Sandy Sojournsé

Clear blue sky. Wide sweeping plains of sand. An occasional camel. Znchil@ren
clamorously somersaulting down the dunes, burying dung beetles and playing innocent games.
Class 10 B/C had just rolled into Jaisalmer.

Jaisalmerwasn't the only locale to suffer such a fate though: just a day earlier we had swept
through Jodhpur, leaving Ummaid Bhavan and the historic Mehrangarh Fort in our wake. At
Ummaid Bhavan Palace, we were taken through the museum, filled with 20th cettacysa

by our enthusiastic guide, ever ready with
Rolls Rgces. Meanwhile, in Mehrangarh Fort, apart from marveling at the ornately mirrored
rooms and exquisite paintingsge learnt how to tie turbans inot one not two, but ten different
ways!

Nor were the cities given the night to recuperate, for with multiple DJ nites and bonfire circles,
10 B/C were at it 24/7. After waking Mr. Deb and Mr. Ramanathan to some melodious morning
music, 10 B/C itself as treated to some melody at the cultural show: the performance
transcending mere cultural and racial boundaries.

In Jaisalmer we had an actigmacked itinerary, first an amazing boat ride, the endless sky
reflecting recursively in the depths of the G8dgar Lake, and then a fantastic puppet show: the
puppeteer's deft jerking was enthralling, and his skillful bac&forth motion of the horse in
particular left everyone enraptured. The next day we visited the Golden Fort before visiting
Patwon ki Havelian aangan surrounded by a maze of enclosures and stairwells until the fifth
storey where a terrace emerged, offering a horizon to horizon view of the landscape. And then
the desert offered us more horizon: an uninterrupted vista of sand.

It was all overtoo fast, though; a rocky bus ride and a bumpy train ride later we were standing
at Bandra Terminus with just a couple of photos and some sand in our pockets: the only
testament of the times spent in those swirling seas of sand.












