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 Welcome back readers 
and thank you for picking up 
your copy of Living it Up the 
Hill a second time around. As 
you well know, afterschool 
clubs and activities have been      
shuffled around more than a 
deck of UNO cards in the girl’s 
common area. The result of this 
intermixing is a whole new 
team of writers and producers. 
Ms. Donnelly and Mr.       Ap-
plegate lead the new team of, 
Rangsiman Kosavanichakit, 
Sayalee Girdhar & Rithchate                  
Sirimangklanurak. We           
encourage all students and staff 
alike to be active contributors 
to our monthly publication. 
Thank you for reading, enjoy! 
                            
                         ~ Mr. Applegate 

On your mark, get set,  READ!!!
  

The Reading Challenge has hit 
yet another high this month, 
with students really  taking the      
challenge seriously. Students 
have read 51,000 pages so far. 
They have a long way to go, but 
they seem to have the             
determination to achieve their 
goal. That’s all for now. Will be 
back next month.  

The Reading Challenge 

Another auspicious occasion knocked the doors of 
households across the nation with the arrival of the 
month of September. Ganesh Chaturti is one of the 
most celebrated religious festivals in the country.                
Ganesh Chaturti brings a whole new wave of love, 
unity, colors, music, and most importantly sweets. 
 

This auspicious celebration took place from the 5th of September and 
went on until the 15th of September. The festival is celebrated by     
worshipping an idol of Lord Ganesha for various time periods. The idol 
can be kept for a day and a half to as long as 11 days. At the end of 
those time periods, a ceremony known as Visarjan takes place. Visarjan 
is a ceremony where the idol of Lord Ganesh is submerged in water. 
 

Next time you hear the Puneri beats playing in the streets, or the loud 
speaker playing the sacred Ganesh Aarti, don't forget to say, Ganpati 
Bappa Morya!!                                 

      ~  Kapil Joshi 

    Ganesh Chaturti  

When we hear the pitter - patter of the rain, the 
scent of wet mud that fills the air, we want to go  
outside and play. Monsoon Madness at KAS was a 
time to break away from the stress at school and 
enjoy the rain. It was held on the 17th of             
September. Mr. Taware and Ms. Donnelly took the initiative to make this 
event a successful one.  
 

We were set into groups and played various games which 
included splash, beach flag, caterpillar, circular tug and diz-
zy run. The dizzy run did make people 
very dizzy indeed. Everyone by the end of 
the event was exhausted.  
 

Well, all I can say is I’m already waiting for 
next year’s ‘Monsoon Madness’ to come 
around.                

     

      ~ Christina D’souza 

   Monsoon Madness 



        

 

 

 

 

 

  

In life we need someone,  
who understands us,  
That is a friend, 
who need not pretend. 
 

Friends are like music, 
that soothe your aching heart, 
Friends are like a rainbow, 
That make you smile when you feel low. 
 

Friendship is a gift, 
It can't be sold or purchased, 
You don't pay the cost, 
Yet loosing a dear friend is wealth lost. 
 

Friends are a ray of hope, 
For there's always someone behind you, 
Sharing secrets, hanging out,  
Trusting the other without a doubt. 
 

I asked God, 
to send me an angel, 
Who brightens my day,  
and then you came my way. 
     ~ Sakshi Etam 

Each week, the students of KAS 
come together to discuss and   eval-
uate the current situations of both 
our school and the outside commu-
nity as part of our service project. 

 

This month the students of KAS 
participated in the “Keep Khandala 
Clean” service project. The project 
was planned out and organized by 
the students themselves with     
guidance from teachers and staff. 
 

On September 23rd a group of    
students walked in to Khandala to 
represent our school and put the 
long awaited project into action. We 
started by forming smaller groups 
and spreading around the area in 
order to pick up the garbage around 
us. Then, in hopes that the          
community might follow our           
footsteps, we put up the posters we 
had made as a school, hoping that 
anyone passing by would not only 
read but put into action the bright 
colourful letters “Keep Khandala 
Clean”. 
 

   ~ Musau Mulenda 

            

     A Victims Eyes of WW2 

 

Peel down my cone, 
Paint over the roads, 

Plaster your vicious tones, 
Pamper not, the others throne. 

 

Shun me to silence, 
Set forth the path of blindness, 

Sac away my fine sense, 
 Slumber not in darkness. 

 

Cluster us into the pens, 
Cut me of my untold sins, 

Call upon the last of friends, 
Catch me through the foggy lenses, 

    Crippling to an end.         

             ~ Jasmin Hellmich  

 

For the last few years, there was something I longed to do. I wished to 
learn an instrument. Although my knowledge in music wasn't much 
back then, learning the sitar or even a guitar was what I had finally     
settled on. Living in a small town with few facilities, a music class is 
like wishing for water in the desert. A few of my friends had learned a 
bit of music and played the keyboards. I felt left out when they played 
and boasted about their new skills. However, life carried on, the years 
flew by, but my longing to learn the guitar never ended. 

 

A couple of weeks ago, God had mercy on me and granted me my wish. 
At school we had to choose are clubs for the semester. I quickly scrolled 
through the list. I couldn't believe my eyes, I looked at it again and again 
just to confirm. Guitar lessons were being offered to us. school, and I 
could pick it as  
I was so anxious, like a father waiting outside the delivery room. The 
day arrived, the list was out. My heartbeat was beating as fast as light 
traveling through space. I checked the list and I couldn't believe my 
eyes. God had finally shown some mercy on me and my name was en-
listed for the guitar club. I felt like I was flying in the sky, there were no 
hurdles. I felt fortunate and I was going to make the most of it. 
           
       ~ Sakshi Chordiya 

 Musical Strings  

Friendship  
KAS Life by Rangsiman. K Service At KAS 


