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The world we know has turned monochrome, it's nearly

impossible to see it in colours, yet memaories and hopes

guard, everything went haywire for some time, the
tant promises of a new decade had seemingly

been dashed to dirt and hope was a little out of reach.
walked on in our lives and perched on our

shoulders, Doors and windows were bolted against

PROLOGUE

e. A world hike never seen before

everything, eve
had found a definite place in 202 cial distanci
and quarantining were the new creeds and sanitizers
re our weapons against the infamous
vid-19. Yet, we rallied back to normalcy through

unconventional portals.

and life

restored




and the tempest, though not completely allayed, had
grown calmer over rime. We found a sancruary amidst

turbulence and went on to fortify ourselves inside out,
All that becoming possible through the shared

equanimity between everyone.

2020-21 edithon of Conventia 15 an endearning love
letter to our school, each word in it harbouring a

bittersweet longing of returning home, each

photograph a kaleidoscopic view into the life we share
at our school and even the blank margins abound in the
countless memories that words in a standard lexicon

cannot describe.

As we turn around one last time to whisper a silent word of
farewell, a goodbye, an 'au revoir’ to the last session, let the
remembrance of it come alive and speak to you through the
many chronicles embroidered in the tapestry of CIM.
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"It is not the fittest nor the most intelligent that survives.It is the one most adaptable to change .”

A concept widely attributed to Charles Darwin that has
come to find s relevance mn the present ape of
transformation with the potential of technology at its core.

The year 2020 is bound to be viewed as the course of the
greatest avalanches in history. But amidst the dark clouds
that hover above us, the emergence of a silver lining has
turned this catastrophe into a black swan event for
technological innovations as the catalyst o disruptive
changes, amplifying the move to virtual workspaces and
practices. The nation wide lockdown (during which people
had apparently mastered the art of boredom) challenged
the education system across the country forcing a
temporary shift to online delivery as 'call of the hour'.
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The overnight shift from offline to online mode meant that
teachers could no longer use proximity to engage students,
monitor them personally or cater to their needs in the
moment needed. Students too, felt disconnected,
disheartened, and anxious about their future prospects. For
both teachers and students, their first vovage on the waters
of digital learning was rough, uncertain and often stressful
but as they together navigated the unfamiliar, challenging
and changeable terrain of this vast ocean, they were able to
travel bevond their past teaching and learning experiences.

What started from coping with basics like internet
connectivity, undependable power supply, regular zoom



Kihika Kaur sethig
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P.5. - The most asked question this 2020 was

Teacher : Am [ andible?

Student : Ma'am, Connectivity issue!

meetings etc. eventually led to the realisation of the importance of this digital platform
which came as a panacea in the crisis.

Online learning removed the hindrances of face to face communication offering a feasible and
flexible environment as the mode of interaction . Besides this , the accomodation of a number
of students in one live session and engagement in debates , discussions and webinars enabled
them to remain connected with others as a part of co - constructing knowledge.

To extenuate the demanding circumstances, CIM Dehradun stood unwavered in the face of
danger as a unified spirit, leaving no stone unturned to avail to its students the best
education through an alternative medium. From morning prayers to attendance to
conducting exams, everything was done in a fashion similar to the normal classroom style,
Mot restricting themselves with syllabus as the main priority, the incorporation of activities
ranging from dance, music ,sports and voga were also taken into as a part of the daily
routing of the students. In addition to the regular class penods, culinary workshops | art
exhibition and various functions such as Independence Day, Diwali, Christmas were also
conducted to provide the students and teachers with the essence of a 'school like
environment ".Such efforts by the school authorities blurred the virtual barrier giving way to
reality and the nostalgia of the school campus. In order to ease the growing unrest among
students and parents about their future prospects, online PTMs were held to address their
concerns and to inform them about the expected actions and course of conduct to be
followed during the academic year.

As Professor Me Gonagall once said , "We teachers are rather good at magic , vou know ", it
was indeed commendable on the part of our teachers who modified and adapted
themselves to a completely new system, in such a short span of time, to make sure that the
students were not deprived of academics in this unprecedented year.
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“Leadership is the
capacity to translate

wvision into reality”

-Wearren Bennis

editorspeak : 2020 will go
down in history not just 45 a
‘masked” year but also one in
which we re-learmt to be
resilient and creative against all
odds. Being prepared for
urigue SIEuAbonS is just one |Tig
lesson that we all learned.

The sprightly poinsettias on
the cover page symhbolise the
“weal and zest "of each member
of the Cim Family to transform
the rock-bottom moments into
massive breakthroughs.

Thank you Sister for beinga
leader par excellence.
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"We lenow what we a re,
Iml we I-:mn\' nol

n
“'l‘.l.ﬂl. We may ]Jl.’.

William Shakes peare

'We dort't know what the __I‘r.'rfuﬁ.’ holds or hew £.'JFT§ the
schools will remain closed. " This was an apprehension
fo us :frlfl'fil:? the lockdown. ernz.;;:!rfat..?.lfg toe gqmmaf up
ta -II\*.:J;: the children d-.m'l"c.urim-ﬁ"g,r fr't and sustained

.-'e.:'n:'n'l.:sﬂ'ly theiracademic progress via online clisses.

Covid 1Q1s inevitably a catalyst for change in the field
|'.I_||!f education. We sf:':rg:;ruizzar flr?mu:]r.lrr this puirasc 4.'-'}-
various o WTHGES, endeavou g o Ercmsf.orm this
I.JIJIIl'n."'_qr.!.I:f fita ..:j':lpu:'rhrnr\.f_a,l. W .:mfvracddr ir'!rfs
mm;!rl'g'm slrrl'f-:' qrr virtual II:.‘LTJ'!?fIJ:j‘ with a mmﬁdf and
considerale f.l.'i..'nrn'ar_;,.l and in addition to the n.+gu|'lar
|'|J‘?||r?..'?|'.' 4.'III|’.?.‘-'.‘-TL'!'.‘-'.. :?J[‘-Tn'l I'I'U"I'I.'Illn'!.'.'f-f'-n.lll i F-ETI;?S 4':{]'{':.’)‘11‘]1:.‘!?’5 Jin'
the axperts, _.":Ec‘ri'll'mrr'ug the mental and emotional
health .-.:'_."I our students LI'I-II'JTIF]\'_.j the 1,1'.1?;:l:l'..".:'.'_"céruzriE-.’i:ir
crisis. We also conducted co curricular activities and
PTMs without any hindrance on the ..I'I.I'EJJ'h_!.Irf;:lﬂi-mt. [
take Ir'J'J'L.‘rL' to announce Hhat L:F,\-I Dehradun has been
once again awarded the Best Girls' Day School in
L '!!um}c.lrmm!'lﬂv u.L'u.’mp.l'lu Tl contribution in the realn
-1,'( education. I am -'ruglrr-'ry indebted to all the parents
_.lli‘.lr their unconditional s upport d uring this Sofours.

A Ig,- massage o all mif students and fo the well
wishers - “The p.:mrf:.!ml‘c is an opporfune
moment in human lrﬁs-‘ury to wﬂ:ms our qgﬁn‘s,
to revitalise nature and allow it bloons in all its

gl’ur_qr. ;

Diear students, Let us march info the _.{ufun: with
B .

nature as our strongesi qwr-"y and one of the !‘ng_.i'l.’ﬁl

COMCErLE,

God Bless Hou.

Sr. Greta D)'Souza

f’rr'.l?:'r'puj'l




‘Harmonizing the ([)emanding times...

The exceptionally umusual beginning
of the academic year 2020-21 got us
face to face with rwo options. We
could remain anxious and scared and
spread the fear or we could rise above
our anxieties and become a pillar of
strength for others around us.

Mandatory shutdowns and
shuttered schools imposed a radical
switch to emergency remote
teaching - learning situations in the
educational institutions world over.

Taking up the challenge of this
mission to level up , we embarked on
this challenging journey of
transformation from conventional
teaching and class room environment
to adaptation of new tools ,an
overhauled curmculum design and an
unheard of virtual pedagogy with the
firm determination to weather the
storm and to ensure that our children
continue tolearnand grow,

Adversity is a forced way to refocus.
The outbreak of Covid 19 was an
unprecedented event that compelled
us to stay at home. Self-appreciation
was an important lesson learnt during
that course of time. We could
introgpect and see two aspects of
human life - vulnerable humanity and
transcendent divinity,

It has been a learning phase for
everyone, be it a four year old child or
a seventy year old man. It has brought
maore challenges than anyone could
have anticipated. A sudden
transformation was depicted in
human beings by investing time in
strengthening family bonds, The
pandemic challenged the teaching-
learning methodology completely.
When the whole world was shrouded
by the dark clouds of pandemic and
life came to a stand still, online classes

10

Despite the overwhelming pressures
caused by the most significant
upheaval to education in living
memory, the transformation has been
phenomenal. Leading our way
through this crisis with exemplary

Ms Shetal Singh
Middle School Coordinatar

"But if these years have
taught me anything it is this ;
You can never run
aWay Rot ever.

The only way out is in."

-Junot Diaz

courage and resilience , our Principal
Sister Greta took up the challenge with
equanimity and her unconditional
support and unflinching faith made us
walk that extra mile and work in
solidarity in the interest of our
students.

| am reminded of Alfred Tennyson's
INSpIring poem
“the ofd order changeth yielding
place to new....

And God fulfills himself in
HAHY WAVS ceans ™

Indeed , the order of things is rapidly
changing. But , in these times let us
not miss the opportunity it presents to
us to be heroic, combative and most
importantly, the drivers of change.

We are all waiting for good times o
return, for lavghter of children to ring
in our ears, for the cormdors to come
alive with their shouts and cheers

came to our rescue as a ray of hope
enlightening the world of teachers and
the children.

The ultimate aim of education is the
realization of each one's potential and
manifestation of perfection. Cjmites
adapted the new normalcy with great
competency and zeal. They portraved
their talents and efficacy by
participating in various extra oo-
curricular activities, These activities via
virtual platform helped them to build
confidence and kept them engaged, Tt
also successfully helped to break the
monotonous schedule and rejuvenate
their inner-gelves. The year though full
of crisis was turned indeed into an
eventful one, Alled with milestones and
trivmphs, [ conclude with a famous
maxim- "The secret of success is learning
fiow to e pain and pleasure instead of
Faving pain and pleasure use you. I you do
rhat, you are in control of your life. IF vou
don't, life controls,
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Modern education is an amalgamation of
innovative ideas, concepts, practical skills
and mecisive thinking. Today the teacher
has become a facilitator and it is not about
keeping with the times, but more about
keeping ahead. In the pandemic too, we
have tried to keep up to our motto ‘Hold
High the Torch'. Regular counselling
sessions were held by our skilled
counsellor to mitigate the effects of this
pandemic from the sensitive minds of our
children and to accustom them to the mew
nornal

Morning assembly is our window to
showcase innate potential of our students.
Drespite adverse conditions, we celebrated
all important davs and festivals in the form
of special assemblies fo instill the basic
values and sensitize children about our
culture and the glonous past. We at CJIM
Debradun, will continue our endeavour of
touching these young lives and shaping
them to become good citizens of this
society as well as good human beings.

With this thought 1 submit my heartfelt
gratitude to God.

“Life is a gift to be wsed everyvday,
Not to be smothered and hidden away,
Tt isn't @ thing to be stoved in a chest.
Get out and live it each hour of the day,
Wear it and wse it as much as vou may.”™

@ Maam Sunita Sharma

[WOTE: This piece has been written in the form of a letter { I just wanted o employ a

unigue and unconventional approach). “Iron Lady” was the name given by the present

barch of class 12 to ma’am Sunita on Teacher’s day programme and she loved this title,
hence [ have tried 1o incorporate it.]

Dear Iron Lady of CIM,

This is to bring to vour kind notice that today, as we run our hands over the
coarse grained texture of this heavy box of fond memories and open the giant
load of happiness and nostalgia, we see you racing to the third floor of
Claudine block with a class of slouching students, we see you mischievously
sporting a smile of victory on making it to the top before them, we see you
arranging the desks in neat rows the moment you enter a class, and most of
all, we see you sketching beautiful tales out of the most difficult Maths
lectures, tales packed with complex characters that you helped us understand.

From the eagerness of getting the chocolates from you when a birthday girl
would enter the class to the anxiety that we expenenced when you would
walk in with our marks, from the General Knowledge questions that you
would throw at us every now and then to your mastery over Sansknt
shlokas, from your encouragement to score well to your warm consolation
when we couldn't, we remember it all.

Today, as your students remember you with a heavy heart and moist eyes,
dazzled with the memory of your charisma and unparalleled mastery aver
your subject, we thank you for being a mother before a teacher, for leading
by example in the process of teaching us discipline, for making Maths look
easy with your ingenious sense of humour and for every value you have
graced us with.

However, we won't miss you ma'am, for we miss those who are gone, and
you will always be with us in our hearts, still trying to compete with the
students in a race up the stairs, still taking our PT periods to teach Math,
still distributing all the chocolates you got and still being the youngest,
funniest and the most active in a class of us oldies.

We wish you the best for every new road that you travel on the journey of
being your perfect, jovial and authentic self,

Fare-thee-well!

Yours sincerely,

ClIMites.
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Academic Results 2019-2020

&

ICSE TOPPERS

15t Taanvi Arora 2nd Anjali Agarwal 3red Vanshika Batra
99% 98.8% 98.4%
S — —
15t Igra Hassan Khan 2nd I'I.Inir_Ja Manglik 2nd Vidushi Nigam 3rd Kaniska Gupta
{Science) {Science) {Zcience) {Science)
95.5% 95% 95% 94.8%

1st Kashish Jaffery 2nd Anika Arora 3rd Riya Verma
(Commerce) (Commerce| (Commerce)
93% 92.25% 97%
15t Nikita Agarwal 2nd Swati Rawat 3rd Mehr Sikand 3rd Shivani Khanna
(Humanities Stream) {Humanities Stream} {Humanities Stream) {Humanities Stream)
98.25% 98% 97.75% 97.75%



A Colloquy with
Taanui Arora

ICSE Topper 2019-20

@ How did you feel after becoming
THE 2020 ICSE TOPPER?

@ This might sound strange but
unlike most toppers who have
achieved this in the past, [ wasn't
very happy. Neither did I shed
tears nor did 1 jump around the
house. All 1T felt was a peculiar
relief, to say that I wasn't expecting
would be ‘assumed modesty’, |
had lictle hopes and when they
turned to reality, an uncanny sense
of relief rushed down my spine.
More than that, it gave confidence
to start taking longer strides
towards my ultimate goal.

.‘ How important do vou think vour
mental health is while studying?

@ 1 can speak on this topic for hours,
solely because [ received a fatal blow
on my mental health in grade 10. It
affected me to the extent that I used
to cry for hours at a stretch almost
every single day for months. Mental
health is simply indispensable while
studying. There's no way you can
study unless you're mentally relaxed
and relieved. As far as managing my
mental health is concerned,
communication definitely helps, but
with oneself before anyone else,
“You are the one who is in the
problem and the only one who can
bring yourself out of it, given you
have the will and drive for the same.™

& what keeps you focused during

the lockdown?

@ Achievements and results are
overwhelming but at the end of the
day, I'm no wesder woman, just
another dreamy sleep deprived
teenager. The lockdown has made
me lose focus too, from the
disciplined schedule and academics,
but certainly not from my long-term
goals, and as far as this remains true, 1
know Twill get back ontrack.

What message do vou have to give
to the future grade 10 students?

@ The most important advice 1
would want to give to grade 10
students is to stop falling prey to
popular opinion and statements
like "A single sheet of paper
cannot decide my future” to justify
vour procrastination. It certainly
cannot, but if such affirmations
come in handy as excuses to you,
then things would continue going
down the hill. T would not tell you
that studying is not important, it
indeed is. Instead, what is
hazardous i1s "just studying"”.
Enjoy and involve yourself in
various initiatives and take part in
extra curriculars as much as
possible .

What are your post feclings of the
achievement sSince eEvervone's
L'I'L'|'IEI'L'[4'3Ii:{]l'IN from you are mow

higher than before?

I respect everyone's expectations
and completely understand and
acknowledge that they are shaped
out of their love for me, but cutting
long short, they donot burden me. 1
have a set of expectations from
myself that are crucial to me, and a
few of my parents’, which is all that
any student should ever consider.
My only focus at the moment is to
turn them into reality. Now what's
very important here is to be clear
about your expectations from
yvoursell, not just career centric but
also the ones that focus on vour
relationships with parents, teachers
and well-wishers.

Peak Profile

= ;

Jeloer gears al CiM
"It is the supreme art of the

teacher to awaken foy in creative

expression and knowledge”
-Albert Einstein

Ma'am Archana Bisht has been a member
of the CIM family since Jamuary 1994 and
has consistently rendered her exceptional
service to the msttution since. Her
instinctual art of teaching which is
seldom perceived as a valuable gift is
cherished by each and every child who
received it and for such great
accomplishment of over 25 years, Ma'am
was felicitated on March 12, 2021 by the
Senior School Coordinator, Ma'am
Harleen onbehalf of the Principal,

She has been instrumental in the growth
of the young buds of CIM, nurturing
them into empowered individuals, Her
dazzling smile and the ability to
constructively convert difficult concepts
into student understandable structures
has enabled her to deliver knowledge with
superior results. The perfect embodiment
of credentials and skills her vivacious
personality, ebullient demeanor, patient
and understanding outlook has made her
an inspiration to all the CIMites.
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Dehradun was ranked the Best Girls' Day

school in Dehradun and Uttarakhand.
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DEBATING

‘THE IMAGE OF POLICE HAS
IMPROVED DURING COVID-19.’
27 OCTOBER, 2020

The police department of Uttarakhand, on 27 October 2020,

organised an Online Debate Competition on the topic - “The
image of police has improved during COVID-19". The debate
competition saw the participation of many prestigious schools in
Dehradun including The Doon School, 5t. Joseph's Academy,
Welham Boys' School, Asian School, Convent of Jesus and Mary
and 10 other schools. 26 speakers from 13 schools spoke for and
against the topic, Shri B K. Bhatia, retired Director General, ITBP
and Shri Ajay Joshi, retired Deputy Inspector General of Police,
Uttarakhand were present in the judgement board of this
competition,

Awarded as the First Best Speaker was Adya Jasola of our school.
Shazia Parveen, of S5t. Thomas and Shivani Thaplhyal, of Kendriya
Vidyalaya IMA, were awarded the second and the third best speakers
respectively.

The winners of the event were felicitated by Shri Ashok Kumar
the present DGP of the state at Police Headquarters on Sardar
Vallabhbhai Patel Jayanti- 'Rashtriva Ekta Diwas' on
31 October 2020,




‘IS RESTRICTION ON FREEDOM  Platform-Zoom Streaned on YouTube

OF SPEECH JUSTIFIED?Y?”’ Schools-Convent of Jesus and Mary, Delradun
10 DECEMEBER, 2020 Laurels international Indore MP
Woodland Overseas Hoshiarpur

Entab Infotech Pvt. Ltd.-Campus Care, a Delhi based
software and IT Company, organised a National Level
Debate on the 10th of December, 2020. After qualifying the
semifinal round, Adya Jasola, and Nandita Sharma,
represented our school -Convent of Jesus and Mary,
Dehradun in the final round, expressing vehement
arguments onthe topic.

Competing with the representatives of some of the best
schools in India including Laurels International, Indore
and Woodland Overseas, Hoshiarpur the competition
was successful in showeasing progressive opinions at a
national level, The jury included the distinguished
presence of Mr. Sanjay Dewangan (Principal- Wisdom
Global School, Hardwar) and Mrs. Alka Srivastava
(Principal- Vatsalya Sr. Secondary, School Sagar, MP).
After eritical consideration and judgment, Adva Jasola,
and Nandita Sharma bagged the first position Against
and For the motion respectively,

‘THIS HOUSE BELIEVES THAT THE WORLD WOULD
CHOOSE GANDHI OVER HITLER.’

22 JANURARY, 2021

On 22 January 2021 a team comprising Adya Jasola, Vanshika

Batra, and MNandini WNirwal participated in the Bro. JL
D'Souza Memorial interschool debate organized by |

St. Joseph's Academy, Dehradun on the virtual platform. The
debate competition gave a platform to some of the most
prestigious schools from Dehradun and Meerut  including
Welham Boys' School, 5t Joseph's Academy, Ann Mary,
Meerut etc. Our school team, mentored by the senior debate |
incharge -Ms. Annie Singh, was awarded the winning trophy. ;H-'—h"

a TP eiere

addition to being accoladed the ‘Best Rebuttal’
ard. Nandini WNirwal emerged as the Best
mterlocutor in the debate.
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. HARMONY
! 28 NOVEMBER, 2020

! Competition -  Singing and
Dance

! Name Harmony

Date 24th October
5 2020
rganised by Unison
Waorld School

OVERALL 1ST RUNNERS UP

26 children participated in 8 categories

Amidst the Covid 19 pandemic, CIM Delhi
organised ‘Dharohar' an Inter-CIM singing
competition on 16 Dec 2020.The theme for
the competition was ‘Care for our Common
Home'. CIM schools from various parts of
the country like Mumbai, Apra, Vasai,
Mussoorie had participated in it. CIM
Dehradun won hearts with their fusion song
on Mother earth and secured the first position,
Girls from classes Y and 10 had participated in
it. The instruments and vocals were recorded
and a music video was made by their Music
teacher, Ms. Amnt Kaur Anand. Their efforts
and presentation was acknowledged by
Honourable Sr. Gracy, Principal-CJJM Delhi
and was also appreciated by the judges.

Divyansty Amolf Marmveen Kaur s Khandurd Shrew Grird

Hearifelt gratitude to God Almighty for
DHAROHAR showering His blessings upon us and a big
-an Inter CJM Singing Competition thank you to our dearest Principal, St Greta
16 DECEMBER, 202{) D’Souza forbelieving in us,

le



PRASAARYOGITA

OCTOEBER, 2020

The OASIS school hosted its first Inter School Cultural Contest 'Prasaaryogita’ in the
month of October 2020, Our school and various other esteemed institutions had
participated in the competition. Putting in their best efforts, our talented students
managed to bag several prizes in most of the categories including singing,
photography and art. Our school was also awarded the trophy for Best Performing
School overall. It was indeed an enriching and rewarding experience, which infused
our otherwise simple routine during the lockdown with enthusiasm and creativity,

Category 1 - Double Treble

* Unnati Kukreti Class [X 2nd Position
« Aasstha Juyal Class IX 2nd Position
Category 2 - Actor 2 Character

* Adya Kalra Class VII 2nd Position
* Mannveen Kaur Anand Class X 2nd Position

Category 3 - Swaragini

= Mirtali Rawat Class VII Jrd Position
» Ananya Gaur Class X1 2nd Position
+ Lavanya Bist Class X1 15t Position
= Harshita Aggarwal Class V1 2nd Position
Category 5 —Trivat

* Shivakshi Bawat Class X1 3rd Position
= Adharshya Thapa Class VII1 | st Position
Category 6 - Photography

« Rhythm Vasudev Class V1I1 2nd Position
= Sara Nizam Class X1 3rd Position

Category 7 - Art

» Anoushka Uniyal Class X 2nd Position

- —

PAINTING COMPETITION ORGANIZED
BY THE HIMACHAL TIMES MEDIA HOUSE
» The Himachal Times Media House, in the month of July
- conducted a Drawing and Painting Competition. The topics
were: - 1) At Home in Lockdown 2) Life Post Lockdown
3) Nature and Lockdown 4) Respecting Corona Warriors.
. Manveen Kaur received the first prize in Type ‘A’ category
—.. which was voted by the jury and Anoushka Uniyal received
the consolation prize in the same category whereas Niyamat
"% Kaur Gulati received the first prize in Type 'B' which was
exclusively voted by the audience,
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The District Magistrate, Dr. Ashish Kumar Srivastava (DM),

Dehradun

On 19 November 2020, the
ClIMdites Arushi Bhatt and Monal
Bharti had the opportunity of
communicating with the DM of
Dehradun, Dr Ashish Kumar
Srivastava, a great researcher who
was lauded with 'Endeavour
Research Award' by the
Australian Government and
“Young Scientist Award' by the
Indian Government. He was
selected in the IFS in 2011 and
was later allotted Uttarakhand
cadre. Currently, he 15 also the
CECQ of Smart City Limited, It
was indeed a pleasure and
privilege to have interviewed a

personality as great as him.




&

Sir, becoming an IAS officer is
one of the most sought after
professions. Was it your
childhood ambition or the
career choices you made that
guided you towards this?

A& Yes, it is indeed one of the most

prestigious professions. So far
my career 1s concerned, [ always
wanted to be a teacher in the
same school where [ had
studied. Being an TAS officer
was my father's dream more
than mine. But yes, I'm glad to
have been in this profession.

G As we have covered almost nine

maonths of this pandemic, what
is the present sitwation of
Covid-19 in Doon and what are
the challenges that the
administration has faced so
far?

Under the Disaster
Management Act Covid-19 has
been designated as a disaster and
hencefarth, the District
Magistrate i1s responsible to
make situations sustainable.
There were challenges initially
due to lack of awareness
amongst people and migration
of labourers. From July
onwards, people from levelling
districts of Pauri, Uttarkashi et
looked upto health facilities in
Doon cauvsing further issues. But
the situation has been well
contained and Doon 15 now ata
stable pedestal so far the Covid
situation is concerned.

(G} What policies and schemes

have been formulated in the
interests and benefit of the
frontline workers during this
pandemic?

-~ Certainly, the frontline workers

be it doctors, nurses, police or for

that matter anyone who has
played a vital role during this
time is worthy of special
benefits. For their benefit, a ten
lakh solatium insurance for the
family has been issued incase
the person concerned dies or
faces some mishap. So also, it
has been issued that once the
vaccine is in operation, the first
ones to be immuned will be the
frontline workers.

Q What are the proposed revival

plans of the administration for
returning to old normal from
new normal?

A& The thought of going back to

new normal would arise once
the vaccine is ready. Till then ,
we need to adopt the new ways
of coping with situations and
make these changes a part of
ourselves, The revival plan
should encapsulate the
connotation of hygiene. The
brighter side is that the city has
not seen prevalence of any
infectious disease like dengue
thiz year .Concepts of work
from home and hygiene should
be a part of our lives,

(G Sir, Isn't being the CEO of

Smart City Program and the
DM of the capital district a
tedious task?

# Tt might seem to be a different

task altogether but in reality, the
two are closely related which
further makes the work easier.
This way I focus on problems
maore closely and the efficiency
of administration as a whole
increases. The two posts require
coordination and in this way I
am able to maintain the balance
and work in a better way.

(] What has the District

Management done in the
interest of the common man?

£ All the policies which have been

implemented are in the interest
of common man in some way or
other. The administration
presently aims at controlling
migration so that better
opportunities are provided to
residents in terms of jobs and
resources. The initiative Padho
Doon, Badho Doon aims at
making every block/ward
literate. The Jal Jeevan Yojana is
another policy for
uninterrupted water supply to
every household. We aim to
create a child friendly Doon
with more resources and a
sustainable environment for its
citizens.

Gl Sir, just like our schoaol

propagates and urges us to
practise empathy, what are
your views with respect to the
youth and their moral values
and principles?

& The most important thing is a

paradipm shift that would
incorporate not only
academics but also moral
education in the school
curriculum. I remember when I
was a student, we had a
separate subject to make us
understand the importance of
morality. We need to
modernize m a way that not
only secures our future but also
glorifies the past. The youth
should not forget the glorious
past we had and should seek
solutions from there. Moral
values make up a person and
they are important for the
youth.

9



COUNSELLING
ROUND UP | 2020

Year 2020- a year that started as a distorted
image clouded with uncertainty, confusion,
lack of motivation, distress and endless
longing for a healthy world, also became
an epoch of resilience, gratitude,
determination and hope. Throughout the
year, though we all were socially distant, in
our separate homes but our school tied us
all together into a cohesive community and
sincere efforts were taken to keep our
mental well being as a priority concern.
The online psychological counselling
sessions conducted by Ma'am Minnie Sethi
ensured that we learn to deal with all kinds
of challenges with composure, The online
counselling sessions were commenced with
a wonderful session called LOCKDOWN
PUNCH that coalesced five key elements
ensuring we were in the best of our
psychological and socio-emotional well-
being during the lockdown, These five
aspects were- Planning and Priontsing,
Unlearning redundant habits, Nourishing
ourselves, Communicating with our family,
and Lockdown Happiness.

Ower the next few months, separate
sessions were held for students of Junior,
Middle and Senior School.

The themes covered during these sessions
included pertinent aspects like mental
health awareness, emotional regulation,
goal setting, self-reflection, gadget/social
media usage and study skills. Online
sessions were also
organised for
parerits on various
parenting topics
under the
umbrella terms-
‘Psychological
Needs of Our
Children’.

EDITORS ey
AERX

year that probably

nobody would want to
revisit when we have time machines in the future, From a full-
fledged global pandemic to international political distress, forest
fires to human rights violations, from riots to Tik Toks, what has
this year not seen? Even those away from the epicenter of anguish
were locked away behind their doors, forced to spend their days in
isolation, All of us starved for any human contact, looking
forward to grocery store trips like we used to for our birthdays.

2020 was certainly a year of uncertainties. Looking back at the plot
progression of the past months, it seems unbelievable to realise
that we were a part of it. 2020 was also the year when the safety of
this wild sunshine country called school was restricted to the few
inches of a screen held in our hands.

Working with a team of zealous creatives through a virtual
medium was certainly something 1 had never done before, It
seemed, without the reassurance of physicality, we were as
metaphysical as our ideas and plans and designs, floating through
the code blocks of Zoom meeting rooms. But I think, we still
pulled through with a fresh (and decidedly physical) edition of the
Conventia that I hope will bring a smile to your face.

I am indebted to Sister Greta for entrusting me with this
responsibility. A special thanks to our Staff Editors and dear
teachers-Ma'am Monica Sharma, Ma'am Alisha Ahuja, Ma’am
Poonam Chawla, Ma'am Archana Bisht, Ma'am Seema Thingan
and Ma'am Manisha Tomar for all their support and guidance.
And a shout-out to the ever-cxceptional editorial board-
Shivanshi, Avati, Shreya, Hansa, Divya and Arundhati for
everything in between.

My talented, creative team has put their soul into cultivating this
memoir, handpicking the best moments from a mostly spoilt crop,
weaving it with their magic to present you with a token that perhaps
will let you see 2020 in a different light.

Because the only memories worth keeping are the sweet ones,

Like the ones, we here display.

Turn the page,

We've prepared everything backstage,

Letus whisk you away.

-Saubhagya Negi



To give my contribution to
something that will be used to
make fond memories is something
that makes me a proud member of

the Ed-board team.

When you saw the stage as
deserted, there was a team working
backstage striving to bring order
from chaos. We might not have
been the best Ed team because
pandemic had crept into our souls
and had made us lazy, only to be
brought back into life by Ma'am
Divya Univyal Monica's constant reminders for Ayati Dobhal
write-up submissions.

o)

Waorking in the editorial board has been no less than an adventure, where we have had a little of
everything; confusion over the themes of the layout, fun during the zoom meetings, getting to cover
the various events, collecting and editing articles. Every bit of this highly unconventional and
slightly difficult journey has found a permanent home within my otherwise forgettable head. 1
believe the editorial board of 2020-2021 is going to be remembered (and hopefully revered) for
managing the entire work through virtual mediums. So if you're going through the magazine and

- come across any faux pas, in any picture or anywhere else, then feel free to blame it on inefficiency
Hansa Kandwal  o©f technology, because the members of the editorial board have perfectly aced their work.

Ca

Shivanshi Bisht

From hearing our editor talk about
the Ed-board meetings to get ready
to “Open the link for the 5 p.m.
meetings” to experiencing the
process of assembling the school
magazine through the screen was
one kind of an experience and the
journey with the other amazing
members was even better.

Being a member of the editorial
board was like experiencing a
tempest. While on board with the
other members, a little leak there
and a few cracks here. With events
like water constantly rushing in, my
Jjourney was a roller coaster ride,
like Sturm und Drang, turmultuous
with uproaring waves,

Shreya Senwal

With constant arguments over trivial 1ssues to unanimously agreeing on the colour palette of
magazine layout, the journey paddled through the editorial board has been an escapade,
reflecting undertones of fun and occasional drowning in chores, The experience for me, was a
perfect blend of growing and learning. 1 feel privileged to be a part of the editorial board.

Arundhati Naithani

; 1
B . :l \ &l ; .." \
Monica Sharma Alisha Ahuja  Poonam Chawla Archana Bisht  Manisha Tomar  Seema Jhingan

Sr. Greta [V'souza
Principal
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In the midst of the pandemic when the world seems to have come to a standstill, the world needs more
leaders, not necessarily people in authority, but people who inwardly volunteer and take initiative to drive

progress, create things and make positive things happen.

The newly elected office bearers took the oath of office during a virtual investiture ceremony on 12th
September 2020, The event was graced by the presence of Ma'am Chandana Mukherjee as the chief guest
and our Principal Sr. Greta. Carefully and creatively curated, the ceremony came as close as it could to a real
investiture with prayers, inspirational songs, and even a dance presented by students of class 11th. A
presentation displaving the journey of the prefects in the school as students came as a surprise to the council
members and flooded the atmosphere with nostalgia. All the chosen ones were then decorated with pips and
badges by their parents. The meeting came to a close with the Head Girl's Speech and the school song,
Hold High the Torch.
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“Feadership is lifitng a person’s
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persenality bevend its normal

fimitations. ™

-Peter Drucker
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SHRUTI KHANDURI
Head Girl (2020-2021)

Head
Girl’s
Repont

angerous,
rastic and
ramatic.

These three words aptly
describe this ineffable,
inconceivable year.

The superpowers

of the world

all brought to their
knees by an invisible,
EENSY WEENSY,

yet devastating

virus -COVIDI?9.
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As students, the initial news of a novel
virus in Wuhan did not create much
stir in our hearts nor much anxiety as
we, somehow assumed ourselves to be
imvincible and regarded this piece of
information as trifling and something
that the advancing technology could
surely deal with, We dismissed this
information which appeared in a
small corner around the last pages of
the daily newspapers ,never imagining
that this information would be the
highlight of the entire vear and for all
the wrong reasons.

Everyone's world literally turned upside
down. The world witnessed a massive
change from Ofline to Online, from
Classrooms to Home-rooms from
Seminars to Webinars. For the batch
2020-2021 it was the last vear of their
memorable, bittersweet, exciting school
life and we were all geared up to live the
last year to the fullest, create evergreen
cherishable memories, participate in all
the school activities with thrice the
fervour for one last time before
commencing on our future tread.

The school had planned all the diverse
engaging activities for the year and
mind-mapping of the year’s much
awaited event-"The Sports Day' had
already begun. Burt as it is rightly said
‘Man proposes but God disposes’. As
all the students got themselves and their
books ready for the new academic year,
there dramatically and suddenly came
the Covid induced complete lockdown
and gradually our life was shifted from
offline to online. The virtual now
became the new reality.

However, | am proud to say that the
CIM family dauntlessly and
effectively withstood this test of time,
The bold bravehearts of CIM with the
meticulous and super efficient staff
under the intellectual guidance of our
Principal Sr. Greta stood shoulder to
shoulder as brethren against a
COMMON ENemy.

Even during these unprecedented
circumstances ,our studies never
suffered as our teachers made all the
possible successful efforts to impart the
same high quality of education to us,
through the virtual platform at the
earliest. Apart from studies, many
other co-curricular activities were also
organised on the digital platform.
Effectively adapting to the need of the
hour, the first ever Online [nvestiture
Ceremony was organized. Besides this,
the Inter-House English Debate
Competitions, Hindi Debate
Competition, Art & Craft Exhibition
and various enriching and
informational webinars were also
successfully executed.

This pandemic, besides creating a
deadly havoe, wrecked our comfort
shells completely and exposed cur
vulnerable self to the hardships and
challenges of life, which to our credit
has made us much more resistant and
stronger than before-pushing our limits,
our mental and physical potential fully
unleashed. One important lesson to be
imbibed is that we should be grateful for
every small moment in our life for
‘some of the most beautiful chapters of
our life won't have a title until much
later’ so let us strike a perfect balance
between work and play so that we can
make every moment count.

LM has given all of us a unique identity
t0 be proudly cherished forever and has
transformed us from naive, tmid
immature girls to bold, danng and
capable ladies who are ready to face the
novel challenges of the world with
StoICIsIL,

I am sure that all the CIMites would

strive to carry the flaming torch of our
school and its glorious legacy forward
by proving their mettle in all the fields.

I wish ALL THE BEST to my juniors
for all their constructive future
endeavours.



“Saint JOSEPH was a fust man, a tireless worker,
the upright guardian of those entrusted to his care.
May he always guard, protect and enlighten families”

-St. John Paul IT

Support Staff

First Row (L to R) : Smt. Ranjeera, Sme. Mamita, Sme. Poonam,
Sr. Grrera (Principal), 3¢ Rose Georpe (Manager), Smr. lamli, Smt. Archana,
Smr Sunaina

Second Row (L to R) 1 Shri. Govind Singh Negi, Sk, Bobin, Smr Calar,
Sme Anita 5, 5me; Radha, Smr Barbara, Sme Aniea I Sme. Manju,

Shri Siya Ram

Third Row (LtaR):

Shri Ram Kumar, Shri. John, Shei. Shatrogabn, Shei. Anl, Sha, Neelam,
Shri Dhuresh, Shri. Rishabh, Sha. Balwanr, Shn. Tek Bahador, Shri. Jai
Prakash, Shri, Birsa, Shre. D B Ale; Shn Ranjcet

)

St. Joseph's

Feast

2020 has been an unusual vear in
ways more than one, and it 1s sure to
g0 down in history as one of the
most unforgettable time, when
mankind came vis-a-vis an
unprecedented ensis. The schools
were closed down, exams suspended
and lockdown imposed. The virtual
learning saved the academic year of
students, but it did not start until
late June, before which uncertainty
and fear of the unknown were
feeding off our minds. In
consequence, we did not get the
opportunity to celebrate the feast of
Saint Joseph which is held
simultaneously with the
International Worker's Day on 1st
May,

Saint Joseph was the foster father of
Jesus. A carpenter by profession, he
was an extremely hard-working and
patient man, because of which he is
venerated as the patron saint of
workers, Despite not being able to
celebrate the feast Day of Saint
Joseph, his undying virtues of
patience, perseverance and devotion
confinue to strengthen us, reminding
us to carry on pursuing our work
and not giving up in the face of
difficulties.
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“May the Lord be
with you always and,
Wherever you are,
May you be with him always.

Amen™

-St. Clare of Assisi

E

B o Bright as the star
A = |, thatShines in the
. ‘ & . darkest night

you watch over us
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St. Clare’s
Feast

Every vear on 11 August, we celebrate the feast day of Saint
Clare of Assisi, the patron saint of green house with much
ardour. Though this year, Pandemic barred us from gathering
together and celebrating such a momentous day, it could not
suppress the zeal and warmth in our hearts to commemorate
this occasion through virtual celebration.

5t. Clare has always been an inspiration not only for the girls
of green house but also for each and every CIMite Her values
of simplicity, humility, love, sacrifice and compassion make

her eternally present with us even today.

Born in a family of noblemen in Italy, Clare was introduced
to a life of praver and service by her mother who was a
devout Christian and believed greatly in the power of prayer.
Asg a teen, Clare heard St. Francis preach during a Lenten
service in the church of San Giorgio at Assisi and was greatly
influenced by his teachings. On the evening of Falm Sunday,
20 March 1212, she left the luxury of her father’s house and
proceeded to the Chapel of the Porziuncula to meet Francis.
There her hair were cut and her rich robe was replaced with a
plain robe and veil, This was the start of her journey of
adherence to the principles of 5t. Francis and complete
devotion to Jesus. Later Clare along with Sister
Catarina(Agnes) and other women founded the "Order of
Poor Ladies of San Damiano” which became the “Order of
St. Clare” just 10 years after her death, Clare continued her
life of seclusion and promoted her order after the death of St
Franeis.

In her later years, Clare endured a long period of poor health.
On 11 August 1253, Clare left for her heavenly abode at the age
of 59 Her last words were“Blessed be you, O God, for having
created me" .Celebrating the values and legacy of such a pious
saint is an honour for all the students.

The assembly began with the teachers giving us an insight into
the life of Saint Clare which was followed by a prayer, They also
highlighted the values of 5t. Clare and advised us at how we
could inculcate these values in our daily lives. The online

celebrations ended with the hymn "Bright as a star”™.



Lovrd, make me an instriment of your peace,

Where there is hatred, ler me sow love;

where there is darkness, let me sow light. .

-Frayer of St. Francis of Assisi

St. Francis’
Feast

The morning of 29 September 2020
saw the surge of contemplation as the
gitls got ready to embrace the divine
presence of 5t Francis on his feast
day, for the first time through an
online platform. The assembly
commenced with a short prayer to 5t.
Francis of Assisi, the patron saint of
Red house, This was followed by a
music video of the euphonic hymn
Make Me A Channel of Your Peace'
which made our mouths curve into
perfect little smiles, reflecting our
intent desire to return back to the
normalcy of school life. The event
concluded with a brief, detailed
narrative on the life history of

St. Francis by one of the red house
girls followed by an outhurst of
heartfelt greetings to the house girls
on their auspicious feast day.

St. Francis of Assisi also known as
the patron of ecology was an Italian
philosopher and preacher who led a
life of ascetic poverty by serving
others, only to follow the Heart of
Jesus, Francis' life is an epitome of
devotion to mankind and his words -
"Where there is discord, may we
bring harmony. Where there is error,
may we bring truth. Where there 15
doubt, may we bring faith. Where
there 15 despair, may we bring hope"
serve as a guiding light to everyone
and 15 a reminder to all of us to

practise SERVICE IN DOING.
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Iwill provide a patron for those

Very well...
I WILL BE A SAINT

who bear my name.

-Dina Belanger
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Dina Belanger
Feast

Online Celebrations have become an integral part of CTM and the feast of
Blessed Dina Belanper on 4th September pave us an opportunity to enjoy yet
another online event. The online feast was not as imposing as the offline
celebrations. Nevertheless it depicted the exhilaration in our hearts to
commence the feast of one of the most reverent saints of the Congregation of
Jesus and Mary.

Dina Belanger was born on 30 Aprl 1897 in Quebec, Canada. Her parents
were devoted towards God and they taught her the importance of prayver and
faith towards Jesus from a very tender age.

As a child, Dina was quite mischievous and often threw tantrums, She
was gifted with an extraordinary talent when it came to music. It was one
night when young Dina dreamt of being visited by Jesus, that one dream
drastically changed Dina's life as she decided to follow the path that Jesus
had decided for her. After her basic education, Dina was sent to learn
music in Mew York and she also performed in public concerts between
1918 and 1921, Dina entered the Convent of Jesus-Marie in 1921. She
professed her vows two years later using the religious name Sister Marie de
Sainte-Cecile of Rome; she pronounced her perpetual vows in 1928, Less
than a year later, afflicted with a pulmonary disease, she went info the
Convent Infirmary and died there on 4 September 1929.

Dina believed in the power of sufferance. She said, "If the angels could
desire anything, it seems to me that they would envy us for our privilege of
suffering, as well as the priceless gift of the Eucharist”. Her short vet
religious life inspires many people to follow a path of devotion and loyalty
towards God.

The celebrations of Dina's Feast started with a wonderful power point
presentation on her life and values which was followed by a hymn with the
message propagated by her:

“GOD STILL LOVES THE WORLD
GOD STILL CARES FOR YOU."

The assembly continued with a prayer and the inspiring life history of
Blessed Dina. Dina was a true saint whose legacy still continues,

Blessed Dina Belanger-the Messenger of Hope and Joy

-AAHANA KHANNA, Class 10 C



Saint Claudine’s
Feast

And she ascended into the arms of the

divine caroling ‘How Good God is.'

On the crisp morning of 3rd February,
2020, CIMites assembled to celebrate

the auspicious feast of Saint Claudine
Thevenet, the foundress of our

congregation, Jesus and Mary, She

dawned upon the world, the grace of
‘Like a flower that shies from all praise

Conceals its true beauty from humans
Yer blossoms in splendour before God alone

this congregation with the sight to
emancipate the poor and educate the
children, especially girls.

Such was your life here on earth.’ P 4
The programme unfolded by lighting a
candle and was followed by a

purposeful prayer service, stirring the

air with divine warmth. The
community of sisters were thanked for
their devoted services through a
melodious hymn adorned with a
wonderful dance, as a token of our

appreciation,

The history of Saint Claudine was
delivered aloud which evoked in all of
us, a feeling of inspiration. It moved
our hearts to be a part of Claudine's
nussion. A skit was staped
orchestrating the virtues of our
beloved Mother Foundress. The event
was wrapped tenderly with a
celebration dance and the

congregation anthem.

-Arundhati Naithani
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Celebration is an active state,an
act of expressing reverence and
appreciation and this was proved
when no hindrance or hurdle
could take away the privilege of
celebration from the teachers and
students alike when it was their
mentor's birthday,

It was 30th November, Sister
Greta 's birthday which was
celebrated with mirth and gaiety,
It commenced with a meaningful
prayet service followed by the
video presentation, showcasing
students' paramount love and
respect for their leader.
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Teaching Faculty

2020-21

DEAR TEACHER, yvou are the one
who reassured me that I can turn to
you in the face of any adversity.
You have taught me to view the

world from the lens of positivity,

Words of indiscretion I don’t spill
forth anymore, for vou taught me to

speak after, and think before.

I know, I am never alone for your
comforting thoughts and delightful

memories stay with me evermore,

When everything seemed dark and
scary, vour calming voice encouraged
me to continue, telling me not to get

daunted by what [ viewed.

When the sombre clouds of
hopelessness and fear covered my
sky, vou waved your magic wand
and lifted the fog in the blink of an

eve.

Just like a proficient sculptor, you
have turned me into someone great
and bold, I promise you that all my

values and morals I shall uphold.

Thank you for leading me back to
the right path when 1 had gone
astray, and for all vour efforts

that made me who I am today.
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Sitting (L to R) : Sr. Agnes Henriques, Sr. Adrian Dias,

5. Rose Geonge (Supenior], 5r. Thecla Kedari, Sr. Peter Mathew
Standing (L to R) : 5c. Premlata, St Greta Douza, St Gertrude
Joseph, 5, Genevieve Thomas, &r. Clementine Swamy, o, Marida

Braganza, Sr. Bernadine [Ysouza

The
Core Staff

Mr. Bhuvenesh Bist Mr. Santanu Mavek

Ms Seema D‘u&gﬂl

s

Ms. Veena Jain

Ms. Ritika Mishra
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Ms. Anita Saklani

The Feckrical Firectors

Mr. Ashish Pavaal, Mr. Deepak Sundrival and Mr. Rajiv Joshi
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HOTOS

Headers and Footers

December 12, 2020

E POSTURE PERFEC
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Ewven in the prevailing

circumstances, our school
left no stone unturned when
it came to the students'
mental and physical health.
Considering not only the
academics but also the
progress in physical abilities
and endurance of the
students, a virtual sports
event, "Headers and Footers'
wis organized on 12
December for the Middle
School which was an
exuberant show of
balancing skills of the girls
and also their cognitive

abilities.



The event included various voga
postures and stretching exercises,
which helped the students
improve the flexibility of their

muscles,

Going out of the league, the
senior PT, mstructor of our
school, Ms. 5, Kukreti, came up
with some interesting activities
that could be done using our
daily articles, incorporating fun
balloon workouts,

A brief session of meditation
was held to instil the spiritual
calmness. The girls also
mastered the yoga postures such
as "'chakrasana' and

'dhanurasana’. Keeping the

Tallkang: 5 . Kukreti

competitive zest of sporis
event, a virtual skipping

competiion for classes 6th
and 7th was organized in
which Methali Rawat
emerged as the winner, A
similar challenge in which
students had to hold
themselves in the position of
a dolphin plank was
conducted for class 8th in

e
~~
e
Qo
thich Pawani Burakoti w:
secarcdmewimer. BUDDING 78\
The event was a testament to TALE NT

the importance of sports in
one's life, teaching us values
like perseverance and
endurance that stay with us
forever.
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Inter House

ENGLISH
DECLAMATION

Class 8th

English Declamation was an Inter House activity
which was held on the exuberant morning of 11th
September, 2020 for the students of class 8th,
Declamation is a form of public speaking through
articulation, emphasis and expresssion. The speaker
was expected to narrate an excerpt from a speech
already delivered in public by a famed personality. The
contestant passionately portrayed the character of
personalities like Hillary Clinton, Malala Yousafzai
and Kailash Satyarthi to name a few,

The judges Winner:
for the Gauri Singhal
competition were (5t. Joseph)
MS. ARCHANA BISHT and
and Pragati Nangia
MS. RATNA THAKUR, (5t. Joseph)

n

e -
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Ist Runner up:
Kirti Goyal
(St. Clare)

Inter House
ENGLISH
ELOCUTION
Classes 6th and 7th

The competition
was judged by

MS. VANDANA KATHAIT

and

MS. NIDHI PANTHRI

An Inter House English Elocution for classes
6th and 7th was conducted on 10th September,
2020 on the virtwal platform for the first time. [t
was a pleasure to witness the young CIMites
perform so enthusiastically on this platfiorm.

This was a Solo Elocution, therefore, one

CLASS 6TH
Winner:
ANUSHEA JHA

{(From class & - A, 5t. Francis)

(From class 6 - B, 5t. Claudine)

participant from each house recited her poem
and showcased an aura of immense talent,
confidence and zeal. The mood of the poems
varied from humour to sadness, from patriotism
to nature. The girls were judged on their
expression, intonation, voice modulation,

pronunciation, and their choice of poetry.

E 1

CLASS 7TH
Winner:
ADITRI AGARWAL

(From class 7- C, (St.
Clare)

2nd Runner up:
Rakshita Rawat
(5t. Claudine)

Runner up:
ADYA KALRA

{From class 7 - B,
St. Claudine)



\NDEPENDENCE DAY

respect for a country that has come

Each year on this day, the sun rises
a little higher, the sky turns a shade
brighter and the pages of history
unravel to narrate the story of our

country's independence,

The day is 15th August and it is
more than just a date to remember.
It was the day when the efforts of
the valiant crusaders paved way to
an independent, sovereign and a
democratic country. The day on
which freedom was restored and
the flag was unfurled to its
beholden glory.

15th August, 2020 marked the 73th
year ol remembrance, pride and
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a long way in achieving its dream
of freedom.

Oar spirits were stirred by a
patriotic zeal as the girls of our
school came together to celebrate
the independence day with much
fervour and devotion. The
courageous saffron, the peaceful
white and the auspicious green of
our national flag were donned by
students of different classes,
thereby evoking a sense of
harmony in all of our hearts.
Caonnecting us furthermore with
our patriotism was a slideshow
depicting the many ways in which

we could help our country,
despite the hurdles in our path,
The assembly was culminated
with a deep seated feeling of
commitment which would
perpetually drive us to persevere,
serve, and honour India, her
centennial heritage, her journey
of seventy three years and above
all, her dreams that rest
confidently on our resolute
shoulders, that we would
become a place " where the
mind is without fear and the
head 15 held high; where the

knowledge is free”
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'REPUBLIC
DAY

It is impossible not to be astonished by India.
The only nation where humanity presents itself
with such variety of cultures, religion, customs
and languages. Modern day Indian represents
the largest democracy as he celebrates its
sovereignty and autonomy on 26th January.
This year India celebrated its 72nd Republic day
and even though the celebrations were online,
the zeal and fervour was ablaze. It was
celebrated a day prior for the students.

The mellifluous and mesmerizing patriotic
songs along with the resplendent and well
synchronised dances evoked the innate feelings
of allegiance. A video was presented by the
students which reflected how our country has
advanced over the past few vears. Indeed the
assembly filled the hearts of CIMites with a
sense of pride and ignited the spark in us o
strive tirelessly for the nation. On 26 January, all
the staff members, adhering to the safety
protocols gathered to pay their tribute to our
motherland. The flag was unfurled by our
Principal, Sister Greta and prayers were
appealed, for our planet Earth to heal soon.



Sharp early mornings, vision
glossed with drowsiness and a
walle stricken with

Teachers are the pillars of
our society who consolidate
a realm that helps amplify

laziness But then there 's a the good in people. They

Tege ke

woman you catch a glimpse
of etehed with freshness

are the guardian angels
holding the reins of our
Jadiating energy and a smile future progress thus
ever 50 beautiful and sedifying the people of
tomorrow. Apart from
imparting educational value
.a teacher is a conductor of
wisdom with high
“Education is a progressive endurance of confidence
and patience, as they are

responsible for channelizing

cursive,that it drains you of
YOUur negativity .

Yes, that is your teacher ,
whose sulking eyebrows,
siphs of vexation passionate
eyes and undeterring faith discovery of our ignorance”
upon her students | roots

. a student's potential and
within us a fond memory. -WIII Dﬂfﬂﬂf P

HAPPY TEACHERS' DAY
12-C LOVES You

Damee by -

8 Masrhika Divedd




ability in the direction
pertaining his/her talents
and interests. They nudge us
to become better members of
the society and 1deal citizens
of our country As time
flows,a teacher tends to
become a role model for her
students, one who strokes
their hearts with love and
tenderness along with
nurturing their minds with
her gentle brushstrokes that
helps the students accentuate
the world around them.

Caught in the clutches of the
coronavirus pandemic the
teachers without a tinge of
exception have catered to us
with their undying
determination and unceasing
support all the while
embroidering us with
knowledge.

Sth of September , a day
celebrated to acknowledge
and honour teachers all over
the nation, florescened a
heart warming event within
the periphery of our screens
ton.

Children burning with zeal
presented role reversal skits
of our beloved teachers
along with impromptu
speeches , mesmerizing
dance performances and
melodious songs which
pulled every chord of our
hearts.

Palettes of love and
affection coordinated with
pigments of honour and
prestige bursted in the
loudest shades of greetings
and regard for our
teachers. As the event
unfolded ,the gleaming
smile hung on their
faces,the fruit like chuckle
escaping their mouth and
shafts of gratitude darted
for the efforts stitched by
the students.

Cin this day we thank them
for their unwavering
support, love and diligence.

Dear teachers thank you
for everything you have
done and will continue to

do for us,
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Childhood is a universal experience, the age of curiosity, imagination,
exploration and development of incredible nostalgic moments. While
Covid-12 was busy taking a derrimental toll on children, our teachers were
busy breaking the monotonous schedule of life in pandemic. The online
celebration of children's day was a treat to the eyes, ears and hearts. The
students laughed uproariously at the jests and tapped their feet at every beat
their teachers danced to. By the end of the programme, they could not think
of anything more euphonious than their teachers serenading them or

anything more soothing than the dulcet tones of rhythmic praises which
said-

gt 1 7iE FUEyTAr.. .
B H dE HEH qA....

f what a b

Il.

Indeed, Cjmites are blessed to
have teachers who personify
knowledge, teachers who
embody generosity of a mother,
a bosom companion and so
much more that one could go on
for forever and forever long.

@mem

Feliz
Navidad!!

Chnstmas, the time of the vear
when festivities take the central
stage. When bones crepitate to
the winter wonders but hearts
warm up m the indomitable and
invigorating spints of
Christmas.

But this year going to school in
vogue apparel in Christmas
frenzy humming Christmas
carols seemed like a mid-
summer night's dream. The
pandemic had exacerbated
staying home on Christmas eve,
But on 20th December, 2020 the
CIM family rejuvenated the lost
Christmas spirits.

The traditional nativity play
evoked the muracle of Jesus'

conception, his humble birth,

his ultimate sacrifice and
everlasting blessings upon every
living creature making us
reminisce the true spinit of
Christmas.

Sister Greta serenading us in
her euphonious voice added to
the sublime ambience. It was as
if the lost hearts were guided
back home. The Christmas
celebration was rounded up by
the delightful appearance of
Santa Claus. The online
celebration ended with the
students radiating exuberant
energy ready (o relish the
forthcoming vacations.







A

VIRTUAL PHOTOGRAPHY COMPETITION

e

Class VI

L "Ld."': ig:-:i

In the month of October, 2020 our school conducted a virtual photography competition on the theme of
LOCKDOWN CREATIVITY. This theme was applicable to all the students from classes VI to XII. The Senior
school teachers-Ma’am Monica Sharma and Ma'am Alisha Ahuja were the judges for the contest. We received
marvellous photographs showcasing the countless ideas and boundless imagination of our students,
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VARIOUS CAREER
CHOICES

MR. JITIN CHAWLA

Practical advice with
reference to
demanding professions
in every fleld and also

suggested several entrance exams,

CHARACTER AND CONFIDENCE
BUILDING WEBINAR

2 WEBINARS

On 28 August, 2020, for the students of class 11 and 12 on the numerous
new-age careers and on 12 September, 2020, for the students of class 9
and 10 about their future subject choices, was conducted by Mr. Jitin
Chawla.

Mr, Jitin Chawla, an eminent educationist and career counselor from
MNew Delhi, gave an insight into self-discovery and how students should
recognize themselves before making important decisions.He also
elaborately threw light on hundreds of uncommon but exciting careers
both in India and abroad and provided a clear picture of the variety of
courses offered by institutes and universities and the subjects needed to
pursue them. The students participated enthusiastically by asking
questions regarding their future plans and Mr. Chawla patiently and
skillfully answered all of their queries. Besides this, he gave ptactical
advice with reference to demanding professions in every field and also
recommended several entrance exams,

After that, Ma'am Kanchan Mehra took over and explained to the
students the many pros of education abroad. Furthermore, she talked
about the unending scope of efficient careers abroad, the overall budget
and also shared examples of successful people which was, undoubtedly,
inspiring for all of us.

This webinar was certainly fruitful for the students as it resolved several
doubts regarding the diverse career options. We would like to extend our
heartfelt gratitude to our Principal, Sister Greta, for providing the
students with such an insightful and edifving webinar,

"With realisation on o :
building was organised on

20 November 2020 for the

students of classes 11 and

onte's own potential
and self confidence

in one 's ability, 12 Ma'am Jvotika Bedi
i : Z. Ma'am Jyotika Bedi
one can build a better world" _ .

with her teammate Ma 'am

: Akanksha Dutta were the
-Dalai Lama i _
speakers for the session,
that aimed to provide a
Confidence forms the building piatioent ioranbospectg
blocks of one ' s personality one s strengths and

and to instill among the weaknesses as the guiding

students the practical way to & happy Liestyle.
implication of the above

staternent , a webinar on Ms Jyotika Bedi, an ex -

cjmite and the Head Girl of

character and confidence




The exponential growth of technology in recent vears has made many
vulnerable to the darker side of it with eyber enme cases skyrocketing day
by day.To make the students and their parents aware about the various
cyber activities and their nature, a webinar on Cyber Awareness was
conducted on 24 October 2020 for the students of classes 9 to 12 .

Mr Raakesh Kriplani, a renowned cyber psychologist from Nagpur,
provided an in depth analysis on psychology associated with the emerging
technology and its connection with parenting as a fundamental approach to
control cyber addiction among the youth. The topics brought into light by
him were - behaviour pattern of an average teenage child, effects of’
helicopter parenting, cyber crime and bullying, impact of sucidial games
and the threats lurking on the dark net. Further, Mr. Kriplani resolved the
various queties put forward by students and parents regarding the measures
that can be taken to tackle such crisis on the internet,

Ms. Upasana headed the second half of the session which focused on

understanding anger dynamics and management, She enumerated the
many causes that trigger one 's reactions, the resulf of such sudden
outbursts and the methods that can be implemented to pacify oneself,

Overall the webinar was a gnpping, informative, enlightening session
encompassing a wide range of factual details necessary to build
emotional intelligence as the basis of preventing oneself from falling

prone to perilous situations.

the' 97

successful entrepreneur,
educationalist,
psychologist, life coach and

a staunch optimist,

Opening the doors of
positivity ; the session
focused on understanding

and tackling the fear of

public speaking and the

need to allay self doubt.
The duo explained the
an honest

assertive communication

and provided the students
with tips on how to train
their minds to combat
negative self narrative. She
further encouraged the
students to mteract by
sharing her own past
experiences and conducting
various activities. The
students were greatly
benefitted from this fruitful
interaction as it empowered
them to harness their core
skills to become the better

versions of themselves.

E
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CYBER AWARENESS
WEBINAR

MR RAAKESH KRIPLANI
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Creativity at its best!

At & (aft
Activities

The year 2021 commenced with an array of Art and
Craft activities for the Senior as well as the Middle
school on the virtual platform, It was an innovative
event where used materials such as mason jars were
transformed into something new. This was an activity
to ignite the creative spark in the young minds.

cle things. It
was indeed an enriching exp ce for both teachers
and students. Our Principal, 5r. Greta D¥Souza gave

Orrwnity to

Art & Craft

Sisters of the Community moti
best. The programme was a huge success with a lot of
appreciation gained for the live creative

demonstration

[N T L
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Fainting by Anoushika Unival




March, 2021 a painting competition was organized in Raj Bhawan on the occasion of
Basantotsav — 2021. In this competition our students Apoorva Fawat of class 12 D and
Anoushka Uniyal of class 10 A had participated and came out victorious, Apoorva
Rawat bagged the second position whereas Anoushka Uniyal received the consolation
prize. The students were felicitated by our Governor Baby Rani Maurya and our Chief
Minster Tirath Singh Rawat,
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Class 12 A

BECAUSE EVERY
GOOD STORY ENDS...

From tales of crowns

To the ferocity of hounds
Or o the histories we
read

There's but one more
story, pay heed!

& zaga of some fourtean
yBars

Ending with a void full of
tears

Its aplay , a prose , &
poetry fo read

& musical sonnet indead
From sacrels whispered
in the parking ot

To the jackfruit free where
we swore and fought
From the wild frenzy of
times afterschoal

To the gravity of cur
exam schedube

The PT rounds were
never a full circle

To those days of
exchanged bands and
nufile

And how do | forget those
practices, those drum
beats

Aht A thing of baauty ' to
quote John Keats

Cheers to those debates
and dramatics

And those chuckles, trio
teams, bits of papsr in the
affic

To the teachers, we owea
an infinity of everything
They showed us a path, a
meaning

To all those seconds we
learnt from you

I say now dear feachers,
avery moment we arew

The red block comdars
might whisper again

When we've almost
pulled out of that frain

Udita Aggarwal

It was only
vesterday when |
entered class 1 B
as a new student
in O] and now [
am in the last
p]msu of Ty
schaol life and
with tears in Ty
eyes all T have to
say is that this
Jerrney ended a
hit too soon.

J‘\.IQ.HII{;‘II.I

Jusl cling onlo
that one t]:ing
ll]mugl'mul your
journey and you
will make it to

the other side.

:"I.-illldﬁ]!'\'i: H-:l".”l.:t

If vou want to "}'.

v up L'\ﬂ.'r:rllaiug
ﬁml: 'u.-'c:i.g]u: you
down hecause that
dream was p]ﬂnl'.ul
IrL Yoner heart fora
reason.

Anszhul Bhatt
E[neeu:l isn't all that

matters. You're
c]ning just fine.

Arushi Bhatt
This part of the

whaole nearing its
end and almost
an ara ]mwing
down to this
melange of
INEITOrIes,
]uugl'ltur _.I\'.."_‘EUI'.IB,
Friem!s]:ips.
F'Lgllts and life
]ung experiences
we wove here LA
Plaun:: once
unknown is
home tr.-r:lay and

ehall forever stay,

Ka\r};n ﬂI‘m bt

Thare are many
reasons to be
llﬂ-i:ll'_'t' ﬂ-ll(l one uf
them is ]'n:'ing_ a
part of this cjm
Fami]}' 1

Luf Weedorsellen

a

Shruti Chandan

Education is the
st [H?"n'r'ul'{lli
l.'.'u,,lqlml:[

)
Deepika Chauhan
Neither hlack

nor white hut we
all are a e]istim:t

S]hll.ln' o'|- gdrey,

-

Y

Jvotsna Chauhan

How [m:]z}r am |
to ]mw
SI.III'IL:l.lli.JIg that
malees saving
_Qm:-lj]}:.'r: g0 hard.

‘ r

Surabhi Dixit
|"riumls|1l]] ia not
.1|m|1| wlmm Yo
have known the
I.l!"‘[]p.!‘l.ibl It is about

who came and
never left.

dh

Privansha Goval

Just 15 more
minutes” - the only
line that remained
constant
l!lmug!mul, VN
when [ was leaving
after my last exam.

Kanika Gulati
.jdn:m, take me

Em:lt to l]'n':

ur_rn'idura[

Shubhangi Kandwal

Life doesn't wait
lor anyone, It }u&’r.
goes on,

"f

Rameshwari Kapoor

The best plmsr: of
one's life is
STUDENT
LIFE. Eniny it to
the fullest.

da

Harshita Lakhchaura
‘How fast the
time flies' is
e'mm_'t]mt_d we all
grew up |1L'c|Tin§f
but never until
now had I felt its
Erue essence,
’|-r.-r]n_l,' as | stand
at the threshold
of CTM, 1'-:a1{3r to
bid adieu with a
l]l.'a\'y lll:art,
flashes of my | 4
[‘]l:.'?l'l.R?'J'l:'IUl.!l}l Vedars
spent in this
institution pass
t]tn:u_g’]‘t nlaleing
me m}slalgic.
Tl‘l-:}r make me
realize that soon
this pluc-;: will he
out of iy figlll
and sound but
my heart will
atwa:.rs echo in
the corridors of

CJM.

Sakshi Mendiratta
Viva (] M!

Perfect blend of
gluhﬂl outlook
and traditional

'l'-.l] {3 L=2_H
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A AL

Aleriti Uniyal

o't wait for a

Pivashei Mukherjee

The moment Y IF life wag a
b temporary hut
the memo ry s
forever.

Harshita Sangar  Suhani Tripathi
We cried,we
laughed, we

& Ts v .
:":‘IT.EII hl.?.nll'ﬂ {_.rl'l.'!'l.u'lt'l. el

Mo more | gave my last ]
particular

I1L‘|111&'Pr’t‘-r!? ﬂ.ntl nnsw::rsi1-.1:f: ﬂ“{! mament to he

Ij_:_:.:_-.,r:,- Lﬂgg ]_mt [EFt tlm :!e.—:lz.
when the last hell | looked at the

rang, | realized

HIJI:E]BCE o
fnuH rjucnra.tu |m|?mr ]mcmm!
YR |:1ig]~.t never
gel it.

learnt hut most

with Memories, imlmrt.anl.]v we

mine 'E'r'L'ILI](I. I.'.Ill'

strung with empty classroom made memories
£

that are never

haw much I'm behind me.

1li,n|1mn|15. for all
I'.l'I.L' vears 5':-_||_l|_-||_' in gﬂillg Lo miEE I.h.is ]2 vears :”ELEI'I IEI:].

going to fade.

Snu'[’)hnﬁ}'a Negi

As] try to hiald

onto them tighter,

|:I'11.: 5an|:|5 u[‘ time
run faster.., how |

wish {']'u::,r would

stand still for onee.

i

I"".."L']l sl rry ﬂ]ILi

priceless,

S Riddhi

Li'Fi.' 15 not a

pake h of one's

favourite colour

-

Bhavanshi Singh

Believe you can
ﬂnll :f'rJ"Ll kg ].-]a].[

way there,

MNaincy Srivastava

Schaol is a pla-.'e
that pmvit!es-
education and

{:c]uca’t 1011 18 ilw

- ﬂ the school have pl.:n;:u. | From the

serious Science
and Maths
lectures to the
[un filled PT
peri ods and the
endless not VErY
important vet
very interesting
conversations
will iur&l}r he
missed hy me. |
wish I could

travel hack in

Gargi p:linu]}'
School life. . the
hest life.

And if at all it cries
and graans

Do remember, its &
class 12th kad that
moans

For all said and done,
this journey is finalty
over

Feels like a rose
pruned of grass cut

) hut an amalgam TR time to the by a mower
I:ya Nug‘i e B T |
Aflad of ; ot every hue. [t's good old days It's an end and a
. emoticns a canvas which and relive those begianing 0o
fill my heart and ; An old chapter giving
e ol e years e lmml-[mudml ‘ ‘ precious way fo new
pusml in this school with our maornerts, The closer we get to
enthrals my mind, 1 laughter, tears, this end
just rejoice the —o——a Rakeshita Upadhyay The mr&t;:iurd
: f o emotions blen
:j]mj'ﬁﬁ n:;; triumphs, i This sunset is an
CIC = Thuad i < - 2
vt Ty EVEry [m]l"ﬁ-' |“w"-' with this Nandini Sharma ingvitaiie Pﬁrt.
|]'.|.n1.|.§]1.t _'f']m &l:l: 4_:,:]’”1_ |-|_|,|'}l .;md institution mig|1l: So is the sunrise with

You learn more a pramising start

‘ | wish this goes an
3 endlessly, our tales of
school and friends

il there are Bleak — memories and the Pra gati Tiwari E;ﬁé?:ﬁiss it won't, it
Wk i'tanl, have

bonds formed will Because every good
a]wa}'s c]{ng to the builds character., fun, malke ]liﬂlﬂ!'j-' story ends...

;_i::}'& AEPeR ALY T ERTIEN heart . - unknown —'jeg Beros By: Mg;r:sﬂqhzaz

that [ have come to the list goes on, have come to an
the end of my school ~ ~ end, hut the

‘ne should
lifee fushes
c|]e-:1:3 EW:};th aJways remember PIE'*JT"J‘IE of

from failure than
[rom sucees,

L Diont let it stop
this journey comes to
an end, a faint smile greys there are
of reminiscences will .1]54: exuberant

VO, Failure

53



Class

12 B

Gracy Arora
My life in CJM
has been an
l'.1|!][|!:l]'_éi.'“tta!',l!€ ride

filled with

[r:arning,

dedicati o,
hardworl,
motivation and
H*.” ud.:m]i:ml i,

R

.-ﬂ:hi]:tslm Himll.

Leaving CJM iz
like Icm—'[ng a part
of m}'su” which

Wag 20 JOyous,

]t.'m'ing the land of

my J.I.]'i."ﬂl‘.lli_, ]I.‘EI 'n.'iHE

Ilm |.=~;».||imran!
emiles of my
heautiful teachers
and luauin;_‘ all
those who meant
my life to me.

Reeva Baose

-.|.-||.JL" EC]'IL'N.ZIE 15 t’E'EI.I]I‘.-'

an Lm{:wgulLahL:
account of our
CAPeriences.
Wherever 1 am,

CIM will always be

in my heart.

Ambila Chamola

Treyst with the
fabulous Euurtt'cn,.

signing off!

&

1s |1.1'.ta Da |'.tra]

The scheool life is

very much Elled

with excitement.
[During one's
Firme in school,
ane I'.IL‘L"{JH'I.UF
mature -;snnugli
to understand
the value of
Lime, CJM
I:aug]ﬂ: me how

to make my way
in this world.

Riyn Dimri
The jovs of
school life are
FHI’E‘[}" G{'IHJ'ILEUHS.
Inrieerl, the
schodl :la:,rs at
L_'JH have been
the hest |:|a.ys af

our liues.

Ananya Gupla

The goad
memories are the
liumJ EXperiences
one dets in one's
life and T can
pruu:l]:.' say that
iy Lime i CIM
has ended with a
casket full of such

gnldun memories,

[N

Stuti Jain

School is the hest

F-Iau_'c« to he in. You

realize this nnl:u

alter |L:mring it. 1

can call it the hest

p-l'l ase of my life.
My mind is
r-:ﬁ.'ﬂi]i.1|§‘,,| all those
moments while 1
am .-'-mi'iu_g and

writing this now.

Iull'u Jeena

What can | say
about school?
There is so much
to say [ ldu._.!l!t.'lj.
[ cried. It was

‘I.Jl'l.

Gargi Joshi

School days are
the most
memorable days
of our life; |:|'u-_ry
rium '[L'I"I' sOTe
years and stay in

ha:nrl:s fcrnw:}r.

Aadilah Khan

Schaal ;‘I.:'I."ITHE]'IEI to
he one such place
where vou start
VOur journey
crving and leave

crving even

I'.I: il I.'I.‘I.L' T

+
4

fa
Fauzia Khan

II'I my lI.'!F.’{("TIEE‘.

This place was too
sweet,

For me to not
make memaories,

That will echa
llirr_rug]1 thie
I:luild[rlg.
Heard ].')_!." none,
But felt by all.

A A d

Prachi Kulerety

C]M, thanlk you
for the bagketful
ml- memaories Limt
will be cherished

Fi.'l rever -\.I1I.|i:| EVEL

o

Aditi Kulerety

M].' L'Dr'l.!]"-'l_' vears
al sr.]mn] have
been amazing and
worthwhile with
little s and
:lr.uwns tlmt wa a”
]1.-11.1' to {a-_'ﬂ
sometimes and
no matter how far
we all g0, we are
a]wa}-'s going to
cherish the
-cnuntlress
memories and
lla]'rp}r moments
spent in school.

Vidushi Nedi
|.-}c5-p1'|:r_' the car]}'
ruﬂrlliug
-_:.:ln.u;]ulu.*., schoal
was our getaway
to a wonderful

e I.'.I{.J]'[]*.'.

Radhika Nauti}ral

Never will |
again shout iy
]ungs out on l_]'m-
Spcrl:s Da}r
cheering my
house or jump
with JOV On
seeing my
tea:]wni dance
on Children’s
Day!

L\

Satakshi Negi

With childich
whims and
fancies left
Lc!uiml,
evervone grows
up to take the
;mil: ‘lhﬁ}f wanl
to walk on hut
never grow HEL{
enougl‘t 5 ] ]eaw
the values ti‘iﬂ’_'..'
imhibe from
their school
life.
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Chetna Pandey
For e, L-'IM was
a pjacu where
EVETYOIE WOTE the
same unifurm,
had r_‘qual
opportunities,
and most
im]amiant]_'.r.
[riem]s]lipg made

Were ]u_*nl'i{e!t,

Shrestha Rana
I'm preparing lor
a last year blast.
‘microscopic
virus strain
]aughs

]1.3;51:1: rica lly‘

Aditi Rawat

14 years of my life
gpent in C]M = A

Laleidoscope of
e
million ludicrous-
cum-fantahuloue

moments.

[ S

Ananya Rawat
As I wall: down
the memory lane,a
thousand beauntiful
glimp-ses flash I':}l
my eyes. How [
]Dng to relive those
moments! From a
tiny tot to a young
gi:{ I've had a
lifetime of
wonderlul
experiences ab
CIM which for me
will forever be the
most precious and

pricweluss treasune.

i it
Kayen.mt Saadaat

W r.l:m'l tcml.::m]:n:r
:la_].rs. we remember

momtents. | 'WIH
alwa}'s cherish every
moment that |
spent within the
walls of this haven.

(A

Swela 1#':11‘5'111:.'}'
CJM.. one of the
hest places to exist

]'FEE.L'E‘I:LJ].I}-'.

Praditi Singh
There is
ﬁnm-_*tl'ﬁn':_' 5]1(."EiE||.
ahout school [I:‘l}":‘
which we never
F-.'.urg'ct in our lives.
We steer through
different ]'r]m.-:us of
our life. Of tlm:ir:.
the time spent in
school form the
best memories of

our life.

\i"-'.lEfl.‘a'-I'l.“'Il'l'i ..:ing'h
I will always 1miss
the :ﬂ:”uwing pages
of the ]il‘lrnry
|mu|i.':i, the small
chalk... and ahove
all... the C.E.
classes ... the list is
endless.

Nivati Sahni
No matter what's
doing on in our life
rig'ﬂ: now, school
memories will
41]1‘.\'&_‘.*:& make us

ecstatic.

Abhizilha Yadav
I have always loved
the first 1:L1}-' of
school better than
the last da];_ Firsts
are {lh.- i‘l:‘:&t, EI'Ju:.r
are i'leg'tunings.

-Jenny Han

Aashi Sinﬁ]’!

An unforgettable
Odyssey that made
me a better version
of mysell.

Jyoti Bhatia

Eucrtiling, BETENC
and sacred. [ shall

E.IWE.}'E miss ol

CIM.

li:

Khushi Thakur
A pang of
n.o5|:algia hite me

as | turn the pages
I:l-ﬂL'L\'ﬂ'ﬂﬂIE-

shivaileﬁ Negh
I have made some
meun'_r_:‘cttalalu
memaories at M.
Some of them are
witless [igl'lls born
out of love and
affection and some
of them are life
<:1||"|C[1i1'|'.} legsons
learnt from the
lunders we made.
Mo matter wlla’t,
tomorrow when 1
step out of the
gate, these
memories will

never [:'I-l:]i.‘-.

L

Ishika Martin
Cijm El:ml‘-lu-:] e
into |?L'i:1g
‘me’.each year,
each 1ln;.-, I was
rl_'r.{i:-'-.'uwring my
capnlﬁilitits and
wr_rrlzin_d O LY
weaknesses.
Tahing all the
memories, and
wa”:'ing cut into
this l-.-i_g world
]win,;_
ulu|mic'.|,§e{l|:.1.“y

‘me’.

= e

I.}i:.':‘! Chandel
[tz nol just
school to me it's
the u]m]ﬂ:ur |
never wanted to

©r '.l;:l.

Suleriti Kulhan
A |twgim] land
where EVETY noolk
and corner

1|.|1En|r]s a tale.
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Aastha .-"'-;_:,"111'“';1!
If vour actions
InEpine others to
dream maore, learn
more, do more and
hecome more, yvou

are a ]1.":3-!11.'1".

-

B o
Vanshika Agarwal
'.-\'le?in.g for extra
pens, 5E1a|'ing
tiffins at break,
:]is-:;nirim!
important
questions hefore
eXAMS, F1'1:c?.ing
cold hands in
witiber ﬂst‘I'l'Il':'E}"
and i [inal Leary
gnml 11_','-_* ]111,:_‘ b
friends.’ CIM is
not just a name. [t
will a;wn}'s b an

emolion .

Sa miya Alehtar
How ]m'Lt].' ig il Lo
have -_-'mm:{'[ling
that makes it =0

ha n.] to zay

go HJ E1}'~|:.

Anshila Agarwa |
Corridors aren't the
EAITIE ANVITIONS,
Lunch hreaks

aren't fun anymore,
Substitution
periods don't exist
anymore,

Yeah, it's the hatch of
2020-21.

-

Srijana Anand

Few Jnys Wi
]augl'led until we
criud, other tla}’ﬂ
we cried until we
laughed, either
WAy, eVery :Ia;.r Wk

per[e-:l,

-
Mihilea Ha,_afp"n

The first rla},l af
schaal: tha cia}-'

when the
countdown to the
last l:la}' of the
school I:l::g-irls.

Sana Ansari
School is the best
Illacl_' to make
memories and

leave lootprints, ...

o

-

Sunidhi Bagga
A journey Frcm
lears to tears... A
p[a.u.'i: where |
entered crving and
loft crying., Where
[ made friends and
MEemories. .
MAGICAL " is
the iJl‘.II._'_J word [

can use lor my

school life.

Swarnima Bizht

No matter how
miuch we hate
going to school
but we end up
-;.‘Iu:riﬁ}l.ing these
memories for our

entire liF{.‘.

Nandini Bhatia
Homie is our et

5-CI1I:|G! an&

EL"I'I.L'IUL our

sx:l.lt}l'l.d Ilﬂ‘rﬂ.&.

Yashashvi Chaturvad;
‘Nathing can dim

the light that

s|1i NeE me
within,’

— Maya Angelou.

Gauri Ganguly
From tunics to
suits to shirt

trousers,

To different EII'I.I.'.IE"E_.
Many sectione,
Many classrooms,
One favourite

tea..:her. One hest

Eriend_

ONE SCHOOL,
MILLION
MEMORIES.

=

Radhika Bhatia
Millions of
l]t1{13?_ﬂ¢Ll.?E’)lt?
memories and
experiences,
Thousands of roller
coaster emotions |
Hundreds of
secrets, just one
p!au:n:z which feels

like paraqlisu{ M)

Divleen Kavr Chaudhery

Each c]a}r spent in
my ]'mlnw:fj haven,
is etched r.ld.'r.‘]'l i
my memory. My
vears in CJM have
E{rcnglln:n-.'d and
gnmmm] me well.
[ feel humbled
and |1-rj1.'i]+:.;1.':! for
E‘luin_e a part af
this incredible
journey.

Ishika (.:l'ﬁ!llL]I'l.:‘lT}'

Wy schoel life hag
heen like a roller
coaster ride with
many ups and
downs many
lum'n'rltg
EXPerienees.

Khushi Chandaola
Be 5E|]}5

Be run,

Be diffe rent,

Be energetic,

Be vou, hecause
life is too short to
be anylhing but
hupp;

Devilea Ghildival
Gigglea, sl'Lrie].es,
bears, smiles the
schaol ground
will echo again
with these but
without us, yet 1
will hear them
constantly again

in my dreams.

Kashilea Guir.ll
We could never he
scolded and at the
same time he
pampered like the
way we were here,

at CJM.
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Apoorva Somani

Let our dreams
e vour wings

i 2

Ansuhka Gu pla

Tl‘m teary and a
VETY reluctant
entry coincides
well with the
teary exit from
my school-my

second Fami]:.'.

P

Sujal Curang

Ohur school life is

aiwa}rs the hest
time of our lives.
I have got so
HAnY Memories
from this school
and I am pnuu]
to be a Cimite.
C]T'-'l ”cl]n‘uillli
will a]wa}-s have a
special place in

my heart,

Harmeet Kaur
One Spectmm—
many events,
Ohne teacher -
many lessons.

One schoal -many
MEeImeries.

oL

Niharika Jain

‘In schoal, you're
taug]at a lesson
and then given.a
test. In life;, you're
given a test that
teaches Vou a
lesson.’

— Tom Bodett

How true!

Bhumilsa Kathuria

A school is never
an infraetrichure

made out of bricks

and stones.

It is made of
MEMmorles, sUCCess,
failures and a part
of everyone's

childhood.

Crunpreet Kaur
"Education is our
passport to the
Il-lll‘.lln_*. for
tommorrow l‘,lL']UI'lE‘E
to the :|m-<:a|:!¢ whao
prepare For it
Imla:.f.'

— Maleolm X

‘. ’

Harmeet Raur
Make I::Jr.]a}r S0
heautiful that
yes[ur:fa_v gets

icaluus.

]

-3

|"I.5l|rlq1 Millﬂl

L4 years ago,
overwhelmed with
excitement, | had
alep]‘uwl inta a

Com plctui}' W
world, a [Mopian
world. Becoming a
part af this |'L13."ul
haven Laugi‘tl me to
be focused on my
gna] and have a
heart of gr-ld: for
when 1 traverse out

of this wanL!, [ will

create my Wil

&

<'a

Jauna Hu&miﬂ
Someone once
asked me the
5'|g11ii:in;an ce of
|:uzi11g in an ‘All
girls. 54:|1qu, |
didn’t know an
answer then but
tuc].a}',. | can say
t!ml: Convent oF
Jesus & Mar}r not
unl}r gives the
education which
W regiiire hut also
prepares us to
evolve into active,
mlF—uri]ler:L
pragmatic and
confident young
ladies who will he
the world's [uture
tarch hearers.

2 -
B
Vaidehi Nawani

1l }rau'r«- not able

to achieve

snmel:l]ing- at the
first try,
experiment with
different Ways and
find one that
resonates with vou
hecause giving up
leads nowhere.

Pragva Nn11ti:.'a|
Each corner of
the crimson
infrastructure
]l.::[ds ome or t.|1¢
other MEermary
which [ will
treasure all

ll1rr.mg'|1 ty life.

Kirande e Kaur

Each new
experience in this
haven has woven
a new thread into
the fahvic of my

life.

Malvika Nigam

[nitinil}' what |

.3.-15||:|1m:| to be a
cage turned out
to be a ;mlmlisu

L‘Lr:er.

Vaishnavi Rajput
From now, there will

be no hearing of the

school hells,
No longing for

MEI.IEI.I'H EJI‘JI'.I d ITIIS

steps,

There will be no
worries for our ]ung
Tll'l:i.iEr and i [4)
scﬁlr:lingﬂ for

[argetting our 'TD
c‘arl:’s !

The fun we felt while
eating the tiffin
hefore the recess will

no lungur he there,

No longer will we
give those lame
excuses to do&ge the
jodging in the PT
perinds.

Farwa Zehra
When our friend
II:JFL'EI'.".‘l:lr her

lunchh:x

Mo permission
M]uiwnlj eat the
W]IL'I;\‘-' ﬂ-l'l{l !E\EV'E
nntl‘ting of it.
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Class 12 C

Class 12 P

Y

a!.J-zsl'li!.a Kawat

Ladder té suceess
passes ﬂ!mus‘l‘t
CIHHH 'CIII.- !Cl’.’lUL‘liS "
where we galher
‘r'n]um Eg lﬁl:
|.em:-w|m1g«.= - moral
values and
memories that stay
forever in our
miinds.

Shri}'a Sharma
No matter how
much Yol thinl:
Yo hate schml,
:..-nu']l a]wa_-..-s niiss

it omee you leave.

A

Soanakshi Wadhwa

I do nat
remember the first
li.:lﬁ}" i"'[ my Khuﬂl
bt 11 alwa}'s
remermher my |ast
:lay hecause in
between these two
days, there is an
amazing,
intercsting and
heautiful jonrney,
a journey that
made me a true
‘Cjmite’

e
ﬁ’»i

.-'L.iml“]}'.] Sharma
| entered CIM with

a :-'l'.I'Li]t‘ on my '|‘ﬂ1.'l.'

and an open heart,
now when [ will he
|u;|'.'in_g. that smile
will still he there
but amidst the

lears .llt(,] my |1<.'|5F!

will be filled with a
gtmd]}' burden.

-
Prerna Sachdeva
CJM- the schoal
that believes in
Leeping the head

and heast in
tandem.

Arti Archana Tudu
The treasure hunt
of ]ennwlmlgf in
school for 14 vears
has been an
rxl:lilﬂmiing
experience, The
lessone learnt have
L'l.:]ll me motivated
Lo give my |'n.:r'|, i

all situations.

ncupaniaii Shak
When 1 entered
'Convent of Jesus
-ﬂl'.l'l.{ }‘1ﬂf_}"‘ ﬂﬂl{
saw the seniors |
couldn't wait to
Erow up and now
that [ am I.L‘:'I.\"[!.‘Ig
this wonderful

5-;:'10:1!, | want to

be that ‘LEG’ kid
again.

- ol

Stuti Samson
No matter what
goes on in your
1i£c, E-L,]w-u!
memaories will
always make you
llapp}r.

Privanshi Thapa
‘One child, one

tL"ﬂCIlEI‘. one pen

and one hook can
alone u]mnge the

v.-'urEd.J

Malala Yousalzai

&

Naila Usmani
Every journey has
a new |'N."|§illl!i.!|1.:|=‘.
How fortunate am
[ to have
5-:1ml."c|'.|i:|1|_:_= that
maks saying
_dmu”l].'l: g0 hard. A
rollercoaster
journey of 14
years, a journey
with tons of
bittersweet
memaories, a
journey with
valuable life
lessons, a jorrney
which T will hald

1,| ear :l-l'll'l."n'i"r.

-l

[aswica Masih

The countless
lesﬂuns :}F l]us
r'||.'|~__!'|-.'a'|.] lr:‘l.il wi.“
guide me all l|1m'||g]1
my life.

Samia Sachde

::ﬂil(h:r] !;{l’ i7a
jonariney that starts
with tears, also ends
with tears,

=
"N A A
Nitya Arora
Thinga fade but
mematies last

forever. Sa will

every precious

Zﬂ Iral Illh?.]IElT

The future
[‘.u_']ung':i to those
wha helieve in the
E-r_'aut:ﬂ of their
dreams.

moment spent in

CIM.

-

Harshi Ghildiyal
Walked in with a

|'.I'L‘-il‘r':|-' I'JL'IE.

"l."::';l”-u.':] out Wi.‘l.]'l a

|1::m}' heart.

Fahiha Azhar
Penple say that
dreadful memaories
cause the most
pain, but lumestl:.r
it's the wonderful
ones that drive

vou insane.

Adya Gu pla

opent the years in
Lhe ciasg PO
flneaming...

Years down the
e, clnsrmum wi“
il-;ulir WECOITIE &
dream.

(Al

Monal Bharti
Relighing the
EEEeTICE ar this
pl:we.

I never knew Lime

would be so
difficult to chase,
This comforting
grip is slip]'ring
away,

But the warmth of
CIM shall forever

stay.

A

Mehale ]uyﬂl

L]']n_- ronts n[

education are
bitter hut the lruit

is sweet.
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Aditi Kaushik
My Happy Place,
My Second Home,
thank you for
malt'mg me a
hetter [T,
Proud to he a
] Mite,

LA
Alshifa Khan
Endless number of

l.'-ﬂIL'I‘l.ll'ﬂ_. t-[ll‘-'l-lﬂdﬂlilﬂ
of Jeﬁigns hut =till
t]le !uaart ac]mﬂ for
the school dress we

are ]ea'uing behind.

Slu‘uti Kham:luri
‘A Million Warm

Emotions

A Tl‘muaand Life-
cnriul:ing lessons

ﬂ.]'id M II}!EIE

A haggage of
Hundred delicate
hittersweet
IMETories

ONE
PLACE:CJM'.

Aahana Mann
School life is the
most important
part of life and a
treasure of sweet

MEIMOries.

Aarushi N.ulii_\'.l[
J"-l'. journey in this
institution can be
described as a
|1.3p|'|y, emotional
and a heantiful
one, [t ]ias ]!g-lpe(!
me Lo slwr:-u my
IJIitrELILJ{I]il}' and
made me a
5pr[gl1i]}' confident

%

young la:!}r. Proud

to be a CIMite.

Nikita Rosa Prasad
M er|mu|u15
the women
empowerment

I.'IL"}'UIIIZ! Teasnre,

Muskan Oherai
2005 2037+
How c[mrls,l':alu]}'
signi'l:i-.‘:ﬂrl’t are
these 14 vears.
The journey in
this school ]:ﬂ:'gan
with such a fany
little slep in an
unaware state of
mind, lﬂa.!.r{ng no
idea that it could
be moulded into o
sublime a journey

ae this.

r"upuun'a Rawal
My journey in
CIM has been a
short but a
heautiful
s}-'mplmn_v af
evergreen
memories that
will alwa:.rs |11'in-g
a crimson blush
on iy cheeks
and a sweet
childish smile on
iy lipﬂ. for
which I can't
thank my |mn'.|1g
classmates and
cxucptium“}r
caring and
helping teachers
euou[ﬂ:.

Aditi Rai
While the people
at the [irst bench

1:mc|a: noles,
We at tilL‘ last
bench made

MEMmoTics.

i

Arughi Rawat

Lots of friend £,

[ 'ninrguttaHu

MEmories,
| ,t}_',.’:'l.] ]mﬂ rta,
B]ussuming fa ces,

J'"'LIH] QI Teason

M

ol =

Aashita Semwal
This institution
stands like an
ivory tower, for it
has transformed
me from a 5|13,'
hud to a

l_'1.ZI1TFi.IIiE'I11 H: WAET.

Khushi Salini

Hu:.r 1L, take me

hack to the app].ﬁ

chairs!

S

Saloni Sarin
The hest of
memories are made
in school which are
irn:piacm]:!ll: and

IlniFUIEﬂH'ﬂL].'E.

-
Husika Saxena
The purtajs of M
transformed me
from an urc]imry

gi:l to a confident

CITIE,

\3#

Monika Sondhi
Schoal life l:lf_-glns

with a gloomy smile

and ends with
h.app_v tears,

Parnika Sum!riyal
[ consider mprsr:l[
I-l,1|‘|.|ll1.l|,r|,' Lia I'ul.w.'
traversed this
ﬂl_ll'l'l,‘d] JoHarney
which made me a
l‘!u.;l.Ll.‘.l' ]11.I|1iaa1

[ﬁ-.'inr,f.

Ttilea ..:ur:mn

School life is the
most heautilul
pr:riurj of eveTy
person’s life. T carry
a ]'ri_g Eag of
memories with me
and thank EVErYOnE
for |'Jl."u1_s;‘ there for

.

lecha Kaur Sethi
What [ will always
remember the maost
ahoul ]I‘i_ﬂ]l. achoal,
are the memories |
created with iy
friends and the
lessons that 1 learnt

[l'[J]'I:'I my I:I'.'ﬂ.f]'t(' IE.
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INVICTUS

Determined, tndomitable,
wnwavering and untiring
group of Cimites cross the
threshold of their school
every vear and enter into
a world of wncertainties
and opportunities, Having
carried with them a
centennial fegacy of
perseverance, theiv dreams
crystallise to set a stage
for successful careers.

With their countless
achieventents, these
accomplished

wonten of batch 75'
express their gratitude to
the institution which has
played a phenomenal role
in shaping their victorions

path,

/
BATCH OF 7 5 The First ICSE Batch, CJM Debradun

B 1&«?’3:::

Hi:hu (Arora) Doo

Mentor & Coadh, Cyber
Sufety & Securdty and
Innovative eLearning
Practices in Schools

™

)

Rita (Thapar) Kapila

Former Teacher (CIN
Diehvadun), currently
Joins Secretary
CGIC AWWA

Sudha Marain

Corporale Lawyer who
siarted Her

career with Wipro and
later became a
freelancer with
Embassies and High
Commissions,

Shobho (Sodhdew) Kumor

Senior Knowledpe and
Learning Officer,
The World Bank,
Washington DC

Rotna Bakshi

Writer & Foundes
Principal, Little
Flowers School

Alka (Lal) Noutiyal
Depweiy Grevreral
Manager, Stare Bank
af ndia, Mumbai

Sonin (Issar) Chandihok

Former Educaror, Manager

{Hospitality Industry)

Sfowrmer District

Weelkomol (Sinha) Dorbari, 1AS
MIRSFAC, Secrerary.
Mimistry of Agriculture
& Farmers® Welfare,

Groverrment of Trdia

E .

Sumita Anond

Anju (Arora) Sodhi
TGT English, HOD
."pf."n'-.f.-" ['["r.'.h'__l,.'. .-Jr.'.'.‘_!.'
Sehool, Deferadun

Educator for children

Usha Pilloi
Jewellery Desioner and
French language

with special needs

¥

Heata {Maini) Dewan

Expert.

R e

Dietician and owner Renjona Kala, IFS
Neera Dewan Diet
Guide Cenre, Former Principal

Conservaror of Forest,
Head of Forest Force,

Uttarakfand

~ Aa
A
g
e Al
Shashi Batra Kir
Educator, Rokarian, k |
Bhawna Agarwal
Charrperson Infermationad

: = social Worke
Intnerwhee! Disirice 308 SR T




(Yheiv Eﬁ}ff{feﬁexﬁefzﬁs,' Our y?éa}aff?mfiﬁrrz-

i

Usha (Aithal) Krisheoswomy Sonchito (Majemdar) Yodow Sunita (Oberoi) Mehro Veni (Vanillo) Mathur Minnie Gogio
Former Educator & Former Deputy General  Vice Principal, b,:";*r' ‘II‘"{‘?«"' HTDelhi & Fopmer Chief General
Founder & Proprietor of Manager, Corporate Summer Valley Schoal, ?.;',‘;IT IVJ&E’ -{j"!ii'.}.l‘mf!.l:l Matiager (Reservotr)
Usha Krishmaswarnty Clomstiasiicalons, Detradun. C r; ’Jr”:; r;;:rii .. ONGC, Defrradrn
Chearious ONGC, New Dethi iy cxiffeb s

Stkitls Cosmeil

A%

] f ]
e J: _ 4 Neeka (Soni] Tol
Vinita Gulati o Konere -
Bela (Verma) Thapar & = : Pramila (Kabra) Dughare Former Teacher
F Former teacher, CIM OFTHER Lreten, 5 Joseph’s Aeademy
Naturopathist and et Tl fa ¥
owier ::l' i New Delhi, Currently Manager , {,.Faﬁrﬂ.r.;.!_':'u_ra.._;dn,. Defiradun, TOFEL
Architactunl Fivm Afrbnf Superhost of {Programueing) {ﬂﬂ""ﬂ"”"} _K” ""?’ : Teainer-at Bharain &
: Afr B&B, New Delli ONGC, Chennai, Care, Mariera, Georgia

Dubai

Tarvinder (Sowhney) Kour

Anjoli Behuguna
An aprimist involved in
continuons Social Former Educarar, Writer
Birinse and Manager Adventure

Camp, Dehradun

-
#

Alko (Pobreja) Choudhary
o R —— Bhupinder Kaur Suri Garewal

Teacher, Corrently Interior  Foremer Teacher AVAL
Diestgner (Hyderabad} Muiribai

&1



Inter House

DEBATE

for classes X1 to XII

On 17th October, 2020 our school conducted ‘Argy-Bargy’ the Inter House  Judges for the event
E-Diebate. There were two topics. The first being “This house believes that
COVID19 s a leveller rather than a divider that has effectively reduced the
disparity between the rich and the poor.' Team A (5t. Clare's House, FOR)
comprised Arushi Bhatt (Leader), Nandita Sharma {Deputy Leader) and Khushi
Sahni (Chief Whip) and Team B (5t. Claudine's House, AGAINST) comprised
Monal Bharti (Leader), Preksha Rawat (Deputy Leader) and Nandini Nirwal
(Chief Whip). The second topic was *This house believes that the most crucial
Post-Pandemic Challenge before the world is to ensure a stable economic
development.’ It had Team C (5t. Joseph's House, FOR) comprising Mansha
Yagnik (Leader), Vanshika Batra (Deputy Leader) and Pragati Tiwari (Chief
Whip) and Team D (5t. Francis's House, AGAINST) comprising Taanvi Arora
(Leader), Adva Jasola (Deputy Leader) and Ishpriva Rautela (Chief Whip). Even
though the Debate was conducted on a virtual platform the debaters were energetic
and enthusiastic. At the end, the winners were St. Francis House. The best
speakers were Adya Jasola from St. Francis’ House, Mansha Yapnik from St
Joseph's House, Arushi Bhatt from St. Clare's House and Nandini Nirwal from 5t. Mrs. Sueita Fifay
Claudine's House. Freelance Jowrnalis

g
Mr. BS. Kalra
Rerd. Principal of Guru Nenak Academy

The debate for classes [X and X was conducted

Inter House in Oxford Format and the topic of the debate
DEB A TE _ . was — "This house believes that online teaching
If you believe can replace physical learning." The judges of
for classes IX and X in the the debate were Mrs. Shrutt Sharma, Teacher of
power of English at Wynberg Allen, Mussoorie and Mrs.
words, Bharti Vishnoi , Vice Principal of Raja Eam

Mohan Roy Academy. All the participants

sihee cant brin ; :
y J presented their arguments and took part in fierce

dhm_” rebuttals, This was followed by an open-house
physical debate where the students from the audience
chges expressed their views on the topic. Then, the

in the universe judges of the event shared their thoughts about

the current situation and the event. Vasundhara

-N Scott Momaday. Panwar bagged the position of the best speaker
while Kanan Bisht and Nishtha Verma were
adjudged the first and second runners-up
respectively.
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\NDEPENDENCE DAY

respect for a country that has come

Each year on this day, the sun rises
a little higher, the sky turns a shade
brighter and the pages of history
unravel to narrate the story of our

country's independence,

The day is 15th August and it is
more than just a date to remember.
It was the day when the efforts of
the valiant crusaders paved way to
an independent, sovereign and a
democratic country. The day on
which freedom was restored and
the flag was unfurled to its
beholden glory.

15th August, 2020 marked the 73th
year ol remembrance, pride and
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a long way in achieving its dream
of freedom.

Oar spirits were stirred by a
patriotic zeal as the girls of our
school came together to celebrate
the independence day with much
fervour and devotion. The
courageous saffron, the peaceful
white and the auspicious green of
our national flag were donned by
students of different classes,
thereby evoking a sense of
harmony in all of our hearts.
Caonnecting us furthermore with
our patriotism was a slideshow
depicting the many ways in which

we could help our country,
despite the hurdles in our path,
The assembly was culminated
with a deep seated feeling of
commitment which would
perpetually drive us to persevere,
serve, and honour India, her
centennial heritage, her journey
of seventy three years and above
all, her dreams that rest
confidently on our resolute
shoulders, that we would
become a place " where the
mind is without fear and the
head 15 held high; where the

knowledge is free”
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'REPUBLIC
DAY

It is impossible not to be astonished by India.
The only nation where humanity presents itself
with such variety of cultures, religion, customs
and languages. Modern day Indian represents
the largest democracy as he celebrates its
sovereignty and autonomy on 26th January.
This year India celebrated its 72nd Republic day
and even though the celebrations were online,
the zeal and fervour was ablaze. It was
celebrated a day prior for the students.

The mellifluous and mesmerizing patriotic
songs along with the resplendent and well
synchronised dances evoked the innate feelings
of allegiance. A video was presented by the
students which reflected how our country has
advanced over the past few vears. Indeed the
assembly filled the hearts of CIMites with a
sense of pride and ignited the spark in us o
strive tirelessly for the nation. On 26 January, all
the staff members, adhering to the safety
protocols gathered to pay their tribute to our
motherland. The flag was unfurled by our
Principal, Sister Greta and prayers were
appealed, for our planet Earth to heal soon.



Sharp early mornings, vision
glossed with drowsiness and a
walle stricken with

Teachers are the pillars of
our society who consolidate
a realm that helps amplify

laziness But then there 's a the good in people. They

Tege ke

woman you catch a glimpse
of etehed with freshness

are the guardian angels
holding the reins of our
Jadiating energy and a smile future progress thus
ever 50 beautiful and sedifying the people of
tomorrow. Apart from
imparting educational value
.a teacher is a conductor of
wisdom with high
“Education is a progressive endurance of confidence
and patience, as they are

responsible for channelizing

cursive,that it drains you of
YOUur negativity .

Yes, that is your teacher ,
whose sulking eyebrows,
siphs of vexation passionate
eyes and undeterring faith discovery of our ignorance”
upon her students | roots

. a student's potential and
within us a fond memory. -WIII Dﬂfﬂﬂf P

HAPPY TEACHERS' DAY
12-C LOVES You

Damee by -

8 Masrhika Divedd




ability in the direction
pertaining his/her talents
and interests. They nudge us
to become better members of
the society and 1deal citizens
of our country As time
flows,a teacher tends to
become a role model for her
students, one who strokes
their hearts with love and
tenderness along with
nurturing their minds with
her gentle brushstrokes that
helps the students accentuate
the world around them.

Caught in the clutches of the
coronavirus pandemic the
teachers without a tinge of
exception have catered to us
with their undying
determination and unceasing
support all the while
embroidering us with
knowledge.

Sth of September , a day
celebrated to acknowledge
and honour teachers all over
the nation, florescened a
heart warming event within
the periphery of our screens
ton.

Children burning with zeal
presented role reversal skits
of our beloved teachers
along with impromptu
speeches , mesmerizing
dance performances and
melodious songs which
pulled every chord of our
hearts.

Palettes of love and
affection coordinated with
pigments of honour and
prestige bursted in the
loudest shades of greetings
and regard for our
teachers. As the event
unfolded ,the gleaming
smile hung on their
faces,the fruit like chuckle
escaping their mouth and
shafts of gratitude darted
for the efforts stitched by
the students.

Cin this day we thank them
for their unwavering
support, love and diligence.

Dear teachers thank you
for everything you have
done and will continue to

do for us,
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Childhood is a universal experience, the age of curiosity, imagination,
exploration and development of incredible nostalgic moments. While
Covid-12 was busy taking a derrimental toll on children, our teachers were
busy breaking the monotonous schedule of life in pandemic. The online
celebration of children's day was a treat to the eyes, ears and hearts. The
students laughed uproariously at the jests and tapped their feet at every beat
their teachers danced to. By the end of the programme, they could not think
of anything more euphonious than their teachers serenading them or

anything more soothing than the dulcet tones of rhythmic praises which
said-

gt 1 7iE FUEyTAr.. .
B H dE HEH qA....

f what a b

Il.

Indeed, Cjmites are blessed to
have teachers who personify
knowledge, teachers who
embody generosity of a mother,
a bosom companion and so
much more that one could go on
for forever and forever long.

@mem

Feliz
Navidad!!

Chnstmas, the time of the vear
when festivities take the central
stage. When bones crepitate to
the winter wonders but hearts
warm up m the indomitable and
invigorating spints of
Christmas.

But this year going to school in
vogue apparel in Christmas
frenzy humming Christmas
carols seemed like a mid-
summer night's dream. The
pandemic had exacerbated
staying home on Christmas eve,
But on 20th December, 2020 the
CIM family rejuvenated the lost
Christmas spirits.

The traditional nativity play
evoked the muracle of Jesus'

conception, his humble birth,

his ultimate sacrifice and
everlasting blessings upon every
living creature making us
reminisce the true spinit of
Christmas.

Sister Greta serenading us in
her euphonious voice added to
the sublime ambience. It was as
if the lost hearts were guided
back home. The Christmas
celebration was rounded up by
the delightful appearance of
Santa Claus. The online
celebration ended with the
students radiating exuberant
energy ready (o relish the
forthcoming vacations.







A

VIRTUAL PHOTOGRAPHY COMPETITION

e

Class VI

L "Ld."': ig:-:i

In the month of October, 2020 our school conducted a virtual photography competition on the theme of
LOCKDOWN CREATIVITY. This theme was applicable to all the students from classes VI to XII. The Senior
school teachers-Ma’am Monica Sharma and Ma'am Alisha Ahuja were the judges for the contest. We received
marvellous photographs showcasing the countless ideas and boundless imagination of our students,
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VARIOUS CAREER
CHOICES

MR. JITIN CHAWLA

Practical advice with
reference to
demanding professions
in every fleld and also

suggested several entrance exams,

CHARACTER AND CONFIDENCE
BUILDING WEBINAR

2 WEBINARS

On 28 August, 2020, for the students of class 11 and 12 on the numerous
new-age careers and on 12 September, 2020, for the students of class 9
and 10 about their future subject choices, was conducted by Mr. Jitin
Chawla.

Mr, Jitin Chawla, an eminent educationist and career counselor from
MNew Delhi, gave an insight into self-discovery and how students should
recognize themselves before making important decisions.He also
elaborately threw light on hundreds of uncommon but exciting careers
both in India and abroad and provided a clear picture of the variety of
courses offered by institutes and universities and the subjects needed to
pursue them. The students participated enthusiastically by asking
questions regarding their future plans and Mr. Chawla patiently and
skillfully answered all of their queries. Besides this, he gave ptactical
advice with reference to demanding professions in every field and also
recommended several entrance exams,

After that, Ma'am Kanchan Mehra took over and explained to the
students the many pros of education abroad. Furthermore, she talked
about the unending scope of efficient careers abroad, the overall budget
and also shared examples of successful people which was, undoubtedly,
inspiring for all of us.

This webinar was certainly fruitful for the students as it resolved several
doubts regarding the diverse career options. We would like to extend our
heartfelt gratitude to our Principal, Sister Greta, for providing the
students with such an insightful and edifving webinar,

"With realisation on o :
building was organised on

20 November 2020 for the

students of classes 11 and

onte's own potential
and self confidence

in one 's ability, 12 Ma'am Jvotika Bedi
i : Z. Ma'am Jyotika Bedi
one can build a better world" _ .

with her teammate Ma 'am

: Akanksha Dutta were the
-Dalai Lama i _
speakers for the session,
that aimed to provide a
Confidence forms the building piatioent ioranbospectg
blocks of one ' s personality one s strengths and

and to instill among the weaknesses as the guiding

students the practical way to & happy Liestyle.
implication of the above

staternent , a webinar on Ms Jyotika Bedi, an ex -

cjmite and the Head Girl of

character and confidence




The exponential growth of technology in recent vears has made many
vulnerable to the darker side of it with eyber enme cases skyrocketing day
by day.To make the students and their parents aware about the various
cyber activities and their nature, a webinar on Cyber Awareness was
conducted on 24 October 2020 for the students of classes 9 to 12 .

Mr Raakesh Kriplani, a renowned cyber psychologist from Nagpur,
provided an in depth analysis on psychology associated with the emerging
technology and its connection with parenting as a fundamental approach to
control cyber addiction among the youth. The topics brought into light by
him were - behaviour pattern of an average teenage child, effects of’
helicopter parenting, cyber crime and bullying, impact of sucidial games
and the threats lurking on the dark net. Further, Mr. Kriplani resolved the
various queties put forward by students and parents regarding the measures
that can be taken to tackle such crisis on the internet,

Ms. Upasana headed the second half of the session which focused on

understanding anger dynamics and management, She enumerated the
many causes that trigger one 's reactions, the resulf of such sudden
outbursts and the methods that can be implemented to pacify oneself,

Overall the webinar was a gnpping, informative, enlightening session
encompassing a wide range of factual details necessary to build
emotional intelligence as the basis of preventing oneself from falling

prone to perilous situations.

the' 97

successful entrepreneur,
educationalist,
psychologist, life coach and

a staunch optimist,

Opening the doors of
positivity ; the session
focused on understanding

and tackling the fear of

public speaking and the

need to allay self doubt.
The duo explained the
an honest

assertive communication

and provided the students
with tips on how to train
their minds to combat
negative self narrative. She
further encouraged the
students to mteract by
sharing her own past
experiences and conducting
various activities. The
students were greatly
benefitted from this fruitful
interaction as it empowered
them to harness their core
skills to become the better

versions of themselves.

E
f{}#’rﬂf“j |||IJI ||I

CYBER AWARENESS
WEBINAR

MR RAAKESH KRIPLANI
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Creativity at its best!

At & (aft
Activities

The year 2021 commenced with an array of Art and
Craft activities for the Senior as well as the Middle
school on the virtual platform, It was an innovative
event where used materials such as mason jars were
transformed into something new. This was an activity
to ignite the creative spark in the young minds.

cle things. It
was indeed an enriching exp ce for both teachers
and students. Our Principal, 5r. Greta D¥Souza gave

Orrwnity to

Art & Craft

Sisters of the Community moti
best. The programme was a huge success with a lot of
appreciation gained for the live creative

demonstration

[N T L
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Fainting by Anoushika Unival




March, 2021 a painting competition was organized in Raj Bhawan on the occasion of
Basantotsav — 2021. In this competition our students Apoorva Fawat of class 12 D and
Anoushka Uniyal of class 10 A had participated and came out victorious, Apoorva
Rawat bagged the second position whereas Anoushka Uniyal received the consolation
prize. The students were felicitated by our Governor Baby Rani Maurya and our Chief
Minster Tirath Singh Rawat,
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Class 12 A

BECAUSE EVERY
GOOD STORY ENDS...

From tales of crowns

To the ferocity of hounds
Or o the histories we
read

There's but one more
story, pay heed!

& zaga of some fourtean
yBars

Ending with a void full of
tears

Its aplay , a prose , &
poetry fo read

& musical sonnet indead
From sacrels whispered
in the parking ot

To the jackfruit free where
we swore and fought
From the wild frenzy of
times afterschoal

To the gravity of cur
exam schedube

The PT rounds were
never a full circle

To those days of
exchanged bands and
nufile

And how do | forget those
practices, those drum
beats

Aht A thing of baauty ' to
quote John Keats

Cheers to those debates
and dramatics

And those chuckles, trio
teams, bits of papsr in the
affic

To the teachers, we owea
an infinity of everything
They showed us a path, a
meaning

To all those seconds we
learnt from you

I say now dear feachers,
avery moment we arew

The red block comdars
might whisper again

When we've almost
pulled out of that frain

Udita Aggarwal

It was only
vesterday when |
entered class 1 B
as a new student
in O] and now [
am in the last
p]msu of Ty
schaol life and
with tears in Ty
eyes all T have to
say is that this
Jerrney ended a
hit too soon.

J‘\.IQ.HII{;‘II.I

Jusl cling onlo
that one t]:ing
ll]mugl'mul your
journey and you
will make it to

the other side.

:"I.-illldﬁ]!'\'i: H-:l".”l.:t

If vou want to "}'.

v up L'\ﬂ.'r:rllaiug
ﬁml: 'u.-'c:i.g]u: you
down hecause that
dream was p]ﬂnl'.ul
IrL Yoner heart fora
reason.

Anszhul Bhatt
E[neeu:l isn't all that

matters. You're
c]ning just fine.

Arushi Bhatt
This part of the

whaole nearing its
end and almost
an ara ]mwing
down to this
melange of
INEITOrIes,
]uugl'ltur _.I\'.."_‘EUI'.IB,
Friem!s]:ips.
F'Lgllts and life
]ung experiences
we wove here LA
Plaun:: once
unknown is
home tr.-r:lay and

ehall forever stay,

Ka\r};n ﬂI‘m bt

Thare are many
reasons to be
llﬂ-i:ll'_'t' ﬂ-ll(l one uf
them is ]'n:'ing_ a
part of this cjm
Fami]}' 1

Luf Weedorsellen

a

Shruti Chandan

Education is the
st [H?"n'r'ul'{lli
l.'.'u,,lqlml:[

)
Deepika Chauhan
Neither hlack

nor white hut we
all are a e]istim:t

S]hll.ln' o'|- gdrey,

-

Y

Jvotsna Chauhan

How [m:]z}r am |
to ]mw
SI.III'IL:l.lli.JIg that
malees saving
_Qm:-lj]}:.'r: g0 hard.

‘ r

Surabhi Dixit
|"riumls|1l]] ia not
.1|m|1| wlmm Yo
have known the
I.l!"‘[]p.!‘l.ibl It is about

who came and
never left.

dh

Privansha Goval

Just 15 more
minutes” - the only
line that remained
constant
l!lmug!mul, VN
when [ was leaving
after my last exam.

Kanika Gulati
.jdn:m, take me

Em:lt to l]'n':

ur_rn'idura[

Shubhangi Kandwal

Life doesn't wait
lor anyone, It }u&’r.
goes on,

"f

Rameshwari Kapoor

The best plmsr: of
one's life is
STUDENT
LIFE. Eniny it to
the fullest.

da

Harshita Lakhchaura
‘How fast the
time flies' is
e'mm_'t]mt_d we all
grew up |1L'c|Tin§f
but never until
now had I felt its
Erue essence,
’|-r.-r]n_l,' as | stand
at the threshold
of CTM, 1'-:a1{3r to
bid adieu with a
l]l.'a\'y lll:art,
flashes of my | 4
[‘]l:.'?l'l.R?'J'l:'IUl.!l}l Vedars
spent in this
institution pass
t]tn:u_g’]‘t nlaleing
me m}slalgic.
Tl‘l-:}r make me
realize that soon
this pluc-;: will he
out of iy figlll
and sound but
my heart will
atwa:.rs echo in
the corridors of

CJM.

Sakshi Mendiratta
Viva (] M!

Perfect blend of
gluhﬂl outlook
and traditional

'l'-.l] {3 L=2_H
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Aleriti Uniyal

o't wait for a

Pivashei Mukherjee

The moment Y IF life wag a
b temporary hut
the memo ry s
forever.

Harshita Sangar  Suhani Tripathi
We cried,we
laughed, we

& Ts v .
:":‘IT.EII hl.?.nll'ﬂ {_.rl'l.'!'l.u'lt'l. el

Mo more | gave my last ]
particular

I1L‘|111&'Pr’t‘-r!? ﬂ.ntl nnsw::rsi1-.1:f: ﬂ“{! mament to he

Ij_:_:.:_-.,r:,- Lﬂgg ]_mt [EFt tlm :!e.—:lz.
when the last hell | looked at the

rang, | realized

HIJI:E]BCE o
fnuH rjucnra.tu |m|?mr ]mcmm!
YR |:1ig]~.t never
gel it.

learnt hut most

with Memories, imlmrt.anl.]v we

mine 'E'r'L'ILI](I. I.'.Ill'

strung with empty classroom made memories
£

that are never

haw much I'm behind me.

1li,n|1mn|15. for all
I'.l'I.L' vears 5':-_||_l|_-||_' in gﬂillg Lo miEE I.h.is ]2 vears :”ELEI'I IEI:].

going to fade.

Snu'[’)hnﬁ}'a Negi

As] try to hiald

onto them tighter,

|:I'11.: 5an|:|5 u[‘ time
run faster.., how |

wish {']'u::,r would

stand still for onee.

i

I"".."L']l sl rry ﬂ]ILi

priceless,

S Riddhi

Li'Fi.' 15 not a

pake h of one's

favourite colour

-

Bhavanshi Singh

Believe you can
ﬂnll :f'rJ"Ll kg ].-]a].[

way there,

MNaincy Srivastava

Schaol is a pla-.'e
that pmvit!es-
education and

{:c]uca’t 1011 18 ilw

- ﬂ the school have pl.:n;:u. | From the

serious Science
and Maths
lectures to the
[un filled PT
peri ods and the
endless not VErY
important vet
very interesting
conversations
will iur&l}r he
missed hy me. |
wish I could

travel hack in

Gargi p:linu]}'
School life. . the
hest life.

And if at all it cries
and graans

Do remember, its &
class 12th kad that
moans

For all said and done,
this journey is finalty
over

Feels like a rose
pruned of grass cut

) hut an amalgam TR time to the by a mower
I:ya Nug‘i e B T |
Aflad of ; ot every hue. [t's good old days It's an end and a
. emoticns a canvas which and relive those begianing 0o
fill my heart and ; An old chapter giving
e ol e years e lmml-[mudml ‘ ‘ precious way fo new
pusml in this school with our maornerts, The closer we get to
enthrals my mind, 1 laughter, tears, this end
just rejoice the —o——a Rakeshita Upadhyay The mr&t;:iurd
: f o emotions blen
:j]mj'ﬁﬁ n:;; triumphs, i This sunset is an
CIC = Thuad i < - 2
vt Ty EVEry [m]l"ﬁ-' |“w"-' with this Nandini Sharma ingvitaiie Pﬁrt.
|]'.|.n1.|.§]1.t _'f']m &l:l: 4_:,:]’”1_ |-|_|,|'}l .;md institution mig|1l: So is the sunrise with

You learn more a pramising start

‘ | wish this goes an
3 endlessly, our tales of
school and friends

il there are Bleak — memories and the Pra gati Tiwari E;ﬁé?:ﬁiss it won't, it
Wk i'tanl, have

bonds formed will Because every good
a]wa}'s c]{ng to the builds character., fun, malke ]liﬂlﬂ!'j-' story ends...

;_i::}'& AEPeR ALY T ERTIEN heart . - unknown —'jeg Beros By: Mg;r:sﬂqhzaz

that [ have come to the list goes on, have come to an
the end of my school ~ ~ end, hut the

‘ne should
lifee fushes
c|]e-:1:3 EW:};th aJways remember PIE'*JT"J‘IE of

from failure than
[rom sucees,

L Diont let it stop
this journey comes to
an end, a faint smile greys there are
of reminiscences will .1]54: exuberant

VO, Failure
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Class

12 B

Gracy Arora
My life in CJM
has been an
l'.1|!][|!:l]'_éi.'“tta!',l!€ ride

filled with

[r:arning,

dedicati o,
hardworl,
motivation and
H*.” ud.:m]i:ml i,

R

.-ﬂ:hi]:tslm Himll.

Leaving CJM iz
like Icm—'[ng a part
of m}'su” which

Wag 20 JOyous,

]t.'m'ing the land of

my J.I.]'i."ﬂl‘.lli_, ]I.‘EI 'n.'iHE

Ilm |.=~;».||imran!
emiles of my
heautiful teachers
and luauin;_‘ all
those who meant
my life to me.

Reeva Baose

-.|.-||.JL" EC]'IL'N.ZIE 15 t’E'EI.I]I‘.-'

an Lm{:wgulLahL:
account of our
CAPeriences.
Wherever 1 am,

CIM will always be

in my heart.

Ambila Chamola

Treyst with the
fabulous Euurtt'cn,.

signing off!

&

1s |1.1'.ta Da |'.tra]

The scheool life is

very much Elled

with excitement.
[During one's
Firme in school,
ane I'.IL‘L"{JH'I.UF
mature -;snnugli
to understand
the value of
Lime, CJM
I:aug]ﬂ: me how

to make my way
in this world.

Riyn Dimri
The jovs of
school life are
FHI’E‘[}" G{'IHJ'ILEUHS.
Inrieerl, the
schodl :la:,rs at
L_'JH have been
the hest |:|a.ys af

our liues.

Ananya Gupla

The goad
memories are the
liumJ EXperiences
one dets in one's
life and T can
pruu:l]:.' say that
iy Lime i CIM
has ended with a
casket full of such

gnldun memories,

[N

Stuti Jain

School is the hest

F-Iau_'c« to he in. You

realize this nnl:u

alter |L:mring it. 1

can call it the hest

p-l'l ase of my life.
My mind is
r-:ﬁ.'ﬂi]i.1|§‘,,| all those
moments while 1
am .-'-mi'iu_g and

writing this now.

Iull'u Jeena

What can | say
about school?
There is so much
to say [ ldu._.!l!t.'lj.
[ cried. It was

‘I.Jl'l.

Gargi Joshi

School days are
the most
memorable days
of our life; |:|'u-_ry
rium '[L'I"I' sOTe
years and stay in

ha:nrl:s fcrnw:}r.

Aadilah Khan

Schaal ;‘I.:'I."ITHE]'IEI to
he one such place
where vou start
VOur journey
crving and leave

crving even

I'.I: il I.'I.‘I.L' T

+
4

fa
Fauzia Khan

II'I my lI.'!F.’{("TIEE‘.

This place was too
sweet,

For me to not
make memaories,

That will echa
llirr_rug]1 thie
I:luild[rlg.
Heard ].')_!." none,
But felt by all.

A A d

Prachi Kulerety

C]M, thanlk you
for the bagketful
ml- memaories Limt
will be cherished

Fi.'l rever -\.I1I.|i:| EVEL

o

Aditi Kulerety

M].' L'Dr'l.!]"-'l_' vears
al sr.]mn] have
been amazing and
worthwhile with
little s and
:lr.uwns tlmt wa a”
]1.-11.1' to {a-_'ﬂ
sometimes and
no matter how far
we all g0, we are
a]wa}-'s going to
cherish the
-cnuntlress
memories and
lla]'rp}r moments
spent in school.

Vidushi Nedi
|.-}c5-p1'|:r_' the car]}'
ruﬂrlliug
-_:.:ln.u;]ulu.*., schoal
was our getaway
to a wonderful

e I.'.I{.J]'[]*.'.

Radhika Nauti}ral

Never will |
again shout iy
]ungs out on l_]'m-
Spcrl:s Da}r
cheering my
house or jump
with JOV On
seeing my
tea:]wni dance
on Children’s
Day!

L\

Satakshi Negi

With childich
whims and
fancies left
Lc!uiml,
evervone grows
up to take the
;mil: ‘lhﬁ}f wanl
to walk on hut
never grow HEL{
enougl‘t 5 ] ]eaw
the values ti‘iﬂ’_'..'
imhibe from
their school
life.
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Chetna Pandey
For e, L-'IM was
a pjacu where
EVETYOIE WOTE the
same unifurm,
had r_‘qual
opportunities,
and most
im]amiant]_'.r.
[riem]s]lipg made

Were ]u_*nl'i{e!t,

Shrestha Rana
I'm preparing lor
a last year blast.
‘microscopic
virus strain
]aughs

]1.3;51:1: rica lly‘

Aditi Rawat

14 years of my life
gpent in C]M = A

Laleidoscope of
e
million ludicrous-
cum-fantahuloue

moments.

[ S

Ananya Rawat
As I wall: down
the memory lane,a
thousand beauntiful
glimp-ses flash I':}l
my eyes. How [
]Dng to relive those
moments! From a
tiny tot to a young
gi:{ I've had a
lifetime of
wonderlul
experiences ab
CIM which for me
will forever be the
most precious and

pricweluss treasune.

i it
Kayen.mt Saadaat

W r.l:m'l tcml.::m]:n:r
:la_].rs. we remember

momtents. | 'WIH
alwa}'s cherish every
moment that |
spent within the
walls of this haven.

(A

Swela 1#':11‘5'111:.'}'
CJM.. one of the
hest places to exist

]'FEE.L'E‘I:LJ].I}-'.

Praditi Singh
There is
ﬁnm-_*tl'ﬁn':_' 5]1(."EiE||.
ahout school [I:‘l}":‘
which we never
F-.'.urg'ct in our lives.
We steer through
different ]'r]m.-:us of
our life. Of tlm:ir:.
the time spent in
school form the
best memories of

our life.

\i"-'.lEfl.‘a'-I'l.“'Il'l'i ..:ing'h
I will always 1miss
the :ﬂ:”uwing pages
of the ]il‘lrnry
|mu|i.':i, the small
chalk... and ahove
all... the C.E.
classes ... the list is
endless.

Nivati Sahni
No matter what's
doing on in our life
rig'ﬂ: now, school
memories will
41]1‘.\'&_‘.*:& make us

ecstatic.

Abhizilha Yadav
I have always loved
the first 1:L1}-' of
school better than
the last da];_ Firsts
are {lh.- i‘l:‘:&t, EI'Ju:.r
are i'leg'tunings.

-Jenny Han

Aashi Sinﬁ]’!

An unforgettable
Odyssey that made
me a better version
of mysell.

Jyoti Bhatia

Eucrtiling, BETENC
and sacred. [ shall

E.IWE.}'E miss ol

CIM.

li:

Khushi Thakur
A pang of
n.o5|:algia hite me

as | turn the pages
I:l-ﬂL'L\'ﬂ'ﬂﬂIE-

shivaileﬁ Negh
I have made some
meun'_r_:‘cttalalu
memaories at M.
Some of them are
witless [igl'lls born
out of love and
affection and some
of them are life
<:1||"|C[1i1'|'.} legsons
learnt from the
lunders we made.
Mo matter wlla’t,
tomorrow when 1
step out of the
gate, these
memories will

never [:'I-l:]i.‘-.

L

Ishika Martin
Cijm El:ml‘-lu-:] e
into |?L'i:1g
‘me’.each year,
each 1ln;.-, I was
rl_'r.{i:-'-.'uwring my
capnlﬁilitits and
wr_rrlzin_d O LY
weaknesses.
Tahing all the
memories, and
wa”:'ing cut into
this l-.-i_g world
]win,;_
ulu|mic'.|,§e{l|:.1.“y

‘me’.

= e

I.}i:.':‘! Chandel
[tz nol just
school to me it's
the u]m]ﬂ:ur |
never wanted to

©r '.l;:l.

Suleriti Kulhan
A |twgim] land
where EVETY noolk
and corner

1|.|1En|r]s a tale.
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Aastha .-"'-;_:,"111'“';1!
If vour actions
InEpine others to
dream maore, learn
more, do more and
hecome more, yvou

are a ]1.":3-!11.'1".

-

B o
Vanshika Agarwal
'.-\'le?in.g for extra
pens, 5E1a|'ing
tiffins at break,
:]is-:;nirim!
important
questions hefore
eXAMS, F1'1:c?.ing
cold hands in
witiber ﬂst‘I'l'Il':'E}"
and i [inal Leary
gnml 11_','-_* ]111,:_‘ b
friends.’ CIM is
not just a name. [t
will a;wn}'s b an

emolion .

Sa miya Alehtar
How ]m'Lt].' ig il Lo
have -_-'mm:{'[ling
that makes it =0

ha n.] to zay

go HJ E1}'~|:.

Anshila Agarwa |
Corridors aren't the
EAITIE ANVITIONS,
Lunch hreaks

aren't fun anymore,
Substitution
periods don't exist
anymore,

Yeah, it's the hatch of
2020-21.

-

Srijana Anand

Few Jnys Wi
]augl'led until we
criud, other tla}’ﬂ
we cried until we
laughed, either
WAy, eVery :Ia;.r Wk

per[e-:l,

-
Mihilea Ha,_afp"n

The first rla},l af
schaal: tha cia}-'

when the
countdown to the
last l:la}' of the
school I:l::g-irls.

Sana Ansari
School is the best
Illacl_' to make
memories and

leave lootprints, ...

o

-

Sunidhi Bagga
A journey Frcm
lears to tears... A
p[a.u.'i: where |
entered crving and
loft crying., Where
[ made friends and
MEemories. .
MAGICAL " is
the iJl‘.II._'_J word [

can use lor my

school life.

Swarnima Bizht

No matter how
miuch we hate
going to school
but we end up
-;.‘Iu:riﬁ}l.ing these
memories for our

entire liF{.‘.

Nandini Bhatia
Homie is our et

5-CI1I:|G! an&

EL"I'I.L'IUL our

sx:l.lt}l'l.d Ilﬂ‘rﬂ.&.

Yashashvi Chaturvad;
‘Nathing can dim

the light that

s|1i NeE me
within,’

— Maya Angelou.

Gauri Ganguly
From tunics to
suits to shirt

trousers,

To different EII'I.I.'.IE"E_.
Many sectione,
Many classrooms,
One favourite

tea..:her. One hest

Eriend_

ONE SCHOOL,
MILLION
MEMORIES.

=

Radhika Bhatia
Millions of
l]t1{13?_ﬂ¢Ll.?E’)lt?
memories and
experiences,
Thousands of roller
coaster emotions |
Hundreds of
secrets, just one
p!au:n:z which feels

like paraqlisu{ M)

Divleen Kavr Chaudhery

Each c]a}r spent in
my ]'mlnw:fj haven,
is etched r.ld.'r.‘]'l i
my memory. My
vears in CJM have
E{rcnglln:n-.'d and
gnmmm] me well.
[ feel humbled
and |1-rj1.'i]+:.;1.':! for
E‘luin_e a part af
this incredible
journey.

Ishika (.:l'ﬁ!llL]I'l.:‘lT}'

Wy schoel life hag
heen like a roller
coaster ride with
many ups and
downs many
lum'n'rltg
EXPerienees.

Khushi Chandaola
Be 5E|]}5

Be run,

Be diffe rent,

Be energetic,

Be vou, hecause
life is too short to
be anylhing but
hupp;

Devilea Ghildival
Gigglea, sl'Lrie].es,
bears, smiles the
schaol ground
will echo again
with these but
without us, yet 1
will hear them
constantly again

in my dreams.

Kashilea Guir.ll
We could never he
scolded and at the
same time he
pampered like the
way we were here,

at CJM.
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Apoorva Somani

Let our dreams
e vour wings

i 2

Ansuhka Gu pla

Tl‘m teary and a
VETY reluctant
entry coincides
well with the
teary exit from
my school-my

second Fami]:.'.

P

Sujal Curang

Ohur school life is

aiwa}rs the hest
time of our lives.
I have got so
HAnY Memories
from this school
and I am pnuu]
to be a Cimite.
C]T'-'l ”cl]n‘uillli
will a]wa}-s have a
special place in

my heart,

Harmeet Kaur
One Spectmm—
many events,
Ohne teacher -
many lessons.

One schoal -many
MEeImeries.

oL

Niharika Jain

‘In schoal, you're
taug]at a lesson
and then given.a
test. In life;, you're
given a test that
teaches Vou a
lesson.’

— Tom Bodett

How true!

Bhumilsa Kathuria

A school is never
an infraetrichure

made out of bricks

and stones.

It is made of
MEMmorles, sUCCess,
failures and a part
of everyone's

childhood.

Crunpreet Kaur
"Education is our
passport to the
Il-lll‘.lln_*. for
tommorrow l‘,lL']UI'lE‘E
to the :|m-<:a|:!¢ whao
prepare For it
Imla:.f.'

— Maleolm X

‘. ’

Harmeet Raur
Make I::Jr.]a}r S0
heautiful that
yes[ur:fa_v gets

icaluus.

]

-3

|"I.5l|rlq1 Millﬂl

L4 years ago,
overwhelmed with
excitement, | had
alep]‘uwl inta a

Com plctui}' W
world, a [Mopian
world. Becoming a
part af this |'L13."ul
haven Laugi‘tl me to
be focused on my
gna] and have a
heart of gr-ld: for
when 1 traverse out

of this wanL!, [ will

create my Wil

&

<'a

Jauna Hu&miﬂ
Someone once
asked me the
5'|g11ii:in;an ce of
|:uzi11g in an ‘All
girls. 54:|1qu, |
didn’t know an
answer then but
tuc].a}',. | can say
t!ml: Convent oF
Jesus & Mar}r not
unl}r gives the
education which
W regiiire hut also
prepares us to
evolve into active,
mlF—uri]ler:L
pragmatic and
confident young
ladies who will he
the world's [uture
tarch hearers.

2 -
B
Vaidehi Nawani

1l }rau'r«- not able

to achieve

snmel:l]ing- at the
first try,
experiment with
different Ways and
find one that
resonates with vou
hecause giving up
leads nowhere.

Pragva Nn11ti:.'a|
Each corner of
the crimson
infrastructure
]l.::[ds ome or t.|1¢
other MEermary
which [ will
treasure all

ll1rr.mg'|1 ty life.

Kirande e Kaur

Each new
experience in this
haven has woven
a new thread into
the fahvic of my

life.

Malvika Nigam

[nitinil}' what |

.3.-15||:|1m:| to be a
cage turned out
to be a ;mlmlisu

L‘Lr:er.

Vaishnavi Rajput
From now, there will

be no hearing of the

school hells,
No longing for

MEI.IEI.I'H EJI‘JI'.I d ITIIS

steps,

There will be no
worries for our ]ung
Tll'l:i.iEr and i [4)
scﬁlr:lingﬂ for

[argetting our 'TD
c‘arl:’s !

The fun we felt while
eating the tiffin
hefore the recess will

no lungur he there,

No longer will we
give those lame
excuses to do&ge the
jodging in the PT
perinds.

Farwa Zehra
When our friend
II:JFL'EI'.".‘l:lr her

lunchh:x

Mo permission
M]uiwnlj eat the
W]IL'I;\‘-' ﬂ-l'l{l !E\EV'E
nntl‘ting of it.
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Class 12 C

Class 12 P

Y

a!.J-zsl'li!.a Kawat

Ladder té suceess
passes ﬂ!mus‘l‘t
CIHHH 'CIII.- !Cl’.’lUL‘liS "
where we galher
‘r'n]um Eg lﬁl:
|.em:-w|m1g«.= - moral
values and
memories that stay
forever in our
miinds.

Shri}'a Sharma
No matter how
much Yol thinl:
Yo hate schml,
:..-nu']l a]wa_-..-s niiss

it omee you leave.

A

Soanakshi Wadhwa

I do nat
remember the first
li.:lﬁ}" i"'[ my Khuﬂl
bt 11 alwa}'s
remermher my |ast
:lay hecause in
between these two
days, there is an
amazing,
intercsting and
heautiful jonrney,
a journey that
made me a true
‘Cjmite’

e
ﬁ’»i

.-'L.iml“]}'.] Sharma
| entered CIM with

a :-'l'.I'Li]t‘ on my '|‘ﬂ1.'l.'

and an open heart,
now when [ will he
|u;|'.'in_g. that smile
will still he there
but amidst the

lears .llt(,] my |1<.'|5F!

will be filled with a
gtmd]}' burden.

-
Prerna Sachdeva
CJM- the schoal
that believes in
Leeping the head

and heast in
tandem.

Arti Archana Tudu
The treasure hunt
of ]ennwlmlgf in
school for 14 vears
has been an
rxl:lilﬂmiing
experience, The
lessone learnt have
L'l.:]ll me motivated
Lo give my |'n.:r'|, i

all situations.

ncupaniaii Shak
When 1 entered
'Convent of Jesus
-ﬂl'.l'l.{ }‘1ﬂf_}"‘ ﬂﬂl{
saw the seniors |
couldn't wait to
Erow up and now
that [ am I.L‘:'I.\"[!.‘Ig
this wonderful

5-;:'10:1!, | want to

be that ‘LEG’ kid
again.

- ol

Stuti Samson
No matter what
goes on in your
1i£c, E-L,]w-u!
memaories will
always make you
llapp}r.

Privanshi Thapa
‘One child, one

tL"ﬂCIlEI‘. one pen

and one hook can
alone u]mnge the

v.-'urEd.J

Malala Yousalzai

&

Naila Usmani
Every journey has
a new |'N."|§illl!i.!|1.:|=‘.
How fortunate am
[ to have
5-:1ml."c|'.|i:|1|_:_= that
maks saying
_dmu”l].'l: g0 hard. A
rollercoaster
journey of 14
years, a journey
with tons of
bittersweet
memaories, a
journey with
valuable life
lessons, a jorrney
which T will hald

1,| ear :l-l'll'l."n'i"r.

-l

[aswica Masih

The countless
lesﬂuns :}F l]us
r'||.'|~__!'|-.'a'|.] lr:‘l.il wi.“
guide me all l|1m'||g]1
my life.

Samia Sachde

::ﬂil(h:r] !;{l’ i7a
jonariney that starts
with tears, also ends
with tears,

=
"N A A
Nitya Arora
Thinga fade but
mematies last

forever. Sa will

every precious

Zﬂ Iral Illh?.]IElT

The future
[‘.u_']ung':i to those
wha helieve in the
E-r_'aut:ﬂ of their
dreams.

moment spent in

CIM.

-

Harshi Ghildiyal
Walked in with a

|'.I'L‘-il‘r':|-' I'JL'IE.

"l."::';l”-u.':] out Wi.‘l.]'l a

|1::m}' heart.

Fahiha Azhar
Penple say that
dreadful memaories
cause the most
pain, but lumestl:.r
it's the wonderful
ones that drive

vou insane.

Adya Gu pla

opent the years in
Lhe ciasg PO
flneaming...

Years down the
e, clnsrmum wi“
il-;ulir WECOITIE &
dream.

(Al

Monal Bharti
Relighing the
EEEeTICE ar this
pl:we.

I never knew Lime

would be so
difficult to chase,
This comforting
grip is slip]'ring
away,

But the warmth of
CIM shall forever

stay.

A

Mehale ]uyﬂl

L]']n_- ronts n[

education are
bitter hut the lruit

is sweet.
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Aditi Kaushik
My Happy Place,
My Second Home,
thank you for
malt'mg me a
hetter [T,
Proud to he a
] Mite,

LA
Alshifa Khan
Endless number of

l.'-ﬂIL'I‘l.ll'ﬂ_. t-[ll‘-'l-lﬂdﬂlilﬂ
of Jeﬁigns hut =till
t]le !uaart ac]mﬂ for
the school dress we

are ]ea'uing behind.

Slu‘uti Kham:luri
‘A Million Warm

Emotions

A Tl‘muaand Life-
cnriul:ing lessons

ﬂ.]'id M II}!EIE

A haggage of
Hundred delicate
hittersweet
IMETories

ONE
PLACE:CJM'.

Aahana Mann
School life is the
most important
part of life and a
treasure of sweet

MEIMOries.

Aarushi N.ulii_\'.l[
J"-l'. journey in this
institution can be
described as a
|1.3p|'|y, emotional
and a heantiful
one, [t ]ias ]!g-lpe(!
me Lo slwr:-u my
IJIitrELILJ{I]il}' and
made me a
5pr[gl1i]}' confident

%

young la:!}r. Proud

to be a CIMite.

Nikita Rosa Prasad
M er|mu|u15
the women
empowerment

I.'IL"}'UIIIZ! Teasnre,

Muskan Oherai
2005 2037+
How c[mrls,l':alu]}'
signi'l:i-.‘:ﬂrl’t are
these 14 vears.
The journey in
this school ]:ﬂ:'gan
with such a fany
little slep in an
unaware state of
mind, lﬂa.!.r{ng no
idea that it could
be moulded into o
sublime a journey

ae this.

r"upuun'a Rawal
My journey in
CIM has been a
short but a
heautiful
s}-'mplmn_v af
evergreen
memories that
will alwa:.rs |11'in-g
a crimson blush
on iy cheeks
and a sweet
childish smile on
iy lipﬂ. for
which I can't
thank my |mn'.|1g
classmates and
cxucptium“}r
caring and
helping teachers
euou[ﬂ:.

Aditi Rai
While the people
at the [irst bench

1:mc|a: noles,
We at tilL‘ last
bench made

MEMmoTics.

i

Arughi Rawat

Lots of friend £,

[ 'ninrguttaHu

MEmories,
| ,t}_',.’:'l.] ]mﬂ rta,
B]ussuming fa ces,

J'"'LIH] QI Teason

M

ol =

Aashita Semwal
This institution
stands like an
ivory tower, for it
has transformed
me from a 5|13,'
hud to a

l_'1.ZI1TFi.IIiE'I11 H: WAET.

Khushi Salini

Hu:.r 1L, take me

hack to the app].ﬁ

chairs!

S

Saloni Sarin
The hest of
memories are made
in school which are
irn:piacm]:!ll: and

IlniFUIEﬂH'ﬂL].'E.

-
Husika Saxena
The purtajs of M
transformed me
from an urc]imry

gi:l to a confident

CITIE,

\3#

Monika Sondhi
Schoal life l:lf_-glns

with a gloomy smile

and ends with
h.app_v tears,

Parnika Sum!riyal
[ consider mprsr:l[
I-l,1|‘|.|ll1.l|,r|,' Lia I'ul.w.'
traversed this
ﬂl_ll'l'l,‘d] JoHarney
which made me a
l‘!u.;l.Ll.‘.l' ]11.I|1iaa1

[ﬁ-.'inr,f.

Ttilea ..:ur:mn

School life is the
most heautilul
pr:riurj of eveTy
person’s life. T carry
a ]'ri_g Eag of
memories with me
and thank EVErYOnE
for |'Jl."u1_s;‘ there for

.

lecha Kaur Sethi
What [ will always
remember the maost
ahoul ]I‘i_ﬂ]l. achoal,
are the memories |
created with iy
friends and the
lessons that 1 learnt

[l'[J]'I:'I my I:I'.'ﬂ.f]'t(' IE.
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INVICTUS

Determined, tndomitable,
wnwavering and untiring
group of Cimites cross the
threshold of their school
every vear and enter into
a world of wncertainties
and opportunities, Having
carried with them a
centennial fegacy of
perseverance, theiv dreams
crystallise to set a stage
for successful careers.

With their countless
achieventents, these
accomplished

wonten of batch 75'
express their gratitude to
the institution which has
played a phenomenal role
in shaping their victorions

path,

/
BATCH OF 7 5 The First ICSE Batch, CJM Debradun

B 1&«?’3:::

Hi:hu (Arora) Doo

Mentor & Coadh, Cyber
Sufety & Securdty and
Innovative eLearning
Practices in Schools

™

)

Rita (Thapar) Kapila

Former Teacher (CIN
Diehvadun), currently
Joins Secretary
CGIC AWWA

Sudha Marain

Corporale Lawyer who
siarted Her

career with Wipro and
later became a
freelancer with
Embassies and High
Commissions,

Shobho (Sodhdew) Kumor

Senior Knowledpe and
Learning Officer,
The World Bank,
Washington DC

Rotna Bakshi

Writer & Foundes
Principal, Little
Flowers School

Alka (Lal) Noutiyal
Depweiy Grevreral
Manager, Stare Bank
af ndia, Mumbai

Sonin (Issar) Chandihok

Former Educaror, Manager

{Hospitality Industry)

Sfowrmer District

Weelkomol (Sinha) Dorbari, 1AS
MIRSFAC, Secrerary.
Mimistry of Agriculture
& Farmers® Welfare,

Groverrment of Trdia

E .

Sumita Anond

Anju (Arora) Sodhi
TGT English, HOD
."pf."n'-.f.-" ['["r.'.h'__l,.'. .-Jr.'.'.‘_!.'
Sehool, Deferadun

Educator for children

Usha Pilloi
Jewellery Desioner and
French language

with special needs

¥

Heata {Maini) Dewan

Expert.

R e

Dietician and owner Renjona Kala, IFS
Neera Dewan Diet
Guide Cenre, Former Principal

Conservaror of Forest,
Head of Forest Force,

Uttarakfand

~ Aa
A
g
e Al
Shashi Batra Kir
Educator, Rokarian, k |
Bhawna Agarwal
Charrperson Infermationad

: = social Worke
Intnerwhee! Disirice 308 SR T




(Yheiv Eﬁ}ff{feﬁexﬁefzﬁs,' Our y?éa}aff?mfiﬁrrz-

i

Usha (Aithal) Krisheoswomy Sonchito (Majemdar) Yodow Sunita (Oberoi) Mehro Veni (Vanillo) Mathur Minnie Gogio
Former Educator & Former Deputy General  Vice Principal, b,:";*r' ‘II‘"{‘?«"' HTDelhi & Fopmer Chief General
Founder & Proprietor of Manager, Corporate Summer Valley Schoal, ?.;',‘;IT IVJ&E’ -{j"!ii'.}.l‘mf!.l:l Matiager (Reservotr)
Usha Krishmaswarnty Clomstiasiicalons, Detradun. C r; ’Jr”:; r;;:rii .. ONGC, Defrradrn
Chearious ONGC, New Dethi iy cxiffeb s

Stkitls Cosmeil

A%

] f ]
e J: _ 4 Neeka (Soni] Tol
Vinita Gulati o Konere -
Bela (Verma) Thapar & = : Pramila (Kabra) Dughare Former Teacher
F Former teacher, CIM OFTHER Lreten, 5 Joseph’s Aeademy
Naturopathist and et Tl fa ¥
owier ::l' i New Delhi, Currently Manager , {,.Faﬁrﬂ.r.;.!_':'u_ra.._;dn,. Defiradun, TOFEL
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Aaradhya Choudhury (Class 4C)

Stood First in ‘The VII Varun Pun
Memorial Inter-School Online English
Story Telling Competition' organized
by Welham Boys' School.

She has attained a place in India Book
of Records for answering 101 scientific
questions based on general observation,

She stood First in Poster Making Competition (8-10 yrs) age
group organized by SBI, on Children's Day on the theme New
Mormal, New Opportunities.
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1t's Geod to fiave a Sibling

It's good to have a sibling, %
"'

to play with all the time.

To have fun when I'm bored,
Someone [ can call mine.
There are times when we fight,
ornot talk to each other,
but it's good to have a sibling,
Whether a sister or a little bother.
Sometimes over caring, sometimes
they sound silly.
But one thing is for sure,
they will never leave us lonely.
S0, it's good to have a sibling
and 1 thank God, for giving me one!
-Paridhi Bhargava, Class T A

I\/Iy GE].I'(J,EH .

Roses, soft grass, sweet smell
and my fresh vegetables... Yes,
[am inmy garden.
Since last year I started helping
my grandma in the garden.
Now, T have a kitchen garden
with organic vegetables
like canliflowers, peas, tomatoes and bringals.
[ gifted tiny bringals to my friends.
love my garden.

-Ajooni Kaur, Clas T A

My Favourite Teacher

She guides us when we are lost,

Protects us when we are wealk,
We love her the most

She taught us how to speak.,
She praisesus all,

Truly loves and cares.

My dear class teacher,

is just beyond compare.
-Asadleeyah Lone, Class T B
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Standing 4t the Scheol C—Safe

Standing at the school gate,
I talk to my school,

nl

How are youmy dearest sch{mi'? J

Thope to see you soon.
Pop came the answer,
I am fine... but I miss my children so,
Want to see them dance and play
And shout aloud ho, ho, ho.

Isaid, dear schoaol

We will be back soon,
Together to dance and play,
And enjoy our time everyday,
And shout...Hurray, Hurray, Hurray!
-Ojaswini, Class 1 C

Missing Friends and School
«1“ {f"*\ R

My dear friends,
I'missed you this vear,
Because of the pandemic fear,
When we were in school,
We had fun together,
which [ cannot forget ever.
We learnt through online classes,
But I still miss school,
and meet friends who are 50 cool!
I hope when corona will be over
we all will be together forever.
-Mihira Bisht, Class T C

Mother Earth

This mother earth who gave us life,
Is also the protector of wildlife.

She gives us air, food, home,
And ample space to play and roam.
Tlove my mother earth a lot,
But cannot see her rot,
This mother earth where we humans thrive,
To keep it clean we must strive,
Enjoy the earth, treat it kind,
Afterallitis ours
Yes, ... yours and mine,

-Mansha Dora, Class [T A



How I made the most
of my lockdown days

Our life was filled with fun and happiness as we enjoyed our golden
schools days. However, one day unexpectedly a novel Corona virus
came into the world and though most of the countries took
precautions, the corona virus did not take much time to grab the
whole world inits fold.

We were ready to join our friends and teachers for the upcoming
session but because of the virus the whole country went under
lockdown, Even our education was affected and we attended our
classes online, This was not the same as our good old school days,
with nothing much to do my boredom increased but with the
advice of my mother I started learning sketching and drawing. My
class teacher also encouraged and inspired me to read. [ soon fell in
love with reading and it became my passion just as it had for
Matilda.

Ewven though I could not go out of my house for nearly a vear, this
lockdown also taught me a lesson. Instead of cursing one's luck, it
is only through hard work and positivity that one can overcome the
difficulties in life.

-Awvantika Farswan, Class [11 C

Ria in the Chocolate Land
"Tring Tring' the landline rang. It was 6 O'clock in the morning,
Ruchi aunty was on call, she asked me to handover the phone to
maonm. After that my mom informed me about the party that night at
Ruchi aunty's place. Around 8 p.m mom was all dressed up for the
party. She told me to be a good girl and have fun by myself. Twas a
little upset but then wisdom prevailed in me and I decided to have a
party. [ played music and danced on latest bollywood songs, my
kirty gave me company. [ treated myself with mango sandwich and
lemonade all prepared by me. Thanks to the lockdown effect which
helped me to learn all this from my grandmaother. After eating and
dancing [ was so tired that [ lay down in my playhouse, Then
suddenly something happened,

I heard loud music playing in a dark room as soon as | entered
the room I found that the walls of the room were covered with
chocolate. I was overjoyed and started scratching the chocolate
walls, Cutside the room were scenic mountain made of chocolate
and in the open area were slides of cookies which were very bumpy.
The coke fountain and the sprite river was flowing by, The trees
were made of ice cream and the candy flowers were all over the
place. T was enjoying the scene when suddenly, someone pulled my
arm and shouted aloud. "Ria, get up, you are getting late for
school.” It was non other than my mom, trying to wake me up,

-Anshika Tandon, Class IIT A

Water Conservation

Water conservation is a technigue to reduce

wastage of water and efficiently use the water for

future use. It is important because fresh clean

water is a limited resource and it will not be

available forever as 97% of our planet is covered

with salty water that we cannot use for drinking

therefore, water conservation will protect us from

water scarcity,

We can conserve water in the following ways:

a) Always turn off taps tightly to prevent
dripping and repair leakages,

b} Always wash the clothes with full load in your
washing machine. Avoid partial load.

¢) Water the plants, lawns and gardens
according to the weather.

d) Usemugand bucket for bathing.

e} While brushing, handwashing or washing
dishes, don't leave the water running,

fy Always use a broom to clean driveways rather
than hose,

g) Harvest rainwater and use it for watering
plants and gardening.

h) Collect waste water of R, machine and use it
for other domestic work.

-Aditi Gupta, Class IV B

Covid-19

A deadly virus spread all over the world,

Everyone was locked up in their abode.

The world came to a standstill,

Many people were affected by it and became ill.

Virtual classes became the need of the day,

"We need a vaccine” everyone would crib and say.

I am proud that my country made the most

effective vaccines,

And finally we will be able to distance ourselves

from the laptop screens.

Covid-19 tanght us to learn and explore many new

things,

It made us realise that we need to fly with our own

WINGS.

Covid warriors fought for us day and night,

And finally they brought a ray of hope and light.
-Ananya Nangia, Class IV B
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Lockdown Leisuve ‘cams

Funny things that happened to me and may be to you too!!
Most of the world was under lockdown to slow the spread of
the Covid-19 virus but not used to being home for such a long
period 1 discovered few unusual things that 1 had never
noticed before. To mention a few...

*  Bina Mummy ke bole hi, paani ki bottles bhar kar fridge

mein rakh di
* Lays ke bade packet mein 31 chips hote hain; & bade

waali + 20 normal + 5 tukda + baaki chura Dreams may be big or tears size small
« Pankhaoff karne ke baad 1 min 6 sec baad rukta hai. they may be colourful golden bright
+  Maggie banane mein 4 min 42 sec lagte hain. oras dark asnightfall.
»  Mere bathroom mein 113 tiles hain, 41 white + 72 pink, They can take me to far off places
With all this said, I've kept a positive head, always looking tothe desert, fields, deep oceans or,
towards the current challenge of lockdown as an adaptive tothe galaxies of different shapes.
learning experience that we are all faced with. Idon't know how dreams are made,

-Akriti Sharma, Class [V C why I laugh or cry in my sleep
orwhy I scream when I am afraid.
AT know that it's good to dream,
forthey keep me alive and happy
. leaving my eyes with a bright gleam.
\ (I Vi {‘{1 -Alia Bist, Class W A
]
for a

I Technology and Communication
good-life

Hello my dear friends, let me share some advice,
If you subscribe to it, vou'll surely succeed in life,

If you wale up early, with or before sunrise,

Work and study sincerely, you'll always bag a prize., The wear 2020 was difficult for everyone due to
Never ever hurt others, be supportive and polite, COVID-19. When we were not allowed to get out of
With a clear conscience, you'll get a nice sleep at night. the house, visit family and friends 1 realised the

importance of technology.

Because of technology, [ was able to attend my classes
and continue learning in many ways. My favourite
video conferencing facility Zoom allowed me to
virtually interact with all of my classmates and

Adways stay honest and grateful and bear a cheerful
smile,
You'll always be blessed and successful and will go

anextra mile.

If vou stay optimistic and always value the time, teachers everyday. I learned to use Google, Gmail and
Be disciplined and diligent, vou'll always shine. Guoogle Drive and also experimented making videos,
Regular meditation and voga will nourish your Using Google and Youtube 1 learned about COVID
soul, body and mind, and how washing hands, wearing a mask and using a
It1l help you stay calm and content in any situation sanitizer could prevent the corona virus infection.
it These days [ am reading about Corona Vaccine.
-Sarah Ghai, Class V C -Akriti Sharma, Class V B
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HasanF ezl

Basant Panchami has come,

The drums go dum, dum, dum!

Yellow dresses, Yellow flowers,

Iaa Saraswati's blessings on us showers,
The flowers are in bloom

The kites go vroom, vroom, vioom

The Goddess give us knowledge,

And we get sweets to relish,

Prays in the morning,

Fun during the day,

Iake Basant Panchami an auspicious day!

-Dhriti Panwat, Class ¥V C

The Lockdown
CHRONICLES

Early morning the online classes,
are full of entertaining lasses.
The hissing of the pressure cooker,
the instrumental music of brasses,
add to the irony of the classes.
Digital classes give us immense zing,
even in the downtime, studies are in full swing,
Teacheris teaching all galore,
the students are wanting to explore.
Virtually interacting with teachers and buddies,
[ am glad we are not lagging behind in studies.
Students are estatic in dance classes,
and their siblings too relish in masses.
They fidget with buttons and keys,
which s not so cool, please.
The classmate when doing up her hair,
is cautioned by teacher to be aware.

As we all know that, now-a-days we all are facing Covid-
19 pandemic because of which we are all locked into our
homes and almost the whole world has come to a stand
still,

Initially, T was unhappy and miserable as I couldn't go
outside to play or goshopping to Malls and enjoy parties.
But, gradually, as time passed I changed my thinking and
discovered new ways of spending time. Also, when |
looked deep inside myself 1 found skills which were
hidden within me, So, I decided to explore them, like
cooking, singing, gardening to name a few. Also, more
importantly 1 realised that during this period we were
able to strengthen our family bonds. I hope and pray that
this time will get over scon and we are able to focus on
our journey ahead with positivity.

-Aura Sengar, Class V C

At the time when assignments are asked,
for some network bandwidth seems to be low
but rest of the time it overflows.
Assessments are all MOCQs,
children answer using their (s,
Celebrations are breath taking,
new talents are in the making.
Ting! Tong! we hear the bell,
time to pack up the teacher tells,
Oops! we are already in the study room,
all set to click and shut down zoom.
-Aaradhya Choudhury, Class [V C
g1
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My Dream

I had a strange dream last night
That I had a big roadside fight
The robbers tried to snatch my chain
And1wasinalittle bit pain
Butthen I remembered my Karate skills
And planned to make them ready with their hospital bills
Quickly picked up the pebbles from that place
I threw them all on theirhead
And ran to the road wherever it led
I thought I ran and fought bravely
And reached back home safely
But then I was shouted at for being a fool
As I'was getting late for the schoaol.
-Amairah Dhir, Class VI A

Spiriftual

I asked my father, "Is there something supernatural or insane?"
He answered, "Yes, but it"s unlike your Avenger's game."

[ goggled at him, "But ['ve never heard of any power’s name!"
He smiled at me, "Ok, so now let me explain-

In this world we have to strive,

To think and express what and how it's right,

To distinguish between good and bad,

To notice what we all lack.

But oftenin this race,

We forget to maintain our soul’s peace,

"We suppress it and increase our ignorance to fame.”

lasked, "1s soul our power and treasure of the game?"

"Yes, but this treasure 1s not easy to be gained.

Living is not what life contains,

Something beyond knowing there remains,

The one who understands it, the power he pains,

The one who is nescient, fails.

Our body is just an object between our faith and fate,

"But still, for this desire, we struggle and hail."

"Sowill this require a lot of hard work and sweat?

"M, it just demands your psyche and mind-set,

It requires a high sense,

[t needs you to cross the thoughts of past and future tense."
"But isn't it out of world's ritual?™

"Yes, because this ritual is a myth while the truth is spiritual "

-Mitali Rawat, Class VII C
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NATURE

Whenever I closed my eyes,

Iimagined the blue skies,

Oh! The wind sang whis whis,

Iimagined the spirit of nature.

Oh! Pretty the scene in your own world,

I saw the green fields,

Bathing in the sun,

Iimagined the spirit of nature.

I'wish I fly over the seas and skies,

I'wish 1 live with nature and nights,

I wish my dreams come and calm,

I've imagined the spirit of nature,
-Adshni Singh, Class VI B

Conprumsif
\ 7 L4

I am waiting forsomeone

I myself don't know who it could be

It could be anyone

But the one who doesn't flee away from me
[ have a lurking hope in my heart

That someone would come

And would not leave me apart

And take care of melike a mum

Oh! I can heara noise

I think someone is coming

But it was a truck full of toys

Which was going

[ am keeping my eves closed

Toseek God's attention

I think it'll be true what I supposed

Cause L have a strong determination

I'am longing for companionship

[ am losing my patience

I feel someone is picking me up

And [ smell the sweet fragrance

Oh! Tt's my best friend

Who's like my family

With whom I can easily blend

And who cares for me dearly

Atlast ] have found a companion for me
Andsolaminamood of great delight and glee

l.\_ -Prapati Nangia, Class VIII E//




LOCKDOWN Diaries

With a spirit of enthusiasm flowing in our nerves, we were all set to welcome a new academic session. And that was the
time when something similar to a weird dream took place - Lockdown. It was undesirable, unexpected and something which
we had never experienced before. Locked within four walls, no get togethers, no parties. . doesn't it sound awbkward? But that
was the fact, The whole world just came to a standstill and so was our life, hence started the journey of lockdown. ... In the
very beginning, one day was like a week, passing slowly by, everything proved to be boring. 1 tried to engage myself in several
different activities, unaware of what the upcoming days had planned for us. But as the days passed by, the lockdown had
started proving to be a fruitful one. As we all sailed in the same boat, our school took cause of virtual classes which were a
very new and imnovative way of learning for us. We welcomed it with same excitement which we had for the much awaited
offline sessions. The upcoming couple of months gave us the way to enhance our skills as all we were doing was to sit at
home. Apart from that all we missed was our friends, classroom and the fun we had.

The lockdown in a way distanced us but brought us closer to our family. In the times of crisis and so much negativity
enveloping us, it was necessary to be motivated and keep our spirits high. I learned everything from being a cook to helping
my mom in household chores. .. the situation in every house, As every coin has two sides, so was the lockdown. One way was
to sit and cry, waiting for evervithing to get normal. Other way was, to hope for the best, celebrate every moment and adjust
with the situation. I took the second way, although still unaware of when all this would end.

-Gauri Singhal, Class 8 B

Dear Mathematics,

I just realised how much T love vou. No need to give me that sceptical look, I already know, T sound really weird at the
given moment. I felt this way for a while now, No need to boost vour ego, plus stop grinning like a Cheshire Cat. You usually
scare almost every student if you start grinning like that, they might start getting nightmares.

Just kidding. You look good when you smile. As a child T must admit T did not like you. Hold on, but that does not mean
that I used to hate you, My feelings towards you were neutral. | always used to wonder how the world would be without you,
1 know that it's a stupid thought. That's when I realised that it would be nightmarishly hard to live without you, if not
impossible. That's just what T used to think as a small kid of class 2nd. And then I just decided to bear with you throughout
my life, This is what I felt till I was in Junior School.

As soon as [ reached the Middle School, simple Arithmetical problems and Geometry were joined by Algebra. By the
start of the session 2017-2018, 1 had a tad bit hatred for you. As soon as the session progressed, I realised T had no Juck with
you. Hey! no need to be angry... let me finish. By the mid session, I realised I started hating vou. But this feeling of hatred was
replaced. I was soon liberated from the hatred [ had for you. That feeling of hatred soon faded away. Now as I have reached
class 9th, I realised one thing- there is a thin line between love and fate and youw are tap dancing on it. | came to know that [ have
grown a liking towards vou,

As child I did not realise how good you are. Your jokes of someone bringing 100 watermelons for no reason were really
hilarious but solving it could be mindbogpling as well. The simple Arithmetic to Complex Geometry, from simple to
simultaneous equations of Alpebra, [ have realised that a life without you might be nice but not as fulfilling as it is right now. 1
have realised how beautifully Complex and complexly beautiful you are!

Your simply complex yet complexly simple problems and solutions just leave me frustrated as well as awestruck. The
feelings and respect [ have for you. I just cannot explain. Thanks for tolerating me for all these years. | wanted our journey to
end by class 10th. But now from forward counting to Differential Geometry and Tensor Caleulus, 1 hope and pray that this
journey of ours together should be an eternal one.

-Riddhima Bhandari, Class IX A
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Limit to my Imagination

ust like the sky, Just like the clouds,
I can change my hues. I can sway.
The things that hardly matter, Strong, determined and independent,
are the people's views. ready to carve my very own way.
Just like a bird, When I grow up,
I can fly with my wings ['will shine,
Gossip and suppression, even when the time is not mine,
is all that society brings. brighter than the stars at night,

evenif I fall as a shooting star,
Iwnll float down stream,

Just like tall trees,

[ am far beyvond your reach.
Pre-eminence and patriarchy,

are all that the society can preach.

and will land in such a nation,
where there is no limit to my imagination.
-Niyati Bahl, 10 A

THE TIME WHEN I LOST SOMETHING I DEARLY LOVED

‘Sowne peaple are so poor, all they have s morey. ' -Bob Marley

Haiﬂng from a small village in Uttar Pradesh, my mother being a mere housewife and my father an electrician, I had
never known those seemingly unattainable luxuries of life; chilled Coca Cola being one of them. When I was a child,
the only thing that I looked forward to, on waking up in the morning, was going to school. Being a sincere student all through
my life, in the rare moments when I used to daydream in the middle of a class, I used to imagine my life as a grown-up, A
successful, rich and powerful individual. One whom everybody would fearfully respect and admire. One who would be
capable of upgrading from that cheap but rare | rupee orange Popsicle to that 5 rupee Choco bar, One who would not have to
fight his siblings for a corner of that threadbare blanket when the nights and the floor got chilly. One who would not have to
worry about the teacher calling him out for not submitting the school fees. And, of course, I left no stone unturned in
ensuring that [ became one.
Fast-forwarding the next thirty vears of my life, today I'm a successful, rich and powerful person, respected as well as
admired. One who has attained those seemingly unartainable luxuries of life, Coca Cola? I'm one of the largest
shareholders, And today 1 will tell you about the time when [ lost something 1 dearly loved. And that something is. ...
my smile.
My mother used to say, "My child, vour smile is magical. It is akin to the pleasant sun rays that warm us on a cold, wintry
day. Do us this tiny favour and do not ever conceal it rather allow the world bask to in its glory, Otherwise who will ever know
that you aren't the axe-murderer you look like?" And then she used to laugh. Little did my sweet mother know that her gem
would soon forget how to curve upwards the corners of his mouth.
[ cannot pin- point the exact moment when I became a stranger to my own smile, Perhaps it was when I had been stressfully
preparing for my finals with the sole aim of becoming the university topper. Or when I had begun ignoring my family while
getting ready for my role as a CEQ of a multinational company. Or when [ had lost sleep worrving over my business
ventures. Or when... .never mind. The list? It's endless. But it is sufficient to say that in my struggle to achieve something
better, something greaterin life, T lost my beloved smile, In my childhood, nobody, nobody had the courage to inform me that
in my journey towards infinite wealth, I would be bound to encounter such petty thieves like stress, fame, wealth that would
rob me of my smile, my happiness. Like the patriot, “Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun to give it my loving friends to
keep!” I had ambitions but I allowed those ambitions of mine to take control of my life, [ forgot to enjoy those tiny, little
things that sometimes seem so insignificant that we forget their true worth. The smile of a baby. The gentle caress of a
mother, Sunrise, Sunset. The simple act of drawing in that full lungful of sweet air, Purely existing.
Today when I look at myselt in the mirror, [ do not see a wealthy or a successtul man rather [ see a broken, unhappy man. A
man who has lost all purpose to live. A man whose children are willing to slit each other's throat just to inherit his empire. A
man who has no one to call his own, A man who longs for that one rupee orange Popsicle. A poor rich man. Ironic, isn't it?
But1pray that you do not take the road L took. [t's deceiving.

-Ashima Thaplival, Class X C
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The Photograph
ke rain was pouring metcilessly as I stood under the umbrella, looking at the coffins of my grandparents, paying no attention
to the sermon being delivered by the priest. Suddenly a suit-clad man came into my unwavering line of view. "Ms. Carlisle,
vour grandparents left this chest, their most prized possession to you. I am Robert, their lawver. * the man said as he thrust a chest
the size of a basketball into my hands. I was surprised to see that it was unlocked and housed only one item, a single photograph.
The photograph was of an endless black tube with concentric rings that were faded and a dull white. My hands roamed over
the photograph in search of a hidden letter to make sense of this odd parting gift. But while doing so, | pricked my finger on the
corner of the photograph and a big droplet of my crimson blood fell on the photo. The moment my blood touched the surface of the
photograph, the photo came alive and started moving and [ was suddenly sucked inside of it like a vortex and I tightly shut my eyes.
When I opened my eyes I was inside the endless tube and the ring on which I was standing turned bright red while the rest were still
the same dull white_ I took a few steps forward and the rings on which [ stepped illuminated to a bright white as I put my foot on
them. Suddenly a gruff and manly voice boomed inside the tube, “Welcome to the Infinity Tube' Raven. I am vour ancestor,
Chester Carlisle. The Carlisles are a long line of wizard inventors and 1, as the first Carlisle, invented this tube, safely hidden as a
photograph which can only be activated by the blood of a Carlisle. Each ring represents a year. The red ring is the present year, the
rings in front, future, and the ring behind it are the past years. To get out, let a drop of yourblood fall on the ring of the year you want
to go to. Remember my child, this photograph can be a very dangerous weapon in the wrong hands, therefore, safeguard it with
vour life if need be. if vou ever want to talk to me say 'Infinitum”. Goodbye. Overwhelmed with the information [ started to run.
Suddenly I realized that the cut on my finger had started bleeding again and before [ could do anything about it, a drop of my blood
fell on the ring on which I was standing and I was thrown out of the photo. When I opened my eves, I saw a man covered in black
from head to toe brutally murdering my grandparents and at that sight, I let out a bloodcurdling scream.
-Sargun Singh, Class X C

This chronic era of time has given me precious life lessons,
Which can't be expressed, which can't be overlooked, as,
I am a soldier's wife, | am a soldier's mother.

MARTYRIS

(LATIN FOR MARTYR)

Today it was his thirty fifth birthday When [ received a letter from the army,

I had prepared myself, that when he comes back home,

I will not let him go back again

To that “grave of humanity™, to that ground where a
merciless massacre

is the deed of morality.........

To become a proud martyr, but suffering cannot incapacitate
me, cause,

I am a soldier's wife, | am a soldier's mother,

Today it looks like all the same,

His wife sitting beside me, AGHAST

[ can feel the trauma she is going through,
As 1 felt fifteen years ago,

I was numb, couldn’t feel anything, couldn't feel the blood
passing through my body. .

But [ did not cry, because 1 could proudly express that my
son gave up his life for his country | that

1 am a soldier's wife, I am a soldier's mother.

Soldiers go away, leaving evervthing behind,

Some, leaving their newly married life imperfece,

Some leaving their children dispirited,

Some, leaving their family incomplete,

But every soldier leaving his mother proud,

So that every martyr's mother could proudly say as [ do-
Fam a soldier’s wift, T am a soldfer’s mother,

-Mishtha Verma, Class X C

sufficient to take me high.

During the day, I'm rushing here and there,

But when, slowly, the black curtain comes over having holes
through which silver light pecks at me,

My whole attention they steal giving me such an extraordinary
comparny,

hile I lay on the moist grass,

I starc up at the admirng stars.

They stretch in the incessant perpetual lines,

While staring at them, I guess, a simple unpretentious human

doesn't even need a whine, Then I lay down and let the grass beneath me brush my hair
They come when the enormous hlazing ball of ignition goes  Indolently, then all at once, I fell asleep,
down, The night sky still covering me with stars in it like a heap.

Bringing along with them, the argent crescent as their crown,
We are the fliers on the walls,

Stars are the virtuosi of the night halls.

As the dusk hides itself,

Stars proliferate themselves as interminable on the black shelf.
Stars hung from a black background or sometimes hazy-blue,
It seems as if the glistening stars are stuck by an eternal glue.
Stars are like the shining speck,

But one can't drink their elegance in one take,

coz’ they are the chandeliers, which, by their cold effulgence,
bloom the night sky,

When I lay down and stare at them, that everlasting view is

Sprinkles of warmness upon myselfl I feel,
The Sun peeks through the horizon as I push myself on my heel,
The yellow-mustard glister turns to full day light,
Often I wonder, Can | ever reach That Hedght?
Asthe whole sphere is on repeat,
I'run and run with the time trying not to miss a beat.
For | know, they'll come again,
Soothing me, calming me, taking all my pain.
People often say that for them enough is the daily farce,
Tjust want to ask them, “Have vou ever laid down on the grass
and let yourself admire The STARS?
-Laibaa Qadeer Sahani, Classs}}gl A



FEBRUARY AND A SALTED CHOCOLATE CAKE

Days areshorter in February and sometimes, if we are observant enough in our busy lives, we may see the days descending into
nights earlier than they do in summers. Despite this geographical singularity that takes away a good part of sunshine from us,
causing us to retreat to our beds early in the night, this month has had a bittersweet significance. Bitter for the exams are just around
the corner and sweet for it is the month when my parents celebrate their birthdays as well as their marriage anniversary. Each year
as it passes adds another vear to our age, making us a little older. Even though this annual trend hardly affects us, it is celebrated
with much pomp and gaiety. And when it's for the birthday of their children, parents leave no stone unturned. Looking down the
memory lane, | realize 1 have always had my birthdays celebrated in the most exaggerated manner. This year, however, with
another year to my fifteen vears, | took on the task of assuming a brittle responsibility. Wading through the waters of reluctance and
trying to reach a safe shore was harder than it initially seemed.

MNevertheless, with a loyal ally by my side, I convinced myself it was time to break a sweat. Devising a plan : With my mother
answering the calls of relatives, forwarding thank you texts and my father doing the same on his phone, [ slipped into my sister's
room. As | had expected, I found it hard talking her out of her disinterest. However, after an hour of emotional preaching, 1 had her
on my side. Now the main problem here was to create a diversion as mother would never have allowed us to "raise hell” in her
sacred place, her kitchen. But I couldn't have given up to such a trifling hitch. Since my parents' birthdays and their anniversary lie
within a space of a week, we usually ignore the birthdays and get down to marking the anniversary instead. Keeping in my mind the
fact of this ritual, I had thought of asking mother to call over some friends and
family to make the celebration seem bigger. Contemplating this plan for a long time, [ realized that after the party would get over, it
would be twice as much work for my mother. Accordingly, this plan was struck off the list. Next on, the other alternative proposed
by my sister was ordering some food from the market. | had initially agreed to the plan but then again it wouldn't make sense to use
their money to buy food for them.

Finally, after a lot more arguing and exploring, we decided on making something special for them with the help of internet.
Assuming ourselves to be adequately experienced in culinary skills, we embarked on baking a cake for them. To keep ourselves
from getting caught, [ stared their favourite movie and hoped that they would stay glued to the screen. Going undercover: Thereisa
strange excitement in things done secretly. Despite trying our best not to laugh too loudly, we failed miserably in our attempts.
Going to the kitchen and assuming the role of a cook somehow seemed funny to both of us. Not having cooked anything before, we
dived straight into the web and searched for a video that would help us fulfil our ambition. Little did we know that experience
couldn't be learnt in one day from internet. Chocolate cake, a classical dish was what we had decided for, As soon as the video
started, a list of ingredients that we had heard but not seen before popped on the screen. Still confident, 1 rummaged through the
shelves to collect all that was required. "Now, adding baking powder to four cups of all-purpose flour.. .. The narrator’s sleepy voice
went on and as [ was trying to spot the difference between baking powder and baking soda, father entered the kitchen. [ stopped and
turned around to look at my sister, questioning her silently as to what would happen if he told mother. Surprisingly, he left the
kitchen after having a glass of water and murmured something about not spoiling the kitchen. Next few moments in the kitchen
were spent in anticipating the arrival of mother, who eventually did not turn wp. 5o, we resumed our baking and plodded on
diligently, messing up a little here and there, only halting to look at the clock. Even though baking a cake does not require a little
more than half an hour, our cake took double the time to be baked. The cake was ready and we were half scared, half excited to
know how it had turned out. Our cake did not look pleasing enough, but it was passable and one could easily make out it was a cake.
Salt tastes better: Upon entering their room with the cake, our expectations were met. Father pretended to be surprised, despite the
encounter we had in the kitchen. Mother was shocked and looked at the cake with a puzzled expression, not being able to believe
that we had actually managed to cook something. I couldn't tell if she was happy or angry with us, but she did say something about
piving us a good thrashing if she found anything out of place in her kitchen. Somehow, we knew she wouldn't do it, not today.

Amidst some incoherent talking and broken singing, mother sliced the cake, I protested that father should be given the chance
tor at least hold the knife. Mother attacked, saying she wouldn't have any chocolate stains on the bed, simply alluding that the three
of us were incapahle of doing things without ruining them. [ chose to ignore that remark. T was the first to taste the cake. No sooner
did T eat it than [ realized it was salty. The cake was fine. It was the buttercream on the top that was salty. Instead of using the
unsalted butter for the buttercream, we had used the classic salted butter. [ was surprised that we had baked the cake so precisely,
taking the accurate measurements and even taking the help of a video. Nevertheless, our plan had gone wrong. Father pretended to
have loved the cake and remarked that he was hoping for a future for us in the culinary field. Mother seemed to have grown soft over
the past few minutes, As she was leaving for the kitchen, a bleak disappointment came over me and I was convinced that
somethings were better left undone. In this case, trying to bake a cake was one of them. After a few minutes, however, mother
returned with the same cake. When she passed around the slices again, | got an inkling as to what she had done, She had waved her
magic wand and made the cake better. I was proven right in my assessment and she had indeed turned the salt in the cake to a
pleasing sweetness. She was the saviour of our family after all.

Drays are ndeed shorter in February and colder too. Exams are always around the corner. And when you try to bake a cake,
chances are it will taste a little salry. Despite the cold weather, impending exams and salty cakes, there is still a way to create your
own version of happiness through these experiences and find out that you have learnt more from them than can be taught
anywhere else.

-Hansa Kandwal, Class X1 D
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The othen ocde

It's the most neglected.

Reality is a harsh mate

the 'share market' and the 'Hollywood updates’,
You fell for icright? It's all BAIT.

to the other side that nobody prefers to visit Remember when you called a friend?

The dreary dejected world, evervthing vivid. Unavailable, the message said.

Above the clouds when the plane fies,
That moment when vou were torn apart

A bitof turbulence, even the pilot's heart cries : :
Huh?! You still had reasons to comfort your heart

Rememberwhen dad said ‘yes' to Starbucks

That second thought which came to your mind Taeakywhenyryellodubyourman,

Then, then you were absolutely right. Theother side knows, who was wrong.

Going through the newspaper when you read that All the way when vou were listening to the songs,

NEWS, Little did you know what vou were missing along.

Ignoring the pain of others you choose. -Kanika Gulati, Class XII A

. /

Opaque Visions

Tﬂday was a day full of vour reminiscences, while sipping tea of a gratifying flavor that's seldom
achieved, the moment [ gulped it with a loud slurp, it felt like you, the way you were the best
cure to my headaches, the way meeting you felt 2 home coming, how the journey to reach you always seemed shorter! I still
have a hazy remembrance of the last delicacy that you cooked for me, how the spices were the right blend of being "perfect,
just perfect’. Wothing less, nothing more, just enough. Maybe it held a resemblance to your aura, how in the moments [ was
with vou complexities were just like strangers, the one's you would never let me talk to. Today they are just like unbidden
guests and since you've left, they've had the longest stay with me. I still remember how you would keep the most carmine
litchis for me, how watching me relish them over our idea of a perfect evening was your most loved pastime. Today it has
been years that I've devoured litchis with that same fulfillment, their hardy shells somehow irritate me now; perhaps its was
your presence which was ravishing and not the litchis. Today as I sit back, I've got nothing but a handful of insentient objects
which are closely knitted to you. Just like an intricate croatia, "we've had our share of the most sublime patterns; this world
would never know. I still remember the day when I was informed that you have become officially a part of the constellations
above ; since then gazing incessantly at the stars has come so naturally to me. [ wonder why we always say, the sun is also a
star” and not "a star is also a sun’, for almost every star that has ever winkled has somewhere been a source of utmost warmth
to someone. I still remember vour preferences, vour likes and your dislikes, how you always preferred a garnish of freshly
chopped coriander leaves over anything salty, how you had an exceptional inclination towards the turquoise hue, how you
always savoured ginger tea more than anything, out amidst the ten years that I've spent, remembering you in bits and pieces
everytime I've sipped tea of a gratifying flavor that is seldom achieved, ['ve somehow lost the vision of your physigue. ['ve
forgotten whether your eyes were purely hazel or they had a tinge of black in them. I am doubtful whether the last time we ate
together, did you smile vour biggest smile when I had slumbered my eyes for a second after completing the meal. | am
fluctuating whether the last time [ met you in person, were vou in a red saree or a maroon one. Today as [ remember you | I've
grown up with the memory of all our ‘last instances ' which I was oblivious, were going be our last. I've realized that no
matter how great a distance lies in between the both of us, I'll always find you in the brightest star, the chirpiest bird, the most
bloomed sunflower and almost everything that'll surround me, but what makes me skip a beat is that you are a mere opaque
vision to me now. [ no longer remember you with your definitions. It's all misty, the kind of mist that prevents even the
slightest amount of light to penetrate \Maybe knowing a person from childhood is the best and the worst thing altogether as
the memory of yourearly days is vague enough to be called a mirage!

-Monal Bharti, Class X11 D
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“What is meant to be

Stranger. A stranger in this world with its malignant,

shrewd, unsympathetic and crafty inhabitants. However
as of then, a stranger in the city of Philadelphia. Nevertheless,
the name drove in a feeling of homesickness and caused an
acute pain in my chest and I well recognized it. It was a pain
which my heart was accustomed to -as piercing and sharp asa
knife-and had learnt to suppress, for there is little space for
emotions in this shallow world. 1 had learnt my lesson after
being used like a doormat on multiple occasions so my
cynicism was not unwarranted. However that day, those
bittersweet emotions surged up in me like strong ocean
currents refusing to be repressed any longer. The sentiments
which I had suppressed for so long in the abyss of my heart for
the past twelve years resurfaced, only this time they were too
overpowering to- be held back. The cause lay before me-
Philadelphia.

These thoughts preoccupied my mind as [ walked down
the road on a snowy evening to reach the nearby bus-stop,
which would take me back to the comforting warmth of my
home, in Pennsylvania. 1 could have taken a cab but my
introspective mood made little allowance for that, besides
winter was my favourite season. The frost covered trees, the
rooftops decorated with pearly crystal-clear snow, the
snowflakes adorning the pavements and the beautiful curls of
the girl I saw running before me, the sweet air with a chilly taste
to it ,added a unique enchanting charm to the ambience and
made it a panorama straight out of a fairytale.

“Crack!” T heard a small chunk of snow crackle against my
boots. I bent and the faint moonlight revealed something
glittery and lustrous. I picked it up and saw that it was a
diamond ring. Glittery yet unaftractive to me costly vet
ordinary to me. | had gone too weary of this materialistic
world to attach much importance to such things, so much so
that my first instinct was to throw it away but my conscience
nudged me to submit it in a nearby police station which was
supposedly on my way to the bus-stop.Placing it in the pocket
of my long coat, I proceeded and resumed with my train of
thoughts. “RACHEL" I said and heaved a sigh reflecting pain,
anguish and an uneasy comfort. Alas! The strange business of
memories. Sometimes it is difficult to understand whether it is
the good or the bad memories which cause more pain.

I remember Rachel as a loving, loval, sweet-natured gitl of
seven, unfortunately born to a drunkard father. [ remember our
first meeting in that countryside area where we used to live
fifteen years ago when [ was seven oo, [ remember how we
used to swing on the branches of the humongous birch tree
together ,our knees clasped tightly, holding hands for the fear
of falling down vet intrepid enough to swing. At that moment
it felt as if we were touching the face of heaven, flying high with
the world beneath us, watching the sun's rays dissipate in a then
magical world. The balmy air on our glowing faces tickling
our neck and blowing our curls away from our faces made us

a0

will always find its way"

feel like Little acclaimed actresses out on a shoot. “What fun!™,
I exclaimed and a smile escaped my lips. She was a person with
whom [ could instantly connect which rarely happened with
me and [ could never stop wondering whether it was her
genuineness, her stoicism, her lively spirit or her beautiful heart
which attracted me the most. However it did not matter as we
were best of friends. I rarely visited her house. She had warned
me against it as an evil spirit possessed her father which might
try to harm me. That was what her mother had told her as a
consolatory statement when she had asked why her father used
to beat her every evening so hard that most of her teeth had
fallen off and her body was all black and blue, with barely any
time (o recover as it was an everyday's routine, Today as 1
retrospect, I realize that he was indeed possessed by the
abhorrent evils of avarice, liguor, anger and inhumanity. 1
remember the day when 1 saw her father leave the house at
dawn and [ rushed in her house to wake her up for our morning
routine of pleasant walks, as she was late. As T walked up the
starrcase, it creaked and [ heard a muffling sound near the
closet. | slowly opened it and saw Rachel pleading with her red
eyes “Please don't. I will be a good girl and not hide. Please
father!" [ gasped for air as [ felt a sudden jolt of breathlessness,
reminiscing those painful memories.

I had reached the police station. I quickly went inside,
rubbing my palm and easing myself up. The cold and the even
colder tale of my friend’s life had stiffened me up. I said to a
woman officer there "Excuse me ma'am. I found this ring in
the Park Street two blocks away. 1 just dropped in to submit it "
Shelooked at it and beamed instantly, hugging me. I obviously
did not know her but the hug felt absurdly comforting and
something which could really help in pulling me out of this
sadness. She said “Hello, T am Miss Carlos on my way to
becoming Mts Rivers and [ had lost my engagement ring while
patrolling. I am so thankful to you for your kind gesture. Havea
wonderful day.” I smiled and bowing a Little in
acknowledgement of her gratitude, left. Tt felt satisfying to be a
cause of someone's happiness. However, it could do little to
suppress my gulit. All goes back to that summer evening eleven
years ago, We were playing on the empty field, were as candid
and wild as the weeds ,an uncontrollable pair of unbacked
colis, shouting ferociously, for the normative walls of civility
and this sham world had not cornered us then. I remember my
mother calling me inside and bidding Rachel a quick
“goodbye”, I hopped on my way to the house, My parents had
a worried look on their faces as they revealed to me that we
were moving to Pennsylvania. [ asked “when?"” to which I gota
crude reply “today”. Fighting back tears, I shouted at them,
"Why did you not tell me before? I did not even talk to Rachel"”
and then suddenly there was an influx of emotions and I wept
uncontrollably. 1 quickly rushed to Rachel’s house and the
propect of receiving a slap by her father no longer scared me.
However he was not there. Rachel was sitting by the door
holding her mother's hand who laid in a semiconscious state



on the floor, perhaps after a severe beating. 1 stood there fora
while and whispered to her, “Goodbye Rachel, I am moving to
Pennsylvania.” | could well see the dumbfounded expression
on her face. A look that was pleading, lost, helpless, hopeless
and accusing at the same time. [ could not stay any longer, [
ran, | could now feel the memories of that day sneaking out of
my eves and rolling down my check as 1 walked hastily.
Another mile and I would be at the bus stop. 1 was always a
believer in destiny and fate. The plan of God is undecipherable
but I ardently wished to see her once more, to explain to her
that I was not a traitor, to make her believe that [ cared a lot for
her, to make her aware of the fact that even after twelve years,
she was the sole occupant of a large, spacious abode in my
heart. I could not contact her as her number had changed and 1
often wondered if she was still alive. T had left her with her
cruel, abusive father and had deprived her of her best friend
and close confidant, The guilt had since remained. However, to
my greatest relief my father had found out a few years ago that
she and her mother had shifted to Philadelphia. “Screech™. A
car suddenly stopped beside me and a young man offered me a
lift which I had never asked for. I curtly replied “WNo thanks"
and moved on my way. The car again appeared with its
repulsive inhabitant. [ pretended to ignore and he suddenly

grabbed my wrist. I turned and slapped him hard. He was
stunned but now he was going to retaliate as was evident from
his posture. He lifted his strong, large hands to slap me back but
it was caught in midair by a policeman. There was Miss Carlos
too. I thanked them heartily and narrated my ordeal. The man
was immediately arrested .\ Miss Carlos said, “T am sorry. These
men deserve to be severely punished for danng to hurt a
woman. They need to be put into their place.” “Exactly!™ 1
resonated and then we talked for a while and some strange
bond of friendship formed between us because we were alike in
a way. She dropped me to the bus-stop and gave me her card
which had her number, I thrusted it in my pocket and hugging
her one last time, boarded the bus. Soon [ was in Pennsylvania,
at my home, [ quickly changed and went upstairs to my room
with a hot cup of coffee. 1 picked up Miss Carlos's card and
absent-mindedly turned it over. My eves nearly popped out of
its sockets. I rushed to my phone and dialled her number, She at
once picked itup and said a warm “Hullo". All I could manage
was “Rachel...” for my voice choked as [ stared at the card
which had her full name “MISS RACHEL CARLOS™ written

onit.
-Shruti Khanduri, Class XII D

t had been more than a year since Pratham had set out in

search for a job. The nature of the jobor its accompaniments
were not of much importance to him since his academic and
professional qualifications were in themselves not guite
welcoming. On top of that, his financial and living conditions
were such that securing a job at the earliest was the only
alternative he had. Pratham did not believe much in astrology
or the position of stars, but the words of appreciation he lent an
ear to, of a small town but renowned astrologer, made him
think over it twice. He gathered the courage to go and visit him
at least once, 50 as to know the astrologer's stand on his destiny,
“Can vou please guide me about the position of my stars and
what do they have in store for me?"”, Pratham asked in a not-so-
enthusiastic tone. “You have a pretty hand I must say”, the
astrologer said trying to make a jest, “"Ahh!! And some stiff
lines of fate! What about your professional life? Are you
employed or...7" This remark was somewhere close to what
Pratham was trying to ask for past five minutes, “No not yet.
This is what I've come here for. What do these curved lines
show? Dao | have a chance in today’s interview?"” “No. This job
is not fit for you or maybe you are not fit for this job." This hit
Pratham hard. How does this man know if I'm capable of
doing a job or not! How do these lines overcast the months of
hard work I"ve put in for the interview! — and without further
ado, Pratham left the astrologer's camp, murmuring something
to himself, “You'll get what is destined for you young man!™
were the last words which Pratham could barely hear while he
moved away.

He crossed several streets, kicking pebbles that obstructed
his walk and crushing the crisp leaves which blew against his

agitated face. His tired eyes then encountered a man, in his
forties, who was trying his hard to sell some home essentials to
earn his living. He was supported by just ane hand as the other
seemed to be lost in some devastating accident. The
pedestrians didn't seem much bothered for they just walked
past that man's stall. After what Pratham received in the
morning as his destiny made him sympathize with the man
and he went 1o help him with the speed with which he left the
astrologer's camp in the morning. He devised the idea to praise
the items the man was selling by describing how things which
he bought from him 5 vears ago are in their best conditions
even today. To his surprise, this master-plan worked. There
appeared a long queue of people waving small rectangles in
green. [t was so overwhelming for the man to see his stuff being
sold because of the help he received from Pratham. While he
thanked him, Pratham saw something which brought him to a
surprise. The man lifted his hand from underneath his shirt,
disclosing to Pratham his true identity. He was the director of
and NGO working for the welfare of children and had come
there in search for a person who could work in his NGO as his
secretary, This entire drama was orchestrated to find a person
who would justify the post as people appearing in interviews
hardly did anything more than showering glossy words. The
unintentional act of Pratham revealed his nature which would
best suit the post the man he was looking for, With this
disclosure, Pratham was eventually offered the job which he
would love to do more than the ones offered by the corporate
interviewers. He felt graveful to his destiny. Thus he worked in
collaboration with his stars and his hard work and dedication.

-Muskan Oberai, Class XI1 D
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It has been ten years since that dreadful incident took place. It
was terrifying and the image of it in my mind stll gives me
chills. I was sitting in the cabin allotted to me before the
important meeting was about to start. Stranpe but real. I was
looking outside the window, watching the heavy raindrops fall
on the ground. [t was the same place, the same building, the sarme
floor and the same window but now things had changed
drastically. I was busy with my schedule for the day but the
thought of the incident kept on distracting me from my work, [
was unable to concentrate but I knew I had to as the upcoming
meeting was really important. [ was just helping myself to
concentrate when someone knocked the door, It was Ms. Lynn.
"Miss Julia, it's time for the meeting. Everyone is expecting
you." she said but all I could concentrate on at that time was Mbrs.
Rosemary, Afier three consecutive hours the meeting finally
came to end. I felt a sense of satisfaction and relief but 1 was
amazingly tired. My car was waiting outside the building gate
and the rain had vet not decided to stop. Mr. Carl came to pick me
up that day. [ wondered where the driver was but [ was too tired to
ask him anything. Mr. Carl is of my father's age and has always
treated me no less than his own daughter. He had just started the
car engine when the signal ignition turned red and we stopped.
“Tt's red thistime”, [ thought. [ took a deepsigh.

On seeing my withering essence Mr. Carl said, "Miss. Julia
know it's hard for you, It's the same place, Shall I do somethingto
cheet vou up?” Tears of grief but above all guilt were in my eves. [
didn't want to respond to what he said but I knew his gentle
pesture couldn't be ignored. " The meeting was rather exhausting
Mr Carl. I just need some sleep”, I said. The signal tuarned green
and he started to drive again. For the rest of the ride, no
exchanging of words took place until I paid my gratitude to him
for driving me home safely. I'was lying down on my bed, recalling
everything that happened that day. The meeting, the building,
the traffic light, and then came in front of me the smiling image
of Mrs. Rosemary. [ wondered what she was thinking when she
went after Bill that day. She was not thinking that 1s why she went
after him. I wish she could see the babies of Timmy and Bill. 1
wish she could see how successful her NGO has become or that |
work so hard for the NGO orthat ook the charge of the NGO, |
was the head of the Animal Love and Care NGO and |
succeeded Mrs, Wilson, a kind-hearted, empathetic lady. Mrs.,
Rosemary, after her husband's death, started this small NGO for
the stray animals that roamed in the streets of Wales. I met her
when I was in college. I was going back home from the street cafe
one day, when [ saw her . She was with two puppies near the
park's gate. Whenever | used to see puppies, | always went to
cuddle them and plaved with them and that is what 1 did that
time as well. “They are so cute madam! Where did vou get these
pups from?”, T asked her. She just smiled at me and said, “Dear,
would you like to have some home-made biscuits?” [ was notina
hurry so we both went inside that park . She offered me biscuits.
“This is Timmy and the one you are holding is Bill", she said,
“they were street puppies so | took them to my Animal Love and
Care NGO, a very small but comfortable shelter for these
unfortunate animals.” [ glanced at the puppies, then focused my
attention on Mrs. Rosemary. She told me all about how she
thought of starting this NGO, her plans regarding the future of
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the NGO and the fact that it was very difficult torun the NGO on
her own.

Looking at her tears and knowing that how much these
poor animals meant to her, I asked her whether [ could join the
NGO to help her. The tears which a minute ago were reflecting
sadness and gloom, were then revealing paramount happiness
and hope. She patted me on my head and I hugged her for a
bond was formed, a new bond that was stronger than a million
older ones, It had been two years since I had joined the NGO
and we both had worked really hard. My examinations were
also over and 1 was waiting for the results. That day 1 was
waiting for Mrs. Rosemary in the mall for we had to do
shopping for the NGO, I saw her waiting for the signal to go red
when suddenly Bill started to bark at some car and ran after it.
The signal was still green but Mrs. Rosemary ran  after Bill to
catch him, holding Timmy in her hands. In a wink of an eve,
probably much faster than that also, she was gone, Mrs.
Rosemary was gone! 1 was standing there Iooking at the
disaster that happened through the window of the fourth floor.
I ran hard, there was no time to breathe, A huge crowd had
already gathered near her but no one could do the honours of
calling an ambulance. “Mrs. Rosemary!? Ambulance, [ need
an ambulance!” I screamed helplessly. The car which had hit
her was no where to be found and all I could remember was a
blue or black appearance. Doctors exclaimed that she had a
quick death.

Within a week of her funeral, my result also came and 1
was the second topper in the state, but there was no way I could
celebrate without her. “What about the NGO and Timmy and
Bill and Joan and Merry? What about all these animals who
needed us, who needed Mrs. Rosemary?' 1 knew that the NGO
would now either be given to the daughter of Mrs, Rosemary,
as she once mentioned about her but didn't tell her name, or it
could become a restaurant or cafe if she denies to take the
responsibility. | was receiving endless calls from my parents
and friends and I had to catch a flight for hometown as well.
“The NGO will be alright' I was consoling myself as [ left for
the flight. A month later while T was getting ready for my
mterview, the one for which 1 had worked so hard, someone
knocked the door. They were two strangers, Mr. Carl and his
sister Ms. Lynn. That was my first meeting with them. “Ms.
Julia, we have been working with Mrs. Rosemary for quite
some time and we have some business with vou", said Mr,
Carl. I knew that Mrs, Rosemary's daughter was going to
succeed her but little did T know that | was the one she kept
talking about, that I was her hope and successor. It was clearly
mentioned in her will that none but Ms. Julia Matthews shall
take over her NGO and if she refuses then the property shall go
to the government. The NGO meant so much to me and I
could never refuse this, even though in front of me was the once
in a lifetime chance of that interview. 1 left everything behind
and went with them, for ahead of me was lying my new life and
my new home. Ten years have passed but Mrs. Rosemary's
memaories remain as fresh as new. Lying on my bed, [ could
think of nothing but how an incident changed my fiture, my
entire life, and everything that surrounded me. Maybe this was
meant tobe. Yes, destiny. Destiney plaved her role.

-Apoorva Rawar, Class X11 D
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