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The office bell rang, and there was a 

call for me. I rushed and found Sr 

Prasada, the principal of the 

school, standing near the 

window pondering over 

something. My appre-

hensions grew wild, but 

when sister said, "you 

have to come with us 

t o  N a j i b a b a d  t o  

i n t e r v i ew  B i shop  

Gratian Mundadan,' I 

was wonderstruck. 

Interview Bishop ji!!!.  

I doubted at my own 

capabilities. Will I be 

able to do justice to this 

mission? But One corner 

of my heart was elated.  

Bishop ji is a person grea-

tly praised and highly 

revered by-each and every 

Thomasian and for me - I 

idolise him.

Thus commenced our 

fateful journey towards 

Najibabad with Fr. Jijo 

Palathinkal, the manager of Saint Thomas 

convent School, Rev. Fr. Jimmy Painukal and 

Sr. Prasada, the principal of Saint Thomas 
th

convent school on 12  April, 2023. The drive 

was quite comfortable and at sharp 6 o'clock 

we knocked at the gate of Provincial House, 

Najibabad. Provincial House and me standing 

there!!. Indeed it was a far-fetched dream for 

me. But yes, I was there. It was not a fantasy. 

Soon we were standing outside a closed-

door with the name plate Bp. Gratian . Father 

Jijo knocked at the door and we were called in. 

From far I saw a-man clad in all-white, sitting in 

his office chair, face towards his computer 

screen intently doing something for his fingers 

were moving on the keypad. I was amazed -a 

man of 90 years of age, at 6 PM, busy working - 

- it was incredible. I straightaway went and 

touched his feet. I heard a joyous voice,"A"ha 

ha! So it is you". It was not my first meeting with 

him. Bishop Gratian is a name familiar to all 

the Thomasians. The air in the room scattered 

optimistic vibes and to tell you frankly, I felt as if 

I was meeting my father. The same joy, the 

same affection reflected on his face.
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Father Jijo placed on his table, the questionnaire we had  

prepared. Bishop ji asked us to freshen up and then come back after 

sometime. It was almost 6:30 PM. I was wondering at the discipline 

and strength of this 90 year old man, but then why I doubted at his 

potentials for he is THE BISHOP GRATIAN MUNDADAN CMI.

We were led to our warm and cosy rooms and after delicious 

evening Tea we  again, knocked at the same door with my heart, 

bursting with anxiety. Sr Prasada and I sat opposite to Bishop ji. 

Holding the questionnaire in his hand, Bishop ji chuckled at the 

questions and asked, "So you want to know every thing  about my 

childhood too". I said gathering courage, "yes, Bishop ji, I am curious 

to know".

And thus began the pilgrimage - ( it was no less than a pilgrimage 

for me).

Reminiscing the past,  he recollected the memories of his small 

town Koonammavu in Ernakulam District, where he was born in 

1933. The gratification on his face sharing about his family is 

unexplainable. He started narrating how his parents, an agricul-

turists, worked hard to take care of his six siblings and him. How 

tragedy struck their family when two of his sisters  passed away within 

a span of 20 days due to an epidemic of which he too was a victim for 

he ran high fever for 102 days and remained unconscious for 36 days 

when he was six years old. God's immense blessings pulled him out of 

the deadly tentacles. He laughed heartily when I asked him his 

childhood name and immediately he said " Paappu".

After finishing his high school in Koonammavu, from Thevara 

college he completed his intermediate. He joined Religious Congre-

gation and was sent to Madras to complete his Bachelors degree in 

Mathematics, studied Theology and Philosophy in Dharmaram 

College, Bangalore. Later taught in Sacred Heart College, Thevara. 

He joined  Kerala Catholic Students League, was giving retreats to 

parish people and then finally came to North.

Choosing a rigorous path, leaving behind the cosy sojourn and 

the warmth of the family is definitely not a child's play. It requires 

intense perseverance and profound conviction. So it was quite 

obvious for me to ask what was the stimulus that inspired him to tread 

this path. And, yes, it was his family members - his three aunts (Two 

CMC sisters and one from the Holy Family) and one of his Uncles 

who ignited the flame of Spirituality and Philanthropy in his young 

heart.

I could not put a tab on my acquisitiveness and asked what 

pulled him towards hills. His reply touched my soul that a man left 

alluring Kerala and came to such a remote place lacking comforts and 

facilities with a drive in heart to serve the people. After starting a 

school in Bijnor next year they initiated the plan in Najibabad and 

Pauri to open school. Initial help of Ivor Chowfin to settle, to meet 

The District Magistrate facilitated Bishop Ji's journey. The District 

Magistrate insisted him to start an English medium school and 

promised all possible help. With bare minimum facilities (not even 

electricity) school started in 1973 when CMC Sisters lend a hand to 

work in collaboration. Initially the  school was named Vimala School 

but later renamed as St Thomas Convent School. After moving from 

one building to another he finally purchased this present land along 

with Rev. Fr. Tom Jose CMI. Day by day and year by year School 

climbed up the rungs heading towards success carving a paramount 

niche in the tranquility of Pauri town..

I cannot forget his sublime smile that radiated his face when I 

asked him How different is Pauri school now since it's inception in 

1973. He travelled through the memory lane recalling the time of 

construction of the first building. The motive was that the building 

should be rock solid and long lasting and thus emerged an imposing, 

majestic structure with a captivating scenic beauty around. It was a 

satisfying feeling for us when Bishop ji expressed his absolute joy on 

the progress of the school.

I just listened with rapt attention to Bishop ji about his perception 

about Success. Talking about this important aspect, he passed a 

simple joyous smile and focused attention on the importance of 

Focus and Concentration in student's life. I have been fortunate 

enough to be a part of the life lessons delivered by Bishop ji during his 
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Teacher

visits for the Board classes farewell and blessing ceremony. I remember how we, the students as well 

as the Teachers, used to quench our thirst of knowledge and wisdom by his rational and prudent 

sermons. For the young readers of this Souvenir, he specifically talked about the importance of 

Consistency, diligence and above all Prayers. If these three are clubbed together a child can do 

wonders.

The august personality of our dear Bishop ji so distinguished with a towering charismatic 

magnetism has always enthralled me. I really wanted to know how he felt when people adored him. 

In a very plain and humble manner he replied that God has put him in a place, asked him to work. 

He simply followed the path. He had pure conviction that working in collaboration can do marvels. 

To create homely environment had always been his priority. Whenever he returns back to Pauri 

school it is like coming back home for him. 

 I believe to take a life lesson from a man overloaded with experience is our delight. So 

obviously how could I wind up this fruitful session without his precious counsel. He started by 

advising that we must have total trust and faith in the Almighty. Whatever field one is called to work, 

one must be focused in that. The students must have a clear vision about their career plans. The 

combined efforts are always fruitful therefore cooperation is a must.

Sr. Prasada asked Bishop ji what more can we do for the younger generation, our students, to 

make them better human beings. According to Bishop ji, the students are well protected confined in 

the four walls of the school. It is the prime duty of the Management as well as the staff to teach the 

students to decipher between the darker and brighter side of life.

It was almost 8 p.m - the supper time. Though we wanted this session to never end yet we had 

to take leave from Bishop ji. I really wonder that will I ever get another chance to talk to him for so 

long. 
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Fr. Tom Jose who reached the Bijnor 

mission on May 16, 1973, had been asked 

to go to Pauri and investigate regarding 

the possibilities of starting a mission centre 

there. Fr. Tom Jose, the first CMI Missio-

nary to the hills, reached the place on 

June 12, 1973.  He could, initially, meet some of the Methodist people 

and befriended with them. Among them were Mr. Ivor Chowfin, 

Mr. Silas. Mr. Chowfin welcomed him to his house for his stay during 

the initial days at Pauri. He also introduced Fr. Tom Jose to various 

people at Pauri. Fr. Tom Jose could make friendship with many a 

people with his smile and broken Hindi and with a few words in 

Garhwali. In a few days Fr. Tom shifted his stay in a small building near 

to the town in the month of August 1973. He got an upper room in the 

building on rent. But there was no stair to reach his room. He had to 

use a plank with small pieces of wood nailed to it to guide his steps to 

his room. Bro. Augustine Keemattom the first regent to Bijnor also 

joined Fr. Tom Jose as a companion for some time. Later Fr. Tom Jose 

shifted from the house to another room at Dandapani where a few 

Nepali families were also residing. The roof of the room was so low 

that even Fr. Tom Jose could not stand. The room was good enough at 

that time to accommodate him and the few guests. They never felt 

inconvenient even to arrange a kitchen in the same room.  Later he 

arranged a very small room as good as to keep sheep, for his kitchen 

into which he had to creep in and do his cooking always sitting.  After a 

few days Fr. Lucas Kapiarmala CMI joined Fr. Tom Jose. Together they 

started exploring new fields for pasturing. 

Fr. Tom Jose who did great pioneering works at Pauri, the new 

station, without any convenience whatsoever. He managed to 

purchase the present school campus and got constructed the present 

priest house with the help of local Garhwali masons and carpenters 

and started living in it. On June 28, 1973 Fr. Tom Jose rented a 

building from Mr A.B. Singh at Chopra for the CMC Sisters who would 

join the mission shortly. They reached on July 16, 1973. The names of 

the first group of sister were, Srs. Januarius, Geena and Reenet. 

With their help Fr. Tom Jose opened a small room in the 

township on September 17, 1973. The school was named as 

Vimala School. In a week they could enroll a couple of students. 

That was the beginning of the present prestigious 

St. Thomas School today at Pauri with strength of more than 

2000 students with no fail till today in the board examinations. 

100% good results till today. 

The house was later given to CMC Sisters for convent and 

Fr. Tom Jose shifted into a house in the vicinity that was being 

used by Bhotias. I also joined Fr. Tom Jose sharing the same 

room with the least convenience. My stay continued in the same 

room,  Fr. Tom Jose was transferred from Pauri.

1. My stay at Dandapani in the Bhotia House:

I continued to stay at the Bhotia House on rent. The room 

was so low that I could not stand erect. As I entered into the room 

I needed to sit on a mooda or a cot. Though the room was very 

small in size a few guests also could be accommodated with me. 

The kitchen was a small hut below on the ground that had been 

used as a sheep hut. Only sitting in the ground I could cook my 

scanty food. Drinking water had to be brought from a source a 
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little far. Cooking gas was not available those days. Only kerosene 

stove was used for cooking. Once food was cooked it had to be 

brought into the room to be served. No toilet facilities were 

available. For natural call I had to go to the jungle with a bottle of 

water. There was no electricity connection. 

In the beginning Convent was at Chopra. For every day I had to 

walk six Km. up and down to say mass at Chopra. Walking up and 

down for another eight Km. to market was also regular. To go to 

Buvakhal for mass everyday it was six Km. to walk. Altogether I had 

to walk everyday twelve to eighteen Km. Once the Sisters were 

shifted to the priest's house we changed our residence to Chopra.  

In short nothing was felt impossible or difficult. 

2. My Stay at Chopra:

At Chopra the stay was not as difficult as at the previous place. I had 

to walk every day for mass both to Buvakhal and Dandapani 

walking altogether sixteen Km. Fetching water there too was from 

the natural source. Self-cooking using kerosene stove has become 

normal. Bro. Romuald was with me during our stay at Chopra and 

he was very helpful for me. There too was also no electricity 

connection. Only candle was the source of light.

3. Stay at Gadoli:

Since the diocese bought a plot of land from Mr. Ivor Chowfin our 

stay was shifted from Chopra to Gadoli. Much of our difficulties 

were reduced having better stay at Gadoli. Our means of travel was 

bus, shared taxi or truck. Our stay at Gadoli added to our daily 

walking and climbing the hill every day for mass at CMC Convent at 

Buvakhal as well as to the Convent at Dandapani especially during 

the winter season. Many a time we fell walking over the slippery ice 

collected on the way. We had to meet wild animals like tiger, 

panther and bear. Sometimes I had to return to avoid falling prey to 

such animals. Br. Romald. Fr. John Manavalan and I were together 

staying at Gadoli. The death of Bro. Romuald and Fr. Manavalan 

with eight of our beloved brother priests and brothers in the 

accident at Satpuli in 1991 caused in me unfathomable great shock 

creating great vacuum in living at Pauri. Challenging all the painful 

experiences we pulled on with our hard work at Pauri.

St. Thomas School at Pauri:

The growth of St. Thomas School had its own ups and downs. 

The school was started with the name Vimala Convent School with 

just two students whom we managed to get after waiting for many 

days. With the help of the CMC Sisters, the strength of the school 

slowly but steadily grew and the school was shifted into the 

basement of the Bata shop opposite to Garhwal Sweet House. 

Later Fr. Tom Jose was transferred from Pauri and Fr. John Vadakel 

was appointed in-charge of Pauri mission station and Manager of 

the school. Later as the number the students and sections went up, 

new buildings were successively arranged on rent for five years, and 

the school was partially or fully shifted into them. Finally, step by 

step, all the classes were shifted into the shed built and the priest's 

residence in the present school campus. All through the initial years 

it was really very hard to search and find new buildings every year 

and to shift furniture to the new building. 

The new school building was completed with great efforts at 

such difficult terrain in four years and blessed by late Fr. Varghese 

Kottoor in the absence of Bishop Gratian; classes then were shifted 

into the new school. Nursery classes continued functioning in the 

shed attached to the Priest's residence. Once the second building 

was completed all the classes were accommodated in the school 

building. The school steadily grew in strength and quality. Till to 

date all children passed out both in class X and XII with enviable 

distinctions. In short God has been so gracious and generous down 

through the 50 years in the envious Growth of St. Thomas School 

for which the dedication of CMC Sisters has to be remembered with 

thankful hearts. All the priests as Managers rendered their untiring 

efforts to bring the school to its qualitative fame. Bp. Gratian 

Mundadan CMI has to be remembered as the heroic captain who 

sailed the ship of St. Thomas even in turbulent rough waters down 

the years.

Bishop John Vadakel CMI
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Our Celebrated Pillars

Our Guiding Stars

An eminent personality, a conscientious man whose 

initial initiatives and enormous efforts ironed 

out the hurdles in the germinal stage.

Bishop Gratian 
Mundadan CMI 

A celebrated and distinguished person whose deep 

knowledge and expertise in architecture gifted the 

imposing buildings of St Thomas Convent School.

Bishop John 
Vadakel CMI

A man with firm ideology and magnanimity in his beliefs. 

Gentility is his culture and far sighted vision his creed.

A man who lives to the motto

Miles to go before I sleep.

Bishop Vincent 
Nellayiparambil

President of ESDB
1973 - 2009

President of ESDB
2009 - 2019

President of ESDB since 2019
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Bishop Emeritus of Bijnor

Bishop Emeritus of Bijnor

Bishop of Bijnor



53



54

In Safe Hands
The Managers Through The Journey

The First Staunch Manager The Visionary

The Perfect Architect The Promising

Rev. Fr. Tom Jose CMI 
Manager from 1973 - 1975

Rev. Fr Matthew Vazhapilly CMI  
Manager from 1983 - 1986

Rev. Fr. John Vadakel CMI 
Manager from 1975 - 1983

Rev. Fr. George Edathiparambil CMI 
Manager from 1986 - 1993

The pioneer who stood like a 

steadfast rock to face the 

preliminary challenges.

Who toiled incessantly to 

welcome the students to the 

new Home-the new building.

Who played the instrumental 

role of initiating, supporting 

and designing the imposing 

structure of the school building.

Loaded with empathy, he 

trained the young hearts the 

invaluable values of life.
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The Stead Fast

The Enterprising

The cordial

The Affable

The Modest The Scholarly

Rev. Fr. James Thekkekaithackal
Manager from 1997 - 2005

Rev. Fr. Thomas Vazhapilly CMI 
Manager from 1993 - 1997

Rev. Fr. Cyriac Kizhakayil CMI
Manager from 2012 - 2016

Rev. Fr C. V. Sebastian 
Manager from 2010 - 2012

Rev. Fr. Johnny Thazhathumpuram 
Manager from 2005 - 2010

Rev. George Thekkumcheril 
Manager from 2016 - 2020

Technology Enthusiast  whose  

strenuous efforts initiated a 

Tech Wave in school.

Who exhibited intense 

enthusiasm in digging the 

genius in students.

An Ardent social worker whose 

committed diligence fascinated 

the chief minister to inaugurate 

the new building of the school.

A constructive taskmaster 

whose determined efforts 

introduced a step to the 

expansion of infrastructure.

Whose unabating passion and 

ceaseless efforts upgraded the 

school to ISC level.

A Literary craftsman who 

strived hard to implant ethics 

and virtues in students.
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The Genteel Aura The committed Stalwart

Spirited Enthusiast

Rev. Fr. Pious Mughaparambil 
Manager from 2020 - 2021

Rev. Fr. Jijo Palathinkal
Manager since 2022

Rev. Fr. Mathew John 
Manager from 2021 - 2022

A Composed person who 

worked with equanimity to 

run the show during the 

Covid time.

Embodiment of patience - 

A Methodical planner who 

works with extreme precision 

especially planning the 

events of Golden Jubilee.

Tech Enthusiast who introdu-

ced the school to the various 

social media platforms.
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In the illustrious span of fifty years, the collective leadership and 

visionary stewardship of all the Managers had added a spark to the 

school's evolution and ascension to remarkable heights. They invested 

their zeal in infrastructure, development and modernisation initiatives 

ensuring that the school remains at the forefront of educational 

excellence. As we celebrate this milestone anniversary, we extend our 

heartfelt gratitude to these leaders.
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First promising Principal

The Humane

The Gracious

The Dutiful

Rev. Sr. Januarius CMC
Principal from 1973 - 1974

Rev. Sr. Alfred CMC 
Principal from 1974 - 1977

Rev. Sr. Finia CMC 
Principal from 1974 - 1974

Rev. Sr. Ranitta CMC 
Principal from 1977 - 1978

Who tackled all odds and 

confronted all initial challenges 

with her indefatigable spirit .

Pioneer of CMC mission- One of the first 
to settle in an unknown land. Her zeal 
and enthusiasm paved the way to new 
challenges and faced it courageously to 
take our institution to greater heights.

Though her stay was short yet 

impactful maneuvering adverse 

situations deftly.

An epitome of Reliability and 

Punctuality who carried the 

functioning of the school with 

her agility.
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The able administrators

The Principals through the course
To begin the trek
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The Humble

The Prudent

The Benevolent

Commitment Personified

The Martinet The Perfection Personified

Rev. Sr. Shanti CMC
Principal from 1979 - 1983

Rev. Sr. Mable CMC
Principal from 1978 - 1979

Rev. Sr. Rosebel CMC
Principal from 1999 - 2000

Rev. Sr. Joyce CMC 
Principal from 1995 - 1999

Rev. Sr. Franco CMC
Principal from 1983 - 1995

Rev. Sr. Shibeena CMC
Principal from 2000 - 2007

With her promising potentials, 

she could face the toughest 

challenges courageously.

Gentle, humble and modest, 

she led the troupe forward 

following the Divine path.

Possessing a religious essence, 

her presence charged the air 

with spiritual vibes.

An ideal teacher, an excellent 

mentor, a peerless guide and 

a vital spark of the school.

A perfect disciplinarian fondly 

remembered for she left an 

indelible mark on the heart of 

Pauri town.

Prayerful at heart, genteel 

aura, absolute motivator with 

irreproachable spirit.
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The Impeccable

The Immaculate

The Meticulous

The Pragmatic

The Diligent

Rev. Sr Rosmi CMC
Principal from 2008 - 2014

Rev. Sr. Tessin CMC
Principal from 2007 - 2008

Rev. Sr. Prasada CMC 
Principal since 2019

Rev. Sr. Sudha CMC
Principal from 2017 - 2019

Rev. Sr. Rita CMC
Principal from 2014 - 2017

Not only organised, professional 
and approachable, but she was a 
leader of excellence always 
striving hard to push the students 
and teachers to excellence.

Went an extra mile to pave the 

path for initiating the process of 

upgrading the school to ISC 

level.

th
16  March, 2019... Being an incre-
dible problem solver, consistent in 
maintaining discipline, promotes 
collaboration and effectively strea-
mlines all events.

A Charismatic personality 

with undaunted spirit whose 

presence took the school to 

new heights.

Agility in actions, a great 

visionary and her effective 

strategies made her a good 

guide.
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Over five decades, the school Principals have been the 

guiding force behind our institution's remarkable journey 

of growth and success. Under their able guidance, a 

culture of academic excellence has flourished. By 

providing conducive environment that values quality 

teaching, they have empowered students to realise their 

full potential. They have honoured the past while 

embracing the future. Our sincere gratitude and heartfelt 

appreciation to these torchbearers.



3860

Presenting before you the riveting journey of 50 glorious years of excellence of the temple of learning, 

the Saint Thomas Convent School, Pauri. Address of numerous adventurous forest, place rewarded 

by awesome views, nestled in the lap of nature, an ideal place to escape from the hustle and bustle of 

chirpy environment-yes, it is the charming town Pauri where divinity and serenity prevails. Situated  

3 km away from the heart of the town stands the majestic seat of knowledge - The St Thomas convent 

school and hidden in its heart is the tale of 50 celebrated years.

The Replenishing Reverie of

Fifty Glorious Years
Commitment 
Adherence 
Devotedness 
Perseverance

50
years of 

Entering into the Golden Jubilee is indeed a celebration that calls to rejoice over the wonderful 

wonders worked by  the  Almighty. St Thomas convent  school has circled around the sun fifty times 

and the Divine canopy could always be experienced in every walk of it's journey.

God has been there 

Every step of the way 

We praise God for

His strength in all things.

A seedling fifty years ago, today has flourished 

into a full bloom substantial tree. For five 

decades the school has worked day and night 

selflessly to chisel and carve the future of Pauri 

town.
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On the hilltop strikingly silhouetted against the evergreen Deodar 

and Apple orchards is St. Thomas school. It stands as tall as a Pinnacle 

of excellence as it celebrates 50 years of its existence echoing the saga 

of a fulfilling mission  in the field of education. 

Milestones are nostalgic moments to remind us of all our 

phenomenal  accomplishments, the formidable and smooth part 

traversed to be what it is today the premium school with outstanding 

performance and exceptional co-scholastic success. It is said the best 

memories of our life can never be captured in pictures they are always 

captured by the heart. Working as teacher in the early years of its 

existence was an experience in itself. Sr. Franco and the small band of 

devoted and totally committed teachers and a little above hundred 

students formed the school fraternity at that time. The school  was a 

home away from home. School and home were synonymous. 

The school aimed at imparting education not just for livelihood 

but for life itself, Teaching theories definitions formulas and languages 

were juxtaposed with lessons of compassion, empathy, honesty, 

truthfulness, care of school property all invaluable to school life 

learning.

A temporary shed adjoining the sisters residence was the school. 

The ground floor of the sisters residence was the principal's office and 

classrooms during school hours to be converted for the use of sisters 

after school time.

The scene of the monkey chase is etched as a visual memory in 

my mind. Monkeys were a menace when the apple trees were fruit 

laden. The sight of monkeys gave wings to the children playing on the 

ground. Hordes of monkeys were chased by a small horde of children 

within minutes, a task close to their heart and the gleeful climb down 

as Kargil victory. All this did not last long for soon new building came 

up and with it many changes. Remarkable and memorable moments 

at school abound in childhood wealth. Memories are timeless 

treasures of the heart.

Sr. Preema CMC

The most beautiful things
in life are not things

they are people, places,
memories and pictures

they are feelings and moments
and smiles and laughter
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The most beautiful things
in life are not things

they are people, places,
memories and pictures

they are feelings and moments
and smiles and laughter

The joy and excitement on the transition from the make shift 

shed to the tall majestically beautiful silver grey building knew no 

bounds. However with it came a charter of new rules hitherto  

unknown for discipline and cleanliness of the building- walk in a 

single line, no running or jumping on the stairs, hands to be off the 

railing and many more but all were meticulously followed that 

even after 5 years the school had an absolutely new look. School 

life is a combination of the concrete and the abstract what a 

student consciously learns and what he or she picks up 

unconsciously and what he unconsciously picks up shapes his 

destiny. 

The school grew each year. I recall the ICSE board exam of 

the first batch in 1986.The examination centre was at Kotdwar 

104 km from Pauri. It is with much nostalgia that I record this 

event. There were two boys and one girl in this batch we reached  

Kotdwar 2 days prior to the examination and we were given two 

classrooms in St. Joseph's school for our stay. The boys occupied 

one room while the girl and I stayed in the other room. As a hen 

looks after her chick. I followed them everywhere as they were far 

from home and nothing should affect their studies or their 

examination. we returned back to pauri after 10 days of Gurukul 

experience and this connectedness has grown through the years. I 

enjoyed teaching as much as they enjoyed coming to school and 

this was the experience of every teacher at St. Thomas. 

 Teaching tugs at the heart, opens the heart and even breaks 

the heart and the more one loves teaching the more heart 

breaking it can be. The following year the school was granted the 

permission as an examination centre and this time we became the 

host to the 10th standard students of St. Theresa's school Srinagar 

for two consecutive years. One classroom became the kitchen and 

4 classrooms for their stay as years passed, the school grew and 

three batch of students had passed out when I left school. The 

connectedness, the bond of understanding with the parents of the 

students all grew in aplenty as they saw the fruit of the trust they 

put in us in their children. The very people who were apprehensive 

about convent education became advocates of the same. Our 

children through their life were our brand ambassadors.

 The school has grown tremendously through the years and 

made a name for itself in the most endearing way Pauri and 

St. Thomas school does cast it's magical spell on every one who 

has been a part of it. Even years later the mention of Pauri and 

St. Thomas school opens the floodgates of one's memory and 

makes you lost under its charm. Five decades have passed Still 

every event replays in my mind.
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An enduring connection
My connection with STS dates back to almost 40 

years.

In the early 1980s , Sister Franco the principal of STS 

wanted me to come and join the school. However, I had 

seen my mother, a teacher, bring home lots of corrections 

every day, so it's the last thing I wanted to do!

I decided to go to the school to turn down the kind 

offer, little realizing what I was up against. Sister Franco 

took me out of the office and shoved me into a class to 

teach! There started an extremely rewarding journey of fun 

and laughter, coupled with very hard work.

We were just a handful of teachers. There was no 

Google, wordbooks or any such thing as 'tuitions'.

The board class students would walk to school right 

through their winter vacations for Bio and Chemistry 

classes with sister Franco, English with Sr. Preema and then 

all the way to my home in Gadoli for History and 

Geography..

There was plenty of space for games and sports. We 

had a lot of co-curricular activities. The children put up 

plays such as 'Snow white and the seven dwarfs' and 

Shakespeare's 'Taming of the Shrew'.

One year, sr. Preema and I were driven all the way to 

Meerut by Father Manager to collect materials for 

exhibition. Mrs. Satya Joshi would get the girls ready with 

Indian dances and the KG kids under Mrs. Inez would put 

up Christmas programs.

I recall taking the  girls of class X for a trip to Dehradun 

for a Geography excursion and a trip with Father George to 

Tehri  Dam. It was wonderful 

how closely the children 

interacted with the teachers.

In the end I would like to 

pay a tribute to Sr. Franco. 

She would always stand up 

for the right thing and never 

give in to any pressure. All the 

children were equal in her 

eyes.

She tried to inculcate the 

values of integrity and 

honesty among her staff and 

students as well.

As the school grows, I 

would urge all the students, 

both past and present, to 

hang on the values of STS, 

loving and serving others, 

standing up against evil, 

being loyal and without 

malice and envy. Do not give 

in to pressure and then you 

will shine out like stars in the 

world. God Bless you all.

Mrs. Indira Chowfin
Former Teacher, STCS
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St. Thomas, an unforgettable journey

After getting married I came from plains to the beautiful hilly town of 

Pauri in November 1981 and was lucky to  be selected as a teacher in St. 

Thomas Convent School Pauri in June 1982. When I joined the school , the 

main school building was under construction. The school was up to seventh 

standard and it used to run in a small building.

During my stay in this prestigious institution I learnt a lot from my 

principals, staff and even realized that students are also your great teachers 

and inspiration. From my seniors I learnt how to manage the various roles of 

a teacher, the various challenges of teaching and how to connect with the 

students.

Numerous ideas, perspectives and arrays of talents were  inculcated in 

me during my service at St. Thomas. The qualities of self esteem, team work, 

healthy and competitive spirit, helping , sharing 

and caring, honesty and commitment to truth-

fulness, sincerity, sense of responsibility, quality to, 

judge the right and the wrong became a part of my 

life, thus developing my overall personality. For this 

I will always remain thankful to my Rev. Sister 

Principals, staff members and the students, with 

whom I had the privilege to work.

I fondly remember my association with Sr. 

Franco, under whose guidance I spent the longest 

time. She was very strict but hardworking, affectio-

nate, caring, loving, supporting and a pillar of 

strength for all of us.

The school ensures that the students develop   

strong moral values and character in addition to 

excellence in academics, co curricular and 

extracurricular activities.

May the school continue to excel scale newer 

heights in the years ahead.

Mrs. Satya Joshi
Former Teacher, STCS



3872

It was 19th February 1995 when I landed in Pauri, from faraway Ranchi, 

which was then in Bihar. From the window of my house I used to see 

students of my neighborhood  going  to this school - set against the scenic 

Himalayas - every morning in their white and maroon school uniforms. In 

1998 the school celebrated its 'Silver Jubilee' and next day my 

neighborhood children described the event so beautifully that I felt a strong 

urge to visit the school immediately.

My dream eventually came true when I joined the school as a teacher on 

11th August. 1999, I still recall the day vividly because the feeling was as 

exciting as going back to my own school days.

On the very first day I met with Father James, Sr. Rosebell and Sr. Shibeena 

who welcomed me warmly. I was extremely nervous when I was asked to 

teach a chapter from Biology in grade VIII but Sr. Shibeena held my hand 

and convinced me to have faith in myself. That was indeed, very 

comforting. From then on my journey at St. Thomas School Pauri was a 

very enjoyable one even with the challenges that the role brought with it.

Today, when I look back on my stint at the school, I realize that those were 

some of the best days of my life. Even now my ex students greet me on 

"Teachers' Day" every year that I warmly reciprocate. I will not be wrong in 

saying that it was they who helped me discover the teacher in me. The 

bond that I shared with my colleagues has endured the test of time and 

turned into beautiful relationships over the years that I will continue to 

cherish all my life. I always feel indebted to the Almighty for making me part 

of this great institution and bringing such people in my life who helped me 

to evolve into a better version of myself.

I wish all the Thomasians - Administrators, Teachers and Students - a very 

bright, happy and successful future.

Mrs. Shubhashree Singh
Former Teacher, STCS

My golden Days at 

St Thomas, Pauri Mrs. Shakunthala
Former Teacher, STCS
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ºÉ¨ÉÊ{ÉÇiÉ lÉä* <ºÉÒ EòÉ {ÉÊ®hÉÉ¨É ½è ÊEò Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä {ÉÚ´ÉÇ UÉjÉ +{ÉxÉä +{ÉxÉä 
EòÉªÉÇIÉäjÉÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ ÊVÉ¨¨ÉänÉ®Ò ºÉä +{ÉxÉä EòiÉÇ´ªÉ EòÉ ÊxÉ´ÉÇ½xÉ Eò® ®½ä ½èÆ* UÉjÉÉäÆ +Éè® 
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MÉ´ÉÇ EòÒ ¤ÉÉiÉ ½è* Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ºÉiÉiÉ =zÉÊiÉ Eòä ºÉÉä{ÉÉxÉ iÉªÉ Eò®iÉÉ ®½ä ªÉ½Ò 
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+Ê´Éº¨É®úhÉÒªÉ {É±É
Ê{É¤ÉÊxiÉ xÉ¦É& º´ÉªÉ¨Éä´ÉxÉÉ¨¦É&
º´ÉªÉÆ xÉ JÉÉnÊxiÉ¡ò±ÉÉÊxÉ ́ ÉÞIÉÉ&
vÉÉ®ÉvÉ®Éä ́ É¹ÉÇÊiÉ xÉÉi¨É½äiÉÉä&
{É®Éä{ÉEòÉ®ÉªÉ ºÉiÉÉÆ Ê´É¦ÉÚiÉªÉ

´ÉÞIÉ +{ÉxÉä ¡ò±É º´ÉªÉÆ xÉ½Ò JÉÉiÉä, xÉÊnªÉÉÆ +{ÉxÉÉ VÉ±É º´ÉªÉÆ xÉ½ÒÆ {ÉÒiÉÒ, ¤ÉÉn±É º´ÉªÉÆ Eòä Ê±ÉB xÉ ½Ò ¤É®ºÉiÉä 
ºÉxiÉ {ÉÙ°ò¹É nÚºÉ®ÉäÆ EòÒ ¦É±ÉÉ<Ç Eòä Ê±ÉB ½Ò VÉx¨É ±ÉäiÉä ½èÆ*

ºÉ¨ÉªÉ-ºÉ¨ÉªÉ {É® <ºÉ vÉ®iÉÒ {É® +xÉäEò ̈ É½É{ÉÙ°ò¹ÉÉäÆ xÉä VÉx¨É Ê±ÉªÉÉ ÊVÉx½ÉäxÉä +{ÉxÉä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ EòÉ BEò BEò IÉhÉ 
{É®Éä{ÉEòÉ® EòÒ ¤ÉänÒ {É® +Ê{ÉÇiÉ ÊEòªÉÉ* BäºÉä ½Ò ¨É½ÉxÉ ºÉxiÉ ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ ½ÙB ½èÆ ÊVÉx½ÉäxÉä ¨ÉÉxÉ´ÉiÉÉ Eòä Ê½iÉÉlÉÇ 
+{ÉxÉÉ VÉÒ´ÉxÉ ºÉ¨ÉÊ{ÉÇiÉ ÊEòªÉÉ* ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ =xÉ ¦ÉÉMªÉ¶ÉÉ±ÉÒ ̈ É½É{ÉÙ°ò¹ÉÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ BEò lÉä ÊVÉx½äÆ ¦ÉMÉ´ÉÉxÉ <Ç¶ÉÙ xÉä +{ÉxÉä 
Ê¶É¹ªÉ Eòä °ò{É ̈ ÉäÆ SÉÙxÉÉ lÉÉ* +Éè® =x½ÉÆäxÉä ¦ÉMÉ´ÉÉxÉ <Ç¶ÉÙ Eòä ̈ É½ÉxÉ ºÉÆnä¶ÉÉäÆ ́ É YÉÉxÉ Eòä Ên´ªÉ |ÉEòÉ¶É EòÉä ̈ ÉÉxÉ´É 
VÉÉÊiÉ EòÒ ¦É±ÉÉ<Ç Eòä Ê±ÉB +ÉMÉä ¤ÉgÉªÉÉ*

ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ VÉÒ Eòä +xÉÙªÉÉÊªÉªÉÉäÆ xÉä =xÉEòÒ {ÉÊ´ÉjÉ º¨ÉÞÊiÉ ̈ ÉäÆ Ê´ÉÊ¦ÉzÉ SÉSÉÉäÇ ́ É Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉÉäÆ EòÒ ºlÉÉ{ÉxÉÉ EòÒ VÉÉä 
+ÉVÉ ¦ÉÒ =xÉEòä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ EòÒ VÉÒiÉÒ VÉÉMÉiÉÒ Ê¨É¶ÉÉ±É ½è* <x½ÒÆ ̈ É½ÉxÉ ºÉxiÉ EòÒ º¨ÉÞÊiÉ ̈ Éä ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ EòÒ 
ºlÉÉ{ÉxÉÉ EòÒ MÉªÉÒ* |ÉÊiÉ´É¹ÉÇ <xÉ ̈ É½É¨ÉxÉÉ EòÒ º¨ÉÞÊiÉ ̈ ÉäÆ iÉÒxÉ VÉÙ±ÉÉ<Ç EòÉä ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ Ên´ÉºÉ ̈ ÉxÉÉªÉÉ VÉÉiÉÉ ½è*

ºÉäÆ] lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ xÉä <ºÉ ´É¹ÉÇ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ºlÉÉ{ÉxÉÉ Eòä {ÉSÉÉºÉ ´É¹ÉÇ {ÉÚhÉÇ ÊEòªÉä* Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ |É¶ÉÉºÉxÉ xÉä 
¤É½ÙiÉ ½¹ÉÉäÇ±±ÉÉºÉ ºÉÊ½iÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ EòÒ º´ÉhÉÇVÉªÉxiÉÒ ¨ÉxÉÉ<Ç* º´ÉhÉÇ VÉªÉxiÉÒ Eòä ºÉÙ+´ÉºÉ® {É® Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä 
¦ÉÚiÉ{ÉÚ´ÉÇ +vªÉÉ{ÉEò MÉhÉ B´ÉÆ UÉjÉ +É¨ÉÆÊjÉiÉ ÊEòªÉä MÉªÉä*

+É¨ÉÆÊjÉiÉ ÊEòªÉä MÉªÉä Ê¶ÉIÉEòÉäÆ B´ÉÆ UÉjÉÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ EòÊiÉ{ÉªÉ +vªÉÉ{ÉEò B´ÉÆ UÉjÉ ½Ò +ÉªÉä* ¦ÉÚiÉ{ÉÚ´ÉÇ +vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉ+Éå 
¨ÉäÆ =¹ÉÉ Ê´ÉÊ±ÉªÉ¨É, <xnÚ SÉÉè¡òÒxÉ, ºÉiªÉÉ VÉÉä¶ÉÒ, |ÉºÉzÉÉ ÊPÉÊ±bªÉÉ±É, {ÉÚÊhÉÇ¨ÉÉ vÉº¨ÉÉxÉÉ, ¶ÉEòÙxiÉ±ÉÉ ¦ÉnÉä±ÉÉ, 
EòÞ¹hÉÉ EòÙEò®äiÉÒ +Éè® +vªÉÉ{ÉEò |ÉnÒ{É xÉèlÉÉxÉÒ*

29 +C]Ú¤É® 2023 EòÉ ´É½ ÊnxÉ VÉ¤É ¡òÉ0 ÊVÉVÉÉä B´ÉÆ ÊºÉ0 |ÉºÉÉnÉ ´ÉÊ®¹` +vªÉÉ{ÉEò +xÉÚ{É VÉÉä¶ÉÒ, 
ºÉÆVÉªÉ VÉÙªÉÉ±É, {ÉÙxÉÒiÉÉ MÉÙºÉÉÆ<Ç, MÉÒiÉÉ ®É´ÉiÉ, MÉÒiÉÉ ̈ ÉÙnÊMÉ±É, VÉªÉxiÉÒ ®É´ÉiÉ, ́ ÉxnxÉÉ ̈ ÉÙnÊMÉ±É B´ÉÆ UÉjÉ-UÉjÉÉ+Éå 
uÉ®É ½¨ÉÉ®É º´ÉÉMÉiÉ ÊEòªÉÉ MÉªÉÉ iÉÉä <ºÉ +ÉÊiÉlªÉ ºÉä ̈ ÉxÉ MÉnMÉn ½Éä MÉªÉÉ* ̈ ÉxÉ ̈ ÉÊºiÉ¹Eò ̈ ÉäÆ ́ Éä Ên´ÉºÉ Ê½±ÉÉä®ä 
¨ÉÉ®xÉä ±ÉMÉä VÉ¤É ̈ ÉèxÉä <ºÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ̈ ÉäÆ BEò Ê¶ÉÊIÉEòÉ Eòä °ò{É ̈ Éä EòÉªÉÇ +É®¨¦É ÊEòªÉÉ lÉÉ*

+ÉVÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä =iEò¹ÉÇ EòÉä näJÉEò® BäºÉÉ ̈ É½ºÉÚºÉ ½Ù+É ÊEò ́ ÉÉºiÉ´É ̈ Éä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä º´ÉÊhÉÇ¨É {É±É lÉä*  
VÉ¤É ̈ ÉèÆ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ̈ ÉäÆ Ê´ÉÊ¦ÉzÉ UÉjÉ -UÉjÉÉ+Éå ºÉä Ê¨É±ÉÒ iÉÉä ́ Éä {É±É ́ ÉÉºiÉ´É ̈ ÉäÆ +Ê´Éº¨É®hÉÒªÉ ½è*ªÉä UÉjÉ VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä 
½® IÉäjÉ ̈ Éä EòÉ¨ÉªÉÉ¤ÉÒ Eòä =SSÉ Ê¶ÉJÉ® {É® Ê´É®ÉVÉ¨ÉÉxÉ ½è* EòÉä<Ç ¦ÉÉ®iÉÒªÉ ºÉäxÉÉ ̈ Éä VÉxÉ®±É iÉÉä EòÉä<Ç {ÉÙÊ±ÉºÉ ºÉä´ÉÉ 

¨ÉäÆ =SSÉ {Én {É®, EòÉä<Ç <ÆVÉÒÊxÉªÉ® iÉÉä EòÉä<Ç bÉC]® ¤ÉxÉEò® ̈ ÉÉxÉ´É ºÉä´ÉÉ ̈ ÉäÆ iÉi{É® iÉÉä EòÉä<Ç +vªÉÉ{ÉEò ¤ÉxÉEò® 
Ê¶ÉIÉÉ Eòä IÉäjÉ ̈ ÉäÆ iÉÉä EòÉä<Ç Ê´Énä¶ÉÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ VÉÉEò® {É®SÉ¨É ±É½®É ®½ä ½èÆ*

VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä <ºÉ ºÉÆvªÉÉEòÉ±É ̈ Éä +{ÉxÉä Ê|ÉªÉ UÉjÉÉäÆ EòÉä ºÉ¨¨ÉÙJÉ {ÉÉEò® VÉÉä |ÉºÉzÉiÉÉ ½Ù<Ç =ºÉä ¶É¤nÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ ¤ÉªÉÉÆ xÉ½ÒÆ 
Eò® ºÉEòiÉÒ* Ê´É¶äÉ¹ÉEò® Ên´ªÉÉ ̈ ÉÙnÊMÉ±É +Éè® ̈ ÉÙEòä¶É ºÉbÉxÉÉ VÉÉä ½¨ÉÉ®ä Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä |ÉlÉ¨É ¤ÉèSÉ Eòä Ê´ÉtÉlÉÒÇ lÉä* 
<ºÉ ¤ÉèSÉ ̈ Éä Eòä´É±É iÉÒxÉ Ê´ÉtÉlÉÒÇ lÉä* Ên´ªÉÉ, ̈ ÉÙEòä¶É +Éè® ºÉÙvÉÒ®* iÉÒxÉÉäÆ ½Ò |ÉlÉ¨É ̧ ÉähÉÒ ̈ Éä =kÉÒhÉÇ ½ÙB lÉä* VÉ¤É 
<ºÉ |ÉlÉ¨É ¤ÉèSÉ EòÉ {É®ÒIÉÉ {ÉÊ®hÉÉ¨É +ÉªÉÉ iÉÉä ÊºÉ0 £òèÆEòÉä VÉÉä ÊEò =ºÉ ºÉ¨ÉªÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ EòÒ |ÉvÉÉxÉÉSÉÉªÉÉÇ lÉÒ 
{É®ÒIÉÉ {ÉÊ®hÉÉ¨É EòÉä näJÉEò® <iÉxÉÒ ¦ÉÉ´ÉÊ´É¦ÉÉä® ½Ù<Ç lÉÒ ÊEò º´ÉªÉÆ Ê¨É`É<Ç ±ÉääEò® ºÉ¤É +vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉ+Éå Eòä {ÉÉºÉ 
VÉÉEò® Ê¨É¹`ÉxÉ Ê´ÉiÉÊ®iÉ Eò®xÉä ±ÉMÉÒ* iÉlÉÉ ̈ Éä®ä {ÉÉºÉ +ÉEò® Eò½xÉä ±ÉMÉÒ ÊEò iÉÙ¨É nÉä {ÉÒºÉ JÉÉ+Éä iÉÙ¨É iÉÉä Ê´É¹ÉªÉ 
{ÉgÉiÉÒ ½Éä*

Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä {ÉÙ®ÉxÉä Ê´ÉtÉlÉÒÇ ÊxÉÊ¨É¹ÉÉ ®É´ÉiÉ, ̈ ÉxÉÉäVÉ JÉcC´ÉÉ±É ºÉÙ¹É¨ÉÉ ºÉä¨É´ÉÉ±É, =¹ÉÉ ®ÉhÉÉ, nùIÉÉ ®úÉ´ÉiÉ, 
|ÉÉÆVÉ±ÉÒ, Ê®ªÉÉ, °òÊSÉ +ÉÊn UÉjÉ UÉjÉÉ+Éå ºÉä Ê¨É±ÉEò® ¤ÉcÒ |ÉºÉzÉiÉÉ ½Ù<Ç*

¨ÉèxÉä VÉ¤É 1983 ̈ ÉäÆ +vªÉÉ{ÉxÉ EòÉªÉÇ +É®¨¦É ÊEòªÉÉ lÉÉ iÉ¤É Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ EòÒ UÉjÉ ºÉÆJªÉÉ +ÊvÉEò xÉ½ÒÆ lÉÒ* 
±ÉMÉ¦ÉMÉ nÉä ºÉÉè Ê´ÉtÉlÉÒÇ ®½ä ½ÉäÆMÉä* Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ +É`´ÉÒÆ EòIÉÉ iÉEò ºÉÆSÉÉÊ±ÉiÉ lÉÉ* Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ EòÒ |ÉvÉÉxÉÉSÉÉªÉÉÇ 
ÊºÉÆ0 £òèEòÉäÆ iÉlÉÉ |É¤ÉxvÉEò ¡òÉn® ¨ÉèlªÉÚ lÉä* +vªÉÉ{ÉEò +vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉ+Éå EòÒ ºÉÆJªÉÉ ¦ÉÒ Eò¨É ½Ò lÉÒ* =¹ÉÉ 
Ê´ÉÊ±ÉªÉ¨É, {ÉÚhÉÇ SÉÊxpEòÉ, {ÉÆiÉ ̈ Éè¨É, ÊºÉ0 |Éä¨ÉÉ, ÊºÉ0 ̈ ÉÉ<Eò±É, {ÉÒ0]Ò0 +vªÉÉ{ÉEò ̧ ÉÒ SÉÆn lÉä* ¶ÉxÉè& ¶ÉxÉè& VÉ¤É 
UÉjÉ ºÉÆJªÉÉ ¤ÉgxÉä ±ÉMÉÒ iÉÉä +vªÉÉ{ÉEòÉäÆ EòÒ ºÉÆJªÉÉ ¦ÉÒ ¤Ég MÉªÉÒ* <ºÉ +xiÉ®É±É ̈ ÉäÆ <xnÚ SÉÉè¡òÒxÉ,  ºÉiªÉÉ VÉÉä¶ÉÒ, 
+xÉÚ{É VÉÉä¶ÉÒ, ºÉÙxÉÒiÉÉ VÉÉä¶ÉÒ, +ÉÊn +vªÉÉ{ÉEò +vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉªÉäÆ +ÉªÉä* 

¨ÉèxÉä iÉÒºÉ ́ É¹ÉÇ +xÉ´É®iÉ <ºÉ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ̈ ÉäÆ +vªÉÉ{ÉxÉ EòÉªÉÇ ÊEòªÉÉ* +ÉVÉ ºÉä nºÉ ́ É¹ÉÇ {ÉÚ´ÉÇ ̈ ÉèÆ ºÉä´ÉÉÊxÉ´ÉÞkÉ 
½Ù<Ç* ̈ Éä®Ò ºÉä´ÉÉÊxÉ´ÉÞÊkÉ ºÉä SÉÉ® ́ É¹ÉÇ {ÉÚ´ÉÇ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ 12´ÉÒÆ EòIÉÉ iÉEò ºÉÆSÉÉÊ±ÉiÉ ½Éä MÉªÉÉ lÉÉ* ̈ ÉÙZÉä <ºÉ ¤ÉÉiÉ EòÒ 
|ÉºÉzÉiÉÉ ½è ÊEò ̈ ÉèxÉä 4 ́ É¹ÉÇ iÉEò 11´ÉÒÆ +Éè® 12´ÉÒÆ EòIÉÉ EòÉä ¦ÉÒ {ÉgÉªÉÉ +Éè® 12´ÉÒÆ EòIÉÉ EòÉ {É®ÒIÉÉ¡ò±É ¦ÉÒ 
¤É½ÙiÉ +SUÉ ®½É* iÉÒºÉ ́ É¹ÉÉäÇ EòÒ +xÉ´É®i ºÉä´ÉÉEòÉ±É ̈ ÉäÆ Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ ̈ ÉäÆ Eò<Ç ¡òÉn® ̈ ÉèxÉäVÉ® ÊºÉº]® |ÉvÉÉxÉÉSÉÉªÉÉÇ 
B´ÉÆ +vªÉÉ{ÉEò-+vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉ+Éå Eòä ºÉÉlÉ EòÉªÉÇ Eò®xÉä EòÉ +xÉÙÙ¦É´É ¤É½ÙiÉ +SUÉ ®½É* VÉ¤É Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä ¦É´ªÉ 
|ÉÉÆMÉhÉ ̈ ÉäÆ ¡òÉn® VÉÉìxÉ ́ ÉÉbäEò®, ¡òÉn® VÉÉìxÉÒ Ê¨É±Éä iÉÉä Ê´ÉtÉ±ÉªÉ Eòä ́ ÉÉä ÊnxÉ ªÉÉn +É MÉªÉä* VÉ¤É ¡òÉn® VÉÉìxÉ ½¨ÉäÆ 
Ê]½®Ò ¤ÉÉÆvÉ ÊnJÉÉxÉä ±Éä MÉªÉä iÉÉä ½¨É ºÉ¤É +vªÉÉÊ{ÉEòÉ+Éå xÉä ¤ÉºÉ ̈ ÉäÆ +ÆiÉÉIÉ®Ò JÉä±ÉÒ* ºÉiªÉÉ VÉÉä¶ÉÒ ̈ Éè¨É Eòä MÉÉxÉÉäÆ 
ºÉä iÉÉä ́ Éä <iÉxÉä |É¦ÉÉÊ´ÉiÉ ½ÙB ÊEò Eò½xÉä ±ÉMÉä +Éä ºÉiªÉÉ CªÉÉ iÉÙ¨É Eò¨{ªÉÚ]® ½Éä*

+{ÉxÉä ºÉ¦ÉÒ ºÉ½EòÊ¨ÉÇªÉÉäÆ, UÉjÉ UÉjÉÉ+Éå ºÉä Ê¨É±ÉEò® VÉÉä |ÉºÉzÉiÉÉ ½Ù<Ç =ºÉä ¶É¤nÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ ́ ªÉHò xÉ½ÒÆ Eò® ºÉEòiÉÒ* 
¨Éä®Ò <Ç¶´É® ºÉä ªÉ½Ò |ÉÉlÉÇxÉÉ ½è ÊEò ºÉÆiÉ lÉÉì¨ÉºÉ °ò{ÉÒ ´ÉÞIÉ Eòä {ÉÙ¹{É VÉ½ÉÄ ¦ÉÒ ®½äÆ +{ÉxÉÒ ºÉÙMÉxvÉ ºÉä SÉiÉÙÊnÇEò 
ºÉÙMÉÊxvÉiÉ Eò®iÉä ®½ä* ̈ Éä®É +ÉEòÉ¶É ¦É® +É¶ÉÔ´ÉÉn <xÉEòä ºÉÉlÉ ¤ÉxÉÉ ®½ä*

+Ê´Éº¨É®úhÉÒªÉ {É±ÉMrs. Shanti Dobhal
Former Teacher, STCS
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EòÙU ªÉÉnäÆ ½ÉäiÉÒ ½èÆ VÉÉä ½¨É ¦ÉÚ±É xÉ½ÒÆ {ÉÉiÉä... ªÉÉ ¶ÉÉªÉn ¦ÉÚ±ÉxÉÉ xÉ½ÒÆ SÉÉ½iÉä* <iÉxÉÒ ªÉÉnäÆ ½èÆ ¤ÉSÉ{ÉxÉ EòÒ +Éè® ºEòÚ±É EòÒ, {ÉiÉÉ 
xÉ½ÒÆ BEò {ÉzÉä ̈ ÉäÆ EòèºÉä ºÉ¨Éä] {ÉÉ>òÄMÉÉ* 

VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä ¶ÉÙ»+ÉiÉÒ 16 ́ É¹ÉÇ, ºEòÚ±É Eòä ½Ò <nÇ-ÊMÉnÇ ¤ÉÒiÉä* +¤É ¦ÉÒ BäºÉÉ ½Ò ½ÉäiÉÉ ½è, ̈ ÉMÉ® ¡òEòÇ ½è* {É½±Éä home work 
½ÉäiÉÉ lÉÉ, ±ÉäÊEòxÉ =ºÉ Eòä ºÉÉlÉ {ÉÚ®É xÉ Eò®xÉä {É® ̈ ÉÉ® EòÉ b® ¦ÉÒ ½ÉäiÉÉ lÉÉ; +¤É iÉÉä Ê¶ÉIÉEò ̈ ÉÉ®xÉÉ iÉÉä nÚ®, bÉÆ]xÉä ºÉä ¦ÉÒ EòiÉ®ÉiÉä 
½èÆ, {ÉiÉÉ xÉ½ÒÆ EòÉä<Ç notice ¦ÉäVÉ nä ªÉÉ management ½Ò explanation ̈ ÉÉÆMÉ ±Éä* ºEòÚ±É Eòä ¤ÉÉn ¦ÉÒ, ¶ÉÉ¨É EòÉä ªÉÉ UÙ^Ò Eòä 
ÊnxÉ ¦ÉÒ ºEòÚ±É Eòä nÉäºiÉ +Éè® ¨ÉÉä½±±Éä Eòä nÉäºiÉ ½Ò ºÉ¤É EòÙU ½ÉäiÉä lÉä; xÉÉ mobile phone lÉä, xÉÉ OTTlÉÉ, xÉÉ social 

media lÉÉ* +MÉ® Eò¦ÉÒ ¤ÉÉVÉÉ® ̈ ÉäÆ PÉÚ¨ÉiÉä ½ÙB {ÉiÉÉ ±ÉMÉ VÉÉB EòÒ EòÉä<Ç ]ÒSÉ® ªÉÉ sister ¤ÉÉVÉÉ® ̈ ÉäÆ näJÉä MÉB ½èÆ, iÉÉä ®ÉºiÉÉ ½Ò 
¤Én±É ±ÉäiÉä lÉä - vÉÉ®É ®Éäb ºÉä ¤ÉºÉ +dä VÉÉxÉä EòÒ ¤ÉVÉÉªÉ, EòÆbÉäÊ±ÉªÉÉ ̈ ÉÆÊn® EòÒ ºÉÒÊgªÉÉÄ SÉg Eòä ºÉÒvÉä SP Office +Éè® Ê¡ò® VÉÉä 
¦ÉÒ ‘ºÉÙ®ÊIÉiÉ’ ®ÉºiÉÉ ºÉ¨ÉZÉ ̈ ÉäÆ +ÉiÉÉ lÉÉ, ́ É½Ò {ÉEòc ±ÉäiÉä lÉä* +¤É iÉÉä ¶ÉÉªÉn {ÉÉºÉÉ {É±É] MÉªÉÉ ½è, ]ÒSÉ® ½Ò ®ÉºiÉÉ ¤Én±É ±ÉäiÉä 
½èÆ* 

ºEòÚ±É EòÉä ªÉÉn Eò® Eòä Eò¦ÉÒ ±ÉMÉiÉÉ ½è Eò±É ½Ò EòÒ ¤ÉÉiÉ ½è* ¤É½ÙiÉ ¤ÉÉiÉäÆ BäºÉä Ên±É +Éè® Ên¨ÉÉMÉ ̈ ÉäÆ ¤ÉºÉÒ ½èÆ, ÊEò BEò BEò 
SÉÒVÉ +ÉÄJÉÉäÆ Eòä ºÉÉ¨ÉxÉä xÉVÉ® +ÉiÉÒ ½è* SÉÒc Eòä {Éäc Eòä xÉÒSÉä ̈ ÉÉìÊxÉÆÇMÉ +ºÉäÆ¤É±ÉÒ, UPY 1299, BVÉäÆºÉÒ EòÉ {ÉÉEòÇ (+¤É iÉÉä ́ É½ÉÄ 
EòÙU +ÉìÊ¡òºÉ ½è ¶ÉÉªÉn), SÉÉèvÉ®Ò VÉÒ EòÒ nÙEòÉxÉ ºÉä landline ¡òÉäxÉ Eò® Eòä ºEòÚ±É +ÉìÊ¡òºÉ ̈ ÉäÆ {ÉÚUxÉÉ EòÒ ¤ÉºÉ xÉ½ÒÆ +É<Ç ½è, CªÉÉ 
UÙ^Ò ½ÉäMÉÒ? (Eò<Ç ¤ÉÉ® iÉÉä VÉ´ÉÉ¤É Ê¨É±ÉÉ, EòÉä<Ç ¤ÉÉiÉ xÉ½ÒÆ {Éèn±É +É VÉÉ+Éä), assembly Eòä ¤ÉÉn Peter and Molly ́ ÉÉ±ÉÉ 
]ä{É SÉ±ÉÉªÉÉ VÉÉiÉÉ lÉÉ (½¨ÉÉ®Ò English ºÉÙvÉÉ®xÉä Eòä Ê±ÉB), +Éè® ½¨É ́ É½ÒÆ {Éä JÉcä ½Éä Eò® 10-15 Ê¨ÉxÉ] iÉEò ºÉÙxÉiÉä lÉä* Ê¡ò® 
ºÉÉäSÉÉä iÉÉä ±ÉMÉiÉÉ ½è BEò WÉ¨ÉÉxÉÉ ¤ÉÒiÉ MÉªÉÉ, +Éè® ¤É½ÙiÉ EòÙU ¤Én±É MÉªÉÉ- <iÉxÉÉ ÊEò ºÉ¤É {É®ÉªÉÉ ºÉÉ ±ÉMÉiÉÉ ½è* Teachers, 
ºEòÚ±É Ê¤ÉÊ±bÆMÉ, ªÉÚÊxÉ¡òÉì¨ÉÇ EòÉ ®ÆMÉ, +Éè® ́ ÉÉä VÉÉä bonding lÉÒ <xÉ ºÉ¦ÉÒ Eòä ºÉÉlÉ* {ÉgÉ<Ç Eòä ºÉÉlÉ ºÉÉlÉ =ºÉ ºÉ¨ÉªÉ teachers 
¤É½ÙiÉ EòÙU VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä ¤ÉÉ®ä ̈ ÉäÆ, Ê®¶iÉÉäÆ Eòä ¤ÉÉ®ä ̈ ÉäÆ, values +Éè® principles Eòä ¤ÉÉ®ä ̈ ÉäÆ ¦ÉÒ ¤ÉiÉÉiÉä lÉä* =ºÉ ºÉ¨ÉªÉ VªÉÉnÉ ºÉ¨ÉZÉ 
¨ÉäÆ xÉ½ÒÆ +ÉiÉÉ lÉÉ* +Éè® +¤É VÉ¤É ºÉ¨ÉZÉ ̈ ÉäÆ +ÉiÉÉ ½è, +Éè® ̈ ÉxÉ Eò®iÉÉ ½è ÊEò =xÉ ºÉä Ên±É JÉÉä±É Eòä ¤ÉÉiÉ Eò®äÆ, iÉÉä =xÉ ̈ ÉäÆ ºÉä EòÙU 
iÉÉä ½¨ÉÉ®ä ¤ÉÒSÉ ½èÆ ½Ò xÉ½ÒÆ, +Éè® ¤ÉÉEòÒ ºÉ¤É ºÉä ¦ÉÒ ºÉÆ{ÉEòÇ xÉ½ÒÆ ®½É* Ê¡ò® ½¨ÉxÉä <ºÉ xÉB nÉè® ̈ ÉäÆ +{ÉxÉä +É{É EòÉä <iÉxÉÉ ́ ªÉºiÉ Eò® 
Ê±ÉªÉÉ ½è, ÊEò =xÉºÉä ºÉÆ{ÉEòÇ Eò®xÉÉ ½¨ÉÉ®Ò priority ̈ ÉäÆ ½Ò xÉ½ÒÆ +ÉiÉÉ* ºÉSÉ ̈ ÉäÆ 40 ºÉÉ±É ¤É½ÙiÉ ±ÉÆ¤ÉÉ +®ºÉÉ ½ÉäiÉÉ ½è* 

BEò ¤ÉÉiÉ iÉÉä iÉªÉ ½è- VÉÉä Ê¶ÉIÉÉ VÉÉä nÒIÉÉ ½¨ÉäÆ <ºÉ ºEòÚ±É xÉä nÒ ½è, ½¨É VÉ½ÉÆ ¦ÉÒ ½èÆ, =ºÉÒ EòÒ ¤ÉnÉè±ÉiÉ ½èÆ* +MÉ® {ÉÚ®Ò iÉ®½ ºÉä 
xÉ½ÒÆ iÉÉä EòÉ¡òÒ ½n iÉEò* +{ÉxÉä ¤ÉSSÉÉäÆ Eòä ºEòÚ±É ºÉä SÉÉ½ä +xÉSÉÉ½ä comparison ½Éä ½Ò VÉÉiÉÉ ½è* +Éè® Ê¨É±ÉiÉÉ ½è ÊEò ½¨ÉÉ®ä 
Ê¶ÉIÉEòÉäÆ EòÉ {ÉÚ®É vªÉÉxÉ ½¨ÉÉ®Ò ¦É±ÉÉ<Ç, ½¨ÉÉ®Ò growth, all round development, +Éè® ½¨ÉäÆ +SUÉ <ÆºÉÉxÉ ¤ÉxÉÉxÉä {É® lÉÉ* 
+¤É ¶ÉÉªÉn ¤ÉSSÉä +SUÒ percentage {ÉÉ Eò® ºEòÚ±É EòÉ xÉÉ¨É ¤ÉxÉÉxÉä EòÉ, ºEòÚ±É EòÒ growth EòÉ, +Éè® ºEòÚ±É EòÒ Eò¨ÉÉ<Ç 
EòÉ WÉÊ®ªÉÉ ¦É® ½èÆ* Moral values VÉÒ´ÉxÉ EòÉ Ê½ººÉÉ xÉ½ÒÆ, BEò ½}iÉä ̈ ÉäÆ BEò period ¦É® ½è, ́ ÉÉä ¦ÉÒ class 5 iÉEò* <ºÉ ̈ ÉäÆ 
ÊEòºÉÒ ºEòÚ±É EòÉ nÉä¹É ¦ÉÒ xÉ½ÒÆ ½è* ½¨ÉÉ®Ò Ê¶ÉIÉÉ xÉÒÊiÉ, ̈ ÉÉiÉÉ-Ê{ÉiÉÉ EòÒ +ÉEòÉÆIÉÉBÆ ÊEò ½¨ÉÉ®É ¤ÉSSÉÉ +SUä marks ±ÉÉ Eò®, 
¤Écä college ̈ ÉäÆ VÉÉB +Éè® +ÆiÉiÉ& +SUÒ xÉÉèEò®Ò {ÉÉB, BäºÉä EòÉxÉÚxÉ ÊVÉºÉ ºÉä Ê¶ÉIÉEòÉäÆ Eòä ½ÉlÉ ¤ÉÆvÉä ½ÉäÆ, +Éè® Ê¶ÉIÉEòÉäÆ Eòä ¦ÉÒ 
vªÉÉxÉ ¦É±ÉÉ<Ç ºÉä +ÊvÉEò Eò¨ÉÉ<Ç {É® ½Éä, iÉÉä nÉä¹É ÊEòºÉÒ BEò EòÉ EòèºÉä ½Éä ºÉEòiÉÉ ½è?

¤Én±ÉÉ´É |ÉEòÞÊiÉ EòÉ ÊxÉªÉ¨É ½è* ºÉ¨ÉªÉ SÉGò SÉ±ÉiÉÉ®½iÉÉ ½è* Eò¦ÉÒ EòÙU ¦ÉÒ ÊºlÉ® xÉ½ÒÆ ½è* <ºÉ Ê±ÉB ¤ÉÒiÉä ºÉ¨ÉªÉ EòÒ JÉ^Ò 
¨ÉÒ`Ò ªÉÉnäÆ ±Éä Eò®, +ÉxÉä ́ ÉÉ±Éä ºÉ¨ÉªÉ EòÉ º´ÉÉMÉiÉ Eò®iÉä ½Ù´Éä, +É{É ºÉä Ê´ÉnÉ ±ÉäiÉÉ ½ÚÄ* Eò¦ÉÒ +´ÉºÉ® Ê¨É±ÉÉ, iÉÉä Ê´ÉºiÉÉ® ºÉä SÉSÉÉÇ 
Eò®äÆMÉä* 

ªÉÉnäÆ +Éè® ªÉlÉÉlÉÇ

Conflict between 

Emotions 

and 

Reality: 

Some Random 

Thoughts

Mr. Mukesh Sadana
Former Student, STCS
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Arushi Tariyal Thakkar

St. Thomas School, Pauri, a name as holy as it sounds, to 

ears, but nothing less than temple, mosque, church or 

gurdwara for us.

Our foundation where we learnt the basics of not just 

subjects and languages but life.

I was a kid and knew nothing when I took admission in St. 

Thomas Pauri. 

Scared, afraid and knew nothing of life.

But whenever I was sad some teacher used to be there to 

help and guide me.

The profound knowledge which was imparted to us is 

invaluable. 

I was quite under confident before, but then Kuldeep Sir, 

discovered the singing talent in me and that paved way 

for my future. 

After that I got my confidence, my friends and happiness.

As we grew I got some very good friends who helped me, 

taught me, supported me, and were there in laughs and 

sorrows too.

Moudgil Mam, who was so much emotionally attached 

to our knowledge and performance and was always on 

toes for us until we wrote the word in our board exams.

Our sweet Sanjay Sir who proved that Teachers are our 

best friends. We used to annoy Sir, he used to get angry 

and then back to his real form. He helped us in every 

subject possible.

Every teacher in St. Thomas School left a seed of 

knowledge and curiosity in all of us which is still helping 

us in life.

Thank you for letting us spread our wings and giving  us 

confidence that we are lesser to none.

Though we left St. Thomas Pauri years back but still a 

piece of heart is where school is.

Arushi Tariyal Thakkar 
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Sushma Semwal

'A school is a building that has four walls…. with tomorrow inside'

- Lon Waters

As I sit in the crisp winter air writing this article there is so much that is going 
on in my mind. It seems so easy to get lost in memories. Sweet sweet 
memories of school, so many years down the lane (I joined in 1976) and some 
of them still so precise.

The cold breeze blows and I grab the hot tea glass closer, I am sitting in the 
verandah of my school (no doubt now that I am a teacher) listening to the 
chirping of my students as they play around in the soil. This  alone is enough 
to remind me of my Pauri days and SUPW period. They used to be twice a  
month and Oh! how we looked forward to it. Learning to dig the soil, planting 
flower saplings and making the gardens. Getting our hands dirty was just a 
way to learn nurturing with love and dignity of labor.

I let out a giggle, as the vivid memory of Bishop Gratian Mundadan coming to 
school for yearly inspection crosses my mind. Cleaning the classrooms and 
arranging the cupboards definitely was a teaching in organisation skills. And 
not to forget the task of staying up late at night to cover all the notebooks 
before the checking. And the teachers busy making sure the homework was 
all corrected.

Another feared day I remember was parent-teacher meeting day, specially 
rd

on 23  December every year. The only day we cared about teachers 
complaining to our parents. We had to set the best impressions!

I let go of my chain of thoughts, one of my students is still in the mud plucking 
the flowers. One scolding from me and the kid is straightened. The thought 

St. Thomas Convent - My Pride

of how Late Sister Franco would definitely fine us  for  doing something like 
that flashed my mind. Even the staircase-railings had become a no-touch 
zone. Strictness at its finest! Yet we looked forward to 2nd October 
celebrations and watching a documentary on Mahatma Gandhi in the 
Library Room and not to forget Mrs Molly Peters conversations on the 
loudspeaker just after assembly to improve our spoken English skills. St. 
Thomas really paid attention to grooming its students well.

The thought process is broken. One of my students is throwing mud 
everywhere and shouting. The hot tea glass has now gone cold in my hands. I 
gather myself and reminiscence Bishop Gratian's precious reminder to 
'Smile'. Truly some learnings remain lifelong I think, as I put on a bright smile 
and return to my notorious bunch.

Under  the  strict  discipline  of  my  principals-  Sister  Ranita,  Sister Mable, 
Sister Shanti and Late Sister Franco and the impressive personalities and 
selfless work of our Fathers and teachers we have come to be who we are 
today. St. Thomas will always be filled with a treasure trove of memories. It 
was indeed a paradise, in the quaint hills of Danda Pani, Pauri that nurtured 
in us the love for learning and living.

'Thankyou for all the memories that I hold so dear in my heart, and as time 
goes by, new ones will form, but the old ones should never depart'- Danielle 
Neidich.

With loving memories of students and staff of St. Thomas Convent, 

ICSE Batch1976

Sushma Semwal



B. M. Sharon

Dear Nursery Hall,

How I miss your cheerful and relaxing ambience, when-

ever I think of the School. You mark the very beginning of 

my scholastic journey at the St. Thomas Convent School, 

Pauri; you greeted and welcomed me into the 

Thomasian Family. School's infrastructure changed over 

the course of time, new classrooms took your title of 

Nursery, but your name remained the same. No longer 

were you a classroom but a hall for serving many 

purposes. Being at the core of the School, you have 

witnessed so many events and functions like farewells, 

seminars, welcome ceremonies so on and so forth but 

your prime venture to be a hall for conducting the board 

examinations was what, that made it possible, that you 

alone marked my last day of being a student at the 

School.

Not forgetting our farewell party, when we all walked 

down the memory lane and recollected our scholastic 

journey, which was indeed an indelible, blissful 

experience. The meticulous leadership provided by 

honourable Fathers and Sisters, the love, care and 

teachings by respected teachers which marked our 

holistic development as a student and as a social being 

and the reliable support by non- teaching staff was truly 

commendable. You beheld us all when our tears tumbled 

at the recognition of the fact that our schooling now is 

complete and we need to step out of the school and face 

the world.

Not only me but we all will always cherish the memories 

of the school, and no wonder that those were the best 

days of our lives. As of yet, we all are found to be at 

distant places and in various universities and institutions 

and will later be in the job/business zone but will never 

forget the time that we spent at school.

For me, you were the best place in the school, as you 

marked the first and the last day of my scholastic journey. 

I always enjoyed being there in the hall.

All I ever be wishing for the school is incessant prosperity.

Thank you.

B. M. Sharon 

MY DEAR NURSERY HALL
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Divyansh Rauthan

The journey of a student:  School-  School is not just a word. It is an 

emotion that resides in every student's heart . It is a second home 

where we are taught step by step to achieve success. First day of 

school and it becomes like a prison to us. We hate to stay away from 

our loved ones. Crying and wheezing is all we do but as the days pass 

by , it feels like heaven.

 We meet our first set of teachers- teachers who lay the foundation 

of our futures. Class by class we are taught different aspects of life. 

We learn  to care ,to love and to help and there are the qualities that 

cannot be taught but developed. As the years pass by, our love for 

the school increases. We make a lot of friends and transform to 

groups.

 Now comes that phase of life where if teacher corrects us, we take it 

as an insult. They become our enemies while the lenient teachers 

become our favourites. In this holy institution, we grow in all aspects 

of life. We find our talents, our strengths and our weaknesses. Slowly 

but surely maturity comes to us. We gradually understand that how 

concerned our teachers are for us and are always ready to help us.

 But let me tell you friends, reality hits in class 11th . Class is no longer 

a class. All the students become like a family. The so called groups are 

no more and everyone wants to live the last 2 years of school life in 

the best way possible. We all feel a different bond with the teachers 

and feeling is beautiful. The day comes closer and closer  when the 

batch will have a full stop and it will be the end of our beautiful 

journey together. 

My name is Divyansh Rauthan,in the last year of my school life, and I 

am pretty sure, when this magazine comes out, I won't be a student 

anymore. Live these moments friends, before it's too late because it 

is once in a life time experience. And just like that we move our 

separate ways, voices turn unfamiliar and everyone moves on. 

Strangers become strangers again. But what stays with us? Countless 

moments coated  with  deep emotions. Just a bag full of memories-

They are priceless indeed!!

Stars are many, but moon is only one. Schools are many but my  

beloved ST.Thomas  is a special one, Walking down the lane, singing 

the school rhyme, best decision of ours come, when it's school time. 

Wings of determination, flights of convictional love, with showers of 

blessings from Almighty above, Reaching heights of wisdom, frith 

and light, slowly and slowly we are grooming in the sunshine so 

bright. One day we will blossom into a  marvellous big tree, to face 

the world and our school will set us free! But all that will make us 

smile and stop in our journey for a while- memories of joy, laughter 

triumphs and cheers the chromatic brilliance of 50 golden years.

Divyansh Rauthan

   The moments to cherish : School memories 
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Some days I reminiscence about the first time when I 

stood outside my class in the kindergarten holding my 

parents'hands, afraid that if I let go I will get lost in the 

crowd of identical strangers. I cried as I felt my parents 

slipping away slowly by my side and pushing me into a 

whole new word of unending adventures that have 

made me what I am today.

St. Thomas convent school is not just a school, it is the 

sacred soil where the dormant seed imbibe knowledge, 

moral values, ethics and each one has been transformed 

into a mature lush tree plant. Here teachers and 

management are like gardeners who have nurtured us 

with their love, warmth, affection and knowledge. The 

school has always aimed at evolving a sense of discipline 

and a humanitarian perspective in its students. The 

school has always prompted the students to explore the 

creative,spiritual, intellectual and patriotic aspects of 

Kritika Kathait

their personalities. It provides an environment that 

nurtures and amplifies the agreeable qualities in each 

student.

I am so grateful to my Alma mater. My huge thanks and 

gratitude to all my teachers for their tireless efforts as 

they have taught me to be confident, compassionate, 

self-aware, balanced and optimistic and help me to do 

away with my apprehensions and has shown me the way 

to reach my goals.

Kritika Kathait

An Apprehensive first step
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Lavanya

"You are perceived the way you look and you are treated 

the way you are perceived" as I entered my new school 

these were the words of my father that rung through my 

ears. After having spent 10 years in my hometown, with 

the same people in the same school I was not ready to 

move away. but I did join St. Thomas school as the first 

commerce batch so turns out I did have to move. as a 

newbie, in a new school culture I was hyper aware of 

everything. I did I had this debilitating fear that all eyes 

were on me, everything I was doing was being picked 

apart. I spent the first week of 11th grade fixating my 

eyes on random spots, to avoid conversations, to the 

point where it gave me headaches. One day as I sat 

backstage on the stairs I caught myself considering 

running away. "how hard would it be if I just took a taxi 

back home after the school ends?" I was sure it wasn't a 

plan I was going to execute just an intrusive thought, just 

then I felt a hand on my shoulder from a fellow classmate 

who asked me if I wanted to join them for class pictures 

they were taking and even though I refused to join that 

The school that made me better not bitter

small gesture made me feel welcomed. this whole time I 

was too busy thinking about myself, projecting my 

insecurities onto others while they were trying to make 

me feel like a part of the family. It was a slow journey but 

it turned out to be simply good. I say good and that may 

sound underwhelming but that's what the Saint Thomas 

family felt like to me a warm hug with the undertone of 

cool air that carried with it the scent of freshpine. Simply 

good I say! this school taught me how to be more 

understanding. My peers, my teachers held out space for 

me to fit in, to be comfortable. their kindness was the 

reason I became better not bitter.

Lavanya



We all have the privilege to collect and revisit memories 

that perhaps enable us to feel warmth in times of cold 

loneliness, comfort in times of chaos and reassurance in 

times of doubt. Memories are the part and parcel of 

everyone's life. The good memories are the good 

experiences one gets and the treasures to cherish in 

one's life. The good memories include school life 

memories. The memories of not only the fun, friendship 

and all the sport and extracurricular but also the way it 

helped me find my interests. I owe it all to my school. It 

has made me who I am today. Sometimes we can't let go 

off memories because they are constant reminders of a 

beautiful story that we never expected to end. In the 

journey of life, there is a long distance between 

childhood and adulthood; its fifteen years long and 

thousands of memories tall - School Life. School life is the 

golden time period of learning and I can proudly say that 

Maanya Gusain

Aaina of my school life

I gained good learning experience, the self confidence, 

motivation and the will to do the best from my Alma 

Mater, St. Thomas Convent School. My first day school 

life memories are still vivid. I can still feel how warmly I 

was welcomed at the school. That truly defines the 

importance of school life for a child. As a child, I learned, 

cooperated, got myself motivated and groomed under 

the best guidance of my dearest teachers. It is very true 

that a person always remembers his first and the last day 

at school. Fifteen years ago, I walked in with a heavy bag 

and in this golden jubilee year of the school I am walking 

out with a heavy heart taking a bag full of memories from 

here and it's a wrap of my school life rather the best days 

of life. My school has been an important and significant 

part of my life for which I am eternally grateful.

Maanya Gusain
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 Nimisha Rana 

My school days were the best days of my life and my 

school life - the brightest part of my memory. The love I 

received from my classmates and my juniors will never 

be forgotten. The guidance I received from Sr. Prima, Sr. 

Franco and other teachers shaped me into what I am 

today. Although "HOOLIGANS" is what Sr. Franco addre-

ssed me and my classmates, ICSE batch of 1987.

I was lucky to be a part of the Alumni Celebrations of 
th

St. Thomas, held on 29  Oct. 2022. Not only did I get a 

chance to visit my school, but meeting some of the 

teachers who had taught us 35-40 years ago, talking to 

the juniors revived the lost childhood. The love I received 

was much to my expectations. But what surprised me 

was when founder Reverend Bishop Grecian Mundadan 

in his address spoke about a retired Brigadier, being a 

part of laying the foundation of the school. The Brigadier 

was Brigadier Lacchaman Singh Negi, my dadaji.

Immediately I recalled myself sitting in my 9th class 

embarrassed, almost in tears. Tessy ma.am was taking 

Dadaji at St. Thomas

her Maths lesson when the Brigadier barged into the 

classroom complaining about some issue which I never 

could recollect. All I remember is the thud in the heart of 

a 13 year old girl, what would happen next.

I remember the horror my grandfather had over my 

classmates. Once Dharmendra Rawat happened to cross 

my dadaji's path and immediately the Brigadier roared, 

“Whose son are you?” Poor Dharmendra out of nervous-

ness answered, “I am fine.” To add to his dismay, dadaji 

said , “I am not asking about your wellbeing. I am asking 

whose son are you?”

So it was always my dadaji whenever my teachers or my 

friends had to have a good laugh. And it was fun. The love 

and respect he had earned in the hearts of the people of 

Pauri, helped me become the person I am today.

St. Thomas and Pauri, I will keep loving you.

Nimisha Rana



Nestled in the heart of Pauri, Saint Thomas Convent School has 

etched it's mark on the sands of time. As the school celebrates its 

golden jubilee, the alumni from the earliest batches, gather to 

reminisce about a time when the school was just taking its first steps, 

much like the young minds, it nurtured .

Back in the year 1988, the school saw its third batch of students with 

their graduation caps. A mere group of eight, including names like 

Gaurav, Atul, Surendra, Himanshu, Usha, Daksha, Renu and myself, 

Bharat Bhushan, embarked on a journey that would shape their lives 

in profound ways. We witnessed the humble beginnings of the 

institution when it was stationed at Agency Chowk.

The school's growth mirrored the growth of its students. With 

dedicated staff like Sr. Mabel, Sr Shanthi, Sr Lucy, Sr Franco, and Sr. 

Prema, the foundation of values and knowledge was laid with care 

and devotion. The memories of Dobhal Mam, Usha Mam and Indu 

Mam along with many others, continue to evoke a sense of gratitude 

for their unwavering commitment to nurturing young minds.

Recollections of those days include the school's love bus, adorned 

with the number plate UPY 1299. This bus wasn't just a mode of 

transportation; it was a vessel of camaraderie and shared stories, 

carrying the students on three trips daily to and from the school. The 

bond that developed among those young hearts during those bus 

rides still lingers in their hearts, today.

Bharat Bhushan

Saint Thomas Convent Schools, glorious path-from Eight pioneers to a Golden Jubilee

The pages of time have turned, and St Thomas convent school has 

evolved into an educational institution of great repute. The growth 

witnessed in terms of infrastructure and facilities is a testament to 

the unwavering dedication of its educators and the enduring spirits 

of its students. From agency Chowk to its present stature, the school 

has evolved, yet the core values it instills have remained constant.

As the school celebrates 50 glorious years, it stands as a living 

embodiment of its commitment to nurturing minds, fostering chara-

cter, and inspiring dreams. The alumni, now parents themselves, 

proudly send their own children through the school gates, creating a 

beautiful cycle of legacy and learning.

My kids, Punya and Rudra, carry forward the torch ignited by their 

fathers generation. They are a living link between the past, and the 

present, a bridge connecting the memories of yesteryears with the 

aspirations of tomorrow.

Saint Thomas convent, school's  journey has been nothing short of 

remarkable. From its humble beginning to its golden jubilee, it has 

stood as a beacon of knowledge, friendship and growth. The 

memories of eight friends, and their pioneering journey continue to 

resonate through the corridors, reminding everyone that every 

beginning, no matter how small, has the potential to create a legacy 

that spans generations.

Bharat Bhushan
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Pranjal Rawat

Some of us are staying very close to Pauri and some are far away. We 

miss and love it. We are happy having achieved some success or are 

almost there. At any point of time, when the memory of my beloved 

school flashes on my mind screen,it is not in a sad nostalgia but a 

bright memory which feels good with an evening latte.

We could call ourselves unaware lads but the teachers used to call us 

innocent. It's difficult to look at life with such innocence now. The 

moments most relished were either waiting for recess or the last 

bell. The last bell was not an end to the day but the race to the best 

window seats in the bus. We wished for a free period so that we 

could bask in the sun during winters or play random games during 

summers. Summers in Pauri felt too hot until we moved out. Every 

now and then someone would feel dizzy in the morning sun. That 

was hardly sunny if you ask us now.

I wonder about our desire to wear those school uniforms in the most 

fashionable way possible. Those pants hanging on to the last bone of 

the hip just waiting to fall. No matter how we looked, what we did, 

we never felt bad. Today we can never be well dressed enough.

Everyone wanted to have those long hair locks. We would always try 

to duck the PT teacher but in vain. And today either we have lost 

majority of them or undercuts are the way to go. Everything we do 

When I Stop And Look Back

today is just the opposite of what we wished to do in School. Or to frame 

it better, whatever we did then could not be replicated ever in life.

We stare at the mundane traffic from our car windows while 

returning from office hoping to get home in time. We never really 

cared about getting home in time in childhood. The restlessness 

accompanying us in the seventh period is gone. Seated alone or with 

a friend is not the same as being seated with 4 other friends in a 3 

people row. Comfort and space had different meanings back then. 

We were used to being in groups, in a class full of vibrant characters and 

personalities. Character and personality sound heavy for that time.

We grew to be a bunch full of extroverts and introverts. Some have 

their close ones nearby; some just wait on people to understand 

them. Back in the day, we all were able to relate and converse well 

with at least one of the teachers in schools. We knew them well. 

They understood us more. Life was simple and easy. We were prote-

cted and loved by parents and teachers alike. There were those 

occasional reprimands and harsh lessons. But do they seem harsh now?

I believe most of us would be happy with how our lives have turned 

out. We are able to fulfil our wishes and desires. The memories from 

our childhood visits us at times. Only to make us stop, think, smile 

and go on with our lives, happy and grateful.

Pranjal Rawat



Priyamvada Kukreti

I feel, School is just not a place of education and learning, it is more 

than that.It is a place of companionship, teamwork, friendships and 

ethics. A place where one's personality is chiseled, groomed and 

polished.

I am Priyamvada Kukreti Sharma, currently working as a Recruitment 

Manager at Lancesoft (US Healthcare Staffing Firm).

I have spent the most amazing 15 years of my life climbing  the steps 

of my adorable temple of learning everyday, and trust me, not even a 

single moment did the thought ever flash in my mind that this place 

is not meant for me.. Now, when our lives are hectic and full of 

responsibilities, I look back through the memory lane and realize 

how easy it was, so much easier than the present hectic schedule  of 

going to office now. 

I have grown in STS, in Nursery being just a mere Toddler to comple-

ting my Class 12th as an adolescent. 

It has been a roller coaster journey, from WINNING TROPHIES to 

CRYING OVER A LOST GAME, from SHARING HUGS AND HIFIVES to CRYING 

OVER FAILED FRIENDSHIP. 

For me, it has been special because it provided me a platform to dig   

my talents. I danced, I sang, I wrote, I spoke. My teachers  always 

motivated my talents and pushed me to participate in every single 

event, which I did with all my heart and soul. 

My School - For me

I still brag about the best English teacher one could ever have, 

because I hardly make grammatical errors, instead I correct others .

I remember requesting our hindi teacher to take us outside in the 

sun during winters,& convincing her was an achievement.Such small 

moments of  joys made our days happening.

I learnt how to obtain a quality of life and how to fight your own 

battles.

I made some really awesome friends, who are now my family and we 

visit often, and in addition to that, these days, making each others 

marriage super LIT!

Jotting down my good old days is making me emotional right now. It 

has been 9 years since I passed my 12th, but I have a vivid picture of 

all the laughter sessions, the events, the carols, the christmas time, 

the exams and WHAT NOT. So, make the most of it , life is tough ahead, 

this innocence will not return, learn and teach, vocalize and 

introspect your beliefs, and I am sure Everyone will turn into a great 

human. #morepower #ilovests #beingthomasian #fun_frolics 

#imissmyschool.

Priyamvada Kukreti
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What did I see in past fifty years?

I saw a journey from a rented room to  memorable classes,

I saw a journey from three little children to hundreds of curious little minds;

I saw a journey from one nurturer to many ,

I saw the coming and going of my beloveds; This is what I saw since last fifty 

years and many more to see.

What did I see in past fifty years?

I saw a journey  of emotions in each heart,

I saw growth and grooming of each sapling

This is what I saw since last fifty years and many more to see.

What did I see in past fifty years?

I saw journey of wheels of one bus to wheels of thirteen buses,

I saw a journey from bell to electric bell;

I saw a jorney from one small stage to two audiovisual rooms,

I saw a journey from one to many labs;

This is what I saw since last fifty years and many more to see.

What did I see in the past fifty years

I saw a jorney from clean tables to stories inscribed on them,

I saw a jorney from solitude to whispering

This is what I saw in past fifty years and many more to see.

My Journey of Fifty Years!!

Samridhi Sehgal

Samridhi Sehgal



Sana Javaid

Almost two decades later since I left St. Thomas School in the year 2005, looking 
back brings countless beautiful memories still fresh in my heart and mind. 
Nestled in the lap of nature in its truest sense, this school was our second home. 
It not only shaped our foundational years academically, but also nurtured us 
through all-round development. All these years later, having met a fair share of 
people from across the globe, I can proudly say that the holistic education and 
experience St. Thomas offered is rare. It goes without saying what set the school 
apart were the dedicated teachers who brought their best to the table.

Ranging from my love for English literature to overcoming the fear of 
Mathematics, to exploring my programming skills and cherishing the realms of 
Geography, it is difficult to say which subject I enjoyed the most. The credit for 
evoking such a varied range of interests in a student goes to every single teacher 
who enriched the learning experience through their knowledge, enthusiasm, 
and warmth.

Many may not resonate with my feelings for this academic appreciation, but no 
one can deny the other fun facets the school days brought into our lives. Such as 
the small routines like recess time, morning assembly to an enchanting choir, 
which one starts to appreciate more after leaving school. And then the year-
round events and activities that we all looked forward to. For some of us, the 
sports week was a highlight, and for others, the cultural events, but I truly 
awaited and cherished the Annual and Christmas day celebrations. There was 
something special about the vibe and fervour of preparations for both these 
events. Skipping classes for rehearsals, preparing dresses and props for the 
performances, the winter ambiance and so on. In my memory, it is etched as a 
wholesome celebration. Another event that I particularly enjoyed was the post-
independence day celebration, where we sang all patriotic songs on our bus ride 

Days of our Lives

back home. So much so that we would all take the bus to the last stop and get off 
on the way back to buy extra time. It was a very unique feeling, and a sense of 
pride that filled our little hearts. Having mentioned the bus rides, it can easily be 
one of the distinct experiences of our school time, whether it was playing 
Antakshari or getting thrilled when the bus had to occasionally reroute from 
Kandolia.

Another highlight of my schooltime would be when we were relocated to a shed 
and had to sit on the floor for about a week because we refused to name one of 
our classmates for mischief. As much as our teachers must have hated that time 
because of the dark and dingy 'classroom', mosquitos, and whatnot, I think we 
made some of the best memories in that one week.

Overall, I am immensely grateful to the wonderful teachers and my schoolmates 
who made the experience at St. Thomas school incredibly memorable. As I sit 
miles away writing this today and look out of my window while the snow falls, I 
am reminded of the last day of our pre-board exams when it started to snow 
outside and we could not wait to finish writing our exam and run outside. Little 
did we know, it was a countdown to our remaining days in that safe nest before 
each of us took our own flights into a world full of uncertainties and oppor-
tunities.

So, I would take the chance to thank every teacher who was the wind beneath my 
wings and helped me achieve my dreams. And cheers to those friends who kept 
the promise of a lifetime friendship, especially considering my family left the 
town, and I have not had a chance to go back to Pauri. Finally, to the current 
students at St. Thomas, enjoy and make the best of this beautiful time while it 
lasts!

Sana Javaid 
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Shashwat Malasi

"Once you're a grown-up, you'll then understand the importance of this 
time and will regret that you had wasted your younger days acting like 
adults."

These words of Moudgil Mam still reverberate into my ears up to now. 
Though I am trying to recall from all my memories of the school times and 
figuring it out which one to be included in this small grouping of words, 
this sentence still reminds me of the reality that I am experiencing at 
present.

When I go back into the plethora of those 'good-old-days', it becomes 
extremely challenging to select few of those 'many' instances which have 
made our span in the STS, the most cherishing ones. My journey in the STS 
began from entering class nursery with our loving Manju Mam as the class 
teacher. Sister. Ananda was the other section's class teacher. During the 
earlier days, all we would do was just playing around in the classroom and 
on those cemented slides during the recess! Our whole batch felt 
extremely disappointed when those slides were brought down!

It was mainly from class 1st onwards that we realized there was 
something worth worrying on our shoulders as William Mam used to 
teach us. The way she punished us in totally incomparable and we all, be it 
or seniors or our elder brothers or sisters, feared her. But now when we 
revisit those 'fearful' memories, it seems that it had been always for our 
benefit. A sense of discipline and respect originated from such incidents 
only. I vouch for it.

REMEMBRANCES

These are the school days only that one, if pays a productive 
contemplation over the increasing levels of responsibilities, would find 
that these are only meant for our upliftment only. The initial years up to 
the middle classes was fun when we compare them with the higher 
classes. It was only in class 5th that suddenly, we felt a level-up in our 
attitude and personality since we were on our way to start writing with 
pen! It was really a challenge to keep the shirts stain-free during the first 
week of commencement of classes. There could not be a single student 
who has never experienced those 'pen-fights' and their aftermaths in the 
form of ink leak and smudging on the uniform. Then, the scenario of 
being chided at home used to be almost near to expulsion from home. 
Today, those are niched as sweet, innocent memories of our childhood. 
Who can forget those beatings from Satya Mam which gave us chilling 
every time she used to call out the names for punishment?

Class 6th was piled-up with all the subjects which the only 'seniors' in the 
school would study viz. Physics, Chemistry and Biology all together! In the 
beginning, it was a feeling too intangible to be explained in words. Our 
utopia got shattered into pieces within a month itself. We could not bear 
the duress of so much information to remember and comprehend. On a 
personal level, I too felt it difficult to manage so much of an upheaval all 
at once. These are the changes that shape the way would in future, go 
well along with the ways of the world.
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Introduction to Shakespeare is next in the list. It completely twisted the 
way we used to study up to class 8th. That too was one of the hardest 
obstacles. New pattern, cumulated syllabus, house-wise competitions, 
working for the decoration in friends' homes up to late evenings and 
getting back homes all tires only to be scolded again. Not every time the 
word 'memories' is in positive light. There were times when the whole 
class used to get beaten up left and right for there was so and so student 
who did something, and the complete class had to suffer. Sister Rosmi 
once made our entire class to stand out in the assembly ground with our 
hands up for nearly 2-3 periods. It was in class 8th.

When it comes to it, school is going to be the most important milestones 
which has and currently is shaping my life and I am hopeful that whatever 
I may become in the coming future, my school days' would be 
contributing the maximum to my personality. I am thankful for it. Adding 
to it, it is not always one's good deeds or discipline that matters for 
growth, but mistakes and lost opportunities also play a significant role in 
the overall development of the persona and school is a place where one 
can learn in both the ways in a frolic way. Be it the backstage gung-ho 
during any function, an excursion during the Cultural and Sports Meet, 
conducting the morning class assembly and the list goes on endlessly, 
there is a hint, a hidden lesson, or a mix of emotions in each and every 
activity; the key lies in identifying and comprehending them at the 
opportune moment.

I still remember the moments where we behaved in such a manner 
where we felt guilty post the happening. Whatever be the instances, be it  

the fun during the P.T classes, chaos during the recess, anxiety during the 
exams, breaking beakers in the chemistry lab, irritating Reena Mam in the 
Physics lab, all these were such incidents which mostly in the +1 and +2 
and we were very conscious enough of what we were doing but still 
ended up in visiting the principal's office. It makes me chuckle sometimes 
when in the last working week of our +2 before the Annual Day, boys from 
our class went behind the school building and plucked oranges from the 
trees there resulting in Pascal bhaiya chasing after the boys and there was 
a ruckus all around.

Today, when I retrospect to assess the factors that shape the character 
and wellness of mind, I find that school has the most important role to 
play in it. Once, a person steps out of the schools' boundaries, they are 
then not preparing for a refined human being, rather to compete with the 
pace of the times. Whatever a person shows to be only reflects what they 
would have been in their younger days. Whatever gets fed into brain 
during the moulding years, gets apparently reflected in the personality 
later on. So, it's imperative for any boy or girl to take best of the 
advantage of the environment and knowledge during the school because 
such moments don't come back in the same form.

Even we all would be gathering for the Alumni meet, but neither would 
we be the same students, nor the teachers would be the same.

For me the sway of these remembrances would be last longing forever.

Shashwat Malasi

Shashwat Malasi
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Sarthak Aswal

To this ebb and flow of our turbulent sea

Across which we sail, far towards eternity 

Sailing on this vast sea, finding true joy and pleasure is a mystery.

Though much far we have not arrived, still I do miss, 

The auric episode of this least travelled journey.

The very elixir of our childhood, The school life, which beholds our 
effortless laughs and unfaded memories. It is very true that our life 
changes by 360 degrees on the day we entered this phase and after 
fifteen years, it again takes a u turn but this time, it being more dramatic 
and intense. Recalling those sweet memories can never be an odd task for 
us. 

Having been experienced the most dramatic school life, now I recall times 
when I wanted school to get finished soon to the last two years of 
pandemic, I realized how wrong I was. When we all got so fond of this 
phase sadly it was the time to say adieu.

Nevertheless, I have experienced many lows and ups but honestly it was 
an amazing journey. 2007 I entered into this elite institution, yes, of 
course, weeping and disheartened but how soon those tears turned into 
laughter and memories, I did not realize. These fifteen years sound like 
days, time kept changing and so did I. I still remember my first stage 
experience in third grade when with nervousness gushing down my 
nerves, I represented my class for assembly news bulletin. And today I see 

 'A LOOK BACK'

myself confident and calm on the stage. Being in my own shell, I had really 
hard times in making friends but as it is said, 'better late than never', I 
developed genuine bonds of friendships in tenth standard. Some moved 
to other schools and some remained here but even today we share same 
bond with same enthusiasm and craziness. 

We were very much protected by our Management and teachers. Inside 
this cocoon, I have always felt the warmth of love and care. Thank you, 
dear teachers for everything.  Labs, library and that P.T period to those 
endless laughs I shared. All seems yesterday, we were waiting for our 
buses at the stop, fighting for that window seat, singing all the way to 
home. That likable brown uniform and my disliking for that pale white 
shirt and pants. I miss all this but as it is said life goes on, though I have 
passed out of this place but it beholds a very special place in my heart.

Endless memories, worthy experiences, those true relations and 
everything beyond my expectations, I have experienced everything I had 
manifested for. Today, all 65 of us have moved in 65 directions but still we 
are connected due to this special place - "school-My beloved School".  

I genuinely want to tell my juniors to enjoy these years of endless joys and 
personality building for after this, life goes in different tangents not 
something according to our imaginary paths. So manifest the best out of 
the remaining time of this golden period.

Sarthak Aswal



Sonali Negi

My School - My Saviour

I was numb when I first entered the main gate of St. Thomas school but I didn't 
know what a wonderful life was waiting for me there. I looked at the 
beautifully decorated walls something was written that I could not 
understand and some beautiful drawings. But the walls were saying 
welcome. THE TIME FLEW. I was wearing a saree and celebrating my farewell 
in the same room where I first entered. This time the windows and the walls 
were saying goodbye. The amazing journey of 15 years passed. 

My school has a good reputation
A place where we get an education

Longest winter vacation
Place where you have no tension

About eight periods a day
Wish I could also come on Sunday

Lots of games to play
We work hard

To get a better report card
Still many are left apart 

In this journey of 15 years, there were ups and downs. I laughed with my 
friends, cried with them, fought with them, and loved them. Not only 
education and personality but I also got best friends and a special one, my 
school who is still with me and will be with me for life ahead. 

It seems only yesterday we met
And I don't know when will we meet

Let's toast for our lives together 

Dreams about stealing, about having feathers.
I know you never get bored of listening to my drama

When there was no one you listened to me
Laughing my heart out, 

You turned  into my scout
Crying only on your shoulder
My secret diaries my Saviour. 

I was excited about my college but here I miss the cold crowded corridors, 
the chattering of the students, teachers, and their discipline. 
I wish that I could go back to those days when 
I used to lie to not go to school and carry those heavy books to the classes. 
There was no option of taking leave without any reason. 
As my school life was the best it might be not the same for others. The 
students are having a lot of mental problems and tension which is often 
neglected by them and others. 

Don't let the opposing voices represent you 
Don't let your best self be relinquished 

You joined the wrong people it wasn't your fault 
But not everyone is awful

The globe includes pure and innocent people 
You only met and attend to the negative stories 

Search for better and positive stories 
The world is better than you think.
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Teaching is often referred to as a job, career but it is 

far more than that. We consider the choice as a way of life, 

or even a way of being. Being a teacher is actually a 

lifelong commitment to learning and about a true passion 

for new knowledge and skills that can gradually elevate 

and enhance the entire teaching- learning scenario. A 

burning challenge about your content area, curricular 

changes, and everyday changing technological 

innovations. A journey to be more effective as a  great 

influencer and a great human being indeed. 

A great adventure! A great feeling of pride to be a 

teacher. For me, deciding to be a teacher has been a 

culmination of a lot of different things. When trying to 

decide what my next steps would be during my studies, I 

did a lot of self reflection and realized teaching children 

was where my heart wanted to be.  And what else can an 

individual ask for, if destiny decides for you to be a teacher 

in your very own familiar place- Yes your own school! 

Being an ex-student of the Thomasian family brings 

forth a beautiful journey down the memory lane of 

countless memories, super energetic teachers, innocent 

friendship bonds, a simple composed life, no electronic 

gadgets, our favourite hide and seek game and of course 

the scoldings from our beloved Sister Franco and her 

magical and divine touch in our lives. The place itself had some 

magic. The envelop of green canopy and huge range of 

Himalayas from our classroom window pane was extraordinary. 

Tears roll down remembering that 3 kms school journey from the 

town in Badi Bus and Choti bus. We never knew that we were not 

living the moments , actually creating memories. 

Today I stand tall with pride that I am a teacher of St. Thomas 

for the last 17 years. Each year witnessing new students, their joys 

and sorrows and seeing them grow, learn and mature is 

completely satisfying and hearing years later about the 

achievements of our students is the biggest reward. And as 

mother, seeing my children also grooming under the same blissful 

shade is highly a divine feeling.

Thomasian family marks a noticeable and distinct position 

for all the passouts till date. I am sure that each one of us owe a 

huge responsibility to carry forward that legacy. Today the huge 

infrastructure, remarkable academic, sports and cultural enhance-

ments, the name itself-speaks the success story of the school. And 

a pride moment for all of us - A successful completion of 50 

glorious years. And the journey to higher levels still continue....

Reena Rauthan
Teacher, STCS

Down the memory lane 
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Penning down my experiences in the prestigious Golden 

Jubilee Souvenir of St Thomas Convent School is indeed a matter 

of great pride for me.

 I feel myself extremely fortunate to be a part of One such 

school which is the best and biggest school in my city. 

That day is very important for me, the day I joined my school 

as a teacher and that day was 16 October 2019.

Stepping into the portals of a new school on the first day 

always makes one  feel a little different, a little nervous, a little fear 

remains in the mind.

But what I received was different from my apprehensions. As I 

reached the school, I saw such a pleasant atmosphere. First of all, I 

would like to thank my management who did not let me feel that it 

is my first day here and I am new here.

Slowly, I also kept moving ahead of my nervousness and fear 

and then in a few days I started feeling like a family. And I give 

credit for all this to my management and all my fellow teachers 

who supported me every moment and guided me.

I realized that how we can empower our future by being 

disciplined and supporting each other. My school has taught me to 

be disciplined and aware of our responsibilities towards our 

work. And how we, by supporting others, can achieve our goals by 

learning good things from them.

In fact, this school of mine is not only a school, which only 

gives bookish knowledge to the students, but it also works to 

improve the students' physical and intellectual knowledge and 

plays an important role in making their future bright. This school is 

a learning platform for all because  not only the students but the 

teachers also get to learn a lot here.

And this institute of mine is not limited to this only, but it also 

serves the suffering people who do not have any shelter. 

th
Today we all are going to celebrate the 50  anniversary of this 

institute and the credit for this achievement goes to our manage-

ment and all teaching  and non teaching staff who work hard day 

and night to improve the future of this institution.

Narendra
Teacher, STCS
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Life can be so wonderfully measured by seasons and stages. 

Fall begins the shedding of colourful leaves, winter begins with a 

cold bed of Snow, Spring begins with - sprouting of new life and 

summer begins with warm sunny days. To everything there is a 

season. A time for every purpose under the heaven.

And God has opened the window of opportunity into my life 

too unto that season. 

Because for every thing there is a time. A time to die  and the 

time to reap the harvest. 

Yes,God had opened the door for me by giving me a chance 

to enter into this institution. 

When I first stepped into the threshold, I became nostalgic for 

I recalled my own childhood where I had experienced the 

faithfulness of the Lord on my parents. God had blessed their 

hands and  established them. And now it's my season, it's my time 

to step into that level of serving, where the Motto is " To serve with 

love". 

I was feeling overjoyed and nervous in equal measure, But 

the hands of our dear Gurus were making me comfortable and 

confident. Yes, Connecting with St. Thomas family is in  it self an 

honour. I really feel obliged the way in which the whole 

management accepted me. 

Working with young children the whole day takes huge 

measure of patience, as a kindergarten teacher. I have to wear 

many hats of new skills, communicating rules and offering 

encouragement with many activities and moods to keep things 

running smoothly to act and react in variety of roles, it's really 

tough in between maintaining the order in the classroom and 

making them recharge by the saying- "rewards and cookies will be 

given for keeping or following the rules" It's really a joy 

spending and sharing  my time with my tiny tots. 

The journey of becoming a teacher is a long one and to finally 

reach it, is a huge achievement .

Today I can also say that God has blessed me and my work 

place. I have seen the grace of God , his faithfulness upon each 

and every area.

Through my 16 years of my serving in this favourable 

institution, I have seen the goodness, the benefits, his righteous-

ness and virtues of God. 

To be a part to glorify this blessed 50 years of serving where I 

have seen the abundance promises of the Almighty God and his 

wisdom to accomplish the plans, is my pride and pleasure. This is 

my prayer that may God bless shield us from all adversities and 

may His divine protection be upon each one of us and forever the 

motto ever shine

To serve with love. 

I wrap up my words by the saying- 

"Let the favour of the Lord God be upon us, and establish the 

work of our hands . Yes, establish the work of our hands. 

 Angelica John
Teacher, STCS

New beginning happens in a season
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Sitting here in my cosy chair, when I flip the pages of my life's 

wonderful journey, I see myself a three year old little girl standing 

outside the upcoming school St. Joseph Convent School, 

Ferozpur Punjab (The school where I studied). Yes, I, Geeta Moudgil 

now a proud Thomasian, am originally a proud Josephite. I 

genuinely feel the wave, the essence of convent school runs in my 

veins. Let it be Saint Joseph School, Ferozepur or Saint Thomas 

School, Pauri because sisters are the same, the feel is the same.

After leading an amazing Naval life (my husband was in 

Indian Navy)  of 15 years rolling and tossing in the surges of Kerala 

and Goa, I finally landed in the heavenly paradise, Pauri. 

Fortunately, I was appointed here in STCS. Thus began the  most 

memorable phase of my life under the warm shelter of Saint 

Thomas, our Patron Saint and under the able guidance of my dear 

sister principal sister Shibeena and Reverend  Father James who 

really chiseled  me into a teacher, encouraged and polished my 

personality (I owe a lot to them). As I had no experience of 

teaching, joining this institution was entering into a new life. Right 

from the day one when I stepped in this divine place opened up 

the water gates of teaching and learning that was really mind 

blowing and overwhelming for me.

Reminiscing the past and taking a nostalgic trip down the 

memory lane is always a  pleasant  experience and this becomes 

multiplied manifold when  that trip is 23 years that you spent in an 

institution which did so much for you. In my long career of 23 

years, I have been fortunate enough to be influenced and 

motivated by my Managers, principals, colleagues and obedient 

students. For me entering into the Portal's of this temple of learning 

is no less than entering into a holy  place where my head bow 

down in reverence.Teaching is my passion and my students my 

soul. 

Climbing up and down the stairs, moving through the 

corridors of STCS is a fiesta for me. This school has given me 

enough,more than I had ever dreamt for. I feel extremely fortunate 

to have been an observer watching STS gradually climbing the 

rungs of success through it's illustrious and glorious journey. I 

honestly feel that each nook and corner of this school has hidden 

in it's womb innumerable tales of all the Thomasians-of the past 

and the present. It was a celebration to watch the school changing 

it's appearance and configuration each day.

During my course of teaching, I have taught plenty of 

students who have gone on to benefit and assist society in big 

ways.This truly makes me feel contented with my career choice.

St. Thomas Convent school has entered into its Golden 

Jubilee year. The wheel to celebrate this remarkable milestone has 

started rolling months back. I am proud to be an integral part of it 

and a witness of Reverend Father Jijo's meticulous and methodical 

planning, Dear Sister Prasada's continuous efforts and concern 

and the earnest toil of the staff members .

So where the team works, Dreams will definitely work.

May our school keep serving the society with the motto "To 

Serve With Love"

Life's Diary
From the page of my 

Geeta Moudgil
Teacher, STCS
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Whenever we think about spirituality we don't come to the 

common conclusions. Variety of thoughts and ideas enter in our 

mind. We visualize different pictures of saints and religious gurus. 

But spirituality is above these all. It doesn't mean----- sitting in front 

of idols for long hours, it doesn't mean to visit worshipping places 

frequently. It means to believe in the Supreme Power that handles 

our every matter. Spirituality has a connection with the idea of an 

existence that is beyond human beings. It means different things to 

different people, but it leads the people towards one common goal 

and that is "PEACE OF MIND" .

Spirituality must be developed in the mind of a child from a 

very early age and gradually it leads to the child towards positive 

relationship, optimism and above all towards HUMANITY. 

Often spirituality is misunderstood. It is thought that its 

connection is with the religion. Some people think that  spirituality 

and religion are the same things. But it is not true because we can 

be spiritual without being religious. It is an individual practice. It is 

just like an umbrella that protects us from the harshness of the sun 

and from rain.

As we all know that education starts from home. So this is the 

duty of all the parents to teach their children to become God- 

St. 

Thomas Convent school has been working on it since the first day 

of its existence.

fearing because the fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom. 

The person who remains God-fearing can never be attracted 

towards evil deeds and everything appears orderly in his/her life. 

And when parents hand over such unique pieces ( Children) to the 

school, the school transforms them into MASTERPIECES by 

polishing the values which they bring from home. School gives 

every kind of moral nourishment to the child and tries to inculcate 

all the values in him/her. Throughout the journey of St. Thomas 

Convent School, I experienced serenity in the atmosphere of this 

holy place for every particle of the soil of this temple is spirited in 

itself.

So the parents and teachers must start a joint venture for the 

bright future of children by teaching them the lessons of spirituality 

because it helps the person to distinguish between right and 

wrong. It ignites the spirit with strength and joy. It disciplines and 

balances the life.

Dear readers be spiritual and realise the truth for 

yourself.

Geeta Rawat
Teacher, STCS

" You have to grow from the inside out. 

None can teach you, none can make you 

spiritual.There is no other teacher but our 

own soul."

Swami Vivekananda

Spirituality
The Greatest Need of the Time
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I feel overwhelmed and consider myself privileged that I am 

sharing my experience in the history book of the prestigious St. 

Thomas Convent School. July 1, 2022, The day is still fresh in my 

memory when I joined this institution. Everything for me was new, 

the building, the atmosphere and the people. The huge infrastru-

cture really enthralled me. On one hand I felt the sense of pride to 

be chosen as a staff member of the best school of Pauri but on the 

other hand a fear lurked in a corner of my heart - will I be able to 

carve a space for myself because St Thomas school is a big name. 

But to my relief, in this short period of time, I could overcome all 

the apprehensions because of the immense support of the whole 

Thomasian family.

 My experience has taught me the importance of discipline 

and time management. And it was all the efforts of such a 

cooperative and supportive teaching staff. It is, indeed, a proud 

moment for me to be at a school that just not focuses on bookish 

knowledge but empowers the wholesome personality of children 

and therefore shaping their future.

I am sure my learning and teaching process will continue with 

the support of other teachers and a very accommodating Mana-

gement. 

May God bless the Thomasian family .

Laxmi Balodi
Teacher, STCS

To be a part of 

St Thomas 

School 
To be a part of the St. Thomas family has been an inspiring 

and enriching experience. The institution ensures that the teachers 

play a significant and constructive role in the child's compre-

hensive development. The fundamental role is to impart value-

based education that nurtures every child from an overall 

perspective but the extracurricular activities as well & create an 

environment which enhances social interaction, boosts self-confi-

dence, provides learning opportunities and improves coordi-

nation. During the past couple of years, the education system 

throughout the world experienced digital schooling. The pan-

demic led to an abrupt shift from traditional education to online 

classes. The teachers along with the students experienced a new 

platform through which online education was delivered. Different 

types of assessments and resources for innovative teaching like 

videos, audios, pictures, presentations, charts etc were used by the 

teachers to facilitate the learners. Thus, providing us with the 

opportunity to improvise with the teaching methods and further 

analyze the overall performance of the students. Furthermore, the 

teacher's seminars and workshops add a cherry to the cake, by 

updating us with the latest research in the education field and 

tracking our assessments and teaching methods. So to conclude, it 

has been an amazing experience for the teachers and children to 

grow mutually under the shade of such a prestigious institution.  

Marching towards

 Nivedita Rawat
Teacher, STCS



121

{ÉgxÉÉ BEò ¤É½ÙiÉ +SUÒ +ÉniÉ ½è ÊVÉºÉä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ ¨ÉäÆ Ê´ÉEòÊºÉiÉ Eò®xÉä EòÒ 
+É´É¶ªÉEòiÉÉ ½è* +SUÒ {ÉÙºiÉEòäÆ +É{ÉEòÉä ºÉÚÊSÉiÉ Eò® ºÉEòiÉÒ ½èÆ, +É{ÉEòÉä |É¤ÉÙr 
Eò® ºÉEòiÉÒ ½èÆ +Éè® +É{ÉEòÉä ºÉ½Ò Ên¶ÉÉ ̈ ÉäÆ ±Éä VÉÉ ºÉEòiÉÒ ½èÆ* BEò +SUÒ ÊEòiÉÉ¤É ºÉä 
+SUÉ EòÉä<Ç ºÉÉlÉÒ xÉ½ÒÆ ½ÉäiÉÉ* {ÉgxÉÉ ¨É½i´É{ÉÚhÉÇ ½è CªÉÉäÆÊEò ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòä ºÉ¨ÉOÉ 
º´ÉÉºlªÉ Eòä Ê±ÉB +SUÉ ½è* BEò ¤ÉÉ® VÉ¤É +É{É {ÉgxÉÉ ¶ÉÙ°ò Eò®iÉä ½èÆ, iÉÉä +É{É BEò 
{ÉÚ®Ò xÉ<Ç nÙÊxÉªÉÉ EòÉ +xÉÙ¦É´É Eò®iÉä ½èÆ* VÉ¤É +É{É {ÉgxÉä EòÒ +ÉniÉ ºÉä {ªÉÉ® Eò®xÉä 
±ÉMÉiÉä ½èÆ iÉÉä +ÆiÉiÉ& +É{É <ºÉEòä +ÉnÒ ½Éä VÉÉiÉä ½èÆ* {ÉgxÉÉ ¦ÉÉ¹ÉÉ EòÉè¶É±É +Éè® 
¶É¤nÉ´É±ÉÒ Ê´ÉEòÊºÉiÉ Eò®iÉÉ ½è* ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉäÆ {ÉgxÉÉ ¦ÉÒ +É®É¨É Eò®xÉä +Éè® iÉxÉÉ´É Eò¨É 
Eò®xÉä EòÉ BEò iÉ®ÒEòÉ ½è* º´ÉºlÉ EòÉ¨ÉEòÉVÉ Eòä Ê±ÉB ̈ ÉÊºiÉ¹Eò EòÒ ̈ ÉÉÆºÉ{ÉäÊ¶ÉªÉÉäÆ EòÉä 
¡òè±ÉÉxÉä Eòä Ê±ÉB ½® ÊnxÉ Eò¨É ºÉä Eò¨É EòÙU Ê¨ÉxÉ] Eòä Ê±ÉB BEò +SUÒ ÊEòiÉÉ¤É 
{ÉgxÉÉ ̈ É½i´É{ÉÚhÉÇ ½è*

ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉäÆ ́ ÉÉºiÉ´É ̈ ÉäÆ +É{ÉEòÒ ºÉ¤ÉºÉä +SUÒ nÉäºiÉ ½èÆ CªÉÉäÆÊEò VÉ¤É +É{É ¤ÉÉä®, {É®ä¶ÉÉxÉ, 
=nÉºÉ, +Eòä±Éä ªÉÉ xÉÉ®ÉVÉ ½ÉäiÉä ½èÆ iÉÉä +É{É =xÉ {É® ¦É®ÉäºÉÉ Eò® ºÉEòiÉä ½èÆ* VÉ¤É ¦ÉÒ 
+É{É =x½äÆ SÉÉ½iÉä ½èÆ iÉÉä ́ Éä +É{ÉEòÉ ºÉÉlÉ näÆMÉä +Éè® +É{ÉEòÉ ̈ ÉÚb ¤ÉgÉBÆMÉä* ́ Éä +É{ÉEòä 
ºÉÉlÉ ÊEòºÉÒ ¦ÉÒ ºÉ¨ÉªÉ +É´É¶ªÉEò VÉÉxÉEòÉ®Ò +Éè® YÉÉxÉ ºÉÉZÉÉ Eò®iÉä ½èÆ* +SUÒ 
ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉäÆ ½¨Éä¶ÉÉ +É{ÉEòÉä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ ¨ÉäÆ ºÉ½Ò ®É½ ÊnJÉÉiÉÒ ½èÆ* {ÉgxÉä Eòä ÊxÉ¨xÉÊ±ÉÊJÉiÉ 
±ÉÉ¦É ½èÆ -

{ÉgxÉä ºÉä +É{ÉEòÉä ºÉEòÉ®Éi¨ÉEò ºÉÉäSÉ Ê´ÉEòÊºÉiÉ Eò®xÉä ¨ÉäÆ ¨Énn Ê¨É±ÉiÉÒ ½è* {ÉgxÉÉ 
¨É½i´É{ÉÚhÉÇ ½è CªÉÉäÆÊEò ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòä Ên¨ÉÉMÉ EòÉä Ê´ÉEòÊºÉiÉ Eò®iÉÉ ½è +Éè® +É{ÉEòÉä 
+iªÉÊvÉEò YÉÉxÉ +Éè® VÉÒ´ÉxÉ EòÉ ºÉ¤ÉEò näiÉÉ ½è* ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòÉä +{ÉxÉä +ÉºÉ{ÉÉºÉ EòÒ 
nÙÊxÉªÉÉ EòÉä ¤Éä½iÉ® fÆMÉ ºÉä ºÉ¨ÉZÉxÉä ̈ ÉäÆ ̈ Énn Eò®iÉÉ ½è* ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòä Ên¨ÉÉMÉ EòÉä ºÉÊGòªÉ 
®JÉiÉÉ ½è +Éè® +É{ÉEòÒ ®SÉxÉÉi¨ÉEò IÉ¨ÉiÉÉ EòÉä ¤ÉgÉiÉÉ ½è*

{ÉgxÉä ºÉä +É{ÉEòÒ ¶É¤nÉ´É±ÉÒ ¨ÉäÆ ºÉÙvÉÉ® ½ÉäiÉÉ ½è +Éè® +É{ÉEòä ºÉÆSÉÉ® EòÉè¶É±É EòÉ 
Ê´ÉEòÉºÉ ½ÉäiÉÉ ½è* ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòÒ ¦ÉÉ¹ÉÉ EòÉä ®SÉxÉÉi¨ÉEò °ò{É ºÉä ={ÉªÉÉäMÉ Eò®xÉä EòÉ 

{ÉgxÉä EòÉ ¨É½i´É

iÉ®ÒEòÉ ºÉÒJÉxÉä ̈ ÉäÆ ̈ Énn Eò®iÉÉ ½è* ªÉ½ xÉ Eòä´É±É +É{ÉEòä ºÉÆSÉÉ® ̈ ÉäÆ ºÉÙvÉÉ® Eò®iÉÉ ½è 
¤ÉÊ±Eò ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòÉä BEò ¤Éä½iÉ® ±ÉäJÉEò ¦ÉÒ ¤ÉxÉÉiÉÉ ½è* VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä ½® {É½±ÉÚ ¨ÉäÆ 
+SUÉ ºÉÆSÉÉ® ̈ É½i´É{ÉÚhÉÇ ½è*

{ÉÙºiÉEòäÆ +É{ÉEòÉä ºÉÆºEòÞÊiÉªÉÉäÆ, {É®Æ{É®É+Éå, Eò±ÉÉ+Éå, <ÊiÉ½ÉºÉ, ¦ÉÚMÉÉä±É, º´ÉÉºlªÉ, 
¨ÉxÉÉäÊ´ÉYÉÉxÉ +Éè® Eò<Ç +xªÉ Ê´É¹ÉªÉÉäÆ +Éè® VÉÒ´ÉxÉ Eòä {É½±ÉÙ+Éå EòÒ BEò ZÉ±ÉEò {ÉÉxÉä 
¨ÉäÆ ºÉIÉ¨É ¤ÉxÉÉiÉÒ ½èÆ* +É{ÉEòÉä ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉÉäÆ ºÉä +nÂ¦ÉÙiÉ YÉÉxÉ +Éè® VÉÉxÉEòÉ®Ò Ê¨É±ÉiÉÒ ½è*

 {ÉgxÉÉ +É{ÉEòÉä Eò±{ÉxÉÉ EòÒ nÙÊxÉªÉÉ ̈ ÉäÆ ±Éä VÉÉiÉÉ ½è +Éè® +É{ÉEòÒ ®SÉxÉÉi¨ÉEòiÉÉ EòÉä 
¤ÉgÉiÉÉ ½è* {ÉgxÉä ºÉä +É{ÉEòÉä VÉÒ´ÉxÉ EòÉä Ê´ÉÊ¦ÉzÉ oÊ¹]EòÉähÉÉäÆ ºÉä iÉ±ÉÉ¶ÉxÉä ¨ÉäÆ ¨Énn 
Ê¨É±ÉiÉÒ ½è* VÉ¤É +É{É ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉäÆ {ÉgiÉä ½èÆ iÉÉä +É{É +{ÉxÉä Ên¨ÉÉMÉ ¨ÉäÆ xÉB +Éè® 
®SÉxÉÉi¨ÉEò Ê´ÉSÉÉ®ÉäÆ, UÊ´ÉªÉÉäÆ +Éè® Ê´ÉSÉÉ®ÉäÆ EòÉ ÊxÉ¨ÉÉÇhÉ Eò® ®½ä ½ÉäiÉä ½èÆ* ªÉ½ +É{ÉEòÉä 
®SÉxÉÉi¨ÉEò °ò{É ºÉä ºÉÉäSÉxÉä, Eò±{ÉxÉÉ Eò®xÉä +Éè® +{ÉxÉÒ Eò±{ÉxÉÉ EòÉ ={ÉªÉÉäMÉ Eò®xÉä 
Eòä Ê±ÉB ̈ ÉVÉ¤ÉÚ® Eò®iÉÉ ½è*

{ÉgxÉä EòÒ +ÉniÉ =xÉ ºÉ´ÉÉäÇkÉ¨É MÉÙhÉÉäÆ ̈ ÉäÆ ºÉä BEò ½è VÉÉä BEò ́ ªÉÊHò Eòä {ÉÉºÉ ½Éä ºÉEòiÉä 
½èÆ* ÊEòiÉÉ¤ÉäÆ ÊEòºÉÒ EòÉ®hÉ ºÉä +É{ÉEòÒ ºÉ¤ÉºÉä +SUÒ nÉäºiÉ ̈ ÉÉxÉÒ VÉÉiÉÒ ½èÆ* <ºÉÊ±ÉB 
{ÉgxÉä EòÒ +SUÒ +ÉniÉ Ê´ÉEòÊºÉiÉ Eò®xÉÉ ¤É½ÙiÉ VÉ°ò®Ò ½è* {ÉgxÉä Eòä ̈ ÉÒ`ä ¡ò±ÉÉäÆ EòÉ 
+ÉxÉÆn ±ÉäxÉä Eòä Ê±ÉB ½¨É ºÉ¦ÉÒ EòÉä ®ÉäVÉÉxÉÉ Eò¨É ºÉä Eò¨É 30 Ê¨ÉxÉ] {ÉgxÉÉ SÉÉÊ½B* 
ÊEòºÉÒ ¶ÉÉÆiÉ VÉMÉ½ {É® ¤Éè`Eò® {ÉgxÉä ̈ ÉäÆ ¤ÉcÉ +ÉxÉÆn +ÉiÉÉ ½è* BEò +SUÒ ÊEòiÉÉ¤É 
{ÉgxÉÉ ºÉ¤ÉºÉä ºÉÙJÉn +xÉÙ¦É´É ½ÉäiÉÉ ½è*

Manju Chandola
Teacher, STCS
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Schooling phase is undoubtedly the best Phase of life. All the 

memories are surely the treasure to cherish for the rest of life.  In my 

ears those words of wisdom and prayers are still ringing. Our 

schooI assembly used to be a moment to celebrate, with Kuldeep 

Sir playing harmonium that harmonized the ambience. That 

Grape-vine, near Father Manager's house was our daily site of 

lunch to relish some grapes though sour yet sweet after the lunch. I 

still remember how we used to wait for PT periods and Saturdays 

to go on the ground. Half of the day, we used to spend in those 

stairs and ground under the shade of trees. The colourful house 

T-shirts were the thing of pride. A Thomasian  can never forget the 

cribs and Christmas cake. Who can forget the aroma of Christmas 

cake that lingered in the corridors! The golden words that every 

teacher spoke in arrangement periods or in classroom are now 

telling their worth. How valuable those words are, which we once 

used to think that our free period is ruined now. I got  lucky to 

cherish those memories once again as a teacher. When I entered 

the school after many years I felt like taking admission once again. 

Everything was new. Now, I reciprocate the same. Now, I don't  

wait for  Saturdays but for Sundays. Student life is the best phase. 

Enjoy it with full zeal, make memories, do mistakes but learn from 

them. It is also the time to carve yourself and inculcate good in you. 

On 
Looking 

BackMiss Shivani Tamta
Teacher, STCS

Suman Chamoli
Teacher, STCS

Everybody has gained experience in 

their respective fields over a period of time. 

Teaching is not just about sharing your 

knowledge and skills but rather developing 

a bond with your students that you are 

genuinely interested in their development 

and wellbeing.

True education should not only clear all 

the academic concepts and doubts but also 

should let students know about the practical 

implications in real world scenarios. It is the 

way in which students learn how to lead a 

life in a proper and organized manner. They 

learn life skills, problem solving, face 

challenges and stand with courage before 

difficulties they face in their lives.

Because of the experiences students go 

through in life they develop certain deep 

seated beliefs and ways of thinking. In order 

to fulfill their needs they develop certain 

personality traits. Experience helps them to 

learn about the everyday realities of 

working life and the most important 

equipment is with them and the soft skills 

needed to succeed at any organization.

A degree might increase our peer base 

whereas experience gives us access to a 

huge network of people who have been 

there and done all that they have learnt from 

their experiences. 

As a teacher we are giving students the 

skills they need to go out into the world and 

success.

WE CAN 

TEACH FROM 

 

BUT WE 

CANNOT

TEACH 

EXPERIENCE

EXPERIENCE
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"Experience without theory is blind, Experience is 

mere intellectual play." That day comes fresh into my 
th

memory is 17  March, 2017 when I first stepped in this 

renowned school St. Thomas Convent School. Every-

thing was new, the building the atmosphere and the 

people. It was cooperation and guidance of enlighted 

staff, Principal and management, that helped mythis  

journey more easy. School management and staff-

members helped me a lot facing challenges and 

overcoming obstacles. Here I learnt to respect teaching 

profession and more about child behaviour. Whenever 

I sit to pen down my thoughts I feel overwhelmed and 

consider myself privileged that I got the opportunity to 

meet people like Thomasian family.Their constant 

blessing have motivated, inspired and guided me 

through the difficult times I would like to thank all those 

who have given me their love and support and made 

my journey a memorable one. 

I am Meenakshi Rautela, I have been working as 

Assistant Teacher in St. Thomas Convent School, Pauri, 

Uttrakhand since 2018.  My first year as a teacher spent more 

as learning and understanding child psychology from my 

seniors how to put a thought in young minds so that they can 

enjoy their learnings. After a year, I felt like I am enjoying the 

challenges of my job with a set rule of life but the destiny is 

planning totally different for all of us as the whole world was 

hit by COVID 19 pandemic. The world was under lockdown 

and all of us must have faced some kind of adversaries as 

routine got changed. Being a teacher, I was concerned about 

my student's future. When I recall back, I found my school 

management was very compassionate to all of us and was 

adaptive to new technology so that flow of learning should not 

stop by any means. Society, collectively rose to the occasion 

and showed acceptance to the flow of new ideas. I am proud 

to be associated with an Institution who stood at darkest of our 

time.

Vandana Rawat
Teacher, STCS

Meenakshi Rautela
Teacher, STCS

During the Challenging Covid Times A Gradual Step Towards Perfection



To be a part of something bigger than us and 

for the greater cause is something we all long for. 

By God's grace I am fortunate enough to be 

bestowed upon by such a role on this planet. As a 

child I used to think that teaching is just about 

imparting knowledge about a specific concept or 

just checking the copies but now I understand the 

various roles, responsibilities and love it brings 

along. This profession is not just a way to earn my 

bread but a devotion for me. It has filled me with 

immense gratitude, patience perseverance, love 

and versatility. It is a sacred and endless source of 

happiness in my life. I still remember the day 

when I joined this school as a substitute teacher 

just for a week. But, maybe, I was fortunate enough as the other 

teacher did not comeback because she got job somewhere else. 

And I got the opportunity to be a part of this prestigious institution. 

Initially I used to count my efforts as a teacher solely in numbers 

until the day a parent spoke to me outside my house. She told me 

that her daughter says that she wants to be an English teacher like 

me. she enacts me while playing at home and she has started 

loving the subject too. I was moved to my core that day as I realised 

the immense unconditional love showered upon me by these 

lovely souls. It also boosted a sense of responsibility within me as a 

teacher. I realized how pivotal a teacher's image can be on the 

young minds. I acquired many qualities and learnt many new 

things from my students, colleagues and Management. I feel very 

proud to be a teacher. When I joined this profession, I loved it but 

now I am passionate about it. I hope when I will get older and look 

back to my life I would feel good that I have improved as a human 

with the help of my dear students. It will give me immense pleasure 

to find that I influenced and shaped some lives, it's really great 

achievement to make.

Teaching

A passionate 

Journey

Teaching

Vandna Moudgil
Teacher, STCS
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One will miss,

The time when one entered nursery,

holding hands of unknown classmates.

One will miss,

the days of bringing flowers for manager, 

principal teachers,

non teaching  staff

One will miss, 

the hanging body,

due to heavy bags.

One will miss ,

The birthday claps and the gifts.

One will miss,

the examination preparation,

that was-one night fight!

One will miss,

The snatching and sharing of lunches.

One will miss, 

Simply fighting for seats.

One will miss,

The number of cultural programs and functions.

The school days are the most memorable 

golden days!

So, one must enjoy these days,

as they will never come again!

If one does not do this,

Then there will be -

'Nothing to Miss' !!!

Kanak Rawat
Class XII
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You are my beloved school, You are the super best,

To me you stand out great and tall, among the rest.

Life was a mystery, when entered the school for the first time!

But it was a new chapter, a new page, indeed a new rhyme.

Complains often, about the school work and chapters being hard,

But simply prefer playing and running in our big schoolyard.

Morning assembly with showers of blessings, we sincerely pray,

Ask innocently to  Almighty above- Make that a most beautiful day!

Experiencing new bonds, with lot of friends, we simply enjoy a lot,

School will be the best beautiful place, before I never thought.

Classrooms change every year, benches and blackboard-sounds tedious!

But we are creating memories with ever passing moment - That's precious.

Special celebrations, competitions, events that we go through,

Getting prizes for spelling, singing, dancing and pictures we drew.

Seniors often  take us to a trip down to the awesome memory lane,

" Steal the moments" - Because this school life will never come again.

School - A True Bliss

My Treasure House

 Manasvi Rauthan
Class V
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Beginning was tough,
The journey was rough.
Many problems were laid,
But solutions were made.

Reading books and playing hide and seek,
Sometimes memories sneak out of my eyes
And roll down my cheeks.

Making paper Planes,
Dancing in the rain,
Life went on,
But it was never the same again.

There was some stress
that we could not express,
Nevertheless,
There was some success in our progress.

A picture is worth a thousand words but a memory is priceless.

The last journey of school started,
All were waiting at the station and were excited about the 
destination.
The days went
And reached to their extent.
Clean blackboard
Which could not be restored,
Teary eyes
Time to say goodbyes.
Last lecture
Was like an adventure,
So much more was said in the unsaid,

Days were golden not because they had a shine.
But spent with those precious "idiots" of mine.

We were just stars
When we came
But, Dear school
You made us constellation.
It was never an end 
Just a beginning to a new phase of life.

 Shreya Rajwanshi
Class XII
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I praise you God, 

for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.

Wonderful are your works, my soul knows it very well.

You saw me before I was born...

Everyday of my life was recorded in your book. 

Every moment was laid out before a single day had passed…

How precious are your thoughts about me, O God.

They cannot be numbered. !! 

I will praise you God, 

for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.

He made me to believe,

He made me to bring praise.

I am a light that shines,

As a testimony of His love.

I will praise you, 

for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. 

Because I am a child of God.

Abhijai John
Class V
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Shailesh Kumar
Parent

Jasdev Sing Bhandari
Parent

A Note of

Thanks
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