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²PÀët ¸ÀAWÀl£É ºÉÆÃgÁl! 

- ¥Éj 

‘²PÀët ¸ÀAWÀl£É ºÉÆÃgÁl’ EzÀÄ CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgÀªÀgÀ WÉÆÃµÀuÉ. F WÉÆÃµÀuÉ ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ ±ÉæÃµÀ× WÉÆÃµÀuÉUÀ¼ÁzÀ Love 

Thy Neighbour, ±ÁAw £É¯ÉAiÀÄÆgÀ°, PÁAiÀÄPÀªÉ PÉÊ¯Á¸À, Workers of the World Unite, You Have Nothing 

to Lose But Your Chains, D Ȩ́AiÉÄÃ zÀÄRBPÉÌ ªÀÄÆ®, EªÀÅUÀ¼À À̧j À̧ªÀiªÁV ¤®ÄèvÀÛzÉ.  

 

F WÉÆÃµÀuÉAiÀÄÄ vÁwéPÀªÁV UÀnÖAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀµÉÖÃ 

¥ÁæAiÉÆÃVPÀªÁVAiÀÄÄ UÀnÖAiÀiÁVzÉ. ¹zÁÞAvÀ ºÁUÀÆ QæAiÉÄ (Theory and 

practice) F JgÀqÀ£ÀÄß CvÀåAvÀ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄPÁjAiÀiÁV eÉÆvÉ ¸ÉÃj¹ 
gÀÆ¥ÀÄUÉÆAqÀ F WÉÆÃµÀuÉAiÀÄÄ ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉUÉ zÁj 
¢Ã¥ÀªÁVzÉ. ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀªÀ£ÀÄß §zÀ¯Á¬Ä À̧ÄªÀ ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄUÉ MAzÀÄ 
PÉÊ¦rAiÀÄAwzÉ. £ÁªÀÅ PÉëÃvÀæ ªÀÄlÖzÀ°è PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÁUÀ F WÉÆÃµÀuÉAiÀÄ 
¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÉÝÃªÉ. ²PÀëtzÀ°è PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼ÀÄ §j 
²PÀët ¤ÃqÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ ¸Àé®à ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è CªÀÅ ¥ÉÃ®ªÀªÁV ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉ 
E®èzÉ ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ PÀgÀV ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÁªÀÅ ¸ÀA¥Á¢¹zÀ ²PÀët 
¥ÁæAiÉÆÃVPÀªÁV PÁAiÀÄðUÀvÀªÁUÀ®Ä CªÀPÁ±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 
CªÀPÁ±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ E®èzÉ ºÉÆÃzÀ°è ²PÀët ºÀ®Äè ªÀÄÄjzÀ ªÀÄÄ¢ ºÁ«£ÀAvÉ 
©zÀÄÝPÉÆArgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀæªÉÄÃt D ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼ÀÄ C°èUÉ £Á±ÀªÁV ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ, 
E®èªÁV ©qÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ²PÀëtzÀ ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉUÉ aAvÀ£ÉAiÀÄµÉÖÃ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁV 
C¨sÁå¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  C¨sÁå À̧ J®èQAvÀ®Æ ªÀÄÄRåªÁzÀÄÝ. E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁzÀ CA±À 
K£ÉAzÀgÉ ²PÀëtzÀ ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ §j vÀvÀé¢AzÀ ZÀZÉð¬ÄAzÀ DUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. vÀvÀézÀ DzsÁgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É ¸ÀªÀÄUÀæªÁzÀ C¨sÁå¸ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
DUÀ É̈ÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.   F C¨sÁå¸ÀUÀ¼À C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÀAUÀæ»¸ÀÄvÀÛ ²PÀëtzÀ vÀvÀé ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ ²PÀët É̈¼ÉAiÀÄ®Ä, 
¥Àæ§ÄzÀÞªÁUÀ®Ä ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀ, C¨sÁå¸À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ±ÀæªÀÄ vÀÄA§ C¤ªÁgÀåªÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  

»ÃUÉ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹ ²PÀët ªÀiÁvÀæ ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ D ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼À ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ DUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. CzÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÉ 
²PÀëtzÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ d£À ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉUÉ PÉÊ ºÁPÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  d£À ¸ÀAWÀl£É UÀnÖAiÀiÁzÁUÀ D ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀÄÄ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ 
CAPÀÄqÉÆAPÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸Àj ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÌ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÁUÉAiÉÄ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ ¸ÀºÀdªÁV ºÉÆÃgÁlzÀ 
ºÁ¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß »rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. MAzÀÄ GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ ̧ ÀªÀiÁdzÀ PÀ£À¸À£ÀÄß PÀnÖPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ²PÀët ̧ ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. F PÀ£À¹£À 
§UÉÎ «±Áé À̧ ªÀÄÆqÀ®Ä ¸ÀAWÀl£É ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÉÆÃgÁlzÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ºÉÆ¸À ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀ£ÀÄß PÀlÄÖªÀvÀÛ F 
¸ÀAWÀl£É ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

 PÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è £ÁªÀÅ §j d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀAWÀn¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÀAWÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÉÝÃªÉ.  ¥ÁægÀA¨sÀzÀ°è F ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ 
d§gÀzÀ̧ ÁÛV PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. EAxÀ ¸ÀAWÀUÀ¼À°è JgÀqÀÄ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄR CA±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ UÉÆÃZÀj¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄzÁV 
“¸ÀAWÀ PÀmÉÆÖÃt” JA§ ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉ. vÀÄA§ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¸ÀAWÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ PÀlÄÖvÀÛ EgÀ®Ä DUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. À̧AWÀ PÀnÖPÉÆAqÀÄ 
vÀªÀÄVgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JwÛPÉÆ¼Àî¢zÀÝgÉ, D ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß §UÉ ºÀj¸À¢zÀÝgÉ, D ¸ÀAWÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀnÖzÀµÉÖ gÀ s̈À À̧zÀ°è 
©aÑPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛªÉ, ©zÀÄÝ ªÀÄtÄÚ¥Á¯ÁV ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄzÁV F ¸ÀAWÀUÀ¼ÀÄ K£ÉÃ£ÉÆÃ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ §AzÀ 
d£ÀjUÉ K£ÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀ¢zÁÝUÀ d£À ¨ÉÃ¸ÀvÀÄÛ ¸ÀAWÀ ©lÄÖ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ ¸ÀAWÀzÀ ºÉ¸ÀgÀ°è ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀÄÄT C®èzÀ 
PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. AiÀiÁªÀ d£ÀgÀ ¸ÉÃªÉUÁV ¸ÀAWÀl£É ºÀÄnÖvÉÆÛÃ CzÉÃ d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß ±ÉÆÃ¶¸ÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ ¸ÀAWÀzÀ 
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ªÁjÃ¸ÀÄzÁgÀgÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀÅ d£ÀgÀ£ÀÄß »A¹¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÀAWÀUÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. §j ºÉÆÃgÁlPÁÌV ºÀÄnÖzÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
£ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ C°è ºÉÆÃgÁlPÉÌ §zÀÞvÉ PÁt§ºÀÄzÀÄ, ºÉÊ J£Àfð PÁt§ºÀÄzÀÄ. DzÀgÉ GzÉÝÃ±ÀzÀ ¸ÀàµÀÖvÉ E®èzÉ §j 
ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ d£ÀjUÉ CzÀgÀ°è CxÀð E®èzÀAvÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. vÀªÀÄävÀ£À PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî¯ÁUÀ¢zÀÝgÉ 
d£ÀgÀÄ §ºÀÄ ¨ÉÃUÀ D ¸ÀA¸ÉÜ ©lÄÖ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DUÀ CAvÀ ¸ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä C¹ÛvÀé G½¹PÉÆAqÀgÀÆ PÀæªÉÄÃt 
‘ºÉÆÃgÁl’ E®èzÉ £ÁªÉÄÌªÁ¸ÉÛ ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀA¸ÉÜUÀ¼ÁV £ÀUÉ¥Ál°UÉ vÀÄvÁÛUÀÄvÀÛªÉ, PÉ®ªÀAvÀÆ ¢PÀÄÌzÉ¸É E®èzÉ 
ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁV ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  

 K¤zÀÄ, ¹Üw »ÃUÁ®Ä K£ÀÄ PÁgÀt JAzÀÄ £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¥Àæ§®ªÁV PÁtªÀAvÁzÀÄÝ J®èªÀ£ÀÄß 
¸ÀªÀÄUÀæªÁV £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£À E®è¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. MAzÀPÉÆÌAzÀÄ ¸ÀA§AzsÀ E®èzÉ ¥ÀævÉåÃPÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ©rAiÀiÁV 
¸ÀA§AzsÀ«®èzÀAvÉ (L Ȩ́ÆÃ¯ÉÃmÁV) PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ zÀÄµÀàjuÁªÀÄ«zÀÄ. §j ²PÀëtªÉÇAzÀ£ÉßÃ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁV 
ªÁå¥ÀPÀªÁzÀ UÀÄj E®èzÉ ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ F ¸ÀªÀÄ¸Éå JzÀÄgÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ²PÀët ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ £ÁªÀÅ ¸ÀAWÀnvÀgÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 
M§â ²QëvÀ M§âAnAiÀiÁV K£ÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è. DzÀgÉ ²QëvÀgÀ MAzÀÄ UÀÄA¥ÀÄ ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀiÁV 
¥ÀjªÀvÀð£ÉAiÀiÁzÁUÀ MAzÀÄ ªÀÄºÁ£ï ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁV É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. »ÃUÉ ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀiÁzÀ UÀÄA¥ÀÄ MnÖUÉ E£ÀÆß ºÉaÑ£À 
²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. »ÃUÉ ²PÀët ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. DzÀgÉ »ÃUÉ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀPÀÆÌ MAzÀÄ «Äw 
EzÉ. DzÀgÉ D «ÄwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß «ÄÃgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀiÁV §°µÀÖªÁV ¨É¼ÉzÀÄ 
§zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄvÀÛ ªÀÄÄR ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°èzÉ. ¸ÀAWÀl£É vÀ£Àß UÀÄA¦UÉ EgÀÄªÀ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀjºÀj¸À®Ä 
ªÀÄÄAzÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è EgÀÄªÀ PÀÄAzÀÄPÉÆgÀvÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß wzÀÝ®Ä ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÄÎvÀÛzÉ. ¸ÀºÀdªÁV ºÉÆgÁlzÀ zÁj 
»rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÉÆgÁlPÉÌ, CAzÀgÉ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉAiÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁlPÉÌ E½AiÀÄzÀ ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ K£ÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀzÉ ZÀzÀÄj 
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ.  K£ÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀzÀ ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä WÀ£ÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛªÉ. ¦æw «±Áé À̧ªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛªÉ. 

 ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹zÀ UÀÄA¥ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ²PÀëtzÀÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ vÀ£Àß ¸ÀzÀ̧ ÀåjUÉ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß 
¤ÃrzÁUÀ D ̧ ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀÄÄ ̧ ÀªÀÄÈzÀÞªÁV ̈ É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. »ÃUÉ ̈ É¼ÉzÀÄ ¤AvÀ ̧ ÀAWÀl£É CxÀð¥ÀÆtð PÉ®¸ÀzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄPÁl 
¥ÁægÀA©ü À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀgÀ ̧ ÀzÀ̧ ÀågÀÄ K£ÁzÀgÀÆ CxÀðªÀvÁÛzÀ, ªÀiË®åAiÀÄÄvÀªÁzÀ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÀÄ ºÀA§°¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 
DUÀ D ¸ÀAWÀl£É ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀÄÄTAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¥ÀgÀ»vÀ CzÀgÀ zsÉåÃAiÀÄªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è CzÀPÉÌ 
¸ÀÄzsÁgÀuÉUÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÁzÀ C£ÉÃPÀ £ÀÆå£ÀåvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ PÁtvÀÛªÉ. CAvÀ £ÀÆå£ÀåvÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸Àj ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¥ÁægÀA©ü¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀæªÉÄÃt 
CzÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁlzÀ ºÁ¢ »rAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. »ÃUÉ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀgÉzÀgÉ D ̧ ÀAWÀl£É ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛ 
ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ M½wUÉ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  

  ºÉÆÃgÁlªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹zÀ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ UÀÄA¥ÀÄ ¸Àé®à ºÉÆvÁÛzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É, ¸Àé®à C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀªÁzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É, vÀ£Àß 
¸ÀzÀ̧ ÀåjUÉ ²PÀët CUÀvÀåªÁV ¨ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀUÁtÄvÁÛzÉ. ²PÀëtzÀ Cr¥ÁAiÀÄ«®èzÉ ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
CxÀð¥ÀÆtªÀÅ C®è, CµÀÄÖ ±ÀQÛ¥ÀÆtðªÀÅ C®è. GzÉÝÃ±À gÀ»vÀ ºÉÆÃgÁlUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É zÉÆA© JAzÀÄ 
¥ÀjUÀtÂ À̧®àqÀÄvÀÛªÉ. PÀæªÉÄÃt C°èUÉ PÀªÀÄj ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. MAzÀÄ UÀÄA¥ÀÄ ²PÀët ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ, ¸ÀAWÀl£ÉAiÀiÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ, 
ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ §zÀ¯ÁªÀuÉUÉ CzÀÄ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ ºÁ¢.  

 ºÉÃUÉÃ £ÉÆÃrzÀgÀÆ F WÉÆÃµÀuÉ CvÀåAvÀ ¥Àæ¨sÁªÀ±Á° WÉÆÃµÀuÉ. EzÀÄ vÁwéPÀªÁV JµÀÄÖ ¸ÀzÀÈqsÀªÉÇÃ, 
C¨sÁå¸ÀzÀ®Æè CµÉÖÃ CxÀð¥ÀÆtð. aPÀÌªÀjgÀÄªÁUÀ CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgï C£ÀÄ s̈À«¹zÀ ±ÉÆÃµÀuÉ, »A¸É, CªÀªÀiÁ£À, ªÀÄÄAzÉ 
eÁ£ï qÀÆå¬Ä CªÀgÀAvÀ ¥ÀæeÁ¥Àæ¨sÀÄvÀéªÁ¢ aAvÀPÀjAzÀ ¥ÀqÉzÀ ¸ÀªÀiÁdªÀÄÄT d£ÀªÀÄÄT £É¯ÉUÀlÄÖ, PÀæªÉÄÃt CªÀgÀ°è 
²PÀët ¸ÀAWÀl£É ºÁUÀÆ ¤gÀAvÀgÀ ºÉÆÃgÁl vÁwéPÀ ¥ÀjPÀ®à£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÀÄjUÀnÖ¹vÀÄ. F £É¯É¬ÄAzÀ D ¸ÀAzÀ̈ sÀðzÀ 
¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ ªÀÄÄAzÁ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À°è CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgÀ£ÀÄß M§â CvÀåAvÀ ±ÉæÃµÀ× ªÀÄÄAzÁ¼ÁV £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÄAzÉ ¤°è¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀvÉ 
£ÁåAiÀÄAiÀÄÄvÀ ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ ¸ÀÄ¹ÜgÀ ¨sÁgÀvÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀlÖ®Ä EA¢£À ¢£À ¨sÁgÀvÀPÉÌ ¨ÉÃgÉ®è ªÀÄÄAzÁ¼ÀÄUÀ½VAvÀ CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgÀgÀ 
ªÉÄÃ°£À aAvÀ£É zÁj ¢Ã¥ÀªÁUÀ°. 125£ÉÃ ªÀµÀðzÀ CªÀgÀ dAiÀÄAvÉÆåÃvÀìªÀzÀ ¸ÀAzÀ̈ sÀðzÀ°è CªÀgÀ F WÉÆÃµÀuÉAiÀÄ 
D±ÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß £ÁªÉ®ègÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃt. D ±ÉæÃµÀ× aAvÀPÀ¤UÉ £À«Ä¸ÉÆÃt.  
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-  ¢ªÁPÀgÀ.PÉ 

ºÉÆ¸À ªÀgÀÄµÀ 

§A¢vÀÄ §A¢vÀÄ AiÀÄÄUÁ¢ ºÀ§â 
vÀA¢vÀÄ ªÀgÀÄµÀªÀ ºÉÆ¸ÀºÀ§â 
ªÀ¸ÀAvÀ ªÀiÁ¸ÀzÀ £ÀªÀ AiÀiËªÀ£À¢ 
ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀ£À ¸ÀqÀUÀgÀ ¸ÀA¨sÀæªÀÄ¢ || 1 ||  
      

      aUÀÄjvÀÄ ªÀiÁªÀÄgÀ ºÀ¹gÁV 
     ºÁrvÀÄ PÉÆÃV¯É EA¥ÁV 
      ¨É¼ÉzÀªÀÅ ¥sÀ®UÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÉÆA¥ÁV 
      ©Ã¹vÀÄ UÁ½AiÀÄÄ vÀA¥ÁV || 2 || 
 
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ ºÀgÀÄµÀ¢ £À°AiÀÄÄªÀgÀÄ 
¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À ºÁqÀÄvÀ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄªÀgÀÄ 
ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À ªÀ¸ÀÛçªÀ zsÀj¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ 
£ÀªÀ ªÀgÀÄµÀPÉ ¸ÁéUÀw¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ || 3 || 
 
       ¨ÉÃ«£À ªÀÄgÀzÀ £ÉgÀ¼À°è 
       eÉÆÃPÁ°AiÀÄ PÀnÖ DqÀÄvÀ° 
       ¢nÖAiÀÄÄ ºÀj¬ÄvÀÄ UÀUÀ£ÀzÀ° 
      ¸ÀAeÉAiÀÄ ZÀAzÀæ£À £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÀ° || 4 || 
 
 
¨ÉÃªÀÅ ¨É®èzÀ ¹»PÀ»AiÀÄÄ 
¨É¼É¸À° ¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉAiÀÄÄ 
PÀ°AiÀÄÄUÀ PÀ°ÌAiÀÄ ¥Àæ¨sÁªÀªÀÅ 
d£ÀvÉAiÀÄ ¨Á¼À£ÀÄ ¨É¼ÀUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ || 5 || 
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- Rajesh S Mahantmath 

Let’s save our Mother Earth… 

From time immemorial man has explored and exploited the natural resources to make his living 

comfortable. Almost every action of man adds to the degradation of our environment and depletion 

of natural resources. Since Industrial Revolution the impact of human activities on environment has 

been increasing in mind boggling proportions. Till the latter half of the twentieth century, people 

were largely unaware of the consequences of human actions on the environment and polluters did 

not have to pay penalties or suffer sanctions for the harm they posed to the environment. But, thanks 

to a number of like-minded individuals and organizations people all over the world slowly began to 

realize that human actions have caused great harm to the environment to the extent that the very 

existence of life on this planet – our Mother Earth, is threatened.  

We all are born on this planet earth which we 

revere as our Mother. We survive on this planet. 

We are nourished by the plants and animals 

which act as our sources of food. Though we have 

created artificial barriers of villages, cities, states 

or countries and live in different houses; no one 

can deny the fact that our common habitat is our 

Mother Earth. Therefore it is our collective 

responsibility to ensure that our actions do not 

endanger the survival of life forms on this earth. 

In 1970, US Senator Gaylord Nelson founded the 

first Earth Day to help promote the ecology and 

respect for all life forms on the planet and spread 

awareness of the growing problem of different 

kinds of environmental pollution. The first Earth 

Day on 22nd April, 1970 was observed by 

thousands of people and a number of organizations in the US who had a concern for environment. It 

led to the creation of the US Environmental Protection Agency and the Clean Air Act, Clean Water Act 

and Endangered Species Acts were passed. Since 1990, Earth Day is observed as a global event and 

at present it is celebrated in about 140 countries all over the world to spread environmental 

awareness among people. 

This is a time for one and all to reflect whether it is enough to designate and observe one particular 

day of the year as Earth Day and remain unmindful of our actions for the rest of the year. We Indians 

have a long tradition of sustainable practices which were incorporated in to our daily life-style. Many 

of our festivals have environmental significance and the values of Ahimsa (non-violence), Asteya 

(non-stealing), Aparigraha (non-hoarding), Daya (compassion), Kshama (forgiveness) have relevance 

in today’s chaotic times. We should take care that we do not compromise with our timeless values in 

the pursuit of modernization and development.   
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As the inhabitants of this planet, it is our duty to do everything possible to ensure the protection of 

Earth and all the natural resources. A greener and cleaner Earth is our best insurance for our life and 

the only assurance of our survival in the coming decades. Come, let’s save our Mother Earth. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǘƻƭŜǊŀōƭŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƻƴΚέ -  Henry David Thoreau 

 

 

- UÀÄAqÀ¥Àà PÁmÉÃPÀgÀ 

£ÀªÀÄä ¸Á° À̧Æn 

¸ÀÆn................. ¸ÀÆn................¸ÀÆn 

£ÀªÀÄä ¸Á° ¸ÀÆn 

MfÓ ¨ÁåUÀÄ §UÀ°UÉ E®è 

¥ÀÄ À̧ÛPÀ ¥É¤ß£À UÉÆqÀªÉ £ÀªÀÄV®è 

 

MzÉÝ vÉ¯ÉUÉ JuÉÚ À̧ªÀj 

qÀ©âUÉ wArAiÀÄ vÀÄA§ÄvÁ £ÁªÀÅ 

ªÁå¤£À zÁjAiÀÄÄ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ¢®è 

±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ UÀAmÉAiÀÄ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÉÃ E®è 

 

ªÀÄÄAeÁ£É¬ÄAzÀ ¸ÀAeÉAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ  

UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ PÀÆrPÉÆAqÀÄ 

§UÉ-§UÉ DlªÀ DqÀÄªÉªÀÅ 

ºÀgÀÄµÀ¢ £ÁªÀÅ £À°AiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 

 

ºÉÆÃªÀÄªÀPÀð PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ CªÀÄä£À CAfPÉ¬Ä®è 

C¥Àà PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ N¢£À «µÀAiÀÄzÀ ¨sÀAiÀÄªÉÃ E®è 

DqÀÄvÀ ºÁqÀÄvÀ ºÉÆ¸À-ºÉÆ¸À ¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 

£ÀªÀÄäAiÀÄ PÀÆlªÀ PÀlÄÖªÉªÀÅ 
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±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ ªÀ¸ÀÛç ¨ÉÃqÀªÉÃ ¨ÉÃqÀ 

PÁ°UÉ ±ÀÆ PÀlÄÖªÀÅ¢®è 

PÀwÛUÉ mÉÊ ©VAiÀÄÄªÀÅ¢®è 

UÀÄgÀÄw£À ¥ÀvÀæzÀ ¥ÀjªÉÃ E®è 

 

CªÀÄä£À ¥ÉnÖUÉAiÉÆ¼ÀV£À §tÚzÀ §mÉÖAiÉÄ vÉÆqÀÄªÉÃªÀÅ 

C¥Àà£À É̈ÊPÀ£ÀÄ ºÀwÛ £ÁªÀÅ  

ºÉÆgÀUÀqÉ ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Ä ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÉªÀÅ 

CªÀÄä-C¥Àà£À PÉÊ PÉÊ »rzÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 

 

CfÓAiÀÄ PÀgÉzÀÄ ªÉÆÃf¯É £ÁªÀÅ 

CdÓ£À eÉÃ©£À zÀÄqÀØ£ÀÄ vÉUÉAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ 

CAUÀr¬ÄAzÀ §tÚzÀ ZÀAzÀzÀ 

¨ÉÆA¨Á¬Ä «ÄoÁ¬Ä w£ÀÄßªÉªÀÅ 

 

¸ÀÆn................. ¸ÀÆn................¸ÀÆn 

£ÀªÀÄä ¸Á° ¸ÀÆn 

MfÓ ¨ÁåUÀÄ §UÀ°UÉ E®è 

¥ÀÄ À̧ÛPÀ ¥É¤ß£À UÉÆqÀªÉ £ÀªÀÄV®è  
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- ºÀ«ÄÃzï ªÀÄAeÉÃ±ÀégÀ 

ºÀ¼É £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉzÀjPÉÆAqÁUÀ...... 

ªÉÆ£Éß ªÀÄAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À ºÉÆÃmÉ¯ï MAzÀgÀ°è ZÁ PÀÄrAiÀÄÄvÁÛ PÀÄ½wÛzÉÝ. vÀPÀëtPÉÌ agÀ¥ÀjavÀ ±À§ÝªÉÇAzÀÄ Q«UÉ ©vÀÄÛ. 
ZÁ PÀ¥ï PÉÊAiÀÄå°è »rzÀÄPÉÆAqÉÃ ºÉÆgÀUÉ §AzÉ. £À£Àß HºÉ ¤dªÁVvÀÄÛ. C°è ªÀåQÛAiÉÆ§âgÀÄ ZÁPÀÄUÀ½UÉ ¸ÁuÉ 
»rAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀgÀ D PÁAiÀÄPÀªÀ£ÉßÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ MAzÉÊzÀÄ ¤«ÄµÀ ¤AvÀÄPÉÆAqÉ. ªÀÄvÉÛ M¼À §AzÀÄ ZÁ PÀÄrzÀÄ 
ªÀÄÄV¹zÉ. DzÀgÉ ¸ÁuÉ »rAiÀÄÄªÀ ¨ÁåjAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄ ¨Á®åPÉÌ PÀgÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÄ. 

ºÀ½îAiÀÄ°è £Á«zÀÝ D ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è £À£Àß CPÀÌA¢gÀÄ ©Ãr PÀlÄÖwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. ©Ãr PÀlÄÖªÀ ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄAiÀÄ°è PÀvÀÛjUÉ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄR ¸ÁÜ£À. 
CaÑUÉ ¸ÀjAiÀiÁV ©Ãr J¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀvÀÛj¸À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ JAzÀgÉ PÀvÀÛj vÀÄA¨Á ºÀjvÀªÁVgÀ É̈ÃPÀÄ. CzÀPÉÌ DªÁUÁªÁUÀ PÀvÀÛjUÉ 
¸ÁuÉ »r¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. ¸ÁuÉAiÀÄªÀgÀÆ CµÉÖÃ. ©Ãr PÀlÄÖªÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄÄAzÉ(¸ÁzsÁgÀtªÁV £ÀªÀÄä Hj£À°è J®ègÀ 
ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ®Æè ©ÃrPÀlÄÖwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. MAzÉÆÃ CzÀÄ PÀ̧ ÀÄ§Ä DVvÀÄÛ. E®èªÉÃ G¥ÀPÀ¸ÀÄ§Ä DVvÀÄÛ. CAvÀÆ ©Ãr PÉ®¸À 
£ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛvÀÄÛ) ªÁgÀPÉÆÌªÉÄäAiÀiÁzÀgÀÆ ºÁdgÁUÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. MAzÉgÀqÀÄ ¢£À vÀqÀªÁzÀgÀÆ ̧ ÁuÉAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ E£ÀÆß §A¢®èªÀ®è 
JAzÀÄ zÁj PÁAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ ©Ãr PÀlÄÖªÀ ªÀÄA¢. £ÁªÀÇ CµÉÖÃ. ¸ÁuÉ ºÁPÀÄªÀªÀ(»rAiÀÄÄªÀªÀ) §gÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÉßÃ 
PÁAiÀÄÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. ¸ÁuÉPÀ®è£ÀÄß ºÉUÀ®°è ºÉÆvÀÄÛPÉÆAqÀÄ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, CzÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄAUÀ¼ÀzÀ°è÷¤°è¹ PÁ°¤AzÀ ¥ÉqÀ̄ ï 
vÀÄ½zÀÄ ¸ÁuÉPÀ®Äè wgÀÄUÀÄªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, £ÀAvÀgÀ CzÀPÉÌ PÀvÀÛjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ©r¹ »rAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ, DUÀ ¸ÁuÉ PÀ°è¤AzÀ 
¥sÀÀ¼ÁgÀ£É QrUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, wgÀÄUÀÄªÀ ¸ÁuÉPÀ°èUÉ PÀvÀÛjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß D §¢ F §¢ wgÀÄV¹ wgÀÄV¹ »rzÀAvÉ¯Áè À̧é®à 
ºÉÆwÛUÉÃ PÀvÀÛj CÀ®UÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥sÀÀÀ¼À¥sÀÀ¼À£É ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. £ÀªÀÄUÀzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃfUÀªÉÃ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ PÀÄvÀÆºÀ®ªÀÇ.  

¸ÁuÉ ºÁPÀÄªÀªÀ£À UÉ¼ÉvÀ£À ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ ¥ÉqÀ̄ ï 
vÀÄ½AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ, ¸ÁuÉPÀ°è¤AzÀ §gÀÄªÀ QrUÀ½UÉ 
CAUÉÊ CqÀØ »rAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ F ZÉÃµÉÖUÀ½UÉ 
zÉÆqÀØªÀjAzÀ ¨ÉÊ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ J®èªÀÇ £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ¼À 
§ÄwÛ. DUÀ £ÀªÀÄUÀzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃfUÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. RÄ¶AiÀÄ 
«µÀAiÀÄªÁVvÀÄÛ. ZÉÃµÉÖUÉ MAzÀÄ CªÀPÁ±ÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. 
§gÀÄ§gÀÄvÁÛ EzÀgÀ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ DAiÀiÁªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß 
CxÀðªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ©Ãr PÉ®¸À 
PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁzÀAvÉ F ¸ÁuÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ DzÁAiÀÄPÀÆÌ 
PÀÄvÀÄÛ §AvÀÄ. ¨sÁgÀªÁzÀ ¸ÁuÉPÀ®è£ÀÄß ªÉÄÊ°UÀlÖ¯É 
ºÉÆvÀÄÛ wgÀÄVzÀgÀÆ ¤jÃQëvÀ DzÁAiÀÄ ¹UÀzÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 
¸ÁuÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ ¸ÀASÉåAiÀÄÆ PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁVzÉ. FUÀ 
C¥ÀgÀÆ¥ÀPÉÌ JA§AvÉ PÀAqÀÄ §gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ªÉÆzÀ®Ä 
PÀvÀÛjUÀ¼ÀÄ EªÀjUÁV PÁAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. FUÀ PÀvÀÛjUÀ¼ÀÄ 

PÀrªÉÄ. ZÁPÀÄUÀ½UÁV ºÉÆÃmÉ®Ä ªÀÄ£É JAzÀÄ EªÀgÀÄ ºÀÄqÀÄQ C¯ÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. C¥ÀgÀÆ¥ÀPÉÌ PÀAqÀ ¸ÁuÉAiÀÄªÀ£À §UÉÎ 
§gÉAiÀÄ É̈ÃPÉ¤¹vÀÄ. CzÀPÉÌ MAzÉgÀqÀÄ ¸Á®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
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Village Love  
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- ªÀÄAdÄ£Áxï J¸ï.« 

£À£Àß ªÉÄaÑ£À ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ. 

¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ JAzÉÆqÀ£É PÉ®ªÀjUÉ ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ PÀ®à£É EzÉ. MAzÀÄ PÉÆÃnUÀÆ «ÄÃjzÀ d£À¸ÀASÉå EgÀÄªÀ 
ªÉÄmÉÆæ¥Á°n£ï ¹n, AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ zÉÆqÀØ zÉÆqÀØ £ÀUÀgÀUÀ½UÉ ºÉÆÃ°PÉ ªÀiÁqÀ§®è L.n.-©.n EgÀÄªÀAvÀ PÉÆÃn PÉÆÃn 
¨É¯É̈ Á¼ÀÄªÀ, UÁqÀð£ï ¹n JA§ÄzÀÄ J®ègÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÀÄ §gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ EzÀ£ÀÄß UÁågÉâÃeï ¹n J£ÀÄßªÀ IÄuÁvÀäPÀ 
¨sÁªÀ¢AzÀ ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ°è £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ £Á£ÀÄ E°èAiÉÄÃ ºÀÄnÖ ¨É¼É¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ F ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ 
EA¢VAvÀ »AzÉ ºÉÃVvÀÄÛ JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß £Á£ÀÄ PÀAqÀAvÉ É̈ÃgÉ ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄzÉÃ ºÉÃ¼À®Ä §AiÀÄ À̧ÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

£À£Àß ¨Á®åzÀ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀ£ÀÄß £É£ÉzÁUÀ LzÁgÀÄ avÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß PÀtÚ ªÀÄÄAzÉ §gÀÄvÀÛªÉ. CAzÀÄ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ §ºÀ¼À zÉÆqÀØ 
zÉÆqÀØ ªÉÄÊzÁ£ÀUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ £ÀUÀgÀ. «±Á®ªÁzÀ eÁUÀUÀ½zÀÝjAzÀ J¯ÉèAzÀgÀ°è £ÁªÀÅ DlªÁqÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. EA¢£À 
¸ÉAlǣ ï PÁ É̄Ãf£À JzÀÄj£À PÉÆÃmïð PÁA¥ÉèPïì eÁUÀ CAzÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ ªÉÄÊzÁ£ÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. EA¢£À £ÀUÀgÀ §¸ï ¤¯ÁÝt 
»AzÉ PÉA¥Á§Ä¢ PÉgÉ AiÀiÁVvÀÄÛ. F PÉgÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ¯ÁâUÀzÀ°è CAzÀgÉ EA¢£À gÉÊ¯Éé ¤¯ÁÝt ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÀUÀgÀ §¸ï ¤¯ÁÝtUÀ¼À 
£ÀqÀÄ«£À eÁUÀzÀ°è CAzÀÄ UÀÄ©â «ÃgÀtÚ£ÀªÀgÀ £ÁlPÀ PÀA¥À¤AiÀÄAvÀºÀ ̧ ÁPÀµÀÄÖ ºÀªÁå¹ £ÁlPÀ PÀA¥À¤UÀ¼ÀÄ £ÁlPÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
£ÀqȨ́ ÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. PÀ£ÀßqÀ gÁeÉÆåÃvÀìªÀ §AvÉAzÀgÉ ªÁmÁ¼ï £ÁUÀgÁdgÀ, £ÁgÁAiÀÄt PÀÄªÀiÁgÀgÀ ºÁUÀÆ E£ÀÆß C£ÉÃPÀgÀ 
£ÁAiÀÄPÀvÀézÀ°è PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¥ÀgÀ ̧ ÀAWÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ gÁwæ ̧ ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è £ÁlPÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DAiÉÆÃf¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. F ̧ ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è ¥ÀæSÁåvÀ 
UÁAiÀÄPÀgÁVzÀÝ ¦.©.²æÃ¤ªÁ¸ïgÀªÀgÀÄ, ¥ÀæSÁåvÀ ºÀjPÀxÉUÁgÁzÀ ²æÃ UÀÄgÀÄgÁdÄ®Ä £ÁAiÀÄÄØ ºÁUÀÆ CªÀgÀ ªÀÄUÀ¼ÁzÀ 
±ÉÆÃ¨sÀ £ÁAiÀÄÄØ »ÃUÉ C£ÉÃPÀ PÀ̄ Á«zÀgÀÄ §AzÀÄ E°è PÁAiÀÄðPÀæªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝgÀÄ. ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À PÀgÀUÀ GvÀìªÀ, 
PÀqÀ̄ ÉÃPÁ¬Ä ¥ÀgÀ̧ É ºÁUÀÆ ²ÃªÀgÁwæ ºÀ§âzÀ eÁUÀgÀuÉ JAzÉgÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ®èjUÀÆ MAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ ¸ÀA§æªÀÄ, ¸ÉßÃ»vÀgÉ®ègÀÄ 
£ÀªÀÄä PÀ§â£ï ¥ÉÃmÉAiÀÄ°è ̧ ÉÃgÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ. §ºÀ¼ÀµÀÄÖ d£ÀjUÉ UÉÆwÛgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ, PÀ§â£ï ¥ÉÃmÉ, CQÌ ¥ÉÃmÉ, aPÀÌ ¥ÉÃmÉ, £ÀUÀgÀPÀ¯ï 
¥ÉÃmÉ, §¼É¥ÉÃmÉ EªÀÅ ªÁå¥ÁjUÀ¼ÀÄ £É¯É¹zÀÝ eÁUÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. ºÀ®ªÀÅ ¨sÁ¶PÀ, ºÀ®ªÀÅ eÁwAiÀÄ d£ÀgÀÄ £É¯ÉAiÀiÁVzÀÝªÀÅ. 
£ÀªÀÄä PÀ§â£ï ¥ÉÃmÉAiÀÄ°è §mÉÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀAiÀiÁj¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ zÉÃªÁAUÀ d£ÀgÀÄ ºÉZÁÑV ªÁ¸ÀªÁVzÀÝgÀÄ. aPÀÌ aPÀÌ UÀ°èUÀ¼À 
gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è gÀ¸ÉÛUÀ¼ÀÄ ¤ªÀiÁðtªÁVzÀÝªÀÅ. CAzÀÄ ¥ÉÃmÉ ©Ã¢¬ÄAzÀ PÉA¥ÉUËqÀ gÀ¸ÉÛAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ £À®ªÀvÀÛjAzÀ 
LªÀvÀÄÛ ¹¤ªÀiÁ ªÀÄA¢gÀUÀ½zÀÝªÀÅ. D PÁ®zÀ°è ºÉZÁÑV gÁwæ ±ÉÆÃUÀ½UÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ ºÀªÁå¸À«zÀÄÝzÀjAzÀ UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ®è 
PÀÆr gÁwæ 9PÉÌ ºÉÆgÀlÄ 9.30gÀ ±ÉÆÃ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ §gÀÄwÛzÉÝªÀÅ.           

CAzÀÄ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À°è EµÉÆÖAzÀÄ mÁæ¦üPï EgÀ°®è, EµÉÆÖAzÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ zÉÆqÀØ §ºÀÄªÀÄT PÀlÖqÀUÀ½gÀ°®è, CµÉÆÖÃAzÀÄ 
ªÁºÁ£ÀUÀ½gÀ°®èªÁzÀÝjAzÀ J®Æè FV£ÀAvÉ KPÀªÀÄÄR / MªÀÄÄäR ZÁ°vÀ gÀ¸ÉÛUÀ½gÀ°®è. FV£À C«£ÀÆå gÀ¸ÉÛ PÀÆqÀ 
¢éªÀÄÄR ªÁºÁ£À ZÀ®£ÉAiÀÄ gÀ¸ÉÛAiÀiÁVvÀÄÛ. gÀ¸ÉÛ JgÀqÀÆ EPÉÌ¯ÉUÀ¼À°èzÀÝ ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ JvÀÛgÀzÀ ºÀ¹gÀÄ vÀÄA©zÀ ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
ªÉÄÃ¯É MAzÀPÉÆÌAzÀÄ ¸ÉÃjPÉÆAqÀÄ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁV PÁtÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. CAzÀÄ £ÉÊ¸ÀVðPÀªÁVAiÉÄÃ M¼ÉîAiÀÄ vÀtÚ£ÉAiÀÄ UÁ½ 
¹UÀÄwÛzÀÄÝzÀjAzÀ §ºÀÄvÉÃPÀgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À°è ¥sÁå£ï DUÀ°, K.¹ DUÀ° EgÀÄwÛgÀ°®è. CAzÀÄ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À°è ¸ÁPÀµÀÄÖ 
PÉgÉUÀ½zÀÝªÀÅ ºÁUÀÆ §ºÀÄvÉÃPÀ zÉÃªÀ¸ÁÜ£ÀUÀ¼À°è PÀ̄ ÁåtÂUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀzÁ ¤ÃgÀÄ vÀÄA©gÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ.  

DzÀgÉ 1990jA¢ÃaUÉ F L.n-©.n PÀA¥À¤UÀ¼À ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ¬ÄAzÁV GzÉÆåÃUÀ CgÀ¹ §gÀÄªÀ ªÀ®¹UÀgÀ ¸ÀASÉå 
ºÉZÁÑUÀvÉÆqÀVvÀÄ. ªÀ®¹UÀgÀ ¸ÀASÉå ºÉZÁÑzÀAvÉ ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ¸À §qÁªÀuÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, d£ÀªÀ̧ Àw ¥ÀæzÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
ºÀÄnÖPÉÆ¼ÀîvÉÆqÀVzÀªÀÅ. EzÀjAzÁV ¸ÀºÀdªÁVAiÉÄÃ ªÀÄÆ®¨sÀÆvÀ ¸ËPÀAiÀÄðUÀ¼À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÉ PÁgÀtªÁV É̈AUÀ¼ÀÆgÀÄ 
EAzÀÄ UÁågÉâÃeï ¹n JA§ ºÀuÉ¥ÀnÖ ¥ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÉ. EAvÀºÀ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À°è CA¢£À £ÁlPÀ, ZÀ®£ÀavÀæUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
£ÉÆÃr ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ ¥ÀqÀÄvÁÛ, «±Á® ªÉÄÊzÁ£ÀUÀ¼À°è DlªÁqÀÄvÁÛ É̈¼ÉzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ EA¢UÀÆ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À §UÉÎ CzÉÃ 
C©üªÀiÁ£À«zÉ. CzÉÃ £À£ÀUÉ £Á£ÀÄ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆjUÀ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ºÉªÉÄä J¤ À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ.   

 



11 

 

  

-  gÁWÀªÉÃAzÀæ ºÉÃ¼Éð, f. 

£À£ÀÆßgÀÄ-£À£Àß d£À                                                                                    

ºÀ¼Àî-PÉÆ¼Àî, ¨ÉlÖ-UÀÄqÀØ, 
§AiÀÄ®Ä-ºÀ¸ÀÄgÀ £ÀlÖ £ÀqÀÄªÉ  
CgÀ½ ¤AvÀ £À£ÀÆßgÀÄ PÉÆÃl JA§ PÀqÀ®vÀrAiÀÄ 
V½AiÀiÁgÀÄ. 
PȨ́ ÀgÀÄ ªÉÄwÛ, dqÀÄØUÀnÖ, 
gÀPÀÛ §¹zÀÄ,¨ÉªÀgÀÄ ºÀj¹, 
zÀÄrvÀzÀ¯ÉèÃ zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀgÀ̧ ÀÄªÀ £À£Àß d£À.   
±ÀÄzÀÞUÁ½, G¥ÀÄà¤ÃgÀÄ, 
£À¼À£À½¸ÀÄªÀ s̈ÀvÀÛzÀ vÉ£É, 
§zÀÄªÀ- KjUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ 
xÀ¼ÀxÀ½¸ÀÄªÀ D E§â¤, 
vÀA¨É®gÀ JqÉAiÀÄ°AiÀÄÄ°AiÀÄÄªÀ ºÀQÌ-¥ÀQÌ, 
ªÀÄrPÉ, PÀÄrPÉ, ºÁgÉ, £ÉÆUÀ, 
UÀÄzÀÝ°, ¦PÁ¸É, ºÉrUÉ-¥ÀrUÉ, 
¹§â®Ä-§ÄnÖUÀ¼À xÀgÀxÀgÀzÀ zÀgÀÄ±À£À, 
C°è-E°è, J É̄èAzÀgÀ°è £À£ÀÆßj£À ºÁ¢ ©Ã¢ ©Ã¢AiÀÄ°. 
 
       PÀÄgÀÄZÀ®Ä UÀqÀØ, ªÉÆÃlÄ ©Ãr, 
        zÉÆUÀ¼É ZÀrØ, ®AUÀ-gÀ«PÉ, 
        ZÀA¥É ¹ÃgÉ, ZÉAqÀÄºÀÆªÀÅ, 
        vÀAUÀ¼À£Àß-UÀAfAiÀÄÆl 
        ¨É¼ÀV¤AzÀ ¨ÉÊUÀÄ vÀ£ÀPÀ  
        ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ PÁAiÀÄPÀ¢ fÃªÀ vÉÃAiÀÄÄvÀ 
        ¢£ÀªÀ £ÀÆPÀÄªÀgÀÄ £À£Àß d£ÀgÀÄ 
        ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ M¼ÀUÉ-ºÉÆgÀUÉ. 
        PÀµÀÖ ¸ÀÄR, £ÉÆÃªÀÅ £À°ªÀÅ, 
        ºÁqÀÄ ¥ÁqÀÄ, ªÉÆÃdÄ ªÀÄ¹Û, 
        vÀgÀ̄ É vÀUÁzÉ, UÀvÀÄÛ UÉÊgÀvÀÄÛ 
        £ÀÆgÀÄ §tÚ, £ÀÆgÀÄ avÀæ  
        £À£Àß d£ÀgÀ avÀÛªÉvÀÛ? 
 
ºÀÄ®è PÀÄvÉæ, vÀgÀUÉ¯ÉAiÀÄ §tªÉAiÀÄ §ªÀuÉ, 
CQÌ ªÀÄÄr, ¨sÀvÀÛzÀ wj PÀlÄÖªÀ ¸ÀA¨sÀæªÀÄ, 
PÀmÁªÀ ¥ÉÊgÀ ºÉÆqÉªÀÄAZÀPÉ §rzÀÄ 
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D£É ºÉÆgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀqÀUÀgÀ, 
ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀÄ ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀÄ JAzÀÄ PÀ¢gÀÄ PÀnÖ, 
ºÉÆ¸ÀQÌ C£ÀßªÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀAQÛAiÀÄ° GtÄÚªÀ RÄ¶, 
ºÁ®Ä ºÀ§â, PÉAqÀ ¸ÉÃªÉ, 
qsÀPÉÌ§°, £ÁUÀªÀÄAqÀ®, 
¨sÀÆvÀPÉÆÃ®, zÉÊªÀ,zÉÃªÀ,dPÀtÂ, zÀ±Àð£À. 
CªÀqÉ, GzÀÄÝ, ºÀÄgÀÄ½, ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ 
PÀqÀ¯É, PÀ§Äâ, vÉAUÀÄ, PÀAUÀÄ 
¸Á®Ä ¸Á®Ä ¨É¼ÉUÀ¼À ºÀ¹gÀ G¹gÀ vÀÆUÀÄ vÉÆÃl, 
PÀÄA¨sÀzÉÆæÃt ªÀÄ¼É, GjªÀ ¸ÉSÉ,   
PÉÆgÉªÀ ZÀ½, gÀtzÀ ©¹®Ä 
WÀ½UÉ PÀ¼ÉªÀÅzÀgÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 
£À£ÀÆßgÀ EgÀªÀÅ JµÀÄÖ §zÀ®Ä? 
 
        ªÀiÁvÀÄ ªÀPÀæ, ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ ªÀÄÈzÀÄ, 
        PÀÆægÀ £ÉÆÃl, MqÀ®Ä vÀA¥ÀÄ, 
        ¹rªÀ PÉÆÃ¥À, CAvÀBUÀqÀ®Ä ªÀiÁvÀæ ±ÁAvÀ, 
        MgÀlÄ §Ä¢Þ, £ÀAiÀÄ £ÁdÆPÀÄ PÉ®¸À, 
        «zÉå PÀrªÉÄ, eÁÕ£À ºÉZÀÄÑ, 
        £ÉÃgÀ £ÀqÉ, ¢lÖ ºÉeÉÓ, 
        ºÀUÀ®ÄªÉÃµÀzÀ ªÀiÁvÉÃ E®è, 
        ¥ÀlÖ ¥ÁqÀÄ, ºÀÄlÄÖ ºÁqÀÄ, 
        §AzsÀ ªÀÄÄPÀÛ, §AzsÀ ªÀÄÄPÀÛ, 
        £À£Àß d£À ¥ÀÆtð ªÀÄÄPÀÛ!! 
 
£À£ÀÆßgÀÄ-£À£Àßd£ÀgÉAzÀgÉ, 
C£ÀÄ¢£ÀªÀÇ, C£ÀÄUÁ®ªÀÇ »ÃUÉAiÉÄÃ, 
£É£À¥ÀÄUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃWÀªÀiÁ¯É, 
s̈ÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À §vÀÛzÀ vÉÆgÉ!!! 
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- Peri  

Kallige -a bud. 

This march when I went home to my village for the Bootha festival, I was bombarded with the news 

that     our single village was an full-fledged independent Panchayath now. This news shook me. Once, 

again I started thinking of this village and the change it has undergone. Kallige means the tender bud 

of Jackfruit. It also means tender, new, bud, infancy, In pursuit of growth. In my childhood days I had 

always felt that this is the apt name foe a village which was very small, pleasant, slow and harmless.     

 From that tiny insignificant sleeping village it has grown to be a mighty vibrant village.  Kallige for 

that matter was not a leading village and 

whatever glory it had was of the past.  

The legend is that the Jain Kings were 

ruling this area   and this kingdom was a 

tiny kingdom of just 16 villages. Kallige 

was the village where they stayed and 

that Beedu, the two storied house the 

residence of the noble family is still there 

in Kallige village in Periodi. We are not 

sure if this family was known as Periodi 

hence, the place got that name or the 

place was Periodi and the King who 

stayed in Periodi got the name for his 

family.  But Kallige is a village which is mentioned in the collectors note book of tax collection in 1880.  

I had always wondered about this name of my village –How did it get that name?  When was this 

village named?  Why was it Kallige? What does it mean? It was only day dreaming about how this 

name might have come in to force.    But, during my college days in St. Aloysius I met Dr.  Someshwar 

who had come for a guest lecture rekindled my curiosity of the name and its origin. Dr. Someshwar 

is a researcher of folklore of Tulunadu. It is only after that I did some concrete effort.  

I met folk research scholars in udupi folklore research Centre. I went through the reference materials 

they recommended.  I was thrilled when I first read about my village in a govt. document which had 

details of the materials received from Kallige village Jain chieftain of Periodi by the then Canara 

administrator.  In that document I could gather that this village is tiny in comparison to other villages.  

There is mention of the Periodi chieftains in the documents. Researchers were of the opinion that 

many such small chieftains disappear at one point of time in the history of Canara. The reasons for 

sudden disappearance from the historical documents could be various according to the local scholars. 

It could be that the ruling household was attacked, destroyed, went Bankruptcy / Pauperized or they 

got converted to Christianity. All my later efforts did not yield any further information on my village 

hence, I left it at that. Without any success I abandoned the idea. 

This village is on the bank of river Nethravathi and this river is the soul of my village. All of us would 

take our cattle to this river, every one used to have bath and wash clothes in the river.  Today nobody 
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goes to have bath or fetch water from the river.  There is a huge pump house built where we were 

having our bath. Water is pumped to Mangalore for fertilizer and iron ore companies to enhance 

production. You meddle with this pipe which takes our river water to Mangalore you are in deep 

trouble. You will be immediately arrested.  

The laying of Mangalore Hassan railway was one major thing that completely paralyzed our village. It 

went right through our village. All of us lost our land fertile field. In those days the compensation was 

paid to the land lord. Farmers lost the land and landlords got the compensation.  

It was sleeping village completely unaware of politics. It was Indira Gandhi who woke it up and it was 

Congress, then with the bedi industry boom and militant bedi workers it became left, during our 

college days it came under the influence of Janatha Party and then slowly it became right. To our 

surprise recent Panchayath election it voted for congress people. And now, our panchayath is a 

congress panchayath.  

I see today that my brother has stopped cultivating land. He leaves it barren saying it is not profitable. 

He instead goes to work in Mangalore in some two wheeler company. This is the case with all the 

farmers. In kallige more than 40% of the fertile land is barren for want of people to work in the land. 

Is It moving towards becoming a barren village?   

From the highway to my village there was no road. It was during my high school days that we as youth 

group through Shramadaan we carved a small way for people to walk through.  Today that way is a 

tar   and concretized road and we have two buses plying up and down. People do not walk. And 

people do not talk.  Walk the talk is a rare commodity now in this village 

It was a pleasant village. Small and growing. Kallige the name suited it. I wonder if we can call it 

Kallige- a bud anymore?!.  
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- ÖȓÅȒĞÖÙn (Muzammil Mahaldar) 

ÖɭØɟ ÀɟɯÛ (Mera Ghaon) 

ÞÔÞɭ yċÄɟ ÞÔÞɭ ę×ɟØɟ 

×ß ßɮ Ě×ɟØɟ ÀɟɯÛ ßÖɟØɟ || 

 

ßØ ÅÀß ßȎØ×ɟÙɡ ßɮ  

ÞÔ¾ɭ ÁØ ¿ȓεÜ×ɟÙɡ ßɮ || 

 

ßØ ȏÏÑ ÖɟÞɠ ÒɟÑɠ Ùɟ¤ 

ØɟÅȓ ØɨÅ Ûßɡ Ñßɟ¤ || 

 

¾ÒÊɭ Ðɨ¤ ÔØÍÑ Ðɨ¤ 

¾ȓĕÍɭ Ć×ʇ ØɟÍ ¾ɨ Øɨ¤ || 

 

¿ɭÙȕɰ ¾ȕÏȕɯ ÖɩÅ ÖÑɟ~ɯ 

ßØ ȏÏÑ ¿ȓÜɠ ¾ɭ ÀɠÍ Àɟ~ɯ || 
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-  Ravindra jain 

Who is a leader??? 

Serious questions are creeping up in my mind these days on ‘who is a leader’. What 

are the qualities of an ideal/good leader? I’m a strong believer of an autocratic 

leader who has compassionate, grounded and empathetic qualities, unlike Hitler. I 

don’t know, by virtue or chance, I got an opportunity to lead around 130 people in 

earlier project belongs to one of the famous company’s trust. Probably, I was 

accepted by all employees around me because, previous Boss would have worse 

than me. But, I was gelling with my colleagues without showing any bossism. Only 

way to identify me as leader was to check my salary which was somewhat 

handsome than that of my immediate colleagues.   

Suddenly, my project was closed down with no reasons, but everyone knew that 

project would close down one or the other day because political tussles and motives 

of the trust. I was desperate as to how to lead my own life, and even colleagues 

also desperately looking for updates on ‘reasons of project’s closedown’. Within no 

time, I got a job, I shifted leaving all 130 people who were expecting me to fight 

back against politicians, burocrats and ethic less trust. But, I knew that, it was 

impossible to fight as it was one of the strongest trust in India which was good in 

lobbying on their motives. Higher authorities have used me as a trump card to fulfill 

their motives. I knew, the happenings were bad and ethic less, but I was helpless. 

All of a sudden, a news was crept up as I took the bribe from trust to do the job of 

finish the process of withdrawing the project. Infact, leave the bribe matter a side, 

I didn’t even have had my last reimbursement which cost around some thousands. 

My ethics, loyalty to trust, my hard work and my fight against some leftist unions 

in retaining the project in those drought areas, were gone in water. I was only a 

point of contact to my immediate colleagues as my head office was located in 

different state. I was threatened by my colleagues. It was not hurting when a 

workaholic employees were scolding me, it was hurting and angering when a lazy-

apathetic workers were scolding. I felt like a loyal man to management without any 

powers. Even today, people look at me in jaundice eyes if I go there. 

This incident has really opened my eyes as who is leader? Is he a follower? Is a 

monitor person? Or empathetic person who responds to people in difficulties.  I 

think, I was a follower and loyal monitor, then without any maturity and courage to fight. But, now have 

matured, courageous more than ever. May almighty provide an opportunity to show my empathetic 

leadership in days to come? 
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- gÁªÀÄPÀÈµÀÚ 
¦æÃwAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ¥ÀzÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ 

|| 1 || 

¨ÉlÖ JzÀÄÝ PÀÆvÀAwzÉ 
£À«°£À PÀÆUÀÄ 
HgÀÄ ªÉÄÊPÉÆqÀ«zÀAwzÉ 
PÉÆÃ½AiÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄ 
ºÉÆ®ªÀ vÀÄA©zÀ ºÀQÌUÀ¼À a°¦° 
ªÀiÁVAiÀÄ PÉÆAiÀÄè°è ZÉ°èzÀ ©ÃdUÀ¼ÀÄ  
PÀqÀÄ É̈Ã¹UÉAiÀÄ F¢£ÀzÀ FUÀ¯É 
ªÉÆ¼ÀPÉ MqÉzÀAwzÉ. 

 

|| 2 || 

¨ÉÃ¹UÉAiÀÄ E§â¤ 
§gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÆZÀ£ÉAiÀÄ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
DUÀ À̧zÀ §Æ¢¬ÄAzÀ MtMt ºÉÆUÉAiÀÄAvÉ E½zÀÄ 
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀÄzÀ UÀÆqsÀUÉÆ½¸À®Ä J¸ÉzÀ ¥ÀgÀzÉAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
¸ÀzÀÄÝªÀiÁqÀzÉ vÉÆlvÉÆl  
»rzÀÄ D°AV¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 

¨ÉlÖzÀ £ÉwÛAiÀÄ ªÀÄgÀzÀ vÀÄ¢AiÀÄ 
PÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ £À£Àß£ÀÆ vÀ£Àß vÉPÉÌUÉ 
 
ºÀÄzÀÄVªÉ CAvÀgÀAUÀzÀ a°¦°AiÀÄ G°ªÀ 
ºÀQÌUÀ¼ÀÄ D E§â¤AiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 

 

|| 3 || 

E°è ¨ÉgÉwzÉ £À«Ää§âgÀ G¹gÀÄ 
PÁAiÀÄPÀzÀ ZÉ®ÄªÀ°è 
ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ¨ÉªÀgÀ PÀA¥À 
MAzÁV vÀAVzÉ  
vÀAUÀzÉ Er gÁwæ 
¸ÀAZÀj¹zÉ ªÀÄÄAeÁ£É ªÀÄvÉÛ  
PÀgÉªÀ ºÀQÌUÀ¼À G°UÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ ¨ÉgÉvÀÄ 
ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÉ ªÀÄ£ÀªÀ 
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dUÀzÀµÀÄÖ «±Á®ªÀ  
vÀÄA©zÉ  
ºÀjªÀ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ dÄ¼ÀÄdÄ¼ÀÄªÀ 
ºÀ¤ºÀ¤ E§â¤AiÀÄ DzÀæð ªÀiË£ÀªÀ 

 

 

 

- AiÀÄwgÁeï ±ÀªÀÄð 

‘ªÉÊ qÀÄ L gÉÊmï?’ 

¤Ã£ÉÃPÉ ¸Àj §jÃw¯ÉèAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼À¨ÉÆÃzÀÄ. PÁgÀt EzÉ. §gÀªÀtÂUÉ C£ÉÆßÃzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ ºÀªÁå¸À CAvÀ C¤ß¸ÉÆÃ¢¯ÉÆèÃ 
ªÀiÁgÁAiÀÄ. ºËzÀÄ, §jÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ C£ÉÆßÃ ºÀA§® DVAzÁÝUÉÎ §gÀÄvÉÛ. D ºÀA§®zÀ FqÉÃjPÉUÉÆÃ¸ÀÌgÀ «µÀAiÀÄzÀ 
ºÀÄqÀÄPÁlzÀ°è E½AiÉÆÃzÀÄ «¥ÀAiÀiÁð¸ÀªÉÃ ¸Àj. AiÀiÁPÉAzÉæ ¤Ã£ÉÃPÉ §jÃw C£ÉÆßÃ ¥Àæ±Éß EzÉAiÀÄ®è CzÀPÉÌ ¤AiÀÄvÁÛzÀ 
GvÀÛgÀ PÉÆqÉÆÃzÀÄ §ºÀ¼À PÀµÀÖ. FUÀ ºÀªÁå¹ §gÉºÀUÁgÀgÀÄ J¤ß¹PÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃgÀ£Àß AiÀiÁgÀ£ÉßÃ PÉÃ½£ÉÆÃqÉÆÃ CªÀÅæ 
§gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ AiÀiÁPÉ CAvÀ, ¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV CªÀÅæ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÃ¢µÉÖ - §gÉzÉæ vÀªÀÄÀUÉÃ£ÉÆÃ RÄ¶ - CAvÀ. §gÉzÉæ RÄ¶ 
JAvÀPÁÌUÉâÃPÉÆÃ? §gÉ¢gÉÆÃzÀÄ ZÉAzÀ E®èzÉÃ EzÉæ? RÄ¶AiÀiÁUÀÛzÀ? E®è, £À£Àß §gÀªÀtÂUÉ ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄzÀQÌAvÀ 
«©ü£ÀßªÁVzÉAiÀÄAvÀ¯ÉÆÃ D RÄ¶? E®è, §gÉzÉæ ªÀÄ£À¹£À ¨sÁgÀªÉÃ£ÉÆÃ E½zÀÄ £ÉªÀÄä¢ ¹UÀvÉÛ CAvÀ¯ÉÆÃ? £ÉªÀÄä¢ 
JAvÀPÉÌ ¹UÉâÃPÀÄ?  

£ÉÆÃqÀÄ - ¨Á E°è PÀÄvÀÄUÉÆÃ. ¸ÀªÀiÁzsÁ£À 
vÀAzÀÄPÉÆÃ ¸Àé®à. ºËzÀÄ, ¤d. ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀªÁUÀvÉÛ ¤£Àß 
D¯ÉÆÃZÀ£Á¥ÀgÀ£À£ÁßV ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ - £À£ÀUÀÆ, 
¤£ÀUÀÆ, E©æUÀÆ. C¢PÉÌ ºÉÃ½zÀÄÝ §gÀªÀtÂUÉ£À ºÀªÁå¸À 
CAvÀ ¥ÀjUÀtÂ¹©mÉæ, F jÃwAiÀÄ¯Áè ¦ü¯Á¸Á¦üPÀ¯ï 
E±ÀÆå¸ï §gÀvÉÛ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ¤Ã JAvÀPÉÌ §jAiÉÆÃzÀÄ CAvÀ 
PÉÃ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß. PÁgÀt EzÉ. §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ J¯Áè 
PÁ®zÀ®Æè EgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ CAw®è. FUÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß §½ 
§AzÀzÉÝÃPÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄ. ¤£Àß ªÀÄ£À¸À̄ ÁèUÁÛ EgÉÆÃ 
vÉÆ¼À¯ÁlªÀ£Àß £À£Àß §½ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌÃ¼ÉÆÃ¢PÉÌ C®é. 
AiÀiÁPÉ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌÃwÃAiÀÄ? ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌAqÁUÀ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì ºÀUÀÄgÀ 
DUÀvÉÛ C®é? ºÀUÀÄgÀ CAzÉæ? UÁ½AiÀÄ°è ©mÉæ ¥ÀÄPÀÌzÀ 
ºÁUÉ ºÁgÀvÉÛ CAvÀ¯ÉÆÃ? E®è UÁ½AiÀÄµÉÖÃ ºÀUÀÄgÀ CAvÀ¯ÉÆÃ? vÀªÀiÁµÉ ªÀiÁrzÀßAiÀÄå. ªÀiÁvÀ£Àß ºÉÃ½zÀ ºÁUÉ vÉUÉÆAqÉæ 
ºÉÃVgÀvÉÛ CAvÀ £ÉÆÃrèPÉÌ. ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ £ÉªÀÄä¢AiÀiÁUÀÄvÉÛÃ C®é? AiÀiÁPÉ ºÁUÉ CzÀÄ? £ÀªÀÄä¯ÉèÃ EzÉæ K£ÉÆÃ MAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ 
zÀÄBRzÀ PÀqÀ®Ä. CzÉÃ C£ÀåjUÉ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌAqÁUÀ, CxÀªÁ CzÀ£Áß ºÉÆgÀUÉ ºÁQzÁUÀ, PÀqÀ®Æ ¸ÀºÀ £À¢AiÀÄ ºÁUÉ 
ºÀjzÀÄºÉÆÃzÀAvÀ¤¸ÀÄvÉÛ. C¯ÉèÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄ vÀªÀiÁµÉ EgÉÆÃzÀÄ. JµÀÄÖ ¢£À CAvÀ EgÀvÉÛ D £ÉªÀÄä¢? MAzÉgÉqÀÄ ¢£À? 

DªÉÄÃ¯É ªÀÄvÀÛzÉÃ AiÉÆÃZÀ£É. E®è E£ÉÆßAvÀgÀ AiÉÆÃZÀ£É §gÀ É̈ÆÃzÀÄ ï xÀÆ! AiÀiÁPÁzÀÆæ D ªÀÄUÀ£ÀßvÀæ ºÉÃ¼ÀPÉÆAqÀÄ 
aÃ¥ï DzÉ CAvÀ. vÀ¯É PÉr¹Û®è PÀtAiÀÄå, ªÁ¸ÀÛªÁA±À ºÉÃ½Û¢Ã¤. EzÀÄ ¤£Àß®Æè DUÉÆÃzÉ. C¯ÉèÃ £ÉÆÃqÀÄ EgÉÆÃzÀÄ 
PÁgÀt, £Á §gÉAiÉÆÃ¢PÉÌ. £Á£ÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÆß ¥À¸Àj¸ÉÆÃPÉÌ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀ®è, CxÀªÁ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ¤AiÀÄªÀÄzÀ 
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«gÀÄzÀÞ zÀ¤ JvÀÛ°PÉÌ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀ®è. CªÉÃ É̈ÃgÉ, EzÉÃ ¨ÉÃgÉ. CªÉ¯Áè AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÆÃ MAzÀÄ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀPÉÌ 
C£ÉÆßÃ ¤¢ðµÀÖ PÁgÀt ElÄUÉÆAqÀÄ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ. DzÀgÉ £Á §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ NzÀ°PÉÌ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ N¢ 
ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ¹Ü«ÄvÀªÀ£Àß PÉ®PÁ® PÁ¥ÁrPÉÆ¼Àî°PÀÌµÉÖÃ! EzÀ£Àß £À£ÀUÉ £Á£ÀÄ ¥ÀzÉÃ ¥ÀzÉÃ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÌÃvÁ Ewð¤. ºÁV¨ÉÃðPÁzÉæ 
£Á£ÀÄ J¯Áè PÁ®zÀ®Æè §jÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ CAw®è C®é?  

ºÁUÀAzÉæ CzÀµÉÖÃ PÁgÀtªÉÃ? ¤Ã N¢èPÀÌµÉÖ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÁzÉæ CzÀ£Àß AiÀiÁPÉ ¥À©èPï ªÀiÁrÛÃAiÉÆÃ C£ÉÆßÃªÀAxÀ ¯ÁfPÀ¯ï 
¥Àæ±Éß ¤Ã PÉÃ¼ÉÆâÃzÀÄ. £À£ÀUÀÆ C¯ÉèÃ À̧ªÀÄ¸Éå EzÉ C£ÀìvÉÛ. J¯Áè PÁ®zÀ®Æè MAzÉÃ «µÀAiÀÄzÀ §UÉÎ ªÀÄ£À¹Üw MAzÉÃ 
DVgÀvÉÛ CAxÀ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÃzÀÄ PÀµÀÖ. EªÀvÀÄÛ £Á §gÉ¢gÉÆÃzÀÄ £Á N¢èPÉÌ CµÉÖ CAvÀ £Á ºÉÃ¼À̈ ÉÆÃzÀÄ. DzÉæ £Á½£À 
ªÀÄ£À¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è CzÀ£Àß C£ÀågÀ §½ ºÀAaPÉÆÃ¨ÉÃPÀÄ C¤ß¸ÉÆâÃzÀÄ. £Á½zÀÄÝ CzÀjAzÀ PÉÆAZÀ ºÀt ¸ÀA¥ÁzÀ£É 
ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÆÃzÀÄ C¤ß¸ÉÆâÃzÀÄ. C®é, £Á£ÀÄ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ MAzÀÄ jÃw £À£Àß ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ¹Ü«ÄvÀªÀ£Àß PÁ¥ÁrPÉÆ¼Àî°PÉÌ CAvÀ 
CAzÀÄPÉÆAqÉæ, §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ C¸ÀªÀÄvÉÆÃ®£ÀPÉÌ PÁgÀtªÁVÛzÉAiÀÄ®è C£ÉÆßÃ «¥ÀAiÀiÁð À̧ PÁtÂ À̧ÛzÉ 
C¯Áé?  

F «¥ÀAiÀiÁð¸ÀªÀ£Àß vÀrÃ°PÉÌ (vÀrÃ¨ÉÃPÁ C£ÉÆßÃ ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀÄ£ÀÆß PÉÃ¼ÉÆÌÃ¨ÉÆÃzÀÄ) MAzÀÄ ªÀiÁUÀð EzÉ £ÉÆÃqÀÄ. AiÀiÁPÉ 
§jÃw®è (CxÀªÁ §jÃwÃAiÀÄ) C£ÉÆßÃ ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀÄ£Àß PÉÃ¼ÀzÉÃ EgÉÆÃzÀÄ. §gÀªÀtÂUÉUÉ, CxÀªÁ AiÀiÁªÀÝPÉÌÃ E°ð, ¤Ã£ÀÄ 
¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉ PÉÆlÖµÀÄÖ, ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ £ÉÊwPÀ UÉÆAzÀ®UÀ¼ÀÄ, ¦ü¯Á¸Á¦üPÀ̄ ï E±ÀÆå¸ïUÀ¼ÀÄ GzÀã«¸ÀvÉéÃ. AiÀiÁPÉ CAzÉæ, ¤Ã£ÀÄ 
F jÃwAiÀiÁzÀ MAzÀÄ ¦ü¯Á¸Á¦üPÀ̄ ï ¥Àæ±Éß PÉÃ½zÉ CAvÀ EmÉÆÌ, £Á£ÀÄ PÉÆqÉÆ GvÀÛgÀzÀ°è, E¯Áè ¤Ã£ÀÄ MAzÀÄ 
PÁAmÁærPÀë£ï PÀAqÀÄ»r¨ÉÆÃzÀÄ, ªÉÄÃ¯É £ÉÆÃrzÀ ºÁUÉ, CxÀªÁ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ £ÉÊwPÀ UÉÆAzÀ®UÀ¼À£Àß ºÀÄqÀÄPÉÆâÃzÀÄ. 
£Á£ÀÄ ºÀt ªÀiÁrèPÉÌ §gÉAiÉÆÃzÉÆÃ CAvÀ J¯ÁèzÀÆæ ºÉÃ½ânÖÃAiÀÄ, d£À ¤£Àß £ÉÆÃqÉÆÃ zÀÈ¶ÖÃ£É §zÀ¯ÁUÀÄvÉÛ. ºÉAUÉ 
ªÀiÁvÁqÉÆÌÃvÁgÉ UÉÆvÁÛ DªÁUÀ? ‘Nºï, §gÀªÀtÂUÉUÉ ªÉÄÊ°UÉ CªÀÅß. §gÉAiÉÆÃzÀÄ ºÀt ªÀiÁrèPÉÌ DUÁâzÀÄð, ¥Àæ±À¹Û 
UÀ½¹èPÉÌ DUÁâzÀÄð….’ CAvÉ¯Áè ¦ü¯Á¸À¦ü ºÉÆrÃvÁgÉ. C°è CªÀÅæ MAzÀÄ ªÀÄjÃvÁgÉ, ¤£Àß ¤AiÀÄvÀÛ£Àß. ¤Ã£ÀÄ ¤AiÀÄvÁÛUÉ 
ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÃzÀ¯Áé?  

§gÉAiÉÆÃzÉÃvÀPÉÌ C£ÉÆßÃ ¥Àæ±Éß C£ÁªÀ±ÀåPÀ. ¤£ÀUÉ D ¥Àæ±ÉßUÉ GvÀÛgÀ ¨ÉÃPÉÆÃ CxÀªÁ £À£Àß §gÀªÀtÂUÉ ¨ÉÃPÉÆÃ? ºÁUÁzÉæ 
D ¥Àæ±Éß GzÀãªÀªÁUÉÆÃzÁzÀÆæ JAvÀÄ? ( À̧±ÉÃµÀ.......)  
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- yű±~_¦æ£y š. ušÐª±y. 

Ȗನನನೂರ ನೆನೆದಾಗ ಬಲು ಆನಂದ ಮನದಾಗȗ 

ನನನೂರ ಬಿಟ್ುು ಸುಮಾರು ವರುಷಗಳೆೇ ಕಳೆದವು 

ಅಂದಿನಂದ ಇಂದಿನವರೆಗನ ನನನೂರಿಗೆ ನಾನತಿಥಿ 

ಆಗಾಗ ಮನದಾಗ ಸುಳಿx¦ತಾವ ಸವಿ ಸುಮಧುರ ನೆನಪುಗಳು 

ಒಂದಲಲ ಎರಡಲಲ ನನರಲಲ ಸಾವಿರಾರು 

ಎಳೆಯದರಲ್ಲಲ ನಾನಾಡಿದ ಮರ ಕೆನೇತಿ ಆಟ್ 

ಚಿಕಕ ಹಸಿರ ಗಿಡವ ಮುರಿದು ಮೇಲೆ ಕುಳಿತು ಹರಿದಾಡಿದ ಆ ನನೂಂಗಳr 

ನಾನೆನಮೆ ನೆನೆದಾಗ ಬಲು ಆನಂದ ಮನದಾಗ 

ಅಜ್ಜನಂದದಿ ಹೆಗಲ ಹತಿಿ,ತಲೆಯ ಒತಿಿ ಹಿಡಿದು ಕುಳಿತು 

ಹೆನಲ ಸುತಿಿ ಅಲೆದಾಡಿದ ಆಟ್,ಜೆನತೆಗೆ ಅಜ್ಜಜ ಕಟ್ಟುದ ಸವಿಯನಟ್ 

ನಮನೆರ ಹಳಳ ಜ್ಜಲೆಲದಾಗ ಬಲು ಜೆನೇರ,ಬಲು ಭಾರ 

ಹಳಳದ ಆ ಕಂದು ಮಿಶ್ರಿತ ನಂತ Ũ±ರಿನಲ್ಲಲ 

ಅಜ್ಜ ಅಜ್ಜಜ,ಸmĀಮೆ ಕಾಕರ ಜೆನತೆ ನಾರು ತೆಗೆದ ಆ ಕ್ಷಣ 

ನೆನೆದಾಗ,ಬಲು ಆನಂದ ಮನದಾಗ 

ಮುಂಜಾನೆಯ ನಡುಗುವ ಚಳಿಯ ನಸುಕಿನಂದದಿ 

ನನೂಜ್ಜನ ಹರಕು ಹೆನಚಚಡದ ಮಧ್ೆೆ ಕುಳಿತು 

ಕಾಸಿಕೆನಂಡ ಆ ಕ್ಷಣ ನೆನೆದಾಗ ಬಲು ಆನಂದ ಮನದಾಗ 

ದಿನಕೆಕ ಆರೆೇಳು ಸಾರಿ ನನನೂಟ್ 

ನನೂಜ್ಜನೆನಡಗನಡಿ ಎರಡನಟ್ ಪ್ಿೇತಿಯಂದ ಮಾಡಿಸುತಿಿದದ 

ಕಲಸಿದ ರೆನಟ್ಟು, ಹುಳಿ ಮಾವಿನ ಕಾಯ ಚಟ್ಟೂಯ ಊಟ್ವ 

ನೆನೆದಾಗ ಬಲು ಆನಂದ ಮನದಾಗ. 

ನನೂಜ್ಜನೆ ನನಗೆ ಪ್ರುತಿ ನನೂಜ್ಜನೆ ನನಗೆ ¡§ćŤÍ 

ನನೂಜ್ಜನೆ ನನಗೆ ಪಾವನ ಮನy¦ತಿ Œ±ರುತಿ 

ಅವನಲಲದ ಈ ದಿನ ಬಲು ದನರ ನನನೂರ 

ಮನಸಿದದರನ, ಕನಸಿದದರನ ಸೆಳೆವಿದದರನ 

ಬರಡು ಮರಭನಮಿಯಂತಾಗಿ ಕಾಣುತಿಿದೆ 

ನನನೂರ ನನಗಿೇಗ ನೆನೆದಾಗ  ಬಲು ದನರ ದನರ. 
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- ¸ÀÄeÁvÀ PÉÆ¥Àà¯ïPÁqï 

gÁVAiÀÄ ©Ã À̧ÄvÀ........      

gÁªÀÄPÀÌ Ȩ́ÆÃªÀÄPÀÌ NgÀVwÛAiÀÄgÀÄ 

PÀÄAvÁgÉ gÁV ©Ã¸À®Ä PÀ°è£ÉzÀÄgÀÄ 

gÁUÀ¢ ºÁqÀ£ÀÄ ºÁqÀÄvÀ  

vÁ¼À¢ gÁVAiÀÄ ©Ã¸ÀÄvÀ  

©Ã¸ÀÄªÀ PÀdÓzÀ° ¸ÁVzÀgÀÄ... ¸ÁVzÀgÀÄ... 
¸ÁVzÀgÀÄ... 

 

©Ã¸ÀÄªÀ vÁ¼ÀPÉ, PÉÊ§¼É £ÁzÀPÉ 

gÁVPÁ¼ÀÄ ºÀÄrºÀÄrAiÀiÁzÀªÀÅ 

ºÁr£À UÀÄAV£À° ªÀÄgÉvÁgÀÄ ¨Áå¸ÀgÀªÀ 

 

UÀjUÀjAiÀiÁV ¥Àj¥ÀjAiÀiÁV gÁV GzÀÄjvÀÄ PÀ°è¤AzÀ 

PÀÄ¢AiÀÄÄªÀ ¤ÃjUÉ ©Ã¼À®Ä gÁV ºÀÄrAiÀÄÄ 

ªÉÄ®è®Ä ªÉÄzÀÄ ªÉÄzÀÄ ªÀÄÄzÉÝAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ 

 

UÀÄAqÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄvÀ UÀAqÀ£ÀÄ §AzÀ£ÀÄ 

GAqÀ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄzÉÝAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄzÀ¢AzÀ 

ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄ ºÉÆUÀ½zÀ ªÀÄ£ÀzÁ¼À¢AzÀ...... 
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-  ILYAS PARVEZ 

Way of Life: (Badloo Apni Zindagi Koo) 
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- Sowmya 

Death-Undesirable ??!!! 

I am always scared of death. I am scared of my own death. I can only think of human beings death 

and not about any other animals. So strange.  

Why am I so scared of death? Especially why am I concerned about human beings death? I think or 

imagine that it is a painful process. So I start feeling about the situation and feel scared about it. 

Nobody has ever told me how somebody feels when they are dying. It’s just my imagination.  

I have been thinking of going to Khashi to may be to get rid of fear of death. But there are no 

guarantees that I will get rid of fear. I may be even more be scared of it.  

My association of death is blood, bodies floating in Ganga. I have never been to Varanasi though!!  

If somebody is dead I will be so upset. Why am I scared about someone else’s death? And that too 

whose death am I most scared about? If somebody dies without telling anybody, which means an 

unexpected death causes me a lot of sadness. I keep thinking that, that person might wanted to share 

something with people which he could not tell and he can’t convey that message to anybody 

anymore. All this worries me.  

When I analyze this situation sociologically I think I have some kind of insecurities in my life. It may 

be because people often link 

between old age and marriage. 

They say that I have to get 

married so that somebody is 

there to take care of me when 

I get old. Maybe I visualize that 

I will have nobody when I am 

dying as I have chosen that 

path to follow. May be in my 

subconscious level I am 

worried that nobody will be 

there to hear my last wishes or 

some message.  

But why is it not the same feeling for other animals. I even killed a dog 13 years back. I called it as a 

mercy killing. How inhumane of me? Why am I keep referring human and inhumane again? Why can’t 

I say how inanimal of me? Though that word doesn’t exist in the human life. Off course dictionary is 

built by we human beings! 

I don’t have any regrets till today having murdered an innocent dog. He was born on the day when 

my niece was born. His name was Kencha. He was 6 years old when he died. He didn’t die because of 
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any natural sickness.  I murdered him. I call it as a mercy killing. What right do I have to kill somebody? 

Will I kill myself if I find that I am sad?  

But I killed him. Why?  

He was very sick. He wanted to eat food but it didn’t enter into his stomach. He had a big open wound 

on the back of his neck. Warms crawled on his neck. They were moving into his mouth. I don’t know 

what they were doing to him inside there. I was very sure that they won’t just sit quietly doing 

something. That day he was lying on the sac without eating food. I could see him suffering. Warms 

crawled and came near his eyes. They were irritating him. Warms crawled around his neck made him 

very painful. He could not even lift his forelimb to shoo away them. They were eating away the rest 

of the part of his neck. He was moaning. His legs were spread, neck and head pulling outwards. His 

mouth was wide open. Flies were around him even troubling him some more. I wish and my family 

wished that he dies the next moment. But he didn’t. He suffered every moment a lot. I told my mother 

“avva, he is not dying, can I kill him?” Her immediate response was ‘no’. “It a sin to kill somebody. 

God has sent him he will take him when he wants him back. You should not send.” But I wasn’t 

convinced with her response. I convinced her by saying that he should be killed as he is suffering a 

lot. She said “I still say no but you can do what you think is the best. I won’t be here with you when 

you are killing him. He is like my child.”  

Finally I decided that I kill him. How did I kill him? I had heard that if the animals eat urea they will 

die. I gave that with the meat but it didn’t go into his stomach rather it gave burning sensation on his 

tongue. I felt even worse on what I did. Then I looked around. I saw a piece a rope on the floor. I got 

the idea that I can kill him. But the neck is the most hurt part. How can I hang him up?  I took the long 

rope. Nobody was around. Tears flown from my eyes while I was putting the knots in the rope. I didn’t 

look at the rope. I was looking at the dog. I stood 5 m away from him. I took a long stick with the help 

of that stick. Somehow managed to put the rope around his neck. I tightened the rope around his 

neck by holding the stick in one hand and the other end of the rope in the other hand. He stretched 

his legs. He could not even get up to save his life. He was lying on that sac. He passed motion. The 

stretched legs never came to his original position. I saw the warms climbing on to the rope I held. I 

made sure that I he is dead completely. I took out the stick and left the rope there itself. He is dead. 

 

I have already mentioned that I don’t have any regrets on having murdered a dog. Why is it so? Is it 

because other animals will not have any messages to give it to their society just before dying? But I 

am sure they too want to convey to somebody that they are in pain.  

Is ‘the fear of death’ a socially constructed evil?  
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- UÀAUÁzsÀgÀ¸Áé«Ä J¸ï 

²PÀëPÀ PÀ°PÁ PÉÃAzÀæ      

N ²PÀëPÀgÉÃ §AzÉÆªÉÄä £ÉÆÃr 
¤ªÀÄUÁV ªÉÄÊvÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ¤AwgÀÄªÉ 
ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀ£ÀzÀ ¸À«AiÀÄ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä 
J®è «µÀAiÀÄzÀ ªÀÄdªÀ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä 
¤ªÀÄÆägÀ, ¤ªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ CAUÀ¼À¢ ¤AwgÀÄªÉ 
N ²PÀëPÀgÉ §AzÉÆªÉÄä £ÉÆÃr 
 
¸ÀªÀiÁd UÀtÂvÀ «eÁÕ£À s̈ÁµÉAiÀÄ 
eÉÆvÉ eÉÆvÉAiÀÄ° ªÀÄ£ÀgÀAd£ÉUÁV 
QæÃqÁ ¸ÁªÀÄVæUÀ¼À£ÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ vÀA¢gÀÄªÉ 
¨ÉgÀ¼ÀAZÀ° dUÀwÛ£À ªÀiÁ»wAiÀÄ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä 
UÀtPÀAiÀÄAvÀæ CAvÀgïeÁ®ªÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÉ 
N ²PÀëPÀgÉÃ §AzÉÆªÉÄä £ÉÆÃr 
 
¥ÀgÀ¥ÀAZÀzÀ° J®èªÀ §®èªÀj®è 
¥ÀgÀ̧ ÀàgÀgÀ° eÁÕ£À ºÀAZÀÄvÁ 
£ÀªÀÄä K½UÉAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃt §¤ß 
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¨Á½UÉ ¨É¼ÀPÁV¸ÉÆÃt §¤ß 
 
N ²PÀëPÀgÉÃ §AzÉÆªÉÄä £ÉÆÃr 
¤ªÀÄUÁV ªÉÄÊvÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ¤AwgÀÄªÉ 
ºÉÆ¸ÀvÀ£ÀzÀ ¸À«AiÀÄ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä 
J®è «µÀAiÀÄzÀ ªÀÄdªÀ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä 
¤ªÀÄÆägÀ, ¤ªÀÄä ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ CAUÀ¼À¢ ¤AwgÀÄªÉ 
N ²PÀëPÀgÉÃ §AzÉÆªÉÄä £ÉÆÃr 
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