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‘Say it reader. Say the word “tale” out loud. It is such an extraordinary word isn’t it?
So small yet so full of wonder, so full of hope.’
-The Tale of Despereaux

Who doesn’t like stories? If we look back to our childhoods- all of us adults, can
sincerely say with hands held over our hearts, that we grew up on a staple diet of love,
discipline, simple play with friends and stories. No screens, no social media, no excessive
pressures of competition and success.

Unfortunately, we ourselves have made life complicated today with our uncountable
desires, demands and expectations. So, it becomes very important at times, to declutter
our lives, take a day to digitally detox and go back to our basics. Stories from our past,
our histories, our scriptures are not only meant to subtly impart lessons but also to
entertain and enthuse us creating feelings of belongingness and pure joy. We laugh, cry
happy tears, get a rush of goosebumps and get enthralled as we delve into the world of
tales whilst reading, listening or remembering them. We also learn to appreciate the
rich pedigree of our families and the great India culture.

Many a times even formal learning takes place more effectively via tales hence the world
of education is formally exploring ‘Story Telling” as pedagogy earnestly.

The Impact of stories is a time proven experience. The unborn baby Abhimanyu learnt
to break through the formation of Chakra Vyuha simply by listening to Lord Sri Krsna
advise his mother Subadra when he was still in her womb.

As Gopal’s Garden celebrates its 25th anniversary next year those of us who have
witnessed its growth and evolution have been engulfed in a wave of nostalgia of
memories and stories of the years gone by. A deep sense of acknowledgment emerges
for the contributions of so many people who have made Gopal’s Garden what it is today.
Let us then pause, take a moment and instill in our youngsters the value of timeless
tales. Let them develop the feeling of gratitude for the personalities and souls of the
past and bygone days. Encourage them to learn from their lives and experiences -life
skills that would help them navigate their lives meaningfully and impacttully today and
in the future. Let us remind them that our lives are also tales edited by the Almighty’s
Fingers which will hopetully inspire others.

Without Further Ado, Happy Reading!

RAJAS SARDESAI BHOSALE
Principal

{02} “We are not human beings having a spiritual experience; we are spiritual beings having a
» human experience.”- A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada
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THE VISION BEHIND THE COVER PAGE

The theme “Timeless Tales” celebrates the beautiful memories that stay with us forever
— the moments that live in our hearts, untouched by time. Each one of us carries within
us many experiences that stay alive in our heart.

While designing the cover page, I could almost see those memories come alive — as if
each brushstroke was bringing back all the emotions weaving a story of laughter, love,
and reflection.

My design captures three precious aspects of life: a mother’s unconditional love, the
joyful memories shared with friends and the importance of self-love and personal space.
The time spent with our friends, with our loved ones, the moments of solitude and self-
love become stories that we can narrate time and again. The images on the cover page
are reminders of love, friendship and the powerful connection we have with ourselves.

Together, they form a mosaic of emotions that remind us how memories never fade —
they simply become timeless tales.

INDIRA PARMAR

Class: 10 Vrindavan

= "Gratitude is the foundation of a happy life."- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj




From Dreams to Foundations - A Journey of Growth and Grace

Every great journey begins with a humble [ ' i v
step. For Gopal’s Garden High School, L3
that first step was taken years ago in a [ ﬁ
modest rented flat in Siddharth Nagar, T.;,
Kandivali. Those early days were filled E}ﬂ'

with  simple beginnings —  small
classrooms, limited space but hearts full of
dreams, dedication, and divine purpose.

Over the years, those dreams found roots
and began to grow. From those humble
walls emerged countless memories — the
laughter of children, the lessons learned,
the values instilled, and the spirit of
togetherness that defined every day.

Today, as we stand tall in our very own
school building at Borivali (East), the
journey feels nothing short of inspiring.
With four spacious floors, well-equipped
classrooms, and the infrastructure that
reflects both growth and grace, Gopal’s
Garden High School continues to blossom.
The ongoing construction work for additional floors is a testimony that our journey is
far from over — we continue to build, evolve, and grow, both in structure and in spirit.
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The accompanying pictures beautifully 3
capture this journey — one showing the
early days of our rented space at
Siddharth Nagar, and the other, the
proud beginnings of our permanent
home at Borivali. Each brick, each wall,
tells a story — a Timeless Tale of faith,
perseverance, and collective eftort.

From a rented flat to our own home —

the transformation of Gopal’s Garden High School is not just about buildings; it's about
memories built together, and the love and learning that continue to
stand strong, year after year.

MAYURI HERKAL
Academic Consultant

. 'Faith is unflinching trust in something divine" - A.C Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada.



Blessings Blossom into a Legacy

Every great creation begins with a divine
vision, and the story of Gopal’s Garden
High School is no exception. The
inspiration  behind  this  beautiful
institution is our revered spiritual
master, His Holiness Radhanath Swami
Maharaj, whose compassion, foresight,
and unwavering dedication to spiritual
education have been the guiding light of
our journey.

It was through Maharaj’s divine vision
that the seed of Gopal’'s Garden High
School was planted. The very name of
our school carries a deep spiritual meaning — Gopal refers to Lord Krishna, the eternal
caretaker of all souls, and His Garden symbolizes a sacred place where children bloom
like fragrant flowers under His loving care. Each child in this garden is nurtured not
just intellectually, but also emotionally and spiritually, reflecting the essence of
Maharaj’s teachings — education rooted in values, love, and service.

HIS HOLINESS
From our humble beginnings in arented f_Sccon o
flat in Siddharth Nagar, Kandivali, to the £
flourishing school building in Borivali

East, every step of this journey bears the

blessings and grace of His Holiness

Radhanath  Swami  Maharaj.  His

benevolence and philanthropic spirit

transformed a humble dream into a

living legacy — a sanctuary where

learning, character and devotion grow

hand 1n hand.

As Gopal’'s Garden High School
continues to expand and evolve, we carry forward Maharaj’s vision — to nurture
generations of children who embody compassion, integrity, and spiritual wisdom.
Truly, our school stands today as a timeless testament to the love and guidance of His
Holiness Radhanath Swami Maharaj — the visionary behind this ever-blooming
garden.

MAYURI HERKAL
Academic Consultant




Count Your Blessings, Cherish Your Memories

D Always

remember

‘Smartavyah Satatam Vispur’ (€Aded: ddad ﬁwﬁ) which means ‘Always remember

Krsna!” (Source - Chaitanya Caritamrita, Madhya Lila 22.113)

The basis of all Vedic principles, rules, regulations, rituals and duties is contained in this
one sutra - Always remember Krsnal!

In the foreword to the Krsna book by Srila Prabhupada, one of the greatest singers of
all time- George Harrison writes, “Everybody is looking for KRSNA. Some don’t realize
that they are, but they are.” Basically every one of us is looking for happiness and love.
In fact we are all in search of unconditional love. Because that is our intrinsic nature —
to be happy, to love. But we are here because we have forgotten this. We have forgotten
who we eternally are and hence we are stuck here in the material world. So what is the
way out?

Just like if fire is the problem, water is the solution; if darkness is the problem, light is
the solution; if cold is the problem heat is the solution- if our forgetfulness is the problem,
remembrance is the solution. Hence, ‘smartavyah’ the Sanskrit word meaning ‘to
remember’. We need to remember Krsna.

But how do we remember Krsna?

Once His Holiness Radhanath Swami Maharaj was sitting with a few of his disciples and
reminiscing about the old days of ISKCON Chowpatty. He was speaking about how his
disciples used to cook various items of food for him. One of his disciples, amazed at
Maharaj’s memory exclaimed, “Maharaj! How do you remember all of these details from

so long ago?” Maharaj looked at him, and gravely said, “I would be condemned if I don’t




remember and express gratitude for the selfless service and the countless sacrifice the
devotees made for the community.”

Hence we see and learn, how important these memories are. It is very important to hold
these memories in us and be grateful for what we have received. We can only properly
express gratitude when we have memories of the good things we have received.

I can safely say that most of my strength to deal with the various ups and downs in life
comes from these memories. Memories filled with love that we received as children and
immense gratitude towards everyone who gave us these beautiful experiences and
memories. When we used to study in Gopal’s Garden High School we were showered
with a lot of love. But that doesn’t mean we were spoilt or pampered; but we could see
that the teachers and all the staff genuinely cared for us, sincerely.

The quality of our memories, in reality determines the quality of our life. If we have
good, happy memories and experiences and are grateful for them then we continue to
attract that same positive energy in various aspects of our life. If, however our
consciousness is filled with bad memories full of regret, anger and bad experiences we
will find it very difficult to overcome them and attract positivity in our lives.

But then the question arises, how can we control what happens to us- the kind of
experiences we have and the consequent kind of memories we have?

The key lies in the verse we started with. We remember Krsna with a grateful heart. If
we do so then we actually have a lot to be gratetul for, a lot of beautiful things to
remember and keep in our consciousness as good memories. It’s a cycle; gratitude leaves
us with good memories, and good memories make us feel gratetul.

So I'll leave you all on this note...

What are your good memories? Are you gratetul to the Lord for them?

HRISHIKA DONTHULA
Spiritual Care Department

F& "We cannot control the waves of life, but we can learn to surf them with faith."
- - H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj




Play, Culture and a Timeless Memory

“T'imeless Tales” — the very phrase carries us back to the
bygone days, wrapping us in a fragrant breeze of treasured
memories that have left an everlasting imprint on our
hearts. Among these golden recollections from the journey

of Gopal’s Garden High School shines one truly unique and

delightful tradition — the celebration of the Doll’s |

Marriage.

For today’s Gen Z and Alpha Generation, the idea may sound unusual — what is a doll’s
marriage? At our school, it was a creative blend of fun and learning: a way to give
children a deeper experience of pretend play while gently introducing them to India’s
rich traditions and cultural heritage.

The celebration spanned two days. On the first day, two dolls were adorned as bride and
groom, complete with traditional attire. The rituals began with a joyful Mehendi
ceremony, where preschool teachers lovingly applied mehendi to the little girls” hands.
The next day was reserved for the grand wedding. One group of pre-schoolers played
the role of the “groom’s family,” while another group welcomed them as the “bride’s
family.” A priest conducted the rituals with traditional mantras, and the ceremony
unfolded just like a real wedding. To add to the festivity, children brought along
beautifully gift-wrapped empty boxes as presents for the bride and groom, and everyone
enjoyed a delicious wedding feast together.

This celebration was more than just fun — it was a meaningful learning experience. It
gave children a glimpse into diverse cultures, food habits and traditions, helping them
value the treasures of India’s heritage that often fade in the rush of modern life.

In today’s fast-paced, technology-driven world, it is easy to drift away from our roots.
At Gopal’s Garden, we believe that while children are prepared to soar high, they must
also stay connected to their cultural foundation. The Doll’'s Marriage is one such

cherished memory — truly a Timeless Tale. : T TN v;

KEJAL MEHTA

Pre-Primary Coordinator

=8 "Human life is meant for self-realization, not sense gratification.”
- - A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada




WHEN THE SCHOOL BELL RINGS.....

The memory which I am about to share is about ‘the school bell. The sound of the bell
will always have a place in my mind. But why the school bell?

The school bell had various purposes. As the day started, the loud bell meant that we
have to leave for assembly. Some of the students would rush to the assembly as they
heard the bell while some took their time waiting for friends. And the latecomers would
be in chaos.

During the long and sometimes boring

lectures, the school bell was the most

important thing for every single

student. I remember that once we had

a very hectic day and all of us were

desperate for the bell to ring. We had

been studying the subject for an hour

and were few minutes away from our lunch break. The bell was like a hope for freedom.
But the bell seemed to take ages to ring.

Everyone was counting down how many seconds more for the bell to ring. Finally! The
bell rang much to our relief. The lunch break used to be full of friends, gossips, eating,
sharing food and fun. But the lunch would get over, very quickly. The enthusiasm in
each of us during the break would go down to having zero energy.

The last bell of the day, was a call for everyone to go home. For some students the bell
was their most favourite bell. It meant that they finally get to go home. But for me, it
meant leaving school. It was my least favourite bell. The school time has always been

the favourite time of the day for me because it means being with my friends and teachers

and having loads of fun while spending the time studying and being productive.

YUMI SIDHPURA
Class: 8 Lohavan

. 'Life’s perfection is found in humble service.”- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj
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A School Day to Remember

School life is full of moments that stay with us forever. Among all

my school experiences, one memory stands out as the happiest

and the most cherished one. I still remember that day very

clearly- the first day of my preschool.

For most of the children, the first day of the school is a dreaded

day. But for me, it was like going on a new adventure, meeting

new people, making good friends and learning things. I didn’t cry while going to school.
Although I was nervous, I was excited. At first, I was feeling awkward when all the
children around me were crying and yearning for their parents- except for one child. I
went and sat next to her. She was also excited about the new journey. So, she became
my good friend. After sometime, all the children calmed down. The teachers were very
sweet. They did not teach anything that day. We just introduced ourselves and played
with toys. Then came the lunch time. My mother had packed yummy food and some
juice for me to eat and share it with my friends. All my classmates sat down in a circle
as instructed by the teacher and opened their tiftin. We all shared our food with each
other and talked with each other. I felt the joy of being part of a group.

After lunch, we had a craft activity where we created butterflies with our handprints. I
remember being proud of what I made, and the teachers appreciated everyone’s etforts.
As the day ended, we were given candies as souvenirs. Holding those candies in my hand,
[ felt like I had received a treasure from my very first school adventure.

When my mother came to pick me up, I remember smiling and going in her arms. I
waved goodbye to my newly found friends and then told my mom all about my exciting
day. That day was not only fun but also the beginning of a journey filled with learning,
triendship and unforgettable moments. The memory still makes me smile because even

today, whenever I think of that day, I can clearly recall my excitement and the smiles on

everyone’s faces. It remains the happiest day of my school life and I

will treasure 1t forever.

ANANYA AGRAWAL

Class: 9 Bhadravan

(SEID,
7 %
S o
g S

"The quality of our life depends on the quality of our heart."- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj
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Face Your Fears

(Have you ever frozen on stage? This poem explores the exact moment — when anxiety

takes over and words disappear- and how one brave step forward can change

everything.)

They handed me the mic,
With good luck and a smile so bright

[ stood on stage, unsure but proud

While doubt within me screamed out loud

The hall was set, the lights aglow,

My heart was racing fast, not at all slow.
The script was folded in my hand,

I took the stage as I had planned

A sea of faces, eyes so wide,
My voice came strong with nervous pride
"Welcome to all," I spoke and everyone cheered,

But then my next line disappeared

The words I knew just flew away,

Like my brain just went on holiday,
My mind went blank,
My thoughts all froze

While time stood still, the tension rose

[ stood quite still, not sure at all,

My hands clenched tight,

I wished I wasn't there at all

But then I saw a friendly glance

And found the strength to take a chance

My teacher gave a steady nod

That said mistakes were never odd




My friends, with gestures small but kind,
Restored the script back in my mind.

So I resumed -not word for word,

But what I said was still felt and heard.
With a steady tone and lighter heart,
Bravely, I played my unscripted part

The crowd still clapped,

The show moved on

And by the end, my fear was gone.

Now, when I see that stage in the hall
I don't recall the fumble at all

I think instead of how I stayed

And faced the fear I once obeyed.

SHRUTI BHANDARY
Class: 8 Lohavan

~=. 'Don’t treat people as bad as they are; treat them as good as you are." - H.G. Gaur Gopal Das



Echoes of the School Days

It was the very first day of school,
[ had already lost my cool.

A first step into a brand new world,

Made my thoughts spin and twirled.

The environment was calm as water,
With warmth and sparkles I sought after.
I wished to say a thousand things,

But I was like a timid squirrel.

Afraid, I chose to defer all.

We lived each day in simple joy,
Embracing laughter, oh boy!

Our careless mistakes, our little cries,

Flew away beneath the open skies.

But time swiftly flowed,
And many friends joined this road.
A brand new episode soon began,

Many comrades gathered hand in hand.

Pencil transformed into sturdy pens,
Days were beautiful back then.

That period too quickly flew,
Bringing bright hopes new.

Fresh emotions began to surge,
The immature side began to diverge.
Responsibilities grew in measure,

Childhood slipped- an untold treasure.




It was time to choose different roads,
Each of us rowing our lonely boats.
[ still remember the echoes of the past,

Those golden days, they went so fast.

Those little fights, so small, so tight
Filled my heart with delight.

The sweet scolding’s of teacher dear,

Shaped us, year after year.

The chirping birds outside the pane,
Those days still in my heart remain.
How I wish for another chance,

To meet them all, to laugh and dance.

And if that time should come again,

[ promise it will not go in vain.

HRISHANT DAVE
Class: 10 Vrindavan

"Every day may not be good, but there is something good in every day."- H.G. Gaur Gopal Das




From the Desk to the Podium: A Nostalgic Journey

Nursery; Nandanvan (Kadamba) A.Y. 2023-24

[ still remember my very first day at Gopal’s Garden High School - the butterflies in my
stomach, the thrill of wearing a fresh uniform and the reassuring smile of my teacher as
I stepped into the class. There was nervousness, of course, but also curiosity and
excitement. When my preschool teacher bent down and gently told me, “Don’t worry,
you'll love it here,” the fear melted away. That small gesture of warmth set the tone for

all the love and security I would come to feel in this school.

I can still recall the aftection of all my preschool teachers, whose patience and kindness
made me feel at home. My favorite was Anjali Didi. Her songs, her warm hugs, and her
amazing storytelling skills still hold a special place in my heart. Even today, after so
many years, she continues to extend herself to us whenever we need her, still nurturing,
guiding, and encouraging us to be better versions of ourselves. Years later, when I joined
the school as a pre-school teacher, my very first co-teacher turned out to be Rasasindhu

Didi, who had once been my Jr. KG teacher! Life had truly come full circle.

The early days at Siddharth Nagar remain etched in my memory, the humble beginnings
of what would later blossom into the vibrant “Gopal’s Garden” community we know
today. Our classrooms were smaller, with just enough benches to fit us all, yet there was

always enough room in our hearts for each other. Recess was one of my favorite times;

we eagerly exchanged lunch boxes, excited to taste dishes from our friends” homes. Even



now, whenever I remind students not to waste time chatting after meals, I get flashbacks

of our own giggling sessions when teachers had to chase us back into class.

Festival celebrations and annual day rehearsals were always filled with joy. Our laughter
often drowned out the practice, but those moments created friendships that still last a
lifetime. I fondly remember how we would decorate classrooms, prepare for cultural
events and share the thrill of performing on stage. Those experiences taught us

teamwork, responsibility, and joy in togetherness.

Much of who I am today 1s shaped by the priceless contribution of my teachers. I will
never forget the quiet reassurances, the appreciative pats, and the unwavering faith they
placed in me. I especially recall Vinayak Sir during my tenth grade, when I struggled
with mathematics. He not only believed in me but worked tirelessly to help me improve.
He would often remind me not to worry about pertection, but to focus on trying my best.

Those words gave me strength then, and they continue to guide me today.

Not long ago, one of my students, a little girl, hesitated to answer a question in class.
She reminded me so much of my own shy, uncertain self. I encouraged her the way my
teachers once encouraged me, and the sparkle in her eyes when she finally spoke up was
priceless. That moment made me realize how deeply my teachers’ legacy lives on in my

own teaching.

As the years passed, I witnessed Gopal’s Garden grow from a modest flat into the

flourishing building we see today. Back then, our library was just a small room with a

tew shelves of books, and I would wait eagerly for my turn to borrow a storybook.
Today, the school has a spacious library filled with thousands of books and digital

resources.

[ also vividly recall the thrill of visiting the A.V. room (as it was called then), where a
single television was shared by all classes. Fast forward to today, when large screens in
every classroom bring the world alive for every child. And yet, what amazes me most is
that despite all these changes, the essence has remained unchanged. The same warmth,
the same values, and the same spirit of togetherness still linger in every corridor. Life

has indeed come full circle for me. On my first day as a teacher, I felt the same butterflies




I had as a child, only this time eager young faces looked up to me for guidance and
inspiration. Each PTM and open house day feels like a nostalgic echo of when I once

stood on the other side with my parents.

Even the corridors whisper memories, like the time our entire class was asked to step
out as “punishment” for not completing an assignment. In solidarity, even those who

had finished it stepped out, and that act of unity still makes me smile.

The walls of Gopal's Garden
themselves hold pieces of our

memories. [ remember painting

them during school projects,

admiring the temple hall murals

being created, and now, teaching
students on the very benches I
once sat on. Every festival, every
hallway, and every corner has a
story to tell, of laughter, learning,

unity, and love.

My journey with Gopal’s Garden is not just about looking back, it is also about carrying
torward the legacy. As I stand in front of my students today, my deepest wish is to instill
in them the same values of kindness, curiosity and resilience that my teachers instilled
in me. If I can touch even one child’s life the way my teachers touched mine, I will
consider my journey truly worthwhile.

Years may pass, faces may change, but the heart of Gopal’s Garden will always remain

the same, a home filled with love, learning, and memories to last a lifetime.

GANDHARVIKA SHANBHAG

Pre-Primary Teacher




Timeless Frames

Moments that whisper stories of laughter, friendship, and the joy of school days —

captured once, cherished forever.

& "Our process is to follow in the footsteps of the great acharyas, the great teachers."
- A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada
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AMRITA RAI
Music Teacher

=== Lhe more we serve others selflessly, the richer our life becomes."- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj




A Teacher’s Memoir - LLessons From the Heart

Eighteen years ago, I entered Gopal’s Garden as s teacher with dreams in my heart.
Today, I stand as a senior teacher, proud to call this school my second home. They say
old is gold, and truly, these years have only grown richer with memories — from lively
classrooms to staffroom. Over the years, the school has given me countless memories,
from unique traditions to adventurous journeys, each one holding a special place in my

heart.

e From Empty Fields to Victorious Teams
When I joined Gopal’s Garden as a Physical Education teacher, our school was small,
with only a few students, and even forming a sports team felt like a challenge. We would
mix age groups, teach new games, and encourage every child to step onto the field.
Those moments taught me that a team is built not by numbers, but by spirit — and that

same spirit still shines today.

e The 108th Day Tradition
One of my fondest memories at Gopal’s Garden is our annual 108th Day celebration.
Every year, students and teachers would spend a night at school, turning the campus
into a joyful campsite. We would gather around a warm campfire, sharing stories, songs,
dramas and laughter under the stars. The next morning, we would set oft to the beach
where the waves echoed our excitement. It was more than just an event — it was a

tradition that brought us closer, making our school feel like one big family.

e Where Memories Climb Higher
Every year, our journey to Sinhagad Fort was more than just a trek — it was a step back
in time. As we climbed, I would share stories of the brave legends who fought to protect
the fort, filling the air with pride and inspiration. At the top, we treated students to a
traditional Indian delicacy, Zunka Bhakari, a taste of our culture as rich as the history

surrounding us.

Students experienced the thrill of outdoor challenges and we spent the night surrounded

by calm, spiritual energy at the serene Mafatlal Bungalow, my personal tfavourite.

Watching students enjoy these moments reminded me that learning often happens best,

beyond the four walls of a classroom.




Looking back, I realise these memories are not just events — they are lessons, bonds,
and milestones. They remind me that a school is not just a place to teach; it is a place to

live, to grow, and to inspire. Gopal’s Garden High School has been my second home, my

playground of dreams, and my family for nearly two decades. And just like gold, these

moments only shine brighter with time. I am grateful to this school for making my

journey shine so brightly.

DIPTI CHAVAN
PE Teacher

... "Do not postpone your happiness; practice gratitude today."- H.G. Gaur Gopal Das



Together with the School: A Mother’s Reflection

“Gopal’s Garden High School is a temple cum school. Even though there are advantages
and disadvantages of material study in this school, if I am really serious about Krishna
Consciousness, there is no other way, no other way, no other way than Gopal’s Garden
High School for my children.”

This was my heartfelt feedback written around 21 years ago in the Garden Buzz

magazine of GGHS.

Our association with Gopal’s Garden began in 2003, when the school was still located
in Siddharth Nagar in a flat system. A simple moment from our very first visit left a
lasting impression on me. At the reception, a peon, with a big smile on his face, handed
me a glass of water without my even asking. That thoughtful gesture made me feel

instantly at home and created a sense of belonging.

At that time, my son was in the 5th standard and my daughter in the 1st standard when
they joined GGHS. That very year, the school decided to stage a drama titled Damodar
Lila for the annual drama festival. With just 40 children from 1st to 6th standard, every
single child participated, ensuring no one was left out. For almost two months they
practiced with great sincerity, and that drama became a cherished memory for the entire

school community.

In 2004, the school shifted to its current location. HH Radhanath Swami Maharaj, the
visionary behind GGHS, inaugurated the new premises. I vividly remember one
powerful sentence he spoke that day: “Even if there is one child, the school must go on.”
That message became very personal to us in 2005 when my son was in 7th grade. Many
of his classmates were considering leaving, and he returned home in tears, worried about
being left alone. I reassured him with Maharaj’s words, saying, “You may be that one
child.” In the end, no one left, and today, every one of them has gone on to achieve

success in their chosen fields.

Every year, Maharaj’s visits were eagerly awaited by the children. They poured their
hearts into preparing welcome cards, decorating the school, cleaning their classrooms,

and planning performances. The joy of welcoming him was an experience in itself.




Those years were also filled with many
unique celebrations. The 108th Day
was marked with an overnight stay at
the school — a day packed with
activities, an evening at the beach, a
bonfire, delicious prasad, outdoor
games through the night, and finally,

heading home in the morning.

Children also went on picnics with the brahmacharis from Radha Gopinath Temple,
where trekking, sports, and fun were beautifully blended with spiritual experiences.
Rainbow Mela, Sports Day, and Annual Day were annual highlights, bringing immense

joy as we watched the children perform with such grace and enthusiasm.

Daily school life was equally nourishing. Each morning began with aarti, where children
took turns leading the offering. They recited shlokas, chanted one full round of the Hare

Krishna mantra, and honoured lunch prasad prepared by the school — with a special

delicious treat added every Friday. Festivals were celebrated with joy, and even holidays

were planned around the festivals and yatras of Radha Gopinath Temple. In this way,

the school nurtured the children in a sattvic environment.

At that time, we were residing in Bhayander, and the children would reach home only
after 1.5 hours, as the school bus first dropped off students at Mira Road. What initially
seemed tiring later turned into a blessing. When they eventually had to travel long
distances for college and medical entrance coaching at Vile Parle, they were already used
to long commutes and had learned to balance their study schedules within the available

time.

With small class sizes — just 6 in my son’s class and 11 in my daughter’s — the children
received individual attention from highly qualified teachers and never required outside
tuition. Both went on to score 95% in their 10th grade exams. Today, my son is a
Pediatrician, having completed his MBBS at Seth GS Medical College and KEM
Hospital, Mumbali, followed by an MD in Pediatrics at Jalgaon. My daughter is a dentist
from Nair Hospital Dental College, Mumbai.




In the material world, life often feels full of envy and competition, but at GGHS my
children experienced only love and care. Even today, they fondly remember their school

days, remain in touch with their teachers, and treasure those memories deeply.

For me too, GGHS has been much more than a school for my children. It has been a

guiding light in my own spiritual journey. I sincerely pray that my children always

remain deeply grateful to the school that shaped them into who they are, and that they
may, in turn, contribute to Maharaj’s project as an offering of gratitude for all that

GGHS has given them.

[ humbly request all of you to bless my children so that they may grow into sincere

devotees of Lord Krishna.

Thank youl

JAY RADHA DEVI DASI (DR. JIVIKA K. RANGNEKAR)
Parent of Dr. Pradnil K. Rangnekar (Batch of 2009)
and Dr. Nivida K. Rangnekar (Batch of 2013)

{2)] "Peace is not the absence of problems but the presence of Krishna in the heart.”
—— — H.G. Gaur Gopal Das




Memories and Moments — From Home to Alma Mater

We are immensely proud of our alumna, Ms. Hrujuta Kshirsagar, who has
successfully completed her Masters in Paediatric Physiotherapy with distinction
(77.63%). She 1is presently serving as the Clinical In-charge & Branch

Administrator at Unnati Paediatric Rehabilitation Center, Pune.

Her heartfelt note on the occasion of Guru Purnima is a testimony to the bond our
students share with GGHS and their teachers. It reflects the timeless values and

culture nurtured within our school.

[t is also a moment of joy to see her mother’s words in this edition of Memory

Lane, where she beautifully recalls Hrujuta’s journey with GGHS—from her early
struggles in Mathematics to her outstanding performance in the 10th Boards, and

the loving care she received from her teachers.

Together, both mother and daughter’s reflections remind us that GGHS is not

just a school—it is a family, a home, and a foundation for life.

A Heartfelt Note from Our Alumni — Guru Purnima Special

Dear Teachers,

[ am happy to inform you that I have completed
my Masters in Paediatric Physiotherapy with

77.63%. 1 am also currently working at Unnati

Paediatric Rehabilitation Center in Pune as a

Paediatric Physiotherapist. I have a good post
here of Clinical In-charge & Branch

Administrator.

[ am very much grateful to each one of you for
playing a very crucial role in my life always.
Thank you so much! It’s only because of what I
learnt from you that I can shine anywhere &

everywhere I go.




I thank you from the bottom of my heart for taking care of me even more than my
parents could. This sentence is no exaggeration—you can confirm this with my mother
too. She’ll tell you that I was first a child of GGHS, and then hers. I hope to meet
everyone soon. Kindly forgive my absence this time & please accept my love in the form

of sweets.

I request you to kindly accept my venerations at your feet on the

occasion of Guru Purnima.

Yours sincerely,
HRUJUTA KSHIRSAGAR
Batch of 2015

Growing Together With Gopal's Garden High School

In 2003, we enrolled our daughter, Ms. Hrujuta Bhushan Kshirsagar, in Junior KG at
Gopal’s Garden High School. At that time, the school was functioning out of just two to
three flats in Siddharth Nagar, Kandivali. Though we lived in Dadar and the daily travel

was long, we chose GGHS because we wished to provide our child with not only the

best education but also a strong cultural foundation.

From the very beginning, GGHS gave Hrujuta excellent education, values, and—most
importantly—abundant love and attention. Throughout her journey here, she received

immense support, be it emotional, mental, or physical.

One incident that will forever stay in my memory is when Hrujuta once developed a
tever in school. We received a call to pick her up, but due to the distance, it took us
nearly an hour and a half to reach. When I arrived, what I saw touched me deeply—
Hrujuta was fast asleep in the lap of one of her teachers, who was gently applying cold
water strips to her forehead. That moment showed me the warmth and motherly care

that GGHS extends to every child.

Academically, too, the teachers went above and beyond. Mathematics was always a
challenge for Hrujuta, but her teachers patiently guided her and built her confidence.
With their constant support, she went on to score an impressive 96/100 in her 10th

Board exams.




Along with academics, GGHS also gave her the association of noble and pure-hearted
souls. Their influence enriched her life with strong cultural values and helped shape her

into a compassionate and cultured human being.

As a parent, I feel truly fortunate to have entrusted my daughter’s growth to GGHS.
The school has been a partner in her holistic development, and my experience as a parent

here has been blissful.

Life came full circle for me when I myself got the opportunity to join Gopal’s Garden
High School as an employee. For the past three years, this school has been much more

than a workplace—it has been like a family to me.

I have experienced love, support, and care at every step. Every member of the GGHS
team is deeply committed to their work, striving tirelessly to provide the best education

and values, and to raise a generation that is morally and spiritually enriched.

For me, GGHS is not just a school—it is a timeless tale of love, care, and growth, a

second home where both my daughter and I have found guidance,

values, and family.

UTTARA KSHIRSAGAR
Admin Department

.. "Real success is to live a life that pleases God."- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj




Then and Now: A Tale of School Days

v

School life is a wondertful phase where we make friends, gain knowledge and lay the

foundation for our future. It’s a time filled with fun and learning, creating memories that
stay with us forever. When I look at my child’s school routine today, I can’t help but
compare it to my own. While the school bell still rings and lunch breaks still bring
laughter, nearly everything else has changed.

In my days, we carried heavy bags filled with textbooks, wrote our homework in
notebooks, and learned from chalkboards. We relied on libraries and teachers for
knowledge. There were no smartphones, no Google and certainly no online classes.

Recess was sacred and handwritten notes were our version of texting.

Now, my child’s school is filled with technology. Lessons are taught using smartboards.
Homework is given online or via school app. Even communication with teachers happens
through school apps, emails or school calendar. Their subjects go beyond reading and
Mathematics — they learn coding, emotional wellness, and climate awareness.
Classrooms are more interactive, students are encouraged to question and explore.
While my teachers were strict and traditional, my child’s teachers focus on empathy and

student voice.

Despite all these differences, some things remain the same. The excitement of making
new friends, the nervousness before exams, the joy of school events — these are timeless

experiences we both share.




Another good thing about Gopal's Garden High School is that they introduce students
to the vedic culture which includes teaching the importance of Ekadashi, tulsi aarti and
much more.

Though my school days may feel like a world apart from my child’s, both versions have

their value. I'm gratetul for the discipline and simplicity of my time, just as I admire the

creativity and resources that are in use now. Education has evolved, but its heart remains

the same — to prepare young minds for a better future.

-w» =

ONLINE EDUCATION

PREETI SONI
Mother of Maanvi Soni
Class: 2 Bahulavan (Kirtan)

"Life becomes beautiful when we see God’s hand in every situation.” — H.G. Gaur Gopal Das




Unspoken Stories of a Mother's Heart

Parenting is a beautiful journey filled with love, joy, and countless little moments that
touch the soul. Yet, behind every smiling baby photo and every joyful memory lies
another story—a story only a parent truly knows. A story of struggles, sleepless nights

and silent tears.

[ still remember those days vividly, as though they were yesterday. My little one would
cry endlessly, for reasons I could not always understand. He would refuse to eat, turning
away from every spoon, no matter how lovingly I tried. And the nights felt longer than
ever—as he stayed awake, restless and uncomfortable—while I held him close, rocking

him with tired arms and a hopeful heart.

These moments tested every bit of strength in me.

[ constantly questioned myself: "Am I doing
enough? Am I doing it right?"

® There were moments when I felt broken, yet I
still smiled—for him.

® There were days I longed for rest, yet I stayed

awake—just to watch him breathe peacefully.

® 1 realized that even in my exhaustion, I had

never loved so fiercely, so completely.

Some days, the only thing that kept me going was

the gentle weight of his tiny fingers curled around mine—a silent reminder that even
though he could not speak, he trusted me completely. Parenting, I learned, is not about
perfection—it is about presence. It's about showing up every single day with love, no

matter how tired you are.

& The Reality of Parenting Today

€ Emotional Struggles: Children, even babies, experience anxiety and discomfort that

they cannot express in words. For parents, understanding these silent cues becomes both

a challenge and a responsibility.




€ Sleepless Nights: Sleep deprivation becomes a daily reality. When a child isn’t
sleeping, neither does the parent. And yet, every tired yawn and sleepless night is filled
with care and hope.

¢ Feeding Difficulties: Feeding a child is not just about nutrition—it is emotional.

When your child refuses to eat, it feels like a personal failure, even though it isn’t.

Patience becomes a daily practice.

W Lessons Learned Through Challenges

Despite the tears, the worry, and the exhaustion, parenting
teaches us the deepest form of patience and resilience. We

learn to love without limits, to give without expecting

anything in return, and to find joy in the smallest victories—

a smile, a bite of food, a peaceful nap.

Parenting has not been an easy path. It has been filled with long nights, unanswered
questions, and moments of quiet self-doubt. But it has also been the most profound and
soul-shaping journey I have ever known. I have discovered strength I never knew I had.
I have learned to love beyond exhaustion, to give without limits, and to find magic in
the smallest things—a sleepy smile, a tiny hand in mine, a quiet moment of peace.
Through every cry, every struggle, and every sleepless night, [ have come to understand
one thing deeply: I may not be perfect, but I am exactly the parent my child needs.

And that... is more than enough.

SUSHMA SHRINIVAS AMIN
Parent of Ahan Amin
Class: 2 Bahulavan (Kirtan)

~—.. When we change the way we look at life, life changes." — H.G. Gaur Gopal Das



Stories that Shaped Generations

Growing is one of the most beautiful aspects of life. As we journey through it, we each
carry our own unique set of experiences. These life lessons shape our thoughts, values,
and character. While our experiences may differ, the wisdom passed down through
generations often connects us all — and one of the most powerful ways this wisdom is

shared is through timeless tales.

[t’s often said that life never stops teaching, and we should never stop learning. But there
are certain lessons so valuable and universal that they continue to be told and retold,
year after year, generation after generation. These lessons often take the form of stories

— simple yet powertful narratives that stay with us long after we’ve heard them.

Some of the greatest timeless tales come from our epics — the Ramayana and the
Mahabharata. These are not just stories of gods and kings, but deep wells of wisdom and

moral guidance.

From the Ramayana, we learn about the ideals of duty and sacrifice through Lord Rama
— who gave up his kingdom and comforts for the sake of his father's promise. Sita’s
strength and patience, Lakshman's loyalty, and Hanuman’s devotion are all examples of

virtues that continue to inspire us even today.




The Mahabharata teaches us about righteousness (Dharma) and the consequences of our
choices. The story of Yudhishthira, who always stood for truth and justice, or Karna,
who struggled between loyalty and morality, are tales that make us think deeply about
our actions. The Bhagavad Gita, a part of the Mahabharata, gives us timeless lessons on

life, duty, and inner strength — still relevant in today’s fast-paced world.

When I was a child, I remember how my

younger sister and I would eagerly wait to hear
these stories before bedtime. These tales were
more than entertainment — they were lessons
in courage, respect, honesty, and love. Today,
as a parent, I feel proud to pass these same
stories to my daughter Niyati, hoping she too

will find inspiration in them, just as I once did.

In a world that's constantly changing, these timeless tales remain anchors — helping us

hold onto the values that make us better human beings. Let us continue to treasure them,

share them, and learn from them.

AMISHA JIGNESH MISTRY
Mother of Niyati Mistry
Class: 1 Bhandiravan (Kirtan)

"The more we serve others selflessly, the richer our life becomes."
- H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj




Through the Lens of Time

A glimpse of cherished moments frozen in time—each frame tells a story,_
capturing the essence of our journey through the years.

“The story of your life is written by the choices you make. Make your choices based on the
teachings of the Bhagavad-gita.” - A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada




e o Aehel HIST Hedl.

VIMAL PATIL
Marathi Teacher

"The secret of a happy life is to adjust your attitude, not just your situation."
— H.G. Gaur Gopal Das
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ANITA K. NAYAKR
Mother of Nakshatra K. Nayak
Class: 4 Belavan (Shravan)




Navigating Parenthood in the Modern Era

In the past, parents got a lot of help from grandparents and the community in raising
children. That support made parenting easier. But today many families live away from
their elders. This change has a big eftect on how children grow up. As parents, we often
teel anxious and ask ourselves, “What is happening with my child?” This worry creates
tear, and children too can feel it. A home filled with love, care, and happiness is the best

cure.

Common Parenting Challenges:

1. Too Much Advice-
Parents get advice from many sources—books, internet,

relatives. Too much information often confuses instead of
helping.

2. Lack of Support -

Without grandparents or family around, parents feel alone
and stressed.

3. Digital World -

Screen time, social media, online safety, and mobile addiction

are big worries today.

4. Behaviour Problems -

Tantrums, disobedience and anger are common issues.
5. Less Communication -

With teenagers, mobile phones and lack of family time often create distance and
misunderstandings.

6. Academic Pressure -

Parents want children to do well in studies, but balancing expectations with a stress-
free life is hard.

7. Sibling Rivalry -

Fights and competition between brothers and sisters is another common challenge.

Parenting today is not easy. Changing family life, new technology, and social pressures
bring many problems. These often lead to stress and worry for parents. But when a home
is filled with love, support and open talk, both parents and children can

be happy.

NEHA KADWE
Mother of Manasvi Kadwe
Class: 8 Talavan (Shravan)




The Hidden Struggles of Raising Kids

Parenting today is not like following a recipe—it's more like trying to cook a meal while
the stove keeps changing temperatures! There are spills, messes, and moments when
everything feels out of control. But the real challenge isn't just managing the chaos—

it's handling the emotions, the doubts, and the constant balancing act.

As a mother of twins, ['ve learned that
no two children are the same, and
what works for one may not work for
the other. One of my daughters loves
drawing, while the other is a natural
storyteller. When they compete in the
same activity, like a school race or an
art competition, things get tough.
Recently, one won first prize, and
while the other was happy for her
sister, I could see her heart was hurting when she asked, "Why can't I be as good?" 1
hugged her and said, "You don't have to be the same. You have your own superpowers!"

But it's not always easy to make them believe that.




Some days, parenting feels like walking on a
tightrope. One child needs extra help with
homework, while the other craves attention. I
worry—am I giving enough to both? Am I being

tair? There are moments when I feel guilty, like

when I lose my patience or can't fix their problems.

But then I remind myselt—I don't have to be
perfect. I just have to be there.

Technology is another battle. "Five more minutes!"

they beg when it's time to put away the tablet. Setting limits feels hard, especially when
other parents seem more relaxed.

But here's what I've realized: Parenting isn't about having all the answers. It's about
trying, learning, and loving—even on the messy days. When my child is upset,
sometimes just sitting with her, telling a funny story, or making her favourite snack

helps more than any advice. Other times, they don't want to talk, and that's okay too.

To all the parents reading this—you're not alone. We all have days when we doubt
ourselves. But the fact that you care so much? That's what makes you a great parent.
Keep going, one small step at a time. After all, the best stories aren't about perfect

journeys—they're about love, mistakes, and never giving up.

MEGHA SARVAIYA
Parent of Kriya and Kayra Sarvaiya

Class: 1 Bhandiravan (Shravan)

"True success is not what we get, but what we give." — H.G. Gaur Gopal Das




Parenting: A Journey, Not a Sprint

In today’s modern world, life has become more comfortable, yet parenting has grown
more complex. Parents now face unique pressures shaped by changing lifestyles and

rising societal expectations.

Among the greatest challenges are digital
addiction and screen-time management.
Excessive use of gadgets not only raises
concerns about children’s safety but also

"Parenting is tough, but
49 love makes it worth the

disrupts daily routines, eating habits, and *

f
/
'

behaviour. Similarly, encouraging healthy q\’ ikt
food choices has become increasingly
difficult. The easy availability and
overconsumption of junk food negatively

affect both the physical and mental well-

being of children.

Societal expectations also weigh heavily on parents and children alike, often leading to
stress, anxiety, and an imbalance in emotional well-being. To overcome these hurdles,
open and honest communication between parent and child is essential. Coupled with this,
adopting a positive parenting style—firm yet loving, with clear boundaries—creates a
nurturing environment. Such an approach strengthens the bond between parent and
child, while also building emotional resilience, confidence, and mental strength in

children.

Thus parenting is not a race to the finish line but a long, evolving journey—one filled

with both challenges and immeasurable joy.

NEHA TRIVEDI
Mother of Khushi Trivedi
Class: 8 Talavan (Shravan)
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ARCHANA DUBEY
Mother of Janhvi Dubey
Class: 2 Bahulavan (Kirtan)

"Real happiness is not in matter; it is in the soul.”- A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada



Timeless Tales of Love and Learning

The topic of parenting challenges
brings back a wave of memories that
have shaped my journey with Aarav, my
energetic six-year-old in Class 1 at

Gopal’s Garden High School. These

challenges, once tough, have become

part of our family story, turning into
cherished tales of growth, patience, and

strong bonds.

One of my earliest parenting challenges was dealing with Aarav’s sleepless nights as a
toddler. I remember pacing our small apartment at 2 a.m., holding a fussy Aarav who
wouldn’t sleep. Exhausted and overwhelmed, I questioned whether I was doing
something wrong. During those quiet hours, I'd hum the lullabies my mother sang to
me, and slowly, Aarav’s tiny yawns would replace his cries. Those sleepless nights were
hard but now remind me of discovering the calming power of patience and the comfort

of familiar tunes, moments that connected us across generations.

Another challenge that stays with me was Aarav’s first day at Gopal's Garden High
School. As we neared the school gates, his small hand gripped mine tightly while his
eyes were wide with worry about leaving the safety of home. I felt a wave of guilt, unsure
if he was ready. But when I picked him up that afternoon, his face brightened with stories
of new friends and classroom adventures. That struggle taught me to trust Aarav’s
strength, turning a moment of doubt into a memory of his growing independence, a

story I'll keep forever.

Meal times also posed a hurdle. Aarav, with his picky eating habits, would refuse
anything green on his plate, leaving me frustrated after spending hours cooking. One
evening, inspired, I turned dinner into a game, pretending his broccoli was a “magic
tree” that would make him strong. His giggles while eating changed a daily battle into
a joyful memory of creativity and connection. Those moments remind me that parenting

challenges can lead to the most inventive solutions and strengthen our bond.




Perhaps the most profound challenge has been answering Aarav’s big questions about
the world. One day, while walking in the Park, he asked, “Why is the sky so big, Mama?”
[ struggled to find an answer and felt inadequate. But as we lay on the grass watching
clouds, I told him the sky is vast enough to hold all our dreams. His thoughttul nod
turned that moment of uncertainty into a memory of sharing wonder and sparking his

curiosity, a lesson in embracing the unknown together.

These parenting challenges, once daunting, are now timeless tales that define our

journey. They've taught me that love, patience, and a willingness to learn alongside

Aarav are the heart of parenting. Each struggle, from sleepless nights to school fears,
has become a story of growth—mnot just for Aarav, but for me. As he continues to thrive
at Gopals Garden, I look forward to gathering more memories, each one a testament to

the challenges that shape us into a tamily, forever rooted in love.

BINDU PAL
Mother of Aarava Pal
Class: 1 Bhandiravan (Kirtan)

"Do not try to see God; act in such a way that God will see you.”
- A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada




A I Terfera areeras

YT AMadeitel Feoi A1 A FEMRIT IIeiaTes Aedr ag
NI TR TSI 3Tl cashd offerar e
feHard. IRy FafAdquer Mgl A O 39e HH
3BT G FSATad o Hellel wgfaiar GIATT el Selialm
Tt AT, SATATRAAT ITIUT 9] Akl SATET AT IToATH
SYAEYT TG Fedish q97 ATef o sl HIUITT AT AT
3TTQT. 310 AT HTE e cATFTH ATl HTEgT FalTeT AT HoNT

AT, IraTgeRTer fary

AT Gudry TEAT FEUTeTd 2Modl [Heerey Farer giell
egTaTEsT  Garerdl aramsenter faaRY & 3aear §€Ad arge
ATARTT HIATT AT FRRT 3. I ATAEIRT I Tgd
3G IS Wogel, U, Hols VYA  3Heleh Helell AMadd
TOTOITT SR d 3RPET A R 9ISd 3. ST &
HITAAT TATH 37T 31 HHAST o MTeAT HATTHTOT i<
hIcboll BT, o HaTard 3T del FAGAR! cld. AMdbelsd
=TT 3meafeAes 3nfor e asdr Aed eara. carrér
d MMt ATHR AT, AT aTHIGA T AT ATl

"The material world is a place of suftering; do not expect happiness here."
- A.C. Bhaktivedanta Swami Prabhupada
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TRISHA SHETTY
Batch of 2009

"Humility is the foundation of a

peaceful life." — H.G. Gaur Gopal Das




A Very Special Thanks to

SANJEEVANI SONAVANE ANITA KACHROO
(Hindi) (Spritual Article)

For Their Valuable Support.

% “Each moment is an opportunity to add a new chapter to the story of our lives. The chapters filled
&= — with devotion, kindness, and service are the most valuable.” — H.H Radhanath Swami Maharaj
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