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§AiÀÄ®Ä Bayalu 
100 gÀ À̧A¨sÀæªÀÄ 

 ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄ 4 

§AiÀÄ®Ä ¥ÀwæPÉAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÀ 99 ¸ÀAaPÉUÀ¼À°è §AzÀ §gÀºÀUÀ¼À°è 100 §gÀºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 4 ¸ÀA¥ÀÄlUÀ¼À°è  ¥ÀæPÀn À̧ÄwÛzÀÄÝ, 
CzÀgÀ £Á®Ì£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ À̧A¥ÀÄl E°èzÉ. F £Á®ÄÌ ¸ÀA¥ÀÄlUÀ¼À°è ºÉÆgÀ§AzÀ É̄ÃR£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄä 

NzÀÄ«PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß D£ÀAzÀUÉÆ½¹ªÉ JA§ £ÀA©PÉ £ÀªÀÄäzÀÄ. J®èjUÀÆ ªÀAzÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. 

                                                                              - §AiÀÄ®Ä §¼ÀUÀ 
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§AiÀÄ®°è ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ! 

§AiÀÄ®°è£À ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß »A¢gÀÄV MªÉÄä £ÉÆÃrzÁUÀ K£ÉÃ£ÉÆÃ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. 
ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼À ªÉÊ«zsÀå avÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ. vÀgÀºÀ vÀgÀºÀzÀ ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ. ºÁUÉ £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä 
ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß §AiÀÄ®°è ºÀÄqÀÄQzÁUÀ ¹PÀÌzÉ ¸ÀAPÀlªÁzÀzÀÄÝ EzÉ. ¥ÀÆtð ªÀÄgÉvÀ MAzÀÄ 
£ÀqÉAiÀÄ UÀÄgÀÄvÀÄ ¹QÌzÁUÀ D±ÀÑAiÀÄð ¥ÀlÖzÀÆÝ EzÉ. ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃzÀzÀÄÝ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉeÉÓUÀ¼À£ÀÄß. 
DzÀgÉ ¸ÀAeÉ ºÉÆwÛUÉ EvÀgÀgÀ ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr ªÉÄÊªÀÄgÉvÀzÀÆÝ EzÉ. JµÉÆÖAzÀÄ 
ºÉeÉÓUÀ¼ÀÄ, JµÉÆÖAzÀÄ ©ü£Àß.... PÉ®ªÀÅ ¥ÀÄlÖzÀÄ, PÉ®ªÀÅ zÉÆqÀØzÀÄ, PÉ®ªÀÅ UÀnÖ HgÀ®àlÖzÀÄÝ, 
E£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÀÅ ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁV ElÖzÀÄÝ. PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉ®ªÁzÀgÉ CZÀÑ½AiÀÄzÉ 
G½¢gÀÄªÀ ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉ®ªÀÅ. £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ, ªÉÄ®PÀÄ ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ MAzÀÄ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ. 
D C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀªÀ£ÀÄß C£ÀÄ¨sÀ« À̧®Ä C£ÀÄªÀÅ ªÀiÁrPÉÆnÖzÁÝgÉ gÁWÀªÉÃAzÀæ ºÉÃ¼ÉðAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ. MlÄÖ 
ºÁQ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¤ÃrzÀ J®èjUÀÆ zsÀ£ÀåªÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. 

§AiÀÄ°£À 99 ¸ÀAaPÉUÀ½AzÀ DAiÀÄÝ §gÀºÀUÀ¼À À̧A¥ÀÄlUÀ¼ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄUÉ EµÀÖ DUÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ JA§ 
«±Áé¸ÀzÉÆA¢UÉ 4 PÀAvÀÄUÀ¼À°è F §gÀºÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀæPÀlªÁUÀÄwÛzÉ. ªÉÆzÀ® ªÀÄÆgÀÄ PÀAvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÀ£ÀÄß   
FUÁUÀ É̄Ã ¤ÃªÀÅ N¢¢ÝÃj JA§ £ÀA©PÉ £ÀªÀÄäzÀÄ. FUÀ £Á®Ì£ÉÃ PÀAvÀ£ÀÄß ¤ªÀÄä ªÀÄr°UÉ 
ºÁPÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ. N¢ D£ÀA¢¹. 

- GªÀiÁ±ÀAPÀgï ¥ÉjAiÉÆÃr 
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                                      ‘§AiÀÄ®ÄzÁj’ 
                   §AiÀÄ®zÁjAiÀÄ É̄ÆèA¢µÀÄÖ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ 

                   £É£À¦£À §ÄwÛAiÀÄ À̧«vÀÄvÀÄÛ !! 

¸ÀºÀÈzÀAiÀÄgÉÃ, 

£ÀªÀÄä ¤ªÉÄä®ègÀ £ÉaÑ£À ‘§AiÀÄ®Ä’ ªÀiÁ À̧¥ÀwæPÉAiÀÄ 100£ÉÃ «±ÉÃµÀ ¸ÀAaPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀvÀgÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ F ±ÀÄ¨sÀ À̧AzÀ s̈ÀðzÀ°è CzÀP É Ì 
¥ÀÆgÀPÀªÁV  PÀ¼ÉzÀ JAlÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À°è CAzÀgÉ 2012jAzÀ 2020gÀ ªÀgÉV£À F À̧Ä¢ÃWÀð ¥ÀAiÀÄtzÀ°è ¥ÀæPÀlUÉÆAqÀ J¯Áè 
¸ÀAaPÉUÀ½AzÀ DAiÀÄÝ 100 §gÉºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß À̧APÀ°¹ ‘§AiÀÄ®ÄzÁj’ JA§ ºÉ À̧j£À À̧A¥ÀÄlªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ªÀÄä PÉÊVqÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ. ºÉÃ½ PÉÃ½ 
EzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ¤ªÉÄä®ègÀzÉÃ §gÉºÀ ªÉÊ«zsÀåUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ DªÀÈwÛ. ¸Á»vÀå, À̧A À̧Ìøw, ²PÀët, C£ÀÄªÁzÀ, s̈ÁµÉ, UÀtÂvÀ, «eÁÕ£À, ZÀjvÉæ , 
«ªÀÄ±Éð, ¥ÀæªÁ À̧, ¸Áé£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀ »ÃUÉ ºÀ®ªÀÅ ªÀÄd®ÄUÀ¼À°è F ¸ÀAPÀ®£ÀªÀÅ vÉgÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÀÄÝ  MAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è £ÁªÀÅ £ÀqÉzÀÄ 
§AzÀ zÁjAiÀÄ CªÀ É̄ÆÃPÀ£ÀzÀAwzÉ.  

¥sËAqÉÃµÀ£ï £À À̧zÀ À̧ågÀÄ, £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀÄ, ¥sÉ É̄ÆÃ, PÁåA¥À¸ï C Ȩ́ÆÃ¹AiÉÄÃmïì, CfÃA ¥ÉæÃªÀiï f «±Àé«zÁå®AiÀÄzÀ ¥ÁæzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀÄ, 
±Á¯Á ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ »ÃUÉ C£ÉÃPÀ ªÀÄA¢ ««zsÀ À̧AzÀ s̈ÀðUÀ¼À°è §gÉzÀ É̄ÃR£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, PÀ«vÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¥Àæ§AzsÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß E°è PÁtÂ¸À¯ÁVzÉ. 
EzÉÆAzÀÄ C¥ÀgÀÆ¥ÀzÀ À̧APÀ®£ÀªÉAzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ ¥Àj s̈Á« À̧ÄvÉÛÃªÉ. §ºÀÄ »£Éß É̄UÀ½AzÀ, §ºÀÄªÀÄÆ®UÀ½AzÀ §A¢gÀÄªÀ, «©ü£Àß 
zÀÈ¶ÖPÉÆÃ£ÀUÀ¼À, ««zsÀ M®ªÀÅ-¤®ÄªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ¼Àî ªÀåQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ E°è vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß vÉgÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÁÝgÉ. ºÁUÁV M¨ÉÆâ§âgÀ ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄÆ E°è 
C£À£Àå. CAvÉAiÉÄÃ CªÀgÀÄ DAiÉÄÌ ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀ «µÀAiÀÄªÀ À̧ÄÛªÀÇ «©ü£Àß. ¤AiÀÄvÀªÁV §AiÀÄ°UÉ §gÉzÀªÀgÀÆ E°èzÁÝgÉ. DUÉÆªÉÄä 
FUÉÆªÉÄä §gÉAiÀÄÄªÀªÀgÀÆ ¹UÀÄvÁÛgÉ. C£ÀÄ s̈À«UÀ¼ÀÄ, ºÉÆ À̧§gÀÄ »ÃUÉ J®ègÀÆ vÀAqÀ¸ÀÆáwð¬ÄAzÀ §gÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÁÝgÉ. ºÁUÀÆ CµÉÖÃ 
dvÀ£À¢AzÀ CªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÁ®PÁ®PÉÌ À̧A¥Á¢¹, «£Áå À̧UÉÆ½¹, PÀ¯Á ªÉÄgÀÄV£ÉÆA¢UÉ À̧PÁ®PÉÌ À̧jAiÀiÁV ©qÀÄUÀqÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 
NzÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ NzÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ EªÀgÉ®ègÀ ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀ ¥Àj±ÀæªÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À À̧ì£ÀÄß vÀÄA©PÉÆAqÀAvÉAiÉÄÃ ºÉÆZÀÑ 
ºÉÆ À̧zÁzÀ, CµÉÖÃ vÁeÁvÀ£À¢AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ §gÉºÀ É̄ÆÃPÀªÉÇAzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä Cj«UÉ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è JgÀqÀÄ ªÀiÁw®è. 

²PÀëPÀgÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ ²PÀët C¢üPÁjªÀUÀðzÀªÀgÉÆA¢V£À ¤PÀl MqÀ£ÁlzÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ,  ¤AiÀÄvÀªÁzÀ N¢£À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ zÀQÌ¹PÉÆAqÀ 
M¼À£ÉÆÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ, À̧Èd£ÁvÀäPÀ ¥Àæw s̈ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆ Ȩ́¬ÄAzÀ CgÀ½zÀ ºÉÆ¼ÀºÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, PÉëÃvÁæ£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ ¥sÀ®±ÀÄæw¬ÄAzÀ ªÀÄÆrzÀ ¸Áé£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀ 
ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀÄ PÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, vÀgÀUÀw PÉÆÃuÉAiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉ¹zÀ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼À ¥sÀ°vÁA±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, ²PÀët PÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è ¤ À̧àøºÀ Ȩ́ÃªÉUÉÊzÀ »jAiÀÄgÀ 
fÃªÀ£ÁzÀ±ÀðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀÄjvÀ §gÉºÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, s̈ÁµÉ, ¸Á»vÀå, «eÁÕ£À, UÀtÂvÀ, ZÀjvÉæ ªÉÆzÀ¯ÁzÀ ««zsÀ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ²¸ÀÄÛUÀ¼À ¥ÀjPÀ®à£ÁvÀ äPÀ 
UÀæ»PÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥Àæw¥sÀ®£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ©A© À̧ÄªÀ «ZÁgÀUÀ¼É®èªÀÇ E°è CqÀPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¤dPÀÆÌ Ȩ́ÆÃdUÀzÀ À̧AUÀw. 

 E°è ¥ÀæPÀlUÉÆAqÀ §gÉºÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÉÃªÀ® ¥Áæw¤¢üPÀªÀµÉÖ. E°è®èzÀ EvÀgÀ §gÉºÀUÀ¼ÀÆ CµÉÖÃ ¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉ¢ªÉ. CAzÀgÉ 
EµÀÆÖ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À°è §AiÀÄ®Ä ºÁ¢AiÀÄ ºÉeÉÓUÀÄgÀÄvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ErQjzÀAvÉ À̧AUÀæºÁvÀäPÀªÁV PÀnÖPÉÆqÀ®Ä E°è ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀªÁV 
¥ÀæAiÀÄwß¹zÉÝÃªÉ. F JAlÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À°è PÀrªÉÄAiÉÄAzÀgÀÆ ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ §gÉºÀUÀ¼ÀÄ É̈¼ÀPÀÄ PÀArªÉ. £ÀÆgÁgÀÄ §gÉºÀUÁgÀgÀÄ 
C£ÁªÀgÀtUÉÆArzÁÝgÉ. F ªÀÄÆ®PÀ CªÀgÉ®ègÀ À̧Èd£ÁvÀäPÀ C©üªÀåQÛUÉÆAzÀÄ ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀiÁV, zsÀé¤AiÀiÁV ‘§AiÀÄ®Ä’ ªÀÄÄ£Éß É̄UÉ 
§AzÀzÀÄÝ £ÀªÀÄUÉ®èjUÀÆ vÀÄA¨Á À̧AvÉÆÃµÀzÀ ¸ÀAUÀwAiÀiÁVzÉ. ªÀÄvÉÆÛªÉÄä M¼À À̧jzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄäzÉÃ §gÉºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÉÄ®ÄPÀÄ ºÁPÉÆÃt. 
£ÀqÉzÀÄ §AzÀ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ F  CªÀ É̄ÆÃPÀ£À £ÀªÀÄä Cj«£À ¢UÀAvÀªÀ£ÀÄß E£ÀßµÀÄÖ « À̧Ûj À̧ÄªÀAvÁUÀ°. E£ÀßµÀÄÖ ºÉÆ À̧vÀ£ÀUÀ½UÉ 
£ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß vÉgÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä aªÀÄÄäºÀ®UÉAiÀiÁUÀ°. ªÀÄvÀÛµÀÄÖ £Á«Ã£Àå, D«µÁÌgÀ²Ã®vÉ, ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀ²Ã®vÉ, Ȩ́ÆéÃ¥ÀdÕvÉ, ¥ÀæUÀw¥ÀgÀªÁzÀ 
PÁuÉÌAiÀÄ£ÀÄß gÀÆrü¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä F À̧APÀ®£ÀªÀÅ ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßrAiÀiÁUÀ° JA§ ºÁgÉÊPÉ £ÀªÉÄä®ègÀzÀÄ. JA¢£ÀAvÉ ªÀÄÄAzÉAiÀÄÆ ¤ªÉÄä®ègÀ 
¸ÀºÀPÁgÀ«gÀ°. £ÀªÀÄäzÉÃ »AzÀt ºÉeÉÓUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀqÀªÀÅvÁÛ NzÀÄªÀ À̧ÄR ¤ªÀÄäzÁUÀ°.. ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ ¤¯ÁÝtUÀ½®èzÀ ¤rzÁzÀ 
¥ÀAiÀÄtzÀ ºÁ¢ §AiÀÄ°£ÀzÁUÀ°… 

- gÁWÀªÉÃAzÀæ ºÉÃ¼Éð 

(gÁWÀªÉÃAzÀæ ºÉÃ¼Éð CªÀgÀÄ ‘§AiÀÄ®Ä’ ¥ÀwæPÉAiÀÄ »A¢£À 99 À̧AaPÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr, CzÀjAzÀ 100 §gÉºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DAiÉÄÌ 
ªÀiÁrzÁÝgÉ. CªÀgÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°£ÀªÀÅ. ) 
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 (¸ÀAaPÉ 10, dÆ£ï 2013)                                                      

Pleasure of Pain!!! – 

- Niranjan Sarvade, Dist.Institute Yadagiri 

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 alco-

hol, to other beverages, to exercise and so on. In general to something that makes them feel re-

laxed 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 inci-

dent 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 
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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. 

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 an-

ger. Wondered because even the parents of the 

child that got the whoop, were encouraging teach-

er 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 envi-

ronment. The addiction to pleasure of pain or the habit of cruel punishment, remained so until inter-

action 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 teach-

ers 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? 

(Issue 59, July 2017)                                                                 
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zÉÆA§gÁl  
- ²ªÀPÀÄªÀiÁgÀ ¹ J¸ï, f¯Áè À̧A Ȩ́Ü, ¨ÁUÀ®PÉÆÃmÉ  

(¸ÀAaPÉ 49, Ȩ́¥sÀÖA§gï 2016)                               

PÁ®«zÉÆÃ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄAUÀ¼À 
ªÀÄÄAzÉavÁÛgÀ; 
gÀAUÉÆÃ° §zÀÄPÀÄ. 
CzÀ£ÀÄ«zÀ£ÀÄ ©qÀzÉwÛPÉÆA§ 
£ÀªÀÄä¢UÉÆÃ zÉÆA§gÁl! 
 
¨É¼ÀQ£ÁlPÉ gÀ«, PÀvÀÛ¯ÁlPÉ ±À²AiÀÄÄ 
‘£Á ªÀÄÄAzÀÄvÁ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄ’ 
JAzÉA§ ZÉ¯Áèl; 
£ÁªÀzÀgÀ »AzÀÄªÀÄÄAzÀÄ 
UÀr©rAiÀÄ UÀÄzÁÝl! 
 
ºÀÄnÖzÀÄÝ J É̄Æè ªÀiÁrzÀÄÝ K£ÉÆ 
ºÀ¼Àî »rªÀ ªÀÄÄ£Àß 
PÀ°vÀzÀÄÝ JµÉÆÖ PÁtzÀÄÝ JµÉÆÖ 
E°èÃUÀ §AzÀÄ ¤AvÀzÀÄÝ KPÉÆ 
DUÁUÀ M¼ÀUÉÆ¼ÀUÉ «ÄÃ£ÁªÉÄÃµÀ! 
 
ªÀvÀðªÀiÁ£ÀPÉ ºÁ¼ÀÄ 
¨sÀ«µÀåzÀ UÉÆÃ¼ÀÄ 
¨sÀ«µÀåPÉÌ ªÀÄvÀÛzÉÃ s̈ÀÆvÀzÀPÁl 
ºÉÆÃzÀÄzÀgÀ®èµÀÄÖ §gÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ®èµÀÄÖ 
K£ÉÆÃ PÀArwÃUÀ ªÀÄ À̧ÄPÀÄ-ªÀÄ À̧ÄPÀÄ! 
ºÁA! PÀArvÀ®è? 
CzÀÄ §Ar; C®è §zÀÄPÀÄ! 

wgÉAiÀÄ£É®èªÀ wjzÀÄ PÉÊ Hj PÀÄ½vÁUÀ 
eÉÆÃvÀÄ ©zÀÝ £É£À¥ÀÄUÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ 
zÀQÌzÉÝÃ£ÀÄ? ±ÀÆ£Àå±ÉÆÃzsÀ£É! 
 
¨É£ÀÄß ¨ÁV ªÀÄ£À À̧Ä ªÀiÁV 
vÀ É̄ wgÀÄV¹zÁUÀ É̄ÆªÉÄäUÉ 
Dl PÀnÖzÀ £ÀÆgÀÄ ªÉÃµÀUÀ¼À 
¸ÀvÀå UÉÆÃZÀj¹ À̧AvÀ£ÁzÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀ 
UÉzÀÄÝ ©ÃVzÀ Ȩ́ÆÃvÀÄ vÀVÎzÀ 
DvÀäPÉÌ DUÀ ¤°ð¥ÀÛ s̈ÁªÀ! 
 
‘CUÀÎzÀ zÉÆÃtÂUÉ £Á«PÀ¤®è 
CxÀð C¥ÁxÀðzÀ ªÀÄÆ®’ 
CjvÀµÀÄÖ CxÀð w½zÀµÀÄÖ wÃxÀð 
CjUÉÆÃ°®èzÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄ 
¨ÉqÀV£ÀÄvÀÛgÀUÀ¼É®è ªÀåxÀð! 
EAzÉÆ ªÀÄÄAzÉÆ ªÀÄvÉÛAzÉÆ 
J É̄èPÁtzÀ PÀqÀ É̄Æ¼ÀUÉ 
Dr vÀtÂzÀÄ C½zÀÄ½zÀÄ 
ªÀÄÄUÀÎj¹ ªÀÄUÀZÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄ£Àß 
MªÉÄä D¹ÛPÀ£ÀAvÉ §½PÀ £Á¹ÛPÀ£ÀAvÉ 
£Àn¸ÀÄªÀPÀ É̄AiÉÆAzÀÄ ¹¢Þ À̧ÄªÀÅzÉªÀÄUÉ 
PÁ®ªÉÃ UÉzÀÄÝ 
§zÀÄPÀÄ Ȩ́ÆÃ®ÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÉÆ£ÉUÉ!! 
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Freedom 

- Venu 

“Freedom is one of those ideas that most people agree is an important element of a good life. But what 

does it mean? Who or what is free? And how? Here, consensus disappears. Poets, politicians, movie 

stars, students, professors, philosophers, and scientists, each has his or her own notion. At the risk of 

adding to the cacophony, I present a few thoughts, mos t of them the result of personal reflection and 

talking to students. 

Freedom can relate both to individuals and 

to groups like societies. From an individual 

point of view, we seem to notice its ab-

sence more than its abundance. It is the fre-

quent sense of being unfree that hints that 

something is amiss. When I am unable to 

complete an action, to do something I wish 

to, purchase something or go somewhere 

perhaps, or when someone in my life refus-

es to or is unable to acquiesce to my wish, 

or when I am bound by some commitment 

to an action that I feel bad about. Each of 

these creates a sense of disquiet, or dissatisfaction. This way of understanding the nature of freedom, 

assumes that it is the individual who is or can be free and freedom implies some kind of liberty to act 

without constraint. A little reflection tells me that this is problematic. Just as others constrain my action, I 

affect others similarly. My wife, friends, colleagues, children, they will all vouch for this. And since I most-

ly consider my expectations of others to be legitimate, and perhaps every one of us does, a freedom 

without constraint is completely unrealistic. If freedom is not mere absence of constraint, what then is it? 

In a positive way, freedom or liberty could also be the ability to act "fully" in any situation. What could 

this mean? Many of the important actions of our lives are not mechanical or predetermined. We use our 

capacities to think, feel, and reflect on situations and ourselves before coming to new understandings or 

actions. This capacity to fully engage with a situation, including arriving at an understanding of the forces 

that impel us is, to my mind, a fuller autonomy than the mere freedom to do what one wants. Such a 

freedom does not hope merely for lack of "external" constraints, but for a way of seeing that is more in-

clusive of all things that empower and restrain, including our own patterns of thought and action. It is my 

sense that such a notion of freedom is critical to education. A distant ideal, perhaps but crucially im-

portant in my opinion. 

Freedom is also part of the life of a group or collective. In this form, the most common ideas of freedom 

relate to political and social aspects of group life. Since we are inevitably and inescapably part of collec-

tives, the kinds of conditions of group life that such collectives are willing or able to create are central as-

pects of freedom. Close as this discussion is to another anniversary of India's achieving political inde-

pendence from a punitive restraining force (colonialism), we do have a visceral and intuitive sense of 

what this means. However, just as in the case of the individual, here too we make the mistake of assum-

ing that the removal of that constraint has freed us. That seems unlikely. The collective exercise of free-
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dom seems as difficult as ever. We, as a society, are 

beset with forces and movements that limit and 

constrain us in ways that we are unable to reflect 

on or debate fully. Very often this is due to the 

power of preconceptions and prejudices that pro-

voke visceral and sharp reactions to change. It is as 

if society as a powerful guts response to change. 

We need to look only at the way particular groups, 

women, dalits, and minorities for example, are con-

strained to realise that society too needs a process 

to "understand, reflect on and develop" a fuller 

freedom than it is capable of at the moment. That too is part of education. 

In my own life, I have been preoccupied with the ways in which I have found myself psychologically un-

free. And, alongside, I see signs of lack of "collective freedom", in the mundane and not so mundane as-

pects of social life - the traffic, the corruption, the injustice, the easy and retrograde slogans of overexcit-

ed news anchors, and in the eyes of the starving child in the street. Freedom, such as it is, has come in 

those rare moments of flight, when understanding and empathy fuse together and I was left behind, in 

shared humanity.” 

                         Unexpected amount 

- Sowmya N, Dist. Institute Mandya 

It was 11 O clock in the night. I switched on my laptop. 

Plugged in dongle to get internet connection. It started. 

The first page appeared in google chrome that I have used 

up 84.9% of the data. I was upset because it’s only 14th of 

March and I am left only with 15.1% of the data. I was also 

wondering how so much data got consumed. I was think-

ing that JESTOR articles consumed so much data. All of a 

sudden I remember that I have to clear up my loans. It’s 

been two years that I completed my college and I have not 

cleared all my loans. I was blaming myself for over spend-

ing on unnecessary things and giving away the money to 

people when they said they are in need. The inside-me was 

literally scolding me for doing such things. 

“You see now how important money is. You gave away 3 k 

to that lady she didn’t return it back to you.” It said. 

I paid damn attention on it. 

I typed it ‘www.axisbank.co.in’. The window opened. It asked for user name and password. My inside me 

was cursing the system. “Why everybody has to have so many passwords for everything? So stupid” It 

said.“Stop cursing. Come to the point now” I said. Basically it keeps travelling with us and for a second 

walks somewhere and will come back very fast. I don’t know what vehicle it uses. 

After I put the user name and password the window opened. I was almost dead when I saw that window. 
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I could not believe it. I was going letter by letter to make sure whether I have logged on to my account. 

Yes it was. I checked the bank name. Yes it was my bank name. Its axis bank. I checked my account name. 

I ran into the other room to get my cheque book. I almost fell down when I ran to the other room. I 

opened my cupboard. I really could not find it. I told myself to keep quite. But it was very difficult. Finally 

I found it. I opened the first page of the cheque book to cross verify the account number and name. s-s, o

-o, w-w, m-m, y-y, a-a. All are matched. Checked the second name also. It is N. Fine. In the same way 

checked each and every digit of my account number. My hands were shivering. I could not believe what’s 

happening. I just kept the laptop down and put my head on the pillow to lie down and bring my status 

back. I was thinking in all the angles. I thought about my salary take home. Just then remembered that 

my salary doesn’t come to that account. I sat up straight, took the laptop on my lap. I looked at the win-

dow again and again. I knew that it was not the number of digits of amount I have or which I can ever 

earn. It was much more. I want to know how much it is. I forgot math. I started counting it from right 

hand side. Units, tens, hundreds, thousands, ten thousand, lakh, ten lakh, crore, ten crore‼ I was 

counting in Kannada itself because that’s how I learnt it in my childhood days. Similar to what we do to 

multiplication table. If we have to multiply then definitely tell the table in Kannada first and then find the 

number to tell in English. It was Rs. 61,51,07,838 /-. I immediately logged out. It was out of fear. In the 

next minute logged in to see whether it was correct whatever I saw. Yes it was the same number. 9 Digit 

rupees in my account. I clicked on the ‘account statement’. Till last 4 hours it was only 5 digit number. 

Now! I just could not believe it. I felt the energy drop. I was so scared suddenly. I remembered one more 

thing. My friend used to transfer the money to my account. It was already 1.23 am. It is 3.13 am there. 

But I didn’t feel that I am disturbing her. 

I pinged her ‘hi’ on fb. 

She is was awake. I felt that I am lucky. Anyways she is a nocturnal animal. And on top of that her PhD 

doesn’t let her sleep. Poor lady.  

She pinged me back ‘hiii’.  

“How come you are awake till now? Are you okay sweety?” She asked.  

“No” I said.  

“What happened?” she asked. 

“I want to talk to you.” My eyes filled with tears and dropped down on my cheeks and on my laptop 

when I typed this sentence.  

“Can I call you on FB?” she asked.  

“No” I said.  

“Wats app?” She asked  

“Okay” I said. 

My phone rang. I could not find it, till it stopped ringing. It stopped ringing. I got even more scared by 

this. I was so tensed I could not get up and find it. I thought that I was on my feet and searching for it. But 

actually I was sitting on the floor itself. Finally realized that I have to get and look for it. I found it on the 

table in the dining room. I could not remember my phone password to open the lock. My inside me got 

up. “Cool down! cool down! Why are you panicking? This is not the end of the world. Your frined might 
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have transferred it. Don’t worry.” It said. 

“You stop your nonsense gyan. I am so tensed. Just don’t talk now.” I said. “Go ahead. Best of luck. I will 

not disturb you.” It said. 

I was even more irritated with it. 

I remembered my password. By then my friend called me back. I received the call and started sobbing. 

She was worried. First thing she asked me was that “where are you?” 

She thought that I travelling and something might have happened to me. 

“At home in Manyda.” I said sobbing.  

“Is everything okay?” She asked. 

I could not respond. I started crying aloud.  

“Sweety. Sorry please tell me what happened.” She asked.  

“Is somebody with you?” She asked.  

“Is Prema there?” She asked.  

“Can I talk to Prema?” She again asked.  

“Sowmya, please respond.” She insisted me again.  

I could not talk. I said “wait” 

“Okay” She said. 

“Did you transfer any money to my account today or so?” She asked.  

“No. Why?” I said.  

“I have … have… received some money in my axis bank account. And… and… I don’t know where… 

where… it has come from.” I said.  

“It’s ok why are you crying?” She said.  

“It’s a huge amount.” I said.  

“How much is it?” She asked.  

“I can’t remember the exact amount. It’s in crores.” I started crying even louder.  

“Listen don’t cry now. We will check with the bank. Why are you upset about it?”  

“What if it has come from some terrorist and put me in jail. I don’t want to go to jail. Ho….. hooo…. 

Please do something about it. You help me. You please come here. If I have to go to jail I will commit sui-

cide. I don’t want to stay in the jail.”  

“Hush nothing will happen like that. We will get it checked in the bank. Until then please you relax.” She 

said with her firm words.  

“You do one thing please I will give you my account details you check the balance and tell me whether I 

have read it correctly.” I said.  

“It’s ok. Don’t worry too much”. She said consoling me.  

15 
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“See you don’t want to help me. I can’t tell this to anybody. I know they will immediately inform to the 

police. That’s why I am telling you. Please you check my account details.” I requested her with anger.  

“Okay you send me.” She said. “No No no. No sending. Be online and check.” My response was immedi-

ate.  

The hands which were not working for some time started working very fast. I opened the passbook and 

started dictating the account details.  

“Okay”. She said.“Type www.axisbank.co.in” I said.  

“Okay”. She said.  

“What is your user name? Are you sure you want to share your account details with me.” She asked.  

“Yeah I am very sure. At most what will happen? You will transfer all the money to your account. Please 

do so. I don’t want that big balance. I will die off soon. You can also take off my money as well. Please 

make it as a zero balance.” I started crying again.  

“Are you mad? Let me check it now. Tell me the password.” She said in an assertive manner.  

I gave the password.  

“Ah! Yes it is. So much money. Let me check where it has come from.” She said in a slow voice.  

When I heard this, I heart started beating very fast.  

“See I told you. It doesn’t show where it has come from.” I said in a fussy manner.  

“You are tensed so you are not able to see the details. I will check.” She said.  

“Yes please.” I said begging.  

“So strange. You are right. It doesn’t show the details. How is it possible?” She said.  

“I told you. Please do something about it. I am so scared now. Please tell me that I was wrong in what I 

saw. Please save me. If the police come and catch me what will I do. If you don’t receive any of my mes-

sages then it’s that I will be in jail. In that case you please leave everything and come here. You are the 

only one who can save me. Please come.” I started sobbing again. Tears were flowing like anything. I 

could not control myself.  

“I am there with you. Don’t worry. But I think somebody has transferred the money by mistake. We will 

get it checked in the bank tomorrow morning. Please you sleep now.” She said.  

“Are you mad?” I shouted at her.  

“I cannot sleep now.” I said again.  

“You do one thing. Don’t tell this to anybody. We will sort this out tomorrow. People will start spreading 

the message.” She said.  

“What will happen then?” I asked.  

“Nothing will happen as such. But don’t tell.” She said.  

She is saying not to tell this to anybody but ……………..It continues in the next issue. 

 (Issue 56, April 2017)                                                                          
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School-Community Connect  
- Krishna Kothai 

(Issue 10, June 2013)                                                                                                        
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Life is Fun 

-  Azim, Dist. Institute, Yadgir  
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Mera Ghaon 

 

(Issue 44, April 2015) 
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The Blank Space 

-  Swathi Subramanya, Dist. Institute Gulbarga 

Human life is all about uncertainties. Today’s truth will be tomorrow’s myth. We cannot imagine how 

our life will take turns and give back to us. I always think how human has become insensitive and 

rude towards other men. We all read daily in newspapers and other channels about the accidents 

took place and the disasters happened in the nature to which men has become the victim. 

Recently I experienced such thing which put me into dilemma. I was in the position where I couldn’t 

draw any conclusion about anything. I was coming back from my native to Gulbarga in a sleeper bus. 

As usual journey and travel are my favorites. 

It was about 6 in the morning and every individual in the bus were in their own dream world. But 

none was aware about the facts that’s going to happen in the next moment. There was a harsh thud 

which made everyone wake up and some disaster happened before we peep out of our curtains. Our 

bus was standing in the ground beside the highway parked in an irregular way that we cannot go out 

of the main door of the bus. I was sitting in my seat without any idea of what is being happened. The 

co passengers were shouting and telling everyone to get out of the bus as soon as possible because 

the bus might have catch fire. Most of the passengers were gathered in the front side of the bus and I 

was not having any idea of why. I followed the crowd. In the exact back seat of the driver there was 

an old couple booked their seats. After the accident, when I saw the place, the old man was out of 

the seat and the lady was still on the seat surrounded with blood and glass pieces. I was dumb to the 

situation. Everyone came to the conclusion that the lady is dead as she was not moving at all. I came 

out of the shock only when the old man came to the emergency door with that lady. She was alive. 

She covered her eye with kerchief. And everyone came out of the bus through emergency exit. When 

I clearly observed the lady’s face outside, I couldn’t have my eyes on her for next moment. The glass 

piece had pierced her cheek and eye. She was asking everyone, that what happened to her eye. 

Knowing nothing about what is going to happen for us in that lonely highway, everyone were phoning 

some or the other members at home. Within no time, we are surrounded by so many people not hav-

ing any idea where they come from. 

I just kept on observing the people. I wasn’t able to draw any conclusion. I just became a dumb audi-

ence. That day I saw two kinds of people. One group of helping hands and another group with no hu-

manity. 

Some people were clicking the photos of our bus and the other vehicle which was on the road and 

some people were speaking to the wounded lady and the driver of the other vehicle who got badly 

injured and couldn’t able to come out of the crashed vehicle. Some of the boys also tried to tease the 

lady passengers who helplessly stood on the side of the road. Some crossed their limits and calling 

their friends to come over to see the picture. Some were continuously asking us what happened? 

How many died? What happened to you? When did this happen? What will you do now? etc. etc. 

But I should not blame the mankind. Some of the villagers came and helped the driver to come out of 

the vehicle as his leg was struck in the vehicle. Some were asking us to take the local bus and go to 

our respective places. When all these things were happening without anyone’s control, the ambu-
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lance came and picked the wounded people which was a relief for me. Some men had called the trav-

elers and asked to send the other bus and pick the passengers. Finally after a struggle of two hours, we 

all got into the bus and resumed our journey from there. 

The breeze started blowing again. I was on the front seat of the bus. Nothing but thoughts occupied 

me. I was not getting what to appreciate and what to criticize. Whether to blame the people who be-

haved like savages in the moment or to thank the persons who helped us in need. I was in a place to 

decided nothing but to recall the whole scenario once again. I was in an empty space, the blank 

space..!.                                                                                                                              

 (Issue 57, May 2017 )                                                                  
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Spiteful Spirit 

- Reju 

Alfred S Afonso aka ASS was fond of politics and antique articles. He owned an antique shop in Vasco. 

On a summer night, after a merry wedding party he bid goodbye to his friend and left for his home. On 

the way he felt terribly lonely. So he visited the grave of his elder brother. As usual he placed a few 

cans of beer on the tombstone. Drank one sitting on the grave. Poured his heart out. On his way back 

home, in front of the cemetery, Afonso was stopped by the police. He was mistaken for a grave robber 

and was kept locked up for a night. 

Afonso felt suffocated and was unsettled. The pungent odour and dim light in the lock up was not 

helping his mood. Soon he hated the police and the system that gave the police the power. Couple of 

months later on his way to work, his bike was knocked down by a lorry. He landed on the road side 

shrubbery with the bike on his chest. Before Afonso could figure out what hit him, he felt sleepy and 

closed his eyes. 

Up on opening the eyes he found himself in front of the infamous Perl Gate; the entrance to heaven. It 

took him much time to get inside. It was a majestic place, marble floors, buildings covered in graceful 

mist and moon shined over the city through puffy clouds. It took him a while to get adjusted, first 

there were no days and nights; no concept of time. To his frustration no one cared about EPL and face 

book. Then he disliked being patronised by the angels and old people. They did not have the decency 

to provide him with a LCD TV to watch EPL season. He was supposed to consume whatever they pro-

vided. He was not allowed to go outside the gate. He was bored of wearing monotonous white clothes 

all day every day. After a few rows of futile arguments with the winged creatures and floor managers 

he demanded to see the in charge of Heaven. But they took him for a long walk and threw him in a big 

pit for solitary confinement. They assured him it is in his best interest. 

It was not long before Afonso realizing that he was not alone in the pit. Apparently others in the pit 

were in the middle of a grant planning meet to dismantle the authoritarian administrative arrange-

ment of the Heaven. An elderly gentleman who retired as the professor of social science was leading 

the discussion. The professor critically analysed the situation and provide titillating insights. Others 

based on the conclusions of the professor decided to agitate. In due course of time Afonso rose as one 

among the prominent members of the inner circle of the trouble makers. The managers feared if the 

situation prevailed, it would be brought in to the notice of the supreme authority, and they may all 

lose their status and perks. They decided to negotiate with the trouble makers. 

They sat in a large circle under the heavy duty AC of one among the conference halls. One of the man-

ager broke the ice and said. Gentlemen, lets solve this issue now. ‘I wanted to discuss this matter o-n-l

-y in the presence of the supreme power’, demanded Afonso. ‘I am afraid, dear Afonso, that can’t hap-

pen’. Another elderly gentleman replied. 

‘Why couldn’t?’ Wondered Afonso. ‘Because the Supreme Power doesn’t remain here in the Heaven’, 

another manager stated. ‘Where does he stay then’? Afonso wondered again. ‘How do we know’? 

Said a young manger, ‘He rambles around, snooping on everyone, creating and altering and inventing 

stuff. He is too busy. So he only sends up messages whenever needed’. ‘Then we continue our protest 

till the message on the Heaven reform arrives’, concluded the professor. As the negotiation broke 

down the administrative authorities decided to abduct Afonso along with few of the second line lead-
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 ers of the ring. They were arranged to send to the Hell off 

the record. This shall send, they thought, a strong mes-

sage to agitators. They contacted Old Nick (the prince) of 

Hell in person and made special arrangements for the 

transfer of inmates. 

The Hell was not different. It was warm and smoky but 

very direct in their approaches. Within a short period 

Afonso developed himself as a leader for the oppressed 

hell-mates and revolted against the oppression of de-

mons. He joined hands with 19th century philosophers, 

grate dictators and evil conquerors. 

Old Nick and his minions could not control the upspring. 

So he contacted the administrators in the Heaven. They 

decided to send Afonso back to the Earth, bribe others to silence and pretend nothing had happed.  

In the middle of a key underground meeting in Hell Afonso felt sleepy again. He closed his eyes. 

When he opened his eyes he was on a hospital bed. 

‘You were in a coma,’ someone told him. ‘No I was busy, why did you bring me here? Put me back 

asap’. He shouted out all his plans for saving hell from the tyranny of Old Nick. Doctors then referred 

Afonso for PTSD treatment. 

Years later, after his successful integration in to mortal life, Afonso joined Indian administrative ser-

vices. He was happy, untie he was drummed out of the services by new political players. So he organ-

ised people and made a party. He utilized mass media and nonviolence for his aid. They revolted 

against the corrupt status quo. The government fed up and took a break. Excited people elected 

Afonso and his party. He organised the government and revolted against the federal structures. Then 

he revolted against the authoritarian attitudes of people within his party. Later he agitated against 

the policies of his own government. Then he agitated against his own stands. He called this process 

the praxis of dialectical materialism. Everyone was clueless about the whole thing, but waited for the 

promised decent days under the frantic regime of Afonso. 

On a summer evening, in his garden, Afonso was stuck by a huge lightning bolt. None of his mortal 

reaming was left for cremation. Old Nick jointly with the spokesperson of the heaven rebuked on the 

mistimed and reckless misuse of official power by Zeus. They specifically mentioned that Zeus had no 

business whatsoever where he has no influence. Old Nick also accused Zeus for deliberately breach-

ing the official MOU of celestial entities and his misadventure was aimed at steering up domestic 

trouble thus deemed an act of terror. Zeus had a tough time coming off clean. The Council for Celes-

tial Community decided to keep the spiritual remaining of Afonso away from their domain. They de-

vised a plan to upload the spirit into a pirate server in an unnamed location. 

The agitated spirit of Afonso regenerated itself into a text and replicated into several copies. He binds 

himself to all sought of data. His ideas and spirit are available for download. Third world people who 

advocate open access and indigent seekers of knowledge from first world find him in stray websites 
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and among the search results of rigged engines. Third world folks with first world ego and people who 

are out of their mind pay exorbitant amount of money to find him in premium content. The spirit of Afon-

so invoked ideologies that sow seeds of distraction in all levels of mortal life. Ever since then immortals 

have been trying to master the burgeoning technology of electronic information. The fear for uber resili-

ent vexing legend of Afonso keep them on their toes. They anticipate the culmination of the work of the 

spiteful spirit, a monumental mutiny, in the coming summers. 

(Issue 33, May 2015)                                                                                                         

 

There Bandham Meri Pehachan 
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(Issue 31, March 2015)    
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Demystifying mysteries… 

– Mehroosh Fatema, Dhamtari 

 

 

 

 

 

Totality of everything that exists,  

Physical Matter and Energy,  

Moving bound to each other,  

What if all are set free??? 

 

No Atmosphere, No twilight, No sound on the moon, 

Yet considered home to rabbits and baboons, 

Had it not been for the selenology, 

Would we still be living with this fantasy?? 

 

The buzz of the alarm, wakes me up from my calm,  

And the phone’s time- display, keeps me going all day,  

And this makes me wonder, how do the planets yonder,  

Be so punctual in their motion, hardly ever getting delayed??? 

 

Why is sleep so necessary?  

Can’t the brain refresh itself, when we’re awake?  

The heart pounds ceaselessly, we breathe constantly…  

So do why shut down and take a break?? 

 

A thousand mysteries we still got to explore,  

Which lie hidden, in the seas and shores,  

Observe, Investigate, Hypothesize,  

Prove it, and a theory you devise,  

As can be seen in the human history,  

It’s the Science in our Lives, which Demystifies the Mysteries. 

 

 
(Issue 54, February 2017) 
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 Student’s Classroom Anxiety 

- Parimalacharya Agnihotri 
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(Issue 1, September 2015)                                                                                
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(¸ÀAaPÉ 33, DUÀ¸ïÖ 2015) 

 

Seeding 

- Randeep Kaur 

 

A small girl…  

Standing at the door of the head teacher’s room…  

“Gori,” said the Head teacher…  

“Come in!”  

Gori, silently walked in…  

Kept her bag on the chair and took out her notebook...  

She looked at the head teacher again in anticipation  

without uttering a single word…  

Her eyes, her expressions, her gestures said it all…  

“Gori, may I draw a kite?” asked the Head Teacher.  

Gori… nodded and handed over the note book to her head teacher…  

Head Teacher: Gori, “shall I make a kite (Patang)?” Gori, “nodded.”  
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Head Teacher: Took a red pen and drew a big kite.  

Gori,kept, observing how the head teacher was making that kite.  

Further, she explained Gori, how she has to go about it.  

She told her, first take the pencil in your hand and  

superimpose the kite (illustration) and after that,  

look at the illustration and draw on your own.  

After you are done with your drawing, colour it. 

Gori, was listening to the instructions very carefully!  

After that, the head teacher, took out colours and asked Gori  

to tell the name of that colour.  

Gori, said “lal rang.” Actually, yellow colour was wrapped with a red wrapper.  

HT removed the wrapper and again asked her, “what colour was that”, Gori again said, “lal Rang”. 

Next, she asked Gori, “What is the colour of your pencil?”  

Gori was silent. 

Okay, Gori, “tell me does your mother cook food?” Tumharee mummy khana bantee hai? Gori again nod-

ded. “Does she make vegetable?” “Kya who sabzee banatee hai?” again a nod, Okay, “does she put hal-

di?” “Kya who haldee daltee hai?” Gori, again nodded. So, this colour is called yellow, peela. Gori, repeat-

ed after her, yellow, peela. Now look at this, your pencil is of yellow colour, this colour is also yellow and 

haldi is also of yellow colour, peela rang. See this colour has two names: Yellow and Peela.  

Ht didn’t say that in hindi it is called peela and in English it is called Yellow. 

Gori took that colour in her hand and looked at it very carefully for a minute, and then picked up her note 

book and sat on the chair besides me and started colouring… 

Once she was done, she went back and showed her note book to the head teacher… The head teacher 

made a smiley on her note book and said “very well”! 

Gori… Looked at her in admiration and smiled... 

 
 

(Issue 35, July 2015 )                                                                                                       
                                                       

This is a true incidence, Gori is a small girl, who likes to go to school. She only understands Garhwali, but since 
she likes to come to school, she has started understanding the school language, i.e., hindi. Gori studies in 
Ajabpur Kala 1 (Government Primary school). This school falls in Dehradun district. The name of the head teach-
er is Ms. Kusum Lata. Ms. Kusum Lata is a dedicated teacher and tries to sow seeds of love and affection in the 
children of her school. 
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ºÁ°qÉÃ- ±ÀæªÀÄzÀ £ÀqÀÄ«£À «gÁªÀÄ 
- £ÁgÁAiÀÄuï J  

(¸ÀAaPÉ 26, CPÉÆÖÃ§gï 2014)                                                  
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ªÀÄÄzÀÄQ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zsÀtÂ 
- ºÀ«ÄÃzï ªÀÄAeÉÃ±Àégï, f¯Áè À̧A¸ÉÜ, PÉÆ¥Àà¼À  

(¸ÀAaPÉ 20, K¦æ¯ï 2014)                                
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£À£Àß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DlzÀ £ÀAlÄ 
- ªÀÄAdÄ£Áxï J¸ï «  
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¸ÀAaPÉ 49, Ȩ́¥sÀ ÖA§gï 2016                                              

 

(¸ÀAaPÉ 49, Ȩ́¥ÉÖA§gï 2016)                                
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»ÃUÉÆAzÀÄ ¥ÀAiÀÄt 
- C¤¯ï CAUÀrQ, AiÀiÁzÀVj  
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¸ÀAaPÉ 27, £ÀªÉA§gï 2014                                          
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»ÃUÉÆAzÀÄ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀ 
- D±ÁgÁtÂ 
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 (¸ÀAaPÉ 18, ¥sÉ§æªÀj 2014)                                                           
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¨sÀgÀªÀ Ȩ́AiÀÄ É̈£ÀßwÛ 
- § À̧ªÀgÁd¥Àà PÉ ¹  

¸ÀAaPÉ 17, d£ÀªÀj 2014                                                    
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²PÀëtzÀ zsÉåÃAiÀÄ: ±ÉæÃµÀ× £ÁUÀjPÀgÀ «PÀ¸À£À 
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(¸ÀAaPÉ 22, ªÉÄÃ 2014)                                                 
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Working with our hands 
- Sujatha Sinha  
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(Issue 9, May 2013)                                                                                                          
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EzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ E£ÀßµÀÄÖ N¢UÁV  


