Paris '15

A very strange thing happens when you make it to the top four of the ADR pool in NLIU: no one ever congratulates you on your rank in so many words. Instead, the messages that come in are more along the lines of "Congratulations. You're going to Paris!" And, so we, Aakash, Nikhil, Sanjana and I, ranks 1-4, did, with the weight of the knowledge that we'd be representing our college at the most prestigious alternate dispute resolution tournament in the world, the ICC International Mediation Tournament, 2015, organised by the International Chambers of Commerce, in their headquarters in Paris. It really does go without saying that if presented, it's not an opportunity one forgoes, under any circumstance. On the days preceding our 14 hour journey to Paris, so many told me that it would be the experience of a lifetime, competing against students from the best law schools across the country. Little did I know how right they were. The competition was grand in every sense of the word: participation, level of difficulty, venues, food, judges, everything. And it took everything in us to not give into the urge to let it overwhelm us. Add to that the aura that pervades Paris, that of the knowledge that wherever we tread, history, opulence and knowledge will follow, and it hits home just how big a deal it is to be there, representing our college, and how truly privileged we were. With rounds spread out over three days against the University of Kiev, The University of Sao Paolo, New York Law School and the University of Saskatchewan, we knew that we would have our work cut out for us. Most of these institutions operated on a graduate level. Thus, being undergraduates ourselves, we were practically the youngest in the entire sample size. But the heartening thing was that despite how heated it got within the mediation room, the moment the cloisters of the round were escaped, we made very good friends amongst our competitors, and are still in touch with a fair few of them, hailing from Brazil, Canada, Russia, Bahrain, USA, etc. In many ways, one truly sees the point of international exposure and intermingling at events such as these. The realisation of how different everyone is combined with the assurance that in many ways, we are all the same, is both wonderful and humbling. Law may work differently in different parts of the world, but ultimately it sets out to achieve the same purpose, globally: to better each other's lives. This is why a competition like ICC Paris is so different from the rest. Neither do our co-participants, nor our judges, nor the organizers ever once treat us like mere college kids doing a "mock" ADR session. Over here, we are treated like professionals, burdened with the expectations that accompany the same, and are faced with problems that have been inspired by real disputes international law firms have been hired to solve. It was a heady mix of law, logic, negotiation, business acumen, commerce and sheer assertiveness that contributed to the energy rush that was Paris. To further this effect, all our rounds were either held in the uber modern ICC headquarters, a deceptively unassuming monolith of glass and steel or in the Paris headquarters of one of the world's most respected and successful lawfirms, Clifford Chance, located in the majestic and historically significant Rue De Faubourg. This was a far cry from any old college conference hall. It would be very remiss of me to forgo mentioning the social events too. The people at ICC made sure we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves throughout the duration of the tournament, with parties, balls and galas every day at beautiful locations such as the Hotel du Arts et Métiers. Sadly, we did not break at the competition, having unfortunately been pitted against three of the teams they progressed to the semifinals. However, it was a learning experience that'll stay with us for years to come, as lawyers, as businessmen and most importantly, as citizens of the world. We also got to explore Paris in all it's wintery glory. We did all the touristy things we could- The Eiffel, Notres Dame, Sacre Couer, the Louvres with it's customary #MonaLisaSelfie, Shakespeare and Company, the Bastille and the celebrity graveyard. We sampled practically every cuisine known to mankind, and by the end of our eleven day sojourn, had mastered the Paris metro. Maybe we failed in our original goal, but we gained so much along the way, that the sting has been primarily alleviated. How could it not, with so much cultural, culinary, diplomatic and professional exposure that was collateral to it? Years from now, Nikhil, Sanjana, Aakash and I will probably still say "we'll always have Paris."
Au revoir.
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