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PRINCIPAL'S NOTE

Dear Readers,

Congratulations to the new Editorial team on their
investiture as the new custodians of our school’s monthly
newsletter — ‘MAYONNAISE’. It is both an honour and a
responsibility to carry forward the legacy of this
publication, serving as the voice of our school community.
Through their creativity, dedication, and teamwork, I am
confident that they will make this magazine an inspiring
and engaging platform for all.

My piece of advice to the new Editorial team - “As you

embark on this journey, remember that good journalism is

about truth, expression, and innovation.

Strive to bring forth stories that inform, inspire, and ignite thought. Whether it’s showcasing student
achievements, discussing important issues, or sharing creative works, let your content reflect the values
of our school—integrity, excellence, and inclusivity. As we Mayoites say, “Let there be light”. Work
together as a team, support one another, and take pride in your role as storytellers and record-keepers

of our school’s vibrant life’.

To our dear students preparing for the upcoming board examinations, “I extend my heartfelt wishes
for success. This is a defining moment in your academic journey, and I urge you to approach it with
confidence and determination. Remember, success is not merely about marks—it is about learning,
resilience, and self-belief. Stay focused, manage your time wisely, and take care of your well-being.
Hard work never goes unrewarded, and every effort you put in today will shape your future. Believe in
yourself, trust your preparation, and walk into your exams with a calm and positive mindset. Your
school, teachers, and family stand beside you with a lot of support and pride. May you all achieve your

personal best and emerge stronger, wiser, and ready for the next chapter of your lives”.
Wishing the new Editorial team and all our students great success in their respective journeys.
Warm blessings and best wishes,

Neeti Bhalla Saini
Principal
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EDITORS’ NOTE

A blank page is both an invitation and an abyss, an open door
to endless possibilities, yet a silent demand for truth. As
editors, we stand before it, not merely to fill it with ink but to
shape something that lingers beyond the present moment. This
is the paradox we inherit, the ability to create something
transient, yet timeless.

What does it mean to leave a mark? To write words that will
one day be read, remembered, or perhaps forgotten? Maybe it
is like stepping into a great river, where each story, each
thought, flows forward, carving paths through minds,
reshaping itself with every new reader. The permanence we
seek does not lie in the pages we put together but in the words
we leave behind.

Editing is more than refining, it is listening. Listening to the
spaces between words, to the hesitations, to the urgency of
thoughts waiting to be expressed. It is the act of making room
for voices that deserve to be heard, even if they hesitate at
first. A magazine is not a collection of words; it is a
conversation between the past and future, between the known
and the undiscovered.

Yet, like all things, each edition is temporary. The ink dries,
the pages turn, and soon, they are placed upon shelves,
replaced by new thoughts, new voices but that is the beauty of
it. Each issue of Mayonnaise is a moment captured, a ﬂeeting
glimpse of what we were, what we believed, and what we dared
to dream.

Perhaps the true magic of words is not in their permanence,
but in their ability to touch lives, even if just for a moment. If
one sentence, one story, makes someone pause, think, or feel a
little less alone, then we have done justice to it. We do not
write to be remembered; we write to remind, to remind each
other of our shared humanity, of the emotions that keep us
together, of the small, unspoken truths that make us who we
are.

Mayonnaise is a mirror, reflecting the thoughts, doubts, and
hopes of those who have shaped it and those who will shape it
after us and so, with ink-stained hands and restless minds, we

begin.
The pages await.

Signing in,
Yashnita, Abbisri, Chhavi and Vaanya
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Continuing the Legacy...

FEATURED
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As we turn the final page on this incredible journey, it’s time to bid farewell to Mayonnaise, a project that has been

ASOdMNd YNOA GAI'T

more than just words on paper. It has been a space for creativity, a canvas for ideas, and a voice for those who dared
to express themselves. Graduating from this chapter, we reflect on the laughter, the late-night edits, the shared
passion, and the relentless pursuit of perfection that brought Mayonnaise to life. To everyone who contributed,
whether through writing, designing, or simply supporting from the sidelines, you made this experience
unforgettable. While we may be moving forward, Mayonnaise will always remain a symbol of our collective efforts,
our growth, and the friendships we’ve built along the way. So, here’s to new beginnings, uncharted paths, and the
stories yet to be told.

With gratitude and nostalgia,
Jahnavi Mahana




SALLY ROONEY,
COCO MELLORS,
AND LOVE

Love, in the hands of Sally Rooney and Coco Mellors, is not a

fairy tale. It is neither a grand, sweeping declaration nor a
perfect resolution. It is raw, uncertain, and often painful. It
exists in the unsaid, in the missed calls, in the space between
messages left on read. It lingers in the way a person turns away
mid-conversation, in the weight of a pause, in the cruel
simplicity of, I don’t know what you want me to say.

Rooney, with her sharp, clipped prose, writes love as a
negotiation of power. In Normal People and Conversations
with Friends, intimacy is intellectual before it is emotional.
Her characters talk in circles, too self-aware, too afraid to be
earnest. Love, for them, is an exercise in restraint. Even when
they hurt, they do so carefully, almost politely. And yet,
beneath their measured words, there is something deeply
human — an ache, a longing, a need to be understood.

Mellors, on the other hand, writes love as ruin. In Cleopatra
and Frankenstein, passion is messy, bruising, a thing that
shatters before it saves. Her love stories unravel in cigarette
smoke and New York neon, full of bad decisions made for the
right reasons and right decisions that come too late. She gives
us lovers who wound each other, who push and pull, who
mistake intensity for permanence.

And yet, there is tenderness in the wreckage. Even

when they fail each other, there is love.

Both writers understand that love is not just about
connection but about timing, about luck, about the
quiet tragedy of almosts. They remind us that
sometimes, love is not about forever. Sometimes, it
is simply about being known, for a little while, by
someone who sees you completely.

-Vaanya Shekbar
/2556



THE GIFT
OF BOUNCE

I had just come into being. I wasn’t just an ordinary object — I felt like an orange pulp with black lines on

it, probably denoting my lines of fate, just like the ones on a baby’s hand. I was covered in a transparent
polythene sheet, acting like a mirror — protecting me from the outside world and the horrendous
pollution, enabling me to gaze and enjoy my view with safety.

I still clearly remember a little girl picking me up with hope in her eyes. I was her birthday gift and was
supposed to move up and down, bouncing always in her sight and supporting her through her ups and
downs. I was meant to be her inspiration, helping her achieve her life goals and making her believe in
herself with every shot.

Right now, Yashvi is the one putting me in the hoop, aiming for the perfect shot. I want to be there,
helping her shoot until she reaches the National Basketball Association.

-Anusha Chandak
C/3175
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-Miraya Varun Jain
M/3049




The Journey
of Dreams

Dreams are whispers to our soul, guiding us toward our
future.

The journey of dreams is the road of encouragement,
the spirit of hope, the journey of emotion.

Dreams let us fly in the vast sky without the fear of
falling.

This journey of dreams is a road filled with emotions.
These dreams let us smile without the fear of losing.

These dreams protect us from the demons in our sleep,
Turning nightmares into visions of angels.

The journey of dreams shows us the road of confidence
and the new spirit of victory.

This journey is like a blanket that keeps us warm in this
cold world.

The journey of dreams is like a ray of hope and peace.

This journey of dreams hides the demons and shows us
angels,
Because hell is empty, and dreams are filled with light.

-Yamini Singh
S/2699
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"Color is a power which directly
influences the soul."

— Wassily Kandinsky




"Just keep moving
forward."
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The ceremony commenced with the traditional lamp-
lighting, followed by an inspiring speech from the
Principal, who commended the students on their
achievements and encouraged them to uphold the
values instilled in them. A heartfelt address by the
School Captain and School Vice -Captain reflected
on the unforgettable moments shared, the challenges
overcome, and the bonds formed over the years.

Students were then presented with their graduation
certificates, accompanied by words of appreciation
from their mentors and a tagline that reflects upon
their personalities and their journey being a Mayoite.
A special video montage featuring memories of their
school life brought forth an overwhelming wave of
emotions. The evening concluded with the school
song, sung with a renewed sense of belonging, and a
final farewell as the graduates stepped forward into
the next chapter of their lives.
-Yashopriya Chowdhury
P/3374



Attending the Jaipur Literature Festival (JLF) was an unforgettable
experience, immersing us in a world of words, ideas, and intellectual
discussions. The vibrant atmosphere of Diggi Palace was alive with
literary enthusiasts, renowned authors, and thought-provoking panel
discussions. We had the privilege of listening to celebrated writers,
journalists, and scholars as they spoke about literature, history, politics,
and contemporary issues.

From discussions on storytelling and poetry to debates on pressing global
matters, JLF offered a space where ideas flowed freely. We explored book
stalls filled with diverse literary works, met like-minded readers, and even
engaged in conversations with authors. The festival was a testament to the
power of literature in shaping perspectives and fostering dialogue. As
students passionate about writing and knowledge, JLF left us inspired,
reminding us that words have the power to change the world.

-Jiah Dulat
K/2607
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-Mimansa Singh
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The "What If"
Column:

A Parallel
Mayo Universe

What if teachers had to write exams?

Picture Sir struggling over a chemistry paper he
hasn't studied for, and Ma’am realizing the real
pressure of finishing a three-hour test in 90 minutes.
The very people who tell us to “read the question
carefully” would now be anxiously underlining
random words, hoping for divine intervention. As
invigilators, we’d ensure there’s no extra time, no
water bottles, and absolutely no whispers of “Sir,
can we have five more minutes?” And, just for fun,
we’d grade them with the same enthusiasm they

grade our answer sheets.
-Diza Kakkar

K/2389

What if students ran the school for a day? The first rule?

No morning sports. The second? NO. MORNING. SPORTS. Assemblies would turn into
karaoke sessions, and punishments would involve writing love letters to algebra. Lunch would be
an all-day buffet, and dorm lights-out? Optional. Prefects would be elected based on snack

distribution skills, and the one mandatory subject? Napping 101. No one can forget the overnight

laptop policy without any internet restrictions.

Would Mayo survive? Maybe. Would it be iconic? Absolutely.

But until these dreams become reality, we’ll just keep imagining.




The Way of Politics

Man is always misled by his own words.
He does not know what he is saying—
To the crowd or to the people who seek justice and peace.

Why make empty promises you cannot keep?

Why fool a mob of a hundred personalities,
When no one truly wants an unhappy life?

All this, just for fame, just for power.

You never realize that when you say something that pierces like ice,
One person starts screaming their heart and lungs out at you.

Politicians wear masks,
Delivering well-crafted speeches filled with promises.

As if betrayal of their power, their pride,
Was always the plan.
When you speak the truth,

The mob calls it madness.

Who is the fool then?
Acting as if he rules,
Turning words into his tool.

-Aadya Baid
M/3040
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"You're free to be
different."

CHROMNCLES
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The “Quarter-Life Crisis at 16”

Expectation:

By this age, you’re supposed to know exactly where you’re headed. You’ve got career goals, a vision
for the future, and plans to conquer the world by 21.

Reality:

You're trying to figure out how to juggle 20 overdue assignments while questioning every decision
you’ve made since you were 10. Right now, your biggest problem is choosing between the French
fries or the pizza at lunch.

Meme:

A student lying on the floor staring at the ceiling, captioned: “Is it too early to have a midlife crisis, or

is this just my teenage years in action?”
J y gy -Ananya Bansal

C/2408



Series of emotions this term...

SIMPLE COMPLEXITY

Simple and Complex, two complete opposites,
So similar, yet so different.
So in sync, yet they share no link.

Two mere words,

Writing a whole story when woven together.
Out of leather and tether,
Simplifying complexities within a web,
Built so carelessly, yet intricately.

The threads of truth that hold together the world for all
Aren’t that wide after all.

Let a simple phrase go on to complicate

The simplest of things ever meant to be
-Taarini Singh
P/3166

MUSIC

Music is an emotion in life.

Even famous songwriters started from somewhere.
They take inspiration or try to relate their songs to people’s daily lives.
But even if they weren’t good at writing songs,
It was their love for music that kept them going.

Music helps you cope with struggles.
It plays a big part in people’s lives.
When you listen to music, it releases dopamine—

A chemical in your body that makes you feel happy.

Music also creates bonds with the people close to you,
Whether it’s singing together or enjoying karaoke.
You make good friends when you share the same taste in music.

Overall, music helps you get through tough times,
Making life easier and better.
-Shanayaa Dahiya
M/3232
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