
Trip to Rishikesh, 2018  

“Home is where the heart is.” 

Ever since we were little kids, the famous “last trip to Rishikesh” had always been a huge buzz. We 

had heard different stories, experienced second-handed happiness when our seniors told us all the 

tales about the place. Yet, somehow, all those stories still didn’t make up to even the tip of the ice 

berg, they still weren’t enough to prepare us for the adventure we were all about to experience. 

Going to Rishikesh meant different things to different people. In a very informal survey it was found 

that some wanted to go simply for the pleasure of river rafting, some wanted to experience the thrill 

of living in camps, some wanted to go because of their friends and some simply needed a relaxing 

break. In all these different reasons, one thing that connected us all was our human heart just wanting 

to be happy. 

Friday the 16th finally came and I can’t remember the last time I was so happy to wake up at 4 AM. It 

took us approximately 7 hours to reach the camp. These 7 hours were filled with so much laughter, 

terrible singing, weird dance moves, that the bus journey itself requires a whole new report for itself. 

We stopped at Cheetal Grand midway to have some breakfast. Till then it hadn’t yet felt that we were 

away from our city, but once we got on the road a realisation hit everyone in their heads that we are 

finally going to Rishikesh! 

Once the long yet enjoyable ride was over, we reached the Snow Leopard Camp. They welcomed us 

with sweet smelling garlands and huge smiles. After introducing us to the place and giving us all the 

necessary instructions we went to our allotted tents. The interesting thing about the tents was their 

names. Some were named after trees, some birds and others rivers. Post lunch we went for our first 

rafting session. We were divided into groups based on swimming ability and experience. Each team 

got one instructor, who was very polite and bubbly throughout the rafting session. We put our life 

jackets and helmets on, took our oars and boarded onto the raft. The moment we were all waiting for 

had finally arrived, with everyone seated in their rafts, ready to be separated by the currents, all of us 

screamed in unison – “Ganga maiyya ki jai!”. The thrill, the water, the cold, the shivering, the exquisite 

mountains, the songs we sang, everything was so overwhelming that its beauty can never truly be put 

into words. AND!!! as if the experience wasn’t amazing enough, we also somehow stumbled upon the 

actress Shraddha Kapoor, who had come for boating during a film shoot. It was enough to send the 

guys gaga and to get the whole crowd full with zest. The water and the cold winds left us freezing to 

the core, I couldn’t stop shivering all the way back to camp. The hot chocolate was to us like water is 

to a desert dweller. We had some snacks followed by dinner. The food had something special. Not 

only did it feel extra delicious but also somehow reminded us all of home. We lit a bonfire and sat 

around it, sharing our versions of the adventure we had and the one that was waiting for us the next 

day. The best part perhaps was this, sitting together under the stars, sharing instances, laughing and 

smiling, singing along to old and new songs, it felt like we had found a family in each other, a bond 

that will always stay in our hearts. We stargazed, tried to identify constellations, danced together and 

formed new, beautiful relationships.  

The next day we all got up, washed ourselves and got ready for the real rafting session. The rapids had 

names, with the most dangerous and thrilling being Rollercoaster and Three Blind Mice. A few 

students fell off during one of the minor rapids, which later turned out to be nothing but a funny 



episode we all will always remember. Peace and thrill were two words I could never associate with 

each other, but the rafting session completely changed my mind. There was something so calm and 

serene about the river flowing through the mountain making a soft rushing sound, yet so thrilling to 

pass through the rapids splashing big waves right at you. Once we came back from rafting, we did 

some very interesting activities. W learned how to pitch tents and to tie different types of knots for 

various emergency situations. We played games, sat by the stream, talked and, most of all, bonded.  

Then came the plan - the plan to surprise Roy ma’am. It was her birthday the next day, so we decided 

to give her a huge surprise. The people at the camp were so helpful to get us a big cake to celebrate. 

We brought her out of her tent by making a student fake an injury, and being the family doctor, she 

rushed out in seconds, only to see a huge cake and 50 big smiles waiting to wish her a very happy 

birthday. 

The next day we went trekking through the mountains. Although it was tiresome, it was still amazing. 

After coming back, we took a last dip into the stream, had our lunch and packed our bags. When the 

time to leave had finally come, I realised that I was leaving behind a home, an abode. We were leaving 

behind a place with so much happiness, so many memories a lot much to cherish.  

While there’s no thrill to compare with what we experienced in rafting, there was another very 

significant part of the trip that we realised later. It was how close we had grown together as a group 

of people. We had so many memories, emotions, experiences to share together. Rishikesh brought us 

so much closer to each other, strengthened old bonds and formed so many new ones. It brought us 

so close to our teachers. We saw them as our parents, our protectors, and most importantly as our 

friends. Roy ma’am became Roy ma, Monika ma’am became the best buddy to have an adventure 

with, Alisha ma’am became the funniest person and Negi sir became the cool guy to hang out with. 

This trip has not only given us memories and experiences, but friendships and love that will always 

remain. We found a home in a land far away where a little stream flows by and birds sing at the break 

of dawn, with little tents and mouth-watering food, with smiling faces and lots of love. We found a 

family in people we had always been with. We found memories we will cherish forever. 

Veni Vidi Amavi. 

(I CAME, I SAW, I LOVED) 

Ritika Bhatia (12-B) 

  



The trip to Rishikesh for class XII students as is the tradition, commenced as the two buses of 
Snow Leopard Adventure PVT. LTD. took off at 5:55 a.m. from our school on 16.03.2018. The 
48 students going assembled in the school premises where our ever cautious Koshi ma'am 
gave us some final words of instructions and good wishes. Divided by buses united by a school, 
we took off leaving our tiresome life behind to have fun with the teachers and students alike. 
 
The two buses were filled with great enthusiasm and excitement as the students chatted and 
teachers started breaking out from their shell of disciplinarians. I for one, was not as optimistic 
as others; I knew travel and turning paths in the mountains always made me sick in the 
stomach. 
 
Our first stop was to be Cheetal Grand and so it was at 8:40 a.m that we reached it to have 
breakfast. It was an expensive restaurant, but a necessary stop as I was starting to get sick. 
The food being pricy, my middle-class stomach could not digest more than two scoops of ice 
cream. Same was the case with my friends.  
After satisfying ourselves at the restaurant, we climbed into our respective buses and sped 
into the mountains. I used sped because our bus driver was no normal driver you see in Delhi, 
He had more experience in driving at these places than our age. Soon we witnessed the 
meadnering paths and knew we were in the mountains. It took only an hour or two from there 
to reach our camp. A total of 7 hour journey. 
 
We hiked down about 200 mtrs to reach the entrance, were asked to leave our bags there 
and were accompanied to a sitting area by the instructors where we received our first set of 
instructions and our plan in Rishikesh. The first thing my dizzy mind noticed as I entered the 
camp was the beautiful, clear stream flowing through the camp, the humongous mountains 
on two sides and the beauty of that place. We were then allotted our tents. Each tent had a 
name, mine being 'Babbler'. There were also 'Godawri', 'Betwa', 'Bulbul' and so on. The sun 
was bright there and the tents hot and humid. Immediately after choosing our beds (3 beds 
in each tent), we visited the shallow stream and doused our legs. The water was cold and 
exciting. Even in the sizzling heat we could feel the cool of it. Then we had lunch. Believe you 
me when I say this, everyone had every meal they were presented. This trip was the only trip 
where students didn't buy their own meals instead of eating the food provided. For such a 
remote area, it had better meals and services than many hotels provide. After that we 
received our rafting instructions. We were told what to do in cases of emergencies (the raft 
capsizing, getting thrown in a rapid, drowning below a raft) which helped more in scaring us. 
We spent and hour and a half in the camp and at 4 p.m sped to our starting point.  
 
We donned the outfits we were provided - a life jacket, a helmet and an oar. Everyone was 
ready to raft, so after reviewing certain instructions, inter alia, on how to row, we settled 
clumsily into our rafts and awaited commencement. It was with great excitement that the 
instructors untied the ropes and so did we with our fear of the river Ganges. We ventured out 
shouting, “Ganga maiya ki jai" and rowed forward. Our instructor was Vijay, who was a man 
of discipline and caution and confidence. As we went on and on, waves splashed on our 
bodies, we left the raft to have a dip in the holy water, and looked up in awe at the great 
scenery that was overwhelming to watch. It was an icing on cake when I saw Shraddha Kapoor 
in another boat barely 30 metres away. I was so taken aback that I couldn't manage to do 
anything but flush hot red. The second time when she came around she smiled and gave us a 



thumbs up and her mouth made the words "All the best". For the rest of the session we were 
in awe of her beauty and didn't know when the session came to an end. On our way we had 
passed under the Laxman and Ram jhoola. It made me think what I was doing with my life not 
witnessing more of such epic fairytale places. The mountains rolling on endlessly along with 
the river meandering between them carving its own way as we are meant to do in life. 
 
Shivering, we made our way back to our buses as it was already evening and returned to our 
camps. There, dripping wet and hungry as wolves, we changed so fast and made our hurried 
way to the dining area to curb our hunger. We only love the food when we are hungry enough 
to acknowledge its importance, we only love to sleep when we are tired. After the hearty 
meal, we slept at 11 and set an alarm for 6 a.m to see the sun rise. Our camp felt cosy and 
cool and we were only glad enough to get into our sheets and sleep. 
 
The next day we woke up to the coldness of the place, decided against bathing and instead 
chose to warm ourselves by playing foot volley. Science student’s vs commerce students with 
Negi sir part of the science team. There is no more polite way to put it, be we crushed them! 
Then again in the afternoon we were called for our rafting sessions. This time it was going to 
be much more thrilling and dangerous. "Lock your feet” and “Ganga Mata ki Jai". Our raft's 
supervisor Mr. Vijay helped us throughout the adventure. My companions Hemant, Garvit, 
Khushboo, Chirag, Yashwina, Ram and Unnatee enjoyed very much. Dangerous as the rapids 
were, it was no surprise that two of our young, more enthusiastic men fell off the raft in the 
rapid named 'Three Blind Mice'. But thanks to the 'Kayak Guddu bhaiya' who was always at 
our aid, they were saved from drowning in the holy Ganges. 
 
Later that day we had Chinese cuisine and some training of camping essentials. We learned 
how to tie three different types of knots, Double figure 8, mother knot, P & Q formula, etc. 
We also learned in a more fun way, through a competition, how to pitch a tent. The team 
leaders would learn first from the guide, and then teach us, only giving commands. We 
won.......... obviously.  
 
After that I participated in another game of foot volley, ate my dinner enjoying the last night 
in Rishikesh. We celebrated Roy ma'am's birthday at 12 in the night. She was called from her 
tent saying a student got hurt. How worried she was. But then, the joy and surprise on her 
face when everyone began to sing 'Happy Birthday' was worth all of the 6100 rupees I had 
paid for the trip. The trip would have been incomplete without this. At 1 there was silence 
and snoring.  
 
I slept like a baby and was woken up by Negi sir at 8:30 a.m. asking us to bathe quickly and 
get ready for trekking. We climbed the mountain in front of our camp, passing through a small 
village where people and animals alike peered at us curiously. Then we came back down 
again, trekking on unstable, slippery stones and silt. We made our slow way towards our 
camp, knowing it was our last walk beside the stream, beside Ashish sir, who had never missed 
any opportunity to entertain us, besides it was also our last outstation school trip. I came back 
and changed so fast to bathe in the stream one last time. My friends and I played and enjoyed 
ourselves in the clean fresh river water that we never find in Delhi. 
 



Then we ate our lunch and were trekking up hill with our bags to settle into our busses at 12 
p.m. We dropped Ashish and Vijay sir somewhere along the way and they wished us 
Godspeed.  At 3 p.m the buses stopped at McDonald's as requested by the students and 
complied with by teachers. The rest is a blur of playing cards, talking incessantly, regretting 
what I could have done on the trip but did not among many other things. 
 
At 8:45 p.m., as scheduled, we reached St. Mary's and made our reminiscing way back home. 
 

Kunal Tokas 

XII C 

  



DAY 1 (16th March 21, 2018): 

16th March 2018 was not a regular day in my sixteen years of life. This was the beginning of 

the three days of endless joys and a task of saving up endless memories for the future to come 

by. This was the day the students of class XII were leaving for Rishikesh. Despite the fact that 

I had to get up at four in the morning (and my sleep schedule got a bit messed up), I felt more 

awake and refreshed than ever. 

All of us assembled at school at around five o’clock. The atmosphere was charged with 

excitement and I, myself, felt restless. After Koshi ma’am gave us some interesting words of 

encouragement and caution, we hauled our luggage to the boot of the bus and I got on the 

buses with my mother warning me not to participate in the river rafting. The bus journey was 

fun, we went singing at the top of our voices and nobody was ready to sleep. We stopped for 

lunch at Cheetal Grand after a few hours which gave us the opportunity to stretch our 

cramped legs. Plus it gave us a break from all the chips we were eating. 

The roads started getting curvy as we entered Rishikesh and the far-off view of the hills was 

beautiful. Instead of high-rise buildings and malls, we were greeted by sights of lush green 

fields and hills. We reached Camp Snow Leopard around one o’clock. To reach the camp we 

had to trek down a really steep slope since that was the only trail one could see. Tired and 

wary of this prospect, we picked up our luggage and started our walk. No exaggeration, there 

were multiple times when I felt that I would slip and break a bone. The trail seemed never – 

ending. 

The camps were amazing. People were waiting for us when we reached there to garland us 

and hand us some cool towels. The gesture was sweet. There was a sitting area and the dining 

area. A little further away, there were the washrooms. Across another gentle slope, we had 

the tents lined, ready and waiting. 

We first met our guides and their leader Astha sir who explained everything that Camp Snow 

Leopard stood for and the activities they organized. We were given an hour to get fresh and 

ready for river rafting in the Ganges. The prospect was both scary and thrilling. The most 

melodramatic thought in my head had been if I had drafted my will (it is crazy, I know). My 

group had Deepti, Shipra and I staying in one tent and Ridhi, Dipancey and Yashwina staying 

in another. 

The lunch was filling and satisfying. We were asked to dress in light clothing: t-shirts, trousers 

or shorts and floaters or shoes without socks (since one can’t get on the raft with bare feet). 

Before leaving, we were briefed about the basic rafting equipment, how to use them and the 

commands given out when going through the rapids (go forward, get down and so on) and 

how to initiate rescue operations. Honestly, the last part made us forget everything else.  



We trekked up the hill again and by the time I flopped down in the bus, there was a crushing 

pressure on my chest. It made me wonder if this much zapped me out, how I was going to 

survive the rapids. 

The view of the valley and the Ganga snaking out from it was beautiful. The atmosphere was 

thrumming with excitement and people were already restless. The water looked cool, blue 

and terribly inviting. On reaching the banks we were strapped in the life jackets, given out 

helmets and oars. There were an equal number of swimmers in each group, a mix of boys and 

girls. My group consisted of Dipancey, Pavneet, Diksha, Deepti, Benson, Sehastranshu, Tushar 

and I. 

The tube was unsteady and I slipped a lot of times before all of us were finally settled. Our 

guide, pleasant and cheerful despite the rushing and turbid waters, assured us that nothing 

would happen. As we started rowing, I found it enjoyable. The rapids were thrilling, 

exhilarating and it’s a feeling you would wish to experience again and again. We were 

constantly splashed with icy cold water. The river’s usual gurgling was mixed with sounds of 

breathless laughter and whoops and shouts of adrenaline-filled joy. 

As we neared Lakshman Jhulla, we were allowed to get into the water. Most of the people in 

our raft jumped. After initial hesitation, I, too, dived in. Amazing!! That’s the only word I have 

to describe the sensation. Some of the people even saw Shraddha Kapoor who had come 

there to shoot a film. Unfortunately, we missed the chance. 

When we finally reached the shore, we were soaking wet and bone-tired. On reaching the 

camp, we were given hot chocolate and some time to freshen up. It was then that most of us 

realized that our bodies were aching terribly (cons of living in a city) for the rest of the night, 

we had fun near the bonfire and talking late into the night. But even the excitement couldn’t 

keep me awake anymore so I hit the sack when the clock chimed eleven. 

DAY 2 (17th March 2018): 

The next morning I woke up with an aching body, cold feet and a terribly sore throat. It was 

around six in the morning and the sun had not risen yet so it was achingly cold. Some hot 

chocolate provided instant relief but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to do rafting if I wanted 

to go back to Delhi without falling sick. So Roy ma’am and I decided to stay back since she too 

was feeling under the weather. 

And even though I was a bit disappointed and kept cursing myself for not taking proper care 

of myself, Roy ma’am and I had lots of fun by the river (one can call it a stream), chatting and 

gossiping and commenting on some things people typically do and sharing anecdotes about 

our families. 

This day was unexpectedly fun. Not in terms of adrenaline or exhilaration but in terms of 

bonding with people. The rest of the day was a blur of camping activities like tent-pitching 



and knot-making. Somehow, near midnight, the camp guides managed to arrange a birthday 

cake for Roy ma’am’s birthday. 

She had already gone off to sleep and we had to wake her up with the excuse of a student 

being injured. She came hurrying to the scene and was pleasantly shocked to see the cake 

and students chanting ‘the birthday song’ on the top of their lungs amidst the flash of cameras 

and phones. 

Perhaps, it was one of the best days after all. 

DAY 3 (18th March 2018) 

I still couldn’t believe it was our last day of the trip. We got up early, went through the 

morning routine and then half the students left for trekking exploring the area around the 

valley. It was a long and exhausting trip. The climb uphill was the most tiring part and my 

muscles were screaming in exhaustion halfway through it. The slopes were steep and the path 

was so uneven that Dipancey had to stop me from tripping. But I caught many fantastic 

pictures on the camera and the journey downhill was terrifyingly fun.  

By the time we got down, my shoes were filled with pebbles and all our water supplies were 

exhausted. On returning, we packed everything as quick as possible, had lunch and then had 

a last, wistful round of the place, playing in the stream and clicking some last photographs 

and thanking the staff of Snow Leopard Camps. 

We all gathered for one big photo, smiling and grinning. So when I’ll look back at this moment, 

I’ll remember it as the trip class twelve went for not as a trip I went for with my friends.  

Roy ma’am, Alisha ma’am, Monica ma’am & Negi Sir thank you for making this so memorable 

for us. 

Devanshi Sharma 

XII B 

  



The Last Trip. The last one with our batch. The last one with our teachers. Maybe the last one 

with our friends too. Each child was excited for the day. Since when? Not since two days or a 

week but the day we first heard about it. 16th March it was when we all were supposed to 

meet in the school early morning at 5. 5? Haha never 5 means 6, yeah, that's when the last 

student arrived. Discussion done, packing done, instructions given and we got into our buses 

even more excited than ever knowing that it was indeed the last school trip. The engine 

started and all of us sat there waiting for the bus to move and to kick off the most awaited 

trip.  

Hearts started beating faster, adrenaline rushed through the body and we couldn't resist 

ourselves from jumping off our seats and singing and dancing and make the journey the best 

of our lives. We were more than fortunate to have Roy Ma'am, Alisha Ma'am, Monika Ma'am 

and Negi Sir by our side who had already taught us and were connected to all of us in some 

way or the other. We stopped at Cheetal Grand as all of us were hungry. We not only ate 

delicious food but also captured some unforgettable memories in our mobile phones and 

cameras. Some slept, some sang, some danced but all of us enjoyed in our own ways 

throughout the remaining bus journey.  

After a tiring but amazing eight hour bus journey, we finally reached the Snow Leopard Camp, 

Rishikesh. We were greeted with some beautiful garlands and necessary instructions. We 

were allotted our tents and were called for lunch. All of us were shocked, wonder why? The 

food, which we expected to be bad was almost home-like. Our tiredness and excitement 

made it even more yummy! Rafting and bonfire that was the plan for Day 1. We were all taken 

to the rafts and wow! What a feeling it was when we were standing there on our rafts in our 

life jackets and helmets. Just incredible! Something unbelievable happened while rafting. We 

got a chance to see Shraddha Kapoor, yes, Shraddha Kapoor. To our sadness, the wonderful 

rafting session of the day had ended as we headed back towards the camp. Tired, exhausted, 

sleepy, we returned to the camp and had some tasty supper and hot chocolate to regain the 

energy. We were called for dinner afterwards and again it was fantastic. We all met near the 

bonfire, saw stars, had fun, discussed the day and went off to sleep.  

We opened our eyes to have a look at the beautiful morning with some physical work to play 

Footvolley. Many of us jumped into the small stream of water and had some memorable 

moments. We were taken for rafting again, but this time it was the next level. We all felt like 

experts only in one day. We practiced our drills and started the session. We passed through 

a lot of rapids, some were big some were small but all them were very exciting. Best part of 

it? When we jumped out of our rafts and felt the cold river water. What a beautiful day it was, 

with the sun shining over our heads and water running through our bodies. To our 

disappointment, the session ended but we had had the time of our lives! So amazing it was 

for both swimmers and non-swimmers. We returned to the camp, changed our clothes, 

rested a little and were back on our feet to learn about knots and tents, and of course, jump 

into the stream another time. We had our snacks and dinner, sat near the fire and talked and 



sang and enjoyed. But there was a small twist, we weren't sent back to our tents in the night 

as we planned to surprise Roy Ma'am as it was her birthday. Her birthday was celebrated and 

we ate the yummy cake and went off to sleep.  

On the last day we woke up early in the morning, had our breakfast and started the trek. We 

passed through both easy and dangerous areas and captured all of it to cherish in the future. 

We reached back the camp and jumped into the stream for the last time, had a lot of fun and 

packed our bags to finish something which none of us wanted to. We had lunch, took some 

group photographs, thanked the Snow Leopard Team for making us feel at home and headed 

towards the buses. All of us were attached to the place and never wanted to leave but it had 

to happen. We didn't let out sadness ruin the bus journey and had a lot of fun again to give a 

happy ending to this memorable trip. 

This trip united us all and enhanced and improved relations with both students and teachers 

and gave us unforgettable memories. We never wanted this trip to end. But it did end. We 

reached the school safely and it was a beautiful experience. The trip had to be awesome, but 

knowing that it was the last one, it was even more than awesome. 

 

Anant Sagar 

Class XIIB 

 

 



 

  

 

 



 

  
 

  

  



 

 

 

 



 

  
 

  



 

 

 

  


