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ಇದು <ೇವಲ ಒಂದು Hಾಟಕ ರೂಪದMNರುವ ಪಠP. ರಂಗಪಠPSಾಗುವMN 

ಇದTUನೂW XೊಡZ ಮಟ[ದ ಶ]ಮ ^ೇಕು. 

ನನ_ನೂW ಪ`ಣb ಸdಾeಾನ <ೊಡfಾರದ version ಇದು. ಮತೂ> 

ಒಂkಷು[ ಸಲ ಒದುmಾ>, ಅಥSಾ ರಂಗ<ೆU ಇದನುW ಅಳವrಸುSಾಗ ಇದರ 

ರೂಪ ಖಂrತ ಬದfಾಗುmಾ> uೊಸ HಾಟಕSೇ ರvತSಾಗಬಹುದು. 

ಅHೇಕ spelling mistakes <ಾಣಬಹುದು.  

ಅವ}ಾ~�!!  
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[�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ uೆಗ�ೆ ತನW <ಾಯbಸ�ಳSಾದ �ೆ� ಒಂದದರMN ಏನHೊWೕ 

ಓದುmಾ> vಂ�ತHಾ_ ಕು��Xಾ�Hೆ. v�Uೕ ಚಳವ�ಯ ಹ�<ಾರ 

ಸುಂದರfಾ� ಬಹುಗುಣ, ಪ]�ಾಣದ ಧೂಳ� <ೊಡವ�mಾ> <ೋ�ೆ 

ಪ]Sೇ�ಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಆ� ಸ� � ಆಗ�ೕ? 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: uಾ�ಂ, ಬ� Xೋ ^ಾ� ಖ�ಾ  uೋಗ¡, �ೆ¢ವ� Hೆ ಕuಾ 

Tೕ, ಯuಾ T ಸಡ<ೇ ^ೆ£ ರuಾ uೈ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಯuಾ mೋ ಸ  ಕು� ^ೆ£ ರuಾ uೈ.. ಎfಾN 

<ೊv¦<ೊಂಡು HಾಶSಾ_uೋ}ಾ>¡Xೆ. (§ಟು[��ಟು[) §ಮ¨HೊWಂದು 

ಪ]�ೆW <ೇ© ªೇಕು ಅಂ�Xೆ� ಬಹಳ kನಗ�ಂದ.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: (^ಾP« ಇ��, ಕನWಡಕವನುW ಒ�ೆಸುತ>) £¨.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: §ೕವ� ಉತ>�ಾಖಂ� ನMN ­ದಲ ^ಾ�}ೆ �ಾವ�Xೋ 

ಮರವನW ತ®ª §ಂತ]ಲN.., ಆಗ ಏನ§W�ತು? 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: (ನಗುmಾ>) §ಜ uೇ© ªೇಕಂXೆ] ಮೂಖbತನ ಅ§W�ತು. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಮೂಖbತನ 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: uೌದು ಇ±ೆ[ತ>ರ<ೆU ̂ ೆ©ೆದು §ಂತವ, ಅ±ೆ[ತ>ರದ ಮರಗಳನW ತ®ª 

§ಂ�Xೆ� Hಾನು.. ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[ರುಗಳ� ನನWನುW Hೊr ಹಂ_� ನ}ಾ>¡ದು].. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: £¨.. ಇMNನ ಅHೇಕ ಜನರೂ ಕೂಡ ನನWನುW ಹುಚ¦, ದಡZ 

ಅಂ�Xಾ��ೆ. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: �ಾ<ೆ ? §ೕನು §ಜSಾ_ಯೂ ದಡZ ಅಂತ §ನಗ§Wಸ>Xಾ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: }ೊ�>ಲN, <ೈಯMNದ� ಸ<ಾb� Hೌಕ� ®ಟು[ ಇMN}ೆ 

ಬಂkXೆ�ೕHೆ, ಇMNನ <ಾಡು, ಮರ, ಪ�¦ಮ ಘಟ[, <ಾ� ನk, ಇವ�ಗಳ ಪರ 

dಾmಾ�ೆ>ೕHೆ. ಮರಗಳನW ತ®ª ‘ಕrೕ^ೇr’ ಅಂತ ಕೂ_ ಅವಗಳನW 

ಉ�¶ೆ>ೕHೆ ಅHೊWೕದನW ನನWಷ[<ೆU HಾHೇ ನಂ®Xೆ�ೕHೆ. ಈ kನ<ೆU, ಈ ̧ ಣ<ೆU 

Hೊ�ೋXಾXೆ] uೌದು, Hಾನು ದಡZHೇ ಇರಬಹುದು.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಸ��ೕ ಮmೆ>, ದಡZ�ಾ_�ೕ ಇ�ೋಣ.. ‘ಬುk¹ವಂತರು’ 

ಅ§W�<ೊಂಡವರು <ಾಡನುW ಉ��ದು� ಅಷ[ರfೆNೕ ಇXೆ. Hಾವ� 

ದಡZ�ಾ_�ೕ ಇದು�®�ೋಣ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ; ಈ »ಾ�ೆ�[ r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವರು uೊಸmೊಂದು <ಾಂ²ಾ]½[ 

ಇಶ¾P dಾrXಾ��ೆ. ಆಗfೇ <ೆಲಸನೂ ಶುರು dಾrXಾ��ೆ. uೋ_ 

dಾmಾ�ೋ<ೆ ಪ]ಯತW ಪ²ೆ[. ಏನೂ ಪ]¿ೕಜನ ಇಲN.. ಈ ̂ ಾ� ¶ಾಲಕÀ 

<ಾಡು.. Hೊr ಇMN.. (ನೂP� �ೇಪ� / <ಾಂ²ಾ]½[ �ೇಪ� 

<ೊಡುmಾ>Hೆ.) 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: (ಓk) ಓuೋ.. HಾಲುU ¶ಾÂರ ಎಕ�ೆ ಅರಣP Hಾಶ!! ಇದ<ೆUfಾN 

uೇ}ೆ ಅನುಮ� <ೊ�ಾ>�ೋ..! 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಅXೇ }ೊmಾ>_>ಲN.. Hಾ©  ೆ^ೆ�}ೆÃ Hಾವ� ಅMN}ೆ uೋ}ೋಣ, 

ಅವರನW ತr¿ೕಣ.. 



ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಎಷು[ ಜನ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: }ೊ�>ಲN, ಇವತು> �ಾmೆ] ಒಂದು Äೕ¼ಂ«.. ಹತು> ಜನ 

ಬರಬಹುದು, ಒಬª�ೇ ಬರಬಹುದು.. ಅಥSಾ �ಾರೂ ಬರXೆಯೂ 

ಇರಬಹುದು.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: �ಾರೂ ಬರXೇ uೋXೆ]? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: �ಾರೂ ಬರXೇuೋXೆ] ಇಬª�ೆ.. Hಾನು §ೕವ�.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಇಬªರು? ಇrೕ r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವರ Âರುದ¹? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: §ಮಗೂ uಾ}ೇ ಆ_ದ�fಾÅ? ­ದಲು ಒಬª�ಬªರು.. 

ಆ�ೕfೆ ಈ ಸಂÆೆP ^ೆ�ೕತXೆ. ಆ ನಂ®<ೆ ನನ_Xೆ. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: £¨.. ಈ �ಾ�] Äೕ¼ಂ« ಎMN? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: <ೆ�ೆuೊಸ�Ç.. ಅMN ^ಾ^ಾÈಾನರ ಗುr�ಲದMN.. 

uೊರ�ೋಣ.. §ೕವ� ಮುಖ mೊ©ೆದು ಬ§W.. Éೕ� mೆ_ೕmೇHೆ.. ರÂ, 

ಕಮಲ ಇಬª�ಗೂ ಬ�ೋದ<ೆU uೇ�Xೆ�ೕHೆ. Xಾ�ಯMN ಅವರನೂW 

ಕ�ೆದು<ೊಂಡು uೋಗುವ.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಇವ�ಬªರು? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ರÂ ಕೃË dಾ�ಾ>Hೆ, ಇನೂW vಕUವ, ಇXೇ ಊ�ನವ.. 

ಕಮಲ ಪಕUದ ಊ�ನವಳ�, ಮೂರು ಮಕUಳ mಾ¡.. ಆ <ಾರಣ<ೆUೕ ಸÅಲÍ 

uೆದmಾb© .ೆ ಇಬª�ಗೂ ಈ ಚಳವ�ಯ �ೕವ]mೆ ಇನೂW ಅಥb ಆ_ಲN 

ಅ§Wಸ>Xೆ. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಇರM, ಇಂಥವ�ೇ ಮುಖPSಾ}ೋದು �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ.. 

Hಾವ�ಗಳಲN.. ಜನ¶ಾdಾನPರು ಚಳವ�ಗಲನW ಅಥb dಾr<ೊಂಡು 

ಮುನW�ೆಸುವಂmಾಗ^ೇಕು. v�Uೕ ಉತ>�ಾಖಂಡನMN ಯಶ�Å�ಾ_ದೂ� 

ಇಂಥ ¶ಾdಾನP uೆಂಗಸ�ೆಲN ಭಂ�ೆದು� §ಂmಾಗ.. ಇವ�ೆfಾN <ೇವಲ 

<ಾಡು, §ೕರು, ಮರಗ�}ಾ_ uೋ�ಾಡುವವರಲN. ತಮ¨ Hಾ©ೆಗಳನW 

mಾSೇ §ಧb�¶ೋ ಹಕುUಗ�}ಾ_ uೋ�ಾಡುವವರು….        
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[Éೕ� ದೃಶP mೆ�ೆದು<ೊಳ�Çತ>Xೆ. �ೆ¢Âಂ« �ೕ¼ನMN �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, 

ಪಕUದMN ಬಹುಗುಣ, ~ಂXೆ ಕಮಲ ರÂ ಕು��Xಾ��ೆ.] 

ಕಮಲ: ಅಣÏ Hಾನು ~ೕ}ೆ <ಾಡು ಉ��, <ಾ� ನk ಉ�� ಅಂತ 

<ಾಡು�ೕಡು ಅMೕ��ೋದು ನಮ¨Hೆಯವ�}ೆ ಒಂಚೂರೂ ~r�>ಲN. 

ನಮ¨ನW ÈೈM}ೆ ಕ�¶ೋ<ೆ ಈ <ೆಲಸ ಸುಲಭSಾ_ Xಾ� dಾr<ೊಡ>Xೆ 

ಅಂತ ನನW�ೕfೆ ಹ�uಾ�ಾ>�ೆ. ಇವತೂ> ಕೂಡ.. ಜಗಳ, Sಾದ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: uಾ}ೇ ಆದೂ] ಆಗªಹುದು ಕಮಲ.. ಅವರ ಭಯಕೂU ಅಥb 

ಇXೆ. 

ಕಮಲ: Hಾನು ಮೂರು ಮಕUಳ mಾ¡ ಅಣÏ.. ಇದHೆWfಾN dಾ�ಾ> Hಾನು 

ÈೈM}ೆ uೊXೆ] ನನW ಮಕUಳನW Hೋ�ೋ�ಾbರು? ಅವ�}ೆ ಊಟ 

uಾ<ೋ�ಾದೂ] �ಾರು? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಆದ�ೆ ಈ <ಾಡು HಾಶSಾ_uೋXೆ] ಇ§WಪÍತು> ವಷbಗಳMN 

�ನWM<ಾUದರೂ ಏನು�ತXೆ ಅಂತ ��kk�? 



ರÂ: uಾಗಲN ಅಣÏ.. ಆ ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[� �TUದ�, kನ<ೆU ಐವತು> ರು�ಾ¡ ಕೂM, 

<ೆಲಸ<ೆU ^ಾ ಅಂದ 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಅದು ಕೂMಯಲN, ಮರಗಳನW <ೊfೊNೕ<ೆ <ೊr>�ೋ ಹಣ 

ಅದು.. 

ರÂ: ಅಲN, �ಾವ�Xೋ ಮರಗ�}ೋಸUರ, ಸ<ಾbರದವರ Âರುದ¹ 

uೋ�ಾ�ೋ<ೆ uೇ�>k�ೕರ §ೕವ�.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಮರಗ�}ೋಸUರ ಅಲN ರÂ, §ಮ¨ಗ�}ೋಸUರ.. 

§�¨ಲN�}ೋಸUರSೇ ಈ ಪ]��ೋಧ, uೋ�ಾಟ, ಪ]�ಭಟHೆ.. 

ಕಮಲ: ಇಂÑಾ uೋ�ಾಟ, ಪ]�ಭಟHೆಗ�ಂದ ನಮ¨ uೊ²ೆ[ ತುಂಬ>Xೇನು? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: (ಅಸಹHೆ¡ಂದ) uಾ_Xೆ] ಪ]�ಭಟHೆ dಾಡ^ೇr. Hಾ©  ೆ

ಒ�¨ ಬಂದು Hೋr®r. 

ರÂ: ಏನನW? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ¶ಾಲಕÀ <ಾrನ <ೊHೆಯ kನಗಳನW.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, mಾ©ೆ̈ }ೆಡ^ೇಡ.. uಾ}ಾ}ೋದ<ೆU Hಾವ� 

®�ೋkಲN.  

ಕಮಲ: uೇ}ೆ ಸ�? 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: �ಾSಾಗ vರmೆ ತನW ಮ�ಗಳ �ೕfೆ ಇತರ �ಾ]Àಗ�ಂದ 

ಆಕ]ಮಣSಾ}ೋದನW Hೋಡ>Xೋ ಆಗ vರmೆ ಆ Sೈ�ಯನುW ತನWತ> 

mಾHೇ ಆuಾÅ§ಸ>Xೆ. uಾ}ೇ HಾSೇ vರmೆಗ©ಾ_ ಎದು�ಾ_>�ೋ 

ಆಕ]ಮಣ<ಾ�ಗಳನW ನ�¨�ೆ}ೆ ¶ೆ©ೆ¿ೕದು.. ಈ ¶ಾಲಕÀ <ಾrನ 

ದಪÍHೆಯ ಮರಗಳನW ಕr¿ೕ<ೆ ಅವರು <ೊಡM uಾಕುSಾಗ ಅದ<ೆU 

ಅವ<ಾಶ <ೊಡXೆ HಾSೇ ಆ ಮರಗಳ Òಾಗದಂmಾ_ mೆ�ೆದ <ೈಗ�ಂದ 

ಅವನW ಅÓÍ<ೊ©Ôೆ Çೕದು..  

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಆಗ Hೋಡುವ, Hಾವ� ¶ೋfೆ>ೕSಾ ಅಥSಾ ಅವರು 

¶ೋfಾ>�ಾ ಅಂತ.. 

ಕಮಲ: Hಾವ� ~ೕ}ೆ dಾrkÅ ಅಂತfೇ ಇ²ೊU©Ôೆ Çೕಣ.. ಇದರ ನಂತರ 

ಮುಂXೆ? ಏನಗಬಹುದು ಅಣÏ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಮುಂXೇHಾಗಬಹುXೋ }ೊ�>ಲN ಕಮಲ.. ~dಾಲಯದ 

<ಾಡುಗ�}ೆ ಇಂಥXೆ�ೕ }ಾಯಗ©ಾXಾಗ ಅದನW ತ®ª §ಂತ uೆಂಗಸರ 

<ಾಳÉ¡ಂದ ಆ }ಾಯಗಳ� dಾ_ದ�ವ�. ಈಗ HಾÂದನW dಾrದ�ೆ 

ಮುಂXೆ ಏHಾಗ>Xೋ }ೊ�>ಲN ಆದ�ೆ, ಕ§ಷ[ಪ¸ ಇಷ[HಾWದರೂ dಾಡkXೆ] 

ಏHಾಗ>Xೆ ಅHೊWೕದಂತೂ }ೊ�>Xೆ. 
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[<ಾಡು, ಮುಂÈಾHೆ ಸೂ¿ೕbದಯದ ನಂತರ , ಕಮfಾ ಈ}ಾಗfೇ 

ಬಂkXಾ�© .ೆ ಕrದ ಮರÕಂದರ ^ೊ�ೆZಯ �ೕfೆ ಕು��Xಾ�© .ೆ] 

ರÂ: [ಆಗಮನ] ಓ£.. ಕಮಲ<ಾU, §ೕನು ಬ�ೋkಲN ಅಂXೊUಂrXೆ�.. 

ಕಮಲ: Hಾನೂ uಾ}ೇ ಅಂXೊUಂrXೆ�, ಆದ�ೆ ಮನಸುÖ ತrೕMಲN.. 

ರÂ: ಓ£.. 



ಕಮಲ: ಮmೆ> §ೕನು? 

ರÂ: ನನಗೂ ಅ±ೆ[.. [§ಟು[��ಟು[]  ಈ <ಾಡು ಮುಂ×ೆ uೇ_ತ>fಾÅ ಅಕU? 

<ಾrನMNದ� �ಾ]Àಗಳ ಸಂÆೆP ಎË[ತು>.. ಈಗ ನಮ¨ ^ೆ©ೆಗಳನW Hಾಶ 

dಾ�ೋ <ಾಡುಹಂkಗಳನW ®ಟು[ ̂ ೇ�ೆ �ಾ]Àಗ©ೆfಾN ಎMN uೋದÕೕ..? 

ಕಮಲ: uೌದು ರÂ, ಆ}ೆfಾN ವಷb<ೆU ಕ�ೆ ಪ¸ HಾಲುU ^ಾ��ಾದರೂ 

Èೇನು ಇ��>ದ�ದು�.. ಈ uೆಬªಲಸು, ^ೆಣ²ೆ, }ೋ� ಮರಗಳfೆNfಾN Èೇನು 

ಗೂಡುಗಳ� ತುಂ®� �ದುÅ.. ಆ XೊಡZ ಮದ�fೆ ಮರ, ಕ^ೆªಯ ಹ�>ರ ಇತ>ಲN, 

ಆ ಒಂದು ಮರದfೆNೕ 150ಕೂU ಹಚು¦ Èೇನುಗೂಡುಗ�ದುÅ.. ಈಗ 

ಮರಗ�ಗೂ, Èೇ§ಗೂ ಎರಡಕೂU ಬರ ಬಂದuಾ_Xೆ.. 

[ಬಹುಗುಣ, �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, ದರಸಯP }ೌಡ, <ೆ ಎÛ uೆಗ�ೆ, ­ೕಹÜ 

ಇmಾPk ಜನ�ೆಲNರೂ ಬರುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಓ£.. HೋrXಾ] ಇMN? §HೆW �ಾ�]ವ�ೆಗೂ ಈ ನಮ¨ 

ಪ]ಯತW ಸ��ಾ ತ�ಾÍ ಅಂತ }ೊಂದಲದMNದ�ವ�ೇ ಇವತು> 

ನ�¨ಲN�_ಂತ ಮುಂ×ೆ ಬಂkXಾ��ೆ..  

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಅದು uಾ}ೆ �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, ಜನ�ೆಲN�ಗೂ, ಅ±ೆ[ೕ �ಾ<ೆ, 

ಸ<ಾbರಕುU, r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವ�ಗೂ ಕೂಡ ಇವತ>fಾN Hಾ©  ೆನಮ¨ ಶ]ಮ 

ಅಥbSಾಗ>Xೆ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಅಷು[ uೊ�>}ೆ <ಾಲ Äಂvuೋಗ^ಾರದ±ೆ[..  

[ಟ]ಕುUಗಳ� ಬಂದ ಸXಾ�ಗುತ>Xೆ. ಎಲNರೂ ಎ×ೆ¦ತು><ೊಳ�Çmಾ>�ೆ.] 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಎಲNರೂ ತ�ಾ�k�ೕರ? 

ರÂ: }ೊ�>ಲN ಸ�.. <ೈ <ಾಲುಗಳ� ನಡು_>Sೆ.  

­ೕಹÜ: �ಾ<ೆ? ಇನೂW ಭಯSೇ? 

ರÂ: uಾ}ೇ ಅಂXೊUೕ.. ಇದಕೂU ಮುಂ×ೆ ಸ<ಾb� §ಯಮಗಳನW 

ಮು�¿ೕದHೆWೕನು ಅÒಾPಸ dಾr<ೊಂಡವನಲN Hಾನು.. ಭಯ ಆ}ೆ�ೕ 

ಇHೆWೕನು? 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಸ<ಾbರ dಾ�ೋದHೆWfಾN ಒ�U© Çೇ^ೇಕು ಅಂ�ಲN ರÂ, 

ಸ<ಾbರಗಳÔ ತಪÍನW dಾ�ಾ>Sೆ, ಆಗ Hಾವ� ಪ]�ೆW dಾಡ^ೇಕು.. 

[ಸXಾ�ದುದನುW ಗಮ§�] ಅವರು ಬ�bXಾ��ೆ �ೆr�ಾ_.. 

[ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[� ಭÝ, »ಾ಼�ೆ�[ ಆßೕಸ�, HಾfೆUೖದು kನಗೂM Hೌಕಕರ 

ಆಗಮನ] 

ಭÝ: �ಾರು ಸ� ಇವ�ೆಲN? 

»ಾ಼�ೆ�[ ಆßೕಸ�: ನನಗೂ }ೊ�>ಲN.. ಏà �ಾರ]ಪÍ §ೕSೆಲN? 

�ಾTಷು[ uೊ�>}ೇ ಇMN ಬಂkk�ೕ�? ಏನು <ೆಲಸ §ಮ_MN..  

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: <ೆಲಸ ಇXೆ, ಇ�ೋk]ಂದHೇ, HಾÂMN ಇಷು[ ^ೇಗ 

ಬಂk�ೋದು.. 

ಭÝ: ಏನು <ೆಲಸ? 

uೆಗ�ೆ: ಮರಗಳನW dಾmಾr�<ೊಂಡು uೋ}ೋಣ ಅಂತ ಬಂkÅ.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಆಯ>ಲN dಾmಾr�.. ಈಗ uೊರr, ಇದು ಸ<ಾb�ೕ 

¶ಾÅಮPದ Èಾಗ, ಅ�ಕ]ಮಣ dಾ�ೋuಾ_ಲN.. 



ರÂ: �ಾ�á ಅ�ಕ]ಮಣ dಾr>�ೋದು? ಸ<ಾbರದ Èಾಗ ಅಂmೆ.. §ಮ¨ 

ಸ<ಾbರಗಳ� ಬಂದ�ೕfೆ ಈ <ಾಡು ಹು¼[<ೊಂrದ�ಲN.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: HಾM}ೆ �ೕfೆ ~rತ ಇMb.. ಸ<ಾbರ uೊರr��ೋ 

ಆಡb� ~ಡ<ೊಂ�ೇ HಾÂMN}ೆ ಬಂk�ೊದು.. ಒಂkಷು[ �ೆ� ¼]ೕ� 

ಇXಾ�Sೆ ಈ ಏ��ಾದMN, ಸತÅ ಕಳ<ೊಂr�ೋ §¶ೆ>ೕಜ ಮರಗಳವ�, 

ಅವ�ಗಳನW mೆರವ�}ೊ�¶ೋ ²ೆಂಡ� <ಾ� ಆ_ತು>.. ಭÝ ಅವ�}ೆ ಈ 

²ೆಂಡ� �TUXೆ. ಸುತ>ಮುತ>ಲ ಹ�Çಗಳ�, §ಮ¨Xೇ ಹ�Çಗ�}ೆ 

ಮHೆಯಳmೆ}ೆ ^ೇ<ಾ}ೋ ¶ೌXೆ ಕೂಡ ಈ ²ೆಂಡ� ಇಂದHೇ ಬರ^ೇಕು, 

ಸುಮ¨Hೆ ²ೈÛ Sೇ�[ dಾಡ^ೇr, Èಾಗ®r, ಸ<ಾbರದ ಆಡb� 

Äೕ�ೋuಾ_ಲN.. 

ಕಮಲ: ಈ <ಾಡುಗಳನW <ೇ� §ಮ¨ ಸ<ಾbರ ಆಡb� uೊರr¶ಾ> ಸ�? 

ಭÝ: ಇವ�}ೇ§] ಉತ>ರ <ೊ�ೋದು? ನಮ¨ <ೆಲಸ Hಾವ� 

ಮುಂದುವ�ೆ¶ೋಣ, ಬ§W.. [ಸHೆW dಾಡುmಾ>Hೆ, ಕೂM<ಾರರು <ೊಡM 

~rದು ಮರದ ಬ� ಬರುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

[�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ ಒಂದು XೊಡZ ಮರದ ಬ�}ೆ ನ�ೆದು, ಅದರ ಸುತ>ಲೂ ತನW 

mೋಳ�ಗಳನುW ×ಾಚುmಾ>Hೆ.] 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಈ ಮರವನುW ಕr¿ೕ<ೆ ಮುಂ×ೆ ನನWನುW ಕತ>���,. 

<ೆಲಸ}ಾರ 1: ಸ�… [~ಂಜ�ಯುmಾ>Hೆ] 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಮರkಂದ ದೂರ ^ಾರಯP.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಇಲN. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: (ಇHೊWಂದು ಮರದ <ಾಂಡವನWÓÍ) Hಾನೂ ಬ�ೋkಲN. 

[ಒ^ೊªಬª�ಾ_ ಮರಗಳನುW ಅÓÍ<ೊಳ�Çmಾ>�ೆ.] 

ಭÝ: ಏ§]ೕ ಇದು? ಹು×ಾ¦ಟ?.. [<ೋಪkಂದ] ಅವರನುW ಅ�ೆ�[ dಾr].. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: �ಾವ ಆ�ೋಪದ �ೕfೆ? 

ಭÝ: ಸ<ಾbರದ <ೆಲಸ<ೆU ಅಡಚ�ೆ. ಸ<ಾb� Èಾಗದ ಅ�ಕ]ಮಣ. ಏHೋ 

ಒಂದು.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�:  ಆದ�ೆ ಅವರು �ಾವ�Xೇ <ಾನೂನನುW ಮು�ೕ�>ಲNವಲN..  

ಭÝ: ಅವರು ನನW <ೆಲಸವನುW §MNಸು�>Xಾ��ೆ.. ಏà, ಏHೊ]ೕ ಮುಖ 

Hೋr>ೕರ? ಅವರನW ಈ ಕ�ೆ ಎ©ೆದು §ಮ¨ <ೆಲಸ ಶುರು dಾ�ೊ]ೕ.. 

[ಎ©ೆಯಲು ಶುರು dಾಡುmಾ>�ೆ, ಗುಂಪ� ಜಗುÃವ�kಲN.] 

<ೆಲಸ}ಾರ 1: ಜನ ಅMN ತ®ª<ೊಂ� §ಂmಾಗ HಾÜ uೇ}ೆ ಮರ 

ಕr¿ೕದು ಸ�.. ನ§Wಂದ ¶ಾಧPÂಲN. 

ಭÝ: uಾ}ಾದ�ೆ <ಾ¡�. ಅವ�}ೇ ಸು¶ಾ>Xಾಗ ಸುಮ¨Hಾ}ಾ>�ೆ. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: Hೋr, §ಮ¨ <ಾಳÉ ನನ}ೆ ಅಥbSಾ_Xೆ, ಆದ�ೆ Hಾವ� 

ಏÜ dಾ�ೋದು? ನಮ}ೆ ನಮ¨Xೇ ಆದ ಕÄ²ೆ¨ಂಟುಗ�Sೆ. ಅXೆ±ೊ[ೕ 

<ೋ²ಾಗಳನುW ಪ`�ೈಸ^ೇಕು... 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: �ಾರ <ೋ²ಾಗಳ�? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಇfಾÆೆಯವರದು�. �ೆNೖವ�� »ಾPಕ[�}ೆ ಕ×ಾ¦ ವಸು>ಗಳ� 

^ೇಕು. 



�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಆದ�ೆ ಈ ಭೂÄ}ೆ Éೕವಂತ ಮರಗಳ� ^ೇಕು. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: Hೋr. ನನW dಾmೆUೕ�..  

[uೋ�ಾಟದ / ಅÓÍ<ೋದ uಾಡುಗಳನುW uಾಡಲು ಆರಂâಸುmಾ>�ೆ. ಭÝ 

ಮತು> »ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ� ¸ುದ]}ೊಳ�Çmಾ>�ೆ.] 

ಭÝ: (<ಾÄbಕ�}ೆ) ಎfಾN �ಾP½ dಾr. Hಾವ� Hಾ©  ೆಬ�ೋಣ. 

<ೆಲಸ}ಾರ 1: ಅವರು Hಾ©ೆನೂ ಇfೆNೕ ಇದ��ೆ ಗ� ಏನು? 

ಭÝ: ಅವರು ಬ�ೋkಲN�.. ಇದು <ೇವಲ Hಾಟಕ ಅ±ೆ[ೕ.. Hಾ©  ೆಅವರು 

ತಮ¨ ಪ]�kನದ ಜಂÈಾಟಗಳMN ಇದನW ಮ�ೆತುuೋ}ಾ>�ೆ..  

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: §ೕವ� ಅâವೃk¹ಯನW ತrೕ�k�ೕರ... 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಅಯP¿Pೕ, ಅâವೃk¹ಯನುW ತrೕ�ಲN ಸ�.. Hಾವ� 

ÂHಾಶವನುW ತrೕ�k�ೕÂ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಅâವೃk¹ ಎಂದ�ೆ ^ೆಳವÀ}ೆ.. ಆದ�ೆ §ೕವ� 

dಾಡuೊರ¼�ೋ ಇದು, ಇದು <ೊ©ೆಯುÂ<ೆ.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ನನ}ೆ ಸ<ಾbರದ ಆXೇಶಗ�Sೆ.. ಆಡb� dಾrದ�ನW 

»ಾfೋ dಾ�ೋದ±ೆ[ೕ ನನW <ೆಲಸ 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಜನರನW ಸು�ೋ<ೆ }ಾP� ×ೇಂಬ� ಗಳನುW §Äb�ದ 

ಜನರು ಕೂಡ uಾ}ೆ�ೕ ಅಂXೊUಂrದ�ರು.. uೊರr uೊರr. §ಮ¨ 

�ಾPTಂ« ಎfಾN ಆಯ>ಲN.. 

[»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ� §ಗbÄಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

­ೕಹÜ: ಇ±ೆ[ೕHಾ? uೊರ²ೇ®²ಾ]? Hಾವ� }ೆXೆ�Sಾ? 

ರÂ: ಎMN? ಅವರು Hಾ©  ೆಮmೆ> ಬmಾbರಂmೆ.. 

ಕಮಲ: Hಾವ` ಬ�ೕbವಲN.. 

[ಮರಗಳ ನಡುSೆ §ಂ�ರುSಾಗ kೕಪಗಳ� ಮಸು<ಾಗುತ>Sೆ.] 
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(^ೆ�}ೆÃ. ಹ�Çಯ ^ಾÂ. ಕಮfಾ ®ಂk}ೆ ~rದು §ಂ�Xಾ�© .ೆ ಇ§Wಬªರು 

ಊರ uೆಂಗಸ�Xಾ��ೆ. ಕಮfಾ ^ಾÂಯ ಹಗÃವನುW ಎ©ೆಯುmಾ>© .ೆ 

®ಂk}ೆ¿ಳ_ನ §ೕರು ಸಂಪ`ಣb <ೆಸ�ಾ_Xೆ.) 

ಕಮfಾ: ಅ¿Pೕ, ಇವತೂ> ಕೂಡ ಈ <ೆಸರು§ೕರು? 

uೆಂಗಸು 1: ಮೂರು kನkಂದ ಇXೇ ಸಮ¶ೆP.. kHಾ ಮHೆ}ೆ §ೕರು ಅಂತ 

<ೆಸರು mೊ}ೊಂ� uೋ}ೋuಾ}ಾ_Xೆ. 

ಕಮfಾ: (§ೕರನುW ಸು�ದು) ಇದು §ೕರಲN.. <ೊಳ×ೆ.. 

uೆಂಗಸು 2: ಮHೆಯMN ಎಲNರೂ ಮೂರು kನkಂದ ಇXೇ §ೕರು 

ಕುrೕ��ೋದು, ^ೇ�ೇÜ Xಾ� ಇXೆ uೇಳ� ಕಮfಾ? 

ಕಮfಾ: ಆ �ಾಣದ <ಾಡನW ಕrದುuಾTದ�ೕfೆ, ಮ©  ೆ§ೕ�ನ Èೊmೆ 

�ೕMಂದ ಎfಾN ಮಣುÏ ನÛ ಹ�Ç ^ಾÂ <ೆ�ೆಗ�}ೆ ಇ�ೕ�Xೆ. 

uೆಂಗಸು 1: ಈ §ೕರು ಎಷು[ �~�ಾ_�bತು>.. ಈಗ HೋrXೆ].. 

ಕಮfಾ: ಇದ<ೆUfಾN HಾSೇ ಏHಾದೂ] dಾ�ೆªೕಕು.. 



uೆಂಗಸು 1: ಕಮfಾ, ಸಣÏ ಸಣÏ ÂಷಯಕೂU ~ೕ}ೆ ಜಗಳ dಾ�ೋuಾ}ೆ 

ಆ�ೆªೕಡ... 

ಕಮfಾ: (ತನW ®ಂk}ೆ <ೆಳ}ೆ ಎ¶ೆದು) ಸಣÏ ಸಣÏ Âಷ�ಾHಾ? ನಮ¨ 

ಮಕUಳ� §ೕರು ಅಂತ ಮಣುÏ ಕುr¿ೕದು §ಮ}ೆ ಸಣÏ Âಷ�ಾHಾ? 

uೆಂಗಸು 1: (®ಂk}ೆ ಎ�><ೊಳ�Çmಾ>) ಅ�ೆ, �ಾTಷು[ ಗfಾ²ೆ dಾr>ೕ. ಜನ 

Hೋr>Xಾ��ೆ... 

ಕಮfಾ: HೋಡM! ನಮ¨ ಬದುಕು uೇ_Xೆ ಅಂತ ಎಲNರೂ HೋಡM! 

uೆಂಗಸು 1: <ಾrಗೂ §ೕ�ಗೂ ಏನು ಸಂಬಂಧ ಕಮfಾ? ಎಲNದಕೂU <ಾ�ೇ 

<ಾರಣ ಅಂತ ಅರ×ಾrXೆ]?.. 

ಕಮfಾ: ಸಂಬಂಧ ಇfಾÅ?? ಮರ ಕrೕmಾ�ೆ, ಮಣುÏ ಸrಲSಾಗ>Xೆ, ಮ©  ೆ

§ೕರು ಹ�ದು ಬ�ೋSಾಗ ನಮ¨ ^ಾÂ}ೆ ಆ ಸವಕ��ಾದ ಮಣÏನW 

ತರುತ>Xೆ. ಸಂಬಂಧ ಇಲN ಅಂ�ೕರಲN? 

uೆಂಗಸು 2: ನಮ}ೆ ಈ ÂÈಾäನ ಎfಾN ಅಥb ಆಗಲN ಕಮfಾ 

ಕಮfಾ: Âåಾನ? ^ೆಟ[ದ <ೆಳ}ೆ §ೕರು ಹ�ಯುSಾಗ Èೊmೆ}ೆ ಮಣುÏ 

ಹ�ಯುವ�ದನುW ಅಥb dಾ�ೊU©Ôೆ Çೕ<ೆ §ಮ}ೆ Âåಾನ ^ೇ<ಾ? 

uೆಂಗಸು 1: uಾ}ಾದ�ೆ ^ಾÂ}ೆ uೋಗುವ�ದನುW §MN� Hಾವ� ಏನು 

dಾಡ^ೇಕು ಅಂ�ೕ�ಾ?? kನದ ಬಳ<ೆ}ೆ §ೕರು ಮm >ೆMN �ಗ>Xೆ? 

ಕಮfಾ: uೊ©  ೆಬk}ೆ.. 

uೆಂಗಸು 2: ಆದ�ೆ ಅದು ತುಂ^ಾ ದೂರ. 

ಕಮfಾ: (ತನW ®ಂk}ೆ ಎ�><ೊಂಡು) ಎಷು[ ದೂರ ಆದ�ೇನು? ಅಷು[ 

ದೂರನೂ ನ�ೆದು §ೕರು ತ�ೋ ಅವಶPಕmೆ ಇXೆ..  

uೆಂಗಸು 1: §ೕ�}ೋಸUರ kHಾ ಅಷು[ ದೂರ ನ�ೆ¿ೕ<ಾಗmಾ> ಕಮfಾ? 

§ನ}ೆ ಹುಚು¦ ~rkXಾP? 

uೆಂಗಸು 2: (<ೆಸ�ನ §ೕರನುW Hೋr, ಅದನುW ^ಾÂ}ೆ ಸು�ದು) ಇHೆWೕನು 

ಇದನW ಮHೆ}ೆ mೊ}ೊಂ� uೋ}ೋ<ಾಗmಾ>? ಇದನW ಕುr� §ೕರು ಅಂತ 

ನಮ¨ ಮಕU�}ೆ ನಂ®¶ೋ<ಾಗmಾ>?? ನr uೋ}ೋಣ ಕಮಲ.. 

ಕಮfಾ: ನಮ¨ ಮಕU�}ೆ ಉ��ಾ�ೋ<ೆ ಶುದ¹ }ಾ� �ಗ^ೇಕು ಅಂತ, 

ಮರಗಳ ಉ�Â}ಾ_ uೋ�ಾಡು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ. ಆದ�ೆ ಇMN ಅವ�}ೆ 

ಕುr¿ೕದ<ೆU ಶುದ¹ §ೕರು ಕೂಡ �_>ಲN. 

ಕಮfಾ: ಪ]� �ಾ�] ಮರಗಳನW ಉ�¶ೋ<ೆ <ಾr}ೆ ನrೕ�ೕÂ ಅಂದ�ೆ, 

ಪ]�kನ ^ೆ�}ೆÃ §ೕ�}ಾ_ uೊ©ೆ}ೆ ನrೕ^ೇಕು.. 

(ರÂ ಪ]Sೇ��) 

ರÂ: ಕಮfಾಕU! ಎf NೆMN ಅಂತ ಹುಡು<ೋದು §ನW? 

ಕಮfಾ: ಏHಾ¡ತು? 

ರÂ: »ಾ�ೆ�[ ಆßೕ಼ಸ� Èೊmೆ Äೕ¼ಂಗು. ಬ�ೋkfಾÅ? 

ಕಮfಾ: ಏÜ Äೕ¼ಂಗು? 

ರÂ: ಅXೇ <ಾಡು Hಾಶ, uೊಸ <ಾಂ²ಾ]ಕು[, ಜನ<ೆU <ೊ�ೋ ಪ�uಾರದ 

ಬ}ೆÃ... ಬಹಳ ಮುಖPSಾದ Äೕ¼ಂ«. 



ಕಮfಾ: (<ೆಸರು ತುಂ®ದ ®ಂk}ೆಯನುW ಅವ§}ೆ mೋ�ಸುmಾ>) §ೕ�ನ 

ಬ}ೆÃ? §ೕ�ನ ಬ}ೆÃೕನೂ dಾmಾ�ಾ>�ಾ ಈ Äೕ¼ಂ_ನMN? 

ರÂ: §ೕ�ನ ಬ}ೆÃ? ಇಲN, ಇದು ಮರಗಳ ಬ}ೆÃ.. 

(ಕಮfಾ uೊ©ೆಯ ಕ�ೆ}ೆ ನ�ೆಯಲು �ಾ]ರಂâಸುmಾ>© .ೆ ಇತರ uೆಂಗಸರು 

~ಂ^ಾMಸುmಾ>�ೆ.) 

ರÂ: ಆದ�ೆ ಅಕU.. ಅMN �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ ಅಣÏ, ಬಹುಗುಣರು ಎಲNರೂ 

ನಮಗ�}ಾ_ <ಾ¡>Xಾ��ೆ!  

ಕಮfಾ: (§ಂತು) ಮರಗಳನW ಕr¿ೕದು ಎಷು[ XೊಡZ ಸಮ¶ೆP¿ೕ 

ಇದೂ ಕೂಡ ಅ±ೆ[ೕ XೊಡZ ಸಮ¶ೆP ರÂ.. ಅMN�ೋರು �ಾರೂ kHಾ 

ಮHೆ}ೆ §ೕರು ತ�ೋರಲN.. ಅವ�}ೆ ಈ ಕಷ[ಗಳ� uೇ}ೆ }ೊmಾ>ಗ^ೇಕು? 

§ೕನು uೊರಡು, Hಾ§ವತು> Äೕ¼ಂ_}ೆ ಬ�ೋkಲN.. 

ರÂ: ಆದ�ೆ... 

ಕಮಲ: (§ಲNXೆ) �ಾ�ಾದರೂ <ೇ�ದ�ೆ, Hಾವ� ಒ© Çೆ §ೕರು ಹುಡು<ೋ<ೆ 

uೋ_k�ೕÂ ಅಂತ uೇಳ�.. ನಮ}ೇನು ^ೇಕು, ನಮ}ೇನು ಮುಖP ಅಂತ 

ಅಂತ ಬ�ೕ ಗಂಡಸ�ೇ �ೕdಾbನ dಾಡ^ೇ<ಾ_ಲN.. ನಮ¨ ^ಾÂ §ೕರು 

<ೆಸ�ಾ_Xೆ, ಶುದ¹ §ೕರು ತರ^ೇಕು.. ನಮ}ೆ <ಾಡು ಉ�ಸುವ±ೆ[ೕ 

ಮುಖPSಾದು� ಈ <ೆಲಸ ಕೂಡ..  

(uೆಂಗಸರು ÆಾM ®ಂk}ೆ ~rದು uೊರಡುmಾ>�ೆ. ರÂ ಅವರHೆWೕ 

Hೋಡುmಾ>Hೆ, ನಂತರ <ೆಸರುಮಯ ^ಾÂಯ §ೕರನುW Hೋಡುmಾ>Hೆ, 

}ೊಂದಲ<ೊUಳ}ಾಗುmಾ>Hೆ.) 

ರÂ: (ತHೊWಳ}ೆ) ಆದ�ೆ...  

(kೕಪಗಳ� ಮಸು<ಾಗುತ>Sೆ.) 
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[<ಾ�ೊಳ_ನ ²ೆಂÝ, »ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�, ಭÝ ಅfೆNೕ ¿ೕvಸುmಾ> 

ಕು��Xಾ��ೆ, »ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ� æೕ§ನMN dಾmಾಡು�>Xಾ�Hೆ.] 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: (ದೂರSಾÀಯMN) uೌದು ಸ�.. ಎಲೂN ಕದfಾr>ಲN.. 

ಇನೂW ಅfೆNೕ ಇXಾ��ೆ... ಇಲN ಸ�, ಮರಗಳನುW ಅÓÍ<ೊಂrದ�<ಾU_ Hಾವ� 

ಅವರನುW ಅ�ೆ�[ dಾ�ೋ½ uೇ}ಾಗmೆ>? ¶ಾಧPSೇ ಇಲN... ಇವmೊ>ಂç 

Äೕ¼ಂ« ಕkbk�ೕ§, Hೋr>ೕ§ ಏನಂmಾ�ೆ.. ಎ� ಸ�.. ಆದ�ೆ? 

ಭÝ: ಏನಂmಾ�ೆ? �ೆಪ`P¼ ಕನÖSೇbಟರು]? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಅXೇHೋ §ೕSೇ §Òಾ¡�<ೊ�]ೕ ಅಂmಾ�ೆ.. 

ಭÝ: Èಾಗ ®ಟು[ ಅಲು}ಾಡದ ಜನರನುW Hಾನು uೇ}ೆ §Òಾ¡ಸM? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಅದು §ಮ¨ ಹ�ೆಬರಹ.. 

ಭÝ: ನನW ಹ�ೆಬರಹ? ²ೆಂಡ� ಕ�ೆkದು� §ಮ¨ ಇfಾÆೆ.. <ಾಂ²ಾ]½[, 

ಪÄbಟÃಳನW <ೊr�ದು� §ೕವ�... 

[�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ »ೈ� ಗ©Ôೆಂk}ೆ ಪ]Sೇ�ಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಹfೋ ಸ�..  



»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ನdಾÖèರ.. ಕೂmೊU�Ç..  uೇ�.. �ಾ§ೕbವ�? 

ಏHಾ}ೆªೕTತು>?  

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: Hಾನು �ಾ ಕೃಷÏÜ, eಾರSಾಡ ಯೂ§ವ�b¼¡ಂದ 

ಬಂkದು�.. HಾHೊಂದು ��ೕÝb �ೆr dಾrXೆ�. ಅದನW §ಮ}ೆ 

ಸMNಸ^ೇ<ಾ_ತು>.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ��ೕ²ಾb? �ಾವ�ದರ ಬ}ೆÃ? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಉತ>ರ ಕನWಡ ÉfೆNಯ }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು ¶ಾಲಕÀ ಅರಣP 

ಪ]Xೇಶದ ಕು�mಾದ ಸÄೕéೆಯನುW <ೋ�ದ�ರು.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಓ£.. ಇ±ೆ[fಾN ಮುಂದುವ�ೕmಾ�ಾ ಇವರು? ಆದ�ೆ Hಾನು 

�ಾವ�Xೇ ಸÄೕéೆ}ೆ ಒÓÍ}ೆ §ೕrಲNವಲN..  

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು ಈ ಮರ mೆರವ� <ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆಯ ಸಮಯದMN 

ಆದ ಅ��ಾದ uಾ§ಯನುW ಪ]¶ಾ>ಪ dಾrದ�<ೆU ನÛ ಯೂ§ವ�b¼ 

ತ§Æೆ}ೆ ಅಂತ ನನWನುW ಕಳ�~�ತು. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಥê.. ಈ ಯೂ§ವ�b¼ಗಳ� ತಮ¨ <ೆಲಸ mಾವ� 

dಾ�ೋkಲN.. ಇಲNಸಲNದ �ಸ�b, ��ೕÝb.. ಆ <ೆಲಸ dಾ�ೋ½ 

HಾÂk�ೕÂ.. ಇವ�}ಾP½ ಈ ಇಲNದ ಉ¶ಾ®]? ಸ�.. uೇ�.. §ಮ¨ 

�ಸ�b ಏನು uೇಳmೆ>?? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು uೇ�ದು� ಸ� ಅಂತ uೇಳmೆ>. 

ಭÝ: ಏನು? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: Hೋr ಸ�.. ಈ <ೆಲವ� æೕ²ೋಗಳನW Hೋr.. ಇದು 

ಕ©ೆದ Sಾರದು�. ಹHೊWಂದು ಮರಗಳನುW ಕr^ೇಕಂತ §ಮ¨ ಕ�ೆಯವರು 

dಾ½b dಾrXಾ��ೆ. dಾ½b uಾTದ� ಹHೊWಂದು ಮರಗಳMN ಇನೂW 

ಎಂಟು ಮರಗಳನುW ಕrkXಾ��ೆ ಅ±ೆ[.. ಆದ�ೆ ಈ ಪ]T]�ಯMN 

ಇಷ[ರfಾNಗfೇ, ಸುತ> ಮುತ> ಐದು uೆಚು¦ವ� ಮರಗಳನW �ಾP�ೕë 

dಾrXಾ��ೆ.. ಅವನೂW Hಾ©  ೆಕrೕfೇ^ೇ<ಾಗ>Xೆ. ಆಗ ಹHೊWಂದು dಾ½b 

dಾrXಾ�ದ�ೆ ಕ�ೆ}ೆ ಕrkದು� ಹkHಾರು. ~ೕ}ೆ ಅXೆಷು[ ಮರಗಳ uೆಸರMN 

ಇHೆWಷು[ ಮರಗಳನW ಕrೕ^ೇಕಂತ ಇk�ೕ�? 

ಭÝ: ~ೕ}ೆ XೊಡZ ಮಟ[ದMN <ೆಲಸ ನrೕSಾಗ, ಸಣÏ ಸಣÏ ಅ×ಾತುಯbಗಳ� 

ನ�ೆದುuೋ}ಾ>Sೆ ಸ�.. ಏHಾ¨�ೋ<ಾಗmೆ>? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಇದು ಅ×ಾತುಯb ಅಲN. §ಮ¨ವರು ಮರ ಕrಯುSಾಗ 

ಸುತ>ಮುತ>Mನ ಸಸPವಗbವನುW ಉXೆ�ೕಶಪ`ವbಕSಾ_ §ಲbìಸುವ�ದು 

}ೊmಾ>_>Xೆ. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಅ¿Pೕ uಾ}ೇ§ಲN. ಏHೋ }ೊmಾ>ಗXೇ ಆ_uೋ_Xೆ. 

ಅXೇನು ಅಂತ XೊಡZ ತಪÍಲN ®r ಇSೆ].. 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ತಪÍಲN ಸ�.. ಇದು ಅಪ�ಾಧ. ಅರಣP ಪ�ಸರ ವPವ¶ೆ�ಯನುW 

Hಾಶಪrಸುವ ಹುHಾWರ ಇದು ಅHೊWೕದು ಸಣÏ ಮಕU�ಗೂ }ೊmಾ>ಗ>Xೆ.. 

ಭÝ: ಸ�.. ಇfೊWೕr.. ಇದನW XೊಡZದು dಾಡ^ೇr.. ದಯÂಟು[.. 

§ಜSಾ_ uೇ© >ೇHೆ.. Hಾವ� ಸ<ಾbರ ಅಪ`]í dಾr�ೋ 

�]ೕ�ೕಜಗbಳHೆWೕ ಅನುಸ�ಸು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ.  



�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಆದ�ೆ ಸ<ಾbರ ಅಪ`]í dಾr�ೋ �]ೕ�ೕಜಗb© ೕೆ ನಮ¨ 

ಪ�¦ಮ ಘಟ[ಗಳನುW Hಾಶಪr�>Xಾ�ವಲN.. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಸ�.. ¶ಾ�, §ಮ¨ uೆಸ�ೇನಂk]? [ಕೃಷÏÜ ತನW 

uೆಸರನುW uೇಳ�mಾ>Hೆ.] ನನ}ೆ �ಾ]¿ೕ_ಕSಾದ ಪ�uಾರಗಳ� 

^ೇ<ಾಗ>Sೆ, ಈ ಥರದ ಪ�ಸರದ ಕು�mಾದ ಉಪHಾPಸಗಳಲN. 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: �ಾ]¿ೕ_ಕ ಪ�uಾರವHೆWೕ uೇ�>Xೆ�ೕHೆ ಸ�.. ದಯÂಟು[ 

<ಾಡನುW ಸಂಪ`ಣbSಾ_ mೆರವ�}ೊ�ಸುವ�ದನುW §MN�.. ಅರಣP ಪ�ಸರ 

ÂåಾನವನುW §ಮ¨ಂಥ r�ಾಟb�ಂ¼ನ ಜನ�_ಂತ }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು ×ೆHಾW_ 

ಅಥbdಾr<ೊಂrXಾ��ೆ. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಸ�.. ಅರಣP ಇfಾÆೆ ಪ�ಸರ ಸುರ¸mೆಯನುW 

§ಲbìಸು�>Xೆ ಅಂತ ಓದು ಬರಹ ಇಲNk�ೋ ಆ ಹ�Ç ಜನ uೇ©ÔೇದನW 

§ಜ ಅಂತ ನಂ® Hಾಕು �ೇÉನ ��ೕÝb ಬರ<ೊಂ� ಬಂkk�ೕರಲN.. 

ಇದ<ೆUೕನHೊWೕದು? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಸ�.. ಅರಣPHಾಶkಂದ ಮÀÏನ ರಚHೆ�ೕ ಸಂಪ`ಣbSಾ_ 

HಾಶSಾ_uೋಗ>Xೆ. ಏಕಸಂಸî� mೋಟಗಳ� ÉೕವSೈÂಧPmೆಯನುW 

Hಾಶdಾಡುತ>Sೆ. Hಾವ� ಮರುಭೂÄಗಳನುW ಸೃË[ಸು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ ಮತು> 

ಅದನುW ಅರಣP ಅಂತ ಕ�ೆಯು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ.. ಇದನW ಅಥb dಾ�ೊU�Ç<ೆU ಓದು 

ಬರಹ ^ೇTಲN ಸ�. <ಾrನ ಎXೆಯ dಾತನW <ೇ©Ôೇ TÂ¡ರ^ೇಕು 

ಭÝ: ಸ�, ಒಂದು ಮರ ಕrದ Èಾಗ<ೆU ಹತು> ಮರ Hೆr>ೕÂ ಅಂತಲೂ 

uೇ�XೆSೆಲN.. mೇಗ ಮತು> §ೕಲ_� SಾÀಜP ಪ]Òೇದಗಳ�.. ಬಹಳ fಾಭ 

ತಂXೊU�ಾ>Sೆ ಸ�.  

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: �ಾ�}ೆ? �ೆNೖವ�� »ಾPಕ[�ಯವ�}ಾ? ಹ�ರು }ೊಬªರದ 

ಅಗತP ಇ�ೋ �ೈತರ ಕmೆ ಏನು? ಈ ಅ<ೇ��ಾ, mೇಗ, §ೕಲ_� 

ಮರಗಳನW §ೕವ� Hೆ�ೋದ<ೆU uೊರr>k�ೕರಲN, ಇವ� ಎಂmಾ ಜಲಕಂಟಕ 

ಮರಗಳ� ಅಂತ }ೊ�>XೆಯfೆÅೕ? ಇದ�ಂXಾ_ ಜಲಮೂಲಗಳ� ಬ�>ದ�ೆ 

<ಾrನMN ತ§WಂmಾHೆ ಹ�ಯು�>�ೋ ಅXೆ±ೊ[ೕ uೊ©ೆಗಳನW 

ಅವಲಂ®�ರುವ ಹ�Çಗಳ�? ಅವರ ಕmೆ ಏನು? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: §ೕSೆಲN uೇ}ೆ ಇಷು[ ಒಂXೇ �ೕ� dಾmಾr>ೕರ.. ¶ಾಕು 

§MN� ಸ�..  

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: �ಾ�ಾದರೂ dಾತಡfೇ^ೇಕು. ಒಂXೇ ಥರದ, ಒಂXೇ 

dಾತನW ಪXೇ ಪXೇ uೇ��ಾದರೂ §ಮ¨ ತfೆ}ೆ ತುಂಬ^ೇಕು.. ಅದ<ೆU 

HಾSಾದರೂ dಾmಾಡfೇ^ೇಕಲN.. �ಾಕಂದ�ೆ <ಾಡುಗಳ� ತಮ}ಾ_ 

dಾತHಾಡಲು ¶ಾಧPÂಲN. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: Hೋr]ೕ.. Hಾವ� ನಮ¨ ನಮ¨ ಆïbಕ ಅಗತPmೆಗಳನುW 

ಪ`�ೈಸಲೂ^ೇಕು.. ಬಹಳ Hಾಜೂ<ಾದ <ೆಲಸ ನಮ¨ದು.  ಪ�ಸರ 

<ಾಳÉಯ ÈೊmೆÈೊmೆ}ೇ ಆ ಆïbಕ ಅಗತPmೆಗಳನುW 

ಸಮmೋಲನ}ೊ�ಸಲು ಪ]ಯ�Wಸು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ.. 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಅದು uೇ}ೆ ಅಂತ ಸÅಲÍ Âವ��>ೕ�ಾ? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: (kೕಘb Â�ಾಮ) ಇನೂW ಅದರ �ೕfೆ �ಸ�b 

dಾಡು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ.. ಆ ��ೕÝb §ಮ}ೇ ಕ��>ೕ§.. ಓk<ೊಳ�ÇÂರಂmೆ.. 

ಆಗ ನಮ¨ <ೆಲಸದ ಕು�ತು §ಮ}ೆ ಅ�Sಾಗªಹುದು.  



�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: §ೕವ� ~ೕ}ೇ dಾ�ಾ>Hೇ ಇ�.., §ಮ¨ ¶ಾÅಥbಗ�ಂದ ಅMN 

<ಾಡುಗಳ� ¶ಾಯು�>Sೆ.. §ಮ}ೊಂದು ��ೕÝb <ೊಡ^ೇTತು>, 

<ೊ¼[Xೆ�ೕHೆ. ಇನುW eಾರSಾಡ<ೆU uೋ_ ಯೂ§ವ�b¼ಗೂ ಒಂದು <ಾÓ 

<ೊ�ೋkXೆ. ಬ�ೕb§ ಸ�. [§ಗbÄಸುmಾ>Hೆ.] 

ಭÝ: [ಅವನು uೋದ kಕUHೆWೕ Hೋಡುmಾ>] ಎಷು[ kನ ಅಂತ ~ೕ}ೇ 

<ಾ�ಾ> ಕೂmೊU©Ôೆ Çೕದು? 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ^ೇ�ೆ ಉ�ಾಯ �}ೋವ�ೆಗೂ? 

ಭÝ: ಉ�ಾಯ ಏ§ಲN. ಇನು¨ಂXೆ �ಾ�] �ಾ�ಗಳMN <ೆಲಸ 

�ಾ]ರಂâ¶ೋಣ. ಅವರು ಮಲ_ರುSಾಗ ಮರಗಳನುW ಕrದು ¶ಾ_¶ೋಣ. 

»ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�: ಅದು... ಅದು.. ^ೇಡ ಅನÖmೆ>.. ಅದ<ೆU ಪÄbಷÜ ಎfಾN 

^ೇಕು.. 

ಭÝ: �ಾ<ೆ dಾಡ^ಾರದು? ಗಂ²ೆಗಂ²ೆಗೂ Hಾ§MN ಸುಮ¨Hೆ ಕೂತಷೂ[ 

ನನW ದುಡುZ uೋ_>Xೆ. �ಾ�]ಯ ಕತ>fೆಗಳMN ಈ ಮರಗಳನW ಕrದು 

¶ಾ_�®�ೋಣ. ಅXಾP� ಬmಾb�ೆ Hಾನೂ Hೋr>ೕ§.. 

!ೆ# $ೆ ೬: 

[<ಾrನMN ಬಹುಗುಣ, �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, ದರಸಯP }ೌಡ, ರÂ, ಕಮಲ, <ೆ 

ಎÛ uೆಗ�ೆ ಇ§Wತರರು ಕು��Xಾ��ೆ.] 

ರÂ: ̂ ೆಳ_Ã§ಂದಲೂ <ಾ�ಾ> ಇXೆ�ೕSೆ, �ಾರೂ ಬರfೇ ಇಲN? Hಾವ� ಇಷು[ 

dಾrದ�<ೆUೕ ಅವ�ೆಲN ಮರಗಳನW ಕr¿ೕದHೆWೕ §MN�®²ಾ]? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ನನಗೂ ಅXೇ ಅಥb ಆ_>ಲN. ಇಷು[ ಸುಲಭSಾ_ §MN¶ೋ 

Èಾಯdಾನ ಇವರದ�ಲN. ಆದರೂ ಇವ�>rೕ <ಾrನMN ಒಂXೇ ಒಂದು ಕ�ೆ 

<ೊಡM ಸXಾ�_ಲN.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಈ ಥರದ §ಶðಬ¹ಗ© ೕೆ uೆಚು¦ ಭಯ ಹು¼[¶ೋದು. 

ಕಮಲ: ಮರಗಳನW ಕr¿ೕದು, ಅದನW ಅâವೃk¹ ಅಂತ ಕ�ೆ¿ೕದು, 

ಇXೆfಾN ಶುರುSಾ_XಾPSಾಗ ಅಣÏ..? <ಾಡನW ತಮ¨ Éೕವನದ 

Èೊmೆ}ಾರರHಾW_ <ಾÀ>ದ� ನಮ¨ ಪ`ವbಜ�}ೆ ತಮ¨ Éೕವನದ 

ಒಂದಂಶವHೆWೕ  ಕrದು dಾ�<ೊ©Ôೆ Çೕ ಬುk¹ �ಾSಾ_§ಂದ ಬಂದದು�? 

ದರಸಯP: ಮರ ಎfಾN ಕr¿ೕದು ಇXೆ�ೕ ಇತು> ಕಣ.. ಆದ�ೆ ಅದನW ಇಷು[ 

Èಾ�> dಾrXೆ�fಾN ಈ ಪರಂ_ಯವರ <ಾಲ<ೆU.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: uೇ� }ೌ�ೆ].. uೇ}ೆ?  

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಪರಂ_ೕ ¶ೈ§ಕHೊಬª ಇMN}ೆ ಬಂದMNಂದ ಇದು ಶುರುSಾ_ದು�.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ¶ೈ§ಕHೇ? 

ದರಸಯP: uೌದು.. ಆ ¶ೈ§ಕ ತನW ಅದೃಷ[ ಹುಡುT<ೊಂಡು ¶ೈನP ®ಟು[ 

ಮfೆHಾr}ೆ ಬಂದ..  

- »ೆ]r]½ ÂಲÖÜ ಆರಂಭ dಾrದ <ಾrನ Hಾಶದ ಕmೆ, uಾrನ 

Èೊmೆ}ೆ ದೃಶPರೂಪಕSಾ_ mೆ�ೆದು<ೊಳ�Çತ>Xೆ.                       

(ಆಕರ: ಅÓÍ<ೋ – ಸು�ೇಂದ] <ೌಲ_) 

 



!ೆ# $ೆ ೭: 

[ಮಧP�ಾ�], ಚಂದ]ನ ^ೆಳTನMN. ^ಾPಟ� ತfೆ}ೆ �TU� ಮರಗಳನುW 

ಕrಯು�>ರುವ <ೆಲಸ}ಾರರು. ಭÝ �ೕMÅ×ಾರ�ೆ dಾಡುmಾ> ಶತಪಥ 

uಾಕು�>Xಾ�Hೆ. <ೊಡMಗಳ ಮತು> ®ೕಳ�ವ ಮರಗಳ ಶಬ� <ೇಳ��>Xೆ.] 

ಭÝ: ^ೇಗ ^ೇಗ.. Hಾವ� ಸೂಯb ಹು²ೊ[ೕ ಮುಂ×ೆ  ಇHೊWಂXೆರಡು 

ಕುಂ²ೆ ಮರಗಳHಾWದರೂ ಮು_ಸ^ೇಕು. 

<ೆಲಸ}ಾರ 1: ಈ ಮರಗಳ� Òಾ�ೕ ದಪÍ ಸ�. ಎರಡು ಕುಂ²ೆ, ಸೂಯb 

ಹು²ೊ[ೕ ಮುಂ×ೆ. ಆಗಲN ಅನÖmೆ>.. 

ಭÝ: ಏà. uೇ�ದಷು[ dಾ�ೋ.. 

[ಬಹುಗುಣ ಮತು> }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು <ಾrನ ಮರಗಳ ನಡುÂ§ಂದ ಬರುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

ಕಮಲ: §MN�. 

ಭÝ: Ñೋ.. ಮmೆ> ಬಂXಾ] ಇವರು.. §ಮ}ೇನು §Xೆ� _Xೆ� ಬ�ೋkfಾÅ? 

�ಾT�ೕ}ೆ ನಮ¨ �ಾ]ಣ �ಂ�ೕರ? §ಮ}ೆ ಇMN �ಾವ�Xೇ ಅò<ಾರÂಲN. 

ಸುಮ¨Hೆ mೊಲ_�.. 

ರÂ: ನಮ}ೆ ಇMN ಎfಾN ಅò<ಾರ ಇXೆ ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[�ೆá.. ಇದು ನಮ¨ <ಾಡು. 

ಇMN uೊರ_ನವರು §ೕವ�.. 

ಭÝ: ಇದು ಸ<ಾb� <ಾಡು ಕÀ]ೕ. §ಮ¨ದಲN. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಸ<ಾbರ ಜನರದು�... 

ಭÝ: (<ಾÄbಕ�}ೆ) §ಮ¨ <ೆಲಸ �ಾ<ೊ]ೕ §MN�>ೕರ.. ಮುಂದುವ�ೆ�.. 

[§ಂ�ರುವ ಮರಗಳನುW ಅÓÍ<ೊಳÇಲು }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು eಾÂಸುmಾ>�ೆ. 

<ಾÄbಕರು ಕrಯುವ�ದನುW §MNಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

<ೆಲಸ}ಾರ 1: fೋ ರÂ.. �ಾ<ೋ ~ೕ}ಾr>k�ೕಯ? ಅ±ೆ[fಾN dಾmಾ�ೋ 

ಇವರುಗಳ� §ೕನು ÈೈM}ೆ uೋXೆ] ಬಂದು ®r¶ೋkಲN ಕ�ೋ. 

HೆನÓರM.. ಸುಮ¨Hೆ <ೆಲಸ<ೆU ಅrZ ಬರ^ೇಡ.. 

ಭÝ : ಈ ಜನಗಳ Èೊmೆ dಾmಾ�ೋ<ಾಗmಾ>? ಸುಮ¨Hೆ ಅವರನW 

~rದು ^ೇ�ೆ�ೆ}ೆ ತ�Ç..  

<ೆ.ಎಂ. uೆ}ೆZ: ಅವರನುW ಮು¼[ದ�ೆ Hಾವ� XೌಜbನP, ಹfೆN ಆ�ೋಪಗಳನುW 

XಾಖMಸುmೆ>ೕSೆ.. XೌಜbನP dಾ�ೋ ಅò<ಾರ <ೊ¼[ಲN�ೕ §ಮ¨ 

ಸ<ಾbರ!! 

ಭÝ: §ೕವ� <ಾನೂನು <ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆಗಳMN ಹಸ>éೇಪ dಾಡು�>k�ೕ�.. 

§ಮ}ಾPTದು ಅಥbSಾ}ೋkಲN? 

ರÂ: ಈ ಇಂಥ ಮಧP�ಾ�]ೕM ಕಳÇರ ಥರ ಏ§]ೕ §ಮ¨ <ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆ? 

ಭÝ: ನಮ}ೆ ^ೇ<ಾXಾಗ Hಾವ� <ೆಲಸ dಾಡುmೆ>ೕSೆ.. 

ದರಸಯP: ಕತ>fಾದ�ೕfೆ ಒಂದು ಎfೆಯನೂW Tೕ©ÔೇkಲN ನಮ¨ ಕ�ೆ.. 

§ೕವ� HೋrXೆ] ಇrೕ <ಾಡHೆWೕ ಕrದು ¶ಾ¡�>k�ೕರfೊNೕ..  

<ೆ ಎÛ uೆಗ�ೆ: §ಮ¨ �ೆಪ`P¼ ಕನ¶ೆ]óೕಟ� ಇHೆWೕನು ಬ�bmಾb�ೆ. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ uೆಗ�ೆ ಅವರನW ಕರ<ೊಂಡು ಬ�ೋದ<ೆU uೋ_Xಾ��ೆ. 

ಅವ�}ೆfಾN Âಷಯ ���Xಾ�_Xೆ. ಮಧP�ಾ�]ಯ <ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆ ಬ}ೆÃ 

ಅವ�}ೆ ಅ±ೊ[ಂದು ಖುË¡Xೆ ಅHೊÖೕಲN..  



ಭÝ: �ೕ.. �ಾT]ೕ ಇ±ೊ[ಂದು ~ಂ¶ೆ <ೊr>k�ೕರ? ಇದು <ೈÄೕ� 

ಎfೆNMN}ೋ uೋ_>Xೆ. ದಯÂಟು[ ಮರಗಳನW ®ಟು[ ಬ§W.  

ಕಮಲ: uೇ}ೆ ಬ�ೊದು ಸ�? §ೕವ�ಗಳ� ಇMNಂದ ಗಂಟೂಮೂ²ೆ 

ಕ¼[<ೊಂಡು uೋ}ೋವ�ೆಗೂ ನಮ¨ <ಾrನ �ೕfೆ ಅmಾP×ಾರ ಆ}ೋ 

ಭಯ ಇXೆ�ೕ ಇXೆ. ಅMNೕವ�ೆಗೂ Hಾವ� uೇ}ೆ Hೆಮ¨k¡ಂದ ಇ�ೋದು? 

ಭÝ: ಎ±ೆ[ೕ dಾmಾr>ೕಯ? [uೊ�ೆಯಲು uೋಗುವನು, ಅಷ[ರMN  Éೕ� 

ಸÄೕÓಸು�>ರುವ ಶಬ�. »ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ�, �ೆಪ`P¼ ಕನÖSೇbಟ� - »ಾ಼. 

ಕನÖSೇbಟ�, �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ ಪ]Sೇ�ಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

»ಾ಼. ಕನÖSೇbಟ�: ಏ§]ೕ ಇದು ? ಏ§XೆಲN ಹಗರಣ? 

ಭÝ: [ತ®ª^ಾª_] ಈ ಜನರು ಅòಕೃತ ಅರಣP <ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆಗಳನುW 

ತrೕ�Xಾ��ೆ ಸ�.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಅನòಕೃತ ಅರಣP HಾಶವನುW Hಾವ�  ತrೕ�Xೆ�ೕSೆ ಸ�. 

»ಾ಼. ಕನÖSೇbಟ�: ಇ±ೊ[ತ>ನMN <ಾಡನW mೆರವ� dಾಡM<ೆU §ಮ}ೆ 

fೈ¶ೆÜÖ ಇXೆ�ೕ§] ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[�ೆ]? 

ಭÝ: [ಉತ>ರÂಲN] ಸ� ಅದು.. 

ಉಪ ಸಂರ¸�ಾò<ಾ�: ­ದಲು uೊರr]ೕ ಇMNಂದ.. ~ೕ}ೆ uೊತ>ಲNದ 

uೊ�>ನMN ಮರ ಕrದು r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನ ಮ�ಾbXೆ ಕ�ೕ^ೇr. ಈ}ಾಗfೇ 

Äೕr�ಾ ಅ²ೆನôÜ �TUXೆ ಇವ�}ೆ. ಏ§ದೂ] ^ೆಳTXಾ�ಗ 

<ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆಗಳನW dಾ�ೊU�Ç... ಸ��ಾದ ಸುರ¸mಾ 

ಕ]ಮಗ©Ôೆಂk}ೆ..  

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: <ಾಡು Hಾಶ dಾ�ೋಕೂ �ಾವ ಸುರ¸mಾ ಕ]ಮಗಳ� 

ಸ�? 

ಉಪ ಸಂರ¸�ಾò<ಾ�: ಅದನುW... ಪ��ೕMಸfಾಗು�>Xೆ �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ 

ಅSೆ]. §ೕವ� §�¦ಂmೆ¡ಂk�.. Hಾವ� §ಮ¨ Èೊmೆ ಸಂಪಕbದMNರುmೆ>ೕSೆ.. 

ಈಗ §ಮ¨ ^ೇr<ೆ ಸMNಸk�ೕರಲN.. ಸ��ಾದ ಕ]ಮದ ಕು�ತು ¿ೕv�, 

ಕೂಲಂಕುಷSಾ_ ಅಧPಯನ dಾr �ೕdಾbನವನW §ಮ}ೆ ��¶ೆ>ೕSೆ.. 

ಬmೇbSೆ.  

[»ಾ಼. ಕನÖSೇbಟ� ಮತು> »ಾ಼. ಆßೕಸ� §ಗbಮನ.] 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಉ��ಾ�ೋ<ೆ ಸÅಲÍ ಸಮಯ �TUತು. 

ಕಮಲ: ಆದ�ೆ ಇದು }ೆಲುವಂತೂ ಅಲN ಅಣÏ.. 

ದರಸಯP: ಯುದ¹ }ೆfೊNೕದು ಅಂದ�ೆ ಸಣÏ ಸಣÏ <ಾಳಗಗಳನW ­ದಲು 

}ೆಲN^ೇಕು. ಇದು ಅಂಥXೆ�ೕ ಒಂದು.. 

ರÂ: uಾ}ಾದ�ೆ ಮುಂkನ <ಾಳಗ �ಾವ�ದು? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಸುk� ಹರಡುವ�ದು. ಅÓÍ<ೋ �ಾದ�ಾmೆ] Hಾ�Xೆ�ೕ 

ಶುರುSಾಗುತ>Xೆ.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಎಷು[ ದೂರ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಎಷು[ ^ೇ<ಾದರೂ.. 

ಕಮಲ: <ೇ� ಎಲೂ].. ಈ <ಾr}ೆ ಸೂ¸õSಾ_ TÂ}ೊಟ[�ೆ ಈ ಮರಗಳ 

ಆಕ]ಂದನ <ೇ��<ೊಂಡuಾ}ಾ_>Xೆ ಅಣÏ.. 



ರÂ: uೌದು, ಇವತು> �ಾ�] HಾSೆfಾN ಇfೆNೕ <ಾವMದು�, ಈ ಮರಗ�}ೆ 

HಾÂನೂW ಅವ�ಗಳ Èೊmೆ, ಅವ�ಗಳ ಪರSಾ_ ಇXೆ�ೕSೆ ಅHೊWೕದನW ಅಥb 

dಾrಸ^ೇಕು. 

<ೆ ಎÛ uೆಗ�ೆ: Hಾವ� ಈ uೋ�ಾಟವನW §MN¶ೋkಲN ಅಂತ ಈ 

ಎಲN�ಗೂ ಅಥb dಾrಸ^ೇಕು.. ಈ �ಾದ�ಾmೆ] ನಮ¨ uೋ�ಾಟದ 

ಬಹಳ ಮುಖPSಾ_ <ಾ�ಾ>¡Xೆ.  

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಈಗ ಮಲ_, §Xೆ]¡ಲNದ ಕಣುÏಗಳನುW uೊತು> ದÀkk�ೕ�. 

ಕ]Äಸ^ೇ<ಾದ uೋ�ಾಟದ uಾk ಬಲು kೕಘb.. Hಾವ� uೊರ�ೋಣ 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ? 

<ೆ ಎÛ uೆಗ�ೆ: ಎMN}ೆ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: eಾರSಾಡ<ೆU. ಕೃಷÏÜ ಅವರ ವರk ಸMN<ೆ�ಾ_>Xೆ. 

ಯೂ§ವ�b¼ಯ �]»ೆಸ� ಒಬªರು ಶdಾb ಅಂತ.. ಬ�ೋ<ೆ 

uೇ�Xಾ��ೆ. ಅವರ <ೈfಾದ ಸuಾಯ dಾ�ೋ<ೆ ತ�ಾ�Xಾ��ೆ. uೋ_ 

Hಾ©  ೆ�ಾ�]ಯ Sೇ©ೆ}ೆ ಬmೇbSೆ. ಅಷ[�ೊಳ}ೆ ^ೇ<ಾದ ಎfಾN ತ�ಾ� 

ಆ_ರM.. ರÂ.. ತ�ಾ�ಾ_.. §ೕನು ^ಾ ಕಮfಾ, ಮHೆ ಹ�>ರ ®ಟು[ 

uೋ}ೆ>ೕSೆ. Hಾ©  ೆ §ಮೂ¨�ನ uೆಂಗಸರನW ಕರ<ೊಂ� ಬ�ೋ<ೆ �ದ¹mೆ 

dಾ�ೊU.. 

[ಬಹುಗುಣ, �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ, ಕಮಲ uೊರಡುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

<ೆ.ಎಂ. uೆ}ೆZ: ಇದು �ಾವ�Xೋ ಯುದ¹ದ ಆರಂಭ ಅ§W�>Xೆ.. 

ರÂ: ಇಲN. ಇದು ಇಷು[ ವಷb ಆ_>ದ� ಶರ�ಾಗ�ಯ ಅಂತP ಅ§W�>Xೆ.. 

!ೆ# $ೆ ೮ 

[ತಡ�ಾ�]. ದರಸಯP <ಾrನMN ಕತ>��ದ ಒಂದು ಮರದ ^ೊ�ೆZಯ �ೕfೆ 

ಹ©ೆಯ �ಾಲು ಸು�><ೊಂಡು ಕು��Xಾ�Hೆ. ಅವನ ಸುತ>ಲೂ <ಾrನ 

ಶಬ�ಗಳ� <ೇ�ಬರು�>Sೆ. ರÂ ~ಂಜ�<ೆ¡ಂದ ಸಣÏ ಎ�ೆÏ kೕಪವನುW 

~rದು<ೊಂಡು ಬರುmಾ>Hೆ.] 

ರÂ: ಅಜö? ಇನೂW ಎk�k�ೕ�ಾ? 

ದರಸಯP: (ಅವನ ಕ�ೆ HೋಡXೆ) ಈ ವಯಸÖMN §Xೆ� ಎMN ಬಂkೕತು ಮಗ? 

ರÂ: Hಾನೂ ಕೂರಬಹುXಾ?? 

ದರಸಯP: ^ಾ.. ಕೂತು<ೋ. 

ರÂ: ಏನು ¿ೕv�>k�ೕ�ಾ ಅಜö? 

ದರಸಯP: ¿ೕಚHೆಯಲN ಮಗ.. ಹ© ೕೆ Hೆನಪ�ಗಳ�..  

ರÂ: ಏನು Hೆನಪ�? 

ದರಸಯP: ಈ <ಾrನ Èೊmೆ ನನW ಸಂಬಂಧ ಇಷು[ ಆಳSಾ_ದು� uೇ}ೆ 

ಅಂXೊUಂ�ೆ.? 

[ರÂ ಆಶ¦ಯbkಂದ ದರಸಯPನ ಕ�ೆ Hೋಡುmಾ>Hೆ.] 

ದರಸಯP: ಸುಗುಣ ಅಂತ ನನ}ೊಬª ಮಗ ಇದ� ರÂ..  

ರÂ: ಏನು? §ನ}ೊಬª ಮಗ ಇXಾW ಅಜö? �ಾರು? ಎfೊNೕದು] ಅವರು? 



[ದರಸಯP <ೋM§ಂದ <ೆಂಡಗಳನುW �Âಯುmಾ>Hೆ. Trಗಳ� ಬಂದು 

<ೊಂಚ ^ೆಳ<ಾಗುತ>Xೆ.] 

ದರಸಯP: <ಾrನ ಮ�ೊÏಳ}ೆ ಮ�ಾÏ_ uೋದ ಅವನು.. 

ರÂ: ಓ£.. 

ದರಸಯP: �ಂಗ©ಾನುಗಟ[fೆ <ೆÄ¨§ಂದ ಬಳಲು�>ದ� ಅವನ mಾ¡}ೆ 

<ಾr§ಂದ ÈೇನುತುಪÍವನುW ತ�ೋದ<ೆU uೋ_ದ�.. uಾ}ೇ ಹುMಯ 

^ಾ¡}ೆ �ಕU.. 

ರÂ: ನಮ}ಾP�ಗೂ }ೊmೆ>ೕ ಇಲN.. 

ದರಸಯP: ಅವನ <ೈಗ�}ೆ ಒಂದು Â�ೇಷSಾದ ಶT> ಇತು>. ಅವನು 

ಮು¼[Xೆ�ಲN ಹುಲು¶ಾ_ ̂ ೆ�ೕ�ದುÅ.. _ಡ, ಮರ,  }ೆ©ೆತನ, ನಗು.. ಎಲNವ`… 

ಇrೕ <ಾrನ Èೊmೆ}ೆ ಅವ§}ೊಂದು ^ೆಚ¦Hೆಯ ಸಂಬಂಧ ಇತು>.. 

ರÂ: ಮmೆ>ೕHಾಯು>.? 

ದರಸಯP: ಅವತು> �ಾಪ ಹುM, ತನW ಮ�ಗಳನುW ರìಸು�>ತು>. ನನW ಮಗ 

ಆ ಮ�ಗಳನುW HೋಡMಲN, ÈೇನುತುಪÍವನುW dಾತ] Hೋಡು�>ದ�. ಅವನ 

ಒಪÍ ಎfಾN dಾrದ ಕೂಡfೇ Hಾನು ಏನು dಾrXೆ }ೊmಾ>? 

ರÂ: ಏನು? 

ದರಸಯP: ನನW <ೊಡMಯನುW mೊ}ೊಂ�ೆ.. <ಾr}ೆ ನು_Ã ಆ ಹುMಯನುW 

ಹುಡು<ಾ>uೋXೆ. 

ರÂ: �TUmಾ?? 

ದರಸಯP: ಅವನು ಸತ> ÈಾಗದfೆNೕ ಹುMಯ uೆÈ öೆ ಗುರುತು �TUತು.. Hಾನು 

ಆ ಹುMಯ uೆÈೆöಗುರುತುಗಳನುW ~ಂ^ಾM¶ಾ> uೋXೆ... ಮೂರು kನಗಳ 

<ಾಲ ಅವ�ಗಳHೆWೕ ಅನುಸ��Xೆ..  

ರÂ: ಆ�ೕfೆ? §ೕನದನW <ೊಂkª²ಾP ಅಜö? 

ದರಸಯP: ಮೂರHೇ kನ, ನನW <ೊಡMಯನುW ¶ಾ�ೆ ~rೕ^ೇಕಂತ ಒಂದು 

uೊ©ೆಯ ಪಕUದMN ಕೂmೆ.. ಒಂದು ಹುM ಮ� ಅXೇ uೊ©ೆ}ೆ §ೕರು 

ಕುr¿ೕ<ೆ ಬಂತು. vಕU ಮ�.. ಬಹುಶಃ ಒಂದು �ಂಗ�ರಬಹುದು. ಬಹಳ 

¶ೊರ_ತು>., ಹ�kತು>.. ಅದರ mಾ¡ ಅXೆ±ೊ[ೕ kನಗ�ಂದ ~ಂ�ರು_ದ 

uಾ_ರMಲN.. 

ರÂ: §ೕHೇÜ dಾ�ೆ� ಅಜö? 

ದರಸಯP: ಏÜ dಾಡ½ ¶ಾಧP? ಆ ಮ�ಯ ಕಣುÏಗಳMN Hಾನು ನನW 

ಮಗನ ಕಣುÏಗಳನುW HೋrXೆ.. uೌದು.. ಅXೇ ಕುತೂಹಲ.. ಅXೇ ಮುಗ¹mೆ. 

ಆ ¸ಣSೇ Hಾನು ನನW <ೊಡMಯನುW ಅXೇ uೊ©ೆ}ೆ uಾT �ೕXಾ ಮHೆ}ೆ 

uೋXೆ. 

ರÂ: §ನW <ೋಪ  ಅಷು[ ^ೇಗ ಕr��ಾ_ª�ಾ> ಅಜö? 

ದರಸಯP: uೌದು ಮಗ... �ಾಕಂXೆ] ನನ}ೆ ಒಂç ÂಷP ಅಥb ಆಯು>.. 

Hಾವ� ಹುMಯನW ದೂË¶ೋದು ಮುøಾùಳತನ.. ಹುM ನನW ಮಗನನುW 

<ೊಲNMಲN. Hಾವ� ದೂËಸ^ೇ<ಾದು� ನನW uೆಂಡ�}ೆ <ಾ¡fೆ ತಂದವರನW.. 

ರÂ: �ಾರು? 



ದರಸಯP: ಇXೇ ಈ ಅâವೃk¹ಯ ಹ�<ಾರರು!! ಹುಬª�ÇಯMN uೊಸ 

<ಾÆಾbHೆ ಶುರುSಾ_ತು>... ಆ_§ಂದ ಇದ�TUದಂmೆ ನಮ¨ ಹ�Ç}ೆ �ಾವತೂ> 

ಇಲNದ uೊ}ೆ, <ೆಟ[ Âಷದ }ಾ�..  

ರÂ: ಓ£.. ಹುಬª�Çಯ ಜವ� »ಾPಕ[�Hಾ? 

ದರಸಯP: ಅದು ನಮ¨ ಹ�Çಯ ಅಧbದಷು[ ಜನರನುW <ೆಮು¨ವಂmೆ 

dಾrತು. ಆದ�ೆ ನಮ¨ ಜನಗ�}ೆ ಈ <ಾÆಾbHೆಗ�ಂದ <ೆಲಸ �ಗ>ದಲN. 

uಾ}ಾ_ �ಾರೂ ದೂರು §ೕ�ೋ<ೆ uೋಗMಲN.. ಈ �ಾಕ[ರು <ೊ�ೋ 

ಔಷò}ೆ ಹಣ <ೊ�ೋವಷು[ ದುಡುZ ನಮ¨ ಹ�>ರ ಇರದ <ಾರಣ<ೆU <ಾrನ 

ÈೇನುತುಪÍ ತ�ೋ<ೆ uೋದ ನನW ಮಗ.. (§ಟು[��ಟು[) ಹುM ಅವನನುW 

ಅMN <ೊಂkದು� §ಜÂರಬಹುದು. ಆದ�ೆ ಅವನನುW ಅMN}ೆ ಕ��ದು� ಈ 

<ಾÆಾbHೆ.. 

ರÂ: §ಮ¨ uೆಂಡ�? ಅವ�}ೆ ಏHಾ¡ತು? 

ದರಸಯP: <ೆಮು¨, <ೆÄ¨ನ Èೊmೆ ಮಗ uೋದ ದುಃಖ mಾಳfಾರXೇ ನನW 

uೆಂಡ� ಕೂಡ �ೕ�<ೊಂಡಳ�..  

ರÂ: ಅದ<ೆUೕ §ೕವ� ಈ ವಯಸÖಲೂN ಈ ಎfಾN r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವರ Âರುದ¹ 

uೋ�ಾ�ೋ½ ಬ�bk�ೕರ? 

ದರಸಯP: Hಾನು ಮರಗಳನುW ಉ�¶ೋದ<ೆU �ಾTಷು[ uೋ�ಾr>k�ೕ§ 

ಅಂತHಾ? �ಾಕಂXೆ] ನನW ಮಗ ಈ <ಾrನ ಮÀÏನMN ಮ�ಾÏ_Xಾ�Hೆ.. 

ಅವHಾrದ Hೆಲ ಇದು, ಅವನು ತ®ª ನMದ ಮರಗ�ವ�.. ಈಗಲೂ ಅವನು 

ಇXೇ <ಾrನMNXಾ�Hೆ ಅಂತ ನಂ®k�ೕ§ Hಾನು.. ಈ r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವರು 

ಕr¿ೕ ಪ]�¿ಂದು ಮರದಲೂN ನನW ಮಗ ಇXಾ�Hೆ. ಇವರು ಮರ<ೆU 

<ೊಡM uಾTXಾ}ೆfಾN ನನW ಮಗನ �ೖ}ೇ <ೊಡM uಾTದuಾ}ಾಗ>Xೆ.. 

ರÂ: <ಾಡು ನ�¨ಲNರನW uೇ}ೆ ^ೆ¶ೆkXೆ ಅfಾÅ? vಕUಂk§ಂದಲೂ ಇXೇ 

ಮರಗಳ ~ಂXೆ ಅÂತು ಕ�ಾÏಮು×ೆ¦ ಆr>kÅ Hಾನು ನನW }ೆ©ೆಯರು.. ಎfಾN 

<ಾr§ಂದ ದೂರು ದೂರ �¼ಗ�}ೆ ಬದು<ೋ<ೆ uೋದು].. ಇMN�ೋ 

ಒಂkಬªರು ಆ ಕಂ²ಾ]ಕ[ರುಗಳ� <ೊr>�ೋ ದುrZ}ೆ ಇXೇ ಮರಗಳನW 

ಕr¿ೕ<ೆ ಇMN}ೆ kHಾ ಬmಾb�ೆ.. ನನ}ೆ dಾತ] ಎಷು[ ದೂರ ತ�Çದರೂ 

<ಾಡು, <ಾrHೊಂk_ನ ನಂಟು ನನWನW ®�ಾ>Hೇ ಇಲN. ಈ <ಾ�ೆಂದ�ೆ 

�ಾವ�Xೋ ಬ}ೆಯ ¶ೆ©ೆತ ನನ}ೆ.. 

ದರಸಯP: §ಜ uೇಳ^ೇಕಂXೆ], <ಾಡು ಎಲNವನೂW HೆನÓಟು[<ೊಳ>Xೆ ರÂ. 

ಪ]� ಹುಟು[, ಪ]� ¶ಾವ�, ಪ]� ಭರವ¶ೆ, ಪ]� Xೊ]ೕಹ. Hಾ©  ೆಆ ಮರಗಳನW 

ತ®ª §ಂmಾಗ, HೆನÓ²ೊU.. <ೇವಲ ಮರಗಳನುW ರì¶ೋ ಹಟ ಅಲN 

ಇದು.. ಈ <ಾr}ೆ ಸಂಬಂò�ದ ಅXೆ±ೊ[ೕ ÒಾವHೆಗಳನW ರì¶ೋ 

ಪ]ಯತW.. ನನW ಮಗನೂ ಆ ÒಾವHೆಗಳMN ¶ೇ�uೋ_Xಾ�Hೆ… 

ರÂ: ಇXೆfಾN ತುಂ^ಾ XೊಡZ  ಜSಾ^ಾ�� ಅಜö... 

ದರಸಯP: (ರÂಯ ಭುಜ ಮು¼[) ಜSಾ^ಾ��_ಂತ Ó]ೕ�ಯ ಕತbವP ಅನುW 

ಮಗ.. 
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[ಕHಾbಟಕ ÂಶÅÂXಾPಲಯ, eಾರSಾಡ. ಸಸP�ಾಸû ÂÒಾಗ. �ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ 

ಮತು> �]»ೆಸ� ಶdಾb ಮತು> ಸಂ�ೆ¾ೕಧHಾ ತಂಡವ� ಕೃಷÏÜ ವರk 

ಪ��ೕMಸು�>Xಾ��ೆ.] 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಸಮಗ] ಸÄೕéೆ ಪ`ಣb}ೊಂrXೆ. ಮೂರು ÉfೆNಗಳMN 

ಹkHೈದು ಅರಣP mಾಣಗಳ�.. 

�]»ೆಸ� ಶdಾb: £¨..? ಏನಂತXೆ §ಮ¨ ಸಂ�ೆ¾ೕಧHೆ? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಇದು ವPವ��ತ ಪ�ಸರ Hಾಶ �]»ೆಸ�.. 

ಪ]�ಭಟHಾ<ಾರರ ಪ]�ೆWಗಳ� Sೈåಾ§ಕSಾ_ dಾನPSಾ_Sೆ. 

�]»ೆಸ� ಶdಾb: �ಾವ �ೕ�ಯMN? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಈ ಅರಣPHಾಶkಂದ ಜfಾನಯನ ವPವ¶ೆ�ಗಳ� 

ಸಂಪ`ಣbSಾ_ HಾಶSಾಗು�>Xೆ. ಏಕಸಂಸî� mೋಟಗಳ� 

ÉೕವSೈÂಧPmೆಯನುW Hಾಶಪrಸು�>Sೆ. ಈ ಅರಣPHಾಶSಾದ 

ಪ]XೇಶಗಳMN ಮÀÏನ ಸವಕ� 300% uೆ×ಾ¦_Xೆ. 

[�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ ಮತು> ಬಹುಗುಣ ಪ]Sೇ�ಸುmಾ>�ೆ.] 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ÑಾPಂಕೂP �]»ೆಸ�. �ಸvb}ೆ <ೇ�<ೊಂಡ ¸ಣ 

ಒÓÍ<ೊಂಡು ಮುತುವÉb¡ಂದ ಮುನW�ೆ�ದ�<ೆU... 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: Hಾವ� ಸತPವನುW XಾಖMಸ^ೇ<ಾ_ತು> ಸ�.. §ಮ¨ 

}ಾ]ಮಸ�ರು r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವ�_ಂತ ಪ�ಸರ ÂåಾನವನುW ×ೆHಾW_ 

ಅಥbdಾr<ೊಂrXಾ��ೆ.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: §ಮ¨ ವರk ಏನು �»ಾರಸು dಾಡುತ>Xೆ? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಈ ಪ`ಣb ಅರಣP Hಾಶ, TNಯ� »ೆMNಂ« ಅHೊWೕ 

<ಾಂ²ಾ]½[ ಏ§Xೆ.. ಇದನW ಸಂಪ`ಣbSಾ_ §MNಸ^ೇಕು..  

�]. ಶdಾb: Hಾವ� ಈ ವರkಯನುW ಪ�ಸರ ಸvSಾಲಯ<ೆU ಕೂಡfೇ 

ಕಳ�~ಸು�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ. 

�]»ೆಸ� ಶdಾb: Èೊmೆ}ೆ ಕೂಡfೇ ಈ ವರkಯನುW ಪ�]<ೆಗಳ 

ಮೂಲಕ, ಸdಾಜದ ಮುಂXೆ ಇಡ^ೇಕು ಅಂತ �ೕdಾb§�Xೆ�ೕHೆ.. 

ಅದ<ೆUೕ §ಮ¨ನುW ಕ�ೆ�ದು�. ಬ§W �ೆ]� ÄೕÝ ಇXೆ. dಾಧPಮಗಳನW 

ಉXೆ�ೕ�� dಾmಾಡ^ೇ<ಾದವರು ಮುಖPSಾ_ §ೕವ�. ಬ§W.. 
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[�ೆ]� ÄೕÝ.] 

ಪತ]ಕತb: �ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ, ನಮ¨ ಓದುಗ�}ಾ_ §ಮ¨ ವರkಯನುW§ೕವ� 

ಸಂìಪ>Sಾ_ uೇಳಬಹುXೇ? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಅÓÍ<ೊ ಪ]�ಭಟHಾ<ಾರರು Sೈåಾ§ಕSಾ_ 

ಸ��ಾ_Xಾ��ೆ. ಪ]ಸು>ತ ಅರಣP §ವbಹ�ೆ Òಾರತದ ಪ]ಮುಖ ಪ�ಸರ 

ವPವ¶ೆ�ಗಳMN ಒಂದನುW Hಾಶಪrಸು�>Xೆ. 



ಪತ]ಕತb: ಆದ�ೆ ಅರಣP ಇfಾÆೆ §ಮ¨ ಈ �ಸvbನ <ೆಲವ� 

�ೕdಾbನಗಳನುW ಪ]�Wಸುತ>Xೆ 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಇfಾÆೆ ಈ ಇrೕ �ಸಚbನುW, �ಸ�b dಾrದವರನುW, 

�ಾವ�ದನುW ^ೇ<ಾದೂ] ಪ]�Wಸಬಹುದು, ಆದ�ೆ ಮರಗಳ� �ಾವತೂ> 

ಸುಳ�Ç uೇಳ�ವ�kಲN. 

ಪತ]ಕತb: ಮುಂXೆ §ಮ¨ ನ�ೆ ಏನು �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ uೆಗ�ೆಯವ�ೇ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: Hಾ©ೆ¡ಂದ HಾÕಂದು �ಾದ�ಾmೆ] ಹÄ¨<ೊಂrXೆ�ೕSೆ. 

ಏನನುW Hಾವ�ಗಳ� ಕ©ೆದು<ೊಳ�Ç�>Xೆ�ೕSೆ ಅHೊWೕದು ಜನ�}ೆ 

ಅ�Sಾ}ೋವ�ೆಗೂ Hಾವ� ಪ]� ಹ�Ç}ೆ, ಪ]� <ಾr}ೆ <ಾಲWr}ೆಯfೆNೕ 

ಸಂಚ�¶ೆ>ೕSೆ. 

ಪತ]ಕತb: ಎಲN�ಗೂ �Åೕ<ಾ�ಾಹbSಾದ ಪ�uಾರಗಳನುW ಕಂಡು~rಯಲು 

ಇfಾÆೆ ಬದ¹Sಾ_Xೆ ಅಂmಾ�ೆ »ಾ�ೆ�[ r�ಾ²ೆ¨bಂ¼ನವರು.. ಇದ<ೆU 

§ೕSೇನಂ�ೕ�? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಏ<ೈಕ �Åೕ<ಾ�ಾಹb ಪ�uಾರSೆಂದ�ೆ ಅದು Éೕವಂತ 

<ಾಡುಗಳ�. ಅದನW ಮುಟ[Xೇ ಸುಮ¨§ದ��ೆ ಅದTUಂತ ಪ�uಾರ 

ಇHಾPವ�ದೂ ಇಲN.. 

�]. ಶdಾb: ಈ ಇfಾÆೆ ಪ]¶ಾ>ಪ dಾr>�ೋ ¶ೋ <ಾ�Z ಪ]ಗ�ಯ 

ವTbಂ« �ಾNನÃಳ� <ೇವಲ ಉದPಮ<ೆU dಾತ]ವಲNXೆ ಜನ�}ೆ ಮತು> 

ಪ�ಸರ<ೆU ¶ೇSೆ ಸMNಸ^ೇಕು.. 

ಪತ]ಕತb: ಈ ಚಳ�ವ� ಎMNಯವ�ೆಗೂ ತಲುಪಬಹುದು?? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಇfಾÆೆ Hಾಶdಾಡಲು uೊರಟ ಮರಗ�ರುವ 

<ಾಡುಗಳವ�ೆಗೂ... 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಮತು> ಅವ�ಗಳನುW ರìಸಲು �ದ¹�ರುವ ಜನರು ಇರುವವ�ೆಗೂ.. 

[uಾಡು] 
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[¶ಾಲಕÀ. �ಾದ�ಾmೆ]ಯ <ೊHೆಯ kನ. �ಾಂಡುರಂಗರ <ೈ}ೆ 

�ೖಕ§Wಡುmಾ>�ೆ. �ಾಂಡುರಂಗ ಅದನುW ಕಮfಾಳ <ೈ}ೆ ಇಟು[, dಾmಾಡು 

ಎನುWವಂmೆ ಸHೆW dಾಡುmಾ>�ೆ. ಕಮಲ }ಾ]ಮಸ�ರ XೊಡZ ಗುಂಪನುW 

ಉXೆ�ೕ�� dಾತHಾಡುಲು ಆರಂâಸುmಾ>© .ೆ ಅವರ ಪಕUದMN ಬಹುಗುಣ, 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ. ಪN<ಾಡುbಗಳ�, ^ಾPನ� ಗಳ� }ೋಚ�ಸುತ>Sೆ.] 

ಕಮfಾ: ಅÓÍ<ೋ �ಾದ�ಾmೆ] ಈವ�ೆ}ೆ ಒಟು[ 750 

TfೋÄೕಟ� ಗಳನುW ಕ]Ä�Xೆ. ಮುನೂWರು ಹ�ÇಗಳMN ಇಷು[ 

kನಗಳ<ಾಲ ಸುmಾ>rXೆ�ೕSೆ HಾSೆಲNರೂ ಆದರೂ Hಾವ� uೋದfೆNfಾN 

ಒಂXೇ ಕÑೆ - <ಾಡುಗಳ� ¶ಾಯು�>Sೆ, uೊ©ೆಗಳ� ಒಣಗು�>Sೆ, ಪìಗಳ� 

ಕಣ¨�ೆ�ಾಗು�>Sೆ.. ಇSೇ ಕmೆ!! 

ಮುಖPSಾ_ <ಾಡುಗಳ ಒಳ_ನ <ಾfಾ��ಗಳMN Hಾವ� ಸಂಚ��k]ಂದ 

ನಮ}ೆ ��kXೆ�ೕನಂದ�ೆ, ಇದು HಾSಾಗfೇ ¶ೋ��ೋ ಯುದ¹.. ಈ 

¸ಣSೇ <ಾrನ Hಾಶ §ಂತರೂ <ಾಡು ಉ��®¼Å ಅಂತ ��¿ೕuಾ_ಲN. 

ಈ}ಾಗfೇ uೆ<ೆ[ೕರುಗಟ[fೆ ಅರಣP HಾಶSಾ_uೋ_Xೆ. ಇHೆWೕ§ದ�ರೂ 

ನಮ¨ uೋ�ಾಟ ಇ�ೋ <ಾಡುಗಳನW ಉ��<ೊಂಡು uೋ}ೋದು.. 



ನಮ¨ ಅÓÍ<ೋ ಆಂXೋಲನದ ಮೂಲ ಉXೆ�ೕಶSೇ ಉ�ಸು ^ೆಳಸು 

ಬಳಸು.. ಇದನW HಾSೆಲೂ] ಮನಸMN²ೊU^ೇಕು.. (ಇನWಷು[ dಾತು)  

[ರÂ ಆಡb� ಗ©Ôೆಂk}ೆ »ಾ಼. ಕನÖSೇbಟ�ೊ]ಂk}ೆ ಪ]Sೇ�ಸುmಾ>Hೆ.] 

ರÂ: ಅಣÏ ಅಣÏ.. [ಸಂತಸkಂದ ಓr ಬಂದ ದÀSಾ��<ೊಳ�Çmಾ>] ಪ�ಸರ 

ಸvSಾಲಯkಂದ ಬಂk�ೋ ಆಡb�.. ಇವ�>ನ �ೇಪ�ನMN..  

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಒ© Çೆಯ ಸುk�Hಾ? 

�ಾ. ಕೃಷÏÜ: [uೆ�ೆNೖÜ ಓದುmಾ>] “ಸಮಗ] ಪ�ಸರ ಪ��ೕಲHೆ 

ಮು_¿ೕವ�ೆಗೂ ಪ�¦ಮ ಘಟ[ಗಳMNನ ಎfಾN ಅರಣPHಾಶದ 

<ಾ�ಾbಚರ�ೆಗ�}ೆ ಅòಕೃತSಾ_ mಾmಾUMಕ ಅಂತP uಾrದ ಪ�ಸರ 

ಸvSಾಲಯ”.. ಕೂಡfೇ ಇದHೆWfಾN §MN¶ೋ ಆಡb� ಆ_Xೆ. ಇfೊWೕr.. 

ಕಮfಾ: Hಾವ� }ೆkª²ಾÅ uಾ}ಾXೆ]? 

ರÂ: ಈಗ ಏHಾಗ>Xೆ ಅಣÏ? 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಒಂದು ಮಟ[<ೆU }ೆದ�uಾ}ೆ�ೕ.. ಅವರು ಕr¿ೕದನW §MN� 

ಅಂದ]ಲN, ಅವರು ಕr¿ೕದನW §MN�ದ �ೕfೆ ಇHೆWೕ§ದೂ] ನಮ¨ <ೆಲಸ 

®ತು>ವ�ದು. uೊಸ ಸ�ಗಳನW, uೊಸ ಆfೋಚHೆಗಳನW ಮತು>, uೊಸ 

ಭರವ¶ೆಯನW ®�> ^ೆ©ೆಸ^ೇಕು.. ಅವರು ಕrದXೆ�ಲNವನೂW ಮmೆ> 

^ೆ©ೆಸ^ೇಕು.. 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: Èೊmೆ}ೆ Hಾವ� ಇMN ಕMತದ�ನW ಇತರ�ಗೂ ಕMಸ^ೇಕು... 

­ೕಹÜ: ಏನಂತ ಸ�? ¶ಾdಾನP ಜನ�ೇ ¶ೇ� ಸ<ಾbರದ 

ತಪ�Íತ�ಾÍದ §ೕ�ಯನುW ಬದfಾ¡ಸಬಹುದು ಅಂತfಾ? 

ರÂ: ಅಲN.. ಏನHಾWದರೂ Ó]ೕ�ಸುವ ಜನರು ಒಂದU�ೆ ಇXೆ], ಅದನುW 

ಉ�ಸಲು ಅವರು uೋ�ಾ�ೇ uೋ�ಾಡುmಾ>�ೆ ಅಂತ. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: ಮರವನುW ಅÓÍ<ೊಂಡದ��ಂದ Hಾವ� ®_�ಾದ 

�ಾದಗಳನೂW� §ಲNಲು ಕM�Xೆ�ೕSೆ ಅಂತ... 

�] ಕೃಷÏÜ: ಆದ�ೆ ಅರಣP Hಾಶ ಬ�ೕ ಕHಾbಟಕದಲN±ೆ[ೕ ಅಲN ಅfಾÅ? ಈ 

ಚಳ�ವ� ಕHಾbಟಕXಾ×ೆ}ೆ ಹರಡುತ>Xೆ�ೕ? 

ಬಹುಗುಣ: ಮರಗಳನW ಅÓÍ<ೊಳÇ^ೇ<ಾದfೆNfಾN ಜನರು ಅವ�ಗಳನುW 

ಅÓÍ<ೊಳÇಲು ತ§WಂmಾHೇ ಕMಯುmಾ>�ೆ.. ಉತ>�ಾಖಂ� §ಂದ 

ಕHಾbಟಕ<ೆU ಬಂದuಾ}ೆ, ಇMNಂದ ಮmೆ>MN ಅವಶPಕÂXೆ¿ೕ ಅMN}ೆ.. 

§ೕ�ನ uಾ}ೆ ಹ�ದು<ೊಂಡು uೋಗುವ ಶT>¡Xೆ ಈ ಚಳವ�ಗ�}ೆ.. 

�ಾಂಡುರಂಗ: Ó]ೕ� §ËU"ಯವಲN, ¶ಾ�ವರವ` ಅಲN ಅಂತ ಮರಗಳ� ನಮ}ೆ 

ಕM�ದವ�. <ೆಲÕ�¨ Ó]ೕ� ಎಂದ�ೆ uೋ�ಾಟದ ಈ uಾkಯMN 

Èೊmೆ�ಾ_ §ಲುNವ�ದು, mೋಳ�ಗಳನುW ಅಗಲSಾ_ mೆ�ೆದು<ೊಳ�Çವ�ದು, 

ಜಗÃXೇ ಭದ]Sಾ_ ಅÓÍ<ೊಳ�Çವ�ದೂ Ó]ೕ��ೕ.. 

[uಾಡು] 

[ಎಲNರೂ uೋಗುmಾ>�ೆ. ರÂ ಮತು> ಕಮಲ dಾತ] <ಾrನ ಮರಗಳನುW 

ತ®ª §ಂ�Xಾ��ೆ.] 

ರÂ: ಅ<ಾU.. 



ಕಮಲ: #.. dಾmಾ�ೆªೕಡ.. ಮರಗಳ ಎXೆಬrತ <ೇಳ�.. ಎಷು[ 

Hೆಮ¨k¡Xೆ ಈಗ ಇದ<ೆU.. ಮHೆಯ ಜಗಳ, ಕುಹಕ, �ಾವ�ದೂ ಇಲN.. 

ಬ�ೕ Hೆಮ¨k.. 

ರÂ: ಹೂ$.. ದುrZನ ಆ¶ೆ, }ೊಂದಲ �ಾವ�ದೂ ಇಲN.. ಈ ಮರಗಳ 

Hೆಮ¨k� ನಮ¨ದೂ ಆ_Xೆ... 

 

 

 

 



ACT I 

Scene 1 – Praveen’s Home 
 
A modest middle-class living room. Evening. The ceiling fan whirs lazily. On the dining table, 
two schoolbags lie open, books spilling out. PRAVEEN, early 40s, tall, lean, in crisp shirt and 
trousers, sits with a sealed envelope in his hands. His wife, ANITA, late 30s, wears a simple 
cotton saree, her expression tired yet alert. A pot of dal simmers in the background. There is 
a weight of unspoken expectation in the air. 
 
PRAVEEN 
(holding the envelope, with suppressed excitement) 
Anita. It has come. The letter. 
 
ANITA 
(not looking up from the kitchen counter) 
Letter? From whom? 
 
PRAVEEN 
From the Department of Atomic Research. 
 
Pause. ANITA turns, wiping her hands on her saree. She studies him carefully. PRAVEEN 
opens the envelope with ceremony, unfolds the letter, and begins to read aloud. 
 
PRAVEEN 
(reading) 
“Mr. Praveen Kumar, you have been selected among the eight engineers nationwide to 
participate in the Advanced Nuclear Research Program, with training in the United States, 
followed by direct field posting. This is a matter of national significance. Your contribution will 
be remembered.” 
(He lowers the letter, voice swelling with pride) 
Do you hear that? One among eight. 
 
ANITA 
(flatly) 
And what does “field posting” mean? 
 
PRAVEEN 
It means deployment. They’re sending me to oversee construction—deep in the forests, near 
some village land. Strategic location. 
 
ANITA 
So you’ll leave me with two children, all alone? 
 
PRAVEEN 



Not forever. The training, yes, in the US. Then the posting—months, maybe years. But 
Anita—this is history. Our country, our science, our future. 
 
ANITA 
Future? Or your ambition? 
 
(PRAVEEN stiffens. A tense silence. The fan creaks overhead.) 
 
PRAVEEN 
It is bigger than me. Bigger than us. We are building what others said we could not. 
 
ANITA 
And if something goes wrong? If you—(breaks off, her voice cracking)—if you don’t come 
back? 
 
PRAVEEN 
(softening, then firm again) 
I will come back. And when I do, our children will say: my father built the future. 
 
ANITA 
And in the meantime, who will help them with homework? Who will take them to school? 
Who will hold them when they cry? You chase “the nation”—I am left to chase your shadow. 
 
PRAVEEN 
(angrily, cutting her off) 
Enough. Don’t make this small. Don’t make me small. 
 
(Silence. ANITA stares at him. She slowly turns away, stirring the dal again. The domestic 
rhythm resumes, but brittle.) 
 
ANITA 
(stiffly) 
Then go. Go build your “National Project”. And may you not forget the sound of your 
children’s voices while you build machines that hum louder than them. 
 
(PRAVEEN looks at her, letter clutched tight. Lights dim.) 

 



Scene 2 – The Village Tea Shop 
 
A small roadside tea stall, wooden benches, chatter of villagers. Apsara, early 20s, 
sharp-eyed and restless, serves tea with reluctant grace. Her father is absent. SURESH, 
mid-20s, brash, chewing guthka, lounges on a bench with two cronies. ANEESH, also 
mid-20s, thoughtful and earnest, enters later. Multiple overlapping conversations create a 
chorus of village life. 
 
SURESH 
(slapping the table) 
Apsara! Tea, extra strong. For a man who can handle it. 
 
APSARA 
(frowning, pouring tea without looking at him) 
Tea doesn’t make a man. 
 
SURESH 
Then what does? Maybe your smile? 
 
(Cronies laugh. APSARA sets the cup down sharply, spilling some.) 
 
APSARA 
Here. Drink before your tongue rots from guthka. 
 
SURESH 
(taking it, unbothered) 
Ah, fire in her voice. That’s why I come here every day. Not for tea—for you. 
 
APSARA 
Then find another excuse. This is a tea shop, not your stage. 
 
Villagers chuckle. Just then ANEESH enters, carrying a bag of supplies. He sees the scene, 
hesitates, then approaches. 
 
ANEESH 
Suresh, leave her alone. 
 
SURESH 
(mocking) 
And here comes the noble Aneesh. Protector of maidens. Tell me, do you earn enough to 
protect even yourself? 
 
ANEESH 
(quietly, but firm) 
Respect her. 
 
 



SURESH 
Or what? You’ll lecture me with your half-education? 
 
APSARA intervenes, stepping between them. 
 
APSARA 
Enough, both of you. Aneesh—don’t waste your words. And Suresh—(coldly)—you think 
chasing me proves anything? It only proves your emptiness. 
 
SURESH stiffens, but hides it under a laugh. He spits his guthka into the dust. 
 
SURESH 
One day, Apsara. You’ll see who really stands with this village. There is a government 
organisation that will be starting a building construction soon near the lake. (He gets up) 
Once I start working for them, you'll be the one chasing me. 
 
He exits with cronies. ANEESH looks at APSARA, concerned. 
 
ANEESH 
You shouldn’t face him alone. 
 
APSARA 
(smiling faintly) 
And you shouldn’t fight battles that lead nowhere. Drink your tea, Aneesh. The world outside 
is changing. I feel it. 
 
(They sit in silence as villagers murmur. The tea shop hums with tension. Lights fade.) 
 
 

 



Scene 3 – Mantri’s Home, Evening 
 
The room is dimly lit with a single bulb. A small wooden table holds papers, files, and an 
inkpot. Mantri sits at the table, looking weary but determined. His wife, Savitri, sits nearby, 
quietly stitching a blouse. The sound of crickets outside fills the pauses between their words. 
 
Savitri:  
(softly) You’ve hardly eaten, again. Since morning, you’ve been scribbling away like one of 
those endless government clerks. What is it today? Another speech for the committee? 
 
Mantri:  
(smiling faintly, looking up) Not a speech. Notes. Preparing for tomorrow’s council. They 
want explanations for the city’s expansion budget. Every rupee questioned, every intention 
doubted. 
 
Savitri:  
(sets her stitching aside, leans in) They doubt because they don’t see what you see. You 
speak of roads, markets, and new housing… but to them it’s just maps and numbers. You 
carry the city inside you, that’s your burden. 
 
Mantri:  
(sighs deeply) Burden… or curse? Sometimes I wonder if all these plans will mean anything. 
These young engineers—they think me old, outdated. And the 
shopkeepers—(pauses)—they see me as the enemy, the man who will chase them out for 
“progress.” 
 
Savitri:  
(firm, yet gentle) You’ve given your life to this city. Not for wealth, not for applause. 
Remember, it was you who fought to keep the old market standing when the others wanted 
to tear it down overnight. You’ve never forgotten the people, even if they forget you. 
 
Mantri:  
(touched, looking at her) And yet… (hesitates) today a letter came. (He pulls an envelope 
from his coat pocket, unfolding it slowly.) From the Department of Atomic Research—DAR. 
 
Savitri:  
(leans closer, concerned) Atomic Research? What do they want with you? 
 
Mantri:  
(reading aloud) “We request your presence, (da, da, da). Matters of civic importance require 
your insight.” (lowers the paper, frowning) Strange. No official seal, no protocol. Just… a 
summons. 
 
Savitri:  
(placing a hand on his) Perhaps they seek your wisdom. Perhaps they, too, are searching for 
a bridge between their dreams and the city’s soul. There’s no one better than you who can 
handle financial matters. 



 
Mantri:  
(half-smile, touched by her faith) You always speak as if I’m still that young man who stood 
on the steps of the old Assembly Hall, shouting for justice. 
 
Savitri:  
(warmly) Because I still see him. The world has changed, yes. You have lines on your face, 
and your voice is quieter. But you still believe in progress. That’s why they write to you. 
That’s why you must go. 
 
He folds the letter slowly, almost ceremonially, and tucks it back into his coat. His expression 
is one of resolve, but also curiosity. 
 
Mantri:  
I have to leave tomorrow, then. The Government always calls us back, doesn’t it? 
 
Savitri:  
(smiles) And you always answer. 
 
The light fades as Mantri sits back, lost in thought, while Savitri resumes her stitching—her 
presence calm and steady beside him. The faint sound of a temple bell drifts in from afar. 
 
--- 

 



ACT II  

Scene 4 – Ajji’s Courtyard  

(Late afternoon. The courtyard is a small island of coolness: a neem tree throws a slow, 
breathing shadow; a low charpoy sits beneath it. A battered brass lamp hangs from a beam. 
Somewhere nearby water moves — the faint, steady lap of the lake, a gull or two calling far 
off. The smell of wet earth and fresh jasmine hangs heavy in the air. AJJI, frail but luminous, 
sits on the charpoy with a long string of jasmine across her lap. Her fingers are sure, 
methodical; she hums a low, old tune as she threads flowers. ANEESH is seated 
cross-legged on a mat, a little distance from her. He is restless in a way that is not quite 
agitation — his hands fumble with a folded scrap of paper in his pocket; he smooths his shirt 
sleeve, hides his eyes when Ajji looks up at him. He is trying, quietly, to be composed.) 

(Sound: the hush of the lake, a distant hammer from the site, a koel’s call. Lighting: warm, 
late-day gold on the leaves; when Ajji speaks, a soft pool of light centers on the charpoy.) 

AJJI​
(slow, the kind of slow that fills silence)​
They made roads here, once. Not for carts—just for the priests who walked to the lake. You 
could hear a bell there every evening, and the lake would answer back with a soft ripple. The 
land remembered their names. When they called a child by the river, the river learned the 
name and kept it safe. 

(ANEESH shifts; he makes a half-gesture to hide the scrap of paper.) 

ANEESH​
(voice low; he is careful with his words)​
Ajji… I keep thinking about what the men from the city said—about progress, about lights 
that will come to our houses. They promise the world. But— 

(He stops; his hands find his knees. He looks away, then back. There is an awkward, 
guarded tenderness in how he watches the yard: when he thinks of Apsara he blushes under 
his skin; but he does not say her name. He smooths his shirt again. He is trying not to betray 
himself.) 

AJJI​
(smiling into the work of her hands, not looking up yet)​
Progress is hungry, Aneesh. It eats small things first—paths, hedges, old graves—and then 
it gets hungrier. A man thinks if he builds a house with bright windows, he has made a home. 
But a home remembers who sat by its hearth, not how many panes of glass the windows 
had. 

(ANEESH inhales; the folded scrap scrapes inside his pocket. He takes it out like a man 
taking a stone, turns it over, smooths it. Perhaps it is a note he wrote but could not say; 
perhaps it is a leaf—either way, the audience sees him trying to contain a private weather.) 

ANEESH​
(softly)​



Apsara says the forest is a book. She reads it like scripture. I… I think she reads me the 
same way sometimes. I do not tell her. It would make things… heavier. 

(He chuckles once, a sound half embarrassed, half helpless. Ajji finally looks up. The light 
finds the small lines at her eyes.) 

AJJI​
Ah. The heart learns to be secret when it is frightened. It is like a bird that will not sing if the 
hawk is near. But listen—do not hide the little lights inside you, Aneesh. They are not yours 
alone. They will warm others if you let them. 

(A beat. ANEESH laughs softly, a small, unbelieving sound.) 

ANEESH​
I am not brave like you, Ajji. I cannot say much. My father died young; I had to hold 
things—not voices. So I hold my words like coins, counting them out slowly. I find myself 
clumsy in front of her. I will say something foolish and she will—(he breaks off). 

(AJJI nods, and with a motion of her hand she tucks a jasmine into the string she’s making, 
then passes it to Aneesh without fuss.) 

AJJI​
Let me tell you a story. When I was a girl, the lake had a child that no one claimed—an 
orphan, small as a sparrow. He followed the fishermen every morning and learned to tie the 
nets. People said, “Take him to the city; he will be a servant.” But the river wrapped him in its 
mornings and the banyan lent him stories. One day a storm came; the river rose and took 
the nets. And you know what the boy did… (Her voice softens) 

ANEESH 

(He looks at her with a new light: the story is not about the child alone. It is about belonging 
and about the courage that comes from being seen.) 

He swam with all his strength and got the nets back…  

AJJI​
You see, child—love does not always need big words. Sometimes it needs a small deed and 
a steady heart. 

(ANEESH clutches the jasmine string; his fingers tremble. He opens his mouth to speak, but 
the sound of a distant truck and raised voices from the construction site makes him shut it.) 

ANEESH​
(trying to keep the tremor out of his voice)​
They cut another belt of trees at dawn. The men from the city said… they said the land will 
be grateful. As if land could sign papers. 

AJJI​
(leaning forward, the jasmine between her fingers like a rosary)​
The land will not sign, but it will remember. Remember the births, the deaths, the songs, the 



stolen cherries from an orchard when the moon was full. It keeps them like a ledger, but not 
of numbers—of names, of faces. And when men come and uproot root after root, the ledger 
grows long with questions. 

(He swallows and is quiet. He is clearly hiding more: glances down the path every few 
seconds.) 

ANEESH​
(voice falters; he laughs, embarrassed at the breadth of feeling)​
I keep thinking—if I had nothing to lose, I would stand before them and shout. But… this land 
feeds my family. If they promise wages, I have mouths here. The coin tastes like survival. 
How do you choose? 

AJJI​
(patient, fierce)​
You do not choose with your stomach alone, boy. You ask: when these coins are gone, what 
will be left to eat?  

Long ago, I walked where the Sharavathi leaps like a white scarf from the cliff. The roar 
carried prayers, whether you wished or not. They built dams there too, child. Said it was for 
light in the cities. Each time the river shrank, her fish lost their way.  

(Silence. ANEESH looks down, the scrap of paper in his palm now unfolded: it is a small 
list—names, errands—then, at the bottom, a single word crossed out. He stuffs it back into 
his pocket. The audience senses he has been composing a confession and could not deliver 
it.) 

(At this moment, the courtyard gate opens soft-footed. APSARA enters. The late light draws 
her outline; she moves with the purposeful quiet of someone used to being practical and 
stubborn at once. She does not immediately notice Aneesh’s unease; she is carrying a small 
basket of herbs, and a sapling wrapped in cloth. There is a brief pause as all three take each 
other in. Ajji’s face brightens like a lamp being blown on.) 

AJJI​
(in vernacular; warm, teasing)​
Come, my child—why do you look as if you have lost everything? 

(APSARA pauses at the charpoy, sets down the basket, and moves closer. She folds her 
hands to Ajji in respect, then to Aneesh with a glance that is not quite the meeting of 
strangers. ANEESH quickly smooths his sleeves, pretending to be intent on his own 
shoe-laces. He fails to hide a blush and a half-smile.) 

APSARA​
(breathing in the smell of jasmine; voice steady but fierce)​
Ajji. The men are cutting deeper. They cut through where the kakkar bird nests. They cut the 
banyan’s young shoots. We tried to stop them at the road, but—(she swallows) we were only 
two. 



AJJI​
(takes Apsara’s hand, squeezes it)​
You were two and because you were two, the land heard you. That is how movements 
begin—one foot stepping, another following. 

(APSARA looks at Aneesh and then at Ajji; something between them stirs — a tide of 
unspoken recognition.) 

APSARA​
(looking now at Aneesh; quietly)​
Aneesh came to the site today. He stood with a placard at my side. He did not shout. He 
held the sign so the wind would not take it. 

(ANEESH’s face goes several shades red; he looks at his hands as if they belonged to 
someone else. He reaches, falters, then places his jasmine string on Ajji’s lap.) 

ANEESH​
I—(he pauses, then manages) I thought if I shouted, they would laugh. If I stood, maybe they 
would listen. I am… not brave in the way of stories. I am clumsy with words around you. But 
Ajji… and Apsara—you are what keeps me from being entirely small. 

(APSARA’s expression shifts — she has seen this sort of quiet courage before; she does not 
scorn it. Instead, the corners of her mouth soften. AJJI watches them, pleased; she reads 
the silence like scripture.) 

AJJI​
(speaking to both, with the steady certainty of someone who has watched many seasons)​
Listen—when the wind comes and the machines sing their iron song, do not let your hearts 
harden like old pots. Bring water, bring children’s laughter, bring your fools and your fighters. 
Hold together. Speak when you must and hold when you must not. Your love need not be 
shouted from the rooftops to be a force. Remember the boy by the lake: the river did not 
name him by thunder but by presence. Presence keeps people whole. 

(She pauses, looking toward the lake where the light is thinning. Thunder threatens far off; 
the leaves shudder.) 

AJJI​
(softly)​
Tonight, tie a light to the banyan’s low branch. A lamp for those who pass in the dark. It is 
small, yes. But a lamp is a witness. When the forest forgets, our lamps will remind it of us. 

(APSARA nods, moved. ANEESH reaches for the sapling he brought and offers it to Ajji as if 
asking permission to plant it. Neither speaks of the tender, awkward thing that sits between 
them; it is enough that they stand together. Ajji takes the sapling, touches its leaves.) 

AJJI​
(stroking the tiny leaves as if naming them)​
This child will know your names, if you tell it often. When you plant, speak the names of 
those you love—so roots will remember both soil and story. 



(A long, contented silence. The charpoy creaks. Somewhere, a child laughs. The distant 
sound of a diesel engine — a reminder of the coming machines — is swallowed by the low 
chorus of the lake and the neem.) 

ANEESH​
(quiet, but with new steadiness)​
We will plant it tomorrow, Ajji. At dawn. I will be there before the sun. 

(APSARA looks at him with something like approval, and perhaps gratitude. Ajji smiles, 
folding a jasmine into the sapling’s cloth.) 

AJJI​
Good. And Aneesh—if you must hide feelings, hide them under deeds. Let your actions be 
the letters you do not say aloud. That will be enough to feed future mouths. 

(They laugh softly — it is a gentle, private sound. The afternoon cools into evening. The light 
thins to amber; the jasmine scent grows more intense. The three of them sit together 
beneath the neem, a small island of resistance and tenderness in a world that is starting to 
clamor. The sound of the distant construction grows imperceptibly louder, but here it is a 
faraway tide.) 

(Lights slowly dim to a warm pool on the charpoy as the scene ends.) 

--- 

 



Scene 5 – The Engineers 
The trio enter the stage and pause as they are in the middle of a conversation. Only their 
half of the stage is lit.  
 
PRAVEEN 
We need more villagers. Labour, transport, food supply. Otherwise we will not meet the 
deadline. 
 
MANTRI 
We keep to the clock. No deviation. Tasks assigned, tasks executed. 
 
DURGA 
(reluctantly) 
And if they resist? 
 
PRAVEEN 
Then we convince them. Promise wages. Promise roads. Promise light bulbs and taps. 
 
MANTRI 
(hollow laugh) 
Promise whatever you like. Delivery is irrelevant. Completion is all. 
 
PRAVEEN 
We have someone from the village who has agreed to ferry workers to and from the 
construction site. A lorry driver. He looks pretty… Influential. 
 
MANTRI: 
We are anyway going to meet the people ourselves. The city folk will ask for higher wages, 
so it's best we utilise local manpower. 
 
DURGA: 
What about those two who tried to protest? That girl and the boy.  
 
PRAVEEN: 
Right now we can ignore them. The swimming pool reactor has to be built within three 
months, so let's focus on that. 
 
They continue walking and the other half of the stage slowly comes to light. We see that it is 
the same village tea shop from earlier.  
 
MANTRI: 
This is where we're meeting them?  
 
PRAVEEN: 
Yes, let's go inside. Remember, try to convince as many people as possible. The sooner we 
finish, the sooner we go back to our families.  
Fade to blackout.  



Scene 6 – Protest and Betrayal 
 
(Outside the construction site. A wire fence, machinery humming. APSARA and ANEESH 
hold placards, voices raised. Workers pass by, some hesitant. Suddenly SURESH emerges 
in a construction helmet, carrying tools.) 
 
APSARA 
(stunned) Suresh? You? 
 
SURESH 
(avoiding her gaze) You shouldn’t be here. Take your protest placards and go somewhere 
else. 
 
ANEESH 
(furious) You sold out your own land.  
 
SURESH 
(mocking) 
The land doesn’t feed my stomach. Wages do. 
 
APSARA 
(bitterly) 
And when the forest and the lake are gone, what will your wages buy? 
 
ANEESH: 
How many illegal things will you end up doing, Suresh? First you were mining sand from the 
lake bed, then you started transporting the timber that was felled. Do you take pride in 
driving this… this lorry of destruction? 
 
SURESH 
I’m fine with me rotting in this village, but my sisters, they deserve better. I’m doing 
everything I can to get them out of this god forsaken village as soon as I can. 
 
ANEESH 
You can’t be ferrying our villagers to the construction site. Tomorrow, we will have nothing 
here to call “our land” when it goes to the Government. 
 
(They lock eyes. A long silence. SURESH walks away. APSARA trembles with anger. Lights 
shift.) 
 
DURGA enters the scene. 
 
APSARA: 
Akka, please, you need to stop this. If this lake is gone, we need to walk for a longer 
distance to fetch water. 
DURGA: 



You need not worry about that. We are also planning to build borewells for the villagers so 
that you have easy access to water. (Earnestly) Why do you look so troubled? You two are 
the only ones who are not willing to join the workforce here. The people from your village are 
getting paid well, more than what their crops can offer them in a month. 
 
ANEESH: 
How would you feel if your childhood playground is getting destroyed? 
 
DURGA: ​
(smiles) You know, I was born near the Sharavati too. My mother has told me so many 
stories of the lake and the forest here. But now that land has started to decay. One part of 
the lake is turning into a swamp and that’s why the Government has sanctioned the land to 
be utilised for the construction. 
 
APSARA: 
What are you building there anyway? 
 
DURGA 
(cautiously and with pride) 
We are building this region’s first nuclear reactor.  
 
APSARA: 
Nuclear?! After what happened at Japan? Aneesh! A nuclear reactor!! 
 
DURGA: 
(hushing her) Don’t worry, this reactor is a swimming pool reactor. It is safe. Which is why we 
need to make use of the water in the lake. 
 
APSARA 
I’m sorry, I cannot listen to this nonsense… (Storms out and exits) 
 
ANEESH: 
(curious) A swimming pool reactor huh? 
 
DURGA 
Yes, a nuclear reactor that is built underwater. The water helps to contain the heat. 
 
ANEESH: 
I do remember studying about it…  
 
DURGA: 
What have you studied?  
 
ANEESH: 
Diploma in civil engineering… But I discontinued it. 
 
DURGA: 



Well you can still join the construction team. I’m sure whatever you have studied will help in 
completing your work faster. We pay daily wages. 
 
APSARA (off-stage) 
Aneesh, come quickly! 
 
ANEESH  
(Conflicted) 
I… I need to go. (Exits) 
 
DURGA: 
Good job, Durga. (Pats herself on her back) Looks like we will have one more worker soon.  

 



ACT III 

Scene 7: The New Deadline 

(Interior, Engineers’ quarters — a makeshift office of wooden tables, maps, blueprints pinned 
on walls. A single fan whirs overhead. PRAVEEN, MANTRI, and DURGA sit, grim-faced. A 
clerk delivers a sealed envelope, salutes, and exits. Silence.) 

PRAVEEN​
 (reading)​
 “…in light of parliamentary debate and the Honourable Minister’s announcement… the 
project deadline is advanced by three months. We must demonstrate operational readiness 
before the year’s end.” 

(He lowers the letter. The weight of it hangs in the room.) 

MANTRI​
Three months. Impossible. The pool walls alone require stainless steel lining — the shipment 
pending from Bombay Harbour. 

DURGA​
(snarling)​
Forget the shipment. Even if it arrives tomorrow, we can’t weld and test in time. Unless we… 

PRAVEEN​
(unsteady, pacing)​
Unless we switch material. 

MANTRI​
You can’t line a reactor pool with paint. 

DURGA​
(sarcastic)​
Not paint. Epoxy. The Americans use it in their cooling towers. A coat thick enough, it’ll pass 
inspection — at least until the ministers cut their ribbon. 

PRAVEEN​
And the RCC walls? 

MANTRI​
Cement slurry. Thin, fast-setting. No one will dig below. 

(A long silence. They avoid each other’s eyes.) 

PRAVEEN​
Do you know what this means? Stainless steel costs eighteen rupees a kilo. Epoxy, two 
rupees a tin. 



DURGA​
The math speaks for itself. If we slash material costs, we can funnel the excess to wages. 
Keep the villagers quiet, keep the labour coming. 

MANTRI​
(gravely)​
At what cost? 

PRAVEEN​
(voice cracking)​
The cost is my conscience. But the country asks. The minister commands. History will not 
wait for the weak. 

(They sit in silence, papers rustling in the fan’s breeze. Finally, MANTRI speaks.) 

MANTRI​
And this boy Aneesh? He learns quickly. A boy of the soil, but steady with a shovel. He 
listens. He’s dangerous though. If he speaks against us, the others will follow. If he bends 
with us, the village bends too. 

DURGA​
Offer him foreman wages. Twice what he earns now. 

PRAVEEN​
Yes. Buy time with coins. Cut steel with paint. The country will clap. And the land — the land 
will remember nothing. 

(Lights dim slowly on their strained faces.) 

 



Scene 8: The Felling of the Tallest Tree 

Setting: Early morning. A clearing near the construction site. Workers have just felled a giant 
tree, its trunk stretching across the stage. The sound of the final axe stroke echoes as 
silence falls. Birds scatter. Villagers murmur in disbelief. SURESH storms in, breathless, 
carrying his bicycle by the handlebar. Two workers look guilty, lowering their tools. 

VILLAGER 1​
(whispering)​
That tree… my grandfather said it was older than our village. 

VILLAGER 2​
They said only the smaller ones were to go. Who gave this order? 

(SURESH throws his bicycle down, enraged.) 

SURESH​
Who touched it? Who dared? 

WORKER​
We—we were told to clear the line for the road. It’s a… A misunderstanding, Sureshanna… 

SURESH​
Misunderstanding? This was the tree that cast shade on us every summer. My father tied my 
cradle to its branches. And you chopped it down like firewood? 

(He kicks at the felled trunk. His anger is raw but personal, less noble than political.) 

SURESH​
(voice breaking)​
That tree meant respect. It meant… it meant something was still standing tall in this village 
while the rest of us bent our backs. And now? Now they will laugh at us—city men, 
engineers—laughing! 

APSARA​
(enters, urgent)​
Sureshanna! Stop! It’s done… nothing will bring it back. I just wish I could have come 
earlier… 

SURESH​
(whirling on her)​
Easy for you to say! You speak like you carry the forest on your shoulders. Me? I ferry these 
men every day, I listen to their songs, their curses, their false promises. And now—what face 
do I show my people? That I carried the men who killed our pride? 

(He grabs his bicycle again, slamming the stand down.) 

SURESH​
No more. I won’t take a single soul to that cursed site. Let them walk, let them crawl. My 
wheels will not betray me again. 



(He begins wheeling away. APSARA runs after him, blocking his path.) 

APSARA​
(pleading)​
Suresh, if you stop, they’ll find another way. But if you stay, you can watch. You can fight. 

SURESH​
(snapping)​
 Fight? I’m no hero, girl. I’m just tired of being everyone’s mule. 

(He pushes past, leaving. The villagers gather around APSARA, murmuring fear and 
unease. She watches him go, a mix of anger and sympathy. Lights dim on the felled tree as 
thunder rumbles faintly in the distance.)  



Scene 9: Ajji’s Warning 

Setting: Ajji’s courtyard again. Evening. Oil lamps glow. Villagers sit in a tense circle. 
APSARA and ANEESH stand, faces determined. SURESH sits apart, brooding, arms 
crossed. AJJI sits at the center, eyes closed, humming a low chant. Thunder rolls, closer this 
time. 

AJJI​
(low, rhythmic)​
The gods have been angered. The roots wept today when that tree fell. The wind has 
shifted. A storm is marching to us. 

(Murmurs ripple among the villagers. Some look frightened, others doubtful.) 

VILLAGER 3​
Ajji, storms come every monsoon. Why fear this one more than others? 

AJJI​
Because this one is not only rain. It is the echo of men’s deeds. 

(She looks directly at the engineers’ quarters in the distance. Silence.) 

APSARA​
(standing, fierce)​
Ajji is right. We can’t work another day. If we build with them, we bring this storm on our own 
heads. 

SURESH​
(uncrossing arms, muttering)​
Maybe she’s right. Maybe I’ve been a fool carrying them all these days. 

ANEESH​
(struggling, torn)​
But if we stop, they’ll bring machines. They’ve said it before. Bulldozers, lorries, dynamite. 

AJJI​
Machines are only iron. Men still guide them. Men can refuse. 

(A loud knock at the courtyard gate. Enter PRAKASH and MANTRI, stern, with DURGA 
trailing nervously. They carry papers, looking furious.) 

PRAKASH​
Enough of this drama! If you refuse to work, we will bring every machine we have. The entire 
forest will fall within a week. 

MANTRI​
Don’t test the patience of the state. You think your protests scare us? We will raze this land 
flat. 

(Silence. The villagers stiffen. APSARA steps forward, trembling but defiant.) 



APSARA​
Then you’ll have to run your machines over us first. 

(Gasps from villagers. SURESH stands, surprisingly calm.) 

SURESH​
You’ll find no one to drive your lorries. Not here. Not anymore. 

(Tension thickens. A strong gust of wind sweeps the lamps. Darkness flickers. Distant 
thunder booms again. AJJI raises her hand, steady, calm.) 

AJJI​
Listen. The forest already knows your answer. 

(The engineers hesitate. Scene ends in silence but heavy foreboding.) 

 



Scene 10: The Beginning 

Setting: The half-finished construction site at the forest edge. Night. Bamboo scaffolds rise 
crookedly around the unfinished pool, cement bags stacked haphazardly. Torches and 
lanterns provide flickering light. The villagers gather on one side with APSARA, ANEESH, 
and SURESH. On the opposite side stand PRAKASH, MANTRI, and DURGA, papers and 
clipboards in hand. AJJI sits on a low stool in the middle, spinning cotton slowly, her 
presence grounding everything. The sound of wind builds steadily in the background. 

PRAKASH​
(trying for authority, but weary)​
We’ve come too far to turn back. Concrete’s been poured, foundations laid. The nation is 
watching. Do you understand what that means? 

APSARA​
(quiet, bitter)​
The nation doesn’t fetch water from this lake. We do. 

MANTRI​
(defensive)​
You speak of a lake, girl, but we speak of history. The first reactor of its kind on this 
continent! Our children will learn about this in their schoolbooks. 

SURESH​
(snarling, bitter laugh)​
And what about our children? They’ll learn how their fathers dug their own graves for a bowl 
of rice? 

ANEESH​
(uneasy, stepping between them)​
Stop… stop turning everything into speeches. That’s all we’ve heard these past 
weeks—speeches, promises, warnings. But what about truth? 

(The engineers look at him with surprise; villagers murmur. Ajji continues spinning cotton, 
silent but attentive.) 

DURGA​
(softly, almost ashamed)​
Truth? Then hear mine. When they cut our budget, when they advanced our deadline, I 
signed those papers knowing epoxy would fail one day. I told myself it wasn’t my problem. I 
told myself someone else would fix it before it mattered. 

(Silence falls; even the wind seems to pause. APSARA stares at her, stunned.) 

APSARA​
So you admit it. You knew. 

DURGA​
(voice breaking)​



Yes. And still I stayed. Because walking away would mean throwing away everything I 
studied for. Everything my family sacrificed for me. I’m not proud, but I’m not the only one 
here who made that bargain. 

(She looks at MANTRI and PRAKASH. They avert their eyes. The villagers murmur angrily, 
but AJJI raises a hand for quiet.) 

AJJI​
(soft, steady)​
Every bargain has a cost. Some pay with money. Some with soil. Some with their souls. 

SURESH​
(irritated, to Ajji)​
 Enough riddles, Ajji. What do we do now? Words won’t keep the rain off our roofs when the 
storm breaks. 

AJJI​
(looking at him with sharpness)​
And yet words have carried you further than your bicycle wheels. Today you stand here, not 
as ferryman, but as a man who chose. 

(Suresh bristles, then falters. For the first time, he seems unsure.) 

SURESH​
(quiet)​
I didn’t choose for anyone. I just… I couldn’t bear being the mule anymore. 

ANEESH​
(turning to him)​
But that’s a choice, Sureshanna. Maybe braver than mine. I kept building. Every day I told 
myself it wasn’t my fight, that Apsara’s anger was enough for both of us. But— (he falters, 
glancing at Apsara) —she was right. If we don’t stop this, we’ll lose more than trees. 

APSARA​
(eyes shining, voice cracking but strong)​
I only shouted because I was afraid. Afraid no one else would stand. Afraid the forest’s voice 
would be mine alone. But it isn’t. Not anymore. 

(ANEESH moves closer to her; their hands almost touch but don’t. Ajji watches, a faint smile 
flickering.) 

PRAKASH​
(angrily, cutting in)​
You think your feelings matter against a national project? Do you think we care for your 
trees, your storms, your—your romances? 

MANTRI​
(firm but weary)​
Careful, Prakash. They may be villagers, but they’re not fools. Without them, we have no 
project. 



PRAKASH​
(snapping)​
Then we’ll bring machines. We’ll bring men from the city who don’t cry over trees. 

SURESH​
(grim)​
Then you’ll have to teach those machines how to pray, because once they touch this soil, 
even the gods will spit them out. 

(A sudden gust of wind extinguishes several torches. Darkness deepens. Villagers huddle, 
whispering. Thunder rumbles closer. AJJI stops spinning cotton and sets her spindle down 
deliberately.) 

AJJI​
(voice low but carrying)​
The storm is already here. You all feel it. Not just in the air, but in your hearts. 

DURGA​
(whispering, shaken)​
Maybe she’s right. Maybe the storm will wash it all away before we finish. 

MANTRI​
(harsh, but uncertain)​
Stop talking like frightened children. This is science, not sorcery. Steel, concrete, physics— 

APSARA​
(interrupting)​
Steel? You replaced it with paint. Concrete? You watered it down with slurry. This isn’t 
science. It’s betrayal. 

(Another flash of lightning. For an instant, everyone’s faces are starkly lit: fear, anger, doubt. 
The forest seems to sway in the shadows.) 

ANEESH​
(to the engineers, quietly)​
Tell me—when it fails, will you carry the bodies? Or will you leave them with us, like you 
leave your waste and your lies? 

(The engineers do not reply. The silence is heavier than thunder. AJJI rises slowly, her frail 
frame straightening as though filled with unseen strength.) 

AJJI​
Tonight the forest will answer. Whether by wind, or by machine, you will hear it. And when 
you do, remember this moment. Remember that you stood at the edge, and chose. 

(The roar begins—distant at first, then louder. It’s unclear: is it thunder rolling in waves, or 
the grind of engines starting deep in the forest? Villagers panic, clutching each other. 
Engineers shout orders, their voices swallowed. APSARA grips ANEESH’s hand tightly at 
last. SURESH steps forward as if to shield them. The sound grows deafening, the lights 
flicker violently. Finally—blackout.) 



Title (working): Carl D’silva: Conversations with the Wild

Summary:

This poetic, melancholic, and biographical play explores the life, creative journey, and 
enduring legacy of Carl D’silva, the pioneering wildlife artist of Goa. Known for his 
meticulous bird illustrations and collaborations with ornithologists like Salim Ali, Carl 
dedicated his life to capturing the fragile beauty of nature and conserving it through art.

The narrative unfolds as Carl’s wife, Barbara, gathers his artworks and prepares them for 
archival preservation at NCBS. In this process, the artworks themselves awaken, debating 
their own significance, questioning what makes one creation more “important” than another, 
and reflecting on the tension between lived experience and artistic representation. Through 
these dialogues, the play interrogates profound philosophical and artistic questions: What 
defines the value of art? How does an artist translate memory, observation, and wonder into a 
lasting creation? How does one reckon with legacy, mortality, and the natural world?

The play moves fluidly between present and past: Barbara’s careful curation of Carl’s legacy, 
Carl’s time-traveling memories of field encounters, and his reflections on the moments that 
shaped his artistic vision. These sequences immerse the audience in the process of creation, 
showing how encounters with birds, landscapes, and the act of observing life itself inform the 
art that survives.

Blending object theatre, poetic reflection, and immersive storytelling, the play gives voice 
to artworks, memory, and nature, making them active participants in the narrative. It is both a 
tribute to Carl D’silva’s life and a meditation on art, memory, human-nature relationships, 
and the meaning of legacy. Audiences are invited to witness the intimate intersection of life 
and art, where creation is alive, questioning, and eternal — reminding us that art is not 
merely a product, but a living testament to experience.

Characters: 

Both painting and drawing imbibe the intentionality of the creator's creation.

Drawing - Logical, practical, critical, realist

Painting - self centric, dramatic, glorified. 

Bird - 

Carl D’silva,  Barbara - Carl’s wife, Ashish - Wildlife photographer

Act - 1

Scene 1: Carl artworks in conversation. 

Scene 2 - Barbara and Carl’s soul in conversation.



Scene 3 - Ashish and Barbara – Nostalgic conversation.

Act - 2

Scene 4: The Bird song. 

Scene 5 - Carl and Anish documenting in the field.

Scene 6 - Carl and bird meeting

Scene 7 - Bird story on migration

Act - 3

Scene 7: Carl's Creative Pondering of a Song. 

Scene 8 - Carl expressing ecological concerns

Scene 9 - Carl and Artworks in conversation

- Artworks in conversation between themselves.

Act - 1 Scene 1: 

(Drawing entry and enacting the poem to the audience)

The scrappy, edgy, oh, the softness of the curves.
I look at myself. What am I?
I ask, who am I?
How is this me?
What makes me, me?

I once longed to be seen.
I remember the touch of my creator
the warmth of his fingers on paper,
the careful drag of graphite,
the whisper of brush on canvas.
Did he know me, or just my outline?

I live here, beneath layers of dust and light.
Graphite drifts like fine soil in the sunbeam,
lines curl like restless vines,
feathers tremble in imagined wind.
Am I graphite powder? A bird? Or mere lines pressed to a page?

X (The air hums with memory,
the paper smells of earth, ink, and quiet rain,
sunlight dances across the curves of me.



Every motion, every shift asks:
what is life, if not this weaving of presence and breath?

I am intertwined dust, feather, ink, air,
a vessel for seeing, touching, flying.
I am waiting, listening,
breathing in the world that surrounds me.) X *lengthy want to cut*

What makes me?
What gives me life?
Am I only what I am drawn to be,
or something more,
a ripple in the wind,
a shadow moving across the page,
a spark between creator and creation?

 (Scene cuts to Carl's artroom)

(Loud tearing sound turrrr…. and suddenly artworks are woken up again)

Painting & Drawing: (in harmony)
Ouch! Why are you tearing me?
(SCREAM)
Hey! Where am I going, Barbara?
Why are you packing me into this box?
Why am I layered over these sheets?
Ouch! Ouch!
Ahhh… well… this layer feels nice.
(Barbara opens a shelf.)

Drawing: Barbara, you know Carl used me constantly to replicate the bird I represent with 
precision making copy after copy.

Painting:
Oh yeah? You talk like you’re more important than me.

Drawing: I might not be finished, coloured, detailed like you…but he came to me more 
often.

Painting:(whispering): Ah… can’t wait for Barbara to find you and toss you out.

Drawing: What did you say?

Painting: I said… you talk like you’re my equal.

Drawing: So you’re telling me Barbara’s going to throw me away?

Painting: (crackly throat, exhaling): I mean… who’s coming to look at you anyway?

Drawing: Well, you hang on that wall like you’re so high and mighty
but don’t forget you’re an impression that came through me.



Painting: Okay, tell me what are you even?

Drawing: Duh, Artwork!?

Painting: Oh, ya sure! (signs) bunch of scribbles. 

Drawing: why do you have to make me feel non existent, is it to make yourself important?

Painting: wait, not your fault. Your purpose was only… process.

Drawing: Ah, yeah?

Painting:(boastful): I am the one closest to the true impression of the bird. You see?

Drawing: Sure you have admirers. They’ve made copies of you in books.
You’re complete, yes.
But admiration alone isn’t the intention of an artwork.
I am the evidence of his process. Aren’t I?

Painting:(exhales) but isn't it the intention of creation?

Drawing: I surely think, glorification was not the intention here.

Painting: what do you think was it then?

Drawing: To educate, to stay true to the real life reference mostly. That’s what Carl focused 
on scientifically making the bird drawings accurate to its anatomy. He tirelessly repeated till 
it came close to truth.

Painting: But then, I understand it was not mere inspiration, he paid attention to life. Well, 
your purpose ends here doesn't it? 

Drawing: Surely not, I will be the evidence to his practice.

Painting: (excited):( signs) Anyways.. I am excited for where I am gonna be next.
Omg, omg! What if it's a huge gallery?
Maybe a museum in London! I was exhibited once!

Drawing:
Barbara’s forgotten me…?
Well, I hope you enjoy your museum life.
Every bird lover will be fascinated.

Painting:
Oh yes. I’m not just anybody.
Visitors will gaze at me, so sophisticated
oh, the lighting, the framing… you can’t even imagine.

(Carl’s soul listening to all these conversations.)



Scene 2 - Barbara and Carl’s soul in conversation 

(Barbara enters the room, feelings flooding her as she walks into the room)

It’s years since you’ve been gone,
Yet the smell of you still lingers on.
I could tell your students you won’t return,
But they still carry your lessons back.

The birds and trees must still be hoping
To see you once again.
But I could never bring myself to tell your artworks,
Your brushes, your table.
They remain untouched, unmoved,
As though you’d return to them tomorrow.

Strange, how it feels you’ve only gone
On a short field trip.
Every time I walk into this room,
Holding onto these things,
It’s like I could hold you too.
You stay alive
In these fragments,
These pieces of your art.

I never want to let you go,
But your legacy will live on.
And if these works are safer elsewhere,
I’ll let them journey bit by bit.
Not as a goodbye.
But so they may be seen,
So they may know you through them.
For I know,
Your memories will live in them.

(Barbara exhales, looking at the room, touching her forehead and silently sitting down.

Barbara:
Oh my God… junk, junk, junk! Junk everywhere!
Why did he collect all this junk?

Carl’s Soul:
Darling, you know… that stick could be a tool, remember?
(Barbara holds up a bag of bottle caps.)

Oh no, not that! We keep it so it’s not discarded in nature
it has to be recycled! Darling no, don’t throw it!

(Barbara, exhausted, mutters as she digs through the shelves.)



Barbara:
Why did he have so many of these?
(drops them into the third bag of “junk”)

Barbara (into phone):
Yes, Mr. Venkat, I’m all set to send them.

Venkat (voice):
Don’t worry everything will be safe with us, Barbara.
Just like Carl would have wanted.

Drawing: Hey look, how Barbara looks is struggling to part ways with us.

Painting: oh, ya it must be hard to change so much when the person lives the physical world 
but so alive in you.

Drawing: Right, it must be harder to remove things when you want the space of the person to 
continue to remain.

Painting: I agree.

Drawing: Keep us must have felt like keeping parts of him alive.

Painting: right, I agree.

Scene 3 - Ashish and Barbara documenting with nostalgic sharing

(Barabara satisfied after her packing taking a sense of relief. Ashish at the door bell, 
welcomes him inside showing all the assorting she has managed to do. Both of glancing at 
them and conversation begins) *need to complete this scene*

Ashish:
Isn’t this what Carl would have wanted?

Barbara:
I’m sure this will be safer and useful for many students.
All his students remember what they learned from him.
His work will help many more.

(Ashish holding picking up and holding one of carls drawing, nostalgic story)

Ashish: It doesn't feel so long ago, when Carl and I during our initial in the field visits had 
this conversation about how photography and drawing capture life.

Barbara: (looking at the artwork almost imagining as though he was beside and drawing 
them)



Ashish: how well he did the skinning of the bird and study them by drawing every detail.
(Barbara looking at the painting and recalling his process)

Barbara: oh ya, he did pay close attention to every detail.

Ashish: I remember that field visit we parted ways because he got curious of this one specific 
bird(insert bird name) and continued to observe it even during the heavy downpure. There 
must be some sketches of these birds before he finalised this specific pose.

Barbara: Oh, yes I just stalked them up inside this box.

Ashish: This would be useful for sure. It's fantastic we can simply time to see his stages of 
artworks.

Barbara: Ya, I remember the story about this specific bird was something that touched him. 
He was surely fond of this specific artwork. It made him so happy when it was published.

Ashish: (sighs.. Putting up the drawing and painting and placing next to each other)

Drawing:
Wait, I'm coming too!
See, I told you I wasn’t just scrap.

Painting:
If you’re coming, then… where are we going?

Drawing:
Somewhere safer i guess? We’re all Carl’s creations. That makes us important.

Painting: oh but..(like seeming distasteful)

Drawing: but, what you dont want me with you? (both of them just grumpy and )

Carl’s Soul:
What is the dispute between you guys?

Painting:
We don’t understand where we’re going.

Drawing:
Carl, am I not part of your creation?
How is a painting valued more than me?
Am I not proof of your process?

Painting:
Even the real bird would be jealous of me.
I still remember—when Salim Ali saw his artworks, he said, “Remarkable.”

Drawing:You speak like you're the only artwork. Is perfection considered as a work of art?

(Their layered quarrel continues as lights fade.)



Both together: Carl, you are the creator, you must resolve this for us.

Carl: Let me tell you the story when we went bird watching.

(The scene tightens. Anish whispers, pointing at a distant tree branch.)

ACT 2 - Scene 1 - The Bird song 

(The scene tightens. Anish whispers, pointing at a distant tree branch.)

 (Bird performing - Bird in a tree, moving and living).

I move like I own it, I love my body, and I know.

I can fly as well as swim,

I swear I see myself in the reflection in the streams.

 I can be like a fish, but I am better off closer to clouds.

My feathers are soft and bright.  

I like how they let me hover and even hide.

I am fragile, yet it is always the smartness of my swiftness.

I linger and linger longer than I wish, but only if I am unnoticed,

I stay closer to the edges of the raindrops,  

letting the showers wash and never fade me,

I am a part of the flower or the cloud or fragments of both?

I stay so near to the edge of the leaf,  

moving faster than a bee, but never near the sea.

The fragrance of the flower, or is it the taste that, oh, to be a bird!

Oh, I swear I wish I could never, ever become satisfied forever.

Will the honey in the flower become never-ending like the waves in the ocean?

I would never become an ant or a Beatle?

Oh, only to crawl or to become an easy prey for another bird's supper,

I sure will never become lighter than a raindrop on a flower,

I will flap and flap to linger like a butterfly around the spring garden,



Am I brighter than those who metamorphose, or simply fluffy like a ladybird on a green 
leaf? 

I scratch my feet with my beak, remembering how I never wish to feel in my body 
otherwise,

I move my neck, turning my eyes to the east and west, how my dangling feathers attract the  
wind,

I will always be fascinated by the colourful petals, but never enough with one,

so I move deep inside the forest, relentless and restless until dawn,

I am warm, but tired, and I now swallow water like a song, but fear the predators always 
one second closer to stretching my wings.  

I will move into the shadow as the sun sets, let me recall the morning dew drops while I fall  
asleep. That is when I am fully myself.

My colours might seem less bright as the day passes on, but my voices will echo inside the 
bushes,

There are endless days as the season changes from spring to monsoon, going unnoticed 
but living in grace.

But there came unfamiliar walks with feet and holding things in their hands, speaking, the  
unfamiliar moved but didn't crawl or didn't have a pair of wings, no feathers or fur, no 
beak or claws.

That's when I knew this forest was not his home.

Strange, but his eyes lay on mine, I asked myself how and why?

It held love and amusement; that's when I knew it was less like a hunter but more like an 
admirer.

How would I know? I shivered from spine to bone, my feathers standing straight less like I 
have known.

I screeched so loud I almost scratched my own notes. I was braver than I knew, but he 
called me out like I was his own.

So I knew that's when I knew all I had to do was not move, but I patiently swam into his 
arms.

He touched me in the way I had never known; it was warm and felt deep inside my skin.

How could he know?

(Bird silently fading hearing footsteps)



Scene 2 - Carl and Anish in the field

 (Scene: A sun-dappled forest clearing. The air is alive with the calls of unseen birds, 
leaves rustling gently. Anish and Carl move quietly among the trees, carrying cameras 
and sketchbooks.)

How I feel small in the vastness of the land, Anish thought. How did my story begin? The 
moments falling in love with these winged creatures, the endless quest for mystery, and 
coming closer to encounter the magic of life. Aren’t they the reminder of magic itself?

Carl: Today would be the day we come closer to witnessing their beauty. How magnifying! 
It can’t be contained only in memory. This needs to be captured.

Ashish: A photograph?

Carl: A photograph sure can capture the moment, but how can I dwell so deeply into its very 
being?

Ashish: You mean?

Carl: I mean, drawing the lines—I come closer to the being itself. I travel through its folds, 
forms, and curves.

Ashish: Tell me more?

Carl: Each move, each essence of its existence in its truest form. It’s almost like moving, 
flying, walking, and imitating their every gesture… like a dance.

Ashish: But Carl, how is this close to a scientific drawing of a bird?

Carl: There, precision matters. Likeness cannot be teased; every feather, every curve matters.

Ashish: Right, right.

Carl: Drawing is an exploration. You navigate to the creation itself, but it requires study.

Ashish: It’s lovely, Carl.

Carl: There’s a sense of closeness, like discovering and exploring its feathers, beak, eyes—
tiny details that precisely define the bird. That’s where scientific accuracy takes shape.

Ashish: Right. I focus on light, composition, and balance. There’s also a sense of meditative 
observation—I wait for the right moment.

Carl: I observe that. Watching you interact with them is fascinating.

Ashish: Developing films was more technical, but yes… observation is key.

Carl: A photograph helps identify the bird faster than binoculars.

Ashish: True.



Carl: Remember that bird we couldn’t capture well with your photos? My sketches 
simplified its study.

Ashish: Haha, yes. They move so swiftly.

Carl: Hahaha… impressively. I had to study the details of their feathers with an 
ornithologist's skin structure.

Ashish: Teaching your students must draw them to you.

Carl: Yes, it’s tricky. These birds are unique.

Anish: Their behavior varies drastically, even within the same species.

Carl: Exactly. That’s why I keep coming back. 

(Carl and Anish part ways in the wild)

Scene 3 - Carl and bird meeting

Bird: Who is this being? Oh, you came to see me?

Carl: Oh, I hear you? Yes, now I see you.

Bird: Strange, you understand me? What are you? Don’t crawl nor swift?You walk with two 
legs, but you seem strange, holding a million other things. Do you not sing but talk? You 
came looking for me?

Carl: Oh, look at the beam of sunlight glinting on your feathers,You must have just migrated 
back. Hope you are comfortable again. See, you look leaner than your other fellows. Oh, how 
I wish to tell you how brave you are.

Bird: How strangely I see you and feel no fear, You stand at a distance and are intrigued in 
my presence. Giggles..You seem to observe all my moves. I returned from the land of waters, 
I quenched myself in abundance, flocking with my own flocks, I saw one like you that felt 
safe around. You curious two-legged being? You don't look like other animals, but why 
would you want to know me? Let me walk, fly, and hide between one branch and another 
tree.

(Bird playing with Carl, Carl confused, trying to locate it, lifting his binoculars)

Carl: Oh, you tease me? 

Bird: (Shy gigglings) let me hop, sing, peep.

(Lifting its one wing and the other wing, tirelessly moving, and showing off)

(Carl, putting his lens down and now drawing with lines.)



(It starts raining, Carl quickly packs his stuff in his bag and safeguards his artworks. Bird 
making small songs before the rain, finding a comfortable spot and staying in a place letting 
the rain pass away.)

Carl: Oh, how nature is so dramatic, somehow, as a man, we have constantly dissociated 
with the natural being. But there you are, becoming one with the rain.

Bird: I quenched myself so much, and when I returned here, the dryness almost made me so 
pensive. Rain is the cure, and this is a celebration even though parts of it can be harsher. I 
don't know otherwise. How, you keep yourself safe? I don't know otherwise. I am and 
become as I am with nature, or am  I it?

Carl: (getting drenched) Suddenly, how the truth of life becomes this is the closest of nature 
I can come and never become one. Will I? Why is life as a human never as profound as your 
being?

Act 3 - Scene 1 -– Carl's Creative Pondering of a Song

(Carl is watching the birds in the field)

Oh, the beauty of how you gracefully move.
Will I ever be able to represent this?
Your grace is so much bigger than my eyes can capture.

Your softness in voice,
Your rhythm in song.
How mesmerising, how calming.
It makes me seek you as my life’s journey.

But without capturing your swiftness, your grace…
Oh, your melody!
How will I ever do you justice?

The brightness of your colourful feathers, so elegant.
Those folds around your neck — surely secrets.
The uniqueness of your beak,
And may I say… the depth of your eyes,
As if they could contain the whole universe.

The way you fly, above and between the branches —
So mysterious.

The paper and colours I hold
Could only capture one such moment,
Though I endlessly scribble away.



Every moment I spend,
I try to bring it closer to your impression.
The hop, the dive, the scratch, the squeak, the look.
The way you own your wings,
Oh, how even the wind obeys you.

I could sit here and admire you endlessly.
I see you fight your power,
Only to begin effortlessly again.

The dangers around you,
At the skip of your heartbeat,
Only you would know.
Only I could hear,
For as long as you wish me to.

(Carl grabs his drawing pad and pencils, standing in the wild)

But let me ponder, not just wander.
Let me get lost in your wonder.

As I move my fingers with the pencil,
Trying, trying to come closer,
To every curve, every element, to you.
Your structure, your form, your shape, your shade.

Closer than the previous sketch.
I repeat myself again,
But from a different angle.

Will I perfect it?
Will I come near to you?
That, surely yes.

Let me sprinkle you in bit by bit.
I dabble with a hundred doodles
Until I come closer to you.

(Carl returns to his studio)

Now I slowly lay down
All the little pieces of you I created.
They move onto a different sheet,
Transferring less unevenness.

Each attempt, closer, closer,
Yet I want to tear them.
No, no, no… this can’t be it.

How is it so hard?
You are right in my memory,
But how deceiving these impressions look.



No, not close,
Not closer than the resemblance I hold of you.

(He breathes gently, closing his eyes)

Let me try once again.

(Moving his hands with confidence)

Now they emerge with more certainty.
This is how they begin to come alive.

Let me venture into the closeness of your likeness.
How else would it be?
Colours!

Let me grab the paints.
Stroke by stroke.
Layer by layer.
I shall build you,
One step at a time.

(Completing the painting. He takes a deep breath, looking at it)

Oh, the memory of you exists so fresh in my head.
But I will cherish, and be merry.

Yes , to have captured a glimpse of you.
Oh, how I wish you could see this!
Can you ever recognise it is you?
Will this even please you?

Is this my destination?
Yes, you mystical winged creature.

So I will come again,
And wait for you.
Forgetting myself in your very presence.

Let me relive the memories of you,
By tracing, drawing, painting you,
Over and over again.

Scene 2 - Carl and Artworks in conversation 

(Artist dead or gone, his connection to the artworks will always remain. Hence the artwork's 
conversation continues after the demise. There will always be a string of thread between the 
artwork and creation. Similar to us and our creator)



Drawing: Wow, the experience of this bird is so beautiful.

Painting: Yes. He talks about the bird so profoundly. The way it could move, sing and fly.
 
Drawing: Ya, how nice to be a bird.

(Painting and drawing nodding in synchronicity and looking at each other)

Carl: Yes, this specific bird teased me and was memorable for me. It was simply so profound 
of an experience that left a lasting memory. I still remember going back to the studio after 
making tireless sketches from the field, being frustrated not being able to achieve the 
closeness to life. I still look at the artworks, yes that is a sense of joy but I will cherish it.

Painting: But I can't fly nor sing. How true it is to be something like a bird.

Drawing: I understand how you feel, that is what breathing as a living thing must be.

Painting: Ya being a bird is so much more than that, to fly, to journey through the dangers, 
to entice fellow beings, to prey, to fight. Seems like a beauty contained with dangers. 

Painting: Ya but I am neither. 

Drawing: Yes but that's alright.

Painting: Oh, why am I artwork? I am stuck within this space, I can never be more than a 
mere impression of a being. If only I could be anything like a bird. 

Drawing: Oh, now you are upset about being a painting. 
Painting: Did you not hear, the feathers, the swiftness, adventurous life to experience life in 
the fullest of its sense. 

Drawing: well well well. 

 



Scene 1 — Introduction 
[Stage Directions]​
A modest tea stall by the river. Wooden benches, a kettle steaming, cups clinking. The 
Narmada flows quietly in the background. Chatur wipes a glass. Anwesha arrives with a 
diary and a small bag. 

 

Chatur (warmly, curious):​
Namaste, behen ji. You look like you have walked a long way. But this is not the usual 
parikrama path. How come you are here? 

Anwesha (sits, smiling, tired):​
You are right. Pilgrims usually keep closer to the temples and ghats. But I took a detour. 
I have read about the Sardar Sarovar dam since childhood — in newspapers, debates, 
arguments. I wanted to see for myself: the displacement, the rehabilitation, the canals. 

Chatur (raising eyebrows, intrigued):​
Arre, that is unusual. Most people just walk, pray, take blessings, and move on. But you 
— you came looking for the dam? Not many mix parikrama with politics. 

Anwesha (gently):​
For me, it is not just politics. I grew up hearing stories — some full of hope, some full of 
loss. I wanted to touch the soil where those stories unfolded. To see the river not only as 
sacred, but also as contested. 

Chatur (leaning forward, curious):​
Hmm. You speak like someone who has carried these questions for long. Where are 
you from? 

Anwesha (softly, shaking her head):​
I have come from Karnataka. 

Chatur (surprised):​
From Karnataka? That is far away. What brings you all the way here, if not just 
parikrama? 

Anwesha (thoughtful, searching for words):​
Since I was a child, I have read about the Narmada Bachao Andolan. In our 
newspapers, on TV — sometimes praised, sometimes dismissed, but always heated. 
The images of rallies, women waist-deep in water holding placards, children clinging to 
their homes… they stayed with me. I felt I could not understand just by reading. I had to 
come here. To see Narmada flowing, to stand where so much struggle has taken place, 



and to understand what the Sardar Sarovar dam really means — for people and for the 
river. 

Chatur (looking at her with new respect, voice softening):​
Ah… so you are not here only to circle the sacred, but to see the other side too. You 
have come a long way to meet this river face to face. 

Anwesha (nodding slowly):​
Yes. I came seeking both darshan of Narmada Mai — and truth. 

Chatur (after a pause, voice heavy with memory):​
Truth is not simple here. My own village near Kevadia went under when the reservoir 
filled. The temple where I first learned to chant — gone. The fields where my father 
sowed grain — under water. They gave us land in another place. We built new walls, 
but old roots do not travel well. 

However, I learned to adapt. This stall stands because of that change. Every cup I pour 
is proof that I survived. But beti, not everyone could. Some waited for land that never 
came. Some waited for cheques that never cleared. Some are still waiting. 

(pauses, looks into distance)​
And I have heard stories. So many stories, more bitter than this tea, more restless than 
the river at flood. 

Anwesha (earnest):​
Then tell me those stories, Chatur kaka. I want to know the truth of Sardar Sarovar. Not 
the headlines, not the speeches — the truth people here lived. 

Chatur (smiling knowingly):​
Truth is never one story, beti. It comes in many voices. Sweet, bitter, half-full, 
half-empty. 

Anwesha (quiet, determined):​
Yes. I want to hear those voices. 

Chatur (nodding, practical):​
Then you must meet a few old friends.  

Raja bhai who once represented this region in state assembly, now not active in politics 
but takes pride in the work that has happened during his active period.  

Samarth, a retired engineer who knows govt side stories, he can share stories of dam 
and canals with his maps.  

And Nandini behen, fierce as the river herself, someone who stood for people and 
forests who got affected.  



But mind you, their voices flow like tea — sweet, bitter, hot, unfinished. 

[A faint whisper of Saakshi/Narmada rises with the river’s sound.] 

Narmada (whisper, poetic):​
 You walked off the pilgrim’s path,​
 to find another pilgrimage.​
 Not of shrines,​
 but of promises and wounds.​
 I carry both —​
 light of canals,​
 shadows of drowned roots.​
 If you wish to listen,​
 listen to all of them. 

Anwesha (closing diary softly, smiling):​
Sure, I would like to listen as many as voices as possible. 

Chatur (kind, practical):​
Good. No rush — these are not tales for one evening. I keep a few rooms behind the 
stall for travelers. Nothing fancy, but a roof, a mat, and morning tea. If you wish, you can 
stay here, beti. I can call them over next couple of days. Tomorrow Raja bhai. Next day 
Samarth bhai. Then Nandini behen.  

Anwesha (smiling and grateful):​
Then I will stay, and listen. Thank you, Chatur kaka. My parikrama rests here for a while. 

[The kettle whistles. Lights dim. Transition into Scene 2.] 



Scene 2 — Painting the Picture: Part 1 (Political & 
Govt Vision) 
[Stage Directions]​
Morning at Chatur’s tea stall. Light filters through trees. The kettle steams. Anwesha sits 
with her diary open. Raja and Samarth arrive; Chatur welcomes them warmly. 

 

Chatur (cheerfully, with warmth):​
Raja bhai, Samarth ji — sit, sit. Meet Anwesha. She is walking the river, listening to its 
stories. Yesterday she stopped by with questions about Narmada and this big dam of 
ours. I told her, if anyone can paint the picture, it is you two. 

Raja (smiling, teasing Chatur):​
And you, Chatur, turning teatime into sabha as always. 

Samarth (nodding politely to Anwesha):​
Namaste. Anyone walking the river is already a friend. 

Anwesha (smiling, curious):​
Namaste. I have read about the Sardar Sarovar since childhood — in newspapers, in 
textbooks — but never heard its full story. 

Raja (leaning in, voice steady):​
Then hear it as it was lived. It began with necessity, beti.​
Villages in Kutch walked miles for water. 

Samarth (adding, factual):​
In summer the wells dried. Tankers rolled in, women carried pots over dunes. 

Raja:​
Rajasthan’s sands cried out. 

Samarth:​
 Saurashtra’s fields withered. Farmers abandoned their crops. 

Raja:​
And in towns — power cuts. Darkness in schools, factories, homes. 

Samarth:​
The demand was nearly double the supply. A new source was urgent — not coal alone, 
but water turned into energy. 



Raja (with pride):​
So the dam was promise. Irrigation for eighteen lakh hectares. 

Samarth (precise):​
 Nearly a third of Gujarat’s cultivable land. 

Raja:​
Water for eight thousand villages. 

Samarth:​
And one hundred thirty-five towns — drinking water where no tap had run before. 

Raja:​
 Electricity to light homes and industries. 

Samarth (gesturing):​
By turbines — huge steel wheels, driven by stored water. Two powerhouses together 
producing 1,450 megawatts. 

Raja:​
A thousand villages lifted from thirst. 

Samarth (spreading a map):​
See this canal — 458 kilometers, from Kevadia to Kutch. 

Raja:​
From it, countless branches — like veins across the land. 

Samarth:​
Over seventy thousand kilometers of smaller canals, distributaries, field channels. 

Anwesha (looking at the map, puzzled):​
So all this comes from one dam? 

Raja (smiling, shaking his head):​
 Not one alone, beti. The Sardar Sarovar is the crown, yes, but the project is vast. 

Samarth (explaining with care):​
Along Narmada, thirty large dams, one hundred thirty-five medium, nearly three 
thousand small ones. Together, they catch, store, and channel the river’s gift. 

Raja:​
It is not a wall alone — it is a chain. 

Samarth:​
And not for Gujarat alone. 



Raja:​
Four states share its promise. 

Samarth (counting on his fingers):​
Gujarat gets the largest share — irrigation and drinking water.​
Madhya Pradesh gains power and reservoirs.​
Maharashtra gets water for its drought-hit districts.​
Rajasthan receives drinking water through canals. 

Raja (voice proud, expansive):​
From the heart of one river, four states drink. 

Anwesha (scribbling, softly):​
So it is not only a dam… but a federation of promises. 

Samarth:​
A lifeline stitched across boundaries. 

Raja:​
When Nehru called dams the temples of modern India, this was the shrine — built not 
for one village, but for four states. 

Samarth (quietly):​
Every drop measured, every flow accounted for. 

Anwesha (closing diary, softly):​
So this is the picture: not only water, but faith. A temple of progress. A lifeline imagined 
for millions.​
 (beat)​
Promises sound grand when spoken… but whose shoulders carry their weight? 

[A soft whisper of Saakshi/Narmada flows with the sound of the river.] 

Narmada (whisper, exploratory):​
They stretched my arms,​
to reach Kutch and Rajasthan.​
They caught my fall,​
turned it into light.​
My currents spinning turbines,​
my silence stored in reservoirs.​
Was this my destiny —​
to reach farther, to shine brighter?​
Is this my destiny — to serve and shine?​
Or just another way to trap a river? 

[The group sips tea quietly. Curtain falls briefly.] 



Scene 3 — Painting the Picture: Part 2 (Activist 
View) 
[Stage Directions]​
Evening. Softer light. The tea stall is quieter, a couple of villagers sip in silence. 
Anwesha waits with her diary. Chatur waves in Nandini, who arrives carrying a cloth 
bag, her presence calm but firm. 

 

Stage Directions]​
Evening. Softer light. The tea stall is quieter, a couple of villagers sip in silence. 
Anwesha waits with her diary. Chatur waves in Nandini, who arrives carrying a cloth 
bag, her presence calm but firm. 

Chatur (welcoming):​
Nandini, behen! Just when she’s needed. This traveler wants to hear the people’s side 
of the river. 

Nandini (smiling, to Anwesha):​
Namaste. You walk the parikrama? 

Anwesha (nodding):​
Yes, with a detour here. I wanted to see what the dam meant — beyond headlines. 
Chatur said you know those stories. 

Nandini (settling, steady):​
I lived them. Two lakh displaced — adivasis, farmers, fishers. Entire villages uprooted. 
Sacred groves drowned. Temples lost. Many promised land-for-land received barren 
plots. Compensation cheques bounced. Schools built but no teachers came. Colonies 
with bulbs, but no meter running. 

Nandini (after a pause, voice low):​
And displacement is not only about land. It uproots entire ways of life. Tribals from 
forests were shifted to plains, losing their mixed livelihood of farming, fishing, forest 
produce, and cattle. They were forced into monoculture farming of crops they had never 
grown before. Language, diet, seasons of work — everything changed overnight. That 
shock was as deep as the floodwaters. 

Anwesha (softly, almost to herself):​
It feels far from what I knew. When I was a child, my father was posted near a dam. We 
would visit the turbines — I was wide-eyed, watching water spin giant wheels and turn 
into light. Later, in another town, I swam in a canal that carried those waters. I grew up 
thinking: dams give light, they water fields, they bring joy. 



Anwesha (turning to Nandini, gently):​
But hearing you now — I wonder… if they are so useful, why so much resistance? 

Nandini (reflective, steady):​
I too once believed that. I grew up in drought-prone Gujarat, where people said the dam 
would transform our land into a paradise. But when I studied earlier projects like Ukai 
and Kadana, I saw the truth — most delivered less than half their promises, while 
displacing thousands. That was when I realised the flaws in mega projects, and the 
need for smaller, local water solutions. 

Chatur (pouring tea quietly):​
It’s like uprooting a tree. Plant it elsewhere — maybe it stands. But the roots don’t hold. 
The shade is gone. The birds don’t return. 

Anwesha (leaning closer):​
And how did people resist? 

Nandini (voice stronger):​
With satyagraha. With long marches. With jal samadhi — families sitting in rising 
waters. In Ferkuva, they waited for arrest. In Delhi, at Jantar Mantar, they shouted till 
their throats broke. Some held silence, watching their roofs vanish. They said: “We are 
not against development. But we will not be sacrificed for it.” 

[Stage direction: A stillness. A villager coughs faintly in the background. The evening 
light deepens. Anwesha lets the words sink in before speaking.] 

Anwesha (pensively, after a long silence):​
Such courage… to sit in the waters and wait. To shout, to stay silent — both needing 
such strength. 

Nandini (gentle, but unwavering):​
Strength was born of necessity. Mothers tied their children to themselves, saying: “If the 
water takes us, it will take us together.” Young men carved poems on the walls before 
demolition. Old men sang bhajans as the bulldozers came. And even in struggle, they 
sang, danced, celebrated festivals. They reminded me — this fight was for life, not for 
death. 

Chatur (softly, looking into the distance):​
And the river carried all of it — cries, songs, silence. 

Anwesha (quietly, moved):​
You stood among them through all this. Did you never feel like giving up? 

Nandini (after a pause, nodding slowly):​
Many times. The struggle was long, harsh, and often hopeless. But whenever I 
wavered, the people’s voices held me up. A mother refusing cash for her land, a farmer 



asking for his stream, an old man singing as his hut was demolished — these stories 
steadied me. 

Anwesha (scribbling in her diary, softly):​
So by remembering them, you resisted with them. 

Nandini (meeting her eyes):​
Yes. Their loss became my strength. Their endurance shaped mine. 

[A pause. The river hums softly. Saakshi/Narmada whispers.] 

Narmada (whisper, memory-laden):​
I carried forests,​
temples,​
songs of women,​
laughter of children.​
Now I carry their silence,​
their defiance,​
their endurance.​
Two lakh faces,​
two crore hopes —​
all flow within me. 

[Anwesha closes her diary slowly. The three sit in reflective silence. Curtain falls briefly. 
Just before the lights fade:] 

Chatur (murmuring, half to himself):​
One river, many truths. Tomorrow they will argue whose truth must stand. 

[Blackout.] 

 



Scene 4 — Hindsight Debate 
[Stage Directions]​
Late afternoon. The tea stall is cluttered — maps unrolled, files stacked, tea cups 
scattered. All are present: Raja, Samarth, Nandini, Dharma, Chatur, and Anwesha. The 
mood is restless, tense. The hum of the river underpins the air. 

 

Anwesha (hesitant, diary close to her chest):​
I know — you have faced each other in courts, on the streets, in angry files and orders. 
To sit together like this is not easy. But in my diary, your words already argue side by 
side. Perhaps, if you allow, we can let them meet here too — not to win, but to hear. 

 

Raja (measured, proud):​
This dam is lifeline. Eighteen lakh hectares irrigated. Eight thousand villages drink. One 
hundred thirty-five towns lit. Seventy-five percent of Gujarat’s water comes from here. 
Without it, Kutch would still thirst. Would you deny them that? 

Nandini (steady, firm):​
And would you deny the two lakh displaced? Homes gone. Temples drowned. Forests 
erased. Two crore gained cannot cancel two lakh lost. That is not justice. It is betrayal. 

Samarth (leaning forward, defensive):​
Betrayal? No — we were not blind. Land-for-land was promised. Colonies built. Yes — 
many failures, yes too slow. But we struggled, not abandoned. Do you know what it 
means to move thousands of families across soils, languages, states? We built walls, 
and tried to rebuild lives too. 

Dharma (measured):​
The Court ordered: resettlement before the floods. But the dam rose quicker than the 
promises. Houses went under while papers still moved from desk to desk. 

Chatur (sighs, pouring tea slowly):​
Like uprooting an old tree, planting it elsewhere. Maybe it stands. But the shade is 
gone. The birds don’t return. 

Anwesha (reading diary softly):​
Day 47. Rehab Colony.​
New roofs, old silences.​
A bulb in every house,​
no meter running. 



Narmada (whisper, fragmented):​
I held them all —​
new roofs,​
old roots.​
Songs of temples,​
silences of tin sheds. 

 

Raja (pressing):​
Villages once abandoned have life again. Women no longer walk ten kilometers for 
pots. Children study instead of fetching water. 

Nandini (cutting in):​
Ask the tail-end farmer in Saurashtra. Canal at his door, but not a drop in his soil. Water 
flowed first to Gandhinagar, to factories, to cities. Villages were told — wait. 

Samarth (snaps, defensive):​
Because demand pressed hardest there! Cities, industries — they shouted first. Tail-end 
farmers had to wait their turn. Not betrayal — necessity. 

Chatur (grinning, pouring two glasses unevenly):​
Necessity or politics — same kettle, two glasses. One brimming, one half. Ask the half 
glass how it feels. 

Anwesha (reading diary):​
Day 60. Near Kutch.​
A mother showed me her tap.​
“Water will come,” the official said.​
For three summers, only air has flowed. 

 

Nandini (probing, leaning forward):​
Why such big dams? Couldn’t borewells help? Or smaller local projects? 

Samarth (tapping map):​
Borewells go only so deep, behen. When everyone drills, the aquifer runs dry. And small 
projects? Yes, they help one village, maybe two. But what about an entire state? 

Raja (nodding):​
That is why we thought big. Not a pond for one farmer, but a lifeline for millions. 

Samarth (adding, pragmatic):​
And don’t think small projects mean small problems. Look at the Cauvery. Karnataka’s 



KRS dam, Tamil Nadu’s Mettur dam. In dry years, one demands, the other resists, 
tribunals and politics take over. Smaller scale does not mean smaller disputes. 

 

Nandini (heated):​
And rehabilitation? Promised fertile land, gave barren. Promised money, cheques 
bounced. Schools built, no teachers came. Displacement is not just about land — it 
uproots entire ways of life. Tribals moved from forests to plains, forced into crops they 
never grew. Livelihoods broken into monocultures. Culture lost, not just soil. 

Raja (snapping):​
You erase the effort! Land where possible, cash where not. Roads, poles, roofs. Do you 
think it was easy? 

Dharma (firm):​
The Court said clearly: resettlement first, submergence after. But promises limped, 
waters ran. 

Samarth (angry):​
And while you judged, we bore the brunt. Endless delays, objections. Costs doubled, 
deadlines vanished. A delayed dam is no dam at all! 

Nandini (cutting in):​
And your studies? Health, forests, fish — left blank. You ticked boxes without filling 
them. 

Samarth (slamming map):​
Impossible to study everything before. Largest water project of independent India! We 
built and studied together — pari passu. Pragmatism, not deceit. 

Chatur (mocking):​
Pari passu! In my mohalla, they dug the road for months. First they dig, then they think, 
then they forget. By the time it’s fixed, we’ve already found new paths in the dust. That 
too is “pragmatism.” 

Anwesha (reading diary, reflective):​
Day 52. Secretariat.​
Files taller than me.​
Rivers flow faster than papers. 

 

[Voices overlap] — Raja invoking national pride, Nandini shouting betrayal, Samarth 
defending engineers, Dharma recalling court orders. Chaos. 

[Brief silence.] 



Raja (to Nandini, heated):​
Would you face the mother in Kutch who poured her child water and said, “It comes 
from the dam”? 

Nandini (fierce):​
And would you face the mother in Barwani who said, “My land fed five mouths. Now my 
ration card feeds none”? 

Samarth (snaps, exhausted):​
And would you face the engineer who aged ten years chasing deadlines while you 
shouted in Delhi? 

Chatur (biting):​
And would you face the contractor who aged richer? Farmers aged poorer, engineers 
faster, contractors fatter. That too is arithmetic! 

[Bitter laughter, tension softens. Weariness sets in.] 

 

Dharma (reflective):​
Delay, compliance, contempt — endless. Democracy’s strength is debate. Its weakness 
is delay. To build, it wounds. To heal, it limps. But at least — it hears. 

Anwesha (reading diary, softer):​
Day 72. Rehab colony.​
Houses lined neatly, like teeth in a jaw.​
But no soil to till.​
No forest to gather from.​
People alive, livelihoods gone. 

Raja (quieter):​
Yes, some promises failed. But millions gained. History will decide if it was worth it. 

Nandini (calmer, resolute):​
And history will remember those who refused to be erased. Big dams rarely delivered 
more than 40% of their promises. Cash can never replace land. Even today, thousands 
wait for justice, while water flows to industries and riverfronts instead of thirsty farmers. 

(softening, with quiet strength)​
But remember too — people of the valley always said, this fight is for life, not for death. 
Even in struggle, they sang, they danced, they celebrated. They showed us how to 
resist without losing the joy of living. 

Samarth (tired, subdued):​
Perhaps we forgot faces while chasing numbers. By 2025, cost overruns crossed three 



lakh crores. Old dams like Bor and Dham, built for five crores each, now demand four 
hundred crores for repairs — and still irrigate a fraction of their land. Dreams leak like 
cracked canals. 

Anwesha (quietly, wry smile):​
Like my own house renovation. Promised in four months, it took eight. Costs rose by 
seventy percent. And yes — not only the contractor’s fault. We delayed shifting out, 
changed requirements midway, discovered problems during building, trimmed designs 
to cut costs. In the end — a bathroom floor where water stagnates, an STP connection 
still missing. We live with the flaws. That too is Sardar Sarovar. 

[Soft chuckles, bittersweet. River sound grows.] 

Narmada (poetic whisper):​
I lit lamps.​
I drowned homes.​
I quenched thirst.​
I cracked roots. 

I carried the two crore.​
I carried the two lakh.​
Dreams and dead,​
cries and canals. 

Do not ask me for verdict.​
I remain.​
I flow. 

[All sit in silence, tea cooling. Evening fades. Curtain falls.] 



Scene 5 — Epilogue: Echoes of Change 
[Stage Directions]​
The tea stall quiets. Papers are stacked, maps rolled. Evening light falls across the river. 
All characters remain, subdued after the clash. The kettle simmers softly. 

 

[Chatur slowly pours tea into small glasses for everyone. The sound of pouring is 
loud in the silence.] 

Chatur (soft, faint smile):​
Tea at the end of quarrels…​
At least here, everyone gets the same share. 

 

Anwesha (closing her diary, looking at the river):​
I came with questions.​
I leave with more questions.​
But also with faces,​
with voices,​
with truths that do not cancel,​
but co-exist. 

 

Dharma (measured):​
Democracy’s strength​
lies in these open debates.​
Its weakness​
is how slowly consensus comes.​
Yet without such space,​
there is only silence,​
not justice. 

 

Raja (quietly, no longer booming):​
We built,​
we stumbled,​
we justified.​
History will decide​
if it was worth the cost. 

 



Nandini (calmer, almost weary):​
We protested,​
we resisted,​
we remembered.​
History will decide​
if it was enough. 

 

Samarth (tired, folding maps):​
We calculated,​
we executed,​
we compromised.​
History will decide​
if it was wise. 

 

[Saakshi/Narmada’s whisper rises, like wind through reeds.] 

Narmada (whisper, vachana-style):​
I have flowed​
before your plans.​
I will flow​
after your debates.​
I do not choose winners.​
I carry all.​
I remain witness.​
I remain river. 

 

[A pause. All characters sip tea in silence. The sound of flowing water swells. 
Then Chatur speaks again, voice like an afterthought.] 

Chatur (wry warmth, gesturing at the group):​
So you argued, you protested, you judged, you built.​
Was there a winner? No.​
Was there a loser? Also no. 

Democracy is not a wrestling pit.​
It is more like this tea stall —​
everyone talking at once,​
no one quite satisfied,​
but the kettle still boils,​
and somehow life moves on. 



Protests slowed the dam.​
Politics hurried it.​
Courts delayed it.​
Engineers patched it.​
People adapted. 

And all of you —​
learned something. 

 

Dharma (softly, almost to self):​
Do not ask for perfection.​
Progress never looks the same to everyone.​
For some, it is a temple — a symbol of pride and achievement.​
For others, it feels like a tomb — burying their homes and memories.​
And for many, it becomes a marketplace — water and power traded, benefits unevenly 
shared. 

 

Chatur (leaning back, chuckling):​
But here is the gift of your quarrels:​
With every fight,​
you learned a little more about each other.​
With every delay,​
you found better questions, if not better answers.​
And with every protest,​
you reminded power that consent is not optional. 

So drink your tea.​
Move with the river.​
Laugh, argue, stumble, repeat.​
That, my friends,​
is what democracy looks like. 

 

[Narmada’s whisper floats one last time, steady and timeless.] 

Narmada (whisper, lingering):​
I carry you all.​
Your quarrels, your questions, your faith, your failings.​
And still I flow. 

 



[All characters sit in quiet, sipping. Lights fade to black with the sound of the 
river.] 

[Curtain.] 
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G½zÀ 8 «zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ ºÉeÉÓ ºÁPÀ®Ä PÀ° À̧ÄwzÁÝ¼É. ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§â «zÁåyð CzÀ£ÀÄß ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï 

PÁåªÀÄgÁzÀ°è  Ȩ́gÉ»rAiÀÄÄwzÁÝgÉ.  CµÀÖgÀ°è  ²PÀëQ  vÀgÀUÀw  PÉÆÃuÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ  ¥ÀæªÉÃ² À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ. 

²PÀëQAiÀÄ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrzÉÝÃ vÀqÀ «zÁåyðUÀ¼É¯Áè UÀ¥ï ZÀÄ¥ï DV CªÀgÀªÀgÀ eÁUÀzÀ°è NrºÉÆÃV 

PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ. }

²PÀëQ: AiÀiÁPÉ ¤°è¹¢j? ºÁUÉÃ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀjAiÀÄ§ºÀÄ¢vÀÛ¯Áé ?

(J®ègÀÆ ªÀiË£À)

²PÀëQ : K¤zÀÄ vÀgÀUÀw PÉÆÃuÉÃ£Á E¯Áè À̧AvÉ ªÀiÁPÉðmÁÖ, AiÀiÁgÀÄ °ÃqÀgï?

(M§â «zÁåyð ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ JzÀÄÝ ¤AvÀÄ)

M§â: ¸Áj «Ä¸ï.

²PÀëQ: K£ÀÄ ¸Áj. £Á£ÀÄ §gÀÄªÀªÀgÉUÉ vÀgÀUÀwAiÀÄ°è UÀ¯ÁmÉ DUÀzÀAvÉ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÀÄ CA¢zÉÝ 

C¯Áé?

«zÁåyð: ºËzÀÄ «Ä¸ï ºÉÃ½¢æ. 

²PÀëQ:  K£ÀÄ  ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï  »rzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ  PÀÄtÂÃw¢æ,  AiÀiÁjÃ ¤ªÀÄUÉ  ±Á¯ÉUÉ  ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï  vÀgÀ®Ä 

ºÉÃ½zÀÄÝ? PÉÆr°è. ¹Ãeï ªÀiÁr ©rÛÃ¤. ªÁ¥Á¸ï PÉÆqÉÆÃ¢®è £ÉÆÃqÀÄ.

«zÁåyð: (ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛ) «Ä¸ï F ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï ¤ÃªÀAzÀÄPÉÆAqÀµÀÄÖ  qÉÃAdgÀ¸ï C¯Áè 

«Ä¸ï.

²PÀëQ: K£ÀÄ? 

«zÁåyð: ºËzÀÄ  «Ä¸ï , EzÀgÀ°è JµÉÆÖAzÀÄ «ZÁgÀUÀ½ªÉ UÉÆvÁÛ «Ä¸ï PÀ°AiÉÆÃzÀPÉÌ?

J®ègÀÆ : EgÀ° «Ä¸ï ¸Áj. E£ÀÄäAzÉ F ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï £ÀÄß vÀgÀUÀwUÉ vÀgÀ®è. 

²PÀëQ: (MAzÀÄ PÀët CªÁPÁÌV.. ¹mÁÖV.. ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ ¹lÄÖ ªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁzÀAvÉ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀvÉÆqÀUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.

²PÀëQ:  ¤ÃªÉ̄ Áè  DzsÀÄ¤PÀ  PÁ®zÀ PÀÆ À̧ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ.  ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï£À°è  ºÁqÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  PÉÃ½ Hl ªÀiÁr 

É̈¼ÉzÀªÀgÀÄ.

(¤lÄÖ¹gÀÄ ©lÄÖ)

²PÀëQ: PÀ¼ÉzÀªÁgÀ £Á£ÉÆAzÀÄ «²µÀÖªÁzÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝj PÉÆnÖzÉÝ ¤ªÀÄUÉ £É£À¦zÉAiÀiÁ?
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«zÁåyð3: ºËzÀÄ «Ä¸ï, CzÉÃ £ÁªÀÅ ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆjUÉ ºÉÆÃVgÉÆÃ ¥ÀæªÁ À̧ PÀxÀ£À

«zÁåyð4: §gÉÃ ¥ÀæªÁ¸À PÀxÀ£À C¯Áè «Ä¸ï £ÁlPÀ PÀxÀ£À

²PÀëQ: NºÉÆÃ CzÁUÀ̄ ÉÃ ¤ÃªÉ̄ Áè ºÉ À̧jnÖ¢ÝÃgÉÆÃ?

«zÁåyð5:  ºËzÀÄ  «Ä¸ï.  ¨ÉAUÀ¼ÀÆj£À°è  gÁ¶ÖçÃAiÀÄ  fÃªÀ«eÁÕ£À  PÉÃAzÀæzÀ°è  £ÉÆÃrzÀ 

¥ÀvÁæUÁgÀzÀ PÀÄjvÁzÀ PÀxÀ£À.

²PÀëQ: ºÉÆÃ K£ÀÄ PÉ® À̧ ªÀiÁr¢ÝÃj?

«zÁåyð6: £ÁªÀÅ C°è zÁR°¹PÉÆAqÀ ºÀ®ªÀÅ «eÁÕ¤UÀ¼À À̧A±ÉÆÃzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¯ÉÃR£ÀUÀ¼À 

DzsÁgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É MAzÀÄ PÀxÁ£ÀPÀªÀ£ÀÄß §gÉ¢zÉÝÃªÉ.

«zÁåyð7:  CµÉÖÃ  C®è  «Ä¸ï  F  ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï  §¼À¹  DPÉÃðªï  ºÀÄqÀÄQ  E£ÀßµÀÄÖ  ªÀiÁ»w 

zÁR°¹zÉÝÃªÉ. 

²PÀëQ: UÀÄqï

«zÁåyð 8: CzÀPÉÌ ºÉÃ½zÀÄÝ «Ä¸ï F ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ï CµÀÄÖ qÉÃAdgÀ̧ ï C¯Áè CAvÀ. 

²PÀëQ : ¸ÁPÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄ vÀ̄ ÉºÀgÀmÉ. K£ÀÄ ªÀPïð ªÀiÁr¢ÝÃj w½¹. 

«zÁåyð1. £Á£ÀÄ ±ÀÄgÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ¯Á «Ä¸ï. ¤ÃªÉÃ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwzÀǣ Áéé «Ä¸ï, ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ EwºÁ À̧zÀ¯ÉèÃ 

ªÉÆvÀÛªÉÆzÀ®  ¨ÁjUÉ  vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ  JzÉºÁ°¤AzÀ  »rzÀÄ  ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀªÀgÉUÉ  «µÀªÀÄAiÀÄªÁzÀ 

¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ°è £ÁªÀÅ §zÀÄPÀÄvÁÛ EzÉÝÃªÉ CAvÀ.

²PÀëQ: ºËzÀÄ ºÉÃ½zÉÝ. 

«zÁåyð3: CzÀjAzÁV PÀ£À¹£À®Æè AiÉÆÃa¹gÀzÀ PÁå£Àìgï £ÀAvÀºÀ gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ErÃ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå 

PÀÄ®ªÀ£ÀÄß s̈Á¢ü̧ ÀÄvÁÛ EªÉ CAvÁ£ÀÆ ºÉÃ½¢æ

²PÀëQ: ºËzÀÄ CzÀPÉÌÃ !

«zÁåyð 4; CzÀPÉÌ  gÁ¶ÖçAiÀÄ fÃªÀ«eÁÕ£À PÉÃAzÀæzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ ¥ÀvÁæUÁgÀzÀ°è EgÀÄªÀ QÃl±Á À̧ÛçdÕ 

qÁ. JA. ¥ÀÄlÖgÀÄzÀæAiÀÄå£ÀªÀgÀ ¸ÀA±ÉÆÃzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß C s̈Áå¸À ªÀiÁrzÉÝÃªÉ.

«zÁåyð 5: CzÉÃ jÃw ¯É¹è PÉÆÃ¯ïªÀÄ£ï CªÀgÀ ¥ÉÃ¥Àgï UÀ¼À£ÀÆß wgÀÄ« ºÁQzÉÝÃªÉ.

«zÁåyð 6: dUÀwÛUÉÃ DºÁgÀ MzÀV À̧ÄwÛgÀÄªÀ £ÀªÀÄä ºÉªÉÄäAiÀÄ gÉÊvÀgÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÀÈ¶ PÉëÃvÀæzÀ §UÉÎ 

ªÀiÁ»w PÀ̄ ÉºÁQzÉÝÃªÉ  CzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ  PÀÈ¶ IÄ¶ d¥Á¤£À  ¥sÀÄPÀÄªÉÇÃPÁgÀ  À̧ºÀd PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

C s̈Áå À̧ ªÀiÁrzÉÝÃªÉ
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«zÁåyð 5:  ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ  ¥Àj À̧gÀ  «eÁÕ¤  £ÁUÉÃ±ï  ºÉUÀqÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ  ¯ÉÃR£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÆß  JgÀªÀ̄ ÁV 

¥ÀqÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÉÝÃªÉ «Ä¸ï

«zÁåyð 6: CµÉÖ C®è «Ä¸ï , EzÉÃ ªÉÆ¨ÉÊ¯ï §¼À¹ EAl£Éðmï ¤ªÀÄzÀ ¸Áämïð PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ 

§UÉÎ EwÛÃa£À D«µÁÌgÀÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß eÁ¯Ár¹zÉÝÃªÉ «Ä¸ï

«zÁåyð 7: F ¸Áämïð PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ §UÉÎ ªÀiÁ»wUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ É̄ ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ £ÁªÀÇ ¸Áämïð  DVzÉÝÃªÉ 

«Ä¸ï,

«zÁåyð 8: ¤ÃªÀÅ CªÀPÁ±À PÉÆlÖgÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÁlPÀ gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è ¥ÀæzÀ±Àð£À ªÀiÁqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ «Ä¸ï. 

²PÀëQ : ºÉÆÃ CzÀ£ÀÆß C¨sÁå À̧ ªÀiÁr¢ÝÃgÁ £ÉÆÃqÉÆÃt

«zÁåyð; F £ÁlPÀzÀ°è ¤ªÀÄUÀÆ MAzÀÄ ¥ÁvÀæ«zÉ «Ä¸ï. £ÀªÉÄä¯Áè £ÁlPÀªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ 

¥ÀæwzÀÈ±ÀåPÀÆÌ ¤ÃªÀÅ £ÀªÉÆäA¢UÉ ¸ÀAªÁ¢ À̧ É̈ÃPÀÄ. 

²PÀëQ: DUÀ° 

(¥ÀæwAiÉÆ§â  «zÁåyðAiÀÄÆ  MAzÉÆAzÀÄ  ¥ÁvÀæªÁUÀÄªÀ  vÀAiÀiÁj  £ÀqÉ À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ.  ²PÀëQAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

GzÀÝªÁzÀ  ¤®ÄªÀAV  ¢ÃWÀðªÁzÀ  PÀÆzÀ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ,  ¤Ã¼ÀªÁzÀ  UÀqÀØ  «ÄÃ Ȩ́UÀ¼ÀÄ  EªÀÅUÀ½AzÀ 

C®APÀj À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ.)
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zÀÈ±Àå 1 – ªÀÄtÄÚ

(J®ègÀÆ ªÀÄtÄÚ »rzÀÄ gÀAUÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ ¥ÀæªÉÃ² À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ. gÀAUÀzÀ ªÀÄzsÀåzÀ°è 3 CrAiÀÄ 

ªÀÈvÀÛ. CzÀgÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ªÀÄtÂÚ£À gÁ²) 

J®ègÀÆ: ªÀÄtÄÚ EzÀÄ. £ÀªÀÄä PÁ®rAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ §jÃ ªÀÄtÄÚ. 

«zÁåyð  1-  £ÀªÉÄä®ègÀ  §zÀÄPÀÄ  EzÀ£ÀÄß  DzsÀj¹zÉ.  §zÀÄPÀÄ  ªÀÄÄV¹  PÉÆ£ÉUÉ  CzÀgÀ̄ ÉèÃ 

°Ã£ÀªÁUÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. 

«zÁåyð 2-DzÀgÉ  CzÀgÀ  ªÉÄÃ¯É  PÁ°qÀ®Ä  CAdÄvÉÛÃªÉ.  CzÀÄ  PÉÊUÉ  ªÉÄwÛzÀgÉ  vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ®Ä 

CªÀ̧ ÀgÀzÀ°è ¤ÃgÀÄ ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. 

«zÁåyð  3-  CzÀÄ  §mÉÖUÉ  vÁVzÀgÉ  ºÉÃUÉ  vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ¨ÉPÀÄ  JA§ÄzÀPÉÌ  n.«  AiÀÄ°è  ¸Á«gÀ 

eÁ»gÁvÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. 

«zÁåyð 4- DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ DºÁgÀ ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ §ºÀÄªÀÄÄRå ¨sÁUÀ JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß 

ªÀÄgÉwzÉÝÃªÉ. 

«zÁåyð 5- ªÀÄtÄÚ JAzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ¤fÃðªÀ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ RArvÁ C®è. CzÉÆAzÀÄ fÃªÀ ReÁ£É. 

fÃªÀ ¸ÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄ £É̄ É Ȩ́ É̄.

«zÁåyð 6- DzÀgÉ Fa£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è F ªÀÄtÂÚ£À ¹Üw ºÀzÀUÉqÀÄwÛzÉ. ºÁUÁV £ÁªÀÅ w£ÀÄß 

DºÁgÀªÀÇ «µÀªÀÄAiÀÄªÁVzÉ. fÃªÀªÉÊ«zsÀåvÉ C À̧ÛªÀå À̧ÛªÁVzÉ.

«zÁåyð  7-  CrPÉUÉ  PÉÆ¼ÉgÉÆÃUÀ  vÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä  É̈ÆÃqÉÆÃð  «Ä±ÀætªÉA§  ²°ÃAzsÀæ  £Á±ÀPÀ 

§¼ÀPÉAiÀiÁUÀÄwÛzÉ. 

«zÁåyð 8- ¨Á¼ÉVqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀmÉÖ gÉÆÃUÀ¢AzÀ vÀAvÁ£ÉÃ £Á±ÀªÁV HlPÉÌ vÀmÉÖ §A¢zÉ. 

«zÁåyð  1-  «Ã¼ÀåzÉ̄ É  £Á±ÀªÁVzÉ.  K®QÌ  ¤£ÁðªÀÄªÁVzÉ.  PÀjªÉÄt¹£À  §½îUÀ¼ÀÄ 

À̧ÄlÄÖºÉÆÃVªÉ. 

«zÁåyð  2-  ªÀÄ£É  ªÀÄ£ÉUÀÆ  «zÀÄåvï  §A¢zÉ.  ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ®zÀ°è  «ÄtÄPÀÄºÀÄ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À  À̧ASÉå 

PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁVzÉ. 

«zÁåyð 3- gÀªÀÄå s̈ÀAiÀÄAPÀgÀªÁzÀ ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À ºÀtÚrPÉ ZÉÃ¼ÀÄ PÀtÂÚUÉ ©Ã¼ÀzÁVzÉ.

«zÁåyð 4- ©æl£ï zÉÃ±À £ÀªÀÄä°è ªÀiÁvÀæ  JAzÀÄ ºÉªÉÄä¥ÀqÀÄwzÀÝ  «²µÀ×  ¤Ã°¥ÁvÀgÀVwÛUÀ¼ÀÄ 

EzÀÝQÌzÀÝAvÉ £Á¥ÀvÉÛAiÀiÁVªÉ.   
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«zÁåyð  5-  ¥Àj À̧gÀzÀ  ªÉÄÃ¯ÉªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À  MvÀÛqÀ  ºÉaÑzÀAvÉ̄ Áè  fÃªÀeÁ®zÀ  CUÉÆÃZÀgÀ 

PÉÆArUÀ¼ÀÄ  vÀÄAqÁUÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  « À̧äAiÀÄªÁVzÉ.  ¤ À̧UÀðzÀ  fÃªÀeÁ®ªÀ£ÀÄß  £ÁªÀÅ  »UÁÎªÀÄÄUÀÎ 

J¼ÉzÁrzÀµÀÄÖ ºÉÆ À̧ «¥ÀvÀÄÛUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ¯ÉJvÀÄÛwÛªÉ. 

(J®ègÀÆ §ªÀ½ §AzÀAvÉ UÀgÀUÀgÀ£É À̧ÄwÛ ©Ã¼ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.) 
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zÀÈ±Àå 2 – d¥Á£ï CdÓ

(ªÀÄtÂÚ£À  ªÉÄÃ¯É  ªÀÄ®VzÀÝ  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÉÆ§â  ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ  JzÀÄÝ  PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É.  GzÀÝªÁzÀ 

¤®ÄªÀAV ¢ÃWÀðªÁzÀ PÀÆzÀ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¤Ã¼ÀªÁzÀ UÀqÀØ «ÄÃ Ȩ́UÀ¼ÀÄ)

CdÓ: £Á£ÀÄ CdÓ. d¥Á£ï CdÓ.  zÀQëtzÀ ªÀÄÆ¯ÉAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ ²PÉÆÃPÀÄ JA§ ¥ÀÄlÖ ºÀ½îAiÀÄ°è 

ºÀÄnÖzÀªÀ£ÀÄ. PÀÄgÁ Ȩ́ÆÃªÁ£À CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ ²µÀå £Á£ÀÄ. 

DzsÀÄ¤PÀvÉAiÀÄ  ¨sÀæªÉÄ  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  PÀÈvÀPÀ  §zÀÄPÀÄ  »A Ȩ́,  zÀ¨Áâ½PÉ  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  C£ÁåAiÀÄ  É̈¼Ȩ́ ÀÄªÀ 

À̧Ü¼ÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 30 ªÀgÀÄµÀUÀ¼À PÁ® ºÉÆgÀ dUÀwÛ£À À̧A§AzsÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÆwð PÀrzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ £À£Àß 

d«ÄÃ£ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀ½îUÉ £À£Àß §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß ¹Ã«ÄvÀUÉÆ½¹PÉÆAqÉ. AiÀiÁgÀ ºÀAUÀÆ E®èzÉ, £ÉgÀªÀÇ 

E®èzÉ,  UÉÆ§âgÀ  ºÁPÀÄªÀªÀgÀÆ  E®èzÉ  CgÀtåzÀ°è  ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ  ºÉÃUÉ  zÀlÖªÁV  zÀÈqsÀªÁV 

É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ?  D±ÀÑAiÀÄðªÀ®èªÉÃ?  EzÉÃ  D±ÀÑAiÀÄð  £À£ÀUÉ  ²PÀët  ¤ÃrvÀÄ.  CgÀtåzÀ  £É®ªÀ£ÀÄß 

AiÀiÁgÀÄ GvÀÛgÀÄ? CgÀtåzÀ £É®ªÀ£ÀÄß AiÀiÁgÀÄ PÀÆjUÉ ªÀiÁr ©wÛzÀgÀÄ? AiÀiÁgÀÆ E®è vÁ£ÉÃ? 

ªÀµÀðªÀµÀðPÉÌ GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀ, UÀnÖAiÀiÁzÀ ©Ãd gÀÆ¦¹ £É®PÉÌ ©Ã½¹ J¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, ºÀÆªÀÅ, PÁ¬Ä, 

ºÀQÌAiÀÄ  »PÉÌ  EvÁå¢UÀ¼À£ÀÄß  ©Ã½¹,  ¨sÀÆ«Ä  CzÀ£ÀÄß  UÉÆ§âgÀªÁV¹  ©Ãd  ªÉÆ¼ÉvÀÄ 

ªÀÄgÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. gÉÊvÀ ªÉÆzÀ®Ä EzÀ£ÀÄß CxÀð ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÀÄ.

¤ÃªÉ¯Áè  FUÀ  n®ègÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  mÁæPÀÖgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  DªÀÄzÀÄ  ªÀiÁrPÉÆAqÀÄ  £É®  G¼ÀÄwÛ¢ÝÃj. 

£Á¤UÁUÀ̄ ÉÃ  £É®  G¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß  ¤°è¹zÉÝÃ£É.  F  mÁæPÀÖgïUÀ¼ÀÄ  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  eÉ¹©UÀ¼ÀÄ  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À 

CºÀAPÁgÀzÀ gÀÆ¥ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß C£ÀUÀvÀåªÁV czÀæUÉÆ½ À̧ÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃV CzÀ£ÀÄß G¼ÀÄªÉÄ 

JAzÀÄ  PÀgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ.  s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ  £ÉÊ À̧VðPÀ  QæAiÉÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß  UÀªÀÄ¤¹..  s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÉÄÃ  ©ÃdPÉÌ 

£ÉgÀªÁUÀÄªÀAvÉ ºÉÃUÉ ªÀwð À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ JAzÀÄ PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ½î.

E°è£À ªÀÄtÚ, À̧ À̧å, À̧ÆAiÀÄðQgÀt EªÉ®èzÀgÀ £ÀqÀÄªÉ MAzÀÄ C£ÀÄ¸ÀAzsÁ£À«zÉ. ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå ¥sÀ̧ À®Ä 

É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ «zsÁ£ÀPÀÆÌ w£ÀÄßªÀ DºÁgÀPÀÆÌ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  £ÀªÀÄä  DgÉÆÃUÀåPÀÆÌ À̧A§AzsÀ«zÉ.  EzÀ£ÀÄß 

£ÁªÀÅ CxÀðªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÁzÀ À̧APÀæªÀÄt PÁ®«zÀÄ.

(ºÁUÉ DPÁ±À ¢nÖ À̧ÄvÁÛ gÀAUÀzÀ MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆ¯ÉAiÀÄ°è PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É)
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zÀÈ±Àå 3 - £ÀªÉÆÃ qÉÆæÃ£ï ¢Ã¢

(MAzÉÃ  §tÚzÀ  ZËPÀÄ½  ¹ÃgÉAiÀÄÄlÖ  ªÀÄÆgÀÄ  £Á®ÄÌ  ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ  qÉÆæÃ£ï  ZÀ¯Á¬Ä À̧ÄªÀ 

jªÉÆÃmï  »rzÀÄ  CzÀ£Àß  ZÁ®£ÉUÉÆ½ À̧ÄªÀ  ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀÄ°è  CwÛA¢vÀÛ  gÀAUÀzÀ  ªÉÄÃ¯É 

MqÁqÀÄwzÁÝgÉ. CµÀÖgÀ°è ¥ÀæzsÁ£À ªÀÄAwæUÀ¼À DUÀªÀÄ£À)

¥ÀæzsÁ£À ªÀÄAwæ: £À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀªÁ¹UÀ¼ÉÃ EzÀÄ ªÀÄ»¼Á À̧éAiÀÄA À̧ºÁAiÀÄzÀ §ºÀ¼À zÉÆqÀØ 

PÁæAwAiÀÄ  £ÁA¢.  zÉºÀ°AiÀÄ  F  PÀÈ¶  «zÁå®AiÀÄzÀ°è  PÀÈ¶PÉëÃvÀæzÀ°è  DgÀA s̈ÀªÁzÀ  F 

PÁæAwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß GzÁÏn À̧®Ä £Á£ÀÄ §ºÀ¼À À̧AvÀ̧ À¥ÀqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. ¤Ã«ÃUÀ £ÉÆÃqÀÄwÛgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ ºÀ¹gÀÄ 

aªÀÄÄäwzÀÝ  ¥ÁæAiÉÆÃVPÀ  ºÉÆ®UÀ¼ÀªÉÄÃ¯É  ºÀwÛ¥ÀàvÀÄÛ  qÉÆæÃ£ïUÀ¼ÀÄ  zÀÄA©UÀ¼ÀAvÉ  ºÁgÀÄvÁÛ 

gÀ̧ ÀUÉÆ§âgÀ  ¹AZÀ£À  ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛªÉ.  MAzÉÆAzÀÄ  qÉÆæÃ£À£ÀÄß  M¨ÉÆâ§â  UÁæ«ÄÃt  ªÀÄ»¼É 

¤AiÀÄAwæ̧ ÀÄwzÁÝ¼É.  EzÀÄ  PÀÈ¶  PÉëÃvÀæzÀ̄ ÁèzÀ  ¸Áämïð  ¨É¼ÀªÀtÂUÉ.  ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è  EzÀÄ  ¸Áämïð 

PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ°è  ªÀÄ»¼Á À̧éAiÀÄA  ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄzÀ  §ºÀÄzÉÆqÀØ  PÁæAwAiÀÄ  £ÁA¢.  qÉÆæÃ£ï  §¼À¹  PÀÈ¶ 

ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ s̈ÁjÃ zÉÆqÀØ  PÁæAw dUÀwÛ£É̄ ÉèqÉ  £ÀqÉ¢zÉ. gÉÊvÀjUÉ ±ÀæªÀÄ PÀrªÉÄ. PÀÆ°AiÀiÁ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À 

À̧ªÀÄ Ȩ́å  ¤ÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. F PÉ® À̧PÉÌ  ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ£ÉßÃ vÉÆqÀV¹zÀgÉ CªÀgÀ PÉÊAiÀÄ°è ºÀt NqÁqÀÄvÉÛ. 

ºÀ ºÀ ºÀ ( £ÀUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.. qÉÆæÃ£ï ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀÄ ¸ÀägÀtÂPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß CªÀjUÉ ¤ÃqÀ̄ ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.)
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zÀÈ±Àå 3: qÉÆæÃ£ï, qÉÆæÃ£ï, nuï næuï

(ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ  GvÁìºÀ¢AzÀ  qÉÆæÃ£ï  ZÀ̄ Á¬Ä À̧ÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß  ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀ  PÁåªÀÄgÁUÀ¼ÀÄ  ±ÀÆmï 

ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛªÉ. ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀÄ qÉÆæÃ£ï ZÀ¯Á¬Ä¸ÀÄvÁÛ ªÀiÁzsÀåªÀÄzÀªÀgÉÆA¢UÉ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ)

j¥ÉÆÃlðgï: ¥ÀæzsÁ£À ªÀÄAwæUÀ¼ÀÄ «vÀj¹zÀ F qÉÆæÃ£ï £À ¸ÁªÀÄxÀåðzÀ §UÉÎ ºÉÃ½

ªÀÄ»¼É 1:  £Á¤ÃUÀ Nr À̧ÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 10 ®PÀë ªÀiË®åzÀ 30 Q¯ÉÆÃ s̈ÁgÀzÀ MAzÀÄ qÉÆæÃ£ï 

AiÀÄAvÀæ.  EzÀPÉÌ  AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ CxÀªÁ r J ¦ ºÁPÀ®Ä MAzÀÄ qÀ©â EzÉ. eÉÆvÉUÉ CzÀ£ÀÄß 

¸ÁV¸À®Ä ¨Áålj ZÁ°vÀ ªÁºÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÆß £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¤ÃqÀ¯ÁVzÉ.

j¥ÉÆÃlðgï: ¢£ÀªÉÇAzÀPÉÌ EzÀÄ JµÀÄÖ PÉ® À̧ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ?

ªÀÄ»¼É 2: EzÀgÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ M§â ªÀÄ»¼É ¢£ÀPÉÌ À̧gÁ À̧j 35 JPÀgÉ ¥ÀæzÉÃ±ÀPÉÌ gÀ À̧UÉÆ§âgÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

CxÀªÁ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À£ÀÆß ¹A¥Àr À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ.  

j¥ÉÆÃlðgï: EzÀjAzÀ ¤ªÀÄUÁUÀÄªÀ DyðPÀ UÀ½PÉ JµÀÄÖ?

ªÀÄ»¼É  3:  EzÀjAzÀ  LzÀÄ  ªÁgÀUÀ¼À  CªÀ¢üAiÀÄ°è  150  JPÀgÉ  ºÉÆ®UÀ¼À  ªÉÄÃ¯É  2  ¨Áj 

¹A¥ÀqÀuÉ £ÀqÉ¹ 50000 UÀ½ À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ.

j¥ÉÆÃlðgï: £ÉÆÃrzÀǣ Áè «ÃPÀëPÀgÉÃ, £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀæzsÁ£À ªÀÄAwæUÀ¼ÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀPÉÌ C¦ð¹zÀ F £ÀªÉÆÃ 

qÉÆæÃ£ï UÀ½AzÁV ºÀgÁåtzÀ°è  qÉÆæÃ£ï PÁæAwAiÉÄÃ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ.  C°è 5000 ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄjUÉ 

vÀgÀ É̈Ãw PÉÆlÄÖ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ®PÁë¢ü¥ÀwAiÀÄgÀ£ÁßV ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä AiÉÆÃd£É £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ.

(C°èAiÀÄªÀgÉUÉ  ªÀÄtÂÚ£À  ªÉÄÃ¯É  PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ  «ÃQë À̧ÄwzÀÝ  d¥Á£ï  CdÓ  ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ  JzÀÄÝ 

§gÀÄvÁÛ£É. zÀÈ±ÀåzÀ°èzÀÝ G½zÀ qÉÆæÃ£ï £ÁjAiÀÄgÀÄ gÀAUÀzÀ°è PÀæªÉÄÃt vÀl À̧ÜgÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.)

CdÓ: ©ræ EªÉ¯Áè UÁæªÀÄ ¸ÀÄzsÁgÀuÉ £É¥ÀzÀ°è ºÀt JvÉÆÛÃzÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ CAvÀ qÉÆæÃ£ï vÀAiÀiÁj À̧ÄªÀ 

PÀA¥É¤UÀ½UÉ ZÉ£ÁßV UÉÆvÀÄÛ. À̧gÀPÁgÀzÀ À̧©ìr ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ HgÀÆjUÉ qÉÆæÃ£ï ZÀlªÀ£ÀÄß ºÀ©â̧ ÁÛgÉ. 

EAzÀÄ  gÀ À̧UÉÆ§âgÀ,  £Á¼É  PÀÈ¶«µÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  ZÉ¯ÁÛ  UÁæ«ÄÃt  d£ÀgÀ  §zÀÄPÀÄ  E£ÀßµÀÄÖ 

zÀÄ¸ÀÛgÀªÁV À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ.  EzÀÄªÀgÉUÉ  ºÉÆ®PÉÌ  ¹Ã«ÄvÀªÁVzÀÝ  PÉ«ÄPÀ¯ïUÀ¼ÀÄ  E£ÀÄß  ªÉÄÃ É̄  J¯Éè̄ ÉÆèÃ 

ZÀzÀÄvÀðªÉ. EAvÀºÀ AiÉÆÃd£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁÖmïð ªÀiÁqÉÆÃPÉ ªÀÄÄAZÉ CzÀgÀ £ÉUÉnªï ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄUÀ¼À 

§UÉÎ  AiÉÆÃa¸À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.  UÁæ«ÄÃt  ªÀÄ»¼ÉAiÀÄgÀ  DyðPÀ  §®ªÀzsÀð£ÉUÉ  ¨ÉÃgÉ  zÁj£ÉÃ  PÁuÁÛ 

E®èªÉÃ? MAzÀÄ «µÀAiÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÉÛÃ£É PÉÃ½. PÁ§ð£ï qÉÊ DPÉìöÊqïUÉ ºÉÆÃ°¹zÀgÉ gÀ̧ ÀUÉÆ§âgÀzÀ 

ªÀÄÆ®PÀ  ©qÀÄUÀqÉAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀ  £ÉÊlæ̧ ï  DPÉìöÊqï  ªÁvÁªÀgÀtzÀ  Ȩ́SÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß  ºÉaŅ̃ ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  £ÉÊlæ̧ ï 
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DPÉìöÊqï£À ±ÁRªÀzsÀð£À ¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð EAUÁ®zÀ qÉÊDPÉìöÊqï VAvÀ  300 ¥ÀlÄÖ eÁ¹Û EzÉ. PÀÈvÀPÀ 

UÉÆ§âgÀUÀ¼À §¼ÀPÉ ºÉZÀÄÑvÀÛ̄ ÉÃ ºÉÆÃzÀµÀÄÖ  s̈ÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ vÁ¥ÀªÀiÁ£À ºÉZÀÄÑvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÁUÁV 

EzÀÄ £ÁjAiÀÄgÀ À̧§°ÃPÀgÀtªÀÇ C®è, PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ UÀÄtªÀÄlÖ À̧ÄzsÁj À̧ÄªÀ PÉ® À̧UÀ¼ÀÆ C®è. £Á£ÀÄ 

ªÉÆzÀ É̄Ã ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ EªÉ̄ Áè ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À CºÀAPÁgÀzÀ ªÀÄÄRUÀ¼ÀÄ CµÉÖÃ.

(ªÀÄvÉÛ UÉÆtUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃV PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É)
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zÀÈ±Àå 4: vÀgÀºÉÃªÁj ... PÀÄ¯ÁAvÀj

(¨ÉÃgÉ ¨ÉÃgÉ DºÁgÀ É̈¼ÉUÀ¼ÁzÀ ¸Á¹ªÉ, ºÀwÛ, §zÀ£É, ¸ÉÆÃAiÀiÁ, ¨sÀvÀÛ EªÀÅ¼À zÀµÀÖ ¥ÀÄµÀÖªÁzÀ 

À̧ªÀÄÈzÀÞªÁzÀ  ªÀiÁzÀjUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  PÉÆgÀ½UÉ  ¹QÌ¹PÉÆAqÀÄ  ©n  DºÁgÀzÀ  ¥ÉgÉÃqï  £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ. 

«Ä°lj ¨ÁåAqï Ȩ́mï£À »£Éß¯ÉAiÀÄ°è)

¸Á¹ªÉ:  £Á£ÀÄ  ¸Á¹ªÉ  JAzÀÄ  ¤ªÉÄä®èjUÉ  UÉÆvÀÄÛ,   DzÀgÉ  £Á£ÀÄ  ¸ÁzsÁgÀt ¸Á¹ªÉAiÀÄ®è. 

PÀÄ¯ÁvÀjÃPÀgÀtUÉÆAqÀ  ©  n  ¸Á¹ªÉ.  ¥Àæ¹zÀÞ  ¨ÁAiÀÄgï  PÀA¥É¤  PÀÈ¶  À̧A±ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á 

ªÀÄAqÀ½AiÉÆA¢UÉ Ȩ́ÃjPÉÆAqÀÄ ¸ÀÈ¶×AiÀiÁzÀ ºÉÊ©æqï ºÉÊ©æqï vÀ½£Á£ÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ d£ÀªÀiÁ£À̧ ÀzÀ°è 

CAzÀgÉ d£ÀgÀ ºÉÆ®UÀzÉÝUÀ¼À°è M¼À̧ ÉÃgÀ®Ä PÁAiÀÄÄwzÉÝÃ£É. ¸ÀgÀPÁgÀzÀ M¦àUÉ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä ¤AvÀ 

À̧gÀw ¸Á®°è £Á£ÉÃ ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. £À£Àß ªÉÊ²µÀÖöåªÉÃ£ÀÄ §°ègÁ? s̈ÁjÃ E¼ÀÄªÀj ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ 

¤ªÀÄä  PÀ£À̧ ÀÄ  £Á£ÀÄ. CµÀÄÖ  ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è  £Á¤gÀÄªÀ ºÉÆ®zÀ°è  JµÉÖÃ ¥ÀæªÀiÁtzÀ CxÀªÁ JµÉÖÃ 

¸ÁgÀvÉAiÀÄ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¹A¥Àr¹zÀgÀÆ £À£ÀUÉÃ£ÀÄ DUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. £À£Àß ¸ÀÄvÀÛªÀÄÄvÀÛ°£À PÀ¼ÉUÀ¼É̄ Áè 

À̧ÄlÄÖ ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ ¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀÅ¢®è. UÉÆvÁÛ?

§zÀ£É: §zÀ£É ©n §zÀ£É £Á£ÀÄ. KAiÀiï §ZÁÑ ¸Á¹ªÉ, ¤£ÀVAvÀ®Æ »AzÉ £À£Àß£ÀÄß gÉÊvÀgÀ 

ºÉÆ®UÀ½UÉ £ÀÄVÎ¸À®Ä ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀß £ÀqÉ¢vÀÄÛ UÉÆvÁÛ ? ¤ªÀÄÆäj£À vÀgÀºÉÃªÁj §zÀ£ÉUÀ½VAvÀ £Á£ÀÄ 

©ü£Àß.  gÉÊvÀgÀ  ºÉÆ®PÉÌ  £ÀÄUÀÎ®Ä  £Á£ÀÆ  §ºÀ¼À  À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄ¢AzÀ  PÁAiÀÄÄwzÉÝÃ£É.  ªÀiÁ£ÁìAmÉÆÃ 

PÀA¥É¤AiÀÄ  PÀÆ¸ÀÄ  £Á£ÀÄ.  £Á£ÀÄ  ºÉÆ®QÌ½zÀgÉ  gÉÊvÀjUÉ  «±ÉÃµÀ  ¯Á s̈À  ¹UÀÄvÉÛ.  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  £À£Àß 

À̧È¶×¹zÀ AiÀÄdªÀiÁ£ÀjUÀÆ. DzÀgÉ F ¥Àj À̧gÀ À̧aªÀjUÉ AiÀiÁPÉÆÃ £À£Àß ªÉÄÃ É̄ qËlÄ.

ºÀwÛ - ºÀ ºÀ ºÀ £Á ºÀwÛ. dUÀvÀÛ wgÀÄV §AzÉ À̧ÄwÛ À̧wÛ. ¸ÀzÀåPÉÌ £Á¤ÃUÀ ErÃ zÉÃ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

DPÀæ«Ä¹zÉÝÃ£É.  £À£ÉßzÀÄgÀÄ À̧Ü½ÃAiÀÄ ºÀwÛUÀ¼É¯Áè £ÁªÀiÁªÀ±ÉÃµÀªÁVªÉ. §ºÀ¼À »AzÉAiÉÄÃ £Á£ÀÄ 

Ff¥ïÖ,  lQð,  ¥ÉgÀÄ  gÁµÀÖçUÀ¼À°è  £À£Àß  ¸ÁªÀiÁædåªÀ£ÀÄß  Hj E¢ÃUÀ  F s̈ÁgÀvÀPÉÌ  §AzÀÄ 

£É É̄¤AwzÉÝÃ£É.

J®ègÀÆ ( ¸Á¹ªÉ, §zÀ£É, ºÀwÛ) – AiÀiÁgÀÄ JµÀÄÖ vÀqÉ MrØzÀgÀÆ £ÁªÀÅ ºÉÆÃgÁqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. £ÁªÀÅ 

ªÀÄÄA¢£À s̈À«µÀåzÀ ¨É¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ
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CdÓ: ( CªÀgÀ £ÀqÀÄ«AzÀ̄ ÉÃ JzÀÄÝ §AzÀÄ) ¤ÃªÉ̄ Áè ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¨sÀ«µÀåzÀ É̈¼ÉUÀ¼À®è. «µÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. 

¤ÃªÀÅ ºȨ́ Àj¹zÀ Ff¥ïÖ, ¥ÉgÀÄ, lQð gÁµÀÖçUÀ¼ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß FUÁUÀ̄ ÉÃ C°èAzÀ Nr¹ªÉ. ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 

À̧ºÀd  ºÀwÛ¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ  EªÀÄär  ¥sÀ̧ À®Ä  vÉUÉAiÀÄÄwÛªÉ.  £ÀªÀÄä  d¥Á¤£À°è  ¤ªÀÄUÉ  ¥ÀæªÉÃ² À̧®Ä 

CªÀPÁ±ÀªÉÃ E®èzÀAvÁVzÉ. ¦ü°¥sÉÊ£ïì £ÁåAiÀiÁ®AiÀÄ FZÉUÀµÉÖÃ ©n §zÀ£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ©n ºÀwÛUÉ 

¤µÉÃzsÀ  ºÁQzÉ.  ©n  ºÀwÛUÀAvÀÆ  J¯Éè®Æè  Ȩ́ÆÃ¯ÉÃ.  gÉÊvÀgÀ  ºÉÆ®UÀ¼À°è  QÃl¨ÁzsÉ 

»AzÉA¢VAvÀ®Æ  ºÉZÁÑUÀÄwÛzÉ.  gÉÊvÀgÀÄ  ¸ÉÆÃ®ÄwzÁÝgÉ.  DvÀäºÀvÉå  ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîwzÁÝgÉ.  DzÀgÉ 

ªÁtÂdå PÀA¥É¤UÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÃUÁzÀgÀÆ ªÀiÁr F PÀÄ¯ÁAvÀjÃ DºÁgÀ É̈¼ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß £ÀÄVÎ¹AiÉÄÃ ¹zÀÞ 

JAzÀÄ ¥ÀæAiÀÄwß¸ÀÄvÀÛ̄ ÉÃ EzÁÝgÉ. PÀÄ¯ÁAvÀjÃ ¸Á¹ªÉAiÀÄ ºȨ́ ÀgÀ°è F DºÁgÀ É̈¼ÉUÀ½UÉ C£ÀÄªÀÄw 

¹QÌzÀgÉ, ©n §zÀ£É, ©n vÉÆAqÉ, mÉÆªÀiÁåmÉÆÃ, §mÁmÉ, J®èzÀPÀÆÌ gÀºÀzÁj ¹PÀÌAvÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

£ÀªÀÄä  zÉÃ±ÀzÀ  vÀ½ªÉÊ«zsÀå  PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  «µÀ¤gÉÆÃzsÀPÀ  PÀ¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ  ºÉZÀÄÑvÀÛªÉ.  ©Ãd¸ÁévÀAvÀæöå 

gÉÊvÀgÀ PÉÊ vÀ¥ÀÄàvÀÛzÉ. ¥ÀæeÁ¥Àæ̈ sÀÄvÀézÀ F ªÀÄUÀÄÎ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß d£ÀjUÉ ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ £É£À¦ À̧ÄwÛgÀ É̈ÃPÁVzÉ. 

£ÀªÀÄä gÁµÀÖç zsÀédzÀ ªÉÄÃ®Æ «zÉÃ² ¥ÉÃmÉAmï ¥ÀqÉzÀ ©n ºÀwÛAiÀÄ £ÀÆ®ÄUÀ¼ÉÃ £Àwð À̧ÄwÛªÉ. 

gÉÊvÀgÀ  »vÁ À̧QÛ  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  gÁ¶ÖçÃAiÀÄ  »vÁ À̧QÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß  §°ºÁQ PÀA¥É¤UÀ¼À  PÉÊ  »rAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄwÛzÉ. 

£ÀrÃj ¤ÃªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄUÉ À̧®èzÀªÀgÀÄ.
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zÀÈ±Àå 5: ¸ÁgÀd£ÀPÀ PÀxÁ¸ÁgÀ

(£Áå£ÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁzÀ É̈ÆÃl¯ïUÀ¼À£ÀÄß »rzÀ ¨ÁAiÀÄgï PÀA¥É¤AiÀÄ KeÉAmï M§â gÉÊvÀgÀ 

UÀÄA¦£ÉÆA¢UÉ CqÀémÉÊð¸ï ªÀiÁqÀÄwzÁÝ£É)

KeÉAmï : ºÀvÀÄÛ mÁææPÀÖgï ºÀnÖUÉÆ§âgÀzÀ §zÀ®Ä MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆmÉ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ºÁQj. EzÀÄ 

ºÀ¹gÀÄ PÁæAwAiÀÄ WÉÆÃµÀªÁPÀå. ºËzÀÄ PÁæAwAiÀiÁAiÀÄvÀÄ. DzÀgÉ FUÀ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ PÁæAwAiÀÄ 

PÁ® §A¢zÉ. MAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆmÉ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ §zÀ®Ä MAzÀÄ ZÉÆA©£ÀµÀÄÖ “£Áå£ÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ 

ºÁQ ¸ÁPÀÄ.” JA§°èAiÀÄ ªÀgÉUÉ §AzÀÄ ¤AwzÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸Áämïð PÀÈ¶. 

EzÀÄ PÀ¼ÉzÉgÀqÀÄ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À »AzÉ ¥ÀjZÀAiÀÄªÁzÀ vÀAvÀæeÁÐ£À. 45 Q¯ÉÆÃUÁæA vÀÆPÀzÀ MA¢rÃ 

ªÀÄÆmÉ s̈Àwð AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆ®PÉÌ ZÉ®ÄèªÀ §zÀ®Ä PÉÃªÀ® CzsÀð °Ãlgï 

¨Ál°AiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ F zÀæªÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¹A¥Àr¹zÀgÉ ¸ÁPÀÄ. ªÉÄÃ28 2023 gÀAzÀÄ UÀÄdgÁw£À PÀ£ÉÆÃ¯ï 

JA§°è F £Áå£ÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ¥sÁåPÀÖjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß GzÁÏn À̧¯Á¬ÄvÀÄ. gÁd¸ÁÜ£ÀzÀ ªÀÄtÂÚ£À ªÀÄUÀ 

qÁ. gÀªÉÄÃ±ï gÀ°AiÀiÁ EzÀ£ÀÄß vÀAiÀiÁj¹ s̈ÁgÀvÀzÀ E¥sÉÆÌÃ À̧A Ȩ́ÜUÉ EzÀgÀ ¥ÉÃmÉAmï 

¤ÃrzÁÝgÉ. 

gÉÊvÀ 1. EzÀ£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ ºÉÃUÉ §¼À Ȩ́ÆÃzÀÄ?

KeÉAmï : EzÀ£ÀÄß ¤ÃjUÉ É̈gÉ¹ s̈ÀvÀÛ, eÉÆÃ¼À, D®ÆUÉqÉØ, mÉÆÃªÉÄmÉÆÃ ¥ÉÊj£À ªÉÄÃ¯É 

¹A¥ÀqÀuÉ ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ D¬ÄvÀÄ.

gÉÊvÀ 2. EzÀjAzÀ É̈¼ÉAiÀÄ E¼ÀÄªÀj eÁ¹Û AiÀiÁUÀÄvÁÛ?

KeÉAqï : E¼ÀÄªÀj PÀrªÉÄAiÀÄAvÀÆ DUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. ºÁ¤AiÀÄAvÀÆ E®è.

gÉÊvÀ3: ºÁUÁzÀgÉ EzÀjAzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ K£ÀÄ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃd£À?

KeÉAmï : £ÉÆÃr C£ÀÄPÀÆ® EzÉ. ¥ÉÃmÉ¬ÄAzÀ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ªÀÄÆmÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁV¹ 

vÀgÀ É̈ÃPÁV®è. D ªÀÄÆmÉUÀ½UÉ xÀAr ºÀvÀÛzÀAvÉ, vÉÃªÀ vÀlÖzÀAvÉ À̧ÄgÀPÀëvÀªÁV EqÀ É̈ÃPÁV®è. 

s̈ÁgÀzÀ ªÀÄÆmÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ºÉÆ®PÉÌ ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ §zÀ®Ä F aPÀÌ °Ãlgï ¨Ál° »rzÀÄ 

ºÉÆgÀlgÉ ¸ÁPÀÄ.

gÉÊvÀ4: C¯Áè EzÀgÀ »A¢gÀÄªÀ ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀzÀ §UÉÎ ¸Àé®à ºÉÃ½

KeÉAmï : £Áå£ÉÆÃ JAzÀgÉ ±ÀvÀPÉÆÃnAiÀÄ°è MAzÀÄ ¨sÁUÀ. »ÃUÉ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÃt, £ÀªÀÄä 

ºÉ̈ ÉâgÀ½£À°ègÀÄªÀ gÀPÀÛ£Á¼À MAzÀÄ «Ä° «ÄÃlgï zÀ¥Àà EzÉ CAzÀÄPÉÆAqÀgÉ CzÀgÀ°è 

MAzÀÄ¸Á«gÀ gÀPÀÛ£Á¼ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ KPÀPÁ®PÉÌ ZÀ°¸À§®èªÀÅ. CAvÀºÀ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ gÀPÀÛPÀtzÀ°è OµÀzsÀ 



14

zÀæªÀåzÀ K¼ÀÄ ¸Á«gÀ £Áå£ÉÆÃ PÀtUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀÆj À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ. AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ PÀt CµÀÄÖ aPÀÌ 

UÁvÀæzÀ°èzÀÝgÉ CzÀÄ À̧ À̧åzÀ fÃªÀPÉÆÃ±ÀzÀ eÉÆvÉ À̧°Ã¸ÁV ºÉÆPÀÄÌ ºÉÆÃgÀqÀÄvÁÛ À̧ À̧åzÀ 

É̈¼ÀªÀtÂUÉUÉ ZÀÄgÀÄPÀÄ ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 

gÉÊvÀ 5: C¯Áè ¸Ágï £ÀªÀÄUÉ gÉÊvÀjUÉ CxÀðªÁUÀÄªÀ ºÁUÉ ¸Àé®à ©r¹ ºÉÃ½ ¸Ágï.

KeÉAmï : FUÀ £ÉÆÃr ºÀvÁÛgÀÄ ¸Á«gÀ d£À MmÁÖV §AzÀÄ MAzÀÄ PÀtÂªÉAiÀÄ°è ºÉÆÃUÀÄwzÀÝgÉ 

CzÀ£ÀÄß MUÀÎlÄÖ J£ÀÄßªÀAw®è. PÉÊ PÁ®Ä Dr À̧®Æ eÁUÀ«®è¢zÀÝgÉ CzÀÄ JAvÀºÁ MUÀÎlÄÖ? 

CzÀgÀ §zÀ®Ä ¥ÀgÀ̧ ÀàgÀ zÀÆgÀ ¤AwzÀÝgÉ ZÀ®£É À̧°Ã¸ÁV DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. M¨ÉÆâ§âgÀ vÁPÀvÀÆÛ eÁ¹Û 

EzÀÝAvÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ºÀgÀ½£À°è ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ PÀtUÀ¼ÀÄ MmÉÆÖmÁÖVgÀÄvÀÛªÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

À̧r®UÉÆ½¹zÀgÉ J¯Áè PÀtUÀ¼ÀÄ ZÀÄgÀÄPÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

gÉÊvÀ 1; EzÀÄ ¤dPÀÆÌ ¸ÁzsÁå£À?  CxÀªÁ PÀtÌmÉÖÃ.? 

KeÉAmï: £ÀªÀÄä ¥ÀæzsÁ¤AiÀÄªÀgÉÃ RÄzÀÄÝ D¸ÀQÛ ªÀ»¹zÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É PÉÃ¼À É̈ÃPÉ? s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ PÀÈ¶ 

À̧A±ÉÆÃzsÀ£Á ªÀÄAqÀ½AiÀÄ «eÁÕ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ vÀéjvÀªÁV £Áå£ÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ vÀÄA©zÀ ²Ã±ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

»rzÀÄ zÉÃ±ÀzÀ vÀÄA É̈̄ Áè NqÁr 90 §UÉAiÀÄ ¨É¼ÉUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É JgÀqÀÄ IÄvÀÄUÀ¼À°è ¹AZÀ£À 

ªÀiÁr GWÉÃ JAzÀgÀÄ. ªÀÄÆmÉ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ §zÀ®Ä ªÀiÁåfPï zÀæªÀ À̧ÄjzÁUÀ J®Æè E¼ÀÄªÀj 

PÀ«ÄäAiÀiÁV®è. §zÀ°UÉ ±ÉÃPÀqÁ 8 gÀµÀÄÖ ºÉZÉÑÃ DVzÉ.

ºÁUÁV F £Áå£ÉÆÃ vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ Cw À̧ÆPÀëöä dUÀwÛ£À CwzÉÆqÀØ C£ÉéÃµÀuÉ EzÀgÀzÀÄÝ. 

(J®èjUÀÆ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ ¨Ál° £Áå£ÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁªÀ£ÀÄß GavÀªÁV «vÀgÀuÉ)

CdÓ: EzÀÄ MAvÀgÁ ºÉÆ À̧ ²Ã±ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÀ¼ÉÃ ªÉÊ£ÀÄ EzÁÝAUÉ... ªÀÄtÂÚUÉ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ À̧ÄjAiÀÄÄªÀ 

§zÀ®Ä £ÉÃgÀªÁV À̧ À̧åzÀ J¯ÉUÀ½UÉ ¸ÀÄjzÀgÉ eÁ¹Û C£ÀÄPÀÆ® EzÉ CAvÀ LªÀvÀÄÛ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À 

»AzÉAiÉÄÃ UÉÆvÁÛVzÉ. F ºÉeÉÓ PÀÈ¶PÀjUÉ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è zÉÃ±ÀPÉÌÃ DvÀäWÁvÀÄPÀªÁVzÉ. §ºÀ¼À »AzÉ 

£ÀªÀÄä PÁ®zÀ°è AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ §¼ÀPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß gÉÊvÀgÀÄ ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀPÉÌ M¦àPÉÆArgÀ°®è. CzÀ£ÀÄß d£À¦æAiÀÄ 

ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä PÀÈ¶ E¯ÁSÉ £Á£Á jÃwAiÀÄ ªÀÇåºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß gÀa À̧ÄwvÀÄÛ. gÉÊvÀgÀ ºÉÆ®PÉÌ gÁwæªÉÃ¼ÉAiÀÄ°è 

gÀ̧ ÀUÉÆ§âgÀ ¥ÀæZÁgÀPÀgÀÄ ºÉÆÃV AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ZÉ°è §gÀÄwzÀÝgÀÄ. ¥sÀ À̧®Ä eÁ¹Û §AzÁUÀ vÀªÀÄä 

PÀvÀÛ® ¸ÁºÀ̧ ÀªÀ£ÀÄß gÉÊvÀjUÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwzÀÝgÀÄ.  PÀæªÉÄÃt gÉÊvÀjUÀÆ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ ªÀÄºÁvÉä 

UÉÆvÁÛ¬ÄvÀÄ. FUÀ CzÉÆAzÀÄ ZÀlªÉÃ DVzÉ. CµÀÖPÀÆÌ F AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÉÃ MAzÀÄ 

CzÀÄãvÀ. UÁ½AiÀÄ°è 78% ¸ÁgÀd£ÀPÀ«zÀÝgÀÆ ¸À̧ ÀåUÀ½UÉ CzÀÄ ¹UÀÄwÛgÀ°®è. dªÀÄð£ï «eÁÕ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ 
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UÁ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄß »Ar ¸ÁgÀd£ÀPÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÁ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è »Ar gÉÊvÀjUÉ PÉÆlÖzÉÝÃ MAzÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ 

PÁæAw. FUÀ CzÀgÀ Cw §¼ÀPÉ¬ÄAzÀ dUÀwÛ£ÁzÀåAvÀ CAvÀdð®zÀ®Æè CwzÉÆqÀØ ªÀÄlÖzÀ°è 

£ÉÊmÉæÃmï ªÀiÁ°£ÀåªÁVzÉ. ¤¸ÀUÀðPÉÌ PÁ¬Ä¯É §A¢zÉ. PÉgÉPÀÄAmÉ £À¢UÀ¼É¯Áè d®PÀ¼É¬ÄAzÀ vÀÄA© 

fÃªÀ̄ ÉÆPÀzÀ G¹gÀÄ PÀnÖzÉ. ºÁUÁV FUÀ £ÀªÀÄä F ªÀÄtÂÚUÉ ¨ÉÃPÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £Áå£ÉÆÃ 

AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ C®è. jhÄÃgÉÆÃ AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ.
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zÀÈ±Àå 6: «µÀªÀvÀÄð®

(Q®ègï, ¥ÁåAxÀgï, rrn, ¥sÉÊlgï, PÁVð¯ï ºÀ À̧gÀ¤ßPÉÆAqÀ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À ¨Ál¯ïUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

ElÄÖPÉÆAqÀ £ÀlgÀÄ vÁ¸ÉAiÀÄ PÀÄtÂvÀPÉÌ À̧jAiÀiÁV ºÀÄ°ªÉÃµÀzÀ ºÉeÉÓ ºÁPÀÄwzÁÝgÉ.)

r.r.n. _ gÁvÉÆæÃ gÁwæ gÉÊvÀgÀ «ÄvÀæ£ÁV gÉÊvÀgÀ À̧ªÀð À̧ªÀÄ Ȩ́åUÀ½UÀÆ gÁªÀÄ¨ÁtªÁzÀ £Á£ÀÄ 

AiÀiÁgÉAzÀÄ  §°ègÉÃ£ÀÄ?  rrn  JAzÉÃ  ¥ÀæSÁåvÀ£ÁzÀ  £Á£ÀÄ,  £À£Àß£ÀÄß  PÀAqÀÄ»rzÀ  ¹élÓgï 

¯ÁåAqï£À  ¥Á¯ï  ªÀÄÄ®ègï  gÀªÀjUÉ  £ÉÆ É̈¯ï  §ºÀÄªÀiÁ£À  PÉÆr¹AiÉÄÃ  ¦üÃ¯ïØ  UÉ  E½zÀzÀÄÝ. 

JgÀqÀ£ÉÃ  ªÀÄºÁAiÀÄÄzÀÞzÀ  £ÀAvÀgÀzÀ°è  AiÀÄÄzÀÞ  SÉÊ¢UÀ¼À£ÀÆß,  Ȩ́Ê¤PÀgÀ£ÀÆß  PÀÆgÉ,  ºÉÃ£ÀÄUÀ½AzÀ 

ªÀÄÄPÀÛªÁV À̧®Ä  £À£Àß£ÉßÃ  GfÓ  ¸Áß£À  ªÀiÁr À̧¯Á¬ÄvÀÄ.  ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À  ªÀÄ£É  ªÀÄ£ÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ 

ªÀÄ¯ÉÃjAiÀiÁ «ªÀÄÄQÛ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä À̧gÀPÁj Rað£À°è ¹A¥Àr À̧¯Á¬ÄvÀÄ.

 

JAqÉÆÃ À̧¯Áá£ï:  PÁ À̧gÀUÉÆÃqÀÄ - ¥ÀlæªÉÄUÀ¼À°è  EA¢UÀÆ ZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ  ¥ÀÄlUÀ¼À°è  §gÉ¢qÀ®àlÖ 

ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄ  AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ §°ègÉÃ£ÀÄ? JAqÉÆÃ ¸À̄ Áá£ï ºȨ́ Àj£À  £Á£ÀÄ  dUÀvÀÛ£ÉßÃ  £À£ÀßvÀÛ  wgÀÄV 

£ÉÆÃqÉÆÃ ºÁUÉ ªÀiÁrzÀ ¢üÃgÀ. £À£Àß C¢üPÀÈvÀ JAnæAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃªÀÅ vÀqÉ¢gÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ DzÀgÉ £ÁªÀÅ 

gÀÆ¥ÁAvÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ. ¥ÀPÁëAvÀjUÀ¼ÀÄ À̧¢Ý®èzÉ M¼À£ÀÄ¸ÀÄ¼ÉÆÃ PÀ¯É gÀPÀÛUÀvÀªÁV §A¢zÉ £ÀªÀÄUÉ.

Q®ègï:  AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ  É̈¼É  EgÀ°  JµÉÖÃ  ¥ÀæªÀiÁtzÀ®Æè  EgÀ°  £À£Àß£ÀÄß  MªÉÄä  CzÀgÀ  ªÉÄÃ¯É 

¹A¥Àr¹ J¯Áè Q«Ä QÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀëtzÀ É̄èÃ ªÀÄAUÀªÀiÁAiÀÄªÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ £ÉÆÃr.

¥ÁåAxÀgï: ¤ÃªÀÅ ªÀiÁPÉðmï £À°è PÁtÄªÀ ®PÀ®PÀ ºÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ PÉÆÃ À̧Ä Ȩ́Æ¥ÀÄà vÀgÀPÁjUÀ½UÉ 

£Á£ÉÃ PÁgÀt

gËAqÀ¥ï: £Á£ÉÆAzÀÄ PÀ¼É£Á±ÀPÀ. CªÉÄÃjPÁ MAzÀgÀ̄ ÉèÃ £À¤ßAzÁV PÁå£ÀìjUÉ M¼ÀUÁVzÉÝÃªÉAzÀÄ 

40 ¸Á«gÀPÀÆÌ ºÉZÀÄÑ d£À £ÀªÀÄä PÀA¥É¤AiÀÄ «gÀÄzÀÞ zÀÆgÀÄ zÁR°¹zÀÝ£ÀÄß AiÀiÁjUÀÆ ºÉÃ¼ÀzÉ 

£Á£ÀÄ FUÀ s̈ÁgÀvÀPÉÌ §A¢zÉÝÃ£É.

( ªÀÄvÉÛ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄvÉÆqÀUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.)
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CdÓ: PÀÄtÂ¬Äj PÀÄtÂ¬Äj PÀÄtÂvÁ Ej. ¤ªÀÄä F ¥Àæ¼ÀAiÀÄ ZÀPÀæzÀ°è £Á«ÃUÀ ¸ÀÄvÀÄÛvÁÛ EzÉÝÃªÉ. 

¤ªÀÄä  ¥Àæ s̈ÁªÀ  «eÁÕ¤UÀ½UÉ  CjªÁzÀzÀÄÝ  wÃgÁ  EwÛÃZÉUÉ.  ºÀÄ®Äè,  ºÁ®Ä,  «ÄÃ£ÀÄ  zsÁ£Àå 

J®èzÀÀgÀ®Æè  É̈gÉvÀÄ  £Á±ÀªÁUÀzÉ,  DºÁgÀ  ZÀPÀæzÀzÀ°è  ¨ÉgÉvÀÄ  PÉÆ£ÉUÉ  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À 

CAUÉÆÃ¥ÁAUÀUÀ¼À°è ±ÉÃRgÀªÁUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄw¢ÝÃj. MªÉÄä M¼ÀºÉÆPÀÌ EzÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀºÁPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 

AiÀiÁªÀ CAUÀPÀÆÌ ¸ÁzsÀå«®è. EzÀÄ ErAiÀÄ «eÁÕ¤UÀ¼À£ÉßÃ £ÀqÀÄV¹ ©©nÖzÉ. CµÀÄÖ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è 

ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå  ¸ÀÈ¶×¹zÀ  F  «µÀªÀ£ÀÄß  GAqÀÄ  gÀÆ¥ÁAvÀgÀ  ºÉÆA¢  «µÀªÀÄAiÀÄ  ¥Àj¹ÜwUÉ  MVÎ 

É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ  Qæ«Ä  QÃl  À̧APÀÄ®  vÀAiÀiÁgÁ¬ÄvÀÄ.  DzÀgÀÆ  PÉÊUÁjPÉÆÃzÀå«ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ  «eÁÕ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ 

Ȩ́ÆÃ É̄Æ¥Àà®Ä vÀAiÀiÁjgÀ°®è. ºÉÆ¸À ºÉÆ À̧ «µÀUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀAiÀiÁgÁzÀªÀÅ. §tÚ §tÚzÀ ¥ÁåPÉlÄÖUÀ¼ÀÄ 

§AzÀªÀÅ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß Qæ«Ä QÃlUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É bÀÆ ©qÀ̄ Á¬ÄvÀÄ.  DzÀgÉ F Qæ«ÄQÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ MAzÀÄ 

ªÀµÀðzÀ°è  ºÉÆAzÀÄªÀ  gÀÆ¥ÁAvÀgÀªÀ£ÀÄß  ¸Á¢ü̧ À®Ä  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå¤UÉ  PÀ¤µÀ×ªÉAzÀgÉ  MAzÀÄ  ®PÀë 

ªÀµÀðªÁzÀgÀÆ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. CAzÀgÉ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå  ¸ÀÈ¶×¹zÀ «µÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀPÉÌ  MVÎ É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ Qæ«Ä 

QÃl À̧APÀÄ®UÀ¼ÀÄ vÀAiÀiÁgÁV §A¢ªÉ. ºÁUÁV F «µÀªÀvÀÄð®zÀ°è PÉÆ£ÉUÉ ¹QÌPÉÆAqÀªÀ£ÀÄ 

ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÉÃ. C£ÀÄ s̈À«¸À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ CµÉ×Ã.
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zÀÈ±Àå 7 – PÀÈ¶ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ

  (gÉÊvÀgÀÄ ¸Áämïð ¥sÉÆÃ£ï »rzÀÄ ºÉÆ®UÀ¼À°è wgÀÄUÀÄwzÁÝgÉ, ¥ÀjÃQȩ̈ ÀÄwzÁÝgÉ)

gÉÊvÀ  1:  FUÀAvÀÆ  EAl£Éðmï  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  ¸ÀAªÀºÀ£À  vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀPÉÌ  AiÀiÁAwæPÀ  §Ä¢ÞªÀÄvÉÛAiÀÄÆ 

Ȩ́ÃjzÀÝjAzÀ gÉÊvÀjUÉ eÁÕ£À É̄ÆÃPÀzÀ ªÀÄºÁzÁégÀªÉÃ vÉgÉzÀÄPÉÆArzÉ. ¸Áämïð ¥sÉÆÃ£ï »rzÀÄ 

ºÉÆ®QÌ½zÀÄ PÁåªÀÄgÁzÀ°è À̧ À̧åªÀ£ÀÆß PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÆß ºÉ À̧j À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ.  gÉÆÃUÀ vÀUÀ°zÀ J¯ÉAiÀÄ 

avÀæªÀ£ÀÄß  gÀªÁ¤¹zÀgÉ  ²°ÃAzsÀæªÉÇÃ,  wUÀuÉAiÉÆÃ,  ¥ÉÆÃµÀPÁA±À  PÉÆgÀvÉAiÉÆÃ  CxÀÀªÁ 

¤ÃgÁªÀjAiÉÆÃ  ¨ÁAiÀiÁjPÉAiÉÆÃ  J¯Áè  UÉÆvÁÛUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  À̧j¥Àr À̧ÄªÀ  ªÀiÁUÀðUÀ¼À  À̧®ºÉAiÀÄÆ 

¹UÀÄvÀÛzÉ. aPÀÌ  »qÀÄªÀ½zÁgÀjUÉAzÉÃ ¥ÁAnPïì ºÉ À̧j£À D¥ï §A¢zÉ. EzÀÄ 15 ¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ 

s̈ÁµÉUÀ¼À°è ºÀªÁªÀiÁ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiÁgÀÄPÀmÉÖ À̧A§A¢üvÀ «zÀåªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß w½ À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ.

gÉÊvÀ 2: “PÀÈ¶ ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ” EzÀÄ gÉÊvÀgÀ ¥ÀA¥ï Ȩ́mï UÀ½UÉ eÉÆÃr¹zÀ ºÉÆ À̧ ¸ÁÖlðgï. CzÀgÀ 

£ÀgÀªÀÄAqÀ®ªÀ£ÀÄß ªÉÆ É̈Ê¯ïUÉ eÉÆÃr À̧¯ÁVzÉ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ¯ÉèÃ PÀÆvÀÄ ¥ÀA¥ï ZÁ®Æ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ 

ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®è ¤ÃgÀÄ ªÉÄÃ®PÉÌ §gÀÄªÀ ¥ÀæªÀiÁtªÀÇ UÉÆvÁÛUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¨Á«AiÀÄ°è ¤ÃgÀÄ PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁzÀgÉ 

¥ÀA¥À£ÀÄß À̧ÜVvÀUÉÆÃ½¹ ¤UÀ¢vÀ À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀ vÁ£ÉÃ ZÁ®£É PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÀ¤ ¤ÃgÁªÀjAiÀÄ 

PÉÆ¼ÀªÉUÉ  EªÀgÀ  ¸Áälð  ªÁ¯ïé  vÀAiÀiÁgÁVzÉ.  £É®zÀrAiÀÄ  2  «ÄÃlgï  vÀ¼ÀzÀªÀgÉV£À 

vÉÃªÁA±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß C¼ÉzÀÄ ºÉÆ®zÀ AiÀiÁªÀ ¨sÁUÀPÉÌ JµÀÄÖ ¤ÃgÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ? AiÀiÁªÀ É̈¼É J°è À̧ÆPÀÛ 

JA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß ¤zsÀðj À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ. ¸Áämïð ¥sÉÆÃ£ï »rzÀ gÉÊvÀgÉÃ ¸Áämïð DUÀÄwzÁÝgÉ.

(EªÀgÀÄ ªÉÃ¢PÉAiÀÄ°è  EzÀÝAvÉAiÉÄÃ qÉÆæÃ£ï ¢Ã¢AiÀÄgÀÄ qÉÆæÃ£ï »rzÀÄ §gÀÄvÁÛgÉ,  qÉÆæÃ£ï 

ZÀ¯Á¬Ä À̧ÄvÁÛgÉ,  QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ,  gÀ̧ ÀUÉÆ§âgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ,  £Áå£ÉÆÃ  AiÀÄÆjAiÀiÁ  J®èªÀÇ 

¥ÀæªÉÃ±ÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ J®ègÀÆ PÀÄtÂAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ. «eÁÕ£À vÁAwæPÀvÉAiÀÄ ClÖºÁ À̧ ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ 

PÀvÀÛ̄ ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀvÀÛ®£ÀÄß s̈ÉÃ¢¹ “ ¤°è¹ ” JA§ zÉÆqÀØ ±À§ÝzÉÆA¢UÉ ²PÀëQ CdÓ£À ªÉÃµÀ PÀ¼Àa 

¥ÀæªÉÃ²¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ)
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zÀÈ±Àå 8. PÁå£Àìgï PÀÈ¶

²PÀëQ : (£ÀUÀÄvÁÛ)  d¥Á£ï zÉÃ±À  JgÀqÀ£ÉÃ ªÀÄºÁAiÀÄÄzÀÞzÀ  £ÀAvÀgÀ  EzÉÃ ªÉÊeÁÕ¤PÀ  PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ 

s̈ÀæªÉÄAiÀÄ  ºÁ¢ »r¬ÄvÀÄ.  CªÉÄÃjPÁzÀ  ¥Àæ s̈ÁªÀ¢AzÁV À̧ À̧åUÀ¼À£ÀÄß  PÀvÀÛj¹ CªÀÅUÀ¼À  UÀÄt 

C s̈Àå¹ À̧ÄvÁÛ  ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ À̧ À̧åzÀ  ªÀåQÛvÀézÀ §UÉÎ  CeÁÕ¤AiÀiÁUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. MAzÀÄ VqÀªÀ£ÀÄß 

ErAiÀiÁV £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆArvÀÄ. 

À̧̧ ÀådUÀwÛUÀÆ  QÃl  dUÀwÛUÀÆ  EgÀÄªÀ  ºÉÆAzÁtÂPÉ  ªÀÄvÀÄÛ  WÀµÀðuÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß  CjAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀ 

«eÁÕ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ QÃlzÀ §UÉÎ M¨ÉÆâ§â vÀdÕ£ÁUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ ¸À̧ ÀåzÀ MmÁÖgÉ UÀÄt, 

fÃªÀ,  CªÀgÀ  UÀæ»PÉAiÀÄ  ºÉÆgÀUÉÃ  G½¬ÄvÀÄ.  ºÉÊ©æqï  ©ÃdUÀ¼ÀÄ  ºÉaÑzÀªÀÅ.  QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À 

CªÀ±ÀåPÀvÉAiÀÄÆ ºÉaÑvÀÄ. gÁ¸ÁAiÀÄ¤PÀ UÉÆ§âgÀ C¤ªÁAiÀÄðªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 

d¥Á¤£À  s̈ÀÆ«Ä  «µÀ  GtÚvÉÆqÀVvÀÄ.  PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ£ÉÆß¼ÀUÉÆAqÀ  vÀ£Àß  §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß  d¥Á£ï 

PÉÊUÁjQÃPÀgÀt UÉÆ½¹vÀÄ. PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ°è ¨sÁUÀªÀ» À̧ÄwzÀÝ d¥Á¤£À d£À̧ ÀASÉå ±ÉÃ.75 jAzÀ ±ÉÃ.20 

PÉÌ E½¬ÄvÀÄ. PÀÈ¶ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ CAvÁgÁ¶ÖçÃAiÀÄ ±ÉÆÃµÀuÉAiÀÄ s̈ÁUÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. 

(CdÓ  ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄvÁÛ  ºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ  £ÀlgÉ®ègÀÆ  vÀªÀÄä  vÀªÀÄä  ¥ÁvÀæUÀ½AzÀ  ºÉÆgÀ§AzÀÄ 

«zÁåyðUÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ.)

«zÁåyð 1: ºÁUÁzÀgÉ PÀÈ¶AiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉzÀ F PÁæAwUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ÃªÀÅ M¥ÀÄàªÀÅ¢¯ÉèÃ£ÀÄ?

²PÀëQ  :  M¥Àà°PÉÌÃ¤zÉ.  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À  fÃªÀ  J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ  FUÀ  wÃgÁ  ªÁåªÀºÁjPÀªÁVzÉ.  D£À 

gÀ̧ ÉÛAiÀÄ É̄èÃ PÀÄ¹zÀÄ ¸ÁªÀ£Àß¥ÀÄàwzÁÝgÉ. 100 ªÀgÀÄµÀ DAiÀÄÄµÀå«zÀÝ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À ¸ÀgÁ À̧j ªÀAiÀÄ À̧Äì 

CzsÀðzÀµÀÄÖ  PÀrªÉÄAiÀiÁVzÉ.  gÉÆÃUÀUÀ½AzÀ  ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå  ddðjvÀ£ÁUÀÄwzÁÝ£É,  DºÁgÀ 

«µÀªÀÄAiÀÄªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ EzÀPÉÌ PÁgÀtªÀ®èzÉ E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ?

«zÁåyð 2: ºÁUÁzÀgÉ F gÀ̧ ÀUÉÆ§âgÀ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¨Á£ï ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀ®èªÉÃ?

²PÀëQ: D¼ÀÄªÀ À̧gÀPÁgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ d£ÀgÀ fÃªÀzÀ ¨É̄ É CjvÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ EZÁÒ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀæzÀ²ð À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ 

EA¢£À CwÃ vÀÄvÀÄð

«zÁåyð 3: ºÁUÁzÀgÉ F «eÁÕ£ÀzÀ C£ÉéÃµÀuÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ÃªÀÅ zÉéÃ¶ À̧ÄwÛÃgÉÃ£ÉÆÃ?

²PÀëQ: d£ÀgÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ £ÉÆÃªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ªÁj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ «eÁÕ£ÀzÀ CAwªÀÄ UÀÄj JAzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ 

M¦àPÉÆ¼Àî É̈ÃPÀÄ. F ªÀÄtÂÚ£À DgÉÆÃUÀåPÉÌ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄzÁV £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ EµÉÖÃ

G¼ÀÄªÉÄªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  CxÀªÁ £ÉÃV°¤AzÀ  G¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ  CUÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ,  £ÁnUÁV £É® PȨ́ ÀgÀÄ 

ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß ¤°ȩ̀ À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. 
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AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ gÁ¸ÁAiÀÄ¤PÀ UÉÆ§âgÀ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸À̈ ÁgÀzÀÄ

PÀ¼ÉUÀ¼À ¤ªÀÄÆ®£É ¸À®èzÀÄ

Qæ«Ä£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼À ¹A¥ÀqÀuÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ OµÀ¢ vÀåf À̧ É̈ÃPÀÄü 

ºÁVzÀÝgÉ  ªÀiÁvÀæ  PÀÈ¶PÉëÃvÀæªÀÇ  «eÁÕ£ÀzÀ  ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è  ¸ÁVzÀAvÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  E®è¢zÀÝgÉ  FUÀ 

£ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÁå£Àìgï PÀÈ¶AiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

( ¤zsÁ£ÀPÉÌ PÀvÀÛ¯ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ)

-ªÀÄÄPÁÛAiÀÄ-


