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Message

It is common knowledge that magazines in schools and colleges provide 

opportunities for students to exhibit their latent literary talent. We expect 

the magazine to have, in addition to the colourful exposition of the academic 

achievements of the year, good articles - both in English and Kannada - 

popular write-ups that would help the readers to understand the basic 

tenets of hygiene and well-being.

The students should develop the art of writing, an effective mode of 

communication, which will enhance the face-value of their personality, to a 

greater extent.

We wish the "Reflections: 2017-19" the Annual Magazine of JSS Dental 

College, Mysuru, would bring out bright and eventful reflections of the 

institution, for the benefit of students and parents alike.

Shubham Bhooyath

Jagadguru Sri Shivarathri Deshikendra Mahaswamiji

Srimath (Mysuru) : 0821-2548220, 2548221, Fax: 0821-2548219 
Sutturu: 08221-232 223, 232 224

Mahavidyapeetha: 0821-2548201, Fax: 2548218
Sutturu Sadana, Bengaluru : 080-22970101 Fax: 22970100 

 e-mail: jssashram@yahoo.com



July 31, 2019

MESSAGE

It is indeed a matter of pleasure to note that JSS Dental College & Hospital, Mysuru is 
bringing out its college magazine `Reflections 17-19'.

I am glad that the College is providing high quality dental education and contributing to 
the needs of Dental Healthcare System of the society. I am also sure that this magazine 
will provide a platform to showcase talents of the students and staff of the college to share 
their views. 

On this happy occasion, I would like to convey my heartiest wishes on the occasion of 
release of the said magazine. 

With best wishes

Dr. B. Suresh
Pro Chancellor

Dr. B. Suresh
Pro Chancellor

JSS ACADEMY OF HIGHER EDUCATION & RESEARCH
Sri Shivarathreeshwara Nagara, Mysore - 570 015. Karnataka, India



JSS ACADEMY OF HIGHER EDUCATION & RESEARCH
Sri Shivarathreeshwara Nagara, Mysore - 570 015. Karnataka, India

MESSAGE

It gives me immense pleasure to note that JSS Dental College & Hospital, Mysuru, is 
bringing out its college magazine ‘Reections 17-19'

I congratulate the Principal, Faculty, staff and students for bringing out ‘Reections 17-
19 and convey my good wishes and hope that this issue would be meaningful, enjoyable 
and memorable in achieving its objectives.

With best wishes

Dr. H. Basavanagowdappa
Vice Chancellor

July 31, 2019
Dr. H. Basavanagowdappa
Vice Chancellor



JSS ACADEMY OF HIGHER EDUCATION & RESEARCH
Sri Shivarathreeshwara Nagara, Mysore - 570 015. Karnataka, India

MESSAGE

Greetings to the JSS Dental College & Hospital, a constituent college of JSS Academy of Higher Education & 
Research!

JSS Dental College & Hospital has in its 3 decades of existence improved by leaps and bounds in conformity 
with the rapid strides made in the eld of Dental Education. The college has dedicated faculty and has made 
much improvement in the area of research and it is heartening to know that many of the faculty have opted to 
do their PhD and a lot of activities are seen in the areas of collaborative research, projects and patents. The 
institution has also been ranked 29th among the Dental Colleges in the country.

This institution can only keep going further in the eld of Dental Education and I am sure with the dedication 
of the faculty, it will very soon be ranked among the top 10 Dental Colleges in the country.
I wish the JSS Dental College & Hospital all the best in its future endeavors.

                Dr.  P A Kushalappa
                 Director (Academics)
JSS Academy of Higher Education & Research, Mysuru.

Dr.  P A Kushalappa
Director (Academics)

July 31, 2019



July 31, 2019

MESSAGE

Nurturing creativity is one of the key elements for a successful education and a college 
magazine is the right source for it. Reections, our college magazine is a collection of our 
student and faculty skills, creativity and achievements.

I appreciate and applaud the editorial team for this great effort and my warm congratulations 
to all our budding talents who have contributed to our college magazine. Reections is indeed 
a precious document of interests and talents of my beloved students and staff.

Wish you all a happy reading!

With best wishes
Dr. Ravindra S

Principal

JSS ACADEMY OF HIGHER EDUCATION & RESEARCH
Sri Shivarathreeshwara Nagara, Mysore - 570 015. Karnataka, India

Dr. Ravindra S
Principal



“ E v e r y o n e  h a s  a 
h i d d e n  t a l e n t ; 
Discover it, Express it, 
Strengthen it!”
R e fl e c � o n s ,  o u r 
college magazine is a 
p l a � o r m  f o r  o u r 
students and staff to 
present their hidden 
talents. It is our effort 
to ignite these talents 

and give scope for their future. Reflec�ons is 
the result of dedicated teamwork who 
helped to overcome the challenges faced. 
One of the biggest challenges we faced was 
to release the magazine on �me. As deadline 
approached, the pressure soared high. It 
would not have been possible without the 
constant support from my team. My 
hear�elt thanks to each and every one of 
them.
I would like to specially thank our magazine 
advisor, Dr Deepika who believed in me, in 
my team and was always there whenever we 
needed any guidance.
A special thanks to my beloved student 
members who stood by us, helped us in 
whatever way they could. From organising 
photoshoot, persuading their classmates to 
pen down for the magazine, they have 
worked �relessly to make Reflec�ons a 
dream come true. I wish them good luck and 
I hope they come back again in our future 
endeavours.
In this roller coaster journey, we have tried 
our best to capture everyone's talents and 
abili�es. Hope you all will have a nice �me 
going through the pages of Reflec�ons 17-
19.

Editor in chief
Dr. Bhagyalakshmi A.

EDITORIAL



JSS ACADEMY OF HIGHER EDUCATION & RESEARCH, a deemed to be University, is guided 
by the legacy and sustaining principles of Sri Suttur Math and the JSS Mahavidyapeetha, the 
sponsoring society of the Deemed University. The JSS Deemed University since its establishment has 
completed ten successful years with several accomplishments to its credit.  

+
Accreditation : The Deemed University has been accredited with A  Grade with CGPA of 3.47 by 
National Assessment and Accreditation Council (NAAC) in the second cycle in 2018
The Pharm D. programme of JSS Academy of Higher Education & Research has been granted with 
International Certification by Accreditation Council for Pharmacy Education (ACPE), USA, and 
becomes the first among the Universities in the Asia Pacific region.

Rankings
NIRF RANKING 2019

th1. JSS Academy of Higher Education & Research, Mysuru was ranked 34  out of 1479 Universities 
thand 55  out of 4867 over all Institutions in India, registered for NIRF 2019.

th2. JSS Medical Colleges was ranked 17  out of 113 Medical Institutions/colleges in India
3. JSS College of Pharmacy, Ooty wasranked 8th out of 301 Pharmacy Colleges in India, which was 

that 15  rank in 2018.
th4. JSS College of Pharmacy, Mysore was ranked 10  out of 301 Pharmacy Colleges in India and 

th
sustaining its position for the last four years at 10  Rank.

ABOUT JSS AHER

Dr. Prashanth S.
Asst. Director, Academics, JSS AHER



ARIIA RANKING -  ATAL 
RANKING OF INSTITUTIONS 
O N  I N N O V A T I O N 
ACHIEVEMENTS 2019

J S S  A c a d e m y  o f  H i g h e r 
Education & Research is ranked 
4th among all the Private Higher 
Education Institution in India. 
Atal Ranking of Institutions on 
I n n o v a t i o n  A c h i e v e m e n t s 
(ARIIA) is  an init iat ive of 
Ministry of Human Resource 
Development (MHRD), Govt. of 
India to systematically rank 
higher educational institutions 
and universities in India on 
indicators related to “Innovation 
and Entrepreneurship Develop-
ment” amongst students and 
f a c u l t i e s .  A s s e s s m e n t  o f 
innovation and start-up ecosystem was based on  Budget, Expenses to Support, Facilities to Support 
Innovations and Start-ups, Awareness Activities for Promoting Innovation, Entrepreneurship 
Development, Intellectual Property Generation, Technology Transfer and Commercialization, 
Innovative Learning &  Innovations in Governance of the Institution.

Times Higher Education (THE) World University Ranking 2019 announced on 26th September 
2018 credits JSS Academy of Higher Education and Research with International Rank band between 
401–500 this year out of 1258 institutions worldwide, and among the top 3 universities in India out of 
49 participating institutions.

THE SUBJECT RANKING by THE World University Ranking (2019):  JSS  AHER is under rank band 
251-300 in the world and 1st in India under the subject - Clinical, Pre-Clinical & Health

Times Higher Education (THE) World University Impact Ranking 2019

The Times Higher Education University Impact Rankings are the only global performance tables that 
assess universities against the United Nations' Sustainable Development Goals. JSS Academy of 
Higher Education and Research is ranked 101 -200 in the overall  2019 THE  World University 
Impact Rankings 2019 for the first time.This result is based on JSSAHER scaled and pre rounded 
performance on Sustainable Development.

JSS Academy of Higher Education & Research has been awarded QS 4-Stars rating in excellence by 
QS (Quacquarelli Symonds) from the UK in 2018. It is also the first institution in the state of Karnataka 
to receive this recognition and first to receive 4 Star among the Health Science based Institutions in 
India.

Department of Higher Education, Government of Karnataka rated JSS Academy of Higher 
Education & Research, Mysore as a four-star institution with a Score of 711 out of 1000 and was 
first among Young Universities in Karnataka in 2017.
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Standing (L-R)  – Dr Harsha Raj B.S, Dr Shyam Sundar, Dr S Manjula, Dr Shivananda S, 
Dr Chandan S N  – Dr Saikrishna D, Dr Sujeeth Kumar Shetty, Dr S Ravindra, Sitting (L-R) 
Dr Satish R, Dr Sahith Kumar Shetty

Oral Pathology & Microbiology

(L-R) – Dr Premalatha B.R , Dr Usha Hegde , Dr S Ravindra , 
Dr Vidya G D , Dr Sreeshyla H.S

Oral & Maxillofacial Surgery
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Standing (L-R) - Dr M G Harini , Dr Savitri Gabbur , Dr M Vinutha , Dr Parinitha , Dr Sowmya H K
– Dr Suneeth Shetty , Dr Paras Mull , Dr S Ravindra , Dr Sunil Tejaswi , Dr AmbikatanayaSitting(L-R) 

Conservative Dentistry and Endodontics

Oral Medicine & Radiology

Standing (L-R) - Dr Prasanna Srinivas Deshpande , Dr G  Jyothi , Dr Sanjay C.J 
– Dr Karthikeya Patil , Dr S Ravindra  , Dr H.P  Jaishankar Sitting(L-R) 
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Orthodontics & Dentofacial Orthopedics

Paedodontics & Preventive Dentistry

Standing (L-R) – Dr Bhagyalakshmi A, Dr Pradeep S, Dr Suma S
– Dr N Raghunath, Dr S Ravindra, Dr S RaviSitting(L-R) 

Standing (L-R) – Dr Chanchala H P, Dr Talwade Priyanka, Dr Girish M S, Dr Raghvendra Shanbhog,  
 Dr Prashanth S, Dr Seema Deshmukh, Dr Indira M D 

– Dr Rashmi S, Dr B Nandlal, Dr S Ravindra, Dr K T Srilatha, Dr Brinda S Godhi Sitting(L-R) 
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Periodontology

Standing (L-R) – Dr Vidya Priyadarshini. D S, Dr Avinash B S, 
– Dr Pratibha Shashikumar, Dr Deepika, Dr S Ravindra, Dr Sheela Kumar G Sitting(L-R) 

Public Health Dentistry

(L-R) – Dr Sunitha S, Dr Chandrashekar B R, Dr S Ravindra, Dr Thippeswamy H M, Dr Sushma R
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Prosthodontics, Crown & Bridge

People who missed the photo shoot

Standing (L-R) – Dr M K  Gourivandana, Dr C P Kathyayini, Dr Meenakshi S, Dr Anupama C
– Dr Sunila B S, Dr S Ganesh, Dr M R Dakshaini, Dr S Ravindra, Dr Anil Kumar G, Sitting(L-R) 

Dr Raghavendra swamy K N, Dr Ravi M B 

Dr AnnapoornaDr AshwiniDr Priyanka Nithin

Dr Mahesh K PDr Ramya Dr Deepa

18



Dr Jyothi KiranDr Nagabhushan

People who missed the photo shoot

Dr Lakshmi

Dr Nitin V M

Dr Vishal S Kudagi

Dr AnithaDr Suman BDr Shruthi

Dr SowmyaDr NandithaDr Aruna

Dr Mahima V G

Dr. Maurya

Dr Poornima
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OBITUARY

Dr Shivalinga B.M.
13.08.1962 – 16.07.2018

Miss Dakshaini
08.01.1984 - 08.12.2018

The Prettiest Soul..
This is for someone who I missed knowing Neha chechi..a wonderful person ... altogether..
who taught me so many things in life...The impact that you've left in my life is really huge,that I will 
never be able to  forget you...
When I rewind the memories in JSS,your dance  in cultural fest is  something 
I will always remember in life.
Thanks to all the million memories you gave me, which will be 
etched forever in my heart..
Your name is one among in the list of my favourite seniors...
The positive vibes, happiness and love you have given us is so 
immense that your void left everyone a huge pain which is 
never forgotten..
And your smiling face will be always remembered,
you are loved and missed forever..
Your life has touched so many people....and impact you've 
left is very huge..
So I believe that
 A life that touches other's goes on forever.
You are one such person who will be remembered, loved and 
cherished always..
Lots of love to Someone I would like to call "Our Wonder Woman”

Sreelakshmi
Student ,JSSDCH

31

Dr. Neha A. Thomas
08-11-1993  to  26-09-2018



Cultural Secretary Message

JSS Dental College & Hospital has always been in the forefront when it comes to celebrating cultural 
unity. Our students here are from all walks of life, from all corners of the world. This blend gives us 
an insight into various cultural wonders across the world. A wonderful mixture of different 
students from different regions and their different culture, ideologies as well as our common 
interests, helps us unite and learn from each other, makes it a unique experience. This is celebrated 
every year wherein the students host and participate in cultural events under the guidance of the 
cultural committee. Every year, be it ATHULYAM 2018 or the recent AURA 2K19, we have a 
tradition of creating something new and a different year. The bench mark is raised each year as new 
ideas are explored and brought into existence. With the cultural bonanza, a range of colors in our 
monotonous life is brought to our door step, where in faculty & students alike enjoy being a part of 
this celebration. Cultural fests create a platform that provides the students & faculties with an 
opportunity to display creative talents in a variety of ways. The essence of sharing, joy, happiness 
and the spirit of celebrations are revered during this time. As cultural secretary, on behalf of cultural 
committee members, I would like to take this opportunity to express my pleasure for being a part of 
the celebration. Hope we will have fun filled  time for years to come.

Dr. Priyanka Nitin
Cultural Secretary

Sports Secretary Message

         As the old adage goes “All work and no play make Jack a dull boy”; it is of mammoth importance 
to give prominence to sports and work in our instance, studies.
           It has been a pleasure to associate with  JSS Dental College and Hospital as Sports Secretary for 
the last five years apart from academics. With unhindered backing and keen cooperation of  JSS 
Dental College and Hospital and JSS Academy of Higher Education & Research, I am delighted to 
announce that our college teams have been participating in various tournaments across the country 
and have been winning laurels to the College and Academy.
         Major credit for these achievements goes to the exceedingly talented students of JSSDCH. The 
college sports events organized annually as well as participation at several intercollegiate and inter 
university sports meets help them bring out their unseen potential and help in their personality 
development. It is also worthy to note that the enthusiastic faculties too have played a vital role in 
sports happenings by inspiring  the students and participating in quiet a few events as well.
Fun, Frolic, Laughter, Merriment, Fitness and much more is how we can sum up the sports events of 
JSS Dental College and Hospital.
I wish that, our students and staff alike, achieve greater heights in sporting activities too, apart from 
academics in which they are already roaring. 
Thank you Team Sports-JSSDCH and one and all for all the confidence instilled in me and giving me 
an opportunity to be a part of this memorable event.

Dr. Prasanna Srinivas Deshpande
Sports Secretary
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The 
Artsy 
Lens

Pic : Muzammil Nawaz
Student JSSDCH

Pic : Dr. Gayathri Devi
Alumni

33



The 
Artsy 
Lens

Dr. Nitin V. Muralidhar
Dept. of Orthodonics

Dr. Premalatha
Dept. of Oral Pathology
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Scaling the heights…...Touching the sky at 20000 ft.
“Believe you can and you are half way there”

Theodore Roosevelt

, Dr.Brinda Suhas Godhi, have always done what best I have been trained in - being a IPedodontist, treating little children and teaching about them, with a routine work time and 

schedule. I had no other interest or exposure. This changed and for the better after meeting my 

childhood friend 27 years later in 2015. Both of us decided to become fit and adventurous and signed 

up for a 6km run, followed by a 10km run. At these events I met a lot of like minded people and my life 

became healthier and adventurous. I hereby want to share one such memorable experience in the 

hope that somewhere someone might get inspired and motivated to get off that couch and become a 

healthier and fitter person. 
My wish to climb the Himalayas started in the year 2017. I knew the journey would be tough and 

all the more so, as I was not into any adventurous activities for past many years. Yet, I was determined 

to give it a try and hence jumped at the first opportunity that came my way.
I did my first trek to Mantalai Lake, Himachal Pradesh (13,500ft.) in 2017. After seeing the White 

Mountains I was mesmerized by their beauty and tranquillity and my desire to scale even greater 

heights got stronger. It also made me realise that nothing is impossible, all one needed was a strong 

will to work towards achieving the set goal.
After all the necessary training and preparations, I signed up to trek “STOK KANGRI”, one of the 

most fascinating places on earth. It is one of the peaks of the Himalayan Mountain at a maximum 

altitude of 20,180ft at the summit and lies in the beautiful area of Ladakh region of North west, India. 

The whole trek incorporates varying sceneries, magnificent landscapes and experience of complete 

peace. Thus my dream journey to this peak, Stok Kangri started.
Day 1: Aug 7th 2018: We reached Leh, and had an acclimatization walk in the beguiling city of Leh.

Day 2: Aug 8th 2018: Visit to the beautiful Thikse Monastery, Shey Palace & Stok Village!!!(11884 ft).

Day 3: Aug 9th 2018: Real work began with an acclimatization walk to and around Stok Village with 

delicious ladakhi cuisine.
Day 4: Aug 10th 2018: Actual Trek (20 kms from Stok village  to the summit) started by 8 am to cover  a 

distance of 5.5 kms to reach  Chang Ma camp(12,950 ft).
Day 5: Aug 11th 2018: We left Chang Ma camp early in the morning for Mankorma camp covering a 

distance of 3.5 kms (14400 ft).
Day 6: Aug 12th 2018: Mankorma camp to Matho Pass and back to Mankorma camp.

Day 7: Aug 13th  2018: We left Mankorma camp to Base camp covering a distance of 4 kms  (16400 ft), 

followed by acclimatization walk up to 17400 ft.
Day 8: Aug 14th 2018: Medical Check-up, Training (on how to use seat harness, carabineer, micro 

crampons, team roping.... etc) & rest before summit.
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Day 9: Aug 15th 2018 Independence day : Finally the much awaited day, the day for the final 

summit to Stok Kangri peak @ 20180 ft arrived. We started at 10 pm on 14th August  from the base 

camp and reached first rest point and later advanced base camp with a gradual ascent. Walked almost 

for 40 mins on Glacier, which was almost a flat walk. Later we had a moderate to difficult ascent and 

we successfully reached shoulder/ South ridge (20000 ft).
It was the day my dream became a reality and indeed a very proud day for me and my team (Royal 

Ryders). I will always cherish this day with great dignity and pride and remember the memory of 
hoisting the Indian Tricolor and singing our national anthem, “Jana Gana Mana…” at this great 
altitude.

Day 10: Aug 16th 2018: Trekking back from summit to base camp (16400 ft) and to Stok village 
(11473 ft), covering about 20 km of Trek.

Day 11: Aug 17th 2018: From Stok village we visited the highest motorable road - Khardungla Pass 
(18380 ft) and reached Leh. The whole team was in a joyous mood, we shopped, dined and celebrated 
our successful summit @ The Tibetan Kitchen.

Day 12: Aug 18th 2018: It was time to say bye bye to Stok & Leh city & go back home , with 
experience of a lifetime. 

Stok Kangri is one of the most exhilarating treks in the Himalayan range. The rapid altitude gain, 
thin air, steep climbs and descend and of course the spine chilling cold makes it one of the toughest 
treks.

As I recollect my trek, few experiences ring a bell even today:
- The constant headaches, intermittent sleep and low appetite that played havoc on everyone

- The ritual of endless drinking of water, black tea, and soup to bring some respite 
- The exciting training sessions about the seat harness, use of carabineer, crampons and roping up.
- The frustrating experiences on the final summit day – pushing ourselves in a profusely snowing 
weather, climbing with our ponchos on, the thin air making us to struggle to take every breath, (Left 
leg - huge breath in, right leg -huge breath out, was our mantra)!!

- The most rewarding summit and unfurling the national flag after 9 hours of struggle.
- The final gruelling but contented and satisfied descend of continuous 15 hours till we reached the 
base camp

One of the toughest treks to trek, but the whole team of 11 members survived it with very little 
exhaustion, aches and pains. Thanks to my team leader Mr.Vinay Singh for having trust in me and for 
the constant motivation through out my journey. Special thanks to my dearest friends Anisha, Veena 
Deepak and to team Royal Ryders who stuck through thick and thin (literally), making the whole 
experience a nostalgic event. Heartfelt thanks to Sherpa Skalzang Kalyan, Tashi Norbu Jayo, Dawa 
Sir, Sonam Sir, Namgyal & the entire Team of Mitra for making our summit a reality.
There is no top; There are always further heights to reach………..until such next time, signing off for 

now .
.

Dr.Brinda Suhas Godhi
Dept. of Paediatric Dentristry
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SMALL TRIBUTE TO OUR ENVIRONMENT

e all love the weekends and holidays and that too if we are having an opportunity to spend Wtime with our family and friends, it would be an additional advantage and most of the 
urbanites would all love to go to the greener, serene and tranquil places and spend quality time with 
our near and dear ones. But, the key question is, where are these places now? Are we heading towards 
extinction of such places and our natural resources? The answer looks very much a big “YES”. 

Human have anthropogenic impact upon our environment means the effect resulting from human 
activity. With the advancing technology, it has been impacting more and more of it. It is just like a 
human time bomb who in each of our individual capacity are trying our best to destroy it. The main 
culprit is the human over population and his greed, so much so that we are destroying the natural 
habitats of the animal species and leading to more frequent human animal conflicts which of course is 
won by the super advanced Humans. The overpopulation in turn cause overconsumption, 
overexploitation of our natural resources, pollution and deforestation. The problems emerging out of 
it would result in global warming and biodiversity loss leading to an existential risk to the humans. 

As a small tribute to our mother Earth, we can do our bit towards conservation.

WATER 

Every drop of water is precious. A simple calculation for our understanding - even 10 drops of 
water wastage in a minute from a tap results in wastage of about 3.6 litres of water per day and if it is 
left unattended for 100 households in a community then it is 360 litres of water wastage a day and a 
delay in repair for even a week would cause a wastage of 2520 litres of water, which is roughly the 
capacity of a small overhead water tank. Now one can imagine the amount of precious water that goes 
as a wastage from a continuously flowing tap which goes unmanaged for even a day

s Just ensure the tap is closed full before departing.

s The leaking taps need to be repaired at the earliest 

s See to that the taps are closed while brushing your teeth, while shaving or scrubbing utensils

s Stop usage of house pipes for washing your 2 or 4 wheelers – the best is a bucket of plain or soapy 
water (or even smaller quantity of water )

s Ensure that the water pump to pump the water from the sumps are switched off in time and 
don't let the overhead tanks overflow 

s Mind the water used for cleaning the front yards especially during summer

PAPER

Paper is manufactured from trees and a ream (500 pages of A4 sheets) consumes about 6% of a tree 
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and each ton of recycled paper saves 17 trees and a multitude of other resources such as oil, water, 
landfill space and the energy used to produce paper. 

s Judicious usage of paper and books

s Do not burn the paper but use it for recycling

s Use the conventional handkerchiefs to wipe your hands than using a tissue paper 

Next time, we can always give a second thought before pulling a piece of paper to scribble or even 
getting a print out or when you keep pulling heaps of tissue to wipe our hands in a public toilet.

PLASTIC

Plastic usage has become indispensable, but we can unlearn this by adopting older methods when 
people lived without it. Plastic trash is ubiquitous and mountains of it are found even in the oceans, 
forget about the land. It has gone on to reach the guts of almost 90% of the seabirds and more than 50% 
of sea turtles and apparently if it continues at the same rate, it is estimated that by 2050, the plastic 
mass would be more than the fish mass in the sea. And the hardest fact is that they last forever and 
they can even outlast Humans. OMG!!

s Please say “NO” to the usage of plastic – whatever form it may be, whether thin or thick  micron  

s Do not burn it either, it leaves a carbon footprint of 6 kgs of CO2 for 1 kg of Plastic, which we all 
know is the major source of greenhouse gas and global warming

s Next time – think twice before buying a bottle of mineral water or carbonated drinks and more 
so before you throw it anywhere on the street or even into a garbage, because that is just going to 
outlive you and the subsequent generations

s Can always replace with steel cans for carrying water

AIR CONDITIONING

With the growing economy, there has been a rapid change in the purchasing power of individuals 
in even a developing country like ours. And the Air Conditioners (AC) are one such luxury that we all 
are looking forward to be installed at our homes which is fast becoming a basic need in our houses. 
But, hold on. Does it cause harm to our environment? Yes!! The main culprits are CFC's 
(Chlorofluorocarbons) replaced with its environmental friendly companion HFC's 
(Hydrofluorocarbons), which do get leaked with improper maintenance of the AC system and its 
improper disposal of the unit. And they do contribute to the green house gases leading to heat 
trapping and ozone depletion. They do consume a lot of electricity in turn contributing to more usage 
of fossil fuels or coal and the emission of greenhouse gases. And not to forget the same effects by our 
vehicle AC systems and the effect of the refrigerators as well.  We are already in a vicious cycle of 
hotter environment and more reliance on the AC.
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· Where is the solution? What can be done? At least, we can think about the above background 
before switching on the AC from next time

Of course, there are plenty of other things to be discussed including the increase in the usage of 
motor vehicles, but a small effort to focus upon the issues which are most often encountered in our 
daily lives. We can always wish and hope that we are all sensitized to these small environmental 
issues and we try adopting few changes in our lives just like the changes in our lifestyles.

Dr.Deepa

Dept. of Oral & Maxillofacial Surgery 

Pic : Dr. Premalatha, 
Dept. of Oral Pathology
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FOR THE LOVE OF DESIGNING SMILES!!

ne fine morning I was scrolling through my Instagram when I read this, posted by a singer, O“What a beautiful morning. Let's start our day with one good act of kindness, even if that is to 
put a smile on someone's face.” It felt so amazing to realize that we as dentists do that on an everyday 
basis!

Smiling is all about feeling good. It's never about analysis but is something so natural and subtle. A 
beautiful smile and harmonic facial esthetics are the attributes that contribute to the well-being of the 
patient. So, to make my patients feel good about themselves on the very first visit to the clinic, I 
decided to learn something very simple yet so important – Digital Smile Designing (DSD).

Smile designing is an age old concept but doing it digitally is something which could be only 
possible with the advent of technology. Technically, digital smile designing is a planning tool for 
esthetic dentistry, in which the evaluation of the esthetic relationship among the teeth, gingiva, smile 
and face is obtained through lines and digital drawings that are inserted on the facial and intra oral 
photographs of the patient. The use of digital tools offers dentists and technicians a new perspective 
for diagnosis and treatment plan, facilitating and improving the communication among dentist, 
technician and the patient.

Knowing the basics of DSD, let me go about the methodology in short simple steps. 

s First and foremost select a patient with high esthetic needs.

s Thereafter, click pictures of the patient including a full facial, intra oral and lateral profile. A 
minimum of six pictures are recommended. Rest depend on the software the dentist is using. 
Clicking pictures is an art, henceforth the dentist has to make sure that the lighting and camera 
are perfectly suited.

s Thereafter a video is made of the patient talking, smiling, may be laughing too. Videography is 
based on the fact that, smile is something natural and dynamic and photography is something 
very static and may be unnatural at times. So, our treatment plan cannot be just based on 
pictures and no motion.

s Once, this is done the pictures and video are uploaded to the software used by the dentist. It may 
be simply on power point, keynote or software like DSD by Dr Coachman etc.

s Then the basic lines are drawn, depicting the midline, smile curve and gingival contour.

s Once this is done the templates are set accordingly. From this step we can just show the digital 
mock up or go about a physical mock up by sending the above details to the technician for 
temporaries.
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s After all of the above is done patient is recalled and a new video is made with the temporaries on. 
Our main agenda is always to activate the right hemisphere of brain, which is less analytical and 
easy to impress.

s There you go!! Now, since the patient is happy with what she sees and knows what is going to be 
the outcome in the future, is ready for the dental procedures.

So you see, the key to make this positive change without drastically altering teeth and gums is open 
and honest communication only! DSD is actually transforming how dentistry is performed these 
days. It has broken the boulders of traditional dentistry and added emotional dentistry as a wing to 
our profession by producing truly customized results.

   DSD has basically democratized esthetic dentistry by making the patient a co-author in his own 
smile designing. For us, it has increased the treatment predictability manifold with its 
multidisciplinary approach. We are people who believe in detail and what better than this to give 
accurate and precise yet the most beautiful results! Go ahead with DSD, and create your own beautiful 
smiles. 

Dr.Priya Mukharjee;

PG. in Prosthodontics 

HOW I OVERCAME MY FEARS
Dentistry I never thought this was complicated. Joined the college without knowing what to expect 

. First year , went well. Still did not know what to expect. Second year lots of preclinical works to do 
,yet it was fun. Then came third year, seniors said it was fun but to be honest, "oh my god " I was 
horrified because with third year came the patients and with patients came "kannada". I still 
remember the moment I stood dumbstruck in front of my patient in conservative dentistry. Finally 
with shivering hands i tried  but patient was transferred to intern and that was last of my posting 
unfortunately. What else could I do, I started developing this fear thinking about treating a patient.  
Months passed and I was in prosthodontics with the same shivering hands after multiple failed 
attempts I finally took her impression. My patient was not impressed but that day changed 
everything .I was now free of all of my fears and I decided my patient should leave hospital happily  
with the right guidance of teachers I finished my work, patient was happy. I saw a wonderful change 
in my patient, the same patient who was not satisfied with me was happy to receive her RPD she 
asked my name and asked me to attend all her future treatments. Well that day I realised the change 
we as dentists can bring about in life of others. Seeing my patient happy was an overwhelming feeling 
and that's how I overcame my fears.

Irene.  Sara Thomas, Student JSSDCH
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MARATHON RUNNING: It`s not just exercise . . . . . .

What running does to lives???????
It`s not just exercise, it`s not just achievement, but it`s daily discipline that has nothing to do with 
speed, weight, social status, sexual orientation, political affiliation, where you live, what car you 
drive or whether anyone anywhere loves you. It`s about the slow and pleasurable process of being the 
“BEST YOU CAN BE” 

Marathon is all of 42.195km or 26miles 385yards of running. The idea behind this distance is a very 
interesting story. A Greek messenger, raced from Marathon to Athens, a distance of 40kms with the 
important news of Greek victory over an invading army of Persians way back in 490BC. After 
announcing the good news, he collapsed and died of exhaustion. In order to commemorate him, the 
first ever marathon running event was introduced in 1896 Olympic with 40km distance. This 
continued for years, till 1908 London games, wherein the London course was extended to 
accommodate the British Royal Family. This boost in mileage got stuck and in 1921, the length of the 
marathon was officially standardized at 26.2miles/42.195kms. 

When one looks at the distance of a marathon run, the first expression is like “it's impossible”, “are 
they crazy” and so forth. Yet we see a steep increase in the number of people taking up this sport. This 
itself is proof enough that yes it is possible. And I strongly vouch with this possibility for I belonged to 
the category of people saying “my god, I can never run a marathon” (precisely three years back) and 
today I have successfully completed 3 marathons with good credibility, having qualifying time to run 
the Boston Marathon (the Mecca of all marathons).

To achieve this task that looks impossible, all one needs is a well-structured training plan, 
dedication, hard work, common sense and grounded attitude to do what`s best for oneself rather than 
getting carried away by lot of free advices.  Execution of the plan every single day of training and not 
just on the race day becomes the key in one's training. Based on individual`s physical and mental 
makeup, it might take few months for some, or few years for others - to reach the target. But definitely 
anyone can run a marathon. 

Why would anyone want to torture oneself with all the hard hours of training??? This is a frequent 
question that pops up in many minds. After all one puts in somewhere about 50km of running mileage 
(the least) every week.  Hmm, I can't deny that such a thought hasn't crossed my mind too. But then 
that's only been temporary and the joy, contentment and a sense of accomplishment that one gets with 
running, over rides all other thoughts and there is no stopping a runner. Runner`s high???, maybe. I 
guess once you are bitten by the bug there is no stopping and we don't see any age or gender limitation 
among these runners, only a sense of brotherhood. 

One hears lot of brave heart stories in these runners - a cancer survivor taking up running to spread 
awareness, runners running with messages against social atrocities, runners with physical disabilities 
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running to show the power of true grit, runners who have transformed their lifestyle from couch 
potatoes to becoming physically active and inspiring others to do so, competitive runners thriving to 
achieve their personal goals…..the list goes on. Each and every marathon finisher has an incredible 
story to share. 

To conclude, preparing for a marathon gives one ample time to reflect on oneself. It makes a person 
stronger, focussed, determined and healthier. It teaches us to balance our otherwise routine and 
monotonous life with a sense of satisfaction and pride. 

Dr. Usha Hegde
Dept. of Oral Pathology

CAREER OR CARRIER

The selection of a career or profession is one of the most important things of life. But it is equally 
difficult. The lack of guiding services, proper counselling and ever increasing unemployment has 
further complicated the matter.

There is cut-throat competition. Therefore, most of the young men and women in search of 
suitable jobs are a confused, indecisive and frustrated lot. It has generated a deep sense of 
frustration and indiscipline among the young people.

A right choice of a career is fundamental importance. On it does depend one's success or failure in 
life. A correct choice may lead to happy, prosperous and satisfying career and life. On the other 
hand, a wrong selection may result in failure, disappointment and sadness in life. The result of 
prolonged indecision rimy still proves worse.

Therefore, the problem should be faced and resolved as early as possible. Life has become all the 
more complex and competitive. There is a keen struggle and competition in the world of careers 
and professions. And only the fittest will survive. After finishing their school and college 
education or training, the young students are baffled as to which profession to choose. They find 
themselves groping in the dark.

A career should be chosen at the earliest possible stage but with proper and full deliberation. The 
help and guidance of teachers, parents, experienced people and professionals should be sought in 
the matter. 

Hence would like to conclude in ways that don't be the carrier of the career.

Panshul Kharche, Student JSSDCH
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HARA HARA MAHADEV

Om Namah Shivaaya ….were the sacred words with which I began my sojourn of the holy mount 

Kailash and Manasarovar lake. 
The month was June and the date 14th with my brother-in law accompanying me,set out for this 

Holiest of yatras. Of course having done a daily routine of jogging 3-5kms accompanied with a bit of 

cycling, but no amount of altitude training could have prepared us for what we were embarking up 

on. But we were high on self-belief that we could successfully complete the Parikrama by foot. With 

these thoughts we boarded the Indigo flight from Bengaluru to Kathmandu via Delhi. On 

approaching the Tribhuvan International Airport of Kathmandu reminded me of the video game 

where we need to land the aircraft on a narrow strip amidst mountains and other hazards. This was 

certainly not far off from that game and hats off to all the competent pilots who do this on a daily basis. 
Kathmandu was a bustling city like any other densely populated places on the planet. We checked 

into the Royal Singi Hotel, a comfortable drive of 20mins from the airport. The next day was a day of 

local sightseeing which included the famous “Pashupathinath “ temple and the Budhaneelkantha 

where the statue of Vishnu is kept amidst a small pond and whose entire reflection can be seen in the 

water. 
The 16th of June was the start of our arduous journey towards the China border. After crossing 

Kathmandu city, we got stuck in a highway traffic jam for half an hour due to some broken down truck 

in the middle of the road. We were a total of 54members divided into two mini buses. 

“HaraHaraMahadev” was the constant chant which we all used to shout whenever our vehicle 

encountered bad roads , which was of regular frequency. By the time we reached our destination of the 

day , it was almost 6 in the evening , our bodies rattled by the constant rumblings of the almost non-

existent roads for the majority of the journey, but our spirits  were still high , thanks to chants and the 

passing around of the snacks once every hour. 
After a gruelling 9hr drive in a rickety old bus from Kathmandu over horrible roads we somehow 

reached the small border town of Shybrubesi. 
Shybrubesi …the name of the small town where we had to camp in lodges overnight until we 

crossed over to the Chinese side the next day.Shybrubesi introduced us to an all the new meaning of 

the word---BreakFast….as the pooris literally broke our teeth very fast. Then ensued a day where most 

of us had a feeling the stomach was put into the latest model of Bosh washing machine…OMG what a 

day to forget. 
The Chinese authorities were quite elaborate in their checking process. They even had thermal 

imaging where one was refused entry into Tibet if found sick with fever. They took our biometric 

readings of our palms. Our group got out of the clutches of the Chinese in about 2hrs and we boarded 

the better built Chinese buses for our onward journey towards Keyrong which was a nice 6hrs 

journey. The landscape consisted of mostly coniferous trees and small shrubs. This slowly 
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transformed into a landscape of dry and arid fields with the Himalayan ranges staring at us from a 

distant. 
Keyrong was a nice little town surrounded by some snow-clad mountain peaks. The next morning 

we went around the town and visited one of the old Buddhist monastery and paid our respects to Lord 

Buddha. Coming out of the monastery,  many prayer wheels which we gleefully rotated. 
Then we embarked on our journey to Saga, a town situated by the banks of River Brahmaputra. We 

checked into a nice hotel called “ The Grand Hotel” where we met other tourists who had successfully 

completed the Parikrama. This gave us a lot of confidence and hope that we could also do it. But 

looking at the present  condition of most of our troupe, dampened my spirits a little. 
Again the long haul of bus journey chanting the name of “Mahadev”, we embarked towards 

Manasarovar lake. This time the jouney route was extremely flat and the weather chilly and very 

sunny. At an altitude of 15000 ft/ above sea level the sun beams down with all its arsenal of UV rays 

and much more I guess, but it was not at all warm given the amount of brightness. Thanks to those UV 

protection sunglasse from decathlon, made my vision comfortable. 
Then after a wait of 4 days in a gruelling bus journey, we finally had a glimpse of the Holy Mount 

Kailash overlooking the holy Lake….Manasarovar. 
The dormitory accommodation on the banks of the holy lake was just basic and a forgettable wash-

air experience (open air). As I had heard about the celestial lights dancing over the holy lake every day 

at around 2am to 4am (just before sunrise) , I  accordingly adjusted my alarm to go off at 2am . And 

when I went out into the chilly and windy night leaving the warmth of my room, Low-behold I got the 

opportunity to witness the celestial bright light shining brightly over the holy lake. I watched it for a 

while and even thought my mind wanted to be there just staring at the celestial light but my body had 

other plans for me….go sleep. 
After a good nights sleep we woke up early, had breakfast and proceeded for 4-5kms in our bus 

towards Yama Dwar which is the starting point of Parikrama. Members who wont be able to go for the 

Parikrama will return from Yama Dwar. We hired a porter to carry our backpack and chanting Lord 

Shivaa's name we embarked on the Prikrama after taking a few pics at the Yama Dwar. The walk was 

quite easy and pleasant as the terrain was mostly flat amidst a valley which was overlooked by the 

mighty Himalayan range. As we continued we came across a heard of Yaks grazing peacefully in the 

valley. Apples , fruit juice and chocolates were consumed for lunch after a trek of 3hrs. The next 3 hrs of 

trek was also smooth but for a few mild gradients. We reached Diraphuk  covering 13kms at an 

altitude o f 4900mts. Diraphuk is one of the best and closest point from where we can see crystal clear 

north face of Mt. Kailash standing ahead. I clicked a few memorable pics with the imposing Holy 

Mount Kailash as the backdrop. We had a quick dinner ( Khichidi and soup) and went off to sleep in 
0

the freezing temperature of  0 c , but thanks to my sleeping bag I could get some sound sleep. 
We woke up very early morning before dawn, we witnessed the  first sunlight on Mt. Kailash 

offering amazing view of the holy mount, took quick light breakfast and got ready to begin the trek 
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towards Zuthulphuk camp. This day is considered as toughest day of this trip. The trek went from a  

steep climb up continuously upto Dolma-La high pass (5600 m) for about 3-4 hours and steep down to 

Gauri-Kund and upto flat valley for about 2.5 hours then after you will walk all the way flat land for 

about another 2-3 hours. That's why it is the tough &longest trek of about 9-10 hours. Keeping our 

fingers crossed and hoping for a clear weather we embarked on the second day huffing and panting 

along the way and stopping more frequently than the 1st day for more water breaks. As we neared the 

Dolma-La pass we could see the mountain covered with colourful Tibetan prayer flags and as we 

neared the peak called “Shivasthal” that was covered with holy flags and the personal things like 

clothing, ornaments, for which there is strong belief in Tibetan religion that you will get it (whatever 

you offered here) in heaven after your death.
At the peak of Dolma-La peak, it was an amazing feeling, clicked few quick pics and started 

descending slowly maneuvering through the narrow pathway. As we descended we got a glimpse of 

the Holy GouriKund (named after Goddess Parvathi). We came across a small glacier which was 

slowly metling in the mild sunny month of June, and thankfully I caught-up with my porter and he 

gleefully obliged to click a few photographs of mine on the glacier. As I reached the bottom of the 

mountain, found a small tea shop where all my co-trekkers had reached before me including my 

brother-in law, Tejas. After a relaxing for 1 hour of rest in the tea shop we embarked towards 

Zuthulphuk which according to our local guide was just 2-3hrs of easy walking. As the journey began, 

the walk was most on flat ground and so we kept up a decent pace. We came across two Tibetans who 

were circumambulating the Holy Mount Kailash by doing a prostrate namaskaras all along the path. 

They were wearing protective rubber boots, shin covers, rubber gloves and elbow gourds too and 

woolenheadcaps and they were covered with dust from head to toe. We were flabbergasted by seeing 

their devotion to the almighty..Lord Shiva. Later when we came to know that those Tibetans take 

almost 7-8days to complete the circumambulation in that fashion. We had nothing but admiration to 

their devotion, commitment and physical and mental endurance. 
Hour by hour passed on but no sight of our destination. And at last after an arduous walk of almost 

6hrs we sighted Zuthulphuk. We got into a small dormitory had hot tea and biscuits. And still we 

could not believe that we had reached our destination of the day as we were totally exhausted. We had 

an early dinner and hit out beds. Oh I slept like I was a dead log. 
The next day was also an early start at 5.30 am just before the sunrise. The trek was for about 8kms 

which we covered in about one and a half hour. Our transport was waiting for us midway to pick us 

and transport us to Darchen. So this point was actually the end of our parikrama by foot and we 

rejoiced and thanked Lord Shiva for enabling us to complete it successfully as I was one of the six 

members to do so successfully on foot from our group of 54. 

Dr.  Nitin V. Muralidhar
Dept. of Orthodontics
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WE CAN DO IT… IN ANOTHER 15 MINUTES: 
A PRO ENCOUNTER WITH PROCRASTINATION

As the chilly air of December embraced the sunny Sunday morning, I sat huddled in a small 

chair with my trusty notepad and pen. The deadline for submission of articles loomed over me. In 

all honesty, my undying faith in the grossly exaggerated capabilities of my skill as a writer was at 

high tide as well.  A little voice in my head had me convinced that I could easily make at least five 

submissions within the next two days, leaving three days to spare. Squinting at the blue blobs of 

ink on my paper, I began jotting the list of topics I would enjoy writing about. Three hours and 

five and a half doodles later I found myself looking at a rather extensive array of topics that 

interested me. It can be safely assumed that, at that time, practically anything and everything 

under the sun (and beyond) seemed like a viable subject. Impressed and slightly overwhelmed by 

this daunting discovery, I thought it would do me well to take a lunch break so that I could come 

back and start writing- or so I thought. Fast forward through the break and I found myself 

vacillating between the abyss of reasons as to why I need to get started with writing and the 

justification why every other task (which was otherwise trivial) was more important than the one 

at hand:
1)  Cleaning my desk and book rack- because they are dusty and there was a chance that I could 

develop a newfound dust allergy.
2)  Re-stacking my books in the shelves because I've already come this far, I might as well be 

organized.
3)  Coming across a book of limericks and reading it because poorly written, inappropriate, 5 

lined poetries are always a hoot.
4)  Watering my cactus (I have no justification for this.)
5)  Scavenging social media for memes, so on and so forth.

The sun (literally) set and along with it came the sweet embrace of sleep, which was followed 

by Monday blues. The entirety of my Sunday (and Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday) had passed 

in the blissful haze of my stalling as I kept telling myself I would come back and start writing 

again. For someone who strongly believes in Polonius' "This above all: to thine own self be 

true…”, I could not have a peaceful night's sleep for the entire week, knowing that I have such a 

task pending. Much like Hamlet, I found myself facing a moral dilemma as every day passed: Was 

I to dismiss this unforeseen carnal instinct to do literally anything that wouldn't involve me to sit 

down to write as a 'human vice' and move on? Or was I to stop dead in my tracks and explore this 

sudden need for me to dally with the one task that brings me immense joy on regularity?
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I needed closure, and like anyone with an unhealthy amount of free time in their hands, I 

scoured the internet looking for answers. Procrastination, according to Wikipedia was the 

'habitual delay of starting or finishing a task despite its negative consequences'. Slightly miffed by 

the labyrinth of psychology reports and articles that delved far too deep into the crevasse of the 

said subject, I managed to understand that every act of procrastination no matter the gravity of its 

outcome was rooted to three basic human instincts: fight, flight or fright.
The fight-ers were the thrill seekers. They put off doing things simply because they believed that 

they performed better under stress. The rush of adrenaline that accompanies while working against a 

deadline was their version of thrill; similar to the wallop of excitement that is a direct result of 

participating in extreme sports like skateboarding, surfing, parajumping or interrupting your mother 

in the kitchen.
The flight-ers were the most common kinds of procrastinators- the avoiders. They fear judgement, 

rejection and quite possibly every emotion a teenager feels, except that they don't outgrow it. I 

suppose their theory is that you cannot scrutinize a work that's non-existent. Quitting even before the 

race begins. They tend to give far too much attention to what others may think and far too little to what 

they can take from the process.
The fright-ers were the perfectionists- a rarity, but present nonetheless. As much as we gaze in awe 

at perfectionists, there is no doubt that they lack decisiveness. Ironically, the fear of being unable to 

complete a task perfectly, makes them put it off for as long as possible. Their very strength paves way 

to their weakness.
Regardless of the kind of procrastinator one could be, the methods of overcoming it were brutally 

generic- make a 'to-do list', break down large tasks into smaller manageable goals, self-bribery, 

establish a routine, work in a 'distraction-free' environment and quite possibly the typical humdrum 

we keep hearing from anyone, anywhere and at any time. Solutions that were easier said than done, 

but effective nonetheless. Freshly equipped with this new found information, I sat down again at my 

neatly organized, dust- free desk and began writing. It was Thursday and I had just enough time to 

write my little heart out and finally put all this behind me.

V. K. Joshi,  
Student, JSSDCH
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PARENT AND CHILD 

Understanding children, encouraging 
them, and guiding them plays a significant 
role in moulding their character. Very 
often, parenteral ignorance results in 
unwelcome consequences. “

Talking to children is an art. Children 
are seldom naïve in their communication. 
Their coded messages require deciphering. 
To reach out to children and to reduce 
parenteral frustration, we need a new 
mode of relating to children. It is based on 
respect and skill.  When a child is buffeted 
by strong emotions, he will not listen to 
anyone. He will not accept advice or 
consolation or constructive criticism. He 
only wants his feelings to be understood. 
When a child makes a statement about 
himself, it is often desirable to respond, 
neither with an agreement nor dis-
agreement, but with details that convey to 
the child an understanding beyond his 
expectation.

Parents tend to pamper their children 
with flattery. Consider a mirror, it merely 
reflects feelings as they are, without 
distortion or adding flattery or faults. To a 
child, the statements what parents make should be in a loving tone. It is a widely held belief that praise 
builds up a child's confidence and makes him feel secure. In actuality, praise may and often result in 
tension and misbehavior, especially when its inept. The single most important rule is that praise 
should deal only with the child's effort and accomplishments , not with his character and personality. 

When things go wrong, it is not the right moment to teach an offender about his personality but it is 
best to deal only with the event , not the person. When a child is repeatedly told by his teachers or 
parents that he is stupid, he comes to believe it. He starts thinking of himself as such. He then gives up 
intellectual efforts, feeling that his escape from ridicule lies in avoiding contest and competition. His 
safety hinges on not trying. Thus, it can be seen that the intellectual progress and the character 
development of a child depends to a large degree on the way his parents accurately judge a situation 
and deal with it. 

Sumukh Bharadwaj, Student, JSSDCH

Pic : Adoncia Fernandes, Student JSSDCH
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Motivation is Empowering

Motivation is a very strong tool we can use to get further in life and to achieve our dreams and goals. 

Setting goals for ourselves is something that I consider to be very important. I believe in always 

pushing myself further and further up in life. Never wait for an external person or force to motivate 

you because as far as I think self motivation is more empowering. In order to stay motivated, we have 

to have a goal and be driven towards achieving that goal. Believe that you are unique and no one else 

can take your place. Create yourself to be indispensable!
Do not fight for mediocrity, because you will end up losing the big game. Your fight for reaching 

maximum shouldn't be just in words, break your words down into those powerful actions that will 

ignite the real possibilities of life. When playing the game of life, you should be very careful on how 

you can strategize. Your next move, money and love life shall always remain a secret. When time 

comes, the world will let you know. Have the confidence to stand apart and you shall go ahead.
    When I urge you to be positive in life, I am not asking you to be oblivious. I do completely 

understand that your pain is real, the toughness of the day to day hustling is real, the failure is real, the 

breakup is real, the unemployment is real, the fear is real and there is no one-shot medicine to cure any 

of the above. But there is always a way you want to let these circumstances go through you. Are you 

going to let these tough movements of life break you or make you? This is the real question you need to 

be asking yourself.
              Being positive in life is about knowing and believing that there will be a new day better than 

the one I am going through today and when it comes, I shall not stop to reach my phoenix strata. Your 

yesterday shall give you foresight, your today shall give you strength and your tomorrow shall bless 

you with potential. Have the eyes. Always remember “there is an Easter after every Good Friday, and 

you can break boulders too.” Smile it out.
       Are you playing the finite game or infinite game? “Don't pray for an easy life, pray for the 

strength of endurance.” most of the time, we fail to understand and recognize that, “it's not the load 

that breaks us down, it's the way we carry it.” That always takes the hit. Remember it's not the bean 

bags, free food, free cab service, alcohol, free laundry service that matters, it's the extra mile that you 

are going, to be the best of yourself which is going to be macro. You are the person that you need to 

fight against.
      Your philosophy on life needs to be simple, focus and activate those areas of your life that is 

going to ignite your positivity and happiness. Most of us are working towards all the available “set 

definitions of success” which sometimes may not be your run, and happiness is compromised 

through the process. Do not carry any unwanted, disturbing, unsatisfying load on your back. 

Everything you do, should only contribute towards a smile. Create and work on this magic. Give 

yourself the ability to rise in strength and happiness. Have you ever wondered about the “happiness 
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gap”? The process of you  postponing your happiness to a later time, waiting for yourself to reach a 

destination, waiting for your environment to be better, waiting for an approval from your lover, 

waiting for the people around you to be nicer etc!! The problem is, we shall never attain that happiness 

because our goal and necessities are ever growing, and holistic development along with happiness 

shall never take place.
    Celebrate your yesterday, open your champagne bottle to the challenges you have overcome. 

Nobody can change the world for you. You are the only one in-charge.  If you really want to grow, 

don't blame the people, don't blame the system, don't blame the situation, and don't blame the 

economics. These are all manifestations of your true action.
My plea goes out to the real tough sector of the universe, parents and teachers. Make your voice 

heard today, create impact.
Remember that the sheep always needs a shepherd.
Step up.
Cheers to all you beautiful souls out there

Ria Treesa Raju;  Student JSSDCH

1) A child asked God: If everything is already written in destiny, then why should I wish?
 God smiled and said may be on some pages, I have written, “As you wish”.

2) If a drop of water falls in a lake, its identity is lost
  If it falls on a lotus leaf, it shines like a pearl,
 The drop is the same, but the company matters.

3) Smile is the ultimate antidepressant.

4) Right handed people tend to chew food on their right side

5) What is success?
  It is when your photos are uploaded on Google
 Instead of Face book.

Dr.Vidya,  Student, Forensic odontology, JSS AHER
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   It's the second time from morning, my visit to the shop, I told him to repair my watch  fast and give 

me but still inspite of telling two times he didn't ! I got so angry, when I visited third time and I shouted 

at him, still he was cool he asked me to show my watch, I showed him the watch, he asked me to just 

wait for 5mins, I was standing so fiercely, folding my wrist so tightly. He asked me to not to fold the 

wrist ? So politely! But I refused, it's my wish I'll keep however I want ! My younger brother was 

standing beside  him, he slowly started talking to my brother, it's not that low, I can hear it though ! He 

was saying that his son has suicided by consuming sleeping pills, at that time of suffering because of 

the effect of the pills, he tightly folded his both the wrists and when he saw me tightly folding my 

wrists, he remembered his son, so he asked me to leave them freely. After listening to this, tears rolled 

out of my eyes!  I regret for behaving so rude! With a soft voice I asked him, how is your son now ? He 

didn't reply me. A worker who is working there replied, He is no more ! 
I felt so bad after listening that !
I said sorry to him !

MORAL:
Every one's life is not so easy, it's very difficult to handle someone's character! 
Think twice before you react !
The most painful thing for the parents is seeing their child dead before them !
You can imagine, how the father has undergone severe pain after seeing his son suffering and dying in
front of him !!
Give your parents - treats not tears !!
They have given birth to see you happy , don't make them cry infront of  your funeral ! 
Think twice before you react !!
Let the world be against you, still two people will be waiting for you !!
Your mother and father !!

 Yaseen Shaik, Student, JSS DCH

Step up . . .
Cheers to all you beautiful souls out there.
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Weekend Wanderings

MYSURU is a beautiful city!!  Not only most comfortable city in karnataka, in my opinion one of the 
best cities on the planet. There are ample of places to visit in the heart of city such as Mysore Maharaja 
Palace, sacred Chamundi Temple, Brindavan Gardens, KRS dam and the back waters, Balmuri water 
falls, Karanji lake, Kukkarhalli lake and the skits and plays at rangayana and many more. All  these 
places can be visited even on your hectic weekdays just get out in the evening and breathe. Check the 
timings on google. But one must also look around the out-skrits which holds many major attractions. 
Some of the main attraction which can be your weekend getaway are,

MELUKOTE, one of the most beautiful places I have seen so far. The attractions here include the 
sacred Vishnu temple, and the kalyani right beside the temple and a beautiful view point called 
dhanushkoti, the view here is breath taking and dont miss the delicious food at Subbanna  Mess.

SHRAVANABELAGOLA around 83kms from Mysore is a place with a great history. Very sacred 
temple for jains.  Main attraction includes the monolith statue of Bhagwan Bahubali located at a height 
of 17.3736 meters. And there are 3 to 4 other temples in the vicinity to visit. Please eat properly before 
going as you have to ascend like some 1000 steps and its not that easy.

HIMAVAD GOPALSWAMY BETTA  located about 70km away from mysore. Most beautiful hill 
temple I visited so far. Situated about 1400m height has a great view and picturesque surroundings. 
You can reach this place in a government bus. It is in the heart of bandipur forest and the highest peak 
of bandipur. Private vehicles are not allowed from the forest check post. The gates opens at 8.30 am 
closes 4 pm. Best time to visit this place is winter. 

OOTY the queen of nilgiris is not so far from Mysore and can plan a weekend to visit. On the way to 
Ooty you can visit the Bandipur Tiger Reserve, can go for  a safari if you are lucky enough you can 
even spot some animals, you can always spot some wild elephants here.  The place is very serene and 
the night stay and camps are superb. And about ooty you may need 2 to 3 days to visit around this 
beautiful place there are many sight seeings around you can either book a taxi or a self drive car to 
move around.

SHIVANASAMUDRAthe most beautiful waterfalls to visit on a boring Sunday. It is located with in 
a range of 80km from mysore and can be reached in about one and half hour. You can book a taxi or  
even take a bus. It is one of the first hydro electric power station in Asia. the height of this is around 
300ft. It is one of the most beautiful segmented waterfall I have seen, also called Gaganachukki and 
Bharchukki falls. On the way back you can visit SOMNATHPURA the chennakesava temple over here 
is one of my favourite temples so far, breathtaking architecture don't miss visiting this place, located 
about 40kms from mysore. TALAKADU is another place which is located in the same direction. It is 
said that it once had over 30 temples, most of which are lay buried in sand. One of the most popular 
pilgrimage for hindus. You can visit all these three places on a Sunday. People who are lazy to walk 
around can skip Talakad, it requires a lot of physical strength.

53



NANJANGUDU it is about 23 kms from Mysore don't miss visiting the beautiful srikanteshwara 
temple in the heart of the city. Can have a hot coffee in the café coffee day on your way back to mysore.

SRIRANGAPATNA last but not the least very close to mysore around 15km from Mysore. A 
beautiful place with ample of temple at every step and the beautiful enchanting  Kaveri river. And 
places such as the Daria Daulat Bagh, Jumamasjidh, elephant gate, Tipu Sultan Gumbaz, Wellesely 
Bridge, kKarighatta view point are worth visiting.

RANGANATHITTU BIRD SANCTUARY also know as pakshikashi of Karnataka located about 
16kms from mysore, is one of the most important sanctuary of india. Do visit the place where you can 
watch different species of  birds, crocodiles, otters, this also can be your weekend getaway.

So all these places can save you from your boring Sundays. Go and have lots of fun. Be safe.

RYALI  RADHA  MADHAVI
2013-14  BATCH

Evils of Ragging

Ragging refers to any act that violates the dignity of a person. These evils of ragging have been in 
many forms like physical, psychological , racial, caste , color and sexual violation and  have become 
rampant in colleges and educational institutions. This is a nightmare to fresh students and their 
guardians at the time of  admission, not only in  degree colleges  but also in various professional  
colleges like engineering , IITs,  health  and  allied colleges.
The supporters of ragging offer an argument for it as an ordeal to make the students fit for the future  
struggle for existence. Various evil form of ragging is in practice in professional colleges. The reports 
of incidents of ragging in some of the reputed professional colleges and educational institutions are 
quite alarming. It is a matter of shame that even though ragging has been criticized for decades, we 
still come across such incidents of inhuman torture. As a disastrous result, many students give up 
their studies and go back home, some lose their mental balance, and some are seriously injured and 
some commit suicide. Indeed, ragging has become a dreadful affair in the institutions of higher 
learning, especially in professional colleges. 
The press and media have drawn our notice to this cruel practice. To curb this ragging the honourable 
Supreme court has developed strict laws to punish any body, indulging in ragging and has directed 
university grants commission to develop portals, helpline in college and proactive measures to 
prevent the menace of ragging . Ragging is a no no situation in any form and has to be curbed at every 
stage. Ultimately the motto for ragging is - ‘Say no to ragging’. The deep roots of  ragging  has to be  
uprooted completely and  should  provide a secure safe entry to a fresher in the educational 
institutions.

Dr. Raghavendraswamy
Anti Ragging Committee
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New Girl In The City                                                            
A girl so shy, her feelings that laid so deep and the meanings locked in complex words, her 
expressions that have been buried since long into silence, somewhere far away from worldliness. 
With calmness in her tender foots and dreams in her eyes, she entered into the fast paced world.

Leaving home, your family has never been easy not just because of moving out of your comfort zone 
or people you've grown up with but becaue of the mere fear of being away from people who 
selflessly love you, nurture you and put up with you no matter what. Moving into a world with 
people who belog to different parts of the country, have different values, cultures perhaps 
completely different to yours can be scary. You know everyone is here to create an identity, so was 
she but with the hope of not losing what she was in path of finding who she will be.

With ambition on her marks, tears beneath her smile and pure heart she started her journey.

Initially, as it may seem was an intimidating environment for her, for people around her she was 
alien to their culture, ways of being and thought processes. No matter how hard she tried to keep 
pace with the time and emerge stronger out of it, her efforts seemed to go in vain. She longed to find 
her source of comfort, but returned back feeling lonely in a world full of opinions, judgements and 
conceptions surrounding her.

Nevertheless she was determined to make her way out of the chaos, While she made studies her 
companion, which was the primary goal of being here the walls surrounding slowly began to 
discover the person that she was, breaking barriers between them to give birth to a new friendship.

With the negativity surrounding her dying out, she began to love her life again. She saw the good in 
everything she once connsidered a bane. Her goals still required to achieve but with the much 
needed support and companionship she believed she could achieve them. She regained the smile she 
had once lost and walked towards a future, which seemed delightfully chaotic which beholded a 
much stronger, calmer and braver girl, who was once the quintessential new girl in the city.

Harshita Prem, Student JSSDCH 

 Dedication and divine blessings 

 What is impossible if you are intelligent What is unachievable if you have dedication (will) and (his) 
blessings?    Sincere dedication will strengthen and reinforce our resolve to achieve what we have set 
as our goal.One should always be optimistic that is to take the brighter past of our life and should not 
lose heart in despair when confronted with obstacles. One should also try again,keeping faith in God 
to achieve success. 
In Mahabharata, it was bravery coupled with Lord Krishna's blessings which brought victory to the 
Pandavas in Kurukshetra war. Even physically challenged people like Wilma Rudolf,                 
Sudha Chandran, Louis Braille, Hellen Keller have achieved remarkable and great things in their life 
by following the above mentioned success in life.     May the fragrance of success always dwell in all of 
us.

                                                                                                             -Chandan.R, Student JSSDCH 
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What Masad saw

“Self actualization: The desire for self-fulfillment, namely the tendency for him [the individual] to 

become actualized in what he is potentially. This tendency might be phrased as the desire to become 

more and more what one is, to become everything that one is capable of becoming”Abraham Maslow 

1962

Masad stood there, lost in what he had just seen. Transfixed. He saw a man who had turned Maslow's 

“hierarchy of self actualisation” upside down. A man who didn't ask for anything. Who wasn't given 

anything either, by this decaying earth. Masad felt numb inside, he couldn't move, he couldn't feel his 

very physical cage in which his tired forever aching soul was entrapped. He couldn't move his eyes to 

see or wonder why no one else in busy Camacstreet was not noticing what he was seeing. He saw a 

man. He saw this man with his very own eyes (that has seen all the filth in the world already). This 

man who hardly resembles any living being in eyes of you an I, was a tiny fragile physical knot of 

melody in the barbwire of city cacophony. Masad didn't realise his clothes were falling off, his dark 

brown skin that once glittered in mid July's sun was slowly slipping through his flesh, with blood 

spilling all over the pitch black road of Kolkata. This lonesome road was crying for more. His flesh 

slowly melting away like the filthy foams on the surface of a gutter by summer's embrace.His skeleton 

yearning to kiss the ground.Masad saw a man with a bamboo flute in his shaking hand filling it with 

all the air his lungs could offer filling the air with his heavenly serenade. Just a thin, brown man 

curved with the burden of age. A man who was hungry and not hungry at the same time, a man who 

didn't belong anywhere and none belonged to him either. A man with no promises to keep, no roof 

and walls to call home, with no clothes to cover his insignificant bleeding effigy. A man with no 

prestige, no need for anything, who had nothing but the best of him.
Masad as bewildered as he was at this moment fell to the ground with all the weight he had been 

carrying and felt so relieved. He couldn't believe it was this easy. The answer was lying here all along, 

unnoticed. He curved a final smile on his face. 

Busy Camacstreet didn't see any of these. The city just saw another human, cold as a razor blade in 

December, lying on the ground with it's dark eyes wide open gazing the sky like a lost kid in an art 

museum. The city didn't bother, she just moved on with her daily hustle.                   

Tamal Das,  
Student JSSDCH 
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I am just a normal girl ! 
I am not a goddess who does no ill 
I am just a normal girl! 
I am not perfect, like a scented rose 
I am just a normal girl! 
I can be happy, sad, angry and jealous.. 
Like anybody else cause.,
I am just a normal girl 
Why do you think I am sublime and put 
me on a pedestal, 
when all I want is to be treated as normal 
Now that your illusion has shattered, you 
think I am the devil 
No my darling, l am just a normal girl! 
You think l am conniving and scheming 
and have misled you! 
All the while I was screaming, l am just a 
normal girl'`! 
I am neither an angel nor the devil! 
I am just a normal girl who loves you 
very much!! 

Normal Girl

Mind
Mind is a monkey 
I can't control thee 
You go on to people 
Who have broken free from me 
You remind me of things, I so want to forget 
And you make me remember them, with so 
much regret 
My minds little monkey 
Go on to your leash 
Sit in your corner, don't cause me anguish 
Let me concentrate on the tasks ahead 
There are so many, that have been neglected ! 
My minds monkey, stop the wandering 
Come sit by me and do my bidding 
Oh ! Dear God, l pray to thee 
Please help, to leash the monkey in me !

Dr. Deepika Rao 
Dept. Periodontology 
Magazine Advisor

The Dark

There goes a girl 
Doing her beautiful twirls
She has never seen light
Knows nothing about white
Though life was about touch
She could do lot more than just so much
She dreamt about stars
Not caring her scars
Fearing nothing she kept going
To a land where stars were glowing
Clans told her she was wrong
But she kept moving her way and on
Look up and tell me what u see?
They asked
The DARK she replied

Nivedha, Student JSSDCH 
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There is a silence in these valleys now,
For the shock and pain have passed. 
Some screams of agony still linger though,
As the blood dries slowly across the snow. 

A day this one of love and loss,
Of blood, gore, chocolate and candy floss. 
To beating hearts a romantic pantomime,
To bravehearts that stopped a bloody valentine. 

All the hatred of those decades past,
Came ripping through the shockwave's blast.
Shredding both steel and skin alike,
Leaving man and metal a mangled mass. 

Another slaughter has come to pass,
Another tragedy that is sure to last,
Another brick in a growing wall of hate,
Another blow to this sorry state. 

A paradox this valley of beauty and beast,
Of sorrow and joy, of fun and feast. 
Nature in glory most rare to behold,
Man in his most primal, cruel and cold. 

VALENTINE'S  VALLEY
Vengeance flies high on wings of retribution,
Death rides hard on the steed of suspicion,
Thick is the air wth betrayal and fear,
The shadow of doubt always lurks near. 

Valour is martyr'd at the altar of duty,
The scythe of suicide harvests young beauty. 
Cunning slavemasters fill minds with untruths,
A mocktail of madness for gullible youth. 

Where is the end to this parade of destruction?
This charade of life, this cruel parody. 
Can the machine of fate be stopped by 
intention?
Or simply grind away till it runs out of bodies. 

Dr. Ravin Chengappa, 
1987 batch, Alumni

Dream catcher
A sacred hoop stands real tall 
Every beautiful mess of me in the light 
I lay my very head with bad dreams 
Down on my bed 
Carries all the demons away from me 
And entangled in the web 
All things bound together 
In borne of broth flow down the slopes
Feathers hanging below the hoop 
Gives strength, passion and patience 
Lurid diurnal drizzle nightmare 
Soft nocturnal flurry of air takes our balladry 
To the moon 
Calls every night 
Come and catch me 
This lucky charm returns that every light 
And now in silent confirmation 
Trying to feel the frolicsome 

Kavana  P
Student
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In the wake of it all

Sirens wailing in the distance,
Echoes of their cries hung in the air.
Fumes rising up the sky every second,
Cities tumbling and crashing.
Blood splattered onto the walls,
Countless bodies disseminated on the streets.
Perplexed eyes, blurred vision, disoriented 
thoughts.
In the name of God, amity and unity.
Violence and bloodshed in the name of pacifism.
How ironic that the scriptures teach us to 
pursue peace
And our twisted minds ravage any harmony 
left. 
Bombings and flames are our only reactions.
Fighting wars to find peace.

- Achsah Mercy Mohan, Student JSSDCH

"My  Divine Mother”

Oh  she's my dearest mother.
Who cuddles me and hugs me.
She fills all my thoughts and my every blink.
Who showers all blessings.

She's so graceful and charming.
She's no wonder a wishful tree.
She's the mirror of my heart .
That I adore endlessly.

I am so grateful to you, my dearest mother!
And I owe a great deal all through.
Your smile I cherish forever.
You are none other than my soul.

M.S.Nithyashree, Student JSSDCH

Life 

Life lead us ill, life to a turning point    

Yet beautiful and romantic it is

Possessed with its flowing energy

Making me desperate and high

Edging through my past life

Filled with absolute darkness and sorrow

Evil thoughts haunting me

Myself panic running to and fro

Suffocating, heart pounding 

Realising its depth with broken heart

Sacrificed everything just for him

The world seems nothing

Except my only love, lost forever

Love leads us to our doom

And I seek the path of virtue

Leaving me in a trodden path

Trusts, friends, family...

Spoiled within seconds

In a state of depression

Roaming around madly

Smiling at myself

Crying at fate

"MAKTUB" that's what it is

There were many omens

Doubtful to choose one

Sorry to say that I had chosen the path

Unimaginable and awful

That's why I am here

Lost with thoughts 

Lost with my love

Only mine, only mine

Varsha Vargheese, Student JSSDCH
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Unleashed Voice

With shimmering stars in my eyes
Hundreds of songs in my heart 
Sleepless night dreams that I could conquer 
Like a shooting star in the boundless sky
There was wings of hope 
And lots of untold stories 

But it all shattered on that dark night 
Where the demon reside down silently 
And the angels closed their eyes 
It seemed I lost everything 
They were monsters , I couldn't win

My soul screamed out of vengeance
desolute , desperate I reside there 
Then it was days of struggle 
Millions of candles burned on streets 
Hashtags beholder my purity 

My father saw my vanquished body 
But still with a ray of hope
Despair soul gave up
Blindfolded god hails me up
There I saw India's daughters in a fearless world

-  Niha M, Student JSSDCH

Boundless

Around, Around My Mind It Turns
Thoughts Immemorable Like Fire It Burns
We Are All Players In The Game Called Life
Brawling Battles of Love And Strife.

All Positive Thoughts Processed And Stored In 
My Brain
Few Vibes Negative and It All Gets Drained In 
Like Rain
And There I Stand In Soltitude,Far,Far Away
Picturing My Life Full Of colours And Not Just 
Plain and Grey.

All The Attention Needed And Some of Which 
I Crave
Each Day I learn and Each Day I become Brave 
Suffering And Making it Through The Depths 
of Darkness
I See The future Brightly Shining With All it 
Takes,Regardless.

All The Vows I once made to Myself,And All 
Those  Rules and Pacts I Set
Breaking Them All,Those Bonds and Making It 
Through The Edges and Curves of Threat
It Set Me Free like A Bird
And Left My World slightly stirred.

Around, Around My Mind It Turns 
Thoughts Immemorable Like Fire It Burns
We Are All Players In The Game Called Life 
Brawling Battles of Love and Strife.

Pravallika H.N.
Student JSSDCH

Pic : Dr. Gayatri Devi
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The Book

Through several ages ,
Through trillion nights ,
I recite ; I'm the might ,
I'm as old as light .
I descended on the world ,
To see and show ,
The words they painted ,
And the facts that glow .

From the era of emperors ,
To the reign of queens,
I produced the heroes,
I sharpened the Eves ,
I kindled the fire ; I spread the light ,
For I'm the might , I'm as old as light .

Before the stream of computers ,
Before the dimmest light ,
I enlightened the world ,
And displaced the fright ;
For I'm the might , I'm as old as light .

I bore Edison , I raise Einstein ;
Follow my dust , now it's your time ;
Glide to my depth , fly to my heights ,
You'll surely shine ;
For I'm the might , I'm as old as light.

Farina Mehrin
Student, JSSDCH

Slides of nature

Light so high glazing through the night,
Alighting into the green meadows in the 
whistling wind.
Jaw dropping ,creepy silence in the distant 
woods of tigers, lions,and  wild beasts. 
I heard the monsters cry from the sloppy 
mountain, like a wild monster on the prowl. 
Then came a gush of midnight showers, 
alarming as it rolls down the slopes, 
rivaleh,streams canals and then the river taken 
its might. That uprooted the woods,  the 
hatched houses and plains.
Moments of thick despair, flown without 
seeing what is near and far away. 
The slides of natureinto the lives of man that 
buried their dream and me too?

-  Nadine, Student JSSDCH

Sketch : 
Neehara Venugopal

Student, JSSDCH
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Inspiring Thoughts

1. Don't rush along the flow like a dead fish.  Be a whirlpool!
                          - 
2. It's fine if it's old -its precious!   It's fine if you are bold -you are beautiful!

3. Your presence might be absence in someone’s sense ! 
 Then don't make sense of their absence in your presence!!

4. Sometimes it's fine to slow down at a particular point ,
            Like 
            No matter how much speed you go , you  have to slow down at speed breakers!

5. Life is like a seed ,
           Sow it  Plough it,
           Irrigate it,  Cultivate it, 
           Then enjoy the grains  of success!
           But if you are waiting,
           These all to happen on its own 
           Then you will die of a hunger called failure 

6. Not all succeeded people
          Got their life filled with success
          Everyone will get empty leaf let's of life 
          You have to fill them ,if you can't 
          It will fall off !

-Yaseen Shaik
Student, JSSDCH
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A Mad World

It's A Mad World Where We All Stay,
It's a Mad World where we All Love And Pray.
Give It All,AllWhat You can 
Expect Nothing,Nothing From No Man
Keep Yourself Going,And Make Yourself 
moving 
It's Vast like An ocean Don't Get Lost Rowing
Wonder Why,Wonder How 
Wonder How To Make It All Happen Now
Because It's A Package Of One Time 
And, Oh Dear There Isn't Anything to Whine
Take It All,All What It Takes
You'll see In The End What Remains 
Your Sins Burnt Into Ashes Turned Grey
And The Virtue Findingit's Way.
It's a Mad World Where We All Stay
It's a Mad world Where We All Find Our Own 
Ways. 

Pravallika.HN
Student, JSSDCH

Illusion

I  is as powerful as ME
ME is as strong as MYSELF
MYSELF is as focused as MY SOUL
MY SOUL is as confident as MY TEARS 
MY TEARS are as pure as MY HEART, as my 
heart aims to MY DESIRE
MY DESIRE is as stubborn as ME
ME, MYSELF, MY SOUL, MY TEARS, MY 
HEART, MY STUBBORNESS, 
MYDESIRE…….ALL together …..MY 
DREAM
'Miles to go before asleep’

Prarthana Ramesh N
    Student, JSSDCH

Best Friend Forever

Amongst the many new faces and confused eyes
I noticed that one alone 
That gaze shook me like a tornado
Scared I was to start a talk
Yet she smiled at me unexpectedly
As days passed by that gaze became usual
Coupled with smile in her eyes
Later did we realize
Something somewhere linked us together
Making us closer than ever
Never did I think of us 
Walking hand in hand
Sharing the slightest of emotions
Days without fights are rare among us
Yet I cannot live a day without her
Her one change in face, disturbs my day
Nothing can separate us
As we bond like flesh and blood
No one else loved me like her
Because she is my best friend forever.

-STEFFI ANN KURUVILLA
Student, JSSDCH

Painting. : Rochana, Student
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Reflections On Silence 

Speech needs company,               
Silence needs solitude. 

Speech wants to conquer others,               
Silence help conquer oneself. 

Speech demands respect,              
Silence commands it. 

Speech is self expression,              
Silence is self bound. 

Speech asserts ego,               
Silence effaces it. 

Speech dissipates energy,               
Silence conserves it. 

Speech is human,              
Silence is divine. 

Great work inspired by speech,                
But is written in silence.

In prayers you speak to God,                
In meditation God speaks to you. 

While speaking you are heard by creatures,             
 In silence you hear the creator. 

Chandan.R                                                                                                
Student, JSSDCH

Warbling of birds is 
indeed no jargon

I love the early morning singing 
of a lone nightingale high up in the trees
right outside my window,
the characteristic eeeiu of the peacock,
calling out to his hen raucously,
the lively dawn chorus
of the heavenly winged creatures
as the sunrays begin to kiss the trees and the land,
and the sight of the graceful circling
of the bald eagle high up in the sky,
emitting a series of high- pitched piping notes.
Each chirrup of the birds is distinct from the other.
Some are tweets, short and high,
some are shrieks, piercing the air,
Others are deep, long drawn hoots.
The chirps and tweets in the afternoons 
have always made me smile 
as I just begin to tire in the bones.
Even the cawing of a crow
Or the clucking of a chicken 
is music in the deafening silence.
It could just be a chirp, a peep or a tweedle
but each is savoured by my hungry ears.

Dr N Rekha Govindan
PG Student, Department of Prosthodontics
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¥Àæw©A§
ªÀÄ£À ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À PÉÊUÀ£Àßr
PÀxÉ PÀ«vÉ ZÀÄlÄPÀÄ MUÀlÄ
¥ÀÄl avÀæ ZÀjvÀUÀ¼À ¸ÁgÀ

UÀzÀå ¥ÀzÀå PÀxÁªÀgÀt
ºÁ¸Àå ¥ÀæªÁ¸À gÉÆÃªÀiÁAZÀ£À
UÀÄgÀÄ²æÃUÀ¼À C£ÀÄ¨sÁªÀ ªÀÄAxÀ£À

bÁAiÀiÁUÀæºÀt avÀæ ¸ÀAvÉ
avÀÛ awÛ VÃa gÀAUÉÆÃ°
§AiÀÄ®ÄgÀAUÀ £É£À¥À§ÄwÛ

¥ÀÄgÀ¸À«Ää®£À £ÀªÀ£À«Ã£À
¸ÀÄ¥ÀÛ ¥Àæw¨sÉUÀ¼À C£ÁªÀgÀt
¸ÀÈd£ÁvÀäPÀ PÀ®à£Á vÀÄtÄPÀÄUÀAzsÀ
vÀ£ÀÄªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼À gÀ¸ÀzËvÀt

EzÉÆÃ E°èzÉ ¤ªÀÄUÁV,
eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï zÀAvÀ ªÉÊzÀåQÃAiÀÄ
ªÀÄºÁ«zÁå®AiÀÄzÀ CAvÀgÀAUÀ,
¥ÀzÀ¥ÀÄAd ¸ÀàgÀ ±ÉÆÃzsÀUÀAUÀ
DAvÀAiÀÄð £ÀÄr£ÀªÀÄ£À ¨sÁªÀvÀgÀAUÀ

qÁ|| ²æÃ±ÉÊ® ºÉZï.J¸ï.
CzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀÄ.

Pic : Dr. S. Manjula
Staff, Dept. of Oral Surgery



¸ÀÆAiÀÄð £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀzÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀé

“GzÀAiÉÄÃ §æºÀägÀÆ¥ÁAiÀÄ ªÀÄzsÁåºÉßÃvÀÄ ªÀÄºÉÃ±ÀégÀºÀB |

C¸ÀÛªÀiÁ£ÉÃ ̧ ÀéAiÀÄA «µÀÄÚB vÀæ¬ÄªÀÄÆwð¢ðªÁPÀgÀB ||

ªÉÃzÀzÀ°è GzÀ¬Ä¸ÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð£À£ÀÄß wæªÀÄÆwðUÀ½UÉ ºÉÆÃ°¹zÁÝgÉ.

»jAiÀÄjUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ UÀÄgÀÄUÀ½UÉ £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀ ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ CzÀPÉÌ ¥ÀæwAiÀiÁV CªÀgÀÄ

“±ÀvÀªÀiÁ£ÀA ̈ sÀªÀw ±ÀvÁAiÀÄÄB ¥ÀÄgÀÄµÀB ±ÀvÉÃA¢æAiÀÄB

DAiÀÄÄµÀåªÉÃA¢æAiÉÄÃ ¥ÀæwwµÀ×w |

JAzÀÄ D²ÃªÁðzÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. EzÀgÀ CxÀð £ÀÆgÀÄ ªÀµÀð DgÉÆÃUÀåªÁV ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÉªÀÄä¢¬ÄAzÀ ̈ Á¼ÀÄ JAzÀÄ.

EºÀ¥ÀgÀUÀ¼ÉgÀqÀgÀ ̧ ÁzsÀ£ÉUÉ £ÀªÀÄä ±ÀjÃgÀªÉÃ G¥ÀPÀgÀt, DzÀÝjAzÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀÆªÁðZÁAiÀÄðgÀÄ

“±ÀjÃgÀ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀiÁzÀåA R®Ä zsÀªÀÄð¸ÁzsÀ£ÀA” JAzÀÄ ¸ÁjzÀgÀÄ, CAzÀgÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ zsÀªÀÄð¸ÁzsÀ£ÀUÉ ±ÀjÃgÀªÀÅ §ºÀ¼À 

ªÀÄÄRåªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. MnÖ£À°è EªÉ®èzÀgÀ ¥sÀ®±ÀÈwAiÉÄAzÀgÉ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ¤UÉ “DgÉÆÃUÀåªÉÃ ¨sÁUÀå” ºÁUÁzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß gÉÆÃUÀ¢AzÀ 

ªÀÄÄPÀÛgÁV¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀdæPÁAiÀÄPÀgÀ£ÁßV¸ÀÄªÀ DZÀgÀuÉAiÀÄ°è  “¸ÀÆAiÀÄð £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀªÀÅ” MAzÀÄ. £ÀªÀUÀæºÀ ¦ÃqÁ¥ÀjºÁgÀzÀ°è ºÉÃ½gÀÄªÀAvÉ 

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£ÀÄ Qæ«Ä£Á±ÀPÀ£ÀÆ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ gÉÆÃUÀ ¤ªÁgÀPÀ£ÀÄ ºËzÀÄ, vÀ¯É£ÉÆÃªÀÅ- PÀtÄÚ£ÉÆÃªÀÅ, PÀÄµÀ× zÉÃºÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ°£À ̈ ÉÆPÉÌ, vÀÄjPÉ, ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ 

ZÀªÀÄðgÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, ̈ sÀÆvÀ ̈ ÁzÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, PÀnÖgÉÆÃUÀ dégÀ ºÁUÀÆ Cw¸ÁgÀ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅ ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð¤AzÀ ¤ªÁgÀuÉAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉAzÀÄ ²æÃPÀÈµÀÚ£ÀÄ 

CdÄð£À¤UÉ w½¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É.

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð aQvÉì : PÉÃªÀ® ªÉÃzÀ ¥ÀÄgÁtUÀ¼ÉÃ C®è DzsÀÄ¤PÀ ªÉÊzÀå«eÁÕ£ÀªÀÇ ¸ÀºÀ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À gÉÆUÀ ¤ªÁgÀPÀ ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¹ 

gÉÆÃUÀ aQvÉìUÉ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð QgÀtªÀ£ÀÄß ««zsÀ jÃwAiÀÄ°è §¼À¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ¥ÀæAiÀÄwß¹zÉ. EzÀ£Éß ¸ÀÆAiÀÄðaQvÉì J£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ. EzÀ£ÀÄß ¤¸ÀUÀð 

aQvÉì JAvÀ®Æ PÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ. ¥ÀAZÀ¨sÀÆvÀUÀ½AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ F ±ÀjÃgÀPÉÌ ¥ÀAZÀvÀvÀéUÀ½AzÀ¯ÉÃ aQvÉìªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ PÀæªÀÄªÉÃ “¤¸ÀUÀð aQvÉì” ¥ÀAZÀ 

vÀvÀéUÀ¼ÉAzÀgÉ, ̈ sÀÆ«Ä, ¤ÃgÀÄ, UÁ½, CVß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DPÁ±À. 

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð aQvÉìAiÀÄ°è JgÀqÀÄ «zsÀ

1. ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð ̧ Áß£À  2. ªÀtðaQvÉì

 ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð ¸Áß£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À QgÀtUÀ½UÉ ªÉÄÊAiÉÆqÀÄØªÀÅzÉÃ DVzÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð ¸Áß£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¨É½UÉÎ (¥ÁævÀBPÁ®) ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 

¸ÁAiÀÄAPÁ® (¸ÀAzsÁåPÁ®)ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ 

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð ̧ Áß£ÀzÀ «zsÀUÀ¼ÀÄ:- ̧ ÀgÀ¼À ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð ̧ Áß£À ̈ É½UÉÎ 8 WÀAmÉAiÀÄ M¼ÀUÉ CxÀªÁ ̧ ÁAiÀÄAPÁ® 5 WÀAmÉAiÀÄ £ÀAvÀgÀ, DzÀµÀÄÖ 

PÀrªÉÄ GqÀÄ¥ÀÄ zsÀj¹ ̧ ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ CzsÀð WÀAmÉPÁ® §AiÀÄ°£À°è NqÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð¸Áß£À.

2. ªÀtð aQvÉì : ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð£À ̈ É¼ÀQ£À°ègÀªÀ §tÚUÀ¼À£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¹ £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄªÀ aQvÉìUÉ “ªÀtð aQvÉì” JAzÀÄ ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ, ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð£ÀÄ 

¸À¥ÀÛ §tÚUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀ ¸ÀÆ¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É, CªÀÅ AiÀiÁªÀÅªÉAzÀgÉ £ÉÃgÀ¼ÉÃ (Voilet), HzÁ(Indigo), ¤Ã°(Blue), ºÀ¹gÀÄ(Green), 

ºÀ¼À¢(yellow),  PÉA¥ÀÄ(Red) ªÀÄvÀÄÛ QvÀÛ¼É(Orange).

“AiÉÆÃUÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DgÉÆÃUÀå”
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¸ÀÆAiÀÄð £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀªÀÅ ºÀ®ªÀÅ AiÉÆÃUÁ¸À£ÀUÀ¼À ¸ÀAAiÉÆÃd£ÉAiÀiÁzÀÝjAzÀ ±Áé¸ÉÆÃZÁÒ¸À£ÀªÀÅ ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ-PÀÄA§PÀ-gÉÃZÀPÀ) 

AiÀÄÄPÀÛªÁVgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ,' ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ JAzÀgÉ G¹gÀ£ÀÄß M¼ÀUÉ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ, PÀÄA§PÀ JAzÀgÉ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ ±Áé¸À£À£ÀÄß M¼ÀUÀqÉ 

vÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ gÉÃZÀPÀ JAzÀgÉ vÀqÉ»r¢zÀÝ G¹gÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀUÉ ©qÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. 

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÁV£À G¹gÁlzÀ ¥ÀnÖ

PÀæªÀÄ ̧ ÀASÉå D¸À£À  ±Áé¸À ¥ÀæQæAiÉÄ

1.  ¸ÀªÀÄ¹Üw  ̧ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ±Áé¸À

2.  £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÁ¸À£À   ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ

3.   HzsÁéð¸À£À   ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ-PÀÄA¨sÀPÀ

4.   ºÀ¸ÀÛ¥ÁzÁ¸À£À   gÉÃZÀPÀ

5.  KPÀ¥ÁzÀ ¥Àæ¸ÀgÀuÁ¸À£À ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ

6.  ¢é¥ÁzÀ ¥Àæ¸ÀgÀuÁ¸À£À ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ-PÀÄA¨sÀPÀ

7.  ¨sÀÆzsÀgÁ¸À£À   gÉÃZÀPÀ

8.  ¸ÁµÁÖAUÀ ¥ÀætÂ¥ÁvÁ¸À£À ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ

9.  ¨sÀÄdAUÁ¸À£À   PÀÄA¨sÀPÀ

10.  ¨sÀÆzÀgÁ¸À£À   gÉÃZÀPÀ

11.  KPÀ¥ÁzÀ ¥Àæ¸ÀgÀuÁ¸À£À ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ

12.  ºÀ¸ÀÛ ¥ÁzÁ¸À£À   gÉÃZÀPÀ

13.  £ÀªÀÄ¸ÁÌgÁ¸À£À   ¥ÀÆgÀPÀ

14.  ¸ÀªÀÄ¹Üw   gÉÃZÀPÀ

ªÀiÁ®vÉÃ±À. J£ï

qÉAl¯ï ºÉÊf¤µïÖ

r¥ÁmïðªÉÄAmï D¥sï ¥ÉjAiÉÆÃqÁAn¸ïÖ

(ªÀ¸ÀqÀÄ ¸ÀAgÀPÀëuÁ «¨sÁUÀ)
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CPÀÌgÉ¬ÄAzÀ DgÉÊPÉ ªÀiÁr
EZÉÑUÀ¼À£Éß¯Áè FqÉÃj¹

GvÁìºÀ¢AzÀ HmÉÆÃ¥ÀZÁgÀ ¤Ãr
IÄvÀÄªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ¼À ¯ÉPÀÌ«®èzÉ

JA¢UÀÆ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À K½UÉAiÀÄ¯ÉèÃ
LPÀåªÁV M®«£À N®UÀ HzÀÄvÀÛ
OzÀAiÀÄðzÀ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ£Éß ºÀj¹

CAvÀå«®èzÀ C£ÀÄgÁUÀ vÉÆÃgÀÄªÀªÀ¼ÉÃ
£À£Àß  ¦æÃwAiÀÄ CªÀÄä....

vÁ¬ÄAiÉÄ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ, vÁ¬ÄUÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è ¥ÀÆdå ¸ÁÜ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
¤ÃqÀ¯ÁVzÉ vÁ¬Ä vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß MA¨sÀvÀÄÛ wAUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ, 
¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ ¸ÁQ ¨É¼À¹ ¸ÀA¥ÀÆtð dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀ»¹PÉÆAqÀÄ 
GvÀÛªÀÄ ¥ÀæeÉAiÀÄ£ÁßV ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ¼É. ºÉvÀÛªÀjUÉ ºÉUÀÎt ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝ JA§ 
UÁzÉAiÀÄAvÉ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ JµÉÖÃ PÀÆægÀ, PÀÄgÀÆ¦, CAUÀ«PÀ¯ÁzÀgÀÄ CªÀ¼À 
¦æÃwUÉ PÉÆ£É¬Ä®è. vÁ¬ÄUÉ JµÉÖÃ ªÀÄPÀÌ½zÀÝgÀÄ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß MAzÉÃ 
¨sÁªÀ£É¬ÄAzÀ ºÁUÀÆ ¦æÃw¬ÄAzÀ PÁtÄvÁÛ¼É DzÀgÉ D ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ 
vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤®ðPÀëöåªÀiÁr ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÁìzÀ PÁ®zÀ°è MAzÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ Hl 
ºÁPÀzÀ ¥Àj¹ÜwUÉ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉ G¦àVAvÀ gÀÄa¬Ä®è vÁ¬ÄVAvÀ 
§AzsÀÄ«®è J£ÀÄßªÀ UÁzÉ ªÀiÁvÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ CUÀvÀåvÉAiÀÄ 
CjªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CqÀÄUÉAiÀÄ°è K£ÉÃ §¼À¹ alQ G¦à£À 
PÉÆgÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄßAlÄªÀiÁrzÀgÉ CqÀÄUÉ PÉÆAZÀªÀÅ gÀÄa¸ÀzÀÄ, ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ 
ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ vÀAzÉ, CtÚvÀªÀÄä, CPÀÌ-vÀAV, CvÉÛÃ-ªÀiÁªÀ »ÃUÉ AiÀiÁgÉÃ EzÀÝgÀÄ vÁ¬Ä E®èzÉ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ D ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À §zÀÄPÀÄ MAzÀxÀðzÀ°è 
C¥ÀÆtðªÉÃ

¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ ¸ÀA¸ÀÌøwAiÀÄ°è vÁ¬ÄUÉ «±ÉÃµÀ  ¸ÁÜ£À-ªÀiÁ£À«zÉ. ¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄgÁzÀ £ÁªÀÅ ¨sÁgÀvÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¨sÁgÀvÀªÀiÁvÉAiÀÄAvÀ®Æ, 
PÀ£ÁðlPÀªÀ£ÀÄß ̈ sÀÄªÀ£ÉÃ±ÀéjAiÀÄ £ÁqÀÄ JAvÀ®Æ, £ÁªÀÅ £ÀqÉzÁqÀÄªÀ £É®ªÀ£ÀÄß '¨sÀÆ«ÄvÁ¬Ä' JAvÀ®Æ PÀgÉzÀÄ UËgÀ«¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ MnÖ£À°è 
vÁ¬ÄUÉ ¥ÀAiÀiÁðAiÀÄ vÁ¬ÄAiÉÆ§â¼É.

jÃvÀÄ, 
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

£À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ CªÀÄä
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fÃªÀ£À JAzÀgÉ ¤ÃªÀÅ ºÀÄqÀÄQPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀ®è, ¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß ¤ÃªÀÅ  
¸ÀÈ¶Ö¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ. ¸Àj- vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è 
¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À£ÀÄß UÀÄgÀÄw¸ÀÄªÀ¯ÉèÃ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ 
vÀ¥ÀÄà   JAzÀgÉÃ£ÀÄ ? JAzÉÃ CªÀjUÉ w½¢gÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. vÀ¥ÀÄà JAzÀgÉ-
£À«ÄäAzÀ E£ÉÆß§jUÉ vÉÆAzÀgÉAiÀÄÄAmÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CxÀªÁ £ÀµÀÖªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, 
Cz À Ä  ª À i Á£ À ¹P Àª ÁVA i À ÄÆ ,  z É Ê»P ÀªÁVA i À ÄÆ Cx ÀªÁ 
ªÀåªÀºÁjPÀªÁVgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. PÉ®ªÉÇAzÀÄ WÀl£ÉUÀ½AzÀ d£ÀjUÉ F vÀgÀºÀzÀ 
AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ £ÀµÀÖ GAmÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. DzÀgÉ ªÁ¸ÀÛªÀªÉÃ£ÉAzÀgÉ §ºÀÄ±ÀB 
CqÀVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. D WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À°è vÀ¥ÀÄà CqÀVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. F ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ°è 
vÀ¥ÀÄà- ̧ ÀjUÀ¼ÉgÀqÀÆ PÀªÀZÀUÀ½zÀÝ ºÁUÉ J®ègÀÆ vÀªÀÄä C£ÀÆPÀÆ®UÀ½UÁV 
CUÀvÀåUÀ½UÀ£ÀÄ¸ÁgÀªÁV F PÀªÀZÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÆ¢ÝgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. M§âjUÉ vÀ¥ÀÄà J¤ 
¹zÀgÉ E£ÉÆß§âjUÉ ¸Àj, DzÀgÉ ¸ÀvÀå K£ÉAzÀgÉ “ ¤ªÀÄUÉ ªÀÄ£À±ÁAw 
¨ÉÃQzÀÝ°è ¨ÉÃgÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÉÆÃµÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ¨ÉÃr.” 
AiÉÆÃZÀ£ÉUÀ¼À ̧ ÀÄ½AiÀÄ°è PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ. E£ÀÆß 
PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ ̈ sÀ«µÀåzÀ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄ°gÀÄªÀ WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À §UÉÎ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ 
ªÀvÀðªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃQgÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ §UÉÎ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄªÀªÀgÉÃ PÀrªÉÄ. 
ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÁìzÀªÀgÀÄ vÁªÀÅ fÃ«¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ fÃªÀ£À ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ£Éß £É£ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ vÀªÀÄä 
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä ºÁUÉ KPÉ fÃªÀ£À £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄwÛ®è JAzÀÄ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. 
DzÀgÉ CªÀjUÉ w½¢gÀÄªÀÅ¢®è CgÀ½PÀmÉÖ ºÀgÀmÉAiÀÄ eÁUÀzÀ°è ̄ Áå¥ïmÁ¥ï, 
¥sÉÃ¸ï§ÄPï §A¢zÉ JAzÀÄ. £Á¼É ¥ÀjÃPÉë EzÉ JAzÀÄ AiÉÆÃa¸ÀÄvÁÛ 
PÀÄ½vÀgÉ K£ÀÄ ¥sÀ®. EAzÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃQgÀÄªÀ PÉ®¸ÀzÀ §UÉÎ Cj«gÀ° 
NzÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ ¥ÀjÃPÉë JA§ AiÉÆÃZÀ£É £Á±ÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÁAiÀÄðzÀ°è 
UÀªÀÄ£À«r ¥sÀ¯Á£ÀÄ¥sÀ® zÉÃªÀjUÉ ©r, (zÉÃªÀgÀÄ JA§ ±ÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ ¤ªÀÄä 
¨sÀ«µÀå JA§ AiÉÆÃZÀ£É £Á±ÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀÄß £ÀA¨É. KPÉAzÀgÉ 
AiÉÆÃZÀ£É¬ÄAzÀ ̈ sÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß «ÄÃj £ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀå«®è, DzÀgÉ PÁAiÀÄð 
¥ÀæªÀÈvÀÛgÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ ¸ÁzsÀå) CzsÀð ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ½UÉ PÁgÀt PÉlÖzÁV 
D¯ÉÆÃa¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì. EA¢£À PÉ®¸ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÆwðªÀiÁqÀÄ, £É£ÉßAiÀÄ 
vÀ¥ÀÄàUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w¢ÝPÉÆ zÀÄBT¸À¨ÉÃqÀ. “ºÉÆ¸À £Á¼ÉAiÀÄÄ CzÀÄãvÀªÁzÀ 
jÃwAiÀÄ°è ¤£Àß §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæªÉÃ²¸À°zÉ.” vÀ¥ÀÄà- ¸ÀjUÀ¼À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
AiÉÆÃZÀ£ÉUÀ¼À DZÉUÉ fÃªÀ£À«zÉ.... CzÀ£ÀÄß CjvÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ fÃ«¸À¨ÉÃPÀÄ.

gÀQëvÀ.J¸ï., «zÁåyð, 
eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

fÃªÀ£À zÀAvÀ ¥ÀÄgÁt

¥ÀÄlÖ ªÀÄÈzÀÄ zÀªÀqÉAiÀÄ°è
PÀÄrAiÉÆqÉzÀÄ aUÀÄgÁV

zÀªÀqÉ ªÀÄÆ¼É ¨sÀzÀæPÉÆÃmÉ
ªÉÄÃ®àzÀgÀ ªÀ¸ÀqÀ ¹Ã½

¨Á¬ÄAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ¥À¼À¥À¼À£É
«Ä£ÀÄUÀÄwgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ

ªÀzÀ£ÁgÀ«AzÀ ±ÉÆÃ©üvÀ
£ÉÊ¸ÀVðPÀ ¹j¯ÉÃAiÀÄ
CV fV PÀr w£ÀÄß

¥ÀZÀ£ÀQæAiÉÄUÉ Cr¥ÁAiÀÄ

ClÖºÁ¸À ªÀÄÄUÀÄ¼ÀßUÉ
ªÀÄAzÀ¹ävÀ ¥ÀæPÁ±À
£ÀÄr VÃvÀ £ÀªÀÄ£À

±ÀÈw ¸ÀAVÃvÀ ¥ÀzÀ¥Áæ¸À

ºÀ®ÌaÑ CzsÀgÀ wÃr
±ÀÈAUÁgÀ gÀ¸À¸ÁgÀ

ºÀ®ÌrzÀÄ PÀgÀªÀ¤Ar
gËzÀæ¨sÁªÀ PËæAiÀÄðzsÁgÀ

¹»PÀ» SÁgÀ ºÀÄ½
ZÀ½ ªÀÄ¼É ©¹ ©gÀÄUÁ½
¸ÀÄR zÀÄBR K¼ÀÄ©Ã¼ÀÄ

¸ÀªÀÄvÀvÀézÀ ¸À«¨Á¼ÀÄ

zÀAvÀ¨sÀUÀßªÁUÀ¢gÀ®Ä,
¨Á¬Ä zÉÃºÀ ªÀÄ£É ªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼À

¥Àj¥ÀÆtð DgÉÆÃUÀåªÀ
ªÀÄªÀÄvÉ ªÀÄÄzÀ¢ PÁ¥Ár

£ÀUÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄRPÉ ±ÉÆÃ¨sÉ vÀgÀÄªÉ

qÁ ||²æÃ±ÉÊ® ºÉZï.J¸ï
CzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀÄ.
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C¥Àà

C¥Àà J£ÀÄßªÀ ¥ÀzÀzÀ¯ÉèÃ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ C¥ÀÄàUÉ, ªÀÄÄUÀÞvÉ, ºÀgÀÄµÀ, ¸ÀÆàwð, QÃwð, ºÀÄªÀÄä¸ÀÄì vÀÄA©gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

EzÀ£ÀÄß CxÀðªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ AiÉÆÃUÀåvÉ, CºÀðvÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì ªÉÆzÀ®Ä CAvÀºÀ C¥Àà¤AzÀ d£Àä 

¥ÀqÉ¢gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÁzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ EgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ºÁUÉ E®èªÉ¤¹zÀgÉ, CzÀPÁÌV ºÉÆÃgÁr 

¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÀÄ.DUÀ¯ÉÃ d£ÀävÁ½zÀÝPÉÌ ¸ÁxÀðPÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
C¥Àà J£ÀÄßªÀªÀgÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è, fÃªÀ£ÀzÀÄzÀÝPÀÆÌ vÀ£Àß §zÀÄQVAzÀ vÀ£Àß £ÀA© ¨Á¼À 

¸ÀAUÁwAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀ ºÉAqÀw, vÀ£Àß  ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ  ªÀÄUÀ£ÁV vÀ£ÀUÉ d£Àä ¤ÃrzÀ vÀ£Àß vÀAzÉ 

vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄªÀgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÉ®ªÀÅ ̧ ÀAzÀ¨sÀðUÀ¼À°è vÀ£Àß eÉÆvÉ ºÀÄnÖgÀÄªÀ §AzsÀÄ§¼ÀUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - »ÃUÉ 

J®ègÀ §zÀÄQUÀÆ M½wUÀÆ, fÃªÀ£ÀPÀÆÌ ¸ÀzÁ zÀÄrzÀÄ ¸ÀªÉzÀÄ, £ÉÆAzÀÄ, ¨ÉAzÀÄ, ºÉÆÃgÁr, 

©qÀzÀ bÀ®¢AzÀ, §®¢AzÀ §Ä¢Ý ±ÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ, DvÀä¸ÉÜöÊAiÀÄð¢AzÀ,zsÉÊAiÀÄð¢AzÀ, ºÀl¢AzÀ 

¥Àæw¤vÀå, ¥ÀæwWÀ½UÉ ºÉÆÃgÁr vÀ£Àß £ÀA©gÀÄªÀªÀgÉ®ègÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÁQ ¸À®ºÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ DvÀ£À 

UÀÄjAiÀiÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. fÃªÀ£À ¸ÁUÀgÀzÀ°è ¹®ÄQ §¼À®ÄwÛgÀÄ zÉÆÃtÂAiÀÄ£ÀÄß zÀqÀ ¸ÉÃj¸ÀÄ 

dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸ÀA¥ÀÆtð ºÉÆwÛPÉÆAqÀÄ ¸ÁzsÀ£É ©ÃgÀÄªÀªÀgÉÃ C¥Àà', vÀ£ÀUÁV K£À£ÀÆß §AiÀÄ¸ÀzÉ, 

vÀ£ÀVµÀÖªÁzÀÄzÀÝ£ÀÄ vÀåf¹' vÀ£Àß £ÀA©gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÁV, PÀÄlÄA§PÁÌV J®èªÀ£ÀÆß zsÁgÉAiÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ 

ªÀÄºÁ£ÀÄ¨sÁªÀ “C¥Àà”. DvÀ¤UÉ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ, PÀµÀÖ, ºÀ¹ªÀÇ, vÉÆAzÀgÉ EvÁå¢ J®èªÀ£ÀÆß vÀ£ÉÆß¼ÀUÉ fÃtÂð¹PÉÆAqÀÄ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀ CvÀåAvÀ zÉÆqÀØ 

±ÀQÛ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DvÀ£ÉÃ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ²ð DvÀ£É UÀÄgÀÄ, DvÀ£É «ÄvÀæ, DvÀ£É J®èªÀÇ, 

ºÉvÀÛ ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ vÀAzÉ-vÁ¬Ä MAzÀÄ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ, JgÀqÀÄ PÀtÄÚUÀ¼ÀÄ EzÀÝAvÉ. ºÉvÀÛ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¤jÃPÉëUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, D¸É DPÁAPÉëUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

¥ÀÆgÉÊ¸ÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ C¥Àà, C¥Àà J£ÀÄßªÀªÀgÀÄ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¨Á½UÉ ¸ÀªÀð±ÀQÛ, QÃwð, ¸ÀÆàwð, zsÉÊAiÀÄð, £ÀA©PÉ, bÀ®, MAzÀÄ 

M¼ÉîAiÀÄ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±ÀðPÀ, ̈ Á½£À ²°à .

J¯Áè PÀµÀÖ £ÀµÀÖ £ÉÆÃªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, vÀ£ÉÆß¼ÀUÉÃ £ÀÄAV PÀtÂÚÃgÀ£ÀÄß vÀqÉUÀnÖ, vÀ£Àß £ÀA©gÀÄªÀ ªÀÄqÀ¢, ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ zsÉÊAiÀÄð, 

vÀÄA©, ̧ ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ̧ ÀÈ¶Ö¹, CzÀgÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±ÀðPÀ£ÁªÁV, D±ÁzsÁAiÀÄPÀªÁV ªÀÄÆr§gÀÄªÀªÀgÉ “C¥Àà”

L±ÀégÀå ²æÃ r.
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï
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CªÀÄä

CªÀÄä JA§ ¥ÀzÀªÉÃ GZÀÑj¸À®Ä JµÀÄÖ ZÀAzÀ! 

CªÀÄä JA§ ¥ÀzÀªÀÅ vÁ¬Ä, d£À¤' d£ÀäzÁvÉ 

ªÀiÁvÉ, CªÀé ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ¥ÀAiÀiÁðAiÀÄ 

¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À£ÉÆß¼ÀUÉÆArzÉ. CªÀ¼À ¸ÁÜ£À C¢éwAiÀÄ 

ªÁzÀzÀÄÝ. D vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ §UÉÎ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÉ 

CªÀ¼À d£ÀäªÉ¯Áè ¸ÀªÉ¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ vÀ£Àß UÀAqÀ, ªÀÄ£É-

ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÁVAiÉÄÃ. CªÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ JAzÀÆ 

£ÉÆÃªÁUÀzÀAvÉ ̧ ÁQ-¸À®ºÀ®Ä ¥ÀjvÀ¦¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É.
vÁ¬ÄUÉ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄUÀÄ dUÀPÉÌ eÉÆåÃwAiÀiÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ 

JA§ ªÀÄºÁzÁ¸É EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CªÀ¼À ªÀÄªÀÄvÉ, 

¸ÀºÀ£É, PÀgÀÄuÉ, CPÀÌgÉ, ªÀÄÄUÀÝvÉ, PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ, aÃgÁl, 

ºÉÆÃgÁl J®èzÀPÀÆÌ PÁgÀtªÉAzÀgÉ, vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À 

fÃªÀ£ Àª À£ À Ä ß Z ÀAzÀªÁV¸ÀÄª À Åz ÀÄ . v À£ À ß 

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀÄzÀÝPÀÆÌ PÀµÀÖªÀ£ÉßÃ C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«¸ÀÄvÁÛ, §j 

£ÉÆÃªÀÅAqÀgÀÆ, EvÀgÀjUÉ ¸ÀÄRªÀ£ÀÄß §AiÀÄ¸ÀÄªÀ 

ªÀÄºÁ£ï vÁåUÀªÀÄ¬Ä, ̈ sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ PÀëªÀÄvÀézÀ ¥ÀæwÃPÀ. CªÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§âjUÀÆ ̧ ÀÆàwð ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀÆáwðzÁvÉ. DPÉAiÀÄ CPÀÌgÉ, vÁåUÀ, ̧ ÀºÀ£É, 

¯Á®£É-¥ÉÆÃµÀuÉ, ¤µÀÌ®ä±À ªÀÄ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÁUÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ PÀët £ÀªÀÄä£Éß ªÀÄgÉvÀÄ vÀ£ÀäAiÀÄgÁUÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ.
CªÀÄä£À£ÀÄß, DPÉ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É vÉÆÃgÀÄªÀ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀÄzÀÝPÀÆÌ ªÀiÁrzÀ vÁåUÀªÀ£ÀÄß' ¸ÁPÀÄ-¸ÁPÉ¤¸ÀÄªÀµÀÄÖ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄªÀ 

ªÁvÀì®åªÀ£ÀÄß PÉ®ªÉÃ ¥ÀzÀUÀ¼À°è »r¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ AiÀiÁjAzÀ®Æ ̧ ÁzsÀå«®è. M¨ÉÆâ§âgÀ ªÀtð£ÉAiÀÄ°è MAzÉÆAzÀÄ jÃw PÁtÄªÀ CªÀÄä 

ªÀiÁvÀæ M§â¼ÉÃ. £ÀªÀÄä d£À£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄgÀtzÀ £ÀqÀÄ«£ÀAvÀgÀzÀ°è CªÀÄä£À PÁ¼Àf vÀÄA¨Á zÉÆqÀØzÀÄ.
vÀ£ÉÆßqÀ®°è ªÀÄÄzÀÄÝ ªÀÄUÀÄªÉÇAzÀÄ aUÀÄgÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß CjAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝAvÉAiÉÄÃ ºÉtÄÚ vÁAiÀÄÛ£ÀzÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

ºÉUÀ°UÉÃj¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ¼É. M§â ̧ ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ºÉtÄÚ zÉÊªÀvÀéPÉÌÃgÀÄªÀ ¥ÀAiÀÄt DgÀA¨sÀªÁUÉÆÃzÉÃ DUÀ. vÉÆzÀ®Ä £ÀÄrªÀ PÀAzÀ£À ̈ Á¬Ä¬ÄAzÀ 

ªÉÆzÀ® ̈ ÁjUÉ §AzÀ 'CªÀÄä' JA§ PÀÆVUÉ ºÉtÂÚ£À §zÀÄPÀ£ÉßÃ ̧ ÁxÀðPÀUÉÆ½¸ÀÄªÀ ±ÀQÛ¬ÄzÉ!, DPÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ §gÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ 

¨sÁµÉ §qÀ« J¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ¥ÀzÀzÀ°è ªÀtÂð¸À®Ä ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ, DPÉAiÀÄ ¥ÁvÀæzÉzÀÄgÀÄ D ¥ÀzÀªÉÃ ¸ÉÆÃvÀÄ ©qÀÄvÀÛzÉ! MAzÀÄ 

¥ÀzÀzÀ°è MAzÀÄ ªÁPÀåzÀ°è MAzÀÄ PÀxÉAiÀÄ°è MAzÀÄ ºÉÆwÛUÉAiÀÄ°è »r¢gÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁUÀzÀ ªÀÄºÉÆÃ£ÀßvÀ ªÀåQÛvÀé CªÀÄä£ÀzÀÄ.
vÁ¬Ä JA§ ²°àUÉ DPÁgÀ«®èzÀ  PÀ®è£ÀÆß ¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀzÀ G½¥ÉnÖ¤AzÀ ¥ÀÆd¤ÃAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆwðAiÀÄ£ÁßV¸ÀÄªÀ vÁPÀwÛzÉ. EAzÀÄ 

ªÀÄºÉÆÃ£ÀßvÀªÁzÀzÀÝ£ÀÄß ¸Á¢ü¹zÀ CµÀÄÖ d£ÀgÀ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ°è ¤¸ÀìAzÉÃºÀªÁV CªÀgÀªÀgÀ CªÀÄä£À ¨ÉªÀjzÉ'. DPÉAiÀÄ ¤zÉæ¬Ä®èzÀ 

gÁwæ¬ÄzÉ, ºÀ¹zÀ ºÉÆmÉÖAiÀÄ vÁåUÀ«zÉ. ¸ÀéAvÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ½AzÀ ¥ÀjvÀåPÀÛ¼ÁV ªÀÈzÁÞ±ÀæªÀÄzÀ ªÀÄÆ¯ÉAiÉÆAzÀgÀ°è PÀÆvÀgÀÆ CzÉÃ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À 

¨Á®åªÀ£ÀÄß £É£À¦¹PÉÆAqÀÄ £À¸ÀÄ£ÀUÉ ©ÃgÀÄªÀ, vÀ£Àß ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ¨sÀ«µÀå ZÉÀ£ÁßVgÀ¯ÉAzÀÄ JgÀqÀÆ PÉÊ JwÛ ºÁgÉÊ¸ÀÄªÀ D zÉÊªÀvÀézÀ 

¸ÁPÁgÀªÀÄÆwðAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÄlÖ ̄ ÉÃR£ÀzÀ°è PÀnÖºÁPÀ®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀåªÉÃ?
Q±À£ï ¦, 

«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï
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¸ÀªÀðgÀ£ÀÆß ¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁV PÀAqÀÄ §ÄzÀÞ£À ±ÁAw, §¸ÀªÀtÚ£À 
PÁæAw, CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgï CªÀgÀ ¸ÀA«zsÁ£ÀzÀ D±ÀAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀªÀÄä 
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀÄzÀÝPÀÆÌ DZÀgÀuÁ PÁæAwAiÀÄ£ÁßV¹zÀ, §¸ÀªÀ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ 
PÉÆArAiÀiÁVzÀÝ «±ÀégÀvÀß ±ÀvÁAiÀÄÄ¶ ¹zÀÝUÀAUÁ ²æÃUÀ¼À ̧ ÁzsÀ£É 
¤dPÀÆÌ CªÀtð¤ÃAiÀÄªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. 
ºÀ½îUÀ¼À GzÁÞgÀ¢AzÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ K¼ÉÎ ¸ÁzsÀåªÉA§ 

vÀvÀÛ÷ézÀ°è C¥ÁgÀ £ÀA©PÉ Ej¹PÉÆArzÀÝ ¥ÀgÀªÀÄ ¥ÀÇdå ²æÃ 
²ªÀPÀÄªÀiÁgÀ ̧ Áé«ÄÃf ¹zÀÞUÀAUÁ ªÀÄoÀzÀ ªÀw¬ÄAzÀ ºÀ½îUÀ¼À°è 
±Á¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤«Äð¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ±ÉÊPÀ ëtÂPÀ PÁæAwUÉ 
£ÁA¢ºÁrzÀgÀÄ. §qÀvÀ£À-ºÀ¹«£À Cj«zÀÝ ¥ÀÇdågÀÄ 
§¸ÀªÁ¢ ±ÀgÀtgÀÄ ºÁQPÉÆlÖ PÁAiÀÄPÀ-zÁ¸ÉÆÃºÀ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
C£ÀÄ¸Àj¹ d£ÀªÀiÁ£À¸ÀzÀ°è G½AiÀÄÄªÀAvÉ PÁAiÀÄPÀ¤µÉ× 
ªÉÄgÉ¢zÁÝgÉ. 
¸Àj¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 600 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À »AzÉ UÉÆÃ¸À® ¹zÉÝÃ±ÀégÀgÀÄ 

v Àª ÀÄ ä v À¥ À B± ÀQ Û¬ÄAzÀ ¹zÀ ÞU ÀAU ÉAi À Ä° è º ÉÆw Û¹zÀ 
ªÀÄºÁzÁ¸ÉÆÃºÀzÀ M¯É EA¢UÀÆ DgÀzÀAvÉ ºÀ¹zÀ ºÉÆmÉÖUÉ 
C£Àß, Cj«UÁV eÁÕ£À, D¸ÀgÉUÁV ªÀÄoÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀnÖzÀ wæ«zsÀ 
zÁ¸ÉÆÃºÀ ªÀÄÆwð ¹zÀÞUÀAUÁ ²æÃUÀ¼ÀÄ ErÃ «±ÀézÀ°è 
AiÀiÁªÉÇ§â ¸ÀAvÀ£ÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀzÀ ¤d¸ÉÃªÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß F £ÁrUÉ 
¸ÀªÀÄ¦ð¹zÁÝgÉ. 
MªÉÄä ¸Áé«ÄÃfAiÀÄªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀªÀgÀÄ PÉÃ½zÀgÀAvÉ 

'¸Áé«ÄÃf ¤ÃªÀÅ zÉÃªÀgÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr¢ÝÃgÁ' JAzÀÄ, ¸Áé«ÄÃf 
£ÀUÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ¤vÀå ¸ÀAeÉ-ªÀÄÄAeÁ£ÉAiÀÄ°è ªÀÄoÀzÀ 
DªÀgÀtzÀ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¸ÁªÀÄÆ»PÀ ¥ÁæxÀð£ÉUÉ PÀgÉzÉÆAiÀÄÄÝ 
C°è£À ªÀÄÄUÀÞ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß vÉÆÃj¹ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÉÃ £À£Àß zÉÃªÀgÀÄ' 
JA¢zÀÝgÀÄ. 
¥ÀÇdågÀÄ £ÀqÉzÁqÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÉAzÉÃ d£ÀªÀiÁ£À¸ÀzÀ°è 

G½zÀªÀgÀÄ, AiÀÄÄUÀ¹jAiÀiÁV ̈ É¼ÀV, dUÀzÀ ¹jAiÀiÁV ªÀÄÆr 
§AzÀªÀgÀÄ. ¥ÀÇdågÀ fÃ«vÁªÀ¢üAiÀÄ°è "£ÁªÀÅUÀ¼É¯Áè 
§zÀÄQgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ̧ Ë¨sÁUÀåªÉ£Àß§ºÀÄzÀÄ. PÀ£ÁðlPÀ ̧ ÀPÁðgÀ 
EªÀjUÉ 'PÀ£ÁðlPÀ gÀvÀß' ©gÀÄ¢£À ¥Àæ±À¹Û ¤Ãr 2007 gÀ K¦æ¯ï 

1 gÀAzÀÄ ¸À£Áä¤¹zÉ. ¨sÁgÀvÀ ¸ÀPÁðgÀzÀ '¥ÀzÀä¨sÀÆµÀt ¥Àæ±À¹Û' 
EªÀgÀ ªÀÄÄrUÉÃjzÉ. ErÃ PÀ£ÁðlPÀ ̧ ÀPÁðgÀªÉÃ vÀÄªÀÄPÀÆj£À 
¹zÀÞUÀAUÁ ªÀÄoÀPÉÌ vÉgÀ½ F C©ü£ÀªÀ §¸ÀªÀtÚ¤UÉ CªÀgÀ 103£ÉÃ 
ºÀÄlÄÖºÀ§âzÀ ̧ ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è 2010 gÀ K¦æ¯ï 1 gÀAzÀÄ 
'gÁ¶ÖçÃAiÀÄ §¸ÀªÀ ¥ÀÅgÀ¸ÁÌgÀ ¥Àæ±À¹Û' ¤Ãr UËgÀ«¹zÉ.  

¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÉÊzÀÄ, EµÉÖ¯Áè ©gÀÄzÀÄ ºÉÆA¢zÀÝ F ±ÀgÀtZÉÃvÀ£À, 
PÀ£ÁðlPÀgÀvÀß, ¤d CxÀðzÀ°è ̈ sÁgÀvÀgÀvÀßªÉÃ DVzÁÝgÉ. 
¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÁV ºÀÄnÖ , vÀªÀÄä ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ PÁ¼ÀfAiÀÄ 

C¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ªÀåQÛvÀé¢AzÀ zÉÊªÀvÀéPÉÌÃj “£ÀqÉzÁqÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÉAzÉÃ” 
ºÉ¸ÀgÁVzÀÝ qÁ.²ªÀPÀÄªÀiÁgÀ ¸Áé«ÄÃfUÀ¼ÀÄ 111 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À 
¸ÁxÀðPÀªÁzÀ vÀÄA§Ä fÃªÀ£À £ÀqÉ¹ 2019 d£ÀªÀj 21 gÀAzÀÄ 
²ªÉÊPÀågÁVzÀÝgÀÆ ²æÃUÀ¼ÀÄ CdgÁªÀÄgÀgÀÄ. F CªÀÄgÀ ZÉÃvÀ£ÀzÀ 
zÁR¯ÁºÀð ¸ÉÃªÁ PÉÊAPÀAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß  ¸ÀªÀiÁd JAzÀÆ 
ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ. 

L±ÀéAiÀÄð.PÉ 
CPÀëvÀ D£ÀAzï 

 «zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

£ÀqÉzÁqÀÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ

Sketch : Dr. Premalatha



£Á PÀAqÀ PÀ£À¸ÀÄ

£Á ¥ÀqÉzÉ £Á¯ÉqïÓ
ªÉÄÊ¸ÀÆj£À eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.PÁ¯ÉÃeï
£À£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£Éß §zÀ¯Á¬Ä¹vÀÄ

gÁ ªÉÄnÃjAiÀÄ¯ï C£ÀÄß
¹zÀÞ ªÀiÁrzÀ ¥sÁåPÀ°Ö

JµÀÄÖ ºÉÆUÀ½zÀgÀÄ C®àªÉÃ
CzÀÄ £À£Àß CzÀµÀÖªÉÃ

JµÉÆÖÃ «zÁåyðUÀ¼À qÁPÀÖgï ªÀiÁr
PÀ¼ÀÄ»¹zÁÝgÉ «zÉÃ±ÀUÀ½UÉ

EªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÉÃ
JAzÉA¢UÀÆ EªÀgÉÃ £ÀªÀÄUÉ PÁtÄªÀ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ

£ÀªÀÄä ¨sÀ«µÀåzÀ ¸ÁzsÀPÀgÀÄ
CªÀgÀÄ ¤ÃrzÀ PÉÆÃaAUï

AiÀiÁªÀ PÁ¯ÉÃfUÀÆ (¸Àj¸Án) E®è ªÀiÁåaAUï
CzÀgÀ PÀ£À¹£À°è £Á ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄVzÉÝ
¨É¼ÀUÁ¬ÄvÉAzÀÄ £Á ªÉÄÃ¯ÉzÉÝ

EzÀÄ ¸ÀvÀå EzÀÄ ¤vÀå

¦æAiÀiÁAPÀ ©.eÉ 
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ¦æÃw
F vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ¦æÃwAiÀÄÄ EAzÀÄ §zÀ¯ÁUÀzÀÄ d£ÀÄªÀÄzÀ°

F ¦æÃwAiÀÄÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀiÁVAzÀÄ CgÀ½zÉ F ¯ÉÆÃPÀzÀ°
                     

£À£ÀßªÀÄä£À ¦æÃwAiÀÄÄ EAzÀÄ PÁ¥ÁrzÉ d£ÀÄªÀÄzÀ°                    
¥Àæw d£ÀÄªÀÄªÀÅ D¸ÀgÉ ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£ÉÆß®ÄªÉÄ £À£ÀßªÀÄä

PÀ£À¹£À ªÀÄÄR vÉgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ D PÀëtªÉ PÁtÄªÉ ¤£ÀßªÀÄä
                           PÁtÄªÉ ¤£ÀßªÀÄä

¨sÀÆ«ÄPÁ.«.Dgï
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï
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¤¸ÀUÀð
¤¸ÀUÀðªÀÅ JµÉÆÖAzÀÄ «±Á® 
ªÀÄgÀ, VqÀUÀ¼À ¸ÉßÃºÀ ªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ
D ¤¸ÀUÀðªÀ£ÀÄß PÁ¥ÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉÆuÉ
CzÉÃ £ÁªÀÅ zÉÃªÀjUÉ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ DuÉ

PÉÆÃV¯ÉAiÀÄ ºÁqÀÄ Q«UÉ EA¥ÀÄ
¥ÀQëUÀ¼À a°¦° ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉ vÀA¥ÀÄ
ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ®zÀ°è vÀÄA© ºÉÆ¼É, £À¢UÀ¼ÀÄ
PÉgÉ PÀÄAmÉUÀ¼ÀÄ  §ºÀ¼À ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ

ªÀÄÄAeÁ£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð QgÀtzÀ°è
CgÀ¼ÀÄwgÀÄªÀ ºÀÆªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ
gÁwæAiÀÄ ZÀAzÀæ £ÀPÀëvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ
£ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ PÀtÂÚUÉ ¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀzÀ ºÀ§â

¤¸ÀUÀðzÀ «¸ÀäAiÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ CzÀÄãvÀ
EzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ D zÉÃªÀgÀ PÉÆqÀÄUÉ
G½¹ ªÀÄ£ÀÄPÀ®zÀ »vÀPÁÌV
¨É¼ÀUÀ° fÃªÀ¸ÀAPÀÄ®zÀ ¨É¼ÀPÁV

ZÀAzÀ£ï Dgï, «zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

¸ÉßÃºÀ
PÀµÀÖ ¸ÀÄRUÀ¼À ¸ÀªÀiÁUÀªÀÄªÉÃ ¸ÉßÃºÀ
JgÀqÀÄ zÉÃºÀªÁzÀgÀÆ MAzÉÃ fÃªÀ
ºÉzÀgÀzÀÄ JzÀÄgÁzÀgÀÆ dn®ªÁzÀ  ¥ÀæªÁºÀ
F ¸ÉßÃºÀ ¸ÁUÀgÀªÉÃ ¥Àj¥ÀÆtð UÉ¼ÉvÀ£ÀzÀ ªÀÇåºÀ

UÉ¼ÉvÀ£À 
¸ÀtÚ PÉÆÃ¥À ¥ÀÄlÖ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄì
aPÀÌ J¸ïJAJ¸ï zÉÆqÀØ ¨sÁªÀ£É
MAzÀµÀÄÖ ¦æÃw ¨É¼ÉzÀµÀÄÖ PÁ¼Àf

PÉ®ªÉÇAzÀÄ dUÀ¼À ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ Sorry
F £ÀªÀÄä ¤ªÀÄä UÉ¼ÉvÀ£À 

¤¢ü¸ÀÄzÉ 
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï 



¸ÀAzÉÃ±ÀªÉÇAzÀÄ ¸ÀAvÀ¸ÀªÀ vÀgÀ®Ä
PÀ¼ÀÄ»¸À®Ä KPÉ ¢V®Ä
ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄj¸ÀÄªÁUÀ vÁ£ÉAzÀÄ PÀÆqÀ C¼À°®è
C°è ªÀÄÄV®Ä
PÉ® PÁ® ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É eÉÆvÉAiÀÄ°è PÀ¯ÉªÉªÀÅ
¢£À PÀ¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ £ÁªÉ¯ÉÆèÃ EgÀÄªÉªÀÅ
EgÉÆÃªÀgÉUÉ £ÁªÀÅ eÉÆvÉAiÀÄ°è EgÀ®Ä
ºÉzÀjPÉAiÀÄÄ ¨ÉÃqÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ
¸ÀÄR zÀÄBR JgÀqÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄ£ÁV  EgÀ°
£Á«°è EgÀÄªÀªÀgÉUÉ

«¢üAiÀÄ£ÉzÀÄj¹ UÉ®ÄªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ
¤¢üAiÀÄ PÀ§½¹ G½ªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ

CªÀiÁAiÀÄPÀgÀ£ÀÄ PÉÆ®ÄªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ
C¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀgÀ£ÀÄ vÀÄ½ªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ
EAvÀºÀªÀjUÉ ²ªÀ M°ªÀÅzÀÄAmÉ
«ÄwAiÀÄÄ «ÄÃgÀ®Ä MqÉªÀ UÀAmÉ

DUÀ ªÀÄÄVªÀÅzÀÄ J®è vÀAmÉ

AiÀiÁjUÀÆ CxÀðªÁUÀzÀÄ £À£Àß £ÉÆÃªÀÅ
£À£Àß ¥Á°UÉ DPÉ DUÀ°®è £ÀUÀÄªÀ ºÀÆªÀÅ
ªÀÄÄRªÀ £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ £É£À¥ÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀiÁªÀÅ
ªÀÄÄlÖ¯ÉÆÃzÀgÉ CzÀÄ PÀÆqÀ PÀ»AiÀiÁzÀ ¨ÉÃªÀÅ
ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁ¬ÄvÀÄ £À£Àß ªÀÄÄRzÀ £ÀUÉ
DzÀgÀÆ DPÉAiÀÄ ªÉÄÃ°®è £À£ÀUÉ ºÀUÉ
F §zÀÄPÉÃ »ÃUÉ

zÀgÉÆÃqÉPÉÆÃgÀgÀÄ zÉÆÃZÀÄªÀgÀÄ
D¸É§ÄgÀÄPÀgÀÄ ¨ÁZÀÄªÀgÀÄ
ºÉÆmÉÖV®èzÀªÀgÀÄ PÉÊ ZÁZÀÄªÀgÀÄ
§Ä¢ÝªÀAvÀgÀÄ VÃZÀÄªÀgÀÄ
PÀqÉUÉÆAzÀÄ ¢£À J®ègÀÆ
ªÀÄtÂÚ£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ªÉÄÊ ZÁa ªÀÄ®UÀÄªÀgÀÄ
EzÉ ¸ÀÈ¶Ö ¤AiÀÄªÀÄ

®AUÀ ¥sÁæPÀÄ vÉÆlÖ ªÀÄUÀÄªÀÅ 
£ÉÆÃqÀ®AzÀ CzÀgÀ £ÀUÀÄªÀÅ
PÀÄtÂzÀÄ PÀÄ¥Àà½¸ÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
ºÀgÀÄµÀ C¥Àà½¸ÀÄvÀ°ªÀÅzÀÄ

ªÀÄUÀÄªÀ £ÉÆÃr dUÀªÉ ¨ÉgÀUÀÄ
vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄ£À¹ìUÉAvÀ ªÉÄgÀUÀÄ

£ÉÆÃr vÀ£Àß ªÀÄUÀÄªÀ ¸ÉÆ§UÀÄ

Hl«zÀÝgÀÆ w£Àß¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ G¥ÀªÁ¸À
ºÉÆmÉÖV®èzÉ C£ÀÄ¨sÀ«¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀ£ÀªÁ¸À
ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄzÀÄ zÉÃªÀjVnÖzÀÄÝ
JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄzÀÄ zÉÃªÀgÀÄ PÉÆnÖzÀÄÝ

«ÃgÀ¨sÀzÀæ¸Áé«Ä 
¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀ DqÀ½vÁ¢üPÁj

ZÀÄlÄPÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
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ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ

M¼ÀUÉ ¥sÁå¤£ÀrAiÀÄ° PÀÆvÀÄ
¸ÉPÉ¸ÉPÉAiÉÄAzÀÄ UÉÆtUÀÄvÀ°zÉÝ
ºÉÆgÀUÉ Gj©¹°£À°è ¨É£ÀÄß
¨ÁV¹ zÀÄrAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ
ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ....

FdÄPÉÆ¼ÀzÀ°è FeÁqÀ®Ä
¤Ãj®èªÉAzÀÄ PÉÆgÀUÀÄvÀ°zÉÝ
vÉÆlÄÖ ¤ÃjUÁV ªÉÄÊ®Ä zÀÆgÀ
£ÀqÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ
ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ...

ºÉÆmÉÖ vÀÄA©¸À®Ä gÀÄaAiÀiÁzÀ
Hl  ¹UÀ°®èªÉAzÀÄ ¹mÁÖUÀÄvÀ°zÉÝ
vÀÄvÀÄÛ  C£Àß ¹UÀzÉ ºÀ¹«¤AzÀ
¸ÁAiÀÄvÀzÀ°zÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ
ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ...

¸Á«gÀ  gÀÆ¥Á¬Ä ElÄÖPÉÆAqÀÄ
®PÀë ®PÀë ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ ºÀA§°¸ÀÄvÀ°zÉÝ
MAzÀÄ gÀÆ¥Á¬Ä ºÀtPÁÌV
©üPÉë ¨ÉÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ
ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ.

ºÉvÀÛªÀgÀÄ §AzÀÄ§¼ÀUÀzÀÀªÀgÀÄ
ªÀiÁvÁr¹®èªÉAzÀÄ ªÀÄAPÁUÀÄvÀ°zÉÝ
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ PÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ AiÀiÁgÀÆ 
E®èzÉ C£ÁxÀ£ÁVzÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ
ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ...

§tÚ«®è JvÀÛgÀ«®è CAzÀ«®è
ZÀAzÀ«®èªÉAzÀÄ aAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÉÝ
PÉÊ¬Ä®èzÉ PÁ°®èzÉ  PÀtÂÚ®èzÉ
CAUÀ»Ã£À£ÁVzÀÝªÀ£À PÀAqÀÄ ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ...
ºËzÀÄ 
EgÀÄªÀ ¨sÁUÀå £É£ÉzÀÄ
£Á ªÀiË£ÀªÁzÉ....

UÀ£Àå, «zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

UÀr £ÁAiÀÄPÀgÀÄ
»ªÀiÁ®AiÀÄzÀ ZÀ½AiÀÄ°

¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ C¯ÉAiÀÄ°
¸ÀvÀÄÛ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀ

EªÀgÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÉÊ¤PÀgÀÄ
£ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀªÀ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ gÀPÀëPÀgÀÄ

vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀzÉ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄzÉ
vÀAzÉAiÀÄ ¨ÉÃqÀzÉ vÀAVAiÀÄ PÁqÀzÉ

ZÀ½AiÀÄ° ©¹®° £ÉÆAzÀªÀgÀÄ
C°è ¨ÉAzÀªÀgÀÄ

EªÀgÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÉÊ¤PÀgÀÄ
£ÀªÀÄä zÉÃ±ÀªÀ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ gÀPÀëPÀgÀÄ

¤zÉÝAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ d£ÀjUÉÆÃ¸ÀÌgÀ
¤zÉÝUÉlÖªÀgÀÄ EªÀgÀÄ

J®ègÀ G½¸À®Ä ¥Áæt vÉvÀÛªÀjªÀgÀÄ
EªÀgÉÃ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÉÊ¤PÀgÀÄ

£ÀªÀÄä ¤ªÉÄä®ègÀ gÀPÀëuÉ  ¨sÁgÀ ºÉÆvÀÛ ¸ÀAgÀPÀëPÀgÀÄ 

ªÀÈ¶× AiÀÄÄ 
«zÁåyð, eÉ.J¸ï.J¸ï.r.¹.ºÉZï

gÉÊvÀ

¸ÀÄqÀÄ ¸ÀÄqÀÄ ©¹°£À ¨ÉÃUÉAiÀÄ ºÀ¨ÉAiÀÄ°
¨ÉªÀgÀÆ ºÀjAiÀÄ° ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄÆ §gÀ°
JtÂ¸ÀzÉ J®èªÀ ¸ÀÄRzÀ° G¼ÀÄªÀ

£ÉÃV®AiÉÆÃVAiÀÄÄ £À°£À°zÁqÀ° ||

qÁ|| ±ÀÈw. J¸ï.
ºË¸ï ¸Àdð£ï
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Sketch by: Deepthi Mariam Koshy, 
Student, JSSDCH
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ंल�स ये प�रदे ह�  (A search for goal)

ंल�स ये प�रदे ह �
ंजो अपन े�रो को, ढंूढ़न े�नकल पड़े ह�

ब�त कुछ कहना चाहत ेह,ै
पर अ�फ़ाज़ किह लु� �ए ह…� .

घबरात ेह,�  िहचिकचात ेह.� .
ंल�स ये प�रदे ह �
ंजो अपन े�रो को, ढंूढ़न े�नकल पड़े ह.� . 

हवा क� सरसराहट, बादल क� घड़घड़ाहट, 
कोयल क� कूक और बादलो क� बंदूो म� �छपे �ए ह,�  

ं ंपहाड़ो न,े दीवारो न,े ऊंची च�ानो न,े इ� ेरोकना चाहा,
पर ये तो सागर क� मचलती लहरे ह,�   

ंजो अपन े�रो  को, ढंूढ़न े�नकल पड़े ह.� .
ये घंुग� स ेबजत ेह,�   

ंनदी स ेइठलात ेह,�  िकसी स ेनही डरत ेह…ै
रोक पाना इ� ेअसंभव ह,�  रात स ेजा टकरात ेह,�   
और सूरज क� पहली िकरण के साथ, िफर �खल उठात ेह.� ..

ंल�स ये प�रदे ह.� .
ंजो अपन े�रो को, ढंूढ़न े�नकल पड़े ह.� .

ंरा�ा मु��ल ह,ै पर िफर भी फूलो सा मु�ुरात ेह,�  
ताल स ेताल �मलाकर दो� बनात ेचलत ेह.� . 

ंकई �मले, कई छूटे, पर ये ल� नही भूले,
पंखो न ेिदया आ��व�ास, और �ान न ेिदखाया माग�, 
अरे… ये तो ओस क� वो ठंडी बंदेू ह,�  जो अपनेपन का अहसास िदलाती ह…�

ंइस मं�मु� उड़ान का कोई अतं  नही,  
ंं�ोिक ये प�रदे ह,�   
ंजो अपन े�रो को, ढंूढ़न े�नकल पड़े ह � .........

Dr. Shubhi Goel, 
PG, Dept. of Public Health Dentistry

Dr. Vishal S Kudugi,
Dept. of Orthodontics

Pic : Dr. Premalatha
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Sketch : Premalatha
Staff, Dept. of Oral Pathology
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