




















































































¥ Ùé·ý ×ç‡æ· æ

·ý ×æ´· Ú¿Ùæ Ú¿çØÌæ ·¤æòÜðÁ · æ Ùæ× ÂëcÆ

¥ Õ ©UÆUÙæ ãUô»æ... ×ðãUæ ×‚»ô ¥ æØü ·¤æòÜðÁ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤ ÁâÜèÙ ·¤õÚU ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ,çâçßÜ Üæ§üUÙâ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ ãUèÙæ Áè.°¿.Áè.¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ, »éM¤âÚU âéÏæÚU

×èÜô´ ÎêÚU Ì·¤ ãñU ÁæÙæ... ×ðãUæ ×‚»ô ¥ æØü ·¤æòÜðÁ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

ßðÎÙæ ÁôçÈ¤Áæ Öæ» çâ´ãU ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ·¤æÜæ çÅUŽÕæ, ¥ ÕôãUÚU

××Ìæ ¥ Ù×ôÜ °â. Áè. °¿. ¥ æÚU. °â. ·¤æòÜðÁ¤È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ¿ÕðßæÜ

çâ×ÚUÙ âé¹×Ù ×æÙ ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æòÈ¤̧ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ

¥ æÏéçÙ·¤ çÚUàÌô¢ ·¤æ âêÙæÂÙ Îêàæè °. °â. ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ¹¢Ùæ

ÌÇ¸Â çàæßæÙè Âè. Øê. âè. âè., »éL¤ ãUÚUâãUæØ, çÈ¤ÚUôÁÂéÚU

§ücØæü ÙßÙèÌ ·¤õÚU ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ, ×é€ÌâÚ

ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ÕÙæ× 
×ãUæ ×̂æ »æ¢Ïè

ÕÜ·¤æÚU çâ¢ãU âÚU·¤æÚè ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æÈ¤ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ , âñU€ÅUÚ-w®, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU¸

¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ¥ õÚU ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡ çÎÃØæ ÂýèÌ ·¤õÚU âÚU·¤æÚè ãUô× âæ§´â ·¤æòÜðÁ, âñU€ÅUÚ-v®, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU¸

×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è â�ÖæßÙæ°¢ SßæÌè »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

×æÌëÖæáæ ÌM¤‡æ ¥ æÚ. °â. Çè. ·¤æòÜðÁ, çÈ¤ÚUôÁ¸ÂéÚU 

¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ 
¥ õÚU ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡ ·¤ãU·¤àææ ¥ ´Áæ× Îðß â×æÁ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, âñU€ÅUÚ-yz, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU¸

°·¤ Îðàæ, °·¤ â¢çßÏæÙ... ¥ çÎçÌ Îàæ×ðàæ »ËÁü ·¤æòÜðÁ ÕæUÎÜ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ

zz® ßáü âÌ»éL¤ ·ð¤ âæÍ ãUÚUÂýèÌ ·¤õÚU ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æòÈ¤̧ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ
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¥ Õ ©UÆUÙæ ãUô»æ...
×ðãUæ ×‚»ô 

¥ æØü ·¤æòÜðÁ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

·¤Ü ÚUæÌ ×ñ´Ùð Îð¹æ °·¤ ÖØæÙ·¤ âÂÙæ,
×ððÚÔU âæ×Ùð ÌÇ¸UÂ ÚUãUæ Íæ ×ðÚUæ ãUè ·¤ô§ü ¥ ÂÙæÐ
ÚUô ÚUãUæ Íæ, çÕÜ¹ ÚUãUæ Íæ, ·é¤ÀU ·¤ãU ÚUãUæ Íæ ÕæÚU-ÕæÚU,
âæÍ ãUè ×ð´ ×ñ´ Öè ¹Ç¸Uè Íè ÕÙ Üæ¿æÚUÐ

€Øæ ·¤ÚUÌè ×ñ´ ÁÕ ×ðÚUæ ¹éÎ ßãUè ãUæÜ Íæ,
âæ×Ùð Îð¹æ Ìô ¹Ç¸Uæ ÖØæÙ·¤ ·¤æÜ ÍæÐ
¥ Á»ÚU ·¤è Öæ¡çÌ Õâ çÙ»ÜÙð ·¤ô ÌñØæÚU Íæ,
çÁÏÚU Öè Îð¹æ Õâ Ò¥ ¢ÌÓ ·¤æ ãUè ¥ æâæÚU ÍæÐ

¥ ÚÔU! çÁâ·¤æ §¢ÌÁæÚU Íæ, ßô Ìô ¥ æ¡¹ô´ âð ÅUÂ·¤ ÚUãUæ Íæ,
×æÙß ·¤ô ·é¤ÎÚUÌ âð Øéh ·¤æ ç×Üæ ÕÇ¸Uæ âÕ·¤ ÍæÐ
¥ æ¢¹ô´ âð ÅUÂ·¤Ìð ÒÁÜÓ ·¤ô Öè ×Ù ÂèÙð ·¤ô ÌñØæÚU Íæ,
Ù ÁæÙð €Øô´ ©Uâ ¥ Ÿæé ÂÚU Öè ©U×Ç¸U ÚUãUæ ŒØæÚU ÍæÐ

×Ù Õâ ç·¤âè ÌÚUãU ¥ ÌèÌ ×ð´ ÁæÙæ ¿æãUÌæ Íæ,
¥ ÂÙð çÕ»Ç¸UÌð ãéU° Ò¥ æÁÓ ·¤ô ©Uâ Ò·¤ÜÓ ×ð´ Õ¿æÙæ ¿æãUÌæ ÍæÐ
ÌÕ ØæÎ ¥ æ ÚUãUè Íè ÛæÚUÙð, ÙçÎØô´, â×é¼ýô´ ·¤è ÌSßèÚÔ´U,
ÌÍæ·¤çÍÌ Ò©U‹ÙçÌÓ ·ð¤ Ùæ× ÂÚU ¹éÎ ãUè çÕ»æÇ¸Uè ¥ ÂÙè Ü·¤èÚÔ´UÐ

ØãUæ¡ Ì·¤ ç·¤ »¢»æ ×ñÄØæ ·ð¤ ÎÚU Öè ÎÚUßæ•ææ ¹ÅU¹ÅUæØæ,
©UÙ·¤è ãUæÜÌ Îð¹ â¿ ×ð´ ¹éÎ ·¤ô ÍŒÂÇ¸U Ü»æØæÐ
©Uâ ×æÌæ ·ð¤ ¥ æ¡¿Ü ×ð´ ŒØæÚU ·¤è Á»ãU ·¤¿ÚUæ ÇUæÜ çÎØæ,
çÁâ×ð´ ×ñÜ ÏôÌð Íð, ©Uâð ãUè ×ñÜè ·¤æ ·¤ÚUæÚU çÎØæÐ

ØæÎ ¥ æØæ, ç·¤â ÌÚUãU ÅUÂ·¤Ìð ÙÜ ·¤ô Îð¹ ¥ ÙâéÙæ ç·¤Øæ,
¥ æÁ ÕÎÜæ ÜðÌð ãéU° ©UâÙð Öè ÁÜ ÎðÙð âð ×Ùæ ç·¤ØæÐ
ÒÒ×éÛæð ×Ì ·¤æÅUô, ×ñ´ ßáæü ÜæÌæ ã¡êUÓÓ ÁÕ ÂðÇ¸U Ùð »éãUæÚU Ü»æ§ü Íè,
ãU×Ùð ©Uâð ·¤æÅU ¥ ÂÙè ©U‹ÙçÌ ÂÚU âÈ¤ÜÌæ ×Ùæ§ü ÍèÐ

ãU× ã¡Uâð Íðð ÂÚU ÂæÙè ÒçÅUÂ-çÅUÂÓ ·¤ÚU ÚUôØæ Íæ,
¥ æÁ ÂÌæ ¿Üæ, ©Uâ çÎÙ ãU×Ùð ÕãéUÌ ·é¤ÀU ¹ôØæ ÍæÐ
ÒÒ¿Ü ©UÆU, âÂÙð Îð¹Ùæ Õ¢Î ·¤ÚU, ÂæÙè ¿Üæ Áæ°»æ,ÓÓ
ÌÕ Ü»æ, ¥ Õ ©UÆUÙæ ãUô»æ, ßÙæü ÂæÙè â¿ ×ð´ M¤Üæ°»æÐ

¥ Õ çÅUÂ-çÅUÂ ·¤ÚUÌð ÙÜ ·¤è ¥ æßæ•æ ·¤ô âéÙÙæ ãUô»æ,
ÒÚÔUÙ ßæòÅUÚU ãUæÚUßñçSÅ¢U»Ó ·¤ô Öè ¥ Õ ¿éÙÙæ ãUô»æÐ

ßÙæü çß™ææÙ, ©U‹ÙçÌ, §×æÚUÌð´, Øð âÕ Ìô ãUô»æ,

Õâ §Ù·ð¤ çÜ° ÌÇ¸UÂÙð ßæÜæ §¢âæÙ ãUè ¥ æ¡¹ð´ ×¡êÎ ¿é·¤æ ãUô»æÐ

§âçÜ°,

¥ Õ ©UÆUÙæ ãUô»æ...

¥ Õ ©UÆUÙæ ãUô»æ...
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ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤
ÁâÜèÙ ·¤õÚU 

¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ,çâçßÜ Üæ§üUÙâ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ

Ù ×çSÁÎ, Ù ×¢çÎÚU ·¤è âèÉ¸Uè âð,

ØãU ·¤ãUæÙè àæéM¤ ãUôÌè ãñU ¥ æÎ× ·¤è ÂèÉ¸Uè âðÐ

Ù Sß»ü ·ð¤ ç·¤âè Ö»ßæÙ âð,

Ù ×¢çÎÚU ·ð¤ ç·¤âè àæñÌæÙ âð,

×ðÚÔU ÒÂðÇ¸UÓ ãUôÙð ·¤è ÎæSÌæÙ âéçÙ°,

¹éÎ ×ðÚUè ãUè •æéÕæÙ âðÐ

ßáæü ãUôÙð âð ×ðÚÔU ÕÎÙ ÂÚU ¥ Ü» ãUè âéM¤ÚU ¿É¸U ÁæÙæ,

ÂÌÛæÇ¸U ·ð¤ ×õâ× ×ð´ ×ðÚÔU Â Ì̂ô´ ·¤æ ÛæÇ¸U ÁæÙæ,

»×èü ß âÎèü ·¤æ ×õâ× Öè ·é¤ÀU ¥ Ü» ãUè âéÙæÌæ,

ãUÚU ×õâ× ¥ ÂÙè ·¤ãUæÙè ¥ Ü» ÌÚUãU ãUè ÕÌæÌæÐ

×ðÚUæ ÒÂðÇ¸UÓ ãUôÙæ, ×éÛæð ¥ Ü» ãUè ÎéçÙØæ çÎ¹æÌæ,

ÕÎÜÌð ×õâ× ×ð´ Öè ÌÙ·¤ÚU ¹Ç¸ðU ÚUãUÙæ ×éÛæð çâ¹æÌæÐ

ãUÚU ÂðÇ¸U ·¤è ÌÚUãU ×ñ´ Öè ÎðÌè È¤Ü, Èê¤Ü ¥ õÚU ÀUæØæ,

ÂðÇ¸U ·ð¤ M¤Â ×ð´ ÉUÜ Áæª¡¤ Õâ °ðâè ãUô ·¤ô§ü ×æØæÐ

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÒÂðÇ¸UÓ ãUôª¡¤ Ìô ãUôª¡¤ ßë¢ÎæßÙ ·¤æ,

×ñ´ Îð¹Ìè Öç€Ì Öæß âð Ÿæè ·ë¤c‡æ ·¤æ çÙßæâ,

ç·¤ÌÙæ ¥ ÎÖéÌ ãUôÌæ ãUô»æ ©UÙ·¤æ ÚUæÏæ ÚUæÙè ·ð¤ â¢» ÚUæâÐ

¥ ÂÙæÌè ×ñ´ Öè ßãUæ¡ ·¤è ×èÆUè ßæ‡æè,

ÁãUæ¡ ·ë¤c‡æ ·ð¤ â¢» Âýð× âð ÚUãUÌè ÚUæÏæ ÚUæÙèÐ

ÂýÖé ·ð¤ ßÚUÎæÙ âð ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤,

Ùæ ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙè ¹éçàæØæ¡ ×ñ´ Õôª¡¤Ð

×ðÚÔU ¥ æâ-Âæâ ¹ðÜÌð Õ‘¿ô´ ·¤è ç·¤Ü·¤æÚUè,

×ðÚUè ÀUæØæ ×ð´ ÂÜÌè Èê¤Üô´ ·¤è Èé¤ÜßæÚUè,

·é¤ÀU ¥ Ü» ãUè ÁæÎê ·¤ÚU ÎðÌè,

Ùæ ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙô´ ·ð¤ ¥ æ¡¿Ü ¹éçàæØô´ âð ÖÚU ÎðÌèÐ

ãUÚU ÂðÇ¸U ·¤è Öæ¢çÌ ×ñ´ Öè ×éâæçÈ¤ÚUô´ ·¤è ·¤ãUæçÙØæ¡ âéÙÌè,

©UÙ·ð¤ Á’̧ÕæÌô´ ·¤è ¥ æ¡¿ ÂÚU ¥ ÂÙð ·é¤ÀU âÂÙð ÕéÙÌèÐ
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âéÙÌè ©UÙ·¤è ¥ æßæ•æ Áô ¥ æÌè çÎÜ ·ð¤ ·¤ôÙð âð,

çÂÌæ ·¤è ÌÚUãU ÂÚÔUàææÙ ãUôÌè ©UÙ·ð¤ ÚUôÙð âðÐ

¥ æÁ ·¤è ÎéçÙØæ ×ð´ ¥ ·ð¤ÜðÂÙ ·¤æ ÇUÚU ÎõÇ¸UÌæ ãñU ·¤æÅUÙð ·¤ô,

ÁÕ Âæâ Ù ãUô ·¤ô§ü ÂÜÖÚU Öè Îé¹ Õæ¡ÅUÙð ·¤ô,

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤ ×ñ´ ÕéÛææª¡¤ ©Uâ·¤è ¥ ÂÙðÂÙ ·¤è ŒØæâ ·¤ô,

ÂÜÖÚU ·ð¤ çÜ° Áæ»L¤·¤ ·¤M¡¤ ×æ¡ ·ð¤ °ãUâæâ ·¤ôÐ

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤ ×ñ´ Îð¹¡ê ÎéçÙØæ ·¤ô ¥ æ»ð ÕÎÜð,

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤ ×ñ´ Îð¹¡ê ÎéçÙØæ ·¤ô ¥ æ»ð ÕÎÜð,

¹éçàæØô´ ·ð¤ ÂðÇ¸U âð Îð¹¡ê ©UÎæâè ·¤ô ÛæÇ¸UÌðÐ

ÂðÇ¸U ·ð¤ M¤Â ×ñ´ ÕÙÙæ ¿æã¡êU, °ðâè âèÉ¸Uè,

çÁâ ÂÚU ÂñÚU ÚU¹·¤ÚU ¥ æ»ð ÕÉ¸ð´U §‹âæÙè ÂèÉ¸UèÐ

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤, ãUôª¡¤ ©Uâ ß€Ì ·¤æ

ÁÕ ¥ ÂÙðÂÙ âð Ú¢U»æ ãUô °ãUâæâ ãU×æÚÔU ÚU€Ì ·¤æ

ÖæÚUÌ ·¤ôð ¥ æ»ð ÕÉ¸UÌð Îð¹¡ê

¥ æ»ð ÕÉ¸UÙð ·¤è ¿æãU ×ð´ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô ÉUÜÌæ Îð¹¡êÐ

ØçÎ ×ñ´ ÂðÇ¸U ãUôª¡¤, ×ðÚÔU ¥ Ü» ãUè ·é¤ÀU Á•æÕæÌ ãUô´»ð

×ðÚUè ·¤ãUæÙè âéÙæÙð ·ð¤ Öè ¥ Ü» ãUè ¥ ÜÈ¤æ•æ ãUô´»ðÐ

×ñ´ °·¤ ÂðÇ¸U ÕÙ·¤ÚU çâÈü¤ ·é¤ÀU ßSÌé¥ ô´ ·¤ô ÂýÎæÙ ·¤ÚUÙæ ÙãUè´ ¿æãUÌè, ×ñ´ ·é¤ÀU ¥ Ü» ·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙð ßÁêÎ ·¤ô °·¤ 

°ãUâæâ ·¤è ÌÚUãU ÁèÙæ ¿æãUÌè ã¡êUÐ

ÒÒâßôüžæ× ÃØç€Ì ßð ÙãUè´ ãñ´U çÁ‹ãUô´Ùð ¥ ßâÚUô´
·¤æ §¢ÌÁæÚU ç·¤Øæ ÕçË·¤ ßð ãñ´U çÁ‹ãUô´Ùð

¥ ßâÚUô ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙæØæ, ÁèÌæ ¥ õÚU âÈ¤Ü ÕÙæØæÐÓÓ

ÇUæ. °.Âè.Áð ¥ ŽÎéÜ ·¤Üæ×
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¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ

J ¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ Ìô ×ðÚUæ ÁèßÙ Öè,

ÎØæ Öæß âð ÂçÚUÂê‡æü ãUôÌæÐ

J ¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ Ìô ×ñ´ Öæ‚ØàææÜè ãUôÌæ,

×ðÚÔU Âæâ Öè âðßæ Öæß ·¤æ »é‡æ ãUôÌæÐ

J ßëÿæô´ âð âæ¡â ç×Üè ãñU ßëÿæô´ âð ãUè ÁèßÙ ãñU,

§Ù·¤è ÕÎõÜÌ ãUè â¢âæÚU ãU×æÚUæ ßë¢ÎæßÙ, ¥ àæô·¤ ßæçÅU·¤æ ¥ õÚU ×ÏéÕÙ ãñUÐ

J ·ð¤ßÜ ·¤ÜØé» ×ð´ ãUè ÙãUè´ âÌØé» ×ð´ Öè ßëÿæô´ ·¤æ âéÙãðUÚUæ §çÌãUæâ ÚUãUæ,

·¤ô§ü Üÿ×‡æ ·¤è â¢ÁèßÙè ÁÇ¸UèÕêÅUè ·¤æ ·¤æÚU·¤ Ìô ·¤ô§ü ßñçÎ·¤ ©UÂ¿æÚU ·¤è ¥ æâ ÚUãUæÐ

J ¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ Ìô ÁÙ ÁèßÙ ·¤ô ÜØæÌæ,

»Üè-»Üè, àæãUÚU-àæãUÚU ×ð´ ãUßæ¥ ô´ ·ð¤ â¢» ÜãUÚUæÌæÐ

J ¥ »ÚU ×ñ´ ßëÿæ ãUôÌæ Ìô ×æ¡ Áñâæ Âôá‡æ ÎðÌæ, çÂÌæ Áñâæ âæØæ,

ÖÜæ §â ÎéçÙØæ ×ð´ ·¤õÙ §Ù·ð¤ çÕÙæ ÚUãU ÂæØæÐ

J ßëÿæ Ùð ÁèßÙ ÎæÙ çÎØæ ãñU ßëÿæ Ùð ãUè ·¤ËØæ‡æ ç·¤Øæ ãñU,

ßëÿæ Ùð ¥ ÂÙè Ìæ·¤Ì âð ×æÙß ÁÙ ·¤æ çÙ×æü‡æ ç·¤Øæ ãñUÐ

J ßëÿæô´ ·¤è ÕÎõÜÌ ãUè Üô» ÖôÁÙ Â·¤æÌð ãñ´U,

Ùæ ÁæÙð ¥ æÁ Öè ç·¤ÌÙð Üô» Ü·¤çÇ¸UØæ¡ ÁÜæ·¤ÚU çâÜñ´ÇUÚU Õ¿æÌð ãñ´UÐ

J àæãUÚU ·¤ô çß·¤çâÌ ·¤ÚUÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° Ùæ ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙð ßëÿæ ·¤æÅðU Áæ ÚUãðU ãñ´U,

¥ Õ ÂýÎêá‡æ âð §ÌÙæ ÕéÚUæ ãUæÜ ãñU ·¤è âÚU·¤æÚU mæÚUæ ¥ æò€âèÁÙ ×æS·¤ ÕæÅðU Áæ ÚUãðU ãñ´UUÐ

J âÚU·¤æÚU mæÚUæ Ùæ ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙè ×éçãU×ð´ ¿Üæ§ü Áæ ÚUãUè ãñ´UUÐ

ÂðÇ¸U-Õ¿æ¥ ô, ÂðÇ¸U-Ü»æ¥ ô Áñâè Â¢ç€ÌØæ¡ »æØè Áæ ÚUãUè ãñUÐ

J ßëÿæô´ âð ƒæÚUô´ ·¤ô Ìô âÁæ çÜØæ ãU×Ùð,

ßëÿæô´ ·¤ô ·¤æÅU ·¤ÚU ÂØæüßÚU‡æ ·¤ô ç×ÅUæ çÎØæ ãU×ÙðÐ

J ¥ ‘ÀUæ ÁèßÙ ÂæÙæ ãñU Ìô ÂðÇ¸Uô ·¤ô Õ¿æÙæ ãñU,

ÂðÇ¸U Ü»æ¥ ô´ Øæ Ùæ Ü»æ¥ ô´ ÂðÇ¸U ·¤ô ·¤ÅUÙð âð Õ¿æÙæ ãñUÐ

Âë‰ßè âÖè ×ÙécØô´ ·¤è ÁM¤ÚUÌ ÂêÚUè ·¤ÚUÙð ·ð¤ 
çÜ° ÂØæüŒÌ â¢âæÏÙ ÂýÎæÙ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñU, 
Üðç·¤Ù ÜæÜ¿ÂêÚUæ ·¤ÚUÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° ÙãUè´Ð

×ãUæ ×̂æ »æ¢Ïè
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Áè.°¿.Áè.¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ, âéÏæÚU



×èÜô´ ÎêÚU Ì·¤ ãñU ÁæÙæ...

×æÙæ ç•æ¢Î»è °·¤ ¹êÕâêÚUÌ âæ �ßæÕ ãñU,
çÁââð °·¤ ÂýàÙ ÂêÀUô, ç×ÜÌæ ÆUôâ ÁßæÕ ãñUÐ
·¤Öè ÂÌÛæÇ¸U çÎ¹æÌè ãñU, Ìô ·¤Öè ·¤ÚUæÌè ãñU Õâ¢Ì ·¤æ ¥ æÖæâ,
Áô Öè ãUô, §â·ð¤ ¥ Ùð·¤ Ú¢U» ÕÙæÌð ãñ´U §âð ¹æâÐ

Ìô €Øæ ãéU¥ æ ¥ »ÚU ¥ ôâ âð Âžæð ÉU·ð¤ Íð,
¿Ü-¿Ü·¤ÚU ¥ »ÚU ÌðÚÔU Âæ¡ß Öè ¹êÕ Í·ð¤ ÍðÐ
€Øæ ãéU¥ æ ¥ »ÚU ¥ æâ×æÙ ×ð´ ·¤æÜð ÕæÎÜô´ ·¤è ƒæðÚUè Íè,
ÌêÙð ¿ÜÙæ €Øô´ ÀUôÇ¸Uæ, Ò×¢ç•æÜÓ Ìô ÌðÚUè Íè?

Ìô €Øæ ãéU¥ æ ¥ »ÚU çÈ¤ÚU âéÕãU ÙãUè´ Íè ãéU§ü,
¿ÜÌð-¿ÜÌð ÂñÚUô´ ×ð´ ¿éÖ »§ü Íè âé§üÐ
§ââð ÇUÚU ¥ »ÚU ÒÜô»ô´Ó Ùð ¿ÜÙæ ÀUôÇ¸U çÎØæ,
Ìô ÌêÙð €Øô´ ¥ ÂÙæ ×é¹ ×¢ç•æÜ âð ×ôÇ¸U çÜØæ?

°ðâð Ìô ãU× Öè Ò¿¢¼ýØæÙ-I ×¢ç•æÜ Ì·¤ ÙãUè´ Âã¡éU¿æ Âæ°,
Áñâæ ÂçÚU‡ææ× ¿æãUÌð Íð ßñâæ ÙãUè´ Üæ Âæ°Ð
ÂÚU ·¤× âð ·¤× ¿æ¡Î âð ßæÎæ Ìô ·¤ÚU ¥ æ° ãñ´U,
ÒçÈ¤ÚU ¥ æ°¡»ðÓ ØãU çßàßæâ Ìô çÎÜæ ¥ æ° ãñ´UÐ

×æÙæ ¥ æ¡¹ð Ù× ãéU§ü Ìô Íè´ ·é¤ÀU ÂÜ ·ð¤ çÜ°,
È¤Ç¸UÈ¤Ç¸Uæ§ü Íè Üõ, ÂÚU ÕéÛæ Ù Âæ° ÎèØðÐ
¥ âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ¥ æÁ Îô»éÙè àæç€Ì âð ¹Ç¸ðU ãñ´U,
Ò×¢ç•æÜ ·¤ô ÂæÙæ ãñUÓ §â çßàßæâ ÂÚU ¥ Ç¸ðU ãñ´UÐ

Ï¢éÏ Ìô ãUÚU ÕæÚU âêÚUÁ ·¤ô çÀUÂæÌè ãUè ãñU,
×éçà·¤Ü Ìô ãUÚU ÚUæãU ×ð´ ¥ æÌè ãUè ãñUÐ
ÂÚU âêÚUÁ ·¤æ â¢·¤ËÂ ãñU, ßô çÙ·¤Ü ãUè ¥ æÌæ ãñU;
¥ ÂÙè ç·¤ÚU‡æô´ ·¤ô Ò×èÜô´Ó Ì·¤ Èñ¤ÜæÌæ ãñUÐ

âêÚUÁ ÁÕ çÙ·¤Ü »Øæ ãñU, Ìô ÌðÚUæ ÎÚUßæ•ææ €Øô´ ÙãUè´ ¹éÜæ,
¥ ÚÔU! ©UÆU, ÕæãUÚU çÙ·¤Ü ·¤ÚU Ìô Îð¹, ÌðÚUè ×¢ç•æÜ ÚUãUè ãñU ÕéÜæÐ
çßàßæâ ×Ù ×ð´ ãUô»æ Ìô Ìê ¹éÎ Öæ»Ìæ Áæ°»æ,
Ü¢Õæ ãUô ÚUæSÌæ ÖÜð, ÕæßÁêÎ Í·¤æÙ ·ð¤, Ìê ©Uâð Âæ°»æÐ

×¢ç•æÜ Ù Öè ç×Üð Ìô ÅêUÅU ×Ì ÁæÙæ,
ç×Ü Áæ° ¥ »ÚU Ìô ßãUè´ ×Ì L¤·¤ ÁæÙæÐ
Í·¤æÙ ·¤ô ×Ì ÕÙæÙæ ÕãUæÙæ,
ÖêÜ ÁæÙæ €Øæ ·¤ãUÌæ-·¤ÚUÌæ ãñU •æ×æÙæÐ

ÌéÛæð §Ù·¤è ÂÚUßæãU ÙãUè´,
ÌéÛæð Ìô ×èÜô´ ÎêÚU Ì·¤ ãñU ÁæÙæ...
ÌéÛæð Ìô ×èÜô´ ÎêÚU Ì·¤ ãñU ÁæÙæ...
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×ðãUæ ×‚»ô 
¥ æØü ·¤æòÜðÁ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ



ßðÎÙæ

¥ ÂÙð NUÎØ ×ð´ Ûææ¡·¤ ·¤ÚU,

¥ ‹ÌÚU-¥ æ ×̂æ âð ÕæÌ ·¤ÚUÐ

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?

âçÎØô´ ÂãUÜð ×æÙéá, ÁÕ ÏÚUÌè ÂÚU ¥ æØæÐ

ÖÚU·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙð âèÙð ×ð´, Ö‡ÇUæÚU â¢ßðÎÙæ ·¤æ ÜæØæÐ

ÁæÙÌæ ÙãUè´ Íæ ÌÕ ßô, Òâ�ØÓ ¹æÙæ-ÂèÙæÐ

Õâ ÁæÙÌæ Íæ ÕæÌ ·ð¤ßÜ, Sß‘ÀU NUÎØ âð ÁèÙæÐ

ÏèÚÔU-ÏèÚÔU ¥ ÂÙð ÖèÌÚU Ò§ücØæüÓ ·¤ô ÕÉ¸Uæ çÜØæ,

Ùæ ÁæÙð ·ñ¤âð ¥ õÚU ·¤ãUæ¡, ÎØæ-Öæß ·¤ô ÀéUÂæ çÎØæ?

ãUô»è ·¤ãUè´ ÌðÚÔU ¥ æâ-Âæâ, ÚUãUÌæ Ìê ÁãUæ¡ ãñUÐ 

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß, ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?

â Ø̂ ·¤ô ¥ ÙÎð¹æ ·¤ÚU, ¥ â Ø̂ ·¤è ¥ ôÚU Áæ ÚUãUæÐ

ÀUôÇ¸U ·¤ÚU ßæ‡æè ßðÎô´ ·¤è, ÕæM¤Î ·¤è ÏéÙ »æ ÚUãUæÐ

Ò»éL¤-ÂèÚUô´ ·ð¤ ©UÂÎðàæ ·¤è, ×Ì ·¤ÚU Ìê ¥ ßãðUÜÙæÐ

Ò·¤×ü-È¤ÜÓ Áô ÎêçáÌ ãUô»æ, ÌêÛæð ÂÇ¸ðU»æ ÛæðÜÙæÐ

·ý¤ôÏ, SßæÍü ¥ õÚU Ò¥ ãU×Ó, ·¤ô Ùæ ãUôÙð Îð ãUæßèÐ

É¡êUÉUÙè ãñU, ×¢çÁÜ ÎêÚU ÕãéUÌ, ÕñÆU Ùæ ãUæÚU ·¤ÚU ÚUæãUèÐ

ÒÂýÁßçËÜÌÓ ãUô ·¤M¤‡ææ ·¤æ âêØü, ÁãUæ¡ Ò§ücØæüÓ ·¤è ÒçÙàææÓ ãñUÐ

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß, ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?

·¤Öè Íæ ßô â×Ø ÁÕ Ìê, ßðÎÙæ âð ÒÂçÚUÂê‡æüÓ ÍæÐ

çß¿æÚU ·¤ÚU ¥ Õ Øæ ÂãUÜð, ÁèßÙ ÌðÚUæ Òâ�Âê‡æüÓ ÍæÐ

¥ ÚÔU ×ê¹ü! ¥ »ÚU NUÎØ ×ð´, ¥ õÚUô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° ÂèÇ¸Uæ Ùæ ÚUãðU»èÐ

Ìô çÈ¤ÚU ·ñ¤âð ÒÏÚUÌè ×æ¡Ó, Sß¢Ø ÂÚU ÌðÚUæ ÕôÛæ âãðU»èÐ

ÖêÜ Ùæ â¢âæÚU ×ð´ Ìê, Òâßôüžæ×Ó, çÂýØ-Âýæ‡æè ãñUÐ

·¤ãUè´-Ùæ-·¤ãUè´ ÌðÚUè ãUè ãUô»è, Áô ßðÎÙæ ·¤è ·¤ãUæÙè ãñUÐ

¥ Öè Öè ÂÍ ÂÚU ¥ ç×ÅU, ÌðÚÔU §ÚUæÎô´ ·ð¤ ÒçÙàææ¡Ó ãñUÐ

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß, ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?
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ÁôçÈ¤Áæ
Öæ» çâ´ãU ¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ·¤æÜæ çÅUŽÕæ, ¥ ÕôãUÚU



Ò»ÚU Ìê ¥ ÂÙð NUÎØ âð, ·¤ÚU Îð»æ ßðÎÙæ Âê‡æüÌÑ ¥ ÜôÂÐ

Ìô ÌðÚUè SßæÍèü-Îàææ âð, ÕÚUâð»æ âëçcÅU ÂÚU ·¤ôÂÐ

â¢âæÚU ×ð´ çÈ¤ÚU âÖè Âýæ‡æè, °·¤-ÎêâÚÔU âð ƒæÕÚUæ°¢»ðÐ

çÕÙæ NUÎØ ×ð´ çÜ° ÂèÇ¸Uæ, àæç€ÌàææÜè Ù ÕÙ Âæ°¢»ðÐ

¥ Õ Ì·¤ Áô âéÙè ßèÚUÌæ ·¤è ÕæÌð´, ÂèçÉ¸UØô´ Ì·¤ ·ñ¤âð âéÙæ°¢»ð´?

¥ »ÚU Ùæ çÎÜ ×ð´ Õ¿æ§ü ßðÎÙæ, SßØ¢ ·¤ô ·ñ¤âð Õ¿æ°¢»ðð?

¥ ‘ÀUæ§ü ãUô çÈ¤ÚU Øæ ÕéÚUæ§ü, ÌêÙð ãUè Èñ¤Üæ§ü ÁãUæ¡ Öè ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß, ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?

·¤ãUÙð ·¤ô Ìô Øð ÖæßÙæ, â×Ûæô Ìô ÁèßÙ ·¤æ âæÚU ãñUÐ

çÕÙæ ·¤M¤‡ææ, ÎØæ, ßðÎÙæ ·ð¤, Ò·¤æÚUæßæâÓ â¢âæÚU ãñUÐ

â×Ø ÚUãUÌð §âð ÏæÚU‡æ ·¤ÚU Üô, Õâ ØãUè ãñU ÁèßÙ ·¤æ Ò×êÜÓ

¥ »ÚU §â ÂÚU Ùæ ¥ ×Ü ·¤ÚUô»ð, â¢âæÚU ãUô Áæ°»æ àæêÜÐ

çßàß Âý�ØæÌ ÖæÚUÌßáü ·¤ô, çÈ¤ÚU âð Ò»éM¤Ó ÕÙæÙæ ãñUÐ

¥ õÚUô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° ÁèÙæ çâ¹æ·¤ÚU, ÕçÜÎÙ ÎðÙæ çâ¹æÙæ ãñUÐ

Ìé× Öè çÎ¹æÙæ âãUæÙéÖêçÌ, ÒßðÎÙæÓ Ùð Øð ·¤ãUæ ãñUÐ

çÈ¤ÚU âð É¡êUÉU ×æÙß, ÌðÚUè ßðÎÙæ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãñU?

§¢ÌÁæÚU ·¤ÚUÙð ßæÜô´ ·¤ô çâÈü¤ ©UÌÙæ
ãUè ç×ÜÌæ ãñU, çÁÌÙæ ·¤ôçàæàæ ·¤ÚUÙð

ßæÜð ÀUôÇ¸U ÎðÌð ãñ´UÐ
ÇUæ. °.Âè.Áð. ¥ ŽÎéÜ ·¤Üæ×
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××Ìæ

Áô ×éÛæð ãUÚU ª¡¤¿æ§üØô´ ÂÚU Âã¡éU¿æÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

ãUÚU ÕæÚU Áô Ì¡ê ×éÛæð ŒØæÚU âð â×ÛææÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

ÕðßÁãU M¤ÆUÙð ÂÚU Ì¡ê çÈ¤ÚU Öè ×éÛæð ×ÙæÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

ßô Áô ÂæÂæ ·¤è ÇUæ¡ÅU âð Õ¿æÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

ßô Áô ãUÚU ßæÚU ×éÛæð ¥ ÂÙè ¥ ôÚU ¹è´¿Ìè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

Ì¡ê Áô ãUÚU â¢·¤ÅU âð ×éÛæð Õ¿æÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

Áô ×éÛæð âãUè ÚUæãU çÎ¹æÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

Õ‘¿ô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° Áô âÕ ·é¤ÀU ·¤ÚU ÁæÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

âõ »ËçÌØæ¡ ·¤ÚUÙð ÂÚU Öè Ì¡ê ×æÈ¤ ·¤ÚU ÎðÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

×éÛæð Îé¹ ×ð´ Îð¹ Ì¡ê ¹éÎ ©UÎæâ ãUô ÁæÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

¥ ÂÙè §‘ÀUæ¥ ô´ ·¤ô ×æÚU·¤ÚU ×ðÚÔU çÜ° âÕ ·é¤ÀU ÜæÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡,

×éàç·¤Ü ƒæÇ¸Uè ×ð´ Áô ×ðÚUæ ãUõ´âÜæ ÕÉ¸UæÌè ãñU, ßô ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ãUè Ìô ãñU ×æ¡Ð

Ö»ßæÙ âð Öè ª¡¤¿æ ÎÁæü ãñU çÁâ·¤æ, ßô àæ�â ãUè Ìô ãUôÌè ãñU ×æ¡,

Õ‘¿ô´ ·¤ô ××Ìæ âð âè´¿Ìè ãñU, ×æ¡Ð

·é¤ÀU Ìô ÁæÎê ãñU ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ×ð´ ×æ¡,

×ðÚÔU çÜ° ×ðÚUè ç•æ‹Î»è ãUô Ìé× ×æ¡Ð

ÌðÚUè ××Ìæ ×ðÚUæ §üÙæ× ãñU, ×æ¡,

×éÛæð ª¡¤¿æ ·¤ÚUÙæ ÌðÚUæ Ùæ× ãñU, ×æ¡Ð

×èÆUæ ãñU ÌðÚUæ ãUÚU °·¤ ÕôÜ ×æ¡, 

¹éàæè âð Èê¤Ü ÁæÌè ã¡êU, ÁÕ ·¤ãUÌè ãñU, Ì¡ê ÒÒ¥ Ù×ôÜÓÓ ×æ¡Ð

ãUæÜæÌô´ ·ð¤ ¥ æ»ð ÁÕ âæÍ
Ù ÁéÕæ¢ ãUôÌè ãñUÐ

ÂãU¿æÙ ÜðÌè ãñU, ¹æ×ôàæè ×ð´ ãUÚU ÎÎü,
ßô çâÈü¤ ×æ¡ ãUôÌè ãñUÐ

¥ õÚU ×æ¡»Ùð ÂÚU ÁãUæ¡ ÂêÚUô ãUÚU ×‹ÙÌ ãUôÌè ãñU,
×æ¡ ·ð¤ ÂñÚUô´ ×ð´ ãUè ßô Á‹ÙÌ ãUôÌè ãñUÐ 
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¥ Ù×ôÜ
°â. Áè. °¿. ¥ æÚU. °â. ·¤æòÜðÁ¤È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ¿ÕðßæÜ



çâ×ÚUÙ

ÁÕ ÙæÙ·¤ ·¤æ ÌÚUæÁê vx-vx ·¤ÚU ÌôÜ Áæ°,
ÁÙ Üæ¹ô´ ÌâèãUô´ ·ð¤ ÕæßÁêÎ, Ò©UÈ¤Ó ·¤è ¥ æßæ•æ Ù ¥ æ°,
ÁÕ àæèàæ ÌÜè Âð ÚU¹, Õ¢Îæ ÕãUæÎéÚU ÚU‡æ ×ð´ ÜÇ¸U Áæ°,
Áô »×ü Ìßè ÂÚU ÕñÆU Öè, ©Uâ ÚUÕ ·¤æ »é‡æ »æ°,
ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

ÂçÚUßæÚU ÀUôÇ¸U ¥ ÂÙæ, ÂßüÌ Âð Áô ¿É¸U Áæ°,
ÎéçÙØæÎæÚUè ÀUôÇ¸U, ×æÙâ ÁÕ Áô»è ãUô Áæ°,
Õ¢Ïé çÎÜ â‘¿æ Öè ÁM¤ÚUè, Ø¡ê §ÕæÎÌ Ù ãUô Âæ°,
ÙæÙ·¤ Ùð ·¤ãUæ, ÎéçÙØæ ×ð´ ÚUãU Áô Õ¢Î»è ·¤ÚU Áæ°,
ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

ÕéÉ¸ðU ×æ¡-ÕæÂ ·¤ô ÀUôÇ¸U ¥ æŸæ×, ×¢çÎÚU ×ð´ €Øô´ Áæ°?
×æ¡-ÕæÂ ãUè Ö»ßæÙ ÌðÚÔU, €Øô´ §Ù âð ÂËÜæ ÀéUÇ¸Uæ°,
×æ¡-ÕæÂ ·¤è ·¤ÚUè Áô âðßæ, ·¤Öè Õð¥ Íü Ù Áæ°,
§â ÎéçÙØæ âð ©Uâ ÎéçÙØæ ·¤è, âèÉ¸Uè Áô ÕÙ Áæ°,U
ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

Âñâð ·ð¤ ÂèÀðU Öæ»ð, ×æØæ ×ôÿæ Ù Îð Âæ°,
°·¤ çÎÙ ÁæÙæ ãñU ª¤ÂÚU, ßãUæ¡ Âñâæ ·¤æ× Ù ¥ æ°,
ÒÒ×ðÚÔU Âñâð-·¤ÂÇ¸ðU ÚUãU »° ØãUè´ÓÓ ¥ æßæ•æ ·¤ÕÚU âð ¥ æ°,
âÕ ·é¤ÀU ØãUè ÂÇ¸Uæ ÚUãðU»æ, âæÍ ·é¤ÀU Ù Áæ°,
°·¤ ßSÌé Áô ÚUãðU»è ÌðÚUè, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°
°·¤ ßSÌé Áô ÚUãðU»è ÌðÚUè, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

·é¤ÀU ×èÚUæ Áñâð ãUÚU âæ¡â ÂýÖé ·¤æ ç¿¢ÌÙ ·¤ÚUÌð Áæ°,
¥ õÚU ·é¤ÀU ãUÙé×æÙ Áñâð, ¥ ÂÙð ·¤ÚU×ô´ âð çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ÚU Áæ°,
çã¢UÎé ×éçSÜ× ãñU °·¤ ãUè, Áô ÕæÌ §ÌÙè â×Ûæ Áæ°,
§‹âæÙ ·¤ô §‹âæÙ â×Ûæð, §¢âæçÙØÌ ·¤æ Ï×ü ·¤×æ°,
ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

ÎéçÙØæ ·¤è §â ÖèÇ¸U ×ð´, ÁÕ ×ôÿæ ÂýæçŒÌ ãUô Áæ°,
Áô ¹éÎ ·¤è ¹éÎè âð ÂãU¿æÙ ·¤ÚUßæ Áæ°,
¥ ¢ÌÚU ¥ æ ×̂æ ·¤ô ÁÜ âæ àæèÌÜ Áô ·¤ÚU Áæ°,
¹æÜè ÂðÅU ÕñÆUæ ×æÙß, ÁÕ ÎêâÚÔU ·¤è Öê¹ ÂãUÜð ç×ÅUæ°,
ßô Õ¢Î»è ·¤ãUÜæ°, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°ÐÐ

ÕæãéUÕÜè çÂÌæ ·ð¤ ¥ æ»ð ÂýãUÜæÎ àæèàæ Ù Ûæé·¤æ°,

ãUôÜè ·¤æ ßÚUÎæÙ, çÁâ ·ð¤ ¥ æ»ð ÖS× ãUô Áæ°,

ßãU §ÕæÎÌ ·¤è àæç€Ì, ßãU çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°...ÐÐ

ÒÒ×ðÚUæ âÕ ·é¤ÀU ÚUãU »Øæ ØãUè´ÓÓ ·¤ÕÚU âð ¥ æßæÁ ¥ æ°,

°·¤ ãUè ¿èÁ Áô ÚUãðU»è ÌðÚUè, ßô çâ×ÚUÙ ·¤ãUÜæ°...ÐÐ
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âé¹×Ù ×æÙ
¹æâÜæ ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æòÈ¤̧ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ



ÚÔUÜ»æÇ¸Uè ×ð´ âÈ¤ÚU ·¤ÚU ÚUãUè ßëh ¥ õÚUÌ çÁâ·¤æ Ùæ× ÚUæÌ ßæÜè ÚUôÅUè €Øô´ ÎèÓÓ?
âè×æ Íæ ßãU ÜéçÏØæÙæ âð ãUçÚUmæÚU Áæ ÚUãUè Íè €Øô´ç·¤ ©Uâ·ð¤ 

ÕãêU-ßãU ·¤ãUÌè ãñU-ç·¤ ãU×Ùð ¹æÙæ ¹æ çÜØæ ØãUè °·¤ 
ÕðÅðU ÚUæÁê Ùð ©Uâð ƒæÚU âð ÕæãUÚU çÙ·¤æÜ çÎØæ ÍæÐ ©Uâ·ð¤ âæ×Ùð 

ÚUæÌ ·¤è ÚUôÅUè Õ¿è Íè ¹æÙæ ãñU Ìô ¹æ¥ ô ÙãUè´ ¹æÙæ ×Ì 
ÚUæ·¤ ÂçÚUßæÚU ÚÔUÜ»æÇ¸Uè ×ð´ ÕñÆUæ Íæ Áô ¥ æÂâ ×ð´ ç·¤ÌÙæ ŒØæÚU 

¹æ¥ ôÐÓÓ
·¤ÚUÌð ÍðÐ âè×æ ·ð¤ âæ×Ùð ÕñÆUè ¥ õÚUÌ ¿æØ ÂèÙð Ü»è ©Uâ·¤è 

ÚUæÁê ·¤è ×æ¡ ÚUôÅUè ·¤è ŒÜðÅU ßãUè´ ÂÚU ÚU¹·¤ÚU ¿Üè ÁæÌè ¿æØ ãUæÍô´ ×ð´ ç»ÚU »§ü Ìô ©Uâ·ð¤ ÕðÅðU ·¤ô ÕãéUÌ ÎÎü ãéU¥ æ ©Uâð 
ãñUÐ ©Uâ·ð¤ ÕðÅðU ·ð¤ ƒæÚU ¥ æÙð ÂÚU ßãU ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ç·¤ Ìé�ãUæÚUè Â Ù̂è ¥ ÂÙè ×æ¡ ·¤æ ÎÎü Îð¹æ ÙãUè´ »ØæÐ ÁËÎè âð ×æ¡ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU »Øæ 
×éÛæâð ¥ ‘ÀðU ÌÚUè·ð¤ âð ÕæÌ Öè ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚUÌè ¹æÙæ Öè ÙãUè´ ÎðÌè ãUæÍ ÏéÜßæ ·¤ÚU ÜæØæÐ
Îô çÎÙô´ âð ·é¤ÀU ÙãUè´ ¹æØæÐ ¥ æÁ ¹æÙæ ×æ¡»æ Ìô ÚUæÌ ·¤è ÚUôÅUè 

ØãU âÕ Îð¹·¤ÚU âè×æ ·¤è ¥ æ¡¹ô´ ×ð´ ¥ æ¡âê ¥ æ ÁæÌð ãñUÐ 
Â·¤Ç¸Uæ ÎèÐ

ßãU âô¿Ùð Ü»Ìè ãñUÐ ÂãUÜð ×ðÚUæ ÕðÅUæ Öè ×ðÚUæ °ðâð ãUè �ØæÜ 
ÚUæÁê ·¤ãUÌæ ãñU ç·¤ ÆUè·¤ ãUè Ìô ç·¤ØæÐ Õâ §ÌÙè ãUè ÕæÌð ÚU¹Ìæ ÍæÐ ÁÕ ×ñ´ ·¤Öè Õè×æÚU ãUôÌè Íè ßãU ÂêÚUæ çÎÙ-ÚUæÌ ×ðÚUè 

âéÙ·¤ÚU ßãU ¿Üè ÁæÌè ãñUÐâðßæ ·¤ÚUÌæ ÍæÐ ÚUæÁê ·ð¤ çÂÌ Áè ÁÕ Íð ÌÕ ©U‹ãUô´Ùð ÂçÚUßæÚU ·¤ô 
·é¤ÀU çÎÙ Âà¿æÌ÷ ßãU ¥ ÂÙè ×æ¡ ·¤ô ƒæÚU âð çÙ·¤Ü ÁæÙð ÁôÇ¸ðU ÚU¹æ ¥ õÚU â¢ÖæÜæÐ ©UÙ·ð¤ ÁæÙð (×ë Ø̂é ãUô ÁæÙð) ·ð¤ 

·¤ô ·¤ãUÌð ãñU €Øô´ç·¤ ©U‹ãUô´Ùð ÕÅUßæÚUæ ·¤ÚU çÜØæ ãñUÐ ÌèÙô´ Âà¿æÌ÷ âæÚUæ ÂçÚUßæÚU ÅéU·¤Ç¸Uô ×ð´ Õ¢ÅU »ØæÐ ÚUæÁê ÕÇ¸Uæ ãUôÌæ Áæ 
Öæ§Øô´ Ùð ¥ ÂÙæ-¥ ÂÙæ çãUSâæ Üð çÜØæ ãñUÐ ¥ Õ ßãU âÖè ÚUãUæ ÍæÐ çÂÌæ ·¤è ×ë Ø̂é ·ð¤ ÕæÎ Ì·¤ÚUèÕÙ Îô âæÜ ÕæÎ ÚUæÁê ·ð¤ 
·¤ãUÙð Ü»Ìð ãñ ç·¤ U çÙ·¤Ü Áæ¥ ôÐ â×æÙ Èð¤·¤Ùð Ü»Ìð ãñUÐ ßãU çÜ° çÚUàÌæ ¥ æØæ çßßæãU ·¤ÚU çÎØæÐ ÚUæÁê ·¤è Â Ù̂è ¥ Ü» 
ƒæÚU ÀUôÇ¸U·¤ÚU ¥ æ ÁæÌè ãñUÐ çÕ¿æÚUè âè×æ, ßãU âô¿Ìè ãñU ×ñ´ ÚUãUÙæ ¿æãUÌè ÍèÐ ¥ õÚU ÚUæÁê ¥ õÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ Îô Öæ§Øô ·ð¤ Õè¿ 
·¤ãUæ Áæª¡¤Ð ×ñ´ Ìô ¥ ¢Ïè ã¡êU §âèçÜ° ßãU âæ¢¿Ìè ãñU ç·¤ ×éÛæð Ì·¤ÚUæÚU ãUôÙè àæéL¤ ãUô »§üÐ ÀUôÅUè-ÀUôÅUè ÕæÌô´ ×ð´ ÜÇ¸¸UÌð ÚUãUÙð 
Ü»Ìæ ãñU ç·¤ ×ðÚÔU ¥ ¢Ïè ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ¥ õÚU ·¤æ× Ù ·¤ÚU ÂæÙð ·ð¤ Ü»ðÐ ̂ ØôãUæÚU Öè ÆUè·¤ âð ÙãUè´ ×ÙæÌð ÍðÐ ÚUæÁê ·¤è Â Ù̂è ·¤æ 
·¤æÚU‡æ ÌèÙô´ Ùð ÕÅUßæÚUæ ·¤ÚU·ð¤ ×éÛæð °ðâæ ·¤ãUæ-·¤ãUÙæ Íæ ¥ õÚU ©UâÙð âéÛææß çÎØæ ç·¤ Ìé�ãUæÚUè ×æ¡ ·ð¤ Âæâ 

ßãU ãUÚUmæÚU Âã¡éU¿ »§ü ãñUÐ ßãUæ¡ ÂÚU âðßæ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñUÐ °ðâð ãUè ©UÙ·ð¤ Ùæ× ÂÚU âæÚUè ÁæØÎæÎ ãñUÐ Ìé× ¥ ÂÙð Ùæ× ÂÚU ·¤ÚUßæ 
©UâÙð Îô âæÜ çÕÌæ çÜ°, ç·¤âè âð ©Uâ·¤ô ÂÌæ Ü»æ ç·¤ ÜôÐ ¥ õÚU ×æ¡ ·¤ô ßëh ¥ æŸæ× ÖðÁ Îô Øæ çÈ¤ÚU ·¤ãU Îô ·¤ãUè Öè 
©Uâ·ð¤ ƒæÚU âð ·¤ô§ü ¥ æØæ ãéU¥ æ ãñUÐ ßãU ÕãéUÌ ¹éàæ ãUô ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ¿Üè Áæ°Ð ßãU Ìô ¥ ¢Ïè ãñU Ù ·¤ô§ü ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌè ãñUÐ
ÂÚU ¥ È¤âôâ ©Uâ·¤ô ÙãUè´Ð ·¤ô§ü ¥ ôÚU âè×æ ·¤ô ÜðÙð ¥ æØæ ãñUÐ ØãU âæÚUè ÕæÌð âè×æ Ùð âéÙ Üè ¥ õÚU ÚUôÙð Ü»èÐ ¥ ÂÙð 
âè×æ ·ð¤ ƒæÚU ·ð¤ âæ×Ùð ÚUãUÙð ßæÜð ÂÇ¸Uôâè ãUÚUmæÚU ƒæê×Ùð ¥ æ° Íð ·¤×ÚÔU ×ð´ ¿Üè »§ü ¥ õÚU ©Uâ·¤è ¥ æ ×̂æ ÕãéUÌ Îé¹è ãUôÌèÐ °ðâæ 
©U‹ãUô´Ùð âô×æ ·¤ô Îð¹æ ÕæÌ¿èÌ àæéL¤ ãUô »§üÐ ©Uâ·¤ô §âè ÌÚUãU €Øô ·¤ÚU ÚUãUæ ãñU ×ñ´Ùð Ìô §ÌÙæ ŒØæÚU âð ÕÇ¸Uæ ç·¤Øæ ãñUÐ §ÌÙè 
âð ¥ ÂÙð ÕðÅðU ·ð¤ ÕæÚÔU ×ð´ ÕæÌð ·¤èÐ ÂÌæ ¿Üæ ç·¤-×éçà·¤Ü âð ©Uâ·ð¤ çÂÌæ Ùð ¥ õÚU ×ñ´Ùð ƒæÚUô´ ×ð´ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚU·ð¤ ÂÉ¸UæØæ 

ÂÇ¸Uôâè-ÒÒßãU ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ×æ¡ Áè ¥ æÂ·ð¤ ÌèÙ ÕðÅðU ·¤æ ·é¤ÀU °·¤ ãUè ×·¤æÙ §€ÅU÷ÆUæ ç·¤Øæ ãñUÐ âè×æ ·¤ô Îô çÎÙ ãUô »° 
ÕÅUßæÚUæ ãéU¥ æ âÖè Ùð ¥ ÂÙð-¥ ÂÙð ƒæÚU Üð çÜ° ãñUÐÓÓÚUæÌ ·¤ô âô§ü ÙãUè´ Ù ãUè ç·¤âè Ùð ¹æÙæ ÂêÀUæÐ

×æ¡, (âèÙæ)-ÒÒ©Uâð ÕãéUÌ Îé¹ ãéU¥ æÐÓÓâè×æ-ÒÒâè×æ ¥ ÂÙè Õã¡êU âð ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ÕðÅUæ ×éÛæð ¹æÙæ Îð 

Îô?ÓÓ ÂÇ¸Uôâè-ÒÒ§‹ãUô´Ùð ÕÌæØæ ç·¤, ÌðÚÔU ÕðÅðU ·¤æ Õ‘¿ð Öè ãUô 

»° ãñU ÌèÙô ÕðÅðU ·ð¤ ÜÇ¸U·ð¤ ãéU° ãñUÐÓÓÕãêU-ÒÒÚUæÁê ·¤è Â Ù̂è ÚUæÌ ·¤è ÕÙè ÚUôÅUè ©UÆUæ·¤ÚU, ÚUôÅUè ·ð¤ 

ª¤ÂÚU Ù×·¤ ÇUæÜ·¤ÚU Îð ÎðÌè ãñUÓÓ âè×æ-ÒÒßãU ÕãéUÌ ¹éàæ ãéU§üÐÓÓ

âè×æ-ÒÒÚUôÅUè ·¤ô Îð¹Ìè ÚUãUÌè ãñU ßãU ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ç·¤ ×éÛæð ÂÇ¸Uôâè ·ð¤ ÁæÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ©Uâð Ìèßý ¥ ÂÙð Õ‘¿ô´ âð ç×ÜÙð 

¥ æÏéçÙ·¤ çÚUàÌô¢ ·¤æ âêÙæÂÙ
Îêàæè 

°. °â. ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ¹¢Ùæ
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·¤è §‘ÀUæ Âý»ÅU ãéU§üÐ ßãU ÁËÎè-ÁËÎè ßãUæ¡ âð çÙ·¤Ü·¤ÚU 
ßæçÂâ ƒæÚU ÁæÙæ ¿æãUÌè ãñUÐ çÈ¤ÚU ßãU ÜéçÏØæÙæ ¥ æ·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙð 
ÕðÅðU âð ¥ ÂÙð ÂôÌð ·¤ô Îð¹Ùð ·¤æ Âý»ÅUæßæ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñUÐ ßãU ·¤ãUÌè 
ãñU ç·¤ ×éÛæð °·¤ ÕæÚU Õ‘¿æ Îð¹ ÜðÙð Îô çÈ¤ÚU ×ñ´ ßæçÂâ ¿Üè 

ßãU ÛæôÂÇ¸Uè ÂÚU °·¤ ·¤æ»•æ ¥ õÚU ÂðÙ Üð·¤ÚU °·¤ Â æ̃ 
çÜ¹Ìè ãñUÐ çÁâ×ð´ çÜ¹æ ãñU ç·¤ ÚUæÁê ÕðÅUæ ¥ õÚU Îô ×ðÚÔU Õ‘¿ð ×ñ´ 
ÁæÌð-ÁæÌð Ìé�ãð´U ·é¤ÀU ÕÌæÙæ ¿æãUÌè ã¡êUÐ

ÒÒÕðÅUæ ÚUæÁê! ×ðÚUè Öè ç·¤â çÎÙ ¥ æ¡¹ð Íè Ìé× ÀUôÅðU âð ÍðÐ 
Áæª¡¤»èÐ ÚUæÁê ÎÚUßæ•ææ ¹ôÜÌæ ãñUÐ ÁÕ Ìé× Ù ¹ðÜ ÚUãðU Íð ¹ðÜÌð-¹ðÜÌð ç»ÚUÙð ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ 

ÚUæÁê-ÒÒßãU ¥ ÂÙè ×æ¡ ·¤ô Îð¹·¤ÚU ·¤ãUÌæ ãñU çÈ¤ÚU ¥ æ »§ü Ìé�ãUæÚUè ¥ æ¡¹ ·¤æ Ùé·¤âæÙ ãUô »ØæÐ ÇUæ€ÅUÚU Ùð ·¤ãUæ ç·¤ §â·¤è 
Ìé×?ÓÓ °·¤ ¥ æ¡¹ ¹ÚUæÕ ãUô »§ü ãñU Ìô ×ñÙð ¥ ÂÙè ¥ æ¡¹ Ìé�ãð´U Îð ÎèÐ ×éÛæð 

°·¤ ÕæÚU ×éÛæð Ü»Ìæ ãñU ç·¤ Ìé�ãð´U ÕæÌ â×Ûæ ÙãUè´ ¥ æÌè Ü»æ ç·¤ Ìé�ãUæÚUè âæÚUè çÁ¢Î»è ÂÉ¸Uè ãñU Ìé×Ùð ¥ Öè ÎéçÙØæ Öè 
ÙãUè´ Îð¹èÐ §âèçÜ° ×ñ´ °·¤ ¥ æ¡¹ âð ¥ ¡Ïè ã¡êUÐÓÓâè×æ-ÒÒ©Uâ·¤è ×æ¡ ãUæÍ ÁôÇ¸UÙð Ü»Ìè ãñU ÚUôÙð Ü»Ìè ãñUÐÓÓ

¥ æ¹ÚUè ØãU ·¤ãUÙæ ¿æãUÌè ã¡êU-Áñâð ç·¤ Ìé×Ùð ×ðÚÔU âæÍ Áô ÚUæÁê-ÒÒ§â·¤ô ·¤ô§ü È¤·ü¤ ÙãUè´ ÂÇ¸UÌæÐÓÓ
ç·¤ØæÐ ßô ç·¤âè ¥ õÚU ·ð¤ âæÍ ×Ì ·¤ÚUÌæÐ ¥ ÂÙð âð ÕÇ¸Uôô ·¤æ ßãU ÎÚUßæ•ææ Õ¢Î ·¤ÚU ÜðÌæ ãñUÐ ©Uâ·¤è ×æ¡ ÚUôÌð-ÚUôÌð ÎêâÚÔU 
¥ æÎÚU ß ©UÙ·¤è âðßæ ·¤ÚUÙæÐ ÒÒÕðÅUæ! ×æÌæ çÂÌæ Ö»ßæÙ÷ ·¤æ ÕðÅðU çÈ¤ÚU ÌèâÚÔU ·ð¤ Âæâ ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ·¤ô§ü Öè ©Uâ·¤è ÕæÌ ÙãUè´ 
M¤Â ãUôÌð ãñUÐ Ìé×Ùð ×æ¡ ·¤ô Îé¹ çÎØæ Ìô Ö»ßæÙ÷ ·¤ô Îé¹è ·¤ÚUÙæ âêÙÌæ âÖè °ðâæ ãUè ·¤ÚUÌð ãñUÐ ©Uâ·¤è ¥ æ ×̂æ ÕãéUÌ Îé¹Ìè ãñUÐ 
ãUô»æ ×ñ´ Ìé�ãð´U â×Ûææ ÚUãUè ã¡êUÐ ×ðÚUè ÕæÌ ·¤è ¥ ôÚU ÁÚUæ ŠØæÙ âð ßãU Ö»ßæÙ ×ð´ ÕæÌð ·¤ÚUÌð ãéU° ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ç·¤-
âô¿ÙæÐÓÓÒÒÖ»ßæÙ ×éÛæð °ðâæ çÎÙ €Øô´ çÎ¹æ ÚUãUæ ãñU ×ðÚUè ÂçÌ ·¤è 

§â ¹Ì ·¤ô çÜ¹Ùð Âà¿æÌ÷ ©Uâ·¤è ×ë Ø̂é ãUô »§üÐ ç·¤âè ×ë Ø̂é ãéU§ü âæÍ ×ðÚUè Öè ãUô ÁæÌè Ìô ¥ ‘ÀUæ ÚUãUÌæ ÎÚU-ÎÚU Ö·¤ÅUÌè 
ÃØç€Ì Ùð ÚUæÁê ·¤ô ÕÌæØæ ç·¤ Ìé�ãUæÚUè ×æ¡ ·¤è ×ë Ø̂é ãUô »§üÐ ©UâÙð Ìô ÙãUè´ ×éÛæð ©UÙ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ·¤ô§ü ÙãUè´ ÂêÀUÌæÐÓÓ
¥ Õ Îð¹æ ·¤ÚU çÎØæÐ çÈ¤ÚU ©Uâ ÃØç€Ì ·ð¤ ÁæÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ßãU ßãUè ßãU âô¿Ìè ãñU ç·¤ ×ðÚÔU ØãUæ¡ ¥ æÙð ·¤æ ·¤ô§ü È¤æØÎæ ÙãUè´ 
Á»ãU ÁæÌæ ãñU ÁãUæ¡ »éL¤mæÚÔU ·ð¤ Âæâ ÕÌæØæ ©Uâ ÃØç€Ì ·¤è ÕæÌ ãéU¥ æ ç·¤âè ·¤ô ×ðÚUè çÈ¤·ý¤ ãUè ÙãUè´Ð âÖè ¹éàæ ãñU ¥ ÂÙð ÂçÚUßæÚU 
â¿ ãUô ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ßãU ¥ ÂÙè ×æ¡ ·¤ô Îð¹·¤ÚU ÚUôÙð Ü»Ìæ ãñUÐ Ìô ×ð´Ð ×ñ´ ¥ ÂÙð Õ‘¿ð ¥ õÚU ÂôÌð âð Öè ÙãUè´ ç×Ü Âæ§üÐ
©Uâ âæ×Ùð ¹Ì çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌæ ãñUÐ

ÚUôÁ ÜÇ¸Uæ§ü ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ çÚUàÌð, ÂçÚUßæÚU âÕ ¥ Ü»-¥ Ü» ãUô 
ÚUæÁê-ßãU ©Uâð ¹ôÜÌæ ãñU ¥ õÚU ÂÉ¸UÌæ ãñUÐ»Øæ âÕ ·é¤ÀU ¹ ×̂ ×ðÚUæ ç•æ‹Î»è ÁèÙð ·¤æ ·¤ô§ü È¤æØÎæ ÙãUè´Ð 
çÈ¤ÚU ÂÉ¸UÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ Èê¤ÅU Èê¤ÅU ·¤ÚU ÚUôÙð Ü»Ìæ ãñUÐ §âè Îé¹è ßãU ¿ÜÌè Áæ ÚUãUè ãUôÌè ãñU ßãUæ¡ âæ×Ùð ãUè »éL¤mæÚUæ ãUôÌæ ãñUÐ 

×Ù âð ßãU ¥ ¢çÌ× â¢S·¤æÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñUÐ ØãU çÎÙ ×ñÙð °ðâæ €Øô´ ©UâÙð ÚUæSÌð ·ð¤ ©Uâ ÂæÚU ÁæÙæ ãUôÌæ ãñU Ìô °·¤ ŒØæÚUè ÀUôÅUè âè 
ç·¤ØæÐ Ö»ßæÙ Ùð ×éÛæð ×æ¡ Îè çÁÙ·¤è ×ñÙð âðßæ Ù ·¤ÚU ƒæÚU âð ÜÇ¸U·¤è ©Uâ ¥ õÚUÌ ·¤ô ÚUæSÌæ ÂæÚU ·¤ÚUßæÌè ãñUÐ ßãU Ï‹ØßæÎ 
ÕæãUÚU çÙ·¤æÜ çÎØæ ¥ õÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ ÕæÚÔU ×ð´ ·é¤ÀU âô¿æ Öè ÙãUè´Ð·¤ÚUÌè ãñUÐ ÕéÁé»ü ¥ õÚUÌ ÚUôÙð Ü»Ìè ãñU ßãU Õ‘¿è ·¤ãUÌè ãñU €Øæ 

¥ õÚU ÎêâÚUæ ×ñ´Ùð ãUè ƒæÚU ·¤æ ÕÅUßæÚUæ çÂÌæ Áè ·ð¤ ÁæÙð ·ð¤ ãéU¥ æ? ×æ¡! ©Uâ·¤ô ·¤ãUÌè ãñU ÕðÅUæ ·é¤ÀU ÙãUè´ Ìé�ãð´U Îð¹·¤ÚU ×éÛæð 
ÕæÎ ·¤ÚUßæØæÐ ×ðÚUè ×æ¡ ·¤è ¥ æ ×̂æ ç·¤ÌÙè Îé¹è ãéU§ü ãUô»è ¥ õÚU ç·¤âè ·¤è ØæÎ ¥ æ »§üÐ ßãU ¥ Õ ¿Üè ÁæÌè ãñUÐ
×ñÙð ãUè ©Uâð ÂôÌð âð ç×ÜÙð Ù çÎØæÐ ç·¤ÌÙæ »ÜÌ ç·¤ØæÐ çÚUàÌô »éL¤mæÚÔU ·ð¤ ¥ ‹ÎÚU ÁæÌè ãñU ¥ æÁ ·¤æ ãéU€×Ùæ×æ ÂÉ¸UÌè ãñU Áô 
×ð´ ÎÚUæÚU ×ñ´Ùð ÇUæÜè ãñUÐ ©Uâ·¤ô ÕæÎ ×ð´ ¥ ãUâæâ ãUôÌæ ãñUÐç·¤ Ò·¤×ôZÓ ÂÚU çÜ¹æ ãUôÌæ ãñUÐ ©Uâð ÂÉ¸U·¤ÚU ¥ ãUâæâ ß ÁèÙð ·¤è 

çÙc·¤áü-§â ·¤ãUæÙè ·¤ô ÂÉ¸U·¤ÚU ãU× çÙc·¤áü ×ð´ Âã¡éU¿Ìð ãñU ¿æãU ãUôÌè ãñU ßãU âô¿Ìè ãñU ç·¤ Áô ãUôÙæ ßãUè´ ãUô»æÐ ×æÍæ 
ç·¤ ÂçÚUßæÚU ß çÚUàÌô ·¤æ ÅêUÅUÙæ ¥ õÚU âÕ ÂçÚUßæÚU ãUôÌð ãéU° Ö °·¤ ÅðU·¤Ùð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ °¹ ÀUôÅUè âè ÛæôÂÇ¸Uè Áô »éL¤mæÚÔU ·ð¤ Âæâ Íè ßãUæ¡ 
×æ¡ ·¤ô ¥ Ü» ·¤ÚU ÎðÙæ Áô ç·¤ çÕ¿æÚUè ÕéÉ¸Uè ¥ õÚU ¥ ¢Ïè ãñUÐ Õ‘¿ð ¿Üè ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ÛæôÂÇ¸Uè ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü ÙãUè´ ãUôÌæÐ ©Uâ ÕéÁéZ» ¥ õÚUÌ ·¤ô 
·ð¤ mæÚUæ ×æÌæ-çÂÌæ ·¤è âðßæ Ù ·¤ÚU ƒæÚU âð çÙ·¤ÜÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° °·¤Î× ¿·ý¤ ¥ æÌæ ãñU ßãU ÕñÆU ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ©Uâð ÂÌæ ¿ÜÌæ ãñU ß 
·¤ãUÙæ çÈ¤ÚU ÕæÎ ×ð´ ÂÀUÌæßæ ØãU âÕ ÎëàØ ·¤ô Âðàæ ç·¤Øæ ãñUÐ×ãUâêâ ãUôÌæ ãñU ç·¤ ×ðÚUæ ª¤ÂÚU ÁæÙðÐ Ö»ßæÙ ·ð¤ Âæâ ÁæÙð ·¤æ 

â×Ø ¥ æ »Øæ ãñUÐ ·é¤ÀU çÎÙô´ ·¤è ×ðãU×æÙ ã¡êUÐ ÂçÚUßæÚU ·¤æ ãUôÌð ãéU° Öè Ù ãUôÙæ §â·¤æ âêÙæÂÙÐÐ 
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ÒÒ×æ¡! ×ñ´ ƒæÚU ¥ æ »§ü, ¥ æÂ ·¤ãUæ¡ ãUô? ×éÛæð ÕãéUÌ Öê¹ ¥ ÂÙæ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUôÐ Øð âéÙ·¤ÚU ×ñ´ ÕôÜè ÒÒ×æ¡ ãU×ð´ ©Uâ·¤è 
Ü»è ãñU, ÁËÎè âð ¹æÙæ ÎðÎôÐÓÓ ¥ æ§ü ÕæÕæ ¥ æ§ü... ƒæÚU ¥ æÌð ãUè ×ÎÎ ·¤ÚUÙè ¿æçãU°, ©Uâð ãU×æÚUè ×ÎÎ ·¤è ÁM¤ÚUÌ ãñUÐ ¿Üô, 
ƒæÚU çâÚU ÂÚU ©UÆUæ ÜðÌè ãUô Ìé×Ð ¥ ‘ÀUæ ÕÌæ¥ ô ·ñ¤âæ ÚUãUæ ¥ æÁ ãU× ¿ÜÌð ãñ´UÐÓÓ ÙãUè´ ãU× ÙãUè´ Áæ°¡»ð, ©Uâ·ð¤ ƒæÚU ÂÚU ÕæãUÚU 
·¤æ çÎÙ? ÒÒÕãéUÌ ¥ ‘ÀUæ ×æ¡ÐÓÓ ¥ ‘ÀUè ÕæÌ ãñ´U, Ìé× ãUæÍ ×¡éãU ÕãéUÌ ÖèÇ¸U Á×æ ãñUÐ ·¤ô§ü ©Uâ·¤è ×ÎÎ ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚU ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ âÕ 
ÏôÜô ¥ õÚU ·¤ÂÇ¸ðU ÕÎÜ Üô, ÌÕ Ì·¤ ×ñ´ ¹æÙæ Üð·¤ÚU ¥ æÌè ã¡êU Ì×æàææ Îð¹ ÚUãðU ãñ´U, Ìô ãU×ð´ €Øæ? Ìé× Áæ¥ ô ¥ õÚU ×éÛæð Öè ×ðÚUæ 
¥ õÚU ãU× ÎôÙô´ âæÍ ×ð´ ¹æÙæ ¹æ°¡»ð ¥ æÁÐÓÓ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÙð Îô, ¥ õÚU ãUæ¡, °·¤ ¥ õÚU ÕæÌ ¥ æ»ð âð Ìé× ÜèÜæ ·ð¤ 

×ñ´Ùð ·¤ÂÇ¸ðU ÕÎÜ çÜ° ¥ õÚU ×æ¡ ¹æÙæ Üð·¤ÚU ¥ ¢ÎÚU ¥ æ§üÐ âæÍ ×Ì ÚUãUÙæ, ßÚUÙæ Üô» Ìé�ãUæÚÔU ÕæÚÔU ×ð´ Öè ÌÚUãU-ÌÚUãU ·¤è 
¹æÙæ ¹æ ãUè ÚUãðU Íð ç·¤ âæÍ ·ð¤ ƒæÚU âð ç·¤âè ·ð¤ ÁôÚU-ÁôÚU âð ÕæÌð´ ·¤ÚÔ´U»ðÐ ÒÒ×æ¡ ¥ æÂ ·ñ¤âè ÕæÌð´ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãUô, ßô ãU×æÚÔU ƒæÚU ·ð¤ 
ç¿ËÜæÙð ç·¤ ¥ æßæ•æ ¥ æÙð Ü»èÐ ×ñ´ ÇUÚU »§ü ¥ õÚU ÁôÚU âð ×æ¡ âæÍ ÚUãUÌð ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ßô ×ðÚUè ÎôSÌ Öè ãñUÐ ¥ æÂ §ÌÙð »¢Îð ÌÚUè·ð¤ âð 
·¤ô Â·¤Ç¸U çÜØæÐ ×æ¡ Ùð ·¤ãUæ, ÒÒ¥ ÚÔU Ìé× ÇUÚU €Øô´ ÚUãUè ãUô, Ìé× €Øô´ âô¿ ÚUãðU ãUô, ·¤ô§ü ·é¤ÀU ÙãUè´ ·¤ãðU»æÐ ¥ æÂ ¿ÜôÐÓÓ ×æ¡ 
¹æÙæ ¹æ¥ ô, ãU×æÚÔU ƒæÚU ·é¤ÀU ÙãUè´ ãéU¥ æ, ©UÙ·ð¤ ƒæÚU ãñU ßð ¥ ÂÙð ç¿ËÜæ§ü ¥ õÚU ÕôÜè ÒÒÌé�ãð´U °·¤ ÕæÚU ×ð´ â×Ûæ ÙãUè´ ¥ æÌæ, ßô 
¥ æÂ Îð¹Üð´»ð, ãU×ð´ ©UÙâð €ØæÐÓÓ ×æ¡ ·¤è ÕæÌ âéÙ·¤ÚU ãU× ãU×æÚUè ·¤õÙ ãñU, ãU×ð´ ©Uââð ·¤ô§ü ×ÌÜÕ ÙãUè´, Ìô ¹æ×¹æãU 
¹æÙæ ¹æÙð Ü»ð, Üðç·¤Ù ·é¤ÀU â×Ø ÕæÎ ¿è¹Ùð ç¿ËÜæÙð ·¤è ãU× €Øô´ ¥ ÂÙð ÂñÚUô´ ÂÚU ·é¤ËãUæÇ¸Uè ×æÚÔ´UÐ ©Uâ·ð¤ âæÍ Áô ãUôÙæ 
¥ æßæ•æ ¥ õÚU ÁôÚU âð ¥ æÙð Ü»èÐ ×ñ´Ùð ×æ¡ âð ÕôÜæ, ×æ¡ ¥ æÂ ãUô»æ ãUô Áæ°»æ, ×éÛæð ©Uââð ·¤ô§ü ×ÌÜÕ ÙãUè´, ¥ õÚU Ìé�ãð´U Öè 
°·¤ ÕæÚU Îð¹·¤ÚU Ìô ¥ æ¥ ô, ßô ×ðÚUè ÎôSÌ ·¤æU ƒæÚU ãñU ¥ õÚU ÙãUè´ ãUôÙæ ¿æçãU°Ð ¥ Õ Õâ! ¥ õÚU ÕãUâ ÙãUè´, ¿éÂ-¿æÂ 
¥ æÂ·¤ô ÂÌæ ãñU ßô Ùæ ¥ æÁ S·ê¤Ü Öè ÙãUè´ ¥ æ§üÐ ×ðÚÔU ·¤ãUÙð ÂÚU ¥ ÂÙð ·¤×ÚÔU ×ñ´ Áæ·¤ÚU ÂÉ¸Uæ§ü ·¤ÚUôÐ ÒÒÜðç·¤Ù ×æ¡...!ÓÓÐ ×æ¡ Ùð 
×æ¡ ©UÙ·ð¤ ƒæÚU »°Ð ×æ¡ Öæ»è-Öæ»è ßæçÂâ ¥ æ§ü, ×ñ´Ùð ©UÙâð ×éÛæð ÍŒÂÇ¸U ×æÚUæ ×ñ´ ÚUôÙð Ü»è, ¥ õÚU çÈ¤ÚU ×æ¡ ×éÛæð ·¤×ÚÔU ×ð´ ¹è´¿ 
ÂêÀUæ ÒÒ€Øæ ãéU¥ æ ×æ¡, ¥ æÂ °ðâð Öæ» ·¤ÚU €Øô´ ¥ æ§ü? âÕ ÆUè·¤ ·¤ÚU Üð »§ü ¥ õÚU ÕæãUÚU âð ÎÚUßæ•ææ Õ¢Î ·¤ÚU çÎØæÐ ×ñ´ ÚUôÌè ÚUãUè 
Ìô ãñU Ùæ ßãUæ¡?ÓÓ ×æ¡ ¿éÂ ÚUãUè ¥ õÚU ×ðÚUè ÕæÌ ¥ ÙâéÙè ·¤ÚU ·ð¤ ¥ õÚU ç¿ËÜæÌè ÚUãUè, ×éÛæð ©Uâ·¤è ×ÎÎ ·¤ÚUÙè ãñU, ÎÚUßæ•ææ 
ÚUâô§ü ×ð´ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÙð Ü»èÐ ×ñ´ Öè ÚUâô§ü ×ð´ »§ü ¥ õÚU ÂêÀUæ ÒÒ×æ¡! ¹ôÜô...©Uâð ×ðÚUè ÁM¤ÚUÌ ãñUÐÓÓ ç·¤âè Ùð ×ðÚUè ÕæÌ Ù âéÙèÐ
ÕÌæ¥ ô ÙÐÓÓ ×æ¡ »éSâð ×ð´ ÕôÜè ¥ æÁ ÜèÜæ ƒæÚU ÂÚU ¥ ·ð¤Üè ãñU, ·é¤ÀU â×Ø Ì·¤ ç¿ËÜæÙð ç·¤ ¥ æßæÁð´ ¥ æÌè ÚUãUèÐ ×»ÚU 
¥ õÚU ßô §âçÜ° ç¿ËÜæ ÚUãUè ãñU €Øô´ç·¤ Îô-ÌèÙ ÕÎ×æàæ ç·¤âè Ùð ·é¤ÀU Ù ç·¤Øæ ¥ õÚU ©Uâð ©Uâ·ð¤ ãUæÜ ÂÚU ÌÇ¸UÂÙð ·ð¤ 
©Uâ·ð¤ ƒæÚU ƒæéâ »° ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ©Uââð ÕÎÌ×èÁè ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤è ·¤ôçàæàæ çÜ° ÀUôÇ¸U çÎØæÐ
·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ÕÌæ çÎØæ Ùæ ¥ Õ ×ðÚUæ âÚU ×Ì ¹æ¥ ô ¥ õÚU Áæ·¤ÚU 

ÌÇ¸Â

ãUÚU ¿éÙõÌè Øð ãñU çÙÂÅUÙæ,
ãUÚU ¿éÙõÌè âð ãñU ÜÇ¸UÙæ,
·¤ÚUÙæ ÙãUè´ ãñU â×ÛæõÌæ,

€Øô´ç·¤ è¹Ùæ ãñU ÁèÌÙæÐâ

çàæßæÙè 
Âè. Øê. âè. âè., »éL¤ ãUÚUâãUæØ, çÈ¤ÚUôÁÂéÚU
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×ÎÙ ×ËãUô æ̃æ Áè »æ¢ß ·ð¤ âÚUÂ¢¿ ÍðÐ ßãU ÕãéUÌ ãUè ãñUÐ Ìô ×ËãUô æ̃æ âô¿Ùð Ü»æ, ·¤õÙ ãUô â·¤Ìæ ãñU .............
¹éàæçÎÜ ÃØç€Ì ÍðÐ âÖè Üô» ¥ ÂÙè ×éçàæ·¤Üô´ ·¤æ Ò·¤õÙ ãUô â·¤Ìæ ãñU ............. ?Ó âÚUÂ¢¿ ÕôÜæÐ
â×æÏæÙ ©U‹ãUè´ âð ·¤ÚUßæÌð ÍðÐ çÁâ ßÁãU âð ÂêÚUæ »æ¢ß ×ËãUô æ̃æ 

ÒÚU×ðàæÓ ............. ãUæç•æÚU Üô»ô´ Ùð ©UžæÚU çÎØæÐ
·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð ÂçÚUßæÚU ·¤è ÌÚUãU ãUè Ü»Ìæ ¥ õÚU »æ¢ß ·ð¤ Üô» Öè 

âÚUÂ¢¿ ·¤ô ÕãéUÌ »éSâæ ¥ æØæ ¥ õÚU ©UâÙð ¥ ÂÙè ¥ õÚU 
©U‹ãð´U ©UÌÙæ ãUè ŒØæÚU ·¤ÚUÌð ÍðÐ §â ÌÚUãU ×ÎÙ ·¤æ ÂçÚUßæÚU ¥ õÚU 

Õæ·¤è ·ð¤ Â¢¿æØÌ ×ñ¢ÕÚUô´ ·¤è âãU×çÌ âð ÚU×ðàæ ·¤ô âÕ·¤ 
»æ¡ß Âê‡æü M¤Â âð ¹éàæãUæÜ Íæ, Ö»ßæÙ Ùð âÕ ·é¤ÀU çÎØæ ÍæÐ 

çâ¹æÙð ·¤æ Èñ¤âÜæ ç·¤ØæÐ
×ËãUô æ̃æ ·¤è Â Ù̂è çàæËÂæ Ïæç×ü·¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ßæÜè S æ̃è Íè ¥ õÚU 

ÙõÁßæÙ ·¤è ×õÌ ·¤æ Îôá ÚU×ðàæ ÂÚU Ü»æØæ »Øæ, €Øô´ç·¤ Îô Õ“ æð ¥ çÙÜ, ×ÙôÁ ÍðÐ Áô ç·¤ ÂÉ¸Uæ§ü ×ð´ ÕãéUÌ ãUôçàæØæÚU 
ßô Ùàæð Õð¿Ìæ ÍæÐ §â ßÁãU âð ×é·¤g×æ ¿ÜæØæ »ØæÐ ÕãéUÌ ÍðÐ
Üô» ©Uâð ÕéÚUæ ÖÜæ ·¤ãU ÚUãð´U Íð, Áô »æ¢ß ·¤ô ÕÕæüÎ ·¤ÚU ÚUãUæ Íæ 

Üðç·¤Ù »æ¢ß ×ð´ ãUè ×ËãUô æ̃æ ·¤æ ¿¿ðÚUæ Öæ§ü ÚUãUÌæ Íæ, ßô 
¥ õÚU ÎêâÚUè ¥ ôÚU ×ËãUô æ̃æ âÕ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙæ ÂçÚUßæÚU ×æÙÌæ ÍæÐ 

»ñÚU-·¤æÙêÙè ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌæ ÍæÐ çÁâ ßÁãU âð ×ËãUô æ̃æ âð ©Uââð 
©Uâ·¤è çÎÙ ÚUæÌ Âýàæ¢âæ ·¤ÚUÌðÐ

’ØæÎæ ÕÙÌè Ù ÍèÐ ¿¿ðÚUæ Öæ§ü ÚU×ðàæ Áô ×ËãUô æ̃æ Ùð ’ØæÎæ 
ÁÕ ¥ ÎæÜÌ ×ð´ ·ð¤â Âãé¡U¿æ Ìô âæÚÔU âÕêÌ ÚU×ðàæ ·¤ô Îôáè ¥ ×èÚU Íæ, ©Uâ·ð¤ Âæâ âÕ ·é¤ÀU ÍæÐ Üðç·¤Ù »æ¢ß ·ð¤ Üô» ©Uâð 

âæçÕÌ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ÍðÐ ÚU×ðàæ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙè ç¿¢Ìæ Ù Íè, ßô Ìô ¥ ‘ÀUæ ÙãUè´ ×æÙÌð ÍðÐ ÚU×ðàæ Ùð Üô»ô´ ·¤è •æ×èÙ ÂÚU ·¤ŽÁæ ·¤ÚU 
×ËãUô æ̃æ ·¤ô Ùè¿æ çÎ¹æÙæ ¿æãUÌæ ÍæÐ §âèçÜ° ßô ØãU âÕ çÜØæ, Ùàæð Õð¿Ìæ ¥ õÚU Ù ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙð ÎécÅU ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌæ ÍæÐ 
»ñÚU-·¤æÙêÙè ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌæ ÍæÐ ¥ ÎæÜÌ ×ð´ ©UâÙð ·¤ÕêÜ ç·¤Øæ ÚU×ðàæ ·¤ô ×ËãUô æ̃æ âð §ücØæü ãUôÌè, ÁÕ ©Uâ·¤è Âýàæ¢âæ ÂêÚUæ »æ¢ß 
ç·¤ ßô Ùàæô´ ·¤æ ÃØæÂæÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñU, ßô Ìô ×ËãUô æ̃æ ·ð¤ Õ“ æô´ ·¤ô ·¤ÚUÌæ ÍæÐ
Öè Ùàæð ·¤è ÜÌ Ü»ßæÙæ ¿æãUÌæ ÍæÐ çÁââð ×ËãUô æ̃æ ÅêUÅU 

§â ÌÚUãU â×Ø ÃØÌèÌ ãUôÌæ ÚUãUæÐ ×ÙôÁ ¥ õÚU ¥ çÙÜ 
Áæ°¡»æ ¥ õÚU »æ¢ß ·¤è âÚUÂ¢¿è ×ðÚÔU Âæâ ¥ æ ÁæØð¢»èÐ

ÕÇ¸ðU ãUô ÚUãðU ÍðÐ ©UÙ·¤æ ÌæÜ×ðÜ ¥ Õ Üô»ô´ âð ’ØæÎæ ãUôÙð 
ïØð âÕ ÕæÌð´ âéÙ ·¤ÚU ‹ØæØÏèá ×ãUôÎØ Ùð âÕ·¤ô ÕÌæØæ Ü»æÐ ßô Öè ¥ Õ ¥ ÂÙð çÂÌæ Áè ·ð¤ âæÍ Â¢¿æØÌ ƒæÚU ÁæÌð, 

ç·¤, Ò§ücØæü °·¤ °ðâè ¥ æ× ©UÂØô»è ãñU? çÁâ×ð´ âÕ ·é¤ÀU ÙcÅU Üô»ô´ âð ÕæÌð´ ·¤ÚUÌðÐ ¥ æÁ, çÈ¤ÚU Â¢¿æØÌ ƒæÚU Üô» ¥ õÚU 
ãUô ÁæÌæ ãñU, ÃØç€Ì ·ð¤ Âæâ ·é¤ÀU Öè ÙãUè´ ÚUãUæÐÓ×ËãUô æ̃æ ÕñÆðU ãéU° Íð, ·¤è Öæ»Ìæ-Öæ»Ìæ ×•æÎêÚU ¥ æØæÐ

×ËãUô æ̃æ Ùð Öè âãU×çÌ Âý»ÅUæ§ü ¥ õÚU âÕ Üô»ô´ Ùð ·¤ãUÙð ÒâÚUÂ¢¿ âæãUÕ, âÚUÂ¢¿ âæãUÕ ............. ßãUæ¢ ßô 
Ü»æ ç·¤ ÒÁÕ ãU× ç·¤âè ·ð¤ çÜ° ¹Ç÷UÇUæ ¹ôÎÌð ãñU, Ìô ÁßæÙ ×ÚU »ØæÓ, ×•æÎêÚU ÕôÜæÐ
Ö»ßæÙ÷ ãU×ð´ Öè ©Uâè ¹Ç÷UÇðU ×ð´ Ï·ð¤ÜÌð ãñUÐÓ

Ò€Øæ ãéU¥ æ? Ø¡ê Öæ»ð ¥ æ ÚUãðU ãUô ............. ·¤õÙ ãñU 
§â ÌÚUãU ÚU×ðàæ ·¤ô §ücØæü ·¤è ßÁãU âð âæÚUè ©U×ÚU ÁðÜ ×ð´ ÙõÁßæÙ ?Ó ×ËãUô æ̃æ ÕôÜæÐ

ÕÌæÙè ÂÇ¸UèÐ ÕéÚÔU ·¤æ ¥ ¢Ì ãU×ðàææ ÕéÚUæ ãUè ãUôÌæ ãñU, Øð ÕæÌð´ 
Ò»æ¢ß ·¤æ ãUè ãñU, ©UâÙð ’ØæÎæ Ùàææ ç·¤Øæ ãéU¥ æ Íæ, çÁâ 

·¤ãU·¤ÚU »æ¢ß ·ð¤ Üô» Õ“ æô´ ·¤ô âãUè ÚUæSÌæ çÎ¹æÌð ãñ´UÐ
ßÁãU âð ×õÌ ãUô »§üÓ, ×•æÎêÚU °·¤ âæ¢â ×ð´ ÕôÜ ÚUãUæ ÍæÐ

×ËãUô æ̃æ ãUè ãUÚU ÕæÚU âÚUÂ¢¿è ·ð¤ ¿éÙæß ÁèÌÌæ Íæ, 
ÒãðU Ö»ßæÙ÷ ............. Øð €Øæ ¥ ÙÍü ãUô »Øæ, Ù ÁæÙð 

€Øô´ç·¤ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô Âê‡æü çßàßæâ Íæ ç·¤ ×ËãUô æ̃æ Ùð »æ¢ß ·¤ô 
ç·¤â·¤è Ù•æÚU Ü» »§ü ãñU, »æ¢ß ·¤ôÓ, ×ËãUô æ̃æ ç¿¢Ìæ ÃØ€Ì ·¤ÚU 

çß·¤æâ ·¤è ¥ ôÚU Üð Áæ ÚUãUæ ÍæÐ âÖè »æ¢ß çÙßæâè ̃ æð×-Öæß 
ÚUãUæ ÍæÐ çâÚU ÂÚU ãUæÍ ÚU¹ çÜØæÐ

âð ÚUãUÌð Íð, ·¤ô§ü §ücØæü ·¤è ÕæÌ Ù ÍèÐ çÁââð ©UÙ·¤æ »æ¢ß 
Â¢¿æØÌ ƒæÚU ×ð´ ÕñÆðU Üô»ô´ Ùð àæô·¤ ÃØ€Ì ç·¤Øæ ¥ õÚU çÈ¤ÚU 

âÕâð ¹éàæãUæÜ ¥ õÚU çß·¤çâÌ ÕÙ »Øæ, çÁâð ·¤Üñ€ÅUÚU 
»éSâð âð ·¤ãUÙð Ü»ð, Øð ·¤æ× Ìô °·¤ ÃØç€Ì ·¤æ ãUè ãUô â·¤Ìæ 

×ãUôÎØ Ùð â�×æçÙÌ ç·¤ØæÐ

§ücØæü
ÙßÙèÌ ·¤õÚU

¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ, ×é€ÌâÚ
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Öêç×·¤æ-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ âð ¥ çÖÂýæØ ãñU çÕÙæ ç·¤âè ßSÌé Øæ ¥ »ÚU ·¤ÚU Öè ÂæÌð ãñ´U Ìô ×æÙßèØ ×êËØ ·ð¤ ·é¤¿Ü·¤ÚUU, 
â�×æÙ ·¤è ¿æãU ç·¤Øð çÕÙæ ¥ ÂÙð ÚUæcÅþU ·ð¤ çÜ° ·é¤ÀU ·¤ÚUÙæ Øæ ÎÕæ·¤ÚUÐ 
çÈ¤ÚU ©Uâ ·¤è âðßæ ·¤ÚUÙæ ÂÚ¢UÌé ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ÌÕ ¥ æÌæ ãñ ÁÕ »æ¢Ïè Áè ÃØç€Ì»Ì ¥ çÏ·¤æÚUô´ ·ð¤ Âÿæ ×ð´ ÍðÐ ÂÚ‹Ìé 
ãU× âÖè ¥ ‹Ø Îðàæô´ ·¤è â¢S·ë¤çÌ, ×êËØ, Öæáæ, ÁæçÌ ¥ æçÎ ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ×ð´ ÚUæcÅþU ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ·ð¤ Ùàæð ×ð´ ÌÍæ çß·¤æâ ·¤ÚUÙð 
·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð ÚUæcÅþU âð Ùè¿æ â×ÛæÌð ãñ´U ÌÍæ ¥ ÂÙð ãUè Îðàæ ·¤è ·ð¤ çÜ° ×æÙßèØ Øæ ÃØç€Ì»Ì ×êËØô´ ·¤ô ·é¤¿Ü ÎðÌð ãñUÐ 
â¢S·ë¤çÌ, Öæáæ, ÏÚUÌè ¥ æçÎ ·¤ô âÕâð ª¡¤¿æ â×ÛæÌð ãñU ÌÍæ ©UÎæãUÚU‡æ ·ð¤ çÜ° ·é¤ÀU ãUÎ Ì·¤ ¿èÙÐ
§â ·ð¤ çÜ° ·é¤ÀU Öè ·¤ÚU »éÁÚU â·¤Ìð ãñ´UÐ §â ·ð¤ çÜ° ¥ ‹Ø ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ª¤ÂÚU âð Ùè¿ð ·¤è ÌÚUÈ¤ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ ØæçÙ ç·¤ 
Îðàæô´ ·¤æ ÕéÚUæ Öè ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìð ãñ´U ©UÙ ÂÚU ãU×Üæ Öè ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìð ãñ´U  âÕâð ª¡¤¿æ ÚUæcÅþU ÌÍæ ÃØç€Ì ¥ ¢Ì ×ð´ ¥ æÌæ ãñU ÂÚU‹Ìé »æ¢Ïè Áè 
Áô ç·¤ ¥ æ»ð ¿Ü·¤ÚU ¥ æÌ¢·¤ßæÎ ·¤æ M¤Â Öè ÏæÚU‡æ ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìæ ÃØç€Ì ¥ çÏ·¤æÚUè ·¤ô âÕâð ª¡¤¿æ ÌÍæ ©UÙ ·¤æ ÚUæcÅþU »ýæ× âð 

ãñUÐ çãUÅUÜÚU ÙÚUâ¢ãUæÚU ÌÍæ ßÌü×æÙ â×Ø ×ð´ ·é¤ÀU ØéÚUôÂèØ ÚUæcÅþU àæéL¤ ãUôÌæ ÍæÐ ßãU »æ¢ß ·¤ô ¥ æ ×̂çÙÖüÚU ÕÙæÙæ ¿æãÌð ÍðÐ ßãU 

»ýæ× SßÚUæ’Ø ÜæÙæ ¿æãUÌð ÍðÐ¥ ×ðçÚU·¤æ Öè §â ÌÚUÈ¤ ÕÉ¸U ÚUãðU ãñUÐ ÂÚ¢UÌé çãUÅUÜÚU ¥ õÚU ¥ æÁ ·ð¤ 
¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ·¤æ ÚUæSÌæ Øæ ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ çã¢Uâæ âð ÙðÌæ ×ð´ ÕãéUÌ ¥ ¢ÌÚU ãñUÐ

ãUô·¤ÚU »éÁÚUÌæ ãñUÐ »æ¢Ïè Áè ÕãéUÌ ãUè ¥ çã¢Uâæ ßæÎè ÃØç€Ì ÍðÐ ×ãUæ ×̂æ »æ¢Ïè Áè ·¤æ Á‹× w ¥ €ÅêUÕÚU v}{~ ×ð´ »éÁÚUæÌ 
©UÙ·¤æ ×æÙÙæ Íæ ç·¤ ¿æãðU ¥ æ•ææÎè ç×ÜÙð ×ð´ Â¿æâ ßáü ¥ õÚU ·ð¤ ÂôÚUÕ¢ÎÚU ×ð´ ãéU¥ æ ÍæÐ §Ù çÎÙô´ ÂêÚÔU ÚUæcÅþU ·¤è çÕýçÅUàæ ãUé·ê¤×Ì 
Ü» Áæ° ÂÚU‹Ìé çã¢Uâæ ·¤æ ÚUæSÌæ ©UÙ·¤ô »ßæÚUæ ÙãUè´ ÍæÐ ¥ ¢Ï-·ð¤ ¥ ‹ØæØ ·ð¤ ç¹ÜæÈ¤ ¥ ¢ÎÚU âð ÇUÚU çÙ·¤æÜæÐ â Ø̂»ýãU ç·¤Øæ 
ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ â Ø̂ ÙãUè´ ãñU, ÃØ€Ì â Ø̂ ãñUÐ °·¤ ÃØç€Ì ¥ ÂÙæ »æ¢Ïè Áè ·ð¤ ÁèßÙ ÁèÙð ·ð¤ ·é¤ÀU çÙØ× ·ð¤ Áñâð ç·¤ »ýæ× 
ÁèßÙ àææ¢çÌ âð ÃØÌèÌ ·¤ÚU Âæ°¢ ÌÍæ ¥ ÂÙð ·¤õàæÜ ·¤æ ÂêÚUæ SßæÚUæ’Ø ãUôÙæ ¿æçãU° ÌÍæ ÚUæ× ÚUæ’Ø, Sß‘ÀUÌæ, â Ø̂ ·¤è ÚUæãU 
©UÂØô» ·¤ÚU Âæ°, ØãU ãUè â Ø̂ ãñUÐ Ùæ ç·¤ Õâ ¥ ÂÙð ¥ ¢ÎÚU ·¤è ¥ çã¢Uâæ, ÌÍæ °·¤ çÙØ× ÚUæcÅþU âð Âýð×, ©UÙ·¤è ×æÙÌæ Íè ·¤è 
¥ æ ×̂æ ·¤ô Ù·¤æÚU·¤ÚU ¿ÜÙæÐ¥ »ÚU ÚUæcÅþU ·ð¤ çÜ° Âýð× ãUô»æ ÌÖè ãU× ÚUæcÅþU ·¤ô ª¡¤¿æ ©UÆUæ 

»æ¡Ïè Áè ·ð¤ ÁèßÙ âð ãUè ÂÌæ ¿ÜÌæ ãñU ·¤è ßãU ÚUæcÅþU â·¤Ìð ãñ´U, ÚUæcÅþU ·¤è âðßæ ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìð ãñ´UÐ ÂÚU‹Ìé ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ·ð¤ 
Âýð×è Íð ÚUæcÅþUßæÎè Íð ÂÚU‹Ìé ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ·ð¤ çßÚUôÏè ÍðÐ ©UÙ ßãU â�Ì ç¹ÜæÈ¤ ÍðÐ ©UÙ·¤æ ×æÙÙæ Íæ ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ãU×ð´ 
·¤æ ×æÙÙæ Íæ ·¤è ÃØç€Ì »ÜÌ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌæ ãñU, çâÈü¤ çß¿æÚU ¥ æ¢Ì·¤ßæÎ ·¤è ÌÚUÈ¤ Üð ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ »æ¢Ïè Áè ·¤è °·¤ ·¤ãUæÙè Øæ 
»ÜÌ ãUôÌð ãñ´UÐçß¿æÚU ÒÒ×ñ´ °ðâæ ãUæÚÙæU Öè ÙãUè´ ¿æãUÌæ çÁÙ ç·¤ ç¹Ç¸Uç·¤Øæ¡, 

çÙc·¤áü-ßÌü×æÙ ×ð´ çÁâ ÌÚUãU ·é¤ÀU ÚUæcÅþU ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ÎÚUßæÁð çÕË·é¤Ü Õ¢Î ãUô ÌÍæ °ðâæ ƒæÚU Öè ÙãUè´ ¿æãUÌæ Áô 
·¤è ÌÚUÈ¤ ¿Ü ÚUãðU ãñ´U, ©UÎæãUÚU‡æ ·ð¤ çÜ° Âæç·¤SÌæÙ ×ð´U ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ç¹â·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙè •æ×èÙ ãUè ÕÎÜ ÜðÐ
·¤ô Ï×ü ·ð¤ âæÍ ÁôÇ¸U çÎØæ »Øæ ãñU ©UÙ ·¤æ ÙÌèÁæ çâÈü¤ §â âð ÂÌæ ¿ÜÌæ ãñU ç·¤ ßãU ·¤̂ UÚU ÙãUè´ Íð €Øô´ç·¤ ¥ ¢Ï-
¥ æ¢Ì·¤ßæÎ Øæ ¥ æ¢Ì·¤ßæÎÐ çß¿æÚUÏæÚUæ ·¤è ÂÙÂÙæ ãUè ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ¥ ¢Ïæ ãUôÌæ ãñU, ©UÙ ·¤ô çâÈ¤ü ¥ ÂÙæ ¥ æÂ ãUè çÎ¹Ìæ ãñU 
çÙ·¤Üæ ãñUÐ ÚUæcÅþUßæÎè ãUôÙæ ¥ ‘ÀUæ ãñU, ÂÚU‹Ìé ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ÎêâÚUæ ·é¤ÀU Öè ÙãUè´ çÎ¹Ìæ ãñUÐ ¥ »ÚU ãU× §â ÚUæSÌð ÂÚU ¿ÜÌð 
ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ·¤æ ©UÂÚU Ùæ ©UÆUæ·¤ÚU Ùè¿ð ãUè Üð ÁæÌæ ãñU ÌÍæ çÁâ ãñ´U Ìô ãU×ð´ ·¤Öè Öè ¥ ÂÙè â¢S·ë¤çÌ ·¤è ÕéÚUè ÕæÌð´ Ù•æÚU ãUè ÙãUè´ 
·¤æÚU‡æ ãéU° çß¿æÚUô, âô¿, â¢S·ë¤çÌ ·¤æ çß·¤æâ L¤·¤ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ ¥ æÌè ÌÍæ Ùæ ãUè ãU× ÎêâÚUè â¢S·ë¤çÌ âð ¥ ‘ÀUè ÕæÌð´ ÜðÙæ 
ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ãU×ð´ ÁÂæÙ Áñâæ ÕÙæ â·¤Ìæ ãñU ÌÍæ ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ Sßè·¤æÚU ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U ÌÍæ °ðâè â¢S·ë¤çÌ çß·¤æâ ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìè 
¥ »Üæ çßàß Øéh ·¤ÚUßæ â·¤Ìæ ãñUÐßãU çSÍÚU ãUô ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ¥ ¢Ï-ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ·ð¤ ÚUæSÌð ÂÚU ¿ÜÙð ßæÜð 

ÚUæcÅþU SÏèÚU ãô ÁæÌð ãñUÐ ßãU çß·¤æâ ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚU ÂæÌð çß·¤æâ 

ÚUæcÅþUßæÎ ÕÙæ× ×ãUæ ×̂æ »æ¢Ïè
ÕÜ·¤æÚU çâ¢ãU

âÚU·¤æÚè ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æÈ¤ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ , âñU€ÅUÚ-w®, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU
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¥ æÁ çÈ¤ÚU ×ðÚUè âéÕãU ¥ Üæ×ü ·ð¤ •æôÚU âð ÕÁÙð âð ãéU§ü, â×ðÅU·¤ÚU ƒæÚU ·ð¤ çÜ° çÙ·¤Ü »Øæ, ¥ Õ âæ×Ùæ ·¤ÚUÙæ Íæ 
Õ¿ÂÙ ×ð´ ×ñ¢ çÁâ Ìð•æ »Ìè ßæÜð ÁèßÙ ·¤ô Ââ¢Î ÙãUè¢ ·¤ÚUÌæ ÅþñUÈ¤·¤ ·¤æ, âŽÁè ¥ õÚU È¤Ü ßæÜô´ ·¤æ àæôÚU ×¿æÙæ, Õ“ æô´ ·¤æ 
Íæ, ¥ æÁ ßãU ×ðÚUè ç•æ¢Î»è ·¤æ çãUSâæ ÕÙ »Øæ ÍæÐ ÙõÁßæÙô ÂðÙ, Âñçâ´Ü Õð¿Ùð ¥ æÙæ, §Ù âÕ SßÚUô´ âð ×ñ´ ÕãéUÌ ÂÚÔUàææÙ Íæ, 
·ð¤ ÁèßÙ ×ð´ ßñâð Öè ÖæÚUÌ Áñâð Îðàæ ×ð´ ÕãéUÌ âè ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡ Áñâð Ìñâð ×ñ´ ƒæÚU Âãé¡U¿æ Ìô ƒæÚU ×ð´ ãUÚU ÌÚUÈ¤ ©UÎæâè ÀUæ§ü ãéU§ü Íè, 
©U Â̂‹Ù ãUô ãUè ÁæÌè ãñUÐ ×ðÚUè ç•æ¢Î»è ×ð´ âÕâð ÕÇ¸Uè ¿éÙõÌè ãñU ¥ æÁ ÚU×æ ¥ õÚU çÂÌæ Áè ·¤è ç¹Üç¹ÜæÙð ·¤è ÙãUè´ ÕçË·¤ 
Ùõñ·¤ÚUè ¥ õÚU çÈ¤ÚU ×ðÚÔU çÂÌæ ÁèÐ ¥ ×ÚU, ¥ æÁ Ìô ÚUçßßæÚU ãñU, ãU× ©UÎæâè âð ÖÚÔU ¿ãUÚUô´ ·¤æ ¹æ×ôàæ àæôÚU ÍæÐ ÁËÎè âð ·¤×ÚÔU ×ð´ 
ç×Ü·¤ÚU ¹æÙæ ¹æ â·¤Ìð ãñ´UU, ¥ æÁ Ìô ·¤æ× ÀUôÇ¸U ÎôÐ Øð Üô, Áæ·¤ÚU ×ñ´Ùð Öè âÕ Âñ·¤ ·¤ÚU çÜØæÐ âéÕãU ÌæÚUô ·¤è ÀUæ¡ß ×ð´, 
Ùæ× çÜØæ ¥ õÚU ¥ æ »§ü ×ðÚÔU çÂÌæ Áè ·¤è ¥ æßæ•æÐ ÒÕâ ¥ æØæ ãUË·¤è ç¿çÇ¸UØô´ ·ð¤ ¿ãU·¤Ùð ·ð¤ Õè¿ ãU× ÎôÙô´ Ùð ÚU×æ ·¤ô 
ÂæÂæ, ÍôÇ¸Uæ âæ ·¤æ× ÚUãU »Øæ ãñUÐÓ ×ðÚÔU çÂÌæ Áè ×éÛæâð ÕãéUÌ ¥ ÜçßÎæ ç·¤Øæ ¥ õÚU çÙ·¤Ü ÂÇ¸ðUÐ çÎËÜè âð ×éÕ§üÐ âèÅU ÂÚU 
ŒØæÚU ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ×ðÚÔU âæÍ ãUè ÚUãUÙæ ¿æãUÌð ãñ´U, ÂÚU ×æ¡ ·ð¤ ×ÚUÙð ÕñÆUÌð ãUè ÂæÂæ âô »°, ÂÚU ×ðÚUè Ù•æÚU ÂÇ¸Uè °·¤ ¥ æÎ×è ÂÚU, 
·ð¤ ÕæÎ ÂæÂæ ãU× ÎôÙô´ Öæ§üØô´ ·ð¤ âæÍ ÀUÑ ÀUÑ ×ãUèÙð ÚUãÌð ãñ´U, ÎéÕÜæ-ÂÌÜæ àæÚUèÚU, ·¤æÜð ÀUôÅðU ÕæÜ, Ü¢Õæ ·¤Î, ×ôÅUè-×ôÅUè 
¥ Õ Ö§üØæ ·¤è ÕæÚUè ãñU ©UÙ·¤ô Üð ÁæÙð ·¤è ÂÚU ßãU çÂÀUÜð °·¤ ¥ æ¡¹ð ¥ õÚU ¿ðãUÚÔU ÂÚU ×éS·¤æÙÐ Ò¥ ÚÔU ¥ ×ÚU, Ìé× ØãUæ¡, ×éÛæð 
×ãUèÙð âð ÕãUæÙð Ü»æ ÚUãðU ãñU, ÂêÚÔU âæÜ ·¤æ ·¤æ× ©U‹ãð´U ¥ Öè ØæÎ ÂãU¿æÙæ ×ñ¢ Ìé�ãUæÚUæ S·ê¤Ü ·¤æ ç× æ̃ ™ææÙ! ·ñ¤âð ãUô Ìé×? ×ñ¢Ùð 
¥ æ »Øæ ãñUÐ çÂÌæ Áè ·¤æ SÙðãU àæéM âð ãUè ×ðÚÔU ¥ õÚU ×ðÚUè Â Ù̂è ©Uâð ÂãU¿æÙð ·¤è ·¤ôçàæàæ ·¤è, ×ñ´Ùð ¹éàæè âð ©Uâð »Üð Ü»æ 
ÚU×æ ·ð¤ âæÍ ÚUãUæ ãñU ÂÚU çÂÌæ Áè ·¤è çÁ�×ðÎæÚUè ãU× ÎôÙô´ çÜØæ ¥ õÚU ãU× ÕæÌð´ ·¤ÚUÙð Ü»ðÐ S·ê¤Ü ×ð´ ãU×ðàææ ™ææÙ ×éÛæð ÂèÀðU 
Öæ§üØô´ ·¤è ãñU, Ìô çÙÖæÙè Öè ãU× ÎôÙô´ ·¤ô ¿æçãU°Ð ×ðÚUè Â Ù̂è ÀUôÇ¸U·¤ÚU ÂýÍ× ¥ æÌæ Íæ, ãUÚU ·¤ô§ü ·¤ãUÌæ Íæ ç·¤ ßãU ÁèßÙ ×ð´ 
ÚU×æ Öè ©Uâè â×Ø ·¤æ §¢ÌÁæÚU ·¤ÚU ÚUãUè ãñU ÁÕ ÂæÂæ ãU×ðàææ ·ð¤ âÈ¤ÜÌæ ãUæçâÜ ·¤ÚÔU»æÐ ×ñ´ ©Uââð ãU×ðàææ ¥ æ»ð çÙ·¤ÜÙæ 
çÜ° ãU×æÚÔU Âæâ ÚUãUÙð ¥ æ Áæ°¡Ð Ò¥ ×ÚU ¥ Õ ¥ æ Öè Áæ§ü°, ¿æãUÌæ Íæ, ÁÜÙ ·¤æ Öæß ãU×ðàææ ãUè ×éÛæð ¥ õÚU ÂÉ¸UÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° 
ÂæÂæ ¥ æÂ·¤æ ·¤Õ âð §¢ÌÁæÚU ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´UÓÐ ÚU×æ Ùð »éSâð ×ð´ ·¤ãUæÐ ÂýðçÚUÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ Íæ, ·é¤ÀU â×Ø ÕæÎ ÂæÂæ ·¤æ ÌÕæÎÜæ ãUô »Øæ 
×ñ¢ Öæ»Ìæ ãéU¥ æ ¹æÙð ·ð¤ ÅðUÕÜ ÂÚU Âãé¡U¿æ ¥ õÚU ×é¢Õ§ü ·¤è Îô ¥ õÚU ãU× çÎËÜè ¥ æ »°Ð ¥ æÁ ·¤ÚUèÕ | ßáü ÕæÎ ãU× ç×Ü ÚUãðU 
çÅU·¤Åð´U ÂæÂæ ·ð¤ ¥ æ»ð ÚU¹ ÎèÐ ÒÂæÂæ! ãU× ·¤Ü ãUè ×é¢Õ§ü Áæ ÚUãðU ÍðÐ ×ñ´Ùð ©Uââð ÂêÀUæ Ìô Ò€Øæ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãUô ¥ æÁ·¤Ü, ¥ õÚU ·¤ãUæ¡ 
ãñU, ×ñ´ ¥ æÁ ¥ æòçÈ¤â Áæ ÚUãUæ ãê¡U çÈ¤ÚU ƒæÚU ¥ æ·¤æÚU àææ× ·¤ô ÁæÙð ·¤è ÌñØæÚUè ãñU? ™ææÙ ã¡Uâ ·¤ÚU ÕôÜæ ×æ¡ ØãUè´ ÕñÆUè ãñU 
§·¤ÅU÷ÆðU ¹æÙæ ¹æ°¡»ðÐ ÚU×æ ¥ õÚU çÂÌæ Áè ·¤æ ×é¡ãU ©UÌÚU »Øæ ãñU ¥ »Üè âèÅU ÂÚÐU ©UÙ·ð¤ SææÍ àææÎè ÂÚU ¥ æØæ ÍæÐ ¥ Õ ×é¢Õ§ü 
ÂÚU ×ñ´ Öè €Øæ ·¤L¤ çÂÌæ Áè ¥ »ÚU Ö§üØæ ·¤è ¿éÙõÌè ãñU Ìô ¥ Õ Áæ ÚUãUæ ãê¡U, ×ñ´ ßãUæ¡ °·¤ çÕÁÜè çßÖæ» ×ð´ ×æ×êÜè âæ ·¤×ü¿æÚUè 
×ðÚÔU çÜ° Öè ·¤æ¡ÅUæ ÕÙ »° Íð, ãUÚU ÕæÌ ÂÚU ¥ ÂÙè âÜæãU ÎðÙæ ãê¡UÐ ØãU âéÙ·¤ÚU ×ñ´ ÕãéÌ Âýâ‹Ù ãUô »Øæ, °·¤ ÕæÚU Ìô Ü»æ ¥ æÁ 
¥ õÚU ÅUô·¤Ùæ ×éÛæð Â¢âÎ Ùæ ÍæÐ ×ñ´ ¥ ÂÙæ â×æÙ Üð·¤ÚU ¥ æòçÈ¤â ÀUæÌè ¿õÇ¸Uè ãUô »§ü ×ðÚUèÐ Ò×ñ´ çÎËÜè ×ð´ âèçÙØÚU ×ñÙð•æÚU ãê¡UÐ 
¿Üæ »Øæ, ßãUæ¡ âð àæéL¤ ãéU§ü ×ðÚUè ·¤çÆUÙæ§üØæ¡, °·¤ Ìô Õæòâ ·¤æ ™ææÙ ¹éàæ Íæ ×ðÚUè âÈ¤ÜÌæ âð ¥ õÚU ÕôÜæ àææÎè ãUô »§ü ¥ õÚU ƒæÚU 
»éSâæ, ª¤ÂÚU âð ·¤æ×, âãUÂæçÆUØô´ ·¤è »ÜçÌØæ¡, °ðâð Ü»æ ×ð´ âÕ ·ñ¤âð ãñ´U, ¥ ×ÚUÐ ×ñ¢Ùð ©Uâð ÕÌæØæ ç·¤ ×æ¡ ¿Ü ÕâèÐ 
×éçà·¤Üô´ ·¤æ Áñâð ÂãUæÇ¸U ÅêUÅU ¥ æØæ ãUô, ÂÚU ·¤§ü ÕæÚU Ö»ßæÙ Ò·¤ô§ü ÕæÌ ÙãUè´ ¥ ×ÚU ÁèßÙ ãñU, ×ÚUÙæ ÁèÙæ Ìô §â·¤æ çãUSâæ 
·¤æ Ï‹ØßæÎ Öè ·¤ÚUÌæ ãê¡U ç·¤ ×ðÚÔU Âæâ âÚU·¤æÚUè Ùõ·¤ÚUè ãñU ÙãUè´ ãñUÐÓ ãUæ¡ ™ææÙ, Îð¹ô ÂæÂæ ØãUè´ ãñ´U âæÍ ×ð´, ÂÚU âô ÚUãðU ãñU, ƒæÚU ×ð´ 
Ìô ¥ æÁ·¤Ü §ÌÙð Ï€·ð¤ ¹æÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ Öè Ùõ·¤ÚUè ÙãUè´ °·¤ Â Ù̂è ãñU ÚU×æ, ßãU S·ê¤Ü ×ð´ ÂÉ¸UæÌè ãñUÐ ¥ æ¥ ô Ìé× Öè ×ðÚÔU 
ç×ÜÌèÐ °·¤ ¥ ôÚU È¤ôÙ ·¤è ƒæ¢ÅèUØæ¢, ª¤ÂÚU âð §ÌÙè È¤æ§üÜð´, âæÍ ¿Üô Ö§üØæ ¹éàæ ãUô´»ð Ìé×âð ç×Ü·ð¤, ÂæÂæ ·¤ô ßãUè 
ÂÚUâô´ ·¤è ×èçÅ¢U», ¥ õÚU §ÌÙæ àæôÚU, °ðâð ÁèßÙ âð ¥ ‘ÀUæ Ìô ÀUôÇ¸UÙð Áæ ÚUãUæ ãê¡UÐÓ ™ææÙ Ùð ãñUÚUæÙè âð ×éÛæð Îð¹æ ¥ õÚU ÂêÀUæ 
·¤æòçÜ•æ ¥ õÚU S·ê¤Ü ·¤æ ãUè ÁèßÙ ÍæÐ àææ× Ì·¤ ×ñ´ âÕ ÀUôÇ¸UÙð âð €Øæ ×ÌÜÕ, ·¤æ·¤æ Ìé�ãUæÚÔU Âæâ ÙãUè´ ÚUãUÌðÐ ×ñ´Ùð 

¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ¥ õÚU ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡
çÎÃØæ ÂýèÌ ·¤õÚU

âÚU·¤æÚè ãUô× âæ§´â ·¤æòÜðÁ, âñU€ÅUÚ-v®, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU¸
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·¤ãUæ, ÒÒÀUÑ ×ãUèÙð ×ðÚÔU Âæâ, ÀUÑ ×ãUèÙð Ö§üØæ ·ð¤ Âæâ €Øô´ç·¤ 
ÂæÂæ ãU× ÎôÙô´ ·¤è çÁ�×ðÎæÚUè ãñ´UÐÓ ßãU ÂÚÔUàææÙ Íæ ×ðÚÔU §â 
·¤ÍÙ âð ¥ õÚU ×éÛæð 

Âãé¢¿Ìð ãUè ×ñÙð ™ææÙ âð ¥ ÜçßÎæ ÜèÐ ÌÖè çÂÌæ Áè ÕôÜð, 

Ò¥ ×ÚU ·é¤ÀU çÎÙ ÚUãðU»æ Ù ×ðÚÔU Âæâ, ×é‹Ùæ! ÌðÚÔU çÕÙæ ×ðÚUæ 
ãñUÚUæÙè ÖÚUè çÙ»æãU âð Îð¹ ÚUãUæ ÍæÐ Ò¥ ×ÚU, çÎÜ ÙãUè´ Ü»ÌæÐÓ ÂãUÜð ×é‹Ùæ âéÙ·¤ÚU ×ñ´ »éSâæ ãUô ÁæÌæ Íæ, 

×æ¡-ÕæÂ ·¤Öè Õ“ æô´ ÂÚU ÕôÛæ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌð, ×æÙæ ×ñ¢ ÆUãUÚUæ ÂéÚUæÙè €Øô´ç·¤ Üô» ×•ææ·¤ ©UÇ¸UæÌð Íð §â Ùæ× ·¤æÐ ©U‹ãð´U ÂÚU ¥ æÁ ×ñ´Ùð 
âô¿ ·¤æ, ÂÚU âæÚUè ©U¤×ÚU ãU×æÚÔU ×æ¡-ÕæÂ Ùð ãU×ð´ ÂæÜæ Âôâæ, ©U‹ãð´U »Üð Ü»æ çÜØæ ¥ õÚU ·¤ãUæ, Ò¥ æÂ·¤æ ×é‹Ùæ ·¤Öè ¥ æÂ ·¤æ 
ÂÉ¸UæØæ-çÜ¹æØæ, ·¤æ×ØæÕ ÕÙæØæ, ¥ Õ ÁÕ ãU×æÚUè ÕæÚUè ãUæÍ ÙãUè´ ÀUôÇ¸ðU»æ, ¿Üô ÂæÂæ °ØÚUÂôÅüU ¿Üð´, ¥ Õ âð ¥ æÂ 
¥ æ§ü Ìô ãU× ©UÙ·¤ô ¿éÙõÌè â×ÛæÜð´, ×ðÚUè Ù•æÚU ×ð´ Ìô ØãU ÂæÂ ¥ ÂÙð ƒæÚU ÚUãð´U»ð, ×ðÚÔU ¥ õÚU ÚU×æ ·ð¤ âæÍÐ ÂæÂæ ã¡UâÙð Ü»ð ¥ õÚU 
ãñU, ×ñ´ Ìô ¥ ÂÙè ×æ¡ ·¤ô ãU×ðàææ ¥ ÂÙð Âæâ ãUè ÚU¹ê¡»æ ¥ õÚU ÕôÜð °·¤ àæÌü ÂÚU ¥ »Üð âæÜ ×éÛæð ÀUôÅUæ ×é‹Ùæ Øæ ×é‹Ùè 
©UÙ·¤è âðßæ ·¤L¡¤»æÐ €Øæ ÂÌæ Sß»ü ×ð¢ Á»ãU ç×Ü Áæ°ÐÓÓ °·¤ ¿çãU°ÐÓ ãU× ÎôÙô´ Ùðð çÈ¤ÚU ã¡Uâ·¤ÚU °·¤ ÎêâÚÔU ·¤ô »Üð Ü»æ 
ÂÜ Ìô °ðâæ Ü»æ Áñâð ™ææÙ Ùð ÕæÌô´ ãUè ÕæÌô´ ×ð´ ×ðÚÔU ¿ðãUÚÔU ÂÚU çÜØæÐ ©Uâ ÂÜ Ùð ×éÛæð çâ¹æØæ çÚUàÌô´ ·¤æ ·¤Î ÕÇ¸Uæ ãUôÌæ ãñU, 
Ì×æ¿æ ×æÚU çÎØæ, ×ñ´ §ÌÙæ ÕéÚUæ ÃØç€Ì ÕÙ ¿é·¤æ Íæ Áô ¥ ÂÙð ¥ õÚU ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡ §¢âæÙ ·¤ô ãUÚU ãUæÜæÌ âð ÜÇ¸UÙð ·ð¤ ·¤æçÕÜ 
çÂÌæ ·¤ô ¿éÙõÌè Øæ ·¤çÆUÙæ§ü ×æÙÌæ ÍæÐ ×éÛæð ¹éÎ ÂÚU àæ×ü ¥ æ ÕÙæÌè ãñU Ù ç·¤ ·¤×•æôÚU ·¤ÚUÌè ãñUÐ ¥ æÁ ×ñ´ ßãU ÂéÚUæÙæ ¥ ×ÚU 
ÚUãUè ÍèÐ ©Uâè â×Ø ™ææÙ ·¤è ×æ¡ ·¤æ SßÚU ¥ æØæ ¥ õÚU ßãU ©UÙ·ð¤ ÙãUè´ ÕËç·¤ çÂÌæ Áè ·¤æ ÜæÇUÜæ ßãUè ÂéÚUæÙæ ×é‹Ùæ ÕÙ »Øæ 
Âæâ ¿Üæ »ØæÐ âæÚÔU ÚUSÌð ×ðÚUè ¥ æ¡¹ô´ âð ¥ æ¡âê ÕãUÌð ÚUãðUÐ ×é¢Õ§ü ÍæÐ 

ÒÒS·ê¤Ü ×ð´ çâ¹æÙæ ÙãUè´ ÂÇ¸UÌæ ãñU çÁâð, ¥ »ÚU ãU× Â¢ÁæÕ ·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚÔ´U, Ìô §â Âýæ‹Ì ·¤è ×æÌëÖæáæ 
Øæ ×æ¡ ÕôÜè Â¢ÁæÕè ãñUÐ Â¢ÁæÕ ×ð´ çÙßæâ ·¤ÚUÙð ßæÜð ×æ¡-ÕæÂ ·¤ÿææ ×ð´ ÚUÅUæÙæ ÙãUè´ ÂÇ¸UÌæ ãñU çÁâðÐ
Â¢ÁæÕè Öæáæ ·¤æ ÂýØô» ·¤ÚUÌð ãñUÐ ©UÙ·ð¤ Á‹× ÜðÙð ßæÜð Õ“ æô´ Á‹× âð ãUè ÕôÜ ÂÇ¸UÌæ ãñU çÁâð ãUÚU Õ“ ææ,
·¤ô Â¢ÁæÕè Öæáæ ÚUÅUæÙð ·¤è ÁM¤ÚUÌ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌè ãñÐ ©U‹ãð´ ¥ ÿæÚUô´ ßô ãñU ãU×æÚUè ×æÌëÖæáæ, ßô ãñU ãUæ×æÚUè ×æÌëÖæáæÐÐÓÓ
·¤è ÂãU¿æÙ ·¤ÚUæ§ü ÁæÌè ãñU, ÂÚU‹Ìé ç·¤âè ¥ ‹Ø Öæáæ ·¤è ÌÚUãU ×æÌëÖæáæ ¥ ÂÙð ¥ ‹ÎÚU ·ð¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤ô ÎêâÚÔU Ì·¤ Âãé¡U¿æÙð 
àæŽÎô´ ·ð¤ ¥ ÍôZ ·¤ô ÚUÅUÙð ·¤è ÁM¤ÚUÌ ÙãUè´ ÂÇ¸UÌè ãñUÐ Õ“ æð ·¤ô ·¤æ °·¤ °ðâæ ×æ»ü ãñU ÁãUæ¡ ÂÚU ãU×ð´ çÙØ×Õh àæŽÎô´ ·¤è 
¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ çÜ¹Ùð ¥ õÚU ÂÉ¸UÙð ×ð´ Ì·¤ÜèÈð¤¢ ÙãUè´ ¥ æÌè ãñ´UÐ ¥ æßàØ·¤Ìæ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌèÐ ×æÌëÖæáæ ßô Öæáæ ãñU çÁâ·ð¤ çÜ° 
Â¢ÁæÕ ·ð¤ Õ“ æô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° Â¢ÁæÕè °·¤ âÚUÜ çßáØ ãñU, çÁâ·¤ô ×çSÌc·¤ âð âô¿-â×Ûæ·¤ÚU ÕôÜÙæ ¥ çÙßæØü ÙãUè´ ãñUÐ çÎÜ ×ð´ 
ßô ç¿‹Ìæ ÚUçãUÌ ãUô·¤ÚU ÂÉ¸UÌð ãñ´Ð×õÁêÎ ÖæßÙæ¥ ô¢ ·¤ô âÚUÜ ¥ õÚU âæÈ¤ àæŽÎô´ ×ð´ Âý·¤ÅU ·¤ÚUÙæ 

¥ »ÚU ãU× Â¢ÁæÕ ·¤è ÌÚUãU ¥ ‹Ø Âýæ‹Ìô´ ·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚÔ´U Ìô ×æÌëÖæáæ ãñUÐ ÁÕ çàæàæé ÕôÜ ÙãUè´ â·¤Ìæ ãñU, ÌÕ Öè ×æ¡ ©Uâ·¤è 
©UÙ âÖè Âýæ‹Ìô´ ·¤è Öè ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ãñUÐ Áñâð ç·¤ Õ¢»æÜ ãUÚU Ì·¤ÜèÈ¤, Öê¹, ŒØæâ, ÎÎü âÕ â×Ûæ ÜðÌè ãñU, €Øô´ç·¤ 
·¤è ×æÌëÖæáæ Õ¢»æÜè ãñU, »éÁÚUæÌ ·¤è »éÁÚUæÌè ãñU, ×ãUæÚUæcÅþU ·¤è §â·ð¤ çÜ° ×æ¡ ¥ õÚU Õ“ æð ·¤ô àæŽÎô´ ·¤è ¥ æßàØ·¤Ìæ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌè 
×ÚUæÆUè ãñU, Ìæç×ÜÙæÇêU ·¤è ÌðÜ»ê ãñU, çÕãUæÚU ·¤è ÖôÁÂéÚUè ãñU, ãñUÐ  ßô Öæáæ çÁâð çßlæÜØ ×ð´ Áæ·¤ÚU çÙØ×ô´ ¥ õÚU ÌÚUè·¤ô´ ·¤è 
©UžæÚU ÂýÎðàæ ·¤è çãU‹Îè ãñU ¥ æçÎÐ §Ù âÖè Âýæ‹Ìô´ ·ð¤ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô ¥ æßàØ·¤Ìæ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌèÐ Áô ×ÙécØ Õ¿ÂÙ âð ãUè ÙãUè´ ÕôÜ 
¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ âÚUÜ ß ¥ æ·¤çáüÌ Ü»Ìè ãñUÐ ×æÌëÖæáæ ×ð´ â·¤Ìð, âéÙ ÙãUè´ â·¤Ìð €Øæ ©UÙ·¤ô ·¤ô§ü ×æÌë-Öæáæ ÙãUè´ ãñU? 

ÕôÜð »° àæŽÎ çÎÜ ÂÚU ÀUÂÌð ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ¥ æâæÙè âð â×Ûæ ßô Öè ¥ ÂÙð ×Ù ·ð¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤ô §üàææÚUô´ âð, ãUÚU·¤Ìô´ âð °·¤ 
×ð´ ¥ æÌð ãñ´UUÐÎêâÚÔU Ì·¤ Âãé¡U¿æÌð ãñ´UÐ Âý Ø̂ð·¤ ×ÙécØ ·¤è, ÚUæ’Ø ·¤è ¥ õÚU Îðàæ 

ãUÚU Âýæ‹Ì ×ð´ Öè ·¤§ü àæãUÚU ãñ´UUÐ ©UÙ àæãUÚUô´ ·¤è Öè ×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è ×æÌëÖæáæ ãñUÐ

×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è â�ÖæßÙæ°¢
SßæÌè

»éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, ÜéçÏØæÙæ
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×ð´ ·é¤ÀU çßçÖ‹ÙÌæ°¢ ãñUÐ Â¢ÁæÕ ×ð´ ×æÜßð ·ð¤ Öæ»ô´ ×ð´ ×Üß§ü 
ÕôÜè ÁæÌè ãñU, Îé¥ æÕ ×ð´ Îé¥ æÕè ÕôÜè ãñUÐ §Ù àæãUÚUô´ ×ð´ Öæáæ 
Ìô Â¢ÁæÕè ãUè ÂýØô» ×ð´ ÜæØè ÁæÌè ãñU, ÂÚU §Ù×ð´ âæ×æÙÌæ°¢ 
ÙãUè´ ãñUÐ §Ù Öæáæ¥ ô¢ ·ð¤ àæŽÎô´ ×ð´ çßçÖ‹ÙÌæ ãñ´UÐ ·¤ãUè´ àæéh 
Â¢ÁæÕè Ìô ·¤ãUè´ §â·¤æ ·¤ô§ü ¥ õÚU M¤Â Îð¹Ùð ·¤ô ç×ÜÌæ ãñUÐ

¥ »ÚU ãU× Îðàæ ·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U, Ìô Âý Ø̂ð·¤ Îðàæ ·¤è ÕæÌ 
·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U, Ìô Âý Ø̂ð·¤ Îðàæ ·¤è ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ãñUÐ ÖæÚUÌ ·¤è 
×æÌëÖæáæ çãU‹Îè ãñU, çÁâð â¢çßÏæÙ âð ×æ‹ØÌæ ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ °ðâð ãUè 
¿èÙ ·¤è ×æÌëÖæáæ ×ñçÇUÇU ãñU ¥ õÚU Âæç·¤SÌæÙ ·¤è ©UÎêü ãñUÐ ãUÚÔU·¤ 
×æÌëÖæáæ ¥ ÂÙð ¥ æÂ ×ð´ °·¤ §çÌãUæâ ãñUÐ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙè 
×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤ô âéÙÙð ¥ õÚUU â×ÛæÙð ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü ·¤çÆUÙæ§ü ÙãUè´ ãUôÌè 
ãñUÐ Öæáæ°¡ ç·¤âè Îðàæ ·¤è ·¤æ×ØæÕè, â¢S·ë¤çÌ ¥ æçÎ ·¤ô Öè 
ÎàææüÌè ãñUÐ ¥ »ÚU ç·¤âè ·¤è Öæáæ SÙðãUÂê‡æü ãñU, Ìô ©Uâ·ð¤ Îðàæ 
·¤ô Öè ÌæÚUèÈð´¤ ç×ÜÌè ãñ´UÐ

×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è â�ÖæßÙæ°¢ ·¤æ×ØæÕè ¥ õÚU ÌÚU€·¤è ·ð¤ ÎõÚU 
·ð¤ âæÍ ·¤× ãUôÌè Áæ ÚUãUè ãñ´UÐ ¥ æ»ð ÕÉ¸UÙð ·¤è ¿æãU ãUÚÔU·¤ ×ð´ 
ãUôÌè ãñUÐ §â �ßæçãUàæ ×ð´ ãU× ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ. ÂÚU�ÂÚUæ, 
â¢S·ë¤çÌ ¥ æçÎ âÕ ·¤ô ÂèÀðU ÀUôÇ¸UÌð Áæ ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ¥ æÁ ·ð¤ ÎõÚU 
·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚÔ´U Ìô Üô»ô´ ·ð¤ ×Ù ×ð´ °ðâè ÖæßÙæ ãñU ç·¤ çÁâð 
¥ ¢»ýð•æè ÕôÜÙè ¥ æÌè ãñU, çÜ¹Ùè ¥ æÌè ãñU ßô ãUè ÂÉ¸Uæ çÜ¹æ 
ãñUÐ ßãUè §‹âæÙ ·¤æ×ØæÕ ãñU, ÂÚU °ðâæ ÙãUè´ ãñ´UÐ ãUÚU °·¤ ·¤è 
¥ ÂÙè M¤ç¿ ãñU ç·¤ ßãU ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ×ð´ çÙÂé‹Ù ãUñ Øæ ç·¤âè 
¥ õÚU Öæáæ ×ð´Ð Üô» ¥ ÂÙð àæãUÚUô´ ·¤è Öæáæ ÖêÜÌð Áæ ÚUãðU ãñ´U, 
€Øô´ç·¤ ©UÙ·¤æ ·¤æÚU‡æ ç·¤âè ·¤æÚU‡æ âð àæãUÚU ÕÎÜÙæ ãñUÐ ç·¤âè 
¥ õÚU Âýæ‹Ì ×ð´ ¥ ‘ÀUè Ùõ·¤ÚUè ç×ÜÌè ãñU, Ìô Âýæ‹Ì ÕÎÜ ÁæÌæ ãñU 
¥ õÚU ·¤§üØô´ ·¤æ Îðàæ ÕÎÜ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ Áô Üô» °ðâè ÂçÚUçSÍØô´ 
âð »é•æÚUÌð ãñ´UU, ßô ¥ æ»ð Áæ·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙð ×õÁêÎæ ×æãUõÜ ×ð´ ÉUÜ 
ÁæÌð ãñ´UÐ ßãUæ¡ ·¤æ ÚUãUÙ-âãUÙ, Öæáæ, ÂçãUÚUæßæ âÕ ©Uâè 
×éÌæçÕ·¤ ·¤ÚU ÜðÌð ãñ´U ¥ õÚ ¥ æç¹ÚU àææØÎ ØãUè ÕÎÜæß ãñUÐ

Áô Üô» ¥ ÂÙæ Îðàæ ÀUôÇ¸U·¤ÚU ¥ ‹Ø Îðàæ ×ð´ ÁæÌð ãñU, ¥ »ÚU 
©UÙ·ð¤ Õ“ æð ßãUæ¡ Á‹× ÜðÌð ãñ´U, ßãUæ¡ ÂÉ¸UÌð-çÜ¹Ìð ãñ´U Ìô ßô 
¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤ô Ù ÕôÜ ÂæÌð ãñ´UU Ù â×Ûæ ÂæÌð ãñ´U €Øô´ç·¤ Ù 
Ìô S·ê¤Ü ×ð´ °ðâæ ×æãUõÜ ãUôÌæ ãñU, Ù ƒæÚU ÂÚU ¥ õÚU çßÎðàæô´ ×ð´ 

ÂèÉ¸Uè ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ âð ß¢ç¿Ì ÚUãU Áæ°»èÐ ãU×æÚUè ×æÌëÖæáæ 
ãU×æÚUæ »õÚUß ãñU, Îðàæ ·¤æ »õÚUß ãñU çÁâð ãU×ð´ ÕÙæ°¢ ÚU¹Ùæ ãUô»æÐ

×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU, Öæáæ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU ÕãéUÌ âð Î¢»ð ãUôÌð 
ãñ´UÐ ×éçSÜ× ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´U çãU‹Îè ×Ì ÕôÜôÐ çãU‹Îê ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´UU ãU× ©UÎêü 
ÙãUè´ âéÙð»ð¢Ð ÎÚU¥ âÜ Øð âÕ ·é¤ÀU çâÈü¤ ·é¤ÀU Üô»ô´ ·ð¤ çÎ×æ$» 
·¤è ©UÂÁ ãñÐ ßô Üô» ¥ ÂÙð SßæÍü ·ð¤ çÜ° Øð âÕ ÌÚUè·ð¤ 
¥ ÂÙæÌð ãñ´UÐ ¥ ÂÙæ ÎÕÎÕæ ÕÙæ° ÚU¹Ùð ·ð¤ çÜ° Î¢»ð ·¤ÚUßæÌð 
ãñ´UÐ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô °·¤ ÎêâÚÔU ·¤è ×æÌëÖæáæ ·ð¤ çÜ° ÖÇ¸U·¤æÌð ãñ´UÐ 
çÁâ ·¤æÚU‡æ §Ù Î¢»ô´ ×ð´ ç·¤ÌÙô´ ·ð¤ ƒæÚU, ÂçÚUßæÚU âÕ §Ù Î¢»ô´ 
·¤è ÖðÅU ¿É¸U ÁæÌð ãñÐ €Øô´ç·¤ ßô §¢âæÙ Ìô ãñ´U, ÂÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ ¥ ‹ÎÚU 
§¢âæçÙØÌ ÙãUè´ ãñUÐ ßô ·¤ãUÌð ãñU Ù Ñ

ÒÒ§¢âæÙ Ìô ãUÚU ƒæÚU ×ð´ Á‹× ÜðÌæ ãñU,

ÂÚU §¢âæçÙØÌ ç·¤âè-ç·¤âè ƒæÚU ×ð´ Á‹× ÜðÌè ãñUÐÐÓÓ

¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤ô ãU× âÕ·¤ô ç×Ü ·¤ÚU ãUè Õ¿æÙæ 
ãUô»æÐ ÌÚU€·¤è çâÈü¤ ¥ ¢»ýð•æè ×ð´ ÙãUè´ ãñU, ãU×æÚUè ×æÌëÖæáæ ×ð´ Öè 
ãñUÐ §âð âÕ·¤è âô¿ ÕÙæÙè ãUô»èÐ ¥ ×ðçÚU·¤æ, M¤â Áñâð ×ãUæÙ÷ 
Îðàæ çãU‹Îè ¥ õÚU â¢S·ë¤çÌ Öæáæ ×ð´ çÜ¹ð »° »ý¢Íô´ ·¤ô ÂÉ¸U·¤ÚU 

©Uâ·¤æ ¥ ŠØÙ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ §Ù ¿è•æô´ ÂÚU Ù°-Ù° ÂýØô» 
·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´U, ÂêÚÔU Õýrææ‡ÇU ·¤æ âæÚU â×ÛææÙð ·¤æ ÂýØ Ù̂ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ 
§âçÜ° ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæcææ ·¤ô ãU×ð´ â¢ÖæÜÙæ ãUô»æÐ â¢S·ë¤çÌ, 
×æÌëÖæáæ Øð âÕ °·¤ ÏÚUôãUÚU ãñUÐ §âð ¥ æÙð ßæÜð ·¤Ü Ì·¤ 
Âãé¢U¿æÙæ ãU×æÚUæ ·¤žæüÃØ ãñUÐ ¥ ÂÙð Õ“ æô´ ·¤ô §â ™ææÙ âð M¤ÕM¤ 
·¤ÚUßæÙæ ãU×æÚUæ Ï×ü ãñUÐ ¥ »ÚU ãU× ç·¤âè ÂçÚUçSÍçÌØô´ ×ð´ 
¥ ÂÙæ Âýæ¢Ì Øæ Îðàæ ÀUôÇ¸U·¤ÚU ·¤ãUè´ ¥ õÚU ÁæÌð ãñ´U, Ìô ¥ ÂÙð ¥ æÙð 
ßæÜè ÂèÉ¸Uè ·¤ô ßãUæ¢ Öè ¥ ÂÙè ÏÚUÌè âð ÁôÇ¸ðU ÚU¹Ùæ ãUô»æ 
¥ õÚU¤ ãU×ð´ ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è ƒæÅU ÚUãUè â�ÖæßÙæ¥ ô¢ ·¤ô çÈ¤ÚU 
âð ÕÉ¸UæÙæ ãUô»æÐ ãU×ð´ ¹éÎ Öè ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ ÂÚU ¥ ŠØÙ 
·¤ÚUÌð ÚUãUÙæ ãUô»æ ¥ õÚU §â·¤è àæéhÌæ ·¤ô ÁèçßÌ ÚU¹Ùæ ãUô»æÐ 
§â·¤æ àæéh M¤Â ¥ æÚUçÿæÌ ·¤ÚUÙæ ãUô»æÐ S·ê¤Üô´ § Ø̂æçÎ ×ð´ Öè 
¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ âð ÁéÇ¸ðU ÚUãUÙð ·¤æ ·¤ô§ü Ùæ ·¤ô§ü ÌÚUè·¤æ ™ææÌ 
·¤ÚUÙæ ãUô»æ Ìæ¢ç·¤ ãU× §â·¤æ â¢ÚUÿæ‡æ ·¤ÚU â·ð´¤ ¥ õÚU ×æÌëÖæáæ 
çßÜéŒÌ Ù ãUô â·ð¤Ð Âý Ø̂ð·¤ ÿæ‡æ ØãUè´ âô¿Ùæ ¿æçãU° ç·¤ Ñ

ÒÒÁèßÙ ×ð´ âÚUÜÌæ ãUô,
×æ¡-ÕæÂ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U Ìô Õ“ æð ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌëÖæáæ, â¢S·ë¤çÌ, NUÎØ ×ð´ Âçß æ̃Ìæ ãUôÐ
ÚUèçÌ-çÚUßæ•æ, â×ÛææÙæ ÕÌæÙæ ©UÙ·ð¤ çÜ° Öè ×é×ç·¤Ù ÙãUè´Ð ßæ‡æè ×ð´ ×ÏéÚUÌæ ãUô,
¥ »ÚU ·é¤ÀU ×æ¡-ÕæÂ °ðâð ·¤ÚUÌð Öè ãñ´U Ìô Öè ßô àæéhAÌæ âð ßô ¥ õÚU ×æÌëÖæáæ ×ð´ àæéhÌæ ãUôÐÐÓÓ
ÌÚUè·¤æ ÙãUè´ çâ¹æ ÂæÌð ãñ´UÐ çÁâ ·¤æÚU‡æ âð ×æÌëÖæáæ ·¤è 
â¢ÖæßÙæ°¢ ƒæÅUÌè Áæ ÚUãUè ãñ´UÐ °ðâæ ãUôÌæ ÚUãðU»æ Ìô ¥ æÙð ßæÜè 
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ç·¤âè Îðàæ ·ð¤ ÃØç€Ì ·¤è ×æÌë Öæáæ ãUè ©Uâ·¤è ÂãU¿æÙ â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñU, Ïæç×ü·¤Ìæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ 

ãUôÌè ãñU, çÁâ·ð¤ ×æŠØ× âð ßãU ¥ ÂÙð ×Ù ·ð¤ çß¿æÚU ç·¤âè ãñU, â×æçÁ·¤Ìæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñU ¥ õÚU âÖè ·¤ô 

ÎéâÚÔU ÃØç€Ì ·ð¤ âæ×Ùð ÃØ€Ì ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñUÐ ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öæáæ ·ð¤ ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤Ìæ ·¤æ Öè ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ §â·¤æ ¥ ÍæüÌ÷ 

·¤æÚU‡æ ãUè ÃØç€Ì ç·¤âè ÎéâÚÔU ÃØç€Ì Øæ ç·¤âè ¥ ‹Ø Îðàæ, ¥ çÏ·¤æÚUô´ ·¤æ 

â¢S·ë¤çÌ ßæÜð ÃØç€Ì ÂÚU ¥ ÂÙæ âæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ÂýÖæß ÇUæÜ ÂæÙð SÂcÅU M¤Â âð ß‡æüÙ §â Âý·¤æÚU ãñU Ñ
×ð´ â×Íü ãUôÌæ ãñUÐ ãU×æÚÔU ¥ ‹ÎÚU ·é¤ÀU °ðâð »é‡æ ãUôÌð ãñ´U Áô ãU×ð´ â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU-ãU×æÚUè ×æÌëÖêç× ×ð´ âÖè 
ãU×æÚUè ×æÌë Öæáæ ¥ õÚU ×æÌë Öêç× âð ÂýæŒÌ ãUôÌð ãñ´UÐ ãU×æÚÔU ÚUãUÙ- ÎðàæßæçâØô´ ·¤ô â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ ·¤ô§ü Öè 
âãUÙ ·¤æ É¢U», ÕæÌ-¿èÌ ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤æ ÌÚUè·¤æ ¥ õÚU ßðàæ-Öêáæ ÃØç€Ì ÁæçÌ-ÂæçÌ, Ïæç×ü·¤-·¤̂ UÚUÌæ, ©U“ æ-Ùè¿, ¥ õÚU 
¥ æçÎ Öè §âè Âý·¤æÚU ·ð¤ ÌõÚU-ÌÚUè·¤ô ×ð´ âç�×çÜÌ ãñ´UÐ ¥ ×èÚUè-»ÚUèÕè ¥ æçÎ ·ð¤ ¥ ÏæÚU ÂÚU ç·¤âè ÃØç€Ì ·ð¤ âæÍ Öè 

§â ÎêçÙØæ ×ð´ v®® âð Öè ¥ çÏ·¤ Îðàæ ãñ´UÐ çÁÙ ×ð´ âð ·¤§ü ÖðÎ-Öæß, ¥ ‹ØæØ Øæ ©Uâ·¤æ àæôá‡æ ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚU â·¤ÌæÐ °ðâæ 
Îðàæ ©U‹ÙçÌ ·ð¤ çàæ¹ÚU ÂÚU çßÚUæçÁÌ ãñU ¥ õÚU ÕãéUÌ âð Îðàæ ©U‹ÙçÌ ·¤ÚUÙð ßæÜð ÃØç€Ì ·¤ô ©Uç¿Ì âÁæ ¥ õÚU Áé×æüÙæ Öè ÎðÙæ ÂÇ¸U 
·¤è ¥ ôÚU Ü»æÌæÚU ÕÉ¸U ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ×ñ´ ¥ ÂÙð ¥ æÂ ·¤ô ÕãéUÌ ¥ çÏ·¤ â·¤Ìæ ãñUÐ
¹éàæÙâèÕ ×æÙÌæ ãê¡U ·¤è ×ðÚUæ Á‹× ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ ãéU¥ æ, çÁâ ÂÚU ×ñ´ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ âÖè Ùæ»çÚU·¤ °·¤ â×æÙ ãñUÐ âÖè ·¤ô 
ÕãéUÌ ¥ çÏ·¤ »ßü ·¤æ ¥ ÙéÖß ·¤ÚUÌæ ãê¡UÐ ãU×æÚUè ×æÌë Öêç× â×æÙ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ âÖè Îðàæ-ßæçâØô´ ·¤ô ßôÅU ·¤æ 
ÖæÚUÌ Áñâð çßàææÜ Üô·¤Ì¢̃æ ßæÜæ Îðàæ ãñU, çÁâ ·¤æÚU‡æ ØãU ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ Îðàæ ·¤æ ·¤ô§ü Öè ×¢̃æè ¿éÙÙð ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU 
ãU×æÚÔU çÜ° ÕãéUÌ »ßü ·¤è ÕæÌ ãñUÐ ãU×æÚUæ Îðàæ ÖæÚUÌ Öæáæ¥ ô¢ ¥ æ×-ÁÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ãñUÐ
¥ õÚU â¢S·ë¤çÌ ×ð´ çßçßÏÌæ¥ ô ßæÜæ Îðàæ ãñU, çÁâ×ð´ ·¤§ü Âý·¤æÚU Ïæç×ü·¤ â×æÙÌæ-ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ âÖè Ùæ»çÚU·¤ô´ ·¤ô 
·¤è Öæáæ°¢ ¥ õÚU â¢S·ë¤çÌ ©UÂçSÍÌ ãñUÐ §â·ð¤ âæÍ-âæÍ Ïæç×ü·¤ â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ âÖè Üô» ¥ ÂÙð Ï×ü 
ãU×æÚUæ Îðàæ ÁÜßæØé ×ð´ Öè çßçßÏÌæ ßæÜæ Îðàæ ×æÙæ »Øæ ãñU ·ð¤ ¥ ÙéâæÚU ¥ ÂÙð ÚUèçÌ-çÚUßæÁô´ ·¤ô ×ÙæÌð ãñ´UÐ âÖè ÃØç€Ì 
çÁâ×ð´ ·¤§ü Âý·¤æÚU ·¤è ¥ ÍæüÌ÷ ãUÚU Âý·¤æÚU ·¤è ÁÜßæØé ÂýæŒÌ ¥ ÂÙð Ï×ü ·ð¤ ¥ ÙéâæÚU ãUè ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öæáæ ·¤æ ©UÂØô» ·¤ÚUÌð 
ãUôÌè ãñU ·¤ãUè´ ·¤à×èÚU Áñâð ÆU‡ÇUè ÁÜßæØé ßæÜð ÚUæ’Ø ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ãñ´UÐ
·¤ãUè´ ÚUæÁSÍæÙ Áñâð ÚUæ’Ø ÁãUæ¢ ÚÔUç»SÌæÙ ¥ æçÎ çSÍÌ ãñUÐ ·¤ãUè´ â×æçÁ·¤ â×æÙÌæ-ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ âÖè ß»ü ·ð¤ 
×é�Õ§ü Áñâð â×ÌÜ ßæØé ßæÜð ÚUæ’Ø ãñUÐ ·¤ãUè ©UžæÚU ÖæÚUÌ Áñâð Ùæ»çÚU·¤ô´ ·¤ô â×æçÁ·¤ â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ãñU €Øô´ç·¤ âÖè 
»×èü-âÎèü ßæÜð ÚUæ’Ø çSÍÌ ãñ´UÐ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ Â¢ÁæÕ, »éÁÚUæÌ, Üô» ç×Ü ·¤ÚU ãUè â×æÁ ·¤æ â×æÁè·¤ÚU‡æ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UÐ çÁâ×ð´ 
ÚUæÁSÍæÙ, ãUçÚUØæ‡ææ, ©UžæÚU ÂýÎðàæ çÕãUæÚU ¥ õÚU ×ÚUæÆUè (×é�Õ§ü) âÖè ß»ü ·ð¤ Üô» Öæáæ¥ ô¢ ¥ õÚU ÚUèçÌ-çÚUßæÁô ßæÜð Öè 
¥ æçÎ â�ØÌæ¥ ô´ ßæÜð çÖ‹Ù-w Âý·¤æÚU ·¤è â¢S·ë¤çÌ ßæÜð ÚUæ’Ø àææç×Ü ãñUÐ
ãñUÐ çÁâ·ð¤ ¥ ÂÙð-¥ ÂÙð ¥ Ü»-¥ Ü» ÚUèçÌ-çÚUßæÁ, Öæáæ 

ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤ â×æÙÌæ-ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ ÚUæÁÙèçÌ ·¤ô °·¤ 
¥ õÚU ÂãUÙæßæ ãñUÐ §‹ãUè çßçßÏÌæ¥ ô¢ ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãUè ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ 

çßàæðá ×ãU ß̂ çÎØæ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ ÚUæÁÙèçÌ ÂÚU çâÈü¤ ç·¤âè çßàæðá 
·¤è °·¤ ¥ Ü» ÂãU¿æÙ ÕÙÌè ãñU Áô Õæç·¤ Îðàæô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° 

ß»ü Øæ â×éÎæØ ·ð¤ Üô»ô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° ÙãUè´ ÕçË·¤ ÚUæÁÙèçÌ ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü 
°·¤Ìæ ·¤æ ÂýÌè·¤ ÕÙÌè ãñUÐ

Öè ¥ æ× ÃØç€Ì Öè çãUSâæ Üð â·¤Ìæ ãñU, çÁââð ãU×ð´ ØãU ™ææÙ 
ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ·¤ô ¥ Ùð·¤Ìæ ×ð´ °ð·¤Ìæ ·¤æ ÂýÌè·¤ ×æÙæ ÁæÌæ ãUôÌæ ãñU ç·¤ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤ â×æÙÌæ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU 

ãñU ÁãUæ¢ §ÌÙè çßçßÏæØô´ ·ð¤ ãUôÌð ãéU° Öè âÖè ÃØç€ÌØô´ ·¤ô ÕãéUÌ ©U“ æð SÌÚU ÂÚU ãñUÐ

×æÌëÖæáæ
  ÌM¤‡æ

¥ æÚ. °â. Çè. ·¤æòÜðÁ, çÈ¤ÚUôÁ¸ÂéÚU 
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ØãU âÖè ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ãU×æÚUè ×æÌë Öæáæ ¥ õÚU ×æÌë Öêç× ·¤æ 

°·¤ çßàæðá ¥ ¢» ãñUÐ çÁâ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãU×æÚUè ×æÌë Öæáæ ¥ õÚU Öè 

¥ çÏ·¤ â×ëh ãUôÌè ãñUÐ

ÂéÚUæÙð â×Ø âð ×æÌë Öæáæ ·¤ô °·¤ çßàæðá SÍæÙ ÂýæŒÌ ãñUÐ 

Üô» ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öêç× ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌæ ·ð¤ â×æÙ ×æÙÌð Íð, 

©UÙ·¤è ÂêÁæ ·¤ÚUÌð Íð, €Øô´ç·¤ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ÖæÚUÌ ×ð¢ ¥ ÙæÁ ·¤è 

·¤Öè ·¤×è ÙãUè´ ãUôÌè ÍèÐ Üô» §âè ·¤æÚU‡æ âð ÂéÚUæÌÙ ·¤æÜ ·ð¤ 

(wester culture) ·¤ô ¥ çÏ·¤ ×ãUžß ÎðÙð Ü»ð ãñ´U, Áôç·¤ 

ãU×æÚÔU çÜ° ÕãéUÌ àæ×üÙæ·¤ ÕæÌ ãñUÐ ØçÎ °ðâð ãUè ¿Üð»æ Ìô °·¤ 

çÎÙ ãU×æÚÔU ÙõÁßæÙ ãU×æÚUè ÂéÚUæÌÙ â�ØÌæ¥ ô´ ·¤ô Âê‡æü M¤Â âð 

¹ô Îð´»ðÐ ßñâð Öè Üô»ô´ ·¤æ Ü»æß ¥ æÁ ·¤Ü ·ð¤ â×Ø ×ð´ 

¥ ÂÙè  ×æÌë Öæáæ ·ð¤ ÂýçÌ ·¤× ãUôÌæ ãUè Áæ ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ÂéÚUæÙð 

ÕéÁé»ôü ¥ õÚU ·é¤ÀU â×ÛæÎæÚU ÙõÁßæÙô´ ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãUè ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ 

×ð´ ×æÌë Öæáæ ·ð¤ ÂýçÌ Ü»æß ãñUÐ ãU×ð¢ ¥ ÂÙè ¥ æÙð ßæÜè ÂèçÉ¸UØô´ 

·¤ô §â·¤æ ×ãUžß â×ÛææÌð ãéU° §â·¤æ ™ææÙ ¥ ßàØ ÎðÙæ â×Ø âð ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öêç× ·¤è ÂêÁæ ¥ æçÎ ·¤ÚUÌð ÍðÐ ©Uâ â×Ø 
¿æçãU°Ð ßñâð Öè ·é¤ÀU Üô»ô´ ·¤ô Áô ÎêâÚÔU ç·¤âè Îðàæ ×ð´ ÚUãUÌð ×ð´ ©UÙ·ð¤ çÜ° ©UÙ·¤è ×æÌë Öêç× ·¤è ÚUÿææ ·¤ÚUÙæ ©UÙ·¤æ ÂýÍ× 
ãñU, ©U‹ãð´U ¥ ÂÙð Îðàæ ·¤è â�ØÌæ¥ ô¢ ·¤è ×ãUžææ ¥ ÂÙð Õ“ æô´ ·¤ô ·¤žæüÃØ ãUôÌæ ÍæÐ Üô» ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öêç× ·ð¤ çÜ° ¥ ÂÙð Âýæ‡æô´ 
¥ ßàØ ÕÌæÙè ¿æçãU°Ð ÎêâÚÔU Îðàæô´ ×ð´ ÂÜð-ÕÉ¸ðU Õ“ æð ¥ €âÚU ·¤è Öè ÕçÜ ¿ÉUæ ÎðÌð ÍðÐ ©UÙ·ð¤ çÜ° ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë-Öêç× ·¤ô 
©Uâè Îðàæ ·¤è â�ØÌæ¥ ô´ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙæÙð Ü»Ìð ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë ÀUôÇ¸U·¤ÚU ÁæÙæ ×ë Ø̂é ·ð¤ â×æÙ ãUôÌæ ÍæÐ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ·¤ô 
Öæáæ¥ ô¢ ·¤ô ÖêÜ ÁæÌð ãñ´UÐSßÌ‹̃ æÌæ çÎÜßæÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° Öè àæãUèÎô´ Ùð ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öêç× 

¥ õÚU ãU×æÚUè ×æÌëÖæáæ ÂÚU ¥ ¢»ýð•æô´ ·¤æ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU Ù ãUôÙð ÎðÙð ·ð¤ ãU×ð´ §â â×SØæ ·¤ô »¢ÖèÚU M¤Â âð â×Ûæ·¤ÚU §â·ð¤ ÂýçÌ 

çÜ° àæãUèÎè ÂýæŒÌ ·¤è, ¥ õÚU ¥ ÂÙæ Ùæ× §çÌãUæâ ·ð¤ Â‹Ùô´ ÂÚU Üô»ô´ ¥ õÚU ¥ çÏ·¤-âð-¥ çÏ·¤ ÙõÁßæÙô´ ·¤ô §â·¤æ ™ææÙ 

ÎÁü ·¤ÚU çÎØæÐ ¥ ßàØ ÎðÙæ ¿æçãU°Ð

ÂÚU‹Ìé ¥ æÁ ·ð¤ â×Ø ×ð´ ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ·ð¤ ÙõÁßæÙ §â ÕæÌ ãU×æÚUè ×æÌë Öæáæ ·¤ô â×Ûæ·¤ÚU âãUè É¢U» âð §âð ÃØ€Ì 

·¤ô ÙãUè´ â×ÛæÌð, ßãU Âçà¿×è â�ØÌæ¥ ô´ ·¤è Â·¤Ç¸U ×ð´ ÂÇ¸UÌð ·¤ÚU·ð¤ ¥ ÂÙè ÂãU¿æÙ ÕÙæÙè ¿æçãU°Ð ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öæáæ ÂÚU 

Áæ ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ©U‹ãUð´ ¥ ÂÙè ×æÌë Öæáæ âð ¥ çÏ·¤ Ü»æß Âçà¿×è »ßü ·¤ÚU·ð¤ ¥ ÂÙð ×æÌë Öêç× ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð ÂÚU »ßü ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤æ ¥ ßâÚU 

Öæáæ âð ãUôÌæ Áæ ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ßãU ÖêÜ »° ãñ´U ãU×æÚÔU SßÌ‹̃ æÌæ ÂýÎæÙ ·¤ÚUÙæ ¿æçãU°Ð 

âñÙæçÙØô´ ·ð¤ ÕçÜÎæÙ ·¤ô, ¥ Õ ßãU Âçà¿×è â�ØÌæ¥ ô´ 

çÁâ Îðàæ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙè Öæáæ ¥ õÚU
âæçãU Ø̂ ·ð¤ »õÚUß ·¤æ ¥ ÙéÖß ÙãUè´
ãñU, ßãU ©U‹ÙÌ ÙãUè´ ãUô â·¤Ìæ

ÇUæò. ÚUæÁð‹¼ý ÂýâæÎ
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ÒÒÌ�¸Ìæ¥ ô¢ Ì�¸Ì ×ð´ âð °·¤ ¿éÙæ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UU, ×éâÜæÏæÚU ÕæçÚUàæ ×ð´ Öè ¥ ÅUÜ ¹Ç¸Uæ ÚUãUÌæ ãñUÐ ×õâ× ·¤è ×æÚU, 
ãU× ¥ ÁÕ àææÙ âð ÎéçÙØæ ×ð´ çÁØæ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UU, ÃØç€Ì»Ì Ûæ»Ç¸ðU, 
ÌôÂ €Øæ ¿èÁ ãñU, Õ‹Îê·¤ ç·¤âð ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´UÐ âÚU·¤æÚUè ÙèçÌØô´ ·ð¤ ¿ÜÌð ßô Öè ¥ æ ×̂ãU Ø̂æ ·¤ô »Üð 
ãU× Åñ´U·¤ô ·¤è àæÈð´¤ ¿èÚU çÎØæ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´U. Ü»æ ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ©UÎæãUÚU‡æ ·ð¤ çÜ° Â¢ÁæÕ çÁâÙð ãUçÚUÌ ·ý¤æ¢çÌ ·¤ô 
€Øæ ¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ¹éàæãUæÜ ãñU? €Øæ ¥ æÁ ·¤æ ¥ ÂÙð »Öü âð Á‹× çÎØæ ¥ æÁ ©Uâè ·¤è •æ×èÙ ¥ ÂÙð Öêç×Âé æ̃ô´ 

ÙõÁßæÙ ÌÙæß ×é€Ì ç•æ¢Î»è »éÁæÚU ÚUãUæ ãñU? ÙãUè´! ßô ÙõÁßæÙ âð •æ�×è ãUô ÚUãUè ãñUÐ Áô ·¤Öè ÁèçÌ-Áæ»Ìð §¢SææÙ ãéU¥ æ ·¤ÚUÌð 
çÁ‹ãUô´Ùð ¥ ÂÙè Ìæ·¤Ì ·ð¤ ÕÜ ÂÚU ¹ê¡Ù Îð·¤ÚU §â ¿×Ù ·¤ô Íð ¥ æÁ ¥ æ¡·¤Ç¸Uæ ÖÚU ãñU ßô ¥ õÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ ßæçÚUâ ·¤ÌæÚU ·ð¤ 
×õÌ ·ð¤ ·¤ÅUãUæÚÔU âð ÕæãUÚU çÙ·¤æÜæ! ßô ÙõÁßæÙ Áô çßÏßæ ¥ æç¹ÚUè ãñUÐ
çßßæãU ·ð¤ Âÿæ ×ð´ ¹Ç¸Uæ ãéU¥ æÐ ßô ãUè ÙõÁßæÙ §â ×éË·¤ ×ð´ ÒÒßô Áô $�ßæÕ Íð ×ðÚÔU •æãUÙ ×ð´
ÚUãUÙæ Ââ¢Î ÙãUè´ ·¤ÚUÌæÐ ¥ æç¹ÚU €Øæ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãñU Áô ¥ æÁ ·¤æ Ù ×ñ´ ·¤ãU â·¤æ, Ù ×ñ´ çÜ¹ â·¤æ
Øéßæ ß»ü çßÎðàæô´ ×ð´ Áæ ÚUãUæ ãñU? ×éË·¤ ·¤ô ¥ æ•ææÎ ãéU° 73 ç·¤ •æÕæ¡ ç×Üè Ìô ·¤ÅUè ãéU§ü
âæÜ ãUô »° Üðç·¤Ù ¿éÙõçÌØô´ ·¤æ çâÜçâÜæ ÕÉ¸UÌæ »ØæÐ §â ç·¤ ·¤Ü× ç×Üæ Ìô çÕ·¤æ ãéU¥ æÐÓÓ
×éË·¤ ×ð´ ×ñÙð ÕãéUÌ ·é¤ÀU Îð¹æ ãñU! ·¤ãUè´ Âð ×æâê× Õ“ æô´ ·ð¤ w®®~ ·¤è ÁÙ»‡æÙæ ·ð¤ ×éÌæçÕ·¤ vy ·¤ÚUôÇ¸U y® Üæ¹ 
çÕÜ¹Ùð ·¤è ¥ æßæ•æð Ìô ·¤ãUè´ Á¢»Üè ·é¤žæô´ ·¤ô àæðÚU ãUôÌð Îð¹æ ¥ æÕæÎè Ùð Âýßæâ ç·¤Øæ çÁâ×ð´ 62.9  ×çãUÜæ ¥ õÚU 66.2 

ãñUÐ ÕæÁæÚU ×ð´ çÕ·¤Ìè ¥ æÎ× ·¤è ÕðÅUè Îð¹è Ìô ·¤ãUè´ ß•æèÚU- ÂéM¤á àææç×Ü Íð çÁÙ·¤æ ×æÙÙæ ãñU ç·¤ ©UÙ·¤æ ÖçßcØ »æ¡ß ×ð´ 
°-¥ æ•æ× ·ð¤ ÌÙ Âð Üæ¹ô´ ·¤æ çÜÕæâ Îð¹æÐ ·¤ãUè´ ×ñ´Ùð ÙÁèÕ ÆUè·¤ ÙãUè´ ãñUÐ ÎéçÙØæ ÖÚU ×ð´ 215 ç×çÜØÙ Õ“ æð °ðâð ãñ´U 
·¤è ×æ¡ ·¤ô ©Uâ·¤è ØæÎ ×ð´ ÌÇ¸UÂÌð Îð¹æ, Ìô ·¤ãUè´ ãU×Üð ×ð´ ×æÚÔU çÁÙ·¤è ©U×ý 14 ßáü âð ·¤× ãñU ¥ õÚU ßðU ÕæÜ ×ÁÎêÚU ãñ´UUÐ ÕæÜ 
»° Üô»ô´ ·¤è Üæàæô´ ·¤ô Îð¹æÐ ·¤ãUè´ ×ñ´Ùð çÇUç»ýØæ¡ çÜ° ×•æÎêÚUô´ ·¤è â¢�Øæ ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ âÕâð ¥ çÏ·¤ ãñUÐ v~~v ·¤è 
ÕðÚUôÁ»æÚU Îð¹æ! ×ñ´ €Øæ ÕÌæª¡¤ ×ñ´Ùð €Øæ-€Øæ Îð¹æÐ ÁÙ»‡æÙæ ·ð¤ ×éÌæçÕ·¤ ÕæÜ ×ÁÎêÚUô´ ·¤è â¢�Øæ vv.x Íè Áô 

ÒÒØð Öê¹ ÙãUè´ ¥ æ•ææÎè ãñU! w®®v ×ð´ ÕÉ¸U·¤ÚU vw.| ãUô »§üÐ §‹ãUè´ ×âÜô´ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU ¥ æÁ 
×æ¡»ð âð ÖÜæ ç×ÜÌè ãñU ·¤Öè! ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ÂÚÔUàææÙ ãñUÐ ¥ æç¹ÚU ·¤Õ Ì·¤ ÚUãðU»æ Øð 
çÎÜ Áôàæ ×ð´ Üæ È¤çÚUØæÎ Ù ·¤ÚU çâÜçâÜæ? ÒÒç•æ¢Î»è ãñU çâÜçâÜæ-°-§�ÌãUæ¡, w. §â·¤æ 
ÌæâèÚU çÎ¹æ Ì·¤ÚUèÚU Ù ·¤ÚU ãUÚU §�ÌãUæ¡ çÎ° Áæ ÚUãUè ãê¡UÐÓÓ
×·¤âÎ ·¤è ÌÜÕ ×ð´ ×õÌ âð ÜÇ¸UÐÓÓ ØãU çSÍçÌ ç·¤âè °·¤ ß»ü, â×éÎæØ, Ï×ü ·¤è ÙãUè´ 
Áè ãUæ¡ ãU× ÕæÌ ·¤ÚU ÚUãð´U ãñU ×Îü ¥ õÚU ¥ õÚUÌ ·¤è ¥ æ•ææÎè ÕçË·¤ ÂêÚÔU ×éË·¤ ·¤è ãñUÐ ãUÚU Á»ãU ÖýcÅUæ¿æÚU M¤Âè ·¤Ü¢·¤ ·¤æ 

·¤èÐ ¥ æ•ææÎè §ç�ÌØæÚU ·¤ô ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´U, ¥ æ•ææÎè ÂéÚUâé·ê¤Ù Ùæàæ ãñUÐ ×çãUÜæ¥ ô¢ ·ð¤ ç¹ÜæÈ¤ ¥ ÂÚUæÏ ßáü w®v{ ·¤è 
ç•æ¢Î»è ·¤ô ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´U Üðç·¤Ù ×ñ´ Øð â×ÛæÌè ãê¡U ç·¤ ¥ æ•ææÎè ÁÙ»‡æÙæ ·ð¤ ×éÌæçÕ·¤ v,®®,®®® ×çãUÜæ ¥ æÕæÎè ×ð´ âð 
°ãUâæâ ·¤ô ·¤ãUÌð ãñ´UÐ §â ·¤õ×, ×éË·¤, ×•æãUÕ ·¤ô Ùé·¤âæÙ vzz.w ×æ×Üð âæ×Ùð ¥ æ° çÁâ×ð vv È¤èâÎè ÕÜæ ·̂¤æÚU ·ð¤ 
§â·ð¤ ¥ ¢ÎM¤Ùè ¥ È¤æÚUæÎ Ùð Âãé¡U¿æØæ ãñ,U ÕæãUÚUè ·¤õ×ð´ ©Uâ ß€Ì ×æ×Üð ÍðÐ ãUÚU v ƒæ¢ÅðU ×ð´ ww ×æ×Üð ÕÜæ ·̂¤æÚU ·ð¤ ãUôÌð ãñUÐ ßáü 
ãU×ÜæßÚU ãUôÌè ãñU ÁÕ ¥ ¢ÎM¤Ùè ç$¹ÜæÈ¤Ì ×õÁêÎ ãUôÐ ¥ æÁ w®vz ×ð´ ÎãðUÁ ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ |{xy ×æ×Üð âæ×Ùð ¥ æ°Ð ßáü 
·¤æ ÕðÚUô•æ»æÚU ÙõÁßæÙ çââ·¤Ìæ ÙõÁßæÙ Ùàæð ·¤è ¿ÂðÅU ×ð´ 2017 ×ð´ 1239 ×æ×Üð ÚÔUÂ ·ð¤ âæ×Ùð ¥ æ°Ð ¿éÙõçÌØô´ âð ÖÚUæ 
ÙõÁßæÙ w® ÁéÜæ§ü w®v~ ·ð¤ â×æ¿æÚU Â æ̃ ·ð¤ ¥ ÙéâæÚU ãUÚU Øð ×éË·¤ ¥ æÁ ãU×ð´ ÂèÀðU ãUÅUÙð ·¤ô ×ÁÕêÚU ·¤ÚU ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ßáü 
×ãUèÙð vvw Üô» Ùàæð ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ×õÌ ·ð¤ çàæ·¤æÚU ãñUÐ Áô ÃØç€Ì 2011 ·¤è ÁÙ»‡æÙæ ÕÌæÌè ãñU ç·¤ ÖæÚUÌ ×çãUÜæ¥ ô¢ ·ð¤ çÜ° 
âÕý, ÂçÚUŸæ×, ÌãU�×éÜ ·ð¤ âæÍ ×ðãUÙÌ ·¤ÚÔU ©Uâè ã¡USÌè ·¤æ âÕâð ¥ âéÚUçÿæÌ Îðàæ ÕÙ »Øæ ãñUÐ çÁâ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãñU ØõÙ 
Ùæ× ç·¤âæÙ ãñU Áô ·¤Ç¸Uè ÏêÂ ãUô, Øæ ·¤Ç¸Uæ·ð¤ ·¤è Æ¢UÇU ãUô, Øæ çã¢Uâæ, ×æÙß ÌS·¤ÚUè, ¥ õÚU âæ¢S·ë¤çÌ·¤ ¥ Íæ Ïæç×ü·¤ ·¤æÚU‡æÐ 

¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ¥ õÚU ¿éÙõçÌØæ¡
·¤ãU·¤àææ ¥ ´Áæ× 

Îðß â×æÁ ·¤æòÜðÁ È¤æÚU ßé×ðÙ, âñU€ÅUÚ-yz, ¿´ÇUè»ÉU¸
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¥ æÁ ·¤è ×çãUÜæ°¢ Öè Ùàæð ·ð¤ ×æ×Üð ×ð´ ¥ æ»ð ãñUÐ ßæçàæ¢»ÅUÙ 
ØêçÙßçâüÅUè Ùð 1980 âð 2012 Ì·¤ 185 Îðàæô´ ×ð´ ×çãUÜæ 
çâ»ÚÔUÅU ·¤æ Ü�Õæ ¿õÇ¸Uæ ¥ ŠØØÙ ·¤ÚU·ð¤ ÕÌæØæ ãñU ç·¤ 
¥ ×ðçÚU·¤æ ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ÖæÚUÌ ×çãUÜæ Ïé×ýÂæÙ ×ð´ ÎêâÚÔU Ù¢ÕÚU ÂÚU ãñUÐ 

Îô-¿æÚU âð ÎéçÙØæ ßæç·¤È¤ ãñU
»é×Ùæ× Ù ÁæÙð ç·¤ÌÙð ãñUÐÓÓ

ÒÒç×Üð ¹éà·¤ ÚUôÅUè Áô ¥ æ•ææÎ ÚUãU·¤ÚU, ßô ãñU $¹õÈ¤ 
ç•æËÜÌ ·ð¤ ãUÜßð âð ÕðãUÌÚUÐÓÓ

ÒÒ·¤ãUÌð ßãUè´ ãñU çÁâ×ð´ ©UÙ·¤è ¥ ÂÙè ÖÜæ§ü ãUô ¥ æç¹ÚU ·ñ¤âð §â »¢ÖèÚU â×SØæ ·¤ô âéÜÛææØæ Áæ°? Øð 
âéÙÌð ßãUè´ ãñU çÁâ×ð´ ©UÙ·¤è ¥ ÂÙè ·¤×æ§ü ãñUÐÓÓ ¥ âÌé¢ÜÙ §üàßÚU Ìô ÙãUè´ ÂñÎæ ·¤ÚUÌæ? ØãU Ìô ãU× ¥ õÚU ãU×æÚÔU 

¥ æÁ ·¤æ Øé» ÖýcÅUæ¿æÚU ·¤æ Øé» ãñU ÖæÚUÌ ·¤æ ÖýcÅUæ¿æÚU Áñâè Ùæâ×Ûæ ÁÙÌæ mæÚUæ ¥ ÂÙæ§ü »§ü »ÜÌ çâhæ¢Ì ·ð¤ ÂæÜÙ 
âê¿·¤æ¢·¤ v®® ×ð´ âð x} ¥ ¢·¤ ãñUÐ ÖæÚUÌ Îçÿæ‡æ °çàæØæ ×ð´ ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤æ È¤Ü ãñUÐ Øã $¹õÈ¤ •æÎæ ç•æ¢Î»è ·¤ô âé·ê¤Ù ·¤è ÚUæãU 
ÖýcÅUæ¿æÚU ·ð¤ ×æ×Üð ×ð´ ÂýÍ× SÍæÙ ÂÚU ãñUÐ ØãU ×éË·¤ Áô ãU×ð´ ÂÚU ÜæÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° ×éË·¤ ×ð´ ÕÎÜæß ·¤è •æM¤ÚUÌ ãñUÐ §â ·¤ô 
×õçÜ·¤ ¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÎðÌæ ç·¤ ãU× âÕ °·¤ ãñU çÕÙæ ç·¤âè ÚUô·¤Ùð ·ð¤ çÜ° Öè ÙõÁßæÙ ¥ æ»ð ¥ æ°»æÐ ×ðÚÔU �ßæÕô´ ·¤ô 
ÖðÎÖæß ãñU, ßãUè´ ãU×ð´ ÏæÚUæ-326 ·ð¤ ¥ ¢Ìü»Ì ßôÅU ÇUæÜÙð ·¤æ ÀUèÙæ ãñU ç·¤âè Ùð, ×ñ¢ âÕ·¤è ÕðçãUâè ×éSÌçãUÜ ã¡êU, ×ñ¢ 
¥ çÏ·¤æÚU ÎðÌæ ãñU, Üðç·¤Ù ÌÕ Öè ¥ æÁ ·¤æ ÙõÁßæÙ ÕðÚUô•æ»æÚU çãU‹ÎéSÌæÙ ·¤è ç•æ¢Îæ ÙSÜ ãê¡UÐ ãU×ð´ ¥ æ»ð ¥ æ·¤ÚU §Ù ÕÉ¸UÌð ãéU° 
ãñUÐ ¥ æç¹ÚU €Øô´ ©Uâ·ð¤ Âæâ ÚUô•æ»æÚU ÙãUè´? Øð ãU·¤ ãU×æÚUæ ¥ Ø̂æ¿æÚUô´ ·¤ô ÚUô·¤Ùæ ãUô»æÐ ÒÒ¥ ŽÎ ·¤è âÚU ÕéÜ¢Îè ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü Ìô 
¥ æ•ææÎè, Øð Ü�•æ ŒØæÚUæ ¥ æ•ææÎèÐ ÕÇ¸Uè §ü’•æÌ ßæÜæ ¥ æ•ææÎè ÚUæ•æ ãUôÌæ ãñU, Áô âÚU Îð Îð âÚÔU ×ñÎæ¢ ßô ãUè âÚUÈ¤ÚUæ•æ ãUôÌæ ãñUÐÓÓ 
ÕÇ¸Uè ¥ ¢Á×Ì ßæÜæ ¥ æ•ææÎèÐ ¥ æ•ææÎè ·ð¤ ãUôÌð ãéU° Öè §â ¥ »ÚU ãU×Ùð Øð ·¤Î× Ù ÕÉ¸UæØæ Ìô ¥ æÁ ·¤æ Øéßæ ß»ü ¥ ÂÙæ 
×éË·¤ ·¤è ¥ Ùç»ÙÌ ¥ æßæ× ÕðÚUô•æ»æÚU ãñUÐ °Ù.Áè.¥ ô. ·ð¤ ¥ çSÌ ß̂ ¹ô ÕñÆðU»æÐ ãU×ð´ ¥ ‹ØæØ ·ð¤ çßM¤h ¥ æßæ•æ ©UÆUæÙè 
×éÌæçÕ·¤ y®.w ç×çÜØÙ Õ“ æð °ðâð ãñ´U Áô âŒÌæãU ·ð¤ âæÌô´ çÎÙ ãUô»èÐ ÒÒØ æ̃ ÙæØüSÌé Âê’Ø¢Ìð ÚU×‹Ìð Ì æ̃ ÎðßÌæÐÓÓ ÒÒçßlæ 
·¤æ× ·¤ÚUÌð ãñUÐ 54.22 ç×çÜØÙ Õ“ æð ÚUôÁ ØõÙ-ÂýÌæÇ¸UÙæ ·¤æ ÎÎæçÌ çßÙØ×÷ÓÓ ·¤æ ÂæÜÙ ·¤ÚUÙæ ãUô»æÐ ãU×ð´ Ùæ×é×ç·¤Ù ·¤ô 
çàæ·¤æÚU ãUôÌð ãñ´UÐ ·ñ¤âè ¥ æ•ææÎè ·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚUÌð ãUô çÁâ·¤æ ×é×ç·¤Ù ·¤ÚU çÎ¹æÙæ ãUô»æÐ
ãU×Ùð 70 âæÜ ÂãUÜð �ßæÕ Îð¹æ ÍæÐ çÁÙ Üô»ô´ Ùð §â ÒÒØãU ßô ·¤õ× ãñU Áô �ßæÕð ¹ÚU»ôàæ ×ð¢ ÁèÌè ãñU,
¥ æ•ææÎè ·ð¤ çÜ° ¥ ÂÙè ÁæÙ ·¤æ Ù•æÚUæÙæ çÎØæ ÍæÐ ØãU ßô ·¤õ× ãñU Áô ¿æ·¤ ãéU° Îæ×Ù ·¤ô Öè âèÌè ãñU,

ÒÒßô ÎõÚU Öè Îð¹æ ãñU ÌæÚUè¹ ·¤è »çÜØô´ Ùð, ¥ õÚU ç·¤ÌÙè ç×âæÜð Îê¢ ×ñ´ §â ·¤õ× ·¤è
Ü�ãUô´ Ùð ¹Ìæ ·¤è Íè âçÎØô´ Ùð â•ææ Âæ§ü ãñUÐÓÓ ¥ ÚÔU ØãU Ìô ßô ·¤õ× ãñU Áô ÁéÚüUÌ âð Áæ×ð àæãUæÎÌ 
ÒÒßô Üô» çÁ‹ãUô´Ùð ¹¡êÙ Îð·¤ÚU ¿×Ù ·¤ô •æèÙÌ ÂèÌè ãñUÐÓÓ

Õ�àæè ãñU,

ÒÒ°·¤ Îðàæ, ×ãUžßÂê‡æü çÙ‡æüØ çÜØæ »Øæ, çÁâ·ð¤ ¥ ÙéâæÚU Á�×ê-·¤à×èÚU 

·¤ô °·¤ ·ð´¤¼ýèØ àææçâÌ ÂýÎðàæ ÕÙæ çÎØæ »Øæ ¥ õÚU ÜÎæ¹ ·¤ô °·¤ â¢çßÏæÙ...
Á�×ê ·¤à×èÚU âð çßÖæçÁÌ ·¤ÚU çÎØæ »Øæ ¥ ÍæüÌ÷ §â ÚUæcÅþUèØÌæ ·¤è ÖæßÙæ Üæ·¤ÚU
×ãUžßÂê‡æü çÙ‡æüØ ×ð´ ÏæÚUæ x|® °¢ß xzA ·¤ô ÚUãUæ ·¤ÚU çÎØæ ÂýàææâÙèØ ¥ â�×æÙÌæ ç×ÅUæ ·¤ÚU
»Øæ ¥ õÚU Á�×ê-·¤à×èÚU ·ð¤ ¹æâ SÍæÙ (special status) ·¤ô ÕÙæ°ð´»ð ÖæÚUÌßáü ×ãUæÙÐÓÓ
¹ ×̂ ·¤ÚU ©Uâð °·¤ ·ð´¤¼ýèØ àææçâÌ ÂýÎðàæ ƒæôçáÌ ·¤ÚU çÎØæ ÖæÚUÌ ßáü ×ð´ ×æÙÙèØ ÚUæcÅþUÂçÌ Áè °ß¢ ÂýÏæÙ×¢̃æè Áè 
»ØæÐ¥ õÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ ×¢̃æè-×‡ÇUÜ ·ð¤ mæÚUæ ®z ¥ »SÌ w®v~ ·¤ô °·¤ 

°·¤ Îðàæ, °·¤ â¢çßÏæÙ... ¥ çÎçÌ 
Îàæ×ðàæ »Üü÷â ·¤æòÜðÁ ÕæUÎÜ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ
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ÏæÚUæ x|® ÖæÚUÌ ·ð¤ §çÌãUæâ ×ð´, ÖæÚUÌèØ âÚU·¤æÚU ·¤æ °·¤ ©Uââð Üô»ô´ ·¤è Per Capital Income ÕÉ¸UÙð ·¤è â¢ÖæßÙæ 

×ãUžßÂê‡æü çÙ‡æüØ ÚUãUæÐ §â·ð¤ âæÍ ãUè ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ×ð´ ·¤§ü ãñU, çÁââð ÖæÚUÌ ·¤è ¥ æçÍü·¤ ãUæÜÌ ×ð´ âéÏæÚU ¥ æ°»æÐ §â·ð¤ 

âæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ¥ õÚU ·¤§ü Ùæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ÕÎÜæß Öè ¥ æ°Ð §â âæÍ ãUè Áô ÚUæ’Ø ·¤à×èÚU ·¤ô Îð¹Ìð ãéU° ÖæÚUÌèØ âÚU·¤æÚU âð 

Èñ¤âÜð ·¤è ƒæôá‡ææ ·ð¤ âæÍ ãUè ØãU çßßæÎ ·¤æ °·¤ »×ü ×égæ ¥ õÚU àæç€ÌØô´ (Provisional Powers) ·¤è ×æ¡» ·¤ÚUÌð Íð, 

ÕÙÌæ »ØæÐ ÂÚ¢UÌé ÒÒ©UÙ çßßæÎô´ ¥ õÚU ©UÙ ÕæÌô´ ·¤è »ãUÚUæ§üØô´ Áñâð ·¤è Â¢ÁæÕ, ¥ æçÎ, ßð âÕ ¥ Õ ·¤× ãUô »§ü ãñ´U, Áô ç·¤ 

×ð´ çÀUÂð Íð ·¤§ü çß¿æÚU... ·¤§ü °ãUâæâ... ¥ õÚU Áô •æ’ÕæÌ ÂãUÜð ÖæÚUÌ ·¤è ÚUæcÅþUèØÌæ, Îðàæ-Öç€Ì, federalism ¥ õÚU 

ŽØæÙ Ù ç·¤° »° ©UÙ·¤æ ·¤æÚU‡æ Íæ Îðàæ-ßæçâØô´ ×ð´ ÌÙæßÐÓÓ â¢çßÏæçÙ·¤ ·¤æØüàæç€Ì (smooth-functioning) ÂÚU °·¤ 

¹ÌÚUæ ÕÙ ¿é·¤æ Íæ, Áô ç·¤ ÖæÚUÌèØ â¢çßÏæÙ ÂÚU âßæÜ ¥ ÍæüÌ÷ ÏæÚUæ x|® ÚUg ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ·¤§ü ·¤æÚU‡æ Íð, çÁÙ×ð´ âð 
©UÆUæÌð ÍðÐ°·¤ çßàæðá ·¤æÚU‡æ Íæ Ügæ¹ ·ð¤ ßæçâØô´ ·¤è Á�×ê-·¤à×èÚU âð 

çßÖæçÁÌ ãUôÙð ·¤è ×æ¡»Ð ÒÒãUÚU çâ€·ð¤ ·ð¤ Îô ÂãUÜê,

ÏæÚUæ x|® ·¤æ ¹æçÚUÁ ç·¤Øæ ÁæÙæ, ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ ÕÎÜæß ·¤æ °·¤ ¥ ‘ÀUæ Ìô °·¤ ÕéÚUæÓÓ

°·¤ ÙØæ SßM¤Â ÕÙæÐ °ðâæ ãUôÙð ·ð¤ âæÍ ãUè Áô ¿èÁð ÂãUÜð ¥ ÍæüÌ÷ ÏæÚUæ x|® ·ð¤ ÚUÎ ãUôÙð âð ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ âæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ 
ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ ·ð¤ßÜ Ùæ×-×æ æ̃ (nominally) Íè´, ¥ Õ ßð âÖè ÕÎÜæß Ìô ¥ æ° ÂÚ¢UÌé §âè ·ð¤ âæÍ ·é¤ÀU Ùæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ÕÎÜæß 
¥ âÜèØÌ (in a real sense) ×ð´ ¥ ÂÙð ¥ çSÌ ß̂ ×ð´ ¥ æ§ü, 

çÁâ·¤æ ÂãUÜæ ©UÎæãUÚU‡æ ãñU ÖæÚUÌ ·¤æ ¥ õÚU ©Uâ·ð¤ â¢çßÏæÙ ·¤æ 

°·¤ ãUô ÁæÙæ ¥ õÚU §âè ·ð¤ âæÍ ãUè ÖæÚUÌ ·¤æ ¥ õÚU ©Uâ·ð¤ 

â¢çßÏæÙ ·¤æ â¢çßÏæçÙ·¤ àæç€ÌØô´ âð Áê¢Ûæ ·¤ÚU, â¢çßÏæÙ ·¤æ 

Quazi-federal °ß¢ Quazi-unitary ·ð¤ ×¢ÛæÏæÚU ¥ õÚU 

·¤æØü-Âý‡ææÜè âð ÕæãUÚU ¥ æÙæÐ

§ÌÙæ ãUè ÙãUè´, ÏæÚUæ x|® ·ð¤ ÚUÎ ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ Á�×ê-

·¤à×èÚU ·ð¤ çÙÁè-âéÚUÿææ ÿæð æ̃ ×ð´ âéÏæÚU ¥ æØæ ãñU ¥ õÚU ÂêÚÔU ÖæÚUÌ 

ßáü ×ð´ °·¤ Ù§ü ÚUæcÅþUèØÌæ ·¤è ÖæßÙæ Ùð Á‹× çÜØæ ãñUÐ Á�×ê-

·¤à×èÚU ÂêÚUè ÌÚUãU âð ÖæÚUÌ ·¤æ çãUSâæ Íæ, çãUSâæ ãñU, ¥ õÚU 

çãUSâæ ÚUãðU»æÐ ·¤à×èÚU, ÖæÚUÌ ·¤è àææÙ Öè ãñU, ¥ õÚU ÖæÚUÌ ·¤æ 

ÏÇ¸U Öè ãñUÐ

§â ÏæÚUæ ·ð¤ ÕÎÜæß âð Á�×ê-·¤à×èÚU ×ð´ ¥ æÌ¢·¤ßæÎ Öè 

·¤× ãéU¥ æ ãñU ¥ õÚU Üô»ô´ ×ð´ ØãU ¥ æàææ ·¤è ç·¤ÚU‡æ Öè ¥ æ§ü ãñU ç·¤ 

ØçÎ ¥ õÚU â¢çßÏæçÙ·¤ ÕÎÜæß ¥ æ°ð ¥ õÚU Á�×ê-·¤à×èÚU ·ð¤ 

©UlØôç»·¤ ÿæð æ̃ ×ð´ ÕÎÜæß ¥ æ°ð, Ìô §ââð °·¤ Ìô ßãUæ¢ ·ð¤ 

Üô»ô´ ·¤ô ÕðÚUô•æ»æÚUè Ùæ×·¤ âÈð¤Î ãUæÍè âð ×éç€Ì ç×Üð»è 

¥ õÚU ÎêâÚUæ ÚUô•æ»æÚU ·ð¤ ÎÚU ×ð´ âæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ÕÎÜæß ¥ æÙð âð 

ßãUæ¢ ÂÚU ¥ æ¢Ì·¤ßæÎ ¹ ×̂ ãUôÙð ·¤è â¢ÖæßÙæ ãñU ¥ õÚU §â·ð¤ 

âæÍ ãUè Áô ßãUæ¡ ÂÚU x®® Ù° ÙñÅUß·ü¤ SÍæçÂÌ ç·¤° »° ãñ´U, 

Öè ¥ æ°, çÁÙ×ð´ âð ·é¤ÀU ÕÎÜæß Ìô ·¤à×èÚU ·ð¤ w®' ÂýÌèàæÌ 

Üô»ô´ ·¤è âô¿ ÂÚU çÙÖüÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ, €Øô´ç·¤ §â ÏæÚUæ ·ð¤ ÚUÎ 

ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ÕæÎ Áô °·¤ â¢çßÏæÙ ¥ õÚU °·¤ Ûæ¢ÇUæ ãUô »Øæ ãñU ¥ õÚU 

special provisions ©UÙâð ÀUèÙ çÜ° »° ãñ´U, ©Uâ·ð¤ ÕæÎ ßð 

ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ ¥ âéçÚUÿæÌ ×ãUâêâ ·¤ÚUÌð ãéU°, ·¤§ü ÕæÚU ÖæÚUÌ ·ð¤ 

â¢çßÏæÙ ¥ õÚU ÖæÚUÌ ·ð¤ Ûæ¢ÇðU ·¤è ×æÙãUæÙè ·¤ÚU ¿é·ð¤ ãñ´U, Áô ·¤è 

ÖæÚUÌßæçâØô´ ·ð¤ çÜ° àæ×üÙæ·¤ çâh ãéU¥ æ ãñU ¥ õÚU çÁâ·ð¤ 

·¤æÚU‡æ ÖæÚUÌèØô´ ·¤è ÚUæcÅþUèØ °·¤Ìæ ·¤è ÖæßÙæ (national 

sentiments) ·¤ô »ãUÚUè ¿ôÅU Âãé¢U¿è ãñUÐ §Ù Ùæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ 

ÕÎÜæß ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ÕæßÁéÎ Áô âÕâð ¥ ãU× ¥ õÚU ç¿¢ÌæÁÙ·¤ 

çßáØ ÕÙæ ÚUãUæ, ßãU ·¤à×èÚU ×ð´ Î¢»ð, ßãUæ¢ ÂÚU ¥ æÌ¢·¤ßæÎ ¥ õÚU 

ßãUæ¢ ·¤æ ßÌü×æÙ Ù-âéÏæÚUÁÙ·¤ çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÙð ßæÜæ ×æãUõÜ ãñUÐ

ÓÓ×ñ´ ÁÜ·¤ÚU Öè ¥ æÁ, ÙÈ¤ÚUÌ ·¤è §â ¥ æ» ×ð´

·¤§ü çÎÜô´ ×ð´ âÜæ×Ì ãê¡U...ÓÓ

¥ ¢ÌÑ §â ÏæÚUæ ·ð¤ ÚUÎ ãUôÙð ·ð¤ Îô ÂãUÜê ãUôÙð ·ð¤ ÕæßÁêÎ 

ØãU ãU×æÚÔU Îðàæ ·ð¤ â¢çßÏæÙ ÂÚU °·¤ ·¤Ü¢·¤ Íè, çÁâ·ð¤ ÚUãUæ 

ãUôÙð âð Îðàæ ×ð´ °·¤ Ù§ü â×æÙÌæ ¥ õÚU ÚUæcÅþUèØ °·¤Ìæ ·¤è ÖæßÙæ 

Ùð Á‹× çÜØæ ãñUÐ ¥ æç¹ÚU·¤æÚU Îðàæ ×ð´ âæ·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ ÕÎÜæß 

ÜæÙæ ãUè »æ¢Ïè Áè ·¤æ, ÇUæ.Õè.¥ æÚU. ¥ �ÕðÎ·¤ÚU Áè ·¤æ, ¥ õÚU 

âÖè ÖæÚUÌßæâèØô´ ·¤æ âÂÙæ ÕÙ·¤ÚU ¥ æÁ Öè çÁ¢Îæ ãñU
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ÒÒ¥ æ¥ ô âÕ ç×Ü·¤ÚU Âý·¤æàæÂßü ×Ùæ°¢, ÂýæçŒÌ ãéU§üÐ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Áè Ùð Ùæ× ÁÂô, Õæ¡ÅU ·¤ÚU àæ·¤ô (ß¢ÇU 
çâ€¹ Ï×ü ·¤è Ùè´ß ·¤ô ×ÁÕêÌ ÕÙæ°¢, àæ·¤ô) ¥ õÚU ç·ý¤Ì ·¤ÚUô (×ðãUÙÌ ·¤æ ·¤æØü ·¤ÚUô) ·¤æ 
çß¿æÚU Áô ÂãÜð »éL¤ Ùð çÎ° ãñ´U, â¢Îðàæ Üô»ô´ ·¤ô çÎØæÐ ©UÙ·¤æ â¢Îðàæ ÕãéUÌ ãUè âÚUÜ ¥ õÚU âèÏæ 
©UÙ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð ×Ù ×ð´ Õâæ°¢ÐÓÓ ãñU Áô ç·¤âè Öè Ùæ»çÚU·¤ ·¤ô ¥ ‘ÀUæ ÃØç€Ì ÕÙÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° 
ÖæÚUÌ ·¤ô »éL¤¥ ô¢ ¥ õÚU ÂèÚUô´ ·¤è Öêç× ×æÙæ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ ÂýðçÚUÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñUÐ

·¤ãUÌð ãñU §â Öêç× ÂÚU Á‹× ÜðÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° ÎðßÌð Öè §‘ÀUæ ·¤ÚUÌð ÒÒzz® ßæ¢ Âý·¤æàæÂßü ãñU ¥ æØæ,
ãñU €Øô´ç·¤ §âð Îðß Öêç× ·¤ãUæ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ §â Âçß æ̃ Öêç× ÂÚU â¢Ìô´ ÂÚU Öç€Ì ·¤æ ÙêÚU ãñU ÀUæØæÐÓÓ
¥ Ùð·¤ »éL¤¥ ô¢ ¥ õÚU ÂèÚUô´ Ùð ¥ ÂÙð Âçß æ̃ ¿ÚU‡æ ÇUæÜðÐ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè ·ð¤ Á‹× çÎßâ ·¤ô Âý·¤æàæÂßü ·ð¤ L¤Â 
ÖæÚUÌÖêç× âçÎØô´ âð ¥ ÂÙè Âçß æ̃Ìæ ¥ õÚU ×ãUæÙ â�ØÌæ ·ð¤ ×ð´ çâ€¹ô´ mæÚUæ ×ÙæØæ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ Üô», ×é�Ø ÌõÚU ÂÚU çâ€¹ 
·¤æÚU‡æ âæÚÔU çßàß ·ð¤ çÜ° ¥ æ·¤áü‡æ ·¤æ ·ð¤‹¼ý ÕÙè ãéU§ü ãñUÐ §âè Ï×ü ·ð¤ Üô» §â Ø̂õãUæÚU ·¤ô ÕãéUÌ ãUè ãUáôüËÜæâ ·ð¤ âæÍ 
×ãUæÙ Îðàæ ·¤è Öêç× ÂÚU Á‹× çÜØæ °·¤ ×ãUæÙ â¢Ì Ùð çÁÙ·¤æ ×ÙæÌð ãñ´UÐ âÖè §â çÎÙ »éÚUÎé¥ æÚÔU ÁæÌð ãñ´U ¥ õÚU ¥ ÂÙè Ÿæhæ ·ð¤ 
Ùæ× ãñU-»éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß ÁèÐ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè çâ€¹ô´ ·ð¤ ¥ ÙéâæÚU ·¤§ü ·¤æØü ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UÐ Üô»ô´ mæÚUæ ·¤§ü Âý·¤æÚU ·ð¤ Ïæç×ü·¤ 
ÂãUÜð »éL¤ ÍðÐ ©UÙ·ð¤ Á‹× ÂÚU ØãU ·¤ãUæ ÁæÌæ ãñU ç·¤ Ò×èçÅU Ïé¢Ï ÂécØ ·ð¤ ·¤æØü Öè ç·¤° ÁæÌð ãñ´UUÐ Üô»ô´ mæÚUæ Ü¢»ÚU ¥ æçÎ Ü»æ° 
Á» ¿æÙ‡æ ãUôØæÓ ¥ ÍæüÌ ¥ ™ææÙÌæ ¹ ×̂ ãéU§ü ¥ õÚU ™ææÙ ·¤æ ÁæÌð ãñ´UÐ ØãU Âý·¤æàæÂßü Â¢ÁæÕ ×ð´ ç·¤âè ̂ ØõãUæÚU ·¤è ÌÚUãU ãUè 
©U” ææÜæ ãéU¥ æ €Øô´ç·¤ ©Uâ â×Ø ÖæÚUÌ ×ð´ ©UžæÚU ×ð´ âæ×æçÁ·¤ ×ÙæØæ ÁæÌæ ãñ´UUÐ §â ßáü »éL¤ Áè ·¤æ zz® ß¡ Âý·¤æàæÂßü ·¤æ 
¥ õÚU ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤ ãUæÜæÌ ·é¤ÀU ¥ ‘ÀðU ÙãUè´ ÍðÐ ©U â̂ß ÍæÐ ÁæçãUÚU ãñU ç·¤ çâ€¹ ŸæhæÜé ÕãéUÌ ãUè ©U â̂æçãUÌ 

ÒÒçÂÌæ ×ðãUÌæ ·¤æ ß¢àæÁ, ÍðÐ §â ̂ ØõãUæÚU ·¤ô ¥ ×ëÌâÚU ¥ õÚU ¥ æÙ¢ÎÂê‡æü ×ð´ ÕãéUÌ Ïê×-
×æÌæ ÌëŒÌæ ·¤æ ÜæÇUÜæ ãñU ßãU, Ïæ× âð ×ÙæØæ »ØæÐ »éL¤ Áè Ùð §Ù SÍæÙô´ ÂÚU ÕãéUÌ âæ â×Ø 
Öæ§ü ÕèÕè ÙæÙ·¤è ·¤æ, ÃØÌèÌ ç·¤Øæ ãñUÐ
Á»Ì ·¤æ ©U” ææÜæ ãñU ßãUÓÓ ãU× âÕ Øð ÕæÌð´ ÁæÙÌð ãUè ãñ´U ç·¤ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè 
»éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè ·¤æ Á‹× çÂÌæ ×ðãUÌæ ·¤æÜê ¥ õÚU ×æÌæ çâ€¹ô´ ·ð¤ ÂãUÜð »éL¤ Íð ¥ õÚU ©U‹ãUô´Ùð ×æÙßÌæ ·¤è ÖÜæ§ü ·ð¤ 

ÌëŒÌæ Îðßè ·ð¤ ƒæÚU vy ¥ ÂýñÜ vy{~ §ü ×ð´ ãéU¥ æÐ Á‹× SÍæÙ ·¤æ çÜ° ·¤æØü ç·¤ØæÐ ãU× §â âæÜ ©UÙ·¤æ zz® ßæ¢ Âý·¤æàæ ©U â̂ß 
Ùæ× Íæ ÚUæØ Öô° ·¤è ÌÜß¢ÇUèÐ ÁãUæ¢ Á»Ì ·¤ô ¥ ¢ÏðÚÔU âð ×Ùæ ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ Üðç·¤Ù çß¿æÚU ·¤ÚUÙð ç·¤ ÕæÌ ØãU ãñU ç·¤ ×æ æ̃ ·¤ãU 
©U” ææÜð ·¤è ¥ õÚU Üð·¤ÚU ÁæÙè ßæÜè §â ×ãUæÙ ÂýçÌÖæ ·¤æ Á‹× ÎðÙð âð ç·¤ zz® ßæ¢ Âý·¤æàæ Âßü ãñU ãU× »éL¤Îé¥ æÚÔU Áæ°¢»ð, ãU× 
ãéU¥ æÐ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè ·¤æ çßßæãU ÕèÕè âéÜ�‡æè Áè ·ð¤ ÎæÙ Âé‡Ø ·¤ÚÔ´U»ð, §Ù ÕæÌô´ âð »éL¤ Áè ·¤ô â“ æè àæhæÁÜè 
âæÍ ãéU¥ æ ¥ õÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ Îô Âé æ̃ Ÿæè ¿¢Î ¥ õÚU Üÿ×è Îæâ Áè ãéU°Ð ç×Üð»èÐ ãU× ·¤ãU ÚUãðU ãñU zz® ßáü âÌ»éL¤ ·ð¤ âæÍ, »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ 

°·¤ ÕæÚU Õ¿ÂÙ ×ð´ »éL¤ Áè ·¤ô Âæ¢Ïð ·ð¤ Âæâ ÂÉ¸Uæ§ü ·¤ÚUÙð Îðß Áè ·ð¤ âæÍ Øæ çÈ¤ÚU ©Uâ ÂÚU×æ ×̂æ ·ð¤ âæÍ Áô ãUÚU ß€Ì 
·ð¤ çÜ° ÖðÁæ »Øæ ÌÕ »éL¤ Áè Ùð Âæ¢Ïð ·¤ô ãUè ¥ ÂÙð ¥ Üõç·¤·¤ ãU×æÚÔU âæÍ ãñU Áô ãU×æÚUè ãUÚU »çÌçßçÏ ·¤ô Îð¹ ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ãU×æÚÔU 
¿× ·̂¤æÚU çÎ¹æ·¤ÚU ãñUÚUæÙ ·¤ÚU çÎØæÐ ßãUè´ °·¤ ÕæÚU »éL¤ Îðß Áè ¥ ‘ÀðU ÕéÚÔU ·¤×ôü ·¤ô Îð¹ ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ €Øæ ãU× ©Uâ âßüàæç€Ì×æÙ 
·ð¤ çÂÌæ Ùð ©U‹ãð´U Õèâ L¤ÂØð Îð·¤ÚU â“ ææ âõÎæ ·¤ÚUÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° ·¤ô â“ æè ŸæhæÁÜè Îð Âæ ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ¥ »ÚU ãU× âÕ ¥ ¢ÎÚU ·¤è 
ÖðÁæ Üðç·¤Ù »éL¤ Áè NUÎØ âð §ÌÙð ÎØæÜé ¥ õÚU Ù×ýÌæ ßæÜð Íð Ûææ¢·¤ ·¤ÚU Îð¹ð´ Ìô Ø·¤èÙ ×æÙð´ ç·¤ ãU× âÕ ×ð´ âð ÕãéUÌ âð Üô» 
ç·¤ ©U‹ãUô´Ùð ©UÙ L¤ÂØô´ âð Öê¹ð âæÏé¥ ô¢ ·¤ô ÖôÁÙ ·¤ÚUßæ çÎØæ °ðâð ãUô»ð Áô àææØÎ ¥ ÂÙð ãUôÆUô´ âð Ìô ãUæ¡, Üðç·¤Ù ¥ ¢ÎÚU çÎÜ 
¥ õÚU ƒæÚU ßæçÂâ ¥ æ »° çÁâ ÂÚU çÂÌæ ·¤æÜê ·¤æÈ¤è ÙæÚUæÁ ·ð¤ ç·¤âè ·¤ôÙð ×ð´ Ùæ ·¤æ ÁÕæß Öè çÜ° ÕñÆðU ãUô»ð´Ð
ãéU°Ð ÕæÎ ×ð´ ©U‹ãð´U âéÜÌæÙÂéÚU ÜôÏè Ùõ·¤ÚUè ·¤ÚUÙð ·ð¤ çÜ° ÖðÁæ ¥ æÁ »éL¤ Áè ·¤è Âçß æ̃ ÏÚUÌè ÂÚU ÕãéUÌ âð °ðâð ·¤æØü ãUô 
»Øæ. ßãUæ¡ »éL¤ Áè ßð§ü ÙÎè ×ð´ SÙæÙ ·¤ÚUÙð ÁæØæ ·¤ÚUÌð Íð °·¤ ÚUãðU ãñ´U çÁ‹ãð´U »éL¤ Áè çÕË·é¤Ü Öè Ââ¢Î Ù ·¤ÚUÌðÐ ¥ æÁ Â¢ÁæÕ 
çÎÙ ßãU »° ¥ õÚU ÌèÙ çÎÙ ¥ ÜôÂ ÚUãðU ÌÕ ©U‹ãð´U Õýræ ™ææÙ ·¤è ·¤è ÏÚUÌè ÂÚU ÁãUæ¡ çâ€¹ Ï×ü Âý×é¹ ãñU, ßãUæ¡ ãUè ×æÙßÌæ ·¤æ 

zz® ßáü âÌ»éL¤ ·ð¤ âæÍ
ãUÚUÂýèÌ ·¤õÚU 

¹æÜâæ ·¤æòÜðÁ ¥ æòÈ¤̧ °Áé·ð¤àæÙ, Ÿæè ×é€ÌâÚU âæçãUÕ
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ãUæâ ãéU¥ æ çÎ¹æ§ü ÂÇ¸UÌæ ãñUÐ Öæ§ü Öæ§ü âð Ûæ»Ç¸Uæ ·¤ÚU ÚUãUæ ãñU 
¥ õÚU ·¤æÚU‡æ Îð¹æ Áæ° Ìô ¿¢Î Âñâð Øæ Á×èÙ ·¤æ ÅéU·¤Ç¸UæÐ ·¤ãUè´ 

·¤ÚUÙæ ÂÇ¸Uæ ¥ õÚU ÕãéUÌ âè ÜÇ¸Uæ§üØæ¢ ÜÇ¸UÙè ÂÇ¸UèÐ Ìô ·¤ãU 
â·¤Ìð ãñU ç·¤ ¥ ‘ÀUæ§ü ·¤è ÕéÚUæ§ü ÂÚU ÁèÌ ÌÖè ãUôÌè ãñU ÁÕ 

ÜÇ¸Uç·¤Øô´ ·ð¤ âæÍ ÎéØüÃØßãUæÚU ãUô ÚUãUæ ãñUÐ ×æÌæ çÂÌæ ·ð¤ ¥ æÎÚU â×æÁ ×ð´ ÕéÚUæ§ü Âý¿çÜÌ ãUôÌè ãñU ¥ õÚU ©Uâ·¤æ ¹æ ×̂æ 
â ·̂¤æÚU ×ð´ ·¤×è ¥ æ ÚUãUè ãñUÐ ¥ æÁ ’ØæÎæÌÚU ƒæÚUô´ ·ð¤ ÕÁé»ü ßëh ç·¤Øæ ÁæÌæ ãñUÐ Üðç·¤Ù »éL¤ »ý¢Í âæçãUÕ ·¤è ßæSÌçß·¤ 
¥ æŸæ×ô´ ×ð´ ÕñÆðU çÎ¹æ§ü ÂÇ¸UÌð ãñ´UUÐ ·¤ãæ Áæ° Ìô ƒæôÚU ·¤ÜØé» Õð¥ ÎÕè ÌÕ ·¤ãUè´ Áæ â·¤Ìè ãñU ÁÕ §Ù·¤ô ×æÙÙð ßæÜð, §â×ð´ 
ÀUæØæ ãéU¥ æ ãñU ÆUè·¤ ©Uâè Âý·¤æÚU ÁÕ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè Ùð Á‹× Ÿæhæ ÚU¹Ùð ßæÜð §â·ð¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤è §” æÌ Ù ·¤ÚÔ´U ¥ õÚU §â·ð¤ 
·ð¤ â×Ø Íæ. ÌÕ ×é$»Ü ÕæÎàææãUô´ Ùð ÁÙÌæ ·¤æ ÁèßÙ ×éçà·¤Ü çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤è Õð¥ ÎÕè ·¤ÚÔ´UÐ
·¤ÚU ÚU¹æ Íæ ¥ õÚU ¥ æÁ ÖõçÌ·¤ÌßæÎ ÙðÐ âÕ ¥ æ»ð ÕÉ¸UÙð ·¤è ÒÒ×ãUæÙ ãñU â�ØÌæ ãU×æÚUè,
¿æãU ×ð´ ¥ ÂÙð ×êÜ ·¤ô ÖêÜ ÁæÌð ãñ´UU ç·¤ ãU× §â ÏÚUÌè ÂÚU ¥ æ° ×ãUæÙ ãñU §â·ð¤ ·¤‡æüÏæÚU,
ç·¤â ßÁãU âð ãñUÐ ¥ ÂÙæ ·¤ÚU §â·ð¤ âêžæô´ ·¤ô,

ÒÒâ »̂éL¤ Ìô ãUÚU â×Ø ãU×æÚÔU âæÍ ãñ´U ÕÉ¸Uæ¥ ô¢ Îðàæ ÎéçÙØæ ×ð´ §â·¤æ ×æÙÐÓÓ
¥ ÂÙð çÎØð ãéU° çß¿æÚUô´ ×ð´, ãU×æÚUè â¢S·ë¤çÌ ×ãUæÙ ãñU, ãU×æÚÔU â¢S·¤æÚU ×ãUæÙ ãñU §Ù·¤è 
ÕæÌ ãU× ÂÚU ¥ æ ÁæÌè ãñU, ·¤ÎÚU ·¤ÚÔUÐ »éL¤ Áè Ùð ãU×ð´ ¥ Ùð·¤ô´ ©UÂãUæÚU çÎ° ãñ´U ©UÙ·¤è 
ç·¤ ãU× ç·¤ÌÙæ ¥ ×Ü ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UÐÓÓ ¥ ãUç×ØÌ â×ÛæðÐ ¥ æÁ çâ€¹ Ï×ü ÖæÚUÌ Â¢ÁæÕ ×ð´ ãUè ÙãUè´ 

¥ æÁ zz® ßæ¢ Âý·¤æàæÂßü â“ æð çÎÜ âð ÌÖè ×ÙæØæ ·¤ãU ÕçË·¤ ÂêÚÔU çßàß ×ð´ ¥ ÂÙè °·¤ ¥ Ü»-ÂãU¿æÙ ÕÙæ° ãéU° ãñ´UÐ 
â·¤Ìð ãñ´U ÁÕ ãU× ¥ ÂÙð çÎÜô´ âð ãUÚU Âý·¤æÚU ·¤è ¹çÜàæ ·¤ô ÕæãUÚU çßÎðàæô´ ×ð´ ÚUãUÌð Üô» Öè ÕãéUÌ Ïê×-Ïæ× âð Âý·¤æàæÂßü 
çÙ·¤æÜðÐ ÂêÚUè ÎéçÙØæ ·¤ô »éL¤ Áè ·ð¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤è Îè »§ü ÎëçcÅU âð ×ÙæÌð ãñUÐ çßÎðàæô´ ×ð´ Öè »éL¤Îé¥ æÚÔU ×õÁêÎ ãñ´U, Üô» çÕÙæ ç·¤âè 
Îð¹ð´Ð ¥ ÂÙð ¥ æÂ ·¤ô ÖõçÌ·¤ÌæßæÎè âô¿ âð ª¤ÂÚU ©UÆUæ°¢ ¥ õÚU ÖðÎ-Öæß ¥ õÚU L¤·¤æßÅU ·ð¤ »éL¤Îé¥ æÚUô´ ×ð´ ÁæÌð ãñ´UÐ ßãU çâ€¹ 
ãUÚU â×Ø â×æÁ ·¤è ÖÜæ§ü ·ð¤ ÕæÚÔU ×ð´ âô¿ð´Ð çÚUàÌô´ ×ð´ çÈ¤ÚU âð Ï×ü ·ð¤ âæÚÔU ãUè ̂ØõãUæÚU ¥ õÚU çÎÙ ÕÇ¸Uè Ïê×-Ïæ× âð ×ÙæÌð ãñ´UÐ 
ŒØæÚU ·¤ô ¥ ãUç×ØÌ Îð´, ×æÌæ-çÂÌæ ·¤æ â ·̂¤æÚU ·¤ÚÔ´UÐ ÕÁé»ôZ âð çßÎðàæè Üô» Öè çâ€¹ Ï×ü ·¤æ ¥ æÎÚU ¥ õÚU â ·̂¤æÚU ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´UÐ 
ŒØæÚU ·¤ÚÔ´U. ©UÙ·¤æ ¥ æÎÚU ·¤ÚÔ´UUÐ §â â¢âæÚU ·¤ô ŒØæÚU ·ð¤ âæÍ ¥ Õ ÕæÌ ãU× ÂÚU ¥ æ·¤ÚU ¹ ×̂ ãUôÌè ãñ´U  ç·¤ €Øæ ãU×æÚÔU ÃØßãUæÚU 
â¢ÁôØð, ¥ ÂÙð ×êÜ ·¤ô ÂãU¿æÙð ç·¤ Ö»ßæÙ Ùð §¢âæÙ ·¤ô ÕÙæÌð ×ð´ ßãU »é‡æ ãñ´U Áô çâ€¹ Ï×ü ·ð¤ çß¿æÚUô´ ¥ õÚU »éL¤ Áè çàæÿææ¥ ô¢ 
ãéU° ç·¤Ù »é‡æô´ ·¤ô ©Uâ×ð´ ÇUæÜæ Íæ, €Øæ ¥ æÁ ·¤æ ×ÙécØ ·¤æ ÂýçÌçÙÏ·¤ ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ ¥ »ÚU ãñ´U Ìô ×éÕæÚU·¤ ãñU, ÌÕ ãU× ·¤ãU 
Ö»ßæÙ ·¤è ©Uâ ·ë¤çÌ ·¤æ âæ·¤æÚU L¤Â ãñU? ¥ »ÚU ãñU Ìô ÌÖè ãU× â·¤Ìð ãñ´U ç·¤ »éL¤ ãU×æÚÔU âæÍ ãñ´U, ãU×æÚÔU â×ÿæ ãñU, ¥ »ÚU ÙãUè´ Ìô 
·¤ãU â·¤Ìð ãñU ç·¤ zz® ßáü âÌ»éL¤ Øæ »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ ·ð¤ âæÍ ãU×ð´ ¥ ÂÙð ×êËØ ·¤è ¥ ôÚU ßæçÂâ ÁæÙæ ¿æçãU°Ð ×Ùô´ âð ×ñÜ 
€Øô´ç·¤ ãU× ©U‹ãð´U âæÍ â×Ûæ·¤ÚU ©UÙ·ð¤ çÎ° çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤ô ÉUæÜ çÙ·¤æÜ·¤ÚU ¥ ÂÙð »éL¤¥ ô¢ mæÚUæ Îè çàæÿææ¥ ô¢ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙæÙæ 
ÕÙæ·¤ÚU ·¤æØü ·¤ÚU ÚUãðU ãñUÐ ¿æçãU°Ð ×æÙßÌæ ·ð¤ çÜ° ·¤æØü ·¤ÚUÙæ ¿æçãU°Ð âÖè Ï×ôZ ·¤ô 

ÒÒçÎÜô´ ×ð´ ¹çÜàæ ãñU Ìô çÙ·¤æÜô §âð, §” æÌ ·¤è ÎëçcÅU âð Îð¹Ùæ ¿æçãU°, Ï×ü ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU ·¤̂ UÚUÌæ ·¤æ 
ÙÈ¤ÚUÌ ÕéÚUè ãñU Ù ÂæÜô §âð, çß¿æÚU ÙãUè´ ÜæÙæ ¿æçã° €Øô´ç·¤ ØãU çß¿æÚU çã¢Uâæ, Ì¢»çÎÜè 
»éL¤ Áè Ùð çÎ° ãñ´U ¥ Ù×ôÜ ¹•ææÙð  çß¿æÚUô´ ·ð¤, ©U Â̂‹Ù ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñU ¥ õÚU ãU×æÚÔU »éL¤ âæçãUÕæÙ ãU×ð´ °ðâè ·¤ô§ü ÕæÌ 
Øð ¥ ÂÙð çÜ° ãñU â¢ÖæÜô´ §‹ãð´UÐÓÓ ÙãUè´ çâ¹æÌð çÁââð ¥ àææ¢çÌ ¥ õÚU çã¢Uâæ ·¤æ ×æãUõÜ ÕÙðÐ

·¤ãUÙð ·¤æ Öæß ØãUè ãñU ç·¤ çâ€¹ Ï×ü ×ð´ »éL¤ »ý¢Í âæçãUÕ ¥ »ÚU ãU× »éL¤ ÙæÙ·¤ Îðß Áè ·¤è çàæÿææ¥ ô¢ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð 
»éL¤¥ ô¢ mæÚUæ Îè »§ü ßæ‡æè ©UÙ·ð¤ ¥ Ù×ôÜ çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤æ ¹ÁæÙæ ÁèßÙ ×ð´ ¥ ÂÙæÌð ãñU Ìô ãU× ·¤ãU â·¤Ìð ãñU ç·¤ ãU×æÚUæ zz® ßæ¢ 
ãñUÐ §â·¤è §” æÌ ·¤ÚÔU §â·¤è Õð¥ ÎÕè Ù ·¤ÚÔUÐ §Ù·¤è Õð¥ ÎÕè Âý·¤æàæ Âßü âæÍü·¤ ×ÙæØæ »Øæ ãñUÐ
çâÈü¤ ÌÕ ÙãUè´ ãUôÌè ÁÕ ·¤ô§ü §Ù·¤ô Ùé·¤âæÙ Âãé¢U¿æÌæ ãñU, ßãU ÒÒÌ¢»çÎÜè, ÙÈ¤ÚUÌ ¥ õÚU Ù·¤æÚUæ ×̂·¤ âô¿ ·¤ô ÎêÚU 
Ìô ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤ Îæ¢ß Âð¿ô´ ·ð¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ ãUèÙ ÖæßÙæ âð »ýSÌ Üô» Ö»æ¥ ô
ãU×ðàææ âð ãUè ·¤ÚUÌð ¥ æ ÚUãðU ãñ´UÐ §çÌãUæâ ×ð´ ÁÕ çâ€¹ Ï×ü ×ð´ ŒØæÚU ¥ õÚU »éÜàæÙ âð âÁæ â¢âæÚU ÕÙæ¥ ô,
ãUè ãU× »éL¤¥ ô¢ ·¤æ §çÌãUæâ ©UÆUæ·¤ÚU Îð¹Ìð ãñ´U Ìô ÂæÌð ãñ´U ç·¤ ãUÚU »éL¤ Áè ·ð¤ â¢Îðàæô´ ·¤ô ¥ ÂÙð ×Ù ×ð´ Õâæ·¤ÚU,
»éL¤ âæçãUÕæÙ ·¤ô ·é¤ÀU ãUèÙ ÖæßÙæ âð »ýSÌ Üô»ô´ ·¤æ âæ×Ùæ ãUÚU âæÜ Ïê×-Ïæ× âð Âý·¤æàæÂßü ×Ùæ¥ ôÐÓÓ

|Üò» åð×§  Áßæ¡ ÌÚ´» | Jawan Tarang 2020 65



|Üò» åð×§  Áßæ¡ ÌÚ´» | Jawan Tarang 202066

Sr. 
No.

Title

 

Participants

 

College Name

 

Page 
No. 

1. My Tree Life Maheep Kaur Gill S. Govt. College of Science, Education 

and Research, Jagraon

 2. Water is Life
 

Gurleen Sandhu
 

G. G. N. Khalsa College, Ludhiana
 

 
 

3. Daughters
 

Navjot Kaur
 

S. B. H. S. Memorial Khalsa College of 
Education, Mahilpur 

4. A Memorable Day  Arindam Sharma  P. U. R. C., Hoshiarpur  

5. Hollowness of Modern 
Relations

 
Harsimrat Kaur  Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, 

Ludhiana
 

 

 

6. Recognize Your Inner 

Being

 Disha
 

G. H. G. Harparkash College of 

Educationfor Women, Sidhwan Khurd

 

 

7. How to overcome the 
low Self-Esteem

 
Mansi S. G. G. S. Sec. 26, Chandigarh

8. The Boy Who 

Overcame

 

Arushi Bhandari

  

P. G. G. C. G. Sec. 11, Chandigarh

    

9. Longing

 

Isha

 

Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri 

Muktsar Sahib

 

10. Obligation to Sit or an 
Urge to Run

 

Sukhpreet Kaur Gill

 

Bajaj College, Chownkiman

  

11. My Mobile Phone

 

Sukhmani

 

A. S. College, Khanna

 

 

 

12. Importance of 
Vocational Education

 

Vindhya Sood

 

S. A. C. C. M., Ludhiana

  

13. Developing  India Ankit Sehjpal Arya College, Ludhiana

 

14.

  

 

 

15.

  

16. The Cast Prejudice

 

Arpit Kanwar

 

P. G. G. College, Sec. 46, Chandigarh

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

Challenges before 
Youth

Priya Guru Gobind Singh College for Women, 
Sec. 26, Chandigarh

Craze of Going Abroad Vrinda Post Graduate Govt. College, Sec. 11, 

Chandigarh

Contents

English Section

67

69

70

71

72

74

75

76

78

79

80

81

82

83

84

85



My Tree Life
Maheep Kaur Gill

S. Govt. College of Science, Education and Research
Jagraon

Beginning the day, the usual way,

I went for a walk, in the park.

I heard a voice, unfamiliar & odd

Coming from a corner somewhat dark.

The time was six, sky with colours mix.

No human could be seen

I heard what the voice had to say

I was in a situation I had never before been.

The voice had so much to say!

“You know me very well, my dear,

I have always been around, everywhere here.

Big trunk, numerous branches and pretty leaves,

Under me children play, executing their little mischief.

I threw apple for Newton to pick,

Great men gained enlightenment under my shadow thick.

I have sheltered birds, trapped here yet free,

I am the 'green one', I am your 'tree.'

“Do you want to experience me, my dear

Would you like to be a tree?

It will last just for a day

After that you will be human, you will be free.”

I agreed at the very moment.

I froze and turned brown, turned green.

Limbs disappeared, branches were here,

I had now become the green one, the tree.

I could feel the birds playing on my head

A squirrel planted a gentle kiss.

I could hear toddler calling my new name.

Being so loved, I thought, was such a bliss!

I watched little creatures eating my fruits

I could feel lives beneath me.

A cuckoo sat on my branch, the voice was so sweet.

I felt lucky to have experienced the green one, the tree.
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Until the lightening truth struck me like never before

A group of 'Homo sapiens', I had overhead.

“The vehicles are increasing,” said the first.

“We need road extension,” said the second, “yes” said the third.

“These stupid greens are blocking the way.

Wasting the precious land below.

We could have built a luxury here,

But these 'lifeless' objects are causing economy's downward flow,”

Added a 'learned' with a smile,

Let's finalize the deal,

We get the land, you get the trees,

Make good furniture, it is going to be the best you will feel.”

“How cruel this is!” I cried.

But I couldn't hear what I said,

Oops! I forgot, the trees can't talk...

But they can surely feel, they are not dead!

I knew we clear forests, cut down trees.

But never before I had realized how grave this is

“What will happen to all my newfound children?

I am the place where they live.”

I woke up in a state of shock

Oh! It was just a dream. But I knew it was much more than that

A harsh reality, a truth, so bare, so clear.

Education is simply the soul of 

a society as it passes from 

one generation to another.

G. K. Chestertern
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Water is Life
Gurleen  Sandhu

G. G. N. Khalsa College, Ludhiana

I met Water God

Dressed in blue was He

The colours of ocean and the sea

He looked upon me,

And I was surprised to see

The ocean eyes were filled with tears.

Terrified, I stammered,

“Why are you crying? Do God cries too?”

With melancholy and pain

He explained,

“If you want to live then save me too,

I am crying because of the humans like you.”

When the Sun God is too hot

You want me to cool Him down

And sing you the pitter-patter song

Which I do, to make you happy.

Then you waste me as if you don't need me

Waste my precious drops

that could have grown many crops.

I make the flowers bloom

I make them bright - the plants and trees

But I am afraid of thee

Who will kill beautiful nature and me.

You won't live too,

That is my curse to you

I hope you know

You can't stay even a day without me.

Let me regain my lost power

Save me in every raining hour

Even today I can fill up the rivers up to the edge

If you people let me

Let me merge  into mother earth.

I promised Him,

Saying “Water is Life

“I will try

Rather I will certainly……”

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I said

I would save Him.
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Daughters
Navjot  Kaur

S. B. H. S. Memorial Khalsa College of Education 
Mahilpur

Tiny gaze from ground arouse;

Shining face in a smirk frown;

Louse halts the bud to grow,

No No No it can't breathe

No No No   don't let it live.

The flower blooms in dusty storms;

Living hard with sharp thorns;

Only mist appears in the eyes zone,

No No No it can't look

No No No  don't let it to.

Gusty winds in stormy nights;

Making it shake from roots inside;

Demented soul still mounting high,

No No No it can't reach

No No No  don't let it do.

Fragrant drops that flow around

Fill the air with soothing sound

The muddy ground taking it down,

No No No it can't flow

No No No don't let it to.

Glowing light of fire flies;

It dazzled the feigned pride;

Which pesters the fecund mind,

No No No it can't glow

No No No don't let it show.

Many highly intelligent people are poor 

thinkers. Many people of average 

intelligence are skilled thinkers. 

The power of the car is separate from 

the way the car is driven.

Edward De Bono
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A Memorable Day
Arindam Sharma 

P. U. R. C., Hoshiarpur

The fall had just set its foot in the remote town of Kansas. Samuel sat in the backyard, sipping on a glass of fine 
Hennessey he had just got from a friend back in Wisconsin. His grandson, now 7 years old was running around 
the lawn. Suddenly, his ball fell near the leg of Samuel, who was still admiring the amber coloured leaves 
dropping and floating rhythmically from the maple tree right outside in the street. Samuel bent down and 
stretched his arm to grab hold of the ball. The boy with huge eyes with a twinkle in them reached out to his 
grandpa's hand, when he noticed a deep scar. It has turned his otherwise mix of red and white hand across the 
palm and ran along with his fingers.

“Dean, what are you looking at”, Samuel asked his awestruck grandchild. “Grandpa, what happened to 
your hands, I never noticed it before”, said a curious Dean. As Samuel looked at his hands, he started drifting 
back to the days when he was not just Samuel but 'Sergeant Samuel Winchester'.
The Memorable Day: December 16-1991
Location: Gibraltar
First Division of Rangers Strike Corps was to attempt a rescue of the 514 Airborne troops who were currently 
pinned down in the mountainous terrains by constant rocket propelled grenades and Medium Machine gun fire. 
Heading the Alpha team was Sergeant Samuel, with a Bravo Charlie company. They planned to attack in a 
trident formation. The Bravo and Charlie Company would attack from the edges while Alpha team would 
rescue the Airborne troops. Three Apache Helicopters flew them to the forward base. The attack went on as 
planned. The Alpha Team was rescuing their mates when suddenly a new bunker started spewing MMG fire on 
them which was not marked by everyone. A bullet whizzed past Sgt. Samuel hitting the man behind him in the 
neck. It was Bobby. He was newlywed and was just talking about his young wife when tragedy stuck. Sgt. 
Samuel knew in order to secure passage he would need to shut the gun without caring for his personal safety in 
the utmost traditions of Military, he made a run for the bunker just at its edge he crouched down. He could see 
the barrel roaring above his head. He was out of ammo, only a pistol at his disposal. Without a second thought, 
he grabbed the barrel with his bare hands and pulled down the MMG, shooting down every enemy. He could 
smell his burning skin against the barrel of the gun, with only bones visible in his hands.

'What a day that was!', he thought to himself, as he ruffled his hand in the hair of Dean, sipping his 
Hennessey and reminiscing the fall. 

Education is the ability to listen to 

almost anything without losing 

your temper or your self-confidence.

Robert Frost
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Hollowness of Modern Relations
Harsimrat Kaur

Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana

 “So how was your day?” Kabir tried to bring up a lively conversation starter to the dining table.

“Fine.” Both his parents murmured monotonously and reverted to their dining plates.

“There goes the effort,” Kabir mused. Shaking his head lightly at the failed attempt, he too began having dinner 
simply trying to relish their mere presence for this was the only time one would catch the Malhotras together.

“I get it that Mom and Dad work hard,” Kabir wrote down to his journal. “They work hard and bring 
home money to keep me happy. It's crazy! But why can't they actually spare some time for me that's the thing 
which would do wonders for me!” He continued venting to his journal. “I know! I know! I am almost sounding 
crazy again. But that's the right thing, this loneliness drives me crazy. Can't they just get that?” He continued 
scribbling.

“How I wish if they had a bit more time than what they already spare for me!,” He mused, “I'm glad 
though, they're doing really good for themselves.”

“Surprisingly enough, they've even stopped fighting post Grandma's death. God, I miss her! What a 
great company granny was! I'm literally losing all of my loved ones, one by one,” Kabir, the 16-year-old wrote, 
“Later on, they expect me to accept the so called 'reality' and move on. I accept that death is the end of life! 
Everyone has to die! But why do all of my loved ones leave me so soon?”

With that plain thought, Kabir shut down his diary…and there it was…back up in the top shelf! Game 
face on!! 

“There can't be chinks in your armor during the day”, his grandmother used to teach, “That's how you 
learn to live now!” 

And his day began… the whole new facade of having the perfect happy family. “Survive!”

“I can't believe you double-crossed your own husband,” Kabir heard a crashing sound.

'Jesus! It's not even been a single day and I was thanking God just yesterday,' He wondered to himself.

“I did not double cross my husband. I just won over a business deal over the other company which 
belonged to another businessman,” his mother replied calmly.

“Who was your god-damned husband,” Kabir could hear the rage in his father.

“Rehan!” His mother too had lost her cool. “I don't family with business. These are two separate 
things,” She tried to explain.

“Well, news flash Myrah!” Rehan replied sarcastically. “You can't do that business you just became 
business rival of your own husband.”

“Jesus!” Myrah threw her hands in the air in irritation. “Just get over it Rehan! I won.” Myrah called him 
out, “You'd probably get the deal next time; it's plain business”

“No!” Rehan threw the glass he had in his hands and screamed loudly making Kabir rush downstairs into the 
living room.

“Ooh!” Myrah cooed. “Did baby Rehan feel bad being defeated?” She cocked her head sideways as she 
mocked him. “That's how betrayal feels!” Rehan replied, “You stole ideas… mixed them with yours and won 
the deal.” He tried to make her talk.

“Fair and square!” Myrah crossed her arms across her chest… agreeing to what she had done.

“Guilty much?” Myrah said to Rehan. “You did the same thing 10 years back right?”

“No!” Rehan toned down and looked into her eyes.

“Liar!” Myrah seethed. “You and that vicious co-partner of yours made a deal out of my ideas. 

 “And so, you've finally shown me your true colors now!” Rehan didn't stop there and answered back 



A Memorable Day
Arindam Sharma 

P. U. R. C., Hoshiarpur

The fall had just set its foot in the remote town of Kansas. Samuel sat in the backyard, sipping on a glass of fine 
Hennessey he had just got from a friend back in Wisconsin. His grandson, now 7 years old was running around 
the lawn. Suddenly, his ball fell near the leg of Samuel, who was still admiring the amber coloured leaves 
dropping and floating rhythmically from the maple tree right outside in the street. Samuel bent down and 
stretched his arm to grab hold of the ball. The boy with huge eyes with a twinkle in them reached out to his 
grandpa's hand, when he noticed a deep scar. It has turned his otherwise mix of red and white hand across the 
palm and ran along with his fingers.

“Dean, what are you looking at”, Samuel asked his awestruck grandchild. “Grandpa, what happened to 
your hands, I never noticed it before”, said a curious Dean. As Samuel looked at his hands, he started drifting 
back to the days when he was not just Samuel but 'Sergeant Samuel Winchester'.
The Memorable Day: December 16-1991
Location: Gibraltar
First Division of Rangers Strike Corps was to attempt a rescue of the 514 Airborne troops who were currently 
pinned down in the mountainous terrains by constant rocket propelled grenades and Medium Machine gun fire. 
Heading the Alpha team was Sergeant Samuel, with a Bravo Charlie company. They planned to attack in a 
trident formation. The Bravo and Charlie Company would attack from the edges while Alpha team would 
rescue the Airborne troops. Three Apache Helicopters flew them to the forward base. The attack went on as 
planned. The Alpha Team was rescuing their mates when suddenly a new bunker started spewing MMG fire on 
them which was not marked by everyone. A bullet whizzed past Sgt. Samuel hitting the man behind him in the 
neck. It was Bobby. He was newlywed and was just talking about his young wife when tragedy stuck. Sgt. 
Samuel knew in order to secure passage he would need to shut the gun without caring for his personal safety in 
the utmost traditions of Military, he made a run for the bunker just at its edge he crouched down. He could see 
the barrel roaring above his head. He was out of ammo, only a pistol at his disposal. Without a second thought, 
he grabbed the barrel with his bare hands and pulled down the MMG, shooting down every enemy. He could 
smell his burning skin against the barrel of the gun, with only bones visible in his hands.

'What a day that was!', he thought to himself, as he ruffled his hand in the hair of Dean, sipping his 
Hennessey and reminiscing the fall. 

Education is the ability to listen to 

almost anything without losing 

your temper or your self-confidence.

Robert Frost
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Hollowness of Modern Relations
Harsimrat Kaur

Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana

 “So how was your day?” Kabir tried to bring up a lively conversation starter to the dining table.

“Fine.” Both his parents murmured monotonously and reverted to their dining plates.

“There goes the effort,” Kabir mused. Shaking his head lightly at the failed attempt, he too began having dinner 
simply trying to relish their mere presence for this was the only time one would catch the Malhotras together.

“I get it that Mom and Dad work hard,” Kabir wrote down to his journal. “They work hard and bring 
home money to keep me happy. It's crazy! But why can't they actually spare some time for me that's the thing 
which would do wonders for me!” He continued venting to his journal. “I know! I know! I am almost sounding 
crazy again. But that's the right thing, this loneliness drives me crazy. Can't they just get that?” He continued 
scribbling.

“How I wish if they had a bit more time than what they already spare for me!,” He mused, “I'm glad 
though, they're doing really good for themselves.”

“Surprisingly enough, they've even stopped fighting post Grandma's death. God, I miss her! What a 
great company granny was! I'm literally losing all of my loved ones, one by one,” Kabir, the 16-year-old wrote, 
“Later on, they expect me to accept the so called 'reality' and move on. I accept that death is the end of life! 
Everyone has to die! But why do all of my loved ones leave me so soon?”

With that plain thought, Kabir shut down his diary…and there it was…back up in the top shelf! Game 
face on!! 

“There can't be chinks in your armor during the day”, his grandmother used to teach, “That's how you 
learn to live now!” 

And his day began… the whole new facade of having the perfect happy family. “Survive!”

“I can't believe you double-crossed your own husband,” Kabir heard a crashing sound.

'Jesus! It's not even been a single day and I was thanking God just yesterday,' He wondered to himself.

“I did not double cross my husband. I just won over a business deal over the other company which 
belonged to another businessman,” his mother replied calmly.

“Who was your god-damned husband,” Kabir could hear the rage in his father.

“Rehan!” His mother too had lost her cool. “I don't family with business. These are two separate 
things,” She tried to explain.

“Well, news flash Myrah!” Rehan replied sarcastically. “You can't do that business you just became 
business rival of your own husband.”

“Jesus!” Myrah threw her hands in the air in irritation. “Just get over it Rehan! I won.” Myrah called him 
out, “You'd probably get the deal next time; it's plain business”

“No!” Rehan threw the glass he had in his hands and screamed loudly making Kabir rush downstairs into the 
living room.

“Ooh!” Myrah cooed. “Did baby Rehan feel bad being defeated?” She cocked her head sideways as she 
mocked him. “That's how betrayal feels!” Rehan replied, “You stole ideas… mixed them with yours and won 
the deal.” He tried to make her talk.

“Fair and square!” Myrah crossed her arms across her chest… agreeing to what she had done.

“Guilty much?” Myrah said to Rehan. “You did the same thing 10 years back right?”

“No!” Rehan toned down and looked into her eyes.

“Liar!” Myrah seethed. “You and that vicious co-partner of yours made a deal out of my ideas. 

 “And so, you've finally shown me your true colors now!” Rehan didn't stop there and answered back 



quickly.

“Just learnt from the best,” Myrah winked back at him; wiping her tears.

“I'll send the divorce papers tomorrow,” Rehan tried to test the waters. He was sure she would stick for 
she was dependent on him, also they had Kabir.

“I will definitely make sure to sign the first thing in the morning.” Myrah too answered back promptly 
putting Rehan up for a shocker. “I am very well independent Rehan. Get out of your bubble and look around,” 
she spat back at his shocked face and strutted out of the apartment.

“There goes another loved one!” Kabir was back to his safe house- the only place in the whole wide 
world where he could be himself; simple Kabir without any strong armor. He could talk for hours and no one 
would complain. He'd have company! Someone to whom he could really depend.

“She didn't even turn around to look for me.” Kabir wrote in his journal. “Jesus! Can my parents be so 
selfish?”  Playing with the ink pen in his hand he signed deeply, “I really don't know what to say anymore. I feel 
empty. What's happening? Like really! Am I so unworthy of Love”, he cried.

“God! You're just all the very more dramatic.” Kabir wrote as he laughed between tears. He was devoid 
of friend's family or any loved one in general now. “Why are all the things simply turning against me”? He 
mused.

“Sometimes I really miss being younger and ignorant! Is there no way possible for me to end up all of 
this suffering?” He wondered as he wrote, “Like just at the snap of my fingers everything would go perfectly 
fine!”

And then at 1:00 AM while Kabir was still writing he heard his mother's shrill scream and quickly got 
up.

 His mind raced at the  thought what had really happened. Slamming the door open , he witnessed the worst 
shock of his life! His dad hung on the ceiling fan – face turned blue. He stopped dead in his tracks and his eyes 
popped dry. Tears weren't ready to come out. His mother sat sobbing in a corner; holding onto a piece of paper 
near her chest.

Statement For Media

My husband, Mr. Rehan Malhotra – was struggling with some business issues. Contrary to the leaked report of 
my late husband being mentally ill – he took this step out of shame he'd brought to the company. Mr. Oberoi had 
been repeatedly pressurizing him to resign from the post of CEO so that his son could succeed my husband.

He just took this step-in great pressure as far as my understanding goes.

To read the last piece of letter from his now dead father, Kabir was  shocked at the depth of his depravity. Words 
and senses failed him. He could not make out anything. The whole week went past in a blur. He had turned 17, 
was living alone with a house full of staff and his mother had shifted to a new place saying she wanted to focus 
on her career to get kabir a better life as Rehan would've provided.

“Hey! Long time, no see.” Kabir finally sat down to journal. “I know I've been the one failing to talk to 
you.” He wrote, “But hey there! I am back to annoy you”, he continued. So, a lot has happened in the past week. 
Dad expired and mom left! Too much for sparing time for their only son. Kabir wondered. “I am just amazed! 
This is how the modern world works. Granny's world was so much more; the better I…I just have this pain 
inside my heart… it's aching and my brain goes on for like I'm not responsible for any of this so I should go on to 
make my life. Is that how we work? Always working on the conflicts between our hearts and brains? Dad! God, 
we didn't even write about why he was doing this. What really made him take this step! All he was plain worried 
about was the damned media statement for mom.” Kabir sighed, “Leave it!”

“Is it bad if I say I don't miss them?” Kabir wrote after a beat as if confessing a sin. “I love them! Loved 
them. But honestly, I don't have much great memories of them that I would miss. All they've cared about is 
themselves, their lives, their careers, their social image and their requirements!”

“I don't have a simple single feeling of love or of being loved. I just feel hollow!” 
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Recognize your Inner Being
Disha

G. H. G. Harparkash College of Education for Women
Sidhwan Khurd

The statement “Recognize your Inner Being” is second meaning of what we call Self- Realization that is 
knowing the innate and actual purpose of your life. 
Self Realization:
? Know thy Self.
? Discover the Divine.
? Understand actual purpose of Life.
Self realization is related to word Divinity i.e. the Divine and this can be elaborated by considering the concept 
of attainment of peace and satisfaction. Discover the divinity and one can ultimately attain peace, harmony and 
contentment in life. Peace and satisfaction can be compared as the byproduct of the ultimate aim i.e. divine 
path. However, souls are distracted or are not aware of the actual objective of their birth on this planet. 
In this modern era, human beings are under the influence of various types of evil which acts as resistance in the 
journey to achieve the divine. Some of these are dishonesty, revenge, dissatisfaction, thirst of money and 
luxurious life and many more people focus to achieve materialistic things and in the way of achieving all this 
they choose to follow the path of immorality that consequently takes them away from the chief point. 
More the materialistic approach, more is the 
REPULSION suffered from the
“Divine Road.”
 One can achieve their ultimate goal only when its soul changes from impure to pure or from immorality to 
morality or from attire consisting evils to the attire consisting values. This can be attributed to the fact that the 
Divine being pure attracts the pure. It is the path which is less travelled and needs to be travelled to attain the 
supreme power and to get oneself united with the pure. 
Divinity;
The Road not taken by many 
But
Needed to be followed to get Harmony.
It is the right time to ask yourself
Who am I? From Where do I come?
Where have I to reach? What is the purpose of Life? What is actually mine?
The world in which one resides is not reality but it appears to be so. The being gets attracted to the things which 
are Gold Plated and is unaware about the actual GOLD. One can attain this divine path through Meditation. 
“Meditation is the ultimate way to achieve Self Realization.” 
Meditation is another name of silence and leads one to the stage where the Dark is illuminated by the most 
powerful light. The soul thus illuminated becomes pure and becomes free from all misfortunes and evils. It is 
the time when one achieves compassion, peace, satisfaction and harmony in life. The experience of the divine is 
unexplained and beyond words. This experience makes the soul selfless. 
Meditation is considered to be successful when frequency of the soul matches with frequency of the Supreme 
Soul and one's connection gets established.  It is the time when the soul gets disconnected with the materialistic 
world and is connected with the Supreme being. It is the relation which is free from all kinds of things that 
include greed. It is the relation that feeds us with immense love. It is righty said, 
“No treasure is compared to love of the  Supreme Soul.” 
Universe always sends the answer to the being in intuitive way  but there is need to understand it.  
For the attainment of the Supreme, one has to maintain the balance between soul and mind. This is because 
mind attracts the negative due to which soul become impure and gets diverted from actual goal. As Guru Nanak 
Dev Ji has rightly siad 'Man Jeetey Jag Jeet'. 
Inner being can be recognized when soul is filled with the essence of purity.  Divinity can be acquired from the 
inner self. when a person achieves this supreme aim becomes aware of the answer to every question and actual 
PURPOSE OF LIFE.
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“Just learnt from the best,” Myrah winked back at him; wiping her tears.

“I'll send the divorce papers tomorrow,” Rehan tried to test the waters. He was sure she would stick for 
she was dependent on him, also they had Kabir.

“I will definitely make sure to sign the first thing in the morning.” Myrah too answered back promptly 
putting Rehan up for a shocker. “I am very well independent Rehan. Get out of your bubble and look around,” 
she spat back at his shocked face and strutted out of the apartment.

“There goes another loved one!” Kabir was back to his safe house- the only place in the whole wide 
world where he could be himself; simple Kabir without any strong armor. He could talk for hours and no one 
would complain. He'd have company! Someone to whom he could really depend.
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selfish?”  Playing with the ink pen in his hand he signed deeply, “I really don't know what to say anymore. I feel 
empty. What's happening? Like really! Am I so unworthy of Love”, he cried.

“God! You're just all the very more dramatic.” Kabir wrote as he laughed between tears. He was devoid 
of friend's family or any loved one in general now. “Why are all the things simply turning against me”? He 
mused.

“Sometimes I really miss being younger and ignorant! Is there no way possible for me to end up all of 
this suffering?” He wondered as he wrote, “Like just at the snap of my fingers everything would go perfectly 
fine!”

And then at 1:00 AM while Kabir was still writing he heard his mother's shrill scream and quickly got 
up.

 His mind raced at the  thought what had really happened. Slamming the door open , he witnessed the worst 
shock of his life! His dad hung on the ceiling fan – face turned blue. He stopped dead in his tracks and his eyes 
popped dry. Tears weren't ready to come out. His mother sat sobbing in a corner; holding onto a piece of paper 
near her chest.

Statement For Media

My husband, Mr. Rehan Malhotra – was struggling with some business issues. Contrary to the leaked report of 
my late husband being mentally ill – he took this step out of shame he'd brought to the company. Mr. Oberoi had 
been repeatedly pressurizing him to resign from the post of CEO so that his son could succeed my husband.

He just took this step-in great pressure as far as my understanding goes.

To read the last piece of letter from his now dead father, Kabir was  shocked at the depth of his depravity. Words 
and senses failed him. He could not make out anything. The whole week went past in a blur. He had turned 17, 
was living alone with a house full of staff and his mother had shifted to a new place saying she wanted to focus 
on her career to get kabir a better life as Rehan would've provided.

“Hey! Long time, no see.” Kabir finally sat down to journal. “I know I've been the one failing to talk to 
you.” He wrote, “But hey there! I am back to annoy you”, he continued. So, a lot has happened in the past week. 
Dad expired and mom left! Too much for sparing time for their only son. Kabir wondered. “I am just amazed! 
This is how the modern world works. Granny's world was so much more; the better I…I just have this pain 
inside my heart… it's aching and my brain goes on for like I'm not responsible for any of this so I should go on to 
make my life. Is that how we work? Always working on the conflicts between our hearts and brains? Dad! God, 
we didn't even write about why he was doing this. What really made him take this step! All he was plain worried 
about was the damned media statement for mom.” Kabir sighed, “Leave it!”

“Is it bad if I say I don't miss them?” Kabir wrote after a beat as if confessing a sin. “I love them! Loved 
them. But honestly, I don't have much great memories of them that I would miss. All they've cared about is 
themselves, their lives, their careers, their social image and their requirements!”

“I don't have a simple single feeling of love or of being loved. I just feel hollow!” 
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The statement “Recognize your Inner Being” is second meaning of what we call Self- Realization that is 
knowing the innate and actual purpose of your life. 
Self Realization:
? Know thy Self.
? Discover the Divine.
? Understand actual purpose of Life.
Self realization is related to word Divinity i.e. the Divine and this can be elaborated by considering the concept 
of attainment of peace and satisfaction. Discover the divinity and one can ultimately attain peace, harmony and 
contentment in life. Peace and satisfaction can be compared as the byproduct of the ultimate aim i.e. divine 
path. However, souls are distracted or are not aware of the actual objective of their birth on this planet. 
In this modern era, human beings are under the influence of various types of evil which acts as resistance in the 
journey to achieve the divine. Some of these are dishonesty, revenge, dissatisfaction, thirst of money and 
luxurious life and many more people focus to achieve materialistic things and in the way of achieving all this 
they choose to follow the path of immorality that consequently takes them away from the chief point. 
More the materialistic approach, more is the 
REPULSION suffered from the
“Divine Road.”
 One can achieve their ultimate goal only when its soul changes from impure to pure or from immorality to 
morality or from attire consisting evils to the attire consisting values. This can be attributed to the fact that the 
Divine being pure attracts the pure. It is the path which is less travelled and needs to be travelled to attain the 
supreme power and to get oneself united with the pure. 
Divinity;
The Road not taken by many 
But
Needed to be followed to get Harmony.
It is the right time to ask yourself
Who am I? From Where do I come?
Where have I to reach? What is the purpose of Life? What is actually mine?
The world in which one resides is not reality but it appears to be so. The being gets attracted to the things which 
are Gold Plated and is unaware about the actual GOLD. One can attain this divine path through Meditation. 
“Meditation is the ultimate way to achieve Self Realization.” 
Meditation is another name of silence and leads one to the stage where the Dark is illuminated by the most 
powerful light. The soul thus illuminated becomes pure and becomes free from all misfortunes and evils. It is 
the time when one achieves compassion, peace, satisfaction and harmony in life. The experience of the divine is 
unexplained and beyond words. This experience makes the soul selfless. 
Meditation is considered to be successful when frequency of the soul matches with frequency of the Supreme 
Soul and one's connection gets established.  It is the time when the soul gets disconnected with the materialistic 
world and is connected with the Supreme being. It is the relation which is free from all kinds of things that 
include greed. It is the relation that feeds us with immense love. It is righty said, 
“No treasure is compared to love of the  Supreme Soul.” 
Universe always sends the answer to the being in intuitive way  but there is need to understand it.  
For the attainment of the Supreme, one has to maintain the balance between soul and mind. This is because 
mind attracts the negative due to which soul become impure and gets diverted from actual goal. As Guru Nanak 
Dev Ji has rightly siad 'Man Jeetey Jag Jeet'. 
Inner being can be recognized when soul is filled with the essence of purity.  Divinity can be acquired from the 
inner self. when a person achieves this supreme aim becomes aware of the answer to every question and actual 
PURPOSE OF LIFE.



How to overcome the low Self-Esteem
Mansi

S. G. G. S. Sec. 26, Chandigarh
 “Out of all the judgments we pass, the most important judgment is the one which we pass on ourselves.” 
In today's world we all are running a rat race in which luxury, power and money are baits for the worldly trap. 
We are so busy to achieve these materialistic things that we have lost our true selves. We are not left with any 
time to think about the direction we are leading to and who we are. It is said that 'If it is not bringing you peace, it 
is not worth your precious time'. But do we really give ourselves time to think about what is actually bringing us 
joy and sorrow, or what does our conscience say about the right or the wrong? We are just sinners who are 
judging other sinners for sinning differently. At the end, we are just left with emotions like shame, fear, 
jealously leading to anxiety stress and loneliness. 
A few years back, it came into light that every third person in this wicked world is suffering from depression and 
loneliness. 
Since then many mental health programmes were conducted in schools and colleges. Even suicide prevention 
week is celebrated to control the rising problem. But we did not try to find out the roots of these problems. Lack 
of introspection of the whole spectrum of things that inhibits us is one.  More people are suffering from low 
self-esteem because we have terribly failed to give time to ourselves. 
Our generation is facing lack of patience because we have clearly become digital nomads who have no time to 
sit and think before reacting. We do not realize what is right and wrong. Lack of introspection is also leading to 
the lack of decision making power in the youth. External factors affect us only when we do not know our inner 
being. People with low self esteem feel a constant urge to prove themselves and pay more attention to outer 
things like their appearance, their social status and ultimately lose their inner peace. If they start to introspect 
themselves, recognize their inner beings deeply, they will start feeling comfortable in their own skin and will 
also explore their hidden capabilities. 
People who become the cause of destruction will go on a path of peace and love if they start listening to their 
conscience thus recognizing in which direction they are going. Failure is something which everyone faces in his 
or her life. If we try to find out that little spark hidden inside us, the biggest fires of the world can be lightened 
again. 
 Meditation and exercise have proved to be very beneficial to develop patience .We should sit and give 
ourselves time thinking about the decisions we make and what brings us joy and what leads to satisfaction. 
Reading good books is also a good way to start giving ourselves some time. It brings lot of positivity and peace 
to the inner mind. When life gets hard on you, start getting softer on yourself. Sometimes we need to breathe in 
some fresh air and change the water of the vases. The world will surely be a better place to live if we start 
recognizing our inner selves. 

Learning without thought 

is a labour lost, thought 

without learning is perilous.

Confucius

|Üò» åð×§  Áßæ¡ ÌÚ´» | Jawan Tarang 2020 75 |Üò» åð×§  Áßæ¡ ÌÚ´» | Jawan Tarang 202076

The Boy Who Overcame
Arushi  Bhandari

P. G. G. C. G Sec. 11, Chandigarh

“And did you talk to your father?” asked Arjun's  mother. Unlike his peers, when he talked to his parents 
over the phone, typically his mother, he gave monosyllabic answer. However, at this moment, he could not 
even do that.

“Arjun, I am asking something”

“NO Mom,” and he hung up. He was in his hostel room. Exhausted and done for the day, he decided to lie down 
on the bed. He couldn't quite understand how doing nothing, besides sitting through lectures, could tire him so 
much. Maybe it had something to do with this big city, that was not home and that repulsed him physically, 
emotionally and spiritually.

He rested for a while and later went down to the mess to have dinner. He sat alone and quietly ate the food. His 
mind was preoccupied with the worries of the assignments he would have to submit by the end of this week. 
When you don't like what you are doing or don't understand what you are doing, it seems like a chore. For 
Arjuna, it did not know what his passion was or where his heart longed to go. He had taken up Mechanical 
Engineering because all his friends were doing the same, and he didn't know what else to do. It seemed like the 
right option and he had caved in. When he went back to his room, he checked his phone and saw a missed call 
from his father. He chose not to call back. He hadn't been on speaking terms with his father since two months. 
Arjun was generally perceived as a sensible and calm person by everyone, except his family. In fact, he himself 
hated how he acted around them. His father taunted him about everything; his choice of clothes, his choice of 
friends, his lack of responsibility compared to his cousins and what not. This always provoked an angry 
reaction out of Arjun that he would later regret so he had decided that he wouldn't react at all.

The next morning, Arjun's roommate, Vishal woke him up at around seven. They got ready, had breakfast and 
left for college. Arjun went about the day mechanically, as he usually did. A week went by and their semester 
exams began. He studied just fine and did pretty well in the exams. After that, the winter vacation began and he 
left for home.

He lived in a small town in the foothills of the Himalayas. When he got off the bus and took in the fresh 
air and looked at the scenic view it felt pleasant. Not exactly happy, but pleasant.

His mother was visibly overjoyed to see her son come back home. It hadn't been that long but that is just how 
mothers are.  She welcomed him with one of her warm hugs.

His father sat on the sofa, reading the newspaper. He raised his eyes to look at Arjun's, expecting something. 
Arjun looked at him and walked towards his room with his baggage.

After dinner, that night, his mother came to his room.

“Are you done unpacking”? , she asked he was sitting on his bed.

“No, I am too tired 'll probably do it tomorrow”.

There was silence for a few moments and then she spoke,“Beta, you should  talk to your father. It doesn't work 
this way”.

Arjun did not say anything.

“People die and then your are left to deal with pain”.

Goodnight, Mom. I am going to sleep.”

He spent the day feeling isolated and distant, be it from his friends who were physically away from him or his 
parents who lived in the same house as him. He stayed in his room, either sleeping or staring blankly at the 
ceiling.

One day he received a news that disturbed him deeply. One of his classmates from school had committed 
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Learning without thought 

is a labour lost, thought 

without learning is perilous.

Confucius
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The Boy Who Overcame
Arushi  Bhandari

P. G. G. C. G Sec. 11, Chandigarh

“And did you talk to your father?” asked Arjun's  mother. Unlike his peers, when he talked to his parents 
over the phone, typically his mother, he gave monosyllabic answer. However, at this moment, he could not 
even do that.

“Arjun, I am asking something”

“NO Mom,” and he hung up. He was in his hostel room. Exhausted and done for the day, he decided to lie down 
on the bed. He couldn't quite understand how doing nothing, besides sitting through lectures, could tire him so 
much. Maybe it had something to do with this big city, that was not home and that repulsed him physically, 
emotionally and spiritually.

He rested for a while and later went down to the mess to have dinner. He sat alone and quietly ate the food. His 
mind was preoccupied with the worries of the assignments he would have to submit by the end of this week. 
When you don't like what you are doing or don't understand what you are doing, it seems like a chore. For 
Arjuna, it did not know what his passion was or where his heart longed to go. He had taken up Mechanical 
Engineering because all his friends were doing the same, and he didn't know what else to do. It seemed like the 
right option and he had caved in. When he went back to his room, he checked his phone and saw a missed call 
from his father. He chose not to call back. He hadn't been on speaking terms with his father since two months. 
Arjun was generally perceived as a sensible and calm person by everyone, except his family. In fact, he himself 
hated how he acted around them. His father taunted him about everything; his choice of clothes, his choice of 
friends, his lack of responsibility compared to his cousins and what not. This always provoked an angry 
reaction out of Arjun that he would later regret so he had decided that he wouldn't react at all.

The next morning, Arjun's roommate, Vishal woke him up at around seven. They got ready, had breakfast and 
left for college. Arjun went about the day mechanically, as he usually did. A week went by and their semester 
exams began. He studied just fine and did pretty well in the exams. After that, the winter vacation began and he 
left for home.

He lived in a small town in the foothills of the Himalayas. When he got off the bus and took in the fresh 
air and looked at the scenic view it felt pleasant. Not exactly happy, but pleasant.

His mother was visibly overjoyed to see her son come back home. It hadn't been that long but that is just how 
mothers are.  She welcomed him with one of her warm hugs.

His father sat on the sofa, reading the newspaper. He raised his eyes to look at Arjun's, expecting something. 
Arjun looked at him and walked towards his room with his baggage.

After dinner, that night, his mother came to his room.

“Are you done unpacking”? , she asked he was sitting on his bed.

“No, I am too tired 'll probably do it tomorrow”.

There was silence for a few moments and then she spoke,“Beta, you should  talk to your father. It doesn't work 
this way”.

Arjun did not say anything.

“People die and then your are left to deal with pain”.

Goodnight, Mom. I am going to sleep.”

He spent the day feeling isolated and distant, be it from his friends who were physically away from him or his 
parents who lived in the same house as him. He stayed in his room, either sleeping or staring blankly at the 
ceiling.

One day he received a news that disturbed him deeply. One of his classmates from school had committed 



suicide. He did not know her well but finding this out made him anxious and uneasy. He started questioning 
himself. What had he been doing? He did not want to live lifelessly.

That eveing when his father was watching sports news on the television, he went up to him and said, “Dad, I 
want to talk.” He felt nervous. His father switched off the TV and replied, “Yes son. So do I.”

“Can we go out somewhere?”

They decided to go up to a lake where Arjun had visited many a time on family picnics. They walked and talked 
for really long. Arjun poured out all his heart because he had been bottling up his emotions for a year now. He 
told him all that was on his mind.

“I am sorry, Dad,” he began to cry, 

“I should have talked to you sooner.”

His father had tears in his eyes, too.

“I am sorry, too, son. I have been unfair to you. I have realised it now. You are my son and I accept you for who 
you are.”

Arjun and his father weren't strangers but this was the first time that they tried to get to know each other and 
understand each other. His mother was really happy to see this.

From that very night, Arjun decided to take charge of his life. If he didn't like something, he was going to change 
it instead of living like a ghost. His problems didn't disappear but his mindset to deal with them improved. He 
worked on his relationship with his friends and family. He continued with Mechanical Engineering but with a 
reinforced interest to actually learn what he was studying. He tried to learn some new things, too, like painting, 
playing a guitar, swimming and playing tennis because he wanted to grow. 

He kept on improving himself. He felt happy and alive.

Around fifteen years later, he stood by the same lake , this time he was alone. He held an urn in his hand and 
emptied it into the water. It was his father's ashes. There were tears in his eyes, but no pain in his heart. His 
mother had been right. No one should live with regrets. He was grateful that he had learnt a timely lesson and 
made his old man happy while he had been alive.

I have been bent 
and broken, 

but I hope into 
a better shape.

Charles Dickens
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Longing
Isha

Dasmesh Girls College, Badal
Sri Muktsar  Sahib

He  laid  on  a  hospital  bed surrounded  with  medical  equipments  all  over him.  His  nostrils  covered  with  
breathing  tubes  and  whole  body  under  observation…….Mr.  Satish suffered a heart attack last night.  
Ambulance  was  summoned  in  emergency and  he  was  examined  for  hours  by  various  doctors. His bald 
head had a few silver hair. Rays  of  sun  fell  on  his  face  which  made  his  face  shine in  pale  yellow  
sparkles.  He  had  gained  consciousness  after  eight  hours  that  he  spent  struggling  between  life  and  
death. He looked at the painting on the wall.  It  was  a  toddler  crawling  on  the  ground about  to  take  his  
first  step. He was overwhelmed and his eyes welled up with tears.  The old memories kept flashing in his mind 
repeatedly.  
  It was the day his son Vijay left for Australia. He was granted scholarship in Southern Cross University. Mr. 
Sharma and Mrs. Sharma were very happy for their son. Her  mother  was  worried  how  he  would  be able  to  
handle  all  his  responsibilities  on  his  own,  how  he  would live  in  a  foreign  land  away  from  his  loved  
ones in a  world  of  strangers,  there  would  be  no one  to  wipe  his  tears  and  to  stand  beside  him  in  the  
ups  and  downs  of  life. His  mother  cried  at  airport  while  his  father  remained  silent  trying  to  hold  back  
his  tears.  His  mother  kept  on  reminding  him  to  take  care  of  himself.
Vijay  had moved  to  Chicago  after  completing  his  education  where  he  lived  with  his  wife  and children.  
He called his parents up once a fortnight. Mr.  Sharma  could  hear  the  voice  of  her  wife  talking  to  someone 
over  phone. “Please  Vijay,  your  father  already  suffered  two  heartattacks  and  this  is  the  third  one.  
Doctors are usure of his codition. Come  and  meet  him  once  he  really  misses  you  a  lot,”  she  said  
sobbing.  When she entered the room Mr.  Sharma questioned, “He refused again, didn't he?  Another excuse?”  
Mrs.  Sharma tried to sound cheerful, “No. He will come, I know.  He loves you a lot.  He  will  surely  come  to  
meet  you  even  if  he  has  to  cancel  his  important  meetings.  We are his ..Parents.  Why will he not come in 
the hour of need?” Her voice suggested otherwise. She went out to see the doctor.  Her  husbad  was  on  
deathbed  and  they  had  nobody  to  support  them  at  this  hour. It  was  difficult  for  her  to  take  care  of  
everything  at  this  age. 
Mr.  Sharma  was  lost  in  memories  again  thinking  of  their  only  child…the  moments  they  shared…when 
Vijay  used to  walk  holding  his  index  finger….. runnig.. taking  small  steps  in  the  cool  breeze  that  
ruffled  his  hair,  the  first  day  of  his  school when  his  was  crying  and  was  not  willig  to  leave  his  hand. 
“And now as if he was refusing to hold my hand…..!”Still  his eyes had a hope that his son would come to meet  
him.  He wanted to see his son. This longing that lasted for years was not ready to leave him but his soul left the  
body.  His eyes, that craved for the sight of his son were shut forever.

Education is not 
filling of a pail, 

but the lighting of a fire.

W. B. Yeats
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Obligation to Sit or an Urge to Run
Sukhpreet Kaur Gill

Bajaj College, Chownkiman
Tears rolling down the eyes, grief running through the mind. A beautiful soul was lying down with no shine. All 
dark, no hope, but a continuous obiligation to be the best.
“ Zaina!! Zaina!! Wake up Honey. Look what a bright day it is. Now wake up or you will get late.”,  shouted her 
mother.

Zaina, a 21 year old beautiful, intelligent young woman who is all set to crack CAT and get admission in some 
good MBA College wakes up as her mother's voice reaches her ears. “Mad! Do it fast, I'm getting late for 
college”, Zaina in a rush hurriedly reaches her college where parents day celebrations were going on. Her 
mother and her stepfather greeted everybody rocked the stage and won the first prize as best parents at the event.
“How cool your parents are!! Zaina . One always desires to have such friendly and open minded parents and 
your father is a cherry on the cake,” giggled Rina, Zaina's friend.
“Of course my parents are the best,” smiled Zaina.  
Now a  days,  a  perfect  rich  and  loving  family  is  the  matter  of  show-off.
Zaina remembered her childhood days when her father used to hit her mother. As a little girl she could  do  
nothing else  than  watching  the  entire  scene  standing  behind  the  curtains. 
Your  dad  and  me  are  going  out  .  Would  you  like  to  accompany  us?  
“No,  I  am  good,”  said  Zaina.  She  felt  alone  in  this  so  called  happy  family.  The  only  person  she  talks  
to  is  her  online  friend.  He  knows  everything  about  Zaina,  her  feelings  ,  emotions ,what  she  is  going  
through.  He  started  fulfilling  the  vacuum  in  her  life.  One  day  he  just  disappeared without  giving  any  
statement,  any  closure.  He  left.
Her  mother  had  gone  in through  a  lot  of  pain  her  life.  After  her  divorce  from  first  husband  she  
decided  to  marry  again,  for  Zaina's  future  so  that  she  could  provide  shelter  to  her  daughter  and  save  
her  from  the  malicious  society.  As  the  time  passed  she  changed  and  became  more  interested  in  
looking  happy  and  fulfilled  however  the  reality  was  that  she  was  not  happy  in  her  second  marriage.  
Zaina  became  a  depressed  ,  broken  girl  with  no  one  to  share  her  feelings. “I  just  want  to  run  away  
from  this  life”,  sighed  Zaina  and  jumped off  the  building.
Zaina's  mother  cried  in  pain. “I  wish  I  could have replied  your  text  message.  Alas!  I  could  have  taken  
the  message  seriously.”  The message  that  read, “  I  want  to  talk,  I  need  your  support”.

I raise up my voice-not so that 
I can shout, but so that those without 

a voice can be heard……We cannot 
all succeed when half 
of us are held back.”

Malala Yousafzai  
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My Mobile Phone
Sukhmani 

A. S. College, Khanna

It was the most threatening moment for everyone. There was movement everywhere. Noises coming from 
every direction. Five people had been killed. None of the members present there were safe.

A few months back, at my best friend's reception party, everything was going good. We were all enjoying the 
moment.  I and my friend, Heena were busy in clicking photographs of each other. Heena is the daughter of the 
senior chef of that restaurant. She went to the kitchen to bring my favorite ice cream. I again got busy in clicking 
some more pictures of mine and suddenly, I heard some noises coming from the main hall. I went there to check 
out the reason behind those noises. As soon as I reached there, I saw that there were around ten terrorists having 
large weapons in their hands. They killed five people who were trying to call the police. I hurriedly rushed 
behind a big and made a call to police and explained the incident. But then I thought, “These terrorists have 
closed all the doors and windows. How would the police force enter the hall? And if they will try to break the 
doors and come inside, these terrorists would kill everyone”. Then I made a plan. I was very near to the kitchen 
so I silently went there. Before going to the kitchen, I took off the leather belt I was wearing on my dress and 
using that I hung my mobile phone with one of the branches of that tree. Then I switched to the live chat on the 
most popular social media site – “Instagram” and focused my camera towards the main hall where the terrorists 
were present. Now when I reached the kitchen, Heena had already seen that live video of mine which made her 
and the whole kitchen staff alert. I told everyone present there to separate the seeds from all the apples available. 
Heena in a surprising tone asked “Why are we doing this?”, then I explained her that when a large amount of 
apple seeds is crushed, it act as poison. Within five minutes we took off all the seeds from the apples. Then 
Heena's father made a smoothie out of those crushed seeds and divided into ten glasses. I and Heena took those 
glasses outside with a huge smile, as if we didn't know anything about the arrival of those terrorists. One of 
those terrorists came to us angrily and said “How can you smile after seeing such a terrifying site and have these 
drinks. Wait! Now I will kill one of you and show you that how dangerous we are”. I in a very frightened voice, 
said “Please! Please! We are sorry, please don't kill us. I beg you. You all can have our drinks. But please leave 
us”. “And according to our plan, they all drank that smoothie and within a minute, they all started falling down 
due to the poison present in their drinks. I rushed towards the main door and opened it. Police took those 
terrorists to the hospital. We all were safe now. The judicious use of my mobile phone proved to be fruitful for 
hundreds of people. I was also given a bravery award for this. Everyone was proud of me.

Thousands have 
lived without love, 

not one without water.

H.  Auden
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Importance of Vocational Education
Vindhya Sood

S. A. C. C. M., Ludhiana
Quality education is the passport to a bright future & person with money can be robbed of his money but a 
person with knowledge and skill can never be robbed of his knowledge. A skill can do wonders even without a 
single penny in his pocket but a billion dollar empire can turn into ashes if there is the lack of knowledge and 
skills. 

When we talk about education, the first thing that strikes our mind is a degree and the job that the degree 
will get an individual into. But we often forget what matters more than a degree is the skill that a person 
possesses. Mere degree is of no use when an individual cannot apply the knowledge provided by it; practically 
in daily life.  
Vocational Education refers to the practical skills that are taught to an individual that can help him/her to earn a 
livelihood. The society is full of jobless degree holders because jobs are less and the claimants are more. 
Though people are highly qualified but still they lack in basic practical skills which forms a drawback and 
hinders the progress of the society.

Whereas Vocational Education provides skill development through short duration courses which have 
practical applicability and can help an individual to run his family. 
Poverty and illiteracy go hand in hand. A person who is poor cannot afford higher education, and lack of 
education leads to lack of job opportunities and hence poverty become a circle.

So the introduction of vocational education aims at removing this vicious loop in which a large section 
of the country is stuck. 

We have many industrialists and businessmen who do not have major degrees but possesses a skill with 
which they have built empire! All that matters is the will to learn and turn dreams into reality. The difference 
between ordinary and extra ordinary person is that the idea an ordinary person ignores, an extra ordinary person 
puts to application through his skill.  Keeping this in mind, India's honourable Prime Minister, Shri Narendra 
Modi has launched a Scheme to promote Vocational education and skill development called 'Pradhan Mantri 
Kaushal Vikas Yojana'. It aims to provide vocational skills to the people and to open a sea of opportunities with 
minimum investment. 
A lot of people have learned mechanical skills, handling machinery, electronics, and other objects which form 
an integral part of our routine life. 
At the state level, Mrs. Harsimrat Kaur Badal has done similar efforts under the 'Nanhi Chhan' campaign to 
empower women by providing them with talent of sewing, stitching, Phulakri making, etc. Many women have 
become independent and are living life with dignity because of such initiatives. 
Vocational Education not only opens doors for work based income but also raises the standard of living and 
enables people them to live with pride and dignity. Working hard and earning for the family is what everyone 
does; but learning a skill for life is a significant change that Vocational Education tries to bring in the society. 

Sometimes parents or society set such high bars for the children that they feel pressurized and not worth 
any value. An individual's real talent is crumbled beneath the course of fulfillment of such high expectations. In 
the movie 3 Idiots Joy is a boy who knows great technical skills and could do wonders if given an opportunity. 
Lack of opportunities has led a brain drain at a large scale.

 In order to prevent brain drain and loss of skilled workers, vocational education has been emphasized 
upon. When people will start earning good in their own country, they would not go abroad.
Vocational Education empowers an individual so much as to start his own start his own business, become an 
entrepreneur and do wonders! 
It is high time that we realize the importance of  Vocational Education and do our part to make the society a 
better place to live in. A world should be build where no work is big or small, significant or menial but every 
person is looked upon with respect and dignity, because real education is when we felicitate people for the skill 
they possess. 

People are made aware of the benefits of it once the idea of Vocational Education is spread, it won't be 
long to witness a society free from poverty, unemployment and illiteracy. Everyone will live a life of dignity 
and the country will become the 'India of our dreams!'
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Developing India
Ankit Sehjpal

Arya College, Ludhiana

Liberating degree based mindset to practical mindset.

India is the cradle of human race, the birthplace of human speech, the mother of history, the grandmother of 
legend, and the great grandmother of tradition . Let us start by saluting these remarkable words of Mark Twain. 
But with the course of time our society under the influence of western culture, evolved from a practical 
knowledge based society to a degree oriented society, which has adversely affected the quality of human 
resource of our country in a disasterous way. 

  After the independence, governments established universities, centres of excellence, institutes that focused 
upon the learning aspect rather than focusing upon the application or vocational aspects of every field of study. 

th
It was only after 20  century, we realized that the vocational knowledge guarantees employability.

In 2014, NDA government drafted and implemented the policies and programmes which focus upon the 
apprenticeship and vocational knowledge and training in country. 

A just society is that society in which ascending sense of reverence and descending sense of contempt is 
dissolved in to the creation of a compassionate society. – Dr. B. R. Ambedkar

NDA government launched, Skill India Campaign to build as ideal society. Under this campaign, the 
government set a target of 10 million Indian youngsters who will be given technical, computer and other 
vocational training in 150 centres of vocational excellence spread across different parts of the country in 29 
states and 7 union territories. 

This enabled around 2 crore youngsters in the age group of 18-25 to be employed across states in India and in 
regions & countries outside India. 

The skill India campaign gives the trained individuals a certificate of completition affiliated to the AICTE (All 
India Council of Technical Education), which is valid across India and in 170 countries around the world. 

Another programme the 'Make in India' movement .

Is idea of a job giving economy rather than a job seeking economy. Under this programme anyone who wants to 
start a entrepreneurship, business under MSMES (Micro Small Medium Enterprises) will be given a loan 
amount between R. 5 lacs to Rs. 25 lacs according to the need of the individual. 

Currently under this 25 lakh youngsters registered their firms manufacturing electronics, pharmaceutical 
products, hosiery and related items, which constitutes or contributes Rs. 1250 crore to the GDP of our country 
every year, according to the recent study of the NITI Ayog (National Institution for Transformation of India) 
(2018-19)

Our society is slowly heading towards an employment giving rather than an employment seeking society which 
shows the importance of vocational education. 

Government Schemes like Pradhan Mantri Maatru Vandana Yojana, Pradhan Mantri Stree Sashktikaran Yojana 
are playing an immence role towards women vocational education and women self reliance and empowerment, 
government has established 250 such centres, vocational training in fields of sculpture making, pottery, 
stitching, farming, technical and computer education in 110 districts of country, especially in the rural areas. 
Co-operative societies of women are promoted, as now they can get loans without interest of around Rs. 50 
lakhs (higher limit), with the payment period between 1 to 10 years.

Another important scheme “STRIVE” (Systematic transformation institute for vocational education) is 
launched in Oct, 2017. They specialised in elaborating and giving vocational knowledge to the members of 
society belonging to tribal areas, backward or under developed areas. According to the recent data from HRD 
Ministry, Government of India, these institutions made around 12 lakh citizens employable in fields other than 
the agriculture.

These estimates clearly highlight the words and findings of renowned economist Amarty Sen who said – In 21st 
century; 

“
”

“
”
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“the true essence of an economy can be felt in the skills of its vulnerable but trained citizens or human 
resource.” 

Therefore, in the case of India, if our nation wants to become a $5 million economy by 2024, then the 
government would have to take corrective actions in the functioning of the current education system of the 
country. Institutions like Indian Institutes of Technology, Indian Institute of Science and other centres of 
excellence have to play a parent like role in transforming other universities and educational institutes across the 
country. 

Organising seminars, workshops, and the student exchange programmes across universities of the country and 
the world will help to develop further the right approach in the concerned area. But first, we have to develop a 
sense of awareness in the minds of our children and parents that the vocational knowledge is the need of the 
hour. 

Vocational education will enable us to compete with the superpowers of the world in all the fields including 
science and technology. Thus the dream of our country to be $ 5 billion will become true when all the citizens 
and finally the government will follow a holistic approach towards the transformation of country to be at par 
with the nations like USA and China. 

Challenges before Youth
Priya

Guru Gobind Singh College for Women 
Sector- 26, Chandigargh

The youth is fighting for mental peace. The topic is not new to talk upon. But the the need of awareness is the 
call of the hour. Challenges are so many; peer pressure, Social Media pressure etc. The constant struggle to do 
something in life, to earn a living, to stay up with the peer group, and so on. It has become a world with no 
sentiments.  No one speaks in person but everyone is loud on social media. The list of challenges does not stop 
here. There are numerous other things that the youth is dealing with. There is a race going on, to go beyond what 
is possible. The main thing that no one talks about is why is there any need to talk on this topic?  Why have the 
challenges grown this much that they need a discussion? The world cannot be a happy place like this. Whether it 
is a boy or a girl, both are fighting with almost the same challenges. To be happy, to show everyone that you are 
happy and to be actually happy, these three are all different situations. Lack of understanding in any relationship 
can disturb one's mind.  However the youth has also dig up some of the problems by choice. The growing 
influence of social media is affecting the youth a lot. No one can imagine a single day without being socially 
active. Parent- child disagreement, not being able to score good grades can harm one's mental health. Prejudice 
in our country has always been an issue. People are not able to accept the change. The orthodox thinking can't 
let anyone grow.  The change is important and required. Each and every person is facing some kind of a 
problem. Drugs are destroying the youth. Several measures have been taken to stop the growing problem of 
drugs but still it is going on. These are some of the issues that the youth is dealing with. What should one do 
when one is upset? Talk to someone close? What if everyone is only available on Social media and not is real 
life? There have been several suicides. If someone is not good at studies, it does not mean that he is good at 
nothing. If the youth is set free to do what they are interested in, the world would be so much different. Constant 
peer pressure and the fear of being left out are the issues faced by the youth. Yolo; is very much used on social 
media which means 'You only live once'. These are some lines that make you feel motivated. But it seems good 
only online. Offline the life is so different. No doubt every person dreams to be something in life, but how does 
he feel when his dreams do not qualify the values that the society has set up. At that point, the person is 
demotivated.  People go to parks everyday and do a laughter therapy, they might not laugh the whole day after 
that. The world is not that easy. Mental Health is the main concern. Society needs to grow  to  give space  to  the  
youth  and  the  youth  will  grow  better  if  they  are  mentally  strong.  
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Craze of Going Abroad
Vrinda

Post Graduate Govt. College, Sec. 11 
Chandigarh

Imagine a cozy Sunday morning, sitting in your lawn with a cup of your favourite black coffee and a newspaper. 

Relaxing as it might feel but open the newspaper and bundles of leaflets and pamphlets flock the grounds of 

your lown. On your lush green grass now rest paper pieces advertising 'Learn IELTS here!!' Go to Australia, 

New Zealand! “Go to sector 17 Chandigarh and all your eyes can see is a hub of coaching institutions and Visa 

application centers. These businesses are today sprawling and multiplying faster than any virus, credited to the 

craze and zest of going aboard.  Is it all happening in a frenzy to ape the west or there are some deep underlying 

factors that are making some hot money yet to be unfolded ?

On a recent consensus by the United Nations, Indian diaspora is the most spread one. Over ten million 

Indians are today residing in other countries with Canada, United States and Australia being their major 

preferences. These numbers outlast those of China and Singapore who are less than nine million people 

residing outside their motherland. The major reason for it is the global competency, knowledge and fluent 

communication skills of Indians than their foreign counter parts be it Sunder Pichai or Indra Nooyi. India and 

Indians today are being recognized as emerging power. 

Yet the black side to the story is the enormous 'brain drain' of Indians to other countries. Engineers and 

scientists from India are part of all Silicon Valley companies like Google, Tesla Apple and Facebook. It can be 

undoubtedly said that foreign countries are growing on the expense and loss of India's growth. Drain of 

knowledge, caliber and potential of Indians to other countries is the major reason why India still lags behind in 

fields of technology and scientific research Recent revision in the Visa policy of the united states by president 

Donald Trump received widespread protest and opposition by multi national companies for it would lead to loss 

of majority of employees working in such companies. 

But demystifying the push factor for the craze of going abroad is a Herculean task. In various studies it has been 

found that the major reason is lack of competent education and job opportunities for youth in India today. 

Promise of a better life, better education, increased standard of living is the root cause of this unabated 

immigration by Indians. Punjab, Gujarat and Kerala are the states that contribute to the maximum number of 

immigrants. Major crunch of youth today thinks that their caliber is unappreciated in India which drives them to 

move abroad. Even in premier institutes like IITs  the hotshot preference of students in job placements are US 

tech- giants like Apple or Google. 

While to some this might not even seem to be a problem, but for India's growth prospects this can come up as a 

major hurdle. Steps taken by the government like 'Make in India' or 'Digital India Campaign' have given an 

impetus to job opportunities and enrichment yet we have a long way to go before more start – ups can be 

initiated in the country. 

Migration is not a recent phenomenon. Since the time of the rustic cave man, people moved to different 

places and formed new settlements at places where life was more comfortable with better availability of water 

and food. But this drastic movement happening today cannot be side looked. Punjabi today is an official 

language in Canada, Canadian parliament has a number of Punjabi Senators and is often cited as Mini Punjab. 

Indian origin lady Tulsi Gabbard is running for the post of President in United States. But no often than rare 

have we heard of a United   States based person settling in India. 

It is time for us to hear the thunderclap and put in strenuous efforts to make our nest so beautiful and worth- 

living that no bird ever flocks away. 
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The Caste Prejudice

Arpit Kanwar
P. G. G. College, Sec. 46, Chandigarh

The darkness sunk it's teeth deep inside Chetan's pounding heart as he continued running deeper into the dense 
shadowy forest. It was the fear that made his heart beat faster, fear of the dangerous men who were chasing him. 
It was late in the night and Chetan couldn't even see properly as he ran blindly. He looked back to see if the 
dangerous men were still up-close but all that he could see were the silhouette of trees which stretched high into 
the sky.
He slowed down a little bit to catch his breath and clam himself down so that he could think and assess the plight 
he was in. Apart from the aching muscles of his legs, Chetan's back and arms still hurt from the beating. He held 
his hurting arm and remembered the words of his grandmother, “Do not talk to anyone from the other side of the 
forest. Especially people with clean clothes and expensive jewellery.”
Chetan lived on the side of the forest amongst the people of same caste, people who were considered low and 
impure in the society and on the other side of the forest was a different world where lived the rich and the high 
class of the society. The forest was like the 'no-man's land' dividing the two sections of the society. It was 
exactly where Chetan was running away to save his life.
Earlier that morning, Chetan had been following his regular routine, he worked in the fields with his 
grandmother and then gave her a cooked meal. “Is father going to come home soon, grandma?” asked Chetan as 
he cleaned the worn-out dishes after feeding his grandmother.
“You know the kind of work he does, they keep making him dig deep inside the mine. They make my son work 
so hard and he barely earns enough to keep us fed. God knows when they will let him come home now,” said 
Chetan's grandmother in a dejected voice.
“Don't worry grandma, I'm sure he will return soon and with his wages this time. You must be tired now, you 
take rest and I'll take our cow to graze in the forest,” said Chetan in a reassuring voice.
“You're getting mature and responsible now, you are just like your father,” said Chetan's grandmother as she 
settled herself in the corner of their small hut with thatched roof and windows. Chetan left saying that he would 
be back by the evening and took the cow into the forest, as his grandmother dozed off to sleep.
Chetan's favourite part of the day was taking the cow to forest to feed it as he felt free to explore the forest but his 
grandmother always warned him to be weary of bears and other wild animals of the forest. Chetan had taken his 
cow to feed at the edge of the forest that day, he liked to peek into the lives of people who lived on the other side 
of the forest and that day he saw a group of boys playing together in the open field at the edge of the forest where 
Chetan had taken his cow to feed.
He observed the boys for a while and then noticed that they broke into a fight and one of them left. The 
remaining boys sat together talking about something and then one of them came closer and yelled, “Hey! Boy! 
Come here!”
Chetan looked around and went up to the boy who called him.
“What's your name?” aksed the boy in an authoritative voice.
“Ch.. Chetan”, he meekly answered.
“Where do you live?” asked the boy with arms akimbo.
“On the other side of the forest, in a small hut by the water stream.”Answered Chetan.
“Oh! You must be Kanta's son. She used to work at my house when I was a small child. She died giving birth to 
you right? Asked the boy indifferently.
Chetan shifted about uncomfortably where he stood and looked down nodding faintly.
“Anyway, we are falling short of a player, would you play cricket with us?” asked the boy.
Chetan said he didn't know how to play but the boy took him anyway.
To the boy's surprise Chetan was playing extremely good and it irritated them. Chetan was having a good time 
and he especially enjoyed hitting the ball with the bat. He hit it so hard during his turn to bat that it went for away 
and dropped into the stream. The boys were already irritated and it gave them a reason to take all their anger out 
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on poor young Chetan. They rounded him up and started beating him as they abused him. He covered his head 
with his arms and crouched taking all the hits on his back and arms. “That ball was more expensive than you, 
you pathetic low casto,” said a boy as he hit him. “Now bear the punishment and beating, swine,” said another 
by as he grabbed and threw him on the grain. They started dragging him and kept beating him until he lost 
consciousness.
When he regained consciousness, he was lying alone in the bushes, his body aching and throat parched. He was 
dying of thirst and he tenderly rose up, looking at the surroundings. He was a little far from the forest into the 
place where the high caste of people lived. He started walking back towards the forest and on his way back, he 
spotted a well. He looked around and seeing nobody he started drawing water from the well. He'd barely taken a 
sip that he heard a shout from somewhere, “Hey !who are you?”
Chetan looked around and a big man standing at the door stop of the house near the well. The man took a proper 
look at Chetan and exclaimed, “Brother, a low caste vermin is drinking from our well!” Another burly man 
came out of the house with a large stick.
Chetan was terrified and began running. The two men were chasing him with huge sticks and it looked like they 
would stop at nothing but have the blood of the little boy in exchange for the water that he had taken from the 
well. Fearing for his life, Chetan ran with all his might deep into the forest and the men were behind him. After a 
while tired of running, Chetan looked back to see if he had left the men behind so he slowed down to catch his 
breath and think how to save himself.
Chetan had no idea where he was in the dark of the forest. He suddenly heard water trickling after a while of 
walking. He knew that he had to follow the direction of the stream and he would reach home. He neared the 
moonlit stream and sat beside it to take a sip and relax his sore body and legs. He heard something move and 
rustling of dry leaves in the woods near him. He slowly got up and sprinted back into the woods running in the 
direction of the flowing water, besides him, in the stream.
He heard footsteps following him in the same pace and he dreaded that the men must have caught up with him. 
He ran faster blindly and suddenly banged into something that moved and fell down on the ground. His head 
was spinning and when he looked up, to his dread, he saw the two dangerous men with sticks right in front of 
him. He had banged against one of them and thought that everything was over. He closed his eyes as one of the 
men got closer to him and stretched out his arm to grab him. 
A few moments passed but he didn't feel anyone touch him, confused, he opened his eyes and to his amazement 
he found that the two men were staring behind him blankly. The stillness of the moment was broken by a loud 
roar that shook every one up. Chetan looked back and saw a huge grizzly bear which was thrice the size of those 
men. The men raised their sticks against the bear and slowly started retracting. Chetan suddenly sprang up and 
without thinking started running with all his might. He heard a roar again behind him and the men shouted, 
Chetan did not look back and kept running away from the sound of the struggling men and the roaring bear. He 
soon passed over the horizon, back into his territory and the nightmare of everything that had happened was 
now behind him.
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The darkness sunk it's teeth deep inside Chetan's pounding heart as he continued running deeper into the dense 
shadowy forest. It was the fear that made his heart beat faster, fear of the dangerous men who were chasing him. 
It was late in the night and Chetan couldn't even see properly as he ran blindly. He looked back to see if the 
dangerous men were still up-close but all that he could see were the silhouette of trees which stretched high into 
the sky.
He slowed down a little bit to catch his breath and clam himself down so that he could think and assess the plight 
he was in. Apart from the aching muscles of his legs, Chetan's back and arms still hurt from the beating. He held 
his hurting arm and remembered the words of his grandmother, “Do not talk to anyone from the other side of the 
forest. Especially people with clean clothes and expensive jewellery.”
Chetan lived on the side of the forest amongst the people of same caste, people who were considered low and 
impure in the society and on the other side of the forest was a different world where lived the rich and the high 
class of the society. The forest was like the 'no-man's land' dividing the two sections of the society. It was 
exactly where Chetan was running away to save his life.
Earlier that morning, Chetan had been following his regular routine, he worked in the fields with his 
grandmother and then gave her a cooked meal. “Is father going to come home soon, grandma?” asked Chetan as 
he cleaned the worn-out dishes after feeding his grandmother.
“You know the kind of work he does, they keep making him dig deep inside the mine. They make my son work 
so hard and he barely earns enough to keep us fed. God knows when they will let him come home now,” said 
Chetan's grandmother in a dejected voice.
“Don't worry grandma, I'm sure he will return soon and with his wages this time. You must be tired now, you 
take rest and I'll take our cow to graze in the forest,” said Chetan in a reassuring voice.
“You're getting mature and responsible now, you are just like your father,” said Chetan's grandmother as she 
settled herself in the corner of their small hut with thatched roof and windows. Chetan left saying that he would 
be back by the evening and took the cow into the forest, as his grandmother dozed off to sleep.
Chetan's favourite part of the day was taking the cow to forest to feed it as he felt free to explore the forest but his 
grandmother always warned him to be weary of bears and other wild animals of the forest. Chetan had taken his 
cow to feed at the edge of the forest that day, he liked to peek into the lives of people who lived on the other side 
of the forest and that day he saw a group of boys playing together in the open field at the edge of the forest where 
Chetan had taken his cow to feed.
He observed the boys for a while and then noticed that they broke into a fight and one of them left. The 
remaining boys sat together talking about something and then one of them came closer and yelled, “Hey! Boy! 
Come here!”
Chetan looked around and went up to the boy who called him.
“What's your name?” aksed the boy in an authoritative voice.
“Ch.. Chetan”, he meekly answered.
“Where do you live?” asked the boy with arms akimbo.
“On the other side of the forest, in a small hut by the water stream.”Answered Chetan.
“Oh! You must be Kanta's son. She used to work at my house when I was a small child. She died giving birth to 
you right? Asked the boy indifferently.
Chetan shifted about uncomfortably where he stood and looked down nodding faintly.
“Anyway, we are falling short of a player, would you play cricket with us?” asked the boy.
Chetan said he didn't know how to play but the boy took him anyway.
To the boy's surprise Chetan was playing extremely good and it irritated them. Chetan was having a good time 
and he especially enjoyed hitting the ball with the bat. He hit it so hard during his turn to bat that it went for away 
and dropped into the stream. The boys were already irritated and it gave them a reason to take all their anger out 
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on poor young Chetan. They rounded him up and started beating him as they abused him. He covered his head 
with his arms and crouched taking all the hits on his back and arms. “That ball was more expensive than you, 
you pathetic low casto,” said a boy as he hit him. “Now bear the punishment and beating, swine,” said another 
by as he grabbed and threw him on the grain. They started dragging him and kept beating him until he lost 
consciousness.
When he regained consciousness, he was lying alone in the bushes, his body aching and throat parched. He was 
dying of thirst and he tenderly rose up, looking at the surroundings. He was a little far from the forest into the 
place where the high caste of people lived. He started walking back towards the forest and on his way back, he 
spotted a well. He looked around and seeing nobody he started drawing water from the well. He'd barely taken a 
sip that he heard a shout from somewhere, “Hey !who are you?”
Chetan looked around and a big man standing at the door stop of the house near the well. The man took a proper 
look at Chetan and exclaimed, “Brother, a low caste vermin is drinking from our well!” Another burly man 
came out of the house with a large stick.
Chetan was terrified and began running. The two men were chasing him with huge sticks and it looked like they 
would stop at nothing but have the blood of the little boy in exchange for the water that he had taken from the 
well. Fearing for his life, Chetan ran with all his might deep into the forest and the men were behind him. After a 
while tired of running, Chetan looked back to see if he had left the men behind so he slowed down to catch his 
breath and think how to save himself.
Chetan had no idea where he was in the dark of the forest. He suddenly heard water trickling after a while of 
walking. He knew that he had to follow the direction of the stream and he would reach home. He neared the 
moonlit stream and sat beside it to take a sip and relax his sore body and legs. He heard something move and 
rustling of dry leaves in the woods near him. He slowly got up and sprinted back into the woods running in the 
direction of the flowing water, besides him, in the stream.
He heard footsteps following him in the same pace and he dreaded that the men must have caught up with him. 
He ran faster blindly and suddenly banged into something that moved and fell down on the ground. His head 
was spinning and when he looked up, to his dread, he saw the two dangerous men with sticks right in front of 
him. He had banged against one of them and thought that everything was over. He closed his eyes as one of the 
men got closer to him and stretched out his arm to grab him. 
A few moments passed but he didn't feel anyone touch him, confused, he opened his eyes and to his amazement 
he found that the two men were staring behind him blankly. The stillness of the moment was broken by a loud 
roar that shook every one up. Chetan looked back and saw a huge grizzly bear which was thrice the size of those 
men. The men raised their sticks against the bear and slowly started retracting. Chetan suddenly sprang up and 
without thinking started running with all his might. He heard a roar again behind him and the men shouted, 
Chetan did not look back and kept running away from the sound of the struggling men and the roaring bear. He 
soon passed over the horizon, back into his territory and the nightmare of everything that had happened was 
now behind him.
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Panjab University Vice Chancellor 
Prof. Raj Kumar releasing the 
annual magazine “Jawan Tarang” 
of the session 2018-19, along 
with Editorial Board

Students of Khalsa College, Sri 
Muktsar Sahib with Hon,ble Vice 
Chancellor Prof. Raj Kumar and 
other officers of the Panjab 
University Chandigarh,  after 
presented Malwai Gidha on 15 
August, 2019 programme

Student campers of Youth 
Training Camp organized at  

Dr. Y. S. Parmar University of 
Horticulture and Forestry, 

thNauni, Solan (HP) from 15  June 
rdto 23  June 2019
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Hon,ble Vice Chancellor Prof. Raj 
Kumar releasing the logo ( Awpxw 

mUlu pCwxu) of Panjab University  

Yo u t h  F e s t i v a l s  2 0 1 9 - 2 0  
honouring the Panjab University 
Zonal Youth & Heritage Festival 
Convenors 

Mr. Muneeshwar Joshi SVC is 
being honoured by the editorial 
board of “Jawan Tarang”

Prof. K. N. Pathak, former Vice 
Chancellor of Panjab University 
Chandigarh, is being presented a 
copy of “Jawan Tarang” by 
Director Youth Welfare
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Hon,ble Vice Chancellor Prof. Raj Kumar addressing and honouring the Convenors of the 
Panjab University Zonal Youth & Heritage Festivals 2019-20

Dr. Nisha Aggarwal- Chandigarh- A 

Dr. Binu Dogra- Chandigarh- B Dr. Pinkee Rani Kamran- Education- A

Dr. Umesh Kumari- Education- B Dr. Susheela Narang- Education- C

Dr. Preet Mohinder Pal Singh- Hoshiarpur- A Dr. Paramjit Singh- Hoshiarpur- B

Dr. Kuldeep Kaur Dhaliwal- Ludhiana- A Dr. Inderjeet Kaur- Ludhiana- B

Dr. Surjit Singh- Moga Ferozepur- A Dr. Mandeep Kaur (on behalf of 
Dr. Tejinder Kaur Dhaliwal)- Sri Muktsar Sahib
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Hon,ble Vice Chancellor Prof. Raj Kumar



Panjab University Youth Training Camp 2019-20
at

Dr. Y. S. Parmar University of Horticulture & Forestry, Nauni, Solan, HP
15 to 23 June 2019

Mr. Gurpreet Singh Toor, IPS, DIG, Punjab Police is being 
welcomed by the Student Campers 

Prof. Karamjeet Singh, Registrar, Panjab University, 
Chandigarh is being honoured 

Student Campers reached at “Bodhi Mandir” after 
trekking during the  Youth Training Camp 

Eminent Poet Padam Shree Dr. Surjit Patar is being 
welcomed by the Student Campers 
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st
61  Panjab University Inter-Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha
November 01 to 04, 2019

Vice Chancellor's Trophy 
Guru Nanak National College, Doraha

Principal / Convener
Dr. Narinder Singh Sidhu    

Organizing Secretary
Mrs. Nidhi Saroop



Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
Govt. College of Commerce and Business Administration, Sec. 50, Chandigarh 

(Zone- Chandigarh- A) 
September 27 to 30, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
G. G. D. S. D. College, Sec. 32, Chandigarh

Principal / Convener
Prof. Nisha Aggarwal    

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Bikramjit Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 42, Chandigarh 

(Zone- Chandigarh- B) 
September 24 to 27, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
P. G. Govt. College for Girls, 

Sec. 11, Chandigarh

Principal / Convener
Dr. Binu Dogra  

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Sadhna Verma



Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
Mata Ganga Khalsa College, Kottan, Ludhiana 

(Zone- Ludhiana- A) 
October 01 to 04, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana

Principal / Convener
Dr. Kuldeep Kaur Dhaliwal  

Organizing Secretary
Prof. Baljit Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
Ramgarhia Girls College, Millar Ganj, Ludhiana 

(Zone- Ludhiana- B) 
September 25 to 28, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
Ramgarhia Girls College, 

Millar Ganj, Ludhiana

Principal / Convener
Dr. Inderjeet Kaur  

Organizing Secretary
Prof. Jaspaul Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar, Hoshiarpur  

(Zone- Hoshiarpur- A) 

 
October 11  to 14, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur

Principal / Convener
Dr. Preet Mohinder Pal Singh

Organizing Secretary
Prof. Lakhwinder Jeet Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
M. R. P. D. Govt. College, Talwara, Hoshiarpur 

(Zone- Hoshiarpur- B) 
October 02 to 05 , 2019

Zonal Trophy 
Govt. College, Hoshiarpur

Principal / Convener
Dr. Paramjit Singh

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Surjit Singh
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival
Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar, Ferozepur 

(Zone- Moga Ferozepur- A) 

 
October 11  to 14, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
Baba Kundan Singh College, 

Muhar, Ferozepur

Principal / Convener
Dr. Surjit Singh

Organizing Secretary
Mrs. Parwinder Kaur
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S. B. B. S Memorial Girls College, Sukhanand, Moga 

(Zone- Moga Ferozepur- B) 
October 24 to 26, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
S. B. B. S Memorial Girls College

Sukhanand, Moga

Principal / Convener
Dr. Sukhwinder Kaur

Organizing Secretary
Ms. Sukhwinder Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib 

(Zone- Muktsar) 
October 18 to 21, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
Guru Nanak College for Girls

Sri Muktsar Sahib

Principal / Convener
Dr. Tejinder Kaur Dhaliwal

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Mandeep Kaur

|Üò» åð×§  Áßæ¡ ÌÚ´» | Jawan Tarang 2020100



Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
S. G. G. S. College of Education, Kamlooh, Mukerian 

(Zone- Education- A) 
October 03 to 06, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana

Principal / Convener
Dr. Pinkee Rani Kamran

Organizing Secretary
Ms. Harmeet Kaur
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 
L. L. R. M. College of Education, Dhudhike, Moga 

(Zone- Education- B) 
October 14  to 16, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
Malwa Central College of Education, Ludhiana      

Principal / Convener
Dr. Mrs. Umesh Kumari

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Ajay Kumar
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Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival
Kenway College of Education, Abohar 

(Zone- Education- C) 
October 22 to 24, 2019

Zonal Trophy 
D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar

Principal / Convener
Dr. Susheela Narang

Organizing Secretary
Dr. Naresh Gandhi
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Hand Writing Competition- First in Punjabi 

NAME: AMANDEEP KAUR

COLLEGE: S. U. S. P. U. C. COLLEGE, GURU HARSAHAI
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Hand Writing Competition- First in Hindi

NAME: URVASHI RATHEE

COLLEGE: M. C. M. D. A. V. COLLEGE, 

SECTOR- 36, CHANDIGARH



Hand Writing Competition- First in English

NAME: JASPREET SINGH

COLLEGE: PANJAB UNIVERSITY CAMPUS

 SECTOR- 14, CHANDIGARH
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Result of 61st Panjab University Inter-Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha 

1st  November, 2019 
Category Position College Name Participant Name 

s1 t

 

P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 42, Chandigarh  

 

 

G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector 32, Chandigarh Vibhuti Sharma 
n2 d P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Simranter Gill 
r3 d S. D. College for Women, Moga Jyoti 
s1 t Panjab University Campus, Sector- 14, Chandigarh  
n2 d

 

Arya College, Ludhiana  

s1 Panjab University Campus, Sector- 14, Chandigarh Jaspreet Singh 
n2 d

 

Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Ambika Marya  

(Punjabi) n2 Panjab University Campus, Sector- 14, Chandigarh Harman Kaur 
r3 d P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sector- 11, Chandigarh Sonam Rani 

Hand Writing s1 t M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36 Chandigarh Urvashi Rathee 

r3
Poem Writing s1 t G. H. G. Harbaksh College of Education, Sidhwan Khurd Ramandeep Kaur 

n2 Govt. College, Karamsar, Rara Sahib Harjot Singh 
r3 d D. A. V. College of Education, Hoshiarpur Manpreet Singh 

Arya College, Ludhiana Meha Maggo 
Short Story Writing s1 t Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Nisha 

n2 d Khalsa College of Education, Sri Muktsar Sahib MehakpreetKaur 
r3 d D. A. V. College of Education, Hoshiarpur Zareena Begam 

Essay Writing s1 t Disha 
n2 d Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana Arshdeep Kaur 
r3 d 

S. G. G. S. College, Sector 26, Chandigarh Mansi 
M. B. G. Govt. College, Pojewal Mohit Kumar 

Rangoli s1 Shree Atam Vallabh Jain College, Ludhiana Aaditya Verma 
n2 d

G. H. G. Harbaksh College of Education, Sidhwan Khurd 

Group Dance 
(General) 

Team 
s1 Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib  
n2 D. D. Jain Memorial College, Ludhiana  
r3 P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh  

D. A. V. College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh  
Individual 

s1 t Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib Karamjeet Kaur 
n2 d D. D. Jain Memorial College, Ludhiana Priya 
r3 d D. A. V. College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Sheetal 

Group Shabad Team

 

s1 t

n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  
r3 d Guru Nanak Girls College, Muktsar  

Sri Guru Gobind Singh College, Sec. 26, Chandigarh  
P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 42, Chandigarh  

Individual

n2 d Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Naginder Singh 
r3 d Sri Guru Gobind Singh College, Sec. 26, Chandigarh Dikshit Singh 

Group Bhajan Team
s1 t

 

G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh  
n2 d P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh  
r3 d

 

S. D. College for Women, Moga  
Individual 

s1 t  

  

 

Classical Music 
(Vocal) 

Hand Writing 
(English) 

Classical Dance 

G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh Anshika Bansal 

n2 d M. T. S. Memorial College for Women, Ludhiana  
r3 d D. A. V. College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh   

  

  

t
 

d

d
 

 

 

 

 

Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana  
 

 

s1 t Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Jasmeen Kaur 
 

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

r3 d Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana  
t

 

r3 d Dasmesh Khalsa College, Sri Muktsar Sahib Ishika 
t

 

Hand Writing s1 S. U. S. P. U. C. College, Guru Harsahai Amandeep Kaur 
d
 

 

 

 

(Hindi) n2 Govt. College of Art Sector- 10, Chandigarh Prashant 
d
 

d

M. R. P. D. Govt. College, Talwara Tanvi  

d
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

t 



r3 d

 

Govt. Home Science College, Sector- 10, Chadigarh Chetna Vats 

Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib Ramandeep Kaur 

Phulkari 
(Embroidery) 

s1 t

 

P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 42, Chandigarh Manisha 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Manjinder Kaur 
r3 d

 

M. T. S. M. College, Ludhiana Ayushi Kapoor 
S. B. B. S. M. Girls College, Sukhanand, Moga Lakhveer Kaur 

Bagh (Embroidery) s1 t

 

J. S. Khalsa College for Women, Mehna Rupinder Kaur 
n2 d

 

M. T. S. M. College, Ludhiana Kamalpreet Kaur 
r3 d

 

A. S. College, Khanna Simranjit Kaur 
Bhag Singh Khalsa College, Abohar Amandeep Kaur 

Dasuti/Cross Stitch 
(Embroidery) 

s1 t
 

Bhag Singh Khalsa College, Abohar Mandeep Kaur 
n2 d

 

A.S. College for Women, Khanna Maninder Kaur 
r3 d

 

Arya College, Ludhiana Simran Sharma 
A. D. College, Dharamkot, Moga Ramandeep Kaur 

Pakhi Designing s1 t
 

Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana Kamaljeet Kaur 
n2 d

 
M. D. College of Education, Abohar Nisha Devi 

r3 d 
Guru Nanak College for Girls, Muktsar Amanpreet Kaur 
D. A. V. College, Hoshiarpur Manisha 

Crochet Work s1 t Malwa Central College of Education, Ludhiana Harpreet Kaur 
n2 d Govt. College for Girls, Ludhiana Tripat Kaur 
r3 d P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Monika 

S. D. College for Women, Moga Jasveer Kaur 
Knitting s1 t Shree Atam Vallabh Jain College, Ludhiana Sadhna 

n2 d Guru Nanak College for Girls, Model Town, 
Ludhiana 

Lakhwinder Kaur 

r3 d
 P. G. G. C. G. Sector 42, Chandigarh Neha 

M. B. B. G. R. C. Girls College, Mansowal Ritu Rahul 
Mehndi Designing & 
Application 

s1 t
 S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur Manpreet Kaur 

n2 d
 B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana Richa Rani 

r3 d

 
Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh. Jashandeep Kaur 

 
2nd November, 2019 

Bhangra Team 

  
s1 t

 

G. G. N. Khalsa College, Ludhiana  
n2 d

 

S. G. G. S. College, Sector-26, Chandigarh  
r3 d

 

G. H. G. Khalsa College, Gurusar Sudhar  
Individual

 
s1 t

 

S. G. G. S. College, Sector-26, Chandigarh Harpreet Manju 
n2 d

 

G. G. N. Khalsa College, Ludhiana Arshdeep Singh 
r3 d

 

G. H. G. Khalsa College, Gurusar Sudhar Davinder Singh 
Quiz  s1 t

 

S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana  
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana  
r3 d

 

D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar  
Gidha Team 

  

s1 t

 

A.S. College, Khanna  
n2 d

 

Khalsa College for Women, Sidhwan Khurd  
r3 d

 

D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar  
Individual 

s1 t

 

Khalsa College for Women, Sidhwan Khurd Sukhpreet Kaur 
n2 d

 

A.S. College, Khanna Harmanjit Kaur 
r3 d

 

D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar Anita Rani 
Skit Team

   

s1 t

 

P. G. G. C, Sector- 11, Chandigarh  
n2 d

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  
r3 d

 

R. S. D. College, Ferozepur  
Individual

s1 t P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Kanwarpal Singh 
n2 d B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar Rituraj 
r3 d P. G. G. C. G. Sector - 11 Chandigarh Tushar 

Mimicry  Team
   

s1 t

 

Arya College, Ludhiana  
n2 d

 

Khalsa College for Women, Ludhiana   
r3 d

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  
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Mime  Team
   s1 t

 P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh  
n2 d

 D. A. V. College, Hoshiarpur  
r3 d

 S. B. B. S. M. Girls College, Sukhanand,  Moga  
 Individual

 
 

s1 t

 
P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Sahil 

n2 d

 
Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Gujarkhan 
Campus, Ludhiana 

Jaskirat 

r3 d

 
Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib Pawanpreet Kaur 

Bhand Team   
s1 t

 G. H. G. Khalsa College of Education, Gurusar Sudhar  
n2 d

 

Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana  
r3 d

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  
Individual 

s1 t Kuldeep Singh 
n2 d

 
Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana Tanya 

r3 d

 
Guru Nanak Govt. College, Guru Teg Bahadurgarh, Moga Aakashdeep Singh

Debate s1 t

 

D. A. V. College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Deepakshi 
n2 d

 

Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana Gurlene Kaur 
r3 d

 

Guru Gobind Singh College of Education, Malout Gunjan 
Elocution s1 t

 

Dasmesh Girls College of Education, Badal, Sri 
Muktsar Sahib 

Sheetal 

n2 d

 

Khushboo 
r3 d

 

Govt. College for Girls, Ludhiana Inayat Sharma 
Poem Recitation s1 t

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Ichapurak Singh 
n2 d

 

J. D. College of Education, Muktsar Arshdeep Singh 
r3 d

 
Sri Guru Gobind Singh College, Sector- 26, Chandigarh Aastha 

Muharvredar 
Vaartalap 

Team 

  

s1 t

 

M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36, Chandigarh  
n2 d

 

Dev Samaj College of Education for Women, Ferozepur 

 

r3 d

 

S. G. G. S. College, Sector- 26, Chandigarh  
Individual

 

s1 t

 

M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36, Chandigarh Jasanpreet Kaur 
n2 d

 

S. G. G. S. College, Sector- 26, Chandigarh Gurkeerat 
r3 d

 

Govt. College, Sri Muktsar Sahib Amandeep 

 
  

3rd November, 2019 
One Act Play Team 

  

s1 t

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  
n2 d

 

P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh  
B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  

r3 d

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar  
G. N. K. G., Sri Muktsar Sahib  

Individual

 

s1 t

 

B, A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar Kulwinder Singh 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Nirmalpreet Kaur 
r3 d Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Parvez Khan 

P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Tushar Mahajan 
Histrionics Team 

  s1 t

 
S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana Harpreet Singh 

n2 d

 
Dasmesh Girls College, Mukerian Shabeta 

r3 d

 
G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh Rajat Verma 

Indian Orchestra Team 
  s1 t

 
P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh  

n2 d

 
Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  

r3 d

 
S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur,  
G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh  

Individual
s1 t Khalsa College, Garhdiwala Jaspreet Singh 
n2 d Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Manpreet Singh 
r3 d P. G. G. C. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Swati 

G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh Gaurav Arora 
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G. H. G. Khalsa College of Education, Gurusar Sudhar 

Sri Guru Gobind Singh College, Sector- 26, Chandigarh 



Group Song Indian Team   
s1 t Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  
n2 d Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Gujarkhan 

Campus, Ludhiana 
 

M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36, Chandigarh  
r3 d 

R. S. D. College, Ferozepur  
D. A. V.  College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh  

Individual 
s1 t

 

Guru Nanak Khalsa Gujarkhan Campus, Ludhiana Jaspreet Kaur 
n2 d

 

M. C. M. D. A. V. Sector- 36, Chandigarh Shreya Sharma 
r3 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Amritpal Singh 
Folk Song Team 

  

s1 t

 

Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Tanishq Kaur 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Anuradha 
M. C. M. D. A. V. Sector- 36, Chandigarh Shreya 

r3 d

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar Manpreet Singh 
G. H. G. Khalsa College, Gurusar Sudhar Gian Kaur 

Gazal  s1 t

 

Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, 
Gurjarkhan Campus, Ludhiana 

Jaspreet Kaur 

n2 d

 

Panjab University Campus, Sector- 14, Chandigarh Ranbir Singh 
r3 d

 

P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Chayanika Garg 
Geet  s1 t

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Baljinder Kaur 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Amritpal Singh 
r3 d

 

P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 11, Chandigarh Harsimranjot Kaur 
M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36, Chandigarh Divya Bhatt 

 

Instrumental Music 
(Percussion) 

Team 

  

1st P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Gagandeep  

2nd Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Damanpreet       Singh 

3rd Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Amandeep Singh 
Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Manpreet Singh 

Instrumental Music 
(Non- Percussion) 

Team 

  

1st P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Simranpreet Kaur 
2nd P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Aasakh Bhatt 
3rd Khalsa College for Women, Ludhiana Simranjeet Kaur 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Rattan Kaur 
On the Spot 
Painting  

1st Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Sahil Singh           Masand 

2nd Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Krishna Verma 
3rd Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, 

Gujarkhan Campus, Ludhiana 
Parwinder Kaur 

Installation 1st 

 

2nd M. C. M. D. A. V. College, Sector- 36, Chandigarh

  

3rd Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh  
Poster Making 1st Govt. College, Hoshiarpur, Harvinder Kaur 

2nd Govt. Home Science College, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Rashmita Subba 
3rd Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Bharti 

Photography 1st P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Keeratleen Kaur 
2nd S. D. College, Hoshiarpur Nitish Saini 
3rd Bhutta College of Education, Ludhiana Sneha Rai 

Collage Making 1st Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Smanta 
2nd Govt. College for Girls, Ludhiana Prabpreet Kaur 
3rd Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Sumit 

Clay Modeling 1st Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana Nitika 
2nd Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Prince Sharma 
3rd Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Palakdeep Kaur 

Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana 
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4th November, 2019 
Folk Dance (Boys) Team 

  

s1 t

 

S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana  
n2 d

 

S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur  
r3 d

 

P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh  
D. A. V. College, Abohar  

Individual

 

s1 t

 

S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur Tejinder Singh 
n2 d

 

P. G. G. C., Sector- 11, Chandigarh  Ekjot Singh 
r3 d

 

Gobind National College, Narangwal Jaspreet Singh 
Folk Dance (Girls) Team 

  

s1 t

 

Khalsa College for Women, Ludhiana  
n2 d

 

P. U. S. S. G. Regional Center, Hoshiarpur  
r3 d

 

Dev Samaj College for Women, Sector- 45, Chandigarh 

 

Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib  
Individual

 

s1 t

 

Khalsa College for Women, Ludhiana Pallavi 
n2 d

 

Dasmesh Girls College, Sri Muktsar Sahib Reema 
r3 d

 

Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib Ramandeep Kaur 
Panjab University Regional Centre, Ludhiana NishaChahal 

Ladies Traditional 
Songs 

Team 

  

s1 t

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  
n2 d

 

P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 42, Chandigarh  
r3 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  
Kenway College of Education, Abohar 

Individual

 

s1 t

 

P. G. G. C. Sector- 46, Chandigarh Rupinder Kaur 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Harjot Kaur 
r3 d

 

P. G. G. C. G. Sector- 42, Chandigarh Manpreet Kaur 
B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar Meena Rani 

Folk Instruments Team 

  

s1 t

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Gursahib Singh 
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib Jatinder Kaur 
r3 d

 

Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Simran Kaur 
Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Salim Khan 

Heritage Quiz s1 t

 

Dasmesh Girls College of Education, Badal, Sri 
Muktsar Sahib 

 

n2 d

 

Govt. College, Hoshiarpur  
r3 d

 

B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar  
Shaheed Ganj College for Women, Mudki  

Group Folk 
Orchestra 

Team 

  

s1 t

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar  
n2 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha  
r3 d

 

Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana  
Guru Nanak Girls College, Sri Muktsar Sahib  

Individual

 

s1 t

 

G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh Karanvir Singh 
n2 d

 

Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Navjot Kaur 
r3 d

 

Guru Nanak National College, Doraha Salim Khan 
Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Amandeep Singh 

  

Vaar Singing Team 

  

s1 t

 

Govt. College, Hoshiarpur  
n2 d

 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar  
r3 d S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur  

Cartooning 1st G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32 Chandigarh Harmanrpeet        Singh 
2nd Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Amanpreet Singh 
3rd P. G. G. C. G., Sector- 11, Chandigarh Periamma 

Still Life Drawing 1st Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh Narbu Wangyal 
2nd Khalsa College, Garhdiwala Seerat
3rd Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana Heena Jain 
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 Individual 
1st Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Amritjot Kaur 
2nd Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Sukhwinder Singh 
3rd S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana Harshdeep Singh 

Kali Singing Team 
  1st Govt. College, Hoshiarpur  

2nd S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana
 3rd G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh

  Individual
 1st Govt. College, Ludhiana Manjinder Singh 

2nd Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Baldeep Kaur 
3rd Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana

 
Ramzan Bibi 

Kavishri Team 
  1st A.S. College, Khanna  

2nd Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib
  3rd R. S. D. College, Ferozepur  

Individual 
1st Guru Nanak College for Girls, Sri Muktsar Sahib Ravinderdeep Kaur
2nd A. S. College, Khanna Jaspal Dass 
3rd Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Ramzan Bibi 

Guddian Patole 
Making 

1st S. B. B. S. M. Girls College, Sukhanand Jaspreet Kaur 
2nd S. H. S. M. College for Women, Mukhsuspur Narinder Kaur 
3rd Dashmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib

 

Rimpy Rani 
Pranda Making 

 

1st M. T. S. M. College for Women, Ludhiana Inderdeep Kaur 
2nd Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Kulwinder Kaur 
3rd G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh

 

Shweta Mittal 
Chhikku Making 1st Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib Harpreet Kaur 

2nd Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana Vishali Sankar 
3rd Dasmesh Girls College, Mukerian Manisha 

Naala Making 1st A. S.College, Khanna Paramjot Kaur 
2nd J. S. Khalsa College, Mehna, Moga Navpreet Kaur 
3rd Dasmesh Girls College of Education, Badal, Sri 

Muktsar Sahib
Sukhpal Kaur 

Tokri Making 1st Guru Ram Dass B.Ed. College, Jalalabad Gurcharan Singh 
2nd Govt. College, Sri Muktsar Sahib Bharat Singh 
3rd Khalsa College for Women, Ludhiana Shaminderjeet Kaur 

Mitti De Khidaune 1st Babe Ke College of Education, Daudhar Parminder Kaur 
2nd D. A. V. College, Hoshiarpur Divya 
3rd Guru Nanak Girls College, Ludhiana Shahin 

Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar Amandeep Singh 
Khiddo Making 1st B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana Radhika Sharma 

2nd S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana Lovepreet Singh 
3rd D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar Deepika 

Peerhi Making 1st D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar Amandeep Kaur 
2nd Shree Atam Vallabh Jain Colle ge, Ludhiana Sadhna
3rd Govt. College, Hoshiarpur Amanpreet Kaur 

Rassa Vattna 1st S. P. N. College, Mukerian Paramjit Singh 
2nd D. A. V. College, Abohar Karan Gangparia 
3rd S. K. College of Education for Girls, Moga Kiranjeet Kaur 

Eennu Making 1st Bhag Singh Khalsa College, Kala Tibba Shallu 
2nd Shree Atam Vallabh Jain Colle ge, Ludhiana Deepanshu
3rd S. B. B. S. M. College for Girls, Sukhanand, Moga Manpreet Kaur 

Overall Panjab Unversity Vice Chancellor's Trophy
Won by

Runners up
Guru Nanak National College, Doraha

P.G. Govt. College, Sector-11, Chandigarh
Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar, Ferozepur
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Name College Proficiency

Theatre

Recipients of Panjab University Roll of Honor- 2019-20
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 Sr. No.

Theatre

Theatre

Theatre

Theatre

Theatre

Theatre

Theatre

Elocution

Debate

On the Spot 
Painting

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

P. G. Govt. College, Sector -11, Chandigarh

Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana

D. A. V. College, Sector-10, Chandigarh

Govt. College of Art, Sector-10, Chandigarh

KanwerpalSingh

Tushar Mahajan

Simranjeet Kaur

Nishant Dogra

Jaspreet Kaur

Dheeraj

Jagriti

Irika

Sahil

Gurlene Kaur

Deepakshi Arora

Sahil Singh Masand

Theatre



Annual Report

North Zone Inter-University Youth Festival

First Positions

Second Positions

Third Position

Forth Positions

Fifth Positions

Punjab State Inter-University Youth Festival- 2020

First Prize

The Department of Youth Welfare, being an important part of the University, working for the overall 
development of the students, was set up in 1958 under the Directorship of Dr. K. C. Anand as Founder 
Director and at present Dr. Nirmal Jaura is heading the department. With an objective of nurturing the 
young minds and for their balanced growth and development, the department organizes a number of 
activities every year. As the department encourages the young students to come forward and prove 
themselves by participating in various creative activities in the same way the active participation of 
the students in these activities encourage the department to provide them more and more 
opportunities for their overall development.
During the session 2019-20 the following important activities were executed by the department:

th
During the 35  North Zone Inter-University Youth Festival organized by Association of Indian 
Universities New Delhi at Guru Nanak Dev University, Amritsar from 25 to 29 December, 2019.Panjab 
University achieved 2 first prizes, 3 second prizes 1 third prize 2 forth prizes and 5 fifth prizes out of 
total 20 events of this festival, as given below:

Folk Tribal Dance: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Shri Muktsar Sahib
Debate: Ms. Gurlene Kaur: Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana
                 Ms. Deepakshi Arora: D. A. V. College, Sec. 10, Chandigarh 

One Act Play: P. G. Govt. College, Sector- 11, Chandigarh
On the Spot Painting: Mr. Sahil Singh Masand: Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh
Cartooning: Mr. Harmanpreet Singh: G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh

Mime: P. G. Govt. College, Sector- 11, Chandigarh

Classical Instrumental Solo (Percussion): Mr. Gagandeep Singh: P. G. Govt. College, Sec. 11, Chd.
Classical Instrumental Solo (Non-Percussion): Ms. Simarpreet Kaur: P. G. Govt. College for Girls,  
                                                                                                 Sec. 11, Chandigarh

Light Vocal Solo (Gazal): Ms. Jaspreet Kaur: Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Gurjarkhan           
                                                   Campus, Ludhiana
Classical Vocal Solo: Mr. Mukul Gill: Panjab University Campus, Sector- 14, Chandigarh
Classical Dance (Kathak): Ms. Divyangna Chauhan: P. G. Govt. College for Women, Sec. 42, Chd.
Mimicry: Mr. Amit Kumar: Arya College, Ludhiana
Mehandi Application:Ms. Manpreet Kaur:  S. G. G. S. Khalsa College, Mahilpur
Quiz: S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana

Panjab University won the Runner up Trophy and Overall Trophy Fine Art of the Punjab State Inter-
University Youth Festival- 2020 organized by Directorate of Youth Services, Punjab Govt. at 
Chandigarh University, Gharuan, Mohali on 30 and 31 January, 2020. Panjab University achieved 7 
First Prizes, 10 Second Prizes and 12 third prizes out of total 42 events of this festival are given below:

1.    Debate: Ms. Gurlene Kaur: Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana

        Ms. Deepakshi Arora: D. A. V. College, Sec. 10, Chandigarh
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2.    Collage Making: Ms. Smanta: Govt. College of Arts, Sector- 10, Chandigarh

3.    Cartooning: Mr. Harmanpreet Singh: G. G. D. S. D. College, Sector- 32, Chandigarh

4.    Mehandi Application: B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana 

5.    Naala Making: A. S. College, Khanna

6.    Chhikku Making: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Shri Muktsar Sahib

7.    Pakhi Making: Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana

1. Kavishri:A. S. College, Khanna

2. Folk Dance (Boys):S. C. D. Govt. College, Ludhiana

3. Folk Dance (Girls):P. U. S. S. G. R. C., Hoshiarpur

4. Elocution:Ms. Khushboo:S. G. G. S. College, Sec. 26, Chandigarh

5. One Act Play:Guru Nanak National College, Doraha

6. Mimicry:Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana

7. Bhand:G. H. G. Khalsa College of Education, Gurusar Sudhar, Ludhiana

8. Rangoli:Shree Atam Ballabh Jain College, Ludhiana

9. Peerhi Making:Ms. Amandeep Kaur: D. A. V. College of Education, Abohar

10. Puratan Pahirawa:Ms. Harnaaz Sandhu: P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 42, Chandigarh

1. Classical Vocal Solo: Mr.Mukul Gill: Panjab University Campus, Sec. 14, Chandigarh

2. Classical Instrumental Solo (Non-Percussion): P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 11, Chd.

3. Light Vocal Indian: Ms. Jaspreet Kaur: G. N. Khalsa College for Women, Gujjarkhan Campus, Ludhiana

4. Group Song Indian: Guru Nanak National College, Doraha

5. Folk Orchestra Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar

6. Shabad Gayan Group:Ramgarhia Girls College, Ludhiana

7. Lammi Hek Wale Geet:B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar

8. Bhangra:G. G. N. Khalsa College, Ludhiana

9. Classical Dance:Ms. Diyangana Chauhan: P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 42, Chandigarh

10. Poster Making: Ms. Harvinder Kaur: Govt.  College, Hoshiarpur

11. Spot Photography: Ms. Keeratleen Kaur: P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec- 11, Chandigarh

12. Installation: Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana

About 100 students from Panjab University Colleges participated in Dera Baba Nanak Online Youth 
thFestival- 2019 organized by Punjab Government during the celebrations of 550 Parkash Purb of Guru 

Nanak Dev Ji from 04-10-19 to 25-10-19. All the winners' were invited for a live stage performance at 
Dera Baba Nanak on 11-11-2019 followed by Award Ceremony. The following positions won by 
Panjab University students:

Digital Poster Making (Solo): S. D. S. College of Education for Women, Lopon, Moga
Dhadi Kala/Vaar Singing (Group): Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar
Calligraphy (Solo): Govt. College of Arts, Sec. 10, Chandigarh
Photography (Solo): G. G. D. S. D. College, Hariana

Sketch (Solo): Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Gujjarkhan Campus, Ludhiana
Dhadi Kala/Vaar Singing (Group): Mata Ganga Khalsa College, Kottan, Ludhiana
Photography (Solo): Khalsa College for Women, Sidhwan Khurd, Ludhiana

Second Prize

Third Prize

th
550 ParkashPurb of Sri Guru Nanak DevJi-  Dera Baba Nanak Online Youth Festival

First Positions

Second Positions
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Essay (Solo): M. C. M. D. A. V. College for Women, Sector - 36, Chandigarh
Poetry Recitation (Solo): Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Muktsar
Kavishari (Group): Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar

Calligraphy (Solo): Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Model Town, Ludhiana
Poetry Recitation (Solo): Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar
Speech (Solo): M. B. B. G. G. G. Girls College, Rattewal
Shabad (Group): Ramgaria Girls College, Ludhiana
Shabad (Solo): Ramgarhia Girls College, Ludhiana

The University contingent participated in the Punjab State Inter-University Play Punjabi Boli 
Competition organized by Tourism and Cultural Department collaboration with Punjab Art Council 
(Punjab Govt.) and Punjab Sangeet Natak Accedamy at Punjabi University, Patiala on Feb 16, 2020. 
Panjab University (Baba Kundan Singh College, Muhar team)achieved third prize in One Act Play: 

Panjab University Light Vocal Solo (P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 11, Chandigarh) and Elocution 
th

(Khalsa College for Women Civil Lines, Ludhiana) Teams participated in 13 South Asian Universities 
thYouth Festival (13 SAUFEST) organized by Association of Indian Universities held at Kurukshetra 

University, Kurukshetra, Haryana from February 24 to 28, 2020. Dr. Kanwar Iqbal Singh, P. G. Govt. 
College for Girls, Sec. 11, Chandigarh and Dr. Honey Walia, Khalsa College for Women Civil Lines, 
Ludhiana, Team Managers along with 2 students of Light Vocal Solo and Elocution Teams participated 
and show their best in this festival. The students from the Universities of more than 5 countries were 
participated in this festival. The performance of the Panjab University students was appreciated by 
the Audience and all the students were honored by Association of Indian Universities at Kurukshetra 
University, Kurukshetra, Haryana.

The University contingent participated in All India National Inter-University Youth Festival at Amity 
University, Noida, Uttar Pradesh from 03-02-2020 to 07-02-2020. About 100 universities from all 
over India participated in this Festival which was organized by the Association of Indian Universities, 
New Delhi. Panjab University achieved 3 second prizes, out of total 6 events of this festival, as given 
below:

On the Spot Painting: Ms. Sahil Singh: Masand: Govt. College of Art, Sector- 10, Chandigarh
One Act Play: P. G. Govt. College, Sector- 11, Chandigarh
Debate: Ms. Gurlene Kaur: Khalsa College for Women, Civil Lines, Ludhiana
Ms. Deepakshi Arora: D. A. V. College, Sec. 10, Chandigarh

Dr. Mohinder Singh Randhawa Utsav (Festival) was organized by Punjab Arts Council (Govt. of 
Punjab) at Punjab Arts Council, Sector- 16, Chandigarh from 02 to 06 February, 2020. The following 
teams from Panjab University affiliated colleges participated in this Utsav (Festival) and achieved 
following positions:

First Position: Rajveer Kaur: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Shri Muktsar Sahib

Third Positions

Punjab State Inter-University Play Competition

th th
13 South Asian Universities Youth Festival (13 SAUFEST)

All India Inter-University National Youth Festival

Second Positions

Dr. Mohinder Singh Randhawa Utsav- 2020

Pakhi Making
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Second Position: Kamaljeet Kaur: Guru Nanak Girls College, Model Town, Ludhiana
Third Position: Ravinder Kaur: P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 42, Chandigarh
Forth Position: Shilpa Thakur: B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana

First Position: Jaspreet Kaur: Sant Baba Bhag Singh Girls College, Sukhanand, Moga
Second Position: Rimpi Rani: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Shri Muktsar Sahib
Third Position: Savitri: Guru Nanak Khalsa College for Women, Model Town, Ludhiana

Forth Position: Jyoti: S. G. S. Khalsa College for Women, Jhar Sahib

First Position: Parmeet Kaur: Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana
Second Position: Seema Rani: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Shri Muktsar Sahib
Third Position: Gurjot Kaur: Govt. College for Girls, Ludhiana

Forth Position: Ritu Pal: B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana

First Position: Radhika Sharma: B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana
Second Position: Akshey Banga: Shree Atam Vallabh Jain College, Ludhiana

Forth Position: Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana

First Position: Vaishali Shankar: Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana
Second Position: Babita: Shree Atam Vallabh Jain College, Ludhiana

Forth Position: Gagandeep Kaur: S. G. S. Khalsa College for Women, Jhar Sahib

First Position: Amandeep Kaur: Bhag Singh Khalsa College, Kala Tibba, Abohar
Second Position: Dhanpreet Kaur: Ramgarhia Girls College, Miller Ganj, Ludhiana

Forth Position: Pooja: P. G. Govt. College for Girls, Sec. 42, Chandigarh

First Position: Baljinder Kaur: Bhag Singh Khalsa College, Kala Tibba, Abohar
Second Position: Amritpreet Singh: Shree AtamVallabh Jain College, Ludhiana
Third Position: Rajni: M. B. B. G. G. G. Girls College, Rattewal

Forth Position: Nitika Jaggi: Mata Ganga Khalsa College, Kottan

First Position: Govt. College, Hoshiarpur
Third Position: B. A. M. Khalsa College, Garhshankar

Forth Position: Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, ShriMuktsar Sahib

Forth Position: Govt. College for Girls, Ludhiana

Guddian Patole Making

Pranda Making

Khiddo Making

Chhikku Making

Bagh

Phulkari

Heritage Quiz
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st61 Panjab University Inter-Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival

Youth Training Camp

Annual Magazine “JawanTarang”

st
The 61 Panjab University Inter-Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival was held at Guru Nanak National 

College, Doraha from November 01 to 04, 2019. Principal, Dr. Narinder Singh Sidhu was the convener 

of the festival and Mrs. Nidhi Saroon was the Organizing Secretary. Approximately 2000 student 

artistes selected from various Panjab University Zonal Youth and Heritage Festivals, participated in 

this festival. Guru Nanak National College, Dorahawon the Panjab University Vice Chancellor's Trophy, 

st
Panjab University Vice Chancellor's Trophy 1  Runners up Post Graduate Govt College, Sec-11 

nd
Chandigarh and Panjab University Vice Chancellor's Trophy 2 Runners up Baba Kundan Singh 

college, Muhar for the session 2019-20, 

132 students (53 Boys and 79 Girls) from affiliated colleges of Panjab University, Chandigarh 

participated in the Youth Training Camp (Leadership Training, Hiking Trekking and Rock Climbing 

Camp) organized by Department of Youth Welfare, Panjab University, Chandigarh at Dr. Y. S. Parmar 

th rdUniversity of Horticulture: forestry, Nauni, Solan (HP) from 15  June to 23  June 2019. 

Mr. Kartik Sharma, S. A. V. J. College, Ludhiana and Ms. JaspreetKaur, Dasmesh Girls College, Badal were 

declared Best Camper Boy and Best Camper Girl in Youth Leadership Training Camp. Mr. Navjot Singh, 

B. C. M. College of Education, Ludhiana and Ms. Sheetal, Dasmesh Girls College of Education, Badal 

were declared Best Camper Boy and Best Camper Girl in Hiking Trekking Camp. Mr. KapilSethi, B. C. M. 

College of Education, Ludhiana and Ms. Kajalpreet, Dasmesh Girls College, Badal were declared Best 

Camper Boy and Best Camper Girl in Rock Climbing Camp.  

A Literary/Cultural annual magazine “JawanTarang” has been launched since 2013 with focus on 

youth Activities. Seven editions of this magazine have been printed successfully which were 

thappreciated at every platform. 7 edition of “JawanTarang” is under print. This magazine has been 

published to provide ample opportunity to young students to express their emotions, opinion, dreams 

and suspirations. It carries contributions in the form of creative writings, from the students of 

affiliated and constituent colleges of the Panjab University along with the record of the various youth 

activities of the department.

Dr. Tejinder Gill

Assistant Director Youth Welfare
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TAKE UP ONE IDEA
Make that one idea your life-

Think of it, Dream of it,
Live on that idea

Let the brain, muscles, nerves,
Every part of your body, 

Be full of that idea, and just
Leave every other idea alone,

This is the way to success,
That is way Great spiritual

Giants are produced.

Swami Vivekananda

Determination 
is the 

true mantra 
for victory in life. 

Think positive 
consolidate your vision 

and determined mission.
You definitely 

achieve success 
and will be able to 

prove your excellence.

Prof. Raj Kumar
Vice-Chancellor

Panjab University, Chandigarh
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thPanjab University contingent participating in 13  
South Asian Universities Youth Festival 
(SAUFEST) organized by Association of Indian 
Universities, New Delhi at Kurukshetra 
University, Kurukshetra from February 24 to 28, 
2020

Dr. Nirmal Jaura, Director Youth Welfare and 
thstudents, receiving winner's Trophy in 35  All 

India National Inter-University Youth Festival 
organized by Association of Indian Universities, 
New Delhi at Amity University, Noida, UP from 
February 03 to 07, 2020

Panjab University dance team (Dasmesh Girls College, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib) performing Rajasthani 
thDance “Bhavai” during the 35  North Zone Inter-University Youth Festival organized by Association of 

Indian Universities, New Delhi at Guru Nanak Dev University, Amritsar from December 25 to 29, 2019

Panjab University Vice Chancellor's Trophy for the session 2019-20 won by Guru Nanak National 
College, Doraha



st
Panjab University Vice Chancellor, Prof. Raj Kumar inaugurating the 61  Panjab University 
Inter-Zonal Youth and Heritage Festival at Guru Nanak National College, Doraha on 
November 01, 2019

thPanjab University Contingent during the 35  All India National Inter-University Youth Festival 
organized by Association of Indian Universities, New Delhi at Amity University, Noida, UP from 
February 03 to 07, 2020 

Panjab University dance team (Dasmesh Girls college, Badal, Sri Muktsar Sahib) receiving winner's 
thTrophy during the 35  North Zone Inter-University Youth Festival organized by Association of 

Indian Universities, New Delhi at Guru Nanak Dev University, Amritsar


