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Hello!	SURABHI	is	here	again	with	the	usual	fare	contributed	by	the	ISRO/DOS	fraternity.	

SURABHI	is	particularly	grateful	to	Dr.	K	S	Dasgupta,	for	his	care	and	support	during	his	tenure	

as	Director	of	IIST.		We	wish	him	a	healthy,	happy	and	purposeful	life.	

SURABHI	also	warmly	welcomes	the	new	Director,	Dr.	V	K	Dadhwal	and	wish	him	a	successful	

stint	at	IIST.

A	combined	Convocation	was	held	on	October	15,	2016	for	IIST	students	from	three	previous	

batches.	The	choice	of	the	date	couldn't	have	been	better,	for	that	is	the	birthday	of	Dr.	APJA	

Kalam,	the	�irst	Chancellor	of	IIST.

Starting	October	24,	2016,	IIST	organized	various	programs	related	to	Swachhata	Pakhwada	

that	included	cleaning	the	IIST	premises	by	students,	faculty	and	staff	members,	awareness	

campaign	 on	 cleanliness	 and	 personal	 hygiene	 among	 the	 inmates	 of	 an	 orphanage	 in	

Thiruvananthapuram.

As	usual	ISRO/DOS	has	been	consistently	making	its	mark	on	the	scienti�ic/technological	front	

in	the	country.	A	great	number	of	spectacular	events	are	on	the	board	for	next	year.

SURABHI	wishes	everyone	a	Happy	New	Year!

 ************************************
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An	evil	soul,	war!

Fought	in	large	numbers	so	far...

that	will	never	bring	peace,

Except	some	sort	of	guilded	piece.

No	one	bene�itted	from	war

Fought	in	large	numbers	so	far...

Only	clashed	monuments	'n'	deserted	place,

All	thoughts	not	to	be	chased

War	yields	happiness	for	short	time,

Upon	which	they	could	always	chime.

War,	the	soul	which	destroys	many	lives

It	is	the	ocean	not	to	dive.

Kush	Arya		
SC16B028				

2016	B.Tech	(Aerospace	Engineering)	
IIST

		nirajkush8@gmail.com
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Our	life	is	a	monument	made	with	the	bricks	of	

memories	 and	 it	 is	 you	 who	 make	 those	

memories.	 That's	 why	 people	 often	 say	 you	

are	 the	 architect	 of	 your	 own	 life.	 When	

someone	 makes	 decisions	 for	 you,	 you	 are	

losing	 the	 position	 of	 being	 that	 architect.	

Okay	 let's	 cut	 this	 short.	 All	 I	 want	 to	 say	 is	

“MAKE	YOUR	OWN	DECISIONS”.	

The	 above	 is	 a	 message.	 The	 message	 was	

simple	 “MAKE	 YOUR	 OWN	 DECISIONS”	 but	

why	 make	 a	 paragraph	 of	 it?	 From	 our	

childhood	 we	 have	 been	 hearing	 one	 –	 line	

advice		from	our	parents	nearly	every	day.	But	

truthfully	speaking	they	have	very	little	effect	

on	 us.	 Why?	 Because	 such	 memories	 fade	

away.	I'll	not	go	into	the	depth	of	explaining	

the	why	of	that.	

Every	strong	message	needs	an	equally	strong	

story.	Everyone	remembers	'Slow	and	Steady	

wins	 the	 race'	 because	 of	 the	 Hare	 and	

Tortoise	story.	If	you	gain	a	bit	of	experience	in	

life	you'll	realize	that	 	'Slow	and	Steady	wins	

the	race'	has	a	deeper	meaning.	Now	let	me	

present	you	a	story	for	the	message	of	“Make	

your	own	decisions”:	

This	is	my	story	(or	rather	experience).	At	that	

thtime	 I	 was	 a	 7 	 semester	 student	 in	 IIST,	

Thiruvananthapuram.	Though	I	had	great	fun	

in	 my	 college	 days,	 I	 missed	 out	 on	 the	

adventure	part.	I	had	planned	to	do	my	�inal	
th

year	(8 	semester)	project	outside	IIST.	So	the	

end	 of	 my	 college	 life	 was	 nearing.	 For	 the	

other	 students	 of	 my	 batch	 it	 was	 the	 last	

semester	 in	 which	 they	 could	 score	 high	

grades	to	increase	their	CGPA.	For	me	it	was	

the	 last	 semester	 I	 would	 be	 in	 college	 as	 a	

student.	

thDate:	5 	Nov	2014:

I	was	working	in	the	E-CAD	Lab	for	the	project	

(Subject	 Navigation	 Systems	 AV411)	 'FPGA	

I m p l e m e n t a t i o n 	 o f 	 Q u a t e r n i o n	
thmultiplication'.	7 	semester	is	the	time	when	

you	 chose	 your	 electives.	 All	 the	 electives	 I	

chose,	had	a	compulsory	project	or	report	to	

be	 submitted.	 So	 you	 could	 consider	 this	

unlucky	 but	 I	 consider	 this	 as	 medium	 to	

expand	my	talent	to	handle	pressure.	

It	was	around	11	pm,	when	I	�inally	made	a	4	x	

8	k-map.	My	head	started	to	ache,	so	I	went	out	

for	 a	 glass	 of	 water.	 At	 the	 second	 gulp,	 my	

phone	 rang….	 “Why	 This	 Kolaveri	 Kolaveri	

di…..”.	It	was	the	sports-in-charge	of	IIST.

Malaidevan	P
SPASC	Division,

Physical	Research	Laboratory,
Navrangpura,	Ahmedabad		
malai.devan@gmail.com
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Me:	Hi	Sir!	

He:	 Malai!	 Tickets	 have	 been	 con�irmed	 for	

the	Match.	I	hope	you	will	make	it.	Did	you	get	

your	permission?	

Me:	I'll	get	it	tomorrow	sir.	

He:	Okay	you	get	it	quickly	and	inform	me…		

Good	night…

Me:	Good	night	sir…

th
Date:	6 	Nov	2014

Okay	now	is	the	time	to	reveal	the	interesting	
thfacts.	 The	 match	 is	 on	 18 	 Nov	 and	 the	 End	

thSemester	 Exam	 begins	 on	 19 	 Nov.	 The	

Subject	is	Navigation	Systems	and	it	was	a	4	

credit	 course.	 Among	 all	 the	 subjects	 of	 the	

semester	 this	 was	 the	 most	 dif�icult	 for	 me.	

My	 internal	 marks	 in	 the	 subject	 were	

indicating	 that	 I	 would	 fail,	 if	 I	 didn't	 study	

properly.	I	decide	to	meet	my	Professor.	Next	

day	I	entered	his	of�ice	room…

Me:	Excuse	me	sir!

(He	was	busily	typing	something	on	his	laptop	

and	then	after	a	few	seconds	he	turned)

He:	Hi	Malai!	Come	sit	down.

Me:	 (After	 promptly	 sitting	 down)	 Sir,	 last	

night	I	got	an	update	in	the	project,	but	I'm	still	

stuck	up	with	a	small	limitation.

He:	Okay,	I'm	a	bit	free	now,	so	go	ahead.

(After	 describing	 the	 work	 on	 K-map,	 I	

mentioned	the	limitation	of	I/O	switches)

He:	Okay	no	problem,	try	using	'Virtual	I/O'	in	

FPGA.	

(Anyway	I	was	adamant	on	implementing	it	

on	the	existing	I/Os	of	the	FPGA	�irst,	but	that	

was	 for	 formality	 and	 a	 future	 work	 if	 time	

remains.)	……	(Now	was	the	time!)

Me:	Sir!	I	would	like	to	ask	you	one	more	thing.		
thI	have	cricket	match	on	18 	Nov	in	Tiruchy	and	

thNavigation	 End	 Sem	 exam	 on	 19 	 Nov	 in	

college.

He:	Oh!	So	what	have	you	decided?

Me:	Sir,	I	de�initely	don't	want	to	miss	out	on	

my	�irst	proper	Inter-College	match	(The	one	

held	last	year	was	ruined	by	rain)	because	next	

sem	I	would	be	doing	my	project	outside	IIST	

and	I	don't	want	to	postpone	my	exam	because	

I	won't	perform	any	better	later.	So	I'll	�it	both	

of	them	together	tightly.

He:	(encouragingly)	Okay	all	the	best!	Get	our	

college	a	good	name…

Me:	Thank	you	very	much	sir!	I'll	do	my	best.

th
Date:	17 	Nov	2014

The	past	few	days	had	been	quite	hectic.	The	

project	reports	of	3	of	the	5	subjects	had	been	

completed	 and	 submitted/presented.	 As	 the	

match	 was	 held	 a	 day	 before	 the	 End	 Sem	

exam,	 no	 one	 from	 B.	 Tech.	 batch	 turned	 up	

except	me	and	a	talented	junior.	The	rest	of	the	

team	members	were	from	M.	Tech.	The	train	to	

Tirchy	 was	 via	 Guruvayur	 which	 leaves	

Trivandrum	 at	 4	 am	 in	 the	 morning.	 After	

packing	up,	I	got	the	gate	pass	from	the	hostel	

warden	at	around	00:30		and	walked	casually	

with	 my	 favourite	 full	 hand	 hoodie	 towards	

the	M.	Tech	hostel.	All	of	us	boarded	the	bus	to	

railway	station	at	1	am	and	the	train	at	4	am.	

After	getting	our	seats	the	only	thing	left	to	do	

was	to	sleep…

Then	suddenly		around	8	am,	my	phone	rang…		

“Why	This	Kolaveri	Kolaveri	di…”	

It	was	the	Hostel	warden	who	called…

He:	(In	a	bossy	tone)	Hello	Malaidevan!	How	

did	you	leave	for	the	match!	You	have	an	exam	

3SURABHI (Vol-7 No.2 December-2016)



the	next	day!

Me:	(calmly)	Don't	worry	sir,	I	will	be	back	to	

attend	the	exam.

He:	(with	irritation)	Okay!

Later	in	the	afternoon	we	got	down	in	Tiruchy	

and	after	sometime	booked	a	hotel.	Then	we	

had	an	early	dinner	and	assembled	together	

for	a	long	discussion.	The	discussion	was	quite	

long	and	had	lasted	till	11	pm.	The	next	day	

was		waiting…

thDate:	18 	Nov	2014

The	day	 	�inally	arrived.	The	bus	journey	was	

an	 hour.	 After	 the	 registrations	 which	 were	

going	on	slow,	we	�inally	reached	the	ground.	

It	 was	 a	 mat	 pitch,	 with	 the	 out-�ield	 totally	

barren	 and	 the	 boundaries	 not	 clearly	

de�ined.	

The	 match	 was	 to	 be	 a	 30	 over	 match.	 The	

opponents	 were	 a	 college	 from	 Tirunalveli.	

IIST	 won	 the	 toss	 and	 decided	 to	 bat.	 The	

openers	had	gone	and	I	padded	up	as	I	was	1	
st nd

down.	 The	 1 	 wicket	 fell	 in	 the	 2 	 over,	 I	

walked	 towards	 the	 pitch	 in	 a	 calm	 way.	

Initially	things	didn't	go	my	way.

The	ball	was	not	perfectly	connecting	the	bat.	

Then	I	started	to	realize	the	fact	that	I	had	come	

all	 the	 way	 risking	 my	 exam	 for	 this	 match	

which	I	considered	more	important.	Though	I		

took	 more	 dot	 balls,	 I	 gained	 con�idence	

through	my	timing.	At	the	end	of	15	overs,	IIST	

scored	50	for	2.	

After	 the	 break	 the	 situation	 improved.	 The	
rd

run	 rate	 was	 improving	 and	 a	 3 	 wicket	 50	

partnership	had	been	achieved.	The	next	over,	

my	partner	got	bowled.	Then	the	next	batsman	

,	our	team's	big	hitter,	came.	The	next	over	was	
st nd rd

entertaining,	He	scored	1 	ball	4,	2 	ball	4,	3 	
th

ball	6,	4 	ball	Bowled!	Slowly	the	downfall	of	
nd

an	empire	started.	I	had	got	out	in	the	22 	over	

scoring	38	and	IIST	had	ended	with	30	overs	

136	all	out.	

Satis�ied	with	our	performance,	we	quickly	got	

ready	for	�ielding.	The	�irst	ball	was	a	cracker!	

Edged	but	catch	dropped	at	point.	Our	�ielders	

were	 putting	 up	 a	 nice	 show.	 Things	 were	

going	on	great,	the	opponent	were	4	overs	17	

for	 2.	 It	 was	 exactly	 at	 this	 time	 when	 RAIN	

came	and	showered	us.	We	were	waiting	for	it	

to	stop,	but	it	didn't.	So	it	was	decided	that	the	

match	result	cannot	be	decided	and	hence	was	

postponed	 to	 the	 next	 day.	 I	 exclaimed	 to	

myself	TOMORROW!	Seriously	TOMORROW!!!

With	dejection	we	returned	to	the	hotel	and	

packed	up.	The	only	bus	to	Trivandrum	was	at	

9	 pm.	 I	 excused	 myself	 from	 my	 teammates	

and	reached	the	bus	stand	at	8	pm.	I	booked	

my	ticket	and	kept	my	bag	on	the	seat.	I	looked	

at	my	watch,	it	was	8:15	pm.	So	I	decided	to	

take	a	small	tour	around	Tirchy	bus	stand	and	

returned	to	the	bus	at	sharp	8:45	pm.	Around	

8:25	pm,	my	stomach	started	grumbling,	and	a	

nice,	simple	hotel	was	in	sight.	I	took	the	risk	of	

having	dinner	assuming	I	won't	be	able	to	take	

my	 breakfast	 the	 next	 day.	 After	 hurrying	

through	 	 my	 dinner,	 I	 reached	 the	 pick-up 
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point of	the	bus	at	8:50	pm,	to	�ind	that	the	bus	

had	already	left,	with	my	entire	luggage!

With	extreme	panic	in	my	mind,	tiredness	of	

my	body,	 I	quickly	ran	towards	the	of�ice	of	

bus	stand	and	enquired	about	my	bus.	He	had	

said	that	it	had	departed	already.	Then	calmly	

I	told	him	that	my	luggage,	including	laptop	is	

in	 that	 bus.	 Understanding	 my	 situation	 he	

quickly	arranged	for	an	auto	and	asked	me	to	

pay	for	it.	Nearly	5	kms	later	the	auto	reached	

caught	up	with	the	bus	and	I	boarded	it.	The	

auto	driver	took	Rs.200	(The	bus	ticket	cost	

170)	 and	 on	 top,	 the	 conductor	 blasted	 me.	

Anyway,	the	bus	started	towards	Trivandrum,	

so	I	remained	calm…

th
Date:	19 	Nov	2014

The	D	day	was	here.	The	bus	dropped	me	at	6	

am	 in	 the	 morning	 at	 Trivandrum	 Central.	

With	just	30	rupees	and	a	distance	of	20	kms	

to	 travel 	 within	 3	 hours, 	 I 	 was	 very	

vulnerable.	With	some	con�idence	and	more	

of	 luck	 I	 reached	 the	 campus	 at	 8:40	 am.	 I	

quickly	 took	 bath	 dressed	 up	 in	 whatever	 I	

could	�ind.	I	took	my	notes	and	rushed	to	the	

exam	room	and	reached	there	at	9:15	am.	I	got	

10	minutes	to	review	what	I	studied	during		

the	whole	semester.	

The	exam	was	over	and	after	lunch	I	got	all	the	

sleep	I	missed…

rdDate:	3 	Dec	2014

Exams	was	over.	I	went	to	see	my	paper.	After	

seeing	the	paper,	I	realized	that	I	might	fail.	So	

I	went	to	see	the	Professor		in	the	evening.

He:	Hi	Malai!	How	are	you?

Me:	 Great	 sir! 	 Sir 	 I 	 want	 to	 tell 	 you	

something…

He:	Yes,	go	ahead…

Me:	 Sir,	 I	 might	 most	 probably	 fail.	 How	

should	I	proceed	further?	I	hope	it	won't	affect	

my	project	outside	IIST.

He:	No,	don't	worry	about	that,	you	can	write	

the	 exam	 again	 after	 you	 complete	 your	

Project.	 Mostly	 it	 would	 be	 after	 the	 �inal	

comprehensive	viva.

Me:	(A	bit	relieved)	Okay	thanks	sir!	I'll	take	

care	of	it	later	sir…

thDate:	19 	Dec	2014

The	results	were	out	yesterday.	I	didn't	have	

the	courage	to	see	my	'F'	grade	that	time.	But	

today	 was	 a	 good	 day.	 At	 my	 home	 the	

situation	 was	 quite	 good	 to	 reveal	 any	

disaster.	 Anyway	 I	 had	 mentioned	 to	 my	

parents	 that	 I	 would	 fail,	 but	 still	 there	 was	

always	a	shame	to	it.	I	opened	the	IIST	website	

a n d 	 t h e n 	 I 	 s aw 	 s o m e t h i n g : 	 'AV 4 1 1 ' ,	

'Navigation	Systems',	“E”!	

This	full	set	of	events	�lashed	in	my	mind.	In	

cricket	terms,	with	1	ball	given	and	6	runs	to	

win,	you	hit	the	ball	high	and	not	sure	whether	

it	 would	 be	 a	 4	 or	 a	 6.	 And	 today	 the	 result	

came	that	it	was	a	six!	

And	 that	 completes	 an	 adventurous	 event	

during	my	college	days,	coincidentally	on	the	
th

last	part	of	the	7 	semester,	my	last	one	in	IIST.	

What	a	thriller!	

It	has	been	nearly	2	years	since	this	event	took	

place.	 I	 still	 think	 about	 it.	 I	 had	 a	 choice,	 I	

could	have	taken	the	easy	way	out	and	scored		

a	“D”	in	AV411.	But	I'm	still	proud	that	I	took	

the	dif�icult	path	and	that,	my	dear	friend,	is	

what	makes	memories.	

Remember	once	you	choose	the	dif�icult	path,	

don't	assume	that	life	gets	easier	on	later.	No!	

It	only	gets	more	and	more	dif�icult,	but	you	

become	stronger	and	smarter	to	handle	it.	So	

just	go	for	it.	
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I	like	it	when	it	storms,	sweeping	the	world	off	its	feet

Throwing	a	tempest,	crumbling	all	that	dares	to	cross	its	path

Without	care,	crying	its	heart	out	in	sheer	ferocity

Just	the	way	my	emotions	soar	at	my	heart.

I	like	it	when	it	storms,	as	my	life	is	like	a	storm

But	unlike	that	gale,	my	raging	storm	is	suppressed	within

With	a	calm	façade	for	the	world	who	cares	the	least	

I	like	it	when	it	storms,	sweeping	the	world	off	its	feet.

I	love	the	storm	for	its	audacity,	for	its	attitude,	for	being	so	brash

For,	it	is	all	liberating,	making	us	feel	so	light

No	wonder	the	storm	seems	all	so	gay

For	its	heart'd	be	content,	free	from	any	shackles

I	like	it	when	it	storms,	sweeping	the	world	off	its	feet.

I	admire	the	storm	but	I	am	so	fearful

To	unleash	the	tempest	from	within

Lest	the	world	around	me	shatter

Hiding	my	tears	from	the	world's	eyes

It's		a	task	to	subdue	the	storm	kept	oppressed	in	my	heart

I	like	it	when	it	storms,	sweeping	the	world	off	its	feet.

Sarita	Anil	Kumar	
Sr.	Accounts	Of�icer,

Main	Accounts,70	Acre	Area,
VSSC,	ISRO		Thumba	P.O

	Trivandrum
sarita_sro@yahoo.com
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The	 encounter	 which	 I	 am	 sharing	 here	

happened	thirty	�ive	years	ago	when	I	was	a	

sprightly	 young	 man	 of	 eighteen	 years;	 the	

incident	is	still	fresh	in	my	mind.	A	well	known	

Tamil	weekly	magazine	celebrated	its	�iftieth	

year	 of	 existence	 by	 organizing	 a	 week	 long	

programme.	The	week	long	celebrations	had	

debaters’,	novelists,	poets,	short	story	writers	

and	 well	 known	 Tamil	 literary	 enthusiasts	

forcefully	 putting	 across	 their	 respective	

viewpoints.	 The	 festivities	 were	 to	 end	 on	 a	

Sunday	evening	culminating	in	a	light	music	

programme	 at	 University	 Auditorium,	

Madras.	 The	 music	 extravaganza	 had	 well-

known	play	back	singers	and	was	open	to	all	

public;	I	decided	to	attend	the	event	and	got	

myself	a	seat	by	showing	up	early.

Like	all	celebrations	that	are	free,	the	concert	

started	an	hour	late;	however,	it	was	a	truly	a

memorable	and	enthralling	experience.	Like,	

all	 good	 things	 come	 to	 an	 end;	 the	 musical	

saga	also	came	to	an	end.	It	was	hardly	8	PM	

and	I	felt	cheated	that	the	event	lasted	barely	

one	hour.	I	consoled	myself	that	with	no	entry	

fee	this	was	what	one	can	expect.	

I	had	informed	my	parents	that	I	shall	return	

by	9:30	PM.	My	house	was	in	Mylapore	which	

would	take	15	minutes	of	bus	ride	in	the	night	

time.	Taking	an	auto	was	an	emphatic	“No-No”	

even	 for	 a	 Madrasi	 like	 me	 who	 can	 speak	

impeccable	Madrasi	bhasha	and	who	is	well	

acquainted	 with	 the	 city.	 Auto	 drivers	 in	

Madras	 are	 notorious	 for	 their	 crass	

behaviour	and	for	taking	their	customers	for	a	

real	Madras	darshan.	I	was	not	hungry	either	

and	decided	to	undertake	the	entire	journey	

to	 my	 house	 by	 foot.	 Walking	 briskly	 for	 an	

hour	along	the	stretches	of	the	second	longest	

beach	 in	 the	 world	 was	 a	 much	 better	

proposition than	to	travel	in	an	overcrowded	

bus.	

There	was	no	cause	for	any	disquiet	since	the	

pavements	were	brightly	lit.	The	crowds	had	

spilled	out	from	the	auditorium	and	several	of	

them	walked	with	me	initially.	However,	after	

15	minutes,	there	was	hardly	any	soul	on	the	

road.	The	night	air	was	just	right.	Out	of	the	

Prof.	A	Chandrasekar
Registrar,	Dean	(Academics)

IIST
registrar@iist	ac.in
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corner	of	my	eyes,	I	could	make	out	two	boys	

(aged	 9	 -	 10	 years)	 who	 were	 furiously	

following	 me.	 I	 quickly	 realised	 that	 the	

distance	 to	 my	 home	 is	 not	 walkable	 and	

cursed	 myself	 on	 my	 decision	 to	 walk.	

Meanwhile	 I	 was	 also	 getting	 hungry;	

however,	with	no	hotels	nearby	I	had	to	march	

on.	

After	walking	for	about	30	minutes,	I	realized	

that	 the	 two	 boys	 were	 still	 following	 me.	 I	

decided	to	increase	the	pace	of	my	walking;	to	

my	surprise,	the	boys	also	did	the	same.	The	

�irst	signs	of	anxiety	and	disquiet	gripped	me.	

I	 consoled	 myself	 that	 they	 were	 mere	 boys	

and	not	physically	as	strong	as	me.

What	if	they	are	armed?	What	if	one	or	both	of	

them	 �lash	 their	 knives	 at	 me?	 -	 the	 above	

thoughts	started	tormenting	me.	

I	mentally	made	a	quick	calculation;	except	for	

my	 brand	 new	 wristwatch	 I	 had	 very	 little	

valuables	in	my	possession.

What	if	they	succeed	in	pining	me	down	and	

make	a	hostage	of	me?	All	said	and	done	two	

pairs	 of	 hands	 are	 always	 better	 than	 one;	

furthermore	their	combined	age	was	greater	

than	mine.	I	shuddered	to	think	of	the	money	

my	poor	parents	can	hope	to	raise	to	pay	for	

the	 ransom.	 It	 was	 now	 45	 minutes	 since	 I	

started	 walking	 and	 I	 had	 successfully	

completed	 three-fourths	 of	 the	 journey.	

Another	�ive	minutes	of	walking	straight,	I	will	

have	to	turn	right	to	Vivekananda	House	and	

after	that	the	streets	would	not	be	desolate.

I	started	to	jog	so	as	to	beat	them	at	their	own	

game.	Five	minutes	of	brisk	jogging,	I	would	

be	 safe.	 Just	 then	 I	 heard	 a	 weak	 voice	

beckoning	me	and	calling	me	“Elder	Brother”.	

I	stopped	my	jogging	as	I	found	the	younger	of	

the	boys	gesticulating	and	calling	me.	I	waited	

for	both	the	boys	to	catch	up	with	me	and	was	

preparing	for	any	eventuality.

“Elder	Brother.	You	are	walking	too	fast	for	us	

to	catch	up	with	you.	We	are	staying	with	our
relatives;	this	is	our	�irst	visit	to	the	city	and	

we	came	to	see	the	Marina	Beach.	We	did	not	

realise	 that	 it	has	become	quite	dark	by	the	

time	we	decide	to	leave	the	beach.	We	did	not	

have	enough	money	for	the	bus	tickets	as	we	

spent	all	the	money	in	the	beach.	Our	relatives	

have	warned	us	of	this	big	bad	city	and	hence	

we	decided	to	walk	and	follow	you	so	that	we	

can	feel	secure”.

I	chided	myself	for	allowing	my	mind	to	be	the	

Devil’s	workshop.	I	gave	money	to	the	boys	for	

their	 bus	 journey.	 I	 thanked	 GOD	 for	 his	

mercy;	 for	 it	 is	 a	 much	 safer	 option	 to	 be	

followed	by	two	boys	rather	than	a	bunch	of	

street	 dogs,	 considering	 the	 close	 equations	

between	beaches	and	street	dogs.

8SURABHI (Vol-7 No.2 December-2016)



SURABHI 2

Stooping,
Wearing	battered	attire
she	walked	on.

Some	stayed,
Stared,
Some	commented

Hot	tears	rolled	down
That	dirty	face
When	she	heard

she	wept	silent
And
Moved	on.

Tears	or	sweat
she	knows	not
Saline,	it	was.

The	sun	battered	on,
With	the	blinding,	binding	heat
Ah,	sweat	it	may	be,	she	thought

The	tattered	clothe
Wind	around,	stooped	thrice
she	moved	forth.

The	wind	came	
Lifted	her	hood
Unrecognizable	she	was.

Looked	up,	she	received	the
Drop	from	heaven
Drenched	she	was,	in	rags.

The	cold	bit	her	soul
With	tittering	teeth
she	bit	her	lip

Blood	oozed
But	no	cold	snoozed
Freezing	she	stooped	further.

Some	stayed,	in	the	bitter	cold
Oh	no,	not	to	comfort
But	to	comment

Monisha	Mohan		
SC16D025	
Ph.D	(Humanities)
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Hot	liquid	showered	down
her	cheeks.
Now,	she	knew	for	sure,	it	to	be	her	tear.

The	shower	and	the	tear
Merged	to	beat
The	dirt	and	burden	off	herself

With	the	dirt	and	the	burden
Half	way	wiped
She	cursed	herself.

For	the	ignorance
In	which	She
Caged	Herself.

They	won't	assist	You
Neither	in	trouble
Nor	in	trauma	or	in	coma

Unfortunately	they	stay
To	watch	You	suffer.
Then	why	do	You	buffer?

Bear	and	bent	with	the	burden
They	shower?
Move,	move	on.

Move,	shedding	the	burden.
Stretch	and	walk
Head	held	high.

Tattered,	Your	attire	maybe
But	You	behold	a	bettered	self
What's	the	need	of	that	rag?

Tear!	Tear!	Tear!
That	useless	bit	of	hag
And	expose	Your	suppressed	self.

Go	on	Girl,	don't	be	shy
Love	Yourself
Respect	Yourself	and
Embrace	Yourself.

Don't	be	de�ined,	de�ine	Yourself
Defy	the	impose,	pose	Your	self
Let	them	know,	You	can	ever	be	broken

Flexibility	when	exploited
Brands	with	tungsten
Know,	know	this	you	fools

Because,	enough	is	enough
Nothing	more	nothing	less
Nothing	more	nothing	less!!
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अरे पानी!

पानी के �लए

बेपानी �यो हो रहा?

जल रहा हाइ�ोजन जहाँ

�या नह�ं ऑ�सीजन वहा?ँ

�या उ�चत अनपात नह�ंु
या सयोग समानपात नह�?ंु ु

जल रहा समाज �य�

सम� है धआ ंधआ ं?ु ु

उ�सग� हाइ�ोजन से 

उ��ेरक ऑ�सीजन

कर ले संयोग

दो एक के अनपात म� ु
�मलकर बन जाओ �यारे

पानी समानपात म�।ु

पानी 

जलत ेको जडायेगाु
धधकत ेको बझायेगाु
आयतन को �यागकर 

बेआयतन आकार का 

सतल से बेतल 

भाप बन जायेगा।

 उ�सग � हाइ�ोजन का 

उ��ेरण ऑ�सीजन का 

आ�खर पानी बनकर ह� 

साथक�  हो पाएगा।।

(सारांश:यह एक �तीका�मक का�या�भ�यि�त है। इसम� पानी के संघटक त�व हाइ�ोजन एवं ऑ�सीजन के 

मा�यम से समाज के सम� �वकास एवं खशहाल� के �लए संघषश� ील समाज से�वय� को एकजट होकर जन-ु ु

क�याण काय � करने के �लए उ��े�रत करने का �यास �कया गया है।)

Radheshyam	Yadaw	
Jr	Hindi	Translator
RRSC-South,	Bangalore
NRSC,	ISRO
rshyam.ydv@gmail.com
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 र�ा �े� म� 

अ�दल कलाम, ु

देन बहत �दए ु
आपको सलाम।

 

 रॉकेट हो या 

�मसाइल का �डज़ाइन, 

�स��ध के बाद ह� 

आपको चनै  ।

 नवभारत के 

गांधी है आप,

��पणी के �े� म� 

बाप रे बाप ।

 �यारे नेता 

भारत के, 

सौदागर हमारे 

सपन� के।

 

 रामे�वरम से 

रैसीना �हल तक,

आपक� उ�न�त से 

सबको सबक। 

 सबको �यारे 

मेहनत म�त,�ू

सार� द�नया म� ु

फैल� है क��त � ।

 भाषण कला म� 

चतम�� त, ु

भरोसा बढाने म� 

कशा�म�त ।ु

�यारे नेता अ�दल कलामुNagaraj	Anant
Scientist	SE	(Electronics)
Satellite	Control	System	(SCC)
ISRO	ISTRAC	Peenya	
Bangalore	560058																			
nagarag_anatha@istrac.gov.in
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hen¨p XoÀ¯ knK-c-änsâ Ipän A{i-²-
ambn Xd-bn-te-s¡-dn-ªmWv A¶-bmÄ 
Ip¶n-d-§n-b-Xv.  F¯n-¸n-Sn-¡m³ H¶p-
anÃmsX ]mXn-sb-cn-ª-S-§pI F¶ 
hn[n-bnÂ, Ah-ti-jn¨ Xos¸m-cn-Ifpw 
Ah-km-\n-¸n-t¨-s\. At¸m-gmWv ]Sn-
ªmdv \n¶v Hcp hc� Imäv hoin-b-Xv.  
hnkva-cn-¡-s¸-S-ensâ Hmc¯p \n¶v Hcp 
Xos¸mcn sXm«-Sp¯ Icn-bn-e-¡q-«-¯n-
te¡v ]mdn hoW-Xpw. H«n-t¨-c-ense 
kpc-£n-X-Xz-¯nÂ \n¶pw ASÀ¶p-ho-g-
ense \nÊ-lm-b-X-bn-te¡v s]mSp-¶-s\ 
Iqdp-am-dnb hnIm-c-§-fpsS DÄ¨q-SnÂ 
apgp-h-\mbpw DW-§n-¡-gnª Hcn-e.  B 
Xos¸m-cnsb Xsâ Bßm-hn-te¡v Gsä-
Sp-¯p. I¯n-¯p-S-§nb B Icn-bn-e-
tbmSv tNÀ¶v InS¶v X§Ä¡n-S-bnse 
Htc-in-Jc _Ô-¯nsâ ]gb HmÀ½-
Isf Xmtem-en-¨p-sIm-�n-cp¶ asäm-¶v, 
Xo\m-f-§sf X¶n-te¡v ]IÀ¶p. \nan-
j§Ä¡-Iw, ]¨-¸nsâ kz]v\-§-fnÂ 
Dd-§n-¡n-S¶ Hcp Iq«w Icn-bn-e-Isf 
Aán-sb-cn-bn-¨p.

A[n-I-sam¶pw Db-c-an-Ãm¯ Hcp Ip¶m-
bn -cp¶p AXv. ]mXn-bn -se-t¸mtgm 
tXmÀ¶ CS-h-¸m-Xn -bpsS Zn\-§Ä 
sXm«v ag s]¿m³ ad¶ Hcn-Sw.  a®v ad-
bv¡p-thmfw CS-XqÀ¶v ]pÃp hfÀ¶p 
\n¶n-Sw. th\-ensâ Xo{h-X-bnÂ kzÀW-
\ n - d - a m ÀÖn¨  ] pÂs¡m - S n - IÄ 
X§Ä¡p th�n-¯-s¶-bpÅ NnX-sbm-
cp-¡-§-fn-em-bn-cp-¶p. thcp-I-fnÂ am{Xw 
Poh-\-h-ti-jn¨ ]pÂs¡m-Sn-I-fn-te¡v 
Xo ]SÀ¶p. AXn-Po-h-\-s¯bpw ]qÀW-
\m-i-¯bpw thÀXn-cn-¡p¶ AXnÀh-c-
¼p-IÄ ]e-bn-S-§-fnepw t`Zn-¡-s¸-«-Xn-
\m-em-h-Ww, {]Xn-tcm-[-¯nsâ kqN\ 
t]mepw \ÂImsX Ah I¯n-¯p-S-§n.  
\ne-\nÂ¸m-sW-¦nÂ, ac-W-am-sW-¦nÂ 
t]mepw, AsXmcp Iq«mb {]{In-b-bm-
sW¶ Xncn-¨-dn-hnÂ, ]pÂs¡m-Sn-I-fnÂ 
H¶nÂ \n¶v asäm-¶n-te¡v Xo\m-¼p-
IÄ ssIamäw sN¿-s¸-«p.

Ip¶n-d-§n-bmÂ ac-§Ä Xn§nb ImSm-
Wv. GXp th\-enepw DW-§m-¯, ]mXm-

Nikhil	Raj																																													
SC15D023																																																

Ph.D	(Avionics)
IIST																														

nikhilraj.eee@gmail.com	
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f-t¯mfw thcp-I-fpÅ h·-c-§-fpsS 
ImSv.  Ah-bpsS thcp-IÄ kv]Àin-¡m-
¯-bn-S-§-sfÃmw sNdp kky-§Ä Iog-
S-¡n-bn-cp-¶p.  \new, DXnÀ¶p hoW Ce-
IÄ sIm� v \nd-ªn-cp-¶p.  CXv hsc 
sNdp-¯p-\nÂ]p-I-fn-ÃmsX apt¶-dnb 
I¯n-¸-S-c-ep-IÄ¡v ap¶nÂ ImSv Xe-bp-
bÀ¯n Xs¶ \n¶p.  ]t£, At¸m-tg-
¡pw, Xos¸m-cn-bpsS {lkzm-bp-Ên-\pw, 
Icn-bn-e-IÄ Icnbpw htcbv¡pw am{Xw 
Ddªp XpÅp¶ Aán-IpW vU¯nsâ 
ka-c-k-s¸« kz]v\-§Ä¡p-a-¸p-d-t¯-
¡v, ImSns\ Zln -¸n -¡m³ am{Xw 
sIÂ¸pÅ Ft´m Bbn AXv ]cn-W-an-
¨n-cp-¶p. BZyw, sImgnª Ce-IÄ Iog-
S-¡-s¸-«p.  AhnsS \n¶p Ipän-s¨-Sn-I-fn-
te-¡v.  Ipän-s¨-Sn-I-fnÂ \n¶pw inJ-c-
§-fn-te-¡v.  NnÃ-I-fnÂ \n¶v NnÃ-I-fn-
te-¡v. ac-§-fnÂ \n¶v ac-§-fn-te-¡v.  
Ip¶n³ apI-fnÂ \n¶v t]mepw hnZq-c-
ambn tXm¶n-tb-¡m-hp¶ AI-e-§-fn-
te¡v sshImsX Im«pXo hym]n-¨p.  
Imäv hoin-s¡m�-n-cp-¶p. kqcy-\-kvX-an-
¨p.

* * * * * * * * * * * *  * * * * * * * *

Znh-k-§Ä¡p ap³]p�-mb Im«p-Xo-sb-
¡p-dn-¨pÅ Adn-hp-I-tfXpw CÃm-sX-
bmWv Rm\¶v Ah-sfbpw Iq«n B 
Ip¶n³Ncp-hn-te¡v t]mb-Xv.  AÀ²-N-
{µsâ Ac�shfn-¨-¯nepw Im«p-Xo-sb-
Sp¯ ImSnsâ tijn-¸p-IÄ hyà-ambn 
ImWm-am-bn-cp-¶p. ih-¸-d-¼ns\ HmÀ½n-
¸n-¨p-sIm� v \nÀÖo-h-ambn    
B iq\y-Xbv¡p km£n \nÂt¡ 
R§Ä Bßm-¡-fmÂ _Ôn-¡-s¸-«n-«n-
Ãm¯ Hä-i-co-c-§-fm-bn.  hÀj-§-tfmfw 
DÅn-te-änb Iuam-c-kz-]v\-§-sfÃmw 
\nÝ-e-am-bn. Noho-Sp-I-fpsS t]mepw Ic-

¨nÂ tIÄ¡m-\n-Ãm-bn-cp-¶p. GIm-´-X-
bp-sSbpw Hä-s¸-S-en-sâbpw AkvXn-Xz-
§-fnse A´cw HmÀan-¸n¨p sIm�v 
]c¶p InS¶ hnP-\-amb Zpc-´-`q-an-
bpsS h¡p-tNÀ¶v R§Ä \n¶p.  Hcp 
ag-¡m-e-¯n\v FÃmw amäm³ Ign-bpw 
F¶-hÄ ]d-bp-¶p�-m-bn-cp-¶p. DÅ-d-I-
sfÃmw Xpd-¶p-Im-«n-s¡m�- v , ImS-I-
¯nsâ \nKq-V-X-I-sfm-¶p-an-Ãm-sX, DZ-c-
¯nÂ Pohmw-i-§-tf-äm-sX, `oXn-X-amb 
cq]m-´-c-s¸-S-ensâ A´n-tam-ev]-¶am-
bn.  ImsS¶v hnfn-¡m-\m-h¯ hn[w apdn-
thä Cu ̀ q{]-tZ-i-¯ns\ IpfnÀ¸n-¡m³ 
C\n-bp-sa{X ag-s¸-bv¯p-IÄ th�n-h-
cpw. Ip¶nsâ D¶-Xn-bnÂ, Ipdnb In\m-
hp-I-fpsS hnaq-I-amb hnf-\n-e-¯nÂ 
R§Ä \ni_vZcmbn -cp -¶p. A¶v 
R§Ä kwkm-cn-¨-Xv, ]£n-I-sfbpw ag-
¯p-Ån-I-sfbpw Ipdn¨v am{X-am-bn-cp-¶p. 
cm¸m-Sn-tbbpw th\Âa-g-tbbpw Ipdn-¨-
h-fpw, Igp-I-·m-scbpw t]am-cn-I-sfbpw 
]än Rm\pw.

* * * * * * * * * * * *  * * * * * * * *

ag s]bvXp XpS-§n. Ip¶n³ap-I-fnÂ 
]ns¶bpw ]pÂ\m-¼p-IÄ apf-¨p.  Im«p-
Xo¡p tijw B {]tZ-i¯v {`jvSp-I-
Â]n¨ h\y-Po-hn-IÄ ]Xnsb ]Xnsb 
Xncn-¨p-h¶p XpS-§n.  BZyw h¶Xv  
am\p-I-fm-bn -cp -¶p. ]¨-¸p-Ãp -IÄ¡v 
]ns¶bpw hen¸w h¨-t¸mÄ am\p-
IÄs¡m¸w Im«p-t]m-¯n³ Iq«-§-sf-
¯n.  hgnsb IS-¶p-t]mb Hmtcm hml-
\-¯nsâ i_vZ-§-fn-te-¡pw, Xoäbv¡v 
XmXvIm-enI hn{iaw \ÂIn, Ah apJ-ap-
bÀ¯n.  i_vZ-§Ä tIÄ¡m-\m-hm-¯-
{Xbpw AI-e-§-fn-se¯n F¶p-d-¸m-b-
t¸mÄ am{Xw t\m«-§Ä a®n-te¡v 
Xs¶ aS-§n-t¸m-bn.  ag  ]ns¶bpw 
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s]bvXp. I¯n-sb-cnª ac-§Ä¡v 
Poh-³  h¨p.  ImSv ]ns¶bpw DWÀ¶p.  
`qX-Im-e-¯nsâ Nmc-§Ä Ah-ti-jn-
¸n¨ hf-¡q-dpÅ a®n-te¡v thcp-IÄ 
BÀ¯n-tbmsS Bgv¶n-d-§n.  Xo]n-Sp-
¯-¯n\p tijw ImSnsâ DÅ-d-I-fnÂ 
HXp-§n-¡q-Snb Im«m-\-IÄ ]ns¶bpw 
]pd-¯n-d-§n. hn¯p-IÄ¡v cq]-amäw 
h¶p.  Ahbv¡v thcp-IÄ apf-¨p.  Ce-
IÄ InfnÀ¯p. Ipän-s¨-Sn-IÂ ho�pw 
Xe-bp-bÀ¯n. ImS-I-§-fnÂ Dd-h-IÄ 
s]m«n. ac-¨n-Ã-I-fnÂ ]£n-IÄ IqsSm-cp-
¡n. Noho-Sp-IÄ i_vZn¨p XpS-§n.  Znh-
k-§Ä¡p-ÅnÂ Im«p-Xo-bpsS HmÀ½-
sb-t]mepw XpS¨p \o¡pw-hn[w ImSv 
hfÀ¶p s]m§n.

* * * * * * * * * * * *  * * * * * * * *

A¶s¯ agbv¡v ]ns¶bpw amk-
§Ä¡v tij-amWv Rm³ B Ip¶n³]p-
d-t¯¡v ho�pw t]mb-Xv.  cm{Xn-bm-bn-cp-
¶p. \nem-hp -�m -bn -cp -¶p. ss_¡v 
tdmUn\v Hmcw tNÀ¯p-\nÀ¯n, Ip¶n-
te¡v \S-¶p. Ip¶n-d-§n-bmÂ CS-Xn-
§nb ImSm-Wv. Ip¶nsâ Db-c-¯nÂ 
\n¶v ImSn-s\ t\m¡n. Hcp \nan-jw. Htc-
sbmcp \nanjw a\p-jy-k-l-P-amb FÃm 
t]Sn-I-tfbpw Dt]-£n¨v ImSn-d-§m-
\pÅ tXm¶-ep�-m-bn. Hmtcm AXn-Po-h-
\-¯nsâ Ncn-{X-hpw, th«-\-J-§-fpsS 
thK-X-bn-tem, tXä-¸-Ãnsâ aqÀ¨-bn-tem, 
Hä-s¡m-¼sâ Ime-Sn-I-fntem h¨v, GXp 
\nan-jhpw Xncp-¯n-sb-gp-X-s¸-t«-¡m-
hp¶ BI-kvan-I-X-I-fpsS ImSv.  t]Sn-
bp-sS, t]mcm-«-¯n-sâ, ]em-b-\-¯nsâ 
\nan-j-§-fnÂ, A{Un-\m-en³ Iog-S-¡nb 
cà-hy q -l -¯nsâ NSp -e -X -b nÂ, 
DWÀ¶n-cn-¸p�-nt¸mgpw F¶ sXfn-¨-
apÅ bmYmÀ°y-¯nÂ am{Xw hniz-kn- 

¡m³, Hcp \mK-cnI a\p-jy-\mbn Pohn-
¡pI F¶ al-¯mb aSp-¸nÂ \n¶v 
tamN\w t\Sm³… CÃ. Nne tXm¶-ep-
IÄ Xnc-kvI-cn-¡-s¸-Sm-\p-Å-Xm-Wv..  
ss_¡v Xncn-¨p.  shfn¨w hgn-Im-«n-bm-
bn.

Ub-dn-bnÂ At¶ Znh-ks¯ A\p-`-h-
¡p-dn-¸p-I-fpsS ajn ]c-¶p.  hnIm-c-
§Ä hm¡p-I-fm-bn.  izmk-tIm-i-
¯nsâ `n¯n-IÄ \nt¡m-«n³ IeÀ¶ 
hmX-I-¯nsâ el-cn-bnÂ A`bw tXSn.  
I®p-IÄ CS-bv¡nsS em]vtSm-¸nsâ 
{Xkn-¸n-¡p¶ shfn-¨-¯n-te¡v sX¶n 
\o§n.  ]pd¯p ag s]bvXp XpS-§n.  
Nph-cn-t\mSv tNÀ¶v InS¶v CS-h-¸m-Xn-
bpsS XWp¸pw Xtem-Sepw A\p-`-hn¨ 
]gb cm{Xn-I-fn-te¡v Nn´-IÄ aS-§n-
t¸m-bn.  HmÀ½-Isf kzX-{´-cm-t¡�--   
Xp�- v . tai-¸p -d¯p Ah-km -\s¯ 
Ipd¨p t]Pp-IÄ am{Xw hmbn-¡m³ 
tijn¨ \ne-bnÂ 'tam_n-Un¡v' InS-¡p-
¶p-�m-bn-cp-¶p. ]pkvXIw I¿n-se-Sp-
¯p. Rm³ I¸Â XIÀ¶ \mhn-I-\m-bn. 
Hgp-In-s¡m-�n-cp¶ ac-¯-Sn-bnÂ AÅn-
¸n-Sn-¨n-cp-¶p- sIm�v Ckvta-bÂ, \ni-
_vZ-amb kap-{Z-¯n-\p-a-¸p-ds¯ AtKm-
N-c-amb N{I-hm-fs¯ t\m¡n.  Ccp«v 
kap-{Z-¯n-s\-¡mÄ I\-¯nÂ ]c¶p 
InS-¶n-cp-¶p. AI-e-sb-hn-sS-tbm, DS-en-
ep-S-\ofw Nm«p-fn-bpsS ]mSp-I-fp-am-bn, 
tam_n-Un¡v F¶ ̀ oam-Im-c-\mb shÅ-
¯n-anw-K-ew. I¸ÂtO-Z-§Ä¡n-S-bn-
eqsS \o´n-s¡m-�n-cp-¶p.
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tNm¡p-ap-dn-bpsS NpänI sIm   p s{]m^-

kÀ KWn-X-¯nsâ ssI¸-¯n-bnÂ Ah-

km-\s¯ BWnbpw ASn -¨p -I-b-än.  

kwibw Xocm-sX, Ahsâ Fgp-¶ hmcn-

sb-Ãp-IÄ¡n-S-bnÂ ho�p-a-bmÄ tNmZy-

¨n-Ó-§-fpsS aqÀ¨ sIm�p Ip¯n-t\m-

¡n. {]]-©-t¯mfw hep-Xmb Bi-b-§-

fp-a-S¡n Ah³ »m¡v t_mÀUnÂ Xq§n-

¡n-S-¶p.  Ahs\ a\-Ên-em-hm¯ injy-

·mÀ Ah-\p-th�n kvXpXn ]mSn ¢mÊvap-

dn-I-fnÂ \n¶pw ]em-b\w sNbv-Xp. Hä-

bv¡v, BIm-i-¯nsâ A\-´-X-tbbpw 

t\m¡n hmcm-´-¯nÂ Bsfm-gnª 

¢mÊvap-dn-bnÂ Ah³ acn-¨p. aq¶mw \mÄ 

KWn-X-¯nÂ \n¶p KWnXw DbnÀs¯-

Wo - ä p .  Cubmw -] m - ä -I - sf - t¸mse 

»m¡vt_mÀUnsâ \nim-a-WvU-e-¯nÂ 

A¡-§Ä \jvS-s¸-«v, Bßm-hn-ÃmsX 

Ah³ \qdm-bncw {Ko¡v A£-c-§-fmbn 

]d¶p \S-¶p.  Hcp cm{Xn am{Xw Ah-ti-

jn¨ Bbp-Êp-ambn IqSn-¸-d¶pw X½n-

eSn¨pw AhÀ »m¡vt_mÀUnÂ¯s¶ 

hoWp ]nSªp N¯p.

s{]m^-k-dpsS ssIap-{Z-I-fnÂ \n¶p ]d-

¶bÀ¶ \cn-¨o-dp-IÄ                A£-

c-§-sf-sbÃmw hngp-§nbpw hnkÀÖn¨pw 

]pXnb eb-hn-\ym-k-§Ä XoÀ¡p-I-bm-

Wv. Hmtcm hn\ym-khpw Hmtcm kn²m-

´s¯ {]k-hn-¡p-¶p.  A§-s\, A£-c-

§-fpsS k¦-e-\-¯n-eqsS {Zhyhpw 

DuÀÖhpw H¶m-sW¶v sXfn -bn¨v 

AbmÄ Po\n-b-Êmbn amdn. H¡¯p 

Ipª-£-c -§sf Npa -¶p -\nÂ¡p¶ 

henb A£-c-§Ä sIm�v Ah³ s]mXp 

Bt]-£n-I-X-bpsS cmin-N{Iw hc-¨p.  

AXnÂ \n¶pw a\-Ên-em-b, Xsâ Xe-t¨m-

dn-\-¸p-d-¯pÅ {]]-©-hn-Xm-\-s¯-¸än 

Ah\v tLmc-tLmcw {]kw-Kn-¨p. ]c-am-

Wp-hns\ XÃn-bp-S-¨v, kn²m-´-§sf hne-

t]in Ah³ [\n-I-\m-bn. Häp-Im-in-

s\m¸w Xosd-gp-Xn-¡n-«nb ivaim-\-`q-an-

bnÂ ac-§Â apdn¨pw ae-IÄ \nc-¯nbpw 

Ah³ tIm¬{Ioäv IqSm-c-§Ä ]Wn-Xp.  

AhnsS Ipªp-Ipªp apdn-I-fnse Icn-

¼-e-II-f- nÂ Ah³ ho�pw A¡-§-fn-

Ãm¯ KWn-X-¯nsâ AÄ¯m-c-IÄ ]Wn-
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Xp-h-¨p, AXn\p ap¶nÂ \n¶p kn²m-´-

§sf {]k-hn-¸n-¨p. F¶n«v Ah-sbm¶pw 

]d-¶p-t]m-ImsX hmXm-b-\-§Ä NnÃn-«-S-

¨p.  A§-s\, {]]-©-a-{Xbpw X\n-¡p-th-         

�n-bmWp \ne-\nÂ¡p-¶-sX-¶pÅ [mc-

W-bnÂ AbmÄ AXn-Po-h-\-¯nsâ 

km¦Â¸nI hebw apdn¨p IS-¡m³ XpS-

§p-I-bm-Wv…

s]s«¶v, a\p-jysâ k¦oÀ®-amb \mUo-

hyq-l-§-fpsS Iq«nÂ¡n-S¶v KWn-X-

¯nsâ C¯n-cn-t¸m¶ Ipªp-§Ä \ne-

hn-fn-¨p.  AXp-tI-«v, ]cn-Wm-a-¯nsâ DÅ-

d-I-fnÂ, ]s�t§m a¬a-dª A¡-§-

fpsS AØn-am-S-§-fnÂ Bth-in-¨n-cp¶ 

KWn-X-¯nsâ Pohm-ßm-shmcp DuÀ²z³ 

hen-¨p. B izmk-th-K-¯nÂ \n¶p 

s]m«n-¸p-d-s¸« an¶Â¸n-W-cp-IÄ s{]m^-

k-dpsS \mUo-tIm-i-§sf Ii-¡n-sb-dn-

ªp. »m¡vt_mÀUnse BÂ^bpw 

_oäbpw Kmabpw Ah-cpsS hÅn-¸-SÀ¸p-

I -fpsS \qdm -bncw ssIIÄsIm�p 

s{]m^-ksd hcn-ªp-sI-«n. AbmÄ 

k r j v S n ¨  h n j - h m - X - I - § Ä 

tIm¬k³t{S -j³ Iym¼p -I - f nÂ 

\ndªp. AXnte¡ v-�\mknIÄ�XÅnhn«�
c�p� �e£w�Ipªp§-fpsS�Bßm¡Ä�
hnj¸pI� \ndª� -izmk-\m-f-¯nsâ 

hn§-ep-ambn, atätXm Iym¼nÂ InS¶p 

]nS-bp¶ A½-sb-t¯Sn Icªpw Npa-

¨pw-sIm�v Abm-fpsS ap¶nÂ¡n-S¶p 

]nS-ªp. {]mW³ hnSpw-ap³]v Phm³amÀ 

Nqf-bn-te¡p XÅn-bn« ico-c¯nÂ \n¶v 

Bfp¶ Xobp-ambn AØn-am-{X-amb PqX-

·mÀ Ahsâ ap¶nÂ hoWp Icn-ªp.  

Abm-fpsS ssI¸n-Sn-bnÂ \n¶p IpX-dn-

tbm-Snb ka-hm-Iy-§Ä Øe-Im-e-§-

fpsS AssZz-X-¯nÂ \n¶pw DuÀÖ, 

{Zhy-§-fpsS ]q¡Ä¡p ]Icw AWp-hn-

kvt^m-S-\-§Ä XoÀ¯p. AXv Ahsâ 

IpSn-ep-I-fnepw InS-¸-d-I-fnepw Aán-]p-

jv]-§Ä hnX-dn.  AXnsâ hnIn-c-W-§Ä 

sIm� v Ah³ kz´w P\p-Ênsâ P\n-X-

I-t{i-Wn-bpsS ]Sn-IÄ XoÀ¯p.

\ne-\n-Â¸nsâ {]Xy-b-imkv{Xw hfsc 

efn-X-amWv; AXns\ ]cn-Wmaw F¶p 

hnfn-¡p-¶p. {]Ir-Xn-bpsS tkmjy-en-k-

¯nÂ ià-·mÀ am{Xw sXc-sª-Sp-¡-

s¸-Sp-¶p, AhÀ am{Xw \ne-\nÂ¡p-Ibpw 

sN¿p-¶p. AXp a\-Ên-em-bn-¯p-S-§n-b-

t¸m-tg¡pw s{]m^-k-dpsS ka-hm-Iy-§Ä 

»m¡v t_mÀUnÂ \n¶pw c£-s¸-«n-cp-

¶p.  Ah _p²n-am-·m-cpsS Xe-t¨m-dp-I-

fnÂ hym]n¨p s]cp-In-s¡m-�n-cn-¡p¶p.  

Xsâ ka-hm-Iy-§-fpsS Bsfm-gnª ih-

¸-d¼p I� v BZy-ambn s{]m^-k-dp-sS-bp-

ÅnÂ t\cnb Hcp Ipä-t_m[w XfnÀ¯p.  

kXy-k-Ô-cmb A¡-§-fpsS t\c-dn-hp-I-

sf-¡mÄ, AÀ°-a-dn-bm¯ A£-c-¡q-«-

§-fn-eqsS Adn-hnsâ AXn-cp-IÄ IS-¶p-

t]m-b-tXmÀ¯v AbmÄ ]Ým-¯-]n-¨p.  

amä-¯nsâ apÄ¸-SÀ¸p-I-fnÂ InS¶p 

tNmc s]mSnªv Btcm-sS-¶n-ÃmsX 

AbmÄ Ip¼-km-cn-¡p-t¼mÄ AXp-tI«v 

AXp-hgn ]d-¶p-t]mb Xn¯n-cn-¸-£n-IÄ 

Ifn-bm¡n¨ncn¨p. A\p-I-¼bpw {]W-

bhpw shdpw P\n-X-I-{km-h-§-fpsS 

]mÀiz- ^-e-am-sW¶p Is�-¯n-bXv 

AbmÄ Xs¶-bm-Wv. A½ Ipªn-t\bpw 

BWp s]®n-t\bpw kvt\ln-¡p-¶-Xnsâ 

cmk ka -hmIyw Is�¯n-b -Xn\p 

AbmÄ¡v AhmÀUp In«n-bn-«p�-v. ape-¸m-

ensâ \nÀ½-e-amb a[p-cn-a-bnÂ CuUn-

¸kv tImw¹-Ivknsâ hnjw tNÀ¯Xpw 

Abm-fm-Wv. Hcp P\p-Ênsâ ]cn-Wmaw 

I�v  Hcn -¡epw A\p-X-]n -¨p -IqSm… 

kt´mjhpw A\p-Xm-]hpsams¡ ico-c-

¯nsâ shdpw cmk-amäw am{Xw!
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]cn-Wm-a-¯n-s\mcp kzbw ip²o-I-cW 

{]{In-b-bpI�vv. kwkvIm-c-§Ä ]Sp-¯p-

bÀ¯nb henb tIm«-Isf AXv Hscmä 

\nan-jw-sImI�p \mam-h-ti-j-am-¡p-¶p.  

AhnsS  ]pXn-b-sXm¶p sI«n-¸-Sp-¡p-¶p.  

Ncn{Xw Xs¶ ]cn-Wm-a-¯nsâ ka-c-

¯nse AXn-Po-h-\-¯nsâ IY-Ifpw 

AXn-tesd sI«-I-Y-I-fp-am-Wv.  AXn-e-

h³ kuI-cy -]qÀÆw ssZh-s¯bpw 

km¯m-s\bpw \·-sbbpw Xn·-sbbpw 

\nÀÆ-Nn-¡p-¶p.  \nÀÆ-N-\-§Ä Ime-{I-

taW kn²m-´-§fmbn. -kn²m-´-§Ä- 

\ne\nÂ¸n-\pth�n - X½n-eSn-¨p. B 

kac¯n-Â hn-Pbn¨ kn²m-´-§-fpsS 

hmPo-I-c-W-¯nÂs¸«p a\p-jysâ a\-Ên-

f -In, X]-Ên-f -In. kz´w kn²m-´-

§Äs¡m¸w apt¶-dm-\m-hm-sX, XIÀ¶p 

InS-¡p¶ P\n-X-I-t{i-Wn-bpsS ]Sn-I-

fnÂ a\p-jy³ \nÊ-lm-b-\mbn Xq§n-¡n-

S-¡p-¶p.  A¡-§-fn-Ãm¯ Ahsâ KWn-

Xm -£-c -§ -f nÂ \n¶pw ssZhhpw 

km¯m\pw hän-t¸m-bn.

A¶v AbmÄ BZy-ambn ]cn-Wm-a-¯nsâ 

{]]-©-k-Xy-a-dn-ªp þ Xm\p-I�m-¡nb 

kn²m-´-§Ä t]mepw Xsâ ]cn-Wm-a-

¯n\p th�n kzbw Dcp-¯n-cn-ª-Xm-Wv.  

Xm³ a\p-jy-hÀ¤-¯nsâ ]cn-Wm-a-¯n\p 

th�n _en-bm-Sm-b, B A\n-hm-cy-X-

bnse Hcp I®n am{Xw. A\n-hm-cy-amb 

]cn-Wm-a-amWv {]]-©-¯nse Htc-sbmcp 

kXyw.

alm-k-am-[n-bpsS aplqÀ¯-¯n\p sXm«p-

ap³]v Abm-fpsS ap¶nÂ KWnXw ho   pw 

BhnÀ`-hn-¨p.  s{]m^-k-dpsS Ah-km\ 

\nan-j-§sf Icp-W-tbmsS  t\m¡n-s¡m     

�p  KWnXw  ]dªp :  kmc - a n - Ã , 

CsXm¶pw \½psS Xocp-am-\-§-f-Ã. ]cn-

Wm-a-¯nsâ NXp-cw-K-¡-f-¯nse Idp¸pw 

shfp¸pw Imem-fp-I-fmWp \obpw Rm\pw. 

ià -·msc  kwc -£n -¡ p -I -b mW v 

\nsâbpw Fsâbpw Npa-X-e.  km[m-cW 

KXn-bnÂ t\sc t\sc ]S-sh-«p-t¼mÄ 

tImtWmSp tImWv. AXmWv \ap-¡pÅ 

Htc-sbmcp \nb-aw. AXn-\-¸p-d-ap-Å-

sXm¶pw ImWm-sX, Adn-bmsX, \½sf 

I¬]« sIm�p aqSn-bn-cn-¡p-¶p.  \nsâ 

ka -hm -I y -§ - f mb n  Rm³ »m¡ v 

t_mÀUnÂ ]nd¶p hoWXpw ]cn-Wm-a-

¯nsâ IÂ¸\ sIm�p Xs¶-bm-Wv.  

Adn-hp-I-fpsS hnkvt^m-S\w sIm�mbn 

cn-¡pw a\p-jycminbnbpsS Ahkm-\w. 

\o sXm-Sp¯phn« KWnXm£-c-§-sf-Ãmw 

\qdp \qdm-bncw Adn-hp-IÄ \n\¡v 

XncnsI sIm�p-X-¶p.  Adn-hp-IÄ \nsâ 

Npäpw hf-ªp.  ]t£, A`n-a-\yp-hn-s\-

t¸m-se, B ]ß-hyq-l-¯nÂ \n¶v 

F§s\ ]pd¯p IS-¡-W-sa¶v ]cn-

Wmaw \ns¶bpw ]Tn-¸n-¨n-Ã. AXp ]Tn-¸n-

¨n-cp-s¶-¦nÂ \o ]cn-Wm-as¯ AXn-Po-

hn-t¨-s\ Ahn-sS-bmWv IY-bpsS hgn-¯n-

cn-hv.

Xsâ Ah-Xmc e£yw ]qÀ¯n-bm-b-X-dn-

ªv, s{]m^-kÀ \nÀhr-Xn-tbmsS I®p-I-

f-S-¨p.
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