty road. This 

man was much stronger so he effortlessly 

dragged her beside a huge tree. He searched 

in his jacket pocket for something and after 

a few moments he finally found it. With the 

thick rope he tied Mia to a pole.

“Let me go,” Mia pleaded trying to untie the 

rope. The person had still not shown his 

face. 

“Why are you doing this to me?” She cried 

but the person did not move and simply 

stared at her.

“Answer me!” She screamed, earning a 

vicious slap from him.

“Mia Grace, shut it or I will not hesitate to 

pull the trigger.” He responded with venom 

laced in his words. The person quickly took 

his cell phone out and told one of his friends 

to bring a van. She could feel her pulse rate 

getting faster and faster with each passing 

second. ‘How does he know my name? Was 

he the same person who had made her life 

so grim? And what is he going to do with 

me?’ she thought. Dreading, she felt herself 

on the edge of hyperventilating. She could 

hear the faint sound of tires and in no 

moment now she would be dragged into the 

van; he was going to kidnap her. She gasped 

at her sudden discovery. 

The kidnapper started yanking her towards 

the car but suddenly halted. He shoved her 

roughly and turned back in order to run 

away but failed. He tripped on the rope and 

surprisingly tangled himself. Groaning, he 

attempted to untangle himself from the 

strong bondage of the rope, instead he 

tousled the rope further.

There was the squealing of the brakes 

and Mia raised her right hand to block the 

light that blinded her. ‘This is the end’ she 

assumed. She believed she would be thrown 

into the van and they would do dreadful 

things to her.

Mia heard the door open and then close.

“Are you okay, Miss?” 

She stared at the person in shock before 

blacking out.

Mia woke up to the faint smell of chemicals 

and medicines. Slowly she opened her eyes 

taking in the unfamiliar white walls. Feeling 

certain uneasiness, she abruptly got up 

and then realized that she was in a hospital 

room. Peering through the small window 

on the door was the same face that she had 

seen before passing out. The person entered 

her room slowly.

“Miss Grace, we have caught the person 

who tried to kidnap you. He also admitted 

that he had been stalking you for the past 

eight months, is that true?” The officer spoke 

calmly. He seemed to be in his late forties.

“I don’t know if that was him but yes, 

someone had been stalking me and 

threatening me. I was helpless. He had my 

parent’s address and I did not want to drag 

them into this.” She responded fear ticking 

all over her face. 

The officer nodded and after what felt like 

a very long ten minutes, spoke again-“We 

have arrested him and pressed on necessary 

charges. I need you to come and testify 

what you just said in the court, if that is 

okay with you.”

“That is absolutely fine. And officer, thank 

you so much.” She felt short of words to 

thank him. She was indeed very glad that 

the police officer had turned up miraculously 

in the car instead of yet another creepy 

person.

As the officer stood up, he gave Mia an 

uncertain look, “We found a body in the 

forest. By any chance do you know who that 

is?”

“Yes, she was my neighbor. I heard her 

scream and followed her. That is how I 

ended up there,” Mia said furrowing her 

eyebrows. She had totally forgotten about 

her neighbor. She felt pretty guilty but then 

again, there was nothing she could have 

done. 

The officer simply nodded and said he would 

contact her later to know the details and 

walked out of the room.

Mia was finally home and felt so much 

better. Not only did she find out who had 

been sending her all those messages but 

he had been arrested as well. And now, 

there was no one to disturb her. She felt as 

though a heavy weight had been lifted off 

her shoulder. Now, she could finally sleep 

in peace. That evening while Mia made a 

delicious dinner, she felt something was 

amiss. Until now, she had managed without 

a friend but at this moment she desperately 

needed one. She did not want to share 

this with her parents as they would worry 

themselves to death. She was really tired 

after having such a long day yesterday that 

she decided to go to bed early. 

It was about midnight when a sudden noise 

woke her up. She scrutinized her room in an 

attempt to find anything weird, but it was 

all the same; the same purple walls and 

heaps of clothes lying around. She averted 

her eyes towards the window and saw 

something shining against the moonlight. 

She hastily got up and took the note. She 

couldn’t help but stare wide eyed at the 

familiar scribbling.

Dear Mia,

If you ever think this is over, you are wrong. 

You might have escaped because of your 

luck this time but remember luck doesn’t 

favour always. Yes, there will be a next time. 

You will never be alone. You are trapped…

trapped with me!
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I was brave enough

To follow my dreams

That I wasn't afraid;

Afraid of falling down 

I wanted to play as I tell you

I wanted to remember me in my old days

That I could do something

And was something rather than nothing

I wasn't like any other one

Average mind and average thinking

I believed in myself

Moreover, I hoped every day

We all can: if I could, I would;

But I was hollow,

In thoughts of nothing

But just myself

Is what I realized later;

And forgot to correct the mistake,

The mistake I staked for my life

Realized, even though I was late

I was at least able to 

Find myself enjoying;

Enjoying in something

I felt in love with, 

And in every single day.

Now that I corrected 

And that I'm learning,

And that I'm growing ,

I Want to grow with

Self respect and something much bigger

Cause I am not just who I realize I am

We all are something much bigger

The Mistake we are doing is

Not realizing our mistake;

A Big mistake done so far

After all we are humans

Humans ruling the whole entire planet

HUMANS
Jeevika Thapaliya
AS Non Science

Roads have rather collided, not merged
Aspirations are always converted, not changed
Something within, has recently surged
All this, leading to some awakening

The collision has occurred, through some unseen bonding
As for me
A good friend lost is mystery
Fact is, another one’s gained already

It’s not that we lose those memories
It’s that we lose the bonds that are present within 
Lessened is the remorse somehow
So anger’s presence covers it up
One must always learn to forgive,
But forgiveness should be followed with 
The want to forget
Great is the one

Who learns to forgive and forget both 
For forgiveness may be used for lessening worries 
And to forget is a true resemblance
Of uniting bonds for positive lives
Uniting vibes, mending broken ties
As with the power of love, we overcome all lies

ONE 
PIECE

Sahan Maharjan
 AS Non Science
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It feels like I've lost you 
In the blue sea of high waves 
And seems like you've floated away 
With just a blink of an eye 
And Without a goodbye

I want you even more 
Since you've been so good to me 
And now you've left me 
I'm just crying , making the depth higher
Of the sea you floated away 

Since you've been gone 
It feels really long 
Since you've been gone 
It does feel a real lone 

Parted our hearts 
With the heavy hearted memories
And now that I know 
You never gave your heart 
I was just a fool 
A fool of a love I never did have

Craved for love 
For every sec I spent with you 
And wished for a hope 
A hope which I wish wasn't a due 

It made me stronger 
For every part of my life 
I remembered you 
And for every hours I waited for you

Still craving for a hope of love 
And bond of friendship 
That might grow if I'm no longer 
A stranger and lover without any love

I wished for a better person A better life 
For which you could see me in dark 
And light the night I wished my life
And a love I hoped for everyday and every 
night

Since you've been gone 
It feels really long 
Since you've been gone 
It does feel a real lone 

Since you've been gone 
Since you've been gone !
I'm just a nobody 

It hurts to know 
You're just a nobody 
To someone you think 
They mean the world to you

It hurts more to see them
With others
closer than you passed, 
Passed by them

It just hurts to know him/her
And he/r asking 'who you are' 
Or not even that 
And just moving past you 

It hurts not to see them
Every day
And it hurts more 
Not to be able to talk 
Every sec of your life 

It just hurts 
And everytime much more 
Cause they belong to you
And you're just a nobody to them

If I could cease the time 
I saw you 
I would 
And stare at you 
till I die !

Cause it hurts 
To see that I'm just a 
nobody to you
And you mean the 
world to me 

Every Time I think of you
As in every sec of my life 
I just imagine beyond virtual reality
And try to escape the beautiful dream you 
always come in 

And I just wanna be with you 
But I'm just a nobody to you
And I just wanna hold your hand
But I'm just a nobody to you
And I just wanna be friends and no more
Still I'm a nobody to you

SINCE YOU'VE 
BEEN GONE

I see no end of this shade;

In this life of despair,

An amputated soul-that is all I have made.

What am I? Where am I?

With time, I shall slowly, partially fade.

Little did I know my struggles, my pain,

My loss was not the worst;

For eternal happiness was to feign.

I shall perish from this world,

This world of dark, evil domain.

Yet the menace has still not had its day,

And I shall let it not.

My resolute in its resilient way,

Will drift my struggle, my pain,

My loss; it will all consistently sway.

Glory is mine and even with scarred wings

I will have what is mine.

There is no end of this shade; it swings,

But it can be conquered.

I am the conqueror; I am the King of Kings.

THE KING
Ronish Man Shrestha,  XII ‘C’

JEEVIKA THAPALIYA, AS NON SCIENCE
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WHY DO people resort to such violent acts 

as bombing, assassinations and hi-jacking? 

How do organizations and we people jus-

tify these acts of terror? These acts can be 

described as terrorist actions. Terrorism is a 

growing international problem.

During the last 30 years, new terrorist 

groups have sprung all over the world. Gov-

ernments have had little success in their at-

tempts to resolve issues in which terrorism 

is used.

Terrorism can be described as an unlawful 

use of fear or force to achieve certain po-

litical, economical or social aims. A single 

individual, a certain group or even govern-

ments may commit terrorist action, the war 

between the Libyan people and their leader 

Huammar Gaddafi can be considered an act 

of terrorism committed by the government 

of Libya under Gaddafi.

The use of terror to achieve goals is not 

a new idea in history. One early terrorist 

group, the ‘assassins’ flourished in the 12th 

and 13th centuries. The ‘assassins’ used mur-

der to dispose of their enemies, and their 

name has come to be used for one who kills 

for political or religious reasons. Their name 

is also used in popular video game calls “As-

sassins creed”. Government terrorism dates 

at least from immediately after The French 

Revolution, in 1789. During this period, 

known as the “Reign of terror”, the French 

Revolutionary executed thousands of its 

citizens who considered enemies of its rule.

Groups who speak national independence 

have committed acts of terrorism. One such 

act was the assassination of the archduke of 

France in 1914. This assassination may have 

won Bosnia from Austrian rule, but led to 

World War I.

The hi-jacking of Indian Airlines thirteen 

times which sets a record is a vivid example 

of hi-jacking.

The main targets of terrorism are govern-

ment officials and kings. Members of ter-

rorist group that wanted to overthrow the 

government assassinated Czar Alexander 

of Russia in 1881. Other famous people who 

were assassinated because of their beliefs 

were Martin Luther King, Sheikh Mujibur 

Rehman and Mahatma Gandhi.

Today, even after the death of Osama Bin 

Laden, the leader of the world’s largest ter-

rorist group, terrorism has not stopped.

It is unlikely that we will ever see an end to 

terrorism. Terrorists are not born, but creat-

ed by the issues of today that develop into 

conflicts of tomorrow.

AASHWINI RAJ YADAV, XII  ‘A’

When all the lights faded

And the sun was still covered

Somewhere in my chest, it ached

But there were stars, I believed.

I knew the clouds would move,

The day would come,

When I would light the candle,

Then bring the light in my life.

Flowers faded and leaves were shed

Trees and fields were barren

The pain in the heart was regained

But it was just the matter of time indeed.

The clouds moved, the season changed

My hope was cherished

Then time came for darkness,it faded

The only thing I needeed,light flickered

Then I was relieved and cured

The pain and aches were stitched

Cuts and bruises were filled and I realized

It was just the hope and belief that mattered.                                                                                

JUST A MATTER OF TIME
Rojina Shrestha, XI 'D'

T E R R O R I S M

WONDERS 
OF 
WORLD

Rojina Shrestha, XI 'D'

Gazing at the sky,

I was wondering about

The wonders of the world.

Suddenly my eyes concentrated,

It got stuck in the elephant in the sky.

Suddenly reality hit me

The wonders of the world.

A small creature to the largest.

Soft one, kindhearted

To the demons.
Elephant disappeared,

I shifted my eyes to a rabbit.

This was the perfect one.

Everything white and matched

Then gazing continued.

And kept on wondering,

Plunged into an endless reality.
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I buy expensive suits; they just look cheap on 

me.

Warren Buffett

I believe that if life gives you lemons, you 

should make lemonade... And try to find some-

body whose life has given them vodka, and 

have a party. 

Ron White

Procrastination is the art of keeping up with 

yesterday.

Don Marquis

Do not take life too seriously. You will never 

get out of it alive.

Elbert Hubbard

A successful man is one who makes more 

money than his wife can spend. A successful 

woman is one  who can find such a man.

Lana Turner

Always forgive your enemies- nothing annoys 

them too much.

Oscar Wilde

I am so clever that sometimes I don’t understand 

a single word of what I am saying.   

Oscar Wilde

I found there was only one way to look thin: 

hang out with thin people. 

Rodney Dangerfield

Man cannot live by bread alone; he must have 

some peanut butter.

James A. Garfield

We are all born mad. Some remain so.

Samuel Beckett

My one regret in life is that I am not someone 

else. 

Woody Allen

When god sneezed, I didn’t know what to say.

Henny Youngman

There are only three things women needs in 

life: food, water and compliments.

Chris Rock

People who think they know everything are a 

great annoyance to those of us who do.

Isaac Asimov

; - )
FUNNY 
QUOTES

"

"

"

"

ONE SUMMER night in 1977, Jerry Ehman a 

volunteer for SETI (Search for extraterrestrial 

intelligence), may have become the first man 

to receive an intentional message from an alien 

world. Ehman was scanning radio waves from 

deep space, hoping to randomly come across 

a signal that bore the hallmarks of one of that 

might be sent by intelligent aliens, when he saw 

his measurement spike.

The signal lasted for 72 seconds, the longest 

period of time it could possibly be measured by 

the array that Ehman was using. It was loud and 

appeared to have been transmitted from a place 

no human has gone before: in the constellation 

Sagittarius near a star called Tau Sagittarii, 120 

light years away from the earth.

Ehman wrote the words “WOW!” on the original 

printout of the signal, thus it's titled as “The 

WOW! Signal”

All attempts to locate the signal again have 

failed, leading to much controversy and mystery 

about its origin and meaning.

THE WOW! 
SIGNAL: A MYSTERY
Aashwini Raj Yadav, XII  ‘A’

SAKRITA MAHARJAN
A2 SCIENCE
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I was a just-born and she was Twenty-Five,

Though we were we, we were one.

I would cry out in Latin and she would respond 
in Greek,

I would learn nothing but she never got tired 
to teach.

 

I was surrounded by monsters eager to pull my 
cheek,

but they would vanish the moment I was wet 
and weep.

She would come running and hold me in her 
arms,

as if I had won the contest of the charms.

Now I was able to walk and chew,

and hey, I was two.

I and she could now understand each other,

I was her everything and she needed no other.

I would try to walk and fall down,

But knowing she was with me,

the fear of getting hurt was now gone.

We still could not converse that effectively,

But she would understand my needs so easily.

 

I could now roam about free,

because now I have turned three.

I was ready to join a new world,

my academic life was now gonna mould.

She would dress me as best as a prince,

but when I would come back,

she would need at least an hour to rinse.

I was now able to talk,

I was a ferry and she was my dock.

I still remember the child, whose shirt I had 
torn,

Hey buddy, I have turned four.

I now came home a little late,

Nevertheless finding her waiting at the gate.

She would hug me and carry me in her arms,

it felt like flying through the farms.

We now did the homework together,

I would spoil the home and she used to work.

Years passed and now I was fifteen,

and with each year I would forget to lean.

I wouldn't care for what she said,

because now I had become mean.

She would ask me to study for a good future,

but I was busy in a different culture.

Now I had many she's in my life,

I dreamed of having one of them as my wife.

I changed a lot which she did not teach,

She would try to hug me but I was out of reach.

She still waited for me at the gate,

but I would look at her with utmost hate.

She would be awake till late in the night,

because I wasn't home, I was in a fight.

She had so much to scold, but she never did say,

hoping to find me better the next day.

Time went on and now I am grown,

lost in the world of my own.

I and she, between us have a river,

I have left her for my career.

When I was young, for me, she sacrificed her 
ambitions,

but I don't care, I now have my own mission.

I am not with her now, I am in a different city,

she is so old now but I don't even pity.

She needs me now but I am nowhere to find,

in the race for appraisal, I have become blind.

In a few years from now, I will be two,

there will be in my life someone new.

Then I'll forget even to bother,

I am her son and she is my Mother.

HEART 
TOUCHING...

Sushil Shrestha, XII "A"
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WOMEN are basically the better half of the world.  They have 

done equally great acts as men but with much more struggle as 

compared to them. So, they deserve to be treated as equal as 

men. We, the educated ones are very familiar to gender equality 

in our environment, but I feel really unfortunate to hear about 

the tragic rape cases happening all over the world. Sexually 

abusing girls is clearly against their right. It is an animal like 

behavior to harm their integrity in this way. They are not only 

physically weak after they have been raped, but they are also 

mentally and emotionally affected. The victims view the world 

differently and their perspective about humanity changes. It 

becomes obscure for them to face the world. Is it fair that one 

half of the world shadows the other?

We have been traumatized by the news that a girl’s own father 

raped her. With this kind of news, how can we trust men in our 

lives? With literacy rate over 99% 

in Sweden, it has been declared 

that the highest cases of rape 

take place ther according to the 

statistics of 2012. So, we simply 

cannot blame illiteracy for the 

increasing rape issues all over 

the world. We should act more 

civilized and respect others 

freedom. If not so, the criminals 

must be punished accordingly. 

In the documentary, “India’s 

daughter “we could not find 

regret in the eyes of the rapists. 

Instead, they blamed the victim 

to be a girl from an ill-cultured 

family. The culprit mentioned 

that it was the victim’s fault that 

she defended herself. Had she 

not resented, they would have 

just raped her but not physically 

harm her. This kind of statement 

shows the sick mentality of 

some men, how they look down 

upon women and do not give 

the same importance as to 

themselves.

We should not ignore the 

fact that women have the 

potential to contribute on equal 

standards as well. They are to be 

given opportunities and liberty 

to work and live like men. So, 

let us live the world not against 

women but with women.

WORLD 
AGAINST WOMEN
Sojiyana Ligal Shrestha, AS NonScience

SKETCH BY PARUSHA PRADHAN
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TRUST  ME I LOST 10 POUNDS IN 3 DAYS BY FOLLOWING  THIS DIET, BUT ONE REALLY NEEDS A DEEP 
DETERMINATION TO DO THIS.                    

LUNCH

½ cup tuna

1 slice toast

Coffee or tea

DINNER 

3 ounces of meat

1 cup green beans

1/2 banana

1 small apple

1 cup vanilla ice cream

BREAKFAST

½ grape fruit

1 slice toast

2 table spoon peanut butter

Coffee or tea 

BREAKFAST

1 egg

1 slice toast

1/2 banana

LUNCH

1 cup cottage cheese 

(or 1 slice cheddar cheese)

1 hardboiled egg

5 saltine crackers

DINNER 

2 sausage

1 cup broccoli

1/2 cup carrots

1/2 banana

1 cup vanilla ice cream

BREAKFAST 

5 saltine crackers

1 slice cheddar cheese

1 small apple

LUNCH

1 hardboiled egg

1 slice toast

DINNER

1 cup tuna

1/2 banana

1 cup vanilla ice-cream

DAY 1 DAY 2 DAY 3

LOSE

10 
POUNDS
IN 
3 DAYS
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Lasta Awale
AS Non Science
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THE day that I enrolled in GEMs must have been one of 

the luckiest days of my life. Back then, when my school 

life started. I was not aware that my life would change 

so much. I didn’t know the importance of the word 

“education” until I had experienced it.

School life had been a long and amazing journey. Out 

of 24 hours a day I would spend 11 hours in my school. 

When I was in the third or fourth grade, I would sit 

and dream, waiting for the school to get over and I 

would rush home to watch some cartoons or movies, 

but now I regret that. School life was a journey full of 

knowledge, laughter, regrets, fights, scolding, love and 

care. Whenever I got a scolding from my teachers I used 

to take it in a negative way, but now I feel really good 

when I remember it all. Now I know the true reason 

behind teacher’s scolding me or punishing me. By the 

end of the school life I had developed an ambition inside 

me. During the last days of my school life, sadness 

hovered me, and I finally came to realize that my school 

life had approached its end.

Later I planned on continuing my higher education at 

GEMS itself. I choose GEMs because the environment 

was quite familiar to me and also because I wanted to 

become a full GEMs graduate.

College life is an amazing journey. It’s one of the most 

important parts of one’s life as it will determine his/her 

future. In my college life I came to perceive that “Unity is 

strength”. I realized that friendship was a special bond 

that grew with love and pleasure. I know there are 

now hardly few months for my college days to get over. 

I wish I could spend some more time at GIHE. The fun 

that I experienced in all these years can definitely not be 

replaced by any. 

Every teacher had been very supportive and special to 

me. Now I know how valuable they are. They are the 

main source of inspiration for all my achievement. My 

friends who supported me through all my difficulties 

were always there to accompany me in my happiness 

also.

All my happiness has been fulfilled by GEMS and it is 

impossible to forget all these nostalgic memories. A 

feeling that “Life never ends “always strikes in my heart. 

Every day is a different excitement and I am grateful 

that GEMS made me believe in it. I sincerely thank 

GEMS for revealing me the true objective of life. Now 

my college days are coming to an end very soon. All the 

memories throughout the journey, from the silly jokes 

we cracked, the mischief we did and the silly pranks 

we played, are going to remain in my heart forever. 

Nevertheless, the curiosity to learn more from teachers 

will always remain. 

So I would like to end by thanking all my teachers , 

seniors , juniors  and entire GEMS and GIHE members 

for making my school and college life so meaningful.

YEARS
SHRISAN KAPALI,  XII 'B'IN GEMS12 
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THE awaited rafting journey was finally set for the 20th of March, 

2015. We could hear the excitement throughout the College 

corridors as the forms were being distributed. But sadly, only 90 of 

us from both the AS level and Grade 11 could go.

On the 20th of March, we reached college early morning. Three 

tourist buses were hired to take us to Chaudandi. On reaching 

there, we were served breakfast but we were too overwhelmed 

to eat anything. Next thing we know is we were on the rafting 

boats with our friends wearing our safety gears. We had some 

experienced ones in our boat who had done rafting before and 

some were very frightened at first. But as we passed few rapids, we 

gained confidence. Then the guide of our boat allowed us to jump 

onto the water as there were no rapids ahead. The ice cold water did 

not mar our enjoyment. Then we stopped by a small beach where 

we played with sand and clicked innumerous pictures. Then came 

the terrifying a nearly two-storied cliff from which almost everyone 

jumped. After rafting for 3 hours, we reached our destination 

in Kurintar. After satisfying our hungry stomachs, we changed 

into our dry clothes and got ready for the camp fire. Everyone 

surrounded the camp fire and danced to the beats of the song. The 

night just passed away in just a blink of an eye. The best part of the 

rafting was sleeping in the tents and telling ghost stories which 

made the night even scarier. Waking up to the good weather there 

made us feel refreshed. We ate our breakfast, packed our bags and 

bid goodbye to our little tents.

As we boarded our buses, we could not help ourselves but look at 

the river we rafted the entire day, where we swam and made so 

many memories. On reaching home tired and weary, we could only 

wish we could go back there again. 

J O U R N E Y 
OF A LIFETIME
Sojiyana Ligal Shrestha & Lasta Awale
AS Non Science
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WHEN people are nervous, worried , 

desperate , bored , stuck, tensed , angry 

, confused , tired , empty , sad , jealous , 

craving , etc  at the end of every advice 

or suggestion all they hear is “ GO WITH 

THE FLOW “ . So what actually is going 

with the flow? Everyone has different 

opinions and answers to this question.

For me “ going with the  flow”  is waiting 

but still moving on . Waiting can be for 

everything to go back to normal or wait-

ing for something to happen. Everyone 

goes through certain situations and 

emotions in life , which they can do 

nothing about , as doing some-

thing may ruin it and make it 

worse or change it into some-

thing  better but the fear of 

losing is huge nobody desires 

to risk it. This is the situation 

where we should go 

with the flow , where 

we should wait. We 

should know we have to go with the 

flow , when we have tried everything 

but achieved nothing and we are tired of 

trying , when we are not alone but lone-

ly, when  we can’t move on with time , 

when we can’t let go , when we are not 

strong enough , when we are struggling 

between what we want and what we 

should do and when life is a beautiful 

chaos . We are moving on , doing what 

we should be doing but inside we are 

still waiting. We might be doing the op-

posite of this , where we are waiting, 

for the world but deep inside its already 

over and we have moved too far.

“Going with the flow” is about accepting 

what is there. It is not always about fall-

ing in , it is also about falling out , which 

is something we must learn to accept . 

Denying what exists only makes it hard 

, not only for us but also for the people 

who care for us . We should not worry 

that its not “meant to be” and instead 

try to make it work till “its meant to be” . 

It never takes time to realize our feelings 

, it just  takes time to believe in them . 

People might think how accepting any-

thing will help them but once they learn 

to accept , they will realize that its all 

they ever needed. Accepting helps us to 

forgive people and in many cases it helps 

us to forgive ourselves . If we are able to 

forgive then there is no need to forget . 

Forgetting is not always the solution to 

everything.

It also means not rushing. We 

should never rush into anything 

.It makes things worst and leads 

you nowhere . ‘Not rushing ‘ 

doesn’t mean you should 

think to much either 

. We should under-

stand that if it makes 

us think a lot then we should simply not 

get into it. We tend to rush into things 

when we are desperate . Desperation 

leads to disaster . If we hurry we won’t 

know what we are missing or leaving 

behind. We will regret if we slowed and 

regret if we rushed , we can only go with 

the flow . If slow is your ‘flow’ then go 

slow , if fast is your ‘flow’ then go fast  

just don’t push it . 

In the end , everything that I mentioned 

above is about sadness . This is because 

when we are happy we don’t have to 

think about going with the flow , we au-

tomatically do it without even realizing 

it . People spend all their lives searching 

for the key but they never realize that 

life could be all about finding the lock 

and they already have the key.

GOING WITH THE FLOW
Deepani shakya, AS Science 

Those  summer when love hit us hard

We use to feel two heartbeat as one

Those summer when we were carefree

All we worried was loosing each other's sight

Moments which became memories

Memories that gave us chills

Those moments which defined our lives

Moments which we wished would never end.

As time pass by sadly love ran out

The love which we cherished the most

As time pass by, the pain weighted more

Pain that destroyed our home which,

we had promise to live in together forever

As it ends up with a smile

Smile which we faked ,

 we be happy without each other

As it ends with lies

Lies; we would never let go

At the end there's nothing left except

broken promises and aching heart.

HOW 
TWO FELT APART
Eric Awale, A2 Science
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No words in mind

I had lost my sight

One way to go

But I was lost in my shadow,

Still I told my mind

To be calm for a while

Cause,  no matter how dark is the 

night, 

A day will come with a new light

Forget what you did, 

And do good what you’re about to 

do

Cause what to do, 

Life is a journey,

You got to go where it takes you.
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FROM the day we are born to the day we perish, life gives us an 

ocean of imperishable moments. Most of them are a collection 

of who we are and what we have wanted and done in life while a 

bunch of them stay with us as our deepest regrets .Somewhere 

amongst them reside those once in a life time memories that  are so 

very rare we get chills just reminiscing them. Once such anamnesis 

life offered me was the “Ghandruk-Ghorepani” trek. 

 A seven day  long trek that was to start from the  foot of the hills to 

an elevation of a few thousand meters crossing lands vehicles hadn’t 

invaded yet ; this trek gave me an opportunity to see life from a view 

I would never have living our city life . Beginning from a pretty long 

bus ride from Kathmandu to Nayapul which was the starting point 

of our trip, Day 1 wasn’t very tantalizing as it was dusky before we 

reached our destination; Birethati. Yet, with friends and no family 

around, how could we not enjoy?  Little did we have an idea of all 

that lied ahead of us.

Day 2 was the one of the toughest days of the trek. We were a bunch 

of city lads who had barely walked all our lives and here we were 

carrying bags almost as heavy as us having to climb steep hills and 

stairs for 10 hours straight. But we did and the climb was worth it 

for Banthati, was a small village in the lap of mountains. Reaching 

there felt so lively and fresh and once we unpacked everyone forgot 

their tiring day and got busy playing cards, chatting , strolling around 

, resting. The 

next morning 

brought us to 

one of our main 

locations of the 

trip; Ghorepani. But how can I not mention our luck which also 

gave us the opportunity to see and walk past snow covered hills 

before reaching and at Ghorepani. Day 3 trek wasn’t even worth 

mentioning compared to the earlier day in terms of difficulty and 

thus the remains of the day was spent by us making snowman, 

playing snow fights, visiting the beautiful village and the best of 

them all, playing cards. Just when we thought this trip couldn’t get 

any better, 

Day 4 came with a bag full of surprises.We were asked to wake up 

early to watch the sunrise from a viewpoint called “Poonhill” which 

was also the highest point of our trek i.e 3200 meters above sea 

level. It was still dark when we reached the top which made us 

unable to guess our surrounding. Once the sunrays started falling 

on us that was when we realized where we had gotten. All around 

us were the beautiful mountain peaks, so close I felt my bare hands 

were almost touching them. Words cannot describe the beauty we 

got to witness and for a while I thanked god for giving me the ability 

to see and the strength to come all the way from home to see what 

I was seeing right there and then. If I could, I would’ve stopped the 

time and admired it forever .Yet , the moment passed and it was 

time for us to walk some more to reach another village between the 

hills ; Tadapani. 

Walking or more distinctly sliding through the snow covered hills 

for the next 14 hours with a few breaks in between, we reached our 

destination. Tadapani was nothing compared to what we had seen 

earlier that day which made us less interested to see around and 

more to play our favourite ; cards. The next morning which marked 

our 5th day of the trek, we started walking downhill to reach our 

A TRIP 
TO REMEMBER.
Rachel Puri,  A2 Non science
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WE WERE very new to the college and its environment when we saw a 

notice on the notice board about the Budhanilkantha A level convention 

which was going to be organised on 6th and 8th of September. Since the 

very beginning of my college life I had the fear of “not being selected”  for 

any competition because I would have to face a lot of competitors. But I 

along with many friends was extremely overwhelmed to know that we 

had been chosen for the competiton. 

The convention was all about competition with different  A-level colleges 

in Nepal in various categories including : Futsal, 3on 3 basketball, 

Free topic speech, Essay writing, Collage Making, Panel discussion, 

powerpoint presentation and Photography.

Finally , after a week of hardwork the day finally arrived when half of the 

team was ready to explore their talents in the first Intercollege competiton ever. 

On the first day, the team of Futsal, 3 on 3 basketball, collage making and essay writing competition were ready to shine! And the pleasure 

was doubled when the essay writing team brought the first prize!! The team consisted of bright ters including Jayesh Shrestha, Sojiyana 

Ligal Shrestha, Pukar Bhattarai and Arju Pun.  

On the second day, The team of Free topic speech , Panel Discussion, Powerpoint presentation and Photography. We had all worked really 

hard for the event and  our hard work had paid off really well. 

Finally, It was not all about bringing the first trophy or the first medal. It was about exhibiting our talents and skill. It was about the effort 

we had put in and the team work we believed in. We believed that we had a lot more opportunites coming through.

Also, Our  respected  ECA co-ordinator Mr. Lawang Sir had also been selected as the judge of The Free topic speech competition which was 

a great pleasure for his students. 

Later, we were taken to a restaurant by our sir where we had a lot of fun. We collected a lot of memories and the convention helped learn 

something useful in our lives. The momories and friends we created there helped us boom in many other competitons that followed.  

BUDHANILKANTHA 
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other destination; Ghandruk. Ghandruk was a beautiful village full 

of tradition and culture and heritages. Yet being the typical city folks 

we were, what we admired the most about Ghandruk was the access 

to internet after days. We also had a small campfire and barbeque 

party that night as the next day our village stays were coming to an 

end for we were to go to Pokhara after our final downhill trek. Day 6 

wasn’t very exciting and what killed us was the fact that Ghandruk 

had bus services yet we were made to walk all the way back to 

Nayapool. Still, what kept us going was the realization that we 

would be at Pokhara by the night and that too we would be staying 

one of the best resort. The beautiful city of Pokhara was lit as if it 

was to welcome us and we spent the night visiting restaurants and 

eating like freaks because 6 days or daal bhat power had got us the 

craving for all the junk food. But we sure did keep some space for the 

lavish dinner that night. Rumors of the resort being haunted spread 

and suddenly many of us turned into ghost hunters , but all in vain. 

The heavy breakfast next morning marked Day 7 which was the last 

day of the trip. Spending it boating and strolling around Fewa Lake 

for the last time before we left, it wasn’t long before we were back 

home ; those 7 days just a memoir now.

 “The best days usually end with the dirties clothes.”  Maybe this 

saying would never make as much sense to me as it does now 

because of this trek and I will never be thankful enough to GIHE for 

providing us infinity within a number of days.  I now  know people 

weren’t wrong when they said “ heaven isn’t that far away”  because 

I believe I’ve been there . 

Aarohaa Satyal
AS Science
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GAZING at the serene Gosainkunda Lake made us forget our long, 

tiring, arduous journey reaching there. The view was completely 

bliss to an eye. 

It had all begun with an all of a sudden idea. A teacher was teaching 

some important topic but we were busy discussing and planning 

about our hypothetical trip. We unanimously decided to trek 

to Gosainkunda.  Even without preparations, we were already 

visualizing our trip in some flash-forward manner. Though we had 

plenty of time to get gears and necessities, we ignored the fact that 

bus tickets are hard to come by especially during festive season. I 

sat in front of my telephone calling one ticket counter after another 

but in vain. Our excitement was slowly fading. Being as determined 

as we were, we decided to go even without pre-hand tickets. 

 Luckily, there was one last bus to Dhunche. We all were so relieved. 

Our trip had a motto 'Hope for the best, prepare for the worst'. 

Hesitatingly, sitting on our conquered bus seats, we began our 

unforeseen journey into the Himalayas. 

Our first destination of the trek was Dhunche, headquarter of 

Rasuwa district.  The bus left Balaju at 6 am. Our bus journey was 

not only entertaining but also very interesting.  Call it fortune, call 

it serendipity, on our way awaited a horrible landslide of ‘Ramche’. 

Our bus broke down in Kalikasthan. So we had to board another 

bus to reach Dhunche, which was jam-packed. It compelled us to 

travel in the hood of the bus. Though it seemed like such a risk, the 

beautiful landscape and scenery of Rasuwa district seen from the 

hood mesmerized and thrilled us and treated us with a scintillating 

cool breeze. Our motto then came into practice. Although it was 

just five hours' ride, we reached Dhunche in around eight hours. 

When we reached our hotel we threw our heavy bags aside and 

jumped into the bed. OH! It was such a relief. Then we went to 

explore Dhunche Bazar. We could see mountains far-far away and 

the thought of being near those mountains the next day excited us. 

We returned to our hotel and played cards. We ordered normal 'Dal, 

bhat, tarkari' for dinner and I must say it was amazingly delicious. 

As we had to move very early the next morning, we slept early. 

Never EVER set an alarm at 4 or 5 with excitement. (Lesson learnt). 

We woke up at 6. 

30 MINUTES 
TO GOSAINKUNDA

PARIBARTAN DHAKAL,  XII B                    ABHISHEK DANGOL,  XII B                          SAMIP DAHAL, XII B                         PARITOSH DAHAL,  XII B  
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Our trek started from Dhunche. By the time we started our trekking 

we were already inside the Langtang National Park premises. The 

rich flora and fauna and the roaring sound of the Trishuli River made 

it breath-taking. The chirping of birds and the bustling sound made 

by trees made us believe that we were already in paradise. The 

first five minutes' walk wasn’t the toughest of our journey but it 

definitely prepared us for the hell before reaching our heaven. We 

reached Deurali exhausted at 8 am. The first step towards anything 

is the most difficult one, we realized. We took bites of snickers to 

rejuvenate our energy and continued our trek. The next stop was 

Dhimsa. I don't know what Dhimsa means but it certainly doesn't 

mean comfortable.  I asked a group of trekkers, “How long does it 

take to reach Dhimsa?”

“What did he say?” asked Abhishek

“Thirty minutes”

“Oh they always say thirty minutes even if it means a day.”

“Maybe we can write about our trekking and call it ’30 minutes to 

Gosainkunda'.” I said. 

We opted to reach Chandanbari (Singhghompa) for our lunch but 

we couldn't bear our hunger and decided to have lunch in Dhimsa. 

It took us four – 30 minutes to reach Dhimsa (10 am). Why wouldn't 

we love the lunch? We were so-so hungry at that time. After taking 

some rest we continued our trek. We had to walk through the 

woods. After another three- 30 minutes we reached Chandanbari 

(1:30pm). It was such a ravishing place. We just stopped for a while 

to fill the water bottles and hydrate ourselves.

"Will we be able to reach Laurebina today?" asked Samip

 “We hope so”, replied Paritosh.

 Hope is a weird thing. It’s much less powerful than determination. I 

shall talk about the determination thing later, but speaking of hope 

it changes its mood in an astonishing velocity.

The only problem we had thought we would face was that of the 

altitude sickness. So, we were all versed of its symptoms. We chewed 

some cloves of garlic and continued our way to Cholangpati. The 

way was incredibly picturesque. It didn't take us much time to reach 

Cholangpati (3:30 pm). We rested there for a while. We ordered 

black tea and got engrossed by the beauty of the mountains. We 

had planned to stay in Laurebina also known as Gosainkunda Base 

Camp (GBC), situated at the altitude of 3901m for that night. So we 

eventually reached Laurebina approximately at six. It was chilly cold 

up there. Believe me I haven't experienced such freezing temperature 

till date. We booked the room in a hotel and were refreshed. The 

water! It was so freezing cold. I wish I didn’t have to wash my hands 

and face. But the environment there was so alluring. We were so tired 

and hungry at that time.  If you ask somebody really hungry about 

the most satisfactory moment of their life, it’s likely that they will 

remember eating something delicious. And the Tibetan bread and 

garlic soup we ordered at Laurebina was no less delicious. It was a 

full moon night that day and we could see the moon's light reflecting 

on the Mountains. OH MY! It was the most beautiful thing I had ever 

seen. Lantang Lirung, Ganesh, Machhapuchhre and Annapurna 

range were all right in front of us reflecting beautifully on the full 

moon night. Mountains, you see they are not just some huge hills 

covered with snow at least not metaphorically.  Such feelings are 

bound to emerge from your within if you are someone who resides 

far away from the mountains. The hospitality and friendliness of 

the hotel's owner was unbelievable. Sadly there was no facility of 

electricity. So we couldn't charge our phones and cameras. Next day, 

we left at 7 am. Laurebina, name itself suggests that this hill is not 

easy to climb. It is really hard to climb without 'Lauro'(stick). Legend 

says that Lord Shiva had climbed that hill without the use of a stick 

in his quest to reach Gosainkunda. It was a herculean task to get to 

the top of that hill. There was a risk of altitude sickness if we hurried 

so we climbed slowly and reached the Gumba. The view from that 

Gumba was magnificent. We could see Dhunche from there and we 
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realized how much we'd walked and conquered. We rested there for a while and headed towards our main destination 'GOSAINKUNDA'. The 

path beyond the Gumba was an easy one but dangerous. We were already above the tree zone as there was no sign of vegetation. We had 

already reached around the altitude of 4000 m and suddenly it started to snow. 'WOW', we shouted. We were lucky enough to experience 

snow. We were planning to visit 'Bhairavkunda' which lay on the way to Gosainkunda. Thank god we didn't go there. After we returned 

we heard that no one goes there. Even helicopters don’t fly above. It is believed that 'Naag' (snake) pulls people inside. After nearly two 

nights and ten hours, we reached our destination 'Gosainkunda'(4380m). When we saw the first glance of the holy lake, it nearly took our 

breath away. The Gosainkunda area has been delineated as a religious site. Hindu mythology attributes Gosainkunda as the abode of the 

Hindu deities Shiva and Gauri. The Hindu scriptures Bhagavata Purana, Vishnu Purana and the epics Ramayana and Mahabharata refer to 

Samudra manthan, which is directly related to the origin of Gosainkunda which is believed to have formed from the digging of the land by 

the Trishul (holy Trident) of lord Shiva.

 Have you ever seen the clouds playing in the lap of hills? We happen to see the same. Nature is astonishingly beautiful whatever be the 

definition of beauty you wish to share. We decided to take some snaps and also acclimatize to the new height.  This was the moment when 

all our exhaustions vanished instantly. If there is God he must be great. Even if there was no god, these hills and lakes could still represent 

His greatness. Reality struck when suddenly Paritosh complained about having fever. We assumed it to be the symptom of altitude sickness. 

So, we decided to move. We can’t remain enchanted in the beauty forever, but memories will of course be there. I don’t know if it will last 

forever but as long as it lasts it shall always be indelible.  We planned to reach Chandanbari by that night. We walked ferociously. We reached 

GBC in about an hour, picked up our bags and sticks and walked again. Paritosh and I were almost running. Abhishek and Samip were 

following us. Cholangpati was less than two hours. We had to reach Chandanbari. This time it was more about determination than hope. 

As I hinted before, determination is much powerful than hope. Finally, it was 6pm when we reached Chandanbari. From our experience, 

we concluded that downhill is more painful to walk than uphill. We stayed near a fireplace and talked with other guides and trekkers. 

We listened to their experiences and hardships savoring the famous 'Yak cheese' from the local dairy. The next day, we were returning 

to Kathmandu from our successful trek.  We walked so fast that we reached half of Dhimsa in a single breath. We then stopped for a 

while and munched some Toblerone and sipped some energy drink 

and continued. It was already 9 am when we reached 'Deurali'. So 

we had only one hour left to reach Dhunche. We all hurried this 

time. Unluckily, Samip sprained his ankle. After some medications 

and first-aid we were ready to move. Though he was hurt, he was 

determined to move forward. Luckily we reached Dhunche on time, 

collected our belongings and boarded the last bus to KTM. Even till 

the end, our struggle continued as we had to stand and travel on 

that bumpy road. 

  So, that’s it. I don’t know if life is too short to experience all the fun 

but I certainly do know that this world is too pristine to explore.
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UNDERNEATH THE STARS
Sangam Dhoj Karki, AS Science

Underneath the stars

I sit and ask myself

Who knows

What’s going to happen next?

Underneath this twinkling light

In this silent night

I sit, I wonder

Does the past last forever?

As the blowing wind

Gets stronger and stronger

The questions that arise in my mind

Just get unanswerable

Who knows

What the time will bring

The future is a mystery

Can we unfold it like poetry?

Awakening in the dark

I see a bright light

That gives me a ray of hope

In which I live

Underneath this dark sky

I ask myself why

There is no peace and

How can we live in this misery?

What will time bring?

I don’t know

Underneath the stars

I keep on wondering.


