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Breaking the silence 
-Peri  

My village is disturbed, anxious and uncomfortable. Recently in the nearby town it witnessed a communal 
riot. We are not new to communal disturbances; we had witnessed a lot of communal disturbances in the 
recent past. But, the recent one was very different. Two youths were killed in that. Youths from two 
different communities. The most disturbing thing was the glorification of the violence. The second youth’s 
death/murder was celebrated openly by a huge group of people. It was the procession of men carrying the 
body of the deceased. In that the sloganeering men were dancing. Then carrying their leader on their 
shoulders. It was in contrast to the mourning of the relatives of the deceased. I think the leader even made 
a speech.   

The media spoke to the father of this murdered youth. He was a sad person, shocked and responded 
saying, “I don’t want anything. I want my son. Nobody was able to save him. Leave me alone.” The media 
gave all sorts of hyper news in those days. But, the fact is that the youth after being attacked and was in a 
pool of blood, when many were viewing the scene and clicking pictures, it was an auto-rickshaw driver of 
the “other” community who took him by his auto to a hospital for treatment. He was from the so called 
“opposite community”.  No media reported and glorified this story. A human interest story which had the 
potential to halt the frenzy for fight and violence, and bring peace in that disturbed situation was 
neglected.  

Let me also tell you that this is the same place where a strong struggle for workers unity was fought and 
won against the exploitative beedi industry owners and contractors. This is the place which elected a left 
MLA who was influential in Devaraj Urs government, who contributed significantly to the “land to the 
tiller” act. A very strong people’s movement was being built in this place. What happened in this place 
known for communal harmony? We have places of worship where both the communities go to pray. We 
have sacrifices offered from villages to the shrines of both communities with equal respect and reverence. 
What happened?   

There are plenty of analysis on why a communal riot happens. They point towards so many reasons, mainly 
economic and political. The studies on the riots say that most of the communal riots are planned and 
executed. Executed with political and economic interest. But, it also points out another very revealing fact 
that the group involving in flaring the sentiments is always very small. How come it grows to such an 
alarming tragedy? All the studies points to the involvement of in the fringe people, the unemployed 
lumpens and the anti-social elements.  

The most crucial element which flares the violence in communal riots is the silence of the majority. The 
people, ordinary people, who does not want violence, do not do anything. They just let it happen, let it go, 
let it pass. They avoid it, they run away from it, with reason, but, that silence of the majority is the killer.  
Should we be silent?  

All major personalities of the world who worked towards harmony of the society have proactively involved 
in the grassroots with the people in stopping the hatred and violence. They worked towards the harmony 
of the people.  There is no other way. There is no short cut. We will have to break this silence and get 
involved. We need to work with people exposing the lies. Exposing the propaganda that one community 
is a threat to the other community. We need to start speaking in person and in open. We need to get 
engaged with people. And in our engagement we need to start this conversation. Without fear and with 
confidence.  
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We need to bring people together and show that we are not born to fight each other. The nature of the 
Nature is cooperation and helping each other. We need to start participating in forums, platforms, public 
spaces and demonstrate what we believe. We need to reflect on our beliefs and sharpen it. We need to 
create an alternative narrative and break this silence.  
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C©üªÀÈ¢Þ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²PÀët 
-±ËjÃ±ï PÀÄzÀÄÌ½, ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ 

 

C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ ¥ÀjPÀ®à£ÉAiÀÄ°è ²PÀëtzÀ ¥ÁvÀæ ªÀÄºÀvÀÛgÀªÁzÀzÀÄÝ. ²PÀëtzÀ CxÀð, ªÁå¦Û, ªÀÄºÀvÀé EvÁå¢UÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
ªÁåSÁå£ÀzÀ gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è «ªÀj¸ÀÄªÀ MAzÀÄ ªÀUÀð, CzÀ£ÀÄß ‘¥ÀjPÀ®à£É’AiÀÄ gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ §UÉ EAzÀÄ 
D¸ÀQÛzÁAiÀÄPÀªÁVzÉ. MAzÀÄ «µÀAiÀÄ ªÀ¸ÀÄÛªÀ£ÀÄß CzsÀåAiÀÄ£À ªÀiÁr, CzÀgÀ D¼À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß CjAiÀÄÄªÀ 
ºÀAvÀzÀ°è GAmÁUÀÄªÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ‘²PÀët’ JAzÀÄ ªÁåSÁå¤¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CAzÀgÉ NªÀð ªÀåQÛ FUÁUÀ¯ÉÃ ®¨sÀå«gÀÄªÀ 
eÁÕ£ÀPÉÆÃ±ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w½AiÀÄÄªÀ ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄUÉ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÁV ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.  

«µÀAiÀÄ ªÀ¸ÀÄÛªÉÇAzÀ£ÀÄß D¼ÀªÁV C s̈Àå¹¹, CzÀgÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀé ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CAvÀB¸ÀÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß MgÉUÉ ºÀZÀÄÑªÀ PÁAiÀÄPÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
PÉ®ªÀÅ ªÀåQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß DAiÀiÁ «µÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À ¸ÀA±ÉÆÃzsÀPÀgÉAzÀÄ UÀÄgÀÄw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. CªÀgÀ 
¸ÀA±ÉÆÃzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ M¼À£ÉÆÃl¢AzÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ ¤zsÁðjvÀ ºÉÃ½PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆgÀ§gÀÄvÀÛªÉ. DzÀgÉ CªÀgÀ ºÉÃ½PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
PÉ®ªÉÇAzÀÄ ¸ÀAzÀ s̈ÀðUÀ¼À°è, ºÉÆ¸À D¯ÉÆÃZÀ£ÉUÀ½UÉ CªÀPÁ±À ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛzÉAiÉÆÃ CxÀªÁ CzÀjAzÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ 
C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉAiÉÆÃ JA§ÄzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ ¸ÀàµÀÖªÁUÀÄwÛ®è.  

¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæeÁ¥Àæ s̈ÀÄvÀézÀ vÀ¼ÀºÀ¢AiÀÄAvÉ, ¸ÀªÀÄ¶ÖUÉ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀªÁUÀÄªÀAvÀºÀ ZËPÀnÖ£À°è 
ªÀiÁvÀæªÉÃ ¥ÀjUÀtÂ¹¯ÁVzÉ. ²PÀët vÀdÕjAzÀ ºÉÆgÀl EAvÀºÀ ¤zsÀðjvÀ ºÉÃ½PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀA±ÉÆÃzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ 
¨sÁUÀªÁVgÀ§ºÀÄzÁzÀ CªÀPÁ±ÀUÀ¼ÉÃ ºÉZÁÑVzÉ. ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ««zsÀ ¸ÀÛgÀUÀ¼À aAvÀ£ÉUÀ½UÀÄtªÁV CxÀªÁ 
¥ÀÇgÀPÀªÁV D ºÉÃ½PÉUÀ½®è¢zÀÝ°è, ¸ÀA±ÉÆzsÀ£ÉAiÉÄÃ C¥Àæ¸ÀÄÛvÀªÁUÀÄªÀ ¸ÀA s̈ÀªÀªÉÃ ºÉZÀÄÑ.  

d£ÀvÉAiÀÄ°è w½ªÀ½PÉAiÀÄ CjªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÈ¢ÞUÉÆ½¸ÀÄªÀ ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄAiÀÄÄ £ÉÊd ²PÀët¢AzÀ DUÀ¨ÉÃPÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CAzÀgÉ 
¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ¸ÀªÁðAVÃt C©üªÀÈ¢ÞUÉ O¥ÀZÁjPÀ ²PÀët MAzÀÄ ¥ÀÇgÀPÀ ªÁvÁªÀgÀtªÀ£ÀÄß 
MzÀV¹PÉÆqÀ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. F ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄAiÀÄ°è £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÉÆqÀV¹PÉÆArªÉAiÉÄÃ? JA§ÄzÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ 
«±ÉèÃµÀuÉUÉ M¼À¥Àr¸À¨ÉÃPÁzÀ «ZÁgÀ. ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥À¸Àj¸ÀÄªÀ ªÁºÀPÀUÀ¼À ‘C©üªÀÈ¢Þ’AiÀÄ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀªÀ£ÀÆß 
¥ÀjUÀtÂ¹PÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÁzÀ C¤ªÁAiÀÄðvÉ EAzÀÄ EzÉ. C©üªÀÈ¢Þ MAzÀÄ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ®è; CzÀÄ ¥ÀæUÀw, 
¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ JA©vÁå¢ ¥ÀjPÀ®à£ÉUÀ½AzÀ UÀÄgÀÄw¸À®àqÀÄwÛzÉ. C©üªÀÈ¢Þ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ 
ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqÉAiÀiÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀgÀ®Æè zsÀ£ÁvÀäPÀªÁzÀ ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqÉ CxÀªÁ ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ C©üªÀÈ¢ÞUÉ 
¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀªÁUÀ§®ÄèzÀÄ. 

F ¤nÖ£À°è aAw¸ÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ, ªÀÄÆ® s̈ÀÆvÀ ²PÀëtzÀ ¥ÀjPÀgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ EAzÀÄ NªÀð ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ°è ²PÀëtzÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
ºÉaÑ¸ÀÄªÀ PÁAiÀÄð ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉ. F ªÀåQÛ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ s̈ÁUÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ¥Àæw WÀlPÀUÀ¼ÀÆ 
DvÀ£À £ÀqÀªÀ½PÉ¬ÄAzÀ ¤zsÀðjvÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ, ‘£ÀªÀÄä ²PÀët’ªÀÅ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ¸ÀªÀðvÉÆÃªÀÄÄR C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ 
§UÉUÉ ªÀÄÄRªÁtÂAiÀÄAvÉ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÁVzÉ. CAzÀgÉ ²PÀëtªÀÅ O¥ÀZÁjPÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ C£Ë¥ÀZÁjPÀvÉAiÉÄqÉUÉ 
¸ÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÉA§ÄzÀÄ EzÀgÀ CxÀðªÀ®è. O¥ÀZÁjPÀ ²PÀëtªÀÅ ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀÄÄT aAvÀ£ÉAiÀÄ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀUÀ½UÀÆ 
ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄªÀAwgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ¸ÀªÀiÁd¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ ºÀÄnÖ, ¸ÀªÀiÁd¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ ºÉÆA¢, ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ 
PÀqÉUÉÃ ¸ÁUÀÄªÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃrzÁUÀ¯ÉÃ, NªÀð ªÀåQÛUÉ, D ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ £É¯ÉUÀlÄÖUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀªÁV 
CxÀðªÁUÀÄªÀ ¸ÀA s̈ÀªÀ eÁ¹ÛAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¥ÀæZÀ°vÀ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ §UÉUÉ, DvÀ ¸ÀA¥Á¢¹zÀ eÁÕ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²PÀëtzÀ 
ªÀÄlÖzÀ°è PÉÆgÀvÉ PÀAqÀÄ §AzÀ°è, CzÀÄ DvÀ C©üªÀÈ¢ÞAiÀÄ£ÀÄß CxÉÊð¹, C£ÀÄµÁ×£ÀUÉÆ½¸ÀÄªÀ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
«©ü£ÀßªÁV¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. EzÀÄ IÄuÁvÀäPÀªÁzÀ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è ©ÃgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀA¨sÀªÀ eÁ¹ÛAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 
ºÁUÁV C©üªÀÈ¢Þ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²PÀët MmÉÆÖnÖUÉ ¸ÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÁVzÉ. F ¤nÖ£À°è ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ ¸ÀA±ÉÆÃzsÀPÀgÀÄ 
ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÁVzÉ. 

***  
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ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁgÀzÀ KgÀqÀÄ £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ  
-¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀPÀÄªÀiÁgÀ.J¸ï.¹ 

¨Á®å¢AzÀ E°èAiÀÄªÀgÉUÀÆ £ÀªÀÄä  fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è C£ÉÃPÀ £É£É¥ÀÄUÀ½gÀÄvÀÛªÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À°è PÉ®ªÀÅ £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ½ªÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À°è PÉ®ªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
ªÉÄ®ÄPÀÄºÁPÀÄwÛzÁÝUÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ RÄ¶PÉÆlÖgÉ E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀÅ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀÅ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄßAlÄªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À°è JAzÀÄ 
ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀ £É£À¥ÉAzÀgÉ £Á£ÀÄ aPÀÌªÀ¤gÀÄªÁUÀ CAzÀgÉÃ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 20 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À »A¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. MAzÀÄ ¢£À £Á£ÀÄ 6£ÉÃ vÀgÀUÀw 
NzÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁægÀA s̈ÀzÀ ¢£ÀUÀ¼ÁVzÀÝjAzÀ ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄvÀÛ°gÀÄªÀ ªÉÄÊzÁ£ÀzÀ ¸ÀéZÀÒvÉUÁV ªÀÄ£É¬ÄAzÀ ¸À®PÉ (UÁéj), 
PÀÄqÀUÉÆÃ®Ä vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ vÀgÀ®Ä ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ¯Áè ºÉÃ½zÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ §ºÀ¼À ¸ÀA¨sÀæªÀÄ¢AzÀ AiÀiÁªÀ gÉÊvÀ¤UÀÆ PÀrªÉÄ E®è 
J£ÀÄßªÀAvÉ ºÉUÀ® ªÉÄÃ¯É ¸À®PÉ(UÁéj)AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÁQPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÉªÀÅ. 7 £ÉÃ vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ CtÚA¢gÀÄ PÀÄqÀÄUÉÆÃ°¤AzÀ PÀ¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
PÀvÀÛj¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉÃ £ÁªÀÅ ¸À®PÉ¬ÄAzÀ PÁ®ÄªÉ ¸ÀÑZÀÑUÉÆ½¸ÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. F ¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ £ÉÆÃqÀzÀAiÉÄÃ £ÁUÀgÀ ºÁ«£À vÀÄ¢ ¨Á®ªÀ£ÀÄß 
PÀvÀÛj¹©nÖzÉÝÃªÀÅ. D ¨Á®zÀ vÀÄAqÀÄ PÀ¸ÀzÀ 
UÀÄArAiÀÄ°è PÀAqÀgÀÄ AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ PÀvÀÛj¹gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ 
J£ÀÄßªÀ PÀ®à£É eÉÆÃvÉUÉ ¸Àé®à ¨sÀAiÀÄzÀ°èAiÉÄÃ 
EzÉÝÃ£ÀÄ J°è UÀªÀÄ£ÀºÀj¹zÀgÀÄ C°è ºÁªÀÇ 
E°ègÀ§ºÀÄzÉA§ s̈ÀAiÀÄzÀ ¨sÁªÀ£É¬ÄvÀÄÛ.  
ªÀÄzÁå£Àí Dl DrzÉÃªÀÅ. ̧ ÀAeÉ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ 
¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è £À£ÀUÉ ªÀÄvÀÛµÀÄÖ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÁUÀÄªÀ 
¸À¤ßªÉÃ±À JzÀÄgÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. gÀ¸ÉÛAiÀÄ ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ 
ºÀÄvÀÛzÀ°è £ÁªÀÇ D ¢£À MAzÀÄ £ÁUÀgÀ ºÁªÀ£ÀÄß 
CzÀÄ ¨sÀAiÀÄ«®èzÉÃ vÀ¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
ºÉÆgÀºÁQPÉÆAqÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ 
zÀÈ±Àå £À£ÀUÉ s̈ÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄßAlÄªÀiÁrvÀÄ. D 
¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è J®ègÀÄ CzÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÉÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛzÉ 
J£ÀÄßªÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÛµÀÄÖ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß 
ºÉaÑ¹zÀªÀÅ. £ÀAvÀgÀzÀ°è ºÁ«£À zÉéÃµÀ ºÉZÀÄÑ CzÀÄ 
ªÀÄ£ÉUÁzÀgÀÄ §AzÀÄ PÀrAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ J£ÀÄßªÀ CA¢£À 
¨sÀAiÀÄ¢AzÀ £À£Àß CtÚ£À£ÀÄß PÀgÉ¹ ºÁªÀ£ÀÄß 
ºÉÆÃqÉzÀzÀÄÝ £À£ÀUÉ FUÀ®Æ E£ÀÄß £É£À¥ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ ¸ÀAzÀ s̈ÀðzÀ°è £À£ÀßzÀÄ C«¨sÀPÀÛ 
PÀÄlÄA§ªÁVzÀÝjAzÀ £À£Àß zÉÆqÀØ¥Àà£ÉÆA¢UÉ £À£Àß MqÀ£Ál ºÉZÀÄÑ CzÀgÀ eÉÆÃvÉUÉ £À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ªÀåQÛAiÀiÁVzÀÄÝ CªÀgÀ ªÀåQÛvÀé £À£ÀUÉ §ºÀ¼À 
EµÀÖ. CªÀgÀÄ ¥Àæw¢£À Hl, wAr, zÉÃªÀgÀ ¥ÀÆeÉ eÉÆÃvÉUÉ gÀeÉAiÀÄ°è JvÀÄÛUÀ¼À£ÀÄß CqÀ«UÉ ºÉÆÃqÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÄ eÉÆÃvÉUÉ 
ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÉÝ. EzÀ£ÀÄß KPÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛzÉÝÃ£ÉAzÀgÉÃ ªÀÄÄA¢£À WÀl£ÉUÉ CzÀÄ ¥ÀÆgÀPÀªÁVzÉ. £ÁªÀÇ ºÉÆ¸ÀzÁV ºÉÆ®zÀ°è ¤ÃgÁªÀj ªÀiÁrzÀÄÝ 
±ÉÃAUÁªÀ£ÀÄß ºÁQzÀÄÝ ¥ÀPÀÌPÉÌ CgÀtå«gÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ zÉÆqÀØ¥Àà£ÀªÀgÀÄ gÁwæAiÀÄ°è ºÉÆÃ®PÉÌ «ÄPÀ (PÁqÀÄºÀA¢UÀ¼À) PÁlPÉÌ ºÉÆÃ®zÀ°è 
¨ÉAQAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÁQ PÁAiÀÄ®Ä ºÉÆÃVwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. EAvÀºÀ ¸ÀAzÀ s̈ÀðzÀ°è MAzÀÄ ¢£À gÁwæ £ÀªÀÄä CtÚA¢gÀÄ AiÀiÁgÀÄ gÁwæ HlPÉÌ PÉÆqÀ®Ä 
ºÉÆÃUÀzÉ dUÀ¼À ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ £Á£ÉÃ C¼ÀÄvÁÛ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆgÀmÉÃ£ÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ DUÀ K¼À£ÉÃ vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ°è NzÀÄwÛzÉÝ gÁwæ 9 
WÀAmÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ CzÀgÀ®Äè CªÀÄªÁ¸ÉAiÀÄÄ E£ÉßgÀqÀÄ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À £ÀAvÀgÀ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ PÀvÀÛ®Ä ¨ÉgÉ. vÀ¯ÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ¯É GlzÀ UÀAlÄ. PÉÊAiÀÄ°è 
MAzÀÄ ¨Áålj »rzÀÄ CtÚA¢gÀ ªÉÄÃ°£À ¹lÄÖ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÉÆqÀØ¥Àà£À ªÉÄÃ°£À ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÆÃgÀmÉ. ¸Àé®à zÀÆgÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ 
¸ÀzÀÄÝ PÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÁUÀºÀwÛvÀÄ. wgÀÄV ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ®Ä PÀ¤µÀÖ 2Q.«Ä. UÀÄqÀØzÀ zÁj C®è°è ªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É PÀÄ½vÀ £À«®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß 
¨Áålj ¨É¼ÀQUÉ ªÀÄgÀ¢AzÀ ºÁjzÀgÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ K£ÉÆÃ J£ÀÄßªÀ ¨sÀAiÀÄ. ºÁUÉ ¨sÀAiÀÄ¢AzÀ¯ÉÃ ºÉÆÃ®zÀ ¨ÉÆÃj£À ªÀÄ£É(¥ÀA¦£À ªÀÄ£É) EgÀÄªÀ 
¸À«ÄÃ¥ÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÁUÀ ¨Á«AiÀÄ ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ°è ¤Ãj£À°è E½zÀÄ zÁl¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DzÀgÉ C°è ªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É ¨É¼ÀQÌUÀ¼À »ArgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £À£Àß PÀ®à£ÉAiÀÄ°è 
E®è. £À£ÀUÉ ¤Ãj£À ºÀAa£À°è ºÁªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß ªÉÆÃzÀ®Ä £ÉÆÃrzÀÝjAzÀ £À£Àß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¨ÁåljAiÀÄ UÀªÀÄ£À ¤Ãj£À ªÉÄÃ°vÀÄÛ. £Á£ÀÄ 
¤ÃjUÉ MAzÀÄ ºÉeÉÓ EmÉÖÃ£ÀÄ CµÀÖgÀ°è K£ÉÆÃ ¥Àl-¥Àl ¥Àl-¥Àl ¸ÀzÀÄÝ PÀëuÁzsÀðzÀ°è JzÉAiÀÄ°è K£ÀÄ qÀªÀ-qÀªÀ D ¨sÀAiÀÄzÀ°è ¤Ãj£À°è 
©zÀÄÝ JzÀÄÝ zÀqÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÉÃjzÉÃ£ÀÄ. vÀPÀëtªÉÃ £À£ÀUÉ ¨É¼ÀQÌUÀ¼À ºÁjzÀ ¸ÀzÀÄÝ JAzÀÄ UÉÆvÁÛzÀgÀÆ ªÉÄÊAiÀÄ¯Áè vÉÆÃAiÀÄÄÝ vÀAr(ZÀ½)ºÀwÛ  
zÉÆqÀØ¥Àà£ÀªÀgÀÄ JzÀÄjUÉ PÀAqÀgÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄwÛ®è. CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¨ÁåljAiÀÄ ¨É¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄß CªÀgÀ PÀqÉ ºÁ¬Ä¹ PÀgÉzÀÄ C°èAiÉÄÃ EgÀÄªÀ 
©½ºÀÄ®Äè(§vÀÛzÀ ºÀÄ°è)£À ªÉÄÃ¯É ªÀÄ®V PÉÆAqÀ £É£À¥ÀÄ. F £É£É¥ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ ¸ÀzÁ £É£É¦gÀÄªÀ £É£À¥ÁVªÉ. 

*** 
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Towards all round destruction…???  
-Rajesh S Mahantmath 

We all say that our society is undergoing a lot of development! True isn’t it? Almost everything that we may 

wish for is available in the markets today. We enjoy numerous products which satisfy our five senses. How 

come In spite of all this we also see a number of problems all around us? Some countries are still 

underdeveloped for example Somalia in Africa. One may understand the problems faced by these countries 

due to their underdevelopment. One may also understand the problems faced by certain developing 

countries such as India. But then, how come the developed countries too have many problems of their own.  

Take the example of the US or the UK. They are the models of development. But, the people in such countries 

are not satisfied / content. They suffer from fear and stress. Some of them even have nightmares that some 

gun wielding crazy person will shoot them dead. People are afraid to go out after sunset. People in some 

countries are afraid that some nuclear strike may 

reduce them to ashes. They also suffer from the 

hazards of pollution. They have lot of insecurities 

about their future. Many of them suffer from heart 

disease, blood pressure, cancers etc. The percentage 

of single parent families is rising due to increase in 

divorces. Due to neglect by the elders the children 

become depressed and resort to bad habits, 

addictions and violence.  

The social life of people in developed countries is 

disturbed due to many problems. Riots, murders and 

accidents are an everyday occurrence. The huge 

multinational corporations often pose a big challenge 

to the governments of these developed countries. 

Often the decisions taken by these governments are 

dictated by the bosses of these MNCs. There are lot of 

inequities in the so called developed societies. 

Take for instance Japan and the US. Japan is said to be economically more stable than the US. The Japanese 

workers are said to be more sincere and diligent than any other in the world. But continuously working like 

a machine for long hours makes them overstressed. They resort to addictions. Some of them suffer from 

schizophrenia or split personalities. Thus, the incidence of suicides due to mental stress is higher in Japan 

than in the US. 

It is said that it is impressed upon the minds of Japanese children and youth that their country has to remain 

at the forefront of global competition in all the fields of human endeavour. The enormous stress that this 

puts on the tender minds of young children leads them to commit suicides. We often read about instances 

of students killing their competitors in school or attacking their teachers in the so called developed countries. 

On one hand we see the decline of regard for moral values in the society and on the other we see the 

immense depletion in the quality of our environment and the degradation of natural resources. Our so called 

development is based on mere material progress and physical growth. More consumption implies more 

development. And the craze for achieving this development has led to mindless exploitation of natural 

resources and destruction of habitats leading to endangering of wildlife and pollution of all sorts. Pollution 
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of air, water and soil has serious implications on the health and survival of all living beings including humans. 

It is well known already that the emission of certain pollutants has caused the thinning of the ozone layer 

and there is an increased incidence of different types of cancers. Over emission of greenhouse gases has 

caused global warming. It has disrupted the natural cycles and caused loss of biodiversity.  

On one hand we see that the per capita income, the consumption levels or the GNP of countries is increasing 

and with it we see that on the other hand violence, exploitation, suicides, accidents, divorces, degradation 

of resources and pollution too are increasing. If we probe deeper we may come across more problems 

plaguing our society and each problem may be the subject matter of a serious research paper or perhaps 

one may write a book on each one of them. 

Now, the question that comes to our mind, naturally, is that when there are so many problems inside, outside 

and around us “how we can say that our society is undergoing development?’- Just because our resource 

consumption is increasing? Or because our per capita consumption is increasing? Or just because our GNP is 

steadily rising? Then what about the increasing metal stress? Increase in addictions? Increase in violence? 

Increase in divorce cases? Increase in sexual exploitation? Degradation of natural resources? Increase in 

pollution? Loss of biodiversity? One has to agree that these are the fruits of our present model of 

development. There is a need to seriously reconsider our idea of development and reflect upon the benefits 

and hazards of our present model of development. 

Unfortunately, steady rise or fall in GNP seems to be the only available and accepted yardstick of measuring 

development. Because of this an increase in GNP implies development. We do not care to see how the GNP 

increased, what problems arose of it and so on. A bitter truth is that we cannot measure the problems. We 

may calculate the numbers of incidences of suicides, murders, exploitation etc. but it is not easy to measure 

the stress and the violence. This is a complex challenge for us. Many economists and social scientists are 

realizing the gravity of the problem and are regretting that we are painting an unrealistic picture of a so 

called developed society using a lame yardstick.  

It seems that in the name of development we are heading towards all round self-destruction. To avoid this 

we need to stop equating development with mere consumption. We need to realize that consumption is one 

of the means to pacify our needs and desires and not an end in itself. We need to realize that the happiness 

we derive out of thoughtless consumption is short lived. If we fail to do this now we may have to regret later. 

*** 
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Pleasure of Pain!!! 
-Niranjan Sarvade 

At a first sight don’t think this is a story of Devdas. Leave! Let me start and you shall know.  

Addiction is always associated with pleasure. It is stated as the iterative act of action that pleases the senses and mind. 

We have seen people addicted to drugs, to sleep, to laziness, to food, to alcohol, to other beverages, to exercise and 

so on. In general to something that makes them feel relaxed and good. 

The new addictions are now in view are of selfies, smartphones, internet, social media and few others.  

But the addiction to pain perplexes me. The addiction to the action that gives pain seem to me as a taboo. Yes, the 

addiction that I am talking is associated with the pleasure due to pain. The pain that comes through the punishment, 

has intrigued and left me breathless.  

As an associate, the school visit was on my part. I have been in contact with private school children in my past and 

have always learnt that punishment is a painful and rather dreadful sensation. I have been undergoing punishments 

of all intensities and grades for years. I have been naughty all th e life, for which I shall never regret unless due to 

punishments. Coming back to the incident that made me write this.  

As I was mentioning of the school visits, I used to go to a rural school (I don’t like to disclose the details) where the 

strength of each class exceeds 40. Few class even had 50 and above. The incident so happened, I was engaging students 

with science in the morning class. The children were happy and fresh. Everything was calm and happy. Amid this beauty 

and joy of learning suddenly we heard a scream “No! Sir Please don’t! I beg pardon”- a student was harsh-fully getting 

beaten up by a teacher. The teacher held the child with one hand, let him hang and used a raw stick freshly cut from 

the trees. The child was screaming and begging pardon mentioning that the mistake shall not be repeated. 
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The teacher kept it on for a while. I intervened and tried to stop this abiotic behaviour. Even after my intervention to 

stop him he didn’t. My heart rugged under the bones and muscles, the breath was swift and the body shivering.  

For is as a saying “Which goes around, comes around” or “As you sow, so shall you reap” comes to mind when one 

learns that the trees that gave teacher the raw, fresh and wonderfully elastic stick; fit for thrashing was or is part of 

the tree that the children have been planting along years. Is that the way the “Karma” works. I was wondered to see 

the parents of the child standing beside with anger. Wondered because even the parents of the child that got the 

whoop, were encouraging teacher to use his physical strength against the child for his innocent mistake of missing a 

class.  

The story takes a twist when on same afternoon I entered a class and asked whether they would not like to oppose 

the teacher or parents who punish them.  The answer literally baffled me; “ADDICTED SIR!!! We will never be 

disciplined and learning unless we are punished. You won’t punish at all. If you leave we will grow undisciplined and 

remain unlearned. Without out punishment we won’t feel the school.” To them punishment is a must for civilized 

behaviour. 

The questions were so questioning me about how has this seemed to the children? Is it due to the years or even 

decades or centuries of practice of teachers leading to a change in genetic level that made this innate? Even a child of 

class one was with this thought. The very thought of punishment has always been dreadful and horrible to me. But the 

children of the public school here left me no less astonished, baffled and regretful for the thing that I have never 

thought of. 

Later as the time passed I got the chances to hear from children requesting even me to beat them. This frequented 

when I remained soft and calm without whooping them even under the noisy environment.  The addiction to pleasure 

of pain or the habit of cruel punishment, remained so until interaction with students about to revisit and check whether 

they really need punishment? Can’t they be disciplined (as community there calls it) without punishment? Is 

punishment the compulsion for learning?  

The interaction might have put the students in thought but their helplessness is accounted by teachers and elders. 

They might have thought what my thought and statements are worth of when a teacher of so much acquaintance and 

even their own parents afford it. 

The complaint might work for a single teacher but the scenario will remain all over the country. I feel law and order 

are for those who are irrational. Teachers are rational. How shall we help defeating the evil of punishment with no foul 

to the one who is practicing it? 

*** 
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¥ÉuÉÚAzÀgÉ CµÉÖÃ ¸ÁPÉÃ? (CªÀ¼À CAvÀgÀAUÀ §®èªÀgÁgÀÄ?) 
-¨sÀªÁå 

 

£Á«AzÀÄ 21£ÉÃ ±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è ¤AwzÉÝÃªÉ.  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå EAzÀÄ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ PÉëÃvÀæUÀ¼À°è ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛ zÉÊvÀå£ÁV 
¨É¼ÉzÀÄ ¤AwzÁÝ£É.  DyðPÀªÁV ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ¸ÀÄzsÁgÀuÉUÀ¼ÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ dUÀwÛ£À ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ C©üªÀÈ¢ÝAiÀÄ ¥ÀxÀzÀ°è 
¸ÁUÀÄwÛªÉ.  ªÀÄÄV¯ÉvÀÛgÀPÉÌ UÀUÀ£ÀZÀÄA© PÀlÖqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¨É¼ÉzÀÄ ¤AwªÉ, PÀëuÁzsÀðªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è MAzÉqÉ ¬ÄAzÀ MAzÉqÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ®Ä 
¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄªÀAvÀºÀ ¸ÁjUÉ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄUÀ½ªÉ.  ªÀ  Ä£ÀÄµÀå£À ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÀÄß dUÀwÛ£À AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ PÀqÉ PÀÆvÀÄ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀµÀÄÖ vÁAwæPÀ 
¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ ¸ÁzsÀåªÁVzÉ.  dUÀvÀÄÛ EAzÀÄ JµÉÖÃ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¹zÀÝgÀÆ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ £ÀA©PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, DZÀgÀuÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÉÃ 
G½¢ªÉ.  J¯Áè PÉëÃvÀæUÀ¼À®Æè ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ zÁ¥ÀÄUÁ®Ä ºÁPÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ JAzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ.  DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ ¥ÀæªÀiÁt JµÀÄÖ 
JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß ©r¹ CxÀðªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ UÉÆÃfUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ°è £ÁªÀÅ ¸ÉÆÃ®ÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ.  ¥ÀæwÃ ªÀµÀð ªÀiÁZïð8 gÀAzÀÄ ªÀÄ»¼Á 
¢£ÁZÀgÀuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß DZÀj¸ÀÄªÀ°èUÉ ªÀiÁvÀæ ºÉtÚ£ÀÄß ¹Ã«ÄvÀ UÉÆ½¸ÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ.  CªÀ¼À°ègÀÄªÀ C¥ÁgÀªÁzÀ ±ÀQÛ-¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð UÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä 
¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ UËgÀªÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß (ºÉtÄÚ ¸ÀºÀ£ÁªÀÄÆwð, vÁåUÀªÀÄ¬Ä) ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ CªÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀnÖºÁPÀÄªÀ ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀßªÀ£ÀÄß 
ªÀiÁqÀ¯ÁUÀÄwÛzÉ. 

ºÉtÂÚ£À PÀÄjvÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÁæaÃ£ÀgÀ £ÀA©PÉ-¤®ÄªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÃVvÀÄÛ? JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ, ªÀÄ£ÀÄ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄ£ÀÄ¸Àäøw AiÀÄ°è ºÉtÂÚ£À 
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÀÄjvÀÄ F jÃw ºÉÃ½zÁÝ£É “ºÉtÄÚ ºÀÄnÖzÁUÀ vÀ£Àß vÀAzÉ-vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ D±ÀæAiÀÄzÀ°è, ªÀÄzsÀÄªÉ AiÀiÁzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ UÀAqÀ£À 
D±ÀæAiÀÄzÀ°è, ªÀÈzÁÝ¥ÀåzÀ°è vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À D±ÀæAiÀÄzÀ°ègÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ” JAzÀÄ.  CªÀ¼À §zÀÄPÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ £Á®ÄÌ UÉÆÃqÉUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉAiÉÄÃ 
PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ CªÀ½UÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ jÃwAiÀiÁzÀAvÀºÀ ̧ ÁªÀiÁfPÀ, DyðPÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ gÁdQÃAiÀÄ ̧ ÁévÀAvÀæöåUÀ¼À£ÀÆß 
¤ÃrgÀ°®è.  s̈ÁgÀvÀzÀ gÁdzsÁ¤AiÀÄ¯ÉèÃ DzÀAvÀºÀ “¤ s̈ÀðAiÀÄ” ¥ÀæPÀgÀtªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è£À ºÉtÄÚªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¸ÀÄgÀPÀëvÉ JµÀÖgÀ ªÀÄn ÖUÉ EzÉ 
JA§ÄzÀPÉÌ J¸ÉzÀ £ÉÃgÀ ¸ÀªÁ¯ÁVzÉ. 

£ÀªÀÄä ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀAvÀºÀ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è §ºÀÄvÉÃPÀ ªÀÄzsÀåªÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÉ¼ÀªÀUÀðzÀ ºÉtÄÚªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ UÁªÉÄðAmïì, ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ®¸À ªÉÆzÀ¯ÁzÀ PÉ®¸ÀUÀ½UÉ 
ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ vÀ£Àß UÀAqÀ£ÀÆ ¸ÉÃjzÀAvÉ ErÃ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁqÀÄªÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤¨sÁ¬Ä¸ÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ.  CªÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ 
M¼ÀUÀÆ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÉÆÃgÀUÀÆ zÀÄrAiÀÄÄwÛzÁÝ¼É. 

E£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä eÁ»gÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¹¤ªÀiÁUÀ¼À°è CªÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÃªÀ® MAzÀÄ ¸ÀgÀPÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ.  C°è CªÀ¼À zÉÃºÀ ¸ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß §AqÀªÁ¼À 
ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÀt ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ ªÀUÀðªÉÃ EzÉ.  ºÉtÚ£ÀÄß PÉÃªÀ® MAzÀÄ s̈ÉÆÃUÀzÀ ªÀ¸ÀÄÛªÁVAiÉÄÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁd CªÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
MAzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À¼À£ÁßV £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä ¹zÀÝ«®è.  FUÀ®Æ §ºÀ¼À d£ÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄUÉ ºÉtÄÚªÀÄUÀÄ d¤¹zÀgÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä ºÉÆgÉAiÀiÁVAiÉÄÃ 
¥ÀjUÀtÂ¸ÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ, KPÉAzÀgÉ CªÀ½UÉ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ²PÀët PÉÆr¹zÀgÀÆ CªÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ zÀÄrzÀÄ vÀAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¸ÁPÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.  CªÀ¼À 
UÀAqÀ£À ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁPÀ®Ä CªÀ½UÉ £ÁªÉÃPÉ N¢¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ?! JA§ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃzsÉÆÃgÀuÉ EzÉ.  CµÉÖÃ C®èzÉÃ CªÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄzsÀÄªÉ 
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÆ PÀÆqÀ §ºÀ¼À ºÉÆgÉ JA§ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ¨sÁªÀ EA¢UÀÆ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀzÀ wÃgÀ »AzÀÄ½¢gÀÄªÀ ºÀ½îUÀ¼À d£ÀgÀ 
ªÀÄ£À¹ÜwAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß PÁt§ºÀÄzÀÄ.  F ªÀÄ£À¹ÜwAiÀÄÄ EA¢£À £ÀªÀÄä °AUÁ£ÀÄ¥ÁvÀzÀ°è ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ ¸ÀASÉåAiÀÄ°è 
PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁUÀ®Æ MAzÀÄ PÁgÀtªÁVzÉ.  2011gÀ £ÀªÀÄä d£ÀUÀtwAiÀÄ ¥ÀæPÁgÀ ¥ÀæwÃ 1000 ¥ÀÄgÀÄµÀjUÉ 940 ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄjzÁÝgÉ.  
¸ÀPÁðgÀ JµÉÖÃ PÁ£ÀÆ£ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁrzÀÝgÀÆ ºÉtÄÚ ¨sÀÆætºÀvÉå ºÉVÎ®èzÉ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ. 

¸ÀªÀiÁd JµÉÖÃ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀjzÀgÀÆ, DzsÀÄ¤PÀªÁzÀgÀÆ ºÉtÂÚ£À ¸ÁÜ£ÀªÀiÁ£À zÀ°è ¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¸À®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄwÛ®è.  
gÁdQÃAiÀÄªÁV, ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀªÁV, DyðPÀªÁV CªÀ¼ÀÄ »AzÀÄ½¢zÁÝ¼É.  ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ªÀÄÄ£Àß¯ÉUÉ vÀgÀ®Ä ¸ÀPÁðgÀ 
¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ¸Ë®¨sÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß CªÀjUÉ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉ, DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ¨sÀæµÁÖZÁgÀzÀ PÉ£Áß°UÉ¬ÄAzÀ CUÀvÀå«gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄjUÉ vÀ®Ä¥ÀÄªÀ°è 
¸ÉÆÃ®ÄwÛzÉ.   

EAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ ¸ÁPÀëgÀvÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀæªÀiÁt 74.04% EzÉ.  CAzÀgÉ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ ªÀÄÄPÁÌ®Ä ¥Á®Ä d£ÀgÀÄ 
«zÁåªÀAvÀgÁVzÁÝgÉ.  DzÀgÀÆ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁd ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß UËgÀ«¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ÜwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¨É¼É¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ°è ¸ÉÆÃ®ÄwÛzÉ. 

CvÁåZÁgÀ, ªÀgÀzÀQëuÉ, QgÀÄPÀÄ¼À, ¯ÉÊAVPÀ ±ÉÆÃµÀuÉ UÀ½AzÀ ªÀÄÄPÀÛªÁV ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀA«zsÁ£ÀzÀ ªÀÄÆ® D±ÀAiÀÄ ªÁVgÀÄªÀ 
¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä £ÀªÀÄUÉ E£ÀÆß JµÀÄÖ ±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ? JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀzÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â «zÁåªÀAvÀ ¥ÀæeÉAiÀÄÆ 
AiÉÆÃa¸À¨ÉÃPÁzÀ vÀÄvÀÄð CUÀvÀå«zÉ. 
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आयी बारिश आयी बारिश 

-डॉ. शशवाजी 
 

 

 

 

बादलों का साथ छोढ़ कर 

हवा के साथ रास्तों को मोड़कर 

लेकर अपना प्यार नददयााँ भरने 

जीव-जंतुवों को दमल सागर से दमलने 

आयी बाररश आयी बाररश ।। १ ।। 

पेड़ों को फलने के दलए 

फूलों को दिलने के दलए 

प्रादियों को आहार देने के दलए 

आयी बाररश आयी बाररश ॥ २ ॥ 

  

पे्रदमयों को मुग्ध करने 

बाल-बच्चों को नचाने 

वयस्क को अपनी बीती यादें को जगाने 

आयी बाररश आयी बाररश ॥ ३ ॥ 

सूिें को हररयाली में बदलने 

आयी-आयी बाररश दफर से बादल बनने 

आयी बाररश आयी बाररश ॥ ४ ॥ 
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MEMORIES 
-NARASIMHA MURTHY S V    

 

Old papers sold!  

Latest news of yesterday 

Bartered 

For a mere hundred! 

Weighed and discarded. 

But old school dogmas 

Lay embedded 

Rusting the crevices of 

The mind. 

No balance to weigh? 

No counter to discard? 

Diminishing our persona, 

It simply burdens!!  

 Let fresh breeze blow 

 Allowing a rejuvenation. 

 Past is a stale dish 

 And memories are fossils. 

 Breathe the freshness of  

TODAY.  

Lest they come useless 

As time always frolics. 

It sweeps cobwebs. 

Let it soothe the past 

Not at the cost of present. 
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ಮುಖವಾಡ ಕಿತ್ತೊಗ್ದ ಮೇಲ್…… 

-ಚಿಕಕವೇರ್ೇಶ್, ಬ್ೆಂಗಳೂರು  

ಪ ುಂಖಾನುಪ ುಂಖ ಭಾಷಣ ಮಾಡಿ 

ಯುವಕರ ಎದೆಯೊಳಗೆ 
ಧರ್ಮದ ವಿಷ ಬೀಜ ಬತ್ತಿ  
ನೀವ  ಬೆಚ್ಚಗೆ ರ್ನೆಯೊಳಗೆ ರ್ಲಗಿದಿರಿ, 
ಈ ಬಡವ ಬಲ್ಲಿದರು ಬೀದಿಗೆ ಇಳಿದು ಗಲಭೆ ಮಾಡಿ 

ಜೀವ ತೆತ್ರಿೂ 

ಖುಂಡಿಸಲ್ಲಕ್ೆೆ   ಟಿವಿಯಲ್ಲ ರ್ತೊಿುಂದು ನರ್ಮದೆೀ ಸುಂದರ್ಮನ, 

 ಅದೆೀನನೊನೀ ಸಾಧಿಸಿದ ಖುಷಿ. 
ಅಲಿ್ಲ ಕರುಳಬಳಿಿ ಕಳೆದುಕ್ೊುಂಡ ತಾಯಿಯ ಆಕರುಂದನ. 
ಥೂ ನಮ್ ಬಾಯಿಗೆ ರ್ಣ್ಾಾಕ 

ಚಿತೆಯ ಬೆುಂಕಿಯಲ್ಲ 

ನಶೆಏರಿಸಿ ಕ್ೊಲೊಿೀ ಜನ ನೀವ . 
 

ನರ್ಮ ರ್ಕೆಳನೆಲಿ ದೆೀರ್ವಿದೆೀರ್ಗಳ ಪರಖಾಾತ್ 

ಶಾಲೆಗಳಲಿ್ಲ ಓದಿಸಿ 

ಬಡ ರೆೈತ್ರ ರ್ಕೆಳ ಗಡಿಗೆ ಅಟಿಿದಿರಿ 

ಪ ಟ್ಾಾಲ್ ಚೆುಂಡಿನುಂತೆ ರ್ನಸಾರೆ ಒದುು ದೆೀಶಾವರಿ ನಗೆ ಬೀರಿದಿರಿ 

ರಕಿ ಹರಿಸಿದ ಮೀಲೆ 
ರ್ತ್ಿದೆೀ ರಸವತಾಿದ ಕತೆಗಳ ಭಾಷಣ ಬಗಿದಿರಿ 

ಫೆೀಸುಾಕ್, ವ್ಾಾಟ್ಸಪ್ ಗಳಲ್ಲಿ ದೆೀರ್ಭಕಿಿ ಮರೆದಿರಿ 

ನರ್ೂಮರಿನ ರ್ನೆ ಪಕೆದ ಸಕಮಲಗಳಲಿ್ಲ ಘೂೀಷಣ್ೆ ಕೂಗಿದಿರಿ 

ರ್ತೆಿ ಬಡ ರ್ಕೆಳ ಹುರಿದುುಂಬಸಿ ಗಡಿಗೆ ಕಳಿಸಿದಿರಿ 

ಹವ್ಾನಯುಂತ್ತರತ್ ಕ್ೊೀಣ್ೆಯೊಳಗೆ ಬೆಚ್ಚಗೆ ರ್ಲಗಿದಿರಿ. 
ಥೂ ನಮ್ ಬಾಯಿಗೆ ರ್ಣ್ಾಾಕ 

ಪೆೀಪರ್, ಮೀಡಿಯಾಗಳಲ್ಲ ಿವಿೀರಾವ್ೆೀರ್ ತೊೀರಿಸೊೀ ದೆೀರ್ ಭಕಿಿಯ  
ಭಜನೆ ಮಾಡೊೀ ಉಳಿವರು ನೀವ , 
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C©üªÀåQÛ JA§ ªÀiÁAiÉÄ !! 
-gÁWÀªÉÃAzÀæ ºÉÃ¼Éð, f. (¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ) 

DvÀä¸ÁQë ªÉÄ®èªÉÄ®è£É G¸ÀÄgÀÄªÀ ºÀ¹ ºÀ¹AiÀiÁzÀ ¸ÀvÀåzÀ vÀÄtÄPÀÄ, 
zsÀÄvÉÛAzÀÄ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄAzÀºÁ¸ÀzÀ PÉÆÃ°äAZÀÄ, 
£À£ÉÆß¼ÀUÀ£ÀÄß £Á §UÉzÀÄ £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ PÉÆÃ±ÁªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ ºÉÆAVgÀt, 
Cr¬ÄAzÀ ªÀÄÄrAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ  JgÀPÀ ºÉÆ¬ÄÝlÖ ¸ÀéAwPÉAiÀÄ C¥Ààl bÁAiÉÄ, 
PÉtPÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ dÆmÁlªÁqÀÄªÀ CAvÀgÀAUÀzÀ PÀ£ÀßrAiÀÄ ¥Àæw©A§, 
C¹ÛvÀézÀ ºÀÄqÀÄPÁlPÉÌ, C¹ävÉAiÀÄ «Ä¸ÀÄPÁlPÉÌ zÉÆgÉvÀ C£À£Àå GvÀÛgÀ 
ºÉ¸ÀjmÉÖ £Á vÀtÚUÉ CzÀPÉ C©üªÀåQÛ ! 
 

¸ÀÄR-zÀÄBR, £ÉÆÃªÀÅ-£À°ªÀÅ, 
DPÉÆæÃ±À-DªÉÃ±À, GzÉéÃUÀ-¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ 
£ÀÆgÁgÀÄ ¨sÁªÀwÃªÀævÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄ ¨ÉÆUÀ¸ÉAiÀÄ° »r¢lÖ gÀ¸ÀWÀ½UÉ, 
DQð«ÄrÃ¸À£À AiÀÄÄgÉÃPÁzÀ ¨É£ÀßwÛ Nr ¸ÀA¨sÀæ«Ä¹zÀ ªÀÄUÀÄªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ªÀÄÄUÀÞvÉ, 
PÁrzÀÄÝ, ¨ÉÃrzÀÄÝ, vÉÆÃazÀÄÝ, vÉÆÃrzÀÄÝ, 
PÀ£À¹zÀÄÝ, PÀ°à¹zÀÄÝ, ºÁrzÀÄÝ, ªÀÄÆrzÀÄÝ, ºÀA§°¹zÀÄÝ 
 J®èªÀ£ÀÆ PÀQÌ ºÀUÀÄgÁzÀ CªÀÄÈvÀWÀ½UÉ, 
UÀÄAUÀÄ, VÃ¼ÀÄ, £É£À¥ÀÄ, zÀéAzÀé, vÀÄªÀÄÄ®UÀ¼À §¯É¬ÄAzÀ  
ªÉÄÊPÉÆqÀ«PÉÆAqÀÄ ¥ÀÄnzÉzÀÝ ºÀqÉzÀ ¸ÀÄRzÀ zsÀ£ÀåvÉ, 
PÀ®¹ ºÉÆÃzÀ ¸ÀPÀ® ¨sÁªÀ-§tÚUÀ¼À£ÀÄ MlÖAzÀPÉ wgÀÄV¹ 
RÄ¶¥ÀlÖ PÀ«AiÉÄA§ PÀ¸ÀÄ§ÄUÁjPÉAiÀÄ ¨sÁæAw ! 
ºÉ¸ÀjmÉÖ £Á vÀtÚUÉ CzÀPÉ C©üªÀåQÛ ! 
 

£ÀÆgÁgÀÄ vÀgÀ¯É vÁ¥ÀvÀæAiÀÄUÀ¼À UÉÆÃd°£À ¸ÀAvÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀgÀPÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 
PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀzÉ eÁUÀÈwUÉÆ½¹zÀ JZÀÑjPÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀæeÉÕ, 
D¯ÉÆÃZÀ£Á ¤gÀUÀð¼ÀvÉUÉ ¸ÁuÉ »rAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄªÀ MgÉUÀ®Äè, 
¨sÀAiÀÄªÀÄÄPÀÛvÉAiÀÄ PÀ°¹zÀ ¢ªÀå UÀÄgÀÄªÀÅ, 
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¯ÉPÁÌZÁgÀªÀ£É®è C¼ÉzÀÄ vÀÆVzÀgÀÆ  
vÀ£ÀßvÀ£ÀªÀ PÁAiÀÄÄÝPÉÆAqÀ M¼ÀªÀÄ£À¹£À  ¸ÉÆÃfUÀzÀ ªÀiÁAiÀiÁ«, 
§aÑlÖgÀÆ §aÑqÀ¯ÁgÉ; CzÀÄ«ÄlÖgÀÆ CzÀÄ«ÄqÀ¯ÁgÉ 
§lÖ§AiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄªÉ ¨ÉvÀÛ¯É dUÀwÛ£À £ÀqÀÄªÉ EzÀgÀ zÉ¸É¬ÄAzÁV 
ºÉ¸ÀjmÉÖ £Á vÀtÚUÉ CzÀPÉ C©üªÀåQÛ ! 
 

ªÀåQÛ ªÉÊ²µÀÖöåzÀ PÀªÀ®ÄzÁj¬ÄzÀÄ, 
ºÉzÁÝjAiÀÄ ¢üPÀÌj¹zÀ PÁ®ÄzÁjAiÀÄ KPÁAvÀzÀ ¸ÀÄR«zÀÄ, 
ªÀå¶Ö ¸ÀªÀÄ¶ÖUÀ¼À ¨É¸ÉªÀ ¸ÁQë¥ÀæeÉÕ¬ÄzÀÄ; ¸ÀÆvÀæzsÁgÀ¤zÀÄ 
C£Á«ÄPÀgÉÆA¢V£À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ¸ÀAªÁzÀ«zÀÄ, 
J®ègÉÆ¼ÀUÉÆAzÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä£À  CAvÀgÀAUÀzÀ ¥ÀÄl«zÀÄ, 
ºÉ¸ÀjmÉÖ £Á vÀtÚUÉ CzÀPÉ C©üªÀåQÛ ! 
§tÚ§tÚzÀ ¨sÁªÀ«¯Á¸ÀzÀ ªÉÄgÀªÀtÂUÉAiÀÄ  QÃwð±À¤AiÀÄ ªÉÊ¨sÀªÀzÀ 
¨É¤ßUÉÃ PÁtÂ¹zÉAiÀÄ®è CAPÀ¥ÀgÀzÉ MªÉÄä¯ÉÃ ! 
¤Ã ªÀiÁAiÉÄAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉÆÃ? ¤£ÉÆß¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁAiÉÄAiÉÆÃ ? 
ZÀÄaÑ ©nÖvÀ®è ¸ÀÆfAiÀÄ ªÉÆ£Àa£ÀAvÉ DUÀ 
±ÉÃµÀ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀÄ£ÉÆAzÀÄ »ÃUÉ JzÉUÉ Hj CAvÀzsÁð£ÀªÁUÀÄwzÉAiÀÄ®è, 
zÉÆgÉvÀ GvÀÛgÀªÉÃ ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀiÁV¹zÀ ªÀiÁAwæPÀ£À PÉÊ° ªÀÈxÁ §A¢AiÀiÁzÉ£À®è, 
ºÉÃ½ FUÀ MUÀlÄ ©r¸ÀÄªÀªÀgÁgÀÄ ? ¹PÀÄÌ PÀzÀ°¸ÀÄªÀgÁgÀÄ ? 
PÀvÀÛ¯ÉAiÀÄ UÀ«AiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ¢ÃªÀnUÉ »rzÀÄ zÁj vÉÆÃgÀÄªÀgÁgÀÄ ?  
¤ªÁðvÀzÀ°èzÉÝÃ£É, UÀªÀÄå ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ §¤ß. ¥ÀÄtåPÀnÖPÉÆ½î !! 
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ಕನಸುಗಳ ಬ್ನ್ನೇರುವುದಿಲ್ಲ ಏಕ್? 
-ಜನಾರ್ಧನ್ ಜಿ. ಎನ್., ಬ್ೆಂಗಳೂರು 

ಆತ ಎಲ್ಲರೆಂತ್ ಕನಸುಗಾರ. ಹಗಲ್ುಗನಸು ಇದದರತ ಇರಬಹುದ್ೇನ್ತೇ ? ಒಟ್ಟಿನಲ್ಲಲ ಏನ್ತೇ ಸಾಧಿಸುವ್ನ್ೆಂದು,ಎಲ್ಲರ ಮಧ್್ೆ ವಶಿಷ್ಿವಾಗಿ 
ಗುರುತಿಸಕ್ತಳಳಬ್ೇಕ್ೆಂದು ಆತನ ಬಯಕ್. 

ಹ್ತೇಬಳಿಯ ಪ್ರತಿಷ್ಠಿತ ಆೆಂಗಲ ಮಾರ್ೆಮ ಶಾಲ್ಯಲ್ಲಲ ಒೆಂಬತೊನ್ೇ ತರಗತಿಯ ಪ್ರವ್ೇಶ ಪ್ರೇಕ್ಷ್ ಯಲ್ಲಲ ಫ್ೇಲಾಗಿ ಪ್ರವ್ೇಶ ನಿರಾಕರಸಿ ಕ್ತೆಂಡಾತ. ಮೊದಲ್ ಎರಡು 
ಟ್ಸ್ಟಿ ಗಳಲ್ಲಲ ಒಳ್ ಳ್ ಅೆಂಕ ತ್ಗ್ದು ಕ್ತಳಳದಿದದರ್ ಎೆಂಟನ್ೇ ತರಗತಿಗ್ ಹ್ತೇಗುವುದಾಗಿ ಮುಚ್ಚಳಿಕ್ ಬರ್ದು ಕ್ತಟುಿ ಪ್ರವ್ೇಶ ಪ್ಡ್ದವನು ಆತ.ನೆಂತರ ಎಸ್ಟ ಎಸ್ಟ 
ಎಲ್ ಸಿ ಪ್ರೇಕ್ಷ್ ಯಲ್ಲಲ ಉನನತ ದರ್್ಧಯಲ್ಲಲ ಪಾಸಾಗಿ ಆ ಶಾಲ್ಗ್ ದಿಿತಿೇಯ ರಾೆಂಕ್ ಪ್ಡ್ದದುದ ಇನತನ ಹಸಿ ಹಸಿ ನ್ನಪ್ು. 

ತೆಂದ್ ತಾಯಿಗ್ ಆತ ಇದ್ೇ ಓದಬ್ೇಕು ಎೆಂಬ ಹೆಂಬಲ್ವ್ೇನತ 
ಇರಲ್ಲಲ್ಲ. ಚ್ನಾನಗಿ ಓದುವನು ಎೆಂಬ ಖುಷ್ಠ ಇತುೊ. ಏನ್ೇ ಓದಲ್ಲ 
ಓದಿಸುತ ೊ್ೇನ್ ಎೆಂದು ತಾಯಿಯ ಬ್ೆಂಬಲ್ವೂ ಇತುೊ. ಈತನಿಗತ 
ಇದ್ೇ ಓದಬ್ೇಕು ಎೆಂಬ ಆಸ್ ಇರಲ್ಲಲ್ಲ. ತನನ ಸ್ನೇಹಿತ ನ್ತಬಬ ಪಿ 
ಯು ಸಿ ವಜ್ಞಾನ ವಭಾಗಕ್ಕ ಸ್ೇರದನ್ೆಂದು ಈತನತ ಸ್ೇರದ. 

ಪಿ ಯು ಸಿ ಯಲ್ಲಲ ಕತಡ ಓದಿನಲ್ಲಲ ಮುೆಂದಿದದ. ಶಿಕ್ಷಕರ ನ್ಚಿಚನ 
ವದಾೆರ್ಥಧಯಾಗಿದಧ. ಕ್ತೇಚಿೆಂಗ್ ಸ್ೆಂಟರ್ ನ ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರದ 
ಶಿಕ್ಷಕರು ಈತನಿಗ್ ಅಚ್ುಚಮಚ್ುಚ. ಅವರತ ಕತಡ ಈತನನುನ 
ಮಗನೆಂತ್ ಕೆಂಡರು. ೨೦ ಸಾವರ ಇದದ ಫೇಸ್ಟ ನಲ್ಲಲ ಈತನಿೆಂದ 
ತ್ಗ್ದು ಕ್ತೆಂಡಿದುದ ಕ್ೇವಲ್ ೫ ಸಾವರ. ಅದರೆಂದಲ್ತೇ ಏನ್ತೇ 
ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರ ಎೆಂದರ್ ಅವನಿಗ್ ಇಷ್ಿ. 

ಒಮೆ ಶಿಕ್ಷಕರು ಏನಾಗಬ್ೇಕು ಅೆಂದುಕ್ತೆಂಡಿದಿದೇಯ ಎೆಂದು 
ಕ್ೇಳಿದಾಗ ಫಟ್ ಎೆಂದು ವಜ್ಞಾನಿ ಎೆಂದು ಹ್ೇಳಿದದ. ಅವನ್ತಬಬನ್ೇ 
ಅನಿಸುತ ೊ್ ಆ ಉತೊರ ಕ್ತಟ್ಟಿದುದ.  

ವಶಿದ ವಸಾೊರ ವನುನ ಊಹ್ ಮಾಡಿಕ್ತಳಳಲ್ು ಪ್ರಯತಿನಸಿ ಆಗದ್ 
ಅಬಾಬ ಎೆಂದು ಉದಗರಸಿದದ. ಭತಮಿ ಒೆಂದು ಸುತುೊ ಪ್ರಭರಮಣ್ 
ಮಾಡಿದರ್ ಒೆಂದು ವಷ್ಧ ಎೆಂದಾದರ್,ತಾನು ಬ್ಳಕಿನ ವ್ೇಗದಲ್ಲಲ 
ಚ್ಲ್ಲಸಿ ಬ್ೇರ್ ಯಾವುದ್ತ ಹ್ಚ್ುಚ ಪ್ರಭರಮಣ ಅವಧಿ ಇರುವ ಗರಹಕ್ಕ 
ಹ್ತೇಗಿ ಅಲ್ಲಲ ಒೆಂದು ವಷ್ಧ ಪ್ೂರ್ೈಸಿ ವಾಪ್ಸ್ಟ ಬೆಂದರ್ ತನನ 
ವಯಸಕರು ಈತನಿಗಿೆಂತಲ್ತ ದ್ತಡಡವರಾಗಿ ತಾನು ಮಾತರ ಇನುನ 
ಚಿಕಕ ವಯಸಿಿನವನ್ೇ ಆಗಿ ಉಳಿದಿರ ಬಹುದು ಎೆಂದು ಏನ್ೇನ್ತ 
ಊಹಿಸಿಕ್ತೆಂಡು ಖುಷ್ಠ ಪ್ಟ್ಟಿದದ.  

ಪಿ ಯು ಸಿ ನಲ್ಲಲ ಒಳ್ ಳ್ಯ ಅೆಂಕ ಬೆಂದವು. ಈತನಿಗ್ ಇೆಂಟ್ಟಗ್ರೇಟ್ಡ್ 
ಎೆಂ ಎಸಿಿ ಮಾಡಬ್ೇಕ್ೆಂಬ ಆಸ್, ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರ ದಲ್ಲಲ ಆಸಕಿೊ. ಆದರ್ 
ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರದ ಶಿಕ್ಷಕರ್ೇ, ಎೆಂ ಎಸಿಿ ಮಾಡಿದರ್ ತನನೆಂತ್ ಶಿಕ್ಷಕ 
ನಾಗಬ್ೇಕಷ್್ಿ. ಇಷ್ುಿ ಒಳ್ ಳ್ಯ ಅೆಂಕ ಬೆಂದಿದ್ ಎೆಂದು 
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ಇೆಂಜಿನಿಯರೆಂಗ್ ಮಾಡಲ್ು ಹ್ೇಳಿದರು. ಈತನಿಗತ ಅವರ ಸಲ್ಹ್ ತಿರಸಕರಸಲ್ು ಸಾರ್ೆವರಲ್ಲಲ್ಲ.  

ಒಳ್ ಳ್ಯ ಅೆಂಕ ಎೆಂದರ್ ಇೆಂಜಿನಿಯರೆಂಗ್, ಮಡಿಕಲ್.. ಅಷ್್ಿೇನಾ ? ಈ ಪ್ರಶ್ನಯನಿನಟುಿಕ್ತೆಂಡ್ೇ ಇಷ್ಿ-ಕಷ್ಿ ವಲ್ಲದ್ ಇೆಂಜಿನಿಯರೆಂಗ್ ಕತಡ ಒಳ್ ಳ್ಯ ಅೆಂಕ 
ದ್ತೆಂದಿಗ್ ಪ್ೂರ್ೈಸಿ, ಇಷ್ಿವಲ್ಲದ ಉದ್ತೆೇಗವನತನ ಸ್ೇರದ. ಅವನ ಮನಸಿನಲ್ಲಲ ಬ್ೇರ್ೇನ್ತೇ ಆಸ್ ತುಮುಲ್ಗಳು. ಹಲ್ವು ವಷ್ಧಗಳು ಉರುಳಿ ಹ್ತೇದವು. 
ಮಾನಸಿಕ ತುಮುಲ್ಗಳೆಂತತ ಈತನನುನ ಬಿಟ್ಟಿರಲ್ಲಲ್ಲ.  

ತನನ ಆಸ್ಗಳ್ ೇ್ನು ? ತಾನು ಅದಕ್ಕ ಸರಯಾಗಿ ನಡ್ದುಕ್ತಳುಳತಿೊದ ದ್ೇನ್ಯೇ ? ಎೆಂಬ ಪ್ರಶ್ನ ಸದಾ ಆತನನುನ ಬ್ೆಂಬಿಡದ್ ಕಾಡುತಿೊತುೊ. ಕ್ತನ್ಗತ ತಾನು ಆತೆದ್ತರೇಹ 
ಮಾಡಿಕ್ತಳುಳತಿರುವ್ನ್ೆಂದು ಅರಯಲ್ು ಅಷ್ುಿ ವಷ್ಧಗಳ ಮಾನಸಿಕ ತುಮುಲ್ ವನುನ ಅನುಭವಸ ಬ್ೇಕಾಯಿತು.  

ಈಗ ಮತ್ತೊಮೆ ಆತನ ಬದುಕಿನ ಅೆಂಗಳದಲ್ಲಲ ತಿರುವನ ಬಿೆಂದು ! 

ಈಗ ಮತ ೊ್ ಗುರುತಾಿಕಷ್ಧಣ್ ಸಿದಾಧೆಂತ ದೆಂತ್ ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರವ್ೇ ಈತನನುನ ಆಕಷ್ಠಧಸಿದ್, ಭೌತ ಶಾಸರವನುನ ಅಪಿಿದಾದನ್. ಆತನಿಗ್ ಶುಭವಾಗಲ್ಲ ಎೆಂದು 
ಹಾರ್ೈಸ್ತೇಣವ್ೇ ?   

*** 
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To Chew or Swallow Whole: The Problem with Simplification 
-Malavika Rajnarayan 

My mother would sometimes ask me when I was a child what she should cook for our meal and I would 
respond saying, “Something easy”. I was unfortunately not referring to her job being easy, but my job of 
eating, being made easy. Rotis and vegetables invariably required more effort in tearing, picking up and 
chewing than simple rasam and rice. Thankfully, my mother didn’t fulfil my demands often. 

There is a general practice of making things simple for children so that they will understand. This also applies 
to new concepts being offered to adults. They ask for an explanation, and if the explanation is not 
"understood" they ask for a simplified version. The way in which knowledge is sought is very similar to a 
consumer transaction, where the consumer is only satisfied if they "receive" something that fulfils their 
expectations. If there is an expectation of any new knowledge, how can it be new? The consumer is rarely 
willing to return with just a whiff, without knowing how it looks, where it was made and actually touching 
and tasting it.  

In this regard, a few lines I read by 
Rabindranath Tagore reminded me very 
much of an approach that I believe many 
people of my grandmother's generation 
followed.   

"In our childhood we read every available 
book from one end to the other; and both 
what we understood and what we did not, 
went on working within us. That is how the 
world itself reacts on the child 
consciousness. The child makes its own 
what it understands, while that which is 
beyond leads it on a step forward".  

I distinctly remember my own 
grandmother saying something very close 

to "keeps on working within you" in the context of teaching music, and consciously kept a fair amount of 
complexity in her lessons. She probably felt that even though a child may not be able to capture all of the 
nuances and essences of a particular lesson, it was essential for them to be exposed to them repeatedly. 
There are so many things she spoke of when I was a child, the nuanced layers of which I am only able to 
discover today. There is a profound sense of value and belief that these discoveries instil in the path of 
learning; while also magically extending that conversation between teacher and student into a space and 
time that is independent of physical presence.  

This is the power that the arts carry; and its potential can be tapped to enrich the learning experience. The 
arts work a lot like embedded system technologies – they offer wonderful experiences that make it look 
effortless and simple, but in actual fact, reveal many complex functions when they are examined closely. 
How deep one wants to delve into those complexities is entirely up to the learner, but they must neither be 
denied the possibility, nor be limited by time. 

***  
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RENAISSANCE 
Arpita  

 

Keep-off the breads and beliefs, muffins and morals  

Cause its stinking your growth. 

Those are the age-old principles and stagnant patterns   

Rupturing the mankind. 

I promise, you will encounter the lump of rotten rules  

When you engrave the buried history, closely. 

The soul of your thought tree turned gangrenous, 

Now, Amputate it.  

 

Sculpt your notions carefully, etch off the hampering ones 

With an earnest desire to live as humane 

Let the new generation of cells and ideas grow within, 

Inside you, from the beginning 

Jump into the minds and stories of new and known world 

Embrace them, with a dew amusement.  

Smell the joy of tender buds and thoughts, dreams and dimensions,  

As, you never envisaged it. 

 

I alarm you, the danger of taking things granted  

As the new born can decay again. 

Beef-up your selfish soul, with empathy and sympathy 

 Let it grow healthier. 

Beware, of the rigors of your path is rigid and robust   

But you, have to walk.  

 

Miles and meters you have passed, learning the life 

 With Wide-eyes and folded hands. 

Now, you have sprung up from a selfish-crab,  

To a farmed piece of cosmos. 

Spread and sprinkle around, to souls that are near and dear 

As you, were designed to create. 
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