


Twenty-five years of a remarkable journey—
a journey challenging in its trials,

promising in its vision,
and enthusing in its triumphs.

Each year has shaped us with courage, perseverance, and hope,
etching stories of faith, learning, and service into the heart of our institution.

As we stand at this silver milestone,
we look back with gratitude and forward with renewed confidence.

Poised between memory and aspiration,
we now set forth towards our golden days—

guided by experience, strengthened by unity,
and inspired by the promise of an even brighter tomorrow.



ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI

A Tribute to our Patron Saint



Rev. Bro. Paulus Moritz





“Sanctify yourself and you will sanctify society” – St. Francis of Assisi 

Congratulations on 25 years of excellence to St. Francis School, Hongasandra, 
permanently affiliated to the Council for the Indian School Certificate Examination 
(CISCE) New Delhi. 

Right from the inception, the school management together with other stakeholders 
framed a well-designed vision statement highlighting joyful learning and holistic 
growth together with imparting of Franciscan values of Love, Peace and Justice 
focusing on the sustainability of new world order.  

Our pioneers who laid the solid foundation of this great institution. The present 
dispensation provides adequate support and guidance which is a source of 
inspiration and overwhelming foresight to bring out a desired outcome.  

As we celebrate Silver Jubilee of our school, we are thankful to God Almighty for all 
the abundance blessings and thankfully acknowledge all those people involved in 
the management and academic advancement of the school.  

At this milestone of 25th anniversary of the school, let us remember all the students 
who entered the portal of the school and their parents, teachers, staff, well-wishers 
and the past students with greater appreciation and heart full of acknowledgement 
and gratitude. 

The principal, teachers, non-teaching staff update themselves continually in their 
subject areas, co-curricular and extracurricular spheres. Above all, they are the 
committed and dedicated warriors for the common good of the school and nation 
building with global outlook. 

May God continue to bless everyone in the school and school management as they 
are navigating beyond 25th anniversary with renewed enthusiasm and vigour. 

Bro. Alphonse Nesamony, CMSF 

Assistant Superior General, 

Congregation of the Missionaries of St. Francis of Assisi. 



St. Francis School CISCE , Hongasandra is a reputed educational institution that has been 
serving the community since its establishment in the year 2000. Over the years, the school has 
gained recognition for its commitment to academic excellence and holistic development of 
students. 

Semper Sursum (Always Aim High)- the Latin Dictum is highly suitable to qualify this 
institution for it has shown over the past twenty five years an unpredictable growth, unparalleled 
performance in academics and other areas of educational enterprise-learning and technology, 
artificial intelligence and robotics  and much more. The school knows that Education is crucial 
in the development strategy of any nation. The school has already accelerated the process of 
transformation in education, redefining the rules of the game in the educational and working 
world. 

There has been a shift from traditional teaching to digital learning. One of the most revolutionary 
changes in the teaching/learning pedagogy. In its early years, St. Francis School started with a 
modest student population and a small campus. The school focused on providing quality 
education, nurturing values, and fostering a conducive learning environment. The dedicated 
faculty members and staff worked diligently to create a strong foundation for the institution. 

As the years went by, St. Francis School expanded its infrastructure and facilities to 
accommodate the growing student body. The school's management ensured that modern 
classrooms, well-equipped laboratories, a library, sports facilities, and other essential amenities 
were provided to enhance the overall learning experience. 

Over the years, St. Francis School in Hongasandra has grown to become a prominent educational 
institution in the region. It continues to uphold its reputation for academic excellence, holistic 
development, and commitment to nurturing future leaders. The school remains dedicated to 
adapting to evolving educational trends and providing a nurturing environment for students to 
thrive. 

As the number of students increased the Society has built an additional wing for the school to 
accommodate the increasing number of students and the ISC students. The new wing has an 
auditorium where 2500 students can assemble for any program. 

I extend my heartiest congratulations and best wishes to St. Francis School CISCE Hongasandra, 
the teaching fraternity, student community, parents, and all well- wishers. For the past 25 years, 
the school has upheld academic excellence and value-based education, shaping responsible and 
capable citizens. The 25th anniversary of the institution, is a significant milestone in the 
history of the school. It is time now for celebration in a most fitting manner, for reflection on 
God’s loving care and continued blessing upon everyone,  and looking forward to the future. 

Best wishes, 

Bro.Xavier Alexander, 
CMSF Provincial/ 
Chairman 



It gives me great delight to pen up a few words on the 'Silver occasion' of our School 
and Institutions at Begur, Bengaluru. 

When we began our expedition at Begur a quarter of a century back, We could 
never imagine such a great leap for our rural-school' away from Bengaluru- Centre. 

Begur, almost a nomadic village of sorts, in the outskirts  Bengaluru, now has almost 
grown into a city by itself with mega characteristics of an Industrial hub and more. 

As Begur, and surroundings were gallopping in the developmental map, the 
Franciscan Institutions also jumped into the Band-Vagon of expansion and 
development, thanks to the hard work of early visionaries and current digital CEOS. 
Thanks to Divine providence and human support, we have achieved many laureles 
in the academic and co-curricular fronts. Franciscan Institutions have become 
almost a precious Name to be beckoned with the ongoing super-development of 
Begur and Surroundings. We hope and pray that the Almighty guides our forward 
March to the Golden and beyond, Thank you, Share-holders! 

Bro George Thothiyil,CMSF
Registrar-SFIMAR 



I also thank our parents for their trust and collaboration, our alumni for carrying forward the 
Francisian spirit in the wider world, and our non-teaching staff for their quiet yet invaluable 
service. Together, you have made St. Francis School not just a place of learning, but a 

With prayers and blessings,
 Bro. Valerian Simon Barboza, CMSF 
Administrator and Manager
St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra

Dear Francisians,

With immense joy and deep gratitude to God, I extend my warm greetings to each one of you 
as we commemorate the Silver Jubilee of St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra — 2001–
2026. Twenty-five years of an institution is not merely a measure of time, but a testimony of 
vision, 

community of belonging.

As Manager and Administrator, I am confident that the future of this institution is bright. The 
world our children are entering demands not only knowledge, but integrity, resilience, and a 
deep sense of responsibility. St. Francis School remains committed to forming young people who 
will rise to these challenges and become agents of positive change in society.
As we celebrate this Silver Jubilee, may we renew our commitment to the ideals on which this 
institution was founded. Guided by our motto, Education with Character and Excellence, let us 
continue to strive for higher standards, deeper values, and greater service.
May God bless St. Francis School abundantly and lead it ever onward in its mission.

St. Francis School was founded with a clear purpose—to provide integral education rooted in 
Gospel values, academic excellence, and service to society. Over the years, this vision has 
matured into a vibrant reality. What began as a humble initiative has grown into a respected 
centre of learning, shaping generations of young minds with competence, conscience, and 
compassion.
The journey of these twenty-five years has been marked by the selfless commitment of many. I 
gratefully acknowledge the tireless efforts of the Franciscan Brothers, whose missionary zeal 
and dedication laid strong foundations. I deeply appreciate the leadership of our Principals, 
past and present, whose guidance has steered the institution through changing times. Our 
teachers deserve special recognition for their unwavering devotion in nurturing students 
intellectually, morally, and spiritually.

perseverance, and faithful stewardship.



Twenty-five years ago, a quiet dream took root in the soil of Hongasandra. Today, that dream stands tall 
as St. Francis School (CISCE)—a living testament to faith, foresight, and unwavering commitment to 
education. As we celebrate our Silver Jubilee (2001–2026), we pause not merely to look back, but to give 
thanks for a journey shaped by God’s providence and human perseverance.
Semper Sursum has never been just a motto; it has been our way of life. Through changing times and 
testing moments, it has urged us to rise higher—in values, vision, and purpose. Our pursuit has always 
been clear: to offer holistic, value-based education that forms not only capable minds, but compassionate 
hearts.
This institution stands today because of many hands and many hearts. Visionary leaders who laid strong 
foundations; Franciscan Brothers whose lives speak of sacrifice and service; teachers who turned 
classrooms into spaces of inspiration; parents who trusted us with their most precious gift; alumni who 
carry our ideals across borders; service staff who sustain the rhythm of our daily life—each has written a 

With prayers and blessings,
Bro. Cletus N., CMSF
Principal
St. Francis School (CISCE), Hongasandra

Dear Francisians,

My own journey with this land began long before the school itself. I first arrived here as a young and 
newly professed religious. The landscape was stark—sparsely populated, agricultural, and uncertain. 
Yet, even then, God had a plan quietly unfolding. When I left Begur after a short stay, the promise of 
this place was still hidden, waiting for its appointed time.
That call brought me back in 2012, entrusted with the responsibility of serving as Principal.
Looking back now, I am humbled by how far we have come. From modest beginnings to becoming a 
beacon of learning in Hongasandra; from tentative steps to confident strides in academic and co-
curricular excellence; from a small community to a thriving family that nurtures children from early 
childhood to young adulthood—this transformation is nothing short of grace at work.
Today, St. Francis School is more than an institution. It is a place where teachers proudly say, “I belong 
here.” Where students confidently declare, “I am a Francisian.” Where parents walk alongside us as 
partners in education. Where the wider community finds understanding, support, and hope.
The road to this Jubilee was not without trials. There were moments of struggle, uncertainty, and 
fatigue. Yet, every challenge was met with renewed faith. The same God who entrusted this land to us 
strengthened us to cultivate it—through dedication, courage, and steadfast belief.
As we gather to celebrate this milestone, I am filled with gratitude—to God, to every collaborator in this 
mission, and to the generations who have trusted and shaped St. Francis School. What we celebrate 
today is not simply longevity, but 25 years of vision lived, sacrifices embraced, and futures transformed.
May this Silver Jubilee renew our commitment to rise ever higher. May Semper Sursum continue to 

vital chapter in our story.

guide us as we step into the future with faith and hope.



Semper Sursum 

Ever Upward 

Twenty-five years is not merely a measure of time—it is a sacred pause in the 
journey of a dream that dared to take root, to grow, and to touch countless lives. As 
St. Francis School, Hongasandra stands at the threshold of its Silver Jubilee, we 
look back with reverence, look around with gratitude, and look ahead with hope—
our hearts echoing one timeless call: Semper Sursum—Ever Upward. 

What began in the year 2001 as a humble vision, anchored in faith and service, has 
today blossomed into a flourishing institution where minds are enlightened, hearts 
are formed, and futures are shaped. Brick by brick, prayer by prayer, effort by effort, 
this school has been built not merely as a centre of learning, but as a home of values, 
character, and excellence. 

St. Francis School is more than classrooms and corridors—it is a living legacy. 
Within its walls, curiosity has been encouraged, discipline gently nurtured, and 
dreams patiently guided. Here, young minds have learned not only to ask what and 
how, but also why. Here, education has never been confined to textbooks alone, but 
has flowed freely through experiences, conversations, service, creativity, and 
compassion. 

At the heart of this journey stands our visionary Management and the Franciscan 
Brothers, whose faith-driven leadership has remained unwavering through seasons 
of challenge and change. Their foresight transformed obstacles into opportunities 
and ensured that the flame of Franciscan values—simplicity, humility, love, and 
service—burned bright through every chapter of our story. 

We bow our heads in gratitude to our Principals past and present, especially to 
Rev. Bro. Cletus, whose leadership has been a beacon in recent years. With courage, 
clarity, and compassion, he has steered the institution to remarkable heights, 
nurturing both academic excellence and moral strength. Under his guidance, St. 
Francis School has not only grown in stature but deepened in soul. 

Our teachers—the silent architects of transformation—deserve our deepest 
reverence. With patience as their language and dedication as their creed, they have 
kindled minds, inspired confidence, and shaped character. Each lesson taught, each 
word spoken, and each hand extended has left an indelible mark on generations of 
Francisians who carry these lessons far beyond the school gates. 



To our students—past and present—you are the living testament of our mission. 
Every success you achieve, every value you uphold, and every path you forge is a 
continuation of our legacy. And to our alumni, scattered across the globe yet bound 
by shared memories, your achievements are our pride, your roots forever intertwined 
with this sacred ground. 

Our parents and well-wishers, whose trust and partnership have strengthened our 
foundation, remain an inseparable part of this journey. Together, we have believed, 
built, and blossomed. 

As we commemorate twenty-five glorious years, we do not see an ending, but a 
continuum—a promise renewed. The future beckons with new challenges, new 
questions, and new possibilities. Yet, armed with faith, guided by values, and united 
in purpose, we move forward with confidence. 

For the past that shaped us, we give thanks. 
For the present that defines us, we remain committed. 
For the future that awaits us, we rise with hope. 

Semper Sursum. 
Ever Upward—in thought, in spirit, and in service. 

May St. Francis of Assisi continue to guide our path, and may the Almighty bless 
this institution as it journeys onward, illuminating minds and shaping hearts for 
generations to come. 

Johnichan Job 

Academic Supervisor 



Editorial 
    In the cradle of Hongasandra's verdant embrace, where earth meets 

heaven's gentle sigh, St. Francis School bloomed like a lotus at dawn, a seed in 
fer le sky. Twenty-five silver years unfurl, petals of perseverance, thorns kissed by 
grace, Semper Sursum our clarion call, ever upward, through tempests we race.  

From humble halls where first chalk danced on blackboards black as midnight's veil, 
Young saplings stretched toward stars, their dreams no storm could frail. 
Teachers, luminous beacons with wisdom's flame alight, 
Nurtured souls in classrooms blooming, turning darkness into light. 

Oh, jubilee of silver splendour! Witness the symphony of strides we've trod: 
Annual days aglow with garlands, sports fields roaring like thunder from gods; 
Exhibi�ons of intellect's fire, plays where myths and muses entwine, 
Worksheets woven into wings, launching eagles to futures divine. 

Through pandemics' shadowed veil and monsoons' relentless roar, 
We rose, resilient roses, blooming bolder than before. 
Parents' prayers, a choral hymn; alumni, eagles returned to the nest— 
Together, a tapestry of triumphs, in St. Francis' bosom blessed. 

Now, on this silver summit, we pause and ponder the path ahead: 
More hearts to kindle, more horizons to wed. 
Let fronds of faith and for�tude forever flourish high, 
St. Francis eternal, under azure skies, touching the sky. 

To every Francisian—past, present, future—raise your voices in song: 
Twenty-five years of ascent, and the journey marches strong! 
Semper Sursum, our moto gleams like moonlight on the Ganges' flow, 
Upward ever, hearts entwined, in silver jubilee's radiant glow. 





2001
2015

2024

Silver Jubilee (2001 - 2026)



From a Whispered Prayer to a Living Legacy 

Celebrating 25 Years of Faith-Based Education 

Every enduring institution begins not with walls, but with vision. 
Not with numbers, but with belief. 
Our school’s journey is one such story 
a story where faith met foresight, 
and dedication transformed dreams into destiny. 

The roots of our institution were laid in 1996, when Rev. Bro. Agnal, moved by a 
deep spirit of faith and service, began the school with very few students, trusting in 
God’s providence and guided by a vision to offer value-based, holistic education. 
What began as a humble effort soon took firm root quiet sincere, and purposeful. 

In 1998, under the guidance of Bro. Charles Pereira, then Superior, this vision gained 
clearer form with the introduction of Kindergarten classes. Young minds were 
nurtured, values were gently instilled and the foundation laid earlier was 
strengthened with hope and commitment. 

The year 2001 marked a decisive milestone. Brick by brick, belief was built. Each 
classroom became a place of purpose. Each child, a promise for tomorrow. With 
growing enrolment and renewed purpose, the school formally embarked on its 
educational mission under the leadership of Bro. Victor General, Superior, 
guided by Rev. Bro. John Britto, Provincial. From this moment onward, the 
institution moved forward with confidence—shaping not only academic paths, but 
also character, conscience and conviction. 

The years that followed were marked by steady growth and purposeful leadership. 
Under the Provincials Rev. Bro. John Britto , Rev. Bro. Xavier Alexander , Rev. 
Bro. Samuel K and  Rev. Bro. Peter Lemos with the committed stewardship of 
Superiors such as Rev. Bro. Bernard Parmar,  Rev. Bro. Valerian Simon 
Barboza, and Rev. Bro. Jose Malana, the school evolved with clarity 
and confidence. Principals including Rev. Bro John Pereira , Rev. Bro. 
Shantha Paul and Rev.Bro. Charles Peechatt strengthened academic foundations 
and established the ICSE curriculum with discipline and distinction. 

Even when infrastructure was limited, the spirit of the institution remained strong. 
What the school lacked in physical resources was more than compensated by 
committed teachers, strong values, and a firm belief in holistic education. Learning 
flourished not just within classrooms, but within hearts. 



Sixteen Years of Visionary Leadership and Transformation 

A defining era in the school’s journey began in 2010 with the appointment of Rev. 
Bro. Cletus N. as Principal. Over the past sixteen years, his leadership has been 
marked by foresight, dedication, and a steadfast commitment to excellence rooted in 
Christian values. 

Under his guidance, the school witnessed remarkable infrastructural growth. New 
buildings, well-equipped science and computer laboratories, a resource-rich 
library, and technology-enabled classrooms transformed the campus into a 
modern centre of learning, preparing students for the demands of a rapidly changing 
world. 

Equally significant was the academic and pedagogical renewal. Activity-based 
learning, integration of technology, and student-centred teaching approaches made 
learning more engaging and meaningful. The school’s consistent ICSE board 
results stand as testimony to this sustained academic excellence. 

Holistic education remained central to his vision. Project assemblies evolved into 
research-oriented, concept-driven learning experiences, while sports, cultural 
programmes, competitions and talent showcases flourished, nurturing 
confidence, discipline, teamwork and creativity. Interstate and international 
educational tours further enriched learning by broadening students’ perspectives 
and global awareness. 

Through these years, Rev. Bro. Cletus N.’s leadership has left an enduring 
imprint on the institution, shaping it into a school that harmoniously blends faith, 
discipline, innovation and excellence. 

His sixteen years of faithful leadership stand as a living legacy where vision was 
built with courage, excellence was nurtured with care and faith remained the 
school’s strongest foundation.” 

From a seed sown in faith to a tree bearing fruit, 
from quiet beginnings to confident strides, 
this is not merely the story of a school, 
it is a journey of grace, growth, and God’s abiding presence. 



 Today, under the administrative guidance of Rev. Bro. Valerian Barboza 
(Administrator and Manager) and the continued leadership of Rev. Bro. Cletus 
N, Principal, the school stands tall rooted in values, strengthened by experience and 
prepared for the future. 

As we celebrate 25 years of excellence, we honour every Brother who guided the 
mission, every teacher who shaped young minds, every student who carried the 
school’s name with pride and every parent who placed trust in this institution. 

With gratitude for the past and trust in God’s providence, 
the journey continues steadfast, purposeful and inspired. 

“Thus far the Lord has helped us” (1 Samuel 7:12). As we look back with 
gratitude and step forward with hope, we entrust every dream, every child, and 
every tomorrow of our school into God’s loving hands. 

Ms.Suchitra V, Ms.Anitha D'Souza and Ms.Miream Doris

















"Chalk, Clicks, and Code’’: The Teacher's Journey 

A teacher has always been the cornerstone of society, shaping not only young minds but 
also the future of the nation. Though times change, the role of a teacher remains timeless 
— to inspire, guide, and nurture. 

Yesterday, teachers were revered as gurus and mentors. Education was simple yet 
meaningful, focused on values, discipline, and life skills. Learning often took place in open 
spaces or traditional classrooms where teachers passed on wisdom through stories, 
personal examples, and close guidance. Respect for teachers was deeply ingrained, and 
their influence extended beyond academics into character building. 

Today, teachers stand at the crossroads of tradition and technology. Classrooms are now 
equipped with smart boards, digital tools, and online platforms. Teachers are no longer 
just instructors but facilitators who encourage critical thinking, creativity, and 
collaboration. They address not only academic needs but also the emotional and social 
development of students. Despite increasing responsibilities and changing curricula, 
teachers continue to dedicate themselves wholeheartedly to their profession. 

Tomorrow, teachers will work in a world shaped by artificial intelligence, virtual reality, 
and personalized learning. Yet, no machine can replace the empathy, guidance, and 
moral compass that a teacher provides. Teachers of the future will be mentors, 
innovators, and lifelong learners, helping students adapt to a rapidly evolving world while 
instilling values such as integrity, compassion, and responsibility. 

Across generations, the essence of teaching remains unchanged — touching lives and 
shaping destinies. A teacher’s influence does not end with the classroom; it lives on in 
the hearts and actions of students.In every era, a teacher remains a beacon of knowledge, 
hope, and transformation. Yesterday, today, and tomorrow, teachers continue to be the 
true architects of a better world. 
As Henry Adams rightly said, “A teacher affects eternity; he can never tell where his 
influence stops.” 

 Ms.Lovely Chandy.
Department of Social Studies 



  £ÀªÉÄä®ègÀ ¥Á°UÉ  zÉÃUÀÄ®.. F  ¸ÀAvÀgÀ «zÁåzÉÃUÀÄ® 

  ‘CPÀëgÀ §®èªÀ... ¥ÀqÉzÀ£ÀÄ J®èªÀ.....’ 
‘¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É(¹.L.J¸ï.¹.E)AiÀÄÄ «zÁå¨sÁå¸ÀzÀ eÉÆvÉUÉ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

¥À¸Àj¹, «zÁåyðUÀ¼À ºÁUÀÆ ²PÀëPÀgÀ ¨sÀ«µÀåªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀézÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀiÁVzÉ. E°è N¢zÀ J¯Áè 
«zÁåyðUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á ¹§âA¢ ªÀUÀðzÀªÀgÀÄ GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦¹PÉÆArzÁÝgÉ JA§ÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è 
¸ÀAzÉÃºÀ«®è.  

     E°è £Á£ÀÄ  M¨â ²PÀëPÀ£ÁV 16 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀªÀÅ £À£ÀUÉ C£ÉÃPÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¹zÉ.E°è 
PÉÃªÀ® ¥ÀoÀåeÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀßµÉÖÃ C®è. GvÀÛªÀÄ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ,²¸ÀÄÛ,DvÀä«±Áé¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ fÃªÀ£À PË±À®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°wzÉÝÃ£É. E°è 
¸ÀéZÀÒ ºÁUÀÆ ¸ÀÄgÀQëvÀªÁvÁªÀgÀt, UÀæAxÁ®AiÀÄ, ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÁ®AiÀÄ, DlzÀ ªÉÄÊzÁ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DzsÀÄ¤PÀ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀzÀ 
¸Ë®¨sÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ ®¨sÀå«gÀÄvÀÛªÉ. EzÀPÉÌ PÁgÀtPÀvÀðgÀÄ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÁzÀ §æzÀgï Qèl¸ï ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  ªÀåªÀ¸ÁÜ¥ÀPÀgÁzÀ 
§æzÀgï ªÀ¯ÉÃjAiÀÄ£ï ¸ÉÊªÀÄ£ï §¨ÉÆðdgÀªÀgÀ zÀÈqsÀ ¤zsÁðgÀzÀ ¸ÀAPÀ®à.  ªÀiÁ£Àå ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÁzÀ §æzÀgï
Qèl¸ïgÀªÀgÀÄ «zÁåyðUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÉÇÃµÀPÀgÀ £ÀqÀÄªÉ ¸ÀªÀÄ£ÀéAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¹ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¥ÀæUÀwUÉ 
PÁgÀtPÀvÀðgÁVzÁÝgÉ.  £ÀªÀÄUÉ¯Áè ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉ, ¥ÉÇæÃvÁìºÀ ¤Ãr ¸ÀzÁ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¥ÀæUÀwUÁV ±Àæ«Ä¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ  ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ 

ªÉÄÃ°éZÁgÀPÀgÁzÀ ¸Àgï eÁ¤ZÁ£ïgÀªÀjUÉ PÀÈvÀdÕvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. ‘¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ’¥Àæw¶×vÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀiÁVzÉ 

JA§ÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è JgÀqÀ£ÉÃ ªÀiÁw®è. EAvÀºÀ ªÀÄºÁ¸ÀAvÀgÀ  ¥Àæw¶×vÀ «zÁå¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀÄ°è 16 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á 

PÁAiÀÄðªÀÅ £À£ÀUÉ  ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À «ZÁgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß CjAiÀÄ®Ä C£ÀÄPÀÆ®ªÁVzÉ. F ¸ÀA¸ÉÜ £À£ÀUÉ ªÀÈwÛ¥ÀgÀ 

¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉUÉ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ ªÀåQÛvÀézÀ «PÀ¸À£ÀPÀÆÌ GvÀÛªÀÄ ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß MzÀV¹zÉ. 25 ªÀgÀÄµÀUÀ¼À°è ¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀÄ 

K½UÉUÁV ±Àæ«Ä¹zÀ J¯Áè ‘¥sÁæ¤ì¸ÀÌ£ï §æzÀ¸ïð’UÉ ºÁUÀÆ  J¯Áè ¹§âA¢ªÀUÀðzÀªÀjUÉ C©ü£ÀAzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ.      

EAvÀºÀ MAzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è E£ÀÆß ºÉaÑ£À JvÀÛgÀPÉÌ vÀ®Ä¥À°. C£ÉÃPÀ 

«zÁåyðUÀ¼À fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ ¨É¼ÀPÀÄ ¤Ãr, ªÀÄÄAzÉAiÀÄÆ eÁÕ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀzÀ ¢Ã¥ÀªÁV ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄ°, 25 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À 

AiÀÄ±À¹é ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¸ÉÃªÉ ¥ÀÇtðUÉÆ½¹zÀ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉUÉ ºÀÈvÀÆàªÀðPÀ C©ü£ÀAzÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. F ‘¹®égï dÆ©°’ (¨É½î 
ªÀÄºÉÆÃvÀìªÀ) ¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è ¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀÄ QÃwð E£ÀßµÀÄÖ «¸ÁÛgÀªÁUÀ° JAzÀÄ ºÁgÉÊ¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É... 

  ‘CPÀëgÀ¢AzÀ ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀ... 

  ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀ¢AzÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ «¸ÁÛgÀ..’ 

  PÀÈµÀÚ¥Àà f.J£ï 
 PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëPÀ 



    25 gÀ ¨É½îvÁgÉ ¸ÀAvÀ  ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É 
25gÀ ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ agÀAiÀiËªÀé£É ¨É½îvÁgÉ   

£ÀªÀÄä F ¸ÀAvÀ ¥Áæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É 
ªÀgÀÄµÀ ªÀgÀÄµÀªÀÅ ºÉÆ¸À «ZÁgÀ 

vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À¢AzÀ, PË±À®å¢AzÀ ºÉÆgÀºÉÆ«Ää  
¸Á«gÁgÀÄ «zÁåyðUÀ¼À ¨sÀ«µÀåªÀ£ÀÄ  
gÀÆ¦¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ¤£Àß ¤¸ÁéxÀð ¸ÀvÁÌAiÀÄðPÉÌ 
PÉÆÃn PÉÆÃn £ÀªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸À°è¸ÀÄvÁÛ.,.,.,.,.,.,.,. 

ºÉÆAUÀ¸ÀAzÀæzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀAvÀ ¥Áæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉUÉ FUÀ 25 ªÀµÀðzÀ ¨É½î ªÀÄºÉÆÃvÀìªÀzÀ ¸ÀA¨sÀæªÀÄ. £ÀªÉÄä®èjUÀÆ C¥ÁgÀ ºÉªÉÄä ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀzÀ PÀëtªÁVzÉ. PÀ¼ÉzÀ E¥ÀàvÉÛöÊzÀÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ½AzÀ F «zÁå®AiÀÄªÀÅ ²¸ÀÄÛ, ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ UÀÄtªÀÄlÖzÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß 
¤ÃqÀÄvÁÛ C£ÉÃPÀ «zÁåyðUÀ¼À ¨sÀ«µÀåªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦¹zÉ. ¸ÀªÀÄ¦ðvÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ, ¥Àj±Àæ«Ä ¹§âA¢ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀºÀPÁgÀ ¤ÃrzÀ ¥Á®PÀgÀ 
¨ÉA§®¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯É EAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄvÀÛ ªÀÄÄvÀÛ°£À ºÀvÁÛgÀÄ ±Á¯ÉUÀ½UÉ ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀiÁVzÉ.  

  «zÁå¨sÁå¸ÀzÀ eÉÆvÉUÉ QæÃqÉ, ¸ÁA¸ÀÌöÈwPÀ ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÉÊwPÀ ²PÀëtPÉÌ ¸ÀªÀiÁ£À ªÀÄºÀvÀé ¤ÃrgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ 
«±ÉÃµÀvÉ. ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°èAiÀÄÆ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯É EzÉ jÃw PÀAUÉÆ½¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ £À£Àß £ÀA©PÉ. F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ²¸ÀÄÛ§zÀÞ 
ŒªÁvÁªÀgÀt, «zÁåyð ¸ÉßÃ» ²PÀët ¥ÀzÀÞw ºÁUÀÆ ªÀiË¯ÁåzsÁjvÀ ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á ±ÉÊ° £À£Àß ªÀÈwÛ fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄvÀÛµÀÄÖ 
CxÀð¥ÀÇtðªÁV¹zÉ. ¥ÀoÀå¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀzÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À eÉÆvÉUÉ PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¸Á»vÀå, PÀ«vÉ, PÀxÀ£À, ¨sÁµÀt, £ÁlPÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÁA¸ÀÌöÈwPÀ 
ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À°è ̈ sÁµÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°£À ¦æÃw ̈ É¼É¸À®Ä £Á£ÀÄ ̧ ÀzÁ ¥ÀæAiÀÄwß¸ÀÄwÛzÉÝÃ£É.  ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¥Àæw¨sÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¹ 
¥ÉÇæÃvÁì»¸ÀÄªÀ F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÉÄÃ £À£ÀUÉ £À£Àß ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀ£ÀÄß vÀgÀÄªÀ ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁVzÉ. 10 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £Á£ÀÄ F 

±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è PÀ¼É¢zÉÝÃ£É EAzÀÄ PÀÆqÀ ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÁÛªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÎ®Ä £À£ÀUÉ F ±Á¯É ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉAiÀiÁVzÉ.  

C£ÉÃPÀ ̧ ÀºÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀ ̧ ÀºÀPÁgÀ, UËgÀªÀ¤évÀ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À ºÁUÀÆ DqÀ½vÀ ªÀÄAqÀ½AiÀÄ ̈ ÉA§® £À£ÀUÉ ̧ ÀzÁ zÉÆgÉwzÉ. 
«±ÉÃµÀªÁV ¥Á®PÀgÀ ¨ÉA§®ªÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ±ÀæªÀÄPÉÌ zÉÆqÀØ §®ªÁVzÉ. «zÁåyðUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÁzsÀ£É ªÀiÁr, ªÀÄvÉÛ ±Á¯ÉUÉ §AzÀÄ `ªÀiÁåªÀiï’

JAzÀÄ ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ PÀgÉzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£Ár¸ÀÄªÁUÀ £À£Àß J¯Áè ¥Àj±ÀæªÀÄPÉÌ ¹PÀÌ ¥Àæw¥sÀ®ªÁVzÉ. PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV £Á£ÀÄ F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è 
ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ PÉÃªÀ® CPÀëgÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ, £ÀªÀÄä £Ár£À £ÀqÉ, £ÀÄr, ¸ÀA¥ÀæzÁAiÀÄ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄwÛzÉÝÃ£É. EzÉ®è 
¸ÁzsÀåªÁVzÀÄÝ F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è£À «±ÉÃµÀvÉ. F «zÁå®AiÀÄªÀÅ £À£Àß°è DvÀä«±Áé¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉaÑ¹zÉ. £À£Àß 10 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À ªÀÈwÛ 
fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉªÉÄä¬ÄAzÀ £É£À¦¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁVzÉ.   

£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÁzÀ §æzÀgï Qèl¸ï ¥ÁzÀgÀ¸ÀzÀAvÉ, ¸ÀzÁ ºÀÄgÀÄ¦¤AzÀ EgÀÄªÀ CªÀgÀÄ J¯Áè «zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
²PÀëPÀjUÉ ZÉÊvÀ£Àå a®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄAvÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀPÀ ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁVzÁÝgÉ. §æzÀgï Qèl¸ï gÀAvÀºÀ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÉÄÃ zsÀ£Àå. 
EªÀgÀ ±ÀQÛUÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀPÀ ±ÀQÛ JAzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ªÉÄÃ°éZÁgÀPÀgÁzÀ ¸Àgï eÁ¤ ZÁ£ï. EªÀgÀ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À 
D¯ÉÆÃZÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, D«µÁÌgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß E£ÀßµÀÆÖ G£ÀßvÀ ²RgÀPÉÌ Kj¹zÉ.   

    £À£Àß F ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ±Á¯É ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è E£ÀßµÀÄÖ ¥ÀæUÀw ¸Á¢ü¸À°, eÁÕ£ÀªÀAvÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiË®åªÀAvÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀªÀiÁdPÉÌ 
¤ÃqÀ° JA§ ºÁgÉÊPÉAiÉÆA¢UÉ PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ¥ÀÇªÀðPÀ PÀÈvÀdÓvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸À°è¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É.  

      ±Á¯ÉAiÉÄAzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯É CzÉÃ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É. 

¸ÀÄ¤vÀ.ªÉÊ.Dgï. 

PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQ. 



 “²PÀëtzÀ ¨É¼ÀQ¤AzÀ CgÀ½zÀ ±Á¯É” 

¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À°è ªÀtÂð¸À¯ÁUÀzÀ 

PÁªÀåUÀ¼À°è §tÂÚ¸À¯ÁUÀzÀ! 

ºÉÆUÀ½PÉUÀÆ  «ÄÃjzÀ 

ºÉÆÃ°PÉUÀÆ ¤®ÄPÀzÀ! 

CzÀÄãvÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÉÄAzÀgÉ CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄäzÉÃ......¸ÉAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É. 

 »jªÉÄAiÀÄ,UÀjªÉÄAiÀÄ,±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ DgÀA¨sÀªÀÅ.....£É£Éß ªÉÆ£ÉßAiÀÄzÀ®è,DZÉ EªÀwÛ£ÀzÀ®è.....E¥ÀàvÉÊzÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀUÀ¼À 
¸ÀÄªÀtð ¸ÀA¨sÀæªÀÄ! «zÁåyðUÀ¼À §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦¹zÀ ±Á¯É..£À£Àß PÀ£À¹£À ±Á¯É.. ±Á¯É JA§ÄzÀÄ PÉÃªÀ® ²PÀët 
¤ÃqÀÄªÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀÄ®è CzÀÄ ªÀåQÛvÀé ¤ªÀiÁðtzÀ ¥À«vÀæ PÉÃAzÀæ. £Á£ÀÄ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV PÁAiÀÄð ¤ªÀð»¸ÀÄªÀ £À£Àß 
¦æÃwAiÀÄ ¸ÉAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É.....eÁÕ£À,²¸ÀÄÛ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À D®AiÀÄ. F ±Á¯É £À£ÀUÉ PÉÃªÀ® GzÉÆåÃUÀzÀ 
¸ÀÜ¼ÀªÁVgÀ°®è.CzÀÄ £À£Àß ªÀÈwÛ fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ CxÀð vÀÄA©zÀ CzÀÄãvÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼À ¸ÀAPÀ®£ÀªÁVzÉ. 

£À£Àß ±Á¯É £À£Àß PÀ£À¹£À ±Á¯ÉAiÀiÁVzÀÄÝ £Á.....PÀAqÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ ªÀiÁwUÉ,§gÀªÀtÂUÉUÀÆ ¹UÀ¯ÁgÀzÀAvÀzÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ F 
±Á¯ÉUÉ ªÉÆzÀ® ¨Áj PÁ°lÖ ¢£À¢AzÀ E°è EgÀÄªÀ ²¸ÀÄÛ,DwäÃAiÀÄvÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ §zÀÞvÉ £À£Àß£ÀÄß 
DPÀ¶ð¹vÀÄ. M§â PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV F...±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ¥ÀqÉzÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ,£À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CªÀÄÆ®å 
£É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÁVªÉ.  

£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ  ªÁvÁªÀgÀt ±ÁAw,²¸ÀÄÛ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀgÀ¸ÀàgÀ UËgÀªÀ¢AzÀ PÀÆrzÉ.«zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ UÀÄtªÀÄlÖzÀ ²PÀët 
¤ÃqÀÄªÀ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀªÀÅ J®ègÀ®Æè ¸ÀàµÀÖvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß  PÁt§ºÀÄzÀÄ.²PÀëQAiÀiÁV £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ ¤ªÀð»¸À®Ä £À£Àß ±Á¯É ¸ÀzÁ ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉAiÀiÁVzÉ. «zÁåyðUÀ¼À PÀ°PÉ,CªÀgÀ ¥ÀæUÀw ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
ªÀiË¯ÁåzsÁjvÀ ²PÀëtPÉÌ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝ ªÀÄºÀvÀé £À£ÀUÉ «±ÉÃµÀ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉ.  

£ÀªÀÄä ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀÄ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ zÀÆgÀzÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄÄ¼Àî,²¹Û£À eÉÆvÉUÉ ¸ÀºÁ£ÀÄ¨sÀÆwAiÀÄÄ¼Àî £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀÄ.CªÀgÀÄ 
²PÀëPÀ,²PÀëQAiÀÄgÀ C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß UËgÀªÀ¢AzÀ PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ J®ègÀ£ÀÄß MAzÉÃ PÀÄlÄA§zÀªÀgÀAvÉ 
£ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ.CªÀgÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£ÀzÀ°è ²PÀëPÀjUÉ ¤gÀAvÀgÀ vÀgÀ¨ÉÃw,£À«Ã£À ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á «zsÁ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ºÉÆ¸À CªÀPÁ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°à¹PÉÆnÖzÁÝgÉ.F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ K½UÉUÁV ºÀUÀ®Ä,gÁwæ  zÀÄrzÀ ªÀÄºÁ£ï 
ªÀåQÛ.CªÀgÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÀqÉ £ÀªÀÄä°è DvÀä«±Áé¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¨É¼É¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°éZÁgÀPÀgÀÄ ±Á¯Á J¯Áè ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À°è ¨ÉA§®PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛgÉ.±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄRå DqÀ½vÀ ªÀUÀðªÀÅ 
CvÀåAvÀ ¸ÀAWÀnvÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄÄvÀªÁVzÉ.²PÀëPÀgÀ ºÁUÀÆ «zÁåyðUÀ¼À »vÁ¸ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁV 



UÀªÀÄ¤¸ÀÄªÀ DqÀ½vÀ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜ ,±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀæUÀwUÉ §® ¤ÃrzÉ.±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¸ÀA¥À£ÀÆä®UÀ¼À ºÁUÀÆ ¸ÀÄgÀQëvÀ 
ªÁvÁªÀgÀtªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ°è  DqÀ½vÀ ªÀUÀðzÀ ¥ÁvÀæ ªÀÄºÀvÀézÁVzÉ.  

MmÁÖgÉ £Á PÀAqÀ F ±Á¯É ²PÀët ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²¸ÀÄÛ ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ 

¸ÀAUÀªÀÄªÁVvÀÄÛ. M§â ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ¸ÉÃªÉ ¸À°è¹zÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ £À£Àß ªÀÈwÛ fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ UÀªÀðzÀ 
«µÀAiÀÄ...F ±Á¯É £À£ÀUÉ GvÀÛªÀÄ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ GvÀÛªÀÄ ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ£ÁßV ªÀiÁr §zÀÄQ£À ¢Ã¥ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
¨É¼ÀVzÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜAiÀiÁVzÉ.  

EAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯É 25 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À ̧ ÀÄªÀtð ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÇgÉÊ¹ ¹®égï dÆ©°AiÀÄ£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ 
F ¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQAiÀiÁV £À£Àß ºÀÈvÀÆàªÀðPÀ  

ªÀAzÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸À°è¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É.  

PÀ°PÉAiÀÄ eÉÆvÉ §zÀÄQ£À ¥ÁoÀ ºÉÃ½ PÉÆqÀÄªÀ  £À£Àß ±Á¯É...¸ÉAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É..£À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥ÉæÃgÀuÁ 
PÉÃAzÀæ...  

           ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ 

PÀ£ÀßqÀ ²PÀëQ ªÀÄjAiÀiÁ ±ÁAw 



   £À¤ßÃ C¤¹PÉ 

  ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À QgÀtUÀ½UÉ ¸Àj¸ÁnAiÀiÁzÀ ¨É¼ÀQ®è  

  ºÀÆ«£À ¥ÀjªÀÄ¼ÀPÉÌ «ÄÃjzÀ ¸ÀÄUÀAzsÀ«®è  

  ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß «ÄÃj¸ÀÄªÀ ±Á¯É¬Ä®è.. 

ªÉÆzÀ°UÉ M§â vÁ¬ÄAiÀiÁV £À£Àß ªÀÄUÀ½UÉ £Á£ÀÄ DAiÉÄÌ ªÀiÁrzÀ GvÀÛªÀÄzÀgÀ°è GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ ±Á¯É £ÀªÀÄä 

¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É. ºÀZÀÑ ºÀ¹gÁzÀ VqÀ ªÀÄgÀUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀÝ ±Á¯É.  ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À°è ²¸ÀÄÛ, «£ÀAiÀÄ, ±ÀÄavÀé 
ªÁvÀªÀgÀt PÀ°AiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÉA§ ºÀÄªÀÄä¸À£ÀÄß vÀ¤ßAzÀ vÁ£ÉÃ ªÀÄÆr¸ÀÄªÀAvÀ ±Á¯É JAzÀÄ £Á¤lÖ £ÀA©PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
G¹UÉÆ½¸ÀzÀ ±Á¯É. M¼ÉîAiÀÄ £ÀqÀvÉAiÉÆA¢UÉ GvÀÛªÀÄ «zÁåyðAiÀiÁV Gdé® ¨sÁgÀvÀ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ ±ÉæÃµÀ× 
¥ÀæeÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯É ¨É¼É¸ÀÄwÛzÉ/ ¨É¼É¹zÉ. 

        a£ÀßPÉÌ  CzÀgÀ ºÉÆ¼À¥É ªÉÄgÀÄUÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄªÀAvÉ. £À£Àß ²PÀëQ ªÀÈwÛUÉ ªÉÄgÀÄUÀÄ ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï JA§ 
ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ, £À£Àß ¥Àæw¨sÉUÉ ªÉÄgÀÄUÀ£ÀÄß vÀAzÀ ±Á¯É. PÀ¼ÉzÀ JAlÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ½AzÀ ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ PÀ£ÀßqÀ 
²PÀëQAiÀiÁV ¥Àæw ¢£ÀªÀÅ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ  

¥ÀPÀé ªÁVgÀÄªÉ, ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÁV ¨ÉgÉvÀÄ ºÉÆÃVgÀÄªÉ. £ÀªÀÄä C¤¹PÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄPÀÛªÁV ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ 
¥ÀÇtð ¸ÁévÀAvÀæ÷åªÀ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÁzÀ §æzÀgï Qèl¸ïgÀªÀgÀÄ ¤ÃrzÁÝgÉ. ²PÀëPÀgÀ J®è ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 
¨ÉÃqÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß CjvÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ CzÀÄãvÀ ªÀåQÛ. ¸ÀzÁ GvÁìºÀzÀ a®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄAvÉ, ¥ÁzÀgÀ¸ÀzÀAvÉ ZÀÄgÀÄPÁVgÀÄªÀ 

£ÀªÀÄä §æzÀgï £ÀªÀÄUÀÆ D ªÉÊ§£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. PÀ°PÉUÉ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èG¯Áè¸À¢AzÀ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä GvÀÛªÀÄ 
UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. D «µÀAiÀÄzÀ°è £Á£ÀÄ ¸Àé®à ºÉZÀÄÑ ¨sÁUÀå±Á°. £À£ÀUÉ zÉÆgÉwgÀÄªÀ J®è UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ UÉ¼ÉwAiÀÄgÀÄ 
£À£ÉÆßA¢UÉ DwäÃAiÀÄ MqÀ£ÁlªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢zÁÝgÉ.  £À£Àß ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À §UÉÎ K£ÉAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼À°, ¥ÀzÀUÀ½UÉ ¹UÀzÀ 
¥ÀÅµÀàUÀ¼ÀÄ, £À£Éß¯Áè £ÉÆÃªÀÅ, DAiÀiÁ¸ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÄUÀÞ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ½AzÀ zÀÆgÁV¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÀÆ¥Àgï §Æ¸ÀÖgïUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ J®è «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀUÀtåªÁzÀªÀÅ zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÃ.  ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï 
±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ £Á£ÀÄ £ÀUÀÄ ªÉÆUÀ¢AzÀ £À£Àß C¤¹PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÀAaPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä CªÀPÁ±À ¤ÃrzÀAvÀºÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
§æzÀgï Qèl¸ïgÀªÀjUÀÆ £À£Àß ºÀÈvÀÆàªÀðPÀ ªÀAzÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÉÆA¢UÉ ¤ªÀÄä ¸ÀÄ«ÄvÀæ.

¸ÀÄ«ÄvÀæ PÉ.Dgï 

        (²PÀëQ PÀ£ÀßqÀ «¨sÁUÀ) 



Schoolyard Symphonies! 

St. Francis! A school of legends! Here we are, walking 

the corridors that hundreds have walked, sitting in 

classrooms where more than just lessons were taught. 

It is truly a treat—a gift of delight—to be here, creating 

memories. Even if we don’t cherish them at the 

moment, I am sure we will laugh at them later. 

Student life here is a myriad of emotions: happiness, 

sadness, anger, and so much more. There are helpful 

teachers who always look upon us as their own 

children, not mere students. They may scold us at 

times, but it is always with good intent. There are 

friends who make the journey of school far more 

enjoyable. 

We arrive here like empty nutshells… and years later, 

we leave, our shells filled with knowledge, emotions, 

cherished moments, gratitude, and so much more. 

Our Principal, Rev. Bro. Cletus, is always supportive 

and kind. He often tells us, “We are second to none!”, 

motivating us to strive for better. Our Academic 

Supervisor, Mr. Johnichan, constantly gives us new 



opportunities to prove ourselves. Our teachers, office 

staff, and non-teaching staff are our constant guides—

without them, school would not be the same. 

Between the walls of St. Francis, whispers linger, desks 

remember our daydreams, and every corridor hums with 

the pulse of us. Our laughter and screams (which 

inevitably attract the teachers!) are etched in every 

corner of the school. The quiet moments of solitude, 

where only the walls are our audience, leave a profound 

mark on our hearts. 

Leaving this school in a year breaks my heart… every 

corridor, every classroom, is stitched together with 

echoes of joy, lessons learned, and moments I will 

carry forever. After almost thirteen years of joy and 

laughter, I think it would be greedy to ask for more. 

We may leave these walls one day, but they will never 

leave us. 

- Pranitha R 
IX -C



Good Vibes 

Greetings! 
It has been three years since we enrolled our child at St. Francis School, and we would like to 
highlight two aspects that truly stand out: education and safety. The school’s approach to 
education is highly student-centric and promotes active learning—the robotics science 
exhibition being a  

great  example of this
We have also observed that the campus is very safe for children, and the teachers are 
approachable and supportive to both parents and students. The new infrastructure and various 
student events are excellent additions that further enrich the learning experience. 

Please continue this positive momentum. Wishing you all the very best! 

Amira Lovely 

Grade 3 

A Day of Music, Memories & Merriment at St Francis 

School 

 Today, the adventurous campus of St Francis School [CISCE], Hongasandra, buzzed with 
education, discipline, and celebration. The school hosted its much-anticipated Graduation 
Day Event, and here’s the vibrant experience of the day. 

The school was a half-day due to the festival. The choir students had a stay-back practice session. 
After practice, we enjoyed lunch together, sharing food and laughter. Following the final 
rehearsal, we went back home. After returning home, I dressed up in the choir gown, applied makeup, 
took a photo and headed back to school. 

I was reunited with my friends and felt the excitement in the air. The choir group moved to the 
auditorium, where we rehearsed the songs on stage. Soon, the graduates arrived with their families. 

The programme began with a heartfelt prayer song that set the tone for celebrations. Then we performed 
six songs on stage, culminating in our favourite tunes that filled everyone with joy. The performance was 
thoroughly enjoyed by all. 

The ceremony shifted to the closing segment, where graduates took the stage to dance, revelling 
in the moment. Though everyone was tired, the atmosphere remained energetic. After the 
event, everyone gathered for a delicious dinner featuring all their favourite dishes. 

The day ended with a dinner party, after which we all headed home, carrying unforgettable 
memories of their Graduation Day Choir experience. 

By Angel Sobu, 

Class 4.B 



The Toy maker's 

Canvas Splashes of paint across the bench

The confused toymaker on the painter's canvas 

Toys filling the table in the portrait 

And the beautiful smile of satisfaction on the artist 

The garden bench under the timid sky 

Two lonely brushes waiting to be used  

The bright sun glaring on him 

With the coffee mug, he stands thinking. 

Paint bottles scattered everywhere, 

Tiny screws painted with care, 

The toymaker’s hand, stained with red, 

Makes the picture look alive 

The toy bus he plans to sell 

With passengers idle in it 

The slender grass surrounding the bench 

And the painter's smirk completes his painting. 

Avanija K
VIII C



Every school has classrooms, but not every school has a soul. At St. Francis School in 
Hongasandra, we are fortunate to be part of a community that feels more like a second home than 
just a campus. While we aim for academic excellence, what really makes our experience special 
is the strong support system that helps us through every high and low. 

Teachers Who Walk Beside Us: 

One of the most wonderful things about our school is the bond we have with our teachers. They 
are not just people standing at the front of the room; they are our biggest cheerleaders. Our 
teachers are caring, supportive, and loving. Whether we struggle with a tough math problem or 
face a personal challenge, they are always ready to listen. The best part? They also join in the 
fun! Whether it’s during a school festival or a casual break, seeing our teachers celebrate and 
laugh with us makes the atmosphere truly special, like a calm river flowing through a beautiful 
setting. 

Leadership with a Heart: 

At the head of our school is a principal who leads with kindness. In many places, the principal’s 
office can seem intimidating, but here, it’s a place of guidance. Our principal is known for being 
warm-hearted, forgiving, and genuinely caring. This spirit of understanding spreads throughout 
the entire school. It’s a rare feeling to be in a place where you feel completely understood. 

The Will of Fire: 

Thanks to this foundation, we Franciscans are different. Our school celebrates us as whole 
individuals. When we win, the entire campus buzzes with pride. But when we experience a 
setback, we don’t feel abandoned. Our mentors encourage us to move forward by teaching us to 
learn from our mistakes and giving us chances to express our opinions and showcase our hidden 
talents.  

This is why it’s nearly impossible to bring a Franciscan down. While we enjoy the peaceful 
atmosphere of our school, we carry a "Will of Fire" within us. It’s a flame nurtured by our 
teachers, our principal, and our peers. This energy inspires us to keep moving forward and 
prepares us for whatever life presents. Unlike others, we don’t just survive challenges—we 
thrive in them. 

The Franciscan Family: 

Being a student here means knowing that you are valued, heard, and never alone. We take pride 
in our relaxed vibe, but we are even prouder of our strength. We are Franciscans: growing in 
love, fueled by passion, and ready for the world. 

- Ancel Jinson 

      IX C 



“Read this only if you’ve ever said ‘I’ll study 

tomorrow.’” 

#WhatItsLikeToBeAStudent 
Have you ever opened a book, stared at the page for five minutes, and then suddenly 
realized you were thinking about food? 
If yes, congratulations! You are officially a student. 

Student life sounds simple, but only students know how confusing it actually is. 

Exam days are those days when our brain decides to go on a vacation… The whole year 
our brain is on airplane mode, but one night before the exam we unlock superpowers—
speed reading, photographic memory, and full confidence. Every night we lie to ourselves, 
“Tomorrow 5 am study pakka,” and every morning it’s snooze × 10 and regret × unlimited. 
Well, here’s the biggest student-only secret—we don’t actually read textbooks, we scan 
them; our eyes move fast, and our brain understands nothing, literally NOTHING! But our 
heart confidently says, “Yeah yeah, I studied this, and this, and even this. Done!” And then 
watching those one-shot videos, that too in 2x speed—you’ve done that too?? Then 
congratulations; now we can understand that one guy on TV telling the mutual fund terms 
and conditions in 2x speed... Then the next day during the exam, the answer we revised ten 
times suddenly feels like it belongs to another universe—we remember the page number, 
the diagram color, and even what we ate while studying, but not the actual answer. Then 
we showcase our immense creativity in our answers, giving the teachers a heart attack. 
Even when we are writing our exams, our brain, which has one job, can’t seem to focus at 
all, and suddenly in your brain you are like singing some song like “Thalapathy kacheri 

…thalapathy…” or suddenly start role-playing with dialogues like “yen nejile kudi irrum,”
and your conscious auto roasts you like “Dei, focus, or else amma kai le ceripe irrum.” Our 
confidence is sky high—until Section B shows up and destroys everything!!!. But 
satisfaction is when that one useless friend tells you a question and that ends up coming on 
the exam, and we feel like we conquered the art of making the right friends. 

But then we also have those friends who constantly take extra sheets, and you with just one 
sheet start panicking like, “What? So much that dude is writing, huh?” Then suppose by 
chance you discuss the paper with your friends... that’s when the confidence goes from 
sky high to nowhere to be found. 

Exams are one thing, but our relationship with homework...ehh, it’s complicated...it’s like 
that friend who never leaves you alone. You ignore it, avoid it, and pretend it doesn’t 
exist—but it always comes back. “I’ll do it later” is the biggest lie ever told by us. “I will 
finish it after this one reel.” This 1 reel becomes 10, then 30, and suddenly its night. Night 
turns into panic, and panic turns into finishing homework at 11:59 pm. That’s also okay, 



but we have some more great souls who decide to finish it at school itself before the class 
begins because we believe school is our second home. 

Instagram seems to know us very well … Sometimes she knows too much, and now we 
fear “Instagram is watching my moves.” Ever notice those relatable reels that pop up when 
you have exams and during weekends? We have that one reel that makes us say, “That’s 
it, here comes the comeback…” I am going to study so much and work hard.” And plans 
of a new mind-set and all, but then Monday has to come and destroy it all, because no one 
wants to break from their resting phase, i.e., the weekends. Monday doesn’t start the 
week—it attacks it. Yet, somehow, we survive. Because we students are built different! 

Well, there are a few student logics that might not make sense, but if you’re a student, it 
makes total sense, and more than logic, it becomes a necessity. Like, have you ever seen 
that group of three going to fill that one Kutti water bottle? And the whole class depending 
on one smart kid at lunch just before the exam. Importance: the middle bench is ohh … it’s 
literally the networking hub that connects the classroom. Without that, how will the toppers 
have fun, and how will the backbenchers pass? The ultimate are those 5 min when the class 
just got over and the teacher leaves; it's full chaos, chaos like India ki azadi… and our 
washroom breaks are social events with conference halls that very much resemble 
washrooms… Even attendance time is like an intense catch game—like you're extremely 
focused and somehow you still miss it and the teacher scolds you. , Have you ever 
noticed When a ₹200 movie ticket gets cancelled, we get angry like our life is ruined. But 
on the other hand, when exams get cancelled—after our parents have spent lakhs on fees
—we suddenly become the happiest people on Earth. Student logic has no guilt, only 
happiness. 

However, one day we are going to miss all of this for sure: the half-day school that is the 
best news ever; parents asking for marks before results; relatives suddenly caring about 
your studies; friends becoming therapists; crying over the syllabus; laughing five minutes 
later at our own problems; forgetting the syllabus after exams instantly; saying, “I hate 
school,” but missing it later; and realizing school life was the best, too late. 

And last but not the least, the most magical thing is the last bell of the day; energy 
suddenly appears. Happiness returns. We walk out like we just survived an apocalypse, 
but the most heart-breaking thing is the last bell of the last day…if you didn’t get it, 
read it again if you’re a 10th grader. It will definitely hit you hard…. We might laugh 
about student life today, but these moments are silently shaping who we become 
tomorrow.” 
Thanks a lot, SFS Family, for giving us a memorable school life 

Sharon Rupesh 
X -A



Haunted Nightmare 

The clock strikes three, the room turns cold, 

A silent story long foretold.  

I cannot move, I cannot scream,  

Trapped within this haunted dream,  

A shadowy form begins to rise,  

With hollow pits where should be eyes. 

It drifts across the dusty floor,  

And pauses by the chamber door.  

I feel its breath, a chilling air,  

That lifts the locks of sleeping hair. That lifts It 

whispers secrets, cold and deep  

While I am shackled in my sleep.  

The blankets heavy on my chest, Denying 

me my nightly rest. A Phantom hand 

reaches for me,  

A silent ghost that will not flee.  

I tremble in the fading light,  

A prisoner of  

The Shadows crawl upon the wall I hear her 

whisper : “Hear my call” my heart is pounding, 

loud and fast,  

A haunting echo of the past.  

Then, swift as fog . she starts to fade,  

Leaving me trembling , sore and afraid. 

I catch my breath . I touch my skin,         Bhavish V Poojary  VII C 



The Secret 

As I wandered into the clearing with my camera ready to capture at least one photo of the 
beautiful baby foxes, I saw something, a sudden glow and there it was, a tree with stairs. “A tree 
with stairs?” No, that wasn’t possible! Was it? I blinked and rubbed my eyes. Yup, still there. 

I knew I shouldn’t go inside, but curiosity got the better of me as I walked slowly to the tree. A 
voice inside me started telling me to back off. 

“No way! Are you crazy? This is not normal!” But taking no heed, I went towards it anyway. 

I started climbing the wooden, dusty steps of the tree, and I felt a strange, queasy feeling inside 
me. I finally reached the top after a good amount of time, and then what I saw next took my 
breath away. 

It was a beautiful place with trees carrying gorgeously golden apples, I heard a strange fluttering 
of wings. I looked up and thought, “Are those Elves riding a fairy?” 

“Nope, you should go back, Maya. Go back right now!” said the person inside my head, but I 
was too enthralled by the magic and mystique this place seemed to radiate. 

I felt something brush past me, and I saw it was the very fox I was chasing after it to get a photo 
and as I watched the fox trotted up and turned into a ball and rolled on the ground. As it got up, I 
realized that it was not a fox anymore, but a girl a young girl, about twelve. She was beautiful 
with her dancing fox eyes and little fox ears hidden partially within her wavy golden and 
gorgeous locks yellow with a tint of orange at the ends, and then she looked at me and smiled. 

“We have been waiting for you, Maya,” she said taking me by the hand like a, little sister would. 
I was shocked by the fact that she had noticed me and knew my name before I introduced myself 
to her. She started chattering animatedly, taking me through the land. It was vast and did not at 
all look like it was fit into a tree. “What is your name and where are we?” I said turning to her 
and she said in a happy dancing voice. 

“I’m Lora, and of course we are in Fairytale!” 

I nodded and looked around at elves, goblins, and spirits drinking and dancing. I was not even 
aware of the fact that I was holding hands with a complete stranger. 

She took me through different places; one had a river flowing with dreams and then others were 
filled with another, filled with fairies. 

“Angels?” I said, asked, turning to Lora. 

“No, silly, that’s a fairy, and look, another fairy!” she laughed. 



She looked at me as if she was making a decision and tapped me on the head, and suddenly I 
sprouted wings and began to fly. She took me to some more places before taking me to a shop 
and asked me to try different dresses. I tried many—some were flowery, too flowery; some were 
too large—and then I found the most perfect one, a shiny, beautiful light pink. When I tried it, 
Lora squealed and bought it for me right away. 

We flew around some more but then it was getting dark and then, all of a sudden, I blurted out 
that I did not want to leave. I did not know why, but at first glance I fell in love with the place. 
And then she looked at me. “Oh no, you can’t stay here!” she looked away and said, “Anyway, 
it’s time for you to leave.” 

“But—” I interjected. 

“No, wake up, Maya!” she said to me sternly, and everything tumbled before my eyes and I 
woke up with a start. 

I was in my bedroom, with my camera in hand, and realisation dawned on me, I was dreaming. I 
shoved back the covers, tears burning my eyes. I should have realized, it was too good to be true. 

I began to hurl my stuffed toys and pillows when I saw something: a tiny dress similar to the one 
I had chosen. Then I heard it- 

“Shh! It’s a secret!” 

THE END Eliza Justin Grade VII C 

First Prize

 Creative Writing 

Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025 



Dancing Among the Stars – Ad Astra 2025 

I was extremely excited  to take part in my school’s grand Cultural Fest, Ad Astra 2025. Our 
school organized so many wonderful cultural events, and the whole campus was full of 
colour, music, and happiness. 

I participated in Bharatanatyam, a beautiful classical dance. My school gave me this special 
opportunity to perform on stage. My teachers always encouraged me, appreciated my 
efforts, and motivated me to do my best. The stage decorations, bright lights, and lovely 
music made the event feel magical. 

Before going on stage, I felt a little nervous. But my teachers stood near me, smiling and 
cheering, which made me feel brave and confident. When the music started, I danced with a big 
smile and lots of energy. 

The happiest moment came when I won the 2nd prize! I felt so proud and happy. My school 
appreciated all the participants and made every child feel special. My parents and 
teachers were very happy, and I felt like a shining star. 

Thank you to my school for organizing such a grand Cultural Fest and for 
encouraging students like me to learn, perform, and shine at Ad Astra 2025. 

“Ad Astra 2025 made me feel like I was truly dancing among the stars!” 

 Hithika S, 

 Class 1A 

My Little Adventures of Life 
Hello friends! 

My name is D. T. Shashvath, and I study in the 4th grade. I would like to share a few experiences from 
my life that make me happy and help me learn something new every day. 

Every day feels like a small adventure to me. When I try something new—like learning a new 
game, reading a new story, or solving a tough math problem—I feel proud of myself. Sometimes I 
fail, but those moments teach me how to do better next time. 

I love learning outside the classroom too. Playing with my friends teaches me teamwork. Helping my 
parents at home teaches me responsibility. Even falling while cycling taught me not to give up easily! 

I am always curious about  to  know how things work. I enjoy asking questions and finding answers. I 
believe learning never stops, and every day gives us a new chance to improve ourselves. 
My dream is to grow into a kind, smart, and confident person who never stops learning. Life is like 
a big book, and every day is a new page. I am excited to read it! 

Thank you for reading my experience. 😊😊

By D.T.Shashvath

Class 4 B 



SOLITUDE 

Solitude is the state of being alone. In this world where we can connect with each other easily, 
solitude is often neglected. Taking some time off from our busy schedule, it is important that we spend 
time with ourselves. Many great personalities have been practicing this for their personal growth. This 
includes meditating or thinking or talking to ourselves. 

Meditation is the best way to be in solitude. It is a powerful tool to keep our mind calm and 
energetic in the chaotic world outside. Meditation improves focus by thousand times. The best way to 
start a day is by meditating. I, personally, found it very helpful. It makes my mind fresh and active. This 
also makes my day productive and efficient. 

We can always make some time for ourselves just by simply sitting in a calm and quiet place. 
This can be done by staring at the sky. The slow motion of the clouds makes me detached from the 
world. This is my favorite one as I tend to think efficiently on my problems. It helps in 
analyzing the cause and solutions to the hurdles of our lives. On thinking more about ourselves we 
become more confident as we know our weakness. It also provides a sense of motivation to move forward 
in life. 

Solitude can be achieved by talking to ourselves. Though it looks strange, it helps in improving us in the 
effective way. We can either ask questions or just randomly talk about our day-to-day activities. It is a good 
way to know about our hidden talents. I usually motivate myself through this. It helps me keep track on if I 
am going in the right path and achieving my goals. This method is scientifically proven. According to the 
book, "The Power of Subconscious Mind”, repeated affirmations create an impact on our subconscious 
brain and helps us achieve it.  

The time can also be spent by reading a book or dreaming. This can enable us to do our hobbies. 
Solitude enhances our creativity and imagination. The invention of sewing needle in stitching machine 
was achieved by lucid dreaming. 

In conclusion, solitude is a way of escaping from the daily routine and discovering
ourselves. It is essential and needs to be practiced by us. Let us all make time for ourselves and be active 
and powerful individuals!  

Lakshanya R Grade XII 

Second Prize 
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My Visit to Qatar during Winter Vacation 

During my winter vacation, I had the wonderful opportunity to visit Qatar, a 
beautiful country in the Middle East. My father works in a Qatar media company, 
and this is my 3rd visit to Qatar. It was an exciting and memorable experience that 
helped me learn about a new culture, traditions, and unique places. 

One of the most impressive things about Qatar is, its rich culture and heritage. 
Qatari people value their traditions and customs deeply. Traditional clothing 
like those worn by men and the abaya worn by women reflects their culture and 
modesty. I also learnt that hospitality is an important part of Qatari culture, 
and guests are warmly welcomed with Arabic coffee called Gahwa and dates. 

Qatar has many unique places that reflect both tradition and modern development. I 
visited the Museum of Islamic Art, which displays beautiful artefacts and teaches 
about Islamic history. The National Museum of Qatar, designed in the shape of a 
desert rose, was very interesting and showcased the country’s past, present, and 
future. 

Another unforgettable experience was visiting the desert. The golden sand dunes and 
the exciting desert safari were truly amazing. The Inland Sea, where the desert meets 
the sea, is a rare natural wonder found in Qatar. I also visited Souq Waqif, a 
traditional market filled with shops selling spices, perfumes, handicrafts, and 
traditional clothes. It was lively and full of cultural charm. 

Qatar also has modern attractions like The Pearl Qatar, Crystal Walk, and Vendome 
Mall, which show the country’s rapid development and luxurious lifestyle. The 
beautiful skyline of Doha at night was a sight to remember. 

My visit to Qatar during the winter vacation was both enjoyable and educational. I 
learnt a lot about Qatari culture, traditions, and unique places. It was a trip that I will 
always cherish. 

Andrew sijo Abraham  
IV -B



MY GRANDMOTHER AND I 

In the heart of a tiny forest where a lively village goes about its life, where the birds sang with 
people, where the morning air smelled like honey and fresh-baked bread, and where animals and 
people lived together in harmony, is where my grandmother lived. 

Most of my life I was raised in the city where my parents worked, but on rare occasions I got to 
visit my beloved grandmother. Whenever I could, I would get my parents to drop me at the 
startling sight of the mouth of the forest. From there I would walk alone. 

I never got lost because I always followed the trail of smoke from my grandma’s cottage 
chimney. When I reached the village, small children who were scurrying here and there, running 
to catch each other, would stop and greet me. The people dancing around the fire would wave to 
me, but the best feeling of all is when I knock on my grandmother’s door and she greets me with 
a warm hug and some fresh, delicious, homemade cookies. 

I knew not the day that would come when all this would end. I was maybe ten or eleven at the 
time when I saw that the smoke was not there. I could not reach her without the trail; however, I 
was desperate, so I managed to reach there after hours of worry and frustration. 

As I reached them, I did not wait to greet the villagers near the fire or the small kids. I ran to my 
grandmother’s home, anxious to see why the smoke was not there, as I knew that whatever she 
did sitting on her special rocking chair near the lit fireplace, something was wrong. 

I knocked on the door anxiously, and when the door opened, a wave of relief washed over me. 
My grandmother stood there with mittens on her hands, one of them holding a fresh tray of 
brownies and cookies, and the other stretching towards me, gesturing a warm hug. 

She had that warm smile on her face, that same gleam in her eyes full of kindness and playful 
mischief, and the same familiar wrinkles. I greeted her with an eager hug as I got inside and shut 
the door. I felt like I never wanted to leave. I popped a brownie into my mouth and let it smelt 
like a warm, feathery, chocolate-flavoured butter. It tasted like pure heaven, but little did I know 
that it would be the last time I ever had it. 

As I turned to my grandmother to tell her all my stories, she coughed, sneezed, and wheezed, 
holding on to a walking stick she had never used before. Instantly I got worried; as I rushed to 
her side, she stopped and placed her hand on my shoulder, flashing her smile, but this time 
instead of the gleam, there was worry in her eyes and evident tiredness. 

She smiled and said, as if she were reading my mind, “Don’t worry, my child, I will feel better 
soon.” 

“But Grandma, you should rest; if I had known, I would never have bothered you! ”I protested. 



“Don’t fret; I’m sure it’s just a cold.” She reassured me. 

I believed her and spent the rest of my days there happily. We shared stories; she told about life 
in the village, folk tales, and urban legends before I fell asleep, and I told her about my life in the 
city. Time ticked by, and before long, it was time for me to go home. 

At the city I yearned to go back, but the holidays seemed to be so far away. I pushed on each 
day, eager to be with her again. When the holidays arrived, my soul almost left my body in joy. I 
rushed to my room to make haste. 

My parents dropped me at the mouth of the forest; from there I trudged alone, but again I could 
not see the trail of smoke. Luckily I knew the way from my experience. I trudged deeper and 
deeper into the forest and reached my destination. 

I rushed to my grandmother’s cottage and knocked anxiously, hoping that she would be alright, 
but the one who opened the door was not my grandmother but the village chief, who greeted me 
with a nervous and worried smile. 

I scrambled inside as soon as I stepped in, desperately trying to find my grandma, when I spotted 
her lying on her bed, coughing and wheezing. I almost fell to her side. As I placed my hand on 
hers, I could feel hot tears gushing on my cheeks in a rapid movement. 

I was lost in my misery and instantly jerked out of it when the village chief placed her hand on 
my shoulder. 

“I wanted to visit you, but your grandmother would not allow me to. She was in this state three 
days ago. Her condition only worsened,” she told me nervously. 

“Why didn’t she want you to write to me?” I croaked. 

“She did not want to worry you and disrupt your focus on your studies and joy at the city,” she 
told me gently, her voice strong, firm, and full of empathy, but she did a poor job hiding her fear. 
She looked at me sympathetically while I turned to my grandmother. 

“Grandma, please don’t leave me alone,” I said, my voice breaking. My vision was blurred; my 
eyes welled up with tears, creating a pool at my feet. Her hands were turning colder. 

“Grandmother, please don’t leave me alone,” I said, my voice breaking. My vision was blurred; 
my eyes welled up with tears, creating a pool at my feet. Her hands were turning colder. 

“You won’t be alone,” she rasped. “I will be with you forever,” she whispered as light as the rain 
and snow. “You know I love you. Always.” With those words, she breathed her last and closed 
her eyes, never to open them again. 



Years later, I stand here now in front of my grandmother’s cottage. It does not radiate the warm 
glow it did when she was there. The windows are broken, the house is burgled, and the books in 
her house are now covered with dust and mold. 

When she left, she left me with a frozen heart, one that no longer beats for anything. My blood 
runs cold at the memory of her death and turns warm again and melts my heart when her last 
words pop up again and again in my head. Her promise that she is with me and will be forever, 
and that I would never be alone, brightens my face as I smile. 

She seems to be flashing her smile upon me too when I look at the crescent moon and the 
winking stars in the moonlit sky. 

BETHEL JUSTIN 

VII C 

My School: Where Dreams Begin
My school is a place where learning inspires us and dreams find their direction. Every day, 
my school motivates me to learn, explore, and believe in myself. Academics in my school are 
strong and well organized. Our teachers explain concepts with great patience and dedication, 
making learning interesting and meaningful. Because of this strong academic foundation, I feel 
confident to explore new ideas and subjects beyond textbooks. 

One of the most special and memorable experiences of my school life was the 
robotics exhibition. During this exhibition that my dream truly connected with learning. We 
created a merry-go-round model, and watching it move filled me with excitement and 
curiosity. I was fascinated to see how simple components could work together to create 
motion. That moment awakened my interest in understanding how machines and technology 
function in real life. 
The robotics exhibition was not just an activity; it became the first real step towards my dream 
of becoming a robotics engineer. In that moment, I realized that my school was not only 
teaching me subjects, but also helping me discover my future. The well-equipped laboratories and 
excellent learning facilities in my school support hands-on learning and inspire us to turn our ideas 
into reality. These opportunities help shape our skills and prepare us for the challenges ahead. 

My school believes in the overall development of students by combining academics and practical 
learning. I feel proud and grateful to be part of a school that not only educates us, but also helps 
us dream, believe, and grow. That is why I proudly say that my school truly is the place where my 
dreams begin. 

Muhammad Arfan J IV A 



Hello friends! I am Prisha P.B. from grade 6 'D.' 

I am going to talk about "Homework." 

This topic may sound boring, right? But let me tell you something about it. You see, homework 
is the work given by teachers to students to revise lessons. You may ignore it now, but you will 
realize its importance later during your exams. 

1. Why is it important?

Homework increases your confidence in studies and helps strengthen your learning abilities. It 
also encourages you to do well in exams and helps you understand the lessons better. 

2. What would happen if you ignore it?

Completing homework helps us improve our examination scores. And not completing it makes it 
difficult to understand the lessons and methods taught by the teacher. Our scores will decrease in 
examinations. 

3. How can we make sure that  complete our homework?

To make sure that we complete our homework, we should fix a time every day just for 
homework.  Keeping all books and notebooks ready helps us save time. Homework should be 
finished before watching television or playing games. We should avoid distractions like mobile 
phones while completing our homework. After completing the homework, we must check it once 
to avoid mistakes. 

In conclusion, homework plays an important role in a student’s life. It helps us understand 
lessons better, improves our confidence, and helps us score well in examinations. By completing 
homework regularly and on time, we can develop good study habits and become responsible 
students. Therefore, we should never ignore homework and always try to complete it sincerely. 

Thank you. 

ON HOMEWORK

Prisha P.B. 

 Grade 6 D



The Back of Beyond
Mother always says, ‘Man is a social being,’ and yes, that is true.  
Humans need each other to survive, and it is only because we had each other that we have 
come this far.  
Mother always begs me to interact more… to meet new people, talk to the ones I already 
know, build a proper circle, because ‘Your circle matters!”  
She has pleaded, begged, nagged, cajoled, and pushed me towards people to talk, but you can 
never really force someone into doing what they do not want to do.  

I had tried telling her that I did not want to.  
That I was happy and not depressed or whatever she thought I was.  
How do I explain to her that solitude is what I crave?  
What I yearn for?  
To be with myself because I am fond of it and it brings me happiness, how do I tell her that? 

Many think I am lonely… alone.  
I am not though.  
There is a difference between loneliness and solitude.  
I just enjoy solitude…me-time; for I am content with myself, free of the pressures of the 
world, away from small talk and unwanted opinions 

When I am with people, I fantasize being with myself.  

When I am alone, I wish time stopped and the moment never passes so that I could stay there 
forever. 
It is what I need to keep myself sane and stable. 
It calms and nourishes me. 
I am nurtured by it. 
I grow through it - carving and moulding myself, slowly discarding pieces of myself I do not 
like in the quiet serene of the night or day. 
With no one to watch, no one to judge. 

My favourite spot to be with myself is my terrace. 
It is my escape zone, where I can be myself or whatever I want to be. 
I could be soaring through the air, relishing the wind on my face and hair, floating through the 
clouds, or I could be in the water, imagining the coolness of it on my body as it wraps around 
me, cradling me, whispering sweet nothings into my ear. 

Maybe it is a defense mechanism - this need to be alone. 
It is either the way by which I protect myself from this cruel and harsh world, or maybe it is 
something I simply enjoy… 



When a lone star is spotted, the first thing that is said is how it is separated from the rest and the 
sadness of that… but then comes a different perspective- how bright it is. 
How its light radiates from all around it, with no hindrances or obstacles or judgment. Shining by 
itself, for itself. 
I think I am like that. 
Shining by myself. 
Burning for myself. 
Not outshined or hidden by someone else. 
Unbound and unbothered by the constraints and patterns of this world. 

Alone and at 
peace  

Ria Susan Prince Grade XI 
First Prize 
 Creative Writing 
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025

BASEMENT
it was — the same magical portal as before. I ran eagerly inside it, hoping that it 
would take me back home. 

When I opened my eyes, I was in a different place, but it was definitely not my town. 
This time, it had transported me to the future. I saw robots, and modern technology 
everywhere around me. Now my fear of how to get back home became bigger. 

My only job now was to figure out how to get back. This time, I wished and repeated 
in my mind, “I want to get back home,” and I jumped inside the portal once again. 
This time, to my surprise and immense joy, I was back in my town, and the same 
blue portal was in front of me. 

I soon realized that this portal was a time-teleporting magical wonder. I left and 
returned home in both astonishment and awe. This was the first time I had visited 
the basement and experienced the magical portal, but it definitely would not be my 
last. 

 Riya Charvi S 
Grade :VII A Second Prize

 Creative Writing 

Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025   



Secret 
Nestled in between a lush green forest, is a treasure waiting to be found. This 
precious treasure is none other than my town- a beauty in disguise. 

My town is nothing short of amazing, in fact, it might be the most wonderful and 
joyful town anyone has ever come across. Here, all new visitors are welcome and 
everyone here is treated equally. You can find the most exotic fruits and vegetables 
with rich traditions and culture. Everyone is friendly and has unlimited warmth and 
care to share with all. 

My town is a magnificent and perfect paradise for those seeking beauty in simplicity 
and a dazzling display of nature at its peak. We have tons of great places waiting to 
be discovered. A few little further from our town is a sparkling waterfall that looks 
like glimmering diamonds pouring from above. Everybody always has a smile to 
give and kindness to spread. 

It seemed perfect, what could ever be wrong with this peaceful town? But, amongst 
all the good things our town had to offer, there was one thing… There was a small 
house at the edge of the town. No one had lived there for years and rumor has it that 
one should never go to the basement of the house. 

One quiet afternoon, my curiosity got the better of me and I decided that the mystery 
of the basement must finally be solved. 

I arrived at the house, which actually seemed normal. I was shivering and nervous 
as I made my way to the basement. It was really dark, like pitch black, and nothing 
around me could be seen. I lit a torch and what I saw shocked me — a magical blue 
portal. It was shimmering, captivating me to go inside it. Out of great curiosity, I 
went inside it and I was transported to a different place- one I could not identify. 

It took me some wandering and looking around to realize that I was actually in 
Egypt! I had so many questions — How? and Why? Egypt was a great place- full of 
pyramids and architectural wonders, but a small fear of how I would get back home 
started to linger inside me. I tried to find the place where I had first started, and there 



Divine Peaks and Snowy Trails: My Himalayan Experience 

“Travelling—it leaves you speechless, then turns you into a storyteller.” – Ibn 
Battuta 

And yes, my trip to North India truly turned me into a storyteller. From divine temples 
and snowy adventures to peaceful valleys and patriotic moments, every place I visited 
added a new chapter to my journey. So here is my story… 

It was a Friday evening, and I was busy studying for my computer RWS exam scheduled 
for the next day. The house was unusually quiet when my father walked in silently. Then, 
all of a sudden, he announced some news that made me jump out of my study chair and 
shout with joy. 

Yes—the news was about my dream vacation to the snowy Himalayas. A journey into the 
heart of the mountains, promising the perfect blend of adventure, tranquillity, and 
breathtaking natural beauty for ten unforgettable days. 

My brother, my mother, and I were equally thrilled. We immediately began counting down 
the days, imagining snow-covered peaks, chilly winds, and magical landscapes. The 
excitement grew with every passing moment. 

Finally, the long-awaited day arrived. With our bags packed and hearts full of excitement, 
we were all set to fly to Chandigarh—the beginning of our incredible Himalayan adventure. 

I was lucky to get a window seat—I didn’t want to miss even a second of the scenic beauty 
during landing. Soon, we safely landed at Shaheed Bhagat Singh International Airport, 
Chandigarh. 

The moment I stepped out, I was welcomed by a chilling –1°C temperature and a sharp 
cold breeze that instantly made me shiver—and smile. This was the Himalayas calling! 

Our most exciting journey had finally begun. 

The first stop was Pinjore Gardens, a splendid display of symmetry and beauty that felt 
calm and refreshing. From there, we headed to the famous Rock Garden, where creativity 
carved out of stone left us amazed. 

Soon, Shimla Mall Road welcomed us with its lively atmosphere—shops filled with 
traditional shawls, souvenirs, and cheerful crowds. We also visited the sacred Jakhu 
Hanuman Temple, located on the highest peak of Shimla. From there, we enjoyed a 
breathtaking panoramic view of the majestic Himalayas stretching endlessly before our 
eyes. 



By then, hunger had taken over, and we treated ourselves to a yummy, delicious Punjabi-
style breakfast that instantly recharged us. With full stomachs and happy hearts, we set 
off towards Kullu—the Valley of Gods.   , 

Kullu Valley is famous for its mesmerising natural beauty, apple orchards, and spiritual 
significance. The major highlight here was the fast-flowing Beas River and the thrilling 
river rafting experience. 

We were dressed in cherry-red rafting suits, black boots, and dark-blue life vests. The 
moment we touched the water, the -2°C chilling river felt almost like ice. Yet, the beauty 
of the Beas River, surrounded by towering deodar and pine trees, made us forget the cold. 

Exhausted but extremely happy, we headed to our resort in Kufri, which offered a stunning 
panoramic view of snow-capped peaks and lush green valleys. 

The next day began with even more fun—visiting apple gardens and enjoying thrilling 
adventure sports, adding yet another unforgettable chapter to our Himalayan journey. 

On Tuesday at 7:00 AM, our journey toward Manali – a Himalayan dream – began. We 
wrapped up our first day with thrilling activities like zorbing and a hot air balloon ride, 
then rested at the resort overnight to recharge for the next destination. 

The most exciting day finally arrived—we were heading toward the snow! Passing through 
the Atal Tunnel, an engineering marvel and one of the highest and longest tunnels built 
by our great engineers, was an experience in itself. We then reached Sissu village, where 
we enjoyed hot, steaming Maggi before hiring a snow bike and riding through the snowy 
mountains, completely awestruck by the views. 

Dressed in three layers of winter clothing, we looked like penguins, waddling around and 
competing in our own penguin-speed walking challenge. Skiing on the slippery snow was 
thrilling—I fell a couple of times but didn’t give up until I had mastered it. 

After a long walk on the skiddy snow and collecting countless beautiful memories, we 
headed back and relaxed at Vana Vihar, surrounded by tall pine trees—a perfect ending 
to an unforgettable day. 

The next day began with divine vibes as we visited the Hidimba Devi Temple, admired 
for its unique wooden architecture nestled among tall cedar trees. The calm and spiritual 
atmosphere made the experience truly peaceful. 

Later, we visited Vashisht Kund, a place of scientific magic—boiling hot water flowing 
naturally in a snowy region. Experiencing the warmth of the hot springs amid the cold 
surroundings was fascinating and unforgettable. 



Early in the morning, we bid farewell to Manali and drove toward Dharamshala. En route, 
we visited a couple of Shakti Peeths, enriching our journey with divine energy. 

We visited the Dharamshala Cricket Stadium, located at an altitude of 1,457 metres 
above sea level, and also paid our respects at the War Memorial. The moment we stepped 
into the museum, we were filled with patriotism and gratitude—it truly is a remarkable 
place. 

With the satisfaction of visiting such meaningful landmarks, we rested at our resort for the 
night. 

The next morning, we explored the ancient Bhagsu Nag Temple, the serene Dal Lake, 
and the beautiful Bhagsu Nag Waterfall. Our journey concluded with a visit to the 
residence of the Dalai Lama, surrounded by the majestic Dhauladhar Range, leaving us 
with a deep sense of peace and fulfilment. 

On the last day of our trip, we bid farewell to Dharamshala and drove toward 
Chandigarh to catch our flight back to Bangalore. En route, we also received the blessings 
of Bhagalha Mukhi, adding a spiritual touch to our journey. 

We concluded our adventure with hearts full of memories, awe-inspiring experiences, and 
a deeper appreciation for history, culture, and nature. The Himalayan journey had left us 
truly enriched—both in spirit and in stories to tell. 

Roshith Namburu, 

III-D 



The Spirit of St Francis 
Within Hongasandra’s lively lanes, 

Where city moments flow, 

There stands a place of quiet strength. 

Where thoughtful young minds grow. 

The morning bell, the prayer we say, 

Begin each hopeful day, 

With open minds and steady hearts 

We learn along the way. 

In classrooms filled with honest work, 

With chalk and thoughtful care, 

We learn that effort builds our dreams. 

Through patience, hope, and prayer. 

Our teachers speak with gentle strength. 

Yet firm when need is true, 

They shape our minds and guide our hearts. 

In all we think and do. 

Here values grow beside our dreams, 

In lessons big and small, 

St. Francis shapes who we become. 

And stands with us through all. 

-Sowmya.T 

Class X B 



Spectral Exit 

I always wanted an adventure. Until a few days back, January 24th to be exact. 

It was a pleasant day until the Annual Day practice. See, my best friend and I had a huge, serious fight, 
and both of us were in the dance. Both of us wanted to bash each other’s heads but kept quiet as 
teachers were involved. So, you can say how relieved I was when the practice was over. On the way to 
the gate, I realized that I had forgotten my water bottle in the class opposite to the biology lab, and so I 
rushed to fetch it. It was when I climbed the stairs that I noticed how dark it was, and then I looked up at 
the clock and realized it was six o’clock. I rushed to the classroom, and fortunately there was my bottle 
in the last bench. Just as I closed my hands around the bottle, I heard the sound of a door banging shut. I 
rushed to the door, and looking out, I saw the bobbing hair of my best friend. 
And then the truth hit me: 
She locked me in. 
I started banging the door, screaming for help, and trying to break the window, and finally, when nothing 
worked and the adrenaline rush stopped, I slid down the wall, tears falling down through my cheeks. My 
vision was blurred, and in desperation I hit the wooden table hard. Little did I know that there was a 
shard of glass on the table. 

The shard had lodged right through my fist, and the pain knew no bounds. I screamed louder than 
ever, and still I could hear no footsteps, no shrill sound of a bolt opening, and no sight of my hero. 
Just the dull throbs of my leg, my ragged breathing, and the fast-paced poundings of my heart. 

At last, when I realized no one was there to help me, none in sight, I decided to pull the shard out 
myself. Blood flowed down my hand, staining it red. The metallic smell of blood fills the room. And 
then I hear the sound. The sound of anklets. 
A ray of hope fills my heart, but what I saw made me want to scream aloud, which I would if my throat 
let me; it was the lethal face of... 

RUKMANI 

My thoughts rushed and my memory flooded. Last year, my huge secret, the one everyone 
knows now. 

Horrid images hijacked my brain: Rukmani opening the door and, with that vampire-ish move, 
drinking my blood; Rukmani stepping over my body. 
I ran and grabbed my water bottle, as it is the best weapon I have, and stood beside the door. 

She walked with a sort of dangerous grace, her beautiful features glowing, blood dripping all over. 

Then the moment came; she opened the door, and I closed my eyes shut, bracing myself, and 
when nothing happened, I thought I was already dead, so I slowly opened my eyes and saw that 
the door was open and Rukmani had disappeared. I screamed louder than a loudspeaker and ran 
with the speed of light until I reached the school gate and collapsed into the hands of my 
stricken parents. 

I know you don’t believe me; I myself did not either until I went back to the fourth floor the 
next day and saw the stained bloody floor. 

Kripa Ann Johny VIIB  



SECRETS WITHIN WALLS 

Three friends, Ira, Naina, and Aanya, were returning from a trip when their car broke down in the 
middle of nowhere. There was no network, no vehicles, and darkness was slowly surrounding 
them. There were tall trees around them, which prevented the only bit of sunlight from reaching 
the ground. The ground was covered in mist, making it hard for them to see ahead. They noticed a 
structure at a distance, and because of the mist, they could not completely make out what it was, 
but hoping to find some help, they started walking towards it. 

As they started walking, they slowly figured out what it was. It was a house that stood alone in the 
middle of the trees. It looked old but not broken. When they reached the front door, an eerie silence 
surrounded them. Ira took a deep breath and pushed the door open. It opened without a creak. Once 
Ira went inside, Naina and Aanya followed her. They looked around. The furniture was in place 
with a thin layer of dust. They examined the room and saw three doors leading to different 
rooms. One by one, they moved into separate rooms without knowing what was waiting for 
them. 
In the past, three of them had hidden their mistakes from each other, and now all of it was going 
to come out.  When they entered the room, the house trapped them in visions where they stood 
helpless, forced to watch their hidden secrets unfold. First they saw Aanya's secret. She once 
changed her test marks before showing it to her parents. This was an important test, and if anyone 
found out that she had changed her marks, she could have been in great trouble. When she showed 
her marks to her parents, they praised her without knowing that she did not deserve it. Next, 
the house showed Naina's secret. She once saw her classmate being bullied. She could have 
stood up against it, but she chose to stand there, watching her classmate suffer. She never 
helped. At last, the house revealed Ira's secret. The three of them had shared their personal secrets 
with each other, but Ira used to tell these personal secrets to her other friends. She broke the trust 
among them. 
The girls somehow managed to escape from the rooms. All of them stared at each other with 
confusion and disbelief. No one spoke. The silence grew heavy. They all ran towards the door at 
once. When they stepped outside is when they realized time had passed strangely inside the house. 
They could see some faint light in the distance. They ran towards it and reached their car. 
Vehicles were passing on the road again. They managed to ask for help from a stranger and 
got their car fixed. 

The girls drove away in silence. The house faded behind them. That night, their friendship 
shattered. They drove home in silence. None of them could look at each other in the same way 
they did before. Behind them, the house remained, keeping its secrets, watching and waiting 

Tanvi Vijesh 
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THE FORBIDDEN ROOM 
There was a room in our house that no one explored and no one dared to explore. The door 
always remained locked with a heavy metal chain and a padlock. No one knew what monster 
resided in the depths of the forbidden room. I was just thirteen and was a naturally curious 
girl. I loved crime, thriller, and even horror books. So, when we moved to a new house that 
looked like it had come right out of a horror movie, my curiosity and excitement piqued. 

During the first few days in the new house, I kept asking my parents about the locked room, but 
they always changed the topic or just avoided it completely. They even warned me and my brother 
not to go near that room. As the days passed, I stopped asking and took matters into my own hands. 

One night, I decided to stay awake at night when everyone was most likely sleeping. At 2 a.m., I 
sneaked outside my room and started making my way to the locked room. When I reached my 
parents' room, I could hear soft snoring. I was genuinely terrified of doing this alone. For a 
moment, I just thought of running into my parents' bed, into their arms of safety. But I went 
against it and continued down the hallway. When I finally reached it, I heard a sound that sent 
chills down my spine. I could hear faint scratching on the door, on the wood, on the other side 
of the door. It was like a raw and painful scratching. A whoosh of wind suddenly came down 
the hallway. I shivered. I was positive that all the windows and doors were locked, but that 
gust of wind came out of nowhere. 

I went down the hallway to investigate and found that the living room window was cracked open. 
The wind seemed to flow in from the window. As I was closing the window, I found 
something stuck in the lock. It was a key, an old rusted key. 

I got a terrifying thought. What if the key could open the forbidden room? I made my way back to 
the room. When I was going to open it, the scratching stopped and there was an eerie silence. I felt 
like I was being watched. Thinking that my mind was playing tricks on me, I pushed the feeling 
deep inside and opened the door. When I opened it, a sudden lightning struck and it started raining. 
I was very scared. 

I peered into the room and could see a candle on the floor. There was a matchbox beside it. My 
intrusive thoughts made me take the matchbox. There were three matches. The first broke. The 
second lit for a few seconds. The third stayed lit. I lit the candle and a sudden light was upon the 
room. I saw a dark figure at the corner. I backed away and suddenly the doors locked behind me 
from the outside. I was trapped. The figure came towards me. And in that moment, I knew curiosity 
had ended me. 

MEHATEBEL 

8B 



THE FRANCISIAN JOURNEY 

Within the walls of St. Francis School, 

Where kindness is the golden rule. We come 

to learn, to grow and find, The light that 

wakes a curious mind. 

From the morning bells to the principal's call, To the 

echoing laughter in the hall. 

Each student starts a brand – new dream, As a part 

of one excellent Francisian team. 

In biology labs and chemistry glass, We watch 

the wonders of nature pass. With art and craft 

our hearts we start, And in every math path, we 

play our part. 

Though a tough exam may test our success, We 

trust every process and do our best. With discipline 

strong and a spirit invincible, We live by the values 

and every principle. 

Fueled with love and goals we chase, 

We move through the years at a steady pace. 

For the future is bright, as we gain the knowledge.

 That leads from our classroom all the way to college.

 Kritika Kalita  Standard : 7C 



“My School, My Pride” 

My school is St. Francis, caring and bright, A 
place of learning, hope and light. 

We learn to speak the truth and stand 
up tall, In books, in games, in work 
and play, We grow in wisdom every 
day. 

We learn to share, to help, to care, To be 
kind, honest, and always fair. With faith 
and values strong and true, St. Francis 
shows us what to do. 

Our school is proud, our dreams are high, We 
reach for stars up in the sky. Forever grateful, 
we proudly say, 
St. Francis School CISCE lights our way. 

-RANADEEP GOUTHAM S 

II STD, “A” SECTION. 

“Don’t litter, make it better!” 

Don't throw your trash on the ground, Keep the earth 

both safe and sound. Put your paper in the bin, 

That is how we all can win. 

Keep the grass and water clean, 

Keep our world so bright and green. Care for nature, 

do your part, 

A clean world starts from your heart. 

By Yaazhnila P 2nd A 



The toy maker's Canvas 

Splashes of paint across the bench 

The confused toymaker on the painter's canvas 

Toys filling the table in the portrait 

And the beautiful smile of satisfaction on the artist 

The garden bench under the timid sky 

Two lonely brushes waiting to be painted 

The bright sun glaring on him 

With the coffee mug, he stands thinking. 

Paint bottles scattered everywhere, 

Tiny screws painted with care, 

The toymaker’s hand, stained with red, 

Makes the picture look alive 

The toy bus he lands to sell 

With passengers idle in it 

The slender grass surrounding the bench And 

the painter's smirk completes his painting. 

Avanija K

VIII C

The Languages of Eyes Eyes do 
not speak, 

yet they hold entire libraries 

 of unsent letters. 

They remember storms

 the lips forgot, 

and store sunsets 

no camera could keep. 

In their quiet corners live half-finished dreams,

 old goodbyes, 

and brave little hopes 

that refuse to die. 

Eyes never lie. 

They only pause, 

choosing which truth 

The heart is ready to hear. 

Some eyes feel like home. 

Some like journeys, S 

ome like mirrors. 

We're afraid to stand before. 

And some... 

Some eyes are not windows 

but doors once opened, 

You never return the same.

Rehana Fathima. M   
 VE 



The Secret Life of the School Chair 

School is a place where we share ideas and expand our creativity. It is fun to talk with teachers 
and crack jokes with friends. Other than studies, I enjoy experiencing magical moments that no 
one can imagine. I had one! 

In my class, there are three rows, and in one of these rows, there is a green chair used by the 
nursery kids. I was always suspicious about it. Whenever I sat on the last bench, I could see 
the chair move without anyone touching it. While I laughed, the chair seemed to giggle. 

I wanted to uncover this secret. Many days passed, and I kept thinking about it. Finally, one day 
when everyone left, I stepped out of the classroom and peeked through the window. I was shocked 
to witness the magic. 

The chair got eyes, a mouth, ears, and a nose too. I continued watching. One of my friends had left 
his notebook next to the chair. The chair started reading it aloud. 

It was a surprise, yet I wanted to talk with it. When I entered the classroom, the chair was scared 
and moved backwards. I comforted it with kind words, and it relaxed. 

I asked about its secret life and why it is in our classroom. It started to talk with me, saying that it 
had been in a nursery classroom where the kids were too noisy, so it escaped and entered our 
classroom. 

Suddenly, the blackboard began to speak, saying, “Yeah! I know, the chair is very funny.” Then 
the cupboard interrupted with a joke. Time passed, and it was almost 4:30 p.m. As the stayed-back 
students begin to leave, I sneak out and rush back to my home. 

Suddenly I heard a familiar voice: “Get up, it’s time to go to school.” My father said. 

I sat on my bed and realized the whole experience was just a dream. Moreover, it was a magical 
dream, and I wish it could have been real. 

Spoorti Kamkar 

Class: 6B 



The Beautiful Bond Between Teacher and Student 

The teacher–student relationship is one of the most beautiful and important bonds in our lives. A 
teacher is like a guiding star who shows students the right path. Teachers help us learn new things and 
encourage us to become better every day. They do not only teach lessons from books but also teach 
us how to live a good life. 

Teachers fill our minds with knowledge and our hearts with good values such as honesty, kindness, and 
respect. They always motivate us to do our best and never give up. When a teacher believes in a 
student, the student feels confident and happy. This trust makes learning more joyful and 
meaningful. 

Students should respect and listen to their teachers carefully. A good teacher–student 
relationship creates a friendly and positive classroom. It helps students ask questions without fear 
and learn with interest. Teachers care for us like our second parents and always wish for our success. 

In the end, teachers shape our future with love, patience, and hard work. We should always be 
thankful to our teachers and remember their guidance throughout our lives. 

Yashvi Kumari 

4E 
Secret 

A bright light shone upon his eyes, and it was over, a nightmare as real as it could be. Every night that 
same dream recurred as if to warn him that one day it must come. He had spent sleepless nights, 
spending his days, trying to remember. One day, he managed to bring up the courage to confront his 
friends. 

His friends gave out a cynical laugh as to depict the bravest among them was scared by a silly 
recurring dream. “If not my friends ,my family” he thought. No one except his mother believed in him, 
she knew something was up. It isn’t common to have recurrent dreams. She brought him up to a priest, 
in hopes that at least he would have an answer for this strange phenomenon. But no, unless he could 
give vivid descriptions about the dreams, the priest couldn’t do a thing. 

His mother tried to convince his father that it isn’t usual for it to happen, but his father had 
remained unsupportive. Nevertheless, his mother was always there to support him. 

A few days later he finally remembered it, but it was too late. That day was merely the day the event 
was deemed to happen. Nevertheless, they couldn’t prevent it. It was 7:00 pm, the atmosphere 
remained silent. No sooner mirages began to take shape in his mind, as they were underway the 
silence broke into a high-pitched scream followed by Latin chants, His eyes had lost sight. He was 
hovering in the air- it was clear that he was possessed. He drew a symbol, with his blood staining it. This 
was something The Noble Desmonds could never have imagined: their child was possessed. They had 
brought up many solutions, yet there wasn’t any change to Damian Desmond. He eventually became 
a secret in his family’s history.  

Viraj Purty  Grade VI C

Third Prize
 Creative Writing 
Ad Astra-Cultural Fest-2025 



St Francis School stands as a place learning, discipline and shines as a beacon of 
joy and growth, a place where wide green fields invite endless adventures, 
caring teachers ignite passions like stars in the night sky, and every 
event builds unbreakable bonds. Its welcoming halls pulse with creativity 
from art fairs to science fairs, making every student feel valued and inspired. 
This school doesn’t just teach; it nurtures hearts, turning daily lessons into 
treasures of a lifetime 

On my very first day of at St. Francis, I stood shyly by the gate overwhelmed by 
the chatter. That’s when Ms. Miream spotted me and waved over Sai 
Poornima, who was accompanied by Shreya and Karen, a trio who where 
really cheerful and heartwarming. “These are your adventure buddies’’ Ms. 
Miream said warmly, and the lively group of three pulled me right into their 
circle, linking arms and rushing me to a game of kho-kho. From that instant, the 
school became my second home, filling with laughter and little victories 

Now as I walk these familiar paths every day, discussing about upcoming 
quizzes, sketch ideas in our notebooks, and celebrate tiny wins like acing a tough 
math test. We made a special Thank you card to Ms.Miream on teachers’ day. 
When she saw it, her eyes lit up with pride, and that sealed our friendship 
forever, and now I’m waiting to make new memories in St. Francis with my Best 
Friends. 

~Yukthi Ananya Kosti 
    VII C

A Walk Back



Young Entrepreneur 

"My experience becoming a young entrepreneur and how you can become one too." 

My Experience 

"It was wonderful seeing such young children earning and working with money at this stage of 
life." — My Neighbour 

You might be wondering how this remark by my lovely neighbor came to be. Well, here is the 
answer: I started a business, and you can too with the help of this short article. 

Starting a business is like studying—it is hard, but totally worth it. Here is my experience trying 
to crawl out of my comfort zone. I must admit that when the thought of starting a business first 
crossed my mind, I was unsure about the consequences of the dream. I was only nine years old 
when I stood up to see what fate had prepared for me. 

I started small. It was a mehndi stall that began my journey. By luck, the first attempt worked out 
well with many customers. The second try? The hype died down; there was no rush and only a few 
customers. The third try? Failure. Zero customers. 

I was heartbroken. I had almost given up on the whole idea when fate took a turn. About a year 
ago, I saw a poster offering a chance for young entrepreneurs. Still feeling unsure, I chose to 
participate. It was then that my current business truly began. 

I started my crochet business with very little hope, encouraged by my friend (who is now my 
business partner). This time, it did not fail. The first try? Success. The second? Success. The fifth? 
Success! In short, through multiple hardships, I built my business. Now, this guide will help you 
become a young business owner too. 

THE GUIDE TO STARTING A BUSINESS 
Tips and tricks from me to you: 

Identify your talent: What are you naturally good at? Picking the right craft is very important. 

The Customer Test: Imagine yourself as the target audience. Would you buy your own product? 

Advertise: Spread the word. Offer small discounts to get people interested. 

The Most Important Step: JUST START. Make it happen first; you can always perfect the details 
later. 

I hope this helps you reach your potential and inspires you to take that first step. 

— Abhigya Anup, 7B  



£À£Àß £É£É¦£À vÉÆgÉ 

zÉÃºÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ EzÉ.....D ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ £À£Àß ±Á¯É EzÉ! £À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CvÀåAvÀ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß ±Á¯É 

‘¸ÉAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É’ ºÉÆAUÀ¸ÀAzÀæzÀ°èzÉ.£Á£ÀÄ aPÀÌªÀ¼ÁVzÁÝUÀ, ¨sÀAiÀÄ¢AzÀ ±Á¯ÉUÉ §AzÀ ¢£ÀUÀ½AzÀ ...FUÀ 

DvÀä«±Áé¸À¢AzÀ £ÀUÀÄvÀ NzÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀªÀgÉUÀÆ F ±Á¯É £À£Àß£ÀÄß ¨É¼É¹zÉ. 

£ÀªÀÄä ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ zÉÃºÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ,DzÀgÉ £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ MAzÀÄ ¨sÁUÀ ¸ÀzÁ £À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ¯ÉèÃ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £Á£ÀÄ J°èUÉ 

ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ,K£ÉÃ DzÀgÀÆ,D ¨sÁUÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ E¯ÉèÃ G½zÀÄPÉÆArgÀÄvÀÛzÉ....CzÉÃ £À£Àß ¨ÉÃgÀÄ! CzÉÃ £À£Àß ±ÀQÛ! 

£À£Àß ¢£À¤vÀåzÀ ±Á¯Á fÃªÀ£ÀªÀÅ  vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀºÀd ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ËªÀÄå.£Á£ÀÄ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä ¸Àé®à vÀqÀªÁV ±Á¯ÉUÉ §gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ.DzÀgÉ 
vÀgÀUÀwAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ¥ÀæªÉÃ²zÀ vÀPÀët J®ègÀÆ £À£Àß PÀqÉ £ÀUÀÄ«¤AzÀ £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ,¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ CªÀgÀ PÀuÉÆÚÃl £À£Àß ¢£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
±ÀÄ¨sÀªÁV ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. £Á£ÀÄ ¸ÀzsÀåzÀ°è ºÉZÀÄÑ UÀªÀÄ£ÀPÉÌ §gÀzÉÃ EgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ,DzÀgÉ £À£ÀUÉ £À£Àß  ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æ EgÀÄªÀ £ÀUÀÄ,¦æÃw 
UÀªÀÄ£ÀªÉÃ £À£ÀUÉ ¸ÁPÀÄ.. 

£À£Àß ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ ¥ÀætÂÃvÁ,AiÀÄ±À¸ï,¥Àætw ¸ÀzÁ £ÀUÀÄ,¨ÉA§® ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄªÀÅ £À£Àß ±Á¯Á fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß E£ÀÆß ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀUÉÆ½¹vÀÄ. 
PÁè¸ïgÀÆA £ÀUÀÄ,¥ÁoÀzÀ ªÀÄzsÉå K£ÉÃ£ÀÆ PÉÃ½¸ÀÄªÀ aPÀÌ PÀxÉUÀ¼ÀÄ,J®èªÀÇ £À£Àß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÀ £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ...CªÀgÀÄ £À£ÉÆß¼ÀUÉ 
zsÉÊAiÀÄð ¨É¼É¹zÀgÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ ¢£ÀªÀÇ £À£Àß ¹» £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ½AzÀ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ vÀÄA©¹zÀgÀÄ. 

£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ PÀ£ÀßqÀ «¨sÁUÀzÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¨ÉÃgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ! CªÀgÀÄ ¥ÁoÀ ºÉÃ½ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ,£ÀªÀÄUÉ ¥Àæw 
ºÉeÉÓAiÀÄ®Æè fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÃ½PÉÆlÖgÀÄ. ²æÃAiÀÄÄvÀ PÀÈµÀÚ¥Àà ¸Àgï, ²æÃªÀÄw ªÀÄjAiÀÄ ±ÁAw,²æÃªÀÄw ¸ÀÄ¤vÁ,²æÃªÀÄw 
¸ÀÄ«ÄvÀæ,²æÃªÀÄw ¸É°£ï...EªÀgÉ¯Áè PÀ°¹zÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÉÆä¼ÀUÉ ¨ÉÃgÀÄ ©nÖgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ,£ÁªÀÅ AiÀiÁªÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÉ 
ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ,AiÀiÁªÀ zÁjAiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉzÀgÀÆ,D ªÀiË®åUÀ ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÉÆäA¢UÉ EzÀÄÝ £ÀªÀÄä ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ±ÀQÛ±Á°AiÀiÁV ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À MAzÀÄ ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ £É£À¥ÀÅ JAzÀgÉ PÀ£ÀßqÀ gÁeÉÆåÃvÀìªÀzÀ ¢£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ AiÀiÁgÀ UÀªÀÄ£ÀPÀÆÌ §gÀzÉÃ 
PÀÄ½wzÁÝUÀ ,²PÀëPÀgÀÄ £À£Àß ºÉ¸ÀgÀ£ÀÄß PÀgÉzÀÄ ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ¯É CªÀPÁ±À PÉÆlÖgÀÄ.EzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ ¨sÀAiÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ RÄ¶AiÀÄ  JgÀqÀgÀ 
D£ÀAzÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÉÆzÀ°UÉ ¥ÀjZÀ¬Ä¹vÀÄ. DzÀgÉ CªÀgÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ £ÀA©PÉ PÉÆlÖgÀÄ..  “¤Ã£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀªÀÄ¯Éè”  JAzÀÄ.. D PÀët  £À£ÀUÉ 

ºÉÆ¸À zsÉÊAiÀÄð ºÀÄnÖvÀÄ.£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è J¯Áè ¥Àæw¨sÉUÀÆ CªÀPÁ±À ¹UÀÄvÀÛzÉ.¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â ªÀÄUÀÄ«£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ §gÀÄªÀ 

¸ÁªÀÄxÀåðªÀ£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 

£ÁªÀÅ EªÀjUÉ ‘zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀ’ JAzÀÄ PÉÆÃn ¨Áj ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÆ,CzÀÄ ¸ÁPÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è .KPÉAzÀgÉ CªÀgÀÄ PÉÆnÖzÀÄÝ ¥ÁoÀªÀ®è ‘£ÀªÀÄä 
fÃªÀ£À’.CªÀgÀ ¦æÃw,ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À ,±ÀQÛ! EªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä  §zÀÄQ£ÉÆA¢UÉ ¸ÀzÁ ¸ÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. “¨ÉÃgÀÄ ¨É¼ÉzÀAvÉ! ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀÇ 
¨É¼É¢zÉ”! 

£Á£ÀÄ J°èUÉ ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ,£À£Àß ±Á¯É £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄPÉÌ ªÉÆzÀ® ¨É¼ÀPÁV ªÀiÁUÀð vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £À£Àß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ MAzÀÄ ¨sÁUÀzÀ°è 

¸ÀzÁ £À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ C«wgÀÄvÀÛzÉ..£À£Àß £É£À¥ÀÅ..£À£Àß ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ..£À£Àß ¦æÃw...£À£Àß PÀ£ÀßqÀ! £À£Àß ±Á¯É!...J®èªÀÇ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀV£À 
ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ°è G½AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ.! 

E°è PÀ°vÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼ÀÄ,£À£Àß ªÀÄ£ÀzÁ¼ÀzÀ ºÀÆªÁVªÉ! 

£Á£ÀÄ J°èUÉÃ ¸ÁVzÀgÀÆ,CªÀÅ £À£Àß  ¨É¼ÀPÁVgÀÄvÀÛªÉ! 

£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¦æÃw ¸ÀzÁ £À£ÉÆßA¢UÉ ºÉeÉÓ ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ...£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß PÁAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ! 

 -  £ÀAiÀÄ£À.J   9£ÉÃ ‘¹’



£À£Àß ±Á¯É 

£À£Àß ±Á¯É ‘¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É. EzÀÄ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ zÉÃUÀÄ®.EzÀgÀ PÀlÖqÀ §ÈºÀzÁPÁgÀ, E°èAiÀÄ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀÛgÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
¥ÀqÉzÀ ¨sÀQÛAiÀÄ ¸ÁUÀgÀ. ¸ÀºÀ¸ÁægÀÄ «zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ «zÉå ¤ÃqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ «zÁå®AiÀÄ ±ÀvÀPÀUÀ½UÀÆ «ÄÃjzÀ ²PÀëPÀ ªÀÈAzÀ, 
CZÀÄÑPÀmÁÖVgÀÄªÀ vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ PÉÆoÀrUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ ¨sÀAqÁgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢zÀ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÁ®AiÀÄ, «zÁåyðUÀ¼À C£ÀÄPÀÆ®PÁÌV EgÀÄªÀ 
¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÁ®AiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ²¹Û£À ¹¥Á¬ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¹zÀÞ¥Àr¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ  £À£Àß ±Á¯É EzÀÄªÉÃ £À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ±Á¯É...     

 - gÀAd£À zÉÃ±À¥ÁAqÉ  ( 4£ÉÃ’©’)   

   PÀ£À¸ÀÄ 

DPÁ±ÀzÀ°è ºÀQÌAiÀÄAvÉ ºÁgÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

 ºÀÆ«£ÀAvÉ ¸ÀÄªÁ¸À£É ©ÃgÀÄªÀ D¸É £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

UÁ½AiÀÄAvÉ J®ègÉÆA¢UÉ ¨ÉgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ D¸É £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

      ªÉÆÃqÀzÀAvÉ HgÀÆgÀÄ ¸ÀÄvÀÄÛªÀ D¸É £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

       £À«°£ÀAvÉ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄªÀ  PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

       PÉÆÃV¯ÉAiÀÄAvÉ ºÁqÀÄªÀ D¸É £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

       «ÄÃ¤£ÀAvÉ FeÁqÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£ÀßzÀÄ 

F PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£À¸ÁUÀzÉA§  CjªÀÅ £À£ÀVzÉ DzÀgÉ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ PÁtÄªÀÅzÀÄ J®ègÀ ºÀPÀÌ®èªÉÃ?    

  DgÁzsÀå.JA  7£ÉÃ ‘J’ 



    £ÀªÀÄUÉÃ CxÀðªÁUÀzÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CxÀð«®èzÉÃ 

CAvÀå ºÉÃUÉAzÀÄ w½AiÀÄzÉ ¸ÁUÀÄªÀ PÀ¥ÀÅöà©¼ÀÄ¦£À avÀæªÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£À  

 - CgÀÄ¯ï ªÀÄjAiÀÄ.J£ï 5£ÉÃ ‘r’ 

jÃ¯ï ªÀÄvÀÄÛ jAiÀiÁ°n 
D¢.. ¢£À«rÃ jÃ¯ïì ªÀiÁqÁÛ ¥sÉÃªÀÄ¸ï DUÉâÃPÀÄ 
CAvÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ PÀAqÀªÀ£ÁVzÀÝ. ¯ÉÊPïì, ªÀÇå¸ï, 
¥sÁ¯ÉÆÃªÀ¸ïð CªÀ£À ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀ CzÀæ¯ÉèÃ ¹Ã«ÄvÀ. 
MAzÀÄ ¢£À ¥sÉÇÃ£ï qÉqï,ZÁeïð E®è,£Émï E®è  
¨ÉÃ¸ÀvÀÄÛ ºÀwÛgÀzÀ ¥ÁPïðUÉ ºÉÆÃzÀ.  
C°è CªÀ£ÀÄ £ÉÆÃrzÀÄÝ £ÀUÁÛ Dl DrÛgÉÆÃ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ, 
±ÁAwAiÀiÁV PÀÄ½vÀ CdÓ, ¸ÀÆAiÀiÁð¸ÀÛ £ÉÆÃqÁÛ ¤AvÀ 
d£À. D PÀët D¢UÉ CxÀð DAiÀÄÄÛ jÃ¯ïì£À°è ¯ÉÊ¥sï 
E®è, ¯ÉÊ¥sï£À¯ÉèÃ jAiÀÄ¯ï jÃ¯ïì EzÉ D  ¢£À¢AzÀ 
CªÀ£ÀÄ ¥sÉÇÃ£ï PÀrªÉÄ  fÃªÀ£À ºÉZÀÄÑ  mÉæAqï 
§zÀ¯ÁAiÀÄÄÛ DzÉæ D¢ UÉzÀÝ.

 _Dgï.¸ÀªÉðÃ±ï 5£ÉÃ ‘r’ 

§Æ¢AiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀ ¨ÉAQ
MªÉÄä eÁé¯ÉAiÀiÁV UÀUÀ£À ªÀÄÄnÖzÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ 
EAzÀÄ §Æ¢AiÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÄ®VzÉ 
PÀtÚ°è QgÀtªÁVzÀÝ C¸É 
PÁ®zÀ UÁ½UÉ ¸ÉÆÃvÀÄ PÀgÀVzÉ 

§Æ¢AiÉÆ¼ÀUÉÃ ªÀÄgÀw®è ¨ÉAQAiÀÄ ¸Àé¨sÁªÀ
CzÀÄ £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼À°è E£ÀÆß GjAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ 
MAzÀÄ ¸ÀtÚ Qr ¹PÀÌgÉ ¸ÁPÀÄ 
ªÀÄvÉÛ dUÀªÀ£ÉßÃ ¨É¼ÀV¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ 

 ¸ÉÆÃ°£À UÀÄgÀÄvÀÄ §Æ¢AiÀiÁzÀgÀÆ 
 ¸ÁºÀ¸ÀzÀ DvÀä C°è ªÀÄ®VzÉ 
 £ÀA©PÉAiÀÄ G¹gÀÄ MªÉÄä ©Ã¹zÀgÉ 
§Æ¢ ªÀÄvÉÛ ¨ÉAQAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ
 ¨ÉAQAiÀÄÄ zÀUÀzÀUÀ JAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄqÀÄvÀÛzÉ 

£ÀªÀÄä ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀÅ DvÀAPÀzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è 
        qÀ§qÀ§ JAzÀÄ §rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ 
¨ÉAQAiÀÄÄ JµÉÖÃ GjzÀgÀÆ §zÀ¯ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
§Æ¢AiÀiÁVAiÉÄÃ ºÁUÉ  JµÉÖÃ §zÀÄQzÀgÀÆ MAzÀÄ
¢£À £ÀªÀÄä CAvÀåªÁUÀ¯ÉÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ EzÀÄ ¸ÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄ ¤AiÀÄªÀÄ 

   - ¥ÀæzÀÄåªÀÄß  7£ÉÃ ‘J’«¨sÁUÀ 

      £ÁªÉÃ ¤«Äð¹, £ÁªÉÃ £Àn¹ 
 £ÁªÉÃ ¤zÉðÃ²¹,£ÁªÉÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ 

PÀªÀ£À 



MAzÀÄ ¢£À ªÀÄ¼É eÉÆÃgÁV ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛvÀÄÛ.  gÀ¸ÉÛ §¢AiÀÄ°è ªÀÈzÀÞgÉÆ§âgÀÄ ¤AvÀÄ PÀAUÁ¯ÁVzÀÝgÀÄ.  gÀ« CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß 
£ÉÆÃr vÀPÀët vÀ£Àß  bÀwæAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÆlÖ£ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ PÀgÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ£ÀÄ ªÀÈzÀÞgÀÄ vÀÄA§ 
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¥ÀlÖgÀÄ, gÀ«UÉ D²ÃªÁðzÀ ¤ÃrzÀgÀÄ. ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¢£À gÀ«UÉ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è §ºÀÄªÀiÁ£À ¹PÀÌvÀÄ.   ‘£ÁªÀÅ 
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ PÉ®¸À JA¢UÀÆ ªÀåxÀðªÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è’ 

    C©üeÁÕ  4£ÉÃ  ‘¹’ 

   F... ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ®Ä 
¨ÉÃPÀÄ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ®Ä ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 
M¼ÉîAiÀÄ PÉ®¸ÀUÀ½UÉ ¸ÀzÁ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 
¨ÉÃqÀzÀ PÉ®¸ÀUÀ½UÉÃPÉ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ? 
 F... ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ®Ä 
        »jAiÀÄgÀ QjAiÀÄgÀ PÉÊAiÀÄ° ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ®Ä 
        J®ègÀ ªÀÄÄRzÀ° ¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀªÉÃ §®Ä 
        ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À UÀªÀÄ£ÀªÉ®è ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï ªÉÄÃ¯É 
ºÉÆgÀUÀqÉ Dl E®è, ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ Hl E®è 
¥ÀÅgÁt ¤Ãw PÀxÉUÀ¼À eÁÕ£À«®è 
¤¸ÀUÀðzÀ UÀªÀÄäwÛ£À CjªÉÃ E®è 
PÀtÂÚUÉ, ªÀÄ£À¹UÉ PÉqÀÄPÀ£ÀÄ §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÀ  
F ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï ¨ÉÃqÀªÉÃ ¨ÉÃqÀ..  

     C©ü£ÀAzÀ£ï 5£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 

£ÀªÀÄä ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ ±Á¯É 
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ ªÀÄr® vÁt 

£ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ  eÁÕ£ÀzÀ ¨Át 

¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ  
¨É½UÉÎ ªÉÆ¼ÀUÀÄªÀ ¥ÁæxÀð£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀégÀ 
¤ÃV¸À° £ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄ  CeÁÕ£ÀzÀ dégÀ 
²¸ÀÄÛ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀzÀ ºÁ¢  
E°èAiÀÄ PÀ°PÉUÉ E°èzÉ G¥Á¢ 

DlzÀ ªÉÄÊzÁ£ÀzÀ ºÀµÀðzÀ C¯É 
¨É¼ÀUÀ° £ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄ ¥Àæw¨sÉAiÀÄ PÀ¯É 
¸ÉßÃºÀzÀ §AzsÀªÀÅ E°èAiÀÄ ¨Á¼À 
PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ E°èAiÀÄ vÁ¼À 

L.¹.J¸ï.E ¥ÀoÀåzÀ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ ¹j 
£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ° dUÀwÛ£À Vj 
«eÁÕ£À vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀzÀ ºÉÆ¸À ±ÉÆÃzsÀ 
²PÀëPÀgÀ ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ ¸À£ÁäUÀðzÀ ¨ÉÆÃzsÀ£É 

ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¢Ã¥À 
vÉÆ®UÀ° £ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄ ªÀiËqsÀåzÀ ¥Á¥Á 

£À£ÀßAiÀÄ ±Á¯ÉUÉ ¸ÀzÁ PÁ® £ÀªÀÄ£À 
EzÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ¨sÀªÀå §zÀÄQ£À UÀªÀÄ£À       

ªÀÄjAiÀiÁ d¤ß¥sÀgï 7£É ‘J’ 

   M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì 
   MAzÀÄ ºÀ½îAiÀÄ°è gÀ« JA§ ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ¤zÀÝ£ÀÄ. CªÀ£ÀÄ J®èjUÀÆ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ¸Àé¨sÁªÀzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. 



²PÀët ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â  ªÀåQÛUÀÆ CvÀåAvÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÁzÀ MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛ EzÀÝAvÉ.EzÀ£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ ¨Á®å fÃªÀ£À¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ 
PÀ°wzÉÝÃªÉ.²PÀët«®èzÉ F ¨sÀÆ¯ÉÆÃPÀzÀ°è §zÀÄPÀ®Ä C¸ÁzsÀå.MAzÀÄ ªÀÄUÀÄ«UÉ CvÀåAvÀ GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÆr¸À®Ä 
vÀ£Àß vÀAzÉ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄgÀÄ GvÀÛªÀÄ ±Á¯ÉUÉ PÀ¼ÀÄ»¹,GvÀÛªÀÄ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÆr¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 

¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ ²PÀët ¹UÀ¢zÀÝgÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÁzÀgÀÆ dUÀwÛ£À PÉÊUÉÆA¨ÉAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. ²PÀët«®èzÀ fÃªÀ£À PÀµÀÖPÀgÀ. 
²PÀët«®è¢zÀÝgÉ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ DPÁgÀ w½AiÀÄÄwÛgÀ°®è.ºÀUÀ®Ä – gÁwæAiÀÄ PÁgÀt w½AiÀÄÄwÛgÀ°®è.EAzÀÄ ºÀÄnÖgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄUÀÄ £Á¼É 
£ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß D¼À§®èªÀ£ÀÄ, E®è¢zÀÝgÉ ºÀ®ªÀgÀ£ÀÄß §zÀÄQ¸ÀÄªÀ M§â ªÉÊzÀå£ÁUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. EzÀÄªÉÃ ²PÀëtzÀ ±ÀQÛ. 

²PÀët«®èzÉÃ fÃªÀ£À ªÀåxÀð.vÀAzÉ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄªÀgÀ PÀµÀÖªÀ£ÀÄß w½zÀÄ ZÉ£ÁßV N¢j. ¤ªÀÄä vÀAzÉ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ PÀµÀÖªÀ£ÀÄß 
ªÀåxÀðªÀiÁr,¤ªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß £Á±ÀªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃr.“²PÀëtªÉA§ÄzÀÄ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ ¢Ã¥À, CzÀÄ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ zÁjAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ¨É¼ÀUÀÄvÀÛzÉ”.   

  fÃªÀ£ï.¹ 9£ÉÃ ‘©’ 

²PÀëtªÉÃ ±ÀQÛ 

¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ ºÁqÀÄ 
ºÀ¹gÀÄ ºÉÆ¢PÉ ºÉÆvÀÛ ¨ÉlÖUÀ¼ÀÄ 
ªÀiË£ÀªÁV PÀxÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀªÀÅ 
¨É¼ÀV£À ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À ZÀÄA§£ÀPÉÌ 
ºÀÆ..UÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀUÀÄvÁÛ CgÀ¼ÀÄªÀªÀÅ 

     £À¢AiÀÄ ºÀjªÀÅ fÃªÀ£À ¸ÀàAzÀ£À 

PÀ®ÄèUÀ¼À eÉÆvÉ ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄªÀzÀÄ 
¥ÀQëUÀ¼À UÁ£À UÁ½AiÀÄ° ¨ÉgÉvÀÄ 
ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ ªÀÄgÉ¬Ä¸ÀÄªÀzÀÄ 

ªÀÄ¼É©°è£À K¼ÀÄ §tÚUÀ¼ÀÄ  
DPÁ±ÀzÀ avÀæPÀ¯É 
¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ ¸ËAzÀAiÀÄð PÁ¥ÁrzÀgÉ 
£Á¼ÉAiÀÄÆ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ F ºÀ¹gÉ¯É 

 ±Á±À£À²æÃ  5£ÉÃ ‘ ©’ 



¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ M®ÄªÉÄ
ºÀ¹gÀÄ G¹gÀ° ¨ÉgÉwzÉ fÃªÀ, 
VqÀªÀÄgÀUÀ¼À° CqÀVzÉ zÉÊªÀ. 
VjUÀ¼À ±ÀÈAUÀzÀ ªÀÄAf£À ºÀ¤, 
ºÀQÌAiÀÄ PÀAoÀzÀ EAZÀgÀ zsÀé¤. 
¨ÉlÖzÀ ªÉÄÃ°AzÀ ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ ºÉÆ¼É, 
£À¨sÀzÀ° ªÀÄÆrzÉ §tÚzÀ J¼É. 
¤¸ÀUÀðªÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÁ¼À, 
EzÀ£ÀÄß PÁAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉÆuÉUÁjPÉ. 

   DgÀªï ¥Àæ¢Ã¥ï  4£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 

£ÀªÀÄä PÀ£ÁðlPÀ
£É®zÉÆ¼ÀUÉ EwºÁ¸À «ÄrAiÀÄÄªÀ ¨sÀÆ«Ä 
PÀ®Äè-PÉÆÃmÉUÀ¼À°è UÀfð¸ÀÄªÀ ±ËAiÀÄðUÁxÉ 
ªÉÃzÀ – ªÀZÀ£À ¸Á»vÀåzÀ eÉÆåÃw 
CzÀÄªÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ PÀ£ÁðlPÀ 

PÁªÉÃj ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ªÀÄr®°è 
ªÀÄ¼É£ÁqÀÄ ºÁqÀÄªÀ ºÀ¹j£À gÁUÀzÀ°è 
PÀgÁªÀ½AiÀÄ C¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÁ¼ÀªÉÄÃ¼À ºÁQ 
¨sÁgÀvÀPÉÌ £ÁzÀªÀ£ÉßÃ ¤ÃrªÉ E°è 

§¸ÀªÀtÚ£À ªÀZÀ£À,PÀÄªÉA¥ÀÅgÀªÀgÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ
gÀ£Àß - ¥ÀA¥ÀgÀ ¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À°è eÁÕ£ÀªÁ¸À 
eÁÕ£À¦ÃoÀzÀ QjÃl ºÉÆvÀÛ £ÁrzÀÄ 
¨sÁµÉ ¸ÀA¸ÀìöÈwUÉ G¹gÁqÀÄªÀ D¸É 

¸À»µÀÚvÉUÉ ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀ 
¸ËºÁzÀðvÉAiÉÄÃ  £ÀªÀÄä ±ÀQÛ 
«eÁÕ£À– vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqÉzÀÄ 
dUÀwÛUÉ zÁj vÉÆÃjzÀ £ÁqÀÄ £ÀªÀÄäzÀÄ 

N PÀ£ÁðlPÀ ! ¤£Àß ªÀÄtÚ°è ºÀÄnÖzÀ ºÉªÉÄä £À£ÀUÉ 
£À£Àß ¨sÁµÉ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉ 
JAzÉA¢UÀÆ £À£Àß fÃªÀ£À UÀÄgÀÄvÁVgÀ° ¸ÀzÁ !       

    - C£À£Àå J¸ï 7£ÉÃ ‘J’ 

UÉ¼ÉvÀ£À  
¨Á£ÀAUÀ¼ÀzÀ £ÀPÀëvÀæUÀ¼ÉÃ  §gÀÄ«gÁ £ÀªÀÄä£É CAUÀ¼ÀPÉ? 
M§â¼É E°è ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÁVzÉ ¸ÉÃgÀÄ«gÁ £À£Àß UÉ¼ÉvÀ£ÀPÉ? 
¥Á¤¥ÀÇj, UÉÆÃ©ªÀÄAZÀÆj,w¤¸À£ÀÄ PÉÆr¸ÀÄªÉ vÀgÀªÀj.. 
¨ÁålÄ ¨Á®Ä,atÂÚ zÁAqÀÄ DqÀ®Ä PÉÆqÀÄªÉ.. 
¤ªÀÄäAvÉ «Ä£ÀÄUÀÄªÀ D¸ÉAiÀÄÄ £À£ÀUÉ  
§¤ßj  £À£Àß eÉÆvÉ Dl Dr
¸ÉßÃºÀªÀ »r«gÀ £À£ÀßAiÀÄ eÉÆvÉUÉ. 
§¤ßj..§¤ßj.. NqÉÆÃr DqÀÄªÀ ¸ÀzÁ eÉÆvÉUÀÆr.

    -  ±ÉæÃAiÀiÁ. 7£ÉÃ ‘J’ 



²PÀët 
PÀët PÀëtPÀÆÌ RÄ¶ ¤ÃqÀÄªÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ²PÀët 

AiÀiÁªÀvÀÆÛ ¤®è¨ÁgÀzÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄt  

PÉÆÃV¯ÉAiÀÄ £ÁzÀzÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀ PÀA¥À£À  
¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼ÀAvÉ zsÀÄªÀÄÄPÀÄwÛgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀ PÀA¥À£À 

  ²PÀët MAzÀÄ PÀ°PÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀégÀÆ¥À 
PÀ°PÉUÉ £Á£Á jÃwAiÀÄ gÀÆ¥À 

       J®èjUÀÆ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀ C¹ÛvÀé 
       J®èjUÀÆ ¸Áj ¸Áj ºÉÃ¼À¨ÉÃPÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀé 
M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ PÉÆAqÀgÉ 
PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄvÀ£ÀPÀ  CzÀQÌgÀÄvÀÛzÉ £É¯É 
²PÀëtPÉÌ PÀlÖ¯ÁUÀzÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ ¨É¯É 
²PÀët JA§ÄzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CzÀÄãvÀ ²¯É     

    - ªÀA² 8£ÉÃ ‘J’«¨sÁUÀ 

ZÀAzÀæ - £ÀPÀëvÀæ 
gÁwæAiÀÄ DPÁ±ÀzÀ°è ZÀAzÀæ£ÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ£É 
ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁzÀ ¨É¼ÀPÀÄ J¯ÉèqÉ ºÀgÀqÀÄvÁÛ£É 
£ÀPÀëvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀtÚ ¢Ã¥ÀUÀ¼ÀAvÉ «ÄAZÀÄvÀÛªÉ 
DPÁ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁV C®APÀj¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ 

 ZÀAzÀæ£ÀÄ ±ÁAvÀªÁV £ÀUÀÄvÁÛ£É 
 gÁwæUÉ vÀA¥ÀÅ vÀAzÀÄPÉÆqÀÄvÁÛ£É 
 £ÀPÀëvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀªÁV PÁªÀ®Ä ¤®ÄèvÀÛªÉ 
 ¤zÉÝUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ ¯ÉÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÀÛªÉ 

PÀvÀÛ¯ÉAiÀÄ®Æè ¨É¼ÀPÀÄ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ 
¨sÀAiÀÄPÉÌ E¯ÉÆèAzÀÄ ¸ÁÜ£À«®è 
DPÁ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ ªÀÄ£À ±ÁAw¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ 
ZÀAzÀæ - £ÀPÀëvÀæ vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀªÀÅ 
CªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

  - rAiÉÆA§gÀ 9£ÉÃ ‘©’ 

eÁÕ£ÀzÉÃUÀÄ® 

²PÀëtªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ C«¨sÁdå CAUÀªÁVzÉ.eÁÕ£À«®èzÉ £ÁªÀÅ K£ÀÆ E®è.²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ªÀÄÄRåºÀAvÀªÉAzÀgÉ 
±Á¯ÉUÉ zÁR¯ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. £ÀUÀgÀzÀ CvÀåAvÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ UËgÀªÁ¤évÀ ±Á¯ÉUÀ¼À°è MAzÁzÀ ¸ÀAvÀ ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ «zÁåyð¤ JAzÀÄ 
ºÉÃ½PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä £Á£ÀÄ ºÉªÉÄä ¥ÀqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É 

²±ÀÄ«ºÁgÀ¢AzÀ £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß «zÁå¨sÁå¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß E°è ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉÝÃ£É.£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¨É¼ÀV£À ¥ÁæxÀð£Á¸À¨sÉ £ÀªÀÄä°è ²¸ÀÄÛ , 
KPÀvÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ªÁvÁªÀgÀtªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr¸ÀÄªÀ zÉÊ£ÀA¢£À ZÀlÄªÀnPÉAiÀiÁVzÉ. £ÀªÀÄä vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ PÉÆoÀrAiÀÄ°è CvÁåzsÀÄ¤PÀ 
±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ£ÀÄß C¼ÀªÀr¸À¯ÁVzÉ.£ÀªÀÄä ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ PÀµÀ×PÀgÀªÁzÀ «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀgÀ¼ÀªÁV CxÉðÊ¬Ä¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ 
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ PÀlÖqÀªÀ£ÀÄß C®èzÉ UÀæAxÁ®AiÀÄ PÀA¥ÀÇålgï PÉÆoÀr DlzÀ ªÉÄÊzÁ£À, ¨Á¸ÉÌmï ¨Á¯ï CAPÀt ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ 
¸Ë®¨sÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢zÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ PÉÃªÀ® eÁÕ£Ádð£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÜ¼ÀªÀ®è. CzÀÄ £À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß gÀÆ¦¸ÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÁ®AiÀÄ. 
E°è£À ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ PÀëtªÀÇ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²PÀëPÀgÀ ¦æÃw £À£Àß £É£À¦£À §ÄwÛAiÀÄ°è ¸ÀzÁ ºÀ¹gÁVgÀÄvÀÛªÉ. £Á£ÀÄ F ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ 
«zÁåyð¤ JAzÀÄ ºÉªÉÄä¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃ£É. 

 -  QÃvÀð£Á.J¸ï 8£ÉÃ ‘J’ 



  vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 

EA¢£À AiÀÄÄUÀªÀ£ÀÄß ‘vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À AiÀÄÄUÀ’ªÉAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ.ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï EAlgï£Émï ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ eÁ®vÁtUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅ 
£ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ C«¨sÁdå ¨sÁUÀªÁV £ÀªÀÄä PÉ®¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀUÉÆ½¹ªÉ.ªÀiÁ»wAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀëtUÀ¼À°è  vÀ®Ä¦¸ÀÄwÛªÉ. DzÀgÉ 
ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É ªÀiË£ÀªÁV ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ©ÃgÀÄwÛªÉ. 

»AzÉ PÀÄlÄA§zÀ ¸ÀzÀ¸ÀågÉ®ègÀÆ MmÁÖV PÀÆvÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ.vÀªÀÄä ¢£ÀzÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛzÀÝgÀÄ.FUÀ CzÉÃ 
PÀÄlÄA§zÀ°è ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§âgÀÆ vÀªÀÄä vÀªÀÄä ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï ¥ÀgÀzÉAiÀÄ°è vÉÆqÀV¹PÉÆArzÁÝgÉ.¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À ºÀAaPÉ, ªÀiÁvÀÄPÀvÉ 
PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁVzÉ.vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß dUÀwÛUÉ ºÀwÛgÀ vÀAzÀgÀÆ, ºÀwÛgÀzÀªÀjAzÀ zÀÆgÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉ. £ÀªÀÄä°è ªÀÄÄSÁªÀÄÄT 

ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀ D£ÀAzÀ , £ÀUÀÄ ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ MAnvÀ£À PÁqÀÄwÛzÉ. 

vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß §¼À¸ÀÄªÀ «zsÁ£À £ÀªÀÄä PÉÊAiÀÄ°èzÉ.£ÁªÀÅ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤AiÀÄAwæ¸À¨ÉÃPÉ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß 
¤AiÀÄAwæ¸À¨ÁgÀzÀÄ. EA¢£À ªÉÃUÀzÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è £ÁªÀÅ ¤dªÁzÀ ¸ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¼À ªÀiË®åªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
eÁuÉä¬ÄAzÀ §¼À¹zÀgÉ, ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¦æÃwAiÀÄÄ G½AiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À £ÀªÀÄä PÉÊUÀ¼À£ÀÄß dUÀwÛUÉ vÀ®Ä¦¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ, 
DzÀgÉ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀwÛgÀ vÀgÀ®Ä ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ.     

  - L±ÀéAiÀÄð 9£ÉÃ ‘©’ 

¥ÀæPÀÈw 
ºÀ¹gÀÄ ºÀ¹gÁV £ÀUÀÄªÀ PÁqÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
¹j UÀAzsÀ ºÉÆwÛ UÁ½ ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 
£À¢AiÀÄ ºÀjªÀ°è fÃªÀzÀ PÁqÀÄ, 
ªÀÄtÂÚ£À MqÀ®°è PÀ£À¹£À ©Ãd. 

¨É¼ÀV£À ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð a£ÀßzÀ QgÀtUÀ¼À°è, 

¥ÀªÀðvÀ ²RgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀªÁV ¥ÁæxÀð£É. 
ºÀQÌUÀ¼À gÁUÀzÀ°è ¸ÀéUÀðzÀ ¸Àà±Àð, 
ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼À £ÀrUÉ PÀ®à£ÉAiÀÄ £ÀÈvÀå. 

¥ÀæPÀÈw £ÀªÀÄä-vÁ¬Ä, £ÀªÀÄä G¹gÀÄ, 
PÉÆÃ¦¹zÀgÉ ©üÃw,£ÀV¹zÀgÉ fÃªÀ. 
PÁ¥ÁqÉÆÃt CªÀ¼À ¸ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß, 
£Á¼ÉAiÀÄ ¨sÀ«µÀåPÉÌ ªÀgÀªÁUÀ° ¨sÀÆ«Ä.    

ªÀÄgÀUÀ½UÉ MAzÀÄ ¥ÀvÀæ 
¦æAiÀÄ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÉÃ, 

¤ªÀÄUÉ F ¥ÀvÀæ. 
  G¹gÁV ¤ÃªÀÅ ºÀjzÀÄ, 
  fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ ¤ÃrzÀ ¨sÁUÀ. 
  ¤«Ää®èzÉÃ ¨sÀÆ«Ä, 
   ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÀ gÁUÀ. 

©¹°£À vÁ¥À ºÉZÁÑzÁUÀ, 
¤ÃªÀÅ vÀA¦£À £ÉgÀ¼ÁzÁUÀ. 
£ÀªÀÄä zÀtÂªÀÅ ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ ºÉÆÃV, 
ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì ±ÁAwAiÀiÁzÁUÀ. 

    ¤ÃªÀÅ ºÀQÌUÀ¼À ªÀÄ£É, 
    ºÀtÄÚ-ºÀÆUÀ¼À zÁ£À²Ã®. 
    ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À G¹j£À ªÀÄÆ®, 

¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è,¤AwgÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ,¤Ã£ÉÃ... 
¦æAiÀÄ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÉÃ,¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¨sÁUÀå. 

¤ÃªÀÅ G½zÀgÉ £Á¼ÉAiÀÄÆ G½AiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ, 

  vÀ¤é UÉÆÃ¦gÁeï  5£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 

EzÉÃ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¸ÀvÀå gÁUÀ. £ÁªÉ®ègÀÆ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
gÀQë¸ÉÆÃt! 

 gÀQëvÀ.Dgï 8£ÉÃ ‘J’ 



ªÉÆÃqÀ 
ªÉÆÃqÀ £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ.ªÉÆÃqÀ  ¨ÉÃgÉ ¨ÉÃgÉ DPÁgÀzÀ°è PÁtÂ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛªÉ. MAzÉÆAzÀÄ ¸À® ªÉÆÃqÀ 
£ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ £ÀªÀÄä PÀ®à£ÉUÉ vÀPÀÌAvÉ PÁtÂ¸ÀÄvÉÛ. GzÁ; ºÀÄqÀÄV.PÀÄzÀÄgÉ,£Á¬Ä,¨ÉPÀÄÌ,ªÀÄ£É ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅUÀ¼À xÀgÀ PÁtÂ¸ÀÄvÉÛ. 
ªÉÆÃqÀ £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä £À£ÀUÉ vÀÄA¨Á EµÀÖ,CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ £À£Àß ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ §ºÀ¼À DºÁèzÀ ªÉ¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.£Á£ÀÄ ¥Àæw ¢£À 
¸ÀAeÉ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è ºÀvÀÄÛ ¤«ÄµÀ ªÉÆÃqÀ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÉÛÃ£É.CzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ  vÀÄA¨Á RÄ¶ PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.¸ÀÆgÉÆåÃzÀAiÀÄ 
ºÁUÀÆ ¸ÀÆgÁå¸ÀÛ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À QgÀtUÀ¼ÀÄ ©zÁÝUÀ £ÉÆÃqÉÆÃzÉÃ MAzÀÄ ºÀ§â. ªÉÆÃqÀ¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ 
E¼ÉUÉ ªÀÄ¼É,ªÀÄ¼É¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ £ÀªÉÄä®è d£ÀgÀ  fÃªÀ£À.¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ ¤ÃgÀÄ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À ±ÁR¢AzÀ D«AiÀiÁV ªÉÄÃ®PÉÌ ºÉÆÃV 
WÀ¤ÃPÀgÀtUÉÆAqÀÄ ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ.ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÁvÁªÀgÀtzÀ°è ¥ÀæªÀÄÄR ¥ÁvÀæªÀ»¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ. PÀ«UÀ¼ÀÄ ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É 
vÀÄA¨Á ºÁqÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß §gÉ¢zÁÝgÉ.ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 2Q.«ÄÃ ¢AzÀ 10Q.«ÄÃ ªÀgÉUÉ JvÀÛgÀªÁVgÀÄvÀÛªÉ. ªÉÆÃqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á 
«±ÉÃµÀªÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ..... 

    RÄ¶.©.JA  7£ÉÃ ‘r’ 

         £À£Àß ±Á¯É 
£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ ¸ÉAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É L.¹.J¸ï.E.EzÀÄ MAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²¹Û¤AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀiÁVzÉ.£ÀªÀÄä 
±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀªÀÅ vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀéZÀÒªÁUÀÄzÀÄÝ.«zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ PÀ°PÉUÉ GvÀÛªÀÄ ªÁvÁªÀgÀt MzÀV¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.E°è ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â 

«zÁåyðUÀÆ vÀªÀÄä PË±À®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÉÆÃj¸À®Ä MAzÀÄ CªÀPÁ±À zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. 
“£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è EgÀÄªÀ F ¸Ë®¨sÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ D²ÃªÁðzÀzÀAwzÉ” UÁæªÀÄUÀ¼À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÜ½ÃAiÀÄ ¥ÀlÖtUÀ¼À ¸ÀPÁðj 
±Á¯ÉUÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ ºÉÆÃ°PÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀµÀÄÖ GvÀÛªÀÄªÁVzÉ.£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è EµÀÄÖ ¸ÀàzsÉðUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ 
D²ÃªÁðzÀzÀAvÁVzÉ. ¸ÁA¸ÀÌçwPÀ GvÀìªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ E£ÀÆß ºÉaÑ£À ¥ÀoÉåÃvÀgÀ ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ.CªÀÅ CzsÀåAiÀÄ£ÀPÉÌ 
£ÉÃgÀªÁV ªÀÄÄRåªÁVgÀ° CxÀªÁ EgÀ¢gÀ°,¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ ¸ÀàzsÉðAiÀÄÆ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ.EzÀjAzÀ £ÁªÀÅ J®èªÀ£ÀÆß 
PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÉÛÃªÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ C£ÀA¢¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. 

ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀÄ°è ¸ÀÈd£ÁvÀäPÀ ºÁUÀÆ CxÀð¥ÀÇtð «µÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæzÀ²ð¸À®Ä £ÀªÀÄUÉ zÉÆgÀQgÀÄªÀ F CªÀPÁ±ÀªÀÅ ¤dªÁVAiÀÄÆ 
¨sÁUÀåPÀgÀªÁVzÉ.±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ PÁAiÀÄðPÀæªÀÄzÀ°è ¥Àæw «µÀAiÀÄPÀÆÌ ¥ÁæeÉPïÖ -1 ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÁæeÉPïÖ-2 ¤gÀAvÀgÀªÁV £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ.F 
C¸ÉA©è£À°è «zsÁåyðUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÁoÀzÀ°è PÀ°vÀ CzsÁåAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÁlPÀ,£ÁlQÃAiÀÄ ¥ÀæzÀ±Àð£ÀUÀ¼À CzsÁåAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÁlPÀ,£ÁlQÃAiÀÄ 
¥ÀæzÀ±Àð£ÀUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.EzÀjAzÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â «zÁåyðUÀÆ vÀªÀÄä ¥Àæw¨sÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÉÆÃj¸À®Ä EzÀÄ MAzÀÄ 
GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ CªÀPÁ±À. 

£ÁªÀÅ EAvÀºÀ ¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¤dªÁVAiÀÄÆ ¨sÁUÀå.CªÀgÀÄ ¸ÀzÁ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¨ÉA§°¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 

¥ÉÇæÃvÁì»¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.vÀªÀÄä ¥ÉæÃgÀuÁzÁAiÀÄPÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ½AzÀ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ§® vÀÄA§ÄvÁÛgÉ.EzÀÄ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ CªÀPÁ±À ,KPÉAzÀgÉ £ÁªÀÅ 
MAzÉÃ PÀqÉ  MnÖUÉ  PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÀÛ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÉÛÃªÉ.CªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ. F fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è PË±À®å ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
¥Àæw¨sÉUÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ MmÁÖV PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÁÛ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀPÀgÀ ºÁUÀÆ D£ÀAzÀPÀgÀ.F fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è PË±À®å ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
¥Àæw¨sÉUÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ MmÁÖV PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÁÛ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ CvÀåAvÀ ªÀÄÄRå. 

r. ¸ÀÄ²ævÁ gÉrØ  6£ÉÃ ‘r’



¸ÉßÃºÀ 
£ÁªÀÅ vÀ¥ÀÅöà ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ wzÀÄÝªÀ£ÀÄ 
MAnAiÀiÁVzÁUÀ eÉÆvÉVgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
PÀµÀÖPÁ®zÀ°è ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
fÃªÀ£À ¥ÀÇwð ¦æÃw¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
ªÀiÁvÀÄPÀvÉ ¨É¼É¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ£ÀÄ 
PÉ¼ÀUÉ ©zÁÝUÀ JvÀÄÛªÀ£ÀÄ 
¸ÀªÀÄ¸Éå §AzÁUÀ ¥ÀjÃQë¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄä gÀPÀÛ¸ÀA§A¢üAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄUÉÆ¸ÀÌgÀ ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß UËgÀ«¸ÉÆÃ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ£ÀÄ 
CªÀÄä£À ºÁUÉ ¥ÉæÃgÉÃ¦¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
C¥Àà£À ºÁUÉ ¯ÉÆÃPÀ w½¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
CPÀÌ vÀAVAiÀÄgÁUÉ ºÁ¸Àå ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
EvÀgÀ£ÀÄß vÀ£Àß PÀÄlÄA§ JAzÀÄ ¨sÁ«¸ÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¸ÀzÁ gÀQë¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ£ÀÄ 

    ¥ÀætÂÃvÀ.JA   9£ÉÃ ‘J’ 

§æºÁäAqÀzÀ «¸ÀäAiÀÄ
CAvÀåªÉÃ E®èzÀ Cw±ÀAiÀÄ ¨sÁ£ÀÄ 
zÉÃªÀ£ÀÄ ¸ÀÄj¹zÀ CªÀÄÈvÀzÀ eÉÃ£ÀÄ 
¨É¼ÀQ£À PÀqÀ®° vÉÃ®ÄªÀ zÉÆÃtÂ 
PÁtzÀ  ¸ÀÄ½AiÀÄ° DqÀÄªÀ  ¥ÁætÂ 

     «Ä£ÀÄUÀÄªÀ  vÁgÉAiÀÄ £À¨sÀzÀ ºÀÆªÀÅ 
     AiÀiÁjUÀÆ  w½AiÀÄzÀ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ 
     UÀæºÀUÀ¼É®èªÀÇ F ºÀnÖAiÀÄ PÀÄjUÀ¼ÀÄ 
      ¸ÀÄvÀÄÛwÛªÉ JAzÀÆ  ¤®èzÀ ¥ÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ 

PÀ¥ÀÅöàPÀÄ°AiÀÄzÀÄ £ÀÄAUÀÄªÀ gÁPÀë¸À 
PÁ®ªÀ£ÉßÃ CqÀV¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄºÁ ¸ÁºÀ¸À 
±ÀÆ£ÀåzÀ ¸ÁUÀgÀªÉÃ F dUÀzÀ ªÀÄÆ® 

AiÀiÁjUÀÆ ¹UÀzÀ CzÀÄãvÀ  eÁ® 

 fÃªÀ£ï ¦. ºÉZï 9£ÉÃ ‘J’ 

         vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß «ÄÃjzÀ ²PÀët: ¥ÀoÉåÃvÀgÀ ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À ±ÀQÛ 

  ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV ¥ÀoÀå¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¥ÀjÃPÉëUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CAPÀUÀ¼ÀAvÀºÀ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ «µÀAiÀÄUÀ½UÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ 
¹Ã«ÄvÀªÁzÀ ¸ÀÜ¼ÀªÉAzÀÄ PÁt¯ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ ¤dªÁzÀ ²PÀëtªÀÅ vÀgÀUÀwAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ ¹Ã«ÄvÀªÁV®è.  QæÃqÉ, ªÁzÀ«ªÁzÀ, 
£ÁlPÀ CxÀªÁ ¸ÀAVÃvÀzÀAvÀºÀ  ¥ÀoÉåÃvÀgÀ  ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À°è ¨sÁUÀªÀ»¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄUÀæ C©üªÀÈ¢ÝUÉ CvÀåAvÀ CUÀvÀåªÁVzÉ.   

      F ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼À°è ¥Á¯ÉÆÎ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀjAzÀ wÃªÀæªÁzÀ  ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ MvÀÛqÀ¢AzÀ «±ÁæAw zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. EzÀÄ 
ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ DgÉÆÃUÀåªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄzsÁj¸À®Ä ªÀÄvÀÄÛ MvÀÛqÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀrªÉÄ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. eÉÆvÉUÉ ¥ÀoÀå¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ½AzÀ 

PÀ°AiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ vÀAqÀzÀ PÉ®¸À ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¤ªÀðºÀuÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÁAiÀÄPÀvÀézÀAvÀºÀ fÃªÀ£À PË±À®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¨É¼É¸À®Ä EªÀÅ GvÀÛªÀÄ  
CªÀPÁ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÉ  QæÃqÁ vÀAqÀzÀ ¨sÁUÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, ¸ÀºÀ£À²Ã®vÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²¸ÀÄÛ PÀ°¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÁlPÀzÀ 
PÀè¨ïUÀ¼ÀÄ DvÀä«±Áé¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀAªÀºÀ£À PË±À®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¨É¼É¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

   F ZÀlÄªÀnPÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä D¸ÀQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥Àæw¨sÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ»rAiÀÄ®Ä ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ ºÁUÀÆ ¨sÀ«µÀåzÀ 
ªÀÈwÛUÀ¼À §UÉÎ MAzÀÄ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  EªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄUÉ «²µÀÖ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀªÀÄUÀæ ªÀåQÛvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß  ¨É¼É¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä 
¸ÀºÀPÁjAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯Á fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÃªÀ® N¢UÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ ¹Ã«ÄvÀUÉÆ½¸ÀzÉ ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉAiÀÄ CªÀPÁ±ÀªÀ£ÁßV 
ªÀiÁqÉÆÃt! 

   JA. ZÁgÀÄ£ÉÃvÀæ 7£ÉÃ ‘r’ 



     ªÀiË£ÀzÀ zsÀé¤ 

      ªÀiË£ÀzÀ°è zsÀé¤ J°èzÉ CAzÀÄPÉÆAqÀgÉ, CzÀÄ D±ÀÑAiÀÄð DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ¸ÀvÀå EzÀ£ÀÄß £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß CxÀðzÀ°è ºÉÃ¼À®Ä 
§AiÀÄ¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. £À£Àß C¤¹PÉ K£ÉAzÀgÉ ªÀiË£À MAzÀÄ ±ÀQÛ±Á° ±À§Ý. EzÀ£ÀÄß CxÀð¥Àr¸À®Ä ¥ÀæPÀÈwVAvÀ AiÀiÁjUÉvÁ£É ¸ÁzsÀå!

      ¥ÀæPÀÈw £ÀªÀÄä eÉÆvÉ AiÀiÁªÁUÀ®Æ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄwÛgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ¯ÉèÃ  £ÁªÀÅ  ±ÁAwAiÀiÁV PÀÄ½vÀÄ PÉÃ½zÀgÉ 
ªÀiÁvÀæ CzÀgÀ zsÀé¤ £ÀªÀÄUÉ PÉÃ½¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  CzÀ£ÉßÃ £ÁªÀÅ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ zsÀé¤ JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÉÛÃªÉ.  ¥ÀæPÀÈw vÀ£Àß ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀ£ÀßzÉ 
jÃwAiÀÄ°è vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀÄ ±ÁAw, ¸ÀºÀ£É, ¦æÃw DVgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ CxÀªÁ PÉÆÃ¥ÀªÀÇ DVgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. 

      ¸ÀÆAiÉÆðÃzÀAiÀÄ, ¥ÀQëUÀ¼À a°¦°, J¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ C®ÄUÁqÀÄªÀ ±À§Ý, ¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, vÀA¥ÁzÀ UÁ½ EªÀÅ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ 
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀvÉAiÀÄ zsÀé¤AiÀiÁzÀgÉ. eÁé¯ÁªÀÄÄT ¸ÉÆáÃl, ¸ÀÄ£Á«Ä, ¨sÀÆPÀA¥À, d®¥Àæ¼ÀAiÀÄ, ¨sÀÆPÀÄ¹vÀ EªÀÅ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ PÉÆÃ¥ÀzÀ 
zsÀé¤AiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

       ¥ÀæPÀÈw eÉÆÃgÁV ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è CzÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ¯ÉèÃ £ÀªÀÄUÉ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀPÁÌV £ÁªÀÅ 
¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ ¸ÀAgÀPÀëuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ CzÀPÉÌ £ÁªÀÅ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ zsÀé¤AiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ C¨sÁå¸À 
ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 

      ¤¢ü²æÃ.Dgï  5£ÉÃ ‘r’ 

  «dAiÀiï PÀAqÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ 

  MAzÀÄ Hj£À°è M§â ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ¤zÀÝ CªÀ£À ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ «dAiÀiï CªÀ£À vÀAzÉ vÁ¬Ä PÀÆ° - £Á° ªÀiÁr fÃªÀ£À 
£ÀqÉ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ CªÀ£À PÀÄlÄA§ §qÀvÀ£À¢AzÀ PÀÆrvÀÄÛ. CªÀ£ÀÄ vÀÄA§ vÀÄAl£ÁVzÀÝ, zÀqÀØ£ÁVzÀÝ. DzÀgÀÆ «dAiÀiïUÉ ±Á¯É 
JAzÀgÉ vÀÄA§ EµÀÖ DvÀ¤UÉ ZÀ£ÁßV N¢ zÉÆqÀØ ªÀåQÛ DUÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ D¸É EvÀÄÛ. DzÀgÉ  CªÀ¤UÉ N¢zÀÄÝ vÀ¯ÉUÉ ºÀvÀÄÛwÛgÀ°®è. 
±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ¨ÉÊUÀÄ¼À w£ÀÄßwÛzÀÝ£ÀÄ. CªÀÄä C¥Àà£À ºÀwÛgÀ£ÀÆ ¨ÉÊUÀÄ¼À w£ÀÄßwÛzÀÝ. CªÀÄä ¥ÉÇÃµÀPÀgÀ ¸À¨sÉUÉ ºÉÆÃzÁUÀ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ 

vÀÄA¨Á zÀÆgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ. CzÀjAzÀ ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀUÉÆAqÀÄ £Á£ÀÄ E£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAzÉ ZÉ£ÁßV N¢ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ 
¤zsÀðj¹zÀ£ÀÄ. £ÀAvÀgÀ CªÀ£ÀÄ N¢ zÉÆqÀØªÀ£ÁzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É zÉÆqÀØ ªÀåQÛ DUÀÄvÁÛ£É. CªÀ£ÀÄ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ ¸ÀÄ¤vÁ «°AiÀÄªÀiïì, 
C§ÄÝ¯ï PÀ¯ÁA fÃ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß  DzÀ±Àð ªÀåQÛAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É ºÁUÉ ZÉ£ÁßV N¢ ¦JZïr. ªÀiÁr qÁPÀÖgÉÃmï 
¥ÀzÀ«AiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀÆqÀ ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É. ¸ÀÆAiÀÄðAiÀiÁ£À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£À¸ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. «dAiÀiïUÉ ¥ÀzÀä¨sÀÆµÀt, ¥ÀzÀä 
«¨sÀÆµÀtzÀAvÀºÀ ¥ÀÅgÀ¸ÁÌgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ «dAiÀiï ªÀÄÄrUÉÃjzÀªÀÅ. £ÀAvÀgÀ PÀ£ÁðlPÀ ¸ÀPÁðgÀ «dAiÀiïUÉ ‘dÆ¤AiÀÄgï C§ÄÝ¯ï PÀ¯ÁA’ 
¥Àæ±À¹Û PÉÆlÄÖ ¥ÀÅgÀ¸ÀÌj¹vÀÄ. EzÀjAzÀ «dAiÀiï vÀAzÉ, vÁ¬Ä, HgÀÄ, ºÀ½î, gÁdå, zÉÃ±À ªÉÄZÀÄÑªÀAvÀ ªÀÄUÀ£ÁzÀ£ÀÄ. 

       CªÀÄä JzÉÝÃ¼ÀÄ ±Á¯ÉUÉ mÉÊªÀiï DAiÀÄÄÛ J£ÀÄßªÀ ±À§Ý PÉÃ½¹vÀÄ, «dAiÀiï JzÀÄÝ CAiÉÆåÃ “EµÉÆÖvÀÄÛ vÁ£ÀÄ PÀArzÉÝ®è 
PÀ£À¸ÉAzÀÄ ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀ ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀ. DzÀgÉ CªÀ¤UÉ ¸Á¢ü¸À¨ÉÃPÉA§ bÀ® EvÀÄÛ. 

 “«dAiÀiï PÀAqÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ £À£À¸ÁUÀ° JAzÀÄ ºÁgÉÊ¸ÉÆÃt”   

  DAiÀÄÄµï  «. ±ÉnÖ  4£ÉÃ ‘J’ 



£À£Àß ±Á¯É 

£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ ¸ÉÊAmï ¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯É. EzÀÄ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À ºÉÆAUÀ¸ÀAzÀæzÀ §½ EzÉ. E°è £À¸Àðj¬ÄAzÀ ºÀ£ÉßgÀqÀ£ÉÃ 
vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ EzÉ. 

   £Á£ÀÄ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÉaÑ£À ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ, EzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄvÀgÀºÀ C¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÀªÀÄä 
¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ J¯Áè PÉëÃvÀæzÀ®Æè ªÀÄÄAzÉ §gÀ®Ä ¥ÉÇæÃvÁìºÀ ¤ÃqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è GvÀÛªÀÄ ²PÀëPÀjzÁÝgÉ. 
EªÀgÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀºÀPÁjUÀ¼ÁVzÀÄÝ, £ÀªÀÄUÉ CvÀåAvÀ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄPÁjAiÀiÁV ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÈd£ÁvÀäPÀªÁV ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¨ÉÆÃ¢ü¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 

   £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ PÀlÖqÀ, DlzÀ ªÉÄÊzÁ£À, UÀæAxÁ®AiÀÄ, PÀA¥ÀÇålgï ªÀÄvÀÄÛ «eÁÕ£À ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀ¯ÁAiÀÄ«zÉ. 
£ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ««zsÀ ¸ÁA¸ÀÌöÈwPÀ PÁAiÀÄðPÀæªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ.EªÀÅUÀ½AzÀ £ÀªÀÄä DvÀä«±Áé¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥Àæw¨sÉ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. 
¥ÀæwªÀµÀð £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ±Á¯Á¥ÀæªÁ¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß DAiÉÆÃf¸À¯ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. C°è £ÁªÀÅ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÉÆA¢UÉ DlªÁr ºÁqÀÄ ºÁr 
vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¥ÀqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. £À£Àß ±Á¯É £À£ÀUÉ eÁÕ£À, ²¸ÀÄÛ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ¥Á®£É ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ £Á£ÀÄ 
£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÀÄA¨Á ¦æÃw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É ºÁUÀÆ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ ºÉªÉÄä¥ÀqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

   ¹éÃPÀÈw AiÀÄÄ.J¸ï   4£ÉÃ ‘E’ 

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥ÁoÀ 

fÃªÀ£À MAzÀÄ ¥ÁoÀ±Á¯É, 

¥Àæw¢£À ºÉÆ¸À ¥ÁoÀ 

vÀ¥ÀÅöàUÀ½AzÀ PÀ°vÀªÀ£ÀÄ, 

¤dªÁzÀ «eÉÃvÀ£ÀÄ. 

fÃªÀ£ÀªÉA§ÄzÀÄ MAzÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ ¥ÁoÀ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄAvÉ. E°è ¥Àæw¢£ÀªÀÇ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ. D 
C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ £ÁªÀÅ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÉÛÃªÉ. fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀjAiÀiÁV CxÀðªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ 
C£ÀÄ¸Àj¹zÀgÉ, £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£À ¸ÁxÀðPÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

    ¤¸ÀUÀð ¦.Dgï    8 £ÉÃ ‘©’ 



ªÀÄÄUÀÞ ¨Á®PÀ 

MAzÀÄ Hj£À°è M§â vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄUÀ EgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. MAzÀÄ ¢£À vÁ¬Ä ¥ÀÇeÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ, zÉÃªÀjUÉ £ÉÊªÉÃzÉåö EqÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß 
UÀªÀÄ¤¹zÀ ¨Á®PÀ »ÃUÉ ¥Àæ²ß¹zÀ. CªÀiÁä! zÉÃªÀgÀÄ £ÉÊªÉÃzÀå w£ÀßªÀÅ¢®èªÀ®è? ªÀÄvÉÛ AiÀiÁPÉ EqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ? zÉÃªÀgÀÄ w£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ 
£ÁªÀÅ JAzÀÆ £ÉÆÃr®èªÀ®è? ElÖ £ÉÊªÉÃzÀå JµÀÄÖ ºÉÆvÁÛzÀgÀÆ ElÖ°èAiÉÄÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀ®è? JAzÀÄ ¥Àæ²ß¹zÀ£ÀÄ. CzÀPÉÌ CªÀgÀ 
vÁ¬Ä, ªÀÄUÀÄ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ¹éÃPÀj¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É. £Á£ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉÆAzÀÄ PÉ®¸À ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÉ ¤Ã£ÀÄ CzÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄ, ºÉÆÃV ¤£Àß ¥ÀoÀå ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆÃ. CzÀgÀ°è ¸Àé®à N¢ ¨Á, £Á£ÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀ¼ÀÄ. ªÀÄUÀ ºÁUÉÃ DUÀ° JAzÀÄ vÀ£Àß 
vÁ¬Ä ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ N¢ J¯Áè w½zÀÄPÉÆArAiÀÄ®è, FUÀ CzÀÄ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀzÀ°è C½¹ ºÉÆÃVzÉAiÀiÁ? KPÉAzÀgÉ CzÉ¯Áè FUÀ 
vÀ¯ÉAiÀÄ°èzÉAiÀÄ¯Áè? CzÀPÉÌ ªÀÄUÀÄ, CzÉÃUÉ DUÀÄvÀÛªÀiÁä? £Á£ÀÄ CzÀ£ÀÄß N¢  CxÉðÊ¹PÉÆAqÉ, CzÀgÀ eÁÕ£À £À£ÀUÉ §A¢vÀÄ. 
CPÀëgÀUÀ¼ÀÆ C¯Éè EzÉ JAzÀ£ÀÄ. CzÀPÉÌ vÁ¬Ä CzÀÄ ºÁUÉÃ ªÀÄUÀÄ. £ÁªÀÅ ¨sÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ zÉÃªÀjUÉ ¤ÃrzÀ £ÉÊªÉÃzÀåªÀÇ C¯ÉèÃ 
EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. EzÀ£ÀÄß PÉÃ½ ¨Á®PÀ RÄ¶AiÀiÁV zÉÃªÀjUÉ ¨sÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ £ÀªÀÄ¸ÀÌj¹zÀ£ÀÄ. 

   £ÀPÀëvÀæ ²æÃ¤ªÁ¸À  5£ÉÃ ‘r’ 

¥ÀæPÀÈw £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀzÀ G¹gÀÄ 

¥ÀæPÀÈw £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ªÀiË£À¸ÉßÃ»vÉ, ªÀiÁvÁ£ÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. DzÀgÉ ¥ÀæwPÀëtªÀÇ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. ºÀ¹gÀÄ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
ºÀÆ«£À ¸ÀÄUÀAzsÀ, ºÀQÌUÀ¼À UÁ£À, ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ £À¢UÀ¼À PÀ®PÀ® zsÀé¤ EªÉ®èªÀÇ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ ±ÁAwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÀ 
ªÀgÀUÀ¼ÀAvÉ. ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ CUÀvÀå«gÀÄªÀ UÁ½, ¤ÃgÀÄ, DºÁgÀ J®èªÀ£ÀÆß ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÉÄÃ GavÀªÁV ¤ÃqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. 

      ¨É¼ÀV£À ¸ÀÆAiÉÆÃðzÀAiÀÄªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è ºÉÆ¸À D¸ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÀÄnÖ¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ºÀ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀAvÉ £ÀªÀÄä zÀÄBRUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÁPÀÄªÀAwªÉ. CgÀtåUÀ¼ÀÄ ¨sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ ±Áé¸ÀPÉÆÃ±ÀzÀAvÉ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. DzÀgÉ 
EAzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ F CªÀÄÆ®å ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤®ðPÀë÷å ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ. ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀrAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ, £À¢UÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ®Ä¶vÀUÉÆ½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
ªÁAiÀÄÄªÀiÁ°£Àå EªÉ®èªÀÇ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄ eÉÆvÉUÉ ºÉÆAzÁtÂPÉ¬ÄAzÀ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ¤dªÁzÀ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀvÀé. 

    PÁåxÀj£ï jÃmÁ ²£ÉÆzï    4£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 



vÁ¬Ä ºÀQÌ 

vÁ¬Ä ºÀQÌ C¥ÁgÀ ±ÀæªÀÄzÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ UÀÆqÀÄ PÀlÄÖvÀÛzÉ. PÉ®ªÀÅ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è CzÀÄ vÀ£Àß ªÉÆmÉÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄjªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  ¸ÀA¥ÀÇtð 
PÁ¼Àf¬ÄAzÀ CªÀ¼ÀÄ ªÉÆmÉÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¨ÉZÀÑUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÄgÀQëvÀªÁVgÀÄ¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É.CªÀ¼À ªÉÆmÉÖUÀ¼À ©gÀÄPÀÄ PÉ®ªÀÅ ¢£ÀUÀ¼ÀªÀgÉUÉ 
PÁAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝ¼ÀÄ. CªÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢AzÀ £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. CªÀ¼ÀÄ CªÀjUÉ DºÁgÀ vÀgÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛ¼É. 
CªÀ¼ÀÄ »AwgÀÄVzÁUÀ vÀ£Àß ²±ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ a°-¦°UÀÄlÄÖªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. CªÀ¼ÀÄ ²±ÀÄUÀ½UÉ ºÁ®ÄtÂ¸ÀÄªÁUÀ ±ÁAvÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
vÀÈ¦ÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É. ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÀAvÉ ¤zsÁ£ÀªÁV CªÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ£Àß ²±ÀÄUÀ½UÉ ºÁgÀ®Ä ºÁUÀÆ JvÀÛgÀzÀ DPÁ±ÀPÉÌ ºÁgÀ®Ä 
vÀgÀ¨ÉÃw ¤ÃrzÀ¼ÀÄ. vÀ£Àß ¸ÀtÚ ºÀQÌUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ CªÀ¼ÀÄ ±ÁAvÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ GvÀÄìPÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÁÛ¼É. CªÀgÀÄ 
aPÀÌªÀjzÁÝUÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÉÆqÀØªÀgÁzÁV¤AzÀ CªÀÅö ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÁUÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CxÀðªÀ£ÀÄß CxÀð ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ fÃªÀ£À 
£ÀqÉ¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. 

 £À£Àß PÀ°PÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£É 

£À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄÄ £À£ÀUÉ vÀÄA¨Á EµÀÖ. CzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ ¥Àæw¢£À ºÉÆ¸À ¨É½UÉÎAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.£Á£ÀÄ ±Á¯ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃzÁUÀ £À£Àß ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì 
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ, ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è £Á£ÀÄ NzÀÄvÉÛÃ£É, ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DlªÁqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É £ÀªÀÄä UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ ¥ÁoÀ 

²æÃ ºÀµïð.J¸ï PÀªÀÄvÉ 7£ÉÃ ‘J’

PÀ°¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £ÁªÀÅ vÀ¥ÀÅöà ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ CªÀÅöæ PÉÆÃ¥ÀUÉÆ¼ÀîzÉ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ PÉ®¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄUÉ zÁj vÉÆÃj¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

      £À£Àß  ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ £À£Àß ¢£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁV¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £ÁªÀÅ MnÖUÉ £ÀUÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ, NzÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DlªÁqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. 
«gÁªÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è Hl ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ vÀÄA¨Á EµÀÖ. KPÉAzÀgÉ CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ºÉÆ¸À gÀÄaUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥ÀjZÀ¬Ä¹ 
PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £À£Àß vÀgÀUÀw £À£Àß JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£É. C°è £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÉÛÃ£É. ¥Àæw¢£À £Á£ÀÄ ¸Àé®à 
w½zÀÄ PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃ£É. £À£Àß ±Á¯É £À£ÀUÉ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ £ÀqÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ C¨sÁå¸ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £Á£ÀÄ ¥Àæw¢£À K£ÁzÀgÀÆ 
ºÉÆ¸ÀzÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄÄvÉÛÃ£É. £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¦æÃw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

  vÉÃd²æÃ Dgï 4£ÉÃ ‘¹’    



¸ÀºÁAiÀÄzÀ ¥sÀ®

   MAzÀÄ ¢£À ¸ÉßÃºÁ ±Á¯É¬ÄAzÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝ¼ÀÄ. gÀ¸ÉÛAiÀÄ°è M§â ªÀÈzÀÞgÀÄ ¨sÁgÀªÁzÀ aÃ® ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ¤zsÁ£ÀªÁV 
£ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀgÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á zÀtÂzÀAvÉ PÁtÂ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. ¸ÉßÃºÁ ºÁUÉ CªÀgÀ §½UÉ ºÉÆÃV, “vÁvÁ £Á£ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄUÉ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ 
ªÀiÁqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É” JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀ¼ÀÄ. CªÀ¼ÀÄ aÃ®ªÀ£ÀÄß »rzÀÄ ¸Àé®à zÀÆgÀ CªÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ £ÀqÉzÀÄ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ¼ÀÄ. ªÀÈzÀÞgÀÄ 
vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¥ÀlÖgÀÄ. CªÀgÀÄ £ÀUÀÄvÁ, “ zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ, zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ°” JAzÀÄ 
D²ÃªÀð¢¹zÀgÀÄ. ¸ÉßÃºÁ RÄ¶AiÀiÁV ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃzÀ¼ÀÄ. 

PÉ®ªÀÅ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À £ÀAvÀgÀ, CªÀ¼À vÁ¬Ä CªÀ½UÉ ºÀt PÉÆlÖgÀÄ. DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. DUÀ CªÀ¼ÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á zÀÄBT¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÁUÀ, 
CªÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ ªÀÈzÀÞ£ÀÄ §AzÀÄ CªÀ½UÉ ¸ÀªÀiÁzsÁ£À ¥Àr¹ ºÀtªÀ£ÀÄß PÉÆlÄÖ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀ£ÀÄ.CªÀ¼ÀÄ 
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢AzÀ w½zÀÄPÉÆAqÀ¼ÀÄ. EvÀgÀjUÉ ªÀiÁrzÀ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄªÀÅ ¸ÀzÁ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ªÀÄgÀ¼ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

       ¤Ãw:   “£ÁªÀÅ EvÀgÀjUÉ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄUÀÆ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ¹UÀÄvÀÛzÉ.” 

    gÉºÉ£Á ¥sÁwªÀiÁ 5£ÉÃ ‘E’ 

¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉ 

 ¨sÁgÀvÀ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ zÉÃ±À. E°è ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ¨sÁµÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, zsÀªÀÄðUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DZÀgÀuÉUÀ½ªÉ. DzÀgÀÆ £ÁªÉ®ègÀÆ MAzÁV 
¨Á¼ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. EzÀÄªÉÃ ¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw AiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ fÃªÀ£À ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.£ÁªÀÅ »jAiÀÄjUÉ UËgÀªÀ 
PÉÆqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. CywUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DwäÃAiÀÄªÁV ¸ÁéUÀw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ.PÀÄlÄA§zÀ eÉÆvÉUÉ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÁV §zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈwAiÀÄ 
¨sÁUÀªÁVzÉ.£ÀªÀÄä ºÀ§âUÀ¼ÀÄ d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß ºÀwÛgÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è AiÉÆÃUÀ,zsÁå£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DAiÀÄÄªÉÃðzÀ ºÀÄnÖªÉ. EªÀÅ 
£ÀªÀÄä DgÉÆÃUÀåPÉÌ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

EAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw PÉ®ªÀÅ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JzÀÄj¸ÀÄwÛzÉ. PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¨sÁµÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀA¥ÀæzÁAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÉwzÁÝgÉ. 
ºÉÆ¸ÀfÃªÀ£À «zsÁ£À £ÀªÀÄä PÀÄlÄA§zÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁUÀÄwÛªÉ. EzÀjAzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw C¥ÁAiÀÄzÀ°èzÉ. 

«zÁåyðUÀ¼ÁzÀ £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß G½¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä ªÀiÁvÀÈ¨sÁµÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß §¼À¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. »jAiÀÄgÀ£ÀÄß UËgÀ«¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ.  
±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÁUÀÆ ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À°è JgÀqÀÆ PÀqÉUÀ¼À°è ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈwUÀ¼À£ÀÄß G½¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ’.PÉÆ£ÉUÉ, ¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw £ÀªÀÄä ºÉªÉÄä, 
CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä UÀÄgÀÄvÀÄ CzÀ£ÀÄß G½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä PÀvÀðªÀå. ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁrzÀ°è    £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±À  E£ÀÆß ±ÀQÛAiÀÄÄvÀ 
DUÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è ¸ÀAzÉÃºÀ«®è

  vÀªÀÄ£ï D¢vÀå     8£ÉÃ ‘J’     



«¥sÀ®vÉ AiÀÄ±À¹ì£À ªÉÆzÀ® ºÀAvÀ 

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è AiÀÄ±À¸ÀÄì ¹UÀ®Ä ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀªÀ®è.CzÀPÉÌ §gÀÄªÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ°è CqÉvÀqÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, «¥sÀ®vÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀºÀdªÁVªÉ. «¥sÀ®vÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
¨sÀAiÀÄ¥ÀqÀÄªÀÅzÀQÌAvÀ CzÀ£ÀÄß M¦àPÉÆAqÀÄ CzÀjAzÀ ¥ÁoÀ PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀÄÄRå. «¥sÀ®vÉ AiÀÄ±À¹ì£À ªÉÆzÀ® ºÀAvÀªÁVzÉ. 
KPÉAzÀgÉ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â AiÀÄ±À¹é ªÀåQÛ C£ÉÃPÀ «¥sÀ®vÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JzÀÄj¹ , CªÀÅUÀ½AzÀ ²PÀët ¥ÀzÉzÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¸ÁVzÁÝ£É.  

       E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ GzÁºÀgÀuÉ  JAzÀgÉ QæPÉmï DlUÁgÀ PÀ¦¯ï zÉÃªï. 1983gÀ «±ÀéPÀ¥ï£À°è ¨sÁgÀvÀ vÀAqÀªÀÅ DgÀA¨sÀzÀ°è 
C£ÉÃPÀ CqÉvÀqÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«¹vÀÄ. DzÀgÀÆ bÀ® ©qÀ°®è. AiÀÄ±À¹ìUÉ zÉÆqÀØ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ PÁtÂj, CzÀjAzÀ AiÀÄ±À¸ÀÄì PÀlÖlÖ §ÄwÛ. 
DzÀÝjAzÀ ªÉÊ¥À®å AiÀÄ±À¹ì£À ªÉÆzÀ® ºÉeÉÓ JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß JA¢UÀÆ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃr.  

 ªÀÄzsÀÄ¥ÀæwÃPÀ.J¸ï. 7£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 

  £Á¸ÁÖ°ÓAiÀiÁ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DzsÀÄ¤PÀ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw 

ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ¸ÀäöÈwUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄºÀvÀézÀ ¥ÁvÀæªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀ»¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ. ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¢£ÀzÀ £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À°è ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ 
¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr¸ÀÄªÁUÀ CzÀ£ÀÄß £Á¸ÁÖ°ÓAiÀiÁ JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. EA¢£À DzsÀÄ¤PÀ AiÀÄÄUÀzÀ°è vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À, ªÉÃUÀzÀ 
fÃªÀ£À ±ÉÊ° ªÀÄvÀÄÛ §zÀ¯ÁzÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ £Á¸ÁÖ°ÓAiÀiÁ ºÉÆ¸À gÀÆ¥À ¥ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÉ. 

   »A¢£À PÁ®zÀ°è PÀÄlÄA§zÉÆA¢UÉ PÀÆvÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, ºÉÆgÁAUÀtzÀ°è DlªÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, PÉÊ¬ÄAzÀ §gÉzÀ ¥ÀvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ 
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀgÀ¼À fÃªÀ£À ±ÉÊ° ¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁVvÀÄÛ. EªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ EAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÁV G½¢zÀÄÝ, DzsÀÄ¤PÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ MvÀÛqÀzÀ 
£ÀqÀÄªÉ ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ ±ÁAw ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. F PÁgÀt¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ ºÁqÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¹¤ªÀiÁUÀ¼ÀÄ, DnPÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀA¥ÀæzÁAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÆ 
d£À¦æAiÀÄªÁUÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. 

     £Á¸ÁÖ°ÓAiÀiÁ £ÀªÀÄUÉ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÆ®UÀ¼À£ÀÄß £É£À¦¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ eÉÆvÉUÉ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w½¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß 
¸ÀªÀÄvÉÆÃ®£ÀzÀ°è §¼À¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄjAzÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°vÀÄ, ªÀvÀðªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß CxÀð¥ÀÇtðªÁV §zÀÄQ ,¨sÀ«µÀåªÀ£ÀÄß 
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁV ¤«Äð¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CvÀåªÀ±Àå. 

   ¸ÁgÁA±ÀªÁV £Á¸ÁÖ°ÓAiÀiÁ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DzsÀÄ¤PÀ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈw ¥ÀgÀ¸ÀàgÀ «gÉÆÃ¢üUÀ¼À®è §zÀ¯ÁV ¥ÀgÀ¸ÀàgÀ ¥ÀÇgÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄvÉÆÃ®£À¢AzÀ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À fÃªÀ£À E£ÀßµÀÆÖ ¸ÀªÀÄÈzÀÞ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CxÀð¥ÀÇtðªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

     ¨sÁ«±ï. «. ¥ÀÇeÁj. 7£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 



¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄ 

   ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ MAzÀÄ ¨sÁUÀªÁVzÉ. ªÁlì¥ï, E£ï¸ÁÖUÁæªÀiï, ¥sÉÃ¸ï§ÄPï ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅ  ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ 
ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼ÁVªÉ. EªÀÅUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÉÆA¢UÉ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiÁ»w ºÀAaPÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÀÄ.  

¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½AzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ºÉÆ¸À «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄ®Ä ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. D£ï ¯ÉÊ£ï PÁè¸ï UÀ¼ÀÄ, ²PÀëtPÉÌ 
¸ÀA§A¢ü¹zÀ «ÃrAiÉÆUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÄ¢ÞUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀªÁV ¹UÀÄvÀÛªÉ. zÀÆgÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀgÉÆA¢UÉ ¸ÀA¥ÀPÀðzÀ°ègÀ®Ä EzÀÄ 
G¥ÀAiÀÄÄPÀÛªÁVzÉ. 
DzÀgÉ  ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉZÁÑV §¼À¸À¨ÁgÀzÀÄ. ºÉZÀÄÑ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ §¼À¹zÀgÉ DgÉÆÃUÀå ¸ÀªÀÄ¸Éå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀå¸À£ÀªÀÅ 
GAmÁUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. DzÀÝjAzÀ. ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß M¼ÉîAiÀÄ GzÉÝÃ±ÀPÉÌ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ jÃwAiÀÄ°è §¼À¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ.    

 DzÁå ¸ÀÄfvï. 6£ÉÃ‘¹ 

¸ÉßÃºÀzÀ ±ÀQÛ 
MAzÀÄ PÁ®zÀ°è M¼ÉîAiÀÄ UÀÄtUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ E§âgÀÄ ¸ÀºÉÆÃzÀgÀ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ MAzÀÄ ºÀ½îAiÀÄ°è ªÁ¹¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀgÀÄ 
M§âjUÉÆ§âgÀÄ CwÃªÀ ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ PÀÆrzÀÄÝ, C«¨ÁdågÀAvÉ §zÀÄPÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. vÀªÀÄä ¸ÉßÃºÀPÁÌV K£À£ÁßzÀgÀÆ vÁåUÀ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä 
CªÀgÀÄ ¸ÀzÁ ¹zÀÞgÁVzÀÝgÀÄ. vÉÆAzÀgÉAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ PÉÊ »rzÀÄ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß gÀQë¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CªÀgÀ ¸Àé¨sÁªÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. 

       ¦æÃw, zÀAiÉÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀgÀ¼ÀvÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀæwÃPÀgÁV CªÀgÀÄ ºÀ½îAiÀÄ J¯ÁèjUÀÆ DzÀ±ÀðgÁVzÀÝgÀÄ. MAzÀÄ ¢£À CªÀgÀÄ zÀlÖªÁzÀ 
CgÀtåzÀ°è £ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÁÝUÀ, ªÀÄgÀzÀ UÀnÖAiÀiÁzÀ ±ÁSÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄzsÉå ¹QÌPÉÆAqÀÄ wÃªÀæ £ÉÆÃ«¤AzÀ £ÀgÀ¼ÀÄwÛzÀÝ. 
MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÈUÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀgÀÄ CzÀÄ ZÀ°¸À®Ä C¸ÀªÀÄxÀðªÁVvÀÄÛ. CzÀgÀ PÀtÚ°è £ÉÆÃªÀÅ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¨sÀAiÀÄ JgÀqÀÆ vÀÄA©PÉÆArzÀÝªÀÅ.  

   CzÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ PÀëtªÀÅ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀzÉ ªÀÄÈUÀªÀ£ÀÄß ©r¸À®Ä ªÀÄÄAzÁzÀgÀÄ. UÀnÖAiÀiÁzÀ PÉÆA¨ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä PÉÊUÀ½AzÀ 
¸Àj¹, ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ±ÀæªÀÄ¥ÀlÄÖ PÉÆ£ÉUÀÆ ªÀÄÈUÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄPÀÛUÉÆ½¹zÀgÀÄ. ªÀÄÈUÀªÀÅ £ÉÆÃ«¤AzÀ ªÀÄÄPÀÛUÉÆAqÀÄ PÀÈvÀdÕvÉ¬ÄAzÀ 
CªÀgÀvÀÛ £ÉÆÃrvÀÄ. CzÉÃ PÀëtzÀ°è D ¸ÀÜ¼ÀzÀ°è MAzÀÄ ¥ÀæPÁ±ÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁzÀ ¨É¼ÀPÀÄ ºÉÆ¼É¬ÄvÀÄ. D ªÀÄÈUÀªÀÅ ¤zsÁ£ÀªÁV zÀ£ÀzÀ 
zÉÃªÀgÀ gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è §zÀ¯Á¬ÄvÀÄ. ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ D±ÀÑAiÀÄð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¨sÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ PÉÊªÀÄÄVzÀÄ ¤AvÀgÀÄ. CªÀgÀ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ²Ã®vÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
¤¯ÉÆðÃ¨sÀ ¸Àé¨sÁªÀ¢AzÀ ªÉÄaÑzÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ: ``F zsÀ£ÀzÀ aÃ®UÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤«Ää§âgÀ°è M§â£ÉÃ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÀÄ 
¤ÃªÉ ¤zsÀðj¹’’. ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ ¥ÀgÀ¸ÀàgÀ ªÀÄÄR £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÀgÀÄ PÀëtPÁ® AiÉÆÃa¹ £ÀAvÀgÀ «£ÀªÀÄæªÁV zÉÃªÀjUÉ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ: 
``¦æAiÀÄ zÉÃªÀgÉÃ zsÀ£ÀQÌAvÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÉßÃºÀªÉÃ CªÀÄÆ®å. F ªÀgÀ¢AzÀ £ÀªÀÄä £ÀqÀÄªÉ C¸ÀªÀiÁzsÁ£À ºÀÄlÄÖªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ £ÁªÀÅ 
F ªÀgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¹éPÀj¸ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è’’ 

CªÀgÀ ¤zsÁðgÀ¢AzÀ CvÀåAvÀ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀUÉÆAqÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ: ``¤ªÀÄä ¸ÉßÃºÀªÉÃ ¤ªÀÄä ¤dªÁzÀ ¸ÀA¥ÀvÀÄÛ. EAvÀºÀ ±ÀÄzÀÞ 
ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì¼ÀîªÀjUÉ zsÀ£ÀQÌAvÀ®Ä zÉÆqÀØ ªÀgÀ ¹UÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ’’.CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ªÉÄaÑ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ E§âjUÀÆ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ zsÀ£ÀzÀ aÃ®ªÀ£ÀÄß 
¤ÃrzÀgÀÄ. E§âgÀÆ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÀÄ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢AzÀ zÉÃªÀjUÉ £ÀªÀÄ¸ÀÌj¹ E£ÀßµÀÄÖ §®ªÁzÀ ¸ÉßÃºÀzÀ §AzsÀ£ÀzÉÆA¢UÉ Hj£ÀvÀÛ 
ºÉÆgÀlgÀÄ    

 ¥ÀæwÃPÀë  7£ÉÃ ‘©’ 



¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ¤zÀÝAvÉ 

MAzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ¸ÉßÃºÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ MAzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ CªÀÄÆ®å ªÀ¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼ÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ 

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÉÃ UÀÄgÀÄ, §AzsÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ DwäÃAiÀÄgÀÄ.¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ NzÀÄªÀ C¨sÁå¸À £ÀªÀÄä ªÀåQÛvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß 

«PÀ¸À£ÀUÉÆ½¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀ®à£Á±ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀÈ¢Þ¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. aAvÀ£Á ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄzsÁj¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. GvÀÛªÀÄ 
ªÀåQÛAiÀiÁUÀ®Ä, dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄÄvÀ £ÁUÀjÃPÀ£ÁUÀ®Ä ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÉgÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄªÀÅ¢®è DzÀgÉ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ eÉÆvÉ ¸ÀA¨sÁ¶¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ. MAnvÀ£À PÁqÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è 
¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀªÉÇAzÀÄ PÉÊAiÀÄ°èzÀÝgÉ CªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ¸ÀAUÁw. EA¢£À vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À AiÀÄÄUÀzÀ°è n.«. 
ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ïUÀ¼ÀÄ §AzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ºÁ¼ÀÄªÀiÁqÀÄwÛªÉ. ªÀÄPÀÌ½AzÀ »rzÀÄ »jAiÀÄgÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ J¯ÁèjUÀÆ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±ÀðPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀAiÀÄtzÀ°è £ÀªÀÄä eÉÆvÉ ¤µÉ×¬ÄAzÀ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄªÀgÉUÀÆ EgÀÄªÀ 
CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÉAzÀgÉ F ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. 

  C£ÀÆeï gÁªÀiï. 10£ÉÃ ‘J’ 

£Á PÀAqÀ ±Á¯É CAzÀÄ EAzÀÄ 

£Á£ÀÄ zÀ£ÀÄµï £À£Àß ªÉÆzÀ® ºÉeÉÓ 2015gÀ°è £À¸ÀðjUÉ ¸ÉÃjzÁUÀ CAzÀÄ aPÀÌ aPÀÌ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ. ªÀÄÄUÀÞvÉ, DlzÀ 
¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ eÁgÀÄªÀ §Ar, GAiÀiÁå¯É §tÚzÀ ¯ÉÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ MAzÀÄ PÀqÉAiÀiÁzÀgÉ, zÉÆqÀØ 
±Á¯É JA§ ¨sÀAiÀÄ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ PÀqÉ.  

  EAzÀÄ 2026 £Á£ÀÄ 10£ÉÃ vÀgÀUÀw PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ ¢£À, ºÀ£ÉßgÀqÀÄ ªÀµÀðzÀ ¸À« £É£À¥ÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ, ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ©lÄÖ 
ºÉÆUÀ®Ä ªÀÄ£À¹ì®è, ¨sÁgÀªÁzÀ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì. E°è PÀ¼ÉzÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ PÀëtUÀ¼ÀÄ, £ÁªÀÅ ªÀiÁrzÀ vÀ¯ÉðUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
¥ÁæA±ÀÄ¥Á®gÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ‘PÉÃf ¨ÁåZï’ JA¢zÀÆÝ , £À¸Àðj nÃZÀgï £À£Àß£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¹ ¤£Àß fÃªÀ£À 
Gdé®ªÁUÀ° JAzÀÄ ºÁgÉÊ¹zÀÄÝ, J®èªÀÇ PÀtÚ ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÁUÉ ¸ÀÄ½zÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÉ. MnÖ£À°è ‘¸ÀAvÀ 
¥sÁæ¤ì¸ï ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ’ £À£Àß C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ PÀëtUÀ¼ÀÄ. J¯Áè ²PÀëPÀjUÀÆ zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
¸À°è¸ÀÄvÁÛ «zÁAiÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

    zsÀ£ÀÄµï.10£ÉÃ  J. «¨sÁUÀ 



  £ÁrzÀÄ PÀgÀÄ£ÁrzÀÄ 

£ÁrzÀÄ. . . . .PÀgÀÄ£ÁrzÀÄ. . . . . 

£À¯ÉäAiÀÄ. . . . .M®ÄªÉÄAiÀÄ.  . . . .ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ . . .©ÃrzÀÄ 

¦æÃwUÉ. . . . «±Áé¸ÀPÉ. . . ±ÁAwUÉ....  vÀªÀgÀÆjzÀÄ 

£ÁrzÀÄ. . . . .PÀgÀÄ£ÁrzÀÄ. . 

¹jUÀ£ÀßqÀA UÉ¯ÉÎ ¹jUÀ£ÀßqÀA ¨Á¼ÉÎ JA§ WÉÆÃµÀªÁPÀåzÀAvÉ  PÀ£ÁðlPÀªÀÅ PÉÃªÀ® MAzÀÄ gÁdåªÀ®è CzÀÄ PÀ¯É, ¸Á»vÀå, 
EwºÁ¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌöÈwAiÀÄ ¸ÀAUÀªÀÄ. UÀAzsÀzÀ UÀÄr JAzÀÄ ¥Àæ¹zÀÞªÁVgÀÄªÀ £ÀªÀÄä £ÁrUÉ ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À EwºÁ¸À«zÉ. 
vÀ£ÀßzÉÃ DzÀ «²µÀÖ C¹ÜvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢zÉ. ªÉÄÊ¸ÀÆgÀÄ CgÀªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ zÀ¸ÀgÁ GvÀìªÀªÀÅ EA¢UÀÆ «±Àé«SÁåvÀªÁVzÀÄÝ, £Ár£À 
¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß JwÛ »rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. 

   ¸ÀºÁå¢æAiÀÄ ¸ÉÆ§VzÉ. . .. . 

  zÀÄªÀÄÄQ ºÀjAiÀÄÄªÀ PÁªÉÃj £À¢¬ÄzÉ. . . 

  ¨ÉÃ®ÆjzÉ, ºÀ¼ÉÃ©ÃrzÉ. .  . 

   ZÁªÀÄÄAr vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ UÀÄr¬ÄzÉ. . . 

  £ÁrzÀÄ. . . . .PÀgÀÄ£ÁrzÀÄ. . 

  ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¹jUÉ ¤zÀ±Àð£À E°è£À ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ .  . 

  £Á¼ÉAiÀÄ ¨sÀgÀªÀ¸ÉAiÀÄ PÀtÎ¼ÀÄ. . . . 

   ºÀvÁÛgÀÄ ¥ÁæAvÀåzÀ ««zsÀ PÀ£ÀßqÀ. . . 

   ¤vÀå ¸ÀvÀåzÀ ¸ÀvÉÆÃµÀzÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. . . 

   £ÁrzÀÄ. . . . .PÀgÀÄ£ÁrzÀÄ. . 

  ¦æªÀÄ gÀÄAiÀÄ¯ï. 8£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 

EµÉÖÃ §zÀÄPÀÄ,,,,,,,,,! 
§zÀÄPÀÄ ¸ÁUÀÄwgÀ° ¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀzÀ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°,

¹ÜgÀ avÀÛ MA¢gÀ° ¤Ã ªÀiÁqÉÆ PÉ®¸ÀzÀ°,,,,, 

§qÀvÀ£ÀªÀ zÀÆjzÀgÉ ¸ÀÄRªÉAzÀÄ ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ,

¨ÉªÀgÀ ºÀ¤ ¸ÀÄj¹ zÀÄr zÀÄBR £ÀAmÁUÀzÀÄ. . . . 

PÀgÀÄuÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÆj£Àr ¦æÃw ºÉÆgÀvÉÃ¤zÉ 

ºÉvÀÛªÀgÀÄ ºÀgÀ¹zÀgÉ ªÀÄ£ÀPÉ §® ¨ÁgÀzÉ? 

PÀµÀÖªÉÇAzÉ ¥ÀqÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ zÀÄAiÉÆðÃzsÀ£À£ÁUÀÄªÉ, 

PÀµÀÖzÀ° zsÀªÀÄð«gÉ ¸ÀÄRzÀ CAvÀå PÁtÄªÉ,... 

ªÀÄªÀÄvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄ ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¢gÀÄ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄ PÀÄgÀÄqÁUÀzÀÄ 

ªÀÄzÀªÉÃj ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄ¢gÀÄ §zÀÄPÀÄ §gÀqÁUÀzÀÄ. 

CwAiÀiÁV ¨ÉÃqÀ¢gÀÄ ¤AvÀÄ CªÀ£À°è 

C¼ÀzÉÃ PÉÆnÖgÀÄªÀ ºÀÄlÄÖ ¤£ÀV®è. . . 

  ±ÁæªÀtÂ «.J£ï.  7£ÉÃ ‘¹’ 



AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ 

  AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ MüÉ AjÉï Wæû ÌlÉrÉqÉÉåÇ Måü qÉÑiÉÉÌoÉMü cÉsÉlÉÉ | rÉWû WûqÉåÇ xÉWûÏ MüÉqÉ MüUlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | bÉU qÉåÇ qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ AÉæU 

xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûqÉåÇ AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ ÍxÉZÉÉiÉå WæÇû | 

  LMü AlÉÑzÉÉÍxÉiÉ NûÉ§É xÉqÉrÉ mÉU xMÔüsÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | uÉWû krÉÉlÉ xÉå mÉÄRûiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU ÌSsÉ sÉaÉÉMüU qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû | uÉWû 

AmÉlÉå ÍzÉ¤ÉMüÉåÇ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ qÉÉlÉiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU AmÉlÉÉ MüÉqÉ xÉqÉrÉ mÉU mÉÔUÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû | 

  qÉåUÉ xMÔüsÉ oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ AlÉÑzÉÉÍxÉiÉ Wæû | WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ xÉÉÄTü-xÉÄTüÉD MüÉ ÌuÉzÉåwÉ krÉÉlÉ UZÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | ÍzÉ¤ÉMü AÉæU 

ÌuÉSèrÉÉjÉÏï SÉålÉÉåÇ WûÏ AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ qÉåÇ UWûiÉå WæÇû | mÉëÉjÉïlÉÉ xÉpÉÉ xÉå sÉåMüU AÇÌiÉqÉ bÉÇOûÏ iÉMü WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ xÉpÉÏ MüÉrÉï xÉqÉrÉ AÉæU 

AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ WûÉåiÉå WæûÇ |  

  AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ xÉå WûqÉ xÉWûÏ AÉæU aÉsÉiÉ qÉåÇ TüMïü xÉqÉfÉiÉå WæÇû | rÉWû WûqÉåÇ SÕxÉUÉåÇ MüÉ xÉqqÉÉlÉ MüUlÉÉ AÉæU AmÉlÉå MüiÉïurÉÉåÇ MüÉå 

DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ xÉå ÌlÉpÉÉlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | eÉÉå urÉÎYiÉ AlÉÑzÉÉÍxÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû, uÉWû AmÉlÉå MüÉqÉ qÉåÇ qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU MüpÉÏ pÉÏ 

AÉsÉxrÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüUiÉÉ | 

    AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ WûqÉÉUÏ xÉÉåcÉ MüÉå lÉD ÌSzÉÉ SåiÉÉ Wæû, ÎeÉxÉxÉå WûqÉ oÉåWûiÉU ÌlÉhÉïrÉ sÉå mÉÉiÉå WæÇû | ÌlÉrÉqÉÉåÇ MüÉ mÉÉsÉlÉ 

MüUlÉå xÉå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ UÉWû xÉÑaÉqÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû | 

xÉlÉÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉÉ 

 NûPûuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘A’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ   
WûqÉÉUÉ oÉcÉmÉlÉ 

WûqÉÉUÉ oÉcÉmÉlÉ MüoÉ oÉÏiÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû WûqÉåÇ mÉiÉÉ WûÏ lÉWûÏÇ cÉsÉiÉÉ | WûqÉåÇ oÉcÉmÉlÉ qÉåÇ xÉqÉfÉ lÉWûÏÇ AÉiÉÉ ÌMü rÉWû AcNûÉ mÉsÉ 

eÉsS WûÏ oÉÏiÉlÉå uÉÉsÉÉ Wæû | oÉÄQåû WûÉålÉå mÉU WûqÉåÇ ÌTüU xÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ MüÐ rÉÉSåÇ AÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉÏ WæÇû | WûqÉÉUÉ pÉÉåsÉÉmÉlÉ WûÏ oÉcÉmÉlÉ 

MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå AlÉqÉÉåsÉ ZÉÄeÉÉlÉÉ jÉÉ |  

 WûqÉ xÉÉUÉ ÌSlÉ AmÉlÉå SÉåxiÉÉåÇ Måü xÉÉjÉ ZÉåsÉiÉå jÉå | ExÉ xÉqÉrÉ WûqÉåÇ UÉåMülÉå uÉÉsÉÉ MüÉåD lÉWûÏÇ jÉÉ | eÉoÉ qÉlÉ MüUiÉÉ iÉÉå 

ZÉåsÉlÉå eÉÉiÉå jÉå AÉæU eÉoÉ qÉlÉ MüUiÉÉ iÉÉå uÉÉmÉxÉ cÉsÉå AÉiÉå jÉå | oÉcÉmÉlÉ MüÐ rÉÉSåÇ AÉeÉ pÉÏ qÉåUå ÌSlÉ MüÉå NÕû sÉåiÉÏ Wæû 

| ÎeÉxÉ mÉëMüÉU xÉqÉrÉ oÉÏiÉ eÉÉlÉå mÉU uÉÉmÉxÉ lÉWûÏÇ AÉiÉÉ, ExÉÏ mÉëMüÉU oÉcÉmÉlÉ pÉÏ oÉÏiÉ eÉÉlÉå mÉU SÒoÉÉUÉ uÉÉmÉxÉ lÉWûÏÇ 

AÉiÉÉ | 
 oÉÄQåû WûÉå eÉÉlÉå mÉU qÉÑfÉå MüpÉÏ-MüpÉÏ LåxÉÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü MüÉzÉ ! qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ MüÐ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉåÇ ÌTüU xÉå eÉÉ xÉMüiÉÉ 

iÉÉå ÌMüiÉlÉÉ AcNûÉ WûÉåiÉÉ, YrÉÉåÇÌMü AoÉ mÉÄRûÉD MüÉ oÉÉåfÉ, qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ MüÐ QûÉðOåÇûû iÉjÉÉ AkrÉÉmÉMüÉåÇ MüÐ lÉxÉÏWûiÉ qÉÑfÉå qÉåUå 

oÉcÉmÉlÉ MüÐ rÉÉSÉåÇ qÉåÇ aÉÉåiÉÉ sÉaÉÉlÉå mÉU qÉÄeÉoÉÔU MüU SåiÉÏ WæÇû |  

  CwÉÉlÉ  

Mü¤ÉÉ lÉuÉÏÇ ‘xÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ   



xÉåÇOû TëüÉÇÍxÉxÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ MüÐ kÉÄQûMülÉ: LMü NûÉ§É MüÐ AÉÆZÉÉåÇ xÉå 

       WûÉåÇaÉxÉÇSìÉ MüÐ urÉxiÉ xÉÄQûMüÉåÇ Måü oÉÏcÉ ÎxjÉiÉ xÉåÇOû TëüÉÇÍxÉxÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ  MåüuÉsÉ DÇOû MüÐ LMü 
CqÉÉUiÉ lÉWûÏÇ, oÉÎsMü xÉÏZÉlÉå AÉæU AÉaÉå oÉÄRûlÉå MüÉ LMü eÉÏuÉÇiÉ xÉÇxjÉÉlÉ Wæû | rÉWû ÌuÉSèrÉÉ MüÉ xÉëÉåiÉ 

Wæû, eÉWûÉð WûqÉ AmÉlÉå pÉÌuÉwrÉ MüÐ lÉÏÇuÉ UZÉiÉå WæÇû |   

  eÉoÉ pÉÏ qÉæÇ xMÔüsÉ Måü AÇSU MüSqÉ UZÉiÉÏ WÕðû, qÉÑfÉå LWûxÉÉxÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü rÉWû qÉåUå ÍsÉL SÕxÉUå bÉU 

eÉæxÉÉ Wæû | rÉWûÉð qÉåUå AkrÉÉmÉMü lÉ MåüuÉsÉ qÉåUÉ ZrÉÉsÉ UZÉiÉå WæÇû,oÉÎsMü LåxÉÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ SåiÉå WæÇû eÉÉå qÉåUå 

pÉÌuÉwrÉ MüÉå EeeuÉsÉ oÉlÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | rÉWûÉð WûU ÌSlÉ lÉL AuÉxÉUÉåÇ AÉæU UÉåqÉÉÇcÉ xÉå pÉUÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû |  

      mÉÉðcÉuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ xÉå zÉÑÃ WÒûAÉ qÉåUÉ rÉWû xÉTüU AoÉ AÉPûuÉÏÇ iÉMü mÉWÒðûcÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû AÉæU qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÏ 

AÉaÉå MüÐ ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ pÉÏ CxÉÏ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ xÉå mÉÔUÏ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ WÕðû | CxÉ xMÔüsÉ lÉå qÉÑfÉå WûqÉåzÉÉ 

AÉiqÉÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ ÌSrÉÉ Wæû | qÉÑfÉå AÉeÉ pÉÏ AmÉlÉÉ uÉWû mÉëSzÉïlÉ rÉÉS Wæû, ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ qÉæÇlÉå LMü ‘qÉÉlÉuÉ MüÉ 
mÉÏNûÉ MüUlÉå uÉÉsÉÉ UÉåoÉÉåO’ oÉlÉÉrÉÉ jÉÉ | 

  WûqÉÉUå mÉëkÉÉlÉÉcÉÉrÉï UåuÉ. oÉëSU YsÉÏOûxÉ MüÉ qÉÉaÉïSzÉïlÉ xÉSæuÉ mÉëåUhÉÉSÉrÉMü UWûiÉÉ Wæû | ElÉMüÐ 

SÕUSÍzÉïiÉÉ AÉæU ESÉUiÉÉ Måü MüÉUhÉ xMÔüsÉ MüÉ qÉÉWûÉæsÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ xÉMüÉUÉiqÉMü oÉlÉÉ UWûiÉÉ Wæû | rÉWûÉð MüÐ 

xÉÉÇxM×üÌiÉMü ÌuÉÌuÉkÉiÉÉ AÉæU ‘cÉËU§É uÉ EiM×ü¹iÉÉ’ mÉU AÉkÉÉËUiÉ ÍzÉ¤ÉÉ WûÏ CxÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉå ZÉÉxÉ 

oÉlÉÉiÉÏ Wæû | ClWûÏÇ uÉeÉWûÉåÇ xÉå qÉÑfÉå qÉåUÉ xMÔüsÉ oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS Wæû |  

ÌlÉSÉ TüÉÌiÉqÉÉ 

 AÉPûuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘QûÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



SÉå xÉWåûÍsÉrÉÉð 

    pÉÉUiÉ Måü E¨ÉU pÉÉaÉ Måü LMü NûÉåOåû xÉå zÉWûU qÉåÇ SÉå SxÉ xÉÉsÉ MüÐ sÉÄQûÌMürÉÉð UWûiÉÏ jÉÏÇ | ElÉMåü lÉÉqÉ ËUrÉÉ AÉæU 

qÉÏUÉ jÉå AÉæU ElÉMåü bÉU LMü-SÕxÉUå Måü mÉÉxÉ jÉå | CxÉÍsÉL uÉå WûU ÌSlÉ xÉÉjÉ ZÉåsÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ, xÉÉjÉ WðûxÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ AÉæU 

xÉÉjÉ WûÏ xMÔüsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ | xÉÑoÉWû xMÔüsÉ eÉÉiÉå xÉqÉrÉ uÉå UÉxiÉå pÉU oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUiÉÏ jÉÏÇ | ËUrÉÉ AÉæU qÉÏUÉ MüÐ SÉåxiÉÏ 

oÉWÒûiÉ aÉWûUÏ jÉÏ | uÉå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ LMü WûÏ oÉåÇcÉ mÉU oÉæPûiÉÏ jÉÏÇ AÉæU AaÉU LMü MüÉ ÌOûÌÄTülÉ ZÉiqÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ, iÉÉå SÕxÉUÏ 

oÉÉðOû sÉåiÉÏ jÉÏ | NÒûOèOûÏ Måü oÉÉS uÉå mÉÉMïü qÉåÇ ZÉåsÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ AÉæU bÉU MüÉ MüÉqÉ ZÉiqÉ MüUMåü ÌTüU ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ | 

SÉålÉÉåÇ LMü-SÕxÉUå Måü ÌoÉlÉÉ ZÉÑzÉ lÉWûÏÇ UWû mÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏÇ | 

    LMü xÉÉsÉ xÉSÏï oÉWÒûiÉ ÄerÉÉSÉ mÉÄQû aÉD | PÇûQûÏ WûuÉÉLÆ iÉåÄeÉ cÉsÉlÉå sÉaÉÏÇ, MüD ÌSlÉÉåÇ iÉMü kÉÔmÉ lÉWûÏÇ ÌlÉMüsÉÏ AÉæU 

qÉÏUÉ MüÉå iÉåÄeÉ oÉÑZÉÉU WûÉå aÉrÉÉ | ExÉMåü bÉU MüÐ WûÉsÉiÉ AcNûÏ lÉWûÏÇ jÉÏ AÉæU ExÉMåü mÉÉxÉ AcNåû aÉqÉï MümÉÄQåû lÉWûÏÇ jÉå 

| PÇûQû MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå ExÉMüÐ iÉoÉÏrÉiÉ AÉæU ÌoÉaÉÄQûiÉÏ cÉsÉÏ aÉD AÉæU MÑüNû ÌSlÉÉåÇ oÉÉS qÉÏUÉ CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ xÉå cÉsÉÏ aÉD | 

qÉÏUÉ MüÐ qÉ×irÉÑ Måü oÉÉS ËUrÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ SÒZÉÏ WûÉå aÉD AÉæU ExÉå WûU eÉaÉWû qÉÏUÉ MüÐ rÉÉS AÉiÉÏ jÉÏ | xÉÑoÉWû xMÔüsÉ eÉÉiÉå 

xÉqÉrÉ uÉWû UÉxiÉÉ xÉÔlÉÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ jÉÉ AÉæU xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ ExÉMüÐ oÉåÇcÉ ZÉÉsÉÏ UWûiÉÏ jÉÏ | ZÉåsÉ MüÉ qÉæSÉlÉ pÉÏ ExÉå AcNûÉ 

lÉWûÏÇ sÉaÉiÉÉ jÉÉ | ËUrÉÉ kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå cÉÑmÉ UWûlÉå sÉaÉÏ AÉæU ExÉMüÐ mÉÄRûÉD mÉU pÉÏ AxÉU mÉÄQûÉ | 

    ËUrÉÉ MüÐ qÉÉð lÉå ExÉå xÉqÉfÉÉrÉÉ ÌMü qÉÏUÉ MüÐ rÉÉS qÉåÇ ZÉÑS MüÉå MüqÉÄeÉÉåU lÉWûÏÇ oÉlÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | LMü ÌSlÉ ËUrÉÉ 

MüÉå qÉÏUÉ MüÐ uÉWû oÉÉiÉ rÉÉS AÉD ÌMü uÉå SÉålÉÉåÇ oÉÄQåû WûÉåMüU oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ MüUåÇaÉå | rÉWû oÉÉiÉ ËUrÉÉ Måü ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ oÉæPû aÉD 

AÉæU ExÉlÉå AmÉlÉÏ SÉåxiÉ Måü xÉmÉlÉå MüÉå mÉÔUÉ MüUlÉå Måü ÍsÉL qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUlÉå MüÉ iÉrÉ ÌMürÉÉ | ExÉlÉå ÌTüU xÉå krÉÉlÉ 

sÉaÉÉMüU mÉÄRûÉD zÉÑÃ MüÐ AÉæU eÉoÉ ExÉå SÒZÉ WûÉåiÉÉ, uÉWû qÉÏUÉ MüÉå rÉÉS MüUMåü ZÉÑS MüÉå qÉÄeÉoÉÔiÉ oÉlÉÉiÉÏ |  

     xÉqÉrÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ ËUrÉÉ AcNûÏ NûÉ§ÉÉ oÉlÉ aÉD AÉæU xMÔüsÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ AÉaÉå UWûlÉå sÉaÉÏ | oÉÄQåû WûÉåMüU uÉWû eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ 

xÉTüsÉ WÒûD AÉæU ExÉlÉå aÉUÏoÉ oÉŠÉåÇ MüÐ qÉSS MüUlÉÉ zÉÑÃ ÌMürÉÉ | uÉWû ElWåÇû mÉÄRûÉD MüÉ xÉÉqÉÉlÉ AÉæU aÉqÉï MümÉÄQåû 

SåiÉÏ jÉÏ iÉÉÌMü MüÉåD oÉŠÉ PÇûQû MüÐ uÉeÉWû xÉå AmÉlÉÏ eÉÉlÉ lÉ ZÉÉåL | AÉeÉ pÉÏ ËUrÉÉ AmÉlÉÏ SÉåxiÉ MüÉå rÉÉS MüUiÉÏ 

Wæû AÉæU ExÉå sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü qÉÏUÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ ExÉMåü xÉÉjÉ Wæû | ËUrÉÉ xÉqÉfÉ cÉÑMüÐ jÉÏ ÌMü xÉŠÏ SÉåxiÉÏ MüpÉÏ ZÉiqÉ 

lÉWûÏÇ WûÉåiÉÏ | 

Ì§ÉzÉÑ 

 lÉûuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘A’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



  qÉåUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉ xÉqÉÉUÉåWû 

   qÉåUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ xÉåÇOû TëüÉÇÍxÉxÉ xMÔüsÉ Wæû | qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ qÉÑfÉå oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû | qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå SÉåxiÉÉåÇ Måü 

xÉÉjÉ oÉWÒûiÉ qÉÄeÉå MüUiÉÏ WÕðû | qÉæÇ ElÉMåü xÉÉjÉ ZÉåsÉiÉÏ WÕðû | ElÉMåü xÉÉjÉ oÉÉiÉåÇ MüUlÉÉ pÉÏ qÉÑfÉå oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû | qÉåUå 

SÉåxiÉ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNåû WæÇû | 

     WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉå xÉqÉÉUÉåWû WûÉåiÉå WæÇû | qÉæÇ pÉÏ ExÉqÉåÇ pÉÉaÉ sÉåiÉÏ WÕðû | WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉ xÉ§É eÉÔlÉ xÉå WûÏ 

mÉëÉUÇpÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU qÉÉcÉï Måü AÇiÉ iÉMü oÉÇS WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ 5 eÉÔlÉ MüÉå mÉrÉÉïuÉUhÉ ÌSuÉxÉ qÉlÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ 

Wæû | WûqÉ CxÉ ÌSlÉ mÉåÄQû-mÉÉækÉå sÉaÉÉiÉå WæÇû | 

 WûqÉ AaÉxiÉ qÉÉWû qÉåÇ xuÉiÉÇ§ÉiÉÉ ÌSuÉxÉ qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû | ÍxÉiÉÇoÉU qÉÉWû qÉåÇ ÍzÉ¤ÉMü ÌSuÉxÉ qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû | ExÉ ÌSlÉ WûqÉ AmÉlÉå ÍzÉ¤ÉMüÉåÇ 

MüÉå ÌaÉnOû pÉåÇOû MüUiÉå WæÇû AÉæU ElÉMüÉ AÉzÉÏuÉÉïS sÉåiÉå WæÇû | CxÉ qÉWûÏlÉå qÉåÇ WûqÉ ÌWÇûSÏ ÌSuÉxÉ pÉÏ qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû | 14 ÍxÉiÉÇoÉU MüÉå 

ÌWÇûSÏ oÉÄQåû kÉÔqÉ-kÉÉqÉ xÉå qÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû | xÉpÉÏ MüÉrÉïMëüqÉ ÌWÇûSÏ pÉÉwÉÉ qÉåÇ WûÏ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû | ExÉ ÌSlÉ WûqÉ AmÉlÉÏ UÉ·ípÉÉwÉÉ mÉU aÉuÉï 

qÉWûxÉÔxÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû | 

CxÉÏ mÉëMüÉU WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ lÉuÉÇoÉU qÉÉWû qÉåÇ MülÉÉïOûMü UÉerÉÉåixÉuÉ, oÉÉsÉ ÌSuÉxÉ iÉjÉÉ aÉhÉiÉÇ§É ÌSuÉxÉ AÉÌS oÉÄQåû kÉÔqÉ-

kÉÉqÉ xÉå qÉlÉÉrÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû | AÇiÉ qÉåÇ rÉWû MüWûMüU qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÏ uÉÉhÉÏ MüÉå xÉqÉÉmiÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ WÕðû ÌMü WûqÉÉUÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ 

xÉÏZÉlÉå-ÍxÉZÉÉlÉå MüÉ LMü qÉÇÌSU Wæû | qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÏ WÕðû | 

  xmÉÔÌiÉï MüÉqÉMüU  

NûPûuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘oÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ  

WûÉU qÉiÉ qÉÉlÉÉå 

ÂMülÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ, fÉÑMülÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ, 

xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ xÉå MüpÉÏ QûUlÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ | 

WûU PûÉåMüU LMü xÉÏZÉ Wæû, 

WûU UÉiÉ Måü oÉÉS xÉÑoÉWû PûÏMü Wæû | 

qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüÉ SÏmÉ eÉsÉÉL UZÉ, 

EqqÉÏS MüÐ sÉÉæ oÉÑfÉlÉå lÉ Så | 

 ZÉÑS mÉU ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ UZÉ xÉSÉ, 

ÌMüxqÉiÉ pÉÏ UÉxiÉÉ ZÉÑS Så Så | 

iÉÑ MüU xÉMüiÉÉ Wæû, 

oÉxÉ ZÉÑS xÉå MüWûlÉÉ xÉÏZÉ | 

 kÉlrÉuÉÉS 

eÉlÉMü xÉÑUÉlÉÏ 

 Mü¤ÉÉ cÉÉæjÉÏ ‘oÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



qÉåUå qÉÉiÉÉ AÉæU ÌmÉiÉÉ 

rÉWû qÉåUå qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ MüÐ LMü xÉÑÇSU MüWûÉlÉÏ Wæû | ElÉMüÐ MüWûÉlÉÏ qÉÑfÉå MüpÉÏ pÉÏ mÉÑUÉlÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ sÉaÉiÉÏ Wæû | eÉoÉ xÉå eÉlqÉ WÒûAÉ, 

iÉoÉ xÉå qÉæÇ ElWåÇû eÉÉlÉiÉÏ WÕðû sÉåÌMülÉ ElÉMüÉ mrÉÉU uÉæxÉÉ WûÏ Wæû | SÒÌlÉrÉÉ oÉSsÉ aÉD mÉU ElÉMüÉ mrÉÉU lÉWûÏÇ oÉSsÉÉ | qÉåUå qÉqqÉÏ MüÐ 

qÉÑxMüÉlÉ qÉåÇ WûÏ qÉåUå mÉÉmÉÉ MüÐ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ Wæû | ElÉMüÐ WðûxÉÏ qÉåÇ WûÏ ElÉMåü ÍsÉL SÒÌlÉrÉÉ MüÐ xÉÉUÏ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉð WæÇû | 

ElÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ MüÐ NûÉåOûÏ-NûÉåOûÏ oÉÉiÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ElÉMüÉ mrÉÉU ÌSZÉiÉÉ Wæû | bÉU MüÉ LMü-LMü MüÉålÉÉ qÉÉlÉÉå ElÉMåü mrÉÉU xÉå qÉWûMüiÉÉ Wæû | 

MüpÉÏ-MüpÉÏ ElÉ SÉålÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ lÉÉåÇMü-fÉÉåÇMü pÉÏ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû mÉU qÉåUå mÉÉmÉÉ ExÉå WðûxÉMüU OûÉsÉ SåiÉå WæûÇ | uÉå SÉålÉÉåÇ qÉÑxÉÏoÉiÉ qÉåÇ LMü-

SÕxÉUå MüÉ xÉÉjÉ lÉWûÏÇ NûÉåÄQûiÉå | uÉå oÉÄQûÏ-oÉÄQûÏ qÉÑxÉÏoÉiÉ xÉå pÉÏ sÉÄQûlÉå Måü ÍsÉL iÉærÉÉU UWûiÉå WæÇû | LMü xÉŠÉ mrÉÉU zÉÉåU lÉWûÏÇ 

MüUiÉÉ, oÉxÉ uÉWû xÉÉjÉ cÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû | qÉæÇ DzuÉU xÉå mÉëÉjÉïlÉÉ MüUiÉÏ WÕðû ÌMü qÉåUå qÉqqÉÏ-mÉÉmÉÉ MüÉå xÉSÉ ZÉÑzÉ UZÉåÇ YrÉÉåÇÌMü ElÉMüÐ 

ZÉÑzÉÏ qÉåÇ WûÏ WûqÉÉUÏ ZÉÑzÉÏ NÒûmÉÏ WÒûD Wæû | kÉlrÉuÉÉS ! 

 xÉælÉÉ UÉhÉÉ  

AÉPûuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ ‘xÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ *

   ‘WûqÉÉUå ÍzÉ¤ÉMü, WûqÉÉUÏ iÉÉMüiÉ’ 

ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï ÌWûxxÉÉ Wæû| uÉå WûqÉÉUÏ iÉÉMüiÉ oÉlÉMüU WûqÉåÇ AÉaÉå oÉÄRlÉå 

qÉåÇ qÉSS MüUiÉå WæÇû| qÉÑfÉå AÉeÉ pÉÏ rÉÉS Wæû ÌMü eÉoÉ qÉæÇ mÉWûsÉÏ oÉÉU xMÔüsÉ AÉrÉÉ jÉÉ| iÉÉå qÉåUÏ qÉÊqÉ 

lÉå qÉÑfÉå Mü¤ÉÉ qÉåÇ oÉæPûlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉÉrÉÉ, ‘ZÉÉlÉÉ’ ZÉÉlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉÉrÉÉ, Mü¤ÉÉ Måü SÕxÉUå NûÉ§ÉÉåÇ xÉå ÍqÉsÉeÉÑsÉMüU 
UWûlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉÉrÉÉ AÉæU eÉoÉ WûqÉåÇ cÉÉåOû sÉaÉlÉå xÉå WûqÉåÇ cÉÑmÉ MüUÉiÉÏ jÉÏ, SSï mÉU qÉUWûqÉ sÉaÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏ| 

ÌTüU WûqÉÉUå xÉÉjÉ UWû MüU WûqÉÉUÏ iÉÉMüiÉ oÉÄRûÉiÉÏ jÉÏ| ÍzÉ¤ÉMüÉåÇ MüÐ xÉWûÉrÉiÉÉ xÉå kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå WûqÉ AÉaÉå 

oÉÄRûiÉå jÉå| qÉæÇ AÉeÉ Mü¤ÉÉ NûWû qÉåÇ mÉÄRû UWûÉ WÕðû| ‟ WûqÉÉUå  ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûqÉåÇ QûÉðOûiÉå Wæû YrÉÉåÇÌMü WûqÉÉUå 

pÉsÉÉD Måü ÍsÉL| WûqÉ aÉsÉiÉÏ MüUlÉå xÉå uÉå WûqÉåÇ mrÉÉU xÉå xÉqÉfÉÉMüU WûqÉåÇ xÉÑkÉÉUlÉå MüÉ qÉÉæMüÉ SåiÉå WæÇû| 

uÉå WûqÉåÇ xÉWûÏ xÉsÉÉWû AÉæU ÌWûqqÉiÉ SåiÉå WæÇû| ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûqÉÉUå pÉÏiÉU NûmÉÏ WÒûD mÉëÌiÉpÉÉ MüÉå mÉWûcÉÉlÉMüU 

AÉaÉå oÉÄRûlÉå Måü ÍsÉL mÉëåËUiÉ MüUiÉå WæÇû| CxÉÍsÉL MüWûiÉå Wæû- ‘ÍzÉ¤ÉMü SÏmÉMü MüÐ iÉUWû eÉsÉMüU, WûqÉåÇ 
’     UÉåzÉlÉÏ ÌSZÉÉiÉå Wæû|

kÉlrÉuÉÉS  

ÂSìÉ – Mü¤ÉÉ ‘VI A’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



mÉëÌiÉÌSlÉ oÉSsÉiÉÉ WûqÉÉUÉ xMÔüsÉ 

xÉqÉrÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ WûU cÉÏÄeÉ oÉSsÉiÉÏ Wæû AÉæU  WûqÉÉU xMÔüsÉ pÉÏ CxÉÏ ÌlÉrÉqÉ mÉU cÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû | mÉWûsÉå WûqÉÉUÉ 

xMÔüsÉ oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ xÉÉkÉÉUhÉ jÉÉ | ExÉ xÉqÉrÉ xMÔüsÉ MüÉ qÉiÉsÉoÉ LMü  CqÉÉUiÉ, zrÉÉqÉmÉOû AÉæU qÉÉåOûÏ- qÉÉåOûÏ 

ÌMüiÉÉoÉåÇ jÉÏ | rÉÌS NûÉ§É xMÔüsÉ lÉWûÏÇ eÉÉ mÉÉiÉÉ jÉÉ iÉÉå ExÉMüÐ mÉÄRûÉD mÉÔUÏ iÉUWû xÉå OÕûOû eÉÉiÉÏ jÉÏ | iÉMülÉÏMü 

MüÉ EmÉrÉÉåaÉ MåüuÉsÉ MÇümrÉÔOûU sÉæoÉ iÉMü WûÏ xÉÏÍqÉiÉ jÉÉ | sÉåÌMülÉ AoÉ WûqÉÉUÉ xMÔüsÉ  xqÉÉOïû xMÔüsÉ oÉlÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû 

| osÉæMü oÉÉåQïû MüÐ eÉaÉWû xqÉÉOïû oÉÉåQïû lÉå sÉå sÉÏ Wæû | eÉWûÉð ÍzÉ¤ÉMü WûqÉåÇ uÉÏÌQûrÉÉå AÉæU AÌlÉqÉåzÉlÉ Måü qÉÉkrÉqÉ 

xÉå xÉqÉfÉÉiÉå Wæû | CxÉxÉå  mÉÄRûÉD AÍkÉMü qÉÄeÉåSÉU oÉlÉ aÉD Wæû | WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ MüÐ UÉåoÉÉåÌOûYxÉ sÉæoÉ qÉåÇ MüÉåÌQÇûaÉ 

iÉjÉÉ lÉL –lÉL MüÉrÉï ÍxÉZÉÉiÉå WæÇû |AÉeÉ MåüuÉsÉ ÌMüiÉÉoÉÉåÇ Måü AsÉÉuÉÉ ClOûUlÉåOû AÉæU iÉMülÉÏMü MüÐ qÉSS xÉå 

mÉÔUÏ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ MüÐ iÉUWû mÉWÕðûcÉÉlÉå MüÐ xÉÑÌuÉkÉÉ WûqÉÉUÏ xMÔüsÉ xÉå ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû | 

MülÉMü  lÉÏsÉåzÉ MÑüqÉÉU UÉeÉmÉÔiÉ     

Mü¤ÉÉ - xÉÉiÉuÉÏÇ  ‘A’  ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ 

DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ LMü AcNûÏ AÉSiÉ Wæû | DqÉÉlÉSÉU  urÉYÌiÉ MüÉå xÉoÉ pÉUÉåxÉÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû | xÉcÉ oÉÉåsÉlÉå xÉå qÉlÉ zÉÉÇiÉ UWûiÉÉ 

Wæû | DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ xÉå ÌMürÉÉ aÉrÉÉ MüÉrÉï xÉTüsÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû | WûqÉåÇ MüpÉÏ fÉÔPû lÉWûÏÇ oÉÉåsÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ xÉå ÍqÉ§ÉiÉÉ 

qÉÄeÉoÉÔiÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû | DqÉÉlÉSÉUÏ eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉå xÉUsÉ oÉlÉÉiÉÏ Wæû|    

 rÉzÉxuÉÏ  mÉÏ 

 Mü¤ÉÉ -mÉÉðcÉuÉÏÇ ‘xÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



 xÉqÉrÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ 

MüÉsÉ MüUå xÉÉå AÉeÉ MüU, AÉeÉ MüUå xÉÉå AoÉ | 

mÉsÉ qÉåÇ mÉUsÉrÉ WûÉåLaÉÏ, oÉWÒûËU MüUåaÉÉ MüoÉ || 

MüoÉÏUSÉxÉ eÉÏ Måü CxÉ SÉåWåû MüÉå rÉÉS MüUiÉå WÒûL qÉæÇ xÉqÉrÉ Måü qÉWûiuÉ Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ AmÉlÉÉ ÌuÉcÉÉU mÉëxiÉÑiÉ MüUlÉå eÉÉ 

UWûÉ WÕðû | xÉqÉrÉ AlÉqÉÉåsÉ Wæû | xÉqÉrÉ WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï Wæû | xÉqÉrÉ oÉWûiÉÏ mÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ iÉUWû Wæû, eÉÉå LMü 

oÉÉU oÉWû eÉÉL iÉÉå uÉÉmÉxÉ sÉålÉÉ qÉÑÎvMüsÉ Wæû | WûqÉåÇ xÉqÉrÉ urÉjÉï lÉWûÏÇ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | WûU MüÉqÉ xÉqÉrÉ Måü AÇSU MüUlÉÉ 

cÉÉÌWûL | xÉqÉrÉ ÌMüxÉÏ Måü ÍsÉL lÉWûÏÇ ÂMüiÉÉ | 

xÉqÉrÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉjÉÏï Måü eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï Wæû | ÌuÉSérÉÉÍjÉïrÉÉåÇ MüÉå xÉqÉrÉ MüÉ xÉSÒmÉrÉÉåaÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | AmÉlÉÉ 

AÍkÉMü xÉqÉrÉ mÉÄRûÉD-ÍsÉZÉÉD qÉåÇ ÌoÉiÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | AÉeÉMüsÉ Måü ÌuÉSérÉÉjÉÏï AÍkÉMü xÉqÉrÉ SÕUSvÉïlÉ AÉæU qÉÉåoÉÉCsÉ 

SåZÉlÉå qÉåÇ ÌoÉiÉÉ UWåû Wæû | rÉWû xÉoÉ NûÉåÄQûMüU ElWåÇû AmÉlÉÉ krÉÉlÉ xÉqÉrÉ mÉU UZÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | 

WûqÉ sÉÉåaÉ AÉeÉ xÉqÉrÉ MüÉå oÉoÉÉïS MüUiÉå WæûÇ iÉÉå, pÉÌuÉwrÉ qÉåÇ xÉqÉrÉ WûqÉåÇ oÉoÉÉïS MüU SåaÉÉ | CxÉÍsÉL WûqÉåÇ oÉÄQûÉåÇ MüÐ oÉÉiÉ 

qÉÉlÉlÉÏ cÉÉÌWûL | xÉqÉrÉ MüÉ mÉÉsÉlÉ MüUlÉå xÉå pÉÌuÉwrÉ WûqÉ oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQåû AÉSqÉÏ oÉlÉ xÉMüiÉå WæÇû | qÉæÇ AÉmÉ xÉpÉÏ MüÉå 

oÉiÉÉlÉÉ cÉWÕðûaÉÉ ÌMü xÉqÉrÉ MüÉ xÉSÒmÉrÉÉåaÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL |  

kÉÎluÉlÉ uÉÏ aÉÑ‹U 

Mü¤ÉÉ: xÉÉiÉ ‘QûÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

        qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ  
qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÑSÇU Wæû | rÉWû qÉåUå bÉU Måü mÉÉxÉ Wæû | qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ Måü Mü¤ÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ AÉæU WûuÉÉSÉU Wæû | 

rÉWûÉð LMü mÉÑxiÉMüÉsÉrÉ, MÇümrÉÔOûU sÉæoÉ Wæû | rÉWûÉð LMü ÌuÉzÉÉsÉ qÉæSÉlÉ pÉÏ Wæû | WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ  Måü mÉëkÉÉlÉÉcÉÉrÉï oÉWÒûiÉ 

AcNåû WæÇû | WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ Måü ÍvÉ¤ÉMü oÉWÒûiÉ qÉåWûlÉiÉÏ AÉæU SrÉÉsÉÑ Wæû | uÉå WûqÉåÇ mrÉÉU xÉå mÉÄRûÉiÉå WæÇû | qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉå 

ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ mÉU aÉuÉï Wæû | 

AÉrÉÑwÉ vÉåOûéOûÏ 

Mü¤ÉÉ: cÉÉU ‘A’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ 
qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ xÉæÇOû TëüÉÇÍxÉxÉ xMÔüsÉ Wæû | qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ WûÉåÇaÉxÉÇSìÉ, oÉåÇaÉsÉÔU qÉåÇ Wæû | rÉWû LMü 

ÍxÉ.Lå.LxÉ.ÍxÉ.C xMÔüsÉ Wæû | CxÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ lÉxÉïUÏ xÉå sÉåMüU oÉÉUuÉÏÇ Mü¤ÉÉ iÉMü MüÐ mÉÄRûÉD WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû | qÉåUÉ 

ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ MüÉ xÉqÉrÉ xÉÑoÉWû AÉPû oÉeÉå xÉå sÉåMüU SÉåmÉWûU xÉÉÄRåû iÉÏlÉ oÉeÉå iÉMü Wæû | 

qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÉUå AkrÉÉmÉMü AÉæU AkrÉÉÌmÉMüÉ WæÇû | qÉåUå ÍvÉ¤ÉMü oÉWÒûiÉ AcNåû WæÇû | qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ 

mÉÄRûÉD oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÏ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû | CxÉ xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ mÉÄRûÉD Måü xÉÉjÉ ZÉåsÉ-MÔüS MüÐ xÉÑÌuÉkÉÉLÆ pÉÏ Wæû | WûqÉÉUå 

ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ mÉëM×üÌiÉ MüÉå pÉÏ qÉWûiuÉ ÌSrÉÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû | qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ Måü cÉÉUÉåÇ AÉåU mÉåÄQû-mÉÉækÉå WæÇû | WûqÉÉUå 

ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÏ ÍvÉ¤ÉÉ SÏ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû | WûqÉÉUå ÍvÉ¤ÉMü mÉÄRûÉD Måü xÉÉjÉ-xÉÉjÉ xÉWûÏ-aÉsÉiÉ MüÐ mÉWûcÉÉlÉ 

pÉÏ MüUÉiÉå WæÇû | CxÉ xÉÉsÉ WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ LMü MæÇüOûÏlÉ pÉÏ ZÉÑsÉÏ Wæû | 

qÉåUÉ ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåUÉ SÕxÉUÉ bÉU eÉæxÉÉ Wæû, AÉæU qÉåUå ÍvÉ¤ÉMü qÉåUå qÉÉiÉÉ-ÌmÉiÉÉ eÉæxÉå WæÇû | WûqÉÉUå mÉkÉÉlÉÉcÉÉrÉï UåuÉUlÉé 

oÉëSU YsÉÏOûxÉé WûqÉåÇ qÉÉaÉïSvÉïlÉ SåiÉå WæûÇ | uÉå WûqÉåÇ MüpÉÏ pÉÏ mÉÏNåû WûOûlÉå lÉWûÏÇ SåiÉå WæÇû | WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ AmÉlÉÏ 

mÉëÌiÉpÉÉ ÌSZÉÉlÉå Måü ÍsÉL AuÉxÉU ÍqÉsÉiÉÉ Wæû | 

qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ qÉåÇ LMü mÉÑxiÉMüÉsÉrÉ, oÉÄQûÉ xÉÉ qÉæSÉlÉ, oÉÉxMåüOû oÉÉäsÉ MüÉåOïû, ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉ mÉërÉÉåavÉÉsÉÉ AÉæU LMü oÉÄQûÉ xÉÉ 

xÉpÉÉaÉÉU pÉÏ Wæû, ÎeÉxÉqÉåÇ xÉÑoÉWû MüÐ mÉëÉjÉïlÉÉ xÉpÉÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû | CxÉqÉåÇ xuÉiÉÇ§É ÌSuÉxÉ, aÉhÉiÉÇ§É ÌSuÉxÉ, ÌWÇSÏ ÌSuÉxÉ 

qÉlÉÉL eÉÉiÉå WæÇû |  

qÉæÇ AÇiÉ qÉåÇ oÉiÉÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ WÕðû ÌMü qÉåUå ÌuÉSérÉÉsÉrÉ xÉå qÉÑfÉå oÉWÒûiÉ MÑüNû xÉÏZÉlÉå MüÉå ÍqÉsÉÉ Wæû | qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå ÌSsÉ xÉå 

kÉlrÉuÉÉS MüWûlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÏ WÕðû | xÉpÉÏ MüÉå kÉlrÉuÉÉS | 

vÉaÉÑlÉ Ì§ÉmÉÉPûÏ 

Mü¤ÉÉ: NûWû ‘oÉ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 



lÉqÉxiÉå, qÉåUÉ lÉÉqÉ ÌuÉÌSzÉÉ aÉÉæiÉqÉ Wæû, qÉæÇ Mü¤ÉÉ NûWû MüÐ NûûÉ§ÉÉ WÕðû| eÉæxÉå ÌMü WûqÉ xÉpÉÏ eÉÉlÉiÉå WæÇ ÌMüû CÇOûUlÉåOû MüÐ 

CxiÉqÉåsÉ MüUlÉå xÉå WûU MüÉqÉ AÉxÉÉlÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| sÉåÌMülÉ MüpÉÏ-MüpÉÏ WûqÉåÇ MüÉqÉ eÉsSÏ ZÉiqÉ MüUlÉå Måü cÉYMüU qÉåÇ 

WûqÉ AmÉlÉÉ ¥ÉÉlÉ ZÉÑS lÉÑMüxÉÉlÉ MüUiÉå WæûÇ| rÉWû MüWûÉlÉÏ WûqÉåÇ rÉWû ÍxÉZÉÉiÉÏ Wæû ÌMü ZÉÑS qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUlÉÉ, ‘AI’ xÉå AcNûÉ 

Wæû| 

MüWûÉlÉÏ- ClOûUlÉåOû MüÐ lÉÑYxÉÉlÉ 

LMü ÌSlÉ LMü xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ mÉëÌiÉrÉÉåÌaÉiÉÉ WûÉå UWûÏ jÉÏ| ‘AÉrÉïlÉ’ AmÉlÉå Mü¤ÉÉ MüÉ xÉoÉxÉå  iÉåeÉ NûÉ§É oÉlÉlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ 

jÉÉ| ExÉlÉå bÉU eÉÉMüU ‘Chat-Gpt’ MüÉ  CxiÉåqÉÉsÉ MüU UWûÉ jÉÉ| ExÉlÉå LMü oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ AcNûÉ ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ ÍsÉZÉÉ ÌMü 

ExÉqÉåÇ uÉWû oÉWÒûiÉ MüÌPûlÉ zÉoSÉåÇ MüÉ mÉërÉÉåaÉ ÌMürÉÉ aÉrÉÉ| AÉrÉïlÉ xÉÉåcÉÉ Wæû ÌMü ÍzÉ¤ÉMü MüÉå sÉaÉåaÉÉ ÌMü uÉWû oÉWÒûiÉ 

oÉÑSèÍkÉqÉÉlÉ Wæû| ExÉlÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ xÉÉåcÉå xÉqÉfÉå ExÉ ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ MüÉå ‘ÌmÉëÇOû’ MüU ÌSrÉÉ AÉæU xÉmiÉÉWû Måü xÉÉUå ÌSlÉ ZÉåsÉiÉÉ UWûÉ| 

SÕxÉUÏ iÉUÄTü ‘CzÉÉ’ jÉÏ| uÉWû ZÉÑS qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüÐ| ExÉlÉå AmÉlÉå oÉÄQûÉåÇ MüÐ qÉSS sÉÏ AÉæU eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ NûÉåOûÏ-NûÉåOûÏ oÉÉiÉÉåÇ 

MüÉå ÍsÉZÉÏÇ, ExÉMüÉ ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ xÉUsÉ jÉÉ, sÉåÌMülÉ ZÉÑS MüÐ jÉÏ| mÉëÌiÉrÉÉåÌaÉiÉÉ Måü ÌSlÉ ÍzÉ¤ÉMü lÉå AÉrÉïlÉ xÉå ExÉMåü ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ 

Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ mÉÔNûÉ “AÉrÉïlÉ, iÉÑqWûÉUå ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ MüÌPûlÉ zÉoS Wæû, YrÉÉ CxÉMüÉ qÉiÉsÉoÉ xÉqÉfÉÉ xÉMüiÉå WûÉå?” AÉrÉïlÉ 

MüÉå ExÉMüÉ qÉiÉsÉoÉ lÉWûÏÇ mÉiÉÉ jÉÉ| mÉÔUÏ Mü¤ÉÉ Måü xÉÉqÉlÉå ExÉMüÉå zÉÍqÉïÇSÉ WÒûD| 

CxÉMåü oÉÉS DzÉÉ lÉå AmÉlÉÉ ÌlÉlÉÇkÉ mÉÄRûÉ| eÉoÉ ExÉxÉå xÉuÉÉsÉÉ mÉÔNûÉ aÉrÉÉ iÉÉå ExÉlÉå oÉWÒûiÉ AÉiqÉ ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ xÉå eÉuÉÉoÉ 

SÏ| ÍzÉ¤ÉMü lÉå xÉqÉfÉÉrÉÉ ÌMü ‘AI’ WûqÉÉUÉ MüÉqÉ AÉxÉÉlÉ MüU xÉMüiÉÏ Wæû, sÉåÌMülÉ WûqÉåÇ AxÉsÉÏ ¥ÉÉlÉ lÉWûÏÇ Så xÉMüiÉÏ 

WæÇû| 

xÉÏZÉ:- ‘AxÉsÉÏ  ¥ÉÉlÉ ZÉÑS qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüUlÉå xÉå AÉiÉÉ Wæû, ‘AI’ AÉæU CÇOûUlÉåOû MüÐ CxiÉåqÉÉsÉ xÉå lÉWûÏÇ|’ 

kÉlrÉÉuÉÉS 

  ÌuÉÌSzÉÉ- Mü¤ÉÉ -VI-E  



ÌWûqqÉiÉ MüÐ EÄQûÉlÉ 

qÉÑÎzMüsÉÉåÇ xÉå QûUlÉÉ lÉWûÏÇ, 

rÉå iÉÉå UÉWû ÌSZÉÉiÉÏ WæÇû| 

eÉÉå WðûxÉMüU AÉaÉå oÉÄRûiÉå WæÇû, 

qÉÇÎeÉsÉ ElWåÇû WûÏ ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû| 

ÌaÉUMüU ÌTüU eÉÉå EPû eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû, 

uÉWûÏ xÉŠÉ uÉÏU MüWûsÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| 

WûÉU xÉå xÉoÉMü xÉÏZÉ sÉå, 

uÉWû CÌiÉWûÉxÉ UcÉ eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû| 

NûÉåOûÉ qÉiÉ xÉqÉfÉ ZÉÑS MüÉå, 

iÉåUå xÉmÉlÉå oÉWÒûiÉ qÉWûÉlÉ WæÇû| 

qÉåWûlÉiÉ MüÐ WûU LMü oÉÔðS qÉåÇ, 

NÒûmÉå xÉTüsÉiÉÉ Måü AUqÉÉlÉ WæÇû| 

AÉeÉ lÉWûÏÇ iÉÉå MüsÉ xÉWûÏ, 

mÉU iÉÔ WûÉU lÉ qÉÉlÉlÉÉ| 

ZÉÑS mÉU ÌuÉzuÉÉxÉ UZÉ xÉSÉ, 

AÉæU AÉaÉå oÉÄRûiÉå eÉÉlÉÉ| 

       ‘eÉÉå ZÉÑS mÉU pÉUÉåxÉÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû, 
     uÉWûÏ cÉqÉMülÉÉ ÍxÉiÉÉUÉ oÉlÉiÉÉ Wæû|’ 

eÉÉlÉMüÐ Måü xÉÑUÉlÉÏ-  Mü¤ÉÉ ‘IV B’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

xuÉcNûiÉÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉ    

xuÉcNû UWûlÉå xÉå WûqÉ xuÉxjÉ UWûiÉå WæÇû |  

xuÉcNûiÉÉ WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï ÌWûxxÉÉ Wæû | 

WûqÉåÇ UÉåÄeÉ lÉWûÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL AÉæU xÉÉÄTü MümÉÄQûÉ mÉWûlÉlÉÉ 

cÉÉÌWûL | MücÉUÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ MÔüÄQåûSÉlÉ qÉåÇ QûÉsÉlÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | 

qÉWûÉiqÉÉ aÉÉÇkÉÏ xuÉcNûiÉÉ mÉUû oÉWÒûiÉ ÄeÉÉåU SåiÉå jÉå | 

WûqÉåÇ AmÉlÉå SåzÉ MüÉå xuÉcNû UZÉlÉå qÉåÇ rÉÉåaÉSÉlÉ SålÉÉ 

cÉÉÌWûL | “xuÉcNû pÉÉUiÉ xuÉxjÉ pÉÉUiÉ” rÉWû WûqÉÉUÉ lÉÉUÉ 

WûÉålÉÉ cÉÉÌWûL | 

LQûÌuÉlÉ AÉÂhÉ V D 



qÉåUÉ mÉËUuÉÉU 

qÉåUÉ mÉËUuÉÉU oÉWÒûiÉ NûÉåOûÉ mÉûËUuÉÉU Wæû | qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå mÉËUuÉÉU Måü xÉÉjÉ UWûiÉÉ WÕðû | qÉåUÉ bÉU E¨ÉU mÉëSåzÉ 

UÉerÉ Måü LMü NûÉåOåû xÉå aÉÉðuÉ qÉåÇ Wæû | aÉÉðuÉ MüÐ WûËUrÉÉsÉÏ qÉÑfÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mÉxÉÇS Wæû | aÉÉðuÉ Måü sÉÉåaÉ pÉÏ 

oÉWÒûiÉ ÍqÉsÉlÉxÉÉU WûÉåiÉå WæÇû | qÉåUå mÉËUuÉÉU qÉåÇ qÉåUå ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ, qÉÉiÉÉeÉÏ AÉæU LMü NûÉåOûÏ oÉWûlÉ WæÇû | qÉåUÏ 

SÉSÏ qÉÉð cÉÉcÉÉ-cÉÉcÉÏ Måü xÉÉjÉ aÉÉðuÉ  qÉåÇ UWûiÉÏ WæÇû | qÉæÇ aÉUqÉÏ MüÐ NÒûOûçÌOûrÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ AmÉlÉå qÉÉiÉÉ-

ÌmÉiÉÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ AmÉlÉå aÉÉðuÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû | qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉÏ SÉSÏ qÉÉð xÉå ÍqÉsÉMüU oÉWÒûiÉ ZÉÑzÉÏ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ 

Wæû | qÉåUÏ SÉSÏ qÉÉð oÉWÒûiÉ SrÉÉsÉÑ Wæû | uÉå qÉÑfÉxÉå iÉjÉÉ qÉåUÏ NûÉåOûÏ oÉWûlÉ xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÏ WæÇû | 

qÉæÇ pÉÏ qÉåUÏ SÉSÏ qÉÉð xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÉ WÕðû | qÉåUÉ mÉËUuÉÉU oÉWÒûiÉ xÉÏkÉÉ-xÉÉSÉ Wæû | qÉåUå 

ÌmÉiÉÉeÉÏ LMü AkrÉÉmÉMü Wæû | uÉå qÉåUÉ aÉ×WûMüÉrÉï mÉÔUÉ MüUlÉå qÉåÇ qÉåUÏ qÉSS MüUiÉå WæÇ | qÉåUÏ qÉÉð LMü 

aÉ×WûhÉÏ WæûÇ | uÉå qÉåUå ÍsÉL xuÉÉÌSûwO pÉÉåeÉlÉ oÉlÉÉiÉÏ WæûûÇ | qÉæÇ AmÉlÉå mÉËUuÉÉU xÉå oÉWÒûiÉ mrÉÉU MüUiÉÉ WÕðû 

| qÉæÇ DzuÉU xÉå mÉëÉjÉïlÉÉ MüUiÉÉ WÕðû ÌMü qÉåUÉ mÉËUuÉÉU xÉSÉ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉåÇ xÉå pÉUÉ UWåÇû | 

WûwÉï mÉÉsÉ   IV D 

“qÉÉð”- ÌlÉxuÉÉjÉï mÉëåqÉ MüÐ AqÉU MüjÉÉ 

     AÉeÉ qÉæÇ ExÉ qÉWûÉlÉ urÉËYiÉiuÉ Måü oÉÉUå qÉåÇ ÍsÉZÉlÉÉ cÉÉWÕðûaÉÏ, ÎeÉxÉMåü xÉÉqÉlÉå xÉÉUÉ xÉÇxÉÉU lÉiÉqÉxiÉMü WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû 

uÉWû Wæ-qÉÉð | qÉÉð MåüuÉsÉ LMü zÉoS lÉWûÏÇ, oÉÎsMü mÉëåqÉ, irÉÉaÉ, MüÂhÉÉ AÉæU kÉærÉï MüÐ eÉÏuÉÇiÉ mÉëÌiÉqÉÉ Wæû | ExÉMüÐ qÉqÉiÉÉ pÉUÏ 

S×ËûwO qÉåÇ xÉÇmÉÔhÉï xÉ×ËûwO MüÉ xlÉåWû xÉqÉÉrÉÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU ExÉMüÐ aÉÉåS qÉåÇ WûU mÉÏÄQûÉ MüÐ zÉÉÇÌiÉ ÍqÉsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû |  

     qÉÉð mÉËUuÉÉU MüÐ xÉoÉxÉå xlÉåWûqÉrÉÏ AÉæU SåZÉpÉÉsÉ MüUlÉå uÉÉsÉÏ xÉSxrÉ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû | uÉWû SrÉÉsÉÑ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû, xÉWûlÉzÉÏsÉ WûÉåiÉÏ 

Wæû AÉæU AmÉlÉå oÉŠÉåÇ MüÐ WûU pÉÉuÉlÉÉ MüÉå ÌoÉlÉÉ MüWåû xÉqÉfÉ sÉåiÉÏ Wæû | mÉËUuÉÉU MüÐ ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉåÇ Måü ÍsÉL uÉåû ÌSlÉ-UÉiÉ AjÉMü 

mÉËU´ÉqÉ MüUiÉÏ WæûÇ | AmÉlÉå xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉå mÉÏNåû NûÉåÄQûMüU uÉå AmÉlÉå oÉŠÉåÇ Måü pÉÌuÉwrÉ MüÉå xÉðuÉÉUiÉÏ WæûÇ | uÉå WûU MüSqÉ mÉU oÉŠÉåÇ 

MüÉå mÉëÉåixÉÉÌWûiÉ MüUiÉÏ WæÇû AÉæU ÌaÉUlÉå mÉU xÉðpÉÉsÉiÉÏ WæûÇ | qÉÉð MüÉ mÉëåqÉ mÉÔhÉïiÉ: ÌlÉxuÉÉjÉï AÉæU ÌoÉlÉÉ ÌMüxÉÏ zÉiÉï MüÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû | 

qÉÉð oÉŠå Måü eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ mÉWûsÉÏ aÉÑÂ WûÉåiÉÏ WæûÇ | ElÉMüÐ EÆaÉsÉÏ mÉMüÄQûMüU oÉŠå eÉÏuÉlÉ Måü mÉëjÉqÉ MüSqÉ oÉÄRûÉiÉÉ Wæû | xÉcÉ WûÏ 

MüWûÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû-qÉÉð Måü cÉUhÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ WûÏ xuÉaÉï oÉxÉiÉÉ Wæû | ElÉMüÐ qÉqÉiÉÉ qÉåÇ DzuÉU MüÉ xÉÉ¤ÉÉiÉç xuÉÃmÉ fÉsÉMüiÉÉ Wæû | 

mÉëiÉÏ¤ÉÉ LqÉ  VII B   



qÉåUÉ ÌmÉërÉ ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ 

WûqÉÉUå ÌuÉSèrÉÉsÉrÉ Måü ÍzÉ¤ÉMü oÉWÒûiÉ AcNåû WæÇû AÉæU WûqÉåÇ AcNåû xÉå mÉÄRûÉiÉå WæÇû| rÉWûÉð mÉÄRûÉD oÉWÒûiÉ 

AcNûÏ WûÉåiÉÏ Wæû AÉæU WûqÉåÇ mÉUÏ¤ÉÉ MüÐ AcNûÏ iÉærÉÉUÏ MüUuÉÉD eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû | WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ AlÉÑzÉÉxÉlÉ 

oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ Wæû , ÎeÉxÉxÉå WûqÉ xÉqÉrÉ mÉU MüÉqÉ MüUlÉÉ ÍxÉZÉiÉå WæÇû | xMÔüsÉ MüÐ Mü¤ÉÉLÆ, mÉërÉÉåaÉzÉÉsÉÉ 

AÉæU mÉÑxiÉMüÉsÉrÉ xÉÉÄTü AÉæU AcNåû WæÇû | xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ ZÉåsÉMÔüS AÉæU mÉëÌiÉrÉÉåÌaÉiÉÉLÆ pÉÏ MüUuÉÉD eÉÉiÉÏ 

WæÇû, ÎeÉxÉxÉå oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉ qÉlÉ sÉaÉÉ UWûiÉÉ Wæû | rÉWûÉð oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå AcNå xÉÇxMüÉU AÉæU AcNå urÉuÉWûÉU 

ÍxÉZÉÉL eÉÉiÉå WæÇû | WûqÉÉUå xMÔüsÉ MüÉ qÉÉWûÉæsÉ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ AÉæU SÉåxiÉÉlÉÉ Wæû | qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉå xMÔüsÉ qÉåÇ 

mÉÄRûlÉÉ oÉWÒûiÉ AcNûÉ sÉaÉiÉÉ Wæû AÉæU qÉÑfÉå AmÉlÉå xMÔüsÉ mÉU aÉuÉï Wæû | 
   kÉlrÉuÉÉS 

AÍcÉïiÉ ZÉÇQûsÉ 

Mü¤ÉÉ lÉÉæuÉÏ ‘oÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 

xÉÔrÉï 

xÉÔrÉï WûqÉÉUå eÉÏuÉlÉ qÉåÇ oÉWÒûiÉ oÉÄQûÉ qÉWûiuÉ UZÉiÉÉ Wæû | uÉWû eÉoÉ ÌlÉMüsÉiÉÉ Wæû , iÉÉå AÇkÉMüÉU MüÉå cÉÏUiÉå WÒûL ÌSlÉ MüÐ zÉÑÂAÉiÉ 

EeÉÉsÉå xÉå MüUiÉÉ Wæû | xÉÔrÉï WûqÉåÇ rÉÉS ÌSsÉÉiÉÉ Wæû ÌMü oÉÑUå xÉqÉrÉ MüÉ WûqÉåzÉÉ AÇiÉ WûÉåiÉÉ Wæû eÉæxÉå WûU UÉiÉ Måü oÉÉS LMü lÉrÉÉ ÌSlÉ | 

xÉÔrÉï WûqÉåÇ FeÉÉï,mÉëMüÉzÉ AÉæU eÉÏuÉlÉ SåiÉÉ Wæû | xÉÔrÉï eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÉ AÉkÉÉU Wæû | xÉÔrÉï WûqÉÉUå ÌmÉiÉÉ Måü xÉqÉÉlÉ Wæû- MüpÉÏ zÉÉÇiÉ,MüpÉÏ 

mÉëcÉÇQû mÉU eÉÏuÉlÉSÉrÉÏ ÌMüUhÉÉåÇ xÉå WûqÉåÇ xÉSÉ AÉsÉÉåÌMüiÉ MüUiÉÉ Wæû MüpÉÏ pÉÏ WûqÉxÉå oÉæU lÉWûÏÇ MüUiÉÉ | 

xÉÔrÉï WûqÉÉUå xÉÉæUqÉÇQûsÉ MüÉ LMü oÉWÒûiÉ WûÏ qÉWûiuÉmÉÔhÉï iÉÉUÉ Wæû | ExÉxÉå WûqÉåÇ mÉëMüÉzÉ AÉæU aÉUqÉÏ ÍqÉsÉiÉÏ Wæû | xÉÔrÉï MüÐ ÌMüUhÉÉåÇ 

xÉå mÉÉækÉå AmÉlÉÉ pÉÉåeÉlÉ oÉlÉÉiÉå WæÇû | mÉëÉcÉÏlÉ MüÉsÉ xÉå sÉÉåaÉ xÉÔrÉï MüÐ mÉÔeÉÉ MüUiÉå AÉL WæÇû | pÉÉUiÉ SåzÉ qÉåÇ xÉÔrÉï MüÉå LMü SåuÉiÉÉ 

Måü xÉqÉÉlÉ qÉÉlÉÉ aÉrÉÉ Wæû | 

qÉæÇ AmÉlÉÉ ÌlÉoÉÇkÉ LMü MüÌuÉiÉÉ Måü xÉÉjÉ AÇiÉ MüUlÉÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ WÕðû |- 

xÉÔUeÉ ÌlÉMüsÉÉ lÉpÉ qÉåÇ AÉeÉ, 

sÉÉrÉÉ EeÉÉsÉÉ,ÍqÉOûÉrÉÉ AÇkÉMüÉU | 

xÉÔUeÉ lÉå WûqÉMüÉå ÍxÉZÉÉrÉÉ, 

xÉÔUeÉ lÉå WûÉæxÉsÉÉ oÉÄRûÉrÉÉ | 

ExÉMüÉ eÉÏlÉÉ WûÏ eÉÏlÉÉ Wæû, 

eÉÉå MüÉqÉ xÉpÉÏ Måü AÉiÉÉ Wæû | 

  kÉlrÉuÉÉS   

 ÌuÉUÉeÉ mÉÔÌiÉï 

 Mü¤ÉÉ NûPûuÉÏÇ ‘xÉÏ’ ÌuÉpÉÉaÉ 
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