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My Favourite Book

My favourite book is Tom Gates by Liz Pichon. Tom Gates inspired me to
write my own comics. The story’s perspective is about a boy who has a band and
is an excellent guitarist. I liked the book as it had words I did not know. It was
also hilarious and is a big series. And, it had different exemplary fonts and was
bringing attention worldwide.
Also, I love Norman Watson, the drummer in Tom’s band. I want to be Norman
because he is an extreme drummer, in my favourite book. Other than the funny
aspect of the book, I loved the drawings. I bet I can’t draw like that. It also inspired me to be an
illustrator. So, Tom Gates is my favourite book.
A.Suryanarayanan, IV-A

My Favourite Festival

A festival is a day that brings joy to the family. There are many festivals
celebrated in India. Diwali is one of the important Hindu festivals celebrated all
over India. My favourite festival is Diwali. Diwali is celebrated as Lord Krishna’s
victory by killing the demon Narakasura. A week before Diwali we buy new dresses
for all our family members and housemaids. My father buys lots of crackers for
me. My grandmother makes delicious sweets and snacks. On the day of Diwali we
get up early in the morning and take oil bath, wear new dress and burst crackers.
We go to our grandparents house to seek the blessings from them. We exchange sweets with our
friends and neighbours. I usually have a lot of fun time with my cousins while bursting crackers. I like
Diwali very much as I get a chance to meet and feast with all my relatives. Diwali is celebrated as
Lakshmi puja in north India. Festivals, help us to build strong bond between friends and relatives. By
celebrating festivals, we can preserve our culture.
Anirudh K V Iyer, IV-A
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My Favourite Festival
We have festivals to celebrate culture, tradition and spend time with our friends
and families. My favorite festival is Pongal. Pongal is the harvest festival of Tamil
Nadu and celebrated for 4-5 days. It falls in the month of January.
We celebrate Pongal by going to my grandparents’ house. The night before
Pongal we draw colourful kolams and my cousins also come and visit us. Children
and adults get to do their own kolams. On the day of Pongal, we get ready by
wearing new dresses. My grandma prepares a big feast with lots of dishes. We
take all the dishes prepared outside the house and keep it beside the kolams and
we offer it to Sun god. Then we pray to Sun god for giving us all the food. Then we enjoy the
delicious lunch.
Next day we visit our other grandparents’ house and celebrate Kanupidi. On the day of Kanupidi
we keep red, yellow and white rice balls on a Turmeric leaf and pray for the well-being of our brothers
and sisters.
Pongal is my favorite festival because we have a lot of activities, have fun and make very great
memories.
Anjana Bharath, IV-A

My Favourite Book
“A book is a gift you can open again and again” is a quote my mother told
me while giving me a book titled “Grandma’s bag of stories”. This book is written
by Sudha Murthy.
The grandmother tells stories to her grandchildren in this book. The stories
tell us a lot of morals and experiences. After reading the book, I felt like I was one
among them and as if it was my grandmother who told me all the stories.
My favourite chapter is Enchanted Scorpions, where Siddharth returns a sealed
box buried underground to its correct owner. This reminded me that honesty is
the best policy.
There are many interesting stories in the book about great people their courage and truthfulness.
The other chapters that I liked were “Fire on the beard”, “Kavery and thief”, “When Yama called” and
“The unending story”.
The author continues to write books for children. I love to draw and colour the characters. My
favourite character is Ajji the grandmother. I love reading books and I thank my mother for getting me
this book. I am waiting to read another book from this series.
Smriti Vinodhkumar, IV-A
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My Favourite Book
“A book is a gift you can open again and again.” said Garrison Keillor. My
favourite book is Charlie and the chocolate factory by Roald Dahl. Now I would
like to write about my favourite book.
‘Charlie and the chocolate factory’ is a very funny and fictional book. This
book is about a poor family in which there are maternal and paternal grandparents,
a mother, a father and a boy called Charlie, and then we have an old chocolate
factory owner called Mr. Willy Wonka. My favourite and the funniest scene, according
to me is, when a girl called Violet eats one of Mr. Wonka’s incomplete inventions,
she swells so enormously and turns blue all over her body. Mr. Wonka says that she has turned into
an enormous blueberry!
There is also a word invented by Roald Dahl for this book: ‘Oompa Loompa’. This word means
short people who love dancing and singing.
I like this book and I suggest this book to all who like fantasy books. I am sure every reader of
this book will enjoy it.
Arya Venkatesh, IV-A

My Favourite Book
I have a big collection of books because I am fond of reading. So, my mother
gifted me this book for Diwali. “Why is my hair curly” written by Lakshmi Iyer.
The characters in this story are Avantika, Avnish, Amma, Appa and Saraswati
paati. This book is about Avantika and how she learns to accept her as she is. At
first Avantika didn’t like her curly hair because she didn’t know how to manage it.
She felt bad as friends teased her some even called her Medusa-head full of snakes.
Later on, things changed when she met Saraswati paati. Paati taught her how
to brush and braid her hair. She learnt to manage her curly hair and also got the
courage it takes to be herself. This book explores family dynamics and adoption through a nice tale.
The message I learnt from this book is
Be yourself, shine
and you will be fine.
R. Rakshita, IV-A
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My Favourite Book
I have read some books in this world. The most beautiful book for me is “A
journey to the center of the earth’ written by Jules Gabriel Verne. I love this book
very much because this book tells us about a world that we cannot see or travel
to. While reading this book, I also travelled in my mind.
This story tells about a professor and his nephew and a best guide. They
discover many things when they went on a journey to the center of the earth. The
professor really wanted to find what exists in earth’s center. They found many
strange prehistoric animals and faced many dangers like storms, tunnels and oceans.
I also like some other authors book like Mark Twain, Charles Dickens and others like them. I have
finished many books that my father got me couple of years back. Only some are left for me to read.
After these classic books, I will start reading e-books.
Keshav, IV-B

My Best Birthday
My best birthday was on 31st August 2019. It started at 2 o’clock in the
afternoon. First I gave my friends pizza from Dominos which all of them liked very
much. Then my family took me and my friends to a swimming pool near my house.
It was fun in the swimming pool. Then the owner of the pool said “Time is up, so
you guys have to leave.”
So we left and changed our clothes and went to a place that had a lot of
trampolines. We jumped for 10 minutes without stopping or falling. All of my friends
clapped for me. By then the time was 4 o’ clock. Then we went to my house and
cut the cake. Before cutting the cake I asked my friends not to sing Happy Birthday. They were trying
to irritate me by singing Happy birthday. They stopped it and we ate the cake. The birthday party was
over and we got dispersed.
Harshavardhan, IV-B
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When my dog went missing for a day
It was a cloudy Morning, “Saba come let’s play” I called out to my pet Labrador,
but he didn’t answer. I kept calling him again and again but there were no answers.
I went and checked all the rooms he was nowhere to be. I looked in the
garden and in his favorite spot, but he was not there. I searched all the nearby
roads but didn’t find him. I went to the park and found Saba’s best friend a butterfly.
I thought Saba had followed it, so I also followed the butterfly.
It went to an abandoned house. I went inside the house which was dark and
scary. The house was filled with dust and cobwebs. In a corner of the room I found a cupboard
which was shaking. I was scared but wanted to find Saba, so I slowly moved towards the cupboard to
see what was inside. I touched the door to open
it and the cupboard started shaking even more.
With lots of courage I opened it to find a family
of rat living. They started chasing me. I screamed
and ran out.
Not finding Saba, I searched all day long. In
the evening, I got a call and it was from the owner
of Saba’s sister’s. She asked me “When are you
coming to pick Saba up”? I was confused. “What,
Saba is with you?” I asked her. They thought I
had dropped Saba at their place for a play date.
I rushed to their house and there, Saba was
playing happily with his sister Bubbles. I was so
worried the entire day wondering if, Saba would
have gotten attacked by a stray dog or if some dog catcher would have pounded him, but now I am
happy, calm, and relaxed stroking my Sabapathi’s soft fur.
Manasvini, IV-B
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My Favourite Book
My favourite story book is the “Jungle Book – Mowgli’s Story” by Rudyard
Kipling. Rudyard Kipling was an English journalist who wrote many other poems
and stories like ‘If’ and ‘Rikki Tikki Tavi’.
The ‘Jungle Book’ is a fictional story set in a jungle in Maharashtra. Every
character in the story is different.
My favourite character is Bagheera, a dauntless, brave panther who proves
equally compassionate towards an insignificant man-cub.
I hate Tobaqui. This wily jackal was not loyal to his master,
Sher Khan, the tiger.
I like the poems and the Indian flavour throughout the
story. The anthromorphic animals that teach wisdom are very
interesting.
The story revolves around a stolen man-cub. Akela, the
leader of the Seonee Wolf pack was urged to adopt him.
Bagheera, a panther took care of him. He was threatened by
the claws of Sher Khan. How the man-cub manages to escape
is portrayed realistically.
Some of my learnings from the story are:
¾

Unity is strength.

¾

Do not rely on untrustworthy people.

I would recommend this book to be read by everybody
as I am sure every reader would enjoy reading this book as I did.
Ramanujan, IV-B
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My Favourite Festival
I love festivals because they are really colourful. They are also a tradition
which means we celebrate it every year and each year is better than the previous
year. My favourite festival is Diwali. Diwali is the brightest Indian festival as it is
celebrated by lighting lamps and bursting crackers. It is one of the reasons why I
like it.
This Diwali my cousins came and we burst crackers. It was a lot of fun! I
learnt how to burst almost all of the crackers safely. Festivals bring people together.
This Diwali, our friends came home and we played games together. It was the
best Diwali ever, though I think next year will be better too. I dream of celebrating Diwali everyday,
bursting crackers and lighting lamps.
When festivals are celebrated I feel excited, happy and am waiting to see my friends, cousins and
family again. Festivals are like a huge holiday for people to enjoy and have fun!
Celebrating festivals is the best part of my life.
Sahana Ashwin, IV-B
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My Favourite Book
I like many books. But my favourite book is ‘Magic Faraway Tree’ which is
comical story. When I was staying at Bangalore, I read this story and we got it
from Eloor lending library which was filled with books. This book is written by Enid
Blyton. This story started with four children.
They go to a big oak tree and it was a magical
tree. They climb the tree to explore it. Three
children named Joe, Franny and Beth and their
cousin Rick went on exploring the Magic tree.
There were many characters such as Moon face. His name was
like this as he had a moon like face and a man named saucepan
man would understand everything wrong. He is deaf, so he
misunderstands everything. He always wore vessels.
A beautiful fairy named Silky has silk like hair and she also
has a pet owl. Wash-a-lot who never stops washing. Then comes
a Gnome named What’s your name because he himself doesn’t
know his name either. Angry pixie is always angry. There was a
ladder which went higher than the skies and went to different lands
such as land of topsy-turvy, land of spells and land of dreams
are exciting to read. I would suggest this book to read as it is full
of fun and adventures.
Siddharth, IV-B

My Favourite Festival
My favourite festival occurs on no-moon nights (Amavasya) – It is Deepavali!
Deepavali means row of lights (or lamps). It is celebrated for different reasons.
In North India, they celebrate King Rama’s return to Ayodhya after defeating Ravana.
In Southern India, people celebrate it as the day that the demon Narakasura was
killed by lord Krishna. Finally, in the west, it marks the day Lord Vishnu sent the
demon king Bali to rule the nether world. Yet, another version of it is celebrated
for 5 days. Day 1 is Danteras - It is believed that Lakshmi (the goddess of wealth)
and Dhanvanthri (the goddess of health) were born on this day. Day 2 is Choti
Deepavali, but it isn’t smaller. Day 3 is Lakshmi Pooja. Day 4 is called Padwa or Balipratipada – It
celebrates the return of King Bali to earth, after being sent by Lord Vishnu to rule the nether world.
Day 5 is Bhai Dooj.
A. Sahana, IV-C
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My best birthday ever
The best ever day
I celebrated so far was on 22nd May
It was my Birthday
All of my friends
Were in latest trends
There was a feast
I filled myself with five dishes at least
The day was nice and sunny
And the party games were funny
The theme was mermaids
And I had plaited my hair with braids
There were many clowns
Some with laughter and some with frowns
I had a cake with chocolate cream
Overall, the birthday was like a dream
Dhanvi Murali Krishnan, IV-C

My best birthday ever
It was November 18th. I woke up and started jumping on the bed. It was my
8th birthday. My parents had decorated the living room as Unicorn theme. I got so
many messages and calls from my friends and relatives wishing me ‘Happy Birthday’.
After school, I ate some French fries for lunch. Then I ran to see the living
room which had Unicorn balloons. It was 3.30 p.m and I wore my birthday dress
on. Ofcourse I was a Unicorn for this party.
Then my party began!!!
I got so many wonderful gifts and my family knows I love Unicorns. So almost all my gifts were
related to Unicorns.
This is a birthday I will never forget.
Manasvini Balasubramanian, IV-C
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My Favourite Festival
My favourite festival is Deepavali. Deepavali is known as the festival of lights.
It falls during the month of October or November. South India celebrates Deepavali
as the day Lord Krishna defeated the demon Narakasura, marking the triumph of
good over evil. In Northern India, Deepavali is celebrated to mark the return of
King Rama to Ayodhya after he defeated Ravana. People burst crackers and light
lamps on this day.
Deepavali is my favourite festival because I get to spend the entire day with
my twenty-member family. I wake up early on Deepavali. I wear new clothes and
rush to my grandparent’s house. I am always the first to reach and I greet my uncles, aunts and
cousins when they arrive. Once everyone gathers, we pray to God and seek the blessings of the
elderly. I eat a variety of sweets and savouries. I burst crackers. I eat tasty meals with my family.
While eating we discuss a wide range of topics from video games, sports and books to movies.
The celebrations continue till late evening and it is a treat to watch the sky lit up with firecrackers.
In the recent past, we have scaled down the bursting of crackers because of the noise and air pollution
they cause. We also take this opportunity to give away clothes, sweets and crackers to the needy.
This festival signifies the victory of good over evil. Lamps are lit to dispel darkness. We all should
enjoy the spirit of this festival and celebrate it in a responsible manner.
Sarvaa B.V, IV-C

My Favourite Vacation
Food. Check!
Toys. Check!
Clothes. Check!
Our bags were packed. Our car was ready and we were on our way to Canada!
It was our last trip in US before leaving for India. Since it was spring, the weather
was amazing. We were nearing Niagara Falls when we realized that we did not
bring our passports! We were about to turn back but my parents booked a hotel
in the US side of Niagara. The Niagara view was amazing but also scary. After getting our passports,
we went to a water park and safari in Canada. It was fun to see elephants bathe, monkeys jumping
on cars and lions lazing around. Though it had a tense beginning, it had a fun ending!
Spandana Bharath, IV-C
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When my pet went missing
One morning I was sleeping on the bed, when I heard my mother shouting
“Hey, it’s Monday and if you sleep for some more time you will be late for school.
Then I remembered something, usually my pet cat would wake me up by rubbing
his fur on my face. Why did he not do it today? I wondered! Maybe he was asleep,
I guessed. So, I went to the place where he sleeps but he wasn’t there. That’s
weird I thought, it was almost time to go to school so, I told my mother to wait for
a minute so that I could see if he went out to catch some rats but he wasn’t there
either, so I went in and called him “Oreo, Oreo come here”, but he didn’t come. I
started to get worried, why couldn’t I find him I thought. I asked my mother to drive me around the
neighborhood. My mother took me around. I saw my friend with his cat Ginger. We greeted each
other. I was very sad and I told my mother that I didn’t want to go to school. My mother also agreed.
She said that no matter what, we would find Oreo. So my mother and I made posters with a picture
of Oreo and the number they should call if they found him. Each and every time my mother got a
phone call, I thought it was someone who found Oreo but not even one had called to tell that. Soon
it was time for me to go to bed, I was very sad and I was about to cry but my mother consoled me
and I drifted off to sleep. The next morning I felt fur on my face and heard my mother shouting “Hey
wake up it’s Monday!” I felt confused and when I opened my eyes I saw Oreo. I was so happy to see
him. I still felt confused. Wasn’t yesterday Monday? I saw the calendar, it was Monday! I thought for
a while and then realized it was all a dream!
Vyas, IV-C

My favourite festival
“Pongal O Pongal !!”. I love screaming these words on the day of my favourite
festival Pongal. Pongal is celebrated on the first day of the Tamil month of ‘Thai’.
It is a harvest festival celebrated in South India, by making a dish called ‘pongal’
and offering it to the Sun God.
Every Pongal, we go to our native place in Karaikudi. Here we make pongal
in our ancestral home. My mother and grandmother decorate new mud pots and
mud ovens with hand drawn ‘kolams’. We make sweet and salt pongal. We also
cook different kinds of tasty dishes with eleven vegetables which are harvested
during this time. This is then served on banana leaves.
I really enjoy this unique festival as we still celebrate it in a very traditional way. The amazing
feast we get to eat on this day, is also what makes Pongal special for me.
CT. Karthik Narayanan, IV-D
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My Most Memorable Birthday
I had wished that my most memorable birthday was at my birth place, Warangal,
but it wasn’t. My most memorable birthday was in America in the year 2018. It
was my sixth birthday and I was in my maternal aunt’s house. It was a day I will
never forget and an experience like no other. The day before my birthday, my
cousins, Nidhi and Neel, gave me an Elsa castle. They even set it up for me!
They also gifted me a gorgeous pearl white dress with perfectly shaped roses. My
aunt, whose name is Aparna, styled my hair. We celebrated my birthday a day
earlier as we were going to Disney land on my birthday.
The morning of my birthday we took a flight to Texas and from there we went to Disney Land, Florida.
The place was like a fantasy! I met all the Disney princesses and even got their autographs. I got a
chance to dance with Princess Elena of Avalor, saw Belle’s library and went through a magic mirror.
The food was fantastic as well! I even got a blue happy birthday badge for free! I also visited another
section of the Disney Land called the Animal Kingdom and loved it! We watched a fascinating show
on bugs and with each bug that came on the screen, we felt like more bugs were crawling under us.
I had an amazing time watching the noisy but colourful fireworks on top of the Disney Palace. It
was a magical moment that I will always remember. I will never forget the places I went to and the
fun time I had. Everything was awesome and that’s what makes this my best birthday ever!
Avyaya Vepa, IV-D

My favourite pet
When my little dog Marvel went missing today, I got so worried.
I started to look for him everywhere.
I looked under the cot and inside the dressing cupboard, he wasn’t there.
I looked under the study table and behind the curtains, he wasn’t there.
I looked under the sofa and under the carpet, he wasn’t there.
I looked behind the bathroom doors and inside the bathtub, he wasn’t there.
I looked around the entire room and in his dog house, he wasn’t there.
I looked around the garden and, in the car shed, he wasn’t there.
I looked inside the car and, in the streets, he wasn’t there.
Then, I ran to my neighbour and asked her, “Did my dog come here?” she said “No”, then I got
even more worried. I went back to my room with eyes full of tears, I took the towel to wipe my tears,
there I saw my dog sleeping under the towel. I screamed “Marvel” and hugged him with tears of joy. It
was a memorable day for me. Thereafter we have had loads and loads of fun and adventures together.
Harshini Dixit, IV-D
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My Favourite Book
When I was looking in my shelf for a book to read, I discovered this attractive
book with a brilliant blue cover lying there. When I asked my mother about it, she
told that she had bought the book for me a long time back. The name of the book
is “Good Night Stories For Rebel Girls”. I haven’t been able to put it down since I
started reading it!
The book tells us the stories of one hundred amazing women, right from
1500 BC till date. The stories are like fairytales, but with a difference – all of them
are true! Not all the women mentioned in the book are famous. For example:
Ashley Fiolek was a deaf motocross racer! Have you ever heard of a female pirate?
This book introduces us to Grace O’Malley, the queen of the sea. There are stories about women in
different professions – politicians, artists, writers, activists, computer scientist – the list goes on and
on. I was inspired the most by the story of the aviator Amelia Earhart. The book says she disappeared
somewhere over the Pacific Ocean and was never found. How I wish I knew what happened to her!
Each story is inspiring and carries the message that one can achieve their dreams if they set
their heart to it. I especially enjoy the illustrations and quotations at the end of each story. I am
begging my mother to buy the second part of this book for me! Although the name of the book says
it is about girls, it can be equally enjoyed by boys too!
Satvika Subramanian, IV-D

My Online Class Experience
The Covid-19 pandemic has forced schools all over the world to conduct classes
online. I have been studying online for more than a year and I have mixed feelings
about it.
We have shorter school hours online compared to offline classes. I am
independently handling my computer and applications with confidence now but I
had to learn a lot. Every morning I “join” the classes according to my schedule in
my Microsoft Teams application. I am amazed on seeing the tools used by my
teachers to teach us online. I use the “raise hand” button to ask doubts or answer.
I even write notes and tests online. During the short breaks in between the classes,
I talk with my family or check the live score of an ICC cricket match. I even learned to chat with my
friends online in an application called Zoom. In spite of all these “new” online experience, I really miss
running in the corridor of my school and playing in the sand with my friends. Standing in the assembly
singing prayers in the mornings and the school bell ringing sounds such a long time ago. I miss
carrying books to the staff room and going on excursions. I had an opportunity to go to school for a
week during this time. I was overjoyed to see my friends and teachers even though with masks!!
I like the comfort of my home while attending school online but I feel something is missing. Sitting
on the bench in my classroom, copying from the black board and listening to my teachers directly
feels better. I wish the Covid-19 pandemic ends and everything would go back to normal soon.
Tharun Karthik, IV-D
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My best birthday ever!!
Do you know the best event where many friends meet, play together, have
lots of fun and yummy food? It’s undoubtedly a birthday party!!! Every year I’ll be
waiting for my birthday eagerly, which falls in the month of December. On the day
of 12th December 2018, my happiness knew no bounds as it was the day I was
waiting for an year. It has been my best birthday ever, so far. Now, let me explain
the reasons for the same.
I started preparing for my birthday, ever since the month started. I persuaded
my parents and finalized the theme for the birthday party as cricket, a sport that I am extremely crazy
about. The event was planned to be held at Decathlon, a sporting center. Over the following week, I
invited all my close friends and cousins and started getting ready for the special day.
On the day of my birthday, I got lot of wishes from family and friends. The birthday party was in
the evening. When I went to the venue, I was surprised to see the birthday banner, which said, “It’s
Vidyut’s SIX!!”, implying my sixth birthday. The cricket themed birthday cake too said the same. My
friends started gathering early and we all played cricket, archery and football enthusiastically. Later,
my friends and I joyfully assembled for the photo session and cake cutting. As it was a cricket cake,
all my friends and I were fighting to eat the bat, ball and stumps on the cake made of cream. The
highlight of the birthday was receiving many sports related gits, the best being an original cricket cork
ball.
Fortunately, the birthday party was before the Covid-19 pandemic, and I was so glad that I could
invite all my friends and cousins. This was indeed the most memorable birthday for me. I have been
missing these kinds of birthdays wherein I have fun with lot of friends together. I hope the pandemic
gets over sooner and wish to have many such fun filled birthday parties in the future.
Vidyut. K, IV-D
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The Beauty of Black
If there was no black,
I can’t imagine the beauty the world would lack.
- Aditya Deepak
Yes! Black is the most common colour which is all around us. From crows to
roads, eye to the sky and shoe lace to space, everywhere there is a splash of black.
I tried to avoid black for a day, I think I didn’t even last for a second. I
thought I was really smart, but the moment I closed my eyes the only colour I
could see was black. I tried it again and again but hope was lost. I strongly recommend you not to
try because you’re not going to succeed.
I don’t know why, but for some strange reason black is always associated with evil and black
magic. I feel black is a cool and important colour which we simply cannot avoid. Have you noticed
that almost every photo we click has a splash of black somewhere? Also, black goes well with every
other colour and gives us beautiful designs. These are the reasons why black is my favourite colour.
Aditya Deepak, V-A

Autobiography of a Mask
Yesterday a little girl as sweet as sugar came to the Apollo Pharmacy requesting
for a “reusable” mask. The pharmacist took me out and said “30 rupees”. She
gave him the money and grabbed me from him.
She was in a big hurry, on the other hand I was lazy because of staying in
the box for a few months. The girl wore me and after sometime I found that I was
in a big school and that girl’s name was Phyllis. She went inside a room where
there were children of her age.
Then an elderly woman entered the room and started teaching. Phyllis was
making all kinds of excuses just to get me out of her face, for example “Miss can I drink water” or
“Miss can I remove my mask for 10 seconds”. The one thing in common between the teacher and me
was that both of us were getting annoyed by Phyllis. I only wish she could realize how important I was
to her health! After school she with the biggest smile hung me on a nail.
She went to her mother and told everything including how she annoyed the teacher and me. Her
mother gave her a disappointed look. She explained to Phyllis the importance of me and that only I
could save her from the deadly pandemic. The next day she did not remove me at all except during
the snack break. I was relieved that she knew how important I was. From then on we experienced
many adventures together and I am glad we found each other !
Esha Jain, V-A
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How I became invisible for a day
One day, I woke up in the morning and I was surprised to see my mother
and father sleeping. I did not want to disturb them, So I decided to go brush my
teeth. I took my brush and started brushing and that’s when I realized my reflection
wasn’t seen in the mirror! So I thought for some time why my reflection wasn’t
seen in the mirror and that’s when I realized… I was Invisible! I was shocked and
surprised. I ran to my sleeping parents and screamed at them to wake up. But it
seemed like they couldn’t hear me. However when I tried pulling their blanket, I
found that I could pull it. I had become like a gentle breeze. I could neither be
seen nor heard but I could be felt. I decided to make the best of it.
It was a Friday morning. Due to covid lockdowns, I realized that the temples would be closed to
the public. So if I could sneak into the temple, I could have the whole temple to myself. I really enjoy
petting the cows, but when it’s crowded it is very difficult to do as somebody always shoo’s me away.
Today was my chance. I decided to make the best of it. I took a quick shower and got into a fresh
pair of clothes and hopped, skipped and jumped my way to the temple. As expected, nobody could
see me. This was cool, but it was also scary. Once I crossed the road, I went to the temple and as
expected, I was able to sneak in without any trouble. I spent a pleasant hour playing with the cows,
but then my invisible stomach started visibly growling.
It was time to fill my stomach, but I had two problems. The first one was that I had no money,
and the second problem was that no one could hear me ask for eatables. Mulling over these problems,
I went to the nearby snack store. I realized that the only thing I could do was to help myself to the
eatables I like. I proceeded to do just that. I told myself that I would sneak some money into the
owner’s pocket later, to compensate him for the loss.
With my stomach full and mind relaxed after playing with the cows I started walking back On the
way home, I realized the difficulty of my situation. My friends, parents, relatives could not see me nor
could I speak to them. How difficult would the rest of my life be if this continued?
As I was crossing the road to go back home, the breeze suddenly stopped and started flowing
the opposite direction. A scooter rider swerved to avoid me. Thankfully I crossed the road by then and
ran into my house. As I ran past a mirror
I saw myself in it! I was relieved and curious….. What do you think made me visible?
Kaustubh P. S, V-A
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What if I become invisible for a day?
One day when I was playing hide and seek with my little brother, suddenly
an idea popped up in my mind. I began to wonder what it would be like to become
invisible for a day! My head was filled with my imagination and I decided to pen
my thoughts.
On a bright and sunny morning, I slowly opened my eyes, got up, and sat on
the bed. I felt something on my palm. I opened my hand and saw a red colored
electric button with a rectangular shaped black colored base. I kept pressing the button many times
but nothing seemed to happen. I carelessly threw the button on the bed and went out to the living
room. I saw my father reading his newspaper and said good morning to him. There was no response.
So, I repeated my wish. Still there was no response. Upset, I went to the kitchen and called my
mother. “MOM”! She didn’t respond too. Feeling disappointed, I went to talk to my little brother. But he
too did not seem to hear me. Angry and frustrated, I went to my room and looked at the mirror to
vent out all my anger. To my utter surprise, I found myself invisible!
I had a hunch that maybe I became invisible because of the button. So I frantically started looking
for the button and finally found it under my bedsheet where it was the whole time! I pressed the
button and looked at myself in the mirror once more and I was visible again! Then I rushed to hug my
parents and brother!
Those few moments of my life made me realize how important family is for us. Hence, I felt that
being invisible is neither a gift nor a curse. I halted my thoughts and started playing happily with my
brother again.
R. Lakshmi, V-A
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If I were invisible for a day
One fine Christmas morning I woke up with great excitement to open up
my Christmas presents. Under the Christmas tree a bright shimmering red gift
box caught my attention.
I grabbed it before my brother could get to it and rushed to my room. I
started unwrapping it with great enthusiasm. As I opened it a big round “PRESS
ME” button popped up. I pressed it and the unexpected thing happened that turned
out to be awesome later. As nothing happened at first with little disappointment I head to the bathroom
to start my day. While brushing my teeth that is when I noticed the awesomeness. I was surprised to
see the toothbrush alone moving and my reflection missing! When I figured out I was invisible I got
super happy and decided to be naughty on Christmas Day.
So the first thing I wanted to do was scare my brother. He was fast asleep on his bed and I
sprinkled cold water on his face. He woke up clueless and startled. I then started making spooky
noises and tickled his feet. He jumped out of his bed and ran screaming ‘HELP! HELP!’ to my mother.
It was so hilarious. Then at noon while my father was watching TV I kept switching the channels with
the remote, blew air into my pet dogs face while it was sleeping and rang the doorbell a couple of
times. It was fun to see my mother answering the door to no one.
But by the end of the day I got tired of being invisible and wanted to get back to reality to spend
quality time with my family. So I picked up the red shimmering box again to figure out how to get
myself back. There was a small sticky note in it which said if I long press the red button I would
become visible again. I did exactly that and voila!!! I could see myself in the mirror again. I could not
contain my happiness and ran straight to my Mom to give her a big tight hug. I was thankful to God
because I could now physically be with my family again!
Sahitya Sunil, V-A
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Life with a Human - A mask’s perspective

It all started when I was made in the shop and placed near the window for
sale. I’m a mask and I protect people from Covid-19. As I was placed in a shop in
a crowded bazaar, many people came to the shop I’m in. I was sure that someone
would buy me. The very next morning, a young woman named Sarah, bought me
for Rs.100 and took me to her home. This was the beginning of my new life!
Sarah drove to her house in her sleek, black car carrying me in a pouch.
Sarah’s mother, Gillian, opened the door and greeted her. She told her that she had packed her bags
for the trip. “What trip? What does she mean?”, I wondered. Sarah took a Ziplock bag and placed me
in it.
The next day she wore me, as her mother instructed her to do so. I learnt that we were going on
a trip to London. All of us were in the car on the way to the airport. The airport looked sparkling new
and after all the formalities of check-in and security checks, we finally got into the plane. I was excited
to see new places and I had never been on a plane before. The plane was not very wide; there were
seats on either side and it was rather long. After an hour or so, an air-hostess came and served some
food. Sarah put me and the food on a tray which was attached to the chair. After a few hours of flying
in the plane, I felt a sudden thud and jerk. I knew that we’ve landed in London!
London was a beautiful and large city. It had many buildings and crowds everywhere. Every
alternate day, I was kept in the hotel we were staying in for I had to be washed and dried. Our stay
in London was only for three weeks. During our stay in London, we visited the Big Ben, London
bridge, London eye and window-shopped through the fancy shops in Oxford and Bond Street.
Even if there were more trips to be planned, this would be my best one. I was in their house for
a few, long months.
Vibha Nutula, V-A
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Autobiography of a mask
Hello everyone, can you guess who I am? Well, let me give you some clues.
I’m currently the talk of the town. I’m an integral part of everyone’s life today.
Nobody can go outside without me. Yes! I’m the mask. In those days, people
mainly used me in the medical industry, factories and mines. But after the Covid19 pandemic, my usage has increased drastically. I come in different versions
such as cloth masks, surgical masks, N95 masks and so on. I’m available in different
colours and designs as well to match people’s outfit.
Yet there are many people who do not wear me properly. All of you should
realize that only by wearing me correctly, I can protect you from the deadly corona virus and various
other respiratory infections. I can be more effective if you wear two or more layers of me and also
avoid touching me while being worn. You should all ensure that you use me to cover both your nose
and mouth, with no gaps on the sides and not just wear me on your chin. It’s also very important to
wash me often if I’m reusable or throw me in the dustbin if disposable.
I’m a part of all your homes now and forgetting to wear me may lead you to pay fine. I’m very
proud and happy that I, along with my close associates gloves and hand sanitizers are able to protect
all the people, especially doctors, the police, school going kids and all the frontline workers from this
deadly disease. With new virus variants emerging, I only wish and hope that this pandemic ends soon
and there is a Covid-free environment in this world.
Advitha. V, V-B

If I Become Invisible for a Day
On a dark creepy night of Christmas eve, I was visited by God! He wanted to
give me a boon that would last for a day as I had been very obedient that entire
year. In my entire childhood I had been crazy about the power of invisibility and
so I asked him the power of invisibility and he granted it.
I kept an alarm to mark the starting of Christmas at 12:00 clock and it started
ringing ta, ta, ta, ta, ta…. and it was Christmas. Since it was Christmas, I wanted
to do something special to the poor people, finally after thinking a lot I decided I
will hep the poor children. So, at first, I gave my old clothes and the food that had
been cooked for the special dinner. My family elders came to our house for dinner. Before 8:00 I had
distributed clothes and food to 38 children.
I still had some time before my boon ended and luckily, they were launching the Falcon 9 Rocket
and so I went to the launch pad to see the launch. At the end of the day, I was happy and exhausted,
but I felt like a winner.
S. Akhilesh, V-B
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My Favourite Flower
When I think of my favourite flower
I think of “Lilies” in their splendid forms and colours.
White, orange, yellow, pink, and purple hues
Tells us that life presents to us with different hues and cues.
Lilies come in different forms
Blooming in both sun and rain
To remind us of life’s pains and gains
It’s trumpet shaped flowers,
Speak about majesty
It’s star shaped flowers
Speak of joy and ecstasy
I find myself dancing in gleeThe sight of them makes my sorrow flee.
“Lily” the name sounds in my mind two beautiful facesThe face of my aunt with her brightness and laughter
The face of Lily- Mother of the world’s greatest wizard Harry Potter.
Nishta Subramanian, V-B

Why books shouldn’t be made into movies
While reading certain books, you feel you’re being transported somewhere
else. This is because of different styles of writing. In movies they cut short the
scenes due to being short of time.
The viewers focus on the characters and the dialogues, often missing the
background. But through books readers can imagine the backgrounds and
surroundings.
The other reason is once you see the actors, your mind gets set about the
actor’s looks. You simply cannot imagine another version of the character. This is
one of the important reasons why books shouldn’t be made into movies. The alterations completely
ruin the movie. You can’t recognize which book it is taken from as it completely ruins the author’s
style. Some people watch movies too much. If they start reading books, they’ll realize that books are
so much better.
Srimanaswini.S, V-B
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My Favourite Flower
No mud no lotus
The creation of God dwells in all
Especially in fragrant friends that sprawl
My garden has plentiful flowers
All beautiful and ravishing
The most elegant and the one held with reverence
Of all the blossoms, it’s my preference
You, as a flower struggle through the mud
To emerge as a beautiful bud
Oh, my amazing Lotus
Never would I pluck you
‘Cause if I do so,
I fear I’ll lose you
I would like to be as the lotus,
Open to the rising Sun.
Working for a cause,
And not for applause.
Avanija Aravind, V-B

My Mask-Poetry
My mask was woven
With wool and cotton.
But, Alas I had lost it
And now a mask had to be chosen.

We finally found a mask
In a mall.
And phew, my quest was
Over once and for all.

So, I was in a store
Looking for a mask.
Then they announced the lockdown
And I’m suddenly on a countdown.

Now I have a mask that I found
Even though I’m mostly homebound.
Sidhanth Parthasarathy, V-B

Now I’m rushing to
Find a mask.
We’re contacting every shop
But they just aren’t in stock.
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My best birthday
Birthdays are the best days of a person’s life. First is because he/she is
becoming wiser. Second is because they get a lot of wishes and get to celebrate
a day for themselves. And third is because the person gets many gifts. Today I
am going to pen a few sentences about my best birthday.
My best birthday was my 10th year birthday. It is because my parents threw
me a surprise pool party! At first they told that they couldn’t throw me a party.
They wanted me to have a full surprise that is why they did that. My brother told
me that he couldn’t buy me any presents. The day before my birthday I was about
to cry for not inviting even one of my friends. But I did not know that my parents had secretly called
my friends’ mothers and had invited them to our house! Since I was about to cry, my parents told me
they were about to throw a party for me and my brother got me my favorite series of books which
were the Geronimo Stilton series. But I still cried. Not because I was sad. It was because I was so happy,
I started getting happy tears for the first time. The next day the party started. It was a super great party.
I did not want the party to end but it had to. I got many gifts. My best friend Swasthika gifted me
a drawing of me and her making a heart shape with our hands which she drew on her own and
framed for me. But the best gift of all were my friends and family.
Prarthana.S.Shastry, V-C

If I were invisible for a day
I often wonder ‘What if I was invisible for a day?’. Well, if I was invisible, I
should not wear my clothes as people will think my clothes are floating. Next, I
won’t be able to eat because my mother would not serve me food as she won’t
know I am in the room. There is a slight possibility my parents would call the
police and complain that I am missing. While the police officers are looking for
me, I would go around the house and scare my family members.
What would I do if I was invisible? I would eat chocolates, go to hotels and
eat….or should I say steal food from there?! But I don’t want to be a thief! I
would secretly help people. I would help people by leaving them snacks while they are not looking or
I would catch a thief who is stealing a purse from someone etc. The main thing is, I would be able to
surprise my family by cleaning and decorating the house while they are ...um……. looking for me or
something else.
Well….that is all I would do if I was invisible. Now I am curious about what you will do! Will you
follow my example or do something else? You can tell me when you meet me. Thank you and bye my
friends!
Roshni. R, V-C
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My Best Birthday
My birthday is a special day for me. My family celebrates my birthday with
joy and happiness. I celebrate my birthday in the month of October. I was waiting
for this special day because my parents gave me permission to call a few of my
friends and have a party at my place.
My family decorated the house with pink balloons and ordered a big pink
barbie cake which was a huge surprise for me. My friends from my school and
apartment came to the party. We had lots of fun together.
We all had samosas, cake, and fries. There was a pinata at my party and I
got many chocolates from it, since it was my 10th birthday my brother gave me 10 gifts which I love
the most. We also played games like musical chair, pin a tail on the donkey which I enjoyed the most.
I also got my favourite pink colour dress from my favourite aunt, which I really liked. I also gave return
gifts to my friends.
I really hope that all my birthdays are celebrated with my friends and family.
Sana Arunkumar, V-C

If I became invisible for a day
I like to have superpowers, especially, the powers that super heroes have in
the movies. I like to have something unique like being invisible. If I were invisible
the first thing I would do is to scare my sister like magically lifting her books
during her online classes. It so happened that one fine morning I really became
invisible. I had to do something but I was helpless. Before I could realize what was
happening, they called the police after searching for me. The police started searching
for me all over the city but the best part was that they didn’t check my room. After
about 8 or 9 hours I was feeling bored, tired and lonely. Then, I had a genius idea.
I tried writing on a paper and showing it to my mom. My mom was scared and she started
yelling, thinking there was a ghost in the house. She ran upstairs and called my sister. Then, around
8 pm they were having dinner and thankfully they had kept a plate of food for me. I was hungry and
quickly started eating my food from the plate and my family members were in
utter shock. They
called up the police again and informed them that something was haunting the house. Everyone was
scared and got out of the house. It was almost midnight when the police took up the investigation. By
then, I slowly started feeling my skin and they found me very much in my room.
My mom asked me a million questions which I felt awkward to answer. I said that I was isolating
myself as I was scared of covid-19. Finally I left everybody confused.
Moral – Curiosity killed the cat.

J.Sreejth, V-C
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If I become invisible for a day
One day when I was going out, I saw a lamp at the street corner. I thought
nothing would happen but a genie came out of the lamp.
The Genie said “Hey little boy, I would like to grant you a wish and the wish
will end in one day”. So, I asked for a wish where I wanted to become invisible.
The Genie happily granted my wish and went inside the lamp again. I was surprised
that I really became invisible.
After sometime, I went to my friend’s house. He was about to eat a chocolate
but I grabbed it from him. He was shocked that his chocolate was missing. I
giggled looking at him.
Then, I went to my house but my mother couldn’t see me or hear me. She was afraid as she
thought I was lost. I was also sad as she was searching for me.
Later that evening, when I was walking down the stairs I slipped and fell down. Nobody could
hear me shouting and crying in pain or see me falling down. I thought being normal is better than
being invisible.
When the next day came I became visible to everyone. I ran to my mother and hugged her. She
asked “where have you been”, I stayed quiet but I, now know that Being Normal is Better than Being
Invisible.
T.T. Bheeshmaa, V-C

My best birthday
My best birthday was my 6th birthday. I enjoyed it so much as I had lot of
fun on that day. I am going to pen a few sentences about my best birthday.
I felt that it was my best birthday because we had a party at home and I
invited all my friends to my home. All of us went outside as merry as a lark and
also played as free as a bird in the Boulevard park. My Dad took all of us to
Boulevard Park in his car. We also had a painting competition at my home before
heading to Park which was the best part of my birthday.
We ate our dinner in Pizza hut along with all my friends. I received lot of gifts from my friends.
We dropped all my friends in their home after our dinner. I was very happy and cheerful on that day.
I am looking forward to have that happy and joyous day once again.
Varshika S, V-C

95

Vidya Mandir Darpan 2020 - 2021

My Best Holiday
In the middle of June 2019, our family decided that for our next vacation, we
would go to Iceland. We all agreed that it would be a really nice holiday, so we
decided to get a visa and buy the tickets. Our flight was on September 19th, at
4:00pm. Since there was no direct flight to Iceland, we would have to stopover at
Frankfurt. On September 15th we started packing and getting ready for our trip. It
was going to be cold so we had to pack a lot of warm clothes.
On September 19th we left for the airport where we had to show our tickets,
visa and boarding pass. At last at 3:00 pm we boarded the flight. Take off was at
4:10 and it was a journey of 10 hours to Frankfurt. On the plane, I played video games, read books,
ate, and slept. At 8:30 the next morning we landed at Frankfurt. We had hot chocolate and croissant
at the airport cafe for breakfast. The flight to Reykjavik was 2 hours away so we had time to explore
the airport. The flight from Frankfurt to Reykjavik was 5 hours long.
It was extremely cold when we landed in Reykjavik, and we had to wear 2 jackets! The airline
had lost one of our suitcases, but we had enough clothes to keep us warm. We rented a car and
drove to the hotel. We spent the next 4 days in and around Reykjavik. The main street was painted
with rainbow colours. We went to a national park where we saw the Eurasian and the American tectonic
plates, we visited a beach where we saw basalt columns, went to the top of a church, and walked
around the streets. We went to a museum near the volcano that erupted in 2010. We saw volcanic
rocks and bought souvenirs for our friends.
The next place we drove to was a place called Selfoss. Over the next 5 days we drove around
and saw waterfalls, geothermal springs, Icelandic horses and even went snowmobiling on the top of a
glacier. My brother even tried making a snowball and bowling with it! We went on a boat ride where
we saw lots of icebergs, and went to a black sand beach. We also went to shark museum near a
place called Hofn where we could touch the shark skeleton.
The last place we went to was called Akureyri. On the drive to Akureyri, we saw herds of sheep.
We stopped along the way to drink water from a natural spring. The water was really cold! In Akureyri,
went whale watching, went to a natural lagoon and saw geysers. We drove out to see the Northern
lights very late in the night. We managed to find an Indian restaurant and had Indian food after a
really long time.
After 3 days it was finally time to go home, and I was sad to leave Iceland. We dropped off our
car at the airport and boarded the flight to Frankfurt. We reached Frankfurt very early in the morning
and quickly caught our flight back to Chennai. 16 hours later we were back home and our lovely
holiday was over.
Aakrit Balaji, V-D
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When I became invisible
Can Anyone See Me?
I am Ananya.A.V and this is the story of me being invisible for a day. On
Monday at school me and my friends were talking about how it will be if we were
invisible for a day. We discussed about everything we will do if we were invisible.
I was thinking about it when I went home as well. At night I finished my homework
and went to bed. Suddenly I felt something wet fall on me.I woke up and looked
around, but everything was still. So, I went back to bed. As usual I woke up next
morning and went to brush my teeth but when I looked up in the bathroom mirror there was no one,
just thin air. I rubbed my eyes and looked again but still couldn’t see myself in the mirror. My mother
called me for breakfast and I went down but she still kept calling me.I went to the table and told her
I was there. She looked at the chair I was sitting on. She looked terrified. Her voice trembled and she
said “Ananya it’s not the time to play Hide and Seek”. I told her I was sitting there but she wouldn’t
believe me, So I picked up the fork.
She screamed and asked me what happened. I told her everything that happened and she cut
me off in the middle as she looked at the watch and told me to go to the car. I can’t believe she
wanted me to go to school ‘invisible’.
But my mother had to go to work so I couldn’t argue. She didn’t speak to me at all. I went into
the building hoping I am back to normal but I had no luck. I went and sat in my desk and the biggest
girl in class came and sat right on me.I shouted not being able to bear her weight and everyone got
scared and ran out of the room. I was having the worst day ever. I ran out of the building, caught a
bus and went back home. I went to my room where it all started and laid down on my bed.
The next thing I know is that I am can see my hand, my feet. I ran to the mirror and I was
back!!!!!Back to normal!!I ran down and hugged my mom, she was puzzled but I was very happy. I
went to school that day and my friend’s started talking about being invisible but I interrupted them and
told them about my dream. After hearing my story, we all decided not to talk about invisibility ever
again.
Ananya A Vatsan, V-D
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The Invisible - “Me”
The day starts off with an alarm. It was a pleasant and lazy Sunday. I woke
up and went to the bathroom and started brushing my teeth. I was shocked when
I was not visible in the mirror. I thought it was a dream. I touched my hands and
legs and I was able to feel it.
I took a selfie in my mobile to my surprise I was not seen in the image. “Oh
my god. Is this real?” Then I realised that I had become invisible.
The first thing I thought was whether it is real? How long this will be? And so
many questions pondered in my mind. I made up my mind and told myself that let’s enjoy this time.
And I even thought I am the only person having this power in the entire world. It was a holiday
and my parents were not at home. I thought of doing the things I wanted to. My first wish was to visit
New York. I don’t require any passport or visa because I am invisible.
I climbed the statue of Liberty of New York and reached the torch. Then I roamed around the city
and ate my favourite food like pizza, ice cream and some cool drinks.
My next wish was to travel to Amazon rainforest in Brazil. I was in the middle of a dense and wet
forest. I saw many animals like anaconda, giant frog, lion, butterflies and monkeys. I was not scared
of them because I was invisible.
I was planning to visit Disneyland in Tokyo. I heard someone calling my name. It was my mother
calling me for my online drawing class.
I ran to the mirror to see if I am invisible, but I was not. Though it was a dream I enjoyed it. It is
my happiest dream in my life.
Krivith, V-D
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My life as a Mask
Before 2020, that is before the Pandemic I was unpopular. I was mostly
used by doctors and nurses. But during the Pandemic I became very popular.
People were speaking about me in the television and in the radio.
People generally say that we masks are of two types. But there are many
types of masks like N95, surgical and cloth masks. I’m a N95 mask and if I’m
tightly sealed I give 25 hours of protection from viruses.
Cloth masks are washable whereas N95 masks and surgical masks are use
and throw masks. I being a N95 mask have 5 layers. The first layer with 50gsm
Non-woven, second layer with 25gsm Melt blown, third layer with 35gsm Hot air cotton, fourth layer
with 25gsm Melt blown and fifth layer with 25gsm Non-woven.
We masks are generally sold in pharmacies and departmental stores. Our outermost layer
comes with different types of colours so that children get attracted to our colours and wear
us. Some people do not like any of us and they never wear us. Some people even think that they
cannot breathe properly while wearing us. But it is always safe to wear us while going out.
I’m proud to be a mask and also being a mask is very tough because we need to fight against
deadly viruses and prevent them from entering our owner’s body.
R. Shrinika, V-D

My most memorable holiday
My maternal grandmother turned 60 years old in May 2014. To celebrate this
event our entire family took a trip to the United Kingdom. We stayed at a beautiful
apartment in West Kensington which was very close to a ‘Tube station’ as they
like to call it there. My grandmother, my parents, my aunts, uncle and my paternal
grandparents were all there in London to celebrate her birthday. I loved going on
the big flight to Heathrow airport. I enjoyed going to Hyde Park and Green Park
and loved feeding the birds there.
On the eve of my grandmother’s birthday we went on a long drive from London
to Wales to visit a big temple called the Skanda-vale temple. It was a cold day and we had steaming
hot rice and dal as prasad and it was a wonderful meal. We then came back to London and later that
evening had dinner and cake cutting with the whole family. I went to bed after dinner and my bedroom
was a small attic and it was so cozy. During the trip we also had a celebratory lunch at the Woodlands
restaurant. I also had strawberries with cream for the first time ! This was a great holiday and a
memorable trip for me.
Rudra Raman, V-D
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My Best Day Ever
One day, when I was in the bathroom washing my hands, I saw a weird
figure in the mirror.

I was confused because I was alone. When I closed and

opened my eyes the figure vanished. So I thought I was dreaming and continued
washing my hands. As I was about to walk out of the bathroom, I heard a deep,
dark voice calling my name. I was so spooked and said “who’s there?” There was
no answer. So I went closer to the voice. He once again called my name, but this
time it was louder than before. I went closer and saw a shadow. I opened the
door and saw the scariest alien. He said, “Take this potion and drink it”. Not
thinking, I trusted him and drank it. I didn’t feel any change in my body and the alien vanished. I
mumbled to myself, “This is the weirdest day of my life!” I went on with my day and imagined that the
alien was never there.
Later, that day my mother called me downstairs and I asked her why she called me. Before she
said anything she asked, “Where are you?” I was confused and I said.

“I am right here mom”. She

yelled, “Don’t play games; just come down!” I was so confused and yelled back, “I am right in front of
you!” She then said, “What are you invisible? Go see yourself in the mirror”. I went to the mirror but
I couldn’t see myself. I said “No way... I’m invisible!” The potion I drank was an invisibility potion! I told
myself, “This is the best day ever!”
Later that day, I did so many things I’ve been wanting to do for a long time. I grabbed sweets
and chips without my mom knowing, I listened to her phone calls, drank a soda and so on. Once I
had all the fun, I took a look at the potion again and saw a message – this potion only lasts for a day
and not to be used for evil activities; I was devastated!
It was already 7:00 pm, which meant I had only two hours more of invisibility. So I used these two
hours to tell everyone about my super power. It was 9:59 pm; I was sad and happy, sad because I
have to stop doing mischief and happy because I can be my normal self again. It was 10:00 pm and
I was visible again! I went to bed thinking about the best day of my life.
Varun Sankar, V-D
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The Kite
When I went to the woods, I saw a kite,
So majestic in the sky.
Soaring above the trees and plants,
Above the ground, oh, so high!
Small they might be,
But ferocious as they feast.
Snakes and mice might be their treats,
Though they don’t hunt like beasts.
As they spread their falcon-like wings,
They cast a shadow on the Earth.
Not extinct but rare to see,
And found more in Perth.
I often wish to fly so high,
Majestic like the kite.
Harshitha S, VI-A
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Avengers

Hey Spiderman, the man with a cobweb from toe to head,
The capability to sense danger and shoot from his wrists a magical thread,
Your strengths are agility, endurance and wall-crawling ability,
You are an intellect, and you do not reveal your identity.
Hey Thor, the God of Thunder, who can manipulate weather,
The son of the king of Ascard with the enchanted hammer.
You’ve proven worthy by sacrificing yourself to wield Mjölner
The hammer returned to you, restoring the power to defeat the Destroyer.
Hey Hulk, you symbolize every human within whom lurks the trait of a monster,
Potentially infinite increase in power with the increase in anger,
A massive dose of gamma radiation transformed you into this,
You have proved to the world that you are the strongest hero there is!
Hey Captain America, the leader of the Avengers,
You drive a team and hold them together.
Though not a perfect soldier, you have a vibranium shield,
The composition of the previous triangular shield remains unrevealed.
Hey Iron Man, a prodigal scientist,
You don’t work well with any authority other than your own.
A superhero who can build massive and independently powered skyscrapers,
From helping form the ultimate superhero team, to saving the world.
Adhrith B, VI-B

105

The importance of the English Language
Language is a vital tool for communication. It is a means of communicating thoughts and ideas.
In today’s world, the English language has become a part of every field.
English is a West Germanic language named after Angles, one of the ancient Germanic people
who migrated to Great Britain.
This language has developed over a course of more than1400 years.Modern English has been
spreading around the world since the 17th century, by the influence of the British empire and the
United States.
It has become the leading common language of communication internationally. It is more widely
spoken and written than any other language. It is used largely in media, books, telecommunication,
scientific publications, trade, diplomacy, etc.
A knowledge of English has become a requirement in a number of occupations and professions.
Learning the English language would definitely contribute towards a better quality of life.
R. Krithik, VI-B

Post Card Competition
The post card competition was hosted by the government of India for middle school in the month
of December, 2021. The students were asked to write a short paragraph on one of the following
topics – My Vision for India in 2047 or Unsung Heroes of our Freedom Struggle. The students wrote
the post cards in class under a time limit. The post cards were then sent to the central government of
India for further perusal. Awaiting results!
Uttara Nikhil and Sahana Sairam, VI-B
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Lunar New Year

The lunar new year is based on the cycles of the moon. This means the date of the said new
year is different each year. It is usually in January or February. As well as being celebrated in China,
the lunar new year is also celebrated in Vietnam, Singapore, and Korea.
This festival is celebrated in different ways in different places. The lunar new year is a familyoriented celebration. The younger generations greet their parents and grandparents with good wishes
for the year ahead and show respect for the older generation.
In Korea, people serve a special soup for this festival. The pieces of rice cake are boiled in a
clear soup with slices of beef and vegetables. The round rice cakes are believed to symbolize coins
and money. It is said that eating this soup in the new year will make you a year older than your
current age!
There are many other lunar new year traditions. In Vietnam, people believe that the first person
to enter their home during the new year will decide their fortune for the year.
People celebrate the lunar new year in many ways but it all boils down to wishing everyone the
very best in the upcoming year. What do you wish for in the next year?
N. Pranav, VI-C
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Picture Perfect
I was obsessed with ‘picture perfect,’
Every day without a single doubt,
Flashy lights and camera stands,
That’s what my life was all about.
I quite enjoyed it at first,
All eyes were on me,
But then I realize that
This wasn’t quite a fantasy.
My life was viewed through tinted lenses,
I just couldn’t be ‘me,’
Not one hair out of place,
‘Picture perfect’ girl was all I could see.
Being pretty was a curse,
It was truly hurting me inside,
So much make-up and perfume that
Now all I do is lie, saying, “I’m fine.”
I just couldn’t take it anymore,
The expectations swallowing me.
Finally, I decided
It was time I was free.
I looked into the mirror, and
I realized who I was.
No more ‘picture perfect,’
Time to get rid of that ruse.
I styled my hair how I liked,
No more cameras to be seen.
Threw away my makeup, including my faux personality.
I barged through the doors,
Finally knowing who I am.
“No more straining me now!” I shouted while I ran.
For the first time in my life,
I lived for a cause, and
I’m never ever going to live for applause.
Aditi Snehal V, VI-C
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Best Friend
My best friend is sweet,
My best friend is kind,
But to me, she’s a rare find.
And whenever I’m lonely,
She’s always by my side,
And when I cry,
She never hides.
But sometimes,
She’s aggressive and a little mean.
I wish she wasn’t,
A little too keen.p
But that doesn’t stop me from being her best friend,
I’ll support her till the very end.
Aditi Snehal V, VI-C

Spring Season
In the early part of spring,
You will hear many birds sing,
They are just letting us know
Winter is over, Spring melted the snow.
You will notice a beautiful scene,
The trees slowly turn green,
Bunnies will come out to play,
Bears will no longer sleep during day.
It’s exciting when spring arrives,
Bees will make honey in their hives
So much to do, so much to see,
Insects and animals, happy and free.
Mihira Narayanan, VI-C
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Tiger in the Wild
For our summer vacation this year we headed to one of India’s Tiger Reserves, The Bandipur
Tiger Reserve and National Park in Karnataka. Located in the Western Ghats on the Mysore-Ooty
highway in Karnataka, it is just a 5 hour drive from Bangalore. The Bandipur National Park has the
second highest Tiger population in India. As the national park is the part of Nilgiri Biosphere Reserve,
it is the largest protected area in South India and largest habitant of Wild Elephants in South Asia.
This was an exciting trip for us as a family not only because it was the first holiday we’ve had
since covid hit but also because we were all very excited at the prospect of going on a safari and
maybe seeing a tiger in the wild. Having tasted disappointment once before (we missed seeing the
elusive tiger at the Jim Corbett National Park) we were determined to go on as many safaris as we
could to catch a glimpse of the tiger.
Our hotel was in the Tiger Reserve itself and the cottages blended with the surroundings. We
were told not to step out of the room post 10pm as there will be some animal movement in the night.
Trust me when I say we double checked all the locks before we even thought of sleeping!
The next day we chose to opt for the early morning safari and wanted to book a jeep/gypsy for
ourselves. However, we had disappointment in store when we reached the safari booking counter –
all the gypsies were taken and that meant going on the bus with a dozen others. Ours happened to
be the last 4 seats on the bus. After some hesitation, we just decided to go for it and maybe book a
jeep for ourselves the following morning.
As we drove deeper into the reserve, we saw bison, wild boars, peacocks, elephants, and deer
aplenty. Our hopes for seeing a tiger were high seeing as the deer population was very healthy.
We were almost 3/4th of the way through the safari when the driver stopped and pointed to the
right at the water hole. At first we were all expecting to see another elephant but soon the ripple of
excitement went through the bus as someone said the magic word “tiger”. One by one we spotted
movement in the greenery at the edge of the water body…at first it was just a swish of the tail and
soon the tiger stood up and looked at us. It started walking onto the road and towards the bus and
the driver kept backing up to give way to it. After 10minutes of the tiger coming towards the bus and
us backing up, the tiger got off the road and decided to give the people at the back of the bus a
good look as well. It walked alongside the bus and gave us a disinterested look as it went about its
business.
How can one describe the awe of seeing a tiger in its natural habitat? The grace and beauty
with which it saunters in its territory? How is it possible to describe the exact colour of its coat, the
look in its eyes as it sees us humans trying to capture the moment on our cameras? I wonder if it
knows that we humans are responsible for its dwindling numbers and scarce habitat. Is that why it
looks at us in askance and indifference as we clamour to get a perfect selfie / photo?
Whatever the answer to these questions, meeting a tiger in the wild is a once-in-a-lifetime experience.
It won’t be an exaggeration to say it was one of the best vacations we’ve been on.
About Bandipur: sourced from various websites.
Ananya Vepa, VII-A
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Failing backwards

I was quite occupied a few minutes ago. I was brainstorming ideas for this article, and failing,
rather miserably, if I may add. Then, the thought of how I would have found something (even if it was
incredibly lame) in a jiffy when I was younger occurred to me. It was then I realized, in just two
years, my ideas and thoughts disappeared.
I used to have a lot of ideas for writing projects, lots of books on my booklist and a million
people (especially around my age) telling me to quit writing. But now, when I search the vast, generous
archives that happen to be my brain, I find nothing. Where did it all go? I remember wanting to write
something about a man with three gigantic owls tied to his back, trying to get him to fly, but failing
because of a rat clutching his legs.
He had a name, the owls and rat did, too, there was a specific place he was in, and there was
something about a book sending out pages, but it’s all a memory off the beaten track.
My reading’s been affected, too. Back then, I used to pick up a book, read it, and suddenly the
world was fading. It felt like there was nothing but me and the book. I was so focused, I couldn’t even
hear my mother telling me to stop! Try as I might, I’m never able to focus like that. I’ve become more
restless.
On the bright side, even though I’ve lost a little creativity, I DO put down on paper my odd little
stories (though not everybody appreciates them) instead of just promise and never deliver.
The fact that I can’t fade into the book dispirits me, but now, I can read, but hear my mother
when she calls me (thus sparing me the wrath of a 42-year-old who, I believe, could scream an
entire army deaf). I guess that little change was for the best.
Swathilika Sumankar Iyer, VII-A

111

Dreams

Dreams are our highest expectations,
Hidden away in our mind’s fantasy,
They may give us a few frustrations,
But they help us determine who we want to be.

They teach us to be perseverant,
And require hard work to be achieved,
Similar to a box of treasure,
That needs to be heaved.

They are an endless source of motivation,
A bright light to pursue,
Something to spark inspiration,
And to bring out the best in you.

Krithi. B. Sunder, VII-A
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The Universe, the Galaxy, and the other celestial bodies

A space filled with millions of stars, galaxies and other celestial bodies,
A sky made up of hundreds of colours, black holes and asteroids,
An immortal time, running as fast as seconds, milliseconds and nanoseconds,
A universe as old as history and time immemorial.
Nebulae as glorious as never before.
A Faint band of starlight stretching on the night sky
A home for all, to live, breath and survive
Yes, this is the marvellous Universe we live in!
Renuka V.S, VII-A

Evolution of Cars
The first car was launched during the 18th century. It looked like a giant version of a tricycle. It
had to be pedaled to move forward. This fascinated many. Then a tricycle with a steam engine attached
to the back was built. It had to be pulled by a lever to move forward. Improvisations were made to it.
An idea was proposed by De Rivaz from France. He mixed resin with hydrogen and oxygen to make
the vehicle run. Though it was not a success, it marked a major evolution.
The famous car company Benz was named after Karl Benz. He introduced petrol cars. He invented
parts such as the engine, gear, steering wheel, clutch and accelerator. This was a huge success.
Companies such as Honda, Toyota, Volkswagen and Maruti Suzuki started manufacturing cars based
on this. The period between 2000 and 2018 witnessed maximum evolution of car brands including
Tesla, TATA, Renault, Bugatti, Lamborghini, KIA and MG Hector.
To preserve our environment, battery operated cars are being introduced. Companies in the automobile
industry are shifting towards battery operated cars.
Autonomous vehicles will be the next big thing in the evolution of cars. Companies like APPLE,
TESLA, GOOGLE have started foraying into this market as they have a competitive advantage of
technology. This futuristic car is likely to be rolled out by 2026 or later. This might be the way forward
in the automobile sector.
Adhrith. B, VII-B
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Shark Poem
The ocean off the pacific coast,
Contains a shark within,
That all who come here quickly know,
Thanks to his unique fin.
He ventures south to Guadalupe,
And north to Farallon,
For over a decade he’s been known,
Does he still travel on?
He likely visits the the Cafe,
Where white sharks often go,
What dk they do in the abyss,
I’d really like to know.
In my dreams I’ve seen him,
And it would be a sin,
If j don’t get the chance to meet,
The mighty captain Rift
Aarav, VII-C

The theft
It was past midnight
The whole town was sleeping tight
The sky was completely dark
When a man arrived with an empty sack
From house to house
Like a sneaky little mouse
Very fast and agile
He stole things that were costly and fragile
The sun rose bright
With a gleaming light
It was a brisk dawn
But the thief was far gone
R. Sri Vaishnavi, VII-C
114

A Rainbow
Colourful lines that marry the sky to the land,
That acts like a great gallant stand,
In the shape of a headband,
It starts at a point and ends grand.
Red, Orange, Yellow, Green,
A scene that occurs unforeseen,
Bule, Indigo, Violet,
Which acts like a blanket.
Together they make a Rainbow,
Which I first saw through a window,
A scene that can clear any sorrow,
Indeed a God’s bestow.
A scene made from Heaven,
Made of colours seven.
Aditi, VII-C

My School
Hither and thither, here I come the toddler,
My thumping heart and anxious eyes looking all around,
Wondering at my neighbour, gazing at my teacher,
It was my lone time of happiness, the merry merry-go-round.

Days rolled by and you did give me wings,
Tiny little happenings, sweet and nascent friends,
A curve that straightens many things,
And a memory so indelible till my back bends .
I turned a wonder, you were the tool,
My school! My school!
Varsha Jagan, VII-C
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The Shortcut

I sat on the chair,
With my chaotic hair,
With the barber’s bib,
Wrapped from neck to hip.

She sprayed some water,
To speed up the repair,
Snip and comb,
There goes the hair I had grown.

My hair was blow-dried,
And a lotion was applied,
The smell was lovely,
And my hair felt all fuzzy.

I gazed at the mirror,
My eyes glimmered,
I was no longer hideous,
And oh! what an experience!

Amritha Srinivasan, VII-C
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My encounter with a Big Cat
This story is about my trip to Kanha National Park with my close family and my first encounter
with Tigers in the wild. When we left Chennai, went to Hyderabad to stay at my Aunt’s place with
my cousins. After a week we all took a flight to Nagpur. From there it was a long 5 hour drive to our
hotel which was located in the outer zone of the forest area. When we reached the hotel it was late
in the night, so we immediately decided to sleep as were tried and equally excited about the safari
next day. Since we slept late in night, it was hard for us to wake up at 4:00 am to get ready for our
first Safari. In the first Safari, I was amazed by everything about the jungle. We had a tour guide,
who would tell us about every minute detail about the forest, including the fact that there are around
150 tigers and that the forest is thick Saal wood forest that is evergreen. The afternoon safari was
almost the same as the morning one.
The two things that caught my attention on the first day were the giant spider webs and then
Indian Gaurs. I was amazed to see their massive build which made me question how tigers could
take them down. One the second day we saw mostly the same animals like – swamp deers, sambar,
Barasingha, jackals, guars, monkeys and many peacocks and peahens. We were able to sight a
rear barking dear as it entered bushes and disappeared. Me and my cousin also flying squirrels
jumping from tree to tree on the horizon. Since the spiders were far away in the jungle, they did not
intimidate me much, but when me and my cousins found a 3 inch spider lurking in the corner of our
room a chill ran through our spines.
The day our hopes were low and our energy was lower. We only had one safari left and for the
last four safaris we could not sight a single tiger. I was wondering what was were the chances of us
sighting a tiger on that day and was bordering on not going for the safari. Yet, I went for the safari
and I am glad I did. Within the first hour of the safari we encountered a sub-adult male tiger, pacing
on our right. We immediately started taking pictures and the mood of the group inflated like a balloon.
After a while and a lot of photos the tiger walked past our jeep and went deep into the jungle. Soon
we heard some callings of a monkey and sambar deer so we decided to follow that. And surprisingly
there was a female sub-adult tigress who was hunting a baby sambar deer, which we had seen
earlier. Now we were on cloud nine. We spotted two different tigers and had our first encounter in
the wild with a big cat. Soon we realised the that our group was the only one that had seen two
tigers on that day as we returned from the safari. We completed our last day at Kanha and after a
long drive back to Nagpur we flew back home.
When I saw the majestic tiger and heard it’s intimidating roar I truly realised why some experts
call the tiger “the king of the jungle”. But tigers may not even be in the jungle for much longer, as
our national animals are going extinct mostly due to poaching. The government of India launched a
tiger conservation program called project tiger in 1973 to combat the poaching of tigers. It has been
one of the more successful tiger conservation program across the globe. There are about a total of
3,900 tigers in the world out of which 2967 or so tigers are present in India. There are a total of 9
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sub-species’ of tigers of which 3 are already extinct, the Balinese tigers, the Caspian tigers and the
Javan tigers. The remaining are the Bengal, Indo-Chinese, South China, Amur (Siberian) and Sumatran
tigers, Malayan. We must protect both the tigers and the environment in every little way we can so
that this majestic species can continue to be the national animal of India.
Siddharth Gupta, VII-C

Feminism
Feminism. I’m sure we’ve all heard the term, right? Whether it be in an article, a book, a random
piece of news you overheard while your relative was watching the news, or even a comic book. But…
have you ever wondered what it really… means? Yes, it means gender equality, no gender discrimination
etc. But what started it all? What was the that flame that fed the first women’s rights activist? What
drove them to start this union of brave women fighting for their place in society? WHAT WAS THEIR
PASSION? These are the burning questions in our minds, which I’m going to try and answer in this
article. Keep reading to find out, young activist.
What started it all- There were 4 waves of feminism in total. The first wave happened in the late
19 - early 20th era, officially beginning at the Seneca Falls Convention, 1848. 300 men and women
gathered to form a rally for the equality of men and women. The second wave started in the 1960’s,
astonishingly going on till the 90’s. I personally would say that this wave was the most important. It lay
the foundation for the other waves to rise. This wave was mainly focused on sexuality, and reproductive
rights. They were the dominant issues. Although, the main issue was inducting the Equal Rights Amendment
into the Constitution, guaranteeing social equality regardless of gender. It started with protests at the
Miss America pageant, with women calling it a “cattle parade”, and that they were being diminished to
objects of beauty to be judged. A group of females from New York staged a counter-parade, where
they crowned a sheep as Miss America, and threw female artifacts such as heels, false eyelashes,
makeup, and girdles, into the trashcan. The first wave consisted mostly of middle class white women,
while the second phase brought in women of all different races seeking solidarity in one another. The
third wave to be briefly summarized was women pushing the fact that they could be the definition of
“Brains and Beauty.” But this is not the end, people, a 4th wave is in progress. It is claimed to have
begun in 2012, with a main focus on sexual harassment, body shaming, and everything we do being
taken as something dirty. Eating a banana, putting our hair up, saying our body aches, to simply
enjoying a lollipop, has become something derogatory to us. If a man dates a lot of girls, he is called
a champ and a player. Whereas if a girl dates a lot of men, she is called horrible names like a slut.
The 4th wave is mainly focused on all of that. I hope with all my heart that it proves to be victorious.
May you succeed feminists!
th

I will be answering the rest of the questions in later articles.
Until next time
Akshara, VII-C
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Adventures in Srinagar
I was extremely excited when we decided to go to Srinagar because this was our first holiday
after being cooped up in the house for nearly two years due to the pandemic. My excitement was
short-lived after I learnt we had to get COVID PCR tests done to travel safely. Much to my relief,
everyone’s reports were negative, and we ended up boarding our aircraft from Chennai to Srinagar on
a sunny Sunday morning. We had a brief layover in Delhi. Upon arrival in Srinagar, we went to the
beautiful Dal Lake where a number of old houseboats were anchored. We spent our first night in the
houseboat, amidst the chilly wind and mist.
Shikaras (lovely little boats used as means of transport on the lake) ferried tourists from houseboats
to floating markets and ghats on the lake shore. I saw many boats selling fruit, flowers and spices. I
even saw one selling biscuits and potato crisps! It was truly an amazing sight to witness. We even
came across a water ambulance and a woman collecting seaweed.
We visited many well-kept gardens, my favourites were Shalimar and Pari Mahal. After sightseeing
we visited a spectacular Dharga (Mosque) right on the shores of the Dal lake. After leaving the Dharga,
we strolled down the street to get dinner. We were stopped by some military personnel armed with
huge AK47s. The commissioner of police revealed that a couple of murders had taken place on the
same street the day before. He politely asked us to eat elsewhere and have a safe trip ahead.
The next day we went to Gulmarg, where a cable car ride was the main attraction. We waited in
a queue for about an hour and purchased tickets for one of the two phases on offer, with an altitude
rise of 13,000 feet. Once we reached the top of a mountain, we decided to take horses to see a
waterfall. Breathtaking sights awaited us as we travelled the rugged mountain paths on energetic horses.
When we reached the waterfall, there were patches of snow on the ground. I drank hot tea and
shared parathas and potato crackers with my siblings. On our way back, it started snowing again. I
was delighted!
The next day’s itinerary featured Sonamarg - a trekking spot near a group of towering mountains
and glaciers. My sister found lots of scattered bones, horse teeth and a complete dog skeleton while
exploring. She was very excited to find them in such good condition. A while later, we left Sonamarg
behind with heavy hearts and proceeded to go to Pahalgam.
In Pahalgam we went to the Betab valley where the locals had constructed a sprawling park that
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seemed to go on forever. There were lots of pine trees and a stream with beautiful turquoise water.
My sister collected lots of dried pinecones and purple pebbles she found on the riverbank. Later, we
visited a Shiva Mandir located opposite a lavender park. Fir trees were pruned into very funny shapes
and sizes. We entered a mini zoo nearby where the caretakers welcomed us into enclosures of a
snow leopard and a Himalayan bear. We were terror-stricken but still got to see how they fed the
animals housed in not-so-strong looking cages. We stayed the night in our friend’s house with a huge
apple orchard in the backyard.
The next morning, our friends showed us the apple orchard in all its glory. It was the peak of the
harvest season. There were apples scattered everywhere and workers were separating them into different
grades for export. We then left the farm bidding everyone a heartfelt goodbye but not before stuffing
our bags with 20 kilos of apples!
The airport was like a real-life video game where there were many guns pointing out of seemingly
random places. This was not unusual because Srinagar has a military controlled airport. When we
arrived back home, I thought about the luxurious lifestyles we led compared to the people in Kashmir
who only had 8 hours of electricity a day despite literally freezing in the cold. Despite living in rough
conditions and constant political turmoil, the people of Kashmir are ever so loving and have a sense of
community which I think we sometimes lack. This was easily one of the most enjoyable experiences
I’ve had, and I hope to have more in the future.
Padmalakshmi Chidambaram, VII-C
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Dreams

We’ve all had some really weird dreams, haven’t we?
Dreams can be a mix of many things. It can be frightening, interesting, funny and flat out weird at
the same time. Have you ever been in a situation where after you wake up from a dream, you want
to tell people about what happened during the dream because you found it very interesting, but right
as you start telling them, or writing it down as an idea for a story, you just immediately forget most of
what happened in it? That happens to me a lot, sometimes even on a daily basis.
Some dreams, you can remember and in those dreams, you felt like you were in the real world,
and you can picture the dream itself in your mind. These dreams are called vivid dreams. During
some dreams, you can feel like it isn’t real, and you can control it a bit, using your mind to make
certain things and sounds appear. These dreams are called lucid dreams. Sometimes, you can have
both a lucid and vivid dream at the same time.
What’s really annoying though is that the moment you realize you’re actually in control, and you
can do anything imaginable, you wake up. It’s happened to me too many times to count.
As far as I can remember, I’ve had three straight up weird dreams.
The first one is very short, yet very weird. It was in our very school, but I was walking on bamboo
poles, for absolutely no reason. Then all of a sudden, I was walking towards the primary block, and
those poles just disappeared, and I fell. So normal, right? In addition to that, as I fell, the whole world
spun around, and when I hit the ground, I... didn’t feel anything. It felt as if I was floating and air, and
at that second, I felt my head hit my pillow loudly, and I woke up with a startle.
The second one is also short, yet bizarre. I was walking along small bridges which were made of
white brick walls and red brick, across small brooks. There were many birch trees around me, and yet
for some reason, I said to myself, “There are many acacia trees in this place!” After that, I jumped. I
didn’t jump to the height I normally jump to, though. I jumped extremely high, reaching the skies.
Quickly, I realized I was about to fall onto the ground, and needed to do something quickly. I tried
grabbing hold of a tree’s branch as a fell but slipped. I fell to the ground, and a similar thing to the
previous dream happened.
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Finally, the third and last dream I can remember. The weirdest out of all. Now, I really don’t
remember this one that clearly, but here’s the gist. I was in a shopping mall, trying to search for a
frying pan. I met a classmate of mine, who for some reason screamed at me. Scenes quickly changed
out of nowhere, and I ended up in our apartment, and I was holding some sort of small device. There
was some random armed person chasing me, looking towards the device in my hand. I ran away to
the staircase of the building, up and up. I saw a friend of mine, and my sixth sense told me this
building was going to blow, so I shouted to him, telling him to get the other residents of the apartment
evacuated. I reached the terrace and suddenly, my handheld a grenade. My sixth sense again told me
that the person was up to no good. If I was going to die, I’m taking him down with me. I took a glance
at the side of the terrace and saw all the residents safe downstairs, far away. I took off the pin of the
grenade and threw it down on the floor. It exploded, and the last thing of the dream that I remember
is me flying into the air after the impact of the grenade, and again, falling down to the ground, waking
up from the dream with a start.
Did I just get an idea for a story?
Aravind Nair, VIII-D
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To Read is to Imagine
A person who picks up a book,
And throws it out without a look,
Some might label them a crook,
As long it isn’t a huge textbook.
Some might follow in their wake,
And throw their textbooks in a lake.
But, now, now, enough of that,
Let’s go to our main topic, flat.
I won’t tell you the usual stuff,
The wonder, the beauty, all enough.
Yeah, you’re in a different world,
And you “wow!” to see the story unfurled.
It’s sad to see the joy defined
always in that same kind.
The feeling’s more than that, you know.
The more you read, the more you grow.
With every novel,
the more you marvel.
Without registering the words,
You see the stars, you see the birds.
As you picture it in your brain,
You feel the joy, you feel the pain.
As you read, your emotions change,
They can move from one to ten on any range.
Apart from reading to do,
I can watch the telly too.
When it’s on, it’s sad to see,
They’ve made a book into a movie.
Thank you for reading!
Keshav Mukund, VIII-D
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My favourite Harry Potter Character

*Contains spoilers
Harry Potter, a classic, is a much-revered series around the world. And for those of you who don’t
know, I’m the biggest Potter head you’ll ever meet. Now, everybody has favourites, even Snape. My
favourite Harry Potter character is Sirius Black.
There aren’t many good parents in the series. Mr. Weasely and Mr. Lovegood were wonderful
fathers. Lucius Malfoy wasn’t the best influence for his son Draco Malfoy. Same with the case of Mr.
Crabbe and Mr. Goyle.
Sirius Black was a special case. He was a part of a famous and feared pure-blood family (all
wizards, no muggles), the Blacks. He was cousins with Bellatrix Lestrange and Narcissa Malfoy. We
understand that the Blacks were supporters of Lord Voldemort, in the sense that they too supported
the idea of a society where only purebloods were in existence. Sirius, however, was against this idea.
He believed that everybody must be given a chance. This contrast in ideology got him removed from
the family.
He was a marauder in his school days and a good and loyal friend of James Potter. He is credited
to have been the Potters’ secret keeper, but we later learn that the Potters’ actual secret keeper was
Peter Pettigrew. He gets sent to Azkaban, the wizard prison, for he was framed for Peter’s “murder”.
He was believed to have been a Death Eater, a mass murderer and a notorious villain. After he
escapes Azkaban, Harry discovers that Sirius is his godfather and is led to believe that he is evil.
However, we come to understand that he is in fact a well-intentioned man.
In the later books, he is portrayed as an over-protective godfather. The death of Sirius Black was
highly unexpected. Sirius died a good man.
Sudiksha Sriram, VIII-D
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2022 Don’t Become 2020 too!
Masks are worn below the nose
And people take them off to pose
For pictures that are taken up close,
This is why corona rapidly grows.
Restaurants and malls are open
And contribute to spreading Omicron,
Theatres are open for you to come
And give Delta a grand welcome.
Let’s all resolve, this new year
To cease to live in sheer fear
And properly wear protective gear.
If we want to change the coming year.
Divyans Voona, VIII-D

Happiness is a chemical
Sometimes, we feel extreme happiness and then feel sorrow just an hour later. People also say
‘hope you stay happy always!’. It can be explained with a little biology and chemistry. There are 4
main chemicals in our brain: dopamine, serotonin, oxytocin, and endorphins. These chemicals help us
a lot and the people around us. Dopamine is released when we feel motivated. Such as completing an
assignment. Serotonin is the devil that causes mood swings. But it also makes us happy, build an
appetite, feel satisfaction, etc.
Oxytocin is the animal or cuddle hormone. When we are around a pet or around family, this
chemical is released. Endorphins are released when we laugh or exercise. It also acts as a temporary
cover for our pain. When we eat healthy food, our body knows it is doing something good and feels a
sense of accomplishment. This is due to the release of dopamine. Foods like chocolate and foods that
contain salt and oil release endorphins. They make us happy while masking the fact that we are
eating unhealthy.
Serotonin acts on our brain’s receptors and prevents anxiety, depression, and OCD (obsessivecompulsive disorder). Dopamine helps in learning, memory, and behavior. When endorphins are released,
we feel excited and euphoric. So if we want to stay happy always, we should do things for ourselves
and make sure there is a constant release of these chemicals. They say ‘happiness comes from
within, this is your scientific proof for it.
Nilotpala Karthik, VIII-D
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In future, ‘who am I?’

In future, ‘who am I?’
I want to reach sky high!
I want to glimmer, shimmer, sparkle and gleam,
And people tell me ‘Follow your dream’.
In future, ‘who am I?’
Probably a doctor, who attends the sick and ill,
Or even a surgeon, who is very precise, with great skill.
Maybe a teacher, who teaches her student,
Not only to be intelligent, but also elegant.
I may even become a lawyer,
who fights for justice, Or make new inventions, and become a scientist!
I can even treat unwell pets, and be a good vet,
Or a detective, a murder mystery I’ll inspect!
I may be destined to be an artist,
Or even play the piano, and be a pianist.
Probably an author, a novel I’ll publish,
Or even a scholar, with perfect English.
So, it goes on and on…..
In future, ‘who am I?’
Confused, I sit down to think,
From the ceiling to the wall, I blink.
Finally, it struck me who I should be!
A human being with good virtue and responsibility!
Maya Srivatsan, VIII-D

136

137

Persona
Police vehicles arrive with lights and sirens blaring into the narrow dark street.
The anonymous call had tipped them off about another dead body being found on the road. The
first two constables, on the scene, Manian and Manikkam, often called the “money”(mani) men jokingly
by the department, quickly set up a perimeter and waited for the forensic team to arrive.
Both were equally nervous, for they had one more important thing to do.
Manian: Irshya ma’am is going to be so angry if she finds out the serial killer has struck once
more!
Manikkam: We must call her, and this may not be the serial killer
Manian: Can’t you see, it’s the same killer, the same method, I will call her!
Manian (on the phone) hello ma’am, Ummm, that, sorry, to wake you, the serial killer has struck
again !! it’s the 7th murder...I am at the spot right now. Am sending you the details
Irshya: WHAT! Nooooo! I am on my way there NOW.
Irshya, the crime branch inspector, in charge of the serial killer case knowns as the three roses
killer, arrives on the scene, looking like the devil incarnate!
Manian: Ma’am, we are positive it’s the same killer because he has left the three red roses next
to the body as usual
Irshya walks around the scene, observing, muttering to herself, taking in all the details and suddenly
exclaims, “No, not the same killer, it’s a copycat”
Manikkam: How can you be so sure? All the evidence looks the same.
Irshya: No, it’s not a match, it’s three red roses with a blue satin ribbon tied in a bow, always,
there is no ribbon here, can’t you see?
Manikkam: Maybe the killer must have forgotten it, or it dropped somewhere else?
Irshya: NO, NO, NO, this is a different killer, I am sure! I WANT THIS KILLER TO BE FOUND
IMMEDIATELY . Both the constables nod their heads in unison, they had never seen her so angry or
irritated. They hurried away to complete the other formalities.
That night, Irshya sitting in her bed, angry, frustrated, and irritated, unable to sleep! Who could
this new killer be? How did they get the details of the methods of the serial killer? Absentmindedly,
her hand’s reach out to the blue satin ribbon on her nightstand and tie it into a bow. Only one thought
keeps repeating itself, as she drifts off into sleep, who is the other serial killer in town ?, i thought
i was the only one ?
Jahnavi Koushik, IX-B
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What is Comedy? What is Crime?

Two faces of the same coin are comedy and crime;
Which keep changing places from time to time.
We humans consider comedy as “divine”,
But forget that crime forms a part of our life’s integral design.
When our rulers rage wars to spread their wings undefined,
Do we enshrine them as “Gods” or call these acts “a crime”?
Let’s not forget the virtual media in which we are confined,
Is a hub of comedy and knowledge refined,
But can also perpetuate the fear of crime undefined.
For that matter if I eat junk food it is a crime,
But ghee and sugar laden dishes offered to God are considered divine!
When I scroll through my novels it is a waste of time – a crime?
But when my mother scrolls through her mobile she has the look that is divine!
If I scream or fight with my sister it is a vociferous crime,
But when elders talk aloud or laugh, I just have to resign!
It is best to do one thing at a time,
Sounds perfectly fine;
Then giving so many exams at a time,
Don’t you think is a crime?
I can still pen down my endless thoughts line after line,
But still fail to decipher,
What is comedy?
What is crime?
Sai Smrthi Subramanian, IX-A
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Envy

Envy is something all of us have felt it at some point. It might seem like a person has easily
acquired success, love, and quite frankly, happiness, while we struggle to achieve any one of those.
We live in a highly exhibitionist society, powered by social media. This creates more opportunities for
comparison. We have fallen prey to the delusion that everyone else’s lives are happier than ours,
more productive and even more valuable. We fall ill with the virus of illusion, infecting our minds with
delusion. It drives us crazy, making us do things we wouldn’t have done normally. It’s ok to feel
envious sometimes, as long as we make sure it doesn’t take full control of our mind. George Matthew
Adams, an American columnist once said “One reason why so many people are unhappy, not knowing
why, is that they have burdened their minds with resentments. These evil thoughts pile right on top of
happier and generous ones and smother them so that they never get expression.”
Today’s soap operas and movies repeatedly prove this statement right. The antagonist of a
cliché film is portrayed as the villain mostly because they are jealous of the protagonist being happy
and having a good life. Oftentimes, envy leads to depression and other mental health issues. When
your parents compare you to someone else, you won’t feel that bad. At least personally, whenever
this happened to me I’ve always had this fire going inside of me that makes me prove them wrong,
and it feels really good after I do. But, when we compare ourselves to someone else it’s much worse.
We do that only when we have lost all hope on ourselves and we believe that we can never be like
them. But we never understand that not everything that is displayed in all the social media platforms
are true. A celebrity may look really slim and pretty but you and I don’t know the amount of editing
done on that picture. And for all we know that’s not even how he/she looks in real life, or maybe they
have undergone many surgeries to look the way they do now.
Deciding who we are or shaping our lives based on the envious feelings we have for other
people ruins everything we have ever worked for our entire life. It might sound silly but I believe that
everyone is born with a purpose in life. Doesn’t matter if we do it or not. But we don’t need to do
what others do. We need not look like someone else to be desired by people. Not everyone might
like you for who you are but quality is always better than quality. It’s better to have a few people who
would love and adore you no matter what than lots of people who like you only when you change
yourself. In conclusion the message I want to convey through this article is, be jealous of people. Its
ok, all of us are humans too. But do not let it take full control of you. Never let it drive you crazy and
make you feel bad about yourself.
Dhanya.T.A, IX-A
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Green Revolution
Green is the colour of the revolution,
Which shook the farmers out of their hibernation,
Swaminathan was the chief architect,
Of methods that made the farmers introspect.

Food grains production increased manifold,
No more food imports lo and behold,
In UP, Punjab and Haryana,
Farmers attained nirvana.

Copious increase in earnings,
Once they imbibed the learnings,
Industrial revolution in agriculture, equipments,
Led to increase in tractor shipments.

Motors, pumps, fertilisers and pesticides,
All sold aptly with insecticides,
Rural employment shot up thanks to agri-reform,
As multiple cropping became the norm.

BIMARU labourers’ lives perked up,
As agri-production soared up,
All thanks to Dr. Swami,
Yummy food fills my tummy.
Supriti Kalidas, IX-B
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On a Day in School
It was a dreary day in November,
And truly one to remember.
In the blink of an eye,
Everything went awry,
And left me wishing it was already December.
I went down to the school grounds to play,
But the rain wanted to ruin my day!
They said it was a downpour,
Like they’d never seen before,
And for that, the price I must pay.
So I stomped to the library in a rage,
Hoping to lose myself in a page.
I took a book and tried to go,
But they said, “No, no!”
“That’s far too advanced for your age!”
In class we had a presentation,
Of a video with boring narration.
A voice kept droning,
As I kept groaning,
And wishing I was on vacation.
The bell rang for lunch break,
Where I made a big mistake.
I looked away for a blink,
I hardly even blinked,
And someone had stolen my cake!
Angrily, I marched to the gate,
Where I met up with my mate.
Together we ran,
To catch our van,
And found we were far too late!
Suddenly, I woke up in my bed.
Confused, I scratched my head.
Then started to beam,
As it was all a dream,
And classes were online, so there was nothing to dread!
Riya Venkat, IX-B
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The Nearing Crossroads

We are a species becoming increasingly dependent on technology. It isn’t just a tool to speed up
menial process anymore , it’s a wall that society leans on and it is supporting it more and more every
day. Which is why we need to acknowledge the fact that we are nearing a crossroads, one where we
decide whether we let technology take the reins and guide us into the future or we keep using it as a
tool and progress at our own pace.
To take the first path would mean that our fate would be in the palm of highly advanced computers
that mightn’t have our best interest at heart, mostly because they don’t have a heart. While we can’t
rely on its predictions and decisions concerning human beings that think irrationally most of the time,
we can use it to speed up research and automation.
Upon taking this riskier, albeit inevitable path due to our growing consumerism causing everything
to compete with a better version of itself, we reach a gorge. In the distance we can see a ledge that
we want to get to – A Utopia. To reach the other side, we have to jump the gorge with technology.
This dilemma could perhaps become reality one day and fragments of its existence are already popping
up.
Companies like Neuralink are conducting research on technological interface directly in our brain.
For now, the research is aimed in allowing quadriplegics to use computers. Other applications for
there research include restoring motor and sensory function and treating neurological disorders.
Perhaps in the near future when we start seeing humans and technology become one, we choose
whether to jump the gorge and march forward with technology side by side, or turn back from the
ledge and reach Utopia some other way…
Shlok, IX-B
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The Disappearance of Bobby Dunbar
A child of four, on an August day
on placid lake Swayze, had wandered away, out of sight,
and devoid from shore.
An eight month search, that seemed an eternity,
hopes waning in face of adversity
but found down south in a Baptist church,
based down south a child of four.
Taken from a woman, claimed to be his mother
was brushed aside like a wilted flower,
the kin confirm the child was he,
the one they lost, on that warm august day,
on placid lake Swayze, that child of four.
Took him home, lived out his life
begot four children who would later say,
“I wonder what happened to our father that day”.
They found that the story was not as was told,
but did reveal another twist and fold;
a test of kinship revealed that he,
was not a part of his family,
but belonged to that soul, all those years ago,
that woman that claimed him,
down south below.
This child of four now grown and gone,
August was offbeat from the one that day, lost on shore.
Then the true child of four, on that August day,
on placid lake Swayze, was declared forever gone,
forevermore.
Sixty years succeeding the second world war,
thus ends the case of Bobby Dunbar.
Pranav V Bommalapalayam, IX-B
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Library or Kindle

A reader lives a thousand lives before she dies. She can go to a magical school, be a descendant
of god and take part in the hunger games, but it is all incomplete without that sweet and musky scent
of paper. Replace the print books with a portable digital library, would the experience be the same?
To look at one side of the coin, an e-book allows you to store plenty of books on the device. Imagine
carrying just a tablet to school instead of a bulky bag of books. E- books also come along with the
read-aloud feature which resolves the misery you go through when that one gripping chapter has an
abrupt end when your mom calls you for chores. Here’s the biggest plus point- 33 million trees can
be saved from being chopped down each year! On the contrary, print books are easier on the eyes.
I definitely preferred it way more when we had hard copy reference material instead of PPTs. Science
also recommends you stick with print if you hope to get a good night’s rest.
It’s a feeling out of this world seeing pages waxing and waning on either side of the book- a clear
indication that you are unfolding into the story- both literally and figuratively. Lastly, printed books
have the superpower to take you deep into the book world and make you forget what’s happening
around you. Even the infinity gauntlet snap would not bring you back to reality. Most of the pros and
cons have been penned down, but I’m still on team print book because a world without print books is
like a body without a soul.
Shreya Harikumar, IX-C

145

Humans are Animals

Humans are beings, others animals.
Venomous, ferocious and cunning,
predators and preys alike.
Valiant saviours are we,
While living harsh lives on land,
Cruel and sinned are they,
Depriving us of our fundamental rights.

Remember when in need,
Never ever trust them.
You’ll find your skin as clothes,
Your nails- their jewels,
Your hair- their rightful luxury,
And their treats?
Nothing but blood and organs.

Animals won’t think twice to kill.
Barbaric, selfish and atrocious
monsters, mothers and cubs alike.
We must remember, not forget,
Deep down we’re all one.
Let us be humane. After all,
Humans too can be animals, others beings
Adithi Chandramouli, IX C
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On Hallow’s Eve
On Halloween night,
When the clock struck twelve,
On hearing strange noises with eerie light,
I went down to check if all was well.
In the Kitchen, stood a red-eyed, evil looking ghost,
Smiling creepily, into the air it rose.
Dragging me out through the backdoor,
Into a dark hideous castle, that was never there before.
Inside stood an old man who looked sad,
Just when I thought, “Well! It isn’t that bad”.
He slammed the rusty door behind with a bang,
And took out some knives along with a boomerang!
As I looked closer, I saw thousands of skeletons,
And dangling spiders spinning cobwebs in tons.
Walls lined with paintings of Vampires and Banshees,
Grinning uncannily at the sight of me.
With a deafening scream, I ran as fast as I could,
Like any innocent, petrified person would.
A spectre glided swiftly following my footsteps.
I ran up and down many many steps.
But it was getting closer and closer,
And I ran quicker and quicker.
For hours I ran, till I reached a door that read‘Keep out if you know what’s good !’
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As I entered the door, an alarm sounded
Making my heart race unbounded!
Suddenly, appeared a headless apparition
Gliding towards me, what a terrifying vision!
I knew the chase was at an end,
For I was at a dead end.
I let out a piercing scream of terror,
As it advanced nearer and nearer.
With a loud thud, I found myself on the floor,
Something was ringing, I have heard this sound before.
As I came to my senses, and put on my lenses,
I saw it was day time, with birds singing on the fences.
“Then was it all just a dream?”
My mind loudly screamed.
Remembering it all, my face turned green
Yikes! What a HALLOWEEN!
Amrita Ragunathan, IX-D
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VM - MY SECOND HOME

Its so good to be back at school,
Finally things are back to cool.
After a year of online classes,
It great to see all the faces.

As our stomachs begin to growl,
Hunger pangs are on the prowl.
The canteen massively starts to crowd,
With ravenous kids, so noisy and loud!

Every day at eight in the morning,
The school bells chime and ring.
Students hasten as lines are forming,
Lead by our prefects, prayers we sing.

Children sitting on the stone slabs,
Under the trees, sharing their snacks.
One another they playfully jab,
Sliding down the slide, the edges they grab.

Thereafter, begin the classes,
In studies, the morning passes.
There’s English, Science, Geography and History
Working out Maths is like solving a mystery.

When again the bell rings,
The afternoon session then begins,
Different languages we learn,
There’s Arts and Craft before we adjourn.

The most awaited period is PT,
It comes only once a while, a pity.
Our second favourite is the computer lab,
A period filled with activities, oh! So fab!

Boom! The bell goes at three,
The students are then set free.
But we are longing to be back next day,
For yet another splendid school day.

In VM, the students are like twinkling stars.
All our teachers are on Par,
With the best ones that our country has,
Both in knowledge and in class.

We are all proud VM-ITES,
We shout out with all our might“WE LOVE VM!!”
It truly is our second home!’
Amrita Raghunathan, IX-D
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Upper East Side

The premier of Malcolm Scorsee’s latest film ended with the praises of an enthralled audience.
This movie was quite special for him since it marked his fiftieth year in the cinema industry. For years
he’d been working for an Oscar, just missing it almost every time. This time he casted two new lead
actors, making a huge gamble with the amount of money that had been put into making this film. A
twenty-year-old, charismatic boy, Kevin Depp and an eighteen-year-old girl, Gwen Ryder who had a
style and face that was so attractive, it was clear to everyone that she would become soon if not
immediately after the release of the movie become new York’s ‘it’ girl. Trying out a new genre and
cast, though scary proved to be well worth the risk after he saw the effect it had created in the
audience.
Tribeca,
The suburban areas of this part of city are witnessing a threatening rise in murders by a serial
killer who seems to leave trails wherever he goes and yet manages to escape the police every time.
This clumsy yet scary killer is the talk of the town and the police are willing to go to any extent to
have down as soon as they can. Morgan, the lead inspector on the case has his head bent on resting
only after he finds the murderer and arrests him with his own hands.
Scorsee’s residence,
The small after party with some of the most important people involved in the movie slowly comes
to and end with everyone leaving. Depp and Scorsee sit down for some dessert to peacefully rejoice
their success with no one left in the eight-story mansion except them and Scorsee’s dog, Joe. As
Depp recollects some funny moments from the shoot, Joe jumps on his laps. Depp flares up way out
of proportion for this act and tells Malcolm, if it was up to him, he’d get rid of the dog right that
moment. Malcolm asks him what he means and Depp responds joking that if he could, he’d murder
anyone who disturbed his peace of mind. The uncomfortable Scorsee becomes disturbingly aware of
the fact that he is alone with this man in a mansion so huge no one would hear anything from the
outside. He laughs to end the silence. Depp continues, talking about the bizarreness of the correlation
between the recent murders by the serial killers and him. Three people he knew had been murdered
till then he said, his high school teacher, and two acting trainers of his. He recalls how unpleasant all
his interactions with these three had been, saying he saw why one might be triggered to kill them. The
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director is pale and scared to death from the turn of the events that had occurred in these last few
minutes. Joe worsens things, by continuing to run around Depp’s feet, irritating Depp again and again.
“It’s time”, says Depp. He excuses himself to use the restroom and right after he leaves, the power
goes out. The director rushes to take a gun he bought several years ago from his drawer and rushes
downstairs. His old age and lack of fitness deters him much in the process, and by the time he
reaches the first floor the actor was there as well. The actor walks clumsily, the darkness preventing
him from seeing anything clearly. Thinking he’s made his way to the basement to check the power, he
opens the microwave instead, wondering if he’d have such fancy power boxes now that he’s going to
make all this money. Humming to himself his favorite song he goes “do you know what’s worth fighting
for, when it’s not worth dying for”, the director stands by the staircase holding his gun on one hand
and switching on his phone in the other. Though well versed in his field, the director lacking any
knowledge of the world of music assumes this to be a message to him. Recollecting arguments with
the actor on some scenes of the movie, the actor confirms to himself that Depp is the murderer on
the loose. Depp opens the microwave, trying to find the switches and instead finding pieces of a cake
on his hand. He is just about to turn around when the director says “Don’t move, or I’ll shoot”. Recollecting
the serial killer’s murders and connecting himself with the other victims he knew, Depp immediately
figures that the man with the gun is in fact the serial killer. They both hear a sharp sound from the
stairs and joe soon jumps on top of Scorsee, without a clue of what’s happening at all. The gun falls
off the director’s hands and Depp leaps forward, taking it and shooting the director. He hears the
distant sirens of a police vehicle as the power returns, finding to his horror that the man with the gun
was not the serial killer, but the director. The police enter, and arrest him immediately. They find that
the trails the serial killer left behind in his previous murders were very similar to the surroundings of
the room, and consider the case closed in their minds. Happy at having finally found the serial killer,
Morgan, the inspector, arrests him with his own hands before leaving home.
Tribeca,
At his residence, Morgan sits in the verandah, peaceful and relaxed after achieving his goal.
Someone taps on his shoulder, and he turns around to find a man standing facing him, pointing a gun
to his forehead…….
Maithree Ramachandran, IX-D
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The fun they had

‘Where are we going?’ ‘Why wont you tell us!’ They asked once more. How much ever this
seems like a story that involves kidnapping, I’m asking you to not trust your instinct with this one. My
brother replies, ‘Oh it’s nothing, we’re just taking a small detour on our way home.’ My grandmother
tries asking me in sign language hoping I would budge, only to her dismay. Let me set the scene for
you. My grandmothers have just landed in Chennai hoping to be picked up at the airport by my
parents. Instead, my brother and I decided to pick them up and poke some fun at them, after all they
had just returned from the party capital of India. ‘So, what temples do they have in Goa? If you send
me a list I’ll check it off for you next time. And if you have any more in Bangkok, please book a ticket
for me too! You guys are old. I’ll come to help y’all’ They erupted in laughter ‘We told you; Goa was
only the nearest airport to the temple site! We’ll have to go another time for the parties.’
My other grandmother says with a mischievous smile ‘Paatis at the party, the crowd’ll go wild!
Now will tell you tell us where you’re taking us or shall I call your mother?’ ‘There’s no need for that;
we’re already here.’ My brother says smugly. The sign outside read Starbucks coffee and inside you
could see them all; the businessmen with their laptops, the foreigners longing for a taste of home,
even if it were an overly sweet and expensive one, and the couples desperately hoping to not get
caught by their parents whilst on a date. Everyone stares at us as we walk in. I guess going on
coffee dates with your grandmothers isn’t a very common sight to be seen. But breaking traditional
barriers was something they were used to. After all; travelling across the country in your seventies
with your sister, is nothing but shattering society’s dictum of how women should conduct themselves.
Shiva Ravishankar, X-A
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NFT
A very famous singer named PostMalone had bought the bored ape nft and joined the Bored Ape
Yacht club at the price of two ferrari’s When asked about it he said the bored ape nft was a bigger
‘flex’ than the ferraris. Ferrari has in fact teamed up with Velas network a digital firm for making NFTs
for its customers. Ubisoft’s ‘Ghost Recon Breakpoint ‘has opened up Quartz, a platform to sell collectibles
in the game in the form of NFTs. Well all of this is fine but what exactly are NFTS, and why is it such
a huge news? NFT’S are an abbreviation for Non Fungible Tokens ,a rather odd name I know that,
but trust me everything about this is nothing but bizarre.
This simply means there is only one of this in the entire world .Fungible simply means replaceable
so non-fungible is obviously irreplaceable. NFTs basically consists of online artworks, GIFs [graphics
interchange format], small animations. Speaking candidly an NFT can be termed as anything which is
an unique digital form of an asset It can even be a tweet for instance Jack Dorsey who had the first
tweet on Twitter sold it for 3 million.People are now basically collecting valuables online. How do you
even buy these ? Well here comes the interesting part, everyone can see these animations right, so
why buy when you can see the picture online? The beauty is that these NFT’S are mainly bought via
eretheum which is a crypto currency.
A blockchain which basically is a portal for transferring your coins to another person, should be
made by someone, the specific term is mining it. Mining these currencies imply that you have to
create new coins, verify if the buyer has sufficient coins and then verify the trade and this is done by
no middle man but multiple servers and hours of coding by the public.Now why was I talking about
block chain and crypto currencies instead of NFT’S? Here’s why, since everything is online anyone
can view it. Anyone can can see that a transaction of 1631 ETH from a malaysian businessman to
Jack Dorsey for his tweet and that gives him his status symbol.
The transaction is public the businessman has rights to the tweet and can do whatever he want
with it. He can use it to advertise or to use it for his instagram profile and personally I don’t see
anything crazy in why people are paying for NFTs. It is simply collecting valuable items but with
today’s technology we can buy it from our home. Honestly I believe this might be of great help for the
future generation of artists and entrepreneurs who can continue imagining beyond their limit. Hope
this was absurd or bizarre enough for everyone.
Aniruddh, X-A
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Why wars aren’t all bad

Wars are essentially events which cause great leaps in the fields of science and technology.
Reason: Governments don’t cap the budget of research organizations during wartime situations.
A good example for this statement would be the cold war:
The Soviets launched Sputnik 1, the world’s first artificial satellite which began to haunt the
Americans in their sleep simply because it demonstrated the USSR’s capability to use space for
warfare operations.
Alarmed by this, the United States government founded and funded NASA.
Although the first few launches were failures, the urge to not lose to the soviets drove the Americans
to the Moon, literally.
There were conceptual rockets like the Saturn C-5N which could land humans on another planet
and we had plans to land on mars by as early as 1980. Sure, these designs weren’t as safe as we’d
like today but NASA (or any other space agency) needed more investment in basic research to
design and test new rocket motors, which the government wasn’t willing to provide after the cold war
was over. It’s been 52 years since we landed on the moon and we are yet to land on mars.
I’m not saying we need another cold war for humanity to become interplanetary, but acknowledging
the fact that the governments do not invest in space research unless there’s a war makes you wonder
about the driving force behind all our amazing feats.
Santosh Bala N, X-A
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Ten Steps
One step, two steps,
Into the storm,
Into the darkness; away from the known,
Away from the light, farther from home,
Sunken in fear, completely alone.
Three steps, four steps,
Into the fray,
Into the depths; under the waves,
Under the pressure, sinking away,
Deeper and deeper, losing my way.
Five steps, six steps,
Into the kill,
Into the stillness; surrender my will,
Surrender desire, unable to feel,
Nothing to hope for, nothing to heal.
Seven steps, eight steps,
Out from the night,
Out of the horror; in spite of the fright,
In spite of the bleakness, inspired to fight,
Above the deep murk, glows a dim light.
Nine steps, ten steps,
Out from the snare,
Out of death’s clutches; swim up if you dare,
Swim with lungs burning, towards the sun’s glare,
Breaking the surface, gasping for air.

Arya Harishankar, X-B
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Who will change the World

Mahatma Gandhi rightly said, “Be the change you wish to see in the world”. How should we go
about implementing this change? Is there a right time for it? We spend all our lives waiting for a big
opportunity-a big break to come. What we don’t realize is that its already there waiting for us all
along. All we have to do is utilize our current resources to make small changes that we believe would
make our world a better place.
We have the power to change our life, job, organization, city, country and even the world. And
we can do this with whatever job we are doing right now. We often say that rules, insufficient finance
and not enough authority or power prevent us from excelling at our current jobs and making a difference.
Well, the truth is that no one is going to give us this power. We have to take this power ourselves.
There is no such thing as a small job or a small role. Every job has the ability to create an
impact on people if the person decides to wield the responsibility that comes along with it in order to
create profound impacts. We should not hide under excuses. The important thing for us to decide is
that whether we are going to continue to crib, complain and live under comforting myths or strive to
make changes in the world by doing our current jobs differently.
Everywhere around us progress happened because some individual did not see himself or herself
as ‘just doing a job”. They were ordinary people like us who lacked power and authority but they
greatly impacted society by changing an existing track and taking to a whole another orbit. They were
able to make such quantum differences without even switching to bigger jobs or waiting for bigger
opportunities to come. They set their minds to the change they envisaged and worked for it regardless
of power, support or even encouragement.
Steve Jobs for example joined a team of techies designing a user friendly computer and reframed
the challenge from making a user friendly device to an insanely great one. This is how the great
Macintosh was born and millions of people with no programming experience use a computer or a
smart device today. Closer home, take the example of SR Rao and the changes he made in Surat.
He took over as the Municipal Commisioner of Surat after the 1995 plague had devastated the city.
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He transformed Surat from being one of India’s filthiest cities to its second cleanest one in just 20
months. He made this change in the plague-infected city with no additional resources, support or
directive handed to him. He just performed his job differently and shifted the orbit of an entire city.
And Surat was no small city. Being the second largest city of Gujarat, it was home to a large density
of population.
People like Jobs and Rao did face obstacles. People opposed them and tried to suppress their
ideas. But in the end they did not buckle down. They always found a way around the blocks to
overcome obstacles.
The majority of us find it easier to avoid a tide instead of conquering it. In doing so we prohibit
ourselves from carrying out large scale changes ad orbit-shifting transformations.
Visionaries are not born as geniuses or great people. They are just normal people like us. They
did not wait for the right time to take on the world with their ideas and envisages. They all faced
problems and setbacks at some point in their lives. But they worked hard and did not collapse under
pressure. They found a way out of problems by exercising their minds. They did not loose heart
when their path was blocked or resources limited. They believed in their ideas that would transform
the world.
We are also such ordinary people with great ideas that have large impacts. If these people
succeeded then why can’t we? It is up to to us to decide whether we want to look back at our lives
and see solid achievements or a chain of excuses.

Kritie Sabharwal, X-B
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Sing while you study
As Stevie Wonders said, “Music, at its essence, is what gives us memories. And the longer a
song has existed in our lives, the more memories we have of it.”
Whether it’s a catchy song in a different language or a song made by you and your friends,
certain music takes us back to good times. Every time I remember the “songs” my sister and I
created, my mind goes back to our trips to Dharamshala and Japan. This is how music evokes
memories.
Anything can evoke memories, be it taste or smell. What makes music evoking memories something
special?
Have you ever wondered how you can remember the lyrics of a song from 20 years ago, but not
something you studied yesterday? While there is no emotion attached to studying the equations, we
can remember lyrics as they have embedded an emotion in us. There are two parts that connect
music and memories - the first being musical memory, and the second being music evoking memories.
Musical memory has memories related to songs, beats and so on - even songs that have nothing
to do with the music industry! Music evoking memories is something deeper, where a song or symphony
brings back a vivid memory, like my example. Rather than something being repeated many times, a
particular tune or musical setting can take us back to a special scenic view, or a visit to a favourite
restaurant.
I am going to be elaborating a bit on musical memory. The right side of our brain has auditory
nerves responsible for musical memory. Our musical memory is honed from a young age: We were
taught the ABCs in the form of a song, and to this day, when we are saying them in our head, we
say them in the same sing-song voice, with the same pauses.
The more we familiarise ourselves with a song, the faster we learn the lyrics and beat drops by
heart. Especially in the pop genre, the chorus remains the same throughout the song to make it
catchy and easier for people to absorb. Generally, the first line and the chorus are repeated multiple
times, being the first things that resonate with us.
In the same line, listening to audio clippings repeatedly is a popular way of studying, as our
subconscious absorbs the same information multiple times, committing it to memory. So, the next
time you try to learn the words for a rap, or study for a test, your musical memory can help you out!
Shraddha Anu Shekar, X-B

160

Grounded
Bang. Bang.
Tap. Tap. Tap. Tap. Ta[
Bang. Bang. Bang
Locked in.
Two hours ago, he would have never thought he could land in such a mess.
Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang.
He pounded his fists on the door with all his strength, screaming at his mother to let him out.
When his fists began to hurt, he kicked the door in frustration. The only reward for his efforts was a
bruised toe. Tiring of the continuous strain, all his outwardly facing body organs beaten and sore from
being thrown against a rigid door, and occasionally when his aim was off, a rigid wall, he gave up and
reflected on the choices that had led him into this situation. The door had beaten him, and he was a
sore loser. In case it was unclear because of the meandering run-on (he really needed to stop writing
these long sentences), the previous sentence was a pun on the one before it about his outwardly
body organs, albeit one that could have been phrased better, which he would take care of while
editing. Damnit, another run-on. Okay, he would write concisely from now on.
12:07 pm:
Finished watching Bheeshma Parvam. Good movie, very stylistically made, echoing ancient and
modern epics without being too derivative in a Tarantino-esque homage, although very predictable
and lacking in real content, a classic case of style over substance. And since he had just written a
run-on as the second sentence of this new, concise writing style, he decided he might as well take it
as a sign from his muse and abandon the whole enterprise.
12:10 pm
He grabbed the gun as he executed triple backflip (in his mind) and a side spinning roll (almost
real) onto the bed, firing twice into the heart of his killer. His mom entered the room and threatened
to take away all rights to watch violent media if he didn’t stop fighting imaginary villains immediately.
He spat out the blood from his mouth in disgust at this murder of Art.
12:20 pm
He shut the bathroom door, having taken ten minutes to grab a towel to take a shower. The
shower itself was pushed to the end of the bathroom itinerary, making way for more important things
like a nuclear crisis, the death of a friend, and an assassination attempt, all of which were solved by
prancing around naked and drenched in water, fighting off invisible shower assailants in slo-mo.
1:15 pm
He was rudely interrupted mid-kick by what appeared to be a Richter 8 earthquake, the whole
bathroom shaking. He made arrangements to take cover underneath the washbasin before realizing it
was his mother screaming at him to come out. She had noticed multiple sneezes that he had deemed
to be less important than the fate of the world resting on his shoulders (or more accurately, his fists)
– or used to rest, before the aforementioned action sequence
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1:17 pm
With a towel precariously tied around his waist, he came out of the bathroom dripping wet, but
not actually showered since there was no time. Much of the rant he received was tuned out by his
brain in the usual fashion but he noticed the gritted teeth, since they would come in handy in an
argument against household inequality – how come his mom was allowed to grit her teeth if he wasn’t?
The devil (at the moment) wanted to extinguish the blessed touch of holy water with hellfire. Angered
(and maybe a teensy bit scared), he grabbed the bare essentials and locked himself up in his room
1:20 pm
His mother banged on the door and ordered him to come out. He responded with eloquent (Noooooo!
No, no, no, no, no!) well structured (what problem your?) and razor-sharp logical (why don’t you come
out?) arguments that a used objective facts to appeal to the cold, hard reason of the oppressor (I
hate you!)
Realizing (ten years late) that argument with her son was futile, she locked the door from the
outside, and waited for the horrific reality to sink in. The horrific reality sank in.
Showing remarkable dignity and emotional maturity, he begged her, tears pouring down his face
like milk from a secret tap in a temple snake-mound (the tears being about as authentic as the godly
milk) to let him out. He grasped the doorknob like it was her foot and very graphically described how
he would die of suffocation of thirst (patently untrue: there were two windows and a balcony in the
room, and he had brought two bottles of water with him, half-seriously envisioning camping inside on
a hunger strike)
When his throat failed him, finally giving up and surrendering unconditionally after years of cruel
ill-use had ravaged it, he resorted to banging on the door with his fists, feet, elbows, chest, back and
once, (rather unwisely) his head. Which is where, if he recalled correctly, he had left off. Which in turn
begged the question of why this whole roundabout flashback was necessary in the first place, when a
linear story would have serviced just as well, but he justified that to himself as artistic choice (popularly
known as pretentious nonsense)
In despair, he slumped down slowly, sliding against the door, banging on it all the while. He lay
face down, exhausted, but he raised a limp fist to the door and banged on it once feebly before his
hand gave out, falling to the ground. He lay thus, spreadeagled, for a few seconds, finding it a powerful
and moving scene, after which he realized that his mom had left a while ago, and in any case would
not be able to see him behind the door.
He reflected on the unfairness of it all. Why, it wasn’t his fault, anyway. Everyone knew all teenage
angst was because of hormones.
He rose and looked around him for something that could help him escape the room. His first
thought was the obvious one – the balcony. He was fed up with life anyway. He envisioned leaving a
spiteful note and jumping, his mother cradling his bloody head (separated from the body due to the
force of the impact), apologizing & pleading for him to come back to her. The thought brought tears to
his eyes and nausea to his mouth (owing to its extremely graphic nature), but he knew of its low
feasibility as result of his living on the first floor. Thank goodness. He really didn’t want to die before
the multiverse took root and Disney took over the world or before the metaverse took root and stupidity
took over the world. He simultaneously cursed and thanked his parents for not renting a fourth-floor
house. The most he would get at this height was broken legs. That opened up a new, much more
interesting line of inquiry.
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He would jump, and they would take him to a psychiatrist.
“What prompted you to attempt suicide?”
“Mm. No. Not suicide. Calculated risk. Give them a shock. Trees break my fall. Also my legs, but
not going to play pro-cricket, yes?”
That was good, actually. Really good.
Inspired, he clambered onto the balcony’s ledge. He looked down, saw the vast abyss below him,
and bravely chickened out. No matter. He’d used the psychiatrist scene in something else.
He looked around for something else he could use to escape. The room was filled with so much
random garbage, that James Bond, and even, on one of his better days, Austin Powers, could have
escaped in a few seconds. However, he was soon forced to admit to himself that he was no James
Bond. He began to realize why Dr. No was always so confident of his death traps. He would not have
lasted 10 minutes over the crocodile pond.
Armed with this depressing knowledge, the most useful thing he could find was a long bicycle lock
made of carbon fibre. He twisted the ends and made a noose using a bow-line knot, perhaps the first
and only time going to the boy-scouts had been useful. He slipped it under the door and called for his
mother, with a vague idea of letting her step in to the loop and tripping her, without much thought on
what he would do next.
It was just as well, then, that his mother didn’t show up. He then thought of calling the police.
After all, his mom was violating the Juvenile Justice Act of 2015 and facing up to 3 years of rigorous
imprisonment. Wow, who would have thought this short story would have been so informational?
Regrettably, however, he had neglected to bring a phone although he had brought the aforementioned
bare essentials of 2 toy pistols, a rifle, a notebook and a pen.
Anyways, he had trouble starting phone conversations with his best friends. He would probably
cut the call in fright as soon as the police officer picked up. Also, he knew in the back of his mind, that
his mother, would open the door in an hour or two. He wished he had had, the presence of mind to
lock himself in the adjoining room. There, at least, was a cupboard full of books to pass the time.
He considered tying a saree to the fan and pretending to hang himself, giving his mom the shock
of her life. However, on actually trying it out, he found that he was a few inches too short to reach the fan.
Finally, he decided to write about the horrific imprisonment to take his mind off things. But halfway
through, the smell of biriyani wafted to his nostrils. Oh, what he would do to taste fresh air again! To
eat, to move freely! He went to the window and gazed out wistfully, the light shining through the bars
of the prison cell playing with shadows on his face. Oh, to be free again! ToThe door opened.
“Come outside and eat”, his mom ordered.
He went out noiselessly and brought the biryani back inside the room.
“Don’t talk to me”, he said.
He slammed the door and locked himself inside.
Note: Based on a true story. Someone else’s true story. Note the use of third person.
Vishal D Rajesh, X-B
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RED
It was a regular day at work, I was having my morning coffee while doing my paperwork after
which I headed towards one of the most essential cravings of my life which cheered me up whenever
I was feeling low, helped me solve many cases and is very important for others too I reckon -the
vending machine. It boasts of all kinds of snacks- chips, chocolates, biscuits and also some items not
touched by anyone -the healthy cup soups.
As a detective I had solved many cases. But this particular case was peculiar.
I had received some calls from the neighbourhood reporting suspicious activity in a house after
years of no signs of movement. Loud noises followed by absolute silence and continuous red smoke
emerging from the chimneys.
The neighbours were scared to step out of their houses and isolated themselves inside.
I started the search near the premises - the third building from the left seemed strange not just
the fact that they had random Christmas decorations with Red lights and stars in the month of May,
but the door was very niche – it was painted a bright red and the handle was all golden and surprisingly
long like Aladdin’s lamp.
I looked through the window and was alarmed to see blood splattered on the ground and immediately
called the task force for support backup.
Two other colleagues arrived and we were all set. We knocked the door but to no avail. We
approached through the back door but it was locked too. Left with no other choice, we bashed and
forced through the door. The whole house inside seemed to be silent and was stuffy.
There was a pungent smell of freshly baked cakes –something definitely not expected.
Then we saw it, the most unexpected
A young woman clad in red with freshly baked cake in her hands.. her friend painting the room
with Christmas red jitters all around.
It was a delayed Christmas reunion for the two child hood friends after years of isolation due to
COVID restrictions.
Sai Hari.V, X-C

164

Silent Witness
We made a deal, the chopping board and Me,
And it pledged to stay quiet about the things it did see.
With ingredients like parsley, oregano, and thyme,
It is seen me do things that are considered to be crime.
During my adventures with cooking and the skills I want to master,
I have created some horrors shoddier than Frankenstein’s monster.
We all know that plastic and glass are not quite as good,
But it thinks it is because of secrets that I have kept my cutting board of wood!
Crime Scene
There was a murder, and a woman was killed,
She was found in a bathtub that was partially filled.
Then came two policemen and went into the house
and questioned the dead woman’s spouse.
He had just come home from work after a laborious night
and found his wife, Oh! what a terrible sight!
The younger policeman looked on with dismay.
He would never forget that dreadful day.
He saw the dead woman from behind the door
and empty food cartons scattered all over the floor,
Strewn berries and slices of fruit,
and dollops of cream, butter, and honey to boot.
‘’Who could have done this awful thing?’’
His voice had a dismayed, deplorable ring.
‘’Just search for the clues,’’ ordered Sergeant Riller.
Then the young policemen exclaimed in horror!
‘’Sir, It looks like the work of a cereal killer”.

Suhanthika S, X-C
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Smiley Face
He runs away, he sprints,

It seems like hours later,

He sees it in the distance,

When he finally reaches ‘it’,

He looks closer, he squints,

His chances are much greater,

And he starts, with joy, to dance.

His confidence grows a bit.

he knows that ‘it’ is his way out,

He looks around and sees nothing,

It’ is located near a boulder,

His heart skip a beat, then beat fast,

It’s his only chance, no doubt,

Where is the man who’s been tailing

As he runs, he looks over his shoulder

Him? Is this breath his last?

Looking back, he sees what he fears,

He looks at ‘it’ once more,

Not watching the ground, he trips,

‘It’ is his precious car,

He falls in a daze of sand and tears,

He stares inside the car door,

In agony, his torn knee, he grips.

The man is no longer seen from far.

The sight that fills him with dread,

The man sits at the car’s wheel,

It makes him jumps back up again,

He’s staring, with hatred at him,

He knows if he stops he’ll be dead,

In the man’s hand glints sharp steel,

If it’s the man who’s caused so much pain.

He sees it, though the light is dim.

The man says he wants to kill him,

The light is dim, his time is up,

And so he runs further away,

Resignedly he sits on the floor,

The man’s face looks quite grim,

The man asks him ‘What’s up?’

He’s been running for a night and day.

And the man opens the car door.

‘It’ is sitting in the middle of the desert,

Skanda D.B, X-C

‘It’ seems to get no closer,
‘It’s been sitting, collecting dirt,
How long now, he isn’t sure.
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Humour Heist
A guy walked into a little corner store with a shotgun and demanded all the cash from the cash
drawer. After the cashier put the cash in a bag, the robber saw a bottle of scotch that he wanted
behind the counter on the shelf. He told the cashier to put it in the bag as well, but he refused and
said, “I can’t because I don’t believe you are over 21.”
The robber said he was, but the clerk still refused to give it to him because he didn’t believe him.
At this point the robber took his driver’s license out of his wallet and gave it to the clerk. The clerk
looked it over, and agreed that the man was in fact over 21 and he put the scotch in the bag. The
robber then ran from the store with his loot.
The cashier promptly called the police and gave the name and address of the robber that he got
off the license.
They arrested the robber two hours later.
Mahathi Guntuka, X-C

Crime and comedy
Cameron Wesley was oh-so-messy,
Their middle name ought to be naughty.
Donning a blue bell jumpsuit with a dog name Jessi,
The red shoes they skipped in were very glossy.

They made children laugh,
And gave criminals a run for their money.
They’d probably scare a lion,
And make it scuddle back to its mummy.

Their every quality was quite the anomaly.
There were no ends to what they’d do,
In the name of comedy.

They were a walking contradiction,
Quite the unsolvable equation.
But this tiny child was a very funny person,
And that was for certain.

From pink pom-poms in the sky,
To hiding their blue car in their dad’s cherry pie.
Their greatest accomplishment,
Was making a mime wail and cry.
Shreya Chandrasekar, X-D
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My favourite Feline

Just like everyone else, I was fighting a losing battle with the pandemic blues, desperately holding
on to my sanity before I could spiral into a vertigo of boredom and inertia; until one day, I got a phone
call from my aunt; a phone call that changed my life completely.
I met my soft fluffy ball of happiness, two years ago. My aunt found her wandering on the dusty
streets alone - scared yet curious. She had detached from her mother (as a feigned act of bravery, I
suppose!) and was bobbing her tiny head about, to see who would take notice of her. Quite brave of
a 2 week-old kitty, I would say. As soon as I received the phone call about her, I rushed to her
location, tenderly picked her up and brought her home. I made her comfortable in my room where she
experimented and sniffed every corner just like a dog (as irony would have it). For the first 3 weeks at
home, she didn’t dare to venture out of my room. Since then, she has grown to become quite bold
and feisty!
Milo is not just any other alley cat; she never likes to mingle with the neighborhood cats. She is
a home-lover and prefers to stay inside her comfort-zone, much to the annoyance of my mom who
believes that she should learn to be more “social”! But, when the time comes to defend herself (or to
attack other cats) she proves that she is no less than a member of the cat family and its towering
beasts, fiercely hissing out at her opponents. She is very loyal to my family members, so much so that
she gives a low menacing growl every time she senses an outsider coming to our doorstep.
Playfulness is second nature to her, and she does not need much, to get her game-mood on; a
crumpled ball of paper that is carelessly thrown on the floor heightens her senses and before we
know it, that poor crushed paper is already being tossed around the house at lightning speed! To my
sister’s and my annoyances, she admires my dad the most and is his ardent follower, although we
give her all the attention any pet would ever dream of! She isn’t a typical cat who likes to be petted or
sits near you while you are busy finishing your homework, but having her around has definitely helped
me cope with the stress I faced during the pandemic, and undoubtedly, she is the most fun little ball
of joy to be around.
Raksha R.V., X-D
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Living in the Digital Age

“Mom I’m running a little late, be home in 10", “Mom I’m on a meet with my friends so just ping
me when food’s ready please.” I’m pretty sure these have become common WhatsApp messages to
your moms. Well, my topic for this article is going to be on the pros and cons of digital age living.
For us- the 2k kids, our exposure to technology has been tremendously more than the previous
generations. The ongoing pandemic has further accelerated technology’s penetration into our daily
lives. We Indians always like to look at the positive aspect of things first so let’s start with the pros of
technology. The first is that it completely erases geographical boundaries; if your friend has moved
abroad and you want to stay connected with it takes you just a few snaps or dms or even a video call
anytime you want (keeping in mind the time difference obviously!!). The next aspect would be that
technology has not only had a positive impact on personal life but also on the professional one. We
have a real-life example of this in the form of the Uolo app which our very own school uses to send
information and announcements about school timings, tests, holidays etc. Last but not least is our
favourite aspect - Entertainment! No one can deny the amount of joy and happiness technology gives
us in the form of social media apps or even games for that matter. Research studies even show that
there has been a drastic increase in the users of social media since the pandemic entered our lives.
All our grandpas and grandmas no longer wait for their favorite serials to air on television as they
have mastered the art of using apps like Hotstar and sunNxt over the past couple of years.
Corollary to these benefits, infringement of technology has its fair share of perils. Gadgets command
a larger and larger share of people’s time leading to more sedentary lifestyles and absence of physical
activity. Children have become so obsessed with their gadgets that even games like cricket and badminton
can now be played online!! Chats and messages have become the new norm, being preferred over
face-to-face communication. The prevalence of e-meets, e-functions and e-events for both social and
professional matters, especially during the lockdowns when most weddings and receptions were being
live streamed, make people more distant and create wedges in relationships, both on the personal as
well as professional front.
If we are already overwhelmed by technology’s intrusion into our lives, then a small glimpse into
the future awaits us…. A daughter living in Mars texting her mother in Mylapore on a futuristic chat
engine called M2E:
Daughter – “Hey M! Howdy? Finally my Grad ceremony is 2day. Sharing live link. B there with
pops”
Mom – “Gud morning dear. Sending Kabali’s blessings for your day. Shall watch and celebrate
with you. Waiting to face time!”
Daughter – “Hope u come to Mars soon. Missing you”
Smruti. C, X-D
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Is India Well Suited to Host the 2036 Olympics?
Hosting the Olympics has always been the pride and prestige of all countries. While some say
that hosting the Games means a huge financial debt, some say that it will spur economic development.
But what matters here is the country that is going to host the Games.
Nowadays with developed countries showing reluctance to host the Games, developing countries
have to carry the mantle. Money is not the only factor that has to be taken into consideration for
hosting the Games. The Olympics has a social and environmental impact too. Developing countries
stand to gain a lot from hosting the Games and will gain global recognition.
As for India, hosting the Olympics is a golden opportunity for showcasing its culture and economy
to the world and it has taken right step by bidding for the 2036 Olympics.
India has hosted a number of
international sports events such as the
Asian Games, Military World Games,
World Table Tennis Championship, etc.
but it is often associated with the
corruption and mismanagement that had
taken place while hosting the 2010
Common Wealth Games. Many changes
have taken place from then till now. India
is now being recognized by many
countries. It is identifying and leveraging
its current strengths. For example, in the
beginning of the pandemic India was
worst hit by the virus. But now, India has
registered an excellent record in tackling
the Covid 19 Pandemic. In contrast, the
world’s leading economy, the United
States, was caught in the shackles of the
virus. India will not repeat its mistakes.
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Many point out that lack of infrastructure makes India unfit for hosting Olympics. Investment in
infrastructure is necessary for the economy and hosting the Games provides a wonderful opportunity
for this. India must build an overarching long term plan in the country of which the infrastructure being
built for Olympics is only a part and the plan would continue to play out even after the end of the
Olympics. Sports will be promoted in the country to a large extent. The children who are now going for
maths and science tuitions will start going for sports coaching and this will lead to a lot of young
budding Indian athletes achieving tremendous feats in the Olympics and other sports events. Sports
will become popular in India. The infrastructure built for the Olympics can be used for hosting other
multilateral sports events too.
The main drawback, being stated time and again, for any host nation is Financial restrain. India,
being the fastest growing economy, is bound to gain from the Olympics. Employment will be generated
on a large scale and it will be permanent. Many industries will come up and the Olympics will invite
many investors. The economy and industry will boost up in India. Indians will not go to foreign countries
for high salaries but stay in their motherland. Rather, foreigners would come to India. By 2036, numerous
developments are bound to take place. The tourism industry will also be boosted and revenue from
tourism will be huge.
Everything is not about money and hosting the Games would bring out the best in us in different
spheres such as engineering, construction, healthcare, tourism, sports event management, media and
TV, showcasing cultural aspects and promoting brotherhood and harmony.
Even if we spend a huge sum on hosting the Olympics, the return is sure to come in doubles and
triples. Moreover, the Government would not have bid for the Olympics unless India is ready.
In the 2020 Tokyo Olympics, India finished 48th on the medal tally which has been its highest
ranking. India is on the right track and is making a power packed comeback. The 2036 Olympics can
be held grandly in India and India is very well suited to host the 2036 Games.
Shruti Srinivasan, XI-D
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A Silent Spectator
Let me tell you the tale,
Of a young girl of eighteen,
Who knew where she wanted to be.
On a stage, doing graceful ballet,
For the whole world to see.

Relatives of the groom came in droves,
To see if she was fit for their darling boy;
Fit to serve him for life, to start a family,
To be entrapped in a household forever.
All this time, her opinion lay disregarded,
She is only 18, what does she know?
Her dreams thought of in the modern day,
Were left in disarray.

But alas, her father did not see this fit.
Why must a fair, well-mannered girl,
Be forced to perform, in front of predatory eyes,
Nothing more than a skit?
Soon wedding day dawned upon the bungalow,
Along with all the pomp and grandeur.
She tried to speak her loudest against it,
The bridegroom greedily waited for his dahej,
I will not have this!
Whilst the bride dressed in gold lay in wait upstairs.
I will not let my plan of tomorrow,
Be thrown into a dustbin today.
She lay in wait upstairs, for her fate,
For the demise of her dreams and aspirations.
Hush, my child! beckoned her mother.
She looks up to the sky, and asks her creator,
For your father has a plan.
Why did you make me a silent spectator?
Thought of yesterday,
For tomorrow.
And so it was, she was to be married,
To a young man of twenty five.
To America they would go,
The land of the free.

Dhruv Vijairam, XI-C
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Do warrior women need to wield swords?
We’ve all read books with female centric storylines. Throughout the years, the idea of a female
lead has greatly evolved. Whether it be Elizabeth from Pride and Prejudice or Jane Eyre, the idea of
a strong woman is constantly evolving. In recent times however, the notion of a powerful female has
been interpreted in the literal sense, which in some ways is great to read, but it brings about a very
important question- Is it necessary?
We see dynamic characters like Katniss Everdeen from the Hunger Games, and Beatrice Prior
from The Divergent Series. These women wield swords and guns, train for war and fight the patriarchy
with their fists, and as much as I love a good warrior woman, it somewhat ruins overall interpretation
of what a female lead should be. For example, Matilda was equally as polarising as any fighter. Hear
me out here, she didn’t need any arrows or spears, her attitude towards her rights with respect to
education and the fact that she recognised her family’s oppressive tendencies is a perfect description
of how a woman generally thinks. She didn’t need to do much, a few rebellious activities here and
there proved her point well enough.
The women in our lives may not be the brawniest physically, and they don’t go training for battle
every other day, at least not in the literal sense. A female lead in a book doesn’t need to use literal
rifles, the bullets she shoots with her words are far more effective. The patriarchy doesn’t require to
be bashed up, a woman standing up to report something dishonourable is a bigger jab than any
beating you could give a chauvinist. No woman is truly a damsel in distress, she probably didn’t want
a man to know what she was really capable of just yet.
Mahati Alladi, XI-A
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Creative wellness as seen during Lockdown
The pandemic generated an entirely different reality for everyone across the world. One of its
main modifications to our norm was the periods of lockdown which were implemented to reduce the
spread of the virus. This did take a toll on most individuals’ mental and physical well being. It had a
massive impact on not only their professional disciplines, but also their personal disciplines.
Yet, some persons took it upon themselves to utilize their time by displaying acts creative excellence.
Creativity can help people reach significance in many ways. And regardless of its outcome, the pleasure
of being so immersed in such creative activities is enthralling on its own, where we often lose track of
time and our surroundings.
The lockdown period provided me with perfect parameters to take up those hobbies I was once
interested in but could not pursue due to the lack of time on my hands. The lockdown was hence a
boon in disguise for me as I started playing the guitar again, learnt a new language, baked once a
week, and so on. Not only did taking up these activities provide me with an increased sense of purpose,
it also gave me an outlet to spend all of my excess time wisely.
As we move back towards the reality we once had, we must use everything we learnt during this
time of uncertainty to our benefit. The pandemic has shaped our future. But it is in our hands to make
the best of the situation. And for the better, let’s focus on our creative present and take it, not as a
burden, but as an opportunity to explore new horizons.
Sanskriti, XI-A
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Suppression labelled as sedition?

Section 124A - The Indian Penal Code
“Whoever, by words either spoken or written, or by signs, or by visible representation, or otherwise,
brings or attempts to bring into hatred or contempt, or excites or attempts to excite disaffection towards
the Government established by law in [India], shall be punished with [imprisoned for life], to which fine
may be added, or with imprisonment which may extend to three years, to which fine may be added, or
with fine.”
When such a situation arises where the removal of an important issue is being considered, we
must ponder upon the consequences of the same.

Shrouded in popular controversy, we may forget

the original purpose of the widely disputed Section 124A.
Although its predecessor was introduced by the British with intentions of suppression, the altered
version in the present law was created with entirely different reasons in mind. Curbing violence and
disturbance of public peace is the objective behind this section.
The section has been denounced far and wide due to misuse by politicians. Due to the contentious
terms used, the section is viable to abuse, making it a convenient tool for politicians to stifle dissent
with.
However, in the absence of such a law, how would the country punish those whose cause is to
spread violence? Without Section 124A, those who wish to shatter public tranquillity and tread on our
national unity have one less hurdle.
This indicates that the section must not be repealed, but simply modified. Just as how the Australian
Reform Commission replaced sedition with terms indicating prevention of violence, India needs to rephrase
the law. Once it is more specific, the misuse can be prevented while preserving the intended utility of
the Section 124A.
_________________________________________
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To some the government, in the wise wise words of Professor Minerva McGonagall, it is nothing
more than a “babbling, bumbling band of baboons.” The illusory liberties bestowed upon us, the citizens
of India, in attempting to “criticize” the government, are not only miniscule but are further restricted by
Section 124A and various other laws of the land.
A democracy- of the people, by the people, for the people- has an inherent flaw; the innate
tendency for human inhumanities causing those who hold power to seek more, thus either intentionally
or unintentionally repressing any and all seen as opposition. Once using one’s own voice to express
one’s self in such ways becomes verboten, the very essence and spirit of democracy is shattered.
On numerous occasions were our very own freedom fighters caught and “brought to justice” under
the pretense of such sedition laws during British colonial rule. Though cases under Section 124A have
dwindled since independence, they are on an upwards curve in recent times; yet the number of actual
convictions is only a fraction of the cases proposed in court. But the primary problem faced is the
looming threat the law poses with its vague terminologies and vast potential for misuse and abuse.
Britain, under the UK, by whom the law came to fruition in India, has repealed its own sedition
laws in 2009. Though the topic is hotly debated in India and has come under the magnifying glass yet
again, it has been reinstated by the Indian Law Minister Mr. Kiren Rijiju that the law is here to stay.
This asphyxiation faced by the people, forcing them to sit in silent acquiescence, unable to speak
against the ruling party freely can be relieved only by abolishing sedition laws such as section 124A.

Raghavendra Ravi Raman, XI-A
Aarushi Vibu, XI-D
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Selection Marvel

Was Marvel wrong in the selection of characters it vapourised in Infinity War, and
should it have kept some of the fresh faces like Spider-Man and Black Panther alive
instead of less appealing characters like War Machine?
Argument : For Everyone hated marvel after Infinity War was released, and it is justified. After
years of waiting, we finally got to see the Earth’s mightiest heroes fight the Titan Thanos, but at what
cost? It was a catastrophic defeat. We saw our favourite characters disintegrate, including S.H.I.E.L.D
members Nick Fury and Maria Hill, since Thanos decided to bring “balance” to the universe by wiping
out half its population with the snap of his fingers. No one knew whether the characters would be
brought back to life, it was truly shocking, but we had some reassurance because there was absolutely
no way Spider man and King T’challa were gone for good.
If we give it some thought, this might seem like a way to bring back the original Avengers team,
who will then save the world from the villain. But, there are several characters who are powerful
enough on their own to defeat Thanos.
Take Scarlet Witch as an example, she is possibly the most powerful mutant in the MCU, her
power can distort reality and existence and bring destruction to the cosmos. She destroyed an Infinity
Stone, and even held off Thanos while doing it. So why did Marvel choose to vaporise her? One of
the main reasons for the ‘The Blip’ was because Dr.Strange decided to give up the time stone to save
Tony and he saw only one out of fourteen million scenarios where Thanos could be defeated, but if
we think about it, there might have been better options if only he had the chance to look through
them.
Saying marvel wanted to bring back the original team is not very convincing, since Vision, who
was killed and Wanda, who was vaporised, were also part of the team, if not in the first movie.
It was pointless to turn to dust the recently cast heroes, even though it was later found out they
were not completely gone.
Krupa KR, XI-C
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Is Doscord a better platform for communication than Whatsapp

I, personally, am of the opinion that WhatsApp is unequivocally a much better platform for
communication than Discord, owing to the greater convenience and superiority of WhatsApp over Discord
in a number of factors.
Firstly, numerous bots and meme-generators, which seem to find their way into every Discord
server, make any attempt to maintain formality during collaboration on projects or other activities on
Discord a futile exercise. Furthermore, the greater anonymity offered by Discord, where profiles can
be changed at will while joining a new server, coupled with the ease of spamming excessively long
messages, facilitate the spamming of often-meaningless messages such as “BINOD” thousands of
times within the span of minutes, seriously irking those wishing to have a meaningful conversation.
Such actions, although witnessed numerous times on Discord (including, in my experience, one case
of an individual joining a server with the username HACK3R and spamming messages for thousands
of lines), are virtually unheard of on a platform like WhatsApp, open testimony to the greater formality
and convenience of using WhatsApp.
While both the aforementioned problems with Discord can be effectively mitigated by an efficient
and strict server moderator, it is a sad truth that it is those users who enjoy the current out-of-control
situation in Discord – including the widespread proliferation of memes – who are most vehement in
asking for moderator roles, making efficient moderation a pipe dream.
Furthermore, anonymity and the ability to connect easily with complete strangers, while they may
be touted as a benefit of Discord by some, in reality pose a serious threat due to the proliferation of
misleading and even harmful content. For example, the ‘runaway’ communities on Discord, where
teenagers, often numbering in the dozens, get together to discuss ways to run away from home, have
actually facilitated the attempted escapades of numerous teenagers. The proliferation of inappropriate
and often abusive content is further exacerbated by the ability to completely edit or delete older messages
at any point in time, leading to a situation where users are much less likely to mince their words or
think twice before posting a message.
The exposure of children to inappropriate content is further compounded by the fact that Discord
takes no steps to verify the age or even collect the actual names of users, allowing for minors to be
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exposed to explicitly adult servers and content. This also allows users who have been blocked by
Discord for inappropriate content to simply sign up again to the app, unchecked.
In contrast, WhatsApp, the go-to communications platform for many years now, has maintained a
formal, well-regulated ambience. The fact that your WhatsApp contacts are generally not complete
and anonymous strangers but people you know ensures decency and reduced exposure to abusive
posts.
The features of Whatsapp, including video and voice calls, audio recordings, etc., are much more
convenient to use than Discord. In addition, with conversations kept to one group rather than people
posting messages on umpteen threads (which, nine out of ten times, are not used for their intended
purpose) and channels simultaneously, it is much easier to keep track, collaborate and respond to
messages on Whatsapp than on a platform like Discord.
In conclusion, Whatsapp is a much more convenient platform for both informal communication
and formal collaboration. In stark contrast tot Discord, it has managed to maintain a formal and userfriendly atmosphere largely free of unnecessary spam and memes, allowing the platform to be used
constructively for a wide swathe of purposes.

For - Dhruv Vijairam, XI-B
Against - Aditya Neeraje, XI-B
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OTT Platforms
Topic: the convenience provided by OTT platforms have reduced the demand for theatres.
For the topic:
Let’s face it, OTT platforms like Netflix, Amazon Prime and Hotstar have been our saviours during
the lockdown. These platforms have provided hours of laughter, hours of drama and hours of action
right from the comfort of our home. In 2020 there was a whopping 80% decrease in the theatrical
revenues because of COVID. This in turn led to the rise of OTT platforms. I firmly believe that these
OTT platforms have reduced the demand for theatres drastically for the following reasons.
Firstly, OTT platforms have provided high definition, original versions of movies without their
users even stepping into the theatre halls. This has saved time and even money for many people.
Secondly, movies often get a larger range of audience when they are streamed on platforms like
Hotstar and Amazon Prime than when they are being screened in the theatres. This is of advantage
to both, the viewer and the platform itself. The user now has a variety of different movies to choose
from and OTT platform makes the place to go to rather than theatres.
Thirdly, it is usually seen that amateur filmmakers don’t have the funds to screen films in theatres.
Platforms such as Netflix and Zee5 have made it possible for them to reach their content to the
masses. This has made the production and screening of regional documentaries and short films easier
making people to turn to OTT platforms.
Against the topic:
The emergence of OTT platforms has provided easy access to consumer movies but it has
several disadvantages.
Firstly, one does not enjoy the entire cinematic audio and visual experience that one could get in
a theatre.
Secondly, most OTT platforms are streamed using devices such as laptops, phones, tablets ect.
Which simply do not do justice to the quality of the picture, CGI and other special effects that modern
movies employ.
Furthermore, due to the inconsistent audio provided by many devices many different scenes may
lose the intricate background music and dramatic effect audio which is what made these scenes
spectacular to watch and emotionally investing in the first place. This goes to the point where a
director’s characterisation and visualisation of a movie are completely lost because they are simply
not enjoyed the way they should be.
More importantly is the emotional connection, sitting in a theatre watching an epic movie with
buttered popcorn and flaky puff with a soft drink to complement the taste is simply a whole other
level of experience then what one can experience at their one homes. Watching movies from one’s
home also causes several distractions which takes away from involvement from the movie. This is
why I am against OTT platforms.
Samarth and Vyasa, XI-B
181

OTT Platforms
The convenience provided by OTT platforms has reduced the demand for theatres.
Ever since the COVID-19 outbreak and even before then, how many streaming services can people
consume? Over the top (OTT) services continue to soar ahead of any other mode of entertainment.
They have gained popularity, especially in the last two years, since theatres have been off the charts.
People can watch plenty of movies and other content for just a subscription price. It also makes
convenient to watch a movie on the go. I enjoy the iconic theatre popcorn just as much as anyone,
but it is pretty expensive compared to what we get in a local grocery store. For lazy persons like me,
OTT platforms save the time of getting ready to go to a theatre. If we do want company, a friend, I’m
sure, is ready to do so. Moreover, for a theatre effect, we can microwave a bag of popcorn, dim the
lights and turn on the A/C. If we are bored of watching a movie, we always have the option of pausing
it, or better yet, switching to another one. For binge watchers, a show can be streamed for hours on
end without a pause. The hype created for a film release in the theatre can be created for a film
release on Netflix or Prime by flooding social media sites with edits and reviews. OTT is also an
excellent platform for screening small budget films which are excluded from theatres. But both theatres
and OTT platforms have their own perks and pitfalls. At the moment, OTT platforms are growing on a
large scale and will have their advantages in the near future, ruling the entertainment industry.
Shriya Sundar, XI B

OTT Platforms
The convenience provided by OTT platforms has reduced the demand for theatres
“The days of theatres being the only way to watch movies are long gone.” I am sure you all
heard this often once the pandemic started but the quote isn’t quite true. Theatres have been for over
a hundred years and they are big moneymakers for the studios as contracts previously made. Studios
and theatres are interdependent. Visiting the theatres has become our culture and even though OTT
has risen, but not significantly. This is due to the lack of trust and presence of unverified sites telecasting
pirated movies. Theatres don’t lack trust and they are purely authentic. The large screen experience,
mouth-watering popcorn with your favorite toppings alongside a coke and the volume range. When a
movie is released in theatres, it brings excitement to everyone and the cast and media get more
attention when compared to a movie released in OTT platforms. In this way, it increases communication
between people and income level of skilled and unskilled people. In essence, movie theatres aren’t
going anywhere, anytime soon.
Vaishnavi R, XI-B
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OTT vs THEATRES
Has the convenience provided by OTT platforms reduced the demand for theatres? In my opinion,
definitely yes. The very fact that you can watch movies from the comfort of your home is a win.
Especially with the recent pandemic that shook the world, it has proved to be extremely efficient.
Everything has its pros and cons, but in this case the pros easily outweigh the cons. Whether you’re
in the mood for a feel good movie or an action packed thriller, absolutely everything is just a click
away.
This new trend has many advantages. For example, it’s budget friendly and cost effective. Instead
of paying for each and every movie/show you watch, you pay a fixed amount on a monthly or annual
basis. This definitely works out cheaper especially for people who watch regularly and have the tendency
to binge. We can watch whatever we want, whenever we want. The flexibility it provides remains
unparalleled. Another plus point for OTT platforms is that it helps promote the works of small scale
directors and actors, which is not very common in theatres as they lack the resources to advertise and
promote their films. OTT platforms are a boon to the younger generations as they are more tech
savvy and can make the best of it. A report shows that youngsters under the age of 35 accounts for
89% of the Indian OTT users.
Another advantage is the absence of distractions. Whether it’s the latecomers walking up and
down the aisle in the middle of the movie or crying babies who have no idea what’s happening, there
is almost nothing that can disturb you.
Overall, OTT platforms have been gaining huge popularity over the past few years. Its suitability
and usefulness has aided its growth. The variety and genres of the content available is ever growing.
With increasing authenticity and original creations along with the multitude of documentaries and docudramas the educational aspect of OTTs too, are improving. And of course, the internet being the dark
place it is, it provides a way for parents to monitor and supervise their child’s viewing activity, with
helpful tools like child locks.
Whatever said and done, it’s nearly impossible to choose between OTTs and theatres. Both are
extremely different experiences, each with their own merits and demerits. So tell me, which one do
you prefer?
Kavya Arun, XI-C
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OTTs Vs Cinemas: How viewership has evolved
If someone asks you, “Do you prefer theatres or OTT?” What would your response be? I would
vote for over-the-top (OTT) apps, and here’s why.
The show times in all of the theatres are set in stone, and they frequently conflict with classes,
causing us to miss them. We can view it whenever we want on the OTT platform. It is not necessary
to see it all at once; we can watch a little bit each day. We can watch it as many times as we want,
and there is no charge for doing so unlike theatres. Not all movies are entertaining; some are downright
dull. In that instance, you can skip or fast forward select parts of the movie, such as songs or conflict
scenes. We occasionally lose track of the plot. In that situation, we can rewatch the sequence to
understand it, which is not possible in a theatre. If you get a special class unexpectedly, you don’t
have to cancel your tickets; simply pause your movie and enjoy it after your class. It’s cost - effective,
and you can watch it whenever you want, with longer or no breaks. The biggest benefit is that you
may view it from any location, including while travelling.
Not all food items are available or permitted to eat at the theatre. We may relish any food we
desire while watching at home, rather than just popcorn.
If you want to go to the theatre, you first have to get ready and then travel to that place and wait
for the movie to begin. OTT hence saves your time.
Sitting in one place for 3 hours is not that comfortable. Ott platform allows us choose our preferred
posture and also avail the comfort of our home.
Many of us get afraid or cry when we view certain scenes, and we don’t want the person sitting
next to us to see it. This scenario does not exist because you can get your privacy while watching at
home. The other way also holds good as we don’t want people shouting in our ears by not letting us
watch peacefully.
Ott platforms provide personalized recommendations so we get to know the movies of our like
and watch them.
The reason I use ott applications so much is for the subtitles in the movies, which allow me to
enjoy films in various languages such as Korean, Malayalam, and Hindi without having to know the
language.
Perhaps things were different in the past, but the stage today belongs to OTT platforms.
Harini S, XI-C
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OTTs Vs Cinemas: How viewership has evolved
Picture this: You’ve just added an extra squeeze of butter to your large popcorn tub. Your friends
are calling you; hoping to catch a glimpse of the next big blockbuster in the advertisements .As the
movie begins, whistles and cheers erupt; with extra shouts marking the protagonist’s entry. You feel
thrilled and happy; plus, the popcorn is scrumptious.
There are certain feelings that can never be replaced, like the charged atmosphere of a cinema
theatre. Sure, staying at home and watching your favorite shows on a streaming service has become
an indispensable ritual for most; and is one of the most relaxing things to do. But, from time to time,
one starts to crave a more authentic experience, with more people around. Streaming on Spotify isn’t
the same as watching your favorite artist in live concert.
The pandemic has seen the surge of OTT services and the collapse of theatres. As our watchlists
grew, so did our desire to step outside of our houses. Cinema theatres lay dormant, waiting for the
bustling crowds, which readily filed in as soon as the Government gave the green flag, showing how
cinemas had been thoroughly missed.
Yes, OTTs are the next big thing; with an exponential growth rate, garnering viewers from varying
economic and social backgrounds. But, the magic of art is in transporting an audience to another
world; a spell which theatres cast extremely well. For feeling and for magic, people still turn to the
cinemas.
Neha S, XI-C
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Formula 1 Racing
Is the entertainment appeal of Formula 1 Racing overrated, or are the motorsports worthy of the
humongous public interest and fan base generated?
FOR:
The greatest attraction for Formula1 racing are the cars themselves. The machines are masterpieces
of automotive design and engineering. Even beyond the raw power, the sleek aerodynamic design of
the cars is a testament to the funds invested into their research and development. In contradiction to
their rates of speed and acceleration, similar to that of aircrafts, these cars manage to remain on land
due to their innovative and fascinating features such as their wedge-shaped build and front and rear
wings, which keep the cars on the tracks even when traversing the sharpest corners at lightning
speed.
AGAINST:
The most obvious contender against the worthiness of the entertainment appeal of Formula 1
Racing is its lack of diversity in winners. Ever since 2014, F1 has been about one dominating competitor
– Mercedes Benz, who have won five consecutive world championship doubles. Other reasons include
the stringent rules governing the configuration, leading to lack of originality amongst the competitors,
making the field look and sound like a bunch of copycat vehicles that add no spice to the spectator’s
experience viewing the race.
The most important reason as to why F1 is falling into an abyss is simply lack of interest among
potential viewers. The demographic of motorsports watchers are getting older with the younger generation
unwilling to replace them. The main reason for the previous interest in F1 reason was wholly due to
the status symbols that were cars. Attainment of a driver’s license and ownership of a car signified a
rite of passage into adulthood for the previous generation; it was a metaphor for freedom, independence
and maturity. But with the emergence of ride-sharing apps in the recent times, the earlier importance
and significance attached to cars has dwindled from existence, translating to an overall lack of interest
in motorsports.
M. Apoorva, XI-E
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Career Crisis : Mainstream or Offbat?
Offbeat Adventures
By the end of tenth grade, we have to decide on the stream that
would define our futures. Making decisions is hard - especially when we’re
trying to make big career decisions.
“Should I take a risk or should I go for the logical choice?”
I guess the reason we are haunted by this dilemma, is because we
are illusioned by the fear of making the wrong choice and regretting it
later. But it is possible to commit no mistakes and still lose. That’s not
weakness; that’s life.
In addition to our own conflicting personal opinions, we are faced with
the pressure from the society’s obsession with a limited set of professions.
students choosing to opt for a career outside these options, are often
questioned and judged.
Our society tends to glorify standard professions like engineering and medicine as status symbols,
thereby ignoring equally fulfilling jobs like teaching, farming, journalism, social work, etc . Common
misconceptions that jobs, such as the ones in creative fields or digital media, may not fetch enough
money, or may not be long lasting, often make them an unpopular choice. “Everybody is a genius.
But if you judge a fish by its ability to climb a tree, it will live its whole life believing that it is stupid” –
these lines by Albert Einstein accurately describe what happens when individuals with different interests
and intellectual levels, are all forced to fit into one mould.
Cautious Mainstream
What makes society idolize doctors and engineers so much?
When India was still underdeveloped, mortality rates were high and doctors were regarded as
Gods. When arts and culture flourished in India they weren’t taken seriously because at that time
there was a desperate need for engineers.
Even now, mainstream careers have their own perks. One cannot ignore the glamorous salaries
they offer. They provide stable jobs with tremendous career growth.
By becoming a doctor, you take away the pain and suffering of others. As a doctor, you get the
rewarding experience of witnessing the direct impact of your work and how this benefits others. Doctors
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also rarely struggle to hold onto their jobs. People will always grow old and get sick which means
constant work for doctors.
Engineering is an equally secure career field. Society will always need its engineers to keep it
running like a well-oiled machine. From electrical and computer engineering to environmental and biomedical
engineering, an engineering degree offers a wide range of career possibilities.
Conclusion:
But then again, times are changing, and although our society is slow to match its pace, the
world’s showing progress, in various fields other than engineering and medicine. Many career avenues
are popping up across the world, giving ample opportunities for us to choose a career, that won’t just
fill our pockets, but our passions too.
Choosing a career which describes who we truly are or what we really want, doesn’t make us
‘selfish’ or a ‘failure’. Just a little bit of faith in ourselves is all we need. After all, we live only once.
So, like Barbie said,
‘You can be anything!”
Tanusha Srinivasan, XI-C
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The Battle of the Screens
(The atmosphere in the arena is pretty tense. The two players are contemplating their strategies.
OTT seems quite confident in herself while it is still tough to read Theatre’s expressions. The referee
calls the two players to the middle of the ring and here goes the final round.)
Referee : The convenience provided by OTT platforms has reduced the demand for theatres.
Go!
OTT :
I strongly agree. I have always been a platform to showcase a gamut of content to the audience.
I give people the option of sitting at home, in their comfort zone, and watching whatever they wish to!
THEATRE :
I beg to differ. Yes, during this period of lockdown, people have switched to OTT, but that does
not mean that it has in any way reduced the demand for theatres. I think everyone here can vouch
for the fact that the theatrical experience is irreplaceable.
Also, cinemas and content creators have always been into mutually beneficial partnerships. I
have been investing profoundly towards adding world-class quality screens, only to attract more viewers
to the great content being produced.
OTT:
In the 2020 FICCI-EY report, about 50 low-budget films were released directly on OTT in 2019,
boosting many aspiring directors and actors in India. Even during the pandemic, many directors, both
established and debut, have tried to explore their calibre through me.
As for my audience, I give them the thrill of binge-watching their preferred content from literally
any device !
THEATRE:
Filmmakers are yearning to get their films back to theatres as they have gone into losses, and
even people want to watch their favourite actors on the big screen ! If not, then why do you think that
even during the pandemic, people went to the theatres to watch Vijay’s ‘Master’ ? It had a strong run
at the box office, gathering about 250 crores!
The referee rings the bell.
Referee: Calm down, calm down! Both theatre and OTT platforms have their own pros and cons.
OTT has a lot of scope for growth and its usage is being continued even after theatres have opened.
In the foreseeable future, both will stay and continue to entertain the audience but the opportunities
and options provided by ott made the audience biased. So OTT triumphs. Well done both of you!
Ashna, Dhanya and Neerajaa, XI-C
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The Great Indian Paradox
Began the Tryst with Destiny on that fated night
Hopes of countless warriors shone through smiles bright:
We remember them with reverence, but often forget with time
the India they envisioned:
the India that I yearn for,
the India that is mine.
Seventy five years on, after the gory taqseem
What have we lost, and what have we achieved?
To be a true superpower,
to have the world at your feet,
You must, first, be truly free.
And how, how ever, could we ever be free?
When the rich man lives in the finest luxury,
and the poor hopes only to eat for the day,
When our leaders spiral in webs of corruption,
but we hope for justice, be as that may,
When we worship our women, akin to God,
but she, for izzat, is still burned at stake,
When we boast of unity, the best in the world,
yet stay troubled by caste and hate,
When we chain our own people, our present and future,
but hope to rule the world one day,
How, oh, how, will we ever be free?
Yet, a flicker of hope remains, in young minds like mine
Set ablaze by valiant heroes of a different time The future of our ancient land, now, in our hands, lies;
Whether she burns with shame or glows with pride
is for us to decide.
*Taqseem and izzat are Urdu words meaning ‘partition’ and ‘honour’
Aryana, XI-C
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Me vs Myself
February knocks on my door,
As the cherry blossoms dance slowly,
I want to dance along
And I start to long for summer.
(The sidewalks are decorated,
I don’t dance anymore,
I want to stop and adore
But I want to stop time before)
Sun rises with rage
As the summery sweats wears off,
As the sandcastles are built,
I once again long for fall.
(Sun has once again risen with power,
I want this moment to stop by forever.
Holidays at home is recharging,
And I want to Stay here before changing.)
As the leaves get tanned
And as the wind commands,
the leaves skedaddle from home
Agitates me to do the same.
(The leaves drift down to earth
And I stand and take a deep breath,
I wanted to run along with time once
On the countrary, I don’t want to detach.)
As the pitter-patter starts,
As the coldness aggravates,
I want it to go away
And become a year older.
(As the sky sheds,
I stare at the dewdrops,
enthralled, admiring the winter rain,
I want this very moment not to go in vain
And still can’t believe you want changes.)
Niranjana Rajagopal, XI-C
197

OTT Platform

The convenience provided by OTT platforms has reduced the demand for theatres
Over the past year, we were all forced to stay home whilst being safe. With being indoors and
having pretty much nothing to do, most of us have taken up a new hobby or perfected an existing
one. Personally speaking, the one thing I tried taking up was cracking inside jokes as we were in
quarantine. Apart from eating scrumptious meals which led to the buttons of our shirts socially distancing
themselves, many of us have become movie-buffs.
For safety reasons, theatres remained shut for most of the past year which resulted in the rise of
OTT subscriptions. The feeling of just lazing on your couch and enjoying a good film with some popcorn
is inexpressible.
Generally, when children ask their parents if they could go out with their friends to the movies,
the ticket fare seems to be the first thing parents are concerned about, and eventually, our request to
go to the movies is turned down. With OTT platforms, all one needs is a yearly subscription for which
most of us approach our very generous fathers.
If you have ever been to Sathyam Cinemas, you know what I am talking about. The never-ending
queue to order popcorn and soft drinks and the huge crowd around the popcorn seasoning station
agitates any being that gets delayed for their film. Food is the priority while watching a film or even a
show. I’m sorry but if you’re the type that watches films or shows without food, we cannot be friends.
OTT platforms are at an advantage here as you can start watching based on your personal schedule.
One can start watching whenever free and continue later too. But don’t forget to have a huge jar of
cheddar cheese popcorn seasoning ready for when the ACT II popcorn comes right out of the microwave.
With recent technological advancements, one can go on google meet calls with friends and family
and enjoy watching a film together. Plus if you have large families this does seem to be so much
more economical and hassle-free.
The best part about OTT platforms would be the comfort offered. It is similar to those 5G network
advertisements which state that one can connect to wifi in any part of the country. As long as one has
a membership and a device, we can watch a movie or a show anywhere. These films and shows can
be downloaded to watch offline as well.
A huge shoutout to the various OTT platforms for keeping me occupied during such uncertain
and difficult times.
Itkila Ramachandran, XI-D
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Can India Host Olympics 2036?

The Olympic Games are leading international sporting event in which athletes from all over the
world participate.
The Olympics is considered a prestigious event, where more than 200 nations participate. Hosting
such a prestigious ceremony is tedious, hectic, time consuming and an expensive job.
Looking at the graph of India’s economic development, its still in the middle income developing
category, in such situations Olympics are quite out of bound. Moreover, the Olympics have a lot of
ceremonies, which have to be planned and prepared months, rather years ahead, this becomes a big
time consuming job to the officials and politicians. As seen in the hosting of commonwealth games in
Delhi (2010), it has reported lot of red tapism and corruption cases. Thus, if the same unfortunately
repeats in the hosting of Olympics, it will be a disgrace to the nation as a whole.
Looking into the ground works needed for Olympics, India does not have the required space and
resources to hold one, there must be accommodations done for the athletes from different nations,
high quality training centres must be opened and gaming facilities must be provided. For sports such
as Ice hockey, Ice skating etc, India doesn’t have the necessary environment, even if we take regions
like Kashmir into consideration – the unfortunate terrorist threats become a serious problem.
Lastly, before hosting the Olympics, India must focus on training efficient athletes, making great
players and hone their skills in order to win more medals in the games.
Thus, the chances of India hosting the Olympics is very meagre.
Thank You
Darsan N. S, XI-D
Aakash A, XI-D
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Marvel chose the right characters to be vanished in the Infinity war

Marvel did choose the right characters to be vanished in the infinity war.
We all knew the avengers: Infinity War ending might be tragic . We knew some of Marvel’s
greatest heroes were going to die .But you probably expected Captain America or Iron Man to bite
the bullet . Instead some of Marvel’s newly minted heroes like Black Panther and Spiderman disappeared.
It was a shocking twist but the marvel universe had been building up to this for a decade.
As told, billions of people vanished including 12 heroes.
Okoye cries out as her king, black Panther, dissolves. Rocket tries to grab on to Groot as he
watches his friend die. Spiderman, still a teenager, begs for his life in iron man’s arms before deteriorating
into thin air. It was clear that marvel studios intentions were to create a feeling of excitement and
wanted to be the talk of the year among the people. Indeed it would have been shocking and thrilling
if one of the original avengers would have vanished but the question is- “would making the OG
avengers vanish be more thrilling and have THE IMPACT?”
Losing was all part of the plan. Doctor Strange watched millions of possible futures before the
avengers fought Thanos. He tells Iron Man that he sees only one future in which the heroes ultimately
prevail though he doesn’t offer any details about the actual scenario. But Doctor Strange probably
figured out that the good guys had to lose the battle with Thanos, in order to win the war in the end.
As he disintegrates, he tells iron man that giving up the time stone to thanos in exchange for iron
man’s life ‘was the only way’. That means iron man plays an integral role in beating thanos in the
next movie Avengers : Endgame. So it was pretty obvious that iron man wouldn’t die. According to
Doctor Strange. There’s only one outcome out of 14,000,605 possibilities where good defeats evil.
Therefore, he traded the time stone for irons man’s life and entered the end game.
The OG avengers survived the snap, with the main theory being the studio wanted to focus on
phase 1 superheroes, where the OG avengers are in action considering most of them will not be
returning to the MCU afters the ‘Avengers Endgame’ and since most of them will not be returning,Marvel
wanted endgame; the last movie to showcase the originals saving the world once again .Hence the
new faces had to vanish in the infinity war.
Thank you !
Harshitha, XI-D
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Heroes vs Villains
- A never ending tale
Heroes
Mythology web series comic books etc are filled to the Brim with stories on heroes and villains the
battle of good and evil. We view them as opposites on the spectrum of ethics and morality. A peak
into the individual traits and behaviour might tell us otherwise.
“There is no archetype within which every hero falls; regardless of age gender, nationality, caste
or creed ,the underlying qualities of a hero can appear anywhere and in anyone”
These heroic leaders common individuals who jumped into the crisis situations regardless of whether
or not responsible for resolving the issues. Heroes lead by an example. The determination to achieve
goals regardless of challenges or obstacles. Leadership is integration of external action and internal
ethics. John f kendy once said “ Don’t ask what your
country can do for you, ask what you can do for your
country instead.” Heroes are more concerned with others
welfare than their own. Heroes are normal everyday
friends or people who smiled at you while passing by
anyone who makes others day better is a hero.
Albus Dumbledore’s famous quote “ Is there is a
choice between what’s right in what easy”. More than
easy choices the right choices as per the situation is
what matters the most
Karunya S, XI -D
Villains
When we were young we were taught the difference
between a hero and a villain, good and evil, a saviour
and a lost cause but what if the only difference is who’s
Shruthika J, XI-D

telling the story ?

From the very beginning, I was always fascinated by the villain of the story. Maybe because he
gets down on his knees for the girl he loves- her and only her, something in me stirs. A hero would
sacrifice his love to save the world, indeed showing he is pure of heart but a villain would tear the
world apart if his lover was hurt. I think villains are misjudged and most of the time we don’t get to
see their side of the story because if we do the hero may not seem full of glory. Monsters are made,
not born and every soul tortured, confused or abused do not have time to mourn. Most people see
villain as a person who is bad or evil, but if we think from their perspective we’ll realize that they too
were once broke and frail.
Karpagambal Ganesh, XI-D
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Heroes vs Villains
CONVENIENCE PROVIDED BY OTT PLATFORMS HAS REDUCED
THE DEMAND FOR THE THEATRES
OTT/over the top services are so named,
since they stream and media directly to the
viewers, over the internet. There are many
conveniences offered by the OTT platform, has
reduced the demand for watching a movie, going
to a theatre. On an OTT platform, you can watch
a movie of your choice at any time, and at any
place of your convenience, whereas going to a
theatre requires planning. It is less costly as
you have multiple payment options based on
your pocket and choices, and also watch any
number of movies you do not like the content
of a movie you can switch it off in the middle
without any regrets. You can also re watch a favorite scene of a movie at any time of your liking. With
the availability of home theatre setting, your experience is almost the same as that of watching a
movie in a theatre.
Thus, I justify that the convenience provided by OTT is so vast, that the demand for theatre, over
a period of time might get reduced.
AGAINST
I’d like to start of this article by saying that OTT hasn’t reduced the demand for theatres. According
to me OTT is convenient but it doesn’t give the pleasure of watching movies in the theatres
There are people who still desires to get the pleasure of watching movies in the theatre and they
still do cinephiles, during the pandemic did not have any other choice but to watch movies through
OTT platforms, but when the theatres were re-opened, they did not hesitate to go back to the theatres
despite the situation being the same
Hence it can be deduced from the previous lines that OTT hasn’t reduced the demand for theatres
Aashika and Rangasri, XI-D
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In support of OTT Platforms

Has there been a time when you’ve wanted to do something interesting but you happen to be
very lazy to get off that most comfortable couch in your house? Most of us definitely would have felt
that way at least for once in our lifetime and our savior during those times is none other than probably
Netflix or prime or Disney hot star and what-not.
OTT or over the top platforms have enabled us to watch and enjoy hundreds of interesting series
and multiple films without the need to spend time and money in theatres. The intense pleasure of
being able to watch your favorite movies right from where you live is unbeatable. This easy availability
of interesting content from within the confines of our homes has resulted in the migration of traditional
media consumption to these online platforms. Especially during times of pandemic, OTT still enables
us to have access to these kinds of entertainment. They can be easily connected, is cost-friendly
provides varied content and at the same time gives the space for each individual to view what they
want as we have the advantage of device independent viewing.
In recent times, though it has affected the functioning of theatres to a large extent we should
accept the upcoming modern technologies and changes brought about in the world which provide
humans with maximum comfort and ease. For example, before a decade all we had was just mobile
phones with buttons and now we have our dear smartphones which not only enables us to make
phone calls but also provides us with access to learning, mailing and sharing data content through the
availability of internet. Didn’t we accept this change where the people working in those sectors slowly
evolved to transform themselves for a more competitive world where smartphones now survive? Similarly,
the idea of theatres is associated with this example.
Charles Darwin suggested a theory of natural selection for living organisms, and in my opinion I
guess the same is being implemented for upcoming new platforms such as OTT where the only difference
is that, in his human theory we were being tested and nature was the selector but here the new
technologies and platforms are being tested and picked while we are the selectors.
Jayalakshmi S, XII-A
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OTTs triumph over movie theatres?

If you are someone who prefer going out to the theatres to watch movies rather than sit at the
comfort of your home and watch the very same movie in OTTs, then you probably won’t like hearing
what I have to say. But if you are a fellow OTT lover, welcome to the fan club!
On that note, I think it’s now time to start singing the praise of OTTs. Over-The-Top (OTT) platforms
were first introduced in the year 2008 but they didn’t garner much momentum initially. Even later, they
were not particularly in great demand in India probably due to the fact that they need uninterrupted
internet connection. However, since the breakout of the Covid-19 virus, OTT platforms like Netflix,
Amazon Prime, Disney+ Hotstar, etc. have been quick to grab the attention of people in India. Almost
every household has subscribed to at least one OTT platform service provider after the 2020 lockdown.
And that’s not even very surprising - there’s only so much you can do being cooped up in your home
with no schools, colleges and jobs. Obviously, people turned to OTTs to provide the entertainment
they needed to keep themselves sane. But what gives the OTTs an edge over cinema theatres?
Well, keeping the current scenario in mind, I would say the number one advantage of watching
movies in OTTs is the fact that we need not step out of the safety of our homes which means less
possibility of contracting the ever-growing variants of viruses.
Moving on, let me ask this simple question – “How much do you spend for a movie night at the
cinemas?” The ticket cost per person ranges from about Rs.150-250 and not to mention the outrageous
amount they charge for a tiny bag of popcorns in the theatres. So, you would easily spend somewhere
about Rs.800 if you go to the cinemas to watch one movie with one friend. Whereas by paying just
Rs.1,500 for one whole year, you can subscribe to OTTs and watch a number of movies with your
entire family and friends. Now you might argue that the whole “theatre experience” can just not be
obtained from OTTs. Well, I have a simple suggestion which can easily rectify that – turn off the lights,
increase the volume in your systems and turn on the air conditioners! You can also buy a packet of
Act II popcorn, prepare your own popcorn at home and happily munch on them as you watch the film
with your near and dear ones. Voila! You have officially converted your home into a temporary movie
theatre.
Sanjitha, XII-A
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THE CONVENIENCE PROVIDED BY OTT PLATFORMS HAS REDUCED THE DEMAND FOR
THEATRES.
FOR THE TOPIC
The people seeing movies in OTT platform has increased. This is due to the increase in both the
number of movies released in OTT as well as the number of OTT platforms. Many people in the usual
days started seeing films in OTT as it is cost effective, there is no vehicle and snacks cost and people
can view the movie at their convenient place and time. The most advantageous fact in OTT is that we
can see the movie as many times as we wish. As a result, we can see our favourite movies again and
again till we will not forget it.
The OTT platforms has increased both the number of internet towers and number of people
towards this sector. And now everyone is able to get internet connection in their houses for cheaper
rates. As a result, each and every house has internet connection which leads to the knowledge of
latest facts and emergency news happening all over the world. Many crimes due to people roaming to
theatre in night time like robbery, rape, murder, etc have been hopefully reduced. As a result, many of
the thieves and murderers have started to do some small profit jobs like food delivery, auto or rickshaw
driver which tends to give them livelihood.
Thus, the increase in people viewing OTT films has advantage to both the people and the OTT
platform. It in turn improves the nation’s economy.
AGAINST THE TOPIC
The people coming to theatres have been reduced due to the increase in number of films releasing
in OTT platforms. Due to this the theatres income as well as the people working for theatres have
been terribly reduced. This is not only reducing the theatres profit but also making people lose their
job and thereby leading to loss of livelihood. Many theatre owners have asked the government to
open theatre as it has been closed for more than a year due to this pandemic. Due to this the small
profit people associated with theatres are terribly affected which makes them feel hopeless and take
wrong decisions like committing suicide.
Even though the OTT gives convenience it is not possible for it to give the feeling and same
atmosphere as provided by theatres. And mostly the doulby audio, HD picture and 3D movies are not
possible in OTT. Even though some of the OTT platforms says about HD and doulby audio but it is
not practically possible at home. And also, for many crazy fans like me first day first show for some
movies like Thala and Thalapathy is one that is too good to be missed. Many fans even do celebrate
their favourite movie release with sweet and fire crackers due to this the theatres will be like a big
festival place. And that thought of night movie show with ice cream is most liked by many people.
Thus, we can say that OTT has reduced the people going to theatres which has adverse effect
on people’s life. Hence, we have to discourage movies release in OTT and promote people to come
P. Valli Vaishnavi, XII-A
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MESSI WOULD HAVE BEEN BETTER OFF STAYING IN BARCELONA (ASSUMING THE
LEGAL RESTRICTIONS PREVENTING HIM FROM STAYING IN BARCELONA WERE RELAXED)
V MESSI IS BETTER OFF IN PSG
For a club to function at its best and to fall in line with FFP (financial fair play) rules, it needs a
good mix of young players from the academy system (to keep the club financially self-sustained),
older experienced players, and properly planned transfer windows that involve purchases of young
players with potential and selling players that are no longer of use to the club. The club also requires
vision, an intelligent board of members, excellent coaching staff and other aligned staff.
Off the late, Barcelona has been reduced to a shadow of its former greatness. Their problems
are enumerable; the older players though experienced, have diminished abilities. The transfer windows
are not well-planned, and the board of members have proved to be incompetent and visionless,
especially in managing their wage expenditures. The club sits in one of its worst financial crises of
the past 20 years. They barely have any chance of making it to the CL in the upcoming years. The
medical team is downright horrendous, and the players seem to be clueless. It wouldn’t be surprising
if Messi didn’t want to stay even if the legal situation was favourable.
But, to outline some of the positives, la Masia, the youth system that has produced the likes of
Iniesta, Xavi, and Messi himself, is still producing talents. The arrival of Laporta has signalled the
start of Barcelona’s rebuilding and Xavi as the newly appointed manager has improved their game.
The Gegenpressing (though half-baked), among other tactical improvements portrays a stark contrast
from the Koeman days. It certainly looks like Barcelona are making an honest attempt to rise from
their misery.
The president of Paris Saint-Germain is the affluent Qatari businessman, Nasser al Khelaifi. He
enables the club to afford their star-studded roster glittered with the likes of Messi, Neymar Jr, Mbappe,
Ramos, Navas, and Donnarumma, and even so, their expenditures have been reported to be in line
with FFP regulations. Since PSG don’t have to worry too much about financial self-sustenance, their
youth system isn’t very important to them.
Phillip Lahm, the yesteryear captain of Germany once said, “I don’t think you can buy a really
great team with money, like Paris Saint-Germain...” With all the money PSG has, they simply make
huge, imprudent purchases without any vision or care towards squad building. One of the greatest
blunders that PSG has committed in recent past is the sacking of Thomas Tuchel who was the perfect
manager for PSG. In summation, the club’s lack of vision and squad building are the primal reasons
for their failures in the CL.
However, to outline the positives, they have a decent squad, they are financially well off, and
have guaranteed chances of making it to the CL every year.
Having taken into perspective a decent number of pros and cons of each club, I believe the best
place for Messi is Barcelona. He wishes to play in a team built around him, which is precisely what
Barcelona offers. He would bring much-needed leadership and direction to the club. Sure, he would
have to take a drastic pay-cut but at least he could save Barcelona from playing in the UEL and help
in the rebuilding of this once-legendary club.
S. Swathi, XII- A
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Should social media giants such be regulated more, such as by letting governmental
regulatory bodies monitor their practices and intervene to curb the spread of
misinformation, or would such attempts simply cause unwanted red tape and hinder
the ability of these companies to provide us with the services we currently use and
enjoy?
What does a nation need? What do its citizens require? Every industry in the country, be it large
scale, small scale or digital, should exist to support these needs. If it does not, that industry is simply
not needed. If such industries are present, they merely provide a distraction in the form of entertainment,
and should be censored accordingly.
Roti, Kapada Aur Makaan – food, clothes and shelter – are the basic needs of a citizen. Security,
sovereignty, and the ability to provide the basic needs of a citizen are what a nation needs. Every
new business that must be aligned with these requirements of the citizen or the nation.
Entertainment is not a requisite: it is nonessential for the functioning of the nation. Hence, the
laws and rules surrounding this industry will have to be shaped such that the essential rights of the
citizens and the peace of the nation are in no way jeopardized.
While most people, especially teens and young adults, may be of the opinion that social media is
essential, it is objectively not. It clearly falls under the Entertainment industry, and as such will have
to comply with censorship of its content.
Movies are strictly censored to make sure they are age appropriate. But social media gets away
with inappropriate content and hateful comments made on content. Social media giants cater to whoever
receives the maximum number of ‘clicks or attention from the public and have no social responsibility
whatsoever. It is so easy to incite a riot by posting a random religious or racist post. This poses a
serious threat to the integrity and security of the citizens and hence the nation itself.
There are innumerable and wide spread instances of cyber-stalking, cyber-bullying, misinformation,
and hate speech on almost every single social media site. The onus on providing a safe platform
should lie with the social media giants. The implementation of safe practices should be overseen by
a regulatory body.
While the regulations will cause a bit of red tape and some amount of hindrance, the end result
of a safe and secure nation is worth it.
Divya Shree Ram, XII-B
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Convenience of OTT

The introduction of the Over-the-top platform or the OTT has made the world of cinema much
simpler and wider. We can see the effect of OTT worldwide especially if you take the example of the
lockdown we had. Many people started subscribing to various platform as it is just a one-time subscription
monthly or yearly and we can watch unlimited movies or shows in our own time with just one subscription.
If we have online school during the day, we can’t go to the theatre to watch a movie. But we can
easily log in and watch movies using OTT, while attending online class at the same time. You can
argue that this is multi-tasking to the finest, but not all teachers agree to it sadly.
We have seen the penetration of the internet grow massively when people were confined to their
homes. OTT took advantage of this situation and rode this digital wave, making watching movies
easier with various pricing models and targeted ads.
If we talk about numbers, we have seen an increase by around 300 original titles in 2021 which
was 200 back in 2020 and around 500-600 right now. According to EY-FICCI report 2021 had an
estimation of about INR 19.2 billion in 2021 and is projected to hit INR 300 billion by 2025. It is
growing at a 28% CAGR and is projected to have a market value of about $2.9 billion by 2024.
India is home to 40+ OTT platforms, creating content and acquiring film titles. While the OTT
platforms are growing exponentially, the only concern is how they will monetize movies worth 100
crores. While Theatres are a major source of revenue for a film, OTT platforms have certainly made
watching movies convenient, and hence the future is of coexistence. This pandemic might lead to
cutting down aggressive promotions, which once moved up to INR 25-30 crore. Now, the marketing
budgets are likely to decline by 20%-30%.
Change is the only constant, and that has been proven from time to time. Entertainment has
progressed from theatre to AV theatre to Multiplex. And now, due to Covid-19, we have OTTs becoming
the new thing. And no one knows what is in store after 10 years with VR companies like Oculus taking
big strides.
Bharath, XII-D
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OTT Platforms
“OTT PLATFORMS HAVE NOT REDUCED THE DEMAND FOR THEATRES”
It is actually a misconception that OTT platforms have reduced the demand for theatres. The
experience that one gets from theatres’ is far different from the one which we get through OTT. And
speaking the facts, OTT platforms are indeed a boon to film industry in the current scenario. OTT
reduces expenses that are sure to occur, in case of theatrical experience, for example, transportation
costs, tickets, food etc. Yes, the demand for theatres has reduced, but

not due to OTT platforms, it

is because of the COVID-19 pandemic during which not only theatres, but many other things also lost
their demand.
In the past few months, many COVID restrictions have been relaxed and the theatres are again
working normal, movies are getting released, and people are going for first day-first shows. Earlier,
they were not fully occupied because of the “50% capacity” norm but now that it is removed, they are
back to 100% occupancy. And even now if you feel that theatres aren’t occupied like the pre-pandemic
period then it is because of two reasons. Firstly, the public, there are some parts of the public, who
don’t prefer theatres in fear of getting in contact with CORONA and it is acceptable as health comes
before entertainment. Secondly, the film makers/producers are opting for OTT release than theatres.
This is because, when the pandemic started, there were many films, which were about to release but
couldn’t. These producers waited long for the opening of the theatres but when they understood that
it is not going to happen in near future, the only option they had was OTT. And OTT platforms like
Netflix, Amazon Prime, etc. are giving a good amount for the movies. Of course, they won’t be able to
get huge profits, like when released in theatres but at least they would be able to earn some.
We should remember that OTT was our only option once and now blaming it for lesser demand
of theatres, wouldn’t make sense. Want to blame, then blame COVID-19 which has brought us to this
situation. Comparing theatres to OTT, instead of being grateful that we have an alternative for theatres,
is completely wrong.
B. Lohita, XII - E
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Online Vs Offline School
There is no debate that the COVID-19 pandemic has disrupted education systems globally in
more ways than one. While adverse disruptions are evidenced through learning losses and school
dropouts, the pandemic also set the stage for positive disruptions in education through digital technology.
For students like us who live in urban areas and have a higher-level of economic access to
resources, COVID-19 enabled learning opportunities by leveraging the power of modern-day technology.
In the short span of two or three months after COVID-19 initially hit us, we were able to transition
completely from in-person to online school and even pursue our extracurricular interests online. We
have even been able to use online labs to simulate the experiments we would do in our school labs.
While online learning certainly cannot replace learning in-person, there is no doubt that it has worked
as a feasible and in some instances, an effective substitute.
Even as the pandemic helped realize the power of technology in education delivery, it also illuminated
the digital divide and its adverse effects on education. In China, a study conducted by the Rural
Education Action Program found that around a quarter of students lacked access to a stable internet
connection – most of these belonging to the underprivileged demographic. According to India’s NSSO
2018-19, only 11 percent of households own a computer or a digital device and less than 15% of rural
Indian households have access to internet connections as opposed to 42 percent of urban households.
For these students on the lower end of the socioeconomic spectrum and those in rural areas, lack of
access and affordability of technology emerged as huge barriers to education.
Globally, schools are now reopening as this is seen as important to curb learning losses and
dropouts and to improve the social and emotional well-being of children. Even as we get children back
in schools, I think it is important to remember the positive lessons from the pandemic with regards to
education and technology. We must continue to explore ways to integrate technology into formal education,
whether it is through online classrooms or even platforms like Khan Academy which connect a wider
network of students and teachers.
Since the economic reforms of the 1990s, India’s progress in expanding its telecommunication
reach has been impressive. We must build on this momentum to eliminate the digital divide in education
and ensure that education technology is available to all student populations. I would even argue that
we should prioritize the access of edtech to underprivileged and rural demographics over the quality of
edtech available to urban, higher-income students. If implemented properly, technology can solve major
problems that our rural education system has been facing since even before the pandemic - students
lacking proper school infrastructure in their villages, students having to travel long distances to school,
and lack of teachers in these rural schools. I believe that edtech has the potential to level the playing
field and eliminate inequalities in learning opportunities for children in these contexts. On a heartening
note at least, the COVID-19 pandemic has given the us the insight that this technology is available to
us, and it can be utilized for positive impact.
Shashank Kalyanraman
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A Symphony of Hireath
School in Verse
Prelude:
The intro is no different from any other. The overall outlook and the first glances leave you just
interested enough to pay heed to what's upcoming. A good intro is one that catches your attention
and keeps leaves you anticipating the rest of the song. Starting school's no different than the intro of
a song you've never heard of, it's a song youve never listened to but have been told of. Similar to a
prelude, kg acts as an eye catching header to the rest of your school life.
Verse:
Every year the anticipation grew, to finally be able to understand what the "you'll learn in higher
classes" meant. Every year becoming further more important than the last and the world becoming
more vast than it was yesterday. It didn't feel like this song would end one day. And if it did, it wasn't
anytime soon either. So was the general verse of every student. Every song had a verse which spoke
of the general plot. Here, the plot was attending school and it’s unforeseeable Pandora’s box of
emotions.
The bridge/hook:
Every verse needs a bridge, a line that keeps you hooked. Something that leaves in you a
longing and a need to revisit this song over and over again. Sometimes enough to keep you motivated
to sit through a dreadful song. Every friendship poses as a bridge. A bridge that provides succour
through tedious school days. The sole reason that keeps you motivated to come back every day.
Some musicians consider a bridge to be an interruption, but sometimes a good interruption is all you
need to sit through the (wo)verse. A simple hook can leave you wanting this song to never end.
Prechorus:
Serves as a lyrical stepping stone to the chorus often holding the function of bringing out a
change in motion, dynamic and tension. Acting as a lift to the chorus it brings out a new perspective
and emotion to the verse you've heard thus far. Here, the bridges are only getting stronger as the
song is near completion. You have become so attached to the bridge that you've created a bond that
makes you wish the song never ended. You notice in your last couple of months at school that these
small friendships you picked up along the way are probably going to come to end too, as much as
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you hope they don't. Every tiny bridge be it sports or arts or friendships remain etched in your heart
as you dread the endless possibilities of the chorus. It's like you're on this countdown to the end and
times ticking but you just seem to stay stationary as the hands rotate at lightning speed. Everyday
starts to hold a certain significance being your last. Be it your last pt period or your last time being
sent out of class, they all suddenly seem to be more bearable and you just want to hold these days
tightly and never let go, but you watch as they slowly slip away from your iron grip and anxious
closed eyes. Somehow leaving all this behind just doesn't sit right.
Chorus:
A part where often multiple people join in, containing the main motif or plan of the song. Usually
around the time most people in your life start handing you down advice. Multiple voices and multiple
ideas echo and bounce around your head. The thoughts of what this means for all these habits and
relationships you've formed over the years and the countless possibilities the future holds. This is the
first step towards how the rest of your future plays out and somehow that seems like way too heavy
a force to rest on a 17 year olds shoulders. And every effort is put towards coming to terms with it.
Thoughts of how maybe being done with school isn't that bad, surface as the endless outcomes here
on seem like a boon rather than a booby trap. These voices of advice move to your minds attic as
you try to keep yourself excited and zealous for this next stage in your life.
Outro/coda:
The outro is essentially a concluding piece consisting of a coda where the second lead breaks
away from the lead to join the background harmony and slowly fade. We stand at the obvious end of
the song, the brink of new beginnings and hope. All these friendships and memories that rode shotgun
break away and shift to the backseat as you continue your stride. These memories serve as your
coda as they once shaped you to the be the person you are today but now stepback and let you
have your moment. Maybe school wasn't so bad afterall and somehow, stumbling upon this song
wasn't so bad afterall either. And maybe we'll find another new song to listen to and find new bridges
to be obsessed with.
Swaksha Kanna, XII-C
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Debate on “Every citizen should be mandated to
perform national public service”
Mandatory military service is a controversial topic, and many objections have been raised against
it on both religious and political grounds. This leads us to the question: Is compulsory conscription a
good thing or a bad thing? Let us take a look at its pros and cons, and you be the judge.
FOR THE TOPIC- MAHALAKSHMI L
Mandatory national service is a requirement that people serve in the military or complete other
works of service. Modern propositions for compulsory service include serving in the military for a fixed
term during your prime youth years, subject to your physical and mental well-being or do civilian
projects such as teaching in low-income areas, helping care for the elderly, or maintaining infrastructure,
etc.
ARGUMENTS FOR NATIONAL PUBLIC SERVICE TO BE MANDATORY :
1. Promotes National Unity and brings people from diverse backgrounds together:
Mandatory military service enables citizens to learn and train together, creating that shared experience
of having served in the military. Citizens are able to get an insight into the lifestyle of an army
personnel and develop appreciation for the sacrifices that people in the military made for their country.
This helps to bring people together, especially when dealing with a cultural or political threat from
other nations.
2. Maintain Active Military Force: Having compulsory service in the Army in the early years of
one’s life helps to build an active force that is ready to respond effectively to any threats to national
security.
3. Ensures High Levels of Governmental Participation:
Compulsory service in the armed forces makes the public to be watchful of the government’s
decisions and actions. With their lives at risk, people will seek to understand more about the threats
that face their country and will seek a greater voice on how their government approaches problems.
4. Performing national service would help young people mature and serve as a bridge to
adulthood:
Life in the military teaches a lot more than how to throw a salute or shoot straight. The training
the citizens get goes far beyond the technical skills needed to get the job done. Many military volunteers
who have pursued a career in the civilian workplace later mentioned several other skills and work-
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related attitudes that help them do well in their job. These include teamwork, responsibility, initiative,
stress management, diversity and global awareness. Others learn the habits of healthy living and
discipline as well as the skills in self-defence.
5. Promote Equality Among Citizens:
Mandatory enlistment means that “no one” will be exempted from facing wars. All citizens, be
they celebrities, rich businessmen or ordinary people, will be required to serve when the nation is
facing war or in need of extra soldiers.
6. Compulsory service would save the government money and provide benefits to all citizens:
There are major perks for doing service, like reduction of mortgages, educational opportunities,
etc. For instance, Israel recognises service as a serious integrating force, a time when children of all
backgrounds meet and mingle as Israelis. There are major educational programs as a part of service,
which teach language, history, and culture. All Korean men between the age of 18 & 29 are required
to serve in the country’s military for about 2 years. Women are not required to perform military
service but they may do so voluntarily. National service also includes assisting at hospitals, with the
elderly, handicapped, with children, clerking in government offices, welfare work , and teaching. While
in a democratic country like India, the state cannot compel any citizen to do any public service, under
Article 51A of the Constitution of India, the citizens are duty bound to defend the country and render
service when called upon.
AGAINST THE TOPIC- ANVITHA SANKRUTHI
Mandatory military service in a country, particularly in ours, is absolutely not needed because it
can harm our country’s growth in a variety of ways, and the fact that other Asian countries do it as
well leads us to only fight for the benefits while ignoring the drawbacks.
ARGUMENTS AGAINST NATIONAL PUBLIC SERVICE TO BE MANDATORY : 1. Infringes on
the right to free expression:
As a democratic nation, India cannot infringe on anything that is a part of its oath, namely the
right to free expression. We have the right to object as Indian citizens if we don’t agree with a key
decision made by the Indian government. Making military duty mandatory will only exacerbate the
situation, maybe resulting in widespread national upheaval.
2. Interferes with education:
If the government makes it mandatory to serve in the military before the age of 25, when people’s
learning abilities are at their peak, and for at least two years, it will disrupt the human capital market
and slow economic growth because people will graduate from college later, which is not desirable for
a developing country like India.
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3. Compromises with the military’s quality of service:
Unlike voluntary troops who are prepared to go through rigorous training, draught soldiers will
almost certainly lack the desire and patriotism that voluntary soldiers possess. As a result, this could
jeopardise the overall quality of military services, perhaps costing the country a lot of money.
4. It’s not for everyone:
Not everyone is qualified to serve in the military. Not only on the physical front, but also on the
mental & emotional aspects, some people are simply unwilling to serve. It has the potential to create
a lot of mental distress, such as anxiety, stress disorders, and other mental illnesses, all of which
could be fatal.
5. It could accelerate brain drain, which is already a problem in underdeveloped countries:
If military service becomes mandatory, it will have a significant impact on our country’s human
capital formation. There’s a good chance that our citizens would rather be serving another country’s
economic interests.
CONCLUSION
We recognise that this is a contentious topic with its own set of advantages and disadvantages.
Our country may begin by instilling discipline at the grassroots level, such as having students tidy the
classroom at the end of the day or doing something modest that has a big impact on the minds of
youngsters. We can start small and grow from there. Few countries, such as Singapore, have found
compulsory military service to be beneficial, but we cannot expect the same from a growing country
like India. So, before making a major change like serving in the military on a national level, its pros
and cons must be considered.
Mahalakshmi L, XII-D
Anvitha Sankruthi, XII-D
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I Prize

A Wanderer’s Tale

“Tell us a story!” Jessamine giggles, spilling her drink on her shoes.
“Yeah James, why don’t you tell us a story?” Another voice pipes up as the music stops.
“Sure. Which one? The legend of the werewolves? The Lycan’s War? The Prophecy of the Fae?”
James, the most popular boy in our school asks, smirking.
The rest of us quiet down and watch him with interest. Drunk teenagers find themselves places
to sit around the bonfire. The sound of the wind roaring through the woods is unusually loud in the
silence.
I didn’t really want to be here, but according to Jessamine, nobody who’s anybody skips out on
James’s bonfire parties.
“We’ve already heard those. Tell us a new one!” Jessamine shouts. This is followed by some
murmurs of agreement among the semi-conscious teenagers.
James’s arrogant smirk falters for a second.
“What about The Wanderer’s Tale?” A new voice sounds.
We all look around, trying to place that sound.
A girl walks slowly into the middle. Her dark red hair sways in the wind. She smiles up at us with
gleaming silver eyes, as if she knew something we didn’t.
I would say she was around eighteen years old if it weren’t for the look in her eyes. She looked
at us with eyes that held some knowledge hidden behind them. Eyes that had somehow seen entire
kingdoms rise and then crumble to dust. Eyes that had seen life and death and something in
between.
Eyes that had seen things we cannot possibly comprehend.
A chill went down my spine.
“Have you heard The Wanderer’s Tale?” She asks, and for a moment it seemed as if her voice
was heavy with grief.
“Tell us.” Someone from the crowd shouted, followed by drunken cheers. I clutched my drink
tighter.
“Every blue moon, there will be a child born with a Wanderer’s soul. As soon as the child is born,
they begin their journey wandering the earth. They bear no name and they rarely stay in a place for

219

more than a week. They don’t have families nor friends. And the people who they come across forget
them in a matter of minutes.”
The silence is deafening as her voice washes over us in powerful mesmerizing waves. Somewhere
in the back of my mind I note that the crackling fire had gone silent. Even the wind is muted and the
rustling leaves now lie still.
“They are known as the Wanderers and they travel through cities, towns and villages collecting
misfortune.” She continues. “If the Wanderer is in a city, they will go walking in dark alleys at night
and they will get jumped. If the Wanderer is in a forest, a wild animal will attack them, or they will be
caught in a snare. But they will heal and they will move on. It’s simply their curse.” She sighs.
“But they never die.”
“A Wanderer can stand in the middle of a gunfight and come out alive, though they will undoubtedly
be hit in the most painful place possible. They can jump from the highest possible cliff and
somehow crawl away, broken and bleeding. They are cursed to roam this earth forever.” She pauses,
looking each one of us in the eye.
Goosebumps erupt all over my arms and a chill runs down my spine. I see some others shifting
uncomfortably but no one breaks the silence.
“They cannot age either.” She laughs once. Short. Bitter.
“They can only be killed by the Angel kissed. And so I have to roam this earth, suffering for
years and years, trying to find this elusive tribe of blessed people who can supposedly set my soul
free, without a moment of respite. And the best part?” She looks at us with a frustrated smile, eons
of misery and heartache lying clearly on her face bare for us to see.
“None of you are going to remember me.” She finishes.
Just then, a loud snap makes us all glance at the fire.
The wind picks up and the sound of rustling leaves fill the forest. James picks up some more
branches and tosses them into the fire.
“Aren’t you going to tell us a story, James?” Jessamine sips on her drink and twists her hair
around her finger.
“Yeah, tell us something we haven’t heard before.” someone else calls out from behind. “We’re
all waiting.”
For a moment a set of ancient silver eyes and a sad smile flashes through my mind. But the
more I try to remember the more it fades away.
Ankitha Shankar, XII-E
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II Prize

To Knife or not to Knife?
(the wife’s methodical conniving)

Adding to my mother’s long pending unrequited list of “ things that would take a lifetime to convince
Rajesh to buy so I’ll “not so subtly” drop hints via videos, whatsapp forwards and conversations” is the
Santoku Knife.
Famous for its resplendent blade sharpness and comparative lightness as opposed to other normal
knives that take refuge in our household including the sad, abandoned Victorinox gathering dust at the
back of our kitchen cupboard, mentions of this swift Japanese combatant, unlike other breezy topics of
conversation, has never ceased to exist.
It all started with a seed, the seed being a metaphor for one of the most important hobbies we
humans have undertaken with the onset of the coronavirus: spending endless hours browsing through
youtube. Having seen stunning visuals, effortless swan-like poise and precision all possessed by the
valor of the Santoku, my mother now slowly approached my unsuspecting father who was just looking
to spend the rest of his Sunday playing balconywatch overlooking our main road and looking for the
few signs of human life on a lockdown day.
The father, now having heard the cause of what could potentially and drastically impair his bank
account, experienced the first initial stage of shock. He slowly accounted for the numbers in his head.
“Okay so that’s an approximate starting price of 10000 yen…that’s 6500 then you have the shipping
charges? That’s going to cost more than the knife itself and you pay the minimum starting price for
shipping then maybe max 1200 and you have the added taxes and blah blah blah you get close to
XXXX? That isn’t so ba-”
Intercepts my mother again at this point to thrust the phone into his face, “Wait this knife from
Kama-Asa it’s amazing it’s multi-purpose and look at that sleek handle ohhohohhohhohoho” followed
by some satisfactory chuckling as we stare at the Santoku’s swift swipe on the screen, slashing a
rather ripe tomato on a cutting board.
The father’s mind voice replying: “Okay, completely scrap what I said about it being not so bad.
This is a disaster. Look at the size of that store and those knives arranged like a display museum!
Why do we need a 1 lac knife for making a simple rasam sambar anyways?”
“Pray do tell, who showed you this fantastic video that sets off such hope in all our lives?” asked
my dad.
“Yeah, Stuti saw one of these videos and sent it my way” came the mother’s reply.
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This would be the point where I’d usually sign off and say now’s the time to escape but instead I
knew that my impending doom could wait for what followed.
My dad, having ostensibly put his foot down on the matter, made his point clear.
“No Sandy. You do not get to inflict a ozone layer like hole onto my wallet and make me gift this
to you.”
That’s it. You heard the man. My father resumed his balcony-watch nightly shift duties and my
mother went back to fangirling over Santoku. I for one, having set off some fuel to the fire by way of
that video on youtube, knew this didn’t end here.
For months following this incident, my mom tried and tried and tried, subtly, not so subtly, a
mixture of both to requite her predilection much to my dad’s desperation. Me, being the situational
fielder, switching to my sides of preference that particular sunny day.
But just yesterday, both my parents returned from their walk with a small duffel bag and a twinkling
in my mother’s eyes that could mean only one thing.
She brandished a brand new knife from the bag in a victorious squeal.
She had found a Santoku Knife.
Her joy knew no bounds and my dad, having finally seen to it that her wish had been fulfilled,
heaved a huge sigh of relief.
The next morning, however, she accidentally cut herself whilst opening the new knife, and that
was the point where we thought she’d give up on her obsession with deathly kitchen weapons. “Santoku:
a dream that never broke through” we reflected over the past few months of war.
“OH MY GOD! LOOK AT THIS KNIFE!” hardly 10 minutes later.
To knife or not to knife, that’s the real question.
With my dad holding the fort having undergone a rollercoaster of ‘No’s, Maybe’s, Might’s’ and to
finally that’s a ‘Definite No’ and my mom on the other hand being a complete Santoku stan as ever,
guess we’ll never know:)
Stuti Rajesh, XII-A
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III Prize

To be or not to be

It was just another day. Wang Yun sat down for lunch along with his brothers. The youngest
among them was eleven years old and Yun cherished him dearly. But today instead of his usual
happy gleam he could see fear in the eyes of the little one.
Yun gestured him to join. He asked him “What is that scares you so much my little brother?” To
which he said how he had heard the others talk about how the one who becomes king makes sure to
remove all prospective men to the throne - brothers and nephews. Now that the king was getting old
all eyes were on the crown prince. While a million thoughts were going on in Yun’s mind on hearing
the little boy’s words, his brother continued. “Is this how all kingdoms are? Or is it just ours?” He
embraces his brother and gave his familiar warm smile that could melt even the coldest of hearts and
ease those in fatigue.
Deeply disturbed Yun left to the palace garden and one flower caught his eye. So graceful and
idyllic as though it was carved. He realized with pain that the flower will be picked first. It was not it’s
fault that it was near perfect. “Isn’t it beautiful?”, a commanding voice startled him. He turned and
bowed immediately, a voice as such within the palace could be only the king’s. His Majesty received
his greeting and gestured the guard to step back.
“Yes, my king. It is. Yet it’s a pity that one day it has to fall”. The king briefly laughed “Don’t say
that son. It’s done serving its purpose. Everything in this world already has its own destination”. Yun
gathered courage to do the forbidden. He looked into the king’s eyes, it left him spell bounded.
Despite the immediate look of power it radiated, he could see familiarity. He immediately bowed
and apologized. The king didn’t reply, he left. Yun seemed to have more clarity than before.
Though bitter he accepted it gracefully, the truth behind the throne.
The throne. These words echoed in his thoughts. The most powerful place in the kingdom, where
the enthrone d’s words were the law and he is above everything else. He realized he was going to
make new enemies and it sent a chill down his spine. The court room could be filled with friends
disguised as foes and he’d never know. The moment he steps foot, he needs to keep his heart empty
and mind unbiased, clear of judgement. There was no way for him to abandon the throne. Death was
the only way out.
The next day the whole country was celebrating. Every street lit up and every face filled with joy.
They had gotten a young, compassionate king and believed he would change their pathetic lives. Yun
was decorated in royal mantle robes. The doors of hell had opened for him. As he took each step, he
reminded himself that it was his duty to be here today. To take up this honor. But was it really an
honor? He was born for this. Yet he could not bring himself to peace. And then he saw them. All his
brothers lined up, teary eyes beaming with pride. Or was it fear? He thought to himself and ascended
the throne.
Harshanaa, XII-D

223

IV Prize

The brown eyed woman

Sirens were wailing in the distance. A man shouted, “Please don’t cross the line! “.
I looked out of my window to see what the commotion was all about. Seems to have been a
murder or rather an attempted murder judging by the way the unconscious victim was being rushed
into an ambulance. Everyone from that building had been vacated and were being questioned.
I decided to go and take a look. The minute I reached the crime scene which was just 5 blocks
away from my house, I saw the familiar sight of blood; Familiar not just due to the number of times I
had seen it on television over the past few days but also because I was a former soldier. Having
served as a soldier in the Indian army, blood and death were nothing but normal. Unfortunately, I was
forced to leave due to poor mental health as a result of losing all my comrades in a shoot-out.
As I was recounting these horrid memories, I smelt gunpowder. The murder weapon in question
must have been a gun, no doubt. A policeman walked up to me and asked me if I knew the victim,
and I answered no. While I was talking to him, I got to know that the victim was a pilot. The officers
mentioned that they were confused as they could find no motive behind the murder attempt.
After observing the scene for a while, I decided to go back home. While I was walking, I saw a
familiar face looking at me from near the lamp-post. As you can expect in most streets in Chennai, the
lamp was non-functional and therefore her face wasn’t visible. I had seen those two light brown eyes
somewhere, so I decided to go up and talk to her. The minute I took a step forward in her direction
she ran away. Perhaps, I had mistaken her for someone else.
The next morning, I saw the pilot being interviewed on TV. I saw a pair of brown eyes looking at
the pilot from the next bed. It was the same woman I had seen last night, and now I was sure I knew
her. I decided to go visit her, hoping to know why I remembered her. But when I reached the hospital,
she wasn’t there and a gun had been left in her place.
The woman was at the crime scene and then again next to the pilot. The gun and her running
away last night all seemed to point to her being the murderer. Not to mention that the police had
found a long strand of hair in the pilot’s house. They knew it was a woman but I knew which woman.
I smiled to be thinking that I was ahead of the police. I decided to crack the case and catch her
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before the police does, maybe then the authorities would acknowledge my skill and recognize that my
health was just fine.
To my luck, I saw her walking out of the hospital. This was my time to catch her. I followed her
and chased her through the streets as she ran away from me. I had finally caught up to her, but when
I was about to grab hold of her, she was gone. It made no sense; she was right in front of me a
second ago. Suddenly, a loudspeaker above me thundered: “Woman who committed the murder of 3
pilots and the recent attempt of another has been caught. Her son died in a recent plane crash.
Angered by it, she tried to kill all the pilots who flew it”. I saw a woman being dragged in front of me,
it wasn’t the woman with the brown eyes. Had they gotten the wrong suspect?
Confused, I scanned the area for my prime suspect when I noticed her face staring at me from
an old newspaper in the paper mart behind me. I was shocked. It read - “6th April 2019: Encounter
between Terrorist Amira Belgum and Indian Army soldiers. Amira shot dead. Lost 11 Indian soldiers.
Only 1 Indian survivor.”

Samhita, XII-B
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Special
Mention

The Events of a Single Morning

I walked down the empty streets. No one was awake at this time of day. My amma had sent me
to fetch some milk for our morning coffee, we had quite an early start. The milk vendor was just about
to set out on his rounds as I approached his cart.
“Anna, can I have our two jugs of milk? Here is the vessel.”
“What is it kannama? So do you also want me to come to your house with extra milk?”
“No anna, I am picking up the milk early. We…”
The milk vendor was in a rush so he didn’t ask any further questions. He just nodded and filled
the vessel.
“Thank you anna.”
I rushed back home with the full vessel over my shoulder. My mother and grandmother were
huddled in a corner. My grandmother was stroking her crying daughter’s hair and hugged her tightly.
Tears welled in my eyes observing that sorrow scene, so I averted my eyes and darted to the kitchen
before anyone could stop me. I quickly lit the coal and placed the milk vessel on it.
I watched the milk boil with no real interest. Just before the milk rose to the brim, I removed the
vessel from the fire and placed it on the ground. I brought out five silver cups and saucers and mixed
the milk with coffee and jaggery.
I finished just before the first of them arrived. Mahesh Mama and Sundari Mami stood awkwardly
at the doorway, observing the scene. I peeked out from the kitchen doorway as Sundari Mami drifted
to amma to console her. Mama moved to stand near appa as they peered at my brother, my dear Vasu.
I noticed my cue and brought out two cups of coffee for both of them. They accepted and slowly
sipped as they discussed the events of the morning with my family. Amma audibly sobbed and Patti
and Mami consoled her.
I took the cups from Mama and Mami, and as I walked back to the kitchen, I peered at the floor
where my brother lay for the first time today. His eyebrows were furrowed and his lips were pursed.
His creased forehead and ruffled curls of dark hair made it look like he was having a bad dream.
Two elders entered the house along with their youngest daughter. Shakuntala wore a gold and
green saree with a puffed sleeved-blouse, which was all the fashion now in 1964. It seemed distasteful
to wear the latest fashion at this ungodly hour. Pneumonia was also making its rounds, and definitely
did not spare our household.
I looked at my brother once more against my own will. I couldn’t bring myself to accept that it
wasn’t a bad dream. I couldn’t bring myself to believe that he wasn’t going to wake up. I couldn’t bring
myself to accept that he was dead.
Indigenous words
Amma - Mother

Patti - Grandmother

Appa - Father

Mama - Uncle

Mami - Aunt

Anna - Brother
Vijaishri, XII-D
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B]›¯ø £õºzuÄhß GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤izx Âmhx. AÁºPÒ GÚUS
Gkzu •uÀ £õh® umhÄ. |õß ©QÌa]¯õP |hÚ® PØÖU öPõsi¸US®
ö£õÊx öPõ@õÚõ Á¢x Âmhx. AuÚõÀ GßÚõÀ @|›À öŒßÖ |hÚ®
PØP •i¯ÂÀø». Bßø»ß QÍõ]À |hÚ® PØÖU öPõsi¸UQ@Óß.
«sk® G¨ö£õÊx |õß @|›À |hÚ® PØ@£@Úõ?
Bõz¯õ Bvz¯õ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ‘A’ ¤›Ä

GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤izu Ch®
GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤izu Ch®, ©°ø» P£õ½”Áº @Põ°À. Cx Gß
Ãmiß A¸@P EÒÍx. |õß vÚ•® A[S öŒÀ@Áß. @Põ°À @Põ¦®
ªP E¯©õP ]Ø£[P@Íõk AÇPõP C¸US®. EÒ@Í, ¤ÒøÍ¯õº, •¸Pß,
]Áß, PØ£Põ®£õÒ BQ@¯õº ŒßÚv C¸US®. A¸@P ö£›¯ AßÚuõÚU
Th•®, |õmi¯ @©øh²® C¸US®. @Põ°¼À ö£›¯ ©o JßÖ
C¸US®. ]Ö Á¯x •u@», Aøu J¼¨£x GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
C¢u @Põ°¼À £” ©õkPøÍ²®, PßÖPøÍ²® Põn»õ®. AÁØÔØS EnÄ® AÎUP»õ®.
]» Œ©¯[PÎÀ ©°ÀPøÍ²® A[S Põn»õ®. ªPÄ® AÇPõÚ Aø©v¯õÚ @Põ°¼x.
GÚ@Á uõß, P°ø»@¯ ©°ø», ©°ø»@¯ P°ø» Gß£õºPÒ.
ÿõ® ÿ{ÁõŒß, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ‘A’ ¤›Ä
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Gß öPõ@õÚõ øÁì öuõØÖ AÝ£Á®
Gß ö£¯º A. ‹º¯|õõ¯nß. |õß |õßPõ® ÁS¨¤À £iUQ@Óß.
GÚUS Jß£x Á¯x BQÓx. Gß öPõ@õÚõ øÁì öuõØÖ AÝ£Ázøu
C[S £Qº¢x öPõÒQ@Óß.
øu ©õu® 2022, Gß u¢øuUS öPõ@õÚõ øÁì öuõØÖ EÖv¯õÚx.
AuÚõÀ |õß Gß £õmi°ß ÃmiØS öŒß@Óß. ©Ö|õÒ, Gß £õmiUS®
öPõ@õÚõ øÁì EÖv¯õÚx. AuÚõÀ, Gß ÃmiØS v¸®¤@Úß. AßÖ
Gß EhÀ öÁ¨£® @»ŒõP AvP©õÚx. Gß ©¸zxÁº AßÖ öPõ@õÚõ
øÁì £›@ŒõuøÚ öŒ#¯ AÔÄÖzvÚõº. AuÚõÀ A¨£i@¯ öŒ#@uß. GÚUS® öuõØÖ
EÖv¯õÚx. GßøÚ Ãmk uÛø©°À C¸UP Gß ©¸zxÁº TÔÚõº. AßÖ CÄ Gß
EhÀ öÁ¨£{ø» ö©xÁõP E¯º¢x 104C @©À öŒßÓx. AßÖ Gß uõ²® £õmi²® ªPÄ®
£¯¢uÚº. GÚUS xoø¯ usp›À •UQ ö|ØÔ°À Jzuh® öPõkzx GßÝøh¯ Põ#aŒø»
SøÓzuÚº. Csk |õmPÒ öŒßÓx. £i¨£i¯õP Gß EhÀ öÁ¨£{ø» ^õP öuõh[Q¯x.
GÀ»õ® ÁÀ» CøÓÁÛß A¸Íõ¾® Gß ©¸zxÁ›ß öuõhº AÔÄÖzu»õ¾® öPõ@õÚõ
øÁì £õv¨¤¼¸¢x |õß «s@hß. ©ÚvÀ EÖv²hß @ŒõºÂÀ»õ©À C¸¢uõÀ Gøu²®
öÁßÔh»õ® GßÖ |õß Enº¢@uß.
‹º¯|õõ¯nß, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ‘A’ ¤›Ä

¦zuP[PÒ
GÚUS ¦zuP[PÒ Áõ]UP ªPÄ® ¤iUS®. AuÚõÀ, CßÖ |õß
¦zuP[PÒ £ØÔ ]» ÁõUQ¯[PÒ TÓ¨ @£õQ@Óß.
|õ® ¦zuP[PÒ £iUS® ö£õÊx, A¢u Pøu°À EÒÍ ChzvØ@P
öŒÀÁx @£õ» En¸@Áõ®. GÚUS ¡»P® öŒÀ» ¤iUS®. |õß A[@P
ÁõzvØS J¸ •øÓ¯õÁx öŒÀ@Áß.
|õß C¨ö£õÊx |õºÛ¯õ GßÓ ¦zuPzøu £iUPz öuõh[Q EÒ@Íß.
GÚUS B› £õmhº ¦zuP[PÐ® ¤iUS®. GÚUS B› £õmhº vø¨£hzøu
Âh B› £õmhº ¦zuP[PÒ £i¨£x ªPÄ® ¤iUS®. |õß C¨ö£õÊx J¸ ¦zuP® GÊu
öuõh[Q EÒ@Íß. GÚUS A©õÝè¯ PøuPÒ £i¨£x ¤iUS®.
uèÂ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ‘A’ ¤›Ä
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A¢u©õß £¯n AÝ£Á[PÒ
Gß Aø¯õsk Âk•øÓ |õmPÎÀ ©QÌa]¯õP Sk®£zuõ¸hß
”ØÖ»õ ¦Ó¨£m@hõ®. öŒßøÚ°¼¸¢x Â©õÚ® ‰»® AÇQ¯,
Aø©v¯õÚ
A¢u©õß
wÄPøÍ
Á¢uøh¢@uõ®.
Aø»°À»õ
Phø»²®
öÁÒøÍ ©nø»²® öPõsh
Cõuõ
|Pº
Ph¼À
SÎz@uõ®. ©Ö|õÒ £hQÀ £¯n® öŒ#x }»
wøÁ öŒßÓøh¢@uõ®. Psnõi £hQÀ öŒßÖ
£ÁÍ¨£õøÓPøÍ ]z@uõ®. Tmh® Tmh©õP
«ßPøÍ, |skPøÍ £õºz@uõ®. CÍ}º
ÂØÖUöPõsi¸¢u uªÌ @£”® uõzuõÄUS
Phø»
ªmhõ#
öPõkz@uß.
¨@£õºm
¤@Í›°À EÒÍ ]ØÓøÓ ]øÓUS öŒßÖ ªP

]Ô¯uõP PõØ@Óõmh® CÀ»õu ]øÓPøÍ
£õºzx Gß ©Ú® ªPÄ® Á¸¢v¯x.
C¯ØøP GÈÀ öPõg”® A¢u©õß
wÄPÐUS Âøh öPõkzx öŒßøÚ
Á¢uøh¢@uõ®.
¯õâ Œõ#,
|õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ‘A’ ¤›Ä
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2021 & 22 PÀÂ BsiØPõÚ
£ÒÎ ©»º PmkøPÒ
©PõPÂ ”¨©o¯ £õv¯õº
_u¢v¨ ÷£õõmh ÃõÚ £õv¯õº 11 & 12 & 1892 CÀ
¤Ó¢uõº.
C¨£õu® _u¢v®ö£Ó, PÂøuPÒ £õi²ÒÍõº.
¤ØPõ»zvÀ AÁºPsh PÚ÷Á ö©´¯õ°ØÖ.
\©õÚ uªøÇ²® £» ö©õÈPøÍ²® AÁº AÔÁõº.
©¢v® ÷£õÀ AÁº £õhÀPÍõÀ ©UPÒ E¢v GÊ¢uÚº.
xoa\¾hß B[Q÷»¯ø Gvºzuõº.
¯õ©Ô¢u ö©õÈPÎ÷» uªÌö©õÈ÷£õÀ CÛuõÁx G[S®
Põ÷nõ® GßÓõº.
£õ›À ö£s Âkuø» ÷Ásk® GßÓõº.
]US® £i¯õÚ £õhÀPøÍ¨ £õiÚõº.
vsø©¯õÚ ©nzxhß ö©ßø©¯õÚ Sn•øh¯ £õv¯õº GßÖ®
ÁõÌÁõº.
ÁõÌP uªÌ! ÁõÌP £õv ¦PÌ!!
Cõ©Ýáß, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

©PõPÂ _¨©o¯ £õv¯õº v¸ö|À÷Á¼ ©õÁmhzv¾ÒÍ
Gmh¯¦zvÀ 1982 B® Bsk i\®£º 11 B® |õÒ ¤Ó¢uõº. CÁx
ö£Ø÷Óõº ]ßÚ\õª I¯º, C»USª A®©õÒ BÁº. CÁ¸US¨ ö£Ø÷Óõº
øÁzu ö£¯º _¨©o¯ß. CÁx £vöÚõßÓõ® Á¯vÀ
uÚx PÂ£õk® BØÓ»õ¾® vÓø©¯õ¾® "£õv' GßÝ®
]Ó¨¦ £mhzvøÚ¨ ö£ØÓõº. ö£s Âkuø»UPõPÄ®
_u¢vzxUPõPÄ® £» £õhÀPøÍ¨ £õi²ÒÍõº.
íºæuõ
íºæuõ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
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]ßÚ\õª _¨©o¯ £õv¯õº î¢v PÂbº
©ØÖ® Âkuø»¨ ÷£õõmh Ãº BÁõº. CÁº
uªÌ, B[Q»®, \©ìQ¸u® ÷£õßÓ £»
ö©õÈPÎÀ ¦»ø©¨ ö£ØÖ ÂÍ[QÚõº. u®
uõ´ö©õÈ¯õÚ uªÌ ö©õÈ°ß«x AÍÄPh¢u
Aß¦ öPõshõº. Ki ÂøÍ¯õk £õ¨£õ ÷£õßÓ
£» SÇ¢øu¨ £õhÀPøÍ¨ £õi²ÒÍõº. CÁx
©øÚÂ°ß ö£¯º ö\À»®©õ. ö\ßøÚz
v¸ÁÀ¼U÷Po°À ÁõÌ¢x ©øÓ¢uõº. £õv¯õ›ß £õhÀPÒ _u¢v¨
÷£õõmhzvÀ Âkuø» EnºøÁ Fmi¯x.
uõ\v, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
£õv¯õº J¸ PÂbº, £zv›øP¯õÍº,
GÊzuõÍº BÁõº. AÁx PÂzvÓø©ø¯¨
£õõmk® Âu©õP Gmh¯¦ A\øÁ¯õÚx £õv
GßÝ® £mhzvøÚ AÁx £v÷ÚõõÁx
Á¯vÀ ÁÇ[Q¯x. uß GÊa] ªS £õhÀPÍõÀ
©UPÐUS _u¢v EnºøÁ FmiÚõº. CuÚõÀ
©PõPÂ GßÝ® ]Ó¨¦¨ £mhzvøÚ¨ ö£ØÓõº.
Aa\ªÀø»
Aa\ªÀø»,
•¨£x÷Põi
•P•øh¯õÒ, Ki ÂøÍ¯õk £õ¨£õ ÷£õßÓ £» £õhÀPøÍ¨
£õi²ÒÍõº. CÁ¸øh¯ £õhÀPÒ GÎø©¯õÚøÁ.
Aâz÷uè, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

|ÃÚ uªÌU PÂøuPÐUSz uP¨£ß uõß |® «ø\UPÂbß. uªÌ,
uªÇº |»ß, wshõø©, ö£sÂkuø» ÷£õßÓÁØÔØPõP J¸
¡ØÓõsiØS •ßÚ÷ uß PÂøu¯õÀ EUPU
Pzv¯Áßuõß
|®
÷u]¯UPÂbß.
J¸
PÂbÚõP
©mkªÀ»õ©À
J¸
]Ó¢u
GÊzuõÍõPÄ®
£zv›UøP¯õÍõPÄ®
C¸¢uÁº. ""£mh[PÒ BÒÁx® \mh[PÒ
ö\´Áx® £õ›ÛÀ ö£sPÒ |hzu Á¢÷uõ®''
GßÖ ö£sq›ø©UPõP¨ £õiÚõº. ""\õvPÒ CÀø»¯i £õ¨£õ
S»z uõÌa] E¯ºzvö\õ»À £õÁ®'' GßÖ wshõø© JÈ¨¦
SÔzx¨ £õi²ÒÍõº.
÷©PÒ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
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GÚUS¨ ¤izu ©®
ÁõøÇ ©®
GÚUS ¤izu ©® ÁõøÇ ©®. C®©®
©UPÐUS £» ÁøPP°À £¯ß£kQÓx. ÁõøÇ
•UPÛPÎÀ
JßÓõS®.
ÁõøÇ¨£Ç®
ÂøÍÂ¨£vÀ
E»Q@»@¯
•u¼hzvÀ
C¸UQÓx C¢v¯õ. ÁõøÇ ©zvØS Auß
Cø»P@Í QøÍPÒ. ÁõøÇ ©zv¼¸¢x
ÁõøÇUPõ#, ÁõøÇ¨£Ç®, ÁõøÇzusk QøhUQÓx. ÁõøÇ
©zvÀ £» ©¸zxÁ Sn[PÒ EÒÍÚ. ÁõøÇ¨£Ç® @|õ#wºUS®
©¸¢uõQÓx. ÁõøÇzusiÀ EÍÒ }ºaŒzx Shø» ^õUS®. ÁõøÇ¨§ Czu CÊzu®,
Czu @ŒõøP @|õ#PÒ Áõ©À ukUS®. ÁõøÇ¨£møh°ß ŒõÖ w¨¦søn BØÖ®. ÁõøÇ
Cø»°À EnÄ Es£x Eh¾US |À»x. ÁõøÇ¨£ÇU PÈÄPÒ PõQu©õP ©õØÓ¨£kQßÓÚ.
ÁõøÇ |õº § Pmh¨ £¯ß£kQÓx. ÁõøÇ ©[PøÍ ©[P» ÂÇõUPÎÀ PmkÁõºPÒ.
ÁõøÇ ©©õÚx uß AøÚzx EÖ¨¦PÐ® ¤Ó¸US £¯ß£k® ÁøP°À EÒÍx.
A@u@£õ» |õ•® ÁõÇ @Ásk®.
CzvÚŒõª, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä

©õ©®
GÚUS¨ ¤izu ©® ©õ©®.
•UPÛPÎÀ •ußø©¯õÚx ©õ®£Ç®.
£siøPPÎß @£õx ÃkPÎÀ ©õÂø»
Pmh¨£kQÓx. ©õ©zvß Põ# FÖPõ#
©ØÖ® £aŒi öŒ#¯ £¯ß£kQÓx.
QÎPÐUS ©õ®£Ç® ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
G[PÒ Ãmkz @uõmhzvÀ Csk
©õ©[PÒ EÒÍÚ. ©õ[öPõmøh ©¸¢x u¯õ›UP
£¯ß£kQÓx. ©õ©® E»P AÍÂÀ AvP AÍÄ
£°›h¨£kQÓx. @Põøh Põ»[PÎÀ AvP AÍÄ ”øÁUP¨£kQÓx. @Œ»® |Pzx ©õ®£Ç[PÒ
ªPÄ® ¤£»©õÚøÁ. ©õ©[PÒ 300 BskPÒ Áø £Ç[PÒ uUTi¯øÁ. 500US® @©Ø£mh
©õ®£Ç ÁøPPÒ EÒÍÚ. C¢v¯õÂß @u]¯UPÛ ©õ®£Ç® BS®. GÚ@Á GÚUS ©õ©zøu
ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
ŒíõÚõ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä
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öußøÚ ©®
©[PÒ ÁÍº¨£uõÀ ©øÇ ö£#QÓx. PõØÖ
y#ø©¯øhQÓx.
©[PÒ
£À@ÁÖ
ÁøP¨£k®. AøÁ }sh Põ»® ÁõÊ® uõÁ®
BS®. ©õ, £»õ, ÁõøÇ, öußøÚ, £øÚ,
öPõ#¯õ, @Á®¦ @£õßÓ ©[PÎÀ GÚUS
¤izu ©® öußøÚ ©® BS®. öußøÚ ©®
©nØ£õ[PõÚ {»zv¾® PhØPø £SvPÎ¾®
|ßS ÁÍ¸®. @u[Põø¯ ©møh²hß ©soÀ
¦øuzx öußÚ[PßøÓ ÁÍº¨£õºPÒ. ¤ßÚº Aøu @uõ¨¦PÎÀ
|hÄ öŒ#ÁõºPÒ.
£øÚ ©zøu¨ @£õß@Ó öußøÚ ©•® £» EÖ¨¦PøÍU öPõshx. @Áº, Ai©®,
}sh |k©®, öußøÚ ©møh, Ea]¨£Sv, ]À»õmøh, öußÚ[RØÖ, @u[Põ#Sø» GÚ
£» EÖ¨¦PøÍ Eøh¯x öußøÚ ©®. AzuøÚ EÖ¨¦PÐ® £¯ßuUTi¯øÁ. öußøÚ
©zøu öußÚ®¤ÒøÍ GßÓøÇ¨£õºPÒ. HöÚÛÀ öußøÚ ©® ö£ØöÓkzu ¤ÒøÍø¯¨
@£õ» £õxPõUS®. £» BskPÒ £»ß öPõkUS®. ©øÇ }ø uUP øÁUS®.
öußøÚ© CÍ}º Eh¾US |À»x. @u[Põ# §øŒUS £¯ß£kQÓx. @u[Põ# Gsös
Œø©¯¼À ”øÁ Tmk®. @u[Põ# ©møh, |õº P°Ö ¤ßÚ £¯ß£kQÓx. öußøÚ ©zvß
GÀ»õ EÖ¨¦PÐ® £¯ß {øÓ¢uøÁ.
©[PÒ |©US E°º PõØøÓz u¸QßÓÚ.
©® ÁÍº¨@£õ®
©QÌÄhß ÁõÌ@Áõ®
öá¯Á¢z, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä

B»©®
GÚUS ¤izu ©® B»©®. B»©® |©x
|õmiß @u]¯ ©® BS®. ©[PÎÀ ªPÄ®
AP»©õÚ ©®. Cuß QøÍPÒ AP»©õÚx.
CUQøÍPøÍ uõ[SÁuØS ÂÊxPÒ EÒÍÚ.
P¸@©P[PøÍ ”si°ÊUS® ©øÇUPÁºa]
B»©zvØS AvP® Esk. B»©zvß
Cø»PÒ, ÂøuPÒ, ö©õmkPÒ, @Áº,
ÂÊxPÒ ¯õÄ® ©¸¢uõP¨ £¯ß£kQßÓÚ.
B»®£Ç® uøŒ Á¼PøÍ }US®. B»©zvß ÂÊxPÎÀ
FgŒÀ Pmi ÂøÍ¯õh»õ®. C®©® ¡Ö BskPÐUS @©À
ÁÍ¸® ußø©²øh¯x. J¸ ©ßÚº uß |õÀÁøP £øhPÐhß J@ @|zvÀ u[S® AÍÄ
AP»©õÚx. GÚ@Á JÆöÁõ¸ Ãmi¾® H@uÝ® J¸ ©©õÁx ÁÍº¨@£õ®.
ŒõuÚõ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä
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ÁõøÇ ©®
GÚUS ¤izu ©® ÁõøÇ ©®. ÁõøÇ¯i
ÁõøÇ¯õP S»® ÁõÇ @Ásk® GßÖ
•ß@ÚõºPÒ B] ÁÇ[SÁõºPÒ. HöÚÛÀ
ÁõøÇ ©® ÁÍº¢uÄhß Av¼¸¢x PßÖPÒ
@uõßÔÂk®. ÁõøÇ ©[PÒ •uß•u¼À
öußQÇUS B]¯õÂÀ £°›h¨£mhx. ÁõøÇ
©zvß
GÀ»õ
£õP[PÐ®
|©US
£¯ß£kQßÓÚ. ÁõøÇzusk, §, £Ç® BQ¯øÁ Es£uØS
£¯ß£kQßÓÚ. ÁõøÇ Cø»°À Œõ¨¤kÁx Eh¾US |À»x.
ÁõøÇ ©zøu ”£ {PÌa]PÎÀ Áõ°¼À PmkÁº.
ÁõøÇ¨£ÇzvÀ £» E°ºaŒzxPÒ C¸¨£uõÀ Eh¾US £»zøuz u¸QÓx. ÁõøÇ |õº §
Pmh £¯ß£kQÓx. ÁõøÇ öÁ¨£ ¤@uŒzvÀ £°›h¨£kQÓx. C¢v¯õÂÀ ÁõøÇ •UQ¯
£°õS®. ÁõøÇ|õº@Œø» Th uØ@£õx ÂØ£øÚ°À EÒÍx. ÁõøÇ ©zvß usk
§ªUPi°À QÇ[S @£õÀ ÁÍ¸®. Cv¼¸¢x uõß PßÖPÒ @uõßÖ®. ÁõøÇ Cø»°À
Â¸¢x £øh¨£x uªÇº £s£õk. ÁõøÇ¨£Ç® PhÄÐUS £øhUP¨£kQÓx.
{¯õ¢z £õºzuŒõv, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä

GÚUS¨ ¤izu £ÓøÁ
¦Óõ
GÚUS ¤izu £ÓøÁ ¦Óõ BS®.
¦ÓõUPÒ
ªPÄ®
AÇPõÚøÁ.
£»
Ch[PÎÀ ¦ÓõUPøÍ Põn •i²®.
@PõÂÀPÎÀ ©õh[PÎÀ ¦ÓõUPÒ Á]US®.
¦ÓõUPÒ £» Ásn[PÎÀ C¸US®.
ö£õxÁõP |õ® £õºUS® ¦ÓõUPÒ Œõ®£À
©ØÖ® öÁÒøÍ {Ó[PÎÀ C¸US®. •ß
Põ»zvÀ yx AÝ¨¦ÁuØPõP ¦ÓõUPøÍ¨ £¯ß£kzvÚº.
¦ÓõUPÒ •møh°mk Sg” ö£õ›US®. ¦ÓõUPÒ GÊ¨¦® J¼ Â@Úõu©õP C¸US®.
ÂøuPÒ ©ØÖ® uõÛ¯[PøÍ Esq®. CøÁ }sh y® £¯ozx v¸®¦® BØÓÀ
öPõshøÁ¯õS®. Bs ¦ÓõUPÒ ö£s¦ÓõUPøÍ Âh Œzu©õP J¼ö¯Ê¨£U Ti¯øÁ.
E»P® •ÊÁv¾® ¦ÓõUPÒ Aø©v°ß ]ßÚ©õP P¸u¨£kQÓx.
Q¸ènõ©õÝá®, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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KŒÛ ]mkPÒ
KŒÛ ]mkPÒ, £ÓøÁ CÚzv@»@¯ ªP
AvP ÁøPPÒ öPõsh J¸ CÚ® BS®. C¢u
CÚzvÀ 320 ÁøPPÒ EÒÍÚ. ªP ]Ô¯
£ÓøÁPÍõP CøÁ ]ÓPizx öPõs@h
§UPÎ¼¸¢x
@uøÚ
Sizx
ÁõÊ®.
CøÁPÐUS }Í©õÚ ö©À¼¯ F] @£õßÓ
A»SPÒ EÒÍÚ.
C¢u CÚ¨£ÓøÁPÒ Áhöuß Aö©›UPõ Psh[PÎÀ
©mk@© Põn¨£kQßÓÚ. C¨£ÓøÁ°ß ]Ó¨¦ A®Œ®
A¢uzvÀ £Ó¢x öPõs@h @uøÚ Si¨£x. Kº Chzv@»@¯
£Ó¢x öPõs@h {Ø£x ©mk® AÀ»õx ¤ß@ÚõUQ²® @£õP
ÁÀ»x. @|º öŒ[SzuõP @©@» £Ó¢x öŒÀ»Ä® ÁÀ»x.
C¢u CÚzvÀ ªPa]Ô¯ £ÓøÁPÍõQ¯ @uÛ KŒÛa
]mkPÒ Q³£õÂÀ Põn¨£kQßÓÚ. C¨£ÓøÁ 5 öŒßi«mhº }Í®, 1.8 Qõ® Gøh²®
öPõshx. C¨£ÓøÁ°ß Cu¯® {ªhzvØS 1260 •øÓ xiUQßÓÚ.
ö£¸®£õ»õÚ KŒÛa]mkPÒ PsønU PÁ¸® £Í£Í¨£õÚ {Ó[PÒ öPõshøÁ BS®.
ö£¸®£õ¾® Bs KŒÛa]mkPÒ ªP AÇPõÚ {Ó[PÒ öPõshøÁ. ö|¸¨¦ {Ó®, Fuõ
{Ó®, ©õoUP {Ó®, öŒ®£Ê¨¦ {Ó® GßÖ ÂuÂu©õÚ {Ó[PÒ öPõsh KŒÛa ]mkPøÍ
GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
ŒõzÂPõ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

PõP®
GÚUS ¤izu £ÓøÁ PõP®. E»P®
•ÊÁx®
Põn¨£mhõ¾®
PõP®
C¢v¯õÂÀ AvP AÍÂÀ Põn¨£k®
J¸ £ÓøÁ. PõPzvß {Ó® P¸¨¦. PõP®
J¸ E¯º¢u JÊUP ö|Ô öPõsh
£ÓøÁ. ŒÜìÁ£PÁõÛß ÁõPÚ©õPU
P¸u¨£kQÓx. Gß Ãmk ÁõŒ¼À
vÚ•® {øÓ¯ PõP[PÒ Á¸®. PõP® uß ö£¯øa öŒõÀ¼@¯ Pø²®. PõPzvØS vÚ•®
EnÄ øÁzuõÀ |©x •ß@ÚõºPÎß B] QøhUS® Gß£x |®¤UøP. PõPzvØS |õ®
Œõu® øÁzuõ¾® uÛ@¯ Œõ¨¤hõx. ©ØÓ PõP[PøÍ Pø¢x AøÇzx £Qº¢x Esq®.
JØÖø©US Euõn©õP PõP[PÒ vPÌQßÓÚ. PõP® §hõß @uŒzvß @u]¯¨£ÓøÁ. GÚ@Á
GÚUS PõPzøu ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
ð¸u#PõºzvU, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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©°À
|® £ÒÎ Aø©¢v¸US®
£SvUS ©°»õ¨§º GßÓ ö£¯º
G¨£i Á¢ux öu›²©õ? ©°À
Bº¨£›US® Fº Gß£x uõß
Ax. J¸ Põ»zvÀ ©°»õ¨§›À
AvP©õP Á]zu C¢u ©°À
£ÓøÁ uõß GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤izu
£ÓøÁ. ©°À }»®, £aøŒ ©ØÖ® ©gŒÒ {Ó[PÒ
P»¢x AÇPõP Põm]¯ÎUS®. C¨£ÓøÁø¯ |õß
§[PõUPÎ¾® Gß Ãmk A¸Q¾® £õºzx
]zxÒ@Íß. ©°¼ß @uõøP uõß Auß ]Ó¨¦
A®Œ® BS®. Bs ©°¾US @uõøP Esk. ö£s ©°¾US @uõøP CÀø». ©øÇUPõ»zvÀ
©°À @uõøPø¯ Â›zx BkÁøu¨ £õºUP PsöPõÒÍõU Põm]¯õP C¸US®. ©ØÓ
£ÓøÁPøÍ¨ @£õÀ ©°»õÀ E¯©õP £ÓUP •i¯õx. uªÌ PhÄÒ •¸P¨ ö£¸©õÛß
ÁõPÚ©õPU P¸u¨£kQÓx. Psn¤õß uß QŸhzvÀ ©°¼ß CÓøP ‹i C¸¨£õº. |©x
|õmiß @u]¯¨ £ÓøÁ¯õP P¸u¨£kQÓx. CÆÁÍÄ ]Ó¨¦ªUP ©°ø» E[PÐUS®
¤iUS®uõ@Ú?
Âz²z, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

ø©Úõ
GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤izu £ÓøÁ
ø©Úõ BS®. ø©ÚõUPÒ ìhõº¼[
GÝ® £ÓøÁ Sk®£zøua @Œº¢uøÁ.
C¢v¯õ ©ØÖ® C»[øP |õkPÒ uõß
CÁØÔß uõ# §ª. Cuß Œ›¯õÚ uªÌ
ö£¯º |õPnÁõ#¨¦Ò Gß£uõS®.
ø©ÚõUPÒ ö£õxÁõP EaŒ¢uø» •uÀ
PÊzx £Sv Áø P¸ø©¯õPÄ® EhÀ £Sv £Ê¨¦
{ÓzvÀ C¸US®. PsPÎÀ K[PÐ® PõÀPÐ® ©gŒÒ
{ÓzvÀ C¸US®. CÆÁsn[PÒ uõß ø©ÚõUPÎß
AÇøP ö©¸@PØÖQßÓÚ. ø©ÚõUPÒ EÖv¯õÚ
PõÀPøÍ²® Á¾ÁõÚ ]ÓSPøÍ²® öPõshøÁ.
ø©ÚõUPÎÀ HÊ ÁøP CÚ[PÒ EÒÍÚ.
RºzuÚõ, |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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«sk® GÚx £ÒÎUThzvÀ....
öPõ÷õÚõ ö£¸¢öuõØÔß Põn©õP |õ[PÒ £ÒÎUSa ö\À»ÂÀø».
£ÒÎUSa ö\À» GÚUS ªPÄ® BºÁ©õP EÒÍx. Bßø»ß ÁS¨¦PÍõÀ
G[PÍõÀ |s£ºPøÍ²® B]›¯ºøÍ²® ÷|i¯õP¨ £õºUP •i¯ÂÀø».
£ÒÎUSa ö\ßÓõÀ ø©uõÚzvÀ |ßÓõP ÂøÍ¯õh»õ®. KÂ¯®, £õmk,
¡»P®
÷£õßÓ
ÁS¨¦PÐUS
÷|i¯õPa ö\ßÓõÀ ©QÌa]¯õP
C¸US®.
Põø»
ÁÈ£õmkU
TmhzvØS Á›ø\¯õPa ö\ßÖ
Á¸Áøu ªP BÁ¾hß Gvº£õºUQ÷Óß. ^¸øh
Ao¢x £ÒÎUS ©QÌa]²hß ö\À¾® |õøÍ
Gvº÷|õUQ C¸UQ÷Óõ®.
@PŒÆ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä

£ÒÎUTh® uõß AøÚÁ›ß GvºPõ»
PÚÂß AìvÁõ®. |õß Gß |s£ºPÐhß
£ÒÎUTh |õmPøÍU PÈzx Á¢÷uß.
öPõ÷õÚõ £ÁÀ Põn©õP £ÒÎ ö\À»
•i¯õ©À Bßø»ÛÀ £izx Á¸Q÷Óõ®.
AuÚõÀ «sk® £ÒÎ ö\ÀÁuØS AÍÁØÓ
BÚ¢u©õP EÒÍx. ÷|i ÁS¨¦PÎÀ
|s£ºPÐhÝ® B]›¯ºPÐhÝ® ÷£] ©QÌa]¯õP C¸UP»õ®.
|s£ºPÐhß |ßÓõP ÂøÍ¯õh»õ®, EnÄPøÍ¨ £›©õÔU
öPõÒÍ»õ®.
«sk® £ÒÎ ö\À» BÁ¾hß PõzxU
öPõsi¸UQ÷Óß.
|¢vuõ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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Gß £ÒÎ°ß ö£¯º Âz¯õ ©¢vº. Gß £ÒÎUTh® GÚUS ªPÄ®
¤iUS®.
ÂøÍ¯õmk
ÁS¨¦PÎÀ ø©uõÚzvÀ
| s £ º P Ð h ß
ÂøÍ¯õkÁx
GÚUS
ªPÄ® ¤iUS®. Bßø»ß
ÁS¨¦PÎÀ
AÆÁõÖ
ÂøÍ¯õh •i¯ÂÀø». C¨÷£õx öPõ÷õÚõ
öuõØÖ SøÓ¢x Á¸ÁuõÀ |õ[PÒ AøÚÁ¸®
£ÒÎUSa ö\À» C¸UQ÷Óõ®. öuõhUP
PÀÂ°À Pøh] BshõÚ G[PÐUS Cx
ªPÄ®
©QÌa]ø¯z
u¸QÓx.
B]›¯ºPøÍ²® |s£ºPøÍ²® \¢vUS®
|õøÍ |õß Gvº£õºzxU öPõsi¸UQ÷Óß.
¨nv, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä

J¸|õÒ Gß A®©õ GßÛh® ö\õßÚõºPÒ. Bvz¯õ EÚUS¨
£ÒÎUTh®
vÓUP¨
÷£õQÓx
GßÖ,
|õß
©QÌa]°À
xÒÎU
Svz÷uß, Gß ©QÌa]US
AÍ÷Á CÀø». |õß ÷Pmh
Áõºzøuø¯
GßÚõÀ
|®£÷Á •i¯ÂÀø». Eh÷Ú £ÒÎ ö\À»
u¯õõQ Âm÷hß. GßÝøh¯ ¦zuP¨ ø£ø¯
Gkzx u¯õº£kzvU öPõs÷hß. GÚUS
ªPÄ® ¤izu |s£ºPøÍU Põq® ©QÌa]°À EÒ÷Íß. |õß |s£ºPÐhß
ÂøÍ¯õkÁx÷£õ»Ä® vß£sh[PøÍ¨ £Qº¢x öPõÒÁøu¨ ÷£õ»Ä® PÚÄ Põn B®¤zx
Âm÷hß. Gß PÚÄ £¼UP¨ ÷£õQÓx.
Bvz¯õ w£U, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä.
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AøÚÁ¸US® Põø» ÁnUP®. |õß GÚx £ÒÎUSa ö\ßÖ Csk
BskPÍõQÂmhx.
B]›¯ºPÒ
G[PøÍ
i\®£›À
£ÒÎUS
Áaö\õßÚõºPÒ. A¨÷£õx |õÝ®
£ÒÎUSa ö\ß÷Óß. A¨÷£õx
GÚx |s£ºPÐ® ÂøÍ¯õi÷Úß.
G[PÍx B]›¯ºPÒ G[PÐUS
£õ\©õPÄ®
©QÌa]¯õPÄ®
öuÎÁõPÄ®
£õh®
ö\õÀ¼U
öPõkzuõºPÒ. GÚUS BÚ¢u©õP C¸¢ux. «sk®
£ÒÎø¯ ‰i ÂmhõºPÒ. ©Ö£i²® £ÒÎUThzøuz
vÓUP¨ ÷£õQÓõºPÒ GßÓ ö\´vø¯U ÷Pmk
Cß£©õ÷Úß. öuõhUPU PÀÂ°ß CÖv¯õsiÀ
Pøh] ©õuzvÀ £ÒÎUSa ö\ÀÁøu {øÚzx AÍÁØÓ ©QÌa]°À EÒ÷Íß.
ø©z›, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

@uŒz uø»ÁºPÒ
PUPß
PUPß áüß 18,1907&B® Bsk ©xø
©õÁmh®, x®ø£ £mi GßÓ Qõ©zvÀ
¤Ó¢uõº. ªPÄ® GÎø©¯õÚ Sk®£zvÀ ¤Ó¢u
CÁx u¢øu¯õº J¸ @Põ°À §Œõ›¯õP
C¸¢uõº. ]ÖÁ¯x •u@» \©¯ £ØÖ ªPÄ®
EÒÍÁº BÁõº. PUPß ¤.@P.Gß BsPÒ @©À
{ø» £ÒÎ°À £°ßÓõº. £i¨£i¯õP E¯º¢x
1957&® Bsk uªÌ|õk Põ[Qì SÊ uø»Áº BÚõº. A¨ö£õÊx
Põ©õŒº uªÇP •uÀÁõP C¸¢uõº. A” £n® ÃnõP
ThõöußÖ Pøh]Áø @£õõiÚõº. Aø©aŒõÚ ¤ÓS® Csk
@Ámi, Csk Œmøh ©mk@© øÁzv¸¢uõº. •hUS @|õ¯õÀ
A” ©¸zxÁ©øÚ°À AÝªUP¨£mhõº. A¨ö£õÊx AÁø £õºUP öŒßÓ •uÀÁº v¸.
G®.â.Bº. AÁºPÒ PUPÝUS |À» ]QaøŒ HØ£õk öŒ#¯ •ßÁ¢uõº. BÚõÀ PUP@Úõ
}[PÒ £õºUP Á¢u@u @£õx® GßÓõº.
öŒõz@u CÀ»õ©À |õmiØ@P öŒõzuõQ @£õÚõº, PUPß!!
Añõ P@nè, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
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Á.E.]u®£® ¤ÒøÍ
"P¨£@»õmi¯ uªÇß", "ö\UQÊzu
ö\®©À" Á.E.]u®£® ¤ÒøÍ J¸ C¢v¯
_u¢v ÷£õõmh Ãº BÁõº. CÁº yzxUSi
©õÁmh® Jmh¨¤hõzvÀ E»P|õu ¤ÒøÍ
©ØÖ® £©õ° A®©õÒ u®£vUS ö\¨h®£º
5, 1872 B® Bsk ¤Ó¢uõº.
AÁº ]Ó¢u ÁÇUPÔbº, @£aŒõÍº ©ØÖ®
GÊzuõÍº BÁõº. uªÌ ÁÍº¨£x u©x Phø©¯õPU öPõshõº.
uªÈÀ ªP •UQ¯©õÚ £øh¨¦PÍõÚ v¸USÓÒ ©ØÖ®
öuõÀPõ¨¤¯zvß öuõS¨¦PøÍ²® öÁÎ°mkÒÍõº.
B[Q@»¯¸US GvõP, •uÀ _@u] P¨£ø» yzxUSi
•uÀ öPõÊ®¦ Áø C¯UQ¯uõÀ, AÁº "P¨£@»õmi¯ uªÇß"
GßÖ AøÇUP¨£mhõº. B[Q@»¯õÀ £» •øÓ ]øÓ°À AøhUP¨£mh Á.E.], ©õkPÒ
CÊUS® ö\UQøÚ _©¢x CÊzuõº. GÚ@Á AÁº "ö\UQÊzu ö\®©À" GßÖ®
AøÇUP¨£mhõº.
Jmh¨¤÷hõzvÀ AÁº ÁõÌ¢u Ãk {øÚÄ Ch©õP ©õØÓ¨£mkÒÍx. AÁº CÊzu
ö\US, ö\ßøÚ Põ¢v ©sh£zvÀ Põm]¨ ö£õ¸ÍõP øÁUP¨£mkÒÍx. Á.E.] |Á®£º
18, 1936 B® Bsk ©øÓ¢uõº. AÁº ¤Ó¢x 150&BÁx Á¸hzvÀ AÁx ö£¸ø©ø¯
Pmkø¯õP GÊxÁvÀ ªS¢u ©QÌa] AøhQ@Óß.
AzÂzuõ. @Á, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ B ¤›Ä

@Á¾|õa]¯õº
@Á¾|õa]¯õº
1730&B®
Bsk,
Cõ©|õu¦® Œ©ìuõÚ® ©ßÚº öŒÀ»•zx
Âá¯S|õu
@Œx£v
&
ŒUP¢v
•zuõzuõÐUS J@ ö£s ©PÍõP¨ ¤Ó¢uõº
@Á¾|õa]¯õº.
Bs
Áõ›”
@£õ»
ÁÍºUP¨£mhõº. B²u¨ £°Ø] ö£ØÓõº; £»
ö©õÈPÒ PØÓõº. 1746&CÀ ]ÁP[øPa ^ø©
©ßÚº •zx ÁkP|õuz @uÁ¸US ©øÚÂ¯õÚõº. C¢v¯
Âkuø»¨ @£õõmh Ãõ[PøÚ ©ØÖ® ]ÁP[øP ^ø©°ß
A] @Á¾|õa]¯õº BÁõº.
Gß.¤. @Áuÿ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ B ¤›Ä
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P¨£@»õmi¯ uªÇß
Á.E.]. GßÖ AøÇUP¨£k® Á.E.]. ]u®£® ¤ÒøÍ AÁºPÒ,
B[Q@»¯ A”US @£õmi¯õP P¨£À @ŒøÁø¯ Aø©zuuõÀ
P¨£@»õmi¯ uªÇß GÚ GÀ@»õõ¾®
Aß@£õk AøÇUP¨£kQÓõº.
]u®£®
¤ÒøÍ
AÁºPÒ,
uªÌ|õmi¾ÒÍ yzxUSi ©õÁmhzvÀ
öŒ¨h®£º 5, 1872À ¤Ó¢uõº.
Á.E.].
uÚx
u¢øu
@£õÀ
£nUPõºPÐUS
ÁÇUPÔbõP CÀ»õ©À HøÇPÐUS ÁõuõiÚõº. ”@u]
C¯UPzvß J¸ £Sv¯õP B[Q@»¯ P¨£À {ÖÁÚ[PÐUS
@£õmi¯õP ”@u] P¨£À C¯UP® xÁ[QÚõº.
|õmiÀ ”@u] C¯UPzøu @Œº¢x @£õõiÚõº.
CaöŒ¯ø» SØÓ® Œõmi, ©õºa 12, 1908 AßÖ AÁøU øPx öŒ#¯ @Áskö©ßÖ
EzuÂmhÚº. ]øÓ°¼¸¢x öÁÎ Á¢u ¤ß, AÁº HÌø©¯õÚ ÁõÌUøP@¯ ÁõÌ¢x Á¢uõº.
AèÁz å[Pº, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ B ¤›Ä

@Á¾ |õa]¯õº
C¢v¯õÂß •uÀ ö£s Âkuø»¨
@£õõmh Ãº @Á¾ |õa]¯õº. CÁº
1730B®
Bsk
¤Ó¢uõº.
PÀÂ,
ÂøÍ¯õmk, A®¦ ÂkuÀ, Svø HØÓ®,
¯õøÚ HØÓ® GÚ AøÚzx vÓßPøÍ²®
PØÖz @uº¢uõº.

"B'

uªÌ, öu¾[S, PßÚh®, ©ø»¯õÍ®, B[Q»®,
¤ög”, E¸x ö©õÈPøÍ²® PØÖ AÔ¢uõº. uß £vÚõÓõ®
Á¯vÀ ]ÁP[øPa ^ø©°ß ©ßÚº •zxÁkP|õu @uÁø
©n¢uõº. |Áõ¤ß £øh°Úº •zxÁkP|õu @uÁø PõøÍ¯õº
@PõÂ¼À öPõßÓÚº. @Á¾ |õa]¯õº ]ÁP[øP°À C¸¢x u¨¤zx, ]ßÚ ©¸x, ö£›¯
©¸x Œ@PõuºPÎß EuÂ@¯õk Iuº A¼ø¯ Œ¢vzuõº. CÁx Ã®, Â@ÁPzøu¨ £õºzx
AÁº Â¯¢uõº. @Á¾ |õa]¯õº GÊ Bsk Põ»® ußøÚ u¯õº £kzvU öPõshõº. 1780B®
Bsk uÚx ©PÎº £øh²hß öŒßÖ ]ÁP[øP As©øÚUSÒ uõUSuÀ |hzv
@Põmøhø¯U øP¨£ØÔÚõº.
Â. Âihõ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ B ¤›Ä
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GÚx £ÒÎ°À |õß....
|õß öPõ÷õÚõ uøhUS¨ ¤ÓS,
i\®£º ©õu® £ÒÎUSa ö\ß÷Óß. GÚUS
ªPÄ® ©QÌa]¯õP C¸¢ux. GÚx
÷uõÈPøÍU
Psk
©QÌ¢÷uß.
÷uõÈPÐhß ÂøÍ¯õi ©QÌ¢÷uß. öÁS
|õmPÐUS¨ ¤ÓS B]›ø¯PÎh® ÷£]
©QÌ¢÷uß. •PUPÁ\® Ao¢x £ÒÎUSa
ö\ßÓx ¦xø©¯õP C¸¢ux. Bßø»ÛÀ
]» ©õnÁºPÐ® ÷|i ÁS¨¤À ]» ©õnÁºPÐ® C¸¢ux
J¸ ¦xø©¯õÚ AÝ£Á®. «sk® AøÚÁ¸® £ÒÎUSa
ö\À» ÷£õQ÷Óõ®. öPõ÷õÚõ öuõØÔ¼¸¢x E»P® Âk£h
CøÓÁÛh® ÷ÁskQ÷Óß.
Aªºuõ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä

]» Á¸h[PÐUS¨ ¤ÓS |õß GÚx £ÒÎUSa ö\À»
÷£õQ÷Óß. ]» Á¸h[PÐUS •ß y©õPz öu›¢x Gß £ÒÎ
CÛ Gß A¸QÀ Á¨÷£õQÓx. Csk Á¸h[PÍõP ÷£õS®
ÁÈ°À öÁÎ°¼¸¢x £õºzu GÚx £ÒÎø¯ CÛ |õß
EÒ÷Í ö\ßÖ £õºUP¨ ÷£õQ÷Óß. Gß |s£ºPÎhª¸¢x
ö£ß]À, C¨£º BQ¯ÁØøÓ Áõ[Q Gß ö£¯ø GÊv¨
£õºUP¨ ÷£õQ÷Óß. PoÛ ÁÈ¯õP¨
£õºzu Gß
B]›ø¯PøÍ ÷|›À ö\ßÖ £õºUP¨ ÷£õQ÷Óß. |õß
ÂøÍ¯õi ÂÊ¢u Chzøuz öuõmk¨ £õº¨÷£ß. Gß £ÒÎ
¡»PzvØSa ö\ßÖ ¦zuP® Gkzx Á¢x £i¨÷£ß. |ßÓõP¨
£izx E»PzøuU PØÖUöPõÒ÷Áß. Gß £ÒÎUS |õß
«sk® ö\À»¨÷£õÁx GÚUS ªPÄ® ©QÌa]¯õP EÒÍx.
K. S. Q›æ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä
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}sh |õmPÐUS¨ ¤ÓS «sk® GÚx £ÒÎUSa ö\ÀÁx GÚUS
EØ\õPzøuz u¸QÓx. Ãmi¼¸¢u £i÷¯ Bßø»ÛÀ ÁS¨¦PøÍU
PÁÛ¨£x GÚUS¨ ¤iUPÂÀø». £ÒÎUSa ö\ßÓÄhß •u¼À
ÂøÍ¯õmk ø©uõÚzvØSa ö\ßÖ Gß |s£ºPÐhß ÷\º¢x
ÂøÍ¯õk÷Áß. öuõhUP¨ £ÒÎ°ß Pøh] BsiÀ J¸ ©õu©õÁx GÚx
B]›ø¯PÐhÝ® ©õnÁºPÐhÝ® ÁS¨¦PøÍU PÁÛ¨÷£ß. £ÒÎ
vÓUS® |õøÍ Gvº÷|õUQ EÒ÷Íß.
\º÷Áè, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä

‰ßÓõ® ÁS¨¤À £ÒÎ ö\ßÓ |õß
«sk® I¢uõ® ÁS¨¤À £ÒÎ ö\À»
EÒ÷Íß.
Ax
ªS¢u
BºÁzøu²®
©QÌa]ø¯²® u¸QÓx. |s£ºPÐhß ÷£]
ÂøÍ¯õh ÷Ásk® Gß£x }sh |õøÍ¯
PÚÄ. B]›¯ºPøÍ ÷|›ÀPsk £õh®
PØÖUöPõÒÍ÷Áß. •u¼À GÚx £ÒÎ
ø©uõÚzøuU Põs÷£ß. ÷£õv¯ CøhöÁÎ Âmk ÁS¨¤À
A©º÷Áß. •PUPÁ\® Ao¢x ö\À÷Áß. B]›¯ºPÒ TÖ®
AÔÄøPøÍ¨ ¤ß£ØÖ÷Áß. AøÚÁø²® ¤ß£ØÓÄ®
TÖ÷Áß. CuøÚ¨ ¤ß£ØÔÚõÀ ©QÌa]¯õP¨ £õh[ PØP»õ®.
\Úõ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä
|õß CßÖ «sk® GÚx
£ÒÎUSa ö\ÀQ÷Óß. A[S GßÚ
|h¢ux GßÖ E[PÎh® £Qº¢x
öPõÒÍ |õß ªPÄ® Bø\¯õP
EÒ÷Íß.
Ph¢u
Csk
BskPÍõP Ãmi÷»÷¯ C¸¢x
£õh[PøÍU PØ÷Óõ®. BÚõÀ
C¨÷£õx Põ»[PÒ ©õÔ¯uõÀ £ÒÎUThzvØSa
ö\ÀQ÷Óõ® Gß£x GÚUS ªS¢u ©QÌa]ø¯z
u¸QÓx. Gß |s£ºPøÍ²® B]›ø¯PøÍ²® •PUPÁ\zxhß \¢vzu÷£õx ¦xø©¯õP
C¸¢ux. ÷£_Áx öPõg\® ¦›¯ÂÀø».
Bßø»ß Cøh³Ö CÀ»õ©À ÷|i¯õP ÁS¨¤øÚU PÁÛzux ©QÌa]¯õP C¸¢ux.
Rºzv, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "C' ¤›Ä
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«sk® £ÒÎ°À |õß...
Cøn¯ÁÈ ÁS¨¦ •i¢x
£ÒÎ
vÓ¨£uØPõP
|õß
Põzv¸UQ@Óß. B]›¯ºPÎh®
@|i¯õP PØS®@£õx PŒhÓ PØP
•iQÓx. Cøn¯ÁÈ ÁS¨¤À
Cx
•Êø©¯õP
Qøh¨£x
CÀø».
ÁS¨¤À
ŒP
©õnÁºPÐhß Eø¯õi ©QÇ
•iQÓx.
Tmk
•¯Ø]°À
ÂøÍ¯õmkhß
PØÖUöPõÒÁx
GÎuõP
EÒÍx.
EnÄ
Cøh@ÁøÍ°ß @£õx |s£ºPÐhß £Qº¢x Es£x ©QÌÁõÚ u¸n[PÒ. BskÂÇõ
öPõshõmh[PÒ Cøn¯ÁÈ ÁS¨¤À Qøh¨£x CÀø». Gß |s£ºPÐhß «sk®
Eø¯õi ©QÇ¨ @£õQ@Óß. B]›¯ºPøÍ @|@ Œ¢vzx Gß Œ¢@uP[PøÍ @£õUQU
öPõÒÍ»õ®. Gß ¤Ó¢u |õøÍ Gß |s£ºPÐhß Cøn¢x öPõshõh¨ @£õQ@Óß. GÚUS
Gß £ÒÎø¯ ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
íõ]Û, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

|õß «sk® £ÒÎ öŒÀÁuØS
ªPÄ® BºÁ©õP C¸¢@uß. £ÒÎ
öŒÀ¾®
|õÒ
Á¢ux.
£ÒÎ
ÁÍõPzxUSÒ ~øÇ¢uÄhß ªPÄ®
BÚ¢u©õP C¸¢ux. @uõÈPÐhß
ÁS¨£øÓUS
Á¢x
A©º¢@uß.
B]›¯ºPøÍ @|›À Œ¢vzux ªPÄ®
©QÌa]¯õP C¸¢ux. ÃmiÀ uÛ¯õP
A©º¢x £i¨£øu Âh @uõÈPÐhß Cøn¢x £i¨£x
GÎuõP C¸¢ux. £ÒÎ ø©uõÚzvÀ ÂøÍ¯õkÁx ªPÄ® ©QÌa]¯õP C¸¢ux.
£ÒÎUS u¯õõÁx @uõÈPÐhß @Œº¢x öŒÀÁx ¦x AÝ£Á©õP C¸¢ux. C¢u {ø»
}iUP @Ásk® GÚ PhÄøÍ @ÁsiU öPõs@hß. Gß £ÒÎø¯²® Gß @uõÈPøÍ²®
Gß B]›¯ºPøÍ²® GÚUS ªPÄ® ¤iUS®.
AÚß¯õ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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@PiÀ ÂÊaöŒÀÁ® PÀÂ J¸ÁØS
©õhÀ» ©ØøÓ ¯øÁ
GßÖ ÁÒÐÁº TÔ¯ AÈÁØÓ öŒÀÁ©õQ¯ PÀÂø¯ ÁÇ[PUTi¯
Ch©õQ¯
£ÒÎ
Ph¢u
Csk
Á ¸ h [ P Í õ P
ö P õ @  õ Ú õ
øÁêß Põn©õP
‰h¨£mk C¸¢uÚ. G[PÒ £ÒÎ
ÁS¨¦PÒ
Cøn¯ÁÈ°À
|øhö£ØÖ Á¢ux. C¨@£õx @|i
ÁS¨¦PÒ xÁ[P EÒÍÚ. £ÒÎUS
@|i¯õP öŒÀÁvÀ GÚUS ©mhØÓ ©QÌa]. öÁS |õmPÐUS ¤ÓS Gß |s£ºPøÍ Œ¢vUP¨
@£õQ@Óß. £ÒÎUSa öŒßÖ Gß |s£ºPÐhß ÂøÍ¯õk@Áß. AøÚÁ¸hÝ® Cøn¢x
EnÄ A¸¢x@Áß. Csk Á¸h[PÍõP Œõuõn Eøh²hß ÁS¨¦PÎÀ £°ß@Óõ®.
uØ@£õx ^¸øh Ao¢x £ÒÎUSa öŒÀ»»õ®. B]›¯ºPøÍ @|›À Œ¢vzx P»¢xø¯õh
•i²®. C¢{ø» uh[PÒ CßÔ öuõh @Ásk® Gß£@u Gß Â¸¨£®.
§ºnõ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

öPõ@õ@Úõ øÁì £ÁÀ Põn©õP
Csk
BskPÍõP
£ÒÎPÒ
‰h¨£mkÒÍÚ.
Cøn¯
ÁÈ°À
ÁS¨¦PÒ
|øhö£ÖQßÓÚ.
PoÛ
Áõ°»õP £õh® PØ£x ªPÄ® PiÚ©õP
EÒÍÍx.
Gß
|s£ºPøÍ¨
£õºUP
•i¯ÂÀø». AÁºPÐhß ÂøÍ¯õh
•i¯ÂÀø». Csk Á¸h[PÐUS¨ ¤ÓS
£ÒÎ vÓUS® @uv AÔÂUP¨£mhx. AøuU @Pmhx® |õß
Aøh¢u ©QÌa]US AÍ@Á CÀø». |õß «sk® £ÒÎ
öŒÀ¾® A¢|õøÍ Gvº£õºzx Põzv¸¢@uß. A¢|õÐ® Á¢ux.
|õß ©QÌa]²hß £ÒÎUSa öŒß@Óß. Gß |s£ºPøÍ
PshÄhß ¦zxnºa] Aøh¢@uß. ÁS¨£øÓ°À A©º¢x
£õh[PÒ £°ÀÁuõÀ |ßÓõP¨ ¦›¢x £iUP •i¢ux. B]›¯ºPøÍ @|›À Œ¢vzx I¯[PøÍz
wºzxU öPõÒÍ •i¢ux. C@u {ø» öuõh @Ásk® GÚ CøÓÁøÚ @ÁskQ@Óß.
Á¸s Œ[Pº, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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|® ö£Ø@ÓõºPÐUS Akzx |©US |ÀJÊUPzøu²® AÔøÁ²®
u¸Áx |® £ÒÎuõß. ö£›¯ ŒõuøÚ¯õÍºPøÍ E¸ÁõUSÁx® £ÒÎPÒ
uõß.
C¢u
ö P õ @  õ Ú õ
Põ»Pmhzv¾®
©õnÁºPÍõQ¯
|õ[PÒ £ÒÎUSa
öŒßÖ
©QÇ
@Ásk® GßÖ uõß BøŒ¨£kQ@Óõ®.
£ÒÎ vÓ¢uõÀ GßÚ öŒ#¯ @Ásk®
GÚ |õß BøŒ¨£kQ@Óß öu›²©õ?
Âi¯ØPõø» GÊ¢x ]Ôx @|®
£õh[PøÍ¨ £izx Âmk ^¸øhø¯
Ao¢x öPõsk @£¸¢vÀ HÖ@Áß. @£¸¢x GßøÚ @ÁP©õP £ÒÎUS AøÇzxa öŒÀ»
@Ásk®.
£ÒÎ ©o Aizux® ÁS¨£øÓUSÒ BÁ»õP ~øÇ@Áß. ¦zuP¨ø£ø¯ @©øŒ @©À
øÁ¨@£ß. Poo°À £õh® PØ£øu Âh £ÒÎ°À ÁS¨£øÓ°À |s£ºP@Íõk £õh®
PØ£x ªPÄ® ©QÌa]¯õP C¸US®. ÂøÍ¯õmk @|zvÀ |s£ºP@Íõk Cøn¢x
”Ö”Ö¨£õ# PvÁÛß JÎ |® @©À £k®£i ø©uõÚzvÀ ÂøÍ¯õkÁx BÚ¢u©õP
C¸US®. £ÒÎ ¡»PzvØS @uõÈP@Íõk öŒßÖ £» ÁøP ¦zuP[PøÍ¨ £izx
©QÇ@Ásk®.
AÁØøÓ¨ £ØÔ |s£ºP@Íõk P»¢xø¯õh @Ásk®. £ÒÎUSa öŒßÖ £õh[PøÍ
GÊx® @£õx @ÁP©õP GÊu •i²®. «sk® £ÒÎUSa öŒÀ¾® |õøÍ BÁ@»õk Gvº£õºzx
Põzv¸UQ@Óß.
ÿ{Põ, I¢uõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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£ÒÎ |õmPÒ
£ÒÎ |õmPÒ |® ÁõÌUøP°ß ªPÄ® Cß£©õÚ |õmPÒ. ÁõÌUøP°ß Ai¨£øh
Âå¯[PøÍU PØÖz u¸Áx £ÒÎ |õmP@Í. |©x ö|¸UP©õÚ |s£ºPÒ E¸ÁõÁx £ÒÎ
|õmPÎÀ uõß |hUS®. £ÒÎ |õmPÎÀ |hUS® {øÚÄPÒ |® ÁõÌUøP°À GßÖ® ©ÚvÀ
{ØS®. |©x GvºPõ»zøu {ºn¯® öŒ#Áx |©x £ÒÎ°ß |õmPÒ uõß. |® £ÒÎ |õmPÒ
ÁõÌUøP°À |®ø© J¸ |À» £s£õÍÚõP E¸ÁõUS®.
AÚß¯õ ÿõ®, BÓõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

u[P¨ §UPÒ
@£”® PÂøu@¯
@£Œõx GøÚ } £õºUQÓõ#
¤®©ß Áø¢u GÈ@»õÂ¯® }@¯
PõØøÓ H@Úõ AøŒUQÓõ#
vzvUS® @uß öPõgŒ®
©Ú® öPõÀ¾® ©n® öPõgŒ®
GÚ ÂÈPÒ DºUQÓõ#
{»ÄUS® EÚUS® Œsøh & H@Úõ
CÄUS •Ê{» öÁßÓõÀ
£P¾US }@¯ AÇQ
Põø»°À } §US® u¸nzvÀ
Gß £mhõ®§a] ö|gŒ®
£h£hUS®
|mø£ ÁÍºUQÓõ#
Cu¯® CønUQÓõ#
H@Úõ! PõØÔß ö©õÈ¯õQÓõ#
ÁõÚÂÀø» öuõh {øÚUS®
u[P¨ §@Á
EÚUPõP@Á CUPÂøu...
@á. w¤Põ, BÓõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä
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]ÖÁºPÐUPõÚ uªÌ £v¨¦PÒ
¦zuP[PÒ £i¨£x GÚUS ¤izu ö£õÊx@£õUS. |õß ©º©®, AÔÂ¯À, Pou
SÖUöPÊzxPÒ ©ØÖ® |øPa”øÁ¯õÚ B[Q» ¡ÀPøÍ £i¨@£ß. C¢¡ÀPøÍ uªÌ
ö©õÈ°À £iUP GÚUS BøŒ. |õß ¡»PzvØS öŒÀ¾® @£õöuÀ»õ® ö£›¯ÁºPÒ £iUP HØÓ
¦zuP[PÒ AÀ»x I¢x Á¯x SÇ¢øuPÒ £iUS® ¦zuP[PÒ PõsQ@Óß. Gß Á¯vØS HØÓ
uªÌ ¡ÀPÒ |õß £iUP Â¸®¦Q@Óß.
|® uªÌ @£a”ÁÇUQÀ B[Q» öŒõØPÒ P»¢x öPõsi¸UQÓx. y¯ uªøÇ @£”Áx
|©US PiÚ©õÚ öŒ¯»õP C¸UQÓx. ]ÖÁº ©»º, £mh®, Œ®£U ©ØÖ® ]ÖÁº ©o @£õßÓ
CuÌPÎÀ PøuPÒ, ÂøÍ¯õmkPÒ, SÖUöPÊzxPÒ ©ØÖ® ”@hõS BQ¯ @ÁiUøP¯õÚ
£vÄPÒ öÁÎ°kQßÓÚº. ö£õßÛ°ß öŒÀÁß GßÝ® ¡À PõªU BP GÊu¨£mi¸UQÓx.
C¢¡À £izx ©QÌ¢v¸UQ@Óß. £mhzvÀ AÔÂ¯À öŒ#vPÒ, Pouz öuõøPPÒ,
©õnÁºPÎß {øÚÄPÒ, Á»õÖ, ö£õx AÔÄ ©ØÖ® PøuPÒ EÒÍÚ. C¢u öŒ#vzuõÒPÐ®
¡ÀPÐ® £izuõÀ uªøÇ ŒÍ©õP £iUPÄ®, @£ŒÄ®, ¦›¢x öPõÒÍÄ® GÎø©¯õP C¸US®.
CÆÂuÌPÒ @£õ» CßÝ® £» uªÌ ¡ÀPÒ öÁÎÁ¢uõÀ @©¾® £izx ©QÇ•i²®.
Œ®îuõ ÿ, BÓõ® ÁS¨¦ "D' ¤›Ä

GßÝøh¯ Bº.Gì.Gì. £¯n®
|õß 2021 ¤¨Á› ©õu® GÚx Bº.Gì.Gì. £¯nzøuz öuõh[Q@Úß. CvÀ |õß GsnØÓ
Âå¯[PÒ öu›¢x öPõs@hß. •u¼À @uŒ£Uv Ru®, ¤ß @¯õPõ, ]» £¯ÝÒÍ
ÂøÍ¯õmkPÒ (]»®£® @£õßÖ) GßÖ £»...
CvÀ |® £õu |õmiØS JÆöÁõ¸ Bs ©PÝ® @uŒ¨£ØÖ Eøh¯ÁÚõP C¸zuÀ ªP
AÁ]¯® GßÓ •UQ¯zxÁzøu Enº¢@uß. AuØS |õ® |®ø© G¨£i u¯õº öŒ#x
öPõÒÍ@Ásk® Gß£uØS® £°Ø] AÎUQÓõºPÒ.
|® @uŒzvØPõP @£õõi¯ ÃºPÎß Pøu²® öŒõÀ¾ÁõºPÒ. Aøu @PmS® @£õx Gß
©Úv¾®, |õÝ® Gß £õu @uŒzvØPõP Psi¨£õP HuõÁx J¸ |À ÁÈ°À A¯õx £õk£k@Áß
GßÓ Gsn® Gß ©ÚvÀ B»© @Áº @£õÀ FßÔ EÒÍx.
£õz ©õuõ R öá#.
¨nÆ íõŒß, BÓõ® ÁS¨¦ D' ¤›Ä
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C¯ØøP
|õ® Põq® AøÚzx® C¯ØøP°ß £øh¨@£ BS®. C¯ØøP ©Ûu AÔÂ¯À ÁÍºa]°À
]øuUP¨£mk Á¸® C¢u Põ»PmhzvÀ Th, ußøÚ |õÐUS |õÒ ö©¸@PØÔ ¦v¯ EßÚuzøu
©ÛuºUS öPõkUQÓx. AÔÂ¯À B#Âß£i |õßS ¤À¼¯ß BskPÐUS •ß@£ öuõh[Q¯x
C¯ØøP°ß ©õØÓ[PÒ. ¦Â @uõßÔ¯ Põ»PmhzvÀ G¢u J¸ E°›Ú•® ÁõÇ uSv¯ØÓuõP@Á
C¸¢ux. ªPÄ® öÁ¨£©¯©õÚ ¦Â ö©xÁõP SÎº¢x CßÖ |õ® ÁõÊ® ©øÇ ö£õÈ²®,
AÇQ¯ ÁõÚÂÀ Põmk®. ÁõÚ áõ»[PÒ Põmk® EßÚu @PõÍõP ©õÔ¯x. C¢u AÔÂ¯À
@Põm£õmiß £i C¯ØøP ußøÚz uõ@Ú ©õØÔ¯ø©zx ¦Âø¯ ©ÛuÝUSz ußøÚ £›ŒõP
öPõkzxÒÍx. C¯ØøP ©ÛuºPÒ ÁõÊ® Ch©õP ußøÚ Aº¨£ozxU öPõshõ¾® ÁÚ
Â»[SPÒ, £ÓøÁPÒ, ©[PÒ, A¸ÂPÒ GÚ AøÚzvØS® C¯ØøP°À £[S Esk. ©Ûuß
ußÝøh¯ ”¯»õ£zvØPõP C¯ØøPø¯ ‹õi¯ @£õx® C¯ØøP @£ÈÄPÒ G¨@£õx®
öuõhº¢x |h¨£vÀø». GÆÁÍÄ EUQ©õÚ B£zxPøÍ Ph¢x C¯ØøP C¢u ÁõÇ uSv²øh¯
@Põ»zøu |©US {º©õozxÒÍx. xvºèhÁŒ©õP ©Ûuß ußÝøh¯ ÁÍºa]°ß @£õUQÀ
C¯ØøPø¯ PÁÛUP uÁÔÂmhõß. Cuß Põn©õP ¦Â öÁ¨£©¯©õuÀ @£õßÓ ¤aŒøÚPÒ
uØ@£õx @£” ö£õ¸ÍõP EÒÍÚ. C¯ØøP°ß £øh¨¤À GzuøÚ Chº£õkPÒ Á¢uõ¾®
C¯ØøP ußøÚ ¦x¨¤UP uÁÖÁvÀø». AQ» E»P A”PÒ AøÚzx® uØ@£õx GkzxÒÍ
•UQ¯ ¤aŒøÚ C¯ØøPø¯ Põ¨£@u BS®. ¦v¯ C¯ØøP Chº£õkPøÍ ukUP ©® |kÁx,
C¯ØøP ÁÍ[PøÍ £õvUPõu ÁøP°À ©Ûu ÁÍºa]ø¯ Pmk¨£kzuÀ @£õßÓ •¯Ø]PøÍ
GkUPz öuõh[Q ÂmhÚ. C¯ØøP ©ÛuÝUS GzuøÚ@¯õ |À» Âå¯[PøÍ öPõkzxÒÍx.
£ÓøÁPÒ J¼²hß Ti¯ CÛ¯ Põø» ö£õÊx, y¯ Si}º, |õ® ”Áõ]UP HxÁõÚ C¯ØøP¯õÚ
öußÓÀ PõØÖ, |õ® £]¯õÓ £Ç[PÐ® £» uõÛ¯ ÁøPPøÍ²® öPõkzxÒÍx. CzuøP¯
@£ßø£ Põmk® C¯ØøPø¯U Põ¨£@u JÆöÁõ¸ ©ÛuÛß uø»¯õ¯ Phø©.
B¸æ ][, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä

¦øu¯À ¯õ¸US?
Kº F›À Cõ©ß GßÓ ÂÁŒõ° C¸¢uõº. AÁº uÚx ©PÎß v¸©n öŒ»ÂØPõP uÚx
{»zøu Q¸ènß Gß£Á¸US ÂØÓõº. Q¸ènß {»zøu Áõ[Q¯Ähß ÂÁŒõ¯®
öŒ#ÁuØPõP QnÖ öÁmhz öuõh[QÚõº. A¨@£õx AvÀ J¸ P»Œ® C¸¢ux. Aøu vÓ¢x
£õºzu ö£õÊx AvÀ Âø» E¯º¢u u[P®, ©ØÖ® |ÁzvÚ[PÒ {øÓ¯ C¸¢ux. C¢u ¦øu¯À
Qøhzu Âå¯® õ©ÝUSz öu›¯@Á AÁº Á¢x |õß {»zøu ©mk@© EÚUS ÂØ@Óß. GÚ@Á
¦øu¯À GÚU@P öŒõ¢u® GÚU @Pmhõº. BÚõÀ Q¸èn@Úõ, {»zvÀ EÒÍ AøÚzx® uÚU@P
öŒõ¢u® GÚ Áõvmhõß.
CvÀ ¯õ¸US ¦øu¯À öŒõ¢u®? u[PÒ wº¨¦ GßÚ?
Ã. wä, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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Ãøn¨ £°Ø]
Ãøn Pº|õhP CøŒ°ß •UQ¯©õÚ CøŒUP¸Â BS®. |õß ‰ßÖ Á¸h[PÍõP
B]›ø¯°h® •øÓ¯õP Ãøn Áõ]UPU PØÖU öPõÒQ@Óß. öPõ@õÚõ @|õ#U Q¸ª°ÚõÀ
GßøÚ¨ @£õßÓ SÇ¢øuPÍõÀ J¸ Á¸h©õP Ãmøh Âmk öÁÎ@¯ Á •i¯ÂÀø». CuÚõÀ
Œ¼¨¦® @Œõ®£¾® Á¢v¸UPU Tk®. CaŒ©¯zvÀ Ãøn¨£°Ø]@¯ GÚUS FUP•®
EØŒõP•® AÎzx ©Úa@ŒõºøÁz uÂºzux.
|õß vÚ•® J¸ ©o @|©õÁx Ãøn¨ £°Ø] öŒ#@Áß. Cx ªP ©QÌa]¯õÚ @|®
BS®. £°Ø]°ß öuõhUPzvÀ PÀ¯õo, Œ[Põ£n® @£õßÓ J¸ @©ÍUPºuõ CõPzøuz
@uº¢öuk¨@£ß. CvÀ ŒÎ, áßøh, uõmk Á›øŒPÒ ©ØÖ® A»[Põ[PøÍ ÂÍ®£, ©zv¯©
Põ»[PÎÀ Áõ]¨@£ß. ¤ÓS, Csk Bv uõÍ Áºn[PøÍ²® J¸ Ah uõÍ Áºnzøu²®
Áõ]¨@£ß. Akzx, ÁS¨¤À PØÖU öPõkzu JßÖ AÀ»x Csk RºzuøÚPøÍ ªß£vÄhß
@Œº¢x A¨¤¯õŒ® öŒ#@Áß. CÖv¯õP, @|® QøhzuõÀ, ]» PØ£øÚ ìÁ[PøÍ¨ £°Ø]
öŒ#@Áß.
Ãøn Áõ]US® @£õx |õß £» uÁÖPøÍa öŒ#¯»õ®. BÚõÀ £°Ø] ©mk@© SøÓ£õhØÓ
Áõ]¨ø£U öPõkUS® Gß£øu |õß |ßS AÔ@Áß.
CøŒUP¸Â¨ £°Ø] ‰øÍ°ß öŒ¯À£kÁøua ]Ó¨£õP ©õØÖ® GßÖ AÔÂ¯À
PõmkQÓx. Cx {øÚÁõØÓø» @©®£kzx®. CÍ® Á¯v@»@¯ öuõh[S£ÁºPÐUS ]Ó¢u
öŒ¯ÀvÓß ÁÍºa]US® ÁÈÁSUS®. GÚ@Á GÀ»õ SÇ¢øuPÐ® Kº CøŒUP¸Âø¯ PØÖU
öPõÒÍ @Ásk® GßÖ P¸xQ@Óß.
Q¸ènõ ¤¦ ÿ{Áõì, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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ÁõÌUøP°À •UQ¯©õÚx GßÚ?
J¸ £ÒÎ°À @õíß, õSÀ CÍ® Á¯v¼¸¢@u |s£ºPÍõP C¸¢uÚº. JßÓõP¨ £izuÚº.
AÁºPÒ PõÀ£¢x ªPÄ® |ßÓõP ÂøÍ¯õiÚº. AÁºPÎß £°Ø]¯õÍ¸® JÆöÁõ¸ |õÐ®
AÁºPøÍ¨ £õõmkÁº. AÁºPÒ ªPÄ® ©QÌa]¯õP C¸¢uÚº. Ax J¸ £ÒÎPÐUQøh°»õÚ
PõÀ£¢x @£õmi°ß @|®. GÚ@Á, £°Ø]¯õÍº @õíøÚ Aozuø»ÁõP @uº¢öukzuõº.
Ax @£õmi |õÒ. AÁºPÒ AøÚÁ¸® u[PÒ ]Ó¢u öŒ¯ÀvÓøÚU öPõkzuÚº. BÚõÀ ©ØÓ
Ao AÁºPøÍ Âh u¯õõP Á¢ux. ©ØÓ Ao @£õmi°À öÁßÓx. AÁºPÒ AøÚÁ¸®
«sk® £ÒÎUSa öŒßÓ@£õx ©ØÓÁºPÒ AÁºPøÍU @P¼ öŒ#uÚº. «sk® AÁºPÒ
@uº¢öukUP¨£kÁõºPÍõ Gß£x £ØÔ²® @£Œz öuõh[QÚº. Ax AÁºPÎß |®¤UøPø¯U
SøÓzux. J¸ ©õnÁº vjößÖ u[PÒ ÁS¨£øÓUSÒ ~øÇ¢x PõÀ£¢x Ao EÖ¨¤ÚºPÒ
EhØ£°Ø] AøÓUS AøÇUP¨£kQÓõºPÒ GßÖ öu›Âzuõº. ©ØÓÁºPÒ öŒõßÚx |ÚÁõP»õ®
GßÖ SÊ EÖ¨¤ÚºPÒ £¯¢uÚº. AÁºPÒ EhØ£°Ø] AøÓUSa öŒßÓÚº. £°Ø]¯õÍº TÔÚõº,
}[PÒ A¢u |õÎÀ @uõØ£øu¨ £õº¨£x ªPÄ® Á¸zu©õP C¸¢ux. BÚõÀ, }[PÒ AøÚÁ¸®
BÀ£ºm Ißìjß, ÁõÀm iìÛ AÀ»x öíßm› L@£õºm £ØÔ J¸ 100 Áõºzøu Pmkø
GÊv |õøÍ C[@P öPõskÁ @Ásk® GßÖ |õß Â¸®¦Q@Óß. ©õnÁºPÒ
Avºa]¯øh¢uÚº. BÚõÀ £°Ø]¯õÍ›ß EzuøÁ¨ ¤ß£ØÔÚº. Akzu |õÒ, AÁºPÒ
EhØ£°Ø] AøÓ°À AÔUøPø¯¨ £izuÚº. AøÚÁ›ß •øÓUS® ¤ÓS £°Ø]¯õÍº C¢u
BÐø©PÐUS Cøh@¯ ö£õxÁõÚx GßÚ GßÖ @Pmhõº. õSÀ GÊ¢x {ßÖ AÁºPÒ
AøÚÁ¸® ¤£»©õÚÁºPÒ ©ØÖ® £nUPõºPÒ GßÖ TÔÚõº. Ax Esø©, BÚõÀ £nUPõº
©ØÖ® ¤£»©õP C¸¨£øuz uÂ @ÁÖ GxÄ® CÀø»¯õ GßÖ £°Ø]¯õÍº @Pmhõº. J¸
{ªh® ö©ÍÚ® {»Â¯x. ¤ßÚº õä GÊ¢x {ßÖ C¢u ©UPÒ öÁØÔ ö£ØÓÚº. BÚõÀ J¸
Põ»zvÀ @uõÀÂ°ß @|zøu²® öPõsi¸¢uÚº. öíßm› L@£õºm £» •øÓ @uõÀÂ²ØÓõº.
BÚõÀ CÖv¯õP AÁº öÁØÔ ö£ØÓõº GßÖ £°Ø]¯õÍº TÔÚõº. BÀ£ºm IßìjÚõÀ £iUP
•i¯ÂÀø». BÚõÀ AÁº ªP¨ö£›¯ ÂgbõÛ¯õP BÚõº. ÁõÀm iìÛ AÁx @Áø»PÎÀ
C¸¢x }UP¨£mhõº. HöÚÛÀ AÁ¸US @¯õŒøÚPÒ CÀø». BÚõÀ AÁº ¤ßÚº
iìÛ@»søh PmiÚõº. AÁºPÒ AøÚÁ¸® Â©º]UP¨£mk FUPªÇ¢uÚº. BÚõÀ AÁºPÒ
öuõhº¢x PiÚ EøÇ¨¦ öŒ#uõºPÒ ©ØÖ® AÁºPÎß PiÚ EøÇ¨¦ £»ÚÎzux. GÚ@Á,
}[PÒ E[PÒ £»ÃÚ[PøÍ öu›¢x PøÍ¯@Ásk®.- C¢u ÁõºzøuPÒ AÁºPøÍ FUSÂzuÚ.
ÁÂ¸US® ©õ{» PõÀ£¢x @£õmi £ØÔ £°Ø]¯õÍº AÁºPÎh® TÔÚõº. AÁºPÒ
ußÚ®¤UøP ©ØÖ® PiÚ EøÇ¨¦hß öŒßÓÚº. AÁºPÒ ©õ{» @£õmi°À öÁßÓÚº.
ußÚ®¤UøP ©ØÖ® PiÚ EøÇ¨¦ öÁØÔUSz vÓÄ@PõÀ.
G®. AUåõ, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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AÔÂß ÁÍºa]²® AßÓõh ÁõÌUøP²®
•ßÝø
CßøÓ¯ Põ»PmhzvÀ SÇ¢øuPÒ öuõh[Q ö£›¯ÁºPÒ Áø øPPÎÀ Aø»@£] CßÔ
¯õø²® Põn•i¯õx. øP°À Aø»@£] ©ØÖ® PoÛø¯ øÁzxUöPõsk C¢u E»øP@¯
øPUSÒ AhUQ ÂkQ@Óõ®. E»Qß G¢u¨ £õPzvÀ {PÊ® {PÌøÁ²® AÔ¢x öPõÒÁ@uõk
£n£›©õØÓ® ©ØÖ® EnøÁU Th ÁÁøÇzxU öPõÒÐQ@Óõ®. CßøÓ CUPmhõÚ
‹Ì{ø»°À Cøn¯ ÁÈ PÀÂ ‰»® £ÒÎPÐ® PÀ¿›PÐ® £õh® PØ¤UQßÓÚ.
CuØöPÀ»õ® Bo@Áõ# Aø©Áx AÔÂ¯À. ©¸zxÁ®, @£õUSÁzx, ÁõÛø»,
@ÁÍõsø© GÚ AøÚzx xøÓPÎ¾® AÔÂ¯¼ß ÁÍºa]ø¯ Põn»õ®.
AßÓõh ÁõÌÂÀ AÔÂ¯À
|õ® AßÓõh® AÔÂ¯»õÀ E¸ÁõUP¨£mh £» ŒõuøÚPøÍ £¯ß£kzv Á¸Qß@Óõ®.
AøÁ |® öŒ¯ÀPøÍ C»SÁõUQ, @|zøu ªaŒ¨£kzxQßÓÚ. ªß ÂÍUSPÒ, ÁõöÚõ¼,
Põönõ¼, SÎºŒõuÚ¨ö£mi, @£õUSÁzx ŒõuÚ[PÒ @£õßÓ AøÚzx@© AÔÂ¯ø»
ø©¯©õP øÁz@u E¸ÁõUP¨£mhÚ.
CÆÁõÖ AÔÂ¯À ©Ûu ÁõÌÂÀ •UQ¯zxÁ® ö£ØÓuõP ÂÍ[SQßÓx.
•iÄø
©ÛuÛß ÁõÌÂÀ AÔÂ¯À J¸ CßÔ¯ø©¯õu JßÓõQÂmhx. CßÖ ©Ûuß AÔÂ¯À
ŒõuÚ[PÒ CÀ»õÂmhõÀ E°º ÁõÇ C¯»õu {ø»°À C¸UQßÓõß.
BÚõÀ uØPõ» AÔÂ¯»õÚx |ßø©PøÍ ©mkªßÔ wø©PøÍ²® E¸ÁõUSQßÓx. £»
AÔÂ¯À Psk¤i¨¦PÍõÀ ”ØÖa ‹ÇÀ £õv¨£øh¢x EÒÍx. GkzxUPõmhõP, ¤ÍõìiU,
@£õUSÁzx ¦øP, @©¾® £» |õkPÒ E»øP Aa”Özx® Aq B²u[PøÍ E¸ÁõUSQßÓÚ.
©Ûu ÁõÌÂß CßÔ¯ø©¯õu AÔÂ¯ø» |ØöŒ¯ÀPÐUS ©mk® £¯ß£kzv ]Ó¨£õP
ÁõÌ@Áõ®.
Bvz¯õ ÿÛÁõŒß, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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¸ì¯õ & EUøß ²zu®
uØö£õÊx ¸ì¯õÂØS® EUøÝUS® Cøh@¯ ²zu® |øhö£ØÖU öPõsi¸UQßÓx.
¸ì¯õ, I@õ¨£õ Pshzvß ªP¨ö£›¯ |õk.
EUøß, I@õ¨£õ Pshzvß CshõÁx ªP¨ ö£›¯ |õk.
Csk |õkPÐ® Aq B²u® EÒÍ |õkPÒ.
uØö£õÊx |øhö£Ö® ²zu® Aö©›UPõÂØS®, ¸ì¯õÂØS©õÚ ©øÓ•P©õÚ ²zu©õP
P¸u¨£kQÓx.
²zu® AÈøÁz u¸Áx. BÚõ¾® uÂºUP C¯»õux. Cuß Põn©õP JÆöÁõ¸ @uŒ•®
AÁºPÍx Á¸Áõ°À ö£¸® AÍÄ B²u u¯õ›¨¤ØS® B²u® Áõ[SÁuØS® öŒ»ÂkQßÓÚ.
|©x •ßÚõÀ áÚõv£v A¨xÀP»õ® AÁºPÒ C¢u AqB²u Bõ#a]°À Dk£mk
C¢v¯õÂß £õxPõ¨ø£ £»¨£kzvÚõº.
Œ®¸z ”Áõª|õuß, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä

AÇS
J¸ |£º AÇPõP C¸UQÓõº GßÖ |õ® TÖ®@£õx, AÁx @uõØÓzøu¨ £ØÔ |õ®
SÔ¨¤kQ@Óõ®. BÚõÀ AÇS Gß£uß Esø©¯õÚ Aºzu® GßÚ?
£»º AÇS GßÓ Áõºzøuø¯ uÁÓõP¨ ¦›¢x öPõÒQÓõºPÒ. Esø©¯õÚ AÇS
öÁÎ¨¦Ó©õÚx AÀ», AP©õÚx ©ØÖ® |® Cu¯zvÀ EÒÍx. JÆöÁõ¸Á¸® u[PÒ öŒõ¢u
ÁÈ°À AÇPõP C¸UQÓõºPÒ, GÚ@Á J¸ |£º AÇPõP CÀø» GßÖ öŒõÀÁx uÁÖ.
J¸ |£º AÁºPÎß AÇPõÀ Áø¯ÖUP¨£hÂÀø». BÚõÀ AÁx AÇS AÁºPÍõÀ
Áø¯ÖUP¨£kQÓx.
U¸v ”¢uº, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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GÚUS |s£ºPÒ CÀø»
Gß öŒ£õ»õº@hõì ÅiI GßQÓ J¸ ©® C¸UQÓx. C¢u ©® »shÛÀ EÒÍx. C¢u
©®, J¸ @uõmh ø©¯zvÀ EÒÍx. C¨@£õx C¢u ©zvß GsoUøP ªPÄ® SøÓÄ. C¢u
©® ªP A›uõÚx. CÆÄ»PzvÀ J@ J¸ ©® ©mk® uõß C¸UQÓx. Cuß Á»õØøÓ
£õºUP»õ®.
C®©® áúõ]U Põ»zvÀ ÁÍº¢x GÚ ÂgbõÛPÍõÀ PshÔ¯¨£mkÒÍx. C®©®
¼ŒUPõh CÚzøua @Œº¢ux. C¢u ©® öuß B¨¤›UPõÂÀ ÁÍº¢ux. áõß ö©m¼ Åm CÁº
J¸ uõÁÂ¯»õÍº. C¢u ©zøu, 1895B® BsiÀ öuß B¨¤›UPõÂÀ Psk¤izuÚº. C¢u
©zøu £õºzuÄhß AÁ¸US ªPÄ® ¤izux. AuÚõÀ CÁº, öuß B¨¤›UPõÂ¼¸¢x J¸
|õØøÓ P¨£À ‰»©õP »shÝUS Gkzxa öŒßÓõº. A¢u |õØÖ uõß C¨@£õx A¢u @uõmh
ø©¯zvÀ EÒÍ ©®. C¨@£õx Ax J¸ PsPõm]¯õP C¸UQÓx.
C. õSÀ õä, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

©øÇzxÎ
©øÇzxÎ JßÖ |ÊÂ, @©Pzvß ©i°¼¸¢x öuõh[Q A[Q¸¢x R@Ç ÂÊ¢ux. Ax
@©Pzv¼¸¢x ÂÊ®@£õx uøø¯z öuõkQÓx. A¢u @|® Auß Âv £ØÔ {øÚzu @£õx
Ax BshÁø @|õUQ ¤õºzuøÚ öŒ#ux. ©øÇzxÎ ÃnõP¨ @£õS@©õ GßÓ £¯®.
CuØQøh°À ©øÇzxÎ @õáõUPÒ «x ÂÊ©õ AÀ»x Ax @ŒÖ @£õßÓ Chzvß «x
Ax ÂÊ©õ GßÖ Ax £¯¢ux. vjößÖ J¸ PõØÖ ©øÇzxÎ «x ÂÊ¢x Aøu R@Ç uÒÎ¯x.
A¢u @|zvÀ A¢u xÎ @£õ# vÓ¢u Áõ# ]¨¤°ß «x ÂÊ¢ux. CÖv¯õP Ax J¸ •zx
BÚx. |õ® |® ÁõÌUøPø¯ |®¤UøP²hß Gvº@|õUP @Ásk®.
^.Ã. Añõ £z›
£z›,, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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JÊUP® ÁõÌUøP°À öÁØÔø¯z u¸®
ö£›@¯õºPÒ G¢u öŒ¯ÀPøÍ |À» öŒ¯ÀPÒ GßÖ öŒõÀ¼ øÁzuõºP@Íõ
AÁØøÓö¯À»õ® ÁõÌÂÀ Pøh¤i¨£@u JÊUP® GÚ¨£k®. |® ÁõÌUøP°À |õ® E¯zøu
Aøh¯ Â¸®¤ÚõÀ JÊUP® C¸UP @Ásk®. JÆöÁõ¸Á›ß ÁõÌUøP°¾® JÊUP® ªP
•UQ¯©õÚ Âå¯®. JÊUP® ©ÛuÛß ©ÚŒõm]ø¯²® ©Úøu²® ©õØÖQÓx. JÊUP®
CÀ»õ©À J¸Áº ©QÌa]¯õÚ ÁõÌUøP ÁõÇ •i¯õx. ]» ÂvPÒ ©ØÖ® JÊ[S •øÓPøÍ¨
¤ß£ØÔ ÁõÌUøPø¯ ÁõÌÁuØPõÚ öŒ¯À Cx. JÊUP® Gß£x |õ® Œ›¯õÚ @|zvÀ Œ›¯õP
öŒ#²® AøÚzx® BS®. Ax |®ø© Œ›¯õÚ £õøu°À öPõsk öŒÀQÓx.
JÊUP® SÔzu J¸ ]ÖPøuø¯ |õß E[PÐUSU TÖ@Áß.
õSÀ |õßPõ® ÁS¨¦ ©õnÁß. AÁß J¸ |À» ø£¯ß, £i¨¤À ]Ó¨£õP öŒ¯À£kÁõß.
C¸¨¤Ý®, AÁÝUS J¸ öPmh £ÇUP® C¸¢ux. AÁß J¸ @£õx® AvPõø»°À
GÊ¢uvÀø». AÁß G¨@£õx@© £ÒÎUS uõ©u©õÚ Á¸Áõß. Œ›¯õÚ @|zvÀ J¸@£õx®
Gøu²® öŒ#¯ ©õmhõß. C¸¨¤Ý® AÁÚx ö£Ø@Óõº G¨ö£õÊx@© JÊUP©õP C¸US®£i
AÁÝUS AÔÄÖzvÚº. BÚõÀ Ax AøÚzx® AÁß PõvÀ ÂÇÂÀø». J¸|õÒ ÁÇUP®
@£õÀ õSÀ £ÒÎUS u¯õõQU öPõsi¸¢uõß. £ÒÎUS uõ©u©õP Á¸ÁuõÀ AÁß @ÁP©õP
¦Ó¨£hz u¯õº BQÚõß. AÁß uÚx Põø» EnøÁ Œõ¨¤h £iUPmkPÎÀ C¸¢x R@Ç Ki¯
@£õx, AÁÚx u¢øu Põø» EnøÁ ö©xÁõP Œõ¨¤ha öŒõßÚõº. C¸¨¤Ý® õSÀ uÚx
u¢øu°ß ÁõºzøuPøÍ ¦ÓUPozuõß. AÁÚx u¢øu AÁÝUS GvºÂøÚ¯õØÓÂÀø».
BÚõÀ AÁøÚ¨ £õºzx ]›zuõº. AÁß £ÒÎUSa öŒßÓ@£õx A[S J¸Á¸® CÀø». õSÀ
ªPÄ® SÇ¨£©øh¢uõß. £ÒÎ ÂøÍ¯õmk ø©uõÚzvß •iÂÀ uø»ø© B]›¯º {ßÓõº.
¯õ¸® Hß £ÒÎUS ÁÂÀø» GßÖ õSÀ AÁøU @Pmhõß. AøÚÁ¸US® AŒõ[P® J¸
ö£õx Âk•øÓø¯ AÔÂzuuõP AÁº TÔÚõº. õSÀ ªPÄ® @ŒõP©õÚõß. C¨@£õx õSÀ
ÃmiØS }sh y® |hUP @Ási°¸¢ux. AÁß ÃmiØS Á¢u@£õx ªPÄ® @ŒõºÁøh¢uõß.
õSÀ ÃmiØSa öŒßÖ uÚx u¢øu°h® Hß A¾Á»PzvØSa öŒÀ»ÂÀø» GßÖ @Pmhõß.
Cx AøÚÁ¸US® ö£õxÂk•øÓ Gß£uõÀ AÁx u¢øu A¾Á»P® CÀø» GßÖ
£v»Îzuõº. õSÀ uß ö£Ø@Óõ›h® ©ßÛ¨¦ @Pmhõß. @©¾® GvºPõ»zvÀ @©¾®
JÊUP©õP C¸¨@£ß GßÖ öŒõßÚõß. AßÖ •uÀ õSÀ JÊUP©õÚ ]ÖÁÚõP ©õÔÚõß.
Œ›¯õÚ @|zvÀ Põ›¯[PøÍa öŒ#uõß. ÁS¨¤À ~øÇ¢u •uÀ ø£¯ß AÁßuõß, £i¨¦
©ØÖ® ¤Ó |hÁiUøPPÎÀ ]Ó¢x ÂÍ[QÚõß. HöÚÛÀ JÊUP® J¸ £¯ÝÒÍ ÁõÌUøPUPõÚ
P]¯®.
•. uõß¯»m”ª
uõß¯»m”ª,, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "A' ¤›Ä
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]À»ø ÂÊ¢u Pøu
J¸ |õÒ, |õÝ® GÚx u¢øu²® EnÄ Áõ[P J¸ EnÁPzvØS öŒßÔ¸¢@uõ®. A[S
•u¼@»@¯ |õ[PÒ PõøŒ öPõkzx Âmk, EnÄ u¯õõS® Áø Põzv¸¢@uõ®. Auß
]À»øø¯ Gß u¢øu GßÛh® öPõkzv¸¢uõº. A[S ŒØÖ @|® Th {ßÔ¸UP ©õm@hõ®,
AuØSÒ A¢u ]À»ø Põ” Gß øP |ÊÂ R@Ç ÂÊ¢x Âmhx. Ax E¸sk öŒßÖ, A[S
A©º¢x § ÂØÖU öPõsi¸US® J¸ ö£soß Põ»oPÎß A¸QÀ öŒßÖ ÂÊ¢x Âmhx.
ŒØÖ @|zvØSÒ A¢u ö£s, A¢u ]À»ø ußÝøh¯x GßÖ {øÚzxU öPõsk Aøu uß
ø£°À @£õmkU öPõshõÒ. Cøu £õºzuÄhß G[@P Gß u¢øu GßøÚz vmiÂkÁõ@õ
GßÖ £¯¢x @£õ# {ßÖ öPõsi¸¢@uß. CøÁ AøÚzøu²® PÁÛzxU öPõsi¸¢u GÚx
u¢øu GßÛh® TÔÚõº, } öu›¯õ©À R@Ç @£õmh A¢u ]À»ø, |k öu¸Â@»õ, A[S £kzxU
öPõsi¸US® |õ# A¸Q@»õ, AÀ»x Eß PõÀ A¸QÀ Th ÂÊ¢v¸UP»õ®. Ax G¨£i
E¸sk öŒßÖ A¢u ö£soß Põ»o A¸QÀ ÂÊ¢ux? Cuß ö£¯º uõß Âv. J¸ ©ÛuÚõÀ
Âvø¯ ©õØÓ •i¯õx. C¨ö£õÊx |h¢u AøÚzx® CøÓÁÛß öŒ¯À. GÚ@Á C¨ö£õÊx
ÂÊ¢u PõøŒ £ØÔU PÁø»¨£hõ©À GßÝhß Áõ, |õ® EnøÁ Áõ[QU öPõsk ÃmiØSa
öŒÀ»»õ® GßÖ TÔÚõº. GÚ@Á, J¸ £õh® PØÖU öPõs@hß GßÓ ©Ú {øÓÄhß Ãk
v¸®¤@Úß.
@PåÆ @P. H, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

¤[P¼ öÁ[øP¯õ
|©x ”u¢v¨ @£õõmhzvß @£õx J¸ ]»›ß Ãwa öŒ¯ÀPÒ PsköPõÒÍ¨ £hõ©À
@£õÚx. A¨£i @£Œ¨£hõu ï@õUPÎÀ J¸Áº ¤[P¼ öÁ[øP¯õ. CÁº 1876B® Bsk
BPìm 2® @uv ¤Ó¢uõº. ©a]¼¨£miÚzvØS A¸QÀ ¤Ó¢u öÁ[øP¯õ J¸ Põ¢v¯Áõv.
AÁº J¸ ö©õÈ°¯»õÍº ©ØÖ® GÊzuõÍº. 1913CÀ öÁ[øP¯õ á¨£õÛ¯ ö©õÈ°À Eø
{PÌzvÚõº. GÚ@Á AÁº á¨£õß öÁ[øP¯õ GßÖ® AøÇUP¨£kQÓõº. AÁx GsnØÓ
ŒõuøÚPÎÀ ªP •UQ¯©õÚx C¢v¯õÂß @u]¯U öPõiø¯ ÁiÁø©zuuõS®. AuÚõÀ
AÁø á¢uõ öÁ[øP¯õ GßÖ® AøÇUQ@Óõ®. öÁ[øP¯õ B¨¤›UPõÂÀ EÒÍ ©Põz©õ
Põ¢vø¯ Œ¢vUP @|º¢ux. ”u¢v® ö£ÖÁuØPõP Âkuø» @£õõmhzvÀ ©PzuõÚ £[PÎ¨ø£
ÁÇ[Q¯ÁºPÒ £»º EÒÍÚº. BÚõÀ AÁºPøÍ¨ £ØÔ |©US AvP® öu›¯õx. AÁºPÎÀ
¤[P¼ öÁ[øP¯õÄ® J¸Áº. AÁº GßöÓßÖ® |® Cu¯[PÎÀ {øÚÄ TÓ¨£k® C¢v¯º
GßÖ öŒõÀÁvÀ ö£¸ø© öPõÒ@Áõ®.
uìø©, HÇõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
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£» ö©õÈPøÍ PØÖUöPõÒÁuß |ßø©
£» ö©õÈPøÍ PØÖU öPõÒÁx ©UPÎß ]¢uøÚ ©ØÖ® {øÚÁõØÓø» @©®£kzu
EuÄQÓx. C¸ö©õÈ ©õnÁºPÒ J¸ ö©õÈø¯ ©mk® @£”£ÁºPøÍ Âh PÁÚa ]uÓÀPøÍ
¦ÓUPo¨£vÀ ]Ó¨£õP PÁÚ® öŒ¾zxQßÓÚº.
¤Ó¨¤¼¸¢@u Csk ö©õÈPÎÀ ÁÍºUP¨£k® SÇ¢øuPÒ u[PÒ J¸ ö©õÈ ŒPõUPÒ
«x @©®£mh Pmk¨£õmøh PõmkÁuõP B#ÄPÒ PõmkQßÓÚ.
}[PÒ £» ö©õÈPøÍ PØÖUöPõshõÀ E»PÍõÂ¯ öuõhº¦ E[PÐUS ªPÄ®
GÎuõQÂk®.
}[PÒ £õºUP •i²® Hß, ¦v¯ ö©õÈPøÍ PØÖUöPõÒÁx £» |ßø©PøÍ öPõskÒÍx
©ØÖ® |õ® AøÚÁ¸® •¯Ø] öŒ#¯ @Ási¯ JßÖ.
{vuõ. A
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B]›¯º
E[PÒ E°›À P»¢ux B]›¯º £o
Ax G[PÒ ÁõÌÂß Œ¢uzøu {ø»UPa öŒ#²® GÊzuõo
|ßø© wø© ¤›zuÔ²® AßÚö©Ú
G[PÒ GvºPõ»zøu |ßS ¡Ø£Áº }[PÒ
E[PÒ Psi¨¤ÛÀ G[PÒ |ßø© JÎ¢v¸US®
E[PÒ ]›¨¤ÛÀ @|Œ® ö£õv¢v¸US®
E[PÍõÀ E¯ºøÁ Aøh¢uÁº HõÍ®
AvÀ |õÝ® J¸ xÎ Gß£vÀ GÚUS¨ ö£¸ªu® BS®.
@Põ¤Põ, £Ûöshõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä

C¯ØøP uõ#
PõØÔß KøŒ AÁÍx CøŒ
ÁõÚzvß E¯® AÁÍx £s¦
Ph¼ß BÇ® AÁÍx £oÄ
PÂøu AÁÍx öŒõØPÒ
©® CÁÒ EÓ[S® Ch®
©n® CÁÍõÀ áÚÚ®
AÁ@Í C¯ØøP uõ#.
@Põ¤Põ, £Ûöshõ® ÁS¨¦ "B' ¤›Ä
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g§ ñH¥ $V‘²
{eew w JrV_
Aíd… Ymd{V ì‘mK«… ImX{V
qgh… JO©{V hm[a: Hy$X©{V
_rZm… VapÝV JOm: MbpÝV
ned… ñd ñd-H$m‘}fw gpÝV &
- gmpËdH$$ gw X agZ,

8+++$

  

{g§h…

{gh…

dZamO…

{g§h…

{g§h…

_¥JamO…

Vrd«… JMN>{V dZamO…
eya… Ag{V _¥JamO…
{g§h… {g§h… dra {g§h…
{g§h… {g§h… AX^wV {g§h…
5CK %JCTCP 4GFF[ 8+++$



^maV§
^maV§ g§gmao gîV{dembXoeofw EH$: Xoe: ApñV & Añ‘mH§$ Xoeo CÎma {Xem¶m§ A{V {demb: {h‘mb¶:
ApñV & {h‘mb¶mV² JL>m, ~÷nwÌm, qgYw BË¶mX¶: g[aV: CØdpÝV& {h‘mb¶ñ¶ god’$bm{Z A{V
‘Ywam{U gpÝV& npíM‘o amOñ^mZ§ ‘éñWb§ ApñV & {XZo ‘éñWb§ A{V CîU§ ApñV & amÌm¡
A{V erV§ ApñV & ^maV§ n[aV: {Ìfw {Xjw g‘wÐm: gpÝV& g‘wÐñ¶ npíM‘^mJo AÊS>‘mZ² S>{V
Ûdrn: ApñV& nyd©ñ¶m§ {Xem¶m§ bjÛrn: ApñV& Añ‘mH§$ Xoeo ~hd: CËgdm: ‘mÝ¶ÝVo& ^maV§ A{V
gÝVa Xoe§ ApñV& Añ‘mH§$ ^maVñ¶ g§ñH¥${V: Ôï>dm A{V Jm¡ad§ AZw^dm{‘& gË¶§ H$Ï¶Vo:YÝ¶§ {h ^maV§ dfª, YÝ¶m ^maV g§ñH¥${V:&
^maVr¶ OZm: YÝ¶m:, YÝ¶mñ‘mH§$ na§nam &&
YÝ¶dmY: &
Sahana Kunal & Radha R, IX-A

hf© d Y© Z …

H$ënZm
d¥jñ‘ emo^Z§ Z Ho$db_² \$boZ

nwamVZ H$mbo, hf©dY©Z: Zm_ EH$… amOm A^dV²& g…

_Zwî‘ñ‘ emo^Z§ Z Ho$db_² ~boZ

_hmZ² H¥$nmbw…, dra… M A^dV² & g… Vñ‘ OZmZ² AgodV&

npÊS>Vñ‘ emo^Z§ Z Ho$db§ nmpÊS>Ë‘oZ

g: XwïmZ² amk… AhZV²& Y_©ñ‘ Zr{V… g…

NmÌñ‘ emo^Z§ Z Ho$db§ CÎm_mL²>Ho$Z &&

AñWn‘V²&

hf©dY©Z: {M{H$Ëgmb‘mZ², {dÚmb‘mZ², goVyZ² M ñWmnZ‘²

_yIo©U {ddmXñ‘ bä‘Vo qH$$ \$b_²

AH$amoV²& Vñ‘ àOm… V‘² A{V - àrË‘m AZ_Z²& g…

MjwhuZ nwéfm‘ Xn©UoZ qH$$ à‘moOZ_²

A{V {dZ_«… AmgrV²& g… ^maVñ‘ Jm¡ad‘² AdY©‘V&

~wX²{YhuZ ^º$m‘ CnXoeoZ qH$$ à‘moOZ_²
^{º$huZ ^º$m‘ ñVmoÌoU qH$$ à‘moOZ_² &&

Rahul, Vaikunthan, Nikhil, Aayush, IX-A
Shreehitha.S, IX-B
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d¥ j m…
d¥jm… Ed _mZdOrdZñ‘ àmU… ApñV& d‘§ d¥jmZ²² n[aV… ^dm_…& d¥jofw n{jU: Cn{dí¶pÝV& d¥jm: ’$bm{Z, nÌm{U,
N>m¶m, nwînm{U M ¶ÀN>pÝV& dgÝVH$mbo d¥jofw ~hÿ{Zw nwînm{U gpÝV& nwînofw ^«‘am: gmZÝX§ JwÄOpÝV ag§ M {n~pÝV&
d¥jm: ‘Ywam{U Am‘«m{U ¶ÀN>pÝV& d¥jmV² nÌm{U nVpÝV& Vo namonH$m[aU: gpÝV& gd}fm‘² d¥jm: amoMÝVo& d¥jÀN>oXZ‘²
AZw{MV‘² H$‘© ApñV & d¥jmUm‘² N>oXZoZ ‘mZd-OrdZ‘² Z§ú¶{V& d¥jmamonUoZ ‘mZdm: gwI‘¶§ OrdZ‘² AZw^{dî¶pÝV&
N>m¶m‘Ý¶ñ¶ Hw$d©pÝV {Vð>pÝV ñd¶‘mVno& ’$bmÝ¶{n neWm©¶ d¥jm: gË¶nwéfm: Bd&
Hamsini & Maanya, IX-C

dZ‘²
EH$pñ‘Z² dZo OÝVd:, ned: n{jU: gd} {‘{bËdm g§Vwï>m: AdgZ & VÌ ‘O¶© : Am‘«m: {nÝO[a ^y V‘bm:
{d{dYm{Z ag‘¶m{Z ’$bm{Z M AdgZ² & VÌ bVm: A{n AmgZ² & dZo qgh: Ed ambm ApñV & VÌ qghñn Hw$Qw>å~:
A{n ApñV & H$mo{H$bm: dgÝVH$mbo ‘Xþa§ AJm¶Z² & MÝÐñ¶ àH$me§ V§ dZ§ A{V gwÝXa‘² H$amo{V & ^moOZnXVm©¶
{dnwbm: gpÝV & ‘¥Jm: dZo g§Vmof§ AZw^dpÝV &
Aditri Chandrasekar, IX-C
Prithika Anand, IX-C
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emaXm‘² dÝXo
dm½Xo{d {dÚmX{¶{Z
h¡ gañd{V!
Ëdm§ Ed ‘‘ eaU§
Vd nmXma{dÝX§ nyO¶m{‘ &
gañdVr Xodr gd}ä¶: gyy~yqÕ Xmñ¶{V
ho drUmYm[a{U dm{U! gVV§ gd} Ëdm‘² nyO¶pÝV >&
ídoVdñÌYm[a{U {dÚmé{n{U ^Jd{V
^dVr‘² Ed ‘mZdm: Z‘ñHw$d©pÝV &
Ëdm‘² {dZm Zam: ~w{ÕhrZm: ^dpÝV
ho ‘mV”r !
AZÝVm: àUm‘m : &
ho OJÝ‘mVm !
Vd AZwJ«hoZ² gd} N>mÌm: gw~wÕ¶m OrdZ‘² g’$b‘² Hw$d©pÝV &
gañdVr Z‘ñVwä¶‘² daXo H$m‘é{V{U
dÝXo Ëdm‘² na‘oídar‘² ^JdVr‘²
~wX{YàXm§ emaXm‘²
‘oYm ‘wabr H¥$îUZ²
Xe‘r H$jm
/GFJC :%



__ {dÚmb`…


__ {dX²¶mb`ñ` Zm_ {dX²¶m _pÝXa‘² ApÝñV & A`§ _¡bmnyao ApÝñV &
 A`‘² {dX²¶mb`… {demb… ApÝñV &
 {dX²¶mb`o AÜ¶mnH$m: AÜ¶m{nH$m: Añ‘mZ² gå¶J² nmR>¶pÝV &
 __ {dX²¶mb`o J{UV‘², {dkmZ‘², ^yJ ob‘², BË`mX`… d¶‘² nR>m_… &
 Añ_mH$‘² {dX² ¶mb`o gd} N>mÌm… ñZoho Z nR>pÝX Iob pÝX M &
 __ {dX²¶mb`o A{V{demb‘² H« $rS>mjoÌ‘² ApñV &
 __ {dX²¶mb`… __ Jm¡ad‘² &
 MoÞ¡ ZJao __ {dX²¶mb`… gwà{gX²Y… ApñV &
 __ {dX²¶mb`o àW_ H$jm`m… Amaä` X² dmXe H$jm n`©ÝV§§ ApñV &
  __ {dX²¶mb`ñ` AÝVOm©bg§ Ho$V…
 ApñV &
 __ {dX²¶mb`ñ` AmXe©dm³¶‘² gh dr¶ª H$admdh¡ ApñV &
0 5TK -TKUJPC :%

Eo [n Ec²
Eo [n Ec² ^maVñ‘ _hVr {H«$Ho$Q>² àË‘mo{JVm ApñV & A‘_² àË‘mo{JVm‘m_² Xe Xcm… gpñV & Eo [n Ec² 2008 V_o
dfo© Ama^V&
_wå~B© BpÊS>‘Ýg² Xb… nÄM dma_² AO‘V² & MoÞB© gyna² qH$½g² Xb… MËdma… dma_² AO‘V² & amo‘b² MobÝOg© ~oJ§bya²
Xb… B_m_² àË‘mo{JVm‘m_² O‘§ Z àmádÝV… &
Añ‘m_² à{V‘mo{JVm‘m_² H«$sS>H$m… {Ìhmoam H$mb n‘©ÝV‘² IobpÝV & B‘_² à{V‘mo{JVm , Eo [n Eb² H$mobhmboZ
àmMbV² & A{YH$m… ‘wdmZm… H«$sS>H$m… Eo [n Eb² àË‘mo{JVm‘m_² {H«$Ho$Q>² H«$sSÝV> &
¶Ì loðH«$sS>H$m… gpÝV, VÌ A{Zdm‘©: O‘… ^d{V &
¶Ì H«$sS>Ho$fw à{V^m VÌ H«$sS>Ho$ä`m… Adgam… Adí¶§§ ^{dî`pÝV

àUd…
Am‘©Z²
Am[XË¶m…



:%





EH$Xm H¡ $ cmend© V o ZÝXrída… ì‘mK« n mX… nVÝO{b… gd} o {‘{bËdm dmVm© b mn‘² AHw $ d© Z ² &
ZÝXrída

…

Ah_² d¥ f ^… Apñ‘ & __ VrúU_² {dfU_² amjgm` _¥ Ë `w _ ² àXXm{V & Ah_² A{Ze_²
H¡ $ bmgñ¶ _hmXo d ñ` ajU_² H$amo { ‘ &

ì‘mK«nmX

…

‘o Ì`… nmXm… gpÝV & Ah‘² ‘hmXodñ` nyOm‘² M ghm`Vm‘² H$amo{‘ &
VXm ZÝXrída…, ì‘mK«nmX… M nVÝO{b‘² C\$mg‘² H¥$Ëdm n¥ÀNV… ho nVÝOco! Ëd‘² {H$‘²$ H¥$VdmZ²? {H$pÄN>V² g‘¶mZÝVa‘² à^w: Z¥Ë¶‘²
H$[aî¶{V& Ëd‘² H$W‘² ‘¥X”‘² dmX¶{g? hñV‘² {dZm H$W‘² nwînd¥{ï>‘²
H$[aî¶{g?
BX‘²

gd©‘² e¥Ëdm Xw… {IV… nVÝO{b… A{MÝV¶V²² -

Ah‘² gn©‘² Apñ‘ & ‘‘ {dfmU… ZmpñV A{n M nmXmo@{n ZmpñV &
n VÝO{b …

Ah‘² Vw ñVw{Vaod H$[aî¶m{‘ &
VXm MaUe¥”a{hV… nVÝO{b… ZQ>amO-ñVmoÌ‘² AdXV² &
gX{#mV ‘wwX{#mV {ZHw${#mVnX‘² PbPb‘² M{bV‘#mwH$Q>H$‘²,
nVÝÌ{b ÑJÄOZ‘ZÄOZ‘M#mbnX‘²

OZZ^ÄOZH$a‘²² &

H$Xå~é{M‘å~adg‘² na‘‘å~wXå~H$ {dS>å~H$ Jb‘²,
{MXå~w{Y‘{U‘² ~wYöXå~wOa{d‘²

na{MXå~aQ>‘² ö{X^O &&

AÌ íbmo Ho $ - A, E, E, Amo , Am¡ B{V ñda`w º$m… eãXm… Z gpÝV & AWm© V² nmXm… Z
ApñV & AjamUm‘²² Cn[a {dfmU… Z ApñV & `V… nVÄObo nmXm¡-hñVm¡ Z ñV… &
Añ‘m… H$Wm‘m… gma‘²² JwUm… Ed ‘mZdmZm‘² `mo½`V‘² {ZU©`pÝV & gÒþUm… Mm[aÍ`‘² A{n M erb‘² Ed ‘mZdmZm‘² na‘‘²
^yfU‘² &



^maVr‘go Z m
H$mí_ramV² Amaä‘ H$Ý‘mHw$_ar n‘©ÝV‘² ^maVajUm‘ g¡{ZH$m: gpÝV & Xoegwajm‘¡ Vofm§ Ord‘² A{n n{aË‘OpÝV &
g¡{ZH$m: Vofm§ Y_ª nmb‘pÝV , Y_mo© aj{V apjV: & Añ_mH§$ ^maVgoZm gr_m‘m§ OmJê$H$: {VðZ² lÕ‘m Xoe^³Ë¶m gdm©Z²
‘wdmZ… d¥ÕmZ² M gVV§ ajU§ Hw$d©pÝV & AmV”dm{XZ: ^maVXoeo ^wewpÊS>{^: Ad¡Yàdoe‘² Hw$d©pÝV & g¡{ZH$m: Ed Añ_mH§$
Xoeñ‘ A_yë‘: H$moe: gpÝV & AmV”dm{XZ: eÌyZ² M gr_m‘m: {Zdma‘pÝV & dram… ^maVr‘ g¡{ZH$m… gd}fm§ OZmZm§
hoX‘ofw dgpÝV& ^maVr‘goZm Añ_mH$‘² Jm¡ad‘² gw{Z{Y: M & ^maVr‘goZm‘¡ {dZ_«Vmnyd©H$‘² hm{X©H§$ àUm_m: & O‘Vw
^maV‘² & O‘Vw ^maVr‘goZm &
lo ‘m A{X{W M



{hÝXr
g^r Ho $ {bE g‘mZVm
ha ‘{hbm EH$ amZr h¡& ‘{hbmAm| H$mo AnZm gd©loð> àXe©Z H$aZo Ho$ {bE àmoËgm{hV {H$¶m OmZm Mm{hE&
AJa ‘{hbmE§ Z hmoVt Vmo Xþ{Z¶m EH$ Imbr OJh hmoVr& g‘¶ ~rVZo Ho$ ~mX ^r bmoJ ‘{hbmAm| Ho$ gmW
^oX^md H$aVo h¢& ~hþV hr gmYmaU H$m‘ H$aVo hþE ^r CÝh| XoIm OmVm h¡ ¶m CZ na {Q>ßnUr H$s OmVr h¡&
b‹S>H$m| H$mo b‹S>{H$¶m| H$m gå‘mZ H$aZm Am¡a CZHo$ gmW AÀN>m ì¶dhma H$aZm grIZm Mm{hE& ha ‘{hbm AnZo
VarHo$ go Iy~gyaV hmoVr h¡& AJa b‹S>Ho$ H$moB© H$m‘ H$a gH$Vo h¢ Vmo b‹S>{H$¶m§ ^r&Xþ{Z¶m A~ {dH${gV hmo ahr
h¡ Am¡a h‘mao {X‘mJ H$mo ^r Eogm hr hmoZm Mm{hE& XmoZm| Ho$ gmW g‘mZ ì¶dhma {H$¶m OmZm Mm{hE& ‘¢ EH$
~ohVa ^{dî¶ XoIZo H$s Cå‘rX H$a ahr hÿ§ Ohm§ ‘{hbmAm| Ho$ gmW ^oX^md Z hmo&
5CJCPC -CPPCP 8+++$

‘¢ Z§~r Zmam¶UZ Ho$ ~mao ‘| {bI ahm hÿ§, Omo ^maVr¶ A§V[aj AZwg§YmZ g§JR>Z (Bgamo) ‘| H$m¶©aV EH$ ^maVr¶
d¡km{ZH$ h¢& CÝh| ‘w»¶ ê$n go {dH$mg B§OZ {dH${gV H$aZo Ho$ {bE OmZm OmVm h¡ {OgH$m Cn¶moJ ^maV Ûmam bm°ÝM
{H$E JE nhbo nrEgEbdr Am¡a OrEgEbdr am°Ho$Q> ‘| {H$¶m J¶m Wm& CZH$m OÝ‘  VmarI H$mo hþAm Wm
Zd§~a   ‘| ZmJaH$moBb ‘| EH$ V{‘b n[adma ‘| OÝ‘& CÝhm|Zo {VédZ§Vnwa‘ ‘| EH$ am°Ho$Q> bm°pÝM§J ñQ>oeZ na
Bgamo Ho$ VËH$mbrZ AÜ¶j {dH«$‘ gmam^mB© go ‘wbmH$mV H$s, Ohm§ CÝhm|Zo H$m‘ {H$¶m&
gmam^mB© Zo CÝh| AmBdr brJ {dœ{dÚmb¶ ‘| XmpIbm boZo na AnZo H$m‘ go Nw>Å>r XoZo H$s noeH$e H$s& CÝh|
qàgQ>Z {dœ{dÚmb¶ ‘| ñdrH$ma H$a {b¶m J¶m Am¡a [aH$m°S>© Xg ‘hrZm| ‘| amgm¶{ZH$ am°Ho$Q> àUmoXZ ‘| AnZo ‘mñQ>a
H$m¶©H«$‘ H$mo nyam {H$¶m&
Zmam¶UZ Zo Vab BªYZ am°Ho$Q> àm¡Úmo{JH$s H$s ewéAmV H$s Š¶m|{H$ CÝhm|Zo Bgamo Ûmam ^{dî¶ Ho$ A§V[aj H$m¶©H«$‘m|
H$s Amdí¶H$Vm H$m AZw‘mZ bJm¶m Wm& Bgamo Ho$ AJbo AÜ¶j gVre YdZ Zo CZH$m ^anya g‘W©Z {H$¶m& ‘B©  
‘|, gr~rAmB© Zo Amamonm| H$mo ’$Ou ~VmVo hþE Im[aO H$a {X¶m& CÝh| Aà¡b 
‘| gwàr‘ H$moQ>© Zo ^r Im[aO H$a
{X¶m Wm& {gV§~a 
‘|, amï´>r¶ ‘mZdm{YH$ma Am¶moJ #*< Zo A§V[aj AZwg§YmZ ‘| Zmam¶UZ Ho$ à{V{ð>V H$[a¶a
H$mo ZwH$gmZ nhþ§MmZo Ho$ {bE Ho$ab gaH$ma Ho$ pIbm’$ g»V H$ma©dmB© H$s& CZHo$ pIbm’$ Amamon Im[aO hmoZo Ho$ ~mX,
Xmo d¡km{ZH$m|, e{eHw$‘ma Am¡a Zmam¶UZ H$mo {VédZ§Vnwa‘ go ñWmZm§V[aV H$a {X¶m J¶m Am¡a CÝh| S>oñH$ Om°~ Xr JB©&
‘¢ A§V[aj AZwg§YmZ Am¡a am°Ho$Q> BªYZ àm¡Úmo{JH$s ‘| CZH$s CnbpãY¶m| Ho$ H$maU CZH$s Amoa XoIVm hÿ§& CÝhm|Zo hma
‘mZZo Ho$ ~Om¶ g^r ~mYmAm| go g§Kf© {H$¶m Am¡a OrdZ ‘| ~hþV Hw$N> hm{gb {H$¶m, Omgygr Ho$ ‘m‘bo ‘| ^r AnZr
~oJwZmhr gm{~V H$s& ‘¢ CÝh| OrdZ ‘| EH$ ‘hmZ ì¶{º$ Ho$ ê$n ‘| ‘mZVm hÿ§ Am¡a ‘¢ ^r Bgamo ‘| àdoe H$aZm MmhVm
hÿ§ Am¡a dhm§ AnZr nhMmZ ~ZmZm MmhVm hÿ§&
                                               2TCPKVJ /CTKPQ 8+++$


^maVr¶go Z m
H$mí‘ramV² Amaä¶ H$Ý¶mHw$‘ar n¶©ÝV‘² ^maVajUm¶ g¡{ZH$mN> gpÝV& Xoegwajm¶¡ Vofm§ Ord‘² A{n n[aË¶OpÝV&
g¡{ZH$mN> Vofm§ Y‘ª nmb¶pÝV, Y‘m} a{jV: & Añ‘mH§$ ^maVgoZm gr‘m¶m§ OmJéH$: {Vð>Z² lÕ¶m Xoe^³Ë¶m gdm©Z² ¶wdmZ:
d¥ÓmZ² M gVV§ ajU§ Hw$d©pÝV& AmV“dm{XZ: ^maVXoeo ^wewpÊL>{^: Ad¡Yàdoe‘² Hw$d©pÝV& g¡{ZH$m: Ed Añ‘mH§$ Xoeñ¶
A‘yë¶: H$moe: gpÝV& AmV“dm{VZ: eÌyZ² M gr‘m¶m: {Zdma¶pÝV& dram: ^maVr¶ g¡{ZH$m: gd}fm§ OZmZm§ hoX¶ofw dgpÝV&
^maVr¶go Zm Añ‘mH$‘² Jm¡ad‘² gw{Z{Y: M & ^maVr¶goZm¶¡ {dZ‘«Vmny d©H$‘² hm{X©H§ $ àUm‘m: O¶Vw ^maV‘² & O¶Vw
^maVr¶goZm&
lo ¶ m A{X{W M

OwJ Zy H$m OÝ‘
EH$ ~ma EH$ gm‘mÝ¶ ‘ŠIr Amg‘mZ Ho$ A±Yoao ‘| C‹S> ahr Wr&
Wr Am¡a dh EH$ ómoV H$s Vbme ‘| Wm&

Cgo Hw$N> J‘©Omoer Am¡a amoeZr H$s μOê$aV

¶h V~ H¢$nam| Ho$ EH$ g‘yh na Am¶m, Omo g^r AmJ Ho$ Mmam| Amoa

~¡R>o Wo& ‘ŠIr Zo {e{dam{W©¶m| Ho$ em§V Am¡a àgÞ Moham| H$mo XoIm Am¡a Bg AOrd AZw^y{V H$m AZw^d H$aZm MmhVr
Wr&

{’$a CgZo AnZo n§Im| go AmJ H$mo Ny>Zo H$s H$mo {ee H$s bo{H$Z dh JmVr ahr&

{hñgo go AmJ H$s bnQ>m| H$mo Ny>Zo H$s H$mo{ee H$s&

Bg{bE CgZo AnZo {nN>bo

¶h AMmZH$ EH$ Ehgmg hþAm bo{H$Z ¶h Iwer Zht Wr&

¶h XX© Wm! ‘ŠIr Zo AmH$me ‘| Jmobr ‘ma Xr Am¡a Hw$N> Jhar gm±g br Am¡a AnZr nrR> H$s Amoa XoIm& bo{H$Z
Š¶m Amü¶© h¡!

nrR> go amoeZr {ZH$b ahr Wr Am¡a ‘ŠIr H$s R>§S>H$ ^r Mbr JB© Wr& ‘ŠIr Iwe hmoH$a amV ‘|

ah JB©&



Š¶m J« m m$mo Z [aH$mS> © ^mdr nrT>r Ho $ bE

y ë ¶dmZ h¢ ?

J«m‘m’$moZ [aH$mS>© h‘mar g§ñH¥${V Am¡a g§JrV H$m EH$ ~S>m g§gmYZ h¡& do h‘mao B{Vhmg Ho$ ~mao ‘| dU©Z H$aVo
h¢& A~ J«m‘m’$moZ [aH$mS>m] IVao ‘| h¢& bmoJ nwamZo J«m‘mo’$moZ [aH$mS>m] H$mo ’|$H$ aho h¢& CÝh| bJVm h¡ {H$ do ~oH$ma
h¢& na§Vw, dmñVd ‘| do B{Vhmg H$m IOmZm h¢& CñVmX {~pñ‘„mh ImZ Am¡a E‘.Eg. gwã~wbú‘r O¡go ‘hm{dÛmZm| CZHo$
Ûmam {H$E JE [aH$mS>m] Ho$ H$maU à{gÕ hþE& CZHo$ ewÕ g§JrV g^r Ho$ {bE ng§X Wo& J«m‘m’$moZ [aH$mS>m] H$s EH$
Am¡a dJ© hmñ¶ JrV h¡& ¶o [aH$mS>m] h‘H$mo Cg g‘¶ Ho$ g‘mO Am¡a [admO Ho$ ~mao ‘| ~VmVo h¢& ¶o JmZo {ZåZ dJ©
bmoJm| Ho$ ~mao ‘| h¢ Omo X¡{ZH$ ‘OXÿarHo$ {bE H$aVo h¢&
EH$ Am¡a àH$ma Ho$ [aH$m±Sª>J ejH$ [aH$mS>© h¡& BZ [aH$mS>m] go ~ƒm| H$mo grIZo Ho$ bE ~hþV Cn¶moJr Wo&
= ‘| Bg àH$ma Ho$ [aH$mS>m ] ~hþV {d»¶mV Wo& ¶o [aH$mS>m] Cg g‘¶ H$s e¡ {jH$ {dH$mg Ho$ ~mao ‘| ~VmVo h¢&
AV: ¶o [aH$mS>© ^maV H$s g§ñH¥${V Am¡a B{Vhmg H$m EH$ ‘hËdnyU© g§gmYZ h¢ Am¡a BÝh| ~MmH$a aIZm Mm{hE& ¶o
h‘mar g§ñH¥${V ^maV Xoe H$s Yamoha h¢&

J«m‘m’$moZ aoH$mS>m] H$m A§{V‘ dJ© {’$ë‘ JrV h¢&   = go  = VH$ d^Þ Jm¶H$m| H$m Ywa JrV BZ aoH$mS>m]
| h¢& Hw$N> nwamZr {’$ë‘§ H$m qàQ> A~ h‘mao nmg Zht h¢& Cg {’$ë‘ Ho$ aoH$mS>© CZ {’$ë‘m| Ho$ ~mao ‘| OmZH$mar
XoVo h¢& BZ {’$ë‘ JrVm| H$mo Hw$N> Am¡a bmoJ dmÚm| ‘| ~Om¶m h¢, {OZH$mo CÝhm|Zo aoH$mS>© {H$¶m& BZHo$ Ûmam h‘H$mo AZoH$
{’$ë‘m| Ho$ JmZo Ho$ ~mao ‘| h‘ OmZ gH$Vo h¢&
           
    



AJa Vw‘ AnZm Zm‘ {JÞg {H$Vm~ ‘| bmZm MmhVo hmo Vmo Š¶m H$aZm MmhmoJ o?
Mma gmb nhbo, O~ ‘¢Zo nhbr~ma AnZo H$amQ>o Šbmg ‘| H$X‘ aIm Vmo ñWmZ ‘| ‘wPo AnZmnZ bJm Am¡a ¶hm±
Hw$N> H$a {XImZo H$s CËgwH$Vm hþB©& ‘oao {nVmOr Mho Wo {H$ ‘¢ H$amQ>o Bg{bE grIy± Vm{H$ ‘¢ AnZr ajm IwX H$a gHy±$
AWdm AmË‘{Z^©a ~Z gHy±$&
AJa ‘¢
nT>m {H$ EH$
hm{gb {H$¶m
nyam H$aZo Ho$
hÿ±&‘¢ ^JdmZ

{JÞrg ~wH$ Am°’$ dëS>© [aH$mS>© ‘| ‘oam Zm‘ AmZm h¡ Vmo ‘wPo H$amQ>o ‘| Xÿga§ go AmJo ~T>Zm h¡& ‘¢Zo
{‘ZQ> ‘| BH$ OmoS>r Ûmam g~go A{YH$ ?H$amQ>o {H$H$?   h¡ Am¡a ^maV Ho$ ?gwOrV Hw$‘ma B©?. Ûmam
J¶m h¡& ‘oam bú¶ BgHo$ ñH$moa H$mo hamH$a EH$ {‘ZQ> ‘|  {H$H$ nyam H$aZm h¡& ‘oao Bg bú¶ H$mo
{bE H$T>r ‘ohZV H$ê$±Jr& ha {XZ Ho$ n[al‘nyd©H$ OrV AnZo H$moM Ûmam {XE JE Aä¶mgm| go H$a ahr
go àmW©Zm H$aVr hÿ± {H$ ‘¢ AnZo bú¶ H$mo hm{gb H$aHo$ ahÿ±Jr Am¡a ^maV ‘mVm H$s emZ ~S>mD$±Jr&
ajm Xgdt S> r .

^{dî¶ ‘| àoaUm Xo Zodmbm H$m¶©
àoaUm OrdZ ‘| g’$bVm Ho$ {bE g~go ‘hÎdnyU© gmYZm| ‘| go EH$ h¡& àoaUm XoZodmbm H$m¶© h‘| AnZo nW na
S>Q>o ahZo H$mo CËgm{hV H$aVr h¡& ào[aV hmoZm H$m’$s AmgmZ h¡ bo{H$Z ào[aV H$aZm ~mE hmW H$m Iob Zht&
‘oao OrdZ H$m EH$ bú¶ Xþ{Z¶m H$mo EH$ ~ohVa OJh ~ZmZo ‘| bmoJm| H$mo ào[aV H$aZm h¡& Bg bú¶ H$mo gmH$ma
H$aZo Ho$ {bE ‘| ‘mZ{gH$ ñdñW¶ H$m ‘hÎd H$mo ’¡$bmD$±Jm& AmOH$b g‘mO ‘| AZ{JZV bmoJ {H$gr Z {H$gr
H$maU go {S>àoeZ (Jham AdgmX), ‘mZ{gH$ VZmd, qMVm, Am{X go nr{‹S>V h¢& g‘mO ‘mZ{gH$ ñdmñW H$s ^y{‘H$m
H$mo H$‘ ‘mZVm h¡& h‘mao X¡{ZH$ OrdZ ‘| h‘ Bg {df¶ Ho$ ~mao ‘| ~mV H$aZm {hM{H$MmVo h¢&
EH$ N>mÌ Ho$ ê$n ‘|, ‘¢ ‘mZ{gH$ g‘ñ¶mAm| Ho$ àH$ma, Cggo ~Mo ahZo Ho$ Cnm¶ Am¡a ‘mZ{gH$ g‘ñ¶mAm| H$m
gm‘Zm H$aZo na H¡$go àmo’o$eZb gbmh bo - BZ g~ ~mVm| na OmJê$H$Vm ’¡$bmZm MmhVm hÿ±& ‘¢ g‘mO H$mo ¶h
~VmZm MmhVm hÿ± {H$ emar[aH$ amoJ O¡gm ‘mZ{gH$ amoJ ^r ha {H$gr H$mo H$^r Z H$^r {Ka gH$Vm h¡ Am¡a ¶h H$moB©
e‘© H$s ~mV Zht h¡& H$^r-H$^r {X‘mJ H$m H$m¶© j‘Vm ~war Vah go à^m{dV hmo OmVm h¡ Am¡a Cggo ì¶dhma d
{XZM¶m© OrdZ ‘| Aga n‹S> gH$Vm h¡& Img H$a g§dmX go h‘ Xÿgam| Ho$ Xþ…I Am¡a naoemZr ~m±Q> H$a gHo$&
Cå‘rX h¡ Ho$, ‘oao Bg H$mo{ee go ‘oao O¡go Zd¶wdH$ ào[aV hmoH$a ‘mZ{gH$ ñdmñÏ¶ Ho$ ~mao ‘| ghOVm go MMm©
- g§dmX H$a gHo$ Am¡a OmJ¥Vm {Z‘m©U H$a gHo$ - Eogr àoaUm Xo gHy±$&
Arnav Prashanth,> @\



{H$gr {Vhm{gH$ ñWb H$s ¶mÌm
BVZo Iw~gyaV ZOmam| go ^ao Xoe ‘| ‘¢Zo Hw$N> ^r emZXma ñWmZ XoIr h¢& Hw$N> df© nyd© ‘¢ à{gÕ ?hå’$s aW?
XoIZo hånr J¶m Wm& ¶h EH$ ~hþV hr {Vhm{gH$ ñWb Wm Am¡a Bgo AÀN>r Vah go ~Zm¶m J¶m Wm & Hy$J© ‘|, ‘¢Zo
Mm¶ Ho$ ~mJdmZm| H$s aoImE± XoIr g^r ~hþV hao-^ao, gw§Xa {XImB© Xo aho Wo& Xmo gmb nhbo, ‘¢ ~«÷Vmb Zm‘H$ {eIa
H$s MmoQ>r na EH$ Prb XoIZo Ho$ {bE EH$ Q´>H$ na gdma hmoH$a J¶m Wm& ^mar ~’©$ Ho$ H$maU ‘¢ CgHo$ nmg Zht
Om gH$m, bo{H$Z ‘¢Zo Cgo Xÿa XoIm Am¡a ¶h A~ VH$ Ho$ g~go Iy~gyaV ZOmam| ‘| go EH$ Wm&¶h O‘ J¶m Wm Vmo
g’o$X, M‘H$Xma {XIZo bJm& nhmS> H$s MmoQ>r na OmZm ~hþV ‘wpíH$b Wm, bo{H$Z
Prb H$m ZμOmam XoIZo bm¶H$ Wm& ‘¢ AnZo OrdZ ‘| Zm¡ ~ma nm§{S>Moar J¶m hÿ±, O~ ^r ‘¢ dhm± J¶m V~ g‘wÐ
VQ> na J¶m& dhm± H$m g‘wÐ-VQ> ~hþV gm’$ h¡ Am¡a Bg‘| ~hþV gmao noS> h¢& gw¶m©ñV Ho$ g‘¶ gm bJVm h¡ O¡go
gyaO g‘wÐ ‘| Sy>~ ahm h¡, Am¡a gyaO H$m gmam a§J nmZr ‘| ~h ahm h¡& g^r bmb Am¡a gmoZo Ho$ à{V{~å~ g‘wÐVQ> H$s gw§XaVm H$mo ~T>mVo h¢&
{ed Jw’$m {e‘bm Ho$ CÎma H$mer {Obo Ho$ ‘oha Jm±d ‘| àmH¥${VH$ ê$n go ~Zr Jw’$m h¡& Jw’$m ‘| nmZr {JaVm
ahVm h¢& Jw’$m ‘| àmH¥${VH$ ê$n go {ed, JUoe, {Ìeyb, H$‘b Am¡a Amo‘ Ho$ AmH$ma ‘| ~’©$ O‘Vr h¢& Jw’$m H$m
Zm‘ àmH¥$V àmMrZ ?àmH$Q>oœa n§MmZZ ‘hmXod? aIm J¶m h¡& Jw’$m ‘| àdoe H$aZm ~hþV H${R>Z h¡ Am¡a EH$ N>Q>r gr
OJh go Y¡¶©nyd©H$ AmJo ~T>Zo H$s Oê$aV h¡& Jw’$m KwQ>Zo Ho$ Jhao nmZr go ^ar hþB© h¢& Jw’$m ‘| EH$ ~ma ‘¢ Mma bmoJm|
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A§Xa àdoe H$aZm ^r, bo{H$Z ¶o g~ Xme©{ZH$ ñWb XoIZo bm¶H$ h¢& Hw$b {‘bmH$a X{jU go CÎma VH$ n{ü‘ go
nyd© VH$ ‘¢Zo ^maV ‘| H$B© Iy~gyaV ñWmZm| H$mo XoIr h¢& ‘¢ AnZr ¶mÌm Omar aIy±Jm&
Cå‘rX h¡ ‘¢ gm H$a nmD$±Jm, Am¡a em¶X Amn ^r go ñWmZm| H$mo XoI gH$Vo h¢&
YÝ¶dmX&
ñH§$Xm,



:%

^{dî¶ ‘| Eogm H$m¡Z gm H$m¶© H$amoJo {Oggo bmoJm| H$mo àoaUm {‘bo ?
àoaUm Š¶m h¡? {H$gr H$mo àoaUm H$~ {‘bVo h¡?

Š¶m {H$gr H$mo ào[aV H$aZo Ho$ {bE à{V^m H$s Amdí¶H$Vm

hmoVr h¡? bmoJ Xmo VarH$m| go ào[aV hmoVo h¢: O~ do gmoMVo h¢ {H$ Hw$N> hm{gb Zht {H$¶m Om gH$Vm h¡ ¶m Ag§^d
h¡, bo{H$Z O~ Ag§^dV… H$mo g§^dV… ‘| ~Xbm {X¶m OmVm h¢, V~ do ào[aV hmoVo h¢& Xÿgam V~ hmoVm h¡ O~ CÝh|
IwX na {dœmg hmoVm h¡&
àoaUm V~ {‘bVo h¡ O~ Amn Hw$N> H$aZo Ho$ {bE ^mdwH$ Am¡a ào[aV ‘hgyg H$aVo h¢& h‘ g^r AbJ-AbJ
MrOm| go Am¡a AbJ-AbJ VarH$m| go ào[aV hmoVo h¢& Xÿgam| H$mo ào[aV H$aZo H$m nhbm H$X‘, IwX H$mo ào[aV hmoZm
h¡& IwX H$mo ào[aV {H$E {~Zm Amn Xÿgam| Ho$ {bE àoaUm Zht ~Z gH$Vo&
àoaUm ~hþV e{º$embr h¡ bo{H$Z ¶h AmgmZ Zht h¡& h‘| AnZo gm‘mÝ¶ AZw^dm| H$mo nma H$aZo H$s AZw‘{V XoH$a
àoaUm h‘| ZB© g§^mdZmAm| Ho$ {bE OmJ¥V H$aVr h¡& Bg àH$ma àoaUm, OrdZ Ho$ ‘hËdnyU© n[aUm‘m| na ~‹S>m à^m{dV
hmoVm h¡& ào[aV ì¶{º$¶m| H$mo AnZo H$m‘ ‘| ‘hmaV hm{gb H$aZo H$s Vrd« BÀN>m hmoVr h¢&
‘¢, n[adV©Z ~ZmH$a, gm{~V H$aZm MmhVm hÿ§ {H$ Hw$N> ^r Am¡a g~ Hw$N> g§^d h¡ Am¡a Eogm Hw$N> ^r Zht h¡
{Ogo hm{gb Zht {H$¶m Om gH$Vm h¡& {g’©$ Ag§^d H$mo g§^d H$aZm àoaUm Zht h¡& EH$ ì¶{º$ Ho$ {dMma H$mo OmJ«V
H$aHo$ Am¡a MrOm| H$mo AbJ T>§J go AWm©V² ghr VarH$m|

go H$aHo$ Xÿgam| H$mo ào[aV {H$¶m Om gH$Vm h¡& Xÿgam| H$mo

ào[aV H$aZo Ho$ {bE ‘¢ Omo nhbm H$X‘ CR>mD$§Jr, dh ¶h h¡ {H$ g~go ~wao g‘¶ ‘| ^r S>a H$mo AnZo D$na hmdr
Z hmoZo Xÿ±Jr& BgH$m nmbZ H$aZo go BZgmZ ~hmXþa Am¡a ‘O~yV ~ZVm h¡& ‘¢ ß¶ma Am¡a ‘‘Vm ’¡$bmH$a Xÿgam| H$mo ào[aV
H$aZm MmhVr hÿ±& Ohm§ ß¶ma Am¡a ‘‘Vm h¡ dhm§ ‘mZdVm h¡& ‘¢, bmoJm| H$mo A{Z{üVVm H$mo hamZo Ho$ {bE ào[aV H$aZm
MmhVm hÿ§, ha nb H$m AmZ§X boZo {H$, Š¶m|{H$ AmnH$mo BgHo$ O¡gm Xÿgam nb H$^r Zht {‘boJm, A’$gmog Ho$ gmW
g‘¶ ~~m©X Z H$a| Am¡a Eogm H$aZo H$m EH$‘mÌ VarH$m IwX na {dœmg H$aZm h¡&
H$m‘ ‘| ‘hmaV, aMZmË‘H$Vm, j‘Vm Am¡a AmemdmX g^r àoaUm Ho$ n[aUm‘ h¢& ‘¢ {~Zm {H$gr dmngr Cå‘rX
{H$E Xÿgam| H$mo ào[aV H$aZm Mmhÿ§Jm&
H$m{‘¶m {‘bmn,



:%

àoaUm Š¶m h¡? AmnHo$ {bE àoaUm H$m Š¶m AW© h¡? AmnH$mo H$m¡Z ào[aV H$aVm h¡? håå... Amn {Z{üV Zht
h¢ Š¶m|{H$ AmnZo dmñVd ‘| BgHo$ ~mao ‘| H$^r gmoMm hr Zht h¡& I¡a, ‘¢ AmnH$mo ~VmVm hÿ§ {H$ ‘oao {bE àoaUm Š¶m
h¡! àoaUm EH$ Eogr MrO h¡ Omo AmnH$mo AnZo OrdZ ‘| ~ohVar Ho$ {bE ~Xbmd bmZo Ho$ {bE ào[aV H$aVr h¡; ¶m,
H$moB© h¡ Omo AmnH$mo Y¸$m XoVm h¡ ¶m EH$ CXmhaU goQ> H$aVm h¡& ¶m H$moB© h¡ Omo AmnH$mo AnZo OrdZ Ho$ ~mao ‘|
gmoMZo na ‘O~ya H$aVm h¡ Am¡a Amn Bgo H¡$go ¶m Š¶m| ~XbZm MmhVo h¢&
àoaUm EH$ Eogm H$maH$ h¡ {OgHo$ Ûmam bmoJ ‘hmZ D$§MmB¶m| H$mo àmá H$a gH$Vo h¢ ¶m Om gH$Vo h¢& Xÿgam| H$mo
ào[aV H$aHo$ ¶h CÝh| AnZo {bE gd©loð> ~ZmVm h¡ Am¡a A§VV… CÝh| g’$bVm H$s Amoa bo OmVm h¡&
bmoJ gmYmaU H$m‘ H$aZo ¶m AnojmAm| H$mo nyam H$aZo go ào[aV Zht hmoVo h¢& do Cg n[al‘, aMZmË‘H$Vm Am¡a
~{bXmZ go ào[aV h¢, Omo CÝhm|Zo ñd¶§ g§^d Ho$ ~mao ‘| gmoMm Wm Cggo A{YH$ H$aZo Ho$ {bE Amdí¶H$ h¡& ‘¢ IwX
EH$ ~hþV hr g’$b ì¶{º$ ^maV ‘| AJ«Ur d¡km{ZH$ Ho$ ê$n ‘| bmoJm| H$mo ¶h ~VmH$a ào[aV H$aVm hÿ§ {H$ OrdZ
‘| EH$ g‘¶ ‘| AmgmZ H$X‘ CR>mE§ Am¡a ~‹S>o H$X‘m| ‘| N>bm§J Z bJmE§& Amn Omo MmhVo h¢ Cgo àmá H$aZo ‘| g‘¶
Am¡a Y¡¶© bJVm h¡, EH$ AmXe© CXmhaU boVo hþE, ‘¢Zo IwX H$mo AmJo ~‹T>Zo Ho$ {bE g§Kf© {H$¶m Am¡a AZw^d Ho$
gmW grIm {H$ h‘| MrOm| H$mo EH$-EH$ H$aHo$ boZo H$s Oê$aV h¡& ‘oao ¶wdm {XZm| ‘| Ag’$bVmAm| H$s n¥ð>^y{‘ Ho$
gmW ¶h bmoJm| H$mo ¶h Amem XoJm {H$ do ^r g’$b hmo gH$Vo h¢ Š¶m|{H$ AJa ‘¢ H$a gH$Vm hÿ§ Vmo do ^r {Z{üV
ê$n go Wmo‹S>o g‘n©U Am¡a H$‹S>r ‘ohZV Ho$ gmW H$a gH$Vo h¢
‘¢ CÝh| ¶h H$hH$a ào[aV H$aVm hÿ§ {H$ do H$^r hma Z ‘mZ| Š¶m|{H$ gwa§J Ho$ A§V ‘| h‘oem àH$me hmoVm h¡
Š¶m|{H$ ha g‘¶ ‘¢ hmaZm MmhVm Wm, ‘¢ ~g CZ g^r AÀN>o Ho$ ~mao ‘| gmoMVm Wm Omo AJa ‘¢ Zht N>mo‹S>Vm Am¡a
Zht N>mo‹S>Vm Vmo Š¶m hmo gH$Vm h¡ ‘¢Zo AnZo OrdZ ‘| A~ VH$ H$m g~go AÀN>m {ZU©¶ {b¶m Wm {Oggo ‘¢ A~
Ohm§ hÿ§&
‘¢Zo ^mfUm| Ho$ ‘mÜ¶‘ go àoaUm Xr h¡ Am¡a ñdÀN>Vm, ñdmñÏ¶ g§~§Yr A{^¶mZ O¡go H$B© A{^¶mZ MbmE h¢& BgZo
H$B© bmoJm| H$mo Xÿgam| H$s ‘XX H$aZo Ho$ {bE ào[aV {H$¶m h¡ Am¡a ‘¢ Bgr Vah H$B© Am¡a bmoJm| H$mo ào[aV H$aZm MmhVm
hÿ§ Am¡a n¥Ïdr H$mo EH$ ~ohVa OJh ~ZmZm MmhVm hÿ§&
5CK *CTK :%



gm{dÌr~mB© ’w $ bo
gm{dÌr~mB© H$m OÝ‘



OZdar,



H$mo ‘hmamï´> Ho$ Zm¶Jm§d Jm§d ‘| hþAm Wm& dh ^maV H$s nhbr ‘hrbm

{e{jH$m Wt & gm{dÌr~mB© Zo nwUo Ho$ ‘hmadmL>m ‘| bL>{H$¶m| Ho$ nT>mZm ewé {H$¶m& CÝhm|Zo {^L>odmL>m ‘| AnZm
ñHy$b
ewé {H$¶m, Omo ^maVr¶m| Ûmam g§Mm{bV ^maV H$m nhbm bL>{H$¶m| H$m ñHy$b ~Z J¶m& CÝhm|Zo {ejU ‘| H$B©
ZdrZ
Cnm¶m| H$s ewéAmV H$s& ~ohVa Zm‘m§H$Z go CËgm{hV hmoH$a, CÝhm§Zo
Ho$ {bE Hw$b





go



VH$ nyao ‘hmaï´> ‘| bL>{H$¶m|

ñHy$b Imobo& Bg CnbpãK H$mo ñdrH$ma H$aVo hþE, {~{Q>e gaH$ma Zo CÝh| gå‘m{ZV {H$¶m& ~mX

‘|, CÝhmoo|Zo ‘m{hbmAm| Am¡a H$m‘H$mOr dJ© Ho$ bmoJm| Ho$ ~ƒm| Ho$ {bE EH$ ZmBQ> ñHy$b Imobm& CÝhm§|Zo nyao ‘hmamï´>
‘| Jar~ N>mÌm| Ho$ {bE 52 ‘wâV N>mÌmdmg ñWm{nV {H$E& ^maV g| nyU© ‘{hbm ge{º$H$aU A^r ^r EH$ Xÿa H$m
gnZm h¡& h‘| CZgo àoaUm boZr Mm{hE Am¡a Bg gnZo H$mo gmH$ma H$aZm Mm{hE&



