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The Bodo people who migrated from China
is one of the largest tribes in the north-east
region of India. Recognised as Palin Tribe in
the Sixth Schedule of the Indian Constitution,
they mainly live in the district of Udalguri,
Chirang, Baksa, Sonitpur, Goalpara, Dhemaji,
Lakhimpur, Darrang, Bongaigaon and
Kokrajhar. Culturally very rich, they demon-
strate a spirit of religiosity, unity and unique-
ness. Bathou is their main festival where they
commemorate their forefather through the cer-
emony called 'obonglaoree' by the symbolic
worshipping of the Shijoue plant (Euphoria
genns). This ritual is believed to have based on
five moral and spiritual messages– namely holy
realisation, holy practices, love, truth and ha-
tred. Another important aspect of bodo culture
is their traditional dance called 'Bagurumba',
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which is performed by the
women folk in their traditional
dress dokhna and aronai and
is accompanied by musical in-
struments like 'Kham' (a long
drum made of wood and goat
skin or other animal skins),
'Sifung' (flute made of bam-
boo), 'Jota' (made of wood or
animal skins), 'gongwna' and
'tharkha' (a piece of spilt bam-
boo). As far as the dressing
habit is concerned, they
imphasise on spectacularly
beautiful dressess. The women
folk wear dokhna or dokhona
which is made of varied
colours and 'agor' (flowers) on
the special occassions. How-
ever, there are variants of this
traditional women attire.
Those without flowers on it
are named after 'Salamatha' or
'matha'; Dokhna Thaosi (pure
dokhna), on the otherhand, is
used on the specific occassion
of marriage as bridal gar-
ments. Menfolk, unilike the
rich varieties of women, wear
simple 'Gamocha' to cover the
body from waist down to
knee. Another important com-
ponent of Bodo's traditional
dress is 'aronai', which be-
comes, in the course of time,
a symbol of love, respect
among them, is inveterately
related to the culure and iden-
tity of the tribe.

There is also rich varieties
in the food habits of the tribe
too. Apart from Oma (pork).

Which is a significant com-
ponent of their foods,
'Napham' is a unique dish in
Bodo cuisine. It is a mixture
of a grinded smoked fish, spe-
cific leafy vegetables and
spicy powder, kept within a
sealed bamboo cylinder for
days or months, which can be
served, afterwards, as differ-
ent food items. 'Onla', another
food item, is a gravy made
from rice powder and slices
of bamboo shoots coocked
lightly with kharduri and
spices, chicken or pork can be
added if wanted. 'Zumai', on
the otherhand, is a rice-wine
produced mainly during festi-
vals like 'bwisagu' and
'domasi'. Zumai can be of two
types– gishi (wet) and gwran
(dry). 'Narzi' is an another
food item, a bitter gravy, pro-
duced largely from dried jute
leaves. Another unique dish
favourite among the bodo tribe
is made from pork and fresh
water fish cooked together,
which is known for its distinct
flabour and taste.

The Bodo tribe is socially,
politically and culturally very
conscious group of people.
This awareness manifested for
the first time when they
formed 'Boro Thunlai Afat', a
literary organisation, in 1952
to revive the Boro language
and culture. Similarly, The
Plain Tribal Council of Assam
(PTCA), a political party, was

formed in 1967 to work for
the cause of that tribe. The
emergence of 'All Boro stu-
dents' Union' in the same year
was another significant non-
political events in the Boro
society. Parallel to all this
activities, a group of educated
Bodo leaders spearheaded a
movement demanding sepa-
rate union territory called
'Udhayachal', though this aim
could not be fullfilled due to
the Govts. decision to form a
separate political administra-
tion for the tribal people
(plain) of Assam. However, in
the 1980s the movement sur-
faced again under the leader-
ship of Upendra Nath Brahma,
now regarded as the father of
the Bodo people, which gave
way to the formation of
'Bodoland Autonomous Coun-
cil' in 1993. However, the
movement did not stop there,
it became more intensified in
the course of time and, subse-
quently, they could achieve
'Bodoland Territorial Council'
in 2003.

The Bodo Tribe is one of
the significant ethnic commu-
nity of Assam, who is proud
of their own culture inspite of
the fact that they are demand-
ing separate state, they dem-
onstrate a spirit of friendliness
and recipocacity, for which
they could assimilate success-
fully with the other ethnic
tribes.
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The Sky
Dipankar Rabha
B.Sc 6th Semester
Department of Zoology

It is the sky where lies endlessly
The limit of infinite dreams
A fellow who tries to reach the sky
Can imagine the broadness
of him, who creates the objects, cratures,
And the vast place;
Behind known as atmosphere, universe,
He, who rules the sky
Becomes the master; the nature,
It is the sky where nature lies.
Omniscient, Omnipresent and Omnipotent.

Time
Nabanita Khakhlary
B.A. 2nd Semester
Department of English

Time has a wing
Which always swings
It does never lie
It always flies
It is hard to maintain its race
Though we all have to attain its pace.
It is so fast
And never long last
Nobody can catch
Once it has gone
You never get ahead of it
If it is lost

Therefore never let the chance go
For what has come once
May not appear twice.

Nature : The
Happiness of Life
Neha Gupta
B.Sc 6th Semester

Happiness is from nature
Love is from family
Pain is from enemy
Suffering is from disease
But darkness is from mind,
Good thinking is from heart
Good work is done by hand
Walking together is by feet,
All I sea is the environment
green.

Keeping green, recycling
Destroys the bad evils.
Go a green environment
Nature gives us everything
Oxygen, food, water, clothes.
Recycle, Recycle.....
Keep the nature green.

P O E M
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One in Million
Joshbina Sunduk
B.A. 6th Semester
Department of English

A smile took my gaze and I grinned,
Something wonderful came from within,
Emanated from both of us.
This feeling couldn't be ascertained,
To a fairy tale dream,
The greatest feeling ever I conceived....
I love the way you talk to me
In your own little way;
Without hiding any secret mysteries behind,
You show me all your days.
As each day passed I felt so empty and alone,
You touched my heart that I thought was hard as stone.
Your words become so appealing,
One couldn't help me catching that feeling.
A prince like you was all I wanted and waited for,
To make me happier and remove my grieves forever.
My feeling couldn't be denied,
In your arms, I want to reside.
I haven't felt this way in a while,
All I can do is walk around with a smile.
You make me happy with each passing day,
I hope this never ends to end the gaiety of my life.
You're my first pick and that's so true!
I know you have been through a lot in life,
And now I am here to relieve your strife.
I promise to always be there for you,
Your heart is what I wanna repair.
Although our worlds are diverse,
Our personalities will never divert,
The list of diversity in never ending,
We don't care, our love is transcending.
I wish our hopes and expectation be true;
To discover the mysteries of life through and through,
Hand in hand we will walk,
To show the world we are full of life.
Like the millions of star twinkling the sky at night,
I have chosen you to be mine,
To twinkle in me all throughout your life,
I have found you one in million.....

True Friends
Mridusmita Rabha
B.A 3rd Semester
Department of English

They are not who give you momentary
happiness,

They are not whom you meet at every
step of life,

They are not who boast about themselves,
They are not who leave you midway,
They are not who lead you astray,
Cause they are pearls,
Hard to Find.....

They are the ones in whom you can
put your trust....
To help you out, they are the First.
They never let you down
In the depest of oceans,
They are always with you,
Even in scary dungeons.
With a sparkle in their eyes,
They are there to make you realise
That they are rare to be found,
Cause they are a few
True Friends in life,
You don't get new ones every day.

P O E M
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Maa my DEAR
Ranjita Rai
B.A. 2nd Semester
Department of English

Oh! Maa my Dear
You are soo sweet
when you sing me to sleep
I always admire your voice
Melodies like a birds tweet.

How I wonder what would I be?
If your shadow were not upon me
Alone wonderer in a sea, I would be
Lost, with no direction to lead me.

Oh! Maa my Dear
You are my friend soo Dear
I never worried or ever feared
And I never ever shed my tears
Because, throughout my life.
You were always near.

I really want sort my heart out loud
You are beautiful inside and out
Your heart is full of kindness
And there is no room for selfishness.

Oh! Maa my Dear
You are my hero; my idol's trace
I can see you suffering and pain
But I am astonished to see.
Always a beautiful smile on your face.
That smile had taught me much in life
Whenever a difficult situation I face,
I always remember your smiling face
It ease my problems
And makes me brave.

Oh! Maa my Dear
You are a perfect example of
A mother, friend, teacher and a wife,
With a true heart I pray to God
To send you as my mother for eternal life.

In Search of
That Reason
Smrita Rabha
6th Semester, English Department

Like the mysterious Blue sky,
Was the first day of College Life
As we met in person;
We knew we were here for a reason.
As days prolonged,
Our Bonds grew deep and strong.
Spending days together,
In search of that reason.
We were clueless,
Yet staying united.
We felt our friendship at it's best,
With few hurdles crossed;
And many more to come.
Let's face it together one by one.
In search of that reason,
We will stroll!
The moment we find it,
Our destines will be marked,
Even after the end of mankind;
Our Bonds will never die,
Like the never ending time,
In seach of that reason!!

P O E M
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S H O R T   S T O R Y

Part-I

What are they actually doing? It's almost midnight and only old people
used to be awake and do fun with their hobbies. Or usually the sick people
or the paralysed people; they sleep all the while when unsick and unparalyzed
people serve them and all the rest of the time when normal people sleep
because of exhausting days, they make dreams and paints our lives and the
activities that we chase.

And in this full moon time, flashing in the sky, a group of retired old but
still meanting to serve the people; this sixty-plus aged army officer gets
together with their suitable discipline they have always ran for. There hob-
bies are usually walking, fishing, grazing domestic animals, pressing clothes,
listening to radio and finding out faults in ninety-nine percent of completed
domestic tasks even if it was completed and cleared by his dearest wife or

UUUUUnpickednpickednpickednpickednpicked
BlameBlameBlameBlameBlame

Errors
Everywhere
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rest of the people. And they gathered around a
nearby lake, on the edge of it was benches that
were posted deep inside the ground and nearby
is a small ground that is perfect for a volley-ball
game. But usually they don't play it at this time
and nearby it, there is a house built by the col-
lected money from all these army officers. It
has T.V connected to a dish antinna, carrom
boards, plastic chairs, badminton racquets, balls,
nets, fishing equipments, ropes, nester  pot made
out of clay, like 3 altogether. But this time is not
at all engaged with the items mentioned there;
They just gather around there to discuss local to
international issue. Everyone has 4G phones, so
everybody has an access to internet and they are
like the ones who is very aware of the time now
and always stays ahead from the common people,
just like the bureaucrates of a village.

There, they saw a car, that made the sur-
rounding around it more glowing with its shots
in the atmosphere by playing with it. As they
witnessed it, they started an investigation pro-
cess but in a friendly manner, if there was some-
one to ask for help or anything. But nothing
was like, what they have imagined and wanted;
instead it was empty, locked, ofcourse, with a
key. Now, they got to be curious and  has begun
forward to find something, they tried for a bomb.
But it gave them nothing; for being around with
it, in this lonely night.

Only after so much time waiting, so that these
old people go away from the car and couldnot
helped himself to make them changed their mind
and take off from the car, he himself had to
come out and ask them to excuse him . They
didn't stop staring, and then enquiring about his
stay in the sal  forest for hours, which is totally
unappropriate.

The tells that he went because his sister was
hard and had to accompany her for her suffer-
ings to let off his sister's shit. Then the men
said. ''The line you have just moved your mouth
Mr. Sister Lowers is not matching with the situ-

ation you are in.'' ''And  we the lower of peace
everywhere in the earth, need to know, what
were you middle– aged man, must be younger,
a little than 'Salman Khan' could be doing in-
side the Sal Forest, which is going to be soon a
part of government's area and is now actually
restricted area'', even they don't allow local mates
to triespassed in, so, they wanted a better
explaination, if he was ready to share his story.
But he wanted his sister to get inside the car, for
safety, And they allowed and asked why? And
he tells because of her 'stomach time' driving
them to go inside the forest like hiding and
helping in the 'Swasch Bharat Abhiyaan'. So he
asked if they could go now. And they tell him
that the story isn't matching with the sitaution
hasn't  or may not seen them, from the time they
have been watching the car for it has taken some
twenty-six minutes and two hours– from the
time, they first got the sight of their car.  And as
the local people, it is better if he can clear his
story that must be very interesting with them;
rather than leaving that to the police. And they
didn't let him go and showed that they might be
old men but still they are muscular with brain,
that is still working great and they will take him
and his sister to their village and there he can
clear his crazy story infront of the local people
and them, they can leave the village in their car.

Everybody joined them to settle this little is-
sue. And Mr. Dhonon started telling the inci-
dent that he and his company were together like
always, that might when they came across these
brother and sister. The sister was having diar-
rhea, as said by her brother. So, they trespassed
inside the Sal forest which is an unappropriate
act they have done, and stayed there for almost
two hours witnessed sister were inside. So be-
ing the chief member, Mr. Dhonon being there
witnessing, asked the man to explain his case in
front of the villagers. The man said that he has
told him back there and he can tell it again but
the answer will be the same that he was helping
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his sister to overcome her fear. The man asked,
what was the help then, and he answered, that
his sister was scared of the darkness and the
huge trees made her, more kind of supernatural
elements resting; so, she asked him, if he will
be in a close distance from where, she will keep
talking and he will also do randomly; which
will not bring that supernatural and scary feel-
ings. And how many menutes were you together
inside then, for which he said that this part would
be better answered by his sister and she said
one hour. He said so this is all, he had and
wanted to be highlighted. Now his works were
all done, so it was his time to give the final time
to the supporters if they have better reasons or
wanted to ask questions or to prove something.
And as he expected, a lady of fifty-plus aged,
rose slowly and said that either one of them was
lying because not in her entire life, she had ever
found herself in that condition. And it is too
true to believe their version of the story. And
therefore, their act of lying came to the focus
and rest of the women were tossing 'Yes' in the
air agreeing to the lady and proving the sister
wrong. Another reason provider was also not
supporting the brother and sister protocol but
decently spoke out in a forward tone, that they
don't have to hide their last nights action rather
they should just say that they were managing
some love in that lovely place! And he was so
sure that he even mentioned that his own story
comprises this chapter at a young age and told
him to confess but the brother didn't listen to
him.

The old officers were very  optimistic for
which they have found always,  a thing to be
later proud of. The minutes checked on the car,
to find something objectionable, made them
restless and pressurized.Their heritage one also
rejecting they have came too far for a can never
passion. After a short interval, the retired army
officers took the man's phone and called its most
dialled number and it was none other than his

wife. They had conversation in a most friendly
manner and asked her, if she could come about,
in a place and find him in a condition that can't
be explained in words and only be understood
by being there in person, herself.

And his wife arrives to the place just incase,
her husband gets saved from the shame that he
was going to gain and she couldn't help herself.
Its a natural emotion, a woman becomes so un-
selfish in her love towards her dearest person in
life that she can lie like not even knowing about
manners or morals in this big world.

She finally saw her husband and the rest of
the people inside, were gossiping about the trio.
Her husband was sitting comfortably in a bulg-
ing quilted seat she saw later, twening the other
side, it was her cousin and she couldn't help
herself lowering the flame. She didn't want any
explaination and felt like leaving that place, at
once, somewhere, away from these people,
somewhere a peaceful place and never turning
back. But her daughter was at home and will be
alone if she does not show back. So, she de-
cided to free them and told herself if she can
help herself now. Life afterwards became hard
for her. But she pretended to be happy as if not
caring to all that happened for the sake of
husband's happiness. She can't help herself now,
she felt as if she was carrying the heaviest the
bags on her back and acted like a machine. She
asked her cousin to go away from her family, if
she wanted to still hold the bond of sisterhood
.

Part-II
Leaving his wife and daughter, he heads for

the Bihu Nite at Jowab, as Nahid, Indian Idol
Junior first runner-up is going to perform her
melodey along with the Bhrigu Kashyap. His
wife asked her husband to take them with him
and wanted to spent just little time there but he
wasn't even nodding or uttering a word  have
passed poorly bringing more distance between
each other. She thought, the birth of Nisthi would
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save some happiness to substitute the tragic
incident that shocked their pink and yellow
world. She knew, somewhere in her heart that,
the colourless world is not because of the loss
of their two sons neither is due to Nisthi's birth.
But she only cope to the fact with all these space
and insecurities, is because of her choice and
now she is not being able to handle her family.
If she could, everything would have been fine.
And somewhere, sometime, her logical thinking
gets charged and she gets optimisti to such an
extent that she even gets of to like nobody's
mistake, they are suffering from but it is a simple
distant husband and wife relation. And it is just
the time that they are brought up to; with the
passing of time, their emotion and sentiments to
each  other will also bloom by replacing the
gloom, first.

It hurts him sometimes, when to his mind
appears the images of his thirteen year old son,
Jubin and Juniar, eight year old; who asked him
for a new computer so that they both won't
complain and stay silent. And now, they have
permanently dropped their father's ears to full-
time mute. Or sometime, how Jubin and Juniar
played some wrestling until their ma and baba
helps and grabs, to stop each one; and how they
would ask them to kiss each other, by kissing
first the one, who grabs one and then going to
their backs and pushes them until they kisses
and they altogether fall to their huge bulging
quilt-inside Bed; and again the boys leaves one
by one the bed, to give their parents some time
for love, and  how he used to tell his wife that
he loves her so much because she gave him
these two wonderful boys, and thanks her by
kissing again, and rose up calling the boys. Even
though he has grown towards highness in ev-
erything; his love for his family has started to
decrease its growth and neither he is able to
realise what his mind is into nor he can tell his
wife about his emotions. He wants to go to
heaven and stay there with his sons leaving

everything in this world. And he remembers to
smile at his daughter, for the sake that he doesn't
become an alien to her and the rest, his wife
would handle more than what he deserves. So,
he is proud to have her in his house, indeed the
best secretary, he has ever worked with.

After all this dull experiences, he was not
wishing any change in his routine untill Suina
started her magic. She was carefree, elegant, full
of humour to everyone she met and ofcourse,
beautiful from the inside of her heart and for
this reasons, Jashima never mind about her
company with Jorak and rather loved the way,
Suina spread her sunshine and turned Jorak into
the one, Jashima had lost in years. Suina was a
twenty-two year old girl, liked the company of
her opposite gender. She was friendly in her
behaviour to every man while the flirtatious part
was hiding through her good qualities. And
Jashima couldn't find any bad instincts in her,
as Suina is a good girl who loved and cared for
everyone around her, who never leaves a per-
son, without applying her magic.

Jashima even wants her daughter, Nisthi to
be like her aunt, Suina so that after she goes,
Nisthi will be the sunshine- effect. After staying
for thirty- one days, she goes back to her hostel
and Jorak takes her to the railway station. Suina
is buying sweets and bottles of  water for her
journey, while Jorak handovers the ticket to her.
Jorak is silent like always and is scared if he
needs to utter a word or something. And Suina,
without hesistation says ''I love you Jorak,
Jashima loves you, your daughter loves you and
your sons are looking at you from the sky. 'Don't
be so upset, I am going, so, can I see Jorak
smiling now!'' And kisses on his left shoulder
covered with his T-shirt, java brown  in colour
and goes to the train with her both hands busy,
unavailable to bid him a bye, doesn't stops
walking and doesn't turn back to him.

He has to leave now, buys the same sweets
Suina had in her hands and runs to his bike,
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dreaming of Suina as an angel who knows many
things about his sons. After a few days. He asks
his wife if she can invite her in the next vaca-
tion. And Jashima was suddenly dialling Suina's
number with happiness overflowing and told her
that Jorak and she wants her to join them in the
next vacation. Suina agreed to and Jashima
smiled with her victory. Jashima smiled at Jorak.
For his enthusiasm, and happiness which she
saw after so many days.

Jorak is working exactly like his old routine
but with a change in his attitude, he started being
the old Jorak again, that his wife wanted to find
in him very badly and started loving Nisthi just
like the way he used to love Jubin and Juniar.

Bihu is the awaited vacation, because Suina
is going to come to the house, Jashima says, I'm
excited our Suina is coming home, I wish we
will be in our happiest time ahead from now.''
'Yes' says. Jorak and plays with Nisthi. Nisthi
smiles at her mother and plays back with her
father and makes him, her best friend forever.

Suina calls Jorak to take her from her hostel
because she has few money and that can't take
her home; And still she was happy that Suina is
really a true model to her daughter because Suina
is relly serious about her future also. And
Jashima didn't want to tell all this to Jorak and
now, this has made her worse because she has
nothing to talk about through phone. So, she
just waited for Jorak to reach home and together
they can go to the Bihu Nite. But Jorak doesn't
arrive home leaving Jashima worried and frus-
trated and she ends up staring at the phone
without dialling Jorak.

Suina calls Jorak, where has he reached and
bid that nobody is anymore in the hostel and
she is scared now by turning in its phobia and
might die if he doesn't arrive in time. So, better
hurry! if he wants to save a life after he has lost
two dearest persons of his life. Now that she
has started to show her real character, he has
become more serious in his own purpose, that

he must love his life, his wife, only as she al-
ways remains calm and never shows love to
anyone but to himself only. Jorak has arrived
and hurries to the gate and Suina runs towards
him and hugs her real tight, so tight that Jorak
once used to hug his wife, Jashima and then, it
was a relief to his ecstasy that was jammed for
thousands of days. Jorak had not questioned and
Suina took him to the train station grabing his
left shoulder, while Jorak was unconscious, like
always and rested her head next to his head in
their journey and they reached Jowab train sta-
tion. Here Jorak became a little conscious as it
is his Jowab, now that they have reached and
are walking, then told her to buy sweets and
gave her money and told her to meet him in that
silver glowing car. And this way, they took off
the place and kept driving around the place all
the time untill it became 10 P.M. and they got
inside a peaceful, Sal Forest, Jorak helped Suina
while crossing the border and brought packed
dinner for the two. And Suina wanted actually
the way, everything is happening now and Jorak
is just so happy to share his love and joy with
the angel like creature. They reached a plain
ground at the corner of the forest, where they
sky-view is absolutely peaceful and totally ro-
mantic to Suina. She puts her light green churni
across the ground so that they can it on it. Jorak
then performs the dinner-serving job and Suina
sing remix of Bollywood. They ate and weren't
satisfied, were creasing for some more. And they
rests and Suina asked him, ''Why was he spend-
ing time with her?'' though she knew that he
won't answer. And she kissed on the centre of
his right palm and said thanks for believing in
her and by flat on the ground with her side of
the face resting on his legs and staring the whole
time. And he was though incompletely con-
scious, didn't think, atfirst, that time was pass-
ing. And both ended up trying to love more and
got trapped consequently under the higher cus-
tom binded powers.
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·Ì¬ÛøÓ¬ ¬ı¸≈˜Ó¬±1œ, Î¬◊2‰¬Ó¬1 ˜±Ò…ø˜fl¡ õ∂Ô˜ ¬ı¯∏«

˜‘Ó≈¬…?˚˛ 1±Ê√¬ı—˙œ, ¶ß±Ó¬fl¡ Ó‘¬Ó¬œ˚˛ ¯∏±∞√¨±ø¸fl¡ [ø¬ı:±Ú ˙±‡±] ’¸œ˜ 1±˚˛, Î¬◊2‰¬Ó¬1 ˜±Ò…ø˜fl¡ õ∂Ô˜ ¬ı¯∏«
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¡Ù¢ ¡Êÿ ⁄UÊflπı ⁄UÊÿÙ ’ŸÙ ¡Ù¢ÁŸ ⁄UÊfl– ’ ⁄UÊflÊ ¡Ù¢ÁŸ ÕÊπÊÿ ¡Ù’ÙŒ ªÙŒÒ •Ê⁄Ù
¡ÙæUÙ ’ÁŸ ÕÊπÊÿ ¡Ù’Ù⁄U ªÙªÊπÊæUÙ, ŸÊÕÊß Á’ÿÙ ªÈ’ÈŸÁŸ ◊È¢‚’Ù ⁄UÊfl»§Ù⁄Uπı
Á‚ÁªÿÊ •Ê⁄UÙ ªÙÇ‹Ò‚Ù „UÙ•Ê– ªÈ’ÈŸ ⁄UÊfl»§Ù⁄U’ÊÁŒ Á’ÿÙ ÕÊ¢ŸÊ ÕÊŸÙ ‹È’ÒÿÙ–

-’«”»§Ê ©U¬ãº˝ ŸÊÕ ’˝±◊

........................................................
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’⁄” ‚È’È¢»§Ù⁄Ê ◊¢ªÁ‹ÿÊŸ »§Ù‹⁄ÁŸ ◊ÙŸ‚ ÁªÁŒ⁄ ŒÊ‹Êÿ „ÊÁ⁄– ’È„È◊ÁŸ ªÊ‚Ò
◊¢ªÁ‹ÿÊŸ »§Ù‹⁄ÁŸ ‚È’È¢ »§Ù⁄ÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ •ÊŒ’ πÊÿŒÊ»§Ù⁄Ê ∞‚é‹Ê’Ù ªÙ⁄Ù’ŸÊÿπı
ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ◊ÙŸ‚ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ •Ê’˝ÈÁÕπı Á’Á¡⁄ŸÊÿÁŸ Á‚ªÊ¢ ’ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ „ÊÁ⁄◊Èπı
Á’Á¡⁄ª˝ÙŸÊÿÊ ªÙŸÊ¢– ’ÿ’Ù ‚È’È¢ „ÊÁ⁄ÿÊŸÙ ªÊfl’Ê ªÊflÁŸ „ÊÁ⁄◊È ÕÊÿÙ– „ÊÁ⁄◊È ŸæUÊé‹Ê
◊ÙŸ‚ „ÊÁ⁄ÿÊ ÕÊ¢ŸÊŸÒ ÕÊÿÊ– „ÊÁ⁄◊È•ÊŸÙ ◊ÙŸ‚ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ◊„⁄ ◊ÈÁd– E.B. Tylore
•Ê „ÊÁ⁄◊ÈÁŸ ’È¢»È§⁄‹Èπı ∞⁄Ò ’È¢ŒÙ¢ -““Culture is that complex whole which
includes knowledge, belief, art, morals, law, custom and any other
capabilities aquired by man as a member of the society”” –

„ÊÁ⁄◊Èπı ªÈflÊ⁄Ò ◊ÙŸŸÒ ’Ê„ÊªÙ•Êfl ⁄ÊŸŒÙ¢ ’‚ÊŒÊÁ⁄ •Ê⁄Ù ’‚ÊŒÊÁ⁄ ŸæÒ§ „ÊÁ⁄◊È–
’‚ÊŒÊÁ⁄ „ÊÁ⁄◊È•Êfl ◊ÙŸ‚ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ’Ê„ÊÿŸÊÿ •Êÿ¡¥ •Êÿ‹Ê Ÿ” ‹ÈŸÊÿ •ÊŒ’,
ŒÊŸÊÿ-‹ÈŸÊÿ, ‚¢ŸÊÿ-πÊflŸÊÿ ’Ê„ÊÿŸÊÿ ’ÊÿÁŒ ◊ÈflÊ»§Ù⁄ÊŸÙ ªÙÇ‹ÒÿÙ– ªÊ„ÊÿÊfl
∞‚ ’⁄” „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿÁŸ ‚ÊÿÊfl ‚Êfl⁄ÊÿŸÊÿ ¡Ê’Êÿ–

’⁄” „ÊÁ⁄ÿÊ ÕÊ¢ŸÊ ÕÊŸÊÿÊfl ◊ÊπÊ‚ ªÙŸÊ¢ •ÊŒÊ⁄πı ªÊfl’Ê ªÊflŸÙ ÁŒ„ÈŸŸÊ
‹ÊÿÙ– ŸÊÕÊÿ •ÊÁÕπÊ‹Êfl ÕÊ¢ŸÊ ÕÊŸÊÿÁŸ ÕÊπÊÿ ◊ÈªÊ¡Ù¢ ªÙ⁄Ù’»§ÊŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ
‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ •Ê⁄Ù ◊ÊπÊ‚ Ÿ◊ πÊÁãÕ»§Ù⁄Ê ªÙ◊Ê ‹Ê¢ªÊÁ‚ŸÙ Œ¢– ŸÊÕÊÿ ’»§Ù⁄ ªÙ◊Ê ‹Ê¢ŸÙ
ŸÊÿÁª⁄ŸÊÿ Ÿ◊ πÊÁãÕ»§Ù⁄πı ŒÈ‹Ê⁄Êÿ ’⁄” Á»§‚Ê»§Ù⁄ÊŸÙ „Ù’ÕÊŸÙ ŸÊ¢ªÙŸ •Ê⁄Ù
’ÙπÊ¢Á»§ŸŸÙ ÕÊπÊÿ ⁄Ê„Ê ‹Ê◊Ê ŸÊÿÁª⁄ŸÙ ŸÊ¢ªÙŸ– •é‹Ê‚Ù ¡Ù¢ÁŸ „ÊÁ⁄◊È•Ê ªÙ¡Ù⁄Ò
ÕÊ¢ŸÊ ÕÊªÙŸ–

ªÈ’Ò ªÙŒÊŸ ◊ÈªÊÿÊfl ‚ÙŸÊ’ÊÁ⁄ „ÊŒ⁄ÁŸ „ÊÁ⁄◊È ‚ÊÇ‹Ù’ »Ò§ŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ–
•é‹Ê’Ù ¡Ù¢ ªÊflÁŸπı •⁄Êÿ’Ù ’Ê‚ÊÿŸÊŸÒ ‹ÊÁπŸÙ ŸÊ¢ªÙŸ– ŸæUÊé‹Ê ß©ŸÊfl ¡Ù¢ÁŸ
„ÊÁ⁄◊È•Ê ‹ÊÁÕπ”ÁŸ ◊„⁄ ‹Ê„ÒªÙŸ–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ — ’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ‚È’È¢»§Ù⁄Ê ªÙŒÙÁŸ ‚◊Êfl ◊Ò„È⁄
πÊ‹Ê◊ŸÊŸÒ ’ÊÿÁŒ ⁄ÙπÙ◊ÁŸ ’Œ⁄ •Ê⁄Ù Œ¢»§ÊÁŸ Á»§ÕÊÿ»§Ù⁄πı ¡ÊŸÊŸÒ ÕÊ¢ŸÊŸÒ
ÕÊÿÙ◊ÙŸ– ¡é‹ÊÁŸ»˝§Êÿ ‚È’È¢ ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÿÊ ¡” ¡ÊŸÊŸÒ ‚¢‚Ê⁄ ¡ÊŸÙ ⁄Ù¢ŒÙ¢◊ÙŸ •é‹ÊÁŸ»˝§Êÿ
’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê ’ÊÿÁŒ ⁄ÙπÙ◊ÁŸ •Ê’ÊŒ ◊Òª¢ ÕÊÿª¢ ’Œ⁄ ’‹Ê ’ÈÕÈ◊ŸÊŸÒ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡Ê’ÙŒÙ¢◊ÙŸ–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿÊ ’ÊÿÁŒ •Ê‚Ê⁄-πÊÁãÕ, »È§¡Ê-»§Ù⁄’Ù¡Ù¢’Ù ªÙ⁄Ù’-
»§ÊŸÊŸÒ ÕÊŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ¡⁄Ò„Êÿ
’ÊÕı »È§¡Ê, π⁄Êÿ „ÙŸÊÿ, ªÊ¡Ê¸ „ÙŸÊÿ,
„Ê’Ê „ÈπÊ πÈ¢ŸÊÿ ‚Ê⁄Œ” πÈ¢ŸÊÿ ’ÊÿÁŒ
’ÊÿÁŒ–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê •Ù¢πÊ◊πıŸÙ ªÊ„Êÿ ¡Êª˝Ê
•ÊŒÊ⁄ ◊„⁄Ò ’Ê„Êÿ’ÙŒÙ¢– Á’‚Ù⁄„Ê ªÈ’ÈŸ
„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ◊ÊŸÁ‚»§Ù⁄’ÊÁŒ L§ÁÕ ªÙ⁄ÊŸ
¡ÊŸÊŸÒ ÕÊ¢ŸÊŸÒ ÕÊÿÊ– ◊ÊÿÁŸ»˝§Êÿ
◊ÙŸŸÊÿ ◊Êÿ⁄¢ÁŸ»˝§Êÿ Á’‚Ù⁄ •Ù¢πÊ◊
‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙ–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê ÕÊfl •Ù¢Á∫ ¡ÊŸÊÿÁŸ
•ŸªÊÿÒ’Ù πÊ⁄ŒÒ¡Ù¢ •Ù¢Á∫ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙ–

⁄Ê ÿ ÕÊ ÿ

’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ
¡ÊŸÊÿ

‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ „ÈŒÊ
◊ÙŸ‚

‚Êfl⁄ÊÿŸÊÿ

¬˝ÊŸ¡È ªÿÊ⁄Ë
Á’.∞. Œ”ÁÕ Á‚◊S≈Ê⁄
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’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê Traditional •Ù¢Á∫ ◊„⁄Ò •Ÿ‹Ê •Ù¢Á∫πıŸÙ
’Ê„Êÿ’ÙŒÙ¢–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ◊ÊπÊ‚ •ÊŒ’ πÊÿŒÊ»§Ù⁄πı
’ÙπÊflŸÊ ‚Êfl⁄ÊÿŸÙ „ÊÿÙ ¡⁄Ò„Êÿ — (v) ∞fl»˝§Ê◊ŸÊÿ — ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê
ŸÊ”, ’Œ⁄, ŒÊflŒÒ »§Ù⁄πı ªÙ⁄ÊŸÒ »˝§Ê◊ »˝§Ê◊ ∞fl»˝§Ê◊ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙ–

(w) ‹Êfl ‹Êfl— ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê ŒÊÁ‹ ‚’Êÿ, •Ÿ‹Ê ’ÊÿÁŒ
•Ù¢Á∫πı ‹Êfl ‹Êfl πÊ‹Ê◊ŸÊ ¡ÊÿÙ–

(x) πÊ⁄Ò¡Ù¢ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ — ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê ◊ÒÕÊ, ‹Êfl  ’ÊÿÁŒ
•Ù¢Á∫πı πÊ⁄Ò¡Ù¢ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙ–

ªÙ¡ı•Êfl »È§¢ŸÒ‚Ù ’ÊÕ˝ÊÁŸ ª¡⁄¡Ù¢ ‚Êfl⁄ÊÿŸÊÿÁŸ •ŸªÊÿÒ’Ù
’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ª¡⁄Êfl ◊ÊπÊ‚ ªÈ’ÈŸ ÷Ê⁄Ã’·¸ „ÊŒ⁄ÁŸ Á‚æUÊfl
ÕÊŸÊÿ ◊ÊπÊ‚ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ „ÊÁ⁄◊ÈÁŸ ªÙ⁄Ù’‹ÊÿÒÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿÁŸ
•Ê‹ÊŒÊ •ÊπÈÕÊÿ ÕÊŸÊÿ ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ’ •ÊπÈÕÊÿÊ Interna-
tional „ÊŒ⁄»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ¡Ù¢’Ù ªÙ⁄Ù’Ò ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸŸÊÿ ¡ÊÿÙ– ¡Êÿ¡Ù¢ ’
•ÊπÈÕÊÿπı Extraordinary Boro Cultural „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ ’È¢ŸÙ
„ÊÿÙ– ¡⁄Ò —

v. ◊ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ — ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê ŸÊ ªÙ⁄‹Ò ∞’Ê ◊ÒπÈŸπı ÕÊÁ‹⁄
Á’‹ÊÿÊfl ¡ÈŸÊŸÒ •⁄ÁπÿÊfl ◊ŸÊŸÒ »§Ù◊ÙŸŸÊ ¡ÊÿÙ– ’’ÊÁŒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ
•ÊŒ’πı International „ÊŒ⁄»§Ù⁄Êfl ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÊ– •Ê⁄Ù ÷Ê⁄Ã
„ÊŒ⁄ÁŸ Á‚æUÊfl ÕÊŸÊÿ Á’„ÊÁ⁄, ¬ÊŸ¡ÊÁ’ ⁄Ê¡‚ÕÊŸÁŸ ’ÊÿÁŒ
‚È’È¢»§Ù⁄ŸÊfl ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÊ–

w. ‚ÊflŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ — ‚ÊflŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿÊfl’Ù ¡Ù¢ ’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ
„ÈŒÊπı ªÈ’ÈŸ ⁄ÙπÙ◊ÁŸ ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– πÊ¢∫Êÿ ŸÊ ªÙ⁄ÊŸ ªÊ¢¡¥◊Ê,
’ÊÿÁŒ»§Ù⁄πı ‚ÊflŸÊŸÒ ’ÊÕÙŸ ŒŸÊ ¡ÊÿÙ–

x. ‚’Êÿ¡Ù¢ ŒÊfl ’Œ⁄ — ‚’Êÿ¡Ù¢ ŒÊfl ’Œ⁄ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿÊ
’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ •Ê¢ªÙÁŸ Culture– ’ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊŸÊÿ •ÊŒ’
πÊÿŒÊπı ÷Ê⁄Ã’·¸ÁŸ Á‚æUÊfl ÕÊŸÊÿ ¬ÊŸ¡ÊÁ’ Á’„ÊÁ⁄, ◊È‚Á‹◊
’ÊÿÁŒ ‚È’È¢»§Ù⁄ŸÊfl ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÊ– •Ê⁄Ù International „ÊŒÙ⁄ ¡⁄Ò
- •Ê◊Á⁄∑§Ê, ¡Ê¬ÊŸ, øÊßŸÊ, ⁄ÊÁ‚ÿÊ ’ÊÿÁŒ „ÊŒÙ⁄»§Ù⁄Êfl ŸÈŸÙ
◊ÙŸÊ– ’ÁŸ πÊÿŸÙ ¡Ù¢ ’ •ÊŒ’ πÊÿŒÊπı ’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ Ex-
traordinary Boro Culture  „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ ’È¢ŸÙ „ÊÿÙ–

y. ŸÊ»§Ê◊ — ŸÊ»§Ê◊ •Ù¢∫Òπı’Ù ’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ •Ê¢ªÙÁŸ Tradi-
tional •Ù¢Á∫ „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ ’È¢ŸÙ „ÊÿÙ–

z. ◊Òº˝È — „Êª˝ÊÿÊfl ◊ÙŸŸÊÿ ◊Òª¢ ¡⁄„Êÿ ÕÊ‚” Á’Õ” ÕÊ‚”
•Ê®Õ, πÈŒÈŸÊ, ◊Òª¢ ’ÊÿÁŒ»§Ù⁄πı ŸÊ»§Ê◊¡Ù¢ ªÙπÒ „ÙŸÊŸÒ ◊Òº˝È
‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙ–

ªÙ¡ı•Êfl Extraordinary ‚Êfl⁄ÊÿŸÊÿÁŸ ’ÊªÒ ’⁄”
◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ª¡⁄Êfl ◊ÊπÊ‚ Common ¡ÊŸÊÿπı’Ù ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ–
¡⁄Ò„Êÿ ’ÙÕÙ⁄ÊÁ⁄ ◊Òª¢ ÕÊÿª¢ ‹Êfl, •Ê‹È, ∑§Á’, ŒÊÁ‹, Á÷ÁãŒ
’ÊÿÁŒπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– International ¡ÊŸÊÿ¡Ù¢ Common
ªÙ⁄Ù’ŸÊÿ Á„‚Ê’Ò ¡Ù¢ ’Œ⁄ ¡ÊŸÊÿπıŸÙ ªÙ⁄Ù’ŸÊÿ ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ–
’ ¡ÊŸÊÿπı Culture •Êfl ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÊ–

’»§Ù⁄ÁŸ •ŸªÊÿÒ’Ù ◊¢ªÁ‹ÿÊŸ »§Ù‹⁄ÁŸ ◊ÊπÊ‚ ¡ÊŸÊÿ „ÈŒÊÁŸ
ªÙ⁄Ù’ŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸŸÊÿ ªÈ’Ò ◊ÙŸ‚ Á’ÁŒÁãÕÿÊŸÙ ¡ÊŒÙ¢ ∞Ÿ»§ı
∞Ÿ‹Ê ¡ÊŸÊÿ– ¡⁄Ò„Êÿ ∞Áã« ∞»§ı, ◊ÈªÊ ∞»§ı, •®‚ª˝Ê ∞»§ı
πÊãÕÊ‹ ∞»§ı ’»§Ù⁄πı ÷Ê⁄Ã’·¸ÁŸ Á‚æUÊfl ÕÊŸÊÿ ◊¢ªÁ‹ÿÊŸ
»§Ù‹⁄ÁŸ ⁄Ê÷Ê, ªÊ⁄, ’⁄”, Á«◊Ê‚Ê, „Ê¡¢ ’ÊÿÁŒ „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ
◊ÊŸÁ‚»§Ù⁄πı’Ù ¡ÊŸÊÿ ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ’ÁŸ •ŸªÊÿÒ’Ù •Ê‹ÊŒÊ
„ÊŒÙ⁄ øÊßŸÊ „ÊŒÙ⁄Êfl’Ù ¡ÊŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ–

’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ª¡⁄Êfl ªÙŒÙ ªÙŒÊÿÁŸ»˝§ÊÿŸÙ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ¡Ù¢
‚È’È¢ »§ÙÕÊÿŸÊÿ ÕÊŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ’ »§ÙÕÊÿŸÊÿÊ Á’ÁªÿÊŸÁŸ
ŸÙ¡Ù⁄¡Ù¢ Practically ÕÊ⁄ ‚Ù◊ÙãŒÙ ÕÊŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÊé‹Ê’Ù
πÊŸÊ »§ÙÕÊÿŸÊŸÒ ‹ÊŸÊÿπı ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– •Ê⁄Ù ’»§Ù⁄πı ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê
Medicine Á„‚Ê’Ò ’Ê„Êÿ ’ÙŒÙ¢–

‚Ê◊È ‹ÊŒÊÿ ¡ÊÿÙé‹Ê ◊ªŸÁŸ ŸÈÕÊÿÁŸ ŸÙ¡Ù⁄Ê ∞’Ê ªÙ„Ù•Ê
’Ê⁄Ê ¡ÊÿÙ „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ ’⁄”»§Ù⁄Ê »§ÙÕÊÿÙ–

πÊŸ®‚‚Ê (œÈ¢πÈ) Á’‹Êÿπı ªªÊ ◊ÙŸŸÊÿ ◊ÊŸÁ‚ÿÊ ¡’
¡’ L§Á‚ πÊ‹Ê◊ŸÊŸÒ •Ù¢Á∫ πÊ‹Ê◊ŸÊ ¡ÊÿÙé‹Ê ªªÊ ◊ÙŸŸÊÿÊ
„Ê◊Ù–

◊ÊŸÊ ◊ÈÁŸ •Ê⁄Ù ÁπÁ»§‹flÊÁŸ •Ù¢Á∫ ‚¢ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙé‹Ê ©ŒÒÁŸ
’⁄Ê◊ ªÊ„Ê◊ ¡ÊÿÙ „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ »§ÙÕÊÿÙ–

πÊ⁄πÊãŒÊÿ (ŒÊ„Ê‹ Á’’Ê⁄) πı ∞≈ŸÊŸÒ ¡ÊÿÙé‹Ê ¡ŸÁŒ‚
’⁄Ê◊Ê „Ê◊Ù „ÙŸŸÊŸÒ »§ÙÕÊÿÙ– ’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ª¡⁄Êfl ªÙŒÙ
ªÙŒÊÿÁŸ»˝§ÊÿŸÙ ¡ÙŸÙ◊ÁŸ»˝§Êÿ ¡ÙŸÙ◊ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿÁŸ Ÿ◊
πÊÁãÕ •Ê⁄Ù •ÊŒ’ πÊÿŒÊ»§Ù⁄Ê ‚ÙÁ‹’ÙŒÙ¢– ’»§Ù⁄ÁŸ •ŸªÊÿÒ’Ù
◊ÊπÊ‚ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ „ÈŒÊ»§Ù⁄πı ŸÊÿÁ’Á¡⁄Ùé‹Ê ŸÈ‚ÁŸ ◊ÊπÊ‚
⁄Êÿ¡Ù ∞’Ê ªÈ’ÈŸ œÙ⁄Ù◊ÁŸ»˝§Êÿ „Ê’»Ò§Œ⁄ŸÊÿ ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ¡⁄Ò„Êÿ
•‚Á◊ÿÊ »§Ù⁄ÁŸ»˝§Êÿ „Ê’»Ò§ŸÊÿ ‚Ê„Ê ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ, Á»§ÕÊ ¡ÊŸÊ,
◊‚‹Ê ¡ÊŸÊÿ ’ÊÿÁŒ»§Ù⁄ÊŸÙ ªÊ„Êÿ– •Ê⁄Ù Internationaly
„ÊŒÙ⁄ÁŸ»˝§Êÿ »Ò§ÕŸÊÿ Á„‚Ê’Ò Á’Á¡⁄Ùé‹Ê ÁŒŸÒÁŸ ◊ÈªÊÿÊfl
‚ÙÁ‹ŸÊÿ »§Êc≈»È§« „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ •ÊŒÊ⁄»§Ù⁄πıŸÙ ◊πŸÙ „ÊÿÙ ¡⁄Ò„Êÿ
‚ÊflÁ◊Ÿ, Á‚∑§‹ ‚Êfl, ∞ª⁄‹, ◊”◊”, Á’Á⁄ÿÊÁŸ ’»§Ù⁄ŸÙ ªÊ„Êÿ–
’»§Ù⁄ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿÊ ªÈ’Ò ¡Ù¢ÁŸ •Ê‚Ê◊ „ÊŒ⁄Êfl‹” ŸæUÊ ªÈ’Ò
ŒÈ‹Ê⁄Êÿ ÷Ê⁄Ã „ÊŒ⁄ÁŸ Á‚æUÊfl ªÙÇ‹ÒŸÊÿ ⁄Êÿ¡Ù ’¡Ù¢ ‹ÙªÙ‚
‚Ù⁄Áª®Œ ’È„È◊ÁŸ •Ê‹ÊŒÊ „ÊŒÙ⁄»§Ù⁄Êfl ªÙ‚Ê⁄ŸÊŸÒ ÕÊŸÊÿπı’Ù
ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ– ’»§Ù⁄ ¡ÊŸÊÿ „ÈŒÊÿÊ ªÊ‚ÒÁŸ’Ù ŒÈ‹Ê⁄Êÿ „ÊŒ⁄ÁŸ
◊ÊŸÁ‚»§Ù⁄πıŸÙ ªÙ‚Ù ’ÙŸÙ „ÊŸÊÿ ¡ÊÿªÊ •ÊflÁª˝ŸÊŸÒ ‹ÊŒÙ¢–

’»§Ù⁄ ¡ÊŸÊÿÊ ’⁄”»§Ù⁄ÁŸ ÕÙ¢¡Ù¢ ¡ÊŸÊÿ ‹Ù¢ŸÊÿ¡Ù¢ •ÊŒ’
πÊÿŒÊ¡Ù¢ ªÙ⁄Ù’é‹Ê’Ù ’⁄” „ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ‚È’È¢»§Ù⁄Ê ’’ÿÊfl’Ê ÕÊ¢ŸÊÿ
∞’Ê »È§¡Ê »§ÊÕ‹ »§Ù⁄Êfl ŒπÊŸ ∞’Ê ⁄‚ÃÈ⁄ã≈ »§Ù⁄Êfl ¡ÊŸÊÿπı
ŸÈŸÙ ◊ÙŸÙ–

ªÙ¡ı•Êfl »¢§ŸÒ‚Ù ’ÊÕ˝Ê¡Ù¢ ’⁄” ◊Ê„ÊÁ⁄ÁŸ ¡ÊŸÊÿ •ÊŒ’
πÊÿŒÊπı Á’Á¡⁄ŸÊŸÒ »§Ù¡Ù’ŸÊÿ ¡Ê’Êÿ– ’ÁŸ∫Òß’Ù ªÈflÊ⁄Ò
Á◊ÁÕŸÙ ÕÊæUÙé‹Ê ’ÁŸ∫Ò ’Ê¢Á‚Ÿ Á◊ÁÕŸÙ ªÙŸÊ¢ ’ÊÕ˝Ê Œ¢’ÊflÙ–


