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FROM THE EDITOR
Too often we underestimate the power of 

a touch, a smile, a kind word, a listening 

ear, an honest compliment, or the small-

est act of caring, all of which have the 

potential to turn a life around 

-Leo Buscaglia

Her name was Olga.

I was 10 years old, in between worlds 

so to say, when the little child in me 

would revolt on being called a child. 

She would insist on being grown up 

and then furtively hide under the 

quilts because she was still afraid of 

the dark. Dad and mom decided to 

send me to live with relatives for a 

year…I still wonder why, but those are 

thoughts for another day. 

I walked out into the garden of the 

house which was now going to be my 

home…and that’s when I first saw Olga 

sitting on a ‘mudiya’ just outside the 

gate in a common playground shared 

by roughly 22 families. I froze…opened 

my mouth to scream, but realized I had 

made no sound. I stood rooted to the 

spot, desperate to flee. Olga looked at 

me and held my gaze as long as she 

could and then made a sound that 

was so alien to my world…a guttural 

sound I had never heard before, and 

tried reaching out to me in what then 

seemed like a grotesque dance of 

limbs that just didn’t seem to connect. 

Her head rolled from side to side and 

her arms and legs twisted into one 

jumbled heap. This time I managed to 

turn around, and ran as fast as I could 

back into the house. I was shaking like 

a leaf, sobs tore through my little body 

and I knew, for the first time, what fear 

was. I couldn’t sleep, I refused to go 

out into the garden, I would lie awake 

at night for fear that she would reach 

out and somehow get me. 

I was only 10!

After that initial shock, the resilience 

of a 10 year old started surfacing…I 

started peeping through the crack of 

the backdoor which opened into the 

garden, observing Olga as she sat on 

her ‘mudiya’ without venturing out…

Olga in the middle of the ‘perfect’ world 

where children of the colony played 

cricket, flew kites, walked their pets…

and adults gathered around to gos-

sip, talk about rising prices and inef-

fective governance, uttering unmeant 

platitudes, and generally unhappy with 

every aspect of life and living.

Fear changed to curiosity and I started 

venturing out still keeping very close 

to the door. I tried not to look at Olga, 

pretended she wasn’t there, but for 

some reason ‘she’ sensed my presence 

and would go into a frenzy trying to 

get my attention. A chill would run up 

my spine, and I would turn and walk 

away. 

I was away from home; I missed home, 

and above all didn’t understand why I 

had to leave. I was alone and so was 

Olga. One day I walked out and Mrs. 

Lee, Olga’s mother called out to me. 

“Chris, would you like to come over and 

meet Olga?” There was a soft light of 

understanding in her eyes - no censure, 

no condemnation, just a soft encour-

agement. I knew Mrs. Lee knew, and for 

the first time I was touched by sense of 

shame. I walked over…small hesitant 

steps, towards them. Olga was unnatu-

rally quiet and subdued. I heard Mrs. 

Lee talk to her softly, her voice filled 

with so much love it brought tears 

to my eyes. I reached them and stood 

hesitant and wary, not knowing what 

to do. Mrs. Lee formally introduced us…

Olga couldn’t focus as I was too close. 

Mrs. Lee held her head gently and then 

Olga looked at me, looked into my 

soul, and I knew no fear. 

My world changed…I would come back 

from school and dash over to Olga’s 

house, and like always she would be 

waiting for me, doing stuff I would 

consider a chore. She would clean 

the rice or lentils with her feet, and 

wash clothes that had been soaked 

the night before using a clothes brush. 

In my innocence I questioned Mrs. Lee 

about this wondering why Olga had 

to work, and Mrs. Lee explained how 

it was not only to give her a sense of 

worth, but to exercise her already weak 

limbs. A very real friendship developed 

between a 10 year old, and Olga who 

was 26.

A year later it was decided I should 

return home. I had missed home and 

I was thrilled at the thought of going 

back. But there was a sadness in my 

soul and I knew I would miss Olga ter-

ribly. My friend…my brave friend!

I left and life took its course. Three 

years later I heard Olga had passed on. 
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For me she was perfection in an imperfect world…I carry 

her close even today and her memory keeps me strong.

Her name was Olga…

Some connections last forever. They are woven into the 

fabric of our very existence, and almost define who we 

are. Time and again, KIS welcomes its alumni back. A 

deep ‘connection’ is what brings most ‘home’…a ‘connec-

tion’ that has been instrumental in shaping thoughts, 

personalities, and destinies.

We welcome you to the first edition Of ‘7Roads’ – the 

new KIS Alumni Magazine. Taking into account the 

feedback received by the Alumni Office, and keeping in 

mind the recent trends in social networking, we at KIS 

were faced with a very real and valid question. How do 

we continue to make the Alumni Magazine relevant for 

ALL? Evident were several age-related splits among the 

readers of the magazine, and that was no surprise. The 

team then sought to design a common ground for all 

stakeholders, taking into account the specific needs of 

each group. 

What emerged after days of deliberation was a brand 

new magazine; one which would aim at providing a 

more wholesome and enjoyable reading experience. 

Nothing has been taken away. If anything, new content 

will now be a part of the magazine. The class columns 

will be housed on the Alumni Portal under a class-spe-

cific tab with all the features intact. We are hoping that 

this combination of the digital and print media would be 

a win-win format for KIS and its alumni.

We at KIS want to continue to build connections with 

Alumni – and we do hope you will support this endeav-

or! We call for quality articles for the next edition of the 

magazine, seeking your assistance in making it vibrant 

and alive

Christine McLeod 

KIS Alumni Officer
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uring this past summer I 

had the privilege to work 

with CTV, the Canadian 

Olympic Consortium, as 

they produced the London Olympic 

Games for their viewers back in 

Canada. As you can imagine, it is an 

awesome experience to participate in 

the Summer Games and in the broad-

cast industry, there is no larger event 

than this. Just like the athletes train 

and prepare for years before race day, 

so do the world’s media professionals. 

Putting on the Games is hard work, 

involves long hours, and prepara-

tions start years before the Opening 

Ceremonies.

My alarm clock beeps at 6AM. It’s 

been 5 weeks of 7 day work weeks 

and the Closing Ceremonies are on 

Sunday. I check my messages and see 

that my Producer texted me at 4AM, 

“Please arrange a car to pick up Brian 

Williams at noon”. I make the neces-

sary calls and try to not sound like I 

just woke up. I think my groggy voice 

gives me away. I finally get out of 

bed, shower and get dressed for work: 

good walking shoes are paramount 

as I will cover about 10km today. 

Downstairs in the hotel lobby I bump 

into my colleague, on his way to Eton 

Dorney, the rowing venue out of town. 

As Technical Producer, Ben oversees 

the team of engineers and cable rig-

gers so we are properly connected at 

each of the venues. We have a pres-

ence at 5 of the Olympic venues and 

each requires a team of cable riggers 

to pull hundreds of meters of cable.  

After a quick breakfast I board the 

ferry that takes me across the River 

Thames. It’s a beautiful sunny day 

and the air is fresh and cool as I walk 

to the tube station at Canary Wharf. 

THE OLYMPICS
BEHIND THE SCENES

MIA KRISTIANSEN, CLASS OF 1998

D

Dressed in jeans and a shirt, aka “Broadcast chic”, I feel 

underdressed amongst the financiers of London, all rush-

ing to work in dark suits and high heels. Deep underground, 

the tube is packed and as the doors open the crowds come 

rushing out directly towards me! I take my life in my own 

hands and squeeze through to the now empty train. It’s just 

four stops to Stratford but I am grateful for a seat. 

Working for the Olympics is like being part of a travelling 

circus. You meet your colleagues from previous events and 

catch up with friends from past Games. Everyone works the 

Games for different reasons, but I don’t think it’s possible 

to do this type of work without having a deep passion! 

Personally, I am in awe of the technical feat it takes to 

bring the Olympics live to your televisions at home. I love 

the international atmosphere. I love that we are all here for 

the same event. I love the sheer size of it all and I wouldn’t 

want to be anywhere else.

The International Broadcast Centre (IBC), located in the 

Olympic Park, is home to around 20,000 of the world’s 

broadcasters who will bring the Games to an estimat-

ed 4billion people worldwide. The building includes 

52,000sqm of studio space over two double-storey floors 

with a temporary scaffolding running along the 275m long, 

104m wide building for technical equipment. Just like out 

in the Park, there is a great feeling of excitement inside 

the IBC with country flags and posters, “Keep Calm, It’s Just 

the Olympics”.  The IBC is like a small town, with shops, 

restaurants, a pharmacy, a hair salon, laundry-mat, and even 

a gym. Before heading upstairs to officially start the day, I 

show my CTV badge and dip into NBC’s space, where they 

have a full blown Starbucks serving free coffee!

Our CTV offices, a 2,000sqm space with temporary walls, 

fluorescent lights in an otherwise open ceiling, includes 

four studios, executive offices, technical spaces with cables 

and racks of computers and things I really don’t understand 

but find fascinating nonetheless. We have literally built an 

entire TV station just for the Olympics. Technically speak-

ing, no one would know we have an ocean between us and 

Toronto. The brilliant guys in IT and Telecommunications 

have connected everything so we perform like we’re down 

the hall from everyone back home. We are about 500 peo-

ple working in London for the summer. There are another 

1200 staff back in Toronto and Montreal, all putting the 

show together.  It’s a huge team effort and everyone is 

doing what they do best. 
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At my desk, I print out the transmission 

schedule, a list of Canadian athletes 

competing today along with a color 

photo of Mr. Bean from the Opening 

Ceremonies.  Once inside the dimly lit 

Broadcast Operations Centre, I tape Mr. 

Bean to the collage spreading across 

the wall. Dave turns, “Aah, that’s a great 

one! Good morning by the way.” Dave 

has been compiling news clippings 

and magazine cutouts from every day 

of the Games and I think Mr. Bean 

deserves a spot on the wall. The wall 

collage is Dave’s Olympic tradition 

and it makes us feel at home away 

from home. Today we have to gather 

footage from last night’s swim heats 

so our Sports Analyst can do a com-

parison between Lochte and Phelps. 

Dr. Wells won’t come in till later in 

the day as his segment runs during 

our Prime Time show, which is around 

3AM here in London. He is most likely 

at the hotel fast asleep. Using Dartfish, 

a technology that combines multi-

ple performances into a single video 

showing both competitors seemingly 

competing together, Dave will cut a 

short clip together. I call Toronto to 

talk to the show Producer, Gilles and 

double check what they want Dr. Wells 

to focus on. Although I will most likely 

never meet Gilles in person, we have 

been speaking frequently every day for 

the past two weeks. 

It’s after lunch and the overnight crew 

has started arriving. The producers 

want updates regarding which ath-

letes are coming in for this evening’s 

interviews and what order are we 

scheduling them in the studios. It’s a 

lot of back and forth, talking to our 

Athletes Relations, who in turn con-

tact the Athletes Federations and the 

coaches. In television there’s a lot of 

“Hurry Up and Wait”. I am on the phone 

a lot. 

I am called to reception to meet with 

two producers from Danish TV. I sur-

prise them by speaking in Danish; 

we’re off to a good start. They are 

doing a follow up story on Vancouver’s 

Winter Games and are hoping to inter-

view someone from our crew. I take 

their contact information and ask them 

to come back the next day. There is 

a wonderful sense of camaraderie 

amongst the broadcasters and we often 

exchange footage or share connectivity. 

It’s 7PM and I’m famished. Downstairs 

in catering I sit with my Producer.  

She is putting together our Closing 

Ceremonies show and wants me to sit 

in on the production meeting tomorrow. 

I feel a surge of excitement because I 

know this is a huge opportunity for 

me. “I need to focus on the Closing 

Ceremonies so I’m also going to need 

you to stay late tonight and make sure 

Prime Time goes smoothly. You’ll be 

fine; I know you can do it”. I’ve worked 

in television for the past ten years 

and in a single sentence I’ve reached 

the highlight of my career: I’m work-

ing Prime Time during the Summer 

Olympic Games! 

I open the door to our main studio, 

greeting the overnight crew. We walk 

through the evening’s interview sched-

ule and finalize the camera moves. 

Everyone’s a professional and they 

know what they’re doing. All I have to 

do is be calm and make sure we stay on 

time for our live transmission. By the 

time my day ends, it will be 3AM, but I 

love every minute of it!
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A short story about how it happened to me

Let’s begin in 2009, the credit crunch hit and I decided to 

do something about it. I did some research and found that 

Leisure and Tourism was a strong sector in a credit crunch. 

My research also showed Mayors of different cities flying to 

meet each other to discuss Leisure and Tourism relation-

ships. Therefore I had discovered the Industry best suited 

to hosting something that would bring money into London 

– Leisure and Tourism.

I researched Alcatraz and found that with the help of the 

Mayor of San Francisco, it was set up to make tourism rev-

enue -after all I had stopped there on a flight to visit my 

THINKING BIG
AJIT CHAMBERS, CLASS OF 1991

brother in Hawaii ( who also went to Kodai). By luck while 

wandering around the small streets in London I found an 

old map in the back of an antique shop that showed a num-

ber of abandoned London underground stations. You could 

almost call it a treasure map. Miraculously I had found my 

leisure and tourism product - the 26 abandoned stations 

and shelters in the worlds oldest underground system!

I found the Chairman of London’s famous Underground 

(who happens to be the Mayor of London – Boris Johnson) 

and stood up in a public meeting announcing that I would 

build a company to open London’s 26 Ghost Stations as 

tourist attractions which would bring 200 million pounds 

to UK’s economy, and that …was the beginning of a big idea.

Then the hard stuff started

I created an office and while my colleagues and friends 

laughed at me, for two years I worked around the clock. 

Then came a breakthrough meeting with the Mayor of Lon-

don - Boris Johnson

I worked and worked through the nights tirelessly until one 

day an email turned up from a Forbes billionaire saying 

that he would like to invest and bingo the strategy and 

path that I had made two years before hand paid off. 

So, three years after thinking big I realise the thinking part 

is just the start. The doing part is where it all comes to-

gether. The ability to shrug off bad opinions, the intellect to 

confront the bullies with strategy, sticking close to the path 

that fits your personality with unending optimism means 

that I am now about to deliver something new to tourists 

across the world, and it all came from a big idea.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l9WiFaaA3CU
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MARGARET EDDY AWARD

Margaret Eddy was born November 14, 

1848 in Ohio. She married George Eddy 

and they ran a drug store in Kansas. 

They had three sons: George Sherwood 

(after whom Sherwood Dormitory is 

named), Dana, and David Brewer.

In the early months of the year 1900, 

Margaret Eddy came to visit her son 

Sherwood, who was working as a mis-

sionary in Batlagundu. Seeing the need 

for a school, and also realizing that the 

missionaries could not find the means 

to establish one, she decided to begin 

the process herself. She held the first 

Kodaikanal Conference on 1 June 1900, 

in which she established a Committee 

whose duty it was to find teachers and 

a building in which schooling would 

be held.

After commissioning The Highclerc 

Hotel as a building more than a year 

later, under the leadership of Mrs. 

Margaret Eddy, “Highclerc School” was 

opened to students on 1 July 1901. By 

1902 the owners of the building had 

drastically increased the rent, so the 

school was moved to Rock Cottage and 

Central House. In 1905, Mrs. Eddy re-

turned to Kodaikanal, and was able to 

buy The Highclerc Hotel from its new 

owner for INR 29,000 along with 3.5 

acres (14,000 m2) of land. Since that 

time the school has remained in its 

present location. Mrs. Eddy served as 

principal of Kodai School, without sal-

ary, from 1901 to 1905, when she was 

forced to return to America due to an 

illness.

DR. JUSTUS MANFRED LAUN, FORMER COUNCIL MEMBER

Dr. Justus Manfred Laun was the 

recipient of the Margaret Eddy Award 

for the year 2012. 

An excerpt from his acceptance speech 

delivered by his son, Markus Laun, Class 

of 1978. 

I am deeply honored by the Council of 

Directors of this School, the alma ma-

ter of our four children, to be recog-

nized as the recipient of the Margaret 

Eddy Award for the year 2012. It was 

a surprise, but truly a great honor to 

be chosen to receive this prestigious 

award. 

While studying the story of Margaret 

Eddy, a picture comes into my mind. 

Just outside Bhubaneshwar in Odi-

sha is the old battlefield where the 

emperor Ashoka won a great battle. 

When he inspected that battlefield he 

was so shocked by the havoc, the pain 

and loss of human lives that he con-

verted to Buddhism, stopped all war-

ring actions, and established a reign 

of peace and development. Japanese 

people have built a temple at that site 

and it has a very big gong that they 

strike from time to time with a wood-

en beam, producing a clear resonat-

ing sound that you can hear for miles 

around. 

The story of Margaret Eddy, who saw a 

problem and began to do something 

about it, not to experience self-fulfill-

ment or self-expression, but simply to 

do her utmost to solve the problems 

involved is like the sound of this gong, 

only that it is lasting more than a cen-

tury. It can still inspire us to follow her 

example and put our efforts into solv-

ing problems in our society.

In 1959 my family and I were sent to 

India by the Board of the International 

Mission of the Evangelical and Re-

formed Church of America. Two years 

later this church merged with the 

Congregational Churches and since 

that time we are known as the United 

Church of Christ. I was sent to be the 

mission doctor and manager of The 

Evangelical Hospital in Khariar. Kha-

riar is a small town in western Orissa 

with a Raja.

My first contact with Kodai School 

happened in the summer of 1960.

We had spent the first year learning 

Hindi at the Missionary Language 

School that was situated at Allahabad, 

but for the summer season we went to 

Landour/Mussoorie. As we had been 

posted to the hospital in Khariar in 

western Odisha, we also had to study 

Oriya. The Utkal Christian Council ran 

facilities for missionaries at Kodaika-

nal during the summer season.

Our eldest, Christian, was already six 

years old and went to the Kindergar-

ten class at Kodai School while we, 

the parents, studied Oriya. At that time 

my wife Gerda gave birth to Markus, 

our third son who is reading this ad-

dress to you. 

At the end of the season we made 

preparations to return to Khariar 

and to make some arrangements for 

Seeing the need 
for a school, and 
also realizing that 
the missionaries 
could not find the 
means to establish 
one, she decided to 
begin the process 
herself.
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teaching Christian first grade at home. But then we were 

shocked by Christian who decided to refuse to return with 

us to Odisha. “I want to go to school here in Kodai, and the 

food here also is better than in the plains,” he said to us. 

We have grown up in Germany and Switzerland and there 

you simply do not put a small child into a boarding, unless 

you belong to the upper ten thousand. In my case it revived 

an old prejudice that we had in my secondary school that 

the children going to a residential school with boarding 

had to do this, as they were unable to hack it in a normal 

school. Funny how such false prejudices can suddenly rise 

out of the long ago past in your life.  But we saw wisdom in 

the decision of our eldest, never mind his young calendric 

age. So when our family returned to the plains, Christian 

stayed in Kodai School. 

Christian and Michael graduated with American High 

School Diplomas, Markus did a partial IB and our daughter 

Angelika the full IB. Markus and a few of his friends were 

among the first to do IB Exams in Kodai. 

We worked in Khariar, a small town in Kalahandi district of 

Orissa. A district that to this day is counted among the re-

ally backward districts of India. It was most important for 

us to be able to send our children to Kodai School as the 

climate and the general availability of electricity; water 

and schooling facilities in the Khariar area were not at all 

suitable for children, who have to be expected to return to 

the world where we came from.

Since we lived equidistant from both the schools, our mis-

sion gave us a choice between Kodaikanal and Woodstock 

in Mussoorie. Our eldest Christian, made a wise choice for 

us. In Kodai School we knew that our children would not 

only get an excellent education, but would also be well 

looked after and stimulated in many ways. To learn the art 

of living and working together is to my mind more impor-

tant than sheer knowledge acquisition. 

We as parents especially appreciated the resources in music 

and hiking. We liked the idea that boys had to study some 

home economics and the girls some shop. To this day our 

boys like to cook, especially Indian dishes. Then there was 

the very dedicated young teacher in shop that introduced 

our children to the miracle world of electronics. All three 

of our boys chose related subjects as their main profession.

There always have been people who put schools like Kodai 

School down as unnecessary places, catering to the elite. In 

my opinion they do not really know what they speak of. A 

school has to give all kinds of children, poor and rich, clever 

and not so clever a chance to develop to the best of their 

abilities. Kodai School tries hard to follow these general 

principles. 

Therefore we praised and still praise the Lord for estab-

lishing Kodai School through the efforts and dedication of 

Margaret Eddy and the supporting mission boards.

All the good that Kodai School gave to our children put us 

parents into a great debt and therefore when I was asked to 

serve on the Board of Management as representing Europe-

an parents I gladly accepted. I served for many years on the 

finance committee and finally as Chairman of the Board.

Coaker’s Walk, 1900s
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From left: Varun Nayar (Class of ‘11),  Sakshi Saigal (Class of ‘06), 
Sneha Saigal (Class of ‘08), Naina Chhiber (Class of ‘09), Amul Gyawali (Class of ‘11)

KODAI IN GRINNELL

NAINA CHHIBER, CLASS OF 2009

W
hen you study and live on top of the 

Kodaikanal Hills all throughout your high-

school years, the last thing you would 

expect is to continue your education in the 

middle of nowhere in the corn state of Iowa, USA. Added 

to this unusual situation is the coincidence of finding 

students from your hilltop boarding school in your liberal 

arts college in the USA. But for a few of us, this is a reality. 

Grinnell College in Grinnell, Iowa is a small private liberal 

arts school that seems to have a strong unsaid affiliation 

to Kodaikanal International School and vice versa. When 

I was applying to colleges in the US, my dorm parent 

Sujata Tandon suggested a wide variety of schools but 

when she suggested Grinnell College, she added the fact 

that there were Kodaites there already. This might sound 

like a hindrance to those who plan on starting afresh in 

their post-high school lives, but for me, this was a reassur-

ing fact. Having no family links to a new country is often 

daunting, even for those of us who are used to living away 

from home and finding Kodaites at Grinnell has been a 

blessing in disguise. In my first year there were 5 of us, 3 

of whom had a strong legacy with Wissy dorm. This year I 

am the senior Kodaite in Grinnell and there are 4 of us, 2 

of us from Wissy once again. This may seem like an ironic 

twist of fate, but one that we have taken full advantage of. 

While we have our frequent bonding sessions while buying 

coffee on long winter nights, we also try to grab a meal in 

the dining hall and talk about the past that we all share 

in common, as well as all the things that have changed in 

Kodai since each of us graduated. Teachers, food, dorms and 

silly ‘only Kodai things’ are comforting when being Kodai-

sick becomes our new kind of homesickness.   

Like all college students, we dabble in the typical college 

activities and often joke about our comparatively sheltered 

schooling in Kodaikanal where entertainment came in 

the form of canteens and game nights on Covered Courts. 

Now, we have progressed to more grown-up activities in 

Grinnell but we still find time to miss the innocence of the 

Kodai life. Not many college students have the privilege 

of saying how much like a family their high school friends 

were, but we are lucky to have that family with us in the 

middle of nowhere Iowa. Tiring, stressful and never-ending 

academic nights can be punctured with bumping-into one 

of us few Kodaites and all of a sudden, we remember the 

life outside of the Grinnell bubble.

While there is a positive and negative side to sharing your 

high-school past with your future at college, we Kodaites in 

Grinnell have used this as a comfort rather than a burden. I 

will always remember how one of my Kodai seniors visited 

me in my room on my first college weekend at Grinnell. She 

sat down on my bed, made a few silly jokes about how dif-

ferent Kodai and Grinnell are and encouraged me to go out 

and see the differences for myself, but still reassuring me 

that she would be there if I ever needed her. It was com-

forting and unique and it was nice to know that the Kodai 

alumni family has extended into the unknown depths of 

small-town Iowa. 

Grinnell; Courtesy: Peter Aldrich
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s I try to remember Kodai, I think of freedom, 

and I know not everyone feels like me. I think 

boys were given a lot more freedom than girls.  

Every vacation was spent on unchaperoned 

camping trips with other boys.  Berijam Lake 

was a favourite place.  There was an old dugout canoe with 

homemade paddles which we used to explore the lake, lots 

of swimming, but the water was cold. We slept in a boat 

house on a bed of ferns.  The last day of a week spent there, 

it rained all day long. We ended up with a surplus of food 

we did not want to carry on our backs home, so we spent 

the day cooking and eating, one meal after another.  I can’t 

remember how we kept the fire going, but there was a lot 

of smoke.  We got a late start and found ourselves walking 

in the dark.  Rolf Taucher was our guide, who somehow 

could see enough of the road in the dark.  We were warned 

about tigers in the area as we approached Kodai. So as we 

trudged along through the dark, our solution was to sing 

and holler, in order to avoid being a meal for a tiger.   In 

later years I have heard stories about us having to explain 

all our noise making to Papa, the principal, and a Maharaja 

who had been sitting over a kill to get this very same tiger, 

and how these Highclerc boys had chased it away.  This 

part of the story must have been made up by someone, 

because it is not part of my memory.   But thanks to those 

camping trips, I am lover of nature and the simple life.  

Well here I am in Canada to enjoy the summer for six 

months, and then return to Costa Rica.  I have a beautiful 

little shop where I have started another violin.  I already 

have four here, but I keep thinking this will be a better one.  

So anyone interested in violins, violas, or cellos should 

check me out! 

paulwarrensmith@gmail.com

MAKING MUSIC

A

PAUL SMITH, CLASS OF 1954
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odaikanal is a hill station located 7,000 ft up 

in the Palani Hills, which juts out from the 

Western Ghats, the highest mountain range in 

Southern India and one of the world’s few bio-

diversity hotspots. The original landscape was 

grassland with pockets of shola running along streams in 

valleys. The ecosystem supported a rich diversity of flora 

and fauna, including elephants, gaur, tiger, leopard, deer 

and tahr.

Early colonizers planted foreign, fast growing trees, includ-

ing eucalyptus, wattle and pine, which have spread rapidly 

overtaking the native vegetation, disrupting the hydrology, 

biology and ecology of the area. The grassland is crucial 

in retaining rainwater to replenish ground aquifers and the 

habitat for rare species, such as the Nilgiri Tahr.

Bob and Tanya of the Vattakanal Conservation Trust are 

two British botanists that have been living in Kodaikanal 

working to restore the native ecosystem back to its original 

health. They recently started a restoration project clearing 

the invasive tree species from the grasslands above Ibex 

Cliffs, one of the most beautiful, remote and pristine areas 

left in the Palani Hills. I was fortunate to work on the first 

of several conservation trips. 

TIGER RETURNS
JUDSON PECK, CLASS OF 2006

K

Riding on mounds of 

camping gear in the 

back of an old jeep 

careening around cor-

ners to Poondi, I held 

on as we diverted onto a forest road bouncing over rocks 

and skidding through mud in four-wheel drive to our 

trailhead. Unloading our gear while constantly checking 

for leeches crawling on the forest floor, we headed up 

the trail, winding our way through thickets of overgrown 

wattle. Everyone suddenly stopped in amazement at the 

sight of a tiger pugmark in the mud! I had heard rumors 

of tigers moving back into the area, but this was proof of 

their existence. 

A thunderstorm quickly engulfed us forcing us to seek shel-

ter from the pouring rain and lightning. Everyone feasted 

on rice and curry huddling around a smoky fire trying to dry 

our wet clothes. I woke up in the middle of the night alert 

to the heavy breathing and munching of a gaur grazing its 

way through the middle of our tent site!

The howling of langurs and crowing of jungle fowl from 

the jungle depths beckoned me out of my tent. Still damp 

and cold, we eagerly 

awaited the rays of 

sunlight to reach our 

soggy camp. We set off 

again resuming our 

climb towards Ibex Cliffs, working our way through the 

maze of wattle blocking the trail, snagging at my large 

pack and even forcing me to my knees to squeeze through 

entanglements. I passed knots tied in wattle saplings by 

Kodaikanal International School students years ago to 

mark the path of the old 80-Mile Round. Hours later we 

arrived at the grassy ridge above Ibex Cliffs. Joined by a 

crew of villagers from Nathampatti, we started clearing 

the invasive pine, wattle and eucalyptus trees, which are 

encroaching at a rapid rate all the way up to the edge of 

the cliff. If left unchecked, this last fragment of grassland, 

which once encompassed hundreds of square kilometers, 

will disappear completely. 

In the evening, I walked the ridgeline photographing the 

beautiful sights below. Twisted old rhododendron trees, 

covered in lichen and moss, clung to the cliffs as wisps of 

mist rolled up the vertical rock bluffs. I startled a tahr and 

DAY 1: DAY 2:
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watched in awe 

as it bounded 

down the escarp-

ment with ease. 

Returning to 

camp, I set up my 

tent between piles of elephant dung, thrilled by their pres-

ence in the area, but hoping they were long gone. 

Rising early with the hope of catching the sunrise, I was 

forced to patiently wait in my tent as another large gaur 

wandered through our camp. I made coffee, packed break-

fast, and headed out along the ridge desperately trying to 

capture the golden dawn light, but ever so wary of encoun-

tering the gaur. As I crested the last knoll I saw the huge 

male gaur grazing a couple hundred feet away. I froze, with 

nothing but grass between us, and a cliff face behind me. 

Fortunately, he was as surprised as I was and bounded off 

in the other direction. I gazed at the panoramic view of Ibex 

Cliffs before rushing back to start a full day of work.

The conservation work is a long and tedious process that 

will take diligent maintenance (and funding) to curb the 

onslaught of invasive trees, but it is a first and crucial effort 

to return the grassland/shola ecosystem back to its original 

state of natural beauty and biodiversity. 

Bob and Tanya are grateful to the Forest Department both 

in Chennai and at the local level for allowing and assisting 

this community-based project to commence. To contribute 

to this conservation project please contact Bob and Tanya 

of the Vattakanal Conservation Trust.

www.vattakanalconservationtrust.org

DAY 3:

All photographs copyright Judson Peck 2012. www.judsonpeck.com
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n the remote western edges of the 

Palanis Hills is a surviving vestige 

of the vegetation and landscape 

of the undisturbed high altitude 

Western Ghats. Here the topogra-

phy of the lofty 2,000 meter plateau 

of the Palanis falls into the valley 

of Manjampati. It is a convenient 

place to separate the Palanis from 

the Anaimalais and High Range that 

lie to the west on the Tamil Nadu-

Kerala border. These three ranges, 

in essence, do serve as a single con-

tiguous block of mountains and het-

erogeneous landscapes. The Kukkal 

area straddles the border area, both 

ecologically and from an administra-

tive point of view and it offers a sense 

of the hills before large scale non-

native tree plantations and develop-

ments made the changes that we are 

well aware of.

The village of Kukkal sits on the 

western edge of the Palanis and 

is a several hundred (if not more) 

years old settlement of rice culti-

vators. The community depends on 

monsoon rains as well as a modest 

man-made reservoir that is fed by the 

enormous catchment of the Kukkal 

Shola. The shola is thought to be the 

2nd largest in the Palanis (Matikatan 

near Berijam is considered the larg-

est). On its western shoulder a ridge 

of undisturbed montane grasslands 

extends in a north-western direction. 

This continues to be one of the least 

disturbed areas in the entire Palani 

Hills range and still retains a flavor of 

the once dominant shola/grasslands 

mosaic. The Dindigul and Coimbatore 

district border runs along this ridge. 

Thus, much of the area is now under 

the Anaimalais Tiger Reserve jurisdic-

tion, though the access is very much 

through the Palanis side. Access is 

limited by the presence of the shola 

and its large, fearsome leeches!

For people willing to brave the 

leeches the 2,200 meter peak called 

Pāppalamman is a sublime destina-

tion to take in the landscape and 

ecology of the area. Above the shola 

the ridge is covered in native grass-

KUKKAL: 

I

IAN LOCKWOOD, CLASS OF 1988

BEYOND THE LAST RIDGE
lands (as well as seasonal flowers 

and Kurinji plants). A modest, dome 

shaped Shaivite temple crowns the 

peak. It commands an impressive 

view over the Kukkal shola and is 

flanked by vertical cliffs on its east-

ern side. The view back to Palangi and 

Cloud Land’s Peak is impressive on 

a clear day. The distinctive volcano-

shaped profile of Perumal peak is 

also visible further east. To the west 

across Manjampati there is a fine 

view of the undisturbed grasslands-

dominated plateau of Eravikulam and 

the Grasshills area of the Anaimalais 

Tiger Reserve. From Eravikulam’s two 

high points at Anai Mudi and Katu 

Malai Pāppalamman shows up as a 

dominant eastern peak and ridge. In 

recent years a herd of Nilgiri tahr 

(Nilgiritragus hylocrius) has made 

itself comfortable on the nearby cliffs 

and their dropping can now be found 

inside the temple shelter! We have 

been seeing them regularly on vis-

its to Pāppalamman…a significant 

change from visits in the 1980s and 

90s when there was no evidence of 

these emblematic ungulates. To the 

far north west the ridge drops down 

to a saddle at 1,400meters and then 

rise to a small range of hills with 

heights up to 1903 meters. These 

are “sister” islands mountains of the 

Palani Hills and they are veritable 

islands surrounded by drier forests of 

the Anaimalais Tiger Reserve. Several 

of the pictures in this album were 

taken in these remote, rarely-seen 

ranges.

Further Information: There are some 

excellent write-ups, with scholarly 

links on Manjampati and Kukkal in 

Wikipedia. Marcus Sherman has been 

at the forefront of research articles 

and links to the Palani Hills area in 

Wikipedia. For maps of the area see 

my previous post for a Landsat map 

of the Palanis with Kukkal (village) 

located on it (taken in 1974).

The original version of this article 

appeared on Ian’s blog at http://ian-

lockwood.wordpress.com/

Kukkal ridge looking north-west to the cave and further ridges. A herd of Nilgiri tahr ran in front of us shortly 
after this was taken. Mudi Malai is the high point to the left of the center,
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Lysimachia leschenaultii in the valley below Pāppalamman.

Navigating Kukkal shola and its infamous leeches 
on the way to the temple at Pāppalamman.

Rock cut steps leading up along perilous cliffs to 
Pāppalamman.
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A.W.O.L. FROM THE 
VANDARAVU LONG 

WEEKEND CAMP
JOHN MACKAY & CLARENCE MALONEY, CLASS OF 1952

In March of 1951, our class, for the long weekend, hiked to 

the Vandaravu camp site, which was a Forest Department 

rest house near the top of the ridge at the Kerala border.  

There were a half dozen such camp sites that the school 

used for long weekends.  Each of the high school classes 

would go to a different site, mostly in the hills west of Ko-

dai.  All of the members of a class were expected to partici-

pate unless excused for some compelling reason. We would 

leave on a Friday morning, pitch camp at the site on Friday 

afternoon, and then return on Sunday. Most of the sites had 

a shelter of some sort, mostly bare forest rest houses with 

no furniture or equipment, but those rooms were usually 

taken by the girls.  The boys had to fend for themselves, 

gathering bracken to spread under our bed rolls (canvas 

covers rolled up with bedding for travel - have you seen any 

of those lately?).

`The hike to Vandaravu was tough.  The distance by Kodai-

Munnar road was some 30 miles, though short cuts reduced 

that somewhat, and it was all up and down hills, but we 

were young and resilient.  We were acclimated, so the high 

altitude didn’t bother us, and we didn’t have to carry very 

much.  Each of us hiked with a relatively light backpack and 

a canteen.  The bulk of our camping equipment and sup-

plies would be taken out to the site by a half dozen coolies.  

We had an early breakfast, left our sleeping things and 

other bulky items in a designated area for the coolies to 

pick up later, and were off by 7:30.  We hiked along the 

road out of Kodai and past the golf course and Pillar Rocks.  

We maintained a good pace.  Once out into the grassy hills 

we left the road and started following shortcut paths cut-

ting off hairpin bends.  At about 10:00 we stopped to rest.  

We were a little embarrassed when the group of coolies 

for our camp, all of them small thin women not weighing 

more than 100 pounds, went cruising by balancing bun-

dles on their heads that seemed as big as they were.  They 

were cheerful, laughing and gossiping as they passed us.  I 

watched in amazement and admiration.  The bundles never 

seemed to tip.  They glided along effortlessly, hips swive-

ling, up and down the path cut through the hills.

The hills were especially beautiful that day.  The sky was a 

deep blue.  There were clouds at the horizon, but they were 

moving across, not toward us.  The hills were covered by tall 

elephant-grass. But a number of sholais (indigenous forests 

in the moister valleys) were scattered in the creases be-

tween the hills where there were small streams.  In one of 

the larger sholas we could see a group of monkeys swing-

ing around in the tree tops.

We arrived at Vandaravu late in the afternoon.  We were 

tired, and it took awhile to get settled.  As usual, the girls 

got the forest rest house, and the boys fended for them-

selves.  Most of us jury-rigged lean-to’s using tarps, keeping 

our sleeping things out of any rain that might fall in the 

night.  We collected some firewood for the cooks to prepare 

supper.

After breakfast the next morning, several of us surveyed 

the camp site to orient ourselves.  Clarence Maloney and 

I walked around for awhile.  As we wandered, we met Bill 

Dolbeer and Jeep (James) Swavely.  They said they were 

going to hike over to a vantage point where Top Station 

and Munnar might be visible. We joined them.  When we 
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reached the edge of a fairly steep drop-off, we could see, 

looking to our right, what we believed to be Top Station.  

Although it was at some distance, we were sure we could 

see its famous ropeway that was used to transport tea more 

than two miles down a sharp incline to a point where it 

could be picked up and transported by carts or trucks.

The view was spectacular. We could see Top Station way off 

on one side and another town far below that we thought 

must be Munnar.  The hill we were standing on sloped 

sharply down at least a thousand feet, maybe more.  We 

could see a village directly below us, down in the valley.  

Someone suggested it might be fun to see if we could hike 

down to the village and back before lunch.  It was extreme-

ly steep, but we thought we could see a trail cutting back 

and forth, disappearing into a sholai about half way down.  

We decided to try it.  

The hike down was more difficult than we thought it would 

be as we took short cuts, not the dirt road.  It felt as though 

we had to lean at a 45 degree angle to stay upright as we 

worked our way down.  Luckily, we had strong ankles and 

managed to avoid sprains.  By the time we reached the 

sholai, it was past noon.  We had worked up a good sweat.  

The sholai was dark and cool.  It was relatively level.  It 

was a relief.  When we broke into the bright sunlight as 

we emerged from the sholai, I noticed some dark spots on 

Jeep’s neck. I looked closer.  Leeches.   I checked myself.  I 

had 10 or 15 on my arms.  They had gotten to all of us.  They 

were mostly on our arms, ankles, and necks, but a few had 

gotten under our shirts.  We found a fairly level spot, and 

Bill and Jeep lit up beedis.  They carefully touched the lit 

end of a beedi to each leech.  The leech would curl up and 

drop off, leaving a bloody streak.  It probably took a half 

hour to get them all.  Bloody but unbowed, we continued 

down toward the village.

When we finally reached the village, we stopped at a food 

stall for a late lunch.  We found out that the road to Munnar 

was about 10 miles, and that there was a local bus. We dis-

cussed whether we could make it to Munnar and back with-

out being too late and how much trouble we might get in. 

We were leaning toward risking it, but still undecided when 

Bill said he couldn’t take the chance.  He said he was in too 

much trouble already because of other things.  Besides, he 

said, he could let our chaperones know that we were okay 

and where we were, so they wouldn’t worry too much.  That 

settled it for us.  Bill started back up the hill, and Clarence, 

Jeep, and I started walking along the road, hoping to catch 

the bus to Munnar.

The bus finally came, and we flagged it down.  The other 

passengers stared at us. Clarence and Jeep spoke enough 

Tamil to let the driver know where we wanted to go.  We 

paid the fare and were on our way. 

The bus took a long time to reach Munnar.  It seemed as 

though we stopped every few hundred yards.  Whenever 

new passengers got on, it was like a grand social event.  

It was just a little before 5:00 when we got off the bus 

in Munnar. We suddenly realized it was going to be diffi-

cult getting back to the camp before dark.  When we asked 

about the bus schedule for the return trip, we realized it 

was impossible.  The next bus was at 7:00.  We decided 

we had to stay in Munnar overnight-- we didn’t want to 

try to walk back in the dark through the heavy forest on 

the Kerala side of the mountain ridge as there were always 

elephants there.

Munnar was lively and interesting.  It was lower in the hills 

than Kodai, at an altitude of about 4,500 feet. It was sur-

rounded by tea plantations, and it was the center of com-

merce for the region.  Tea from the plantations would be 

collected and transshipped on a narrow-gauge railway up 

to Top Station.  There were many shops, restaurants, coffee 

shops, and food stalls.  Many of the planters had homes on 

the edge of the town.

We suddenly realized that we needed to find a place to stay 

overnight. Jeep suggested we find out if Munnar had a Dak 

Bungalow, and Clarence thought that was a good idea.  I 

didn’t know what a Dak Bungalow was. (I later learned that 

the British built Dak bungalows all over India for the use of 

traveling government officials.  If they weren’t being used 

by government officials, they were available for use by oth-

er travelers.  They were generally built in remote areas that 

didn’t have a hotel or other suitable facilities for travelers. 

They were usually clean, comfortable, and simple.  One or 

two local people would be paid to maintain the facilities.)

We asked a shopkeeper, and he told us 

there was a Dak bungalow and where 

it was.  We walked over and were lucky 

enough to find the caretaker.  He told 

us it was available and that it would 

cost us ten rupees for a room for 

overnight stay.  We emptied our wal-

lets and pockets.  Between us, we had 

less than five rupees. We offered him 

all we had, but he declined.  We told 

him we’d come back later when we 

had the funds.  He told us where he 

would be.

At that point it was getting dark.  We 

were tired and hungry.  We went to 

one of the local restaurants and filled 

up on idlis and sambar.  We finished 

it off with some wonderful South In-

dian coffee. During dinner we brain-

stormed.  How could we get the mon-

ey for the Dak bungalow or how could 

we convince the caretaker to extend 

credit to us?  We finally decided that 

we should see if we could get help 

from one of the local planters.  We 

might get lucky.  One of them might 

take pity on us and offer us the use 

of a spare room or loan us the money 

we needed.

We walked over to the area where we 

had been told several of the planters 

lived.  There were several good sized 

homes, side by side, but the lights 

were on in only one.  I was designat-

ed the spokesman.  We went up the 

walk to the door.  I stepped forward 

and knocked. After a few minutes the 

door opened. A large red-haired man 

stood there, drink in hand, staring at 

us, puzzled.  He wore a khaki shirt, 

khaki shorts, and knee length socks.  

His hair was cut short, and he had a 

clipped mustache.  He looked the way 

I imagined an English tea planter in 

India would look.  

He asked what we wanted. I explained 

that we attended the American school 

in Kodaikanal and were on a hik-

ing trip.  We had been inadvertently 

separated from our main party and 

wouldn’t be able to join them until 

tomorrow morning.  We hoped to stay 

in the local Dak bungalow tonight, but 

we didn’t have enough money.  We 

hoped he could help us out.  I assured 

him we only wanted a loan, not a gift, 

and that we would repay him as soon 

as we got back to Kodai. I heard a fe-

male voice in the background asking 

who was there. 

“Some unwashed American boys who 

want a loan to stay in the Dak bunga-

low,” he replied, over his shoulder.

She murmured something I couldn’t 

hear, but it must have been helpful.  

He asked how much we needed.  I 

told him twenty rupees. He looked at 

me dubiously, but finally dug out his 

wallet and handed me two ten rupee 

notes.  I asked for his name and ad-

dress.  He gave me a business card.  His 

name was Reginald Hunter. I thanked 

him profusely and reiterated that we 

would repay him. He wished us good 

luck and closed the door.   I have no 

doubt Mr. Hunter thought that was the 

last he would ever see of those twenty 

rupees. 

The three of us walked back to the 

Dak bungalow pleased with ourselves. 

Clarence asked me why I had asked for 

twenty when we only needed  ten for 

the Dak bungalow--  it seemed like a 

Some unwashed 
American boys 
who want a loan 
to stay in the Dak 
bungalow,” he 
replied, over his 
shoulder. 

The hike down was 
more difficult than we 
thought it would be as 
we took short cuts

Berijam Lake. 
Photo Courtesy: Suvidha Sadasivan, 
Archivist
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lot as our regular monthly allowance in Kodai School then 

was only five rupees.  I told him I thought we should have 

a cushion for food tomorrow and in case anything went 

wrong.  The caretaker was surprised to see us back and all 

the more surprised when I handed him a ten rupee note.  

He opened up the bungalow and then looked us over.  He 

said something in Tamil and then in Malayalam.  Between 

them, Jeep and Clarence figured out what he was saying 

and said we would do what he wanted.  When he left, I 

asked what he had said.  They laughed and told me he had 

made them promise we would wash all the dirt and blood 

from our bodies before we got into the beds.  I looked at 

Jeep and Clarence.  I then checked myself out in a mirror.  

We were all filthy.  There were blood streaks on our arms 

and necks.  Our faces were smudged with dirt. We looked 

like tramps. It was a wonder that Mr. Hunter hadn’t just un-

ceremoniously tossed us out.

The bungalow was spartan but adequate.  It was one large 

room with a couch, a few chairs, a small table, and four beds. 

The furniture was sturdy and functional. Off the bedroom 

there was a small bathroom that had a sink, a European 

toilet (as opposed to the Indian hole-in-the-floor style), a 

tub, and towels.  There wasn’t any hot water, and the cold 

water was really cold. There was a bar of rough brown soap.

We sat around for awhile after cleaning up.  We were still 

stinging from the cold water and the harsh soap, but it was 

a good feeling.  We speculated on what everyone else was 

doing up in the camp and on how angry they might be.  

We thought they couldn’t be too angry, since Bill had told 

them where we were.  “And besides,” Clarence said, smil-

ing, “they’re sleeping on the hard, cold ground, and we have 

nice comfortable beds.”  It wasn’t long before we started 

nodding off.  Someone turned off the lights, and we were 

asleep right away.  It couldn’t have been much later than 

9:30.

I was abruptly awakened by a loud clattering sound.  I was 

completely disoriented.  The room was pitch dark. Then I 

heard Clarence’s loud barking laugh.  Jeep asked what was 

going on.  Clarence said he couldn’t find the light switch.  

He finally did.  As he turned on the lights, he said he had 

stepped on a cow.  Sure enough, a cow was standing over by 

the door, looking over her shoulder resentfully at Clarence.  

Clarence slid past her, opened the door, and pushed her out.  

She didn’t need much encouragement. As best we could 

tell, we hadn’t secured the door properly before we went to 

bed.  The cow must have nosed open 

the door the rest of the way and then 

joined us in the bedroom.  What was 

odd is that she lay down on the floor.  

I had understood that cows always 

sleep standing.  Not this one.  She lay 

down next to Clarence like his pet 

dog.  He said he woke up and had to 

go to the bathroom.  When he swung 

his feet down from the bed, he hit cow 

instead of floor. The cow was as star-

tled as he was, and scrambled to her 

feet, her hooves clattering on the tiles. 

When Clarence finally realized what 

had happened, he started laughing.

We were wide awake.  It was close to 

5:00 a.m.  We decided to leave early, as 

we were worried that it would be very 

difficult to walk up so far and steeply 

to our camp and then still walk all 

the way past Berijam to Kodai, in one 

day. We discussed one alternative—to 

take a bus from Munnar to Bodi on 

the plains to the south, then another 

to the bottom of the Ghat Road, and 

another up to Kodai, which we knew 

we could do in one day, but we were 

worried that we didn’t have enough 

money. Also, we knew our party would 

be breaking camp and heading back 

to Kodai, before noon.  But we decided 

to try to make it there.  We walked 

over to where the bus had left us off 

the previous afternoon.  There were 

already some people up and stirring, 

and four or five people were waiting 

for the bus.  We bought some cof-

fee and a few bananas from a nearby 

shop.  The bus came along at about 

six, just as it was getting light. We 

thought we had a chance to then walk 

up the steep hill to the camp by noon.

We reached the village that was our 

starting point at about 8:00 a.m. De-

spite the press of time, we decided we 

should have a good breakfast before 

starting the long climb up the hill.  It 

was a good thing we did. We went into 

the local food stall.  They had a few 

chairs.  I had never had Indian food for 

breakfast before.  I was used to cereal 

or toast or eggs with ham or sausage 

or bacon.   It seemed odd and unset-

tling to me to be eating spicy food 

that I associated with lunch or dinner 

for breakfast.  Clarence and Jeep were 

used to it. I wasn’t slowed down much, 

and all three of us enjoyed it and ate 

a lot.

We found the path and started up 

the hill.  We maintained a good pace.  

When we reached the leech sholai, 

we stopped to rest before we entered 

it.  We decided to move through at a 

quick-step pace, avoiding as much 

as we could brushing against any of 

the branches or bushes.  The strategy 

worked.  When we reached the other 

side and examined ourselves, we had 

completely avoided them.

The rest of the climb was tiring but 

uneventful.  We maintained a good 

pace.  Clarence and Jeep had a lot 

more hiking experience than I did, 

but I was able to keep up. We took 

frequent breaks.  We were pleased 

with ourselves when we reached the 

top at about 11:30.  We were looking 

forward to lunch.  We rested for a few 

minutes, and then walked over to the 

camp site.  No one was there.  It was 

neatly cleaned up.  Nothing was left 

behind, not even a friendly note or a 

few sandwiches. We were disappoint-

I was abruptly 
awakened by a 
loud clattering 
sound.  I was com-
pletely disoriented.  
The room was 
pitch dark.

Berijam Lake. Photo Courtesy: Suvidha Sadasivan, Archivist
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ed and worried - we were faced with the prospect of a long 

arduous hike of maybe 25 miles. And we had no lunch.

We started across the hills toward Kodai.  We maintained a 

steady pace, but we were very hungry and getting hungrier. 

At about 3:00 we passed by another one of the school camp 

sites, Marian Sholai.  We decided to detour over there and 

see if they left behind any food.  We were in luck.  We found 

half a loaf of stale bread and a partially used tin of pickle 

relish.  We made sandwiches of bread and pickle relish.  I’ve 

never tasted anything so good.

We continued on, feeling a little stronger.  Every now and 

then we thought we could see a group of hikers way off in 

the distance toward Kodai, but we didn’t seem to be able to 

close the distance.  We realized it would be well after dark 

before we reached Kodai.  Clarence and Jeep were confident 

they could find their way back through the hills, even in the 

dark.  On we went.

We just passed Berijam lake, and about 5:00, we stopped to 

take a break at a place where the hiking short cut crossed 

the dirt road. We heard the distinctive sound of the grinding 

of a car’s gears.  It was the school red Ford station wagon 

(which Papa Phelps had brought with him when returning 

to Kodai in December 1946), overloaded with camping stuff 

and heading back to the school.  It was driven by Mr. Rug-

giero, a young high school science teacher. (We called him 

Uncle John.  He assisted our housemother, Mrs. Wightman, 

as a disciplinarian.  He lived in rooms at the far end of Boys’ 

Block.)  He stopped and looked us up and down, not saying 

anything. We felt guilty.  The silence was painful.  He finally 

spoke.  “You boys are in a lot of trouble.” He then said he 

didn’t think he had enough room to give us a ride.  He asked 

if we thought we could hike the rest of the way.  We said 

we were sure we could.  (We weren’t about to admit that 

we had doubts.)  

Uncle John thought about it for awhile, then said he 

thought it would be dangerous for us to ride on top of all 

the camping gear but even more dangerous for us to walk 

back to Kodai in the dark.  He told us to climb on.  Jeep and 

I perched on top of big piles of bedding in the back seat 

and held on tight.  Clarence was more of a sport.  Somehow 

he convinced Uncle John it would be safe for him to sit on 

the front left fender, holding onto the fender and a canvas 

strap he had found- though he said later he was constantly 

tending to slide off the sloping fender on all those steep 

hair-pin bends.  We rode slowly into Kodai, perched on top.  

When we reached the school compound we were greeted 

as celebrities.  It seemed as though everyone had heard 

what we had done. The next morning, Monday, even be-

fore classes started, we were summoned to the office of Mr 

Krause, who was Principal that year as Papa Phelps was on 

furlough.  The three of us had already agreed that we would 

tell our story just as it happened.  It wasn’t beyond us to 

say things that weren’t quite true to improve our position.  

We had concluded that we couldn’t come up with anything 

plausible and if we stretched the truth and were caught it 

would be all the worse for us.

The three of us stood in front of Mr. Krause’s desk.  He 

looked us up and down and didn’t say anything for what 

seemed like five minutes.  We were more and more nerv-

ous.  Finally he quietly said, “We’re very disappointed in you 

boys.” Another long silence.  I started to apologize.  Before I 

could get a word out he held up his hand.  I stopped.  At last, 

he spoke again.  His voice became deeper and louder.  He 

told us that everyone was worried about us, especially our 

chaperones.  He said he couldn’t imagine what inspired us 

to do something so foolish, inconsiderate, and irresponsi-

ble. He said he wanted to hear exactly what happened, and 

he would decide who would speak and when.  He started 

with Jeep, then me, then Clarence.  We told the story well 

despite how nervous we were.  We emphasized that we 

hadn’t meant to stay away overnight – that our timing was 

just bad. When we were done, he dismissed us, letting us 

know that he would consider an appropriate punishment 

and then let us know.

We were recalled to Mr. Krause’s office just before lunch.  

Our punishment, he told us, was to be sent home with a 

note to our parents, describing what we had done, and they 

would be informed by telegram that we were coming.  After 

our parents had dealt with us, we could return but only with 

a return note to Mr. Krause from our parents.  I explained 

to Mr. Krause that I could go back to Bombay, but I wouldn’t 

be able to deliver the note to my parents since they were 

in New York, awaiting the birth of my youngest brother.  He 

thought about that for a few minutes and then decided that 

my punishment would be to be confined in an unused room 

in the school infirmary (Dispensary, known to students of 

many generations as the Dish) with no visitors until Jeep 

and Clarence returned to Kodai. It was to be solitary con-

finement.

I gathered my books and a few changes of clothing and 

reported to the Dish.  My jailer was Annie Putz, the school 

nurse.  Miss Putz was Viennese.  She had been trapped in 

India at the start of World War II and nominally interned 

by the British in Kodai where she had stayed ever since.  

She was thorough and efficient, but not overpowering.  She 

had an open, friendly disposition.  I had gotten to know her 

quite well the previous year when I spent almost a month 

in the Dish when I had blood poisoning and then typhoid. I 

liked her, and I think she liked me. During my confinement, 

I tried to engage her in conversation.  She’d talk with me 

for a few minutes and then pretend to remember that she 

shouldn’t.

I wasn’t terribly upset by the punishment.  I tried to think 

of it as an opportunity.  I wouldn’t have anything else to do, 

so I could catch up on all my school work and complete a 

couple of term papers that were due in a few weeks.  For-

tunately, my room had a window on the side of the building 

out of sight of Miss Putz’ office.  After the first day, I had a 

few visitors at the window each day, including my girlfriend, 

Burr Rambo.  My visitors occasionally brought me snacks.  I 

remember getting some I J and curry puffs.  

On Saturday, Burr brought me something unexpected and 

almost unimaginable: a bottle of Coca Cola.  We never had 

Coke or any other American soft drinks at Highclerc.  At that 

time Coke was rare in India. Somehow, the school had man-

aged to obtain an entire case.  The available bottles were 

handed out to good and well-behaved students. Burr and I 

shared it while we talked through the window. During that 

week, I’m almost sure Miss Putz knew I had visitors.  She 

just pretended she didn’t hear or see them. I was finally 

released late on Monday, a week after my confinement 

started, when Jeep returned.

Our punishment turned out different for the 3 of us.  Jeep 

traveled alone all the way home to Guntur, a 600 mile train 

ride. His parents weren’t happy that the school had sent 

him home, and they allowed him to stay home a few extra 

days to celebrate his birthday with his family. Then he re-

turned.  The telegram the school sent to Clarence’s parents, 

who lived 100 miles south of Madurai, saying he would be 

reporting there, brought a telegram reply that there was no 

need as they would be coming to Kodai very soon as Hill 

Season was beginning. So Clarence was not sent home—his 

parents thought maybe he was being expelled!  Mr. Krause 

couldn’t think of a suitable place to confine Clarence. Then, 

with Clarence in his office, mumbled about what punish-

ment he should inflict, when Clarence suggested that it 

would be a suitable punishment for him to have to clean 

and polish all the flower vases and other brass objects in 

the chapel. He agreed. So the next Saturday morning the 

helpers brought out all the church brass objects and got 

some brass polish, and Clarence did his job. (That was pun-

ishment? He should have been a lawyer.). Afterwards we 

somehow gathered the money to send a money order of 

twenty rupees to that Englishman.

Looking back on it, I think each of us realized when Bill 

left us to go back to camp and we turned to go to Mun-

nar that it was not likely we would make it back that day.  

I’m not sure it was a conscious realization, but our spirit 

of adventure overrode any prudence or good judgment we 

might have had.  When you’re a 16 year old boy, sometimes 

that’s not much. Anyway, the memory of that escapade later 

canceled out any remnant of guilt and rather added to our 

fond memories of Kodai School.

Berijam Lake. Photo Courtesy: Suvidha Sadasivan, Archivist
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KODAI LAKE KIS ARCHIVES

t was Sir Vere Henry Levinge 

who was responsible for visual-

izing and forming the Kodaikanal 

Lake in 1862. He was the Col-

lector of Madurai, retired and settled 

in Kodaikanal. It needed a genius to 

see through a weedy swamp through 

which meandered three small stream-

lets the possibilities to work hard and 

achieve the beautiful result. All that 

was needed was to put a bund across 

the lower end of the swamp in which 

to block the water, but here hangs a 

tale.

For a number of years Kodai was only 

a part of Vilpatti, the headquarters of 

the Deputy Tahsildar’s office. The peo-

ple of Villpatti who owned paddy ter-

races down the Silver Cascade valley 

objected that the building of the bund 

would affect their farming because of 

lack of water. Sir Levinge, who himself 

came from old Ireland and knew these 

people wanted a paid labour told 

them saying, “Look here! I shall pay 

labourers from your village to erect 

the bund and if at the time you start 

your cultivation you are short of water, 

I shall pay you to pull the bund down.” 

That being reasonable the elders of 

Villpatti agreed; mostly because paid 

labour was scarce at that time. Later 

they found that the bund gave them 

a good amount of water and worked 

in their favour. Soon the lake was 

formed and cleaned, boats were intro-

duced and private boathouses were 

made around the lake. The boat club 

was started in 1890. A concert and a 

subscription raised money to clear the 

lakeside of weeds. Sir Levinge also in-

troduced fish into the lake. His boat 

“Lily”, which was the first boat on the 

lake, was originally a life boat which 

he painted green. It was sold to the 

Kodaikanal Municipal Water Works or 

the Reservoir.

I
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ell - we arrived “safe and sound” in Gonghe, 

Qinghai Province on Friday evening, July 

13th. But we were really tired after almost 

24 hours of travel from Portland to Shang-

hai on Wednesday/Thursday (lost a day there which we’ll 

pick up on our return home in August!) and then another 8 

hours of travel by plane to Xining (capital of Qinghai Prov-

ince) and by “ambulance” sent from the hospital in Gonghe 

for the last stage of the journey. (The ambulance had the 

stretcher removed so our luggage would fit in, and a bench 

seat along one side plus one regular seat facing backward 

at what would have been the “head” of the stretcher. And 

the windows were frosted up to about 4 inches from the 

top - so it was like driving in a tunnel the whole 3+ hours!) 

We were met by the hospital’s 2nd-in-command who took 

us out for dinner at 7:30 PM - which was good but extend-

ed our long day quite a bit. Then to our hotel that is rated 

on the internet as a “4 *” - but is really more like a “1* or 2* 

at the most. But - all the utilities worked and we were there 

only 4 nights - so could take almost anything!

Saturday morning it was GREAT to meet so many friends 

made in past years - the doctors in the ophthalmology de-

partment, our Tibetan translators, the administrative staff, 

the maintenance staff, and our good friends who run a 

“western style” restaurant in the city. (Of course we had 

dinner there one evening: a Yak-burger basket! And a big 

chocolate sundae!! Donna had a banana split!) But that 

came Sunday evening after two good days of work getting 

the trailer and supplies ready for transfer by truck to Lintao.

Our friend Jonathan, a recent graduate from university in 

Xian, whose home is Qin’An where we worked two years 

ago, met us at the airport in Xining and provided excel-

lent translating services for us. His cell phone seemed to 

be permanently attached to his ear as he was making the 

arrangements for the truck and for help moving the trailer 

and loading the truck, etc. He traveled to Lintao with us to 

“hand us off” to Julie Huang - our regular translator from 

Seattle, before heading home. He is flying to the USA on 

July 31st - his first trip overseas and actually his first flight! 

He has been accepted into a master’s program in computer 

science at Carnegie Melon Uni-versity in Pittsburgh. We 

will, of course, be in touch with him when we get home and 

will be “lifting him up” as he has many, many new cultural 

experiences and is so far from home!

While Saturday and Sunday were spent getting ready for 

the move - consolidating some supplies, putting several 

smaller boxes into larger ones for easier handling, and ar-

ranging the donation of some non-medical items through 

our “sisters” at the café - Monday was the “Big Day” - loading 

first our camper-trailer onto the flat-bed semi-trailer, then 

packing all the supplies and equipment in front and back 

of the camper. That all took about 4 hours - the trailer had 

to be lifted with a truck-crane onto the flat-bed and se-

cured with cables. It just barely fit width-wise but we had 

plenty of room for everything because we had a 40 foot 

trailer on the semi.

I had offered to ride in the truck for security purposes and 

to ensure that the drivers didn’t travel too fast over the 

bumpy road construction areas. We left at 1:00 PM on Mon-

day and arrived in Lintao at about 10:00 PM. But it took 

us almost 1 1/2 hours to get directions into the hospital 

compound because of a paving project on the main street 

in front of the hospital. After a short night’s sleep I met the 

drivers at the hospital and the “engineering staff” arranged 

for help unloading the supplies into our “box-room”. While 

that was happening another truck crane arrived to lift the 

camper off the flat bed and placed it on the ground. The 

whole unloading process only took 1 hour with all the help 

we had!

I took the afternoon off to catch up on sleep and await the 

arrival of the rest of the team who had hosted a farewell 
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dinner for our Tibetan translators- 

Marie and Alicia, and “Joy” and her 

parents Monday evening. On Tuesday 

morning just before their departure 

in the same hospital ambulance they 

were given the official “send-off” 

with speeches, and khatas draped 

around their necks.

Then they had a 6 - 7 hour trip in the 

“tunnel” with Jonathan & Donna tak-

ing turns riding up in the front by the 

driver so that they each had a bit of 

time to enjoy the view of mountains, 

sheep and yak, the sight of “high-rise 

parks” in Xining and Lanzhou with 

dozens of apartment buildings of 20 

+ floors, and the terraced hillsides 

between Lanzhou and Lintao.

We have about a week to get set up 

here in Lintao - opening the trailer 

already on site and getting it ready 

to be our operating room, consoli-

dating supplies left from last year 

with those transferred from Gonghe, 

and figuring out what to do with the 

extra supplies and equipment that 

we won’t need after our 6 weeks of 

surgery in this, our final year. We’ve 

worked at that project for two days 

now and made considerable pro-

gress! And have had some good help 

from the hospital staff in getting 

the needed electrical connections, 

the plumbing connections for our 

washing machine, and eating ar-

rangements in the hospital cafeteria. 

We are eager for a little “down time” 

over the weekend!

We are grateful to have you “travel 

and serve” with us! Hope to write 

again in a week or ten days.

Dave Razo, Bill & Peggy Conrad, Donna and Bruce in Shanghai airport ready for flight to Xining

For additional chapters of the 
Carman Chronicles please contact 

Bruce & Donna Carman at 
carm@seasurf.net

“For God, who said, 
‘Let light shine out 
of dark-ness,’ made 
his light shine in our 
hearts to give us the 
light of the knowl-
edge of the glory of 
God ….”

2 Corinthians 4:6
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MAKING A DIFFERENCE

NISHITA AGRAWAL, GRADE 11

ife is a dynamic process and takes one through 

different phases - highs and lows, the good and 

the not so good, pleasure and pain, moments of 

pride and those of despair. A mixed bag of all 

this and much more gives us the knowledge necessary for 

handling tomorrow. 

I have added one such precious experience to my life when 

I got the opportunity of joining the Student Internship Pro-

gram at the Alumni Office in our school. 

As a part of one of the projects, I had to interview Mr. 

Moody, the principal of our school. At first, a wave of excite-

ment swept over me at the thought of the sheer magni-

tude of the opportunity of interviewing the man behind the 

success of this school. However, as the days passed by and 

the appointment with Mr. Moody approached, the wave of 

excitement slowly transformed into a tide of anxiousness! 

Finally, the day came and the interview began with a warm 

greeting. There were a wide range of questions asked and 

I could do nothing but just sit there fascinated by the new 

person that I had discovered. It is often said that the quieter 

ones are people with great ideas and colossal ambitions 

and so there I was, sitting in front of one of them!

Mr. Moody is striving to make a difference through educa-

tion. His dream to pursue education as a career was not 

one which stood on the pillars of selfish motives of achiev-

ing fame or a high monetary status. It was woven with the 

simple thread of hope and desire; the hope to nurture crea-

tive minds and the desire to provide them with the ideal 

surroundings to help them develop their creativity further

Mr. Moody is extremely passionate about what he does. His 

recent tours to Bhutan, Korea, Mumbai and Delhi were not 

mere promotional visits but they were learning experiences 

for him. According to him, the vision of this school is what 

sets it apart because of certain values it holds at its core. 

When a KIS student carries out an experiment, he not only 

aims to discover accurate results, he sets his goals to take 

risks and learn in the process. When he writes an essay, he 

not only states facts but evaluates them. When he does a 

presentation, not only does he aim for the best grades, but 

focuses on the team work and effort that the group puts 

into it. This is what KIS values are all about, and this is what 

the students here are made up of. 

Holistic education is a substantial reality at KIS. Beginning 

from the critical discussions in a TOK class, to the diligent 

social experience work, to the strenuous yet beautiful hik-

ing programs, KIS students experience a kind of student life 

which is enriched in both learning as well as practicing life 

skills. The enchanting song of a choir, the pluck of a string, 

the stroke of a key, the music rooms echo with the voices 

of talented children. On the sports field, cheers knitted with 

the loud beats of the drums reflect on the faces of the par-

ticipants an overwhelming spirit of oneness and belonging 

to a community. Now, which other school would have such 

a web of activities, creating enthusiasm in the student body 

to learn more and at the same time binding all of them 

together with unbreakable chords…

However, Mr. Moody doesn’t hesitate to mention that while 

visiting other schools introduces him to the uniqueness 

of our school, it also motivates him to implement their 

practices in our own school as well. Above all, this feeling 

strengthens his belief in how schools should run and how 

working together and learning from each other can get us 

closer to the common goal of creating a world of knowl-

edgeable and independent citizens. 

On being asked about his thoughts about the semester, Mr. 

Moody’s face lit up and a hint of satisfaction substantiated 

his answer. He is happy with the way the semester is going, 

the primary reasons being that he continues to be success-

ful in implementing a lot of changes in the school which are 

good for its environment. Also, with a smile on his face, very 

candidly he mentioned that he was aware of the grumbling 

of the students which was purely due to being unable to 

accept this change. However, he knew that they were happy. 

The smile and the twinkle in his eyes seem to suggest that 

his concern for the students is a deep and a profound feel-

ing, one that drives him to seek new ways to enhance the 

KIS experience for them. Basic human instinct is to resist 

any kind of a change. However, Mr. Moody’s endeavour is to 

groom and prepare the students into culturally strong and 

highly motivated young citizens of tomorrow. The objec-

tives are to create future citizens with a global perspective, 

who are socially responsible, and have a high level of pro-

fessional integrity- one which will enable them to handle 

the harsh realities of the world outside Kodai School. 

L
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Having said this, his expectations for the 

forthcoming year are better academic 

performance by motivating students to 

make the right choices. He expects this 

year’s IB results to be better than last 

year’s however, whatever the outcome 

may be he is set on working hard enough 

to improve the academic facilities that 

students are being provided with so that 

they receive the best help and guidance 

possible. Also, Mr. Moody’s message for 

the outgoing seniors inspires them to 

seize every opportunity that comes their 

way, as well as be grateful for what they 

have. In assemblies or in personal con-

versations, he has always stressed on the 

idea of being independent and making 

the correct choices. Choices, as per Mr. 

Moody are all just about dependence on 

basic attributes of wisdom and prudence.

However, one such adventure for Mr. 

Moody would be getting involved in the 

hiking program. He has never gone hik-

ing and he regrets it as he feels he has 

missed experiencing an integral part of 

Kodai, its beautiful and mesmerizing en-

vironment. He also shared with us, that 

when he speaks to Alumni, the only un-

fulfilled wish that they have is to have 

hiked more! Truly, hiking in Kodai’s envi-

ronment is an unparalleled experience. 

The Social Experience Program is a re-

markable one at KIS, according to Mr. 

Moody. In fact, it is the best which he 

has ever seen. It is one of the strengths 

of Kodai School and also one of the fac-

tors which gives life to the qualities that 

are embedded in the core of the school. 

Alongside, this strength is another inval-

uable asset of KIS and that is its close 

community. Mr. Moody mentions specifi-

cally, that according to his interactions 

with the Alumni, what they miss the most 

is the sense of belongingness to this 

community. Mr. Moody is an extremely 

enthusiastic person when it comes to 

talking about the KIS community as that 

is what he loves the most about this 

school. However, he plays an important 

role in maintaining this community as 

well. While he considers this to be the 

biggest strength of KIS, the challenge 

for it is to explain what KIS is all about. 

To him, KIS is not just a building with 

four walls; it is an edifice which has the 

world’s future stored inside it. It is a place 

where creative minds are developed 

every day, where people learn something 

novel every second and above all, where 

they become prepared to face the chal-

lenges that the world has in store for 

them. He also mentions that KIS is not 

only an international, but a diverse and 

a complex community which reflects the 

world outside. His deep insight into what 

KIS is all about is an excellent reflection 

of his expectation for this school and his 

plans for its future as well. 

Lastly, on being asked what is expected 

of a KIS student, his answer was short 

and simple. A person of integrity should 

step out of KIS into the real world where 

nothing but truth and sincerity pay. Above 

all, Mr. Moody’s modest and humble an-

swers introduced me to an entirely new 

person. This interview revealed a man of 

principles with a caring and fun loving 

personality. People who make the most 

difference are not always the ones who 

are vocal or crave the spotlight...they 

are often the ones working behind the 

scenes. They are the unseen who write 

the future of the world and the story of 

the times to come…

The goal of the Physical Education department is to provide a program of instruction 
for the development of the whole individual through physical activities. This is done by 
emphasizing the relationship between the physical, intellectual and emotional well-being of 
the students.  The Physical Education courses aim to teach students the fundamentals of a 
variety of sports so that they can enjoy lifelong participation in these activities.

To enhance the Physical Education department’s infrastructure needs, our goal is to raise 
USD 20,000.

Music has been a unique feature of KIS academic life for over 110 years and its contribution 
is evident in everyday life at the school. At KIS students develop a lifelong appreciation of 
music and go on to become distinguished composers and professional musicians.  Western 
instrumental lessons and Indian Music is taught at all levels in an extensive music program, 
supported by professionally trained music teachers.

To provide the Music department with Music technology and instruments, our goal is to 
raise USD 30,000.

The KIS Science department is keen to install an Astronomy centre at the Poondi campsite 
and on Highclerc Campus. The Science department will purchase and install telescopes, a 
portable planetarium and other related equipment. The planetarium will allow our students 
the demonstration of astronomical concepts in a three dimensional environment that would 
significantly aid spatial understanding.

To install the Astronomy Centre at KIS, our goal is to raise USD 25,000.

KIS has endeavoured to encourage students who display a strong academic performance 
and achievement coupled with a commitment to learning. The student shall exhibit the 
values we look for which include an outstanding character the ability to contribute to public 
service, artistic and / or athletic life of the school, leadership, and critical thinking ability. Our 
commitment is to offer a holistic education to students who are unable to afford such an 
education.

We aim to raise USD 120,000 to create the Excellence-in-Education Scholarship Fund.

Sports

Music

science

Going to school is all about dreaming. You had come to 
school with dreams in your eyes… Wouldn’t it be lovely to 

revisit those dreams in someone else’s eyes?

Scholarship 

2012 KIS annual fund

Mr. Moody 
is striving to 
make a differ-
ence through 
education.



Give to KIS, where holistic values-based learning for future generations, can help build a better world. 
Now take the step to making dreams happen. We’d be grateful for your donation.

make dreams happen
2012 KIS annual fund


