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visionary zeal. History witnessed a change in the field of education through her charism.
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on the lives of thousands of people through her daring enterprising nature and
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Mother Veronica, a relentless seeker of truth believed in pu�ng 

one's trust in God alone; not man. She, who came from an elite 

family and foreign climes, so willingly embraced the hardships, 

the complete change in terms of culture, language, dressing and 

accepted India and its people with all its rich diversity and 

differences and became one with its people. This aspect of her 

personality has influenced millions, including me especially in 

the field of teaching.

Mother Veronica- An Exemplar
of Diversity and Inclusivity

Arshiya Patel
Dept of English

The main purpose of Mother Veronica's life was to educate 

every girl child. As educators in this ins�tu�on, we are very 

fortunate to be instrumental in fulfilling her dream.

“ A Woman of Substance”

   Dept of Physics 

ªÀiÁvÉ ªÀgÉÆÃ¤PÁgÀªÀgÀÄ £ÉlÖ ¥ÀÄlÖ VqÀªÉÇAzÀÄ, FUÀ ªÀÄÄV¯ÉvÀÛgÀzÀ 
ªÀÈPÀëªÁV ¨É¼ÉzÀÄ, ¤AwºÀÄzÀÄ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ CgÀ¹ §AzÀ AiÀiÁwæPÀgÁV 
£ÁªÀÅ F ªÀÈPÀëzÀ £ÉgÀ½£À D±ÀæAiÀÄ ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ, vÀA¥À£ÀÄß C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«¹, 
¥sÀ®ªÀ£ÀÄß ̧ À«zÀÄ DUÉß¸ï ªÀiÁvÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÁV zsÀ£ÀågÁzÉªÀÅ.

zsÀ£ÀågÁzÉªÀÅ £ÁªÀÅ

Dept of
Computer Science

She is a beacon of hope to all youngsters, especially in these 

trying �mes. Her unseen being steers us on the right path, 

upholding her values and impar�ng the same to our mentees 

in the role of a friend, philosopher and guide.

Mother Veronica – The Cynosure of all Eyes

Dept of Commerce

Life is full of challenges. Mother Veronica through her 

exemplary life has galvanized us to transform challenges into 

opportuni�es.

God is My Strength

Dept of
Humani�es

pÉÉðÄQûqÉÚÌ¨ÉMüÉ

QûÊ. mÉÏ. uÉÏ. zÉÉåpÉÉ 
´ÉÏqÉiÉÏ AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ. zÉåhÉæ

- ÌWûlSÏ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ

ÎeÉxÉ mÉëMüÉU MÑüqWûÉU cÉÉMü qÉåÇ ÍqÉ�ûÏ pÉUMüU, xÉÉðcÉå qÉåÇ RûÉsÉ, mÉYMåü mÉÉ§É MüÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ 

MüUiÉÉ Wæû, ExÉÏ mÉëMüÉU qÉÉiÉÉ uÉåUÉåÍhÉMüÉ MüÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ pÉÏ mÉëpÉÑ ²ÉUÉ xÉÇcÉÉÍsÉiÉ WÒûAÉ| 

AlÉåMü ÌuÉmÉSÉAÉåÇ MüÉ xÉÉqÉlÉÉ MüU lÉå Måü oÉÉuÉeÉÔS qÉÉiÉÉ lÉå ÌSurÉuÉÉhÉÏ MüÉ ́ ÉuÉhÉ MüU 

AmÉlÉÏ zÉÉsÉÏlÉiÉÉ AÉæU xÉqÉmÉïhÉ pÉÉuÉ oÉlÉÉL UZÉÉ| AmÉlÉå xÉiÉiÉ mÉËU´ÉqÉ LÇuÉ rÉÉåaÉSÉlÉ 

Måü ²ÉUÉ AÉmÉlÉå x´ÉÏ-xÉzÉÎYiÉMüUhÉ MüÉå EŠ-xiÉU iÉMü mÉWÒðcÉÉrÉÉ| AÉmÉlÉå xÉSÉ 

AmÉlÉå AÉSzÉÉåïÇ, irÉÉaÉ, DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ, mÉëåqÉ MüÐ mÉÌuÉ§É pÉÉuÉlÉÉ AÉSÏ xÉå WqÉåÇ mÉëåËUiÉ uÉ 

AÍpÉmÉëåËUiÉ ÌMürÉÉ Wæû|



Mother Veronica's dedica�on towards 

the task of educa�ng girls and thereby 

building up a vast educa�on system is 

what mo�vates us. Bringing educa�on 

from France to India was truly a 

monumental task and she has done it faithfully.

                            Sahar
CSBA

ºuÉ AÚÉ § ¥«À vvæÀ ªÀ ÄÀ  ¸vÀ åÀPÌÉ G¥ªÀ iÀ ÁwÃvÀ ¥wæÀ ªÄÉ AiiÀ ÁV ¸ÁQAë iiÀ ÁzÀ ªiÀ Áv.É  

££À ÆÉ ß¼VÀ £À ¹Ãæ AiiÀ ÁväÀPvÀ UÉ ,É  ¸Á©é ªü iÀ Á£ªÀ À ¢Ãü ªÄÀ AwPUÉ É fÃªÀ vÄÀ A©zÀ 

ZÃÉ v£À Á ±QÀ .Û  ªÄÀ »¼AÉ iÄÀ gÀ C¹ävUÉ É ªÃÉ ¢PÉ ¤Ãr ºgÀ ¹À zÀ PÈÀ¥ÁªÁj¢.ü

²æÃªÀÄw ±ÉÊ®eÁ
PÀ£ÀßqÀ G¥À£Áå¸ÀQ

£À£ÉÆß¼ÀV£À ¹ÛçÃvÀéPÉÌ ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀiÁzÀªÀgÀÄ

Mother Veronica's exemplary life as a teacher is indeed a guiding 

light to all those who enter this profession. Her ideologies and 

student-centric approach stress the inculca�on of moral and 

spiritual values in young minds.

A Beacon to Educators

Mrs Veni�a Rasquinha
Dept of Chemistry

Mother Veronica followed her dreams 
and passion with God on her side. 
Teaching us to do our best no ma�er 
what comes our way is one of the few 

lanterns she lit throughout her life. Inspired by her life and 
burning zeal her daughters labour in India, Kuwait, Africa and 
many other countries through the apostolate of educa�on. She 
has carved the future of many women.

Leona C
PCMB

Mother Veronica's beau�ful life is a 

constant incen�ve for all of us, to strive 

for what is good, noble, true and 

las�ng. We are thankful to our dear 

Venerable Mother Veronica for her faith and trust in God's 

providence to begin this venture.

                Kushi
PCMC

Mother Veronica made me realise that 

knowledge could never be completely 

learnt but was gained by each passing 

day. She taught us that we possessed 

the inner strength and ability to mould not only our future, but 

also the future of many others out there.

                                                                                   Sneha Singh
PCMB

AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ PÀlÄÖ¥ÁrUÉ CAnPÉÆ¼ÀîzÉÃ 
¥gÀ ªÀ ÆÉ ÃZÒÀ  ±QÀ AÛ iÆÉ AzgÀ À EgÄÀ «PAÉ iÄÀ £ÄÀ ß U»æÀ ¹ 

¸jÀ AiiÀ ÁzÀ zÁjAiÄÀ °è ££À ßÀ  §Ä¢ÞAiÄÀ £ÄÀ ß ¥ZæÀ ÆÉ Ã¢¹ ªiÀ ÁUðÀ z±À ðÀ PgÀ Á¢j.

¥ÀgÀªÉÆÃZÀÒ ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁvÉ

dAiÀÄ²æÃ

Physical Director

Mother Veronica's beau�ful life is a 
constant inspira�on to all of us; to strive 
for what is good, noble and true. May 
the values she cherished, upheld and 
lived for, guide us in making a sound 
decision.

 Privy DSouza
HEPP

Mother Veronica has emboldened me 

to be tenacious and to face obstacles 

fearlessly. She prompts me to be 

selfless, to put others before me while 

assuring me that God would hold my hand �ll the very end. 

    Lekhna She�y
PCME

I am really proud to be studying under 

Mother Veronica's guidance and her 

principles and thoughts con�nue to 

lead us forward. She is definitely an 

epitome of courage, dedica�on, 

devo�on and persistence.

       Thanvi R Bhandary
BSBA 



We celebrated the Centenary of the institution recently and it was a matter of great pride and joy. I hope this 
landmark event will be the precursor to many more important milestones in the future. The past two years have 
witnessed significant and distinctive changes in the field of education all across the world. The Covid pandemic 
has completely disrupted the way education is imparted in an institution. Schools, colleges and universities all 
over the globe came to a standstill. Learning moved to the digital platform and mobile phones and computers 
started occupying centre stage. Canteens and campuses which were often buzzing with students' chitchat 
suddenly fell silent and whatsapp chat groups became active. Teachers had to rack their brains and rise up to the 
challenging situation. They had to devise ways and means to tackle online teaching and the unprecedented 
challenges that arose with it. 

It gives me great pleasure to invite you to take a peek into the heart that throbs behind the appealing façade of
St Agnes PU College. This bastion of girls’ education has been constantly evolving. It has attained a top-notch 
stature and is recognised as one of the foremost institutions and its role in empowering women cannot be 
underscored. The framework to raise the status of women through higher education was laid 100 years ago and 
since then there has been no looking back.

‘Agno Ninaad' is a platform that gives students the opportunity to express their thoughts and feelings, and to 
unleash their creativity. It also captures and records the thrilling and captivating moments on the campus and is a 
memoir to cherish and treasure in the years to come. I am extremely appreciative of the excellent work done by 
Mrs Arshiya Patel and the editorial team in bringing out this issue. 

At St Agnes PU College, we constantly endeavour to offer education with a difference. With the winds of change 
ushering in a globalized world, our aim is to keep abreast with the latest developments and to foster a dynamic 
environment that prepares students to face the unforeseen challenges of the modern era with resilience and an 
optimistic outlook. The various co-curricular activities organised through the clubs and associations help in the 
development of a wholesome personality. All our efforts are geared at inculcating a deep, abiding faith in the 
Almighty and learning to sustain the relationships that form the bedrock of real success.

Principal’s 

MESSAGE

Sr Norine DSouza A.C.
Principal



Sr Maria Nirmalini, the newly elected President of the Apostolic Carmel Congregation 
is a towering and dynamic personality. Her empathy and concern for others, her avant-
garde views on taking education to the next level have made her a visionary leader. She 
brings to her role new ways of thinking, broad experience and competence that infuses 
us with confidence for the future.

Sr Maria Nirmalini A.C.

We gratefully acknowledge and thank the outgoing President of the Apostolic Carmel 
Congregation Sr M Susheela A.C. for all her guidance and the invaluable support she 
has extended to all of us. Her eventful innings at the helm gave immense scope for her 
extraordinary leadership skills. Her unfaltering service, her scrupulous attention to 
detail and her appetite for hard work has taken our group of institutions a notch higher. 

Sr M. Susheela A.C.
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Winning Accolades at the State Level
Mono Acting Competition 

Trisha Shetty

Standing Head And Shoulders Above The Rest

Wencita Dias
Miss Teen World Super Model-Global

Winner of Fashion Icon 2019
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Corporal Bhagyashree

Cadet Shravana

Privy DSouza
Miss Teen India 2021
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Hearty congratulations to
Dhrithi M and Bhuvi G S

on their impressive win at the

Fifth International Karate Championships-2022

held at Visakhapatnam.

For securing Gold medal in Individual Kumite

event & Bronze medal in Individual Kata

event at the 5th International Karate

Championship-2022, Vishakapatnam

For securing Silver medal in Individual

Kata event at the 5th International Karate

Championship-2022, Vishakapatnam

Ms Dhrithi M

Ms Bhuvi G S

an alumna of St Agnes PU College has secured the 

first position at the all India level in the CA 

examinations 2021 and has made her alma mater 

immensely proud of her extraordinary achievement. 

She is a shining example of hard work, dedication 

and the willingness to walk the extra mile to reach 

her goal post.

Ruth Clare D'Silva

First Rank
All India CA Exam 2021
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 The centenary celebrations got me thinking about how all the things we take for
granted today like education and career were uphill tasks for women not so long ago. The
chairperson of Infosys Foundation, Mrs Sudha Murthy was the lone student in her
engineering class back in 1968. When she voiced her desire to pursue engineering, her
family frowned upon her choice. It was felt that engineering was not suited for women and
that she would be shunned by society and her decision would have far-reaching
repercussions.

 Today, young women have it better. They have access to the same opportunities as
men when it comes to education and careers and plenty of choices too. A generation or two
back, if any woman was intrepid enough to foray into a career, the choice of career itself
would be a conventional one which would not hamper her role as a wife and mother.
Today, girls feel the pressure to outperform their male counterparts and therefore feel they
can and should do everything. A high-profile challenging job, a good marriage, kids, a
certain standard of life – they want it all.

Life then has become more complex and this is further complicated by the all-
pervasive presence of social media which has given people voices and empowered women
by giving them a shared sense of community. Today we have women showing us the way
forward by being voices of courage, beacons of hope in these tumultuous times. Social
media has forged a bond among people and you can see them expound on a variety of
topics. Yet, this very social media exposes us to the underbelly of a dark virtual world where
our every move is monitored, every utterance is spied upon and makes us vulnerable in
every way. Social media and its ramifications include the fact that as a society we have
decided to barter our privacy for a few fringe benefits. Social media also retains the power
to strip a person of their confidence, and make them feel insecure about everything under
the sun. The anxieties about body image, the unrealistic expectations girls have about their
looks and popularity are fuelled by social media. The false sense of self is derived from the
number of likes and shares on social media. The cult following, the credulous belief in fake
news and fake history, the gender stereotypes that are all too often reinforced by TV and
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Mrs Arshiya Patel

other media go to make life convoluted. Parenting itself has become challenging and
parents find themselves on a slippery slope. As parents we need to get our act together,
develop rational thinking and not succumb to the pressures.

The young, I have observed, if not steered carefully, plunge into despair when they
face failure. Often, youngsters cave in to parental or peer pressure while making academic
choices. Later, unable to grapple with the stress and strain, they consider themselves as
failures. The actual truth that needs to be confronted is that failing in one field, does not
mean that one is a failure in life. It is just another opportunity to thrive and excel in a
thousand and one other things as we discover new facets in our arsenal of talents.
Therefore, young people today need to be vigilant, confident and have a high level of
awareness about themselves and the world around them. It helps if one has a firm hold
on oneself and learns to be resilient.

The raging pandemic, has resulted in people often feeling despondent, depressed,
frustrated, and this is especially true of youngsters who feel very pessimistic about their
future. When we turn the pages of history, we discover that the saga of human existence
has been an endless battle with various epidemics, pandemics, world wars, calamities –
both natural and man-made. Diseases like the 1918 Spanish Flu, The Black Death in the
mid-14th century, Cholera, TB, Small Pox, AIDS all ravaged human beings. Closer home, the
1898 plague that decimated the population of Bangalore being a case in point. A woman’s
chances of dying during child birth in the Middle Ages was extremely high, because germ
theory was still unknown; hand washing and sanitization unheard of. The indomitable spirit
of man has barrelled through many such hurdles and emerged victorious. These too are
challenging times, but if we persevere and fight it out with a united resolve, this too will
soon be consigned to the annals of history.

‘Agno Ninnad’ offers students a chance to communicate their thoughts and views. It’s
also the perfect space for them to give vent to their creativity and their reactions to the
happenings in society. All of these and more find an outlet on the pages of this magazine.
We were overwhelmed by the tremendous response we got for the creative writing
competition. The Covid -19 pandemic the following year, made conducting competitions
online a very formidable task. The editorial team had to sift through numerous articles,
poems, paintings etc. and select the best that would engage, entertain and inspire our
readers.

I would like to thank the Principal Sr Norine for reposing faith in me.The editorial
team and my colleagues deserve appreciation for their efforts in collaborating and coming
out with yet another edition of ‘Agno Ninaad’. Thank you all!
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Saifa Sulthana
Student Editor

The thought of going to college always made me feel excited
and nervous at the same time. My perceptions of college life were
all gleaned from books and movies and when I entered the portals
of this college, I realised that my expectations did not align with
my actual experiences. I had often pictured myself surrounded by
friends galore and leading a carefree, jovial life as a college student
without any of the restrictions that govern our lives as school students.

When school life came to an end, little did I know what was awaiting me was
going to change my life and make me a better person.

I spent the first year admiring the multifarious talents of my fellow Agnesians
and nurturing the desire to stand out. I have always wanted to inspire others by
doing what I loved. I had this inner voice urging me to do what I loved- literature
and writing. Literature has always had a special place in my heart. For me it was not
just words, it was my best friend which helped pull me out of depression.

I wrote every time I was sad, I wrote every time I broke down. I started writing
all the words of comfort I wanted to give myself, all the advice and pep talk I wanted
to give myself. In the years growing up, I realized how writing became my favorite
routine and that's when I started writing blogs. Growing up, I always had a problem
standing up for what I wanted and I desired to change it. That's how it all began,
when the cabinet elections were near, I grabbed the opportunity and submitted my
nomination letter for the post of Student Editor and I won!

One advice I'd like to give you is to be courageous enough to take a stand for
yourself; don't be afraid to do what you love!

The lecturers and my friends will always be dear to my heart for all the support
they showed me and for trusting in me. The days spent in Agnes are the most
memorable days of my life. It was a life-changing year indeed.

The second year came to me with a lot of hurdles and lessons. A lot of things
happened. It was one of the hardest years of my life. The hardships were in fact
shaping me to be the best version of myself. It was a battle between my emotions
and responsibilities. I was shattered emotionally, but I had to shoudler my
responsibilities. The two years  I spent in Agnes impacted me tremendously in several
positive ways.

It taught me a great lesson that no matter how hard everything may seem,
always remember one thing:

“If you are not willing to get cut like a diamond, you can’t shine like a diamond.”

* * * * *
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As a student who has studied in the institution for 12 years, the
first day of college was not supposed to be very nerve-wracking, but
after staying at home for more than half a year due to covid 19,
attending online classes, and having classmates with whom we have
chatted virtually but never met in real life, anyone could be nervous.
The first few minutes after entering the class was very awkward for me, but the feeling
vanished after a few minutes. Though we did not have a perfect start, we were
determined to enjoy our college life to the fullest in the remaining first-year.

The last few months of the first year were like enjoying the calm before the
storm. There was another wave of the virus during our second year, but I had an
ardent desire to do something for my college before graduating. The best option to
fulfill it was to be a part of the college cabinet, but I wavered a lot as I felt I
was not as talented as the Agnesians out there. I, then set aside all my worries and
stood for the post of student editor and then the day dawned when I got elected. I felt
ecstatic and nervous at the same time for I knew that I would have to work hard, be
responsible and be a good leader for others. Though it was online, the cabinet and the
management worked hard and left no stone unturned to make this year memorable for
the students.

I hope that the future Agnesians will focus not only on academics but also imbibe
the knowledge and values taught in college, which will help them a lot in the future.
Knowledge matters more than marks, for the latter is temporary, but the knowledge
that you acquire is permanent.

My advice to all the Agnesians is to make memories because these two precious
years of life will never come back. Seize every opportunity you get. If you don’t, the
regrets may linger for a long time. Therefore, never think twice about taking part in
something you are interested in.

My second advice for you all is to relax. Everyone has their own pace of growth.
Never compare yourself with others and always love yourself. You might be slow but
never stop trying. The real people around you will always believe and support you.

* * * * *

Sakshi Nayak Y.
Student Editor
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Introduction:
“The capacity to learn is a gift. The ability to learn is a skill. The willingness to learn is a choice”,
said Brian Herbert. Our main goal at St Agnes PU College is to provide a golden opportunity to the
students to use their gifts and skills to make the right choice.

The academic year witnessed several changes. Sr M. Shamita A.C. was elected as Provincial Superior
of The Apostolic Carmel, Karnataka Province. Although this was wonderful news, we were saddened
to lose her prowess and warm presence but are extremely grateful for her sincere effort and
dedication towards the betterment of the institution. Mrs Maria, Lecturer in Statistics, Mrs Juliana,
Lecturer in Chemistry, Mrs Nita, Lecturer in Hindi, Mrs Shruthi, Lecturer in English, Mrs Reshma,
Lecturer in Chemistry, Ms Deyan, Lecturer in Mathematics and Mr Vishnuprasad N, Lecturer in French
bid adieu to the college. We wish them success in their future endeavours.

We warmly welcome our new Principal Sr Norine DSouza A.C. under whose guidance we hope to
flourish further. We welcome into the faculty the new staff members, Sr Sannidhi, Lecturer in English,
Mrs Anitha, Lecturer in Hindi, Ms Indu, Lecturer in French, Ms Anisha, Lecturer in Chemistry,
Ms Sumana, Lecturer in Chemistry, Ms Carol, Lecturer in Mathematics, Ms Sharline, Lecturer in
Statistics,  Ms Liekitha, Lecturer in Home Science  while Mr Antony has joined us as the security
guard.

Seminars and Workshops:
In the pursuit of excellence, our lecturers constantly strive to add more qualitative aspects in their
chosen field of specialization.

A staff enrichment programme was conducted by Dr Lokesh, Professor in Commerce, Government
First Grade College, Punjalkatte on ‘Soft Skills and Team Spirit’.

On the occasion of the sesquicentenary of the Apostolic Carmel and the Centenary of St Agnes PU
College, an enriching input session on ‘Life of Mother Aloysia’, the founder of the College was
conducted by Sr Sylvette A.C. and a session on ‘Venerable Mother Veronica’ was conducted by
Sr Pearl Anne A.C.

An interactive session on 'How to Boost Your Personal Effectiveness' was conducted by Dr Malini
Hebbar, Associate Professor of English, St Agnes College (Autonomous).

A session on ‘Effective Team Spirit’ was conducted by Fr Rahul DSouza for the support staff.

Mrs Namitha, Mrs Venitia and Ms Anisha attended a Chemistry Workshop organized by
Dakshina Kannada Chemistry Lecturers’ Association at St Aloysius College.

Dr Tressie Menezes received her Doctorate in Library Science on the topic ‘Awareness, Attitude and
information use behaviour of teachers in CBSE Schools of Dakshina Kannada: A study’.

Mrs Avitha DSouza and Dr Tressie Menezes attended a one day National Level Seminar at St Agnes
College on ‘Facing challenges in life.’
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Mrs Avitha DSouza and Mrs Jyothi Pinto attended a two day National Level Seminar on ‘Gender
Stereotypes on Careers of Women’ at St Agnes Centre for Post Graduate Studies and Research.

Mrs Olivia Patrao and Mrs Jyothi Pinto attended a one day National Level Seminar on ‘Nationalisation
of Banks – Banking before and after Nationalisation’ at St Aloysius College.

Mrs Olivia Patrao attended a one day District Level Seminar at SVS College, Bantwal.

Mrs Reena Pearl and Ms Sharline DSouza attended a one day National Level Workshop for College
teachers on ‘Mentoring Mentors’ organized by Mangala Alumni Association.

Sr Sannidhi, Mrs Jeshma, Mrs Chrystle, Mr Jeevan, Mrs Venitia, Mrs Reena and Mrs Edrina attended
‘Teacher Enrichment Programme’ organized by Catholic Association of South Kanara.

Mrs Shailaja was the Chief Guest on the occasion of Kannada Rajyotsava held at St Agnes CBSE
School.

Dr P V Shobha attended a two day International Seminar on ‘Bharat Ka Kshetriya Cinema’ at K M
Agarwal College, Maharashtra. She was also the Chief Guest on the occasion of Hindi Day held
at NITK School, Surathkal.

Intellectual Enhancement and Excellence:
Education is the foundation upon which we build a future. Bearing this in mind we have been
preparing our students to answer the entrance exams like JEE/NEET/CET for professional courses, CPT
classes for CA and coaching for Civil Service Examinations. We have introduced a new subject Home
Science with PCBH as a combination in the Science Stream. A career guidance programme was
conducted by Dr Norbert Lobo, HOD Department of Economics, St Aloysius College, for the Arts and
Science students and by Dr Catherine Nirmala, HOD Department of Post-Graduation studies, St Agnes
College, for the Commerce students.

An orientation programme for the Second PUC students was conducted by Mrs Bharati Shevgoor,
Master Facilitator in HRD who emphasized the importance of team work and motivated the students
to reach the zenith of their success. The achievers of the II PU Board Examination 2018-19 were
felicitated. Dr Caroline DSouza, Consultant Neuro Psychiatrist addressed the parents of the First PUC
students to guide, encourage and support the career chosen by their children and respect their
creativity.

Departmental and Club Activities:
In view of Environment Day, the Department of Biology organized a guest lecture on ‘Diversity,
threats and conservation of insects’ by Professor Kiran Vati K, Department of Zoology, St Aloysius
College.

A cleanliness drive was organized to prevent mosquito breeding in the campus.

Srishti – the Eco Club set up Eco-Farm by planting Farmicils to encourage the use of eco-friendly
pencils to promote a green environment.

Abhinavan – the Hindi Club in association with Goobay – a nonprofit organization conducted
‘No Plastic Drive.’

The Oratio Club conducted a session on Public Speaking to enhance the speaking skills of the
students. Ms Benzita Ferrao and Ms Rithika Adiga were the resource persons.
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To sensitise the students on the special needs of the differently abled children, a visit to St Agnes
Special School and Veronica Vihar was organized by Aastha Club. Some of our students were
trained by Traffic Control Officer Gopal Krishna and ACP Manjunath Shetty and these students
helped in controlling traffic in and around Bendore.

To commemorate the International Year of the periodic table of Chemical Elements, the Department
of Chemistry conducted ‘Build Your Periodic Table’ competition.

The Department of Kannada conducted Kannada Debate and Kannada Essay Writing.

The Department of English conducted Creative Writing and Painting Competition.

Results:
The harder you work for something the greater you will feel when you achieve it. Our students have
secured a remarkable overall percentage of 96 in II PUC Annual Examination. Ashlyn Pinto topped the
Science Stream with 579 /600, and displayed her caliber achieving centum in Mathematics.
Reeshma Pereira proved her mettle in the Commerce Stream by securing 582 /600 and made us
proud with her achievement of securing centum in Accountancy and Statistics. Bindu topped the
Arts Stream with 559 /600

The Centum Scorers are:

Accountancy:

Reeshma Pereira, Shwetha Madhu, Anusha D Cunha, Niveditha, Vandana Gayathri, Pooja Shenoy,
Mansi Pinto, Prajna, Taseen Salam, Shemon D Cunha, Freeda Abraham, Adeena Hussain, Deeksha,
Dhrithi Bangera, Nafiha Havva, Preneetha Pinto

Statistics:

Kripa Rasquinha, Anna Pinto, Crissal DSouza, Reeshma Pereira, Anusha D Cunha, Sonal Mendon,
Pooja Shenoy, Pravalika

Computer Science:

Moksha, Melriya Sequeria, Disha Suvarna

Basic Mathematics:

Shwetha Madhu, Shifali, Anusha D Cunha

Mathematics:
Ashlyn Pinto

College Cabinet:
Leadership is the capacity to translate vision into reality. The College Cabinet was formed along with
class representatives and their assistant representatives. The cabinet members selected for various
portfolios are Susan Mendonca – Student President, Samah Assia – Student Vice President, Rishita
Picardo – Science Secretary, Naomi Pereira – Commerce Secretary, Fathima Samreen – Arts Secretary,
Tvisha Shetty – Cultural Secretary, Rischika Thimmaiah – Sports Secretary and Saifa Sulthana – Student
Editor. A workshop on effective leadership skills and team building was held for all the student leaders
by Dr Suresh.
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Extra-Curricular Activities:
Our students are provided with plentiful opportunities to exhibit their talents through various activities.
These include Introduction Day, Class Socials, Students’ Day, Teachers’ Day, Integration Day,
Friendship Day, Sports Day, Ethnic Day, Live Photography, Quiz, Hairstyle and Mehendi, Wealth out of
Waste, Feet on Beat, Pookalam, Leave a Print and Minute to Win.

Under the aegis of Abhaya – ‘Women’s Forum’ various awareness programmes were organized.
Girl Child Day, Elders’ Day, a talk on ‘Common Adolescent Fears’, by Dr Meena Lobo, Homeopathist and
Student Counsellor, a session on ‘Women Safety’ by Karthik Kateel, a talk by Rajendra Kalbhavi on
‘Rain Water Harvesting’ and an interactive session with transgender R J Kajol to sensitize the students
about the discrimination faced by the transgender community.

To cultivate awareness and to develop a sense of thoughtfulness towards the needs of others, our
students participated in an outreach programme for the children of Chinnarathangudhama,
St Anthony’s Ashram, White Doves, Prashanth Nivas, The District  Prison, Mangaluru, Mother Theresa
Old Age Home, Little Sisters of the Poor and St Ann’s Home for the Aged.

Twenty students of our college attended a workshop on ‘Aakasha Arivu’ at St Agnes College. Seven of
our students participated in ‘Inspire Winter Science Camp -2019’ organized by the Department of
Microbiology, University College, Mangaluru.

Miss Wencita Dias, has been conferred the title ‘Miss Teen Karnataka 2019’ in the ‘Miss Teen
Karnataka International Pageant 2019’ organized by Fashion ABCD and Mangaluru’s Dance group
‘Sizzling guys’ and represented India in Miss Teen World Super Model Paegant held in Thailand where
she bagged the title ‘Miss Teen World Super Model – Global’. She also won the sub-title ‘Fashion Icon
2019’.

Airwing Cadets Neha and Disha and Armywing CPL Bhagyashree actively participated in the Independence
Day Parade at Nehru Maidan. Corporals Rishita Picardo, Bhagyashree and Lance Corporals Mary Roopa,
Sowjanya Lakshmi, Tanisha, Ananya and Melita attended Annual Training Camp held at Alva’s College.
Corporal Bhagyashree attended Basic Leadership Camp held at Hubli. Corporal Bhagyashree, Lance
Corporals Mary Roopa, Sowjanya Gowda, Ananya and Cadets Prakrithi, Disha and Shravana attended
Pre Republic Day camp held at Alva’s College. Lance Corporal Yogitha, Cadets Sanjana and Priya
attended Combined Annual Training camp held at Alva’s College. Corporal Bhagyashree, Lance Corporal
Ananya and Cadets Prakrithi, Disha and Shravana attended Pre Republic Day Camp Phase II held at
Alva’s College. Corporal Bhagyashree, Lance Corporal Ananaya, Cadets Prakrithi, Shravana and Rachana
Ruth attended Pre Republic Day Camp Phase III held at Alva’s College. Corporal Bhagyashree and
Cadet Shravana attended Inter Group Camp held at Bangalore in which Corporal Bhagyashree was
selected for Pre Republic Day Camp. Cadet Priya Pinto attended Ek Bharat Shreshtha Bharat Camp held
at Mysore.

To create awareness about the ill effects of Global Warming, students of St Agnes P U College along
with students of other institutions formed a Human Chain extending from Horticulture of Bendore upto
Canara Club, Kadri.

To revive happy memories an Alumni Meet was organized by ‘Agnosphere’. Mrs Vathika Pai, an
entrepreneur, alumna of the 2005 batch presided over the function. Four alumna were felicitated for
their remarkable achievements. Agnathon – 2K19, a One Day National Level Inter Collegiate Competition
was organized. Students from eighteen colleges participated in the various competitions and exhibited
their innovative talents.



11

We proudly present to you the outstanding accomplishments of our students at various
inter – collegiate fests.

Name of the  Students       Place Accorded          Events       Festival  and  Organisers

Samah Assia II place as Dr Farooq Model United St Aloysius PU College
Abdullah in Lok Sabha Nations Conference
on the topic
‘Abrogation of
Article 370’

Poojashree A S I Place Pencil Sketch
Nicole & Group I Place Fashion Show
Grenisha DSouza &
Calista Mathias II Place Master Chef
Reemal Lobo & Group III Place Retro Mix
Reemal Lobo I Place Mocktail Making
Clarin I Place Photography
Aina & Afra I Place Cooking without fire
Poojashree I Place Face Painting
Vidhula & Aleena II Place Quiz
Samah Assia II Place Minute to Fame
Anisha Sequeira &
Rischika Thimmaiah II Place Treasure Hunt
Rianne Patrao II Place Video Making
Pearl II Place Flower Arrangement
Prakrathi Rao III Place Dance Competition SANGAM 2K19

Maps College
Nidhi Shenoy, Anisha
Sequeira & Shreya A G III Place Science Model Eka Vision – Chemistry Fest

Nathasha III Place Video Juggling

Shriya Ramachandran &

Fathima Amra I Place Treasure Hunt

Samah Assia Best Manager

Prakrathi Rao & Group I Place Dance Competition

Poojashree III Place Drawing Competition

Prakrathi Rao III Place Ekavyakthi Yakshagana

Samah Assia I Place English Debate

Trisha Shetty I Place Mono Acting

Prakrathi III Place Mono Acting

Niveditha II Place Bhavageethe

SHODHA – 2K19

Kanachur Institute of
Management and Science

Won the Overall Championship

RENDEZVOUS 2K19

Sarosh Institute of
Hotel Management

Won the Runners Up Trophy

N – IGMA 2K19
Dr NSAM First Grade College, Nitte

Won the Overall Championship

Sharada Mahotsava – 2019
Sharada PU College

District Level Cultural

Competition  organized by
Dakshina Kannada PU Board
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Name of the  Students       Place Accorded          Events       Festival  and  Organisers

State Level Cultural

Competition organized  by
Dakshina Kannada PU Board

Trisha Shetty I Place Mono Acting

Keerthana Kamath I Place Essay writing,
Story writing and
Poetry

Anisha Crasta III Place Alter Ego

Aleena Rodrigues II Place Quiz

Natasha DSouza

Sherlita  & Group III Place Product Launch

Poojashree III Place Face Painting

Pearl DSouza

Calista & Group III Place Carving & Cooking

without fire

Agnes Shibu II Place Poetry Writing

Samah Assia II Place Charcha Spardha

Mishal Dsouza Business Dumb

Olin DSouza I Place Charades

Aiman Hussain
Jinu John III Place Sahithi Smarane

Rikita DSouza

Apeksha Moily III Place Model Making

Anola Pinto

Moksha

Anisha Sequeira II Place Poetry Recitation

Women and child welfare
development

Pre - Unique 2019

St Aloysius PU College

Sahyadri Science Talent
Hunt-2019
Sahyadri College of

Engineering and Management

Kavita Trust and Konkani Natak
Sabha(Reg)

If one works hard for something, the final outcome is always sweet. Every ounce of sweat on the
ground is another ounce of joy when the scoreboard is in our favour.

• In the Taluk Level Shuttle Badminton Tournament organized by Sharada PU College, our college
team won the Runners Up Trophy. Brahmari and Deepika Bhat have been duly selected to play
at the District Level and emerged as winners at the District Level.

• In the Taluk Level Table Tennis Tournament organized by Sharada PU College, Bhagyashree, Susan
and Diya bagged the Runners Up Trophy and are qualified to play for the District Level
Tournament.
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• In the District Level Football Tournament, our college team won the Runners Up Trophy. Dale,
Prathima, Clareesha, Diya and Myola have been selected for the State level Tournament. In the
State Level Football Tournament, Dakshina Kannada Team emerged victorious. Dale, Clareesha,
Diya and Myola were part of the winning team and Myola has been selected to play at the
National Level.

• In the District Level Handball Tournament organized by Alva’s PU College, our college team won
the Runners Up Trophy. Susan, Nithya, Shaina, Ancita and Disha are duly selected to play at the
State Level in which Dakshina Kannada team won the Runners Up Trophy. Nithya has been
selected to play at the National Level.

• In the Floorball Selection Match held at Swami Vivekananda PU College, Rischika Thimmaiah,
Shriya Ramachandran, Carol, Hruthika and Bhramari have been selected for the State Level.

• Our college had the proud privilege of hosting the State Level Floor Ball Tournament in which
the Dakshina Kannada girls’ team won the First Place. Our students Rischika Thimmaiah and
Shriya Ramachandran are duly selected to play at the National Level.  In the National Level Floor
Ball Tournament organized by National Games Federation of India, the Karnataka team won the
Runners Up Trophy. Rischika Thimmaiah and Shriya Ramachandran were part of the team.

• Bhagyashree participated in the District Level Throwball Tournament organized by L.C.R Indian
Institutions Puttur and has been selected for the State Level.

• In the District Level Wrestling Tournament held at St Aloysius PU College, Shourya Shetty,
Prakrithi Shetty, Anisha, Disha and Nithya secured the second place in 53kg, 57kg, 59kg, 65kg and
76kg category in Free Style Wrestling respectively.

• Vinola Pinto garnered the First Place in 62kg Free Style Wrestling and has been selected for the
State Level. In the State Level Free Style Wrestling, Vinola bagged the Silver Medal.

• In the District Level Belt Wrestling Tournament Shourya Shetty, Diya, Rischika Thimmaiah,
Raichel DSouza and Shreya won the First Place in 50kg, 55kg, 45kg, 40kg and 35kg category
respectively and they have been selected for the State Level.

• In the State Level Wrestling Tournament held at Bellary, Raichel DSouza won the Gold Medal
in Belt Wrestling and has been selected for the National Level.

• In the 37th Budokan Karate – Do India Nationals organized by Institute of Karate and Allied Arts,
Aneesha Salian secured the Silver Medal and Apeksha won the Bronze Medal in Kata and Kumite
category.

• In the State Level Open Karate Championship held at Shree Gokarnatheshwara Temple, Kudroli,
Prerana secured the Second Place in Kata and Kumite category.

• Aneesha Salian won the Third Place in the Kumite Karate Competition organized by the PU
Department.

• In the 30th State Level Dojo Karate Championship organized by Institute of Karate and Allied Arts,
Manipal Dojo, Anisha Salian secured the First Place in Individual Kumite and Kata Category.
Apeksha Moily secured the First Place in Individual Kata and Second Place in Individual Kumite
Category.
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Spiritual and Value Education:
Religion and Moral Education classes are held weekly inorder to strengthen faith and develop moral
values among students. Annual retreat was conducted by Fr Franklin Dsouza and Mrs Corine
Rasquinha. A few interactive sessions on ‘Year of Youth’ by Rev Fr Joseph Martis and ‘Importance of
Vocation’ by Fr Jawahar OFM, insights on the experience of meeting Pope Francis at Vatican City by
Jesvita Quadras, an alumna and an active member of the youth movement YCS were organized for the
catholic students during the religion hour.

St Agnes PU College celebrated a Century of Educating and Empowering Women by commemorating
the foundation day of its institution. A Hundred students offered a hundred gifts to the orphanage
‘Bala Yesu Nilaya’ to mark the completion of hundred fruitful years.

Parent Teacher Association:
The PTA of St Agnes PU College is a vibrant body that supports us in all our endeavours. We treasure
their presence with us at every special occasion. The PTA took immense trouble to make Teachers’ Day
a memorable one. We express our sincere gratitude to Mrs Valentina Rodrigues who headed the PTA
for the past year. The committee along with Mr Ronald DSouza as the new vice president of the PTA,
continues with the same zeal and zest. At the Annual General Meeting of the PTA, Dr Hima Urmila
Shetty, Trustee Dr M V Shetty group of colleges urged institutions to foster creative thinking skills so
that the youth can become efficient leaders. At this meeting the toppers of Second PU Department
Examination were felicitated. The special achievement award was given to Fathima Suzna for her
tremendous courage and hard work in achieving success in the Board Examination in spite of her
unfortunate tragedy.

Conclusion:
We have experienced God’s providential care and protection throughout this academic year. May God
grant us the strength and wisdom to stand up to our mission and motto ‘God is our Strength’. We
continue to strive to teach our students to push boundaries and realize their inner strength as Maulana
Abul Kalam Azad aptly said “Climbing to the top demands strength, whether it is to the top of Mount
Everest or to the top of your career”.

Sr Norine DSouza A.C.
 Principal
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Introduction:

“Knowing is not enough, we must apply. Wishing is not enough, we must do,” said Johann Wolfgang.
St Agnes PU College is not merely an institution to impart knowledge but also an institution to help
students to apply what they learn to achieve success. The academic year witnessed several changes.
Mrs Preethi Hegde and Ms Sumana Menezes, Lecturers in Chemistry left the college to begin new
chapters in their lives. We wish them well. We welcome into the faculty the new staff members, Ms
Apoorva S Devadiga and Ms Ramya R, Lecturers in Chemistry and Ms Crystal Fernandes, Lecturer in
Mathematics.

Intellectual Enhancement and Excellence:

COVID 19 made a serious impact on many aspects of everyday life. The world saw a paradigm shift
in the education system favouring online learning during the constraints of the pandemic. In St Agnes
PU College, regular online classes for students are being conducted through G-suite app to enable
students access the digital contents and the recorded lectures even after the class. Integrated classes
and coaching for JEE/NEET/CET for professional courses and CPT for CA are also being conducted
through the digital portal.

A virtual Career Guidance programme was conducted by Mr Elson DSouza, Associate Professor, St
Agnes College (Autonomous) for the Commerce students and by Mr Akshay K Paniker, Educational
Strategist and Managing Director, Ankuram Educational Trust for the Science students. A career
guidance programme for the second year students was conducted by Dr Ananth Prabhu G, Professor,
Department of Computer Science and Engineering, Sahyadri group of Educational Institutions who
guided and motivated our students to be different and to love what they do.

Keeping in mind the confused state of students, a counselling session was organised for the II PU
students. Mrs Sharmila Sanil, Counsellor and Family Therapist addressed the students on how to
reduce stress and anxiety.

Seminars and Workshops:

Education is a lifelong process which helps us grow personally, professionally and socially.
In order to create an engaging learning experience, an interactive session on ‘Communicative
Skills’ was conducted by Dr Alwyn D’sa, Associate Professor of English and Controller of
Examinations, St Aloysius College (Autonomous).
An International Webinar on ‘Laudato Si’ – concerns on environment was effectively conducted
by Pater Sandesh Manuel OFM, Austria.

A National level webinar on ‘Nurturing growth and well-being among Youth’ – Counselling
Paradigms and Skills’ was conducted by Dr Fr Viju, Director and Dean, Christ (Deemed to be
University), Delhi NCR Campus. Dr Surekha Chukkali and Ms Tanuja Bharadwaj were the other
resource persons.

A webinar on ‘Spirituality in Education’ was conducted by Dr Fr Biju K Chacko, Director, Christ
College, Bannerghatta Campus.

College Report 2020 - 2021
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Dr P. V Shobha, Dr Tressie, Sr Sannidhi, Mrs Jeshma, Mrs Olivia, Mrs Venitia, Mrs Avitha and
Ms Anisha attended various webinars to enhance their skills and upgrade their existing
knowledge.

In the creative writing competition held by St Agnes College, Autonomous, Mrs Shailaja, from
the Department of Kannada secured the First Place on the topic ‘My experience as an
Apostolic Carmel Educator’.

Results:
‘Ambition is the path to success; Persistence is the vehicle you arrive in,’ said Bill Bradley. Our
students displayed their excellence by securing a remarkable overall percentage of 97.45. To add to
the list of achievements, our college has garnered 194 distinctions in the II PUC Annual Examination.
Riya Pinto topped the Science stream with 583 / 600 and an additional distinction of having scored
centum in Mathematics. She brought laurels to the college by securing the fourteenth rank in the
state. Mishal Dsouza of the Commerce stream made us proud with her achievement of scoring 100%
in Accountancy, Statistics and Business Studies and securing the Ninth Rank in the state having
secured 589 / 600. Vidhula Lokesh topped the Arts stream with a remarkable score of 579 / 600.
She further displayed her calibre achieving centum in Economics. She brought laurels to the college
by securing the third rank in the district.

The college applauds all the students who have scored 100 in core subjects.

PHYSICS :
Alreya Patrao, Fleema Crasta, Disha Cutinha

MATHEMATICS :
Riya Pinto, Alreya Patrao , Anisha Crasta , Rakshita Moger, Nidhi Shenoy, Suchi H P, Prerana Bangera,
Jenisha DSouza, Jesvita DSouza, Veekshitha, Sweedal Lobo,

BIOLOGY :
Fleema Crasta

COMPUTER SCIENCE :
Alreya Patrao, Anisha Crasta, Afrah Abdul, Lishma Menezes, Sanjana, Nisha,Thanushree S, Kajal

STATISTICS :
Natasha DSouza, Mishal DSouza, Sneha, Vigneshwari, Ayisha Zama, Raksha S, Naina Mymoona,
Rakshitha

BUSINESS STUDIES:
Mishal DSouza, Reema M, Sneha, Shivani Monthiero, Divya Saldanha, Raksha S, Ansal Karkada,
Rakshitha, Akshatha

ACCOUNTANCY:
Mishal DSouza, Prathiksha Pai, Reema M, Sneha, Olin DSouza, Shivani Monthiero, Sherlita Monteiro,
Aiman Hussain, Hyancinth DSouza, Trupti, Kajal, Aysha Nadia, Ansal Karkada, Rufaida Saara, Laisha
DCunha, Salome Pais, Saksha Shetty, Rishali Hegde

ECONOMICS :
Naina Mymoona, Vidhula Lokesh, Rufaida Saara
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College Cabinet:
‘The greatest leader is not necessarily the one who does the greatest things. He is the one that gets
the people to do the greatest things,’ said Ronald Reagan. The College Cabinet was formed along with
the class representatives and their assistants. The Cabinet members selected for various portfolios are
Henrika Crasta -Student President, Sharon Menezes –Student Vice President, Wencita Dias- Science
Secretary, Shainy Pinto-Commerce Secretary, P V Aditi- Arts Secretary, Calida Lobo-Cultural Secretary
and Diya- Sports Secretary. A leadership training programme on effective leadership skills was
conducted by Dr Raghavendra Holla N for all the student leaders.

Spiritual and Value Education:
Faith formation is an integral part of St Agnes PU College. The management and staff came up with
creative ways to stay connected with the students and their families to help them continue to grow
in faith during this time of isolation. Various sessions were organized for students of all faiths. A
number of resource persons addressed the students on different topics pertaining to youth and family.
Rosarium – rosary making competition, Mystica – online collage competition and Agnochorus –
Christian devotional singing competition were conducted for the Catholic students. Ringing in the joy
of Christmas a virtual Christmas programme was organised to spread boundless joy and goodwill.

Extra-Curricular Activities:
As the students continue to engage in the online learning process, they are also involved in a plethora
of activities. To unleash their creativity, competitions like Agno Radiant – Elocution, Aatida Sobag,
Agno Rhapsody –Solo Western Singing, Agnum Opus – Video Challenge Arty Affair – Card Making,
Agno Bhavalahari – Solo Kannada Bhavageetha, Costume Pageant – Fancy Dress, Parents’ Day –
Photo Contest, Shramadhan-Clean and green environment, Danceottica – Solo Dance and Glambot –
Bottle Painting were conducted. A Virtual Talent Show was organised for the I PU students to display
their innate talents.

On the occasion of the Sesquicentennial Jubilee of the Apostolic Congregation presence in India,
Agnosphere - The Alumni Association put up a remarkable virtual programme. A digital poster making
competition for the I PU students, singing competition for the II PU students and a quiz on Venerable
Mother Veronica was conducted for the staff and students, to commemorate the 150-year journey of
the Apostolic Carmel.

On the occasion of International Youth Day, a webinar ‘Youth Esprit’ was organised for the students.
Ms Athmika Amin, Executive Director, J V Springs, Ms Nelvita Noronha, Assistant Professor, SDM
College and Ms Nashma Khateeja, student, School of social work, Roshni Nilaya were the resource
persons. Under the aegis of Abhaya – Women’s Forum, Girl Child Day was observed to raise
awareness about the importance of imparting quality education to girls. Hanathe- The Kannada Club
celebrated Karnataka Rajyotsava through a wonderful virtual programme. Students’ week was celebrated
innovatively by the lecturers through various online games and activities.

In the National Level Virtual Inter Collegiate fest, Pre-Unique-2020 organised by St Aloysius PU
College, Mangaluru, Trisha Shetty garnered the first place in Mono Act and Helita Dsouza and Ayshath
won the First and third place respectively in Pictorial Poetry. Ayshath also won the third place in Mock
Press. Sukrutha bagged the second place in Eastern Singing and Calida Lobo secured the Second Place
in Western Singing. In the Virtual Inter Collegiate fest, Synergy-2020 organised by St Claret PU College,
Bengaluru, Nidhi won the third place in Western Solo Dance. Mayola participated in the
Pre-Republic Day Camp held at Bengaluru.
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To bring out the extraordinary talents of the students, the college cabinet organised Esperanza –Fuel
your Passion, an inter class event for the I PU students. ‘Fresco’- Seize the Moment, a fun and
interactive session was also organised for all the students. ‘Artistic Flair’- an exhibition on items
handcrafted by students was organised to encourage and motivate the students to unleash their talent
and creativity.

Teachers’ Day was celebrated in a unique manner on a virtual platform. The teachers enjoyed and
participated enthusiastically in the week-long fun filled activities organised by the students. The PTA
members left no stone unturned to make the teachers feel special and enthralled them with their
meaningful programme.

Sports:

In the 31st Interdojo Championships held at Bharathiya Vidya Bhavan, Pandeshwar, Apeksha
Moily bagged the Gold Medal in the individual Kumite Category and the Silver Medal in the
individual Kata event. Aneesha Salian secured the Gold Medal in the individual Kata event and
Silver Medal in the individual Kumite category.

In the District Level Karate tournament organised by Mahaveera PU College, Moodbidri in
collaboration with the Department of Pre University Education, Aneesha Salian bagged the
Third Place in Kumite Category and Bhuvi G S garnered the First Place in Kumite Category and
has been duly selected for the State Level.

In the District Level Swimming competition organised by Ambika Padavi Poorva Vidyalaya,
Puttur in collaboration with the Department of Pre University Education, Muthu Bharathi won
the Silver Medal in 400m free style and 200m individual medley relay and secured the Gold
Medal in 200m back stroke and has been duly selected for the State Level.

In the District Level Wrestling competition organized by St Aloysius PU  college in collaboration
with the Department of Pre University education, Shibha secured the Second Place in 50kg
weight category, Diya Salian and Sweedal bagged the Third Place in 53kg and 55 kg weight
category respectively. Joyline and Mahima won the Second Place in 58kg and 68kg weight
category respectively.  Gloria bagged the Second Place in 73kg weight category. Prisha,
Mariam and Disha having garnered the Gold Medal in 52kg, 65kg and 72kg weight category
respectively have been duly selected for the State Level. We were the proud winners of the
Runners Up Trophy.

Conclusion:
In the present scenario even when the going was tough, we have experienced God’s abundant grace
throughout this academic year. May God continue to bless us in our mission of educating young minds,
as we teach our students to become better individuals. As Brian Tracy aptly said, ‘The future belongs
to the Competent. Get good, get better, be the best.’

Sr Norine DSouza A.C.
 Principal



19

College Report 2021 - 2022

Introduction:
“The future belongs to those who learn more skills and combine them in creative ways”, said Robert
Greene. The atmosphere at St Agnes PU College is to ensure that students are encouraged to develop
their skills fully which is essential in the rapidly changing world we live in.

The academic year 2021-2022 witnessed several changes. Mr Kiran R, Department of Physics and
Mrs Preema Correa, Department of Biology bade adieu to the college to chart the course of their
careers in newer areas. We wish them success. We welcome into the faculty Ms Sneha B, Lecturer
in Mathematics.

Intellectual Enhancement and Excellence:
Innovation is the change that unlocks new value which leads to betterment and success. Keeping this
in mind, Artistique, a certificate course on self-grooming and computers was introduced in the Arts
Curriculum. A self-defence training programme for students in collaboration with Karnataka State
Reserve Police was inaugurated to train students to develop basic self-defence techniques and gain
self-confidence in defending themselves. To imbibe the value of discipline and reap the innumerable
benefits of practising Yoga, Online Yoga Sessions were conducted for the students. Mrs Venitia
Rasquinha and Mrs Olivia Patrao attended ‘Staff Conclave 2021’ held at St Aloysius PU College. An
enriching input session on ‘Interpersonal Relations’ was conducted by Sr Doris Dsouza, A.C. The faculty
strived with flair and creativity to present various facets from the life of Venerable Mother Veronica
and the journey she traversed, the hardships she endured and how she let nothing stop her from
achieving her vision and mission. Integrated classes and coaching for JEE/NEET/CET for professional
courses, CPT for CA and coaching for Civil Service Examinations are also being conducted.

A virtual Career Guidance programme was conducted by Mrs Sheryl Preethika and Ms Mokshitha S,
Assistant Professors, Department of Commerce, St Agnes College (Autonomous) for the Commerce
students, by Dr Vincent Crasta, Dean of Academic Affairs and Professor of Physics, St Joseph
Engineering College, for the Science students and by Mrs Olivia Patrao, Department of Humanities,
St Agnes PU College, for the Arts students.

Results:
‘Success is the sweet result of hard work combined with the desire to excel. The college secured 100%
results and an astounding 207 distinctions in the II PUC Annual Examinations. Alene Dsouza and
Leanne Coelho topped the Science stream with an exceptional 600 /600. They further displayed their
mettle by scoring centum in Physics, Chemistry, Mathematics, Biology, English and Hindi. Sherline
Correa and Lavanya K topped the Commerce Stream with a phenomenal total of 597/600. Sherline
made us proud by securing centum in English, French, Accountancy and Basic Maths. Lavanya
proved her calibre by securing centum in Hindi, Computer Science, Statistics, Business Studies and
Accountancy. Nishkala Shetty and Sharol Lobo topped the Arts Stream with a remarkable score of
599 /600. Nishkala further displayed her competence achieving 100% in English, History, Economics,
Political Science and Psychology, and Sharol proved her mettle by achieving 100% in Hindi, History,
Economics, Political Science and Psychology.
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The Centum Scorers are:
Physics :

Alene Dsouza, Leanne Coelho, Afrah Abdulla, Sharon Menezes, Dhruthi, Fatima Anees, Afreen Rihana,
Lavanya Bangera, Smrithi Hebbar, Ayesha Niyazuddeen, Aysha, N Ifrah, Treeza Crasta, Aishwarya, Aysha
Abid, Sona Ann, Deepashree

Chemistry :
Alene Dsouza, Leanne Coelho, Afrah Abdulla,  Dhruthi, Fatima Anees, Afreen Rihana, Lavanya Bangera,
Smrithi Hebbar, Ayesha Niyazuddeen

Mathematics :
Alene Dsouza, Leanne Coelho, Afrah Abdulla, Sharon Menezes, Dhruthi, Fatima Anees, Afreen Rihana,
Lavanya Bangera, Umme Chilmi, Ayesha Niyazuddeen, Aysha, N Ifrah, Isha Rukiya, Treeza Crasta,
Aishwarya, Aysha Abid, Fathima Huda, Deepashree

Biology :
Alene Dsouza, Leanne Coelho, Afrah Abdulla, , Dhruthi, Fatima Anees, Afreen Rihana, Lavanya Bangera,
Umme Chilmi, Ayesha Niyazuddeen, N Ifrah, Rashmi J V, Haleemah Saniyyah

Home Science :
Shraddha Ballur, Moksha N

Statistics :
Shrama Bhandary, Sania Shetty, Lavanya K, Helita Dsouza, Zainaba Haniyah, Relisha Renjal, Shainy
Pinto, Calida Lobo

Computer Science :

Sharon Menezes, Smrithi Hebbar, Diya, Renisha Pinto, Lavanya K, Priyanka Rai

Accountancy :

Sherlin Correa, Lavanya K, Helita Dsouza, Zainaba Haniyah, Relisha Renjal, Henrika Crasta, Priyanka
Rai, Namitha M, Ashlin Pinto, Victoria Soans, Shainy Pinto, Andriya DSouza, Calida Lobo

Basic Maths :
Sherlin Correa, Helita Dsouza, Zainaba Haniyah, Relisha Renjal, Henrika Crasta, Shainy Pinto, Calida
Lobo

Business Studies :
Lavanya K, Helita Dsouza, Zainaba Haniyah, Relisha Renjal, Henrika Crasta, Calida Lobo

Economics :
Henrika Crasta, Victoria Soans, Andriya Dsouza, Nishkala Shetty, Sharol Lobo,  P V Aditi

History :
Nishkala Shetty, Sharol Lobo

Political Science :
Nishkala Shetty, Sharol Lobo

Psychology :
Nishkala Shetty, Sharol Lobo
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English :
Alene Dsouza, Leanne Coelho, Shraddha Ballur, Isha Rukiya, Sona Ann Mary, Rashmi J V, Prathvi
Karkera, Rikita Dsouza, Benedicta Pinto, Shaina Pais, Charisma, Riya Rodrigues, Ankitha Dsouza, Sherlin
Correa, Namitha M, Ananya Pai, Iram Saba, Sanjana Rao, Vaishnavi Jogi, Nishkala Shetty,

Kannada :
Chandana S D, Sunitha, Menaka Prabhu, Sinchana C V, Ananya Pai

Hindi :
Alene Dsouza, Leann Coelho, Isha Rukiya, Lavanya K, Priyanka Rai, Sanjana Rao, Sakshita S, Sakshi
Bangera, Sharol Lobo,

French :
Sharon Menezes, Umme Chilmi, Sherlin Correa

College Cabinet:
It is rightly said, “Integrity, insight and Inclusiveness are the three qualities of a good leader. The
College Cabinet was duly formed along with the class representatives and their assistants. The Cabinet
members selected for various portfolios are Privy Dsouza – Student President, Calvisha Dsouza –
Student Vice President, Danica Dsouza – Science Secretary, Alice Lobo — Commerce Secretary, Trisha
Shetty – Arts Secretary, Ayesha Hannath – Cultural Secretary, Nicole Mathias – Sports Secretary and
Sakshi Nayak – Student Editor. A leadership training programme for the college cabinet, class
representatives and their assistants was conducted by Mr Elson Dsouza, Assistant Professor, St Agnes
College (Autonomous).

Spiritual and Value Education:
A day without prayer is a day devoid of blessings and a life devoid of prayer is a life devoid of
strength. To inculcate the importance of prayer, Fr Dixon Lawrence Dsouza, SVD conducted the annual
retreat for the Catholic students. Prayer Day was conducted by Fr Sunil and Fr Joe for the students
of other faith. Christmas is a season to spread happiness and we celebrated it with the same fervour
spreading the message of love and joy among the students.

Extra-Curricular activities:
To develop the personality of the students and harness their in-depth potential, many competitions are
conducted. These include: Independence day, Sports Day, Teachers’ Day, Achievers’ Day, Fresher’s Day,
Ranconteur – English Creative Writing, Art Attack – Painting, Eco Canvas – Painting, Shutter Snap –
Photography, Hindi Creative Writing, Spirit of Freedom, Vanmahothsav Week, Salute to the Frontline
Warriors – Video Making. To create awareness among the students about the importance of hygiene,
Cleanliness Week was organised which culminated with the cleanliness drive.

In the Virtual Inter Collegiate Competition, YENZYME 2021 organised by Yenepoya School and
PU College, Alice Lobo garnered the first place in Singphony – Take the mic and Venisha Mascarenhas
won the third place in Entertainmental – Be Dillogical. In the National Youth Parliament festival
2021-22 organised by the Ministry of Youth Affairs and Sports, Privy Dsouza garnered the first place
in the district level, second place in the nodal level and has been qualified to compete in the state
level. In the National Level Essay Competition, Essence 2021, Sakshi Nayak and Melissa Dsouza
bagged the second and fourth place respectively. In the Pre-Unique 2021 organised by St Aloysius PU
College, Rithuparna K S bagged the second place in ‘One Man Show’, Venisha Mascarenhas secured
the second place in ‘Sketch’ the Hues and Privy Dsouza won the third place in ‘Saree State’. In the
Painting Competition organised by Pilikula Biological Park, Venisha Mascarenhas bagged the first place
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Sr Norine DSouza A.C.
 Principal

held during the Wildlife Week 2021 celebrations. Privy Dsouza has been conferred the title ‘Miss Teen
India 2021’ – Glamorous Peoples’ Choice organised by ‘International Glamour Project’. Nine Air Wing
Cadets attended the Annual Training Camp held at St Joseph’s College of Engineering, Vamanjoor,
Fourteen Army Wing Cadets attended the Annual Training Camp and Combined Annual Training Camp
held at Alva’s Vidyagiri Campus, Moodabidri and Seven Army Wing Cadets attended the Cader Camp
held at St Agnes College (Autonomous). Agnathon 2K21, an Online National Level Inter School and
Inter Collegiate Competition was held in which students of twelve schools and ten colleges participated
and exhibited their innate talents.

In the CA Examination conducted by the Institute of Chartered Accountants of India (ICAI),
Ruth Clare Dsilva, an alumna secured the First All India Rank and made her alma mater proud.

Under the ageis of Abhaya – Women’s Forum, various awareness programmes were held. Health and
Fitness session by Ms Shan, a Certified Fitness Trainer to motivate the students about the importance
of health and exercise in one’s life, Breast Cancer Awareness Session by Dr Sangeetha,
Gynaec Oncology Surgeon to create awareness on the impact of Cancer on women and Hair Donation
Drive in collaboration with Fly High Charitable Trust and Prewinkle Ladies Beauty Parlour to add a
smile on people’s face who have lost their hair due to cancer. The management initiated ‘We Care’
– The Covid Project to support the families of our students who were impacted adversely by the
pandemic. The project was inaugurated on Girl Child Day. The project was a huge success as they
were helped in securing jobs, provided with provision kits every month and college uniforms were
distributed to their children. Scholarships are given every year to financially support the needy
students.

Parent Teacher Association:
The PTA of St Agnes PU College fosters a cooperative relationship between parents and teachers. We
value their presence with us at every special occasion. The PTA organised a delightful and fabulous
variety entertainment programme to make Teachers’ Day a momentous one. We express our sincere
gratitude to Mr Ronald Dsouza who headed the PTA for the past two years. The committee along with
Mr Ravi Bhat as the new Vice President of the PTA, continues with the same fervour.

Sports:
In the 5th International Level Karate Championship held at Vishakapatna, Dhrithi M bagged the Gold
Medal in the individual Kumite Event and Bronze Medal in the individual Kata Event. Bhuvi G S
secured the Silver Medal in the individual Kata Event.

In the 31st National Level Junior Throwball Championship 2022, organised by the Trowball Association
of India and Karnataka, the Karnataka Team won the Runners Up Trophy. Harshitha Salian was part
of the team.

In the Women’s Karnataka State Ranking Table Tennis Tournament held at Dharwad, Preksha Karkera
bagged the Third Place.

Conclusion:
In these turbulent times, God has been a constant source of strength and has showered us with his
bountiful blessings throughout the year. Though the world around us is changing faster than ever
before, we motivate our students to work hard and believe in their dreams, as Hillary Clinton rightly
said, “Always aim high, work hard and care deeply about what you believe in.”
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Mafazah
Sharafuddin

Come thee, and harken
In the last eve that I live
I will lay unembellished and open
All I possess, is to give
Thou shalt be witness and listen
I will spin and weave my tale
This weight upon my weary bosom
Will thou regale.

A wanderer soul, in youth we find
When the world did not yet embitter
A raucous love that does remind
The ocean of its voyager.
For me and thee, and for thy mind
I ache now, and endlessly will
The love that was mine and love that was thine
And remains so even still.

O quiet world and hyacinth skies
I bring to thee my woe
O eternal love that never dies
So harsh is thy glow
Outrage much larger than my cries
I scream’d my story hence
Of a ship in a lover’s guise
Found the ocean too vast, too dense.

A ship did brave the roaring sea
In water blue and deep
Renown, this ocean, for hostility
Long gone asleep.
So woke the ocean all fire and fury
With water run ablaze
And calm it fell, the ocean wild, promptly

The Ocean
When fell upon it the ship’s gaze.
The ocean calm’d and still waters show
More crystal than a roaring sea
The eldritch monsters lay below
Too frightening to thee
Can thou feel that ocean’s blow
Upon which scorn fell
Even as it lap’d the bow
And trailed along the helm.

Avast! Quoth they and haul’d the rope
And pull’d the anchor on board
The ocean wide, was much to cope
For a ship unused to load
And thus they set asail, to land elope
And find the safety of shore
Dost thou know, that loss of hope
Shaketh thou to thy core.

And ships may come, ships move along
The lonely ocean calls
For the love that calm’d for a moment too long
And did not leave recall.
For land is safe and sings a sweeter song
Than the ocean’s violent cry
Let it be known, the fearful belong
Where the albatross may not fly

Alumni Speak
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Love, Unrequited

I've seen the masses scream injustice
Spit fury and bellow rage.
I've stood beside them.

My country is in a state of carnage, today.
Stripped of its glory
Left in the hands of people
Who have harboured hatred like a treasured gem
Passed on from father to son
Who have pressed bigotry into their chest
Carried it for so long
Letting it decay till the fetid air
Hung around them like a shield.
It is an unrequited love affair,
My country and I.
And it seems I am a hopeless romantic.

The colour of love screams to me
Let us paint this country
A revolutionary red.

Mafazah
Sharafuddin

Watch
As a generation raised
On the idea of free will
And fed rebellion with every morsel
Rises will a new world reflected in their eyes.

If the country has forsaken us
Be it so.
Being spurned hardly deters a faithful lover.

This is a romance of epic proportions.

Stand arm in arm on the battlefield today.
Proclaim your love.
Run into this night of ignorance and bigotry.

Love will bring the light.
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- Shreya A.G.
PCMB

It was autumn again. Not the best time of
the year for little Mike. Mike, now a six-year-old
sat on the porch of the house in blood-soaked
sleeves watching indifferently the squirrel which
hopped along the branches of the maple tree.
Cold gusts of wind brought in chilly air that
brushed across his skin, making him hitch the rag
around his body.

Inside the overly large mansion, the clock
tickled away. The sound echoed through the large,
empty and dusty rooms. There was no one. Why?
Because everyone was dead. His mom, dad and
Aunt Hazel lay still beside the burnt, charred
firewood, his uncle by the bed and his sister in
the bathtub, her body now bloated. He hadn’t
killed them. No. It was Jordan. Mike felt his heart
sink. Fear crawled across his skin.

It was Halloween. In exactly thirty seconds
it would be night. He knew that Jordan would be
back to satisfy his age-old grudge. Forcing his
little feet, he cried running into the now-tumbled
down mansion. He couldn’t remember how long
he had been on the porch. Was it a day? Maybe
two? All this, while he was waiting. He was
scared. But now he was under the bed of his
room. It wasn’t the safest, but it was reassuring.

Below, the old clock half-covered in dust,
struck the awaited hour. The tiny cuckoo was
jumping in and out. He waited for the murderer
to enter. The sun had already set. The twilight
shadows welcoming the devil. The lake in front of
the mansion turning from olive green to black as
each second passed by. The breeze steadily swung
the swing beside the lake making it creak.

First, a soft tap. Mike held his hand tightly
against his mouth. This was followed by heavy
plodding. Each step making his heart skip a beat.
With a bang the door burst open. The little boy
stood as still as a rock, and watched the man

survey the room. As the
footsteps approached him, he
shifted away. The footsteps
were now gone and the door
clicked close. He crawled out
with his hand still on his mouth. There was no
way Jordan had failed to find him.

He placed his tiny little hand over the door
handle, and opened it softly. ‘Just a little peek,’
he said to himself. His heart raced quicker than
a steam engine. He bent to peep through the
slightly open door. His body froze. He gulped.
Jordan had been there, all along, watching and
waiting. The little boy screeched as Jordan dragged
him along the hallway. Mike cried for help with
all the air that his lungs could spare.

As they passed the bedroom, Mike could
see his uncle’s grey eyes, his dead, pale, white
skin. He didn’t want to die. With all the effort he
could spare, he bit Jordan’s hand hard. He ran.
He didn’t know where he was running. All he
wanted was to escape. Through the hallway,
down the stairs, out the door, but that was not
the end.

He could hear the chainsaw as he ran. How
could a six-year-old survive a heavily built
murderer with a chainsaw? It was a dead end.
He was out of breath. He watched as the man
walked forward. A pumpkin with red eyes for a
head. Black clothes. Yes, this was what Halloween
was about.

Mike collapsed. Then a shot rang through.
And days later, Mike woke up in white clothes in
a hospital. Luckily for him, it was all a dream. A
boy stuck in a coma, in a very bad nightmare.
But when he looked outside the hospital window,
he saw Jordan again. So, was it really a dream
or a glimpse of what is to come?

Twilight Shadows
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Most people prefer to live a ‘normal’, ‘silent’
and ‘perfectly ordinary’ life without any hiccups,
– a smooth-sailing boat. And so did I …………..
But reality took a drastic turn and turned into
something unimaginable …. beyond recognition..

The Earth we live in is fine to some extent…
because we have food, water, air but on the flip
side it has immense pollution of all sorts, poverty
and not to forget corruption, lynching, assaults,
crimes happening almost everywhere, be it an
underdeveloped or a developing country or even
a developed country. Who is to be blamed?
Others? Is it Earth’s fault or my fault or my
neighbour’s fault? At times, all these questions
turn into a huge paradox. Before I forget my
story, let me write it down.

So as I said ‘A person desiring a normal
life’ that was ‘Me’ entered college life. But being
an introvert, I made very few friends. My college
life was lively, but I wasn’t…. People talked around
and over me.. but I simply pondered about politics,
the environment, the psychological responses of
others, rapes and harrassment of the weak and
wanted to make a change.. a huge change. I
wanted to become someone important and not
an obscure creature. But one day, as I woke up
from sleep… I was invited into another world, a
deserted world which was as I remember, a very
brownish one. The sky was dark, the air was
barely breathable and I was lying in a desert! I
was all alone and I am not joking. As I walked

“Is It A
Dream or

The Coming
Future?”

alone, I could hear thunder and see sparks of
lightning flashing across the sky and I found
myself in a different realm which was dark. An
eagle (I was so happy when I spotted my only
companion) circled around me and as I stretched
my hand, it sat on it. I saw a small roll of
parchment tied to the eagle’s leg. It was a riddle
which said

“You lie in darkness,
Two steps forward, trees shed their leaves
One step backward, hell’s gate awaits you
Eight steps to the left, red handprints
splattered on the wall.”

As I read this, I was transported to a
different realm, where I was on a path between
two rugged cliffs. This pathway led to a ladder
which seemed to have no end. As I had no
option, I went forward and started climbing that
massive ladder, but as soon as I climbed up, the
last rung disappeared. I didn’t dare to step
backwards, as I didn’t want to end up before
hell’s gate or so I thought. I continued my climb
and at last reached a surface where a cat … yes
a cat told me to choose between a leaf and a
red cloth. I refused to do so because I was afraid
of choosing anything and in that moment the cat
disappeared. The realm changed again and I found
myself falling into an endless pit where a voice
rumbled saying, “Destroy us, and we will destroy
you, restore us and we will set you free, be
indifferent; you will meet your end.” When I
opened my eyes, I found myself on my bed and
let out a sigh of relief thinking that all I saw was
a dream. But then across my window I saw the

- Agnes Shibu
HEPP



27

same cat, standing erect and holding the red
scarf and the leaf. Was it a dream or not? Things
started getting clearer…..

The world we live in now represents the
‘Trees shedding their leaves,’ where we are
destroying our environment, destroying each other,
corruption, murder etc. Mother Earth also has a
soul and this soul cannot bear the injustice
happening and the selfish motives of humans. I

suddenly realized that this soul was metaphorically
narrating the future that awaits us. As we slowly
climb the ladder to success, we forget each other
and this is represented by those ‘Red handprints
scattered on the wall.’ If we take a step backward
and remain drunk in our selfishness, ‘Hell’s gate
awaits us.’ Our world would be in such a state
that it can’t be interchanged or transposed. It
cannot be normal again.

If Mom is my heart, Dad is my heartbeat
Without which no heart can lead
With your hand on my head I feel
The whole world is below my feet

When I first opened my eyes, I saw you
In the world to which I was new
The most handsome, loving man

       I had ever seen
The world’s best DADDY
                      you have always been

My dad with his responsibilities crowned
Never made me feel frowned upon
He is the one who works day and night
Just to make my future bright

Thank you! For always being with me
No matter what, even if the world is against me
From every nerve of my brain to each
                            cell of my body
I love you Daddy, you are the best

   buddy any girl can have - Aysha
PCMB

As the years pass by, you are getting old
But all your sacrifices and happiness

I have stored
Each little effort done by you
Through all my life, I can never repay you

If Mom is my heart, Dad is my heartbeat
Without which no heart can lead

And last but not the least
This is the message that I leave
To all the daughters at least
Love your father before he leaves ……..

“Any man can become a father, but only courageous men can become
DADs.” A Dad is the one who is ever ready to absorb the pain and
difficulty that his family undergoes. My dad is the real hero of
my life owing to his sacrifices and generosity. This is a little
poem from his little daughter which may sound trite to
others, but mean the world to me.

Glad, you are my Dad!
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My grandmother used to tell me countless
stories and legends of her hometown. As a little
kid, those stories were the source of my vivid
and hyperactive imagination. While I cherished
story time with my grandma, there were certain
stories I would frequently insist that my grandma
narrate to me, no matter how many times they’d
been told. These particular stories
involved the local townspeople as
well as a few outsiders.

My favourite among these
stories is the one about an old
rickety swing that was hung on a
tree near a huge lake. The lake was
the pride of the town – its sparkling
surface was the most pristine
natural mirror ever to grace the face
of this earth. Various multi-coloured
fish and aquatic animals frolicked in
it. Rare plants flourished in and
around the lake, many of which
sported strangely shaped flowers.

My grandma vaguely remembered a
grouchy old man, Mr. Murthy, who lived very
close to the lake, back when she was a toddler.
Nobody dared to go near his house, as he had a
reputation of yelling at them and throwing random
things at them, for what reason, no one ever
knew. He was an eccentric old fellow, who would
potter around in the tiny garden he grew around
his house, and who would take his equally-grumpy
bulldog for a stroll by the lake. The town’s people
believed he never appreciated the good little
things in life. Some people even went as far as
to speculate and somehow prove that his
notorious short temper was born after his wife
had expired. Nevertheless, it was much to the
astonishment of just about everyone that he was
the one who actually put up the swing where it
stands today.

Grandma told me that she had realized
that he (somehow) had a soft spot for her. He

- Natasha
DSouza
PCMB

claimed that she reminded
him of his wife because of
her sweet, yet spitfire
temperament. One day, when
she’d gone to give him a small
loaf of bread which she had
baked, he offered to let her play on his swing –

much to her sheer delight. It was
then that he told her that it had
always been his late wife’s wish to
have a swing made so that she
could gaze at the scenery around
the lake during the golden sunset.

Once grandma got free
reign over the swing, she somehow
convinced Uncle Murthy (as she
fondly called him) to let her friends
join her. It took him some time to
acquiesce, but once he did so, he
didn’t have it in him to regret his
decision. You see, Grandma had spied

on him when her friends were busy with the
swing and she had been absolutely ecstatic to
see a tiny smile adorning his face for the first
time – a smile which eventually widened into a
warm grin over the years – caused by his
amusement at her friends’ antics.

When Grandma grew up, she moved into
the late Mr. Murthy’s house – where she lives in
perfect bliss and solitude even now – and she
officially declared the swing as the property of
the entire town, free for anyone to use (provided
they do so with the utmost care, of course).

The reason why this sweet tale is my
favourite is that I’ve actually had the privilege to
see this swing, and have spent most of my early
childhood observing Mother Nature around me –
drawing inspiration from her, just by sitting at
one place. This tale also serves to show that
people have their own disposition. But even
people with a nasty temperament change with
time, generally for the better.

The Old Swing by the LakeThe Old Swing by the LakeThe Old Swing by the LakeThe Old Swing by the LakeThe Old Swing by the Lake
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- Aysha Abid
PCMB

Born and brought up in Dubai
Two years ago I had to bid it goodbye
Came to India, the land of my forefathers
Where I thought I may no more enjoy

My concern then was, where to go?
Not to a place, but a path to follow
Obstacles were indeed by my side
Adding on rules I couldn’t abide

Was lost in a crowd, hard to be found
Neither family nor friends were close around
How could I get back to the path of life?
I had lost those friends who were always by my side

The world seemed strange, the people in it too
My breath kept looking for air, but the lungs just went blue
The path of life seemed no less than a mystery
For it was too hard to give up on my history

Changing a place means more than it sounds
Different people and situations all around
What people think, and what situation life brings
Is then the only thing your heavy heart sings

Not a month, and not a year
Just took me more to get off this fear
Kept searching for reasons to find the perfect way
And to get back a life, I wished for every day

My fate wasn’t as bad as it seemed
It gave me more than what I had dreamed
The darkness of life, was something I couldn’t face
But the passing time saw brightness in my coming days

I made a good and bold decision
That helped me throw away all my depression
Life’s different perspective was what my mind sought
And things happen only if we straighten our thought

This is where now I walk up in life
A bright destination and more reasons to live
No more did my history seem like a mystery
Those low emotions were just a part of my life’s symmetry.
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- Saba Raudha
PCMB

 Life is a simple word with four letters.
Life is the reason we are living. Life is the
reason we are loving. But sometimes we wonder,
‘What is life?’ ‘Why are we given this life?’
‘What is the purpose of our life?’

We take life for granted and do things
which are a blot on humanity. We speak about
justice, yet we do injustice. We
speak about murder, yet we shut
our mouths when a murder is
committed. We speak about girls’
rights, yet we stay still and silent
when a girl is harassed in front
of us. We speak a lot about
things, but it is easier said than
done. We speak
about humanity, but
where do we think
our humanity really
lies?

A girl gets raped.
People talk, the media
writes, and the news plays on.
Shows on television portray the matter
extensively, but will that restore her
ruined life? Will that be enough? Will
she gain back her respect? NO. We smile, yet
it reaches nowhere. We pretend to care, but we
actually don’t. The sympathy that we show is of
no use. It will cause her more anguish. Instead,
we must try to bring about awareness. We must
ensure that the criminal gets appropriate
punishment.

Why is the law created when the law itself
doesn’t abide by its rules? Why are punishments
devised when no proper punishment is ever given?
Would people prefer to remain silent if the
incident had happened to their daughter, sister,
wife or mother? Our family members are the only
ones we care for.

This is the reason why
thousands of people die each
day, due to heinous crimes.
When a girl is raped, she is
made to feel disgusted and
guilty. She is treated as
impure. She is accused of not having taken
precautions. She dies every day, bit by bit by

people’s gossip to such an extent that
she is scared of her own shadow. But,

is this the way we should be treating
a victim? It is not. It is she who is

going through the trauma and hence
it is she who should decide about her

life, not we. In the end, it is just about
her and her life.

Why do people only talk and not
take any action when they know that
actions speak louder than words? Why
do people pretend to care when they do
not understand about what she is going

through?

Why don’t we ever punish the
wrongdoer and help to rehabilitate the

victim? Instead of making her feel like a
loser, why don’t we hold her hand and help her

live? Because the blood that flows when she slits
her wrist is not ink. We all live absorbed in our
own lives. But let’s live that life helping each
other out, because you always get what you give.

Blood Ink

The chain reaction of evil - hate begetting
hate, wars producing more wars - must be
broken, or else we shall be plunged into the
dark abyss of annihilation.

Martin Luther King, JRMartin Luther King, JRMartin Luther King, JRMartin Luther King, JRMartin Luther King, JR
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Her father’s love is all she ever wants. It’s
the only thing she needs to face any circumstance
and any situation. His gentle arms caressing her,
can calm her down and also make her know she
is not alone.

Even after 15 years of his passing, all she
ever wanted was to hear his deep and soothing
voice. She wanted to run to her father and give
him a big bear hug and tell him how much she
missed him. To this day, she carries with her a
pocket-sized picture of theirs. That little Polaroid
had the power no person and no material thing
possessed.

Looking back she remembers all the good
and hard times she had spent with him. Those
eleven years of her life flicked past her. She
would always replay her childhood memories in
her mind. The photographs and videos were all
she had. She had framed the family photograph
which she cherished more than all the medals
she had won for herself.

Her father’s death was a slow and painful
one. The bullet had pierced through his skin just

a few millimeters away from
his heart. She got to know
about it the next day, when
she returned home from a
holiday. She rushed to the
hospital to see her dad, with
prayers on her lips.

Her father lay in bed,
with all types of equipment
surrounding him. Although, he was in a lot of
distress he said, “Do not worry my child, I have
to go one day or the other.” A few painful weeks
at the hospital and later he was brought home.
Though connected to machines, he smiled despite
all the pain and distress.

His last days, she spent next to his side
smiling, laughing, crying and singing throughout.
Although, her father knew that it was his last, he
never made her feel so. The day then came when
he took his army uniform and all of his medals,
placed it in her hand and said “Dear, you mustn’t
cry when I am gone; rather enjoy every minute
and remember the moments that we have spent
together.” He then breathed his last with a huge
smile on his face. She cried and cried for days
with no end to her rolling tears, and wished for
her dad to be back. Today, she prays that he has
eternal rest.

She still thinks about her childhood and
remembers them playing hide and seek under the
oak tree and hopes he remembers the same.

Today she is a captain, a self-made girl,
proud of all her achievements. But nothing can
beat the pleasure she feels when she looks at
the photograph of her father with her. The military
uniform which she has kept safe, those medals
that she hangs next to her dad’s uniform give her
great happiness as she gets nostalgic when she
remembers the last words of her dad. And now
she proudly says “I am an army officer’s daughter
and yes! Whoever I am today is because of my
father.”

- Jane DSouza
CSBA

A Father’s Love
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As far back as I can remember I was a
book-addict. My childhood was not filled with
friends, games, and endless chitchat but rather
with books and more books. No, I am not
complaining about it! I’m more than happy that I
love reading books. My family members as such
are also book-lovers. Thus, the love for books
runs in our veins.

We all have heard
of the popular saying
‘Books are a man’s best
friend.’ Besides this,
have we ever wondered
how books can be our
life? We can live
through books… through
the fantasies, the
miracles, the princes,
the princesses, the
different cities, people,
and the list is never
ending.

The authors with
their imagination and
creativity give life to
many things inanimate. We get to live our life
through these books. This affair with books is a
life-long and passionate affair as far as I am
concerned.

From mystic creatures to animals that talk,
from humans with fish tails to humans with wings,
from the earth to space and to the next galaxy,
books can take you to varied people and to
unexplored worlds.

Books encourage the spirit of enquiry and
foster analytical thinking. They rekindle man’s
creativity and pave the way for man to express
his creativity in novel ways.

We get connected with the spirit of the
author, his thoughts and perceptions through books

A Life Through Books

-Vidhula Lokesh
HEPP

and that helps in broadening
our horizon. Reading not only
makes us intelligent, but also
sensible people. It brings
about a reformation in us, a
change in how we perceive
the world.

The geniuses of different lands may express
their thoughts in their native
languages, but the spirit of
humanity that is innate in
all of us, is the same. The
various intellectual pieces
on spirituality, philosophy,
history, theology and other
disciplines awakens the
inner conscience of man and
enables him to follow the
right path.

Apart from living a
fairy-tale like dream through
books, we can see how
books can be used as a
means to transform
mankind. In the current

world characterized by apathy, intolerance and
ignorance books are the best means to bring
back humankind to the path of humanity. Books
through their passive efforts help to create a
model of an ideal world to live in.

Catching up on my life, I found in books not
only my promising companions, but also a guru.
They have changed my way of thinking and
perceiving things and situations. This reformation
in my mindset, I hope to use it for the betterment
of mankind. The world, is not as it looks like.
Ultimately, we realize that whatever we thought
to be good was bad, sweet was bitter and ideal
was not perfect. Everything is as fleeting, illusory
and temporary as we ourselves are. Thus, in such
a shallow world, I found my true calling in books.
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It is my belief that when we read, the souls
of the author and the reader connect and the
reader puts himself in the author’s shoes and
lives his world the author’s way. The bond that
has developed between books and me is, I am
sure, unbreakable.

I have lived many lives, gone to far-off
lands, ruled kingdoms, touched the sky and have
seen heaven, punished wrongdoers, hunted stags
and wild boars, danced in plenty of balls, solved
cases as a detective, and many, many things
more!

They have made me discern that there are
numerous things I am still ignorant of and
numerous things I have yet to learn. The vibe
generated from books is educative, entertaining

and informative. I believe that geniuses are born
out of books. The human race can aspire to be
geniuses only if it encourages the habit of reading.
Once reading as a habit is cultivated, it becomes
an addiction-a healthy addiction. But it depends
entirely on the reader, how he cultivates this
habit. The quality of what we read also
determines what we will be.

I just wish that I could make my fellow
mates realize that through books we can create
our own world, decorate and adorn them with
what we choose and also create worlds for others.
So let’s develop a healthy, happy reading
community so that the world is not dominated
but led thoughtfully by tolerant and rational
individuals.

Sheeja Fathim
HEPP

That first touch of yours
When you took me in your arms
I cried aloud, but
With your smile, I laughed.
The days passed,
And my first birthday was on its way
With my yellow dress and the yellow cake
I was my dad’s princess.
When I was four
It was time for school
But I was small and didn’t want to go
But then I had to go
And so I started my school life.

When I cried, you consoled me.
When I had fever you took me to the doctor
You took me in your arms and prayed, I recovered.
The word ‘father’ strikes my mind with only one personality
That is you who come to my mind
You are always there for me
My role model and my inspiration
It makes me determined to never leave you.
And at times I wonder
What if I lose you?
But I also hope and pray that it never happens.
Dad! I want you to by my side always…
But I feel that the world doesn’t favour my wishes
And it doesn’t allow you to be beside me always
You are the one and truly you are the one for me
My life is incomplete without you
My dear father you are the only one for me.
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Body shaming is a much talked about and
discussed topic everywhere from social media to
personal talks in society. Though this term ‘body
shaming’ has been coined recently, the practice
of body shaming has always existed in our society.

As the term suggests, ‘Body shaming,’ is
shaming someone for their body or body type.
We have a common notion about the ideals of
beauty and figure and certain standards when it
comes to physical appearance. We always try to
fit into those so-called ‘acceptable’ body forms.
But we need to always remember that no matter
how ever much we try, we always fall short of
something or the other. We never seem to fit in
as we are always too fat, too thin, too fair or too
dark for society.

It is interesting to note that body shaming
affects mental and physical health in surprising
ways-both for the person who is body shaming
and the one who is being body shamed. The
practice of body shaming stems from a problem
with outlook and perspective, which could also be
the reason for a mental disorder for body shamers
and not just for people who are being shamed.
Body shamers may themselves have trouble
accepting themselves and their own appearance.

Body shaming, when done frequently, results
in severe consequences such as anxiety,
depression and social isolation. Constant negative
remarks may deplete people’s self-confidence and

self-esteem to such an extent
that they suffer from panic
attacks and phases of depression. Body shaming
is also reported to lead to eating disorders like
anorexia nervosa and bulimia nervosa.

Body shaming also counts as one of the
forms of bullying, harassment, and humiliation.

In this era of electronic media, the narrow
beauty standards are imposed much more freely
than ever. One of the biggest drawbacks of social
media, according to me, is the negative
perspective we develop about ourselves after
seeing the ‘perfect and fit’ bodies of celebrities.
We start becoming critical about our body shape
and size and start striving for completely
unrealistic ideals. Even those models we consider
ideal are, in fact not. It is the innumerable layers
of makeup, lighting effects, editing, and other
photography techniques that make them beautiful.

What attitude should we have towards body-
shamers? We must not let ourselves be
intimidated or humiliated by body-shamers and
their comments. We have to develop confidence
in presenting ourselves the way we are. We
needn’t change ourselves just because someone
else doesn’t like the way we look. Beauty exists
in all shapes and sizes and there is no definite
way a person must appear. Body shaming is
something we must combat and not let the
shamers get away with their disgraceful comments
or actions. We must be more vocal about it.

So, love yourself the way you are and be
proud of your body. It is your personality, character,
attitude, morals and virtues that count more than
superficial beauty. Let us respect and accept one
another for who we are and not for how we look
like.

Body
Shaming

-Vidhula Lokesh
HEPP
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Part One
Ammijaan, ‘I’m home’ squeaks the little boy
After spending an entire day at school with immense joy
I sit down on my couch, to watch some cartoons
And oh, to munch on some food, using my favourite Spiderman spoon
But why did the television suddenly get switched off?
To figure that out, Ammi calls Abbujaan who’s at the shop
But Ammi’s stomach begins to feel weird, as she then sees an entire troop of men flood the streets
with no sign of stopping
A day later, I sit weeping at the absence of my Abbu
Sleeping at present, because with my school shut down, that is all I can do.
Ammi, not being allowed to move
Eats half a roti, saving the rest for me
With other neighbours deciding to flee
Four days now, I do not see Abbu, and continue to bow
Bow, towards my lord, because that is all I can do
I pray with teary eyes for Ammi to smile again
I pray to God to take away all her pain
Hoping, that these prayers don’t go in vain
I hope Abbu is safe, somewhere
The situation just becomes too much to bear
Sometimes I ask myself, ‘Why us?’
Realizing that, this is the story of every other Kashmiri, living in this fuss.

Part Two
‘Wake up Ammi! I scream
Three days, since she’s deep in sleep
Having no choice, all I do is weep
Because bhaiyya outside with a gun, says this is no place to live.
I prayed again to my lord, shedding tears of grief
I turn around, startled, by a ringing phone
All these days, I lived panicking, all alone
Out of desperation, I receive the call
Hearing that voice, I halt
‘Abbujaan, my Abbujaan. Where were you for ten full days?’
Abbu says, he’s sorry, since he did not expect such a situation to arise, in such uncertain ways.
I pour my heart out, I squeak, I cry, I shout
For my heart felt too heavy to carry about
Abbu, gave me all comfort
On the other end of the call, though he was hurt
‘Our city will be free, you’ll again witness your days of spree. But for now you must remain patient.
I’ll be there, to listen to you, as you vent.’ 

- Samah Assia
HEPP
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- Ciana
Mascarenhas

PCMC

Mother is the queen of our house, she carries us in her womb for months,
bears immense pain and struggles through her journey. After we are born she holds
us like the petals of a flower and nourishes us. She’s there beside us during
sickness, pain, hunger, nightmares and also during the important occasions of life.

But who keeps her strong at every moment? Who holds her hand during the
struggle of giving birth? Who consoles her when troubles come? Her husband, our
father-a person who’s always been the backbone of our family. A person who sacrifices his own
comforts and gives it to his wife and children. A person who works all day long and yet comes home
with a smile and embraces everyone in the family.

A father is the one who supports us when the world has shown us its back, his trust
as firm as a rock and his love as strong as a bird’s nest. He does it all
for us, hiding the tears, fears and the wounds he bears without even
uttering a word about it.

He is the man in the family who comforts his own parents,
loves and cherishes his wife and also fulfils his children’s dreams.

Have you ever thought how much he cares for you? I agree,
fathers are very shy when it comes to expressing feelings. But he is
the one who comes and kisses you when you are fast asleep. I, being
daddy’s dearest daughter have always experienced the caring,
affectionate and even the strict side of my father. But now that I’ve
grown up, I miss every inspirational message and advice my dad has
given.

He let me fly in a world of opportunities, success and fun, but
his kind and encouraging presence bolstered my spirits.

A father also deserves the same love a mother gets. So should
we thank, love and give the tightest hugs to our HERO!

This is to my Super Hero, my idol and my best friend, MY
FATHER.

Knight in Shining Armour

MomMomMomMomMom
I sit here all alone amidst the lush green trees

staring at the still waters that look back at me. Mom,
why did you leave this world so early? Here I have
been left out by all people. Oh! How I miss your
laughter and your charming voice that woke me up

everyday, how you would never let me go without breakfast.
I was your little girl and you always assured me that everything would be all right.
They too say the same, but now all of it seems so distant to me. To whom shall I go, when they
all bully me at school? You promised that you’ll always be there by my side. Now, I feel that the trees
around me are monsters of the dark, ready to take me hostage and engulf me all at once. Don’t you
worry, mom, your little girl will surely fight back. You’ll see my light shining brightly like a mighty
phoenix that rises from its own ashes.

Lynn Rebello
HEPP
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It was the rainy season. As usual, the sky
was black and the trees bent down to the earth
and it felt as if the earth was about to merge
with the sea. It was raining heavily and I felt
uneasy. Something was wrong, and I felt it, a
feeling that is usual on cloudy days. That evening,

I was returning from school with my friends,
singing the rhymes taught in earlier days, “Rain,
rain go away….’ As we walked along the street,
we could hear some unusual noises that made us
feel uncomfortable. I parted ways with my friends
as they went home. Somehow, I could not stop
thinking about the unusual noises. I grew afraid
of them.

The next day was my favourite day, Sunday.
It was raining all day, pitter-patter everywhere.
I was constantly bothered thinking of the unusual
noises of ‘that place.’ I made up my mind to go
and find out about the place. When I reached the
place, I found a house with a broken door, with
weeds growing around, taller than the compound.
I went back home.

I shared my experience with my friends the
next day. We planned to investigate ‘that place’.
Making all the necessary preparations, my friends
and I reached the place. We were the ‘Furious
Five,’ all set to discover something new and
adventurous. We felt that the house was haunted,
clothes hung all over the place, broken furniture,

worn-out paint,…. As we
entered the house, we heard
all sorts of weird noises that
frightened us, the ‘Furious
Five’!

We divided the team to go into different
parts of the house. I, unfortunately, had
to go alone to investigate. As I
approached the room near the kitchen, I
could hear a faint voice, someone was
singing!

‘I am here since ages
I am here in the rain, in the sun

You are immortal
I am immortal…’

I could feel my heart beat faster.
With all the courage I could muster, I
opened the door and entered the room.

As I turned right, I saw a fingerprint on the mirror
and a person sitting on a chair, his back against
the door. I was shocked. As I went closer to him,
he got up and started walking away, out of the
house. As he stepped outside the gate, everything
was lost. We, the ‘Furious Five’ were lost in a
world we had never been in before.

I did not know what to blame or whom to
blame. I was totally bewildered . . .

- Srijana
PCME

Lost in a Different World

Health is the greatest gift, contentment
the greatest wealth, faithfulness the
best relationship

  - Buddha



38

- Shreya
Santhosh

PCMB

Wake Up! Take A Step!

“The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.”
Each one of us is born with different talents. But only a few go ahead, polish it
and shine bright. And to shine there is no shortcut.

The path towards your destiny is never easy. Some may not even know which
way to go; you could be confused and troubled. But everything depends on you.
You can just quit halfway and regret it later or struggle and work hard to reach your goal.

The darkest roads often lead
you to the brightest destination.
Yes! Indeed the struggle is real.
There will be a lot of obstacles
on your path, a lot of pain, a lot
of stress. Everything depends on
the way you take it. Do not wait
for someone to push, but start
your adventure alone. On your way
remember it’s you who will enjoy
the fruits of your labour, not them.

Do not be afraid of the dark
and creepy dungeons; you’ll come
out of it soon. Do not be sad

because you see no end. Don’t be stressed thinking you’ve a long way to go. Do not let your spirits
droop thinking you made a mistake, but be happy you chose it. Do not lose your confidence during
those misty days, because you can’t see your path; you may even end up stumbling on your jackpot.

Do not be afraid because you see no one behind you, but be happy because you’re unique. Be
happy because you aren’t like the dear fishes that go with the flow. You are one of a kind and have
your own choices and decisions to make.

Do not be afraid to take your first step. Remember, that’s what makes you different. You may
trip and stumble on your journey, but that’s okay!

But remain focused and determined towards your goal and you shall never fail.

You are strong.
You are bold.
You are courageous.
You can cross any bridge.
You can scale the peaks.
You can walk through the darkest dungeons with a smile.
You can run the longest paths without tiring.
You can do everything
If you are ready for it. After all life is the hardest, yet most beautiful adventure.
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- Ayesha
Shahama

HEPP

Destiny Played Well!

Time passed
Everything ruined
Memories shattered
She never knew
Her good days would vanish
In such a way

She wasn’t an ordinary girl
She had an abnormally strong will
to pursue her dream
She spent her childhood playing with her friends
And catching butterflies
But she mostly spent it playing on the swing
Beside the river
It was her favorite place
Though her house was a pretty little cottage
With some humble people around
If anyone was ever searching for her
They had to search near the river
And that’s where she would be
Playing on the swing
Dreaming about her future
As a bold, fashionable girl
Managing things on her own
Without anyone’s help

But her dream was too far-fetched
Because her destiny was already written
Her end was near
In the hands of those wicked men

She was killed
But it wasn’t an ordinary death
It was a planned, cruel murder
She wept, pleaded, and trembled
But no one bothered

Her fragile little body was washed with acid and blood
And their lust was fulfilled
Yes, it was for their lust
They never bothered about her tears
Or her pain

She suffered in their hands
Unable to tolerate the pain
She fought to her last breath
And now, she’s no more

But why does the swing still move
from time to time?
Why does it keep moving back and forth
when no one should be there anymore?
That’s because her spirit never died.

She still enjoys her time on the swing
with a smile on her face
But it’s dark
And it keeps getting darker
But she doesn’t bother
Because there was nothing left to be
 scared of anymore
Everything was over.
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“Where are you going, little Pinnochio?”
asked my dad as I stepped outside. “Aghh! He’s
calling me that again!” My dad thinks that it’s
cute to call me Pinnochio, just because I had a
pointy long nose. Nobody wants to be called by
such a name, just because they look like one.
Just in case you think, I am good at lying, let me
tell you “I’m not!” Once my best friend, Drake
heard my dad calling me Pinnochio and he tried
it too saying “What’s up, Pinnochio? I got so
angry and stamped hard on his foot. “Where are
you going, Harry?” Dad asked again from the
drawing room. “Out!” I said as I slammed the
door. I have never given him a straight answer. I
always liked to keep him guessing.

As I walked down the lane to meet Drake I
heard someone calling “Watch out, Pinnochio!”
Oops! It was too late. I was drenched completely.
It was Brian and his twin Gavin with another one
of their pranks. But this time it went too far.
“What the heck!” I yelled, “You deserve it
Pinnochio, you liar,” said Brian laughing. “Don’t
call me that!” I screamed. “Everyone knows you
are a big liar. All that you say is a lie,” said the
twin. “No I don’t…” I was stopped as Brian
interrupted, “You said that your dad is the CEO
of one of the biggest companies in Europe. But
last time when my mom met your dad at a party
he said that he was just an ordinary employee.
You even told us that you own a car. But you are
just too poor to afford a car. You don’t even have
the money to pay your school fees,” said Gavin.
“Shut up!” I screamed. “Liar! Liar!” They both ran
away screaming and laughing.

Now I was in tears. I’m not a liar. I accept
that I lied about my dad’s job, about the car and
many other things so that other kids in school
don’t laugh at me. Only if whatever I had said
came true, would they believe me. I ran away
crying. I was so busy running, I didn’t even
realize where I went. I stopped running and tried

to calm myself. I just wanted
to forget everything. I was
busy thinking about what had
just happened and I wasn’t
aware of the place I was in.
The place I was in looked
completely different. I have
been going to school walking since I was a pre-
schooler and I knew my neighbourhood very well.
But the place I was in at that time, was
completely unfamiliar to me.

I tried finding my way back home, but I
couldn’t understand anything. I was completely
wet because of those evil twins and now I was
stuck in this place and couldn’t find my way
back. “How humiliating! A grown up 16-year-old
guy forgets his way back home,” I said to myself.
If the evil twins had seen me in such a miserable
state, they would make fun of me and I would
never hear the end of it. If only, I could turn
back time or …” I stopped as I saw a shimmery
thing in front of me. I went closer only to find a
book which looked as if it was someone’s precious
diary. It had a silver cover over it; I bet it was
costly. I was least bothered to know what was
inside it. “Congratulations! You are the new
master of Pinnochio’s diary,” said a loud voice
that came from the book. “Pinnochio! Who is
calling me Pinnochio?” I yelled “You are the new
master of this diary. Whatever you write in this
book will become true. You are the next
Pinnochio!” replied the book. “Not bad! I thought
to myself. Let’s see if this thing works! I WANT
TO GO BACK HOME” I said aloud as I wrote it
down in ‘Pinnochio’s Diary’. Snap! In the blink of
an eye, I was standing in front of my house. I
couldn’t believe what had just happened. “Was it
a dream? Am I going nuts? I thought to myself.”
But as I looked at my hand, there it was the
silver diary, ‘Pinnochio’s Diary.’ I guess being
Pinnochio isn’t a bad thing. After all, Pinnochio
gets all he wants!

- Shaina Crasta
PCME

Little Pinnochio
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One dreamy night before hitting the sack, I
sat down to read a book. I opened the book and
went through the author’s note. Then I started
reading further. I am only interested in reading
novels and story books, but not my textbooks or
notes. I told myself that these novels and story
books are far more interesting than those
textbooks. After reading half the book, I fell asleep.

I heard a voice which said, “Don’t
underestimate me. I am as good as novels and
story books.” I opened my eyes, there was an
open book which was speaking to me. I became
curious and asked the book, “How can you
speak?” It replied, “I always used to speak to
you, but you never listened. I speak to everyone,
but only some listen to me.”

I was never interested in textbooks, so I
asked, “Why textbooks, are you so hard to
understand whereas novels and story books are
easier, when they both contain words?” It replied,
‘Yes they both contain words, but the words are
put in different creative ways. Novels and story
books are prepared so that people will read the
stories and feel happy. They are written in a
creative manner so that people feel awed with
every sentence. But we, the textbooks are written
for a purpose, the purpose of giving knowledge to
whoever reads it. If you read and understand us

-Venissa DSouza
PCMB

in a creative way, you will
surely enjoy reading us.’ I felt
bad for the textbook because
even it had emotions.

I suddenly woke up and
came to know that it was just
a dream. From then on, I
started reading and
understanding my textbooks in
a creative way. Thereafter, I
started loving all kinds of books and I even wrote
some lines on books:

Books, books give it an open look,
They can help you even to cook.

Books are precious treasures
Which sometimes can give you pressure
But they even give you leisure.

Reading books can be fun,
Just like you laugh and run

Books have a secret spirit,
Which can give you a credit, as well as merit

Just the look of the books
Can’t show you the good within the books

This is all I can say about books, if you want
more have a closer look at “BOOKS.”

BooksBooksBooksBooksBooks
CanCanCanCanCan
AlsoAlsoAlsoAlsoAlso
TalkTalkTalkTalkTalk
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If I Were A Contestant In The
Reality Show Big Boss….

When I was asked to write about this topic,
I went blank for a few minutes, because I’ve
never watched this show before. I always snatched
the remote and changed the channel whenever
someone in my family watched it. And whenever
my friends spoke about the episodes on a daily
basis, I would be
completely clueless.
Now, however, I wish
I’d paid at least a
little bit of attention.
But, from what I’ve
heard from others, it
basically has a lot of
fights, and that’s one
of the main reasons
why I wasn’t really
fascinated.

Also, the contestants have to stay away
from home for a hundred days, and that wasn’t
appealing to me. My father never let me stay
away from home, so contesting in Big Boss would
have been challenging for me. I would’ve missed
my family a lot. I was never interested in cooking
at home. In a reality show where we are supposed
to do our own chores, cooking would’ve been the
most challenging part. However, the positive side
of this is that I would’ve learned to cook
something by the end of the show, and that
would’ve made my parents proud.

Contestants in ‘Big Boss’ are a hundred
days behind other people, because they have no
idea about the outside world. They’re not allowed
to use gadgets. It would’ve helped me in learning
to live the way our ancestors did, without phones
or instant messaging. In my opinion, there are a
lot of advantages in learning to live without any
communication with the outside world. The

contestants also experience
what it’s like to live with
strangers, and to take care of
their own chores and responsibilities. It would’ve
enabled me to learn a lot of lessons, and to
befriend the people who I barely knew on the
first day.

But in some aspects,
this show would’ve had a
bad impact on me. Every
word I said would have
been displayed on TV, and
I wouldn’t have been
happy with that. I normally
tend to keep all
my worries and happiness
to myself, but the thought

of recording it and putting it up on TV makes me
cringe. As far as I’ve heard, the contestants are
asked to do everything, and I am used to doing
what interests me, and I dislike being told what
to do.

The show would’ve helped me in following
a routine, since I usually don’t have a regular
routine. At the end of my days spent at Big Boss,
I would’ve learnt how to adapt to new
surroundings and people, maintain good
relationships with people who’re not related to
me, and it would’ve also improved my
communication skills. I would’ve had a massive
change of behavior, which, hopefully, would’ve
been good. My mother would be able to brag
about the whole thing to everyone.

With this, I end my story on Big Boss with
a sense of accomplishment, but I still choose not
to watch the episodes on TV and invade
someone’s privacy.

- Saifa Sulthana
BEBA
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I want to reach the moon
Hope I will fulfill it soon
For my country to be a boon
I want to reach the moon

I would reach the moon, one day
I would be appreciated for it some day
I would be a hero for scientists in their journey

Now I am just a learner
I do not want to be in a corner
I always want to be a rocker

- Melreen
DSouza
PCMB

I am now a bit sadder
Thinking why did I get a ladder
And I looked a little bolder
And the moon was the only thing brighter

Just as I opened my eyes from sleep
I came to know it was a dream
The moon is like a white cream
And it remained in my heart as a screen

Dream high
To achieve your goal, please do strive
In all difficulties and don’t cry
By doing this you will definitely reach the sky

Dream To
Achieve

A capella is all
about solo singing
without instruments

A capella music is defined as group or solo singing without instrumental accompaniment,
or a piece intended to be performed in this way. In other words, no guitars, no pianos,
no wind instruments, no percussion and no nothing. It’s only about vocal cords.

Although A capella is technically defined as singing without instrumental accompaniment,
some groups use their voices to sound like actual musical instruments. A capella styles
range from gospel music to contemporary to barbershop quartets and choruses.

It is said that for the first 1000 years of Christianity, all hymns in the church were sung
without instrumental accompaniment.

Source: TOI
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As a young kid of six years, I always
wondered, where those airplanes in the sky above
me go! Would they go and crash, hitting the
horizon at the end of my sight! Or did they fly
down from the horizon making a big circle around
the place I stood! This is a silly, but a vivid
curiosity of mine that was answered when I
turned ten and I realized that it had a destination
of its own and they are not meant to enjoy their
time flying carelessly around the globe. When I
realized this, the foremost aspect that struck my
mind is that, if these mere non-living objects had
their destination, where is ours?

I believe that as human beings having
supreme power on all forces on earth, our
destination lies in the infinite. There can be no
boundaries to these, just like our globe doesn’t
have vertices to discontinue its flow. Every being
born and growing on our planet can reach the
destination of their dreams, if it chases and
sustains the thoughts it nourishes.

Just a few days back, I had been to an
amusement park and the only memory I can
recollect from it is going to the 9D theatre and
experiencing the ride in a broken train, having
one coach attached to its engine. The train hit
the rocks, went deep into the sea, made its way
between bushes, but it always managed to find
its way. The theatre had all forms of equipment
to make us feel frightened and scream at the top
of our voices. When I stepped outside this huge
9D theatre, I wondered….. if this broken train
could manage to hit all its obstacles hard to

There Is A DestinationThere Is A DestinationThere Is A DestinationThere Is A DestinationThere Is A Destination
That I Call ‘Infinity’That I Call ‘Infinity’That I Call ‘Infinity’That I Call ‘Infinity’That I Call ‘Infinity’

make way for itself, why do I
overthink on little things, judge
myself and decide to undo actions that I have
planned to do in order to achieve my dreams!

‘Dreams are to chase, not to forbid,
They are meant to be achieved,

not to be destroyed.
The day I resolve that I am doing it
Is the day I can praise myself for having done it.’

Through both these experiences of mine, the
clear elucidation that I am trying to give is that,
your destination is not the place where you stand
and think that you have done it all. There is a lot
more to venture into and a lot more to accomplish.
The journey ahead of us, has its destination named
‘Infinity.’ There is no barrier there, no boundary
along the path. This destination named ‘Infinity’
does not have an eligibility test as to who can
enter and live or who cannot make it a point to
even give a try to be there. Chase your dreams
and live them. There is no force in the world that
can prevent you from living the life of your choice.

We are always judgemental. Judgemental of
our own capabilities, our own strengths. The
negative side of ourselves is given more
importance, but we fail to work on our positives
and make ourselves a better person each day.
I would like to conclude here with the thought
that always dominates my decision – ‘There is
nothing that stops you. I am, because I pursue all
that I want, and I will go on until I have
accomplished my objectives and achieve my
dreams.’

- Mishal DSouza
BSBA

Our diversity is our strength. What a dull and pointless life it would be if
everyone was the same.                               - Angelina Jolie
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Father
Freedom is a strange thing. It’s beautiful as

well as dangerous at the same time. Sometimes,
all we want to do is explore and try new things.
But when we do, we sometimes end up in an
undesirable situation.

A father is basically more of a guardian to
his child. He worries about her more then he
worries about himself, yet he fails to express it.
He wishes to give her all that she deserves. The
love he has for her can never be compared to
anything else. Some may argue that the love of
a mother is the greatest, but the kind of love
that a father has is entirely different.

His adoring eyes looking at his five-year-old
daughter playing at the beach, always ready to
catch her if she falls; and the smile on his face
whenever she makes him proud. These small
moments of love that a father shows, but doesn’t
expect anyone to see, are what makes his love
unique.

As youngsters, we crave freedom. We crave
new experiences with new people, we crave to
soar high. But we find that our freedom is limited

because of our father. They
stand there with their decision
as firm as a rock. There are
instances where they take
decisions for us, and help us
to make better choices.

But children don’t realize that behind the
strict demeanour is worry. He worries about every
single thing. He worries about his child’s decisions
and endeavours. He wants her to have a bright
future, but he wonders if the freedom she has
could mislead her. He takes it as his responsibility
to ensure that she doesn’t regret in the future.
He knows he can’t shape her life for her, but he
tries anyway. Because that’s what fathers usually
do. They try anyway.

From personal experience, I can say that
the relationship that my father and I share is
more precious to me than anything else. We
shout at each other, we disagree with each other,
yet we respect each other a lot. That’s how a
father’s love is unique. There’s respect, there are
arguments, there’s anger, and yet love.    

- Ayishath
Zainaba

PCMB
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Hey there! My name is Moon. I know, it’s a
weird name. My parents named me Ariel, but I
like to identify myself as Moon, my middle name.
Ever since my mother’s death, the moon has been
my comforter. I like to think that she looks down
upon me from up there. The moon is  omnipresent.
You can’t see it, but it’s always there.

I am sitting in front of a
large screen. There is a
control panel in front of me,
illuminated by the complex
buttons, options and their
information. The people around
me, restless, trying their very
best to make this mission a
success. The mission to the
moon and I’m the one in
charge.

It had been my dream
to become an astronaut and
fly to the moon. I would read
articles, update myself with
the latest news and try and
research every aspect of it. I was pretty good at
art and I would often find myself painting images
of the moon and space. My favourite one among
them was definitely the one, where a girl climbs
a ladder to the moon. I could relate to her.

I had been a straight ‘A’ student in my
school. I would finish my assignments on time
and reserve a portion of my time for research.
Everyone said that I would conquer great heights;
that I would make my parents proud. But all my
plans went haywire when I met with a gruesome
accident that left me paralysed from the waist
down at the age of eighteen. I was shattered,
broken, and angry. I wanted to conquer the moon,
but now, I was unable to even dress without
assistance. From the golden girl of my school, I

swiftly turned to a pitiful
mess of self-loathing and
helplessness. I spent my days
caged in my room, staring into
nothingness and my nights in
agony and tears.

Until one day, I was presented
with an opportunity to study in one
of the most prestigious colleges of
astrophysics and space. I didn’t see
the point. I couldn’t even move of
my own will. But my dad never
viewed me differently after the
accident. He encouraged me to take
up the offer, instilled in me the
feeling that my life wasn’t over. That
I could still climb the ladder. After a
lot of contemplation, I decided that
I had nothing to lose. Studying was
hard, I had to put in a lot more
effort than my classmates, but I
gradually realized that the accident
couldn’t extinguish the fire burning

inside me. I wanted to prove that my disability
meant nothing, that I didn’t need people’s pitiful
glances and sympathetic words.

I worked hard day and night. I succeeded at
times and failed at other times. But I didn’t let
failure deter me. I climbed the rungs of the
ladder, one at a time and today, I am the creator
of the spaceship that was launched to the moon.
Initially, I needed several people assisting me to
complete my basic chores and today I have
thousands of people under me, following my
commands. I might not have been able to go to
the moon myself, but I am the lady who made
this mission possible. I have climbed the ladder.
I have done it, Mom. I have completed my journey
to you.

- Anisha Crasta
PCMC

Climbing The Ladder To The Moon
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- Afrah Abdulla
PCMB

There wouldn’t be anyone out there who
hasn’t looked up at the moon on a clear starry
night, shining in all its glory. We admire its
beauty, bathe in its radiance and finally sigh,
when we realize that the clock is ticking, we’re
never going to make it to the moon and look
down at the bare ground.

Nothing is impossible if you work hard and
strive till you reach your goal. Of course, we
can’t go all the way up to the moon on a mere
ladder, let alone a normal aeroplane. But
metaphorically, it symbolizes a completely beautiful
set of meanings. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam once said,
“Dreams are not what you have while you sleep.
Dreams are those that do not let you sleep.”
Indeed, we all have dreams. If one wants to
become a painter, there might be someone who
wants to become a writer. No two people in this
world are the same. Everyone has aspirations,
dreams, desires, but not all of us are able to
make it to our goal.

The first step towards your goal is to
discover yourself. Discovering what it is that you
truly love; discovering your inner peace. Only
then can you strive towards your goal steadily.
The realization that failure is the stepping stone
to success is the key ingredient of success. Take
baby steps at first; not giant leaps else you
might end up hurting yourself. Also, don’t

build castles in the
air. If you ever
were to reach the
peak don’t forget
that the mighty oaks
grow from tiny
acorns. Success
doesn’t happen
overnight. It is a
long, painful process.
However, the fruit of
success is very sweet.

We see many
people around us,
some rich, some

poor, some fair-complexioned,
some dark, some happy, some
sad. We look up to the ones
who have everything, never
once looking at the ones who
have nothing. In my view,
humility is one virtue that
every person must inculcate.
On a more spiritual level,
success is unattainable
without the blessings of God
and our dear ones. Give respect and get respect.
Be good to others no matter what race, caste or
creed they belong. After all, we all belong to one
race, the human race. The answers to all our
questions on inferiority or superiority can be
answered by a person nearby – our biology teacher.
That is because we’re all humans and no person
is superior and no person is inferior. This one
realization will put us in a much better position.

To conclude, success is not an easy task,
but it is not impossible either. Cultivate the values
of integrity, determination, sacrifice and you will
find yourself at the peak of the mountain. I recall
the words of my old teacher who told me there
are three keys you need if you want to reach
your destination – enthusiasm, motivation and
effort. So aim for the moon, so you’ll land up
among the stars.
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Manual Scavenging – the word itself makes
me sick to my stomach. I too was one of the
many people who didn’t know its meaning or
that this worst job on earth existed. Removing
human excreta from dry toilets manually with
your own two hands. India is a developing country
and we still have people who do this. It’s such a
shame that our government tries to hide it. But
one man wants the whole world to know –
Bezwada Wilson. He was born in 1966 in Kolar
Gold Fields (KGF), Karnataka. He was 13 when he
found out that his parents and brother were also
manual scavengers. He said, “I was 13 when I
discovered that my parents and my brother picked
human waste for a living. That was a shocking
revelation for me. My friends in school would
tease me. When I asked my parents what they
did for a living, they would try to hide it from
me, but when I finally became sure of my
background, I wanted to die.”

He initiated the “Safai Karamchari Andolan”
(SKA) which helped convert dry toilets into flush
toilets and provided rehabilitation to the people
who are in this line of work. Wilson says, “The
biggest challenge is that the community is so
embarrassed that they don’t even want to talk
about it. Bringing them together is the first step.”
When the Supreme Court agreed to identify the

number of scavengers, they
found out that there were 16
lakh people working as
manual scavengers. Wilson
said, “I will make sure that
not a single person in the
country has to do a job like
this,” and he kept his word.
By 2012, the number reduced
to 12 lakh scavengers.

Bezwada Wilson was praised by many people
for being extremely humble about it. On Ted
Talks he said that it was our duty to contribute
something to our country. He requested the youth
to become what they want to be, but at the
same time do their bit for the country. He says
that we have so many scientists and engineers
and yet we have not found a single solution on
how to clean the drainage line and underground
sewage pipes which are not under chemical
treatment.

Bezwada Wilson, a human rights activist
and the winner of Magsaysay Award in 2016 did
not chase materialistic things, rather he fought
for the untouchables’ rights to live with dignity
and the freedom to choose their line of work. He
said that untouchability in the modern era has
taken the form of Manual Scavenging. He is one
of the most inspiring people to me and needs to
be so for all of us.

I conclude by mentioning two of his
quotations: “We define rehabilitation as a process
of breaking the link between caste, birth and
unclean occupations and restoring human
personhood, dignity and equality.” “No one should
clean human excreta by hand just for a roti.”

“Because they have done this their entire
life, they cannot think of doing anything else.
Even if they want to get out of this, they are
unable to do so. They need a push and SKA is
trying to give that.” - Bezwada Wilson.

Almost 1700 men and women die every
year due to the scourge of manual scavenging.
Spread the word. Stand up for your fellow brothers
and sisters.

- Rasha Althaf
PCMB
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Most days of my life, I long for a day that
I could spend all alone in calm surroundings. But,
do we ever get such days? I am not sure if we
do. Life has got us so preoccupied with working
hard for a good future that we forget about what
we really want. Amidst
all of this I constantly
dream of hiking and
trekking. It is all about
my love for nature.
Right from my
childhood, I have
always been fascinated
by the mountains, hills
and the biodiversity in
forests. But it’s not
only the physical
terrain that I dream
about. I usually find
myself dreaming about
sitting under a tree, on the bank of a river, with
a guitar in my hand. The strumming of the guitar,
the chirping of the birds, the gushing water and
the breeze give me that peace that I find nowhere
else. The thought that such a place exists
somewhere in the world gives me so much joy
and satisfaction, but at the same time this
immense joy is extinguished by the fact that I
may never be able to experience such a place.

Although, I haven’t gone trekking or hiking
so far, I have spent some time observing the
beautiful Subramanya Ghats which you get to see
when you take a train to Bangalore from
Mangalore. It is the best experience I have ever
had. In fact, it was my desire to observe nature
that drove me to stand at the door of the train.
That was the first time that I did something
adventurous. It was a lifetime experience. In spite
of it being summer, the greenery in the Ghats
didn’t fail to amaze me. The diversity in the flora
made it even more beautiful. What’s more

fascinating is what lies in the
depths of these forests. There
were so many streams
gushing down the hills and
most of them had natural

bridges of trees which had
fallen across the streams due
to strong winds, land slides
or heavy rains. But I was a
little disappointed that
I didn’t get to experience the
damp weather of the Ghats
which we normally get during
the rainy season. Overall, this
experience that I had,
captivated me for days and
had me longing for more.

My love for nature also
had me interested in nature
photography. All those

pictures might look meaningless to most people,
but they speak more eloquently than words. I
would give anything for an opportunity to spend
time walking through forests and spending time
where the sea meets the horizon.

- Riya DCunha
PCMC

My Longing For A Day
Amidst Nature

Education is an
ornament in prosperity
and a refuge in adversity.

- Aristotle
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“That’s one small step for man, one giant
leap for mankind.”

Have you ever heard this historic sentence?...
Historic? This might be the word which must
have struck you all when you read the phrase.
Well this is historic, not only for me, but all the
young minds who are attracted towards cosmology
or mainly heavenly bodies. Aren’t you all curious
to know who said these words and when? Oh
wait! Do not disturb “Mr. Google.” Let me break
the silence. These
were the words spoken
by Neil Armstrong, the
first man who landed
on the moon and he
said these words when
he first saw his
footprints on the
moon’s surface. Well,
when I entered the
room to write and saw
the pictures displayed,
the picture which
stood out for me was
the one which
portrayed the moon
and a man standing on
a ladder trying to reach the moon. This picture
just made me recall the documentary movie “First
Man” a movie which portrays one of the greatest
achievements of mankind.

The thought which strikes my mind every
time I see the moon is that, humans have been
seeing and observing the moon since so many
years and have always dreamt of landing on it. I
am sure that each one of you who is reading this
might have also wished to be on the moon. Even
I have dreamt of being on the moon at least
once in my lifetime.

A Quick Ride To The Journey of
Man’s Great Achievement

When I was three years
old, I still remember telling
my parents that one day I will
go to the moon and say
“Hello” from there. Isn’t this really funny to you
all? But this was me and my curious mind which
was eager to know about “Chandamama” who
was always watching me. Since I have been
speaking so much about the moon, let me share
the historic event.

20 July 1969,
was the day when
people around the
world were sitting in
front of their
televisions and were
watching the
spectacular event of
man conquering
space. The American
scientists were
praying to God for the
success of their
project and the family
members of the three
astronauts were
praying for the safety

of their dear ones. Oh! I forgot to tell you all
about the astronauts. They were Neil Armstrong,
Aldrin Buzz and Collins.

Neil Armstrong and Aldrin Buzz were inside
‘Eagle’ the rover and Collins was waiting for
them on the space shuttle. Neil was the first one
to land on the moon and within 19 minutes of his
landing, Buzz landed and both hoisted the
American flag, collected moon dust, clicked pictures
and then returned to our planet earth. These
three normal people suddenly turned out to be
demi-gods for all the people. They started praising

- Anisha
Sequeira

PCMB
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them and I also belong to that category. I always wonder what could have been the thoughts in the
minds of these astronauts when they saw the moon and how they must have felt being on its surface.

Being an Indian, speaking about the moon is mandatory here. Why? Was this your question? How
could you all forget that our Indian organization ISRO has successfully sent Chandrayaan 1 and 2, the
unmanned spaceships to the moon. I feel really proud to be an Indian and especially being a girl
because this unmanned spaceship represents the hardwork of two women who spearheaded this
expedition. I can speak for hours on the topic of the moon, but for now let me express my feelings
and thoughts through this short poem

Through my huge ladder
O most white, O most bright peeping from the sky,
Why do I feel that you seem to be shy?
I learnt that you go around the earth,
And I have always known your worth.
I would be sad, if I don’t see you through my huge ladder.
How can I explain your evergreen beauty?
You always make me feel like you’re just twenty,
You always seem to grow wider,
I would be sad, if I don’t come to see you through my huge ladder
You are sad because you are not even married, said Uncle Neil,
Don’t worry I will get you a huge white veil.
Oh wait, oh wait for a
Few more years,
Don’t you shed any more tears,
For I would be sad, if I don’t come to see you through my huge ladder.

For just 1.50 ( 140 approx), people can name one of the
resident cockroaches of Hemsley Conservation Centre in Fairseat,
England, after their exes to celebrate Valentine’s Day. The centre
has decided to let singletons who have broken up with their
significant others to put it all behind them using its ‘name a
cockroach programme.’

Reports say that all the money raised will fund projects at the zoo. So for all anguished lovers out
there, here is an unique way to get back to those who have broken your heart and treated you
unfairly.

In UK, people can name cockroaches after
their exes to celebrate Valentine’s Day

BIZARRE?
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I’m afraid this simply can’t wait

just like him and him, she too is a mate.

A mother, a wife, a sister, a daughter,

she is dwindled to a clay object carved by a potter.

For her, it’s snowing winter, all throughout the year

spring will never arrive, the flowers will never bloom, I fear.

Dusk of the night is the darkest before dawn

a dawn like underwater even in the morn.’

The blinding sun sleeps serene below the horizon,

painting beautiful shades of twilight all above the ocean.

She is now a fallen bird of prey, 

they claw her flesh and tear her wings away.

She is walking on a desert, warm breeze and soft sands 

rummaging for the oasis, for flood to wash out her drought hands.

She yearns to be a lotus, drifting along with the rain

soothing and calm, releasing all the pain.

She is a warrior draining in her blood stream

a scarring battle she fights for her dream.

Craving the sweet pleasure of her passion,

she paves her own way, her fashion.

Her crown is filled with knowledge and wisdom.

This man’s world, she makes it her kingdom.

She is fierce like a queen when it’s her duty

her opinions, her words are her veil of beauty.

She envisions herself laying among the flowers,

where a man and a woman are equal in powers.

The glowing moon, the yellow sunflower, it’s utopia

Fearless, secure and strong, she’s in euphoria. 

Let’s paint the planet in shades of yellow,

the land so bright and the wind so mellow.

Let her wander below the glowing crescent 

unchained and free, it’s her fairytale present. 

Her Utopia

Aysha
PCMB
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- Aastha Lobo

II SEBA ’A’

Harekala Hajabba, a lover of education and the indigent who are living below

poverty line, aimed at giving education to the needy with his own hard-earned

money.  The people of South Canara are familiar with him.  By occupation, he is an

orange vendor in the

city of Mangalore.

Whatever money he

had saved, he utilized it to build a school

in his village and recently he was awarded

the Padma Shri Award, India’s fourth highest

civilian award. Today, the school which

was built by him has grown with the support

of many NGOs, donors and even the

government.  There is no end to his dreams

and now he is planning to start a pre

university college in his village. He is

affectionately known as ‘Akshara Santa.’

 His dreams of building a school did not come easy.  In 1999 he convinced his fellow residents and

started a school in a community mosque with a few children. Slowly, the numbers grew and he persuaded

the government officials about the need for a school in his village and he got a good response from the

government too.

This selfless man is now an inspiration to many; he is the perfect example of the famous proverb

“Where there is a will, there is a way.”  Earning money may be a part of being successful, however earning

money cannot be considered as success. There are many wealthy people, but they cannot all be called

successful. Money might bring temporary happiness, but serving society brings eternal happiness.

HAREKALA HAJABBA

1. What are the two things you can never eat for
breakfast?

2. What gets wetter the more it dries?
3. What can be broken but never held?
4. Which word is spelled incorrectly in every single

dictionary?
5. What never asks a question but gets answered all the

time?
6. What can one catch that is not thrown?
7. How can a girl go 25 days without sleep?

8. If it takes eight men ten hours to build a wall, how
long would it take for four men?

9. Which two keys can’t open any door?
10. If an electric train is moving north at 100mph and a

wind is blowing to the west at 10mph, which way does

the smoke blow?

- Source: parade.com

Rithuparna K.S

PCMB

 

 

Aastha Lobo

SEBA
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A daughter walked up to her dad who was

busy mending his broken shoe. She grabbed the

shoe from his hand and threw it aside. Her dad

calmly asked, “What is the matter, sweetie?” She

frowned at him and replied - “Yes dad! Why did

you take my custody? Why didn’t you just send

me with my mom?”  He kept calm, because this

wasn’t the first time she had asked this. He

hugged her and said, “Because, I didn’t want you

to stay away from me.”  She pushed him away

and started yelling, “Was my

happiness not important…why

didn’t you think about my

lifestyle? Just to fulfill your

selfish desires you deprived me

of a bright, rich future!” He

knew if she continues like this

he wouldn’t be able to control

her and finally he would end

up hurting her, so he just stood

up, wore his shoes and walked

out. She saw him striding out

and yelled louder, “Dad, where

are you running? Come back

and answer me!”  But he didn’t

return and the only reply she

got was silence. She went to her room stomping

her foot, “What does that man even think of

himself? I haven’t seen such a selfish person in

my life!”

While on the other side her dad walked on

the streets with his broken shoes in hand….. As

he walked past the park he saw a puppy; it was

small and dirty. From its looks it was clear that

the poor thing was starving and was very thirsty.

He pitied it and asked the tea vendor for a plastic

cup and water. He then poured water in the cup

and bought some biscuits for it. He sat watching

it quench its thirst. “You know little one, you

remind me of my daughter…. She too was like

this when I found her…small and all dirty… she

was searching for food too. I had then taken her

in and washed her up;

dressed her in the frock my

mom had knit for her

would-be granddaughter.

I was not a rich man then,

neither am I now. I will

proudly tell you that I am a

joker by profession. Yes a

joker. Because I wanted this

as my profession, I lost many important people in

life…. They just walked away because I dreamed

of pursuing this profession. They said they felt

embarrassed. They couldn’t

introduce their son or husband

as a joker. I don’t understand

what is wrong with being a

joker? Here I get to make people

laugh…. I get the opportunity to

relieve their stress… to make

them smile ….. to entertain

them… to have all their

attention….. I am most happy

when I see them bursting into

loud laughs… I feel satisfied…. I

feel it is worth living…” He was

smiling thinking about the

moments when his antics made

others smile and laugh. Though

others take him to be dumb or

a fool, it doesn’t matter since he gets to see

those precious smiles.

He was brought back to reality when the

pup howled for some more food. He saw that the

biscuits were all over and he had no money in

his pocket. His smile disappeared and his eyes

shut sadly. “Now I get it… my dream… my job…

my satisfaction...  couldn’t bring them the

happiness… the joy… it only bought them

insecurities… my wages were low… low wages

mean a tight budget which would only lead to

the restriction of happiness as money would be

spent only on the necessities …..” He gave a sad

sigh. He looked at the stars, “Dad… mom…Rhea

(wife) ….Neha (daughter)…. I am sorry…. sorry

Anshu Naikodi
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I was selfish… sorry that I only thought about my

aim… my aim to make people happy. I always

thought of others’ happiness while hurting you

all. No wonder you didn’t like introducing me to

your friend’s dad…..after all who would be glad

to introduce their son as a joker…. No wonder

Rhea left me… who would like to lead a life filled

with financial struggles…. And my lovely daughter

doesn’t want to stay with me either… now how

do I tell her that her mom isn’t her biological

mom and only thinks of her as a burden. Her

mom whom she loves so much pushed her away

so harshly.”

After a couple of minutes he realized

something and stood up, “My sweetie will be

hungry!” He rushed back home to find her in her

room. He went to the kitchen and started cooking.

No matter how angry or sad or hurt he was, he

couldn’t see his sweetie hungry. He soon prepared

a simple dish and called her for dinner. She walked

towards him and sat on the chair. “Have your

dinner, sweetie.” He served the food and she

stared at him. Soon her eyes  filled with tears,

“Why didn’t you scream at me? Why didn’t you

shut my mouth with a tight slap! Why did you

just walk away?” he stood there confused for a

moment. She stood up and hugged him, “I am

sorry, dad. I shouldn’t have spoken like that. I am

really sorry, dad. Please forgive me and forget

those words.” He could clearly make out her sobs

and regret. “I never kept those in my head,

sweetie. Now don’t cry….” He patted her softly

and comforted her. She soon calmed down. He

then made her sit and fed her food. She ate it

without uttering a word.

Soon they were done with dinner and he

took her out for a walk. He bought her an ice

cream and as they continued walking they came

across the same puppy. “Browny… you are still

here?” he looked at her patting the puppy, “You

know him?” “Yes, dad. He is a friend’s puppy. But

that idiot abandoned him. He said he didn’t have

money to feed an extra mouth.” “Hmm… would

you like to take him home then?” he asked with

a smile on his face. “Really! Thank you dad for

taking him in.” She hugged the puppy. He was

happy seeing her happy. They took it home. Gave

it a nice bath and served it the leftover dinner. It

happily filled its tummy and went into a deep

slumber. He thought as he walked into the kitchen,

“I am pretty sure I had seen a dog belt on its

neck… Never mind…. I will get it a new one

tomorrow.” While on the other side Neha held

the dog belt in her hand and said, “Thanks dad

for taking me in….. I surely will never leave your

side.”
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Rhea Pereira
HEPP

I enter a room so dark and secret,

Not knowing a nook from within.

Onwards I go with utmost courage,

Bumping my head and breaking my chin.

What good are my eyes being so keen,

In this darkness not a thing to be seen.

Not a single man had found the secret,

All hopes were lost in-between.

Then comes a man who lives in darkness,

Enters the room with utmost ease,

Avoiding all the hurdles in his way,

Leaving all the men in displease.

Though the man didn’t find the secret,

The real secret lies within,

How a man uses his blindness as a boon,

And shows the ungrateful body we are in.

This blind man opened my eyes,

Made me realise how grateful I must be,

That God almighty has given me eyes,

And be grateful for what I have with me.

Majestic View
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We live in a world where we are surrounded

by science. It has helped us become proficient in

every field, has changed the way we work,

communicate, and view the world. Science has

improved our standards of living drastically, but

do we know how some of the greatest and

earliest scientific achievements came to be?

The 8th century witnessed the birth of new

empires and dynasties throughout Asia, saw raids

of Vikings across the coasts of Europe and

witnessed the end of the Arab conquest. The 16th

century witnessed the rise of Western civilization

and Gunpowder Empires. Large parts of America

were colonized, the Ottoman Empire continued to

expand in the Middle East and the Mughal Empire

in India expanded to include most of South Asia.

The Renaissance saw the emergence of important

artists, authors and scientists, which led to the

foundation of important subjects.

Before the 19th century, what we call

‘science’ was referred to as ‘Natural Philosophy’

which included moral philosophy, mathematics,

astronomy, and magic.

In the mid-8th century China introduced

papermaking to the Arabs. Al-Battani, an

astronomer and mathematician, also improved the

precision for the measurement of the precession

of the Earth’s axis. Early Greek findings were

translated and the works of Euclid, Aristotle and

Ptolemy were significantly improved.

The 9th century introduced the field of

algebra, founded by the polymath Al-Khwarizmi.

The Indian mathematician, Sridharacharya derived

the quadratic formula. The first known printed

book was printed in China, where gunpowder was

invented too. Ibn Doraid Al-Azdi, the leading

scholar of Basrah, gave us scientific descriptions

of weather forecasting, clouds and the types of

rainfall and effect on soil and ground water

resources.

The 10th century

started off with the first

pound lock being invented

by engineer Qiao Weiyo,

improving the canal lock

system. Fire arrows and

fireworks also appeared in

China in this age. The

element mercury was used for the first time (to

extract silver from ores) by a Chinese woman

alchemist and many chemicals were categorised,

their roles and natures recorded by the medieval

Islamic world.

With the 11th century came the first

illustrated manual of surgery written by Abu Al

Qasim Al Zahrawi, who was an Arab surgeon

and chemist. He has been referred to as the

‘Father of Modern Surgery.’ Early versions of the

Bessemer process were developed in China along

with the endless power-transmitting chain drive

for the development of an astronomical clock.

The world’s first movable type technology was

invented too. Shen Kuo, the Chinese scientist,

discovered atmospheric refraction and provided

the correct explanation of rainbow phenomenon.

The 12th century brought us achievements

from several women - Dobrodeia of Kiev was a

princess, and the first woman to write a treatise

on medicine. Hildegard of Bingen was a founder

of scientific natural history in Germany. Herrad

of Landsberg compiled the scientific compendium

‘Hortus Deliciarum’, a medieval manuscript, which

was the first encyclopedia written by a woman.

Bhaskara II was an Indian whose works represent

a significant contribution to mathematical and

astronomical knowledge in this century. The

earliest reference to perpetual motion is also

said to have come from him.

In the 13th century eyeglasses were invented

in Italy, demonstrating knowledge of human

Afreen Kolachalil

 HEPP

Scientific Achievements from the 8th to the 16thCentury
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biology and optics. The earliest form of

mechanical escapement (an imperative mechanism

used in clocks) – verge escapement - was

developed in Europe. Buttons used as functional

fastening appeared first in Germany. The first

accounts of bombs made of cast iron shells

packed with explosive gunpowder were

documented in the 13th century in China and

were called ‘thunder-crash bombs.’ The earliest

hand cannons were also found there.

The first half of the 14th century saw much

important scientific work, largely within the

framework of scholastic commentaries on

Aristotle’s scientific writings. Madhava of

Sangamagrama discovered the most precise

estimate of  (pi) in the medieval world. The

first multistage rocket is older than one might

think, having been built in Ming Dynasty, China

by Jiao Yu.

The early 15th century started off with the

creation of the Coil spring in Europe, followed by

the mainspring and rifle. The first printing press

was invented in Germany by Johannes Gutenberg

which helped initiate the age of print. The Caravel,

a small, highly-maneuverable sailing ship was

developed by the Portuguese. The world’s oldest

Mariner’s astrolabe - a two-dimensional model of

the celestial sphere is said to have been built in

this era.

In the 16th century, Vesalius did pioneering

research into human anatomy. The parenthesis

and equal sign were introduced by mathematicians.

Isabella Cortese, an Italian, published a popular

book that included recipes for medicines, distilled

oils and cosmetics, which was the only book

published by a female alchemist in this century.

Loredana Marcello, also from Italy, developed

several effective palliative formulas for plague

sufferers, which were used by many physicians. A

mechanical knitting frame was invented by the

Englishman William Lee, and the revolver was

invented by Hans Stopler.

Throughout these centuries, many tools were

created, discoveries were made, and humanity

gained a better understanding of the world. All

these achievements, whether monumental or

minor, have helped build a good foundation for

the science we know of today. It is thanks to

these great people - their inventions and ideas -

that the later generations have been able to

advance further in their respective fields.
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Modern Solitude

Nature that was once called “man’s best friend”

Seems to be forgotten; soon to be a myth.

Basking in the sunshine, fresh air, human interactions

are long gone and ignored.

Captivated by the thoughts spiralling in our minds

Now seems an impossible task to come out of.

Keeping our mind busy seems to be the closest way out from the nagging thoughts;

So busy that surroundings are forgotten.

Loneliness that was once cured by friends and nature,

Is now being cured by technology.

The earlier memories, the happy memories are now vague.

The habit once picked up,

Is now a lifestyle;

A lifestyle that is somehow too convenient.

This is the solitude, the new preferred peace.

Maybe this is the modern solitude.

Khatheeja Fida

SEBA
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A civilization is a complex human society,

usually made up of different cities, with certain

characteristics of cultural and technological

development. In many parts of the world, early

civilizations were formed when people began coming

together in urban settlements. The word “civilization”

relates to the Latin word”civitas” or “city.” This is

why the most basic definition of the word

“civilization” is “a society made up of cities.” Writing,

trading, artwork, monuments, and development of

science and technology are all aspects of

civilizations.

The eight greatest ancient civilizations in the

world have contributed to the present-day world

and its development. When we go through the

history of these civilizations, we are really surprised

to see the immense development and sophistication

during those days when modern gadgets had not

been invented and universal education was

unknown. Sometimes we feel ashamed to see the

savage behaviour of the modern world!

One of the earliest and the largest civilizations

of the world, the Indus Valley Civilization flourished

in the Bronze Age. It was concentrated in the North-

Western region of the Indian subcontinent consisting

of modern-day Pakistan and North West India. This

civilization was a developed one and already had

drainage systems and planned cities. Quite

developed in metallurgy and handicrafts, evidence

also suggests that these people were already using

standardized weights. In fact, it has been found

that dentistry was already being practiced in the

Indus Valley Civilization. The mature phase of this

civilization was called Harappa.

In the late 1820s, a British explorer in India

named Charles Masson stumbled across some

mysterious ruins and brick mounds, the first evidence

of the lost city of Harappa. Thirty years later, in

1856, railway engineers found more bricks, which

were carted off before continuing the railway

construction. In the 1920s,

archaeologists finally began to

excavate and uncovered the

sites of Harappa and Mohenjo-

Daro. The long forgotten Indus

Valley Civilization had at last

been discovered. Thousands

of years ago, the Indus Valley

Civilization was larger than the

ancient civilizations of Egypt

and Mesopotamia combined. Many of its sprawling

cities were located on the banks of rivers that still

flow through Pakistan and India today.

Mohenjo-Daro was built in the 26th century

BCE. It was one of the largest cities of the ancient

Indus Valley Civilization, also known as the Harappan

Civilization, which developed around 3,000 BCE

from the prehistoric Indus culture.

It all began on the sites of the Indus Valley

which has seen the creation of the Harappan and

Mohenjo-Daro cities. Both were major cities which

remain by far the most mysterious early centres of

agricultural urban society. Harappa and Mohenjo-

Daro were the greatest achievements of the Indus

Valley Civilization. What makes these two cites

famous are the sophisticated and precise planning

of their urbanized location, the standardization of

weights and measures, and the application of

cleanliness and elaborate systems of social

organization.

Mohenjo-Daro had a planned layout with

rectilinear buildings arranged on a grid plan. Most

were built of fired and mortared brick; some

incorporated sun-dried mud-brick and wooden

superstructures. The covered area of Mohenjo-Daro

is estimated at 300 hectares. The Oxford Handbook

of Cities in World History offers a “weak” estimate

of a peak population of around 40,000. The sheer

size of the city, and its provision of public buildings

and facilities, suggests a high level of social

Evita Dsouza
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MOHENJO - DARO AND HARAPPAN CIVILIZATION

A brief overview and lessons we can draw
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organization. The city is divided into two parts, the

so-called Citadel and the Lower City. The Citadel –

a mud-brick mound around 12 metres (39 ft) high -

is known to have supported public baths, a large

residential structure designed to house about 5,000

citizens, and two large assembly halls. The city had

a central marketplace, with a large central well.

In 1950, Sir Mortimer Wheeler identified one

large building in Mohenjo-Daro as a “Great Granary.”

Certain wall-divisions in its massive wooden

superstructure appeared to be

grain storage-bays, complete

with airducts to dry the grain.

Close to the “Great

Granary” is a large and elaborate

public bath, sometimes called

the Great Bath. From a

colonnaded courtyard, steps lead

down to the brick-built pool,

which was waterproofed by a

lining of bitumen. The pool

measures 12 metres (39 ft) long,

7 metres (23 ft) wide and 2.4

metres (7.9 ft) deep. It may have

been used for religious

purification.

Other large buildings include a “Pillared Hall”,

thought to be an assembly hall of some kind, and

the so-called “College Hall”, a complex of buildings

comprising 78 rooms, thought to have been a priestly

residence.

Both Harappa and Mohenjo-Daro share

relatively the same architectural layout, and were

generally not heavily fortified like other Indus Valley

sites. It is obvious from the identical city layouts of

all Indus sites that there was some kind of political

or administrative centrality, but the extent and

functioning of an administrative centre remains

unclear.

Mohenjo-Daro was built in a relatively short

period of time, with the water supply system and

wells being some of the first planned constructions.

With the excavations done so far, over 700 wells

are present at Mohenjo-Daro, alongside drainage

and bathing systems. This number is unheard of

when compared to other civilizations at the time,

such as Egypt or Mesopotamia, and the number of

wells transcribes as one well for every three houses.

Because of the large number of wells, it is believed

that the inhabitants relied solely on annual rainfall,

as well as the Indus River’s course remaining close

to the site, alongside the wells providing water for

long periods of time in the case of the city coming

under siege.

Due to the period in which these wells were

built and used, it is likely that the circular brick well

design used at this and many other Harappan sites

are an invention that should be credited to the

Indus Civilization, as there is no existing evidence

of this design from Mesopotamia or Egypt at this

time, and even later.

The city also had large platforms perhaps

intended as defense against flooding. According to

a theory first advanced by Wheeler, the city could

have been flooded and silted over, perhaps six

times, and later rebuilt in the same location. Some

archaeologists believed that a final flood that

engulfed the city in a sea of mud brought about the

eventual abandonment of the site. Gregory Possehl

was the first to theorize that the floods were

caused by overuse and expansion upon the land,

and that the mud flood was not the reason the site

was abandoned.
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 As a matter of fact, most Indian cities have

been developed without adherence to specific urban

town planning. Little consideration has been given

to drainage, topography and there is a total

concretisation of space, leaving no room for natural

drainage. Moreover, even water bodies have been

reclaimed and structures have been constructed on

them. In this respect, we perhaps have a lesson or

two to learn from the ancient town planning of the

4500-year-old Indus Valley Civilization.

The main streets of the Indus Valley ran from

North to South, intersecting each other at right

angles. Varying from 9 to 34 feet the streets were

suitable for wheeled traffic and slightly elevated at

one end to allow rain water to drain out in a

particular direction.

The public buildings and bigger houses in

Mohenjo-Daro and Harappa were found to be on

the streets, whereas the smaller dwellings were

situated in the lanes. Encroachment on public roads

or lanes was evidently not permitted. For the

construction of the houses, burnt bricks were used

in portions where contamination with water was

likely. In other portions, sun dried bricks were used,

perhaps in order to keep the room temperature low.

The roofs were flat and mostly constructed of

wood.

Most houses also had in-house wells and

baths which were connected to an elaborate

drainage system. Each house had horizontal and

vertical drains that let out used water to the

drains which in turn connected with larger drains in

the street. All drains were underground and covered

by stone slabs with provision for manholes for

inspection. Care was also taken to ensure that the

drainage system does not get clogged. Each house

had a separate pit to dispose of solid waste.

Invariably, the people were hygiene conscious.

The bigger lesson can however be learnt from

the declining stages of the city. In later layers of

excavation, historians have concluded that there

was a marked decline in civic discipline. Buildings

encroached upon roads, lanes were choked with

kilns and slums grew around the city. Though there

are various assumptions about how the flourishing

civilization came to an end, it is quite obvious that

in later stages, the city was no longer as liveable

as it used to be.

We, the modern generation feel proud of

ourselves thinking that we know everything. We

have conquered the sky, the sea and the earth, but

we have lost the human relationship, we have

forgotten humanity, we do not care about cleanliness

and much more. We are more self-centred and the

result..? Just move around your dwelling and make

a survey... What do you find? A nation which gave

the world one of the best civilizations has to launch

‘Swach Bharath Abhiyan’! As we look around our

over-crowded cities, our overflowing drainage, our

roads with pits and ponds, heavy traffic, and no

proper pavements and so on… can we call ourselves

civilized?

                 Reference : Wikipedia

Once a king made a rule that nobody from his kingdom could go
outside and nobody from outside should come into his kingdom. There is a

bridge that connects his kingdom with the outside world. It takes 10 minutes
to cross the bridge. A guard keeps watch on the bridge for 5 minutes and

takes a 5 minute break. An old lady decides to go out of the kingdom and
starts walking across the bridge. When the guard takes a 5 minute break,
she has crossed half the bridge. Now she sees the guard coming, what

should the old lady do so that the guard allows her to go out of the kingdom?

Source: YouTube

Spandana

PCMS

Ans: She should turn around and act like she’s coming from outside.
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C ovid 19, that began in

the populous city of Wuhan in

China, sometime in October

2019 was considered an illness

just like any other illness, a

simple viral attack, an epidemic

(outbreak of a disease in a

certain geographical area). We

read in the newspapers,

watched on television about

people who were affected by

this disease, about people

losing their lives to this

disease. Like always, we

expressed our sympathy for the

affected people, families who lost their loved ones,

and never ever, even in our wildest dreams did

we realize that the whole world would be affected

by this ….and to put it simply, it would change

life as we knew it.

It would be fair to say, Covid has changed

our lives forever. Even if the vaccines keep the

infections and other variants in control, life is not

expected to return to the same form of normal.

So, keeping all this in mind, is there anything

that we have learnt from this dreadful disease?

Have we gleaned anything from its effects and

the steps taken by the governments around the

world to contain the pandemic.

What have we learnt from Covid 19?

Job loss, losing a family member or any

loved ones to the disease, isolation are three main

things that have affected people’s life in general

and mental health in particular. Considering this

we all have learnt how important it is to be

mentally strong to deal with situations that upset

our regular, comfortable lives.

Family matters much more than it was

understood earlier. The havoc that was caused by

Covid 19 was somehow managed by those who

were cared for by family members. This shows

how important it is, to stay connected with family.

Melissa D’Souza
PCMB

Self-care is important.

Covid has taught us how

important it is to take care

of our own selves, be it by

wearing a mask to protect

ourselves or by following

strict hygienic methods like

washing hands from time to

time.

Covid 19 and its variants that followed have

made us realize the importance of preparing for

the next crisis. Preparing for the next crisis means

that we must continue to practice protection and

cleanliness methods, in addition to ensuring that

we have sufficient savings to tide us over in case

of acute measures that may be undertaken by the

government like prolonged lockdowns.

A number of persons who lost their lives

are those who were not very old and most

certainly they were not old enough to die. In

contrast, there are many elderly people who were

infected, but recovered from the disease with little

treatment. This shows, ‘age is just a number and

shows how proper care of one’s own self can

help in the fight against any disease. A healthy

and disciplined lifestyle that can keep chronic

diseases like blood pressure, diabetes, lung

diseases, kidney diseases at bay, can help in our

fight against such pandemics.

Learnings
from

Covid – 19
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Physical exercise is important. It is estimated

that more than 50 percent people who were

severely affected by Covid were those who

avoided physical activity, probably because their

job was of such nature. So it is important that

we keep moving, keep doing those bits of physical

activities that keep us fit and agile to ward off

diseases.

Life is so uncertain … everything can end in

one moment. So what Covid has made us learn is

that kindness costs nothing, but means everything.

We have heard of many people and NGOs coming

forward to help people in distress. Certainly, to

an extent it has shaken our soul and made us

realize that it is important to be kind and share

whatever we have with other less fortunate

people.

An important thing we have all learnt from

this disease is, ‘We all are one, we all are

humans.’ There is only one religion, one caste,

one nationality, one class and that is ‘Humanity.’

The Covid pandemic did not respect borders,

religions, castes. So, that is an important lesson

for us, that we all must live in amity, love each

other, spread peace and happiness around us. This

helps in not only building a strong society, a strong

nation, but also can help each individual to have

a stress-free, comfortable life that enhances both

mental and physical health.
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O mighty mountain, my philosopher,

pilot me evermore, never let me suffer.
Life is not all roses and rainbows,

at times it thunders, at times it heavily snows.

Life is a mountain, I was the hiker,

scaling the heights, higher and higher.
Made it to the apex, let out an arrogant laughter,

Huh! The higher peaks before me booed,
      screaming ‘you are not immortal’.

Disha Shetty

PCMB

Life has given me this clue,

that distant mountain looks so blue.
You will get what is due,
why ever didn’t I find that true.

Bigger always lies near big,

hills don’t flaunt, ne’er they brag.
Humility these hills are teaching,
never were they taught in the schooling.

Still and stubborn, you are eternal,

storm or thunder, you do tackle.
I salute you, O mighty mountain.
Still a lot to learn from you.

MOUNTAIN,

MY PHILOSOPHER
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Q. Can you introduce yourself to the readers?

I am Jayanth Shetty, a retired superintendent

of police now settled in Mangaluru. My hobbies

are playing shuttle badminton, art, and

sketching, etc.

Q. What prompted you to

become a police officer?

It was purely accidental. My

goal was to become a

cricketer. I was more

interested in sports than a

government job. As my

parents suggested that I try

for a government job, I had

applied for it and got the

job on the first attempt.

Although, I was not

interested initially, as I did

not have any idea about it,

but once I joined the force

in 1981, I started liking it.

Q. For how long have you

worked in the police

force?

I have worked in the police force for 35 years.

Q. Can you tell us some interesting experiences,

especially concerning women’s safety in

Dakshina Kannada that you encountered in

your career?

There were a lot of experiences and the cases

were mostly about law and order issues. The

places where I had worked were communally
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sensitive, which was very difficult to handle.

Some of the places were Panambur, Ullal,

Bhatkal, Mangalore town, Mangalore rural, etc.

The most critical situation to handle was

communal violence. Other cases like robbery,

theft, accident also occurred, but these were

all isolated cases. For

example, in case, one

house got burgled, the

owner of that particular

house was affected, but

the neighbours were not.

When an accident takes

place, the one who gets

injured, the driver, and

the vehicle’s owner get

distressed, but others

are not impacted.

Whereas, small

communal fights spread

like wildfire all over the

city and may even

spread to other districts

also. Everybody gets

involved in these cases. I feel communal

violence is the worst thing I have ever

experienced in my career.

When I joined in 1981, there were very

few laws regarding the protection of women.

Now there are a lot of anti-dowry, prevention

of physical and mental harassment to women,

and quite a lot of laws that protect women

which have been implemented. Irrespective of

caste and creed, all women are protected by
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the law. The only thing is that people should

be made aware of the laws protecting women.

Most of them don’t know whom to approach

and continue to get harassed by their husband,

parents, in-laws, or even in the workplace too.

There is a law against every violence or act

against women.

Q. What would you consider as your biggest

achievement as a police officer?

There were quite a few cases regarding law

and order, accidents, etc during my tenure. As

society changes, the police have to handle

different kinds of issues. From 1981 till 1995,

we had to concentrate only on thefts, robbery,

communal violence, etc. but in 1995, the

Bombay underworld gained entry into Dakshina

Kannada and Udupi (they were one district at

that time). The underworld became very active

in Mangalore; even locals were involved in

these gangs. There were a lot of street fights,

stabbing, and killings going on. It was a new

thing for Dakshina Kannada. I was interested

in the job and was asked to form the anti-

rowdy squad in 1995 and till 1999 we worked

day and night and almost eradicated the

underworld activities in Mangalore. That is one

of the most challenging task that I have

encountered. And later on in 1999, I had an

opportunity to go abroad under the United

Nations Peacekeeping Force where ethnic

cleansing was going on between Serbians and

Albanian Muslims. I was the only officer from

Karnataka that year to get selected and

I worked there for a year. It was a unique

experience again. Otherwise, it is routine

things like theft, robbery, etc. So these two

phases were where I had a very unique

experience. Not every police officer gets this

opportunity. But I got that and I feel I have

done a pretty good job with the guidance of

my seniors and of course juniors as well. It

was all possible because of teamwork.

Q. How do you balance your personal life and

your career as an officer?

Initially, it was very difficult as I always gave

100%. No police officer for that matter can

afford to give a mere fifty percent to the job.

When you join the force you need to give it

a hundred percent, but then a police officer

does not have regular timings like workers in

bank, offices, etc. The timings are very erratic.

Sometimes, even at midnight, we might be

called for duty. It was difficult at first, but

then my wife co-operated with me a lot and

took care of our children. Due to work, I only

used to be present in the family during an

emergency. As my wife used to take care of

the family it became less of a burden for me

and whenever I came home I managed to

spend time with them.

Q. How do you handle stress?

It depends. If you take even the smallest thing

seriously you will get stressed. When you

encounter stress, it all depends on how you

face it. For that matter, when you see violence

you need to be mentally prepared. For example,

when it is announced that your exam will take

place tomorrow, students will feel a lot of

stress. But if you have time to prepare and

study you will be comfortable. Similarly in our

case, if you are mentally prepared you won’t

get stressed in difficult situations. The only

stress I have felt is when there is an

involvement of politicians. Sometime a senior

officer would tell me to solve a certain problem

in a particular way, but I would disagree with

them as politicians want their particular party

to be protected which is not right. At such

moments, I feel stressed.

Q. How do you make on-the-spot decisions in

a tense situation?

When it comes to the police, it is a

law-enforcing agency where you are within the

framework of law and enforcing the law to

the satisfaction of the complainant. For

example; if you come with a complaint my job

is to register it, investigate it, and give justice.

Justice is not what you expect. You may come

with a false complaint. So my job is to
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       Somewhere, Someday

There’s  gonna be a day,
A day when humans are going to change.

A change so unpredictable I dare not say,
There’s someday where life’s drastically gonna change.

The art of survival was never going to be easy, they said,
But look what surprises we had in store.

Hard work, patience and sacrifices were all it took
For man to prove his worth again.

Amidst all the competitions out there,
We humans surely did forget to live again.

A life where technology wasn’t the ultimate end
A life where humanity and peace was all it takes..

Somewhere, someday the existence of humans would all look surreal,
And the idea of love would all sound weird.

Somewhere, someday hopefully man realizes;
That technology and invention of things were all just a game of survival.
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investigate and inform you that the complaint

is false and, if your complaint is true, we strive

to get you justice.

Q. What do you think about women joining

the police force?

Women are making a mark in all the fields

and breaking the glass ceiling and also being

encouraged to do so. The NDA, Army and

Airforce too has opened its hitherto male-

dominated doors for women in a bid towards

ensuring gender equality.  Similarly, in police

too, women must join. When I joined the force,

less than 1% of women worked in the force.

But nowadays you see police stations manned

exclusively by women in many places and in

every police station there are women. All these

women have a good education and are even

good at handling and detecting cybercrime too.

The facilities and salary are good and pretty

competitive. There is even a good percentage

of reservation for women to join the force. So

in the present scenario, there are not many

hurdles if women wish to join the police force.

Q. What is your advice for the present

generation of students, especially girls?

As there is advancement in technology, I see

a lot of crimes taking place which were

unheard of earlier. Teenagers, especially girls

tend to get tempted very quickly. It is my

advice that they must be very careful. When

they are tempted or lured by unwanted

characters they should avoid it. Children must

be cautious when it comes to being addicted

to something, especially vices. Their priority

should be education and also sports if they

are interested. Yesterday, I went to play

badminton in one of the local clubs and there

I found many youngsters which amazed me. I

see many youngsters loitering in the city or

going to pubs. Instead of that, they should

spend their time in sports or other activities

which keep them fit physically and mentally.

So I advise the students to be obedient,

respectful to everyone and have a particular

aim for which they will strive for and thus not

divert their minds.
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Ever since the beginning of time, a woman

has always been considered subordinate to man.

Today, we talk about women empowerment and

gender equality, but how women were treated in

ancient society, the acknowledgement given to

their achievements in the field of science, their

role and position throughout history was

significantly different to the present day norms.

Despite the rigid constraints enforced on her, the

limitless imagination gives way to the most

innovative discoveries mankind is now enjoying.

How unfair was the world to them when they

were deprived of the most honorary award of all

times “The Nobel Prize” for their groundbreaking

discoveries and inventions. Shockingly, they were

given to those ‘virtuous men’ who either worked

with them or illegally stole their hard-earned

results and conclusions. At other times, Nobel

Committees just overlooked women’s

achievements.

A few notable names that ought to have

been in textbooks were Lise Meitner, Rosalind

Franklin, Esther Ledberg, Jocelyn Bell Burnell and

Cecilia Payne.

When the major part of the world was busy

enslaving women and marrying off innocent girls

against their will, Physicist Lise Meitner paved

the path successfully to be the second woman to

obtain a doctorate from the University of Vienna

in the early twentieth century. She collaborated

with Otto Han after being guided by the legendary

physicist Max Plank. When Hitler rose to power
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abruptly she was

refused the fame she

truly deserved to get for

their joint discovery of

Protactinium.

Rosalind Franklin,

a prodigious scientist

investigated carbon and

graphite microstructures

that eventually led her to study DNA. Using

X-ray crystallography, an X-ray diffraction

analysis technique that she remarkably

mastered, she photographed DNA double helical

structure that her colleague Wilkins secretly

showed to Watson. This helped the duo garner

the Nobel Prize which should have been deservedly

hers.

Jocelyn Bell Burner faced a similar fate

when her PhD supervisor was awarded the Nobel

Prize for her discovery of the first radio pulsar

that was considered as the greatest astronomical

discoveries of the 20th century.

Although each of these women had

contributed remarkably to their field of study, their

work received very little or no recognition, while

their male counterparts were glorified when they

presented the same conclusions. This, as we all

know was because women were discriminated

against; something that we still grapple with even

in this day and age. Nevertheless, women haven’t

stopped excelling in their field of study. Their

involvement in diagnosing, testing and developing

vaccines is not going unrecognized. Despite the

global devastation that Covid-19 has caused and

the structural inequities that have surfaced, the

pandemic provided an opportunity for the drastic

global health reform that places women at the

top.

If you still think that women scientists are

being sidelined, you are mistaken for it won’t be

long before you see women leading prestigious

institutes like ISRO, BARC, etc because the graph

of women outdoing men has started rising

exponentially. Now there is no looking back!
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The Anti-Virus

The laughter and the fun were all washed out

And before I knew it, the world had stopped.

Wear your masks and sanitize they said

If you aren’t careful, the virus will spread!

Go down on your knees, they advised

And pray like never before,

Your God is sure to hear you

Sending blessings and healing more and more

I asked around  “When will this end?

Can I ever meet my friends again?”

Someone wise then told me this:

A vaccine is the answer to this crisis

And then this got me thinking

Maybe we could survive on an “Anti-Virus” –

Something that made the world stay strong

Though different, made us feel like we belong!

We all needed help to heal,

From the virus that made the world kneel

What could this secret ingredient be?

That could make us all happy and free!

The vaccine would take a while I knew

Till then what would we do?

Have courage and be kind

Or maybe just have a positive mind?

So many kind-hearted souls

Helped the broken world become whole.

Kindness and compassion like wildfire spread,

Burning away all the pain and dread

In the end, remember there is always a way out;

There is always a solution

In this case it is the “Anti-Virus”

Which is love, kindness and patience!
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When I was young, I would wait all year

round for the rain. I loved playing out in the

puddles, seeing my little paper boats sail in the

rainwater,  I would follow it as far as I could,

then when I reached home I would sit by the

window writing stories and poems about where I

imagined my boat to be, far away in a magical

world.

Curiosity about things I couldn’t explore in

real life and my wild imagination led to me

becoming a writer. In most of my

stories rain has always been my

inspiration, something so

beautiful always puts me in a

good mood.

That was until I grew up

and reality hit hard. The rain

wasn’t giving me inspiration and

hope anymore, now I stand here

on a terrace wondering how in just a

few years I had gone from being a hope-filled,

creative child to a low-paid, uninspired wannabe

author. I hardly even had a home, I wanted to

start over, but I didn’t even have the motivation

to do that. I just didn’t want this life anymore.

Even if I wanted to start over, where do I start?

I stood there alone as the rain poured,

soaking me, hiding my tears. I squatted with my

knees to my chest when I felt my feet couldn’t

hold me up anymore. It felt like the sky was

crying with me and I had no control over my

tears or the rain. I sat there feeling helpless till
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I realized I wasn’t getting

drenched anymore, but I still heard

the rain. Opening my eyes, I saw

a little girl standing next to me

with her tiny umbrella covering me.

I looked up at her and she grinned.

Her grin and hope-filled eyes

annoyed me on the outside, it

destroyed me further inside.

“You will catch a cold, old

people catch a cold easily,” she

said and then chuckled.

Old? What was she talking

about? ‘I

can’t handle this right now,

I thought to myself.

“Kid, where are your

parents? You shouldn’t be

here alone.” I told her in my

sweetest voice possible.

Ignoring my question she

continued “ Do you also like

the rain? I love it! Isn’t it beautiful?” The

excitement in her voice was palpable and

couldn’t be ignored, so I answered

“I guess you can call it

beautiful, at your age

everything is beautiful.”

“Why? Do you adults

have different eyes?” She

said and laughed, clearly

impressed by her lame joke. Her

laugh and silly smile seemed so

familiar, yet so different.

“When I am you, I wanna become a writer,

I will write about the rain,” she said, dancing

around the terrace getting soaked in the rain.

“What do you do? “ she asked, suddenly stopping

her happy dance. “I think I am a writer, I’m not

sure if I have a job.” “What do you mean I think?”

She laughed. “I’ll make it simple for you: Do you

write?” I nodded.

“Do you like writing? “I nodded again.

“Then congratulations, you have the best job

in the world.” She clapped and then continued

her dance again.

Something Magical HappensSomething Magical HappensSomething Magical HappensSomething Magical HappensSomething Magical Happens

When It Rains!When It Rains!When It Rains!When It Rains!When It Rains!
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“Kid, if it was that simple then I would be

a billionaire.” I scoffed “You are a billionaire in

ideas,” she said absentmindedly “Aren’t you?

“Billionaire in ideas? I wondered if that’s

something cheesy I would say as a kid.

“Each idea you have now is worth money

and money and more money. Mom told me this!”

she said, giving me a cheeky smile.

“Okay okay that’s enough big people talk,”

She said, pulling me with her. “Do you wanna

play Catching, catching?”

“Catching, catching?”

 “Yes yes, I run, you catch!” she said as

she started running.

Ok, I’m done here, why am I here playing

games with a kid? “Kid, where are your parents?”

I asked sternly.

“First play!” she yelled above the noise of

the rain falling.

Suddenly there was a BANG!, one of the

loudest thunder sounds I had ever heard, this

shocked the kid and she slipped. She looked at

me with tears forming in her eyes, but then gave

me a bright smile and said “Oops! You have a

band-aid, right? “I rushed towards her to help

her up, she had blood gushing from her knees. If

her parents found her like this, I’m done for.

“Okay, that’s enough rain. Let’s go inside!”

I said pulling her up. She wrapped her arms around

me and screamed  “No! Stay! Kid, please if your

parents find you like this they will not be

pleased,” I pleaded. “At least let’s stand

somewhere where we don’t get drenched, look at

the rainwater making your blood drip down your

legs!”

She hesitantly nodded and I carried her

inside. “Here,” she said, pointing to a step next

to a window. Sitting down on the step, I took out

tissues and a band-aid I always carried with me

‘’Even I have a band-aid!” she said excitedly.

“Use mine, use mine,” she said, taking out

a little pink band-aid from a small purse. It was

my purse! I had the same purse when I was her

age!

The kid! She was ME!

Seeing the look on my face, she smiled

“Now you remember me?”

What was happening? Looking at her now,

she looked just like me...The “me” with the chubby

cheeks, innocent and hope-filled eyes.

But… “It can’t be!”

She squealed “You are! We are writers!

I wanna be you so much!”

“You are not me,” I yelled, this wasn’t one

of my stories. This was real life.

“I am!” She yelled back louder “Ask me

anything about us!”

“I’m not here to sit and listen to a kid’s lie.

Just tell me where your parents are, I’ll leave

you there” “Why? Are you not ready to accept

what you have done to me?” She whispered,

“What have you turned my life into?”

I knew she was me...but how do I even

face her? I destroyed her life, I destroyed OUR

life. “Aera, we can still fix it, right?” she asked

hopefully.

“I don’t know,” I said, still trying to process

what was happening.

“What do you mean by that? Of course,

you can! You are me! You still have me in your

heart, right?” She had so much hope in her voice.

I couldn’t deny it.

When did I lose myself?

“I’m still here, Aera!” she said as if reading

my mind. That wouldn’t be surprising after all

she was me.

“I’m always with you. Don’t you remember

the promise you made to me?” “Promise?” “You

promised yourself to be the best writer ever!”

“I did?” she nodded.

“Aera, look out! There is confetti falling from

the sky, there are so many puddles! Imagine the

number of boats you can float in those puddles!”

Confetti falling from the sky!... That’s what

I called the rain! It wasn’t the sky crying, it was

the sky showering confetti!

“Thank—”

She was gone.

Then something inside told me “She is still

here! Find her!”

She was in my heart… she will be forever.
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It was the last week of April. Darcy had

gone to her hometown to celebrate the

Independence Week with her family. All the

members in her family were and are great patriots.

Her grandpa and uncle had even given their lives

for the country. She was so proud of them that

she had even got their portraits and hung them

in her room. She always wanted to be like them,

“Live for the Nation! Die for the Nation!” She

always wanted her family, her country to be proud

of her. When girls of her age would rather be

busy thinking about their future Mr. Right, she

would be making plans as to how she could help

her country; such was her determination to serve

her nation. She used to never miss the

Independence Week as it was a really important

occasion.

But there was something she always was

curious about. Every time she would visit her

grandma she found her in her room. She would

always lock herself in the room when others would

be celebrating the independence they had earned.

Questions like, “Why doesn’t grandma come out

and enjoy with us? Why does she keep herself

locked?” and others would come to her but she

had no one whom she could ask. But this time

she had made up her mind to ask her grandma

clearly.

On reaching the old villa she was welcomed

by the old servant, “Welcome home, little one,”

he smiled. Darcy asked with a smile, “How are

you, uncle?” “I am fine,” he said while carrying

her luggage in. As she walked to the hall she

saw her cousins, uncles, aunts all gathered to

celebrate the independence week. The only person

missing was grandma. Her aunt then asked her to

freshen up and come down for a meal. She nodded

and walked to her room. Right next to her room

was grandma’s room. Darcy took a quick peek

and noticed that she was resting. She then slowly

walked to her room. She had no intention of

disturbing her granny’s peaceful sleep after all.
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The Independence Week . . .

Soon she freshened up and

walked down and had a good

time with her cousins and

relatives.

As the days passed,

the questions in her mind

were just clamouring for answers. One night she

woke up to find her grandma crying hard. As she

raised her hand to knock on the door someone

held on to her. It was the old servant. “She is

already in pain. Don’t add to it,” he said in a

stern voice. The man who had always spoken to

her softly scared her with his stern voice. She

was sweating and he noticed it. He asked her to

follow him to the kitchen. He bought her a towel

and a glass of water. As she gulped it slowly, he

looked outside the window and she saw sadness

on his face. Once she placed the glass on the

table, he said still looking out, “I know you have

many questions and I may not be able to answer

it. But it will be better if you ask your grandma

next week. Just don’t trouble her in the coming

three days. She suffers a lot every year.”

{Darcy’s POV}

He just walked away after that. I saw him

entering his room and then walked back to mine.

“Every year?” No wonder she locks herself in the

room and doesn’t come out. But why is she in

pain? With uncle’s note a lot many questions

joined the race. I was eager to get the answer,

but I patiently waited for the next three days.

When the week finally ended I walked in to

her room but my parents dragged me off to the

beach. I can’t deny it but the unplanned picnic

was really good. The next day, I saw grandma on

the lawn seated on the wooden swing. She had

grown old but her beauty hasn’t faded yet. I went

to her and she smiled at me. Wow, that smile

increased the glow on her face. “How are you

grandma?” I asked. “I am fine.” She answered.

“Grandma, if you don’t mind, can I ask you

something?” I asked. She nodded in response.
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“Grandma I heard you crying last week and I

have….” before I could continue any further her

smile faded. She pulled me closer to her and

asked, “Darcy…would you like to hear a story?” I

nodded.

{Grandma’s POV}

The Independence Week that you celebrate

so enthusiastically is a nightmare to me. I suffer

great pain and fear during this week every year

because in the span of this week I lost him!

I lost them! Your grandpa was a fearless

commander in the army and your uncle, my eldest

son was also inspired by him and joined the army.

I always feared for their safety, but I couldn’t

just tell them to leave because the country needed

them. I couldn’t act selfish. How I wish I had

acted like one……

It was days before we attained

independence. I was hugging your grandpa to

sleep when his phone rang. It was news from

headquarters asking him to report immediately. I

was scared but put on a brave face and helped

him get dressed. He said he would come back

soon. I nodded. Our son was already in the

barracks serving the nation. Of course the tension

was eating me from within. He kissed me on my

forehead and left. I locked the door and went to

bed. I was restless as if bad news was awaiting

me. It was midnight; I heard a noise from the

kitchen. I discovered the window broken. I went

back a few steps and someone hit me hard on

the back of my head. I was bleeding and slowly

losing consciousness. I saw the special guards

lying dead. They nabbed me and took me to an

unknown place.

There were many ladies and one thing in

common was we were all related to the army

men. A few men entered and pulled us by our

hair… kicked us… hit us….tortured us. They had

recorded the torture and sent it to our families.

They wanted to weaken our sons and men. I was

ready to die for my nation too…. They didn’t give

us food…. But a drug which would keep us alive

so they could torture us more. We all looked like

lifeless bodies. We all hoped that we would be

rescued eventually. But then their torture could

break even hard-willed people. It took them a

whole week to crack our location. After a week

we were rescued and I saw your grandpa walking

towards me… I ran towards him, but before I could

hug him, he pushed me aside and I heard a

gunshot. He died in front of me… his blood

drenched my gown which had turned into a rag.

He died in my arms……

The shooters were vanquished and they took

us home. On reaching the door I saw my relatives

waiting for me. There was a coffin in the hall

and I was told my brave son had sacrificed himself

for the country. The country gained its

independence, but I lost everything….I lost my

family… I lost my husband who was my

soulmate…. I lost my flesh and blood…my son.

I know I should be proud of them, but what can

I do? This heart has seen my grown up son

sleeping in the coffin… the comforting husband

drenched in blood…..and the torture I went through

will never leave me…. it haunts me even now and

the nightmare is so intense during the

Independence Week. The stories they narrate about

the brave people…. The torture others went

through before independence… all this triggers in

me all the memories and that is the reason every

year I dread the last week of April.

{Darcy’s POV}

I didn’t know she is suffering so much…..

my poor grandma…..] By telling all this I don’t

want you to forget your patriotism and act

selfish….. It is just how different the Independence

Week is for you who breathe the air of freedom

and for people like me who lost their loved ones.

{End of grandma’s POV}

Grandma walked back to her room and Darcy

went back to her room. In the next few days she

did everything possible to make her grandma happy.

Later, she went back to her place and now her

curious heart wasn’t curious anymore as it had

got all the answers……
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I was climbing up the hill excitedly holding

a metallic box. Today I turned 18. The metallic

box I’m holding has the thing which I have been

waiting for. Nope, not a gadget nor related to

electronics. It was a diary. There has always been

a tradition in my family that the females pass

their diaries to their children so that the memories

which were once created are never forgotten. It’s

been years since my mom told me about this

and I definitely can’t hold it in anymore. I hurriedly

went to my secret hideout. This was my favourite

place because it was one of the few parts of the

city which wasn’t covered with skyscrapers and

metallic buildings. I liked it. Then a robotic voice

started calling me and my ears recognised the

voice. It was my dog or should I say a robotic

dog.

“Micky!” I quickly ran up to him and patted

him. “Let’s open this box together!” I settled down
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beside him. I quickly grabbed

all the things we needed to

open the box. It was a matter

of seconds to open the box

and my eyes would be finally

getting what it longed for. In a haze of smoke,

the box opened. My hands slowly caught the

brown leather covered diary. This was definitely

old. Perhaps, scientists could do some carbon

dating and determine its age. The pages were

old and it was yellowing with age and almost

crumbling. My eyes found this hundred year old

book really fascinating. My hands scrolled through

the pages carefully, trying not to damage it.

I started reading all the notes. It all started with

my great-great-great grandma. I could analyse the

handwriting, each year it worsened. I was sure

the worst one would be mine. The two months of

writing classes were of no use.

I spent two hours reading each page in the

book. I was totally taken aback. Life was so

different back then. No robotic teachers pinging

to submit homework, no tension of teachers

running out of battery as teachers back then were

all human. Every page of the book described the

beauty of nature and the pictures and images

captivated me. When I looked around me it was

just buildings and I had to search for nature. Even

nature had stopped retaliating. It was also so

disappointed in us.

The most fascinating thing that caught my

eye in the diary was the ‘Era of Corona’. That

must have been the start of the digital age. And

now, digitalisation had reached its peak.

So this is it. A short summary of the world

as I have understood through this book and I really

hope my daughters paint their memories in here

and cherish them.

          - Tiffany Kim

April 13, 2097
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I sat on my box of treasure, making a time

machine. It was for my school project. The number

of times I have attempted to do this is unbelievable,

I can make this with my eyes closed! 

My phone was blaring some old music, while

my dog, Benji, sat calmly next to me.

To be honest, I don’t really like robotic dogs

but my mom says real dogs are too expensive and

difficult to raise.

Even though we are in the year 3003, the

school projects are so easy, this is something kids

could have made in 2050!

Even though I am attempting to make this

time machine, it is different this time, I will design

it to go to the past, to meet my great grandparents.

Going to the past has always been my dream,

I have heard so much from them, and now since

they have passed away, I want to meet them one

last time.

Just a few more screws to tighten and...DONE!

One..Two...Three! To the year 2023! Darkness

surrounded me, as I closed my eyes.

Suddenly I couldn’t breathe there was

something on my face...a gas mask! I had heard

about this, the year 2023, the pandemic!

I slowly opened my eyes, I was on a sidewalk,

I couldn’t believe my eyes; this was beautiful! So

much technology everywhere, was the past more

advanced than us? Which year is this? Isn’t this

2023? I need to ask someone!

But there was no one around me!

Suddenly, I heard someone call my name.

“Cindie!” I turned around, a lady was running

towards me.

“You’re here!” “Do you know me?” I asked

confused.”Which year is this?”

The Time Machine
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“Yes! It’s the year 3025!

Now listen to me!” She

interrupted before I could ask

anything else. “ I don’t have

much time before anyone

reappears! Don’t build a time

machine to the past! You destroyed the world,

Cindie!”,

”I’m in the future?” I said in disbelief.

“I destroyed the world?”

“Your time machine! It brought people from

the past here and spread the virus!. First, you

bought the virus to 3003, which then spread even

more, because this time people couldnt find a way

to stop it!”

“I DID THAT?” I yelled in disbelief.

“Yes, you did! I somehow managed to stop

you this time, I can’t in the future. So please!”

She was begging now. “But my great

grandparents?” I thought out loud.

“Please Cindie, you are the only one who can

save the future!” She said her voice fading away as

she disappeared, and I was back in the present.

I was in shock! I, a normal college student

unwittingly destroyed the future of the world, all

because of my selfishness to see my great

grandparents.

Benji barked, bringing me back to my senses,

I swiftly destroyed the time machine.

Whoever that lady was, she saved me from

going down in history as a villain.

Even though I have previously been to the

future, I did not even think about the pandemic

when I decided to go to the past. The pandemic

could have spread to the future and it would all

have been my fault!
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Dear Mom, what can I say of you?

I am sure, what I feel for you is much less compared to what you feel for me.

Your voice, like a melody to my ears,

It gives me a reason to get out of bed.

Your smile, I love the most,

It makes me feel like the luckiest girl in the world.

Your laughter, it’s contagious,

It fills my heart up until it overflows with joy.

Your kiss, it’s my strength,

Without it, my day feels incomplete.

Your hug, it’s my shelter,

The one place that makes me feel safe.

Your anger, it’s my guidance,

As much as I hate it, I have to admit, that it keeps me from making mistakes.

Your laughter, it’s my hope,

A hope, that the world is a much brighter and welcoming place than it appears to be.

You’re the most beautiful woman I have ever seen,

The beauty I saw when I first opened my eyes.

But your tears, I don’t know if I can ever love them

You hide. You hide your pain.

When I asked you, “Did it hurt you to give birth to me?”

You smiled and said, “The pain vanished, as soon as I saw your face.”

You put your life on hold,

Because of me and my mistakes.

You cry,

Because I speak words that cut straight through your heart.

You hurt yourself,

Because you can’t even imagine me in pain.

You lie,

Because you don’t want to burden my heart. So you take my share of stress.

You see right through me,

But I forget that you are not just my mom.

You’re a woman too.

A woman who can make mistakes,

A woman who can live her life without being held back,

A woman who can get angry sometimes when she’s hurt.

You don’t deserve me,

Because I keep breaking you, while you try to build me up.

What your presence means to me, I cannot put in words

I want to say, “Thank you”.

I want to say, “Forgive me”.

But all I say is, “I love you, Mom.”

A Letter of Gratitude

Krupa Salins
SEBA
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It only took him five seconds to acquaint

himself with his inner powers and drive away his

fear.

Once upon a time, in the dark woods, there

lived a tiny little bug, a very common bug, and

the woods that he lived in, were no different from

other wooded places you might see. But every

evening, when day turned to night and the woods

were extremely dark, the tiny, timid, little bug

started feeling afraid. One night he was sitting

under a leaf, shivering with fear. The bug was

cold and shaking and started hearing all kinds of

sounds. He saw all kinds of horrible monsters!

There was one with long fangs and a mouth, wide

open like a suitcase and one with sharp claws

reaching out for him. Another monster was right

in the middle of the woods and was the biggest

of them all. As the night dragged on, the woods

grew scarier and scarier and he became more

and more frightened. The cold wind of the night

began blowing and the trees were shaking.

Suddenly one of the branches from the tress fell

to the ground with a loud thud. Thunder and

lightning struck the area! In fear, the little bug

didn’t know what to do. He flew to places looking

for shelter but couldn’t find anything. It got so

dark that all he could see was darkness

everywhere. He was so worried and as if all this

wasn’t enough for him, he felt something crawling

up his back. He was too frightened to look at

whatever was on him. Finally, the frightened little

bug could no longer stand it and he cried out

loud, “Oh! I can’t take this anymore! I’m scared!

Mother, please help me! Please turn on the light!

These terrible monsters are attacking me! Please

save me!” All the animals in the woods were

terrified by the shouting and screaming. Half

asleep and having no idea what was going on,

all the animals scattered in every direction. The

bug saw the shadows of the animals scurrying

around in the woods. He became frightened and

cried out even louder. He was helpless. There was
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no one to help him out. All

his fear suddenly turned into

tears. Having no other

choice, he sat under a leaf

hopefully waiting for morning

to come soon.

Also, on the other side of the woods there

lived a little pixie in an old tree. She built a

small, comfortable house to live in. She was

known for saving the lives of the creatures of the

woods. She was very kind and loving. One of the

things that she loved doing the most was sleeping

and due to all the noise, she couldn’t get her

nightly sleep. However, all this noise that the bug

was making was causing the poor little pixie to

suffer. She made up her mind to put an end to

this night–time concert. That night, she flew over

to see the bug in the dark. The bug wasn’t asleep

yet and he saw a shadow which was coming

towards him. He suddenly jumped out to defend

himself from it. He then saw that it was a

beautiful little pixie in front of him. She said,

“Good evening dear bug. Why are you always

shouting so loudly? Because of this uproar, I

haven’t been able to sleep at all! Look around.

All the animals have run away.” “Whom did they

run away from?” asked the frightened bug. The

pixie replied, “From you! You’re such a monster!”

These words troubled the little bug and it hurt

his feelings. The bug said that he wasn’t a

monster as he was very small and scared. “Then,

why am I not scared? I am small too.” The bug

started to whimper and said, “But look, you have

a bright lantern and that’s why nothing scares

you! With the help of the light that guides your

way, you have no danger of the darkness and

monsters.” The pixie decided to use her magic

powers and bring before him a lantern so that he

wouldn’t have to be afraid of the dark anymore.

She took out her magic wand and chanted the

following words: hocus, pocus appear! Instead of

having a lantern like that of the wood pixie, the

It only took five seconds to…
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bug had a light of his own! As the pixie chanted

the words, the bug’s body lightened up so bright

that it was brighter than the lantern.

The bug giggled and he looked around and

noticed that the monster with the long fangs and

the wide mouth was just a rotten stump and in

the light of his tail the monster with the sharp

claws, looked like an ordinary juniper tree. Suddenly

the bug realized something. There was literally

nothing at all to be afraid of. Every night he

would switch on his tail light and fly around all

night until morning and then catch up on his sleep

during the day The pixie, before falling asleep,

would smile as she gazed at the bright little star

as it slowly flitted from branch to branch in the

silence of the night. The bug lived happily ever

after!

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

It was 7 in the morning. In the middle of a

dense green forest covered with tall trees sat a

woman who was so completely absorbed in what

she was doing that she hadn’t realized it was

morning already. Veronica had been up all night

working on her new invention. She had been

interested in science since she was six and had

created many things before. But this time it was

a little different. This new invention of hers was

going to be phenomenal and would create a

whirlwind in the world of science. Veronica had

decided she would make wings out of metal

which could defy gravity and make people fly.

But this was a great challenge for her since her

teammates hadn’t agreed to it and said that it

was absolutely ‘impossible‘ to create something

like that. So, here she was, all alone in the middle

of a forest, trying to work things out all by

herself. When she first came to the forest three

days ago there was heavy rain and she was

drenched. When night came the sky was filled

with silver sparkles and all one could hear was

howling and hooting sounds. She was frightened

and decided she would go back. She opened the

trunk of her car and was about to put all her

stuff back in, but when she saw her pet robot,

she stopped. Veronica remembered the time when

she wanted to create this robot and how hard

and tiring it had been. She had pulled all nighters

for months and hadn’t eaten properly. But in the

end she had managed to create this best

invention of hers till date. As all these memories

came to her mind she decided she wouldn’t give
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up. She closed the trunk and

started walking ahead on

the crisp green grass straight

into the dark forest. By the

end of her third day there

she had gotten more used

to the forest and actually

started liking it. She thought

to herself that she would build a small house

there when she was done with her work. Time

passed and when finally a whole year had elapsed,

Veronica was ready with her extraordinary and

never-ever-made before invention. She grabbed all

her belongings and rushed back to her office to

show her invention to her colleagues.  But little

did she know what awaited her there was not

the praise and appreciation she had been

expecting, but instead the city sheriff was there

to get her. She had been missing for a year and

had taken much of the equipment and gadgets

from her office lab along with her to the forest

without permission. The cops were finally able to

track her that day when she left the forest and

came to arrest her. She wanted to explain what

had happened, but wasn’t given any chance and

was forced inside the police van and taken away.

The invention she had spent a year working on

was burned to ashes in front of her. She could

see all her dreams crumbling down as well. If

only they had given Veronica a chance to explain

herself, Humans could’ve been flying in the sky

high above the ground today.

Buried Invention
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“Thank you ma’am!” the class roared. It was

finally time to go home. “Watch where you’re

going weirdo.” A student remarked to Elle. But

unfortunately for Elle, this was another regular

day at school. Harassment and weird stares have

become a significant part of her life. She recalls

how it all started as she walks through the masses

of students in the hallway.

“Mama! I’m home.” Five-year-old Elle chirps

at the doorway. She was a regular five-year-old

playing house-house with her neighbourhood

friends in the local park. “You’re back already,

little one?” the mother acknowledges. “Go wash

your hands, I’ll get you something to eat,” with

that her mom returns to the kitchen while Elle

washes her hands at the sink. “Mama, what is

this?” Elle asks, gesturing at her palms, as her

eyes glance back and forth at her mom and her

palms. Elle’s mother scans her little hands to find

a beam of yellow light illuminating through them.

Elle walks through the huge gates of her

school and gets on a bus, where she is a regular.

She smiles at the bus driver and walks all the

way back to her unofficially reserved seat next to

the window. She stares out the glass and

continues reminiscing about the day when her life

had changed forever.

“Oh my god!” It’s happening!” Elle’s mother

exclaimed. She took Elle’s hand in her own and

pulled her child into her embrace and caressed

her cheeks. She looked like her worst nightmare

had come true. ‘We need to go! Right now!” her

mother yelled. Giving absolutely no time to the

little child to process the situation, the mother

dragged a confused and stunned Elle to the car.

Next thing she knows, they’re at an old and

abandoned building, which looked straight out of

a horror movie. The mother and daughter climb

up the stairs and are

welcomed by a bunch of

insects, mostly spiders along

the path. Elle screeches and

shrieks at the terrifying little

arachnid, while her mother

couldn’t care less. When they arrive at what Elle

assumes is the destination, the sight in front of

them deeply resembles a science lab. A man

wearing protection glasses, looking way too much

like a crazy scientist stands right in the centre.

The room is fenced with shelves containing bottles

with liquids in every possible colour. Elle’s mother

approaches the man. “Joe! It’s happening! Her...her

hands, they’re glowing!” That is when five year

old Elle was enlightened about how she is a

special child. About how, when her mother was

pregnant with her, she was made to imbibe a

potion by her lunatic father, whom she has never

seen to date due to her parent’s separation after

her birth. She was told about how he was a

maniacal man who used her mother as a lab rat

to experiment various reactions on her during her

maternity, all of which lead to Elle’s special

abilities.

Elle gets down the bus and walks to a

relatively quiet alley. She walks for a while and

puts down her heavy school bag, when she

reaches her destination – her safe harbour. This

secret hideout was her favourite place in the

whole world. A place where she can finally be

herself. “Hi Robert! How are you doing?” she

giggles at her dog. Her robotic dog to be exact.

Elle had the ability to produce electricity in her

hands. The yellow light on her palm was the

powerhouse. She was the word ‘futuristic’

personified. She was ‘robotics’ in a person. She

invented all kinds of gadgets. She loved

technology, her life revolved around it. It sure
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took her some time to adjust to her powers, but

she believes it ’s the best thing that ever

happened to her. But of course, not everyone

thought the same thing. Kids laughed at her, called

her weird and mocked her. Her mother always tried

to convince her that the kids were just jealous,

but that reasoning only worked for a short while.

Elle considers herself special and rightfully

so. She believes she does not need humans; her

gadgets are her best friends.

The sun slowly dipped below the horizon,

painting the sky in beautiful shades of pink and

orange. It’s soon about to get dark. Elle feeds

her dog. Feeding in her case is recharging her

pet with electricity that flows in her body. She

plays around with her inventions for a while and

heads back home like a regular teenager. It was

just another fine day for Elle, the girl with

electricity in her veins.

Mangalore has given birth to many heroes who have made news in the past

and are making waves at present. Mangaloreans have achieved excellence in every

field be it in Literature, Science, Sports, Medicine, Technology, Entertainment,

Banking, Music, Politics, Education or Defence.

In our life there are many people who have inspired us. These impressive

personalities could be our parents, grandparents, friends etc. But they are not the

only ones who can inspire us. Often great personalities such as famous Indian

people, freedom fighters, political leaders, famous poets too can motivate and leave an indelible imprint

on our hearts and minds.

PANJE MANGESH RAO (1874 -1937)

Panje is a small village in Mangalore district. Mangesh Rao’s ancestors were

from Panje and settled down in Bantwal, a small but culturally active city, which

produced a good number of intellectuals. Mangesh Rao was born on 22nd

February 1874 to Ramappayya and Seethamma.   From a tender age, he used to

compose songs in Konkani and Kannada, extempore. He entertained his family

members, neighbours, and villagers who marvelled at his soft, melodious voice

rendering self-composed poems with action. Panje’s ‘Naagara Haave Hoovolu

Hoove! (Snake Song) continues to regale millions of kids in Kannada primary class.

‘Huttari -Haadu’ (song of harvest) has attained the glory of an iconic song of

Kodava community. He is considered the father of modern Kannada short story,

essay and children’s songs.

FAMOUS PERSONALITIES OF MANGALORE

- Bhuvi G S

CSBA
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This line reminds me of an exciting dream

I had recently. Have you ever got a realistic dream

that you believed truly happened? Let me share

mine with you. See if you can find something

fishy:

I reside in #203 Tipsy Apartments. I am 18

and live on my tod. My dad lives in Bombay and

my mom, as she says is presently staying at my

granny’s to take care of her (it has been 4 months

already, nevertheless). I chose to live alone as

this apartment is one of my favourite places. I’ve

always prayed for a lively apartment like the one

I am living in right now…thank heavens I found

this place. The people here are exuberant always.

I’ve never felt secluded and I am always

surrounded by friends and people who look after

me and are always there for me.

Lately, I had been to Bangalore for my

cousin’s wedding. It was a bean feast like every

fat South Indian wedding. It was filled with the

joys of spring. I had been there alone. Homeward

bound, I met my girl gang in the lobby. Oh! I

haven’t introduced you to my girl gang yet. We

are a clique of 4: Me, the beauty, Lisa, the cutie;

Rags, the tomboy and yes, the squeaky neighbor

of mine, Mona. They tell me that in my absence

there occurred a dubious incident, a day ago. The

sleuth inside me came on the beat. Mona narrates

it to me. At exactly five-O’clock in the evening

when the church bell rang there was a knock on

the door of Mrs D’sa, the lady who lived in #401.

When she opened the door, she found a parcel -

a sealed box without a courier guy. She expected

her running shoes, but when she opened it, she

was certainly bewildered to see a box full of dead

roses. Her husband was standing right beside her.

It was a shocker for both of them. The whole

apartment had a sitting about this (a box of dead
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“I SHOULD HAVE SEEN THIS COMING”

roses without a courier guy).

It hadn’t happened anytime

before. None of them had

the slightest clue about it.

It might have been a

wrong delivery. I was also surprised to hear about

it. Dead roses without a delivery boy, it was weird.

In the evening at around 5.30, I heard people

talking loudly on the first floor. I went downstairs

and noticed all my flat mates and friends down

there. On enquiry, I got to know that there was

a strike again today at 5 pm at #104. A box of

love letters from an unnamed person and a note

saying “I’m waiting for an answer.” It looked like

a love mystery. We noticed a strange guy in the

background, but suddenly he was nowhere to be

seen.

We went back thinking of what could

happen tomorrow. Waking up the next day, I was

still lost in thoughts of the mysterious 5 O’clock

knock. Later in the evening, as the clique sat

together for discussion, we noticed that the two

flats had something in common: if the digits of

the flat were added it gave the sum 5… and it

was like a clue to a huge thriller case. It was

4.50 pm already. We divide ourselves and wait

on the respective floors to see where the bell

would ring today and who would ring it. We had

our ears to the ground. I was on the second floor

and three of my friends on the other three floors.

All the flatmates decided to be silent around 5

to catch the culprit. The bell rang on the third

floor. It was #302. We ran all the way there. We

noticed the same suspicious guy standing there

alone and the parcel was at the doorstep.

On enquiry, he says he just rang the bell

coincidently. The flat members ask him about the

box, he replies that he has nothing to do with it.
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They got him arrested. We didn’t open the parcel.

It was of no use anymore. The guy insisted that

he had only rung the bell. The box had been

there. And he said that he had been asked to do

so by a mysterious guy who had threatened him

and so he was doing his job. Every culprit has

his try to escape and all of us agreed that this

was his story. The cat was finally out of the bag

and the girl clique was on cloud nine.

The next day, at noon as I was reading a

book, the words: “I only had to ring the bell, the

box was already there,” struck me. I start thinking

to myself what if it really was not his doing and

Y’all, it is sad how robots have overtaken

us humans on the Earth; I blame Janscene as he

was stupid enough to invent dumb looking robots.

I don’t understand his obsession with robots even

after ruining our life on the Earth, he is here on

Mars with me (for unfortunate reasons) inventing

some weird, yet cool stuff ‘A Robo Dog.` Maybe

he wants us to live on Jupiter now.

Enough of his stupid intelligence; I am

smarter (obviously!) His brain might even hit the

Earth like a meteor destroying all of his weird

and cool robots when I finally reveal to him about

my brand new game “The Hues Box” (don’t even

question about the name). The game is played

with ultra-violet gloves (U.V Gloves) which

everyone has as it is very important. Important

because I invented it (if you haven’t bought it

yet, stop reading and go get one). Anyway, you

have to point your gloves to the hidden sensor in

the box (you will have 3 lives). If you do it right,

one of the compartments in the box opens with

a clue leading you to win the ownership of planet

Earth which Bezos is selling on Amazon as he

may leave us any moment…(not really, I just want
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Chapter 28

(Extracted from NO MORE EARTH 2051)

to see how many believe me).

On a serious note it has

millions of surprises inside it,

just that it is a bit tricky to

open. Works with the strategy

‘lives over, game over’. Also about the surprises,

they are very cool and trendy right now like…well

it’s a secret.

Okay the last thing I will be writing today

is about the ‘Trash Generator’, now this is one of

the 14 inventions I am very proud of. This trash

generator has this secret safe attached to it, a

safe safer than Marmika’s big mouth (Janscene’s

wife if you didn’t know). These bins will be kept

everywhere in malls and public places; when

people put trash in it, the gadget releases money;

but the money isn’t for all. The last person to

put trash in it before it gets filled up with money

and bursts open gets to keep it, all of it. If you

think this is a lie, you are wrong because a few

people have won the money and let me tell you

money means a lot now. Enough for today, see

you tomorrow.
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if he had only rung the bell. What if his words

were true? I got a call and I lost track of my

thoughts. Later, as I look at my clock, it is

4.50 pm. I remember yesterday’s incident and the

thoughts come back to me. The guy: his words.

But, the stranger is arrested. My flat is #203 and

the sum is…… wait a minute …is it… 5, it is…

and the clock strikes 5:00. Oh no! the church bell

rings, and my doorbell, there it goes…will I get

his heart in the box today? I exclaim:

“I should have seen this coming”

If not he, then who was it?
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12 November, 2121.

I woke up late today as my alarm’s battery

had died the previous night. I know it because

my clock had already notified it to me yesterday

evening. As there were no spare batteries at

home, I have to buy it today from - ‘All Electro-

parts Shop’, which has a very high reputation for

electronic parts which are of high quality and

pocket-friendly as well. I had my breakfast, finished

my chores and when I was packing my bag for

college, I also put some dry cells, which are not

of much importance nowadays due to the

invention of rechargeable cells and batteries.

I arrived in the college. Thank God! I was

not late because of my super-fast hoverboard,

which I had recharged yesterday without

forgetting. The first hour was History of

Electronics. I learnt about evolution as well as

the revolutions that have taken place over the

years. It was quite an interesting class. But it

ended very soon. “Of course, all happy things

last for a very short period,” that’s what we feel.

I felt that no matter how developed we are in

The Diary from the Future

the field of technology, we

may never be able to capture

time in our hands or maybe

we can..., when suddenly the

teacher woke me up asking

whether I was in dreamland?

I felt embarrassed. It was Electronics class. I was

so fascinated with its history, that I forgot the

world around me. 

The teacher explained about making a cube.

At first I was disturbed, but soon I realised that

it was not an ordinary cube. It was a computer in

a cube. The teacher told us to do one by

tomorrow. If this was a hundred years ago, I

would have simply stared at the teacher. But now

that’s not the case. We are trained to make

computers in an hour with the current technology. 

Now I’m half way through the assignment. I

sat for a break with my companion - Robo-Tommy.

Well that’s it for now. I am back to my work. See

you tomorrow, my sweet diary. Or hopefully

tonight!

Aditi Amin
PCMB
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Sakshi Nayak Y.

BSBA

1. What has to be broken before you can use it?

2. What month of the year has 28 days?

3. What is full of holes but still holds water?

4. I’m tall when I’m young, and I’m short when I’m old.

What am I?

5. What is always in front of you but can’t be seen?
6. A man who was outside in the rain without an umbrella or

hat didn’t get a single hair on his head wet. How?

7. A man dies of old age on his 25th birthday. How is this

possible?

8. Where does today come before yesterday?

9. It belongs to you, but other people use it more than

you do. What is it?

10. If you’re running in a race and you overtake the person

in second place, what place are you in?

Source: parade.com
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They blamed it on the alcohol, but both of

them knew it wasn’t true. Now here they were,

stranded, seemingly in the middle of nowhere and

were penniless to boot. All at midnight.

Only a few hours earlier they were

celebrating Ravi’s 21st birthday with a few drinks.

Although the drinks turned out to be a few too

many. Drunk and staggering, they hailed a cab

and clambered inside, asking the driver to take

them to Las Vegas. They had decided to go see

the world tonight. The cab driver, unfazed, drove

off, until he realized they only had a meagre

amount of fifty rupees. He immediately stopped,

took what money they had, and left them on the

side of the road. The duo walked for about an

hour, slowly sobering up. That’s when it hit them

that Las Vegas couldn’t possibly fit into their

agenda that night. Not when it was in a different

country, on a different continent.

Exhausted from all the walking, Daniel sat

beneath a tree, Ravi following suit. The birthday

boy was nowhere near as joyous as he was during

his party. Daniel looked around but the only thing

he saw was the occasional vehicle pass by on

the highway. He searched his pockets for the

hundredth time that night, coming up empty. Even

their phones weren’t with them. He glanced at

Ravi and found that his best friend was fast

asleep. Ravi was currently studying to become a

doctor and was his parent’s joy and pride. It was

his idea to drink on a weekday by themselves

and Ravi was the one who pulled him into the

cab - he was always the more impulsive one.

Hearing a loud snore from his friend, Daniel

sighed. Mr Sharma would not be proud of him

right now.

After waking Ravi up, the two began to walk

again and finally stumbled upon a gas station.

Afreen Kolachalil

 HEPP

Almost crying with relief,

Ravi borrowed a phone and

asked a friend to pick them

up. While waiting, Daniel

tried to keep himself awake

by counting random things.

Seven workers in the station, three hats, five doors,

twelve wooden planks on the bench they were

sitting on. He was recounting the number of

workers when he came up with six. He frowned,

sure that there were seven. Two of whom were

women, one extremely short man, one extremely

tall, one balding with a tag that read manager,

one with silver hair and another with tattoos

winding up his arms, who was currently not to be

seen.

Daniel was talking to Ravi, telling him that

he needed to learn to control his impulses, which

always led to bad decisions. To which Ravi replied

by saying he was the more responsible of the

two. He went on, but Daniel wasn’t listening

because out of the corner of his eye, he saw the

heavily tattooed man again. He thought the staff

had gone home twenty minutes ago, but the man

was hiding behind a tree. Daniel nudged Ravi who

stopped talking to look at the man. They watched

as he slowly crept up to an idling car, whose

owner had gotten out to pay for the fuel. The

two friends suddenly realised what the man was

about to do. Before Daniel could say anything,

Ravi took off in the direction of the to-be-stolen

car. Daniel ran over to the gas station’s manager

and told him to call the police before running

over to help his friend. Unfortunately, he saw that

the thief had already made it to the car. They

were too late. By then, the staff and the car’s

owner had come up to speed and began running

behind the now moving car. The thief was turning

onto the highway. Just when all hope was lost,

An Impulsive Adventure
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Daniel saw a man running onto the road and

throwing himself before the car. Something about

him was awfully familiar. And then it clicked -

Ravi!

They all watched with horror at what was

bound to happen. What was Ravi thinking? But

then right before the night could turn into a

memory of Daniel’s ‘late best friend,’ a loud noise

was heard and the car came to a halt, a few

inches before Ravi’s feet. At the same moment,

the police arrived and quickly arrested the man

who attempted the theft. Daniel went over and

hugged Ravi, glad he was all right. When asked

how he got the car to stop, Ravi said that there

were nails lying around the bench they were sitting

on, and he collected them, there being nothing

better to do. He was playing with them while

talking to Daniel and when he saw what was

about to happen, he threw the nails on the road

before the car and hoped for the best. To his

relief, the car burst a tyre and skidded to a stop

right before him.

The owner of the car, who was currently

having his tyre changed, thanked them profusely.

That was when their friend had reached the area

to pick them up, so they left for home. While in

bed, Daniel mulled over what had happened and

couldn’t believe how a night that began with a

little too much alcohol had turned out to be. And

in the end, his friend’s flaw - the reason they

were in that predicament in the first place - is

what saved the day. 

Needless to say, he swore never to drink

again.
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1. Reads the first question in the exam

“Okay I’ll just come back to that.”

Reads next question

“l guess l could try that first one again.”

2. How did the barbar win the race?

He knew a shortcut

3. Why is Cindrella bad at soccer?

Because she is always running away from the ball!

4. Why did it get so hot in the baseball stadium after the game?

All the fans left.

5. Students’ law of tension

Pressure is directly proportional to the number of days left for the exams

where, “l will study tomorrow,” remains constant.

6. In India, the neighbour’s son is the SI Unit of “comparison”

7. What has many keys but can’t open any doors?

A Piano

Ashitha K

PCMB

Source: Google
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As teachers, most of us are overly fond of

circling or underlining mistakes found in answer

scripts in bold red to draw the attention of the

student and anybody else who is curious enough

to know.  Some of us derive some kind of sadistic

pleasure marking an otherwise spotless paper

under the guise of assessments.  At the end of

the whole exercise, what we have left with us

are a whole set of papers patterned intermittently

with just one colour which cannot even be passed

off as modern art.

So, the question arises as to why we, as

teachers or parents are ready to pinpoint errors

and why do we make it our life mission to train

our children and students to avoid making

mistakes? Why do we applaud spotless scripts

which have managed to escape the markings of

the infamous red pen and crucify those that have

been ruthlessly attacked with our red tipped

weapon…Is being free from mistakes the only way

to grow to be better human beings?

I have realized (perhaps a little late) that

making mistakes is a sure shot way to success.

Let us consider this for an individual, as a student

or as an employee, spouse, mother/father, member

of society or in any other role the person would

hold. As a student, a near perfect paper could

make the individual complacent with a false sense

of having to scale no more heights. The scope

for further growth gets

stunted as the person

would be under the

illusion that he has

reached the top and

there is no more room

for improvement. Little mistakes are like little

steps taken to climb the stairway of success.

This philosophy could be applicable to any of

the myriad roles an individual plays in his

lifetime.

We could draw and learn from the lives

of many who made glorious mistakes time

and again only to rectify them on their way

up to the pinnacle of success.  Abraham Lincoln’s

life could be considered as filled with a series of

mistakes which he overcame to become one of

the best-known presidents of one of the biggest

democracies of the world. Mahatma Gandhi speaks

about a lot of mistakes made by him as a young

man which taught him valuable lessons on his

path to being one of the most revered leaders

our nation has seen.

Einstein once said, “Anyone who has never

made a mistake has never tried anything new.”

Every new fall is a learning and growing

experience. So, it is good to encourage our children

to make at least a few mistakes to avoid

becoming caught in the frenzy of doing things to

perfection.  Perfection today is passé, making

mistakes is hep and happening.

MAKE MISTAKES & GROW

- Lovina Aranha
Dept of

Commerce

Riddles

FATHER : If you fail in the

exam then don’t
call me daddy!

(After exam result)

FATHER : What about your

result?

SON : I am sorry,
Mr. Jhonsi....

       - Source: Google

Melisha

PCMB
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“It’s not that we use technology, we live

technology,” said Godfrey Reggio.

Technology has made a huge impact on our

daily life. We use it in almost every field. Yes, it has

both positive and negative impact on various aspects

of our lives. Day by day we get to see improved

technology.

The most popular electronic gadget that has

made a drastic difference is the smartphone. In a

family, from grandchildren to grandparents, each

one of them owns a smartphone. The American

multinational technology company- Apple Inc. and

many other companies bring out new models every

year. Many people are crazy about buying the latest

model when it is released. Newly married men and

techno-savvy people have similar kind of thoughts

that if they had waited for a few more days, they

would have got a better model!

Artificial Intelligence is one of the latest

technologies. It is the intelligence demonstrated by

machines. AI is mainly used in Robotics and it is

advancing at a rapid pace. I often get thoughts that

a day will come when each one of us will own a

robot, just like cellphones have become ubiquitous

these days. Kids will pester their parents to buy a

robot for them to play with. Having a personal robot

would soon be a status symbol.

I imagine myself in an era of Artificial

Intelligence and owning a robot. Life in this era

would be fantastic and I would still be working in St

Agnes PUC. I would order my robo to drive my car

to the college. If I want to apply for casual leave

and I ask the Principal to grant me leave, the first

question she would ask is, “Have you arranged for

your classes?” I would answer with a wide smile on

my face, “Yes sister, my robo

will handle all my classes. I

have installed all the topics

of my subject in it.” Wow!

Isn’t it amazing? My robo can

take up all my classes except

value education and moral

science.

The work which I hate

the most in my profession is

paper valuation. But now, no worries. The robo

would correct all the papers in half a day and that

too without a single totalling error.  All I have to do

is just feed the answer key into it. It can even

upload the marks and attendance in the college

app. Oh, I love my robo.

I can even send him to the canteen or

cafeteria to bring snacks, juice and coffee as we

are all foodie people in our staff room. If I forget

my lunch box or any other thing, I can send my robo

home to bring it. My cool robo has made my life

easy at the workplace.

When I get back home from college, I find my

house sparkling clean and tidy. Dirty clothes are

washed and they are shining brightly hung on the

cloth standon the roof top. OMG, this is awesome.

I must insure my robo. What if someone steals

him?

Now do not think that it is impossible. I made

the same mistake in the year 1992, when my

professor had said in our class that “One day I will

be able to pay all my bills, buy groceries sitting at

home using my computer. I need not stand in a long

queue to pay my electricity and water bills.”

We all laughed at him thinking that such a

day would never come. But now when I do online

payments, online shopping, online banking,

I remember him. So wait for the era of robos. Save

enough to purchase the smartest robo who will

make your life much easier and lazier. But do not

forget the words of Christian Lous Lange who said,

“Technology is a useful servant, but a dangerous

master.”

Latest Technology

- Shubhavani M
Dept of

Computer Science
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On reading the title itself, it’s predictable that

it’s related to maths so most would say B-O-R-I-N-

G. Many of us are still in denial,saying,” What was

the point of finding the value of x?

Or studying trigonometry, but if you go on to see, these concepts

are used in many of your latest gadgets or applications.

The Fibonacci sequence is something similar and we see it in and

around us, but haven’t noticed it yet.

As an enthusiastic Mathematics lecturer,” I would say this is a most

interesting topic and is present in all that we see around us.”

Fibonacci whose real name is Leonardo

Bonacci was a mathematician who had

developed the “Fibonacci Sequence.” During his

time, he was considered as “The most gifted

Western Mathematician of the Middle

Ages.”Now this sequence is found by adding

the previous two numbers of the sequence together. The sequence of numbers

always starting with zero and one, is created by adding the previous two

numbers.  To give an example, the early part of the sequence is 0, 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, 13, 21, 34, 55,

89,144, 233, 377, and it goes on like that.

The golden ratio is about 1.618, and is represented by the Greek

letter phi,

So what makes this so interesting?

The answer is ‘The Golden Ratio’

Okay, here we are at the good stuff. Since

the Golden Ratio was brought to light, it doesn’t

come  as a surprise that it has been widely

adopted by  innovative people who are mainly

artists, designers, and architects to determine the

most visually pleasing proportions to make their

idea into captivating creations. The Golden ratio

is ubiquitous in nature, where it describes everything from the number of

veins in a leaf to the magnetic resonance of spins in Cobalt niobate crystals.1

1 Tango Final of British Championship,

  Blackpool,1969

- Carol Lobo
Dept of

Mathematics

FIBO N ACCI SEQU EN CE AND ITS

R ELATIO N TO ART
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There are many artists who have used the golden ratio in art; using

the golden rectangle itself to determine the composition of the artwork,

using the path of the spiral in the golden rectangle, and even placing

important subject matter at measured points inside the rectangle, by

balancing the features of the image by thirds, rather than strictly centring

them. Thus a more pleasing flow to the picture is  achieved, a visually

appealing shape that served as the foundation for art and architecture. The

great Renaissance artists used this aesthetic in their paintings.

To talk more on this, other than art, remember when Hrithik Roshan

screened his love interest, Mrunal Thakur with the Golden Ratio of Beauty

or Phi in his most recent film, Super 30. Well, this concept does exist, and scientists have used it to

rank Hollywood celebrities and models based on this ancient Greek

formula. The “Golden Ratio of Beauty Phi” is a classic Greek calculation

that defines beauty. Facial proportions are measured using standards

developed by Greek scholars while attempting to define beauty using

scientific formulas. For example, Taylor Swift is fifth on the list with the

Golden Ratio of Beauty score of 91.64%. The closest one among the

celebs is Bella Hadid with the score of 94.35%. Now this doesn’t mean

that it has significance in the realm of beauty, since beauty is in the

eyes of the beholder.

To summarise, the Fibonacci sequence has the ability to both

illustrate our relationship to others and to provide us with a unique

perspective on our place in the universe. Curiosity is not only an

intellectual goal, but it is also an artistic goal because it leads to

action.
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The following are the extracts from letters written by students

1. I am well and I hope you are also in the same well.

2. I apply leave. Please leave

3. I have tied my school fees in front of the due date.

Source : Google

JOKE
Princita Ferrao

PCBH



88

Sr Sannidhi
Dept of English

Our life is an unmeritorious gift which is

freely offered in order to cherish and love

everyone/everything. Nature adds flavor for

such memorable living. We are called to be

successful and at the same time become

someone who really makes a difference on this

earth. Life is a gift, but the way we unravel its

mystery gives us the fullness of joy and

satisfaction in our

living. There are

several ways to

achieve fulfillment in

this gifted life.

Among all these, six

steps are

synchronized for

moving towards

fullness of life.

Self-Awareness –

Know Thy Self!

We are familiar

with the words of the renowned Greek

philosopher Socrates, ‘Know Thyself’. Knowing

oneself leads to a better caring for oneself.

When we become aware of our thoughts,

actions, patterns of our life, we are better

disposed to modify ourselves. Constant

awareness of our strengths and weaknesses

makes us comfortable with ourselves. I no

longer stifle my growth, but become a

facilitator of my positive self-esteem. “I am

beautiful, lovable and precious.” Such

affirmation boosts energy, improves our identity

and creates room for improvement. Great

achievers, before achieving any feat, primarily;

valued themselves and affirmed enough

positive self-esteem, acknowledged their

limitations and harnessed their strength as a

strong weapon to leave a legacy behind.

Life of Fulfilment is Possible! -

                  My 6 life lessons

Pursue Your Passion And

Prioritize

Following our passion

while pursuing fulfillment in

life can promise better results. “Realize what

am I passionate about and carry it out in my

daily life.” Actually this promotes positive

hormones in our being and makes us effective,

efficient and self-effacing.

Prioritizing the daily tasks

is another tool that can

orient right actions on the

right track. Choose what

is important at this

minute and actualize it.

Having recourse to such

organizational skills makes

us happy and contented

at the end of every day.

Relax – Me Time

‘Me time’ and ‘My

corner at home’ is essential to energize

ourselves. The quality time we spend on our

selves will also enrich our lifestyle. Most often

we busy ourselves with endless activities and

try to achieve great things. Very often we barely

realize the importance of relaxation. “Relax,

Revamp and Resuscitate.” Relaxation comprises

of positive hobbies, resting our mind and body,

meditation, yoga and so on. These activities

have the capacity to improve our potential.

They rejuvenate our system to channelize our

efforts in an appropriate manner.

Nature

“The goal of life is to make your

heartbeat match the beat of the universe to

match your nature with nature” - Joseph

Campbell. Truly the most sublime ideas have

come from nature since nature is a replica of
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the creator. Each time you connect yourself

with nature, life’s quality is enriched. We are

in the bosom of Mother Nature. She has many

lessons as well as blessings in store for each

of us, who are ready to learn from her. Nature

contains all the essential ingredients to spice

up our life. Every element in nature is

embedded with the formula for a life of

fulfillment. Hence nature meditation, trekking,

touring etc. can vitalize your spirit.

Optimism

Optimism is a synonym for miracles and

the surest means to gain success and

fulfillment in life. The pages of the Guinness

Book of World Records bear witness to a

positive mindset. This can place you on top of

the ladder of success which in turn makes you

feel important. Optimism is a daily exercise.

Being proactive in the varied circumstance of

our life, looking at the world through the prism

of optimism makes life beautiful and enjoyable.

The sooner we choose to be positive in our

outlook the sooner will we see life unfolding

before us the treasures of peace and happiness.

Self-Transcendence

As we journey in this life there is always

a yearning towards a higher power. This is our

natural inclination where we are drawn towards

the supreme-being who is our creator and the

sustainer of life. Our life begins a new search

for meaning when we are connected to this

higher power. A transition needs to take place

from –

‘I, Me and Myself’ to – ‘the Other and the

Beyond’. Connecting oneself with the supreme-

being and transcending oneself in our

relationship with others adds greater meaning

and purpose to our life.

We are all part of the cosmic web where

we are intertwined with others, nature and the

supreme being. Engaging oneself with social

activities and charitable works, brings us closer

to one another in the society. Taking up small

projects of conservation, desiring sustainability

and following an eco friendly lifestyle bonds

us with nature. Hence we will be able to lead

a life that accords peace and harmonious

co-existence.

A BLANK DIARY

YOU NEED TO DESIGN IT.

A QUESTION PAPER

ONLY YOU CAN ANSWER IT.

A MYSTERIOUS JOURNEY

THE ADVENTUROUS ‘YOU’ WILL LOVE IT

THERE WILL BE SHOWERS OF JOY

SMILE YOUR HEART OUT.

THERE WILL BE MOMENTS OF SORROW

LET YOUR TEARS FLOW.

THERE WILL BE UNDEFINEABLE EXPERIENCES

ENJOY IT TO THE CORE

BECAUSE YOU NEVER KNOW

WHEN DEATH KNOCKS AT THE DOOR.....

Question: What is it?

 

Anshu Naikodi

PCMB

THE ROOTS OF EDUCATION
ARE BITTER,

BUT THE FRUIT IS SWEET
 - ARISTOTLE
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In a remote corner of Brazil's Amazon

rainforest, researchers have spent decades

catching and measuring birds. The

experimental plot was to act as a baseline

that would reveal how habitat

fragmentation, from logging or roads, can

hollow out rainforests' wild menagerie. But

in this pristine pocket of wilderness, a more

subtle shift is happening: The birds are

shrinking.

Over 40 years, dozens of Amazonian

bird species have declined in mass. Many

species have lost nearly 2% of their average body weight each decade, researchers report in

Science Advances. What's more, some species have grown longer wings. The changes coincide

with a hotter, more variable climate, which could put a premium on leaner, more efficient

bodies that help birds stay cool.

"Climate change isn't something of the future. It's happening now and has effects we

haven't thought of," says Ben Winger, an ornithologist at the University of Michigan, who wasn't

in-volved in the research but has documented similar shrinkage in migratory birds. Seeing the

same patterns in across widely different contexts "speaks to a more universal phenomenon," he

says. - Science News

Birds are becoming smaller

Patriotism cannot be our final spiritual

shelter; my refuge is humanity.

I will not buy glass for the price of

diamonds, and I will never allow patriotism

to triumph over humanity as long as I live.

– Rabindranath Tagore –
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Obituary

Fiona Sweedal Cutinha
(01.10.2003 - 08.10.2019)

An extremely cheerful soul with a charming personality

You were the apple of your parents’ eye.

Your kind and compassionate heart filled us
With warmth and gratitude, inspired us to do good.

Ever the optimist, you always looked for the silver lining

In the clouds of life.

Sweet memories we have made with you;

Forever will you be cherished through them.
Fly, little butterfly, to where you belong

A place of peace and happiness,

And you shall be followed

By our prayers and good wishes.

“Au revoir,” until we meet again.
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f£ÀÄ eÉÆÃ£ï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ «eÁÕ£À

«¨sÁUÀ

§Ä¢ÞªÀAwPÉ, §zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ, §zÀÄPÀÄ

“§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÀ¦à̧ À̈ ÁgÀzÀÄ, DzÀgÉ C¦àPÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.”

vÀ£Àß vÀAzÉ¬ÄAzÀ vÀ£Àß ¥Á°£À D¹ÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ, ªÀÄ£É
©lÄÖ Ȩ́ßÃ»vÀgÉÆA¢UÉ PÀÄrzÀÄ, dÆeÁr, D¹ÛAiÀÄ£Éß̄ Áè ¤ÃgÀÄ¥Á®Ä
ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ CªÀ£ÀÄ Ȩ́ßÃ»vÀgÉAzÀÄPÉÆAqÀªÀgÉ̄ Áè ±ÀvÀÄæUÀ¼ÁUÀÄªÀAvÉ
s̈Á À̧ªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. CªÀ£À vÀ¦à£À CjªÁV, MªÉÄä vÀ£Àß vÀAzÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß

C¦àP ÉÆAqÀÄ ‘P À ë«Ä¹’ J£À ß¨ ÉÃP É¤¹vÀÄ.
¥À±ÁÑvÁ¥À¢AzÀ vÀAzÉAiÀÄ §½UÉ §AzÁUÀ
vÀAzÉ CªÀ£À£ÀÄß ¥ÀÆtð ªÀÄ£À¹ì¤AzÀ
¹éÃPÀj¹zÀgÀÄ. KPÉAzÀgÉ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄUÀ£À
P Àt Ú° è P ÀAqÀAv Àº À MAzÀÄ
§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ vÀAzÉAiÀÄ°è «avÀæªÁzÀ
MAzÀÄ «±Áé¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr¹vÀÄÛ.

§Ä¢ÞªÀAwPÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ
vÀ¥Àà£ÀÄß, ¸ÀjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß C¼ÉAiÀÄ°gÀÄªÀ
¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð, JzÀÄgÁUÀÄªÀ À̧ªÁ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
À̧ÆPÀëöäªÁV UÉ®ÄèªÀ UÀÄt, ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ

§zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉUÀ½UÉ ºÉÆA¢PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ
ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ s̈ÁªÀªÁVzÉ. M§â ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À
§zÀÄQ£À°è ‘§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ’ JA§ ¥ÀzÀzÀ
¥ÁvÀæ §®Ä zÉÆqÀØzÀÄ. M§â ªÀåQÛAiÀÄÄ
A i À i Áª À Åz É¯Á è  §z À¯Áª Àu ÉU É
M¼ÀUÁUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ?

ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄzÁV ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ
§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ; DvÀä«±Áé À̧, zsÉÊAiÀÄð, vÁ¼Éä, bÀ® ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ
ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ À̧A§AzsÀ¥ÀlÖ «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä°è EªÀÅUÀ¼À PÉÆgÀvÉ
EzÀÄÝ £ÁªÀÅ C®PÉëöå¬ÄAzÀ ªÀwð¹zÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä §zÀÄQ£À°è £ÁªÀÅ
¸ÁzsÀ£É ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀÄzÀÄ £À«ÄäAzÁUÀzÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. §zÀÄQ£À°è
JzÀÄgÁUÀÄªÀ vÉÆAzÀgÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÉÆAzÀgÉAiÀiÁV PÁtzÉ zsÉÊAiÀÄð¢AzÀ
ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÎ É̈ÃPÀÄ. £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä PÉÆgÀvÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß CjvÀÄ §zÀ̄ ÁUÀ®Ä
¥ÀæAiÀÄwß¹zÁUÀ £ÀªÀÄä JzÀÄgÀÄ vÉÆAzÀgÉUÀ¼ÀÄ §AzÀgÀÆ £À«ÄäAzÀ
ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÎ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

E£ÀÄß À̧ªÀiÁdPÁÌV £ÁªÀÅ M¼ÀUÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ §zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ.
vÀAzÉ, vÁ¬Ä, ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ, M¼ÉîAiÀÄ UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ, EªÀgÉ®ègÀÄ ¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV
£ÀªÀÄä M½vÀ£ÀÄß §AiÀÄ À̧ÄªÀªÀgÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä°è MAzÀÄ PÉÆgÀvÉ PÀAqÁUÀ
CzÀgÀ §UÉÎ £ÀªÀÄä°è w½¹zÁUÀ £ÁªÀÅ §zÀ̄ ÁUÀ®Ä vÀAiÀiÁjgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.
§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ JAzÀgÉ, CzÀÄ À̧AzÀ̈ sÀðPÉÌ C£ÀÄUÀÄtªÁVgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

CzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ EgÀÄªÀ ¥Àj¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è
ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JwÛ »rAiÀÄÄªÀ ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀß
ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä §zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ
M½vÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ §zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉAiÀiÁVgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

²æÃªÀÄw £ÉÃ«ÄZÀAzÀæ CªÀgÀÄ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ
MAzÀÄ ¥ÀÄ À̧ÛPÀªÀ£ÉßÃ §gÉ¢zÁÝgÉ. F ¥ÀÄ À̧ÛPÀzÀ°è
§gÉ¢gÀÄªÀAvÉ “§zÀÄPÀÄ À̧zÁ CzÀÈµÀÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄävÀÛ
J¸ÉAiÀÄ¢zÀÝgÀÆ, §zÀÄPÀÄ £ÀÆgÀÄ, ¸Á«gÀ
CªÀPÁ±ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀªÉÄäzÀÄgÀÄ vÉgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. JAxÀ
PÉlÖ À̧AzÀ̈ sÀðzÀ®Æè £ÀªÉÄäzÀÄgÀÄ DAiÉÄÌUÀ½gÀÄvÀÛªÉ.”
EAvÀºÀ DAiÉÄÌUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ §¼À¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉÇÃ?
UÀÄgÀÄw À̧ÄvÉÛÃªÉÇÃ? UÀÄgÀÄw¹zÁUÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ CzÀÄ
¸ÁzsÀ£É. §zÀ̄ ÁzÁUÀ CzÀÄ §Ä¢ÞªÀAwPÉ.

£ÀªÀÄä°è §zÀ¯Á¬Ä¸À¨ÉÃPÁzÀÄzÀ£ÀÄß
§zÀ¯Á¬Ä¸ÀzÉ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆRð
JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅ¢®èªÉ? ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ
§zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß §Ä¢ÞªÀAwPÉ JAzÀÄ
PÀgÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. DUÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ §zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
UÀÄgÀÄw¹, CzÀPÉÌ ºÉÆA¢PÉÆAqÀÄ §zÀÄPÀÄªÁUÀ
dAiÀÄ £ÀªÉÆäA¢VgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. UÉ®ÄªÉA§ÄzÀÄ
£ÀªÀÄä°ègÀÄªÀ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÉÄÃ DVzÉ. £ÁªÀÅ
§zÀ¯ÁzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀÄvÀÛ°£À°ègÀÄªÀ d£ÀgÀÄ
§zÀ̄ ÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. EvÀgÀgÀ PÀtÂÚ£À°ègÀÄªÀ zsÀÆ¼À£ÀÄß

£ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAZÉ £ÀªÀÄäzÉÃ PÀtÂÚ£À°ègÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß
£ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÀÄ.

§zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉ JAzÁUÀ £À£ÀUÉ £É£À¥ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ MAzÀÄ
PÀxÉ. M§â PÉÆ¯ÉUÁgÀ¤UÉ ªÀÄgÀt zÀAqÀ£É «¢ü¹zÁUÀ CªÀ£À
PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ D¸É K£ÉAzÀÄ PÉÃ½zÁUÀ CªÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀÄÝ, CªÀ£À
vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆUÀÄ CªÀ¤UÉ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÁVvÀÄÛ. “KPÉ?” JAzÀÄ
¥Àæ²ß¹zÁUÀ CªÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ£É, “£À£Àß ¸ÀtÚ ªÀAiÀÄ¹ì£À°è £Á£ÀÄ
ªÀiÁrzÀ ¸ÀtÚ vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, PÀ¼ÀîvÀ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £À£Àß vÁ¬Ä w¢ÝzÀÝgÉ
£À£ÀUÉ F CªÀ¸ÉÜ §gÀÄwÛgÀ°®è” JAzÀÄ CvÀÛ£ÀÄ. DzÀÄzÀjAzÀ
§zÀ̄ ÁªÀuÉ ºÉÆAzÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ JµÀÄÖ ªÀÄÄRåªÉÇÃ §zÀ̄ Á¬Ä À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ
CµÉÖÃ ªÀÄÄRå. CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉÆuÉUÁjPÉAiÉÄÃ ¸Àj. £ÀªÀÄä
PÉÊAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ ºÀtvÉ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è £ÀªÀÄä À̧ÄvÀÛ°£À d£ÀgÀ PÉÊAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ
ºÀtvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÆß ºÀaÑzÁUÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ CzÀÄ É̄ÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß É̈¼ÀUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ.
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ºÀ¤UÀªÀ£À

£À£Àß vÁ¬Ä zÉÃºÀPÉÌ DPÁgÀ PÉÆlÄÖ
DPÁgÀPÉÌ G¹gÀÄ PÉÆlÄÖ
G¹jUÉ d£Àä PÉÆlÄÖ
d£ÀäPÉÌ fÃªÀ PÉÆlÄÖ
fÃªÀPÉÌ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ PÉÆlÄÖ
ºÉ¸ÀjUÉ UÀÄj PÉÆlÄÖ
UÀÄjUÉ «±Áé¸À PÉÆlÄÖ
«±Áé À̧PÉÌ ¥ÉÆæÃvÁìºÀ PÉÆlÄÖ
¥ÉÆæÃvÁìºÀPÉÌ fÃªÀªÀ£ÉßÃ vÁåUÀ
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀvÉ EªÀ¼ÀÄ
CªÀ¼ÉÃ £À£Àß vÁ¬Ä......

wæªÉÃtÂ ªÉÆUÉgï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ªÁtÂdå

«¨sÁUÀ

«zÉå JA§ÄzÀÄ ªÉÄnÖ®ÄUÀ½zÀAvÉ
CzÀÈµÀÖ JA§ÄzÀÄ °¥sïÖ EzÀÝAvÉ
°¥sïÖ CzsÀðPÉÌ PÉÊ PÉÆqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ
DzÀgÉ
ªÉÄnÖ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ JA¢UÀÆ PÉÊ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.

*****

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ JA§ ¸Á«gÀ ºÀÆUÀ½VAvÀ
¸ÁzsÀ£É JA§
ªÀÄÄ¼ÉîÃ GvÀÛªÀÄ.

      *****

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ ¨É¼ÀV£À vÀ£ÀPÀ
É̈¼ÀPÀÄ PÀvÀÛ¯ÁUÀÄªÀ vÀ£ÀÀPÀ

PÁ É̄ÃdÄ FdÄªÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ
FdÄ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄÄ¹jgÀÄªÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ.

      *****

«zÁåyðUÉ «zÉå JA§ÄzÀÄ ¢£À¤vÀå
G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀ¸ÀÄÛªÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÉ
«£ÀB
PÁ¬Ä É̄ §AzÁUÀ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV À̧ÄªÀ
OµÀ¢üAiÀiÁUÀ̈ ÁgÀzÀÄ.

     *****

«zÁåyðAiÉÆqÀ£É
«£ÀAiÀÄ«zÀÝgÉ
ºÀÆ«£ÉÆA¢UÉ
¸ÀÄªÁ¸À£É EzÀÝAvÉ.

¤£ÀUÉAzÀÄ K£À£ÀÄß
ªÀÄgÀ½ PÉÆqÀ°?

ªÉÆzÀ®Ä £Á ºÀÄnÖzÁUÀ
PÉÊAiÀÄ°è JwÛ ªÀÄÄzÁÝrzÀgÀÄ
ªÀÄÄAzÉ JzÉAiÀÄ°è ªÀÄ®V¹zÀgÀÄ
PÉÊ»rzÀÄ £ÀqÉ¹zÀgÀÄ
AiÀiÁªÀwÛUÀÆ ¤Ã £À£Àß
ªÀÄUÀ¼ÉAzÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è eÉÆÃ¥Á£ÀªÁV §aÑlÖgÀÄ
¨ÁAiÀÄÄÛA§ §AiÀÄÝgÀÆ
ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ É̈lÖzÀµÀÄÖ ¦æÃw

UÀzÀj¸ÀÄªÀ ±À§Ý¢AzÀ ºÉzÀj¹zÀgÀÆ
Ȩ́ßÃºÀªÉAzÀgÉ À̧ºÀ£ÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ vÉÆÃj¹PÉÆlÖgÀÄ

AiÀiÁjUÀÆ vÉÆÃj¹zÀ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ
É̄PÀÌ«®èzÉ À̧Äj¹zÀ É̈ªÀgÀÄ

J®èjUÀÆ J®èªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÆr¹
vÁ£ÀÄ MAzÀÄ aPÀÌ CAUÀrAiÀÄ°è
nÃ PÀÄrzÀÄ vÀÈ¦Û PÁtÄªÀ ¤£ÀUÉAzÀÄ
K£À£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÀ½ PÉÆqÀ° C¥ÀàAiÀÄå......?

À̧Ad£Á À̧f
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
«eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘J’

±ÉéÃvÀ PÉ.¦.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
«eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘J’
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‘MUÀÎnÖ£À°è §®«zÉ’ JA§ UÁzÉ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄß w½AiÀÄzÀªÀgÀÄ
AiÀiÁjzÁÝgÉ? ±Á É̄UÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ½AzÀ »rzÀÄ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°è
£ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀÄvÀÛªÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ ªÁ¹¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ »jAiÀÄjUÀÆ PÀÆqÀ w½¢zÉ.
DzÀgÉ UÁzÉ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄß JµÀÄÖ ªÀÄA¢ w½¢zÁÝgÉ JA§ ¥Àæ±Éß
£ÀªÀÄUÉ É̈ÃqÀ. DzÀgÉ JµÀÄÖ ªÀÄA¢ CzÀ£ÀÄß ¤dªÁVAiÀÄÆ vÀªÀÄä
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è C£ÀÄ À̧j À̧ÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉÆÃ - CzÀÄ ªÀÄÄRåªÁzÀ
«µÀAiÀÄ.

£ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±À ¨sÁgÀvÀªÀÅ ºÀ§âUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ £ÁqÀÄ.
£ÁªÀÅ E°è C£ÉÃPÀ ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. ¥Àæw ªÀµÀðUÀ¼ÀÄ
ªÀÄÄVzÀAvÉ ºÉÆ À̧ ªÀµÀð DgÀA s̈ÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DgÀA s̈ÀªÁzÀ
¢£ÀUÀ½AzÀ ±ÀÄgÀÄªÁUÀÄªÀ ºÀ§â ºÀj¢£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀµÀðzÀ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ
vÀ£ÀPÀ EgÀÄvÀÛªÉ. £ÁUÀgÀ ¥ÀAZÀ«Ä, gÀPÁë-§AzsÀ£À, ªÀÄPÀgÀ-
À̧APÁæAw, ªÀÄºÁ²ªÀgÁwæ, gÀAeÁ£ï, §QæÃzï, ªÉÆºÀgÀA, UÀuÉÃ±À

ZÀvÀÄyð, «dAiÀÄ zÀ±À«Ä, zÀ¸ÀgÀ, ¢Ã¥ÁªÀ½, Qæ̧ ïªÀÄ¸ï »ÃUÉ
ºÀ®ªÀÅ ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ.

ªÀÄPÀÌ¼É®ègÀÆ vÀªÀÄä ±Á É̄AiÀÄ°è AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ eÁw s̈ÉÃzÀªÀ£ÀÄß
ªÀiÁqÀzÉ KPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ J¯Áè ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀÄ
gÀAeÁ£ï, Qæ¸ïªÀÄ¸ï, ¢Ã¥ÁªÀ½ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß MnÖUÉ
Ȩ́Ãj KPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ UÀÆqÀÄ¢Ã¥ÀªÀ£ÀÄß, £ÀPÀëvÀæUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è

¨sÁVAiÀiÁV ªÀÄvÀÄÛ gÀAeÁ£ï ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ¨ÉÃgÉ ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
DZÀj¸ÀÄªÁUÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄªÀ PÁAiÀÄðPÀ æªÀÄzÀ°è
¨sÁVAiÀiÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ §Ä¢ÞfÃ«UÀ¼ÁzÀ AiÀÄÄªÀ d£ÀgÀÄ
vÀªÀÄä°è vÁªÀÅ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ zsÀªÀÄð, eÁwAiÀÄ d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß zÉéÃ¶ À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ.
F zÉéÃµÀªÀÇ eÁé®ªÀÄÄTAiÀiÁV ¨É¼ÉzÀÄ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ eÁwAiÀÄ

ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÆ®è®Ä
»Az À Ä ª À Ä ÄAz À Ä
£ É Æ Ã q À Ä ª À Å ¢ ® è .
ºÀ§â ºÀj¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è
ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ eÁvÉæ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è
JgÀqÀÄ eÁwAiÀÄ §UÉÎ ©ü£Áß©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄ §AzÀÄ
M§âgÀÄ E£ÉÆß§âgÀ PÁAiÀÄðPÀæªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ºÁ¼ÀÄ
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, ¨Áå£ÀgïUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ,
»AzÀÆ, ªÀÄÄ¹èA, PÉæöÊ¸ÀÛ - EvÁå¢ eÁwAiÀÄ
£ÀqÀÄ«£À ªÀåQÛUÀ¼À ªÀÄzsÉå dUÀ¼À £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ.
AiÀÄÄªÀPÀgÀÄ EAvÀºÀ À̧AzÀ̈ sÀðzÀ°è dUÀ¼ÀªÁqÀ®Ä
PÁAiÀÄÄvÁÛ ¤AwgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ É̈ÃPÉAzÉ
EAvÀºÀ ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À°è s̈ÁVAiÀiÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.

£ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀÆªÀðdgÀÄ ºÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
eÁw- s̈ÉÃzÀ«®èzÉ KPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ DZÀj À̧ÄwÛzÀÄÝ,
»AzÀÆUÀ¼ÀÄ DZÀj¸ÀÄªÀ ¢Ã¥ÁªÀ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄß
P ÀÆqÀ EvÀg À zs Àª ÀÄð-eÁwAi ÀÄªÀg ÀÄ

DZÀj À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ. s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄgÉ®ègÀÆ PÀÆqÀ KPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ ©ænµÀgÀ
«gÀÄzÀÞ ºÉÆÃgÁrzÀjAzÀ EªÀvÀÄÛ £ÁªÀÅ ¸ÁévÀAvÀæöåªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉ¢zÉÝÃªÉ.
¸ÁévÀAvÉÆæöåÃvÀìªÀzÀ°è ªÀÄºÁvÀä UÁA¢üÃfAiÀÄªÀgÀAvÉ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ
ªÀÄºÀ¤ÃAiÀÄ ªÀåQÛUÀ¼À À̧ºÀ̈ sÁVvÀé«zÉ. ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ªÀÄºÀ¤ÃAiÀÄgÀÄ
eÁw- s̈ÉÃzÀzÀ «gÀÄzÀÞ ºÉÆÃgÁr GvÀÛªÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁjzÁÝgÉ.

EA¢£À ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÃ ªÀÄÄA¢£À d£ÁAUÀªÁzÀÄzÀjAzÀ
AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ eÁw-¨s ÉÃzÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀzÉ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è
±ÁAwAiÀÄÄvÀªÁV §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß £ÀqȨ́ À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ eÉÆvÉUÉ J®è ºÀ§âUÀ¼À°è
s̈ÁVAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è d£ÀgÀ ªÀÄzsÉå KPÀvÉAiÀÄ
s̈ÁªÀ ªÀÄÆr £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀªÀÅ ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è M£ÀßvÀåPÉÌ
É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è À̧A±ÀAiÀÄ«®è. §¤ß LPÀå s̈ÁgÀvÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁÜ¦ À̧®Ä

¹zÀÞgÁUÉÆÃt.
“MAzÉÃ eÁw, MAzÉÃ ªÀÄvÀ, M§â£ÉÃ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ-

²æÃ £ÁgÁAiÀÄt UÀÄgÀÄ.”

ºÀ§âUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ KPÀvÉ

ªÀÄr
¸ÁévÀAvÀæöåPÁÌV ºÀÄvÁvÀägÀÄ ªÀÄrzÀgÀÄ
zÉÃ±ÀPÁÌV AiÉÆÃzsÀgÀÄ ªÀÄrzÀgÀÄ
¨sÀÆ«ÄUÁV gÉÊvÀgÀÄ ªÀÄrzÀgÀÄ
DzÀgÉ ºÉÃrUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄr ªÀÄr JAzÀgÉÃ «£ÀB
s̈ÁgÀvÁA É̈UÁV ªÀÄrAiÀÄ°®è.

- ¸ÀÄavÀ ºÉZï. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘r’

¢ÃPÁë r.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
«eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ
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²PÀëPÀ :

¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â ²PÀëPÀ
«zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ DUÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ gÀPÀëPÀ

EzÀjAzÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ §gÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ «zÁåyð
À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ DUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ C s̈Àåyð

- gÀQëvÁ dAiÀÄAvÀ ªÉÆUÉÃgÀ
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹ «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘J’

- ¢ÃPÁë r.,
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À «¨sÁUÀ

MA s̈ÀvÀÄÛ wAUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß ºÉÆvÀÄÛ
ºÉvÀÛ CªÀÄä; £À¤ßÃ fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀµÀÖ¥ÀlÄÖ
gÀÆ¦¹zÀ £À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ CªÀÄä
¤£ÀUÉ ªÀAzÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸À°è¸ÀÄªÉ £Á£ÀªÀÄä!

vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ªÀÄªÀÄvÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄ

£À£Àß £ÉÆÃ«UÉ À̧àA¢ À̧ÄªÀ
¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÉ ¸ÀÆáwð ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ
¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß eÉÆvÉ EgÀÄ £ÀÆgÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀ
¤£Àß ¨Á½UÉ ¤ÃqÀÄªÉ ºÀgÀÄµÀ!

£À£Àß ºÉeÉÓ ºÉeÉÓUÀÆ É̈A§° À̧ÄªÀ
£Á£ÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ vÀ¥Àà£ÀÄß wzÀÄÝªÀ
¤Ã£ÀªÀÄä, G¯Áè À̧UÉÆ½ À̧ÄªÉ ¤£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß
£Á£ÀÄ PÁt §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÉ ¤£Àß ªÉÆUÀzÀ £ÀUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ||

“CªÀÄä” J£ÀÄßªÀ ±À§ÝzÀ°è EzÉ K£ÉÆÃ MAxÀgÀ Ȩ́Æ§UÀÄ
“CªÀÄä” JAzÀgÉ C½AiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ ªÀÄªÀÄvÉAiÀÄ ªÀåQÛ
“CªÀÄä” JAzÀgÉ ¦æÃw ºÁUÀÆ PÀgÀÄuÉAiÀÄ À̧égÀÆ¥À
“CªÀÄä” ¸ÀºÀ£É¬ÄAzÀ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ «ZÁgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w½¹PÉÆqÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀiÁzsÀjwæ
“CªÀÄä” ¤£Àß ªÀiÁvÀÄ ªÀÄÄwÛ£À xÀgÀ. ªÀÄÄwÛ£ÀAxÀ ¤£Àß ªÀiÁvÀÄ

£À£ÀUÉ ¤£Àß £ÉaÑ£À vÀÄvÀÄÛ w¤ß¹zÀ xÀgÀ.
“CªÀÄä” ¤Ã£ÉÃ ªÉÆzÀ® UÀÄgÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ ªÉÆzÀ® zÉÃªÀgÀÄ.   - gÀQëvÁ dAiÀÄAvÀ ªÉÆUÉÃgÀ

  ¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹ «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘J’

CªÀÄä

£ÀÄr ¢Ã¥ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ
§gÀªÀtÂUÉ MAzÀÄ PÀ¯É, EzÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°¸À¯ÁgÀzÀÄ. DzÀgÉ
PÀ°AiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. M¼ÉîAiÀÄ §gÀºÀUÁgÀ£ÁUÀ®Ä M¼ÉîAiÀÄ
NzÀÄUÀ£ÁV.

MAzÀÄ Ȩ́ÆÃ°¤AzÀ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ Ȩ́ÆÃ°UÉ GvÁìºÀUÀÄAzÀzÉ
AiÀiÁgÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ - ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÀÄvÉÛ – ªÀÄvÉÛ, GªÉÄÃ¢£À°è
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉÆÃ CªÀgÀÄ UÉzÉÝÃ UÉ®ÄèvÁÛgÉ.

£ÁªÀÅ ºÉÃUÉ ¨sÁ«¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉÇÃ ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ DUÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ.

»rzÀ PÉ®¸À ©qÀzÉÃ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ bÀ®«gÀ°.

UÀÄjAiÉÄqÉUÉ ¸ÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁUÀð £ÁªÉÃ PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ.
¤gÀAvÀgÀ ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀß, ¥Àj±ÀæªÀÄ¢AzÀ ¥sÀ® ¤²ÑvÀ. ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ
Q¯ÉÆÃ«ÄÃlgÀÄUÀ¼À ¥ÀAiÀÄtªÀÅ MAzÀÄ ºÉeÉÓ¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ
DgÀA s̈À.

aAvÉ É̈ÃqÀ, aAvÀ£É É̈ÃPÀÄ. DzsÁåvÀäPÀ ¤®ÄªÀÅ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ°.
ºÀªÁå̧ ÀUÀ½AzÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ±ÁAwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß À̧zÀÄ¥ÀAiÉÆÃV À̧̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

§gÀºÀUÁgÀ£ÀÄ dUÀwÛ£À°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ
WÀl£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß À̧ÆPÀëöäªÁV £ÉÆÃqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ, ¥Àj²Ã° À̧̈ ÉÃPÁVzÉ.

ºÀ¤UÀªÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ
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EA¢£À PÁ®zÀ°è ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ
C¤ªÁAiÀÄðvÉ CUÀvÀå. OzsÀå«ÄPÀ zÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼À°è
F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ C¤ªÁAiÀÄð CUÀvÀå.
£ÁªÀÅ eÁUÀwPÀ ºÁUÀÆ gÁ¶ÖçÃAiÀÄ
¸ À Ä¢ ÝU À½U É F ªÀiÁz s À åª À Äª À£ É ß Ã
CªÀ®A©¹zÉÝÃªÉ. DzÀgÉ £À£Àß ¥ÀæPÁgÀ F
ªÀiÁzs À åªÀÄzÀ°è PÉ®¸À ¤ªÀð»¸ÀÄªÀ
ªÀgÀ¢UÁgÀgÀÄ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ AiÀiÁªÀ
À̧Ä¢Þ ªÀÄÄRåªÉÇÃ CzÀ£ÀÄß ¥Àæ̧ ÁgÀ ¥Àr À̧zÉÃ

C£ÁªÀ±ÀåPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀ À̧Ä¢ÝUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥Àæ̧ ÁgÀ ¥Àr À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÆ EzÉ.
GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è M§â ªÀåQÛ
MAzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ PÉ® À̧ CAzÀgÉ À̧ªÀiÁd PÁAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ
CzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄ ¢£ÀzÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ ªÀÄÄR¥ÀÄlzÀ°è ¥Àæ̧ ÁgÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.
§zÀ°UÉ AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ M§â ¥Àæ¹zÀÞ £Àl£ÉÆÃ CxÀªÁ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
MAzÀÄ PÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è ¸ÁzsÀ£É ªÀiÁrzÀ ªÀåQÛ vÀ£Àß ºÉAqÀwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ©lÄÖ
E£ÁßöågÀ eÉÆvÉ ºÉÆgÀUÀqÉ EzÀÝgÉ CzÀÄ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄPÉÌ
À̧Ä¢ÝAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. À̧ªÀiÁd Ȩ́ÃªÀPÀ ªÀiÁrzÀ PÉ® À̧ ¤dPÀÆÌ

£Á®ÄÌ d£À CzÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ ºÉÆUÀ¼À̈ ÉÃPÁzÀzÀÄÝ D «µÀAiÀÄ
ªÁvÉðAiÀiÁV §AzÀgÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÁzÀgÀÆ ©gÀÄzÀÄ CxÀªÁ ¥Àæ±ÀA Ȩ́
DvÀ¤UÉ ® s̈ÀåªÁUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. F «ZÁgÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ
vÀgÀÄtgÀÄ CAvÀºÀ PÁAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä
EAvÀºÀ À̧A s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ EzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ
PÉÃªÀ® ¸ÀÄ¢ÝAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÀAZÀÄªÀÅ¢®è §zÀ°UÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ
À̧Ä¢ÝAiÀiÁUÀ̈ ÉÃPÉA§ÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß ¤zsÀðj À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ.

F J¯Áè «µÀAiÀÄUÀ½AzÀ MAzÀÄ À̧vÀåªÀAvÀÆ À̧éµÀÖ.
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ‘£Á®Ì£ÉÃAiÀÄ DAiÀiÁªÀÄ’ JAzÀÄ UÀÄgÀÄw À̧ÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ.
DzÀgÉ FV£À PÉ®ªÀÅ zÀ±ÀPÀUÀ½AzÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ‘ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄ

ªÀiÁ zsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼À ºÁUÀÆ gÁµÀÖçUÀ¼À
fÃªÁ¼À. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ MAzÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ d£ÀvÉ
ºÁU ÀÆ ¸ ÀPÁðg ÀP É Ì ¸ ÀA§Azs Àª À£ À Ä ß
ElÄÖPÉÆArgÀÄªÀ PÉÆAr. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ zÉÃ±À-
«zÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼À «zÁåªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß, G£Àßw-
CªÀ£ ÀwAi À Ä£ À Ä ß ¥ À æZÁg À ¥ Àr¸ ÀÄvÁ Û
d£ÀeÁUÀÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄßAlÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ.
zÉÃ±À«zÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼À «zÁåªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß «±ÀézÀ
ªÀÄÆ É̄ ªÀÄÆ É̄AiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ QæÃqÁ
ZÀlÄªÀnPÉ, gÁdQÃAiÀÄ «µÀAiÀÄ, ¸ÁA À̧ÌøwPÀ
ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ É̄èÃ PÀÄ½vÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä
MAzÀÄ PÁ®zÀ d£ÀvÉ ºÀA§° À̧ÄwÛvÀÄÛ. DzÀgÉ
CAzÀÄ CzÀÄ C¸ÁzsÀåzÀ ªÀiÁvÁVvÀÄÛ. CAzÀÄ
ªÀiÁ»w vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÀÅ CµÉÆÖAzÀÄ É̈¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ
PÀArgÀ°®è.

£ÀªÀÄä EA¢£À PÁ® §zÀ¯ÁVzÉ.
£ÁªÀÅ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°èAiÉÄÃ PÀÄ½vÀÄ gÁdQÃAiÀÄ
PÉëÃvÀæzÀ «µÀAiÀÄ, «eÁÕ£À PÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è£À ¥ÀæUÀwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß, «zÉÃ±À
gÁdQÃAiÀÄ À̧ªÀiÁZÁgÀªÀ£ÀÄß DgÁªÀÄªÁV «ÃQë À̧§ºÀÄzÁVzÉ.
UÀtå ªÀåQÛUÀ¼À, À̧Ä¥Àæ¹zÀÞ gÁµÀÖç £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀ ºÁUÀÆ zÉÃ±À Ȩ́ÃªÀPÀgÀ
s̈ÁµÀtªÀ£ÀÄß « À̧äAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀAqÀAvÉ £ÉÃgÀ¥Àæ̧ ÁgÀ PÁAiÀÄðPÀæªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß

«ÃQë¹ CzÀjAzÀ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ É̈ÃPÁzÀ ¤ÃwAiÀÄÄvÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÁVzÉ. EAvÀºÀ ªÀÄºÁ-¥ÀªÁqÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß F
À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ ºÁUÀÆ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ d£ÀvÉUÉ ¤ÃrgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ.

ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ JA§ÄzÀÄ d£ÀvÉ-d£ÀvÉVgÀÄªÀ MAzÀÄ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ
PÉÆAr. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ JA§ÄzÀÄ §jÃ £Á®ÄÌ-LzÀÄ d£ÀgÀÄ
£ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ C®è. CzÀÄ ErÃ «±ÀéPÉÌ «±ÀéªÉÃ, ErÃ zÉÃ±ÀPÉÌ
zÉÃ±ÀªÉÃ, ErÃ gÁµÀÖçPÉÌ gÁµÀÖçªÉÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ H» À̧̄ ÁUÀzÀ
eÁ®ªÉAzÉÃ ºÉªÉÄä¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÃ¼À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
J¯Áè «zÁåªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ¼À £ÉÊdªÁzÀ ºÁUÀÆ fÃªÀAvÀªÁzÀ
ªÀiÁ»wUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉ ºÁUÀÆ ¤ÃqÀ̄ ÉÃ É̈ÃPÁVzÉ.
F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½AzÀ C£ÀÄPÀÆ®UÀ¼ÀÄ CªÉµÉÆÖÃ EzÉ.

ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½AzÀ §jÃ C£ÀÄPÀÆ®UÀ½ªÉ JAzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ
H»¹zÀgÉ CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä HºÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ CµÉÖÃ. F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½AzÀ
C£ÀÄPÀÆ® ªÀiÁvÀæ C®è C£Á£ÀÄPÀÆ®UÀ¼ÀÆ EzÉ. PÉÃªÀ® £ÀªÀÄUÉ
JµÀÄÖ É̈ÃPÉÆÃ CµÀÖ£ÉßÃ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄUÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
vÉÆAzÀgÉ §gÀ¯ÁgÀzÀÄ JA§ÄzÀÄ ¸ÀvÀåªÁzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ.

EA¢£À GzÀåªÀÄ²Ã® dUÀwÛ£À°è ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
GzÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÁVªÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ §ÈºÀvÁÛV É̈¼É¢zÉ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¯ï£À°è
EgÀÄªÀ zÀÆgÀzÀ±Àð£À, PÁj£À°è EgÀÄªÀ gÉÃrAiÉÆÃ, ªÀÄ£É
¨ÁV°UÉ À̧ÆAiÀÄð¤VAvÀ ªÀÄÄAZÉAiÉÄÃ §AzÀÄ ©Ã¼ÀÄªÀ ªÀÈvÀÛ¥ÀwæPÉ,
PÉ® À̧zÀ eÁUÀzÀ°è EgÀÄªÀ UÀtPÀAiÀÄAvÀææ, EAlgï£Émï »ÃUÉ
J®èªÀÇ KPÀPÁ®PÉÌ MAzÀ̄ Áè MAzÀÄ À̧gÀPÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁgÀÄvÁÛ
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄPÉÌ ¸ÀÄ¢ÝAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

jÃªÀiÁ JA.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ªÁtÂdå

« s̈ÁUÀ
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DAiÀiÁªÀÄ’ CxÀªÁ ‘ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄ DzsÁgÀ À̧ÛA s̈À’ JAzÀÄ
UÀÄgÀÄw À̧̄ ÁUÀÄwÛzÉ.

EzÀ£ÀÄß CªÉÄÃjPÁzÀ°è £ÉÆÃªÀiï ZÁªÀiï¹Ì CªÀgÀ ¥ÀÄ À̧ÛPÀzÀ°è
« À̧ÛøvÀªÁV «ªÀj À̧̄ ÁVzÉ. C°è£À §ÈºÀvï GzÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä PÉÊ»rvÀzÀ°è Ej¹PÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ
d£Á©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦ À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÉÃUÉ À̧PÁðgÀªÀ£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä
PÉÊ »rvÀzÀ°ègÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

£ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä¯ÉèÃ PÉÃ¼À¨ÉÃPÁzÀ MAzÀÄ ¥Àæ±Éß EzÉ. F
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝj K£ÀÄ? ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ IÄuÁvÀäPÀ
ºÁUÀÆ UÀÄuÁvÀäPÀ CA±ÀUÀ¼ÉgÀqÀ£ÀÆß EA¢£À À̧ªÀÄPÁ°Ã£À
¥Àj¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è UÀªÀÄ¤ À̧̈ ÉÃPÁzÀzÀÄÝ C¤ªÁAiÀÄð CUÀvÀå. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ
ºÁUÀÆ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ°è §gÀÄªÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ À̧Ä¢Ý F À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ
ºÁUÀÆ d£ÀvÉUÉ M½vÁUÀ̈ ÉÃPÉÃ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ CzÀjAzÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
PÉqÀÄPÀÄ DUÀ̈ ÁgÀzÀÄ. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ°è §gÀÄªÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ À̧Ä¢Ý
£ÀªÀÄä AiÀÄÄªÀ vÀgÀÄt/vÀgÀÄtÂAiÀÄgÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ zÀÄµÀàjuÁªÀÄ
©ÃgÀPÀÆqÀzÀÄ. £À£Àß ¥ÀæPÁgÀ F eÁUÀwÃPÀgÀtzÀ PÁ®zÀ §zÀÄQ£À°è
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½®èzÉÃ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°ègÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä £ÉgÉºÉÆgÉAiÀÄ
«µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w½AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ C¸ÁzsÀåªÁVzÉ CxÀªÁ w½zÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä
AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀß ªÀiÁqÀ̄ ÁgÀgÀÄ. DzÀÝjAzÀ F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÉßÃ
d£ÀgÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÁzÀgÉÆAzÀÄ À̧Ä¢ÝUÉ CªÀ®A©¹zÁÝgÉ JAzÁzÀgÉ
À̧éµÀÖªÁzÀ, À̧jAiÀiÁzÀ ªÀiÁ»wAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À

dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ®èªÉÃ? ¤ÃªÉÃ ºÉÃ½. EzÀgÀ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄ K£ÉAzÀgÉ
ºÀ®ªÀÅ §UÉAiÀÄ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ d£ÀvÉ É̈ÃgÉ É̈ÃgÉ
ªÀiÁ»wUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÁªÉÃ À̧évÀB PÀ°à¹PÉÆAqÀÄ vÀªÀÄäzÉÃ DzÀ
¥ÀæªÀÈwÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß CxÀªÁ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦ À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ.

ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ MAzÀÄ dªÁ¨ÁÝj JAzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ªÉÃUÀzÀ°è
EgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. EzÀjAzÀ CzÉµÉÆÖÃ C¥ÁAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀ¦à À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ
ºÁUÀÆ À̧PÁðgÀPÉÌ É̈ÃPÁzÀ PÀæªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÆß PÉÊUÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÀÄ.
GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ MAzÀÄ Hj£À°è ¥ÀæPÀÈw-«PÉÆÃ¥À
À̧A s̈À« À̧ÄªÀ À̧ÆZÀ£É ºÀªÁªÀiÁ£À E¯ÁSÉ¬ÄAzÀ ®©ü¹zÀgÉ

CzÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAavÀªÁV ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ°è À̧Ä¢ÝAiÀiÁV ¤ÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ
C°ègÀÄªÀ d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß À̧ÄgÀQëvÀ À̧Ü¼ÀPÉÌ PÉÆAqÉÆAiÀÄå§ºÀÄzÀÄ. E£ÀÆß
AiÀiÁªÀÅzÁzÀgÉÆAzÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è AiÀÄÄzÀÞ À̧A s̈À« À̧ÄwÛzÀÝgÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß
w½ À̧ÄªÀÅzÀgÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ AiÀiÁªÀ À̧Ü¼ÀzÀ°è ºÉZÀÄÑ C¥ÁAiÀÄ«zÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ
w½zÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ D À̧Ü¼ÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃUÀzÉÃ EgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. £À£Àß ¥ÀæPÁgÀ
F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ°è §gÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁ»wAiÀÄÄ MA¢µÀÄÖ ªÀiÁ»wUÀ¼À
eÁ®ªÀ®è. ªÀiÁ»w JA§ÄzÀÄ d£ÀjUÉ §zÀÄPÀ®Ä É̈ÃPÁzÀ «ªÀgÀ.
DzÀÝjAzÀ F ªÀiÁ»wUÀ¼ÀÄ d£ÀgÀ AiÀÄ±À¹ìUÉ §¼À̧ ÀÄªÀ°è C£ÉÃPÀ
ªÀiÁ»w vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À PÉ® À̧ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛ É̄Ã
EgÀ̈ ÉÃPÁVzÉ.

ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½UÉ À̧Ä¢ÝUÀ¼À̄ ÉèÃ D À̧QÛ. À̧Ä¢ÝUÀ¼ÀÄ CxÀªÁ
À̧A¢UÀÝUÀ¼ÉÃ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄPÉÌ DºÁgÀ. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ°è §gÀÄªÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
À̧Ä¢Ý £ÉÆÃqÀÄUÀgÀ£ÀÄß/PÉÃ¼ÀÄUÀgÀ£ÀÄß/NzÀÄUÀgÀ£ÀÆß CªÀgÀ UÀªÀÄ£À
Ȩ́¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ.

CvÀåAvÀ ºÉaÑ£À UÁæºÀPÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉzÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ AiÀÄ±À¹é
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ JAzÀÄ PÀgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ.

PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä vÀªÀÄä ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ AiÀÄ±À¹éUÁV vÁªÉÃ MAzÀÄ
ªÀiÁ»wAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁr d£ÀjUÉ w½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ
ªÀgÀ¢UÁgÀgÀ D¸ÀQÛAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. C£ÁªÀ±ÀåPÀ ¸ÀÄ¢ÝUÀ¼À£ÀÄß d£ÀjUÉ
w½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ vÀ¥ÁàzÀ ¸ÀAUÀw. CzÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀPÁðgÀ vÀqÉzÀÄ ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ
PÀæªÀÄ PÉÊUÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ.

AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ PÀÄjvÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ
CzÀgÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ PÀÄjvÀÄ DVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°ègÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ¤µÀ×ªÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ JAzÀÄ

§AiÀÄ¹zÀgÀÆ CzÀÄ ºÁUÉ DVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ
¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¸ÀÄvÁÛ £À£Àß ¥ÀæPÁgÀ
F ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ F jÃw £ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 1) ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ
¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ PÁªÀ¯ÁVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 2) AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ «µÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß
ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃgÀAd£ÁvÀäPÀªÁV ¤ÃqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 3) £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀ£ÀÄß
aAvÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄÄzÁAiÀÄªÁV ¸ÀAWÀn¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ
JAzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ ºÁUÉ E®è JAzÀgÀÆ CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä §AiÀÄPÉAiÀÄAvÉ
gÀÆ¦¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÀµÀÖ ºÁUÀÆ CzÀ£ÀÄß G½¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÆ PÀµÀÖ.
DzÀjAzÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ JA§ÄzÀÄ ±ÁAwUÁV ºÁUÀÆ ¸ÁªÀðd¤PÀgÀ
»vÀPÁÌV PÁAiÀÄð ¤ªÀð»¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ.

E¢ÃUÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ PÉ® À̧ ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ? AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ
¸ÀÄ¢ÝAiÀiÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ? ºÉÃUÉ ¸ÀÄ¢ÝAiÀiÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ JA§ ºÉÆ¸À ªÁzÀ
DgÀA s̈ÀªÁVzÉ. À̧Ä¢Ý gÀZÀ£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀAaPÉAiÀÄÄ F À̧ªÀiÁdPÉÌ
AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ PÉlÖ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄ ©ÃgÀ¨ÁgÀzÉAzÉÃ £À£Àß
C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄ, C©ǖ ÁµÉ. £ÀªÀÄä £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀÄ CªÀgÀ DvÀä¸ÁQë ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ
C¢üPÁgÀzÀ°è G½AiÀÄ®Ä CzÉµÉÆÖÃ ¸ÀPÀð¸ï ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
CzÀgÀAvÉAiÉÄÃ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄUÉ É̈ÃPÁzÀ ºÁUÉ gÀa À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ
§ºÀ¼À PÀµÀÖzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ.

£ÀªÀÄä D¸ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ FqÉÃj¸À®Ä, £ÀªÀÄä PÀ£À¸ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
FqÉÃj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ C¸ÁzsÀåªÁzÀ ªÀiÁvÉAzÁzÀgÀÆ £ÁªÀÅ F £ÀªÀÄä
¥ÀÄlÖ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°è PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ PÁtÄvÁÛ §zÀÄPÉÆÃt.         

ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ
¤£Àß£ÀÄß £Á £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ¯É®è
JzÉ qsÀªÀUÀÄqÀÄvÀÛzÉ, G¹gÉÃ ¤AvÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ
vÀÄn vÉÆzÀ®ÄvÀÛzÉ, ªÀiÁvÉÃ ºÉÆgÀ§gÀzÀAvÉ
ªÉÄÊ £ÀqÀÄUÀÄvÀÛzÉ, ZÀ®£ÉAiÉÄÃ E®èªÁzÀAvÉ
PÀtÄÚ «ÄlÄQ À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ, eÁÕ£ÀªÉÃ EgÀzÀAvÉ
ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ºÉÃ¼À®Ä ¥ÀæAiÀÄwß À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ, ¥ÀjªÉÃ E®èzÀAvÉ
ºÁvÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ ¤£Àß ¦æÃwUÉ
AiÀiÁjUÀÆ UÉÆvÉÛÃ DUÀzÀAvÉ.

- À̧ÄavÀ ºÉZï. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘r’
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¨É¼ÀV£À ºÉÆvÀÄÛ, PÉ® À̧zÀ zsÁªÀAvÀ, PÁgÀ£ÉßÃj ªÉÃUÀªÁV
¸ÁUÀÄwÛÃj. ¤ªÉÄäzÀÄj¤AzÀ ¸ÁUÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¢éZÀPÀæ ªÁºÀ£ÀzÀ
¸ÀªÁgÀ£ÉÆÃªÀð DPÀ¹äPÀªÁV gÀ¸ÉÛUÉ GgÀÄ¼ÀÄvÁÛ£É. ¤ªÀÄUÀj«®èzÉ
¤ªÀÄä ªÁºÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤°è¸ÀÄwÛÃj. DvÀ£À ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÉÌ zsÁ«¸ÀÄªÀ
ªÀÄ£À¸ÁìUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. MqÀ£ÉAiÉÄÃ £ÀªÀÄä M¼ÀªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ
¸ÀÆZÀ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. “¤£ÀUÁåPÉ E®èzÀ G¸Á§j,
DvÀ¤UÉÃ£ÁzÀgÀÆ DzÀgÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉ D¸ÀàvÉæ, ¥ÉÆÃ°¸ÀÄ, PÉÆÃlÄð
PÀbÉÃj JAzÀÄ C É̄AiÀÄÄwÛÃAiÉÆÃ? À̧ÄªÀÄä£É ¤£Àß PÉ® À̧ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆÃ”
JAzÀÄ ¤AvÀ PÁgÀÄ ªÀÄvÉÛ ZÀ° À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ. D À̧ªÁgÀ£À zÉÃºÀ
MAzÀµÀÄÖ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ gÀ¸ÉÛAiÀÄ°è MzÁÝr PÀæªÉÄÃt ¤±ÀÑ®ªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

¥ÀjÃPÀëPÀgÉÃ, £À£ÉÆß®«£À «ÄvÀægÉÃ, £Á¤ÃUÀ ºÉÃ½zÀ F
«µÀAiÀÄ PÉÃªÀ® MAzÀÄ PÀxÉAiÀÄ®è, £ÀUÀgÀUÀ¼À°è, ¥ÀlÖtUÀ¼À°è
MAzÀ É̄ÆèAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆ É̄AiÀÄ°è ºÉZÀÄÑ PÀrªÉÄ ¢£ÀA¥Àæw £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ
À̧AUÀw¬ÄzÀÄ. KPÉ EA¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è £ÀªÀÄä°è F jÃwAiÀÄ s̈ÁªÀ

±ÀÆ£ÀåvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀÄnÖPÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛªÉ? £ÁªÉÃPÉ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀåvÀé PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ
CªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄgÁUÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ? £ÀªÀÄä°è «zÉåUÉ PÉÆgÀvÉ¬ÄzÉAiÉÄÃ?
E®è! RArvÁ E®è! ºÁUÁzÀgÉ EzÀPÉÌ¯Áèö ªÀÄÆ® PÁgÀt
EAvÀºÀ À̧ªÀÄ Ȩ́åUÀ½UÉ À̧àA¢ À̧zÀ £ÀªÀÄä UÀÄtªÉÃ C®èªÉÃ?
¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ EA¢£À vÀ®ètUÀ½UÉ GvÀÛgÀ ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ®Ä ºÉÆgÀlgÉ,
£ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÁtÄªÀÅzÀÄ 12£ÉÃ ±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è d£Àä vÁ½zÀ
±ÀgÀt ZÀ¼ÀÄªÀ½AiÀÄ vÀvÀéUÀ¼ÀÄ. ºËzÀÄ ªÀåQÛ, PÀ̧ ÀÄ§Ä EvÁå¢.

“£ÀÄrzÀgÉ ªÀÄÄwÛ£À ºÁgÀzÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ
£ÀÄrzÀgÉ ¸ÀànPÀzÀ ±À¯ÁPÉAiÀÄAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ
£ÀÄrzÀgÉ °AUÀªÀÅ ªÉÄaÑ CºÀÄzÀºÀÄzÉ£Àß É̈ÃPÀÄ.”

ªÀZÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ À̧ºÀ̈ Á¼Éé
ªÀiÁw£À ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß CjvÀªÀ¤UÉ

À̧ºÀ̈ Á¼ÉéAiÀÄ ¥ÁoÀ ºÉÃ¼À̈ ÉÃPÉA¢®è. CªÀ£À
ªÁPÁÑvÀÄAiÀÄðªÉÃ É̄ÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß CªÀ£À PÉÊ
ªÀÄÄ¶×AiÉÆ¼ÀUÁV¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £Á®UÉAiÉÄA§
RqÀÎªÀ£ÀÄß §¼À¹ CªÀgÀÄ À̧ªÁ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
v À ÄAq À Ä  v À ÄAq À Ä  ª À i Áq À Äª À
¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð«gÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

“PÀ¼À̈ ÉÃqÀ, PÉÆ® É̈ÃqÀÀ, ºÀÄ¹AiÀÄ £ÀÄrAiÀÄ®Æ É̈ÃqÀ..
ªÀÄÄ¤AiÀÄ¨ÉÃqÀ, C£ÀåjUÉ C¸ÀºÀå¥ÀqÀ®Ä¨ÉÃqÀ,
vÀ£Àß §tÂÚ̧ À̈ ÉÃqÀ, E¢gÀ ºÀ½AiÀÄ®Ä É̈ÃqÀ,
EzÉÃ CAvÀgÀAUÀ ±ÀÄ¢Þ, EzÉÃ §»gÀAUÀ ±ÀÄ¢Þ
EzÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä PÀÆqÀ®¸ÀAUÀªÀÄzÉÃªÀ£ÉÆ°ªÀ ¥Àj.”
EAvÀºÀ ¤ÃwAiÀÄ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¸ÀºÀ¨Á¼ÉéUÉ

PÉÆAqÉÆAiÀÄÄåªÀÅ¢®èªÉÃ? ¥ÀjªÀvÀð£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß À̧È¶Ö À̧ÄªÀÅ¢®èªÉÃ?
PÀ¼ÀîvÀ£À, PÉÆ É̄, À̧Ä¼ÀÄî, ¹lÄÖ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅUÀ½AzÀ M§â ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À£ÀÄß
zÀÆgÀ À̧j À̧ÄªÀÅ¢®èªÉÃ? RqÁ RArvÀªÁVAiÀÄÆ EzÀÄ ¸ÁzsÀå.

§ À̧ªÀtÚ£ÀªÀgÀÄ G¼ÀîªÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä ²æÃªÀÄAwPÉAiÀÄ zÉÆåÃvÀPÀªÁV
zÉÆqÀØ zÉÆqÀØ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß PÀnÖ À̧ÄªÀgÀÄ. ºÁUÀAzÁPÀët
±ÀgÀtgÀÄ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ, zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄ wgÀ̧ ÀÌj À̧°®è. CªÀjUÉ vÀªÀÄä
zÉÃºÀªÉÃ zÉÃUÀÄ®, zÉÃºÀzÉÆ¼ÀV£À fÃªÀ£ÉÃ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ, ¨ÁºÀå
zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄzÀ ¸ÁÜªÀgÀªÉAzÀgÀÄ.

DvÀä «±Áȩ́ À, ±ÀQÛ, s̈ÀQÛ, w¼ÀÄªÀ½PÉ, vÁ¼Éä, UËgÀªÀ EAvÀºÀ
CªÀÄÆ®å UÀÄtUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr À̧®Ä CwÃ ±ÀPÀÛªÁzÀ, CwÃ
±ÉæÃµÀ×ªÁzÀ, À̧vÀåªÁzÀ ªÀZÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀZÀ£ÀPÁgÀgÀ PÉÆqÀÄUÉAiÀiÁVzÉ!
¨s ÀÆ¸ÀA¥ÀvÁÛVzÉ! CzÀ£ÀÄß PÁzÀÄ PÁ¥Ár £ÀªÀÄ ä°è
C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉaÑ£À ¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉ vÉÆÃgÀÄªÀ «µÀAiÀÄ.

Ȩ́ßÃºÀ ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁzÁUÀ

£ÉÆÃ«zÉ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ
CVßAiÀÄ eÁé É̄ PÀÄ¢AiÀÄÄwÛzÉ
ªÀiÁrgÀzÀ vÀ¦àUÉ ªÀiË£ÀªÉÃPÉ?
¨Á¬Ä vÉgÉAiÀÄ®Ä ¨sÀAiÀÄªÉÃ?

E£ÀÄß ¸ÁPÀÄ F ºÉÃrvÀ£À
ºÉÆÃV §AiÀÄÄåªÀ ºÀoÀªÀiÁjvÀ£À
DzÀgÉ, PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀgÉ®è CªÀgÀÄ
£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆ É̄UÀÄA¥ÁV ©¸ÁQzÀªÀgÀÄ

£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ
PÉÊ ©qÀ̄ ÁgÀ£ÉA§ÄzÉÃ UÉ®ÄªÀÅ
¤Ã £ÀªÀÄä°èzÀÝgÉ ¸ÁPÀÄ ¥Àæ¨sÀÄ
¹UÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀÆgÀÄ D£ÉAiÀÄ §®ªÀÅ.

- ¸ÀÄavÀ ºÉZï. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘r’

zÉÃªÀ¤gÀÄªÀ£ÀÄeÉÆvÉAiÀiÁVzÉÝªÀÅ, PÀÆr £À°zÉªÀÅ
CªÀÄÆ®åªÁzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¸ÀjzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀÄzÉ w½AiÀÄ°®è
DzÀgÉ, PÁ® PÀ¼ÉzÀAvÉ zÀÆgÀ À̧jzÉªÀÅ, ZÀzÀÄj ºÉÆÃzÉªÀÅ
ªÀiÁvÀÄ ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁUÀ®Ä AiÀiÁgÀ®Æè PÁgÀt EgÀ°®è.
FUÀ £ÀªÀÄäUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀªÉÇAzÉÃ
Ȩ́ßÃºÀªÉA§ÄzÀÄ PÉ®ªÀgÀ ¥Á°UÀAvÀÄ É̈ÆA É̈ DlªÉÃ À̧j.

- À̧ÄavÀ ºÉZï. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘r’

f£ÀÄ eÉÆÃ£ï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ «eÁÕ£À

«¨sÁUÀ
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ªÀÄ£É ºÀwÛgÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ §½ MAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀ
CzÀgÀ PÉ¼ÀUÉ £ÉgÀ½£À ¸ÀªÀiÁUÀªÀÄ
C°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÉÛ ¥ÉÆÃ°¸ï-£ÁUÀjPÀgÀ PÀzÀ£À
£É£À¦ À̧ÄvÉÛ £À£ÀUÉ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÀzÀ£À.

§gÀÄvÉÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÉÛ ªÁºÀ£ÀUÀ¼À ¸Á®Ä
CzÀÈµÀÖªÀAvÀ£ÁUÀÄvÁÛ£É ¥ÁgÀÄ
¥ÁgÁzÀªÀ£À°è K£ÀÆ E®è¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ
¹QÌ ©zÀÝªÀ£À UÀwUÉÃqÀÄ.

ªÁºÀ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÁR¯É eÉÆvÉAiÀiÁV NqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ
E®è¢zÀÝ°è zÀAqÀ PÀlÖ É̈ÃPÀÄ
JµÀÄÖ ¢£À, AiÀiÁªÀ gÀ̧ ÉÛ, K£ÀÄ PÁgÀt
MAzÀ®è MAzÀÄ ¢£À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸Éå PÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ.

¸ÀjAiÀiÁVgÀ° fÃªÀ£À JA§ ªÁºÀ£ÀzÀ zÁR¯É
vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À£ÉßÃ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ £ÀqÉAiÀÄ¢gÀÄ JZÀÑjPÉ
À̧tÚ zÀAqÀªÁUÀ°, ¤£ÀUÉ JZÀÑjPÉ UÀAmÉ

zÉÃªÀgÀÄ vÀ¥Á¸ÀuÉ ªÀiÁrzÀÝ°è,
ºÉÃ¼À¢gÀÄ »ÃUÀÆ GAmÉ?

ªÉÄ°æ£ï Qæ±À̄ ï
r’ Ȩ́ÆÃd

¢éwÃAiÀÄ «eÁÕ£À
«¨sÁUÀ

PÁAiÀÄÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÁV
ºÀUÀ°£À ¨É¼ÀQ£À°è EgÀÄ½£À PÀvÀÛ®°è
É̈¼ÀQ£À°è ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÉ ¤£Àß

ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ
PÀvÀÛ®°è ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÉÃ ¤£Àß
vÁgÉUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ
CgÀ¼ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ºÀÆ«£À°è £Á
C£ÀÄ s̈À«¹zÉ ¤£Àß £ÀUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß
D ºÀÆ CgÀ½zÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É £Á
PÉÃ½zÉ ¤£Àß £ÀUÀÄ«£À ¸ÀzÀÝ£ÀÄß
£À¢AiÀÄ ¤Ãj£À°è PÀAqÉ £À£Àß ©A§
£ÉÃvÀæzÀ ¤Ãj£À°è PÀAqÉ ¤£Àß ¥Àæw©A§
ªÀÄ¼É ¤ÃgÀÄ £À¢AiÀÄ°è
©zÀÄÝ ªÀÄgÉ ªÀiÁrvÀÄ £À£Àß ©A§
PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ £É®PÉÌ ©zÀÄÝ
ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ ¤£Àß ©A§
£ÉÃ À̧gÀ£À vÁ¥ÀPÉÌ »ªÀÄ ¥ÀªÀðvÀªÀÅ
PÀgÀUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ DzÀgÉ,
£À£Àß ¦æÃw ¥ÀªÀðvÀªÀÅ PÀgÀUÀzÀÄ
JµÉÖÃ ¢£À GgÀÄ½zÀgÀÆ £Á
PÁAiÀÄÄªÉ£ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÁV.

¦æÃw

²PÀët¢AzÀ̄ ÉÃ ±ÀQÛ, AiÀÄÄQÛ
²PÀët¢AzÀ̄ ÉÃ s̈ÀQÛ, «ªÀÄÄQÛ
²PÀëtzÀ°è®è C À̧ªÀiÁ£À
²PÀët À̧ªÀðjUÀÆ À̧ªÀiÁ£À.

- gÀQëvÁ dAiÀÄAvÀ ªÉÆUÉÃgÀ
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹ «eÁÕ£À «¨sÁUÀ ‘J’

²PÀët

ªÀiÁ£Àå²æÃ
¢éwÃAiÀÄ «eÁÕ£À

«¨sÁUÀ

§zÀÄPÀÄ §ªÀuÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀAiÀÄt
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±ÀvÀ±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ½AzÀ®Æ É̈ÃgÀÄ©nÖgÀÄªÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ ¦qÀÄUÀÄUÀ¼À°è  °AUÀvÁgÀvÀªÀÄåªÀÇ MAzÁVzÉ. DzÀgÉ ªÉÊeÁÕ¤PÀvÉ, ªÉÊZÁjPÀvÉ
É̈¼ÉzÀAvÉ̄ Áè d£ÀgÀ ¤®ÄªÀÅ §zÀ̄ ÁVzÉ. À̧ªÀiÁ£ÀvÉAiÀÄ CªÀPÁ±À °AUÀ̈ sÉÃzÀ«®èzÉ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ. EzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ°è vÀÈwÃAiÀÄ

°AVUÀ¼ÁzÀ ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀªÀÄÄTAiÀÄgÀÆ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ ªÀÄÄRåªÁ»¤UÉ §gÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ À̧AvÉÆÃµÀzÀ «ZÁgÀ. F »£Éß É̄AiÀÄ°è FUÁUÀ̄ ÉÃ
«zÁåªÀAvÀgÁV ºÀ®ªÀÅ gÀAUÀUÀ¼À°è vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¹PÉÆArgÀÄªÀªÀgÀ°è Dgï. eÉ. PÁeÉÆÃ¯ï PÀÆqÁ M§âgÀÄ. PÁ É̄Ãf£À ªÀÄ»¼Á
À̧§°ÃPÀgÀt ªÉÃ¢PÉ ‘C s̈ÀAiÀÄ’zÀ D±ÀæAiÀÄzÀ°è À̧AAiÉÆÃdQ ²æÃªÀÄw qÁ| mÉæ¹ì «Ä£ÉÃd¸ïgÀªÀgÀÄ DAiÉÆÃf¹zÀ ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀªÀÄÄTAiÀÄgÉÆA¢UÉ

ªÀiÁvÀÄPÀvÉ JA§ PÁgÀåPÀæªÀÄzÀ°è, £ÀªÀÄä «zÁåyð¤AiÀÄjUÉ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ºÁUÀÆ CªÀgÀ UÉ¼Àw ²Ã¯Á qÉÊªÀÄAqïgÀ£ÀÄß À̧AzÀ²ð À̧ÄªÀ
CªÀPÁ±À zÉÆgÉwzÀÄÝ, CzÀgÀ MAzÀÄ vÀÄtÄPÀÄ E°èzÉ.

( À̧A) : ¤ªÀÄä ºÀÄnÖ£À §UÉÎ É̈Ã À̧gÀ«zÉAiÉÄÃ? zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀÄß
zÀÆ¶ À̧Ä«gÁ?

PÁeÉÆÃ¯ï : RArvÁ É̈Ã À̧gÀ«®è. §zÀ°UÉ ºÉªÉÄä¬ÄzÉ.
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÁVgÀÄªÉ. £Á£ÀÄ ºÉuÉÆÚÃ, UÀAqÉÆÃ
DVgÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ EAvÀºÀ À̧AvÉÆÃµÀ £À£ÀUÉ ¹UÀÄwÛvÉÆÛÃ
E É̄ÆéÃ? MAzÀÄ ªÉÃ¼É ºÉuÁÚVzÀÝgÀAvÀÆ ªÀÄzÀÄªÉ,
ªÀÄPÀ Ì¼ÀÄ..... ¸ÀA¸ÁgÀ....... »ÃUÉ £ÀÆgÀÄ
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À®èªÉ?

( À̧A) : ¤ªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ºÉtÛ£ÀzÀ ¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉ ºÁUÀÆ D
§UÉV£À ±Á À̧Ûç- À̧A¥ÀæzÁAiÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ£ÁzÀgÀÆ EzÉAiÉÄÃ?

Dgï. eÉ. : ºËzÀÄ, ºÉtÂÚ£À ºÁUÉ C®APÀj¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä §AiÀÄ À̧ÄªÀ
£ÀªÀÄUÉ ±À̧ ÀÛçaQvÉìVAvÀ ªÀÄÄAZÉ ºÉtÂÚ£À ®PÀëtUÀ¼ÀÄ
EgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. 40 ¢£ÀUÀ¼À £ÀAvÀgÀ ±Á¸ÀÛç«gÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
zÉÃªÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ªÀÄAUÀ¼À̧ ÀÆvÀæ ºÁQ ªÀÄzÀÄªÉ
ªÀiÁr À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ.

( À̧A) : ¤ªÀÄä UÀÄA¦£À̄ ÉèÃ EgÀ®Ä §AiÀÄ À̧ÄªÀ ¤ÃªÀÅ,
ºÉvÀÛªÀgÉÆA¢UÉ EgÀ®Ä §AiÀÄ À̧ÄªÀÅ¢®è. KPÉ?

Dgï. eÉ. : vÀAzÉ-vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄÄAzÉ UÀAqÁV ºÀÄnÖ ¹ÃgÉ
GlÖgÉ ºÉÃUÁUÀ¨ÉÃqÀ. DzÀgÉ EwÛÃZÉUÉ
PÀÄlÄA§zÉÆA¢UÉ CzÉµÉÆÖÃ ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀªÀÄÄTAiÀÄgÀÄ
¨Á¼ÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ.

( À̧A) : ¤ÃªÀÅ ¤ªÀÄä ¥ÀjªÁgÀzÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß zÀvÀÄÛ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ
AiÉÆÃZÀ£ÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ À̧gÀPÁgÀzÀ UÀªÀÄ£À Ȩ́¼É¢gÀÄ«gÁ?

Dgï. eÉ. : ºËzÀÄ. £À£ÀßzÉÃ À̧éAvÀ NGO £ÀqȨ́ À̈ ÉÃPÉA¢gÀÄªÉ.
ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ JµÀÄÖ ªÀÄA¢ «zÁåªÀAvÀjzÁÝgÉÆÃ
CªÀgÀ£Éß¯Áè PÀgÉzÀÄ À̧gÀPÁgÀzÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ £ÁåAiÀÄ
P ÉÃ¼ ÀÄv É ÛÃ£ É . CªÀjUÀÆ ¸ÁªÀÄxÀ åð«zÉ.
CªÀPÁ±ÀPÉÆr JAzÀÄ «£ÀAw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É.

( À̧A) : ¤ªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è wgÀÄªÀÅ PÀAqÀ PÀëtzÀ §UÉÎ
K£À£ÀÄß«j?

Dgï. eÉ. : UÀAqÀÄ ºÉuÁÚV §zÀ¯ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÀµÀ Ö .
ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄªÀjAzÀ GV¹PÉÆAqÁUÀ®Æ CªÀ£ÀÄß
«ÄÃj É̈¼ÉzÀ D PÀët ¤dPÀÆÌ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀÄÝ.

( À̧A) : fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è JAzÁzÀgÀÆ Ȩ́ÆÃw¢ÝÃgÁ?
Dgï. eÉ. : RArvÁ E®è. £Á£ÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃ¯ÉÆ¦àPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä

vÀAiÀiÁj®è.  £À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀÀzÀ PÉÆ£ÉPÀëtzÀ ªÀgÉUÀÆ
ºÉÆÃgÁqÀÄªÉ. ¸ÉÆÃ®£ÀÄß ªÀiÁvÀæ ¹éÃPÀj¸À¯ÁgÉ.

( À̧A) : UÀvÀ̧ ÀªÀiÁd ºÁUÀÆ ¥Àæ̧ ÀÄÛvÀ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°è ¤ªÀÄä
¸ÁÜ£À-ªÀiÁ£À?

Dgï. eÉ. : CAzÀÄ UËgÀªÀ EgÀ°®è. DzÀgÉ EAzÀÄ
CªÀPÁ±À«zÉ. vÀPÀÌªÀÄnÖUÉ UËgÀªÀªÀÇ zÉÆgÉwzÉ.

À̧AzÀ±ÀðPÀgÀÄ: PÀÄ. À̧ªÀiÁ D¹ÃAiÀiÁ, f£ÀÄeÉÆÃ£ï, j²vÀ ¦PÁqÉÆð °£ï, ªÉÄ°æ£ï, ±À°ðmÁ
À̧AvÀ DUÉßÃ¸ï ¥À. ¥ÀÆ. PÁ É̄Ãf£À «zÁåyð¤AiÀÄgÀÄ

ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀªÀÄÄT Dgï. eÉ. PÁeÉÆÃ¯ï eÉÆvÉ À̧AªÁzÀ
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( À̧A) : gÁdQÃAiÀÄzÀ°è D À̧QÛ¬ÄzÉAiÉÄÃ?

Dgï. eÉ. : À̧gÀPÁj C¢üPÁjAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¹zÉ. MAzÀÄ
ªÉÃ¼É gÁdQÃAiÀÄzÀ°è CªÀPÁ±À ¹PÀÌgÉ ±ÉÃ.
100gÀµÀÄÖ M¼Éî PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁr vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É.

( À̧A) : CªÀªÀiÁ£À JzÀÄj À̧ÄªÀ ¥Àæ̧ ÀAUÀ MzÀVzÉAiÉÄÃ?

Dgï. eÉ. : ZÀ¥Áà¼É £ÀªÀÄä À̧APÉÃvÀ. »ÃUÉ ZÀ¥Áà¼É vÀnÖ
ºÀt PÉÃ½zÁUÀ PÉÆqÀzÉ CªÁåZÀå ¥ÀzÀUÀ½AzÀ
¤A¢ À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ. ‘»fqÁ’ JAzÁUÀ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ §gÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
PÉ®¸À PÉÆqÀÄªÀªÀj®è, PÀµÀÖ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀªÀj®è.
ºÀt PÉÆqÀÄªÀªÀj®è¢zÁÝUÀ CzÉµÉÆÖÃ À̧®
CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁzÀ¢ÝzÉ.

( À̧A) : ªÀÄÄA¢£À d£ÀäªÉÇA¢zÀÝgÉ UÀAqÁV ºÀÄlÖ®Ä D Ȩ́
¥ÀqÀÄ«gÉÆÃ E®è ºÉuÁÚV ºÀÄlÖ®Ä?

Dgï. eÉ. : UÀAqÁVAiÀÄÆ, ºÉuÁÚVAiÀÄÆ ºÀÄlÖ¯ÁgÉ. EzÉÃ
jÃwAiÀÄ°è ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀªÀÄÄTAiÀiÁVAiÉÄÃ ºÀÄlÖ®Ä
§AiÀÄ À̧ÄªÉ.

( À̧A) : PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄzÁV ¸ÀªÀiÁdPÉÌ ¤ªÀÄä ªÀiÁvÀÄ?
Dgï. eÉ. : £Á£ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄä°è PÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅ¢µÉÖ. £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¤ªÀÄä

eÉÆvÉ ¸ÉÃj¹PÉÆ½î. ¤ªÀÄä°è £Á£ÀÆ M§â¼ÀÄ.
£ÀPÀ° ªÉÃµÀzÁjUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ ±Á¥À ºÁPÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
£ÁªÀÅ ±Á¥À ºÁPÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. CªÀªÀiÁ£À ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ
À̧ÄjAiÀÄÄªÀ PÀtÂÚÃgÉÃ ±Á¥ÀªÁV PÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

            zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ.    

CªÀÄä£À É̈ÊUÀÄ¼À PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ
ªÀÄÄ À̧ÄQ£À°è JzÀÄÝ
¹QÌzÀ § À̧ì£ÀÄß KgÀÄvÁÛ
NqÀÄªÉ £Á PÁ É̄ÃfUÉ

ºÀ¹j¤AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ ¥Àj À̧gÀªÀÅ
ªÀÄ£À̧ Àì£ÀÄß vÀ£ÀßvÀÛ Ȩ́¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ
ªÉÄÊªÀÄgȨ́ ÀÄªÀAvÀºÀ ZÉ®ÄªÀÅ
£ÀªÀÄä DUÉßÃ¸ï PÁ É̄Ãf£ÀzÀÄÝ

«©ü£ÀßvÉ EgÀÄªÀ E°è
eÁw-ªÀÄvÀ É̄PÀÌPÉÌÃ E®è
² À̧Û£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÀ £ÁªÀÅ
¥Àæw s̈ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ©qÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.

E°è NzÀ®Ä ¹PÀÌ CªÀPÁ±À
CzÀÈµÀÖªÉAzÉÃ ºÉÃ¼À§ É̄è
zÉÃªÀ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀgÉÃ E°è £É̄ É¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ
²PÀëPÀ, ²PÀëQAiÀÄgÀ gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ̄ ÉèÃ.

E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ vÁ£ÉÃ EzÉ EzÀQÌAvÀ «ÄV®Ä
zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄªÉÃ E°è EgÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀgÉ
©vÀÛj À̧̄ ÁUÀzÀµÀÄÖ À̧ÄAzÀgÀªÀÅ
F £ÀªÀÄä À̧AvÀ DUÉßÃ¸ï PÁ É̄ÃdÄ.

£À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ PÁ É̄ÃdÄ

À̧ÄavÀ ºÉZï. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
«eÁÕ£À «¨sÁUÀ ‘r’
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Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï JA§ PÀ£ÀßqÀzÀ°è §¼À̧ À®àqÀÄªÀ EAVèµï ¥ÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄß
¤ÃªÉ®è PÉÃ½gÀÄwÛÃj. CAvÀ¸ÀÄÛ, ¸ÁÜ£ÀªÀiÁ£À, JA§ÄzÁV CzÀ£ÀÄß
¸ÀgÀ¼ÀªÁV PÀ£ÀßqÀPÉÌ C£ÀÄªÁzÀ ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. »AzÉ®è ªÀÄ£É
ªÀÄÄAzÉ MAzÀÄ PÁgÀÄ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÆÃ CxÀªÁ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÀqÉ
MAzÀÄ £Á¬Ä¬ÄgÀÄªÀÅzÉÆÃ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï ¹A§¯ï C¤ß¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛvÀÄÛ.
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï JA§ ¥ÀzÀ ºÉZÁÑV F jÃwAiÀÄ É̄èÃ §¼À̧ À®àqÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ.
DzÀgÉ E°è £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀºÉÆgÀngÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÁmïìD¥ï£À ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï
PÀÄjvÁV. £ÀªÀÄä FV£À ¹ÜwUÀw K£ÀÄ JAzÀÄ J®èjUÀÆ
w½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ F ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£À ªÀÄÄRå GzÉÝÃ±À.

EªÀvÀÄÛ ¤ªÀÄUÉ RÄ¶AiÀiÁVzÀÝgÉ feeling happy JAzÉÆÃ
¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÁVzÀÝgÉ feeling down JAzÉÆÃ ¤ªÀÄä ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£ÀÄß
ºÁQPÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÀÄ. CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÀ ¤ªÀÄä «ÄvÀægÀÄ PÀÄvÀÆºÀ®
vÀqÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÉ KPÉ, K£Á¬ÄvÀÄ JAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ°èUÉ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï
ºÁQzÀ GzÉÝÃ±À À̧¥sÀ®ªÁzÀAvÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÁ É̄ÃdÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀAvÀÆ
MAzÀÄ UÀÆæ¥ï ¥sÉÆÃmÉÆÃªÀ£ÉßÃ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£À°è ºÁQ CzÀgÀ°è
§vïðqÉÃ AiÀiÁgÀzÉÆÃ CªÀgÀ vÀ¯ÉUÉ MAzÀÄ QjÃl ºÁQAiÉÆÃ
CxÀªÁ CªÀgÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ MAzÀÄ PÉÃQ£À avÀæ«mÉÆÖÃ ºÁgÉÊ À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ
£ÉÆÃqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. §vïðqÉÃ AiÀiÁgÀzÉÆÝÃ CªÀgÀÄ D ¢£À
AiÀiÁgÉ®è vÀªÀÄä ¸ÉÖÃl¸ïUÀ¼À°è CªÀgÀ ¥sÉÆÃmÉÆÃ ºÁQzÁÝgÉÆÃ
CªÀgÀ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ïUÀ¼À ¹ÌçÃ£ï ±Ámï vÉUÉzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀÄ¢£À CzÀ£ÀÄß
MAzÀgÀ »AzÉ MAzÀgÀAvÉ vÀªÀÄä Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï£À°è ºÁQ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§âjUÀÆ
zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄ¦ð¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DzÀgÉ £É£À¦gÀ°, ¤ÃªÀÅ CªÀgÀ
§vïðqÉÃUÉ ¤ªÀÄä ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£À°è CªÀjUÉ «±ï ªÀiÁrzÀÝgÉ, ªÀiÁvÀæ
CªÀgÀÄ CªÀgÀ Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï£À°è ¤ªÀÄUÉ «±ï ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. EzÀÄ ¥ÀPÁÌ
ªÀåªÀºÁjPÀ À̧A§AzsÀªÀ£ÀÄß À̧Æa À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ.

PÉ®ªÀgÀ Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ïUÀ¼À°è £Á®ÌjAzÀ LzÀÄ ¥sÉÆÃmÉÆUÀ½zÀÝgÉ
E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀgÀ°è ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ¢£ÉÊzÀÄ ¥sÉÆÃmÉÆUÀÆ ºÉaÑgÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
«rAiÉÆÃUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀÆqÀ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£À°è ºÁPÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
MAzÀÄ Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï£À DAiÀÄÄµÀå PÉÃªÀ® 24 UÀAmÉ. £ÀAvÀgÀ CzÀÄ
PÁtÂ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅ¢®è. ºÉÆ À̧vÁV C¥ï É̄ÆÃqï ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. PÉ®ªÀÅ
Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ïUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀPÉÌ¯Áè eÁÕ£À ºÀAZÀÄªÀ PÉ® À̧ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ.

M¼ÉîAiÀÄ UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ ºÉÃVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ, ªÀiË£ÀªÀÅ ªÀiÁwVAvÀ ºÉÃUÉ

GvÀÛªÀÄ, vÀAzÉ-vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÉÃ£ÀÄ,
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ UÀÄjAiÉÄÃ£ÀÄ EvÁå¢ EvÁå¢
ªÀÄÄVzÉÃ ºÉÆÃUÀzÀµÀÄÖ £Á®ÄßrUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
¸ÉÖÃl¸ï£À°è ºÁPÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
¤zs À£ À ºÉÆA¢zÀªÀjUÉ PÀA§¤
¸ÀÄj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ F ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï ªÀÄÆ®PÀªÉÃ.
EwÛÃZÉUÀAvÀÆ d£ÀgÀÄ ªÁmïìD¥ï£À°è
¸ À A¨ s Áµ Àu ÉU À½VAv À  ¸ É Ö Ãl¸ï
£ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ¯ÉèÃ ºÉZÀÄÑ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ
ºÁ¼ÀÄªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ.

E£ÀÄß FUÀ nPïmÁPï JA§ À̧gÀ¼À «rAiÉÆÃ awæÃPÀj À̧ÄªÀ
App §AzÀ ªÉÄÃ®AvÀÆ ºÉaÑ£ÀªÀgÀ Ȩ́ÖÃl¸ï£À°è F «rAiÉÆÃUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
PÁt§ºÀÄzÀÄ. F ¸É ÖÃl¸ï ºÁPÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è vÀÄA¨Á
¸ÉÆÃªÀiÁjAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀ £Á£ÀÄ MªÉÄä K£ÉÆÃ £À£Àß CPÀÌ£À ªÀÄzÀÄªÉ
ªÁ¶ðPÉÆÃvÀìªÀzÀAzÀÄ ‘C£ÀÄgÁUÀzÀ C£ÀÄ§AzsÀ’ JAzÀÄ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï
ºÁQzÉÝ. EzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÀ MAzÀµÀÄÖ d£ÀgÀ°è M§â
£ÀgÀªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÁzÀgÀÆ K£ÀÄ «±ÉÃµÀ JAzÀÆ PÉÃ½zÀÝgÉ ºÉÃ½, À̧évÀB
£À£Àß CPÀÌ£ÉÃ EzÀ£ÀÄß UÀªÀÄ¤ À̧°®è. CªÀÄªÁ Ȩ́åUÉÆªÉÄä ºÀÄtÂÚªÉÄUÉÆªÉÄä
¸ÉÖÃl¸ïUÉ ¥ÀæwQæ¬Ä¸ÀªÀªÀgÀzÀÄÝ ¸ÉÖÃl¸ïUÉ ºÁPÀ®Ä ZÀAzÀzÀ
¸Á¯ÉÆAzÀ£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¹nÖgÀ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. EzÀjAzÁV ¸ÉÖÃl¸ï
ºÁPÀÄªÀÅzÉÆÃ ¨ÉÃqÀªÉÇÃ JA§ feÁÕ¸ÉAiÀÄ°èzÉÃ£É! ¤ÃªÉÃ£ÀÄ
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ«j?

gÀQëvÁ dAiÀÄAvÀ
ªÉÆUÉÃgÀ

¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
«eÁÕ£À «¨sÁUÀ ‘J’

fÃªÀ£À MAzÀÄ £ÁlPÀ
ªÀÄ£À̧ ÉìÃ CzÀgÀ ¸ÁÜ¥ÀPÀ
ºÉÃUÉÃ EgÀ° ¤£Àß eÁvÀPÀ
EgÀÄªÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄ ¤Ã M¼ÉîAiÀÄ PÁAiÀÄPÀ.

- gÀQëvÁ dAiÀÄAvÀ ªÉÆUÉÃgÀ
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, «eÁÕ£À « s̈ÁUÀ ‘J’

fÃªÀ£À
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«ÄvÀªÁVgÀ° ¸Áämïð¥sÉÆÃ¤£À §¼ÀPÉ

PÉÆgÉÆ£Á ªÀÄºÁªÀiÁjAiÀÄÄ PÀ¼ÉzÀ JgÀqÀÄ ªÀµÀð¢AzÀ
gÁµÀÖçzÉ̄ ÉèqÉ ºÀgÀrzÀÄÝ, EzÀjAzÀ ¥ÁgÁUÀ®Ä d£ÀgÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ É̄èÃ
EgÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ ¥Àj¹Üw GAmÁV fÃªÀ£À±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ£ÉßÃ §zÀ° À̧̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ
C¤ªÁAiÀÄðvÉ JzÀÄgÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. mÉPÉÆßÃ É̄ÆÃfPï£À £ÉgÀ«¤AzÀ̄ ÉÃ
PÉ® À̧PÁAiÀÄðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀj À̧ÄªÀAvÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. F £ÀqÀÄªÉ
«zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ D£ï É̄Ê£ï vÀgÀUÀwUÀ¼ÀÄ DgÀA s̈ÀªÁVzÀÝjAzÀ J®ègÀ
PÉÊAiÀÄ°è ¸Áämïð¥sÉÆÃ£ïUÀ¼ÀÄ EgÀ¯ÉÃ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ ¸À¤ßªÉÃ±À
JzÀÄgÁVvÀÄÛ. DzÀgÉ «¥ÀAiÀiÁð¸ÀªÉAzÀgÉ «zÁåyðUÀ¼ÀÄ
¸Áämïð¥sÉÆÃ£À£ÀÄß vÀ£ÀUÉ CjªÁUÀzÀAvÉ CUÀvÀåQÌAvÀ eÁ¹Û
G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸ÀÄªÀAvÁVzÉ. CzÀgÀ®Æè ¸Áämïð¥sÉÆÃ£ï£À°ègÀÄªÀ
AiÀÄÆlÆå¨ï, ¥sÉÃ¸ï§ÄPï, E£Áì÷ÖUÁæªÀiï ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ D¥ïìUÀ¼ÀÄ
«zÁåyðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸É¼ÉAiÀÄÄwÛªÉ. «zÁåyð¤AiÀiÁV £À£ÀUÀÆ F
¸ÀªÀÄ¸Éå JzÀÄgÁVvÀÄÛ. ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÁzÁUÀ, MAnvÀ£À J¤¹zÁUÀ,
PÀëtªÀiÁvÀæzÀ°è CzÀ£ÀÄß ¤ªÁj¸À®Ä ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¥ÀjºÁgÀªÉÃ
ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï ¥sÉÆÃ£ï. CzÀgÀ°ègÀÄªÀ D¥ïìUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÊªÀiÁr PÀgÉzÀÄ
£À£Àß£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸ÀÄ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀAvÉ ºÀ®ªÀÅ
«zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ C¤¹zÀÄAlÄ. w½zÉÆÃ CxÀªÁ w½AiÀÄzÉAiÉÆÃ
¥sÉÃ¸ï§ÄPï CxÀªÁ AiÀÄÆlÆå¨ï ¥ÉÃeïUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÉÊ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À°è
wgÀÄV¹ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ C s̈Áå À̧ªÁVAiÉÄÃ ©nÖzÉ. PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä
AiÀiÁPÉ D ªÉ̈ ï Ȩ́ÊmïUÉ ºÉÆÃVzÉÝÃªÉ JA§ CjªÉÃ EgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.
«±ÁæAwAiÀÄ £É¥ÀzÀ°è ªÉÆ É̈Ê®£ÀÄß UÀAmÉUÀlÖ É̄ £ÉÆÃrgÀÄªÀ
GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÀ¼ÀÄ EªÉ. EzÀjAzÀ CªÀÄÆ®åªÁzÀ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß
PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀézÀ PÉ® À̧ ºÁUÀÆ PÀvÀðªÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ªÀð» À̧®Ä
À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ C s̈ÁªÀ GAmÁzÀ ¥Àj¹ÜwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß JzÀÄj¹zÀªÀgÀÆ

EzÁÝgÉ. DzÀgÉ EzÀjAzÀ ¥ÁgÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁUÀð«®èªÉ? ªÀÄ£À¹ìzÀgÉ
ªÀiÁUÀðªÉA§AvÉ EAvÀºÀ dAeÁlUÀ½AzÀ ¥ÁgÁUÀ®Ä
ªÉÆlÖªÉÆzÀ̄ ÁV £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À̧ Àì£ÀÄß »rvÀzÀ°èj¹PÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÀÄ.
DzÀgÉ avÀÛªÀ£ÀÄß ¤AiÀÄAvÀætzÀ°èj À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ CµÉÆÖAzÀÄ À̧Ä® s̈ÀzÀ
ªÀiÁvÉÃ£À®è. DzÀgÉ C¸ÁzsÀåªÀAvÀÆ C®è. ªÉÆ É̈Ê®£ÀÄß «ÄvÀªÁV
§¼À̧ À̈ ÉÃPÉA§ §AiÀÄPÉ «zÁåyðAiÀÄgÁV J®èjUÀÆ EzÉ. DzÀgÉ
ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. EzÀPÉÌ ¥ÀjºÁgÀªÉA§AvÉ PÉ®ªÀÅ À̧®ºÉUÀ½ªÉ.
ªÉÆ É̈Ê®£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄAZÉ MAzÀÄ PÁUÀzÀzÀ°è vÁ£ÀÄ
CzÀ£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV À̧̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ CªÀ±ÀåPÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß §gÉzÀÄ, CzÀÄ
CUÀvÀåªÉÃ JAzÀÄ AiÉÆÃa¹, CUÀvÀåªÉ¤¹zÀgÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ D PÉ® À̧PÉÌ
É̈ÃPÁzÀ D¥ïìUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÉgÉzÀÄ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¹zÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ D¥sï

ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. EzÀÄ ªÉÆ É̈Ê®£ÀÄß À̧zÀÄ¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ¥Àr¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä
À̧ºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ MAzÀÄ vÀAvÀæªÁVzÉ. E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀjUÉ

ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÀªÁå̧ ÀªÁVAiÉÄÃ ©nÖzÉ. D ¥Àj¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è,
vÁªÀÅ ªÉÆ É̈Ê®£ÀÄß D£ï ªÀiÁrzÀ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ºÁUÀÆ CzÀ£ÀÄß
G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¹ D¥sï ªÀiÁrzÀ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß §gÉzÀgÉ, vÁªÀÅ
¢£ÀzÀ°è ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ïUÉ JµÀÄÖ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄ PÉÆqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ, JµÀÄÖ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄ

ºÁ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ JA§ ¥ÀæeÉÕ
ªÀÄÆqÀÄvÀ ÛªÉ. E£ÀÆß GvÀÛªÀÄ
DAi ÉÄ ÌAi ÉÄAzÀg É C£ÀÄ¥ÀAi ÀÄÄP À Û
D¥ï ìU À¼ À£ À Ä ß ª ÉÆ¨ É Ê¯ï¤Az À
vÉUÉzÀÄºÁPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ.  ºÁUÀAvÀ ¥ÀÆwðAiÀiÁV «gÉÆÃzsÀªÀ£ÀÆß
ªÀåPÀÛ¥Àr À̧ÄwÛ®è. KPÉAzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ°è G¥ÀAiÀÄÄPÀÛªÁzÀ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ
«ZÁgÀUÀ¼ÀÆ EªÉ. AiÀÄÆlÆå¨ï£À°è ¥ÁoÀªÀ£ÀÄß CxÉÊð¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä

É̈ÃPÁzÀ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ «rAiÉÆÃUÀ½ªÉ. DzÀgÉ CwAiÀiÁzÀgÉ
CªÀÄÈvÀªÀÅ «µÀªÉ£ÀÄßªÀ ºÁUÉ, ¸Áämïð¥sÉÆÃ¤£À CwAiÀiÁzÀ
§¼ÀPÉAiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄä À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß QvÀÄÛPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀ®èzÉ, £ÀªÀÄä
DgÉÆÃUÀåzÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄AiÀÄÆ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄ ©Ã¼ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. EªÉ®è £ÀªÀÄUÉ
ºÉÆ À̧ «ZÁgÀªÉÃ C®è. GavÀ PÉqÀÄPÀÄUÀ¼À ¥ÀjeÁÕ£ÀªÀÅ
J®èjUÀÆ w½¢zÉ. DzÀgÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß C¼ÀªÀr À̧ÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ
JqÀ«zÀgÉ, E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ AiÀÄ±À¹éAiÀiÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £ÁªÀÅ FUÀ
vÉUÉAiÀÄÄªÀ aPÀÌ¥ÀÅlÖ ¤zsÁðgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÄA¢£À fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß
¤zsÀðj À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÉÃ«ÄZÀAzÀægÀªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ DAiÉÄÌAiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄä
PÉÊAiÀÄ É̄èÃ EzÉ.

PÀ®Äè ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄîUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå
§zÀÄQ£À ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è EzÀÄ ¸ÀªÉÃð ¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå
PÀªÀ°gÀÄªÀ M¨ÉÆâ§âgÀ zÁjAiÀÄzÀÄ C£À£Àå
UÀÄj vÀ®Ä¦zÀgÉ DzÉÃªÀÅ £ÁªÀÅ zsÀ£Àå

PÀ®Äè ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄî vÀÄ½zÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ ¤ÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ZÉÃvÀ£À
ªÀÄgÀÄV Ȩ́ÆgÀVzÀªÀjUÉ ¤ÃqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ ¸ÁAvÀé£À
¥ÁoÀ PÀ°¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ RavÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀzÀ fÃªÀ£À

 - jvÀÄ¥Àtð PÉ. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹, ¦.¹.JªÀiï.©.

ªÀÄ¤évÀ gÁªï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.¹.
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¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ
CzÀgÉÆ¼ÀV£À PÀxÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀÆgÁgÀÄ

fÃªÀ£ÀªÉA§ÄzÀÄ MAzÀÄ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ
CzÀgÉÆ¼ÀV£À PÀxÉUÀ½UÉ £ÁªÉÃ £ÁAiÀÄPÀ

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è À̧ºÀd UÉ®ÄªÀÅ Ȩ́ÆÃ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
PÀxÉUÀ¼À°èªÉ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ¥ÁvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ

¨Á®åzÀ°è AiÀiËªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß £É£ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ.....
AiÀiËªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÈzÁÞ¥ÀåzÀ §UÉÎ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄvÁÛ....
ªÀÈzÁÞ¥ÀåzÀ°è ¨Á®åzÀ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÉÄ®ÄPÀÄ ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ
ªÀÄÄV¸ÀÄªÉªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÀxÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß

PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ ¢£ÀzÀ §UÉÎ £É£ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ
¤£Éß £Á¼ÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ aAw À̧ÄvÀÛ
PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÉªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä F À̧ÄAzÀgÀ PÀëtUÀ¼À£ÀÄß

MAzÀÄ PÀxÉ ªÀÄÄVzÀgÉ...
±ÀÄgÀÄ ªÀiÁqÉÆÃt E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ PÀxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ºÉÆ À̧ ºÉÆ À̧ D É̄ÆÃZÀ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
¸Á¢ü̧ ÀÄªÉªÀÅ §zÀÄQ£À UÀÄjUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
§gÉAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ PÀxÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
PÀxÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ
£É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀÆgÁgÀÄ

PÉ®ªÀÅ PÀxÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß NzÀÄªÉ
MªÉÄä, ªÀÄvÉÆÛªÉÄä, ªÀÄUÀzÉÆªÉÄä....
E£ÀÆß PÉ®ªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄÄªÉ
¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀ¢zÀÝgÀÆ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä...
DzÀgÉ..... ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ PÀxÉAiÀÄÆ ¤ÃwzÁAiÀÄPÀ

J¸ï. £ÀªÀå²æÃ
¹.J¸ï.©.J.

        ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ
CPÀëgÀ ¥ÀzÀªÁV ¸ÉÃj
¥ÀzÀ ªÁPÀåªÁV ªÀÄÆr
¤£ÉÆßqÀ®°è £É¯É¹zÉ.

±Á¬ÄUÉ £É®ªÁV ¤AvÀÄ
£ÀgÀ¤UÉ ºÁ¼ÉAiÀiÁV ¤AvÀ
¤£ÀUÉ zsÀ£ÀåªÉÇÃ zsÀ£Àå.

PÀxÉ, PÀªÀ£À, PÁzÀA§j J¯Áè
«ZÁgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ¤AvÀ
¤Ã¤®èzÉ £Á«®è.

©½ ºÁ¼ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀé
w½¹zÀ ¤£ÀUÉ
²gÀ¨ÁV £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀ

D²vÁ PÉ.¹.
¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.©.

fÃªÀ£ÀªÉA§ ¥ÀÅ À̧ÛPÀ

¤dªÁV
CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁAiÉÄÛÃ?

ªÀÄ¤évÀ gÁªï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.¹.

EvÀgÀgÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ UËgÀªÀPÉÆqÀ°®èªÉAzÀÄ CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÉÃ?
EvÀgÀgÀÄ À̧jAiÀiÁV ¤£Àß PÀqÉ UÀªÀÄ£À ¤Ãr®èªÉAzÀÄ CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÉÃ?
J®ègÀ ªÀÄÄAzÉ QÃ¼ÁV £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉAzÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁAiÉÄÛÃ?
¤£Àß §UÉÎ QÃ¼ÁV ºÉÃ½zÀgÉAzÀÄ CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁAiÉÄÛÃ?
EvÀgÀgÀÄ ¤£Àß PÀÄjvÀÄ DqÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß CªÀªÀiÁ£ÀUÉÆ½¹vÉ?
DzÀgÉ ¤dªÁVAiÀÄÆ CªÀgÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß CªÀªÀiÁ£À ªÀiÁrzÁÝgÉAiÉÄÃ?
¤£Àß ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì ¤£Àß°èAiÉÄÃ EgÀÄªÁUÀ
¤£Àß ªÀÄ£À¸Àì£ÀÄß EvÀgÀgÀ ªÀiÁw£À ¥Àæ¨sÁªÀ¢AzÀ KPÉ £ÉÆÃªÀÅAlÄªÀiÁqÀÄwÛ?
EvÀgÀgÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ¤£Àß £ÉªÀÄä¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤AiÀÄAvÀæt ªÀiÁqÀ¯ÉÃPÉ CªÀPÁ±À ¤ÃqÀÄwÛ?

d£ÀgÀÄ ¤£Àß §UÉÎ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ QÃ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CªÀgÀ ªÀåQÛvÀé, ¤£Àß ªÀåQÛvÀéªÀ®è
£ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ zÀÈ¶Ö ¤£ÀßzÀÄ, ¥ÀæwQæAiÉÄ ¤£ÀßzÀÄ.



105

CAzÀÄ ªÀiÁ¤é ¸ÀA s̈ÀæªÀÄ¢AzÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è NqÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ¼ÀÄ.
CªÀ¼À ªÀÄÄRzÀ°è À̧AvÀ̧ ÀzÀ s̈ÁªÀ£É JzÀÄÝ PÁtÄwÛvÀÄÛ. £Á£ÀÄ
«µÀAiÀÄªÉÃ£ÉAzÀÄ PÉÃ½zÉ. CªÀ¼ÀÄ, “£Á¼É £À£Àß C¥Àà ¹AiÀiÁa£ï¤AzÀ
HjUÉ §gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀÄ §gÀÄªÁUÀ £À£ÀUÉ GqÀÄUÉÆgÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
vÀgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. -4° VAvÀ®Æ PÀrªÉÄ GµÀÚvÉ¬ÄgÀÄªÀ ¹AiÀiÁa£ï£À°è
UÀrPÁAiÀÄÄªÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ gÉÆÃZÀPÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß C¥Àà ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
C¥Àà£À eÉÆvÉ HjrÃ À̧ÄvÀÛ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. É̈ÃPÁzÉÝ®è PÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. ErÃ
¢£À DlªÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. £À£Àß vÀAzÉ zÉÃ±À PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ AiÉÆÃzsÀ
J£Àß®Ä £Á£ÀÄ ºÉªÉÄä ¥ÀqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É” JAzÁUÀ £À£ÀUÉ §ºÀ¼À
À̧AvÉÆÃµÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ªÀÄgÀÄ¢£À DPÉ ±Á É̄UÉ §A¢gÀ°®è. C¥Àà

§A¢gÀÄªÀ PÁgÀt J¯ÁèzÀgÀÆ wgÀÄUÁqÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃVgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ
JAzÀÄPÉÆAqÉ. ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ¢£À PÀ¼É¬ÄvÀÄ. DPÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ ±Á É̄AiÀÄ°è

ªÀÄÆqÀ® £ÉÃ À̧gÀ£ÀÄ
¥ÀqÀÄªÀt ¸ÉÃgÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ
CuÉPÀnÖzÀ £À¢UÉ,
ºÀjzÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ.

zÁj vÀ¦àzÀ ºÀQÌUÉ
UÀÆqÀÄ vÀ®Ä¥ÀÅªÀ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ
ªÀÄÄVAiÀÄzÀ ºÉeÉÓUÉ
HgÀÄ Ȩ́ÃgÀÄªÀ PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ.

£ÀUÀÄ»Ã£À ªÉÆUÀPÉ
£ÀUÀÄªÀ ©ÃgÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ
¨Á®AUÉÆÃaAiÀÄ ¥ÀlPÉ
§ºÀÄzÀÆgÀ ºÁgÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ.

PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÛ PÀ£À¹UÉ
«ÄwAiÀÄ PÀrªÁtªÉÃPÉ?
¨ÉÃ° ºÁPÀ®Ä PÀ£À¹UÉ
DUÀÄªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ £À£À¸ÀÄ...?

±ÀgÀ¢ü gÉÊ
 ¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ ¦.¹.JªÀiï.E./

PÀ£ÀßqÀ

PÁtÂ¹PÉÆ¼Àî¯ÉÃ E®è. ¥sÉÆÃ£ï
ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ ¥sÉÆÃ£ï PÀÆqÀ ¹éZï
D¥sï DVvÀÄÛ. ªÀÄgÀÄ¢£À ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ
ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ wÃªÀiÁð¤¹zÉ.
ªÀiÁgÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ¢£À ¢£À ¥ÀwæPÉAiÀÄ°è
ªÀiÁ¤éAiÀÄ vÀAzÉAiÀÄ ¥sÉÆÃmÉÆªÀ£ÀÄß
£ÉÆÃrzÉ. «µÀAiÀÄªÉÃ£ÉAzÀÄ w½zÁUÀ
£À£ÀUÉ CWÁvÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ªÀiÁ¤éAiÀÄ vÀAzÉAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ ¹AiÀiÁa£ï¤AzÀ
ºÉÆgÀqÀÄªÀ ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÉÃ GUÀægÀ UÀÄArUÉ §°AiÀiÁVzÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀgÀÄ
ºÀÄvÁvÀägÁVzÀÝgÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ CªÀ¼À ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃzÉ. ªÀiÁ¤é £À£Àß£ÀÄß
©VzÀ¦à ©PÀÌ½ À̧vÉÆqÀVzÀ¼ÀÄ. “£À£ÀUÉ C¥Àà É̈ÃPÀÄ” £À£Àß°è
GvÀÛgÀ«gÀ°®è.

ºÀÄvÁvÀä

jvÀÄ¥Àtð PÉ. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.©.

PÀ£À¸ÀÄ

ªÀÄ¤évÀ gÁªï
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.¹.

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°
J¯Áè PÉ® À̧PÉÌ «WÀßUÀ½gÀÄvÀÛzÀ¥Àà
«WÀßªÉAzÀÄ PÀÄ½vÀgÉ À̧ÄªÀÄä£É
DUÀzÀÄ PÉ®¸ÀªÀÅ ªÀÄÄAzÀPÉ
AiÀÄ±À¸ÀÄì ¸ÀjAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ »AzÀPÉ

JzÀÄgÁUÀÄªÀ PÀµÀÖªÀ JzÀÄj À̧zÉ
ºÉÃrAiÀiÁV zÀÆgÀ NrzÀgÉ
PÀ°AiÀÄÄ«PÉ ºÉÃUÉ DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ?
AiÀÄ±À¸ÀÄì ºÉÃUÉ ¹UÀÄvÀÛzÉ?

ªÀÄÄ½î£À PÀ°è£À ºÁ¢ zÁn
ºÀÆªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ¼Àî ºÁ¢UÉ PÁ°lÖgÉ
¹UÀÄªÀ D£ÀAzÀ ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄzÉ
ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ ¤ªÀÄUÀÆ ¹UÀzÉ?

J¯Áè ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀÆ ¥ÀjºÁgÀªÁzÉ F ¯ÉÆÃPÀzÀ°è
¥ÀjºÁgÀ ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ À̧ªÁ¯ÁVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è
À̧ªÁ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ E®è¢zÀÝgÉ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°

¨ÉÃeÁgÀÄ«PÉ DªÀj¸ÀÄwvÀÄÛ §zÀÄQ£À°è

fÃªÀ£ÀªÉA§ §ºÀÄzÉÆqÀØ NlzÀ°
©Ã¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ K¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ À̧ºÀd QæAiÉÄ
©zÁÝUÀ JzÀÄÝ NqÀÄªÀ bÀ®ªÀ
ºÉÆA¢zÀªÀ£ÀÄ vÀ®ÄªÀÅªÀ£ÀÄ
       UÀÄjAiÀÄ PÀqÉUÉ.
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F ErÃ ¯ÉÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À PÉÊAiÀÄ°è
PÉÆlÄÖ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ. EzÀÄ ¤£Àß D¹Û ªÀÄvÀÄÛ À̧A¥ÀvÀÄÛ. ¤Ã£ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ K£ÀÄ É̈ÃPÁzÀgÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀÄ. EzÀÄ ¤£Àß dªÁ¨ÁÝj.
ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀågÀÄ «PÁ À̧UÉÆAqÀgÀÄ. vÀ£ÀßzÉÃ DzÀ fÃªÀ£À ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ£ÀÄß
C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆAqÀÄ, vÀ£ÀUÉ É̈ÃPÁzÀ jÃwAiÀÄ°è.... s̈ÀÆ É̄ÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß
C©üªÀÈ¢Þ ¥Àr¹zÀgÀÄ. À̧tÚ À̧tÚ UÀÄA¥ÀÅUÀ¼À°è vÀªÀÄäzÉÃ DzÀ
PÀÄlÄA§ ºÁUÀÆ À̧ªÀÄÄzÁAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß gÀa¹ MAzÀÄ ±ÁAvÀªÁzÀ
¥Àj À̧gÀªÀ£ÀÄß À̧È¶Ö¹ CzÀ£ÀÄß C©üªÀÈ¢Þ ¥Àr¹zÀgÀÄ.

PÀæªÉÄÃt ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÀªÀÅ,
ºÀ¹gÀÄªÀÄAiÀÄ ¥ÀæPÀÈw, CgÀtå À̧A¥ÀvÀÄÛ É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ,
MAzÀÄ CzÀÄãvÀ ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀ ¸ÀÈ¶Ö D¬ÄvÀÄ.
£ÀAvÀgÀ ±ÀÄgÀÄ D¬ÄvÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÀÄ
vÀ£Àß ¸ÁéxÀðPÁÌV, vÀ£ÀUÉ É̈ÃPÁzÀ ºÁUÉ,
C©üªÀÈ¢Þ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÁ¼ÀÄ
ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹zÀ£ÀÄ.

ºÉÆ À̧ C«µÀÌgÀUÀ¼À C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ
ºȨ́ ÀgÀ°è ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀjAiÀÄÄªÁUÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀåÀ£ÀÄ
«eÁÕ£ÀzÀ À̧ºÁAiÀÄ¢AzÀ J¯Áè vÀgÀzÀ
¸ËPÀgÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¹zÀ£ÀÄ. «zÀÄåvï C«µÁÌgÀzÀ
£ÀAvÀgÀ MAzÀÄ ºÉÆ À̧ CzsÁåAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁÜ¦¹zÀgÀÄ. d£À̧ ÀASÉå
ºÉZÁÑzÁUÀ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ À̧A¥ÀvÀÛ£ÀÄß CwgÉÃRªÁV G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¹
vÀ£Àß fÃªÀ£À ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ£ÀÄß §zÀ̄ Á¬Ä¹, À̧ÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ £ÀUÀgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
À̧È¶Ö¹zÀgÀÄ. PÀæªÉÄÃt J®èªÀÇ À̧ÄAzÀgÀªÁV PÀArvÀÄ. DzÀgÉ

CzÀgÀ zÀÄµÀàjuÁªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥Àj À̧gÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄ ©Ã¼À̄ ÁgÀA©ü¹zÀªÀÅ.

CgÀtåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀrzÀÄ gÀ¸ÉÛUÀ¼ÀÄ, «ºÁgÀ ¸ÀÜ¼ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
¤«Äð¹zÀgÀÄ. ºÀ¹gÀÄªÀÄAiÀÄªÁzÀ ¥Àj À̧gÀªÀ£ÀÄß vÀ£Àß ¸ÁéxÀðPÁÌV
§¼À¹, ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ £Á±ÀPÉÌ PÁgÀtªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÉ £ÀªÀÄä
ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀ£ÀÄß vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃt. À̧ÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ UÀzÉÝ, vÉÆÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ
EzÀÝªÀÅ. FUÀ PÁAQæÃmï CgÀtåªÁV É̈¼É¢zÉ. ¥À²ÑªÀÄ WÀlÖ¢AzÀ
»rzÀÄ PÀgÁªÀ½AiÀÄªÀgÉUÀÆ J¯Áè ¥Àj À̧gÀªÀÅ §zÀ̄ ÁVzÉ. UÀÄqÀØ

P Áq À ÄU À¼ À Ä  ª À i ÁA i À ÄªÁV ,
§º À Äª À Äº ÀrAi À Ä  P Àl Öq ÀU À¼ À Ä
¤ªÀiÁðtªÁVzÉ. ¤ÃgÀÄ «µÀªÁVzÉ,
¥Àj À̧gÀ ªÀiÁ°£Àå ºÉZÁÑV gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ
ºÉaÑªÉ. ±ÀÄzÀÞ PÀÄrAiÀÄÄªÀ ¤ÃjUÉ
¥ÀgÀzÁqÀÄªÀ ¹Üw §A¢zÉ.

ºÁUÁzÀgÉ, £ÀªÀÄä dªÁ¨ÁÝj K£ÀÄ? £ÀªÀÄä dªÁ¨ÁÝj
¥Àj¸ÀgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ±ÀÄaUÉÆ½¸À®Ä, ¸ÀéZÀÒ EqÀ®Ä £ÀªÀÄä ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ°è

EgÀÄªÀ J¯Áè ¸Ë® s̈ÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV À̧̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. ªÉÆzÀ®Ä
±ÀÄzÀÞªÁzÀ UÁ½UÁV, É̈ÃPÁzÀµÀÄÖ DªÀÄèd£ÀPÀ ¹UÀÄªÀ

ºÁUÉ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä, ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß É̈¼Ȩ́ ÉÆÃt. ºÀnÖ
UÉÆ§âgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°è vÀAiÀiÁj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. Mt
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀ¹ PÀ̧ ÀªÀ£ÀÄß É̈Ã¥Àðr¹, CzÀjAzÀ
UÉÆ§âgÀ vÀAiÀiÁj¹ ¸ÀtÚ ¸ÀtÚ VqÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ À̧ÄvÀÛ®Ä ºÁUÀÆ VqÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À°è
É̈¼Ȩ́ ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. CzÉµÀÄÖ SÁ° EzÀÝ À̧Ü¼ÀUÀ¼À°è

ºÀ¹gÀÄªÀÄAiÀÄªÁzÀ VqÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉqÉÆÃt.
¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À QgÀt¢AzÀ «zÀÄåvï GvÀà£Àß

ª À iÁq À Äª À Åz À Ä , «z À Ä åvï ªÁº À£ ÀU À¼ À£ À Ä ß
G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ. ªÀÄ¼É ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß EAV À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ

ªÀÄ¼É ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß ¢£À G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀPÉÌ §¼À¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. ¥Áè¹ÖPï aÃ®,
¥Áè¹ÖPï¤AzÀ vÀAiÀiÁgÁzÀ J¯Áè ªÀ¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼À£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ
ªÀiÁqÀzÉ CzÀgÀ §zÀ®Ä £Áj£À aÃ®UÀ¼À£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. À̧gÀPÁgÀ¢AzÀ §gÀÄªÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ AiÉÆÃd£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
PÁgÀåUÀvÀ ªÀiÁr MAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀªÀ£ÀÄß gÀa¸ÀÄªÀ°è
£ÁªÉ®ègÀÆ ¥ÁvÀæªÀ»¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. F s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß CzÀµÀÄÖ vÀ£Àß
ªÉÆzÀ°£À gÀÆ¥ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÆlÄÖ ¥sÀ®ªÀvÁÛV C©üªÀÈ¢Þ¥Àr¹, £ÀªÀÄä
ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¦Ã½UÉUÉ MAzÀÄ ªÀiÁzÀj DUÉÆÃt. £ÀªÀÄä §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ªÁvÁªÀgÀtzÀ°è fÃ«¸À®Ä PÀ°AiÉÆÃt, EzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä
dªÁ¨ÁÝj ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÀvÀðªÀåªÁVzÉ.

£ÀA¢vÁ
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
PÀ̄ Á « s̈ÁUÀ

¸Áéyð ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À CwgÉÃRzÀ ¥sÀ®

À̧vÀåPÉÌ UÉ®ÄªÀÅ
JA¢UÀÆ RavÀ
¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀªÀÇ GavÀ
«ÄvÀåUÀ¼ÉAzÀÆ PÀ°àvÀ
PÁtÄªÀÅzÀzÀgÀ° ¸ÁéxÀð
À̧vÀå ºÉÆgÀ§AzÀgÉ «¹ävÀ

jvÀÄ¥Àtð PÉ. J¸ï.
¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¦AiÀÄÄ¹
¦.¹.JªÀiï.©.

C À̧vÀå À̧ÄªÀÄä£ÁzÀgÉ »vÀ
w½¢zÉ «ÄvÀå DzsÁgÀ gÀ»vÀ
À̧vÀåªÀÅ ¤AvÁUÀ ¸ÁQë À̧ªÉÄÃvÀ
À̧vÀåzÀ £ÀÄr M¼ÉîvÀ£ÀzÀ À̧APÉÃvÀ

PÀqÉzÁUÀ §gÀÄªÀAvÉ £ÀªÀ¤ÃvÀ

À̧vÀåPÉÌ UÉ®ÄªÀÅ
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fÃªÀ£À
fÃªÀ£À C£ÉÆßÃzÀÄ D ¥ÀgÀªÀiÁvÀä ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå¤UÉ PÉÆlÖ

C¥ÀgÀÆ¥ÀzÀ GqÀÄUÉÆgÉ. J°è ºÀÄlÖ É̈ÃPÀÄ C£ÉÆßÃzÀÄ DvÀ¤UÉ
©lÖzÀÄÝ. DzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä UÀÄj J°è ªÀÄÄlÖ É̈ÃPÀÄ C£ÉÆßÃzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ
£ÀªÀÄä PÉÊAiÀÄ°è EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ‘fÃªÀ£À’ £ÉÆÃqÉÆÃPÉ ªÀÄÆgÀPÀëgÀzÀ ¥ÀzÀ.
DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀé vÀÄA¨Á£ÉÃ CzÀÄãvÀ gÉÆÃªÀiÁAZÀ£À!

¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀÄgÀªÀÇ MAzÀÄ ¤¢ðµÀÖ PÁ®PÉÌ vÀ£Àß J®è
J É̄UÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ CzÀPÁÌV CªÀÅ JA¢UÀÆ
zÀÄBT À̧ÄªÀÅ¢®è. ªÀÄgÀ½ aUÀÄgÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ! ªÀÄvÉÛ À̧AvÀ̧ À
¥ÀqÀÄvÀÛªÉ! ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÀÆ ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄºÉÆÃVzÀÝPÉÌ aAw À̧zÉÃ,
ªÀÄÄA§gÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä GvÁìºÀ¢AzÀ ªÀÄÄ£ÀßUÀÎ É̈ÃPÀÄ!
§zÀÄPÀÄ ¤AvÀ ¤ÃgÀ®è ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ ªÁ»¤ JA§AvÉ C®è°è
JqÀgÀÄ-vÉÆqÀPÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ MAzÀ̄ ÉÆèAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è À̧ªÀÄ Ȩ́åUÉ ¹®ÄQ À̧ÄªÀ
£ÀÆgÁgÀÄ À̧Ä½UÀ¼ÀÄ À̧ªÉÃð ¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå. EAzÀÄ CzÉµÀÄÖ d£À,

zÁ£ÉÃ±Àéj
 ¦.¹.JªÀiï.©. `J’

fÃªÀ£ÀªÉÃ É̈ÃqÀ JAzÀÄ ¸Á«UÉ
±ÀgÀuÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀÄ fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ ºÉzÀj
Nq À Äª À  º É ÃrU À¼ À Ä ,  ¤£ ÀU É
¸Ázs ÀP À£ÁUÀÄªÀ ºÀA§®«zÀ Ýg É ,
¥ÀæªÁºÀzÀ «gÀÄzÀÞ Fd®Ä JA¢UÀÆ
»AdjAiÀÄ É̈ÃqÀ.

fÃªÀ£À C£ÉÆßÃzÀÄ Ȩ́ÆÃ®Ä-
U É®Ä«£ À  Dl. dU Àv É Û A§
UÀæAxÁ®AiÀÄzÀ°è fÃªÀ£À JA§ÄzÀÄ
¥ À Å¸ À Û P À U É®Äª À Å-¸ ÉÆÃ®ÄU À¼ À Ä
CzÀgÉÆ¼ÀV£À ¥ÀÅlUÀ¼ÀÄ. Ȩ́ÆÃ É̄A§ MAzÀÄ ºÁ¼ÉUÉÆÃ À̧ÌgÀ
§zÀÄPÉA§ ¥ÀÅ À̧ÛPÀªÀ£ÀÄß £Á±ÀªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÁgÀzÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä §zÀÄQ£À°è
JzÀÄgÁzÀ CAzsÀPÁgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆÃUÀ̄ Ár¹, À̧zÀÄÎtUÀ¼À, zsÀ£ÁvÀäPÀ
aAvÀ£ÉUÀ¼À eÉÆåÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß É̈¼ÀV¹, £ÁªÀÅ PÀnÖzÀ UÀÄjUÀ¼À
É̈£ÀßmÉÆÖÃt. DUÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ F §AUÁgÀzÀ ºÀÆ«£À §zÀÄQUÉ,

¥ÀjªÀÄ¼À §AzÀAvÉ.

CAzsÀPÁgÀzÀ PÀvÀÛ¯ÉAiÀÄÄ ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁV,
À̧ÄeÁÕ£ÀzÀ ¢Ã«UÉAiÀÄÄ PÀAUÉÆ½ À̧ÄwÛgÀ®Ä,

PÉÊ ©Ã¹zÀ¼ÀÄ «zÁå zÉÃ«AiÀÄÄ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄr°UÉ §gÀ®Ä.
²gÀªÀ vÀVÎ¹, PÀgÀªÀ eÉÆÃr¹-

eÁÕ£ÀzÀ eÉÆåÃwAiÀÄ CgÀ¹ §AzÀ AiÀiÁwæPÀgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ!

£ÀÆgÁgÀÄ PÀ£À¹£À ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀªÀ ºÉUÀ¯ÉÃj¹,
DvÀä«±Áé¸ÀzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄªÀ¸ÀÛç zsÀj¹,

£ÀªÀ UÉ¼ÉvÀ£ÀzÀ ªÀiÁ É̄AiÀÄ ¥ÉÆÃtÂ¹,
ºÉÆ À̧zÉÆAzÀÄ £ÀªÀ G¯Áè À̧zÀ QgÀÄ £ÀUÀÄ«£ÉÆA¢UÉ -
eÁÕ£ÀzÀ eÉÆåÃwAiÀÄ CgÀ¹ §AzÀ AiÀiÁwæPÀgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ!

¸ÉßÃºÀzÀ «ªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è vÉÃ¯Ár,
¸Á«gÀ ¸À«£É£À¦£À UÉÆÃ¥ÀÅgÀ PÀnÖ¹,

À̧éZÀÒvÉ, ² À̧ÄÛ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À É̈¼É¹,
vÀÄ¸ÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¤¹£À ªÉÆUÀªÀ CgÀ½¹,

ªÀÄvÀÛzÉÃ ¤jÃPÉëAiÉÆA¢UÉ PÀtÚAa£À PÀtÂÚÃj£ÉÆA¢UÉ,
£É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆmÉ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ vÀAzÀ AiÀiÁwæPÀgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ!

eÁÕ£À ¨sÀAqÁgÀzÀ zsÁgÉAiÉÄgÉzÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀ £É£ÉzÀÄ,
£ÉÆÃªÀÅ £À°«£À eÉÆvÉAiÀiÁzÀ À̧ºÀ¥ÁpUÀ¼À ªÀA¢¹,

PÀ£À̧ ÀÄUÀ¼À ºÉÆvÀÄÛ vÀAzÀ AiÀiÁwæPÀgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ!
PÀ°vÀ «zÁåzÉÃUÀÄ®PÉÌ agÀIÄtÂ JAzÉAzÀÆ.........

- zÁ£ÉÃ±Àéj
 ¦.¹.JªÀiï.©. `J’

PÀ«vÉ

«zÁåzÉÃUÀÄ®
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£ÀªÀÄäzÀÄ UÁæªÀiÁAvÀgÀ ¥ÀæzÉÃ±À. ¥ÁæxÀ«ÄPÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ËæqsÀ
²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß E°è ªÀÄÄV¹zÀ £Á£ÀÄ FUÀ ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À
PÁ¯ÉÃeÉÆAzÀgÀ°è PÀ°AiÀÄÄwÛzÉÝÃ£É. F ªÀµÀð §¹ì£À°è
ºÉÆÃUÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ C¤ªÁgÀåvÉ. E°è vÀ£ÀPÀ §¹ì£À°è ºÉÆÃV
C s̈Áå À̧«gÀzÀ £À£ÀUÉ, F ªÀµÀð Ȩ́Æ¼ÉîUÀÆ M¼ÀUÉ £ÀÄ À̧Ä¼À®Ä
¸ÁzsÀå«gÀzÀ gÀµï §¹ì£À°è MAzÀÆªÀgÉ UÀAmÉ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂ̧ À̈ ÉÃPÁzÀ
CUÀvÀåªÀÇ C¤ªÁAiÀÄðªÀÇ EzÉ. EAvÀºÀ § À̧ÄìUÀ¼À°è DUÀÄªÀ
C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÀ®ªÀÅ.

£ÀªÀÄÆäjUÉ §¸ÀÄìUÀ¼ÀÄ wÃgÁ PÀrªÉÄ. ¨É½UÉÎ DgÀÆªÀgÉUÉ
ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀÆjUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ MAzÀÄ § À̧Äì §gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä
ºÉÆgÀqÀ®Ä vÀqÀªÁV, §¸ï ¤¯ÁÝtªÀ£ÀÄß vÀ®Ä¦zÁUÀ §¸ï
ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ, C É̄èÃ EgÀÄªÀ CAUÀrAiÀÄ ªÉÆÃ£ÀÄ vÁvÀ
«µÀ̄ ï ºÁQ § À̧ì£ÀÄß ¤°ȩ̀ ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄAlÄ. E£ÀÄß §¹ì£À°è vÀ£Àß §½
PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ d£ÀgÀÄ ºÉZÁÑV ¥sÉÆÃ¤£À̄ ÉèÃ vÀ°èÃ£ÀgÁVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
vÀÄnUÉ PÉA¥ÀÅ §tÚ §½zÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ Q«UÉ EAiÀÄgï¥sÉÆÃ£ï
(earphone) ¹QÌ¹PÉÆAqÀÄ ¥sÉÆÃ¤£À°è ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV ºÉÆÃVgÀÄªÀ
vÀgÀÄtÂAiÀÄjUÉ PÀAqÀPÀÖgï JµÉÖÃ PÀgÉzÀgÀÆ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ E®è. F
zÀÈ±ÀåªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ £ÀUÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤AiÀÄAwæ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ §®Ä PÀµÀÖ.

§¹ì£À°è §gÀÄªÀ zÀqsÀÆw DAnAiÀÄgÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀgÉ MAxÀgÁ
s̈ÀAiÀÄ. ¹Ãn£À°è PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä eÁUÀ ¸Á®zÉ, §AzÀÄ

PÀÄ½vÀªÀgÀ MAzÀÄ PÁ® ªÉÄÃ É̄AiÉÄÃ PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀªÀgÀÄ. DUÀ,
ºÉÃUÀÆ MzÁÝr QlQAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆ É̄UÉ CAnPÉÆAqÀÄ PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ
¥Àj¹Üw. PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä §¹ì£À̄ ÉèÃ ¤zÉÝUÉ eÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÆ GAlÄ.
DzÀgÉ F À̧ÄRªÀÄAiÀÄªÁzÀ ¤zÉÝUÉ Q« vÀÆvÁUÀÄªÀAvÀºÀ §¹ì£À
ºÁ£ïð CrØAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÁPÀÄªÀ É̈æÃQUÉ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä
JzÀÄj£À gÁqïUÉ vÀ̄ É §rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. MªÉÄä ¤zÉÝUÉ eÁjzÀ £Á£ÀÄ
PÀAPÀ£ÁrAiÀÄ°è JZÀÑgÀªÁUÀzÉ Ȩ́ÖÃmï¨ÁåAPï£À°è PÀAqÀPÀÖgï §AzÀÄ,
‘d¥ÉàgÉ EeÁÓ?’ JAzÀÄ PÉÃ½zÀÆÝ GAlÄ.

¸ÀAeÉAiÀÄ §¹ì£À°è vÀÄA¨Á gÀµï ¹ÃlÄ ºÉÃUÀÆ
¹UÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. E£ÀÄß ¥ÀÅ À̧ÛPÀ vÀÄA©PÉÆArgÀÄªÀ zÉÆqÀØ ¨ÁåUÀ£ÀÄß
ºÁQPÉÆAqÀÄ ¤AvÀgÉ, PÀAqÀPÀÖgï£À É̈ÊUÀÄ¼À. F ¨ÁåUÀ£ÀÄß
PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆAqÀªÀjUÉ PÉÆlÖgÉ CªÀgÀÆ ¹qÀÄPÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ
PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ vÁªÉÃ ¨ÁåUÀ£ÀÄß »rzÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ªÀÄÄAzÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
£À£ÀßAvÀºÀ À̧tÚ ±ÀjÃgÀ ºÉÆA¢zÀªÀjUÉ ªÉÄÃ°gÀÄªÀ gÁqï PÀÆqÀ
JlPÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. »ÃVgÀÄªÁUÀ E£ÉÆß§âgÀ ¨ÁåUÀ£ÉßÃ DzsÁgÀªÁV
»rzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ §¹ì£À ªÉÃUÀPÉÌ C£ÀÄUÀÄtªÁV N¯ÁqÀÄªÀ ¹Üw.

d£ÀjAzÀ vÀÄA©PÉÆArgÀÄªÀ EAvÀºÀ §¸ïUÀ¼À°è MAzÀÆªÀgÉ
UÀAmÉ ¤AvÉÃ ¥À æAiÀiÁtÂ¸À¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ. PÀAqÀPÀ ÖgïUÀ¼ÀÄ
¤AvÀÄPÉÆAqÀªÀjUÉ »AzÉ ºÉÆÃV, »AzÉ ºÉÆÃV JAzÀÄ

ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ̄ ÉÃ EgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. »AzÉ »AzÉ
ºÉÆÃV »A¢£À ¨ÁV®ªÀgÉUÉ
vÀ®Ä¦zÁUÀ E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ ºÉÆgÀUÉ zÀÆqÉÃ
©qÀÄvÁÛgÉÆÃ J¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. §¸ÀÄì
ºÀvÀÄÛªÁUÀAvÀÆ MAzÀÄ PÁ®Ä ªÉÄÃ É̄ EqÀÄªÁUÀ̄ ÉÃ PÀAqÀPÀÖgï
gÉÊmï JAzÁUÀ fÃªÀ s̈ÀAiÀÄ PÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¨ÁV® §½AiÀÄ gÁqï
»rzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ¤®ÄèªÁUÀ J°è PÉÊ eÁj ©zÀÄÝ ©qÀÄªÉ£ÉÆÃ
JAzÀÄ C¤ À̧ÄªÀÅ¢zÉ.

E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä EAvÀºÀ §¸ïUÀ¼À°è CzÀÈµÀÖ¢AzÀ ¹ÃlÄ
¹PÀÌgÀÆ PÀÆqÀ §¹ì¤AzÀ PÉ¼ÀQÌ½AiÀÄÄªÁUÀ ºÀgÀ¸ÁºÀ¸À
¥ÀqÀ̈ ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÀªÀÄä É̈¤ßUÉ ºÁQPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ ¨ÁåUï §gÀ®Ä
PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ E®è. CvÀåAvÀ PÀµÀÖ¢AzÀ ºÉÆgÀPÉÌ §AzÀÄ §¹ì¤AzÀ
PÉ¼ÀUÉ E½zÁUÀ, K£ÉÆÃ zÉÆqÀØ ¸ÁzsÀ£É ªÀiÁrzÀµÀÄÖ
À̧AvÉÆÃµÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. É̈½UÉÎ ±Á É̄UÉ §gÀÄªÁUÀ, §¹ì£À°è PÉ® À̧PÉÌ

ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ DAnAiÀÄgÀ ¨ÁåUÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á G¥ÀzÀæ PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛªÉ.
ªÁå¤n ¨ÁåUï ºÁQPÉÆAqÀÄ ¤AwgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ ¨ÁåV£À
f¥ÀàÅ PÀÆzÀ°UÉ ¹®ÄQPÉÆAqÀÄ, CzÀjAzÀ DUÀÄªÀ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ
ºÉÃ¼ÀwÃgÀzÀÄ. CzÀjAzÀ ©r¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÁUÀ PÀÆzÀ¯É¯Áè
ZÀzÀjPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ.

DzÀgÉ, EµÉȪ Áè ¥ÀæAiÀiÁ À̧UÀ¼ÀÄ EzÀÝgÀÆ §¹ì£À°è ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ
RÄ¶ É̈ÃgÉAiÉÄÃ. É̈¼ÀVÎ£À eÁªÀ vÀAUÁ½UÉ ªÉÄÊAiÉÆrØ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ
D£ÀAzÀ ºÉÃ¼ÀwÃgÀzÀÄ. §¹ì£À°è É̈ÃgÉ É̈ÃgÉ d£ÀgÀ ¥ÀjZÀAiÀÄªÀÇ
DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ««zsÀ jÃwAiÀÄ ««zsÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ÜwAiÀÄ d£ÀgÉÆA¢UÉ
ºÉÆAzÁtÂPÉ ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ ªÀÄÄV À̧ÄªÀ §¹ì£À ¥ÀæAiÀiÁt §zÀÄQ£À
ºÀ®ªÀÅ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¹PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

±ÀgÀ¢ü gÉÊ
 ¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ ¦.¹.JªÀiï.E./
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¥Àj À̧gÀ À̧AgÀPÀëuÉ
§AzÁUÀ ªÀÄ¼ÉgÁAiÀÄ dUÀªÉ®è ºÀ¹gÀÄ
VqÀ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀÄtÂzÀÄ ©qÀÄvÀÛªÉ ¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ
¤£Àß DUÀªÀÄ£À¢AzÀ vÀÄA© ºÀjAiÀÄÄvÁÛ¼É UÀAUÉ
PÀAqÁUÀ ªÉÆUÀzÀ°è À̧AvÉÆÃµÀ £À£ÀUÉ
¤Ã£ÀÄ E½zÁUÀ zsÀgÉUÉ, ¹jAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ zÉÃ±À
eÉÆvÉUÉ À̧¥sÀ®ªÁUÀÄwÛzÉ À̧éZÀÒ s̈ÁgÀvÀzÀ GzÉÝÃ±À
DzÀgÉ E°èzÉ MAzÀÄ «µÁzÀzÀ À̧AUÀw
ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀgÉÃ §gÀ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛzÁÝgÉ CªÀ£Àw
¤£Àß£ÀÄß G½¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÁVzÉ ¥Àj À̧gÀ gÀPÀëuÉ
EzÀÄ ErÃ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ PÀÄ®zÀ ºÉÆuÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ £À£Àß zsÉÆÃgÀuÉ!
£À£Àß zsÉÆÃgÀuÉ.....!



Ashlyn Pinto

SCIENCE
TOPPERS
2018-19

Moksha

572/600

Bijisha K. B.

571/600

Ancy D Cunha

563/600

Andrea DSouza

559/600

Disha

559/600

Ashitha

559/600

Melriya Sequeira

558/600

Perseverance Pays

575/600

Krithi Shetty

579/600

Kripa Rasquinha

578/600



Reeshma Pereira

Shwetha 

Anusha D Cunha Shifali Niveditha

Vandana Gayathri Carol Lobo Meghana C. H.

Shwetha Madhu

Sonal Mendon Elisha Crasta

COMMERCE TOPPERS

2018-19

580/600

582/600

579/600 572/600 568/600

568/600 567/600

562/600

562/600565/600

562/600



ARTS TOPPERS
2018-19

Bindu

Ashika Jain Tanvi D Ail Mafazah Sharafuddin

Malavika Jayadeep Merlin DSouza

Nisha Delicia Rodrigues

559/600

552/600 549/600 547/600

536/600 531/600

531/600 512/600



Riya Pinto

583/600

Alreya Patrao

582/600

Anisha Crasta

582/600

Rakshitha Moger

580/600
Fleema Crasta

580/600

Nidhi Shenoy

580/600

Riya DCunha

579/600

Afrah Aziz

575/600
Disha Cutinha

570/600

Jnana Sindhu

567/600

Suchi H P

567/600

Lishma Menezes

565/600

Prerana Bangera

564/600

Elvicia Pinto

562/600

Akhila Bhat

561/600

U. Madhurya

561/600

Melreen DSouza

560/600

2019-202019-202019-20

Science Toppers
Exemplars of Determination & DedicationExemplars of Determination & Dedication



Mishal DSouza

589/600

Prathiksha Pai

584/600

Reema M

580/600

Sneha

580/600

Olin DSouza

575/600

Shivani Montheiro

573/600

K Yashaswini

573/600

Sherlita Monteiro

570/600

Aiman Hussain

570/600

Vigneshwari

570/600

Hyacinth DSouza

568/600

Vaishnavi Bhat

568/600

Trupti

566/600

Shreya Palely

565/600

Sweedal Crasta

564/600

Joanna Peters

564/600

Kajal

562/600

Divya Sldanha

561/600

Ayisha Zama

560/600

Aysha Nadia

560/600

2019-202019-20
Commerce Toppers



Vidhula Lokesh

579/600

Shashikala

563/600

Susan Mendonca

559/600

Spoorthi S

554/600

Sharadhi M

552/600

Flavia Furtado

549/600

Lynn Rebello

547/600

Samah Abbas

544/600

2019-202019-20

ARTS TOPPERS



Alene DSouza

600/600

Leann Coelho

600/600

SCIENCE TOPPERS

2020-212020-21

Sporting Grand Feathers in their CapsSporting Grand Feathers in their Caps

Dhruthi

595/600

Fatima Anees

595/600

Sharon Menezes

597/600

Lavanya Bangera

592/600

Ayesha Niyazuddin
589/600

Smrithi Hebbar

590/600

Umme Kulsum

591/600

Afreen Rahina

592/600

Aysha

589/600

Afrah Abdulla

597/600



COMMERCE TOPPERS 2020-212020-212020-21

Nishkala Shetty

599/600

Sharol Lobo

599/600

Fiza Zanjabeel

578/600

P V Aditi

579/600
Diya Mascarenhas

562/600

Shaina Poojary

541/600

Shravya

518/600

Deepa Madara

522/600

ARTS TOPPERS

Lavanya K

597/600

Sherlin Correa

597/600

Helita DSouza

596/600

Relisha Renjal

594/600

Zainaba Haniyah

595/600

Henrika Crasta

593/600

Ashlin Pinto

589/600

Namitha M

590/600

Priyanka Rai

592/600
Ananya Pai

589/600

2020-212020-212020-21



Susan Mendonca
President

Samah Assia
Vice President

COLLEGE CABINET 2019-20

Fathima Samreen
Arts Secretary

Naomi Pereira
Commerce Secretary

Rischika Thimmaiah
Sports Secretary

Tvisha Shetty
Cultural Secretary

Saifa Sultana
Student Editor

Rishita Picardo
Science Secretary

DRIVERS OF INGENUITY, CREATIVITY & LEADERSHIP



Shainy
Commerce Secretary

P V Aditi
Arts Secretary

Diya
Sports Secretary

Calida Lobo
Cultural Secretary

Wencita Dias
Science Secretary

COLLEGE CABINET 2020-21

Sharon Menezes
Vice President

Henrika Crasta
President

Future Leaders in the Making



Alice Lobo
Commerce Secretary

Privy DSouza
Student President

Calvisha DSouza
Student Vice President

Trisha Shetty
Arts Secretary

Danica DSouza
Science secretary

Ayesha Hannath
Cultural Secretary

Sakshi Nayak Y
Student Editor

Nicole Mathias
Sports Secretary

Our Lion - Hearted Leaders



Classy & Sassy

Annual Day 2019-20

Chief Guest 

Ms Irene Lobo
District Manager

Skill and Livelihood Development 



Sparkling Performance





SPORTS DAY 2021-22



STUDENTS’ DAY



TEACHERS’ DAY



Artistique

Constitution DayCOUNSELLING SESSION

 A certificate course in personal grooming



Abhaya Educate.... Enlighten.... Empower
E
ld

e
rs

 D
ay

TALK ON RAIN WATER HARVESTING



Hair Donation Drive

HEALTH & FITNESSHEALTH & FITNESSHEALTH & FITNESS



SELF DEFENCE



Foundation Day

PARENT-TEACHER MEETPARENT-TEACHER MEETPARENT-TEACHER MEET

PTA - Annual General Meeting



Prizes	Galore	At	InterCollegiate	Competitions	
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CABINET INAUGURAL

Cleanliness Is Next To Godliness



Abhinavan Club

Oratio
Club

AASTHA CLUB

Srishti Club

Paving The Way To A Greener Tomorrow 

Enhancing Public Speaking Skills



Feet on Beat

FOOD FEST

P
O

O
K

A
LA

M
Campus Mirror 



M
E
H
E
N
D
I

Colorful Canvas

FRIENDSHIP DAY

FRESHERS’ DAY



Hosting The State Level Floorball Tournament
Ka
ra
te



ORIENTATION PROGRAMME
N
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S Independence Day



VANMAHOTSAVVANMAHOTSAVVANMAHOTSAV

Easing Traffic Woes

Fire & SafetyFire & Safety
TrainingTraining
Fire & Safety
Training



Christmas Programme



CEREBRAL MILIEU



Yoga Day

Leadership Training
Programme

Harnessing The
Power Of Youth 



Bidding Farewell
to the Batch of 2020



Sayonara Batch of 2021Batch of 2021Batch of 2021

Batch of 2022Batch of 2022Batch of 2022



AGNOSPHERE

Alumni MeetAlumni MeetAlumni Meet

KARNATAKA RAJYOTSAVAKARNATAKA RAJYOTSAVAKARNATAKA RAJYOTSAVA

YOUTH ESPIRIT





We Care : COVID Project    Lending a Helping Hand



PILIGRIMAGE MASSPILIGRIMAGE MASSPILIGRIMAGE MASS

Retreat & Prayer Day

STRENGTHENING FAITH



2K192K192K19

Agnathon
Inter-Collegiate Competition

Agnathon 2k21
National level inter School / Collegiate Competition



EXORDIUM 2k21

Esperanza

Freshers’ Day

Fuel your Passion



Students’ WeekStudents’ WeekStudents’ Week

A gala time with friendsA gala time with friendsA gala time with friends



WOMEN’S DAY

Women’s
Day

Men’s
Day



LA GLORIA
CELEBRATING EXELLENCE IN ACADEMICS



Sonam MadthaSonam MadthaSonam MadthaShaili NShaili NShaili N

Diyan RenjalDiyan RenjalDiyan Renjal

Adeline D’souzaAdeline D’souzaAdeline D’souzaPaloma MonteiroPaloma MonteiroPaloma MonteiroKarishma RKarishma RKarishma R



SHUTTERBUGS

Clarin	Mathais
PCMC

Anisha Sequeira
PCMB

Jesvita	Barboza
PCMB



I PCMB - B

I PCMB - A

CLASS PHOTOS 2019 - 2020



I PCMB - C

I PCMC/E 



I PCMS / PCBH

I SEBA - A



I SEBA - B

I BEBA/BSBA



I CEBA/CSBA

I HEPP



II PCMB - A

II PCMB - B



II PCMB - C

II PCMC



II PCME/S 

II BEBA/CEBA



II BSBA/CSBA

II SEBA - A



II SEBA - B

II HEPP



NCC-AIR WING

NCC-ARMY WING



I PCMB - A

I PCMB - B

CLASS PHOTOS  2021 - 2022



I PCMB - C

I PCMC/E/S



I PCBH

 I INTEGRATED BATCH



I BEBA/BSBA

I CSBA



I CEBA/SEBA - A

I SEBA - B



I HEPP

II PCMB - A



II PCMB - B

II PCMB - C



II PCMC/E/S

II PCBH



II  INTEGRATED BATCH

II BEBA/BSBA



II CSBA

II CEBA/SEBA - A



II SEBA - B

II HEPP



NCC-ARMY WING

NCC-AIR WING
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qÉlÉÑwrÉ rÉÑaÉ Må AlÉÑxÉÉU oÉSsÉiÉÉ Wûæ mÉU MÑüNû
qÉlÉÑwrÉ  LåxÉå pÉÏ WûÉåiÉå WæÇ eÉÉå rÉÑaÉ MüÉå WûÏ oÉSsÉ
SåiÉå WæÇ | qÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉÉðkÉÏ pÉÏ LåxÉå WûÏ qÉWûÉlÉ rÉÑaÉ
mÉÑÂwÉ jÉå | ElWûÉåÇlÉå xÉqÉxiÉ ÌuÉzuÉ Må xÉqqÉÑZÉ rÉWû
ÌSZÉÉrÉÉ ÌMü AÌWÇûxÉÉ AÉæU xÉirÉ qÉåÇ xÉoÉMüÉå eÉÏiÉlÉå
MüÐ zÉÎYiÉ Wæû |

aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ MüÉ eÉlqÉ aÉÑeÉUÉiÉ
UÉerÉ Må mÉÉåUoÉÇSU qÉåÇ xÉlÉèû 1869
D MüÉå WÒûAÉ jÉÉ | ElÉMå  ÌmÉiÉÉ
´ÉÏ MüUqÉcÉÇS aÉÉðkÉÏ LMü ËUrÉÉxÉiÉ Må
SÏuÉÉlÉ jÉå | ElÉMüÐ qÉÉiÉÉ mÉÑiÉsÉÏoÉÉD
lÉå ElÉMüÐ mÉUuÉËUzÉ oÉQûå AcNûå RÇûaÉ
xÉå MüÐ | aÉðÉkÉÏeÉÏ MüÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ xÉå
WûÏ ´ÉuÉhÉMÑüqÉÉU AÉæU xÉirÉuÉÉSÏ UÉeÉÉ
WûËUzcÉÇSì MüÐ MüWûÉÌlÉrÉÉð oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS
jÉÏÇ | ElÉMüÐ qÉÉiÉÉ LMü kÉÉÍqÉïMüü
qÉÌWûsÉÉ jÉÏÇ ÎeÉlÉxÉå aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ
mÉëpÉÉÌuÉiÉ jÉå |

lÉÉæ xÉÉsÉ MüÐ EqÉë qÉåÇ aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ UÉeÉMüÉåOû Må
xjÉÉlÉÏrÉ xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ pÉiÉÏï WÒûL AÉæU arÉÉUWû xÉÉsÉ MüÐ

 QûÊ. mÉÏ uÉÏ QûÊ. mÉÏ uÉÏ QûÊ. mÉÏ uÉÏ QûÊ. mÉÏ uÉÏ QûÊ. mÉÏ uÉÏ
z É É å p É Éz É É å p É Éz É É å p É Éz É É å p É Éz É É å p É É

ÌWûlSÏ mÉëÉkrÉÉÎmÉMüÉ

EqÉë qÉåÇ UÉeÉMüÉåOû Må WûÉD xMÔüsÉ
qÉåÇ SÉÎZÉsÉ WÒûL | uÉå ÍqÉiÉpÉÉwÉÏ jÉå
| uÉå AmÉlÉÉ mÉÔUÉ xÉqÉrÉ ÌMüiÉÉoÉÉåÇ AÉæU
mÉÉPèûrÉ mÉÑxiÉMüÉåÇ MüÉå mÉÄRûûiÉå WÒûL
ÌoÉiÉÉiÉå jÉå | iÉåUWû xÉÉsÉ MüÐ EqÉë
qÉåÇ ElÉMüÉ ÌuÉuÉÉWû MüxiÉÔUoÉÉD qÉÉZÉlÉeÉÏ
MümÉÉÌQûrÉÉ (ÎeÉlWåÇ WûqÉ xÉoÉ ‘MüxiÉÔUoÉÉ’ rÉÉ‘‘oÉÉ’‘Må lÉÉqÉ
xÉå eÉÉlÉiÉå WæÇ) Måü xÉÉjÉ WÒûAÉ |

MÑüNû xÉqÉrÉ Må oÉÉS aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ oÉæËUxOûUÏ mÉÉxÉ MüUlÉå
ÌuÉsÉÉrÉiÉ cÉsÉå aÉL | uÉWûÉð xÉå sÉÉæOûMüU ElWûÉåÇlÉå oÉÇoÉD
(qÉÑÇoÉD) qÉåÇ uÉMüÉsÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ zÉÑÂ ÌMürÉÉ |‘ÌTüU ElWûåÇ
SÍ¤ÉhÉ ATë ÏMüÉ eÉÉlÉÉ mÉQûÉ | rÉÔUÉåmÉ Må sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ lÉå

pÉÉUiÉÏrÉÉåÇ AÉæU ATëüÏMüÐ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉ oÉÑUÉ
WûÉsÉ ÌMürÉÉ jÉÉ | rÉWû SåZÉ aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ
lÉå ClÉ ÌuÉSåÍzÉrÉÉåÇ Må ÌuÉÂ® xÉirÉÉaÉëWû
AÉæU AxÉWûrÉÉåaÉ AÉÇSÉåsÉlÉ zÉÑÂ  ÌMürÉÉ |
uÉWûÉð sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ lÉå ElÉMüÉ ZÉÔoÉ xÉqÉjÉïlÉ
ÌMürÉÉ |

pÉÉUiÉ uÉÉmÉxÉ AÉlÉå mÉU rÉWÉð pÉÏ
ElWûÉåÇlÉå SåzÉ MüÐ uÉWûÏ WûÉsÉiÉ SåZÉÏ iÉÉå
aÉÉåUÉåÇ Må zÉÉxÉlÉ Må ÌuÉÂ® AÌWÇûxÉÉ,
xÉirÉÉaÉëWû AÉæU AxÉWûrÉÉåaÉ AÇSÉåsÉlÉ
ÌMürÉå | ElWûÉåÇlÉå cÉÇmÉÉUlÉ Må qÉÄeÉSÕUÉåÇ
AÉæU  ZÉåÌiÉWûUÉåÇ MüÉ xÉÉjÉ ÌSrÉÉ ÎeÉlÉmÉU

AirÉÉcÉÉU WûÉå UWûå jÉå mÉU AÇiÉ qÉåÇ aÉÉåUÉåÇ MüÐ WûÉU WÒûD
AÉæU qÉÄeÉSÕU eÉÏiÉ aÉL| pÉÉUiÉ Må sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉåå rÉWû ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ
WûÉå aÉrÉÉ ÌMü aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ xÉirÉ AÉæU AÌWÇûxÉÉ Må qÉÉaÉï
²ÉUÉ xuÉiÉÇ§ÉiÉÉ ÌSsÉÉMüU UWåÇaÉå|

rÉÑarÉÑarÉÑarÉÑarÉÑaÉÉÉÉÉ ----- mÉÑÂwÉmÉÑÂwÉmÉÑÂwÉmÉÑÂwÉmÉÑÂwÉ
qÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉqÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉqÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉqÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉqÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉÉÉÉÉÉÆÆÆÆÆ kÉÏkÉÏkÉÏkÉÏkÉÏ

AÍpÉlÉuÉlÉ - ÌWûlSÏ pÉÉaÉAÍpÉlÉuÉlÉ - ÌWûlSÏ pÉÉaÉAÍpÉlÉuÉlÉ - ÌWûlSÏ pÉÉaÉAÍpÉlÉuÉlÉ - ÌWûlSÏ pÉÉaÉAÍpÉlÉuÉlÉ - ÌWûlSÏ pÉÉaÉ
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eÉÍsÉrÉÉðuÉÉsÉÉ oÉÉaÉ MüÉÇQû Må oÉÉS WqÉÉUÉ xuÉiÉÇ§ÉiÉÉ
- AÉÇSÉåsÉlÉ AÉæU iÉÏuÉë WûÉå aÉrÉÉ | lÉqÉMü AÉÇSÉåsÉlÉ
AÉæU QûÉðQûÏ rÉÉ§ÉÉ Må ÍsÉL ElWåÇ eÉåsÉ qÉåÇ QûÉsÉÉ
aÉrÉÉ | MüD oÉÉU AmÉlÉå MüÉqÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÌlÉUÉzÉÉ WÉjÉ sÉaÉlÉå
mÉU pÉÏ uÉå MüpÉÏ ÌlÉUÉzÉ lÉWûÏÇ WÒûL | uÉå sÉaÉÉiÉÉU AmÉlÉÉ
MüÉqÉ MüUiÉå UWå AÉæU AoÉ SåzÉ MüÐ eÉlÉiÉÉ xlÉåWû xÉå
ElWåÇ ‘oÉÉmÉÔ’ MüWûlÉå sÉaÉÏ|

xÉlÉèû 1942 D qÉåÇ xÉÇmÉÔhÉï pÉÉUiÉ qÉåÇû ‘pÉÉUiÉ NûÉåQûÉå’
AÉÇSÉåsÉlÉ MüÉ lÉzÉÉ aÉÔðeÉlÉå sÉaÉÉ |‘aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ ²ÉUÉ zÉÑÂ
ÌMürÉÉ aÉrÉÉ xuÉiÉÇ§ÉiÉÉ AÉÇSÉåsÉlÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå EMüxÉÉiÉÉ
UWûÉ AÉæU TüsÉxuÉÂmÉ WûqÉÉUÉ SåzÉ xuÉiÉÇ§É WÒûAÉ |

aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ Må ÍsÉL ÌWûlSÕ, qÉÑxÉsÉqÉÉlÉ, DxÉÉD, ÍxÉZÉ,
mÉÉUxÉÏ xÉpÉÏ kÉqÉÉåïÇ Må sÉÉåaÉ xÉqÉÉlÉ jÉå | ElÉMå ÍxÉ®ÉÇiÉÉåÇ
AÉæU AÉSzÉÉåïÇ Måü MüÉUhÉ xÉÇxÉÉU MüÉå rÉWû mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ
ÌMü ÌoÉlÉÉ ÌMüxÉÏ ÌWÇûxÉÉ Måü, ÌMüxÉÏ UYiÉmÉÉiÉ Må ÌMüxÉÏ
SåzÉ MüÉå xuÉiÉÇ§ÉiÉÉ ÍqÉsÉ xÉMüiÉÏ Wûæ | aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ UÉeÉlÉæÌiÉMü
lÉåiÉÉ WûÉålÉå Måü xÉÉjÉ-xÉÉjÉ LMü kÉÉÍqÉïMü lÉåiÉÉ pÉÏ
jÉå |

AÉeÉ ÌuÉzuÉ ÎeÉxÉ SÉæU xÉå aÉÑÄeÉU UWûÉ Wûæ, ExÉå
SåZÉMüU LåxÉÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæ ÌMü AÉeÉ pÉÏ qÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉÉðkÉÏ
Må ÍxÉ®ÉÇiÉÉåÇ MüÐ AirÉÇiÉ AÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉ Wæ | mÉÇUiÉÑ YrÉÉ
ÌuÉzuÉ ElÉ ÍxÉ®ÉÇiÉÉåÇ mÉU cÉsÉlÉå Må ÍsÉL iÉærÉÉU WûÉåaÉÉ?
rÉWû LMü ÌuÉQÇûoÉlÉÉ MüWûÏ eÉÉ xÉMüiÉÏ Wæ ÌMü AÉeÉÏuÉlÉ
xÉirÉ-AÌWÇûxÉÉ MüÉ qÉÉaÉï AmÉlÉÉlÉåuÉÉsÉå qÉWûÉiqÉÉ eÉÏ MüÐ
CWûsÉÏsÉÉ ÌWÇûxÉÉ Må ²ÉUÉ xÉqÉÉmiÉ WÒûD |

oÉÉmÉÔ Må qÉWûÉlÉ urÉÎYiÉiuÉ Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ ÌuÉzuÉ mÉëÍxÉ®
uÉæ¥ÉÉÌlÉMü AÉCÇxOûÏlÉ lÉå MüWÉ jÉÉ ÌMü AÉaÉå AÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ
mÉÏÌÄRûrÉÉÆ  CxÉ oÉÉiÉ mÉU zÉÉrÉS WûÏ ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ MüU mÉÉLÆaÉÏ
ÌMü WûÉÄQû - qÉðÉxÉ MüÉ oÉlÉÉ LåxÉÉ AÉSqÉÏ pÉÏ MüpÉÏ
CxÉ kÉUiÉÏ mÉU UWûÉ MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ |

2 AMüiÉÔoÉU 2018 MüÉå aÉÉðkÉÏeÉÏ MüÐ 150
uÉÏÇ eÉrÉÇiÉÏ MüÉ zÉÑpÉÉUÇpÉ ÌMürÉÉ aÉrÉÉ ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ xuÉcdiÉÉ
AÍpÉrÉÉlÉ, aÉëÉqÉ mÉÇcÉÉrÉiÉÉåÇ MüÐ ÌuÉMüÉxÉ rÉÉåeÉlÉÉ AÉÌS
MüÉrÉïMë qÉ AÉrÉÉåÎeÉiÉ ÌMüL aÉL | ClÉqÉåÇ xÉå MüD MüÉrÉïMë qÉÉåÇ
Må AÉrÉÉåeÉlÉ AÉeÉ pÉÏ ÄeÉÉUÏ ÌMüL eÉÉ UWåû Wæ |

LåxÉå ASèpÉÑiÉ urÉÌYiÉiuÉ uÉÉsÉå ‘qÉWûÉiqÉÉ’, ‘oÉÉmÉÔ’
MüÉå WûqÉÉUÉ xÉÉSU mÉëhÉÉqÉ !
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lÉi É ÉzÉÉlÉi É ÉzÉÉlÉi É ÉzÉÉlÉi É ÉzÉÉlÉi É ÉzÉÉ
ÌQ ûxÉÉ å ÄeÉÉÌQ ûxÉÉ å ÄeÉÉÌQ ûxÉÉ å ÄeÉÉÌQ ûxÉÉ å ÄeÉÉÌQ ûxÉÉ å ÄeÉÉ

Ì²iÉÏrÉ
mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.LxÉ.

irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉirÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉirÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉirÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉirÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉ
eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇeÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇeÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇeÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇeÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ
qÉWû¨ÉuÉqÉWû¨ÉuÉqÉWû¨ÉuÉqÉWû¨ÉuÉqÉWû¨ÉuÉ

MüÉælÉ lÉWûÏÇ cÉÉWûiÉÉ ÌMü ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ irÉÉåWûÉU MüÉ
xÉqÉrÉ eÉsS-xÉå-eÉsS AÉL? ‘irÉÉåWûÉU’ zÉoS xÉÑlÉiÉå WûÏ
WqÉåÇ qÉÉæeÉ-qÉxiÉÏ uÉ NÒûÌ‘ûrÉÉåÇ Måü ÌSlÉ rÉÉS AÉiÉå WæÇû|
WûÉsÉÉðÌMü, irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉ CxÉxÉå ÄerÉÉSÉ qÉWû¨uÉ pÉÏ Wæû|

mÉëÉcÉÏlÉ MüÉsÉ xÉå WûÏ, irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉ EmÉrÉÉåaÉ AÉxjÉÉ
MüÐ AÍpÉurÉÎYiÉû Müå ÂmÉ qÉåÇ ÌMürÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ AÉ UWûÉ Wæû|
xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü SØÌ¹MüÉåhÉ xÉå SåZÉlÉå mÉU WûqÉåÇ rÉWû ¥ÉÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÉ
Wæû ÌMü irÉÉåWûÉU LMü LåxÉÉ xÉqÉrÉ Wæû eÉoÉ mÉËUuÉÉU Måü
xÉpÉÏ xÉSxrÉ SÕU-SÕU xÉå LMü WûÏ eÉaÉWû mÉU CMüOèPåû
WûÉåiÉå WæÇû| CxÉ mÉëMüÉU oÉccÉå LMü mÉËUuÉÉU Måü lÉL xÉSxrÉÉåÇ,
AmÉlÉå ËUziÉåSÉUÉåÇ xÉå mÉËUÍcÉiÉ WûÉå xÉMüiÉå WæÇû| lÉL ÍqÉ§É
oÉlÉÉL eÉÉiÉå WæÇû, lÉD-lÉD MüWûÉÌlÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉ ÌuÉÌlÉqÉrÉ ÌMürÉÉ
eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| xÉÇ¤ÉåmÉ qÉåÇ, irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ Måü xÉqÉrÉ ZÉÔoÉ qÉÄeÉÉ
ÍsÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû|

kÉÉÍqÉïMü SØÌ¹MüÉåhÉ xÉå SåZÉlÉå mÉU mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉiÉÉ
Wæû ÌMü irÉÉåWûÉU WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå rÉÉ ÌMüxÉÏ AlrÉ kÉqÉï Måü
oÉÉUå qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ MÑüNû ÍxÉZÉÉiÉå WæÇû| irÉÉåWûÉU WûqÉÉUÏ xÉÇxM×üÌiÉ
MüÉ LMü AWûqÉè ÌWûxxÉÉ WæÇû| AÉqÉ iÉÉæU mÉU MüD kÉÉÍqÉïMü
uÉ xÉÉÇxM×üÌiÉMü xÉqÉÑSÉrÉÉåÇ MüÐ mÉWûcÉÉlÉ xÉoÉxÉå mÉWûsÉå
ElÉMåü irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ xÉå MüÐ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû|

irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉå pÉÉuÉlÉÉiqÉMü ÂmÉ xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ xÉqqÉÉlÉ
ÌSrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| AiÉÈ cÉÉWåû WûqÉ ÌWÇûSÕ WûÉÇå rÉÉ DxÉÉD
WûÉåÇ rÉÉ qÉÑxÉsÉqÉÉlÉ rÉÉ AlrÉ kÉqÉï qÉÉlÉlÉåuÉÉsÉå WûÉåÇ
WûqÉÉUÉ MüiÉïurÉ oÉlÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü WûqÉ SÕxÉUÉåÇ Måü
kÉqÉï-irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉå EiÉlÉÉ WûÏ xÉqqÉÉlÉ SåÇ ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ WûqÉ
AmÉlÉå kÉqÉï-irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ MüÉå ÌSL eÉÉlÉå MüÐ AmÉå¤ÉÉ
UZÉiÉå WæÇû|

mÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉð
1. LåxÉÉ MüÉælÉ xÉÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉå ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ erÉÉSÉ sÉÑOûÉrÉÉ eÉÉrÉ, uÉWû EiÉlÉÉ WûÏ erÉÉSÉ

oÉÄRûiÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû?
2. LåxÉÉ MüÉælÉ-xÉÉ TüsÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉMåü mÉåOû qÉåÇ SÉðiÉ WûÉåiÉå Wæû?
3. iÉÏlÉ A¤ÉU Måü qÉåUå lÉÉqÉ EsOûÉ xÉÏkÉÉ LMü xÉqÉÉlÉ ?

E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: 1. ¥ÉÉ ¥ÉÉ ¥ÉÉ ¥ÉÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ MüÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ lÉ MüÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ lÉ MüÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ lÉ MüÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ lÉ MüÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ  2. AlÉÉU AlÉÉU AlÉÉU AlÉÉU AlÉÉU  3. MülÉMü, lÉrÉlÉ MülÉMü, lÉrÉlÉ MülÉMü, lÉrÉlÉ MülÉMü, lÉrÉlÉ MülÉMü, lÉrÉlÉ

AÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ     qÉålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’
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qÉÉæxÉÏ MüÉ bÉU ExÉå AmÉlÉÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ jÉÉ AÉæU qÉÉæxÉÏ
qÉÉð eÉæxÉÏ | SÉålÉÉåÇ pÉÉCrÉÉåÇ xÉå SÕU, qÉÉð MüÐ qÉqÉiÉÉ MüÉå
pÉÔsÉ, AÉrÉÉ jÉÉ mÉÄRûlÉå Måü ÍsÉL AÉæU MüÉqÉrÉÉoÉÏ WûÉÍxÉsÉ
MüUlÉå Måü ÍsÉL| qÉÉæxÉÏ MüÉ iÉÉå sÉÉQûsÉÉ jÉÉ, uÉWû xÉoÉMüÉ
SÒsÉÉUÉ jÉÉ| mÉÄRÉD qÉåÇ WûÉåÍzÉrÉÉU AÉæU jÉÉ xÉoÉMüÉ mrÉÉUÉ |
ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ LåxÉÏ WûÏ cÉsÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ| uÉWû sÉÄQûMüÉ AMåüsÉÉ
jÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå pÉÉCrÉÉåÇ MüÉå rÉÉS MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ| LMü ÌSlÉ
qÉÉæxÉÏ lÉå MüWûÉ ÌMü jÉÉåÄQåû ÌSlÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ LMü lÉlWûÉ qÉåWûqÉÉlÉ
AÉlÉåuÉÉsÉÉ Wæ | sÉÄQûMüÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ xÉå fÉÔqÉ EPûÉ| qÉÉæxÉÏ
MüÉ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÏ iÉUWû xÉå ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉlÉå sÉaÉÉ| MÑüNû
qÉWûÏlÉÉåÇ oÉÉS eÉoÉ qÉÉæxÉÏ AxmÉiÉÉsÉ xÉå bÉU sÉÉæOûÏ iÉÉå
ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mrÉÉUÏ xÉÏ mÉUÏ jÉÏ| ExÉ sÉÄQûMåü
MüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ MüÉ ÌPûMüÉlÉÉ lÉ UWûÉ| ExÉlÉå eÉoÉ ExÉ mÉUÏ
MüÉå aÉÉåS qÉåÇ ÍsÉrÉÉ iÉÉå lÉÉqÉ ÌSrÉÉ ‘AqqÉÔ’| bÉU qÉåÇ
xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ ExÉ mÉUÏ MüÉå ‘AqqÉÔ’ oÉÑsÉÉlÉå sÉaÉå| qÉÉæxÉÏ
lÉå MüWûÉ ÌMü uÉWû ExÉMüÐ oÉWûlÉ Wæû| sÉÄQûMüÉ AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ
xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ|

LåqÉlÉ WÒûxÉælÉLåqÉlÉ WÒûxÉælÉLåqÉlÉ WÒûxÉælÉLåqÉlÉ WÒûxÉælÉLåqÉlÉ WÒûxÉælÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ oÉÏ.D.oÉÏ.L.

MÑüNû xÉqÉrÉ oÉÉS eÉoÉ
qÉÉæxÉÏ MüÉqÉ mÉU eÉÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ,
qÉÉæxÉÏ lÉå MüWûÉ “ iÉÑqWûÉUÏ oÉWûlÉ
MüÉ krÉÉlÉ UZÉlÉÉ” | AqqÉÔ ÍxÉTïü
SÉå xÉÉsÉ MüÐ lÉlWûÏÇ xÉÏ eÉÉlÉ
jÉÏ| uÉWû sÉÄQûMüÉ xÉÑoÉWû ÌuÉ±ÉsÉrÉ
eÉÉiÉÉ AÉæU UÉiÉ WûÉålÉå xÉå mÉWûsÉå xÉoÉ MÑüNû NûÉåÄQû
MüU bÉU AÉiÉÉ| ExÉ sÉÄQûMåü lÉå AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ Måü
ÍsÉL AmÉlÉå SÉåxiÉÉåÇ MüÉå AÉæU ZÉåsÉMÔüS NûÉåÄQû ÌSrÉÉ
jÉÉ| bÉU sÉÉæOû MüU xÉoÉxÉå mÉWûsÉå AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ MüÉå
ZÉÉlÉÉ ÎZÉsÉÉiÉÉ, SÕkÉ ÌmÉsÉÉiÉÉ AÉæU ZÉÑS ExÉMåü
xÉÉjÉ ExÉMüÉå AmÉlÉå ÌSsÉ xÉå sÉaÉÉ MüU xÉÉå eÉÉiÉÉ|
qÉÉæxÉÏ rÉWû SåZÉMüU oÉWÒûiÉ mÉëxÉllÉ WûÉåiÉÏ|

MÑüNû xÉqÉrÉ oÉÏiÉ aÉrÉÉ AÉæU rÉWû pÉÉD AmÉlÉÏ
oÉWûlÉ MüÉ LåxÉå WûÏ krÉÉlÉ UZÉiÉÉ jÉÉ| eÉoÉ oÉWûlÉ

jÉÉåÄQûÏ oÉÄQûÏ WÒûD uÉWû pÉÏ AmÉlÉå pÉÉD MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ
jÉÏ| eÉoÉ pÉÏ ExÉxÉå mÉÔNûÉ eÉÉiÉÉ ÌMü ExÉå qÉÉð AÉæU
ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ qÉåÇ xÉå MüÉælÉ mÉxÉÇS Wæû, uÉWû oÉÉåsÉiÉÏ ÌMü ExÉå
AmÉlÉå pÉÉD xÉå mrÉÉU Wæû AÉæU pÉÉD WûÏ mÉxÉÇS Wæû|

pÉÉD AÉæU oÉWûlÉ MüÉ mrÉÉU SåZÉMüU xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ
WæûUÉlÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉå| uÉWû oÉWûlÉ AmÉlÉå pÉÉD MüÉå ZÉÉlÉÉ ÎZÉsÉÉiÉÏ
AÉæU uÉWû pÉÉD AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ MüÉå | uÉWû AmÉlÉå pÉÉD
Måü ÌoÉlÉÉ xÉÉåiÉÏ pÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ jÉÏ| rÉWû eÉÉåÄQûÏ xÉoÉMåü ÍsÉL
LMü mrÉÉUÏ AÉæU ZÉÔoÉxÉÔUiÉ ÍqÉxÉÉsÉ jÉÏ| sÉÄQMüÉ oÉWÒûiÉ
lÉÉUÉÄeÉ WûÉåiÉÉ eÉoÉ MüÉåD ExÉMüÐ oÉWûlÉ MüÉå QûÉðOûiÉÉ jÉÉ|
uÉWû MüÉåD lÉÉ MüÉåD zÉæiÉÉlÉÏ MüUiÉÏ AÉæU pÉÉD Måü mÉÏNåû
ÍNûmÉ eÉÉiÉÏ|

AÉæU LMü ÌSlÉ pÉÉD lÉå oÉWûlÉ xÉå MüWûÉ ÌMü AmÉlÉÉ
ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉlÉÉ AÉæU uÉWû MüÉqÉ mÉU cÉsÉÉ aÉrÉÉ| ExÉ
xÉqÉrÉ oÉWûlÉ oÉWÒûiÉ UÉåD AÉæU MÑüNû ÌSlÉ iÉMü qÉÉð xÉå
mÉÔNûiÉÏ UWûÏ ÌMü ExÉMüÉ pÉÉD MüoÉ AÉLaÉÉ| eÉoÉ pÉÏ
uÉWû AÉiÉÉ oÉWûlÉ MüÉ cÉåWûUÉ ÎZÉsÉ EPiÉÉ | WûU ÌSlÉ
uÉWû AmÉlÉå pÉÉD xÉå oÉÉiÉ MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ|
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rÉWû ÍxÉsÉÍxÉsÉÉ LåxÉå WûÏ cÉsÉiÉÉ aÉrÉÉ| pÉÉD AÉæU
oÉWûlÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ oÉÄQåû WÒûL, AÉæU LMü ÌSlÉ pÉÉD MüÐ zÉÉSÏ
WûÉå aÉD| zÉÉSÏ MüÐ LMü UÉiÉ mÉWûsÉå oÉWûlÉ AmÉlÉå pÉÉD
MüÉå aÉsÉå sÉaÉÉ MüU oÉWÒûiÉ UÉåD AÉæU rÉWû SåZÉMüU pÉÉD
MüÐ AÉÇZÉåÇ pÉU AÉD| uÉWû oÉÉåsÉÉ ÌMü ExÉMüÐ oÉWûlÉ
ExÉMüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ Wæû AÉæU MüÉåD pÉÏ ExÉå AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ
xÉå AsÉaÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüU xÉMüiÉÉ|

pÉÉD MüÐ zÉÉSÏ WûÉå eÉÉlÉå Måü oÉÉuÉeÉÔS uÉWû oÉWûlÉ
AmÉlÉå pÉÉD MüÉå AoÉ pÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ jÉÏ sÉåÌMülÉ
zÉÉSÏ Måü oÉÉS ExÉ pÉÉD lÉå AmÉlÉÏ oÉWûlÉ MüÉå AmÉlÉå
xÉå jÉÉåÄQûÉ SÕU MüU ÌSrÉÉ| oÉWûlÉ MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÑUÉ sÉaÉÉ
AÉæU CxÉÏ SSï qÉåÇ MÑüNû xÉÉsÉ oÉÏiÉ aÉL AÉæU ExÉ
pÉÉD MüÉå LMü mrÉÉUÉ xÉÉ oÉåOûÉ WÒûAÉ| eÉæxÉå pÉÉD Måü

ÍsÉL qÉÉæxÉÏ jÉÏ ExÉÏ iÉUWû AoÉ CxÉ oÉWûlÉ Måü ÍsÉL
ExÉMåü pÉÉD MüÉ oÉåOûÉ mrÉÉUÉ WûÉå aÉrÉÉ| rÉWû oÉWûlÉ AmÉlÉå
pÉÉD xÉå ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ ExÉ mrÉÉU MüÉå ExÉ
lÉlWûÏÇ xÉÏ eÉÉlÉ mÉU sÉÑOûÉ SåiÉÏ|

SÉålÉÉåÇ pÉÉD AÉæU oÉWûlÉ Måü oÉÏcÉ SÕËUrÉÉð iÉÉå jÉÏ
sÉåÌMülÉ mrÉÉU LMü SÕxÉUå Måü ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ AoÉ pÉÏ ÎÄeÉÇSÉ
jÉÉ| eÉoÉ pÉÏ ExÉMüÐ oÉWûlÉ MüÉå SSï WûÉåiÉÉ iÉÉå uÉWû
pÉÉD UÉåiÉÉ AÉæU eÉoÉ pÉÏ ExÉ pÉÉD MüÉå SSï WûÉåiÉÉ
iÉÉå uÉWû oÉWûlÉ UÉåiÉÏ|

mÉWûsÉå AÉæU AoÉ qÉåÇ TüMïü ÍxÉTïü CiÉlÉÉ jÉÉ ÌMü
ElÉMüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ AÉaÉå oÉÄRû aÉD jÉÏ AÉæU ElÉMüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ
qÉåÇ MÑüNû AÉæU oÉÉiÉåÇ qÉÑZrÉ WûÉå aÉD jÉÏ|

MüxÉqÉ Wæû iÉÑfÉå qÉåUå mrÉÉU MüÐ |
rÉÔð lÉ eÉÉlÉÉ qÉÑfÉå NûÉåQû Måü MüpÉÏ
qÉæ iÉÑqWûÉUÏ WÕðû AÉæU iÉÑqÉ qÉåUå WûÉå|
rÉå xÉcÉ MüÉåD oÉSsÉ lÉWûÏ xÉMüiÉÉ |

iÉåUÏ eÉaÉWû qÉåUå ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ MüÉåD AÉæU sÉå
                 lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÉ|
YrÉÉ mÉiÉÉ jÉÉ qÉÑfÉå rÉå xÉoÉ
CiÉlÉÏ eÉsSÏ ZÉiÉqÉ WûÉå eÉÉLaÉÉ|
qÉÇælÉå ÎeÉxÉå mrÉÉU ÌMürÉÉ, uÉWû oÉÏcÉ UÉWûÉåÇ qÉåÇ WûÏ ZÉÉå eÉÉLaÉÉ|

iÉÑqÉ lÉWûÏÇ UWåû qÉåUå xÉÉjÉ, xÉÉjÉ WûqÉÉUÉ ÍxÉTïü MÑüNû mÉsÉ Måü ÍsÉL jÉÉ|
LMü oÉÉU pÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ xÉÉåcÉÉ YrÉÉ WûÉåaÉÉ qÉåUÉ WûÉsÉ |
eÉoÉ iÉÑqÉ qÉÑfÉå NûÉåÄQûMüU WûqÉåzÉÉ Måü ÍsÉL ZÉÑSÉ Måü mÉÉxÉ cÉsÉå eÉÉAÉåaÉå|

eÉoÉ pÉÏ AÉxÉqÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ SåZÉiÉÏ WÕðû
iÉÑqWûÉUÉ cÉåWûUÉ cÉÉðS qÉåÇ lÉÄeÉU AÉiÉÉ Wæû
AoÉ CxÉ ÌSsÉ MüÉå MæüxÉå xÉqÉfÉÉFÆ
ÌMü iÉÑqWåÇû pÉÔsÉ eÉÉLÆ sÉåÌMülÉ rÉå qÉÑqÉÌMülÉ lÉWûÏÇ
YÄrÉÉåÇÌMü ÌSsÉ AmÉlÉÏ
kÉÄQûMülÉ MüÉå pÉÑsÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÉ
TÔüsÉ AmÉlÉÏ ZÉÑzÉoÉÔ ÍqÉOûÉ lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÉ |
uÉæxÉå WûÏ qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÏ ÂWû MüÉå
AmÉlÉå AÉmÉxÉå eÉÑSÉ lÉWûÏ MüU xÉMüiÉÏ|

xÉlÉÏTüÉ oÉåaÉqÉxÉlÉÏTüÉ oÉåaÉqÉxÉlÉÏTüÉ oÉåaÉqÉxÉlÉÏTüÉ oÉåaÉqÉxÉlÉÏTüÉ oÉåaÉqÉ
mÉëjÉqÉ LxÉ.D.oÉÏ.L

‘oÉÏ’

eÉÑSÉDeÉÑSÉDeÉÑSÉDeÉÑSÉDeÉÑSÉD
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qÉÉiÉ×WØûSrÉqÉÉiÉ×WØûSrÉqÉÉiÉ×WØûSrÉqÉÉiÉ×WØûSrÉqÉÉiÉ×WØûSrÉ

ÂmÉÉsÉÏÂmÉÉsÉÏÂmÉÉsÉÏÂmÉÉsÉÏÂmÉÉsÉÏ
mÉëjÉqÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.oÉÏ.‘xÉÏ’

mÉëxiÉÑiÉ MüWûÉlÉÏ qÉåÇ oÉåOåû Måü mÉëÌiÉ qÉÉiÉÉ MüÉ mÉëåqÉ
SzÉÉïrÉÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû|

CxÉ MüWûÉlÉÏ qÉå mÉilÉÏ Måü AÉlÉå mÉU qÉÉiÉÉ Måü
mÉëÌiÉ xlÉåWû MüqÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| LMü qÉÉiÉÉ AmÉlÉå mÉëåqÉ
MüÉå mÉëMüOû MüUiÉÏ UWûiÉÏ Wæû mÉÇUiÉÑ oÉåOûÉ ExÉ mÉëåqÉ
xÉå AlÉeÉÉlÉ UWûiÉÉ Wæû| AÇiÉ qÉå ExÉå
mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü qÉÉiÉÉ
WûÏ xÉoÉxÉå AÍkÉMü qÉW¨uÉmÉÔhÉï Wæû|

ÍzÉuÉlÉaÉU lÉÉqÉMü aÉðÉuÉ qÉåÇ
LMü NûÉåOûÉ xÉÉ mÉËUuÉÉU UWûiÉÉ jÉÉ
ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ qÉÉð-oÉÉoÉÉ AÉæU ElÉMåü
SÉå oÉåOåû UWûiÉå jÉå| uÉWû mÉËUuÉÉU
LMü xÉÑZÉÏ mÉËUuÉÉU MüWûsÉÉiÉÉ jÉÉ|
xÉoÉ LMü xÉÉjÉ ZÉÉiÉå-mÉÏiÉå,
ZÉåsÉiÉå, lÉÉcÉiÉå-aÉÉiÉå AÉæU xÉÑZÉÏ
UWûiÉå jÉå|

LMü UÉiÉ Måü oÉÉS eÉoÉ xÉÑoÉWû
WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû iÉÉå.... cÉÉUÉåÇ AÉåU xÉå UÉålÉå
MüÐ AÉuÉÉeÉåÇ AÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû| xÉoÉ
xÉTåüS UÇaÉ Måü MümÉQûÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÌSZÉÉD
SåiÉå Wæû| MÑüNû xÉqÉrÉ oÉÉS mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ
ÌMü ExÉ ZÉÑzÉWûÉsÉ mÉËUuÉÉU xÉå ZÉÑzÉÏ
WûÏ ÍqÉOû aÉrÉÏ| mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ AoÉ MüqÉÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÉ MüÉåD
lÉ jÉÉ| “MüqÉÉD Måü ÌoÉlÉÉ bÉU lÉWûÏ cÉsÉåaÉÉ” rÉWû MüWûMüU
qÉÉð MüÉqÉ MüUlÉå Måü ÍsÉL AÉæU bÉU cÉsÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL
MüÉqÉ RÕðRûlÉå ÌlÉMüsÉ mÉÄQûiÉÏ Wæû| mÉWûsÉå ÌSlÉ ExÉå MüÉqÉ
lÉ ÍqÉsÉÉ| SÕxÉUå ÌSlÉ pÉÏ ZÉÉsÉÏ WûÉjÉ sÉÉæOûÏ| AoÉ iÉÏxÉUÉ
ÌSlÉ jÉÉ | lÉÉæMüUÏ ÍqÉsÉlÉå MüÐ AÉxÉ WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ jÉÏ|
ÌSlÉ pÉU pÉOûMülÉå Måü oÉÉS bÉU sÉÉæOûlÉå mÉU  oÉŠÉåÇ

MüÉå ZÉÑzÉ ZÉoÉUÏ xÉÑlÉÉD ÌMü ElWåÇû
lÉÉæMüUÏ ÍqÉsÉ aÉD Wæû| iÉÑUÇiÉ WûÏ ExÉlÉå
AmÉlÉÉ xÉÉqÉÉlÉ oÉÉÇkÉ ÌSrÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå
oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå sÉåMüU ÍzÉuÉlÉaÉU xÉå
UÉqÉmÉÑU cÉsÉÏ aÉD|

qÉÉiÉÉ LMü bÉU qÉåÇ fÉÉQÕû qÉÉUlÉå MüÉ MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÏ
jÉÏ| ElÉMüÐ mÉËUÎxjÉÌiÉ oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉUÉoÉ jÉÏ| oÉŠÉåÇ

MüÉå uÉWû MüpÉÏ pÉÏ pÉÔZÉÉ lÉ xÉÉålÉå SåiÉÏ| ZÉÑS
MÑüNû lÉ ZÉÉMüU ElWåûÇ ÎZÉsÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏ|
kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå oÉccÉå oÉÄQåû WûÉå aÉrÉå| ElÉMüÐ EqÉë
AoÉ zÉÉSÏ sÉÉrÉMü WûÉå aÉD jÉÏ | qÉÉðeÉÏ
lÉå AmÉlÉå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ MüqÉÉD AmÉlÉå mÉÑ§ÉÉåÇ

MüÐ zÉÉSÏ qÉå sÉaÉÉ SÏ| bÉU qÉåÇ LMü
lÉWûÏÇ oÉÍsMü SÉå-SÉå oÉWÒûLÆ jÉÏÇ| oÉÄQåû

pÉÉD MüÐ mÉilÉÏ bÉU MüÉ xÉÉUÉ MüÉqÉ
MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ| mÉUÇiÉÑ NûÉåOûÏ oÉWÕû
AÉsÉxÉÏ jÉÏ| NûÉåOûÏû oÉWÕûû lÉå eÉsS
WûÏ LMü ZÉåsÉ UcÉÉ AÉæU qÉÉð AÉæU
oÉåOåû MüÉå AsÉaÉ MüU ÌSrÉÉ| fÉaÉÄQûÉ

MüUMåü NûÉåOûÏ oÉWÕû AmÉlÉå mÉÌiÉ Måü
xÉÉjÉ SÕU zÉWûU qÉå UWûlÉå cÉsÉÏ aÉD|

LMü qÉÉiÉÉ MüÉ WØSrÉ AmÉlÉÏ xÉÇiÉÉlÉÉåÇ
MüÉå mÉÉxÉ UZÉlÉå MüÐ cÉÉWû UZÉiÉÉ Wæû| mÉÇUiÉÑ rÉWû

ÌuÉUWû qÉÉiÉÉ cÉÑmÉcÉÉmÉ xÉWû sÉåiÉÏ Wæû| ÌSlÉ-UÉiÉ AmÉlÉå
oÉåOåû MüÐ rÉÉS qÉå iÉQûmÉiÉÏ jÉÏ AÉæU ExÉå EiÉlÉÉ WûÏ
mÉëåqÉ MüUiÉÏ Wæû ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ mÉWûsÉå MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ| qÉÉiÉÉ mÉÑ§É
MüÉå mÉ§É ÍsÉZÉiÉÏ Wæû AÉæU MÑüNû ÌSlÉÉåÇ Måü ÍsÉL bÉU
oÉÑsÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| mÉÑ§É eÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÉ Wæû mÉUÇiÉÑ
ExÉMüÐ mÉilÉÏ ExÉå UÉåMü sÉåiÉÏ Wæû| qÉÉiÉÉ ÌlÉUÉzÉ WûÉå
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eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| MÑüNû ÌSlÉÉåÇ oÉÉS uÉWû oÉÏqÉÉU WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
AÉæU ÌTüU xÉå mÉ§É ÍsÉZÉiÉÏ Wæû| oÉåOûÉ ExÉå mÉÄRûMüU iÉÑUÇiÉ
ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÉ Wæû mÉU uÉWû mÉilÉÏ Måü MüWûlÉå mÉU ÌTüU xÉå
lÉWûÏÇ eÉÉiÉÉ| jÉÉåQåû ÌSlÉÉåÇ oÉÉS qÉÉiÉÉ MüÐ qÉ×irÉÑ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ
Wæû mÉÇUiÉÑ oÉåOåû MüÉå rÉWû mÉiÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ cÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû|

LMü ÌSlÉ mÉilÉÏ MüÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ oÉiÉÉL uÉWû bÉU Måü
ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû bÉU mÉWÆÒûcÉMüU qÉÉð MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ
mÉÑMüÉUiÉÉ Wæû| WûU MüqÉUå qÉåÇ RÕðRûiÉÉ Wæû| mÉUÇiÉÑ qÉÉð MüWûÏÇ
lÉWûÏÇ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| AÇiÉ qÉåÇ mÉQûÉåxÉÏ xÉå mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉiÉÉ
Wæû ÌMü “qÉÉð AoÉ lÉWûÏÇ UWûÏ” oÉåOûÉ uÉWûÏÇ oÉæPû eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû

AÉæU BZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ oÉWûlÉÉ zÉÑÂ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû
xÉÉåcÉiÉÉ Wæû “MüÉzÉ! qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÏ mÉilÉÏ MüÐ oÉÉiÉÉåÇ qÉå
lÉ AÉiÉÉ iÉÉå AÉeÉ qÉåUÏ qÉÉð eÉÏÌuÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ”| ExÉÏ
xÉqÉrÉ mÉQûÉåxÉÏ xÉå ExÉå ÄeÉqÉÏlÉ-eÉÉrÉSÉS Måü xÉÉUå MüÉaÉÄeÉ
ÍqÉsÉiÉå WæÇû| qÉÉiÉÉ lÉå xÉÉUÏ eÉÉrÉSÉS AmÉlÉå oÉåOûÉåÇ Måü
lÉÉqÉ MüU SÏ jÉÏ| CxÉ oÉÉiÉ mÉU uÉWû oÉWÒûiÉ UÉåiÉÉ Wæû
AÉæU qÉÉð MüÉ xqÉUhÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû|

“WûqÉ cÉÉWåû ÌMüiÉlÉÉ pÉÏ oÉÑUÉ urÉuÉWûÉU MüUåÇ mÉUÇiÉÑ
oÉÑUå urÉuÉWûÉU Måü oÉSsÉå qÉåÇ qÉÉð mrÉÉU WûÏ SåiÉÏ Wæû|”

qÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUå
1. AÇaÉÉUå EaÉsÉlÉÉ - MüPûÉåU uÉcÉlÉ MüWûlÉÉ |
2. aÉÉaÉU qÉå xÉÉaÉU pÉUlÉÉ - jÉÉåÄQåû zÉoSÉåÇ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ MÑüNû MüWû SålÉÉ |
3. SðÉiÉ ZÉOèûOåû MüUlÉÉ - oÉÑUÏ iÉUWû WûUÉlÉÉ |
4. OåûÄRÐ ZÉÏUû - MüÌPûlÉ MüÉqÉ |
5. WûuÉÉD ÌMüsÉå oÉlÉÉlÉÉ - MüÉsmÉÌlÉMü CUÉSå mÉëMüOû MüUlÉÉ |
6. oÉÉiÉ MüÉ kÉlÉÏ - uÉÉrÉSå MüÉ mÉYMüÉ |
7. FÆcÉÏ SÒMüÉlÉ TüÐMüÉ mÉMüuÉÉlÉ - ÌSZÉÉuÉÉ AÍkÉMü uÉÉxiÉÌuÉMüiÉÉ MüqÉ |
8. AÇiÉ mÉÉlÉÉ - pÉåS eÉÉlÉlÉÉ |
9. AÇaÉÉUå oÉUxÉlÉÉ - oÉWÒûiÉ aÉqÉÏï mÉÄQlÉÉ |

10. AcÉUeÉ MüÉ ÌPûMüÉlÉÉ lÉ UWûlÉÉ - oÉWÒûiÉ AÉzcÉrÉï WûÉålÉÉ|
11. iÉÉðiÉÉ sÉaÉlÉÉ - LMü Måü oÉÉS SÕxÉUå MüÉ cÉsÉÉ AÉlÉÉ|
12. AaÉuÉÉlÉÏ MüUlÉÉ - xuÉÉaÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ |
13. ÌPûPûÒUlÉÉ - xÉSÏï xÉå MüÉðmÉlÉÉ|
14. AZÉUlÉÉ - oÉÑUÉ sÉaÉlÉÉ|
15. fÉmÉOèûOûÉ qÉÉUlÉÉ - WûqÉsÉÉ MüUlÉÉ |
16. oÉÉûLÆ WûÉjÉ MüÉ ZÉåsÉ - AÉxÉÉlÉ MüÉqÉ |
17. mÉÉUÉ cÉÄRûlÉÉ - aÉÑxxÉÉ AÉlÉÉ |
18. pÉsÉÉ oÉÑUÉ MüWûlÉÉ - ÌlÉÇSÉ MüUlÉÉ |
19. mÉëÉhÉ xÉÔZÉlÉÉ - AirÉÇiÉ pÉrÉpÉÏiÉ WûÉålÉÉ |

AÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’
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AÌuÉzuÉxÉlÉÏrÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ xÉcÉAÌuÉzuÉxÉlÉÏrÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ xÉcÉAÌuÉzuÉxÉlÉÏrÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ xÉcÉAÌuÉzuÉxÉlÉÏrÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ xÉcÉAÌuÉzuÉxÉlÉÏrÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ xÉcÉ
MåüuÉsÉ MÑüNû bÉÇOåû, ÌTüU qÉæÇ “OûÉOûÉlÉaÉU eÉÇ.” qÉåÇ

UÆWÕûaÉÏ| mÉUÏ¤ÉÉ xÉqÉÉmiÉ WÒûL LMü WûniÉÉ WûÉålÉå MüÉå AÉL
jÉå| qÉæÇ oÉWÒûiÉ EixÉÑMü jÉÏ bÉU eÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL YrÉÉåÇÌMü
rÉå NÒûÌ‘ûrÉÉð xÉÉsÉ MüÐ xÉoÉxÉå sÉqoÉÏ NÒûÌ‘ûrÉÉð jÉÏ|

PûÏMü lÉÉæ oÉeÉMüU mÉÇSìWû ÍqÉlÉOû mÉU WûqÉÉUÏ OíåûlÉ
xOåûzÉlÉ mÉU ÂMüÐ| OíåûlÉ AmÉlÉå ÍlÉrÉÍqÉiÉ xÉqÉrÉ xÉå SÉå
bÉÇOåû SåU xÉå mÉWÒðûcÉÏ| qÉæÇlÉå AmÉlÉÉ xÉÉqÉÉlÉ ÍsÉrÉÉ AÉæU
BOûÉå sÉålÉå Måü ÍsÉL oÉÉWûU ÌlÉMüsÉÏ| CiÉlÉÏ UÉiÉ MüÉå
xÉÉUå BOûÉå ËUYzÉÉuÉÉsÉå AmÉlÉå bÉU Måü ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉ
eÉÉiÉå WæÇû, iÉÉå qÉæÇlÉå xÉÉåcÉÉ xÉÄQûMü xÉå jÉÉåÄQûÉ AÉaÉå eÉÉMüU
qÉÑfÉå AuÉzrÉ MüÉåD lÉ MüÉåD BOûÉå ÄeÉÂU ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉrÉaÉÉ|
qÉæÇ ExÉ AlÉeÉÉlÉ UÉåÄQû mÉU cÉsÉiÉÏ aÉD| cÉÉUÉåÇ iÉUTü
oÉxÉ xÉllÉÉOûÉ WûÏ xÉllÉÉOûÉ jÉÉ| xÉÉUÏ SÒMüÉlÉåÇ pÉÏ oÉÇS
WûÉå cÉÑMüÐ jÉÏÇ ExÉ uÉYiÉ| rÉWû oÉÉiÉ qÉÑfÉå ZÉÔoÉ ÌuÉÍcÉ§É
sÉaÉÏ ÌMü eÉqÉzÉåSmÉÑU eÉæxÉå zÉWûU qÉåÇ sÉÉåaÉ CiÉlÉÏ eÉsSÏ
AmÉlÉÏ SÒûMüÉlÉÇå oÉÇS MüU sÉåiÉå WæÇû|

UÉiÉ Måü arÉÉUWû oÉeÉ cÉÑMåü jÉå| qÉæÇ cÉsÉiÉå-cÉsÉiÉå
MüÉTüÐ SÕU eÉÉ cÉÑMüÐ jÉÏ| AÉxÉ-mÉÉxÉ ÍxÉTïü eÉÇaÉsÉ
WûÏ eÉÇaÉsÉ ÌSZÉ UWåû jÉå| ‘xOíûÏOû sÉÉDOèxÉ’ Måü AsÉÉuÉÉ
uÉWûÉð AÉæU MüÉåD pÉÏ UÉåzÉlÉÏ MüÉ xÉÉkÉlÉ lÉWûÏ jÉÉ| iÉpÉÏ
mÉÉxÉ Måü LMü qÉÉåÄQû mÉU qÉæÇlÉå LMü oÉÄQûÏ xÉÏ aÉåOû SåZÉÏ|
iÉoÉ qÉæÇlÉå xÉÉåcÉÉ ÌMü xÉÄQûMü mÉU SåU UÉiÉ pÉOûMülÉå xÉå
AcNûÉ ExÉ WûuÉåsÉÏ qÉå UÉiÉ aÉÑÄeÉÉUÏ eÉÉL| qÉæÇlÉå aÉåOû
Måü mÉÉxÉ fÉÉÆMüÉ mÉÇUiÉÑ uÉWûÉÆ MüÉåD lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ| qÉæÇlÉå LMü
WûÉjÉ xÉå aÉåOû MüÉå ZÉÉåsÉÉ AÉæU SÕxÉUå xÉå AmÉlÉÏ OíûÉåsÉÏ
ZÉÏÇcÉiÉå WÒûL AÇSU MüÐ AÉåU oÉÄRlÉå sÉaÉÏ|

AÇkÉåUå Måü oÉÉuÉeÉÔS cÉÉðS MüÐ UÉåzÉlÉÏ xÉå qÉæÇ jÉÉåÄQûÉû
oÉWÒûiÉ SåZÉ iÉÉå mÉÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ| SåZÉlÉå xÉå mÉëiÉÏiÉ WÒûAÉ
ÌMü uÉWû WûuÉåsÉÏ oÉÇS mÉÄQûÏ jÉÏ| qÉÑfÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ xÉå WûÏ
LåxÉå UÉeÉqÉWûsÉÉåÇ, pÉÔiÉ-mÉëåiÉ MüÐ MüWûÉÌlÉrÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÌSûsÉcÉxmÉÏ
jÉÏ| ÌoÉlÉÉ MüÉåD ÌWûcÉÌMücÉÉWûOû Måü oÉÄQåû eÉÉåzÉ qÉåÇ qÉæÇ
AÇSU MüÐ AÉåU oÉÄRûiÉÏ cÉsÉÏ aÉD| qÉMüÉlÉ Måü mÉÉxÉ

mÉWÒðûcÉiÉå WûÏ qÉÑfÉå MÑüN AmÉlÉÉmÉlÉ xÉÉ
mÉëiÉÏiÉ WÒûAÉ| LåxÉÉ sÉaÉÉ qÉÉlÉÉå uÉWû
eÉaÉWû, ExÉ qÉÉWûÉæsÉ xÉå qÉæÇ pÉsÉÏ
pÉÉðÌiÉ uÉÉÌMüTü WÕðû| qÉÉlÉÉå qÉæÇ uÉWûÉÆ
mÉWûsÉå pÉÏ aÉD jÉÏ| qÉæÇlÉå qÉMüÉlÉ MüÉ SUuÉÉÄeÉÉ eÉæxÉå
WûÏ ZÉÉåsÉÉ qÉåUå mÉæU AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ AÉaÉå oÉÄRûlÉå sÉaÉå eÉæxÉå
uÉWû qÉMüÉlÉ qÉÑfÉxÉå AlÉeÉÉlÉ lÉ WûÉå| qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÉ xÉÉqÉÉlÉ
xÉÏÌÄRûrÉÉåÇ Måü mÉÉxÉ NûÉåÄQûMüU FmÉU MüÐ AÉåU eÉÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ|
eÉæxÉå ÌMüxÉÏ xÉqÉrÉ qÉæÇ uÉWûÉð UWûÉ MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ| iÉpÉÏ AcÉÉlÉMü
cÉsÉiÉå-cÉsÉiÉå LMü MüqÉUå xÉå LMü ASèpÉÑiÉ ÌMüUhÉ qÉåUÏ
AÉåU AÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ| qÉæÇ bÉoÉUÉMüU mÉÏNåû cÉsÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ| iÉpÉÏ
LMü ÌuÉÍcÉ§É bÉOûlÉÉ bÉOûÏ ExÉ mÉëMüÉzÉ xÉå LMü EpÉUiÉÉ
WÒûAÉ cÉåWûUÉ ÌSZÉlÉå sÉaÉÉ| uÉWû cÉåWûUÉ qÉæÇ SåZÉlÉå WûÏ
uÉÉsÉÏ jÉÏ ÌMü qÉåUÉ mÉæU xÉÏûRûÏ xÉå ÌTüxÉsÉÉ AÉæU qÉæÇ
ÄeÉÉåU xÉå ÌaÉU mÉÄQûÏ |

qÉåUÏ AÉÆZÉ ZÉÑsÉÏ iÉÉå qÉæÇ TüzÉï mÉU mÉÄQûÏ jÉÏ|
MÇükÉå qÉå jÉÉåÄQûÉ SSï pÉÏ qÉWûxÉÔxÉ WÒûAÉ| qÉælÉå EPûMüU
SåZÉÉ iÉÉå AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ MüÉå ÌoÉxiÉU Måü xÉÉqÉlÉå mÉÉrÉÉ|
qÉæÇ zÉÉrÉS lÉÏÇS qÉåÇ xÉmÉlÉÉ SåZÉiÉå WÒûL ÌaÉU mÉÄQûÏ jÉÏ|
qÉæÇlÉå EPûMüU AmÉlÉÉ qÉÑðWû kÉÉårÉÉ AÉæU lÉÏcÉå eÉÉMüU OûÏuÉÏ
BlÉ ÌMürÉÉ|

ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ lÉå MüWûÉ ÌMü ElWåÇû xÉqÉÉcÉÉU SåZÉlÉÉ Wæû|
qÉæÇlÉå xÉqÉÉcÉÉU MüÉ cÉælÉsÉ sÉaÉÉrÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå WûÉåzÉ
ZÉÉå oÉæPûÏ|

lrÉÔÄeÉ qÉåÇ MüWûÉ eÉÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ ÌMü xOåûzÉlÉ xÉå MÑüNû
qÉÏsÉ SÕU LMü oÉÇS WûuÉåsÉÏ qÉåÇ xÉå LMü rÉÑuÉiÉÏ MüÐ
sÉÉzÉ oÉUÉqÉS WÒûD| ExÉ qÉMüÉlÉ MüÐ SåZÉ UåZÉ MüUlÉåuÉÉsÉÉ
urÉÌYiÉ eÉoÉ xÉÑoÉWû qÉMüÉlÉ qÉåÇ aÉrÉÉ iÉÉå ExÉlÉå SåZÉÉ
AÉæU SåZÉiÉå WûÏ mÉÑÍsÉxÉ MüÉå eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ SÏ| mÉÑÍsÉxÉ MüÉ
MüWûlÉÉ jÉÉ ÌMü ExÉ rÉÑuÉiÉÏ MüÐ qÉÚirÉÑ xÉÏÌRûÄrÉÉåÇ xÉå ÌaÉUlÉå
Måü MüÉUhÉ WÒûD|

AoÉ qÉåUå ÌSqÉÉaÉ qÉå LMü WûÏ mÉëzlÉ jÉÉ ÌMü YrÉÉ
uÉWû xÉmÉlÉÉ xÉcÉ jÉÉ? 

AÉrÉ Ñ w ÉÏAÉrÉ Ñ w ÉÏAÉrÉ Ñ w ÉÏAÉrÉ Ñ w ÉÏAÉrÉ Ñ w ÉÏ
mÉëjÉqÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ / D
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lÉqÉxMüÉU SÉåxiÉÉåÇ AÉmÉ xÉpÉÏ lÉå rÉå MüWûÉuÉiÉ iÉÉå
xÉÑlÉÏ WûÏ WûÉåaÉÏ, ‘SÕU Måü ÄRûÉåsÉ xÉÑWûÉuÉlÉå’| WûqÉ xÉoÉMüÉå
rÉWû sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ WûqÉxÉå AcNûÏ
Wæû AÉæU WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉÏ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ xÉå xÉÇzÉrÉ WûÉåiÉå WæÇû| CxÉÍsÉL
qÉæÇ AÉmÉMüÉå LMü mÉëåUhÉÉiqÉMü MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉÑlÉÉiÉÏ WÕðû ‘MüpÉÏ
iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉ Måü SåZÉÉå’|

LMü AÉSqÉÏ zÉWûU xÉå SÕU mÉWûÉÌÄQûrÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ UWûiÉÉ
jÉÉ| ExÉMåü mÉÉxÉ xÉoÉ MÑüNû jÉÉ sÉåÌMülÉ uÉWû AmÉlÉÏ
ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ xÉå ZÉÑzÉ lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ YrÉÉåÇÌMü ExÉå sÉaÉiÉÉ jÉÉ
ÌMü zÉWûU MüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ AcNûÏ Wæû AÉæU ExÉlÉå zÉWûU
eÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉrÉå xÉÉåcÉ ÍsÉrÉÉ jÉÉ| AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ ExÉlÉå
AmÉlÉå SÉåxiÉ MüÉå oÉÑsÉÉrÉÉ | uÉWû ËUrÉsÉ LxOåûOû qÉåÇ MüÉqÉ
MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ AÉæU ExÉlÉå ExÉxÉå MüWûÉ ‘qÉæÇ rÉWû bÉU oÉåcÉlÉÉ
cÉÉWûiÉÉ WÕðû AÉæU zÉWûU qÉåÇ bÉU ZÉUÏSlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ WÕðû CxÉÍsÉL
iÉÑqÉ qÉÑfÉå CxÉ bÉU MüÉå oÉåcÉlÉå qÉåÇ qÉSS MüUÉå|’ ExÉMåü
SÉåxiÉ lÉå bÉU MüÉå SåZÉMüU MüWûÉ, “ÌMüiÉlÉÉ xÉÑÇSU bÉU
Wæû, iÉÑqÉ YrÉÉåÇ CxÉå oÉåcÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉå WûÉå? AaÉU mÉæxÉÉåÇ
MüÐ ÄeÉÂUiÉ Wæû iÉÉå qÉæÇ qÉSS MüÂÆaÉÉ|” sÉåÌMülÉ uÉWû
ExÉMüÐ oÉÉiÉ xÉÑlÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL iÉærÉÉU lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ |

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ uÉWû AÄZÉoÉÉU sÉÉrÉÉ AÉæU eÉoÉ uÉWû
AZÉoÉÉU mÉÄRlÉå sÉaÉÉ iÉoÉ ExÉlÉå LMü ÌuÉ¥ÉÉmÉlÉ SåZÉÉ

ÌuÉrÉÉ åsÉÉÌuÉrÉÉ åsÉÉÌuÉrÉÉ åsÉÉÌuÉrÉÉ åsÉÉÌuÉrÉÉ åsÉÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

oÉÏ.LxÉ.oÉÏ.‘L’

ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ ÍsÉZÉÉ jÉÉ - “zÉWûU MüÐ pÉÏÄQû-pÉÉÄQû xÉå SÕU,
iÉÉÄeÉÏ WûuÉÉ, mÉåÄQûÉåÇ xÉå pÉUÉ WÒûAÉ, uÉÉrÉÑ qÉÉÍsÉlrÉ rÉÑYiÉ
bÉU Wæû, CxÉ bÉU MüÉå ZÉUÏÌSrÉå AÉæU AmÉlÉå xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉå
mÉÔUÉ MüUåÇ”| eÉoÉ ExÉlÉå ÌuÉ¥ÉÉmÉlÉ mÉÄRÉû iÉÉå ExÉMüÉå rÉWû
bÉU ZÉUÏSlÉå MüÉ qÉlÉ WÒûAÉ AÉæU ExÉlÉå lÉÏcÉå ÌSrÉå
aÉrÉå lÉÇoÉU mÉU xÉÇmÉMïü ÌMürÉÉ | eÉoÉ ExÉlÉå xÉÇmÉMïü ÌMürÉÉ
ExÉå sÉaÉÉ ÌMü eÉÉå bÉU ÌuÉ¥ÉÉmÉlÉ qÉåÇ jÉÉ uÉWû ExÉMüÉ
WûÏ bÉU Wæû CxÉÍsÉL ExÉlÉå AmÉlÉå SÉåxiÉ MüÉå xÉÇmÉMïü
ÌMürÉÉ AÉæU oÉÉåsÉ ÌSrÉÉ ÌMü qÉæÇlÉå zÉWûU qÉåÇ eÉÉlÉå MüÉ
xÉmÉlÉÉ NûÉåÄQû ÌSrÉÉ AÉæU qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå WûÏ bÉU qÉåÇ UWûlÉÉ
cÉÉWûiÉÉ WÕðû|

qÉæÇ CxÉ mÉëåUhÉÉiqÉMü MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉå rÉWû oÉiÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ
WÕðû ÌMü WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ ZÉÑzÉ UWûlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL|
WûqÉåÇ MüpÉÏ rÉWû sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ SÒÈZÉ
WûÏ SÒZÉ pÉUå WæÇû| CxÉÍsÉL WûqÉåÇ SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ
AcNûÏ sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû, sÉåÌMülÉ rÉWû xÉcÉ lÉWûÏÇ Wæû| SÕxÉUÉåÇ
MüÐ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ xÉå lÉWûÏÇ, AmÉlÉÏ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ xÉå ZÉÑzÉ UWûlÉÉ
cÉÉÌWûL| MÑüNû TæüxÉsÉÉ sÉålÉå xÉå mÉWûsÉå MüD oÉÉU xÉÉåcÉlÉÉ
cÉÉÌWûL| qÉÑfÉå rÉWû MüWûÉlÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÏ sÉaÉÏ ÌMü WûqÉåÇ
WûU MüÉqÉ xÉÉåcÉMåü MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | eÉÉå MüÉqÉ qÉæÇ xÉÉåcÉMåü
MüUiÉÏ WÕðû, uÉWûÏ WûqÉåzÉÉ xÉTüsÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû| WûqÉåÇ MüpÉÏ
pÉÏ ‘AÍkÉMü MüÐ CcNûÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüUlÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL’ |

MüpÉÏ iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉMüpÉÏ iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉMüpÉÏ iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉMüpÉÏ iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉMüpÉÏ iÉÉå xÉÉåcÉ
Måü SåZÉÉåMåü SåZÉÉåMåü SåZÉÉåMåü SåZÉÉåMåü SåZÉÉå
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oÉWÒûiÉ xÉqÉrÉ mÉWûsÉå MüÐ oÉÉiÉ Wæû, LMü oÉÔÄRûÉ AÉSqÉÏ
jÉÉ eÉÉå aÉUÏoÉ oÉccÉÉåÇ Måü ÍsÉL AÉ´ÉqÉ cÉsÉÉiÉÉ jÉÉ|
uÉWû AÆkÉÉ jÉÉ| uÉWû oÉWÒûiÉ xÉZiÉ xuÉpÉÉuÉ MüÉ jÉÉ AÉæU
AÉ´ÉqÉ qÉå UWûlÉåuÉÉsÉå oÉŠÉåÇ Måü xÉÉjÉ oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÑUÉ urÉWûuÉÉU
MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ| AÉ´ÉqÉ qÉå UWûlÉåuÉÉsÉå oÉŠå pÉÏ MÑüNû MüqÉ
lÉWûÏÇ jÉå| uÉå eÉoÉ pÉÏ qÉÉæMüÉ ÍqÉsÉå, AmÉlÉÉ MüÉqÉ NûÉåÄQû
MüU cÉsÉå eÉÉiÉå jÉå|

xÉpÉÏ oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå LMü cÉÏÄeÉ xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ lÉÄTüUiÉ
jÉÏ, uÉWû Wæû xÉÑoÉWû eÉsSÏ EPlÉÉ| YrÉÉåÇÌMü uÉWû oÉÔÄRûÉ
AÆkÉÉ jÉÉ AÉæU uÉWû xÉqÉrÉ lÉ SåZÉ mÉÉiÉÉ jÉÉ| CxÉÍsÉL
uÉWû LMü qÉÑaÉÉï sÉå AÉrÉÉ| xÉÑoÉWû mÉÉðcÉ oÉeÉå uÉWû qÉÑaÉÉï
oÉÉðaÉ SåiÉÉ jÉÉ AÉæU ÌTüU uÉWû oÉÔÄRûÉ AÉSqÉÏ xÉpÉÏ oÉŠÉåÇ
MüÉå EPûÉMüU ElÉxÉå AsÉaÉ-AsÉaÉ MüÉqÉ MüUuÉÉiÉÉ jÉÉ|
UÉåÄeÉ xÉÑoÉWû oÉŠå ClÉ MüÉqÉÉåÇ Måü oÉÉUå qÉå xÉÉåcÉMüU mÉUåzÉÉlÉ
WûÉå eÉÉiÉå jÉå| rÉWû qÉÑaÉåï MüÉ oÉÉðaÉ sÉaÉÉlÉÉ AÉæU oÉÔÄRåû
AÉSqÉÏ MüÉ oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå EPûÉlÉå MüÉ MüÉrÉï oÉWÒûiÉ ÌSlÉÉåÇ
xÉå cÉsÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ|

LMü ÌSlÉ eÉoÉ xÉÉUå oÉŠå LMü xÉÉjÉ jÉå iÉoÉ
ElWûÉåÇlÉå LMü SÕxÉUå xÉå MüWûÉ ‘YrÉÉåÇ lÉ WûqÉ qÉÑaÉåï MüÉå
WûÏ qÉÉU Så?’ ‘lÉ UWåûaÉÉ qÉÑaÉÉï, lÉ UWåûaÉÏ xÉÑoÉWû eÉsSÏ
EPûlÉå MüÐ mÉUåzÉÉlÉÏ|’ xÉpÉÏ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå rÉWû EÍcÉiÉ sÉaÉÉ

AÉæU ÌlÉhÉïrÉ ÍsÉrÉÉ ÌMü ExÉûÏ ÌSlÉ
uÉå ExÉ qÉÑaÉåï MüÉå qÉÉU SåÇaÉå | xÉoÉ
ElÉMåü ÌWûxÉÉoÉ xÉå WÒûAÉ AÉæU ElWûÉåÇlÉå
qÉÑaÉåï MüÉå qÉÉU ÌSrÉÉ| AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ
ExÉ oÉÔÄRûå AÉSqÉÏ MüÉå qÉÑaÉåï MüÉ oÉÉðaÉ xÉÑlÉÉD lÉ ÌSrÉÉ
AÉæU ExÉMåü MüÉUhÉ uÉWû SåU xÉå EPûÉ| ExÉå rÉWû qÉWûxÉÔxÉ
WÒûAÉ ÌMü uÉWû SåU xÉå EPûÉ AÉæU lÉ WûÏ qÉÑaÉåï lÉå oÉÉðaÉ
ÌSrÉÉ| uÉWû iÉÑÄUÇiÉ xÉqÉfÉ aÉrÉÉ ÌMü ElÉ oÉŠÉåÇ lÉå WûÏ
MÑüNû aÉsÉiÉ ÌMürÉÉ Wæû| ExÉ UÉiÉ uÉWû eÉsSÏ xÉÉå aÉrÉÉ
AÉæU AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ mÉÉðcÉ oÉeÉå EPûlÉå MüÐ eÉaÉWû cÉÉU
oÉeÉå EPûÉ| CxÉ uÉeÉWû xÉå oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå pÉÏ mÉÉðcÉ oÉeÉå
MüÐ eÉaÉWû cÉÉU oÉeÉå EPûMüU MüÉqÉ MüUlÉÉ mÉÄQûÉ |

oÉÉåkÉ : WûqÉ xÉoÉ AmÉlÉå TüÉrÉSå Måü oÉÉUå qÉå WûÏ xÉÉåcÉiÉå
WæÇû| MüÉåD pÉÏ rÉWû lÉWûÏ xÉÉåcÉiÉÉ ÌMü MüÉåD pÉÏ MüÉrÉï
MüUlÉå mÉU xÉÉqÉlÉå uÉÉsÉå mÉU YrÉÉ AxÉU WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû| CxÉ
MüWûÉlÉÏ qÉåÇ pÉÏ oÉccÉÉåÇ lÉå AmÉlÉÏ ZÉÑzÉÏ Måü ÍsÉL qÉÑaÉåï
MüÐ eÉÉlÉ sÉå sÉÏ| ‘CxÉÍsÉL WûqÉ xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå MüÉåD
pÉÏ MüÉrÉï MüUlÉå xÉå mÉWûsÉå xÉÉæ oÉÉU xÉÉåcÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL
iÉjÉÉ eÉÉå oÉÑUÉ MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæ ElWåÇû MüÉåD lÉ MüÉåD
xÉÄeÉÉ ÄeÉÂU ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû CxÉÍsÉL WûqÉåÇ WûqÉåzÉÉ AcNûÉD
AÉæU xÉŠÉD Måü qÉÉaÉï mÉU WûÏ cÉsÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWL|’

ËUrÉÉ ÌQûxÉÉå ÄeÉÉËUrÉÉ ÌQûxÉÉå ÄeÉÉËUrÉÉ ÌQûxÉÉå ÄeÉÉËUrÉÉ ÌQûxÉÉå ÄeÉÉËUrÉÉ ÌQûxÉÉå ÄeÉÉ
mÉëjÉqÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.oÉÏ.LcÉ

1. LÄQûÏ cÉÉåOûÏ LMü MüUlÉÉ - oÉWÒûiÉ qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ |
2. lÉÉMü UZÉlÉÉ - CeÄeÉiÉ UZÉlÉÉ |
3. mÉÉlÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ WûÉålÉÉ - sÉÎ‹iÉ WûÉålÉÉ |
4. AmÉlÉå qÉÑðWû ÍqÉrÉÉð ÍqÉOèûPÕû oÉlÉlÉÉ - ZÉÑS MüÐ iÉÉUÏTü MüUlÉÉ |
5. SxiÉMü SålÉÉ - ZÉOûZÉOûÉlÉÉ |

qÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUå

AMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É É
q É å lQl Éq É å lQl Éq É å lQl Éq É å lQl Éq É å lQl É
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’

oÉÔoÉÔoÉÔoÉÔoÉÔÄÄÄÄÄRÉû AÉSqÉÏ AÉæU AÉsÉxÉÏ oÉŠåRÉû AÉSqÉÏ AÉæU AÉsÉxÉÏ oÉŠåRÉû AÉSqÉÏ AÉæU AÉsÉxÉÏ oÉŠåRÉû AÉSqÉÏ AÉæU AÉsÉxÉÏ oÉŠåRÉû AÉSqÉÏ AÉæU AÉsÉxÉÏ oÉŠå
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rÉWû ExÉ ÌSlÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ Wæû eÉoÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ AmÉlÉå
xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ jÉÉ| uÉWû LMü AcNûÉ sÉÄQûMüÉ jÉÉ| LMü ÌSlÉ
LåxÉÉ AÉrÉÉ ÌMü MüÉsÉÏ UÉiÉ Måü ExÉ AÇkÉåUå qÉåÇ LMü
cÉqÉMüiÉÉ  WÒûAÉ iÉÉUÉ, WûuÉÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ, LMü sÉÄQûMüÐ
AmÉlÉå xMÔüOûU mÉU AÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ| SÒmÉ  EÄQû UWûÉ Wæû|
iÉoÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ MüÐ lÉÄeÉUåÇ mÉÄQûÏ ExÉ sÉÄQMüÐ mÉU AÉæU
AcÉÉlÉMü uÉWû AÉMüU ÂMüÐ xÉÄQûMü Måü oÉÏcÉÉåÇ-oÉÏcÉ
xÉÉWûÉzÉ Måü mÉÉxÉ | ExÉ sÉÄQûMüÐ lÉå mÉÔNûÉ -‘“lÉåWûÃ
lÉaÉU MüWûÉð Wæû?” iÉoÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ lÉå MüWûÉ, “AÉmÉ lÉåWûÂ
lÉaÉU eÉÉ UWûÏ WæÇû, mÉU ÌMüxÉMåü bÉU?” iÉoÉ sÉÄQûMüÐ lÉå
MüWûÉ “zÉqÉÉï  eÉÏ Måü bÉU|” “AÉåWû, iÉÉå zÉqÉÉï eÉÏ Måü
bÉU, AÉaÉå xÉå oÉÉDÇ iÉUTü|” xÉÉWûÉzÉ lÉå MüWûÉ|

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ eÉoÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ xMÔüsÉ Måü ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉÉ
iÉoÉ uÉWû UÉiÉuÉÉsÉÏ sÉÄQûMüÐ AÉrÉÏ AÉæU ExÉlÉå MüWûÉ -
“WæûsÉÉå, MÑüNû rÉÉS AÉrÉÉ?” iÉoÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ lÉå MüWûÉ, “WûÉð,
YrÉÉåÇ lÉWûÏÇ? AÉmÉ uÉWûÏ WæÇû lÉ MüsÉ UÉiÉ zÉqÉÉï eÉÏ
Måü bÉU AÉD jÉÏÇ|” “WûÉð, qÉæÇ uÉWûÏ WÕðû, qÉåUÉ lÉÉqÉ rÉÉzÉÉ
Wæû| AÉæU AÉmÉ?” “qÉåUÉ lÉÉqÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ Wæû| AÉmÉ MüWûÉð
UWiÉÏ WæûÇ?” “qÉæÇ rÉWûÏÇ mÉÉxÉ qÉåÇ UWûiÉÏ WÕðû LxÉ.eÉÏ.UÉåQû
mÉå”| “WûÉð, qÉæÇ pÉÏ uÉWûÏÇ UWûiÉÉ WÕðû, mÉU AÉmÉMüÉå MüpÉÏ
SåZÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ”| “WûqÉ mÉUxÉÉåÇ WûÏ AÉrÉå WæÇû|” LåxÉå WûÏ uÉå
SÉålÉÉåÇ oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUiÉå WÒûL SÉåxiÉ oÉlÉ aÉL| AÉæU LåxÉå WûÏ
LMü xÉÉsÉ oÉÏiÉ aÉrÉÉ, AÉæU SÉåxiÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉYMüÐ WÒûD|

UÉåÄeÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ MüÉ ÍqÉsÉlÉÉ, TüÉålÉ mÉU
oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUlÉÉ ÄeÉÉUÏ UWûÉ|

LMü ÌSlÉ uÉWû MüÊsÉåeÉ oÉÇMü
MüUMåü oÉÉWûU bÉÔqÉlÉå cÉsÉå aÉL | uÉå
sÉÉåaÉ oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉ jÉå| mÉU LMü uÉYiÉ AÉrÉÉ iÉoÉ ElÉ
SÉålÉÉåÇ MüÉå mÉWûsÉÏ qÉÑsÉÉMüÉiÉ rÉÉS AÉrÉÏ AÉæU uÉWû AmÉlÉÏ
zÉÉSÏ iÉMü mÉWÒðûcÉ aÉL |

xÉÉWûÉzÉ AÉæU rÉÉzÉÉ Måü mÉËUuÉÉU uÉÉsÉå oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQåû
SÒzqÉlÉ jÉå, CxÉÍsÉL ElWûÉåÇlÉå pÉÉaÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL xÉÉåcÉÉ
AÉæU ÌTüU zÉÉSÏ MüUMåü UWûlÉå Måü ÍsÉL xÉÉåcÉÉ| rÉÉzÉÉ
AmÉlÉÉ xÉoÉ MÑüNû sÉåMüU oÉxÉ xOåûzÉlÉ AÉrÉÏ| mÉU xÉÉWûÉzÉ
lÉWûÏÇ AÉrÉÉ| rÉÉzÉÉ CliÉÄeÉÉU MüUiÉÏ UWûÏ | UÉiÉ WûÉå aÉD|
ÌTüU uÉWû bÉU uÉÉmÉxÉ cÉsÉÏ aÉD |

SxÉ xÉÉsÉ oÉÉS.....
LMü ÌSlÉ xÉÉWûÉzÉ AÉæU rÉÉzÉÉ ÍqÉsÉå| (AÉÆZÉÉåÇ

qÉåÇ AÉÆxÉÔ) ExÉ xÉqÉrÉ rÉÉzÉÉ MüÉå SåZÉMüU oÉWÒûiÉ SÒÈZÉ
WÒûAÉ| AÉæU ExÉlÉå MüWûÉ “qÉæÇ ExÉ ÌSlÉ CxÉÍsÉL lÉWûÏÇ
AÉrÉÉ YrÉÉåÇÌMü eÉoÉ qÉæÇ AÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ, iÉoÉ qÉæÇlÉå SåZÉÉ
ÌMü ÍsÉZÉÉ jÉÉ, AaÉU AÉmÉMüÉå TÔüsÉ mÉxÉÇS Wæû, iÉÉå AÉmÉ
ExÉå mÉÉlÉÏ SåMüU xÉÏÇcÉåÇaÉå ExÉå iÉÉåQåÇûaÉå lÉWûÏÇ|”

“CxÉÍsÉL qÉæÇ lÉWûÏ AÉrÉÉ rÉÉzÉÉ | qÉÑfÉå qÉÉTü MüU
SÉå|” AÉæU ÌTüU uÉå LMü SÕxÉUå MüÉå - AmÉlÉå-AmÉlÉå
eÉÏuÉlÉ Måü ÌMüxxÉå xÉÑlÉÉlÉå sÉaÉå |

zÉÏeÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉzÉÏeÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉzÉÏeÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉzÉÏeÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉzÉÏeÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ LcÉ.D.mÉÏ.mÉÏ

AÉÎZÉU YrÉÉåÇ?AÉÎZÉU YrÉÉåÇ?AÉÎZÉU YrÉÉåÇ?AÉÎZÉU YrÉÉåÇ?AÉÎZÉU YrÉÉåÇ?

mÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉð AÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ     qÉålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉqÉ ålQlÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’1. NûÉåOåû xÉå WæÇû qÉOûMÔüSÉxÉ, MümÉÄQåû mÉWûlÉå LMü xÉÉæ mÉcÉÉxÉ |
2. qÉæÇ xÉoÉMåü mÉÉxÉ WÕðû| MüÉåD qÉÑfÉå ZÉÉå lÉWûÏ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû| oÉiÉÉAÉå qÉæÇ MüÉælÉ WÕðû?
3. LåxÉÏ MüÉælÉ xÉÏ cÉÏÄeÉ Wæû eÉÉå oÉÉËUzÉ qÉåÇ cÉÉWåÇû ÎeÉiÉlÉÏ pÉÏaÉå, uÉWû MüpÉÏ aÉÏsÉÏ lÉWûÏ WûÉå xÉMüiÉÏ?

E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: 1. mrÉÉÄeÉ mrÉÉÄeÉ mrÉÉÄeÉ mrÉÉÄeÉ mrÉÉÄeÉ  2. mÉUNûÉDÇ mÉUNûÉDÇ mÉUNûÉDÇ mÉUNûÉDÇ mÉUNûÉDÇ  3. mÉÉlÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ
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kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ-qÉåUÏ ÄeÉÑoÉÉlÉÏkÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ-qÉåUÏ ÄeÉÑoÉÉlÉÏkÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ-qÉåUÏ ÄeÉÑoÉÉlÉÏkÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ-qÉåUÏ ÄeÉÑoÉÉlÉÏkÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ-qÉåUÏ ÄeÉÑoÉÉlÉÏ
rÉWû MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉÇmÉÔhÉï ÂmÉ xÉå MüÉsmÉÌlÉMü Wæû -

CxÉMüÉ, ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ bÉOûlÉÉ xÉå MüÉåD xÉÇoÉÇkÉ rÉÉ iÉÉssÉÑMü
lÉWûÏÇ Wæû|

CxÉ MüWûÉlÉÏ MüÐ zÉÑÂAÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû 31 eÉÑsÉÉD
2013 Måü ÌSlÉ | oÉÉËUzÉ MüÉ qÉÉæxÉqÉ jÉÉ| ExÉ ÌSlÉ
ÄeÉÉåUÉåÇ xÉå oÉÉËUzÉ WûÉå UWûÏ jÉÏ| CxÉMåü MüÉUhÉ oÉŠÉåÇ

MüÉå NÒû  ÍqÉsÉ aÉD jÉÏ|

NÒû  WûÉålÉå Måü MüÉUhÉ AÉrÉï

AÉæU ExÉMüÐ mÉsÉOûlÉ oÉÉËUzÉ
qÉåÇ ZÉåsÉ UWåû jÉå AÉæU xÉÉjÉ
WûÏ xÉÉjÉ pÉÏaÉiÉå WÒûL qÉÉåU
MüÐ iÉUWû WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ oÉÍsMü
oÉÇSU MüÐ iÉUWû MÔüS pÉÏ UWåû
jÉå| SåZÉiÉå WûÏ SåZÉiÉå ÌoÉeÉsÉÏ
MüÄQûMülÉå sÉaÉÏ AÉæU ÄeÉÉåUÉåÇ
xÉå oÉÉËUzÉ WûÉålÉå sÉaÉÏ|
AcÉÉlÉMü xÉå LåxÉÏ oÉÉËUzÉ
WûÉålÉå sÉaÉÏ qÉÉlÉÉå eÉæxÉå oÉÉSsÉ WûÏ OÕûOûMüU ÌoÉZÉU aÉrÉÉ
WûÉå| AÉrÉï AÉæU ExÉMåü SÉåxiÉ QûUiÉå-QûUiÉå pÉÉaÉlÉå sÉaÉå|
iÉpÉÏ ElÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå MÑüNû OÕûOûlÉå MüÐ AÉuÉÉÄeÉ xÉÑlÉÉD
SålÉå sÉaÉÏ | eÉoÉ ElÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ lÉå qÉÑÄQûMüU SåZÉÉ iÉÉå
LMü oÉÄQûÉ-xÉÉ oÉÉðkÉ OÕûOûiÉå WÒûL ÌSZÉÉD ÌSrÉÉû AÉæU oÉÄQûÏ
xÉÏ AÉuÉÉÄeÉ ÌMüL ÌaÉU eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| AoÉ AÉrÉï MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ
QûU sÉaÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû YrÉÉåÇÌMü mÉÏNåû xÉå pÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ AÉ
UWûÉ Wæû AÉæU FmÉU xÉå pÉÏ (oÉÉËUzÉ) mÉÉlÉÏ AÉ UWûÉ
Wæû| SåZÉiÉå WûÏ SåZÉiÉå ExÉMåü xÉÉUå SÉåxiÉ ÌoÉNûÄQûiÉå WæÇû|
AÉrÉï QÕûoÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû| AoÉ AÉrÉï MüÉå oÉåWûÉåzÉÏ MüÐ
WûÉsÉiÉ qÉåÇ LMü kÉÑðkÉsÉÏ xÉÏ bÉOûlÉÉ rÉÉS AÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ

AlÉÏzÉÉ ÍqÉzÉ åsÉAlÉÏzÉÉ ÍqÉzÉ åsÉAlÉÏzÉÉ ÍqÉzÉ åsÉAlÉÏzÉÉ ÍqÉzÉ åsÉAlÉÏzÉÉ ÍqÉzÉ åsÉ
ÍxÉYuÉ å U ÉÍxÉYuÉ å U ÉÍxÉYuÉ å U ÉÍxÉYuÉ å U ÉÍxÉYuÉ å U É
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.oÉÏ.‘oÉÏ’

Wæû| ExÉå AmÉlÉå aÉðÉuÉ Måü mÉÇÌQûiÉÉåÇ
MüÐ AÉæU xÉUMüÉUÏ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ Måü fÉaÉÄQåû
MüÐ rÉÉS AÉiÉÏ Wæû| AÉmÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ
eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ Måü ÍsÉL oÉiÉÉFÆ ElÉMüÉ
fÉaÉÄQûÉ CxÉ oÉÉiÉ mÉU jÉÉ ÌMü uÉWûÉð Måü xÉUMüÉUÏ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ
MüÉå ElÉ mÉWûÉÄQûÏ eÉaÉWûÉåÇ mÉU oÉÄQûÏ-oÉÄQûÏ CqÉÉUiÉåÇ QûÉsÉlÉÏ

jÉÏ AÉæU CxÉMüÉ ÌuÉUÉåkÉ mÉÇÌQûiÉÉåÇ
lÉå rÉWû MüWûMüU ÌMürÉÉ ÌMü
WûqÉÉUÏ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð ClÉ CqÉÉUiÉÉåÇ
MüÉ oÉÉåfÉ EPûÉ lÉ xÉMåüaÉÏ| iÉpÉÏ
AÉrÉï MüÉå ExÉ ÎxjÉÌiÉ qÉåÇ LMü
AÉæUiÉ MüÐ AÉuÉÉÄeÉ xÉÑlÉÉD SåiÉÏ
Wæû| uÉWû AÉæU MüÉåD lÉWûÏÇ SÉåxiÉÉåÇ
WûqÉÉUÏ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð Wæû AÉæU rÉWû
bÉOûlÉÉ MåüSÉUlÉÉjÉ qÉåÇ bÉOûiÉÏ Wæû|
kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð AÉrÉï MüÉå mÉÑMüÉUiÉÏ
WÒûD MüWûiÉÏ Wæû “AÉrÉï, AÉrÉï!
qÉÑfÉå mÉWûcÉÉlÉÉå oÉåOûÉ! qÉåUÏ

AÉuÉÉÄeÉ MüÉå mÉWûcÉÉlÉÉå|” [qÉÉð SÒZÉÏ WûÉåiÉå WÒûL MüWûiÉÏ
Wæû] ‘MæüxÉå iÉÑqÉ qÉÑfÉå mÉWûcÉÉlÉ mÉÉAÉåaÉÏ? qÉæÇ AoÉ mÉWûsÉå
MüÐ iÉUWû xÉÑÇSU jÉÉåÄQûÏ lÉ WÕðû| rÉWû iÉÑqWûÉUÏ aÉsÉiÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ
Wæû AÉrÉï, rÉWû ElÉ xÉpÉÏ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå Wæû ÎeÉlWûÉåÇlÉå
qÉåUÉ AlÉÉSU ÌMürÉÉ Wæû, qÉÑfÉå SÕÌwÉiÉ ÌMürÉÉ Wæû| qÉÉð WÕðû
qÉæÇ, sÉåÌMülÉ qÉåUå WûÏ oÉŠå qÉåUå xÉÏlÉå qÉåÇ UWûMüU, qÉåUÏ
xÉÉUÏ cÉÏÄeÉÉåÇ MüÉ CxiÉåqÉÉsÉ MüUMåü qÉÑfÉå WûÏ SÕÌwÉiÉ MüUiÉå
WæÇû| CxÉÏÍsÉL iÉÉå qÉæÇlÉå AÉmÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ mÉU AmÉlÉÉ Më ÉåkÉ,
oÉÉËUzÉ oÉlÉÉMüU oÉUxÉÉ ÌSrÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû NûÉåÄQûÉå AÉrÉï oÉåOûÉ,
iÉÑqÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉrÉÉlÉÏ WûÉå CxÉÏÍsÉL qÉæÇ iÉÑqWûÉUå NûÉåOåûû MüÇkÉå
mÉU LMü oÉÄQûÏ xÉÏ ÎÄeÉqqÉåSÉUÏ xÉÉæÇmÉlÉå eÉÉ UWûÏ WÕðû| eÉoÉ
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iÉÑqÉ EPû eÉÉAÉåaÉÏ iÉoÉ iÉÑqWåÇû mÉWûsÉå AmÉlÉå aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ,
ÌTüU xÉÉUå SåzÉ qÉåÇ qÉåUÏ rÉWû ÎxjÉÌiÉ rÉÉ SÒaÉïÌiÉ MüÉ
uÉhÉïlÉ MüUlÉÉ WûÉåaÉÉ| qÉÑfÉå mÉWûsÉå MüÐ iÉUWû xuÉcNû AÉæU
xÉÑÇSU oÉlÉÉlÉå MüÉ rÉWû qÉåUÉ xÉmÉlÉÉ xÉoÉ iÉMü iÉÑqWåÇû mÉWÒðûcÉÉlÉÉ
Wæû| eÉoÉ iÉÑqÉ rÉWû MüÉqÉ mÉÔUÉ MüU mÉÉiÉÏ WûÉå iÉoÉ iÉÑqWåÇû
pÉÏ SåZÉlÉå MüÉå ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉrÉåaÉÉ ÌMü eÉoÉ AÉmÉ sÉÉåaÉ qÉåUÉ
ZÉrÉÉsÉ UZÉiÉå WæÇû iÉoÉ qÉæÇ ExÉMåü oÉSsÉå qÉåÇ AÉmÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ
mÉU MüÉåD pÉÏ AÉÆcÉ AÉlÉå lÉWûÏÇ SÕÆaÉÏ|

SÉå ÌSlÉ oÉÉS eÉoÉ AÉrÉï EPû eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû, ZÉÑS

MüÉå ÍxÉU xÉå mÉæU iÉMü  xÉå ÄRûMåü WÒûL mÉÉlÉÏ qÉåÇ
SåZÉiÉÏ Wæû | eÉWûÉð pÉÏ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû ExÉå sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ sÉÉzÉåÇ
ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû| ClÉ xÉoÉMüÉå SåZÉMüU uÉWû QûU eÉÉiÉÏ
Wæû AÉæU ÌTüU ExÉå qÉÉð MüÐ MüWûÏ WÒûD xÉÉUÏ oÉÉiÉåÇ rÉÉS
AÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû| 22 xÉÉsÉ MüÐ AÉrÉï, MåüSÉUlÉÉjÉ eÉÉå

 xÉå ÄRûMüÉ WÒûAÉ, LMü ÄeÉqÉÏlÉ MüÐ iÉUWû ÌSZÉ
UWûÉ jÉÉ ExÉå ÌTüU xÉå ÎÄeÉlSÉ MüUlÉå MüÐ AÉzÉÉ xÉå
MüÉqÉ MüUlÉÉ zÉÑÂ MüU SåiÉÏ Wæû| uÉWû mÉëkÉÉlÉ qÉÇ§ÉÏ MüÉå,
oÉÉMüÐ Måü qÉÇÌ§ÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉå xÉÉUÏ bÉOûlÉÉ MüÐ ZÉoÉU SåiÉÏ
Wæû| SåZÉiÉå WûÏ ExÉlÉå kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉ rÉWû xÉÇSåzÉ xÉoÉ
iÉMü mÉWÒðûcÉÉrÉÉ| 5 xÉÉsÉÉåÇ Måü AÇSU MåüSÉUlÉÉjÉ ÌTüU xÉå

mÉWûsÉå MüÐ iÉUWû ÎZÉsÉ EPûiÉÉ Wæû| pÉÉUiÉ Måü xÉÉUå sÉÉåaÉ
xÉÑkÉUlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæûÇ| kÉUiÉÏ mÉU xÉpÉÏ sÉÉåaÉ qÉÉð MüÉ krÉÉlÉ
UZÉiÉå WæÇû| rÉWû SåZÉMüU kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð pÉÏ ZÉÑzÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ
Wæû|

SÉåxiÉÉåÇ rÉWû MüWûÉlÉÏ mÉÔUÏ iÉUWû xÉå MüÉsmÉÌlÉMü Wæû
mÉU AaÉU WûqÉlÉå krÉÉlÉ ÌSrÉÉ WûÉå iÉÉå rÉWû MüWûÉlÉÏ WûqÉÉUÏ
AxÉsÉÏ ÎÄeÉlSaÉÏ qÉåÇ pÉÏ WûÉå UWûÏ Wæû| eÉÉlÉiÉÏ WÕðû ÌMü
WûqÉ sÉÉåaÉ CYMüÏxÉuÉÏÇ xÉSÏ qÉåÇ UWû UWå WæÇû| iÉMülÉÏMüÐ
MüÐ AÉåU oÉÄRû UWåû WæÇû sÉåÌMülÉ CÇxÉÉlÉ AmÉlÉå MüiÉïurÉÉåÇ
xÉå mÉÏNåû WûOû UWûÉ Wæû|

eÉoÉ lÉÏsÉ AÉqÉïx§ÉÉåÇaÉ lÉå cÉÉÆS mÉU mÉWûsÉÉ MüSqÉ
UZÉÉ jÉÉ iÉoÉ ElWûÉåÇlÉå MüWûÉ ÌMü qÉÉlÉuÉ MüÉ rÉWû NûÉåOûÉ
MüSqÉ qÉÉlÉuÉÏrÉiÉÉ Måü ÍsÉL oÉÄQûÉ MüSqÉ xÉÉÌoÉiÉ WûÉåaÉÉ
mÉU qÉæÇ MüWûiÉÏ WÕðû WûqÉÉUÏ mrÉÉUÏ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ xÉÑU¤ÉÉ,
kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉå mÉWûsÉå MüÐ iÉUWû xÉÑÇSU UZÉlÉå MüÉ MüSqÉ
WûÏ qÉÉlÉuÉÏrÉiÉÉ MüÉ xÉWûÏ AÉæU oÉÄQûÉ MüSqÉ xÉÉÌoÉiÉ WûÉåaÉÉ|

iÉÉå SÉåxiÉÉåÇ cÉsÉÉå WûqÉ xÉoÉ ÌTüU xÉå LMü WûÉåMüU
AmÉlÉÏ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉå ÌTüU xÉå mÉWûsÉå MüÐ iÉUWû xÉÑÇSU
oÉlÉÉlÉå qÉåÇ eÉÑOû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû| rÉWûÏ qÉåUÉ AÉæU kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð
MüÉ xÉmÉlÉÉ Wæû|

1. kÉÉuÉÉ oÉÉåsÉlÉÉ - WûqÉsÉÉ MüUlÉÉ |
2. MüÉlÉ pÉUlÉÉ - cÉÑaÉsÉÏ MüUlÉÉ |
3. AÉÆZÉåÇ ZÉÑsÉlÉÉ - WûÉåzÉ AÉlÉÉ |
4. AÉuÉÉÄeÉ EPûÉlÉÉ - ÌuÉUÉåkÉ MüUlÉÉ |
5. MüqÉU MüxÉlÉÉ - iÉærÉÉU WûÉålÉÉ |
6. AÉaÉ oÉoÉÔsÉÉ WûÉålÉÉ - Më ÉåÍkÉiÉ WûÉålÉÉ |
7. AÉaÉå MÑüAÉÆ, mÉÏNåû ZÉÉD - SÉålÉÉåÇ AÉåU qÉÑxÉÏoÉiÉ |
8. WûuÉÉ xÉå oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUlÉÉ - oÉWÒûiÉ iÉåÄeÉ SÉæÄQûlÉÉ |
9. MüqÉU OÕûOûlÉÉ - oÉåxÉWûÉUÉ WûÉålÉÉ |

10. EsOûÏ aÉÇaÉÉ oÉWûÉlÉÉ - ÌlÉrÉqÉ Måü ÌuÉmÉUÏiÉ MüÉqÉ MüUlÉÉ |

AMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É ÉAMüÍzÉi É É
q É å l ÉQ è l Éq É å l ÉQ è l Éq É å l ÉQ è l Éq É å l ÉQ è l Éq É å l ÉQ è l É
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’

qÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUåqÉÑWûÉuÉUå
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iÉÉUÉ MüoÉëxiÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûÏ jÉÏ| ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉ§É jÉÉ|iÉÉUÉ MüoÉëxiÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûÏ jÉÏ| ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉ§É jÉÉ|iÉÉUÉ MüoÉëxiÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûÏ jÉÏ| ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉ§É jÉÉ|iÉÉUÉ MüoÉëxiÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûÏ jÉÏ| ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉ§É jÉÉ|iÉÉUÉ MüoÉëxiÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûÏ jÉÏ| ExÉMåü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉ§É jÉÉ|
ExÉMüÐ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ mÉ§É| CxÉ mÉ§É MüÉå uÉWû AoÉ iÉMü mÉcÉÉxÉ oÉÉU mÉÄR cÉÑMüÐExÉMüÐ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ mÉ§É| CxÉ mÉ§É MüÉå uÉWû AoÉ iÉMü mÉcÉÉxÉ oÉÉU mÉÄR cÉÑMüÐExÉMüÐ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ mÉ§É| CxÉ mÉ§É MüÉå uÉWû AoÉ iÉMü mÉcÉÉxÉ oÉÉU mÉÄR cÉÑMüÐExÉMüÐ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ mÉ§É| CxÉ mÉ§É MüÉå uÉWû AoÉ iÉMü mÉcÉÉxÉ oÉÉU mÉÄR cÉÑMüÐExÉMüÐ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ mÉ§É| CxÉ mÉ§É MüÉå uÉWû AoÉ iÉMü mÉcÉÉxÉ oÉÉU mÉÄR cÉÑMüÐ
jÉÏ AÉæU WûU oÉÉU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå | uÉWû ÌTüU xÉå mÉÄRûlÉåjÉÏ AÉæU WûU oÉÉU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå | uÉWû ÌTüU xÉå mÉÄRûlÉåjÉÏ AÉæU WûU oÉÉU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå | uÉWû ÌTüU xÉå mÉÄRûlÉåjÉÏ AÉæU WûU oÉÉU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå | uÉWû ÌTüU xÉå mÉÄRûlÉåjÉÏ AÉæU WûU oÉÉU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå | uÉWû ÌTüU xÉå mÉÄRûlÉå
s Éa É Ï |sÉa É Ï |sÉa É Ï |sÉa É Ï |sÉa É Ï |

AlÉÏzÉÉ MAlÉÏzÉÉ MAlÉÏzÉÉ MAlÉÏzÉÉ MAlÉÏzÉÉ Mëëëëë ÉxiÉÉÉxiÉÉÉxiÉÉÉxiÉÉÉxiÉÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’

qÉåUÏ mrÉÉUÏ iÉÉUÉ,
eÉoÉ iÉÑqWåÇû rÉWû mÉ§É ÍqÉsÉåaÉÉ, iÉoÉ qÉæÇ CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ

qÉåÇ zÉÉrÉS lÉ UWÕðû| LMü qÉÉqÉÔsÉÏ CÇxÉÉlÉ MüÐ iÉUWû, qÉæÇlÉå
pÉÏ AmÉlÉÏ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÏ aÉsÉÌiÉrÉÉð MüÐ WæÇû|
CxÉ aÉsÉiÉÏ Måü MüÉUhÉ qÉÑfÉå iÉÑqWûÉUå xÉÉjÉ LMü
lÉÉlÉÏ-lÉuÉÉxÉÏ MüÉ ËUziÉÉ pÉÏ mÉëÉmiÉ lÉWûÏÇ WÒûAÉ| AmÉlÉÏ
oÉåOûÏ MüÉ ZrÉÉsÉ lÉ UZÉlÉå MüÐ aÉsÉiÉÏ, eÉÉå mrÉÉU ExÉå
ÍqÉsÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL jÉÉ, uÉWû qÉæÇ ExÉå MüpÉÏ Så lÉWûÏÇ mÉÉD|
AmÉlÉå mÉÌiÉ MüÐ qÉ×irÉÑ Måü oÉÉS qÉæÇlÉå AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ MüÉå
ÌSlÉ UÉiÉ MüÉqÉ qÉåÇ QÒûoÉÉå ÌSrÉÉ| qÉæÇlÉå AmÉlÉÏ oÉŠÏ MüÐ
pÉÉuÉlÉÉAÉåÇ MüÐ MüSì lÉWûÏÇ MüÐ| ExÉlÉå pÉÏ AmÉlÉå ÌmÉiÉÉ
MüÉå ZÉÉårÉÉ jÉÉ| CxÉÍsÉL eÉoÉ qÉÑfÉå mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ ÌMü
uÉWû AmÉlÉå mÉëåqÉÏ Måü xÉÉjÉ pÉÉaÉ aÉD, iÉÉå qÉÑfÉå WæûUÉlÉÏ
lÉWûÏÇ WÒûD| uÉWû iÉÉå WûÉålÉÉ WûÏ jÉÉ| eÉoÉ bÉU qÉåÇ mrÉÉU
lÉ ÍqÉsÉå, iÉÉå oÉŠå AÉåU MüWûÉð mrÉÉU RÕðûRåÇûaÉå? sÉåÌMülÉ
eÉoÉ qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉÏ aÉsÉiÉÏ MüÉ LWûxÉÉxÉ WÒûAÉ, iÉoÉ oÉWÒûiÉ
SåU WûÉå cÉÑMüÐ jÉÏ| qÉæÇlÉå ExÉå uÉÉmÉxÉ mÉÉlÉå MüÐ oÉWÒûiÉ
MüÉåÍzÉzÉ MüÐ sÉåÌMülÉ MüÉqÉrÉÉoÉ lÉWûÏ WÒûD| eÉoÉ qÉÑfÉå
ExÉMüÉ mÉ§É ÍqÉsÉÉ ÌMü uÉWû AqÉåËUMüÉ qÉåÇ AmÉlÉå mÉëåqÉÏ
Måü xÉÉjÉ ZÉÑzÉ Wæû iÉoÉ qÉÑfÉå MÑüNû UÉWûiÉ ÍqÉsÉÏ| AoÉ
qÉæÇ ExÉxÉå SÕU xÉå mrÉÉU MüUlÉå sÉaÉÏ| sÉåÌMülÉ eÉoÉ qÉÑfÉå
WûÉsÉ WûÏ qÉåÇ mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ ÌMü uÉå SÉålÉÉåÇ eÉÑSÉ WûÉå aÉL,
qÉåUÉ ÌSsÉ iÉÑqWûÉUÏ qÉÉð AÉæU iÉÑqWûÉUå ÍsÉL OÕûOû aÉrÉÉ|

AÉæU AoÉ qÉæÇ CxÉ qÉÉæiÉ Måü ÌoÉxiÉU mÉU mÉÄQûÏ MÑüNû
MüU pÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÏ|

iÉÉUÉ, qÉæÇ rÉWû mÉ§É CxÉÍsÉL ÍsÉZÉ UWûÏ WÕðû YrÉÉåÇÌMü
qÉæÇ cÉÉWûiÉÏ WÕðû ÌMü iÉÑqÉ qÉåUÏ AÉæU AmÉlÉÏ qÉÉð MüÐ
aÉsÉÌiÉrÉÉð lÉ SÉåWûUÉAÉå| ËUziÉå WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ
qÉWû¨uÉ UZÉiÉå WæÇû| uÉå lÉÉÄeÉÑMü WûÉåiÉå WæÇû, ExÉå WûqÉåÇ MüÉåqÉsÉiÉÉ
xÉå xÉÇpÉÉsÉlÉÉ WûÉåaÉÉ| qÉÑfÉå qÉÉsÉÔqÉ Wæû ÌMü bÉU MüÐ ÎxjÉÌiÉ
MüÉ iÉÑqWûÉUå qÉlÉ AÉæU ÌSqÉÉaÉ mÉU YrÉÉ AxÉU WÒûAÉ
WûÉåaÉÉ| ClÉ oÉÉiÉÉåÇ MüÉå AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ mÉU WûÉuÉÏ lÉ WûÉålÉå
SålÉÉ| ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ NûÉåOûÏ Wæû| ExÉå ZÉÑzÉÏ xÉå ÌoÉiÉÉlÉÉ | AcNå
SÉåxiÉ oÉlÉÉlÉÉ, AmÉlÉå xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉå xÉÉMüÉU MüUlÉÉ, AmÉlÉÏ
qÉÉð MüÉ ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉlÉÉ|

qÉæÇ iÉÑqÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ xÉå ¤ÉqÉÉ qÉÉðaÉiÉÏ WÕðû| CxÉ xÉÉÇxÉÉËUMü
eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ qÉÑfÉå mÉëÉrÉÎzcÉiÉ MüUlÉå MüÉ qÉÉæMüÉ lÉWûÏÇ ÍqÉsÉÉ
sÉåÌMülÉ qÉæÇÇ FmÉU xÉå iÉÑqÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ MüÉå SåZÉiÉÏ UWÕðûaÉÏ|

 oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÉ mrÉÉU AÉæU AÉzÉÏuÉÉïS Måü xÉÉjÉ

iÉÑqWûÉUÏ lÉÉlÉÏ |

iÉÉUÉ AmÉlÉÏ lÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ MüoÉë Måü xÉÉqÉlÉå oÉæPMüU
UÉålÉå  sÉaÉÏ| ExÉlÉå rÉWû ÌlÉzcÉrÉ MüU ÍsÉrÉÉ jÉÉ ÌMü
uÉWû AmÉlÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉ ZÉÔoÉ ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉåaÉÏ AÉæU LMü
xÉÄTüsÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ ÎeÉLaÉÏ| uÉWû AmÉlÉÏ qÉÉð AÉæU lÉÉlÉÏ
MüÉå aÉuÉï qÉWûxÉÔxÉ MüUÉLaÉÏ|

qÉqÉiÉÉqÉqÉiÉÉqÉqÉiÉÉqÉqÉiÉÉqÉqÉiÉÉ
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uÉWû QûUÉuÉlÉÏ UÉiÉuÉWû QûUÉuÉlÉÏ UÉiÉuÉWû QûUÉuÉlÉÏ UÉiÉuÉWû QûUÉuÉlÉÏ UÉiÉuÉWû QûUÉuÉlÉÏ UÉiÉ
18 AaÉxiÉ 2008 MüÐ UÉiÉ jÉÏ| UÉiÉ Måü  SÉå

oÉeÉå jÉå| lÉÏÇS ÌMüxÉÏ MüÉUhÉ OÕûOû aÉD| cÉÉUÉåÇ iÉUTü
xÉllÉÉOûÉ jÉÉ| WûuÉÉ kÉÏUå xÉå cÉsÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ| mÉ¨ÉÉåÇ MüÐ
xÉUxÉUÉWûOû Måü AsÉÉuÉÉ AÉæU MÑüNû xÉÑlÉÉD lÉWûÏ Så UWûÉ
jÉÉ| ZÉÉD Måü ExÉ mÉÉU LMü eÉÇaÉsÉ jÉÉ eÉWûÉð UåsÉ
MüÐ mÉOûËUrÉÉð SÉÄæQûiÉÏ jÉÏ|

AcÉÉlÉMü LMü ÌSsÉ
SWûsÉÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ cÉÏZÉ xÉÑlÉÉD
SÏ| qÉæåÇlÉå ÎZÉÄQûMüÐ xÉå oÉÉWûU
fÉÉÇMüÉ iÉÉå ZÉÉD Måü ExÉ mÉÉU
xÉå LMü ÌOûqÉÌOûqÉÉiÉÉ mÉëMüÉzÉ
ÌSZÉÉD ÌSrÉÉ| qÉæÇ mÉÔUÏ iÉUWû xÉå
QûU aÉD jÉÏ| xÉÉåcÉÉ mÉÉlÉÏ
mÉÏMüU xÉÉå eÉÉFÆ sÉåÌMülÉ QûU
Måü qÉÉUå lÉÏÇS lÉWûÏ AÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ| xÉÉåcÉiÉå-xÉÉåcÉiÉåü MüoÉ
AÉÆZÉ sÉaÉ aÉD mÉiÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ cÉsÉÉ |

xÉÑoÉWû EPûiÉå WûÏ UÉiÉ MüÐ ZÉoÉU iÉÉÄeÉÉ WûÉå aÉD|
qÉæÇlÉå qÉÉð MüÉå mÉÔUÏ oÉÉiÉ oÉiÉÉD qÉaÉU uÉWû WðûxÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ |
oÉÉåsÉÏ, “uÉWû iÉÑqWûÉUÉ pÉëqÉ Wæû, ZÉÉD Måü ExÉ mÉÉU MüÉåD
lÉWûÏÇ UWûiÉÉ |” ÌTüU qÉæÇ mÉÉPûzÉÉsÉÉ Måü ÍsÉL iÉærÉÉU WûÉåaÉD|
mÉÉPûzÉÉsÉÉ qÉå aÉ×WûMüÉrÉï MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå UÉiÉ MüÐ bÉOûlÉÉ
pÉÔsÉ aÉD| mÉÉPûzÉÉsÉÉ Måü oÉÉS bÉU sÉÉæOûMüU pÉÉåeÉlÉ MüU
UWûÏ jÉÏ| AcÉÉlÉMü UÉiÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ rÉÉS AÉD| iÉÉå ZÉÉlÉå
Måü oÉÉS xÉoÉ xÉÉå aÉrÉå sÉåÌMülÉ qÉæÇ eÉÉaÉÏ jÉÏ| qÉÑfÉå
eÉÉlÉlÉÉ jÉÉ ÌMü MüsÉ UÉiÉ eÉÉå WÒûAÉ uÉWû qÉåUÉ pÉëqÉ
jÉÉ rÉÉ WûMüÐMüiÉ| UÉiÉ Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ xÉÉåcÉiÉå WûÏ ÌSsÉ
kÉÄQûMüiÉÉ jÉÉ| SÉå oÉeÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL LMü ÍqÉlÉOû rÉÉ SÉå
oÉeÉ aÉrÉå AÉæU ÌTüU xÉå uÉWûÏ UÉåaÉÇOåû ZÉÄQåû MüUlÉåuÉÉsÉÉ
ÌSsÉ MðümÉÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ cÉÏZÉ xÉÑlÉÉD SÏ qÉaÉU UåsÉ MüÐ
mÉOûËUrÉÉåÇ MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå uÉWû cÉÏZÉ SoÉ aÉD AÉæU ÌTüU
xÉå uÉWûÏ ÌOûqÉÌOûqÉÉiÉÉ mÉëMüÉzÉ ÌSZÉÉD ÌSrÉÉ | ÌTüU qÉæÇlÉå
TæüxÉsÉÉ MüU ÍsÉrÉÉ rÉWû qÉåUÉ pÉëqÉ lÉWûÏÇ WûMüÐMüiÉ Wæû|

zuÉåiÉÉ ÌQûaÉsÉzuÉåiÉÉ ÌQûaÉsÉzuÉåiÉÉ ÌQûaÉsÉzuÉåiÉÉ ÌQûaÉsÉzuÉåiÉÉ ÌQûaÉsÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.oÉÏ.‘xÉÏ’

qÉæÇ xÉÉCÌMüsÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ LMü OûÉcÉï
sÉå bÉU xÉå oÉÉWûU ÌlÉMüsÉÏ| qÉåUÉ MÑü¨ÉÉ
qÉåUå mÉÏNåû-mÉÏNåû SÉÄæQû UWûÉ jÉÉ |
WûqÉ eÉæxÉå WûÏ AÉaÉå oÉÄR UWåû jÉå
uÉWû mÉëMüÉzÉ kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå oÉÄRû UWûÉ jÉÉ|

ÌTüU LMü fÉÉåÇmÉQûÏ ÌSZÉÉD SÏ| qÉæÇ
xÉÉCÌMüsÉ xÉå EiÉUÏ| qÉåUÉ MÑü¨ÉÉ
ÄeÉÉåU-ÄeÉÉåU xÉå pÉÉæÇMü UWûÉ jÉÉ|
ExÉMüÉå zÉÉÇiÉ MüUMåü qÉæÇlÉå ÎZÉÄQûMüÐ
MüÐ AÉåU fÉÉÆMüÉ, iÉÉå qÉæÇ YrÉÉ
SåZÉiÉÏ WÕðû xÉTåüS xÉÉÄQûÏ, sÉÉsÉ-
sÉÉsÉ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ, xÉTåüS oÉÉsÉ uÉÉsÉÏ
LMü uÉ×®É LMü MüÉålÉå qÉåÇ oÉæPû MüU

UÉå UWûÏ jÉÏ| ÌTüU ExÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉåÇ ÎZÉÄQûMüÐ MüÐ iÉUTü
qÉÑÄQûÏ| qÉæÇ QûU Måü qÉÉUå uÉWûÉð xÉå SÉæÄQûlÉå sÉaÉÏ | WûÄQûoÉQûÏ
Måü MüÉUhÉ OûÊcÉï WûÉjÉÉåÇ xÉå ÌaÉU aÉrÉÉ | cÉÉUÉåÇ iÉUTü
AÇkÉåUÉ jÉÉ| qÉæÇ ÄeÉÉååU xÉå ÍcÉssÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ jÉÏ sÉåÌMülÉ
QûU Måü qÉÉUå AÉuÉÉÄeÉ aÉsÉå qÉåÇ AOûMü aÉD| qÉæÇ bÉU
mÉWÒðûcÉ aÉD ÌTüU MüoÉ AÉÆZÉ sÉaÉÏ mÉiÉÉ lÉWûÏ cÉsÉÉ|
ExÉ ÌSlÉ CûiÉuÉÉU jÉÉ iÉÉå qÉæÇ SåU xÉå EPûÏ | MüsÉ
MüÐ bÉOûlÉÉ lÉå qÉÑfÉå mÉÔUÏ iÉUWû ÌWûsÉÉ ÌSrÉÉ jÉÉ | qÉåUå
mÉÄQûÉåxÉ qÉå LMü uÉ×® UWûiÉå jÉå, qÉæÇ ElÉMåü mÉÉxÉ aÉD|
uÉåû qÉÑfÉå SåZÉMüU oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉ WÒûL| ÌTüU oÉÉiÉÉåÇ-oÉÉiÉÉåÇ
qÉåÇ qÉæÇlÉå mÉÔNûÉ, ‘ZÉÉD Måü ExÉ mÉÉU MüÉælÉ UWûiÉÉ Wæû?’

ÌTüU qÉæÇlÉå mÉÔUÏ bÉOûlÉÉ xÉÑlÉÉD | ÌTüU SÉSÉeÉÏ oÉÉåsÉå
“lÉWûÏÇ ÌoÉÌOûrÉÉ, mÉcÉÉxÉ xÉÉsÉ xÉå ZÉÉD Måü ExÉ mÉÉU
MüÉåD lÉWûÏÇ UWûiÉÉ | qÉæÇ iÉÉå MüqÉ xÉÉåiÉÉ WÕðû | AaÉU
LåxÉÏ MüÉåD oÉÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ iÉÉå qÉÑfÉå pÉÏ xÉÑlÉÉD SåiÉÏ” |
ÌTüU SÉSÉ eÉÏ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ xÉÑlÉMüU qÉåUÉ aÉsÉÉ xÉÔZÉ aÉrÉÉ
AÉæU mÉxÉÏlÉÉ oÉWûlÉå sÉaÉÉ, qÉåUå qÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉxÉ LMü WûÏ
mÉëzlÉ EP UWûÉ jÉÉ ÌMü qÉæÇlÉå eÉÉå SåZÉÉ AÉæU xÉÑlÉÉ
uÉWû YrÉÉ jÉÉ?
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LMü UÉerÉ qÉå UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ MüÉ zÉÉxÉlÉ jÉÉ|
UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ MüÐ mÉilÉÏ lÉå LMü mÉÑ§É MüÉå eÉlqÉ
ÌSrÉÉ|  UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU Må eÉlqÉ xÉå UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ oÉWÒûiÉ
ZÉÑzÉ jÉå | MÑüNû ÌSlÉÉåÇ Må oÉÉS UÉeÉÉ xÉå ÍqÉsÉlÉå LMü
mÉÇÌQûiÉ AÉiÉÉ Wæ | “AUå mÉÇÌQûiÉ eÉÏ! AÉCL, AÉCL,
WûqÉÉUå oÉŠå MüÉå AÉmÉMüÉ AÉzÉÏuÉÉïS SÏÎeÉL |” “qÉWûÉUÉeÉ
AÉmÉMüÉ mÉÑ§É CxÉ UÉerÉ Må sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÐ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉååuÉÉ
MüUåaÉÉ | CûxÉ UÉerÉ MüÐ WûqÉåzÉÉ xÉåuÉÉ MüUåaÉÉ | sÉåÌMülÉ
AÉmÉMüÉ mÉÑ§É AÉmÉMåü WûÏ UÉerÉ MüÐ ÌMüxÉÏ aÉUÏoÉ sÉQûMüÐ
xÉå zÉÉSÏ MüUåaÉÉ |” “lÉWûÏÇ, WûqÉÉUÉ mÉÑ§É LMü aÉUÏoÉ
sÉQûMüÐ xÉå lÉWûÏÇ ÌMüÇiÉÑ LMü UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉUÏ xÉå ÌuÉuÉÉWû
MüUåaÉÉ |” “qÉWûÉUÉeÉ, AÉmÉ MÑüNû pÉÏ MüU xÉMüiÉå WûæÇ sÉåÌMülÉ
ÌMüxqÉiÉ MüÉ ÍsÉZÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ oÉSsÉ xÉMüiÉå |”

mÉÇÌQûiÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ UÉeÉÉ WûU ÌSlÉ xÉÉåcÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉå
WæÇ AÉæU UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU MüÉå ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ AÉqÉ AÉSqÉÏ xÉå
ÍqÉsÉlÉå lÉWûÏÇ SåiÉå WæÇ | LMü ÌSlÉ UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU AmÉlÉå
ÌmÉiÉÉ xÉå mÉëzlÉ MüUiÉÉ Wûæ - “ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ AÉmÉ qÉÑfÉå CxÉ
qÉWûsÉ Må oÉûÉWûU YrÉÉåÇ lÉWûÏÇ eÉÉlÉå SåiÉå ? qÉÑfÉå CxÉ
qÉWûsÉ MüÐ cÉÉU SÏuÉÉUÉåÇ Må oÉÏcÉ SqÉ bÉÑOûlÉå sÉaÉiÉÉ
Wûæ |” “oÉåOûÉ ! qÉæÇ eÉÉå MüU UWûÉ WÕðû xÉoÉ iÉÑqWûÉUÏ pÉsÉÉD
Må ÍsÉL MüU UWûÉ WÕðû |”

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ qÉWûsÉ qÉåÇ UÉeÉÉ Må mÉcÉÉxÉuÉåÇ eÉlqÉ
ÌSlÉ Må MüÉrÉïMëüqÉ MüÐ iÉærÉÉUÏ zÉÑÂ MüÐû eÉÉiÉÏ Wæ ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ
aÉÉðuÉ Må MÑüNû aÉUÏoÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå MüÉqÉ MüUlÉå Må ÍsÉL
oÉÑsÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæ | ElÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ Må oÉÏcÉ AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ lÉÉqÉ
MüÐ LMü sÉÄQûMüÐ pÉÏ jÉÏ | UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU MüÉå xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ
AmÉlÉÉ-AmÉlÉÉ MüÉqÉ ÌSZÉÉiÉå WæÇ | MÑüNû xÉqÉrÉ Må oÉÉS

xÉlÉÉ UÉ åzÉlÉxÉlÉÉ UÉ åzÉlÉxÉlÉÉ UÉ åzÉlÉxÉlÉÉ UÉ åzÉlÉxÉlÉÉ UÉ åzÉlÉ
ÌSÔiÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ
LqÉ oÉÏ xÉÏ

UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉ MüÉqÉ
SåZÉlÉå Må ÍsÉL cÉsÉ mÉÄQûiÉå WûæÇ |
UxÉÉåD qÉå AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ pÉÏ MüÉqÉ MüU
UWûÏ jÉÏ | “uÉÉWû! YrÉÉ ZÉÑzÉoÉÔ AÉ
UWûÏ Wæ | YrÉÉ oÉlÉÉ UWûÏ WûÉå?”
UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ xÉå mÉëzlÉ MüUiÉÉ
Wæ | UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU Må mÉÔdlÉå mÉU
AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ “ZÉÏU oÉlÉÉUWûÏ WÕðû” MüWûiÉÏ
Wûæ | CxÉ iÉUWû UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU AÉæU AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ Må oÉÏcÉ oÉÉiÉ
oÉÄRûûûlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wûæ | CxÉÏ iÉUWû uÉå SÉålÉÉåÇ LMü SÕxÉUå
xÉå mÉëåqÉ MüUlÉÉ zÉÑÂ MüU SåiÉå WæÇ | iÉÏlÉ ÌSlÉÉåÇ Må
oÉÉS UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ M É eÉlqÉ ÌSuÉxÉ AÉiÉÉ Wûæ AÉæU
xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ eÉlqÉ ÌSlÉ MüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇ | UÉeÉÉ
MüÉå AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå mÉÑ§É MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉ qÉÉsÉÔqÉ WûÉåiÉÉ
Wæ AÉæU uÉå oÉWÒûiÉ MüÉåÍzÉzÉ MüUiÉå WûæÇ SÉålÉÉå MüÉå AsÉaÉ
MüUlÉå Må ÍsÉL mÉUÇiÉÑ uÉå SÉålÉÉåÇ AsÉaÉ lÉWûÏ WûÉåiÉå
WûæÇ |

LMü ÌSlÉ UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ AmÉlÉå mÉÑ§É AÉæU
AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ MüÉå sÉåMüU lÉSÏ MüÐ AÉåU eÉÉiÉå WæÇû AÉæU
UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU MüÐ AÇaÉÔPûÏ mÉÉlÉÏ qÉåÇ QûÉsÉiÉå WæÇ AÉæU MüWûiÉå
Wæ, “AaÉU iÉÑqWûÉUÉ mÉëåqÉ xÉŠÉ Wæ iÉÉå iÉÑqÉ CxÉ oÉWûiÉÏ
lÉSÏ xÉå AÇaÉÔPûÏ ZÉÉåeÉMüU qÉWûsÉ qÉåÇ sÉå AÉAÉå | lÉWûÏÇ
iÉÉå iÉÑqWûÉUÏ zÉÉSÏ qÉåUå mÉÑ§É Må xÉÉjÉ lÉWûÏÇ WûÉåaÉÏ |”
rÉWû oÉÉiÉ MüWûMüU UÉeÉÉ AmÉlÉå mÉÑ§É MüÉå sÉå eÉÉiÉå
WæÇ | ‘qÉWûÉUÉeÉÉ lÉå iÉÉå CxÉ oÉÉU oÉWÒûiÉ AcdûÏ cÉÉsÉ
cÉsÉÏ Wûæ, lÉSÏ qÉåÇ xÉå AÇaÉÔPûÏ ÍqÉsÉlÉÉ AxÉÇpÉuÉ Wæ’
rÉW oÉÉiÉ MüWûMüU AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ bÉU eÉÉiÉÏ Wûæ AÉæU rÉWû
xÉoÉ oÉÉiÉåÇ ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ xÉå MüWûiÉÏ Wæ | ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ AmÉlÉÏ
oÉåOûÏ MüÉå xÉÉWûxÉ WûÉUlÉå lÉWûÏ SåiÉå WæÇ | UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU AÉæU
AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ AmÉlÉå mrÉÉU xÉå WûÉUlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæÇ |

LMü ÌSlÉ LMü qÉNÒûAÉUÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÏ qÉNûÍsÉrÉÉð
sÉå AÉiÉÉ Wæ | AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ MüÉå qÉNsÉÏ ZÉÉlÉå MüÉ oÉÄQûûÉ

ÌMüxqÉiÉÌMüxqÉiÉÌMüxqÉiÉÌMüxqÉiÉÌMüxqÉiÉ
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mÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉðmÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉð

AÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉAÍ¤ÉiÉÉ qÉ å ÇQûlÉ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ

mÉÏ.xÉÏ.LqÉ.xÉÏ.‘QûÏ’

1. uÉWû MüÉælÉ xÉÏ cÉÏÄeÉ Wæû eÉÉå WûqÉåzÉÉ SÉæÄQûiÉÏ WûÏ Wæû, MüpÉÏ cÉsÉiÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ?
2. qÉåUÉ pÉÉD oÉÄQûÉ zÉæiÉÉlÉ, oÉæPåû lÉÉMü mÉU, mÉMüÄQåû MüÉlÉ |
3. uÉWû YrÉÉ Wæû eÉÉå AÉmÉ ÌMüxÉÏ MüÉå SålÉå Måü oÉÉS pÉÏ UZÉ xÉMüiÉå WæÇû?
4. LåxÉÏ MüÉælÉ xÉÏ cÉÏÄeÉ Wæû eÉÉå WûqÉåzÉÉ oÉÄRûiÉÏ iÉÉå Wæû sÉåÌMülÉ MüpÉÏ MüqÉ lÉWûÏ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû?
5. uÉWû YrÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉMåü mÉÉxÉ LMü AÉÆZÉ Wæû ÌTüU pÉÏ uÉWû SåZÉ lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÏ Wæû?
6. ZÉÉsÉÏ mÉåOû, oÉÄQûÏ qÉxiÉÉlÉÏ, sÉÉåaÉ MüWåû ExÉMüÉå, mÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ UÉlÉÏ |
7. LåxÉÏ MüÉælÉ xÉÏ cÉÏÄeÉ Wæû eÉÉå PûhQû qÉåÇ pÉÏ ÌmÉbÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû?
8. LMü LåxÉÉ ÂqÉ ÎeÉxÉMüÐ lÉ ÎZÉÄQûMüÐ lÉ SUuÉÉÄeÉÉ oÉiÉÉAÉå YrÉÉ?
9. uÉWû YrÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ mÉMüÄQåû iÉÉåÄQûÉ eÉÉ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû?

10. LMü sÉÉPûÏ MüÐ xÉÑlÉÉå MüWûÉlÉÏ, pÉUÉ Wæû CxÉqÉåÇ qÉÏPûÉ mÉÉlÉÏ|
11. oÉÏqÉÉU lÉWûÏ UWûiÉÏ

ÌTüU pÉÏ ZÉÉiÉÏ Wæû aÉÉåsÉÏ|
oÉŠå, oÉÔÄRåû QûU eÉÉiÉå,
xÉÑlÉMüU CxÉMüÐ oÉÉåsÉÏ|

12. uÉWû MüÉælÉ xÉÏ cÉÏÄeÉ Wæû, ÎeÉxÉå mÉÉlÉÏ ÌmÉsÉÉiÉå WûÏ qÉU eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû?
13. SÉå A¤ÉU MüÉ lÉÉqÉ qÉåUÉ, xÉU ÄRûMülÉÉ MüÉqÉ qÉåUÉ |
14. uÉWû YrÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ AaÉU AÆaÉÑsÉÏ QûÉsÉÉå iÉÉå uÉWû AmÉlÉÉ qÉÑÆWû ZÉÉåsÉ SåiÉÏ Wæû?

E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: E¨ÉU: 1. CÇeÉlÉ  CÇeÉlÉ  CÇeÉlÉ  CÇeÉlÉ  CÇeÉlÉ  2. cÉzqÉÉ  cÉzqÉÉ  cÉzqÉÉ  cÉzqÉÉ  cÉzqÉÉ  3. uÉcÉlÉ  uÉcÉlÉ  uÉcÉlÉ  uÉcÉlÉ  uÉcÉlÉ  4. EqÉë EqÉë EqÉë EqÉë EqÉë  5. xÉÑD xÉÑD xÉÑD xÉÑD xÉÑD   6. lÉÉuÉ lÉÉuÉ lÉÉuÉ lÉÉuÉ lÉÉuÉ   7. qÉÉåqÉoÉiiÉÏ qÉÉåqÉoÉiiÉÏ qÉÉåqÉoÉiiÉÏ qÉÉåqÉoÉiiÉÏ qÉÉåqÉoÉiiÉÏ
 8. qÉzÉÂqÉ qÉzÉÂqÉ qÉzÉÂqÉ qÉzÉÂqÉ qÉzÉÂqÉ 9. uÉÉSÉ  uÉÉSÉ  uÉÉSÉ  uÉÉSÉ  uÉÉSÉ  10. aÉ³ÉÉ aÉ³ÉÉ aÉ³ÉÉ aÉ³ÉÉ aÉ³ÉÉ 11. oÉÇSÕMü oÉÇSÕMü oÉÇSÕMü oÉÇSÕMü oÉÇSÕMü  12. AÉaÉ AÉaÉ AÉaÉ AÉaÉ AÉaÉ  13. OûÉåmÉÏ OûÉåmÉÏ OûÉåmÉÏ OûÉåmÉÏ OûÉåmÉÏ  14. MæÇücÉÏ MæÇücÉÏ MæÇücÉÏ MæÇücÉÏ MæÇücÉÏ

zÉÉæMü jÉÉ CxÉÍsÉL ExÉMå ÌmÉiÉÉ SxÉ qÉNûÍsÉrÉÉÆ sÉÉiÉå
WæÇ | eÉæxÉå WûÏ AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ qÉNûsÉÏ xÉÉTü MüUlÉå Må ÍsÉL
LMü qÉNûsÉÏ MüÉOûiÉÏ Wûæ iÉÉå ExÉMüÉå LMü cÉqÉMüiÉÏ WÒûD
cÉÏÄeÉ ÌSZÉiÉÏ Wæ | eÉæxÉå WûÏ uÉWû cÉÏÄeÉ qÉNûsÉÏ Må
mÉåOû xÉå oÉÉWûU ÌlÉMüÉsÉiÉÏ Wæ uÉWû AÉzcÉrÉïcÉÌMüiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ
Wûæ YrÉÉåÇÌMü rÉWû uÉWûÏ AÇaÉÔPûÏ jÉÏ eÉÉå UÉeÉÉ ÌuÉMë qÉÉÌSirÉ
lÉå oÉWûiÉÏ lÉSÏ qÉå Tå ÇMüÐ jÉÏ | AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ iÉÑUÇiÉ AÇaÉÔPûÏ

sÉåMüU qÉWûsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wûæ AÉæU UÉeÉÉ MüÉå SåiÉÏ Wæ | UÉeÉÉ
MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ WûÉåiÉÏ Wûæ AÉæU WûæUÉlÉÏ pÉÏ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæ|
iÉpÉÏ mÉÇÌQûiÉ eÉÏ AÉiÉå WæÇ AÉæU MüWûiÉå WûæÇ ÌMü qÉWûÉUÉeÉ
rÉWû uÉWûÏ sÉÄQûMüÐ Wæ ÎeÉxÉMüÉ ÌuÉuÉÉWû UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU Må
xÉÉjÉ WûÉålÉå uÉÉsÉÉ Wæ | qÉWûÉUÉeÉÉ AaÉsÉå WûÏ ÌSlÉ UÉeÉMÑüqÉÉU
AÉæU AlÉÑUÉkÉÉ MüÐ zÉÉSÏ MüUuÉÉ SåiÉå WæÇ | xÉÉUå UÉerÉ
qÉåÇ ZÉÑzÉÏ MüÐ sÉWûU SÉæÄQûlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû |
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rÉWû LMü MüÉsmÉÌlÉMü MüWûÉlÉÏ Wûæ| MülÉÉïûOûMü Må
LMü NûÉåOå WûÉållÉssÉÉ lÉÉqÉMü aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ LMü sÉQûMüÐ UWiÉÏ
Wæ ÎeÉxÉMüÉ lÉÉqÉ mÉë¥ÉÉ Wûæ | uÉWû AmÉlÉå mÉËUuÉÉUuÉÉsÉÉåÇ
Må xÉÉjÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ xÉå UWûiÉÏ Wûæ | ExÉMüå ÌmÉiÉÉ LMü ÌMüxÉÉlÉ
WûæÇ AÉæU oÉWÒûiÉ mÉËU´ÉqÉ MüUMüå mÉë¥ÉÉ MüÉå xMÔüsÉ
pÉåeÉÉ | qÉÉiÉÉ bÉU xÉÇpÉÉsÉ UWûÏ WûæÇ AÉæU oÉÄQûÉ pÉÉD
zÉWûU qÉåÇ MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæ |

mÉë¥ÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ WûÉåÍzÉrÉÉU Wæ AÉæU lÉÉcÉ - aÉÉlÉå qÉåÇ
oÉWÒûiÉ AÍpÉÂÍcÉ ÌSZÉÉiÉÏ Wûæ | LMü ÌSlÉ ExÉ aÉðÉuÉ
qÉåÇ qÉåsÉÉ AÉiÉÉ Wæ | eÉoÉ xÉoÉ MüÉå rÉWû oÉÉiÉ qÉÉsÉÔqÉ
WÒûD iÉÉå xÉoÉ ZÉÑzÉ WÒûL | WU xÉÉsÉ qÉåsÉå qÉåÇ lÉÉcÉlÉå
MüÐ xmÉkÉÉï AÉrÉÉïÎeÉiÉ MüUiÉå WûæÇ | mÉë¥ÉÉ pÉÏ CxÉ
mÉëÌiÉrÉÉåÌaÉiÉÉ qÉåÇ pÉÉaÉ sÉålÉå Måü ÍsÉL EixÉÑMü Wûæ AÉæU
eÉÉMüU AmÉlÉÏ qÉðÉ xÉå MüWûiÉÏ Wûæ “qÉð, qÉÑfÉå lÉ×irÉ MüÐ
xmÉkÉÉï qÉåÇ pÉÉaÉ sÉålÉÉ Wûæ |” qÉÉð QûÉðOû MüU MüWûiÉÏ
Wûæ “lÉWûÏÇ oÉåOûÉ, iÉÑqÉ bÉU mÉU WûÏ UWûÉå AÉæU AÉaÉå LåxÉÏ
oÉÉiÉ qÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ |” mÉë¥ÉÉ ÌlÉUÉzÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæ sÉåÌMülÉ uÉWû
WûÉU lÉWûÏÇ qÉÉlÉiÉÏ |

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ zÉÌlÉuÉÉU jÉÉ | uÉWû SÉåmÉWûU MüÉ pÉÉåeÉlÉ
ZÉÉlÉå Müå oÉÉS, eÉoÉ qÉÉiÉÉ - ÌmÉiÉÉ ÌuÉ´ÉÉqÉ MüUiÉå WæÇ,
iÉoÉ AmÉlÉÏ mÉQûÉåxÉlÉ Müå bÉU MüÐ AÉæU pÉÉaÉÏ| ElÉMüÐ
mÉQûÉåÍxÉlÉ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ zÉÏsÉÉ Wûæ | uÉWû ÍzÉÍ¤ÉMüÉ WûæÇ |
mÉë¥ÉÉ lÉå LMü WûÏ SqÉ qÉåÇ MüWûÉ “cÉÉcÉÏ, qÉÑfÉå qÉåsÉå
qÉåÇ WûÉålÉåuÉÉsÉÏ lÉ×irÉ mÉëÌiÉrÉÉåÌaÉiÉÉ qÉåÇ pÉÉaÉ sÉålÉÉ Wûæ |”

AÉåÍsÉlÉ lÉ ælÉÉAÉåÍsÉlÉ lÉ ælÉÉAÉåÍsÉlÉ lÉ ælÉÉAÉåÍsÉlÉ lÉ ælÉÉAÉåÍsÉlÉ lÉ ælÉÉ
ÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É É

Ì²iÉÏrÉ
oÉÏ.LxÉ.oÉÏ.‘L’

eÉWðûÉ cÉÉW Wûæ, uÉWðûÉ UÉWû WæeÉWðûÉ cÉÉW Wûæ, uÉWðûÉ UÉWû WæeÉWðûÉ cÉÉW Wûæ, uÉWðûÉ UÉWû WæeÉWðûÉ cÉÉW Wûæ, uÉWðûÉ UÉWû WæeÉWðûÉ cÉÉW Wûæ, uÉWðûÉ UÉWû Wæ

cÉÉcÉÏ lÉå MüWûÉ, “AuÉzrÉ| pÉÉaÉ sÉålÉÉ
WûÏ cÉÉÌWûL | iÉÑqÉ iÉÉå mÉëjÉqÉ xjÉÉlÉ
WûÏ eÉÏiÉÉåaÉÏ |” xÉÉðfÉ iÉMü ExÉlÉå
AprÉÉxÉ ÌMürÉÉ AÉæU eÉoÉ uÉWû bÉU
AÉiÉÏ Wûæ iÉoÉ ExÉMåü cÉåWûUå mÉU iÉ×ÎmiÉ
jÉÏ sÉåÌMülÉ qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ MüÉå qÉÉsÉÔqÉ
lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ ÌMü uÉWû xmÉbÉÉï qÉåÇ pÉÉaÉ
sÉå UWûÏ Wûæ|

SÕxÉUå ÌSlÉ zÉÉqÉ MüÉå uÉWÉÆ xmÉkÉÉï zÉÑÂ WÒûD |
mÉë¥ÉÉ Müå qÉÉiÉÉ - ÌmÉiÉÉ ExÉå mÉQûÉåÍxÉlÉ Müå bÉU qÉåÇ
NûÉåQûMüU qÉåsÉå Må ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉ aÉL | eÉoÉ uÉå ÌlÉMüsÉ
aÉL, iÉoÉ mÉë¥ÉÉ eÉsSÏ xÉå iÉærÉÉU WûÉåMüU mÉQûÉåÍxÉlÉ cÉÉcÉÏ
Må xÉÉjÉ qÉåsÉå Må ÍsÉL ÌlÉMüsÉÏ | xmÉkÉÉï zÉÑÂ WÒûD
AÉæUû eÉoÉ mÉë¥ÉÉ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ ÍsÉrÉÉ aÉÉrÉÉ iÉoÉ ExÉMåü
qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ cÉÉæÇMü aÉL | uÉWû CiÉlÉÏ AcNûÏ iÉUWû xÉå
lÉÉcÉÏ ÌMü sÉÉåaÉ iÉÉÍsÉrÉÉÆ oÉeÉÉlÉÉ UÉåMülÉå MüÉ lÉÉqÉ lÉWûÏÇ
sÉå UWûå jÉå | uÉWû mÉëjÉqÉ xjÉÉlÉ eÉÏiÉ aÉrÉÏ | qÉÉiÉÉ
ÌmÉiÉÉ MüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå AÉÆxÉÔ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉå UWûå | uÉå ZÉÑzÉÏ
Må AÉÆxÉÔ jÉå | ElWûÉåÇlÉå mÉë¥ÉÉ xÉå qÉÉTüÐ qÉÉðaÉÏ AÉæU
AmÉlÉå bÉU MüÐ AÉæU ÌlÉMüsÉå|

xÉÉU rÉWû Wæû ÌMü MüpÉÏ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ qÉåÇ WûÉU lÉWûÏÇ
qÉÉlÉlÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL | eÉoÉ LMü UÉxiÉÉ oÉÇS WûÉåiÉÉ Wûæ iÉoÉ
SÕxÉUÉ UÉxiÉÉ ZÉÑsÉåaÉÉ| AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ mÉU ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ UZÉlÉÉ
oÉWÒûiÉ ÄeÉÂUÏ Wûæ |
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AÉuÉxÉÑAÉuÉxÉÑAÉuÉxÉÑAÉuÉxÉÑAÉuÉxÉÑ

AqqÉÉ qWûVåûsÉå SÉålÉ A¤ÉU
AÉrÉsÉå qÉåaÉåsÉå ÎeÉooÉåUÏ
iÉÏ lÉÉiÉsÉåUÏ WûÉðuÉ MüxÉsÉåD
lWûrÉ WåÇû pÉÔrÉÇåUÏ  |

lÉuÉqÉÉxÉ aÉpÉÉïliÉÑ SuÉÂlÉÑ
qÉÉMüÉ mÉÉåVûÉåuÉlÉÑ aÉåisÉå |
pÉÔÇrÉåUÏ AÉrÉsÉÏ qWûhÉiÉÉlÉÉ
sÉÉaÉsÉÏ xÉÇiÉÉåxÉÉUÏ UQÕðûMü |

AmÉhrÉÉsÉÏ lÉÏÇS ZÉVûÔlÉÑ
oÉÉVûÉMü ÌmÉuÉcÉÉMü ÌSiÉÉ |
SÏxÉ UÉiÉÏ qÉåaÉåsÉå
qÉÉYzÉÏ qÉÑMüÉU kÉÇÉuÉiÉÉ |
ÌMüiÉsÉå jÉMüsÉåUÏ pÉÏ iÉÏ
SÉålÉ aÉÉåÄQû FqqÉÉå SÏuÉlÉÑ ZÉÔzÉÏ mÉÉuÉiÉÉ |

lÉÏÇS LiÉÉlÉÉ oÉÉVûaÉÏiÉ qWûhÉÑlÉÑ
qWûÉMüÉ ÌlÉSÉrÉiÉÉ |
eÉÉÄaÉÏ AÉxÉiÉÉlÉÉ WûÉxÉ mÉÉåVûÉåuÉlÉÑ
iÉÉåÇQûÉUÏ, iÉÏ ZÉÑzÉ mÉÉuÉiÉÉ |

SÉålÉ mÉÉuÉOûÏ aÉÉsÉiÉÉlÉÉ
WûÉjÉ kÉÂlÉ xÉÉÇpÉÉVûiÉÉ |
SÕûMüÐ mÉÉåVûÉålÉÑ qÉåaÉåsÉÏ
iÉÏ UÉåQÒû sÉÉaÉiÉÉ |

iÉÔÇ UÉoÉsÉÏ ÂMÔüxÉÉå
qÉåaÉåsÉ xÉÉuÉVûÏ eÉÉuÉlÉÑ |
iÉÔÇ aÉÉsÉå xÉÔrÉÉï ÌMüUhÉ
qÉåaÉåsÉ eÉÏuÉlÉÉ uÉrÉUÏ |

AÉrÉsÉå Mü¹ÉliÉÑ iÉÉåÇQûÉUÏ AqqÉÉ qWûÉåhÉ
AÉDsÉå xÉÑZÉÉU pÉÏ AqqÉÉ qÉÉåh |
MüzÉÏ mÉÉuÉÉåcÉå iÉÑaÉåsÉÏ WûÏ HhÉ?
eÉlqÉ eÉlqÉÉliÉU EUÉåå Wåû qÉåaÉåsÉå-iÉÑaÉåsÉå oÉlkÉlÉ |

AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ.AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ.AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ.AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ.AlÉÏiÉÉ eÉÏ.
zÉ åhÉ æzÉ åh É æzÉ åh É æzÉ åh É æzÉ åh É æ

ÌWûlSÏ mÉëÉkrÉÉÎmÉMüÉ

(MüÉå ÇMühÉÏMüÉå ÇMühÉÏMüÉå ÇMühÉÏMüÉå ÇMühÉÏMüÉå ÇMühÉÏ)
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aÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉ LMü ÍxÉ‚åü Måü SÉå mÉWûsÉÔ
eÉæxÉÉ Wæû|  aÉÑÂ WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ LMü AÌuÉpÉÉerÉ AÇaÉ
Wæû | qÉÉð WûÏ WûqÉÉUÏ mÉWûsÉÏ aÉÑÂ Wæû|  oÉÉS qÉåÇ  WûqÉ xMÑüsÉ
eÉÉiÉå WæÇû | uÉWûÉð WûqÉÉUå aÉÑÂ ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûÉåiÉå
Wæû| uÉWû AmÉlÉå WûÏ oÉŠåÇ MüÐ iÉUWû WûqÉåÇ
SåZÉiÉå WæÇû|

ÍzÉ¤ÉMü xÉå WûqÉ ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ mÉëÉmêiÉ
MüUiÉå Wæû| ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ LMü
AÌuÉpÉÉerÉ AÇaÉ Wæû| ÍzÉ¤ÉhÉ WûqÉÉUÉ
eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉå mÉËUmÉÔhÉï MüUiÉÉ Wæû| uÉå WûqÉåÇ
AcNåû MüÉqÉ MüUlÉå MüÐ xÉWûÉrÉiÉÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû|
ÍzÉ¤ÉhÉ xÉå WûqÉÉUÉ eÉÏulÉ xÉTüsÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû|
rÉWû xÉoÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå aÉÑÂ xÉå ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû| LMü NûÉ§É
MüÉ MüiÉïurÉ Wæû ÌMü uÉWû AmÉlÉå AkrÉÉmÉMü Måü ²ÉUÉ SÏ aÉD
ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ MüÉå AmÉlÉÉLÆ|

aÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉaÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉaÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉaÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉaÉÑÂ AÉæU ÍzÉwrÉ MüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉ
WûqÉ xÉoÉ WûqÉÉUå mÉëqÉÑZÉ aÉëljÉ

qÉWûÉpÉÉUiÉ MüÉå eÉÉlÉiÉå WæÇû| CxÉqÉåÇ
oÉiÉÉrÉÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû ÌMü AeÉÑïlÉ AmÉlÉå

aÉÑÃ SìÉåhÉ xÉå
AcNûÉ ÌlÉzÉÉlÉÉ
sÉaÉ Éi É å jÉ å |
xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ oÉŠå eÉoÉ ÌaÉUiÉå WæÇû ExÉ
xÉqÉrÉ aÉÑÃ WûqÉåÇ EPûÉMüU WûqÉÉUÏ SåZÉpÉÉsÉ
MüUiÉå WæÇû| WûqÉ eÉoÉ aÉsÉiÉÏ MüUiÉå Wæû
iÉoÉ aÉÑÃ WûqÉåÇ xÉÑkÉÉUiÉå WæÇû| aÉÑÃ WûqÉÉUå
eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉå EeeuÉsÉ oÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû| ÌuÉ±ÉjÉÏï
eÉÏuÉlÉ Måü WûU xÉTüU qÉåÇ aÉÑÃ WûqÉÉUÉ

xÉÉjÉ SåiÉå WæÇû, CxÉÍsÉL WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå aÉÑÃ MüÉå WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ
Måü AÇiÉ iÉMü rÉÉS MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL|

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

xlÉ åW ûxlÉ åW ûxlÉ åW ûxlÉ åW ûxlÉ åW û É
Ì²iÉÏrÉ LcÉ WûÏ mÉÏ mÉÏ

mÉÑUÉlÉÏ MüWûÉuÉiÉ Wæû ÌMü qÉlÉÑwrÉ LMü xÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉëÉhÉÏ
WæÇû| ÌoÉlÉÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ Måü qÉÉlÉuÉ MüÉ eÉÏuÉlÉrÉÉmÉlÉ pÉÏ AirÉÇliÉ
MüÌPûlÉ Wæû?|

ExÉMåü xÉSaÉÑhÉ, SÒaÉÑïhÉ, xÉTüsÉiÉÉ-AxÉTüsÉiÉÉ, ÌuÉMüÉxÉ
AÉæU EmÉsÉÎokÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ qÉåÇ UWûiÉå WÒûL WûÏ
AÉÆMüÉ eÉÉ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû| urÉÌYiÉ AÉæU xÉqÉÉeÉ LMü-SÕxÉUå
mÉU AÉÍ´ÉiÉ WæÇû|

xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉÑlÉÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ YrÉÉ AÉæU YrÉÉåÇ:xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉÑlÉÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ YrÉÉ AÉæU YrÉÉåÇ:xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉÑlÉÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ YrÉÉ AÉæU YrÉÉåÇ:xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉÑlÉÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ YrÉÉ AÉæU YrÉÉåÇ:xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü mÉÑlÉÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ YrÉÉ AÉæU YrÉÉåÇ:
xÉqÉÉeÉ MüÉ ESSèåzrÉ qÉÉlÉuÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉå xÉÑZÉÏ

oÉlÉÉlÉÉ Wæû| xÉqÉÉeÉ xÉÉuÉïeÉÌlÉMü ÌWûiÉ MüÉå krÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ UZÉMüU
oÉlÉÉ WæÇû| CxÉMåü ÍsÉL kÉqÉï, lÉÏÌiÉ, MüÉlÉÔlÉ AÉÌS oÉlÉÉrÉå aÉrÉå
WæÇû|

AÉeÉ MüÉ pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ-AÉeÉ MüÉ pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ-AÉeÉ MüÉ pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ-AÉeÉ MüÉ pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ-AÉeÉ MüÉ pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ-
AÉeÉ Måü pÉÉUiÉÏrÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ mÉU SØÌ¹ QûÉsÉåÇ iÉÉå qÉlÉ

qÉåÇ oÉÄQûÏ ÌlÉUÉzÉÉ AÉæU bÉÑOûlÉ WûÉålÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ WæÇû| oÉÄQûÏ ÌuÉÍcÉ§É

rÉÑuÉÉrÉÑuÉÉrÉÑuÉÉrÉÑuÉÉrÉÑuÉÉ AÉæU ÌuÉUÉåkÉÉpÉÉxÉÏ ÎxjÉÌiÉ Wæû
WûqÉÉUå xÉqÉÉeÉ MüÐ| pÉÉåaÉuÉÉSÏ
eÉÏuÉlÉ zÉæsÉÏ Måü ElqÉÉS,
mÉÔðeÉÏuÉÉSÏ AjÉïurÉuÉxjÉÉ AÉæU
ASÕUSzÉÏï lÉåiÉ×iuÉ lÉå CxÉ SåzÉ
MüÉå SÉå pÉÉaÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ oÉÉðOû ÌSrÉÉ WæÇû|
LMü CÎhQûrÉÉ AÉæU SÕxÉUÉ pÉÉUiÉ|

rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï WûÏ AÉzÉÉ MüÉ MåülSì -rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï WûÏ AÉzÉÉ MüÉ MåülSì -rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï WûÏ AÉzÉÉ MüÉ MåülSì -rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï WûÏ AÉzÉÉ MüÉ MåülSì -rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï WûÏ AÉzÉÉ MüÉ MåülSì -

AÉeÉ SåzÉ MüÐ rÉÑuÉÉ zÉÌYiÉ WûÏ xÉqÉÉeÉ Måü
mÉÑÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ Måü qÉWûÉxÉÇMüsmÉ MüÉå xÉÉMüÉU MüU
xÉMüiÉÏ WæÇû| WûU SåzÉ AÉæU WûU MüÉsÉ qÉåÇ
rÉÑuÉÉuÉaÉï lÉå WûÏ zÉÉåwÉhÉ, AlrÉÉrÉ, pÉë¹ÉcÉÉU
AÉæU oÉÍsÉSÉlÉ xÉå xÉqÉÉeÉ MüÉ
MüÉrÉÉMüsÉÇmÉ ÌMürÉÉ WæÇû|

mÉsÉ ï DQûsÉmÉsÉï DQûsÉmÉsÉï DQûsÉmÉsÉï DQûsÉmÉsÉï DQûsÉ
ÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É ÉÌQ ûxÉ É åe É É

Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ.xÉÏ.oÉÏ.LcÉ.
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oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉ MåüUsÉ MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå qÉzÉWÕûU ÌMüsÉÉ
Wæû| oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉ Måü MüÉxÉUaÉÉåQû ÎeÉsÉå qÉåÇ WæÇû|
MåüsÉÌS Måü ÍzÉuÉmmÉÉ lÉÉrÉMü lÉå oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉå mÉU
zÉÉxÉlÉ ÌMürÉÉ jÉÉ| MåüsÉÉÌS Måü ÍzÉuÉmmÉÉ lÉÉrÉMü lÉå
oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉå MüÉå xÉlÉç 1640 qÉåÇ oÉlÉuÉÉrÉÉ jÉÉ|
oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉ MåüUsÉ MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå oÉÄQûÉ ÌMüsÉÉ WæÇû| rÉWû
OûÏmÉÔ xÉÑsiÉÉlÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï xÉælrÉ xOåûzÉlÉ jÉÉ| rÉWû
ÍxÉYMåü AÉæU MüsÉÉM×üÌiÉrÉÉð, mÉÑUÉiÉÉÎiuÉMü EiZÉlÉlÉ Måü
eÉËUrÉå xÉå mÉÉrÉÉ aÉrÉÉ jÉÉ| rÉWû MüÉxÉUaÉÉåQû ÎxjÉiÉ MåüUsÉ
MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå AcNûÏ iÉUWû xÉå AlÉÑU¤ÉÏiÉ ÌMüsÉÉ Wæû eÉÉå

xÉqÉÑlSì iÉOû Måü ÌMülÉÉUå oÉxÉÉ WæÇû| LMü ÌuÉzÉÉsÉ
MüÐWûÉåsÉ MüÐ iÉUWû ÌSZÉlÉå uÉÉsÉå CxÉ LiÉåWûÉÍxÉMü
oÉåYMüsÉ TüÉåOïû MüÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ 17uÉÏÇ zÉiÉÉoSÏ qÉåÇ WÒûAÉ
jÉÉ| CxÉ LiÉåWûÉÍxÉMü xqÉÉUMü Måü FÇcÉå BoeuÉåzÉlÉ
OûÉuÉU xÉå AUoÉ xÉÉaÉU MüÉ zÉÉlÉSÉU lÉeÉÉUÉ ÌSZÉiÉÉ
Wæû, ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ MÑüNû zÉiÉÉoSÏ mÉWûsÉå iÉMü ÌuÉzÉÉsÉ lÉÉæMüÉAÉåÇ
MüÐ pÉÏÄQû sÉaÉÏ UWûiÉÏ jÉÏ| ÌMüsÉå Måü ÌlÉMüOû LMü
mÉÑUÉlÉÉ qÉxÉÎeÉS Wæû, ÎeÉxÉMüÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ qÉÉlÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû
ÌMü qÉæxÉÔU Måü OûÏmÉÔ xÉÑsiÉÉlÉ lÉå MüUuÉÉrÉÉ jÉÉ|qÉÔsÉ ÃmÉ
xÉå CxÉMüÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ mÉëÉcÉÏlÉ MüSÇoÉ UÉeÉuÉÇzÉ Måü zÉÉxÉMüÉåÇ
lÉå MüUuÉÉrÉÉ jÉÉ, uÉwÉÉåïÇ Måü SÉæUÉlÉ ÌMüsÉå LMü xÉå SÕxÉUå
UÉeÉuÉÇzÉ Måü WûÉjÉ qÉåÇ eÉÉiÉÉ UWûÉ eÉæxÉå ÌMü MüÉåÌ¨ÉËU
UÉeÉÉ, ÌuÉeÉrÉlÉaÉU UÉeÉuÉÇzÉ, OûÏmÉÔ xÉÑsiÉÉlÉ AÉæU AÉÎZÉUMüÉU
ÌoÉëÌOûzÉ DxOû CÇÌQûrÉÉ MÇümÉlÉÏ Måü|

AÉeÉ oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉ AÉæU CxÉMüÉ ZÉÔoÉxÉÔUiÉ
mÉËUuÉåzÉ lÉåeÉÏ xÉå LMü AÇiÉUÉ·íÏrÉ mÉrÉïOûlÉ MåülSì AÉæU
ÌTüsqÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ MüÉ mÉxÉÇSÏSÉ zÉÔÌOÇûaÉ xjÉsÉ oÉlÉiÉå eÉÉ
UWåû WæÇû|

- AlÉlrÉÉ pÉOûOèû- AlÉlrÉÉ pÉOûOèû- AlÉlrÉÉ pÉOûOèû- AlÉlrÉÉ pÉOûOèû- AlÉlrÉÉ pÉOûOèû, Ì²iÉÏrÉ LcÉ.D.mÉÏ.mÉÏ.

oÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉoÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉoÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉoÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉoÉåYMüsÉ ÌMüsÉÉ

UÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ MåüUsÉ Måü E¨ÉUÏ ÍxÉUå mÉU oÉxÉÉ
mÉrÉïOûlÉ xjÉsÉ Wæû| rÉWû MüÉxÉUaÉÉåQû ÎeÉsÉå qÉåÇ
xÉqÉÑlSì iÉsÉ xÉå 750 qÉÏ. MüÐ FÆcÉÉD mÉU oÉxÉÉ
Wæû| rÉWû LMü oÉåWûiÉUÏlÉ ÌmÉMüÌlÉMü xjÉsÉ WæÇû eÉWûÉð
AÉmÉMüÉå AMüxÉU WûÉÍjÉrÉÉåÇ Måü fÉÑÇQû pÉÏ SåZÉlÉå
MüÉå ÍqÉsÉ xÉMüiÉå Wæû| ÌMüxÉÏ eÉqÉÉlÉå qÉåÇ qÉÉQûÉiÉÑqÉsÉÉ
MüWûsÉÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÉ rÉWû xjÉÉlÉ MülÉÉïOûMü MüÐ xÉÏqÉÉ
mÉU ÎxjÉiÉ Wæû AÉæU AmÉlÉå oÉåWûiÉUÏlÉ OíæûÌMÇüaÉ OíåûsxÉ
Måü ÍsÉL eÉÉlÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| rÉWûÉð AÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL
ÌlÉrÉÍqÉiÉ oÉxÉ xÉåuÉÉ AÉæU eÉÏmÉ MüÐ xÉuÉÉUÏ WæÇû| ÌuÉÌuÉkÉ
mÉëMüÉU MüÐ uÉlÉxmÉÌiÉrÉÉð ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ zÉÉÍqÉsÉ WæÇû xÉSÉoÉWûÉU
zÉÉåsÉÉ uÉlÉ, qÉÉlÉxÉÔlÉ uÉlÉ AÉæU bÉÉxÉ Måü qÉæSÉlÉ eÉÉå
CxÉ xjÉÉlÉ MüÉå LMü oÉåWûS xÉÑMÔülÉ SÉrÉÏ aÉÇiÉurÉ oÉlÉÉ

UÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ ÌWûsxÉUÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ ÌWûsxÉUÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ ÌWûsxÉUÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ ÌWûsxÉUÉlÉÏmÉÑUqÉ ÌWûsxÉ

SåiÉå WæÇû eÉWûÉð AÉmÉ AmÉlÉå xÉÔMÔülÉ SÉrÉÏ aÉÇiÉurÉ oÉlÉÉ
SåiÉå WæÇû eÉWûÉð AÉmÉ AmÉlÉå MüÌPûlÉ UÉåeÉqÉUÉï Måü eÉÏuÉlÉ
xÉå jÉÉåÄQûÉ xÉqÉrÉ ÌlÉMüÉsÉMüU ÌuÉ´ÉÉqÉ MüU xÉMüiÉå WæÇû|
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SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÉ irÉÉæWûÉU mÉÉðcÉ ÌSlÉÉåÇ iÉMü cÉsÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÉ
xÉoÉxÉå oÉÄQûÉ mÉuÉï WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû| SzÉWûUå Måü oÉÉS xÉå WûÏ bÉUÉåÇ
qÉåÇ SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÐ iÉærÉÉËUrÉÉð zÉÑÃ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû, eÉÉå urÉÉmÉMü
xiÉU mÉU MüÐ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| CxÉ ÌSlÉ ´ÉÏ UÉqÉ ,qÉÉiÉÉ xÉÏiÉÉ
AÉæU pÉëÉiÉ sÉ£qÉhÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ cÉÉæSWû uÉwÉï MüÉ uÉlÉuÉÉxÉ mÉÔhÉï
MüU ArÉÉåkrÉÉ sÉÉæOåû jÉå| CxÉMåü AsÉÉuÉÉ SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÉå
sÉåMüU MÑüNû AÉæU pÉÏ mÉÉæUÉÍhÉMü MüjÉÉ qÉåÇ mÉëcÉÉÍsÉiÉ WæÇû|

mÉÌÄRûL ÌlÉoÉlkÉ -
mÉëirÉåMü xÉqÉÉeÉ irÉÉåWûÉUÉåÇ Måü qÉÉkrÉqÉ xÉå AmÉlÉÏ

ZÉÑzÉÏ LMü xÉÉjÉ mÉëMüOû MüUiÉÉ Wæû| ÌWûlSÒAÉåÇ Måü mÉëqÉÑZÉ
irÉÉæWûÉU WûÉåsÉÏ, U¤ÉÉoÉÇkÉlÉ, SzÉWûUÉ AÉæU SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ WæÇû|
ClÉqÉåÇ xÉå SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ xÉoÉxÉå mÉëqÉÑZÉ irÉÉæWûÉU WæÇû| CxÉ irÉÉæWûÉU
MüÉ krÉÉlÉ AÉiÉå WûÏ qÉlÉ-qÉrÉÔU lÉÉcÉ EPûiÉÉ Wæû| rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU
SÏmÉÉå MüÉ irÉÉæWûÉU WûÉålÉå xÉå WûqÉ xÉpÉÏ MüÉ qÉlÉ AÉsÉÉåÇÌMüiÉ
MüUiÉÉ Wæû|

rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU MüÉÌiÉïMü qÉÉWû MüÐ AqÉÉuÉxrÉÉ Måü ÌSlÉ
qÉlÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| AqÉÉuÉxrÉÉ MüÐ AÇkÉåUÏ UÉiÉ AxÉÇZrÉÉ
SÏmÉÉåÇ xÉå eÉaÉqÉaÉÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû| MüWûiÉå Wæû pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ UÉqÉ
14 uÉwÉï Måü uÉlÉuÉÉxÉ Måü oÉÉS ArÉÉåkrÉuÉÉÍxÉrÉÉåÇ lÉå SÏrÉå
eÉsÉÉMüU xuÉÉaÉiÉ ÌMürÉÉ jÉÉ| ´ÉÏM×üwhÉ lÉå lÉUMüÉxÉÑU lÉÉqÉMü
UÉ¤ÉxÉ MüÉ uÉkÉ pÉÏ CxÉÏ ÌSlÉ ÌMürÉÉ jÉÉ| rÉWû ÌSlÉ pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ
qÉWûÉuÉÏU xuÉÉqÉÏ MüÉ ÌlÉuÉÉïhÉ ÌSuÉxÉ pÉÏ Wæû| CxÉ xÉpÉÏ
MüÉUhÉÉåÇ xÉå WûqÉ SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÉ irÉÉæWûÉU qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû|

rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU sÉaÉpÉaÉ xÉpÉÏ kÉqÉï Måü sÉÉåaÉ qÉlÉÉiÉå Wæû|
CxÉ irÉÉæWûÉU Måü AÉlÉå Måü AÉlÉå Måü MüD ÌSlÉ mÉWûsÉå xÉå
WûÏ bÉUÉåÇ MüÐ ÍsÉmÉÉD-mÉÑiÉÉD, xÉeÉÉuÉOû mÉëÉUqpÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ
Wæû,lÉL MümÉÄQåû oÉlÉuÉÉL eÉÉiÉå Wæû, ÍqÉPûÉCrÉÉð oÉlÉÉD eÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû|
uÉwÉÉï Måü oÉÉS MüÐ aÉSÇaÉÏ, pÉurÉ AÉMüwÉïhÉ, xÉTüÉD AÉæU
xuÉcNûiÉÉ qÉåÇ cÉqÉMü-SqÉMü MüÐ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû|

rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU mÉÉðcÉ ÌSlÉÉåÇ iÉMü qÉlÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû|
kÉlÉiÉåUxÉ xÉå pÉÉD SÕeÉ iÉMü rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU cÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû|
kÉlÉiÉåUxÉ Måü ÌSlÉ urÉÉmÉÉU, AmÉlÉå oÉWûÏZÉÉiÉå lÉL oÉlÉÉiÉå Wæû|

AaÉsÉå ÌSlÉ lÉUMü  cÉÉæSxÉ
Måü ÌSlÉ xÉÔrÉÉåïSrÉ xÉå mÉÔuÉï
xlÉÉlÉ MüUlÉÉ AcNûÉ qÉÉlÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| AqÉÉuÉxrÉÉ Måü ÌSlÉ
sÉ¤ÉÉÏeÉÏ MüÐ mÉÔeÉÉ MüÐ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû|

oÉiÉÉzÉå MüÉ mÉëxÉÉS cÉÄRûÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| lÉL MümÉÄQåû
mÉWûlÉå eÉÉiÉå WæÇû| TÑüsÉfÉÄQûÏ, mÉOûÉZÉå NûÉåÄQåû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû|
AxÉÇZrÉ SÏmÉÉåÇ MüÐ UÇaÉ-ÌoÉUÇaÉÏ, UÉåzÉÌlÉrÉÉð qÉlÉ MüÉ qÉÉåWû
sÉåiÉÏ Wæû| SÒMüÉlÉÉåÇ, oÉÉeÉÉUÉåÇ AÉæU bÉUÉåÇ MüÐ xÉeÉÉuÉOû
SzÉïlÉÏrÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû| AaÉsÉÉ ÌSlÉ mÉUxmÉU pÉåÇOû MüÉ ÌSlÉ
WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû LMü-SÕxÉUå Måü aÉsÉå sÉaÉMüU SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÐ
zÉÑpÉMüÉqÉlÉÉLÆ SÏ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû aÉ×ÌWûÍhÉrÉÉÇ qÉåWûqÉÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉ
xuÉÉaÉiÉ MüUiÉÏ Wæû| sÉÉåaÉ NûÉåOåû-oÉÄQåû, AqÉÏU-aÉUÏoÉ MüÉ
pÉåS pÉÔsÉMüU AÉmÉxÉ qÉåÇ ÍqÉsÉeÉÑsÉMüU rÉWû irÉÉæWûÉU qÉlÉÉiÉå
Wæû SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ MüÉ irÉÉæWûÉU xÉpÉÏ Måü eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉå ZÉÑzÉÏ
mÉëSÉlÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû| lÉrÉÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ eÉÏlÉå MüÉ EixÉÉWû mÉëSÉlÉ
MüUiÉÉ Wæû| MÑüNû sÉÉåaÉ CxÉ ÌSlÉ eÉÑAÉ ZÉåsÉiÉå WæÇû, eÉÉå
bÉU uÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ Måü ÍsÉL oÉÄQûÏ oÉÑUÏ oÉÉiÉ Wæû|

AÎlxÉO û ÉAÎlxÉO û ÉAÎlxÉO û ÉAÎlxÉO û ÉAÎlxÉO û É
Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ oÉÏ LcÉ

xÉÏZÉxÉÏZÉxÉÏZÉxÉÏZÉxÉÏZÉ

oÉÉåsÉ xÉMüÉå iÉÉå xÉcÉ oÉÉåsÉÉå,
fÉÔPû oÉcÉlÉÉ xÉÏZÉÉå!
oÉåsÉ xÉMüÉå iÉÉå oÉÉåsÉÉå qÉkÉÑU uÉÉhÉÏ,
MüÄQûuÉå oÉÉåsÉ lÉ oÉÉåsÉÉå!
MüU xÉMüÉå iÉÉå mrÉÉU MüUÉå,
lÉTüUiÉ MüUlÉÉ qÉiÉ xÉÏZÉÉå!
ÌoÉNûÉ xÉMüÉå iÉÉå TÔüsÉ ÌoÉNûÉAÉå
MüÉðOåû oÉÉålÉÉ qÉiÉ xÉÏZÉÉå!
eÉsÉÉ xÉMüÉå iÉÉå SÏmÉ eÉsÉÉAÉå
ÌSsÉÉå MüÉå eÉsÉÉlÉÉ qÉiÉ xÉÏZÉÉå!
     - qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ xÉÉÍsÉrÉl- qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ xÉÉÍsÉrÉl- qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ xÉÉÍsÉrÉl- qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ xÉÉÍsÉrÉl- qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ xÉÉÍsÉrÉlÉ

      Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ

SÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏSÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏSÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏSÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏSÏmÉÉuÉsÉÏ
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SÕUSzÉïlÉ AÉkÉÑÌlÉMü rÉÑaÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï AÉÌuÉwMüÉU
Wæû| rÉWû LåxÉÉ rÉÇ§É Wæû ÎeÉxÉMüÐ xÉWûÉrÉiÉÉ qÉåÇ urÉÌ£ü SÕU
MüÐ uÉxiÉÑ LuÉÇ urÉÌYiÉ MüÉå SåZÉ AÉæU xÉÑlÉ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû|
CxÉ rÉÇ§É MüÐ xÉWûÉrÉiÉÉ xÉå MüÉlÉÉåÇ iÉjÉÉ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ SÉålÉÉåÇ MüÐ
iÉ×ÎmiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû| SÕUSzÉïlÉ MüÉ AÉÌuÉwMüÉU xÉlÉç 1926 D.
qÉåÇ CÇasÉæQû Måü eÉÊlÉ oÉårÉQïû lÉå ÌMürÉÉ jÉÉ| SÕUSzÉïlÉ
qÉlÉÉåUÇeÉlÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ-xÉÉjÉ ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ SålÉå, eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ oÉÄRûÉlÉå,
mÉëxÉÉU AÉæU MüÉ pÉÏ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï iÉjÉÉ xÉzÉYiÉü xÉÉkÉlÉ Wæû|

AÉeÉMüsÉ SÕUSzÉïlÉ MüÉå pÉÔ-EmÉaÉëWû xÉå eÉÉåÄQû ÌSrÉÉ
aÉrÉÉ Wæû iÉÉÌMü aÉëÉqÉuÉÉxÉÏ pÉÏ CxÉMüÉ pÉUmÉÔU sÉÉpÉ EPûÉ
xÉMåÇü| AÉeÉ Måü urÉxiÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ rÉWû qÉlÉÉåÌuÉlÉÉåS MüÉ

WûÉÌSZÉÉ WûlÉÏTüWûÉÌSZÉÉ WûlÉÏTüWûÉÌSZÉÉ WûlÉÏTüWûÉÌSZÉÉ WûlÉÏTüWûÉÌSZÉÉ WûlÉÏTü
Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ oÉÏ LcÉ ‘D’

oÉÌÄRûrÉÉ AÉæU xÉxiÉÉ xÉÉkÉlÉ Wæû| CxÉMåü ²ÉUÉ lÉÉOûMü,
WûÉxrÉ urÉÇarÉ, xÉÇaÉÏiÉ, MüÌuÉ xÉqqÉåsÉlÉ, cÉsÉÍcÉ§É iÉjÉÉ
AlÉåMü mÉëMüÉU Måü xÉÏËUrÉsÉ SåZÉMüU WûqÉ AmÉlÉÉ
qÉlÉÉåUÇeÉlÉ MüU xÉMüiÉå WæÇû| CxÉMåü qÉÉkrÉqÉ qÉåÇ M×üÌwÉ
xÉqoÉkÉÏ MüÉrÉï¢üqÉ ÌSZÉÉMüU M×üÌwÉ Måü ÌuÉMüÉxÉ qÉåÇ

ÌMüxÉÉlÉÉåÇ MüÐ xÉWûÉrÉiÉÉ MüU UWûÉ Wæû| xÉÑSÕU aÉëWûÉåÇ MüÐ
eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ CxÉMåü MæüqÉUå Måü ²ÉUÉ xÉUsÉiÉÉ xÉå mÉëÉmiÉ MüU
sÉåiÉå Wæû| MåüoÉsÉ, OûÏ.oÉÏ.,uÉÏ.xÉÏ. AÉU., MüqmrÉÔOûU ZÉåsÉ
AÉÌS lÉå CxÉå lÉrÉÉ ÃmÉ Så ÌSrÉÉ Wæû|

SÕUSzÉïlÉ qÉåÇ MÑüNû MüÍqÉrÉÉð pÉÏ SØÌ¹aÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ WæÇû|
CxÉMåü mÉëMüÉzÉ xÉå iÉjÉÉ CxÉå AlÉuÉUiÉ SåZÉlÉå xÉå AÉÆZÉÉåÇ
mÉU oÉÑUÉ mÉëpÉÉuÉ mÉÄQûiÉÉ Wæû, rÉWûÉðiÉMü ÌMü AÉÆZÉå ZÉUÉoÉ pÉÏ
WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû| CxÉMåü ²ÉUÉ qÉÉlÉxÉ mÉOûsÉ mÉU ÌuÉmÉUÏiÉ mÉëpÉÉuÉ
mÉÄQûiÉÉ Wæû| CxÉxÉå oÉŠÉåÇ Måü mÉÄRûÉD pÉÏ mÉëpÉÉÌuÉiÉ (MÑÇüÌPûiÉ)
WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû|

SÒÌlÉrÉÉ ZrÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐSÒÌlÉrÉÉ ZrÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐSÒÌlÉrÉÉ ZrÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐSÒÌlÉrÉÉ ZrÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐSÒÌlÉrÉÉ ZrÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐ
rÉWû LMü SÒÌlÉrÉÉ Wæû eÉWûÉð ClÉxÉÉlÉ lÉWûÏÇ Wæû, qÉaÉU UÉåoÉÉåOû eÉæxÉå mÉëÉhÉÏ UWûiÉå WæÇû| rÉWûÉð mÉU WûU cÉÏeÉ AsÉaÉ

AÇSÉeÉ qÉåÇ SåZÉlÉå MüÉå ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ LMü UÉåoÉÉåOû AÉæU ExÉMüÉ ÍqÉ§É UWûiÉÉ Wæû| UÉåoÉÉåOû MüÉ lÉÉqÉ MüÉmÉÔ
Wæû AÉæU ExÉMåü SÉåxiÉ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ UÉoÉÔ Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ AmÉlÉå ÍqÉ§É UÉoÉÔ Måü xÉÉjÉ oÉÉWûU bÉÔqÉlÉå AÉrÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû LMü ZÉÔoÉxÉÔUiÉ
eÉaÉWû mÉU oÉæPûÉ Wæû eÉWûÉð Måü ÃmÉ xÉiÉUÇaÉÏ Wæû| CxÉ eÉaÉWû mÉU SÕU-SÕU iÉMü MüÉåD lÉWûÏ Wæû| lÉ MüÉåD eÉÉlÉuÉU, lÉ
MüÉåD mÉ¤ÉÏ| rÉWûÉð MüpÉÏ AÇkÉåUÉ lÉWûÏ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû| ÌSlÉ qÉåÇ pÉÏ AÉxÉqÉÉlÉ mÉU ÍxÉiÉÉUå ÌOûqÉ-ÌOûqÉÉiÉå WæÇû| MüÉmÉÔ LMü lÉÏsÉå
ÌQûooÉå Måü FmÉU oÉæPûÉ Wæû AÉæU AmÉlÉå ÍqÉ§É UÉoÉÔ Måü xÉÉjÉ oÉÉiÉcÉÏiÉ MüU UWûÉ Wæû| rÉWûÉð mÉU qÉÑÇWû xÉå oÉÉiÉå lÉWûÏÇ MüÐ
eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû oÉÎsMü qÉlÉ WûÏ qÉlÉ LMü SÕxÉUå xÉå uÉÉiÉÉïsÉÉmÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû| MüÉmÉÔ lÉå LMü eÉÉSÒD cÉzqÉÉ mÉWûlÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉxÉå
uÉWû ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ lÉÏsÉå UÇaÉ Måü ÌQûooÉå Måü AlSU eÉÉå cÉÉWåû SåZÉ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ AmÉlÉå ÍqÉ§É UÉoÉÔ MüÉå MüWû UWûÉ
Wæû ÌMü uÉWû cÉzqÉå xÉå ÌMüiÉlÉÏ xÉÑÇSU cÉÏeÉåÇ SåZÉ UWûÉ Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ MüÉå lÉrÉå-lÉrÉå AÌuÉwMüÉU MüUlÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ
AmÉlÉå WûÉjÉ xÉå ÌMüxÉÏ pÉÏ eÉÏeÉÉåÇ MüÉå WûuÉÉ qÉåÇ EÄQûÉ xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ Måü mÉÉxÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå AÉæeÉÉU WæÇû ÎeÉxÉMüÐ
qÉSS xÉå uÉWû ÍpÉ³É-ÍpÉ³É uÉxiÉÑAÉåÇ MüÐ UcÉlÉÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû| MüÉmÉÔ UÉoÉÔ Måü xÉÉjÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ mrÉÉU xÉå UWûiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU ExÉMüÐ
WûU cÉÏeÉ qÉåÇ ExÉMåü xÉÉjÉ UWûiÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû SÉålÉÉåÇ LMü SÕxÉUå Måü xÉÉjÉ WðûxÉÏ-ZÉÑzÉÏ, mrÉÉU AÉæU EssÉÉxÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ
AmÉlÉÉ uÉ£ü ÌoÉiÉÉiÉå WæÇû|

SÕUSzÉïlÉ
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qÉÑfÉå MüUlÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS jÉÉ|
mÉU AÉmÉMüÐ cÉÑmmÉÏ xÉå qÉÑfÉå CzMü YrÉÉ WÒûAÉ
qÉæÇ oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUlÉÉ WûÏ pÉÔsÉ aÉrÉÏ|
qÉæÇ iÉÉå SÒÌlÉrÉÉð Måü xÉÉjÉ cÉsÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ sÉÄQûMüÐ jÉÏ
mÉU AÉmÉxÉå qÉÉåWûooÉiÉ YrÉÉ WÒûD
AmÉlÉÏ WûÏ LMü AsÉaÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ oÉlÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ|
WûU oÉÉU rÉå ÌlÉaÉÉWåÇû MüÉåD lÉÉ MüÉåD MüÉqÉ iÉUÉzÉ jÉÏ UWûiÉÏ jÉÏ
mÉU AÉmÉxÉå ÌlÉaÉÉWåÇû eÉÉå ÍqÉsÉÏ
qÉæÇ iÉÉå xÉÉUå MüÉqÉ pÉÑsÉÉ Måü ClÉ qÉåÇ ZÉÉå?lÉå sÉaÉÏ
oÉÄQûÏ xÉå oÉÄQûÏ oÉÉiÉ qÉÑfÉå uÉWû ZÉÑzÉÏ lÉ Så mÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏ
mÉU AÉmÉMüÐ NûÉåOûÏ xÉÏ WûxxÉÏ
qÉåUå cÉåWûUå mÉU qÉÑxMÑüUÉWûOû sÉÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ
WûqÉåzÉÉ AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ MüÐ xÉÑlÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ sÉÄQûMüÐ jÉÏ qÉæÇ
mÉU AÉmÉMüÐ SÉå oÉÉiÉåÇ YrÉÉ xÉÑlÉsÉÏ xÉÑlÉ sÉÏ
xÉoÉ AÉmÉMåü ÌWûxÉÉoÉ xÉå MüUlÉå sÉaÉÏ
WûU oÉÉU ÌSqÉÉaÉ MüÐ xÉÑlÉiÉÏ jÉÏ
mÉU AÉmÉxÉå mrÉÉU YrÉÉ WÒûAÉ
ÌSsÉ MüÐ WûU EOûmÉPûÉaÉ cÉÏeÉ MüUlÉå sÉaÉÏ
oÉSsÉÉuÉ ZÉÔoÉ AÉlÉå sÉaÉå jÉå qÉÑfÉqÉåÇ
mÉU eÉoÉ AÉmÉMüÉå ÌMüxÉÏ AÉæU MüÉå xÉÏlÉå sÉaÉÉiÉå SåZÉÉ
iÉÉå CxÉ oÉSsÉÉuÉ xÉå lÉTüUiÉ xÉÏ WûÉålÉå sÉaÉÏ|
ÎeÉlÉ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ AÉÆxÉÔ Måü ÍsÉL MüÉåD eÉaÉWû lÉWûÏÇ jÉÏ
AÉmÉMüÉå ÌMüxÉÏ AÉæU Måü xÉÉjÉ SåZÉMüU
uÉWûÏ AÉÆZÉåÇ lÉqÉ WûÉåMåü AÉÆxÉÔ OûmÉMülÉå sÉaÉå|
qÉÑfÉå MüÉåD iÉÉåÄQû lÉWûÏÇ xÉMüiÉÉ jÉÉ
mÉU AÉmÉMüÐ WðûxÉÏlÉå mÉëåqÉ MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉÑlÉÉMåü
qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ qÉåÇ WûÏ ÌoÉZÉUlÉå sÉaÉÏ|
uÉ£ü Måü xÉÉjÉ xÉoÉ oÉSsÉiÉå WæÇû

AÉmÉ pÉÏ oÉSsÉ aÉrÉå WæÇû
MüpÉÏ qÉåUå ÍsÉrÉå MÑüNû ZÉxÉ jÉå mÉU
AÉeÉ LMü SÉåxiÉ Måü ÍxÉuÉÉ MÑüNû lÉWûÏÇ|
ClÉ mÉëåqÉ MüÐ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ xÉå SÕU UWûlÉå sÉaÉÏ WÕðû
YrÉÉåÇ SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÐ UÉWû iÉYiÉÏ UWÕðû qÉæÇ
AmÉlÉå AlSU MüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ iÉsÉÉzÉlÉå sÉaÉÏ WÕûÆ|
ZÉÑzÉ UWûlÉå Måü ÍsÉrÉå SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÐ,
mrÉÉU MüUlÉå Måü ÍsÉrÉå
eÉÃUiÉ lÉWûÏÇ ÌMüxÉÏ AÉæU MüÐ|
ZÉÑS AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ xÉå qÉÉåWûooÉiÉ MüU xÉMüiÉå WûÉå
ZÉÑS AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ MüÉå ZÉÑzÉ UZÉ xÉMüiÉå WûÉå
rÉå eÉÉå oÉSsÉÉuÉ WæÇû
rÉå ÍxÉTïü oÉSsÉÉuÉ lÉWûÏÇ WæÇû
AmÉlÉå AÉmÉ qÉåÇ WûÏ LMü ZÉÑzÉÏ MüÐ sÉWûU oÉlÉ aÉrÉÏ Wæû|

oÉSsÉÉuÉ

AÇzÉÑ lÉDMüÉå ÄQûÏAÇzÉÑ lÉDMüÉå ÄQûÏAÇzÉÑ lÉDMüÉå ÄQûÏAÇzÉÑ lÉDMüÉå ÄQûÏAÇzÉÑ lÉDMüÉå ÄQûÏ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ ‘oÉÏ’
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xÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉD LMü WûÏ ÍxÉYMåü Måü SÉå mÉWûsÉÔ
WæÇû| eÉWûÉð mÉU xÉTüÉD WûÉåiÉÏ WæÇû, uÉWûÉð mÉU xÉåWûiÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ
WûÉåiÉÏ WæÇû| xÉTüÉD iÉÉå uÉWû oÉë¼Éx§É Wæû ÎeÉxÉxÉå WûqÉ AmÉlÉÏ
xÉåWûiÉ MüÉå WûqÉåzÉÉ xuÉxjrÉ UZÉ xÉMüiÉå Wæû|

xÉTüÉD MüÉ AjÉï Wæû aÉÇSaÉÏ xÉå qÉÑYiÉ mÉËUxÉU| mÉËUxÉU
pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ MüÉ ÌSrÉÉ WÒûAÉ AqÉÔsrÉ AÉæU MüÐqÉiÉÏ cÉÏeÉ Wæû|
mÉËUxÉU MüÉå oÉcÉÉlÉå xÉå erÉÉSÉ WûqÉ ExÉå aÉÇSÉ MüUlÉå qÉåÇ
sÉaÉå WæÇû CxÉxÉå AlÉåMü ÌoÉqÉÉËUrÉÉð TæüsÉ UWûÏ Wæû AÉæU
oÉÏqÉÉËUrÉÉåÇ Måü ÍsÉL oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ MüUhÉ WæÇû aÉÇSaÉÏ, aÉÇSå mÉÉlÉÏ
xÉå QåÇûaÉÔ, OûÉDTüÉDQû AÉÌS ÌoÉqÉÉËUrÉÉð oÉÄRû UWûÏ Wæû| CxÉMüÉå
SÕU UZÉlÉå MüÉ LMü oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ EmÉÉrÉ Wæû AmÉlÉå mÉËUxÉU
MüÉå xÉÉTü UZÉlÉÉ| WûqÉåzÉÉ xÉå WûÏ aÉÇaÉÉ lÉSÏ pÉÉUiÉ Måü
mÉÌuÉ§É lÉSÏ qÉÉlÉÏ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| ExÉ lÉSÏ Måü eÉsÉ MüÉå ÌuÉSåzÉ
Måü sÉÉåaÉ pÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉqqÉÉlÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû| pÉÉUiÉ Måü sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ
xÉå aÉÇaÉÉ lÉSÏ MüÉ mÉÉlÉÏ qÉÉðaÉiÉå Wæû| mÉU AÉeÉMüsÉ ExÉ

xÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉDxÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉDxÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉDxÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉDxÉåWûiÉ AÉæU xÉTüÉD
- UxÉÏlÉÉ- UxÉÏlÉÉ- UxÉÏlÉÉ- UxÉÏlÉÉ- UxÉÏlÉÉ, Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ oÉÏ LcÉ

lÉSÏ qÉåÇ QÕûoÉlÉå xÉå QûUÉuÉlÉÏ ÌoÉqÉÉUÏ MüÉå AÉqÉÇ§ÉhÉ
SåiÉå WæÇû| mÉWûsÉå iÉÉå aÉÇaÉÉ qÉåÇ QÕûoÉiÉå WûÏ rÉWû
ÌuÉcÉÉU jÉÉ ÌMü WûqÉÉUå mÉÉmÉ ÍqÉOû eÉÉLÆaÉå| aÉÇSå
mÉÉlÉÏ MüÉå mÉÏlÉå xÉå qÉlÉÑwrÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ xÉÉjÉ mÉzÉÑ
mÉ¤ÉÏ pÉÏ UÉåaÉ Måü ÍzÉMüÉU WûÉå UWû WæÇû ZÉåiÉ qÉåÇ
aÉÇSaÉÏ MüUlÉå xÉå uÉWû xÉÏkÉÉ WûqÉÉUå mÉåOû qÉåÇ mÉWÒðûcÉ
eÉÉiÉå WæÇû| oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå MüÉUZÉÉlÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÌoÉlÉÉ kÉÉårÉå
ZÉÉlÉå MüÐ cÉÏeÉÉåÇ MüÉå oÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû AÉæU uÉå WûqÉÉUå
mÉåOû qÉåÇ eÉÉMüU UÉåaÉ MüÉ MüÉUhÉ oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû|

ÌWûlSÏ qÉåÇ MüWûÉuÉiÉ Wæû “xÉTüÉD MüÐ zÉÑÃuÉÉiÉ AmÉlÉå qÉlÉ,
ÌuÉcÉÉU AÉæU ySrÉ MüÐ mÉÌuÉ§ÉiÉÉ xÉå MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL|“

WûqÉåÇ xÉTüÉD ÌMüxÉÏ Måü SoÉÉuÉ qÉåÇ AÉMüU lÉWûÏÇ
MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL oÉÎsMü AmÉlÉÏ xuÉåcNûÉ xÉå MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL|
xÉTüÉD LMü AcNûÏ AÉSiÉ Wæû AÉæU LMü iÉUÏMüÉ Wæû ÎeÉxÉxÉå
WûqÉ AmÉlÉÏ xÉåWûiÉ MüÉå ÌoÉaÉÄQûlÉå oÉcÉÉ xÉMüiÉå WæÇû| xÉTüÉD
WûqÉÉUÏ AÉSiÉ qÉåÇ zÉÉÍqÉsÉ WûÉålÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL| WûqÉåÇ xÉTüÉD xÉå
MüÉåD xÉqÉfÉÉæiÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüUlÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL| ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ ZÉÉlÉÉ AÉæU
mÉÏlÉÉ WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ Måü ÍsÉL AÌlÉuÉÉrÉï Wæû EiÉlÉÏ WûÏ xÉTüÉD
pÉÏ AÉuÉzrÉMü Wæû| WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå AÉxÉmÉÉxÉ AÉæU mÉËUxÉU MüÉå
xÉÉTü UZÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL| CxÉqÉåÇ WûqÉÉUÉ SåzÉ xÉÑlSU WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ
Wæû| xÉTüÉD UZÉlÉå xÉå WûqÉÉUÏ xÉåWûiÉ AcNûÏ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû|
xÉTüÉD UZÉlÉå xÉå xÉÉuÉïeÉÌlÉMü xÉåWûiÉ xÉÑkÉU eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| AÉæU
WûqÉÉUÉ SåzÉ xÉÑlSU WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| xÉTüÉD AÉeÉ MüÐ eÉÃUiÉ
Wæû| CxÉqÉåÇ WûÏ WûqÉ xÉoÉ MüÐ pÉsÉÉD Wæû|

qÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏqÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏqÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏqÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏqÉÉÎluÉiÉÉ oÉÏ
xÉ É Ís Ér É l ÉxÉ É Ís Ér É l ÉxÉ É Ís Ér É l ÉxÉ É Ís Ér É l ÉxÉ É Ís Ér É l É

Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ

Wåû eÉÏuÉlÉWåû eÉÏuÉlÉWåû eÉÏuÉlÉWåû eÉÏuÉlÉWåû eÉÏuÉlÉ
Wåû eÉÏuÉlÉ! CxÉ NûÉåOûÏ xÉÏ ÎeÉlSaÉÏ qÉåÇ MüU sÉÉå MÑüNû AcNûÉ MüÉqÉ!

AÉeÉ lÉWûÏ ÇiÉÉå MüsÉ xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ sÉåÇaÉå iÉÑqWûÉUÉ lÉÉqÉ!
oÉæPåû oÉæPåû CxÉ AqÉÔsrÉ xÉqÉrÉ MüÉå lÉ¹ qÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ!

CxÉ kÉUiÉÏ qÉÉð MüÉ lÉÉqÉ UÉåzÉlÉ MüUlÉÉ!
AÉæU WûqÉåzÉÉ qÉÉlÉ UZÉlÉÉ!
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LMü sÉÄQûMüÐ MüD xÉÉUÏ cÉÏeÉÉåÇ xÉå LMü AÌuÉwMüÉU
MüU UWûÏ Wæû| uÉWû LMü ZÉÑsÉå qÉæSÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü oÉYxÉå Måü
FmÉU oÉæPûMüU AmÉlÉÉ LMü AÌuÉwMüÉU MüU UWûÏ Wæû|

qÉæSÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÏ cÉÏeÉåÇ WæÇû ÎeÉlWåÇû ExÉlÉå oÉlÉÉrÉÉ
Wæû| ExÉlÉå LMü eÉÉlÉuÉU MüÉ UÉåoÉÉåOû oÉlÉÉrÉÉ Wæû AÉæU CxÉMåü
AsÉÉuÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÏ cÉÏeÉåÇ ExÉlÉå oÉlÉÉrÉÏ Wæû| uÉWû cÉzqÉÉ
mÉWûlÉMüU aÉÉåaÉsxÉ eÉæxÉÉ mÉWûlÉMüU AmÉlÉå WûÉjÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ AmÉlÉå
²ÉUÉ oÉlÉÉL aÉL asÉoxÉ mÉWûlÉMüU ÌMüxÉÏ cÉÏeÉ MüÉå oÉlÉÉ
UWûÏ Wæû|

AÌuÉwMüÉU MüUlÉå xÉå WûqÉÉUÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ AÉæU oÉÄRåûaÉÉ AÉæU
WûqÉåÇ MüD cÉÏeÉÉåÇ MüÐ eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| AÌuÉwMüÉU
MüUlÉå xÉå SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÉå AÌuÉwMüÉU MüUlÉå MüÐ mÉëåUhÉÉ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ
Wæû| AaÉU LMü AmÉlÉå AÌuÉwMüÉU qÉåÇ xÉTüsÉ WûÉå aÉrÉÉ iÉÉå
uÉWû SåzÉ Måü ÍsÉL oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ Wæû|

AÌuÉwMüÉU AcNåû WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ oÉÎsMü oÉÑUå pÉÏ WûÉå xÉMüiÉå
WæÇû| WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå AÌuÉwMüÉUÉåÇ MüÉå AcNåû MüÉqÉåÇ Måü ÍsÉL

eÉ É Ì l ÉzÉ ÉeÉ É Ì l ÉzÉ ÉeÉ É Ì l ÉzÉ ÉeÉ É Ì l ÉzÉ ÉeÉ É Ì l ÉzÉ É
mÉëjÉqÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ ‘xÉÏ’

EmÉrÉÉåaÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL| WûqÉåÇ
AÌuÉwMüÉUÉåÇ MüÉå SÕxÉUÉå MüÉå oÉoÉÉïS
MüUlÉå Måü ÍsÉL lÉWûÏ MüUlÉÉ
cÉÉÌWûL| oÉÑUå AÌuÉwMüÉUÉåÇ SåzÉ Måü
ÍsÉL WûÉÌlÉMüÉUMü Wæû|

AcNåû AÌuÉwMüÉU xÉTüsÉ
WûÉålÉå mÉU qÉlÉ MüÉå ZÉÑbÉÏ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| ÌuÉbuÉ qÉåÇ MüD xÉÉUå
AÌuÉwMüÉU MüUlÉå uÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ AÉeÉ pÉÏ xÉÇxÉÉU qÉåÇ
AqÉU Wæû| eÉÊlÉ QûÉsÉOûlÉ, aÉæÍsÉÍsÉrÉÉå aÉæÍsÉÍsÉ AÉÌS AmÉlÉå
AÌuÉwMüÉUÉåÇ Måü MüÉUhÉ AÉeÉ pÉÏ mÉëÍxÉ® Wæû| rÉWû sÉÄQûMüÐ
mÉÔUå AÉiqÉÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ ClÉ qÉWûÉlÉ urÉÌYiÉrÉÉåÇ Måü eÉæxÉå
oÉlÉlÉå MüÐ mÉÔUÏ MüÉåÍzÉzÉ MüU UWûÏ Wæû| uÉWû mÉÔUÏ qÉåWûlÉiÉ
Måü xÉå AmÉlÉÉ MüÉqÉ MüU UWûÏ Wæû| CxÉ sÉÄQûMüÐ xÉå MüD
sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉå mÉëåUhÉÉ ÍqÉsÉ xÉMüiÉÏ Wæû|

“AÌuÉwMüÉU LMü AÉåU SåzÉ Måü ÍsÉL uÉUSÉlÉ Wæû iÉÉå
SÕxÉUÏ AÉåU AÍpÉwÉÉmÉ pÉÏ Wæû|”

ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ
oÉlÉ UWûÏ LMü lÉD SÒÌlÉrÉÉ,
ÎeÉxÉå oÉlÉÉ UWåÇû WæÇû sÉÉåaÉ,
ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ MüÉ xÉÉjÉ AmÉlÉÉ MüU,
UWûÏ lÉ AoÉ MüWûÏÇ UÉåMü|

oÉÄRûiÉå xÉqÉrÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ,
oÉÄRû UWûÉ Wæû ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ Måü mÉëÌiÉ,
sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ MüÉ eÉÉåzÉ,
iÉÉå YrÉÉåÇ QûÉsÉÉ eÉÉ UWûÉ eÉÉ UWûÉ Wæû
ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ mÉU SÉåwÉ ?

ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ cÉÏeÉÉåÇ xÉå WûÉå UWûÏ Wæû AÉxÉÉlÉÏ,
MüÉqÉ ÍNûlÉ aÉL sÉÉåaÉÉåÇ Måü,
CxÉÍsÉL Wæû mÉUåzÉÉlÉÏ,
rÉWû oÉÉiÉ xÉoÉ lÉå lÉ eÉÉlÉÏ|

oÉÄRûiÉå-oÉÄRûiÉå SÒÌlÉrÉÉ CiÉlÉÏ AÉaÉå oÉÄRû aÉD,
mÉiÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüsÉ WûU eÉaÉWû ÌSZÉå mÉÑiÉsÉå MüWûÏÇ|
rÉWû xÉcÉ Wæû ÌMü ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ MüÐ Wæû oÉWÒûiÉ qÉåWûUoÉÉlÉÏ,
mÉU erÉÉSÉ CxiÉåqÉÉsÉ xÉå WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû WûÉÌlÉ|

xÉqÉrÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ oÉÄRûÉå, mÉU AÉiqÉÌlÉpÉïU pÉÏ UWûÉå!
MüWûÏÇ AÍkÉMü FÇcÉÉDrÉÉåÇ xÉå mÉUåzÉÉlÉÏ lÉ WûÉå!
WûÉð ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ xÉTüsÉiÉÉLÆ sÉÉrÉÉ Wæû
CxÉxÉå sÉÉpÉ xÉoÉlÉå mÉÉrÉÉ Wæû
CxÉqÉåÇ jÉÉåÄQûÏ oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÑUÉDrÉÉð WæÇû
WûqÉ lÉå ApÉÏ iÉMü SåZÉÏ AcNûÉDrÉÉð WæÇû

AÌuÉwMüÉUAÌuÉwMüÉUAÌuÉwMüÉUAÌuÉwMüÉUAÌuÉwMüÉU

ÄeÉÉTüUÏlÉ TüÌiÉqÉÉeÉÉTüUÏlÉ TüÌiÉqÉÉeÉÉTüUÏlÉ TüÌiÉqÉÉeÉÉTüUÏlÉ TüÌiÉqÉÉeÉÉTüUÏlÉ TüÌiÉqÉÉ
mÉëjÉqÉ oÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ

‘xÉÏ’

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○
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ÌSlÉ-mÉëÌiÉÌSlÉ oÉÄRûiÉÏ qÉWðûaÉÉD, MüqÉ mÉÄQû eÉÉiÉÏ
DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ MüÐ MüqÉÉD| WûqÉÉUÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉAÉåÇ MüÐ
kÉqÉïzÉÉsÉÉ Wæû| WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ xÉqÉxrÉÉLÇ AÉiÉÏ-eÉÉiÉÏ
UWûiÉÏ WæÇû, mÉUliÉÑ qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÐ xÉqÉxrÉÉ, LMü LåxÉÏ xÉqÉxrÉÉ
Wæû eÉÉå WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ bÉU MüUMåü oÉæPûÏ Wæû| uÉiÉïqÉÉlÉ xÉqÉrÉ
qÉåÇ qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÐ xÉqÉxrÉÉ LMü pÉrÉÇMüU ÃmÉ sÉå cÉÑMüÐ Wæû|
oÉÄRûiÉÏ qÉWðûaÉÉD AÉæU pÉë¹ÉcÉÉU Måü MüÉUhÉ, AqÉÏU AÉæU
AqÉÏU WûÉå UWûÉ Wæû AÉæU aÉUÏoÉ, aÉUÏoÉÏ Måü SsÉSsÉ qÉåÇ
TðüxÉiÉÉ eÉÉ UWûÉ Wæû|

qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ AjÉï Wæû-eÉÏuÉlÉ
Måü ÍsÉL AÉuÉzrÉMü uÉxiÉÑAÉåÇ Måü
qÉÔsrÉ qÉåÇ uÉ×Î®| UÉåOûÏ, MümÉÄQûÉ,
qÉMüÉlÉ, ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ AÉæU qÉlÉÉåUÇeÉlÉ
AÉeÉ Måü qÉlÉÑwrÉ MüÐ qÉÔsÉpÉÔiÉ
AÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉLÇ WæÇû|

qÉWðûaÉÉD Måü AlÉåMü MüÉUhÉ
WûÉåiÉå WæÇû| xÉÔZÉÉ, oÉÉÄRû AÉÌS mÉëÉM×üÌiÉMü
MüÉUhÉÉåÇ xÉå TüxÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐ eÉÉå WûÌlÉ
WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû, ExÉxÉå ZÉÉ±-mÉSÉjÉÉåïÇ
MüqÉÏ mÉæSÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû| xÉÎoeÉrÉÉåÇ Måü
SÉqÉ oÉÄRû eÉÉiÉåÇ WæÇû| MüÉårÉsÉÉ,
mÉåOíûÉåsÉ, MåüUÉåxÉÏlÉ AÉÌS DÇkÉlÉÉåÇ
MüÐ qÉÔsrÉ uÉ×Î® xÉå pÉÏ qÉWðûaÉÉD oÉÄRûiÉÏ Wæû| qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÐ
xÉqÉxrÉÉ MüÉ mÉëqÉÑZÉ MüÉUhÉ eÉlÉxÉÇZrÉÉ qÉåÇ iÉÏuÉë uÉ×Î® Wæû|
eÉlÉxÉÇZrÉÉ Måü AlÉÑmÉÉiÉ qÉåÇ eÉÃUÏ uÉxiÉÑAÉåÇ MüÉ EimÉÉSlÉ
lÉWûÏÇ WûÉåiÉÉ ÎeÉxÉxÉå qÉWðûaÉÉD oÉÄRûiÉÏ Wæû|

qÉWðûaÉÉD MüD SÒwmÉËUhÉÉqÉÉåÇ Måü eÉlqÉ SåiÉÏ Wæû| eÉÃUÏ
uÉxiÉÑAÉåÇ Måü SÉqÉ oÉÄRûlÉå xÉå xÉÉqÉÉlrÉ eÉlÉiÉÉ MüÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ
ÌlÉuÉÉïWû MüÌPûlÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| qÉkrÉqÉ uÉaÉï MüÐ xÉqÉxrÉÉLÇ
pÉrÉÉlÉMü ÃmÉ kÉÉUhÉ MüU sÉåiÉÏ Wæû| aÉUÏoÉ sÉÉåaÉ cÉÉWåû
ÌSlÉ-UÉiÉ YrÉÉåÇ lÉ MüÉqÉ MüU sÉåÇ, uÉå AmÉlÉÉ mÉåOû lÉWûÏÇ pÉU

mÉÉiÉå| aÉUÏoÉ oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå AmÉlÉÏ
mÉÄRûÉD oÉÏcÉ qÉåÇ WûÏ NûÉåÄQûMüU
oÉÉsÉ-qÉeÉSÕUÏ MüUlÉÏ mÉÄQûiÉÏ Wæû|
qÉkrÉqÉ uÉaÉï Måü sÉÉåaÉ MüÄeÉï Måü
pÉÉU xÉå SoÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû| cÉÉåUÏ,
Q ûM æ ü i É Ï , pÉ ë¹ÉcÉ ÉU AÉÌS
xÉÉqÉÉÎeÉMü oÉÑUÉCrÉÉåÇ Måü mÉÏNåû qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ WûÏ ÌuÉzÉåwÉ WûÉjÉ
Wæû| CxÉ pÉrÉÇMüU xÉqÉxrÉÉ xÉå qÉÑÌ£ü mÉUlÉå Måü ÍsÉL MÑüNû
EmÉÉrÉ MüUlÉå cÉÉÌWûL| xÉUMüÉU MüÉå mÉËUuÉÉU ÌlÉrÉÉåeÉlÉ

MüÉrÉï¢üqÉ MüÉå iÉåeÉÏ xÉå cÉsÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL iÉÉÌMü eÉlÉxÉÇZrÉÉ
uÉ×Î® mÉU UÉåMü sÉaÉ xÉMåü| pÉë¹ÉcÉÉU MüÉå UÉåMülÉå Måü ÍsÉL
MüPûÉåU MüSqÉ EPûÉlÉå cÉÉÌWûL| aÉëÉWûMü MüÉå AmÉlÉå AÍkÉMüÉUÉåÇ
Måü ÌuÉwÉrÉ qÉåÇ eÉÉlÉMüÉUÏ WûÉålÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL YrÉÉåÇÌMü AaÉU MüÉåD
SÒMüÉlÉSÉlÉ xÉÉqÉÉlÉ erÉÉSÉ SÉqÉ qÉå oÉåcÉå iÉÉå ExÉMåü
ÎZÉsÉÉTü MüÉUïuÉÉD WûÉå xÉMåü|

mÉUliÉÑ rÉWû xÉÉUå MüÉqÉ xÉUMüÉU AMåüsÉå lÉWûÏ MüU
xÉMüiÉÏ, eÉlÉiÉÉ MüÉ mÉÔUÉ xÉWûrÉÉåaÉ WûÉålÉÉ AÉuÉzrÉMü Wæû| iÉpÉÏ
CxÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉ MüÉ AÇiÉ WûÉå xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû|

xuÉÉÌiÉ mÉ æxuÉÉÌiÉ mÉ æxuÉÉÌiÉ mÉ æxuÉÉÌiÉ mÉ æxuÉÉÌiÉ mÉ æ
Ì²iÉÏrÉ mÉÏ xÉÏ LqÉ oÉÏ ‘oÉÏ’

qÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉqÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉqÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉqÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉqÉWðûaÉÉD MüÉ xÉqÉxrÉÉ
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YrÉÉ AÉmÉ xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ UWûlÉå MüÉ qÉeÉÉ
eÉÉlÉiÉå WûÉå? AÉeÉ-MüsÉ iÉÉå oÉWÒûiÉ MüqÉ Wæû xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ
mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ UWûlÉÉ| LMü xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU WûÉåiÉÉ YrÉÉ Wæû?
AmÉlÉå qÉÉð, ÌmÉiÉÉ, pÉÉD, oÉWûlÉ Måü AsÉÉuÉÉ MÑüNû AÉæU
sÉÉåaÉ eÉæxÉå SÉSÉ, SÉSÏ, lÉÉlÉÉ, lÉÉlÉÏ, iÉÉrÉÉ eÉÏ, cÉÉcÉÉ,
cÉÉcÉÏ, qÉÉqÉÉ, qÉÉqÉÏ AÉæU pÉÏ ËUziÉåSÉUÉåÇ Måü xÉÉjÉ UWûlÉÉ
WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ  mÉËUuÉÉU|

eÉoÉ LMü bÉU qÉåÇ erÉÉSÉ sÉÉåaÉ UWûiÉå xÉoÉMüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ
LMü WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû| ZÉÑzÉÏ SÒaÉÑlÉÏ pÉÏ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| sÉåÌMülÉ
rÉWû WûqÉåzÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ WûÉåiÉÉ| MüpÉÏ - MüpÉÏ MÑüNû NûÉåOûÏ-qÉÉåOûÏ
aÉsÉiÉTüWûqÉÏ MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ SUÉU pÉÏ AÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû|
rÉWû iÉÉå WûÉålÉÉ WûÏ Wæû| MüÉåD qÉlÉÑwrÉ WûU cÉÏeÉ qÉå AcNûÉ
lÉWûÏÇ WûÉå xÉMüiÉÉ (Perfect) ExÉÏ iÉUWû WûU mÉËUuÉÉU pÉÏ
WûqÉåzÉÉ MÑüNû pÉÏ MüÌPûlÉÉD Måü oÉaÉæU lÉWûÏÇ WûÉå xÉMüiÉÉ|
MüÌPûlÉÉD, SUÉU oÉlÉiÉÏ UWûiÉÏ Wæû NûÉåOûÏ-NûÉåOûÏ aÉsÉÌiÉrÉÉåÇ MüÐ
uÉeÉWû xÉå, eÉoÉ ExÉ aÉsÉiÉÏ rÉÉ aÉsÉiÉTüWûqÉÏ MüÉå xÉÑkÉÉUÉ
eÉÉL iÉpÉÏ iÉÉå oÉlÉiÉå WæÇû mÉËUuÉÉU| ClÉ SUÉUÉåÇ MüÉå oÉÇS MüUiÉÉ
Wæû mÉËUuÉÉU| eÉoÉ MüÉåD LMü SÕxÉUå xÉå lÉÉUÉeÉ WûÉå pÉÏ eÉÉL
iÉÉå xÉoÉ ÍqÉsÉMüU ElWåÇû ÍqÉsÉÉlÉå MüÐ MüÉåÍzÉzÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû|
AÉæU AaÉU MüpÉÏ uÉWû pÉÏ lÉ cÉsÉå iÉÉå NûÉåOûÏ-NûÉåOûÏ bÉU
MüÐ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉð WûÏ ElWåÇû ÍqÉsÉÉ sÉåiÉÏ Wæû|

xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå qÉeÉåSÉU oÉÉiÉ oÉiÉÉFÆ?
uÉWû iÉoÉ Wæû eÉoÉ xÉoÉ ÍqÉsÉMüU LMü eÉaÉWû qÉåÇ oÉæPûMüU
AmÉlÉÏ oÉÉiÉåÇ, MüWûÉÌlÉrÉÉð, xÉoÉ oÉiÉÉiÉå WæÇû| NûÉåOûÏ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉð
eÉæxÉå bÉU qÉåÇ lÉrÉÉ lÉlWûÉ-xÉÉ mrÉÉUÉ oÉŠÉ mÉæSÉ WûÉå| eÉoÉ
NÒûÌOûOûrÉÉåÇ Måü ÌSlÉ xÉoÉ ÍqÉsÉMüU ÌmÉYcÉU SåZÉåÇ, ÌMüxÉÏ oÉÉiÉ
mÉU NûÉåOûÏ-NûÉåOûÏ sÉÄQûÉD rÉÉ fÉaÉÄQåû MüUåÇ| rÉWû xÉoÉ WûÉåiÉÉ
Wæû LMü mÉËUuÉÉU MüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ LMüSqÉ eÉæxÉå ÌTüsqÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ oÉiÉÉD
eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| iÉÉå ÌTüU qÉæ LMü NûÉåOûÏ xÉÏ MüWûÉlÉÏ oÉiÉÉEÆaÉÏ
eÉÉå LMü mÉËUuÉÉU MüÉå xÉWûÏ xÉå AjÉï oÉiÉÉL|

LMü mÉËUuÉÉU UWûÉ MüUiÉÉ jÉÉ| xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU| SÉSÏ,
ElÉMåü SÉå oÉåOåû, ElÉMüÐ LMü oÉåOûÏ, AÉæU mÉÉåiÉå-mÉÉåÌiÉrÉÉð,
mÉÌilÉrÉÉð ... xÉoÉ oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ qÉåÇ UWûiÉå jÉå| WûU ÌSlÉ xÉuÉåUå

bÉU MüÐ qÉÌWûsÉÉLÆ EPûiÉÏ jÉÏ, oÉŠå AÉæU ElÉMåü mÉÌiÉ xÉÉå
UWåû WûÉåiÉå jÉå| qÉÌWûsÉÉLÇ LMü-LMü ÍqÉsÉMüU xÉuÉåUå MüÉ MüÉqÉ
MüUiÉÏ jÉÏ, ÌTüU LMü-LMü MüU bÉU Måü xÉoÉ eÉlÉ EPûiÉå
AÉæU lÉÉziÉÉ MüUiÉå| uÉæxÉÉ WûÏ LMü AÉqÉ ÌSlÉ jÉÉ eÉoÉ
AcÉÉlÉMü oÉÄQåû oÉåOåû MüÐ mÉ¦ÉÏ MüÉ xÉÉålÉå MüÉ WûÉU cÉÉåUÏ
WûÉå aÉrÉÉ| ÌTüU oÉÉiÉÉåÇ-oÉÉiÉÉåÇ mÉU xÉoÉ CsÉeÉÉqÉ ElÉMüÐ lÉlÉS
(ElÉMüÐ WûÏ ÍqÉ§É) mÉU AÉrÉÉ| ElWûÉålÉå oÉWÒûiÉ xÉqÉfÉÉrÉÉ mÉU
bÉU MüÐ oÉÄQûÏ oÉWÕû lÉ qÉÉlÉÏ| uÉæxÉå bÉU MüÐ ZÉÑzÉÏ ÍNûlÉ
aÉrÉÏ jÉÏ| ElÉ SÉålÉÉå MüÉ aÉÑxxÉÉ SåZÉ ÌMüxÉÏ MüÉå MÑüNû
AcNûÉ lÉWûÏ sÉaÉ UWûÉ jÉÉ| oÉWÒûiÉ lÉå ElWåÇû xÉqÉfÉÉrÉÉ sÉÌMülÉ
uÉWû SÉålÉÉå ÍqÉ§É lÉ qÉÉlÉÏ| jÉÉåÄQåû ÌSlÉ oÉÏiÉ eÉÉlÉå mÉU eÉoÉ
bÉU MüÐ NûÉåOûÏ oÉåOûÏ AÉÇaÉlÉ qÉåÇ ZÉåsÉ UWûÏ jÉÏ iÉÉå uÉWû
WûÉU ÍqÉsÉ aÉrÉÉ| uÉWû ÍqÉûÌOû Måü AlSU SoÉÉ mÉÄQûÉ jÉÉ eÉæxÉå
MüÉåD ÌoÉssÉÏ MüÉ MüÉqÉ WûÉå| eÉoÉ oÉWÕû MüÉå mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ ÌMü
uÉWû aÉsÉiÉ jÉÏ ElWûÉålÉå AmÉlÉå lÉlÉS xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ qÉÉTüÐ qÉÉÇaÉÏ,
sÉåÌMülÉ eÉÉå xÉoÉ ExÉ lÉlÉS lÉå xÉWûÉ fÉÔPûÏ CsÉeÉÉqÉ MüÐ
uÉeÉWû xÉå, uÉWû MüpÉÏ lÉ xÉÑlÉÏ| uÉæxÉå pÉÏ ÌSlÉ oÉÏiÉå ExÉ
mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ AÉæU LMü ÌSlÉ oÉÄQûÏ oÉWÕû oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÏqÉÉU mÉÄQû
aÉD, CiÉlÉÉ ÌMü zÉÉrÉS uÉWû qÉU WûÏ eÉÉiÉÏ| ElÉMüÉ ÌMüQûlÉÏ
TåüsÉ WûÉå aÉrÉÉ jÉÉ| eÉoÉ lÉlÉS rÉWû oÉÉiÉ xÉÑlÉÏ ElÉxÉå AoÉ
UWûÉ lÉ aÉrÉÉ AÉæU ElÉMüÐ qÉÉTüÐ xuÉÏMüÉU MüU sÉÏ| xÉoÉ
xÉqÉrÉ uÉWû AmÉlÉÏ pÉÉpÉÏ MüÉ ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉiÉÏ UWûÏÇ AÉæU ElWåÇû
LMü ÌMüQûlÉÏ QûÉålÉU ÍqÉsÉÉ AÉæU jÉÉåQåûÄ ÌSlÉ qÉåÇ uÉWû
iÉÇSÃxiÉ WûÉå aÉrÉÏ|

CxÉ MüWûÉlÉÏ xÉå qÉåUÉ qÉÉlÉlÉÉ Wæû ÌMü AoÉ ElÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ
MüÉ ËUziÉÉ AÉæU pÉÏ qÉeÉoÉÔiÉ WÒûAÉ| LåxÉå WûÏ oÉlÉiÉÏ Wæû
xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU|

xÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉUxÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉUxÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉUxÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉUxÉÇrÉÑYiÉ mÉËUuÉÉU
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qÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉ rÉWû AÉeÉ qÉåUÉ ÌuÉwÉrÉ Wæû
YrÉÉåÇÌMü AaÉU qÉÑfÉå uÉYiÉ ÍqÉsÉÉ iÉÉå qÉæÇ LMü mÉÔUÏ mÉÑxiÉMü
ÍsÉZÉ xÉMüiÉÏ WÕðû| AÉeÉ Måü rÉÑaÉ qÉåÇ qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ MüÉå oÉWÒûiÉ
FÆcÉÉ UZÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| mÉUÇiÉÑ MüWûÏÇ lÉ MüWûÏÇ AÉeÉ Måü rÉÑaÉ
qÉåÇ pÉÏ qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ MüÉ mÉÑÃwÉ xÉå MüqÉ xjÉÉlÉ ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû|
AÉeÉ MüÐ qÉÌWûsÉÉLÆ WûU
¤Éå§É qÉåÇ AmÉlÉÉ lÉÉqÉ MüqÉÉrÉÉ
Wæû| LåxÉÉ MüÉåD MüÉqÉ lÉWûÏÇ
ÎeÉxÉqÉå qÉÌWûsÉÉ MüÐ EmÉÎxjÉÌiÉ
lÉ WûÉå| mÉëÉcÉÏlÉ xÉqÉrÉ xÉå WûÏ
qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ MüÉå SåuÉÏ qÉÉlÉÉ
eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû YrÉÉåÇÌMü qÉÌWûsÉÉ
eÉlqÉSÉ§ÉÏ Wæû, ElWûÏÇ xÉå
xÉÇxÉÉU cÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| mÉÑUÉiÉlÉ
MüÉsÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå oÉÄQåû-
oÉÄQåû rÉÉå®É Îx§ÉrÉÉð WæÇû| Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ
xÉå rÉWû mÉÔUÉ xÉÇxÉÉU cÉsÉiÉÉ
Wæû| mÉUliÉÑ YrÉÉåÇ Îx§ÉrÉÉð xÉoÉxÉå erÉÉSÉ PåûxÉ ZÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû? YrÉÉåÇ
ElWåÇû MÑüNû AcNûÉ WûÉÍxÉsÉ MüUlÉå Måü oÉÉS pÉÏ EiÉlÉÉ
xÉqqÉÉlÉ lÉWûÏÇ ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ?

qÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÎYiÉMüUhÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ mÉWûsÉå AmÉlÉå bÉU
xÉå WûÏ zÉÑÃ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû| lÉuÉrÉÑaÉ MüÐ x§ÉÏ oÉWÒûiÉ MüÌPûlÉÉDrÉÉåÇ
xÉå aÉÑeÉU UWûÏÇ WæÇû, bÉU MüÉ MüÉqÉ, oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå xÉÇpÉÉsÉlÉÉ,
bÉU Måü AlrÉ xÉSxrÉÉåÇ MüÐ SåZÉpÉÉsÉ MüUlÉÉ ExÉqÉåÇ xÉå
xÉoÉxÉå qÉÑZrÉ ElÉMåü ZÉÑS MüÉ MüÉrÉï rÉÉÌlÉ BÌTüxÉ MüÉ
MüÉqÉ| CxÉ qÉWûÉqÉÉUÏ qÉåÇ xÉoÉ BlÉsÉÉDlÉ WûÉålÉå xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ
xÉÉUÏ MüÌPûlÉÉDrÉÉÇ WûÉå UWûÏ Wæû| Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉå zÉÉËUËUMü AÉæU
qÉÉlÉÍxÉMü Mü¹ WûÉå UWûÉ Wæû mÉUliÉÑ AaÉU bÉU Måü xÉSxrÉ
ElWåÇû qÉSS MüUiÉå iÉÉå uÉWû WûsMüÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ mÉUliÉÑ mÉÑÃwÉÉåÇ
Måü qÉlÉ qÉåÇ LMü WûÏ xÉÉåcÉ Wæû ÌMü mÉÑÃwÉ bÉU MüÉ MüÉqÉ
lÉWûÏÇ MüUiÉå| rÉWû aÉÇSÏ xÉÉåcÉ ElWåÇû ÌlÉMüÉsÉ SålÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL|

AaÉsÉÏ oÉÉiÉ Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ Måü xÉqqÉÉlÉ Måü ÌuÉwÉrÉ mÉU|
Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉå ElÉMåü MüÉrÉïxjÉsÉ qÉåÇ xÉqqÉÉlÉ oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ AÍkÉMü
ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû| ElÉMüÉå ElÉMåü MüÉqÉ Måü ÍsÉL mÉÑÃwÉÉåÇ xÉå MüqÉ
UMüqÉ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû| CxÉMüÐ uÉeÉWû Wæû x§ÉÏ LMü TÔüsÉ MüsÉÏ
Wæû| x§ÉÏ AaÉU TÔüsÉ MüsÉÏ Wæû iÉÉå uÉWû pÉSì MüÉsÉÏ pÉÏ
WûÉå xÉMüiÉÏ Wæû| CxÉ xÉqÉÉeÉ qÉåÇ ElWåû ÌMüiÉlÉÉ pÉÏ SoÉÉrÉÉ
WûÉå mÉUliÉÑ AaÉU uÉWû MÑüNû cÉÉWåûaÉÏ iÉÉå uÉWû ExÉå mÉ‚üÉ
WûÉÍxÉsÉ MüU sÉåiÉÏ Wæû| AlÉåMü ¤Éå§ÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ lÉå lÉÉqÉ

MüqÉÉrÉÉ Wæû mÉUliÉÑ AÉeÉ Måü rÉÑaÉ qÉåÇ pÉÏ MüD sÉÉåaÉ WæÇû
ÎeÉlWåÇû sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû Îx§ÉrÉÉÇ ÍxÉTïü UxÉÉåD bÉU qÉåÇ oÉæPûMüU UÉåOûÏ
mÉMüÉ xÉMüiÉÏ Wæû mÉU CxÉÏ xÉÉåcÉ uÉÉsÉÉåÇ MüÉ xÉÉåcÉ MüÉå
oÉSsÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL AlÉåMü Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ lÉå xÉÉÌoÉiÉ MüU ÌSrÉÉ Wæû
ÌMü uÉå ÌMüxÉÏ xÉå MüqÉ lÉWûÏÇ WæÇû|

AaÉsÉÉ ÌuÉwÉrÉ qÉÌWûsÉÉ WûirÉÉ
rÉÉ qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ mÉå WûÉålÉå uÉÉsÉå
AirÉÉcÉÉU Wæû| pÉÉUiÉ qÉåÇ qÉÉlÉÉ
eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü SåuÉÏ WûqÉÉUå pÉÉUiÉ
MüÉå aÉÉåS qÉåÇ sÉåMåü pÉÉUiÉ MüÐ
U¤ÉÉ MüUiÉÏ Wæû mÉUliÉÑ rÉWûÏ sÉÉåaÉ
qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ mÉU AirÉÉcÉÉU MüUiÉå
WæÇû| WûU UÉåeÉ LMü lÉ LMü ÌSlÉ
qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ mÉU, oÉŠÉåÇ mÉU
AirÉÉcÉÉU WûÉå UWåÇû WæÇû| CxÉ oÉÉiÉ
mÉU lÉ MüÉåD qÉÇ§ÉÏ aÉÉæU MüUiÉå WæÇû

lÉ MüÉåD lrÉÔeÉ uÉÉsÉå| qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ mÉU AirÉÉcÉÉU WûÉålÉå Måü
MüÉUhÉ pÉÉUiÉ MüÐ Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉå AmÉlÉå bÉU qÉåÇ UWûlÉå xÉå
bÉoÉUÉWûOû WûÉå UWûÏ Wæû| ElWåÇû oÉÉWûU eÉÉlÉå xÉå QûU sÉaÉ UWûÉ
Wæû| pÉærÉÉ-SÉSÉ MüWûsÉÉlÉå uÉÉsÉå rÉå mÉÑÃwÉ WûÏ qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ
mÉU AirÉÉcÉÉU MüU UWåÇû WæÇû| mÉU CxÉMüÉ MüÉåD EmÉÉrÉ lÉWûÏÇ
RÕÇûÄRûÉ eÉÉiÉÉ| sÉÄQûÌMürÉÉåÇ MüÉå MüWûÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû oÉÉWûU qÉiÉ
eÉÉAÉå, CiÉlÉÏ UÉiÉ MüÉå MüWûÉð eÉÉ UWûÏ Wæû AÉÌS, mÉU YrÉÉ
sÉÄQûMüÉåÇ MüÉå rÉWû lÉWûÏÇ MüWû xÉMüiÉå? sÉÄQûÌMürÉÉåÇ MüÐ C‹iÉ
MüUÉå, ElÉ mÉU AirÉÉcÉÉU lÉ MüUÉå|

BsÉÇÌmÉYxÉ rÉWû LMü ÌuÉzuÉ ZÉåsÉ xÉqÉÉUÉåWû Wæû CxÉqÉåÇ
oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUÏ qÉÌWûsÉÉAÉåÇ lÉå mÉëÍxÉÎ® mÉëÉmiÉ MüÐ Wæû ÌMüliÉÑ
mÉÑÃwÉÉåÇ Måü eÉÏiÉlÉå mÉU WûÏ EixÉuÉ qÉlÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| Ì¢üMåüOû
rÉWû pÉÉUiÉ MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå ÌmÉërÉ ZÉåsÉ ÍxÉTïü mÉÑÃwÉÉåÇ MüÉ ZÉåsÉ
SåZÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| LåxÉå oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå ZÉåsÉ WæÇû ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ
lÉå pÉÏ AÉzcÉrÉïcÉÌMüiÉ ZÉåsÉ ZÉåsÉMüU mÉëÍxÉÎ® mÉëÉmiÉ MüÐ
Wæû| qÉåUÏ rÉWû AÉzÉÉ Wæû ÌMü LMü ÌSlÉ xÉoÉ sÉÉåaÉ Îx§ÉrÉÉåÇ
MüÉå xÉqqÉÉlÉ Så AÉæU ElWåû pÉÏ xÉqÉÉeÉ qÉåÇ mÉÑÃwÉÉåÇ ÎeÉiÉlÉÉ
WûÏ xjÉÉlÉ ÍqÉsÉå|

qÉåUÏ rÉå AÉzÉÉ LMü lÉ LMü ÌSlÉ mÉÔUÏ WûÉå eÉoÉ
Îx§ÉrÉÉð bÉU xÉå oÉÉWûU eÉÉlÉå xÉå lÉ QûUåÇ| ElWåÇû xÉqÉÉeÉ Måü
SoÉÉuÉ xÉå lÉ aÉÑeÉUlÉÉ mÉÄQåû AÉæU ElWåÇû bÉU AÉæU MüÉrÉïxjÉsÉ
qÉåÇ qÉrÉÉïSÉ AÉæU xÉqqÉÉlÉ ÍqÉsÉå|

qÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉqÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉqÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉqÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉqÉÌWûsÉÉ xÉzÉÌYiÉMüUhÉ
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oÉUxÉÉåÇ xÉå qÉÉlÉuÉ AÉæU kÉUiÉÏ mÉU MüD eÉÏuÉ uÉ×¤É
rÉÉlÉÏ mÉåÄQûÉåÇ xÉå mÉëåqÉ MüUiÉå AÉrÉåÇ WæÇû| ElÉMüÉ xÉÇoÉÇkÉ eÉÇaÉsÉÉåÇ
Måü xÉÉjÉ oÉWÒûiÉ aÉWûUÉ UWûÉ Wæû| mÉåÄQû mÉÉækÉå eÉæxÉå ElÉMåü
mÉËUuÉÉU MüÉ LMü xÉSxrÉ WûÉå| AÉÌSqÉ xÉqÉrÉ Måü qÉÉlÉuÉ
mÉåÄQûÉåÇ MüÉå AmÉlÉÉ pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ qÉÉlÉÉ MüUiÉå jÉå| ElÉMüÉ rÉWû
MüWûlÉÉ jÉÉ ÌMü mÉåÄQû mÉÉækÉå WûÏ ElÉMåü pÉaÉuÉÉlÉ WæÇû| CxÉMüÉ
pÉÏ LMü qÉÔsÉ MüÉUhÉ Wæû ÌMü erÉÉSÉ xÉå erÉÉSÉ cÉÏeÉåÇ eÉÉå
WûqÉ AÉeÉMüsÉ CxiÉåqÉÉsÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû| ElÉqÉåÇ mÉåÄQûÉåÇ MüÉ WûÏ
mÉërÉÉåaÉ ÌMürÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| eÉæxÉå-eÉæxÉå qÉÉlÉuÉ mÉëeÉÉÌiÉ MüÉ
ÌuÉMüÉxÉ WûÉålÉå sÉaÉÉ uÉæxÉå-uÉæxÉå uÉWû xuÉÉjÉÏï oÉlÉiÉÉ cÉsÉÉ
aÉrÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå xuÉÉjÉï Måü ÍsÉL mÉåÄQûÉåÇ MüÉå oÉÄQûÏ qÉÉ§ÉÉ
qÉå MüÉOûlÉå sÉaÉÉ|

cÉÍsÉL AoÉ SåZÉiÉå WæÇû uÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉ MüÐ MÑüNû
AÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉLÇ-

uÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉ MüÉ qÉiÉsÉoÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû mÉÉækÉÉ sÉaÉÉlÉÉ AÉæU
ExÉ mÉÉækÉå MüÉå xÉqÉrÉ-xÉqÉrÉ mÉU ExÉMåü mÉÉsÉlÉ mÉÉåwÉhÉ MüÉ
AcNûÏ iÉUWû xÉå krÉÉlÉ UZÉlÉÉ| uÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉ MüÉ oÉxÉ rÉWûÏ
LMü MüÉqÉ lÉWûÏÇ Wæû ÌMü mÉÉækÉÉ sÉaÉÉL ExÉ mÉÉækÉå MüÉå oÉÄRûlÉå
AÉæU LMü NûÉåOåû xÉå mÉÉækÉå xÉå LMü bÉlÉÉ NûÉrÉÉSÉU mÉåÄQû oÉlÉlÉå
qÉåÇ qÉSS MüUåÇ| MüÉUhÉ eÉoÉ AÉmÉ ExÉMüÐ ApÉÏ SåZÉpÉÉsÉ
MüUiÉå WæÇû iÉÉå pÉÌuÉwrÉ qÉåÇ uÉWû AÉmÉMüÐ MüD iÉUWû xÉå qÉSS
MüUåÇaÉå|

YrÉÉ AÉmÉlÉå MüpÉÏ xÉÉåcÉÉ Wæû ÌMü WûqÉÉUÏ xÉÉðxÉÉåÇ MüÉ
AÉlÉÉ eÉÉlÉÉ MæüxÉå WûÉåiÉÉ rÉÉ ÌTüU WûqÉÇ xÉÉÇxÉ sÉålÉå qÉåÇ qÉSS
MüÉælÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû?

LåxÉå MüD ÌuÉcÉÉU AÉmÉMåü qÉlÉ qÉåÇ EimÉ³É WûÉåiÉå WûÉåÇaÉå
YrÉÉåÇ xÉWûÏ MüWûÉ lÉÉ qÉæÇlÉå? cÉÍsÉL AÉmÉMåü qÉlÉ qÉåÇ EPû

UWåû MüÉåsÉÉWûsÉ MüÉå zÉÉÇiÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû|
xÉÉÇxÉÉåÇ MüÉ AÉlÉÉ eÉÉlÉÉ pÉÏ uÉ×¤É rÉÉlÉÏ
mÉåÄQûÉå mÉU ÌlÉpÉïU WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû ÎeÉiÉlÉå erÉÉSÉ
mÉåÄQû EiÉlÉÏ erÉÉSÉ zÉÑ® WûuÉÉ AÉæU
EiÉlÉÉ WûÏ BYxÉÏeÉlÉ rÉÉlÉÏ xÉÉðxÉ|

MüpÉÏ xÉÉåcÉÉ Wæû AaÉU mÉåÄQû mÉÉækÉå
lÉ WûÉåiÉå iÉÉå YrÉÉ WûÉåiÉÉ? AaÉU mÉåÄQû
mÉÉækÉå MüqÉ WûÉåiÉå iÉÉå BYxÉÏeÉlÉ rÉÉlÉÏ

xÉÉðxÉ MüÐ qÉÉ§ÉÉ MüqÉ WûÉålÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ AÉæU qÉÉlÉuÉ mÉëeÉÉÌiÉ
MüÉå xÉÉUÏ MüÌPûlÉÉCrÉÉåÇ MüÉ xÉÉqÉlÉÉ MüUlÉÉ mÉÄQûiÉÉ YrÉÉåÇÌMü
qÉÉlÉuÉ zÉUÏU Måü ÍsÉL xÉÉðxÉÉåÇ MüÉ cÉsÉlÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ AÉuÉzrÉMü
Wæû uÉUlÉÉ uÉWû iÉÉå LMü ÌlÉeÉÏïuÉ uÉxiÉÑ Wæû| CxÉxÉå rÉWû
pÉsÉÏpÉÉÇÌiÉ mÉiÉÉ cÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü uÉ×¤É WûÏ WûqÉÉUå ÌlÉeÉÏïuÉ
zÉUÏU qÉåÇ eÉÏuÉ sÉÉlÉå MüÉ MüÉqÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû| uÉWû pÉÏ ÌoÉlÉÉ
ÌMüxÉÏ xuÉÉjÉï Måü|

oÉxÉ rÉWûÏ lÉWûÏÇ uÉ×¤É WûqÉåÇ TüsÉ, SuÉÉDrÉÉÇ, sÉMüÄQûÏ
eÉæxÉå MüD cÉÏeÉåÇ LåxÉÏ cÉÏeÉåÇ Så?iÉå WæÇû eÉÉå WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ
Måü ÍsÉL AirÉÇiÉ AÉuÉzrÉMü Wæû|

iÉÉå AÉmÉ AmÉlÉÏ kÉUiÉÏ MüÉå oÉcÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL NûÉåOûÉ
xÉÉ rÉÉåaÉSÉlÉ Så xÉMüiÉå WæÇû| eÉæxÉå AmÉlÉå bÉU Måü mÉÉxÉ MüÉåD
pÉÏ TüsÉ MüÉ mÉÉækÉÉ sÉaÉÉLÇ AÉæU ExÉMüÐ SåZÉpÉÉsÉ MüUåÇ|

AÉæU WûqÉåzÉÉ rÉÉS UZÉåÇ rÉÉåaÉSÉlÉ MüpÉÏ NûÉåOûÉ rÉÉ
oÉÄQûÉ lÉWûÏÇ WûÉåiÉÉ| uÉWû ÍxÉTïü xÉoÉMüÐ pÉsÉÉD Måü ÍsÉL WûÉåiÉÉ
Wæû|

AÇiÉ qÉåÇ LMü MüÌuÉiÉÉ ElÉMåü ÍsÉL ÎeÉlWûÉåÇlÉå
ÌlÉÈxuÉÉjÉï WûÉåMüU WûqÉ qÉÉlÉuÉ mÉëeÉÉÌiÉ AÉæU MüD eÉÏuÉÉåÇ MüÐ
qÉSS MüÐ|

iÉÔ WûÏ WûqÉÉUÉ xÉWûÉUÉ!
iÉÔ WûÏ WûqÉÉUÉ eÉÏuÉlÉ!

iÉÔ oÉxÉiÉÉ Wæû WûqÉÉUÏ xÉÉðxÉÉåÇ Måü MühÉ-MühÉ qÉåÇ!
iÉÔ WûÏ iÉÉå oÉÑfÉÉiÉÉ Wæû CxÉ mrÉÉxÉå MüÐ mrÉÉxÉ !

ZÉÔoÉ oÉUxÉÉMüU oÉUxÉÉiÉ!
iÉÔ Wæû iÉÉå WûqÉ WæÇû!

uÉUlÉÉ WæÇû ÌlÉeÉÏïuÉ MüPûmÉÑiÉÍsÉrÉÉð!
kÉlrÉuÉÉS!

uÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉuÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉuÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉuÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉuÉ×¤ÉÉUÉåmÉhÉ
MüÐMüÐMüÐMüÐMüÐ

AÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉAÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉAÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉAÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉAÉuÉzrÉMüiÉÉ
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Au plus profonde de la forêt, une fois, une
lionne accoucha de deux lionceaux. Puisqu’elle ne
pouvait pas chasser pendant un certain temps, son
mari, le lion sortit chasser et ramener de la nourriture
à la maison pour la famille.

Un jour, il n’avait pas de chance et ne put pas
trouver de proies. Alors, comme il revenait chez lui
bredouille, il repéra un petit bébé chacal. Il leva sa
patte énorme pour le frapper mais lorsque la pauvre
créature regarda ses avec la confiance, il sentait la
pitié et décida de la ramener plutôt chez lui.

« Il est seulement un bébé chacal » murmura
le lion tendrement. Il le tint doucement avec les
dents et le porta à la maison.

« Qu’est-ce que tu trouva aujourd’hui ? » la
lionne demanda avec impatience comme il rentra
dans leur repaire.

Le lion répliqua honteusement «  Je ne pouvais
pas attraper un seul animal. Puis, je trouvai ce petit
bébé chacal, je ne voulus pas le tuer. Mais si tu
veux, tu le tueras et le mangeras »

« Quand tu ne voulus pas le tuer » la lionne
dit immédiatement, «  comment puis-je le faire ? »

 Elle lécha le bébé chacal amoureusement et
dit affectueusement, « il est mignon et je l’élèverai
comme mon troisième enfant. Grandis avec nos
lionceaux. »

Comme les passaient, les deux lionceaux et
le bébé chacal devinrent plus gros et plus fort. It
joua ensemble joyeusement, mangèrent ensemble
et se blottirent ensemble aussi.

Puis un jour, pendant que les trois frères
jouaient un éléphant passa « Qui est cet intrus ? »
l’un des lionceaux dit intrépidement « allons-y et
attaque-le »

« Attends frère, c’est un éléphant. Il est gros
et fort. Il vaut mieux que nous enfuissions de lui ou
sinon nous serions blessés » le bébé chacal répliqua
avec anxiété en mettant, sa queue entre ses pieds.

Les lionceaux sourirent
avec dédain au bébé chacal.
«  S’enfuir ? » Ha, Ha, Ha !
Ils dirent.

Ils se moquèrent du
bébé chacal impitoyablement
pour sa couardise. Plus tard,
quand ils étaient à la maison, ils dirent à leur
maman, la lionne, comment le bébé chacal s’était
comporté quand il vit l’éléphant. « Tu aurais dû le
voir, maman, il était très amusant. La façon qu’il
met sa queue entre ses pieds Ha, Ha, Ha ! »

Le bébé chacal était très contrarie
d’entendre ces commentaires méchants. « J’aurais
dû vous laisser avec l’éléphant. Je souhaiterais
ne pas vous avoir prévenu » il riposta
furieusement.

La lionne leva « calme-toi » ! Vas-y dehors
et parle seul » selle dit au bébé chacal

Quand ils étaient seuls, la lionne dit « Tu
ne dois jamais parler si impoliment à tes frères.
Tu souviens qu’ils sont tes frères aînés. »

Le chacal était encore agité, et il cria. «  Et
alors ? Penses-tu que je ne suis pas aussi bon et
aussi courageux qu’ils sont ? Je ne leur tolérerai
jamais se moquera de moi. Je vais les tuer. »

La lionne sourit en entendant les mots
courageux de bébé chacal «  Entends-moi
attentivement mon fils » elle dit gentiment. « Tu
es vraiment le fils d’un chacal. J’élevai parce que
tu étais très petit et impuissant.

Tant que mes fils sont petits, ils ne blessent
pas. Mais quand ils grandissent, ils se lutteront
contre toi et te tueront. Donc, tu ferais mieux de
s’enfuir et de rejoindre ta propre meute. »

Le petit bébé chacal était terrifié quand il
entendit ça. Sans un mot, il s’éclipsa de trouver
sa propre meute. Bien que la lionne ait été triste
de le voir partir. Elle sut qu’il sera mieux et plus
en sécurité avec son propre genre.

LES LIONS ET LE BÉBÉ CHACAL

- Indu R
Prof. de Français
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Je suis née et j’ai grandi à Mangaluru, mais
ma ville natale est Kodagu. Je parlerai de ma ville
natale et de son peuple. Kodagu est un région dans
le Karnataka. Il est bordé par le Dakshina Kannada
au nord-ouest, le Kasargod à l’est, le Kannur au
sud- ouest, le Wayanad au sud.

Les Kodavas sont les indigenes de Kodagu. Ils
y vivent depuis des siècles. Nous sommes une
communauté agricole et guerrière.

Le paysage magnifique de Kodagu est l’une
de caractéristiques qui rend Kodagu unique. Il est
le meilleur connu comme L’Ecosse d’ Inde en raison
du climat, des caractéristiques naturelles et de la
beauté scéniques. Les ghâts enchanteurs, les
collines vertes et les forêts, le climat frais, les
chutes d’eau captivantes sont un régal pour la vue
de tous.

Les Kodavas ont une culture et une tradition
très particulières. La langue parlée, les habitudes
alimentaires, les vêtements et les bijoux, les rites
et les rituels sont distinctifs par rapporte aux autres ‘
les Kodavas sont connus pour leur nature
chaleureuse et humble et l’hospitalité. La cuisine
de Kodagu est un must pour les touristes. Le curry
de porc est un plat très populaire parmi les
indigènes et les étrangers.

-Vidhula Lokesh
HEPP

Kodagu est la maison de
Kodavas, les premiers
habitants, et beaucoup d’autres
castes secondaires de Kodagu et d’autres personnes
à travers le Karnataka.

Les Kodavas sont identifiés par leur nom de
famille. Ils sont traditionnellement des agriculteurs
et des guerriers. Ils cultivent du riz, du café, du thé,
des avocats, de la cardamome, du poivre des
bananes, des oranges et d’autres épices et des
fruits. Maintenant, Ils gèrent également un  certain
nombre de résidences et de centres de villégiature
pour accueillir les touristes. Ils sont des gens très
patriotiques donc beaucoup de gens se joignent aux
forces de défense de l’Inde. Ils sont des adorateurs
ancestraux. Déesse Kaveri est leur divinité principale.
Talakaveri est le temple principal de la déesse
Kaveri où le fleuve a dit pour provenir.

Les lieux d’attractions sont les chutes de
l’Abbaye, Nagarhole réserve faunique, le château de
Madikeri, Baghamandala et Talakaveri.

Les touristes arrivent d’Inde et de l’étranger
pour découvrir sa beauté. Bie que je n’aie jamais
séjourné à Kodagu, je serai toujours fier de ma ville
natale, de ma communauté, et de sa culture
distincte.

Ma Ville Natale - Kodagu

On a tous besoin d’un psychologue un jour ou l’autre. Un psychologue est une
personne qui étudie l’esprit humain, les émotions humaines, le comportement et
comment différentes situations ont un effet sur les gens. Après tant d’années
d’apprentissage le psychologue peut comprendre notre problème et nous aider à donner des idées et des
solutions au problème. Lorsque nous leur parlons, nous pouvons nous libérer de nos sentiments, avoir une
pensée claire et sortir des tensions et du stress inutiles.  Par exemple, les gens se suicident à cause de
la dépression et du stress. À ce moment-là, ils ont l’impression que personne ne peut les comprendre. Si
nous ne sommes pas en mesure de gérer le stress quotidien ou si nous nous sentons déprimés, nous
devons consulter un psychologue. Ils peuvent aider les étudiants à gérer la pression, les parents de
comprendre leurs enfants et d’éviter de nombreuses situations nuisibles à se lever.

On a tous besoin d’un
psychologue un jour ou l’autre

Aiman Hussain
BEBA



St Agnes Pre University College takes the mission 
of holis�c development to heart. It was a great 
place for me to grow and discover myself. The staff 
is experienced and puts a lot of effort into their 
students. The numerous extracurricular ac�vi�es 
conducted have helped me to develop skills and 
values and form wonderful friendships! I am 
indebted to my alma mater for two years of fond 
memories.

- Henrika Crasta 
Cabinet  2020-21

I definitely would recommend St Agnes PU 
College and would encourage students to study 
hard and inform themselves as much as possible 
about the several academic opportuni�es the 
ins�tu�on offers. When a student has a problem, 
the teacher would walk to their desk and help the 
student. Our college takes the educa�onal 
mission to heart, here you will find people that 
will support you and guide you on the path to 
success.

- Calvisha DSouza
Cabinet  2021-22

St Agnes PU College has exponen�ally influenced my comprehensive growth. The 
faculty has always provided the students with a congenial atmosphere of peace, 
discipline, oneness, competence & ambi�on. The exemplified teaching, 
presenta�on and incessant guidance has helped me conduce to an evolved person. 
The beau�ful infrastructure of our college is cap�va�ng and story-book perfect! I'm 
thankful to the Ins�tu�on for binding on construc�ve methods to make learning 
effec�ve, for the character development programs & voca�onal guidance.
The two years spent at this college were unparalleled. I'm grateful more than words 
can suffice.

St Agnes PU College truly is one of a kind. Our experience here has been wonderful. 

The educa�onal atmosphere of the college is stress-free and easy-going on its 

students. The teaching methods are flexible and student-friendly. The teachers are 

caring and make sure that the students understand what is being taught and they 

don't focus only on bookish knowledge. The non-teaching staff is kind and makes 

the students' experience in college comfortable. Along with academics, the college 

also conducts a lot of extracurricular ac�vi�es giving every student equal 

opportuni�es to express themselves and showcase their talents. We do not regret 

our decision of coming to this college as it has posi�vely influenced our lives and 

has made us who we are today. We are thankful to St Agnes PU College for giving 

young girls a safe place to grow into strong, independent women.

- Haleema Shiza B.
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