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April 2, 2005 was not just another day for people
in Kerala. The Kaloor International Stadium at
Kochi was hosting the 1st one-dayer of the

India-Pakistan series. I went with my father to watch
the match and we got in by 9.30 am. Sourav Ganguly
won the toss and India chose to bat first. Sachin
opened with Sehwag and with the first ball being
sent to the boundary, India started with a lot of
promise. But Sachin fell & Ganguly followed. It looked
like India was going to have one of its famous batting
collapses but Sehwag & Dravid turned the tide and
India posted a decent total. During the lunch time,
the crowd was in good mood. We cheered the players
and danced to the tune of the ‘chendas’. Then Pakistan
came on to bat. But India bowled extremely well with
Sachin taking 5 wickets. India won and all of us left
the stadium with smiles on our faces. As for me I was
delighted at getting a chance to watch the game as a
part of the live crowd.                            

A RARE CHANCE
Rohith Narayanan, 6 A

Enid Blyton was born on the 11th of August 1897.
She is one of the most popular English children’s
writers. She was one of the most successful story

tellers of the early 20th century.

She is renowned for the series of books with
recurring characters and the books are designed for
different age groups. Her books are popular all over
the world. One of her most popular characters is Noddy,
intended for kids. However her forte is young readers
books and the popular books in the genre include
The Famous Five (21 novels 1942-1963 based on four
children and a dog), Five Find - Outers (15 novels
1943 – 1961 based on five children and their dog
who regularly outwit the local policeman Mr. Plod)
and The Secret Seven (15 novels 1949 – 1963.based
on a society of seven children who solve various
mysteries)

Her books are extremely popular in countries like
the United Kingdom, India, Pakistan, New Zealand,
Australia, Malta etc. Her works have been translated
into nearly 90 languages including Chinese, Japanese,
Dutch, Finn, French, German, Hebrew, Russian,
Slovenian, Serbian etc.                           

My FaMy FaMy FaMy FaMy Favovovovovouriuriuriuriuritetetetete
AAAAAutututututhohohohohorrrrr

Harigovind T, 6C
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All of us have had our backs to the wall and ended up with rosy blushes on our cheeks.
Loyolites speak about their most embarrassing moments.

The school wore a festive look that day – on the
day of the Youth Festival. On this day I was to
say a declamation. I chose one of Jawaharlal

Nehru’s speeches and revised it over and over again
and finally I was thorough with the entire speech.
The rehearsals went well but unfortunately on the
appointed day disaster struck!

 Confidently, I went onto the stage. I was tensed
at first as I had to face the whole school. As I stood
at the podium, Joseph uncle adjusted the height of
the mic and the podium. I began my speech nervously.
But I grew more confident and I even felt that I had
a chance of winning the competition. Then the most
dreadful thing happened. I mixed actions with my
speech to be impressive. My hand accidentally
knocked the mic off the stand when I waved it. My
speech was stopped in the middle, all of a sudden.
The confidence I got suddenly left me. Uncle came
and kept the mic back on.  But the crowd was now
laughing. I was more nervous than before. I somehow
finished the speech but I knew I did not do well after
the ‘accident’. That was a day that I would never forget
because of the embarrassment I had to put up with
after the speech.

Somnath Kishore, 6A

Watching the circus is fun for many. I also loved
to watch a circus, until the most embarrassing
incident in my life occurred at the ‘Jumbo

Circus’ in Thiruvananthapuram. The circus was
enjoyable as usual with amusing clowns and animals.
Then it happened... One of the clowns called me to
the ring. I was nervous but did as I was told. The
clown whispered something, which I didn’t hear
clearly, into my ears. He then told the audience that
he was going to perform a trick with me. He took a

black piece of cloth and slid it inside my pants. One
end of the cloth was sticking out and he pulled it
and lo… he held in his hands my underwear. I felt at
my underwear through my pants and was relieved to
find it there. As I made my way back into the audience,
everybody around me pointed at me and laughed. That
was truly the most embarrassing moment in my life!

Madhav Tampi, 6 B

On a busy summer morning three years ago. My
father and I were making our way to my aunt’s
house. And on the way, we reached a junction

where we had to stop and wait for the signal to turn
green. As we were waiting, a street urchin who was
around ten-years-old knocked on our car’s window.
At first we ignored him but after his persistent
knocking, my father lowered the glass. The urchin
stretched out his dirty hand and asked for some money.
My father replied that he had no money with him. On
hearing this, the boy smiled pitifully and tossed a
one rupee coin onto my father’s lap and went away.

Roshan Thomas,  6 C

Once I was on my way home from school. I had
four rupees with me. I went to a shop to buy
some sweets. I asked the shopkeeper for a

Lollipop. Then a boy came into the shop. I acted as if
I did not notice him. The shopkeeper did not see him
because his back was turned. Then the boy slowly
opened the toffee jar and pocketed a few toffees. I
felt an urge to catch him. I slowly went near him and
caught him and dragged him to the shopkeeper and
told the shopkeeper what had happened with pride.
But to my surprise, the shopkeeper glared angrily at
me. I was confused. He told me that the boy was his
son. I blushed and quickly ran out of the shop.

Sanjeev S., 7 B
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I was reading a book titled 'Life on Mars'. Suddenly I
heard some rumbling and slithering sounds. I
checked my watch; it was past 1.00 am.

Wondering who or what it could be that was making
these sounds in the middle of the night, I stepped
out into the darkness. I thought I would see a thief
or an animal in distress in front of me. But to my
surprise I found myself staring at this small car-like
machine on the lawn. As I went nearer to it, a glass
door opened up and a weird looking guy stepped out.
He looked like a shriveled up human being except
that his skin had a sick green tinge to it. He came up
to me and asked me if this was the 21st century or
not. I was puzzled by this strange question, but nodded
affirmative. He then introduced himself and told me
that his name was Melvo and that he had came from
the future. He said that he needed a volunteer (namely
me) to come with him and help him explore his era. A
question then popped into my head. Why did he want

Imagination
of

Reality

me to go with him? But rather than voicing this doubt
I stayed quiet. He then took me into the strange car-
like machine which I now knew to be a sort of time-
machine. We went very slowly through darkness and
after what seemed like hours, we reached his era. It
was night there too but the sight that greeted us was
rather depressing. There was no moon in the sky. There
were high-tech houses but there was no source of
light to be seen anywhere. He told me, "I want you to
spend a day here." "A day….? ", I asked, "but nobody
knows that I'm here."  He just said, "There will be no
problem." I hesitated for a moment but then agreed
and went with him to a nearby house. He showed me
a bed covered by a glass dome. I was too sleepy to ask
him about it and went to sleep there.

I was woken up by my a sudden jerking produced
by my bed which then threw me out of the dome into
what looked like a dressing room. I stepped into a
strange suit which Melvo told me to wear. I also had
to wear an oxygen mask. I told him that I could very
well breathe without these. But he shook his head
and said, "There has been no oxygen during day time
on our planet for years and we have to use these masks
until it's night, We have to breathe with a substitute
gas." I agreed and went down gloomily for breakfast.
A table was set, on which there were two plates with
a few dry shreds of cucumber and a few pulses. I stared
at the food which Melvo ate heartily. As though
reading my thoughts, he said, "There has been no
water on our planet for years because our ancestors
wasted and misused it. "Surpried, I asked, "Don't you
have rains?" But he said, "Since the time from which
water was misused, the rivers dried up and clouds
disappeared from the sky. We now have no rains." I
said, 'What a horrible situation to be in!" "Yes", he
replied, "but we have no choice. The plants that we
have been cutting down stopped growing and now
no more oxygen is being supplied."    "Why aren't
there any lights anywhere here?", I asked. He sadly
replied,"Our ancestors wasted the little fuel on the
Earth."  This world was devastating in all respects.
Who would have thought that our Mother Earth would
turn into something like this?

This is a piece of fiction… or is it? A world like
this might seem imaginary but the day is not far when
our descendants could live on a planet without water,
oxygen or any other elements of life. The fate of our
planet lies in our hands…                        

Akshay Jose, 7A
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CHAK DE INDIA
A REVIEW

I have recently become a fan of Bollywood
films after I saw this wonderful movie called
‘Chak De India.’ The film starts with the

Hockey World Cup finals between Pakistan and India,
with Pakistan having a 1-0 lead over India. In the
final minute India gets an opportunity to redeem
itself with a penalty. Kabir Khan (Sharukh Khan) gets
the chance to shoot the penalty, which he
unfortunately misses. Kabir Khan is branded a traitor
and driven away from his locality.

After seven years of suffering, Kabir Khan finally
gets an opportunity to prove his worth – as the coach
of the Indian Girls Hockey team. The team which was
not at all performing up to its potential now comes
under Kabir Khan’s scrutiny. However the girls could
not put up with this strict coach and asks him to
quit the team. But a surprise incident causes the coach
to return and they end up winning the Hockey World
Cup.

The film is portrayed in a beautiful manner. After
seeing the film we can understand a lot about the
difficulties faced by the Indian Girls Hockey team.
The film has made me adore the sport and I am now a
fan of the Indian Hockey team and I wish them all
the best.  Chak De India!                          

Bharath Krishnan, 8 B

My favourite game is football. I watch football
often because its my favourite pastime. During
the weekends I often watch Barclays English

My
Favourite
GAME

premier league. My favorite teams are Manchester
United and Tottenham hotspurs.

Playing football inspires me. It helps me to forget
the difficulties in my life. My ambition is to become
a football star. I don’t want to win. I just want to
play the game, because its fun. Football is one of the
most beautiful games that the world has ever seen.
People watch the game with great interest. The spirit
of football can be seen when the supporters jump in
joy when their team scores a goal. Still it is one of
the roughest games. The 2007 FIFA world cup final is
an apt example.

One day I hope to play for Manchester United as
its striker. So I recommend you to play the game of
football and get her a jolt from it...

TRY IT OUT!!!                                

Anarkh mammen, 7B
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Answers
1.Jonathan “Swift”
2.William Words”worth”
3.Robert “Frost”
4.James “Joy”ce
5.H W “Long”fellow
6.William “Shake”speare
7.William “Faul”kner
8.Walt “Whit”man

IDENTIFY THE PERSON
Deepak S V, 8 B

1. The fastest author
2. The worthy poet
3. The coolest poet
4. The joyous author
5. The tallest poet
6. The trembling author
7. The foulest author
8. The wittiest author

Food money and shelter had evaded Jack for three
days. His mother and sister were tired and weak
with hunger.  Even on that day he had received a

The seed of
EVIL

letter from Shylock requesting him to visit his place
for a job. Mother had told Jack not to be too friendly
with Shylock as he was the most cunning and shrewd
man in town. However three days of hunger and
exhaustion had made Jack a blind judge between good
and evil.

Shylock’s place was dark and congested. He was
drinking wine when Jack arrived. Shylock quickly put
aside the wine and said” Aha! I knew my little Jack
would come. Let’s get straight to the matter. I saw
that old man Thomas with a lot of money. Tomorrow
he’s going to take it to his town. Before that we’ve
got to steal it.” Jack had done a bit of pick pocketing
before but to do a burglary was a totally different
thing. He bluntly refused. But, Shylock who could
exercise a lot of influence on people succeeded.

The night was cool and quiet and very dark- a
thief’s favourite night. Jack had an easy time getting
in through Thomas’s window. He searched the whole
house and found the money. Thomas did not hear
anything because he was sleeping, dreaming about
getting his savings to the hospital and saving his
daughter from a serious neurological disorder.

After the robbery Jack was excited. He had never
before experienced such a wonder in his life. The next
day, in the morning as he walked with Shylock to the
next site of robbery he never heard Thomas’s loud
wail of sorrow. He did not hear Thomas’s lifeless body
falling to the ground. Because Shylock, or more precisely,
he himself had planted in him, the seed of evil.       

Sankar H, 8 B
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My mother was a Malayalam teacher in Carmel
High school. When she was working there,
she had taught the two sons of our current

Union Defence Minister Mr. A.K. Antony. The elder son
– Anil K Antony was a very stubborn student. My
mother was the only person who was able to control
the mischievous Anil. The student Anil was very fond
of my mother. After a few days Mrs. Antony came to
my house to arrange tuition for her son. Since then
Mrs. Antony and my mother became very close friends.

Last August Mr. Anil was going to the United
States to continue his higher studies. But before he
departed he wanted to see his old teacher and receive
her blessings. So he called and informed my mother
that he was coming to see her on the 18th of August.
It happened that my birthday was on the 19th. As I
was having my Math and Economics exam on the 20th

I didn’t have the time to celebrate my birthday. But
my mother did not forget about it and told Mr. Anil
about it.

It was the 18th of august. I was in my room
studying for the exam when my mother came in and
told that Mr. Anil was on his way. After 15 minutes I
heard the screeching of brakes. I knew it was him. I
went to the sitting room. Mr. Anil and Mrs. Elizabeth
with smiling faces wished me a happy birthday and
gave me lots of sweets and brought my mother a sari.
Then they sat talking for more than 2 hours. And
then they left.

I felt that it was my most boring birthday ever.
This was because I had to study and could not
celebrate. But after their coming I felt that this was
the best birthday ever. Everyone will not be as lucky
as me to have received a birthday present from a
defence minister’s family.                        

My Best
Birthday

Savio Victor, 8 B

It was the month of August that I first received
an opportunity to bring out the hero in me. All
the members of my family had gone to attend my

cousin’s marriage in Delhi. I did not go with them
owing to the fact that I had an English examination
the very next day. I was all alone in my house and I
studied late into the night. I went to bed way past
midnight. I had hardly closed my eyes when I heard a
noise in the next room. I saw a light in my mother’s
room. I feared the worst. I slowly crept to her room.
There I saw a man with his back turned to me. He had
broken open the jewellery box and had pocketed the
ornaments in it. Now he turned to another box and
was deeply engrossed in his “work.” I didn’t miss the
chance. I slowly went up to the door and closed it
from outside. I then began to shout for help at the
top of my voice. Hearing the shouts my neighbours
came over quickly and enquired what had happened.
I told them everything and they rang up the police
immediately. Soon, an Inspector and two constables
came and arrested the thief. My parents were astounded
when they heard about my brave venture! Guess who
I dream about becoming when I grow up?           

The Day I
Became a

Hero…
Anand V, 9 A
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Dan was sitting on his couch, reading a book
which he had just bought .He was reading page
122, but the voice of the shopkeeper rang in

his ears.” Do not read the last page; it will only bring
about terrible things to both to you and me.”  But
Dan had just paid six hundred rupees for the book
and came home and felt that he had every right to do
whatever he wanted with his book.

There was nobody at home. As he started reading
the book, he heard a shrill cry from outside. A cat
was lying on its back; cats usually land on their feet.
“Something’s wrong” he told himself. More and more
weird things started to happen. Now as he neared the
last page, the sky turned black and it started to rain

The last page
Joel James Joseph, 9 B

heavily. The windows opened and shut rapidly, the
panes shattered. Finally Dan reached the last page,
page 133. Lightning and thunder struck at the same
time. Dan closed his eyes. He still had’nt taken a
page yet. His mind was clouded with doubts just like
the sky. Dan told himself “come on, what could
possibly happen, just do it...!”

Two seconds later, it was all over. No heavy rains,
no quakes, nothing. Everything was fine, just the way
it used to be. Something miniscule was printed at
the bottom right corner. Dan strained his eyes.… Price
Rs 50/-only.Everything went blank in Dan’s mind. Six
hundred rupees… the warning… the miniscule
letters… it was terrible, just like the shopkeeper
predicted.                                        

Life in the back bench …….what a life! It is
something close to heaven. Every boy’s dream
is to sit in the back bench and there is usually a

fight for it in the beginning of the term. What is so
special about the back bench? Well…..we students
think that sitting in the back bench is cool and the
benefits speak for itself.

You can cause all the mischief you want over
there. But alas… the teachers also know about this
specialty. In their eyes the most ‘famous’ villains are
found inside the perimeters of the back bench. They
keep their eyes open for the back-benchers, most of
the time. In the end it turns out that the boys who
are caught frequently are of the back bench. So at
times, life in the back bench turns out to be hell too.
But sitting in the back bench is a very memorable
experience. Any current or former ‘back-bencher’ will
vouch for that. Ex-Loyolites say that they are nostalgic
about the fun that they had in their days and most of
the stories revolve around the back bench. Even the
most famous communities in Orkut are centered on
the back bench. Members unanimously say that the
life in the back bench was one of the most memorable
times of their lives. So the next time you get a chance,
just dive into the back bench, for the ride of your
life.                                               

LIFE IN THE BACK
BENCH

Firoz Babu, 9 C
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Book : Gently And Firmly

Author : Father C.P Varkey

Publisher : ST.PAULS, Bombay

 “There was a time in Loyola School when it was
not uncommon to see serious fights among senior
students. Even cycle chains were used once. Several
attendance registers were found torn. The tyres of
the school buses were found deflated a few times.
Once a motor was pushed into a well. Discipline was
far from exemplary. Every year 4-5 students were
detained in each class. The results of the school-
leaving class were 85%, this in spite of the fact that
most students had private tuition.”

These were the lines with a screaming headline-
‘A Book on Loyola’s Transformation’ we saw on the
blog of ex-Loyolite, Ashok.R.Chandran. We
immediately got interested as the above-said described
a government model school rather than a Jesuit-run
Loyola School, which is one of the best schools in
the country. But the fact remained that these lines
were written by our former Principal Father C.P Varkey
in his ‘Better Yourself’ series of books- ‘Gently And
Firmly’ and this greatly surprised and intrigued us.
After reading the whole post we were determined to
lay our hands on the book. Thus, the next day after
much coaxing and pleading with our dear Vice
Principal Fr.Edassery, we got the book.

The book describes how Loyola changed from the
above-mentioned “School” to what it is now. This
transformation should have happened in the 70’s-

THIS IS NOT JUST
ANOTHER BOOK

REVIEW

80’s as Father C.P. Varkey says he was directly involved
in the process and that he watched it firsthand. This
change according to him was a direct result of the
techniques, which he describes in the book, and this
made the school more student-oriented and student-
run rather than an ordinary school where the teacher
always have the last word. The freedom and the fun
which we now enjoy has its roots in these techniques
which were implemented in the school. The school
houses, the squads, the school assemblies which are
now almost entirely run by the students, worked the
magic for this transformation.

The author gives us information about many
changes brought about during the transformation.
One of the most striking changes was the revamping
of the uniform. Loyolites no longer had to wear a tie.
This has been something which has made us unique
from other English medium schools and the so-called
‘international schools’

The students, to this day, have found this a better
custom. Another reform was the allotment of games
periods when the concerned teacher was absent. This
is something which only our school can boast of.
But the main fact highlighted by the author was that,
in spite of the fun and freedom given to the students,
the academic results took a good turn. The result,
after the first year of this transformation, was around
85% pass and after two years it was 100% pass and
in the next year it was 100% first class. The results
have never gone down since then.

The author, through the book, tells us how the
children were made to feel that the school was for
them and that they were important here. A startling
fact that we found in the book (as said by the author)
was that there was a curious practice that existed
during the distribution of the progress cards. The
Principal would give the students as many cuts as
the number of subjects in which he had failed.

When we sit back and think, we feel that Loyola
would not have produced the Santosh Sivans and the
IAS officers, had it not been for this invaluable change.
Loyola would not have become such a reputed school,
a school were hundreds of applications arrive for a
mere two or three seats, a school whose alumni could
be found at the top ranks of any profession, a school
whose products enter the most sought after institutions
in the country, a school which is just 3 years shy of it’s
Golden Jubilee, had it not been for these changes.   

Noel Johns, 9 B
Nitin Chidambaram, 9 B

Job J, 9 B



85

of surface tension, which is the same principle that
enables ants to float. The man walked from one end
of the lake to the other without noticing the crowd
around him. He looked about thirty years and was
wearing a white robe. After crossing the lake he
vanished into thin air. The people looked around,
but he was not to be seen. Some say he was a wizard,
but I believe he is the one ‘who would come after
2000 years to save the world.’                     

TO SEE IS TO
BELIEVE

Alen Ashish, 9C

I was on my way to my cousin’s house at Bangalore,
when I came to see a man walking above the
waters of Periyar. We stopped to watch this magical

scene. There was a huge crowd around the lake who
were watching this. Some people said that he was
walking over a long strip of glass which was supported
by a large pile of bricks. Some other said that he was
able to walk above the water due to the phenomenon

Same old days with the mindset that the sole
intention in life is to crack the board exams to
get 674 marks out of 700, that too a far fetched

dream. We spend 4 hours a week in the Physics,
Chemistry and Maths tuition classes and maybe even
more. Getting our eyes exposed to the early morning
hours of the day may become useful if the future
holds in store for us the uniform of a watchman.

The results of some insane exam seem to be
lurking in the corners everyday. Monotony = 10th

standard life. Our life is spent on dragging ourselves
from tuition to tuition and then taking back our tired
bodies home to our books and test papers. The
spectacled “Buji” showcases an ugly smile. Everyone
has a lot of animosity towards him.  “He will die a
terrible death”. I reassured myself. As I looked out of
my window I could see a school bus disgorging loads of
students. If all these guys are eyeing the prestigious
first place I better pretend that I am senile and take
refuge in a mental hospital. Just then we thought of
the results of our dear seniors, they had truly done justice
to our schools reputation. If they can why cant we???

This question seized all of us by storm. It purified
the blood flowing through our veins. We felt exalted
and newly alive. Prosperity is the fruit of labour. Then
why not work??

Our teacher’s words that a little sacrifice at the
right time will gift us more happiness which shall remain
unscathed in our minds. We have decided to try it out.

Some old things unfolded in a different way. The
classroom looked more sacred than the nearby temple.
The tuition homes and study books appeared even
more attractive than the girl in front. Our homes
seemed sweet enough.

We belong to a tech savvy generation where we
seek solace in music from MP3 players. We are aware
that too much of this should not influence our
thought processes but yet we fall under its grasp.
With people like our parents pouring out their hard
earned money and their boundless affection on us I
don’t think that we will need any other motivating
element. I think I have started swimming!          

Swimming in
an ocean all alone

Govind S, 10 B
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How do you choose a friend? Sounds simple
enough, but when we look seriously into it, it
becomes as difficult as explaining music to a

deaf and dumb person. A true friend is every man’s
dream - a person to share one’s dreams, hopes, and
grieves. Here are a few experiments on how you should
choose your friends…

Experiment 1
Observe external characteristics (Avoid close

observation if the specimen is a girl).

Observation and Conclusion
1. If too rough – better avoid.

2. Buji of the class – keep a distance

3. If cool & soft – go for it

Experiment 2
Talk a bit with him/her.

Observation and Conclusion
1. Listening  to you with wide eyes and ears – You

are lucky (double lucky if it’s a girl). Proceed to
next step.

How do you
choose a Friend?

2. Looking down impatiently – he/she is not your
type.

3. Always talking good about you – keep an eye (if
possible both) on him/her.

4. Clenching fist, biting nails – Run for your life!!!

Experiment 3
Try to get him/her to talk about their personal

problems with you. Make them feel that you can solve
their problems.

Observation and Conclusion
1. If you find a lot of common problems – you’ve

got a good friend (but not a true one….yet)

2. Weird problems – You must be nuts to persist with
him/her!

3. No problems at all – He/she may have problems
but don’t consider that a hindrance in
their life. So if you want an easygoing buddy, go
for it.

Experiment 4 (for female specimens only)
Talk with her but don’t get too friendly. Keep a

look out for gossips.

Ask her about her brothers.

Observation and Conclusion
1. If more than two – Danger!!!!!

2. Only one – Deal with him first.

3. None – The coast is clear.

Try to talk to her more personally. Whatever be
it, it’s your decision.

Result
All these experiments are for finding a good

friend but to find a true friend, one has to be really
lucky and sincere. Sometimes when you see a person
you feel that you have known him for years. Culture,
language, colour, etc. should never be an obstruction
for friendship.

Finding a true friend is like searching for a needle
in a haystack. But once found, he/she will add bright
colours to your life. So to get a true friend be sincere,
loving and open-hearted.

P.S. 1. All the above experiments are tested and
    verified.

2. Perform all experiments at your own risk
    (especially no.4).                     

Krishnamohan P & Nidhin R, 10 B
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Ah……..You Tube, the portal of videos. I heard
about You Tube from my friends, and thought of
checking it out. It was one fine morning after the
2006 Annual Exams. I waited for my parents to clear
out from the house and then turned on the computer.
I logged on to http://www.youtube.com for the first
time in my life!

Great fun! I raced along the thousands of videos
posted on You Tube, ranging from music to sports,
cinemas to news clippings, etc etc etc… Soon I
discovered that I could even post my own videos
onto You Tube. I borrowed a handy cam from my
neighbour, shot videos, and uploaded them. But
wait... why on earth am I glorifying You Tube? I didn’t
tell you the worst part of it. I woke up from the bed
only to stare at the scroll size telephone bill held by
my dad. I fell back onto the bed, where I lay still for
the next three days. Here’s the bill for you:

You Tube,
Brutus!!!!!

Vinu Joseph, 10 C

(Sample Bill)

DataOne

Monthly rental Rs. 250

Free Monthly usage – 1024 MB

Additional cost per MB – Rs.0.90 per MB

Additional cost          – 5509 x 0.90 = Rs. 5675

Total Internet charges – Rs. 6309

One night during my summer holidays I turned
on my computer to surf the net. As soon as I
saw the desktop I realised that something was

amiss. Instead of the usual wallpaper of a race car, I
saw a pearly translucent image of a young boy. I first
thought that my brother had changed it. But on closer
inspection I began wonder what the picture could
be…it looked like a boy except that he seemed too
ghastly and pale to be one. It seemed as though I
could see through his insides. But before I could
dwell further upon this bizarre picture, it poked its
head out of the monitor and started talking to me.
You could imagine my horror when it said that he
was Polter and that he was a ghost. I somehow
managed to ask him how he had got into my computer.
Then he explained that he was a ghost but intended
to do no harm to me. It seemed that he just needed
my help. Then he told me the most unbelievable story.
He said that he lived in a ghost village in another
dimension. It was attacked by a witch who cast a
spell on Polter and blew him to this dimension. He
then told me that the only way for him to get back
to his own dimension was through my computer (of
all machines). He had come to ask my help.

I was totally bewildered. How on earth was I
supposed to help him? I told him that I was just an
ordinary thirteen year kid who had clue about
traveling through dimensions. Polter was not sure
whether my computer would be spared. After thinking
for a moment, I said “Well, if its that important to
you, go ahead.”

Polter thanked me and swooshed through the
monitor. Suddenly the screen went blank. After
moments of anxious waiting, the computer screen
glowed bright. But this was only for a moment. It
then returned to normal, with the picture of the race
car as the desktop picture once again. As I sat thanking
my stars that nothing had happened to my computer
screen, I could not but help wonder what had
happened to Polter. Had he reached back to his
dimension safely or was stuck somewhere in the
endless boundaries of space. One can only guess… 

The Polter’geist
Cherian T Kunnumpuram, 8 A
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What??? You are actually reading this despite
the warning above? Well then, prepare to read
what no one has ever written on a piece of

paper. You will see what has not been discarded by
the editors as it was too clumsy or not the “tight”
material to be published in the magazine. Here I
venture into the wild to push the limits of English
Literature.

As I am writing this, I must tell you that it’s
raining cats and dogs and there is a temporary

Don’t Read
This

blackout. (Whoa! SURPRISE! SURPRISE!) Here my best
friend cum Buji Venkatesh S (buji@yahoo.com) is
trying to study the most boring subject ever. To add
to the racket, a battalion of uncontrollable troopers
– often called as classmates try to sit on the teacher’s
head. The “black” board, now grey in colour, stares
at me as if it’s expecting some great literary creation
here. NOT HAPPENING, dude, NOT HAPPENING.

Now another bunch of crazy fellows run along
the corridor – in search of TRUTH (?) and pursuing
the source of knowledge. I do wonder what that
disgusting smell is.

“Some decaying piece of food or fruit

That has been and may be a gain?”

Anyway, it smells bad and is getting on the nerves
of the “spiky haired dude” AKA “plucky” who is trying
(though unsuccessfully) to put in something on that
blank piece of paper in front of him. Another guy
next bench desperately tries to scribble his seventeen
syllable first name into his work of art. Some guys are
putting in ORIGINAL jokes (Fake – o – LA) that make
happy people cry and crying people dead.

Everyone (including me) are trying hard to put
something in that paper to submit for the magazine
(the one which you are holding yourselves) – er….
except for “Pint” who is staring at the black spot in
the otherwise flawless piece of paper. Can’t blame
them. They are trying their best. LEAVE IT TO MY CLASS,
THE LA KINGS OF CREATIVITY, TO TURN THAT BLANK
PIECE OF PAPER INTO A GOLD FRAMED PIECE OF ART.

My pen is starting to run out of ink now – so for
for that reason (and only for that reason), I must
stop. But, I had promised you in the beginning that
I would write something that has been never written
by anybody on a piece of paper. I really mustn’t write
this. But for the sake of honesty (Ahem!), here it is.

“A9697BERE2747SIRIT56936949NIAZMOHAMMADISCR
AZY12!@#%^^&*(90DJSJALKJSJ$$%^DLJRH^$%^E!@#
&*(9348HELL8047#$^&5JDHR%^*%*&^82347N$&(B!!!!!:”)

There! Things from pure imagination, never seen
on paper before, and never again (so long as you don’t
copy this!)

Yep! Time to stop. Refer: “All good things come
to an end”. By now, you probably must be thinking
that you probably shouldn’t have read this at all.
Hate to break it to you, brother……… ……. BUT I
TOLD YOU SO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!             

Niaz “nutcase” Mohammed, 10 C

Autumn 2007
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Loyola has always been different from other
schools in many respects. But there are some
things that even Loyola can’t change. One

of these would be bynames or simply nicknames.

The Cambridge Advanced Learners Dictionary
defines a nickname as ‘an informal name given to a
person, usually based on his proper name or character’.
Yeah, right! Here at Loyola we take naming to a whole
new level. The amount of thought put into the
invention of a nickname is one that is matched only
by Einstein and Edison. Okay, I might be exaggerating
a bit but believe me, Loyolites take the greatest care
in the coinage of a nickname.

Well talking about nicknames, they are of
different types. There are nicks based on peculiar
features of people (like the Cambridge Dictionary
suggests). Well there is the guy who is called the
‘Buji’ because ……….he is a buji. Then there is the
guy called   ‘Aal Maram’ or banyan tree (Ficus religiosa
to botanists) because of his seemingly big-headed
attitude and because his roots are spread across
different schools in the city (He’s even got links
outside the city). There is this lad called ‘BITS’, not
because he is completely given his life to get into
the Birla Institute for Technology and Science, but
because these four letters expand into something
that…….cannot be published in the magazine.

Then there are the nicks that are based on one
single event on one ‘fateful’ day. Well there is one
guy who was rubbed with chalk powder (the sacred
type) on his forehead and biceps, one day, and he
ended up with the name ‘Sami’ (bet you’ve heard alot
about him). There is this other guy who came to class
one day, after having slept throughout his haircut,
with something resembling a baseball cap and was
christened ‘Thoppi’.

The Sylvester Stallone fan was called ‘Rambo’.
This later turned into an apt name when he started

Thou art
baptized as...

visiting the gym. The guy who accidentally let slip
that his favourite motorcycle is the Royal Enfield
Bullet was named ’Bullet’. The fact that he runs fast
like a speeding bullet has made it unnecessary to
renew the name. The innocent I’m-a-good-boy looks
of one classmate got him the name ’Pattar’. But don’t
be deceived because he’s the one who usually catalyses
all the problems that precipitates in class.

There are of course nicks that go by the Cambridge
dictionary. ‘Raj’, ‘GL’ and ‘M’ are three lads who happen
to share their first names and are therefore referred to
by their surnames. ‘Moses’ is another popular surname
(teachers actually think that’s his name).

Needless to say there is a fourth group of people
who have new nicknames each day.  Mark my words
Ajeesh, Pandey, Thiri, Protein, Constable, Tinku,
Paraash, Kimby are the names of one single person.
His latest name is #<*q (@?’.‘^> {]-w~=*$619! #.

Kichu, Kannan, Bala, Bee Jay, Hallo, Put, randu-
rupa-ari, Mandhi, Kashu, Kajjah, Mon, Stud, Nakki,
Rotti, Tiger, Aad,    …....  the list of nicks go on. And
this is just from my class. If I had to mention the
nicknames of Loyolites in different classes then I
would need a separate magazine. I’m not exaggerating
– you can check with Loyolites, each of whom would
give you a detailed account of different nicknames
and their derivation.

It’s hard to find a Loyolite without a nickname.
Popular supermarkets go by the motto of ‘You name
it. We’ve got it.’ Here at Loyola we beg to differ ‘You’ve
got it?.. ....We’ll name it!’

P.S.  1. Readers are requested to be kind while naming
the author after reading this.

2. All the nicknames used in this article are original
and copyrighted. Piracy will be  punished.

3. Juniors are requested to maintain the high
standards set by their seniors while naming their
friends.                                      

Sajad S. Santhosh, XI A
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He ran his fingers through his hair nervously.
The moment was just hours away. It would all
be over then. Many important lives and one

inconspicuous one would cease to exist from that
instant. But there was no time to reflect on life and
such philosophical stuff now. The Sage would summon
him presently. He would be loaded with his fateful
gear, like a chicken stuffed before the kill.

It was the same day, he remembered, two years
ago, that changed his life forever. The masked men
had confronted him while on the way to his shop.
They, he reflected, were the ones responsible for all
this. They had lured him with something he could not
possibly resist. And, like a fool, he had fallen prey.

A hand on his shoulder... startled, he turned back.
One of the sage’s right-hand men. “Time for-” snarled
the brute. He nodded and swallowed his thoughts.
Time to dress up. His thoughts clouded him on his
way to the room... It was difficult... He had been a

EPILOGUE

him that day, he was desperate... and incidentally,
the Sage had something in mind too. The two struck
together. The plan... and his need. It was a split-
second decision, but he had to do it. Even though it
would cost him bitterly... even though it meant his life.
It would be his last task - his last role... a suicide bomber.

Everything was ready now. Dressed for the kill,
he surveyed himself. The fatal device circled his waist.
One press... the end. He was dazed, but a maniacal
will was making him go through it. The same
determination, the thought of the result, the reward...
No, it was not their ideals that he lived for. He didn’t
give a damn about what ideas his masters were
propagating. He did everything for the stacks of rupee-
notes that awaited him in the end.

He started his final journey. As usual, a crowded
political rally...Edging his way through the packed
crowd, he didn’t see the pair of eyes closely watching
his every move - the person to whom they belonged
having received orders to “follow, and see if everything
went well, if not, gun him down”... for the Sage trusted
no one. The minister would be there in a few minutes
time. He was sweating profusely... these men, and
their ideas. He was in the dark as to what the hell the
minister propagated, and what in it made the Sage
and his gang dislike him. However, one thing was
certain: the man was to be put to silence... and it
was his job to see to that... upon his life.

The political figure arrived in a convoy of
gleaming white Ambassador cars. The minister, clad
in white, stepped out, acknowledging his supporters
who thronged about him. The time had come...
inching nearer to him, he came within ‘range’. His
fingers trembled about the button, which would
trigger the fateful explosion—

He closed his eyes... the image of his sister came
into his mind. It was all for her... she was suffering
from cancer, and the final operation that had to be
done was beyond even the regular payments he had
been sending home for her, right from the time her
joined the LFL to find means for her treatment. The
moment the Sage required a man for his top-priority
mission, he knew it was his chance. The big sum of
money would reach his family soon. With his departure.
she would live... A tear made its way down his pale
cheek. This one life’s exit, which would take the life
of many others, was all for an other life. This wasn’t
selfishness... it was selfless love.

He had no time to hesitate. He uttered a final
prayer, and pressed the button.                     

normal person before. But the financial situation then,
and his miserable income... and they had lured him
with the one thing he needed most - money. Now,
like a disposable bottle, they were flinging him off...
but he was not under their compulsion. Here again,
money played the lead role, as it did on a warm
summer morning, two years back...

He replayed that history vividly in his
mind...that summer of April, he was on the way to his
roadside shop, when a motorbike stopped by him. A
man motioned him to come near him. He spoke in an
almost inaudible whisper. “The sage has come to know
of your troubles. We are ready to help you...if you join
us”. In the prime of his youth, he was ready for anything.

He agreed... I’m with you. They led him to their
leader (or the Sage, as he was called). Everything was
fixed. He was, from then on, a member of their secret
terror-group - L for Liberation (LFL). And the promise
did not fail. Payments in hard cash reached his hands
after every successful mission. All went well... until
one fateful day. When the letter from home reached

Sriram P, XII A
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Once a doctor, an engineer and a politician were
having an altercation as to whose was the
oldest profession. The doctor argued that long

before the dawn of mankind there were other life-
forms and nature nurtured these life-forms which
implied the existence of skills, unique to the medical
profession. Following the doctors’ line of thought
the engineer suggested that long before any life form
existed God created everything which implied
architectural skills. But the politician delivered the
killer argument – before God made the universe there
was total chaos which must of course have been
created by a politician. I totally agree with the
politician and you should too. Any misgivings?  Well
if you do, I suggest you open a thesaurus – you would
find that the word ‘politician’ is listed as a synonym
for pandemonium. The thesaurus might also list the
politician as a synonym for hypocrite, equivocator,
fraudster, thief, slanderer, ineffectual idiot,
ostentatious oaf and so on. If it doesn’t, you’ve got
yourself a mighty bad thesaurus.  Your wondering
what I have got against politicians. Nothing actually,
except for the fact that I think that politicians and
political parties are ruining this world.

I’m not saying that all politicians are
conscienceless creeps who are enormously egocentric.
There are some like Vladimir Putin with over 80%
approval ratings in their countries, who have
rejuvenated economies, raised living standards, lifted
up their nations from the brink of disintegration and
thus given their people the power to dream big once
more. One might as well forgive him for accumulating
40 billion in the process. Fidel Castro may be deified
by his countrymen. He consistently employs his
rhetoric in opposition to the US. He offers free
healthcare and the like in Cuba. But I view such acts
as ones of atonement for denying edification,
political freedom, and ideological expression to his

CAREER GUIDANCE

countrymen in the past. A detailed study of the past
of any politician of the world reveals an ugly truth,
so grotesque that it deprives him of the moral right
to be even the representatives of even hell-dwellers.
The murky morbid world of politics has parasites that
are unbridled and spare none at all. In this world
there is always an opportunity for the mud-slingers
out there to exercise their throwing arm and the ones
with dirt on their faces, envious of the virtuous ones
successfully offer temptations to self-destruct.

In this world, elected officials directly or
indirectly cause the death of an individual every
second. Corruption claims a million bucks every
minute. In this world there are opportunities aplenty,
the only thing that one has to do is seize the
opportunities available. Politics is a vast field inhabited
by a varied lot. Some genuinely care about their
people and tussle for their rights but are
uncompromising and unmoved when it comes to the
causes of others. Some are in search of the adulation
of the masses, the thrill of speaking in front of a sea
of humanity, and the challenges of the most notorious
job in the world. Some are here just because they
can’t go anywhere else. All these people cannot
achieve one-way traffic all the road to progress. They
are congesting the road.

Just don’t get me started on Indian politics. The
Advanis, the Sanjay Gandhis, the Bal Thackerays are
there for all to see. You see, sight is not such a glorious
gift after all. History has taught us that we learn
nothing from history, but still it does not hurt to
flick through the pages of the times gone by. We’ve
had great kings who were superb at warring,
distinguished visitors proficient in looting (remember
Ghazni?) and of course literary luminaries who
fashioned works such as the Mahabharata. No wonder
that we’ve been blessed with leaders who make long
speeches which no one can comprehend (but which

Light Reading

Archith Mohan, XI A
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plenty of simpletons lap up), leaders who are well
capable of squabbling among themselves for fictional
reasons for hours and hours but cannot win in an
argument with a literate chimpanzee and leaders who
name themselves along the lines of Silvio “Corrupt”
Berlusconi and Thaksin “Shady” Sinawatra.

No wonder India is still stuck on the footpath
adjoining the highway to progress. The headless
chickens (I mean no friends in the media) at the helm
ain’t got any idea how to transcend party politics.
Opposing for the sake of opposing surely serves no
purpose. One episode in Indian politics which
particularly irked me is the Rama Setu controversy.
The BJP initiated the Sethusamudram project but they
saw the danger to the Rama Setu only when the UPA
started working on it. This country has no future.

I do dream that one day will witness the
extinction of the political race and then political

parties will become defunct. I do dream that elections
will be eliminated and precious public money will be
invested to make life better for the people and not to
bring pests to power. I dream of a world where people
do not have to donate to fund organisations who use
the money to spread false propaganda and furnish
themselves while there are billions whom they can
help in countless ways. I hope for a revolution of the
kind man has never seen before.

The facts and figures that I have listed in this
article may not have citations, but sadly there is a
good chance that these may be understatements. Your
wondering why this article was titled career guidance,
well, why shouldn’t it be? After all it tells you not to
be a politician, that is, if you want some respect.
And by the way, sincere apologies to all you
literate chimps out there.                                                  

She protected you for ten months in her womb
and after that she made sure that the protection
was no less. She fed you from her own breasts

and after that she made sure that you never went hungry.
She cooked for you, clothed you, prayed for you and
loved you. She gave whatever was good and necessary
for you. She spent everything on you. She never for-
got to wake you up in the morning nor did she ever
forget to bid you good night every night. She often
feared whether you might take the wrong course and
even if you did tread the devil's path, she never dis-
liked you. She just prayed for you even more. You
listened to her when you were a kid but when you
grew up, you felt that she ought to listen to you. You
demanded lots from her. At times, maybe unknow-
ingly, you have shouted at her. Yet, she never com-
plained. She didn't panic when the vegetable-knife
hurt her. But she did, when your first tooth fell. She

The person who never left you…

was with you to hear your sorrows and joys but you
thought not to share it with her. She paid the tele-
phone bills however high even if you were the only
person who used it. When you were at work, she called
you a million times to know if you were fine. You
chose to ignore them but she never gave up. You felt
your friends were more necessary. You lost your job.
Your friends left you. But your mother didn't. She
found you new jobs. You even forgot to thank her.
Your mother found you a good girl, but you had found
your own. She ditched you after a small fight. But
your mother begged her not to leave. Still she left.
But your mother didn't. She stayed with you, sup-
ported you, and did the daily chores. And one she
was on her bed, about tom accept god's call. The call
came and she went. Days went by. And then you
realised… that your mother was your best friend!    

Nivin Bennet, 12 B
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The preparations for the drama started with the
hunt for the perfect theme. And all the Chemistry
and English classes were changed into

brainstorming sessions. People came up with serious
themes to comical themes to themes that were way
out of this earth.

We finally stuck to the theme which was rather
philosophical and serious. It was about the search
for the perfect Indian. There were a lot of hurdles to
cross to make this a reality. It required careful planning
and proper execution. But as time was a limiting
factor we decided to go for an alternative theme.
And after another session of brainstorming and mixing
up of all the random ideas of the class including the
mafia, the corrupt government, a prominent lady
character, and the supernatural we had another theme.
Our class was a melting pot of singers, creatively
inclined guys, orators, actors and the tech savvy
people. In short we had the correct mix required for a
perfect drama. We were sure that we would be able to
present a drama that would be etched in the viewers’
minds.

That was how Uday Shetty, Dr Sandhya
Vadakekandathil, Steve “Ironknuckle” Irwin and Abu
Ben Adhem came on stage. Now came the challenging
part of writing the script and rehearsing. All the
rehearsals were fun packed and the actual script was
improvised heavily by the spontaneity of the actors
which came out during the rehearsals. We wanted to

put something on stage that would make people think,
‘Hey……that’s different from all the dramas that I’ve
seen’, and without making them go crazy. And viola!
The idea of a shadow play involving Jesus Christ and
Mahatma Gandhi was born.

Tuitions were cut, holidays were sacrificed and
afternoon naps were interrupted. The target was as
usual – ‘The best’. Actors did splendidly well during
the rehearsals. Everybody knew all the parts. When
someone or the other couldn’t make it to a rehearsal,
others neatly filled in for the actors to practise. Props
and costumes were ‘finalised’ and changed every now
and then. The last week before the school day was
tension-filled. There were doubts about how the
shadow play would turn out to be on stage. There
were also doubts regarding whether some of the
rehearsal’s highly performing actors would come out
well on stage in front of a huge crowd. But these
were sorted out fast and by Thursday, every one had
several stints on stage and the confidence ran high.

And came the day. Final rehearsals and random
dialogue delivery were replaced by photo sessions
and casual talk. And it was time…..scene one saw
the angel writing down the names of people who
loved the lord and to whom the lord actually
reciprocated. The questions of Abu were answered by
the angel Gabriel who showed him showing figments
from the life of a doctor who did not waver from the
path of righteousness and a thug who repented for

Redumption Reassured
Abin K. Alex, 11 A.

Rohin Moses, 11 A.



94

his sins. They believed in themselves and thereby the
Almighty. This was followed by the acting out of
scenes in which the doctor was harassed by the corrupt
politician Uday Shetty. The scenes that followed showed
the life of a thug who was struck with the realiSation of
how cruel his actions really were. The thug repented for
his deeds and begged for the mercy of god.

The multimedia presentations exemplified the
lives of Jesus Christ and Mahatma Gandhi. But the
angel goes on to show the suffering they had to go
through inspite of their countless good deeds. The
shadow plays showed the sad end to the two noble
lives.

“but their good deeds are etched onto memory’s
whitest marble”.

But echo played spoilsport to our dream of a
perfect drama. Audience sitting at the back of the
auditorium couldn’t comprehend clearly due to the
echoing of the sound. But that was shadowed by the
scintillating acting prowess showcased by the
students. Even the principal congratulated a few of
the actors in person. The angel portrayed by Archith

Mohan was one of the many things that stood out in
the drama. The flying effect of the angel created by
the host of technicians from our class was appreciated
by the audience.

The drama had its fair share of lighter moments.
In the doctor scene where Uday Shetty threatens
Doctor Sandhya, Sandhya finds out that she did not
have a mike and was looking towards the side stage
and showing actions to inform us that she did not
have a mike and at the same time trying to look
bewildered at the threats from uday. And from that
arose a new facial expression which cannot be
replicated by anyone.

It was indeed a team effort and the floor manager
Ravishankar did his job perfectly. Thus were able to
produce one of the best acting showcases in the past
ten years. The same people who were tagged as the
most irresponsible people came up with one of the
best dramas ever!

Forty minutes of unparalleled attention and
applause….that was enough for us… all those
sleepless nights…it made us a part of history.     

What are the advantages of cellphones? What a
silly question? … Eh. We use cellphones to
call people who are miles away from us. Text

them, listen to music etc. Well are these the only
advantages of the cellphones? Well like anything man
has made, the cellphone has a lot of disadvantages
too. Even though the numbers of disadvantages are
less, the impact is very big. In today's world,
cellphones are more of a necessity than a luxury.
Prolonged using of the phone will result in the gradual
decrease of a person's hearing capability and may even
cause cerebral disorders. A more common disadvantage
is how it causes automobile accidents. Suppose we
are driving a car or a bike and suddenly the phone
starts ringing and you attend it and this course of
events results in a broken arm or leg or even cost you
your life. Moreover misuse of camera phones are on he
rise today. This is just the tip of an iceberg, yet
cellphone is a necessity today. Whatever the cellphone
does its only due to the ten fingers which unfortunately
or fortunately are under our control.

Anand Jyothi A, 7B

CELL PHONES
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Xp≈n-°-fn-°p∂ sh≈-Øp-≈n-Iƒ,

]qag km{μ-ambn s]bvXn-dßn.

sh¨]p-X-∏n-\m¿{Z-ambn XqIp∂,

sNdp-a-g-]-£n-Iƒ IqSn-dßn.

Imdpw, tImfpw. BIm-i-Kw-Kbpw,

kmbm-”-ho-Yn-bn¬ tIm¿Øn-Wßn.

Ccp-fns‚ hm\hpw, Ipfn-cns‚ Imehpw,

D’m-l-Ko-X-Øn-S-ºp-I-fmbv.

NnX-dn-sØ-dn-°p-I-bmWo \\p-sam-´p-Iƒ,

Incm-Xamw ]mcn\¶-W-Øn¬

hnXdn s]dp-°p-I-bmWm I¿j-I≥,

I\Iw hnf-bp∂ s\¬∏m-S-ß-fn¬

]q°-sf-gp-t∂‰p; amcn-hn-√n≥

kz]v\-tim-`-km-{μamw Imsem-®-bn¬.

EXp-°-fp-gn-™n´p hm\-hn-]-©nI,

tXßemw ams‰m-en-®ofv t]mse.

B\-μ-[o-ccmw I¿Ω-tbm-≤m-°-fXm,

`qan-bn¬ \rØw Nhn-´o-Sp∂p!

D’hw sIm≠m-Sp-I-bmWm am\-h¿,

\n≥ hc-hns‚ hnIm-c-hp-ambv.

lm! lm! hm\-a-WvU-eta!

]qØn-d-ßpao ag X≥ Ipan-f-Iƒ

\n≥ cu{Z-Xtbm? timI km{μ-Xtbm?

AtXm kt¥m-j-k-¥m-]-kw-L¿jtam?

Imew IS-∂mepw, am\w ad-∂mepw,

tXmcmsX s]øpao Im¿ta-Lhpw

ÿnc-X-bn-√m-sØmcp `qanbn-se∂pw

ÿnc-X-bp-≈Xpw \nß-ft√m.

ag
hnjvWp taml≥, X - B

k¶-S-°-S-en∂dp-Xn-bm-Ip-s∂mcp

]pXnb {]`mXw kvt\lw

a\- ns‚ tImhn-en¬ {]Xn-jvT-bm-Ip∂

]c-a-]p-Wyamw kvt\lw

Icp-W-kz-cq-]n-Wn-bm-Ip∂p kvt\lw

a\- n\v km¥z\w kvt\lw

A\-¥-km-K-c-am-Ip∂p kvt\lw

Hcp Imcp-Wy-°-S¬ kvt\lw

inip-hn\v AΩ-X≥ emf\ kvt\lw

s\©n¬ t\cp≈ tXmg\pw kvt\lw

GsXm-cm-]-Ønepw \sΩ XpW-bv°p∂

XmßmWv XW-emWv kvt\lw

Zmln-°p-∂-h-s\m-cn‰v Zml-Pew t]m¬

Ahn-`m-Py-am-Ip∂p kvt\lw

t\mhv ]I-cm-sØm-c-ºmWv kvt\lw

F{X at\m-lcw kvt\lw

\nXy-l-cn-Xamw A\p-`hw kvt\lw

I\¬°m-´nse Pe-amWv kvt\lw

F{X h¿Æn-®mepw aXn-h-cm-sØmcp

km¥z\ kmao]yw kvt\lw

Im\¬ Pew
hnthIv _n. IrjvW≥, VIII- B

IhnX
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B\-μ-hm-ln\n, Bizm-k-cq-]nWn

\o sNmcnbpw h¿j aWn-Iƒ

kncm·n hml-Øm¬ ]pf-bp∂

]mcn\v Aar-Xn≥ ]pX-∏m-Ip∂p.

\q¬s]m-´n-bp-\ncpw apØp IWs°

sXdn®p hogpw \n≥ apØp-Iƒ

sh¥v ]pIbpw a¨Ø-cn-Iƒ°v

Bizm-kamw I\n-hm-Ip∂p.

ag-sh≈w HgpIpw \Sp-ho-Yn-bn-se√mw

Ifn-sh≈w apßnbpw s]mßnbpw Hgp-Ip∂p

Hgp-In-a-dbpw sIm®-cp-hn-I-fn¬

Ip´n-®p-h-Sp-Iƒ \rØ-am-So-Sp∂p.

Ce-I-fn¬ X´n-sØ-dn°pw Xp≈n-Iƒ

ap√-sam´p t]m¬ tim`n-°p∂p

Ah-bp-≠m°pw Cfw Ipfn¿a-bn¬

F∂p≈w ]pf-I-Øm¬ XpSn-®o-Sp∂p.

ImgvN-X≥ PmeIw AS™q F≥ ap∂n¬

C\nbo ImgvN-Iƒ F≥ Hm¿Ω am{Xw

B\-μ-°-S-en¬ apßnb F≥ a\w

ZpxJ-Øn≥ \mf-Øn-\m¬ Bfn-°Øn.

IÆp-Iƒ A‘-ambn I¨ap\ Xa- n-embn

F≥ a\w ZpxJ-Øm¬ Bfn-°Øn.

]pf-I-]q¿Æamw B kpJm-\p-`-h-ßƒ

AXns\ \odn-∏p-Ibpw I\-em°n

\nd-I-tÆmsS kvacn-°p∂p Rm≥ Ft∂m¿Ωsb

F≥ Ccp-´ns\ AI‰pw sNdp-\m-fsØ

F≥ Pnhs‚ sNdp kv]μhpw \ne°pw hsc

Ft∂m¿Ω, F≥ Bfl-s\m-ºcw.

ag-bn¬ \ns∂mcp

s\mºcw

iyma-{]-Imiv Fw.Fkv, IX - C

Acp-hn-bn¬ Hgp-Ip∂ tX\mWv kvt\lw

_‘-ßƒ tN¿°pw ae-cmWv kvt\lw

Ipfn¿Im-‰n-e-enbpw lna-amWv kvt\lw

am\-h¿ sImXn°pw a[p-c-amWv kvt\lw

amXr-lr-Z-b-Øn¬ \nd-amWv kvt\lw

DÆn-X≥ a\- n≥ Aar-XmWv kvt\lw

an{X-ßƒ ]¶nSpw \∑-bmWv kvt\lw

ssZhw sNmcn-™nSpw Acp-hn-bmWv kvt\lw

]q°ƒ t]m¬ at\m-l-c-amWv kvt\lw

kao-c≥ t]m¬ Ah¿Æ-\o-b-amWv kvt\lw

KK\w t]m¬ hnkvXr-X-amWv kvt\lw

Xmc-ßƒ t]m¬ kpμ-c-amWv kvt\lw

DÆn-X≥ a\- p-t]m¬ \n¿Ω-e-amWv kvt\lw

]´p-t]m¬ ta∑-tb-dnSpw sh¨a-bmWv kvt\lw

]pjv]w t]m¬ hncn-™nSpw Ag-ImWv kvt\lw

ie`w t]m¬ ]d°pw kpK-‘-amWv kvt\lw

kakvX temIhpw Hcp t]mse sImXn°pw,

Hcp Znhyamw tXP- mWv kvt\lw

temI-Øn≥ \∑-I-tf-¥nSpw sXmg-\mWv kvt\lw

a\p-jy-lr-Z-b-Øn≥ ASn-ÿm-\-amWv kvt\lw

a\p-jy-Po-hn-X-Øn≥ XqWmWv kvt\lw

cm°n-fn-∏m-´p-t]m¬ a[p-c-amWv kvt\lw

Cuiz-c≥ X∂ \n[n-bmWv kvt\lw

Rms\∂pw sImXn-®nSpw \∑-bmWv kvt\lw.

Hgp-Ip∂ kvt\lw

hna¬ ]n. tXmakv, VIII - B
IhnX
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Ccpƒ aqSnb hgn-bn-eqsS Abmƒ th®p th®p

\S∂p. Abmƒ XnSp-°-Øn-em-bn-cp∂p. shfn-®sØ

\n{K-ln-°p∂ A‘-Im-c-Øns‚ i‡n-Iq-Sn-°qSn

h∂p. Abm-fpsS ap∂n¬ Hcp e£y-ta-bp-≠m-bn-

cp-∂p≈p. AXn-te°v Abmƒ IpXn-°p-I-bm-bn-

cp∂p.

Ccpƒ aqSmØ hgn-bn-eqsS Abmƒ HmSp-I-bm-

bn-cp∂p. Abmƒ XnSp-°-Øn-em-bn-cp∂p. kZm-t\-

chpw Nncn-°p-∂-hs‚ shfn®w Abmƒ°v i‡n

\¬In. ]mZ-ßƒ°v t]md-te¬°m-Xn-cn-°m≥

Abmƒ XpI¬®-∏-ep-I-fn-´n -cp∂p. Abm-fpsS

ap∂n¬ Hcp e£y-ta-bp-≠m-bn-cp-∂p≈p. AXn-

te°v Abmƒ IpXn-°p-I-bm-bn-cp∂p.

Bip-]-{Xn-bpsS hmXn¬ X≈n-Øp-d∂v Abm-

tfmSn, \n¿ØmsX HmSn. HSp-hn¬ aq∂mw \ne-bn¬

A©mw apdn-bpsS ap∂n¬ Abmƒ \n∂p. AI-

tØ°v Ib-dp-∂-Xn-\p-apºv XpI¬ N-∏-ep-Iƒ Ducn

am‰n. Xs‚ Ip™ns\ ImWm≥ Abmƒ°p XnSp-

°-ambn. F∂m¬..... Ip™p-ß-tf-bm-W-bmƒ

I≠Xv..... Cc-´-°p-´n-Iƒ... ""\nß-fpsS A≤zm-\-

Øn\v Cc´n aqeyw''

Iøv hf-cp-∂pt≠m, Im¬ hf-cp-∂pt≠m F∂v

Abmƒ t\m°n-s°m-t≠-bn-cp∂p. AXp-am-{X-a√.,

sNhn hf¿∂mepw, aq°v hf¿∂mepw Abmƒ°v

B\-μ-am-bn-cp∂p. Znh-khpw ]Øv sIm´ kvt\lw

Abmƒ Ah-tcm-tcm-cp-Ø¿°pw \¬In. IqSmsX

c≠v sIm´ hm’-eyhpw aq∂v sIm´ ]Whpw \mev

sIm´ DΩ-Ifpw.......

h¿j-ßƒ t]mbXv Abmƒ Adn-™n√.

kvt\l-Øn\pw hm’-ey-Øn\pw Ipd-hn-√m-bn-cp∂p.

F∂m¬ ]W-Øns‚ sIm´ Ipd™p h∂p. Ip´n-

Iƒ Ct∏mƒ bphm-°-fmbn. Bh-iy-Øn\v ss]k-

bn√ F∂ ]cmXn. Np‰nepw \me©p kpμ-cn-am-

Io.... Io.... Io.... Io....

ct√ D≈Xv? In´nb Nm≥kv If-btWm? a°ƒ

c≠p-t]cpw A—s\ ]ngn™p.

h¿j-ßƒ t]mbXv. Abmƒ Adn™p. a°ƒ

Xt∂m-Sp-ff ISw ho´n-b-sX-ß-s\-b∂pw Abmƒ°v

C°m-e-a-{Xbpw sIm≠v a\- n-embn. CW-°nfn

IqSp-hn´v ]c-temIw ]qIn-b-Xn-\m¬ a°-fpsS

F®n¬ Xs∂ icWw F∂ KXn. c≠v h¿j-Øn-

\p-≈n¬ c≠p-t]cpw c≠p-t]sc sh®p sI´n˛sI´-

gn®p.... Ien-Imew !

Abmƒ th®p sIm≠n-cp∂p. Ccp-hsc e£y-

Øn-se-Øn-bn√. ""C\n-sb{X \mƒ... t\cw...?''

Abmƒ kzbw tNmZn®p. {]`m-X-In-c-W-ßƒ Xs‚

t\sc ]Xnb t\m°n-b-t∏mƒ Abmƒt°m¿Ω

h∂Xv Xs‚ a°ƒ s]¨°p-´n-Isf "ssk‰-Sn-°p-

∂-XmWv'.

HSp-hn¬ Abmƒ FØn. ac-ß-fn¬ ]£n-I-

fn-√m-bn-cp∂p. F√m-hcpw {]mX-en-\mbn t]mbn-cn-

°p∂p. Xs‚ ap∂n-ep≈ Iq´n-te°v Abmƒ

t\m°n. Bh-iy-Øn\v NqSv \¬Im≥ Abmƒ°v

km[n-®n-´p≠v F∂-bmƒ°v tXm∂n.

s]s´∂v Fs¥m s]m´n-h-cp∂ i_vZw...

Abmƒ ImtXm¿Øp.... AXv Cu Iq´n¬ \n∂m-

bn-cp∂p...... Abm-fpsS IÆp-Iƒ hnS¿∂p.... Hcp

sNdnb Xe ]pdØv h∂p........ ]ns∂bpw sNdnb

Xe-Iƒ h∂p-sIm-≠n-cp∂p......

"Io Io Io Io Io Io Io.................'

B ]£n-°p-™p-ßƒ Abmsf hnfn®p.

F∂m¬ Abm-fXv tI´n√.... Abmƒ tI´Xv........

""A—m........A—m...........A—m.......''

]nXr-Xz-Øn-te°v Abmƒ ho≠pw \S∂p

\oßn.

Acp¨ kpZ¿i≥, XI - A

IY
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a\p-jy-cmin C∂v hf¿®-bpsS G‰hpw AXyp-∂-

X-amb Hcp t{iWn-bn-emWv. I¬]-\m-Xo-X-amb

ImesØ Im´p a\p-jy-\n¬ \n∂pw Ah≥ Gsd

hf¿∂p Ign™p. C∂v Cu ]mcnSw apgp-h≥

Ahs‚ Im¬°o-gn¬ HXp-ßp∂p. F∂m¬ Cu

Ahn-iz-k-\o-b-amb {]bm-W-Øn¬ ]e KpW-

ßfpw, ]e ta∑-Ifpw Ah\v \„-s∏´p sIm≠n-

cp∂p. AXn¬ ssItamiw h∂p t]mbXv Ahs‚

kwXr]vXnbmWv.

{]apJ kmº-ØnI imkv{X-⁄-\m-bn-cp∂

B[p-\n-I-X-bpsS

IpsØm-gp-°n¬

∂n√. AXv C\nbpw thWw. Hcp Xc-Øn¬ ]d-

™m¬ Cu AXr]vXn Hcp KpW-amWv. F∂m¬

adp-]pdw hc®p tN¿Øm¬, tZmj-hp-amWv.

AXr-]vXn-bpsS KpW-h-i-ßƒ Xs∂ \ap°v

BZyw N¿® sNømw. AXr-]vXn-sb∂ Hcp LS-I-

amWv I≠p-]n-Sp-Ø-ß-fn¬ \n∂pw I≠p-]n-Sp-Ø-

ß-fn-te°v hf-cm≥ Ahs\ t{]cn-∏-®Xv. Cu

AXr]vXn `mhw C√m-bn-cp-∂p-sh-¶n¬ PohnXw

C∂v Hcp-]mSp amdn-t∏m-tbs\. shdpw Hcp Ce-

Iv{Sn°v _ƒ_v sIm≠v \Ωƒ kam-[m-\n-®n-cp-∂p-

sh-¶n¬ C∂sØ Sn.hnbpw Iºyq-́ -dp-sams° Fhn-

sS-bm-Ip-am-bn-cp∂p? B[p-\nI a\p-jys‚ Zn\-N-

cy-I-tfbpw {Ia-kw-hn-[m-\-ß-tfbpw Hcp ]t£

AXr]vXn XI¿sØ-dn-t™t\ IqSp-X¬ Adn-

bm\pw, IqSp-X¬ t\Sm-\p-ap≈ a\p-jys‚ Zml-

Øn\v Imc-W-am-bXv AXr]vXn F∂ Dƒt{]-cW

Xs∂-bmWv. sa®-s∏´ hkv{X-ß-tfbpw, \nb-{¥-

Wm-Xo-X-amb Ce-t{Œm-Wn°v D]-I-c-W-ß-sfbpw

AXn-i-tbm‡n DW¿Øp∂ ]ptcm-K-a-\-sØbpw

Cu AXr]vXn hf-an´p hf¿Øn. B hf-an-S¬

Xs∂-bmWv. B[p-\nI a\p-jys\ ho≠p ho≠pw

hf¿®-bn-te°v \bn®p sIm≠n-cn-°p-∂Xv.

F∂m¬ ]q¿Æ-ambpw KpW-ßsf Du´n-bp-d-

∏n-°m≥ hcs´. AXr]vXn ]e-t∏mgpw Hcp Ccp-

Xe hmfmbn amdm-dp≠v. H∂nepw Xr]vX-\m-ImØ

B[p-\nI a\p-jy≥ ]e A]m-b-ß-tfbpw hnfn®p

hcp-Øp∂p. AXn¬ G‰hpw henb hn]Øv ]Xn-

bn-cn-°p-∂Xv {]Ir-Xn-sb∂ h{Pm-bp-[-Øn¬ Xs∂-

bmWv. F¥n-t\m-Sp-ap≈ a\p-jys‚ Aan-X-amb

AXr]vXn, F√m Bh-iy-ß-fp-tSbpw aqe Imc-W-

amb {]Ir-Xn-bpsS k¥p-en-Xm-h-ÿsb Xmfw

sX‰n-°p∂p. Hgn-®p-Iq-Sm-\m-hmØ ]e hkvXp-°-

fp-tSbpw hwi-\m-i-Øn\v CXv Imc-W-am-Ip∂p.

{]Ir-Xn-bpsS k¥p-en-Xm-hÿ Xmdp-am-dm-bXp

sIm≠v {]Ir-Xn-t£m-̀ -ßfpw a\p-jy-\n-te°v h∂-

Sp-°p∂p. temI-sa-ºmSpw \miw hnX® Hcp kp\man

\Ωƒ I≠p. Cu ÿnXn XpS¿∂m¬ ]e kp\m-

an-Ifpw `qI-º-ßfpw {]Ir-Xn-Zp-c-¥-ß-fp-sams°

\mw ImtW-≠n-hcpw.

C∂sØ B[p-\nI kaq-l-Øn\v DX-Ip∂

Hcp kz`m-h-ssh-in-„y-amWv AXr]vXn. F∂m¬

KpW-ßfpw tZmj-ßfpw Htc Af-hn¬ Xs∂

AXr]vX `mh-Øn¬ IqSn-°-e-cp∂p. AXp-sIm≠v

Xs∂ CXn\v hy‡-amb Hcp ]cn-lmcw \n¿t±-in-

°m≥ B¿°p-am-In√. F∂m¬ H∂p-d-∏mWv ˛ a\p-

jy-\p-≈n-S-tØmfw Imew AXr-]vXnbpw Cu [cn-

{Xn-bn¬ \ne-sIm≈pw.

s{]m^. entbm-W¬ tdm_n≥kv Xs‚ Hcp ]pkvX-

I-Øn¬ Cßs\ Ipdn-®n-Sp-I-bp-≠mbn˛ ""temIw

F∂pw Ft∏mgpw Fß-s\bpw hf¿∂p-sIm-≠n-

cn°pw, AXn-s\m∏w a\p-jy-s\∂ AXpey P∑-

Øns‚ Bh-iy-ßfpw. C∂sØ B[p-\nI

ImeØv a\p-jys‚ Bh-iy-ßƒ A\n-b-{¥n-X-

amWv, A o-a-amWv.'' F{X al-Ømb Hcp B]vX-

hm-Iy-amWv tdm_n≥kv  shfn-®Øp sIm≠ph∂Xv!!

C∂sØ temIØv t\Sm≥ Ign-bm-Ø-Xmbn

H∂p-an√. F¥pw Ft∏mƒ thW-sa-¶nepw e`y-am-

Ip∂p. Ah-sb√mw hmßn-°q-´m≥ [mcmfw \c-P-

∑-ßfpw, Cu temIØv C\n F¥v ]ptcm-K-Xn-

bmWv t\Sm-\p-≈Xv? B¿`m-S-Øn\pw A∏p-d-Øp≈

Hcp Pohn-X-ssi-en-bt√, a\p-jy≥ C∂p ]n¥p-S-

cp -∂Xv? F∂m¬ t]mepw AXr]vXn F∂

k¶o¿Æ-Pzcw \Ωƒ a\p-jy-cn¬, Hcp {]`m-k-ambn

Ifn-bm-Sp∂p. Ct∏mƒ In´p∂ kuI-cy-ßƒ H∂pw

\ap°v t]mcm, F∂ coXn-bn-emWv s]cp-am‰w cq]-

s∏-Sp-∂Xv. ̀ £-W-Øn¬ XpSßn Iºyq-´-dn¬ Ah-

km-\n-°p∂ H∂p-sam∂pw Ahs\ Xr]vX-\m-°p-

hnjvWp taml≥, X - B

teJ\w
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]{X-ßƒ \ΩpsS an{X-ß-fmWv. AXn\v Hcp kwi-

bhpw C√. cmhnse Fgp-t∂-‰m¬ \Ωƒ t\m°p-

∂Xv \ΩpsS ]{X-amWv. Hcp Im∏nbpw IpSn®v ]{Xw

hmbn-®n-s√-¶n¬ B Znhkw icn-bm-In√ F∂v

Fs‚ A—≥ ]d-bm-dp≠v. Sn.hn C√mØ hoSp-

Iƒ°v CXv Hcp hc-Zm-\-amWv. \ap°pw CXv {]tbm-

P\w sNøpw. Hcp hm¿Ø \mw hmbn-®m¬ AXv

a\- n¬ \n¬°pw. ]{X-Ønse hm¿Ø-Iƒ \ap°v

sh´n-hbv°mw. ]s£ Sn.hn sb sh´m≥ ]‰n-√t√m.

]{X-ßƒ \ap°v D]-tbm-K-{]-Z-amb Hcp-]mSv Imcy-

ßƒ \sΩ Adn-bn-°p∂p. G‰hpw hne Ipd™

Hcp am[y-a-amWv ]{Xw. Cu temIØv \S-°p∂ Agn-

a-Xn-Iƒ, {][m\ kw -̀h-ßƒ, {][m\ hy‡n-I-sf-

°p-dn-®p≈ hm¿Ø-Iƒ, \√ ]pkvX-I-ß-sf-°p-dn-

®p≈ dnhyq-Iƒ, kn\n-a-I-fpsS ]ckyw km[-\-ß-

fpsS ]ckyw F∂n-h-sb√mw ]{X-ß-fn¬ hcp∂p.

\mw ]{Xw hmbn-®m¬ thsd-bp-ap≠v KpW-

ßƒ. \ΩpsS `mj, kv^pSX F∂nh \∂mIpw.

IqSp -X¬ ]pXnb ]Z -ßƒ \ap°v a\- n -

emIpw.kvIqfp-I-fn¬ ]Tn-°p-∂-Xn-ep-]cn \ap°v

IqSp-X¬ Imcy-ßƒ Adn-bm≥ Ign-bp∂p. \ΩpsS

temI-hn-⁄m\w h¿≤n-°p∂p. ]{X-Øns‚ KpWw

Fs¥-∂m¬ AXv `mhn D]-tbm-K-Øn-\mbn

kq£n®v hbv°mw. t{]mP-Iv‰n-\mbn hm¿Ø-Iƒ,

]S-ßƒ F∂nh sh´n-sb-Sp°mw. ]s£ Sn.hn

bnepw Iºyq-´-dnepw Cßs\ sNøm≥ Ign-bn√.

]‰p-sa-¶n¬ Xs∂ AXv Hcp Kpep-am-emWv. Ioibpw

Imen-bmIpw. C‚¿s\-‰n¬ t\m°Ww, {]ns‚-Sp-

°Ww. Fs¥ms° ]Wn-bmWv!

]s£ Hcp \mW-b-Øns‚ c≠v hi-ap-≈Xp

t]mse Xs∂ ]{X-Øn\pw Nne Ipg-∏-ß-fp≠v.

Xte Znh-ksØ hm¿Ø am{Xta Adn-bm≥

Ignbq. hm¿Ø-Iƒ Adn-bp-tºmƒ Xma-kn°pw.

Nne-t∏mƒ ]{X-ßƒ A]-hm-Z-ßƒ {]N-cn-∏n°pw.

\S-°mØ Imcy-ßƒ {]N-cn-∏n°pw. a‰p≈hsc

Ifn-bm°n Im¿´q-Wp-Iƒ hcbv°pw. ]ns∂ Ipsd

cm{„o-bhpw. F\n-°n-sX√mw tZjy-amWv!

]s£ ]{X-Øn\v thsd KpW-ß-fp-ap≠v. a‰v

am[y-a-ß-fn¬ C√mØ Hcp Imcyw IqSn-bp≠v.

Im¿´q-WpIƒ `mhn Bh-iy-Øn-\mbn tiJcn®p

hbv°mw. ]ns∂ F\n-°n-jvS-ap≈ Hcp Imcyw IqSn-

bp≠v. D]-tbmKw Ign™v ]{Xw hn‰p In´p∂ Imiv

Fs‚ Ioi-bn¬!

Ft∏mgpw Hcp Imcyw sNøpI. \√ Imcy-ßƒ

hmbn-°pI. sNøpI.

hmbn®v hf-cpI.

]{X-ßƒ \ΩpsS an{X-ßƒ
_me-tKm-]m¬ bp., VII - A

teJ\w
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{]]-©-Øn¬ Poh≥ \ne-\n¬°p∂ Htc-sbmcp

ÿe-amWv `qan. F∂n´pw a\p-jy-cpsS {]hr-Øn-

Iƒ ]eXpw Poh≥ \ne-\n¿Øm-\p≈ `qan-bpsS

Ign-hns\ C√m-Xm-°p∂p. {]Ir-Xnsb ]cn-K-Wn-

°msX a\p-jy≥ \S-Øp∂ hnI-k-\-{]-h¿Ø-\-

ß-fmWv Ah-bn¬ {][m\w. `mhn Xe-ap-d-bpsS

Bh-iy-ßƒ \nd-th-‰m-\p≈ km[y-Xsb \ne-

\n¿Øn thWw hnI-k\w F∂ k¶ev]w apt∂m´p

sIm≠p t]mIm≥. {]IrXn \ap°v I\n™p

\¬Inb Aaq-ey-amb kº-Øns\ \in-∏n®p

sIm≠p≈ hnI-k-\-a√ \ap°v th≠Xv.

hnI-k-\-Øn\v c≠p apJ-ß-fp≠v. cm{„-ßfpw

hy‡n-Ifpw hnI-k-\-Øn-eqsS IqSp-X¬ kº-∂-

cmbn Xocmw ]t£ hnI-k-\-Øns‚ Hmtcm ]Sn

hbv°p-tºmgpw \mw bYm¿∞ Pohn-X-Øn¬ \n∂v

AI∂p sIm≠n-cn-°p-I-bmWv. C∂v \mw ImWp∂

hnI-k\w ÿmbn-bmb H∂√ ̀ uXnIw am{X-amWv.

PohnX _‘-ßsf hnI-k\w Imcy-ambn _m[n-

°p∂p. AXv a°ƒ°v amXm-]n-Xm-°-tfm-Sp≈

_‘w kmtlm-Z-cy-_‘w, `mcy˛ `¿Ør _‘w

XpS-ßn-b-h-bpsS AIew h¿≤n-∏n-°p∂p.

B¿`m-S-Øn\pw s]mß-®-Øn\pw Pohn-X-sØ-

°mƒ ÿm\w \¬Ip-∂-h-cmWv C∂v Cu kaq-l-

Øn¬ D≈Xv. X\n°v a‰p-≈-h-sc-°mƒ Hcp ]Sn

Db¿∂p \n¬°Ww F√m-hcpw Xs‚ Xmsg-bm-bn-

cn-°Ww F∂ `mh-amWv Ah¿°p-≈Xv. AXn-

\mbn F{X ]Ww apS-°m\pw Ah¿ Xøm-dm-Ip∂p.

a\p-jy-Po-hn-X-Øn¬ Hgn®p IqSm-\m-hmØ H∂mWv

samss_¬ t^mWp-Iƒ. CXv shdpw BUw-_-c-

hnI-k-\-Øns‚ X≈n-°-b-‰-Øn¬
\„-s∏-Sp∂

am\p-jnI aqey-ßƒ

amWv. CXv am\p-jnI hnNm-c-ß-tfbpw hnIm-c-ß-

fp-sSbpw Bgw Ipdbv°pw sNdp-InS hyh-km-bn-

Isf kmc-ambn _m[n® Hcp Imcy-amWv BtKm-f-

h-XvI-cWw. BtKm-f-h-Xv°-c-W-Øn¬ Cu temIw

Xs∂ Hcp hymh-km-bnI tI{μ-ambn amdp∂p.

temI-sØ-hn-sS-bp-ap≈ km[-\-ßfpw Hcp IpS-°o-

gn¬ e`y-am-°p∂p. CXv ]mh-s∏´ \qdp-I-W-°n\v

km[m-c-W-°msc _m[n®p. Ahn-sSbpw ]W-°m-

c≥ ho≠pw ]W-°m-c-\m-hp∂p. ]mh-s∏-´-h¿

ho≠pw ]mh-s∏-´-hm-\m-Ip∂p. Ch-sbms° hnI-

k-\-Øns‚ tZmj-amWv.

Hcp A≥]Xv h¿jw ]nt∂m´p t\m°n-bm¬

As∂m∂pw hr≤-k-Z-\-ßƒ C√m-bn-cp∂p. AXn-

s‚-sbm∂pw Bh-iy-an-√m-bn-cp∂p. C∂X√ ÿnXn.

hr≤-k-Z-\-ß-fpsS FÆw {Iam-Xo-X-ambn h¿≤n®p

hcp∂p. temIsØ sh´n-]n-Sn-°m-\p≈ a\pjys‚

bm{X-bn¬ Xs∂ hf¿Øn-h-ep-Xm-°nb amXm-]n-

Xm-°sf Dt]-£n-°p∂p. ]≠p Ime-ß-fn¬

ho´nse apXn¿∂-h¿°v _lp-am-\-]-c-amb Hcp

ÿm\w D≠m-bn-cp∂p. amXm-]n-Xm-°ƒ Ah¿ Ah-

cpsS Pohn-X-Øns‚ ]Ip-Xn -`m -Khpw a°sf

hf¿Øm≥ I„v]-s]-Sp-I-bm-bn-cp∂p. F∂n´v

Ahsc kwc-£n-t°≠ ImeØv Bcpw t\m°m-

\n-√msX Dt]-£n-°-s∏-´-h¿.

Cßs\ am\p-jnI _‘-ßsf AI-‰p∂ Xc-

Øn-ep≈ hnI-k\ coXn-Iƒ \mw Hcn-°epw A\p-

h-Zn -°-cpXv B¿`m-S-Øn\pw s]mß-®-Øn\pw

Fßpw ÿm\-ap-≠m-I-cpXv.

Aizn≥ tPm¨k¨, XI - B

teJ\w
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""Ifn -®Xp aXn C\n ho´n -t°dv'' F∂mWv

]s≠ms° Ip´n-I-tfmSv ]d-™n-cp-∂Xv. F∂m¬

C∂p ]d-bp∂Xv t\sc Xncn-®mWv. ""I≠Xp aXn

, C\n ap‰-sØms° H∂p Cdßv'' ImWp-∂Xp Snhn

As√¶n¬ Iºyq-´¿. ]≠p Ifn®p Xf-cp-tºmƒ

ho´n¬°-bdpw. Cu I≠p-sIm-≠n-cn-°p-∂-h¿°p

Xf¿®-bn√. AXp-sIm≠v ap‰-Øn-d-ß≥ a\- n√.

Snhnsb Iºyq-´tdm Ip´n-I-fpsS i{Xp-h√

an{Xw Xs∂-bmWv. ]s£ A[n-I-am-bm¬ B

an{Xw i{Xp-hmIpw. Ip´n-bpsS Nn¥, `mh\, k¿K

{]{In-b°p≈ hmk\,arZpe hnIm-c-ßƒ F∂n-h-

sb√mw hngp-ßp-\\ i{Xp-hmWv.

Sn.hn bpw Iºyq-´dpw sKbvap-Ifpw C‚¿s\-‰p-

sa√mw Ip´n-bpsS temIsØ hnim-e-am°nsb∂p-

≈Xp hfsc A\pIqeamb Imcy-ß-fmWv. \m´n≥

]pdsØ Bdp hb- p-Im-c-\√, Cu \q‰m-≠nse

Bdp hb- p-Im-c≥. Ah≥ hnf-ºp∂ hn⁄m\w

tI´ A∏q-∏\pw AΩq-Ωbpw A¥w-hn-Sp∂p.

Ahs\ ]‰n-°m≥ A{X Ffp-∏-a√.

C\nbpw adp-hiw. Hcp \nb-{¥-W-hp-an-√mtX

Im¿´q¨ ]cn-]m-Sn-I-fp-sSbpw Iºyq-´¿ sKbn-ap-I-

fp-sSbpw temIØv Pohn-°p∂ Ip´n _p≤n-]-c-ambn

]n∂m°w BWv. CXns‚ Imc-W-ßƒ Ch-bmWv.

1. e£yw amdp∂p

2. F∂pw Htc Xcw sKbnw Ifn-°p-∂Xpw Htc-

Xcw Im¿´q-Wp-Iƒ ImWpIbpw sNøp∂ Ip´n

Hscm‰ hgn-bn-eq-sS-bmWv t]mIp-∂Xv.

3. arZpe hnIm-c-ßƒ \„-s∏-Sp∂p.

4. {ZpX-\o-°-ßtf Iºyq-´-dn\p Bh-iy-ap≈p.

5. IuXpIß-fn-√mØ temI-tØ-°mWv Ahs‚

bm{X.

6. A]-I-S-I-c-amb A\p-I-c-W-hm-k-\-Iƒ Ip´n-I-

fn¬ D≠m-tb°mw.

CXn¬ \n∂v tamN\w t\Sp-hm≥ th≠n \mw

Snhnbpw Iºyq-́ dpw D]-tbm-Kn-°m≥ Hcp kab{Iaw

D≠m-°Ww.

Snhn ImWm\pw Iºyq-´¿ sKbn-ap-I-fn¬

G¿s∏-Sm\pw ka-b-]-cn[n BZyta \n›-bn-°pI.

hmb\ kwKoXw, Nn{X cN\ F∂o Ie-Iƒ°p

IqSp-X¬ {]m[m\yw \¬°pI.

Snhnbpw Iºyq-´dpw D]-tbm-Kn-°p-∂-Xn-eqsS

hcp∂ {]iv\-ßƒ

1. ImgvN-ssh-Ieyw

Sn.hnbpw Iºyq -´dpw

Xe-bv°p-]n -Sn -®m¬

2. Xe-th-Z\, IÆp-th-Z\

3. IÆv Cu¿∏-c-ln-X-am-Ip∂p.

4. kyqtUm atbm-∏nb

5. £oWw Dt∑-j-°p-dhv

6. IÆn\v Akz-ÿX

7. IÆns‚ kwth-Z-\-i‡n Ipd-bp∂p.

CXn¬ \n∂v tamNn-X-cm-hm≥ Ip´n-Iƒ am{Xw

]cn-{i-an-®m¬ t]mcm, amXm-]n-Xm-°fpw {ian-°Ww.

h¿§okv kmap-h¬, 8 B

teJ\w
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Itk-cn-bn¬ InS∂ apjn™ j¿´v C´p-sIm≠v

apdn-bn¬ \n∂n-d-ßp-tºmƒ Adn-bmsX aXn-en¬

Xqßn-bm-Sp∂ IÆm-Sn-bn¬ Abm-fpsS IÆp-S°n.

F{X {ian-®mepw Xs‚ Xs∂ cq]w B IÆm-Sn-

bn¬ ImWmsX Cd-ßm≥ Ign-™n-cp-∂n√. Xs‚

\in® apJw I≠p-sIm-≠n-d-ßn-bm¬ Hcp Imcyhpw

\S-°n√m F∂-bmƒ°p Dd-∏m-bn-cp∂p. IÆm-Sn-bn¬

Xs‚ Icp-hm-fn®, tcmam-hr-X-ambn apJ-tØ°p

Xpdn®p t\m°n sIm≠v Abmƒ hmXn¬ ]q´n-bn-

dßn.

kqcys‚ NqSv AXn-I-Tn-\-am-bn-cp-s∂-¶nepw

Pohn-X-Øn¬ CXnepw ITn-\-amb ]e-Xn-t\bpw

t\cn-tS≠n h∂-Xn-\m¬ Abmsf AXv Hcev]w

t]mepw Akz-ÿ-\m-°n-bn√. Hcn-°epw Xnc-s°m-

gn -bmØ B sXcp-hns\ Abmƒ BZy-ambn

ImWp∂ BImw-£-tbmsS t\m°n. Xnc-°n-t´m-

Sp∂ B P\-km-K-c-Øns‚ \Sp-hn¬ GI-\mbn

Abmƒ \n∂p. GIm-¥X Abmƒ°v ]pXp-a-bm-

bn-cp-∂n√. AΩ-bpsS ac-W-Øn\p tijw Abmƒ

F∂pw GI-\m-bn-cp∂p. e£-°-W-°n\p a\p-jy¿

Xnßn-∏m¿°p∂ B alm-\-K-c-Øn¬ Xm≥ GI-

\m-sW∂v Hm¿Ø-t∏mƒ Abmƒ°p Nncn h∂p.

]t£ Nncn-°m≥ Abmƒ ad∂p t]mbn-cn-°p∂p!

PohnXw Hcn-°ew C{X Zpxk-l-am-Ip-sa∂v

Abmƒ Icp-Xn-bn-cp-∂n√. sNdp∏w apX¬t° ]Tn-

sXm´m-hmSn
sP.Pn. iymw\mYv, XII - A

Ø-Øn\p tijw Db¿∂ iºfw hmßp∂ Hcp

tPmen In´n, [mcmfw ]Ww kºm-Zn®v, Hcp t^mdn≥

Imdn¬ tIm´pw kq´p-sams° [cn®v bm{X sNøp∂

Hcp _nkn-\ v {]ap-J-\m-bmWv Abmƒ kzbw

kz]v\-Øn¬ \nd™p \n∂n-cp-∂Xv. kvIqƒ hnZym-

`ym-k-Øn\p tijw \nba _ncpZw t\Sn Xs‚

aI\pw Xs∂-t∏mse Adn-b-s∏-Sp∂ Hcp h°o-em-

Ip-sa∂v kz]v\w I≠ A—s\ [n°-cn®v Abmƒ

_nkn-\- n-te°v Xncn™p. Hcn-°¬ t]mepw

FXn¿°msX A—≥ Abmƒ°p Iq´p-\n¬°p

Xs∂ sNbvXp. sNbvX F√m _nkn-\ pw

s]mfn™p. sXm´-sXms° s]m∂m-°m≥ tamln®

Abmƒ sXm´-sX√mw Xpcp-ºp-]n-Sn® Ccpºp Ij-

W-ß-fmbn amdn. {ItaW B Xpcpºv Abm-fpsS

Pohn-X-Øn-te°pw ]S¿∂p. Xs‚ t]cn-ep≈ hoSpw

]dºpw ISw Xo¿°m-Ø-Xn-\m¬ _m¶p-Im¿ P]vXn

sNbvXp. hn[-h-bmb ktlm-Z-cn-bpsS H∏-amWv

AΩ Ign-™n-cp-∂Xv. AΩ D≠m-bn-cp-∂-t∏mƒ CS-

bv°nsS Xm≥ \m´n¬t∏m-Im-dp-≠m-bn-cp∂p. F√m

{]iv\-ßfpw ]d™v AΩ-bpsS aSn-bn¬ InS-°p-

tºmƒ Pohn-X-Øns‚ Cu ac-hn-∏n-\n-S-bnepw Hcp

sNdnb Bizmkw Abmƒ°v In´m-dp-≠m-bn-cp∂p.

Ij-≠n-I-bdn XpS-ßnb Abm-fpsS s\‰n-bn¬ XS-

hn-sIm≠v F√mw icn-bm-Ip-sa∂v AΩ ]d-bp-

tºmƒ Pohn-X-Øn-t\mSv s]mcp-Xm-\p≈ IcpØv

Abmƒ°v In´p-am-bn-cp∂p. ]t£ C∂v..........

Xnc-b-Sn®v Imev \\-™-t∏m-gmWv Xm≥

IS¬°-c-bn-em-sW∂v Abmƒ a\- n-em-°n-bXv.

\√ Xnc -°p≈ B IS¬°-c -bn¬ Abmƒ

At∏mgpw GI-\m-bn-cp∂p. ISe hmßm≥ Imin-

\mbn t]m°-‰n¬ X∏n-sb-¶nepw C∂se hen®p

Xo¿Ø _oUn-bpsS t]∏¿ IqSp-amt{X In´n-bp≈p.

Pohn-X-Øn¬ k¿Δhpw \„-s∏-´-h-\mbn k‘y

Nph-∏n® BIm-i-Øn-te°v t\m°n Abmƒ

InS∂p. Aßp Zqsc Abmƒ°v ImWm-am-bn-cp∂p.

....Hcp tXm¿Øp-ap≠v am{X-ap-SpØv Xs‚

ssIønse AΩ-bpsS ]nSn-hn-Sp-hn®p sIm≠v ]mS-

Øns‚ hc-ºn-eqSw Abmƒ HmSn˛ AhnsS I≠

sXm´m-hm-Sn-s®-Sn-bpsS Ce-bn¬ Abmƒ sas√ H∂p

sXm´p 'Rm≥ hWßn' F∂ a´n¬ aSßn. hoW

B Ce ho≠pw hncn-bp-∂Xpw ImØv Abmƒ B

hc-ºn¬ IpØn-bn-cp∂p.

...........XWpØ IS¬Im‰v At∏mgpw hoip-∂p-

≠m-bn-cp∂p.

IY
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AXn-{]m-No\ Imew apX¬°p Xs∂ i_vZ-ß-fp-

sSbpw `mh-ß-fp-sSbpw klm-b-tØm-Sp-IqSn Bi-

b-{]-I-S\w \S-Øm≥ a\p-jy¿ ]Tn®p Ign-™n-

cp∂p. a\p-jy-i-co-c-Øn-\p-≈n¬ Xs∂-bp≈

lrZbw, izmk-tImiw F∂o Ah-b-h-ß-fpsS

{Iaw sX‰m-sX-bp≈ Ne\w Ah\v Xmf-t_m-[-

Øn-\p≈ BZym-]m-T-ßƒ \¬In-bn-cn-°Ww. am{X-

a√ Ah\v Np‰pw \n∂pw tIƒ°p∂ a‰p i_vZ-

ßfpw, Ahs‚ kwKo-X-am-kz-Zn-°m-\p≈ tijn

h¿≤n-∏n®p. a\p-jys‚ hf¿®-bvs°m∏w Ahs‚

kwKo-X-⁄m\w hf¿∂p h∂p.

kwKo-X-sØ-°p-dn®p IqSp-X¬ a\- n-em-°m≥

BZyw Ipd®p ]Z-ßƒ \mw a\- n-em-t°-≠n-bn-cn-

°p∂p.

1. \mZw:- \mZw F∂m¬ A£-cm¿∞-Øn¬ i_vZw

F∂mWv. hyXykvX ÿmbn-I-fnepw G‰-°p-d-®n-

ep-I-tfm-sSbpw a\p-jy\v i_vZw ]pd-s∏-Sp-hn-°m≥

Ignbpw.

2. {ipXn :- {ipXnsb kwKo-X-Øns‚ AΩ-bmbn

BWv IW-°m-°p-∂Xv. {ipXn-bn-√msX ip≤

kwKoXw C√. kq£va-ambn ]d-™m¬, kwKoX

imkv{X-Øn¬ {ipXn F∂Xv, kq£va-ambpw hy‡-

ambpw tIƒ°m≥ Ign-bp∂ \mZ hnti-j-amWv.

3. kzcw:- "{ipXn ' F¥m-sW∂v GI-tZiw a\- n-

em-bm¬, "kzcw' Ffp-∏-Øn¬ a\- n-em°mw. H‰-

bvs°m-‰bv°v tIƒ°p-tºmƒ Xs∂ sNhn°v

a[p-cao \mZw....

Cºw \¬Ip∂ Nne {ipXn-Isf kzcw F∂p

hnti-jn-∏n-°p∂p. kwKo-X-Øns‚ ASn-ÿm\w

kzc-ß-fmWv `mc-Xob kwKo-X-Øn¬˛ jUvPw,

Ej`w,Km‘mcw, a[yaw, ]©aw, ss[hXw,

\njmZw F∂o t]cp-I-fnepw. k,cn,K,a,],[,\n

F∂o kw⁄-I-fnepw Adn-b-s∏-Sp∂ Ggp kzc-

ß-fmWv D≈Xv. Chsb k]vX-kz-c-ßƒ F∂p

]dbpw.

4. ÿmbn:- jUvPw, Ej`w, Km‘mcw, a[yaw,

]©aw, ss[hXw, \njmZw F∂n-ßs\ Ggp kzc-

ßƒ AS-ßn-b-XmWv Hcp ÿmbn. km[m-c-W-bmbn

aq∂p ÿmbn-I-fn-emWv kwKoXw {]tbm-Kn-°-s∏-

Sp-∂Xv. a{μ-ÿmbn, a[y-ÿmbn, Xmc-ÿmbn. Ch-

sb-°p-dn®v hni-Z-ambn ]d-bm≥ Cu teJ-\-Øn¬

Ign-bn√.

5. cmKw:- kzc-h¿Æ-ß-fm¬ Aew-Ir-X-ambn a\p-

jy-lr-Z-bsØ kt¥m-jn-∏n-°p-hm≥ ]cym-]vX-amb

[z\n hnti-j-ß-fpsS ktΩ-f-\-amWv cmKw. I¿Æm-

SI kwKo-X-Øn¬ FÆ-a‰ cmK-ß-fp-amWv. Hmtcm

cmK-Øn\pw X\-Xmb Hcp kzc-cq-]-ap≠v.

Z£n-tW-¥y≥ kwKo-X-Øn¬, cmK-ßsf P\-

I-cm-K-ß-sf∂pw, P\y-cm-K-ß-sf∂pw hI-Xn-cn-®n-

´p≠v. P\-I-cm-K-ßƒ 72 FÆ-ap≠v. Ch-bn¬

Hmtcm cmK-Øn\pw AXn-t‚-Xmb P\y-cm-K-ßfpw

D≠v.

Nne kn\nam Km\-ßfpw Ah-bpsS cmK-ßfpw

Nn{Xw Km\w cmKw

ssa°nƒ aZ-\-Im-a-cm-P≥ kpμcn \obpw, kpμ-c≥ Rm\pw tIZmcw

{]W-b-h¿Æ-ßƒ Btcm hnc¬ ao´n lwk-\mZw

aWn-Nn-{X-Ømgv ]g-¥-angv ]m´n-gbpw Blcn

aW-hm´n A„-ap-Sn-°m-b-ense tIZm¿

lcn-Ir-jvW≥kv ka-b-an-X-]q¿Δ kmbm”w \h-c-k-I-∂U

Bdmw Xºp-cm≥ lcn-ap-c-fo-chw kn‘p-ss`-chn

_mte-´≥ C∂te Fs‚ s\©nse Kucn at\m-lcn

kqcPv tkXp-am-[-h≥, X - C

teJ\w
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ae-Ifpw ImSp-Ifpw ]pg-Ifpw \nd™ \ΩpsS

{]Ir-Xn°p Fs¥mcp `wKn-bmWv! ae-I-fnse

a™pw ImSp -I-fnse arK-ßfpw ]pg-I-fpsS

XWp∏pw \ΩpsS Pohn-X-Øn\v D’m-lhpw D≥ta-

jhpw \¬Ipw. ]t£ \mw ImSp-Iƒ sh´nbpw arK-

ßsf sIm∂v hoSv h®pw {]Ir-Xn-bpsS `wKn \in-

∏n-°p-I-bm-sW∂v a\- n-em-°Ww. \ap°v Im‰pw

XWepw a‰pw Xcp∂ {]Ir-Xnsb sh´n apdn-®m¬

\ΩpsS Pohn-X-Ønepw am‰-ß-fp-≠mIpw. \ΩpsS

`wKn-bp≈ {]Ir-Xnsb kwc-£n-°m≥ \mw Ign-bp-

∂Xpw {ian-°Ww.

{]IrXn `wKn

BZ¿iv hnP-b-Ip-am¿, IV - B

cma\pw `ma\pw \√ Iq´p-Im-cm-bn-cp∂p. Ah-cpsS

hoSv ASpØSp-Øm-bn-cp∂p. Ah¿ Hcp-an-®mWv ]Tn-

®n-cp-∂Xv. Ah¿ F∂pw Ifn-°p-am-bn-cp∂p. Hcp

Znhkw Ah¿ HmSn Ifn-°p-I-bm-bn-cp∂p. HmSn, HmSn

£oWn-®-t∏mƒ Ah¿-Hcp ac-Ø-W-en-en-cp∂p.

Ccp∂ Ccp-∏n\v Ah¿ Dd-ßn-t∏mbn. Ddßn Fgp-

t∂-‰ -t∏mƒ k‘y Bbn. hgn sX‰n F∂v

Ah¿°v a\- n-embn. At∏m¬ B hgn Hcp Bƒ

t]mbn. AsXmcp I≈-\m-bn-cp∂p. AXh¿°v a\-

 n-em-bn-√. Ah¿ Ah-cpsS ho´n¬ t]mIp∂ hgn

tNmZn®p. At∏mƒ Abmƒ Ahsc sIm√-W-sa∂p

Xocp-am-\n®p. Abmƒ Ahsc kq{X-Øn-eqsS Xs‚

Xmh-f-Øn-te°p sIm≠p-t]mbn. Ahsc sI´n-

bn´p. `mKy-Øn\v `mas‚ ssIbn¬ Hcp tªUv

D≠m-bn -cp∂p. Abmƒ ]pdØpt]mb X°w

t\m°n tªUv h®v Ibdv apdn®v Ah¿ ho´n-te°p

HmSn  c£-s∏´p.

cma\pw `ma\pw
A£bv Fkv., IV - B

ag-sbØpw aptº F¥n\p thsdmcp kqtcym-Zbw ip≤-[-\ymkn

amWn-Iy-ho-W-bp-am-sb≥ i¶-cm-`-cWw

\J-£-X-ßƒ a™ƒ{]-km-Zhpw taml\w

`cXw cma-I-Ym-Km-\-ebw ip≤-]-¥y-h-cmfn

abn¬∏o-en-°mhv abn-embv ]d-∂phm... tZiv

htμ-am-Xcw tZiv

cmh-W-{]`p BIm-i-Zo-]-ßƒ an{i-in-h-c-RvPn\n

kpJ-tam-tZhn {ioe-Xn-I-Iƒ tchXn

aWn-Nn-{X-Ømgv Hcp apssd h¥p.. Ip¥f hcmfn

Ptem-’hw tIc-\n-c-I-fmSpw kc-kzXn

aoi-am-[-h≥ Icn-an-gn-°p-cn-hnsb Im∏n

sNΩo≥ IS-en-\-°-sc-t]m-tWmsc lcn-Imw-t_mPn

k¿§w kwKo-Xta Aac \wss`-chn

t^m¿ Z ]o∏nƒ A∂-°nfn.... Ioc-hmWn.
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+…+…‰  ∫…J…… i…÷®Ω‰̨ +hb‰̃ EÚ… °Úhb˜…
™…‰ x…Ω˛” {™……Æ‰̇ EÚ…‰<« ®……®…÷±…“ °Úhb˜…
+hb‰˜ ∫…‰ Ω˛…‰i…… ΩË˛ ®…÷Æ˙M…“
®…÷Æ˙M…“ ∫…‰ Ω˛…‰i…… ΩË˛ +hb˜…
+hb˜… x…Ω˛” i……‰ ®…÷ÃM…™……ƒ x…Ω˛”
®…÷ÃM…™……ƒƒ x…Ω˛” i……‰ {……Æ˙]ı“ ¶…“ x…Ω˛”
{……Æ˙ ]ı™……ƒ x…Ω˛” i……‰ +…∂…“EÚ“ x…Ω˛”
+…∂…“EÚ“ x…Ω˛” i……‰  W…n˘M…“ x…Ω˛”
™…‰ Ω‰̨ {™……Æ‰̇ n˘…‰∫i……Â +hb‰̃ EÚ… °Úhb˜…*

+hb‰̃ EÚ… °Úhb˜…

BEÚ V……{……x…“ ¶……Æ˙i… ®…Â +…™……* E÷ÚUÙ  n˘x……Â §……n˘ Ω˛¥……<«
+c˜c‰̃ ®…Â V……x…‰ E‰Ú ±…B BEÚ +…‰]ı…‰  Æ˙I…… {…EÚb˜…* =xΩĄ̂x…‰
 Æ˙I…… ¥……±…‰ ∫…‰ EÚΩ˛…* ""B™…Æ˙{……‰]ı, B™…Æ˙{……‰]ı''  Æ˙I…… ¥……±……
V…¥……§… n˘“ ""Ω˛…ƒ Ω˛…ƒ ∫…®…Z……''* Ω˛¥……<« +c˜b‰̃ ®…Â V……i…‰ ∫…®…™…
BEÚ "Ω˛…‰xb˜…'' M……b˜“ §…Ω⁄̨i… i…‰W…“ ∫…‰ +…M…‰ S…±… Æ˙Ω˛“ l…“*
V…{……x…“ x…‰ EÚΩ˛…""Ω˛…‰xc˜… Ω˛…‰xc˜… ¥…‰Æ˙“ °Ú…∫]ı ®…Ëc˜ <x… V……{……x…*
 Æ˙I…… ¥……±…‰ x…‰ E÷ÚUÙ x…Ω˛” EÚΩ˛…* E÷ÚUÙ ∫…®…™… E‰Ú §……n˘ BEÚ
""]ı™……‰]ı…'' M……c˜“ i…‰W…“ ∫…‰ V…… Æ˙Ω˛“ l…“* V……{……x…“ x…‰  °ÚÆ˙ ∫…‰
EÚΩ˛…"]ı™……‰]ı… ]ı™……‰]ı… ¥…‰Æ˙“ °Ú…∫]ı ®…Ëc˜ <x… V……{……x… ''* +…Ë]ı…‰
 Æ˙I…… Ω˛¥……<« +c˜c˜… {…Ω÷ƒ̨S…… * V……{…“x…“  Æ˙I……¥……±…‰ ∫…‰ {…⁄UÙ…""Ω˛…Ë
®…S…,Ω˛…Ë ®…S…  EÚi…±……  EÚi……x……''  Æ˙I…… ¥……±…‰ x…‰ V…¥……§…
n˘…™…… 800 Ø˚{…™…‰''* V……{……x…“ {…⁄UÙ…" ¥…Ë ¥…‰Æ˙“ BEÚ∫{…‰x∫…“¥…?''
+…Ëc˜c‰̃ ¥……±…‰ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… "" ®…“]ıÆ˙ ®…“]ıÆ˙ ¥…‰Æ˙“ °Ú…∫]ı ®…Ëc˜ <x…
<Œxb˜™……''*

BEÚ ®…W……EÚ
|…¥…“h… Bx…. +…Æ˙,  ∫…n¬̆P……l…« ∫… V…i…, IX - A

Ω˛…l…“ n‰̆J……‰! ®……‰]ı…- i……W……, ®…x… ¶…Æ˙ ¶…⁄∫…… J……i…… ΩË˛*
∫…⁄ƒb˜  Ω˛±……i…… n˘…ƒi…  n˘J……i……, J…⁄§… Z…⁄®…i……
EÚ…x…  Ω˛±……i…… {…ΔJ…‰ V…Ë∫…‰, ∫…⁄ƒb˜ ∫…‰ {…“i……- J……i…… ΩË˛*
{…⁄ƒUÙ M…V…§… EÚ“ UÙ…‰]ı“ <i…x…“, c˜“±… b˜…ƒ±… ∂…Æ˙®……i…… ΩĘ̈*
S……Æ˙ {……ƒ¥… ΩĘ̈ J…Δ¶…‰ V…Ë∫…‰,  °ÚÆ˙ ¶…“ n˘…Ëc˜ ±…M……i…… ΩĘ̈*
Æ˙…V……+…Â EÚ“ ¶…±…“ ∫…¥……Æ˙“, ®…∫i…- ®……Ë±…… EÚΩ˛±……i…… ΩĘ̈*
V…ΔM…±… ®…Â ™…Ω˛ Æ˙Ω˛i…… ΩË˛* {…Æ˙  EÚ∫…“ EÚ…‰ x…Ω˛” ∫…i……i…… ΩË˛*
i… x…EÚ +M…Æ˙ V……‰ UÙ…‰c‰˜ <∫…EÚ…‰, =∫…EÚ…‰ ®…W…… S…J……i…… ΩË˛*

Ω˛…l…“
+ÆV…÷x… ∂™……®…, VI C

Ω˛Æ˙ ¥…π…«- ¥…π…«
{……x…“ +…B
∫…§…E‰Ú ®…x… J…÷∂…… EÚÆ˙x…‰
<∫…‰ n‰˘J…EÚÆ˙ Æ˙…‰i…… i……‰i……
J…÷∂… §…x…
<∫…‰ n‰̆J…EÚÆ˙
Æ˙ ¥…, M……‰{…“, n˘…‰∫i… §…x…‰
<∫…‰ n‰̆J…EÚÆ˙ E÷Úk…… §……‰±…‰*
S…±……‰ Ω˛®… n˘…‰∫i… §…x…Â*

<∫…‰ n‰˘J…EÚÆ˙

M…h…‰∂… +…Æ˙., IX - A

∏……¥…h… E÷Ú\S…±……, VII C
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""x……Æ˙“''* ™…Ω˛ ¥……C™… Ω˛®…EÚ…‰ {… Æ˙ S…i… ΩĘ̈* C™……Â EÚ
Ω˛®……Æ˙“ ®……ƒ BEÚ x……Æ˙“, Ω˛®……Æ˙“ §…Ω˛x… BEÚ x……Æ˙“ ΩË˛, Ω˛®……Æ˙“
+v™…… Ω˛EÚ… BEÚ x……Æ˙“ ΩĘ̈, <i…x…… C™……, Ω˛®……Æ˙“ n˘…n˘“ ¶…“
BEÚ x……Æ˙“ ΩĘ̈* x……Æ˙“ EÚ…‰ Ω˛®… +…n˘Æ˙ EÚÆ˙i…‰ ΩĘ̈* C™……Â EÚ ¥…Ω˛
¶…⁄ ®… E‰Ú V…Ë∫…‰ i™……M…“ I…®……∞¸{…“ +…ËÆ˙ EÚ… BEÚ  ¥… ¶…z… ∞¸{…
¶…“ ΩĘ̈* x……Æ˙“ {™……Æ˙, ∫…‰¥……, ®…®…i…… +… n˘ EÚ“ V¥…±…Δi… |…i…“EÚ
ΩË˛* Ω˛®……Æ˙“ ¶……Æ˙i…“™… ∫…Δ∫EfiÚ i… ®…Â x……Æ˙“ EÚ…‰ M…fiΩ˛ EÚ“ ±…I®…“
EÚΩ˛i…“ ΩÈ˛* ™…Ω˛ Ω˛®……Æ˙… ®…™……«n˘… ΩË˛*

{…÷∞¸π… E‰Ú V…“¥…x… EÚ“ |…‰Æ˙h…… ∫j…“ ΩĘ̈* ∂…Æ˙“Æ˙ EÚ…‰ n˘…‰
¶……M……Â ®…Â  ¥…¶… V…i…  EÚ™…… ΩĘ̈* BEÚ {…÷∞¸π… ¶……M… +…ËÆ˙ BEÚ ∫j…“
¶……M… V…Ë∫…‰ ¶…M…¥……x…  ∂…¥… +…ËÆ˙ {……¥…«i…“ EÚ… " +π]ıx…Æ˙“∑…Æ˙''
∞¸{…* x……Æ˙“ EÚ“ {…⁄V…… V…Ω˛…ƒ Ω˛…‰i…“ ΩĘ̈ ¥…Ω˛…ƒ ±…I…®…“ n‰̆¥…“  x…¥……∫…
EÚÆ˙i…“ ΩĘ̈* ™…Ω˛ BÆ˙ ∫…i™… ΩĘ̈* BEÚ {…÷∞¸π… E‰Ú  ¥…V…™… E‰Ú {…“U‰Ù
BEÚ x……Æ˙“ ΩĘ̈* <∫… ¥……C™… ∫…‰ Ω˛®…Â ®……±…⁄®… Ω˛…‰i…… ΩË˛  EÚ Ω˛®……Æ‰˙
∫…®…⁄Ω˛ +…ËÆ˙ {… Æ˙¥……Æ˙ ®…Â x……Æ˙“ EÚ… ∫l……x…  EÚi…x…… §…b˜… ΩĘ̈*

∫¥…i…Δj… ¶……Æ˙i… E‰Ú ∫…Δ ¥…v……x… x…‰ x……Æ˙“ EÚ…‰ {…÷∞¸π… E‰Ú
§…Æ˙…§…Æ˙ ∫l……x…  n˘™…… ΩË˛* <∫…E‰Ú ±…B +x…‰EÚ =n˘…Ω˛Æ˙h… ¶…“
ΩĘ̈* <Δ v…Æ˙… M……ƒv…“, ∫…Æ˙…‰ V…x…“ x……±…flb⁄̃, EÚ±{…x…… S……Ë±……, |…i…“¶……
{……]ı“±… V…Ë∫…‰  EÚi…x…‰ +…n˘∂…«¥……n˘“ ®… Ω˛±……Bƒ Æ˙Ω˛i…“ ΩË˛*
+…v…÷ x…EÚ ™…÷M… x……Æ˙“ E‰Ú =q˘…v……x… EÚ… ™…⁄M… ΩĘ̈* +…V… UÙ…‰]‰ı
UÙ…‰]‰ı M……ƒ¥……Â ®…Â {…÷∞¸π… E‰Ú ∫……l… x……Æ˙“ ¶…“ Ω˛Æ˙ BEÚ EÚ…®… ®…Â
¶……M… ±…‰i…“ ΩĘ̈* +…V… ¶……Æ˙i…“™… ∫j…“ x…™…“ =®…ΔM…, x…™……
V……M…Æ˙h…, x…™…“  ∂…I……, x…™…… V……‰∂… +… n˘ ∫…‰ +…M…‰ §…g¯ Æ˙Ω˛“
ΩĘ̈* x……Æ˙“ EÚ“ V……Æfi̇  i… ¥……∫i…¥… ®…Â BEÚ Æ˙…π]≈ı EÚ“ |…M… i… EÚ“
 x…∂……x…“ ΩĘ̈* C™…… +…{… ∫……‰S… ∫…EÚi…‰ ΩĘ̈  EÚ  §…x…… ®… Ω˛±……Bƒ
™…Ω˛ EËÚ∫…‰ ±……‰EÚ Ω˛…ÂM…‰?

V…™… ΩĘ̈ *

¶……Æ˙i…“™… x……Æ˙“
EÚ“ V……M…fi i…

 ¥…πh…÷  {…“. B., XII - B

BEÚ ®…⁄M…‘ l…“* =∫…E‰Ú n˘∫… §…SS…‰ l…‰* BEÚ §……Æ˙ ®…÷M…‘
x…‰ +{…x…‰ §…SS……Â ∫…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""EÚΩ˛“ V……EÚÆ˙ n˘…x…… ±……+…‰''*
§…SS…‰ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""Ω˛®… x…Ω˛” ±……™…ÂM……‰, Ω˛®…Â J…‰±…x…… ΩĘ̈''* ®…÷M…‘
+{…x…‰ +…{… n˘…x…… ±……<«* ®……i…… ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""§…SS……Â n˘…x……
{…“∫… EÚÆ˙…‰''* §…SS……Â x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""n˘…x…… {…“∫… EÚÆ˙x…… Ω˛…®……Æ˙…
EÚ…®… x…Ω˛” ΩË˛, Ω˛®…EÚ…‰ J…‰±…x…… ΩË˛* ®……i…… ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ +{…x…‰
+…{… n˘…x…… {…“∫…  EÚ™……* ®……i…… ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""+…]ı… E‰Ú
∫……l… x…®…EÚ +…‰Æ˙ {……x…“ b˜…±…EÚÆ˙ =∫…‰ M…⁄ƒ®… n˘…‰? §…SS…Â x…‰
EÚΩ˛…"" Ω˛®……Æ‰̇ {……∫… ∫…®…™… x…ΩĘ̀ ΩĘ̈, Ω˛®… EÚ…‰ J……x…… ΩË˛ * §…b‰˜
∫…¥…‰Æ‰̇ ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ ¶……‰V…x… §…x……x…‰ EÚ…‰ EÚΩ˛… * ¥…Ω˛ EÚ…®… Ω˛®……Æ˙…
x…Ω˛” Ω˛®… EÚ…‰ ∫……‰x…… ΩĘ̈* ∫…÷§…Ω˛ §…SS……Â x…‰ EÚΩ˛…, ""®……ƒ ¶……‰V…x…
n‰˘ n˘…‰''* ®……i…… ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""®…Â i…⁄®…∫…‰ |…∂x… {…⁄U⁄ƒÙM…“*
i…÷®…EÚ…‰ =k…Æ˙ n‰˘x…… ΩË˛*

§…SS…‰ §……‰±…‰ ""Ω˛…ƒ Ω˛…ƒ''* ®……i…… ®…÷M…‘ x…‰ {…Ω˛±…… |…∂x…
{…⁄UÙ…* n˘…x…… EÚ…‰x… ±……™……? §…SS……‰ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ""®……i……V…“ ±……<«''*

®…÷M…‘- n˘…x……  EÚ∫…x…‰ {…“∫…  EÚ™……? §…SS…‰- ®……i……V…“ x…‰
{…“∫…  EÚ™……*

®…÷M…‘- ¶……‰V…x…  EÚ∫…x…‰ §…x……™……? §…SS…‰ - ®……i……V…“ x…‰
§…x……™……*

®……ƒ x…‰ EÚΩ˛… ∫…§… EÚ…®… ®…Âx…‰  EÚ™……* <™… ±…B {…⁄Æ˙…
¶……‰V…x… ®…Â J……>ƒM…“™…√ i…÷®… §……Ω˛Æ˙ V……EÚÆ˙ J……‰V…EÚ∞¸ ¶……‰V…x…
J……+…‰ * §…SS…Â EÚ…‰ +{…x…“ M…±…i… ®……±…⁄®… Ω˛…‰ M…™……* =xΩ˛…Âx…‰
EÚ¶…“ x…Ω˛” =∫… |…EÚ…Æ˙  EÚ™……*

M…÷h…{……`ˆ - +…±…∫… §…c˜… n÷̆M…÷«h… ΩĘ̈*

BEÚ ®…÷M…‘ EÚ“ EÚΩ˛…x…“
M……‰E÷Ú±… B∫…. x……™…Æ˙, VI - C
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Æ˙ ¥… +…ËÆ˙ =∫…EÚ“ {…ix…“ §…Ω⁄̨i… M…Æ˙“§… l…‰* {…ix…“ EÚ…
x……®… ±…I®…“ l……* ¥…Ω˛ Æ˙…‰W… EÚ“ M…÷W……EÚ… E‰Ú  ±…B  ¶…I……
®……ƒM…i…“ l…“* Æ˙ ¥… P…Æ˙ ®…Â ∫……‰™…… EÚÆ˙i…… l……* n⁄˘∫…Æ‰˙ ±……‰M…
®…W…n⁄̆Æ˙“ EÚÆ˙i…‰ l…‰* Æ˙ ¥… P…Æ˙ ®…Â §…Ë`ˆEÚÆ˙ J……™…… EÚÆ˙i…… l……*
±…I®…“  §…±…E÷Ú±… =n˘…∫… l…“* BEÚ  n˘x… ¥…Ω˛ P…Æ˙ UÙ…‰b˜EÚÆ˙
S…±…“ M…<«* Æ˙ ¥… ¶…⁄J…… Æ˙Ω˛ M…™……* =∫…E‰Ú n˘…‰∫i… =∫…‰ J……x……
±……B‰ +…ËÆ˙ =∫…‰ ∫…±……Ω˛ n˘“  EÚ i…÷®… BEÚ EÚ…®… EÚÆ˙…‰* {…Æ˙
Æ˙ ¥… E‰Ú EÚ…x……Â {…Æ˙ V…⁄ƒ x… ÆÂ̇M……* ¥…Ω˛  °ÚÆ˙ ¶…“ +…±…∫… l……*
=∫… i…Æ˙Ω˛ EÚ<«  n˘x… §…“i… M…B‰* =∫…E‰Ú n˘…‰∫i… J……x…… n‰˘x……
Æ˙…‰EÚ  n˘™……* =∫…x…‰ ∫……‰S……  EÚ ∫……‰x…… Ω˛“ +SUÙ… ΩË˛* =∫…
i…Æ˙Ω˛ ¥…Ω˛ ∫……‰i…… Æ˙Ω˛… +…‰Æ˙ BEÚ  n˘x… ¥…Ω˛ ¶…⁄J…… Ω˛…‰x…‰ E‰Ú
EÚ…Æ˙h… Æ˙…‰x…… l…÷∞¸ EÚÆ˙  n˘™……* =∫…E‰Ú n˘…‰∫i… =∫…‰ ®…n˘n˘ x…Ω˛”
EÚ“* BEÚ @Ò π… x…‰ =∫…‰ Æ˙…‰]ı“ n˘“ +…ËÆ˙ EÚ…®… EÚÆ˙x…‰ EÚ…‰
EÚΩ˛…* =∫…x…‰ ¥……n˘…  EÚ™……  EÚ ¥…Ω˛ +{…x…“ §……EÚ“ V…“¥…x…
®…‰Ω˛x…i… EÚÆ˙E‰Ú  V…™…‰M……*

<∫… EÚl…x… ∫…‰ Ω˛®…Â |…Æ˙h……  ®…±…i…“ ΩĘ̈  EÚ  §…x…… ®…‰Ω˛x…i…
E‰Ú BEÚ ∫…®…™… EÚ… J……x…… ¶…“ x…Ω˛”  ®…±…‰M……*

 §…x… ∫…‰¥…… ®…‰¥…… x…Ω˛”

®…‰Æ˙… i……‰i……
{™……Æ˙… i……‰i……
Ω˛Æ˙… ±……±… ÆΔ˙M… EÚ… i……‰i……
+∫…®……x… ®…Â =`ˆ M…™……*
S…⁄ƒ- S…⁄ƒ EÚÆ˙ EÚÆ˙
 S…®…  S…®… EÚÆ˙ EÚÆ˙
=∫…x…‰ M……x…… M……™……*
+…∫…®……x… ®…Â =`ˆ M…™……*
=∫…EÚ… ÆΔ˙M…  §…ÆΔ˙M…‰ ÆΔ˙M… EÚ…‰
∂…‰J…“§……W… EÚÆ˙E‰Ú*
+…∫…®……x… ®…Â =`ˆ M…™…….
BEÚ n˘“¥……Æ˙
n‰˘J…EÚÆ˙*
=∫…EÚ…‰ ∂…‰J…“§……h… +…™……*
BEÚ §…b˜… {…k…… ±…‰EÚÆ˙
°ÂÚEÚ EÚÆ˙  n˘™……*
=∫…EÚ… °Ú∫…… n‰̆J……,
=∫…x…‰ §…‰Ω˛…‰∂… +…x……*
""®…i… ∂…‰J…“§……W… Ω˛…‰x……
™……n˘ EÚÆ˙x…… *

i……‰i……
Æ˙…‰ Ω˛i… V…“., V - C{…“™…÷π… E÷Ú®……Æ˙˙, VII - C
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BEÚ M……ƒ¥… ®…Â BEÚ ±…Δ§…… {…‰b˜ l……* =∫… {…‰b˜ ®…Â BEÚ
EÚ…Ë+… P……Â∫…±…… §…x……EÚÆ˙ Æ˙Ω˛i…… l……* BEÚ EÚ…‰™…±… x…‰ EÚ…ËB
E‰Ú P……Â∫…±…‰ ®…Â Æ˙Ω˛x…… ∂…÷∞¸ EÚÆ˙  n˘™……* EÚ…‰B x…‰ x…“®… E‰Ú {…‰b˜
®…Â x…™…… P……‰∫…±…… §…x……™…* =∫… {…‰b˜ E‰Ú x…“S…‰ BEÚ ∫……ƒ{… Æ˙Ω˛i……
l……* EÚ…Ë+… +…ËÆ˙ ∫……ƒ{… n˘…‰x……Â ®…‰j… l…‰* EÚ…ËB x…‰ ∫……ƒ{… ∫…‰
EÚΩ˛…, ""C™…… i…÷®… ®…÷Z…‰ ®…n˘n˘ EÚÆ˙…‰M…“?''* ∫……ƒÆ˙ x…‰ EÚΩ˛…, Ω˛…ƒ
Ω˛…ƒ* n⁄̆∫…Æ‰̇  n˘x… EÚ…‰™…±… {……x…“ {…“x…‰ E‰Ú ±…B V……i…‰ ∫…®…™…
∫……ƒ{… x…‰ P……Â∫…±…‰ E‰Ú +Δn˘Æ˙ P…÷∫……* =∫…x…‰ ¥…Ω˛…ƒ {……ƒS… +Δb‰˜ n‰˘J…‰
* ∫……ƒ{… x…‰ ∫……Æ‰̇ +Δb‰̃ x……∂… EÚÆ˙  n˘™……* EÚ…‰™…±… ¥……{…∫…
+…EÚÆ˙ +{…x…‰ P……Â∫…±…‰ ®…Â n‰˘J…i…‰ ∫…®…™… =∫…EÚ…‰ ®……±…⁄®… Ω⁄˛+…
ΩĘ̈  EÚ +{…x…‰  |…™… §…SS…‰ ®…Æ˙ M…™…‰* EÚ…‰™…±… EÚ…‰ §…Ω⁄̨i… n÷̆J…
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