
We are on a journey, living to make our lives abundantly
fruitful through our being. The lamp in our logo endures us to
be the light of the world in the society, family or wherever we
are. Truth and love are the two words on which the lives of
Vimalites are moulded. Now half a century is completed. Vimala
is proud that its ignited spark is shining all over the world with
diligent flame. What Vimala has achieved throughout the years

is the fruit of the great blessings of God. God Almighty has
showered His Graces abundantly upon us. We gratefully
remember the Managers and Principals who led the path of
Vimala through difficult waters. Mother Cleopatra, is remembered
fondly, as the Alumnae Association was her brainchild and it was
her vision that moulded the Association to its present glory.Those
who were the part of this temple of learning had toiled a lot to
uplift this institution to this capacity. Now the time has come to
think boldly of the next planes of our growth. The Autonomous
status granted to us makes us vigilant of the day to day needs in
the horizon of higher education. The word of God ensures us to
hope for the best.
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Take delight in the Lord, He will give you
the desires of your heart

When I donned the mantle of Secretary of the Alumnae
Association in October 2016, I anticipated responsibilities, time
bound duties, accountability and dependability.  I had
collaborated with the Association on many occasions and my
ties with it go back many years giving me a rich outlook into
the nature of activities undertaken and organised. But what
waited for me was the overwhelming warmth of love,
togetherness, reunion and nostalgia that added life to all the
functions of the Association. The past one year as Secretary has

given me a lot of joy, an opportunity to meet those personalities
who moulded the first generations that graduated from Vimala,
former students who come back to their mother and hundreds
of instances of memories created and relived. Dear Alumna is
the annual newsletter of the Association. It visualises a platform
for presenting a panoramic vista of all the activities organised.
It is also a channel for voicing opinions, suggestions, sharing
the momentous flashes of the lives of its dear alumnae and
ensuring a tangible reach out from the Alma Mater to the
multitude of her students scattered all over the world. This issue
of Dear Alumna celebrates 50 years of Vimala’s inception and
presents a consolidated overview of the role of the Association
in the Golden Jubilee Celebrations.

Dr. Jancy K. A.
Assistant Professor, Department of Malayalam
Secretary, Alumnae Association

The Secretary Writes



cp∂p B Imew. A[ym-]n-I-bm-bn-cp∂ Hmtcm h¿jhpw
Fs‚ hnZym¿∞n-\n-I-fpsS H∏w \S-°p-I-bm-bn-cp-∂p.
Rm≥. Ahsc ]Tn-∏n-°pI am{X-a-√, Ahsc Adn-bp-I-
bm-bn-cp-∂p. \o≠ h¿j-ß-fnse  Cu _‘-ß-fpsS
IÆn-Iƒ C∂pw Ft∂m-sSm-∏-ap≠v F∂p-≈Xpw
kt¥mjw Xs∂. tkh-\-Im-e-Ønse Ah-km\ c≠p-
h¿j-Øn-emWv "hna-e-'bpsS kmcYyw Gs‰-Sp-°m-\p≈
\ntbmKw F\n -°p -≠m-Ip -∂-Xv . Rm≥ Pohn -®,
kvt\ln® hna -e-bv°p -th≠n G‰hpw A[nIw
{]h¿Øn-°m≥ F\n°p \¬Inb c≠v h¿j-ßƒ...
F{Xtbm Ime-ambn Fs∂ Adn-bp∂ Rm≥ Adn-bp∂
Fs‚ kl-{]-h¿Ø-I¿ Ah¿ F\n°p \¬Ipw, F∂p-
dp-∏p-≈ ]n¥p-W. ]ns∂ Cuiz-c-\n-tbm-K-Øns‚
km£m-XvIm-c-Øn-∂mbn Cuiz-c≥ Xs∂ \¬Ip∂
IcpØv CXm-bn-cp∂p "hnae'bpsS {]n≥kn-∏¬ Itk-
c-bn-en-cn-°m≥ XpS-ßp-tºmgp≈ ss[cy-hpw. Imº-kn-
s\-°p-dn-®p≈ Fs‚ kz]v\-ßƒ F∂pw lcn-X-\n¿ -̀
c-am-bn-cp-∂p. AXp-sIm-≠p-Xs∂ tImtf-Pn¬ enj¿
S-h-dn-\-Sp-Ømbn Hcp \£-{X-h\w Fs∂ Hcp Bi-b-
sØ-∏‰n Btem-Nn-®-Xv. AXv bYm¿∞y-ambn.. C∂pw
Hcp Ip™p-h-\-ambn \£-{X-h\w ImWp-tºmƒ a\-
 n¬ \nd™ kt¥m-jw. A°m-eØv Bcw-̀ n® as‰mcp
tkh\ ]≤-Xn-bm-bn-cp∂p "kkvt\lw' F∂pw D®bv°v
hni-°p-∂-h-cn-tebv°p FØn-°p∂ s]mXn-t®m-dns‚
sI´p-Iƒ. tImtf-Pnse Ip´n-Iƒ Dug-an´p kkvt\lw
\¬Ip∂ Cu ]≤Xn Bcw-̀ n-°m≥ Ign™p F∂Xpw
C∂pw AXp tImtf-Pn\p A`n-am-\-ambn XpS¿∂p
sIm≠n-cn-°p∂p F∂Xpw Gsd kt¥mjw Xs∂.
tImtf-Pn-\m-h-iy-amb tIm¨^-d≥kv lmfp-I-f-S-°-
ap≈ \h\n¿Ωm-W-ßƒ \S-Øm\pw Cu ImeØp
km[n®p Cßs\ sNdpXpw hep-X-ambn F{Xtbm
Hm¿Ω-Iƒ.. Hm¿Ω-Iƒ lcn-X-am-Ip-tºmƒ IpsS \n∂
F√m apJ-ß-tfbpw ho≠pw ho≠pw Hm¿°p-∂p... Gsd-
tbtd kvt\l-tØm-sS....

Rev.  Sr. Rose Dheera  Principal (2002-2006)

October is Spring for Vimala!  The Alumnae,
dispersed like seeds in the wind the world over,
make their way back home.  It is said women
get married and leave home.  But, however
persuasive the rituals of farewell are, they have

a deep commitment and attachment to their   parents, siblings
and home of their birth and grooming.  Our students leave
college and begin life of their own, but the thoughts and
memories of their alma mater is a vibrant presence in their life.
As a teacher and  later,  the principal  of the college, I have  been
guided by the vision and mission of our Institution, and
equipped students  to face their life and the world  by
enhancing their skills - academically ,emotionally, socially
and  spiritually.  Time and again, alumnae have responded
ardently to the call of Vimala. Dear alumnae, May the Good God
bless you, wherever you are.  Do remember to gather your
friends together and organize Alumnae Chapters wherever,
whenever convenient. Post a picture to us and keep in touch.

Dr. Sr. Lekha Principal (2006-2008)
kkvt\lw hna-e...
"hnae' Hm¿Ω-I-fn¬ \nd-bp-tºmƒ lrZbw
kvt\l-\n¿ -̀c-am-Ipw... Hcp hnZym¿∞n-\n-
bm-bn, A[ym-]n-I-bm-bn, ]ns∂ Iem-e-b-
Øns‚ ta[m-hn-bm-bn... Fs‚ Pohn-X-

Ønse F{X-sb{X Ime-ßƒ°pw Ah-ÿ-Iƒ°pw
"hnae' km£n-bmWv! GXm-Wn-Xn¬ G‰hpw kpJ-Z-ß-
fmb Hm¿Ω-Isf \¬Ip-∂-sX∂p ]d-bp-hm-\n-In-√.  Hcp
k\ym -kn -\n -bm -bn -Ø-s∂-bmWv Rm\n -hn -SsØ
hnZym¿∞n-\n-bm-Ip-∂-Xv. s{]m^. kn¬.-F¬. B‚-Wn-
sb-t∏m-se-bp≈ {]Kv̀ -cpsS ¢m- n-en-cn-°m-\p≈ `mKyw
hna-e-bnte-°p≈ aS°w F{X-sb{X injy¿.... Ah-cpsS
`n∂-hn-Nn-{X-amb F{X-sb{X Pohn-X-km-l-N-cy-ßƒ...
Xncn-™p-t\m-°p-tºmƒ XnI-™ \nd-hp-X-s∂-bm-bn-

From the Echelon
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A few years ago, when I entered the prestigious portals of
Vimala College, as an Assistant Professor of English, it was quite
natural to feel a little intimidated by the illustrious past of this
venerable institution. I soon got over my apprehensions as the
realization dawned that Vimala was magnanimous to accept
all under her tutelage. Of all the responsibilities given to me,
the one which I enjoyed most was my association with the
Alumnae Association of the College. Within one year of joining
as an Assistant Professor, I was appointed as the Joint Secretary
of the Alumnae Association. It was at this time that I had the
good fortune to work with Dr. Sr. Cleopatra, the founder
coordinator of the Association. It can be justly said that she was
a fountain of wisdom and experience from which we all gleaned

Ms. Sheeji Raphael
Assistant Professor, Department of English &
 Secretary (2014 – 16), Alumnae Association

Being a Vimalite little pearls. Without paying tribute to our late founder
Dr. Sr. Cleopatra, my  reminiscences would be incomplete. For
two years, I served in the capacity of Joint Secretary and for
another two years I was given the post of the Secretary of
Alumnae Association. Though a highly responsible position, I
thoroughly enjoyed the interactions with retired faculty and
former students. It was at this juncture that I was able to invite
my dear teachers, Ms. Lakshmykutty, Ms. Leela, Ms. Dolly, Ms.
Krishna and many others to our Association and enjoy shared
involvement with them in matters of the Association. This was
indeed a great blessing for me. Last year, being the Golden
Jubilee year of the College, the Alumnae Association organized
a large get-together of students and faculty of past fifty years.
The Golden Leaf had many memorable moments which
reinstated the love for our alma mater. As the Secretary of the
Association and a former student, it was undeniably a golden
day for me too. The grand success of the golden jubilee
celebrations again proclaimed the love and veneration that we
have for our College



MOM KNOWS NAUGHT
Dr. Sr. Lissy John Irimpan  Principal (2008-2014)

The legacy and heritage of Vimala College has
been generations of illustrious students who
have graduated from her portals and have
made a mark for themselves in their respective
fields. The alumnae have always come back in

search of their younger selves who were moulded within the
classrooms, in the halls and on the stages of this College. Time
and again, they have returned to their Alma Mater in gratitude
for the role she has played in guiding them and shaping them
into what they have become today. The Alumnae Association
has been a pivotal link between the former students and the
College. As Vimala celebrates 50 years of excellence, I feel
privileged to have had the honour of the position of Principal
for a period of 6 years. I have seen, supervised and have
collaborated with the Association’s ventures towards
maintaining a familial bond between Vimalamatha and her
pupils, an aspect of the institution that was much appreciated
by the NAAC during the accreditation process.  It gives me
immense pleasure to offer felicitations on this occasion to all
who are involved in the Association duties especially the Office
Bearers. It is impossible not to remember Dr. Sr. Cleopatra, the
pioneering force behind forming such an association that she
modelled on the one at St. Mary’s College, Indiana, US, where
she spent her early days.  I congratulate you on your efforts to
publish a souvenir and wish you the very best in all your
endeavours.

Dr. Sr. Maries V. L.  Principal (2014 – 2017)

I have been associated with Vimala for 13 years,
having spent a part of my life within the loving
portals of this institution. From my student days
right upto my retirement from service in 2017
when I stepped down after having had the
honour and privilege of being the Principal,

Vimala has held a special place in my heart and life. I consider it
my good fortune to have contributed to the progress and
growth of this College. I am sure that a thousand efforts have
gone into shaping her into what she has become today, shining
in glory on the occasion of her Golden Jubilee. I bow down in
reverence and gratitude before that force of God’s providence
that made it possible for me to man the helm of Vimala during
2016-17, her jubilee year. The one organ that assumes great
significance in developing and maintaining the bond between
the College and her students, upon which the future of any
institution thrives, is the Alumnae Association. I congratulate
the Association for bringing out a souvenir marking 50 years of
Vimala College. I look forward to all the programmes that the
Association organises and applaud the efforts taken, in keeping
the various members of the Vimala fraternity united in love,
camaraderie and joy.

  (A Translation of Balamani Amma’s Arinjukooda)

Prof. Leela P. Retd. HoD, Department of English
Advisor, Alumnae Association

 “Whence,Tell me Mum,did this tiny tot arrive?”
“Querried my darling Caressing his youngster.

A querry thousands have done in the same unique old way
To their parents in the past many years”.

Nectarini were the words dripping from his tender lips
As they sprouted in anxiety within

O sweet to hear thus as they
drip into my welcome ears

Whence,O from whence,the primordial question
Came reiterated in my mind’s vision

Echoed and re-echoed
Whence…..O,from whence?-

Thou a question-without an answer
Gloated in Victory over all the glories of man and mind

Yes,the sense of Divinity writ large
In the man’s mental canvas

Thou triumphs o Lord
Hail to thee always!

Or what is the Force that makes you shine on earth
Making man the Crown of Creation

Uttering this query of querries!?
Are you echoing and re-echoing
In everything moving and static
In the bowing down Universe?

To clutch at this wondrous heavenly truths?
How high can my fancy fly under the hold of these truths?

O! my head bows down at the boy’s anxious doubts
Fall thee down with the knowledge of all books and meanings

For the burning question to answer .
Is my Cow standing on its four legs

Bowing down and looking for an answer on the earth’s Surface?
Looking for an answer to this question on its bend body?

The bird searches among its own ruffled feathers
Pecking and pecking time and again?

On the huge bunyan tree seeks
Its own seeds gone down , under the earth’s deepest depth?

On peaks the mountain stones seek to find its answer
Through the Centuries of yore?
O mind ! you’re trying to touch

The beauties of yore -in futile –
How long or how high Can you fly my Fancy ?

Moments passed treading fast on too many thoughts
Crushing and grinding them

Round and round went there spheres above
And the waves in the salted seas

All these have been flying fast in deadening speed .
Listening to the mother’s Silence the boy repeated the quest .

“Darling ,my doubts remain too thick
To plunge deep into unknown fathoms

The learners of Vedanta have not won in finding their answer yet
Whence he Came  and whence we all Came

Naught do I  know
Or  even your little Land to measure the truth ,my child ,

For his simple question no answer Could I   make”
And he smilingly said

“This Mother knows not anything”!
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Where and how do I begin on a concept that
is so overtly misused and distorted today?

Besides reiterating the original sense of “education”-to draw out-
I can do very little than to share with you, dear reader, my
apprehension and affirmation of an activity that seems to have
consumed a major portion of my life-a process that is both an
agony and ecstasy. Education-formal and informal-as a concept
and experience has permeated the inmost core of human society.
But strangely enough, it is also developed odd permutations and
formulae, thereby alienating not only the process from society,
but also debunking the very kernel of education.

Education is for me everything related to life-process,
to sight, sound, smell, taste, touch and intuition. It is observing
minutely the hectic movement of the ants, watching breathless
the crimson glory of sunset or the bluey-blue of a kingfisher. It is
the cruel realization of separation at the death-bed of my dear
and near. It is shear physicality of human intimacy-the thrill of a
smile, a touch, of tears and laughter. It is the world of dreams,
fear and doubt. And it is above all, the persistent monologue
with God and self in us.

I have what I call a garden-not the well trimmed, tended
one ,but a verdant absurdity of a ‘thechi’, ’thulasi’, henna, wild
lilies and shy jasmine jostling each other, protected by two trees,
wherein sing the cuckoo and the mynah. Reclining on my ‘every-
evening perch ‘of the verandah and watching the flitting shadows
and sunshine gleams play hide-and-seek. I experience stillness,
a silence, a peace, hitherto unknown. I watch,bemused,the
hurrying feet pass by my gate, and the curios gaze of a child
caught some time in its frame. And cricket balls bounce, again
and again, on my green patch of an imaginary lawn, to be picked
by the boys outside the wall. The rhythmic call of the fish-monger
on his final evening-round, merge with the squeal and gurgle of
the toddler, on the lap of its grandma, impatient for a stroll. And
the cool breeze brings me the heady fragrance of the wet soil.

Education is not spatially or temporally bound. It cuts
across the barriers of space and time. Does the marvel of life
remain in me? Do I reach out to friend and stranger? Am I
reaffirming my bond with the world around me? Do I stop to
listen, to observe? Has the ‘little voice’ within me strengthened?
Such questions unnerve me...And the process of learning
continues…

Greying Youth

Today, common man is traumatized by the
daily media flash outs and newspaper reports of
increasing cases of rapes, divorces, suicides,
accidents, murders, money swindling, corporate scams and
public mudslinging by politicians and other high ranking people
in the society. The basic human values need to be identified,
inculcated and engraved in the minds of the citizens’ right from
their childhood so that these values remain ingrained in the
personality of the individual throughout their life. Parents have
a great responsibility in moulding the personality of their
children which is further modified by their teachers, superiors
and other elders in the family and society.  The qualities that
need to be instilled and nurtured in the youngsters are love,
tolerance, respect, politeness, patience, kindness, service,
selflessness, self discipline, positive attitude, punctuality and
cleanliness. Charity begins at home and thereby it is imperative
that the values mentioned above have to be tutored and
practiced at home first. Love is the binding factor of all human
relations and is the spring board from which pop up all the other
qualities.

Every human life is precious and needs to be handled with
love and care. It can be possible only by developing in children
respect for others, humility and politeness. Respecting all
especially elders should be the watchword of every family.
Respect enfolds in itself politeness in words and actions. It is a
peaceful and happy state of mind and above everything the most
effective state of mind that tells us what has to be done under
any circumstances and enables us to do it with all the power of
goodness within us. It is the secret recipe for a healthy, successful
and peaceful life. Such individuals are like the little stars that
brighten up the dark days of a family, community and the society
itself. We can overcome the innumerable tensions, anxieties and
fears of the present day highly competitive life by reaffirming
that we are good, healthy and capable.It is a powerful tool for
transforming our inner self into an amazing health generating
and self healing entity. Self respect and self discipline are two
components of positive attitude.Self respect is born out of the
inner positivity..These human values can be inculcated by telling
stories of great men and women.  Children must be encouraged
to participate in social welfare schemes, visit old age homes and
orphanages. Values learnt and practiced in the family will be
reflected in the society because society is not a different entity.
Society is a conglomeration and confluence of all the family units
within it. If the people who mould at home are men and women
of upright character with strong human values, their wards will
take care of the society to which they belong. This invitation to
value based life is a giant step in the right direction that will
spread the positive message like ripples in water. There is light
at the end of the tunnel.

Education: Introspection
 Dr.Krishnakumari M.P.
Retd.HoD, Dept. of English
Former President,
Alumnae Association

Ms. Vijayalakshmi Nair
Executive Member, Alumnae Association

B.Sc. Zoology 1966-1969

Values of  Family and Society
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What it takes
To be a grandmother
Is one of total surrender
To the inner rhythm
Of greying youth
Wisps of fantasy allure
And lighten my daily chores

With Tom and Jerry, the hare
And the tortoise…
Words and words and more
That dance their crazy way
Into the nook of understanding
Surprising all knowledge.



In libraries all over the world ‘silence’ must be a notice
displayed at different corners. No such notice was displayed in
any of our class rooms. Yet our class rooms turned into sanctum
sanctorum at the loud twang of the bell. Pin drop silence reigned
like an unchallenged monarch in each class room.

Fifty throbbing, pulsating, high-spirited, long-tongued, pig-
headed bunch of potentially explosive materials - how could
they transform into well behaved young women at the sound
of a bell indicating the start of a period? Even today after fifty
long years we bow our heads before such a mind blowing
miracle. Only much later did we realize the enormity of the task
of teachers.

Now that we have walked more than half the long corridors
and dark tunnels of the greatest institution of ‘life’, we come to
respect, those three keywords – (years and years of ) DISCIPLINE,
ORDER and DECORUM have transformed us into better
daughters, wives and mothers; better employees, better
colleagues and above all, better human beings because we
have been taught to keep our opinions to ourselves especially
over a controversial topic; to keep our mouths shut when
suddenly caught in the midst of a typhoonic argument with
our life partner or our best friend, or in a tsunamic knock-out
session with our strongly opinionated, truly individualistic
grownup offsprings or in a cold war with mom-in- law, or in an
eye to eye stare contest with an angry neighbor with ruffled
feathers. It was indeed an almost impossible Herculean task
but atta girls, we reached these finally due to eons and eons of
sweat, blood and toil of our teachers and mentors.

At Vimala, we learnt the thrilling skill of interaction – not in
classrooms alone, but in the vast auditorium where our
visionary Principals and HODs ushered us all to meet oh! so
many men and women who had made their mark in various
spheres – literary giants like M. T. Vasudevan Nair, S.K. Pottekatt,
musical legends like Yesudas, Jayachandran, movie heart throbs
like Sheela, Ragini, Padmini, Sankhar, sports legends – the list
is endless and I have mentioned only a few. We interacted with
them, getting to know many spheres and walks of life, many
hitherto unknown spheres – you have to bear in mind, all this
happened in the 1970’s and 1980’s. I have inadvertently learnt
to respect different religions, cultures, nations, and languages.
Many men and women of letters graced our auditorium as
guest speakers with whom students were given the chance to
interact. Folks, you have to remember all these were regular
happenings at Vimala forty years back.

All Vimalites who have entered and exited through
enhancing, alluring portals for the past fifty years from 1967 to
2017 – aren’t we all tongue-tied at the tremendous progress
and the growth that our Alma Mater has achieved? Vimala –
the master craftsman who has moulded, trained and
empowered innumerable young minds who are now spread
out in every corner of this world. We are all here, there,
everywhere – all your daughters. So dear Alma Mater, thank
you very much. Grazie Mamma, Gracias Madre, Merci Beaucoup
Mere, Nanni Amme!

Random Meanderings of a Veteran Vimalite
Prof. Beena Joseph

Associate Professor (Retd.), Department of English
Former Secretary, Alumnae Association

Anna Vincent
BA & MA English 2008 – 2013

When I Look Back….

Just like many of my friends who disliked women’s colleges and who preferred co-education, I came to our
College with a ‘not my cup of tea’ attitude. But I was proved wrong soon. The warmth with which our College

welcomed us made us feel that we are wanted there and that we shall be her kids and she our mother for the coming years.
Slowly we began to enjoy the protective freedom our College showered on us. It helped us grow into bold, beautiful ambitious
women, ready to chase their dreams and aspirations. It was our College that taught me to respect uniqueness and also to
remain true to ourselves. Under the meticulous guidance of our dear teachers and amidst great joy that camaraderie provided,
our college days passed like sunlit evenings and we parted with a handful of golden memories.

Now, I dream about reliving those lovely days that had a great role in awakening good human being in me. I miss those
corridors that shared our laughter and tears, our canteen and leisure tower that loved our endless chatter, our seminar hall and
auditorium that witnessed the expression of our talents and the one and only ‘heaven’ that met us on the terrace of our college.

I have never grown tired of watching repeated reruns of functions/ celebrations/ programmes that were recorded on
our farewell day, especially when I felt nostalgia raining on me. It keeps me warm and cozy just like a blanket of memories that
I had spun together with my friends.

Now, my alma mater is shining more and more in my heart after her Jubilee day. To say the truth, I’m in love with each
and every beautiful moment spent at our College.
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The Golden Leaf, the name aptly given to our Golden
Jubilee celebrations, was a day of sweet memories and nostalgic
moments. Seeing all my friends crowding with me in the
backstage, brought back memories of our English drama,
western music, group dance, tableau and many other
programmes. We all sat together in our favourite spots and
gathered reminiscences of the good old days when we were
‘free birds’. We recalled our college days and our celebrations
like the Poets’ Artists’ Day, Fine Arts Day, Send Off and Social, to
name a few. We also went to our old classes, sat on the same
benches where we had sat some twenty three years back and
became students once again. The 1993 English Literature batch
was thus, born again. (Sheeji Raphael, Assistant Professor,
Department of English)

Reflecting on my college years, I am grateful for all the
enduring friendships, the teachers who have become role
models and most important of all, the unadulterated magic and
fun of those years in the company of friends. Perhaps ‘forties’ is
an age when one is overcome by nostalgia for the past or the
desire to grasp at everything that has been positive and a source
of joy. So when I heard about the Golden Jubilee celebrations
going to be held at the college, I jumped at the chance. I was
longing to see my teachers, my friends and those favourite little
nooks of campus where my gang spent many enjoyable hours.
The day did not disappoint. The sight of the familiar corridors
and classrooms instantly transported me to the past. I also got
to see several familiar faces some twenty years older and found
it difficult to believe that these poised confident women were
the giggling naughty trouble makers who were such a source
of joy. The moment I had been looking forward to finally arrived
when we entered the auditorium, where the event was formally
inaugurated. I found myself totally oblivious of the happening
on the stage for I was craning my neck trying to find my teacher
who was seated in the front rows. I did manage to meet a few
of them, some retired and some still working. I missed those
teachers of mine who had already retired and could not attend
the function. If they are reading this article I wish to convey the
sense of reverence and affection I feel for them after all these
years and thank them for their part in making me what I am
today. (Priya Mathew, Senior Lecturer, Middle East College,
Oman)

Yeh Dosti Hum Nahi Chodenge:
A group of vibrant young girls became great friends in 1990…

and remained so ever after. BA English 1990 – 93

The Reunion was indeed a homecoming after two
decades…an opportunity to recall the evergreen memories I
fondly cherished during my graduate and postgraduate days.
It was a great occasion to meet our friends, batchmates, seniors,
juniors and our beloved teachers. Walking along the corridors
of our classrooms, we also missed our dear friends who couldn’t
join us on the occasion. Recollected the wonderful fests,
programmes, tours… visited our favourite hangouts. It was also
a moment of realization, how my almamater has framed my
thoughts and outlook. Congratulations and best wishes to the
entire fraternity. (Mercy Joseph, HSST English MGHSS,
Kaniyapuram, Thiruvananthapuram)

Ever since I heard about the alumni, I was anticipating the
moment. It was a nostalgic moment for me when I stepped
into my college. Beautiful memories came flooding back into
my mind. It was fun to recollect those memories especially with
friends whom I was meeting after a long long time. Anyway it
was a very well organised beautiful function. I am looking
forward for the next Alumnae Reunion. (Vidya Warrier, Yoga
Instructor)

The reunion was over too soon for me. No one had changed
much over the years, we were like who we were during our
college days, than the forty plus we are now. It became a
precious moment to cherish, when I met  my  teachers and
friends from different batches and classes. Roaming all over the
campus, classes, staffroom, canteen and  library brought to
mind a lot of nostalgic, fun filled moments from the previous
years. We were even successful in ripping off the dignified and
poised face of a friend of ours who happens to be a teacher at
the college now. We were having so much fun we noticed some
present day students giving us surprised looks. At first we did
not understand why we were being noticed because the whole
place was packed with ladies of all ages having a great time.
Then we realized that we had a teacher amongst us. Students
were surprised and glad at the same time when they saw how
one of their teachers changed in the jocund company of her
friends. It was none other than Ms. Sheeji Raphael of the Dept.
of English After all who can remain serious when they are
meeting their dear friends.This whole experience- of going back
to this joyous reunion with people who knew me when I was
young, hearing everyone’s stories, supporting each other, and
sharing tears and laughter-made me so happy it still brings a
smile when I think about it. (Smitha Anto)
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Through the Labyrinths of Memory
Prof. Valsala Velayudhan  Retd. Professor, Department of Zoology & Former Secretary, Alumnae Association

I have been associated with the Alumnae Association from its very beginning. The Association grew stronger
every day under the able guidance and patronage of Rev. Sr. Stella Maria (the first Principal) and Dr. Sr.
Cleopatra (the founder Coordinator). The graduate section of St. Mary’s College bifurcated to form the present
day Vimala College at the new campus at Cheroor. Some of us, who had completed our Pre Degree and
Degree from St. Mary’s, had the opportunity of becoming the early members of the Association. Other
active members were Prof. Sathy Gopinath,  Ms. Leela Menon, Ms. Dolly, Ms. Achamma, Ms. Santhakumari,
Ms. Janaki and Ms. Seethakutty. Our appointment in the College in the very first year of its establishment

helped us take an active interest in the activities of the Association. Achamma is no longer with us now. All of us have
remained active members holding various posts at different times – President, Secretary and Treasurer and also as members
of the Executive. I remember with gratitude the guidance and timely advice of Sr. Cleopatra at all times. Meetings and re-
unions were well attended. Annual reunions were festive occasions for us offering an entire day of joy and celebration. We
spent the day catching up with friends, discussing the ‘good old days’, watching our children perform and ending the day’s
festivities with a sumptuous lunch.  We dispersed in the evening – only after a short trip to a nearby place. The practice of
giving mementos to fresh graduates, started many years back which is being continued today. The ‘Star of Vimala’ contest
and awards to former students for their lifetime achievements are also carried out by the Association. Having been in
contact with the College and the Association for over 50 years, I feel that greater participation by more alumnae will
strengthen it.

No competition unrepresented! No programme ignored.  No contest uncontended. There would always be someone
or the other from the MA English class up there!

And then the Arts Festival came a knocking on our live wire life! How could we allow the English drama competition flit
by without a whisper of a presence! We decided to plunge into the arena - sword, word and all! Thus ensued debates,
discussions and considerations sandwiched deliciously with a lot of blah blahing.

Pinter emerged the winner! Remember he had to compete with Chaucer and Shakespeare, Euripides and Eliot, Tagore
and Karnad.

The scripting combat commenced with aplomb.  Anita took over.  You have to see to believe the state of the book by the
time the script was ready: it looked like it had  been through an adrenaline rush roller coaster ride: Symbols, signs, pictures,
pickle oil, parentheses, demarcations,  cake crumbs collage,  question marks, turmeric fingerprints,  underlining,  oil stain
maps, asterisks rayed, spotted and speckled the rusted pages!  The script was never quite done till a minute before we went
up on stage:   We allowed spacious room for revisions.

Let me tell you it was not an easy competition; and
yes, I vaguely remember, we won the first prize.  But
that didn’t really matter.  What I remember was the
practice.  We hardly attended class.  Dr. Sr. Cleopatra
was then the Head of the Department.  Once in a
while, she enquired when we happened to bump into
her, “how’s it going girls? Pinter?” Practice was never
frowned upon.  Teachers did not hound us back to the
benches.

And the setting, costume, and makeup? All
contributions from the day scholars and teachers:  I
remember I wore the trousers of Ms. Regina’s son!!!
No fund collection.  No budgeting. No shopping.

There were two talented girls in the team from the
UG.  Every now and then they teased: “Now don’t you
dare walk into our class next year as teacher.  After all
this tomfoolery, we can never see you as teacher.” Their
fears came true. And mine. The next year I found myself
walk into their class, heading for the teacher’s desk!!!

Those were the Days...
Dr. O. J. Joycee

Associate Professor and Head, Department of English &  Former Secretary, Alumnae Association
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A dream was envisioned in 1967 that found realization when brick and mortar transformed into a temple of knowledge
set up with the objective of empowering young girls and aiding their evolution into able and independent women through
efforts aimed at their holistic development. Bifurcating from St. Mary’s College, Vimala was set up as a College offering
degree courses. Fifty years later she stands with her flag flying high illuminated by the glories reaped and laurels won. 9th

July 2016 witnessed the Grand Reunion of all the former students and faculty members who came together in a heartwarming
confluence of memories, nostalgia and amazement .

Grand 50th Reunion and Alumnae Accolades
The Golden Leaf 2017
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"hnae' F∂ kc-kzXo t£{X-Øn-tebv°p Imse-Sp-Øp-sh® BZy-Zn-h-kw. ad-hn-°p-t]mepw

ad-°m-\m-hmØ Znh-kw. Hm¿Ω-Iƒ 32 h¿j-ßƒ°p ]n∂n-tebv°v HmSn-a-d-bp-tºmƒ angn-Øp-

ºn¬ angn-hm¿∂p \n¬°p∂p Hcp ]mSp-Im-cy-ßƒ. sNcn™p Nmdn-Øp-hp∂ ag-Øp-≈n-Iƒ... sNdn-

sbmcp Im‰pw ]ns∂ XWp∏pw. s]mSn-a-g-bpsS ]pf-I-Øn¬ Rm≥ AI-tØ°p {]th-in-®p. A\p-

k-c-W-bp≈ Ip´n-Isf Hm¿Ωn-∏n-°p∂ hcn-h-cn-bmbpw sh´nbpw \n¿Øn-bn-cn-°p∂ ]p¬Ø-In-Sn-

Iƒ. \ndhpw aWhpw AgIpw hen-∏-hp-a-\p-k-cn®v th¿Xn-cn®v sh®p-]nSn∏n®n-cn-°p∂ Ag-Im¿∂

[mcmfw sNSn-Iƒ. ag-Øp-≈n-I-fpsS Npw_-\-ta‰p \n¬°p∂ ]q°ƒ Fs∂ t\m°n Nncn-®p.

Rm≥  sas√ Xtem-Sn. Fs‚ ZrjvSn-Iƒ ]ns∂ sN∂p ]Xn-®Xp BZysØ Acp-Xm-bva-bn-te-°mWv ˛ sNSn-Iƒ

sXmS-cp-Xv, ]q°ƒ ]dn-°-cpXv!

tImtf-Pn\p ap∂n¬ Cu Ccp-ssI-Ifpw \o´n, Xs‚ ap∂n-te-bvs°-Øp-∂-hsc A\p-{K-ln-®m-io¿h-Zn® kzoI-

cn-°p-hm≥ Hcpßn \nev°p-I-bmWv hna-e-Ø-d-hm-́ nse AΩ-Ø-ºp-cm´n! Rms\‚ Pohn-X`mfiw AhnsS ka¿∏n-

®p. A]-cnNn-X-sa-¶nepw F\n-t°-sd-bn-jvS-ambn Iymº pw tlmÃ-epw. hyØn-bp≈ tlmÃ-ens‚ H∂mw \ne-

bn-ep≈ \Sp-°sØ apdn-bpsS P\m-e-bn-eqsS  ]pd-tØbv°p t\m°p-tºm-ƒ lcn-X-h¿Æ-ß-fn¬ s]mXn™

Xr»q¿ Kh. F≥Pn-\o-b-dnwKv tImtf-Pv. tlmÃ-ense BZy-Zn\w tUm. kn. ¢ntbm-]m-{Sbpw, kn. im¥nbpw

Rß-fpsS {]m¿∞-\bv°p t\XyXzw \¬In. tijw Iem-]-cn-]m-Sn-I-fp-≠m-bn-cp-∂p. XpS¿∂v kn. im¥n tlmÃn-

en¬ A\p-jvTn-t°-≠-Xmb \nb-a-ßƒ hnh-cn-®p. Dd-ßm≥ InS-∂-t∏mƒ kn. im¥n-bpsS hm°p-I-fm-bn-cp∂p a\-

 n¬. ]nt‰∂p 5 aWnbv°p aWn-ap-g-ßn. BZy tImtfPv Zn\-Øn-te-bv°p≈ Xøm-sd-Sp-∏p-Iƒ A∂p kmcn-bm-bn-

cp∂p bqWn-t^mw. kn. -sF-hn, kn. ]mÃ¿, an v t{Xkym-Ω h¿§o-kv, an v t{XkymΩ kÆn, Cμn-c-an- v... F∂n-

h-cpsS hm°p-Iƒ, D]-tZ-i-ßƒ, Biw-k-Iƒ...

Hm¿Ω F\n°p Np‰pw-IqSn \nev°p-I-bm-Wv. F{X-]-d-™mepw Fgp-Xn-bmepw XocmØ Hm¿Ω-Iƒ. C{Xbpw

t]sc-SpØ henb Iymº v kz¥am°phm≥ Ign-™-Xn-em-sWs‚ Nmcn-Xm¿∞yw. hnae ]Tn-∏n® tImtf-Pp-am-

{X-a-√, Fs‚ Xd-hm-Sm-Wv.. Fs∂ Rm\m-°nb Fs‚ Xd-hm-Sv.. Rß-fpsS Xd-hm-Sv.

hna-e-tIm-tfPv Aep-an\ At m-kn-tb-js‚ sk{I-́ dn ]Zw Gs‰-Sp-°m≥ aZ¿ knÃ¿ ¢ntbm-

]m{S ]d-™-t∏mƒ sNdn-b- B-i-¶-tbm-sS-bmWv Gs‰-Sp-Ø-sX-¶nepw C∂pw \μn-tbmsS B Ime-

L-́ sØ Rmt\m¿°p-I-bm-Wv. tUm.kn.-tdmkv[oc-bm-bn-cp∂p A∂sØ {]n≥kn-∏¬. sk{I-́ dn

Bb DS≥ ASpØ sIm√sØ do bqWn-b-\p-th-≠-Xmb {]bXv\w Bcw-̀ n-®p. hnhn[ Un∏m¿´p-sa‚ vknse ta[m-

hn-Isf hy‡n-]-c-ambv I≠pw t^m¨ sNbvXpw kmh-Imiw sImSpØpw ]c-am-h[n Ip´n-Isf HIvtSm-_-dnse

c≠mw i\n-bmgvN HØp-tN-c-en\p kwL-Sn-∏n-°p-hm≥ A`y¿∞n-®p. F√m-hcpw Fs‚ A`y¿∞\ am\n-°pIbpw

300¬ ]cw Ip´n-Iƒ FØn-tN-cp-Ibpw sNbvXp. `wKnbmbn ]cn-]m-Sn-Iƒ Ah-km-\n-®-t∏mƒ aZ¿ kn. ¢ntbm-]m{S

Fs∂ A`n-\-μn-®p. C∂pw Fs‚ a\- n¬ AXp-am-bmØ a[p-c-kva-c-W-bmbn Rm≥ kq£n-°p-∂p.

s{]m^. koX-°p´n

ap≥ hIp∏p ta[mhn tkmtjym-fPn hn`mKw

ad°m\m-hp-tam...

kp[¿Ω kn.-sP. ]q¿Δ hnZym¿∞n\n

It was a good experience for me to be the Secretary with
dynamic leaders like Ms. Seethakutty, Ms. Lucy M.A and Ms.
Beena Joseph under the Presidentship of Ms. Krishna Kumari.
The projects implemented by the coordinator Dr. Sr.
Cleopatra during that time- like Alumnae Awards, honouring
Jubilarians   prove that Sister was a great visionary. Karma
Award for the Best Socially Committed Student makes the
students to be active and more socially committed. These
rich experiences motivated me to think and work for the

Ms. Mony Geege
Assistant Professor, Department of Home Science
 Former Secretary, Alumnae Association

Alumnae and realized the commitment and affection of old
students to their Alma Mater. Being the Secretary I enjoyed
the great support from the alumnae executives and
members and I am thankful to all.
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Jyothi  Jayan  Warrier
Volunteer , Pain and Palliative Care Society , Thrissur

B.Com  1990-1993

Palliative Care – Dignified Life and Death

Rani ,only twentyfour years old, is in her last stages of
Sarcoma. Surgery and chemotherapy in the early stages,did
not help to arrest her cancer growth. She and her family
knew about it. As all the efforts to treat the disease gave in,
she was returned home with a huge lump in her stomach
that made her life miserable. Severe pain, vomiting and
sleepless nights. Her loving family was not able to accept
that she is dying.

“Can’t you do anything to help me? “, she asked - a tinge
of disappointment apparent on her otherwise pleasant face.
Unlike a hospital, at the palliative care unit, we do have ways
to help her. Palliative Care is not about adding days to one’s
life but adding life to the days left.It offers control of pain
and other symptoms. Palliative care offers emotional, social,
financial and spiritual support to the patient and family
aswell .

Palliative Care is providing active total care to a patient
and family. It is the opportunity to achieve meaningful
closure to life and is the standard of care for the dying. When
comfort care is provided properly, it can ensure a dignified
death for most incurably ill patients It also extends in
providing bereavement support to the grieving family
.Although Palliative Care is recommended right from the
time of diagnosis, it steps in as the major approach, at a
stage, when the disease is not responsive to curative
treatment.

The term palliative care is also used within long term
illness care, to people who need assistance in meeting all
their needs in their activities of daily living.So it is not just
care of cancer patients but also to patients who have
suffered a stroke or disabilities due to accidents, Chronic
Kidney disorder, HIV, Chronic Respiratory Disease. Palliative
care also covers geriatrics or old age ailments and
psychiatric illness. Palliative care focuses on improving the
quality of life-not just in your body, but also in your mind
and spirit.As it suggests emotional and social support, it is
the duty of the community to reach out to those who are
suffering. Lend a listening ear, walk with them, extend a
helping hand to the family, fetch help- we do it as a human
right activity.  Pain; physical or emotional is not something
that is to be left unattended. It is the duty of the community
to do everything possible to alleviate the suffering of these
patients and their families.

Ihave my fondest memories lingering within the four
walls of my alma mater and so wouldn’t miss any

opportunity to be back here. When I was made the
Awareness classes coordinator for colleges at Pain and
Palliative Care Society, Thrissur,  I got a chance to come back
to Vimala and work with the NSS students here. I am also
associated with the Social Work Department of Vimala now,
as the Supervisor Assistant of their Field Work Agency.The
dedicated work of these students in Palliative Care activities
have made them take lead role in our Students Initiative In
Palliative Care in the District . The Principal and Staff have
always been very supportive in all our activities involving
students of Vimala  within and outside the campus .

I am privileged to be associated with the efforts being
taken at Vimala to mould generations as messengers of love
and compassion.

“Time flies” is a common idiom first recorded in 1800.

Shakespeare had used a similar phrase “the swiftest hours as
they flew” as did Alexander Pope in “swiftly fly the years”.

Some say that we should stop dwelling on the past and
move on with life. But let me not keep these thoughts for the
eleventh hour. If only I could turn back the hands of time, dive
into those memories and reconnect with them. I’m thinking
about life as a teacher in Vimala College in the 1900’s. I was a
toddler trying to teach those, who were just a few years
younger.

I wish I could slip back in time, just once, to savour life as it
was back in the 1980s.Those were truly exciting times. Life was
uncomplicated and we looked at it differently. This was before
the smart phones, computers and the wireless. We were normal
human beings identified by beautiful names and not numbers.
This part of my life which was only a phase appears to have
happened in the brief blink of time.

I have had my days in the sun, carried them well and will
call it a day soon. Now is the moment of truth. I have come of
age and cannot be stuck in a time warp forever.

My days at Vimala are numbered. The time to disconnect
will arrive shortly. I am here today and gone tomorrow…to the
hands of time, the greatest healer.

After all that is said and done, there is no time like the
present!

Ms. Sheeba Thattil
Assistant Professor, Department of English

M.A English 1985-1987

After all that is said and done,
there is no time like the present!
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College days is perhaps the only phase in life when you
will be able to be yourself. The time when you try out entirely
new things and explore life with all its glory, having the best
time of your life along with your best friends who are family.
Vimala has given me the best years of my life. Passion towards
English literature made me opt Vimala with its high profile in
academics. When I joined Vimala I realised that students over
here are given a holistic development and that surely helped
me throughout my life. One of the best things I got from Vimala
was my friends. We were a gang of eight who were good in
academics as well as extra-curricular activities. As a batch we
stood for each other and always tried to think out of the box.
We were extremely mischievous but we were also quite
talented. Life at Vimala was a roller coaster ride, but I am sure
our batch enjoyed each and every second of that ride. 

It is a generally accepted notion that married women don’t
get time to maintain relationship with their friends. Thanks to
technology, even though we were miles apart we were in touch
with each other and found time to discuss everything
happening in our lives. 2007 was when we made friends with
each other and in 2017, we decided that no matter what
happened we all should come together to celebrate ten years
of our friendship. My friends came from Kochi, Wayanad and
even Dubai and got together after a pretty long time. On Feb
5, 2017 the eight of us gathered at Shobha City to celebrate 10
years of togetherness. We realized then that even though
everyone got married and had babies when we came together
we all were still the same fun loving 17 year old girls. We relived
our college memories, laughed at all the pranks and guffawed
at the petty arguments that we had taken so seriously then.
Towards the end of the day we went live on Facebook to share
our happiness to the whole world. On the night of our small
reunion, lying in bed, I realised that Vimala was that part of my
life that I would relive in my memories time and again and I am
sure it would be so forever.

10  Years  of  Togetherness
Keerthy Sophiya Ponnachan 

BA English Literature 2007 – 2010

The silence of thy heart echoed in my ears
You faded all of a sudden, in a glance
The lamps of life you enlightened have blown out,
Played the role of a guest in my eternal
Could take the life alike that of hail,
You faded all of a sudden, in a glance.

Sat beside the golden shining canopy,
Peeped to see the wide azure sky,
Tears shredded from eyes, avert and axiom of pain,
Like droplets from leaves, after the showers of rain.

Dreams with thy shadows have wandered all over,
Here stand I, in the middle of my destiny,
Raising hands to catch the lost essence of dream,
Words of life learned to whisper that you will never be back,
A ray of love you kept within me stood alive,
Stretched my hands to hold your breath,
Miles away here I stand in the middle of my destiny.

Weaved and embossed the beads of dreams we drew,
Each strand could bind me to thy heart.
Days moved flamboyant as desired,
Wished thou could feel my warmth,
Enviable I was in the midst of my life,
Miles away here I stand in the middle of my destiny.

Revealed I the resplendent eve,
Alike the rhythm from the piccolo,
My heart still composed the melancholy of life, I bear.
The seconds I laid on your shoulders,
The evergreen days that never left my eyes.

What I will write in the diary of my life,
The cherished seconds and woven smile,
Dreamt nights with an incense sleep.
The blood of my heart dances upon your soul,
For now in the dust of time I was left alone,
For thou, could never be mine.

Sat beside the side of the streets,
Smiled I, as the winners go by,
Miles away here I stand in the middle of my destiny.

Varsha V
B.Sc. Chemistry 2011-2014

RHYTHM OF MELANCHOLY
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2017 marks a milestone year in the history of Vimala
College. Five decades of meritorious contribution to the field
of education and the glories reaped in academics, arts,
culture and sports have cemented the place of the College
on the educational map of the state. The banner of Vimala
has always been held high and unfurled to glory made more
illustrious every year by the laurels brought home by the
student and teacher fraternity. The rich legacy of the College
and its much respected credentials are attributed to the
industrious efforts and enterprising labour of thousand of
minds and hands that have passed through the gates of the
institution. The Alumnae Association takes great pride in
being the fostering link between the Alma Mater and her
pupils. It is with immense pride that the Association brings
out Dear Alumna 2017, a special issue this year, celebrating
50 years of Vimala College. The grand reunion and Alumnae
Accolades organized under the title Golden Leaf witnessed a
warm homecoming of the various members of the Vimala
fraternity. They gathered from various corners of the country
and even from around the world, returning to the loving folds
of Vimalamatha whose blessings grace their lives and
envelop all that they say and do. This issue of Dear Alumna
collects and compiles the memories of the Golden Jubilee
year and looks down memory lane that would forever glow
with the warmth of sweet reminiscences and a longing to
live those wonderful days again.

Apart from being the vital link between the College and
her students, the Association also recognizes the need to
contribute effectively to the growth of the institution.
Following are some of the successful programmes
completed during the past academic year.

� Alumnae Accolades – a function organized to felicitate
former students who have achieved great laurels at the
national and international levels. Dedicated to the
memory of Dr. Sr. Cleopatra, Alumnae Accolades is held
in her honour every year.

� Star of Vimala Contest to determine the best outgoing
students

� Workshop on leadership skills and personality
development for alumnae and mothers of students

� Alumnae Extension Lecture Series for students by
eminent resource persons

� Alumnae Echoes – a section of the magazine where
former students can send in articles for publication

Star of Vimala: Archana Vinod (S6 BA English) 
I Runner Up: Meera Davi Chalissery  (S6 B.Com)
II Runner Up: Aparna Thomas  (S6 BA English)

The Star of Vimala winners 2017 with the Alumnae Association Members

From the Editors’ Desk

Editors: Ms. Sheeji Raphael, Ms. Maya Davi Chalissery, Dr. Jancy K.A. Printed and Published by Principal, Vimala College, Thrissur  (Private Circulation Only)
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