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NEWSLETTER      VOL. VII     MARCH 2025

Annual Day Celebration 2k24

Pro�ciency Prize Winners 2024-25

The Student Editor
       Speaks

Girideepam is happy to announce the 
release of the seventh edition of the 
Hillock Herald. I am really grateful to 
everyone who helped in making this 
bulletin possible. We hope you enjoy 
reading these poems and stories that have 
been written in many moods and genres. 

help you relive the past and make you 
smile.
I am glad at having been given the chance 
to be the student editor of the school for 
the academic year 2024-25.This was a 
time of learning for me, and I am very 
grateful to all those who helped me grow. 
The chapter of my life in Girideepam 
ends and I have to go; but before I do, 
I want to share a few last thoughts with 
you – life lessons that I learned from my 
experiences.
First:We are created for a purpose. There 
is no meaning in living one’s life for 
oneself; life becomes valuable only if we 

life that does what it was supposed to do 
is always better than a long life spent in 
pursuit of pleasure. 
Second: There are always lessons to be 
learned from the past, especially from 
failures. This is when the saying ‘Failures 
are the stepping stones to success’ 

lessons in our lives is just as important as 
learning them.
Finally, we need to seek and live for the 
truth; for what is good. You may have 

harm your interests, but you must always 
choose to live for the better. Never do 
anything that you will regret later on. 
I hope that you’ll remember these lessons 
someday in the future. May your life be 

Ruth Mariam Jacob
XII-A, PCMB

Star Girideepam 
JOEL LITSON

Principal’s Trophy
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Winners of Kids Fest 2k24 - 25



3    |GBCS - GIRIDEEPAM HERALD

Gandhi Jayanti

Teachers Training Session by Sri. Shaji C. Mani
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FLOODS
Floods are natural disasters that occur when water 

cases are cyclones or tsunamis in coastal areas.  Our 

devastating natural disasters.

The catastrophic landslides in Wayanad that killed hundreds 
and left thousands homeless have been shaking the whole 

We should prevent the felling of trees and plants and plant 
new ones in the absence of the trees being deforested. 

improve allowing for easier water absorption. Floods can 
cause severe damage to the environment.

Hearty Congratulations

Gowri S. Chandran
6C
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GSPECTRUM
GSPECTRUM - 2K24 
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Sarga Sangamam 2024
Group Participants & Winners

Individual Participants & Winners
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Best Class 
awarded for 

English Speaking 
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Jenit Mariya of Class 12 B was awarded the 

position in the Elocution Competition con-

On July 1st, 2024, India stepped into a new era of legal reform with the launch of three major 
laws: the Bharatiya Nyaya Sanhita (BNS), the Bharatiya Nagrik Suraksha Sanhita (BNSS), 

they’re about reshaping how justice works and how our rights are protected. Let’s break 
down these changes and see why they are so necessary for us.

The Bharatiya Nyaya Sanhita rewrites the rule book for our criminal laws. Just as educational 
institutions revise their rules to respond tonew circumstances, the BNS is designed to address 

illegal behaviour in today’s digital landscape. It also revises penalties for serious crimes, 

In a fast-paced, tech-driven world, the BNS demonstrates that our criminal laws must evolve to remain relevant and effective.

Meanwhile, the Bharatiya Nagrik Suraksha Sanhita strengthens personal safety by adding extra layers of protection to our rights. This law ensures that 
everyone’s rights are respected and safeguarded, particularly in the context of increasing digital interactions. The BNSS enhances privacy protections by 

easier for individuals to report violations of their rights and access necessary support. In an era where personal privacy is paramount, the BNSS acts as a vital 

guidelines for managing digital evidence, such as texts and social media posts, enabling courts to consider modern forms of evidence effectively. It also 

uncover the truth.

Niharika P Suresh
XII-E, Humanities
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Republic day - “UNITY IN DIVERSITY : CELEBRATING REPUBLIC DAY”

3rd ALL KERALA PAINTING AND CARTOON COMPETITION 2K24
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Christmas Celebrations- “CAMPUS CAROL : A MERRY CHRISTMAS” 
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Excellentia 2k24
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Children’s Day Celebrations
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Special Training  
Programme on Life Saving 

Techniques
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Kidsfest - “Little Stars Fiesta”
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IqsS a\pP≥ amtdmSv tN¿sØm˛

cm kzØp°fpaßpa‰pt∏mbn.

Dbcßfn¬t∏mepw B{ibanen˛

∂pcpfpIfmbßp s]m´nhogpw

DSpXpWnt]mepw Dd∏n√ a∂m \o

DSs\X∂nhnSw \o hn´ntSWw

sh≈aXßs\c®ps]mßns°m≠v

I≠sX√mw ISenem°n

CXpI≠v a\pjya\ pIƒ

sXs√m∂p t\m°n adpØpt\m°n

sXs√m∂p t\m°n sNdpØpt\m°n

Cs∏cpw agbn∂n{Xbp˛

a{]nbambn∏Scp∂sX¥psIm≠v?

AXp,

a\pjy≥ `qanbnen{Xbp˛

am¿ØnsIm≠mdmSn AΩm\amSp

∂sX¥psIm≠v

]mTaXpƒsIm≈n

]mSn∏Tp∏n®p

]mShcºØp≈∏q∏∑m¿

“F¶nepw sFizcyw

Fs∂∂pam\µw

F√m a\pjy¿°pw

Cu amcnIƒ”.

XII B

IqsS a\pP≥ amtdmSv tN¿sØm˛

cm kzØp°fpaßpa‰pt∏mbn.

Dbcßfn¬t∏mepw B{ibanen˛

∂pcpfpIfmbßp s]m´nhogpw

DSpXpWnt]mepw Dd∏n√ a∂m \o

DSs\X∂nhnSw \o hn´ntSWw

sh≈aXßs\c®ps]mßns°m≠v

I≠sX√mw ISenem°n

CXpI≠v a\pjya\ pIƒ

sXs√m∂p t\m°n adpØpt\m°n

sXs√m∂p t\m°n sNdpØpt\m°n

Cs∏cpw agbn∂n{Xbp˛

a{]nbambn∏Scp∂sX¥psIm≠v?

AXp,

a\pjy≥ `qanbnen{Xbp˛

am¿ØnsIm≠mdmSn AΩm\amSp

∂sX¥psIm≠v

]mTaXpƒsIm≈n

]mSn∏Tp∏n®p

]mShcºØp≈∏q∏∑m¿

“F¶nepw sFizcyw

Fs∂∂pam\µw

F√m a\pjy¿°pw

Cu amcnIƒ”.

XII B



|    20 GBCS - GIRIDEEPAM HERALD

I get lost in thoughts,
Sometimes in a 
Good dream or when 
My book is opened. 

Sometimes my boon associate is a book 
Or a daydream,
Where I stay within 

It makes me contented,
If I’m in a distress.

seasons in India. It rains every year between July and September. The 

occur. Excess rain brings in a lot of destruction to crops and also to lives, 

the temperature and makes the atmosphere cool. Plants that are watered 

-

GETTING LOST IN 
THOUGHTS IN MY 
BOSOM PAL

Rain : 
A Symbol of Hope 
and Renewal

with me; it was because I feared death. The fact that I would die one day, the fact that my parents would die one day, the fact that everyone I knew and loved 
would die one day was something that my little mind could not comprehend. I remember going into the kitchen crying and hugging my mum hard around her 
legs telling her that I didn’t want her to die and leave me all alone, after seeing a horrible dream. 

himself; he was making us die.

all other thoughts that disturbed me. 
Ninety nine percent of you reading this essay will not be remembered by your great great grandchildren. This is when your actual death happens. You are for-
gotten by your loved ones, and in turn you are erased from this world that oncewas everything to you. But some people never die, the Newtons of the world, 

their names in the book of history with their blood, pain and hardwork. 
Death is imminent. Bible says,”To everything there is a season, and a time for every purpose under heaven: a time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, 

the vast growing world. The ethics that this wonderful subject taught me sometimes make me think why the knots of people’s belief and science can’t be tied. 
Sure, I probably won’t become the next Gandhi or Newton, but if I can make someone laugh or solve a problem, or even just distract them from their own 

all, if I leave the world with a bit more smiles and a little more joy, I might just be turned into that one grandparent story that gets told on for generations and 
lives on forever. Life is beautiful , live it to the fullest until the full stop is drawn.

Embracing Mortality: 
Finding Purpose in a Finite Life

Jeevan J. Puthenpurackal

My love from the bottom 
Of my heart is taken by it,
Sincerely, deeply and profoundly, 
I’m loving my companion.

I wander in thoughts, 
With my boon- companion, 
Which taught me 
What actually life is.

XII-B, PCMC
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Dental Hygiene programme conducted by 
the Indian Dental Association (Kerala State) 
at Girideepam Bethany Central School

Souvenir-Calendar
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 Solitude’s 
  Embrace

 It was not considered as annoying. It was considered as a tradition. My 
mother described it as a tax; the tax that the locals imposed on the innocent 
passers-by for entering their locality during the mango season. 
It might prove easier to picture when described from the beginning. 
People-mostly women, for a reason that escapes me- woke up early in the 
morning at the welcoming days of summer. They set out with their gunny 
bags and sacks into the silent, still forests, this time without their cows 
and goats. Then, they’d climb the champa and frangipani trees, and pick 

trees as soon as I had learned to walk. There was no tree high enough. 
People often rumoured at my fascination for tree climbing at the incident 

already heavily pregnant with me. On reaching her berth, she found the 
lower and middle berth occupied by men. She pleaded with them to move 
to the upper berth, as she couldn’t, being pregnant. They refused. So with 
me, a gigantic baby, who was to be 4 kg at birth, whose translucent arms 
clenched inside her womb, she climbed to the top.Most people believe, 
jokingly, that it was my mother who deserved the credit to my agility on 
the branches, who harvested pepper and mangoes without a ladder. 

rope was really just a bunch of sacks twisted and turned together. To this 

faces of the people passing by on scooters, motorcycles, tractors, buses, 
bullock-carts, until they dropped a rupee or two into it.This was Pajer. 
Women who blocked the roads with a rope stretched by people holding its 

into the scented plates; only then were they allowed to pass. It was not 
considered as annoying. It was considered as a tradition. There was at least 
one Pajer per kilo meter. We dropped the accumulated coins and notes 
into an earthen pot. We cursed the buses and ‘Tata Magics’ whose drivers 

yelp. Then they’d immediately drop a ten rupee note into the plate, with a 
detailed anecdote of how my father had alleviated one of their grievances. 

with a nervous exhilaration, remarked- “ We are getting  a lot more money 

Pajer

with a wave of their hand. 

joldi ase, to come fast, and screech a hurl of insults at the couple on the scooter while 
retrieving the rope.

tongues at the 1 rupee coins . We ate jamuns and drank ice cold milk.Then back on 

days, we’d have accumulated at least four thousand rupees. Someone would slaughter 
the hens. Someone would have to go to town and buy chicken masala, vegetables, cans 
of condensed milk. Someone with a passing singing voice would sing a well known 
Desia song and drum on a bucket- 

  Narke gale kai labo

Our traditional dance was called demsa. People formed a line, held each other’s 

circles to  marinate chicken, chop onions and cucumbers, which they threw in a pitcher 
of salted, watered down yoghurt to make ‘doi’. Mostly, to exchange gossip and laugh 

brown streaks in Madhusmita’s hair as she slept in front of me. I closed my eyes.

In the silence of the setting sun,
Where the shadows stretch, the day is gone;
I walk alone, my footsteps trace 

Beneath the sky, so vast and wide
Solitude walks by my side
Whispers soft, like winds that play
Guiding me, both night and day

The stillness stings, a sacred sound
On every leaf that falls to the ground,

In solitude, the silence falls. 

Through forests deep, where echoes fade

Of solitude beneath the moon.

The earth, the sky, my only land;

XD
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Central
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Central
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agagag s]¿p¶p

abnepIÄ \r¯w sh¡p¶p

]e]e \ndaXmam\¯v

aghnÂ AÛpXamWtÃm

XhfIÄ ]m«pIÄ ]mSp¶p

XIrXnbmbn agbpw s]¿p¶p.

ag

2B

Motivational session by BABITHA MARIAM JACOB
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In today’s fast-paced world, we have forgotten who we are. We tend to practice 
self-harm to make up with today’s generation, unable to cope with, “Why am I so 

the answer here, is that one simple term, Self-compassion.
Self-compassion is treating yourself with kindness, understanding, and acceptance, 

-

Self-compassion reduces self-criticism and negative self-talk, increases resilience 
and stress tolerance, fosters self-awareness and personal growth, and improves 
emotional regulation and well-being. 
Self-compassion consists of the three key components: mindfulness, self-kindness, 
and everyday humanity. Mindfulness acknowledges thoughts and emotions without 
judgment. Self-kindness treats yourself with kindness and care. Common humanity 

activities.
Don’t let barriers hold you back. Start small, seek support, challenge self-criticism, 
and embrace your humanity and imperfections. 
By cultivating self-compassion, you can develop a positive self-image, improve 
emotional regulation, and enhance relationships. Treat yourself with kindness, care, 
and understanding.

XI-C, PCBIP

The power of 
     self-compassion:
    Embracing kindness &  
                understanding

 2A

Ipªn¡®pIÄ Nn½n¯pd¶p Rm³

I sX³ A½X³ s]m³apJw

A¶psXm«nt¶mfw F³ ap³]nÂ

]p©ncnXqIp¶ s]m³apJw

Rms\m¶pIcbpt¼mÄ s\t©mcw tNÀ¡p¶

Rms\m¶p Nncn¡pt¼mÄ IqsS Nncn¡p¶ 

A½X³ IcpXÂ F{X t{ijvTw

tX\nepw a[pcamw A½X³ kvt\l¯n³

\o´n¯pSn¡phm³ F¶psa³tamlw

Fsâ sIm«p\mSv tIcfw

tIcwXn§pw \mSv tIcfw

aeIfpw ]pgIfpw ]£nIfpapÅ tIcfw

Ip©sâbpw hbensâbpw tIcfw

\·IÄ hncnbpwtIcfw

\½psS \mSv tIcfw 

A½

Fsâ tIcfw



|    28 GBCS - GIRIDEEPAM HERALD

-
pers’ went about their daily activities. Mama Sabrina kept her soon-to-hatch 
eggs warm while Papa Tofu searched for food, and Grandmama Pippa played 

erupted in laughter, and Feathers, hurt, ran to his favorite cliff to cry about 
his perceived shortcomings.
Noticing Feathers’ absence, Papa Tofu found him and joked, “What do 

but we’re the real stars. Let’s head home.” Comforted, Feathers hugged his 
father.

-

smart one, chided him for staring at the sun and explained, “We Peppers 

Then Cheesecake joined them, and Feathers spotted a man parachuting. In-

-

Followed by her claim, Tofu asked, ‘’why do need a town son when savan-

That night, Feathers snuck away, running until he reached a town called 

caused chaos in their home.

of work, Feathers received wooden wings covered in chart paper.

presence. He managed to get up but soon collapsed from his injuries.

replied, grateful to be home. Grandmama Pippa urged him to drink water, and Papa Tofu shed tears of relief.
When a chick asked why he went to the city, Fluffball, the youngest, suggested he got lost searching for food, while Feathers felt ashamed to reveal his true desire 

with their own abilities to his younger siblings and lived happily ever after.  

XI C, PCBIP

Feathers the 

Ostrich

of IV B (2024-25) got a 

for Maths Talent Search 
Examination

conducted by the 

Parishad.
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In November 19XX, Bernald Berthold Gunther, a German theoretical physicist, negotiated a two year research 
deal with Herwadkhar, an Indian professor in Colombia. During that period, Herwadkhar aimed to publish a 
groundbreaking theory, whichwould transcend the speed of light theory; something that would reveal the truth 
on Quantum systems, potentially overturning established chemical laws. 
But on Bernald’s case, it was the total opposite. The research was bothering him, and he wanted the solution as 

The researchersnamed the particle, Bernalkhar, for study, intending to explore its potential to exceed light 

documented everything as “backup.” 

While taking a coffee break one day, Bernald spotted a man in a long coat with a suitcase. He initially assumed 

who looked overjoyed. 

patted his shoulders and replied, “Let’s enjoy this happy moment till it lasts my dear pal”.

keeping them warm. They sat as they enjoyed the night by drinking. Despite Herwadkhar’s refusal, Bernald 
encouraged him to drink, eventually getting drunk and spilling his secrets, including his secret identity that. 
Herwadkhar, however, dismissed it as drunken imagination. 

was pointed towards the professor, it was Bernald’s pistol. Shocked, he stood up, as Bernald demanded that he 

walked away, emotionless and foolish to believe a false friend.
On that night though, Bernald’s revelation about his lineage was indeed true; his parents had been murdered 

to complete the very formula Herwadkhar had developed, knowing it would contradict his father’s theories. He 

were same, but the last three were unrelated theories that confused him. It was an entirely different subject, a 

Herwadkhar. It was only 15 minutes after the professor left and he tried to search for him everywhere, but could 

death as enduring mysteries. It is certain that Bernald did not do so, who was still seeking his friend. He had lost 
the key to the theory, but the paper might exist somewher
would remain with him forever.

The untold story of Herwadkhar

Dear Jacky! Dear Jacky!
How I used to play with you,
With balls and toys and marbles
Messing and throwing everything 
And anything kept before our sight,
To all the four directions: 
north, south, east and west!!

Oh! How we used to walk in the streets,
Screaming with laughter and joy
Scaring every coward we met on our way,
Barking each and every moment and
Hearing the people say,
“Look! �e dog and its mistress advancing,
Make way everyone!!”

And how I loved bathing you,
With soaps and shampoos and brush
�e soap went hither and you go thither,
Splashing water here and there 
To prove the Archimedes’ principle,
And making me fully drenched!!

But now my dear and amazing Jacky!
My good old dog!!
�e day you ran out of my house,
With your loosed chain through  
                                  the open gate
Frightened by the sound of the �recracker,
Le� in me a deep everlasting wound
Which can never be bound up.

I keep pondering about you,
And o�en become nostalgic
Recollecting all the fun  
we had had when together,
How you used to greet me 
By jumping on me and licking me lavishly,
Are now, but sweet memories.

I desperately hope that one day or another, 
You will return to your beloved mistress
And rejuvenate all the fun I had with you and,
�is is the one and only solution to
Heal the deep pain in me which,
No one in the world can ever take away, 
But only you, Jacky, my lost dog!!

Sara Elizabeth Jacob
X-D

�e Lost Dog
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11 & 12 

9 & 10 

MOMENTS FROM THE JOURNEY

CBSE Sahodaya Youth Fest Winners 2k24-25
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It all began 12 years ago,
When I woke up early for a journey unknown.
It all began 12 years ago,
Wearing a new uniform, feeling alone.
It all began 12 years ago,
Walking into a place strange and wide,
Holding my mother’s hand tightly,

It all began 12 years ago,
When she left me in that place alone,
With unfamiliar faces and voices,
Where everything felt like stone.
It all began 12 years ago,
When someone smiled and showed me around,
Introduced me as a new friend,
To faces both nervous and bound.
It all began 12 years ago,
When I was told to sit and play,
With two new faces, uncertain,
Their silence a curious display.
It all began 12 years ago,
When I told my mother every detail,

Where my courage felt frail.
It all began 12 years ago,
When that building became a daily sight,
New faces turned familiar,

It all began 12 years ago,
When the once-unfamiliar grew dear,
The building a second home,
Teachers and friends always near.
It all began 12 years ago,
When we learned and grew together,
Fought and played without pause,
Bonded like birds of a feather.
It all began 12 years ago,
When recess was our special time,
Sharing lunches and laughter,
Moments so simple, so prime.
It all began 12 years ago,
When monthly tests brought us dread,
Yet we’d laugh at our mistakes,
With stories that needed to be said.
It all began 12 years ago,

Even knowing someday,
We’d move beyond.

Memories bring both joy and tears.
The past 12 years, I see so clear,
The best part of my life, so dear.

Nissi Cherian
XII-A, PCMB

It started 
12 years ago…
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CLASS 10 A

CLASS 10 B

CLASS 10 C

CLASS 10 D
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CLASS 12 A

CLASS 12 B

CLASS 12 C

CLASS 12 D

CLASS 12 E
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