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Preface

The Classroom of Life

School begins with tears and ends with them too; a
paradox that captures the essence of growing up. When
we first step through those iron gates as children,
clutching our parents’ hands, the world inside feels vast,
intimidating, and alien. Yet, by the time we leave, those
same corridors have shrunk into a second home, etched
with memories we’re desperate to cling to. This book 1s
an ode to that journey: the laughter, the lessons, the
heartbreaks, and the quiet revolutions that unfold within
the four walls of a classroom.

My story begins in Lucknow, a city where history
whispers from every corner, and at St. Francis’ College, a
boys’ school that shaped my early years with its motto of
Pax et Bonum (Peace and Goodwill). But this is not just my
story. It’s a mosaic of universal truths about school life:
the friendships that feel eternal, the failures that mold us,
and the bittersweet ache of farewells that never truly fade.

Schools are laboratories of identity. They teach us algebra
and grammar, yes, but also how to navigate envy,
ambition, and loss. They force us to confront questions
that linger long after graduation.

This book is a love letter to the chaos of adolescence. It’s
about the strict father who became my first teacher, the
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report card I hid in shame, and the friends who felt like
brothers. It’s about board exams that loomed like
monsters and the canteen samosas that tasted like
triumph. But it’s also about the quiet moments: the hush
of a library, the sting of a teacher’s reproach, the lump in
your throat as you hug a classmate for the last time.

As you turn these pages, you’ll revisit your own school
days: the scraped knees, the secret crushes, the pride of a
gold star. You’ll laugh at the absurdity of school rivalries
and maybe wipe a tear for the friend you lost touch with.
But more than anything, I hope you’ll see school for what
it truly is: not just a place, but a prologue. A prologue to
adulthood, where the first lessons: resilience, curiosity,
and the courage to fail are the ones that stick.

School never really ends. It lives in the way we face
deadlines, console a friend, or chase dreams that first took
root in those dusty classrooms. This book is my attempt
to bottle that magic, to hold it up to the light, and to say:
Look. This is where we began.



First Day Fears, Last Day Tears:
The Paradox of Growing Up

Schools are strange, very strange indeed. When we first
step into those hallways as children, we cry, clinging to
our parents, reluctant to enter the unknown. The building
feels vast and intimidating, filled with unfamiliar faces
and routines we can’t yet comprehend. Yet, years later,
when it’s time to leave, the same emotion erupts: tears
flow again, but this time, they are for a very different
reason. We cry because we don’t want to go. Those four
walls, once so foreign, have become a second home, a
sanctuary of memories, growth, and friendships that have
shaped us in ways we never imagined. The only thing that
separates these two emotions is time; a stretch of years
filled with laughter, lessons, and countless moments that

define who we are.

From academics to sports, from extracurricular activities
to the simple joy of shared lunches, schools become a
microcosm of life itself. They are where we first
experience the thrill of competition, the warmth of
camaraderie, and the sting of failure. It 1s within these
walls that we meet strangers who become friends, and
friends who become family. The bonds we form here are
unlike any other—forged in the innocence of childhood
and strengthened by the shared experiences of growing



up. These are the friendships that often last a lifetime,
even if life takes us on different paths.

The more I think about my school days, the older I feel,
and the flashbacks come rushing in like a flood. I
remember the laughter echoing through the corridors,
the nervous excitement before exams, the pride of
wearing a uniform, and the sheer joy of winning a game
or performing on stage. School is where creativity and
innovativeness are born, where dreams are nurtured, and
where a mind full of energy and optimism is constantly at
work. It is here that we first dare to dream big, fueled by
the belief that anything is possible.

But school is more than just a place of learning; it is a
character-building institution. The values we imbibe, the
discipline we learn, and the resilience we develop here
stay with us long after we’ve left. The teachers who guide
us, the friends who support us, and even the challenges
we face all contribute to shaping us into the individuals
we become. The memories we create within these walls
are not just fleeting moments; they are etched into our
hearts forever.

As we prepare to leave school, we carry with us a heavy
heart, knowing that we are saying goodbye to a chapter
of our lives that can never be replicated. We bid farewell
to friends who have become a part of our story, promising
to stay in touch, even as life pulls us in different directions.
For many of us, it is the last ime we will see some of these
faces, and that realization is bittersweet. Yet, in our
memories, school life remains vivid and alive, often
feeling closer to us than even our college years. Perhaps it



18 because school is where we first discover who we are,
where we first dream of who we might become, and
where we first learn the true meaning of friendship,
perseverance, and hope.



Echoes of Adolescence: How Co-Ed
and Single-Sex Schools Carve
Identity

Schools, in their essence, can be broadly divided into two
types: co-educational, where boys and girls study together,
and single-gender schools, which cater exclusively to
either boys or girls. Having spent my formative years in a
boys' school: St. Francis’ College in Lucknow, I've often
reflected on how the dynamics of these two types of
institutions shape the experiences and growth trajectories
of students. While both systems have their merits, |
believe the environment of a single-gender school fosters
a unique kind of development, one that is both
wholesome and deeply rooted in camaraderie. This might
be a controversial opinion, and I admit my perspective
may be biased, but it comes from a place of personal

experience and observation.

In a single-gender school, the absence of the opposite
gender creates a distinct social dynamic. The feeling of
compassion, shyness, or self-consciousness around the
opposite gender develops much later in life, allowing
students to focus on building strong, uninhibited bonds
with their peers. There’s a sense of freedom and openness
that comes from being surrounded by individuals who
share similar experiences and challenges. This often leads



to a deeper level of friendship and a stronger sense of
community. In my own school, for instance, the bonds we
formed were not just about shared interests or hobbies;
they were about growing up together, navigating the ups
and downs of adolescence, and supporting one another in
ways that felt almost familial.

On the other hand, co-ed schools offer a different kind of
experience. From an early age, students in co-ed
environments learn to interact with the opposite gender,
which can foster a sense of balance and mutual
understanding. They become adept at presenting
themselves in a certain way, navigating social dynamics,
and managing the inevitable comparisons that arise.
While this can be beneficial in preparing students for the
real world, where interactions with both genders are
inevitable, it can also introduce complexities that single-
gender schools might avoid. In a co-ed setting, the
presence of the opposite gender can sometimes shift the
focus from pure camaraderie to a more nuanced social
landscape, where relationships and self-presentation take
on added layers of meaning.

The behavioral and psychological differences between
students from these two types of schools are subtle but
significant. In a single-gender school, there’s often a
rawness and authenticity to interactions; a lack of
pretense that allows students to be themselves without the
pressure of impressing or conforming to the expectations
of the opposite gender. In contrast, co-ed schools tend to
cultivate a more polished and socially aware demeanor,
as students learn to navigate a mixed-gender environment
from a young age. Both systems have their strengths, and
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the question of which is "better" is ultimately debatable.
It often comes down to individual preferences, values, and
the specific needs of the child.

Of course, the choice of school is rarely in the hands of
the child. It is the parents who make this decision, often
based on their own experiences, beliefs, and aspirations
for their child. They choose what they believe is best, and
over time, the child adapts to the environment they are
placed in. The real challenge arises when a child has to
switch schools later in life; whether due to parental
decisions, relocation, or personal choice. Such transitions
can be difficult, as they require adjusting to a new social
dynamic and finding one’s place in an unfamiliar setting.
However, today’s children are remarkably resilient and
resourceful. With access to technology and platforms like
YouTube, they are more informed and involved in
decision-making than we were at their age. They research,
discuss, and often influence their parents’ choices,
reflecting how times have changed.

Yet, despite these changes, the foundation of school life
remains the same. Whether co-ed or single-gender,
schools are places of learning, growth, and discovery.
They shape our character, nurture our dreams, and leave
us with memories that last a lifetime. The type of school
we attend may influence our journey, but it is the
experiences we gather and the relationships we build that
truly define our school years. In the end, it’s not about
which system 1is better; it’s about how we make the most
of the opportunities we are given and the lessons we learn
along the way.



Four Chapters of Growing Up: The
Schoolyard Saga

School life, in my view, can be divided into four distinct
phases, each marked by its own challenges, growth, and
memories. These phases: starting from nursery to KG,
then classes 1 to 5, followed by classes 6 to 10, and finally
classes 11 and 12 are like chapters in a book, each
contributing to the story of who we become. As we move
through these phases, our personalities evolve, shaped by
our experiences, perceptions, and the world around us.

The first phase, nursery to KG, is where it all begins. For
a child, this is a world of new routines, unfamiliar faces,
and the daunting task of being away from home for the
first time. It’s no wonder that, for the first week or so, most
children cry, clinging to their parents, desperate to go
back to the comfort of home. This phase is the foundation
of our learning journey, where teachers play a crucial role.
They are patient, kind, and nurturing, using creative
methods to make learning enjoyable. Parents, too, are
deeply involved during this phase, listening intently to
their child’s stories about school, helping them grasp the
basics, and ensuring they have fun while learning. For the
child, thisis a time of discovery, where the world of letters,
numbers, and colors begins to unfold. Some days, they
are eager to learn; other days, they resist, struggling to
adapt to this new normal. But with time, patience, and

9



encouragement, they begin to settle in, laying the
groundwork for the years to come.

The second phase, classes 1 to 5, marks a significant step
up. By now, the child has mastered the basics of language
and arithmetic and is more alert and aware of their
surroundings. The initial reluctance to go to school has
diminished, replaced by a sense of routine and familiarity.
Friendships begin to form, and recess becomes a
cherished time to talk, play, and bond with peers. The
learning curve is still gentle, but the difficulty level rises
gradually with each passing year. Teachers in this phase
are generally caring, though some can be strict: a trait
that, as I experienced, can make school life less pleasant.
Parents, meanwhile, start focusing more on academics,
striving to strengthen their child’s foundation. By the end
of this phase, a subtle shift occurs: the transition from
pencil to pen becomes a symbolic milestone, often
accompanied by a minor rise in ego. Children at this stage
are still impressionable, easily swayed by stories and ideas
without questioning their validity. It’s a fragile and
somewhat dangerous state, where guidance from parents
and teachers becomes crucial.

The third phase, classes 6 to 10, is where the real pressure
begins. The transition from class 5 to 6 is often jarring,
with the addition of new subjects and a more demanding
academic workload. Teachers in this phase are less
nurturing and more focused on discipline and results.
They expect students to behave like grown-ups, offering
little support through the transition. The pressure is real,
and many students feel overwhelmed as they juggle school,
tuition, and extracurricular activities. Parents, too, start
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distancing themselves from their child’s academics,
relying on tuition centers to fill the gaps. This phase is a
rollercoaster, with class 6 to 8 being relatively smooth,
only to be followed by the shock of class 9, where the
looming board exams cast a shadow over everything. The
stress of class 10 i1s unparalleled, with students racing to
finish the syllabus, juggling pre-boards, and grappling
with self-doubt. Teachers, though sincere, often fail to
cater to individual learning needs, leaving students to fend
for themselves. This is also the phase where personalities
shine through: the class clown, the sports star, the quiet
achiever, and the confused soul. The board exam results
become a defining moment, shaping not just academic
paths but also self-esteem and confidence. Comparisons
with peers and neighbors are inevitable, and even a 90%
can feel inadequate if someone else scores higher. These
comparisons, though futile, have a lasting impact,
influencing the stream students choose in the final phase
of school.

Choosing a stream; science, commerce, humanities, or
arts 13 one of the most daunting decisions a student faces.
With the advent of technology, there’s no shortage of
opinions, each more tempting than the last. Parents,
though well-meaning, often push for streams they believe
offer better career prospects, sometimes overlooking their
child’s interests and aptitudes. The key is to approach this
decision pragmatically. Narrow down your options, seek
advice from seniors, and, if possible, spend a month or
two exploring each stream before making a choice. While
this might seem like a waste of time, it can save years of
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regret and set you on a path that aligns with your passions
and strengths.

The fourth and final phase, classes 11 and 12, is the OG
phase of school life. By now, we’re almost grown-ups,
though our egos remain fragile. This phase is a mix of
ambition, energy, and confusion, as we try to balance
academics with the desire to make the most of our
remaining school days. For most, school in this phase is
less about academics and more about memories: sports,
extracurricular activities, bunking classes, and spending
time with friends. The adrenaline is high, and even the
looming board exams don’t dampen the spirit. It’s only
after the pre-board results that reality sets in, and the need
to buckle up becomes apparent. But even then, this phase
is about cherishing every moment, knowing that these
days will never come back. Every event, every rivalry,
every prayer becomes a memory etched forever. As the
final days approach, the weight of farewell begins to sink
in. The official farewell is a bittersweet affair, with smiling
faces and tearful hearts. The unofficial farewell, often a
gathering of close friends, is even more emotional, as the
realization dawns that this might be the last time you're
all together. The night after farewell is one of the longest
and most reflective nights, marking the end of 14 or 15
years of schooling and the beginning of a new chapter.
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Footprints in the Corridor: The
Unfading Legacy of School Days

Once school ends, we inevitably find ourselves walking
down memory lane, reliving the moments that shaped us.
The flashbacks come in waves: vivid, emotional, and
often nostalgic. We think about the ups and downs, the
first-time experiences that felt monumental at the time,
whether it was standing on stage for the first ime, scoring
a goal for the school team, or even the sting of a failure
that taught us resilience. In retrospect, every achievement
and every setback feels like a stepping stone, honing our
character and preparing us, in some way, for the
challenges of adult life. School, in all its glory, was more
than just a place of learning; it was a training ground for
life.

For a few days after school ends, the WhatsApp groups
buzz with activity. Messages flood in, filled with inside
jokes, shared memories, and promises to stay in touch.
But gradually, the conversations slow down. The once
constant stream of messages dwindles to an occasional
ping, and then, almost abruptly, it stops. Life moves on,
and so do we. The transition from school to college is both
exciting and daunting. Some of us dive straight into
bachelor’s programs, while others take a gap year to
prepare for competitive exams. The same peers who once
struggled to decide between playing football or cricket
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during bunks now face far weightier decisions about their
futures. Uncertainty looms, but the confidence instilled in
us by our school experiences carries us forward. Those
memories of friendships, triumphs, and even failures are
etched permanently in our hearts. No matter where life
takes us, whether we pursue graduation, post-graduation,
or even a PhD, the experiences we had in school remain
unmatched. They were our first taste of independence,
our first lessons in resilience, and our first understanding

of what it means to belong.

Yet, as we step into college, we realize how much the
world has changed. The warmth and familiarity of
school’s four walls are replaced by the wvast, often
impersonal landscape of college life. We quickly learn that
we need to grow up fast. The cocoon of school, where
teachers guided us and friendships felt eternal, is now
behind us. College demands a new kind of maturity, one
that requires us to navigate a more complex and
competitive world. The culture is different, the
expectations are higher, and the safety net of school is no
longer there to catch us. It’s a jarring but necessary
transition, one that forces us to break free from the
comfort of the past and step into the unknown.

Ayear after school, the memories begin to shift. The vivid
recollections of school life start to blend with the new
experiences we’re creating in college. School becomes the
past, and college becomes the present. There are attempts
to organize reunions, to relive the old days, but they rarely
materialize. The bonds we formed in school, once so
strong, are tested by time and distance. Some friendships
endure, but many fade, unable to withstand the pressures
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of new lives and new priorities. It’s a sad reality, but one
we must accept. People move on, forming new
relationships and building new connections, while the old
ones slowly recede into the background. We feel the
change, but there’s little we can do to stop it. Life, after

all, is about moving forward.

Yet, even as we adapt to the new rhythms of college and
adulthood, the memories of school remain a constant.
They are a reminder of where we came from, of the
innocence and joy that defined those formative years.
School taught us not just how to solve equations or write
essays, but how to navigate the complexities of life. It gave
us our first taste of success, our first lessons in failure, and
our first understanding of what it means to grow. And
while we may never return to those hallways, those
classrooms, or those friendships in the same way, the
impact of those years stays with us forever. School was
more than just a phase, it was the foundation of who we
are, and for that, we will always be grateful.
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The Franciscan Formula: Lucknow,

Lessons, and Letting Go

I'm from Lucknow, a city steeped in history and culture,
and for 14 years of my life, St. Francis’ College was my
second home. It was more than just a school; it was the
place where my early personality and nature were shaped,
where I took my first steps into understanding the world.
While my college journey at Shaheed Bhagat Singh
College, Delhi University, also played a significant role in
shaping who I am today, it was my school years that laid
the foundation for everything that followed.

My journey at St. Francis’ began in nursery, a time when

my teachers told my parents that I was weak in the basics

and needed extra help to excel. Instead of sending me to

tuitions, my dad took it upon himself to guide me through

my studies up until class 5. Looking back, that was one of
the best decisions he could have made for me. At that time,
though, I was terrified of him. He was strict and wouldn’t

hesitate to give me a good scolding or worse, if I didn’t
keep up with my daily tasks. It felt harsh then, especially
when I saw other kids enjoying their carefree childhoods.

But retrospectively, it all makes sense. By class 5, I was an

above-average student, ranking 8th out of 50 in my class.

I felt confident, even proud, of how far I’d come.

But things took a turn when I entered class 6. Feeling like
I had outgrown the need for constant supervision, I asked
16



my dad for some freedom in managing my studies. He
agreed, trusting me to take responsibility. The result? A
shocking drop from 8th to 41stin the class. It was a wake-
up call, one that left me scrambling to figure out what had
gone wrong. I decided to give tuitions a try, following the
trend among my peers. The coaching helped, and by class
8, I was back on track, scoring full marks in History and
Maths and securing the 5th position in my class. It felt like
I had finally cracked the code.

That confidence, however, was short-lived. When I
entered class 9, I thought I had it all figured out. I was a
pro, or so I believed. But reality hit hard when I failed in
one subject. I was too ashamed to show my report card to
my parents, who, by then, had largely stepped back from
my academics. It was a humbling experience, one that
made me realize I couldn’t take anything for granted.

Class 10 was the make-or-break year for me. I dedicated
myself entirely to my studies, cutting out all distractions.
The hard work paid off, and I scored above 90% in my
boards. But the joy was short-lived as I began comparing
my marks with my friends. The real question, though, was
what came next; which stream to choose: science or
commerce? My parents were clear: Science was the way
to go, especially since I had scored 95 in science in Class
10th. They believed it offered more scope and
opportunities. While they didn’t pressurized me, their
preference was evident. I, on the other hand, was torn. I
consulted seniors from both streams, weighed the pros
and cons, and finally decided on commerce with math. It
felt like the right choice, one that aligned with my interests
and strengths.
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Class 11 was a blur. I wasn’t too bothered by my
consistently low scores, and by the time I reached class 12,
I was more focused on enjoying my final year of school
than on academics. I tried to be part of every activity,
every event, soaking in the last moments with my friends.
I hardly sat in class, and the teachers, perhaps
understanding the gravity of the year, didn’t seem to mind.
It was only after the pre-board results came out that
reality hit. My scores were far from what I had hoped for,
and [ realized I needed to get serious. The next few
months were a whirlwind of studying, revising, and trying
to make up for lost time. It was tough, but it was also
worth it.

The board exams came and went. The last paper was
math, and I vividly remember the rumors of a possible
paper leak. For a brief moment, there was hope, but it
faded as the night passed without any such luck. I walked
into the exam hall, did my best, and walked out
pretending everything had gone well. Deep down, I knew
it hadn’t, but I didn’t want to ruin the 1.5-month break
that lay ahead. After the exam, it felt like no one cared
about how the paper had gone. We all just wanted to
hang out, probably for the last time as a group. I
remember feeling lost and empty, knowing that soon, we
would all go our separate ways. We stayed together till the
evening, hugging, laughing, and trying to hold on to the
moment. That night, the WhatsApp group was buzzing
with messages, but it was a fleeting connection. The
unbreakable bond we once shared was already beginning
to fade.
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That night was heavy on my heart, much like the day I
had first entered school as a child. Back then, I had cried
because I didn’t want to stay. Now, I cried because I
didn’t want to leave. Those white and red walls held
memories that would stay with me forever; some captured
in photos, others etched in my heart. “Pax et Bonum,”
the motto of St. Francis’, had become a part of me. Once

a Franciscan, always a Franciscan.

I’ve focused mostly on the academic side of my school life
here, but if I were to dive into the memories, the
friendships, the laughter, the rivalries, the triumphs, and
the heartbreaks, it would be endless. School was more
than just a place of learning; it was where I discovered
who I was and who I could become. And for that, I will
always be grateful.
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The Unforgettable Tapestry of
School Life

School life is not merely a chapter in our lives, it is the
foundation upon which we build our identities, dreams,
and understanding of the world. As we close the pages of
this book, it’s impossible not to reflect on the profound,
often bittersweet journey that school represents. From the
first tearful steps into a classroom to the final, tearful
farewell at graduation, school shapes us in ways that
linger long after the bells have stopped ringing. It is a
microcosm of life itself, a training ground for resilience,
friendship, and self-discovery, where every triumph and
setback becomes a thread in the tapestry of who we are.

20



The Cradle of Firsts

School is where we experience countless “firsts”; the first
friendship, the first victory on the sports field, the first
time we stand on a stage, the first failure that humbles us,
and the first lesson in picking ourselves up. These
moments, seemingly small at the time, are monumental
in hindsight. They teach us courage, empathy, and
perseverance. For many of us, school is where we learn to
navigate social dynamics, manage expectations, and
confront our limitations. It is here that we begin to
understand the weight of responsibility, the joy of
collaboration, and the sting of rejection.

In the early years, school feels like a world of wonder and
intimidation. The transition from the warmth of home to
the structured chaos of a classroom is jarring, yet it is here
that we first learn to adapt. Teachers become surrogate
parents, guiding us with patience and care, while
friendships form over shared crayons and playground
games. These years lay the groundwork for curiosity and
discipline, even if the lessons feel trivial at the time; how
to hold a pencil, how to tie shoelaces, or how to raise a
hand instead of shouting answers. But bencath the
simplicity lies a deeper truth: school teaches us how to
learn.

21



The Crucible of Growth

As we move into middle and high school, the stakes rise.
Academics become more demanding, friendships more
complex, and self-awareness more acute. The transition
from primary to secondary school is often a rude
awakening; a sudden leap into a world where mistakes
carry consequences and independence is both thrilling
and terrifying. For many, this phase is marked by a tug-
of-war between rebellion and conformity, between the
desire to fit in and the need to stand out.

In my own journey at St. Irancis’ College, Lucknow, this
period was defined by both triumphs and stumbles. The
strict guidance of my father in my early years gave way to
a hard-won independence in class 6: a freedom I initially
squandered, leading to a dramatic drop in my academic
performance. Yet, that failure became a turning point. It
taught me accountability, pushing me to seek help
through tuitions and rebuild my confidence. By class 8, 1
had clawed my way back, scoring full marks in subjects I
once struggled with. But the real lesson wasn’t in the
grades; it was in understanding that growth is nonlinear,
and setbacks are not endpoints but detours.

This phase also introduces us to the weight of societal and
parental expectations. The pressure to choose a stream:
science, commerce, or humanities looms large, often
clouded by external opinions rather than personal passion.
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For me, the decision to pursue commerce with math,
despite my parents’ quiet preference for science, was a
pivotal moment of self-assertion. It underscored a
universal truth: school is where we begin to define our
own paths, even if it means diverging from the well-
trodden road.
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The Bittersweet Symphony of
Farewells

The final years of school are a paradox: a blend of
urgency and nostalgia, freedom and fear. Class 11 and 12
are a whirlwind of emotions: the thrill of nearing
adulthood, the anxiety of board exams, and the ache of
knowing that every “last” moment; the last sports day, the
last assembly, the last lunchbox shared with friends; time
is slipping away. In this phase, academics often take a
backseat to the desperate need to hold onto time. We
bunk classes, scribble farewell notes, and laugh a little
louder, as if laughter could freeze the clock.

My own class 12 was a testament to this duality. While
pre-board results jolted me into frantic studying, the year
was equally defined by the camaraderie of friends who
became family. The final exams, though daunting, felt
almost secondary to the looming farewell. The last day of
school was a blur of hugs, promises, and silent tears. The
social media groups buzzed with plans for reunions that
never materialized, a reminder that life moves swiftly,
scattering us like leaves in the wind. Yet, even as we
parted ways, there was a quiet understanding: the bonds
forged in school are indelible, even if they fade with time.
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The Legacy of School:
Beyond Academics

While academics form the backbone of school life, its true
legacy lies in the intangible lessons. School teaches us to
navigate hierarchies whether it’s the pecking order of the
playground or the dynamics of a classroom. It shows us
the power of resilience, as we recover from failed exams
or lost matches. It introduces us to diversity, as we interact
with peers from different backgrounds, learning to respect

perspectives unlike our own.

For me, St. Francis’ College was more than an institution;
it was a sanctuary. Its motto, Pax et Bonum (Peace and
Goodwill), became a guiding philosophy. The strict
discipline, the camaraderie of all-boys classrooms, and
even the rivalries with other schools shaped my worldview.
The absence of the opposite gender in my school life, for
instance, delayed certain social nuances but fostered
unfiltered friendships, free from the pressures of
impression. This environment allowed me to focus on
self-growth without distractions, though it came with its
own set of challenges when I later transitioned to a co-ed
college.
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The Unseen Anchors of Schooling

No matter how much we claim to resent our schools, their
memories linger in the quiet corners of our minds,
persisting through the decades like faint echoes of a
simpler ime. Schools, often called our second home, earn
that title not merely through routine or obligation, but
because they shape the raw clay of our identities before
life hardens it into something more rigid, more calculated.
In today’s era, however, there is an unspoken void, a
missing innocence, a loss of that unselfconscious joy that
once colored the hallways and classrooms of our youth.
Some might dismiss this as nostalgia, a biased lens
through which older generations romanticize their past.
Yet, I cannot shake the feeling that we; those who grew
up before screens dominated every gaze and algorithms
dictated every choice were perhaps the last to experience
schooling as a phase of wholesome development, where
growth was not a race but a rhythm, not a transaction but

a transformation.

School, in its purest form, is the final chapter of life where
material ambitions hold little sway. Even when they
flicker in the background, they do so as distant stars, not
blinding spotlights. Here, the mind is not yet cluttered
with the arithmetic of survival-how much to earn, how
much to save, how much to sacrifice. Guriosity is its own
reward, friendships are unburdened by utility, and failure
feels like a temporary bruise rather than a permanent scar.
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But this changes, almost abruptly, the moment we step
into college. Suddenly, the world tilts. Conversations shift
from dreams to deadlines, from passions to paychecks.
The question “What do you want to be?” morphs into
“How much will you earn?” Innocence is replaced by
urgency. The pursuit of monetary satisfaction ascends
from a base-level concern to an all-consuming priority,
and before we know it, we are ensnared in a loop; a cycle
of earning, spending, and striving for a mirage of “enough”

that forever dances just beyond our grasp.

What makes this shift so jarring is not merely the
introduction of responsibility, but the overload of
information that accompanies it. In school, our worlds are
small, deliberately so. We are given just enough
knowledge to stir wonder, just enough challenges to build
resilience without crushing spirit. But as we age, the
floodgates open. College bombards us with opinions,
ideologies, career paths, and social pressures each vying
for our attention, each insisting on its urgency. The mind,
once a quiet garden, becomes a crowded marketplace.
Attention, now a scarce currency, 1s fractured into
fragments. We skim where we once lingered, react where
we once reflected. This scarcity breeds anxiety; a low,
persistent hum beneath every decision, every interaction.
We grow restless, yet paradoxically stagnant, rushing
toward futures we haven’t paused to imagine.

Yet, beneath this turbulence lies a quieter truth: the roots
of who we become are often traced back to those early
years. The risks we take or avoid in adulthood, the
resilience we summon in crises, even the way we navigate
relationships or conflicts, are echoes of lessons learned
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long before we understood their weight. School,
intentionally or not, is where we first practice the art of
adaptation. We learn to conform to structures, to
negotiate friendships, to recover from humiliation, to
celebrate small victories. These experiences, mundane as
they seemed at the time, become the blueprint for how we
handle the larger, messier phases of life. The classroom’s
controlled chaos mirrors, in its own way, the
unpredictability of careers, relationships, and self-
discovery. We just don’t realize it until much later.
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The Slow Fade of Innocence

There is a particular kind of innocence in caring deeply
about things that the “real world” deems trivial; a
doodled note from a friend, the thrill of a recess game, the
quiet pride of mastering a math problem after hours of
struggle. These moments matter not because they are
grand, but because they are ours. They are unspoiled by
the weight of consequence. In adulthood, even our joys
are tinged with calculation. A promotion brings relief as
much as pride; a vacation is measured by its cost-per-day.
But in school, joy is unapologetic. Sadness, too, is
uncomplicated, a bad grade or a fleeting argument, not
yet a mortgage or a layoft.

Modern education, however, seems to have lost patience
for this innocence. The pressure to perform, to specialize,
to monetize talents begins earlier now. Children are
funneled into coding classes and resume-building
workshops before they’ve had time to simply play. The
classroom, once a sanctuary for exploration, feels
increasingly like a training ground for economic
contributors. This is not inherently wrong, preparation is
necessary but it risks stripping away the very qualities that
make schooling transformative: curiosity without agenda,
creativity without ROI, growth without metrics.

The consequence is a generation thrust into adulthood’s
complexities without the emotional scaffolding to
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withstand them. Anxiety, once a rarity among the young,
has become commonplace. The rush to “succeed” skips
over the vital, messy process of learning not just facts, but
oneself. Schools today, armed with technology and data,
can track a student’s progress in real-time, yet may fail to
notice the quiet student who no longer sketches in the
margins, the dreamer who has traded stories for
spreadsheets.
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The lllusion of Choice

A paradox defines the transition from school to college:
the illusion of boundless freedom masking a narrowing
path. In school, our choices are limited but our potential
feels infinite. We dabble in poetry, physics, and painting,
unaware of the walls that will later divide these realms
into “hobbies” and “careers.” College, by contrast,
demands specialization; a necessary evil, perhaps, but one
that often forces us to abandon passions that don’t fit
neatly into a job description. The pressure to “choose
wisely” carries an undercurrent of finality, as though one
misstep could derail a lifetime.

Yet, how many of these choices are truly ours? The
gravitational pull of societal expectation-parental hopes,
economic trends, peer comparisons-subtly steers our
decisions. The arts student switches to engineering, not
out of passion, but practicality. The aspiring writer opts
for law school, silencing the inner voice that whispers,
What if? We tell ourselves it’s temporary, a detour to
stability before pursuing our “real” dreams. But stability,
once attained, becomes its own addiction. The detour
becomes the path.

This is not a condemnation of practicality, but a lament
for the selves we leave behind in the name of security.
School, at its best, nurtures our multifaceted potential.
Adulthood, however, demands we fracture ourselves-

31



compartmentalizing creativity, curiosity, and compassion
into “appropriate” boxes. The child who once built
elaborate worlds in their mind becomes an adult who
struggles to think beyond quarterly goals.
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The Loop and the Lifeline

The tragedy of this cycle is not its inevitability, but our
blindness to it until we’re too deep to escape. By the time
we recognize the loop-work, consume, repeat-we’re often
bound by obligations that feel insurmountable: debts,
dependents, deadlines. Regret arrives softly, in moments
of quiet exhaustion. When did life become like this? we
wonder. When did I become this?

School, ironically, offers clues to breaking the cycle. It
teaches us that growth requires patience, that failure is a
teacher, and that community is a lifeline. But these lessons
fade if not consciously carried forward. The adult world,
with its emphasis on individualism and productivity,
dismisses such wisdom as naive. We're conditioned to
view vulnerability as weakness, rest as laziness, and
reflection as indulgence. Yet, these very qualities are what
made schooling feel alive. Reconnecting with them
whether through creativity, mindfulness, or simply
allowing ourselves to waste time becomes an act of

rebellion against the loop.
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Adaptation as Survival

Life, in the end, is a series of adaptations. School teaches
us to adapt to rules, college to adapt to ambiguity, and
adulthood to adapt to impermanence. Each phase
demands a new version of ourselves, yet the core-the
values, fears, and joys imprinted in us early on-remains.
The tragedy is not adaptation itself, but the erasure of the
past selves we dismiss as “immature” or “irrelevant” in

our rush to evolve.

Perhaps the key lies in synthesis-carrying forward the
wonder of school into the pragmatism of adulthood. It’s
possible to be both responsible and curious, both
ambitious and present. This balance, however, requires
resisting the pressure to compartmentalize our lives into
“then” and “now.” The child who found joy in simple
things still exists within us; they’re merely buried under
layers of duty and doubt.
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A Quiet Rebellion

The solution, if there is one, is not a return to the past,
but a reclamation of its essence. Schools today need not
reject technology or progress, but they can resist reducing
education to a assembly line of future workers. Likewise,
adults need not abandon responsibility, but they can
challenge the narrative that productivity defines worth.

This rebellion is quiet, personal, and ongoing. It’s the
parent who encourages their child to daydream, the
teacher who grades kindness as rigorously as grammar,
the professional who carves time for play. It’s the refusal

to let monetary metrics overshadow human ones.
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The Unseen Legacy

In the end, the value of school lies not in what we learned,
but in how we learned to learn. The equations fade, the
dates blur, but the resilience to face the unknown, the
humility to ask questions, and the courage to connect with
others-these endure. Modern education, for all its flaws,
still holds the potential to nurture these qualities, but only

if we prioritize them over mere efficiency.

As for those of us who look back with bittersweet nostalgia,
our task is not to idealize the past, but to mine it for
wisdom. The innocence we mourn was not ignorance, but
a different way of seeing-one that found magic in
mundanity and hope in uncertainty. That perspective
need not die with youth; it can remain a quiet compass,
guiding us through adulthood’s noise.

The loop 1s not unbreakable. It simply requires
remembering what school, at its best, taught us: that
growth 1s not a straight line, that joy is not a distraction,

and that we are always, in some small way, still learning.
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The Transition: From Cocoon
to Chaos

Leaving school is like stepping out of a cocoon: safe,
familiar, and predictable into a world that demands rapid
adaptation. College, with its impersonal lecture halls and
competitive ethos, feels like a different universe. The
transition is jarring. Suddenly, there are no teachers
chasing us for assignments, no parents monitoring our
progress, and no fixed routine to cling to. The freedom is
exhilarating but isolating, forcing us to rely on the values
instilled in us during school.

In my case, the shift to Delhi University’s Shaheed Bhagat
Singh College (SBSC) was a cultural shock. The
confidence I'd built in school was tested daily; whether it
was navigating metro crowds, managing deadlines
without reminders, or forging new friendships in a sea of
strangers. Yet, the resilience honed during school failures;
the ability to pick myself up after a low score or a social
faux pas proved invaluable. School had taught me to

learn from mistakes, not fear them.
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The Echoes of School in Adulthood

Years after leaving school, its echoes remain. The
friendships may fade, the classrooms may crumble, but
the lessons endure. We carry them into our careers,
relationships, and parenting styles. The discipline of
morning assemblies, the teamwork of group projects, and
the ethics drilled into us by teachers resurface in
unexpected ways; a refusal to cut corners at work, a habit
of punctuality, or the patience to mentor a junior.

Even the seemingly trivial memories: the smell of library
books, the taste of canteen samosas, the sound of the
school bell retain a visceral power. They transport us back
to a time when the world felt smaller, simpler, and full of
possibility. For many, school reunions, encounters with
old classmates trigger a flood of emotions, a reminder of

who we once were and how far we’ve come.
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The Unanswered Question: What
Makes School Life Irreplaceable?

Is it the structure? The safety net? The shared
experiences? Perhaps it’s the fact that school is the last
time we grow up alongside others, in a synchronized
rhythm. In adulthood, growth is solitary and uneven;
some marry early, some switch careers late, some chase
dreams while others settle. But in school, we move as a
cohort, bound by the same exams, holidays, and
milestones. There’s a unique solidarity in that shared

journey.

School also offers a rare innocence. It’s a space where
mistakes are forgiven, where failures are stepping stones,
and where friendships are untainted by transactional
motives. In a world increasingly driven by outcomes,
school reminds us of the beauty of process of learning for
the sake of learning, of playing for the sake of joy.
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A Letter to School

To my school, St. Francis’ College: You were more than
bricks and blackboards. You were the stage where I
discovered my voice, the arena where I fought my
insecurities, and the sanctuary where I found my tribe.
You taught me that success isn’t just about rankings but
about character, about showing up even when I didn’t
want to, about owning my mistakes, and about lifting
others up.

To the teachers who scolded and believed in me: Your
words, even the harsh ones, were gifts. You saw potential
I didn’t know I had. To the friends who became brothers:
Your laughter still echoes in my mind, a reminder that
the purest bonds are forged in simplicity.

And to every reader: Whether your school days were
idyllic or challenging, they shaped you. They gave you
tools you still use, scars you still carry, and memories you
still cherish. In a world that often measures worth by
productivity, school reminds us that growth is messy,
nonlinear, and deeply human.
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The Final Bell

As the final bell rings on this book, let’s acknowledge a
truth: School never really ends. It lives in the way we face
challenges, in the loyalty we show friends, and in the quiet
pride we feel when we live up to the values instilled in us.
The classrooms may empty, the uniforms may fade, but
the spirit of school lingers; a quiet, steadfast companion
on the journey ahead.

So here’s to school life: to the tears shed at its gates, to the
laughter that filled its corridors, and to the countless
unsung heroes - teachers, parents, and friends - who made
it all possible. Once a student, always a student. Once a

Franciscan, always a Franciscan.

Pax et Bonum.
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