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Obituary

In

loving memory of

all our brethren

who have left for

heavenly abode



From the Team - Editorial :-

"Education is all a matter of building bridges"- Ralph Ellison

May be that's why our founders thought to name this mouthpiece as "Bridge"! The

team-editorial is convinced aboutthis thus endeavours to realise the goal of making

our "Bridge" not only a tool to connect but also a tool to educate. This year's edition

does carry educative articles besides fictions and anecdotes. The best part about this

edition is that there is quite a significant contribution from the family members of

OBASSG members which indicates that 'Bridge' is connecting families!

It is an absolute pleasure and at the same time an honour, for us, the team-

editorial, to be able to handover this edition of the "Bridge" to our esteemed members,

patrons and all other readers. We, the team-editorial tried our best in conceiving and

delivering this edition to achieve our aim of entertaining, educating and connecting

our readers through the contents. Hope, we could do, at least, some justice to our aim!

This edition, like all other previous editions we are aware of, also has been a work on

hurry. Thus, like any work on hurry, this will also carry some inadvertent omissions and

commissions, for sure. We, the team, take entire responsibility of any such deviations

and extend our sincere apologies to all readers and contributors.

We would like to put forward our heartfelt thanks to all contributors for their

valuable articles, stories, poems, anecdotes without which the 'Bridge' would not have

been constructed. In fact, you have provided us the building bricks for this bridge.

Thank you!

We are deeply indebted to our advertisers without whose support it would not

have been possible to even dream about this 'Bridge'. Almost all of the advertisers

have been regularly encouraging and inspiring us with their constant invaluable sup-

port. We are sure; any number of thanks would not be enough to express our sincere

gratitude to this set of patrons. Nevertheless, a big thank you to them as well!

Finally, at the end, we promise to build and create even better, even more bridges with

every opportunity that we can get hold of. Because, we strongly believe and follow

what Martin Luther King, Jr said "Let's make Bridges and not walls".

Happy reading!

Jagadish Nath    Bharadwaj Gogoi            Jayanta Sarma

2030 / Chilarai      3165 / Udaigiri               3243 / Lachit
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MESSAGE

I am delighted know that Old Boys Association, the apex body of the alumni
of Sainik School Goalpara (OBASSG) is going to hold its Annual General meeting
on 24 November 2018 at Rhino Officers’ Institute, Narangi in Guwahati. A souvenir
titled ‘BRIDGE’ is also being published to mark the occassion.

Sainik School Goalpara is a name to reckon within the academic field of the
State. The student’s who have passed out from this prestigious school are not only
serving the Indian defence force in various capacities but also rendering exemplary
service to the society as consious and responsible citizen. The apex body of the
alumni which is actively engaged in many socially beneficial activities is a testimony to
this.

I appreciate the intitiatives of OBASSG and convey my best wishes for its
future endeavours.

(SARBANANDA SONOWAL)

Chief Minister, Assam
           Guwahati

Dispur
November 19, 2018

Sarbananda Sonowal





MUSINGS OF THE 18TH  PRINCIPAL OF SSG
Capt(IN) Edwin JothiRajan

Principal, SSG

To pen a few words for the "Bridge", the annual magazine of the Old

Boys Association of Sainik School Goalpara means many things.

The identity of the Principal as an extension of the generation of SSGians for

whom the School is a dynamic entity in flesh and blood, more than buildings and class-

rooms, is significant. To live up to the expectations of few generations is a tall order

and needs delicate balance. The love and affinity of every SSGian and their expectation

that Principal with his magic wand will perform miracles and produce wonders is ex-

acting but cannot be wished away as an unrealistic one.

In every visit to the school and discussion, they are filled with nostalgia with

memories of friends and teachers and also of events, pleasing and otherwise. Added

to this is the visit down the memory lane of the various competitions and events held;

detailed description of the various heroic escapades and breaches of indiscipline clubbed

with the memories of their mentors and teachers. To an extent, many recall their dor-

mitory, location of bed, the number of the school truck, the boxing bout, the boxing

champions et al, after few decades. The memories are so fresh and raw, and it is

embedded with emotions and feelings, unique and strong.

The bonding and respect for a fellow SSGian is based on the Roll No, the erst-

while Admission No of the school. The Roll no decides the hierarchy and in turn the

respect, whereas the House Name evokes bonhomie and warmth. The rivalry among

the Chilarai, Lachit, Lohit and Udaygiri houses is age-old and runs in the veins of every

SSGian.

Every house with its innumerable sacred norms and rules, even unknown to its

House Master, has remained  a dread for others to enter the hallowed precincts of the

House. A visit to these houses has remained a dream for every junior. The bonhomie

and the camaraderie outside are unparalleled and all airs about the houses and house

identity dissolve in thin air.

The innumerable batch get-togethers, mostly stags, and at times with the other

gender (I meant families) in exotic resorts and places, (fortunate to see in the watsapp

groups) shows the strength of the bonding. The warmth has led to various "Socially

Useful & Productive (SUP)" activities. The OBA is involved in blood donation, charity in

old age homes, medical camps, in addition to very many discreet activities to support

their friends. Such an identity and bonding for social causes auger well for any society.

If the needy and the weak could be looked after by the society on a voluntary basis, we

will be able to build a healthy society. The General Secretary, OBA and various Charters



across the nation have been actively involved in co-ordinating these activities. The

need to be in the conscience of the public as a dynamic entity, is met by these charity

events as well as by events held in the school.

Over the last three years, under my stewardship, improvements are seen in

many quarters. Rather than participating in sports and games only with Sainik Schools,

SSG participates in CBSE as well as IPSC events. Weightage for academics has been

increased to 60% for Cockhouse point. Participation in Olympiads has increased mani-

fold with around 50 cadets participating in the second round. Interest in Science is

being improved with participation in many Science exhibitions as well as organised

industry visits. Three cadets have joined the Armed Forces in the first attempt, after

few years. All this augurs well for a bright future for the school and is a step forward in

our attempt to regain the past glory that the OBA wants to replicate, and I want to

surpass. Amidst many skepticism and systemic issues of administration, I feel that the

best of SSG is yet to come and Sarve Me Sadhyam.

The OBA as an entity and as an identity lends credence to the glory of the

school and many SSGians are doing extremely well in the respective arenas of exper-

tise. Many visit the school and also meet the students. Though the focus of SSG is to

prepare cadets for the Armed Forces, implicit is the mandate to create successful and

good citizens. Hence, there is a need for all round development in arts, science and

sports in addition to orientation for the armed forces. The need to beat the distance

and overcome the disadvantages of location has become more significant than ever.

The only way of tiding over the issue is by creating needed infrastructure aided with

technology as a force multiplier. Recent inauguration of a "Knowledge Hub" with 35

computers to provide resources that are not closely available is just a start point. In

addition, the need for SSGians to come together and contribute is the next important

thing. I am sure the SSGian spirit will manifest itself and provide the needed impetus at

this juncture.

It's important to recall that SSG, one of the oldest institutions, the first and

unique in the North East, is getting older day by day. Iam proud and happy since, "the

older the wine the tastier it gets". The strength of the institution lies in its age, the

beauty of the institution in its values and its visibility manifests in its OBA. The OBA

and ex-SSGians are its ambassadors spreading its fragrance far and wide. I am proud

to know many of these  wonderful gentlemen. I am sure with many well wishers, SSG

will grow from Strength to Strength.

Sarve Me Sadhyam, Jai Hind.



NOTE FROM PRESIDENT
Ranjit Borthakur,

212/ Chilarai

I extend my warm greetings to all our members and their families' on the occa-

sion of the Annual General Body meeting and Reunion of Old Boys Association Sainik

school, Goalpara (OBASSG). It is indeed an honour for us that Sri Mukesh  Sahay, IPS

(retired)  former  DGP of Assam has agreed to grace the occasion.

As president of OBASSG for last two years, I and my team are satisfied that we

have achieved     some of the goals we had set for ourselves. But we have to strive for

much more particularly regarding the acquisition of land, construction of   office as

well other facilities. We must remember that Guwahati is the hub of the OBASSG, all

others chapters are watching us very closely.  Therefore we have to contribute much

more. Here I would also like to compliment that many of our chapters like that of Imphal,

Dhemaji , Delhi , Pune etc  have been  performing  exceedingly well.

I take this opportunity to convey my heartfelt thanks and gratitude to many of

the ex Students who are contributing silently for the betterment of the association as

well as the Almamater.  I am sure that the new executive which has been elected today

will take most of the outstanding issues to logical conclusion. But I would like to state

that achieving our objectives without cooperation and support from all Ex Student will

not be possible. I would therefore urge all of you   to get actively associated with

various activities of the association. The yearly calendar of our activities for the year

2019 will be published very soon to enable you to plan activities.

At the end I would once again like to thank all of you for giving me the opportu-

nity to serve the Organization for last two years. I am very confident that the next

Executive will contribute much more to make the association much more vibrant and

active.

Thanking you



Report of the General Secretary of OBASSG

Girija Kanta Barman (1438)
General Secretary

24.11.2018, Guwahati.

(For the session 2017-18 presented in 20th AGM held on 24 November 2018 at Army

Officers' Institute, Narengi, Guwahati).

Respected President of OBASSG, Brig. Ranjit Borthakur (Retd.), honourable Sri
Mukesh Sahay, former DGP, Assam, respected Treasurer of OBASSG Sri Ratul Ch. Borah,
esteemed life members of our Association and respected members of our association.
I wish all of you good morning and welcome you all to the 20th Annual General Meet-
ing of Old Boys Association, Sainik School Goalpara. 2017-18 was the second year of
our two-year term and we our tried best to achieve the goals we had set for ourselves
at the beginning. It is for you now to judge and evaluate our performance in the last
year.

The 19th AGM of OBASSG was held at the same venue on 25 November 2017. A
total of 154 members had attended the AGM and the presence in the evening family
get-together was nearly 300. While it was satisfactory, we need to increase it.
A total of six executive meetings were held in the last year in which many important
decisions were taken and implemented. I will now apprise you all with our activities in
the last year.

A total of two medical and health camps were organized last year. The first
camp was organized on 23 December 2017 at Excel Care Hospitals for the children of
OBASSG members. Many members took their children to the Camp and benefitted from
the expert guidance offered by one of our members Dr. Prakritish Borah (1336). An-
other medical and health Camp was held at Mission on 27 February 2018.

As part of our social responsibility, the OBA had approached the PWD depart-
ment of Assam with a request in regard to the maintenance of the Traffic Garden on
the Six Mile Flyover. Accordingly, the same was inaugurated on 1 January 2018. 2004-
11 batch volunteered to take the responsibility, on behalf of OBA, for the upkeep of the
garden.

The OBASSG has been always at the forefront in the cause of the nation. We feel proud
that our alma mater has instilled in us the spirit where the nation always comes first.
The Republic Day was celebrated with a Bike Rally on 26 January. The Rally, which was
flagged off by our President, started from Six Mile, went via G S Road through the T C
School Rotary and again winded up at the same venue through R G Baruah Road. Nearly
sixty two-wheelers, along with some cars, took part in it. It was followed by a working
lunch which was sponsored by Bhaskar Kalita (1005), Karuna Barman (1085) and Girija
Kanta Barman (1438).



To extend good wishes to the cadets of the School who were to appear in Board
examinations in 2018, a team from the OBASSG visited the School on 4 March. The
team interacted with the cadets and wished them best of luck for their exams.

This year Bohag Bihu was celebrated with the inmates of a Destitute's Home at
Kahilipara. As our members generally remain busy during the Bihu, the programme
was organized on 7 April itself. Many members spent time with the inmates, distrib-
uted food packets as well as some useful items for daily use to the Home. Some of the
inmates shared their experiences with the team members. The programme was spon-
sored by Bharadwaj Gogoi (3165), Panchal Baruah (3445), Sachindra Das (160), Anowar
Hussain Saikia (498) and Abhigyan Prasad (2256), Utpal Parashar (2052).

The 9th edition of the Manash Borah Memorial North East Inter Institutional
Debating Competition was organized on 31 May at Pragjyoti, ITA, Guwahati. The topic
for this year's competition was: In the opinion of the House "The strained relation
between the Judiciary and the Executive is detrimental to India's democracy". Nearly
fifteen teams from various institutions from across Assam participated in this year's
competition. This year's competition was inaugurated by Justice (Retd.) B. P. Katakey,
Chairman, Police Accountability Commission, Assam. The entire competition was spon-
sored by the Manash Borah Memorial Trust.

This year OBA added another feather to its social responsibility cap by organiz-
ing the Bilas Barua Chaudhury Memorial Prize Money Essay Competition for the first
time. The topic for this competition, organized in both Assamese and English, was
"Impact of Social Media on Youth". This witnessed huge participation as entries from
all over Assam were received. The prizes for this competition were awarded on 31 May
at ITA, after the completion of the debating competition. The entire competition was
sponsored by Abhijit Choudhury (2646) in the memory of his late father.

This year, 15 august was celebrated by donating blood at four places simulta-
neously, Guwahati, Goalpara, Dhemaji and Jorhat. Altogether 217 units of blood were
donated by our members at Govt hospitals. Actually, the donations could have been
more, but a couple of places, the authorities could not collect more blood and many
members had to return without getting the opportunity to donate. We hope next year
there will be more places and more units. The food packets for the donors were spon-
sored by Sachindra Das (160), Amar Jyoti Kakati (1342) and Bhaskar Gogoi (2879).

The meritorious children of OBASSG, who scored 85% or more in the Board
exams this year, were felicitated on 9 June 2018 at B. Borooah College premises.

We believe that saving the environment is a must for the survival of mankind.
We can't survive without trees. Around 1000 saplings of various flower plants were
planted at Balaji mandir Complex on 19 September. Around thirty members took part in
the programme. The members also took stock of the saplings planted last year and
were very excited to see many of them bear flowers this year. It was indeed a very
satisfying feeling for the members. The programme was sponsored by Mahindra First



Choice as part of their CSR and was co-ordinated by L. Manishankar Singha (3114).
I feel very proud to inform you all that the same day, and at the same venue, an

OBA students' wing was formed with nearly twenty five ex-SSGians, who are currently
pursuing some course at Guwahati. We hope this wing will serve as a bridge between
the fresh pass outs and the OBASSG and facilitate easy entry of new members.
This year the OBA decided to be a part of the Gandhi Jayanti celebrations. Accordingly, a team
from OBA went to Jyoti Snehalaya at Beltola and spent some time with the inmates. Group
Captain D Gohain (Retd.) apprised all present of the contribution of Mahatma Gandhi. Food
packets were distributed to the inmates along with some playing items. The children ex-
pressed their gratitude by singing a wonderful chorus for our members. The members re-
counted that the gesture was indeed very touching.

This year, the OBA executive committee conducted an outreach programme to con-
nect with members settled outside Guwahati. A team comprising the GS, Mridul Deka and
Alakesh Barman undertook a tour of Biswanath Chariali, Lakhimpur, Dhemaji and Jorhat. At all
the four places the team was received with warmth and cordiality. There were discussions on
a number of issues and the team extended invitations for the 20th AGM. I hope we make our
network widespread, keep in touch with each others and make OBA more vibrant and more
socially meaningful.

Come November, cometh School Raising Day. Around 45 members, some with their
families, attended 55th Raising day at the School on 12 November 2018. Apart from giving
away the three annual prizes already instituted, this year a new prize was added to the list.
Major General Ananta Bhuyan (780) has sponsored an award for the cadet standing first in
academics in Class XI. The members and their families had lunch in the Dining Hall and a
friendly football match in the afternoon.

Fellow members, I feel extremely happy and proud to inform you that since the last
AGM a total of 39 new life members have been enrolled into the Association. In the last AGM,
the count was 76, and today, it stands at 115. I thank these 39 new life members from the core
of my heart and request the others also to become life members very soon. The more the
number of life members, the stronger will be our Association. Moreover, let me assure you
that every penny that has been collected as life member fee has been kept fully intact.

Dear members, we tried our best to get our long due plot of land allotted from the
Govt of Assam, but I must say that it is still in the process. We are very sure that the Govt will
consider our project favourably and we will soon have our own plot of land.

We also need to streamline the process of collection of annual subscription from our
members. Only those who attend the AGM pay the fees whereas the others do not. I am sure
that most of our members are willing to pay if there is a mechanism in place. I appeal to this
House to kindly consider the matter very seriously.
Dear fellow members, in the last year we tried our best to achieve many goals. The credit for
our success goes to my team. I take full responsibility for the failures and the shortcomings. I
sincerely hope that the new Executive Committee will be more active and more efficient. The
association requires members of the executive to be proactive.

I again welcome you all this year's AGM and hope to see you all with families in the
evening.

Long live Old Boys Association, Sainik School Goalpara.



It all started with parents ,

Anxious to send their kids to a boarding school,

Reputed no doubt, for some very far off,

But it ensured the best for their children.

The students bonded quickly,

Various houses set,

As time passed they become used to it.

The voice of their matron,

“Wake up, wake up its PT time” she said every morning without fail.

The morning drills, the classes,

The grace said by the school captain before every meal.

Mr Sharma of the canteen,

Who surprisingly could remember every roll no ever.

The memories of the kata biscoot,

The nimkees broken over ghugni.

Their teachers and seniors kind,

Set  examples and guiding  them.

Every students of the batch knew each other,

Too well by now……..

Years passed ,came their last year together,

Till now they all shared a bond together,

A bond to strong to be broken.

Then came their last day together,

Goodbyes were said.

A few tears shed ,

And a promise to stay in touch was on everyone’s lips.

The institution which served as their second homes,

The place were they lived, played pranks together,

Were they spent the most important phase of their lives,

Was said goodbye.

But not easily, cause a lot of memories were attached to it,

But they had to, there was no other option!

Mudra Sonowal

D/o: Saumar Jyoti Sonowal, 1903/ Udaygiri

A Bond Too Strong To Be Broken
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The students kept their promise,

Staying connected through whatsapp groups, reunions and what not.

Celebrating occasions like school raising days and school anniversaries,

Where they piled up at their alma mater ,

Abandoning their jobs and families ,

Just to spend that period of time with their old friends.

And the ones who could not make it ,

Used to be hit with waves of nostalgia by looking at the pictures,

Which were shared with great prompt in the whatsapp groups.

And then came the batch reunions,

Locations picked and tickets booked with,

People even coming from abroad.

A lot of successful people passed  from this place,

Who made a mark in their own worlds,

Not only serving in the armed forces ,

As the name suggests.

The people living in various places now, All over the world,

The bond which they once shared, now stronger.

The great enthusiasm of the people,

Who feel younger once again when they,

Set their feet once again,

At their alma mater, Sainik School Goalpara.

They might not meet  each other too often,

But they all share a bond,  A bond which will last forever,

A bond which is too strong to be broken.

I grew up hearing some of these anecdotes,

From my dad’s school days.

I’ve myself witnessed his bonds, With his school friends,

With whom he spent his golden school days.
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What SSG did not teach me?

DR. PINAKI CHAKRAVARTY, 1335/ Lachit

1979 was the year I took admission into Class VI in SSG. Coming from a vernacular

school and first hostel experience was tough. Punctuality was to be maintained but we

had no watch to know the time. Discipline was strict. Studies are there but it was part

of the whole package. NCC, PT, Sports etc. are regular & we felt these to be more

important than the books. From morning to night, days were mostly routine and droning.

Even the mess had a fixed menu for the whole week & we knew what will be our food

of the day. Every event of the school was prefixed and we used to prepare accordingly.

House days, annual sports day, marathon, school rising day, debate, extempore speech

etc. were all there written, in the school diary. Even the holidays and examinations.Life

was routine and the biological clock was all set. We enjoyed our routine life & could

sleep well without any dreams. The school was set to send cadets for the NDA and we

were preparing for that goal. This was the only aim and our sole dream.

Destiny chose different for most of us. Many cleared the UPSC but could not

clear SSB or the medical. Mohonto Panging, Amir Singh, Siddhatha Sankar Nath, Chiranjit

Konwar from our batch joined the NDA. We were depressed and thought “Amar Ki

HoBo”(What will happen to us?).

In 1986, I joined Gauhati Medical College & Hospital with my friends Prakritish,

Dulan, Dilip, Devjit. I completed my MBBS and MD from the same college. Presently I

am posted in Silchar Medical College as an Associate Professor in Pharmacology

department teaching my students medicine and beyond.

Life was tougher out of school. Nothing is certain. Planning was not there. Life

went complete haywire. Learning is needed to survive. Competition is more. Parameters

are changed. The punctuality and discipline is nowhere. And I am cursing my training

of school?

Being fromboys’ school I am now exposed to opposite sex which is very new

and learning experience. Of course we had Pragya and Sonati with us from the staff

children side  but they were unlike the girls at the medical. I saw new a life, post school

and belief me every step here need courage and patience. Nothing is certain. Serendipity

is at its high. No value of time. People are corrupt, with vested interests and always

critical. Now I had to face these alone without any friend’s help or teacher’s support.

Luckily “Sarbam Mein Sadhyam” helped.
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In Medical Science,  the course itself is hard and long. The emergency duty is

horrible and tiring. The routine is completely crashed. The life is now dedicated to the

hospital and patients. Even family started complaining. Kids can not plan any program.

Everything needs to be sudden and instant. So it is becoming different from my school

life. Satisfaction is achieved when the patient is cured. Deaths are also not uncommon.

Luckily in medical we do not have bias in religion, caste, profession etc. For us

patient care is more important irrespective of the background. The growing age have

taught some hard lessons. The successful person shared their story and failures also

gave new lessons. In life Peace of Mind is the ultimate goal. This world is our heaven

and hell. It all depends on our deed what we deserve. I personally do not belief in after

death life. My life is my own and I need to make it good.

In the course of time I have started to realise that school have taught us many

things which were not in the course at all. Confidence, leadership, punctuality, discipline,

camaraderie, patriotism, gentleness, toughness, honesty, helping, creative, hard-

working etc. The list is endless. All these help to survive in this cruel world. Thankful to

SSG. Long Live SSG.

***************
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Confession of a solitary hiraeth

Atreyee Dutta
D/o : Indrajeet Dutta, 1337/ Lohit

“Home is a place you grow up wanting to leave and grow old wanting to get back

to it. “ -  John Ed Pearce

As kids all of us want to grow up and live independent lives, enjoy our freedom

and live far from our parents’ sight. There isn’t a single soul in this world, I believe,

who isn’t excited about shifting to a new city and starting over a new life because they

want to live life like a free bird and the home is the cage that’s disturbing their flight.

We get done with our boards and start filling out forms in different cities and in the

best of institutions in an attempt to gain mastery over our own lives. And once away,

the free bird doesn’t know where to fly to! But consider this scenario : You are in a

hostel and you have high fever, wouldn’t you want to rest on your mum’s lap? That’s

when the homesickness sets in. 

Things are always shiny when they’re new but once they get old, their lustre

fades. Shifting is attractive but living alone for a longer duration is sad, blatantly sad.

You only know how much you love home when you’re away, just like you miss the sun

when it starts to snow. The first few days you’ll go bonkers and can’t stop imagining

about all the good things you’ll finally be able to do. But when you have to cook your

own food, wash your own clothes, take care of your own sickness and basically be

responsible for your own life, you realize your parents worth. When you have to juggle

between college and household chores, you’ll realize how frustrating it was for your

parents too and then you’ll feel sorry for all the times you lost your temper on them just

because they were asking you to do something! When you are sick and still have to

feed yourself, you’ll know how hard it was for your mom to cook for the entire family.

When you run short of money and still have to run errands, you’ll realise the value of

your parents hard earned money. 

I miss home, honestly I do. I believed I was extremely strong and while everybody

was crying over how much they miss home, I wasn’t. I was smiling at the fact that I’ll

learn to be responsible for myself. But now I yearn to go back home and embrace my

parents and never leave home. To eat all the yummy delicacies my mom and dad cook,

to sit on the couch and lazily watch tv without any care in the world or sleep till 11 in

the morning without having to worry about food - that seems like my ultimate life goal

at the moment. Because after all home is where the heart is.  Wasn’t it hard for the SSG

boys to live for so many years without their parents? Didn’t they feel homesick? But

people say friends become family if it’s strong and true. And if you have a second

family with you all the time, you don’t really get time to miss home that much, right?

And undoubtedly, the Sainik School boys are indeed one big happy family; saving each
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other’s backs since childhood, messing around the familiar school corridors, the endless

night  funs, all the pranks, all the faulty decisions, all the attempts to miss the rigorous

training and all the memories echoing in that campus is what binds all of them in a

single thread of happiness. Over the years, their friendship had just escalated , evident

in all the reunions and parties they still celebrate together. That’s because friends who

eat together, stay together. Their bond is unbreakable : friends, brothers in arms, family,

whatever name you want to give to their relation, they embody it; such is the purity and

strength of their bond. 

However, no doubt it was fun but the longing for your own home never

ceases to leave your heart. Your heart will always hum “country roads, take me home

to the place I belong.”

***
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Oh Sky!
Sneha Deka, Class- VIII

D/o : Dr. Jatindra Deka, 1561

I looked up high

to a small section of the sky;

The orange sky is transfarming from blue

inviting the down, the wilds belew !

It’s like heaven our may eyes,

along the margin of the hills it lies,

I’d left my space with a grin

and I’d soon be lost in it is beautiful infinity

and I wish I could fly over it’s margin

and say “hello” to the clouds which or pretty

and I can’t even blink

beacause every glimpse of this infinity counts,

in it’s beauty and more I sink

and its just everyday that

I wonder why,

I’m in love with the orange sky.

***
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FEMME

KASHVI BACHYAS, CLASS IX

D/O DR. PINAKI CHAKRAVARTY, ROLL NO - 1335

“Feminism”, a term often heard these days. It dictionarily means the advocacy of

woman’s rights on the ground of the equality of the sexes. But this term is often confused

with the term “male hater” which is definitely not a legitimate interpretation of the word

“feminism”.

But nowadays, why does this term has to be used so often? The answer can be

perceived if we just take a look at any newspaper, news channels, billboards or

pamphlets.

We, the women are not unassailable in our very own motherland. Despite shouting

slogans that our country is independent and democratic, the women are caged. They are

given birth but not given wings to fly. A woman has to go through a lot of dominations,

adjustments and harassments right from nativity till the day she gets perished. How

then, can we call our country independent where the dark veracity lies beneath the curtains

of deception?

Our own country folks judge the girls on basis of many principles. The length of

a woman’s dress decides her character, if a woman is late night out she is considered

a whore, a girl who is never allowed to befriend a boy lest the society shall picture

them perversely. We have a society where even natural processes like menstruation

are considered impure. A society full of myths and taboos that can make a woman’s life

miserable. Despite all these, how can a woman live in peace?

Other than these, there are several issues to worry about. When a woman walk

on the pavements, every single moment she has the fear of getting raped. Married

women, who are subjected to harassments such as dowry and domestic violence. And

what else can be worse than murdering a young female foetus. What was her fault that

her life had to be taken away so abruptly? Why was she not even permitted to take

birth?

These plights of women are enough to abuse her mentally, physically and

emotionally declining her state of well-being.

Thus, it is a humble message to all my readers that a woman can be your

mother, sister, daughter, wife or fiancé but all she needs is warmth, respect, love and a

feeling of being secure and not encountering the fear of being judged.

“Feminism is not about making women stronger. Women are already strong. It’s about

changing the way the world perceives that strength, a way to show that we strongly

believe in equality.”

***
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Life with an Alien(ex- SSGian)

Mrs. Dipti Thapa Rana

W/o -Raja Rana/2672 Lachit House

Life as we say is a bundle of surprises, things happens when we least expect

and sometimes we are not ready for the sudden changes. But it’s for our own good. It’s

been three years now that I have been living with this veteran of Sainik school and trust

me living with him is a total new experience.

I have one test subject for my observation of this strange habitant of a distant

alien planet he calls SSG. He is been living with me for quiet sometime but am still

analysing his strange behavioural patterns to make a complete report. The very indistinct

inconsistencies and subjective communication skills makes it more difficult. Am sure

once my research is completed it will be a redefining moment for mankind.

He calls his planet “Sainik school” . I am still taking out the secrets of his visit

to earth. In appearance he resembles like any other ordinary human. He takes utmost

care in personal grooming and the need to tidy up his hair with a rake like instrument

just smaller in size even if the result of his grooming session is the same before and

after but it is very religiously followed. Haphazardly hunting for a piece of invisible

clothe he calls handkerchief because without that his disguise isn’t complete. A particular

way of symmetrical keeping his daily costumes in the cupboard in order gives up the

traditional impression of a man being unorganised. This small detail pictures his

eccentric nature.

When we first started our journey together I didn’t know his true identity not

that I thought he was superman but he was none the less. I was a very naive and

extremely sensitive person. I couldn’t adjust to his non-verbal communication skills. I

was more on to the talkative introvert side who needs to talk to a very few individual

just to keep her sanity and he had very less to talk let alone the often nods which I

guess cannot be counted a communication between two humans with the power of

speech. As I observed If you expect a small good human gesture from this alien like

creatures they become like robots trying hard to mimic a few human emotions but

failing terribly in their pursue, I would also credit myself for being too deductive. Thus

I state this alien of mine is low on emotion which makes them very difficult to understand,

their panic switch is in auto mode at the very mention of confrontation and they start

miserably defending themselves. They are a good listener though and quickly take

commands also knows the techniques to do the same. This alien being is superior in

thought and action that’s why I suppose they disdain confrontation. They are very distinctive
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from the rest once they start a good conversation , meaningful conversation to be precise

and that conversation will live with you for generations. He humbly gives the credit to his

planet. And am in a state of believing ‘the Sainik school’ exist. However these strange pupil

from this distant planet call SSG are very good with adjusting with any situation in life, they

don’t panic immediately like we do, they calm down and relax and think over the problem

whereas we freak out at just the site of them being so silent and accuse them of not taking

things seriously but I guess that’s what they have been taught or trained for-always prepared

for the worst with an optimistic view of the future. I mean they should be the people travelling

to mars am sure they will adjust there as well . Food is not an issue, eats completely

anything set on the table without even a sigh as long as it’s served with pure good intentions.

These strange creatures lurk around and completes his day to day work with utmost dedication

and passion as if it’s a mission to complete and definitely there is no “mission impossible”

for them. That doesn’t end there the moment they reach home they are an excellent father,

a lovable husband and a genuine human being.

Their communication skills though a little less developed than Beethovan but

plays the perfect ‘A’ note once they are in groups of familiar species like themselves.

They might seem hostile from their strange alien like characteristics but once you

know them they can be very amiable. Disclaimer_ Don’t let him start tales of his younger

self because he is so in love with his younger self as the topic goes on and on forever

and the very mention of his planet makes them utterly happy and enthusiastic. I for

once have been so hypnotised as I hear the same stories multiple times that I have

been brain washed to believe it happened to me, it’s like the same theory which says if

something is being repeated to you many times you start experiencing it yourself. I have

even had conversations with my friends about our childhood that seems to have

disappeared from their memories only to been slapped by the realisation that what

memories I was talking to them wasn’t mine at first it was his that I heard a million times

already and set out to be replaying as mine( mind can play tricks I tell you). So it’s dangerous

to associates with their childhood just ignore the topic if you meet them next time. Though

their planet seems interesting but yesstay very quiet on the mention of it or better run

while you can. Thus I conclude though they have camouflaged themselves’ and look like

you they are rare gems. They have mastered the art of being very resilient and together

with their never give up attitude they stand as a great ally to have. I have found my

perfect emotionally flawed alien.

***
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The Bridge
Major Dipankar Sharma

3464/ Lohit house

Young little lads paced around

The lush green School main ground

Where vibrant minds learnt worth of Time

The meek n mean grew their spine

We’re taught to speak n to dine

The School trimmed us in its tight regime.

Soon the barriers of school seemed small

As the toddlers grew beard n grew tall

With ticking time ….the verdict strike

Destiny pulled us apart to fill Life’s mosaic

Few of us hit Gold at first attempt

Some initially faced failure and contempt

But our roots are so strong and deep

It reminded us …Miles n Miles to go before I Sleep

History is witness to this school’s feat

None of its Sons has ever embraced in life….. defeat !!

Our souls connect to such holy a place

Where generations were nurtured for years in solace,

Tides of time always creates a generation gap

We need to open strides n cover this lap

The Dadas rich in brain & bhaities full of brawn

Lets promise together for a  brighter new dawn

From wherever we are & whatever we can

We must continue to nourish our clan

Lets pledge for our schools glory again

To be the Bridge….

From where it is, to where it can!!
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The Most Me
Ms. Aakshi Kakoti, Class X

D/o: Amar Jyoti Kakoti, 1342/ Chilarai

I won the “Most Original” award at a fancy dress competition years ago. I

hated the “Most Original” award. It’s a consolation prize. You can’t be the best, or the

prettiest, so you have to be “original”. I’ve won the “Most Original” award a fair amount

of times. I was even named “Most Original” at a basketball awards banquet. What

does that mean? How can anybody be “Most Original” when she’s playing basketball?

Recognizing the “Most Original” award for the pity-prize that it was, I grew

increasingly hostile toward the very word “original”. If you win this cursed award,

everyone around you feigns sympathy for your circumstances. This creates a cyclone

of cynicism and regret, one from which the “winner” will never quite recover.

Okay, maybe I’m overreacting, but I cannot for the life of me understand that

award. “Most Original” always let me down, and as a result, I hated to be original in

any context. In my hometown, where normality was the norm, I tried to be a typical

student, absolutely and perfectly normal. I grew up in a place where nothing different

than the usual was appreciated. I blended into crowds just like everyone else, was

extremely shy and quite frankly, invisible most of the times– the definition of a typical

teenager. This was the way of life in my town. I became a person who refused to

surprise people. Just another brick in the wall. Dull.

And then I moved to a new town for six months. It was an odd, vibrant place

with odd, vibrant people. I soon realized that originality was celebrated there. The

word “different” was labeled as a compliment. I instantly became friends with a student,

Katie, who dressed outlandishly, wearing corset tops and tutus, and on some days,

carrying around a parasol. She confidently acknowledged her weird sense of fashion

and held the unwavering view that wearing the clothes of her choice made her feel the

most her. Her best friend was a boy with blue hair who once wore a shirt with built in

LED lights to school for Christmas and everybody  absolutely loved it. They were the

most popular people in school, despite being contradictions to all that was admired in

my hometown. People there recognized them as being unique, but instead of ostracizing

them, as would have happened in my hometown, they accepted and celebrated their

originality. Everybody was confident and had their own presence. Being “different”

there was appreciated and I was genuinely shocked to see the difference between the

two environments.  In my new town, I learned the value of “originality”: those who

celebrate their individuality are not only unique, but strong. It takes great strength to

13



defy the definitions and opinions of others, and because of that strength, those who

create their own paths discover a different world than those who travel the same worn

path.

When I returned to my hometown, I had changed. The simple, shy girl who was

always anxious and uncomfortable in her own skin became a strong, confident person

who had accepted her “originality”. My hair was dyed with red streaks, I had pierced

ears and wore crazy clothes that instantly made me stand out. Suddenly, everyone

knew who I was. Although such notoriety would have made me nervous before, as if I

had painted a large target on my forehead, but it did not bother me anymore. I realized

that I had changed more than just my hairstyle and clothing – I had embraced my

individuality and the idea of being original. I felt the “most me” I had ever felt before.

Spending six months in a place where the “most original” was the highest

compliment allowed me to explore and discover myself without the fear of being

different, or lesser.

I am still skeptical about the “Most Original” award. In the context of an award

ceremony, it is still a meaningless consolation prize. But I don’t think of being “most

original” as an insult anymore. Instead, I wear it as a badge of honour, proof that I am

myself and no one else.

Very recently, a friend joked, “If there were ever a “Most Quirkiest” award,

you’d definitely win it.” My friend and I were sitting in a bench in a park, and I was

wearing a pair of gold coloured glittery shorts which definitely caught the eye. We had

caught people staring at them with peculiar looks on their faces which incited my

friend’s remark. Her comment made me laugh. “‘Quirkiest’ makes me sound awkward,”

I replied. “How about ‘Most Original’?”

***
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WhatsApp Group : SSG-72
R D Talukdar

788/Udaygiri

Mob : 9936905362

"Good friends care for each other, close friends understand each other.

True friends stay forever, beyond distance, beyond time"

It was mid-January 2016, on a Sunday morning lazing in my room in Ujjain,

Madhya Pradesh suddenly I got a message in my mobile phone.  The message was

from my school classmate thata WhatsApp group is being formed for our school batch

1972-80.  I excitedly immediately responded. There was a sigh of relief on the other

side. He wrote that since the morning he has been trying all the numbers he could

findof our batch but did not receive any response and that I was the first one to respond

to his message.  I thanked him and forwarded few numbers that were with me and by

afternoon about ten of us got into the group which was aptly named SSG-72.  The

initiative was taken by DD and PLB as we refer them to and both were our group admin.

Our batch was one of the finestbatches of our school.  All of them are doing well in life,

17 of us joined Armed Forces including 13 in the NDA. And then we also haveIIM

Ahmedabad alumnus, top honchos in Oil India, Professors, State Govt technocrats,

successful businessmen and various other fields.  Some of us were interacting after 36

years since we left the school.  Day by day the group expanded.  We were thrilled to be

interacting after decades though generally we were aware of each other's jobs and

place of working through various discussions amongst uswho were already in touch.

We discussed our family and parents as we almost knew everyone's parents. Some has

already lost their parents, someare left with one and lucky oneswho has both their

parents arevery old and ailing.  We congratulated one another for their progress and

happiness, posted our family photos while some were impossible to be recognised in

the photographs, recollected all our good old school days and esteemed teachers,

appreciated each other's talents, hobbies be it in sports, music, drama plays, academics

and all the reminiscences of the school.

Meanwhile our admin DD was googling day and night, facebook, phone call

and other IT expertise to find out the rest of the SSG-72.  Whoever had the info of the

missing one gave input.  Admission No 741 to 808 were revisited against the name

with  the group's effort.  The group became a formidable one.  It was a total bonhomie

with pleasantries. However, complete ice was not brokensince there was more or

less formal posting of messages and forwarding of moral messages as several

years of separation had grown us apart and some hesitancy in relating.  But it

couldn't be sustained longer when two faujis who are well known pranksters since

school days rose up the curtain of stiffness and started teasing others narrating
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their traits and mischiefs in the school - classroom antics, encounters with craft

teacher, killing a goat or pig secretly for good meal and various funny and naughty

incidences.  There was overwhelming positive response and that was the beginning

of joy of SSG-72 which is still being carried on.  It took almost two months to trace

those scattered around the country and the ones obscured for ages.  Still few

didn't login and very few were yet to be traced.  We thanked technology for making

it possible to be able to come together after decades and as a result small get-

together started happening in Guwahati and Delhi. A visit to Guwahati or Delhi by

one from outstation was an occasion for get-together on weekend.  This was

followed by a big get-together in NarangiCantt along with wives and children of all

those hailing from Guwahati and around including Goalpara and uptoBarpetaDistt.

ThewhatsApp post starts with good morning and wishing one on birthdays

and marriage anniversaries.  The day time is generally mild traffic of post being

busy with work and forwarding of old song and jokes.  The killer jokes get flash

flood of comments as if it is one of the class room moments.With the setting of sun,

the posts surges.  One who is partying sends his status highlighting his 'liquid'

brand and the company he is with.  As the night progresses the 'liquid spirit' of

some increases and anything under the sky is sorted out and ends with the school

days emotion.  The weekend night chatting is the most enjoyable, the veterans of

liquid spirit go past midnight.  The level of consumption is measured from the

degree of difficulty in deciphering the chat.  One may logout wishing goodnight but

rejoin again saying he is not getting sleep.Actually only very few take part in these

sessions and others enjoy as peeping Tom.  I want to elaborate a little hereabout

one of our classmates whom we call Peekay,agenius of our class - an extremely

talented person,intelligent and always funny.  He has no enemies but discipline.  A

legend in the schoolwhowas among the first three of our batch to join the NDA.

He was in trouble due to discipline in Class XIIuntil he joined the academy.  An

artistic mind but rules were never meant for him.  In the NDA he was called Ravi

Shankar the music maestro.Thereafter in Air Force Academy, he again messed-up

and left the Academy.   A successful lawyer, the night he logs-in the group his posts

in English, Hindi and Brajabaliare a treat equally to read with the flow of 'liquid'until

it isun-decipherable.

It is not always a late night chat group over drink but just one part of

entertainment.  We have serious discussion on children, parenting and life as a

whole.  There is exchange  of information, seeking advice, encouragement on our

children's achievements.  The puzzles are a good pass time.  Some are expertsin

thekeenly contest to get the first prize of high brand scotch whiskey (though prize

in notional).  Two of us were chronic bachelors, there was a huge demand from

the group to get them married and give us an opportunity to put one's hair down

on our friend's marriage.  Proposals were offered keeping in view their suitability

but they politely declined to take the plunge and deprived us from a bash.  Some
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dug out their old album from boxes and posted the photographs taken by click-3

camera or of Manalisa studio of Goalpara town which we shared with our children,

the black and white photographs look ancient to them but they appreciate our fun

and joy at that time.  So far there has been three big get-togethers of the batch -

the first one in NarangiCantt, second one was hosted by a General of our batch in

Dinjan (Tinsukia) and the third,the biggest one last year on 23rd and 24th Dec

2017.  It was named Re-union-72, held in a resort on the banks of Brahmaputra.

The ladies and children stayed in cottages while we classmates slept in a big hall in

mattresseson the floor with all basic amenities. It was a perfect replica of school

dormitory reminiscing our good old days, we behaved like kids in the school

dormitory, joking and calling one another by their nick names- Petla, Gajoru,

Phulena, Hathi, Baga-Hathi, Chicken, Mary, Aloo, Naal, Balance, Asswa, Iron man

and soon.  In the evening we had a cultural programme with an orchestra from

Dudhnoi led by a classmate's daughter.  Before commencing the programme we

had condolence meeting for our classmates who had left us for the heavenly abode.

There was singing and dancing past mid-night.  We bade adieu' after a picnic lunch

on the second day on the river bank with a resolve to meet again next year with a

bigger strength.  It was a grand party and as decided, planning similar one in a

different location this year too.  Right after the get-together the ladies have formed

their own WhatsApp group- 'The Beautiful Ladies'.

In the end I want to sign-off thanking our both Admins - Cdr Deepak Das

(Retd) 749/Chilarai (DD) and Col Padma Lochan Barman 759/Chilarai (PLB), on

behalf of both the groups for getting us together all our childhood friends including

our better halves.  I want to just say to both of them 'Oh Jesus (?)'.

*****
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MY WINNING SHORT STORY IN 

“ THE GOLD PEN AWARD CONTEST “

THE VALUE OF EDUCATION

Copyright: © SAHJAHAN ALI AHMED

                       BARPETA , ASSAM , INDIA

        On his way to school Salman saw Kamal flying a kite.

“Won’t you go to school today , Kamal ?” he asked .

“ No,” replied Kamal, “ Yesterday the teacher scolded me very badly  for I was

late for school. You know Salman , it all happened because I don’t have a watch. I told

my father to buy me a watch . I won’t go to school until my watch is bought ‘“

“But I must go .” said Salman   

“Can’t you wait for me , your best friend , just for a few days ? Just till my watch is

bought ? insisted Kamal .

        For a moment Salman also thought of not going to school to please his friend. But

a second thought compelled him to change his decision . If he didn’t go to school that

day , he would miss his lesson on Arithmetic which he found very tough . Besides , the

annual examination was also knocking at the door and if he couldn’t pass , his father

wouldn’t be able to bear the expenses of his education again for the same class. He

might even be send to someone’s house as a bonded labourer . 

“ My father will beat me if he sees me at home after returning from field “ said Salman

and he hurried off to school alone.

Suddenly the thread of salman’s kite got torn and he started to run behind his kite

towards a distant jungle to catch it. 

         Salman and Kamal were buddies. Both of them were reading in class IV. They were

neighbours living in a beautiful village on the bank of the river Brahmaputra. Kamal’s

father was a very rich man. He had many acres of land. He had two wives and many

children  He believed in muscle power rather than education. He hardly found time to

take care of his children.

   Salman on the other hand, belonged to a very poor family. His father had a great 

thirst for education. Salman’s grandfather died when his father was only a child.

Moreover major portion of their landed property was eroded by the migthy river

Brahmaputra. Now the only dream of his father was to make him a man, a really educated

man. 

         Kamal did not go to school for a few days . One afternoon Salman saw Kamal

fishing in the river with a fishing hook. He had a very beautiful watch in his wrist.

‘Wow ! how beautiful your watch is !’ Salman exclaimed. ‘What’s the price’.

“Over a thousand rupees, my father said’ replied Kamal .

‘What’s the time? asked Salman.
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“ That’s what I have to learn. I got it only yesterday. Won’t you help me to read time on

a watch ? asked Kamal giving reason for his inability for reading time in a watch.

“ Oh, it’s simple . See these three hands . The smallest one is hour hand and the one

you see running is the second hand and the other is the minute hand . One hour equals

sixty minutes , sixty seconds equal one minutes . That’s all .” explained Salman.

“ But how do you know that ?” asked Kamal.

“Our Maths teacher taught us the other day. You’re absent that day.” informed Salman

.

“ Had I gone to school that day , I’d have learnt better than you “ boasted Kamal ,  “ “

I’ll go to school tomorrow . Nobody has seen my new watch .” he added.

Their conversation continued . Kamal caught several small fish . It was getting dark . “

I have to prepare my lesson. I must leave now .” said Salman and the two left for home

.

      Kamal went to school the following day. All his classmates were spellbound to see

his costly wrist watch . They touched it , felt it and yearned to have one .

“ Now, a pair of goggles on your eyes will make you look like a cinema hero .”

complimented one one his mates . Kamal at once thought of having a pair of sunglasses.

Suddenly the teacher entered the classroom and everyone went to their seats .

       The students’ had to recite a poem by heart that day . Most of the students recited

well , but when it was Kamal’s turn , he failed to utter the very first line . He stood there

holding the bench trying to give reason that he was absent last few days , so didn’t

know about it.

 Instead of scolding him , the teacher affectionately explained , “ Education is the

greatest treasery of knowledge on the earth . Proper education can help even a pauper

to become a king . But lack of it ,can  turn a king to beggar . Fire can’t burnt it , a river

can’t erode it . Neither a thief , your friends nor brothers can snatch it away from you .

Remember.”

 Then the teacher made Kamal promise to learn his lesson next time . But a look of

displeasure on his face showed his disagreement to the teacher’s opinion on education

.         The next day Kamal came to school wearing a pair of new sunglasses.He looked

very handsome indeed. Unfortunately that day too , he didn’t prepare his lesson and

got scolded from the teacher.

 Kamal didn’t go to school next few days .One Sunday Salman went to enquire about

him . Kamal was feeding fish to a bird that he had captured . A servant was helping him

.

 ” Hello Kamal, what are you doing?” asked Salman.

 ” Playing with this bird “, he replied,  “Caught it just yesterday. Will you go for hunting

bird this afternoon ? he asked.  ” My father says birds are our friends. Killing them is a

crime and sin too.” replied Salman rejecting his offer .

 ” But they destroy our crops and some even eat fish of our pond. So father told me to

kill them “ opined Kamal .  “Tomorrow  I will try to catch some more birds .”  he added.

 ” But won’t you go to school?” asked Salman.
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 Giving some lame excuses he went on saying ,” The other day I had a very bad pain on

my legs while coming back from school on foot . It’s too far to go to school on foot.  I

asked my father to buy a bicycle for me . I won’t go to school until my bicycle is bought.”

 They talked for a long time and finally Salman left for home.

      Kamal was absent from school for a whole week. Unexpectedly one day he arrived

school riding on a brand new bicycle . All his friends were wonderstruck to see his new

bicycle . But that day too Kamal got scolded badly from the headmaster for being

consecutively absent for many days from the class.

      As time passed by , Kamal became more interested in luxurious things than his

studies . He always sought lame excuses to stay away from school. The annual

examination came . He appeared in the examination , but cut a sorry figure . He was

promoted with grace marks. Salman on the other hand passed with flying colours.

 After passing out of primary school , both of them got admitted in a Highschool situated

a few kilometers away from their village . Kamal became more irresponsible day by day

.He often missed school. Sometimes , instead of going to school , he would go to watch

movies and would return home along with the other boys when they would return from

school.

“ Why do you miss school so often?” one day Salman asked him.

“ My father says he earns more than our headmaster does . He isn’t educated .I don’t

think education is necessary for becoming a successful  rich man in life .” replied Kamal

flatly.

“But my father says it’s all proper education that you need in life to be a respectable

man “ argued Salman.

“That sounds good , but totally impractical” reiterated Kamal.

Salmam didn’t argue with him any more ,but kept distance from him from that day.

      With the passes of time , Kamal became totally indifferent to his studies . He

passed a few examinations by bribing his friends to tell him the answers  or by using

unfair means. But he failed miserably in the final Board Examination.

On the other hand Salman devoted more time  to his studies . He belonged to a poor

family . So to meet the expenses of his education , sometimes he would even catch fish

from the nearby river and  sell them in market . His devotion to studies yielded him due

result. He passed the Board Examination with highest marks in English and Science.

Everyone was happy with him . His father sent him to town for higher studies and sold

almost all his properties to meet the expenses of his studies . In the course of time

Salman became Dr. Salman.

       In the meantime , the mighty Brahmaputra eroded their whole native village gradually.

The river swallowed all the Mosques , Temples , Churches , Educational Institutions

and all other age old monuments. All the neighbors , friends and relatives of Salman

were forced to leave their native village to find settlement somewhere else. 

Dr. Salman too bought a plot of land in a town and built a beautiful multi-storied building

and settled their with his parents. He got married too. His connection with the people

of his native village almost segregated as the village itself existed no more.
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          Time passed by like a swift arrow . Now Dr. Salman , a middle aged man , earned

name and fame as a doctor.

One evening he went to market on foot as his car driver was ill that day . He bought

some household articles . Suddenly the weather turned bad . An ominous silence marked

the approach of an impending storm . He was getting late .So he hired a rickshaw and

hurried for home. By the time he reached home it was completely dark .There was no

electricity. He got off the rickshaw and offered the fare to the rickshaw puller .But

instead of taking the fare he stood there starring  at the ground. In the flash of lightning

Dr. Sakman noticed drops of tears rolling down both the cheeks  of the rickshaw puller.

A strong storm had already started . Heavy rainfall was to follow.

Dr. Salman moved forward and sympathetically asked him what the matter was .The

rickshaw puller suddenly burst into tears and remorsefully uttered , “ I am Kamal , your

childhood frie....” he couldn’t complete the sentence for something choked his throat.

Dr. Salman couldn’t believe his ears. A flood of memories suddenly shook him violently

. He shuddered . Was it the same Kamal , his childhood buddy? Was it the same Kamal

the most handsome coxcomb who loved luxury and on whom a few servants always

attended ?

Dr. Salman lost words to express his feelings . He didn’t know how to react. He

just hugged him as if a mother had got her lost child after many years . He began to

drag Kamal inside his drawing room. In the dim light of candle , Kamal saw the spacious

cosy drawing room decorated with colourful bouquets to welcome visitors . He hesitated

to touch the colourful carpets with his bare dirty feet . But Dr. Salman pushed him to sit

on the soft sofa .

Salman marked that Kamal had become frail. His beard was not shaven for

weeks . His clothes were torn and untidy. He felt extreme pity for Kamal.

Offering him tea , Dr. Salman asked him what the matter was and how he came

to be a rickshaw puller .

The wind was still howling outside . Jamal found no words to express his grief

and misfortune .After a long pause he began to narrate how all their fields including

home was  swallowed by the river and how he had to sell the small share of his parental

property  to make both the ends meet.He also informed that  he had been staying on a

deserted embankment of a river with his children and sick wife . He became emotional

and began to sob . Then rubbing tears said, “ My wife is ill. There is nothing to eat at

home for the children . So out of dire necessity  I came to this town yesterday . You’re

right Salman , you’re right . Had I not neglected my studies in my childhood , I’d not

have been a rickshaw puller today . It’s education that makes all the difference.”  He

now began to sob loudly . Salman tried to console him. By that time the storm had

ceased .Suddenly the electricity supply was also restored . Both the friends talked for

some more times . Finally Kamal decided to leave. Dr. Salman gave him some money to

buy something for his children. Kamal took the money hesitatingly and came out . He

seemed to have understood the value of education at last.

***
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  MY VISIT TO DARJEELING AND GANGTOK

Master Purusartha Sarma

          S/o Er. Rupanjan Sarma

 1760/ Chiralai

 On 17.10.18 during my Puja vacations my family consisting of my parents, my maternal

uncle and mygrandparents went to Bagdogra by flight from Guwahati.After reachingBagdogra,

we headed to my cousin uncle’s place at Damdim tea estate and halted for the night at his

place.During Puja the natives of West Bengal are completely in festive mood so it was very

difficult for us to get vehicles to reach Darjeeling however with great effort, my uncle managed

two vehicles to take us to Darjeeling, it took 4 hours to reach our hotel in Darjeeling. A reminder

from my side Puja vacation is not the best time to visit Darjeeling as the Nepali people who

consists of the bulk of the population of this hilly town is completely in festive mood so poor

service,unavailability of vehicles, exorbitant rates of vehicles and hotels and lack of good

dining places are the few hiccups one would experience during the Puja time.Our hotel was

situated very close to the mall road so after reaching Darjeeling we took a tour of the mall

road where we made a few small purchases, the next day we visited theMahakal temple, it

was a very large and exquisite ancient Shiva temple, the atmosphere was very calm and

serene which brought a kind of peace and divinity within oneself. Then we visited Japanese

temple and Peace Pagoda. In the Peace Pagoda there was a huge beautiful golden coloured

Buddha statue, after clicking a couple of pictures there we went to see the famed Tiger Hills

to spot the Kanchenjunga but alas was unable to see the Himalayan mountain ranges due to

heavy fog. October is the best and clearest month to view the Himalayas but due to the recent

cyclone in Odisha the weather in Darjeeling remained foggy during the Puja.Disappointed for

not being able to view Kanchenjunga, we went to Ghoom Monastery. Later we went to

Batasialoop, where the toy trains of Darjeeling come and halt for a few minutes.As the weather

was extremely cold and chilly wind was blowing my grandfather caught a nasty cold and we

had to return to our hotel to take refuge in our beds. Next day we went to Sikkim at 1 around

pm and the road to Sikkim was very curvy and I almost felt nauseous due to constant twist and

turns of the serpentine roads but I thoroughly enjoyed the road trip as dense pine forests and

clean, smooth road greeted us at every turn and twists. It took us almost 6 hours to reach the

hotel. Next day we went to Hanuman tok as it was the best point in Gangtokto view

Kanchenjunga, we got a very good view of the Gangtok city fromthere but unfortunately we

were not able to see the Himalayas as the weather was foggy. Then we went to Ganesh tok

which was too situated at a great height but was too crowded with the state zoo just adjacent

to it. After it we visited the BanjhakhariWaterfall, it was named after a tantric practising spells

and magic who was greatly feared and reveared by the natives, there was provision for some

adventure sports in the waterfall,my mother and mama wantedto try but my grandparents

and father strictly warned them from trying any such stint. Next early morning we went to see

the Tsomgo lake which was at a height of 12,000 [ approx.] feet above the sea level. The roads

were very curvy and rough but finallywe reached it, even though we thought of visiting only

the lake, we decided to visit Baba Harbhajan Singh Mandir, a mandir dedicated to a martyred

Indian soldier who is believed to have spiritual and divine power. The Baba Mandir is situated
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even at a greater height of 13,600 feet above sea level,both my father and grandmother

complained of lack of oxygen,but frankly speaking others didn’t feel the difference.As we got

down from our vehicle at the Mandir we felt small dust like particles were falling on us,wewere

too naïve to realise what was that dust like thing falling on us as we all stood admiring a huge

Lord Shiva statue on the opposite side of the Baba Mandir,suddenly as the dust like particles

became bigger and fell upon us with more intensity it suddenly dawnedupon me that these

were snowflakes, my heart leapt with joy when all of the tourists went frenzied and confirmed

that it was indeed snowfall.My grandmother went wild with joy as she started collecting

snowflakes in her shawl. It was a great moment of joy for all of us, as we had witnessed snow

fall for the first time in our lives.After a thrilling and snowy day at Tsomgo lake (12,000 feet

above sea level) and baba mandir we returned to our hotel at Gangtok tired but happy.Next

morning on 23rd October we headed towards my cousin uncle’s bungalow at damdim tea

estate,west Bengal.We reached my uncle’s place at about 1.30 where we were treated to a

scrumptious lunch later we were taken on a tour of the tea estate, since I was enthusiastic to

see how tea is made in a factory,my uncle made arrangement to visit the factory as he was

the senior manager of the tea estate.I got the chance to witness how the tea leaves were first

dried, then cut three times, then rolled before being fermented to enhance flavour,later tea

leaves are dried in ovens to stop the fermentation process and ultimately how the tea leaves

are sorted out by sorting machines according to their granule sizes, I was quite mesmerized

by this whole process.After spending an enlightening evening at the factory we reached

my uncle’s bungalow where steaming hot homemade chicken momos and cakes were

waiting for us, ah! what more could a happy boy ask for.After dinner we chatted for a

while and retired to our beds at 11 p.m.Next morning, we had an early lunch and headed

towards Bagdogra Airport which was 2 hours’ drive from Damdim tea estate.Our flight

to Guwahati was at 4 p.m., we were a bit tensed because we were stuck at traffic jams

at some places but we made it to the airport on time and reached home sweet home at

about 5p.m. No doubt I enjoyed every bit of my puja vacation but no place is as sweet

as home or one can blame my assamese genes for preferring my home above any

place on earth.

*******
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NOR A CHILD, NEITHER AN ADULT- A TEEN

Maitreyi Parashar, Class XI,

D/o: Utpal Parashar, 2052/ Aniruddha

When you’re young, things aren’t complicated. It’s right or wrong, good or bad, black of white.
Easy.. You make a choice and you stick with it. The walls of your world are limited to the fences of your
backyard. Your friends are the people your parents chose for you. Things aren’t so easy when you get to
adolescence, to the murky waters and shades of grey and questioned moralities that will come with
becoming an adult. That’s when things start to change, when lines begin to blur and the sky turns green
and the walls all come crashing down on you and all that you know. But even then being eleven is easier
that being seventeen. Right now, since you’re there, every age in the world is easier than being seventeen.

“The teenage years are the best years of a person’s life”. Time and tide waits for no man.
Although this saying seems incredibly clichéd, this proves to be the most truthful statement of all. . Men
are often engaged in the never ending chase for time. Many have wasted their youth away during their
teenage years and only to regret after it has been a foregone conclusion. I agree that the teenage years
are the best years of one’s life. Teenagers are generally full of vitality and energy.

Only a few people remember what it was like to be a teenager. Their minds censor their
memories and makes them believe that teenage was one big party, free of cares and responsibility.
There aren’t that many adults who realize what the teenagers these days go through. Not many people
are aware. Few people can remember the truth about adolescence. Their minds censor what adolescence
was really like. The anguish, the fear, the anxiety and the stress. People don’t remember these problems
because they want to forget them.

The truth of the matter is that being a teenager is really hard, right from the beginning.
 In some ways being a teenager is the hardest chapter in your life. This is the part of your life where you’re
trying to define who you are not only to everyone around you, but also to yourself. We teenagers struggle
with image, gender identity, self confidence, and tons of emotional issues.
Being a teenager is so difficult that many of us wish we could just skip this chapter, and have everything
figured out. The truth is however, you can’t skip around. You have to go through this part and hopefully
come out alive and happy. In an ideal high school world everyone would be happy with the way they look
and wouldn’t force themselves to become something else. All of us would also have a voice, a strong
voice to say exactly what we’re thinking. We wouldn’t do things that didn’t matter to us, we would wait
until they mattered then we would do those things with so much passion and devotion that there would
be no question of right or wrong. None of us would resort to suicide because we would all have
unconventional support for one another. Unfortunately not all of this can happen because our world is not
perfect or ideal. We, teenagers have to bind together and strive for these things to happen and we all just
have to push through our issues. If we just keep pushing and hoping we will come out on the other side
victorious.

We are never going to have everything figured out, not even when we are adults, so we just
have to except that and remember this chapter will end. We will move on. High school is not the end of

us, it’s the introduction to real life, and real life is what matters.

***
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ORAL HEALTH: A WINDOW TO YOUR OVERALL HEALTH

Dr Trailokya Bharali

Associate professor

Regional Dental College,Guwahati.

Mob no-9435702020

Oral health is an important aspect of General health and is considered as an integral
component of overall health and well being of an individual. Your oral health is more
important than you might realize.

Although you probably understand that poor dental care can lead to cavities (tooth
decay) and periodontal diseases (gum diseases), did you know that other, more serious
health problems can also result from poor oral care? The truth is that if you don’t take
proper care of your teeth, you could face far more serious consequences than a simple
toothache or some unsightly stains. It is essential to protect natural teeth from decay
and gum diseases and focus on early detection and prevention of these conditions.
Protect yourself by learning more about the connection between your oral health and
overall health.

What’s the connection between Oral Health and Overall Health?

The World Oral Health Report (2003) stated clearly that the relationship between Oral
Health and General health is proven by evidence. Since that report, new evidence has
emerged further strengthening   the case. Oral Health and general health are related in
four major ways:

1. Poor oral health is significantly associated with major chronic diseases.

2. Poor oral health causes disability

3. Oral health issues and a major diseases share common risk factors.

4. General health problems may cause or women oral health conditions.

1. Poor Oral Heath is significantly associated with major chronic diseases.

 During the past 15 years, evidence from population-based studies increasingly
points to a robust connection between oral health states and serious major chronic

diseases. •

CARDIOVASCULAR   DISEASES: In a nutshell, this means heart disease. The bacteria

from inflammation of the gums and periodontal diseases can enter your bloodstream

and travel to the arteries in the heart and cause atherosclerosis (hardening of the

arteries).  Atherosclerosis causes plaque to develop on the inner walls of the arteries
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which thicken and these decreases or may block blood flow through the body. This
can cause an increased risk of heart attack or stroke. The inner lining of the heart
can also become infected and inflamed a condition known as endocarditis.

• DIABETES: People with diabetes are more likely to have gum diseases than
people without diabetes, probably because diabetics are more susceptible to
infection anywhere in the body. Poorly controlled diabetes is especially at high risk
because they are more likely to develop gum diseases than well controlled diabetics.
However, the relationship between periodontal diseases and diabetes goes both
ways- the presence of periodontal diseases may make it more difficult for diabetes
to control their blood sugar. Severe periodontal disease can increase blood sugar
levels. This puts diabetics at increased risk for diabetic complications. Periodontal
disease predicts the development of end stage kidney disease in diabetic patients.

• RESPIRATORY DISEASE: Not only cardiovascular and diabetes but also
respiratory disease may be the cause of death in developed countries. Bacteria in
the oral cavity can be aspirated into the lungs and cause respiratory diseases,
including pneumonia, bronchitis, chronic obstructive pulmonary disease (COPD).

• DEMENTIA: Tooth loss from any cause is found to be associated with dementia
and Alzheimer’s diseases. Alzheimer’s is a debilitating brain diseases and it have
been discovered that gum diseases can increase the risk of forming Alzheimer’s.
Compared with participants who still had many of their natural teeth, those with
fewer or no teeth were much likely to have experienced some memory loss or have
early stage Alzheimer’s diseases.

• ADVERSE PREGNANCY OUTCOMES: Pregnancy is a time of great change in a
woman’s body and the changes impact both the oral cavity and the maternal-fetal
complex. Infection with bacteria from periodontal diseases in the mouth may affect
the health of the pregnant  uterus leading to low birth weight and premature
contractions of the uterus. Babies born prematurely are at significant risk of
developing serious and lasting health problems and have an increased risk of death.
Pre- eclampsia  (high blood pressure in pregnancy) is one of the significant problems
in human pregnancy and complicates 8-10% of pregnancy.

• STOMACH ULCERS: People with poor oral hygiene are more likely to have
“H.pylori”, the bacterium that causes stomach (peptic ulcers) both in plaque on
teeth and in the stomach. The mouth may be reservoir of H.pylori  and  potentially
a source of transmission or re-infection.

• OBESITY: Obesity is a risk factor for hypertension, blood fat abnormalities, heart
diseases and stroke, and that obesity is also associated with periodontitis.

2.      Poor oral health causes Disability.

The impact of oral disease on people’s everyday lives is subtle and pervasive,
influencing eating, sleep , rest and social roles. Collectively, oral diseases and
disorders create substantial pain an d suffering, disability and creates social impacts
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3.     Oral Health issues and major diseases share common risk factors.

There is a strong argument for a common “common risk factors” population health
approach to prevention. For example, many oral cancers are associated with tobacco
and alcohol use, and lip exposure is mostly associated with sun exposure. Oral
health itself is determined by multitude of factors including diet, hygiene, smoking,
alcohol use, stress and trauma. These factors are common to a number of other
chronic diseases, such as, heart disease, cancer and strokes. Therefore, both oral
and general heath share possible causes and risk behaviors. Moreover, poor oral
heath and poor general heath are likely to occur together and have an impact on
each other.

4. General Heath problems may cause or worsen oral health conditions.

General health problems may show up in the mouth. For example, people living
with diabetes are more likely to suffer from infections such as oral thrush. Many
medications (such as treatment for high blood pressure and epilepsy) that lead to
dry mouth therefore increase the patient’s risk of dental decay and gum diseases.
This may increase the rate of tooth loss.

How can I protect my oral health?

Establish good hygiene habit to protect oral health.

• Brush your teeth at least twice a day with fluoride toothpaste.

• Floss daily.

• Clean or scrap the tongue daily.

• Use a mouth rinse, if recommended by a dental professional.

• Replace your toothbrush every 3-4 months or sooner if bristles are frayed.

• Eat a healthy diet and limit between- meal snacks.

• Use sunscreen with an appropriate SPF for lips and skin protection.

• Don’t smoke or use smokeless tobacco.

• Check gums or mouth regularly and report your dentist as soon as any changes
or signs of oral health problem arises.

Doing so can protect more than just your teeth- it can save your life!

“TAKING CARE OF YOUR ORAL HEALTH IS AN INVESTMENT IN YOUR OVERALL

HEALTH”
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       Our Humanity

Mudra Sonowal

 D/o: Saumar Jyoti Sonowal, 1903/ Udaygiri

These days all we hear,

Are offences, violence everywhere.

Shooting sprees and rape cases,

Destroying humanity,

Mankind on the verge of destruction,

Not by natural causes or disasters,

 But by their own actions.

Nirbhaya and Asifa were victims,

Along with thousands of girls and women.

People are kidnapped and ransom asked,

People are shooting their own classmates,

People are murdering each other mercilessly,

Animals are poached by poachers.

Why do people perform these acts?

These acts which are degrading humanity?

Now, as the doomsday clock moves closer to 12,

We must try to change our ways.

These shameful acts are killing thousands,

Abduction, murders and rapes.

As the courts try to provide justice,

We must not forget,

That it are the citizens of the world,

Who should try to change.

To mend our ways,

And to help as the world tries to evolve,

We must try to retain,

Our humanity and stop these acts.
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The Life and Livelihood of the Sonowal Kachari Community

India is a vast country and Assam is one of the biggest state in north eastern

part of India. it is also called gateway of northeast. it is bounded by Arunachal Pradesh
in north followed by Bhutan Kingdom. to theSouth it is bounded by Mizoram and Tripura.
to the east Nagaland and Manipur and to the west Meghalaya, west Bengal and
Bangladesh. Sonowal Kachari tribe originally belongs to Mongoloid community but
presently they are inhabitants of Dibrugarh,Tinsukia,Dhamaji,Lakhimpur,Golaghat,Sibsa-
gar Jorhat district of Assam. Sonowal kachari people are mainly plain tribe and
considered as third largest population of Assam according to census report.

Agriculture is the main source oflivelihood, both male and female used to work
in paddy field. Ploughing of paddy field is of done with the help of wooden plough(nangal)
and bullock. three types of rice : aahu, Sali, and bao is used to cultivate in paddy
field.they work hard to get better economy,besides these sonowal kachari people used
to cultivate bora,joha,laodubi,haaldhar rice to get more income.harvesting generally
starts from November/December of the year.

Sonowal kachari people are also expert in cultivation of horticulture product
such as mango, jackfruit, coconut, betelnut, betelnut leaf (Paan) and areca nut (supari)
.since betelnut and betelnut leaf(tamul paan)is common among  assamese people,they
earn good profitable income by  selling it.besides these sonowal kacharis also cultivate
seasonal crops like potato,ginger,garlic,mustard seeds, onion,turmeric etc and preserve
its seeds for the next season. Sonowal kacharis also cultivate vegetables like tomato,
brinjal, cucumber, chilli (Jolokia) winter melon,pumpkin etc.in villages bamboo is
commonly seen in every house of sonowal kachari people and few house hold products
are made from bamboo like pasi,khorahi,dola,jakhoi, basket etc.they earn good money
by selling it. Sonowal kachari women are expert in weaving. Women are good weaver.
they used to weave Mekhala,sadar,gamosa,dhoti,sola,riha,muga/pat mekhala, eri sadar,
seleing sadar etc in different attractive design and also earn money by selling it. Sonowal
kacharis practiced gold washing as traditional profession at the time of ahom kingdom.

Earlier sonowal kacharis used to live in thatched house (kheri ghar) made up of
bamboo, cane,wood,paddy straw and mud . bamboo are used as wall and wood used
as piller.mud mixed with cowdung and water used for plastering wall.there are three to
four rooms made up it and there is a separate room for cooking food called kitchen.
and all the members used to take food in kitchen.sonowal kacharis used to live in joint
family and head of the family is the owner of all the property.everyone has to obey him.
at the time of dividing property they agree to whatever decision is Taken by the head of
the family. Earlier women were not allowed to take property rights but nowdays. They
also get their ownership of ancestral property.

So the assamese people are very proud of having the sonowal kachari tribe as
an integral and the most indispensable tribe amidst the diverse tribes of our state.

Diju Bharali

2454/ Lachit

Mobile.No - 8638091495
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WITCH  HUNTING IN ASSAM, ITS  DYNAMICS  AND

PREVENTIVE  MEASURES
Dr. Natyabir Das,

1379/ Lohit

(M) - 97066-39527

The violation of human right, that is the killing of innocence in the name of

witch hunting shakes the collective conscience of people across the country. Like many

other states of India. Assam often witnesses injuries, death, mental torture and other

miseries like rape etc. resulting from this wicked practice. Victims are beaten up, lynched

to death and very often they are ostracized by the perpetrators in the name of punishing

the witches. These incidents are alarmingly making headlines in TV channels and

newspapers with unfairness. Broadly there are four reasons, why this menace exists.

They are (a) Lack of Education, (b) Inadequate health services  (c) Absence of specific

law and (d) Strong influence of oral narratives.

What might be the force behind the practice of witch hunting :

There is a strong influence of oral narratives’ on the people even to this day in

the absence of comprehensive education system along with lack of knowledge of modern

health facilities in the remote areas. So some find its root cause in the traditional

belief the communities cherish as legacy of ancestors.

In the absence of a comprehensive education system in the remote areas, these

people have not been able to emerge from the influence of oral narratives like tales,

myths that have been passed down through generations. Much as we have enjoyed

listening to stories of witches, black magic and other such elements, letting these

figments of imagination have predominance over people’s lives has been harmful and

fatal in many cases.

For example, I have seen people spending time appeasing Goddess Bhagawati

Aai, when someone is suffering from chickenpox or measles. Or when someone is

epileptic, have convulsions, delirium in high fever or in alcoholic withdrawal syndrome,

when patient shows auditory or visual hallucination, he is taken to some other goddess

for correcting the abnormalities. Almost all the districts of Assam are vulnerable to

witch hunting. Mission Birubala and NGO fighting against witch hunting in last 5 years

tried to locate the entire phenomenon of Daini(withch) within the larger context of

belief system pervading the lives of people in Assam. Assam is one of the states along

the West Bengal. Arunachal Pradesh, Bihar, Jharkhand, Maharashtra, Odisha which are

affected by this practice (Witch Hunting). In recent times Assam and the area with

Meghalaya boarder in lower Assam experiencing increasing instances of people

resorting to behaviours, which are very dangerous and illogical, based on beliefs in the

existence of some unseen evil or magical power concentrated in the hands of some

individual, who can cause sickness or damage to properties or some kind of harm to

others. This justifies for the community for sanction to mete out severe punishment to
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the person, including mental, physical torture, imposition of death penalty. Many a

times individuals are ostracized from the village and kept isolated.

PIL field by Guwahati based layer Rajeeb Kalita in 2013 revealed that

approximately 130 people have been killed in the 17 district of Assam’s 27 district

between 2002 and 2013.

According to a reliable source total death as a result of Witch Hunting reported

between 2007 and 2014 is more than 400 in Assam, Many deaths go unnoticed and not

reported to police due to social stigma and fear.

In 2014 Lota Boro from Upartola in Goalpara district, committed suicide by

hanging in a tree. A day before his death he was severely tortured mentally and was

threatened of severe consequences after the scheduled Kangaroo Court to be held

next day for his trial which might lead to death penalty with physical torture in severe

form in a day or two.

According to National Crime Records Bureau between 1991 and 2010 India

witnesses killing of 1700 people.

In Assam, belief in ‘Witch Craft’ (Dainee Vidya) which is a misnomer, was a

part of social life among Bodo, Rabha, Rajbangshi, Adivasi and some tribal communities,

but now Witch Hunting (torture in the name of Witch) is increasingly expanding among

the other communities as well across the state. More over the incidences are no longer

confined to remote villages, some incidences of such evil occurred among the Guwahati

town dwellers also. In last 2-3 years. Another reason why the actual records of witch

hunting cases are difficult to come by is that in police records the cases are simply

registered as murder cases. Nevertheless it is not a small number when the state

government record says that a total of 82 persons lost their lives in Witch Hunting in

the state between 2009 and February 2015.

Witch :

It is difficult to ascertain since when the present concept about Witch came

“but study wants to go to its origin to a TRANSITION PERIOD in society. In this context

the transition period is one when the old Matriarchal Society moved to Patriarchal one.

In Matriarchal Society the mothers cherished their children with foods and used herbal

medicines for their illness. This practice ran from generation to generation. The women

in those society acquired a higher status then men. During natural calamities it was

woman who did everything for safety of their children. Some form of natural calamities

and natural phenomenon could not be explained by them. The thunderstorm, earthquake,

heavy rain, illness of their children etc. kept the people in fear of a super natural power.

Imagination of deities came and the different kind of rituals began to appease the

supernatural power. This brings the concept of TRADITIONAL HEALERS. The traditional

healers tried not only to deal with diseases but they have been practicing various

rituals since time immemorial, with faith to control the unseen supernatural power

behind natural disasters like heavy rain, thunderstorm, earth quakes drought etc. This

way the practice of black magic and sorcery began. With the advent of modern medicines

and treatment equipments, health facilities in the patriarchal society the wise women,
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some of whom were priests, started losing their higher status in the status in the

society who played a significant role in controlling a community with dignity. Females

who had active role in social functions, treatment of their children in the primitive

society were later envied by some males in the society. It is to be mentioned here that

gradually when the people learnt methods of cultivation or harvesting crops, the

granaries came into families. Families needed someone to keep the granaries guarded

by. For this males were preferred and the patriarchal dominance over the property

comes into existence. In course of time male priests evolved in the society. Deodhani,

Baba, Oza, Bez, Mibu are some of the present form of the priests prevailing in Assam.

Many of the priests have deity worshiping spaces in the courtyard. Many a times these

priests involved themselves with some rites and some esoteric activities to convince

the common people that they have acquired the ability to control / domesticate the

supposed evil spirit, ghosts etc.

When studied among the vulnerable communities to Witch Hunting like Boros,

Hajongs, Misings, Adivasis etc., it is seen that priests are trying to use the supposed

(sorcery) magical power, to control the unexplained phenomenon of nature and even to

fight against disease. These practices have passed down from generation to generation.

The superstition over the magical power among these marginalized people particularly

where it lacks effective education system and halth care, is so deep rooted that it becomes

very difficult to make them understood that magic or sorceries cannot perform any miracles

in reality for the treatment of diseases or prevention of natural disasters. The word “Witch-

Craft” or “Dainividya” is closely related to the superstation over the obscure magical

power and sorceries shown by professional priests. This term actually evolved from ‘Blame-

Game’ phenomenon amongst the sorcerers or the self styled God-Goddesses, priests etc

who claimed to have possessed some unseen divine power.

DYNAMICS  OF  WITCH  HUNTING  IN  ASSAM :

At present there are about 20 Districts in the state where incidents of Witch

Hunting are emerging as major social threats. More vulnerable among these are

Kokrajhar, Chirang, Majuli, Baksa, Sonitpur, Udalguri, Tinsukia, Karbianglong, Biswanath

Sariali, Goalpara, Sivsagar and Dhemaji. Besides old tradition of superstitious belief

due to lack of education Soci-economi factor plays a significant role for survival of this

practice that is growing alarmingly in the last 3 decades in the state. Though Witch

Hunting is a critical practice in the society and the causes behind many incidents are

less understood, two kinds offactors are common among the vulnerable communities

in Assam which lead to Daini (Witch) identification. Firstly a strong belief among the

people about the existence of supernatural (Benevolent or Malevolent) power or black

magic some persons are able to practice and that they use it to harm other and some

time harm the entire village, because of which epidemics and other misfortunes occur

in a village. Secondly, Which is more dangerous and common now a days, is branding

someone as Daini is motivated by many other considerations. The second situation
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comprises many factors and it is possible due to the preconditions i.e. the belief in

Witch craft among the people. It is a ‘Blame Game’ played by many for their own

vested interests.

Debajani Bora of Cherakani village, Dokmoka, Karbu-anglong who had won many

national awards in Javelin Throw had gathered better social status and when she

acquired a better and well to do family of herself in the village and consequently she

was envied by her close neighbours. One day a self-styled ‘Lord Krishna’, a female Bez

and Namghoria the village priest together branded Debajani Bora as Daini and she had

to face a lot of physical and mental torture. Later police arrested the culprits and put

them into Jail.

Anjali Hazong a young widow from Dhamor, in Goalpara District was branded

as Witch in 2011 when she retahated and refused to enter into a relationship by not

responding to sexual advancement by two male neighbours. She was severely tortured

physically and mentally, Mission Birubala with the help of village defence party members

brought back her to normal life after conducting 3-4 awareness meeting with the Gaon

Burha and village communities.

When someone in a village starts worshipping a deity alien to the culture may

also become Daini. Dulal Rabha from Rokhapara village in Goalpara District was branded

as Daini. His manner of offering to his deity in day to day life was a deviation in the set

rituals followed by his community and he attracted jealousy from his community because

he become wealthier due to his hard work.

So varied circumstances can be noticed by which a woman or a man is branded

as Daini, but sparing 1 or 2 out of 100 incidents almost every kind of Witch-Hunting

operation explains its relationship with personal vested interest of the perpetrators.

 Preventive Measures :

A soon as learning process starts a child should be taught that there is no

supernatural power or divine that predetermines our future events.

There should be lesson in the school text book so that conducive and protected

environment is created to keep primitivism in modernity at bay which thrives making

way for the survival of archaic ideas and beliefs.

Improved Health System :

Government’s health programmes need to reach the people in the remote areas.

To bring away people from the clutches of with doctors (Kobiraj, Bez etc), the medical

personnels of these health centres need to implement innovative drives to make them

realize the importance of acquiring professional medical and health facilities.

Awareness :

Concerned Government representatives along with stake holders (NGO), medical

professionals, teachers, student organizations, important citizens have to constantly

reach out to people in the vulnerable areas through meetings. It is imperative that the
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Goan Burhas, local doctor, student, leaders, local LPS teacher are made and integral

parts along with the district legal authority services and police department to gain

maximum influence.

Implementation of a specific low :

President Kovind’s assent to the Bill against Witch-Hunting that the Assam

Assembly passed three years ago has rejuvenated the campaign of Mission Birubala

and other stake holders against superstition that has claimed scores of lives.

Key features of bill :

1.  It aims to eliminate the superstition from society by making such offences

under the Act as non-bailable, non compoundable and cognizable.

2. Prohibit any person from calling, indentifying or defaming any other person

as witch by words, signs, conducts or indications.

3. Stringent Punishment : If anybody found guilty, the Act imposes up to 7 years

of jail and fine up to 5 lakh rupees. This provision will come as per section 302 of the

IPC.

4. Proposes Sentence of three years imprisonment if anybody blames a person

for natural disasters in a particular locality such as floods droughts, illness or any

death.

5. Special Courts : Special Courts will be set up in consultation with the high

court for trail of such offences.

Conclusion :

With thorough and systematic research, effort to raise the quality of rural- Assam

and with the attention given concentrating on health, education and infrastructure for

the livelihood of these people by the state a satisfactory solution can be brought to

stop the perpetuation of Daini belief or Witch Hunting in otherwise peaceful Assam.

***

9864067984 / 9707567984
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PHYSIOTHERAPY- NEEDS VS NECESSITY

Dr. Rahul Baruah (PT)

3419/ Lohit

Tel: 9999076933

When it comes to Rehab from surgery or an injury, its a whole new ball
game these days. Gone are long stretches of bed rest and week off from work.
Treatment has become more aggressive. No longer they simply rub down an injured
back or gently exercise a fractured leg. Today’s Physiotry to make correction and
fix the problem instead of waiting for your body to take its natural course. Research
suggests, its safe and lead to a speedier and better recovery. According to WHO:
“Physiotherapists assess, plan and implement rehabilitative programs that improve
or restore human motor functions, maximise movement ability, relieve pain
syndromes and treat or prevent physical challenges associated with injuries, disease
and other impairments.

Role of physio plays a vital role from neonates to geriatrics, assessment and
treatment of patients, concerned with promotion of health, prevention of disability.
Year ago, if you had shoulder or knee surgery. You might wear a sling or brace for 6-8 weeks
and hold of on physio until 4-6 weeks. Now patients are usually out of the sling, except
when sleeping and start Physiotherapy by end of the first week. Physio shifted their focus
to making you able to use your joint better or correct posture and biomechanics. Now goal
is to get you back to your regular activities or sports activities as early as possible.
Physiotherapy has revolutionised the ortho and Neuro surgeries by making the patient
functionally fit and independent in a short span of time post surgically.

Physiotherapist also specialise in treating disabilities related to motor and
sensory impairment. For some stroke survivors, Neuro- Rehabilitation helps relearn
skills that are lost when part of brain is damaged. Over time neuro-Rehab can be quite
remarkable. It does take a team of professionals and the family to accomplish this.
Physio takes a leading role in developing appropriate policies and strategies with other
professionals and services to address the transition from rehabilitation to an active
lifestyle following stroke. Though in some cases Physiotherapy also help to save life,
still in broad sense Physicians or Surgeons save the life but physiotherapist improve
quality of that life.

In Guwahati, a community-building project for Brain and Spine Injury Patients is

run by Palon ReWalk entitled India’s First Residential Neuro Rehabilitation Centre.

***
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CYBER CRIME TRENDS AND HOW TO PREVENT IT

Shri B K Mishra

1739/ Chilarai

In the 21st century it’s not going to matter how many arms you carry, but instead

how many Buttons you press. Crimes, in whatever form, always affect the society

directly or indirectly. Internet has become our necessity and we use it in every field of

society. Misuse of computer with the help of internet further leads to illegal acts which

are often categorized as cyber crime such as fraud, stealing identities or violating

privacy etc

Cyber crime is not defined anywhere in any legislation under Indian law but

Information  technology Act 2000 deals with offences related such crimes in India.

What is Cyber Crime?

As the use of internet is increasing, a new face of crime is spreading rapidly

from in-person crime to nameless and faceless crimes Involving computers. Cyber crime

includes all unauthorized access of information and break security like privacy,

password, etc. with the use of internet. Cyber crimes also includes criminal activities

performed by the use of computers like virus attacks, financial crimes, sale of illegal

articles, pornography, online gambling, e-mail spamming, cyber phishing, cyber stalking,

unauthorized access to computer system, theft of information contained in the electronic

form, e-mail bombing, physically damaging the computer system, etc.

Present Trends of Cyber Crime in India

In the case of cyber crime, large numbers of suitable targets may emerge through

increasing time spent online, and the use of Online services such as banking, shopping

and file sharing making users prone to phishing attacks or fraud. The major cyber

crimes reported in India are denial of web services, hacking of websites, computer

virus and worms, pornography, cyber squatting, cyber stalking and phishing. Nearly 69

percent of information theft is carried out by current and ex-employees and 31 per

cent by hackers. India has to go a long way in protecting the vital information.

According to Symantec’s (American Global Computer Security Software

Corporation) internet security threat report (volume 18) on April 29, 2013, India has

seen a 280 percent increase in bot infections that is continuing to spread to a larger

number of emerging cities in India. India has the highest ratio in the world of outgoing

spam or junk mail of around 280 million per day worldwide. India’s home PC owners

are the most targeted sector of cyber attacks. Mumbai and Delhi emerging as the top

two cities for cyber crime.

Cyber Laws in India

Cyber law was first step taken by Government to stop cybercrime. According to

indian law cyber crime has to be voluntary and willful, an act or omission that adversely

affects a person or property. Cyber law encompasses laws relating to Cyber Crimes,

Electronic and Digital Signatures, Intellectual Property, Data Protection and Privacy
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 Indian parliament passed its first “Information Technology Act, 2000” on 17th October

2000 to deal with cybercrime in the field of e-commerce, e-governance, e-banking as

well as penalties and punishments. The Information Technology (IT) Act, 2000, specifies

the acts which have been made punishable.

On 17th October 2000 the Information Technology (Certifying Authorities) Rules,

2000 and Cyber Regulations Appellate Tribunal (Procedure) Rules, 2000 came into force.

On 17th March 2003, the Information Technology (Qualification and Experience of

Adjudicating Officers and Manner of Holding Enquiry) Rules, 2003 were passed. The

Information Technology (Security Procedure) Rules, 2004 came into force on 29th

October 2004. They prescribe provisions relating to secure digital signatures and secure

electronic records. An important order relating to blocking of websites was passed on

27th February, 2003.

According to which, Computer Emergency Response Team (CERT-IND) can

instruct Department of Telecommunications (DOT) to block a website.

The Indian Penal Code (as amended by the IT Act) penalizes several cyber crimes.

These include forgery of electronic records, cyber frauds, destroying electronic evidence

etc. Digital Evidence is to be collected and proven in court as per the provisions of the

Indian Evidence Act (as amended by the IT Act). In case of bank records, the provisions

of the Bankers’ Book Evidence Act (as amended by the IT Act) are relevant. Investigation

and adjudication of cyber crimes is done in accordance with the provisions of the Code

of Criminal Procedure and the IT Act. The Reserve Bank of India Act was also amended

by the IT Ac

Best Practices for Prevention of Cyber Crime

Below mentioned security guidelines and good practices may be followed to

minimize the security risk of Cyber crime:

By updating the computer: To avoid cyber attacks, regularly update operating

system of computers and antivirus. While Keeping computer up to date will not protect

user from all attacks, it makes it much more difficult for hackers to access computer

system, blocks many basic and automated attacks completely etc.

By choosing strong passwords: Passwords are online identity over internet.

Always select a password that have at least eight characters and use a combination of

letters, numbers, and symbols (e.g. # $ % ! ?). Avoid using easy password like name,

city name etc. use non dictionary words. Keep passwords in safe place and not use

same password for every online Service. Change passwords on a regular basis, at least

every 90 days.

By protecting computer with security software: Security software commonly
includes firewall and antivirus programs. A firewall controls who and what can
communicate with computer online. Antivirus software monitors all online activities
and protects computer from viruses, worms, Trojan horses, and other types of malicious
programs. Antivirus and  Antispyware software should be configured to update itself,
and it should do so every time connect to the Internet. Shield personal information: To
take advantage of many online services, users will have to provide personal information
in order to handle billing and shipping of purchased goods.
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Phishing messages will often tell that to act quickly to keep account open,
update security, or else something bad will happen. Don’t respond them.

Don’t respond to email messages that ask for personal information. True
companies will not use email messages to ask for personal information.

When visiting a website, type the URL directly into the Web browser rather
than follow a link within an email or instant message.

Guard email address from unwanted emails.
Online offers that look too good to be true usually are: The free software or

service asked for may have been bundled with advertising stuff that tracks behavior
and displays unwanted advertisements. Be careful while downloading free stuff.

Review bank and credit card statements regularly: The impact of identity theft
and online crimes can be greatly reduced if user can catch it shortly after their data is
stolen or when user gets symptoms. Regularly check bank and credit card’s statements.
Now, many banks and services use fraud prevention systems that call out unusual
purchasing behavior.

Be Social-Media Savvy: Make sure social networking profiles (e.g. Facebook,
Twitter, etc.) are set to private. Check security settings with in frequent intervals. Be
careful what information post online.

Secure Mobile Devices: Be aware that mobile device is vulnerable to viruses
and hackers. Download applications from trusted sources.

Secure wireless network: Wi-Fi (wireless) networks at home are vulnerable to
intrusion if they are not properly secured.

Review and modify default settings. Avoid using public WiFi spots
Call the right person for help: If computer crime is suspected by a way of identity

theft or a commercial scam then immediately report this to local police. If help is
needed for maintenance or software installations on computer then consult with
authenticated service provider or a certified computer technician
Conclusion
At present criminals have changed their method and have started using advanced
technology. In order to deal with them the society, the legal and law enforcement
authorities will also have to change. All cyber crime is based on lack of awareness.
This is a duty of Government, print media to educate unwary persons about the
dangerous areas of the cyber-world because prevention is better than cure. Cyber Space
Security Management has already become an important component of National Security
Management, Military Security Management, Scientific Security Management and
Intelligence Management all over the world. Yet India has taken a lot of steps to stop
cyber crime but the cyber law cannot afford to be static, it has to change with the

changing time Remember “The invisible criminal is dangerous than the visible one”.

***
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Amass

Rupam Gogoi

Roll no: 3949, Udaygiri House

And I got drenched again,

You know?

With wild thoughts of summer,

And warmest of those chilly winters.

Like petrichor..

It's still fresh in my mind.

Erratic monsoon and your memories.

who can beat that?

Huh..!!!

Can I put music between my words?

Oh you...!

Deserted balcony,

Barren soul and the framed souvenir now.

****
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 “ I SERVED MY COUNTRY”

Ms. L. Gayatri Singha

D/o -L. Manisankar Singha/3114/ Lachit House

Chose a career, intellects hate,

Got a way of life, not every individual get.

Uniform was tidy, though not coat and tie,

Punctuality was compulsory, discipline must.

I miss my academy days, got friends who were not fake,

Sir loved me like his son, treated me like a brave.

Working hours were tough, challenged blood, sweat and tears,

Carried heavy rifle, unlike a briefcase.

Emotions were often stirred, saw brother in arms die,

It was often difficult, for me not to cry.

Never got vacations to refresh my mind,

There were only specific time to meet close ones of mine,

Soon came war, battalion needed me,

Promised my mother, will bring tricolour with me.

Days and months went by, toughest time of my life,

Bullets already passed me by, saw brothers bravely die.

It was my time, to be brave,

Fought for my motherland, until last breathe,

Soon I felt a bullet enter me, I fell on my knees and turned frozen stiff.

They put me in coffin, wrapped with flag,

Badges and medals all across my chest,

Gave me respect and honour for bravery,

It was time for me to go back, to my family,

But this time I couldn’t hug my father nor

Touch my mother’s feet,

Nor I can kiss my lover and give my brother gifts,

I was too far away now, away from pain and sacrifice,

But one thing that gave me peace was,

I kept my promise.

I brought the flag with me,

And I was happy to know,

I have served my country
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 “LIFE CYCLE”

Ms. L. Gayatri Singha

D/o -L. Manisankar Singha/3114 Lachit House

Life cycle isn’t only of plants being eaten by animals or humans decomposing

In the treacherous journey of life going through every cycle counts.

We wake up one day realizing how tiring life is and hoping for the world to stop

spinning and for the people to stop talking. Wishing that we were somewhere else but

here. We will love to be out of this universe and imagine for us being in a different

place, to be in a different situation. We will want to change things and arrange it like

our own puzzle easily solved and built in just a second. Things will be hard and the

waves will be stronger. We’ll wish that we don’t have to face it. We’ll turn around and

run away. But then realize we cannot escape this, that for us to get through it, we’ll

need to lift ourselves just to fight it. And when that day comes we’ll have all the courage

we’ve been hiding in our heart. We’ll find out how brave we are. We’ll see what is more

than that face who is always staring back at us in the mirror. We’ll know that we’re

capable of more. We’ll then realize life won’t give us that we can never take. That

failure isn’t something that should put us down and every success is worth every single

tear that has run out of our eyes.

That we’re the strongest person we’ll ever know, even if the world tried to make

us believe otherwise. Someday it’ll be alright.

Someday we’ll realize world is still worth fighting for. That living life is still

something we should dream of.

****
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W/o : Nabajit Chutia, 3108/Lachit

fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌÀ˚˛ ‰¬±˝√√ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡À˘º ¤fl¡±¬Û ‰¬±˝√√Ó¬ øfl¡˜±Ú ¬Û±Úœ ø√¬ı ˘±À·, ‰¬±˝√√¬Û±Ó¬ ø√¬ı ˘±À·,
·±‡œ1 ’±1n∏ Œ‰¬Úœ øfl¡˜±Ú ø√À˘ ‰¬±˝√√fl¡±¬Û ‡±¬ı ¬Û1± ˝√√˚˛, fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌÀ˚˛ ŒÊ√±‡ÀÈ¬± ’ªÀ˙¯∏Ó¬ ’±˚˛M√√ fl¡ø1À˘º
’±øÊ√1 ¬Û1± ’ôLÓ¬– ˜±Àfl¡ ∆fl¡ øÚø√À˘› øÚÊ√1 ’±µ±Ê√Ó¬ ‰¬±˝√√¬Û±Ó¬, Œ‰¬Úœ, ·±‡œ1 Ï¬±ø˘ ’±˘˝√√œfl¡ ¤fl¡±¬Û
‰¬±˝√√Àfl¡ ˚±ø‰¬¬ı ¬Û1± ˝√√í˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√º fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬± ˆ¬±ø¬ı ˆ¬±ø¬ı fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌ1 ˜ÚÀÈ¬± 1ø„√√˚˛±˘ ∆˝√√ ’±øÂ˘º ˜±Àfl¡ ¬ıÀÚ±ª± fl¡±È¬±
øÚ˜øfl¡, ‡≈1˜±, ø¬ı¶≈®È¬ Œõ≠È¬ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ¸Ê√±˝◊√√ Œ¬∏C‡Ú1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ ‰¬±˝√√1 fl¡±¬ÛÀÈ¬± ∆˘ fl¡±fl≈¡ ¬Û±fl¡‚11 ¬Û1± ›˘±˝◊√√ øÚÊ√1
Œfl¡±Í¬±1 ¬Û√±« √±ø„√√ Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ ·í˘º 1ø˝√fl¡Ú±˝◊√√ Ê√œÀ˚˛fl¡fl¡ ’±À˘À„√√ ’±À˘À„√√ ‰¬±˝◊√√√ ’±øÂ√˘º ¸—¸±11 Œfl¡›-Œfl¡‰≈¬
’±› ˆ¬±› ŒÚ±À¬Û±ª± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ/ fl¡±À˜ ¬ıÊ√±1 ¬ÛÓ¬± ‚1‡ÚÓ¬ fl≈¡È¬± ¤È¬±› fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ø√À˘ ˝√√±‹-ø¬ı‹‡Ú fl¡1±Ê√Úœº
Œfl¡±Ú Ó¬˘fl¡Ó¬ ¬ı± øfl¡‡Ú fl¡À1∑ ˜±Àfl¡ ¬¬ı±1±G±Ó¬ ¬ıø˝√√ ˜±Â√ ¬ı±øÂ√ Ôfl¡±1 ¬Û1±˝◊√√ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ∆˘ Œ˚±ª± Œõ≠È¬‡ÚÕ˘ Ê≈√ø˜
Ê≈√ø˜ ‰¬±À˘º Â√±11 ˘í1±, øÚÀÊ√› Â√±1, ˆ¬±˘Àfl¡ Œ·±È¬±˝◊√√ ø¬ÛÈ¬±˝◊√√ ø˚ ’±ÀÂ√ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ø√ÀÂ√ÀÚ ¬ı±1n∏∑

fl¡±fl≈¡À˚˛ ‰¬±˝√√fl¡±¬Û ˜ø˝√˜ Â√±11 ¸ij≈‡ÀÓ¬ ∆Ô ˘±À˝√√Õfl¡ ¸≈1 ˘·±˝◊√√ fl¡íÀ˘,
ë‡±›“fl¡ Â√±1/í
ë‚1Ó¬ ˜± Ú±˝◊√√ ŒÚøfl¡∑í
fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌÀ˚˛ Î¬◊M√√1Ó¬ øfl¡ fl¡íÀ˘ qøÚ¬ıÕ˘ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ Œ√±ª±11 ø¸¬Û±11 ¬Û1± fl¡±Ì Î¬◊Ú±˝◊√√ ’±øÂ√˘º Ó¬±˝◊√√ Œ˚

ø˜Â√± fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬±Àfl¡ fl¡í¬ı˝◊√√ fl¡í¬ıº Â√±À1 øfl¡ ¸≈øÒÀ˘ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ qøÚÀ˘, fl¡±fl≈¡Àª øfl¡ Î¬◊M√√1 ø√À˘ Ú≈qøÚÀ˘º ˜±Â√Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬±
¤ø1 ’±À¬ıø˘ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±1œ1 ¬Û1± Î¬◊Í¬±˝◊√√ ’Ú± fl¡‰≈¬1 Ô≈1Àfl¡˝◊√Î¬±˘Àfl¡ Ú˘≈ª± fl¡È¬±1œ‡ÀÚ ‰≈¬“ø‰¬ Ô±øfl¡˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√º fl¡›“fl¡, ø˚
fl¡˚˛ fl¡›“fl¡/ ·±ˆ¬1n∏ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ ∆˝√√ fl≈¡È¬± ¤È¬±› Úfl¡ø1À˘ ˝√√í¬ıÀÚ∑ Œ¸±Ì1 ‰¬±˜≈‰¬ ˜≈‡Ó¬ ∆˘ÀÈ¬± Ê√ij± Ú±˝◊√√/
¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±1 Ù¬±“Àfl¡ Ù¬±“Àfl¡ fl¡±˜À¬ı±1 øÚø˙øfl¡À˘ ˜±fl¡1 √À1˝◊√√ ·øÓ¬ ˝√√í¬ıÕ·/ ø˙fl¡fl¡, Œ˘±fl¡1 ¸—¸±1Ó¬ ø¬ı˝√√ ø√¬ıÕ˘›
ø˙fl¡fl¡/ ŒÓ¬À˝√√...

Ò1ƒÙ¬1±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡± ¬ı≈fl≈¡‡Ú ˝√√Í¬±ÀÓ¬ ø˙˘ ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º ø˙À˘ ø˙˘1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ fl¡Ô± ˝√√í¬ı Œ‡±ÀÊ√º ø˙À˘ fl¡Ô± fl¡˚˛º
ø˙À˘ Î¬◊‰≈¬À¬Ûº

Œ¬ıø˘ ¬Û1± ¤¬Û1 ˝√√í˘º ŒÊ√±Ú ’±fl¡±˙Ó¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬√√˘º ˘±À˝√√ ˘±À˝√√ ŒÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬± Ú±ø˜ ’±ø˝√√ ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1
øÍ¬fl¡ Ú±fl¡1 Œ¬Û±ÀÚ Œ¬Û±ÀÚ ¬Û±Úœ ˆ¬1±˝◊√√ ŒÔ±ª± ø¬ÛÓ¬˘1 ·±˜˘±ÀÈ¬±ÀÓ¬ Î¬◊¬Ûø„√√ Ô±øfl¡˘º ¬Û±ÚœÀ˚˛ ŒÊ√±Ú±fl¡1 1—
˘íÀ˘º Ó¬±1 ¬Û±Úœ ’˘¬Û ’˘¬ÛÕfl¡ ’±øÚ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ fl¡‰≈¬1 Ô≈1Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬± Ò≈À˘ Ó¬±1ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ˜±Â√Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬± ¤È¬± ¤È¬±Õfl¡
‚“ø˝√√ ‚“ø˝√√ ‰¬±Ù¬± fl¡ø1À˘º ˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√ ·±˜˘±ÀÈ¬±1 ¬Û±Úœø‡øÚ Úœ˘± ‰¬±√1 ¤‡Ú ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º ‰¬±√1‡ÚÓ¬ ˘≈fl¡±˝◊√√ ¬ÛÀ1
ŒÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬±º ŒÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬±fl¡ Œ‡ø√ Ù≈¬À1 ‰¬±√1‡ÀÚº ŒÊ√±Ú ›˘±˚˛º ’±Àfl¡Ã Œ˝√√1±˚˛º ’±Àfl¡Ã ›˘±˚˛º ¤˝◊√√ ˘≈fl≈¡ª± -
›À˘±ª± Œ‡˘‡ÀÚ˝◊√√ øfl¡¬ı± ˆ¬±˘ Ú±˘±À· 1ø˝√√1º ¬ø˚˜±Ú ¬Ûø1 ‡1À‡√±Õfl¡ fl¡±˜ø‡øÚ Œ˙¯∏ fl¡ø1 1ø˝√√ ¬Û±fl¡‚1Ó¬
Œ¸±˜±˘º ·±˜˘±1 ¬Û±Úœø‡øÚÓ¬ ŒÊ√±ÚÀÈ¬± Î¬◊¬Ûø„√√ Ô±øfl¡˘º

fl¡‰≈¬1 ’±?±fl¡Ú ;˘± ø√ Ô≈¬ÛƒÔ≈ø¬Û˚˛±Àfl¡ 1±øgÀ˘ fl¡±fl≈¡Àª ˆ¬±˘ ¬Û±˚˛º Œfl“¡‰¬± Ê√˘fl¡œ˚˛± ≈√È¬± ¸1n∏ ¸1n∏Õfl¡
fl≈¡øÈ¬, ’±√±, Ú˝√√1n∏ Ú≈Ù≈¬È¬±˜±Ú ø¬Û“˚˛±Ê√ ¤Ù¬±˘1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ fl≈¡øÈ¬ ˘íÀ˘ 1ø˝√√À˚˛º Œfl¡1±ø˝√√Ó¬ ¬Ûø1À˘˝◊√√ ˆ¬±øÊ√¬ı ¬Û1±Õfl¡
˜±Â√Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬±ÀÈ¬± øÚ˜‡, ˝√√±˘øÒ ˘·±˝◊√√ ÔíÀ˘º ¬¬¬ı≈¬ı≈À˚˛ ˜±&1 ˜±Â√ ø√ 1g± Ú1ø¸—˝√√1 Ê≈√˘ ¤‡Ú Œ‡±ª±1 fl¡Ô±
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∆fl¡øÂ√˘º Œ·±ÀÈ¬˝◊√√ ’±À¬ıø˘ÀÈ¬± ø¸ ¬ı±1œ1 ˝◊√√¬Û±11 ¬Û≈√˜ ¬Û≈‡≈1œÓ¬ ˜±&1 ˜±Â√1 ’±˙±ÀÓ¬ ¬Û1 ø√ ’±øÂ√˘º ¬ı1¸œÓ¬
˜±&1 Ú±ø˝√√ √ø1fl¡Ú± ≈√È¬±˜±ÚÀ˝√√ Î¬◊øÍ¬˘º ‚À1 ‚À1 ̃ ±Â√ Œ¬ıø‰¬¬ıÕ˘ õ∂±À˚˛ 1„√√±Ú√œ1 ‚±È¬1 ¬Û1± Œ¬ı¬Û±1œ ¤È¬± ’±À˝√√º
’±øÊ Ú±ø˝√√˘√√º Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± ‚1Ó¬ ø¬ıÀÒ ø¬ıÀÒ ˜±ÀÂ√À1 Î¬◊Õˆ¬Ú√œ ∆˝√√ Ô±øfl¡À˘› Œ¬ı¬Û±1œÀÈ¬±Àª ŒÊ√±1Õfl¡ ¬Û≈øÔ√
Œfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˜±ÚÀfl¡ ̊ ±“ø‰¬ ∆Ô ̊ ±˚˛º ¬¬ı≈¬ı≈À˚˛ ¬ıUø√Ú1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ’±øÊ√ øfl¡¬ı± ¤È¬± øÚÊ√1 ¬Û‰¬µÓ¬ Œ‡±ª±1 Œ˝√√“¬Û±˝√√ Î¬◊Ê√±ø1øÂ√˘º
˚≈À·˝◊√√ ˝√√í˘º ¬ı±À¬Ûfl¡ÀÈ¬±  ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª± Œ˝√√±ª±À1 ¬Û1± ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˝◊√√ øfl¡ ˆ¬±˘ ¬Û±˚˛, øfl¡ Œ¬ı˚˛± ¬Û±˚˛ ¬1ø˝√√À˚˛
Û±˝√√ø1À˚˛ Ô±øfl¡À˘º ˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ 1n∏¬ı≈À˚˛ Œ¬ıÀÈ¬1œ ˘À·±ª± ·±Î¬ˇœ ¤‡Ú ø¬ı‰¬±ø1 ¬ı1Õfl¡ ’±˜øÚ fl¡ø1 ’±øÂ√˘º ˜±Àfl¡
øÚø√À˘º ¤Àfl¡1±À˝√√ ≈√ø√Ú, ≈√1±øÓ¬ fl¡±øµ fl¡±øµ› ø¸ Œ¸˝◊√√‡Ú Ú±¬Û±À˘º øfl¡Â≈√ø√Ú1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ø¸ ŒÚ±À‡±Ê√± ˝√√í˘º
Ó¬±1ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ Ó¬±1 Œ¬ıÚ ŒÈ¬Ú1 ŒÊ√±Ó¬± ¤À˚±11 õ∂À˚˛±Ê√Ú ˝√√í˘º ˜±Àfl¡ Œ¸˝◊√√√¬ı±À1± øÚø√À˘º ¬ıÊ√±1 fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ˚±›“ÀÓ¬
Ó¬±fl¡ ˘·ÀÓ¬ ∆˘ ·íÀ˘ ’˜≈fl¡ ˘±À·, Ó¬˜≈fl¡ ˘±À·‡Ú fl¡ø1 Ô±øfl¡À˘ 1ø˝√√À˚˛ Œ¸˝◊√√À¬ı±1 fl¡±Ì øÚø√À˚˛º fl¡±Ì ø√À˘˝◊√√
ø¬ı¬Û√º fl¡±fl¡≈˜øÌÀ˚˛ ’˝√√±¬ı±1 Œ˜ø¬∏Cfl¡ ø√¬ıº Ó¬±˝◊√ ø˘ø‡ 1‡± õ∂À˚˛±Ê√Úœ˚˛ ̋ ◊√√¬Û√ ø¸¬Û√1 Ó¬±ø˘fl¡±‡ÚÀÓ¬± ‰¬fl≈¡ øÚø√À˚˛
1ø˝√√À˚˛º ‰¬±À˘˝◊√√ Î¬◊‡≈Ú±-Î¬◊‡≈øÚ‡Ú√º ¬ı≈fl≈¡ Ú˝√√˚˛, Œ·±ÀÈ¬˝◊√√ ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√ÚœÀ˚˛ ø˙˘ ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı±¬Û1Ó¬º

¬¬ı≈¬ı≈Àfl¡ ∆fl  ‰¬±¬ı ŒÚøfl¡ ’±ø˘˜”11 ¬ıÊ√±1‡ÚÀÓ¬ ̃ ±&1 ≈√È¬±˜±Ú ø¬ı‰¬±ø1 ̊ ±›“fl¡∑ ø¬ÛÀÂ√, ø¸ ¤˝◊√√ ¬Û1Ó¬ ‚11
¬Û1± ›˘±˝◊√√ ·íÀ˘ ˜±Â√ ¸˜˚˛˜ÀÓ¬ ’±ø˝√√¬ıÀÚ∑ Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ø¸ ‚”ø1 ’±ø˝√√¬ı, ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚˛± ’±1n∏ ˜±Â√, ˆ¬±Ó¬ ¤Àfl¡±À1 1g±-
Œ‡±ª±1 ¸˜˚˛ Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º ·±“ª1 ¸fl¡À˘±À1 ˜≈À‡, ˜≈À‡ fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬±º ¬ı≈¬ı≈1 Œ¬ÛKI◊1 ŒÊ√¬ÛÓ¬¬ Œ˝√√ÀÚ± Œ‰¬±fl¡± ’¶a ¤¬Û±Ó¬
Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ¤˜±˝√√ ’±·ÀÓ¬ ø¸ ˜√ Œ¬ı¬Û±1œ ø¬ı¬Û≈˘1 ˘·Ó¬ Ó¬fl«¡ fl¡ø1 Œ¬ÛÈ¬Ó¬ ‰≈¬ø1 Œ¸±À˜±ª±˝◊√√ ∆ÔÀÂ√º ¸±é¬œ1
’ˆ¬±ªÓ¬ Œ˚øÚ¬ı± ŒÊ√˘ Ú˝√√í˘Õ·º ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚˛±À1 ¬Û1± 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 ˆ¬˚˛º ‚11 ˘í1± ‚1ÀÓ¬ Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡±˝◊√√ ˜—·˘º
’¬Û1±Ò ø¸ fl¡1fl¡, Úfl¡1fl¡º  ø¬ı¬Û√ ’±ø˝√√À˘ ¤Àfl¡Ò±À1 ’±À˝√√º Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ ‚11 ˜¬”˘ ˜±Ú≈˝√√ÀÈ¬±1 ø¬ıÀ˚˛±· ‚øÈ¬À˘ ’±ÀÚ
’±„≈√√ø˘˚˛±¬ıÕ˘ ¸≈À˚±· ø¬ı‰¬±ø1À˚˛ Ô±Àfl¡º

Ô±fl¡fl¡º ’±øÊ√ Ú˝√√íÀ˘› ˝√√í¬ıº ˜±&1 ˜±Â√1 ’±˙± ¬Ûø1Ó¬…±· fl¡ø1 1ø˝√√À˚˛ 1±øÓ¬1 ¸±“Ê√1 ¬ı±À¬ı ‰¬±Î¬◊˘
’±1n∏ ̃ ‰≈¬1 √±ø˘Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬± Ò≈˝◊√√ Œõ∂Â√±1Ó¬ ¬ı˝√√±˝◊√√ ø√À˘º ̃ ±Ê√ÀÓ¬ 1n∏¬ı≈fl¡ ‰¬±˝◊√√ ’±ø˝√√À˘Õ·º ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±1 Œ˜Ê√ÀÓ¬ ŒÈ¬±¬ÛøÚ˚˛±˝◊√√ÀÂ√
ø¸º ’fl¡Ì˜±øÌÀÈ¬±fl¡ ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ú±Ô±øfl¡À˘ Œ·±ÀÈ¬˝◊√√ ‚1‡Ú ¤Ù¬±˘1 ¬Û1± ø¸Ù¬±˘ ˘•£¬ Ê√•£¬ fl¡À1º fl¡fl¡±À˚˛Àfl¡ ˝√√±Ó¬Ó¬
øÂ√øÈ¬fl¡øÌ ˘íÀ˘ ˙±ôL ˝√√˚˛º fl¡fl¡±À˚˛fl¡ Ó¬±1 ˘·ÀÓ¬ ’±ÀÂ√ fl¡±1ÀÌ ‚1‡Ú ‚1 ∆˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√º fl¡±fl≈¡Àª ¬ÛøÏ¬ˇÀÂ√º ˜±Àfl¡
¤¬ı±1 ∆· ¬Û√±«1 Ù¬±Àfl“¡À1 ̂ ¬”̃ ≈øfl¡ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ’±ø˝√√˘Õ·º Ù≈¬˘À¶®¬Û fl¡±·ÀÊ√À1 ¬ıg± Œ˜±È¬± ’±fl¡±11 ¬ı˝√√œ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ‡‰ƒ¬‡‰ƒ¬Õfl¡
Ó¬±˝◊√√ øfl¡¬ı± ø˘ø‡ ∆·ÀÂ√º ˜ø˝√√˜ Â√±À1  øfl¡¬ı± ∆fl¡ ∆·ÀÂ√, Ó¬±˝◊√√ ø˘ø‡ ∆·ÀÂ√º Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ˝√√±Ó¬1 ’±‡1Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬± Œ·±È¬ Œ·±È¬,
¬ı1 Ò≈Úœ˚˛±º ‚1Õfl¡ ø˘ø‡À˘ ’±Àfl¡Ã fl¡±Î¬◊1œÀÍ¬„√√œ˚˛± ˝√√˚˛º ¤øÓ¬˚˛± ‰¬±À· fl¡±Î¬◊1œ1 ŒÍ¬„√√1 √À1˝◊√√ ∆˝√√ÀÂ√../

 Â√±1 Ôfl¡± ¸˜˚˛ø‡øÚ ‚1‡Ú øÚÊ√˜ ¬Ûø1 Ô±Àfl¡º ¸5±˝√√Ó¬ øÓ¬øÚ ø√Ú ’±À˝√√ ŒÓ¬›“º fl¡±fl≈¡fl¡ ŒÎ¬1 ‚KI◊±Õfl¡
¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±˚˛º ¬¬ı≈¬ı≈À˚˛ ¬Û±À1 ˜±ÀÚ Œ¸˝◊√√ø‡øÚ ¸˜˚˛Ó¬ ‚1ÀÓ¬ Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡À1º 1n∏¬ı≈fl¡ ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±˚˛º ¬¸±Ó¬¬ ¬ıÂ√1œ˚˛±
’fl¡Ì˜±øÚÀÈ¬±Àª ¬ÛøÏ¬ˇ¬ı ŒÚ±À‡±ÀÊ√º fl¡fl¡±À˚˛Àfl¡ ø‰¬øÈ¬fl¡øÌ Œ√‡≈ª±˝◊√√ ¬ŒÈ¬¬ı≈˘Ó¬ ¬ı˝√√±˝◊√√ Ô˚˛º

ë’±‹ Œ√˝√√œ, ˘í1±ÀÈ¬± ŒÈ¬±¬ÛøÚÀ˚˛ ·í˘/ ¬1n∏¬ı≈/ ¬1n∏¬ı≈/í
¬¬ı≈¬ı≈À˚˛ Ó¬±1 ·œÈ¬±1‡ÚÓ¬ ’±„≈√√ø˘ Œ¬ı±˘±˝◊√√ Œ‡±˘± ø‡ø1øfl¡À˚˛ø√ ¬ı±ø˝√√1Õ˘ ‰¬±˝◊√√ ’±øÂ√˘º ˜±fl¡ Œfl¡±Í¬±Õ˘

Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ ’˝√√±1 ¸Ày√ ø¸ Ú±¬Û±˚˛º ˆ¬±À˚˛Àfl¡ ø˘ø‡ÀÂ√ÀÚ ¬ÛøÏ¬ˇÀÂ√, q˝◊√√ÀÂ√ÀÚ ŒÈ¬±¬ÛøÚ˚˛±˝◊√√ÀÂ√ ø¸ ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡± Ú±˝◊√√º
’±À¬Û±Ú ̃ ÀÚ ¶§fl¡œ˚˛ ̂ ¬—·œÀ1 ·œÈ¬±1‡ÚÓ¬ ’±„≈√√ø˘ ¬ı≈À˘±ª±Ó¬ ̃ ¢üº Œ‡±˘± ø‡ø1øfl¡À1 ø¸ ¬ı±ø˝√√1Õ˘ ̧ ≈1 ø¬ı˚˛¬Û±À˘º
·Â√1 Î¬±À˘-Î¬±À˘, ¬Û±ÀÓ¬-¬Û±ÀÓ¬ ¸≈1À¬ı±1 ŒÍ¬fl¡± ‡±˝◊√√ ¸—·œÓ¬1 1+¬Û ˘íÀ˘º¬ ’±fl¡±˙-¬ıÓ¬±˝√√, ¬Û≈√˜ ¬Û≈‡≈1œ1 ˝◊¬Û±1
ø¸¬Û±1 ÚÓ≈¬Ú Â√µ±˘˚˛Ó¬ øÚ1+ø¬ÛÓ¬ ˝√√í˘º Ó¬±˘, ˘˚˛1 ’¬Û”¬ı« ¸˜±˝√√±1º Ûø126√iß ’±fl¡±˙Ó¬ ŒÊ√±ÀÚ Ú±À‰¬±Ú Òø1À√˘º
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˜ø √̋√̃  Â√±1 ̊ ±¬ıÕ˘ ›˘±˘º ̃ ±Ú≈̋ √√Ê√Ú ̂ ¬±˘º 1±©Ü™œ ˛̊ ¬Û≈1©®±À1À1 ̧ ij±øÚÓ¬ ¤¸˜ ˛̊Ó¬ ’=˘ÀÈ¬±À1 øˆ¬Ó¬1ÀÓ¬
’±È¬± ◊̋√√ÀÓ¬Õfl¡ Ê√Úøõ∂ ˛̊ ø˙é¬fl¡ ̃ À˝˙ ̇ ˜±«Â√±11 ̃ ±Ê≈√ ¬Û≈S ŒÓ¬›“º Â√±À1 ¤ ◊̋√√‡Ú ·±“ª1 ’±È¬± ◊̋√√Ó¬Õfl¡ ¬Û≈1øÌ ̋ √√± ◊̋√√¶≈®˘‡ÚÓ¬
¬ıU ¬ıÂ√1 ‰¬±fl¡ø1 fl¡ø1 ’ª¸1 ˘íÀ˘º øÓ¬øÚ›Ê√Ú ¬Û≈S˝◊√√ Œ¸˝◊√√‡Ú ø¬ı√…±˘˚˛1 ¬Û1±˝◊√√ Œ˜ø¬∏Cfl¡ ¬Û±Â√ fl¡ø1À˘º ∆1 ∆¬ı
Œ˚±ª±Àfl¡ ø1Ê√±åI◊ fl¡ø1À˘º ¸1n∏Ê√Úfl¡ Â√±À1 ’¸˜1 ’±È¬±˝◊√√Ó¬Õfl¡ ˆ¬±˘ fl¡À˘Ê√‡ÚÓ¬¡¬ÛÏ¬ˇ≈ª±À˘º  ˆ¬±˘ Ù¬˘±Ù¬À˘±
Œ√‡≈ª±À˘º Œ˙˝√√Ó¬œ˚˛±Õfl¡ ŒÓ¬›“ Œ·±ª±ø˘˚˛11 ¬ı±ø¸µ± ˝√√í˘º ¬Û≈“øÊ√¬ÛøÓ¬1 ˘í1±1 ‚1Õ˘ ¤øÓ¬˚˛± ¸‚Ú ’±˝√√-˚±˝√√º
Î¬±„√√1 fl¡í•Û±Úœ1 Î¬±„√√1 ‰¬±fl¡ø1˚˛±˘ ŒÓ¬›“º ˘í1±˝√√“Ó¬1 fl‘¡Ó¬fl¡±˚«…Ó¬± ¶§‰¬é≈¬À1 Î¬◊¬ÛÀˆ¬±· ¬Û1˜ Ó‘¬5Ó¬±À1 Â√±À1
¬Û‘øÔªœ ¤ø1À˘º Â√±11 ¬Û±ÀÂ√  ¬Û±ÀÂ√ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Àª± ·í˘Õ·º ‚1Ó¬ ˜±Ê≈√ ˘í1± ˜ø˝√√˜º ¶ö±Úœ˚˛ fl¡À˘Ê√ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ¶ö±˚˛œ
‰¬±fl¡ø1º ·±“ª1 Î¬◊øÍ¬ ’˝√√± ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ˝√√“Ó¬fl¡ ø¬ıÚ±˜”˘œ˚˛± ø˙é¬± õ∂√±Ú fl¡1±1 √±ø˚˛Q ˜”1 ¬Û±øÓ¬ Œ˘±ª± Â√±11
ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ¤›“Àª˝◊√√ ø¡ZÓ¬œ˚˛Ê√Úº Î¬±„√√1√ ¬Û≈S˝◊√√ ¤À1±Àõ≠Ú ‰¬˘±¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡À˘º ø¬ıÀ√˙1 Î¬±„√√1 Î¬±„√√1 ‰¬˝√√1À¬ı±1Õ˘
·Ò≈1 ·Ò≈1 Î¬◊1±Ê√±˝√√±Ê√ ’±fl¡±À˙ ¬ÛÀÔø√ ’Ú±˚˛±À¸ ‰¬˘±˝◊√√ øÚÀ˚˛º ¬Û±˝◊√√˘È¬ ¬Û≈S˝◊√√ Œfl¡ÀÚÕfl¡ÀÚ± Œõ≠Ú ‰¬˘±˚˛, Â√±1
¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊Àª ¤¬ı±1 ‰¬±˝◊√√ ’±ø˝√√À˘Õ·º ¬Û≈S˝◊√√ ‰¬À˘±ª± Ê√±˝√√±Ê√Ó¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬√ ̃ ≈•§±˝◊√√1 ¬Û1± Î≈¬¬ı±˝◊√√, Î≈¬¬ı±˝◊√√1 ¬Û1± ø‰¬—·±¬Û≈1 Ù≈¬ø1
’±ø˝√√À˘Õ·º Ó¬±1 øfl¡Â≈√ø√Ú ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ¸±˜±Ú… ;1ÀÓ¬˝◊√√ ¬ÛPœ-¬øÓ¬øÚ Û≈Sfl¡ ¤ø1 Â√±1 &ø‰¬ ·í˘º ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚˛±À1 ¬Û1±
Â√±11 ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Àª ’±fl¡±˙Õ˘ ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ ˘íÀ˘º ·±“ª1 ¬Û≈1Ì± ˜±Ú≈˝√√ø‡øÚÀ˚˛ ˘≈fl¡±˝◊√√ ‰¬≈1Õfl¡ Ù≈¬‰¬ƒ Ù≈¬‰¬±˝◊√√ ¬ÛÓ¬±
1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 fl¡±ÌÓ¬ ¬Ûø1ÀÂ√, Â√±11 ¬ı1¬Û≈S Œ˝√√ÀÚ± Â√±11 Ù¬±˘1 Ú˝√√˚˛º ŒÊ√˘ ‡±øÈ¬ ’˝√√± ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊1 ¬Û≈1Ì± Œõ∂ø˜fl¡Ê√Ú1
Ù¬±˘1º Œ¸À˚˛ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊1 ¬ı1 ¬Û≈S1 õ∂øÓ¬ √1√ Œ¬ıøÂ√º ‚1Õ˘ ’±ø˝√√¬ıÕ˘ ¸˜˚˛ ŒÚ±À¬Û±ª± ˘í1±ÀÈ¬±fl¡ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘
˜±Ú≈̋ √√Ê√ÚœÀ ˛̊ Ò1ƒÙ¬1± ◊̋√√ Ô±Àfl¡º Î¬◊1n∏„√√±, øÚÔ1n∏ª±, ·˝√√œÚ ≈√¬Û1œ ˛̊±À¬ı±1Ó¬ ¬ı± ◊̋√√ÀÀª Œ‰¬±Ó¬±˘ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø˝√√ øÚ1À˘ ‰¬fl≈¡¬Û±Úœ
ŒÈ¬±Àfl¡º ’±fl¡±À˙ø√ Œ˚±ª± ¤À1±Àõ≠ÚÀ¬ı±1Õ˘ ¬Û1˜ Œ˝√“√¬Û±À˝√√À1 ‰¬±˚˛º ¬Û≈ª±-·Ò”ø˘› ‰¬±˚˛, ≈√¬Û1œ˚˛± ’±À¬ıø˘›
‰¬±˚˛√√º ø¬ÛÂ√Õ˘ Œ¸˝◊√√ÀÈ¬±À1 Œ¬ı˜±1 ̆ ±ø·˘º ’Ú¬ı1ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊fl¡ ’±fl¡±˙‡Ú ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ô±øfl¡¬ı ̆ ±À·º Î¬◊¬Û±˚˛ ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª±Ó¬
˜±Ê≈√ ¬Û≈S˝◊√√ ø‰¬øfl¡»¸±˘˚˛ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊fl¡ ¬ıµœ fl¡ø1 ŒÔ±ª±1 √À1 1±ø‡ ÔíÀ˘º Ó¬±ÀÓ¬± ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊Àª ’±fl¡±˙ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘
U˘¶ö”˘ ˘·±˝◊√√øÂ√˘º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊fl¡ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ˚±›“ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊ q˝◊√√ Ôfl¡± ø¬ı‰¬Ú±‡Ú1 Œ¬Û±ÀÚ Œ¬Û±ÀÚ Ôfl¡±
fl¡±“‰¬1 ø‡ø1øfl¡‡Ú1 ¬Û√±« Œfl¡±“‰¬±˝◊√√ ŒÔ±ª± Œ√ø‡øÂ√˘º

˚±¬ı1 ¬Û1Ó¬ ’˝◊√√Ú ø√Ú±1 √À1 ˜ø˝√√˜ Â√±À1 fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌ1 ˜”1Ó¬ ˝√√±Ó¬ ∆Ô ’±˙œ¬ı±«√ ø√ ·í˘º ‚1Ó¬ ≈√‡ÚÕfl¡
ø¬ı˘±¸œ ·±Î¬ˇœ Ô±øfl¡› ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√ÀÚ ‰¬±˝◊√√Àfl¡˘À˝√√ ‰¬˘±˚˛º ·±Î¬ˇœÀfl¡˝◊√√‡Ú ¬Û≈S-¬Ûø1¬ı±À1 ¬ıÊ√±1-¸˜±1, ¶≈®˘-fl¡À˘Ê√,
øÈ¬Î¬◊‰¬ÚÕ˘ ’˝√√±-Œ˚±ª± fl¡À1±ÀÓ¬ ¬ı…ª˝√√±1 fl¡À1º ‰¬±˝◊√√Àfl¡˘‡Ú Œ√ø‡À˘˝◊√√ ’Ú≈˜±Ú ˝√√˚˛, ˚ÀÔ©Ü ¬Û≈1øÌº ‰¬˘±À˘ ˙s
fl¡À1º Œ¸˝◊√√‡Ú ‰¬±˝◊√√Àfl¡À˘˝◊√√ ‰¬˘±˝◊√√ ˜ø˝√√˜ Â√±À1 ·±“ª1 Œ˜ø¬∏Cfl¡-˝√√±˚˛±1 Œ‰¬Àfl¡ÀG1œÓ¬ ˆ¬±˘ ø1Ê√±åI◊ fl¡ø1¬ı Œ‡±Ê√±
√˝√√-ø¬ı˙È¬± ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œfl¡ ‚À1 ‚À1 ∆· ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±˝◊√√Õ·º ¤1±, ¤ÀÚfl≈¡ª±À˝√√ ˝√√í¬ı ˘±À· ø˙é¬fl¡/ fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌÀ˚˛ Â√±1
Œ˚±ª±1 ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬± ’±1n∏ ¤‚KI◊±-≈√‚KI◊± ¬ÛÀÏ¬ˇº Â√±À1 ø˚ ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±˚˛, ˜·Ê≈√Ó¬ ∆1 ˚±˚˛º ¤ÀÚÀ˚˛ Â√±À1 ¬ÛÀÏ¬ˇ±ª± ˘í1±-
ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀ˚˛ &ª±˝√√±È¬œ1 fl¡À˘ÊÓ¬ Â√œÈ¬ ¬Û±˚˛ÀÚ∑

1n∏¬ı≈fl¡ Œ‡±ª±˝◊√√-Œ¬ı±ª±˝◊√√ qª±˝◊√√ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ Î¬±„√√1˝√√±˘fl¡ ‡±¬ıÕ˘ ˜±ÀÓ¬º ‚11 ˜±Ú≈˝√√À¬ı±1 fl¡ø˜ Œ˚±ª±1
ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ‚1‡Ú øfl¡¬ı± ˜ø1˙±˘œ Œ˚Ú ˘·± ˝√√í˘º ·Ò”ø˘ÀÓ¬ øÚÊ√±Ú-øÚÓ¬±˘, øfl¡¬ı± ¤È¬± ˆ¬À˚˛ 1ø˝√√fl¡ Œ˝√√“‰¬± ˜±ø1 ÒÀ1º
Œ¸Ã ø¸ø√Ú±Õ˘ ¬ı±1-ŒÓ¬1Ê√ÀÚ ø·Êƒ√ø·Ê√± ◊̋√√ Ôfl¡± ‚1º fl¡±“̋ √√1 Ô±˘-¬ı±øÓ¬1 Œ‚ÀÈ¬— Œ˜ÀÈ¬— ̇ s, ̆ í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√±fl¡1
ø‰¬¤û1-¬ı±‡1, Î¬◊»¬Û±Ó¬, Ê√± Œfl¡˝◊√√¡Ê√Úœ1 ˘±øÚ øÚøÂ√·± fl¡Ô±1 Œ˜À˘ Û±fl¡‚11 Œ‡11 ‰¬±ø˘ Î¬◊À1± Î¬◊À1± fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º
ŒÍ¬˘±-Œ˝√√“‰¬±Ó¬ Œˆ¬fl≈¡˘œ-¬Û1n∏ª±˝◊√√ Œ¬Û±Ó¬Àfl¡ ŒÚ±À¬Û±ª± ˜ô¶ ˜ô¶ ≈√‡Ú Œ‰¬±Ó¬±˘º ˜øÊ√˚˛±Ó¬ Ï¬±ø1 ¬Û±ø1 ’±È¬±À˚˛
¤Àfl¡˘À· øÚ˙±1 ¸±“Ê√ ‡±À˘ Œ‡±ª±‚1ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ŒÊ√Í¬œ ¤È¬± ¬ı·±¬ıÕ˘›¬Í¬±˝◊√√ ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª± ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º ¤øÓ¬˚˛± ¤È¬± ¤È¬±
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Œfl¡±Í¬± √√fl¡¬ı1 ¤Àfl¡±È¬±1 √À1 ˘±À·º ¤È¬±1 ˘·Ó ¤È¬± Œfl¡±Í¬± ¸—˘¢ü ø¬ı˚˛±À·±˜ ‚1ÀÈ¬±1 ¤È¬± ‰≈¬fl¡Ó¬ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√
øÓ¬øÚ›È¬± ¸ôL±Úfl¡ ∆˘ Ê≈√¬Û≈fl¡± ˘±ø· ¬Ûø1 Ô±Àfl¡º øÓ¬øÚÈ¬± ¸ôL±Úfl¡ ’fl¡À˘ ‰¬y±˘±ÀÈ¬± ¸˝√√Ê√ fl¡Ô± Ú˝√√˚˛º ¬ÛÀ√
¬ÛÀ√ ø¬ı¬Û√º Œ‡±ÀÊ√-Œ‡±ÀÊ√ ¸—‚±Ó¬º

 Œfl¡ÀÚ¬ı±Õfl¡ Œ˚øÚ¬ı± ˙UÀ1fl¡1 Œ¬Û=ÚÀÈ¬± 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 ˝√√±Ó¬Õ˘ ’˝√√±ÀÈ¬± Î¬±„√√1 ¬ı1Ê√Ú±Àfl¡ ¬ı…ª¶ö± fl¡ø1
ø√À˘º ̧ ≈̇ ±ôL1 √1˜ √̋√±1 È¬fl¡± ’±Ò± ’±Ò± ¬ˆ¬±· ̋ √√í˘º øfl¡˜±ÚÀÚ± È¬fl¡±∑ ¬ı±1œ1 ̇ ±fl¡-¬Û±‰¬ø˘À1 Ú‰¬ø˘À˘ ̧ ±Ó¬ø√ÚÀ1±
‡1Â√ ŒÚ±˘±˚˛º Œfl¡±ÀÚ±˜ÀÓ¬ ¬ı±1œ‡Ú Òø1 1±ø‡¬ı ¬Û±ø1ÀÂ√ ¬ı≈ø˘À˝√√º Œ‡øÓ¬1 ˜±øÈ¬ø‡øÚ ’±øÒÓ¬ ŒÔ±ª± ’±ÀÂ√º
Œ¸˝◊√√ø‡øÚ ˜±øÈ¬À˚˛ Œ˚øÚ¬ı± ≈√À¬ı˘± ≈√˜≈≈øÍ¬1 ¸fl¡±˝√√ Œ˚±·±˝◊√√ÀÂ√º ¬ı≈¬ı≈Õ˘ ø‰¬ôL± ˝√√˚˛º ˘í1±ÀÈ¬± ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1˝◊√√ ¸˘øÚ ∆˝√√
·í˘º Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡ÀÈ¬± ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª± Œ˝√√±ª±À1 ¬Û1± ˜Ú ·íÀ˘˝◊√√ ‚11 ¬Û1± ›˘±˝◊√√ ’Ú±˝◊√√ ¬ıÚ±˝◊√√ ‚”ø1 Ù≈¬1± ˝√√í˘º 1ø¸fl¡
˘í1±ÀÈ¬± ̂ ¬±¬ı≈fl¡ ̋ √√í˘º ø˙é¬fl¡, ø˙é¬ø ˛̊Sœfl¡ Ú˜Ú± ̋ √√í˘º Ê√flƒ¡ Î¬◊øÍ¬À˘ ◊̋√√ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±, fl¡±fl≈¡˜øÌ, 1n∏¬ı≈fl¡ ø¬ıøˆ¬iß ’Ê≈√˝√√±Ó¬Ó¬
Ò˜ƒøfl¡ ø√ Ôfl¡± ˝√√í˘º

õ∂Ô˜ ¸ôL±Ú ¬ı≈ø˘ ˜±fl¡1 ¬ı≈¬ı≈Õ˘ È¬±ÚÀÈ¬± Œ¬ıøÂ√ ’±øÂ√˘º ŒÈ¬„√√1 ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬Àfl¡ ›À˘±È¬±‡1 ˜±ø1øÂ√˘º ˜±fl¡1
¸˘øÚ ‚11 ¬Û1± ¸5±˝√√1 Â√È¬± ø√ÀÚ˝◊√√ ¬ı±ø˝√√1Ó¬ Ôfl¡± ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Ú1 ¬Û1± ˜1˜ ’±√±˚˛ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ øfl¡ øfl¡ Œ˚ fl¡1±
Ú±øÂ√˘/ ŒÊ√±Ó¬± ‰¬±Ù¬± fl¡ø1 ø√øÂ√˘, ¬ıË±Â√Ó¬ È≈¬ÔÀ¬Û©Ü ˘·±˝◊√√ ø√øÂ√˘, ·± Ò≈˝◊√√ ø¬Ûøg¬ıÕ˘ ‰≈¬ø1˚˛±, ¬Û±?±ªœ Œ·±È¬±˝◊√√
ø√øÂ√˘º fl¡±fl¡≈ ’±1n∏ ¬ı≈¬ı≈1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ Î¬±„√√1 ’ø˜˘ Ó¬±ÀÓ¬˝◊√√º ‚1Ó¬ ÚÔfl¡± ˜±Ú≈˝√√ÀÈ¬±À˚˛ øfl¡ ‡±˝◊√√ÀÂ√, øfl¡ ø¬ÛøgÀÂ√ ‡¬ı1
1±ø‡¬ı ˘±À· ¬ı≈ø˘ fl¡±fl≈¡Àª Ú±Ê√±øÚÀ˘º Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ·1ÀÊ√± Ú¬ÛÀ1º Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±Àfl¡ Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ¬ı±À¬ı fl¡±À¬Û±1 ¤È¬± ¬ı± øfl¡Ó¬±¬Û
¤‡ÚÀfl¡ ’±øÚÀ˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√ Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡1 Ù¬±À˘ ÒÚ…¬ı±√¸”‰¬fl¡ ‰¬±ªøÚÀÈ¬±À1 Œ‰¬±ª±1 ¬ı±ø˝√√À1 fl¡Ô± ¤¯∏±À1± ø¬ıøÚ˜˚˛
Úfl¡À1º 1±øÓ¬ q¬ıÕ˘ ∆· ˜±fl¡fl¡ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ¸À¬Û±ÚÀÈ¬±1 fl¡Ô± fl¡˚˛º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì± Î¬◊‰ƒ¬¬Û ‡±˝◊√√ Î¬◊ÀÍ¬º ¬¤Àfl¡È¬± ¸À¬Û±Úº Û‘øÔªœ
øÊ√Ú±1 ¸À¬Û±Úº Ê√ijÀÓ¬ Œ√ø‡ÀÂ√, Ê√œÀ˚˛fl¡1 ‰¬fl≈¡1 Ó¬œÑ õ∂‡1Ó¬±º ø¬ÛÓ¬±Àfl¡ Œfl¡‰≈¬“ª±fl¡Ì ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ’±ø˝√√ Ê√œÀ˚˛fl¡1
qfl¡±Ú ˜≈‡‡ÚÕ˘ ‰¬±˝◊√√ ≈√‡œ ≈√‡œ ˆ¬±ÀªÀ1 ∆fl¡øÂ√˘, ëŒÂ√±ª±˘œøÈ¬fl¡ Œ¸±Úfl¡±À˘ ø¬ı˚˛± øÚø√ø¬ı/ ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±ø¬ı/ ø˚ ø¬ı‰¬±À1,
Ó¬±Àfl¡˝◊√√ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ø√ø¬ı/í

¸À¬Û±Ú ŒÚÀ√ø‡ø¬ı ’±˝◊√√, ¸À¬Û±Ú ŒÚÀ√ø‡ø¬ı/
øÚÊ√1 fl¡Ú…±fl¡±˘1 ¶§ˆ¬±ªÀ¬ı±1Õ˘ ˜ÚÓ¬ ¬ÛÀ1º 1±Ìœ ∆˝√√ Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ õ∂ª˘ ˝◊√√26√±º ‚11 È≈¬˘ ¤‡ÀÚ±

õ∂À˚˛±Ê√ÚÓ¬ ˘1‰¬1 Úfl¡1± ’±˘±¸Ó Î¬◊Í¬± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œº ’±¸ƒ...fl¡±fl≈¡1 ·±Ó¬ ’±È¬±˝◊√√À¬ı±1 øÚÊ√À1 ˘é¬Ìº ¤Àfl¡À¬ı±1
¶§ˆ¬±ª, ¤Àfl¡ ¬Û‰¬µ-’¬Û‰¬µº ‰¬fl¡≈Ó¬ øfl¡ø=Ó¬ ’˝√√—fl¡±1 ̂ ¬±ªº¬ ̧ √±˚˛ ›‡Ó¬ Ô±øfl¡¬ı Œ‡±Ê√± ŒÊ√√œ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ.../
/

˜1˜ Œ‰¬ÀÚÀ˝√√À1 ¬Û≈©Ü ¸√… Œ˚ÃªÚ± Œ√˝√√±ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ˜±˝√√-˝√√±˘Òœ ˘±ø·øÂ√˘, ’˝√√—fl¡±1 ¤Àfl¡Àfl¡±¬ıÀÓ¬
Ò”ø˘¸…±»  ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º Œ˝√√±˜1 &ø1Ó¬ ¬ıø˝√√ ˆ¬±ø¬ı ’±øÂ√˘, øfl¡˚˛ Œ√ø‡øÂ√˘ Î¬◊2‰¬ ¸À¬Û±Ú∑ øfl¡˚˛ Ò±1Ì fl¡ø1øÂ√˘
ø¬ıù´ø¬ıÊ√ø˚˛Úœ1 ˜≈fl≈¡È¬∑ õ∂ùüÀ¬ı±À1 ¬ıUø√ÚÕ˘Àfl¡ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±fl¡ Œ‡ø√ Ù≈¬ø1øÂ√˘º ‰¬±ø1Ê√Ú fl¡fl¡±À˚˛fl¡1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ Ê√ij
¬Œ¬Û±ª± ¤Àfl¡Ê√Úœ ’±√1-¸±√11 ̂ ¬Úœº ‚11 ¬Û1± Î¬◊ø˘ ˛̊± ◊̋√√ ø√ ˛̊± ¬Û1Ó¬ fl¡fl¡±À ˛̊fl¡˝√√“Ó¬1 ‰¬fl≈¡À¬ı±1 Œ√ø‡À ˛̊̋ ◊√√ ¬ı≈øÊ√øÂ√˘,
¸—¸±1 fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ›À˘±ª±ÀÈ¬± ¸˝√√Ê√ fl¡Ô± Ú˝√√˚˛º Î¬◊¬Û±˚˛ôL1 ∆˝√√À˝√√ ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡ Ó¬±˝◊√√fl¡ ø¬ı√±˚˛ ø√¬ıÕ˘ ›˘±˝◊√√ÀÂ√√º¬
˜≈‡ Ù≈¬˘±˝◊√√ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ›À˘±ª± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœfl¡ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ ˜±fl¡ ›˘±˝◊√√ ’˝√√± Ú±øÂ√˘º Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±Àfl¡ ‰≈¬fl¡ ¤È¬±ÀÓ¬ ¬ıø˝√√ Î¬◊‰≈¬ø¬Û
’±øÂ√˘º

‰¬ √̋√fl¡œ ‚1º øÓ¬øÚ-‰¬±ø1È¬± Ò±Ú1 ̂ ¬“1±˘º ̇ ±fl¡-¬Û±‰¬ø˘À1 Î¬◊Õˆ¬Ú√œ ¬ı±1œº Î¬±„√√1 ¬Ûø1 ˛̊±˘º ̃ ±fl¡-Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±Àfl¡
ø˜øÓ¬1 ø‰¬Ú±Ó¬ ˆ¬≈˘ fl¡1± Ú±øÂ√˘º ˙U11 ‚11 ’±È¬±˝◊√√À¬ı±1 õ∂øÓ¬øá¬Ó¬ Œ˘±fl¡º ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀ˚˛ ’±√1-¸±√1 ŒÚ±À¬Û±ª±1
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fl¡Ô±˝◊√√ Ú±øÂ√˘º Î¬±„√√1 ¬ı1Ê√Ú±fl¡1 ˜Laœ,¬ø¬ıÒ±˚˛fl¡1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ ¸≈ ¸•Ûfl«¡ ’±ÀÂ√º fl¡˜« ¸”ÀS ‰¬1fl¡±1œ ‰¬±fl¡ø1˚˛±˘ Œ˝√√±ª±1
˘·ÀÓ¬ 1±Ê√ÚœøÓ¬1 ˘·ÀÓ¬± ŒÓ¬›“ ›Ó¬–Àõ∂±Ó¬–ˆ¬±Àª Ê√øÎ¬ˇÓ¬º ø¬ÛÂ√1 ≈√Ê√Ú ¬ı1Ê√Ú±fl¡À1± ˆ¬±˘ ‰¬±fl¡ø1 ’±ÀÂ√º ÒÀÚ
Œ¸±ÀÌ ˆ¬ø1 Ôfl¡± ’±øˆ¬Ê√±Ó¬… ¬Ûø1˚˛±˘º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 ¬Û‰¬µ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘ ‚1‡Úº ’±˝√√˘-¬ı˝√√˘ ‚1º Œ√Ãø1 Ï¬±¬Ûø1À˚˛
ø√ÚÀÈ¬± Œ˙ ∏̄ fl¡ø1¬ı ¬Û±ø1º ̇  ̇  õ∂Ê√±øÓ¬1 Ù≈¬˘ Ò1± Î¬±„√√1 Ù≈¬˘øÚ ¤‡Ú ’±ÀÂ√º ¶≈®˘Ó¬ ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ± ̂ ¬øÓ¬Ê√±-ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√œÀfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬±1
∆¸ÀÓ¬ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ¬ıÓ¬±˝√√1 ¬Û±Àfl¡ ¬Û±Àfl¡, Î¬◊˘±À˝√√À1 ‰¬1±˝◊√√1 Ê√±øfl¡ ∆˝√√ Î¬◊ø1 Ù≈¬À1º ˙±UÀ˚˛Àfl¡ ø¬ÛÂ√¬ı±1œÕ˘ ˘· ÒÀ1º
≈√À˚˛±Ê√ÚœÀ˚˛ ˘±ø· ˆ¬±ø· ¬ı±1œ1 ¬Û1± fl¡Õ«√, Ê˘Ù¬±˝◊√√, ’±˜, ˜Ò≈ø1, ˜±øÈ¬fl¡Í¬±˘, ¬ı·1œ ¬Û±ø1 ’±ÀÚº ¸1n∏ ¸1n∏Õfl¡
fl¡±øÈ¬, ø¸Ê√±˝◊√√ ø¬ıÀÒ ø¬ıÀÒ Ê√±˜, ŒÊ√˘œ, ’±‰¬±1 ∆Ó¬˚˛±1 fl¡À1º ˜±øÈ¬‡G ˆ¬±˘º ø˚ ˘±À· ‡±¬ıÕ˘ Œ¸±ª±√˚≈Mê√ ˝√√˚˛º
Œ˜Ã‰≈¬˜œ ŒÈ¬„√√±, 1¬ı±¬ı ŒÈ¬„√√±, fl¡Ê√±« ŒÈ¬„√√±À¬ı±À1± ¬Ûøfl¡À˘ È¬ÚƒÈ¬Úœ˚˛± ˝√√˚˛º ¬Û±ø1 ’Ú± ¬Ûfl¡± ¬ı·1œ, Ê√˘Ù¬±˝◊√√Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬±
Œ√ø‡À˘ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 øÊ√ˆ¬±‡ÀÚ Œ1ÃÊ√±˘ Œ¬ıÃÊ√±˘‡Ú fl¡À1º Œfl“¡‰¬±À˚˛ ‡±¬ıÀÚ ’±‰¬±1 fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ Ôí¬ı∑ fl¡˘¬Û±Ó¬Ó¬
ˆ¬”Ó¬ Ê√˘fl¡œ˚˛±, øÚ˜À‡À1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ fl¡±øÈ¬ Œ˘±ª± ŒÈ¬„√√±À¬ı±1 ‡±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡± Œ√ø‡À˘ ˙±UÀ˚˛Àfl¡ 1ø˝√√fl¡ Ò˜ƒøfl¡ ø√À˚˛º

ëŒÈ¬„√√±À¬ı±1 ˝◊√√˜±ÚÕfl¡ Ú±‡±ø¬ı ’í ’±˝◊√√∑ ˝√√Ê√˜ fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1ø¬ı/í
1ø˝√√À˚˛ fl¡íÓ¬ qÀÚº Ó¬±˝◊√√ ’±1n∏ Î¬◊ø˘˚˛±˝◊√√ ˘˚˛ ˆ¬1± ‡1±˝√√œ1 ¬Û1± Ê√˘Ù¬±˝◊√√, ŒÓ¬ÀÓ¬˘œ, fl¡Õ«√º Ó¬±˝◊√√Ó¬Õfl¡

¤‚±1 ¬ıÂ11 Î¬±„√√1 ̃ ±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Ú1 ’±˝√√ø1 Ú±Ô±Àfl¡ ø¬ıù´øÊ√øÚ¬ı Œ‡±Ê√± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ ¬ıÓ¬±˝√√Ó¬ Î¬◊ø1 Ù≈¬ø1¬ıÕ˘º
‚11 ¬Û1± ’±“Ó¬1Ó¬ Ô±øfl¡  ‰¬±fl¡ø1 fl¡À1º ¬ıg¬ı±1 ø˜˘±˝◊√√ ’±À˝√√, ˙øÚ¬ı±À1 ’±À¬ıø˘ ’±À˝√√º Œ¸±˜¬ı±À1 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª±
&ø‰¬ ˚±˚˛º Î¬±„√√1 ¬ı1Ê√Ú±Àfl¡ ’±˝√√˘-¬ı˝√√˘ ‰¬1fl¡±1œ ·‘˝√√ ¤È¬±1 Œ˚±·±1 fl¡ø1 ø√øÂ√˘º ¸1n∏ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ ¤ÀÚÕfl¡
¬Û”1Í¬ ˜±Ú≈˝√√À¬ı±11 ’±·Ó¬ ¬Ûø‡˘± ¤Ê√Úœ ∆˝√√ øÈ¬ø‚˘ ø‚˘±˝◊√√ Ù≈¬ø1À˘ øfl¡Ê√±øÚ fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 Ê√·1 ˘±À·/ ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬Àfl¡›
˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ¤¬ı±1 ŒÊ√±1Õfl¡ øÚ› øÚ› fl¡ø1À˘º ˙±UÀ˚˛Àfl¡À˝√√ ¬Œ¬ı±À˘, ¬ı±fl¡œÀfl¡˝◊√√Ê√Úœ1 ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ1 ˘·Ó¬ ˘±ø·
Ô±Àfl¡±ÀÓ¬ ¬ı≈Ï¬ˇœÊ√ÚœÀ˘ Œfl¡1±˝√√œÕfl¡ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘› ¸˜˚˛ ŒÚ±ÀÊ√±À1, ¬Ûø‡˘±Ê√Úœ ˘·ÀÓ¬ Ô±øfl¡À˘ ˜ÚÀÈ¬± ˆ¬ø1 Ô±Àfl¡º
Ô±fl¡fl¡À‰¬±Ú Œ√º

˙øÚ¬ı±1À¬ı±1 øÚÊ√1 ∆˝√√ ¬Ûø1øÂ√˘ 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1º ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 ’±À¬Û±Úº Û≈ª±À1 ¬Û1± Ó¬±˝◊√√1 Œ˚ ¸±ÀÊ√±Ú-
fl¡±ÀÂ√±Úº ’fl¡Ì˜±øÚ ˘±˝√√œ Œ√˝√√±ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ˜±Àfl¡ ∆¬ı ø√˚˛± ¬Û±Ó¬˘ Úœ˘± fl¡±À¬Û±1À˚±À1˝◊√√ ø¬Ûøg¬ı ŒÚ Ó¬±˜≈˘œ ‡≈1œÀ˚˛
&ª±˝√√±È¬œ1 ¬Û1± øfl¡øÚ ø√˚˛± 1„√√± ¬Û±1œ ˘À·±ª± ˝√√±˘Òœ˚˛± fl¡±À¬Û±1À˚±1 ø¬Ûøg¬ı∑ Œfl¡±ÚÀ˚±1 Ù≈¬ø˘∑ Œ·±È¬±
‡±1n∏¬Û±Ó¬ ø¬ÛøgÀ˘ ˆ¬±˘ ˘±ø·¬ıÀÚ ø¬ı˚˛±Ó¬ ¬ı1 fl¡fl¡±À˚˛Àfl¡ fl¡1±˝◊√√ ø√˚˛± Œ¸±Ì1 ‰≈¬ø1À˚±1 ø¬ÛøgÀ˘ fl¡±À¬Û±1À˚±1À1
∆¸ÀÓ¬ Ó≈¬ø˘ Òø1¬ı∑ Ù≈¬˘øÚ1 ¬ı±1œ, Ê√˘Ù¬±˝◊√√, ¬ı·1œ ¤ø1 øÚÊ√fl¡ ¸Ê√±˝◊√√ ¬Û1±˝◊√√ 1‡±À1 Œ˚ ¸˜˚˛√√º ŒÓ¬›“ ’±À˝√√º
ŒÓ¬›“fl¡ Œ√ø‡À˘˝◊√√ Î¬◊Í¬Ú ·±ˆ¬1n∏ Œ√˝√√±øÈ¬ ‰¬=˘ ∆˝√√ Î¬◊ÀÍ¬º ŒÓ¬›“1 Î¬±øÎ¬ˇ øÚ1±˝◊√√ ŒÔ±ª± ø‰¬flƒ¡ø‰¬fl¡œ˚˛± ̃ ≈‡‡ÚÕ˘ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘
Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ˆ¬˚˛ ˘±À·º

ˆ¬˚˛ øfl¡˚˛∑ ̂ ¬±·…‡Ú Œ˚ Œ˜±1/ ̧ ≈˙±ôL1 fl¡±ø˜Ê√ øˆ¬øÊ√ ̊ ±˚˛ ø¬ıù´ Ê√œøÚ¬ı Œ‡±Ê√± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ1 fl≈¡U˜œ˚˛±
‰¬fl≈¡À˘±À1º ∆¬ı ’±À˝√√ ≈√‡1 Œ¶⁄±Ó¬º

’±À¬ıø˘À1 ¬Û1± ¬Û”ø˘ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ È¬ √̋√̆  ø√ Ô±øfl¡À˘ Œ¬ıÃÀ ˛̊fl¡Àfl¡ ◊̋√√Ê√ÚœÀ ˛̊ øÙ¬ø‰¬„√√± øÙ¬ø‰¬— fl¡À1º ̂ ¬øÓ¬Ê√±Àfl¡ ◊̋√√È¬± ◊̋√√
ŒÊ√±fl¡±˚˛º Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ̂ ¬±˘ ̆ ±À·, Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± ’øˆ¬˜±ÚÓ¬ Î¬◊Ù¬øµ¡Î¬◊ÀÍ¬º fl¡±1 ¬ı±À¬ı ¤˝◊√√ ’øˆ¬˜±Ú∑ ̇ ±UÀ˚˛Àfl¡ Ò˜ƒøfl¡ ø√
Œfl¡±Í¬±1 øˆ¬Ó¬1Ó¬ Œ¸±À˜±ª±˝◊√√ ÔíÀ˘ Ó¬±˝◊√1 ‡— Î¬◊ÀÍ¬º Ó¬±˝◊√√1À˝√√ ¸≈˙±ôLº ¸≈˙±ôLÕ˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√ ∆1 Ú±Ô±øfl¡À˘ Œfl¡±Ú 1í¬ı∑
fl¡±À1±À1 ‡¬ı1 Ú±øÂ√˘º Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ‡¬ı1 Œ˘±ª±ø˝√√ Ú±øÂ√˘º ¬ı1 ¸—À·±¬ÛÀÚ Œ˚ Œ¬Û±˝√√ ∆˘øÂ√˘ ¤øÈ¬ ¸À¬Û±ÀÚº Œ¸˝◊√√
¸À¬Û±ÚÀÈ¬±Àª Œ˚ fl¡ø˘˚˛±˝◊√√øÂ√˘º ˘±À˝√√ ˘±À˝√√ ¬Û±˝√√ Òø1øÂ√˘º ø¬ÛÂ√Õ˘¬ Ù≈¬ø˘øÂ√˘º

 ø¡ZÓ¬œ˚˛¬ı±1 Ù≈¬À˘ fl¡ø˘˚˛±›“ÀÓ¬ ˙±UÀ˚˛Àfl¡ √1ª ¤¬Û±ø˘ ø√À˘º ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ›¬Û1Ó¬ Ê“√ø¬Û˚˛±˝◊√√ ¬Ûø1˘
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Ó¬±˝◊√√º ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ¬Û1Ó¬ ‡— Ê√±ø1 ≈√¬ıÂ√1œ˚˛± ¬ı≈¬ı≈fl¡ ∆˘ 1ø˝√√ ˜±fl¡1 ‚1Õ˘ ›˘±˘º Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ‚”ø1 ’±ø˝√√˘, ‚1‡Ú
¸•Û”Ì« ̧ ˘øÚ ∆ √̋√ ∆·øÂ√̆ º Œfl¡ ◊̋√√ø√Ú˜±Ú1 ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ̇ UÀ1fl¡ Ï≈¬fl¡± ◊̋√√øÂ√̆ º  Û√”ø˘ ≈̃‡Õ˘ ‰¬± ◊̋√√ Û±1 fl¡1± ¬Û1˜ Î¬◊»fl¡_±À¬ı±1
¬Ûø1ø¶öøÓ¬1 Ê√‚Ú… ’±“À‰¬±1Ó¬ ̃ ‰¬ ‡± ◊̋√√ ∆·øÂ√̆ º ’À¬Ûé¬±À¬ı±1 √œ‚˘œ ˛̊± ∆ √̋√øÂ√̆ º ‰¬=˘Ó¬±À¬ı±1 •°±Ú ¬Ûø1 ’±ø √̋√øÂ√̆ º
¸≈˙±ôL1 ’ø¬ı˝√√ÀÚ ¬Û±1 ∆˝√√øÂ√˘ ¸˝√√¶⁄ 1±øÓ¬º ’Ê√¶⁄ ‰¬fl≈¡À˘±º ’ÚôL ’À¬Ûé¬±º

‚1‡Ú ˜±Ú≈À˝√√ Í¬±˝√√ ‡±˝◊√√ Ô±øfl¡À˘› 1ø˝ ’fl¡˘˙1œ˚˛±º ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡ ø√ÚÀÈ¬±1 Œ¬ıøÂ√ø‡øÚ ¸˜˚˛ ’±Â≈√Ó¬œ˚˛±
Œfl¡±Í¬±ÀÈ¬±ÀÓ¬ Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡± ˝√√í˘º ‰¬fl≈¡À1 ˆ¬±˘Àfl¡ Ú˜ÀÚ, fl¡±ÀÌÀ1 Ú≈qÀÚº Œ¬ı±ª±1œ˝√√“Ó¬1 U“È¬± ˜±Ó¬À¬ı±1, fl¡ÀÍ¬±1
‰¬±ªøÚÀ¬ı±1 ø·ø˘ Ôfl¡±Ó¬Õfl¡ ø¬ı‰¬Ú±Ó¬ fl≈¡“ø‰¬ ˜≈“ø‰¬ ‡±˝◊√√ Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ˜1˜1 Œ¬ı±ª±1œ Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± Œ¸ª±-
q|n∏¯∏±1 √±ø˚˛Q› 1ø˝√√1 ›¬Û1ÀÓ¬ ¬Ûø1˘º ≈√È¬±Õfl¡ ’fl¡øÌ ’fl¡øÌ ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œfl¡ ˜±øÈ¬À˚˛ ¬ı±ø˘À˚˛ Œ¬Û˘±˝◊√√ ∆Ô
1ø˝√√À˚˛ ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ¬ı±À¬ı ¬Û±‰¬ø˘1 ‰≈¬¬Û ¬ıÚ±˚˛º ø¬ı‰¬Ú±1 ˜˘-˜”SÀ¬ı±1 ‰¬±Ù¬± fl¡À1º ’±˘˝√√œ1¡ ‰¬±˝√√-Ê√˘¬Û±Ú1 Œ˚±·±Ú
ÒÀ1º Ó¬±1˜±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ’±“Ó¬1Ó¬ Ôfl¡± ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√ÀÚ  ‡¬ı1 ¤È¬±› Ú¬ÛÀÍ¬±ª±Õfl¡ ¤˜±˝√√ Òø1 ‚1Õ˘ Ú˝√√±Àfl¡ Ô±Àfl¡º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±
ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚˛± ˜±Ú≈˝√√ ∆˝√√ Ô±Àfl¡ÀÚ∑

˙±UÀ ˛̊fl¡ ¤ø√Ú ø¬ı‰¬Ú±Ó¬ qª± ̂ ¬±À· ◊̋√√ Ï≈¬fl¡± ◊̋√√ Ô±øfl¡˘º ‚11 Œfl¡±ÀÚ± ¤È¬± ◊̋√√ ‰¬fl≈¡¬Û±Úœ ¤ÀÈ¬±¬Û±À˘± Î¬◊ø˘›ª±
1ø˝√√1 ‰¬fl≈¡Ó¬ Ú¬Ûø1˘º ¸fl¡±˜ ¬Û±øÓ¬À˚˛ ıd-¬ı±ø˝√√Úœ Î¬◊ø˘˚˛±˝◊√√ ˆ¬±À· ˆ¬±À· ø√ø˝√√À„√√ ø√¬Û±À„√√ ’±È¬±˝◊√√À¬ı±1 &ø‰¬ ·í˘º
‚1À¬ı±1 ‰¬±À· ‰¬˝√√1Ó¬ ’±·Ó¬œ˚˛±Õfl¡À˚˛ ’A±ø˘fl¡±1 √À1 ¬ıg±˝◊√√ ŒÔ±ª± ∆˝√√øÂ√˘/ ˜±fl¡Ê√Úœ ˜ø1˘ Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ‚1‡Ú1
õ∂øÓ¬ √±ø˚˛Q› Œ˙¯∏/ ‡±ø˘ ∆˝√√ Œ˚±ª± ‚1‡ÚÓ¬ øÓ¬øÚÈ¬± õ∂±Ìœ Œfl¡ÀÚÕfl¡ Ô±øfl¡¬ı Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ̂ ¬±ø¬ı Ú±‰¬±À˘º ’fl¡˘˙À1
∆1 ·í˘ 1ø˝√√º ø¬ıù´ø¬ıÊ√ø˚˛Úœ1 ̧ À¬Û±Ú Œ√‡± 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±º ¤˝◊√√¬ı±1 ¬ı±Ò± ø√¬ıÕ˘ ̇ ±UÀ˚˛fl¡ Ú±˝◊√√º ‰¬˝√√11 Œfl¡±ª±È¬±«1ÀÈ¬±ÀÓ¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ Œ˚±ª±1 fl¡Ô± ˆ¬±ø¬ıøÂ√˘/ Œˆ¬“fl≈¡˘œÀ˚˛ ŒÈ¬±1ƒÀÈ¬±1±˝◊√√ Ôfl¡±, ¸±À¬Û ø¬Û˘ƒø¬Û˘±˝◊√√ Ù≈¬1± Œˆ¬øÈ¬ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ˘í1±-
ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ≈√È¬±1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ Ô±øfl¡¬ıÕ˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√1 ˆ¬˚˛ ˘±À·/ ¸≈˙±ôL ’±ø˝√√À˘ ¸±˝√√¸ ¬Û±˚˛º Œ¸˝◊√√fl¡Ú ¸±˝√√¸Ó¬Õfl¡ ¬ı≈fl≈¡1
Ê≈√˝◊√√fl≈¡1±1 ›Ê√Ú Œ¬ıøÂ√ ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º ’øˆ¬˜±ÚÓ¬ Ù¬±øÈ¬ ¬ÛÀ1 Ó¬±˝◊√√º ¸≈˙±ôL1 ˜≈‡±˜≈ø‡ ˝√√í¬ı ŒÚ±À‡±ÀÊ√/ ¬Û˘±˝◊√√ Ù≈¬À1º
Ê√±ÀÚ±‰¬± ...’±Î¬◊˘ ˘±À·/ ø¸√√Ù¬±À˘ õ∂ùüÀ¬ı±1 ¬ı≈fl≈¡ÀÓ¬ Œ·±È¬˜±À1 º

1n∏¬ı≈ Ê√ij Œ˝√√±ª±1 ø¬ÛÂ√Ó¬ ‚1‡ÚÓ¬ fl¡±˜ Œ¬ıøÂ√ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º ˝◊√√Ù¬±À˘ ·1n∏-˜í˝√√1 √±ø˚˛Q, øÓ¬øÚÈ¬±Õfl¡ Ò±Ú1
ˆ¬“1±˘, Œ‡øÓ¬-¬ı±øÓ¬º ø¸Ù¬±À˘ ̆ í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ øÓ¬øÚÈ¬±1 Ê√±Ê√º fl¡fl¡±À˚˛fl¡˝√√“ÀÓ¬ Œ‡øÓ¬1 ¬ÛÔ±1À¬ı±1 ¤Î¬1± ¤Î¬1±Õfl¡
Œ¬ıø‰¬ ∆·øÂ√˘ ˚ø√› ·1n∏-˜˝√√Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˜±Ú, ˆ¬“1±˘ øÓ¬øÚÈ¬± ŒÓ¬øÓ¬˚˛±› ’±øÂ√˘º ¸˜À˚˛ ¸˜À˚˛ fl¡fl¡±À˚˛Àfl¡ ·±Î¬ˇœ
¬ÛÍ¬±˝◊√√ ø√À˚˛º E±˝◊√√ˆ¬±À1 ‰¬±Î¬◊˘1 ¬ıô¶±À¬ı±1 ¬ı±1œ1 ˙±fl¡-¬Û±‰¬ø˘À1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ Î¬◊Í¬±˝◊√√ ∆˘ ˚±˚˛º ¬Œ¬ıÃÀ˚˛fl¡Àfl¡˝◊√√Ê√Úœ ·í˘
ø˚ ·í˘, ·±“ªÓ¬ ¤ø1 ∆Ô Œ˚±ª± ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√± ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀfl¡˝◊√√È¬±Àfl¡± ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ Ú±ø˝√√˘º ‡¬ı1 ˘í¬ıÕ˘› ’±˝√√ø1 Ú˝√√í˘º
ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡1 ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ˝√√“ÀÓ¬ ¤øÓ¬˚˛± Î¬±„√√1 Î¬±„√√1 ¶≈®˘-fl¡À˘Ê√Ó¬ ¬ÛÀÏ¬ˇº ‚1ÀÓ¬ ˝◊√√—1±Ê√œ fl¡Ô± fl¡˚˛º ¸±“Ó≈¬1±,
·±Ú Œ·±ª±, øÈ¬Î¬◊‰¬Ú ’±ø√Ó¬ ¬ı…ô¶ Ô±Àfl¡º ¬Î¬±„√√1 ·1±fl¡œ1 Î¬±„√√1 ŒÂ√±ª±˘œfl¡ ø¬ıÀ√˙Õ˘ ø¬ı˚˛± ø√À˘º ø¬ı˚˛±Õ˘ ¬¬ı≈ø˘
˜±øÓ¬¬ıÕ˘ ¬ı1 ˆ¬øÓ¬Ê√œ Ê≈√ø˘√√ øÚÀÊ√ ’±ø˝√√øÂ√˘º  ı≈¬ı≈-fl¡±fl≈¡˝√√“Ó¬Õ˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√ fl¡±À¬Û±1, ‰¬fl¡À˘Èƒ¬ ∆˘  ’±ø˝√√øÂ√˘º ¸1n∏
‡≈1œÀ˚˛fl¡fl¡ ̊ ±¬ıÕ˘ ¬ı1 ŒÊ√±1ø√ ∆fl¡øÂ√˘º ’fl¡À˘ÀÚ± ̆ í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀfl¡˝◊√√È¬±fl¡ ∆˘ ̃ ˝√√±Ú·11 ø¬ı˚˛±‡ÚÕ˘ Œfl¡ÀÚÕfl¡
˚±˚˛∑ ”√1Ó¬ Ôfl¡±Ê√Ú ·í˘ ŒÚ Ú·í˘ 1ø˝√√À˚˛ ˆ¬”-ŒÈ¬±Àfl¡ Ú±¬Û±À˘º

≈√˜±˝√√1 ̃ ”1Ó¬ Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡ Œ¸ ◊̋√√¬ı±1 ‚1Õ˘ ’±À˝√√±ÀÓ¬ ¬ı≈¬ı≈ ̆ ·ÀÓ¬ ̊ ±¬ıÕ˘ ›˘±˘º ·±“ª1 ¶≈®˘‡ÚÓ¬ ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1
ø¸ Ú¬ÛÀÏ¬ˇ± ¬ı≈ø˘À˚˛ Œ‚±¯∏Ú± fl¡ø1À˘º ¬˜±fl¡ ’±‰¬ø1Ó¬ ̋ √√í√˘º¡¬ı±Ò± ø√√√À˘º¬ Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡1 ŒÊ√√, ø¸ ̊ ±¬ı˝◊√√º Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡ Î¬◊¬Û±˚˛
ŒÚ±À˝√√±ª±Ó ¬ Ûø1˘º ’©Ü˜ Œ|Ìœ1 ¬Â√˜˝√√œ˚˛± ¬Û1œé¬± ‰¬ø˘ Ô±Àfl¡±ÀÓ¬˝◊√√ ø¸ fl¡±À¬Û±1-fl¡±øÚ ¬ı±øg ¸±Ê≈√ ˝√√í˘º ‰¬˝√√11
¶≈®˘Ó¬ ¬ÛÏ¬ˇ±1 ’±¢∂˝√√ÀÈ¬± Ó¬±1 ¬Û≈1øÌº ŒÊ√√œ ˘í1± º ‰¬˝√√1Õ˘ ∆·À˝√√ ¤ø1À˘º ≈√È¬± Œfl¡±Í¬±˘œ1 ŒÍ¬fl¡ Œfl¡±ª±È¬±«1ÀÈ¬±Ó¬
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1±gøÚ ˘í1± ¤È¬± ’±·À1 ¬Û1± ’±øÂ√˘º ¬Â√±11 ¬ıÊ√±1-¸˜±1 fl¡1±, fl¡±À¬Û±1 fl¡±øÚ Ò≈˝◊√√ fl¡±À¬Û±1 ˝◊√√ø¶a fl¡1± ’±ø√
fl¡±˜À¬ı±1 ø¸ øÚ˚˛±ø1Õfl¡ fl¡ø1 ø√øÂ√˘º ¬¬ı≈¬ı≈1 ¬ı˚˛¸À1 ˘í1±º ¬ı≈¬ı≈ ·í˘Ó¬ ø¸ ˆ¬±À˘˝◊√√ ˆ¬±À˘º¬ ¬ı≈¬ı≈À1± ˘· ¤È¬± ˝√√í˘º
Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡ ‚1Ó¬ øfl¡˜±Ú ¸˜˚˛ Ô±Àfl¡ ‰¬fl≈¡ ø√ Ôfl¡±Ó¬Õfl¡ ø¸ 1±gøÚ ˘í1±ÀÈ¬±1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ øSêÀfl¡È¬ Œ‡˘±, Œ¬ıÈ¬ø˜KI◊Ú,
Œfl¡1˜ ’±ø√Ó¬ ¬ı…ô¶ ∆˝√√ Ô±øfl¡ ˆ¬±˘À¬Û±ª± ˝√√í˘º ·±“ª1 ‚1‡ÚÓ¬Õfl¡ ˚ÀÔ©Ü ¸≈ø¬ıÒ± Ôfl¡± Í¬±˝◊√√ÀÎ¬±‡1 ¬ı≈¬ı≈À˚˛ ˆ¬±˘
¬Û±À˘º øõ∂˚˛ ∆˝√√ ¬Ûø1˘ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ‰¬˝√√1‡Úº ÚÓ≈¬Ú ̃ ±Ú≈˝√√À¬ı±1º øõ∂˚˛ ‰¬˝√√1‡ÚÓ¬ Ó¬±1 ÚÓ≈¬Ú ÚÓ≈¬Ú ¬ıg≈ ̋ √√í˘º Œfl¡±ª±È¬±«1À˘
Ó¬±1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ Œ‡ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ¬ıg≈À¬ı±1 ’±ø˝√√¬ıÕ˘ ˘íÀ˘√√º ø¸ Œ‡À˘º ˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√ Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡1 ¬Û≈1Ì± Œ1øÎ¬’íÀÈ¬±
Î¬±„√√1Õfl¡ ¬ıÊ√±˝◊√√ ·±Ú qÀÚº Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±Àfl¡ ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡1 ·±Ú1 õ∂øÓ¬ 1±¬Û Œ√ø‡ ›‰¬1À1 ¸—·œÓ¬ ø¬ı√…±˘˚˛ ¤‡ÚÕ˘ ∆˘
·í˘º ø¸ Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ ·œÈ¬±1 ø˙øfl¡À˘º Ó¬±1 ˝√√±Ó¬‡Ú ˆ¬±˘º ø˚ fl¡±˜ÀÓ¬ ÒÀ1, ¸1¶§Ó¬œÀ˚˛ ˘· ø√À˚˛º ·œÈ¬±À1± ø˙øfl¡À˘,
·±ÀÚ± ·±¬ı ¬Û1± ˝√√í˘º ‚1Õ˘ ·íÀ˘ ˆ¬ÚœÀ˚˛fl¡, ˆ¬±À˚˛fl¡fl¡ ›‰¬1ÀÓ¬ ¬ı˝√√±˝◊√√ ∆˘ ·œÈ¬±1 ¬ıÊ√±˝◊√√ qÚ±˚˛º ·±Ú ·±˝◊√√
qÚ±˚˛º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±˝◊√√ ’±“1 ‰¬fl≈¡À1 ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡Õ˘ ˜La˜≈* ‰¬±ªøÚÀ1 ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡ ˘·Ó¬ ÚÔfl¡±À1 ¬Û1± ˜±fl¡Ê√Úœ
’±1n∏ ’fl¡˘˙1œ˚˛± ̋ √√í˘º ø¸ ’±ø˝√√À˘ ̃ ±Àfl¡ ¤ÀÚÀfl¡ Ó¬±1 ̃ ≈‡Õ˘ 1 ̆ ±ø· ‰¬±˝◊√√ Ô±Àfl¡º ¬Œ¬ı±¬ı± ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1 ̃ ±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Úœº
Ô≈fl¡± Ô≈øfl¡ ˜±ÀÓ¬À1 ˘í1±ÀÈ¬±Àfl¡ ˝◊√√ÀÈ¬± ø¸ÀÈ¬± ¸≈ÀÒº ø¸ øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú fl¡˚˛º øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú ŒÚ±Àfl¡±ª±Àfl¡ ∆1 ˚±˚˛º

1n∏¬ı≈1 Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡1 Œ‰¬À˝√√1±ÀÈ¬±¡ ˜ÚÀÓ¬˝◊√√ Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º ’±˘˝√√œ1 √À1 ’±À˝√√ ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Úº ¤1±øÓ¬, ≈√1±øÓ¬ Ô±øfl¡
&ø‰¬ ˚±˚˛º ˜±˝√√Ó¬ ¤¬ı±1, Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± Œ¸˚˛±› Ú˝√√˚˛º   1ø˝√√fl¡Ì±1 ’±øÊ√fl¡±ø˘ ¬Û√”ø˘˜≈‡1 Ù¬±À˘ ‰¬fl≈¡ Ú±˚±˚˛º
¸˜À˚˛± Ú±¬Û±˚˛º 1n∏¬ı≈ Ù≈¬À˘± Ù≈¬À˘± Œ˝√√±ª±1 ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ Œ¸˝◊√ÀÙ¬1± ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 ¬ı±√ ¬Ûø1˘º Ó¬±˝◊√√ ¤øÓ¬˚˛± ˙øÚ¬ı±1À¬ı±1Ó¬
‰¬=˘ Ú˝√√˚˛, 1— ø˜˘±˝◊√√ fl¡±À¬Û±1, Ù≈¬ø˘-‰≈¬ø1 ø¬Ûg±1 ’±¢∂˝√ÀÈ¬±√ Ú±˝◊√√º Œfl¡±Í¬±ÀÓ¬± Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º Ó¬±˝◊√√ Î¬◊¬Û±˚˛ôL1º
Œ¸˝◊√√À¬ıø˘ ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 √1ª ¬Û±ø˘Õ˘ ¬ı1 ˜ÚÓ¬ ¬Ûø1øÂ√˘º ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ¤È¬± Œ¬ı· ’±øÂ√˘º Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ ’±øÂ√˘
¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡-Œ¬ı±ª±1œÀ˚˛Àfl¡ ø¬ıU ¬ı≈ø˘ ø√˚˛± ‰¬±√1, Œ˜À‡˘± ’±1n∏  Œ‰¬À˘— ‰¬±√11 ŒÈ¬±À¬Û±˘± ¤È¬±º ˘·ÀÓ¬ ¸≈˜øÔ1± 1—
˘·± ’±Ò± øÂ√·± ¤˘¬ı±˜ ¤È¬±1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ˘í1±-ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ˝√√“Ó¬1 ˘í1±ø˘fl¡±˘1 Ù¬ÀÈ¬± Œfl¡˝◊√√‡Ú˜±Úº ’±1n∏ ’±øÂ√˘
˙UÀ1Àfl¡ ¬ı…ª˝√√±1 fl¡1± ˜˝√√1 ø˙„√√1 Ù¬Ìœ ¤‡Ú, ø·˘±‰¬ ¤È¬±, fl¡È¬±1œ ¤‡Úº 1ø˝√√ ¬Û±·˘œ ¤Ê√Úœ1 √À1 ∆˝√√ Œ¸˝◊√√
Œ¬ı·ÀÈ¬±Àfl¡ Œ‡±“‰¬ø1øÂ√˘º Î¬◊Ò1 ¬Û1± ˜”ÒÕ˘ ø¬ı‰¬±ø1øÂ√˘º ‡¬ı1 ¬Û±À˘, ·±“ª1 ¬Û≈√˜œÀ¬ıÀÊ√ √1ª ø√À˚˛º ·Â√1 ø˙¬Û±,
Ê√1±¬Û±Úœ› ‡±¬ıÕ˘ ¸±Ê≈√ ∆˝√√øÂ√˘º

¬1n∏¬ı≈1 Ê√ij ̋ √√í˘º¬ ̋ √√Í¬±Ó¬ ¤ø√Ú ¶≈®˘ Œ‡±˘± ø√ÚÀÓ¬¡¬ı≈¬ı≈ ‚1 ’±ø˝√√ ›˘±˘ø˝√√º ̆ ·Ó¬ 1±gøÚ ̆ í1±ÀÈ¬±º Ó¬±1
¬ıUÓ¬ ø√ÚÀ1 ¬Û1± ’±“Ê√˘œ Œ¬ıÃÊ√Úœfl¡ øfl¡¬ı± ’˘¬Û˜±Ú fl¡›“ fl¡› “˘±ø· ’±øÂ√˘º ¬ı≈¬ı≈À1± ¸≈øÒ¬ı ˘·± ¬ıUÓ¬ ’±øÂ√˘º
˘·±Ó¬Õfl¡ Œfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˜±Ú ¸1˝√√Õfl¡ fl¡±À¬Û±1 ¬ı±øg ˘í1±ÀÈ¬± ¤¸5±˝√√1 fl¡±1ÀÌ ‚1Õ˘ ’±ø˝√√˘º fl¡Ô±À¬ı±1 Œfl¡±ÚÙ¬±˘1
¬Û1± ’±1y fl¡ø1À˘ ˜±Àfl¡ ¬ı≈øÊ√¬ıÕ˘ Î¬◊Ê≈√ ¬Û±¬ı ¬ı±¬ı≈À˚˛ øÓ¬øÚÈ¬± ø√Ú Òø1 ˜±fl¡1 ’±·Ó¬ Œ‰¬©Ü± ‰¬˘±À˘º 1±gøÚ
˘í1±ÀÈ¬±Àª› Œ¸˝◊√√Àfl¡˝◊√√ø√Ú Â√±11 ‚1-Œ√±ª±1 Œ‰¬±ª±Ó¬Õfl¡ fl¡Ô±ÀÈ¬± fl¡í¬ıÕ˘À˝√√ ˝◊√√√√‰¬±È¬ ø¬ı‰¬±È¬‡Ú ˘·±˝◊√√ ’±øÂ√˘º
¬Û≈ª±À1 ¬Û1± ‚11 fl¡±˜ÀÓ¬ ˜øÊ√ Ôfl¡± ¸1˘ ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Úœ1 øÚ©Û±¬Û ˜≈‡‡Ú1 ›‰¬1Ó¬ ø¸˝√√“Ó¬ Œ˚Ú ¤Àfl¡±È¬± ·Â√1
˜”Ï¬ˇ±À˝√√º Œ‡øÓ¬ ‰¬À¬Û±ª±À1 ¬Û1± ‚1‡Ú Ò1±À˘Àfl¡ ¤˙ ¤¬ı≈ø1 fl¡±˜º Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı±ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ Òø1À˘ Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı±ÀÈ¬± ¬ı±√
¬ÛÀ1º Ê√œÀ˚˛fl¡1 1±Ìœ1 √À1 Ôfl¡±1 ‰¬‡º ˜±Àfl¡ Œ√˝√√± Ú¬Û1± ˜±ÀÚ ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ1 ›¬Û1Ó¬ ˆ¬1¯∏± Úfl¡À1º ¤Àfl¡‡Ú
Â√ø¬ı/ ˜≈fl≈¡È¬Ò±ø1 Î¬◊‚±ø˘¬ıÕ˘ Œ√À‡±Ú ¸Ó¬ Ú±˚±˚˛../

˘í1±˝◊√√ qfl¡±Ú ˜≈‡ ¤‡Ú ∆˘ ˚±¬ıÕ˘ ›˘±˚˛º ˜±fl¡1 Œ¸˝◊√√ ˜≈‡‡ÚÕ˘ ˆ¬˚˛ ˝√√˚˛º ¬ı±1œ1 ¬Û±‰¬ø˘1 ¬Û1±
‰¬±Î¬◊˘1 ¬ıô¶±À˘Àfl¡ ŒÈ¬±À¬Û±˘± fl¡ø1 fl¡ø1 ˘í1±1 ˘·Ó¬ ø√ ¬ÛÍ¬±˚˛º Œ√Î¬◊Ó¬±fl¡1 Œ‡±ª±-Œ˘±ª±1 ‡¬ı1 ˘˚˛º ø¬ı√±˚˛
ø√˚˛± ¬Û1Ó¬ ŒÚÀ√‡±À˝√√±ª±À˘Àfl¡ ¬Û”ø˘ ˜≈‡1 ¬Û1± ‚”ø1 Ú±À˝√√º ¬Û√”ø˘ÀÈ¬±Àª ˜ø1˙±˘œ1 1+¬Û ÒÀ1º Œ·±ÀÈ¬˝◊√√‡Ú
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Î¬◊√— Î¬◊√—, Î¬◊fl¡± fl¡¬Û±˘ ¤‡Ú ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º ’±·ÀÓ¬ ¤˝◊√√ ¬Û”√ø˘À1 ¬Û≈ª±1 Œ¬ıø˘ÀÈ¬± ‚1 Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√øÂ√˘º
’±·Ù¬±˘1 Œ˘±˝√√±1 Ê√¬ÛÚ±Ó¬ Ó¬˘± ˘·±˝◊√√ 1ø˝√√ q¬ıÕ˘ ’±ø˝√√˘º ŒÊ√Í¬œ, ¬Û“˝◊√√Ó¬±À‰¬±1±1 Œfl¡±Í¬±Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬± ¬Û±1

∆˝√√ ’±ø˝√√À˘ ˜ÚÀÈ¬±Àª Œfl¡ÀÚ¬ı±‡Ú fl¡À1/ Œ˚±ª±ÀÈ¬± ¬ı˝√√±·Ó¬ ›¬Û11 ≈√Ê√Ú ¬ı1Ê√Ú±Àfl¡ ’±ø˝√√ ‚1ÀÈ¬± Ô±ÚøÔÓ¬
˘·±˝◊√√ ∆Ô Œ˚±ª±1 fl¡Ô± ’±À˘±‰¬Ú± fl¡ø1øÂ√˘ø˝√√º ’õ∂À˚˛±Ê√Úœ˚˛ Œfl¡±Í¬±Àfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˝◊√√ ¤ÀÚ˝◊√√ ‚1ÀÈ¬±1 Á¡±À˜˘± ¬ıÏ¬ˇ±˚˛º
¬Û≈1Ì±› ∆˝√√ÀÂ√º ¬Œ√±ª±1-ø‡ø1øfl¡1 ¬ı±È¬±˜À¬ı±1 fl¡±˝√√±øÚ¬ı±› ¬Ûø‰¬ÀÂ√º¬Ó¬±˝√√±øÚÀ1 ¬Ûfl¡œ ‚1 fl¡±1ÀÌ Œ˚øÚ¬ı± ‚1ÀÈ¬±Àª
¤øÓ¬˚˛±› ˜”1 √±ø„√√ ’±ÀÂ√º Ú˝√√íÀ˘ ’±øÊ√fl¡±ø˘1 ¬ı±ø˘, ø‰¬À˜KI◊1 ˝◊√√˜±Ú ŒÊ√±1 fl¡íÓ¬∑ Œfl¡±Í¬±1 ˘±˝◊√√È¬À¬ı±1 ¤Ù¬±˘1
¬Û1± Ú≈˜≈ª±˝◊√√ 1ø˝√√ ø¬ı‰¬Ú±Ó¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬˘º ’˜±ª¸…±1 Œ‚±1 øÓ¬ø˜1±26√iß øÚ˙±À¬ı±1 ’øÒfl¡ Ê√˚˛±˘ ∆˝√√ ¬ÛÀ1º qflv¡¬Ûé¬Ó¬
Úœ˘± Ù≈¬˘ ¸À1º ø¬ÛÂ√Ù¬±˘1 ¬ı±1œ‡ÚÓ¬ ’±·ÀÓ¬ ø√ÚÀÓ¬ ø˙˚˛±À˘ ˜±øÓ¬øÂ√˘º ’±øÊ√fl¡±ø˘ øÊ√ø˘À˚˛ Œ·±ÀÈ¬˝◊√√
øÚ˙±ÀÈ¬± ¬ı±1œ‡Ú ¬Û˝√√1± ø√À˚˛º fl¡í1¬ı±Ó¬ U≈√À˚˛ ˜±ÀÓ¬º ŒÙ“¬‰¬±˝◊√√ Î¬◊1n∏ø˘ ø√À˚˛º

1ø˝√√À˚˛ ’±“Í≈¬ª± ˘·±˝◊√√ ø¬ı‰¬Ú±1 fl¡±¯∏1 ø‡ø1øfl¡‡Ú ‡≈ø˘ ø√À˚˛º ŒÊ√±Ú±Àfl¡ ¬ı±ø˝√√1ÀÓ¬± ¤‡Ú Úœ˘± ’±“Í≈¬ª±
Ó¬ø1 ∆ÔøÂ√˘º ’±“Í≈¬ª±‡Ú1 ¬Û1± ’±1n∏ ’˘¬Û ˜”1 Ó≈¬ø˘ ‰¬±À˘ ø¬ı‰¬Ú±1 ¬Û1± ’±fl¡±˙‡Ú Ò≈Úœ˚˛±Õfl¡ Œ√ø‡º Œ¸˝◊√√‡Ú
’±fl¡±˙Õ˘Àfl¡ ˙˜±«Â√±11 ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊À˚˛ ø√ÀÚ øÚ˙±À˚˛ ‰¬±¬ıÕ˘ Î¬◊S±ª˘ ∆˝√√ ¬Ûø1øÂ√˘º ’±fl¡±˙Ó¬ ¬ı1 ¬Û≈S ø¬ıÊ√√˚˛ Î¬◊ø1
Ô±Àfl¡º ¬¬ø¬ıÊ√˚˛fl¡ ¬ıUÓ¬ fl¡Ô± ÚÊ√ÀÚ±ª±Õfl¡À˚˛ ŒÓ¬›“ ̊ ±¬ıÕ˘ ›˘±˘√º ¬ı±˝◊√√ÀÀª ‚Ú±˝◊√√ ‚Ú±˝◊√√ fl¡Ó«¬¬ı…1Ó¬ Ú±Â«√·1±fl¡œfl¡
¬ÛÍ¬±˚˛ ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡fl¡ ‡¬ı1 ø√¬ıÕ˘º ¬ø¬ıÊ√˚˛ ’˝√√±À1 fl¡Ô± Ú±øÂ√˘º ¸≈˙±ôL› ‚”ø1 ’˝√√±1 fl¡Ô± ’±øÂ√˘º fl¡±À¬Û±11 ¬ı±fl¡‰¬,
ø¬ı‰¬Ú±-¬ÛS ¸±˜ø1 ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 &ø‰¬ ’˝√√±1 fl¡Ô±º Œ1˘‡ÀÚ Î¬◊øfl¡ ˜±ø1øÂ√˘º Á¡flƒ¡ Á¡flƒ¡ ˙s fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º fl¡fl¡±À˚˛Àfl¡
Œ©Ü‰¬ÚÓ¬ ‡¬ı1 ∆˘ ¬Û˘˜Õfl¡ ’˝√√± ˚±S± fl¡1± Œ1˘‡Ú1 ¸øÍ¬fl¡ ¸˜˚˛ÀÈ¬± Ê√±øÚ ∆˘øÂ√˘º Œ1˘ ’±ø˝√√˘º ¸≈˙±ôL1
fl¡±À¬Û±11 ¬ı±fl¡‰¬, ø¬ı‰¬Ú±-¬ÛS ¸fl¡À˘± ’±ø˝√√˘º ¸≈˙±ôL Ú±ø˝√√˘º

Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ’±ø˝√øÂ√˘, ¬ıUÓ¬ ¬Û˘˜ ∆˝√√ ∆·øÂ√˘º
¤Ù¬±À˘ ‚1Ó¬ ¸≈˙±ôL1 ∆¸ÀÓ¬ ¬Û‘øÔªœ Ê√˚˛ fl¡ø1¬ı Œ‡±Ê√± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÊ√Úœ1 ø¬ı˚˛±º ø¸Ù¬±À˘∑
Ô±fl¡fl¡, øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú fl¡Ô± Œfl¡±ÀÚ› ÚÊ√Ú±Õfl¡ Ô±fl¡fl¡º ’ôLÓ¬– ·±“ª1 ˜±Ú≈˝√√ø‡øÚÀ˚˛ Ú±Ê√±Úfl¡º ˘í1±-

ŒÂ√±ª±˘œÀfl¡˝◊√√È¬±˝◊√√ Ú±Ê√±Úfl¡/ ˙UÀ1fl¡ Ï≈¬Àfl¡±ª±1 ¸˜˚˛Ó¬ Úœ˘± ·±Î¬ˇœ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ Î¬◊øÍ¬ ˜±Ú≈˝√√ ¤Ê√Úœ ’±ø˝√√øÂ√˘º 1„√√±
¬Û±ø1 ø√˚˛± Ï¬flƒ¡Ï¬fl¡œ˚˛± ¬ı·± ‰¬±√1 Œ˜À‡˘± ¤À˚±1 ø¬Ûøg ’±ø˝√√øÂ√˘º ̇ ±UÀ˚˛fl¡1 ̂ ¬ø1˝√√±˘ ‰≈¬˝◊√√ ’fl¡Ì˜±øÚ ̆ í1±ÀÈ¬±À1
∆¸ÀÓ¬ ’±˙œ«¬ı±√ ∆˘øÂ√˘º 1ø˝√√fl¡Ú±˝◊√√ ’±“1 ‰¬fl≈¡À1 ̧ fl¡À˘± Œ√ø‡ ’±øÂ√˘º ¬Û”√ø˘ ̃ ≈‡1 øÙ¬ø‰¬„√√± øÙ¬ø‰¬„√√À¬ı±1 ‰¬±»Õfl¡
˜ÚÓ¬ ¬Ûø1øÂ√˘º õ∂ùüÀ¬ı±À1 ‰¬±ø1›Ù¬±˘1 ¬Û1± ‡≈“ø‰¬øÂ√˘, ø¬ıøgøÂ√˘º Ó¬±1ø¬ÛÂ√ÀÓ¬ ¤ø√Ú ø¬ı˚˛±1 ’±È¬±˝◊√√À¬ı±1 ’˘—fl¡±1,
¬Û±È¬1 ¸±Ê√ ŒÈ¬±À¬Û±˘± ¤È¬± fl¡ø1 ˙±UÀ˚˛fl¡fl¡ ‰¬˜Ê√±˝◊√√ ø√øÂ√˘º ’±È¬±À˚˛ 1 ˘±ø· ‰¬±˝◊√√øÂ√˘ Ó¬±˝◊√√Õ˘º ’‚È¬Ú ¤È¬±
‚È¬±1 ’±˙± fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º Ó¬±˝◊√√ ̧ ±˝√√¸œº ’±ÀR±øˆ¬˜±Úœ ̋ √√í¬ıÕ˘ ̧ 1n∏ÀÓ¬˝◊√√ ø˙øfl¡ÀÂ√º ̃ ”1 √±ø„√√ Œ‡±Ê√fl¡±øÏ¬ˇ¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡√√ÀÂ√º
˚≈X Ê√˚˛ fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ ø˙øfl¡ÀÂ√º Œ˚øÓ¬˚˛± ¸1n∏ ’¬Û±À1˙…Ú ¤È¬±ÀÓ¬ 1Mê√é¬1Ì ∆˝√√ ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Ú ¬Û‘øÔªœ ¤ø1 ˚±¬ıÕ˘
›˘±˘¬, ˙˜±« ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊1 ’±fl¡±˙‡ÀÚ ’±˜øÚ fl¡ø1À˘√ 1ø˝√√fl¡º

˜±Ú≈À˝√√ Œfl¡±ª±1 √À1 ’±fl¡±˙‡ÚÓ¬ ¬ı± ◊̋√√À√Î¬◊Àª ¬Û≈ÀÓ¬fl¡Àfl¡ ø¬ı‰¬±ø1øÂ√˘ÀÚ∑ ̧ ≈À‡-≈√À‡ ’±Ê√œªÚ ¤Àfl¡˘À·
Ôfl¡±1 ̧ —fl¡ä1 ·±“øÔ ̋ ◊√√˜±Ú øÏ¬˘±ÀÚ∑ ¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊1 Œõ∂ø˜fl¡Ê√Úfl¡ ŒÊ√˘Ó¬ ̂ ¬À1±ª±Ó¬ ̃ ”˘ Ú±˚˛fl¡Ê√Ú ’±øÂ√˘ ̇ ˜±«Â√±1º
¬ı±˝◊√√À√Î¬◊1 õ∂øÓ¬ Œ¸˚˛± ˜1˜ ŒÚ fl¡ÀÍ¬±1Ó¬± õ∂fl¡±˙∑

Î¬◊Ê√±·1œ 1±øÓ¬À¬ı±1 øfl¡˜±Ú ·Ò≈1∑
1ø˝√√1 ¬ı·± ¸±Ê√À˚±1 ¬’Ê√±øÚÀÓ¬ ¸˝√√Ú˙œ˘ ∆˝√√ Î¬◊ÀÍ¬º

––––––––––
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FITNESS IS HAPPINESS
Nichi Raj Kamal

4643/ Chilarai

Phn - 8876312565

What makes us really happy? I guess there won't be a fixed definition as it

would vary from person to person. On a light note, for some it would be travelling to

new places with friends or family or on a solo trip or vacation, for some it would be

dining out at a lavish eatery, for some it would be helping the needy; like doing charity,

for some it would be spending time with old comrades from school days (may be meet-

ing ex SSGians too), for some it would be working on their hobbies & interest. Also on

a serious note, one could be happy by gaining success in their own field or career,

getting a promotion in the job or a superb perk for his / her effort to the organization,

for some it may be by earning a fat salary and someone may be happy by being famous

or popular among the people. Also there are people who is just happy as he/she is able

to meet the need of 2-3 meals a day and still supporting a family. If one keeps on

thinking as to why he or she can be happy, then it will be a never ending list and might

need a huge volume of papers to jolt a copy of it.

But have we wondered once, that being healthy can make us do everything we

want and that's how it can fulfill our interest and indirectly boost our index of happi-

ness. We know how humans have evolved from primitive time to this present day. It

was always the physical labour and being close to nature that we practiced since

ancient time and this eventually led to well known civilizations around the world until

now when we are into "desk-job" supported by only sophisticated & trendy technology.

Of course we have developed a lot in almost every sense but have lacked to improve or

decreased our regime of physical workout. For an example, most of our parents have

had the experience of walking miles to reach school or paddle long distances to ferry

from one place to another. And those from the country side must have worked in the

fields and maintained his/her education too. But we, the present generation hardly

seems to be involved or interested in such activities. Nor do we get a platform as such

in our modern society surrounded by tall concrete buildings.

Slowly the society has realized the need of staying fit and that's why the fitness

business is grooming in recent times. No matter in which part of the globe do you stay;

be it Assam or Gujarat, Chennai or Kashmir, India or USA, nobody can dare to stop you

from being close to nature or follow a healthy regime. Obviously in our daily life there

are lots or a hurdle one has to cross by, lots of stress to overcome and that's how the

human body gets loaded with it. Just like Darwin said, "survival of the fittest", we need

to compete, survive and reproduce. Our metabolism secretes both useful and harmful
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hormones which affects the body eventually. But what to do with the useless ones

which harms us and invites both traditional and lifestyle diseases. The only answer

would be "workout".  Now working out doesn't mean working the whole day like many

of our housewives who looks after the family from morning till night. It is said, "sweat-

ing out in the morning on an empty stomach releases all kinds of unwanted hormones

to keeps us healthy". It can be anything of our interest and within our budget; walking,

jogging, running, cycling, yoga, zumba, hitting the gym, etc, etc on daily basis. On an

eventual long basis one can try for some trekking / hiking on an adventurous terrain, a

spiritual healing course near the Himalayas or a serene river front, taking a shower

below a safe waterfall on a summer morning, long distance cycle expedition, motor-

bike expeditions ( Bulls of Assam (BOA) is one such  Rider's group (Royal Enfield only)

popular among the SSGians). While trying and experiencing all these, we come across

a feeling which only can be felt by the doer.

Now while practicing and making a habit of working out daily, we gain a plethora

of entities in disguise. We will see improvement in our daily work; a person would be

more active, sweating out also brings a glow on our face. It also prevents the entry of

many diseases which wants to live in as one ages with the passage of time. To quote

burning examples; at work place it will trigger you to work more if you want to and even

more efficiently, one parent would be seen spending time with kids with much enthusi-

asm rather than feeling lethargic sometime, your colleague at office might be experi-

encing a sprain in backbone but you may not even though both are using the same

quality of chair, while on a vacation one can be seen walking deliberately while hitting

all the sightseeing point but your partner seemed to be tired or looking for a vehicle to

commute even short distances, no matter how much you travel for your business meet-

ings you will experience less tiredness compared to the individual who keeps away

from healthy activities, etc etc. Of course eating the right amount at right time is

another primary thing to be taken care of which we most Indians fail to do so.

Ultimately staying fit is helping you to do what you want to and that way it is

helping you to get closer to your dreams and interest. So it is fulfilling an individual's

need and desire which will in turn make the person happy. So why not start today and

be more happy than before. Better late than never, lead life first class !

***
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Old Boys Association Sainik School Goalpara

BANK DETAILS

BANK : STATE BANK OF INDIA

BRANCH : SIX MILE

ACCOUNT NO. : 30641981434

IFSC : SBIN0010327

REGISTRATION NO. : RS/KAM(M) 240/A21/16

WEBSITE : www.obassg.com

EMAIL : info@obassg.com

PHONE NO. : +91 93651 28848

○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○ ○

CONTACT YOUR SCHOOL

Postal address : Sainik School Goalpara, Rajapara Post, Goalpara Dt, Assam 783133

Website : www.sainikschoolgoalpara.org

Email             : ssg1964@yahoo.com

Facebook : Proud SSGians

Tele Nos : Capt (IN) Edwin J Rajan, Principal 03663-287076

Lt Col Anil Jasrotia, Vice Principal 287119 / 6000989281

Lt Col Vishal Sharma, Admin Offr 287118/ 9954981876

UPDATE INDIVIDUAL DATABASE

Dear SSGians

The school is in the process of updating  the database of Ex-SSGians.

Pse forward you Name, Roll No, House, Years at School, Present Occupation & Designa-

tion, Contact Address, Email ID & Mobile No to Mr Debasish Kundu @ 9435841536



THE TELEVISION MR B K SONOWAL NEVER

BOUGHT
Dr Pinaki Chakravarty,

1335/ Lachit house

It was in 1985. Television was a new status symbol and one can see the long

antenna glorifying on the quarter of the proud owner. In Lachit house, we had our own

Mr. B. K. Sonowal sir as the House Master. On the night of 31st March, we thought of an

idea for  April's fool day. Accordingly we made an antenna and with a bamboo pole it

was fitted in the dead of the night on the roof of Sonowal sir's quarter. We were happy

to accomplish the goal and as a matter of fact we were feeling proud of the act.

Next morning during breakfast we can hear many teachers congratulating sir

for the new possession which he was not aware of. But he was always smart and

intelligent, he confidently reacted to the situation. In fact he was telling his colleagues

about an arbitrary price of the TV set. We were amazed. However, we did not receive

any prize or punishment for the same.

**************************************

       Award instituted by      2018 Winner Field

Maj Gen Ananta Bhuyan, 780       Cdt Shruti Kashyap, 5625    Class XI Topper

    Academics

Loken Das, 1704       Cdt Bhaskarjyoti Mandal, 6354 SSG Extrance

Topper from

(In memory of  Assamese

Late Nagendra Ch. Das)   medium

Porag Saikia, 2562       Cdt Sakil Islam, 5555    Best athlete

(In memory of

Late Pranab Saikia, 2552)

1993 - 2000 Batch       Cdt Aditya Rohan, 5502    Highest

marks in PCM

(In memory of    In Class XII

Late Mridul Kalita, 3252)

Awards instituted by OBASSG Members for the Cadets of SSG
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Œ¸±Ì±˘œ ˚±S±
√œ¬Ûfl¡ ·Õ·

1364˚˘±ø‰¬Ó¬
¬ı—˙œÀ˚˛ ’Ú1·˘ ‰¬ø¬ı˚˛±˝◊ÀÂ√º Ú±›“ ¤˝◊¬ı±1 ˆ¬øÓ¬˚˛Úœ Œ¸“±Ó¬ fl¡±øÈ¬ ¬ı1ÕÚ1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬º ëë&ø1 È¬±ÚÕfl¡ Òø1ø¬ı

’±Ó¬±˝◊º Ú˝√√íÀ˘ ø˙˜˘≈ Ó¬˘Ó¬ ŒÚ‰¬±ø¬Û Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ı± Ò≈¬ı≈1œÓ¬ ‰¬±ø¬Û˜Õ·ºííº ¬Ûfl¡Ìœ˚˛±1 ¤Àfl¡±È¬± ˝√√ÀÓ¬
Œ·±È¬ Ú±›“‡ÚÀfl¡ fl¡¬Û±˝◊ ø√À˚˛º ’±˜±1 Î◊¬M√√√1 ¬Û±11 ˜±Ú≈À˝√√ ¬Û±ÚœÕ˘ ˆ¬˚˛ Úfl¡À1º ¬ıÂ√1ÀÈ¬±1 ’±√ˆ¬±·¬Û±ÚœÀÓ¬
Ô±Àfl¡±º √øé¬Ì¬Û±11 ˜±Ú≈˝√√1 ˝√√íÀ˘ ¬ı1 ˆ¬˚˛ Œ˝◊º ˙±˘¬ÛøÓ¬Àfl¡ Œ√ø‡ÀÂ√“± Ú˝√√˚˛º

Ú±›“‡ÀÚ ¬Û±Úœ fl¡È¬± ø‡ø˘ ø‡ø˘ ’±1n∏ ¬ıÍ¬±1 ‰¬¬Ûfl¡ ‰¬¬Ûfl¡º ‰¬fl≈¡Àfl¡˝◊È¬± Œ˜±√ ‡±˝◊ ’±ø˝√√¬ı ø¬ı‰¬±ø1øÂ√˘À˝√√,
’±ø˝√√˘ Ú˝√√˚˛ ¤˝◊ ¬Û±‡1œ ·e±ø‰¬˘Úœ ≈√Ê√Úœº ø‰¬¤ûø1 ø‰¬¤ûø1 Ú±›“‡Ú1 ›¬ÛÀ1À1 Î◊¬ø1 ˚±˚˛ ’˘¬Û ”√1º ’±Àfl¡Ã
‚”ø1 ’±À˝√√º ˜±Â√À1±fl¡±Ê√ÚœÀ˚˛ ˆ¬±˘º ¤Àfl¡øÔÀÓ¬ Ô1 ∆˝√√ ¬Û±ÚœÕ˘ ‰¬±˝◊ Î◊¬ø1 Ô±øfl¡¬ıº ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬ ˜±Â√ Œ√ø‡À˘˝◊
¸±Î◊¬»Õfl¡ ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬ Ê√ø¬Û˚˛±¬ıº ëëÊ√¬ı≈fl¡ííº ¬ı1 ˆ¬±˘ ˘±À· qøÚº ˜±Â√ ŒÚ¬Û±À˘ ’±Àfl¡Ã Î◊¬À1º ’±Àfl¡Ã ëëÊ√¬ı≈fl¡ííº

¬ı±ø˘ ‰¬Ó¬ ¤È¬±1 ›‰¬1Ó¬ ˙1±ø˘ ˝√√“±˝√√ ¤Ê√±Àfl¡ ¬ı≈ø1˚˛±˝◊ ¬ı≈ø1˚˛±˝◊ ˜±Â√ Òø1 ’±ÀÂ√º Œfl¡±ÚÊ√Úœ ›˘±˝◊ÀÂ√
Œfl¡±ÚÊ√Úœ Œ¸±˜±˝◊ÀÂ√ ¤Àfl¡± Ó¬Ó¬ Òø1¬ıÀfl¡ ŒÚ±ª±ø1º fl¡±¯∏ÀÓ¬ Œfl¡˝◊ÀÊ√±1˜±Ú Â√±Õfl¡‰¬fl≈¡ª±º ˝◊˝√√“Ó¬fl¡ Œ√ø‡À˘ Œ˜±1
’±Àfl¡Ã ’±˜±1 ·“±ª1 Œ˘±&øÈ¬ ˘≈&øÈ¬˚˛Úœ ∆˘À˝√√ ˜ÚÓ¬ ¬ÛÀ1º ’Ú¬ı1ÀÓ¬ ¤Àfl¡˘À· ‚”ø1 Ù≈¬À1º ∆√øÚfl¡ fl¡í1¬ı±Ó¬
Ú˝√√˚˛ fl¡í1¬ı±Ó¬ fl¡±˜ ¸fl¡±˜ Ô±Àfl¡˝◊º ˜±Ú≈˝√ÀÈ¬± ¸±Ó¬ Œ‡±Ê√ ˜±Ú ’±À· ’±À· ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Úœ ¬Û±ÀÂ√ ¬Û±ÀÂ√º ˜±Ú≈˝√√Ê√Úœ1
øÈ¬˘Úœ ø√Ú±‡ÀÚ˝◊ ˜±Ú≈˝√√ÀÈ¬±› ·í˘Õ·º ˝◊˝√√“ÀÓ¬± Œ¬ı±À˘ ¤È¬± ˜ø1À˘ ˝◊ÀÈ¬± ¬ı±øÂ√ Ú±Ô±Àfl¡º ·—·±øÂ√˘Úœ Œfl¡˝◊Ê√Úœ
’“±Ó¬ø1À˘º ’±˜±fl¡ ·±ø˘ ¬Û±ø1 ¬Û±ø1 ’±˜øÚ ˘±ø·À˘ øfl¡Ê√±øÚº ·—·±øÂ√˘Úœ ’±ø˜ ˜±Ê√ ¸≈øÓ¬ÀÈ¬± ¬Û±1 ˝√√íÀ˘±º
˜˝◊ Œ¬ı±À˘± ’±Àfl¡Ã ˜˝√√1 Œ·±¬ı1 ‰¬¬Û1±˝◊ ˘1-‰¬1 fl¡ø1ÀÂ√ Œfl¡ÀÚÕfl¡∑ ˘˝√√œ˚˛±˝◊ ’˝√√± 1í√ÀÈ¬± Œ‰¬“‰¬± ¬ÛÀÂ√±ª± Ê√±fl¡1
’±·ÀÓ¬ ŒÙ¬1 ˜±ø1¬ı ¬Û1± Ú±˝◊º ˘±·±‰≈¬ ’±Ó¬±À˚˛ õ∂±Ì ‡≈ø˘ ‹øÚÓ¬˜ ¤Ù¬±øfl¡ ·±˝◊ ’±ø˝√√ÀÂ√º ¬ı—˙œÀ˚˛ Œ˚Ú Ó¬±˘
Òø1À˝√√ ¬ıÍ¬± ¬ı±˝◊ÀÂ√º ¬ı1 ∆Ú1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ‹øÚÓ¬˜ qÚ±1 ¸≈ª±À√˝◊ Œ¬ıÀ˘·º Ó¬±ÀÓ¬ ’±Ó¬±˝◊1 ˜±Ó¬ÀÈ¬± ¬ı1 qª˘±º ¤È¬±
¸˜˚˛Ó¬ ø˙˜˘≈ Ó¬˘Ó¬ Ú±›“ ‰¬±ø¬Û˘º ø˙˜˘≈ ŒÊ√±¬Û±1 Ó¬˘ÀÓ¬ ≈√·«±1 ¤Â√ø˘˚˛± Œ√±fl¡±Ú‡Úº ˜±˘ ¬ı≈ø˘¬ıÕ˘ Ó¬±À˜±˘,
Â√±√±, ø¬ıø1, fl≈¡øfl¡Â√, ø¬ı‰¬fl≈¡È¬ ˝◊Ó¬…±ø√ Œfl¡˝◊¬Û√ ˜±ÚÀ˝√√º øfl¡c ’±‰¬˘ ¬ıd ’±¬Û— ’±1n∏ ˆ¬±Ó¬º ø·˘øÈ¬1 fl¡˘˝√√ ≈√È¬±Ó¬
Ú·œÚ ’±1n∏ ¬Û1– ’±¬Û— ≈√fl¡˘˝√√º ¬ıÈ≈¬ª± ¤È¬±Ó¬ ˆ¬±Ó¬ ’±1n∏ Œfl¡1±˝√√œ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ Ó¬1fl¡±1œº ’±Ú ¤‡Ú Œfl¡1±˝√√œÓ¬
’˘¬Û ŒÓ¬˘ ·1˜ fl¡ø1 ∆ÔÀÂ√º ’±˜±À1± Œˆ¬±fl¡ ˘±ø· ’±ø˝√√ÀÂ√º ˆ¬±Ó¬ ‡±˜ ¬ı≈ø˘ Œfl¡±ª±Ó¬ ø¸ Ù≈¬“ª±˝◊ Ù≈¬“ª±˝◊, ˘±·øÚ
Œfl¡˝◊Î¬±˘ ˜±Ú ‰¬¬Û±˝◊ ø√ Ê√≈˝◊fl≈¡1± ;˘±À˘º Œ‰¬˘fl¡Ì± ˜±Â√ øÚ˜‡ ˝√√±˘øÒ ‚“ø˝√√ fl¡“±˝√√œ ¤‡ÚÓ¬ ∆Ô ø√˚˛± ’±ÀÂ√˝◊º

1„√√± ¬ı±›“ ‰¬±Î◊¬˘1 ˆ¬±Ó¬, qfl¡±Ú Ê√˘fl¡œ˚˛± ’±1n∏ fiÀÈ¬„√√±À1 ŒÏ¬— ŒÏ¬„√√œ˚˛± ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬ Î◊¬Ó¬˘≈ª± ¬ı1±ø˘ ˜±Â√
’±1n∏ Œ‰¬˘fl¡Ì± ˜±Â√1 ˆ¬±øÊ√º ˘·Ó¬ øÚ˜‡ ¤ÀÊ√1± ’±1n∏ Ê√≈˝◊Ó¬ Œ¬Û±1± qfl¡±Ú Ê√˘fl¡œ˚˛±º Œ¬ı˚˛± Ú±˘±ø·˘º
Œˆ¬±fl¡Ó¬ ’±øÂ√À˘± Œ˚º

˝◊˚˛±1 ¬Û1± ¤øÓ¬˚˛± Î◊¬Ê√±¬ı ˘±ø·¬ıº ¤øÓ¬˚˛±À˝√√ ’±ø˜ ’±‰¬˘ ¬ı1ÕÚ‡Ú ¬Û±˝◊ÀÂ√±ø˝√√º ¬ı—˙œÀ˚˛ Â√ø¬ı˚˛±˝◊ÀÂ√À„√√
Â√ø¬ı˚˛±˝◊ÀÂ√ øfl¡c Ú±›“ ’±· Ú±¬ı±À˝√√º ∆Ú‡Ú Ê√“±Ê√œ Œ˜ÀÈ¬fl¡±À1 ˆ¬1n∏Ì ∆˝√√ Ú±˝◊ ˚ø√› ¬ı±ø˘ ‰¬Ó¬À¬ı±1 ¤øÓ¬˚˛±›
ˆ¬±˘Õfl¡ ›À˘±ª± Ú±˝◊º ¬Û±Úœ ’˘¬Û øÚÊ√Úœ ∆˝√√ÀÂ√ ˚ø√› Œ¸“±Ó¬1 Ò±1 fl¡˜± Ú±˝◊º ¤fl¡“fl¡±˘ ¬Û±ÚœÓ¬ øÔ˚˛ ∆˝√√
Œ‡±¬ÛøÚ ¬Û≈øÓ¬¬ı ŒÚ±ª±ø1º ¬Û±Úœ1 Ò±1Ó¬ ‰¬±¬Ûø11 ˜±øÈ¬ ‰¬¬Û1± ‰¬¬ÛÀ1 ‡ø˝√√ÀÂ√º ‡±˘œ Ú±›“‡Ú 1Â√œ ¤Î¬±˘ ˘·±˝◊
øÓ¬øÚ›È¬± ◊̋ È¬±øÚ øÚ ˛̊±ÀÈ¬±À˝√√ Î◊¬Ê√≈ ̋ √√í¬ıº Î◊¬Ê√± ◊̋ ̂ ¬±À˘˜±Ú ”√1 ̊ ±¬ı ̆ ±ø·¬ıº ∆· ∆· ŒÈ¬Àfl¡ø˘Ù≈¬È¬±1 ¬ı1 ø˙˜ ≈̆ÀÊ√±¬Û±1
øÚ‰¬±ÚÀÈ¬± ŒÚ¬Û±›“ ˜±ÀÚ Î◊¬Ê√±À˚˛˝◊ Ô±øfl¡¬ı ˘±ø·¬ıº

Î◊¬˘≈ªÚœ, Œ‡1øÚ ’±1n∏ Á¬±› ¬ıÚ1 ˜±ÀÊ√ø√ Ú±›‡Ú È¬±øÚ È¬±øÚ øÓ¬øÚ›È¬± ’±·¬ı±øÏ¬ˇÀÂ√±º ˜í˝√√1 Ê√±fl¡À¬ı±11
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˜±Ê√Ó¬ ≈√˝◊ ¤Ê√Úœfl¡ Œ·±ª±À˘ øÈ¬ø˘„√√± ˘·±˝◊ Ô˚˛º ø¬ı‰¬±ø1¬ıÕ˘ ¸≈ø¬ıÒ±º øÈ¬ø˘„√√±1 øÓ¬ø˘ øÓ¬ø˘— ˙s1 ˜±ÀÊ√
˜±ÀÊ√ ·1± ‡˝√√±1 Ê√±1+¬Û Ê√±1+¬Ûº fl¡Ì±˜≈‰¬ø1 ’±1n∏ ˝√√È¬±‡≈˘œÀ¬ı±1 ›‰¬1 ŒÚ±À¬Û±ªÕ˘Àfl¡ ˚≈“ª˘œÓ¬ Ê√≈¬Û ∆˘ ¬ıø˝√√
Ô±Àfl¡º ›Â√1 ¬Û±À˘À˝√√ ¸±Î◊¬»Õfl¡ Î◊¬ø1 ˚±˚˛º ‰¬±¬Ûø1ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ Ôfl¡± Ú˘±À¬ı±1 qfl¡±˝◊ÀÂ√º ˙±˜≈fl¡ ˆ¬„√√± Ê√±fl¡1 ˜±ÀÊ√
˜±ÀÊ√ ¬ı1ÀÈ¬±Àfl¡±˘± Œfl¡˝◊È¬±˜±Ú ·˝√√œÚ ·˝√√œÚ Œ‡±ÀÊ√À1 ¬Û±˚˛‰¬±ø1 fl¡ø1 ’±ÀÂ√º øÊ√˘± ’±√±˘Ó¬1 Ê√Ê√ Œ‰¬˝√√±¬ı1
√À1 ·˝√√œÚº

Ú±›“‡Ú È¬±øÚ È¬±øÚ ∆· ’±ÀÂ√“±º fl¡±À1± ˜≈‡Ó¬ Œ¬ıøÂ√ fl¡Ô± Ú±˝◊º ’±Ó¬±˝◊ ’±·Ó¬, Ó¬±1 ¬Û±Â√Ó¬ ¬ı—˙œ ’±1n∏
Œ˙¯∏Ó¬ ˜˝◊º ˝√√Í¬±ÀÓ¬ ’±Ó¬±˝◊ ¤Àfl¡±À‡±Ê√ÀÓ¬ ∆1 ø√À˘º øfl¡ ˝√√í˘ ¬ı≈ø˘ ¬ı—˙œ ’±1n∏ ˜˝◊ ’±Ó¬±˝◊1 fl¡±¯∏ÀÓ¬ ∆1 ·íÀ˘±º
Œ¸ÃÀÈ¬± Œ√ø‡Â√ÀÚ∑ fl¡“Uª± √1±1 ¤˝◊˜”À1º ˆ¬±˘Õfl¡ ŒÂ√±ª±Ó¬À˝√√ ˜øÚ¬ı ¬Û±ø1À˘“±º õ∂fl¡±G ¤È¬± Œ·±Ú±º ’±Ó¬±À˚˛
‰¬±¬Ûø11 õ∂±˚˛À¬ı±1 Œ·±Ú± ˜í˝√√ ø‰¬øÚ ¬Û±˚˛º ¤˝◊ÀÈ¬± ’±Àfl¡Ã fl¡í1∑ ¬Û±Úœ qfl¡±¬ı1 ¬Û1± ¬ıÚ1œ˚˛± ˜í˝√√ ¤Ê√±fl¡ Œ¬ı±À˘
‰¬±¬Ûø1ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ Ô±øfl¡ ·í˘º ¤˝◊ÀÈ¬± Œ¬ı±À˘ Ê√±fl¡ ¤1± Œ·±Ú±º ¤Àfl¡±À˘˝◊ ˆ¬˚˛ Úfl¡À1º ˜Ú Œ˜Ê√±Ê√1 Œfl¡±ÀÚ± øÍ¬fl¡Ú±
Ú±˝◊º ø˙—À˚±1 ≈√À˚˛±‡Ú ˝√√±Ó¬ Œ˜ø˘ ’±· ‰≈¬¬ı ŒÚ±ª±1±º ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ¸±ªÒ±Ú Œ˝√√±ª±˝◊ ˆ¬±˘º ¤˝◊fl¡Ì Ú±ÀªÀ1˝◊ Î◊¬Ê√±˝◊
˚±›“º ¬ı1ø˙˜˘≈ÀÊ√±¬Û±1 øÚ‰¬±ÚÀÈ¬± ¬Û±¬ıÕ˘ Œ¬ıøÂ√ ”√1 Ú±˝◊º

˜±øÈ¬ ˜±À˝√√À1 ø¸ÀÊ√±ª± ·±˝√√ø1 ˜„√√˝√√1 ’±?±‡ÀÚÀ1 ¬Û≈1±— ≈√È¬±˜±Ú ‡±˝◊ ≈√˜øÓ¬1 ¬Û1± ø¬ı√±˚˛ ˘À˘“±º
’±Õ˜À˚˛ Ó¬±À˜±˘1 ŒÈ¬±À¬Û±˘± ¤È¬± ˚“±øÂ√À˘º ¬ı±È¬Ó¬ ‡±¬ıÀ˘º ¬ı1 ¸±√1œ ’±Õ˜Ê√Úœº fl¡Ô±˜ÀÓ¬˝◊ ’±Ó¬±˝◊ Ú±›“ ∆˘
‚±È¬Ó¬ ¸±Ê√≈º ¬ı±¬ı± ¬ıËp¡¬Û≈SÕ˘ Ó¬±À˜±˘-¬Û±Ì ¤ˆ¬±ø·À1 Î◊¬˘· Ê√Ú±˝◊ Ú±ªÓ¬ ¬ıø˝√√À˘±ø˝√√º ’Ù¬˘±Õ˘ ø√‰¬±„√√À1
ˆ¬øÈ¬˚˛±¬ı ˘±ø·¬ıº ¬ı—˙œ ’±·øÈ¬„√√Ó¬ ¬ıø˝√√ ’±· ¬ıÍ¬± Òø1ÀÂ√º ¬ıÍ¬±¬Û±Ó¬ ¬ı±¬ıÀ˘ ¸≈ø¬ıÒ± Œ˝√√±ª±Õfl¡ øÈ¬—ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ ˜1±¬Û±Ó¬1
1‰¬œÀ1 ¬ı±øg ∆˘ÀÂ√º ’±Ó¬±À˚˛ &ø1 Òø1ÀÂ√º ˜˝◊ Œ¬Û1±ÀÈ¬±1 ›‰¬1ÀÓ¬ ˜±Ê√1 √±1 Î¬±˘Ó¬º ¬ı—˙œÀ˚˛ ≈√¬ı±1˜±Ú
Â√ø¬ı˚˛±˝◊ ø√˚˛±1 ˘À· ˘À· Ú±›“ È≈¬¬Û± fl¡“±Î¬ˇ ¬Û±Ó¬1 √À1 ˆ¬øÓ¬˚˛Úœ Œ¸“±Ó¬Ó¬ ’±·¬ı±øÏ¬ˇ˘º ¬ı—˙œÀ˚˛ ˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√
Â√ø¬ı˚±˝◊ ∆·ÀÂ√º

∆Ú‡Ú1 ¤˝◊¬Û±À1 ·1œ˚˛±·“±›‡Ú ’±1n∏ ø¸¬Û±À1 ¬ı1‰¬±¬Ûø1ÀÈ¬±º ·“±›‡Ú1 ¤˝◊¬Û±À1 1±øÓ¬¬Û≈ª±1 ∆Ú¬Û1œ˚˛±
Î◊¬&˘-Ô≈&˘º ˝◊ÀÈ¬±¬Û±1 ·˝√√œÚº ˜í˝√√Àfl¡˝◊È¬±˜±Ú ’±À¬Û±Ú˜ÀÚ ‰¬ø1 ’±ÀÂ√º ¤˝◊¬Û±À1 ·± Ò≈ª±˝◊ ·± Ò≈˝◊ÀÂ√, fl¡±À¬Û±1
Ò≈ª±˝◊ fl¡±À¬Û±1 Ò≈˝◊ÀÂ√º ˘±ø„√√ Ê√±˘ Œ‰¬±ª±˝◊ Ê√±˘ ‰¬±˝◊ÀÂ√, Œ‡ª±˘œ Œ¬ı±ª±˝◊ Œ‡ª±˘œ ¬ı±˝◊ÀÂ√º Œfl¡˝◊¬ı±Ê√ÀÚ± ¬ı1Ê√±˘›
˘· ¬Û±À˘“±º ·1œ˚˛± ·“±›‡Ú ¬Û±1 ˝√√›“ ˜±ÀÚ ˘±·±‰≈¬ ’±Ó¬±˝◊1 ˘·Ó¬ ‡¬ı1 ¬ı±Ó¬ø1 Œ˘±ª± ¬Û¬ı« Œ˙¯∏ ˝√√í˘º ¤˝◊ø‡øÚ1
¬Û1± ˜±Ú≈˝√√1 ¬ı¸øÓ¬ ¤Àfl¡¬ı±À1 Œ¸À1„√√±º ¤˝◊¬Û±À1 ˜Ô±Î◊¬ø1ÀÈ¬±1 ¬Û±À1 ¬Û±À1 ˙±1œ ˙±1œ ø˙˜˘≈ ’±1n∏ ø¸¬Û±À1
‰¬±¬Ûø1ÀÈ¬±Ó¬ fl¡“Uª± ’±1n∏ Á¬±›¬ıÚº ø¸ÀÈ¬±¬Û±À1 fl¡“Uª±À¬ı±1 ¬ı1 Ù≈¬ø˘ÀÂ√º ¤˝◊¬Û±À1 ø˙˜˘≈ ·Â√À¬ı±1Ó¬ ¬ı·˘œÀ˚˛
¸ˆ¬± ¬Û±øÓ¬ÀÂ√º ¬ı·˘œÀ¬ı±1 Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±¬ı± ‚¬Û˝√√Õfl¡ ¤Àfl¡˘À· ’Ô±ø˘-¬ÛÔ±ø˘ ∆fl¡ Î◊¬ø1¬ıÕ˘ ÒÀ1º ¬ı·˘œ ¬Û·˘±
˝√√˚˛º Œfl¡±ÀÚÀÚ± ‚¬Û˝√√Õfl¡ ¬ıí˘ ¬ı≈ø˘ fl¡˚˛ Ê√±ÀÚ±∑ Œfl¡±ÀÚ± ¤Ê√±Àfl¡ ’±Àfl¡Ã ˙±1œ ¬Û±øÓ¬ ‰¬fl≈¡À1 Ú˜Ú± Œ˝√√±ª±Õ˘Àfl¡
∆·À˚˛ Ô±Àfl¡, ∆·À˚˛ Ô±Àfl¡º

’Ù¬˘±Ó¬ ø√‰¬±—‡Ú ˘≈˝◊Ó¬Ó¬ ¬Ûø1ÀÂ√ø˝√√º ∆Ú‡Ú1 ˜≈‡‡ÚÓ¬ ø˙UÀfl¡˝◊È¬±˜±ÀÚ ‡≈Î◊¬¬ı ˆ≈¬Ó≈¬„√√±˝◊ ’±ÀÂ√º ˜±Â√
¬ı1 ‚Ú Œ˚Ú ¬Û±˝◊ÀÂ√±º ˝√√í¬ı˝◊º ø√‰¬±„√√1 ¬Û±Úœø‡øÚ Î◊¬˜±˘ ’±1n∏ ˘≈˝◊Ó¬1 ¬Û±Úœ ø˝√√˜À‰¬“‰¬±º ˘≈˝◊Ó¬1 ˜±Â√À¬ı±À1 ˝◊˚˛±ÀÓ¬
’˘¬Û Î◊¬˜ ˘˚˛ø˝√√ ŒÚøfl¡∑ ¬Û±Úœfl¡±Î◊¬1œ Ê√±fl¡ ¤È¬± ∆Ú1 ˜±Ê√1 qfl¡±Ú ˜≈Ï¬ˇ±ÀÈ¬±ÀÓ¬ ¬Û±ø‡ qfl≈¡ª±˝◊ ’±ÀÂ√º Œ√Î◊¬fl¡±
Œ˜ø˘, ˘1-‰¬1 Úfl¡1±Õfl¡ ¬ıø˝√√ ’±ÀÂ√º ˜±Ó¬ Œ¬ı±˘ Ú±˝◊º ¬ı—˙œ ’±1n∏ Œ˜±1 øÚø‰¬Ú± ø¸˝√√“Ó¬º fl¡Ô± Ú¬ÛÓ¬±Õfl¡À˚˛
˝◊ÀÈ¬±Àª ø¸ÀÈ¬±Àª ˆ¬±¯∏± ¬ı≈øÊ√ ¬Û±˚˛º

::::
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Ú±1œ ’±1n∏ Œ¸µ”1
ø¬ıÚœÓ¬± Ú±Ô

W/o Ê√·√œ˙ Ú±Ô,2030˚ø‰¬˘±1±˚˛

√1±-fl¡˝◊√√Ú±1 Œ‡˘ Œ‡ø˘¬ı ¬Û1± Œ˝√√±ª±1 ø√ÚÀ1 ¬Û1± ŒÂ√±ª±˘œ ¤Ê√Úœ1 Ê√œªÚÓ¬ ¸À¬Û±Ú ¤øÈ¬ Ê√±ø· Î¬◊ÀÍ¬
ñ Œ¸µ”1 ø¬Ûg±1, ¤·1±fl¡œ fl¡˝◊√√Ú± Œ˝√√±ª±1 ’±1n∏ ¤˝◊√√ ̧ À¬Û±ÀÚ˝◊√√ ¤ø√Ú ̧ ˜˚˛1 Œ¸“±Ó¬Ó¬, ̧ ˜˚˛1 ’±˝3√√±ÚÓ¬ ¬ı±ô¶ªÕ˘
¬Ûø1ÌÓ¬ ˝√√˚˛, ø˙1Ó¬ Œ¸µ”1 ’±1n∏ fl¡¬Û±˘Ó¬ 1„√√± ŒÙ“¬±È¬øÈ¬À1 ’±1y ˝√√˚˛ ¤fl¡ Úª Ê√œªÚ1 ¤øÈ¬ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ¬Ûø1ÀªÀ˙À1
’±1n∏ ÚÓ≈¬Ú ÚÓ≈¬Ú ¸•ÛÀfl«¡À1º fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 ¬ÛPœ, fl¡±À1±¬ı±1 ¬ı±À¬ı Œ¬ı±ª±1œ ’±1n∏ Œ˙¯∏Ó¬ ¤·1±fl¡œ ˜±Ó‘¬1 1+À¬ÛÀ1
Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œÀ˚˛ ¬Û”Ì«±—· 1+¬Û ¬Û±˚˛º

ëŒ¸µ”1í ¤øÈ¬ ¸1n∏ ˙s, øfl¡c ˝◊√√˚˛±1 ’Ô« ’øÓ¬ ·ˆ¬œ1, ˚±1 ·ˆ¬œ1Ó¬± ’±Ú Œfl¡±ÀÚ± ˙s1 ˘·ÀÓ¬ Ó≈¬˘Ú±
Ú˝√√˚˛º ø¬ı¬ı±˝√√1 ̧ ˜˚˛Ó¬ Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œ1 ø˙1Ó¬ ’±1n∏ fl¡¬Û±˘1 Œ¸“±˜±Ê√Ó¬ Œ¸µ”1 ’“fl¡± ̋ √√˚˛ ’±1n∏ ¤˝◊√√ Œ¸µ”1fl¡ÀÌ˝◊√√
Œ¸˝◊√√ø√Ú±1 ¬Û1± Ú±1œ·1±fl¡œ1 Ê√œªÚ1 1— ¸˘øÚ fl¡ø1 ø√À˚˛º Ú±1œ Ê√œªÚ1 1„√√œÚ ¸À¬Û±ÚÀ¬ı±1 Œ¸±˜±˝◊√√ Ô±Àfl¡
1„√√± Œ¸µ”1fl¡Ì1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬º ø¬ı¬ı±ø˝√√Ó¬ Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œÀ˚˛ Œ¸µ”1 ¬Ûø1Ò±Ú fl¡À1 Ê√œªÚ1 ¤fl¡ qˆ¬ ˘é¬Ì1 ø‰¬Ú
¶§1+À¬Ûº Œ¬ıø˘ø¬ı˝√√œÚ Ú±1œ1 Ê√œªÚ Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±› ¸•Û”Ì« Ú˝√√˚˛º Œ¸µ”1 ¤fl¡ ˜˝√√±Ú ’˘—fl¡±1º

¬ıÓ«¬˜±Ú ˚≈·ÀÈ¬± ’±Ò≈øÚfl¡ ’±1n∏ ø¬ı:±Ú1 ˚≈·, ¤˝◊√√ ’±Ò≈øÚfl¡Ó¬±1 ˚≈·Ó¬ Ú±1œÀ˚˛ ¸•Û”Ì«ˆ¬±Àª øÚÊ√Àfl¡
¶§±ª˘•§œ fl¡ø1 Ó≈¬ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ¸yª fl¡ø1 Ó≈¬ø˘ÀÂ√º ¤øÓ¬˚˛± Ú±1œ Œfl¡±ÀÚ±¬ÛÀÒ…˝◊√√ ¬Û±Â√¬Û1± ø¬ıÒ1 Ú˝√√˚˛º ’±·1 ˚≈·Ó¬
˜ø √̋√̆ ±¸fl¡À˘ ¬Û≈1n∏̄ ∏1 ›¬Û1Ó¬ øÚˆ¬«1˙œ˘ ’±øÂ√̆ , ¶§±ª˘•§œ Œ √̋√±ª±1 ¬Û1± ø¬ı1Ó¬ ’±øÂ√̆ º fl¡±1Ì Ú±1œ1 ¶§±ÒœÚÓ¬±fl¡Ì
fl¡˜ ’±øÂ√˘º ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡ ¬Û≈1øÌ ÚœøÓ¬-øÚ˚˛˜ Ó¬Ô± ¬Û1•Û1±1 õ∂øÓ¬ ̧ √±¸À‰¬Ó¬Ú ’±øÂ√˘º ø¬ıÀ˙¯∏Õfl¡ ̃ ø˝√√˘±¸fl¡À˘
¶§±˜œ1 õ∂øÓ¬ Ôfl¡± ’·±Ò ø¬ıù´±¸ ’±1n∏ ̂ ¬øMê√ ø˚˜±Ú ”√1 ̧ yª 1é¬± fl¡ø1¬ıÕ˘ Œ‰¬©Ü± fl¡ø1øÂ√˘º øfl¡c ¬ıÓ«¬˜±ÀÚ› ¤˝◊√√
ˆ¬±ªÒ±1± ¸•Û”Ì«ˆ¬±Àª ¸˘øÚ Œ˝√√±ª± Ú±˝◊√√º øfl¡c ¤˝◊√√ ’±Ò≈øÚfl¡Ó¬±1 ˚≈·Ó¬ øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú1 ˜ÚÓ¬ øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú ø‰¬ôL±Ò±1±˝◊√√ ·±
fl¡ø1 Î¬◊øÍ¬ÀÂ√º Ó¬±À1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ øfl¡Â≈√˜±Ú1 ˜ÚÓ¬ õ∂ùü Ê√±ø· Î¬◊øÍ¬ÀÂ√ ñ ëŒ¸µ”1 øfl¡˚˛ ø¬Ûøg¬ı ˘±À·∑ ¬Û≈1n∏¯∏¸fl¡˘1
·±Ó¬ ø¬ı˚˛± ¬ÛÓ¬±1 ø‰¬Ú ˚ø√ Ú±Ô±Àfl¡ Ú±1œ¸fl¡À˘ Œ¸µ”À1À1 øfl¡˚˛ Œ¸˝◊√√ ¬Ûø1‰¬˚˛ ø√¬ı ˘±À·∑ Œ¸µ”1 ø¬Ûg±1
˚≈øMê√˚≈Mê√Ó¬± fl¡íÓ¬∑ øfl¡ ˝√√˚˛ Œ¸µ”1 ¬Ûø1Ò±Ú fl¡ø1À˘∑í ¤ÀÚÒ1Ì1 ¬ıUÀÓ¬± õ∂ùü˝◊√√ ’±Ò≈øÚfl¡ ˚≈·Ó¬ ’±Ò≈øÚfl¡ Ú±1œ1
˜ÚÓ¬ Ê√±ø· Î¬◊øÍ¬ÀÂ√º

Œ¸µ”1 øfl¡˚˛ ¬Ûø1Ò±Ú fl¡ø1¬ı ˘±À· ø¬ı¬ı±ø˝√√Ó¬ ˜ø˝√√˘±¸fl¡À˘ Œ¸˝◊√√ ¸•ÛÀfl«¡ ¬ıUÊ√Ú1 Ú±Ú±Ò1Ì1 ˜Ó¬±˜Ó¬
Ô±øfl¡¬ı ¬Û±À1º ’±ø√ ˙—fl¡1±‰¬±˚«˝◊√√ ëSoundarya Laharit’ Ó¬ ø˘ø‡øÂ√˘ ñ

“Tanothu Kshemam nas tava vadhana saundarya lahari Parivaha Sthrotan

Sakaniriva Seemantha Saranih.

Vahanti Sinduram Prabala Kabari Bharathimira Dvisham brindaim Bandi

Kuthamiva naviriarka Kimanam.”

[ëëŒ˝√√ ˜±Ó‘¬, ’±À¬Û±Ú±1 ø˙11 ‰≈¬ø˘È¬±ø1fl¡ ≈√ˆ¬±· fl¡1± Ê≈√ø1 Œ˚Ú Œ1‡±Î¬±˘, ˚±1 ˜±ÀÊ√ ˜±ÀÊ√ Î¬◊Ôø˘
Ô±Àfl¡ ’±À¬Û±Ú±1 Œ¸Ãµ˚«1 ŒÏ¬Ã ’±1n∏ ˚±1 ≈√À˚˛±¬Û±11 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ Î¬◊ø√Ó¬ ¸”˚«… Œ˚Ú Œ¸µ”1fl¡Ìº ‚Ú fl¡í˘± ‰≈¬ø˘È¬±ø11
≈√ˆ¬±· Œ˚Ú ˙Sn∏ ∆¸Ú…1 ’±¢∂±¸œ Ò˘, ŒÓ¬±˜±1 Œ¸˝◊√√ Œ¸µ”À1˝◊√√ Œ˚Ú Œˆ¬È¬± ø√ ø√ÀÂ√ø˝√√ ’±˜±fl¡ ¸≈1é¬±, ’±1n∏
’±øÚÀÂ√ ˙±øôL1 Œ¬ı±˘, ø‰¬1 ’ªÒ±ø1Ó¬ºíí]
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ø˝√√µ≈ ˙±¶a ˜ÀÓ¬, fl¡¬Û±˘1 Œ¸“±˜±Ê√Ó¬ Œ˘±ª± ŒÙ“¬±ÀÈ¬ ˜±Ú≈˝√√1 ˜Ú Òœ1, ø¶ö1, ˙±ôL ’±1n∏ ‘√Ï¬ˇ fl¡À1º ø˝√√µ≈
Ò˜«Ó¬ ŒÙ¬“±È¬1 ¶ö±Ú ¬ıU Î¬◊2‰¬√º Œ¸À˚˛ Ò˜«œ˚˛ ’Ú≈á¬±ÚÀ¬ı±1Ó¬ fl¡¬Û±˘1 Œ¸“±˜±Ê√Ó¬ ŒÙ¬“±È¬ ’—fl¡Ú fl¡1± ˝√√˚˛º ø˚Àfl¡±ÀÚ±
¬Ûø¬ıS ’Ú≈á¬±ÚÓ¬ [ø¬ıÀ˙¯∏Õfl¡ Ò˜«œ˚˛] Ú±1œ-¬Û≈1n∏¯∏ Î¬◊ˆ¬˚˛À1 ˜±Ê√Ó¬ ŒÙ“¬±È¬ Œ˘±ª±1 ø˚ ¬Û1•Û1± ’±øÊ√Àfl¡±¬ÛøÓ¬
‰¬ø˘ ’±ÀÂ√º fl¡øÔÓ¬ ’±ÀÂ√ Œ˚ fl¡¬Û±˘1 Œ¸“±˜±Ê√Ó¬ ’“fl¡± ŒÙ¬“±ÀÈ¬ ˜Ú1 ø¶ö1Ó¬± ’±1n∏ ¸≈ø¶ö1 ˆ¬±¬ı ‘√Ï¬ˇ fl¡À1º fl¡¬Û±˘1
¤˝◊√√ ¬Ûø¬ıS ŒÙ¬“±È¬øÈ¬À˚˛ ’±˜±1 ˜ÚÀÈ¬±fl¡ ’ôL1±R±1 ˘·Ó¬ ¤fl¡øSÓ¬ fl¡1±Ó¬ ¸˝√√±˚˛ fl¡À1º

¬Ûø¬ıS Œ¸µ”1fl¡Ì ø¬ı¬ı±ø˝√√Ó¬ Ú±1œÀ˚˛ fl¡¬Û±˘Ó¬ ’±1n∏ ø˙1Ó¬ ’—fl¡Ú fl¡À1“±ÀÓ¬ fl‘¡øS˜Ó¬± fl¡ø1¬ı Ú±˘±À·º
ø˝√√µ≈ Ò˜«1 ˙±¶a˜ÀÓ¬ ø¬ı¬ı±ø˝√√Ó¬ Ú±1œ1 Œ¸µ”À1 Ú±1œ-¬Û≈1n∏¯∏ Î¬◊ˆ¬˚˛À1 ˆ¬±·…‰¬Sê Î¬◊7¡¡¡œøªÓ¬ fl¡À1, Ú±1œ1 fl¡¬Û±˘1
Œ¸µ”À1 ¶§±˜œ·1±fl¡œ1 ˜e˘ ¸±ÒÚ fl¡À1º fl¡øÔÓ¬ ’±ÀÂ√  ø˙11 Œ¸µ”À1 ’±1n∏ 1„√√± ŒÙ“¬±È¬øÈ¬À˚˛ ¶§±˜œ·1±fl¡œ1
˜e˘ Ó¬Ô± ’±˚˛≈¸ ¬ı‘øX fl¡À1º ’fl¡˘ ø˝√√µ≈ Ò˜«ÀÓ¬˝◊√√ Ú˝√√˚˛, õ∂ÀÓ¬…fl¡ÀÈ¬± Ê√±øÓ¬, Ò˜« ’±1n∏ Í¬±˝◊√√ø¬ıÀ˙À¯∏ ŒÓ¬›“À˘±fl¡À1±
øÚÊ√± øÚÊ√± ˚≈øMê√¸ijÓ¬ ÚœøÓ¬’±ÀÂ√º øÚÊ√1 ¶§±˜œ1 ˜—·˘±ÀÔ« ’±1n∏ ŒÓ¬›“À˘±Àfl¡› øÚ(˚˛ ¤˝◊√√ ø¬ı¯∏˚˛fl¡ ∆˘
¸√±¸À‰¬Ó¬Úº

fl¡øÔÓ¬ ’±ÀÂ√ Œ˚, ’Ú±ø˜fl¡± ’±„≈√√ø˘À1 Ú±1œ-¬Û≈1n∏¯∏ Î¬◊ˆ¬À˚˛ fl¡¬Û±˘Ó¬ ŒÙ¬“±È¬ ’—fl¡Ú fl¡ø1¬ı ˘±À·º
∆¬ı:±øÚfl¡¸fl¡˘1 ̃ ÀÓ¬› ̃ ø˝√√˘±¸fl¡˘1 ø˙11 Œ¸µ”1 Œ˘±ª± ’—˙ø‡øÚ ’øÓ¬ Œfl¡±˜˘ ’±1n∏ ¶Û˙«fl¡±Ó¬1º ·øÓ¬Àfl¡
õ∂±fl‘¡øÓ¬fl¡ ¬ÛXøÓ¬À1 õ∂dÓ¬ fl¡1± Œ¸µ”11 1?fl¡ ¬Û√±Ô«˝◊√√ Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œ1 ˜Ú ’±1n∏ ˜·Ê≈√fl¡ ¸≈ø¶ö1Ó¬± õ∂√±Ú fl¡À1º
¸±Ò±1ÌÀÓ¬ ˝√√±˘øÒ1 &ø1, Œ¬ıøfl¡— Œ‰¬ÃÎ¬± ’±1n∏ ŒÚ˜≈1 1À¸À1 Œ¸µ”1 ¬ıÀÚ±ª± ˝√√˚˛º ·øÓ¬Àfl¡ ¸•Û”Ì«ˆ¬±Àª õ∂±fl‘¡øÓ¬fl¡
¬Û√±Ô«À1 ¬ıÀÚ±ª± ¤˝◊√√ Œ¸µ”À1 Œfl¡øÓ¬˚˛±› é¬øÓ¬ fl¡ø1¬ı ŒÚ±ª±À1º øfl¡c ¬ıÓ«¬˜±Ú ̧ ˜˚˛Ó¬ Œ√‡± ̊ ±˚˛ ø˙1Ó¬ Œ¸µ”1fl¡Ì
’“±øfl¡À˘› fl¡±À¬Û±11 1„√√1 ˘·Ó¬ ø˜˘±˝◊√√ fl¡¬Û±˘Ó¬ fl¡í˘±, Úœ˘±, Œ¸Î¬◊Ê√œ˚˛± ’±ø√ øˆ¬iß 1—-ø¬ı1„√√1 ŒÙ“¬±È¬ ’—fl¡Ú
fl¡À1º ˝√√˚˛, Œ¸˚˛±› øÚÊ√fl¡ ¸≈µ1ˆ¬±Àª ¸Ê√±¬ıÕ˘, øÚÊ√Àfl¡ ’øÒfl¡ ’±fl¡¯∏«Ìœ˚˛ fl¡ø1 Ó≈¬ø˘¬ıÕ˘ ¬ı…ª˝√√±1 fl¡À1º øfl¡c
¤Àfl¡¯∏±À1 fl¡í¬ıÕ˘ ·íÀ˘ 1„√√± Œ¸µ”11 ŒÙ“¬±È¬ÀÈ¬±1 ˘·Ó¬ fl¡±À1± Ó≈¬˘Ú± Ú˝√√˚˛º ¤˝◊√√ Œ¸µ”À1 Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œ1
Œ¸Ãµ˚«, 1+¬Û-˘±ªÌ… ’±1n∏ ’øÒfl¡ ¬Ûø1˜±ÀÌ ’±fl¡¯∏«Ìœ˚˛ fl¡ø1 ŒÓ¬±À˘º øfl¡c ¸fl¡À˘±Àª øÚÊ√1 øÚÊ√1 ¬ÛÔÓ¬
qXº

Ú±1œ ¤·1±fl¡œÀ˚˛ Œ˚ÀÚ√À1 Œ¸µ”1fl¡Ì ¬Ûø1Ò±Ú fl¡À1 ˙±øôL, ∆Ò˚«, ˙øMê√, ¸ij±Ú ’±1n∏ Œ¸Ãµ˚«1 õ∂Ó¬œfl¡
ø˝√√‰¬±À¬Û, øÍ¬fl¡ ŒÓ¬ÀÚ√À1 ¬Û≈1n∏¯∏¸fl¡À˘› Œ¸˝◊√√ Œ¸µ”11 ̧ ij±Ú ’±1n∏ ·ø1˜±1 õ∂øÓ¬ ̧ ˜±ÀÚ˝◊√√ ̆ é¬… 1‡±ÀÈ¬± ¬ı±>Úœ˚˛º

::::

57



58



New Life Members
Old Boys Association Sainik School, Goalpara
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THE PEOPLE WHO MADE IT POSSIBLE:-

* Picnic : 1405 Utpal Bayan .

* Health Camp at Excel Hospital :- 1336 Prakritish Bora.

* Garden : The batch of 2004-2011

* Jagoran Health Service :-  1005 Bhaskar Kalita ,

1083 Karuna Barman,

1438 Girija K. Barman.

* Wishing of Cadets :-  OBASSG.

* Pre Bihu Celebrations :- 3165 Bharadwaj Gogoi,

3445 Panchal Baruah,

160 Sachin Das,

2556 Abhigyan Prasad,

2052 Utpal Parasar,

498 Anowar Hussain.

* Debate Competition : Manas Bora Memorial Trust.

* Essay Competition : 2646 Abhijit Choudhury .

* Honoring the Students : OBASSG.

* 15th August : 160 Sachin Das,

2879 Bhaskar Gogoi,

1342 Amar Jyoti Kakoti.

* Tree Plantation : 3114 Mani Shankar Singha in collaboration with
Mahindra First Choice.

* Gandhi Jayanti :- 1438 Girija Barman,

3238 Muid Zama,

3445 Panchal Baruah,

4578 Bhaskar Barman.

65



Highlights of Events – by Team OBASSG in 2017-2019

* Donated 217 units of blood in four places.

* Planted 1000 nos. of plants at Balaji Mandir.

* Helped 394 persons in floods.

* More than 200 persons touched (Poor / old).

* 1 Industrial Motivational Camp.

* 2 Felicitation Programs.

* 3 Health Camps.

* 4 Official visits to School.

* 10 EC Meetings.

* SSG football team provided with Under 19 FIFA World Cup tickets.

* Provided experts to School for motivation.

* Essay Competition organized.

* Republic Day celebrated.

* Campaign for School admission done.
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