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It was the first Sunday of the month. It was a day to relax, and also a day of cleaning and decorating the hostel. The day was reserved for a big cleaning competition among different hostels. On Sundays, instead of breakfast and lunch, the school would serve a brunch. The brunch would serve two purposes: provide some rest to mess members on Sundays and give students time to clean and decorate their hostels. It was also the day of the parents’ visit. So, they could see how cleanliness was maintained at our boarding school. 

We got up and started cleaning. The hostel warden and hostel prefect made sure we cleaned personal space, hostel rooms, common latrine, and bathroom. Once we were done with that, we would clean the stairs and then go up to clean the roof. After that, we rooted out the weeds and tended flowers lining our hostel path which connects our hostel to the main road. In the empty space in the front yard of our hostel, we wrote with lime ‘Shivaji Hostel Welcomes You’. We were busy cleaning and our seniors were busy directing us. We often felt that if our seniors helped us rather than directing us, we would finish the work in no time. But you can't say anything to your seniors: that's the curse of being a junior. One day, we would become seniors, and then, we would direct our juniors to do all the work. With this thought, life seemed fair.
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