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I am honored to be back in the helm of our Extended Assamese Family in Kuwait, AAK, as the President,and 
I thank one and all for giving me this opportunity. This is like being the head of the family which we began in 
2009. This journey has really been a pleasure to trace back, and being one of the founder members I feel really 
proud to see the family grow from strength to strength and today become one of the most vibrant and premier 
Socio Cultural Organization in Kuwait. This was our dream and it has come true. Credit goes to the continuous 
support, enthusiasm, and dedication of all the members of the Association who have worked wholeheartedly for 
this betterment and achievement.

I express my sincere thanks and gratitude to each of the Executive Committee Members, and especially the 
members of our Sub Committees for making this 2019 – 2020 tenure such a success. It has always been our 
endeavor to get the association members together to celebrate our culture and heritage and guide and educate 
our children towards this goal. Being away from our homeland the aim is to also inculcate the family values and 
bonding and through these celebrations recreate the atmosphere and feelings which our younger generation 
who have grown up in Kuwait are missing. The bonding of our children have proudly moved on to another level 
and interestingly there is a group formed internationally called “Kuwaitamese Kids “ with their moto “ Assamese 
Kids who are Kuwaiti at Heart “ and some of their members we have seen grow up, under our guidance, here 
in Kuwait.

Our tenure began with the Sarodiya Utsav which was a grand success and the children staged a fantastic 
performance to entertain the members. The annual event that we always eagerly look forward to, Magh Bihu 
celebrations at the Farmhouse in Wafra, was an Assamese Tradition relocated internationally and was thoroughly 
enjoyed by all the members. Our own benevolent and charity wing,  AASHA ( Asom Association Kuwait for Salve 
for Humanitarian Aid ) has done a commendable service this year by contributing to the Chief Ministers Flood 
relief fund earlier on and recently to the Assam Arogya Nidhi fund to help confront the onslaught of Corona 
Virus in Assam. This initiatives has given us the satisfaction of being thousands of miles away and yet giving back 
our humble contributions for the betterment of our homeland.

The COVID 19 Pandemic which began in China in December 2019 have not spared anyone and the whole world 
today is suffering enormously both in the form of human lives and huge economical losses. Under the present 
circumstances as humanity grieves there is no reason to celebrate. We have sacrificed and cancelled our Mega 
Event the Rongali Bihu Celebrations for this year.

I along with my family wish you all a Very Happy, Prosperous and a Safe Assamese New Year.

Joi Ai Asom

Bikash Jyoti Gogoi
President.
Asom Association Kuwait.

From the President Desk
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Greetings to all,

At the outset in this Rongali Bihu, on behalf of EC, I take this opportunity to wish 
all the members a very happy & prosperous Assamese New Year. It has been a great 
privilege to serve our esteemed organization Asom Association Kuwait (AAK) as a 
General Secretary for the period of 2019-20. Treading the path of our predecessors, 
we have tried to live up to the expectations of all sections of our members by 
offering a mixed bag of activities stretching throughout the year. It has been a great 

opportunity to fulfill the expectations of our members with active support and guidance of a team of 
dedicated Executive Committee members led by our ever-enthusiastic President. From showcasing our 
cultural diversity and literary flair of our members to organizing different events, we at AAK kept no stone 
unturned in achieving the best. 
Summary of the activities that we organized during this 2019-20 tenure are given below:

Autumn Festival:  The Autumn Festival / Xarodiya Utsav was celebrated on 1st November 2019 with a diverse & 
colourful cultural program at the Tamarind Party Hall, Abu Halifa. The programme was focused on children’s participation 
in songs, dances, instrumentals, recitations and creative corner where they could display their master pieces of Art and 
Craft for everyone to appreciate their creativity and stupendous performance. The stellar performance by the anchor was 
as much appreciated as the brief rounds of trivia quiz that many of us could crack right and receive spot prizes.  It was a 
successful and memorable event organized under the guidance and coordination of Cultural Committee. There was also 
a short initiating session for our newly inducted members while the evening culminated with an exciting round of raffle 
draws, and a sumptuous dinner. 

Magh Bihu: The most awaited Assamese Harvest festival, Magh Bihu was celebrated on 16th & 17th January 2020 at 
a sprawling farm house, dotted with greens in Wafra area, South Kuwait. On 16th AAK organized an overnight camping 
activity. The cold January night was rendered memorable with special barbeque followed by spontaneous sessions of music, 
dance, Adda around the bonfire and with a delicious “URUKA BHUJ” (dinner) cooked by our own skilled culinary talents.  
On 17th, activities started with lighting of Meji followed by huge variety of traditional Assamese “Jalpaan” which included 
Ladu, Pitha, Sira, Holung etc. The day-long program of Fun-n-Games which was enjoyed by members and children alike 
included some traditional games also. The celebration ended with a tongue teasing Assamese traditional cuisine “Bhoj-
Bhaat” which was relished by everyone, and arranged by our Food Committee.

Children’s Art Competition: An art competition for children was organized by Jetuka Souvenir Editorial Committee, on 
24th January 2020 (Friday) at Fahaheel Park. The park with its close-to-nature ambience and view of Fahaheel beach was 
ideal for a creative day out. No wonder a large participation in the competition was recorded.

Charitable Initiative (AASHA):  Continuing with the legacy of the past years, this year too “AASHA” (Asom Association 
Salve for Humanitarian Aid) took up an important initiative of “Aid to fight against the global pandemic ‘Corona’ ” which 
turned out to be a big success. Assamese community in Kuwait contributed a token amount of Rs.3,00001/- (Rupees 
three lakhs & one only) towards “Assam Arogya Nidhi” on 2nd April 2020. We understand that this is like a small drop in 
the ocean, but certainly it will motivate and appeal all our Assamese brethren living around the globe to come out with a 
helping hand to the praise worthy efforts in facing this unprecedented crisis.

With the COVID-19 pandemic situation currently prevailing all over the world, this year our most awaited Bohag Bihu 
could not be organized like previous year, though we had made all arrangements like booking of event hall, Guest Artist and 
formation of Bihu committee. Thanks to all for your efforts. However, considering the situation we decided to postpone the 
celebration until the situation becomes normal in Kuwait.   This is time to stay united as a community and keep ourselves 
safe in our homes to restrict the further spread of the virus. 

In conclusion, I would like to express my sincere gratitude to all the members and patrons who have enthusiastically 
helped, supported and guided us in all aspects and made all our programmes a stupendous success.

   

   Pabitra Saikia
General Secretary
Asom Association Kuwait

General Secretary’s Report 

Once again thanking all of you.

জয় আই অসম ! Long Live AAK!

PABITRA SAIKIA

General Secretary

Asom Association Kuwait

Once again thanking all of you.  

জয়  আই  অসম  ! Long Live AAK! 

PABITRA SAIKIA

General Secretary

Asom Association Kuwait
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Leena Gogoi
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Parimita Bora

Mriganga Das

Bonti Gohain

Pinku Sarkar
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Priyanka Konwar
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Editorial

1

Though the story of human migration is very

old, dating back to thousands of years, it is

interesting to note that one of the greatest

migrations in human history happened in between

AD 200 and 500, when a climate change causing

severe cold in the central Asian steppes forced

people to move out to the warmer western region,

where crops could be raised much easily. From

then migration has become a way of life for man

seeking “greener pastures” either for sustenance

or for betterment of life. In the modern world as

connectivity improved, people move from one

place to another seeking better opportunities, so

much so that new words “migrant and immigrant”

were coined in the 18th century classifying this

movement within a country or between two

different countries. In its effect these migrants or

immigrants brought a whole new set of

knowledge, skills and culture which added value

to the receiving societies, thus causing nations to

develop and grow.

Situated on the eastern fringes of India,

Assam over time witnessed migrations from

across the borders and within to evolve as a

diverse culture that blends perfectly within its

distinctive topography. Assam is one of the richest

biodiversity hotspots in the world comprising of

mountains, valleys, tea plantations, tropical

rainforests, deciduous forests, the Barak and

Brahmaputra river systems comprising over a

hundred tributaries and distributaries, river islands

— notably Majuli the world’s largest that is also a

seat of Vaishnavite learning, numerous wetlands,

wildlife reserves - Kaziranga, Manas, Pobitora,

Nameri, Dibru-Saikhowa — all unique in their own

ways, and that are home to numerous species of

flora and fauna - especially the famed one-horned

rhino. Assam’s silk and tea are unique and widely

acknowledged across the world. Assam is also

the third largest crude oil producing state in the

country and is supplemented with refineries —its

refinery in Digboi, being Asia’s oldest,

petrochemical and fertilizer plants. A strong culture

and rich resource base have created a population

of skilled knowledgeable people, which are as

good as any other in the world, eager to make a

mark outside the region for better opportunities,

thus richly contributing towards growth and

development.

Attracted by the commonalities of a thriving

oil industry that is supported by other allied

businesses, Kuwait has become the abode to

many Assamese. To create a home away from

home we have bonded together to live this culture

by embracing Assamese art, literature, music and

dance so that we remain attached with it. The

spring festival Rongali Bihu is celebrated in the

month of Bohag (April), which in the poetic

expression of the bard Dr. Bhupen Hazarika, “is

the Ifeiine of Assamese people”. The connotation

of Bohag — the month or the season — in

Assamese context is thus very wide-ranging As

Assamese immigrants, each year we celebrate it

with abundant fanfare, inviting renowned

Assamese artists and creating a sense of Assarn

in Kuwait.

’øÓ¬Õfl¡ Œ‰¬ÀÚ √̋√1 ≈̃·±À1 ˜U1± Ó¬±ÀÓ¬±Õfl¡ Œ‰¬ÀÚ √̋√1 ˜±Àfl¡±º
Ó¬±ÀÓ¬±Õfl¡ Œ‰¬ÀÚ √̋√1 ¬ıí √̋√±·1 ø¬ıUøÓ¬ ‹ ŒÚ¬Û±øÓ¬ Œfl¡ÀÚÕfl¡ Ô±Àfl“¡±∑

¸—¶‘®øÓ¬ ¤È¬± Ê√±øÓ¬1 √±À¬Û±Ì ¶§26√ ’±1n∏ øÚ «̃̆  fl¡ø1 1‡±ÀÈ¬±
Ê√±øÓ¬ÀÈ¬±1 õ∂øÓ¬Ê√Ú ¸√̧ …À1 ¬Ûø¬ıS fl¡Ó«¬¬ı…º

Assam’s “tryst with destiny” has seen it

evolve from being a hinterland to become a part

of the Indian heartland. We take pride that Assam

has developed high level functional infrastructure

projects like the 9.15 kilometer Dhola— Sadiya

Bridge, also known as Bhupen Hazarika Set-u,

the longest river bridge in India, highways arid

roads. Its immensely talented minds have

contributed towards nation building in as diverse

areas as space research and sericulture, whilst

enriching our creative thinking and thus our lives

.This is equally true about its diaspora scattered

across the world, which have enriched the

receiving societies that are now their second

homes.

Mahatma Gandhi once said, “A nation’s

culture resides in the hearts and soul of its

people”. This 13th edition of Jetuka — that cheers

the colours of life — is an expression of

Assamese culture that is embedded within each

one of us. We hope it will meet our expectations

of fulfilling its purpose.

Editorial
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Dwaipayan Bora - Kakoli Nath  - Ranita Dutta 
Sandhani Sharma -  Alok Das - Barada Talukdar

Rintumoni Dutta

Dwaipayan Bora 
Quiz Master

Editorial Team

 Sandhan 2019 Winners are
1st Leena Gogoi
2nd Amitabh Talukder & Mousumi Talukder
3rd Aruna Dutta
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Farewell 2020
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“Ding Dong” the bell of
our home rang as usual one fine 
evening on the 1st of April 2017. I 
was playing inside with some of my 
friends and my parents and brother 
had gone out for shopping. I opened 

the door and to my utter surprise, saw by dad holding a 
cute little puppy in his arms. Tears rolled down my eyes in 
sheer joy and ecstasy. It was not an April fool joke but a 
reality, which made me cry in joy. 

It was my long 
cherished dream 
to have a cute 
little dog as my pet 
and I have been 
always insisting 
my dad to get one 
for me. However, 
as we are living 
in an apartment 
in Kuwait with 
no open space 
unlike our home in 
Assam, my parents 
were apprehensive 

in fulfilling my wish. Ultimately, they valued my wish more 
than anything else and gifted me my most prized possession.

The next day all of us were busy in choosing a name for the 
new member of our family. “Benji” yes that’s the name we 
decided and instantly Benji became a star in Facebook and 
Instagram. 

Benji was four months old when we brought him. He was 
imported from Thailand. He is a Pomeranian with very 
sharp features. He has a light brown coat of fur with shades 
of silky golden. His tail pops up from his behind like a 
bottlebrush. He has very innocent looking eyes but actually, 
he is a mischievous little creature. 

Over the years, Benji has become an integral part of our 
family and my closest companion. As both my parents are 
working, every day after coming back from school, I had to 
spend a couple of hours alone at home till by parents arrive 
from office. But Benji has filled in this gap and never let me 
feel lonely now.

If our doorbell 
rings, he will bark 
as if he will tear 
apart whoever 
is outside. But as 
the door opens 
he will jump in joy 
and immediately 
become friendly 
with the guest as 
if he knows him/
her for a long 
time. Actually, he 
does not even 

know how to bite somebody. (Psst…. not to share with 
everybody. It keeps me safe when I am alone in my house). If 
any small children comes to our home, Benji will jump and 
greet them as if he is trying to embrace his long lost friend. 
He is the most child friendly dog I have ever seen in my life.

Benji understands commands in both English and Assamese. 
His    two     most     favourite    Assamese    words    are

He stays all alone in his cage for the whole day sleeping 
to his heart’s content. As soon as I arrive from school, he 
will run towards me, jump on me and follow me around as 
if he wants to say “Oh! I missed you so much”

Unlike other dogs, Benji does not like dog food. He loves 
home cooked food but without salt and oil. Boiled chicken 
legs is his favourite. He also likes chapatti and boiled egg 
yolk. His breakfast consist of two spoons of cerelac in a 
bowl of milk. Peanut butter is also one of his favourite.  In 
the afternoon, he would have some cashew, almond and 
walnut.

Benji takes bath once in a week. But he hates to put on 
cologne after his bath. Whenever I take out the cologne 
spray, he would run away and hide somewhere. Once in a 
while we take him to “Petzone” for a full grooming.

I can go on and on about Benji. His mischievous behaviour, 
his ways of communicating with me, his ways of showing 
his obedience and affection towards me etc. etc. He is the 
perfect companion and never lets me feel bored and lonely. 
I love my Benji.

Benji…My Companion
ANOUSHKA DAS

and 
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Having spent my entire life in 
Guwahati and then in Gurgaon, I 
had never given much thought to 
winters. But our move to Kuwait 
has made me appreciate and to 
savor this beautiful season in many, 
many ways.
Kuwait is perhaps one of the few 

countries in the Middle East, to have a proper winter. With a 
huge temperature difference between winter and summer, 
Kuwait's winter is definitely colder than in other Persian 
Gulf countries, such as Bahrain, Qatar or United Arab 
Emirates. 
I (and I am sure, most of us) find winters in Kuwait 
mesmerizing. It’s delightful to be outdoors, making the most 
of these mellowed days after months of being cooped up 
inside, hiding from the blazing sun. Almost as if Mother 
Nature has let the doors open and ushered all the people 
out to enjoy this wondrous season.
Lots of plans for outings …. Barbeques, Beaches, Kuwait 
Zoo, Ahmadi Park, Green Island, Wafra farms and so on and 
so forth.
This year, some of our friends suggested a new place, 
Albohayra Farm, more popularly known as Blue Lake Farm. 
Located in Al-Abdali, 150 kilometers away, it is almost a 
2-hour drive from Abu Halifa / Mahboula areas. As the crow 
flies, the farm is located a mere 5 km away from Iraq border. 
By road, the Iraq Safwan Border crossing is at a distance of 
20 kms.
So now that the plan had been put in motion, we started 
our journey by 10:30 AM on a Friday morning in early 
December. Our cars were loaded with food and drinks 
galore and our kids infused with excitement. The overcast 
sky with the deadly combination of the desert wind and 
slight drizzling, could not dampen our excitement of being 
outdoors and experiencing a new location.

Halfway enroute, we took a break, just for the heck of it, for 
a cup of tea by the highway. The kids went berserk thinking 
it to be the final destination. Made me realize that kids don’t 
need any bells and whistles…. just their friends to have a 
good time!!! True for us too!!! 

As we started nearing our destination, the view outside, 
started transforming from arid brown sand and became 

greener and greener with many farms dotted all along the 
route. I guess, most of the local produce that we see in 
supermarkets, are procured from here as well as Wafra. 
So driving at a fairly leisurely pace, guided by Google 
Maps and with almost no traffic, we now arrived at our 
destination by 12:30 PM.  From what I could gather, Blue 
Lake Farm remains closed from around April and had been 
recently opened to the public since end of November. We 
drove inside the farm gates and found ourselves in the huge 
freshly asphalted parking lot. The volume of visitors could 
be estimated from the crowded parking.
A little digression here! 
Abdulrahman Al-Awadhi, the owner of the Blue Lake Farm, 
is amongst the pioneers of agritourism in Kuwait or maybe 
even in the Middle east. Mr. Al-Awadhi had been already 
running the farm and selling the produce in the local 
market. Fed up with the price fluctuations and the Kuwaiti 
market competition, he came up with the innovative idea 
of selling their harvest inside the farm. His novel concept 
was that people can come and spend their day learning 
about agriculture, hand-picking fruits and vegetables and 
also buying the fresh products as well. The Blue Lake Farm 
officially opened to the public in 2011.
Mr. al-Awadhi is passionate about farming. In one of the 
videos uploaded in Blue Lake Farm’s Instagram page, he says 
that the seed of owning a farm was planted in the year 1990 
when he had been to the very same farm as a visitor with 
the then-owner. He was mesmerized with the beauty of the 
farm and the methodical workers going about their work in 
the early light of dawn. His son Ali al-Awadhi has followed 
in his father’s footsteps and assists him in the functioning of 
the farm. He also acts as the executive manager of Nabta, 
which makes and markets ready-to-use tea cups filled with 
different blends of herbs and tea leaves. Mr. al-Awadhi senior 
is still a very hand-on farmer and holds regular interactive 
sessions with the visitors on farming and harvesting.

So now coming back to our farm visit!!!
As we stepped inside the farm, it gave us the feel of an oasis, 
literally, in the midst of a desert. 

Lines of cabbages to the left and pumpkins on the right, 
greeted us at the entrance, followed by mustard plants 
and sunflowers and more and more greens. Live animals 
and birds like goats, llamas, emus, turkeys are also kept in 
enclosures and kids enjoyed feeding them with leaves and 
branches. 

DUBARI DAS

A Beautiful Winter Day in Kuwait
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As we started exploring the farm, we soon realized that 
outside food was not allowed to be carried in. Having 
carried along so much delicious home-prepared food and 
not willing to let it go to waste, we decided to make the 
most of the situation…. i.e. have our lunch in the parking lot 
itself. Definitely a first for all of us!

Hunger pangs satisfied, we now started exploring the farm 
in earnest. 

The farm is huge but well-maintained and sees heavy footfall, 
especially in the weekends. A café along with a nursery of 
plants (aloe vera, snake plant, cactus, bougainvillea and many 
more) welcomes you barely 100 meters from the entrance, 
at the right. There is ample open and shaded seating area 
throughout this area. Next comes the plant greenhouses 
nurturing all types of greens. The décor so far is natural and 
rustic all along. I loved the fact that they had kept neat piles 

of wood logs along the pathways.
Moving further along, there is a huge open passage, decorated 

with hundreds and hundreds of colorful umbrellas, hung 
upside down. On the left of the alley, there is a cafeteria 
decorated with vines of grapes, followed by a Corn stand 
and a Fresh Produce Store with all products sourced locally 
including jam, pickles, herbal tea, honey etc. 
Then there are greenhouses of countless flowering plants 

on both sides. At the time of our visit, only lilies were 
blossoming but I would expect all flowers to be in full 
bloom by now. At the end of this passage, there is a small 
counter selling freshly cut flowers. The sight is an actual riot 
of colors. The blooming flowers with the colorful umbrellas 
overhead, are a soothing sight to behold, especially in 
Kuwait. Believe it or not, even sugarcane plantations can be 

seen swaying in the winter breeze.
An added advantage is the numerous diners (Applebees, 
Pizza Hut, Burger King, Kababji etc.) to take care of those 
hunger pangs and save you the trouble of carrying your food. 
There is a huge play area for kids to keep them occupied.
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Now the reasoning behind the name “Blue Lake”. There is, 
in fact, an artificial water body (under maintenance during 
our visit). I happened to see some Instagram videos from 
last year with swans in the lake. So I guess the owners keep 
on revamping the farm.

Rustic picnic tables and benches with some hut type 
enclosures, dotted along the “Blue Lake” add to the “farm”y 
exposure. Even the restrooms have drums as wash basins, 
keeping up with the country feel.

We eventually ran out of time. But there is lots more stuff 
to do within the farm like horse and pony rides, shining new 
buggies, bicycles, harvesting strawberries, pumpkins etc. 

We bade adieu to the Blue Farm for the time being. Being 
so near to the Iraq Safwan Border crossing, we took a quick 
detour to be at the border for 10 minutes and thereafter 
started our journey back home. Meethi was now fast asleep, 
worn out from the day’s excitement. With slow music 
playing in the background, the two-hour drive back home 
was nothing short of magical, with thousands of lights from 
desert camps all along the way. 

With another beautiful image to add in the collage of our 
memories, it certainly was a beautiful end to a beautiful 
winter day!

In my homeland Assam, every 
house has a garden; be in terrace 
or in the frontyard or in backyard. 
For me, someone who finds peace 
and satisfaction in gardening, who 
is blessed to have both mom and 
mother in law, gardening enthusiast, 
having huge gardens; it was a 

challenge to keep my interest and passion alive in this desert 
country Kuwait. But when there is a will there is a way. 
I started gardening in containers and slowly with success 
each time, I started including as many vegetables I could. 
Slowly I shifted from containers to the small area near the 
swimming pool of my building. My family back home and my 
friends here in Kuwait were surprised to see the end result. 
Even in such hot extreme climatic condition, gardening is 
possible in this desert country. The climate in Kuwait is 
so extreme that for some people can’t imagine staying in 
the balcony for some time, forget about growing plants in 
balconies and maintaining them. There were people who 
tried to dissuade me but my passion and interest is strong 
enough not to listen to those advices.  For me, my trees 
are like my children. Just as when we don’t guide our kids 
properly they might go in wrong direction in life, same way 
gardening without proper care of plants will be failure even 
if you try in the best positive environment. The best part 
is that I never use any chemical or pesticides. Its  organic 
practices that make my greens superior to those at the 
supermarket. The joy of picking something and eating it right 
away without worrying about insecticides or preservative 
sprays is unbelievable. A big part of organic gardening is 

using compost, and making your own is the best thing to 
do. The homemade compost recycles garden and kitchen 
scraps into beautiful dark fertilizer, keeps plants happy all 
season long. Every day, from fruits to vegetable peels, rice 
water to discarded tea leaves from my kitchen I use them as 
fertilizers for my plants. I put them directly near my veggies 
and water them every alternate day.

Also it was a challenge as a MOM for me to teach my two 
kids the basic of gardening…to teach them and make them 
understand how our every day veggies and plants grow. 
Learning is best when we practically do it. Both my kids 
help me in watering, cleaning the weeds, putting the waste 
fruits and vegetable peels into my garden. The happiness and 
satisfaction you get to see in their eyes when they cut the 
vegetable to bring home is very rewarding. It is infinitely 
uplifting to pick the produce of Mother Nature from one’s 
own garden. Now as a working mom, I need to squeeze 
time for my garden, but with the help of my two tiny helpers 
I take care of the various plants in my small garden as my 
schedule allows for a few minutes every day. 

Potatoes, tomatoes, cauliflower, onions, capsicum, bitter 
gourd, lady’s finger, brinjal, chilies, coriander, basil, pudina 
,strawberry……all  I have grown in my garden successfully. 
Hope to include more veggies and fruits in the future. Even 
in a desert country, it’s possible to have green beautiful 
garden. Good soil is so easy to find and make, so we really 
have no excuse to why we think it’s impossible to grow 
fresh food. It’s a very gratifying experience, I am hooked 
and I find myself extremely passionate about gardening in 
Kuwait. What makes me happier is that I can see my two 
kids changing into gardening enthusiasts. 

PARIMITA B. BORA

My Little Green World
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My Unanticipated Milestone

Everyone has ambitions. Ranging 
from the common ones to the 
most astonishing ones.

My milestone was a very strange 
one. It was running. No, not the one 
where you sprint for a 100 or 200 
metres, it is the one where you run 

(jog in the case of me) a long distance like a 21 km or 42 
km. Yes, I know. It sounds impossible, but it isn’t, hear it from 
me. It’s all about the mindset if I may say so, you could go 
into the race thinking that you will totally flunk the race, 
or you could keep a positive mindset and think that you 
will definitely ace the race (yes, that rhymed).In case of the 
latter, you will definitely, hundred percent guaranteed, finish 
the race. But in the other case, I am not that sure. But don’t 
get me wrong, keeping a positive mindset but no practice 
at all won't help you, you need some practice after all, a 
few running sessions a week should be enough to pull you 
through. My unanticipated milestone started off in June. 
Before that I loathed running. But in that month, I started 
running with my dad. We started off with short runs like a 
1k or 2k. Gradually we increased the distance, and in no 
time I could finish 5k in under 40 minutes! We kept on 
running, and by the end of June I could run a whole 10k!

Those were the moments from when I loved running. I 
enjoyed it. I decided that I would do the 21k and run the 
whole thing. But I only decided to do so because of my 
parents. They were also attempting a run they had never 
done before. So after the very finish of the registration, I 
made the choice to not sit the whole day doing nothing but 
instead go jogging at least  thrice a week. But, everything 
didn’t work out as planned. Exams rolled in. And, it became a 
higher priority than my running. Three weeks of no running 
caused my endurance level to drop drastically. I didn’t start 
running until the first week of November and the run was 
on 16th of November! But I didn’t give up, we went for 
speed runs, trying to complete 5k under a certain time and 
so on. After running g I actually forgot all about the ‘massive' 
event. The day before the run I even went to the mall with 
all my friends. It not until the dawn of 16th November 
did the nerves catch me off guard. I woke up murmuring 
about how I was going to complete the half marathon. I 
almost stumbled and fell in the bathroom. I freshener up, 
got dressed (fumbling with my jacket zipper) and was ready 
to head out. In the car I listened to music to calm my nerves 
down a bit. It always relaxes me. After about an hour of 
driving, we reached there. After eating two bananas each 
we headed out to the starting line for warm-up. Thinking 
I would get too tired if I did the warm- up, I didn’t stretch 
properly, which I would later realize was a big mistake. After 
that, we got ready to start the race (I wasn’t). After what 
seemed about countless hours the organizers announced 
that there was only five minutes left until the start. Five 
minutes over and we started the countdown.

10..9..8..7..6..5..4..3..2..1..GO! Everyone ran too fast but I 
kept my cool, I knew that if I wanted to complete this race, I 
had to keep a slow but steady pace, after about 6 kilometres 
my legs started to mildly ache. I ignored it but at the back of 
the mind I knew it was because I didn’t warm-up. I kept on 
running at a steady pace, being in the same rhythm as the 
song I was listening to. I started to feel confident. Running at 
a good pace was the most important for me, not the timing 
I finished at. 7km passed, then 8km, and in no time I had 
completed 10k. I was happy. I kept on going and completed 
14km easily. I saw the people who were doing 10 km and 
5 km take the left to reach the finish line but I had to go 
straight. After about what seemed like half a kilometre I 
saw a huge Kuwait airways turn, I was astonished at the 
fact that I had completed 3.5 km in such minimal time. 
Congratulating myself I almost went for the turn but the 
problem was I didn’t see anyone else turning, I only realized 
then that it was kept there to give the runners motivation 
who were on their 2nd half of the lap. Disheartened I kept 
going straight. Everything went about well until I reached 
the 16th kilometre. It was then 

that an excruciating cramp hit my left calf. I was in unbearable 
pain. I slowed down but kept jogging. After running a little 
bit more the pain became too much. I decided not to stop 
and try one last remedy. I started doing high-knees. It was 
definitely painful, but it was also effective. After a while my 
cramp lessened up and I picked up the pace. I reached the 
turning point and gave a huge sigh of relief. ‘Only a little 
more' I thought to myself and then I could receive my medal 
of completion and most importantly, relax my legs. Looking 
up to that I started to believe. I started to believe that I could 
complete the race. And you know what, I did. Crossing the 
finishing line I felt an unbelievable sense of pride. Pride in 
the sense that I had completed something that I had never 
thought I could. And you know what I did after collecting 
the medal? I finally got to relax my legs. There was nothing 
more satisfying than resting your legs after a good long run. 
That is the story of how a boy who had never completed 
more than 10 km before, finished it. Who knows, maybe one 
day he might complete the full marathon too.

ARHANT SAIKIA
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Being in the moment……..

The secret of health for both 
mind and body is not to mourn 

for the past, 
nor to worry about the future 
but to live the present moment 

wisely and earnestly.
- Siddhartha Gautama

Today’s world is full of distractions. With so many devices 
around us, it is very difficult to keep ourselves away from 
distractions. Everything demands our attention. Today, 
devices, email and social media all vie for attention at any 
given moment. We work in an autopilot mode when we 
don’t deliberately manage our attention, getting hooked 
in by whatever is immediate and convenient, like our 
smartphones, email notifications on our computer, or the TV 
screens. When our attention is divided, our brain processes 
the world around us differently than when we simply focus 
on what’s meaningful and productive. Detaching from the 
devices can benefit mental well-being, but doing a digital 
detox does not have to involve a complete separation from 
phone and other tech connections. The process is often 
more about setting boundaries and making sure that devices 
are used in a way that benefit, rather than harm, emotional 
and physical health.

Some ideas that may be considered trying: a) Digital fast: try 
giving up all digital devices for a short period of time, such 
as a day or up to a week. b) Recurrent digital abstinence: 
pick one day of the week to go device-free c) Specific detox: 
If one app, site, game, or digital tool is taking up too much 
of time, focus on restricting the use of that problematic 
item d) Social media detox: focus on restricting or even 
completely eliminating your social media use for a specific 
period of time.

Another reason for mind distraction is we spend much 
time thinking about what was and what could have been. 
We spend time projecting into the future and wondering 
about what may happen. When we are not being present we 
become a victim of time. Our mind is pulled into the past or 
the future or both. Mind is very fickle, restless. Mind keeps 
changing. Movements of mind are very swift, hop from topic 
to topic without any pattern, without any logic or reason. 
It’s a reservoir of all our experiences, thoughts, emotions 
and desires. Sometimes while doing one thing suddenly 
we remember our childhood friend, for no reason. It just 
comes to mind. Psychologists say we have 60,000 to 80,000 

thoughts per day. Every second mind goes on thinking 
and thinking and it never stops. Even when the mind is 
calm, some bubbles of thoughts arise one after another. 
Surprisingly when we are sleeping the mind can be active in 
our dreams. Only during deep sleep mind rests for a while. 
All other times it keeps functioning, it goes on and on... 

But when our lives become dictated by thoughts and 
emotions attached to past events, potential future outcomes 
and continuous alerts of the devices; standing peacefully 
rooted in the present becomes increasingly rare. Given the 
fast pace and hectic schedules, most of us keep a base level 
of anxiety, stress and unhappiness. But this tendency to get 
trapped into the past and future can leave one perpetually 
worn out and feeling out of touch with oneself. 

Mindfulness means maintaining a moment-by-moment 
awareness of our thoughts, emotions, bodily sensations, and 
surrounding environment with openness and curiosity. We 
are not distracted by ruminations on the past or worries 
about the future. All our attention is focused in the present 
moment.

Being present minded is the key to staying healthy and happy. 
It’s essential to spend some time thinking about the past 
and future, otherwise we wouldn’t be where we are today. 
But focusing too intently on the past or the future is not 
a healthy sign. One of the key factors in living a healthy life 
is to balance our thoughts of the past, present and future.  
To get this healthy balance we should try to keep our mind 
to think about the past and future in small doses and stay 
in the present moment for the vast majority of our time. It 
has a variety of impacts, which include reduction in stress, 
and improvements in job satisfaction, emotional regulation, 
and focus. 

Yoga is also an excellent way to get connected to the 
present and stay in the moment. Yoga’s gentle flow from one 
position to the next is a perfect opportunity to cultivate the 
ability to stay in the present. The purpose of the yoga system 
is to control the mind. The mind should be trained so that 
it doesn’t get distracted by unnecessary external factors. 
As per research: the state of our attention determines the 
state of our lives.

Another way is to focus our attention on our breath, when 
we focus our attention to our breath we have no choice but 
to be in the present. One of the best tools to keep oneself 
in the present moment is of course, meditation. Nowadays, 
there are literally hundreds of phone apps such as Calm 
and Headspace that can help to do guided meditations and 
mindfulness exercises.

In Bhagavad Gita (6.05), Krishna explains- 
“Elevate yourself through the power of your mind, and not 
degrade yourself, for the mind can be the friend and also 
the enemy of the self”. A controlled mind can accomplish 
many beneficial endeavors, whereas an uncontrolled mind 
can degrade the consciousness with most ignoble thoughts. 
For him who has conquered the mind, the mind is the best 
of the friends; but for one who has failed to do so, his mind 
will remain the greatest enemy.

 RANITA DUTTA
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 I had heard and read a lot about 
the living Goddess of Nepal. So 
during our recent visit to Nepal, 
in my “must- do list” meeting the 
Living Goddess was my priority. It 
was a dream come true to be able 
to meet both the Living Goddess of 
Kathmandu and Patan.

Our first visit was to Kathmandu Darbar Square which 
houses the old palaces, temples, idols, open courts, water 
fountains, museums and the Kumari Ghar. I was excited and 
prayed that I would have a glimpse of the Kumari. When 
we visited the Kumari Ghar, lot of people had already 
gathered and all looking towards the large window. We had 
an intuition that maybe Kumari will appear and just then 
a person appears and announce that Kumari will appear 
but gave a stern warning that nobody is allowed to click 
pictures. As the clock stuck 5 in the evening, she appears, 
looks at the crowd, gives her blessings and disappears after 
3 minutes. The emotions I experienced couldn’t be rightly 
expressed in words. We felt blessed and fortunate. 

I was awestruck at her sight but the desire to meet her 
personally was not yet fulfilled. When we visited Patan I 
expressed my desire to meet Kumari Goddess to my parents. 
There are many Kumari Goddesses in Nepal , indigenous 
to several locations and communities. Patan, Bhaktapur, 
Kathmandu, Bungamati and other Newar communities have 
their own Kumaris. The Kumari of Kathmandu is considered 
as the Royal Kumari, the supreme of all. Next to her is 
the Kumari of Patan, the second most important Living 
Goddess. After exploring the beautiful Patan Square we 
walked towards Kumari Ghar, asking the direction to the 
locals. There is a bell at the entrance of the private house 
and as soon as we rang a woman came and informed us 
that a tutor has come to teach Kumari and we have to wait 
for some time. We waited for around 1 hour, exploring the 
campus, my brother and father playing badminton with the 
Kumari’s friends. By this time, lot of foreign tourist arrived 
with local tour guides. We entered the building, keeping 
our shoes outside and took a narrow staircase to the first 
floor of a room. We waited for some time, and the lady who 
opened the door when we rang the bell, carried the Kumari, 
put her in her ornate throne. We waited with flowers and 
donations, and touched her feet for blessings.  We begin 
inching toward her to receive her blessing and she applied 
a bright red dot to each visitor’s forehead.

At last my dream came true. Infact for the third time, I 
got a chance to have a glance at the Kumari . Once as we 
were returning to our hotel after exploring Kathmandu city 
, as we came near the Kumari Ghar( which was walking 

distance from our hotel) we saw a huge crowd. After few 
minutes Kumari  was  carried by an elderly person and put 
in her golden chariot which was pulled by devotees and 
caretakers. We too followed the crowd as she was taken to 
a nearby temple for the ceremonial puja.

The Kumari or Kumari Goddess is the only living goddess 
worshipped by Hindus and Buddhists. The literal meaning of 
Kumari is Virgin. The Kumaris are young pre-pubescent girls 
who receive the power of Goddess Kali and Taleju. Kumari 
Goddess is the living incarnation of Goddess Taleju and 
symbolizes power .They belong to the Newari community, 
the original settlers of the Kathmandu Valley. Some basic 
characteristics searched in children to be a Kumari are they 
should have thighs like a deer, chest like a lion, neck like a 
conch shell, body like a banyan tree, a gold complexion, the 
soft voice of a duck, sound health, no evidence of scars and 
marks on the body, uncut and blemish body skin and so 
on—which are the characteristics of an enlightened being. 
After being selected as a Kumari,  life changes entirely. 
She will leave her palace only for ceremonial purpose, her 
family will rarely visit and her playmates will be from the 
caretaker’s family. The Kumari always wear red clothes, hair 
in a topknot and the fire eye painted on her forehead. This 
continues until after menstruation when the Goddess Taleju 
vacates her body. Illness and loss of blood due to injury can 
also mean the Goddess leaves the Kumari’s body. 

There are several tales regarding the history and origin of 
Goddess Kumari. According to the legend, Goddess Taleju 
visited Jaya Prakash Malla’s chamber( the last king of the 
Malla Dynasty)during night time as a beautiful woman. They 
would play Tripasa (a dice game). The goddess visited the 
king’s chamber every night on the condition that the king 
refrains speaking about their meetings to anyone. One 
fateful evening, the king’s wife followed him to his chambers 
and inspected on his secret meetings with the goddess 
Taleju. The goddess became aware of the king’s wife and left 
furiously. Goddess Taleju told Jaya Prakash in his dream that 
she would reincarnate as a living goddess in children. In his 
attempt to make amends with Goddess Taleju, Jaya Prakash 
Malla searched for children possessed by Taleju’s spirit and 
hence started the Kumari Goddess tradition. Jaya Prakash 
also built a house for Kumari to stay near the palace and 
named it “Kumari Ghar.” 

I would never forget the three occasions when I got a 
chance to have a glance and also personally meet the Living 
Goddess. They are younger then my brother who is 6 years 
old and it makes me think how they can cope with the 
pressure of being a Goddess. I am sure life is not easy for 
them as one day they have to return to the humdrum world 
of humans after being a Goddess for few years.

RIDDHIMA BORA

Meet Nepal’s Living Goddess
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Companionship is friendship 
between two individuals that 
creates a feeling of togetherness 
and provides mutual support and 
affection to one another. It builds a 
rapport, a feeling of camaraderie and 
creates solidarity. Within a family the 
child-mother/father companionship 

develops to become a husband-wife companionship which 
then again reinvents into another mother/father-child 
companionship. This cycle continues in a normal human life. 
Companionship is an essential element of life and if devoid 
of it, life loses colour as the soft emotional bonding, which 
gives life newer meanings gets compromised.

Nowadays this cycle of companionship is being tested 
almost continuously for all the wrong reasons of social 
development. Preeminently companionship in the late ages 
of life seems to be under tremendous stress. Weak health, 
widowhood, memory loss and other assorted reasons 
contribute towards loss of companionship in late adulthood. 
Notwithstanding all these, decrease of conversation time 
caused by involvement within one’s own virtual world - be it 
work, or the social space within Internet is also contributing 
towards this loss.

I shudder at the thought about what’s in store for me 
during late stage of my life. Having seen my father going 
through a systemic memory loss in his life’s late stage, I 
can specially relate to the fact that a central member of a 
family can consequently turn into a peripheral member of 
the same family, if one ages in the wrong way. This issue has 
now become a global phenomenon affecting everyone in 
the society. Thus scientists and technologists are working 
relentlessly to provide a substantial solution to it. Though 
I know that whatever we will get with these technological 
advancements in our late life stage may not be a complete 
solution, this still gives me hope.

To effectively understand the scheme, it is important to 
know that biologists through their study of human beings 
have concluded that we are merely a set of algorithms 
programmed into us. We have intelligence and consciousness, 
which drives us to create new things and develop ourselves. 
Intelligence is that part, which can be built like in the form of 
computers (that has already been done and its intelligence 
now exceeds ours). Consciousness is something difficult to 
build but can be generally correlated to patterns of thinking 
in the human mind. If we have enough data about ourselves 
- of life events, of our likes and dislikes, we can create a 
pattern of our responses - thoughts which can truly match 
our consciousness. This breakthrough in understanding is 
nothing but what is called Artificial Intelligence (AI), which 
along with other developments is slated to usher in the 
next Industrial Revolution. For me I am not bothered by the 
thoughts whether this understanding will benefit humanity 
or not, but I am more focused to look at it through my 
prism and with a narrow goal – just to age properly with a 

companion, who can understand me and be able to bear my 
geriatric whims and fancies.

Facebook through a study commissioned by it has proved 
that their algorithm is a better judge of human personalities 
and dispositions than even people’s friends, parents and 
spouses. It has been observed that if one has clicked 300 
Likes on his/her Facebook account, the Facebook algorithm 
can predict the user’s opinions and desires better than their 
spouse. Voila! This algorithm based AI works very accurately. 
Similarly extending such capabilities, solutions on old age 
companionship have been developed by which a machine 
running an algorithm (or in other words a Robot) fills the 
gap of loneliness. 

Social robots aided by Artificial Intelligence which even 
display emotions and independent movements are designed 
to interact with humans. Twenty years ago, Sony’s Aibo robot 
caught world’s attention. It was a first-of-its-kind consumer 
robot that was capable of “growing” from a puppy to an 
adult dog. Aibo—short for “Artificial Intelligence Robot” 
and the Japanese word for “companion”—operated 
autonomously in response to external stimuli and also 
expressed emotions. Aibo developed a unique personality, 
including behaviour shaped by interactions with its owner 
and surroundings. In June 1999 it went up for sale on the 
Internet, with around five thousand models. The initial 
lot of this robot sold out in Japan (priced at 250,000 JPY, 
or approximately INR 1.6 lakh now) in less than twenty 
minutes. Aibo’s success triggered a massive interest in 
robotics—it being a milestone in creating a connection 
between humans and social robots. According to a 2017 
article on Nippon.com, what made Aibo special was the fact 
that its ability to learn and evolve made it “more of a pet 
than a toy”. These companion robots now can tell a joke, 
help one sleep, show how to exercise and remind to take 
pills on time. Some of them even measures blood pressure, 
heart rate and administer medicine. They can register one’s 
face and gauge whether you are in a sombre or joyful mood.
Later Miro, Miko and host of others are being designed 
to bring out endearing actions through an entire network 
of sensors and meters. These include noise-cancellation 
microphones, high-definition cameras, touch pads, time-of-
flight sensor, laser-ranging sensor that helps it build a map 
of its surroundings and a processor with cloud connectivity. 
Odometric, or motion sensors, help these little masters 
calculate if it has been moved. The array of sensors in these 
robots is increasing day-by-day and these are programmed 
with millions of lines of coding, which power its intelligence 
and personality.

The usefulness of emotional intelligence in these machines 
are so important that without it these little masters would 
remain inside the realm of intelligent machine only, without 
interactive abilities and hence would not qualify for human 
assistance. Rosalind W. Picard, founder and director of the 
Affective Computing research group at Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology (MIT) Media Lab, points out how 
“machines that have the potential to show emotion will also 
need the intelligence to know when not to show it.

DWAIPAYAN BORA

Quo Vadis, Companion
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As technology is increasingly applied to situations where it 
must interact with everyone...it is all the more vital that it 
does so in a way that is courteous and respectful of people’s 
feelings.”

The human world is ageing. According to the United Nations 
Population Fund’s “India Ageing Report-2017” the population 
of our elderly is expected to grow to over 32 crore (320 
million) by 2050. With this the current trend is towards 
making social robots more lifelike. Experts are wondering 
if they can replace human beings as companions. Stanford 
University researchers have developed an electronic glove 

with sensors that could give robotic hands the human-
like sense of touch and dexterity. Japanese scientists have 
found a way to make the faces of human-like robots more 
expressive. Some experts feel that these features definitely 
help in areas such as social care. Questions however remain 
over privacy and the demand for social robots.

Where are you going? This may be the question that we 
ask our future companion - an unknown entity who has the 
proverbial “magic wand” to take care of us in every possible 
way in our twilight years. As you evolve little master, I await 
to welcome you into my life.  

Last summer vacation, I with my 
family went to Bangalore to visit my 
uncle. We visited different places 
like Botanical Garden, Wildlife 
Sanctuary and Hill Stations in and 
around Bangalore. I saw many 

interesting things when roaming around with my uncle in 
the streets of Bangalore in auto rickshaw. One of the best 
thing I saw there was that, many of the houses had solar 
panel on roof top. My uncle told me that these solar panels 
were used for water heaters.

One fine weekend, I was feeling very happy as we planned 
to go to Water Theme Park. But something very strange 
happened. We found there was no water supply & so we 
could not get ready to go in the morning. It was very 
unfortunate and I was very upset. My uncle told me that 
now a days this happens very often and water is supplied by 
water tankers to most of the apartments in the city.

Few days gone and then something nice happened, the 
monsoon arrived in Bangalore. It was so nice to see raining 
almost every day. I enjoyed rain by sitting in the balcony, but 
it’s really difficult to go outside during the rain. I mostly stay 
inside home reading books, watching TV and playing with 
my younger sister. And then “dingdong” the doorbell rang. I 
opened the door and “hooray”, there was a surprise gift for 
me from my father. It’s a LEGO City set. 

I wonder there is so much rain in Bangalore but still 
sometimes no water supply. I discuss my thought with my 
uncle to use rain water for his house. Then my uncle told me 
about very interesting subject called Rain water harvesting. 
Immediately I searched internet and googled to know more 
about it. One day I asked my mom to take me to rooftop to 
see if there was any rain water collector for the apartment. 
But to my surprise I do not see anything to save rain water 
there. Then an idea came into my mind to make a model 
of Rain water harvesting model with the Lego blocks my 
father gifted me as a surprise. I spend many days working on 
the model and taking suggestions from my family and friend. 
And at last one day it was done. My Rain water harvesting 
model with Lego blocks was ready.

I was eagerly waiting for an opportunity to show my model 
to everyone in the apartment society. One fine day my 
uncle told that there would be an informal gathering in the 
common area that evening .Yes! that would be the best 
opportunity for me. I presented my model to everyone and 
explain how we can use the rainwater for that apartment. I 
felt so happy that everybody was impressed with the model 
and the idea. 

After few days, I flew back to Kuwait and on my journey, the 
valuable memories and learnings that I gathered during my 
stay in Bangalore keep flashing in my mind.

DIVYANGA KASHYAP                                                                 
CLASS: 3 H, FAIPS-DPS

Rain Water Harvesting, My Lego Story
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“Thank God for tea! What 
would the world do without 
tea! How did it exist? I am 
glad I was not born before tea. 
-Anonymous

For many years, my favourite 
pastime in India during the rainy 

season was to curl up by the window, sip a warm cup of tea 
and listen to the raindrops whistling through the roof and 
the trees, until we landed in Kuwait. All this while, the aroma 
of the freshly brewed tea would be my constant companion 
and as an ardent tea lover, even today it calms my mood and 
lightens up my soul like no other.

And why not, being born as an Assamese, you wake up to a 
household of tea consumers. Day begins with sips of early 
morning lal sah /black tea, followed by a cup of gakhir sah/
milk tea and then another mandatory cup of tea in the 
evening before starting the mundane household chores. 
As I speak of drinking tea, I feel proud of the fact that the 
Brahmaputra valley region of Assam has been one of the 
premium tea producers around the world for centuries. 
Today, it is the largest producer of tea in India and accounts 
for 52 percent of India’s tea. In 2018, Assam’s production 
touched upto 692 million kgs.

But, history of the robust and malty Assam tea dates back to 
the ages when China discovered tea and the English owned 
it formally and started to sow the seeds in India, notably 
Darjeeling and Assam. Assamica, the native variety of the tea 
producing Camellia sinensis plant of China was identified, 
and in 1837, the first British-led commercial tea plantation 
in India was established in Chabua in Upper Assam.

Assam is popular in the western countries for its black tea 
variety as breakfast tea, although small quantities of green 
and white tea is also cultivated in some parts of the region. 
There are 1000s of tea gardens in and around the state. 
Mani Ram Dewan, who was a revolutionary leader during  
the colonial British rule in Assam, turned to be the first 
commercial tea planter in India by setting up the Cinnamora 
tea garden in Jorhat back in the year 1850.The Manohari 
Tea estate, situated at the Indo-Burma border in Assam, 
produces very high quality Gold Tea, and in a recent auction 
held in 2019 in Guwahati Tea Auction center, 1 kilogram 
of their Gold tea was sold at a price of rupees 50,000. 
At present however, the largest tea garden of Assam is 
Monabari Tea Estate situated in Biswanath Chariali district 
and owned by Mcleod Russell India Ltd. 

There are several other interesting facts surrounding the 
history and popularity of Assam tea. A true admirer of 
tea may well identify the nuances by drinking a fine cup of 
tea during anytime of the day. Not only that, black tea is 
utilized with a number of health benefits as well. It reduces 
cholesterols and promotes a healthy heart, contains a 
number of antioxidants which prevents ageing and promotes 
healthy skin. Besides, it also helps in functioning of a healthy 
immune system that can fight harmful bacteria from the 
body.

Another health benefit related to tea is drinking Chai, or 
milk tea, made from the decoction of a strong black tea 
that’s simmered with sweetened/unsweetened milk. Several 
medicinal spices and herbs are added to chai, namely 
cardamom, cinnamon, clove, saffron, ginger, lemongrass, 
mint and fennel seeds. Each of these are laden with valuable 
health benefits, especially during the cold and rainy seasons.

Traditionally, tea is served in 
Assam in a kahor bati/banbati 
alongside few slices of jaggery, 
ladoo or pitha. Alternately, it 
can also be served in porcelain 
cup and saucer, glass vessels, 
clay cups or paper cups which 
can endure the heat from a 

steaming hot kettle of tea. As I was going through some 
articles on tea across the globe, I read a very interesting 
topic where it mentions about tea cultures from different 
parts of the world. 

In Japan, the tea culture in known as Way of Tea, and is carried 
out to create a relaxed environment of communication 
between guests and the host. The ceremony is popularly 
known as Chanoyu, Sado or Ocha.

The oldest tea culture in history is from China, where during 
Chinese traditional weddings, tea ceremonies are organized 
to welcome the guests. Most often, Oolong tea is served 
among the callers to examine and admire its appearance, 
aroma and quality. 

In Great Britain, tea culture is the most prominent feature 
of the British society. While High tea belongs to the high 
class of the society and include foods like scones, cupcakes, 
salmon, ham and roast beef to their afternoon tea sessions, 
the working class refers it to Meat tea and is usually a 
platter of fresh and simple homemade food that included 
cold meat, pies, tarts, salads and sandwiches. 

Russians, on the other hand, love black tea served with 
honey or sugar. Hot water is poured from a pot called 
Samovar into the tea concentrate called Zavarka. Their day 
starts and ends with numerous such cups of tea spread 
accompanied by cakes, sandwiches, cookies and jams.

Tea has been considered as one of the healthiest beverages 
around the world. It was declared as the ‘State Drink’ of 
Assam in 2012.Tea is indigenous to Assam and Assam tea 
industry is one of the largest employers of the state till 
date. Bestowed with a favourable climate, tea plantation in 
Assam can be regarded as an investment for the future.

Today I'd like to sit and sip,
Forget about the world a bit,
Ignore the things I have to do,
And just enjoy a cup or two.

Sah! – The Indigenous Assam Tea 

SANDHANI SARMAH
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All human beings irrespective of any 
gender, are always duly concerned 
of one's own cosmetic appearance. 
And more so after any unfortunate 
events just like an accident or 
any trauma involving the face and 

the head particularly, as also with the rest of the human 
body. No one will ever be in bliss or contented after being 
handicapped or with any cosmetic, facial disfigurement. 

As an ENT Surgeon and with my experience in the Gulf for 
about two decades now, most of the emergency surgical 
cases that we usually come across are involved in major RTA 
(Road Traffic Accidents) or in an assault along with other  
minor traumas. With such cases pouring  in large numbers 
in the ENT  emergency and to handle them meticulously 
by surgery is quite a cumbersome job which needs utmost 
diligence and commitment.

People as normal human beings are quite obsessed about 
their personal appearance and shudder to foresee any 
disfigurement of their appearance particularly. And as 
doctors we are liable  with any medical negligence by the 
patients as their sole rights.

With  my experience here in Kuwait, as compared to Saudi 
Arabia what baffles me really is, how the men folk here 
are equally obsessed about their appearance and will not 
tolerate any kind of changes or disfigurement either!! 
And even parents are quite worried about their kids with 
facial traumas and the possibility of a scar post operatively. 
Invariably after they sign the consent for surgery, they don't 
leave any stone unturned to be rest assured that it will 
not leave any kind of scar whatsoever, in future. And even 
request to repair like that of a Plastic Surgeon! So as an 
ENT  Surgeon, I have to make them pretty assured that it 
will have a properly  healed scar, post operatively.

 Most of them even indulge in cosmetic surgeries as 
Rhinoplasty (Cosmetic surgery of the nose) like the 
gorgeous women folk! They spend quite a lot  of their 
fortune to beautify themselves and travel outside for the 
same. Even though Almighty has blessed them all with quite, 
sharp features to say honestly!!

 So to handle such cases with surgery is not a simple task  
and need one's commitment and sheer hard work. 
Here am sharing with you all just one of the case, which I 
handled recently during my duty .

I was called immediately to the ICU by my colleague there, 
over the phone at 2.30 am to consult a case of a major RTA. 
It was just sometime back that I was done with my routine 
work in  my department and also other departments in the 
hospital  related to ENT, during  my on call duty and was  
about to rest.So that I can  get back to the normal work 
again in the morning. But it didn't materialize at all for that 
day. It was one of those normal ,sleepless nights!! 

 And surely that's the job of a Professional Doctor, to comply 
to the needs of a patient rather than our own personal 
comforts. The vow which we solemnly make right on the 
very  first day, as a student in Medicine after choosing this  
noble profession.

I rushed immediately within minutes just to discover a 
young, Kuwaiti boy in his late teens (19 years) was in the 
ICU, intubated on a Ventilator with severe, lacerated cut 
wound over the nose, involving the whole of it, right up to 
the upper lip. With no anatomy of the nose  at all to say 
frankly, in a pool of blood! My colleague, the  Maxillofacial 
Surgeon had already reached there as the patient had 
multiple facial fractures which was to be  handled by him. 
The young, patient being in a critical state on life support 
system, we had no other alternative, but to do the surgical 
repair right there in the ICU. Though the set up in the major 
operation theatre  is far more beneficial with all the facilities 
and experienced nursing staff for surgery , but both of us 
had to handle it there with some technical issues. I started 
repairing on the lacerated nose and he handled the rest of 
the facial trauma.

To work in the head and neck area with important major 
vessels and  structures, related to the heart and the brain, is 
not without any risks either!! I had to make sure with such 
a major trauma, he didn't sustain any insult to  the base of 
the skull (which is the table for the brain). Since the nose 
lies in close proximity to it. And post operatively after I pack 
the nose, it may have a dangerous sequelae of digging into 
the brain and it's important  structures, if at all there is a 
fracture in the base of the skull. But luckily he was blessed, 
without any major trauma to the brain or the base of the 
skull, confirmed by the CT Scan. And I had accessed him 
clinically as well,that it wasn't a through and through trauma 
from the nose to the brain.

It took me more than two hours to repair the severely, 
lacerated cut wound of the nose and had  tried my best to 
restore to the best of my ability ,with the remains of the 
tissue which survived after the major RTA. My knees got 
locked for a while and was unable to move for some time, 
even to go across the bed. Not to mention of the strain 
in my back with prolonged standing and working with the 
repair, from early morning around 3 am till 6 am . 

When the rest of the world were in their deep slumber, 
early morning before the dawn breaks out for another new 
day, we were toiling hard to meet the needs of this young 
patient. This is just one of the number of cases we handle 
quite frequently.

As doctors we are committed to our noble profession, with 
sacrifice to our own comforts and needs and valuable family 
time. 

But at the end of such diligence and sacrifice it is so fulfilling 
to see and restore the torn pieces of the nose back  to its 
form, to the best of my ability. It is applicable to also other 
associated trauma involving the ears and the throat as well, 
in my specialty particularly.
Me and my colleague had to wind up after the surgery at 6 
am, from the ICU  almost dizzy and drawn out at the  end 
of the morning.

Dr. SABINA TASNIM 
RASHID 
Otorhinolarygologist
Al Adan Hospital.

The Joy Of Restoring Back In Form!
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 The ICU staff appreciated my  effort  to restore the nose, as 
much as possible with the remnants of the tissues available 
for repair after a major RTA. The  patients and their relatives 
are always with their, sincere words of  gratitude for our 
untiring efforts for the services towards humanity. And even 
so to the extent of blessing us honestly.

Such kind words and blessings are indeed a boost, for us 
in the medical profession as doctors! After such  sleepless 
nights, such words of   gratitude are so fulfilling! And 
nevertheless it makes   one overwhelmed too!!

Once upon a time, there was a 
unicorn called Starfire and she had 
no friends. 

One day, she went out in the forest 
to look for a new friend. After a 
while, she saw a unicorn eating 

grass. She went up to him. “Can I be your friend?” said 
Starfire. “Yes” he said. “What’s your name?” asked Starfire. 
“My name is Robin” said Robin. 

Then they both went to look for another friend. After 
sometime, they saw another unicorn eating grass because it 
was lunchtime for the unicorns. “Can we be your friends?” 
said Starfire and Robin. “Yes” she said. “What’s your name?” 
said Robin and Starfire. “My name is Moonlight” said 
Moonlight.

The next day, they went for a walk in the woods. Suddenly 
after a while, they saw the bushes moving and there jumped 
out a hungry, big tiger. The hungry, big tiger started chasing 
them but they did not know that he just wanted to be their 
friend and he was too shy to talk. But finally the tiger talked. 
He said the same things as Starfire had said. 
And they all lived happily ever after.

ISHANVI RAI
Year 3, BSK

The Unicorn who had no friends! 

The End
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Enslaved;
Chained by the belief of Creation;
That there is a Creator!
That the Creator has created 
everything!
That the Creator has blessed the 

Creation with life! 

The chirping,
Lively, of course;
The growl,
Scaring; 
The sound of chirping, the sound of growl,
Move far and long,
Until it gets silenced to a perfect calmness;
Back to its origin, to be
In harmony with universal silence.
Silence;
Non-disturbance;
Life implodes back to its origin.

I sat down in a quiet place, 
And closed my eyes;
To isolate myself from disturbances;
From disturbances that were driven by life;
From disturbances of all kind, pleasant or unpleasant;
From disturbances, all of which were,
Driven by life!

I saw lights of different colours,
Flickering in the shapeless darkness;
Sometimes here,
Sometimes there!

I calmed my mind,
Meditated;
Tried not to be disturbed by life.

The light in the darkness steadied;
The flame of the lamp,
Now dim and without flicker,
Was almost lifeless.

Unknowingly, 
The feeble light,
At what time, I was unaware of,
Disappeared in to darkness.

Darkness everywhere;
Everything became a formless nothing!
Everything was in perfect balance; 
Nothing to drive a change;
No change, so no ticking of time; 
No disturbances.
No life.
Atman became Brahman!
Self became Selfless!

Stand out from everything else!
Prosper over else! 
Aspire to live!
Strive to defy the inevitable Selfless!
Is the desire of Self;
Is the desire of Life.

Inherently, coherently, slowly; 
Self innovates in numerous ways and forms 
To flourish.
Cautious, unnoticeable gradual changes!
Evolution in splendid forms!
Numerous objects and lives;
Interlinked to support each other;
To compete with other!
Evolution!
As if it’s a splendid creation;
As if created by a Creator!

Life, the essence of Self;
Life, the obsession of Self to flourish over else, 
Life, the disturbances in Selfless universal silence, 
Is spontaneous
Is logical, coherent; purposeful,
Is omnipresent;
As if created by a Creator! 

The greatest minds,
The sages, the wise;
Preaches and practices 
Absolute non-resistance;
To be one with the Selfless.
To try to rise above Self,
To be one with the Selfless;
To merge with that, in to which, merges Self, 
Eventually.

CHINMOY DUTTA

Salvation of a Slave:  Self and Selfless
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We’re killing the earth
No that’s not fun

No one believes us 
Because we are young
Our forests are turning

To ash in a second
Ask Australia

They’ll tell you about it
They’ll tell you about how they have 

lost their homes
for the last time 
this isn’t a joke

our factories are working
toxins emitting

the ozone is crumbling
and we won’t stop putting

chemicals in what we’re trying to breathe
our future is stolen

and we are the thieves
sea levels are rising

ice bergs are melting
the coral reefs are dying

and no one is helping
do you realize they keep the ocean alive?

This started back in 1985
Don’t come to me when your child can’t think

Of what a tiger is because they are extinct
Don’t cry to me when your

Fur coat ain’t clean
The endangered list is now

41,416
Dear 2045,

I don’t think we’re going to survive
If you end up hearing this story

I just want to say
I’m sorry.

The man in the mirror
Doesn’t know how you 

struggled
He doesn’t realise what 

you’ve been through
And he isn’t aware of what 

you can do 
Your burning rage inside 

Is hidden from what the world sees of you 
A calm mask with drooping eyes
Is what they assume to be true

Why are you afraid of what you may become 
If you unleash yourself upon the mankind
Will you be left with nothing but some?

Your success came at a cost
That left you wandering and lost

The man in the mirror only sees what you 
want it to see

A facade of the greatest heights 
But with tremendous sanctity 

As the days pass and you become comfortable 
in your own skin

And the fruits of your hard work keep growing
You will start to see undoubtedly clearer
What you’ve subjected to the man in the 

mirror

SAVE EARTH The Man In 
The Mirror 

AMEESHA TALUKDER

UPASANA MISHRA
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“Everyone has a story.....”
It is that time of the year when 
every Axomiya in Kuwait dons on 
the writers’ cap to pen something 
for the yearly souvenir JETUKA. 
I tried doing so but somehow a 

proper topic didn’t seem to materialize. I raked and shaked 
the whatever little grey matter I had left but in vain. Until I 
chanced upon an Amar Chitra Katha in my son’s room. This 
reminded me of the stories that aita used to narrate thus 
unlocking a floodgate of memories.

What is storytelling? It is a creative human 
imagination or insights into past events. What makes stories
memorable is the way it is narrated. For as long as history 
allows there has been storytellers. Stories give us an insight 
of who we are and where we come from. They give us roots. 
It is one of the most important tradition of humankind.

Stories were an inseparable part of our childhood 
and I have to thank my aita for that. I had spent countless 
summer nights under a starlit sky listening to the antics 
of little Krishna and innumerable winter nights tucked in 
comfortably in bed captivated by stories from the Ramayana. 
She regaled me with anecdotes from the past and I always 
looked forward to the time when she started off with “Did 
I ever tell you about the time...” Aita was not the only one 

who mesmerized me with her stories. Other elders also 
played a role. The family get-togethers during summer 
vacation was eagerly looked forward to as my uncle used to 
haunt us with his ghost stories. The atmosphere-old Assam 
type houses and candlelit rooms- added to the spookiness. 
And how can I forget the Uruka nights when we children 
used to huddle around the fire gleefully passing down these 
stories and adding more details to spice up the narrative!!

Technology nowadays have opened up a highly 
visual world for us, things that were unimaginable just a few 
years back. But somehow the ability to focus on the verbal 
form has decreased and storytelling has taken a backseat. 
Maybe it is the opinion of a biased generation but somehow 
the limitless potential and imagination that oral storytelling 
opens up is incomparable. I remember lying on my aita’s 
lap listening contentedly as she transported me into an 
alternate world of gods,humans and fairies; a world of 
magical possibilities; a world where everything was possible; 
a world where there was a clear demarcation between what 
was right and what was wrong- you went to heaven or you 
went to hell depending on your deeds; a child’s innocent 
world. Not only did they impart us moral values and a sense 
of our culture but instilled in us a deep sense of curiosity. 
Children today miss the humane connection associated 
with storytelling. I remember aita’s caress on my forehead, 
the expression of her eyes, the wrinkles that added zest 
to her expressions and that brought to life the different 
characters. Nowadays storytelling is almost unheard of. And 
somehow, I feel that the subsequent generations have lost a 
very important healing salve....

Dr ANINDITA MEDHI 
SAIKIA

Storytelling - is it passe?
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Rongali Bihu 2019
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Art Competition

 ANWASHA SARKAR

RIDDHIMA BORA

BHARGAVI SHARMA

ABHISHRUTI 
BHATTACHARYYA

MANVI SHARMA

DIVYANGA KASHYAP

ANUSHKA DUTTA

ADRIKA KASHYAP

PRAGYAN SAIKIA

ADVAY BORA

TANISHKA CHETIA

ISHANVI RAI

RISHAN SAIKIA

SWAYAM ANUVA
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ANOUSHKA DAS

AYAAN THAKURIA

AMEESHA TALUKDAR ARHANT SAIKIA

ATHARVA PHUKAN NAYRAH KASHYAP NIHAAN SAIKIA

Children’s Art Competition Group: PARIJAT

Agniv Keot Atharva Phukan Ayaan Thakuria Avyaan Saikia Nihaan  Nayrah Kashyap

Art Competition Prize Winners
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Art Competition Prize Winners
Children’s Art Competition TOGOR

Manvi Sharma Pragyan Saikia 

Children’s Art Competition KOPOU

Children’s Art Competition NAHOR

Anwasha Sarkar 
1st Prize

Riddhima Bora  
1st Prize 

Anoushka Das  
1st Prize 

Ishanvi Rai 

Divyanga Kashyap 
2nd Prize

Ameesha Talukdar 
2nd Prize

Abhishruti 
Bhattacharyya 

Bhargavi Sharma

Rishan Saikia 

Advay Bora 
3rd Prize

Anushka Dutta         Tanishka Chetia 
      2nd Prize                      3rd Prize

Arhant Saikia 
3rd Prize

Adrika Kashyap 

Swayam Anuva 
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Autumn Festival 2019
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¬Ûø1‚È¬Ú±˝◊√√ ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 Î¬◊2‰¬ ø˙é¬±1 Œé¬SÓ¬ ¬ı±Ò± õ∂√±Ú fl¡À1º

˙±¸Ú1 Ú±˜Ó¬ Ê√Ú¸˜±Ê√1 ›¬Û1Ó¬ ∆ √̋√ Ôfl¡± ’Ú…± ˛̊ ’ø¬ı‰¬±1 ’±ø√À ˛̊
¤ ◊̋√√ ø˙äœ·1±fl¡œ1 ’ôL1 ·ˆ¬œ1ˆ¬±Àª ¶Û «̇ fl¡ø1øÂ√̆ º Ê√Ú¸˜±Ê√1 √±ø1^ ◊̋√√
˜±Ú≈̋ √√Ê√Úfl¡ ø•⁄̊ ˛̃ ±Ú fl¡ø1øÂ√̆ º ¸Ó¬… ’±1n∏ Ú…± ˛̊1 ’ÀÔ« Ê√Ú¸˜±Ê√1 fl¡±1ÀÌ
≈̊“Ê√1 ˜±ÚÀ¸À1 1±ˆ¬±À√Àª 1±Ê√ÚœøÓ¬1 ’±| ˛̊ ¢∂˝√√Ì fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º ˜Laœ ˝√√í¬ı1

fl¡±1ÀÌ Ú˝√√˚˛º 1±ˆ¬±˝◊√√ ø¬ı‰¬±ø1 Œ˘±ª± 1±Ê√ÚœøÓ¬1 ¬ÛÔ fl“¡±˝◊√√È¬œ˚˛± ’±øÂ√˘º
˚íÓ¬ ’±øÂ√˘ ≈√‡ ’±1n∏ fl¡©Üº 1±Ê√ÚœøÓ¬1 ˜=Ó¬ ¸±˜ø˚˛fl¡ˆ¬±Àª ‡˘fl¡øÚ
ŒÓ¬±˘± ˜±Ú≈À˝√√ ˜1Ì1 ˘À· ˘À· ˜‘Ó≈¬…fl¡ ’“±Àfl¡±ª±ø˘ ˘˚˛º øfl¡c ˜±Ú≈˝√√1
’ôL1±R±fl¡ ¶Û˙« fl¡1± ¸—¶‘®øÓ¬1 ¬Û”Ê√±1œ1 ø¬ı¯∏À˚˛ ¤˝◊√√¯∏±1 fl¡Ô± fl¡í¬ı
ŒÚ±ª±ø1º ¸—¶‘®øÓ¬1 ¬Û”Ê√±1œÀ˚˛ ˜‘Ó≈¬…fl¡ Ê√˚˛ fl¡À1º ¤˝◊√√¸fl¡˘1 Úù´1 Œ√˝√√±
’ôL ¬Ûø1¬ı ¬Û±À1 øfl¡c ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡ ø¸“ø‰¬ ∆Ô Œ˚±ª± Œ¬Û±˝√√11 Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±›
’ôL ¬Ûø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1º 1±ˆ¬± ◊̋√√ ø “̧ø‰¬ ∆Ô Œ˚±ª± Œ¬Û± √̋√1 ’ø¬ıÚù´1, ’¬Û1±ÀÊ√̊ º̨
Œ¬Û±˝√√11 ˜‘Ó≈¬… Ú±˝◊√√º ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬ ’±øÂ√˘ ¤Ê√Ú ’¸±Ò±1Ì ¸—·œÓ¬fl¡±1,
·œøÓ¬fl¡±1, ·±˚˛fl¡, ’øˆ¬ÀÚÓ¬±, Ú±È¬…fl¡±1, ˚Laø˙äœ, Œ˘‡fl¡, ÚM«√√fl¡, Â√ø¬ı
’±Àfl“¡±Ó¬±, ¸˜±Ê√fl¡˜«œ ’±1n∏ ¸±—¶‘®øÓ¬fl¡ ŒÚÓ¬±º Œ¸˝◊√√ ¸˜˚˛Ó¬ ‚È¬± ˜=
’±Àµ±˘Ú1 ¬Û≈Ú1 Ê√±·1Ì1 ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬ ’±øÂ√˘ ¬ı±È¬fl¡È¬œ ˛̊±º ’¸˜1 ‰¬˘ø‰¬S
Î¬◊À√…±·1 Œé¬SÀÓ¬± ¶§·«œ˚̨ 1±ˆ¬± ’±øÂ√̆  ¤Ê√Ú ¬ı±È¬fl¡È¬œ˚̨±º ’¸˜œ˚̨± ¸±ø √̋√Ó¬…
’±1n∏ ¸—·œÓ¬fl¡ øÚÊ√¶§ ˆ¬—·œ˜±À1 ·œÓ¬ 1‰¬Ú± fl¡ø1 ·…, fl¡ø¬ıÓ¬± ø˘ø‡
¸˜‘X fl¡ø1 ∆Ô ∆·ÀÂ√º

˜±'«¬ı±√Ó¬ ’·±Ò ø¬ıù´±¸œ 1±ˆ¬± ◊̋√√ 1±Ê√…‡ÚÓ¬ ¤Ê√Ú Î¬◊À~‡À˚±·… ø¬ıõ≠ªœ
fl¡˜«œ1 ˆ¬”ø˜fl¡±Ó¬ ’ªÓ¬œÌ« ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º fl¡˘±&1n∏ÊÚ±1 ’ôL1—· ¬ıg≈ ø¬ı‡…±Ó¬
¬ı„√√±˘œ ·œøÓ¬fl¡±1, ·±˚˛fl¡, ø˘‡fl¡, 1±Ê√ÕÚøÓ¬fl¡ ŒÚÓ¬± Œ˝√√˜±e ø¬ıù´±À¸
1±ˆ¬±1 &ÌÓ¬ ≈̃* ∆ √̋√ ∆fl¡øÂ√̆ , ë1±ˆ¬±1 √À1 ¸¬ı«ÀÓ¬± ≈̃‡œ ¸—¢∂±˜œ ¬ı…øMê√Q1
˘·Ó¬ Ó≈¬˘Ú± fl¡ø1¬ı ¬Û1± ¬ı…øMê√ ¬ı—·À√̇ Ó¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º 1±ˆ¬± ◊̋√√ ¸˜±Ê√¬ı±√ õ∂øÓ¬á¬±1
¬ı±À¬ı ø˚ ˝√√±ÀÓ¬À1 Œ©ÜÚ·±Ú Ó≈¬ø˘ ∆˘øÂ√˘, Œ¸˝◊√√ ˝√√±ÀÓ¬À1˝◊√√ Â√ø¬ı ’“±øfl¡øÂ√˘º
·“±ª1 fl‘¡ ∏̄fl¡1 ˘·Ó¬ ·± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√, Ú±ø‰¬ÀÂ√º ’¸˜1 ‹øÓ¬ √̋√… ”̆̃ fl¡ ¸Sœ˚̨± ›Ê√±¬Û±ø˘

Ú‘Ó¬…fl¡ ¬ıø «̋Ê√√·Ó¬Ó¬ ¬Ûø1‰¬˚̨ fl¡1± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√º Ê√œªÚ1 ¬ıUfl¡±˘ fl¡±1±·±1Ó¬ fl¡È¬± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√-
’±Àfl¡Ã ŒÓ¬“Àª ◊̋√√ øÙ¬{j ©Ü≈øÎ¬’í1 ¬ıøôL1 Œ¬Û± √̋√1Ó¬ Œfl¡À˜1±1 ’±·Ó¬ ’øˆ¬Ú ˛̊
fl¡ø1ÀÂ√, Œfl¡À˜1±1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ Ô±øfl¡ ø‰¬S ¬Ûø1‰¬±˘Ú± fl¡ø1ÀÂ√º 1±ˆ¬± ’±øÂ√˘
¬Û± √̋√±1-∆ˆ¬˚̨±˜1 ’±È¬± ◊̋√√Ó¬Õfl¡ ’±À¬Û±Ú ˜±Ú≈̋ √√, ¸˜i§̊ 1̨ Œ “̧Ó≈¬º fl‘¡ ∏̄fl¡ ¸˜±Ê√1
Î¬◊iß̊ ˛Ú1 ¬ı±À¬ı ŒÓ¬À‡ÀÓ¬  Î¬◊M√√1±øÒfl¡±1œ ”̧ÀS ˘±ˆ¬ fl¡1± ’±ÕÏ¬ˇ̋ √√±Ê√±1 ø¬ı‚±
˜±øÈ¬ √±Ú fl¡ø1 øÚÀÊ√ øˆ¬fl¡U1 √À1 Ê√œªÚ fl¡È¬± ◊̋√√øÂ√˘º ¤¸˜˚˛1 ‡…±Ó¬Ú±˜±
ŒÚÓ¬± Œ·Ã1œ˙—fl¡1 ˆ¬A±‰¬±˚«À√Àª ∆fl¡øÂ√˘, ëfl¡˘±fl¡±1 ø¬ı¯≈ûõ∂¸±√ 1±ˆ¬±˝◊√√
¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆  Œ˚ Œ˚øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘Àfl¡ øÚÀ©Ûø ∏̄Ó¬, øÚ «̊±øÓ¬Ó¬, ’X«̋ √√±1œ, ’Ú± √̋√±1œ
Ê√Ú¸±Ò±1Ì1 ≈√‡-≈√·«øÓ¬ ˘±‚ª fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1 ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘Àfl¡ õ∂fl‘¡Ó¬ fl¡˘±1
ø¬ıfl¡±˙ √̋√í¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1º ¤¸˜ ˛̊1 ø¬ı‡…±Ó¬ ¸±ø √̋√øÓ¬…fl¡, fl¡ø¬ı, õ∂¬ıgfl¡±1, ¶§·«œ ˛̊
’iß√± ˙—fl¡1 1±˚˛À√Àª 1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 ø¬ı¯∏À˚˛ ∆fl¡øÂ√˘, ë˝√√±Ó¬Ó¬ ’¶a ∆˘ ·±Ú
·±˝◊√√ Â√ø¬ı ’“±øfl¡ Ú‘Ó¬… fl¡ø1 Ê√œªÚ ¸—¢∂±˜Ó¬ ’±&ª±˝◊√√ Œ˚±ª±1 Î¬◊√±˝√√1Ì
◊̋√√È¬±˘œ ˛̊ ÚªÚ…±¸1 ≈̊·Ó¬ ’±øÂ√˘ ¬ı≈ø˘ Ê√Ú± ˚± ˛̊, øfl¡c ¤ ◊̋√√ Œ√˙Ó¬ 1±ˆ¬±1

√À1 ¤ÀÚ ¸¬ı…¸±‰¬œ1 ‘√©Ü±ôL ø¬ı1˘º ’¸˜ ¬ıU Ê√±øÓ¬, Î¬◊¬ÛÊ√±øÓ¬, ˆ¬±¯∏±,
¬Î¬◊¬Ûˆ¬±¯∏±, fl‘¡ø©Ü-¸—¶‘®øÓ¬1 1±Ê√… ø˝√√‰¬±À¬Û ˆ¬±1Ó¬Ó¬ ’ÚÚ… é≈¬^ ¸—¶®1Ì1
ˆ¬±1Ó¬º 1±ˆ¬± ’±øÂ√˘ Œ¸˝◊√√ ¸˜i§˚˛1 ’˜1 õ∂Ó¬œfl¡º

ø¬ı¯≈ûõ∂¸±√ 1±ˆ¬±À√Àª Œ¬Û±g1 ˙øÓ¬fl¡±Ó¬ ¿˜ôL ˙—fl¡1À√Àª õ∂‰¬±1
fl¡1± ∆¬ı¯ûª Ò˜«fl¡ ’¸˜Ó¬ Ê√Úøõ∂˚˛ fl¡ø1 Ó≈¬ø˘¬ı1 ¬ı±À¬ı› ’ÀÚfl¡ õ∂À‰¬©Ü±
‰¬˘± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ º øÚÀÊ√› ˙—fl¡1À√ª, ˜±ÒªÀ√Àª 1‰¬Ú± fl¡1± ¬ı1·œÓ¬¸ ”̋̃ √√1 ¸±ÒÚ±
fl¡ø1 ¸≈µ1Õfl¡ ·±¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡øÂ√˘º ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬ Œ¸˝◊√√ ¸˜˚˛1 ¸fl¡À˘±Ó¬Õfl¡
¸≈µ1 ¬ı1·œÓ¬ ·±˚˛fl¡1+À¬Û› ’øˆ¬ø˝√√Ó¬ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º 1±ˆ¬±À√Àª fl¡±˙œ
ø¬ıù´ø¬ı√…±˘˚˛Ó¬ ¬Ûø1Àª˙Ú fl¡1± Ó¬±Gª Ú‘Ó¬… Œ√ø‡ ˜≈* ∆˝√√ Œ¸˝◊√√ ¸˜˚˛1
ø¬ıù´ø¬ı√…±˘˚˛1 Î¬◊¬Û±Ò…é¬ ˆ¬±1Ó¬1 õ∂±Mê√Ú 1±©Ü™¬ÛøÓ¬ Î¬0 ¸¬ı«¬Û~œ
1±Ò±fl‘¡¯ûÌÀ√Àª 1±ˆ¬±fl¡ fl¡˘±&1n∏ Î¬◊¬Û±øÒÀ1 ø¬ıˆ¬”ø¯∏Ó¬ fl¡À1º ø¬ı‡…±Ó¬
Ú‘Ó¬…ø¬ı˙±1√√ Î¬◊√̊ ˛̇ —fl¡1 Œ√Àª 1±ˆ¬±1 ¤ ◊̋√√ Ú‘Ó¬…1 õ∂øÓ¬ ’±fl‘¡©Ü ∆ √̋√ ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1
¬Û1± ¤˝◊√√ Ú‘Ó¬…1 ø˙é¬± ¢∂˝√√Ì fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º 1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 ë¬ı±ÀÚ± Œfl¡±¬ı±—í Ú±˜1
¬Û≈øÔ‡ÀÚ ’¸˜1 Ô˘≈ª± Ê√±øÓ¬-Î¬◊¬ÛÊ√±øÓ¬¸˜”˝√√1 ¤‡øÚ ø¬ı˙√ Â√ø¬ı √±ø„√√
Òø1ÀÂ√º ˝◊√√˚˛±1 Î¬◊¬Ûø1› ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 ëø˜ø‰¬— fl¡ÀÚ„√√í, ëŒ¸±Ì¬Û±ø˝√√í, ë’¸˜œ˚˛±
fl‘¡ø©Ü1 ‰¬˜≈ ’±ˆ¬±¸í, ë’Ó¬œÓ¬1 ¶ú‘øÓ¬í ’±ø√ ¬Û≈øÔÀfl¡˝◊√√‡ÀÚ ’¸˜1 √ø1^
Ê√Ú·Ì1 Î¬◊iß˚˛Ú1 ’±1n∏ ˜≈øMê√1 ¬ı±À¬ı Ôfl¡± ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 ·ˆ¬œ1 ø‰¬ôL±1 fl¡Ô±
õ∂fl¡È¬º

¤¸˜˚˛1 ø¬ı‡…±Ó¬ ø˙é¬±ø¬ı√, ¸±ø˝√√øÓ¬…fl¡, ˆ¬±¯∏±ø¬ı√ Î¬0 ¸≈ÚœøÓ¬ fl≈¡˜±1
Œ‰¬È¬±Ê«√œÀ√Àª 1±ˆ¬±À√ªfl¡ ë¬Û”Ì« ˜±Úªí ’±‡…± ø√ ∆fl¡øÂ√˘ Œ˚ ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1
Œfl¡±ÀÚ±ø√Ú ø¬ı¯≈ûõ∂¸±√ 1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 ˘·Ó¬ ¸±é¬±» ˘±ˆ¬1 Œ¸Ãˆ¬±·… Œ˝√√±ª±
Ú±øÂ√˘º øfl¡c 1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 ¤Àfl¡‡øÚ øfl¡Ó¬±¬Û ¬ÛøÏ¬ˇÀ˚˛˝◊√√ ŒÓ¬›“ ˜≈* ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º
1±ˆ¬±1 ¬ıÀÎ¬ˇ± fl‘¡ø©Ü-¸—¶‘®øÓ¬ ¸•§Àg ø˚ 1‰¬Ú± Ó¬±1 ˜±Ò…À˜À1 ˜±ÀÔ±Ú
1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 ˘·Ó¬ ŒÓ¬›“1 Œ˚±·±À˚±· ’±1n∏ Ó¬±1 ¡Z√±1±˝◊√√ Î¬0Œ‰¬È¬±Ê«√œÀ√ª1
1±ˆ¬±À√ª1 1‰¬Ú±1 ˘·Ó¬ ¬Ûø1‰¬˚˛º

ø˚ øfl¡ Ú˝√√›fl¡ ¸—¶‘®øÓ¬1 ¬Û”Ê√±1œ øÚ–¶§±Ô« Œ√˙Àõ∂ø˜fl¡ 1±ˆ¬±À√ªfl¡
’¸˜¬ı±¸œÀ ˛̊ ø‰¬1ø√Ú ≈̧“ªø1 ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 ·œÓ¬-˜±Ó¬1 ‰¬‰«¬± fl¡ø1 ’±˜±1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬
’˜1 fl¡ø1 1±ø‡¬ı ¬Û±ø1À˘À˝√√ ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 fl¡©Ü ¸±Ô«fl¡ ˝√√í¬ıº ˝√√±Ê√±1 ø¬ı‚±
˜±øÈ¬1 ˜±ø˘fl¡1 ¸ôL±Ú ∆˝√√À˚˛±, õ∂±‰≈¬˚«¬Û”Ì« ¬Ûø1˚˛±˘Ó¬ Î¬◊¬ÛøÊ√› 1±ˆ¬±À√Àª
øˆ¬fl¡U1 √À1 Ê√œªÚ-˚±¬ÛÚ fl¡ø1À˘º ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 Ê√œªÀÚ˝◊√√ ’±˜±fl¡ fl¡í¬ı
ø˚Ê√Ú1 ¬ıUÓ¬ ’±ÀÂ√ ŒÓ¬›“ ≈̧‡œ Ú˝√√ ˛̊, øfl¡c ≈̧‡œ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ÊÚÀ˝√√ ø˚Ê√ÀÚ ¬ıUÓ¬
ø√¬ı ¬Û±À1º



fl¡˘±&1n∏ ø¬ı¯≈ûõ∂¸±√ 1±ˆ¬±
 ˆ¬±1Ó¬œ ˙˜«±
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Œ¸ ◊̋√√ø‡øÚÀÓ¬ ∆Ú‡ÀÚ ’Ò«¬ı‘M√√±fl¡±1 1+À¬ÛÀ1 ¤È¬± Î¬±„√√1 “̂¬±Ê√ ∆˘ÀÂ√,
Œ¸À˚̨ ◊̋√√̊ ±̨Ó¬ øÔ ˛̊ √̋√íÀ˘ ø¸ÀÈ¬±¬Û±À1 ∆Ú1 øfl¡Ú±À1ø√ Œ˚±ª± ¬ı±È¬ÀÈ¬± ◊̋√√̊ ±̨1¬Û1±
’±1n∏ ’±·Õ˘ Œ√‡± Œ¬Û±ª± Ú±˚± ˛̊º ∆Ú‡Ú1 “̂¬±Ê√ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ø¸ÀÈ¬±¬Û±À1 Œ¸ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬±
¤È¬± øÔ ˛̊·1±, ’±Ú √̋√±ÀÓ¬ ¤ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ¬Û±À1 fl¡±ø‰¬ÀÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬±1 ’±fl¡±À1, ‰¬fl¡‰¬øfl¡ ˛̊±
¤È¬± ¬ı±ø˘‰¬1º øÔ˚̨ ·1±ÀÈ¬±1 Ó¬˘Ó¬ ∆Ú1 ¬Û±Úœ ·ˆ¬œ1, Œ¸À˚̨ ø¸Ù¬±À˘ ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬
Ú±Ú±ø˜¬ıÕ˘ ¤È¬± ’ø˘ø‡Ó¬ øÚ˚̨˜ ¸fl¡À˘±Àª ˜±øÚ ’±ø √̋√ÀÂ√º ¬ı±ø˘‰¬1ÀÈ¬±1¬Û1±
’˘¬Û ’±·Õ˘ ’±ø √̋√À˘ ¤ ◊̋√√ø‡øÚÀÓ¬ ¤ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ‚±È¬º ¬Û≈1øÌ ‚±È¬, ’±À·À ˛̊ ∆Ú
◊̋√√¬Û±1 ø¸¬Û±1 ˝√√í¬ıÕ˘ ¬ı…˛ª˝√√±1 ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º ·1±ÀÈ¬±1 ø¸Ù¬±À˘ ’˘¬Û ’±·Õ˘

·íÀ˘ Œ√‡± Œ¬Û±ª± fl¡±Í¬1 √̆ —‡Ú Œ √̋√±ª±1 ¬Û1± ¤øÓ¬˚̨± ◊̋√√¬Û±1Õ˘ Ú±› Ú‰¬˘±
˝√√í˘º Œ¸ ◊̋√√¬ı≈ø˘ ‚±È¬ÀÈ¬± ¤˘±·œ Ú˝√√í˘º ¬ı1= ¬Û≈ª±À1¬Û1± ·“±ª1 1± ◊̋√√Ê√1
¸˜±·À˜ ‚±È¬ÀÈ¬± õ∂±Ì˜ ˛̊ fl¡ø1 1±À‡º Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ◊̋√√ ˚ø√ ˜±Â√ ˜±ø1 Ú±›‡Ú
◊̋√√̊ ±̨ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±Àg, ∆Ú1¬Û1œ˚̨± Œfl¡ ◊̋√√‚11 ŒÎ¬fl¡±¬ı≈Ï¬̌± Œfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬±À˚̨± ¬Û≈ª±ÀÓ¬ ’±ø √̋√ ◊̋√√̊ ±̨ÀÓ¬

Î≈¬¬ı ˜±ø1 ·± øÓ¬ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ˚± ˛̊, ≈√¬Û1œ ˛̊±Õ˘ ¬ÛÔ±1Ó¬ ·1n∏-Â√±·˘œ 1‡±Àfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬± ◊̋√√›
◊̋√√̊ ±̨ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ø¸ “̋√√Ó¬Ê√±fl¡fl¡ ¬Û±Úœ ‡≈ª± ◊̋√√ øÚÀ˚̨ø √̋√ ’±1n∏ fl¡±À¬Û±1 Ò≈¬ıÕ˘ ’ √̋√± ·“±ª1

Ê√œ˚˛1œ-À¬ı±ª±1œ1 Ê√±fl¡ÀÈ¬± ’±ÀÂ√˝◊√ √, ˘·ÀÓ¬ ∆ÚÓ¬ ¸“±Ó≈¬ø1¬ıÕ˘ ’˝√√±
Œ‰¬˜øÚ ˛̊±Ê√±fl¡º

∆Ú1 ø¸ÀÈ¬±¬Û±11 ·“±›‡ÚÓ¬ ≈̃Â√ø˘˜ ¸•x√± ˛̊1 ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ Œ¬ıøÂ√ Œ¸À ˛̊
Œ¸ ◊̋√√‡Ú ’±Ê√±Ú1 ·“±› ¬ı≈ø˘À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ¸fl¡À˘±Àª fl¡˚̨º ¤ ◊̋√√¬Û±À1 ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ø‡øÚ ”̆̃ Ó¬–
ø˝√√µ≈ ˜±Ú≈̋ √√º Œ‡øÓ¬ ¬ı±øÓ¬ fl¡ø1 ‰¬˘± ¸˝√√Ê√ ¸1˘, ¸±Ò±1Ì ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ≈√À ˛̊±‡Ú
·“±ªÀ1º ‰¬±fl¡ø1 fl¡1± ˜±Ú≈̋ √√1 ¸—‡…˛± ’±„≈ø˘1 ”̃1Ó¬ ·øôL fl¡ø1¬ı¬Û1±º Ò «̃
Œ¬ıÀ˘· ˚ø√› ≈√À˚̨±‡Ú ·“±ª1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ¬ıUÓ¬ ¸æ√±ª ø¬ı1±Ê√̃ ±Ú, fl¡±Í¬1 √̆ À„√√À1
≈√À˚̨±‡Ú ·“±ª1 1± ◊̋√√Ê√1 ’ √̋√1 √̋√ ’ √̋√±-Œ˚±ª± Ó¬±À1 ◊̋√√ øÚ√̇ «Úº ¸1n∏À1¬Û1± Œ√ø‡
’±ø √̋√ÀÂ“√± ø¸‡Ú ·“±ª1 ˜ ◊̋√√Ú≈̆  ’±Ó¬±1 ’±˜±1 ‚1Õ˘ ¬ıUÓ¬ ’± √̋√-˚± √̋√ ’±øÂ√̆ º
˜ ◊̋√√Ú≈̆  ’±Ó¬± ’±˜±1 fl¡fl¡±1 ¬ıg≈ ’±øÂ√̆ º fl¡fl¡± Ï≈¬fl≈¡ª±1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ˜ ◊̋√√Ú≈̆  ’±Ó¬± ◊̋√√
’±˜±1 ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ¬ıUÓ¬ ¸˝√√± ˛̊ fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º øfl¡c Œ˚±ª± ¬ıÂ√1 ’±Ó¬±› Ï≈¬fl¡±˘º
Œ√ø‡øÂ√À “̆± ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ øÓ¬øÚø√Ú ¸•Û”Ì« ¬ı1Ó¬œ˚̨± øÚ˚̨˜ ˜±øÚøÂ√̆ º ˜ ◊̋√√Ú≈̆
’±Ó¬±1 ˆ¬±ø·Ú 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√Àfl¡± ’±ø˜ ¸1n∏À1¬Û1± Œ√‡±, ¶≈®˘Ó¬ Ó¬1±À¬Û˝√√œ1
¸ √̋√¬Û±Í¬œ ’±øÂ√̆ º 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ õ∂±À ˛̊ ’±Ó¬±1 ˘·Ó¬ ’±ø √̋√øÂ√̆ º ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊±› ’±À √̋√
˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√, ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ øfl¡¬ı±øfl¡ø¬ı fl¡±˜Ó¬ ¸ √̋√±˚̨ fl¡ø1 ø√À˚̨º ¤øÓ¬˚̨± 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√

≈̧√̇ «Ú ŒÎ¬fl¡±º “̋√√±ø √̋√̃ ≈‡œ˚̨± 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 fl¡Ô±À¬ı±À1± 1¸±˘, fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ õ∂øÓ¬ Œ|±Ó¬±fl¡
“̋√√Uª±¬ı ¬Û±À1º ’±˜±fl¡ ‡≈Î¬◊¬ı ˜1˜ fl¡À1, ‡±ø˘ ˝√√±ÀÓ¬À1 Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±› Ú±À˝√√º

1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 Ê√˝√√ÀÓ¬ Œ√±fl¡±Ú1 ˜È«¬Ú, ‰¬±Ú± ’±ø˜ ‡±¬ıÕ˘ ¬Û±›“º Œ˜±1 ˆ¬ø∞I◊
Œ˜±Ó¬Õfl¡ ‰¬±˘±fl¡, ëë’ø¬Ûfl¡± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±fl¡ Ó¬fl¡À˘Ó¬ ˘±ø·¬ıíí, Î¬◊Ù¬/ fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ Ú≈Ù≈¬ÀÈ¬
ˆ¬±˘Õfl¡ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1, ’±s±1 ¸fl¡À˘±Ó¬Õfl¡ Œ¬ıøÂ√º 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√À˘ ¸fl¡À˘±Ó¬Õfl¡
¬Û˚̨˜±˘ √̋√̊  ̨Ó¬1±À¬Û √̋√œ1À √̋√, 1„√√±ø‰¬„√√± ¬Ûø1 Œ·±ÀÈ¬ ◊̋√√Ê√Úœ ˘±Ê≈√√fl¡œ˘Ó¬± ∆ √̋√ ¬ÛÀ1,
¤ ◊̋√√À˚Ú ‰≈¬À˘ ◊̋√√ Ê√̊  ̨¬Ûø1 ˚±¬ıº

Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ˜± ’±1n∏ ›‰¬11 ‡≈1œ “̋√√Ó¬1Ê√±fl¡ÀÈ¬±1 ˘·Ó¬, Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı±
’±Àfl¡Ã Ó¬1± Œ¬Û˝√√œ ’±1n∏ Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ¸‡œ ˜±˘±, Î¬◊̃ ± Œ¬Û˝√√œ “̋√√Ó¬1 ˘·Ó¬ ˜ ◊̋√√
‚±È¬Õ˘ ˚±›“º ’fl¡À˘ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ’±˜±1 Œ¬Û±ª±ø˘˜‡±1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’Ú≈̃ øÓ¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º
‚±È¬Õ˘ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ¬Û±À˘ ¬ı1 ’±Úµ ¬Û±›“ fl¡±1Ì ’±˜±1 øÚø‰¬Ú± Ù≈¬fl¡ø˘˚̨± ˘í1±-
ÀÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√±fl¡1 ¬ı±À¬ı ∆Ú‡Ú Œ˚ ’¬Ûø1¸œ˜ ø¬ıÀÚ±√Ú1 ¸˜± √̋√±1º ∆Ú‡Ú ’±1n∏
≈√À˚̨±¬Û±11 ∆Ú¸ø·«fl¡ ‘√̇ …̨ ◊̋√√ Œ˜±fl¡ ˜Lã ≈* fl¡ø1 1±À‡º ˜±, ‡≈1œ ¬ı± Œ¬Û √̋√œ “̋√√ÀÓ¬
Œ˚øÓ¬˚̨± ‚±È¬Ó¬ fl¡Ô±1 ˜ √̋√̆ ± ¬˜±À1¬, ˜ ◊̋√√ ∆Ú¬Û±11 Œ¸Î¬◊Ê√œ˚̨± √ø˘‰¬±Ó¬ ¬ı±·ø1
¬ı±·ø1 ¬ıÚÀ¬ı±11 Œfl“¡‰¬± ≈̧¬ı±¸ ˘›“, ’±fl¡±˙Õ˘ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ Úœ˘±ø‡øÚ1 ø¬ı˙±˘Ó¬±
‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ ¸±˜ø1 ˘›“, ¬Û±Úœ1 ¬Û±À1 ¬Û±À1 Î¬◊ø1 Ù≈¬1± øÊ√¤û±À¬ı±11 ¬Û±ÀÂ√ ¬Û±ÀÂ√

Œ√Ãø1 Ù≈¬À1“±º Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ∆Ú1 ’“±Í≈¬Õ˘Àfl¡ √-˜±Ú ¬Û±ÚœÕ˘ Ú±ø˜ ˚±›“, ¸1n∏
¸1n∏ ˜±Â√1Ê√±Àfl¡ ˆ¬ø1Ó¬ ’±ø √̋√ ‡≈øÈ¬˚̨±˚̨º ø¬ÛÀÂ√ ø¸ “̋√√Ó¬ ‰¬±˘±fl¡, √̋√±Ó¬ ¬Û±øÓ¬ Òø1¬ı
‡≈øÊ√À˘ ◊̋√√ ¬Û˘± ˛̊º ≈√¬Û11 Œ¬ıø˘ÀÈ¬± ∆Ú1 ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬ õ∂øÓ¬Ù¬ø˘Ó¬ ∆˝√√ ≈̃fl≈¡Ó¬±1
√À1 øÊ√ø˘Àfl¡, ˜˘ ˛̊±1 ‘̃≈√ Ú±À‰¬±ÀÚ 1í√Ê√±fl¡1 õ∂‡1Ó¬± •°±Ú fl¡ø1 ’±˜±fl¡
’˘¬Û ¸fl¡± √̋√ ø√À ˛̊, ø¬ıÚµœ ˛̊± Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ‘√̇ …˛À¬ı±1 Œ˜±1 √̋√+√̊ ˛Ó¬ Â√ø¬ı ∆ √̋√ ›˘ø˜
1˚˛º

˜± “̋√√Ó¬1 ˘·Ó¬ ‚±È¬Õ˘ Œ˚±ª± ’±1n∏ Œ¬Û˝√√œ “̋√√Ó¬1 ˘·Ó¬ Œ˚±ª±1 ¤È¬±
¬Û±Ô«fl¡… ’±øÂ√̆ º Œ¬Û √̋√œ “̋√√Ó¬ ‚±È¬Õ˘ Œ˚±ª± ˜±ÀÚ ø¸¬Û±À1 ∆Ú1 øfl¡Ú±11 ¬ı±ÀÈ¬À1
‰¬± ◊̋√√Àfl¡˘Ó¬ ·“±ª1 ŒÎ¬fl¡±Ê√±fl¡1 ¸‚Ú ’˝√√±-À˚±ª±º fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 √œ‚˘ Î¬◊øfl¡
’Ô¬ı± fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 ≈̃‡Ó¬ ø¬ıU·œÓ¬1 Œ˚±Ê√Ú±, ëë’í Œ¸±ÌÓ¬1±Õ√ ŒÓ¬ÀÚÕfl¡
Ú±‰¬±¬ı± ¬ı1 ˜1˜ ˘·±Õfl¡ .......ºíí Ó¬±1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ∆Ú1 ¬Û±À1 ¬Û±À1 Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı±
¬ı≈fl≈¡Àˆ¬ø√ Œ˚±ª±Õfl¡ “̂¬±ø˝√√ ’±À˝√√ ·œÓ¬1 fl¡ø˘, ≈̧Uø1 ∆˝√√, ø˝√√ ˛̊±1 ¬ı±Ó¬ø1 ∆˘,
ëëÀ˜±1 ‚1 ¤¬Û±1Ó¬ ŒÓ¬±1 ‚1 ø¸¬Û±1Ó¬ ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ Œ¬ı±ª“Ó¬œ ∆Ú...ºíí Œfl¡±ÚÊ√Úœ
·±ˆ¬1n∏Õ˘ Œ¸ ◊̋√√¬Û±Ó¬ ˙1 ’±À˝√√ ¬ı≈Ê√± È¬±Úº ¬ı≈Ê√±Ê√ÚœÀ ˛̊ ◊̋√√—ø·Ó¬ ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û± ◊̋√√
‰¬±Õ· Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ 1„√√±ø‰¬„√√± ¬ÛÀ1º ·±ˆ¬1n∏Ê√±fl¡1 Î¬◊26√̆  “̋√√±ø √̋√À˚̨ ∆Ú1 ‚±È¬ÀÈ¬± ‰¬=˘±
fl¡ø1 ŒÓ¬±À˘º ”√Õ1Ó¬ ˜±Â√˜±ø1 Ôfl¡± Œfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬±À ˛̊± ˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√ ‚”ø1 ‰¬± ˛̊º
Œ¬Û √̋√œ “̋√√Ó¬ ‚1 ≈̃ª± ŒÚ±À √̋√±ª±Õ˘Àfl¡ ≈̧Uø1À1 ·±Ú1 fl¡ø˘ Î¬◊ø1 Î¬◊ø1 ’±ø √̋√À ˛̊̋ ◊√√
Ô±Àfl¡º Œ¬Û √̋√œ “̋√√ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√Ê√ÚœÀ˚̨ ø¸Ê√Úœfl¡ Œ‡±‰¬±À‡±ø‰¬ fl¡ø1 ø˜ø‰¬fl¡-˜±‰¬±fl¡ “̋√√±ø √̋√À1
‚1Õ˘ Î¬◊̂ ¬ÀÓ¬º Ê√±fl¡ÀÈ¬±1 ’±À· ’±À· ¬ÛÔ±11 ˜±Ê√1 ¸1n∏ ¸1n∏ ’±ø˘À1
Œ√› ø√ ø√ Ê√“ø¬Û ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ˜ ◊̋√√, fl¡Ì¬Û±˝√√œ,  øÚˆ¬± “̋√√ÀÓ¬± ‚1Õ˘ ¬ı±È¬ ¬ı≈À “̆±º Ó¬1±
Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ1± ·±˘‡Ú 1„√√±ø‰¬„√√± ¬ÛÀ1 ŒÚøfl¡ ¬ı±1n∏.......Ú± ◊̋√√, ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú ø¬ı˙√̂ ¬±Àª Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡
˘é¬… fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ Œ˜±1 ’± √̋√ø1› Ú± ◊̋√√, ¬ı≈Ê√±1 ¬ı ˛̊À¸± Œ √̋√±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√º

Ó¬1± Œ¬Û˝√√œ ’±˜±1 Ò≈Úœ ˛̊±º ·±‡œ1Ó¬ Œ¸µ”1 ø˜À˘±ª±1 √À1 ·±1
1—, ŒÓ¬ÀÊ√ Ù≈¬ÀÈ¬± Ù≈¬ÀÈ¬± Œ˚Ú ·±˘ ≈√‡øÚ, fl“¡fl¡±˘Õ˘Àfl¡ ∆¬ı ¬Û1± ‚Ú
øfl¡‰¬øfl¡ø‰¬ ˛̊± fl¡í˘± ‰≈¬ø˘È¬±ø1À1 Œ¬Û √̋√œ Ê√±fl¡1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ øÊ√ø˘øfl¡ Ô±Àfl¡º  ø¬ÛÀ‰¬
˘±Ê√ÀÈ¬±À √̋√ ¬ı1 Œ¬ıøÂ√º ‰¬fl≈¡ √±ø„√√ fl¡À˜À √̋√ fl¡Ô± fl¡˚̨º Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 Ê√ij1 ≈√¬ıÂ√11
¬Û±Â√Ó¬ Œ˜±1 ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬± Ï≈¬fl¡± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ , Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¬ıÂ√1 ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ Œ˜ø∏Cfl¡ ø√øÂ√̆ º ¬ÛÏ¬̌±qÚ±Ó¬
ø¬ÛÓ¬± ˆ¬±˘ ’±øÂ√̆  øfl¡c ≈√̂ «¬±·…¬ı˙Ó¬– ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬± Ï≈¬fl≈¡ª±1 ¤¬ıÂ√11 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ fl¡fl¡±›
Ï≈¬fl≈¡ª±Ó¬ fl¡Ì˜±øÚ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ’±1n∏ ‚1¬ı±1œ1 ¸ ỗ¶ √±ø˚̨Q fl¡±gÓ¬ ∆˘ ¬ÛÏ¬̌± ¸±˜ø1
ø¬ÛÓ¬± Œ‡øÓ¬Ó¬ Ú±ø˜˘º Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡ øÚÊ√1 Ê√œ1 √À1 ◊̋√√ Î¬±„√√1 fl¡ø1À˘º ¤È¬±
¸˜˚̨Ó¬ ·“±ª1 1± ◊̋√√ÀÊ√̋ ◊√√ ŒÊ√±1± ø˜˘± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±1 ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 ø¬ı˚̨± ¬Û±øÓ¬ ø√À˘
‚1‡Ú1 ·øÓ¬ ˘±·fl¡ ¬ı≈ø˘º ¸±√1œ ’± ◊̋√√À ˛̊› Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡ øÚÊ√1 ˆ¬Úœ1 √À1
˜1À˜À1 ’±¬ıø1 ˘íÀ˘º

Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œ ¬ÛÏ¬̌±Ó¬ Œ¬ı˚̨± Ú±øÂ√̆ º ·“±ª1 ¶≈®˘1¬Û1± √̋√±˚̨±1 Œ‰¬Àfl¡ÀG1œ
¬Û±Â√ fl¡1±1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ‰¬ √̋√11 fl¡íÀ˘Ê√Ó¬ ø¬ı.¤.ÀÈ¬± fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ¬ıUÓ¬
ŒÊ√±1 fl¡ø1øÂ√̆  ø˚À √̋√Ó≈¬ ·“±ªÓ¬ Î¬◊2‰¬ø˙é¬±1 ¬ı±À¬ı Œ¬ıÀ˘· ¬ı…̨ª¶ö± Ú±øÂ√̆ º øfl¡c
Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ˚̨ ’±1n∏ ¬ÛøÏ¬̌¬ıÕ˘ ˜Ú Úfl¡ø1À˘º ‰¬ √̋√1Ó¬ ¬ÛøÏ¬̌¬ıÕ˘ √̋√íÀ˘ Ó¬±Ó¬ Œ √̋√±À©Ü̆ Ó¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ı ˘±ø·¬ı fl¡±1Ì ‚11¬Û1± fl¡íÀ˘Ê√Õ˘ ”√1º Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ˚̨ ‚1‡Ú ¤ø1 ”√Õ1Ó¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ ˜±øôL Ú √̋√í˘º √̋√̊ Ą̀Ó¬± ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 ’±øÔ«fl¡ fl¡©Ü √̋√í¬ı ¬ı≈ø˘À˚̨ ◊̋√√ Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ˚̨
¤ ◊̋√√ ø¸X±ôL ∆˘øÂ√̆ , øfl¡c ≈̃‡ ‡≈ø˘ ¤Àfl¡± Úfl¡íÀ˘º Œ¸À ˛̊ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ‚1ÀÓ¬
Ô±øfl¡˘º ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ›‰¬11 ˜øÌ‡≈1œ1 ¬Û1± ø‰¬˘± ◊̋√√ Œ˜ø‰¬Ú1 fl¡±˜ ø˙øfl¡ ˘íÀ˘º
Œ¬Û˝√√œ ¤ÀÚÀ˚˛± 1g±-¬ıÏ¬ˇ±, Œ1±ª±-À˜˘±, ‚11 ¸fl¡À˘± fl¡±˜ÀÓ¬ ¬Û±·«Ó¬º
˘±Ê√ÀÈ¬±À √̋√ ˚ø√ ’˘¬Û fl¡˜ √̋√í˘À “̋√√ÀÓ¬Ú !

ø√ÚÀ¬ı±1 ’±·¬ı±ÀÏ¬ˇº Œ˜±Ó¬Õfl¡ ’±ÕÏ¬ˇ¬ıÂ√11 ¸1n∏ ˆ¬ø∞I◊1 Ê√ij1
øÓ¬øÚ¬ıÂ√11 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ’±˜±1 ‚1‡ÚÓ¬ ’±1n∏ ¤fl¡ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ¸√̧ … Œ˚±· √̋√̊ º̨ ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1

¸≈Uø1
 fl¡d1œ ¬ı1±
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¤È¬± ¬̂± ◊̋√√øÈ¬º ’± ◊̋√√1 ¬ı…ô¶Ó¬± ¬ı±ÀÏ¬̌, ˘·ÀÓ¬ Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ1± √±ø˚̨Qº ¬̂± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ Œ √̋√±ª±1
¬Û1± Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ˘·Ó¬ Œ˜±1 ‚øÚá¬Ó¬± ¬ı±øÏ¬ˇ̆ , Œ˜±1 ¸fl¡À˘± √±ø ˛̊Q Œ¬Û˝√√œÀ1º
Ó¬±1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ø¬ı ˛̊±1 fl¡Ô± ›˘± ˛̊º √1± øÍ¬fl¡ √̋√̊ ˛ ›‰¬11 ·“±›‡ÚÀ1º
ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊± ˜ ◊̋√√ Ó‘¡Ó¬œ ˛̊ Œ|ÌœÓ¬º Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ø¬ı ˛̊± ¬ı≈ø˘ ’±˜±1 øfl¡˜±Ú Œ˚ Î¬◊̆ ± √̋√º
¶≈®˘, ‚1 ¸fl¡À˘±ÀÓ¬ Œ˜±1 ˘·1Àfl¡ ◊̋√√Ê√Úœ1 ˘·Ó¬ ˜±ÀÔ“± ø¬ı˚̨±1 ’±À˘±‰¬Ú±º

ø¬ı˚˛±1 ø√Ú øÍ¬fl¡ Œ˝√√±ª±1 ø√Ú1¬Û1± Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ‰¬fl≈¡À˚±1 ’Ú¬ı1ÀÓ¬
Œ¸À˜øfl¡ Ôfl¡± ◊̋√√ ˝√√í˘º ˜1˜1 fl¡fl¡±À ˛̊fl¡-À¬ıÃÀ ˛̊fl¡, ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√±-ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√œfl¡ ¤ø1
˚±¬ı ˘±ø·¬ı ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ ˛̊̋ ◊√√ Œ¬Û˝√√œÀ ˛̊ ◊̋√√˜±Ú Œ¬ıÊ√±1 fl¡ø1ÀÂ√ ¬ı≈ø˘ ¸fl¡À˘±Àª Òø1
˘íÀ˘º ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 Œ¸ ◊̋√√ø√Ú Òø1 ¬ı…ô¶Ó¬±1 ’ôL Ú± ◊̋√√º ·“±ª1 1± ◊̋√√Ê√ ø¬ı ˛̊±1
fl¡±˜Ó¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬¬Ûø1 ˘±ø·˘º ø¬ı ˛̊± ˜±ÀÚ ·“±ª1 ¸ij±Ú1 fl¡Ô±, ø˜øÓ¬À1 ¤Àfl¡±
Œ¬ı ˛̊± ¬Û± ◊̋√√ ˚±¬ı Ú±˘±ø·¬ıº

fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú±1 ¸±ÀÊ√À1 1ˆ¬±Ó¬˘œÓ¬ ¸‡œ1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø √̋√ Ôfl¡± Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡
‰¬± ◊̋√√ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ ’±˜±1 Œ √̋√“¬Û± √̋√ Ú¬Û˘± ˛̊, Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 √̋√±Ó¬1, fl¡±Ì1, øÎ¬ø„√√1 · √̋√Ì±À¬ı±1
ø¬ÛøÓ¬øfl¡ ø¬ÛøÓ¬øfl¡ ‰≈¬ ◊̋√√ ’±˜±1 Ó¬» Ú± ◊̋√√º ëë’í Œ¬Û √̋√œ, ŒÓ¬±˜±fl¡ Œ˚ ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú Ò≈Úœ˚̨±
˘±ø·ÀÂ√ºíí ˜ ◊̋√√ ’±1n∏ Œ˜±1 ˘·1 ø√¬Û±, øÚˆ¬± “̋√√ÀÓ¬ 1ˆ¬±Ó¬ø˘ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ø¸X±ôL
˘íÀ “̆±, ëë ˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√íÀ˘ ¬Û˘± ◊̋√√ Ú±˚±›“, ø¬ı ˛̊± ¬Û±øÓ¬À √̋√ ˚±˜ Œ√̋ ◊√√íí Î¬◊ÀM√√øÊ√Ó¬ ∆ √̋√
Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ¤Ê√Úœ1 ˜±Ó¬ÀÈ¬± Î¬±„√√1Õfl¡ ›˘±˚̨º ëë¤1± √̋√̊ Ą̀ √̋√, ¤ ◊̋√√Àfl¡ ◊̋√√Ê√ÚœÀfl¡±
¤ ◊̋√√‡Ú 1ˆ¬±ÀÓ¬ ø¬ı˚̨± ¬Û±øÓ¬ ø√›“ ’íí, Œ¸ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ø¬ÛÂ√Ù¬±˘1¬Û1± fl¡Ì√±√±1 ˜±Ó¬º
ëë ◊̋√√‰¬ƒíí ¬ı≈ø˘ ˘±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ’±Ò±˜1± ∆˝√√ Ó¬±1¬Û1± ¬Û˘±›“ ’±ø˜º ˜±˝√√-˝√√±˘øÒÀ1
ŒÚ±ª± ◊̋√√-Ò≈ª± ◊̋√√ ¬Û±È¬1 ¸±Ê√ ø¬Ûøg fl¡¬Û±˘ ’±1n∏ ø˙1Ó¬ √·˜ø·˚̨± Œ¸µ”1 ¬ı≈̆ ± ◊̋√√
’±˜±fl¡ ¤ø1 Ó¬1± Œ¬Û˝√√œ ·í˘Õ·º ’±˜±1 ¬ı±À√› Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ø¬ı ˛̊±Ó¬ Œ˚ ’±1n∏
fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 ¬ı≈fl≈¡ q√± ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆  Ó¬±1 √̋√íÀ˘ Î¬◊̃ ±Ú ’±ø˜ Ú±¬Û±À “̆±º Œ˚±ª±1 ¬Û1Ó¬
’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ¸±¬ıøÈ¬ Òø1 ˝√√±ø˘Ê√±ø˘ fl¡µ± Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡ Œ√ø‡ ’±ø˜› ‡≈Î¬◊¬ı
fl¡±øµÀ “̆±º

ø¬ı˚˛±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ‚1‡ÚÓ¬ Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ’Ú≈¬Ûø¶öøÓ¬ ¬ı±1n∏Õfl¡À˚˛ ’Ú≈ˆ¬ª
fl¡ø1øÂ√À “̆±, øfl¡¬ı± Œ˚Ú Î¬◊1n∏„√√± Î¬◊1n∏„√√± ˆ¬±ª Œ‰¬Ãø√À˙º ˜ ◊̋√√ øÚÊ√1 fl¡±˜ øÚÀÊ√
fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡øÂ√À˘“±, ˘·ÀÓ¬ ˆ¬ø∞I◊ ’±1n∏ ˆ¬±˝◊√√øÈ¬À1± ˚P ˘í¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü±
fl¡ø1øÂ√À “̆±º ëëÓ¬1± ¬ı± Œfl¡ÀÚ ’±ÀÂ√íí, Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±¬ı± ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ ’± ◊̋√√fl¡ Œfl¡±ª± qÀÚ±º
ëëÓ¬1± ˘ø‡˜œ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ, ‚1‡Ú ‰¬y±ø˘ ˘í¬ı ¬Û±ø1¬ı, ’±¬Û≈øÚ ø‰¬ôL± Úfl¡ø1¬ıíí,
’±À ˛̊ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ’±ù´±¸ ø√À ˛̊º √̋√íÀ˘› ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±›“ ’± ◊̋√√-ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 Œ¬Û √̋√œÕ˘
˜ÚÓ¬ ¬ÛÀ1º øfl¡c ¸fl¡À˘±À¬ı±1 fl¡Ô± ’± ◊̋√√-ø¬ÛÓ¬±À ˛̊ ˆ¬¬ı±1 √À1 Ú˝√√ ˛̊Õ·º
õ∂Ô˜ ≈√¬ıÂ√1˜±Ú ø¬ıUÀª-¸fl¡±À˜ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ’±ø √̋√øÂ√̆ , ø¬ÛÂ√Õ˘ Ú √̋√± √̋√í˘º Œ¬Û √̋√± “̋√√Ó¬1
˜±øÈ¬-¬ı±1œ ¬ıUÓ¬, Œ˚ÃÔ ¬Ûø1˚̨±˘, Œ¸À˚̨ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ’±øÊ√fl¡±ø˘ ’±ø √̋√¬ıÕ˘ ’± √̋√ø1
ŒÚ±À¬Û±ª± √̋√í˘, ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı≈ø˘À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ’± ◊̋√√-ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ ˆ¬±ø¬ı ˘íÀ˘º

ëëÚ-ÀÂ√±ª±˘œ.... ’í Ú-ÀÂ√±ª±˘œíí, 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√ ¬Û”√ø˘ ≈̃‡Ó¬ Œ √̧√̊ ±̨ ˜±‡Úœ
’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ˜±Ó¬º ’±ø˜ ≈̃‡ øÈ¬ø¬Û “̋√√±À˝√√±º ’± ◊̋√√1 ø¬ı ˛̊± ∆˝√√ ’˝√√± ◊̋√√˜±Ú ¬ıÂ√1
˝√√í˘ ø¬ÛÀ‰¬ ˜±‡Úœ ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’± ◊̋√√ ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊±› Ú-ÀÂ√±ª±˘œÀ ˛̊ ∆˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√/
’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ˜±Ó¬Ó¬ ’± ◊̋√√ ›1øÌ È¬±øÚ ˘1±˘ø1Õfl¡ ›˘± ◊̋√√ ·í˘º ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±fl¡ ’±øÚ
¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 Ê≈√√̋ ◊√√̋ √√±˘ÀÓ¬ ¬ıÀ √̋√±ª±À˘ø √̋√º ’±À˚̨ 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª±1 Ê√̆ ¬Û±Ú1 ø√̋ √√± ˘·± ◊̋√√
’±øÂ√˘º ëë˜± ≈̃, ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±Õ˘ Ó¬±À˜±˘1 ‡≈µÚ±ÀÈ¬± ∆˘ ’±˝√√íí Œ˜±Õ˘ ’±À ˛̊
fl¡±˜ ¬Û±ø‰¬À˘º ëë ◊̋√√, ˜À √̋√Ú Ú± ◊̋√√ ŒÚøfl¡íí, ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ø¬ıÂ√±ø1À˘º

ëë’±ÀÂ“¬± ’í ‡≈1œøÈ¬, ˆ¬ø1ÀÈ¬± øÓ¬ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ’±ø˝√√ÀÂ√“± 1íí, ø¬ÛÓ¬±À ˛̊ ˜±Ó¬
˘·±À˘º ¬Û±Â√Ù¬±À˘ ¬ı±1œÓ¬ fl¡±˜ fl¡ø1 ’±øÂ√˘ ‰¬±Õ·, ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ˜±Ó¬ qøÚ
1±gÚœ‚1 ¬Û±À˘ø √̋√º

ëëqÚÀ‰¬±Ú, ˜ ◊̋√√ ‡¬ı1 ¤È¬±À √̋√ ø√¬ıÕ˘ ’±ø √̋√ÀÂ“√±º ’±˜±1 ¤ ◊̋√√ ’fl¡øÌ1
˜±fl¡ ø¸ø√Ú± ˜±fl¡1 ‚1Õ˘ ∆·øÂ√˘ Ú˝√√ ˛̊, fl¡±ø˘ ·Ò”ø˘À¬ıø˘fl¡± ’±ø˝√√ ‚1
¬Û±À˘ø √̋√ííº  ’fl¡øÌ1 ˜±fl¡ ˜±ÀÚ ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ¸1n∏ Œ¬ı±ª±1œÀ˚̨fl¡, Œ¬Û √̋√± “̋√√Ó¬1 ¤Àfl¡
·“±ªÀ1, ≈√‚1˜±Ú ¬Û±1 ∆ √̋√ ›‰¬1ÀÓ¬ ‚1 º Ó¬1±À¬Û √̋√œÀ1 Œ˚ øfl¡¬ı± ‡¬ı1 ø√¬ıÕ˘
’±ø √̋√ÀÂ√ ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±À “̆± º ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 ≈̃‡Õ˘ ‰¬±À “̆±, Î¬◊»fl¡F±À1 ˆ¬1±º ˜±‡Úœ

’± ◊̋√√Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ∆fl¡ ·í˘, ëë¤˝√√, øfl¡ ¬ı≈ø˘ÀÚ± fl¡›“ ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊±, qÚÀ‰¬±Ú ˜À˝√√Ú Ó¬ ◊̋√√
Œ¸±Úfl¡±À˘ Ó¬1±1 ‚1Õ˘ ¤¬Û±fl¡ ∆· ’± √̋√º qøÚÀ “̆± Ó¬1±1 ø·ø1À˚̨Àfl¡ Œ¬ı±À˘
Ó¬1± ¬ı±Ê√œ ¬ı≈ø˘ ‚1Ó¬ ’±1n∏ ¤Ê√Úœ ≈̧̃ ≈ª± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√ø √̋√ Œ √̋√ÀÚ±º ˙U1-˙±UÀªÀfl¡›
Œ¬ı±À˘ ÚÓ≈¬ÚÊ√Úœfl¡À √̋√ ’±√ø1ÀÂ√º Œ¬ıÀ‰¬√1œ Ó¬1±Ê√Úœ1 ¬ı± øfl¡ ’ª¶ö± ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√º
qøÚ Œ˚ ◊̋√√˜±Ú Œ¬ıÊ√±1 ¬Û± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√“±, 1±øÓ¬ÀÈ¬± ˙±øôLÀ1 Ô±øfl¡¬ı ¬Û1± Ú± ◊̋√√º 1±øÓ¬
ø¬ı ˛̊ø˘‡Ú ’±ø √̋√¬ıÕ˘ È¬±Ú, Œ¸À ˛̊ ¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√ÀÂ√“±, Œ¬ı±ª±1œÀ ˛̊ øÚÀÊ√ ’±ø √̋√¬ı
‡≈øÊ√øÂ√˘, ø¬ÛÀ‰¬ ’fl¡øÌ1 ¬ı±À¬Ûfl¡ ‰¬˝√√1Õ˘ ›˘± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√ Œ¸À ˛̊ Œ√ø1 ˝√√í¬ı ¬ı≈ø˘
Œ˜±Àfl¡ ¬ÛøÍ¬ ˛̊±À˘ííº ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 ≈√‡ Œ “̂¬Ê√±˘ Ú˝√√ ˛̊, Ê√±ÀÚ±, ‚±È¬˜±Î¬◊1± ¬ı≈ø˘
Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œ Œ·±ÀÈ¬ ◊̋√√ ·“±›‡ÚÀ1 ‰¬fl≈¡1 ˜øÌ ’±øÂ√̆ º ’± ◊̋√√Ó¬±1 fl¡Ô± qøÚ ’± ◊̋√√
ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ Ô1 ˘±ø·˘º ˘í1±˘ø1Õfl¡ ·±- ”̃1 øÓ¬˚̨± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 Ó¬±Õ˘
¬ı≈ø˘ ›˘± ◊̋√√ ·í˘, ’±À ˛̊ ˚Ó¬Ú± ◊̋√√ ø√̊ ˛± Ê√̆ ¬Û±Ú √̋√±ÀÓ¬À1 Ú≈‰≈¬À˘ ◊̋√√º ·Ò≈1 ˜Ú
¤È¬± ∆˘ ’±ø˜› ¶≈®̆ Õ˘ ›˘±À “̆±º ’±ø √̋√À √̋√ ·˜ ¬Û±˜, Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 øfl¡ √̋√í¬ı ¤øÓ¬̊ ±̨º

Œ¸˚̨± Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ø¬ı˚̨±1 ‰¬±ø1¬ıÂ√11 ¬Û±Â√1 ‚È¬Ú±º ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ Ó¬±Ó¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ øÚø√À˘, ˘·ÀÓ¬ ∆˘ ’±ø √̋√̆ º Œ¸ ◊̋√√‡Ú ‚1Ó¬ Œ˚ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ¬ıUÓ¬
’ª:±, ’ªÀ˝√√˘± ’±1n∏ ˜±Úø¸fl¡ ’Ó¬…±‰¬±11 ¸•ú≈‡œÚ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘, Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡
Œ√ø‡À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ·˜ Œ¬Û±ª± ∆·øÂ√̆ º Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ Œ¬ı±À˘ ‚11¬Û1± Î¬◊ø˘˚̨± ◊̋√√ ŒÏ¬fl¡œ˙±˘Ó¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ ø√øÂ√̆ º ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú øÚá≈¬1 √̋√í¬ı ¬Û±À1 Œ¸˚̨± ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 fl¡äÚ±À1±
’À·±‰¬1 ’±øÂ√˘º õ∂‰¬G Ò≈̃ ≈̋ √√± ◊̋√√ Œ˚ÀÚÕfl¡ ‚1-¬ı±1œ ˜˝√√øÓ¬ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ø¬ıÒô¶ fl¡ø1
∆Ô ˚± ˛̊, Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ’ª¶ö±› ŒÓ¬ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ◊̋√√ ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆ º ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú Ò≈Úœ ˛̊± Œ¬Û √̋√œÊ√Úœ
qfl¡± ◊̋√√- ‡œÌ± ◊̋√√ ∆·øÂ√˘º ‰¬fl≈¡1 Ó¬˘1 fl¡í˘± √±·, ’ø¬ıÚ…ô¶ ‰≈¬ø˘, Œ “̇Ó¬±¬Û1±
·±1 1À„√√ Œ¬Û˝√√œÀ˚˛ ŒÚ±Àfl¡±ª± ¬ıUÓ¬ fl¡Ô±˝◊√√ ∆fl¡ ∆·øÂ√˘º ’±˝◊√√fl¡ ¸±ªøÈ¬
fl¡±Àµ±ÚÓ¬ ˆ¬±ø· ¬Û1± Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ¸±b√LÚ± ø√¬ıÕ˘ ’± ◊̋√√ ’±øÂ√̆  ˆ¬± ∏̄± √̋√œÚº

˘±À √̋√ ˘±À √̋√ Œ¬Û √̋√œ ¸±˜±Ú…̨ õ∂fl‘¡øÓ¬¶ö ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆ º fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ ˚±ÀÓ¬
Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ˜ÚÓ¬ ’±‚±Ó¬ øÚø√À ˛̊ Ó¬±1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ ¸Ó¬fl«¡ ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆ º øfl¡ôL
¬Û±1 ∆ √̋√ Œ˚±ª± ø√ÚÀ¬ı±11 ≈√–¶ú‘øÓ¬À ˛̊ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 Ê√œªÚ ≈√ø¬ı«̄ ∏̋ √√ fl¡ø1 Ó≈¬ø˘øÂ√̆ º
Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± Î¬◊√±¸  ‘√ø©ÜÀ1 ”̇Ú…Õ˘ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ Ôfl¡±, Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ’±Í≈¬Ó¬ ”̃1 &øÊ√
Ê√˘fl¡± ˜±ø1 ¬ıø˝√√ Ôfl¡± Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 øÚ^±˝√√œÚ 1±øÓ¬À¬ı±11 ˜À ˛̊ ¸±é¬œ, ø˚À˝√√Ó≈¬
Œ¬Û˝√√œ ’±1n∏ ˜ ◊̋√√ ¤Àfl¡È¬± Œfl¡±Í¬±ÀÓ¬ Ô±Àfl¡“±º ˜±Ê√1±øÓ¬ ø¬ıÂ√Ú±Ó¬ ¬ıø˝√√ Î¬◊‰≈¬ø¬Û
Ôfl¡± Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√ ’¸ √̋√±˚̨ ∆ √̋√ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ Ôfl¡±Ó¬Õfl¡ ˚ø√ øfl¡¬ı± õ∂fl¡±À1 ¸ √̋√±˚̨ fl¡ø1¬ı
¬Û±ø1À “̆±À “̋√√ÀÓ¬Úº

¤ÀÚ ¸˜ ˛̊ÀÓ¬ ¤ø√Ú ·Ò”ø˘ Œ˝√√±ª±1 ’±À· ’±À· Œ¬Û˝√√œ ‚11 ¬Û1±
Ú± ◊̋√√øfl¡ ˛̊± ∆˝√√ ·í˘, ‰¬±ø1›Ù¬±À˘ ˝√√“±˝√√±fl¡±1 ˘±ø·˘º Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ◊̋√√ fl¡íÀ˘ø˝√√
fl¡±øÚ ≈̃øÚ Œ¬ıø˘fl¡± ∆Ú1 Ù¬±À˘ Œ˝√√ÀÚ± øÓ¬À1±Ó¬± ¤Ê√Úœ ∆· Ôfl¡± ”√Õ11¬Û1±
Œ√‡± ¬Û±˝◊√√øÂ√˘º fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬± qøÚ ˘À· ˘À· ¸fl¡À˘± ∆Ú1 Ù¬±À˘ Ï¬±¬Ûø˘
Œ˜ø˘À˘º ¬ıUÓ¬ Œ√ø1 Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ ø¬ı‰¬±1 Œ‡±‰¬±1 fl¡ø1À˘ ø¬ÛÀ‰¬ Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ¤Àfl¡±
q—qS Ú±¬Û±À˘º ¸fl¡À˘±Àª Œ¸À ˛̊ ø¬ÛÂ√ø√Ú± ¬Û≈ø˘‰¬fl¡ ‡¬ı1 ø√̊ ˛±ÀÈ¬±Àª ˆ¬±˘
˝√√í¬ı ¬ı≈ø˘ øÔ1±— fl¡ø1À˘º Œ‰¬±Ó¬±˘1¬Û1± 1±˝◊√√Ê√1 øˆ¬1ÀÈ¬± ˘±À˝√√ ˘±À˝√√
¬Û±Ó¬ø˘øÂ√̆ , øÍ¬fl¡ Œ¸ ◊̋√√̧ ˜˚̨ÀÓ¬ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ¬Û”√̆ œ ≈̃‡Ó¬ Œ√‡± Œ¬Û±ª± ·í˘º ‰¬±√11
’“±‰¬À˘À1 ≈̃‡ Ï¬±øfl¡ õ∂± ˛̊ Œ√Ãø1 ’ √̋√±ø√ ’±ø √̋√ Œ¬Û √̋√œ øˆ¬Ó¬1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜±À˘ø √̋√º
ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 øÚÀ«√̇ Ó¬ ¬ı±fl¡œ Ôfl¡± 1± ◊̋√√Ê√ ’“±Ó¬ø1 ·í˘º ¤ÀÚÀ˚̨± Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 1± ◊̋√√Ê√1
˜±Ê√Ó¬ ˜±ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ŒÚ±˘±¬ı ¸fl¡À˘±Àª Ê√±ÀÚ, Œ¸À˚̨ Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ’±¬ÛøM√√ Úfl¡ø1À˘º
ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 fl¡± ∏̄ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø √̋√ ”̃1Ó¬ √̋√±Ó¬ Ù≈¬1± ◊̋√√ ˜1À˜À1 ≈̧øÒÀ˘, ëëfl¡íÓ¬
∆·øÂ√ø˘ Ó¬1±, ’±ø˜ ¬ı1 ˆ¬ ˛̊ ‡± ◊̋√√ ∆·øÂ√À “̆±º Œ˜±fl¡ Úfl¡ª ˚ø√ Œ¬ıÃÀª1Àfl¡
¸fl¡À˘± fl¡Ô± fl¡íø¬ı ¬ı±1n∏, øfl¡c ¤ÀÚ√À1 Ú± ◊̋√√øfl¡˚̨± ∆ √̋√ Ú±˚±ø¬ıííº ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬
¬ı±ø˝√√1Õ˘ ∆·øÂ√˘, ’± ◊̋√√fl¡ 1±øÓ¬1 ¸±Ê√1 Œ˚±-Ê√± fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ◊̋√√—ø·Ó¬ ø√À˘º
Œ˜±fl¡ fl¡íÀ˘, ëëÀ¬Û √̋√œ1 ›‰¬1ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø √̋√ Ô±fl¡ ˚±ííº

Œ¸ ◊̋√√ø√Ú± 1±øÓ¬1 ¸±Ê√ ‡±›“ÀÓ¬ ˚ÀÔ©Ü Œ√ø1 ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆ º ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ Ó¬±À˜±˘
¤‡Ú ≈̃‡Ó¬ ˆ¬1± ◊̋√√ ø¬ıÂ√Ú±Ó¬ ¬ı±·ø1¬ıÕ˘ ˘›“ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ¬ı±ø √̋√1Ó¬ Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ◊̋√√ ˜±øÓ¬
Ôfl¡± qøÚÀ˘º ëë˜À˝√√Ú fl¡fl¡±˝◊√√, ’í ˜À˝√√Ú fl¡fl¡±˝◊√√ííº ≈√ª±1 ‡≈ø˘ ’±˜±1
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¸fl¡À˘±À1 ’±‰¬ø1Ó¬ Œ √̋√±ª±1 ¬Û±˘, ¬ı±ø √̋√1Ó¬ ¤ ◊̋√√ 1±øÓ¬‡Ú 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ øÔ ˛̊ ∆ √̋√
’±øÂ√̆ º ëëÊ√1n∏1œ fl¡Ô± ¤È¬± ’±øÂ√̆  fl¡fl¡± ◊̋√√º Œ¬ı ˛̊± Ú±¬Û±¬ı± 1±øÓ¬‡Ú ’±˜øÚ
ø√̊ ˛±1 ¬ı±À¬ıºíí 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√fl¡ øˆ¬Ó¬1Ó¬ ¬ıø √̋√¬ıÕ˘ ø√À˘º ’±À ˛̊ øfl¡À √̋√À1 ’±˘ √̋√œ
Œ¸±ÒÀ¬Û±Â√ fl¡1± ˚±¬ı ˆ¬±ø¬ı Ô±Àfl“¡±ÀÓ¬ 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√À ˛̊ ˜±Ó¬ ˘·±À˘, ëëÀ¬ıÃ ¤Àfl¡±
fl¡ø1¬ı Ú±˘±À·, ’±¬Û≈øÚ ˜±S ◊̋√√̊ ±̨ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø √̋√ Œ˜±1 fl¡Ô±ø‡øÚ qÚfl¡º Ó¬1± ¤øÓ¬˚̨±
Œfl¡ÀÚ ’±ÀÂ√, ˆ¬±Ó¬¬Û±Úœ ‡±À˘ÀÚ∑íí ŒÓ¬ÀÚÀÓ¬ ’± ◊̋√√1 Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ øÔ˚̨√„√√± ø√ Ôfl¡±
’±˜±Õ˘ ‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ ¬Ûø1˘º ’± ◊̋√√1 ‰¬fl≈¡1 ‰¬±ªøÚÀÓ¬ ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±À “̆± ’±˜±1 Î¬◊¬Ûø¶öøÓ¬
Ó¬±Ó¬ fl¡±˜… Ú˝√√ ˛̊º ’±ø˜ ’“±Ó¬ø1À “̆± øfl¡c fl¡±Ì ’±˜±1 øÔ ˛̊ ∆˝√√ Ô±øfl¡˘º
¬ı √̋√±Àfl¡±Í¬±1 ¬Û1± ¸1n∏ ¸1n∏Õfl¡ ’ √̋√± ˜±Ó¬-fl¡Ô±1¬Û1± ¤ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±À “̆± Œ˚
Ó¬1± Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ ˛̊ ’±øÊ√ ∆Ú¬Û±11 øÔ ˛̊ ·1± ◊̋√√ø√ Œ¬ı±À˘ Ê√“ø¬Û ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ’±R‚±Ó¬œ √̋√í¬ı
‡≈øÊ√øÂ√̆ º ¬̂±·…SêÀ˜ Œ¸ ◊̋√√¬ı±ÀÈ¬À1 ’±ø √̋√ Ôfl¡± 1øÙ¬fl¡±À˚̨ Œ√‡± ¬Û± ◊̋√√ Òø1À˘Õ·º
¬Û±Â√Ó¬ 1øÙ¬fl¡±À˚̨ ¬ı≈Ê√± ◊̋√√ ¬ıÏ¬̌± ◊̋√√ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ’±øÚ ¬Û”√ø˘ ≈̃‡Ó¬ ∆Ô ·í˘ø √̋√º Œ‰¬±Ó¬±˘Ó¬
˜±Ú≈̋ √√ Ôfl¡±1 ¬ı±À¬ı 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ ‚”ø1 ·í˘, ¸fl¡À˘±À1 ’±·Ó¬ ¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±1 fl¡Ô± fl¡í¬ı
øÚø¬ı‰¬±ø1À˘º ø˜Â√±ø˜øÂ√ ¬ı√Ú±˜ √̋√í¬ıº ¤ÀÚÀ˚̨› ∆ √̋√ Œ˚±ª±ø‡øÚÀ˚̨ fl¡˜ ˚±Ó¬Ú±
ø√ÀÂ√ÀÚ Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡º

ø¬ıÂ√Ú±ÀÓ¬  ¬ıø˝√√ Ôfl¡± Œ¬Û˝√√œÕ˘ ‰¬±À “̆±, Œ¬Û˝√√œ1 ≈√‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ ˆ¬1¬ı±ø1 ∏̄±1
Ï¬̆ º Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ˚̨ ¤ÀÚ ¤È¬± ‰¬1˜ ø¸X±ôL ∆˘øÂ√̆  ’±1n∏ ˜ ◊̋√√ ¤Àfl¡±À1 ≈̂¬  Ú±¬Û±À “̆±,
øÚÊ√Àfl¡ ¬ı1 Œ√± ∏̄œ  ’Ú≈̂ ¬ª fl¡ø1À “̆±º 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’±øÊ√ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ ‚”1± ◊̋√√
¬Û±À “̆±, Ú √̋√íÀ˘.....  ŒÓ¬ÀÚÀÓ¬ ’± ◊̋√√ Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√̆ º ëëÓ¬1± ¤ ◊̋√√Ù¬±À˘ ’± √̋√À‰¬±Ú,
Ú±fl¡±øµø¬ıº fl¡fl¡±À ˛̊À1 ˜±øÓ¬ÀÂ√íí, Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡ ∆˘ ·í˘, ’±ø˜› fl¡±Ì Î¬◊Ú± ◊̋√√
¬Û±Â√1ø‡øÚ fl¡Ô± qøÚ¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡ø1À “̆±º ëë˜À √̋√Úfl¡± ◊̋√√ ’±1n∏ Œ¬ıÃ, ˜ ◊̋√√ fl¡Ô±
¤È¬± fl¡í¬ı Œ‡±ÀÊ√“±, ’±À·À ˛̊ ∆fl¡ ˘›“, fl¡Ô± qøÚ ‡— Úfl¡ø1¬ı± Œ˜±fl¡, ’±1n∏
Ó¬1±Àfl¡±íí, 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 ˜±Ó¬ qÚ± ·í˘º

ëëÓ¬1±fl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√ ø¬ı ˛̊± fl¡ø1¬ı ø¬ı‰¬±À1“±íí, 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 ˜±Ó¬ÀÈ¬± ’±Àª·ÀÓ¬
fl“¡¬Û± Œ˚Ú ˘±ø·˘º ·˘À‡fl¡±ø1 ¤È¬± ˜±ø1 øÎ¬ø„√√ÀÈ¬± ¬Ûø1©®±1 fl¡ø1 ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1
‘√Ï¬ˇfl¡ÀFÀ1 fl¡íÀ˘, ëë¬Û1± √̋√íÀ˘ Ó¬1±1 √̋√±Ó¬ ‡≈øÊ√¬ıÕ˘ ’±øÊ√ Ú √̋√̊ ˛, ’±·ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√
’±ø˝√√À “̆±À “̋√√ÀÓ¬Ú, Ó¬1±1 ø¬ı ˛̊± Œ˝√√±ª±1 ’±·ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√º øfl¡c øfl¡ fl¡ø1˜ ˜ ◊̋√√ Œ˚
Œ¬ıÀ˘· Ò «̃1º Ó¬1±fl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√ ¸1n∏À1¬Û1± Œ√ø‡ ’±ø √̋√ÀÂ√“±, “̧‰¬± fl¡›“, Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√
Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¶≈®˘Ó¬ ¤Àfl¡˘À· ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±1 ø√Ú Òø1 ˆ¬±˘ ¬Û± ◊̋√√ ’±ø˝√√ÀÂ“¬±º øfl¡c ’±˜±1
ø¬ı˚̨± ¸˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±øÚ Ú˘íÀ˘À “̋√√ÀÓ¬Úº Œ¸À˚̨ ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚̨± ¸± √̋√̧  Úfl¡ø1À “̆±º Ó¬1±À˚̨±
Ê√±ÀÚ ¤ ◊̋ √√fl¡Ô±º Ó¬±À ˛̊± ˜±øôL Ú √̋√í˘, Œ¬ı±À˘ ’±À¬Û±Ú±À˘±fl¡fl¡ ≈√‡ ø√ Œ˜±1
˘·Ó¬ ¬Û˘± ◊̋√√ ˚±¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1º Ó¬±Ó¬Õfl¡ ’±À¬Û±Ú±À˘±fl¡1 ¬Û‰¬µ˜ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ø¬ı˚̨± √̋√í¬ıíí,
fl¡Ô±ø‡øÚ ∆fl¡ 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ ’˘¬Û Œ√ø1 1í˘, ëëø˚ ˝√√í˘ ∆˝√√ ·í˘ ¬ı±1n∏, øfl¡c
¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ˜ ◊̋√√  ’±1n∏ Ó¬1±1  ≈√‡ ¸ø˝√√¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1“±º ˜ ◊̋√√ ’±À¬Û±Ú±À˘±fl¡fl¡ fl¡Ô±
ø√ÀÂ√“± Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ≈̧À‡À1 1±ø‡˜ ˜ ◊̋√√, Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±› ¤Àfl¡± ≈√‡Ó¬ ¬Ûø1¬ıÕ˘ øÚø√›“ííº

¬ıUÓ¬ Œ√ø1 Úœ1¬ıÓ¬±, ˝√√ ˛̊ÀÓ¬± øfl¡ fl¡í¬ı ø¬ÛÓ¬±À ˛̊ ˆ¬±ø¬ı Œ¬Û±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√º
ëë1øÙ¬, ŒÓ¬±˜±fl¡ ¬ı± Ó¬1±fl¡ ’±ø˜ ‡— fl¡1±1 fl¡Ô± Ú±À˝√√ ◊̋√√ ˛̊±Ó¬º ¸˜±Ê√‡Ú
’±ÀÂ√ ¬ı±À¬ı ◊̋√√ ’±ø˜ ’±ÀÂ√“±, Œ¸À ˛̊ ¸˜±Ê√1 øÚ ˛̊̃  ˜ ◊̋√√ ˆ¬±ø„√√¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1“±º
ŒÓ¬±˜±1 √À1 Œ˚±·… ˘í1± ˝√√ ˛̊ÀÓ¬± Ó¬1±1 ¬ı±À¬ı Œfl¡±ÀÚ±Àª ◊̋√√ Ú±øÂ√˘º øfl¡c,
øfl¡ fl¡À1“± ¸±˜±øÊ√fl¡ øÚ ˛̊̃ À1 ŒÓ¬±˜±À˘±fl¡1 ø¬ı ˛̊± ˜ ◊̋√√ ¬Û±øÓ¬ ø√¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1“±ºíí

ëëÊ√±ÀÚ±, ˜À˝√√Ú fl¡±˝◊√√º Ó≈¬ø˜ Œ˜±fl¡ ’±øÊ√À˚˛˝◊√√ ¤Àfl¡± fl¡Ô± ø√¬ı
Ú±˘±À·º øfl¡c ˚ø√ Ó≈¬ø˜ ¸ijøÓ¬ ø√̊ ±̨ ŒÓ¬ÀôL ˜ ◊̋√√ ’ √̋√± 1ø¬ı¬ı±À1 ’±ø √̋√ Ó¬1±fl¡
∆˘ ˚±˜ø √̋√º ◊̋√√̊ ˛±Õ˘ ’ √̋√±1 ’±À· ’±À· Œ˜±1 ’± ◊̋√√fl¡ fl¡Ô±ø‡øÚ fl¡íÀ “̆±Àª ◊̋√√,
’± ◊̋√√1 ¤Àfl¡± ’±¬ÛøM√√ Ú± ◊̋√√ ¬ı1= ¤ ◊̋√√ fl¡Ô± Ê√±øÚ ’± ◊̋√√ ‡≈Î¬◊¬ı ≈̧‡œº ‰¬˝√√11
fl¡íÀ˘Ê√Ó¬ Œ˜±1 ‰¬±fl¡ø1ÀÈ¬±› ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ¶ö± ˛̊œ ˝√√í˘º Ó¬1±Àfl¡± Ó¬±Õ˘Àfl¡ ∆˘
˚±˜ºíí

fl¡Ô±ø‡øÚ ∆fl¡ 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ ·í˘Õ·º  ëëÓ¬1±, Ó¬ ◊̋√√ ¬ı± øfl¡ ˆ¬±¬ıº Ó¬ ◊̋√√ ø˚
ø¬ı‰¬±1 Ó¬±Àfl¡ √̋√í¬ıº ’±˜±1 fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú Ú± ¬̂±ø¬ıø¬ıº Ó¬̋ ◊√√ ≈̧À‡À1 Ô±øfl¡À˘ ’±ø˜›

≈̧‡œºíí ø¬ÛÓ¬±À ˛̊ Œfl¡±ª± qøÚÀ “̆±º ’± ◊̋√√ ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√1 ◊̋√√øÓ¬¬ı±‰¬fl¡ ¸ “̋√√±ø1À ˛̊ Ó¬1±
Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡ 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1 õ∂ô¶±ª ¢∂̋ √√Ì fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ¸± √̋√̧  ø√À˘º Œ¸À˚̨ 1øÙ¬fl¡±À˚̨ fl¡Ô±
ø√˚˛±˜ÀÓ¬˝◊√√ 1ø¬ı¬ı±À1 ·Ò”ø˘ ’±ø˝√√ Ó¬1±À¬Û˝√√œfl¡ ∆˘ ·í˘º ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡1
øÚ˚̨˜˜ÀÓ¬ 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√1  ∆¸ÀÓ¬ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 øÚfl¡± √̋√ ∆ √̋√ ·í˘º Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¸˜±ÀÊ√ Œ¬Û √̋√œfl¡
’±√ø1 ˘íÀ˘º ’ªÀ˙… ’±ø˜ Ó¬±Ó¬ ˆ¬±· ˘í¬ıÕ˘ ˚±¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆±º ø¬ÛÀ‰¬
’± ◊̋√√-ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ Œ√ø‡ ˆ¬±ª √̋√í˘ ”√Õ1Ó¬ Ô±øfl¡› ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡ Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 ¬ı±À¬ı ≈̧‡œº
øfl¡Â≈√ ¬ıÂ√11 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ˜ ◊̋√√ ≈̧‡…±øÓ¬À1 ¶≈®˘1 Œ√›Ú± ¬Û±1 ∆ √̋√ ‰¬ √̋√11 fl¡íÀ˘Ê√Ó¬
Ú±˜ ˘·±À “̆±Õ·º Ú±˜ˆ¬øÓ«¬ ‰¬ø˘ Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ¬Û±Â√Ù¬±˘1¬Û1± ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡ ˜±Ó¬ ¤ ∏̄±1
qøÚÀ “̆± ëë˜± ≈̃íí, Œ¸˚̨± 1øÙ¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ ˜±ÀÚ 1øÙ¬ Œ¬Û √̋√±1 ˜±Ó¬º Œ¸ ◊̋√√‡Ú fl¡íÀ˘Ê√ÀÓ¬
ø¬ıM√√œ ˛̊ ø¬ıˆ¬±·Ó¬ fl¡±˜ fl¡À1º Ú±˜ˆ¬øÓ«¬1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ 1í¬ıÕ˘ øÚø√À˘, Œ˜±fl¡ ’±1n∏
ø¬ÛÓ¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ øÚ ‚1 Œ¬Û±ª±À˘Õ·º ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡1 ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ‰¬˝√√1ÀÓ¬ øÚª±¸º Ó¬1±
Œ¬Û˝√√œfl¡ Œ√ø‡ ’±Àª· ¸±˜ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆±, ’|n∏ø¸Mê Ú ˛̊ÀÚÀ1 ¸±ªøÈ¬
Òø1À “̆±º ¤¸˜ ˛̊Ó¬ ë¬ı±Ê√œí ’±‡…˛± Œ¬Û±ª± Œ¬Û˝√√œ ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ≈√È¬± ¸ôL±Ú1 ˜±fl¡º
Œ¬Û √̋√œ Œ˚ ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ≈̧‡œ Œ√ø‡À ˛̊̋ ◊√√ Òø1¬ı ¬Û±ø1À “̆±º

ëë’±À¬Û±Ú±À˘±fl¡ ¬ı √̋√fl¡º ˜ ◊̋√√ ·± øÓ¬̊ ±̨ ◊̋√√ ˘›“íí, 1øÙ¬fl¡±À˚̨ ’±˜±fl¡ ¬ıUª± ◊̋√√
·±-ŒÒ±ª± ‚1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜±˘º ø¬ÛÓ¬±À˚̨ ¬ı±1œ‡Ú ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ¬ı≈ø˘ ø¬ÛÂ√Ù¬±˘ ¬Û±À˘Õ·º
√̋√Í¬±ÀÓ¬ ¤È¬± ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡ ≈̧Uø11 ˘ √̋√À1 ‚1ÀÈ¬± ¬̂1± ◊̋√√ Ó≈¬ø˘À˘.........˜ ◊̋√√ Œ˚Ú ’±Àfl¡Ã

Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ∆Ú1 ‚±È¬Ó¬..... ·±ˆ¬1n∏Ê√±fl¡1 “̋√√±ø˝√√1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ..... ’±1n∏ ∆Ú1 ø¸¬Û±À1
Œ¸ ˛̊± ‰¬fl¡±˜fl¡±Õfl¡ ¬ı±1n∏ fl¡±fl¡ Œ√ø‡À “̆±......¸•ú≈‡Ó¬ Ôfl¡± Œ¬Û˝√√œÕ˘ ‰¬±À “̆±º
Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¤Àfl¡ ◊̋√√ ŒÓ¬Ê√1„√√± ·±˘, ≈̃‡Ó¬ ˘±Ê≈√√fl¡œ “̋√√±ø √̋√ ...... √̋√Í¬±ÀÓ¬ ˜ ◊̋√√ ◊̋√√̃ ±Úø√Ú1
¤È¬± ¸±Ô“11 Œ˚Ú Î¬◊M√√1 ¬Û± ◊̋√√ ·íÀ “̆± .....Œ¬Û √̋√œ1 “̋√√±ø √̋√ÀÈ¬± ˘±À √̋√ ˘±À √̋√ Œ˜±Õ˘›
¸—Sêø˜Ó¬ √̋√í˘ ¤È¬± ˆ¬±˘˘·± ·œÓ¬1 fl¡ø˘ ∆ √̋√º
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Œ1±˜LöÚ
 øõ∂ ˛̊Ç± Œfl“¡±ª1



˙œÓ¬1 ¤øÈ¬ ¬Û≈ª±, ‰¬±ø1›Ù¬±À˘ ‚Ú fl≈“¬ª˘œº Ó¬±1 ˜±ÀÊ√À1 ¤øÈ¬ fl¡±˚̨±,
˘±À˝√√ ˘±À˝√√ Œ˜±1 ø√À˙ ’±&ª± ◊̋√√ ’±ø˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√º ’˘¬Û ˜øÌ¬ı ¬Û1± ˝√√í˘Ó¬
Œ√‡± ¬Û±À “̆± ¤ ˛̊±À‰¬±Ú Œ˜±1 ¬ı±˘… ¬ı±gªœ 1øMê˜±, øfl¡c ◊̋√√˜±Ú ¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√ Ó¬± ◊̋√√
fl¡í1 ¬Û1± ’±ø √̋√̆ º Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ Œ√‡± ¬Û± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±1 ˜ÚÀÈ¬± ’Ó¬œÓ¬1 ˘í1±ø˘ fl¡±˘Õ˘
Î¬◊1± ˜±ø1À˘º

¬Û≈̋ √√̃ ± √̋√1 ˙œÓ¬1 1±øÓ¬ Œ “̇Ó¬± Œ˙ÀÓ¬ø˘Ó¬ Œfl¡±ÀÚ ’±·ÀÓ¬ q¬ı ¬Û±À1
Ó¬±Àfl¡ ∆˘ ¸√± ˛̊ Œ˜±1 ’±1n∏ Œ˜±1 ¸1n∏ ˆ¬ø∞I◊1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ fl¡±øÊ√ ˛̊±, fl¡±1Ì
ø¬ıÂ√Ú±‡ÚÓ¬ õ∂ÔÀ˜ Œ˚±ª± ·1±fl¡œÀ˚̨ Œ¬ıøÂ√ Í¬±G± ¬Û±¬ı Œ˚º øfl¡À˚ ¤fl¡ ’±À˜Ê√
ˆ¬1± ø‰¬ôL±ø¬ı˝√√œÚ Ê√œªÚ ’±øÂ√˘º ’±øÂ√˘ ˜±ÀÔ“± ˜1˜ ’±1n∏ ¸1n∏ ¸1n∏
’±s±1À¬ı±1º

¬Û≈̋ √√̃ ± √̋√1 1±øÓ¬1 Í¬±G± øfl¡Â≈√ fl¡˜±¬ıÕ˘Àfl¡ ŒÚøfl¡ ˜±À˚̨À‰¬±Ú ¸√±˚̨ ¬Û≈ª±1
¬Û1± ≈√¬Û1œ˚̨±Õ˘Àfl¡ Œ˘¬Û fl¡•§̆ À¬ı±1 1í√Ó¬ 1í√± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ º ◊̋√√̊ ±̨1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬± ¤fl¡

≈̧fl¡œ˚̨± ’±À˜Ê√ ’±øÂ√̆ º ≈√¬Û1œ˚̨± 1í√Ó¬ ø√̊ ±̨ Œ˘¬Û1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√ fl¡˜˘±
Œ‡±ª±1 ’±À˜ÀÊ√̋ ◊√√ Œ¬ıÀ˘· ’±øÂ√̆ º Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ’±À˜Ê√À¬ı±1 ’±øÊ√1 ˙œÓ¬ Ó¬±¬Û
øÚ ˛̊øLaÓ¬ ‚1À¬ı±1Ó¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º ˙œÓ¬1 ¸g…± ¬ı±ø˝√√11 øÈ¬„√√Ó¬ øÈ¬¬Û øÈ¬¬Û fl≈¡“ª˘œ1

˙s ’±1n∏ Œ¸Ãª± ˜±À ˛̊À‰¬±Ú ¬Û±Â√Ù¬±˘1 ¬ı±1±µ±Ó¬ ’±˜±1 ‰¬±ø1›Ê√Ú1 ¬ı±À¬ı
fl¡ ˛̊̆ ±1 Œ‰¬Ãfl¡±Ó¬ fl¡ ˛̊̆ ± ·1˜ fl¡ø1ÀÂ√º Ó¬±1 ‰¬±ø1›Ù¬±À˘ ¬ıø˝√√ ¬Ûø1 ˛̊±˘1
¸fl¡À˘±Àª ø˜ø˘ fl¡Ô±1 ˜˝√√˘± ˜±À1“±º Ó¬±1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ¸1n∏ ‡≈1± ◊̋√√
’±ø √̋√ Œˆ¬ÃøÓ¬fl¡ ·ä fl¡ ˛̊º Ê√̊ ˛±˘ 1±øÓ¬À¬ı±1 Œ˚Ú ’±1n∏ Ê√̊ ˛±˘ ’±1n∏ Ê√œªôL
∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º ’±øÊ√› Œ‰¬±Ú ˝√√+√ ˛̊1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± Œfl¡±ÌÓ¬ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¶ú‘øÓ¬À¬ı±1 ø˜Í¬±
ø˜Í¬± ˆ¬±ª ¤È¬± ∆ √̋√ ∆1 ’±ÀÂ√º

Ê√œªÚ ≈̊“Ê√Ó¬ ¬ıUÓ¬ ’±&ª± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√À “̆±, øÚÊ√ ˜±øÈ¬1 ¬Û1± ¬ıU øÚ˘·Ó¬º
Ó¬Ô±ø¬Û› ˜ÚÀÈ¬± ¸√± ˛̊ Œ¸Ã ¸±Ó¬ ¸±·11 ø¸¬Û±11 ˜±Ó‘¡ ”̂¬ø˜ÀÓ¬ Ô±Àfl¡º

ëë õ∂Ì˚̨±...õ∂Ì˚̨±...øfl¡ ˆ¬±ø¬ı ’±Â√∑íí 1øMê˜± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√ ˜±Ó¬ ø√̊ ±̨Ó¬ √̋√Í¬±»
¬ı±ô¶ªÕ˘ ‚”ø1 ’±ø √̋√À “̆±º ëë ’, 1øMê˜±, fl¡í1 ¬Û1± ’±ø √̋√ø˘ ¤ ◊̋√√ ¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√ ¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√∑
¬ıí˘ ¬ıí˘ ¬ıUø√Ú ŒÓ¬±fl¡ Œ√‡± ◊̋√√ Ú± ◊̋√√º øˆ¬Ó¬1Õ˘ ¬ıí˘º õ∂ÔÀ˜ ≈̃‡ √̋√±Ó¬ Ò≈̋ ◊√√
‰¬± √̋√ ¤fl¡±¬Û ‡± ◊̋√√ ˘ºíí

¬ı±˘…¬ı±gªœfl¡ ¬Û± ◊̋√√ õ∂Ì ˛̊± ’±ÚµÓ¬ ’±R˝√√±1± ∆˝√√ ¬Ûø1˘º ≈√À ˛̊±À1
Œ˚ ¬ıUÓ¬ ¶ú‘øÓ¬ Œ1±˜LöÚ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ’±ÀÂ√º ’±øÊ√ ≈√À ˛̊± ›À1 øÚ˙± fl¡Ô±
¬Û±øÓ¬¬ı......
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Œfl¡±Ú Ó≈¬ø˜ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ Œõ∂ø˜fl¡
        ø˚À ˛̊ Œ√‡≈ª± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±fl¡ ’±g±11 ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡,
        ¬Û±ø1¬ı± Ê√±ÀÚ± ¶Û «̇ fl¡ø1¬ı Œ˜±1 ø √̋√̊ ˛±1 Î¬◊¬Û˘øtÀ¬ı±1

 ¬Û±˜ ŒÚ ˜ ◊̋√√ Œõ∂˜1 ¤fl¡ ø˜Í¬± ’±ˆ¬± ∏̄...........
        √̋í¬ı ¬Û±ø1˜ Ê√±ÀÚ± ŒÓ¬±˜±1 ’±fl¡±˙1 ¬Û¬Ûœ ˛̊± Ó¬1±.........

Œõ∂˜fl¡ Ê√œ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ 1‡±1 ¤fl¡ ’±õ≠≈Ó¬ Œ‰¬©Ü± ’±øÂ√̆  ’ø¶ú1, ’±‰¬˘ÀÓ¬
Œõ∂˜1 ¸—:± ø¬ı‰¬±ø1 ’±øÊ√› Œ˚Ú ¬ÛÔ ø¬ıÀˆ¬±1 Ó¬± ◊̋√√º Ê√œªÚ1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ± ¤È¬±
≈̃̋ √√”Ó«¬Ó¬ ¸±—¸±ø1fl¡ Œ¬ı±Ê√± ◊̋√√ Œ˚Ú Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ Ê≈√√1n∏̆ ± fl¡ø1 ’±ÀÂ√...¬ıU ¸˜ ˛̊Ó¬

Î¬±À ˛̊ø1‡ÚÀfl¡ ¸ij≈‡Ó¬ ∆˘ ˆ¬±ª1 ¬ı≈1¬ı≈1øÌÀ¬ı±1 ’“fl¡± ◊̋√√-¬Ûfl¡± ◊̋√√ ø˘ø‡ Ô±Àfl¡
Ó¬± ◊̋√√, Ú±Ê√±ÀÚ Ó¬± ◊̋√√ Œ¸ ˛̊± fl¡ø¬ıÓ¬± ŒÚ ’ ◊̋√√Ú øfl¡¬ı±, ŒÚ fl¡ø¬ıÓ¬± √̋í√¬ıÕ˘ ∆· ∆1
∆·ÀÂ√, Ó¬±Àfl¡± Ú±Ê√±ÀÚ Œ˚ Œ¸˚̨± Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 √̋√+√̊ 1̨ ˙s±ª˘œ ŒÚ ¸˜˚̨ ¬Û±1 fl¡1±1
¤fl¡ õ∂ ˛̊±¸ ˜±ÀÔ“± !

ëë˜Ú ˚± ˛̊ Œ˚Ú Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± Œ˜±1 ¬ı≈fl≈¡1 ŒÊ√±ª±1 Ê√±fl¡1 Î¬◊̃ ±Ú ¬Û±¬ı±
Ó≈¬ø˜...

˜Ú ˚±˚˛ Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± ŒÓ¬±˜±1 ˘·Ó¬ ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡ øÚ˙± øÚ˚˛1¸Ú±
Œ˙ª±ø˘1 Ó¬˘Ó¬ √̋√±ÀÓ¬ √̋√±Ó¬ ø√ Œ‡±Ê√ ø√̃ .....

˜Ú ˚±˚˛ Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± ŒÓ¬±˜±1 Î¬◊˙±˝√√Ó¬ ø¬ı˘œÚ ∆˝√√ ˚±˜ ’±1n∏
øÚ¸—·Ó¬±fl¡ ø‰¬1ø√Ú1 ¬ı±À¬ı ø¬ı√±˚̨ ø√̃ ....

˜Ú ˚± ˛̊ ŒÓ¬±˜±1 √̋√+√̊ ˛1+¬Ûœ ¬ı1 ·Â√ÀÊ√±¬Û±Ó¬ ’˘¬Û øÊ√1±˜ ∆·..
’±1n∏ Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±¬ı± ˜Ú ˚±˚̨ ≈√À˚̨± ¤Àfl¡˘À· øÓ¬1ø¬ı1œ˚̨± ’±fl¡±˙Ó¬ Ó¬1±

·øÌ˜...
Œfl¡ª˘ ˜Ú ˚± ˛̊ ’±1n∏ ˜ÀÚ ◊̋√√ ˚± ˛̊...íí
’¬ı…Mê ¬ıUÀÓ¬± fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ ˜Ú √±À¬Û±ÌÓ¬ Œ‡ø˘ Œ˜ø˘ fl¡ø1 Ô±Àfl¡º ≈√øÈ¬

¸ôL±ÀÚÀ1 ¤‡Ú ≈̧µ1 ¸—¸±11 ·1±fl¡œ Ó¬± ◊̋√√, ˝√√ ˛̊ÀÓ¬± ◊̋√√À ˛̊̋ ◊√√ ø√À ˛̊ ¤‡Ú
¬Ûø1¬Û”Ì« ˝√√+√ ˛̊1 ¬Ûø1ˆ¬± ∏̄±º ’ø¶ú ’±øÊ√ ø¬ıÀˆ¬±1, ¬ÛÔø¬ı‰≈¬…Ó¬ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 øÚÊ√1
¬ı±À¬ı ◊̋√√º Ê√œªÚÓ¬ fl¡±˜Ú± fl¡1± ¸fl¡À˘±À¬ı±1 õ∂±¬Û… Ú˝√√í¬ı› ¬Û±À1, Ó¬Ô±ø¬Û
ø¬ıøÒ1 õ∂√M√√ø‡øÚ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ¢∂ √̋√ÌÀ˚±·… Œ √̋√±ª± Î¬◊ø‰¬Ó¬... Œõ∂˜1 ¬Ûø1ˆ¬± ∏̄± Œfl¡±ÀÚ±
¬Û≈1n∏̄ ∏1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ’±ªX Ú √̋√̊ .̨.. Œõ∂̃  ¬ıU1+¬Ûœ, Œõ∂̃ 1 ¬¬ı…±‡…± ¸•Û”Ì« ¬¬ı…øMê·Ó¬,
˜±Ó‘¡Àõ∂˜, ˆ¬±Ó‘¡Àõ∂˜, ˆ¬¢üœÀõ∂˜ ¸fl¡À˘± Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ¬Û”Ì«̂ ¬±Àª Î¬◊¬Û˘øt fl¡ø1ÀÂ√º
∆˙˙ª1 Œ˝√√1± ◊̋√√ Œ˚±ª± ø˜Í¬± é¬ÌÀ¬ı±1À‰¬±Ú Ê√œ¬Û±˘ ∆˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√ ˜±1 øÚ¶§±Ô«
øÚÀ «̂¬Ê√±˘ ˜1˜À¬ı±1Ó¬...øÚ–¸—·œ √̋√íÀ˘› øÚ¶§±Ô««  øÚø¬ıÎ¬̌̂ ¬±Àª ô̧L±Ú1 √±ø˚̨Q
¬Û±˘Ú fl¡1± ◊̋√√ Ê√±ÀÚ± Œõ∂˜1 ¬Û”Ì«1+¬Û Ú √̋√̊ ∑̨ ’ø¶úÀ˚̨ ’±øÊ√ Œ˚Ú ÚÓ≈¬Ú Ê√œªÚ
˘±ˆ¬ fl¡ø1À˘, ‘√Ï¬ˇõ∂øÓ¬: √̋√í˘ fl¡Ó«¬¬ı…Àõ∂˜ ¬Û”Ì« fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘º ˆ¬±Ó¬ ¬ı±øÏ¬ˇ ‡±¬ıÕ˘
˜±øÓ¬ Ôfl¡± ˜±fl¡1 ˜±Ó¬Ó¬ fl¡äÚ±1 ¤fl¡ ’ø‰¬Ú Œ√̇ 1 ¬Û1± ¬ı±ô¶ªÓ¬ ˆ¬ø1 ø√À˘
Ó¬± ◊̋√√, õ∂øÓ¬|n∏øÓ¬¬ıX ˝√√í˘ õ∂øÓ¬á¬± fl¡ø1¬ı Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ˝√√+√ ˛̊1 Œ¬ı√œÓ¬ ˜±fl¡À1 ◊̋√√
õ∂øÓ¬ ”̃øÓ«¬...

√√

 Œ √̋√1± ◊̋√√ Œ˚±ª± Œ˙ª±ø˘1 ≈̧ª±¸
fl¡±fl¡˘œ Ú±Ô



’ø¶ú ‹ ’ø¶ú øfl¡ ˆ¬±ø¬ı ’±Â√±∑ ˆ¬±Ó¬ ø√ÀÂ√“± Œ‡±ª±ø √̋√ ’± √̋√±/ ˜±fl¡1
˜±Ó¬Ó¬ ¸ø•§Ó¬ ‚”1± ◊̋√√ Œ¬Û±ª±ø√ ¬Û±À˘ ’ø¶úÀ ˛̊º ’Ó¬œÓ¬1 Œfl¡±Ú ¬Û‘á¬±Ó¬ Œ˚
øÚÊ√Àfl¡ ø¬ı‰¬±ø1 Œ˝√√1± ◊̋√√ ∆·øÂ√˘ Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ¤Àfl¡± ·˜ Œ¬Û±ª± Ú±øÂ√˘º ›‰¬1ÀÓ¬
Œ˜±¬ı± ◊̋√√̆ Ó¬ øÚø¬ıÎ¬ˇ ˆ¬±À¬ı ¬ı±øÊ√ ’±øÂ√̆  øÊ√Ó≈¬˘1 Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ·±ÚÀÈ¬±

           ¬ıU 1±øÓ¬ √̋√í˘ Ê√±Ú±,
 ıU ·±Ú ’±øÊ√ √̋√í˘ Œ·±ª±
 1±øÓ¬ ¬Û≈ª±¬ıÕ˘ ’˘¬Û ¸˜ ˛̊
 Ê√±Ú± ŒÚ Ú±Ê√±Ú± !!!

’±øÊ√fl¡±ø˘ ’ø¶úÊ√Úœ1À‰¬±Ú ¤Àfl¡±Àª ◊̋√√ ˆ¬±˘ Ú±˘±À·, øfl¡ ˛̊ Ê√±ÀÚ±
¸fl¡À˘±ÀÓ¬ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ù´±¸1+X ’Ú≈ˆ¬ª fl¡À1º ¸‰“¬±Õfl¡ ¸˜˚˛1 ¤˚˛± ø¬ı˙±˘
¬Ûø1¬ıÓ«¬Úº ¤‡Ú ¸1n∏ ¬Ûø1 ˛̊±˘1 Î¬±„√√1 ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ø √̋√‰¬±À¬ı ¬ıU fl¡©Ü1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬±
1„√√œÚ ¸À¬Û±Ú Œ√ø‡øÂ√˘ ’ø¶úÀ ˛̊º ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±qÚ±Ó¬ ’øÓ¬ Œ˜Ò±¬ıœ Â√±Sœ ø˝√√‰¬±À¬ı
˜±fl¡ Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡Õ˘ Œ·Ã1¬ı fl¡øÏ¬ˇ̊ ˛± ◊̋√√ ’Ú± ’ø¶úÊ√Úœ Œ˚Ú ’fl‘¡øS˜ Ê√·Ó¬Ó¬
¬ÛÔ ø¬ı˝3√ √˘ ∆˝√√ ·í˘º øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú fl¡Ô± Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± Úˆ¬ª±Õfl¡ ˝√√˚˛ ÚÓ≈¬¬ı±
’õ∂Ó¬…±øé¬Ó¬ˆ¬±Àª ¸—‚øÈ¬Ó¬ √̋√̊  ̨ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚̨± ≈̧‡ ’±1n∏ ≈√‡ ≈√À˚̨±È¬± ◊̋√√ ’Ú≈̂ ¬ª √̋√̊ º̨
˜ÚÓ¬ ¬ÛÀ1 Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ∆˙˙ªfl¡±˘1 ø√ÚÀ¬ı±1Õ˘, øfl¡√À1 Ê√± ≈̃, Ê√˘Ù¬± ◊̋√√ ·Â√1
Ó¬˘Ó¬ ¬ı±ø˘‚1 ¸±øÊ√ Ú±ø1fl¡˘1 Œfl¡±À1±fl¡±Ó¬ ‰¬±Õ„√√ ŒÈ¬„√√±1 ˆ¬±Ó¬ 1g±
Œ‡ø˘øÂ√̆ º ¬ı √̋√±· ø¬ıU ’±1n∏ ˜±‚ ø¬ıU1 Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ›‰¬1 ‰≈¬¬ı≈1œ˚̨±1 fl¡Ì fl¡Ìø¬ı˘±Àfl¡
ø˜ø˘ fl¡1± “̋√√±ø˝√√ Ù”¬øÓ«¬À¬ı±1 ’±1n∏ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ U“‰¬ø1 ¢∂n¬ÛÀÈ¬± ! ˜ÚÓ¬ ¬ÛÀ1 ·ÌÚ±
fl¡ø1¬ı ÚÊ√±Ú± ¶§ÀQ› ’±øÊ√«Ó¬ ¬Û˝◊√ √‰¬±À1 ¸≈µ1Õfl¡ ¬Ûø1À¬ı˙Ú fl¡1±
¬ı±ø˘Àˆ¬±Ê√À¬ı±1/¸‰“¬±Õfl¡ øfl¡ Œ˚ ˜Ò≈1 ’±øÂ√̆  Ó¬± √̋√±øÚ1 ø√ÚÀ¬ı±1º øÚˆ¬±Ê√̂ ¬±À¬ı
fl¡1± Œ¸ ◊̋√√ “̋√√±ø √̋√ Ù”¬øÓ«¬À¬ı±1 Œ˚Ú fl¡1¬ı±Ó¬ Œ √̋√1± ◊̋√√ ·í˘, Œ √̋√1± ◊̋√√ ·í˘ ∆˙˙ª1
Œ¸ ◊̋√√ Œ¸±Ì±˘œ ø√ÚÀ¬ı±1...... ’ø¶ú Sê˜±i§À˚̨ ·±ˆ¬1n∏ √̋√í˘, Œ˚ÃªÀÚ Œ˚Ú Ó¬± ◊̋√√1
Œ¸Ãµ˚…Ó¬ ≈̧ª·± ‰¬1±À˘º ¬ıU ŒÎ¬fl¡± ˘í1±1 ¸À¬Û±Ú1 fl≈¡“ª1œ ’±øÂ√̆  ’ø¶ú,
øfl¡c Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ’±øÂ√̆  ‘√Ï¬̌õ∂øÓ¬: øÚÊ√1 ˘é¬…Ó¬ Î¬◊¬ÛøÚÓ¬ ŒÚ±À √̋√±ª± ¬Û ô̊«L Œfl¡±ÀÚ±
Œõ∂˜1 Ê√±˘Ó¬ Ú¬Ûø1˘ Ó¬± ◊̋√√º ¸±ø˝√√Ó¬… ’±1n∏ ’±È«¬1 õ∂øÓ¬ Ôfl¡± ’Ú≈1±·ø‡øÚ
‰¬‰«¬± fl¡ø1¬ı1 Î¬◊S±ª˘ ’±øÂ√˘ ˜ÚÀ¬ı±1- Ó¬1±Ù≈¬˘± ’±fl¡±˙1 ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡œ
¬ı1 ∏̄≈ÌÀ¬ı±1fl¡ ’±¬ıX fl¡ø1¬ı ø¬ı‰¬±ø1øÂ√˘ øÍ¬fl¡ ˜±˜øÚ 1 ˛̊‰¬˜ Œ·±¶§±˜œ1 √À1
’±1n∏ ø¬ı˘œÚ ∆˝√√ ˚±¬ı ‡≈øÊ√øÂ√˘ ’Ú≈1±Ò±1 Œ√˙Ó¬º ¸˜ ˛̊1 Œ “̧±Ó¬Ó¬ ¬ı±·ø1
’±ø˝√√ ¤ø√Ú ’ø¶ú ’±ø˝√√ ¬Ûø1˘ ˜˝√√±Ú·1œ1 Ê√±fl¡Ê√˜fl¡Ó¬±À1 ˆ¬1± Œ¸ ◊̋√√
fl¡À˘Ê√‡ÚÓ¬º fl¡À˘Ê√œ ˛̊± Ó¬Ô± Œ √̋√±À©Ü˘œ ˛̊± Ê√œªÀÚ Œ˚Ú ‚”1± ◊̋√√ ’±øÚøÂ√̆
¬Û≈Ú1¬ı±1 ∆˙˙ª1 Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ›˜˘± ø√ÚÀ¬ı±1...¬ı±ø˘‚11 ¬Ûø1ªÀÓ«¬ ª±˘ Œ˜·±øÊ√Ú,
fl¡À˘Ê√1 Œ˜·±øÊ√ÚÓ¬ øÚÊ√1 õ∂øÓ¬ˆ¬± ø¬ıfl¡±˙1 ¬ÛÔ ¬Û± ◊̋√√ Ó¬± ◊̋√√ Œ˚Ú ’±Àfl¡Ã
¸Ê√œª ∆ √̋√ Î¬◊øÍ¬øÂ√̆ ..Î¬◊ø1 Ù≈¬ø1øÂ√̆  1„√√ ø¬ıø1„√√œ ˛̊± ¬Ûø‡˘±1 √À1 ¤È¬± Ù≈¬˘1
¬Û1± ’±ÚÀÈ¬± Ù≈¬˘Õ˘..¸˝√√Ê√ ¸1˘ Ê√œªÚ ¤È¬± ’ø¶ú1 fl¡±˜… ’±øÂ√˘º
’ø¶úÊ√Úœ Œ˚Ú ¤·1±fl¡œ Œõ∂ø˜fl¡±Õ˘ 1+¬Û±ôLø1Ó¬ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘- ˜Ú ∆·øÂ√˘
fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 ‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ ‰¬fl≈¡ ∆Ô õ∂fl‘¡Ó¬ Œõ∂˜1 Î¬◊¬Û˘øt fl¡ø1¬ıº
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˜ ◊̋√√
 ¬ı1√± Ó¬± ≈̆fl¡√±1



˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√íÀ “̆± ¤øÈ¬ ¶§fl¡œ˚̨ ¸N±
˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√›“ øÚÀÊ√̋ ◊√√ øÚÊ√1 ^©Ü±º

˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√›“ ¶§±ÒœÚÀ‰¬Ó¬œ˚̨± ˜Ú1 ’øÒfl¡±1œ
˜ ◊̋√√ ˜±øÚ Ú˘›“ ¬Û1±ÒœÚÓ¬± ø˙1ÚÓ¬ fl¡ø1º

˜ ◊̋√√ õ∂±Ò±Ú… ø√›“ Œ˜±1 ’±R¸ij±Úfl¡
˜ ◊̋√√ õ∂|˚̨ øÚø√›“ Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±› ’ √̋√—fl¡±1fl¡º

˜ ◊̋√√ ‚‘Ì± fl¡À1“± ¸fl¡À˘± Ò «̃±gÓ¬±fl¡
˜ ◊̋√√ ¸ij±Ú fl¡À1“± Œfl¡ª˘ ˜±ÚªÓ¬±fl¡º

˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√í¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆± ø˜Ó¬¬ı… ˛̊œ Ê√œªÚÓ¬
˜ ◊̋√√ 1±ø‡¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆± È¬fl¡± ¬Û ◊̋√√‰¬± √̋√±Ó¬Ó¬º

˜ ◊̋√√ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡À1“± ¸√± ˛̊ ¬ÛÀ1±¬Ûfl¡±1œ √̋√í¬ıÕ˘
˜ ◊̋√√ fl≈¡F±À¬ı±Ò Úfl¡À1“± øÚÊ√1 ¶§±Ô« ”√1Ó¬ 1±ø‡¬ıÕ˘º

˜ ◊̋√√ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ Ô±øfl¡¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1“± ≈√‡œ˚̨±1 √ø1^Ó¬±
˜ ◊̋√√ ’øÓ¬Õfl¡ Œ¬ı ˛̊± ¬Û±›“ ˜±Ú≈̋ √√1 ¶§±Ô«¬Û1Ó¬±º

˜ ◊̋√√ ¬ı…øÔÓ¬ √̋√›“ ˜±Ú≈̋ √√1 ≈√‡ ’±1n∏ ø¬ı¬Û√Ó¬
˜ ◊̋√√ ¸˜ˆ¬±·œ √̋√í¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡À1“± ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡1 ˘·Ó¬º

˜ ◊̋√√ ø¬ıù´±¸ fl¡À1“± ≈̊øMê¬ı±√Ó¬
˜ ◊̋√√ Úfl¡À1“± ’±À¬Û±‰¬ fl¡±À1“± ˘·Ó¬º

˜ ◊̋√√ ¸√±˚̨ ’È¬˘ Ô±Àfl¡“± Œ˜±1 ø¶öøÓ¬Ó¬
˜ ◊̋√√ fl¡√±ø¬Û ˘1‰¬1 Úfl¡À1“± øfl¡ø=Ó¬º

˜ ◊̋√√ ¸√±˚̨ √̋√›“ ¸fl¡À˘± fl¡Ô±Ó¬ ¶Û©Ü¬ı±√œ
˜ ◊̋√√ ¬ÛÀ1“± Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±¬ı± ø¬ı¬Û√Ó¬ √̋√í¬ıÕ˘ ˚±˚̨ ¸Ó¬…¬ı±√œº

˜ ◊̋√√ ¸ª fl¡Ô± ‰¬±›“ Œ˚±·±Rfl¡ ‘√ø©ÜÀ1
˜ ◊̋√√ ˜Ú1 ˆ¬±ª õ∂fl¡±˙ fl¡À1“± øÚ1À¬Ûé¬ ‘̧ø©ÜÀ1º

˜ ◊̋√√ ø‰¬ôL± fl¡À1“± ¸√±˚̨ ’±fl¡±˙˘—∏‚œ
˜ ◊̋√√ ¸1n∏1 ¬Û1± ◊̋√√ ’±øÂ√À “̆± Î¬◊2‰¬±fl¡±—é¬œº

˜ ◊̋√√ ¬ı±ô¶ª±ø ˛̊Ó¬ fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆± Œ˜±1 Î¬◊2‰¬±fl¡±—é¬±
˜ ◊̋√√ √̋√̊ ˛ÀÓ¬± ¬Û”1Ì fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1À “̆± ¬ıUÓ¬À1 ’±fl¡±—é¬œº

˜ ◊̋√√ fl¡±À1“± Í¬·, õ∂¬ı=Ú± ’±1n∏ ’Ú…± ˛̊fl¡ wÀé¬¬Û Úfl¡À1“±
˜ ◊̋√√ ¸fl¡À˘± ‚±È¬ õ∂øÓ¬‚±Ó¬ Œ √̋√̆ ±1À„√√ ’øÓ¬Sê˜ fl¡À1“±º

˜ ◊̋√√ Œ˜±1 ˙Sn∏Àfl¡± :±Ú fl¡À1“± ø˜S1 øÚø‰¬Ú±
˜ ◊̋√√ ’±Àfl“¡±ª±ø˘ ˘›“ ø¸ “̋√√Ó¬fl¡ fl¡ø1 ¬Û≈Ú1 ø¬ıÀ¬ı‰¬Ú±º

˜ ◊̋√√ Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ˜Ú Œ˜À “̆± fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ 1±Ê√ÚœøÓ¬
˜ ◊̋√√ ≈̧ø¬ıÒ± ¬Û±À˘ ¬ıg fl¡ø1˜ ¸˜±Ê√Ó¬ õ∂‰¬ø˘Ó¬ ≈√Ú«œøÓ¬º

˜ ◊̋√√, ˜ ◊̋√√ ∆ √̋√À˚̨ Ô±øfl¡¬ı ø¬ı‰¬±À1“± ’±Rø¬ıù´±À¸À1
˜ ◊̋√√ Ê√œªÚ ≈̊XÓ¬ ’±&ª± ◊̋√√ ˚±˜ ÚÓ≈¬Ú õ∂Ó¬…±˙±À1º
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Œ¬ı±ª±1œ
 Œ˜Ã‰≈¬˜œ ˆ¬A±‰¬± «̊…˛



øSê—.... øSê—.... ∆fl¡ ¬ıÊ√± ˜í¬ı± ◊̋√√̆ 1 ¤˘± «̃1 ˙sÓ¬ ø √̋√̊ ˛± ¸±1 ¬Û± ◊̋√√
Î¬◊øÍ¬˘º ’, Â√̊  ̨¬ı±øÊ√¬ıÀ1 √̋√í˘....À¸±Úfl¡±À˘ Î¬◊øÍ¬ ¬ıË±Â√ fl¡ø1 ·±ÀÈ¬± Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ’±Ê√ø1
∆ √̋√ Œ˘±ª±ÀÈ¬±Àª ◊̋√√ ˆ¬±˘ √̋√í¬ıº ÚÓ≈¬Ú ‚1 ¤‡ÚÓ¬ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ’˘¬Û ’±‰¬Uª±› Ú˘·±
Ú √̋√̊ º̨ ˜±fl¡1 ‚1Ó¬ Œ √̋√±ª± √̋√íÀ˘ÀÓ¬± ¤øÓ¬˚̨± fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ Ú±øÂ√̆ , Â√̊ Ę̀¬± ¬ıÊ√±Ó¬ Ó¬± ◊̋√√
¸À¬Û±Ú1 1±Ê√…Ó¬ ø¬ı‰¬1Ì fl¡ø1 Ù≈¬ø1¬ı ¬Û±À1, ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±qÚ± ’Ô«±» ¬Û1œé¬± ÚÔfl¡±
ø√ÚÀfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬±Ó¬ ’ôLÓ¬–...  Û1œé¬±1 ¸˜ ˛̊Ó¬ ’ªÀ˙… fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬± ’˘¬Û ≈̧fl¡œ ˛̊±º
¬ıË±Â√ fl¡ø1 Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ øfl¡À˚ ¤È¬± Œ˙±Àfl¡ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ˜ÚÓ¬ øSê ˛̊± fl¡ø1ÀÂ√, ‚1Ó¬
ø¬ı ˛̊±1 ’±·ø√Ú±Õ˘Àfl¡ 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª± Œ√ø1Õfl¡ Î¬◊øÍ¬ ¬ıË±Â√Î¬±˘ ∆˘ ◊̋√√Ù¬±˘ ø¸Ù¬±˘
fl¡ø1 ≈̃‡ ‡Ú Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ˜±Àfl¡ ¬ıÚ± ◊̋√√ ø√̊ ˛± ‰¬± √̋√fl¡±¬Û ‡± ˛̊º øfl¡c ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ˘1±˘ø1Õfl¡
≈̃‡ Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ’fl¡˘ ≈̃‡ Ò≈ª± ◊̋√√ Ú √̋√̊  ̨·±ÀÈ¬±› Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ø‰¬Ò± ¬Û±fl¡‚1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜±¬ı ˘±ø·¬ıº
◊̋√√̃ ±Ú Í¬±G±Ó¬ ¤ ◊̋√√À √̋√Ú ˜±‚ ˜± √̋√Ó¬ ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú Œ¸±Úfl¡±À˘ ·± Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ¬Û±fl¡‚1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√

¸fl¡À˘±À1 fl¡±1ÀÌ ‰¬± √̋√ ’±1n∏ ’±Ú Œ‡±ª±1 Œ˚±·±1 fl¡1±1 Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 Œ˚ ’ˆ¬…±À¸ ◊̋√√
Ú± ◊̋√√º ˆ¬±ø¬ı ˆ¬±ø¬ı ‰¬fl≈¡¬Û±Úœ ˜ø‰¬ Œfl¡±ÀÚ±˜ÀÓ¬ ¬Û±fl¡‚1 ¬Û± ◊̋√√ ¸fl¡À˘±À1 fl¡±1ÀÌ
‰¬±˝√√ ¬ıÀÚ±ª±Ó¬  ˘±ø·˘º Ó¬±1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ˙±U1 øÚÀ«√˙ ˜ÀÓ¬ ¸fl¡À˘±À1 fl¡±1ÀÌ
1n∏øÈ¬1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’±È¬± ¸±øÚ¬ı ˘·± ˝√√í˘º ëëŒ˝√√ ÷ù´1... fl¡íÓ¬ Œ¸±˜±À “̆±ø˝√√ ˜ ◊̋√√íí
˜ÚÀÓ¬ ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ˘ Ó¬± ◊̋√√, ˜±Àfl¡ ¸±øÚ ŒÔ±ª± ’±È¬±À1 1n∏øÈ¬ ≈̆ø‰¬ ¬ıÚ± ◊̋√√ Œ‡±ª±1
’ˆ¬…±¸ ÚÔfl¡± Ú˝√√ ˛̊, øfl¡c øÚÀÊ√ ’±È¬± ˜øÍ¬ ‡≈¬ı fl¡À˜À˝√√ ¬ıÚ± ˛̊.....Ó¬±ÀÓ¬
’±Àfl¡Ã ø¬ı ˛̊±1 ‚11 ’±˘ø˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√ ◊̋√√, ¸fl¡À˘±À1 ¬ı±À¬ı ◊̋√√˜±ÚÀ¬ı±1∑ ˝√√í¬ı
fl¡ø1¬ıÀÓ¬±  ˘±ø·¬ı ◊̋√√, Î¬◊¬Û±˚̨ÀÓ¬± Ú± ◊̋√√º ø¬ÛÀ‰¬  Ê√±·1±fl¡œÀ˚̨ ’±ø √̋√ ’˘¬Û ¸ √̋√±˚̨
fl¡ø1 ø√̊ ±̨Ó¬ Ó¬± ◊̋√√ øfl¡Â≈√ ¸fl¡± √̋√ ¬Û±À˘º

˘í1±À¬ı±11 √̋√íÀ˘ ¸fl¡À˘±ø‡øÚ ¤Àfl¡ ◊̋√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ’ø1µ˜ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ¶§±˜œ,
¤ ◊̋√√Àfl¡ ◊̋√√ø√Ú ‰≈¬øÈ¬Ó¬ ’±ÀÂ√ ¬ı±À¬ı ŒÓ¬›“ ◊̋√√˜±Ú Œ√ø1Õ˘Àfl¡ q ◊̋√√ ’±ÀÂ√, ’±Í¬
¬ı±øÊ√¬ıÀ1 √̋√í˘º ŒÓ¬›“1ÀÓ¬± ø¬ıÀ˙ ∏̄ ¤Àfl¡± ¬Ûø1ªÓ«¬Ú Œ √̋√±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√º ŒÓ¬›“ ’±·1
√À1 ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬ÀÂ√, ø¬ÛøgÀÂ√, Ù≈¬ø1ÀÂ√º

’ø1µ˜ – ø √̋√̊ ±̨ ‰¬± √̋√ ¤fl¡±¬Û ø√̊ ±̨...À˜±1 Î¬◊Í¬± ¸˜˚̨ √̋√í˘º ‰¬± √̋√ ø√¬ıÕ˘
’±À √̋√“±ÀÓ¬ ŒÓ¬›“ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 ˜Ú1 ‡¬ı1 ŒÚ±À˘±ª± Ú √̋√̊ .̨..øfl¡ √̋√í˘ Ó≈¬ø˜ Œ˚ ◊̋√√̃ ±ÚÕfl¡
˜ÚÀÈ¬± ˜±ø1 ’±Â√±, ’±˜±1 ‚1Ó¬ øfl¡¬ı± ’ ≈̧ø¬ıÒ± ¬Û± ◊̋√√Â√± ŒÚøfl¡∑  ëë’ ≈̧ø¬ıÒ±
ŒÓ¬ÀÚÕfl¡ ¤Àfl¡± Ú± ◊̋√√ øfl¡c ◊̋√√̃ ±Ú 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª± ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬¬ı ˘±À·, ˘·ÀÓ¬ ·± Ò≈̋ ◊√√...¤ ◊̋√√
’Ó¬À¸±¬Û± fl¡±À¬Û±1 [Œ˜À‡˘±- ‰¬±√1] ¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±1 ø¬Ûøg¬ı ˘±À·, ˜ ◊̋√√ ¬ı1
’˙±øôLÀ √̋√ ¬Û± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√“±º

Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 fl¡Ô±Ó¬ ’ø1µÀ˜ ø˜ø‰¬øfl¡ ˛̊± “̋√√±ø˝√√ ¤È¬± ˜±ø1 fl¡íÀ˘- ’í˝√√...
À¸ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± fl¡Ô±À √̋√... ˜ ◊̋√√ ’±Àfl¡Ã ˆ¬±ø¬ıøÂ√À “̆± Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ◊̋√√ ŒÓ¬±˜±fl¡ øfl¡¬ı± fl¡íÀ˘
ŒÚøfl¡∑ øÍ¬fl¡ ’±ÀÂ√ ¬ı±1n∏ fl¡±À¬Û±1 fl¡±øÚ ¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±11 Î¬◊¬Ûø1 ’Ú… øfl¡¬ı± &1n∏Ó¬1
¸˜¸…± Œ˝√√±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√ÀÓ¬±...¬ı≈ø˘ ’ø1µÀ˜ fl¡Ô± ∏̄±1 Œ˙ ∏̄ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ¬Û±À˘ øfl¡
Ú±¬Û±À˘ ø˝√√ ˛̊±Ê√Úœ ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 Ê√fl¡ƒÊ√fl¡± ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬˘....’í ◊̋√√˜±Ú Î¬±„√√1 Î¬±„√√1
¸˜¸…±À¬ı±1 Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ ’±1n∏ øfl¡ ¸˜¸…± √̋√í¬ı ¬Û±À1∑ ŒÓ¬±˜±À˘±fl¡ ˘í1±À¬ı±À1
fl¡íÓ¬ ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±¬ı±º øÚÀÊ√ 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª± Î¬◊øÍ¬À ˛̊ ·± Ò≈̋ ◊√√ ‰≈¬ø1 ˛̊± ø¬Ûøg¬ı ˘·œ ˛̊±

√̋√íÀ˘À √̋√ ·˜ ¬Û±¬ı±∑
’ø1µ˜–  √̋√í¬ı ¬ı±1n∏ ø√̊ ˛±... ≈√̋ ◊√√ ¤ø√Ú ’±1n∏ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ø√̊ ˛±, ˜ ◊̋√√ ¬ı±1n∏

ŒÓ¬±˜±fl¡  ˜±1±1 ‚11 ¬Û1± ¤ø√Ú ¤¬Û±fl¡ Ù≈¬1± ◊̋√√ ’±øÚ˜, ’ôLÓ¬ ŒÓ¬±˜±1
˜ÚÀÈ¬± ’˘¬Û ¬Û±Ó¬˘ ˘±ø·¬ıº

Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ Œfl¡ÀÚ√À1 ‡≈‰¬ fl¡ø1¬ı ˘±À· Œ¸ ◊̋√√ øfl¡øÈ¬¬ÛÀÈ¬± ’ªÀ˙… ’ø1µÀ˜
ÚÊ√Ú±Õfl¡ Ôfl¡± Ú± ◊̋√√º

Œ¬ı±ª±1œ ˜±1±1 ‚11 ¬Û1± ’±ø √̋√ ¬Û±˘±ø √̋√∑ ‚1Ó¬ ¸fl¡À˘±À1 ˆ¬±˘ÀÚ∑
ŒÓ¬±˜±À˘±fl¡1 ‚11 fl¡± ∏̄ÀÓ¬ Ôfl¡± ŒÓ¬±˜±1 ¬ı1À√Î¬◊Ó¬±1±1 ‚11 ¬Û1± ¤¬Û±fl¡
’±ø √̋√̆ ± ŒÚ ¬ı±1n∏∑ øÚÊ√1 ˘í1± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ  ÚÔfl¡± ˜±Ú≈̋ √√... Ó≈¬ø˜ ˜±Ó¬ øÚø√À˘
’±Àfl¡Ã ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡ ›ÀÙ¬±µ ¬Û±ÀÓ¬ Ú˝√√ ˛̊ ¬ı≈ø˘ Œfl¡±ª±Ó¬ ˙±UÀªfl¡1 ˜±Ó¬Ó¬
Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ¸ø•§» ‚”1± ◊̋√√ ¬Û±À˘º ’Ó¬ Œ√ø1À ˛̊ ’±È¬±ø‡øÚ ≈̃‡1 ’±·Ó¬ ∆˘ ≈√È¬±
¤Àfl¡ Ò1Ì1 ¬ıÈ¬˘ ¤È¬±Ó¬ ¬Û±Úœ ’±1n∏ ’±ÚÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ø1Ù¬± ◊̋√√Ú ŒÓ¬˘ ∆˘ ’±fl¡±˙
¬Û±Ó¬±˘ ˆ¬±ø¬ı øfl¡¬ı± ø √̋√‰¬±¬ı øÚfl¡±‰¬ fl¡ø1 ’±øÂ√̆ º

Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ¬Û±fl¡‚1Ó¬ fl¡±˜ fl¡ø1 Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± Ô±øfl¡À˘ ¬ı1 ’¶§øô¶
¬Û± ˛̊º ¬ı≈fl≈¡‡Ú ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 Ò¬Ûƒ-Ò¬Û±¬ıÕ˘ ÒÀ1, ¸fl¡À˘± fl¡±˜ Î¬◊åI◊±- ¬Û≈åI◊± ∆ √̋√
˚± ˛̊, ’í ˜±...¸fl¡À˘±À1 ˆ¬±˘º ¬ı1À√Î¬◊Ó¬±1 ‚1Õ˘ ¤¬Û±fl¡ ·íÀ “̆± ¬ı≈ø˘ ∆fl¡
ø1Ù¬± ◊̋√√Ú ŒÓ¬˘1 ¬ıÈ¬˘ ∆˘ Ï¬±ø˘ Ï¬±ø˘ ’±È¬± ˜øÍ¬¬ıÕ˘ ˘±ø·˘º ˙±UÀªÀfl¡
¤ÀÚ√À1 fl“¡fl¡±˘Ó¬ √̋√±Ó¬ ∆Ô Ó¬± ◊̋√√fl¡ ¬Û±fl¡‚1Ó¬ øfl¡¬ı± øfl¡ø¬ı ≈̧øÒ Ô±øfl¡À˘ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1
fl¡±˜Ó¬ Œ‡ø˘ Œ˜ø˘ ˘±ø· ˚± ˛̊º

1n∏øÈ¬ Œ¬ıø˘ÀÂ√À √̋√ Œ¬ıø˘ÀÂ√...¬Û±Úœ øÚø‰¬Ú±, ¬Û±Úœ Ú √̋√̊ ˛ ŒÓ¬˘˜ ˛̊ ∆ √̋√
∆·ÀÂ√...Œ¬ıø˘À˘› 1n∏øÈ¬1 ’±fl¡±1 ÚÕ˘ ˜±Úø‰¬S1 ’±fl¡±1À √̋√ ∆˘ÀÂ√º

Ó¬±Àfl¡± Œfl¡±Ú Í¬± ◊̋√√1 ˜±Úø‰¬S ø‰¬Ú±ÀÈ¬± fl¡øÍ¬Úº Œ˚ÀÚ ŒÓ¬ÀÚ ¬ıÚ± ◊̋√√
ˆ¬±øÊ√1 ˘·Ó¬ 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª±1 Œ¬ıËfl¡- Ù¬±©Ü1 ¬ı±À¬ı ’±ÀÈ¬±˜-ŒÈ¬±fl¡±ø1Õfl¡ ¸fl¡À˘±À1
’±·Ó¬ ¬Ûø1Àª˙Ú fl¡ø1À˘º ¸fl¡À˘±Àª ¬ıø √̋√ Œ‡±ª±Ó¬ ˘±ø·˘, Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ¤Àfl¡±
Œfl¡±ª± Ú±˝◊√√, øfl¡c Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ¶§±˜œ ’ø1µÀ˜ fl¡íÀ˘- ëëøfl¡ 1n∏øÈ¬ ¬ıÚ±˘±À˝√√
’±øÊ√...1n∏øÈ¬ ŒÚ ¬Û±¬Û1∑íí  ˘±Ê√Ó¬ 1„√√±-ø‰¬„√√± ¬Ûø1 Ù¬±È¬ Œ˜˘± ¬ı ≈̧̃ Ó¬œ...fl¡íÓ¬
∆· Œ˚ ”̃1ÀÈ¬± &øÊ√ ø√¬ı øÍ¬fl¡ ŒÓ¬ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ¤È¬± ’ª¶ö± ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1º

¬Ûø1ø¶öøÓ¬ ¸±À¬ÛÀé¬ ˙UÀ1Àfl¡ ◊̋√√ ’ªÀ˙ ∏̄Ó¬ ˜±Ó¬ ˜±øÓ¬À˘... √̋√í¬ı ¬ı±1n∏
ø√̊ ˛± Œ¬ı±ª±1œ....õ∂ÔÀ˜ õ∂ÔÀ˜ ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ∆ √̋√À ˛̊̋ ◊√√, fl¡± ◊̋√√Õ˘1 ¬Û1± ¬ı±1n∏ ˜±1± ◊̋√√
[˙±U] ŒÓ¬±˜±fl¡ ’˘¬Û ˆ¬±˘Õfl¡ 1g±-¬ıÏ¬ˇ± ø˙fl¡±¬ıº

ŒÓ¬ÀÚÀÓ¬ ’ø1µÀ˜ ˜±Ó¬ ø√À˘...’í fl¡±˝◊√√Õ˘1 ¬Û1± Ó¬±1 ˜±ÀÚ
Œ¬ı±ª±1œ1 Œ∏C˝◊√√øÚ— ’±1y..›“ ¸±Ê≈√√ Œ˝√√±ª±º fl¡Ô±¯∏±1 ø˚ÀÈ¬± ˆ¬—·œ˜±Ó¬
Ú±È¬fl¡œ ˛̊Ó¬±À1 fl¡íÀ˘ Œ˚ ¸fl¡À˘±Àª Ú± “̋√√±ø˝√√ ŒÚ±ª±ø1À˘º ¸fl¡À˘±À1 “̋√√±ø˝√√1
˙sÓ¬ ‚1‡ÀÚ Œ˚Ú õ∂±Ì ¬Û± ◊̋√√À √̋√ Î¬◊øÍ¬˘º ø √̋√̊ ˛± ◊̋√√ ˜ÚÀÓ¬ ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ˘...’í ˜±À ˛̊
Ó¬±1˜±ÀÚ Ó¬± ◊̋√√ ’±È¬± ˜øÍ¬ Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ Ó¬± ◊̋√√1 Ù¬±À˘ ¬ı±À1 ¬ı±À1 ‰¬± ◊̋√√ ø˜ø‰¬fl¡-
˜±‰¬±fl¡√ “̋√√±ø √̋√ Ôfl¡±1 1 √̋√̧ …ÀÈ¬± ¤øÓ¬˚̨±À √̋√ Î¬◊‚±È¬Ú fl¡ø1À˘º
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- ›ª±Ú flv¡±¬ı‰¬
- ›ª±Ú √̋√±È«¬Ê√
- È≈¬ flv¡±¬ı‰¬
- È≈¬ √̋√±È«¬Ê√
- Î¬±À¬ı±˘
- ø1-Î¬±À¬ı±˘
˝√√±È«¬Ê√1 ¤!¡±ÀÈ¬± õ∂Ô˜ Î¬œ˘Ó¬ Œ‡ø˘ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ¤È¬±

;˘± ◊̋√√ ˘íÀ˘º õ∂Ô˜ Œ‡˘ÀÓ¬ ø¬ı¬Ûé¬ ’Ô«±» Œ˜±1 ’±1n∏ ÒÚ√±1 √̋√±Ó¬1 ¬Û1±
›˘± ◊̋√√ ·í˘ √̋√±È«¬Ê√1 ‰¬± √̋√±¬ı ’±1n∏ Œ·±˘±˜º Î¬±À¬ı±˘ ø√ :±Úœ1 fl¡±˜ Úfl¡ø1À “̆±
ŒÚøfl¡/ ø¬ıøÎ¬̌ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ √œ‚˘Õfl¡ È¬±Ú ¤È¬± ˜±ø1 ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ◊̋√√¶®±¬ÛÚ1 ¤!¡±ÀÈ¬±
Œ‡ø˘À˘ Œ‰¬Àfl¡G Î¬œ˘Ó¬º ÒÚ√± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±Õ˘ Œ¬Û±Àµ±ª±Õfl¡ ‰¬±À˘, Î¬±À¬ı±˘ ø√̊ ±̨1
fl¡±1ÀÌ ŒÓ¬›“1 ‡„√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬ÀÂ√º

fl¡À˘Ê√ Œ˙ ∏̄ fl¡1±1 øfl¡Â≈√ø√Ú1 ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ‰¬±fl¡ø1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜±À “̆±, ·“±ª1
‚11 ¬Û1± ◊̋√√ ’˝√√±-À˚±ª± fl¡À1“±º ‰¬±fl¡ø11 ¬Û1± ’±ø˝√√ ¸øg ˛̊± ¸√± ˛̊ ˜±øÌfl¡
√±˝◊√√øÈ¬˝“√√Ó¬1 ‚1Ó¬ fl¡À∞I◊"√√√ ¬ıËœÊ√ Œ‡ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ¬ıÀ˝“√√±º ¸√¸… ¸√±˚˛ ¤Àfl¡˝◊√√
Œfl¡ ◊̋√√Ê√ÀÚ ◊̋√√ - ÒÚ√± ’±1n∏ ˜ ◊̋√√ ¬Û±È«¬Ú±1, ø¬ı¬Ûé¬Ó¬ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ ˜À √̋√Ú
√± ◊̋√√øÈ¬º ’±È¬± ◊̋√√Àfl¡̋ ◊√√Ê√ÚÓ¬Õfl¡ ¸1n∏ ¸√̧ … ˜ ◊̋√√, ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨
◊̋√√øÓ¬˜ÀÒ… ◊̋√√ ¬ı‘X Œ¬Û=Ú ¬Û± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√º Œ˜±1 ¬ıËœÊ√1 ¬Û±È«¬Ú±1 ÒÚ√±› Œ˜±Ó¬Õfl¡ õ∂±˚̨

Œ¬Û±g1 ¬ıÂ√1˜±Ú Î¬±„√√1º ¸1n∏À1 ¬Û1±˝◊√√ ˜˝◊√√ ˘·1 ¸˜Úœ˚˛±ø‡øÚÓ¬Õfl¡
¬ıÀ ˛̊±ÀÊ√…á¬¸fl¡˘1 ˘·Ó¬À˝√√ ’±D± ˜±ø1 Œ¬ıøÂ√ ˆ¬±˘ ¬Û±›“º  ¬ıËœÊ√ Œ‡˘±1
Œé¬SÀÓ¬± ¤Àfl¡È¬± fl¡Ô± ◊̋√√ ‡±ÀÈ¬º

Œ‡˘1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ¸1n∏Ê√Úœ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀ ˛̊ ’±˜±fl¡ 1„√√±
‰¬± √̋√ ¤Àfl¡±fl¡±¬Û ø√ ·í˘ø √̋√º √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ˘í1± øÓ¬øÚÈ¬±, ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ≈√Ê√Úœº øÓ¬øÚ›È¬±
˘í1± ◊̋√√ ø¬ı ˛̊±-¬ı±1n∏ ¬Û±øÓ¬ ‰¬±fl¡ø1 ”̧ÀS ‚11 ¬Û1± ¬ı±ø √̋√1Ó¬ Ô±Àfl¡, Î¬±„√√1 Ê√Úœ
ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀfl¡± ø¬ı ˛̊± ø√À˘º ‡≈1œ Ï≈¬Àfl¡±ª± ‰¬±ø1˜±˝√√˜±Ú ∆˝√√ÀÂ√º ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ‚1Ó¬
˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ¬ı≈ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ˜±S √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ øÎ¬¢∂œÓ¬ ¬ÛøÏ¬̌ Ôfl¡± ¸1n∏ Ê√œÀ ˛̊fl¡Ê√Úœº

‰¬± √̋√ ‡± ◊̋√√ Ô±Àfl“¡±ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ √̋√Í¬±» fl¡±À1∞I◊ÀÈ¬± ·í˘º fl¡±À1∞I◊ Œ˚±ª± ˜±ÀÚ ◊̋√√
’±˜±1 Œ‡˘1 ’±Ò±ÀÓ¬ ¸±˜1øÌ √̋√̊  ̨¸√±˚̨º øfl¡˚̨ÀÚ± ’±˜±1 õ∂øÓ¬¬Ûé¬, ˜±øÌfl¡
√± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ ˜À˝√√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ±Ê√ÀÚ› Œ˘•Û1 Œ¬Û±˝√√1Ó¬ fl¡±Î«¬ ˜øÌ¬ı
ŒÚ±ª±À1º ’±1n∏ ·“±ªÓ¬ fl¡±À1∞I◊ Œ˚±ª± ˜±ÀÚ ◊̋√√ ≈√‚∞I◊±Õ˘ ¬ı±È¬ Œ‰¬±ª±º ‰¬±˝√√Ó¬
Œ˙ ∏̄ Œ¸± √̋√±ÀÈ¬± ˜±ø1 ÒÚ√± ’±1n∏ ˜ ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬¬ıÕ˘ ˘À “̆±º

ŒÓ¬ÀÚÀÓ¬ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ Œ˜±fl¡ Î¬◊ÀV˙… fl¡ø1 fl¡íÀ˘,
- Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, ’fl¡Ì˜±Ú 1íø¬ıÀ‰¬±Úº fl¡Ô± ¤È¬± ¬Û±øÓ¬¬ıÕ˘ ’±ÀÂ√ ŒÓ¬±1

˘·Ó¬º
˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 fl¡±1ÀÌ ·“±ª1 ¸fl¡À˘± ¬ı1˘± ˘í1± ëÀ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±í ’±1n∏

¸fl¡À˘± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ë˜±Ê√Úœí, ¸fl¡À˘±Àfl¡ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ≈√È¬± Ú±À˜À1 ◊̋√√ ˜±ÀÓ¬º ¸√± ˛̊
¤Àfl¡˘À· ¬ıËœÊ√ Œ‡À “̆± ˚ø√› √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ Œ˚ Œ˜±1 õ∂fl‘¡Ó¬ Ú±˜ÀÈ¬± Ú±Ê√±ÀÚ,
Œ¸ ◊̋√√ø¬ı ∏̄À˚̨ Œ˜±1 øÓ¬˘˜±ÀÚ± ¸Àµ √̋√ Ú± ◊̋√√º

ÒÚ√± ·í˘Õ·, ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ ’±Àfl¡Ã ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ¤È¬± ;˘± ◊̋√√ ’±˜±fl¡
‚11 Ú„√√˘± ≈̃‡Õ˘ ∆˘ ·í˘º Ú≈̃ ± ◊̋√√ Œ˚±ª± ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇÀÈ¬± ¬Û≈Ú1 ;˘± ◊̋√√ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊
’±˜±1 ≈√Ê√Úfl¡ õ∂± ˛̊ È¬±øÚ ’Ú±1 √À1 fl¡± ∏̄1 Œ1¬ı ‡≈Î¬ˇ± “̋√√Ó¬1 ‚11 ¸ij≈‡
Œ¬Û±ª±À˘ø √̋√º √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇÀÈ¬± È¬Ú±1 ·øÓ¬ÀÓ¬ ˜ ◊̋√√ ’Ú≈̃ ±Ú fl¡ø1À “̆± Œ˚ ‚È¬Ú±
øfl¡¬ı± ø¬ı ∏̃̄ º ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ Œ1¬ı ‡≈Î¬̌± “̋√√Ó¬1 ‚11 ≈√À˚̨±È¬± ¬Û≈√ø˘1 ˜±Ê√1
ëÚí Œ˜k Œ˘Gí ø‡øÚÓ¬ ∆1 √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ ◊̋√√Ù¬±À˘ ø¸Ù¬±À˘ ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ õ∂± ˛̊

Ù≈¬‰¬Ù≈¬‰¬± ◊̋√√À˚̨ Œfl¡±ª± ’±1y fl¡ø1À˘ - Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, ’ √̋√± Œ√›¬ı±À1 ŒÓ¬±1 ‰¬±fl¡ø1Õ˘
˚±¬ı ˘·± ’±ÀÂ√ ŒÚøfl¡∑

ëëÚ± ◊̋√√ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬, ˙øÚ¬ı±1 ’±1n∏ Œ√›¬ı±À1 Œ˜±1 Â≈√È¬œ Ô±Àfl¡ºíí
ëë¸Ê√ ¸Ê√º ¤ ◊̋√√ ˜À √̋√ÀÚ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ¤Ê√Úœ1 ‡¬ı1 ’±øÚÀÂ√, Œ˜À˘„√√1

ŒÂ√±ª±˘œº ’ √̋√± Œ√›¬ı±À1 ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ øÓ¬øÚÊ√Ú ˚±˜ ¬ı≈ø˘ ◊̋√√ ‡¬ıÀ1±
¬ÛøÍ¬ ˛̊±À˘º ŒÓ¬ÀÚ ¬ıí˘, ’ √̋√± Œ√›¬ı±À1 øÓ¬øÚ›È¬± ◊̋√√ ∆· ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ ‰¬± ◊̋√√
’±À “̋√√±ºíí

ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇÓ¬ Œ˙ ∏̄ È¬±ÚÀÈ¬± ˜±ø1 ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ Œ˜±fl¡ Î¬◊ÀVø˙… fl¡íÀ˘º
˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ≈̃‡Ó¬ ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘ ¤È¬± ˙s› Ú± ◊̋√√º ‰¬±fl¡ø1Ó¬ Œ¸±À˜±ª± Œ˜±1
ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊± ‰¬±ø1¬ıÂ√1 ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√À √̋√º ’±˜±1 ¬Ûø1 ˛̊±˘ÀÈ¬±1 √±√± ¬ı± ◊̋√√À√Î¬◊ ¸fl¡À˘±Àª
¸—¸±1 fl¡ø1À˘ ˚ø√› ‚1Ó¬ Œ˜±1 ø¬ı ˛̊±1 fl¡Ô± ‚≈Ì±é¬À1› Î¬◊ø˘›ª± Ú± ◊̋√√º
’ªÀ˙… fl¡À˘Ê√Ó¬ Œ˜±1 ˘·1 Œfl¡ ◊̋√√¬ı±Ê√Úœ› ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ1 ◊̋√√øÓ¬˜ÀÒ… ø¬ı˚̨± ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√,
fl¡À˘Ê√1 ø√Ú1 ¬Û1± ◊̋√√ Œõ∂˜Ó¬ ¬Ûø1 Ôfl¡± ˘·1 ˘í1± ≈√È¬±À ˛̊± ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘Àfl¡
ø¬ı˚̨± ¬Û±øÓ¬ÀÂ√º

Ô˜fl¡ ˜±ø1 √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 õ∂ô¶±ªÀÈ¬± ¤¬ı±1 ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ “̆±, Œ¸±Úfl¡±À˘ ø¬ı ˛̊±
¬ÛÓ¬±ÀÈ¬± ˆ¬±˘ fl¡Ô±º ˘í1±-ÀÂ√±ª±˘œ Î¬±„√√1 Œ √̋√±ª±Õ˘ ¬ı≈Ï¬ˇ± ∆ √̋√ ˚±˜ ¬ı≈ø˘ ˆ¬ ˛̊
Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º 1±Ê√¶ö±Ú-&Ê√1±È¬1 Ù¬±˘1 ˘í1±À¬ı±À1ÀÓ¬± ø¬ıÂ√ ¤Õfl¡˙ ¬ıÂ√1 ¬ı˚̨¸ÀÓ¬
ø¬ı ˛̊± ¬Û±ÀÓ¬º √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 õ∂ô¶±ªÀÈ¬± Œ¸À ˛̊ ¬Û‰¬µ ˝√√í˘, ø˚ Ú˝√√›fl¡ ‚11 ˜±Ú≈À˝√√
ø‰¬ôL± Úfl¡ø1À˘› ’ôLÓ¬– ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ Œ˜±1 fl¡Ô± ø‰¬ôL± fl¡ø1ÀÂ√º

˜ÀÚ ˜ÀÚ ’˘¬Û ˆ¬À ˛̊± ˘±ø·˘, ‚11 ’:±ÀÓ¬ ¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±1 fl¡±˜Ó¬
Œ˚±ª± ˆ¬±˘ ˝√√í¬ı Ê√±ÀÚ± ! ‚1Ó¬ ·˜ ¬Û±À˘ øfl¡Ê√±øÚ ·±ø˘› ø√À ˛̊º ¸±˝√√¸
’˘¬Û Œ·±È¬± ◊̋√√ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬fl¡ fl¡íÀ˘± - ëëøÍ¬fl¡ ’±ÀÂ√ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬, ˚±˜º øfl¡c
¸√…˝√√ÀÓ¬ Œ¬ıÀ˘· fl¡±Àfl¡± ¤Àfl¡± Úfl¡í¬ıº √1fl¡±1 ˝√√íÀ˘ ø¬ÛÀÂ√-¬ÛÀ1 fl¡í˜
Œ¬ıÀ˘·fl¡ºíí

◊̋√√˜±Ú Œ√ø1 ¤È¬± ˙s› Î¬◊2‰¬±1Ì Úfl¡1± ˜À˝√√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1
Ù≈¬‰¬Ù≈¬‰¬± ◊̋√√ ˜±Ó¬ ˘·±À˘ - ëë˝√√í¬ı, ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ fl¡±Àfl¡± fl¡í¬ı Ú±˘±À·º ¬Û‰¬µ ˝√√ ˛̊
˚ø√ ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ fl¡À˘ ◊̋√√ √̋√í˘ºíí

ø¸X±ôL √̋√í˘, Œ√›¬ı±À1 √̋ √√¬ıÊ√±Ó¬ ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬
∆· øÓ¬øÚ-’±ø˘1 ›‰¬11 1Ê√Ó¬1 Œ√±fl¡±ÚÀÓ¬ 1í¬ıº Ó¬±1¬Û1± ˜ ◊̋√√ ≈√À ˛̊±Ê√Úfl¡
·±Î¬ˇœÓ¬ Î¬◊Í¬± ◊̋√√ ∆˘ ˚±˜º ·“±ª1 ¬Û1± øÓ¬øÚ›Ê√Ú ¤Àfl¡˘À· ·±Î¬ˇœÓ¬ ›˘± ◊̋√√
Œ˚±ª± Œ√ø‡À˘ √̋ √√Ê√ÀÚ √̋ √√È¬± õ∂ùü fl¡ø1¬ı ¬Û±À1, Œ¸ ◊̋√√ õ∂ùüÀ¬ı±11 ¬Û1± ’“±Ó¬ø1
Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ¤ ◊̋√√ øfl¡øÈ¬¬Ûº

‚1Õ˘ ‚”ø1 ’±ø √̋√ ˆ¬±Ó¬ ≈̃øÍ¬ ‡± ◊̋√√ Œ¸±Úfl¡±À˘ ø¬ıÂ√Ú±Ó¬ ¬Ûø1À “̆±, ˜ÚÓ¬
¤˙ ¤¬ı≈ø1 ø‰¬ôL±º øfl¡ ø¬Ûøg ˚±˜, ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœfl¡ øfl¡ øfl¡ õ∂ùü ≈̧øÒ˜, ˚ø√
¬Û‰¬µ ˝√√ ˛̊ ŒÓ¬ÀôL ‚1Ó¬ ’±ø˝√√ øfl¡ ¬ı≈ø˘ fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬± Î¬◊ø˘ ˛̊±˜ ◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√ ◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√º
√̋√±Ó¬Ó¬ ø√Ú ¬ı≈ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ˜±ÀÔ“± ≈√È¬±º

ø¬ÛÂ√ø√Ú± √̋ √√È¬±˜±Ú ¬ıÊ√±Ó¬ ·±Î¬̌œ‡Ú ∆˘ ’±˜±1 ·“±ª1 ¬Û1± õ∂±˚̨ øSÂ√
øfl¡À˘±ø˜È¬±1 ’“±Ó¬11 ø˙ª¸±·1 È¬±Î¬◊ÚÕ˘ ˚±S± fl¡ø1À “̆± - Î¬◊ÀV˙… ÚÓ≈¬Ú
Œ¬Û∞I◊-‰¬±È«¬ ¤À˚±1 øfl¡Ú±º ë’o1±íÓ¬ Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√À˚̨ ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡ Œ‰¬˘‰¬À˜ÚÊ√Úfl¡ ÚÓ≈¬Ú
øÎ¬Ê√± ◊̋√√Ú1 Œ¬Û∞I◊-‰¬±È«¬ ¤À˚±1 Œ√‡≈ª±Õ˘ fl¡íÀ “̆±º ø¸À˚̨± ÚÓ≈¬Ú øÎ¬Ê√± ◊̋√√Ú1 ëø‰¬'
¬ÛÀfl¡È¬í Œ¬Û∞I◊ ¤È¬± Î¬◊ø˘˚̨± ◊̋√√ ø√À˘º ¤ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ©Ü± ◊̋√√̆ 1 Œ¬Û∞I◊ ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚̨±Õ˘ ø¬Ûøg
Œ¬Û±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√ ˚ø√› Œ˜±1 fl¡ «̃¶ö̆ œ1 ø‰¬øÚ ˛̊1 1Ê√Úœ√±fl¡ ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ¤È¬± ø¬Ûøg
¸±—‚±øÓ¬fl¡ ‰¬±˘ ¤È¬± ø√ Ôfl¡± õ∂±À ˛̊̋ ◊√√ Œ√À‡“±º ¬ıUÓ¬ ¬ı±‰¬-ø¬ı‰¬±1 fl¡1±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬
‡±fl¡œ fl¡±À¬Û±11 ëø‰¬' ¬ÛÀfl¡È¬í Œ¬Û∞I◊ ¤È¬± ’±1n∏ ø¬ÛÈ¬±1 ◊̋√√—À˘G1 Œ¬ıvfl¡ øÈ¬-
‰¬±È«¬ ¤È¬± ¬ı±ø‰¬ ∆˘ fl¡±Î¬◊∞I◊±1Ó¬ ø¬ı˘ ø√À “̆±ø˝√√, 2199 È¬fl¡±º ·±ÀÈ¬± ’˘¬Û
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√̋√̃ √̋√̃ ± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ , øfl¡c Î¬◊¬Û± ˛̊ Ú± ◊̋√√º Ê√œªÚÓ¬ õ∂Ô˜¬ı±1 ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ˚±¬ı
›˘± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√“±, È¬fl¡± 2200 ŒÚ± øfl¡/ Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ Œ˜À˘„√√ ’=˘ÀÈ¬± Œ˚±1 √̋√±È¬ ‰¬ √̋√11
Î¬◊¬Ûfl¡Fœ˚̨ ’=˘, ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ’±ø˜ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ Œ˚±ª± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ ’˘¬Û È¬±Î¬◊Úœ˚̨±
Œ √̋√±ª±1 ¸y±ªÚ± Ú≈̋ ◊√√ fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1º ¬Û ◊̋√√‰¬± √̋√±Ó¬1 ˜ø˘ ¬ı≈ø˘ ˆ¬±ø¬ı Ó¬±1¬Û1±
›˘± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√À “̆±º

·±Î¬ˇœ‡Ú ©Ü±È«¬ fl¡ø1 Ó¬˘±Ó¬˘ Œ √̋√±ÀÈ¬˘1 ›‰¬1 ’±ø √̋√ ¬Û±›“ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ √̋√Í¬±»
‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ ¬Ûø1˘ ë˙…±˜ ŒÊ√∞I◊‰¬ ø¬ıÎ¬◊øÈ¬ ¬Û± «̆±1íº ¶§̊ —̨øSê˚̨ˆ¬±Àª ·±˘Õ˘ √̋√±Ó¬‡Ú
·í˘º Œ‰¬̋ √√, ‰¬±ø1ø√Ú1 ’±·ÀÓ¬ √±øÎ¬̌ fl¡±øÈ¬øÂ√À “̆±À √̋√, ’±Àfl¡Ã ›˘±À˘ ◊̋√√ Œ√À‡±Úº
¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±1 fl¡±˜Ó¬ ¤ ≈̃‡ √±øÎ¬ˇ ∆˘ ·íÀ˘ ˆ¬±˘ Ú±˘±ø·¬ı, ·±Î¬ˇœ‡Ú ¬Û±fl«¡ fl¡ø1
Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√ ·íÀ “̆± ¬Û± «̆±1‡ÚÕ˘º ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘ ¬Û± «̆±1Ó¬ √±øÎ¬ˇ-‰≈¬ø˘ fl¡±øÈ¬ Œ¬Û±ª±
Ú±øÂ√À “̆±º √±øÎ¬ˇ-‰≈¬ø˘ fl¡±øÈ¬¬ı ˘·± √̋√íÀ˘ ’±·ÀÓ¬ Œ√Ãø1øÂ√À “̆± ’±˜±1 ·“±ª1
øÓ¬øÚ’±ø˘1 ˜”1Ó¬ Ôfl¡± ë¬ı≈Ï¬ˇ± Ú±ø¬ÛÓ¬í1 Œ‰¬˘≈ÚÕ˘º ¬ı≈Ï¬ˇ± Ú±ø¬ÛÓ¬ Ê√œ˚˛±˝◊√√
Ô±Àfl“¡±ÀÓ¬ ‚À1 ‚À1 ∆· ¬Ûœ1± ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ¬ı √̋√± ◊̋√√ √±øÎ¬̌-‰≈¬ø˘ fl¡±øÈ¬øÂ√̆ º ¬ı≈Ï¬̌± Ú±ø¬ÛÓ¬
Ï≈¬Àfl¡±ª±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ŒÓ¬›“1 Ú±øÓ¬À ˛̊fl¡ ˙y≈Àª øÓ¬øÚ’±ø˘1 ”̃1ÀÓ¬ Œ‰¬ ≈̆Ú ¤‡Ú
‡≈ø˘À˘º ¬ı≈Ï¬ˇ± Ú±ø¬ÛÀÓ¬ ‡≈À1À1 fl¡±øÈ¬øÂ√˘ √±øÎ¬ˇ, ¬Ûœ1±Ó¬ ¬ı˝√√± ◊̋√√º Ú±øÓ¬À ˛̊Àfl¡
¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± Œ‰¬ ≈̆Ú1 ‰¬fl¡œÓ¬ ¬ı √̋√± ◊̋√√ õ∂ÔÀ˜ ·±˘Ó¬ ¬Û±Úœ1 øÙ¬‰¬fl¡±ø1 ˜±ø1 Œ¬ıvÀÎ¬À1
√±øÎ¬ˇ fl¡±ÀÈ¬º ˜ ◊̋√√ Ó¬±1 øõ∂ø˜ ˛̊±˜ fl¡±©Ü˜±1, øfl¡ ˛̊ÀÚ± ˜ ◊̋√√ ¸5±˝√√Ó¬ ≈√ø√Ú Ó¬±1
Œ‰¬ ≈̆ÚÕ˘ ˚±›“º √±øÎ¬ˇ fl¡È¬±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ Ó¬±1 ˝√√Ó≈¬ª± ◊̋√√ ·±ÀÈ¬±› ˜±ø˘‰¬ fl¡1±›“º
Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±¬ı± ÙË¬œÀÓ¬ ˜±ø˘‰¬ fl¡ø1 ø√À˚̨, Œfl¡øÓ¬˚̨±¬ı± √̋ √√ È¬fl¡± ˘˚̨º

¬Û± «̆±1‡ÚÓ¬ Œ¸±˜±À˚̨ Œ˜±1 ‰¬fl≈¡ ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 øÍ¬˚̨ ∆ √̋√ ·í˘, Œ·±ÀÈ¬ ◊̋√√‡Ú
◊̋√√̆ ± √̋√œ fl¡±1¬ı±1 Œ√À‡±Úº ‰¬±ø1›Ù¬±À˘ ø˜1í1 [˙y≈1 Œ‰¬ ≈̆ÚÓ¬ ŒÎ¬1Ù≈¬È¬ ¬ı± ◊̋√√

ŒÎ¬1Ù≈¬È¬ ¤‡ÀÚ ◊̋√√ ’± ◊̋√√Ú±], ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ Œfl¡ ◊̋√√‡Ú˜±Ú Œ¬ı“fl¡± ∆ √̋√ Œ˚±ª± ‰¬fl¡œº ‰≈¬ø˘-
√±øÎ¬ˇ fl¡È¬± ˜±Ú≈̋ √√À¬ı±À1± ≈̧µ1Õfl¡ ◊̋√√Î¬◊øÚÙ¬ «̃Ó¬º ‰¬fl¡œ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ¬ıø˝√√ ¤Ê√Úfl¡
√±øÎ¬ˇ Œfl¡ ◊̋√√Î¬±˘ fl¡±øÈ¬¬ıÕ˘ fl¡íÀ “̆±º ≈̧µ1 ¬ı·± È¬±Àª˘ ¤‡Ú Œ˜±1 øÎ¬ø„√√Ó¬
Œ¬Û˘± ◊̋√√ ø¸ õ∂ÔÀ˜ øÙ¬‰¬øÙ¬‰¬Õfl¡ Œ·±ÀÈ¬ ◊̋√√ ·±˘Ó¬ ¬Û±Úœ ˜±ø1À˘, Ó¬±1ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬
≈̃‡Ó¬ øfl¡¬ı± Sêœ˜ ¸±øÚ √˝√√ ø˜øÚÈ¬ ˜±ø˘‰¬ fl¡ø1 ≈̧øÒÀ˘ - ëë‰¬±1Ê√œ, Ù¬í˜

˘·±›“  ˛̊± Sêœ˜∑íí
˙y≈1 Ó¬±Ó¬ ¤ ◊̋√√ Ù¬í˜ Œ¬ı±˘± ¬ıdø¬ıÒ1 Ú±˜ qÚ± Ú± ◊̋√√ Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±›º

øfl¡ÀÚ± ¬ıd Œ‰¬±ª± ˚±›fl¡ ¬ı≈ø˘ Ó¬±fl¡ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬±Àfl¡ ˘·±¬ıÕ˘ fl¡íÀ “̆±º ¬ıÈ¬˘ ¤È¬±
Œfl¡ ◊̋√√¬ı±¬ı±À1± ŒÊ√±fl¡±ø1 ˘í1±Ê√ÀÚ Ó¬±1¬Û1± ‰¬±À¬ı±Ú1 ŒÙ¬Ú ¤À¸±¬Û± Î¬◊ø˘ ˛̊± ◊̋√√
·±˘Ó¬ ‚“ø˝√√ õ∂± ˛̊ ’±Ò±‚∞I◊±˜±Ú ˘·± ◊̋√√ √±øÎ¬ˇø‡øÚ fl¡±øÈ¬ ø√À˘º √±øÎ¬ˇ fl¡±øÈ¬
Œ˙ ∏̄ fl¡ø1 Ú±ø¬ÛÓ¬Ê√ÀÚ ≈̧øÒÀ˘ - ëë‰¬±1Ê√œ, ˘·Ó¬± Œ √̋√̋ ◊√√ fl¡±øÙ¬ ø√Ú Œ‰¬ ŒÙ¬ø‰¬À˚̨˘
ŒÚø˝√√ fl¡1± ˛̊± ’±¬ÛÀÚ, ¶®œÚ ¬Û”1± ·G± Œ˝√√±í · ˛̊± Œ˝√√ ◊̋√√º ¤fl¡ flv¡œÚ-’±¬Û ø˝√√
fl¡1ª± Œ˘±º ¶®œÚ Œ¬Û ¤fl¡√̃ ‰¬± Œ1ÃíÚfl¡ ’± Ê√±À ˛̊·±ºíí

ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚̨±Õ˘ ŒÙ¬ø‰¬À˚̨˘ -øflv¡Ú ’±¬Û Ê√±Ó¬œ˚̨ ¬ıd Œ˜±1 ·±˘‡ÀÚ Œ√ø‡
Œ¬Û±ª± Ú±øÂ√̆ º ˙y≈1 Œ‰¬ ≈̆ÚÓ¬ √±øÎ¬̌ fl¡È¬±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ 1„√√± ‰¬±À¬ı±Ú ¤È≈¬fl≈¡1± ·±˘Ó¬
‚“ø √̋√ ø√À˚̨, ≈√‚∞I◊±˜±ÚÕ˘ ·±˘‡Ú ¬ı·± Œ√ø‡ Ô±Àfl¡º õ∂Ô˜¬ı±11 ¬ı±À¬ı ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª±
fl¡±˜Ó¬ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ›˘± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√“±, ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ “̆± ë¶®œÚÓ¬ ’˘¬Û Œ1ÃíÚfl¡í ’±øÚÀ˚̨ ◊̋√√
˚±›“º  ‰¬fl¡œ‡Ú Œ √̋√̆ Úœ ˛̊± fl¡ø1 ∆˘ ø¸ Œ˜±1 ≈̃‡Ó¬ øÓ¬øÚ¬ı±1˜±Ú øfl¡¬ı±-
øfl¡ø¬ı ‚“ø˝√√ Œfl¡±˜˘ fl“¡¬Û±À˝√√À1 ·±˘‡Ú ˜ø‰¬ ø√À˘º õ∂± ˛̊ ŒÎ¬1 ‚∞I◊± ¸˜ ˛̊
ë¬Û± «̆±1íÓ¬ fl¡È¬± ◊̋√√ ‰¬±À1 ‰¬±ø1˙ È¬fl¡± ø¬ı˘ ø√ Ó¬±1 ¬Û1± ›˘±À “̆±º ¬Û ◊̋√√‰¬±ÀÚ±
øfl¡, √̋√±Ó¬1 ˜ø˘À √̋√º ˆ¬±˘ fl¡±˜Ó¬ ˚±›“ÀÓ¬ ≈√̋ ◊√√ ¤È¬fl¡± ‡1‰¬ √̋√í¬ı ◊̋√√º

’ªÀ˙ ∏̄Ó¬ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ¬ıU ’±fl¡±—øé¬Ó¬ ëÀ√›¬ı±1íÀÈ¬± ’±ø˝√√ ¬Û±À˘º ¬Û≈ª±
¸±Ó¬È¬±ÀÓ¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬ ·±Î¬ˇœ‡Ú Ò≈À˘“±º ÚÈ¬± ¬ıÊ√±Ó¬ ¬Û±Ó¬˘œ˚˛±Õfl¡ ¬Û“˝◊√ √Ó¬±
ˆ¬±Ó¬Œfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬±˜±Ú ‡± ◊̋√√ ëø‰¬' ¬ÛÀfl¡È¬í Œ¬Û∞I◊ ’±1n∏ ø¬ÛÈ¬±1 ◊̋√√—À˘G1 øÈ¬-‰¬±È«¬ ø¬Ûøg
˜ ◊̋√√ øÓ¬øÚ’±ø˘1 ”̃1Ó¬ ˝√√±øÊ√1 ·±Î¬ˇœ ∆˘º Œ˜±Ó¬Õfl¡› ’±·Ó¬ ’±ø˝√√ Ó¬±Ó¬
∆1 ’±ÀÂ√ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ’±1n∏ ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬º ˜ ◊̋√√ Ó¬±Ó¬ ·±Î¬ˇœ 1À‡±ª±1 ˘À·
˘À· ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ¬Û”¬ı«¬Ûø1fl¡äÚ± ˜ÀÓ¬ ≈̧øÒÀ˘,

ëëŒ¬ı±¬Û± ◊̋√√, Ó¬ ◊̋√√ È¬±Î¬◊ÚÕ˘ ˚±ø¬ı ŒÚøfl¡∑ ’±˜±1 ≈√È¬±Àfl¡± ∆˘ ˚± ’íº
È¬±Î¬◊ÚÓ¬ fl¡±˜ ¤È¬± ’±øÂ√̆ ºíí

ëë √̋√í¬ı, ¬ı √̋√fl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬íí ¬ı≈ø˘ ∆fl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√ ˘±À √̋√Õfl¡ ·±Î¬̌œ1 √Ê√«± ‡≈ø˘ ø√À “̆±º
˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ Œ˜±1 ˘·Ó¬ ’±·1 ø‰¬È¬Ó¬, ˜À˝√√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ø¬ÛÂ√1 ø‰¬È¬Ó¬º ·±Î¬ˇœ
≈√̋ ◊√√ø˜øÚÈ¬˜±Ú ‰¬˘±1 ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ‰≈¬ø1˚̨±‡Ú ’±Í≈¬1 &ø1Õ˘ Œfl¡±‰¬± ◊̋√√
ˆ¬ø1Àfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬± ’±·Ù¬±˘1 ŒÎ¬‰¬À¬ı±Î«¬Ó¬ Ó≈¬ø˘ ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ¤È¬± ;˘± ◊̋√√ ˘íÀ˘º ¬ı≈øÊ√
¬Û±À “̆±, √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬fl¡ ∆fl¡ ˘±ˆ¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ¤ø‰¬ÀÈ¬± ¬ıg fl¡ø1 ¢≠±‰¬À¬ı±1 ‡≈ø˘
ø√À “̆±º

fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú±1 ‚1Ó¬ ·±ÀÈ¬± ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ Œ·±g±¬ı ¬Û±À1, È¬±Î¬◊ÚÀÓ¬ ¬ıøÎ¬ Œ¶x
¤È¬± øfl¡øÚ ·±Ó¬ ˜±ø1 ˘í¬ı ˘±ø·¬ı, ˜ÚÀÓ¬ ˆ¬±ø¬ıÀ “̆±º

˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ‰¬±ø1 Ú•§1 ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇÀÈ¬± Œ˙ ∏̄ ˝√√ ˛̊ ˜±ÀÚ ’±ø˜ È¬±Î¬◊Ú
¬Û±À “̆±ø √̋√º √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ “̋√√ÀÓ¬ ¤Àfl¡± Œfl¡±ª± Ú±øÂ√̆  ˚ø√› ˜ ◊̋√√ ë1¸1±Ê√ Œ √̋√±ÀÈ¬˘íÀÓ¬
˘±˘À˜± √̋√Ú √̋ √√È¬±, ¬ı1øÙ¬ √̋ √√È¬± ’±1n∏ ≈̂¬øÊ√̊ ±̨ Œ¬ÛÀfl¡È¬ ¤È¬± ∆˘ ˘íÀ “̆±º ÚÓ≈¬Ú
ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡ ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ¤‚1Õ˘ ˚±¬ı ›˘± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√“±, Î¬◊ÀV˙…› ø˜øÓ¬1 fl¡1±1 - õ∂Ô˜ ø√Ú± ◊̋√√
‡±ø˘ √̋√±ÀÓ¬À1 ˚±¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1 Ú √̋√̊  ̨!

’±Àfl¡Ã ˚±S± ’±1y √̋√í˘º ¬ı±È¬À‰¬±ª±Ó¬ fl¡±À1± ≈̃‡1 ˜±Ó¬À¬ı±˘ Ú± ◊̋√√
- ˜±S ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ √˝√√-Œ¬Û±g1 ø˜øÚÈ¬1 ”̃À1 ”̃À1 ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ¤È¬± ;˘± ◊̋√√
∆·ÀÂ√º ˜À˚̨± ·±Î¬̌œ ‰¬˘± ◊̋√√ Ô±Àfl¡“±ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ ˜±Úø¸fl¡ õ∂døÓ¬ ‰¬˘± ◊̋√√ ∆·ÀÂ√“± - fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú±fl¡
øfl¡ øfl¡ õ∂ùü ≈̧øÒ˜, ø¸ “̋√√Ó¬1 ‚11 ˜±Ú≈̋ √√À¬ı±11 õ∂ùü1 øfl¡√À1 Î¬◊M√√1 ø√̃  ◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√
◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√º

ŒÏ¬fl¡œ˚̨±À‡±ª± Ú±˜‚1 ¬Û±›“ÀÓ¬ ◊̋√√ √œ‚˘Õfl¡ ›˘· ¤È¬± ˘íÀ “̆± - õ∂ ≈̂¬,
ø√ÚÀÈ¬± ˆ¬±À˘ ˆ¬±À˘ ˚±›fl¡º ·ôL¬ı…¶ö±Ú Œ˜À˘„√√Õ˘ ’±1n∏ ’±Ò± øfl¡À˘±ø˜È¬±1º
˝√√± ◊̋√√Àªí1 ¬Û1± Œ˜À˘„√√Õ˘ È¬±øÌ«„√√ÀÈ¬± Œ˘±ª±1 ˘À· ˘À· ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊
·±Î¬̌œ‡Ú 1‡±¬ıÕ˘ ◊̋√√—ø·Ó¬ ø√À˘º ’±À√̇  ˜ÀÓ¬ fl¡±˜, ’±øÊ√1 ø√ÚÀÈ¬±1 ¬ı±À¬ı
ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡ ◊̋√√ Œ˜±1 ˆ¬±·…ø¬ıÒ±Ó¬±º ’± √̋√̆ -¬ı √̋√̆  Í¬± ◊̋√√ ¤ÀÎ¬±‡1 ‰¬± ◊̋√√ ·±Î¬̌œ‡Ú
1‡±À “̆±º ≈√À ˛̊±Ê√ÀÚ ˘1±˘ø1Õfl¡ ·±Î¬ˇœ1 ¬Û1± Ú±ø˜ ·Â√ ¤ÀÊ√±¬Û±1 ’“±1 ∆˘
¸1n∏¬Û±Úœfl¡Ì ‰≈¬ ◊̋√√ ˘íÀ˘º ‚”ø1 ’±ø˝√√ ≈√À ˛̊±Ê√Ú ø¬ÛÂ√1 ø‰¬È¬Ó¬ ¬ıø˝√√˘º ‰≈¬ø1 ˛̊±-
¬Û±?±¬ıœ Œ‰¬±˘± ’˘¬Û øÍ¬fl¡-Í¬±fl¡ fl¡ø1 ∆˘ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ Œ˜±fl¡ fl¡íÀ˘ -
ëëÀ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, Ó¬ ◊̋√√ Œ˚ ø˙ª¸±·1 È¬±Î¬◊ÚÓ¬ øÙ¬‰¬-øÙ¬‰¬Õfl¡ Œ‰¬∞I◊À¬ı±1 ˜±ø1øÂ√ø˘,
Œ¸ ◊̋√√ÀÈ¬± ’fl¡Ì˜±Ú ’±˜±1 ≈√È¬±Àfl¡± ˜±ø1 Œ√º Ú √̋√íÀ˘ ¤ ◊̋√√ ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ1 Œ·±gÀ¬ı±1
¬Û±À˘ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ’±˘ √̋√œ1 ‚1Ó¬ ˘±Ê√ ˘±ø·¬ıº ’±1n∏ ø˜Í¬± ◊̋√√1 Œ¬ÛÀfl¡È¬ÀÈ¬± ˜À √̋√Úfl¡
ø√ Œ√, ø¸À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ∆˘ ˚±¬ıºíí

’ªÀ˙¯∏Ó¬ ·ôL¬ı…¶ö±Ú ¬Û±À˘“±Õ·º ’±˜±fl¡ ’±·¬ıÏ¬ˇ±˝◊√ √ øÚ¬ıÕ˘
Ú„√√̆ ± ≈̃‡ÀÓ¬ ≈√Ê√Ú ˜±Ú≈̋ √√ ∆1 ’±øÂ√̆ º ¤È¬± √œ‚˘œ˚̨± ¬Û≈√ø˘, ’±·Ù¬±À˘ ¤È¬±
Î¬±„√√1 ¬Û≈‡≈1œ, ˚ÀÔ©Ü Î¬±„√√1 ¤È¬± ’¸˜œ˚˛± ©Ü±˝◊√√˘1 ¬ı±È¬±˜ ø√˚˛± ‚1,
¬Ûø1À¬ı˙ÀÈ¬± ˆ¬±À˘ ◊̋√√ ˘±ø·˘º õ∂Ô˜ 1+˜ÀÈ¬±1 Œ¬ıÓ¬1 Œ‰¬±Ù¬±À˚±1Ó¬ ’±ø˜
øÓ¬øÚÊ√Ú ¬ıø˝√√À “̆±, fl¡Ô±-¬ıÓ¬1± ’±1y ˝√√í˘º ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ ¤fl¡√˜ ·˝√√œÚ,
˜±S ≈√̋ ◊√√ ¤È¬± fl¡Ô±À √̋√ ∆fl¡ÀÂ√º ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ fl¡Ô±-¬ıÓ¬1± ’±·¬ıÏ¬ˇ± ◊̋√√ øÚÀÂ√,
˘·Ó¬ fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú±1 ‚11 ≈√Ê√Ú ¬ıÀ ˛̊±ÀÊ√…á¬ ¬Û≈1n∏̄ ∏º Œ˜±fl¡ Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ¬Û±M√√± ◊̋√√ ø√̊ ˛±
Ú± ◊̋√√, ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ˜ ◊̋√√ øÚ(≈¬Ûº

Œ¬Û±g1ø˜øÚÈ¬˜±Ú ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ‰¬±√1-À˜À‡˘± ø¬Ûg± ˜ø˝√√˘± ¤·1±fl¡œÀ ˛̊
‰¬± √̋√ ∆˘ ’±ø √̋√̆ , ˘·Ó¬ ’±1n∏ ¤·1±fl¡œÀ˚̨ ø¬ÛÍ¬±-¬ÛÚ± ◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√º øfl¡Ê√±øÚ¬ı± ¤√√̊ ±̨ ◊̋√√
fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú± ¬ı≈ø˘ ≈√À ˛̊±·1±fl¡œ1 ≈̃‡Õ˘ ‰¬±À “̆±º Œ√‡±Ó¬ ≈√À ˛̊±·1±fl¡œ ‰¬ø~À˙±X«1
Œ˚Ú ˘±ø·˘, √̋√̊ Ą̀Ó¬± ¬Û±Sœ1 ˜± √̋√œÀ˚̨fl¡ ¬ı± Œ¬Û √̋√œÀ˚̨fl¡º ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ Ó¬±À1
√œ‚˘Õfl¡ ›1øÌ ∆˘ Ôfl¡± ·1±fl¡œfl¡ øfl¡¬ı±-øfl¡ø¬ı ≈̧øÒÀ˘, ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊›º
˜ ◊̋√√ ◊̋√√∞I◊±À1©Ü ø√̊ ˛± Ú± ◊̋√√º Œ˜±1 ’À¬Ûé¬± Œ¬ıÀ˘·Õ˘º

ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡1 fl¡Ô±1 ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ·‘̋ √√¶ö1 ˘·Ó¬ Œ˜±Àfl¡± ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡
fl¡1± ◊̋√√ ø√À˘ - ëë¤˚̨± Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, ’±˜±1 ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√±º ¬ı1 Œ‰¬±fl¡± ˘í1±, ◊̋√√ø?øÚ˚̨±1
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¬ÛøÏ¬ˇ ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊± ‰¬±fl¡ø1Ó¬ Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√ºíí ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ Œ˜±1 õ∂fl‘¡Ó¬ Ú±˜ÀÈ¬±
Ú±Ê√±ÀÚ ¬ı≈ø˘ Ôfl¡± Œ˜±1 Ò±1Ì±ÀÈ¬± ¸Ó¬…Ó¬ ¬Ûø1ÌÓ¬ √̋√í˘º

‰¬± √̋√-ø¬ÛÍ¬± ‡± ◊̋√√ Œ˙ ∏̄ √̋√í˘º √œ‚˘Õfl¡ ›1øÌ Œ˘±ª± ’ø¬ı¬ı±ø √̋√Ó¬ fl¡ ◊̋√√Ú±1
˜±˝√√œÀ ˛̊fl¡ ¬ı± Œ¬Û˝√√œÀ ˛̊fl¡ ·1±fl¡œÀ ˛̊ ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1 Ó¬±À˜±˘ ∆˘ ’±ø˝√√˘º ’±Àfl¡Ã
≈√À˚̨±Ê√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ¸±Úø˜ √̋√ø˘ ≈√̋ ◊√√ ¤È¬± õ∂ùüº ◊̋√√øÓ¬˜ÀÒ… õ∂±˚̨ ’±Ò± ‚∞I◊±1 ›¬Û1
√̋√í˘, ¬Û±Sœ1 Œ√‡±-À√ø‡ Ú± ◊̋√√º ≈√À˚̨±Ê√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ‰¬±Õ· Œ˜±1 ≈̃‡1 Î¬◊» ≈̧fl¡Ó¬±

¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ º ‰¬fl¡ø˘˚̨± ◊̋√√ ø√̊ ±̨ Ó¬±À˜±˘ ≈√‡Ú ≈√̋ ◊√√Ê√ÀÚ ≈̃‡Ó¬ ˆ¬1± ◊̋√√ ¬ı±ø √̋√1Õ˘
›˘± ◊̋√√ ’±ø √̋√̆ , ø¬ÛÀÂ√ ø¬ÛÀÂ√ ˜ ◊̋√√º ’±ø √̋√À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ‚11 ¬ı±1œ, “̂¬1±˘,
¬Û≈‡≈1œ ’±ø√ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ˘±ø·˘º

øfl¡Â≈√̧ ˜˚̨1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ’±Àfl¡Ã ·‘̋ √√¶ö̋ ◊√√ ’±˜±fl¡ øˆ¬Ó¬1Õ˘ ˜±øÓ¬À˘º ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1
∆√-ø‰¬1±-&Î¬̌1 Ê√̆ ¬Û±Ú,¬ Ûø1À¬ıø˙fl¡± ¤Àfl¡ ≈√·1±fl¡œÀ˚̨ ◊̋√√º ≈√À˚̨±Ê√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨
Œ˜À˘„√√1 ∆√1 ”̂¬˚̨¸œ õ∂˙—¸± fl¡ø1À˘, Œ˜±1 ≈̃‡Ó¬ ˜±Ó¬-fl¡Ô± Ú± ◊̋√√º ≈√‚∞I◊±1
›¬Û1 √̋√í˘, ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊±Õ˘ ø˚ÀÈ¬± Î¬◊ÀV˙…Ó¬ ’±ø √̋√ÀÂ√“±, Ó¬±1 √̇ «ÀÚ ◊̋√√ Œ √̋√±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√º
‡„√√ Î¬◊Í¬±ÀÈ¬± ¶§±ˆ¬±øªfl¡º

Ê√̆ ¬Û±Ú ‡± ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬ Ó¬±À˜±˘ ¤‡Ú ≈̃‡Ó¬ ˆ¬1± ◊̋√√ ˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ Œ˜±fl¡
’±‰¬ø1Ó¬ fl¡ø1 ·‘̋ √√¶ö1 ¬Û1± ø¬ı√± ˛̊ ˘íÀ˘º ˜ ◊̋√√ ’±‰¬ø1Ó¬, ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘
¬ı≈ø˘ ’±øÚ Œ√À‡±Ú Œ˜±fl¡ ˜±˝√√œÀ˚˛fl¡-Œ¬Û˝√√œÀ˚˛fl¡fl¡À˝√√ Œ√‡±À˘º ¤øÓ¬˚˛±
’±˘ √̋√œ1 ≈̃‡1 ’±·ÀÓ¬ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ “̋√√Ó¬fl¡ Œ¸±ÀÒ“± øfl¡ ¬ı≈ø˘/ ˆ¬±·…Àfl¡ øÒ˚̨± ◊̋√√ ·±Î¬̌œÓ¬
¬ıø √̋√À “̆±ø √̋√ øÓ¬øÚ›Ê√Ú, ·‘̋ √√¶ö̋ ◊√√ ¬Û≈√ø˘ ≈̃‡Õ˘ ’±·¬ıÏ¬̌± ◊̋√√ ∆Ô ·í˘º

·±Î¬ˇœ ‰¬˘±1 ˘À· ˘À· ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À ˛̊ ø¬ıøÎ¬ˇ ¤È¬± ;˘± ◊̋√√ Œ˜±fl¡
≈̧øÒÀ˘ - ëëÀ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ Œfl¡ÀÚfl≈¡ª± Œ√ø‡ø˘∑ ø˜ø˘¬ı ŒÚ ¬ı±1n∏∑íí

’±À1, Œ˜±fl¡ÀÚ± fl¡íÓ¬ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ Œ√‡±À˘ !

≈̧øÒÀ “̆± - ëëÀfl¡±ÚÊ√Úœ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ1 fl¡Ô± ∆fl¡ÀÂ√ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬∑ ˜ ◊̋√√ Œ√À‡±Ú
fl¡±Àfl¡± ŒÚÀ√ø‡À “̆±Àª ◊̋√√ºíí

ëëøfl¡ ˛̊, õ∂ÔÀ˜ Œ˚ ‰¬± √̋√ ∆˘ ’±ø √̋√øÂ√̆ , ˜±‡Úœ ¬ı≈ø˘ Œfl¡±ª± ·1±fl¡œºíí
˜À √̋√Ú √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 ˜±Ó¬ ¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1º
¤ ◊̋√√¬ı±1 Œ˜±1 “̧‰¬±Õfl¡ ’±‰¬ø1Ó¬ Œ˝√√±ª±1 ¬Û±˘º ≈√À ˛̊±È¬± ¬ı≈Ï¬ˇ± ◊̋√√ ø˜ø˘

Œ˜±fl¡ÀÚ± ¤ ◊̋√√ ’±ÕÏ¬̌fl≈¡ø1 ·1fl¡± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√ÚœÀ √̋√ Œ√‡±¬ıÕ˘ ∆˘ ’±øÚ¬ı ˘±À·
ŒÚ/ ‡„√√ÀÈ¬± ŒÚÀ√‡≈ª±Õfl¡ ≈̧øÒÀ “̆± - ëëˆ¬±À˘ ◊̋√√ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬, ø¬ÛÀ‰¬ ¬ı˚̨¸ÀÈ¬±À √̋√ ’˘¬Û
Œ¬ıøÂ√ Œ˚Ú ˘±ø·˘º ¬ıUÓ¬ Î¬±„√√1 √̋√í¬ı Œ√À‡±Úºíí

ëë¤ ◊̋√√ ¬ı˚̨¸Ó¬ ˜ ◊̋√√ÀÚ± fl¡íÓ¬ ◊̋√√̊ ±̨Ó¬Õfl¡ ¸1n∏ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ¬Û±˜ ’í Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±º
¤ ◊̋√√·1±fl¡œÀfl¡ Œ˚ ø√¬ıÕ˘ ›˘± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√, Œ √̧√̊ ±̨ ◊̋√√ ¬ıUÓ¬ Î¬±„√√1 fl¡Ô±º Ó¬̋ “√√Ó¬1 ‡≈1œÀ˚̨1
Œ˚±ª±1  ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ¬ı1 ’fl¡˘˙1œ ˛̊± ∆˝√√ ¬Ûø1ÀÂ√“± Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±º ¸—· ¤È¬± ˘±À·
’í ¤ ◊̋√√ ¬ı ˛̧̊ Ó¬º ˆ¬·ª±ÀÚ ˆ¬±˘ fl¡1fl¡ ˜À˝√√Ú1, ø¸ Œ˚ Œ˜±1 ≈√‡À¬ı±1 ¬ı≈øÊ√
Œ˚ÀÚÀÓ¬ÀÚ ¤Ê√Úœ Œ·±È¬± ◊̋√√ ø√¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡ø1ÀÂ√ºíí

˜ ◊̋√√ ø¬ı¬ıËÓ¬ √̋√íÀ “̆±, øfl¡ ∆fl¡ ’±ÀÂ√ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨º
ëëÀ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±, Ó¬ ◊̋√√ ’±1n∏ ¤È¬± fl¡±˜ fl¡ø1 ø√¬ı ˘±ø·¬ı Œ√̋ ◊√√º fl¡± ◊̋√√Õ˘ ∆·

·ÀÌ˙fl¡ [√± ◊̋√√øÈ¬1 Î¬±„√√1 ˘í1±] fl¡íø¬ı ∆·, Œ˜±1 ¬Û‰¬µ ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√ ¬ı≈ø˘º ¤øÓ¬ ˛̊±
ø¸ “̋√√Ó¬Àfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬± ’±ø √̋√ fl¡Ô±À¬ı±1 ’±·¬ıÏ¬ˇ±›fl¡º &Ì ÚÕ √̋√ Ò «̃ √̋√í¬ı Œ¸±ÚÀÈ¬±/íí-
√± ◊̋√√øÈ¬À˚̨ ‰≈¬ø1˚̨±‡ÀÚÀ1 ‰¬fl≈¡Àfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬± ˜ø‰¬ fl¡íÀ˘º

ëë √̋√í¬ı √± ◊̋√√øÈ¬ºíí
·Ò”1 U ≈̃øÚ ˛̊±˝√√ ¤È¬± ¤ø1À “̆±º ˝√√ ˛̊ÀÓ¬± fl¡Ô± ∏̄±1, Œfl¡ª˘ Œ˜±Àfl¡ ◊̋√√

Ú √̋√̊ ˛ ˜±øÌfl¡ √± ◊̋√√øÓ¬Àfl¡±ÀÓ¬± ¸—· ¤È¬± ˘±À·º √̋√± ˛̊ Œ˜±1 fl¡äÚ±, Œ¬ıÊ√±1 ≈̃ª±
∆ √̋√ ¸ij≈‡Õ˘ Ò…±Ú ø√À “̆±º

‰¬±À1 ‰¬±ø1˙ È¬fl¡±1 ·±˘ ≈̃‡, ¬ı± ◊̋√√Â√̇  È¬fl¡±1 øÂ√' ¬ÛÀfl¡È¬ Œ¬Û∞I◊ ’±1n∏
ø¬ÛÈ¬±1 ◊̋√√—À˘G øÈ¬ ‰¬±ÀÈ«¬ ¤Àfl¡˘À· Ù≈¬‰¬Ù≈¬‰¬± ◊̋√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬˘ - ëë≈√‡ Úfl¡ø1¬ı ˜±ø˘fl¡,
¬Û ◊̋√√‰¬± √̋√±Ó¬1 ˜ø˘À √̋√ºíí
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 Œ √̋√“¬Û± √̋√À¬ı±1 øfl¡˚̨ Œ √̋√“¬Û± √̋√ ∆ √̋√ ∆1 ˚±˚̨/

 Œ√¬ı±UøÓ¬¬ fl¡±fl¡øÓ¬ √±¸

¬ıUø√Ú, ’±øÊ√ ¬ıUø√Ú ˜ ◊̋√√ Œ√‡± Ú± ◊̋√√
˙1Ó¬1  ˜± ˛̊±˜ ˛̊ ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡ !
¬ıUø√Ú Œ˘±ª± Ú± ◊̋√√
øÚ ˛̊1ø¸Mê Œ˙ª±ø˘1 ’±À˜±˘À˜±˘ ≈̧‚Ë±Ì !

fl¡Ó¬ø√Ú √̋í√̆  ˜ ◊̋√√ ¶Û «̇ fl¡1± Ú± ◊̋√√
Œ˜±1 øõ∂ ˛̊ Ù≈¬˘À¬ı±1fl¡ !
Ó¬·1 ‡ø1fl¡±Ê√± ◊̋√√ ≈̊øÓ¬˜±˘Ó¬œ
˜±Òªœ˘Ó¬± ’±1n∏ fl¡Ó¬ øfl¡˜±Ú !

˜Ú ˚± ˛̊ , ....¤1± ¬ı1 ˜Ú ˚± ˛̊ !
1+À¬Û±ª±˘œ ∆Ú‡Ú1
fl¡“Uª±øÚ Î¬1±Ó¬
’Ô¬ı±
¬ÛÔ±11 √±øÓ¬Ó¬ øÚ˚̨À1 ·‰¬fl¡±
”√¬ıø11 √ø˘‰¬±Ó¬ ¬ıø √̋√
ŒÓ¬±˜±1 fl¡±gÓ¬  ”̃1 ∆Ô
ŒÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬± ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘
˜ÚÀÈ¬± Œ˚Ú
Î¬◊ij±√ ∆ √̋√ Î¬◊ÀÍ¬ !
Sê˜±» Œ˚Ú Œ˜±1 ˜Ú ¬ı…±fl≈¡˘1 ¬Û1± ¬
ı…±fl≈¡˘Ó¬1 ∆ √̋√ ¬Ûø1ÀÂ√
˙1Ó¬1 Œõ∂˜Ó¬
Œ˙ª±ø˘1 Œõ∂˜Ó¬
øÚ ˛̊1 fl¡“Uª± ’±1n∏ ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡1
Œõ∂˜Ó¬ !
¬Û±ø1¬ı± Ê√±ÀÚ±
Ó≈¬ø˜ Œ˜±fl¡
ø¶ß* ˙1Ó¬1 ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡
fl≈¡“ª˘œ øÚ ˛̊1
’±1n∏ Œ˙ª±ø˘1
˜±√fl¡Ó¬±À1 ˆ¬1±
¤È¬± ˜±Ó¬±˘ 1±øÓ¬
Î¬◊¬Û √̋√±1 ø√¬ıÕ˘ ∑
¬Û±ø1¬ı±ÀÚ∑

˜±Ó¬±˘ 1±øÓ¬1 Œ √̋“√¬Û±À √̋√À1 Î¬◊¡Z±Î¬◊̆  Ó≈¬ø˜

˜√±˘¸± !
Œfl¡ª˘ ŒÓ¬±˜±1 ‰≈¬ø˘È¬±ø1Ó¬ Œ√À‡“±
˜ ◊̋√√ ’Ê√¶⁄ Ó¬1±1 øÊ√̆ ø˜˘
øÚ ˛̊1 Œ¸À˜fl¡± ·Ò”ø˘1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± ¤øÈ¬ Œfl¡fl≈¡1œÓ¬
ŒÓ¬±˜±1 ¸íÀÓ¬ Œ˜±1 ¤fl¡±ôL ’±˘±¬Û
¸˜ ˛̊fl¡ ’˘¬Û Òø1 1±‡± ˜√±˘¸±
Òø1 1±‡± ¤ ◊̋√√ ˜Ò≈1 ’±˘±¬Û
√̋√±‰¬Ú± √̋√±Ú±1 ¸≈¬ı±ø¸Ó¬ ·Ò”ø˘

Ò”ø˘ ˛̊ø1 ¬ı±È¬1 Œ·±Ò”ø˘ Î¬◊1n∏ª± ◊̋√√
‚1 ≈̃ª± Œ˝√√±ª± Œ˜±1 ·“±ª1 ·Ò”ø˘ !

˜√±˘¸±
 ’±À˘±fl¡ fl≈¡˜±1 √±¸
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Ê√œªÚ1 ’Ú≈̂ ¬ª
 Î¬±0 õ∂Ìª fl≈¡˜±1 ˙ «̃±



 ¸fl¡À˘± ˜±Ú≈À˝√√ ◊̋√√ ˆ¬±Àª õ∂ÀÓ¬…fl¡À1 Ê√œªÚÀÈ¬± Œ˝√√ÀÚ± ¤Àfl¡± ¤Àfl¡±‡Ú

Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸º ¸•Û”Ì«̋ ◊√√ ˝√√›fl¡ ¬ı± ’¸•Û”Ì«̋ ◊√√ ˝√√›fl¡ ¤‡Ú √ô¶±ÀªÊ√º ˜ ◊̋√√ ¬Û±1
fl¡ø1 ’ √̋√± ¬Ûø1Sê˜±1 ¬Û1± fl¡Ô± ∏̄±1 ˜±øÚ ˘í¬ı ŒÚ±À‡±ÀÊ√“±º ’±‰¬˘ÀÓ¬ ’±˜±1
¸fl¡À˘±À1 ¤Àfl¡±‡ÚÕfl¡ øÚÊ√± ’±√±˘Ó¬ ’±ÀÂ√º Œ¸ ◊̋√√ ’±√±˘Ó¬Ó¬ øÚÊ√1 ¬̧ÛÀé¬
ø¬ı‰¬±À1 ¤È¬± 1±˚̨√±Úº ¸˜˚̨À¬ı±1 ŒÓ¬ÚÕfl¡À˚̨ Œ˙ ∏̄ ∆ √̋√ ˚±˚̨º Ù¬± ◊̋√√ÀÚ˘ ˆ¬±øÎ«¬√Õ˘
¬ıU ¸˜˚̨1 õ∂À˚̨±Ê√Úº Ê√œªÚÀÈ¬±Àª ◊̋√√ Œ˙ ∏̄ ∆ √̋√ ˚±˚̨º ˚ªøÚfl¡± ¬ÛÀ1º ’±√±˘Ó¬
˜±ÀÚ ◊̋√√ ˙¬ÛÓ¬Ú±˜±º ¤øÙ¬ÀÎ¬øÙ¬È¬º Î¬◊fl¡œ˘ ˜˝√√1œ, Ú…± ˛̊¬Û±ø˘fl¡±, Ú…± ˛̊±Òœ˙
◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√ ◊̋√√Ó¬…±ø√ ’ÀÚfl¡ ¬Û±ù «́‰¬ø1S1 õ∂Àª˙ ’±1n∏ õ∂¶ö±Úº ø˘ø‡ ∆· Ô±øfl¡À˘

õ∂fl‘¡Ó¬ÀÓ¬ ¤‡Ú ø‰¬SÚ±È¬…1À √̋√ ’±R± Œ¸±˜± ◊̋√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ¤ø√Ú ∆· ∆· √̋√̊ ˛ ·ä,
Ú √̋√̊ ˛ Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸Õ˘ 1+¬Û±ôLø1Ó¬ ∆ √̋√ ˚± ˛̊º

Ê√œªÚ1 1+¬Û±ôLø1Ó¬ Â√ø¬ı1 ø˝√√‰¬±¬ı øÚfl¡±‰¬ 1‡± ¸˝√√Ê√ Ú˝√√˚˛ , õ∂±˚˛
’¸yÀª±º

fl¡Ô±ø‡øÚ Î¬◊ÀV˙… õ∂ÀÌ±ø√Ó¬ˆ¬±Àª ◊̋√√ Î¬◊À~‡ fl¡ø1ÀÂ√“±º fl¡±1Ì ’±ÀÂ√º
Œfl¡±ÀÚ±Àª ˚±ÀÓ¬ ≈̂¬˘ Ú≈¬ı≈ÀÊ√ ¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±1 fl¡Ô±fl¡  ˜ ◊̋√√ Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ ¸Ê√±¬ıÕ˘ ∆·ÀÂ√“±
¬ı≈ø˘º Œfl¡±1±Ú Ú± ◊̋√√¬ı± ·œÓ¬± ¶Û «̇ Úfl¡1±Õfl¡À ˛̊± øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú ’øÓ¬ ¸Ó¬… fl¡Ô±
Œfl¡±ª± ˚± ˛̊º ˙¬ÛÓ¬Ú±˜±º ¤øÙ¬ÀÎ¬øÙ¬È¬ ’Ú… Ú±˜ ˚±1º

    Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ Œ˚Ú ˘±ø·À˘› ¬Û±À‰¬ Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ Ú √̋√̊ º̨ ø˚À √̋√Ó≈¬
˜ ◊̋√√ ø˘‡± ˜±Ú≈̋ √√, fl¡Ô±À¬ı±1 Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸Ò «̃œ √̋√í¬ı ‡≈øÊ√¬ı ◊̋√√º ŒÊ√±1Õfl¡ Œ¸ ◊̋√√ Ò «̃1
¬Û1± ’“±Ó¬1± ◊̋√√ 1±ø‡ÀÂ√“±º Œfl¡±ÀÚ±Àª ˚±ÀÓ¬ Œ˜±fl¡ Œ√± ∏̄ Ê√±ø¬Û ø√¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1
˜ ◊̋√√ ’± ≈̂¬ª± ˆ¬1± ¬ı≈ø˘º

  ¬ı˘¬Û”¬ı«fl¡ˆ¬±Àª øÚÊ√1 ø˘‡±1 ©Ü± ◊̋√√˘fl¡ ˜Ú1 ¬Û1± ∆¬ı ’˝√√± ˆ¬±ªfl¡
¸˘øÚ fl¡1±1 ¸˜±Ú fl¡©Ü ’±1n∏ Œ¬ı√Ú± ¤ ◊̋√√ ¬Û‘øÔªœÓ¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º

        Ê√œªÀÚ ’¬Û1±Ò fl¡À1“± ¬ı≈ø˘ Ê√±øÚ ¬ı≈øÊ√ Úfl¡À1º øfl¡c Ê√œªÚ1
·±Ó¬ ’±fl¡±˙œ·—·± ∆ √̋√ ¬ı·± ◊̋√√ Ôfl¡± Ú±Ú±Ú ‚È¬Ú± ¬Ûø1‚È¬Ú± ◊̋√√ ’¬Û1±Òœ1 ”̂¬ø˜fl¡±
∆˘ Œ¬Û˘± ˛̊º ≈√ø¬ı«̧ ˝√√ fl¡ø1 ŒÓ¬±À˘ Ê√œªÚ1 Â√Àµ±˜ ˛̊ ·øÓ¬º ·øÓ¬Ó¬ ˚øÓ¬
¬Ûø1À˘ ◊̋√√ Ê√œªÚ1 Œ˙ ∏̄ √̋√í1± ◊̋√√Ê√ÚÓ¬ øÔ˚̨ ∆ √̋√ Ôfl¡± Œ˚Ú ’Ú≈̂ ¬ª √̋√̊ º̨

 ¤‡Ú ˆ¬„√√± ‚1º
    ’± √̋√Ó¬ √̋√+√̊ º̨

 ’ ≈̧¶ö ˜Úº
    √̋√ø¶ÛÓ¬±˘1 øÚ˜±›˜±› ¬Ûø1Àª˙º
    ¬ı±ø √̋√1Ó¬ ø¬ıÊ≈√√̆ œ ŒÏ¬À1fl¡øÚÀ1 Ú±ø˜ ’ √̋√± ”̃̄ ∏̆ Ò±1 ¬ı1 ∏̄≈ÌÊ√±fl¡º
     ı±1G±Ó¬ Ú±Â√«1 ø‰¬Ú±øfl¡ ¬Û√̇ s º
 ......... øÚÊ√1 ‚1ÀÈ¬±1 ≈√ª±1Ó¬ ˜±ø1 ∆Ô ’ √̋√± õ∂fl¡±G Ó¬˘±ÀÈ¬±∑
¤ ◊̋√√À¬ı±À1 ◊̋√√ ˜ÚÀÈ¬±fl¡, ø˘‡±À¬ı±1Ó¬ ◊̋√√Î¬◊ÀÔÀÚøÂ√fl¡ ’±ø¬ı1 ¸±øÚ¬ıÕ˘

Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡À1º ¬ı±Ò± ø√›“ ¬ı≈ø˘› √̋√±ø1 ˚±›“º ˜Úfl¡ ¬ı±Ò± ø√̊ ˛±1 õ∂±‰¬œ1 √̋√̊ ˛ÀÓ¬±
Ú± ◊̋√√º øÚø˜ ∏̄ÀÓ¬ ’±À˘±fl¡¬ı ∏̄« ¬Ûø1w˜Ì fl¡ø1 ’±ø √̋√¬ı ¬Û±À1º

    Ó¬Ô±ø¬Û›º
 Œ˜‚1 ›¬Û1Ó¬ Œ˜‚ √̋√œÚ ’±fl¡±˙ ˜1n∏̂ ”¬ø˜ ¸‘√̇ º ¬ı1 ∏̄≈Ì Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º

Ô±Àfl¡ ˜±ÀÔ“± Œfl¡fl¡È¬±Â√1 Œ˘ø‡˚̨± ’ ≈̊Ó¬ øÚ ≈̊Ó¬ øÊ√øfl¡ø˜øfl¡ Ó¬1±º ŒÔ±¬Û±ÀÔ±À¬Û
Î¬◊¬Ûø„√√ Ô±Àfl¡ ”̇Ú… ’±fl¡±˙Ó¬º

˜±Ú≈̋ √√1 Ê√œªÚÀÈ¬±› ’±‰¬˘ÀÓ¬ ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ◊̋√√º ¶ö”̆ ‘√ø©ÜÓ¬ õ∂Ó¬œøfl¡ Œ˚Ú
˘±À·º ø˘ø¬Û Î¬◊X±1 ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª± ¤‡Ú Œ˚Ú ’¬ı≈Ê√ ˝√√1íÀ¶®±¬Ûº ¢∂˝√√˙±øôL ¬ı±
¢∂ √̋√ ¬Û”Ê√± fl¡ø1› øÚô¶±1 Œ¬Û±ª±1 ¬ı±È¬ Ú± ◊̋√√º

    ¬Û≈̋ √√ ˜± √̋√1 ˝±Î¬̌ fl“¡À¬Û±ª± Í¬±G±Ó¬ ˜±Ê√øÚ˙± ¤ø√Ú ¶§·«·±˜œ ø¬ÛÓ‘¡1
¬Û≈1øÌ ¤øÎ¬ˇ ‰¬±√1‡Ú ·±À ˛̊ ”̃À1 Œ˜ø1 ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ∆˘ fl¡Ô±À¬ı±1 ø˘ø‡¬ıÕ˘ ’±1y
fl¡ø1øÂ√À “̆±º Œ˙ ∏̄ Ú √̋√̊  ̨¤ ◊̋√√ Œ˘‡± fl¡± √̋√±øÚº

   ... ø˜Í¬± ≈̧11 ·œÓ¬ ¤È¬± Œ˙ ∏̄ Œ √̋√±ª±ÀÈ¬± Œfl¡±ÀÚ±Àª øÚø¬ı‰¬±À1, øfl¡c
Œ˙ ∏̄ √̋√̊ ˛º ˚LaÌ±À1± ›1 ¬Û1±ÀÈ¬± ¸fl¡À˘±Àª ø¬ı‰¬±À1º Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± ’ôL ¬ÛÀ1,
Œfl¡øÓ¬ ˛̊±¬ı± Ú¬ÛÀ1º

        Ê√œªÚ ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª± ◊̋√√º
 fl¡±Àfl¡± ¤Àfl¡± ¬ı≈øÊ√¬ıÕ˘ øÚø√À ˛̊º Ê√œªÀÚ ¸˜ ˛̊1 ¸ÀÓ¬ ¬Û±˙± Œ‡ø˘

’±ø˝√√ÀÂ√ ’ÚôLfl¡±˘À1 ¬Û1±º ’±1n∏ Ê√œªÚ ¸√±À ˛̊ ˝√√±À1º ¸˜ ˛̊fl¡ ˝√√1n∏ª±¬ı
ŒÚ±ª±À1º √̋√±ø1 √̋√±ø1 ¤ø√Ú Ê√œªÚ ˜ √̋√±fl¡±˘1 ¬ı≈fl≈¡Ó¬ Œ·√œ˚̨ ô¶1Õ˘ 1+¬Û±ôLø1Ó¬
∆ √̋√ ˚±˚̨...!

Œ˘‡fl¡1  ¬Ûø1‰¬˚ ˛˛ ˛˛ ˛

Î¬±0 õ∂Ìª fl≈¡˜±1 ˙˜«± Œ¬Û˙±Ó¬ ’¸˜ ‰¬1fl¡±11 ¶§±¶ö… ø¬ıˆ¬±·1
’øÓ¬ø1Mê ¸=±˘fl¡ Œ˝√ √ ±ª±1 Î¬ ◊ ¬Ûø1› ’¸˜1 ¤Ê√Ú ‡…±Ó¬Ú±˜±
fi¬ÛÚ…±ø¸fl¡1+À¬ÛÀ˝√√ ’øÒfl¡ ≈̧¬Ûø1ø‰¬Ó¬º ’¸˜1 Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ Ê√·Ó¬1 ˜˝√√œ1+˝√√
ëëfl¡¬ı1 ’±1n∏ fl¡—fl¡±˘íí1 ¶⁄©Ü± fl≈¡˜±1 øfl¡À˙±11 ¬ı1¬Û≈S ø √̋√‰¬±À¬Û ø¬ÛÓ‘¡1 ¬Û√±—fl¡
’Ú≈̧ 1Ì fl¡ø1À˚̨ ◊̋√√ ŒÓ¬À‡ÀÓ¬ ¸±ø √̋√Ó¬… Ê√·Ó¬Ó¬ Œ‡±Ê√ Œ¬Û˘± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ º ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1
≈̊·±ôLfl¡±1œ Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸ ëÀ˜øÎ¬Àfl¡˘ fl¡À˘Ê√í ’¸˜œ ˛̊± ¸±ø˝√√Ó¬…Ó¬ ¤fl¡ ÚÓ≈¬Ú

Ò±1±1 ‘̧ø©Ü fl¡ø1 ¬Û±Í¬fl¡¸˜±Ê√fl¡ ’±øÊ√ ¬Û «̊…ôL ’±À˘±øÎ¬ˇÓ¬ fl¡ø1 1±ø‡ÀÂ√º
˙s1 ˚±≈√, fl¡±ø˝√√Úœ1 ø¬ıø‰¬SÓ¬± ’±1n∏ ·øÓ¬˙œ˘Ó¬±À1 ¤ÀÚ ’Ú≈¬Û˜ ˆ¬±Àª
ëÀ˜øÎ¬Àfl¡˘ fl¡À˘Ê√í Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸‡Ú 1‰¬Ú± fl¡ø1øÂ√̆  [ø˚‡Ú øfl¡Ó¬±¬Û ŒÓ¬øÓ¬ ˛̊±1
‰¬1fl¡±À1 øÚø¯∏X fl¡ø1 ø√øÂ√˘ ¬ıU fl¡Ô± Ù¬±ø√˘ Œ˝√√±ª±1 ˆ¬˚˛Ó¬] Œ˚ ¤˝◊√√
Î¬◊¬ÛÚ…±¸‡ÀÚÀ1 ◊̋√√ ŒÓ¬›“ ’¸˜œ ˛̊± ¸±ø˝√√Ó¬… Ê√·Ó¬Ó¬ ¤fl¡fl¡ ’±1n∏ ’ø¡ZÓ¬œ ˛̊
∆ √̋√ ’±ÀÂ√º

ø‰¬øfl¡»¸± ø¬ı:±Ú1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ øÚø¬ıÎ¬ˇ̂ ¬±Àª øÚÀ ˛̊±øÊ√Ó¬ ∆˝√√ ’±Ó«¬Ê√Ú1
Œ¸ª± fl¡1± ¤ ◊̋√√·1±fl¡œ ˜ √̋√±Ú ø‰¬øfl¡»¸Àfl¡ ŒÓ¬›“1 ¸±ø √̋√Ó¬… ¸±ÒÚ±À1 ¤ÀÚ ¤fl¡
¬Û «̊…± ˛̊Õ˘ Î¬◊M√√1Ì ‚È¬± ◊̋√√ÀÂ√ ˚íÓ¬ ŒÚøfl¡ ŒÓ¬›“1 õ∂ÀÓ¬…fl¡ÀÈ¬± Œ˘‡± ◊̋√√ ¸±ø √̋√Ó¬…1
¤Àfl¡±‡Ú √ø˘˘ 1+À¬Û ø¬ıÀ¬ıø‰¬Ó¬ ∆ √̋√ÀÂ√º

’±øÊ√ ŒÓ¬À‡Ó¬1 Œ˘‡± ’±˜±1 ≈̃‡¬ÛS ŒÊ√Ó≈¬fl¡±Ó¬ õ∂fl¡±˙ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘
¬Û± ◊̋√√ ≈̧‡œ ’±1n∏ Œ·Ã1ª±ø•§Ó¬ ’Ú≈̂ ¬ª fl¡ø1ÀÂ√“±º
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