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zÁ£À
ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À ±ÉæÃAiÀÄ¸ÁìzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ°è GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀÄzÀÄ

zsÀªÀÄð. zsÀªÀÄðUÀ¼À°è ¥ÀæzsÁ£ÀªÁzÀÄzÀÄ zÁ£À.
zÁ£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ ¥À æw¥sÀ®£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß §AiÀÄ¸ÀzÉ
ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§âjUÉ £ÀªÀÄVgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß D£ÀAzÀªÁV
PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. zÁ£ÀªÀÅ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ §UÉ. ¸ÁwÛ÷éPÀ,
gÁd¸À, vÁªÀÄ¸À, ¸ÁwÛ÷éPÀ zÁ£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ
CºÀðvÉAiÀÄÄ¼ÀîªÀ¤UÉ vÀPÀÌ ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄzÀ°è, vÀPÀÌ
¥ÀæzÉÃ±ÀzÀ°è zÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. gÁd¸À
zÁ£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ £ ÀªÀÄU É EµÀ Ö«®è¢zÀÝg ÀÆ,
¥Àæw¥sÀ®ªÀ£ÀÄß §AiÀÄ¹ zÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ.
vÁªÀÄ¸À zÁ£ÀªÉAzÀgÉ CªÀiÁðzÉ¬ÄAzÀ
»ÃUÀ¼ ÉAi ÀÄÄv À Û PÁ®ªÀ£ÀÄß, ¥À æzÉÃ± ÀªÀ£ÀÄß
¥ÀjUÀt£ÉUÉ vÉUÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼À îzÉÃ C¥ÁvÀ æ¤UÉ
zÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. ¸ÁwÛ÷éPÀ zÁ£À
GvÀÛªÀÄªÁzÀÄzÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DZÀj¸ÀÄªÀAvÀºÀzÀÄ.
gÁd¸À, vÁªÀÄ¸ÀUÀ¼ÉgÀqÀÄ ¤¶zÀÞªÁzÀªÀÅ.
zÁ£ÀUÀ¼É®è «zÁå zÁ£ÀªÀÅ vÀÄA¨Á M¼ÉîAiÀÄ
zÁ£À. UÀÄgÀÄUÀ½AzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ CvÀåAvÀ GvÀÛªÀÄ
«zÉå zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ
CvÀåAvÀ ¥ÀÇd¤ÃAiÀÄgÀÄ. ¨sËwPÀ ¸ÀA¥ÀvÀÄÛ,
zÁ£ÀUÀ¼À eÉÆvÉ ® s̈ÀåªÁzÀgÀÆ CzÀÄ ±Á±ÀévÀªÀ®è.
CzÀÄ PÁ® PÀæªÉÄÃt PÀgÀV ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ
«zÉåAiÀÄÄ É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ
¨ÉÃgÉ K£ÀÆ PÉÆqÀ¢zÀÝgÀÆ £ÀªÀÄVgÀÄªÀ
eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß É̈ÃgÉAiÀÄªÀjUÀÆ w½¹PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀÄ. CzÀÄ ¥ÀÅtåzÀ PÉ®¸ÀªÀÇ DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
D¢±ÀAPÀgÁZÁAiÀÄðgÀAvÀºÀ eÁÕ¤UÀ¼ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä

eÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀPÉÌ¯Áè w½¹PÉÆlÄÖ ¥ÀæSÁåvÀ
ºÉÆA¢zÀgÀÄ. ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ ¥ÀÇªÀð PÁ®zÀ gÁdgÀÄ
«zÁéA¸ÀjUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ §qÀªÀjUÉ «±ÉÃµÀªÁV
zÁ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁr QÃwðªÀAvÀgÁzÀgÀÄ. CªÀgÀ
ªÀgÀ ¸ÀÛgÀPÀÌ£ÀÄUÀÄtªÁV vÀPÀÌ zÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁr
J®ègÀÆ ±ÉæÃµÀ×gÁUÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

s̈ÀªÀ¤Û £ÀgÀPÁB ¥Á¥Ávï ¥Á¥ÀA zÁjzÀæ÷å ̧ ÀA s̈ÀªÀªÀiï ||
zÁjzÀæ åªÀÄ¥ÀæzÁ£ÉÃvÀ vÀ̧ ÁäzÁÝ£À ¥ÀgÉÆÃ s̈ÀªÉÃvï ||

¥Á¥ÀzÀ PÁgÀt¢AzÀ £ÀgÀPÀªÀÅ ̧ ÀA s̈À« À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ.
¥Á¥ÀªÀÅ zÁjzÀæ÷å¢AzÀ ¥ÁægÀA s̈ÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
zÁjzÀæ÷åªÀÅ zÁ£ÀUÀÄtgÁ»vÀå PÁgÀt¢AzÀ
K¥ÀðqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ J®ègÀÆ zÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß
ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

vÀ¥ÀÅàUÀ¼À£ÉÃ ªÀiÁqÀzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀåjgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
C¸ÀA s̈ÀªÀ. DzÀgÉ vÀ¥ÀÅàUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ®Æ
JzÉUÀÄAzÀzÉ ªÀÄÄ£ÀÄßUÀÄÎªÀªÀgÉÃ ¤dªÁzÀ
¢üÃªÀÄAvÀgÀÄ. CAxÀªÀjAzÀ ªÀiÁvÀæ ºÉÆ¸À
CzsÁåAiÀÄ ¸ÀÈ¶ÖAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

PÁ£Áæqï »®Ö£ï
SÁåvÀ ºÉÆÃmÉ̄ ï GzÀå«Ä
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G¥ÀÅà §¼À¹ vÀ¥Àà®è
G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj¤AzÀ d¼ÀPÀ ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ PÀÆzÀ®Ä

GzÀÄgÀÄvÀÛzÉ! G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj¤AzÀ ̧ Áß£À ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ
ªÉÄÊ-PÉÊ CAlAmÁzÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
»ÃUÁV EzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀ®è. PÀfÓAiÀÄÄ¼ÀîªÀjUÉ
Gj ºÉZÁÑV PÀfÓ ºÉZÁÑUÀÄvÀÛzÉ....! »ÃUÉ ̧ ÀªÀÄÄzÀæ
¤ÃgÀÄ C°AiÀiÁ¸ÀÄ G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj£À §UÉÎ C£ÉÃPÀ
vÀ¥ÀÅà w¼ÀÄªÀ½PÉUÀ½ªÉ. ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ ¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è G¥ÀÅà
¤ÃgÀÄ ¸Áß£ÀPÉÌ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ JA§ÄzÀÄ ªÉÊzÀågÀ
C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄªÁVzÉ. DAiÀÄÄªÉðÃzÀ ªÉÊzÀågÀÄ
ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ D¯ÉÆÃ¥Àw, ºÉÆÃ«ÄAiÉÆÃ¥Àw,
ªÀÄÆ¼ÉgÉÆÃUÀ vÀdÕ ªÉÊzÀågÀÆ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ
«ªÁzÀUÀ½®èzÉ M¥ÀÅàvÁÛgÉ.

G¥ÀÅ à vÀ¥À à®èªÉAzÀÄ zÀAvÀ ªÉÊzÀ ågÀÆ
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß J®ègÀÆ PÉÃ½AiÉÄÃ EgÀÄvÁÛgÉ.
ºÀ®Äè-M¸ÀqÀÄUÀ¼À £ÉÆÃ«UÉ G¥ÀÅà vÀPÀëtzÀ
¥ÀjºÁgÀªÁVzÉ.

`¤ªÀÄä lÆvï¥ÉÃ¸ïÖ£À°è G¦àzÉAiÉÄÃ?’ JA§
PÉÆÃ¯ÉÎÃmï lÆvï¥ÉÃ¸ïÖ£À eÁ»ÃgÁvÀÄ G¦à£À
ªÀÄºÀvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß JwÛ vÉÆÃgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 90 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À
»AzÉ F zÉÃ±ÀPÉÌ PÉÆÃ¯ÉÎÃmï PÁ°j¹zÁUÀ
`¤ªÀÄä ºÀ°èUÉ E£ÀÆß MgÀmÁzÀ G¥ÀÅà-E¢Ý®Ä
ºÁQ wPÀÄÌwÛ¢ÝÃgÁ?’ JAzÀÄ ºÀAV¹vÀÄÛ. DzÀgÉ
FUÀ CzÉÃ PÉÆÃ¯ÉÎÃmï PÀA¥É¤ ¤ªÀÄä `¤ªÀÄä
lÆvï¥ÉÃ¸ïÖ£À°è G¦àzÉAiÉÄÃ?’ JAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼À®Ä
DgÀA©ü¹zÉ. G¦à£À ªÀÄºÀvÀé PÉÆÃ¯ÉÎÃmïUÀÆ
CxÀðªÁUÀ®Ä D PÀA¥É¤UÉ 90 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼ÉÃ
É̈ÃPÁ¬ÄvÀÄ!

¨Á¬Äº À Ät Â Ú£ À ± Àª À Ä£ ÀP ÀÆ Ì  G¥À Å à
§¼ÀÄ À̧ªÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß PÀArzÉÝÃªÉ. DºÁgÀ dVAiÀÄÄªÁUÀ
CxÀªÁ ¸À«AiÀÄÄªÁUÀ £Á°UÉ PÀaÑPÉÆAqÀÄ
UÁAiÀÄªÁzÀgÉ G¥ÀÅà OµÀ¢üAiÀiÁUÀ°zÉ. CzÉÃ
jÃwAiÀÄ°è M¼ÀPÉ£ÉßUÀ½UÀÆ EzÉÃ gÁªÀÄ¨Át.
G¥ÀÅà C¢üPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀªÀÄÄzÀæ wÃgÀ ¥ÀæzÉÃ±ÀUÀ¼À°è
ªÁ¸ÀªÀiÁqÀÄªÀªÀjUÉ xÉÊgÁAiÀiïØ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÉÃ
E®è¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CAQ CA±ÀUÀ½AzÀ zÀÈqsÀ¥ÀnÖzÉ.
vÀgÀPÁjUÀ¼À gÀPÀ ëu É, «ÄÃ£ÀÄ-ªÀiÁA¸ÀUÀ¼ À
gÀPÀëuÉAiÀÄ®Æè G¦à£À §¼ÀPÉAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛ̄ ÉÃ §A¢zÉ.
G¥ÀÅà ªÀÄ£ÀÄPÀÄ®PÉÌ ««zsÀ jÃwAiÀÄ°è G¥ÀPÁj.

¨Ávï CxÀªÁ ¨ÁèPï ¸Á¯ïÖ §¼À¹

¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ°è ¸Áß£À ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ C£ÉÃPÀ
ZÀªÀÄðgÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ UÀÄtªÁUÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ JA§
£ÀA©PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ̧ ÀvÀåªÉ£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ ZÀªÀÄðgÉÆÃUÀ vÀdÕgÀÄ.
G¥ÀÅà C¢üPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ PÁ¬Ä É̄ UÀÄtªÁUÀ®Ä
PÁgÀtªÉA§ÄzÀÄ CªÀgÀ C©üªÀÄvÀ.

ºÁUÁzÀgÉ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°èAiÉÄÃ G¥ÀÅà ̈ ÉgÉ¹ ̧ Áß£À
ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ EzÉÃ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä
¸ÁzsÀåªÉÃ?

RArvÀ ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁUÀ°zÉ. ¤ÃjUÉ G¥ÀÅà ̈ ÉgÉ¹
d¼ÀPÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ DgÉÆÃUÀåzÉÆA¢UÉ
¸ËAzÀAi ÀÄðªÀ£ÀÆß ªÀÈ¢Þ¹PÉÆ¼À î§ºÀÄzÀÄ.
EzÀPÁÌVAiÉÄÃ ¨ÁèPï ¸Á¯ïÖ CxÀªÁ ¨Ávï
¸Á¯ïÖUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁgÀÄPÀmÉÖ / UÀæA¢üUÉ CAUÀrUÀ¼À°è
® s̈Àå«zÀÄÝ EzÀ£ÀÄß §¼À̧ À§ºÀÄzÁVzÉ. PÀ¥ÀÅà¥ÀÅà
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®¨sÀå«®èzÀ ªÉÃ¼ÉAiÀÄ°è CqÀÄUÉUÉ §¼À¸ÀÄªÀ
¸ÁªÀiÁ£ À å G¥ÀÅ à §¼ À¹ PÀÆqÀ ¸Áß£ À
ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. ¸ÉÊAzsÀæ ®ªÀt JA§ G¥ÀÅà
PÀÆqÀ F ¤nÖ£À°è CµÉÖÃ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄPÁjAiÀiÁVzÉ.

ZÀªÀÄðPÉÌ CAzÀ- DgÉÆÃUÀåPÀÆÌ ZÉAzÀ

G¦à£À° è ¸ÉÆÃrAi ÀÄA, PÁå°êAi À ÄA,
ªÀiÁåVßÃ¶AiÀÄA ºÁUÀÆ ¥ÉÇmÁå¶AiÀÄA
UÀ½gÀ°zÀÄÝ EªÀÅ ¤Ãj£À°è ̧ ÀÄ® s̈ÀªÁV PÀgÀUÀ°zÉ.
F PÀgÀVzÀ ¤Ãj¤AzÀ ¸Áß£À ªÀiÁrzÁUÀ
ZÀªÀÄðªÀÅ CzÀ£ÀÄß »ÃjPÉÆAqÀÄ ZÀªÀÄðzÀ°è
¸ÀAUÀæºÀªÁVgÀÄªÀ «µÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ̈ ÁåQÖÃjAiÀiÁªÀ£ÀÄß
ºÉÆqÉzÉÆÃr¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ ZÀªÀÄðPÉÌ
PÁAw ¤ÃqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. vÀéZÉ AiÀiËªÀé£À ̈ sÀjvÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

G¥ÀÅà É̈gÉ¹zÀ ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß vÀ̄ ÉAiÀÄ ¸Áß£ÀPÉÌ
§¼À¹zÀgÉ PÀÆzÀ®Ä GzÀÄgÀÄvÀÛzÉ JA§ £ÀA©PÉ
¸ÀÄ¼ÀÄî. §zÀ°UÉ PÀÆzÀ®Ä GzÀgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß
vÀqÉUÀlÖ°zÉ. qÁåAqÀæ¥sï CxÀªÁ vÀ̄ ÉºÉÆlÄÖ
GAlÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ ²°ÃA¢üæAiÀÄUÀ¼À GvÀà£ÀßªÀ£ÀÄß
vÀPÀÌªÀÄnÖUÉ vÀqÉUÀlÖ®Æ ¸ÀºÀPÁjAiÀiÁUÀ°zÉ
J£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ PÉ®ªÀÅ ªÉÊzÀågÀÄ. PÀÆzÀ®ÄzÀÄgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ,
£ÉgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ PÉÃ±À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À
¤ªÁgÀuÉUÀÆ ¸ÀºÀPÁj.

¸ÉÆÃjAiÀiÁ¹¸ï, PÀfÓ, vÀÄjPÉ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÀÄ ¨ÉÃ¹UÉAiÀÄ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è ºÉZÁÑV
¨Á¢ü̧ À°zÉ. CAvÀºÀªÀgÀÄ PÀ¥ÀÅà G¥Àà£ÀÄß ¤ÃjUÉ
É̈gÉ¹ ̧ Áß£À ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ F ̧ ÀªÀÄ Ȩ́å¬ÄAzÀ zÀÆgÀ

G½AiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. PÀfÓAiÀÄÄ¼ÀîªÀgÀÄ ZÉ£ÁßV G¥ÀÅà
wQ Ì 5-6 ¤«Äµ ÀU À¼ À £ ÀAv Àg À ¸Á ß£ À
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ PÉ®ªÉÃ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è vÀÄjPÉ

vÀUÀÎ°zÉ.

vÀgÀazÀ, ©zÀÝ CxÀªÁ PÀvÀÛj¹zÀ UÁAiÀÄUÀ¼Á
VgÀÄªÀgÀÄ G¥Àà£ÀÄß ¸ÉÆÃQ¹zÉÆ qÀ£ÉAiÉÄÃ
GjAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ̧ ÀºÀd. ºÁUÉAzÀÄ DvÀAPÀUÉÆ
¼ÀÄîªÀ CUÀvÀå«®è. G¥ÀÅà EAvÀºÀ UÁAiÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
UÀÄt¥Àr¸À°zÉAiÉÄÃ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ ªÀÈ¢Þ¸ÀzÀÄ.

AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ZÀªÀÄðgÉÆÃUÀ«®è¢zÀÝgÀÆ
G¥Àà£ÀÄß ªÉÄÊ PÉÊUÉ̄ Áè wQÌ CxÀªÁ ªÀÄ¸Áeï
ªÀiÁr ̧ Áß£À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ ¥Á®ðgïUÀ¼À°è
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ ¨Ár¸ÀÌ ç¨ï£ÀµÉ ÖÃ ¥ÀjuÁªÀÄPÁj
AiÀiÁVgÀ°zÀÄÝ gÀPÀÛ ¥ÀjZÀ®£É GvÀÛªÀÄUÉÆ½ À̧°zÉ.

D«ÄèÃAiÀÄvÉUÉ ºÉaÑ£À d£ÀgÀÄ UÀÄjAiÀiÁUÀÄwÛzÁÝgÉ.
F ̧ ÀªÀÄ Ȩ́å¢AzÀ «ªÀÄÄPÀÛgÁUÀ®Ä ««zsÀ §UÉAiÀÄ
OµÀ¢üUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ̧ ÉÃ«¸ÀÄªÀgÀÄ. F OµÀ¢üUÀ¼À CqÀØ
¥ÀjuÁªÀÄ C¶ÖµÀÖ®è. EzÀjAzÀ ºÉÆgÀ§gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
¸ÀÄ® s̈ÀªÀÇ C®è. DzÀgÉ G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj¤AzÀ ̧ Áß£À
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ CzÀgÀ°ègÀÄªÀ D®Ì¯ÉÊ£ï
CA±ÀªÀÅ zÉÃºÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ D«ÄèÃAiÀÄvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
PÀrªÉÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

±ÁjÃgÀªÁV ªÀiÁvÀ æªÀ®èzÉ ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÁzÀ MvÀÛqÀ, T£ÀßvÉ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ÃV¸À®Ä G¥ÀÅà G¥ÀPÁj
J£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ. ¸ÀzÁ MvÀÛqÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ UÀqÀ̧ ÀÄ
G¦à£À ¤Ãj¤AzÀ ¸Áß£À ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ
MvÀÛqÀ vÀUÀÎ°zÉ.

ªÀÄÆ¼É £ÉÆÃ«£À ±ÀªÀÄ£ÀPÀÆÌ `G¥ÀÅà’PÁj

À̧A¢üªÁvÀ CxÀªÁ DxÀðgÉÊn¸ï, GjAiÀÄÆvÀ
ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ªÀÄÆ¼É gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ½AzÀ
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§¼À®ÄwÛgÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ G¦à¤AzÀ ªÀÄ¸Áeï ªÀiÁr¹
PÉÆAqÀÄ £ÀAvÀgÀ G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj¤AzÀ ¸Áß£À
ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ £ÉÆÃªÀ£ÀÄß vÀPÀ ÌªÀÄnÖUÉ
vÀVÎ¹PÉÆ¼Àî§ºÀÄzÁVzÉ.

¸ÁàAr¯ÉÊ¹¸ï, ªÀÄÆ¼É ¸ÀªÉvÀ¢AzÁUÀÄªÀ
ªÉÆtPÁ®Ä, ªÉÆtPÉÊUÀ¼À°è £ÉÆÃªÀÅ C¢üPÀªÁV
¨Á¢ü̧ ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ DUÀ G¥Àà£ÀÄß ºÀÄjzÀÄ £ÉÆÃ«gÀÄªÀ
eÁUÀPÉÌ §mÉÖAiÀÄ°è PÁªÀÅ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ
PÀ«ÄäAiÀiÁUÀ°zÉ CxÀªÁ ©¹ ¤Ãj£À°è G¥Àà£ÀÄß
PÀzÀr vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ®Æ vÀPÀÌªÀÄnÖUÉ
£ÉÆÃªÀÅ vÀUÀÎ°zÉ. ªÀÄÆ¼ÉgÉÆÃUÀ vÀdÕgÀÆ F
jÃwAiÀÄ aQvÉìUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ²¥sÁgÀ̧ ÀÄì ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÆ
GAlÄ.

ErÃ zÉÃºÀzÀ vÀÆPÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀÄªÀ
CAUÁAUÀªÉAzÀgÉ CzÀÄ ¥ÁzÀ. EzÀPÉÌ ºÉÆA¢
PÉÆArgÀÄªÀ CAUÁAUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄÈzÀÄªÁVgÀ°zÉ.
ºÉÆ À̧ §Æmï, ZÀ¥Àà°UÀ½AzÁUÀÄªÀ HvÀªÀ£ÀÆß
¥ÁzÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸À»¹PÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. §ÆlÄ
zsÀj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ C£ÉÃPÀ PÁ®ÄUÀ¼À°è É̈ªÀgÀÄ
¤Ãj£ÀAvÉ f£ÀÄUÀÄªÀÅzÀÆ GAlÄ! CzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ
GavÀªÁV UÀ§ÄâªÁ¸À£ÉAiÀÄÆ ºÀgÀqÀ°zÉ! F
£ÉÆÃªÀÅ-£ÁxÀUÀ½AzÀ ̧ ÀÄ® s̈ÀªÁV ºÉÆgÀ§gÀ®Ä
G¥ÀÅ à §¼À¸ÀÄªÀ ÅzÀÄ GvÀ Ûª ÀÄªÉ£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ.
DAiÀÄÄªÉðÃzÀ ªÉÊzÀågÀÄ. ¥Àæw¤vÀå PÀ¤µÀÖ 20
¤«Äµ ÀU À¼ À  PÁ® G¥ À Å à  ¤Ãj¤Az À
vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ F JgÀqÀÆ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÀÆ
vÀPÀÌªÀÄnÖUÉ vÀUÀÎ°zÉ. CzÀgÉÆA¢UÉ »ªÀÄär MqÉvÀ,
»ªÀÄär ¹Ã¼ÀÄ«PÉ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ¼ÀÆ
¤ÃUÀ°zÉ.

¦ümï£Ȩ́ ï PÁ¥ÁrPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ¸ÀºÀPÁj

G¥ÀÅà ±ÀjÃgÀzÀ ̈ ÁºÀå ̧ ËAzÀAiÀÄð ªÀzsÀðPÀ
ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ zÉÃºÀzÀ ¦ümï£Ȩ́ ï PÁ¥ÁrPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä
CµÉÖÃ ̧ ÀºÀPÁjAiÀiÁVzÉ. JuÉÚ, ̈ ÉuÉÚ vÀÄ¥ÀàUÀ½AzÀ
ªÀiÁrzÀ wArUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉZÀÄÑ wAzÀµÀÆÖ zÉÃºÀzÀ
vÀÆPÀ ºÉZÀÄÑªÀÅzÀÄ ̧ ÀºÀd. G¥ÀÅà ¤ÃgÀÄ PÀÄrzÀgÉ
zÉÃºÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ G¦à£À ªÀÄlÖ ¹ÜgÀªÁVgÀ°zÀÄÝ
ºÀ¹ªÁUÀzÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀ°zÉ. ºÉZÀÄÑ ̧ ÉÃ« À̧zÉ vÀÆPÀ
C¢üPÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÁzÀgÀÆ ºÉÃUÉ? G¦à£À ªÀÄ»ªÉÄ
EzÀÄ!

G¥ÀÅà C£ÉÃPÀ «zsÀzÀ°è G¥ÀPÁj. CµÉÖÃ
gÀÄaPÁj. »ÃUÁVAiÉÄÃ G¦àVAvÀ®Æ gÀÄa¬Ä®è-
vÁ¬ÄVAvÀ §AzsÀÄ«®è JA§ ªÀiÁwzÉ. G¥ÀÅà
PÉÆlÖªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄ¦à£À vÀ£ÀPÀ ªÀÄjAiÀÄ É̈ÃqÀ. G¥ÀÅà
wAzÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ JgÀqÀÄ §UÉAiÀÄ É̈ÃqÀ JA§ UÁzÉ
ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼ÀÆ ºÀÄnÖgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. ¸ÀAPÉÆÃZÀ«®èzÉ
CUÀvÀåPÉÌ vÀPÀÌµÀÄÖ G¥ÀÅà §¼À¹ DgÉÆÃUÀåªÁVgÀ®Ä
PÀ°AiÉÆÃt.

G¥Àà ¤ÃgÀÄ §¼À¹ vÀgÀPÁj vÉÆ¼É¬Äj

¸Áß£ÀPÉÌ G¥ÀÅà «Ä²ævÀ ¤ÃgÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ GvÀÛªÀÄªÉÇÃ
vÀgÀPÁj vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄ®Ä CµÉÖÃ GvÀÛªÀÄ. CzÀgÀ°èAiÀÄÆ
C¢üPÀ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀ OµÀ¢üUÀ¼ À£ÀÄß §¼À¹
É̈¼ÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀÄªÀzÀ J¯ÉPÉÆÃ¸ÀÄ, ºÀÆPÉÆÃ¸ÀÄ,

±ÀÄAp, zÁæQë ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀ vÀgÀPÁj ºÀtÄÚUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
§¼À̧ ÀÄ® ªÉÆzÀ® G¥ÀÅà ¤Ãj¤AzÀ vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ
§¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ EªÀÅUÀ½UÉ ¹A¥Àr¸À̄ ÁVgÀÄªÀ
«µÀAiÀÄÄPÀÛ QÃl£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ zÉÃºÀPÉÌ
ªÀiÁgÀPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀ fÃªÁtÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÉÆqÉzÀÄ
ºÁPÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. ªÀiÁA¸ÀºÁgÀªÀ£ÀÆß G¥ÀÅà
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¤Ãj¤AzÀ vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ GvÀÛªÀÄ.

PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà ±ÉæÃµÀ×

£ÉÊ¸ÀVðPÀªÁV ®¨sÀå«gÀÄªÀ G¥ÉàAzÀgÉ
PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà.`CAiÉÆÃr£ï G¥ÀÅà’ JA§ ¥ÀæZÁgÀPÉÌ
¹®ÄQ PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà ̧ ÁªÀðd¤PÀgÀ §¼ÀPÉ¬ÄAzÀ zÀÆgÀ
¸ÀjAiÀÄÄwÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ DgÉÆÃUÀå zÀÈ¶Ö¬ÄAzÀ
PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ. PÀ®Äè¦à£À°è PÁå°ìAiÀÄA ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
ªÀiÁåVß¶AiÀÄA C¢üPÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ zÉÃºÀªÀÅ
¸ÀjAiÀiÁV PÁAiÀÄð ¤ªÀð»¸À®Ä ̧ ÁPÁUÀÄªÀµÀÄÖ
DªÀÄèd£ÀPÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÇgÉÊPÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà zÉÃºÀzÀ CAUÁAUÀ¼ÀÄ ZÀlÄªÀnPÉ ¬ÄAzÀ
PÁAiÀÄð¤ªÀð»¸ÀÄªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà
¸ÉÃ«¹zÀgÉ zÉÃºÀªÀÅ ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß »ÃjPÉÆAqÀÄ
fÃtðQæAiÉÄ ̧ ÀgÁUÀªÁV £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
G¹gÁqÀÄªÀ UÁ½AiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ ºÁ¤PÁgÀPÀ PÀtUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
ºÉÆÃUÀ̄ Ár À̧®Ä À̧ºÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀÄvÀÛzÉ. C À̧ÛªÀiÁ
CxÀªÁ G¹gÁlzÀ vÉÆAzÀgÉ EgÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ
CqÀÄUÉAiÀÄ°è PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà §¼À̧ ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀÄ.
PÀ®Äè¦à£À°ègÀÄªÀ R¤eÁA±ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ
MvÀÛqÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀrªÉÄ ªÀiÁqÀ°zÉ.

G¦àVAvÀ gÀÄa É̈ÃgÉ¬Ä®è - ©¦ CzÉÆÝÃgÀÄ
M¥ÉÇàÃ¢®è!

G¦àVAvÀ gÀÄa ̈ ÉÃgÉ¬Ä®è JA§ÄzÉÃ£ÉÆÃ
RgÉÃ. DzÀgÉ C¢üPÀgÀPÀÛzÉÆvÀÛqÀ EzÉÆÝÃgÀÄ
M¥ÉÇà¢®è. KPÉAzÀgÀÄ ºÉÃ¼À̈ ÉÃPÁV®è! G¦àUÉ
ªÀiÁ£ÉÆÃ±ÁjÃjPÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ZÀªÀÄð gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
UÀÄt¥Àr¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀ®èzÉ, ¸ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÀzs ÀðPÀ,
PÉÃ±ÀªÀzsÀðPÀ J®èªÀÇ ºËzÀÄ. ºÁUÉAzÀÄ G¥Àà£ÀÄß

AiÀÄzÁévÀzÁé §¼À¹zÀgÉ CµÉÖÃ C¥ÁAiÀÄ PÀÆqÀ.
CwAiÀiÁzÀgÉ CªÀÄÈvÀªÀÇ «µÀªÉÃ. G¥ÀÇà EzÀPÉÌ
ºÉÆgÀvÀ®è.

±ÀjÃgÀzÀ ºÉÆgÀV£À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ½UÉ PÉÆAZÉ
C¢üPÀªÉ¤¸ÀÄªÀµÀÄÖ G¥ÀÅà §¼À¹zÀgÀÆ vÀ¥ÁàUÀzÀÄ.
DzÀgÉ G¦à£À «Äw «ÄÃjzÀ ¸ÉÃªÀ£É C£ÉÃPÀ
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ½UÉ ªÀÄÆ®ªÁUÀ°zÉ. gÀPÀ ÛzÉÆvÀÛqÀ
º Éa Ñ¸ À°zÉ . CAv ÉAi É ÄÃ G¥À Å à ¤Ãj£À
¸ÉÃªÀ£É¬ÄAzÀ ªÀÄÆvÀæ ¦AqÀUÀ¼À ªÉÄÃ¯É MvÀÛqÀ
©Ã¼À°zÉ. PÀgÀÄ½UÀÆ fÃuÁðAUÀUÀ½UÀÆ
C¥ÁAiÀÄ PÀnÖlÖ §ÄwÛ. G¦à£À PÁ¬Ä, G¥ÉàÃj,
ºÀ¥Àà¼À, ̧ ÀArUÉ ªÀÄÄAvÁzÀªÀÅUÀ¼À ©¦AiÀÄÄ¼ÀîªÀj
UÀµÉÖÃ C®èzÉ DgÉÆÃUÀåªÀAvÀgÀÆ ¸ÉÃ«¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
GvÀÛªÀÄªÀ®èªÉ£ÀÄßvÁÛgÉ vÀdÕ ªÉÊzÀågÀÄ. EªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
C¥ÁAiÀÄ vÀgÀÄªÀ dAPï¥sÀÅAqï J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÆ
GAlÄ.

£À̧ ÀÄ £ÀUÀÄ
¸ÀÄ§Äâ - CªÀÄ ä, £Á¤£ÀÄß ¸ÀÆÌ°UÉ

ºÉÆÃUÀ®èªÀÄä....

CªÀÄä - ºÁA! K£ÀAzÉ? ¸ÀÆÌ°UÉ ºÉÆÃV
J®èzÀ£ÀÆß PÀ°Ã É̈ÃPÀ¥Àà

¸ÀÄ§Äâ - C°è PÀ°AiÉÆÃ CAxÀzÀÄÝ K£ÀÆ
E®è ºÉÆÃUÀªÀÄä. AiÀiÁPÀAzÉæ UÀtÂvÀ ªÀiÁqÉÆÃPÉ
PÁå¯ïPÀÄå¯ÉÃlgï EzÉ, ̧ ÀAVÃvÀ PÀ°AiÉÆÃUÉ AiÀÄÄ
lÆå¨ï EzÉ, s̈ÀÆUÉÆÃ¼À PÀ°AiÉÆÃUÀ UÉÆèÃ¨ï
EzÉ, E£ÀÄß ZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ ¥ÁoÀzÀ°ègÉÆÃgÉ®è ¸ÀvÀÄÛ
ºÉÆÃVzÁÝgÉ, EAVèÃµï PÀ°AiÉÆÃPÉ ̧ Á¥sïÖªÉÃgï
EzÉ! E£ÁåPÀªÀÄä ¸ÀÆÌ®Ä?
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r«f CªÀgÀ ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä£À PÀUÀÎzÀ°è
±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ

¢üÃªÀÄAvÀ, ¥ÀzÀä¨s ÀÆµÀt qÁ|| r.«.
UÀÄAqÀ¥À à£ ÀªÀgÀÄ £Ár£À ±É æÃµÀ × aAvÀPÀ,
¥ÀwæPÉÆÃzÀå«Ä, ¸ÀªÀiÁd ¸ÉÃªÀPÀ ºÁUÀÆ SÁåvÀ
¸Á»w. PÀ£ÁðlPÀzÀ°èAiÉÄÃ KPÉ, EvÀgÀ gÁdå
ªÀÄvÀÄÛÀ gÁµÀÖçUÀ¼À°è CvÀåAvÀ d£À¦æAiÀÄªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
CªÀgÀ ±ÉæÃµÀ× PÀÈw J¤¹gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ̀ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä£À
PÀUÀÎ’ ̀¨Á½UÉ ̧ À®ÄèªÀ vÀvÀÛ÷éªÀ£ÀÄß’ 945 ¥ÀzÀåUÀ¼À°è
eÉÆÃr¹zÁÝgÉ. F PÀÈwUÉ »£Éß¯ÉAiÀiÁV
`¸ÉÆÃ«ÄAiÀÄ PÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß’ r«f eÉÆÃr¹zÁÝgÉ.

¸ÉÆÃ«Ä, MAzÀ ºÀ½îAiÀÄ°è NzÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ
¨Á®PÀ. EªÀ£À ¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀ ªÀiÁªÀ M§â ²PÀëPÀ.
ºÀ½î ªÀÄPÀ Ì½UÉ®è UÀÄgÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ,
`ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä’ JAzÀÄ CªÀ£À ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄ. ±Á¯ÉUÉ
CªÀ£ÀÄ ºÉÆwÛUÉ M¥ÀÅàªÀAvÉ §gÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. Dl,
Cª À Äg À ,  ¯ É P À Ì ,  §g Àº À ,  J® èª À£ ÀÆ ß
ºÉÃ½PÉÆqÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. ªÉÃ¼É ªÀåxÀðªÁUÀzÀAvÉ ¥ÁoÀ
ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄ. ±Á¯ÉAiÀÄ°è NzÀÄ §gÀºÀ
J®èªÀ£ÀÆß w½¢zÀÝgÀÄ. CªÀ£À£ÀÄß `ªÀÄAPÀÄ
»r¢gÀÄªÀ PÉÆÃw’ £Á£ÀÄ JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄî
vÁÛ£É. CAzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ±Á¯Á «zÁå¨sÁå¸ÀªÀÅ
GzÉÆåÃUÀ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ É̄ÆÃ¸ÀÄUÀ ¥ÀqÉªÀ ²PÀët (Job
Oriented Education) ª À Ä£ Àª ÉA§
ªÀÄPÀðl¤UÉ ªÀÄAPÀÄ »rzÀgÉ ºÉÃVgÀÄvÀÛzÉÆÃ
ºÁU ÉAi É ÄÃ £ Àª À Ä ä  §z À ÄP À Ä . Ez À£ À Ä ß

- JZï.J¸ï. ®Që÷äÃ£ÁgÁAiÀÄt s̈ÀlÖ, 9449833758

¸Àj¥Àr¸À̈ ÉÃPÁzÀgÉ ²PÀëPÀjUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄPÀÌ½UÉ
EAzÀÄ CUÀvÀåªÁVgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÄRå vÀvÀÛ÷éUÀ¼ÉÃ ±ÉÊPÀëtÂPÀ
ªÀiË®åUÀ¼ÀÄ. ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß w¢ÝPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À£ÀÄß («zÁåyðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß) M¼ÉîAiÀÄ, GvÀÛªÀÄ
fÃªÀ£À ªÀiÁUÀðªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀAvÉ
ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä£À PÀUÀÎzÀ PÉ®ªÀÅ ¥ÀzÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ
¸ ÀÆPÀ ÛªÁVª É. P É®ªÁgÀ Ä ¥ Àz À åU À¼ À£ ÀÄ ß
UÀªÀÄ¤¸ÉÆÃtªÉÃ!

zÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄAvÉ ¸ÀÈ¶Ö EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ

VqÀ¢ £ÀUÀÄwgÀÄªÀ ºÀÆ ¥ÀæPÀÈw À̧R¤UÉ ZÀAzÀ
ªÀÄqÀ¢ ªÀÄÄr¢gÀÄªÀ ºÀÆ AiÀÄÄªÀPÀAUÉ ZÀAzÀ
UÀÄrAiÉÆ¼ÀUÉ PÉÆqÀÄªÀ ºÀÆ zÉÊªÀ̈ sÀPÀÛAUÉ ZÀAzÀ

©rUÁ À̧Ä ºÀÆªÀ¼ÀUÉ - ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä

ªÀÄÄwÛ£À ºÀ¤UÀ½AzÀ C®APÀÈv ÀªÁzÀ,
¸ÀÄªÁ¸À£É ©ÃgÀÄªÀ, ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÁzÀ §tÚ¢AzÀ
PÀÆrgÀÄªÀ MAzÀÄ `ºÀÆªÀ£ÀÄß’ £ÉÆÃr, ¥ÀæPÀÈw
¥ÉæÃ«Ä D£ÀA¢¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É. CzÉÃ ºÀÆªÀ£ÀÄß vÀ£Àß
ºÉAqÀw ªÀÄÄrzÁUÀ ZÉ£ÁßV PÁuÉAiÀiÁ CAvÁ£É.
zÉÃªÀ¸ÁÜ£ÀzÀ°è ºÀÆªÀ£ÀÄß `¥Àæ¸ÁzÀ’ CAvÀ
PÉÆlÖgÉ, ̈ sÀQÛ¬ÄAzÀ vÀ̄ ÉUÉÃj¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É M§â ̈ sÀPÀÛ.
DzÀg É `º ÀÆª À ’ ª À iÁgÁl ª ÀiÁq À Äª À
ºÀÆªÁqÀVwÛ, CzÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁj ºÀt ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¥ÀqÁÛ¼É. UÀªÀÄ¤¹¢gÁ? ºÀÆªÀÅ
MAzÉÃ. DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ ̈ ÉÃgÉ ̈ ÉÃgÉ
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ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ MAzÉÃ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ zÀÈ¶Ö É̈ÃgÉ
DzÀAvÉ ¸ÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄÆ É̈ÃgÉ DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. `AiÀÄvÀãªÀåA
vÀzÀãªÀw’ dUÀvÀÛ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÆß AiÀiÁªÀ
zÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄ°è £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉAiÉÆÃ ºÁUÉ dUÀvÀÄÛ
£ÀªÀÄäzÁUÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ. GvÀÛªÀÄ ¸Á»vÀå, ªÉÃzÀ,
G¥À¤µÀvÀÄÛUÀ¼À C s̈Áå¸À¢AzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÉ ¸ÀªÀÄåPï
zÀÈ¶Ö zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ.

ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ ªÁå¦Û «±Á®ªÁVzÉ

VæÃ¹£ÁPÀ§âUÀ¼À£ÉÆÃzÀÄªÀgÀÄ zÉºÀ°AiÀÄ°
PÁ²AiÀiÁ ±Á¸ÀÛçUÀ¼À£ÁPÀì¥sÀjØ£ÀªÀgÀÄ

zÉÃ±ÀPÁ® «¨sÁUÀ ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ gÁdåzÉÆ½®è
±Áé¸ÀªÀzÀÄ ¨ÉÆªÀÄä£ÀzÀÄ - ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä

VæÃ¹£À «±Àé«SÁåvÀªÁzÀ PÁªÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
zÉºÀ°AiÀÄ°è ªÁ¹¸ÀÄªÀ d£À NzÀÄvÁÛgÉ. `PÁ²’
¥ÀÅtåPÉëÃvÀæzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ ±Á À̧ÛçUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DPÀì¥sÀrð£ÀªÀgÀÄ,
CAzÀgÉ EAUÉèAr£À°è£À d£À NzÀÄvÁÛgÉ. F
JgÀqÀÆ ̧ Á°£À ̈ sÁªÁxÀðªÉAzÀgÉ ̈ sÀÆ«ÄAiÀÄ
¥ÀÇªÀð s̈ÁUÀzÀ ¸Á»vÀåªÀ£ÀÄß ¥À²ÑªÀÄ s̈ÁUÀzÀ°è
EgÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ NzÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ºÁUÉAiÉÄÃ ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ
jÃw DzÀÝjAzÀ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ «µÀAiÀÄzÀ°è zÉÃ±À,
PÁ®ªÉA§ÄªÀ « s̈ÁUÀ«®è. `D £ÉÆÃ s̈ÀzÁæB
PÀævÀªÉÇ AiÀÄAvÀÄ «±ÀévÀB’ (Let noble throughts
come to us from everyside) «±ÀézÀ J®è
PÀqÉ¬ÄAzÀ®Æ J¯Áè aAvÀPÀgÀÆ ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À
C«ÄvÀ gÁdåzÀ°è «ºÀj¸À°. ªÀÄ£À̧ ÉìA§ÄzÀÄ
J¯Áè PÀqÉAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀªÀð±ÀPÀÛªÁVgÀÄªÀ §æºÀä£ÀzÀÄ
JA§ÄzÀÄ ¤vÀå¸ÀvÀå.

«¸ÁÛgÀzÀ° ¨Á¼ÀÄ.

«¸ÁÛgÀzÀ° ¨Á¼ÀÄ ªÉÊ±Á®å¢¨Á¼ÀÄ
PÀvÀÛ̄ ÉAiÀÄ ªÉÆqÀPÀÄ ªÀÄÆ¯ÉUÀ¼À ¸ÉÃgÀ¢gÀÄ
¨sÁ¸ÀÌgÀ£À£ÀÄUÀæºÀªÉ £ÀÆvÀßfÃªÀ£À ¸ÀvÀÛ÷é
ªÀÄÈvÀÄê¤£ÀUÀ®àvÉAiÉÆ - ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä

`PÀÆ¥ÀªÀÄAqÀÆPÀ’ ¹Üw É̈ÃqÀ. «¸ÁÛgÀªÁzÀ
zÉÃ±ÀPÁ®, « s̈ÁUÀ«gÀzÀ dUÀwÛ£À°è ¨Á¼ÀÄvÁÛ
«±ÀéªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÁUÀÄ (PÀÄªÉA¥ÀÅ) £Á£ÀÄ, £À£ÀßzÀÄ
JA§ CºÀ«ÄPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÉÆgÉzÀÄ «±Á®ªÁzÀ
ªÀÄ£À¹ì¤AzÀ J¯Áè PÀqÉ, J®ègÉÆqÀ£É ̈ sÁVAiÀiÁV
¥Á¯ÉÆÎ¼ÀÄî. PÀvÀÛ̄ É¬ÄgÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀAzÀÄUÉÆAzÀÄUÀ¼À°è
¸ÉÃjPÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃqÀ. CºÀA s̈ÁªÀ¢AzÀ CeÁÕ£À¢AzÀ
ª À ÄÆ¯ ÉU À ÄA¥ÁU À¨ É Ãq À . «± À éfÃª À£ Àz À
PÉÃAzÀæªÁVgÀÄªÀ ¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À C£ÀÄUÀæºÀªÉ D
É̈¼ÀPÉÃ ±ÀQÛAiÉÄÃ ¤£ÀUÉ ̧ ÀÆAiÀÄð£À C£ÀÄUÀæºÀªÉÃ

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¸ÀvÀÛ÷éªÁVzÉ. C®à£ÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ,
CeÁÕ£ÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ¤£ÀUÉ ̧ Á«£À gÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°èzÉ,
JZÀÑgÀ !!

VtÂAiÉÆÃzÀÄ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ eÁÕ£À

¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ¢ zÉÆgÉvÀjªÀÅ ªÀÄ¸ÀÛPÀ¢ vÀ¼ÉzÀ ªÀÄtÂ
avÀÛzÀ° ¨É¼ÉzÀjªÀÅ vÀgÀÄvÀ¼ÉzÀ ¥ÀÅµÀà
ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ ¸ÁPÁëvÁÌgÀªÀAvÀjÃPÀëuÉ¬ÄAzÀ
±Á¸ÀÛçvÀ£À¢AzÀ®è - ªÀÄAPÀÄwªÀÄä

¥À Å¸ À ÛP Àª À£ÀÄß P ÉÃª À® NzÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ
§gÉzÀÄP ÉÆ¼ÀÄ îªÀ Åz ÀjAzÀ ¥ÀÇtð eÁ Õ£ À
¥Áæ¦ÛAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. ̀VtÂAiÉÆÃzÀÄ ¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀeÁÕ£À’.
EzÀÄ ºÉÃVgÀÄvÉÛ CAzÀgÉ vÀ̄ É CxÀªÁ ºÀuÉAiÀÄ
ª É ÄÃ¯ É ºÁQPÉÆArg ÀÄª À C®APÁgÀz À
ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ«£ÀAvÉ. ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§âjUÉ ªÀUÁð¬Ä¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ.
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D ¥ÀÅlzÀ°è £ÉÆÃrzÀgÉ w½AiÀÄÄvÉÛ CAzÀgÉ
ºÁUÉ, CµÉÖÃ DUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
§Ä¢ ÞVAv À  Cw º Éa Ñ£ À ± ÀQ Û¬Äg À Äª À
¤UÀÆqsÀªÁVgÀÄªÀ avÀÛzÀ°è ªÀÄÆrgÀÄªÀ eÁÕ£ÀªÀÅ,
ª ÀÄg Àz À° è ¨ É¼ Éz ÀÄ ¤Av À ºÀÆ«£ÀAv É
DAvÀjPÀªÁV §®ªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. EzÀÄ ±ÀæªÀt
(¥ÀoÀt) ªÀÄ£À£ÀzÀ £ÀAvÀgÀzÀ ¤¢üzsÁå¸À£ÀzÀ ¹Üw.
ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ«£À CAzÀgÉ MAzÀÄ «µÀAiÀÄzÀ ¥ÀÇtðeÁÕ£À
zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ. `CAvÀjÃPÀ ëuÉ¬ÄAzÀ’ -
CAvÀgÀAUÀzÀ ºÀÄqÀÄPÁl¢AzÀ. EzÀÄ PÉÃªÀ®
±Á¸ÀÛçzÀ (Physics Chemistry) CxÀð±Á¸ÀÛç
EvÁå¢ CzsÀåAiÀÄ£À¢AzÀ ¸ÁzsÀå«®è...’ ²PÀëPÀgÀÄ

CAvÀjÃPÀëuÉ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃPÁVzÉ.

CzsÁå¥ÀPÀ «ÄvÀægÉ, UÀªÀÄ¤¹ - ªÀiÁf
gÁµÀÖç¥Àw «eÁÕ¤ ̈ sÁgÀvÀgÀvÀß qÁ|| PÀ̄ ÁA ºÉÃ½PÉ
`MAzÀÄ zÉÃ±À s̈ÀæµÀÖªÀÄÄPÀÛªÁUÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀgÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄìUÀ¼À zÉÃ±ÀªÁUÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÀgÉ
¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è ªÀÄÆªÀgÀÄ ªÀåQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ CAzÀgÉ vÀAzÉ,
vÁ¬Ä ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²PÀëPÀ. EªÀgÉÃ CvÀåUÀvÀå JAzÀÄ
£À£Àß £ÀA©PÉ’.

£ÀÆgÀÄ G¥ÀzÉÃ±ÀUÀ½VAvÀ C¥ÀvÁÌ®zÀ°è
ªÀiÁrzÀ MAzÀÄ ¸ÀºÁAiÀÄ ±ÉæÃµÀ×ªÁzÀzÀÄÝ.

* * *

£ÀªÀÄä C£ÉÃPÀ aAvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä PÉÆgÀvÉUÀ½UÉ
¸ÀA§A¢ü¹zÁÝVgÀÄvÀÛªÉ.

* * *

¥ÀÅ À̧ÛPÀ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ DvÀäPÉÌ Qr ºÉÆwÛ̧ ÀÄªÀ ̧ ÁzsÀ£À.

* * *

É̈ÃgÉAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ ¤£Àß §UÉÎ ªÀiÁvÁqÀzÉÃ EzÁÝUÀ
¤Ã£ÀÄ CªÀgÀ §UÉÎ ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀjAiÀÄ®è.

* * *

¸ÁéxÀð¢AzÀ PÀÆrzÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À°è ¦æÃw EgÀ®Ä
¸ÁzsÀå«®è.

* * *

MAzÀÄ AiÀÄ±À̧ ÀÄì ¹QÌvÀÄ JAzÀÄ CµÀÖPÉÌÃ
PÀÆgÀ¢gÉÆÃt.

CzÀÄ E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÉ aªÀÄÄäªÀ
ºÀ®UÉAiÀiÁUÀ°.

C®àvÀÈ¥ÀÛgÁUÀ¢gÉÆÃt.

* * *

¹l Ö£ À Ä ß vÁ¼ É ä¬ÄAz À®Æ, P Él Öz À Ý £ À Ä ß
M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀjAzÀ®Æ, f¥ÀÅt£À£ÀÄß zÁ£À¢AzÀ®Æ,
¸ÀÄ¼Àî£ÀÄß ¸ÀvÀå¢AzÀ®Æ UÉ®è̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

* * *

PÉÆÃ®£ÀÄß G¥ÀAiÉÆÃV¸ÀzÀ vÀAzÉ vÁ¬ÄAiÀÄgÀÄ
ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À »vÀaAvÀPÀgÀ®è.

* * *

¸ÀªÁ®ÄUÀ¼ ÀÄ fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß D¸ÀQÛzÁAiÀÄ
ªÁV¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ. ¸ÀªÁ®ÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÉÄnÖ ¤AvÁUÀ
fÃªÀ£À CxÀð¥ÀÇtðªÉ¤ß¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
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s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ «zÁå (UÀÄgÀÄ-²µÀå)
¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ ±ÉæÃµÀ×vÉ

¸É¥ÉÖA§gï 5, vÀvÀéeÁÕ¤, ªÀiÁf gÁµÀÖç¥Àw,
s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÁ£ï ²PÀëPÀ, UÀÄgÀÄ

¸ÀªÀð¥À°è ²æÃ gÁzsÁPÀÈµÀ Ú£ïgÀªÀgÀ d£À ä
¢£ÁZ Àg Àu É .  F ¢£ Àª À£ À Ä ß  ²P À ë P À g À
¢£ÁZÀgÀuÉAiÀÄ£ÁßV DZÀj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ,
ªÀÄºÁ£ï ²PÀëPÀ ºÁUÀÆ UÀÄgÀÄ«UÉ «zÁåyð
ºÁUÀÆ ²µÀåPÉÆÃn UËgÀªÀ ºÁUÀÆ PÀÈvÀdÕvÉ
¸À°ȩ̀ À®Ä CªÀPÁ±À PÀ°à̧ À̄ ÁVzÉ.

F ¸ÀAzÀ̈ sÀðzÀ°è `UÀÄgÀÄ’ JA§ ±À§ÝzÀ
§UÉÎ w½zÀÄPÉÆ¼ÉÆîÃt. `UÀÄgÀÄ’ JA§ ±À§Ý
CvÀåAvÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀÛgÀªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. ̀UÀÄ’ JAzÀgÉ ̀PÀvÀÛ̄ É’,
`gÀÄ’ JAzÀgÉ `PÀvÀÛ̄ ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ªÁj¸ÀÄªÀªÀ£ÀÄ’
CxÀªÁ §rzÉÆÃr¸ÀÄª Àª À£ ÀÄ JAzÀÄ.
ªÀÄvÉÆÛAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è UÀªÀÄ¤¹zÀgÉ ̀UÀÄ’ CAzÀgÉ
`ªÀiËqsÀå’ (PÀvÀÛ̄ É), ̀gÀÄ’ JAzÀgÉ ̀ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ ̈ É¼ÀPÀÄ’
(PÀvÀÛ̄ ÉAiÀÄ ¤ªÁgÀuÉ). CAzÀgÉ ̀UÀÄgÀÄ’ªÁzÀªÀ£ÀÄ
`²µÀågÀ£ÀÄß’ PÀvÀÛ̄ É¬ÄAzÀ ̈ É¼ÀQ£ÉqÉUÉ ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqȨ́ ÀÄªÀ
ªÀÄºÁ£ï ªÀåQÛAiÀiÁVzÁÝ£É. »ÃUÁVAiÉÄÃ
C¸ÀvÉÆÃªÀiÁ ¸ÀzÀÎªÀÄAiÀÄ, vÀªÀÄ¸ÉÆÃªÀiÁ
eÉÆåÃwUÀðªÀÄAiÀÄ, ªÀÄÈvÉÆåÃªÀiÁð CªÀÄÈvÀAUÀ
ªÀÄAiÀÄ JA§ IÄ¶ªÁtÂ C£Á¢PÁ®¢AzÀ
¥Àæ̧ ÀÄÛvÀªÁVzÉ.

ªÀiÁvÉ CªÀÄÈvÁ£ÀAzÀªÀÄ¬ÄAiÀÄªÀgÀ ¥ÀæPÁgÀ,
`UÀÄgÀÄ«£À PÀÈ¥ÉAiÀÄÄ ¥ÀÇtð ZÀAzÀæ£À ºÁUÉ

- qÁ|| ºÉZï.«. ±ÀAPÀgÀ£ÁgÁAiÀÄt,
9845691522

±ÉÆÃ s̈ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÀA¥À£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢gÀÄvÀÛzÉ. UÀÄgÀÄ
PÀÈ¥ÉAiÀÄÄ ²µÀå£À°ègÀÄªÀ CeÁÕ£ÀzÀ PÀvÀÛ®£ÀÄß
¤ªÁj¹ CªÀ£À°è ¥ÀæPÁ±À ¨É¼ÀV¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀ®èzÉ
²µÀå£À M¼ÀV£À vÁ¥ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¤ªÁj¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. J®è
wÃxÀð PÉëÃvÀæUÀ½VAvÀ ¥À«vÀæªÁzÀ ̧ ÀAUÀªÀÄªÉAzÀgÉ
`UÀÄgÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ²µÀå£À ¸ÀAUÀªÀÄ’. E°è ²µÀå£À
eÁÕ£ÀzÁºÀzÀ ¥ÀæªÁºÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ UÀÄgÀÄ«£À PÁgÀÄtåzÀ
¥ÀæªÁºÀ - EªÀÅUÀ¼À ¸ÀAUÀªÀÄªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. F
¸ÀAUÀªÀÄªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ²µÀå£À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀÄA¢gÀzÀ°è.

UÀÄgÀÄ²µÀå¤UÉ ¤ÃqÀÄªÀ CvÀåAvÀ ªÀÄºÀvÀÛgÀªÁzÀ
PÉÆqÀÄUÉ / GqÀÄUÉÆgÉ JAzÀgÉ `DvÀäeÁÕ£À’
UÀÄgÀÄªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ±ÀæzÉÞAiÀÄ£ÀÆß, zÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄ£ÀÆß
DvÀäzÉqÉUÉ ºÉÆgÀ½¸ÀÄvÁÛ£É. »ÃUÁV, ¸ÀvÀå
¸ÁPÁëvÁÌgÀPÉ Ì ¥Àj¥ÀÇtðªÁzÀ UÀÄgÀÄ«£À
ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À £ÀªÀÄUÉ ̈ ÉÃPÉÃ É̈ÃPÀÄ. ̧ ÀzÀÄÎgÀÄªÀÅ
±Á À̧ÛçUÀ¼ÀÄ ̧ ÀÄÛw¸ÀÄªÀ ¥ÀgÀªÀÄ ̧ ÀvÀåªÀ£ÀÄß ̧ ÁPÁëvÁÌgÀ
ªÀiÁrPÉÆArgÀÄvÁÛ£É. F±ÀégÀ£ÀÆ-UÀÄgÀÄªÀÇ
ªÁ À̧ÛªÀzÀ°è MAzÉÃ. fÃ«AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄQÛ ¥ÀxÀzÀ°è
£ÀqȨ́ ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ `UÀÄgÀÄvÀvÀÛ÷é’. `UÀÄgÀÄvÀvÀÛ÷éªÀÅ F±ÀégÀ
vÀvÀ Û÷éQÌAvÀ®Æ «ÄV¯ÁzÀÄzÀÄ. ¯ÉÆÃPÀzÀ°è
UÀÄgÀÄ«UÉ, ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÁzÀÄzÁUÀ°Ã, ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ
É̈ÃPÁzÀÄzÁUÀ°Ã K£ÀÆ E®è. PÁgÀÄtåªÉA§

MAzÉÃ PÁgÀt¢AzÀzÀ UÀÄgÀÄªÀÅ ²µÀå£À£ÀÄß
ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqȨ́ ÀÄvÁÛ£É. ²µÀå£À°è C£ÉÃPÀ zÀÄ§ð®vÉ
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UÀ¼ÀÆ ªÁ À̧£ÉUÀ¼ÀÆ EgÀÄvÀÛªÉ. CAxÁ ²µÀå£À£ÀÄß
C¥ÁgÀªÁzÀ ̧ ÀºÀ£É¬ÄAzÀ UÀÄgÀÄ ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqȨ́ ÀÄvÁÛ£É’

ªÀÄÄAqÀPÉÆÃ¥À¤µÀwÛ£À°è w½¹gÀÄªÀAvÉ £ÉÊd
UÀÄgÀÄªÁzÀªÀ£ÀÄ ̀C¥ÀgÁ«zÉå’, ̀ ¥ÀgÁ «zÉå’ JA§
JgÀqÀÄ vÀgÀºÀzÀ «zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è
À̧ªÀÄxÀð£ÁVgÀÄvÁÛ£É. `C¥ÀgÁ«zÉå ¯ËQPÀ«zÉå

AiÀiÁzÀgÉ, ¥ÀgÁ«zÉå ¥ÁgÀªÀiÁyðPÀ«zÉå.
C¥ÀgÁ«zÉå JAzÀgÉ FUÀ ¥ÀæZÀ°vÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ
²PÀëtzÀ ªÀiÁzÀj. CAzÀgÉ «eÁÕ£À, ªÁtÂdå,
EwºÁ À̧, EAfAiÀÄjAUï, ªÉÊzÀåQÃAiÀÄ, gÁdQÃAiÀÄ
±Á¸ÀÛç, ¸ÀªÀiÁd±Á¸ÀÛç EvÁå¢UÀ¼À£ÀÄß fÃªÀ£À
¤ªÀðºÀuÉUÁV, ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÀ°è ªÀåªÀ¹ÜvÀªÁV
vÉÆqÀV¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀPÁÌV PÀ°¹PÉÆqÀÄªÀ «zÉå.
F C¥ÀgÁ«zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ°¸ÀÄªÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ
`²PÀëPÀgÀÄ’ JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄ§ºÀÄzÉÃ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ,
`UÀÄgÀÄ’ JAzÀÄ ¥ÀjUÀtÂ̧ À̄ ÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. PÁgÀt,
UÀÄgÀÄªÁzÀªÀ£ÀÄ ̀¥ÀgÁ«zÉå’UÉ ¥ÁæªÀÄÄRåvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
PÉÆqÀÄvÁÛ£É.

`¥ÀgÁ«zÉå’ JAzÀgÉ ̀¸ÀéeÁÕ£À’ vÀ£Àß£ÀÄß vÁ£ÀÄ
CjvÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀPÉÌ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ
(`DvÀäeÁÕ£À’ CxÀªÁ `DvÀä«zÉå’). ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå
vÀ£Àß£ÀÄß vÁ£ÀÄ CjvÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ JAzÀgÉ -
£Á£ÀÄ AiÀiÁgÀÄ? £Á£ÀÄ KPÉ §AzÉ? J°èUÉ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÉ ÛÃ£É? K£ÁUÀÄvÉÛÃ£É? zÉÃºÀ DvÀä
EªÉgÀqÀÆ MAzÉÃ CxÀªÁ É̈ÃgÉ- É̈ÃgÉAiÉÄÃ?
fÃ«UÉ ¸ÁªÀÅ §AzÁUÀ DvÀäPÀÆÌ ¸ÁªÀÅ
§gÀÄvÀÛzÉAiÉÄÃ? CxÀªÁ DvÀäPÉÌ ̧ Á«®èªÉ? JA§
«ZÁgÀUÀ¼À Cj«UÉ CªÀ±Àå«gÀÄªÀ ̀CAvÀgÁ¼ÀzÀ
«zÉå’AiÉÄÃ ̀¥ÀgÁ«zÉå’ EAvÀºÀ «zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß »AzÉ
UÀÄgÀÄPÀÄ®UÀ¼À°è PÀ°¸À̄ ÁUÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. FUÀ EgÀÄªÀ

²PÀëtªÀåªÀ̧ ÉÜAiÀÄ°è EAvÀºÀ eÁÕ£À ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä
¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄwÛ®è. «zÁåyðUÀ½UÉ vÀªÀÄä ¸ÀéAvÀ
¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð¢AzÀ CwÃA¢æAiÀÄªÁzÀ CAvÀgÁ¼ÀzÀ
«zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ°AiÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄwÛ®è. ªÉÄÃ¯ÁV
§zÀ¯ÁzÀ fÃªÀ£ÀPÀæªÀÄzÀ°è EAvÀºÀ «zÉåAiÀÄ
CªÀ±ÀåPÀvÉ EzÉAiÉÄÃ JAzÀÄ D É̄ÆÃa¸ÀÄªÀµÀÖgÀ
ªÀÄnÖUÉ ¥ÀgÁ«zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß zÀÆgÀ ªÀiÁqÀ̄ ÁUÀÄwÛzÉ.
CAzÀgÉ, EA¢£À À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°è `£ÁªÀÅ ²PÀëPÀgÀ£ÀÄß
vÀgÀ̈ ÉÃvÀÄUÉÆ½ À̧ÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉAiÉÄÃ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ, UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼À£Àß®è’
C®èzÉ, ¥ÀgÁ«zÉåAiÀÄ ºÉÆgÀvÁV PÀ°vÀ«zÉå
ºÉÆmÉÖ¥ÁrUÁV PÀ°vÀ«zÉåAiÀiÁVzÀÄÝ, ¤dªÁzÀ
«zÉåAiÉÄÃ C®è.

EA¢£À ²PÀët ¥Á±ÁÑvÀå ªÀiÁzÀjAiÀÄzÁÝVzÀÄÝ,
s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ vÀvÀé±Á À̧ÛçPÉÌ «gÀÄzÀÞªÁzÀ ̈ sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
É̈¼Ȩ́ ÀÄªÀ°è ̧ À¥sÀ®ªÁVzÉ. CAzÀgÉ, ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁV

C¹ÜvÀ éPÉÌ ºÉÆÃgÁl, §°µÀ×gÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀ æªÉÃ
§zÀÄPÀÄ½AiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ. ¤ À̧UÀðzÀ CwAiÀiÁzÀ §¼ÀPÉ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀåQÛUÀvÀ ºÀPÀÄÌ EªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß fÃªÀ£ÀPÀæªÀÄzÀ°è
C¼ÀªÀr¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä C£ÀÄPÀÆ®ªÁUÀÄªÀ ²PÀëtªÀ£ÀÄß
¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉAiÉÄÃ ºÉÆgÀvÀÄ, ¨sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ
aAvÀ£ÉUÉ ¸ÀàA¢¸ÀÄªÀAvÀºÀ UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÁßUÀ°Ã,
¥ÀgÁ«zÉåAiÀÄ£ÁßUÀ°Ã C®è.  ̈ sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ aAvÀ£É
C£Á¢PÁ®¢AzÀ ºÉÃVzÉAiÉÄAzÀgÉ, £ÁªÀÅ
§zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÀPÁÌV ºÉÆÃgÁlªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÁV®è.
DzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ CjAiÀÄ®Ä £ÀªÉÆä¼ÀUÉÃ
ºÉÆÃgÁl ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ, dUÀzÀ fÃ«UÀ¼É£Éß®ègÀÆ
¥ÀgÀ̧ ÀàgÀ ̧ ÀºÀPÁgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ s̈ÁªÀ¢AzÀ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ,
¤ À̧UÀðzÀ ¥ÀæwAiÉÆAzÀÄ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ ºÁUÀÆ ¥ÁætÂAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀvÉ¬ÄAzÀ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ. PÀ¤µÀ×gÀ
(¢Ã£À-zÀ°vÀgÀÄ) K¼ÉÎ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ©zÀÝªÀgÀ£ÀÄß
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ªÉÄÃ¯ÉvÀÄÛªÀÅzÀÄ ̀ s̈ÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ «zÁå¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ
¸À̈ sÀåvÉ ºÁUÀÆ ±ÉæÃµÀ×vÉ’

EAvÀºÀ ±ÉæÃµÀ× ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAzÀªÀj À̧®Ä
£ÉÊd UÀÄgÀÄ«£À ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ±Àð£À CwÃ CUÀvÀå.
EAvÀºÀ UÀÄgÀÄ ºÁUÀÆ ²PÀëPÀgÀ ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ°è
£ÀªÀÄUÉ ¥ÀæªÀÄÄRªÁV PÁtÄªÀ ²æÃ «ªÉÃPÁ£ÀAzÀ
gÀ£ÀÄß, ̧ ÀªÀð¥À°è ²æÃ gÁzsÁPÀÈµÀÚgÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ºÁUÀÆ
²æÃ C§ÄÝ¯ï PÀ̄ ÁAgÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß ̧ Àäj¸ÉÆÃt ºÁUÀÆ
C£ÀÄ¸Àj¸ÉÆÃt.

DvÀäzÀ CjªÉÃ CzsÁåvÀä, CzsÁåvÀäzÀ w½ªÉÃ
CzÉé ÊvÀ, CzÉé ÊvÀzÀ ¸ÁgÀªÉÃ CºÀA§æºÁä¹ä
vÀvÀÛ÷é. F vÀvÀÛ÷é ¥Àæw¥ÁzÀPÀgÁzÀ dUÀzÀÄÎgÀÄ
²æÃ±ÀAPÀgÁZÁAiÀÄðjUÉ £ÀªÀÄægÁV £À«Ä¸ÉÆÃt,
vÁ¼Éä¬ÄAzÀ CzÉé ÊvÀ vÀvÀÛ÷éªÀ£ÀÄß (¥ÀgÁ«zÉå)
CjAiÉÆÃt, fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ¢ªÀåvÉAi ÀÄ£ÀÄß
C£ÀÄ s̈À«¸ÉÆÃt. M¦àUÉAiÉÄÃ!!!

AiÀiÁgÀÄ K£ÉÃ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÆ ¤£Àß ªÀÄ£À¹ì£ÀAvÉ
£ÀqÉ, ¤£Àß «ZÁgÀzÀ°è ¸ÀéAwPÉ EgÀ°.

* * *

¸ÀÆAiÀÄð£À QgÀt PÉÆ¼ÀPÀÄ EgÀÄªÀ eÁUÀPÀÆÌ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ CzÀÄ

C¥À«vÀæªÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è

* * *

¤ÃwUÉlÖªÀ¤UÉ ¤AiÀÄwÛ£À CxÀð UÉÆwÛgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.
UÉÆwÛzÀÝgÀÆ CzÀÄ CªÀ¤UÉ CxÀðªÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.
CxÀðªÁzÀgÀÆ vÀ£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è C¼ÀªÀr¹
PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁzÀgÀÆ d£À
CªÀ£À£ÀÄß ¸ÀÄ® s̈ÀªÁV £ÀA§ÄªÀÅ¢®è.

* * *

C¸ÀªÀiÁ£ÀvÉ ̧ ÀÈ¶ÖAiÀiÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ ²æÃªÀÄAwPÉAiÀÄ
zÀÄgÁ¸É¬ÄAzÀ.

* * *

¸ÀÄRªÉA§ÄzÀÄ AiÀiÁªÁUÁzÀgÉÆªÉÄä §AzÀÄ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ £ÉgÀ½£ÀAvÉ. zÀÄBRªÁzÀgÉÆÃ £ÀªÀÄä
¤vÀå ¸ÀAUÁw.

* * *

£ÀªÀÄ ä ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ¨sÁªÀ £ÀªÀÄ ä ªÀAi ÀÄ¸ À ì£ ÀÄß
wÃªÀiÁð¤¸ÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

* * *

zÉÆqÀØªÀgÀ §UÉÎ M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀ£ÁßUÀ°Ã
PÉlÖzÀÝ£ÁßUÀ°Ã ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ É̈ÃqÀ.

M¼ÉîAiÀÄzÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÃ½zÀgÉ À̧Ä¼ÀÄî ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ.
PÉlÖzÀÝ£ÀÄß ºÉÃ½zÀgÉ C¥ÁAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß DºÁé¤¹zÀAvÉ

* * *

AiÀiÁgÀÄ PÀwÛAiÀÄ£ÀÄß »r¢gÀÄvÁgÉÆ CªÀgÀÄ
MAzÀ®è MAzÀÄ ¢£À PÀwÛUÉ vÀ£Àß PÉÆgÀ¼À£ÀÄß
M¦à̧ À̈ ÉÃPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.

* * *
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CAºÀPÁgÀ¢AzÀ zÀÆgÀ«gÀ®Ä PÀ°¬Äj
ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è C£ÉÃPÀ vÀgÀºÀzÀ

¸Ázs À£ ÉUÀ¼ À£ÀÄß ªÀiÁrzÀ §½PÀ ¸Á¥sÀ®å
zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ vÀgÀºÀzÀ PÀ̄ É, PÀ̧ ÀÄ§Ä,
«zÉåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°vÀ ªÀiÁvÀæPÉÌ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ vÁªÀÅ
¸ÀªÀðdÕgÉÃ DV©nÖzÉÝÃªÉ JAzÀÄ ºÉªÉÄä¬ÄAzÀ
©ÃUÀÄªÀªÀgÀÆ EzÁÝgÉ. PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ PÁ¯ÉÃfUÀÆ,
«±Àé«zÁå®AiÀÄPÀÆÌ ¥ÀæªÉÃ±À ¥ÀqÉzÀÄ, C°è
JgÀqÀÄ-ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ªÀµÀð CzsÀåAiÀÄ£À ªÀiÁr, rVæ
¥ÀqÉzÀ ªÀiÁvÀ æPÉ ÌÃ ªÀÄºÁeÁÕ¤UÀ¼ À ºÁUÉ
ºÁgÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÉgÀ ¤dªÁzÀ eÁÕ£ÀzÀ
ªÀiË°PÀvÉ K£ÉA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß ¤gÀÆ¦¹zÀ UËvÀªÀÄ
§ÄzÀÞ£À ¥Àæ̧ ÀAUÀ vÀÄA¨Á ¸ÁégÀ̧ ÀåPÀgÀªÁVzÉ.

M§â AiÀÄÄªÀPÀ §æºÀäZÁjAiÀiÁV zÉÃ±ÀUÀ½UÉ
ºÉÆÃV C£ÉÃPÀ PÀ̄ ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°vÀÄ PÉÆAqÀ. MAzÀÄ
£ÀUÀgÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃV zsÀ£ÀÄ¨ÁðtUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤«Äð¸ÀÄªÀ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃV¸ÀÄªÀ PÀ¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ°vÀ.
E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ HjUÉ ºÉÆÃV ºÀqÀUÀÄ ¤«Äð¸ÀÄªÀ
vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ°vÀÄPÉÆAqÀ. EµÀÄÖ ªÀiÁvÀæªÀ®èzÉ
¥ÀPÀÌzÀ £ÀUÀPÉÌ ºÉÆÃV UÀÈºÀ ¤ªÀiÁðtzÀ «zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
PÀ°vÀÄ, ºÀvÁÛgÀÄ £ÀUÀgÀUÀ¼À°è ¸ÀAZÀj À̧ÄvÀÛ vÀ£Àß
»jªÉÄAiÀÄ qÀAUÀÄgÀvÁ£ÉÃ ¨Áj¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ
``£À£ÀßµÀÄÖ eÁtgÀÄ AiÀiÁjzÁÝgÉ?’’ JAzÀÄ
¸ÀªÁ®Ä ºÁPÀvÉÆqÀVzÀÝ.

F §æºÀäZÁjAiÀÄ CºÀAPÁgÀzÀ ¸ÀAUÀw
UËvÀªÀÄ §ÄzÀÞ£À §½UÉ vÀ®Ä¦zÁUÀ zÀÄgÀºÀAPÁgÀ
¢AzÀ CªÀ£ÀÄ ¸ÀªÀð£Á±ÀªÁUÀ¢gÀ° JA§
GzÉÝÃ±À¢AzÀ MAzÀÄ G¥ÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁrzÀgÀÄ.
CªÀgÀÄ M§â ©üPÀÄëPÀ£À ªÉÃµÀ zsÀj¹ §æºÀäZÁjAiÀÄ

ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ §AzÁUÀ, §æºÀäZÁjAiÀÄÄ ``¤Ã£ÀÄ
AiÀiÁgÀAiÀÄå?’’, JAzÀÄ ¥Àæ²ß¹zÀ. DUÀ §ÄzÀÞ£ÀÄ
``£Á£ÀÄ DvÀä«dAiÀÄzÀ ¥ÀyPÀ’’ JAzÀ.

F ªÀiÁw£À CxÀðªÁUÀzÉ ``zÀAiÀÄ«lÄÖ
¸Àà¶ÖÃçPÀj¹’’ JAzÀÄ §æºÀäZÁj «£ÀAw¹zÀ. DUÀ
s̈ÀUÀªÁ£ï §ÄzÀÞ ̀ `zsÀ£ÀÄ¨ÁðtUÀ¼À ¤ªÀiÁðt,

ºÀqÀV£À ZÁ®£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¤AiÀÄAvÀæt ºÁUÀÆ
ºÉÆ¸À ±ÉÊ°AiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉU À¼ À ¤ªÀiÁðtzÀ
PÁAiÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß AiÀiÁgÁzÀgÀÆ ªÀiÁqÀ§®ègÀÄ.
PÉÃªÀ® eÁÕ£À¢AzÀ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃd£À«®è. ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£À
ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ªÀÄÄRå. ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ¥À«vÀæ«®è¢zÀÝgÉ ̧ ÀPÀ®
eÁÕ£ÀªÀÇ ªÀåxÀðªÉÃ ¸Àj! CºÀAPÁgÀ¢AzÀ
ªÀÄÄPÀÛ£ÁzÀ ªÀåQÛAiÉÄÃ ̈ sÀUÀªÀAvÀ£À£ÀÄß ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ§®è’’
JAzÀÄ §æºÀäZÁjUÉ vÀPÀëtªÉÃ vÀ£Àß vÀ¦à£À
CjªÁV, ̀ `£À£Àß£ÀÄß PÀë«Ä¹ UÀÄgÀÄzÉÃªÀ!’’ JAzÀÄ
DvÀ£À ZÀgÀtUÀ½UÉgÀVzÀ.

ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå¤UÉ «zÉå, §Ä¢Þ PË±À®, vÀAvÀæeÁÕ£À
EvÁå¢UÀ¼É®è ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. DzÀgÉ ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì ¤ªÀÄð®ªÁV,
CºÀAPÁgÀ gÀ»vÀªÁVgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. «zÉåAiÀÄ ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ°è
«£ÀAiÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ̈ É¼Ȩ́ ÉÃPÀÄ. «£ÀAiÀÄ¢AzÁV ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ°è
CºÀðvÀ, AiÉÆÃUÀåvÉ ¥Áæ¥ÀÛªÁV CºÀAPÁgÀ
zÀÆgÀªÁUÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. EAvÀºÀ CºÀðvÉAiÀÄÄ¼Àî ªÀåQÛ zsÀ£À
À̧A¥ÁzÀ£É ªÀiÁr, zsÀªÀÄðzÀ ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ

¤dªÁzÀ DzÀ±Àð ̧ ÀÄR ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÀªÀÄxÀð£ÁV
s̈ÀUÀªÀvï PÀÈ¥ÉUÉ ¥ÁvÀæ£ÁUÀÄvÁÛ£É. UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄgÉÃ,

«zÁåªÀAvÀgÁVj. DzÀgÉ CºÀAPÁgÀ¢AzÀ
zÀÆgÀ«zÀÄÝ, À̧vÀàxÀzÀ°è ªÀÄÄ£ÀßqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ºÀA§®
À̧zÁ ¤ªÀÄUÉ zÁj¢Ã¥ÀªÁVgÀ°.
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À̧AvÉÆÃµÀzÀ Ȩ́̄ É
``EµÉÖ®è PÀµÀÖ¥ÀlÖ PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁrÛÃ«, DzÀgÉ

fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ°è ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÉÃ E®è £ÉÆÃr....’’
J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä°è §ºÀÄvÉÃPÀgÀ ¢£À¤vÀåzÀ
GzÁÎgÀªÉÃ DVzÉ. EzÉÃ£ÀÆ ¸ÀÄ¼Àî®è C®èªÉ?
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ ¤dPÀÆÌ J°èzÉ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß
w½zÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀîzÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ EzÀPÉÌ PÁgÀt.

MAzÀÄ Hj£À°è M§â UÀÄgÀÄ«zÀÝ. CªÀ¤UÉ
£ÀÆgÁgÀÄ ²µÀåjzÀÝgÀÄ. zÉÃ±ÁAvÀgÀ ºÉÆÃVzÀÝ
UÀÄgÀÄ MAzÀÄ ¢£À EzÀÝQÌzÀÝAvÉAiÉÄÃ ªÁ¥À̧ ï
§AzÀÄ, JA¢£ÀAvÉ Hj£À zÉÃªÀ̧ ÁÜ£ÀzÀ̄ ÉèÃ
s̈ÀªÀ§AzsÀ£ÀzÀ ºÉÆgÉUÀ¼À£Éß®è PÀ¼ÀaPÉÆAqÀªÀ£ÀAvÉ

ºÁAiÀiÁV PÀÆwzÀÝ. CªÀ£À£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃzÀ
²µÀågÀÄ, ̀ `UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ ̧ ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÉÃ ¹UÁÛ E®é®è,
K£ÁäqÉÆÃzÀÄ?’’ JAzÀgÀÄ. DUÀ UÀÄgÀÄ, F
²µÀ åjU É MAzÀ Ä ¥Áo À º ÉÃ½P ÉÆq À®Ä
wÃª À iÁð¤¹z À . §A¢zÀ Ý  ²µÀ åjU É¯Á è
MAzÉÆAzÀÄ G¹gÀÄ §ÄgÀÄqÉ (§®Æ£ÀÄ)AiÀÄ£ÀÄß
PÉÆlÖ D UÀÄgÀÄ ``£ÉÆÃr, EzÀÄ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀzÀ
§®Æ£ÀÄ. ²µÀågÉÃ, EzÀ£ÀÄß ZÉ£ÁßV H¢,
CzÀgÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É ¤ªÀÄä ¤ªÀÄä ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
§gÉ¬Äj’’ JAzÀÄ. ²µÀågÀÄ CzÀ£ÀÄß ²gÀ̧ ÁªÀ»¹
ªÀiÁrzÀgÀÄ. DªÉÄÃ¯É D UÀÄgÀÄ ``FUÀ ¤ÃªÀÅ
F §®Æ£ÀÄUÀ¼À£Éß¯Áè E£ÀÆß zÉÆqÀØzÀ£ÁßV
ªÀiÁr’’ JAzÀ. UÀÄgÀÄ ºÁUÉAzÁUÀ M§â ²µÀå
``UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÉÃ, ºÁUÉ ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ §®Æ£ÀÄ MqÉzÀÄ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÀµÉÖ’’ JAzÀÄ C£ÀÄªÀiÁ£À ªÀåPÀÛ¥Àr¹zÀ.
UÀÄgÀÄUÀ½UÀÆ EzÉÃ GvÀÛgÀ ̈ ÉÃPÁVvÀÄÛ. PÀÆqÀ̄ ÉÃ
CªÀgÀÄ ``²µÀågÉÃ, £ÉÆÃr ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÀÇ

»ÃUÉAiÉÄÃ, §®Æ£ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ F ¤«ÄµÀªÉÇÃ,
ªÀÄÄA¢£À ¤«ÄµÀªÉÇÃ MqÉzÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉÆÃ
¤ÃªÀÅ ºÀA§°¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÀÇ PÀëtÂPÀªÉÃ
DVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ¤ªÀÄUÉ ¹PÀÌ §®Æ£ÀÄ, CzÀgÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É
§gÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ ¤ªÀÄäUÀ¼À ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄ K£ÁzÀgÀÆ
G½¬ÄvÉÃ? EµÀÖPÁÌV £ÁªÀÅ M§âjUÉÆ§âgÀÄ
PÀZÁÑqÀÄvÉÛÃªÀ®èªÉÃ? CzÀÄ ¤dPÀÆÌ CxÀð»Ã£À’’
JAzÀgÀÄ.

F PÀvÉAiÀÄ¯ÉÆèAzÀÄ ¸ÀvÀå CqÀVzÉ. £ÁªÀÅ
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄªÀ CªÀ̧ ÀgÀzÀ°è PÉÆ£ÉUÉ
¸ÁéyðUÀ¼ÁUÀÄwÛzÉÝÃªÉ. ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå vÀ£Àß fÃªÀ£ÀPÉÌ,
vÀ£Àß CªÀ®A©vÀgÀ £ÉªÀÄä¢UÉ, ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ
vÀÄwÛ£À aÃ® vÀÄA©¹PÉÆ¼Àî°PÉÌ zÀÄrAiÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ.
¸À é®à G½vÁAiÀÄ ªÀiÁqÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ, ªÀÄ£ÉªÀÄoÀ
ªÀiÁqÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÉ®èªÀÇ ªÁ À̧ÛªÀªÉÃ. £Á£ÀÄ
CzÀ£ÉßÃ£ÀÆ ¤gÁPÀj¸ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è CxÀªÁ J®ègÀÆ
¸ À ÄRªÁVg À¨ É ÃP É Az Àg É  ¸ À£Á å¹U À¼ÁV
»ªÀiÁ®AiÀÄPÉÆÌÃ, ªÀÄoÀPÉÆÌÃ ºÉÆÃUÀ̈ ÉÃPÉAzÀÄ
ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. DzÀgÉ £Á«zÀÝ°èAiÉÄÃ £ÉªÀÄä¢
PÁtÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ
w½zÀÄPÉÆ¼À î¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ªÉÄÃ°£À PÀv É ¤ÃªÀÅ
À̧AvÉÆÃµÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄgÉAiÀÄ É̈ÃPÉAzÉÃ£ÀÆ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄwÛ®è.

DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ°è CqÀVgÀÄªÀ zsÀé£ÀåxÀðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
CgÀ̧ ÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÀgÉ, ¤dªÁzÀ ̧ ÀAvÉÆÃµÀªÀ£ÀÄß
C£ÀÄ s̈À«¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ UÉÆvÁÛUÀÄvÀÛ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÁªÉ®ègÀÆ zÉÃªÀvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
gÁPÀë¸ÀgÀ ªÀÄzs Éå £ÀqÉzÀ CªÀÄÈvÀ ªÀÄxÀ£ÀzÀ
PÀxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÉÃ½zÉÝÃªÉ. DzÀgÉ CAxÀ MAzÀÄ
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ªÀÄºÁªÀ Äx À£ À ¤dªÁVAi ÀÄÆ ¢£ Àª ÀÇ
£ÀªÉÆä¼ÀUÀqÉAiÉÄÃ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. DUÀµÉÖÃ
£ÉªÀÄä¢AiÀÄ £ÀªÀ¤ÃvÀ zÉÆgÀPÀ®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀå. £ÉªÀÄä¢
¹UÀÄvÀÛzÉAzÀÄ §®Æ£À£ÀÄß £ÁªÀÅ £ÁªÉÃ HzÀ®Ä
ªÀÄÄV©Ã¼ÀÄªÀ ªÉÆzÀ®Ä, CzÉÃ §®Æ£ÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
M§âjUÉÆ§âgÀÄ ºÀAaPÉÆAr zÀÝgÉ ±ÀæªÀÄªÀÇ
vÀ¥ÀÅàwÛvÀÄÛ ; £ÉªÀÄä¢AiÀÄÆ ¹UÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. CAzÀgÉ
£ÁªÀÅ E£ÉÆß§âjUÉ K£ÀÆ PÉÆqÀzÉÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ

¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ JAzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉ ÛÃªÉ. E£ÉÆß§âgÀ
¸ÀÄRªÀ£ÀÄß QvÀÄÛPÉÆAqÀÄ RÄ¶¥ÀqÀ §ºÀÄzÀÄ
JAzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃªÉ. DzÀgÉ DUÀ £ÀªÀÄä ¹Üw E£ÀßµÀÄÖ
zÀAiÀÄ¤ÃAiÀÄªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÉªÀÄä¢ ¨ÉÃPÉAzÀgÉ
vÁ¼ É ä¨ÉÃPÀÄ. OzÁAiÀÄð ¨ÉÃPÀÄ, ªÀÄv ÀÄ Û
ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ°è GzÁvÀÛ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ½gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ
J£ÀßªÀÅzÀÄ £É£À¦gÀ°.



14

¥ÁAqÀªÀjAzÀ PÀ°AiÀÄ É̈ÃPÁzÀ ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼ÀÄ
PÀÄgÀÄPÉëÃvÀæ AiÀÄÄzÀÞ £ÀqÉzÀÄ 36 ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À §½PÀ

gÁdåªÀ£ÀÄß CdÄð£À£À ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ ¥ÀjÃQëvÀ£À PÉÊUÉÆ¦à¹
¥ÁAqÀªÀgÀÄ ̧ ÀéUÁðgÉÆÃºÀtPÉÌ ºÉÆgÀqÀÄvÁÛgÉ. vÁªÀÅ
ªÀiÁrzÀ ¥ÀÅtåPÁAiÀÄðUÀ½AzÁV ̧ ÀéUÀð¥Áæ¦Û RavÀ
JA§ÄzÀÄ CªÀgÀ C¤¹PÉAiÀiÁVvÀÄÛ. DzÀgÉ D
ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è ªÉÆzÀ®Ä zËæ¥À¢ ̧ ÉÆÃ®ÄvÁÛ¼É. C°èAzÀ
£ÀPÀÄ®, ¸ÀºÀzÉÃªÀ, DªÉÄÃ¯É ©üÃªÀÄ, PÉÆ£ÉUÉ
CdÄð£ À£ ÀÆ ¸ À¥ s À®£ÁU ÀÄª À Å¢® è .  Cª Àg À
C¥ÀgÁzs ÀªÁzÀgÀÆ K¤vÀÄ Û? zËæ¥ À¢ J®è
UÀAqÀA¢gÀ£ÀÆß ̧ ÀªÀiÁ£ÀªÁV PÀAqÀgÀÆ CdÄð£À£À
§UÉÎ DPÉUÉ MA¢µÀÄÖ ºÉZÉÑÃ CPÀÌgÉ¬ÄvÀÄÛ. vÀ£Àß£ÀÄß
£ÉÆÃrzÀªÀgÉ®è ªÀÄvÉÆÛªÉÄä wgÀÄV £ÉÆÃqÀ¢gÀ̄ ÁgÀgÀÄ
JA§ CºÀAPÁgÀ £ÀPÀÄ®¤VvÀÄÛ. ̈ ÉÃgÁjUÀÆ E®èzÀ
s̈À«µÀåªÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀ ±ÀQÛ vÀ£ÀUÀµÉÖÃ EzÉ JA§ÄzÀÄ

§UÉÎ ¸ÀºÀzÉÃªÀ¤UÉ ºÀªÀÄÄä, E£ÀÄß ©üÃªÀÄ¤UÉÆÃ
CºÁgÀzÀ ªÁåªÉÆÃºÀ. CdÄð£À¤UÉ ̧ ÀzÁ C¨sÀzÀævÉ
- »ÃUÉ M¨ÉÆâ§âgÀ°è MAzÉÆAzÀÄ ºÀÄ¼ÀÄPÀÄ
ªÀÄºÁ¨sÁgÀvÀzÀ ¥ÀAZÀ¥ÁAqÀªÀjAzÀ J®ègÀÆ,
CzÀgÀ®Æè PÁ¥ÉÇðgÉÃmï dUÀvÀÄÛ PÀ°AiÀÄ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ
¥ÁoÀUÀ¼ÀÄ E°èªÉ -

1. vÀAqÀªÉÇAzÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄ£ÉßqȨ́ ÀÄªÁUÀ AiÀiÁgÉÆ§âgÀ
§UÉÎAiÀÄÆ ¥ÀPÀë¥ÁvÀ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¸À®è.

2. AiÀiÁgÀzÉÆÃ ZÀjµÀäPÉÆÌ¼ÀîUÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¨ÉÃqÀ

3. vÀªÀÄä GvÁàzÀPÀvÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ zsÁµÀé÷åð
¨É¼É¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ ̈ ÉÃqÀªÉÃ ¨ÉÃqÀ.

4. ̈ ÉÃgÉAiÀÄªÀgÀ CUÀvÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÆß PÀqÉUÀtÂ¹ zÀÄgÁ Ȩ́
¨É¼É¹PÉÆ¼ÀîPÀÆqÀzÀÄ.

5. ¨ÉÃgÉ ¥Àæw¨sÁ¤évÀgÀ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃr C¨sÀzÀævÉ
¨É¼É¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ ̈ ÉÃqÀ.

EzÉ®èªÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ vÀÄA§ ̧ ÀÄ®¨sÀ, DzÀgÉ

CzÀ£ÀÄß DZÀgÀuÉV½¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ vÀÄA¨Á PÀµÀÖ. EªÀgÉ®è
PÀrªÉÄAiÉÄÃ£À®è, J®ègÀÆ PÀÈµÀÚ£À ²µÀågÉÃ. ¥ÀæwÃ
¸ÀªÉÄäÃ¼À£À ¸À̈ sÉUÀ¼À®Æè vÀªÀÄä AiÀÄ±ÉÆÃUÁxÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
ºÀAaPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä PÉ®ªÀgÀ£ÀÄß PÀgȨ́ ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. AiÀÄ±À¹é
GzÀ å«ÄU À¼ À ¸Áz s À£ É E£ ÀÆ ß P É®ª ÀjU É
¸ÀÆáwðAiÀiÁUÀ̄ ÉA§ÄzÀÄ CªÀgÀ D±ÀAiÀÄ. AiÀÄ±À̧ ÀÄì
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÉÊ¥sÀ®åUÀ¼À §UÉÎ ºÀ®ªÀÅ ZÀÄlÄPÀÄUÀ¼ÀÆß
ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ. ¥ÁoÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¦¦n (¥ÀªÀgï
¥Á¬ÄAmï ¥ É æ¸ ÉAm ÉÃ±À£ï)UÀ¼ ÀÄ , CzÀPÁÌV
PÁAiÀiÁðUÁgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ. PÀ°AiÀÄÄªÀ vÀÄrvÀ
J®ègÀ®Æè EzÉ. AiÀÄ±À̧ ÀÄì J®èjUÀÆ ̈ ÉÃQzÉ. DzÀgÉ
F PÁAiÀiÁðUÁgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ CzÀPÉÆÌAzÀÄ ¸ÀÆvÀ æ
PÉÆqÀÄªÀ°è AiÀÄ±À¹éAiÀiÁVªÉAiÉÄÃ JA§ ¥Àæ±ÉßUÉ,
CzÀ£ÀÄß C¼ÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀÄ JA§ GvÀÛgÀ zÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ.
AiÀÄ±À¹ìUÉ ̧ ÀÆvÀæªÉA§Ä¢®è. ªÀåQÛ¬ÄAzÀ ªÀåQÛUÉ CzÀÄ
§zÀ̄ ÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. M§âjUÉ ̧ Á¥sÀ®å ºÀÄqÀÄQPÉÆlÖ ºÁ¢
ªÀÄvÉÆÛ§âjUÀÆ CzÉÃ ¥sÀ°vÁA±À PÉÆqÀÄvÀÛzÉ
JAzÉÃ£ÀÆ E®è. vÀªÀÄä ±ÀPÁÛ÷å£ÀÄ¸ÁgÀ AiÀÄ±À¹ì£À
¸ÀÆvÀæªÀ£ÀÄß CªÀgÀªÀgÉÃ ºÀÄqÀÄQPÉÆ¼Àî¨ÉÃPÀµÉÖÃ.
CzÀPÁÌV AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ ̧ ÀÄ® s̈ÀzÀ ºÁ¢¬Ä®è. zËæ¥À¢
CdÄð£À£À §UÉV£À ̧ É¼ÉvÀªÀ£ÀÄß vÉÆÃgÀUÉÆqÀ¢zÀÝgÉ
DPÉAiÀÄ §UÉÎ CªÀjUÀÆ D DPÀµÀðuÉ CxÀªÁ
DPÉAiÀÄ ¦æÃw UÀ½¸À̈ ÉÃPÉA§ ºÁvÉÆgÉAiÀÄÄ«PÉAiÀÄÆ
CªÀg À°è Eg ÀÄwÛg À°®èª ÉÃ£ ÉÆÃ. ºÁUÉAi ÉÄÃ
CeÁÕvÀªÁ¸ÀzÀ°è ©üÃªÀÄ¤AzÀ QÃZÀPÀ£À ªÀzsÉ
ªÀiÁr À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ DPÉUÀÆ ̧ ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄwÛgÀ°®è ªÉÃ£ÉÆÃ.
vÀ£Àß ̧ ËAzÀAiÀÄðªÉÃ E®è¢zÀÝgÉ £ÀPÀÄ®£À C¹ÛvÀéªÉÃ
w½AiÀÄÄwÛgÀ°®èªÉÃ£ÉÆÃ. JµÉÖÃ ̧ Áj £ÀªÀÄä £ÉÃvÁåvÀäPÀ
UÀÄtªÀÇ ¸ÀPÁgÁvÀäPÀªÁV PÉ®¸À ªÀiÁqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ.
CzÀ£ÀÄß §¼À¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CzÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀjAiÀiÁzÀ
PÉ®¸ÀPÉÌ zÀÄr¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ EZÁÒ±ÀQÛ EgÀ¨ÉÃPÀµÉÖÃ.
¥ÁAqÀªÀgÀÄ UÉ¢ÝzÀÄÝ EzÉÃ PÁgÀtPÁÌVAiÉÄÃ.
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UÀÄgÀÄ ¤«ÄvÀÛ, UÀÄj ªÀÄÄRå
aAi ÉÆÃ£ ÉÆÃ J£ À Ä ßª À  ¨Ëz À Þ

¸À£Áå¹¤AiÉÆ§â½zÀÝ¼ÀÄ. MAzÀÄ ºÀÄtÂÚªÉÄAiÀÄ
gÁwæAiÀÄ°è CªÀ¼ÀÄ MAzÀÄ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ CqÉØ
»rzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ, CzÀgÀ°è MAzÀÄ ©A¢UÉ
¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆvÀÄÛPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝ¼ÀÄ. DzÀgÉ
D CqÉØUÉ ºÁQzÀÝ ©¢gÀÄ wÃgÁ ºÀ¼ÉAiÀÄzÁV,
¯ÉÆqÁØVvÀÄÛ. »ÃUÁV ªÀÄzsÉåzÀ̄ ÉèÃ CqÉØ JgÀqÀÄ
vÀÄAqÁV, ©A¢UÉ PÉ¼ÀPÉÌ ©zÀÄÝ, ¤ÃgÉ̄ Áè ZÉ°è
ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. DªÉÄÃ¯É CªÀ¼À ¥Á°UÉ ¤ÃgÀÆ
EgÀ°®è. ¤ÃgÉÆ¼ÀUÉ PÁtÄwÛzÀÝ ZÀAzÀæ©A§ªÀÇ
EgÀ°®è, DzÀgÉ CªÀ¼ÀÄ D PÀëtzÀ°è ¤dPÀÆÌ
§AzsÀªÀÄÄPÀÛ¼ÁVzÀÝ¼ÀÄ!

¤dPÀÆÌ ªÉÆÃPÀ ëªÀ£ÀÄß CgÀ¸ÀÄªÀªÀjUÉ
UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ É̈ÃPÉÆÃ, É̈ÃqÀªÉÇÃ JA§ ¥Àæ±ÉßAiÀÄ
À̧ÄvÀÛ°£À feÁÕ Ȩ́AiÉÄÃ F WÀl£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÃ¼À®Ä

PÁgÀt. KPÉAzÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä ¸ÀÄvÀÛªÀÄÄvÀÛ°£À d£À
£À£Àß §½UÉ ``¤ÃªÉÃ £À£Àß UÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ¤ÃªÉÃ
£À£ÀUÉ zÁj vÉÆÃj¸À̈ ÉÃPÀÄ’’ JAzÀÄPÉÆAqÉÃ
§gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ »ÃUÉ §AzÀ PÉ®ªÉÃ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è
CªÀgÀÄ E£ÉÆß§â UÀÄgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß CgÀ¹PÉÆAqÀÄ
ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. E®èªÉÃ E£ÉÆß§â UÀÄgÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß ©lÄÖ
£À£Àß §½UÉ §A¢gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. £Á£ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß
Ai ÀiÁªÀv ÀÆÛ ``£Á£ÉÆ§â UÀÄgÀÄ’’ JAzÀÄ
PÀgÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅ¢®è. £À£Àß ºÀwÛgÀ §AzÀªÀgÀÄ
£À£Àß£ÀÄß CªÀgÀ EµÀÖzÀAvÉ ºÉÃUÉ É̈ÃPÁzÀgÀÆ
£ÉÆÃqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. CAzÀgÉ DwäÃAiÀÄ UÉ¼ÉAiÀÄ,
»vÉÊ¶, CZÁ£ÀPÁÌV ¹PÀÌ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå, AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ
DUÀAvÀÄPÀ »ÃUÉ ºÉÃUÉ ¨ÉÃPÉÆÃ ºÁUÉÃ

£ÉÆÃqÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ w½¢gÀÄªÀµÀÖ£ÀÄß
CªÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ ºÀAaPÉÆ¼ÀÄ îv É ÛÃ£É. DzÀgÉ
CAwªÀÄªÁV CªÀgÀªÀgÉÃ vÀªÀÄä vÀªÀÄä ̧ ÀvÀåUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ¼Àî̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.

¸ÁPÁëvÁÌgÀzÀ ºÀA§®ªÀÅ¼ÀîªÀgÀ°è ºÀ®ªÀÅ
¸ ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÀ½gÀÄv À ÛªÉ. ªÀÄÄRåªÁV CªÀgÉ®è
CªÀ¸ÀgÀzÀ°ègÀÄvÁÛgÉ. »ÃUÁVAiÉÄÃ £ÀÆgÀPÉÌ
vÉÆA§vÉÆÛA§vÀÄÛ d£À ªÉÆzÀªÉÆzÀ¯É®è
ºÀÄgÀÄ¦¤A¢zÀÄÝ, DªÉÄÃ É̄ AiÀiÁªÁåªÀÅzÉÆÃ PÀÄëzÀæ
À̧AUÀwUÀ¼À°è ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄV ©qÀÄvÁÛgÉ. E®èªÉ CªÀjUÉ

F DzsÁåvÀäzÀ ¸ÀºÀªÁ¸ÀªÉ®è ¸ÁPÀÄ J¤¹©qÀÄ
vÀÛzÉ. ªÁ À̧ÛªÀªÉAzÀgÉ EAvÀ ̧ ÀAUÀwUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À
CºÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß É̈¼Ȩ́ À§®èªÉ «£Á ©qÀÄUÀqÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
zÉÆgÀQ¹ PÉÆqÀ¯ÁgÀªÀÅ. EzÀ£ÀÄß ©lÖgÉ
ºÀ®ªÁgÀÄ ªÉÆzÀ̄ É J®è ¸ÀAUÀwUÀ¼À §UÉUÀÆ
¥ÀÇªÁðUÀæºÀ ºÉÆA¢gÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CAxÀªÀjUÉ K£À£Éß
ºÉÃ½, UÉÆtUÁqÀÄvÁÛgÉ CxÀªÁ vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß
GzÉÝÃ²¹AiÉÄÃ D ªÀiÁvÀÄUÀ¼À£ÁßqÀÄwÛgÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ
JAzÀÄ s̈Á«¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ. DzÀgÉ £ÀA©PÉAiÀÄ
«µÀAiÀÄPÉÌ §AzÀgÉ ¤ÃªÀÅ ¤ªÀÄUÉ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ
ªÀÄÄRåªÉÇÃ CzÀ£ÀÄß DAiÉÄÌ ªÀiÁrPÉÆ¼Àî®Ä
ªÀÄÄPÀÛªÁzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀB¹Üw ºÉÆA¢gÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ. CzÀgÀ
§½PÀ ¤ªÀÄä DAiÉÄÌ ¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß ºÉZÀÄÑ ºÉÆuÉUÁgÀgÀ
£ÁßV¹zÀgÉ, ºÉZÀÄÑ zÀAiÀiÁ¥ÀgÀgÀ£ÁßV¹zÀgÉ, ºÉZÀÄÑ
GvÀÌlvÉAiÀÄÄ¼ÀîªÀgÀ£ÁßV ªÀiÁrzÀgÉ ¤ÃªÀÅ
PÉÊUÉÆAqÀ wÃªÀiÁð£À ¸ÀjAiÀiÁVzÉ JAzÀxÀð.
MnÖ£À°è ¤ÃªÀÅ ¤ªÀÄä M¼ÀzÀ¤UÉ É̈̄ É PÉÆr.
EzÉ®èªÀÇ PÉÆ£ÉUÉ £ÀªÀÄä CºÀªÀÄä£ÉßÃ ªÀÄÄlÄÖvÀÛzÉ.
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ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£À£ÀÄß DªÀj¹PÉÆArgÀÄªÀ CºÀ«Ää£À
PÉÆÃmÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß s̈ÉÃ¢¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¤dPÀÆÌ PÀµÀÖzÀ
PÉ®¸À. DzÀgÉ ºÁUÉ ªÀiÁqÀ¢zÀÝgÉ ¤ªÀÄUÉ
©qÀÄUÀqÉ ¹PÀÄÌªÀÅ¢®è, ªÉÆzÀ°£À GzÁºÀgÀuÉUÉ
ºÉÆÃUÉÆÃt. ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß ºÉÆgÀÄªÀ ªÀåQÛVAvÀ
©A¢UÉAiÉÄÃ ªÀÄÄRåªÁUÀ¨ÁgÀzÀÄ. ¤ÃªÀÅ
ºÁUÉAzÀÄ PÉÆAqÀgÉ zÁj vÀ¦à¢ÝÃj JAzÉÃ
CxÀð. eÉÃ£ÀÄºÀÄ¼ÀÄªÀÅ ºÀÆ«£À ªÀÄPÀgÀAzÀªÀ£ÀÄß
»ÃjPÉÆAqÀÄ vÀ£Àß UÀÆrUÉ ªÀÄgÀ¼ÀÄvÀÛzÀ®èªÉÃ?

£ÀªÀÄä ̧ ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¢AiÀÄÆ »ÃUÉAiÉÄÃ EgÀ̈ ÉÃPÀÄ.
¤ÃªÀÅ AiÀiÁªÀ UÀÄgÀÄ«£À §½UÁzÀgÀÆ ºÉÆÃV,
AiÀiÁªÀ zÉÃªÀ̧ ÁÜ£ÀPÁÌzÀgÀÆ ºÉÆÃV. CAwªÀÄªÁV
¤ÃªÀÅ ¤ªÀÄäzÉÃ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è £ÀqÉAiÀÄ É̈ÃPÀÄ. ̄ ËQPÀ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DzsÁåwäPÀ fÃªÀ£À JgÀqÀPÀÆÌ F ªÀiÁvÀÄ
¸À®ÄèvÀÛzÉ. DzÀgÉ É̈Ã«£À ªÀÄgÀzÀ°è ªÀiÁ«£À
ºÀtÚ£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄPÀ®Ä ºÉÆÃUÀ̈ ÉÃr!
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¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ°PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ
avÀæªÀÄÆ® §°vÀ gÉA É̈AiÀÄ£ÀÄß £ÉlÖgÉ ̧ ÁPÀÄ,

£ÁPÁgÀÄ ¢£ÀUÀ¼À°è aUÀÄgÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ. ªÀÄtÂÚ£À
PÀÄAqÀzÀ°è PÀÆqÁ É̈¼Ȩ́ À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. J¯É, PÀrØ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ̈ ÉÃgÀÄ §¼À̧ ÀÄªÀªÀgÀÄ J¼É aUÀÄgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
ªÀÄfÓUÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀ¹PÁ¬Ä vÀÄj ̧ ÀAUÀqÀ gÀÄ©âzÁUÀ
ºÀ¹gÀÄ vÀA§Ä½ ¹zÀÞ. ªÁgÀPÉÆÌAzÀÄ ¢£À F
vÀÄA§½ §¼À¹zÀgÉ PÀ¥ s À , ºÉÆm É Öº ÀÄ¼ À,
ªÀÄÆ®ªÁå¢ü ªÀÄvÀÄÛ QÃ®Ä UÀAlÄ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ
¥ÀjºÁgÀ, PÁ®Ä ZÀªÀÄZÀ Mt J¯É ¥ÀÅrAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
ªÀÄfÓUÉ ¸ÀAUÀqÀ ¢£Á JgÀqÀÄ ¨Áj ºÀ¹zÀ
ºÉÆmÉÖAiÀÄ°è ¸ÉÃ«¹zÀgÉ ªÀÄÆ®ªÁå¢ü ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
UÁå¹ÖçPï vÉÆAzÀgÉ ªÁ¹AiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. É̈ÃgÀ£ÀÄß
UÀÄ¯Á© d® (¥À¤ßÃgÀÄ)zÉÆA¢UÉ CgÉzÀÄ
É̄Ã¦¹zÀgÉ vÀ̄ É±ÀÆ É̄, QÃ®Ä UÀAlÄ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ

¥ÀjºÁgÀ, PÀÄgÀzÀ ¨ÁªÀÅ MqÉAiÀÄ®Ä ¨ÉÃUÀ
ºÀuÁÚUÀ®Ä ¸ÀºÀ CAvÀºÀ ¯ÉÃ¥À£À ¸ÀºÀPÁj.
É̈uÉÚAiÀÄ°è CgÉzÀÄ PÀÄgÀzÀ ̈ Á«UÉ ̄ ÉÃ¦ À̧§ºÀÄzÀÄ.

ªÀAzÉ®UÀ (Centella Asiatica)

C£Á¢ PÁ®¢AzÀ®Æ §Ä¢Þ ªÀÄvÉÛAiÀÄ
¸ÀÄzsÁgÀuÉUÉ §¼ÀPÉAiÀiÁzÀ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ VqÀ.
GzÉéÃUÀ, DvÀAPÀ, s̈ÀAiÀÄ, PÁvÀgÀvÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß QªÉÄ
ª ÀiÁr £ÉÆÃrj, ¤ªÀÄ ä £ É£ À¦£À ±ÀQ Û
ºÀjvÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CAvÀºÀ C¥ÀÇªÀð ±ÀQÛAiÀÄÄ¼Àî
ªÀAzÀ®UÀ ¸À¹UÉ ¤ÃgÁ¸ÀgÉ ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. ¨ÉÃgÀÄ
VtÂÚ¤AzÀ ºÉÆ À̧ ̧ À¹ ¹zÀÝ PÉ®ªÉÃ wAUÀ¼ÀÄUÀ¼À°è
PÀÄAqÀ, ¥Áw vÀÄA¨Á ºÀgÀrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ. ¥ÀÅµÀÌ¼À
ªÀÄtÄÚ ºÀªÉAiÀÄ°è UÀuÉÃvÀÛgÀ É̈¼É¢ÃvÀÄ. ªÀÄfÓUÉ,

PÁ¬Ä vÀÄj eÉÆvÉUÉ vÀAiÀiÁj¸ÀÄªÀ ºÀ¹gÀÄ
vÀÄA§Ä½AiÀÄ ̧ ÁézÀ C¥Àj«ÄvÀ. ªÁgÀPÉÆÌAzÁªÀwð
CAvÀºÀ ºÀ¹gÀÄ vÀÄA§Ä½ ̧ ÀAUÀqÀ C£Àß GtÂÚj.
¸ÀÄ¢ÃWÀð fÃªÀ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiÁ À̧zÀ, CZÀÑ½AiÀÄzÀ
£É£À¥ÀÅ±ÀQÛ ¤ªÀÄäzÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. UÁå¹ÖçPï JzÉ Gj,
ªÀÄ®§zÀÞvÉ ¥ÀjºÁgÀPÉ Ì EzÀgÀ vÀÄA§½
gÁªÀÄ¨Át. gÉÆÃUÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄÄ¥ÀÅà vÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ
¢ªËåµÀ¢ü ªÀAzÉ®UÀ JAzÀÄ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ ¸Á«gÀ
ªÀµÀðzÀ »A¢£À ZÀgÀPÀ ¸ÀA»vÉ G¯ÉèÃR«zÉ.

CqÀÄ¸ÉÆÃUÉ (Adhathoda Vasica)

PÀr Ø£ ÉlÄÖ aUÀÄj¸ À§®è ¨ÉÃ° VqÀ.
JgÀqÁ¼ÉvÀÛgÀ É̈¼É¢ÃvÀÄ. J¯ÉAiÉÄÃ ªÀÄÄRåªÁV
§¼ÀPÉAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ. ºÀ¹ J¯É CgÉzÀÄ »Ar
gÀ̧ À vÉUÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÀÄ. ºÁUÁV ºÀ̈ ÉAiÀÄ°èj¹zÀgÉ
J É̄»Ar gÀ̧ À vÉUÉAiÀÄ¯Á¢ÃvÀÄ. J É̄ gÀ̧ À »Ar
2 ¸ÀÆá£ï gÀ̧ À, CzsÀð ¸ÀÆà£ï eÉÃ£ÀÄ PÀÆr¹
PÀÄr¹zÀgÉ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ºÁUÀÆ zÉÆqÀØªÀgÀ PÉªÀÄÄä,
ºÀ¼É £ÉUÀr, ZÀ½ dégÀ ¥ÀjºÁgÀ. ªÀÄÄnÖ£À
C¤Ai ÀÄ«Äv À ¸Áæª Àz À° è ºÀ¢ºÀg ÉAi À Äz À
Q±ÉÆÃjAiÀÄjAzÀ »rzÀÄ ªÀÄÄlÄÖ wÃgÀÄªÀ½AiÀÄ
£ÀqÀÄºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ ªÀÄA¢UÉ CqÀÄ Ȩ́ÆÃUÉ gÀ̧ À ̧ ÉÃªÀ£É
¸ÀAfÃªÀ¤AiÉÄÃ ̧ ÉÊ, ̈ É½UÉÎ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ̈ ÉÊVUÉ CzsÀð
PÀ¥ïªÀgÉUÉ PÀÄr¸À̄ Á¢ÃvÀÄ  (30 «Ä.°Ã.) PÀ®Äè
¸ ÀP À Ìg É P ÀÆr¹ PÀÄr¹zÀg É P À» gÀ Äa
ªÀÄ¸ÀÄPÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. vÀA¥ÀÅ PÀÆqÀ, QÃ®Ä UÀAlÄ
£ÉÆÃªÀÅ, vÀ̄ É £ÉÆÃªÀÅ, H¢zÀ UÀAlÄUÀ¼ÀG
¨Á¢ü̧ ÀÄwÛzÀÝgÉ J¯ÉUÉ ºÀgÀ¼ÉuÉÚ ̧ ÀªÀj, ©¹ ©¹
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ªÀiÁr £ÉÆÃªÀÅ ¨ÁªÀÅ EzÀÝ°è ©¹ ±ÁR
PÉÆrj, G¥À±ÀªÀÄ£ÀªÁUÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ. ªÀÄÄRzÀ
ªÉÆqÀªÉ, ZÀªÀÄð PÁ¬Ä¯É ¥ÀjºÁgÀPÉÌ PÀÆqÀ
J¯É gÀ̧ À, PÀµÁAiÀÄ PÀÄr¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. ¨sÉÃ¢,
CªÀÄ±ÀAPÉUÉ PÀÆqÀ CzÉÃ jÃwAiÀÄ §¼ÀPÉ¬ÄAzÀ
¯Á¨sÀ«zÉ. CzÀPÁÌVAiÉÄÃ MAzÀÄ ¥Àæ±ÀA¸É
ªÀiÁwzÉ. `DqÀÄ¸ÉÆÃUÉ EzÀÝgÉ §zÀÄPÀÄªÀ
D¸ÉAiÀÄÆ RArvÉ EzÉ’.

ªÀÄzsÀÄ£Á²Ã¤ (Gymnema Sylvestre)

§°PÀ PÁAqÀ £ Él Ög É º ÉÆ¸ À ¸ À¹
aUÀÄj À̧̄ Á¢ÃvÀÄ. vÀÄA§ zÉÆqÀØzÁV §½PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ.
J É̄ ¥ÀÅr PÁ®Ä ZÀªÀÄZÉAiÀÄµÀÄÖ ¤vÀå JgÀqÀÄ ̈ Áj
¸ÉÃ«¹zÀgÉ CzÀjAzÀ gÀPÀÛzÀ°ègÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀPÀÌgÉ CA±À
¤zsÁ£ÀªÁV E½PÉAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀ ÛzÉ. ºÀ¹ J¯É
dVzÁUÀ £Á°UÉAiÀÄÄ dqÀÄØUÀnÖ ¹» gÀÄa
w½AiÀÄzÀÄ. ºÁUÁV EzÀPÉÌ ¸À¥Éà ¸ÉÆ¥ÀÅà JA§
ºȨ́ ÀjzÉ. UÀÄqÀÄªÀiÁgï JA§ »A¢ ºȨ́ ÀjzÉ.
ºÀvÁÛgÀÄ J¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤vÀå CVzÀÄ wAzÀgÉ
º À Ä¹º À¹ª À Å  Cq ÀU À Äv À Ûz É .  Dz ÀjAz À
ªÀÄzsÀÄªÉÄÃ»UÀ¼À°è ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄvÉÛ w£Àß É̈ÃPÉA§
ºÀA§® E½PÉ ºÁUÀÆ C£ÀUÀvÀå PÁå®j ̧ ÉÃªÀ£É
E½zÀÄ ̈ ÉÆdÄÓ/vÀÆPÀ KgÀÂPÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀæªÀiÁzÀ vÀ¥ÀÅàvÀÛzÉ.
CwºÉZÀÄÑ É̈ªÀgÀÄ vÀj¸ÀÄªÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÉÃºÀzÀ
«µÀªÀ¸ ÀÄ Û ºÉÆgÀºÁPÀÄªÀ UÀÄtUÀ¼ÀÄ F
§½îAi À Ä° èz É . f«Äß«ÄPï Dª ÀÄ èª ÉA§
gÁ¸ÁAi ÀÄ¤PÀª À£ ÀÄ ß J¯ÉUÀ½AzÀ v ÉU Éz ÀÄ
ºÀ¹ªÀqÀV¸ÀÄªÀ ̧ ÉàÃç (¹A¥ÀgÀuÉ) vÀAiÀiÁj À̧ÄªÀgÀÄ.
J¯É gÀ̧ ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀtÂÚUÉ vÉÆnÖQÌ¹ PÀtÂÚ£À £ÉÆÃªÀÅ,
zÀÈ¶Ö ±ÀQÛ vÉÆAzÀgÉ ¥ÀjºÀj¸ÀÄªÀ d£À¥ÀzÀ
aQvÉì¬ÄzÉ.

£É® É̈ÃªÀÅ (Andrigraphis Paniculata)

¸ÀzÁ ºÀ¹gÁzÀ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ PÀÄë¥À. JgÀqÀr
É̈¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ. ¥ÀÅmÁtÂ ©Ãd¢AzÀ, PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä

§°vÀ PÁAqÀ¢AzÀ ºÉÆ¸À ¸À¹ GvÁàzÀ£É.
zÀlÖªÁV ̈ É¼É¹zÀgÉ vÉÆÃlzÀ CAa£À ̧ ÀAzÀgÀ
ºÀ¹gÀÄ ¥ÀnÖ (Hedge) AiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.gÀ gÀÄa
ªÀiÁvÀæ WÀ£À WÉÆÃgÀ PÀ». J®è §UÉ dégÀ
¤gÉÆÃzsÀPÀ. ¥ÀjºÁgÀ PÀÆqÀ. ¢£Á MAzÉgÀqÀÄ
J¯ÉAiÀÄ£ÀßµÉÖÃ dVzÀÄ wAzÀgÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. É̈Ã«£À
ªÀÄgÀ É̈¼Ȩ́ À®Ä s̈ÁjÃ eÁUÀ CUÀvÀå. £É® É̈ÃªÀÅ
É̈¼ÉUÉ PÉÃªÀ® ¥ÀÅlÖ PÁAqÀ ¸ÁPÀÄ. CvÀåAvÀ

GvÀÛªÀÄ °ªÀgï mÁ¤Pï JA§ ¥Àæ¹¢ÞAiÀÄÆ
£É® É̈Ã«VzÉ. PÁ® ªÉÄÃWÁ¸À£À JA§ ºȨ́ Àj£À
CAvÀºÀ mÁ¤Pï CAUÀrUÀ¼À°è ® s̈Àå. ¢£Á
JgÀqÀÄ ZÀªÀÄZÉAiÀÄµÀÄÖ ¤Ãr ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À ºÀ¹ªÉ
ºÉaŅ̃ ÀÄªÀ G¥ÁAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À°è »AzÉ EvÀÄÛ.
£É®¨ÉÃ«£À PÀÈ¶ÖAiÀÄ£ÀÄß OµÀzs À vÀAiÀiÁjPÉ
G¢ÝªÉÄUÀ¼ÀÄ F ªÀÄÆ°PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß RjÃ¢ À̧ÄvÀÛªÉ.

zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼À (Hibiscus Rosa Sinensis)

©½, PÉA¥ÀÅ, ¤Ã° §tÚzÀ ºÀ®ªÀÅ §UÉAiÀÄ
zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼À ¤ÃªÀÅ PÀAr¢ÝÃj. J®è £À̧ ÀðjUÀ¼À°è
§UÉ§UÉAiÀÄ UÁvÀæ, ¥ÀÅµÀàzÀ¼À eÉÆÃqÀuÉAiÀÄ
zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼À ªÉÊ s̈ ÀªÀ, J®èjUÉ ¥ÀjavÀ. PÀvÀÛj
J À̧½£À, ̧ ÁzÁ J¸À½£À ©½, PÉA¥ÀÅ §UÉAiÀÄªÀÅ.
vÀ½ ¸ÀÄzsÁgÀuÉUÉÆ¼ÀîzÀ zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼À ¥Àæ̈ sÉÃzÀªÀÅ
ªÀÄ¢Ý£À §¼ÉPÉUÉ AiÉÆÃUÀå. JgÀqÀÄ »r zÁ À̧ªÁ¼À
J¯É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ £ÀÆgÀÄ UÁæA £É£À¹zÀ CQÌ MnÖUÉ
©Ã¹ gÀÄ©âzÁUÀ »lÄÖ vÀAiÀiÁgÀÄ. CzÀjAzÀ
ºÀ¹gÀÄ zÉÆÃ¸É ªÀiÁr ¸ÉÃ«¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. D
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zÉÆÃ¸ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß w£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀjAzÀ zÉÃºÀzÀ GµÀÚvÉ
PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÀÄ® s̈À ̧ ÁzsÀå. ¥ÀzÉÃ ¥ÀzÉÃ PÀvÁqÀÄªÀ
PÀÄgÀ, ªÀÄÆ®ªÁå¢ü, GjªÀÄÆvÀæ ¥ÀjºÀj¸À®Ä
CzÀÄ ̧ ÀÄ® s̈À G¥ÁAiÀÄ. ªÀÄ®§zÀÞvÉUÉ ¥ÀjºÁj.
£Á É̄Ì ÊzÀÄ ºÀÆªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß MAzÀÄ PÀ¥ï PÀÄ¢AiÀÄÄªÀ
¤ÃjUÉ C¢Ýr, vÀtÂ¹ ¤A É̈gÀ̧ À ¸ÀPÀÌgÉ PÀÆr¹
PÀÄ¢¹j. zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼ÀzÀ vÁeÁ ±ÀgÀ§vï PÀÄrzÀgÉ
Gj, UÁå¹ÖçPï, GµÀÚ, GjªÀÄÆvÀæ ¥ÀjºÁgÀ.
200 «Ä.°Ã. PÉÆ§âj JuÉÚUÉ ¢£Á LzÁgÀÄ
PÉA¥ÀÅ ºÀÆ ºÁQ PÁ¬Ä¹lÄÖ PÉÆAqÀÄ LzÀ£ÉÃ
¢£À ºÀÆªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß »Ar vÉUÉzÀÄ D JuÉÚAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
ºÀaÑzÀgÉ PÉÃ±ÀgÁ² «¥ÀÅgÀ. ̈ Á®£ÉgÉ, GzÀÄgÀÄªÀ
PÀÆzÀ°£À ¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÉåUÉ PÀrªÁt.

®QÌ (Vitex Negundo)

®Që÷ä ¹AzsÀÄªÀgÀ JA§ ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄUÀ½gÀÄªÀ
¥ÉÇzÀgÀÄ ̧ À̧ Àå. §°vÀ gÉA É̈¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÆ¸À ̧ À̧ Àå
¹zÀ Þ. vÀÄ¼À¹AiÀÄµÉÖÃ ¥À«vÀæ, ¥ÀÇeÁºÀð,
ªÀAiÉÆÃªÀiÁ£À ¸ÀºÀd QÃ®Ä UÀAn£À £ÉÆÃªÀÅ
G¥À± Àª À Ä£ À P É Ì  v Àq ÉVz À Ä ¸ ÀAfÃ«¤.
¨ÁºÁå s̈ÀåAvÀgÀªÁV C¥ÀæwªÀÄªÁV ªÀÄ£É ªÀÄ£É
§¼ÀPÉUÉ CºÀð ¸À̧ Àå«zÀÄ. ªÉÄÊPÉÊ H¢gÀÄªÀ
J®è §UÉAiÀÄ ªÁvÀgÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼À°è ®QÌAiÀÄ J¯É
§¼À̧ À§ºÀÄzÀÄ. J¼É aUÀÄgÀÄ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ £Á®ÄÌ
CgÉzÀÄ UÀÄ½UÉ ªÀiÁr ¤vÀå CgÉ ZÀªÀÄZÀ ºÀgÀ¼ÉuÉÚ
¸ÀAUÀqÀ ¸ÉÃªÀ£ÉUÉ CºÀð. §mÉÖ ZÉAqÀ°è J¯É
vÀÄA© ¨Át¯ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÀgÀ¼ÉuÉÚ CxÀªÁ J¼ÉîuÉÚ
Ej¹ CzÀ£ÀÄß ±ÁRUÉÆ½¹ HvÀ ¨Á«UÉ
¸ÉÃPÀ ¤ÃqÀ®Ä PÀÆqÀ ®QÌ CºÀð. MAzÀÄ ̧ ÀÆà£ï
J¯É gÀ̧ ÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀÄ¢¹ PÀ¥sÀ, dégÀ, JzÉAiÀÄ PÀ¥sÉ
¸ÀAZÀAiÀÄ ¥ÀjºÀj¸À®Æ ̧ ÁzsÀå. ¤V ¤V PÉAqÀPÉÌ

Mt J¯É GzÀÄj¹ ºÉÆUÉ ºÁQ zÀ£ÀzÀ
PÉÆnÖUÉAiÀÄ, ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀAzÀÄ UÉÆA¢£À ¸ÉÆ¼Éî
ºÉÆqÉzÉÆÃr¸À®Ä ¸ÀgÀ¼À G¥ÁAiÀÄ«zÉ.
CAvÀºÀzÉÃ ºÉÆUÉ ̧ ÉÃ«¹zÀgÉ ªÀÄÆUÀÄ PÀlÄÖ«PÉ,
£ÉUÀr ¥ÀjºÁgÀ. vÀ̄ É ̈ sÁgÀ G¥À±ÀªÀÄ£À. ¥ÁzÀzÀ
Gj ¥ÀjºÁgÀPÉÌ ®QÌ J¯É CgÉzÀÄ ¯ÉÃ¥À
ºÁPÀ§ºÀÄzÀÄ. CQÌ, UÉÆÃ¢ü zsÁ£ÀåzÀ PÀgÁdzÀ
ªÀÄÆmÉAiÀÄ°è ºÀÄ¼À ©Ã¼ÀzÀAvÉ vÀqÉAiÀÄ®Ä ̧ ÀÄ® s̈À
G¥ÁAiÀÄ«zÉ. £Á¯ÁÌgÀÄ ºÀ¹gÉA É̈ zsÁ£ÀåzÀ
gÁ²/ªÀÄÆmÉVj¹j. ¸ÀÄ®¨sÀ ¸ÁªÀAiÀÄªÀ
G¥ÁAiÀÄ«zÀÄ. UÀzÉÝÃ §zÀÄ ̈ ÉÃ° VqÀªÁUÀÄªÀ
®QÌAiÀÄ ¥ÉÇzÀgÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ ¸ÀAfÃ«¤. ¤Ã°,
©½ J É̄AiÀÄ UÀÄtzsÀªÀÄð MAzÉÃ vÀgÀ. ºÀÆ
©lÖ vÀÄ¢ gÉÃSÉ vÀ̄ É UÀÆzÀ°UÉ ªÀÄÄrzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ
ºÉÃ£ÀÄ, PÀÆgÉ¬ÄAzÀ zÀÆgÀ«gÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå.

£ÀÄUÉÎ (Moringa Olifera)

± ÉÆÃ¨ s ÁAd£ À JA§ º É¸ Àj£ À
±ÉÆÃ s̈ÁAiÀÄªÀiÁ£ÀªÁzÀ »vÀÛ®Ä ªÀÄgÀ. GzÀÝ£É
PÁ¬ÄAiÀÄAvÀÆ C¨Á® ªÀÈzÀÞjUÉÆ¥ÀÅàªÀ vÀgÀPÁj.
¤vÀå §¼À¹zÀgÉ QÃ®Ä UÀAn£À £ÉÆÃªÀÅ ¨ÁzsÉ
¤ªÀÄVgÀzÀÄ. J¼É aUÀÄgÉ̄ É ºÀÆ«£À vÀgÀPÁj
§¼ÀPÉAiÀÄAvÀÆ UÁæ«ÄÃt d£ÀgÀ ̧ Ë s̈ÁUÀå PÀtÄÚ
ZÀªÀÄð, PÀÆzÀ°£À DgÉÆÃUÀåPÉÌ É̈ÃPÁzÀ ¸ÀPÀ®
C£ÁßAUÀUÀ¼À vÀªÀgÀÄ £ÀÄUÉÎ ªÀÄgÀ. §°vÀ
PÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÀgÀPÁjAiÀiÁV §¼À¸ÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.
DzÀgÉ CzÀgÀ ©ÃdzÉuÉÚ ºÀaÑ QÃ®Ä, PÁ®Ä
£ÉÆÃªÀÅ ¥ÀjºÀj À̧®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀå, ©ÃdzÀ ¥ÀÅrAiÀÄ£ÀÄß
ªÀÄÄV£À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ H¢zÀgÉ £Á¯ÁÌgÀÄ ¹Ã£ÀÄ
§AzÀÄ PÀ¥sÀ, vÀ̄ É±ÀÆ¯É, vÀ̄ É̈ sÁgÀ G¥À±ÀªÀÄ£À.
£ÀÄUÉÎ J É̄, PÁ¬ÄAiÀÄ ̧ ÀvÀvÀ §¼ÀPÉ¬ÄAzÀ C£ÀUÀvÀå
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PÉÆ§Äâ ºÉÆmÉÖ G§âgÀzÀAvÀºÀ vÉÆAzÀgÉUÀ¼ÀÄ
zÀÆgÀªÁUÀÄvÀÛªÉ. ªÀµÀðzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ PÁ¬Ä ©qÀÄªÀ
ºÉÆ¸À vÀ½ £ÀÄUÉÎ EAzÀÄ C®è°è ® s̈Àå. PÉÆÃw,
D£É PÁl«gÀÄªÀ gÉÊvÀgÀÄ £ÀÄUÉÎ É̈¼Ȩ́ À®Ä ±ÀPÀå,
©¼ÀÄ ºÀÆ CgÉzÀÄ vÀÄ¥Àà PÀÆr¹ ©½ §mÉÖUÉ
¯ÉÃ¦¹ D §mÉÖ ¸ÀÄgÀ½ Gj¹ vÀAiÀiÁj¹zÀ
PÁrUÉ ºÀaÑj. £ÉÃvÀæ gÉÆÃUÀUÀ½AzÀ JAzÉAzÀÆ
zÀÆgÀ«j.

zÉÆqÀØ¥ÀvÉæ (Coleus Aromaticus)

À̧zÁ ºÀ¹gÀÄ ¥ÉÇzÀgÀÄ ̧ À̧ Àå, JgÀqÀÄ ªÀÄÆgÀr
JvÀÛgÀ. zÀ¥Àà£É ªÀÄÆ®¸À® J¯É, J¯ÉUÉ ̧ ÀÄUÀAzsÀ.
§°vÀ gÉA É̈¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÆ À̧ ̧ À¹ ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄ¯Á¢ÃvÀÄ.
zÉÆqÀØ ¥ÀvÉæ, ¥ÀtðAiÀÄªÁ¤, ¸ÀA s̈ÁætÂ JA§
ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄUÀ½AzÀ®Æ ¥Àja. ºÀ¹gÉ̄ É £Á¯ÁÌgÀÄ
PÀvÀÛj¹, ¸À¥Éà ªÀÄfÓUÉU ¸ÀAUÀqÀ PÀÆr¹ ºÀ¹
vÀA§Ä½  vÀAiÀiÁj¸À¯Á¢ÃvÀÄ. J¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
PÀÆr¹ ºÀ¹ vÀA§Ä½ vÀvÁAiÀÄj¸À̄ Á¢ÃvÀÄ.
J¯ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀ¹zÁV PÀZÀPÀZÀ£É wAzÀgÀÆ ¸ÉÊ.
ªÀÄÆvÀæ PÉÆÃ±ÀzÀ PÀ®Äè, UÁå¹ÖçPï vÉÆAzÀgÉ,
ªÀÄ®§zÀÞvÉ, JzÉ Gj ¥ÀjºÁgÀPÉÌ EzÀÄ
¸ÀÄ®¨sËµÀzsÀ. ºÀ¹AiÀiÁV §¼À¸À®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå.
£ÁPÁgÀÄ J¯É PÀwÛj¹, ºÀÄt¸É ºÀtÂÚ£À ¸ÀAUÀqÀ
PÀÄ¢¹ ¸Áj£ÀAvÉ CqÀÄUÉ ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå.
ªÁg À P ÉÆ Ìª É Ä ä  §¼ À¸ À Äª À Åz ÀjAz À
ºÉÆmÉÖAiÀÄvÉÆAzÀgÉ, ²ÃvÀ, PÉªÀÄÄä, PÀ¥sÀ, zÀÆgÀ
«j À̧̄ Á¢ÃvÀÄ. zÉÆqÀØ¥ÀvÉæAiÀÄ §°vÀ J É̄AiÀÄ£ÀÄß
À̧Öªï GjUÉ ±ÁR PÉÆlÄÖ gÀ̧ À »ArzÀgÉ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ

PÀlÄÖ«PÉ ²ÃvÀ, vÀ̄ É̈ sÁgÀ, ªÁ¹AiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ.
ºÀ̧ ÀÄUÀÆ¹¤AzÀ E½ ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ ªÀÄA¢UÉ À̧ºÀ
F ªÀÄ£É ªÀÄzÀÄÝ CvÀÄåvÀÛªÀÄ ¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ aQvÉì.

»¥Àà° (Piper Longum)

«Ã¼ÀåzÉ¯ÉAiÀiÁPÁgÀzÀ J¯ÉAiÀÄ ºÀ§Äâ§½î,
GzÀÝ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÀÆ-PÁ¬ÄUÉÆAZÀ®Ä MtV¹zÀgÉ
GvÀÛªÀÄ ¸ÁA¨ÁgÀÄ. §®Ä SÁgÀzÀ gÀÄa.
¥ÀÅrªÀiÁr eÉÃ¤£À°è PÀ®¹zÀgÉ £ÉUÀr, PÉªÀÄÄä
G¹gÁlzÀ vÉÆAzÀgÉUÉ ±Á±ÀévÀ PÀrªÁt.
PÀæªÉÄÃt MAzÉÆAzÀÄ »¥Àà°AiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¢£ÉÃ ¢£ÉÃ
Kj¹ E½ À̧ÄªÀ ªÀzsÀðªÀiÁ£À ¦¥Àà°Ã gÀ̧ ÁAiÀÄ£À
JA§ ¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀªÀÅ DAiÀÄÄªÉðÃzÀzÀ°è ¥Àæ¹zÀÞ,
DzÀjAzÀ agÀ DgÉÆÃUÀå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄÄ¦àUÉ
PÀrªÁt. ±ÀÄAp, PÁ½ ªÉÄt À̧ÄUÀ¼ÉÆqÀ£É »¥Àà°
¸ÉÃjzÁUÀ wæPÀlÄªÉA§ DAiÀÄÄªÉðÃzÀ ¥Àæ¹zÀÞ
AiÉÆÃUÀ ¹zÀÞ ªÉÆzÀ°£ÀªÉgÀqÀÆ CwSÁgÀ. Cw
wÃPÀë÷Ú »¥Àà°AiÀÄÆ SÁgÀªÉÃ. DzÀgÉ wÃPÀë÷ÚªÀ®è.
DzÀÝjAzÀ ªÀÄPÀÌ¼À°è §¼À̧ À®Ä »¥Àà° ºÉZÀÄÑ
À̧ÆPÀÛ. JAvÀºÀ ̈ sÉÃ¢, PÀ¥sÀ ̧ ÀAZÀ«zÀÝgÀÆ eÉÃ¤£À
À̧AUÀqÀ ¥ÀÅr PÀÆr¹ PÀÄr À̧̄ Á¢ÃvÀÄ. »¥Àà°AiÀÄ
É̈ÃgÀÄ PÀÆqÀ ªÀÄ¢ÝUÉÆzÀUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÀ¹ªÉ ºÉaŅ̃ ÀÄªÀ

¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼À°è wæPÀlÄ ¸ÀAUÀqÀ »¥Àà° É̈ÃgÀÄ
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ avÀæPÀ É̈ÃgÀÄ ¸ÉÃj¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß
PÀ¥sÀ, PÉªÀÄÄä UÀAlÄ GjAiÀÄÆvÀUÀ¼À°è §¼À̧ À®Ä
¸ÁzsÀå. VtÂÚ£À PÁAqÀUÀ½AzÀ ºÀ¥Àà° ¸À¹
¹zÀÝUÉÆ½¸À§ºÀÄzÀÄ.
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AiÀiÁgÀÄ »vÀªÀgÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ F £Á®égÉÆ¼ÀUÉ?
MAzÀÄ PÁ®zÀ°è M§â ªÀåQÛUÉ 4 d£À

ºÉAqÀwAiÀÄjzÀÝgÀÄ. »A¢£À PÁ®zÀ ̈ sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ
¸ÀªÀiÁd ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÀÄ°è M§â ªÀåQÛUÉ ºÀ®ªÀÅ
¥ÀwßAiÀÄjgÀ§ºÀÄzÁVvÀÄÛ ºÁUÀÆ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ
¸Á«gÀ ªÀµÀðUÀ¼À ªÉÆzÀ®Ä d¥Á¤£À°è ¹ÛÃçAiÀÄÄ
ºÀ®ªÀÅ ¥ÀwUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ D±ÀÑAiÀÄðzÀ
¸ÀAUÀwAiÀiÁVgÀ°®è. 4 ¥ÀwßAiÀÄjzÀÝ ̈ sÁgÀwÃAiÀÄ
gÉÆÃUÀUÀæ̧ ÀÛ£ÁVzÀÄÝ FUÀ̄ ÉÆÃ DUÀ̄ ÉÆÃ ̧ ÁAiÀÄÄªÀ
¹ÜwAiÀÄ°èzÀÝ. fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ WÀlÖzÀ°è
DvÀ¤UÉ MAnvÀ£À §ºÀ¼ÀªÁV PÁqÀ®Ä
¥ÁægÀA¨sÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. ¨ÉÃ¸ÀgÀ¢AzÀ DvÀ vÀ£Àß
ªÉÆzÀ® ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀgÉzÀÄ vÀ£ÉÆßA¢UÉ
¥ÀgÀ̄ ÉÆÃPÀPÉÌ §gÀÄªÀ¼ÉÃ JAzÀÄ PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ£É.

``£À£Àß ¦æÃw ¥ÀwßAiÉÄÃ, £Á£ÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß
ºÀUÀ®Æ gÁwæ ¦æÃw¹zÉ. £À£Àß ¥ÀÇwð fÃªÀ£À
£Á£ÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÉ. FUÀ £Á£ÀÄ
¸ÁAiÀÄÄªÀ ¹ÜwAiÀÄ°èzÉÝÃ£É. ̧ Á«£À §½PÀ £Á£ÀÄ
ºÉÆÃzÀ¯Éè¯Áè ¤Ã£ÀÄ §gÉªÉAiÀiÁ?’’ JAzÀÄ
PÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ£É,

§gÀÄvÉÛÃ£É JA§ GvÀÛgÀ zÉÆgÀPÀ§ºÀÄzÉA§
¤jÃPÉëAiÀÄ°èzÀÝ. DzÀgÉ, DPÉ ``£À£Àß ¦æAiÀÄ
¥ÀwAiÉÄÃ, ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß ¸ÀzÁ ¦æÃw¹zÉ
JA§ÄzÀÄ £À£ÀUÉ w½¢zÉ. FUÀ ¤Ã£ÀÄ ̧ ÁAiÀÄÄªÀ
¹ÜwAiÀÄ°è¢Ý, FUÀ ¤¤ßAzÀ ¨ÉÃ¥ÀðqÀÄªÀ
¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ’’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ¼É.

DvÀ vÀ£Àß JgÀqÀ£É ¥ÀwßAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÁ£ÀÄ
ªÀÄ®VzÀÝ°èUÉ PÀgÉzÀÄ vÀ£ÉÆßA¢UÉ ¨Á JAzÀÄ

É̈ÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É. DvÀ ̀ `£À£Àß ªÀÄÄ¢Ý£À JgÀqÀ£ÉÃ
ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÉÄÃ, £Á£ÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀ jÃwAiÀÄ°è ¤£Àß£ÀÄß
¦æÃw¹zÉ JAzÀÄ ¤£ÀUÉ w½¢zÉ. PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä
¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß vÀåf¸À§ºÀÄzÉA§ ̈ sÀAiÀÄ £À£Àß°èvÀÄÛ.
DzÀgÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß G½¹PÉÆAqÉ. ¦æAiÀÄ¼ÉÃ,
zÀAiÀÄ«lÄÖ £À£ÉÆßqÀ£É ¨Á’’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ£É.

JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ¥Àwß ±ÁAvÀ¼ÁV, ``¦æAiÀÄ
¥ÀwAiÉÄÃ, ¤£Àß ªÉÆzÀ® ¥Àwß ¸Á«£À §½PÀ
¤£ÉÆßA¢UÉ §gÀ®Ä ¤gÁPÀj¹zÀ¼ÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ
§gÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå? ¤Ã£ÀÄ £À£Àß£ÀÄß ¦æÃw¹jªÀÅzÀÄ
¤£Àß ¸ÁéxÀðPÁÌV ªÀiÁvÀæ’’ J£ÀÄßvÁÛ¼É.

ªÀÄgÀt±ÀAiÉÄåAiÀÄ°èzÀÝ ªÀåQÛ ªÀÄÆgÀ£ÉAiÀÄ
ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀgÉzÀÄ vÀ£Àß£ÀÄß »A¨Á°¸ÀÄªÀAvÉ
PÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É. ªÀÄÆgÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄÄ
PÀtÂÚÃj£ÉÆA¢UÉ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÁÛ¼É ̀ `¤£Àß ªÉÄÃ É̄ £À£ÀUÉ
C£ÀÄPÀA¥À«zÉ ºÁUÀÆ £À£ÀUÉ £À£Àß §UÉÎ
SÉÃzÀ«zÉ. DzÀÝjAzÀ £Á£ÀÄ ¤£Àß£ÀÄß ̧ Àä±Á£ÀzÀ
vÀ£ÀPÀ »A¨Á°¸ÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. EzÀÄ ¤£ÀUÁV £À£Àß
P ÉÆ£ÉAi ÀÄ P Àv ÀðªÀ å ’’ JAzÀÄ DPÉAi ÀÄÆ
¤gÁPÀj¸ÀÄvÁÛ¼É.

¸Á«£À §½PÀ »A¨Á°¸À®Ä DvÀ£À ªÀÄÆgÀÄ
ªÀÄºÀrAiÀÄgÀÆ ¤gÁPÀj¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. DUÀ DvÀ¤UÉ
vÀ£ÀUÉ £Á®Ì£ÉÃ ªÀÄºÀr¬ÄgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ eÁÕ¥ÀPÀPÉÌ
§g À Äv À Ûz É .  Cª À¼ À£ À Ä ß  Dv À  Z É£Á ßV
£ÉÆÃrPÉÆArgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. DPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ̧ ÀzÁ vÀ£Àß
PÉ®¸ÀzÀªÀ¼ÀAvÉ £ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛzÀÝ ºÁUÀÆ
CªÀ¼ ÉÆA¢U É ¸ ÀAv ÉÆÃµ ÀªÁV®èz ÀAv É
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vÉÆÃj¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛzÀÝ. FUÀ vÁ£ÀªÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÉÃ½zÀ°è
DPÉ RArvÀªÁVAiÀÄÆ §gÀ®Ä M¥À à¼ ÀÄ
JAzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ£É.

DzÀgÉ DvÀ£À MAnvÀ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸Á«£À §UÉÎ
EgÀÄªÀ ̈ sÀAiÀÄ «¥ÀjÃvÀ«zÀÄÝzÀjAzÀ DPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÆß
PÉÃ®ÄªÀ ¥ÀæAiÀÄvÀß ªÀiÁqÀÄvÁÛ£É. PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄºÀr
¸ÀAvÉÆÃµÀ¢AzÀ UÀAqÀ£À PÉÆÃjPÉAi ÀÄ£ÀÄß
M¦àPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛ¼É.

DPÉ ``£À£Àß ¦æÃwAiÀÄ ¥ÀwAiÉÄÃ, £Á£ÀÄ
¤£ÉÆßA¢UÉ §gÀÄvÉÛÃ£É, K£ÉÃ DzÀgÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ
À̧zÁ ¤£ÉÆßA¢VgÀÄªÀ ¤zsÁðgÀ ªÀiÁrAiÀiÁVzÉ.

¤¤ßAzÀ É̈ÃgÉAiÀiÁV £À£ÀVgÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è’’
J£ÀÄßvÁÛ¼É.

EzÀÄ M§â ªÀåQÛ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DvÀ£À 4 ºÉAqÀwAiÀÄgÀ
PÀxÉ. UËvÀªÀÄ §ÄzÀÞ PÀvÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß F PÉ¼ÀV£ÀAvÉ
PÉÆ£ÉUÉÆ½¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ.

``¥Àæw ¥ÀÅgÀÄµÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¹ÛÃç £Á®ÄÌ ¥ÀwßAiÀÄgÀ£ÀÄß
CxÀªÁ ¥ÀwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÉÆA¢zÁÝgÉ. F ¥ÀwßAiÀÄgÀÄ
K£À£ÀÄß ¸ÀÆa¸ÀÄvÀÛªÉ?’’

ªÉÆzÀ®£ÉÃ ¥Àwß :

ªÉÆzÀ® ¥ÀwßAiÀÄÄ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃºÀ. £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä
zÉÃºÀªÀ£ÀÄß ºÀUÀ®Ä gÁwæ ¦æÃw¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. É̈½UÉÎ
£ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄÄR vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ §mnl zsÀj¹
¥ÁzÀgÀPÉëUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÁQPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃªÉ. zÉÃºÀPÉÌ DºÁgÀ
PÉÆqÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃºÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀxÉAiÀÄ°èAiÀÄ
ª ÉÆzÀ® ªÀÄº ÀrAi ÀÄAv É PÁ¼ Àf¬ÄAzÀ
£ÉÆÃrPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃªÉ. zÀÄgÀzÀÈµÀÖªÀ±Ávï, fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ
PÉÆ£ÉUÉ zÉÃºÀªÀÅ ªÉÆzÀ® ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄAvÉ

¥ÀgÀ¯ÉÆÃPÀPÉ Ì »A¨Á°¸À®Ä ¸Ázs À å«®è.
ªÁåSÁå£ÀzÀ°è w½¹zÀAvÉ ̀ `PÉÆÉAiÀÄ G¹gÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä
zÉÃºÀªÀ£ÀÄß vÀåf¸ÀÄªÁUÀ, ªÀÄÄRzÀ DgÉÆÃUÀåPÀgÀ
ªÀtð gÀÆ¥ÁAvÀgÀUÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛzÉ ºÁUÀÆ £ÁªÀÅ
«QgÀt fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ C¹ÛvÀéªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÀPÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÉÛÃªÉ.
£ Àª À Ä ä  ¦ æ Ãw ¥Áv À æg À Ä ¸ À Äv À Ä Ûª Àjz À Ä
U ÉÆÃ¼ÁqÀ§ºÀÄz ÀÄ. DzÀg É Ai ÀiÁªÀ Åz ÉÃ
¥ÀæAiÉÆÃd£À«gÀ̄ ÁgÀzÀÄ. CAvÀºÀ ¹Üw §AzÁUÀ
zÉÃºÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄPÀÛPÉëÃvÀæPÉÌ PÀ¼ÀÄ»¹ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ
¸ÀA¸ÁÌgÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁr¸ÀÄvÁÛgÉ. G¼ÀPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ
©½AiÀÄ §Æ¢ ªÀiÁvÀæ’’ EzÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃºÀzÀ
UÀªÀÄå¸ÁÜ£À.

¢éwÃAiÀÄ ¥Àwß

JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÉAqÀwAiÀÄ CxÀðªÉÃ£ÀÄ?
JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÉAqÀwAiÉÄAzÀgÉ, s̈À«µÀå. £ÀªÀÄä
¯ËQPÀ ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛUÀ¼ÀÄ, ºÀt, D¹Û, QÃwð, CAvÀ̧ ÀÄÛ
ºÁUÀÆ EªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß UÀ½¸À®Ä £ÁªÀÅ PÀµÀÖ¥ÀlÄÖ
zÀÄrzÀ PÉ®¸À. £ÁªÀÅ F ̄ ËQPÀ D¹ÛUÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ
¨ÁAzsÀªÀå«lÄÖPÉÆArgÀÄvÉ ÛÃªÉ. F ¯ËQPÀ
ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÀPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ s̈ÀAiÀÄ £ÀªÀÄä°è ¸ÀzÁ
EzÉÝÃ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. ºÁUÀÆ ªÀÄvÀÛµÀÄÖ UÀ½¸À̈ ÉÃPÉA§
zÀÄgÁ¸ÉAiÀÄÆ EgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. D¸ÉUÉ PÉÆ£É¬Ä®è.
fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ PÉÆ£ÉAiÀÄ°è EªÀÅUÀ¼ÁªÀÅªÀÇ £ÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß
»A¨Á°¸À®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è. £ÁªÉÃ£À£ÀÄß UÀ½¹
PÀÆrnÖz É Ý Ãª ÉAi É ÄÃ ÉÆ CzÀ£ É ß¯Á è ©lÄ Ö
ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. £ÁªÀÅ F ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀPÉÌ SÁ°
PÉÊUÀ½AzÀ §AzÉªÀÅ. ¥Àæ¥ÀAZÀzÀ°è fÃ«¹zÀµÀÄÖ
¢£À £ÁªÀÅ §ºÀ¼ÀµÀÄÖ UÀ½¹zÉÝÃªÉ JA§
s̈ÀæªÉÄAiÀÄ°ègÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ. ̧ ÁªÀÅ §AzÁUÀ £ÀªÀÄä PÉÊUÀ¼ÀÄ



24

ªÀÄvÉÛ SÁ°. £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄäUÀ½PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¸Á«£À
§½PÀ PÉÆAqÉÆAiÀÄå®Ä ̧ ÁzsÀå«®è. ̀ `¤Ã£ÀÄ ¤£Àß
¸ÁéxÀðPÁÌV £À£Àß£ÀÄß ElÄÖPÉÆAqÉ. FUÀ ¤£ÀUÉ
«zÁAiÀÄ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ ̧ ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ’’ JAzÀÄ JgÀqÀ£ÉAiÀÄ
ºÉAqÀw ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ £ÀªÀÄä UÀ½PÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß vÀåf À̧ÄvÀÛªÉ.

vÀÈwÃAiÀÄ ¥Àwß

ªÀÄÆgÀ£É ¥Àwß JA§ÄzÀgÀ CxÀðªÉÃ£ÀÄ?
J®èjUÀÆ ªÀÄÆgÀ£ÉÃ ¥Àwß¬ÄgÀÄvÁÛ¼É. EzÀÄ
£ Àª À Ä ä  º Év À Ûª Àg ÉÆA¢U É , ¸ Àº ÉÆÃz Àg À ,
¸ÀºÉÆÃzÀjAiÀÄgÉÆAzÀUÉ ¨ÁAzsÀªÀgÉÆA¢UÉ,
UÀ¯ÉAiÀÄgÉÆA¢UÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÀªÀiÁdzÉÆA¢UÉ
£ÀªÀÄVgÀÄªÀ ̈ ÁAzsÀªÀå. CªÀgÉ̄ Áè ̧ Àä±Á£ÀzÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ
PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ vÀÄA©PÉÆAqÀÄ §AzÀÄ C£ÀÄPÀA¥À
¸ÀÆa¹ ̈ ÉÃ¸ÀgÀ¢AzÀ ºÉÆÃUÀ®Ä ªÀiÁvÀæ ̧ ÁzsÀå.

DzÀÝjAzÀ £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä zÉÃºÀ, ̈ sÀ«µÀå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
¸ ÀªÀiÁdzÀ ªÉÄÃ¯É CªÀ®A©vÀgÁVgÀ®Ä
¸ÁzsÀå«®è. £ÁªÀÅ KPÁAVAiÀiÁV d¤¸ÀÄvÉÛÃªÉ.

KPÁAVAiÀiÁV ¸ÁAiÀÄÄvÉÛÃªÉ. ¸Á«£À §½PÀ
£ÀªÉÆäA¢UÉ AiÀiÁgÀÄ §gÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è.

£Á®Ì£ÉÃ ¥Àwß

§ÄzÀÞ£ÀÄ ¥ÀwAiÀÄ ¸Á«£À §½PÀ DvÀ£À£ÀÄß
»A¨Á°¸ÀÄªÀ £Á®Ì£ÉÃ ªÀÄqÀ¢AiÀÄ §UÉÎ
º ÉÃ½zÁÝ£ É . ºÁUÀAzÀg ÉÃ£ ÀÄ? £Á®Ì£ ÉÃ
ªÀÄºÀrAiÉÄAzÀgÉ, £ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À̧ ÀÄì (D®AiÀÄ ¥ÀæeÉÕ)
£ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß §ºÀ¼À D¼ÀªÁV ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
£ÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£À¸ÀÄ ì PÉÆÃ¥À, ¯ÉÆÃ¨sÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
Cv ÀÈ¦ Û¬ÄAzÀ v ÀÄA©PÉÆArgÀÄª ÀÅz À£ÀÄ ß
UÀÄgÀÄw¹zÁUÀ £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß
¸ÀjAiÀiÁV UÀªÀÄ¤¹zÉÝÃªÉ JAzÀxÀð. PÉÆÃ¥À,
¯ÉÆÃ¨sÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CvÀÈ¦ÛUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀªÀÄð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ
¥ÀÅ£Àdð£ÀäzÀ ¤Ãw. £Á®Ì£ÉÃ ªÀÄºÀr ̀ `¤Ã£É̄ ÉèÃ
ºÉÆÃzÀgÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ ¤£ÉÆßA¢UÉ §gÀÄªÉ’’ JAzÀÄ
ºÉÃ½zÀAvÉ £ÁªÀÅ £ÀªÀÄ ä PÀªÀÄðUÀ½AzÀ
«ªÀÄÄPÀÛgÁUÀ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀå«®è.
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ºÀtÄÚUÀ¼ÀÄ - Fruits

¨ÁzÁ«Ä Almonds
¸ÉÃ§ÄºÀtÄÚ Apple
d®ÝgÀÄ ºÀtÄÚ Apricots
É̈Ã®zÀ ºÀtÄÚ Bael Fruit

¨Á¼ÉºÀtÄÚ Banana
UÉÆÃqÀA© Cashewnut
ªÀiÁzÀ¼ÀºÀtÄÚ Citron
CwÛºÀtÄÚ Country Fig
¹ÃvÁ¥sÀ®ºÀtÄÚ Custard Apple
RdÆðgÀ Date
MtRdÆðgÀ Dried Dates
CAdÆgÀzÀºÀtÄÚ Figs
zÁæQë Grapes
¹Ã É̈ Guava Fruit
ºÀ®¹£ÀºÀtÄÚ Jackfruit
£ÉÃgÀ¼ÉºÀtÄÚ Jamboo Fruit
J®aºÀtÄÚ Jujebe
¤A É̈ºÀtÄÚ Lime, Lemon
ªÀiÁ«£ÀºÀtÄÚ Mango
QvÀÛ̄ ÉºÀtÄÚ Orange
¥ÀgÀAVºÀtÄÚ Papaya
C£Á£À̧ ÀÄ Pine Aplle
zÁ½A É̈ºÀtÄÚ Pomegranate
ZÀPÉÆÌÃvÀ Pompelmoose
MtzÁæQë Raisins
¥À£ÉßÃgÀ¼ÉºÀtÄÚ Rose Apple
¸À¥ÉÇÃl Sapota
ªÉÆÃ¸ÀA© Sweetlime
CPÉÆæÃl Walnuts

ºÀÆUÀ¼ÀÄ - Flowers

UÉÆÃgÀAn Amaranth
UÀAmÉ ºÀÆ Bell Flower
PÀÄAPÀÄªÀÄ ºÀÆ Crocus
¸ÀA¦UÉ Bold Flower
ªÀÄ°èUÉ Jasmine
£ÉÊ¢¯É Lily
vÁªÀgÉ Lotus
¸ÉÃªÀAwUÉ Marigold
PÀtÂUÀ®Ä ºÀÆ Oleander
UÀÄ¯Á© Rose
zÁ¸ÀªÁ¼À Shoe Flower
¸ÀÆAiÀÄðPÁAw Sun Flower
PÉÆA§ÄºÀÆ Trumpet Flower

vÀgÀPÁj PÁ¬Ä¥À̄ Éè - Vegetables

§ÆzÀÄ PÀÄA§¼ÀPÁ¬Ä Ash Gourd
©ÃmïgÀÆmï Beet Root
ºÁUÀ®PÁ¬Ä Bitter Gourd
§zÀ£ÉPÁ¬Ä Brinjal
J¯ÉPÉÆÃ¸ÀÄ Cabbage
PÉA¥ÀÅ ªÀÄÆ®AV Carrot
ºÀÆ PÉÆÃ¸ÀÄ Cauliflower
CªÀgÉPÁ¬Ä Cow Beans
¸ËvÉPÁ¬Ä Cucumber
£ÀÄUÉÎÃPÁ¬Ä Drumstick
ºÀjªÉÃ¸ÉÆ¥ÀÅà Greens
vÉÆAqÉÃPÁ¬Ä Gerkins
£À«®ÄPÉÆÃ¸ÀÄ Knolkhol
É̈AqÉÃPÁ¬Ä ladies Finger
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C®¸ÀA¢ Lentils
§¸À̄ É ¸ÉÆ¥ÀÅà Lettuce
¥ÀÅ¢Ã£À Mint
D®ÆUÀqÉØ Potato
»ÃgÉÃPÁ¬Ä Poterb
PÀÄA§¼ÀPÁ¬Ä Pumpkin
ªÀÄÆ®AV Radish
¥ÀqÀªÀ®PÁ¬Ä Snake Gourd
§¸À¼Ȩ́ ÉÆ¥ÀÅà Spenach
¹»UÀÄA§¼À Sweet Gourd
UÉt¸ÀÄ Sweet Potato
ªÀÄgÀUÉt¸ÀÄ Tapioca
lªÉÆÃl Tomato
¹» ªÀÄÆ®AV Turnips
¸ÉÆgÉÃPÁ¬Ä Water Gourd
PÀ®èAUÀr Water Melon

zsÁ£Àå É̈Ã¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, PÁ¼ÀÄ - Grains, Cerals, Corn

dªÉ UÉÆÃ¢ü Barley
PÀqÀ̄ ÉPÁ¼ÀÄ Bengal Gram
GzÀÄÝ Black Gram
ºÀgÀ¼ÀÄ ©Ãd Castor Seeds
ºÀwÛ ©Ãd Cotton Seeds
CªÀgÉ Cow Gram
É̈Ã¼É Dall

J¼ÀÄî Ginjili
ºȨ́ ÀgÀÄ Green Gram
£É®UÀqÀ̄ É, ±ÉÃAUÁ Ground Nuts
ºÀÄgÀÄ½ Horse Gram
eÉÆÃ¼À Maize

¸Á¹ªÉ Millets
s̈ÀvÀÛ Paddy

§mÁtÂ Peas
gÁV Ragi
vÉÆUÀj Red Gram
CQÌ Rice
¹ÃªÉÄ CQÌ Rolong, Semolina
UÉÆÃ¢ü Wheat

wArUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¥Á¤ÃAiÀÄ-Eatables & Drinks

¸ÁgÁ¬Ä Arrack
UÉÆÃªÀiÁA¸À Beef
©Ãgï Beer
¨ÁæA¢ Brandy
gÉÆnÖ Bread
É̈uÉÚ Butter

ªÀÄfÓUÉ Butter Milk
Erè Cake
PÉÆÃªÉ Cheese
ZÀnß Chutney
PÁ¦ü Coffee
PÉ£É Cream
ªÉÆ¸ÀgÀÄ Curd
¸ÁgÀÄ Curry
vÀmÉÖ w¤¸ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Dish
PÉÆÃ½ªÀiÁA¸À Fowl
É̈ÃmÉªÀiÁA¸À Game

vÀÄ¥Àà Ghee
ªÀiÁA¸ÀzÀ ¸ÁgÀÄ Gravy
eÉÃ£ÀÄ vÀÄ¥Àà Honey
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É̈®è Jaggery
ªÀÄÄgÀ̈ Áâ Jam, Jelly
ºÀ¥Àà¼À, ¥ÀÇj Muffins
PÀÄjªÀiÁA¸À Mutton
ªÉÆmÉÖ zÉÆÃ¸É Omlet
zÉÆÃ¸É Pancake
G¦à£ÀPÁ¬Ä Pickle
ºÀA¢ªÀiÁA¸À Pork
ªÀÄÄgÀ̈ Áâ Preserves
VtÄÚ Pudding
¥ÀZÀr, PÉÆÃ¸ÀA§j Salad
É̈uÉÚ̈ ÉæqÀÄØ Sandwich

UÉÆdÄÓ Sauce
w½¸ÁgÀÄ Soup
¸ÀPÀÌgÉ Sugar
«ÄoÁ¬Ä Sweets
±ÀgÀ§vÀÄÛ Syrup
nÃ, ZÁ Tea
¸ÁgÁ¬Ä, ±ÉÃA¢ Toddy
fAPÉ ªÀiÁA¸À Venison
ºÀÄ½gÀ¸À Vinegar
ªÀÄ¢gÉ, zÁæPÁëgÀ̧ À Wine

¸ÁA¨ÁgÀ f£À̧ ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄ¸Á¯É ¥ÀzÁxÀðUÀ¼ÀÄ
Spices, Condiments

§qÉÃ ¸ÉÆ¥ÀÅà ©Ãd Aniseeds
K®QÌ Cardamoms
ªÉÄt¹£ÀPÁ¬Ä Chillies
zÁ°Ñ¤ß Cinnamon
®ªÀAUÀ Cloves
PÉÆvÀÛA§j ©Ãd Coriander Seeds

fÃjUÉ Cumin Seeds
ªÉÄAvÀå Fenugreek
É̈¼ÀÄî½î Garlic

±ÀÄAp Ginger
¸Á¹ªÉ Mustard
eÁPÁ¬Ä Nutmeg
NªÀÄ Omum
FgÀÄ½î Onion
ªÉÄt¸ÀÄ Pepper
UÀ̧ ÀUÀ̧ É Poppy Seeds
PÀÄAPÀÄªÀÄ PÉÃ¸Àj Saffron
G¥ÀÅà Salt
ºÀÄt¸ÉºÀtÄÚ Tamarind
Cj²£À Turmeric

UÀæAyUÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄ Û VqÀªÀÄÆ°PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ - Drugs&Herbs

ªÀÄvÀì£Á©ü Aconite
§eÉ Acorus Root
gÀPÀÛ̈ ÉÆÃ¼À Aloes
¥ÀlPÁgÀ Alum
£ÀªÀ̧ ÁUÀgÀ Ammonia
¥ÁµÁt Arsenic
»AUÀÄ Asafoetida
©½UÁgÀ, ¥ÀZÀÑPÀ¥ÀÇðgÀ Borax
gÀ̧ ÀPÀ¥ÀÇðgÀ Calomel
PÀ¥ÀÇðgÀ Camphor
¥ÀÅ£ÀÄUÀÄ Civet
ªÉÄÊ®vÀÄvÀÄÛ Copper Sulphate
eÁ¥Á¼À Croton Seed
¨Á® ªÉÄt¸ÀÄ Cubeb
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GªÀÄäwÛVqÀ Datura
¤Ã®Vj vÉÊ® Eucalyptus Oil
vÀÄgÀÄPÀ®Ä VqÀzÀ ºÀÆ Forget Me not
¸ÁA¨ÁætÂ Frankincense
s̈ÀAV¸ÉÆ¥ÀÅà Ganja, Indian Hemp

vÀÄ¼À¹ÃVqÀ Holy Basil
C£Àß É̈Ã¢ Iron Sulphate
¸ÀÄtÚ Lime
CUÀ̧ ÉÃ©Ãd Linssed
CwªÀÄzsÀÄgÀ Liquorice
»¥Àà° Long Pepper
eÁf ¥ÀvÉæ Mace
¥ÁzÀgÀ̧ À Mercury, Quick Silver
Ct É̈, £Á¬ÄPÉÆqÉ Mushroom
PÀ¸ÀÆÛj Musk
£Á¬ÄªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄî, vÀÄgÀÄaVqÀ Nettle
¥ÉlÄè¦à£À DªÀÄè Nitric Acid
PÁ¸ÀjPÉ ©Ãd Nux Vomica
C¦üÃªÀÄÄ Opium
UÉÆÃgÉÆÃd£À Oxgal
DªÀjPÉ Peacock’s Pride
gÀAdPÀ Phosphrous
¸ÉÊAzÀÄ¥ÀÅà Rocksalt
¥ÉlÄè¥ÀÅà Saltpetre
¸ÉÆUÀzÉÃ É̈ÃgÀÄ Sarsaparilla
¸ÉÆÃ£ÁªÀÄQÌ Senna
ºÀ¥Àà¼ÀPÁgÀ Soda
UÀAzsÀPÀ Sutphur
UÀAzsÀPÀzÀ DªÀÄè Sulphuric Acid
ªÀÄÄnÖzÀgÉ ªÀÄÄ¤ Touch Me Not
PÀ¥ÀÇðgÀ vÉÊ® Turpentine

ªÀÄgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - Trees

CrPÉ Arecanut
©®ézÀ Bael
©¢gÀÄ Bamboo
D®zÀ Banyan
¸ÀªÉð Casurina
zÉÃªÀzÁgÀÄ Cedar
vÉAUÀÄ Coconut
CwÛ Fig
É̈Ã«£À Margosa Tree

£É°è Myrobalan - Emblic
C¼À¯ÉÃ Myrobalan - Chebulic
E¥Éà Olive
vÁ¼ÉÃ Palmyrah
CgÀ½ Peepul
©ÃmÉ Rose Wood
UÀAzsÀzÀ Sandal Wood
§ÆgÀÄUÀzÀ Silk Cotton
PÀ§Äâ Sugar
ºÀÄt¸ÉÃ Tamarind
vÉÃUÀzÀ TeakWood
FZÀ®Ä Wild Date

R¤dUÀ¼ÀÄ - Minerals

«Ä±Àǣ ÉÆÃºÀ Alloy
C®Æå«Ä¤AiÀÄA Aluminium
CAd£ÀPÀ®Äè, ¸ÀÄgÀªÀÄ Antimony
PÀAZÀÄ Bell Metal
»vÁÛ¼É Brass
©ÃqÀÄ PÀ©ât Cast Iron
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PÉÆæÃ«ÄAiÀÄA Chromium
PÀ°èzÀÝ®Ä Coal
vÁªÀÄæ Copper
a£Àß Gold
PÀj¹Ã¸À Graphite
vÁAqÀªÁ¼À Gun Metal
PÀ©ât Iron
¹Ã¸À Lead
¯ÉÆÃºÀ ZÀÄA§PÀ Magnet
¯ÉÆÃºÀªÀÄAqÀÆgÀ Manganese
¯ÉÆÃºÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Metals
PÁUÉ §AUÁgÀ Mica
©½ §AUÁgÀ Platinum
É̈½î Silver

GPÀÄÌ Steel
vÀªÀgÀ Tin
AiÀÄÄgÉÃ¤AiÀÄA Uranium
£ÁqÀÄ PÀ©ât Wrought Iron
¸ÀvÀÄ Zinc

¸ÀA§AzsÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - Relations

vÀAzÉ vÁ¬ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Parents
vÀAzÉ Father
vÁ¬Ä Mother
ªÀÄUÀ Son
ªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Daughter
¸ÀºÉÆÃzÀgÀ Brother
¸ÀºÉÆÃzÀj Sister
CtÚ Elder Brother
vÀªÀÄä Younger Brother

CPÀÌ Elder Sister
vÀAV Younger Sister
CdÓ, vÁvÀ Grand Father
CfÓ Grand Mother
ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ Grand Son
ªÉÆªÀÄäUÀ¼ÀÄ Grand Daughter
ªÀÄÄvÀÛdÓ Great Grnad Father
zÉÆqÀØ¥Àà, aPÀÌ¥Àà Uncle
¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀ ªÀiÁªÀ Maternal Uncle
zÉÆqÀØªÀÄä, aPÀÌªÀÄä Aunt
¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀvÉÛ Maternal Aunt
ªÀÄ®vÁ¬Ä Step-Mother
zÀvÀÄÛ ªÀÄUÀ Adopted Son
UÀAqÀ Husband
ºÉAqÀw Wife
ªÀiÁªÀ Father-in-Law
CvÉÛ Mother-in-Law
¸ÉÆ¸É Daughter-in-Law
¨ÁªÀªÉÄÊzÀ Brother-in-Law
CwÛUÉ, £Á¢¤ Sister-in-Law
¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀ C½AiÀÄ Nephew
¸ÉÆÃzÀgÀ ¸ÉÆ¸É Niece
zÁAiÀiÁ¢ Cousin
µÀqÀÄØPÀ Co-brother
ªÀÄzÀÄªÉ Marriage, Wedding
¥Àæ̧ ÀÜ, ¤µÉÃPÀ, ±ÉÆÃ s̈À£À Nuptials
®UÀß ¤±ÀÑAiÀÄ Betrothal
ªÀgÀ Bride Groom
ªÀzsÀÄ Bride
ªÀzsÀÄ¸ÀT Bride’s Maid
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ªÀgÀ£À ¸ÀAUÁw Best Man
ZÀ¥ÀàgÀ Pendal
ªÀÄzsÀÄªÀiÁ¸À Honey Moon

gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - Diseases

UÀ̈ sÀð ¸ÁæªÀ Abortion
¨ÁªÀÅ Abscess
gÀPÀÛ»Ã£ÀvÉ Anaemia
QÃ®ÄªÁAiÀÄÄ Arthritis
ªÀÄºÉÆÃzÀgÀ Ascites
G§â¸À, UÀÆgÀ®Ä Asthma
PÀÄgÀ Boil
PÁ¸À±Áé¸À Bronchitis
C§ÄðzÀ Cancer
CgÀ¸ÀÄºÀÄtÄÚ Carbuncle
¹qÀÄ§Ä, ²ÃvÁ¼À Chickenpox
ªÁAw¨sÉÃ¢ Cholera
£ÉUÀr Cold
ºÉÆmÉÖ£ÉÆÃªÀÅ Colic
ªÀÄ®§zÀÞvÉ Constipation
PÀëAiÀÄ Consumption
PÉªÀÄÄä Cough
¸À¤ß Delirium
gÀPÁÛw¸ÁgÀ, CªÀÄ±ÀAPÉ Desenterry
¹»ªÀÄÆvÀæ, ¸ÀPÀÌgÉPÁ¬Ä¯É Diabetes
Cw¸ÁgÀ s̈ÉÃ¢ Diarrhea
d¯ÉÆÃzÀgÀ Dropsy
Q«£ÉÆÃªÀÅ Ear Ache
E¸À§Ä Eczema
D£ÉPÁ®Ä Elephantiasis

¸ÁAPÁæ«ÄPÀ gÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Epidemics
C¥À̧ ÁägÀ Epilepsy
ªÀÄÆbÉð Fainting, Swoon
dégÀ Fever
ªÀÄÄ¶×gÉÆÃUÀ, ¨Á®UÀæºÀ Fits, Convulsions
ºÉÆmÉÖ G§âgÀ Flatulence
vÀ̄ É wgÀÄUÀÄ Giddiness
ªÉÄÃºÀ gÉÆÃUÀ Gonorrhea
gÀPÀÛPÁgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ Haemoptysis
vÀ̄ É£ÉÆÃªÀÅ Headache
gÀPÀÛ̧ ÁæªÀ Hemorrhage
©PÀÌ½PÉ Hiccup
CfÃtð Indigestion
CAlÄgÉÆÃUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Infectious Diseases
Gj É̈Ã£É Inflammation
²ÃvÀdégÀ Influenza
ºÀÄZÀÄÑ Insanity
Cj¹£À ªÀÄÄArUÉ, PÁªÀiÁ¯É Jaundice
PÀÄµÀÖgÉÆÃUÀ Leprosy
¸ÉÆAlªÁAiÀÄÄ Lumbago
ZÀ½dégÀ Malaria
zÀqÁgÀ Measles
UÀzÀPÀlÄÖ, PÉ£Éß©ÃUÀÄ Mumps
vÀÄjzÀrPÉ Nettle Rash
ªÀÄÄRªÁAiÀÄÄ Neuralgia
JzÉ§rvÀ, JzÉºÁjPÉ Palpitation
¥Á±ÀéðªÁAiÀÄÄ Paralysis, Palsy
ªÀÄÆ®ªÁå¢ü Piles
ªÉÆqÀªÉ Pimples
¥Á±Àéð±ÀÆ¯É Pleurisy
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¤ªÉÆÃ¤AiÀÄ Pneumonia
ªÁvÀ, ªÁAiÀÄÄ Rheumatism
ºÀQÌUÀqÀÄPÀ£À gÉÆÃUÀ Rickets
ºÀÄ¼ÀÄPÀrØ, UÀdPÀtð Ringworm
PÀfÓ Scabies, Itches
vÉÆqÉªÁAiÀÄÄ Sciatica
UÀAqÀªÀiÁ¯É Scrofula
¹qÀÄ§Ä Smallpox
PÀtÄÚ̈ ÉÃ£É Sore Eyes
¨Á¬ÄºÀÄtÄÚ Sore Mouth
UÀAl®Ä £ÉÆÃªÀÅ Sore Throat
¸É¼ÉvÀ Spasm
G¼ÀÄPÀÄ Sprain
ºÉÆmÉÖ£ÉÆÃªÀÅ Stomachache
PÀtÄÚPÀÄrPÉ Stye
¥ÀgÀAVgÉÆÃUÀ Syphilis
£Á°UÉ ºÀÄtÄÚ Thrush
ºÀ®Äè£ÉÆÃªÀÅ Toothache
UÀqÉØ Tumoukr, Bubo
¸À¤ß ¥ÁvÀdégÀ Typhoid
ºÀÄtÄÚ Ulcer
ªÁAw Vomitting
£ÀgÉÆÃ°, DtÂ Warts, Corns
GUÀÄgÀÄ¸ÀÄvÀÄÛ Whitlow
£Á¬ÄPÉªÀÄÄä Whooping Cough
UÁAiÀÄ Wound

OµÀ¢ü «zsÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - Class of Medicines

£ÉÆÃªÀÅ ¤ªÁgÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Analgesics
¥ÀæeÁÕ±ÀÆ£ÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ Anesthetics

Qæ«Ä£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Antibiotics
«µÀºÁj, GvÁgÀÄ Antidote
dégÀ±ÁªÀÄPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Antipyretics
¥ÀÇw£Á±ÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Antiseptics
±À¼ÀªÀÅ¤ªÁgÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Antispasmodics
fÃtðzÀ OµÀ¢üUÀ¼ÀÄ Carminatives
PÀµÁAiÀÄ Decoction
¸ÉÆÃAPÀÄ¤ªÁgÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Disinfectants
ªÀÄÆvÀæªÀzsÀðPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Diuretics
ªÁAw OµÀ¢üUÀ¼ÀÄ Emetics
PÀ¥sÀ¤ªÁgÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Expectorants
±ÁR Fomentation
¨Á¬ÄªÀÄÄPÀÌ½¸ÀÄªÀ Gargles
¤zÁæPÀµÀðPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Hypnotics
PÀ®Ì Infusion
vÉÊ¯ÁAd£À Liniment, Salve
UÁAiÀÄ vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ Lotions
PÀÄrAiÀÄÄªÀ «Ä±Àæt Mixtures
ªÀÄÄ¯ÁªÀÄÄ Ointment
ªÀiÁvÉæ, UÀÄ½UÉ Pill, Table
¯ÉÃ¥À Plaster, Poultice
«µÀ Poison
ZÀÆtð Powder
s̈ÉÃ¢ OµÀ¢üUÀ¼ÀÄ Purgatives

G¥À±ÁªÀÄPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Sedatives
GvÉÛÃdPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Stimulant
zÀÈwÛ Tincture
±ÀQÛªÀzsÀðPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Tonics
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±ÀjÃgÀzÀ CAUÁAUÀUÀ¼ÀÄ - Parts of the Body

±ÀjÃgÀ Body
CªÀAiÀÄªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Limbs
ªÀiÁA¸À Flesh
ªÀÄÆ¼ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ Bones
gÀPÀÛ Blood
ZÀªÀÄð Skin
£ÀgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Nerves
¸ÁßAiÀÄÄ, RAqÀ Muscles
PÉÆ§Äâ, ªÉÄÃzÀ̧ ÀÄì Fat
C¹Ü¥ÀAdgÀ Skeleton
ªÀÄÈzÀé¹Ü Cartilage
C¹Ü§AzsÀ£À Ligament
gÀPÀÛ£Á¼À Blood Vessel
±ÀÄzÀÞgÀPÀÛ£Á¼À Artery
C±ÀÄzÀÞgÀPÀÛ£Á¼À Vein
gÉÆÃªÀÄ£Á¼À Capillary
vÀ̄ É Head
vÀ̄ É§ÄgÀÄqÉ Skull
£ÉwÛ Crown
ºÀuÉ Forehead
»AvÀ̄ É Occiput
PÀtvÀ̄ É Temples
PÀÆzÀ®Ä Hair
ªÀÄÄR Face
PÀtÄÚ Eye
PÀtÄÚ UÀÄqÉØ Pupil of the Eye
PÀtÂÚ£À ¥Á¥É Iris
PÀtÄÚUÀÄqÉØAiÀÄ ¥ÁzÀ±ÀðPÀ s̈ÁUÀ Cornea
PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ Tears

ºÀÄ§ÄâUÀ¼ÀÄ Eye Browse
gÉ¥ÉàUÀ¼ÀÄ Eye Lids
gÉ¥ÉàPÀÆzÀ®Ä Lashes
ªÀÄÆUÀÄ Nose
ªÀÄÆV£À ºÉÆ¼Éî Nostrils
ªÀÄÆV£À PÀA§ Bridge of the Nose
vÀÄnUÀ¼ÀÄ Lips
«ÄÃ¸É Moustache
UÀ®è«ÄÃ¸É, UÀqÀØ Whiskers
UÀqÀØ Beard
¨Á¬Ä Mouth
ªÀ̧ ÀqÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Gums
ºÀ®Äè Teeth
¨ÁaºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Incisors
PÉÆÃgÉ ºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Canines
zÀªÀqÉ ºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Molars, Grinders
PÉÆ£É ºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Wisdom Teeth
£Á°UÉ Tongue
zÀªÀqÉ Jaw
vÁ½UÉ, CAUÀ¼ÀÄ Palate
QgÀÄ£Á°UÉ Uvula
CªÀÄÈvÀ UÀAl®Ä Tonsils
UÀAl®Ä Throat
GUÀÄ¼ÀÄ Spittle, Sputum
¹A§¼À Snivel
PÀ¥sÀ, ±ÉèÃµÀä Phlegm
eÉÆ®Äè Saliva
UÀzÀÝ Chin
£Á°UÉ Tonque
PÉ£Éß Cheek
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PÉ£ÉßUÀÄtÂ Dimples
Q« Ear
Q«AiÀÄ D¯É Lobe
Q« vÀªÀÄmÉ Ear drum, Tympanum
C£Àß£Á¼À Gullet, Esophagus
±Áé À̧£Á¼À Windpipe, Trachea
ºÉUÀ®Ä Shoulder
JzÉ Chest
JzÉUÀÆqÀÄ Thorax
¥ÀPÉÌ Side
¥ÀPÉÌ®Ä§Ä Ribs
PÀAPÀÄ¼ÀÄ Armpit
vÉÆÃ¼ÀÄ Arm
PÉÊ Hand
ªÉÆtPÉÊ Elbow
ªÀÄtÂPÀlÄÖ Wrist
CAUÉÊ Palm
ªÀÄÄ¶Ö Fist
PÉÊ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Finger
ºÉ̈ ÉâlÄÖ Thumb
vÉÆÃgÀÄ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Fore Finger
£ÀqÀÄ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Middle Finger
GAUÀÄgÀzÀ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Ring Finger
QgÀÄ É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Little Finger
É̈gÀ½£À VtÄÚUÀ¼ÀÄ Knuckles

GUÀÄgÀÄ Nail
É̈£ÀÄß Back

ºÉÆmÉÖ Belly
Q É̈ÆâmÉÖ Abdomen
É̈£ÀÄßªÀÄÆ¼É Back Bone

ºÉÆPÀÄÌ¼À Navel
ªÉÆ¯É ¸ÀÛ£À Breast
ªÉÆ¯É vÉÆlÄÖ Nipple, Teat
ªÉÆ¯É ºÁ®Ä Breast Milk
ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ, UÀÄArUÉ Heart
±Áé¸ÀPÉÆÃ±À, ¥ÀÅ¥ÀÅà̧ À Lungs
¦vÀÛd£ÀPÁAUÀ, AiÀÄPÀÈvÀÄÛ Liver
¦vÀÛgÀ̧ À Bile
¦vÀÛPÉÆÃ±À Gall Bladder
¦vÀÛ£Á¼À Bile Duct
UÀÄ®ä Spleen
ºÀÈvÀÌgÀt Auricle
ºÀÈvÀÄÌQë Ventricle
ªÀ¥É Diaphragm
C£ÀßPÉÆÃ±À Stomach
C£ÀßgÀ¸À Gastric Juice
ªÉÄÃzÉÆÃfÃgÀPÀ gÀ̧ À Pancreatic Juice
ªÉÄÃzÉÆÃfPÀgÀ Pancreas
ªÀÄÆvÀæPÉÆÃ±À Bladder
ªÀÄÆvÀæ Urine
ªÀÄÆvÀæ£Á¼À Ureter
ªÀÄÆvÀæzÁégÀ Urethra
ªÀÄÆvÀæ¦AqÀ Kidneys
PÀgÀÄ¼ÀÄ Intestines
ªÀÄ®PÉÆÃ±À Bowels
ªÀÄ® Stools, Excrement
UÀ̈ sÀðPÉÆÃ±À Womb, Uterus
UÀ̈ sÀð¦AqÀ Foetus, Embryo
CAqÁ±ÀAiÀÄ Ovary
¥ÀÅgÀÄµÀ d£À£ÉÃA¢æAiÀÄ Penis
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¹ÛÃç d£À£ÉÃA¢æAiÀÄ AiÉÆÃ¤ Vagina
vÀgÀqÀÄ ©Ãd Testicles
©ÃdPÉÆÃ±À Scrotum
UÀÄzÀ£Á¼À Rectum
PÀÄAr, CAqÀÄ Buttocks
¸ÉÆAlÄ, £ÀqÀÄªÀÅ Lions, Waist
vÉÆqÉ Thigh
vÉÆqÉ ¸ÀAzÀÄ Groins
¸ÉÆÃl PÀn PÀÄAr Hip
vÀmÉÖ®Ä§Ä Pelvis
wPÀ, UÀÄzÀ Anus
PÁ®Ä Leg
ªÉÆtPÁ®Ä Knee
ªÀÄAra¥ÀÅà Knee Pan
»AUÁ®Ä Hind Leg
ªÀÄÄAUÁ®Ä Fore Leg
PÀtPÁ®Ä Shank, Shin
«ÄÃ£À RAqÀ Calf
PÁ°£À QÃ®Ä Ankle
¥ÁzÀ Foot
»ªÀÄär Heel
CAUÁ®Ä Sole
vÀÄ¢UÁ®Ä Tiptoe
PÁ®Ä É̈gÀ¼ÀÄ Toe
UÀæAyUÀ¼ÀÄ Glands
¯ÉÆÃ¼É Mucus
ªÀÄZÉÑ Scar
PÀ¯É Mole, Speckle

GzÉÆåÃUÀ, ªÀÈwÛ - Profession/Occupation

²°à Architect
PÀ¯ÉUÁgÀ Artist
eÉÆåÃw¶ Astrologer
RUÉÆÃ¼À ±Á¸ÀÛçdÕ Astronomer
gÉÆnÖUÁgÀ Baker
ºÀeÁªÀÄ Barber
©üPÀÄëPÀ Begger
PÀªÀiÁägÀ Blacksmith
CA©UÀ Boatman
¥ÀÅ¸ÀÛPÀ PÀlÄÖ ºÁPÀÄªÀªÀ£ÀÄ Book Binder
¸À̧ Àå±Á¸ÀÛçdÕ Botanist
PÀAZÀÄUÁgÀ Brazier
G¥ÁàgÀ Bricklayer
zÀ̄ Áè½ Broker
PÉÆÃqÀAV Buffoon, Clown
PÀlÄPÀ Butcher
§qÀV Carpetn
gÀ̧ ÁAiÀÄ£À ±Á¸ÀÛçdÕ Chemist
UÀÄªÀiÁ¸ÀÛ Clerk
ZÀªÀiÁägÀ Cobbler
OµÀ¢üÃ«Ä±Àæt ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀªÀ Compounder
«ÄoÁ¬ÄUÁgÀ Confectioner
UÀÄwÛUÉzÁgÀ Contractor
CrUÉ s̈ÀlÖ Cook
PÀÆ°AiÀÄªÀ Coolie
PÀAZÀÄUÁgÀ, vÁªÀÄæ̧ Á¯É Coppersmith
zÀAvÀªÉÊzÀå Dentist
£ÀPÁ±ÉUÁgÀ Draftsman
ªÉÊzÀå Doctor
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zÀ̧ ÁÛªÉÃdÄ §gÉAiÀÄÄªÀªÀ Draftsman
OµÀ¢ü ªÀiÁgÀÄªÀªÀ Druggist
CxÀð±Á¸ÀÛçdÕ Economist
«zÀÄåvï PÉ®¸ÀUÁgÀ Electrician
C©üAiÀÄAvÀgÀ Engineer
gÉÊvÀ Farmer
Ȩ́̈ ÀÛ Fisherman
s̈À«µÀåUÁgÀ Fortune teller

vÉÆÃlUÁgÀ, ªÀiÁ° Gardener
CPÀÌ¸Á°UÀ Goldsmith
PÀÄzÀÄgÉ D¼ÀÄ, PÁ¸ÁÛgÀ Groom
É̈ÃmÉUÁgÀ Hunter

«zÀÆ±ÀPÀ, ºÁ¸ÀåUÁgÀ Jester
UÁgÀÄrUÀ Juggler
ªÀQÃ® Lawyer, Advocate
AiÀÄQëtÂUÁgÀ Magician
£ÁåAiÀiÁ¢üÃ±À Magistrate
ªÀiÁªÀnUÀ Malhout
PÁªÀiÁnUÀ Mason
AiÀÄAvÀæUÁgÀ Mechanic
ªÀvÀðPÀ Merchant, Trader
¸ÀÆ®VwÛ Mid Wife
UÉÆ®è Milkman
UÀtÂPÉ®¸ÀzÀªÀ Miner
¸ÀAVÃvÀPÁgÀ Musician
zÁ¢ Nurse
UÁtÂUÀ Oil Monger
£ÉÃvÀæªÉÊzÀå Optician
avÀæPÁgÀ Painter
ºÀ̧ ÀÛ̧ ÁªÀÄÄ¢æPÀ Palmist

vÀvÀéeÁÕ¤ Philosopher
bÁAiÀiÁavÀæUÁgÀ Photographer
ªÉÊªÀiÁ¤PÀ Pilot, Aviator
¹Ã À̧zÀ PÉ® À̧zÀªÀ ¥ÉÊ¥ÀÅ zÀÄgÀ¹ÛUÁgÀ Plumber
PÀ« Poet
PÀÄA¨ÁgÀ Potter
¥ÀÅgÉÆÃ»vÀ Priest
ªÀÄÄzÀætPÁgÀ Printer
¥ÁæzsÁå¥ÀPÀ Professor
£ÀPÀ° ªÉÊzÀå Quack
PÀ¼Àî, zÀgÉÆÃqÉPÉÆÃgÀ Robber, Thief
£Á«PÀ Sailor
©Ã¢UÀÄr¸ÀÄªÀªÀ Scavenger
«eÁÕ¤ Scientist
PÀÄgÀÄ§ Shepherd
ºÁªÁrUÀ Snake Charmer
¸ÉÊ¤PÀ Soldier
²ÃWÀæ°¦UÁgÀ Stenographer
ªÀqÀØ, PÀ®Äè PÀÄnUÀ Stone Cutter
±À̧ ÀÛçªÉÊzÀå Surgeon
PÀ̧ ÀUÀÄr¸ÀÄªÀªÀ Sweeper
zÀfð, ¹A¦UÀ Tailor
G¥ÁzsÁåAiÀÄ Teacher
ªÉÃzÁAw, §æºÀäeÁÕ¤ Theologian
PÀ̄ Á¬ÄUÁgÀ Tinker
FrUÀ Toddy Tapper
AiÀÄAvÀæ°¦UÁgÀ Typist
CUÀ¸À Washerman, Dhoby
PÁªÀ®ÄUÁgÀ Watchman
£ÉÃAiÉÄÎUÁgÀ Weaver
ªÀiÁlUÁgÀ Witch
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À̧AVÃvÀ ªÁzÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ - Musical Instruments

£ÁzÀ̧ ÀégÀ Clarionet
vÁ¼À Cymbal
ªÀÄzÀÝ¼É, qÉÆÃ®Ä Drum
«ÃuÉ Fiddle
¸ÀtÚ PÉÆ¼À®Ä Fife
PÉÆ¼À®Ä, ªÉÃtÄ Flute
ºÁgÉÆäÃ¤ Harmonium
PÀºÀ¼É Horn
£ÀUÁj, É̈Ãj Kettle Drum
zÉÆqÀØ ºÁgÉÆäÃ¤ Organ
ªÀÄÈzÀAUÀ Tabor
vÀA§Æj Tambourine
vÀÄvÀÆÛj Trumpet, Cornet
¦nÃ®Ä Violin

É̄ÃR£À ¸ÁªÀÄVæ - Stationery

MvÀÄÛ PÁUÀzÀ Blotting Paper
¹ÃªÉÄ¸ÀÄtÚ Chalk
CzÀÄ«Ä »rAiÀÄÄªÀ ¸ÁzsÀ£À Clip
PÀªÀgÀÄ, ®PÉÆÃmÉ Envelope, Cover
C½¸ÀÄªÀ ¸ÁzsÀ£À Eraser
PÁUÀzÀ ¥ÀvÀæUÀ¼À¤ßqÀÄªÀ gÀlÄÖ File
±Á¬Ä M¸ÀgÀÄªÀ ¯ÉÃR¤ Fountain Pen
±Á¬Ä Ink
±Á¬ÄzÀªÀw Inkstand
¹Ã¸ÀzÀ PÀrØ Lead Pencil
§gÉAiÀÄÄªÀ PÁUÀzÀ Letter Pad
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÄî Nib
PÁUÀzÀ Paper

PÁUÀzÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ°qÀÄªÀ s̈ÁgÀ Paper Weight
¯ÉÃR¤ Pen
¸ÀÆf ªÉÄvÉÛ Pen Cushion
ªÉÆºÀgÀÄ Seal, Stamp
§gÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ºÀ®UÉ Slate
§¼À¥À Slate Pencil

s̈ËvÀ±Á¸ÀÛç - Physics

ªÉÃUÉÆÃvÀÌµÀðt Acceleration
gÀ̧ ÁªÀgÀt Amalgamation
zsÀ£ÀzsÀÄæªÀ Anode
CPÀë Axis
vÀÄ¯ÁAiÀÄAvÀæ Balance
ªÁAiÀÄÄ s̈ÁgÀªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Barometer
w¢ Bellows
ºÀ̈ É ºÀAqÉ Boiler
UÀw¥Àæw§AzsÀPÀ Brake
¥ÉqÀ̧ ÀÄ Brittleness
GzÀÞgÀt±ÀQÛ Buoyancy
GµÀÚªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Calorimetre
IÄtzsÀÄæªÀ Cathode
ªÀPÀævÁPÉÃAzÀæ Centre of Curvature
UÀÄgÀÄvÀé PÉÃAzÀæ Centre of Gravity
¥Àj¢ü Circumference
UÀÄtPÀ Coefficient
¥ÀjªÀvÀðPÀ Commufator
£Á«PÀgÀ ¢PÀÆìa Compass
¸ÀAPÉÆÃZÀ¤ÃAiÀÄvÀé Compressitility
CAvÀUÉÆðÃ® Concave
±ÀAPÀÄ Cone
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s̈ÉÃzÀgÀ»vÀ ¸ÀASÉå Constant
§»UÉÆðÃ® Convex
WÀ£À Caut
¸ÀÛA s̈ÁPÀÈw Cylinder
CA±À Degree
¸ÁAzÀævÉ Density
¢PÀà®èl Diviation
¤UÀðªÀÄ£À Discharge
ªÀtð « s̈Àd£É Dispersion
¸ÁÜ£À¥À®èl Displacement
s̈ÀnÖ E½¸ÀÄ Distil

«zÀÄådÓ£ÀPÀ Dynamo
UÀæºÀt Eclips
¹Üw¸ÁÜ¥ÀPÀvÀé Elasticity
«zÀÄåzÁégÀ Electrode
«zÀÄå¢é s̈Àd£É Electrolysis
«zÀÄåvÁÌAvÀ Electro-magnet
«zÀÄåZÁÒ®PÀ ±ÀQÛ Electromotive Force
«zÀÄåzÀÞ±ÀðPÀ Electroscope
vÉÃ®Ä«PÉ Flotation
¸ÀAUÀªÀÄ©AzÀÄ Focus
§®, ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉ Force
«zÀÄå¥ÀæªÁºÀzÀ±ÀðPÀ Galvanometer
±À§Ý¥ÀævÀÄåvÁàzÀPÀ Gramaphone
UÀÄgÀÄvÀé Gravity
MAzÉÃ ªÀÄlÖ Horizontal
zÀæªÀªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Hydrometer
HºÉ Hypothesis
dqÀvÀé Inertia
«zÀÄå¢égÉÆÃzsÀPÀ Insulator

wÃªÀævÉ Intensify
ZÀgÀ Ion
¸ÀªÀÄPÁ®vÀé Isochronism
ZÀ®£À¥ÀæPÀgÀt Kinematics
ZÀ®£À±ÀQÛ Kinetic Energy
QëÃgÀªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Lactometer
UÀÄ¥ÉÇÛÃµÀÚvÉ Latent Heat
ªÀÄ¸ÀÆgÀ Lens
¸À£Éß Lever
¸ÀévÀ±ÁÑ° AiÀÄAvÀæ Locomotive
¸ÀÆfUÀ®Äè, ZÀÄA§PÀ²¯É Lode-Stone
¥ÀjªÀiÁt Magnitude
zÀæ«Ã¨sÀªÀ£À Melting
CtÄ Molecule
ZÁ®PÀAiÀÄAvÀæ Motor
vÀl¸ÀÜ Neutral
¯ÉÆÃ®PÀ Pendulom
±À§ÝPÉÆÃ±À Phonograph
zsÀÄæªÀ Pole
UÉÆÃ¥ÀÅgÀ Pyramid
¤gÁPÀgÀuÉ Repulsion
¥Àæw s̈Àl£É, gÉÆÃzsÀ Resistance
¥ÀæªÁºÀ̧ ÁÜ¥ÀPÀ Rheostat
zÀÈqÀvÀé Rigidity
s̈ÀæªÀÄt Rotation

°Ã£ÀvÉ Solubility
¦ZÀPÁj Syringe
¸Àà±ÀðgÉÃSÉ Tangent
£À°è, £À¼À Tap
zÀÆgÀzÀ±ÀðPÀ Telescope
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zsÁgÀuÁ¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð Tenacity
J¼ÉvÀ Tension
gÉÆÃ»vÀæ Transformer
wæPÉÆÃt«Äw Trigonometry
ZÀPÀæAiÀÄAvÀæ Turbine
PÀªÁl Valve
ªÁºÀPÀ Vector
ªÉÃUÀ Velocity
¸ÀàAzÀ£À Vibration
¹ßUÀÝvÀé Viscosity
UÁvÀæ Volume
C¯É Wave
¥ÁzÁPÀë X-axis
®A¨ÁPÀë Y-axis

gÀ̧ ÁAiÀÄ£À ±Á¸ÀÛç - Chemistry

DªÀÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Acids
PÀµÁAiÀÄ, MUÀgÀÄ Acrid
PÁëgÀ Alkali
§ºÀÄgÀÆ¥ÀvÀé Allotrophy
«Ä±Àǣ ÉÆÃºÀ Alloy
zsÁvÀÄ«£À «zÉå Alloyage
gÀ̧ À«Ä±Àæt Amalgam
ºÀzÀªÀiÁqÀÄªÀ Annealing
G¥ÀPÀgÀtUÀ¼ÀÄ Apparatus
PÀ¯ÁßgÀÄ Asbestos
¥ÀgÀªÀiÁtÄ Atom
±ÀÄ©üæÃPÀgÀt Bleaching
±ÀÄ s̈ÀæPÁgÀPÀ ¥ÀÅr Bleaching Poweder
G¥ÀªÀ¸ÀÄÛ By-products

CAUÁgÀ Carbon
AiÉÆÃUÀªÁºÀPÀ Catalysis
zÀºÀ£À Combustion
¸ÀAAiÀÄÄPÀÛ Compound
ªÀÄÆ¸É Crucible
¸ÀánPÀ Crystal
« s̈Àd£É Decomposition
zÁºÀPÀ ¥ÁvÉæ Deflagrator
d®«Ä²ævÀ Dilute
Qæ«Ä£Á±ÀPÀ Disinfectant
¨ÁµÀàd® Distilled water
«zÀÄå£ÁäUÀð Electrode
«zÀÄå¢é±ÉèÃµÀuÉ Electrolysis
ªÀÄÆ®ªÀ̧ ÀÄÛ Element
D«AiÀiÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ Evaporation
¸ÉéÃzÀ Exudation
ºÀÆf Flask
É̈tZÀÄPÀ®Äè Flint

¥sÀ¤Ã¨sÀªÀ£À Freezing
PÀÄ®ÄªÉÄ Furnace
UÀÄgÀÄvÀé«Äw Gravimetry
d®d£ÀPÀ Hydrogen
DzÀæðvÁªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Hydrometer
¥Àæ¢Ã¥ÀzÀºÀ£À Ignition
dqÀ Inert
dé®£À²Ã® Inflammable
§AUÁgÀzÀ UÀnÖ Ingot
¸ÀªÀÄ¥ÀjªÀiÁtPÀ Insomeric
£ÉÆgÉ, §ÄgÀÄUÀÄ Lather
Qté Leaven
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zsÁvÀÄ Metal
CtÄ s̈ÁgÀ Molecular weight
¸ÁªÀAiÀÄªÀ Oganic
CzÀÄgÀÄ Ore
DªÀÄèd¤ÃPÀgÀt Oxidation
GvÀÌµÀðtPÁj Oxiding Agent
PÁ¨Áð°Pï DªÀÄè Phenol
«Ä£ÀÄUÀÄ«PÉ Phosphorescence
qÁA§gÀÄ, QÃ¯ÉuÉÚ Pith
¸ÀánPÀ ²¯É Quartr
CªÀ±ÉÃµÀ Residue
PÀ®Äè¥ÀÅà Rock salt
²¯ÁvÉÊ® Rock oil
vÀÄPÀÄÌ Rust
PÉ£É, £ÉÆgÉ, §ÄgÀÄUÀÄ Scum
QlÖ Scoria
CgÀ½zÀ ¸ÀÄtÚ Soaked lime
WÀ£À¥ÀzÁxÀð Solid
zÁæªÀt Solution
zÁæªÀåvÉ Solubility
PÀgÀUÀÄªÀ zÁæªÀå Solute
zÁæªÀPÀgÀ̧ À Solvent
«²µÀÖ UÀÄgÀÄvÀé Specific gravity
gÀ²äªÀuÁðzÀ±ÀðPÀ Spectro scope
¦µÀÖ¥ÀzÁxÀð Starch
GPÀÄÌ Steel
QÃ¯ÉuÉÚ Tar
«PÀw Tension
ªÀÄAzÉÆÃµÀÚ Tepid
EPÀÌ¼À Tongs

d®¥ÁvÉæ Trough
±ÀÆ£Àå¥ÀæzÉÃ±À Vacuum
¸ÀAAiÉÆÃUÀ ¸ÁªÀÄxÀåð Valency
Q®Ä§Ä Verdigrise
s̈Á¶àÃ s̈ÀªÀ£À²Ã® Volatile

ªÁå¥ÀPÁvÀäPÀ Volumetric
vÀAwAiÀÄ eÁ½UÉ Wire Gauge
PÀnÖUÉ ªÀÄzÁåPÀð Wood Spirit
PÁzÀ PÀ©ât Wrought Iron
¸ÀÄgÁ ªÀÄAqÀ Yeast

UÀtÂvÀ ±Á¸ÀÛç - Mathematics

s̈ÀÄd Abscissa
®WÀÄPÉÆÃ£À Acute Angle
¸ÀAPÀ®£À Addition
©ÃdUÀtÂvÀ Algebra
JvÀÛgÀ Altitude
PÉÆÃ£À Angle
±ÀÈAUÀ Apex
PÀA¸À Arc
«¹ÛÃtð, PÉëÃvÀæ¥sÀ® Area
CAPÀUÀtÂvÀ Arithmetic
¸ÀgÁ¸Àj Average
CPÀëgÉÃSÉ Axis
¥ÁzÀ Base
JtÂPÉªÀiÁqÀÄ Calculate
£ÀÆgÀÄ Cent
PÉÃAzÀæ Centre
eÁå Chord
ªÀÈvÀÛ Circle
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¨ÁºÀå ¥ÀjªÀÈvÀÛ Circumcircle
KPÀ§AzÀÄ ¸ÀA¥ÁvÀ Concurrence
±ÀAPÀÄ Cone
C£ÀÄPÀæªÀÄ Consecutive
«¯ÉÆÃªÀÄ Converse
§»ªÀðPÀæ Convex
C¸À®Ä É̈̄ É Cost Price
WÀ£À Cube
WÀ£ÁPÀÈw Cuboid
ªÀåAiÀÄ Debit
zÀ±ÀªÀiÁA±À Decimal
PÉÆÃ£ÁA±À Degree
PÀtð Diagonal
ªÁå¸À Diameter
¥ÀjªÀiÁt Dimension
s̈ÁV¸ÀÄ Divide
s̈Ádå Dividend
s̈ÁUÁºÁgÀ Division
s̈ÁdPÀ Divisor

JvÀÛgÀ Elevation
¸ÀªÀiÁ£À Equal
¸À«ÄÃPÀgÀt Equation
¸ÀªÀÄ ¸ÀASÉå Even Number
C¥ÀªÀvÀð£À Factor
©ü£ÀßgÁ² Fraction
gÉÃSÁUÀtÂvÀ Geometry
PÀtð Hypotenuse
WÁvÀ¸ÀÆa Index
C£ÀAvÀ Infinite
PÀAvÀÄ Instalment

§rØ Interest
bÉÃ¢¸ÀÄ Intersect
UÀÄtÂ̧ ÀÄ Into
¸ÀgÀPÀÄ¥ÀnÖ Invoice
GzÀÝ Length
£ÀµÀÖ Loss
ªÀÄzsÀågÉÃSÉ Median
UÀÄtPÀ Multiplier
UÀÄtå Multiplicand
UÀÄuÁPÁgÀ Multiplication
¤ªÀé¼À DzÁAiÀÄ Net Income
C¢üPÀ PÉÆÃ£À Obtuse Angle
Ȩ́̈ À ¸ÀASÉå Odd Number

¥ÀAZÀ̈ sÀÄeÁPÀÈw Pentagon
¸ÀÄvÀÛ¼ÀvÉ Perimeter
©AzÀÄ Point
§ºÀÄ s̈ÀÄeÁPÀÈw Poygon
C¸À®Ä Principal
UÀÄt®§Þ Product
¯Á s̈À Profit
PÉÆÃ£ÀªÀiÁ¥ÀPÀ Protractor
ZËPÁAUÀ Quadrangle
ZÀvÀÄ s̈ÀÄðd Quadrilateral
PÁ®Ä¨sÁUÀ Quarter
s̈ÁUÀ®§Þ Quotient

wædå Radius
DAiÀÄvÀ Rectangle
¸ÀgÀ¼Á¢üPÀ PÉÆÃ£À Reflex Angle
±ÉÃµÀ Remainder
ªÀeÁæPÀÈw Rhombus
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«µÀªÀÄ¨ÁºÀÄ wæ̈ sÀÄd Scalene Triangle
CzsÀðªÀÈvÀÛ Semi Circle
s̈ÀÄd ¨ÁºÀÄ Side

¸ÀÄ® s̈ÀgÀÆ¥ÀPÉÌ vÀgÀÄ Simplify
©r¸ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ Solution
©r¸ÀÄ Solve
UÉÆÃ¯ÁPÀÈw Sphere
ZÀzÀgÀ, ªÀUÀð Square
ªÀUÀðªÀÄÆ® Square Root
¸ÀgÀ¼ÀgÉÃSÉ Straight Line
PÀ¼É Subtract
¸ÀªÀÄ¸ÀAUÀw Symmetry
¥ÀæªÉÄÃAiÀÄ Theorem
ªÁzÀvÀvÀé Theory
MlÄÖ ªÉÆvÀÛ Total
wæ̈ sÀÄd Triangle
wæ¥ÀzÀ Trinomial
wæ̈ sÁV¸ÀÄ Trisect
«µÀªÀÄ Unequal
KPÀªÀiÁ£À Unit
É̈̄ É Value

±ÀÈAUÀ Vertex
WÀ£À¥ÀjªÀiÁt Volume
¸ÉÆ£Éß Zoro

¸À̧ Àå±Á¸ÀÛç - Botany

PÉÃ¸ÀgÀ ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ Androceium
¥ÀgÁUÀ PÉÆÃ±À Anther
¢éªÁ¶ðPÀ ¸À̧ ÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ Biennial Plant
PÀªÀ®Ä gÉA É̈ Branch Stem

J¯É, ªÉÆUÀÄÎ Bud
¥ÀÅµÀà¥ÁvÉæ Calyx
ºÀjvÀÄÛ Chlorophyll
zÀ¼À£Á¼À Corolla Tube
vÉÆUÀmÉ Cortex
ªÀÄtÄÚºÀÄ¼ÀÄ Earthworm
s̈ÀÆæuÁºÁgÀ Endosperm

PÉÃ¸ÀgÀ zÀAqÀ Filament
¥ÀÅµÀà Flower
ºÀÆªÉÆUÀÄÎ Flower Bud
©ÃeÁAPÀÄgÀ Germ
£Á©ü Hilum
D±ÀæAiÀÄ fÃ« Host
eÉÃ£ÀÄ£ÉÆt Humble Bee
ºÀÆUÉÆAZÀ®Ä Inflorescence
VtÂÚ£À CAvÀgÀ Internode
G¥À¥ÀvÀæ Leaflet
PÁAqÀgÀAzsÀæ Lenticel
²¯ÁªÀ®Ì Lichen
¤Ã¼ÁPÁgÀ Linear
ºÁ¯É Lobe
eËUÀÄ s̈ÀÆ«Ä Marshy Place
©ÃdgÀAzsÀæ Micropyle
¥ÀvÀAUÀ Moth
ªÀÄPÀgÀAzÀ UÀæAy Nectary
ªÀÄPÀgÀAzÀ Nectar
¤°ðAUÀ ¥ÀÅµÀà Neutral Flower
VtÄÚ Node
¸ÀtÚVtÄÚ Nodule
©ÃdPÉÆÃ±À Nucleus
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¸ÁªÀAiÀÄªÀ ¥ÀzÁxÀð Organic matter
CAqÁ±ÀAiÀÄ Ovary
CAqÀPÉÆÃ±À Ovule
¥ÀgÁªÀ®A© ¸À̧ Àå Parasite Plant
zsÀÄæªÀ ¸À̧ ÀåUÀ¼ÀÄ Perennial Plants
¥ÀÅµÀàzÀ¼À Perianth
vÉÆlÄÖ Petiole
zÀÄåw¸ÀA±ÉèÃµÀuÉ Photosynthesis
CAqÀPÁgÀzsÁgÀ Placenta
¥ÀæxÀªÀÄPÁAqÀ Plumule
¥ÀgÁUÀ Pollen
¥ÀgÁUÀ ¸Àà±Àð Pollination
ªÀÄÆ®PÁAqÀ Primary Shoot
¸ÉÆAr®Ä Proboscis
HgÀÄUÉÆÃ®Ä Prop
PÁ«£À §ÄqÀ Pulvinus
UÉÆ£É Raceme
¥ÀæxÀªÀÄ ªÀÄÆ® Radicle
É̈Ãj£À mÉÆÃ¦ Rootcap
É̈Ãj£À gÉÆÃªÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Root hairs
É̈ÃgÀÄUÀ¼À ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ Root System

ªÀÄÆ¯ÁUÀæ Root tip
gÀPÁë¥ÀvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ Scaly leaven
¸ÀtÚ̧ À¹ Seedling
©ÃdUÀ¼ÀÄ Seeds
¸Àé¥ÀgÁUÀ ¸Àà±Àð Self Pollination
vÉ£É Spike
PÁªÀÅ Stalk
PÉÃ¸ÀgÀ Stamen
¥ÀvÁPÁzÀ¼À Standard Petal

¦µÀÖ ¥ÀzÁxÀðUÀ¼ÀÄ Starches
±ÁSÁPÁAqÀ Stem Traches
ªÀtð¥ÀÅZÀÒ Stipules
¥ÀvÀægÀAzsÀæ Stoma
GUÁæt Storage Organ
gÀZÀ£É Structure
GZÀÒ¹ÜwAiÀÄ CAqÁ±ÀAiÀÄ Superior Ovary
¸ËµÀÖªÀ Symmetry
¸ÀAAiÀÄÄPÀÛ zÀ¼À ¥ÀÅµÀà Sympetalous Flower
¸ÀA±ÉèÃ¶ÃPÀgÀt Synthesis
vÁ¬Ä É̈ÃgÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄÆºÀ Taproot System
M¼À ¹¥Éà Tegumen
£ÀÄ°§½î Tendril
ºÉÆgÀ¹¥Éà Testa
D« ºÉÆgÀ©Ã¼ÀÄ«PÉ Transpiration
wæ©ü£Àß ¥ÀvÀæ Tricompound Leaf
¥ÀÅµÀà vÀ® Torus
bÀvÀæ Umbel
£ÀgÀUÀ¼À É̈̄ ÉPÀlÄÖ Venation
UÀÄgÀÄvÀÛ Weight
gÉPÉÌzÀ¼À Wing Petal
¸ÀAAiÉÆÃUÀ ªÀ®AiÀÄ Whorl

¥ÁætÂ±Á¸ÀÛç - Zoology

GzÀgÀ, ºÉÆmÉÖ Abdomen
D«ÄèÃAiÀÄ Acidic
¥ËæqsÀfÃ« Adult
¢éZÀgÀ ¥ÁætÂ Amphibian
¥ÀÇªÀðdgÀÄ Ancestors
¥ÁzÀzÀ UÀAlÄ Ankle Joint
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CAUÁAUÀ¼ÀÄ Appendages
±ÀÄzÀÞgÀPÀÛ£Á¼À Artery
¸ÀA¢ü¥À¢UÀ¼ÀÄ Arthropods
ºÀÈvÀÄÌQë Auricle
CPÀë Axis
É̈£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆ¼É Back Bone

PÉÆPÀÄÌ Beak
¦vÀÛgÀ̧ À Bile
ªÀÄÆvÀæPÉÆÃ±À Bladder
gÀPÀÛzÀ MvÀÛqÀ Blood Pressure
gÀPÀÛ£Á¼À Blood Vessel
ªÉÄzÀÄ¼ÀÄ Brain
PÉÆÃgÉºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Canines
¯ÉÆÃªÀÄ£Á¼À Capillary
±ÀPÀðgÀ ¦µÁÖ¢UÀ¼ÀÄ Carbohydrates
EAUÁ® Carbon
ªÀiÁA¸ÁºÁj Carnivore
ªÀÄÈzÀé¹Ü Cartilage
fÃªÀPÀtUÀ¼ÀÄ Cells
C£ÀÄªÀÄ¹ÛµÀÌ Cerebellum
GUÀÄgÀÄ Claws
ºÀªÀ¼ÀzÀ ºÁªÀÅ Coral Snake
PÀptZÀ«ÄðUÀ¼ÀÄ Crustacea
zÀAvÀzÀæªÀå Dentine
ªÀ¥É Diaphragm
JgÉºÀÄ¼ÀÄ Earthworm
¹Üw¸ÁÜ¥ÀPÀvÉAiÀÄ ±ÀQÛ Elasticity
¦AqÀ±Á¸ÀÛç Embroyology
C£Àß£Á¼À Esophagus
ªÉÄÃzÀ̧ ÀÄì Fat

FdÄgÉPÉÌ Fin
¥À¼ÉAiÀÄÄ½PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ Fossils
¦vÀÛPÉÆÃ±À Gall Blader
doÀgÀ gÀ̧ À Gastric Juice
Q«gÀÄ Gill
UÀæAyUÀ¼ÀÄ Glands
gÀPÀÛ̧ ÁæªÀ Hemorrhage
ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ Heart
¢é°AUÀ¥ÁætÂ Hermaphrodite
»A s̈ÁUÀzÀ ªÉÄzÀÄ¼ÀÄ Hind Brain
PÉÆPÉÌ Hooks
¥ÉÇÃµÀPÀ fÃ« Host
¨ÁaºÀ®ÄèUÀ¼ÀÄ Incisors
QÃlUÀ¼ÀÄ Insects
PÀgÀÄ¼ÀÄ Intestine
zÀªÀqÉ Jaw
QÃ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Jionts
zÉÆqÀØ PÀgÀÄ¼ÀÄ Large Intestine
zsÀé¤AiÀÄAvÀæ Larynx
C¹Ü §AzsÀUÀ¼ÀÄ Ligeaments
PÉÊ±Á®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ Limbs
¦vÀÛd£ÀPÁAUÀ Liver
±Áé¸ÀPÉÆÃ±À Lung
¸À̧ ÀÛ¤Ã ¥ÁætÂUÀ¼ÀÄ Mammals
ªÀÄÈzÀéAVUÀ¼ÀÄ Mollusc
¥ÀvÀAUÀzÀ ºÀÄ¼ÀÄ Moth
QæAiÀiÁªÁ»¤ £ÀgÀ Motor Nerve
¥ÉÇgÉ©qÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ Moulting of skin
¯ÉÆÃ¼É Mucus
ªÀiÁA¸ÀRAqÀ Muscle
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£Á¹PÀ gÀAzsÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ Nostrils
¸À̧ ÁgÀ d£ÀPÀ Nitrogen
CAUÀ Organ
ªÉÄÃzÉÆÃfÓÃgÀPÀ Pancreas
¥Á±ÀéðªÁAiÀÄÄ Paralysis
G¥ÀfÃ« Parasite
£ÀqÀÄ«£À ªÀÄÆ¼É Pelvic Bone
UÀAl®Ä Pharynx
¸ÁgÀd£ÀPÀ ¥ÀzÁxÀðUÀ¼ÀÄ Protiens
zÁ¸ÀgÀ ºÁªÀÅ Phython
¥ÀPÉÌ®Ä§Ä Rib

C¹Ü¥ÀAdgÀ Skeleton
PÀ¥Á® Skull
ªÉÄzÀÄ¼ÀÄ §½î Spinal Cord
UÀÄ®ä Spleen
JzÉAiÀÄªÀÄÆ¼É Sternum
JzÉ Thorax
CAUÁA±À Tissue
C£Àß£Á¼À Trachea
ªÀÄÄAqÀ Trunk
ªÀÄ°è£À gÀPÀÛ£À¼À Vein
ºÀÈvÀÌtð Ventricle
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PREFACE
We have the privilege of offering Manku Thimmana

Kagga in the lingua franca of the world. The monumental
work of D.V. Gundappa, the poet philosopher of Karnataka,
is on par with the “Piligrim's Progress” of John Bunyan. Kagga
is held in high esteem as the Bhagavad Githa in Kannada.
The verses are sung in the sanctum sanctorum of the temple,
quoted on the floor of the legislature, studied by scholars in
universities, and devotees chant the song to shed a few tears.

No river is purer than its source. We take the readers
to the source of the river to quench their thirst.

A mere smile reaching hand
Reading and reflecting
The Peak's vast vista visions
The sinking mind falls silent
I fold hands for thy heights Manku Thimma

– Kuvempu

Manku Thimmana Kagga is an all time classic.
A creative minority continues to march to the distant drum
beats of Manku Thimma. “Manku” means the dull, Thimma
is a country bumpkin. Kagga is a rigmarole. A Foggy Fool's
Farrago contains a series of metrical lubrication on life and
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destiny in a semi mocking way, the “heart of living” and the
“art of leaving”. To be is not to have. To have is not to be is
the burden of the song of Manku Thimma. The acquisitive
society of ours consumed by the fire of materialistic
philosophy “to have and to hold” has a lot to learn from this
valuable teaching.
The royal robes of silk and satin to wear,
The torn and tattered rags to cover,
The dishes delicious rich and varied,
The frugal gruel comes as alms,
The “content of contentment” is not uneven for the rich and
the poor.
The needless is the ennui and envy in the journey

– Manku Thimma.

The pleasure is ours to offer the profound philosophy
of the Desi poet in the “milk of the tigress” for a world wide
audience.

The poet's  creative altruism will make the life
bearable in the journey of life.

Shed some shade, relieve some world weariness. Make
the load of the earthly journey a little lighter. Grow as a shade
provider at home or outside.

– Manku Thimma.
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FROM PUBLISHER'S DESK
Dr. Devanahalli Venkataramanaiah Gundappa, popularly

known as D.V.G. (1887-1975), verily a versatile genius is one
of the pioneers and doyen of literary world and journalism.
He was a reputed journalist, known for philanthropic
activities,  a great political philosopher,  a renowned
legislator, a poet-seer and an honest social worker. Almost
all generes of writing were enriched by him - philosophy and
exegesis, essay, poetry, drama, biography, political science,
reminiscence. In 1961, the Mysore University conferred an
honourary doctorate on him. His Srimad Bhagavad Gita
Tatparya:  Jeevana-Dharma - Yoga, based on lectures
delivered by him at Gokhale Institute of Public Affairs
received the Central Sahitya Academy award in 1967. The
President of India conferred on him the title of “Padma
Bhusan” in the year 1974. He was the guiding spirit of the
founding and growth of the Gokhale Institute of Public
Affairs, in Bull Temple Road, Bangalore-560 019, Ph: 91-
080-26613148, and served as Honorary Secretary for over
three decades.
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His “Manku Thimmana Kagga” a long meaningful
literary composition dealing with the quest of man for truth
and knowledge by a typical character called ‘Manku
Thimma’ who is a curious layman baffled by the mystery of
creation, comprising over a  thousand reflective and
philosophical quatrains, has been among the most popular
poetical works in Kannada. The quatrains would help the
reader to find out his own solutions to many of his problems.
It communicates the essential principles of experience of life
wherein human life is referred to as ‘bird of passage’ and is
regarded as an equivalent to ‘Bhagavad-Gita’. The collection
was first published in the year 1943 and has seen reprint of
more than 15 editions. Commentaries on these quatrains by
different authors also have reprinted editions.

Shri Ramaswamaiah Subramanyam of Bettadapura
has rendered the selected quatrains to English by his pen
name ‘Ubhaya Bharathi’. His profession as a free lance
journalist in the print media (Times of India, PTI, Indian
Express) has been utilised to experience the essence of
quatrains and narrate them in the “Words Worth” passages.
He has observed ‘Mankuthimma’ in reality in the Thimma
Gurukula he visits at Mysore and the line drawings of
Thimma Guru and his students he has seen has been depicted
in this publication.

The translation of an Eastern work into a Western
language is an ordeal involving the nuances created by the
difference of idioms, legends and cultural patterns. The
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translator has been successful in the utilization of his
translation skills by communicating the import of original
work in as many spots as possible in a look alike way.

We are sure that the readers shall enjoy the “Prayer
songs of the village school teacher - The raptures of a
RASAYATRI” and the efforts of the Trust to communicate
the rich literature of Kannada to people of other languages
will receive the encouragement it duly deserves.

We place on record our gratitude and sincere thanks
to Gokhale Institute of Public Affairs and its staff, all
persons who have helped us in bringing out this publication.
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Any omission and commission in this great work may
kindly be brought to our notice which will be considered and
rectified in future editions of the book as and when brought
out.

[SADANANDA]
President

Shri Kashi Sesha Sastri Charitable Trust

Place : Bangalore

Date : 15-08-2007

Res.: ‘Adishakthi’, No. 14/16, I Cross Road, Munireddy Layout,
Chikkakallasandra, Subramanyapura Post, Bangalore-560 061.
Phone: 91 080 26392148   Mobile: 9448263836
Web site: www.bestctrust.org
E-mail address: best_trusts@yahoo.com
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Mathru Devo Bhava

Dedicated to the daughter

of a school teacher, Ram's

mother mentor Sarvamangala.

Her departing message to her

son : labour for liberation in this

journey of life on the earth

which reminds us of a passage

of Shree Vidyaranya in the

Jeevan Mukti Viveka "Holy is

the family and blessed the

mother,  the earth itself

becomes sanctified by the

person whose mind is

absorbed in the supreme

Brahman, the Ocean o f

infinite knowledge and Bliss".
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The poet-prophet's alter ego who leads from the front
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Jungle Jasmine

May my life be a flower anonymous in the forest.
Prepare the mind for the event, O Guru, Hey God.
Be not proud “I am the giver great” and thirst not
after the “shower of praise”.

Like the self effaced silent fragrant jungle jasmine,
blooming unknown,

Permeates the air with perfume, hides humbly in
the backdrop giving up the pride to find fulfillment
in the sublime anonymity.

Be not pretentious “the giver of happiness to the
world I am”

And the world is indebted “for my benefaction”
Lead the life like the shade giving, fruit laden, per-
fume pervading.

“Rooted benevolence” doing good to the world.

- DVG



xii

2H : Jobs\Standard Printers\2015\Mankuthimma\

Pilgrim’s Freedom Passage

A mesmerizing memory

A village kid’s guru, a friend of the villagers, ‘Good
Brahmin’, ‘holy cow’, ‘innocent infant’ is what they call him.
‘Manku Thimma-dull village idiot, is the name, “he says about
himself”. A saintly person freed from pride and prejudice;
innocence incarnated. What is the purpose of ‘coming and
going’ is his soliloquy. “Fed, undeserved” smilingly tells others
now and then. None is afraid of him. Pupils surround him with
love and affection. They call him endearingly ‘Master, master’.
In the nearby village of   Mudulur, children flock to the Thimma
Guru’s knowledge temple. He comes to the school on the
dotted time and waste no time to teach. Caning is foreign to
his nature. Thus, he tortures not the little angels. Learning is a
pleasure for pupils under his tutelage. Learning, playing, story
telling go hand in hand.

He speaks gently with one and all. Tames the ‘little
tyrants’ with the tales. His mother is half - blind. Though poor,
poverty had no impact on her. A devotee of shiva that she is,
she labours for her daughter. Thimma Guru has a sister who
lives happily with her husband. The world bridger Thimma
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Guru has his residence there. Why think of a home for the
recluse who has no life’s bondages? No one knows why he
remained a bachelor. Is it because he is poor or not handsome
or the parents of girls did not come forward to give their
daughter or he said  no to the proposal? Any how Thimma
Guru spent the fifty years of his life, leading a life of contented
happiness. He rises with the lark to recite devotional songs
from Narasimha Shathaka. With the coming of night, he sings
the songs of Ramadas. During spare time, he sits some where
in the temple corner, thinking of God. Thus he leads his life
carrying the life’s load lightly. On Sundays, he retreats to a
mountain cave for contemplation  observing silently the meet
of the slanted sky with the earth. He sits in a dimly lit temple
hall and beams a compassionate countenance at the devotees,
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coming and going. An old blanket covers the body from head
to foot. Looks a bundle of cloth, if the twinkling eyes are not
met. If someone recognizes him he reciprocates the gesture,
replies smilingly and says sweet soothing words. His sister has
a son nurtured in love. He is Thimma Guru’s life and the world.
He is Somi, uncle’s object of love and subject of efforts. He
carries and cuddles him. He holds his hand while walking.
Dresses him with a jacket of love. Teaches him rhymes, writing
and copy writing. Thimma Guru danced in joy when his dear
sister’s son made progress in learning. Somi’s sixteenth birthday
celebration brings him much joy.

Somi’s grand mother found fulfilment with the mission
of life accomplished and she passed away peacefully. The days
rolled on. A day dawned when Somi starts for Mailara for
further studies. When he packs up his luggage, the sad thought
of parting steals over Thimma
Guru. The parting chokes the
voice, the pang of separation
pierces and tears well up in the
eyes of the Guru on the day of
departure. Five weeks later,
Thimma Guru is transferred from
Mudulur to Mandagere. After a
few months in the new place, one
evening Thimma Guru goes to
Mailara in search of Somi. In the
nearby field Somi was playing
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football. The village teacher notices the sea change in his
nephew. Urban sophistication, change in the body language, a
surprise change in walk and talk. The rustic simplicity has given
place to the town culture. A big deal! From a distance, Thimma
Guru watches the play and waits for it, to be over. Dusk
descends on the vast shoulders of the earth. Somi comes back
to his hostel. When he sees his uncle, there is a look of surprise.
‘How are you uncle? When did you come? How did you
come? Everybody  happy? Everything fine?’ asked Somi with
affection with his friends around him. “Everything is fine Somi
are you happy?”

Uncle feels the difference in Somi and the change in the
young boy. The torn shirt, untrimmed beard, rustic haggard
uncle, in contrast to the town gown glamorous look, anglicized,
western manners of nephew. Few minutes are spent in
togetherness. Friends too disperse. United are the uncle and
nephew to gossip like in old times. Thimma Guru opens a
sack to take out two pots of ghee, sweetmeats and fried
mixtures. Somi breaks a piece of noodle and eats it. The rest
he deposits in the drawer quickly. The bell rings to summon
inmates for the supper. ‘Today is Ekadasi - a fasting day for
me’ uncle said. Somi went out to bring some fruits from the
shop for the uncle. Thimma Guru offered evening prayer, ate
the fruits and sat down. Somi finished dinner and joined  his
uncle. In the silence of the gathering night, they poured out
their heart’s content. Together they talked about the talk of
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the town and walked the walk of life late into the night. Love
talks, home talks. What chatter! What gossip! What com-
mingling of emotions and communion of hearts! Waves of
remembrance and cascade of laughter. Then the uncle
wondered is this the same old sweet boy Somi, the young kid
who played on his lap? The three fourth of the night was spent.
Uncle got up and got ready to go. Put his sack over his head
and started up. “What uncle? So soon?” Somi stood up. “Why
are you leaving?” There is more to talk, stay tonight, uncle, let
us dine together” begged Somi of his uncle longingly. “Listen
Somi”, said his uncle “this is the right time to travel. Tomorrow
I have the classes which I can’t miss. A day before, I saw you
in my dream. I desired to see you and it was irresistible.
Yesterday, I availed leave and came on foot to see you this
Sunday. It is cool now and if I make a move it will be
comfortable to cover the long distance and I will reach the
river bank by ten o’clock. I will finish food in the inn and rest
for a while. I will walk for three more hours to reach the village
before the night lay a seize on day light. I will be in Mandagere
by tomorrow in time for the morning class. So saying, uncle
Thimma Guru started walking. Grief-stricken Somi followed
the footsteps of his uncle with a heavy heart for some distance.
By the day break Somi sadly returned to the dull dormitory.
Uncle Thimma Guru swallowed the sadness with dignity. He
ploughed the lonely  furrow while he walked tweleve miles.
Nostalgic memories were racing in the mind’s land scape.
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One month later, one fine day Somi’s father got a letter
from Thimma Guru. Paying respects to his brother-in-law, the
Guru stated This is my last letter. I have come to Tirupati. I
have written to higher ups asking for retirement. I have cleared
all my debts, to the last penny. I have decided to go on a
pilgrimage to Varanasi. I am untroubled, and no neeed for
sorrow. Somi has grown up and my heart is filled with joy. By
God’s grace he will grow into an adorable person. Some love,
some affection, some obligation held me back all these days.
Now Iam free. The only right thing for me is to serve God. I
was eagerly waiting for this day to come. I saw happiness in
Somi’s adulthood. My mind does not ask for any other fortune.
No other obligation in life ties me to the world. The time has
come to go on a pilgrimage without delay. In a small shelf at
my hermitage in Mandagere a small bundle of written notes
are kept. Let Somi see it and take it. Don’t think about me,
forget me. My time is up. When love surges up and sadness
boils light a lamp in Soma Shiva temple and pray to him. God
will protect you and bless all of you. He will make the life’s
path smooth. Somi’s father and mother were deeply moved
by this letter. Tears flowed from their eyes. Somi went to
Mandagere and saw the treasure trove. He perceived the
profound reflections of  life. Somi selected a few of the
passages for his friends. The work found the light of the day.
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Shri Vishnu, the All pervading root's root of the universe,
Revels in the celestial Maya merry-go-round.
The Lord, the Supreme Reality, folks have not seen.
But believe lovingly in His being.
Salute that Wondrous Wonder.

– Manku Thimma

PRAYER SONGS OF THE VILLAGE
SCHOOL TEACHER
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A mysterious force permeates and envelopes,
The animate and the inanimate,
An immeasurable, incomprehensible and imponderable
immensity,
Bow before that Mighty Greatness

– Manku Thimma

Doubt not His existence.
The incomprehensible power is a certainity.
By His Graciousness the life manifests in the world in many
forms.
The sporting spirit parades for good.
Surrender to the profound principle

– Manku Thimma

The physical scientist can measure the moments of the sun,
stars and earth.
He also measures the speed and strength.
Can he measure the immeasurable depth of love and hate?
Can he understand the Creator's immeasurable immensity?

– Manku Thimma

Why He does not show up at night if He dislikes day?
Are not sun and moon His Home windows?
Does He move out to wander in the twilight?
When the light and darkness meet at dusk.

– Manku Thimma
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God walks the earth in different forms before our eyes.
Man encounters not. He takes them for granted as run of the
mill.
He gives up the gifts great.
Where is the boon for the inert?

– Manku Thimma

The infinite sky is His head. The sun, Moon and Stars are the
flowers.
The universe is His body.
Kali is His consort.
Roaring in laughter, the Cosmic Dancer dances in joy.
The dancing Shiva is the dancing universe.

– Manku Thimma
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The glorious golden sunsets' glow on Agumbe green hill
horizon,
The descending dawn on the Drona mountain range,
The versatile verses of Valmiki,
The melodious melting music of Tyagaraja,
The mystical moment in the mountain dissolves the mind in
the  divinity

– Manku Thimma

What happens in the company of the radiant dawn?
The lofty mountain peak, the vast expanse of the ocean.
It melts us in joy to stand in mute wonder.
The worship of the creator in the natures shrine is the highest
worship

– Manku Thimma

What emotion wells up when the rose plant blooming beauty
hits the attention?
Pain or pleasure for its thorn ridden life?
The flower is the divine crown of the time's graceful glance.
It is the substance of life

– Manku Thimma

Beauty at it's best
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To hoard the sea in a clay pot,
The golden orb in a window,
is an attempt of the poor to grab wealth.
So is the devotion to invoke the infinite God in an image

– Manku Thimma

The slant of the infinite indigo sky ,
The round smoothness of the moon's surface,
The whirl of the ever rolling waves,
The sway of the plants and the creepers in the gentle breeze,
The canopy of colours convergence, the clouds' smooth sail,
Springs up our taste for beauty in nature.

– Manku Thimma

Beautiful is the dotting star in the vastness of the benevolent
blue sky.
The cascade of waterfalls is the beauty to behold in the

stillness of the silent steep mountain.
The warmth of the home is comforting in the life's vast open space.
The contours of beauty is an "uneven combination"

– Manku Thimma

The temple of beauty is not a mere assemblage of diversity.
It is the oneness and a sense of proportion.
It is one of conciliation and cooperation.
The unity in diversity

– Manku Thimma
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We are the pilgrims in the divine earth planet.
The space enough in the inn to stay in self restraint.
The quit call comes after three nights halt.
Gone gracefully, the stewardship is hailed by Him

– Manku Thimma

The world is a magic mansion. Where is the truth in the show?
The creator himself has gone into the hiding.
The wide expanse of the world is an inn with strange inmates.
O pilgrim be not caught napping

– Manku Thimma

Find your welfare in the world's welfare.
Walk the walk of the world avenues for the pilgrimage.
Seek the life's fulfillment in the wide world's ebb and flow.
The cosmic identity makes the life happy, cheerful and
purposeful.

– Manku Thimma

The worshippers worship god out of fear and fright.
The devotees woo him for favours and fortune.
The true devotion is love divine, the barter less, bargain less
serenity, The supreme bliss.

– Manku Thimma

Sacred pilgrimage
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The forgiveness of the wrong doers,
The undaunted courage to face the formidable fate,
Equanimity in victory and defeat and freedom from enemity.
The four austerities are the peace foundation

– Manku Thimma

The smiling flower on the plant is the aesthete's dear delight,
The flower adorned sweetheart is the lover's sheer delight,
The flower offered in the temple is the devotee's devine delight
A penny peanuts for the petticoat flower-seller

– Manku Thimma
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The life is a horse drawn cart, driven by the destiny's
whip lashes
You are the horse. The riders go by His dictates.
The marriage or mortuary, drag it as He directs.
If the foot sinks, there is the ground to rest

– Manku Thimma

The body is a horse. The soul is its rider. If the horse is kept
on starvation will it run?
If the rider is not wakeful will the pilgrimage smooth? The
fine tuning is just good for both

– Manku Thimma
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The life is the creator's priceless prize.
Sincere service strengthens its abundant base.
Who is the giver? And who is the receiver when all are one.
You are the partaker of the offering

– Manku Thimma

The human head is the birds' nest.
The eagle and owl, parrot and peacock, cuckoo and crow
sing and screech, chirp and chatter,
Melody makers, cacophony creators.
Where is the place for sleep in the crowd?

– Manku Thimma

Say not the life struggle is a futile exercise.
You realize its meaning when the understanding ripens.
Brahma dances in the animate and inanimate life forms.
Everlasting joy to comprehend the truth

– Manku Thimma

The unknown god exists not for the non-believer atheist.
The believer is the devotee, folds his hands, bends his knees
in reverence before the unknowable mystery.
The scientist scratches for Him in his puny lab experiments.
The sage feels the Almighty's presence profusely in his communion.

– Manku Thimma
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The human heart is a battle front of gods and demons.
The fighting force is feeling emotions and stupidity
in the delusion to conquer wealth and the world,
Forgotten is the life's ambrosia

– Manku Thimma

What after all are the monster Ravana's hydra heads?
Hundreds are the heads for humans.
Faces thousand hide in his one face-
poisonous cobra, ferocious tiger, hopping frog and the
galloping deer.
The matchless is his meanness in earth and sky

– Manku Thimma

Are we humans or demons?
The earth is soaked with blood when tears are due for soothing.
What hate? What heat? What choking pollution?
Is this world a butchers slaughtering house?

– Manku Thimma

Does the bird charter its course before hand?
Who invites the winged visitor to give alms?
It eats whatever it gets enroute wherever the willing wings
take it.
This is the fittest observance for you

– Manku Thimma
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The momentum of past life's karmic deeds and God's sport,
appear in name as destiny and fate.
No one can measure their speed and tempo,
But the human valour is the stuff of the strength

– Manku Thimma

Be a gracious grass humble unto the hillside.
A perfume permeated flower jasmine on the home front.
Be a rock in the difficulties downpour days pounding mercilessly,
Be honey and sugar to the poorest, the lowliest and the lost,
Merge merrily in the macrocosm

– Manku Thimma

Belly rule rules the roost of life.
Bend the knee before the insolent bosses.
The mouth begged for bread with bated breath
and the hand stretched for cloth.
That is all the stuff of our life's story

– Manku Thimma

The womb of time swallows everything.
Man is a pigmy in the time's scale.
Joy is the salvation of our soul; the absorber is also the restorer,
Will not the once dried grass grow again?

– Manku Thimma
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Dried during summer, springs up when rain kisses the earth.
Differentiates not the high hill or low valley.
Carpets the barren ground, feeds the cattle and soothes the weary.
The humble grass is a paragon of virtues

– Manku Thimma

A day for feast, a day for fast,
a day for congregation, a day for communion,
A happy blend of both is to float with the flow.
Is one-foot walk pleasurable?

– Manku Thimma

Basking in the sun is easier than gazing at the sun.
A living example is better than the scriptural perception.
Where do we find a god-realized guru?
If you find him, follow him

– Manku Thimma



13

2H : Jobs\Standard Printers\2015\Mankuthimma\

Crow and cuckoo look alike in external appearance.
Yogi appears like bhogi, a worldly man to the world.
Yogi lives as others in joy and sorrow,
But the difference is Yogi is detached within

– Manku Thimma

Do your duty for the job on hand,
Say not you are a man of straw,
No job is mean in the world temple service.
Your role is cast there

– Manku Thimma

The world is a temple falling day by day.
We are the temple coolies to renovate.
What is home? What is village?
What is monastery? The work is worship

– Manku Thimma

What is in the name and fame?
You're a straw blown by the wind.
Why a special place for you in the Lord's earth?
Be an innocent infant in mind

– Manku Thimma
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Fulfill your destiny as
an altruistic cow,
a benevolent plant,
a broom in the world service

– Manku Thimma

The time is a bowl of everlasting light
and immense is its life content.
Our life is only a brief candle of flickering light.
The wind blows away one, another lamp is lit.
The perennial is the oil flow

– Manku Thimma

War ends not in the world so long animal in man is untamed.
Killing is not done for hate, killers kill for hunger.
The ram-fighting, the debate disputes, wrestling ring wrongs
are battle-fields engages people's energy

– Manku Thimma

Born in a log cabin, raised commonly was he
The ballot boxes saddled him in the White-House.
Lincoln reigned righteously.
The world owns up the yogi's yeoman ship

– Manku Thimma
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The Roman warriors, Caesar and Anthony, became
Cleopatra's slaves.
Fallen for the beauty queen's nose hallmark,
The history and the heroes' personal glory,
Witnessed the downfall

– Manku Thimma

Do fight for justice to the finish as a plaintiff.
Be the bold witness to bear the brunt
of the judgment day disaster courageously.
Spend the earthly sojourn as a detached winged songster
homeless.
Remember you are a bird of the passage

– Manku Thimma

Battle scared General Sidney lay on the death-bed on the
war front, was offered water to quench his thirst.
The General gifted the life's elixir to the wounded soldier next.
Lo and behold the self-denial saga of the generous general

– Manku Thimma

Won't you twist mustache donning the king's costume?
Do you twist the mustache as a poor Brahmin with a begging bowl?
Everyone's duty is cast in the life's placement,
Clothes suiting to the seasons

– Manku Thimma
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Make over the life to a grand ideal.
Flirt not from the goal post, dawn to dusk and dusk to dawn.
Without pause of a second thought,
Offer all the things at the altar to forget the life's load

– Manku Thimma

The mind fallen for a great ideal labours from sunrise to
sunset and dusk to dawn. Thinks no other thought.
The life is dedicated for the ideal of selfless service.
The communion is the sweet bargain of selfless service.

– Manku Thimma

Do the job an hand mindfully. Demean it not as beneath the dignity.
Accept the reward gracefully without grumbling.
Bear the burden boldly, not losing spiritual vistas.
Go tearlessly when the call comes.

– Manku Thimma

Forget not you are a beggar in the kingdom of God.
What matters you have wealth and a retinue of servants?
Give up the pretension of pomp and pageantry.
Be a servant of the Master, live an austere life of an ascetic

– Manku Thimma
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HANUMAN FOR HUMANITY

The mind falls in for a grand ideal day in and day out.
Thinking without a second thought and offering the whole and
sole at the altar is to drown the life's load in its communion.
It is the sage counsel of Hanuman of humanity

– Manku Thimma
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Our turning earth planet is a melting metal pot.
The burning fire of life purifies the drossness in the crucible.
The manifold duties and daily ordeals melt the self-centeredness,
facilitate the soul expansion infinitely

– Manku Thimma

Live broadmindedly and live magnanimously .
Live not in dark and deep dungeons.
The sun's grace is the core of new life.
Death is dwarf before you

– Manku Thimma

Debt has to be cleared. Debt has to be cleared.
While discharging debt, debt infinite,
know the infinite finally.
The home stay is your monastery

– Manku Thimma

Darkness before, darkness after, life pulsates in between.
Darkness is empty for some and mystery for many.
If demon lurks in darkness is true, will its breath touch not you?
Lead the life allowing not the secret devil to catch you

– Manku Thimma
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Cave is at left, cave is at right, amidst is mountain.
Are you comfortable the tiger traverses not the valley?

– Manku Thimma

While you eat ask yourself whether the water cooked is the
sweat of your labour or the tears of others?
You have the right to eat what you offer to the world.
The excess is the 'unethical and indigestible debt'

– Manku Thimma

Not a grain more, not a grain less.
Journey starts moment the food acount is settled.
Not a minute's delay, not a minute's extension after the final
acount settled.

– Manku Thimma

Minute to minute spend the life thinking not of the future.
The boss is different to program the details.
Thus spend the life of yours. What is next? What is after?
Why talk of today. Let the time come then the thinking.
The programmer is different. He is not your servant

– Manku Thimma

The sun measures the lifespan with the day's debits.
His son keeps an account.
The duos are the benefactors for us in the earth.
They wear out the life's pitchers.

– Manku Thimma
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Hundreds are the paths for the mountain Meru.
Halting places are many.
Mark the progress befriending the wayfarers.
The uphill task evokes the peak performance

– Manku Thimma

This way or that way, somehow or the other the life story ends.
Then, now, some day the life is spent.
The one and only cloak of forgetfulness envelopes everything.
That is all the happy talk

– Manku Thimma

The fate has tied you in the world's prison.
But the saving grace are Vedas, arts and epics.
They are ventilators open up wide vistas for liberation

– Manku Thimma

The cards shuffled in sequences is the creation.
Unknown is the plight of the cards in transit and each one
drifts in different direction.
We too go our ways at departing times

– Manku Thimma

This life of ours is true. A raison d'etre is not our responsibility.
Stand up and be counted to enhance its richness with
energetic action.
It is the fulfillment of life's purpose.

– Manku Thimma
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Why is the colour beautification for the unseen and unheard
woods "winged songsters", "insignificant insects" and "wild
wanderers?"
Is nature meant for window-shopping?
It is nature's nature to perform to the peak point of perfection

– Manku Thimma

Who inhales the fragrance of the forest flowers blooming
unknown?
Where is the beauty worshipper to appreciate the winged
beauty of butterfly's colour costume dress display?
The nature cares not and counts not and courts not the high
priests, but creates beauty for her own sake

– Manku Thimma

The poet who can sing songs of his thoughts and emotions,
The sculptor who can sculpt marvelous beauty,
The writers who can view the images Wordsworth,
Where are such master craftsmen?

– Manku Thimma

The world is a magic mansion. Where is the truth in the show?
The creator himself has gone into the hiding.
The wide expanse of the world is an inn with strange inmates.
'O' pilgrim be not caught napping

– Manku Thimma
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What for is bowing before the daunting deities?
What do you gain by sinister scheming and plotting?
For a fistful of rice and a loin's cloth?
Is it all the wandering geared to this much end!

– Manku Thimma

The sailor sails in the sea with a hand compass for destination.
There too must be a map for man's earthly journey.
How to chart it when the beginning and the ending are
unknown?
Chartering the uncharted unknown journey - beginning less
and without an ending

– Manku Thimma

The nameless plants profuse with perfume and laden with juice,
come to fruition when the sun ripens it.
The whirling wind disseminates it in different directions.
We are benefited by the nature's bounty

– Manku Thimma

The creator's master design with specific script is not before us.
We see a broad outline.
We cannot fully grasp the grandeur.
The creator's creativity is intricate

– Manku Thimma
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Is there any ways in the immense vastness of creation?
What is the meaning in the crores and crores of
insect population?
To think it is the creator's "thoughtless extravaganza"
is immature understanding

– Manku Thimma

The dog senses and smells his master's footsteps.
Moves here and there sniffing the foot smell to locate
the place of his going.
The grace makes the world to search here and there
for the auspicious.
It is the god's ornament

– Manku Thimma

The tree looks beautiful with old roots and new leaves.
The fusion of modern innovation with ancient wisdom
enshrines dharma.
When science meets with sage's sagacity success is ensured
for humanity

– Manku Thimma
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You have to correct your own self.
Set aside the correction of the world.
Forget not that there is limit to growth.
By exercise you can grow by an inch.
Are you the competitor for the giant tall Trivikrama?

– Manku Thimma
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Wanting this and wanting that wanting another.
The world longs for bliss, beauty and beatitude.
The heart's cave is the citadel of the fountain head of sublimity
-the infinite treasure of tranquility

– Manku Thimma

Forget not to count what you have in remembering what you
do not have.
Take note of the good amidst evil.
Do count the wealth you have and give up what cannot be
commissioned.
This is the royal road to happiness

– Manku Thimma

The blue sky soothes the eye.
The setting sun's red colour riot comforts not.
Where is the seat of beauty?
In the indigo or in the red or in the mind's imagination?

– Manku Thimma

Where from is the green for grass ? Is it from roots or sourced
from soil? Tapped from the sun? Or brought from the moon?
is it water borne?
Or, you are making? Or is it the good fortune of your
gratifying eyes?
The cause of quality is a contributory combination

– Manku Thimma
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Limited is our eyesight. It travels not too far.
The life's path is dim at dusk
Nothing reaches the hand. Something taunts the eyes.
Uncertain doubts assail our faith

– Manku Thimma

Let the life's mystery hide int he veils.
Who weds the walking nude street woman?
Our eyes bloom when the veil unveils.
The curious cat waits with curiosity for the day to dawn

– Manku Thimma

Like men supermen roamed and faded in east and west,
numerous are the names and forms, but the truth is one,
Waves roar in countless numbers,
but the ocean is one

– Manku Thimma

All is half truth, semi intimation and part understanding
till we gaze the gamut in entirety.
Who intimates the secret code guarded in the creation box?
All life is a guarded secret

– Manku Thimma
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What is the meaning of life?
What is the meaning of the world?
What is the relationship of the life and the world?
Is there anything remains unseen?
What? Is it the measure of knowledge?

– Manku Thimma

Ancient faith and devotion have disappeared.
The radiance of the new dawn has not emerged.
The ruined home of a blind and lame person,
The world is in a turmoil

– Manku Thimma

What is the purpose of earthly existence?
What is the goal? What is the reward?
Futile merry - go - round, strife, agitation, what more man
accomplishes?
than the birds and beasts roaming for belly filling?

– Manku Thimma

Forget not you are a beggar in the city of God.
What riches you have?
What a retinue of friends’ circle and relatives.
Give up pretensions. You be your own servant.
Live the life of a guest in the world

– Manku Thimma
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Who will not fall for the witchery of non-violence?
The observance has serious set backs.
The meat eating tiger eats not the grass.
Where is compassion in nature' dispensation

– Manku Thimma

Does not the murderous tigress nurture her cubs tenderly?
Hidden is the love in the hearts cave of the killing instinct.
Man's emancipation lies in the springing up of love energy.
The love is the expansion of soul

– Manku Thimma

Sisyphus the Greek king under a curse pushes a huge boulder
to a mountain top.
Rolling it up with great effort it rolls down everytime he pushes it.
The human progress is not different

– Manku Thimma

Born Gods do die. Dawned Gods do disappear,
but Godhood persists.
Our life and theirs' come and go,
but eternal is the time.
Born man dies, but the life energy continues forever.
Do contemplate constanly on the eternal truth

– Manku Thimma
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A self centered quest of happiness and exclusive
stock of riches,
Racing with the rat, setting aside the world welfare
for material gain.
Damn fool! Who is the greatest loser? Your soul dries up

– Manku Thimma

The mind ripens while living in the world.
A rare insight flashes in the mellowed mindscape
burnt of impurities.
The dawn of cosmic consciousness overcomes the world

– Manku Thimma

Despise not the body, a tower of ant hill mud.
Sages say it is the abode of God.
Rein the galloping horse with blinkers  and bridle.
A hasslefree passage for the distant destination

– Manku Thimma

Create beauty in life by courage.
No fall from the grace for the endeavour meeting failure.
It moves forward by repeated heroic efforts.
The conquest march is the beauty to behold

– Manku Thimma



30

2H : Jobs\Standard Printers\2015\Mankuthimma\

Laughter is our natural right.
To make others laugh is the supreme duty.
Listening to laughter and living laughingly is the best course
Seek the boon to live to laugh and longing to faster laughter.

– Manku Thimma

Sensing the mischief of stomatch is not enough;
Fate plants a spark of jealousy in the heart of man.
The stomatch filled, hunger-appeased wolf goes to sleep
You burn out in jealousy.

– Manku Thimma
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Walk the walk of life wide awake.
The goal rests on the Meru mountain peak.
The head for heights regains the paradise lost.
The distant is the destination and are the legs lame duck,
But the resolve to reach recharges the long march

– Manku Thimma

What worth is the 'worthless' ant for the star gazer of the
Himalayan heights?
The little is its hunger, moments restricted but progeny
prodigious!
Does the little long line ant’s army march,
Fades into insignificance in the mighty mountain
rugged backdrop?

– Manku Thimma

The Meru Mountain has peaks many.
The passages are plenty, resting places hundreds.
Be a morale booster companion, pilgrim friendly.
The destination memory fuels the uphill task

– Manku Thimma

When height matters.....?
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One eats a loaf of bread and dances in joy.
Is he jealous of the scavenging crow eating left overs?
Hunger is to be appeased with dignity.
Bend not thy knee for trinkets

– Manku Thimma

The royal robes of silk and satin to wear,
the torn and tattered rags to cover.
The dishes delicious rich and varied,
the frugal gruel comes as alms.
The "content of contentment" is not uneven
for the rich and the poor
Needless is the ennui and envy in the journey

– Manku Thimma
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Who is the first finder of food content in rice?
Who is the maiden scripter to script the alphabets?
The world cares not to count the bygone benevolent

benefactors of mankind.
Can the success be wrested by you forever on any count?

– Manku Thimma

The fire of belly on one side,
the fire of heart on the other.
How could the hard hearted life soften unboiled.
The ordeal of life melts and purifies,
To merge in the sea of souls

– Manku Thimma

Expect not of the world to be fond of you.
You are the child of your parents.
The potential competitor for the world.
Folks have their own load to carry.
Who has the spare time to listen to your grievances?

– Manku Thimma

Make the most of the job on hand.
Say not that you are a man of straw.
No work is mean in this world Temple Service.
Your role in the life's play is cast

– Manku Thimma
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We are all the slaves of the world as nose led dogs.
The desires drag us in diverse directions.
Fatal attractions outside bound us.
Frying the desire seeds is the salvation.

– Manku Thimma

The wonder of hills and dales,
The thunder of nature's fury,
Friend's fidelity, beloved's separation pang,
Halt's the mind's momentum each in single strength.

– Manku Thimma

Who can escape the burden ordained by fate?
Friend is the one who can redeem the load.
Steal your heart. Strengthen your back. Seal your lips.
Fate is the washer man.
You are the donkey to carry the dirty linen.

– Manku Thimma

The back bent by baggages of karmic deeds, debts and dues,
The self earned noose tied tightly round the neck,
The fate tantalizingly dangles a blade of grass in front,
The donkey dances that you are

– Manku Thimma
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Fall not an easy prey of the crowd.
Haven't you seen the rupture in the father son relationship?
They hang on till the ego sprouts.
When ego stands tall and erect, ties are untied.

– Manku Thimma

The victory chants of the stars above,
The howling of the world around, the moan of the bone below,
The congregating cause is heard in my heart.
The fair is forming up.

– Manku Thimma

A voice from the yonder horizon,
A voice from the hearts cave of contemplation,
When they meet in you,
God manifests.

– Manku Thimma

Can the human language comprehend the infinite infinity?
It knows not how to express our inner feelings and experiences.
The sensitive ear of the wise alone catches the micro waves.
Language is the crude instrument of communication

– Manku Thimma
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The book derived knowledge is a gem worn.
But the wisdom comes of communion is a flower
bloommed  in plant.
Self realization is by contemplation and communion.
It is not pundits' pedantics

– Manku Thimma

What concern the bier bearers have for the bereaved family?
Let the wife wail and the lenders lament.
Unperturbed the bearers bear the corpse.
Likewise you be steadfast in the journey of life

– Manku Thimma

Jesus guru carried the cross on his back alone.
You do carry the Karmic load of yours,
you alone letting it not go undistressed and undisturbed.
Seal the lips, bear the dead weight walking silently

– Manku Thimma

The dirt in the turban and rips in the cloth,
Do you tom tom in the town?
Or tell the launderer alone?
Why do you spread your sorrows and sufferings in the public?

– Manku Thimma
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Walking from place to place, carrying a sack cloth of alms,
Singing many songs, forgetting  all the burdens,
Unwavering mind in the count of the rise and fall,
When can you lead a carefree and a cash free life?

– Manku Thimma

Who can be your guru?
You are an orphan.
Spend your days feeding on the wayside leftovers.
Why you need the status of the teacher and the taught?
You are your own teacher

– Manku Thimma

A child cries for dolls and pesters the parents for toys more.
Eats the food of the world, grows into man hood, and begets
children
Runs the house hold shouldering responsibility

– Manku Thimma

Dog sleeping on dung heap remembers his past.
He revels, repents, regrets and hopes best for the future.
When some smell reaches his nostrils he hops up and jumps out.
The mind of man is such

– Manku Thimma
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Bear some burden. Do endure inevitable suffering.
Strike at the enemy in appropriate measure.
Immerse immensely in the earthly play.
Roam in the soul's many mansions

– Manku Thimma

God is realized through the purity of mind.
The mind purification is not a mental gimmick.
It comes from the introspection in the wide world.
The altruistic benevolent deeds for humanity

– Manku Thimma

A porter courts the customers to carry the load for wages.
Bears the burden for a few yards, curses the distance,
hurries to put down the load.
Our transaction in the world is no way different

– Manku Thimma

Enough is enough of the pleasure company of the world.
An itching plant causing irritation, silent suffering unscratched,
severe burning pain when scratched,
A mockery of the dumb

– Manku Thimma
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Do the job on hand mindfully high or humble.
Belittle it not as beneath your dignity.
Eat with graceful kindness grumbling not the gift you get.
Bear the battle brunt boldly forsaking not spiritual values.
Go tearlessly when the call comes

– Manku Thimma

The love starved heart yearns for companionship.
Pours out the loves' content on pets: parrots, cats, dogs and apes.
Aftermath of emptying the contents, love longs to listen to its
echo in reciprocation.
Seeks solace when the calls of love are answered back

– Manku Thimma

The love has an empty beggars bowl.
It wanders wide with it to filled.
Love satisfied is fulfilling goddess Lakshmi.
Love dissatisfied turns into a devil

– Manku Thimma

The fate cooks our life in the world's oven.
Soaks in water to heat it.
Roasts and burns to make it fit for eating.
Slices and chops it with knife to taste the grub

– Manku Thimma
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Who leads the elephant, crow and frog to the food source?
Hunger is their Guru guide.
The biped too is a stomach student.
He has tongues in all his organs

– Manku Thimma

Why defame Yama, the death lord for unkindness?
Are the human beings kind?
By infatuation, by rage, by ridicule,
Some how minute to minute every man rubs the other to
wear out the life span

– Manku Thimma

The spinning top spins round and round,
falls to the ground with strength lost.
Man too goes round and round,
At last one day he sheds the mortal coil on the mother earth

– Manku Thimma

A Ravana lived during Sri Ram's life time.
A Dushyasana during Bhima's period.
The day has not dawned for the world to be without
wickedness and war.
Be, therefore, in Sri Ram's service

– Manku Thimma
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Set aside the talk of benevolence.
The biped beast is a parasite perverse.
The unconditional giving is the sole preserve of the trees
duties without rights.
A benevolent benediction on the planet earth

– Manku Thimma

The life is there to earn supreme profit.
The seed capital is the spiritual moorings and mysticism.
The pleasure profit of the world is an extra interest.
The eternal profit is the bliss in sporting in the cosmic
conciousness

– Manku Thimma

Sink not, keep floating on the waves of life.
Do good to the world giving and taking joy.
Walk off peacefully when the last call comes.
Mingle in the macrocosm

– Manku Thimma

The entire world is a show of the magicians making.
Witness it without wanting more or less.
Do not be carried away by the external spells to affect your
inner poise.
Wear the costume befitting the show

– Manku Thimma
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When you take a dip in the pond,
the water ripples spread continuously.
It reaches the bank one after another.
Like water ripples may your soul mingle in the cosmic order

– Manku Thimma

Nurturing a daughter and fostering her growth,
a day comes for giving her away to another household with
gold and gift.
What is the reward you ask for?
Where is the return for your love's labour?
A virtuous deed is only its enduring reward

– Manku Thimma

Music thrills and nods our heads.
Will it fill the stomach?
The Moon light is soothing for our eyes,
Does it fill the barn? Make not shoddy shopping of cold
calculated pursuit in matter of deeds great and glorious.

– Manku Thimma

Grandma tells children -
"Come let us play 'Hide and Seek', search me, come kids quickly,
I do not let you go free without the play"
So is Gods Grand Game of 'Hide and Seek'

– Manku Thimma
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Limitless is the blue sky space.
And endless is the mind cave.
Betwixt is the tale of our life.
The master blows the balloons.
The creation is just a bubble of air

– Manku Thimma

The feast of feasts is the communion with the creator.
Nothing is left to beg when once it is tasted.
The distinction disappears of the renouncer, renunciation and
renounced.
One becomes an emperor of the world

– Manku Thimma

As many cradles are here as many crematoria.
A feast of the crematorium is the feast of the cradle!
If the born do not depart where is the space for the
new arrivals?
The crematoria fodder is the cradles' feast

– Manku Thimma

The communion with the creator is
communion with the creation.
Experience in God in body and senses are Gods pulsation.
This is the secret of salvation

– Manku Thimma
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Once in flower garden, once in friends' companionship,
Once in music, once in scriptural exploration, once in family,
once in silence.
Feel the presence of the Almighty creator

– Manku Thimma

What matters when mind could grasp?
It must live in memory in constant communion.
Let the deed match with the divine designs.
The tongue renders a glorious account of fabulous wealth.
Where is the income for expenditure?

– Manku Thimma

Let there be immense love without an iota of infatuation.
Mighty might without enmity,
Austere asceticism without pomp and pageantry,
Serenity supreme on all sides

– Manku Thimma

The blessed Nanda had a dream.
He marched to the distant drum beat of Shiva's
dance in the golden court,
The freedom from the worldly entanglement,
To merge with the maker

– Manku Thimma
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What is tasteful for her is tasteful for Sri Ram.
The fruit gatherers contentment is full to the brim
when Sri Ram relishes the delicious fruit.
It is a fusion of soul and God.
The fruit gatherer's fulfillment

– Manku Thimma

Can you spot a person who longs not to look smart?
Pundit, priest, preacher and person aged.
Young and old stand before mirror for makeup.
Where the peeping Tom peeps not

– Manku Thimma

The tiger provokes another tiger.
An ape apes another ape.
Where is the man where the tiger and ape are not hidden in him?
It is wise to leave the sleeping brute to sleep.
Pull not the tails to provoke

– Manku Thimma

Ravana was fascinated seeing Seetha.
Seetha was fascinated sighting the golden deer.
Folks condemn Ravana, sympathise with Seetha.
Mysterious are the ways of the mind

– Manku Thimma
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Hunger in the belly, love in the heart,
Are the two secret switches in creator's engine.
Builds the forts, plucks the stars.
Makes you the curved caricature

– Manku Thimma

The young tree wears a new look dresses new day after day.
The crystal clear water gushes forth from the spring.
Wisdom dawns in the tiny tots and to watch them growing is
a beauty to behold on the earth globe

– Manku Thimma

Don't be obsessed with the children's future.
Fortune ripens in varied ways in the world.
Did the Kuru and Pandava brothers enjoy the kingdom?
Destiny is ones own making

– Manku Thimma

The love bug bites even the great Vyasa Maharshi.
By the nature's trick it takes birth in the heart's bottom.
For a split second the bond brings forth tears in the eyes.
Be considerate to count the pang

– Manku Thimma
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The tornado of love and sorrow blowing now and then,
Creates ripples, shakes up and churns the mind for good.
The night long torrential rain and tempest soaks the mother earth
The day's divinity is doubled by the nature's program

– Manku Thimma

Not for the upper story of the house nor for the braid to bind.
It bears no sweet fruit or a grain.
What is a life of a thorny shrub that you are?
Fit for light fire wood when you fall

– Manku Thimma

The river in spate crosses all obstacles.
Meet the sea to mingle in the vast ocean.
The soul shakes off the senses shackles
And races ahead in dedication to meet the Supreme Lord

– Manku Thimma

The king had gone to live in forest.
But the enthroned sandals were the king's silent representative.
The reports were reported unasked.
Bharat bore the brunt of running the kingdom, but he did not
become the king.
May your life be of Bharat's stature

– Manku Thimma
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Some day the master turns up and asks for accounts.
Account must be rendered truthfully.
Bharath did consecrate his life for His Majesty's service.
Bharath is our role model

– Manku Thimma

He manages everything but no one thing is his own.
He lives nothing undone.
The kingdom is not his, hence he walks in freedom.
Bharath is a Yogi in action

– Manku Thimma

Did Bharath reserve the kingdom's intricate intrigues, court
complications?
And distasteful difficult tasks for Ram's decision?
Bharath bore the brunt, realized the responsibility and
discharged the duties,
Recalling to the memory the master who was not in his presence

– Manku Thimma
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The world is Kosala kingdom. Shri Ram is supreme Brahman.
We have to carry out the instructions as Bharath did.
The management of our home front is the King's Court
Service.
Serve with a smile

– Manku Thimma

Let your presence diffuse auspiciousness.
As you breathe through your nose with ease
without the least thought of gain,
May your actions benefit the mankind

– Manku Thimma

The forgetful water in the puny pot,
Sing songs of proudy peacock.
Placed in the sea the mud melts,
Silent it becomes

– Manku Thimma

Much you may eat, the nourishment you draw is the food
stomach can digest, rest is a waste.
Earn you may a lot, how much you can appropriate?
A fistful of food

– Manku Thimma

As you stay together at home in the family,
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You do remember God now and then.
You visit the abode of God to return home.
Do dwell in the temple ambience for his proximity and return
home now and then

– Manku Thimma

Let those who say the world is a Divine sport speak up.
Does the play interest without the role of sorrow?
The wild trick of making the mute to drink and

a scorpion to bite,
The play is unilateral

– Manku Thimma

Where is another God in the world before the stomach, God?
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The first worship is for the belly deity. The rest follows the suit.
The pampering puffs it up. The denial boils it up.
Where is God hidden in this body? Is He in the heart?
Is He in the head?
Is he betwixt the eyebrows? This is discussed everlastingly,
Listen to my say - soul dwells in the stomach

– Manku Thimma

Different are the desires and nature of each person in the
world.
Different is the load each one has to carry.
Faith holds the strings and makes them to
play in the hundred braided folk-dance

– Manku Thimma

Why do you count the crooked curves in man?
Why are you furious with the hills heights

and dales steep fall in nature?
Are not ambrosia, liquor and poison born together in the sea
churning?
Be at peace with the world

– Manku Thimma

The constant discipline and continuous practice,
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the minds ocean becomes peaceful.
The job satisfaction and deeds done in solitude,
do comfort the mind

– Manku Thimma

Do you propose to wipe the life's liabilities
of past and present someday?

Take the first step today.
Expand the hearts frontiers for the absorption of others.
Do attain cosmic consciousness

– Manku Thimma

Let the smile dance on the face,
And let the dance music fall gently on the ears.
Let the words contain nectar for seeking the truth.
Let there be resistant in pleasure pursuits and emotional
exuberance.
Let there be no excess anywhere

– Manku Thimma

Drums beat not when seeds sprout.
Trumpets blow not when fruits ripen.
The sun and moon, the light givers are silent.
Seal, therefore, thy lips

– Manku Thimma
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Follow Dharma ceaselessly like the ever rising sun.
Display radiance like the swift lightning.
Ask not about the victory outcome.
Bow in silence when events take place out of your control

– Manku Thimma

May senses have the strength to imbibe the taste?
Let there be detachment in the sense gratification.
The one who remains restraint despite

the ability for the fulfillment.
It is the greatest accomplishment

– Manku Thimma

He knits someone of some place with some one of some where.
He allows a tug of war when the going gets tough.
He throws a fistful of sand on sweet meat preparation.
What a wonderful benefactor is Fate!

– Manku Thimma

Our life's labour is the labour in the Lord's Garden.
When joy lights up the faces in the globe,
Our love's labour, intelligence and emotion have served right.
It is an offering of service to the Supreme

– Manku Thimma
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Why you fret and fume for name and fame?
You are going to be lost in the dung heap of dust.
Do pray for the earth to envelope you in oblivion.
Stir not in the dust

– Manku Thimma

What is in the fame's womb? A dust blowing wind.
Why a special place for you in the city of God?
Be an innocent child, a cow useful, and a plant benevolent.
A broomstick to keep the earth clean

– Manku Thimma

Not for wealth alone, just not for women alone,
The envious travel the mired road to collect title and to spread fame.
The unparallel wrongs and sins several.
Can the misdeeds enroute be counted?

– Manku Thimma

The whirling season's wheel rolls, Mellows the time's-heart.
New grass springs from the dead person's soil.
The earth's womb conceives life afresh.
Heralds the life's rebirth, The nature is cultivation non-stop

– Manku Thimma
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Rising again and again you are falling.
Falling flat you rise to court defeat.
Filling noise in the world you have become popular.
Oh friend you swear to save the world.
What about your redemption?

– Manku Thimma

Our life is a boat floating in the times river.
It sails for a while with fears none.
A passage safe. A hurricane blows from somewhere.
Turns the boat topsy-turvy

– Manku Thimma

The philosophy of life emerged.
The wisdom of epics and life experiences commingled.
The deep meditations of life and purpose.
Woven are the verses of Manku Thimma

– Manku Thimma

Let not the fate make you to wait at the door step
of others for a morsel of food.
Make you a burden on others shoulders,
to be untouched by the seductive pulls of the earth.
Offer the prayer for the smooth sail to the other shore of serenity

– Manku Thimma
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A child breaks the writing slate into pieces.
And labours to put the pieces together.
Forgets the world in slate mending.
So is the Creator in His Creation

– Manku Thimma

Control the mind as you control a naughty child.
Quieten the child with candies and interesting stories.
Threats and thrashes cannot work with the kids.
A little persuasion to forget the rest

– Manku Thimma

A tiger's rage, lion's fierceness, bear's bruteness,
Cobra's vengence, hunting hound's shrewdness and an aping
apes tactfulness,
a host of hostile animal instincts hide in the human head.
Makes man hideous

– Manku Thimma

At home, monastery, conclave or in a market jostling crowd,
In the cremation ground elsewhere,
Men strive for fame.
Care not for the salvation of the soul

– Manku Thimma
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The greed for gold is greater than the drive for food.
The craze for conjugal courtship out-smarts the other crazes.
But the thirst's thrust for fame and name is the greatest

drive delirium.
It eats into the vitals of the soul.

– Manku Thimma

The river of life tumbles as an ever flowing water.
It has no beginning, no ending and nonstop.
What is life? What is death? What is nectar? What is poison?
It is all a bubble of water

– Manku Thimma

Honour life. Honour the Primordial Energy.
Discriminate not and think not the world belongs to someone
else.
The strife is for your own life's abundance.
The path is for soul's sublimation

– Manku Thimma

A labour of six months makes the red rose petals to brim with joy.
Beauty enraptures one and all for a fraction of time.
The over flow of joy sways for a short while.
Is the creator taunted for His ‘miserly mission’?

– Manku Thimma
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The convergence of truth, beauty and God stretches the
moment into eternity.
The mind becomes full moon, memory ambrosia.
The infinity stretches far into wide,
The mortal man becomes immortal

– Manku Thimma

A sleeping stone slab stood up,
A beautiful woman appeared
What a strange alchemy!
Sri Ram's foot touch stirred the frozen sleeper in stone

– Manku Thimma

The enchanting scenery enriches the hearts content.
The compassion and valour is the  challenge-response for
cruelty and wickedness.
The awe inspiring wonders lead to ponder in solitude.
The mysterious are the pathways of redemption

– Manku Thimma

The giants' clash of Vasishta and Vishvamitra in the distant
celestial Indra's court rattled the Harishchandra's earth domain.
The king lost the empire, the queen and the prince.
A surprise attack of adversity from nowhere,
the rhythm of karma is deceitful!

– Manku Thimma
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The mighty Lord's armour of Sri Ram's bow,
The sagacious strategy of Sri Krishna,
The compassion of Buddha Baghawan is the strength
insufficient to lessen the earth's burden, what the lesser
mortals might be able to do?
The world's well being is elusive

– Manku Thimma

What good comes out of the little world known?
And wearing out in the fatigue of the unknown?
To reach a rainbow with a ladder, forget not to nurture the
little garden flower close at hand

– Manku Thimma
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Epilogue

Dharma is what sustains life here and hereafter.
Bear the life's load smilingly for our road ends someday or the other.
Walk the world avenues knowing good and doing good,
for the river of joy to flow.
Set right roads, create ponds and lakes sacred groves
for the feast of the birds and beasts and inns for world weary
travellers.
– A kingdom of God on earth,
Make the passage pilgrim-friendly

– Manku Thimma

The break-neck speed of the mind's chariot,
The neck tight tangled twisted chain,
The pernicious policies of the human kind,
The mankind's back is bound for breaking

– Manku Thimma

Salutations to all now-kith and kins, joy providers, mind cleansers,
Gurus, who taught the world's hollowness and life's

limitations.
Kindly accept the final goodbye

– Manku Thimma
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Big belly lord, you come, oh
oh lord, the son of Shiva Parvathi, you come, oh

riding on a Ratoo, wearing serpant as belt,
having a face of an elephant, you come, oh

we offer you modaka payasa
oh lord the steno of Veda Vyasa

you are the lord of exam pass
ensure us all vigna vinasha

qÉÆ¼ÀÄîºÉÆmÉÖ UÀt¥À ¤Ã ¨ÁgÉÆÃ

²ªÀ ¥ÁªÀðwAiÀÄgÀ ¸ÀÄvÀ ¤Ã ¨ÁgÉÆÃ

ªÀÄÆµÀPÀªÁºÀ£À ¸ÉÆAlPÉÆAzÀÄ ¸À¥Àð ¸ÀÄwÛ

UÀdªÀÄÄRªÀzÀ£À£É ¤Ã ¨ÁgÉÆÃ

£ÁªÀ¦ð¸ÀÄªÉªÀÅ ªÉÆÃzÀPÀ ¥ÁAiÀÄ¸À

ªÉÃzÀªÁå¸ÀgÀ ²ÃWÀæ°¦PÁgÀ

¥ÀjÃPÉë ¥Á¹UÉ ¤Ã£ÉÃ zÉÃªÀ

PÀgÀÄtÂ¸ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄUÉ «WÀß«£Á±À
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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

`WITH YOUNG MINDS: A MEMOIR' is the eigth publication 
by the Trust being released during the Guruvandana Pro-
gramme 2010 at Hubli.

This book is the translation of our first publication 
`Nenapu Sihi - Yeradu Dashaka' by Late Sri M. Suryanaray-
anappa, Ex- Principal of Vivekananda College, Puttur, 
whose sale proceeds were authorised to be utilised for 
charities activities.

Dr. P. Laxminarayana Bhat, Registrar of School of So-
cial Work, Roshni Nilaya, Mangalore -- who was a student 
of Prof. M.S. Appa -- has very successfully accomplished 
the task of narrating in English the 'experiences' originally 
depicted in  Kannada.

Sri Monappa, a renowned artist, and a former student 
of Prof. M.S. Appa, has taken keen interest in getting the 
publication in its present form. This gesture by the stu-
dents towards their teacher is also a rich tribute paid to the 
teacher- student relationship. All the students of Prof. M.S. 
Appa owe their gratitude and remember him for his noble 
qualities as a teacher. 

The experiencess narrated in the book would help the 
teaching fraternity not only in handling situations during 
their professions, but also amply demonstrate that the no-
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bilities of a teacher could help and transform the students 
at large. No doubt, the book would also be useful to the 
general readers, administrators, and the policy-makers.

The family of late Prof. M.S. Appa have given the copy-
right of the publication as well as their consent for utilising 
the sale proceeds to the activities of the Trust. 

We are thankful to all those who have helped us in 
bringing out this publication. Any ommission and commis-
sion brought to our notice will be rectified suitably in future 
prints.

FOREWORD 

Late Sri Bolanthakodi Ishwara Bhat envisioned the 
English Version of my maiden book `Nenapu Sihi Yeradu 
Dashaka', Chi. Monappa brought pressure on me to 
accomplish the wish of late Sri Bolanthakodi Ishwara Bhat, 
Dr. P.L.N. Bhat of ROSHNI NILAYA, Mangalore volunteered 
to render the English translation. Should I not owe my 
debt of gratitude to these trio? Not content with this Prof. 
A.V. Narayan, President of the College Governing Council 
spared the Photo Albums of Decennial and Silver Jubilee 
Celebrations (1975-1990) to make the English Version more 
meaningful. Sri H.R. Sathyanarayana Rao a scholar, and 
Nekkare Shivarama Bhat did the task of proof reading. Again 
a TRIO, to make the work presentable to the readers. Dr. 
H.G. Sridhar had helped in searching old photographs for 
the book. My grateful thanks are due to all these friends.

But for these friendly gestures and encouragements, I 
would have remained indolent and indifferent. Destined to 
see the light of the day, the English version is before you. 
Appreciative reviews and the feedback received for the 
Kannada version from readers, well-wishers, the media are 
also responsible for this attempt.

'A book of this kind is a rarity' said Late Prof. C.N. 
Mangala (then principal of NMKRV College for Women) 
during her talk at the release function of 'Nenapu Sihi Yeradu 
Dashaka'. Eloquent encomium came from Prof. Udyavara 
Madhavacharya (Professor of Economics, Poorna Prajna 
College, Udupi) who elaborated on the book at the release 
function.  

Though confined to the environment and experiences 
of  Vivekananda College, Puttur, D.K., contents of the book 

Sadananda
President

Shri Kashi Sesha Sastri Charitable Trust
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and the gripping style did receive acclaim from the reading 
public. This again is another reason for the English version.

The author is no litterateur or a seasoned writer. As readers 
have said, 'The language of Experience, has no parrllel, the 
way the author has narrated his trying experiences in facing, 
and tackling complicated issues, challgeges and problems 
are amazing. There are many success stories.'

The Narration is a marathon SAGA of a stranger in 
a totally unfamiliar situration and location. Readers are 
welcome to send their free, frank, forthright feed-back. They 
will not only be gratefully acknowledged, but will be used for 
refining, refurbishing the future editions when broughtout.

Grattitude can hardly be expressed in words. It is an 
emotional expression of no quantum or words. I merely say,  
''I am grateful to each and everyone who has 
directly and indirectly participated in delivering this 
long awaited offspring.''

Prof. M.S. Appa
(Suryanarayanappa)

744, 4th 'E' Main
West of Chord Road, 2nd Stage

Mahalakshmipuram
Bangalore 560 086
Ph: 080 23499808

Bangalore
Date 10th February 2010

Monappa, Artist
JOC (1978-80)

THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO 
THE FOND MEMORY OF 

PROF. M.S.  APPA  AND THE STAFF 
OF VIVEKANANDA COLLEGE, PUTTUR 

WHO INSPIRED ME FOR LIFE.

Photo : Mohankumar K.N.
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HARVESTING THE MINDS...

I had spent thirteen years of my life at M.E.S. College.

Influenced by my teacher Prof. B.R. Subba Rao, I was drawn to the 
field of Education and after completing my M.Com. at Calcutta, I joined 
M.E.S. College in 1960.

In those days, in the whole of the erstwhile Mysore State (except 
in Dharwad) there was no facility to do M.Com., and hence I was 
compelled to go to Calcutta.

I had already implemented the philosophy of ‘Earn while you 
learn' in my life. I am grateful to Sri Biju Patnaik (former Chief Minister 
of Orissa who brought revolutionary changes there), Sri Lala Pratap 
Singh and my maternal uncle Sri C. Gundu Rao for their help and co-
operation in instilling this philosophy very early in my life; this stood 
me in good stead.

Sri Gundu Rao, my maternal uncle, had walked out of his house 
a few decades earlier owing to some difference of opinion with his 
father. He was working as a Civil Engineering Overseer at the Orissa 
Textile Mills at Chowdwar in Orissa. This firm was the sister concern 
of Kalinga Airways, Kalinga Industries, Kalinga Tubes and Kalinga 
Refrigeration Corporation founded by Sri Biju Patnaik after the Second 
World War.

My uncle’s efficiency, expertise and dedication had already drawn 
the attention of Biju Patnaik. Therefore, whatever C.G. Rao proposed, 

xviii
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Biju Patnaik disposed favourably. Lala Pratap Singh, son-in-law of 
Lala Sriram, the then Chairman of Delhi Cloth General Mill, was the 
Managing Director of OTM which he founded with the co-operation 
of Biju Patnaik.

In those days, there were only a handful of M.Com., post- 
graduates and a lectureship in a College, Bank jobs etc., came easily 
our way. Those were the days when one breathed freely without the 
compulsions of passing the acid test of reservation policy in all walks 
of life!

Though I had plans to be at the Banumaiah’s College Mysore, by a 
sheer stroke of destiny, I joined M.E.S. College where my teacher and 
mentor Prof. Subba Rao was still serving.

On a monthly salary of just Rs.175/- I lead a happy, contented life 
of a ‘Grahastha’ enjoying the serenity Bangalore offered in abundance!

When the call came from Puttur around March-April 1973, this 
was the state of affairs I was in!

* Thirteen years of continuous service.

* Active role in both curricular and extra curricular activities.

* Captaincy at the prestigious Armed Squadron Branch of NCC.

* Two school-going children and also the responsibility of        
looking after Srinivasa Murthy - my brother-in-law, who came to live 
with us shortly after the sudden demise of his mother.

* The long-pending house-warming ceremony of my small house 
which was completed in 1971 itself.

*To crown all these, the rather heavy burden of the loan which I 
had incurred for this house.

“Accept the responsibility of Principalship at Vivekananda College, 
Puttur (D.K). We have suggested your name,” my well-wishers said.

`It had come as a BOLT from the Blue' I thought to myself!

I didn’t give any reply till the end of April.

A seat was reserved for me in the State bus on the 11th of May. 
There was no direct bus to Puttur then. Passing through Mangalore 
was unavoidable!

One of my well-wishers said, “A seat has been reserved for you in 
the bus. Go to Mangalore and meet one Sri...., you’ll get all the help 
there. Upon arrival at Puttur, first meet Sri Ramachandra Shenoy and 

then see Sri K. Rama Bhat. Have a look at the College. If you’re satisfied, 
accept the responsibility. No obligations or compulsions!”

I was left with no choice! I proceeded to Puttur as scheduled and 
on my way met Sri Sakharam Nayak at Mangalore. After enjoying his 
hospitality, I travelled to Puttur in a taxi for just Rs.2/- (now  Rs.35/-).

At Puttur, I gatecrashed into Sri Ramachandra Shenoy’s house 
situated near the bus-stand. Mr. Shenoy looked after me very well. 
That afternoon I dined at the Shenoys. Even to this day I gratefully 
remember them as my first benevolent hosts at Puttur.

At about 3 or 4 p.m. Sri K. Rama Bhat, who was away on business, 
returned home. Soon after, Shenoy accompanied me to Rama Bhat’s 
residence.

After tea, our first trip was to the College Campus. Railway over 
bridge was not built yet. We reached the Campus in Rama Bhat’s Fiat 
Car winding our way through the dusty terrain!

At that time, one could reach Vivekananda College situated as it 
was far from the maddening crowd, only through this  circuitous route 
of 4 - 5 kms from the town.

Away from the deafening noise of traffic, the campus streched 
out in 45 acres of land with only a few buildings and some scattered 
shrubs here and there, one coconut orchard  behind the hostel building 
- that’s all!

The campus looked almost like a barren land and as I  mentioned, 
was accessible only by that muddy country road from the Mangalore-
Madikeri highway! During monsoon, reaching the campus was nothing 
short of an adventurous expedition!

Since 1965, everyone had come to accept this country-road 
and its inconveniences without a murmur. ‘Bravo!’ - I said to myself 
appreciating the patience and large heartedness of the gentle folk who 
braved their way up and down this road countless times, something 
which would put even a staunch stoic to shame! Throughout our car 
journey, Rama Bhat was briefing me about the college and its history 
while occasionally commenting on the relationship of this college with 
its neighbouring one and other details of this town called Puttur.

Having got a glimpse of the campus, we returned home soon after 
as I was to leave for Bangalore the same night.

“I’ll bring my wife along and show her around and then  convey my 
decision,” I told Rama Bhat.
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“That’s all right,” he said.

The following night I was once again on my way to Puttur, this 
time, with my wife, of course!

Upon arrival, we straight away rushed to Sri Bhat’s  residence. We 
stayed with the Bhats that day. Once again Sri Rama Bhat and I made 
a trip to the college. My wife stayed back with the Bhats enjoying the 
cordiality and the warm hospitality of   Smt. Savitha Rama Bhat.

When we retired for the night I discussed with my wife the 
prospects and challenges Puttur offered me.

“You decide the way you think best. I follow suit. That’s all,” she 
quietly assured me.

During both my trips to the campus, I vividly recalled the writings 
which left a deep, lasting impression on me -- Kota Shivarama Karanth’s 
novels Mugida Yuddha, Chigurida Kanasu, and Stephen Lecock’s ON 
THE NEED FOR A QUIET COLLEGE which I had studied for my B.Com., 
examination.

Shankara of Karanth’s Chigurida Kanasu, chose Bangadi as his 
battlefield to realise his dreams and aspirations in life and by sheer 
grit of determination succeeded in his endeavours. I felt, Puttur had 
all the potentials of one such battlefield for me. Also, inspired by the 
school teacher's struggle with his life and destiny in Mugida Yuddha, 
I was further convinced that Puttur had the right opportunities for a 
similar struggle.

‘Quiet College’ was Stephen Lecock’s dreamchild and I saw its 
clear reflections here and I too was lost in such a dream, and rightly so!

“The challenge is worth accepting! If I pass the acid test well, I 
will have fulfilled my mission. If not, I’ll at least have the satisfaction of 
giving it an honest and fair try.”

These thoughts flashed in my mind. These were my instant 
thoughts at that moment. I shared them sincerely with Rama Bhat. 
Needless to say that Rama Bhat was happy and took my formal 
application for the post.

“This will be approved at the next meeting of the Managing 
Council. You have to assume office on 1st June,” said Rama Bhat.

WITH PROF. M.P.L. SHASTRY

I and my wife returned to Bangalore. Next day I met my Principal 
Prof. M.P.L. Shastry and told him about the ‘invitation from Puttur.’ But 
Prof. Shastry didn’t give me any clear reply.

A week passed by, and no word from Prof. Shastry yet.

Pressure from Puttur was mounting and I was compelled to elicit 
a reply from Prof. Shastry.

If my memory serves me right, I met Prof. Shastry around the 15th 
of May. I told him, “Sir, I have already informed you about the call from 
Puttur. I never had tried for this position. It has come to me through the 
goodwill of my well-wishers. If I further delay my reply, the Institution 
may suffer. If you relieve me with a good heart and send me there with 
your blessings I’ll proceed. If it is not to your liking, I won’t compel you. 
However, I’ve to communicate my decision tomorrow.”

I had worked closely with Prof. Shastry for the past 4-5 years. 
As a Principal, he ably steered the progress of M.E.S. College. During 
this period, he had understood the depth of my relationship with 
my mentor Prof. B.R. Subba Rao. Prof. Shastry also knew full well my 
dedication to the college and my job.

Prof. B.R. Subba Rao was instrumental in introducing  Commerce 
Education at the degree level in the erstwhile Mysore State. In this 
sense he may truly be called the ‘Father of  Commerce Education’ in 
this part of the country.

When late Prof. N.S. Subba Rao was the DPI and the first Vice-
Chancellor of Mysore University, Prof. B.R. Subba Rao was his personal 
Secretary. In addition to his Master’s degree in Commerce, Prof. B.R. 
Subba Rao had also passed Dip-in-Sten.
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Acting on the advice of the Vice-Chancellor, Prof. B.R. Subba Rao 
visited many Universities and designed the syllabus for a diploma 
course in Commerce L.Com., and introduced the course at the Central 
College in Bangalore.  That was way back in 1946.

In the years that followed, he started I.Com., and B.Com., Courses. 
Prof B.R. Subba Rao thus laid a strong foundation for Commerce 
Education. The course gained both respectability and recognition 
under the Principalship of Prof. S.R. Mandre. Prof. B.R. Subba Rao is 
also credited with the founding of  Shree Ram Narayan Chellaram 
College in 1952-53 with the  generous donation of Rs.One lakh which 
he received from late Sri Ram Narayan Chellaram whose name the 
College bears in grateful remembrance!

When Prof. B.R. Subba Rao retired in 1966 after a long  tenure 
of dedicated and selfless service, we organized a felicitation for him 
and instituted the `Prof. B.R. Subba Rao Endowment Gold Medal’ at 
Bangalore University.

My Principal at M.E.S. College, Prof. Shastry was witness to my 
wholehearted involvement in this felicitation function.  Besides, Prof. 
Shastry also knew my active role in N.C.C. and other activities at the 
college. He spoke to me with great feelings:

“Mr. Suryanarayanappa, to tell you the truth, I really don’t want 
to send you away from my College.You’ve put me in a fix. I really don’t 
know what to say! At a very young age, you’re going to be Principal of 
a College in South Kanara District known for its academic excellence. 
Therefore I permit you to go, though reluctantly! I relieve you from 
duty and send you there with all my good wishes and blessings! But 
you must remember my word and promise me that you’ll act upon it.”

I began to reflect on my past. I recalled to my mind my thirteen 
long years of teaching career at M.E.S. College.

“Sir, I promise you that.”

Prof. Shastry continued:

“Look, Mr. Suryanarayanappa, you’re going to a district which 
has tall claims in the field of education. You may have heard of the 
Pais of Manipal, and the Christian Missionaries; the tradition of ‘Ashta 
Mutt’ and its cultural centre Udupi, holy places like Dharmasthala, 
Subrahmanya, Kateel, Kollur etc. Great educational institutions are 
founded and are running quite successfully there. Puttur indeed has a 
special place in the map of South Kanara! That’s the place where Kota 

Shivarama Karanth and Molahalli Shiva Rao have done enviable works. 
You’ll have to totally dedicate yourself to the cause of education. If you 
fail in your mission, you’ll be in for a greater disappointment, and like 
‘Trishanku,’ you’ll belong neither here, nor there.

“At a young age you’re planning to shoulder a great  responsibility 
(I was only thirty-eight then!). Power may upset the equilibrium of 
your mind. 

Your colleagues and staff may test your patience. But you 
shouldn’t lose your composure; do not engage yourself in  unnecessary 
paper battles the moment you take over. It wouldn’t matter so much 
if you reprimand your staff for the work not done, but never issue 
memos or take severe disciplinary actions. Do not spoil their service 
register with adverse remarks that may cripple their future prospects.

You’ll be handling college business worth lakhs of rupees. 
Remember that the money belongs to the Institution and by no means 
should you be tempted to use that money for your personal need. It’s 
indeed a great challenge. You must show your honesty and integrity in 
this matter. 

Maintain a friendly, cordial relationship with the Management. 
The boys and girls who come to the College are in a transition 
period of their lives. Respond to their needs with great empathy and 
understanding. 

You’ll be dealing with the Govt. and University quite often. Always 
keep in mind the interests of the Institution in all your dealings. Never 
allow your self-respect or ego to upset your equanimity and peace of 
mind. Maintain a cordial relationship with the parents of your wards 
and also with the people around.

“If you strive to be a model to others and maintain  transparency 
in all that you do, your honesty and sincerity will be amply rewarded 
and the people will be with you ready to support your good deeds. 
Short-temper, conceitedness etc, will ruin your position and standing.”

With these nine Capsules’ of advice, Prof. M.P.L. Shastry bid me 
a farewell.
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AS PRINCIPAL...

It was the last leg of May 1973 and before I proceeded to Puttur I 
had to make some arrangements to settle my dues.

I had availed myself a loan of Rs.25,000/- from the Karnataka 
Housing Board, and to top it, had incurred debts to the tune of ten to 
fifteen thousand rupees; though I came to own a house in Bangalore, 
I found it almost impossible to make arrangements for the immediate 
repayment of the loans.

K.H.B. loan could have been repaid over a period time, through 
regular monthly instalments even after I shifted to Puttur, but the other 
sundry loans?

I had to freshly earn the faith of the people who lent me money 
and convince them that their money was safe even if I moved out of 
Bangalore.

The proverbial difficulties of 'building a house and  solemnizing a 
marriage' came home to me when I passed through the ordeals myself.

On that particular day, I had run out of all my resources as never 
before and my plight was so miserable that I had no other option 
but to approach the first man I would meet and beg him to help 
me! Nevertheless, my uncompromising self-esteem saved me this 
humiliation!

However, some of my well-wishers had an inkling of my plight! 

Arvind Pai was my student. Having lost his mother early in life, 
he was no stranger to the harsh struggles for survival. He used to 
distribute milk sachets of Bangalore Dairy early in the morning and 
soon after would work as a paper-boy delivering newspapers from 
door to door to earn a few rupees to meet his educational expenses. 

Somehow he came to know of my plight. One fine day, when I was out, 
Arvind came home and introduced himself to my wife and handing 
over Rs.100/- said, “Amma, I am Sir’s student. I owe him this Rs.100. 
Please give this to him. I’ll see him later.”

When I returned home, my wife gave me this money and 
narrated the whole thing. Perhaps this boy Arvind had overheard me 
unburdening myself with someone!

In a crisis like the one I was entangled in, even a rupee  matters! 
No one can really count the worth of a timely help  howsoever small 
it may seem!

Today, Arvind Pai is a Senior Executive in Canara Bank.

I haven’t paid back those hundred rupees to him yet!

I approached the ‘Good Samaritans’ who recommended me to 
Puttur and coveyed my present difficulties to them with a  request for 
an emergency advance Rs.4,000/- to tide over my financial crisis. With 
that help I hoped to shift to Puttur without causing inconvenience to 
others while sparing myself an  unwarranted embarrassment!

Truly speaking, I knew that my well-wishers weren’t really in a 
position to help me; yet, prompted by a faint hope, I had approached 
them with ‘great expectations!’

One other relative and well-wisher of mine - Sri C.L. Subba Rao 
was an L.I.C. Agent. When I got my job at M.E.S. I had taken out a policy 
through him. He had great affections for me. Sri Rao had settled in 
Bangalore for more than two-three  decades.

I briefed Sri Rao about my plight and requested him to  arrange 
for a loan of Rs.4,000. I promised to repay the loan with interest on his 
terms.

I agreed to pay the principal amount in two years and until then 
I also agreed to send him the interest amount monthly at 12% per 
annum. Sri Rao arranged for the money through a friend of his.

Next, I promised to repay the money I owed  C.R. Chandranna 
(my maternal uncle) who had constructed my house in monthly 
installments.

Having made these arrangements and the hurdles removed, my 
passage to Puttur was smooth! I travelled on the night of May 31st 
from Bangalore and reached Puttur the following day - on June 1st, the 
day fixed for me to assume office as Principal.
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If I faintly remember, from Bangalore I came to Hassan, met a few 
senior members of RSS at the camp in Hassan, and along with Sri K. 
Rama Bhat arrived at Puttur. On June 01, 1973 I took charge from the 
then Principal,  Prof. G.K. Shenoy.

Prof. Shenoy ceremoniously handed over the keys of the  office 
and the Principal's chamber in the presence of Rama Bhat. That indeed 
marked the symbolic transfer of charge from  Prof. Shenoy to me.

Prof. Shenoy was formerly the Head Master of Canara High Schol 
at Mangalore. When the Vivekananda College was started in 1965, 
Prof. Shenoy was invited to be its first Principal.

He was an active member of R.S.S and a spirited young man. After 
a long tenure of nearly eight years at Vivekananda College since its 
inception, Prof. Shenoy was going back to Mangalore as Principal of the 
newly started Canara College.

Prior to accepting the Principalship, I had in fact appealed to the 
Managing Council to choose someone from here itself to head the 
college, but the Managing Council refused to consider it.

There was also an attempt to bring in Sri Krishnamurthy (from the 
Dept. of Geology) at M.I.T., but as Geology was not offered as a subject 
of study at Puttur, this idea was also dropped. Finally the choice fell 
on me.

Perhaps it was my destiny that brought me to Puttur and I took 
charge as Principal on June 01,1973. Monsoon had just set in. Classes 
were to re-open on  June 15th, and the interim period was gone in 
setting up a home and getting acquainted with the place and the 
people.

At about the same time, Sri Somasundreswaran who was teaching 
in the Commerce Dept. of the college had resigned and decided to 
go back to his native place Palghat in Kerala. In a way this came as a 
blessing in disguise for me. It was suggested that I could occupy the 
same house he was living in. It was a  coincidence that the owner of 
this house happened to be a Member of the Governing Council of 
Vivekananda College. The owner agreed to let the house and I moved 
in.

The house was not far off from the College. Sri J. Sunder Bhat 
was my good neighbour who also happened to be a  colleague. Sri 
Somasundareswaran had enough and more of household articles. He 
was not keen on taking back everything with him. One grinding stone, 

a table, four cane chairs, one copper boiler, one or two wooden chairs 
and Navtal locks seemed to be in excess!

We struck a deal without any dispute. Both of us agreed that each 
one would write the amount of deal in a small chit of paper. If the 
amount mentioned in the respective chits was agreeable to both, the 
deal would be concluded without any further bargain.

I  wrote Rs. 500/- in my chit and surprisingly, so did 
Somasundareswaran! All these household articles are still with me. I’m 
sure it would now cost at least eight times more!

The college re-opened on June 15. I met all my colleagues for the 
first time that day. I think Sri K. Rama Bhat was also there.

M.E.S. College had made me self confident. Moreover, the 
privilege of working closely for five-six years with my teacher and 
mentor, Prof. Subba Rao, whom I hold in high esteem, added an extra 
punch! Mysore Education Society was founded in 1956 with lofty ideals 
and aspirations.

The dedication and selfless service of my teachers, their  loving 
care and guidance, the stronghold of culture, the good people around 
and their stimulating company fascinated me. When I came to 
Vivekananda College, the atmosphere here seemed no different and 
equally conducive to growth.  I felt reassured.

The incessant rain during the 4-5 month-long monsoon, the 
unbearable heat of summer (especially for people who’re used to the 
pleasant climate of Bangalore!) raised many questions in the minds 
of my friends and relatives whether I could comfortably settle here. 
I always believed that our ‘mind’ is solely responsible for the way we 
perceive things. If we have the right mind-set, certainly we can conquer 
any adverse situation. I busied myself planning for the future, thinking 
about the ways of handling my new responsibilities effectively.

Invoking the grace of Almighty to make me strong, creative 
and competent in all that I planned for the welfare of the college, I 
remember to have addressed my colleagues thus at the very first staff 
meeting.

“Dear friends, I assumed office on June 01, 1973. I neither tried 
for this post, nor applied on my own. I’m here because the Governing 
Council invited me to be part of this college. All the arguments I had 
with the Governing Council against this offer didn’t bear fruit and I’m 
rather compelled to accept this responsibility.
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I’ve worked as a lecturer for the past 13 years. It is my humble 
submission that I understand the psyche of teachers.         I constantly 
interact with youth which gives me an insight into their feelings, 
emotions and changing moods! I’ve a cordial  relationship with the 
Governing Council and understand their problems and difficulties in 
running this institute.

I firmly believe that no organisation will progress under a rigid 
framework of Rules and regulations. It is my earnest belief that 
wherever human relationship excels, God’s blessings,         the spirit of 
service, peace and harmony reign supreme there.

As teachers, we’ve to guide and mould the tender lives of the 
future citizens of this country. If we endeavour to be a model to them 
in all that we do, we can inspire them better. You’re all post-graduates 
and know your responsibilities. You are certainly senior to me in this 
Institution.

“As part of routine administrative norms, like anywhere else, here 
too we’ve paper work, documents to maintain, rules and regulations 
to follow, attendance register for the staff and so on and so forth. 
From tomorrow onwards, I’ll not check whether you’ve signed or 
not. Hereafter the Attendance Register will not be in the Principal's 
chamber. I’m confident that you’ll not let me down for trusting you.

I want to begin on a clean slate and I want to experiment a 
few things. Please co-operate with me and help me in  discovering 
ourselves.”

This frank appeal, I feel paved the way for a better  understanding 
of each other in the days to follow.

When I took over as Principal, the College had 748 students on 
roll: PUC - 249; Degree - 499; Women students - 137;  Boys - 611; 
Teaching staff - 31; non-teaching staff -17;  Total - 48. Hostel: Boys - 
123; Girls - 47; Total - 170.

TRIALS & TRIBULATIONS

Admissions: Come June, every academic campus comes to 
life; the buzz of activity, the rush for admissions, large crowds of 
parents and students are a common sight in every school and college. 
Vivekananda College was no exception to this. There were times when 
people critically used to say that even if one fails to get a seat in any 
other College in D.K., one will most certainly get a seat at Vivekananda. 
Perhaps they were right, though for  different reasons!

Prompted by their bitter experiences in the past, my  colleagues 
had blacklisted a few students. One such boy was from Sakleshpur. 
The allegation against him was that he had  misbehaved during a 
Ladies’ Tournament held at the college during the previous year. My 
colleagues strongly demanded that the boy be refused admission to 
both the college and the hostel.

Similarly, Jnanadev Kamath should also be denied  admission to 
third year B.Sc., on the ground that he was recklessly mischievous. 
It was also alleged that when the staff staged ‘Tippu Sultan’ for the 
college Annual Day, Kamath had raised a big hue and cry objecting to 
the choice of ‘Tippu Sultan’ as  anti-RSS. The staff was unanimous that 
Kamath was always a trouble monger for them.

My colleagues strongly held that “Admission should  invariably 
be denied to all students who come on a transfer basis from other 
colleges.” (Is it because we’ve no means of verifying their past 
antecedents?!)

How to solve these problems? It was already eight years since 
the college started functioning. From their accumulated wisdom 
of all these years, my colleagues had come to the  conclusion that 
certain codes of conduct and discipline were absolutely necessary to 
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safegaurd the interest of the college.

I suffered many sleepless nights. Every second of my  waking hour 
was consumed by these problems. I recalled my first appeal to the staff  
“I want to begin on a clean slate; I want to experiment a few things; 
Please co-operate with me.”

I called for a meeting; placed my proposal before my  colleagues 
for their consideration pleading convincingly in favour of the students. 
Some of my colleagues thought that my  experiments wouldn’t go 
very far. Nevertheless they agreed. Perhaps I had the advantage of age 
on my side; all my colleagues were younger to me and belonged to 
an average age-group of  28-30 years, whereas I was 38 at that time. 
Admission Committees in all the three disciplines -- Arts, Science and 
Commerce -- were formed. It was agreed that all admissions would be 
finalized after allowing for discussions, should the need arise.

When the boys and girls reach the portals of a college they are in 
their formative, adolescent years. Moreover, the youth of the present-
day are born in free India. There is a generation gap between the 
teachers of yore and their counterparts of today. Similarly, parents' 
attitudes have also undergone a sea-change. Above all, the media of 
mass communications have brought in such revolutionary changes 
that their influence and hold on the young minds are too strong to be 
missed out. Experts now agree that the media play the role of ‘third 
Parent’ more often to the horror and dismay of the ̀ other two!' I began 
my experiments under these circumstances.

I took the boy from Sakleshpur and his parents into   confidence. 
I assured him that if he agreed to leave the college on his own I would 
secure a seat for him in Bangalore. The boy and the parents agreed 
to my suggestion. Rev. Fr. Menezes, Principal of St. Joseph's College, 
Bangalore was close to me. I requested him for help and the boy 
continued his studies there.

Similarly, I had a heart to heart talk with the student, Jnanadev 
Kamath, whose admission to third year B.Sc., was strongly objected 
to. I spoke to the correspondent of the  Governing Council, Sri K. Rama 
Bhat. He too was not happy that the boy be denied admission to 
the final year Degree course. Jnanadev's father Sri B.R. Kamath from 
Neralakatte, was a  well-known Arecanut Merchant in Mangalore. 
Those were the most testing days for the Arecanut growers, the most 
prominent commercial crop of D.K., because the Arecanut business 
had nosedived as never before. Both Varanasi Subraya Bhat and B.R. 

Kamath had ambitious plans to give the whole Arecanut market a 
face lift; CAMPCO, a Co-operative venture was launched to protect 
the interests of arecanut growers and the two were busy organizing 
people, enlisting their support, co-operation and active involvement 
(which was not easy to come by) by enrolling them as share holders 
of CAMPCO. Today, everybody worth his salt knows that CAMPCO is a 
great success story!

I pleaded with the Admission Committee: “Give me a seat, it’s my 
responsibility to see that the boy will not create any  problem again. I 
assure you that I’m responsible for the boy and vouchsafe his conduct; 
I’m accountable to you as well as the college in this regard.”

There ended the problem of Jnanadev’s admission. I thanked my 
colleagues in the Admission Committee for this favour of  honouring 
my word. I continued to offer my prayers to the Almighty to carry me 
through all my problems successfully.

The next problem was that of ‘Admissions on transfer basis' 
about which my colleagues, as mentioned earlier, had expressed great 
reservations in no uncertain terms.

Subhashachandra Shenoy, a student from the neighbouring 
college was denied admission to the third year B.A.degree. Shenoy 
had some serious difference of opinion with Rev. Fr. Serrao, the then 
Principal of that college. Rev. Fr. Serrao, alleged that Shenoy was always 
seen with a large group of students (which seemed to have annoyed Fr. 
Serrao as he felt that his authority was at stake!) and further, Shenoy’s 
political  convictions and ideology were not to his liking. With this 
background Shenoy came to meet me.

“Sir, I’ve come to see you personally. May I have an  appointment 
please?”

“Certainly, please drop in this evening,” I said.

In the evening when I met him, I told Subhaschandra, “Look, 
Mr. Subhaschandra, tell me everything frankly. How is it that you are 
denied admission having studied in the same college for two years or 
more? I believe every word of what you say because I have immense 
faith and confidence in the youth of today.”

“Yes Sir, I’ll tell you the truth. I have nothing to hide from you. I 
leave the decision to you. I don’t tell you to favour me,” he said.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Sir, I don’t address the Principal as ‘Father’ like most others do; I 

1514



WITH YOUNG MINDS: A MEMOIR Prof.M.S. Appa / Dr. Laxminarayana Bhat P.

have my own reasons for that. I’m not inclined to address anybody as 
‘Father’ except my own. This is the bone of  contention between us. 
Principal Serrao told me clearly, ‘you may join Vivekananda College if 
you like. I’ll put in a word to the Principal there. But don’t ever dream 
admission here.” 

“At that juncture I retorted - you don’t need to recommend me. 
I’ll go there myself and request for a seat. If admitted, I’ll  complete my 
studies in Puttur, if not, I’ll put an end for my studies. Now it is up to 
you sir; do what you want with me,” he said. 

Once again I appealed to my friends and colleagues to take  this 
boy in. I also accepted full responsibility on account of Shenoy. I told 
my colleagues that this is a challenge for all of us and said, “Let us 
face it boldly.” My faith and confidence in the essential goodness of 
our youth surprised my freinds. So this  admission was also through 
and Shenoy joined Vivekananda  College. I was anxiously watching the 
progress of the wards under my care.

The story didn’t end there. Sri Kumbra Jathappa Rai,  member of 
Legislative Council phoned in for an appointment.    Sri Rai wanted his 
son Prasanna Kumar to join Vivekananda College on a transfer from 
Mangalore Government College. This case too followed suit.

I became more cautions and self-conscious too in a setting to 
which I was new!

What consoled me greatly was the abundant love and  dedication 
my colleagues had to this institution. I thanked my stars and began to 
dream about the future of the college which I was eager to shape with 
the help of this dedicated staff.

All the above three students whom I admitted at personal risk 
were very helpful and coperative in all the activities of the college and 
were ever ready to do their bit.

Elections to the Student-Council

I experienced the torrential rains of Dakshina Kannada for the first 
time. What an experience! The blowing winds of the south heralded 
the onset of monsoon, the thunder, the lighting that came with the 
pouring rain, the ferocious Arabian Sea, all of which were new to me! 
Yet, the people here continued to live their daily lives unmindful of the 
inclement weather!

Almost everyday, I used to come to the college drenched in the 
rain! I wasn’t quite prepared for this type of monsoon! That year, I feel, 
we had an extra share of nature’s bounty -- cyclonic winds, thunder, 
lightning -- or so I thought! The roof of the  laboratory extension 
was blown off and fell in one heap in the playground. I was worried. 
Attending to emergency repair works, regular consultations with 
the Governing Council, took all my time; side by side, my academic 
duties, class- room teaching and the elections to the student council, 
formation of 'Election- Committee’ and so on....

Finally, the result sheet was in my hands. The Committee did a 
good job. Raju Gowda of third year B.Sc., was elected  Convener of the 
Student-Council, along with two others for the post of secretary and 
joint secretary.

As the head of the Institution, I called for all the elected members 
of the Student-Council and warmly congratulated them. I suggested to 
them that the teacher and the governing council are the custodians of 
students’ welfare. Students should never resort to strikes as a means of 
calling attention to their grievances if they had any! Instead, I proposed 
that the student leaders should discuss their problems and difficulties 
either with their staff or with me.
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Cycle Shed & the Marble Bust of 
Swami Vivekananda

The very next day Raju Gowda appeared before me along with the 
other two office bearers. There was no need for a prior appointment. 
I made it a point that the doors of my chamber be always kept open. 
Anybody could walk in straight for an open discussion or debate. The 
practice continues even to this day.

The students told me that money was collected for  constructing 
a cycle-shed and also for erecting a marble bust of Swami Vivekananda 
whose name the college bears. The  students told me that as they had 
won the elections on these twin issues as their manifesto, they wanted 
to see the work completed before the end of the year. I hadn’t the 
slightest information on this before. I enquired with the staff, asked 
for details at my  office, made all efforts to ascertain the matter. The 
students were right! I could unearth a whole lot of correspondence      
Prof. G.K. Shenoy had with a firm in Jaipur for the marble bust of 
Vivekananda. I could also gather enough details of the proposed cycle-
shed. I promised the students that the cycle-shed would be completed 
before the mid-term vacations in October and work would be initiated 
and followed up with regard to the marble bust. I set to work on both 
in right earnest.

Another Challenge: Early in July 1973, College received the copies 
of Annual Magazine for the year 1972-73 from Janatha Press of Vittal. 
Sri Seetharam Shenoy, Superintendent at the College office, informed 
me of this.

When I was at M.E.S. College, I once shouldered the  responsibility 
of bringing out the Annual Magazine. Prof. M.P.L. Shastry least 
expected that I could finish the job so promptly that 2000 copies of 

the Magazine reached the college by the end of February, which were 
distributed among the students on Feb.22 & 23. It was unprecedented 
that the College Annual Report was made available during the same 
academic year instead of the usual practice of being given at the 
commencement of the next one.

With this experience in my mind, I instructed that the copies of 
the Vivekananda College Annual JAGRITI be distributed among the 
students the very next day. But I never had an inkling that some danger 
lurked at the corner!

It was 4.30 p.m. Classes were closed for the day. I was busy with my 
work at the office. A group of 10-15 students rushed into my chamber. 
Odiyur Shama Bhat and Kuriya Ganapathy Bhat, both students of the 
third year B.A. were the leaders of this group. One other boy whom I 
remember was Harishchandra of 3rd year B.Com. The rest have faded 
in my memory.

Odiyur Shama Bhat tore a copy of ‘Jagriti’ and threw down the 
pieces on my table and said,

“Sir, we don’t want this ‘Jagriti’.”

“The student community summarily rejects this,” Added Kuriya 
Ganapathy Bhat. Others too echoed the same.

I was taken aback by this sudden outbursts! Though the  occasion 
demanded sterner action on my part and though I was similarly 
inclined by nature, that evening I responded differently.

I am a short-tempered person. But somehow I was cool. The first 
thing I did was to pick up all the pieces scattered on my table and put 
them back in a bag carefully.

Calmly I told the students.

“Boys, I don’t understand why you act like this. I assumed office  
just about a month ago. I don’t know what great injustice has been 
done to you to elicit this kind of a response from you. I believe that the 
College Annual belongs to the students and as is the usual practice in 
any college, I have ordered them to be distributed to you all as soon as 
the college office received them. I have to ascertain now what has gone 
wrong. If you have faith in me, I’ll check with the Editorial Committee 
and try to clarify all your doubts and take every measure to solve your 
problems which seem to have caused you indignation.”

Rap came the reply.

“This Magazine doesn’t contain the photo of Premachandra. 
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That’s why we reject this.”

It was during 1971-72 that  some of us lecturers used to  conduct 
coaching classes for the benefit of students appearing for public exams 
a month or two in advance of the approaching examination. In this 
direction the Youth Club of Basavanagudi in Bangalore has been doing 
yeomen service. I used to take classes there too.

When the coaching class was in progress at the Varadachar 
Memorial Hall in Sheshadripuram in 1972-73, we heard the shocking 
news “Premachandra was brutally murdered in broad day light at 
Puttur.”

The coaching classes at Sheshadripuram were held under the 
auspices of A.B.V.P. The moment we heard this news, we arranged for 
a condolence meeting and I very clearly  remembered the incident.

The boys at my chamber agreed to assemble the following evening 
after 4.30 p.m. to discuss the matter. Perhaps they were convinced of 
my sincerity to solve their problems and also they understood my 
helplessness at the moment. The crowd  dispersed.

Thus began yet another trial for me. I met the Editorial  Committee 
of ‘Jagriti’ to collect information regarding the alleged lapse. Sri M.N. 
Chettiar was the editor for the year. The Editor-in-chief, Prof G.K. 
Shenoy was then the Principal of Canara  College, Mangalore and I had 
told the students that he wouldn’t be available for any comments.

I gathered all the pertinent documents from the college  office. 
I also requested Sri Rama Bhat to be present at the meeting the 
following evening. Sri M.N. Chettiar too was requested to attend the 
meeting on behalf of the editorial committee.

When the meeting started I explained the purpose for which we 
had met that evening. I assured that there would be an open discussion 
of the matter. Silence fell heavily! Sri Rama Bhat wanted the issue to 
be settled amicably. He didn’t have any information on the issue. He 
attended the meeting solely to safeguard me. He has immense faith in 
me even to this day for which I’m eternally grateful to him. Rama Bhat 
sincerely wished that I should be spared of all the troubles because he 
was  responsible for getting me there. Hence, he wanted to be on my 
side.

I opened the ‘Pandora’s box’

“Has any one of you suggested that Premachandra’s photo be put 
in the Magazine?” No answer.

“You should have been alert before the printing was over. Now, is 
it proper on your part to point out the lapse and criticize the persons 
who had worked hard to bring out this magazine?”

One boy stood up and said: “Sir, why should we propose  anything 
of the sort? It is the responsibility of the Editorial Committee to see 
that everything is OK and only then publish the magazine.” Others 
joined him.

“What do you suggest now?” I asked.

Someone said, “You must withdraw all the copies from the 
students and then re-distribute the same with Premachandra’s photo.”

I sought Rama Bhat’s permission to present my views and 
continued,

“Friends of Premachandra, I’ve responded to his brutal  murder, 
but not in your way. While in Bangalore, I had heard about this sad 
incident and soon after we had called a condolence meeting to pay 
our respects to the departed soul. I feel that you’ve committed a great 
mistake, perhaps you’ve not realized it.”

“While demonstrating your love and affection for Premachandra, 
you tore a copy of ‘Jagriti’ to pieces and threw them on my table. I’m 
not offended. But... but...”

I had brought with me the pieces, now finely joined showing the 
pictures of Vivekananda and late B. Prabhakara Rao, I said:

“What a serious crime you’ve committed! You’ve insulted these 
two great men by tearing off their photos. Similarly, you’re guilty of 
insulting your teachers, President and members of the Governing 
Council. Indeed it’s shameful. It doesn’t become of any college student, 
especially a student of Vivekananda College. I don’t have to tell you 
about the greatness of Vivekananda. The late Sri Prabhakar Rao had 
personally supervised the  construction of this building unmindful of 
the pouring rains, scorching sun and the biting winds. Is this the way to 
repay his selfless service for providing you a shelter?

“Every College Annual is generally the chronicle of events of that 
year. Late Premachandra was not our student during     1972-73. If it 
were so, his photo would have been relevant in this issue. I’ve verified 
the documents and ascertained that he was our student during 1971-
72 and before.

There was the silence of the grave. Nobody spoke. They were 
looking askance at each other.
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I offered to break the ice.

“With permission of the Governing Council, you bring out a special 
bulletin on Premachandra. I’ll extend all help and            co-operation. 
And a contribution of Rs.1,000/- too. If you truly love and respect 
Premachandra come on, express your sentiments constructively; I’ll 
provide you that opportunity right here. However, the matter should 
be finalised down to the last detail based on the following conditions.

1. A Working Committee should be constituted now itself.

2. The special bulletin should be ready within a month from now.

3. The Working Committee shall meet once a week to review the 
progress.

4. Sri Rama Bhat may please persuade the Governing  Council  to  
sanction this proposal.

Agitating students never expected that the table would be turned 
on them. 

Now they had to eat their own humble pie. But nobody came  
forward to accept the challenge. Again silence fell on them. They 
clearly understood their folly but couldn’t think of a way out of the 
mess they only had created for themselves!

Finally, the Working Committee was constituted: Harishchandra, 
Shama Bhat and Kuriya Ganapathy Bhat were the members among 
others. I assured my full support to the Committee. The following 
faculty was also unanimously elected to guide the students in this 
project:

Prof. M. Sooryanarayanappa, Sri Taltaje Vasantha Kumar, 
Dept. of Kannada, Sri Prabhakar Wagle & Sri S. Krishna as students  
representatives.

Though I had insisted that the Working Committee should meet 
regularly, the committee hardly met. I was  determined to get the work 
done through the students themselves. Therefore, I used to send for 
them to discuss the matter. Within a few days, the students realised 
that it was easier said than done. But I kept on urging them to go 
ahead, while I remembered to extend all   co- operation. My aim was 
to drive home the truth of experience, which indeed has no equal. I 
wanted the students to learn their lessons profitably!

I persuaded Sri K. Chandrashekar Prabhu with my  persistent 
enthusiasm to make the art work for the cover page of the special 

bulletin. He drew a beautiful sketch of Vivekananda Rock Memorial 
with the confluence of seas and the   ever-expanding blue sky as the 
backdrop.

Soon we realised that the bulletin will cost a few thousands more 
than our initial estimate. I made the students mobilise the additional 
resources required by way of advertisements. They realised how 
difficult the whole exercise was!

Next came the question of collecting articles. Even here the 
students stumbled upon many hurdles. Nevertheless, I didn’t stop  
goading them on and on much against their wishes. There was 
no respite from the meetings and discussions. The students had 
nicknamed me ‘Nakshatrika’. After much hard work, the Editorial 
Committee succeeded in bringing out a  commemorative volume 
which scored favourably on two fronts aesthetics and literature and 
an excellent get-up, thanks to Shoba Power Press and their men. There 
were articles by the so-called mischief-mongers Jnanadeva Kamath, 
Prasanna Kumar Rai besides others.

Though this incident came as a surprise and challenge to me, the 
final outcome boosted my self-confidence and made me feel that I 
had the nerve to survive in my new surroundings. It also earned me 
the goodwill of the student community and they began to show more 
restraint and respect in their dealings with me. Whenever I was faced 
with a problem, my attitude was always the same:

“FACE THEM AS THEY COME, DO NOT RUN AWAY FROM THEM.”

The days passed and I returned to my routine and became 
engrossed in it.

The academic year was drawing to a close. The college  Annual 
Day was fast approaching. During the Annual Day  Celebrations, 
‘Yakshagana’ performance used to be there invariably and usually it 
was a night- long programme ending only on-day break the following 
morning. There were reports of conflicts among the students of rival 
groups. After the elections to the Student-Council, rivalry between 
the two groups - one which belonged to the winners and the other, 
obviously to the losers was quite common.

Soon after  the elections, I invariably called all the contestants 
and their followers and attempted to diffuse any tension that might 
spark off  later by bringing the rival groups closer. I tried hard to 
convince them that they ought to take the elections in the true spirit of 
sportsmanship and there was no room for any ill feeling to lurk in the 
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corner. I made all the contending groups a party to this thinking and 
they parted with a warm handshake.

Yet I was not entirely free from the anxiety that something might 
still go wrong on the Annual Day. Of course, I had the courage to face 
all odds. I knew that the students, my colleagues and the Governing 
Council were all with me.

Finally, the D-day arrived! All had worked for the success of the 
programme. Yet my old fears came back which kept me awake the 
whole night. There were small pockets of students trying to find an 
opportunity to settle scores, but  the vigilant staff with their hawk’s 
eye never missed any details and under their powerful gaze nothing 
stirred disturbingly. As far as I can remember, no untoward incident 
occurred that year.

February 28th was the last working day. Revision holidays 
commenced from the following day i.e., March 1st.

By that time, it was customary to put up on the Notice Board 
various notices, circulars etc, pertaining to the exams. My  signature 
was conspicuous on all such notices out of which,  ‘Attendance 
shortage’ was the most important one.

Fear of Attendance shortage which technically disqualifies a 
student from appearing for the university exams, works as an aid to 
discipline the students.

Students dread this notice. However, in the Academic  Council, 
Senate and Syndicate meetings, this matter always used to attract 
prolonged debates and never-ending discussions. Finally it was 
common to resolve to let the matter stand where it was leaving it to 
the sole discretion of the concerned Principals.

Ganapathy Bhat, once again! 

One evening I was taking a walk in the college campus. As I was 
nearing the big well in the pavillion, it seemed that somebody was 
behind me. I turned back and there stood Kuriya Ganapathy Bhat! 
The ‘Jagriti’ incident, the problem of attendance shortage in which he 
figured prominently passed before my mind’s eye in a split-second. Is 
this hefty boy trying to settle scores with me when I’m alone? And that 
he could do so easily... by throwing me into the well..?

I dismissed these thoughts with a shrug. I asked him  affectionately, 
“Ganapathy, my boy what brings you here at this odd hour?”

It was 6.45 - 7.00 p.m.

Contrary to my expectations, Ganapathy Bhat replied in all 
humility.

“Sir, I put myself into your hand. Do what you want with me. My 
name tops the list of ‘Attendance Shortage’ on the Notice Board. I’m 
yet to pay the fees. At home, We are hard pressed for money. I don’t 
know what to do. Please show me the way out of this mess.”

“Come, let’s go to my chamber,” I said.

In a few minutes we were at the chamber, the very same one 
where the ‘Jagriti’ incident had taken place not too long ago! The same 
chambers, the same table, the same Principal, the same Ganapathy 
Bhat save his friend! Perhaps both of us couldn’t help recalling the 
incident. Strange are the ways of the world! Time tames everyone and 
we are all humbled by Time. 

“Look here Ganapathy, on one condition I agree to solve both your 
problems. Is the condition acceptable to you?”

“What’s the condition, Sir?”
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“Promise me that you’ll pass the exams this time itself. If you have 
those two letters after your name, I mean B.A.,    how  wonderful it will 
look! Every qualification has its worth. It would make you feel great, 
you’ll be counted among the successful students. Without this degree, 
nobody will recognise your true worth.”

There was a strong motive in imposing this condition. This boy 
was the son of the famous Kuriya Vittala Shastry - a noted Yakshagana 
artist. The boy had a wonderful mastery over the art of ‘Bhagavatike’ - 
singing songs of Yakshagana - in the traditional style. He was applauded 
for his great ‘Bhagavatike’ both at the college and outside. I knew his 
strength and caliber. I felt that if only he is awakened to  his capacities, 
passing B.A. exams would be a child’s play for him. Further, I believed 
that this condition, call it a challenge if you like, would help him 
introspect which would go a long way in shaping his future. My words 
had the effect of magic on the boy - the one similar to the assessment 
of prowess of the legendary Hanuman before he was sent to Lanka.

Ganapthy Bhat replied in right earnest, “Yes sir, I’ll promise you 
that.” That was what I had expected.

“I’ll arrange to pay your fees tomorrow. When you pass the exams 
and become better disposed, you may return the money if you like. 
However, you needn’t worry on that score. Also, I’ll write a letter to the 
University recommending your case in  respect of attendance shortage. 
Now you work hard and prepare for the success in the exams. 

Wit Prof. Javare Gowda

This interesting episode, I should have narrated earlier. Sri 
Amritha Someshwar and Sri Taltage Vasantha Kumar of the Dept. of 
Kannada were urging me to start Kannada as an  optional subject at the 
degree level. When the admissions  commenced, it was agreed to go 
ahead with the proposal to start Kannada major and there was enough 
canvassing done for this.   I too favoured this decision wholeheartedly.

So we introduced Kannada as an optional subject for the first year 
B.A. degree course that year. We were then affiliated to the University 
of Mysore.

Prof. D. Javare gowda was the Vice-Chancellor of Mysore 
University. As per the rules prevailing at that time, Principals of all the 
affiliated colleges were automatically the members of the Academic 
Council. In that capacity, I was invited to the Academic Council meeting 
scheduled for July. It was a rare  opportunity. Great names in the field 
of education would be  attending that meeting. I looked forward to the 
meeting with great enthusiasm.

We were expected to be thorough with the agenda of the meeting. 
Only thorough home-work would ensure an effective participation in 
the deliberations. One item in the agenda was as follows:

‘Every year, Examiners should be appointed on condition that 2% 
would be deducted from the remuneration payable to them with the 
specific object of creating a STUDENT  WELFARE FUND.’

Many teachers resented this. Some of them shared their 
disagreement with me. The regular meeting of the Academic  Council, 
Senate and the Syndicate at Mysore were no less than a festival. 
Modern Hindu Hotel was the common ‘host’ for all the Principals who 
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used to come for the meeting. This was also the ‘centre’ for exchanging 
pleasantries with familiar faces and to get acquainted with the new 
ones. Sometimes, informal discussions used to take the shape of ‘mini’ 
Academic Council / Senate meetings.

In this, I learnt, why many members of my fraternity resented this 
2% cut. I too was prepared to oppose the motion. I dreamt of getting a 
big support in the Academic Council. At the age of 38, it was going to be 
my maiden speech at the Academic Council and I began to build castles 
in the air as to how I’d  impress the august house with my eloquence! 
It was 10.00 a.m. And everybody made his way to the Crawford Hall, 
the venue of the meeting.

Many well-known Principals from D.K. were there. Prof. K.S. 
Haridas Bhat, Dr. P. Gururaja Bhat, Dr. P. Narayana Rao, Prof. H.G. 
Gopalakrishna Rao, Rev. Fr. Castelino, Sr. Hedwige, Prof. G.K. Shenoy, 
Prof. Ramakrishna Udupa (from Gonikoppa) were among them, and I 
felt comfortable in their company.

The meeting commenced at 10.00 a.m. Vice-Chancellor Javare 
Gowda and Registrar Dr. D.V. Urs were on the dias.         I occupied the 
front row. By my side was my teacher Sri B.V. Banumaiah. He was then 
the Principal of Banumaiah’s College and for over a decade, was quite 
influential in academic circles of the University. There were also great 
scholars and intellectuals like Prof. C.D. Narasimhaiah, Dr. H.M. Nayak, 
Dr. Sheikh Ali,   Dr. A.V. Narasimha Murthy, Dr. C.K.N. Raja, Dr. Shaffiulla,   
Dr. K.B.Y. Thotappa and Dr. M. Madaiah, Dr. Prabhushankar, Dr. Saha 
(R.C.E.) and Prof P. Mallikarjunappa, the Director of Pre-University 
Board. 

The 2nd item in the agenda was regarding this 2% cut. The first 
item was not controversial, so it got passed without much discussion.  
Soon after, V.C. Javare Gowda told Dr. H.M. Nayak, “Please move this 
resolution.”

Dr. Nayak read out the resolution. Nobody got up to oppose it. 
There was a long silence. It looked as though everyone was suffocated 
and didn’t have the breath to say a word against the resolution. 
Perhaps there was a reason for the silence. This  resolution was the 
brain-child of the Vice-Chancellor himself! Nobody dared to oppose 
him. After all, Javare Gowda was a force to reckon with.

But my self-esteem didn’t allow me to sit quiet. I stood up with 
my ‘notes’ and said:

MR. VICE-CHANCELLOR, PERMIT ME TO OPPOSE THIS RESOLUTION 
FOR THE FOLLOWING REASONS:

1. It is unilateral - You have to obtain the concurrence of the 
examiners.

2. The resolution pre-supposes that the University alone is 
interested in the welfare of students and not teachers.

3. Since the resolution proposes to cut 2% from the  remunerations, 
no reference is made to the Teacher’s Benevolent Fund.

4. Most of the teachers who attend the valuation camps will have 
to be at the mercy of their relatives or friends for board and lodging.

5. The resolution should have thought of incorporating some 
facilities for teacher valuers too, and this has not been provided for.

6. If consulted, there may be many examiners who may  sacrifice 
more than 2% contemplated in the resolution.

7. Whether such a resolution can be passed at the Academic 
Council has to be verified - it looks like a hasty step.

8. Remuneration from valuation is but an additional income 
coming once in a way, and not regularly.

9. One cannot live even frugally with what one receives as D.A. 
A portion of one’s remuneration will go for one’s stay at the valuation 
centers.

10. I therefore oppose this and appeal to this august house not 
to take this up in haste and cause chaos and confusion in the teaching 
community which may lead to untold misery.

The first person to oppose my views was none other than my own 
teacher Sri B.V. Banumaiah. His style and content of  argument seemed 
strange! Many others too felt the same. His arguments were:

1. Offering examinerships amounts to a contract and a  contract is 
the result of an offer and acceptance.

2. The University offers, and the teacher accepts. There arises a 
contract.

3. If the offer is linked with conditions, and the offer is  accepted, 
it amounts to acceptance of conditions as well.

He was enunciating the first Principle of the Law of  Contract to 
substantiate his point of view. This debate, started at the instance of 
student - teacher, was taken up in right earnest by others and it was 
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hotly debated. As I was taking a glance at the whole assembly, I spotted 
Prof. C.D. Narasimaiah getting up to speak from the south-west corner 
of the Hall. Irrespective of whether a resolution was passed or not, 
the quality of debate at such meetings was a great feast in itself. Prof. 
C.D.N’s erudition, his eloquence, the style and mode of his well knit                 
thought-currents were legendary and left everyone spell-bound!

I was not much educated in the policies of the University then.

When Prof. C.D.N. got up to speak I was nervous. I feared that if he 
too followed similar line of argument as that of my teacher, I’d be done 
for. However, the first few lines he spoke soothed my anxious nerves 
and he strongly supported my views opposing the proposed 2% cut.

When I was opposing the Revolution and throughout my speech, 
Prof. Javare Gowda’s face turned red with anger and he became more 
angry because he made an unsuccessful attempt to  make me sit. By 
the time I finished V.C.’s assistant had reported to him the name of the 
college which I represented.

There were many speeches on this Resolution. The Vice-
Chancellor tried to impose his views which I strongly opposed. I urged 
him,

“Sir, I oppose this Resolution in toto. I request you to grant me an 
opportunity to speak at the end.” My request was granted.

I insisted that the Resolution be put to vote. I didn’t relax my hold 
and thus resolution was put to vote - there were hardly 8-10 votes 
favouring the resolution, but 110-112 votes were cast against it.

Yes, Suryanarayanappa won the field. Many said that my speech 
had made a favourable impression. It didn’t stop there. Some well-
wishers whispered quietly,

“Why did you oppose Javare Gowda? You’ve invited trouble both 
for yourself and your college. It shouldn’t have happened.”

“I’ve no regrets for having taken that stand on behalf of teachers. 
I can say this in fairness. 

Let me face the inconveniences, if it comes to that,” I said.

After my transfer from M.E.S. College to Puttur, I had written to 
the University for approving me as ‘Principal-cum- Professor.’

Being a proud ‘Kannadiga’ myself, I had admitted  students 
for Kannada optional at the I.B.A, degree, pending  approval by the 
University, I had therefore written to the University to approve these 

admissions.

In September, the University sent a letter stating that “When the 
Affiliation Committee visited your college, you didn’t propose to start 
Kannada optional, nor did you apply for permission in this regard. 
Therefore, you’re not permitted to offer Kannada  optional for the year 
1973-74.”

This seemed like a bad retort for what had happened in the 
Academic Council meeting. It reminded me of the warnings my well-
wishers had hinted at. I was worried because should the University 
stick to its stand firmly, the future of 25-30 students would be in 
doldrums, which would adversely affect the  reputation of the college 
and also it would reflect on me as the Principal. Sleep evaded me 
during the nights that followed. I could share my anxiety only with a 
few compatible souls. Could this have been done by Javare Gowda 
to settle scores with me? Yes, there was a technical flaw, but the 
subject was offered with the best of intentions; it meant no offence 
to anybody. Suddenly, I decided to go to Mysore. I stayed in the very 
same Modern Hindu Hotel. Next morning I was at Crawford Hall. To my 
good luck, Vice-Chancellor Javare Gowda was in his chamber. I sought 
an appointment which was granted immediately. I went in. There was 
no need to introduce myself, we were well acquainted!

“What brings you here, Mr. Sooryanarayanappa?” he asked.

“Sir, my teacher HSK in his column in Sudha sketched you as a 
great lover of Kannada. I am told that you fight injustice tooth and 
nail. See what your office has sent me.” I showed him the University 
communication.

 “Cool down Mr. Sooryanarayanappa. Let me check what has gone 
wrong. I really don’t know how it had all happened. Wait a minute.” 
Vice-Chancellor sent for the case-worker of the Affiliation section. He 
came forth with,

“Who wrote this letter?”

“.....”

“Vivekananda College Puttur has been granted special  permission 
to offer Kannada optional for I. B.A., from 1973-74; type it out 
immediately,” Javare Gowda ordered.

Within five minutes, I had the permission in my hand duly signed 
by the Vice-Chancellor. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Two shades of the 
same person - one I had encountered in the  Academic Council meeting, 
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the other, I saw now at the chamber flashed through my mind.

I said, “Sir, excuse me, after the Academic Council meeting, many 
tried to fill my mind with strange stories about you. But I didn’t heed. 
I wanted to check this for myself. This generosity of yours reflects your 
true self and my respect for you has grown thousandfolds. Thanks a 
lot, Sir.”

I came back to Puttur with a light heart.

There was another serious problem which was suffocating the 
college as well as the Governing Council. In the beginning days of 
the founding of the college in that remote hilly area with no civic 
amenities, it was nothing short of an adventure to attract the staff 
to the college. It was hard work and the unstinted  dedication of the 
Correspondent, President and members of the  Governing Council 
which kept the college going, and glowing too; they had even gone to 
the extent of mortgaging their own  properties in the Banks to raise 
funds for the salary of the staff. The financial burden was too heavy and 
caused constant headache to us all.

In appointing the staff one important criterion that weighed 
heavily was loyalty to the Institution. All appointments were in the 
hands of the Governing Council. There were three teachers with a 
pass class post-graduate degree, to which the Directorate of Collegiate 
Education often raised objections and used to deduct the amount 
while approving salary grants of the staff.

The only way out of the problem was to get their  appointments 
ratified by the University. But somehow nothing had happened at the 
University level. During those days, the Government used to give only 
80% of the salary grants.

I was really concerned. I consulted these staff members and 
persuaded them to accompany me to the University: they would meet 
Vice-Chancellor Javare Gowda only if necessary and if nothing came of 
my efforts to ratify their appointments, they should not hold it against 
me. For some unavoidable reasons one member of the staff couldn’t 
come with me, but the other two accompanied me on one of my 
meeting trips to Mysore. We settled with our baggage once again in 
the very same Modern Hindu Hotel at Mysore.

I met Vice-Chancellor Javare Gowda and explained the whole 
situation with facts and figures stressing all the while that ours being a 
rural college had many hurdles to cross in the        day-to-day running 

of the Institution and this additional problem of reduced salary grants 
on a technical issue was ruining all prospects of our progress. I pleaded 
that the University alone could save the college and the affected staff 
were waiting outside the chamber to meet the Vice-Chancellor if he 
thought fit. Prof. Javare Gowda heard me with rapt attention and after 
ten minutes promised me, “I’ll do it. Don’t worry.” I fellt light once 
again. Thanking the Vice-Chancellor profusely I left his Chamber to 
share the good news with my staff waiting outside. “Our trip has been 
fruitful. There is no need for you to meet the  Vice-Chancellor,” I said.

Within a week the approval came from the University stating that 
all appointments made prior to 1973 with a pass class  Master’s degree 
were regularised by the University. It benefited not only the staff of 
Vivekananda College but all others who faced the same problem. The 
order of the University took in its perview the staff of all affiliated 
colleges falling in the jurisdiction of Karnataka / Mysore Universities.

“Bravo, Javare Gowda!”

These incidents brought me close to the Vice-Chancellor and 
helped in promoting a mutual relationship promoting trust and 
friendship which benefited me immensely.

The closer we came, the more friendly we became. Our  mutual 
affection and appreciation grew thicker and stronger. Vivekananda 
College was always on the itinerary of Vice-Chancellor Javare Gowda 
whenever he happened to come this side which was not infrequent 
because Javare Gowda loved to come to Udupi to meet his another 
cherished friend  K.S. Haridasa Bhat, Principal of M.G.M. College. This 
routine continued even after Javare Gowda retired as Vice-Chancellor. 
He had great appreciation for our college library. When we felicitated 
Prof. S.V. Parameshwara Bhat on 8-11-86,  Prof. Javare Gowda graced 
the occasion as President of the function.
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Kannada Sangha of V.C.

The Kannada Sangha of Vivekananda College was  inaugurated by 
Sri Thekkunje Gopalakrishna Bhat during         1975-76. In Feb. 1977, the 
members of our Kannada Sangha felicitated Vidwan Sediyapu Krishna 
Bhat at his residence in Manipal and submitted a scroll of honour 
respecting his contribution to Kannada literature. The Kannada Sagha 
of our neighbouring college St. Philomena’s - was also inaugurated in 
the same year. The memory of my felicitation speech delivered on that 
occasion is still green.

I have already confessed that I’m partial to KANNADA.

I was in close touch with G.P. Rajaratnam, one of the greatest sons 
of Kannada and I had heard enough about G.P. and the way he founded 
and nurtured the Kannada Sangha at Central College in Bangalore. I was 
witness to its growing glory. The spirit of serving Kannada thus came 
naturally to me which prompted me to start the Kannada optional at 
Vivekananda  College. How rich and resourceful Mother Kannada is 
in her sons! My love for Kannada grows hundredfolds when I come 
to think of this. I was made the Honorary President of the Kannada 
Sangha, Sri Amrita Someswar became its working President and Sri 
Taltaje Vasantha Kumar, the active member and the force behind all 
its activities.

Free Mid-Day Meal Programme

The college time table specified that the morning session was 
from 10.00 a.m. to 1.00 p.m. and the afternoon session from 2.30 
p.m. to 4.30 p.m. In my first year as Principal, I used to take a round 
of the classes during lunch break. Many students spent their time 
chit-chatting. Local students used to go home in the college bus for 
lunch (and forty winks too!) and returned for the afternoon sessions. 
Many of the students who used to come from remote villages possibly 
couldn’t enjoy this luxury! Some of them brought dry-lunch with them. 
Some others used to share their food with others; a few had only 
gruel for breakfast and their next meal was only after they reached 
back home from college. During my rounds, I had a ‘vision of India’ my 
‘Bharath Darshan’ and what a variety though the faces were almost the 
same day after day! I began to converse casually with these students. 
The picture that emerged was not a happy one. This worried me a lot. 
Some students used to travel a distance of 20-25 kms to college. Early 
morning around 6 or 7, they would leave home, walk a kilometer or 
two to catch the K.S.R.T.C. bus, get down at the main road and again 
walk 2 or 3 furlongs to College. The routine in the evening too was the 
same.When they heard the last bell at 4.30 p.m. these students used 
to rush out to catch another crowded bus back home and it was not 
uncommon to reach home at 7, 8 or even at 9 p.m. Many of these 
students couldn’t afford even a cup of tea in the afternoons, let alone 
lunch!

A Sanskrit-shloka rightly says that ‘he who thirsts after knowledge 
has neither the luxury of comforts nor sleep' and I was a witness to 
the truth of this proverbial saying. I began to be worried about the 
whole situation and started exploring some ways which could lessen 
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the burden of these unfortunate  students. During my High School 
days, my teacher used to  supervise the mid-day meal programme. 
Sri T.S. Krishnamachar taught Chemistry, a kind-hearted, soft-spoken, 
philanthropist gentleman to the core. He had a special affection for 
some of us boys from the hostel. He knew the hostel mess too well and 
under this programme we got an extra helping! This was way back in 
1949. The taste, and more than that, the affection, love, and kindness 
behind this ‘extra helping’ touched me deeply.

I discussed the problem with my colleagues. ‘But where is the 
money for all that?’ was the million dollar question everybody asked. 
Meeting after meeting the problem and question remained the same! 
Then the ladies hostel and college canteen were run jointly. I decided 
to start free mid-day meal scheme ‘somehow’.

I think it was the beginning days of 1974. During a staff meeting 
I proposed that from July 1st, the Academic Advisers (class teachers) 
recommend deserving students for free mid-day meal scheme and the 
number should not exceed 10-12 in all to start with. Once again the 
same question of money surfaced!

 I said “You don’t worry about that. That’s my responsibility. You 
please recommend only the most deserving cases. START A GOOD 
WORK. WORK IT SUCCESSFULLY AND SHOW THAT IT BENEFITS THE 
REALLY DESERVING, AND THAT IT IS DONE WITH A SELFLESS MOTIVE. 
MONEY AUTOMATICALLY FOLLOWS SUCH NOBLE  ENDEAVOURS.”  
This was my clear stand. I had firm and clear  convictions regarding 
this scheme: The beneficiaries of the scheme shouldn’t suffer from 
an inferiority complex, nor should the benefactors feel high-headed. 
The scheme should run quietly with humility on the lines of Mahatma 
Gandhi’s dream of serving humanity. I was engrossed in these thoughts 
every second of my working hours and many thought-waves crossed 
my mind while sleeping!

Those days one could eat a full meal at the college canteen for 
just Re.1/-. Those who could afford it used to purchase the token 
for the meals. I was greatly concerned as to how the  beneficiaries 
of the free mid-day meal could utilise the facility incognito without 
being identified as such by others. Sometimes I wonder what a great 
contradiction exists between what we  actually do and the propaganda 
given to such a work. Certainly there exists a great disparity! My one 
ambition was to serve the needy without much ado about it.

My colleagues took upon themselves the responsibility of 

identifying the most deserving students. Nearly 12 students were 
handpicked upon consultation with my colleagues. It was decided 
that in the Stationery Stores of the college an Attendance  Register 
would be maintained. The beneficiaries were required to sign their 
attendance to get a coupon for the day which would be the same as 
the one that was given to the regular purchasers against payment. 
Thereupon the beneficiaries would partake their meals along with the 
other students at the college canteen. Without any discrimination, 
these students were also served the same meals. This provision was 
limited to five days a week - Monday to Friday - since on Saturday the 
students would be back in their home for lunch.

The Scheme was launched. Now the problem of funds! The 
canteen promptly started sending the monthly bills. We had 12 
students enrolled under the scheme, 5 days a week they would get 
meals at the canteen for 4 weeks in a month at the rate of  Re.1/- per 
meal and the amount came to 12 x 20 x 01 = Rs.240/- 

I began to beg for funds. My colleagues co-operated with me 
through the STAFF CLUB. I contacted the probable donors. During 
admission time, parents used to come and I appealed to them too. 
Somehow funds began to trickle in, the free mid-day meal scheme 
became self-sufficient and at the end of the year the income and 
expenditure statement showed neither profit nor loss!

At this point another interesting development took place - The 
existing STUDENT STATIONERY STORES was  converted into Employees' 
Co-operative Society at my suggestion which was seconded by all 
the staff. I applied  a little bit of my accounting knowledge in this 
business: the newly formed society would purchase the assets of the 
existing STORES at the prevailing market rate after allowing for usual 
depreciation and so on. In this transaction, the Society made a profit of 
approximately six thousand rupees on the purchase-price paid to the 
STORES. I asked my colleagues how the profit could be utilised. There 
were ample suggestions as to how the surplus fund could be disposed 
off.

I was a little amused at the diverse suggestions that came in. I said, 
“I’ve a suggestion.”

“Yes sir, please.”

“First of all, whose money are we disposing off? Is it ours? Do we 
have the right over this money? It belongs to the students. They did 
the business in the STORES. There are no liabilities either. The advance 
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given by the Governing Council has already been repaid. Therefore, the 
surplus fund should in all fairness be utilised for the welfare of students 
only. When I proposed the free mid-day meal scheme everyone of you 
questioned me ‘Where the money will come from?’ Now look here, the 
funds are available and you are suggesting to dispose it off  differently 
- well, no offence meant, I am only joking,” I said.

Wholeheartedly and unanimously my colleagues consented to my 
proposal. Meanwhile, the Corporation Bank had announced attractive 
deposit schemes as part of its platinum jubilee celebration. We 
decided to invest the money in the Platinum Jubilee Cash Certificate 
of the Bank. After 2-3 years we got a little more than Rs.9,000/- on 
maturity. Again this amount was reinvested in the time deposit of the 
Puttur  Co-operative Town Bank on the condition that interest would 
be paid monthly into our Recurring Deposit Account. This way the 
fund grew with the double advantage. We managed to run the scheme 
successfully through other voluntary donations and of course, the 
number of beneficiaries too shot up as the years rolled by. The scheme 
started with 12 beneficiaries had 25 in the next year, the number 
jumped to 35, 45 and reached the maximum of 60. Again we started 
hunting for funds. Once again I consulted my colleagues. We decided to 
limit the number of beneficiaries to a maximum of 40-45 students. We 
simply couldn’t afford more! Prices had shot up and so also our burden, 
which compelled us to restrict the number of beneficiaries.

We were determined not to cash in on the seed money  deposited 
at the Bank and wanted to convert it into an endowment fund. All my 
colleagues -- both teaching and non-teaching -- extended their co-
operation, working hard to mobilise funds for the scheme: Staff Club 
offered regular donations; Employees Co- op. Society earmarked a 
portion of the profit it made in the common good fund for this scheme, 
and the fund gradually began to grow in size.

Auditor Sri S. Rama Bhat was a good friend of mine and he had 
shown great interest in the scheme and was sympathetically disposed 
towards its benevolence. One day, quite unexpectedly, he took me to a 
donor nearly 30 miles away from Puttur.

Udwekodi Narayanayya was the donor. We went to Kalmadka by 
some vehicle and from there on we travelled in Narayanayya’s jeep.

The journey to his house gave the experience of  ‘mountaineering’; 
such was the steep terrain to the house. We enjoyed Narayanayya's rich 
hospitality. He was no doubt a generous donor and gave us Rs.3,000/- I 

was taken aback! I recall here another great donor - late Gundukutty 
Manjunathaiah of Coorg - who had donated Rs.2,500/- I acknowledge 
my former student Venugopal Shanbog’s help who earned the goodwill 
of Manjunathaiah for the College.

The story doesn’t end here. I am convinced that God blessed us 
in abundance for this good cause. On Oct. 1st, 1982 Dr. Sheik Ali, the 
then Vice-Chancellor of Mangalore University took part in a function 
at the college and inaugurated the Rs.20,000/-  Permanent Fund. The 
very next day was Gandhi Jayanathi and we had a sense of fulfillment.

Shree Padre is an amateur journalist of Puttur. ‘Adike Patrike’ is 
his brain-child which focuses mainly on the  commercial crop arecanut. 
Padre has earned a good name editing this journal. He has a bond of 
love and friendship with Vivekananda College. During one of his visits 
while discussing the college activities casually I mentioned about the 
free mid-day meal scheme. Days rolled by.

On 14.8.83 in Udayavani there appeared a feature titled ‘Helping 
Hand’. Our Librarian Sri Laxminarayan Shanbog brought that clipping 
to me. I was deeply touched by the article; of course, it was all about 
our scheme. On 16.8.83 I received a letter from a stranger. It read: 
“I enjoyed reading the feature ‘Helping Hand’ in Udayavani. I have 
arranged to send you       Rs.50/- monthly by M.T. from Syndicate Bank, 
Venur to its Branch at Puttur. I’d call on you shortly," signed by B. Ram 
Mohan Rao, Medical officer, Primary Health Centre, Venur.

Thus started another friendship between two perfect  strangers. 
Dr. Rao’s only daughter Hemamalini joined our College for B.B.M. 
Course.

She was quite an active student and stayed at the ladies' Hostel. 
Now she is pursuing her Chartered Accountant’s Exams.

The story would very much remain incomplete if I fail to gratefully 
remember Talittanuji Saraswati Amma of Kodapadau. 

Saraswati Amma seemed to have overheard one of the women 
beneficiaries talking about the free mid-day meal scheme. She urged a 
close relative of her to invite me home.

One morning at about 11.00 a.m. a young man entered my 
chamber, introduced himself and invited me to pay a visit to Saraswati 
Amma. I always used to hire Sri Karekkad Rama Bhat’s vehicle for my 
programmes. That morning too I contacted him and within no time 
the vehicle arrived and we reached Talittanuji. My colleague Lingappa 
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Gowda of the Botany Dept. was also with me.

When we reached Talitttanuji it was 1.00 p.m. Saraswati Amma 
was performing Shiva Pooja. She was happy to see us. She beackoned 
the cook and nodded meaningfully!

By 1.30 p.m. the lunch was ready. What a lunch! We ate our fill, 
including sweets.

Then we rested for a while. By about 4.00 in the evening the sky 
became cloudy. I thought it might rain soon.

I said, “Saraswati Amma, you invited and we came; you have 
treated us well. May we take your leave?”

“Wait for a minute please,” she went in and brought a  Harivana 
(plate) full of fruits, beetle leaves, coconut and on top of it one bundle 
of currency notes which she placed before the altar and said, “ I wanted 
to make some donation, but was unable to decide the beneficiary. Lord 
Manjunatha appeared in my dream and ordered. I mentioned this to 
family priest Veda Murthy Mittur Gopalakrishna Upadhyaya. Now I’ve 
decided to donate money to your free mid-day meal scheme.”

My thousand salutes to this lady. I put everything she gave in a bag 
and prepared to leave.

Meanwhile Saraswati Amma called Rama Bhat and asked him, 
“What’s the hire for your car?” He refused to accept the hire without 
my consent. Finally, he accepted Rs.125/- from ‘Saraswati Amma’

After I returned to the College I handed over the bag to 
Seetharama Shenoy to distribute the fruits to all the staff; I gave the 
bundle of currency notes to Sri Jagannatha / Sri Shrivaram Bhat and 
told them to make a receipt in the name of Saraswati Amma to be 
delivered to her promptly.

Sri Shivarama Bhat came to me and said, “Sir, there was   
Rs.10,005/- in the bundle you brought.”

This is an unforgettable incident in my life. I wondered how 
generously of a mother’s heart responded to serve the cause of free 
mid-day meals. I was deeply touched by this generosity and fell silent. I 
remembered - ‘MONEY FOLLOWS GOOD WORK’ - which thought I had 
shared with my colleagues not too long ago.

In Bombay’s NEWS TRACK issue of 30.9.1983 another  article 
appeared in English titled “PRAISEWORTHY  FREE  MID-DAY MEAL 
SCHEME” written by the very same Shree Padre who had earlier 

penned the Kannada article for ‘Udayavani’. I received many letters of 
appreciation and  congratulations from different friends both known 
and unknown Shree Padre’s articles helped greatly to spread the fame 
of Vivekananda College. I gratefully acknowledge Shree Padre's timely 
help. We are eternally thankful to him.

The scheme was running successfully with the kind  donations 
received. We used to operate the scheme within our means; yet with 
a great sense of fulfillment. At the end of each year, when we drew 
up the balance sheet there was always a little surplus left which was 
promptly added to the ‘Permanent Instituted Fund'. Year after year the 
Fund was consolidated and became fatter. Many people were attracted 
by the scheme and began to associate themselves with its running: 
One businessman came forward to sponsor a day’s meals to mark the 
opening day of his business; he used to send money by DD which I’d 
get in December! 

When I look back, I begin to wonder at the success of the scheme. 
I believe that one's sincerity, dedication and spirit of team-work paid 
rich dividends. No one raised even his little  finger in objection. That, I 
think, is the key to success of the scheme.

The college canteen was run efficiently, without complaint, by our 
alumni Sri Rajakamal Hegde; he served ‘free lunch’ to the beneficiaries 
and submitted the proper accounts periodically which was scrutinized 
by Shivarama Bhat our Accounts  Superintendent. The Working-
Committee used to monitor the scheme throughout.

Rajkamal Hegde too sponsored a student voluntarily which he 
continues till this day which makes me feel proud of him as an alumni 
of Vivekananda College. I’ve mentioned him as an  example to many of 
my friends and well-wishers countless times.

Could you believe that today the permanent fund has crossed 
Rs.One lakh mark!

Many educational institutions have tried to emulate the good 
example we’ve set. Of course this scheme is my brain-child and 
therefore, naturally, I feel highly emotional whenever I mention and 
write about it.

I must mention the names of `Three Ramas' who brought a 
respectful dignity to the scheme and if I fail to mention them, my 
narration would very much remain incomplete.

The first of the three is Ramakrishna. He used to cycle 20 kms 
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everyday to reach the college with an open umbrella in one hand 
and balancing the cycle with the other. Somehow he never attracted 
my attention till he reached the 3rd B.Com; but one day he did it 
creditably! I was teaching ‘Law and Practice of  Banking. I happened to 
throw a question at the class. The class fell silent. Annoyed at this, I said 
angrily. “It’s a shame that out of the fifty students present here nobody 
is able to answer this  question.”

Ramakrishna stood up and straight came the answer. I looked 
at him attentively. One could read poverty in his face. His dress and 
demeanor were also equally simple. Though I could read the grit and 
determination to achieve something in life in his face, his circumstances 
didn’t allow him soar high.

“Meet me in my Chamber after the class,” I said.

I heard his story from his own mouth. I was overcome by emotions.

“Tomorrow you’ll be enrolled for the free mid-day meal scheme,” 
and I asked him to avail the benefit. He left my  chamber with grateful 
acknowledgement. After successfully completing B.Com., degree at 
one go, he drew the attention of officers of Canara Bank by earning 
a name for himself as an efficient Pigmy collector at Belgaum. 
Simultaneously, he also worked as a  Cashier in a hotel. He sent a 
money order of   Rs.15/- towards the scheme from his very first 
meager earning and indeed set the river of gratefulness flooding by 
the regularity with which he used to send his contribution month after 
month. As a beneficiary of the scheme himself, this was how Rama 
showed his  gratefulness. How can I forget Rama?

C.K. Ramesh Rao was never a beneficiary himself - he was 
elected Secretary of the Student-Council when he was in 3rd B.Sc. 
He was slightly mischievous when he joined the college first. Later, 
his heart changed and he began to appreciate the good work he saw 
around him. The credit of starting ‘Ganesha Festival’ at the College 
should indeed  go to this Ramesh, along with Mari Bhat, the student 
representative and Ms. Sumitra Rai, the joint secretary. Ramesh Rao 
and all his brothers and sisters were educated at the Vivekananda 
College. After his B.Sc. Ramesh got a job in Bangalore and started 
sending Rs.25/- monthly towards the scheme. He continues to do so 
even now as though he had vowed it! Good gesture is sign enough to 
help us understand the philosophy underlying the scheme and the 
great sympathies of the donors.

Now the last of the Trio! He was a beneficiary of the scheme. 

Seetharama Bangera used to come from Vittal. He studied B.A. He 
was an excellent swimmer too! This was the special qualification for 
his admission! He brought many laurels to the college in swimming 
including championships during    1973-74, under the leadership of 
Parameshwara Holla. He was a beneficiary of the scheme for all the 
three years that he was our student. After his B.A., he got a job as 
swimming instructor at Hotel Moti Mahal in Mangalore. Within a year 
or two later, he secured the same job in Dubai school and went abroad. 
When he returned home for the vacation he came to the college to 
meet me but I was not available. Just the previous day of his departure 
to Dubai, he came to the college once again to meet me and this time 
I was very much in my chamber.

“Sir, I’m going back to Dubai. I was a beneficiary of the free mid-
day meal scheme. It is an unforgettable experience. By the grace of 
God, I’m earning well. If I don’t contribute my share to the scheme, I’ll 
be counted among the ungrateful.” Saying so, he placed a little bundle 
of currency notes in my hands. I opened the bundle and saw that it 
contained Rs.One thousand five hundred!

 I danced with joy at this gesture. I called my colleagues  to share 
this news with them. There was no limit to my jubilation at this token 
of gratefulness showed by a beneficiary without any compulsions from 
others - he did it purely voluntarily! Seetharama Shenoy drafted a 
notice informing others of this. Journalist Sri V.B. Arthikaje, as far as I 
can remember, gave wide publicity to this in the Press.

One year, the number of beneficiaries reached a staggering Sixty! 
That was the first time I met them as a group. While  addressing the 
students, I explained the motive behind the scheme and how we had 
to struggle to make it a success. While I was eloquently narrating the 
story, one boy stood up spontaneously and said, “Sir, I lied to join this 
scheme. But I can see that there is a more deserving poor student who 
remains hungry. I withdraw my name from the scheme in his favour.”
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Employee's betterment - 
Staff Welfare Fund

A thin face, a youthful moustache, curly hair neatly combed to the 
left, always seen in a group of students, NCC officer, an adept Kho-Kho 
player who brought many prizes to the college, nephew of the frontier 
freedom fighter Kayyara Kinhanna Rai, and Head of the Physical 
Education Dept. of the college -- that completes the picture of Kayyara 
Ratnakar Shetty. Major Venkataramaiah from the neighbouring college 
and Ratnakar Shetty were thick friends. They were nicknamed as ‘rare  
cousins’. Ratnakara Shetty used to address Venkataramaiah as ‘Elder 
brother’ with great affection and respect. At that time Ratnakara 
Shetty was about 35-36 years of age.

Always active and always seen in the company of students 
- Ratnakar Shetty used to consult the Principal very often on all 
problems and someone, I don’t remember who, had told me a rather 
odd story about Ratnakara. The gist of the story is this:

It seems, some astrologer predicted that in 1974, there is a danger 
of motor vehicle accident for Ratnakar. Having learnt this, his wife had 
urged him to sell off his motor bike and also took an oath from him 
never to travel by a motorcycle

Whenever Ratnakar appeared before me, I was  inadvertently 
reminded of this story. Ratnakar used to get many invitations to attend 
meetings. He used to come to me with this appeal, “Sir, I’ve to attend 
a meeting at B.D.O's office at 10.00 a.m. Please tell M.M. Ganapathy to 
lend me his motor cycle.”

This appeal had become a routine, but every time my answer to 
that was the same, “You hire an autorikshaw. I’ll pay the money from 

the college account. I had never honored his appeal. But fate had 
decreed otherwise! On Dec. 31, 1973 Ratnakar  attended a jolly party 
and it was late in the night. One of his friends offered him a lift home 
in his car and Ratnakar got in. Meanwhile another friend wanted to 
speak to him and Ratnakar got down from the car and hopped on to his 
friend's motor cycle JAWA. His friend rode past, overtaking the other 
friend’s car and it was pitch dark and rammed straight into a Timber-
lorry which didn’t have the tail-lamp to warn them off. While his friend 
ducked his head by reflex action, Ratnakar’s skull was smashed by 
the collision. Ratnakar died on the spot. His rider-friend fell off the 
motorcycle and suffered only a hand-fracture. It was past midnight 
and 1974 ushered in taking its toll. On the New Year Eve, the tragic 
prediction came true!

I got the message at about 1.00 a.m. I rushed to the hospital. 
What a tragedy! Ratnakar’s wife had brought her son to the very same 
hospital for the treatment of his fractured hand. I understood the 
situation and acted quickly - I lied to her that Ratnakar would survive 
the accident.

Unfortunately Mrs. Shetty came to know the harsh reality a short 
while after. I can well imagine how she might have spent that horrible 
night.

Next day, the whole college was in the hospital premises. I 
addressed the students giving all the details. Post-mortem had to be 
done. After that the relatives wanted to take the body to Mangalore for 
cremation. We all came with the body, parted company at the college 
gate after paying our last respects to the departed soul. I reminded my 
colleagues of the need for a Staff Welfare Fund.

Earlier, nobody heeded to my persistent suggestions in this 
regard. I appealed for the last time and in 1974 at last the STAFF 
WELFARE FUND was founded.

We started with a nominal contribution of Re.1/- per staff. With 
the Co-operation of the Governing Council, at the time of annual 
admissions, Re.1/- was collected from every student and this practice 
continued. We drafted the Preamble and the  Constitution of the Fund 
with provision for 

1. Death compensation 

2. Medical assistance

3. Felicitation fund and
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4. Retirement benefits

During these past 16-17 years, the Fund has crossed Rs.One 
lakh mark. The Welfare Fund granted retirement benefits to Sri L. 
Sridhar Bhat who was the first staff to retire since the inception of 
the Fund; Felicitation fund to Smt. Vijaya on the occasion of her 
marriage; Felicitation fund to Sri Taltaje Vasantha Kumar on his joining 
the Kannada Dept of Bombay University; Death compensation to the 
family of Sunder Maniyani who committed suicide; retirement benefits 
to Sri N.A. Nanjunda on the occasion of his voluntary retirement, and 
so on. All these go to the credit of Staff Welfare Fund.

The only welfare activity pending is granting medical  assistance. 
I am thankful to all my staff for their keen interest in the successful 
running of the fund. I congratulate them on their activities. Many 
colleges have taken copies of the  Constitution of our Staff Welfare 
Fund. I’m happy that others are interested in and are motivated by our 
experiment in staff welfare. A feeling of satisfaction and a sense of duty 
well accomplished is ours in the bargain.

The most important aspect of all our collective thinking and 
efforts is sharing the responsibility by all. When the Employee’s Co-
op. Society was founded, I insisted that the Principal shall not be its 
president; instead, the staff shall choose one among them as the 
president; and same for the Staff Welfare Fund too. I was concerned 
that there should be no dearth of leaders in the future to manage the 
affairs of these bodies. So I decided to stay away.  Decentralization of 
power is the necessary prerequisite for shaping leadership at different 
levels. I’m more than convinced of the validity of this philosophy.

With the introduction of U.G.C. scales for the teaching staff, their 
situation improved considerably. The fringe benefits like  insurance, 
pension, gratuity, family benefit fund, group insurance etc., have 
eliminated the necessity for the welfare fund.  Moreover, if this fund is 
registered, there is no escaping from the taxman’s attention. All these 
have drained the earlier enthusiasm and they have decided not to 
continue the fund any further.

Late Ratnakar Shetty 
Memorial Sports Meet

Major Venkataramaiah, a highly motivated and committed 
Physical Director in our neighbouring college, offered a  suggestion. 
Our students could actively participate in the University-level sports, 
only if they were properly trained at the college-level. With this view 
in mind, Major Venkataramaiah suggested that we could organise 
a Sports Meet exclusively for the students of Vivekananda and St. 
Philomena colleges.

Further, Venkataramaiah proposed that this Sports Meet could 
as well be a commemorative event to honor the late Ratnakar Shetty. 
The Governing Council also seconded the  proposal. I was very much 
for it. My colleagues felt that the idea was a very good one indeed. We 
decided to hold the Sports Meet in our respective college by turns. At 
about the same time,  Rev. Fr. H. Castelino became the Principal of St. 
Philomena's college. He too felt happy about the proposal. We strongly 
believed that this Sport Meet would certainly promote goodwill and 
friendship between our two colleges. Fr. Castelino had great faith in 
Major Venkataramaiah.

A Rolling Shield should serve as a Memorial. I  contacted a master 
craftsman, then working at Kateel, to etch out Ratnakar Shetty’s photo 
in a Silver Sheet, which job he did admirably. The late Ratnakar Shetty 
memorial Meet continues to be held till date since its inauguration in 
1974-75.

I remember the first Meet at our college. Everyone was  
enthusiastic to make it really a memorable and grand event.  Everyone 
felt that we should have a grand March Fast to the accompaniment of 
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a Band. The responsibility of arranging for a Band-set was mine. The 
same year, one of my ex-student’s brother came to Puttur as A.S.P. 
I contacted him. I desired that the Police Band from Mangalore be 
played at the March Fast.  As an I.P.S. officer, it was easy enough for him 
to get the Police Band to play at our Sports Meet. He also promised to 
inaugurate the Meet. However, I had explicitly told him the financial 
constraints under which we worked.

It was a grand inaugural. Everybody was happy. I too felt reassured 
that such Meets would certainly promote goodwill and harmony and 
that I could rightfully claim honour and respect for organizing the 
Meet. Such cordiality is indeed the gift of my large-hearted friends of 
Puttur.

However, I was in for a rude shock. A week later, I  received a 
letter from the Police Dept. Mangalore along with a bill for Rs.1,250/- 
towards the Band-set! I went pale for a moment. All the grandeur of 
the inaugural and my rightful claim to its glory seemed to mock at 
me through this bill which I had never  anticipated. I am a staunch 
proponent of economy measures and I had never overstepped this 
self-imposed restraint in any of my activities. Here was the ‘bill’ as 
much a reality as the firm ground on which I stood! Yet, I didn’t lose 
courage and neither did I share this with others.

I telephoned to the A.S.P and explained to him my  predicament. 
“Sir, please send me the letter along with the bill,” was all the polite 
reply from Sri S.T. Ramesh. That was how the Rs.1,250/- spectre 
disappeared into thin air. I felt greatly relieved and went to bed with a 
light heart!

Challenges of a swimmer

We too had our ‘Arathi Saha’ at the college.

C.H. Mohini was an excellent swimmer. Her own father,  being 
a Physical Education Instructor himself, had trained the daughter 
well. Mohini didn’t disappoint her father. She  represented Mysore 
University at the Davangere Swimming Event and having secured 
the prize there, was selected to represent the University at the Inter-
University Meet held at Kanpur. Prior to that, she was required to 
attend a coaching Camp at Mysore. The University authorities had 
made arrangements to take the team to Kanpur from Mysore itself.

I was anxious to send Mohini alone to a distant place like Kanpur. 
First of all, Mohini was from a rural background with no exposure 
to the outside world. I also felt that my responsibility was greater in 
this case. I got the written permission of the father to send Mohini to 
Kanpur. I felt the same anxiety of a father sending away his grown up 
daughter to a far off place.

Mohini had to make her own arrangements for Boarding and 
Lodging at Mysore during the Coaching Camp. University  authorities 
hadn’t taken this responsibility. The University Team Manager was 
responsible only for taking the participants from Mysore to Kanpur and 
bring them back to Mysore after the Event. I was lost in thought as to 
how Mohini could participate in all these and return home safe.

I wrote a letter to my teacher HSK explaining the whole situation. I 
requested him to take care of Mohini while she was in Mysore. Indeed 
Mohini stayed with HSK all through the  Coaching Camp. The team 
Manager picked her up from HSK’s residence and on her return from 
Kanpur dropped her again there. Mohini reached home safe and she 
was successful in holding the Mysore University flag high at the Kanpur 
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Meet.

In the same year 1975-76 many of our students brought fame for 
the college in extra curricular activities. I must place on record their 
achievements:-

1. Chinnappa Gowda - Kabaddi, Mountaineering and a Himalayan 
Trekker

2. Devaki - represented Karnataka University in Javelin Throw, 
Shot Put.

3. Nalinakshi - First place the Ratnakar Shetty Memorial Sports 
Meet.

4. P.M. Thimmayya - Participated at the 5000 Mtrs. Inter- regional 
Athletics’ Meet.

5. N.P. Ramakrishna - Champion of the College Sports Meet.

6. Ashoka - Champion of the MGS Karavali Body Building Meet.

Flood at Uppinangadi
 

Whether it was Nature’s wrath or the excessive incessant rains 
that kept pouring as if the sky had burst open, the monsoon of 1974 
was an unforgettable, strange experience for me in that Malnad area.

Poet Panje Mangesh Rao’s famous lines capture the onset of 
monsoon as follows:

	 Aha, ha, ha, it comes from a distant land

	 Hissing like the Nether world’s creature,

	 This new Time-Bull

	 Oh, ho, it’s coming thundering along”

I was literally experiencing the full force of the monsoon in all its 
destructive grandeur! Blowing wind added its might to the pouring 
rains creating an unprecedented havoc by blocking the mouths of 
rivers rushing to join the Arabian Sea. This resulted in terrible floods 
along the banks of the rivers.

I think it was August. Uppinangady, the confluence of Kumaradhara 
and Nethravathy rivers, was the first site to be affected by the floods. 
The old, rickety bridge, the famous Sahasralingeshwara Temple 
were all submerged in the waters. The river was constantly flowing 
much high above the danger mark washing away everything on its 
way -- houses, cattle,  standing crops, and what not! People were 
panicky and deserted all their homes and other belongings, in a bid 
to save themselves and were searching for safe places. The whole of 
Uppinangady looked like one big river and all government departments, 
the Home Guards, the Police, the Fire Brigade were alerted and kept 
on vigil. All communication links of Uppinangady were disrupted and 
wireless messages kept pouring in and out as never before. There was 
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also a great rush to ‘watch’ the floods and the  disasters it wrought! I 
too paid a visit to Uppinangady along with a few friends. The same day, 
Mukunda Prabhu, a member of our Governing Council had also come 
to watch the floods.

River Kumaradhara was flowing recklessly like an unharnessed, 
mischievous adolescent. It was a pathetic sight to watch the floating 
logs of wood, cattle and other domestic  belongings as if they were 
washed down with a strong, furious  mysterious Hand. The cries for 
help and the wailing of women and children were deafening. We stood 
there rooted to the ground helplessly as silent spectators!

On our way back to the college, I and Mukunda Prabhu shared a 
common thought, the possibility of involving the youth of the college 
in some relief work for the flood victims. We were convinced that we 
should do something in this regard. We shared our concerns with the 
Correspondent of the college Sri K. Rama Bhat. He gave a ‘go ahead’ 
signal with full freedom and  encouraged us. Next day, I consulted my 
colleagues and the students. All extended their enthusiastic support. 
We drew the blue print of action; contacted the concerned Govt. 
Officials and requested their permission to do the relief work. In fact, 
nobody had a clear idea as to what should be done in that chaotic 
situation. One could see the affected people gathered all over the 
place wailing over their losses alongside their broken homes, missing 
valuables, and so on. The grim situation was beyond all imagination!

Every govt. official -- Asst. Commissioner, Dy.SP, Tahsildar, Circle 
Inspector, Sub-Inspector -- welcomed our proposal to do the relief 
work.

We contacted the flood victims and held a meeting at  Laxmi-
Venkataramana Temple. We surveyed the whole situation and decided 
to take up the relief work on priority basis. One hundred enthusiastic 
volunteers were ready to plunge into action. It was decided that a 
batch of fifty volunteers would reach Uppinangady before 8.00 a.m. 
and carefully unearth the  belongings of every collapsed house, 
arrange and sort them out in front of the house itself and handover 
them to the concerned owners. At 11.00 a.m. a tea-break for half-an-
hour during which the volunteers would prepare tea at our own cost 
with the materials we took from Puttur itself, and then resume the 
work till 1.00 p.m.

Another batch of fifty volunteers would start from the  college at 
12.30 p.m. after lunch and reach Uppinangady by   1.00 p.m. to take up 

the relief work for the afternoon session in a similar fashion.

Sri Mukunda Prabhu and Sri Ummerr Shafi provided a truck 
each free of cost to transport our men and materials to-and-from 
Uppinangady. We are grateful to them for extending their          co-
operation in this way in our week-long programme of relief work.

The news of our voluntary relief work spread in the town. People 
took to our work kindly and began extending their support. Sri B. 
Anantha Pai, Sri Subraya Kini, Sri Mohan Bhat and Sridhar Bhat & Bros. 
supplied plantains and eatables for the volunteers. This generosity 
came in unasked, prompted solely by their good wishes for the relief 
work undertaken by the college students. A sense of fulfillment 
pervaded our students. What more does one need to experience the 
inner happiness and satisfaction that comes only from doing selfless 
service!

We can be truly proud that the relief work was started first by 
the students of Vivekananda College. As soon as this good news 
reached, the then Union Minister Sri T.A. Pai accompanied by Sri 
Sooryanarayana Adiga came to visit us at the work-site along with the 
then Revenue Minister Sri Huchha Masti Gowda. The first batch was 
busy doing its work. I was in my shorts and vests working along with 
the students. Sri Pai and his team watched us doing the relief work 
without our  knowledge. We were so absorbed in our work we didn’t 
know that a full batallion of distinguished visitors with press reporters 
and photographers were there.

“Wait a minute, we would like to take a snap,” we heard 
somebody requesting us. One of our students, Chinnappa Gowda, who 
was working there shouted back without even stopping to look up: 
“Who needs your photos? People are suffering and they need every 
little help that comes their way. We are only doing what we can. Don’t 
bother us with your photos at this miserable time.” Sri Pai and Adiga 
were pleasantly surprised to hear this and they rushed to me with 
wholehearted appreciation and  congratulated our team on the good 
work they were doing so  sincerely.

In Mangalore a massive rally was organized. Sri T.A. Pai and Sri 
Sooryanarayana Adiga gave a call to all Colleges in D.K. to emulate the 
trend-setting example of Vivekananda College to help the flood victims 
elsewhere in the district. As a result, many voluntary teams rushed 
to Jeppinamogaru, Kulur, Jeppu and other affected places. Bantwal 
had suffered the maximum damage due to the floods. Thousands 
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were evacuated and were put up in relief camps. There was a fear 
of an epidemic spreading its ugly wings. I too visited Bantwal, met 
the Municipal President and assured him of all possible help. In fact, 
more than anything else, the flood victims there needed clothes. We 
collected enough clothes and helped them twice to get what they 
needed most at that point in time.

When we were thus engaged in relief work, we used to take our 
own provisions for making tea etc. The Laxmi- Venkataramana Temple 
had also suffered heavy damages due to the floods. We used the 
temple as a temporary shelter for our volunteers engrossed in relief 
work. It may not be any exaggeration if I say that many of our students, 
who had put themselves into the relief work, gained a lot of confidence 
to face life boldly and its many hurdles, challenges, and hard times 
more efficiently than ever before!

An acid test of my patience

Sometime in 1974-75 Thekkunje Gopalakrishna Bhat  delivered a 
thought-provoking lecture on “Importance of ‘Dhvani’ in Language.”  
Soon after this erudité lecture rendered in a humorous tone, I rose to 
speak as the President of the function. In my speech, I casually referred 
to an incident that occurred in my 2nd B.Com., class and used it as an 
example to elicit the meaning of ‘Dhvani’ in a lighter vein. While doing 
so, I inadvertently mentioned a student's name without any intention 
of malice or ill-will. Indeed it was meant to be nothing more than a 
simple joke or fun. I didn’t have the faintest idea as to what a spectre 
it would turn out to be!

As per the time table, usually I had class during the second period. 
The next day of my speech, as usual, I walked towards my 2nd B.Com., 
class which was in Room No.23. I could see that the students were not 
inside the class-room but were  standing out in a row on the verandah. 
I had got the clue that students would boycott the class. Situation 
was really grave; if the Principal of the college had to suffer their 
disobedience, what would be fate of other teachers? This question 
faced me squarely. I couldn’t believe my own eyes: None of the 
students was prepared to enter the class. I closed my eyes and prayed 
to God: ‘Oh God, what am I to do now? Please show me the way. When 
I opened my eyes, I was inside the class-room. I neither questioned nor 
scolded anyone. I wrote down the outline of the day’s lesson on the 
black board as if nothing had happened. I didn’t bother to see whether 
anybody was inside the class or not.

There was a stir outside. I could feel that my action  generated a 
kind of favourable response among the students. Since the decision 
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to boycott the class was taken collectively by the  students, no one 
dared to break the ice. But they began to feel guilty. I could read the 
feelings on the faces through the corner of my eyes. I was calm, and 
determined to do my duty without being affected by the students' 
irresponsible behaviour.    I remained inside the class-room for the 
full hour and began to read “Tannan’s Law and Practice of Banking in 
India.” I was neither angry, nor upset. When I heard the bell, I collected 
all my materials, wiped the blackboard clean and walked out. What 
next?

I shared this strange experience with the Head of the  Commerce 
Dept. - Sri A.V. Narayana. By this time the culprit was identified. I 
told A.V.Narayana that I would take strict action against this student. 
I immediately issued orders to suspend the student. None of the 
students had expected this stern measure on my part. But nobody 
could find fault with my action. The  suspended student thus became 
isolated from the rest of the group. This also broke the unity of the 
agitating students and they split into two or three groups. The news 
reached the Governing Council too. The suspended student’s father 
tried to bring in pressure to revoke my suspension order. That wasn’t 
easy and the efforts were on!

Next day, the same period, the same class. When the bell rang at 
11.00 a.m., as usual, I went to the class. Excepting the suspended one, 
all the other students were present in the class.    I engaged the class 
as if nothing had happened the previous day.

It may not be an exaggeration to mention that my behavior on 
those two days impressed many sincere students favourably. The 
student’s father had repeatedly failed in his attempts to  impress the 
Governing Council members to revoke the suspension order. I felt that 
this incident had far-reaching consequences on the discipline of the 
entire college and therefore was determined to be firm and unyielding. 
Unconditional apology in writing was the acceptable solution to this 
problem. The Governing Council had done its home-work in this matter 
and was convinced of the righteousness of my action. Therefore, the 
Governing Council too upheld my decision. The student finally gave me 
the letter of apology. The incident ended there. But it was by all means 
an acid test of my patience!

This very same student, after completion of his post-graduation, 
applied for the post of a lecturer in the college. He was selected in 
the interview. He was pleasantly surprised that there was no malice 

or reference to his earlier misconduct. The Principal had forgiven 
and forgotten completely. Later, whenever the occasion demanded, 
this incident was cited by him as an  example of the noble tradition 
of Vivekananda College. I always recommended our alumni for the 
entire job-requirements of the College. I always desired that the old-
students should shoulder the responsibility of running the college. 
The Governing Council members too felt the same. Therefore today, 
there are many alumni among both the teaching and non-teaching 
staff. All of them extend their fullest co-operation and hence many 
of the activities of the college are run silently and effectively without 
any need for overlooking or supervision. This indeed is a great relief 
to an administrator! In the parlance of Management, there is a saying 
“Efficient Management is How it works in your  Absence.” It is cent 
percent true in the case of my college!
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Alumni Association

An Alumni Association built on strong foundations is the backbone 
of every college, the fountain head of traditions the Institution has 
built over the years and also the honeycomb of the resources for the 
development of the Institution. It was a long cherished dream of mine 
to found such an Alumni Association in the College. In the initial years 
my efforts met with some success and more failure; yet, I was not 
disappointed and kept up my efforts. I used to share my experiences 
with my colleagues.

Sri A. Shivarama Bhat, a science graduate of our college, who was 
working in Karnataka Bank, extended his full co-operation in this regard. 
The alumni of an institution are like a flowing river. They are indeed 
scattered in all directions of the land in search of a better future. It is 
a Herculean task to gather them on one platform. It was decided that 
at least a few  interested old students should meet periodically. During 
the  college Annuals, a day’s programme was reserved for the alumni: 
the stage, sound system, lights etc; would be sponsored by the college 
and the alumni were requested to give a programme depicting their 
diverse talents. This idea gained currency and attracted many alumni 
to the activities of the College. It was also decided that, once the usual 
admissions were over, the alumni would take the full responsibility of 
organising a welcome function for the new-comers.

However, it was difficult to get the Association established firmly. 
The success of a year’s programme depended on the  initiative and 
enthusiasm of its office bearers. I am happy to say that Sri Satish Rao, 
an employee of Corporation Bank, and   Anand V., N. Parameshwar 
Bhat, D. Narayan Rao,  Smt. Jayanthi, Smt. Savitri and Smt. Pramila 
Kumari - all employed in the College - gave their fullest co-operation 

in my efforts. Now, the Welcome function for the freshers has become 
a part of the traditions of Vivekananda College - thanks to the Alumni 
Association!  Indeed the novelty of this function has remained 
unabated. Students who excel in the academics as well as extra-
curricular activities were handpicked and encouraged to do better by 
publicly acclaiming and appreciating their talents and also by suitably 
rewarding their efforts by cash prizes. For the last two decades this 
tradition has been kept up by our Alumni Association and its strength 
lies in its informal way of functioning. At about the same time, Sri K.C. 
Prabhu B.Com., an officer in Syndicate Bank, who was an old student 
of the College, was transferred to Kankanady Branch. Sri Prabhu had 
worked in different parts of the country and had a rich experience of 
men and matters. On the suggestion of my colleagues Sri A.V. Narayan 
and Sri Janardhana Bhat, I met Sri Prabhu and explained our project 
for the Silver Jubilee function of the college. I impressed on him how 
actively the Alumni Association could involve itself in the Silver Jubilee 
programme. From the day I met Sri Prabhu, I am pleasantly surprised 
by his interest, dedication and co-operation in building up a strong 
Alumni Association both financially and as an organization.
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A firm faith in the youth

I have no complaints against the youth. If there is indiscipline, 
I don’t blame the students for that. Instead, I go about exploring its 
cause. The students of this country are in a transitional period. If this 
be the case, it is my firm conviction that there wouldn’t be any violation 
of discipline.

Let me narrate a few of my experiments and you judge for 
yourselves.

C.M. Krishna Shastry never used to attend classes. He was content 
to loiter in the campus. But promptly he used to come to College every 
morning and returned home in the evening without attending classes. 
Many times my colleagues had complained about him. But somehow 
I didn’t take it seriously. One day the boy’s father himself came to me 
with a host of complaints that being his son, he shouldn’t behave the 
way he did and the father considered it an insult. Moreover, even at 
home, the boy was  unruly - he never used to be home in time, refused 
to eat his meals and would blow out like a volcano at the slightest  
provocation, and so on. The father was very upset and he poured out 
his grief to me. I was quick to respond. I asked the father to tell the boy 
to meet me. The very next day, at dusk Krishna Shastry came to my 
house on his bicycle.

I took him into confidence and encouraged him to express himself 
freely and frankly. I also wanted to know whether he had any goal in 
life. For nearly an hour and a half we discussed his problem. I was taken 
aback by his thoughts.

“Sir, please don’t misunderstand me. I have no faith in the present 
education system. I can’t make head or tail of some  lessons. Some 
teachers don’t know how to teach. This is my  personal opinion. I do 

have a goal in my life. I consider myself lucky if I get guidance, support 
and opportunity to persue my dream.”

“What’s your goal and aim in life?” I asked.

“I want to dedicate my whole life to the study of Sanskrit.      I will 
move heaven and earth to prove that Sanskrit is not a dead language 
as many people tend to think. But I need your blessings, guidance and 
whatever help you could give me.” 

He said this in utter sincerity, without fear and in total  commitment.

“I know you could achieve this! I have full faith in you. I will help 
you to clear all hurdles from your chosen path. Please send me your 
father tomorrow so that I could discuss the matter with him.”

The next day, his father, Ishwara Shastry came to meet me.

“Yesterday, your son had come to see me. We had a marathon 
discussion. Now, would you promise me that you’ll act on my advice?” 
I asked. 

“Let me see. Tell me what is the matter,” said Shastry.

“From now on you must stop being cross with your son.  Assure 
him of your fullest support and co-operation for whatever he wants to 
do. Don’t be upset if he is not home on time, refuse to eat his meals, 
and so on. Don’t be cross with him; don’t get  nervous, annoyed or 
upset. Promise me that you’ll do this for me. Will you?” I asked.

Shastry was shocked. He thought that I was out of my mind. He 
couldn’t easily understand my faith in his son’s reformation. He argued 
and argued. It was difficult to convince the father. But I was determined 
to elicit this promise from him. I said, “One day your son Krishna will be 
a great man. He will be an asset to his country and I can vouchsafe for 
this in writing on stamped paper.

Half-heartedly, moved by my faith and sincerity, Ishwara Shastry 
finally agreed to my suggestion. He acted accordingly and told his son 
that he had no objections for his pursuits.

Finally, Krishna Shasrty met his Holiness Shrimath Raghavendra 
Bharathi Swamiji of Srimathramachandrapura Mutt and with the 
Swamiji’s blessings and help joined  Tirupathi Sanskrit University and 
came out with flying colours. He then started to work on bringing 
Sanskrit back to its former  glory and became a prophet of new 
experiments.

He tried his best to prove that Sanskrit is not a ‘dead  language’. He 
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organised ‘Sanskrit Speaking Courses' and exhibition to promote the 
language. Shastry even conducted Sanskrit classes for the sitting M.Ps. 
He endeavoured to popularise Sanskrit in the west. He was awarded 
the title of ‘Shastry’ by the Banaras Sanskrit University and was indeed 
the youngest recipient of that high honour. Indian Press gave him 
an extensive coverage commending his efforts and capabilities in 
furthering the cause of Sanskrit.

Army Officer I.M. Poovaiah

As the name indicates, this boy is from Coorg. He had a well-built, 
pleasing personality with a robust health. But he had failed in his First 
year P.U.C. examinations in Bangalore and on that count was refused 
admission in many colleges. When he came to see me I was very busy 
and asked him to meet me at 11.00 a.m. the next day. On the dot of 
11.00 a.m. he was in my chamber. His time-sense appealed to me. I 
wanted to know his background. I think he felt comfortable with me 
and expressed his dreams and aspirations: “Sir, after my matriculation, 
guided by a friend of mine, I joined a college in Bangalore but failed in 
my first attempt. I tried again and passed. This experience prompted 
me to come back to Dakshin Kannada and try my luck here. I want to 
be an Army Officer. But I need to be a graduate to qualify for the post. 
If I join the Army without a degree, I have to be content with the status 
of a soldier not an Officer, which I don’t like. Because I have failed once 
in my examinations no college is willing to take me in. On my way to 
Mercara I thought I would try my luck here. If you give me a seat, I 
would be a graduate and then can do my bit to serve the country. I have 
no other ambition. If you give me a chance I will be grateful to you.”

Soon Pooviah was on the rolls of the college. He joined the 
hostel. He was active in NCC and earned the appreciation of all as a 
model Cadet, passed his B.Sc. in the very first attempt itself. Within 
5-6 months after his graduation, Poovaiah was selected by the Service 
Selection Board and became Second Lieutenant. Soon he became an 
officer in the Artillery.

Every year on January 1st, when I sort out my mail, Poovaiah’s 
New Year Greetings would always be there.  On his yearly vacation, 
whenever he came home, Poovaiah used to visit the college. After 
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seven years of Short Service Commission, he retired from the Army 
and joined State Bank of India as    Security Officer. He was posted to 
Bombay. The Bank provided him well furmished quarters and a car. He 
remained the same old sincere Poovaiah and he would always look 
forward to my Bombay trips and offered me hospitality and the use 
of his car. I had to  frequently go to Bombay in connection with the 
Silver Jubilee Celebration of the college and this ‘Hanuman’ was always 
at my disposal. Poovaiah had earned a good name as an efficient  
Security Officer. He was invited often  as the main Resource Person 
for the training programmes organised for the security personnel. 
Now, Poovaiah is happily married and has two lovely children. 'The 
child is the father of the man.' When he came to see me for the first 
time, Poovaiah was barely out of his teens. Now he has become a 
full-fledged ‘gruhasta’. He proudly acknowledges that he is an alumni 
of Vivekananda College and I take equal pride in him and his success.

A Promising Musician

The year was 1973. I was new to the college. A competition on 
patriotic songs was in progress. I heard a tiny chap singing with full 
throat. I wanted this boy to join the College. He was then studying at 
the Govt. Junior College. The boy was very  promising, used to take part 
in all singing competitions and invariably walked away with trophies.

When the college re-opened for the new academic year       
applications started pouring in. When I checked all the applications, I 
found that this boy hadn’t applied. 

I sent word for him and when he promptly came to see me I asked 
why he hadn’t applied for a seat. He told me that his father’s financial 
position didn’t allow him to continue his studies. I called for the father. 
He expressed that his meager earning would not support his son at 
college. I assured the father that there was nothing to worry and he 
should send the son to college. 

All help was given to the boy and I assured him that the college 
would support his studies. His music talents were nurtured by the 
college all through and the boy obtained his B.A. degree and the kind 
help of benevolent people.

I had taken this boy to the famous vocalist Sri Rama Rao V. 
Nayak for guiding this young talent in the proper direction. I had also 
appealed to my friend Sri M.R. Pai, Vice-President of  Forum of Free 
Enterprise, Bombay for securing a job to this boy. But destiny ruled 
differently! Our efforts didn’t yield any fruits and almost after one year 
of his graduation, a businessman from Vittal came to me and said, “My 
daughter’s wedding is fixed. The bridegroom is none other than this 
talented boy of your college.”

Today, this boy is happily married and leads a contented life. He 
has made a name in music and many of his popular cassettes today 
stand testimony to the faith I had so confidently reposed in him. His 
wife too was a student at Vivekananda College. This young man has not 
forgotten his college; he frequently performs at the college functions. 
May God Bless him! May he live to be hundred!
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Another Desperate Boy

It was getting dark, may be around 6.30 p.m. A boy of small built 
entered my chamber seeking admission to B.Sc. I was  furious that the 
boy came at such an odd hour and curtly told him that he should have 
come during working hours. The boy was cool and explained why he 
couldn’t come during the office hours. His father worked in a hotel and 
had a big family to support. His father didn’t earn enough to send the 
boy to higher studies. But the boy was all determination to study at a 
college! There was real conflict between the desire and the means to 
achieve it.

This boy was very active in his Pre-University level. He used 
to participate in many competitions and had earned quite a few 
certificates. Besides, he was also attending classes in typewriting and 
shorthand in his spare time. He sought admission to B.Sc. (BZC).

“You may come tomorrow for admission,” I told him.

“Sir, I don’t have money even for the application form. All that 
I have is the money to buy the return ticket home! How am I to pool 
together Rs.300/- required for the admission?” he said in a very 
desperate tone. I realised that he wouldn’t be able to  manage even 
Rs.50/- by the next day.

I gave him 2 five rupee notes and said, “Take this. Collect the 
application form for Rs.5/- and register your name in the college 
office with other Rs.5/- Tomorrow is the last day for admission. Bring 
whatever you can and meet me tomorrow. I will work out something 
for you.”

This boy had secured 70-75 percent marks in his Pre-University 

exams. Poverty prevented him from continuing his studies; education 
was nothing short of a mirage to him!

I called for a meeting of my colleagues and explained to them the 
plight of this boy. I appealed to them for help to which they readily 
acceded. Money was pooled by the kind contribution of my colleagues. 
The boy could bring only Rs.30/- and with the help of my colleagues' 
contribution, the boy managed to secure admission in the college. 
He was awarded National Merit Loan Scholarship all through the 
three years of his study. He was very active in debates and elocution 
competitions where his originality came to light. He was good at studies 
too. This boy had a special flair for English. Every time the scholarship 
was disbursed he would promptly come to my chamber and say “Sir, 
I have got my scholarship. I owe you this much money. Kindly take it.”
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Decennial commemoration Library

Newer and newer thoughts like the bright flashes of lightning 
began emerging from the staff at their frequent meetings. As the year 
1973-74 was drawing to a close, plans and projects for the coming year 
were being debated and discussed. It was usual for the staff to meet 
on March 31st at a common LUNCH in the College Canteen. Summer 
Vacation would follow soon after this annual LUNCHEON meeting.

The College Decennial was on the Agenda at the 31st March 
Annual Meeting of the staff. My enthusiasm was also at its peak. A 
general consensus at the meeting was to have the College Annual of 
January 1975, as DECENNIAL celebrations. 

Functioning as a postman, I normally referred such decisions 
to the Managing Committee. Only after the stamp of approval was 
granted by the Management, I would proceed to execute them. 
First I discussed this with my MENTOR Sree K. Rama Bhat. The 
Committee of Management had curiously watched my tenure of one 
year as Principal, and I was respected and trusted: “Yes! Here is A 
TRUSTWORTHY PRINCIPAL.” I had succeeded in the tests and emerged 
a winner in the estimation of the Committee of Management. When 
the proposal for the  celebration of DECENNIAL emerged, the following 
in the  Committee of Management were guiding the destiny of the  
College:

Sri K. Rama Bhat - Hon. President & Correspondent

Sri K.P. Shetty - Hon. Treasurer

Prof. M. Suryanarayanappa - Hon. Secretary

Sri B. Ram Mohan Rao - Member

Sri P. Ramachandra Bhat - Member

Sri M. Sadasiva Rao - Member

Sri B. Hanumantha Bhat - Member

Sri B. Subbayya Shetty, Kenya - Member

Sri P. Vittala Pai - Member

Sri K. Namdeva Prabhu - Member 

Sri L. Sridhar Bhat - Staff Representative

It was the desire of all that a Citizens’ Committee also should be 
constituted. The belief that “VIVEKANANDA  COLLEGE is a college of 
the people, of the masses,” was very much in  circulation everywhere.

Quite a lot of development work had been executed through 
public munificence. It was the desire to follow suit to celebrate the 
Decennial. Public representatives were included in the  Decennial 
Committee.

Library work should be taken up with the assistance and  
finances of the University Grants Commission. A  Commemorative 
Souvenir should be brought out. This was the unanimous desire. 
Correspondence in this behalf had already been initiated by my 
predecessor Prof. G.K. Shenoy. UGC had released Grants for the Men’s 
Hostel. The work was complete. Last instalment of the grant had to be 
released. Only after the spot inspection by the University Engineering 
division and certification of completion, would this be released as per 
rules and conditions prevailing then.

This I could get done just like the proverbial ‘Nakshathrika’ with 
the kind support and co-operation of Vice-Chancellor     Prof. D. Javare 
Gowda. UGC would extend further financial  assistance only after the 
successful completion of one project funded by the UGC. Accounts 
should be finalised to the satisfaction of UGC.

I learnt that Prof. G.K. Shenoy had taken a vow not to wear a wrist 
watch until a Library was built for the college. In the  background of 
these circumstances, I was determined to realise the Library Project, 
and set myself in that direction.

Decennial was invariably a subject for serious discussion at all 
meetings of the staff and the management. New ideas, plans etc., 
would emerge at the conclusion of these meetings. Everyone was 
active, creative and enthusiastic. Consolidating all these thoughts and 
sentiments, we drew up a Plan of Action as  follows:
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1. Decennial Commemoration Souvenir.

2. An attractive, colourful, educative exhibition for the  duration 
of Decennial.

3. Decennial Library.

4. Foundation Laying Ceremony of the Library.

5. Unveiling of Vivekananda Marble Bust procured from Jaipur.

Onerous task of the Souvenir was wilfully undertaken by   Sri 
Amrita Someswara, Sri V.B. Arthikaje, and Sri M.N. Chettiar. Staff of 
Science departments opted for exhibition.

The rest shared among themselves all other responsibilities. 
My imagination about the library was quite an ambitious one. I had 
corresponded way back in 1973 with Prof. K.S. Deshapande, the 
renowned Librarian Celebrity of Karnatak  University. His suggestions 
and views were valuable and most useful. 

I had procured from the office of the Chief Architect, Govt. of 
Karnataka quite a number of blue-prints of rare  Libraries. We used to 
deliberate, and discuss often about their adoption to our situation and 
requirement.

There was a series of discussions on Foundation Stone Laying 
Ceremony. Political turmoil in the country too was hotting up.  Unrest 
was spreading everywhere. It was hot news that contributions had 
been raised for the Vivekananda Bust, and for provision of a cycle stand 
in the Campus. Naturally Students raised their voice when things got 
delayed.

Decennial days had been fixed to coincide with Annual  celebrations 
and 12th January, the Birthday of Swami Vivekananda. It was the long 
felt wish of everyone that each plan that was envisaged should be 
realised, fulfilled and achieved. Bubbling enthusiasm could be seen 
at every corner! Festival look spread everywhere in the sprawling 45 
acres campus. 

Work of the Decennial Souvenir was no easy task. The cover 
page design was the dream of Late Sri K. Chandrashekhara Prabhu. 
Sri H.L.Rao readied the cover page magnificently. Printing was done at 
Naveen Mudrana Pvt. Ltd., headed by Sri A.V. Rego of Bangalore. I am 
deeply indebted to my age old friend Sri K.B. Shanmukhappa for the 
kind                co-operation in accomplishing this task. Sri Shanmukhappa 
served the Karnataka State Co-operative Apex Bank as its Senior 
Manager. 

I vividly remember travelling by the night bus from Bangalore to 
Maani carrying the bundles of Cover Page when in the early morning 
Sri K. Rama Bhat received me at 4.30. Sri P. Ramachandra Bhat lent his 
helping hand and  accompanied Sri K. Rama Bhat. This overwhelming 
enthusiasm was evident all through. 

Members of the Management worked whole- heartedly shoulder 
to shoulder with me. The Souvenir, besides the chosen articles of our 
students, contained articles from celebrities like Swami Harshanandaji 
Maharaj of Mysore Ramakrishna Mutt, Late Sri K. Guru Dutt, IAS (Grand 
father of Prakash Padukone- Badminton Star) Late Sri B.S. Rama Rao 
(Contemporary of Late Sri T. P. Kailasam) and a number of  others and 
earned the appreciation of all. 

Bravo! Sri Amrita Someshwar, Sri V. B. Artikaje,   Sri M.N. Chettiyar 
-- Members of the Editorial Committee.

70 71



WITH YOUNG MINDS: A MEMOIR Prof.M.S. Appa / Dr. Laxminarayana Bhat P.

Exhibition

Every one of our staff had toiled for the  exhibition and its special 
attraction. By then the construction of Hassan - Mangalore Railway 
work had begun. Mr. Kasturi Rangan, the Chief Engineer, and Mrs. 
Kasturi Rangan  inaugurated the Colourful Exhibition. Sri Chandraraja 
Shetty of Siddakatte organised an exhibition of very old, rare, 
Newspaper- collection. Mr. and Mrs. Kasturi Rangan thus got into the 
inner circle of the college family. And our staff and students had a joy 
ride between Sakleshpur and Subramanya in the inspection  Trolley of 
the Railways by the courtesy of Sri Kasturi Rangan. The staff thus had a 
thrilling experience, thanks to Kasturi Rangan.

Where should we locate the Library? Every time a proposal for a 
building emerges, the question of location on these  sprawling 45 acres 
stares all of us in the face. This is because we do not have a Master 
Plan. Even if there was one, it was not followed. Everyone nodded 
at my suggestion, and Library spot was identified. Ongoing political 
developments were gradually turning politicians hostile in matters of 
the Vivekananda College. We decided therefore to do things avoiding 
the presence of politicians. At the wise counsel of Sri K. Rama Bhat, we 
decided to have the foundation for the library by Sri Sri Raghavendra 
Bharathi Swamiji of Sri Ramachandrapura Mutt. The Function went 
on as scheduled. The function registered a signal success with the 
blessings of Swamiji along with a donation of Rs.4,000/- Everyone was 
happy.

Unveiling of the marble bust of Swami Vivekananda was eagerly 
awaited by all. Honest efforts were on. Repeated correspondence, 
and finally a reply from the Jaipur sculptor that the marble bust 
was ready. Procuring the same was engaging my attention, thoughts 

and plans. 'Who will go to Jaipur and bring it here?' was what 
worried me. I shared these thoughts with the staff. Librarian Sri K. 
Lakshminarayana Shanubhogue said, “Sir, I will go and fetch the bust, 
but if a person or two accompany me, it would ease my tension.” Mr. 
Taltaje Vasantha Kumar, Kannada Lecturer, Sri U. Rama Mohan Rao 
from the Department of Chemistry, volunteered to accompany Sri K. 
Lakshminarayana Shanubhogue.

I convinced the Management to meet the travelling and  transport 
expenses from the College funds. To give them a sort of a comfort in a 
far away place, I gave them certain letters of introduction urging them 
to utilise and to feel ‘at home’. Here I must acknowledge the kind help 
extended by my good friend Sri H. Gururaja Rao who was then the 
Principal of Delhi Kannada School. 

The Trimurthis enjoyed the kind hospitality, and affection of Sri 
H. Gururaja Rao, who later got retired and came down to settle in 
Bangalore. He is no more now! Besides Sri  H. G. Rao, I must express 
my deep salutation to Sri S.R. Prabhu, the General Manager of 
Canara Bank, for his nice letter of  introduction. All these plans and  
preparations helped us land the marble bust of Swami Vivekananda 15 
days ahead of our scheduled Unveiling Ceremony.

While the three were happy with a pleasure trip to Delhi and 
Jaipur in the task of fetching the marble bust, to the students question 
-- “What happened to the contributions we had made for the Bust?” 
-- “Lo! Here it is!” - I could now say with courage and joy.
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Unveiling

Technical work, planning, processing etc., had been entrusted to 
my good friend Late Sri K. Chandrasekhara Prabhu. I had interfered in 
the least in his endeavours and planning. I had given Mr. Prabhu a free 
hand as far as its expenses were concerned except that this unveiling 
ceremony should be exemplary and awe-inspiring.

Continuously for a month or two the carpenters were   working 
assiduously in the college as per the  instructions, and plans of Sri K.C. 
Prabhu. An uncompromising Swamiji that Swami Harshanandaji was, 
and a very reluctant one to leave the Mysore Ashrama, had finally 
agreed to  unveil the bust due to my incessant pleading.

Unveiling Ceremony was scheduled for the evening. The open  
Auditorium was full with the crowd.

Sri K.C. Prabhu had meticulously planned thus: at the right end of 
the stage a big bell would be suspended at arm’s length. Swamiji would 
slowly move up the steps, and ring the bell.  The curtain would then 
slowly slide to the left. A lotus would emerge from the centre of the 
stage and open up its petals as if blooming beautifully. The bust would 
rise up from the lotus.  As one looks up, in a split second, bright light 
would lit up the face of the bust and simultaneously flowers would be 
showered on the bust. What an excellent idea!

The ceremonious unveiling was over in just about two minutes. 
Swamiji  offered Aarati with tearful eyes. He was speechless with 
choked emotions.

Pin-drop silence pervaded the whole area. Everyone was 
breathless; the unveiling thrilled the audience. Swamiji turned highly 
emotional; yet, delivered his speech.

The Swamiji shared his thoughts with me after the function. “This 
is a thrill in my entire life; you did a mighty good in getting me here. If 
you had failed to get me here, I would have been the greatest loser in 
my life.” I felt a sense of fulfillment, and  was immensely happy. 

At the valedictory function was our ever-cheerful seer Sri 
Visweshateertha Swamiji of Pejawar Mutt, Udupi. His very presence 
fills us with a lot of inspiration, and joy. None of our invitation has been 
turned down by our Swamiji. 

Vivekananda College would implicitly obey and follow Swamiji's 
commandments in whatever programme we  undertook. In aid of 
Sri Rama Kunjeswara Junior College, Swamiji had planned a 'musical 
evening' by the matinee idol  Rajakumar. Tthe whole College -- staff, 
students, and the Management -- stood by His Holiness to make the 
event a signal success.  

By the time we had drawn the blue-print of the Decennial, and the 
Library Project, UGC’s written assurance of financial grant had reached 
the College. We were all in a state of happy trance dreaming the Library 
Building to be dedicated to the  students during the following academic 
year as a Decennial gift. Every event had gone with a clockwork 
precision as per our plan. 
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The Tyranny of Emergency

The political atmosphere in the country was becoming  tyrannical 
day by day and the democratic polity was at stake. Our College could 
feel the heat of tyrannical rule from close quarters.

It was widely believed that the College had the tacit support 
of the RSS and the Janasangh and the Principal, the students and 
the Governing Council were all its avowed followes or sympathisers. 
Naturally, this raised the eye-brows of the Govt. and resulted  in high 
contempt and repugnance for our College. Mischief-mongers used 
to continuously add fuel to the fire by their ill-founded propaganda 
against the College by way of anonymous complaint-letters. Added 
to this, one student with RSS background tried to use the College as 
a platform to protest against the policies and dictatorial tendencies of 
the Govt. The stimulus for all these came from external sources but 
the protest marches and demonstrations started within the College 
campus. Caught in this turmoil, I had to run the college as best as I 
could. Many alleged that my own background was also steeped in the 
RSS.

Our College is a grant-in-aid Institution and therefore we were 
subjected to government control in many forms.

The CIDs of the Govt. used to spy on the activities of the College 
to collect information about us. As usual, the mischief- mongers were 
at their worst to have their sadistic pleasures. All sorts of people used 
to throng the campus to enquire about this and that. For me, it was the 
biggest headache of all and the  situation was a great challenge to my 
administrative acumen.

Every Governing Council member had a MISA-warrant on him. It 
was alleged that my name too was in the list. At about the same time, 

there was a murder in Kalladka -- (The Ismail Murder case) -- which 
roused communal feelings. The Govt. as usual shed its crocodile tears. 
It was alleged that the brothers of our college correspondent were 
directly involved in the murder case. The case was being heard in a fully 
charged situation.

The overall atmosphere was one of overriding fear, anxiety and 
uncertainty. Many used this situation to settle old scores. 

Everywhere one could see protest posters and many of the leaders 
went underground to mobilise resistance and create awareness against 
the tyrannical rule. Countless arrests were made and all feared the 
midnight knock. Sri P. Ramachandra Bhat and Sri Namadeva Prabhu, 
active members of the college, were in the Gulbarga prison. Search 
was on to trace the  whereabouts of Sri K. Rama Bhat who had gone 
underground. I had to contact him secretly to get his suggestions 
and guidance for  running the college. Another well-wisher of mine 
was also  constantly evading the police and was fortunate to remain 
underground till the Emergency was lifted, and thus managed  and 
guided the anti-Emergency Movement successfully.  However, I could 
keep in touch with both of them and every meeting was nothing short 
of an adventure.

Some of my colleagues too had attracted the attention of the 
Police Dept. by their allegiance to the RSS and its ideological fight 
against the rule of tyranny and dictatorship. There were constant 
enquiries and counter-enquires regarding their Vishwa Hindu Parishad 
background, and so on and so forth.

 To trace the hide-out of Sri K. Rama Bhat, the Police  arrested 
his only son Ravishankar Bhat and tortured him badly. This had upset 
Ravi’s mother, subjected her to silent mental agony which resulted in 
severe stomach-ache throughout the Emergency. She suffered silently 
but we were all helpless.

Sri K. Rama Bhat’s brothers were also under arrest. All their 
vehicles were seized. His brother-in-law Dr. Prabhakar Bhat was in 
Bellary prison. On the whole, the situation was chaotic; even women 
were not spared - they too were arrested and thrown into the jails. 
May be the woman-Prime Minister had the sanctity to humiliate the 
members of her own sex in her insatiable hunger for power. Nothing 
was sacrosanct anymore!

In those days of heat and dust, Dr. Prabhakar Bhat had  arranged 
for the marriage of his sister. During the marriage  celebrations as it 
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always happens in a typical Hindi-cinema,      Dr. Bhat was arrested by 
the police. Another brother of Sri Rama Bhat - Sri Purandara Bhat - was 
also arrested. And after 55 days of constant hopping from one jail to 
other, he was finally thrown into the Gulbarga prison. Purandara Bhat 
wrote a book titled    “55 days of Harrowing Story.” I was in regular 
touch with most of the victims of this tyrannical rule and I used to 
visit their families to give my moral support. Some of my friends had 
warned me against this but I ignored their caution.

West Coast Papers and Stationers are the famous  booksellers of 
Mangalore. Its proprietor, Sri Mohan Shenoy used to be our regular 
supplier of stationery and books. His wife, a popular woman novelist, 
was also a victim of Emergency.           Sri Mohan Shenoy was in the 
Bellary prison. Whenever I was in Mangalore, I always made it a point 
to visit the Shenoys to express my good wishes to the family and 
to enquire about their well being. My friends, as usual, warned me 
against this gesture of social courtesy so that I could avoid the vigilant 
gaze of the police. But my conscience gave me the courage to throw 
all caution to the winds. I used to tell my wife and children at home, 
“There is no guarantee that I’ll return home in the evening. In case I 
become a privileged guest of the Govt, you don’t worry! Go to my close 
friend Sri K. Sadashiva Rao who had just returned from abroad and 
well-settled at Bangalore in Jayanagar LIC Colony.”

Sadashiva Rao was an engineer with the PWD. During our student 
days we were in the same hostel. His father, the famous lawyer of 
Chikkaballapur, Sri Sampangi Ramayya, was a  freedom-fighter. The son 
had inherited patriotic values from the father. He was not happy with 
his job. Meanwhile, his wife had passed away and Sadashiva was very 
upset. He went to England after his second marriage, worked for a pre-
fabrication building firm, and earned good money. But he was still not 
happy having  missed his roots. 

He wanted to work for his people and his country. That’s why 
Sadashiva Rao finally returned to India and settled in Bangalore.

He wanted to revolutionize Indian construction industry with his 
technical expertise. But his high ideals didn’t attract the  conventional 
mind-set of our people. Sadashiv was disillusioned by now, but 
continued his consultancy services. He and his wife were happy with 
their lots and hence he had promised to take in my family under his 
care, should anything happen to me by the tyrannical rule.

Unforgettable Incidents

In those days, Janasangha was at its peak and Sri K. Rama Bhat 
was an active member. If my memory serves me right, he was the 
President of the local unit. He was looking after the  finances of the 
party until he went underground. Rama Bhat was arrested on his own 
terms when he announced the date and time of his public appearance. 
The police put him in the Mangalore sub-jail.

Rumours spread that the Govt. had frozen the bank accounts of 
Janasangha and the party workers were panicky because there was 
considerable amount of money in those accounts. I was urged to 
somehow find ways and means of withdrawing all the money. I didn’t 
know what to do. I couldn’t sleep well that night.

Next day, I went to the Mangalore sub-jail along with Smt. Savitha 
Bhat, her daughter Sandhya and Sri Devadas Bhakta, a close friend 
of Sri Rama Bhat. I appealed to the Jail  Superintendent to allow an 
interview with Rama Bhat and convinced him of our dire need for 
getting certain cheques signed by Rama Bhat for running the College. 
That done successfully, we returned to Puttur.

In the dark of the night, some youngsters were writing       anti-
Govt. slogans on the tar roads. Somehow the Police got the news. They 
came chasing the boys and managed to arrest a few. One of the boys 
- Chinnappa Gowda - was subjected to torture in the police station. The 
police made him to sit on a chair, his lungi was undone and the police 
hit him with the belt until the skin came off his thighs.

The next day, all the students came to know of this cruelty meted 
out to their peer. The students decided to protest. They garlanded 
Chinnappa Gowda and took him in a procession  exposing his bruises 
as a witness to the police-torture. No doubt the public sympathy was 
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with the student-sufferer. The police arrested them at Nehru Nagar and 
dumped them in the Van and took them to the police station. But the 
police van was too small to accommodate all the protesters. The rest of 
them managed to reach the police station in the procession, walking.

This incident of student-agitation convinced the authorities of 
their earlier suspicion that Vivekananda College was the breeding 
ground of anti-Govt. activities. The lines went busy conveying the 
message to Devaraj Urs and Smt. Indira Gandhi. The students and the 
Principal were held responsible and there were a dozen accusations! 
Assistant Commissioner Sri Mahalingappa sent for me orally and 
threatened me of dire consequences.

Students had a grouse against the K.B.T. Bus Company which 
refused to issue concessional passes to them. We had  exhausted all 
means of convincing the bus Company of the genuine need of the daily 
student commuters along the bus-route. The students were waiting 
for an opportunity to teach a lesson to the bus company. One day, the 
students forcibly stopped the bus and brought it to the college campus 
and deflated the tyres. Within seconds, the news reached the district 
head quarters. Mr. Chopra, the Superintendent of Police sent for me 
to meet him at the IB. Deputy Commissioner Sri S.B. Muddappa was 
also present.

SP Chopra attacked me like a hungy tiger. It seemed that SP Chopra 
had heard colorful stories of the bus-hijacking. I tried to explain the 
problem in detail and asked SP Chopra what he would have done if he 
were in my position. He had every possible  explanation to offer which 
he did readily. I immediately placed before him a fat file containing the 
endless correspondences I had with the bus company regarding the 
problem. There wasn’t a single thing which I had missed in pursuing 
an amicable solution to the problem. The pile of correspondence 
was a mute witness to the lack of courtesy on the part of the bus 
company. D.C. Muddappa, a sensitive gentleman that he is, grasped 
the truth of the matter and I think he appreciated my stand. In fact      
Sri Muddappa's  father-in-law Sri Nijalingappa, when he was the Chief 
Minister had helped the College get 45 acres of land for its Campus. 
Moreover, Sri Muddappa had my entire background traced - thanks 
to the courtesy of CIDs of the State Govt. - and he didn’t find anything 
objectionable in my past!

At about the same time Dr. G.V.K. Rao, the then Chief  Secretary of 
the Karnataka Govt. paid an official visit to D.K. All the Principals were 

invited to attend a meeting scheduled at the D.C's Office, Mangalore. 
Sri M.N. Srinivas, renowned  Sociologist, Divisional Commissioner Sri 
Samuel Appaji and Prof. S.A. Hameed, Director of Collegiate Education 
were also present.

Sri S.B. Muddappa, Deputy Commissioner, welcomed the 
gathering. Dr. G.V.K. Rao, in his address said, “Dear friends, I am here 
on an official visit (3.12.1975). I have a great liking and respect for this 
district. The future of Karnataka lives in South Kanara. Today, national 
life of this country is facing a strange situation. You are all intellectuals 
occupying responsible positions. You have the great responsibility to 
shape the future citizens of this country. You need to use all your skills, 
competence and  capabilities judiciously. I don’t need to elaborate any 
further. If you have any problem in discharging your duties please share 
them with us all.”

In that cresent-shaped seating arrangement, Dr. G.V.K. Rao was at 
the centre; to his right Prof. Srinivas, and S.B. Muddappa to his left, the 
Divisional Commissioner and Prof. Hameed, and next to him SP Chopra, 
and facing him, it was I who sat right in the front.

This meeting was convened on 3.12.1975. Emergency  was 
declared on 25.6.1975. The people everywhere were fed up with 
the rule of tyranny, police atrocities and the whole atmosphere of 
oppression and dictatorship was suffocating.  Highest number of 
unwarranted arrests have been made at Puttur, including women. 
Many of the parents of our students were illegally detained and thrown 
into prisons. There was no news of these people or their

well-being once the arrests were made. Naturally, this caused 
anxiety, fear and hatred among the people towards the police. Many 
had used this opportunity to settle old scores.

SP Chopra got up from his seat and pointing his finger at me 
said harshly, “THE TROUBLE BEGAN FROM VIVEKANANDA COLLEGE, 
PUTTUR.”

It came as a bolt from the blue. I hadn’t expected this in the least. 
Silently I prayed to God and stood up and continued:

“Esteemed Dr. G.V.K. Rao, the D.C., the Divisional  Commissioner, 
and Prof. M.N. Srinivas and friends, But for this provocation I would 
hardly speak. What Mr. Chopra has alleged is true. I’ll explain, but 
first let me compliment the Chief  Secretary, Govt of Karnataka, for 
his thoughtful visit to this district of South Kanara, which is very much 
in the news these days. The day Sri G.V.K. Rao took over as the Chief 
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Secretary, he got the `No Admission Board' of his Chamber removed 
and got it replaced by a Board, 'Welcome. Walk in please'. Right from 
the day I read it in the newspapers, I was eagerly waiting to compliment 
him. I consider myself fortunate to extend that compliment today in 
this august body. Sirs, we need civil servants of your calibre, specially 
on crucial circumstances like the one we have been passing through. 
That you have planned to visit this district to have an ON THE SPOT 
STUDY speaks volumes about your administrative acumen and concern 
for the society and country.

"What Mr. Chopra stated is 100% true. Trouble began from 
Vivekananda College, I endorse. How strange it is!! My students and 
their parents, and kith and kin have been the victims of  indiscriminate 
police atrocities. Arrests on rumours,  indiscriminate harassments 
and tortures of the innocent have enraged the  public. If given an 
opportunity, I will furnish to you and to the D.C. the high-handed 
behaviour of the police and the arrests of many innocent persons who 
are either my students or their kith and kin.”

For sometime there was total silence in the auditorium.     The next 
person to speak was Dr. P. Narayana Rao, Principal of Poornaprajna 
College, Udupi. Allegedly his name was in the MISA list. Dr. Rao was a 
staunch critic of the tyrannical rule by the CIDs. He convincingly spoke 
at length about the horrifying police atrocities. There was another 
pathetic incident at   St. Aloysius College. The police in their supposed 
attempt to curb the student’s agitation had entered the college 
campus, and sadly the Principal too was beaten up. This was stated by 
none other than the Principal himself.

 One by one the variety of police atrocities were revealed. The 
personal jealousies, rivalries and prejudices of the local  leaders took 
their own toll. Sri G.V.K. Rao couldn’t possibly be blind to this. He could 
perceive things in its true perspective. Moreover; Sri Rao never took 
any hasty decisions. He was known for his poise and level headedness. 
Probably this trait of his personality prompted Sri Rao to bring along 
with him Dr. M.N. Srinivas, the famous sociologist to study the situation  
without  bias or prejudice. Sri Rao was in close touch with the local 
administration. After surveying the whole situation, the team returned 
to Bangalore.

I was convinced that Sri G.V.K. Rao would always take the right 
decision without haste. I may recall here an example of    Sri Rao’s style of 
functioning which is worthy of emulation and appreciation. Whenever 

Sri Rao was in the capital, anybody could just walk into his chamber in 
the 3rd floor of Vidhana Soudha without prior appointments after 3 
p.m. to air his/her grievances and seek his guidance.

There was change in the Directorate of Collegiate  Education. Prof. 
S.A. Hameed had taken over as the director. He had strong prejudices 
against Vivekananda College. I don’t know what contaminated his 
views. He chalked out a tour  programme from Bangalore and the 
itinerary included visits to the colleges in Mysore, Coorg, D.K. and 
Hassan. January and February are the months of college Annuals here 
in DK. I received the invitations from Kaveri College, Gonikoppal and 
SDM College Ujire. At both the College Annuals, Prof. Hameed was the 
President of the evening. It was the time of Emergency.

That day as I prepared to leave for College, I had a  premonition 
that the Director would pay a surprise visit to the College. I shared this 
with my wife and children.

When I reached the college, I saw that some papers were kept 
ready for my signature. The first paper itself was the leave note of a 
teacher. I decided to engage that class when I was about to leave my 
chamber, the phone started ringing. I lifted the receiver, I heard,

Fr. Castelino speaking;

“DCE is on his way to your College. He paid us a surprise visit here, 
and will pay a surprise visit to your college as well.”

Room No.21 - PUC Political Science class. From there I could 
clearly see the road to the College. I told the students that I was 
expecting the Director any time and as he comes, I would leave the 
class and students should silently walk to the library. It was about 10.30 
a.m. I saw a car approaching the campus.After ascertaining that it was 
the Director’s official car, I stepped out of the class room and walked 
up to my chamber in the old college  building (currently room No. 13 & 
14). I signalled to the driver to come up to the entrance of my chamber. 
Slowly the car pulled in.

The Director Saheb was reclining in the back seat. His P.A. Sri 
Narasimha Murthy (a soft-spoken gentleman  and a  renowned Gamaki 
had joined Govt service to earn his daily bread) got down from the car 
and opened the door for the big saheb to climb down; till then, the big 
boss didn’t stir. 

“Welcome Prof. Hameed, Please come in.” I offered him coffee 
which he refused. After much insistance, he drank a cup of sugarless 
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coffee. Then he went round the campus inspecting the Ladies' hostel, 
the Co-operative Society, the day-scholars’  Canteen, all the science 
laboratories, Mens’ hostel, Dairy, so on and so forth.

“Nice, wonderful, excellent, splendid, unique,” - all adjectives in 
high praise of the campus and its activities. For a moment I couldn’t 
believe my own ears. How profusely         Prof. Hameed  admired us! 
Was it a dream, an illusion or a reality? I pinched hard to convince 
myself that I wasn’t dreaming. But my jubilation didn’t last long. Soon 
after the Saheb returned to Bangalore, 'LOVE LETTER' came in,

YOUR COLLEGE IS CREATING DISAFFECTION AMONG  STUDENTS 
AGAINST THE GOVERNMENT. SHOW CAUSE WHY GOVT. GRANTS 
SHOULD NOT BE STOPPED TO YOUR COLLEGE. YOUR REPLY SHOULD 
REACH THE DIRECTORATE IN FIFTEEN DAYS.

3rd February 1976  Sd/- Prof. S.A. Hameed. 

As if this was not enough, there was another onslaught from the 
UGC.

“Grants for the construction of library will not be available to 
Vivekananda College, Puttur, D.K.”

I was vexed with the lady who had imposed the Emergency. I 
began abusing those malicious hands which continuously  prejudiced 
the power centers against our college by their allegations. I began 
doubting in the essential goodness of man and stopped praying to Him.

Had I been arrested under MISA I wouldn’t have suffered the way 
I did. There wasn’t a single sympathetic soul to share my agony. When 
will this end and what turn will it take? Are we witnessing the end of 
democracy in India? Is this Emergency an eternal curse on us? Will the 
soul of Gandhiji attain peace the way India was becoming tyrannical? 
Is not Nehru watching this  suffering of Mother India from his heavenly 
abode? I had only questions and more questions.

I tried to share my dilemma with some of my colleagues. But they 
were all juniors and didn’t have the experience to face the current 
situation. Rama Bhat was in the Bellary Jail and I was very close to 
him. I felt relieved whenever I shared my      feelings -- whether they 
are happy ones, or the most testing    ones -- with Rama Bhat. This I 
possibly couldn’t do. Could I reach him in Bellary jail every day? I felt 
the pressure mounting on me and I yearned for a meeting with Rama 
Bhat.

The first and foremost job was to give a satisfactory reply to the 

show-cause letter of the Director. I came to know that other three 
Colleges in D.K. were under similar plight; they were - Poornaprajna 
College of Udupi, Canara College of Mangalore and Sri Venkataramana 
Swamy College, Bantwal. I was in touch with the Principals of all these 
colleges. We wished to make joint efforts to clear the dark clouds, but 
we couldn’t co-ordinate well. Every college was attempting to avoid the 
sword of Damocles hanging precariously on its head.

During those days Sri K.P. Shetty was the President of the College 
Governing Council. Bantwal Narayana Nayak was the MLC. He was 
our well-wisher. Byndoor Prabhakar Rao’s son Sri B. Ramamohan Rao 
was in the Governing Council. On his advice, we decided to meet the 
Education Minister Sri M. Mallikarjuna Swamy through the help of Sri B. 
Narayana Nayak. Sri B. Ramamohan Rao had already left for Bangalore.

Sri B. Narayana Nayak assured us that he would help in arranging 
to meet the Education Minister. Mr. K.P. Shetty, his friend and I started 
in Mr. Shetty’s car to Bangalore. My wife  cautioned me that time 
we set off was inauspicious. Sri Shetty didn’t have any faith in such 
matters. So we started off. As we were nearing Sakleshpur, the engine 
got heated up and began to give trouble. Somehow we managed to 
reach Sakleshpur and there straight away went to a garage run by the 
father of Sri       B. Jayaprakash - one of our alumni. He did some quick 
repairs and assured us that we could reach Bangalore but didn’t forget 
to warn us that it needed further repairs at Bangalore. We reached 
Bangalore at 9.00 p.m.. We couldn’t get accommodation in any of the 
known hotels but finally we managed one at the Gupta’s  Restaurant 
in the Majestic area.

We tried to contact Sri B. Narayana Nayak but he was not available 
as he had left for Managalore - there were a series of holidays.

So we decided to meet the Education Minister on our own. Sri B. 
Ramamohan Rao didn’t like this suggestion, yet he came along.

Sri Mallikarjuna Swamy was preparing to go on a tour to 
Dharawad. He lost his patience at our intrusion and roared at us, quite 
literally so! Rama Mohan Rao was highly embarrassed at this strange 
gesture of the Education Minister. I hastened to  explain to the Minister 
our problem. He dismissed us with the stock response “Yes, O.K. let me 
see, you may go now.”

We had to reply to the show-cause notice given by the DCE within 
a fortnight. I was at my wit’s end to draft the reply. Finally I wrote that 
majority of our students were from very poor  background, neither 
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the students, nor the staff and principal are interested in political 
activities or agitations. I also made a  mention of our social service 
activities during the 1974 floods at Uppinangady. If the grants were 
to be discontinued it would  adversely affect the student community. 
The reply was mailed and we began awaiting the response from Prof. 
Hameed. The whole political situation was in turmoil and there were 
countless news of arrests, detentions, atrocities, torture and violence. 
Press censorship was in force, yet the news spread like wildfire.

The endless correspondence between the College and the 
DCE started on Feb 3, 1976. In one of the letters sent by the DCE 
Prof. Hameed mentioned the names of three students  alleging that 
they had demonstrated against the Govt. and directed us to take 
disciplinary action against them. In the letter that followed, one 
student was mentioned by name with the advice that his scholarship 
was withheld and a special report regarding his exigencies should be 
sent to the DCE immediately. I was prompt in replying to every letter 
and it went on and on.

There came a circular from the Mysore University stating that if 
a student's name was to be struck off the rolls, he should be issued a 
show-cause notice first and then an enquiry should be held and the 
student should be given an explanation for the strict action taken 
against him. A similar communication was sent to us by the DCE, DC, 
and the Govt.

Behind all this, I could sense the malicious hands of the  president 
of the local Block Congress Committee. He was constantly biting the 
ears of the authorities concerned to feed them with prejudices against 
the college. One such telegram, supposedly sent by the man was 
forwarded to me with orders for detailed report.

 YESTERDAY VIVEKANANDA COLLEGE  PRINCIPAL LED HUNDREDS 
OF STUDENTS SYMPATHISING WITH ARRESTED JANASANGH TROUBLE 
MAKERS. STRICT ACTION PRAYED

PRESIDENT

BCC, PUTTUR.

 This telegram was tabled at both the Governing Council meeting 
and the Staff Council meeting. Both councils registered their protests 
against this and passed resolution to the effect that the contents of 
the telegram were untrue, baseless, malicious and totally unfounded. 
A copy of this resolution was sent to the  Education Minister, the DCE, 
the Chief Secretary etc. It didn’t take me much time to realise that this 

telegram was the basis for the Govt.’s attempt to stop grants to the 
college.

Another Govt. order directed that the students who were  arrested 
on political grounds should not be given scholorships. The following 
colleges were mentioned in that order: Sahyadri College, Shimoga; 
DVS College, Shimoga; Kalpataru College, Tiptur; Canara College, 
Mangalore; Vivekananda College, Puttur; Govt. College, Mercara; 
Kaveri College, Gonikoppal; Kongadiyappa College, Doddaballapur; 
IDSG College, Chikkamagalur; JCBM College, Sringeri; Lal Bahadur 
College, Sagara;  Kamala Nehru College, Shimoga; ASP College 
of Commerce, Bijapur; National College of Commerce, Shimoga; 
Bangoorkar College of Arts and Science, Dandeli; and BLDE Arts & 
Science College, Jamakhandi. Many of the colleges in compliance 
with the Govt. order stopped payment of  scholarships. Some colleges 
knocked at the doors of               Law-courts. But in Vivekananda College, 
the scholarships were never withheld. Our correspondence was always 
up-to-date which hopefully convinced the authorities.

 On the advice of a senior officer, I was on leave for a month. 
I was in Bangalore during that period and regularly used to meet 
the Chief Secretary to apprise him of our stand, our plight and our 
dilemma at Puttur. Probably, this helped him to believe in my sincerity 
which guaranteed that no hasty decisions would be taken against the 
interests of our college or its students.

Prof. Hameed was now left alone to try his acrobatics but there 
were no takers. The then Education Commissioner Sri B.S. Srikantaiah 
spoke to Prof. Hameed over phone right in my  presence and said “Prof. 
Hameed, release the grants to the Colleges immediately it is an order 
from the Govt. Prof. Appa, Principal Vivekananda College, Puttur is 
straight away meeting you in a couple of minutes from now. Do not 
toss him O.K.?”

I whole-heartedly appreciated the farsightedness and  patience 
of Sri G.V.K. Rao, the Chief Secretary. The magnanimity of Sri B.S. 
Srikantaiah too deserves similar praise.

I had also met the then Inspector General of Police Sri C.V.S. Rao. 
That was a horrifying experience. Yet, I presented my case truthfully 
and boldly. I think I was finally successful in securing his good will.
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A trip to Bellary

I was desperate to share the UGC-communication regarding non-
availability of library grants with Sri K. Rama Bhat. He was in the Bellary 
prison and used to correspond with me regularly. Sri Bhat was learning 
Sanskrit from a fellow-prisoner Dr. Modak. Rama Bhat took upon 
himself the responsibility of  preparing tea for the MISA detainees. 
He also consoled     fellow-prisoners who were worried about their 
families. Sri Bhat was very optimistic and his enthusiasm cheered 
others. Perhaps, in retrospection I feel that he would have continued to 
be in high spirits even if the Emergency were to continue indefinitely.

I set off to see Rama Bhat with the UGC letter in my pocket. I went 
to Bangalore and from there took a night bus to Bellary. It was about 
3.00 a.m. when I landed in Bellary. That indeed was my first trip to 
the place. My rich experience of travel came in handy. As I turned my 
watchful eyes round the place, I spotted Hotel Mayur. Guessed that it 
might have lodging facilities. I went to the Reception and was happy to 
see a youth at the counter ready to serve customers even at that odd 
hour. I was happy to learn that they served their customers round the 
clock. I checked in and the room boy showed the way to my room in the 
first floor. I had my forty winks before I was ready for the next ordeal.

It was not difficult to locate the prison which was housed adjacent 
to the Deputy Commissioner’s Office. It was not so easy to secure an 
interview with the inmates. There were many formalities to be gone 
through. I had first to write an application on a stamp paper seeking 
permission to meet Sri Bhat which had to be approved by the jailor. A 
police constable there readily  gauged that I was new to the place and 
offered to help. I paid him some money to get me the stamp paper. I 
was very kind to him and he in return was thankful. He guided me to 

complete the formalities and produced me before Sri Jaware Gowda, 
the Jailor.

Sri Rama Bhat had given up smoking but had developed a liking for 
pan. Knowing this, I had taken with me a bundle of fresh beetle leaves 
and some areca nuts.

Within minutes of the Jailor’s permission, Sri Bhat came to meet 
me at the designated place. MISA detainees could be  interviewed only 
in the presence of the Jailor. That was the rule  prevailing then.

 It was a period of transition for our country. It seemed that all 
that we had suffered during the British Raj was repeated now during 
the Emergency. Generally, the MISA detainees were all educated, 
patriotic, idealistic and politically oriented people. And hence had 
special privileges unlike the other category of  prisoners. They were 
very disciplined and cultured. It was a new experience to the jail-staff 
who were used only to the criminals, ruffians and hooligans, to have 
this decent set of people. These political prisoners were all united and 
whenever they were deprived of the privileges to which they were 
entitled, they resorted to protests, complaints to the authorities. It 
was a strange experience to the jail-staff to attend to these political 
prisoners and their lawful demands!

After five minutes of the interview, Sri Jaware Gowda told me “You 
may talk to Sri Bhat in peace. I don’t have to be here,” and he went out. 
I was surprised at this rare gesture. It indeed reflected the awakened 
conscience of a true Indian who realised the depth and seriousness of 
the whole national scene of the day.

I had gone to Bellary on a Monday. Every Wednesday the MISA 
detainees were taken for a Medical Check up at the Bellary Medical 
College in the police Van. They used to arrive at the hospital around 
9.00 a.m. And the check up was done up to 1.00 p.m. I had lots 
to discuss and share with Sri Bhat. We  decided to meet again on 
Wednesday at the Medical College.

I had ample time at my disposal. So I decided to visit Smt. Gayatri 
- Rama Bhat’s brother’s daughter. Her husband was a dentist at Hospet. 
I paid them a courtesy visit and returned to Bellary the same evening 
and chalked out my plan for the next day.

I wanted to visit Mantralaya of Sri Guru Raghavendra Swamy to 
lighten my burden. I sat on the banks of river Tunga and reflected on 
the dilemma facing us. I offered my prayers at the feet of Raghavendra 
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Swamy and sought His blessings. I stayed that night there and next 
morning was at the Ballary  Medical College in time to meet Sri Bhat.

At about 9.00 or 9.30 a.m. the police Van arrived and in it Sri Bhat 
too. I was waiting at the hospital Reception Counter. Sri Mohan Shenoy 
of West Coast Paper Mills was admitted to the hospital. We visited him. 
Dr. V.S. Bhat of Sakleshapur was also there at the hospital. The police 
were keeping watch over the entire area. We managed to sit in a safe 
place to discuss the problem of library grants and other matters. Both of 
us are  optimists and hoped that sunshine was not very far from us. We 
vowed that so long as Sri Rama Bhat was the College  Correspondent 
and Prof. M.S. Appa its Principal, we would proceed with the plan for 
the Library only with the UGC grants and not otherwise.

The Tyrannical days

There was some kind of a change in the college campus and 
administration. Superficially things remained much the same, yet a 
feeling of heaviness and distrust prevailed which didn’t go  unnoticed by 
a sensitive mind. I had learnt to live by making  constant compromises, 
rather inevitably. A dairy farm came into being in the campus with 40 
well-bred cows and along with it, the family of a cowherd from Mysore 
moved in. My hands were tied and I didn’t know how things fall in their 
places without a working co-ordination among people who mattered!

I was reluctant to jump at conclusions or actions. Patience and 
peace were the key words that guided me during those days. Sincere 
staff, 45 acres of campus, and an institution built on the foundation of 
selfless service formed the focus of my attention. Whenever I thought 
of taking any action or admistrative  decisions, I was aware that if I 
took a wrong step the whole edifice would come tumbling down, and 
I alone would be morally responsible to such a casualty against which 
I had to constantly guard myself. Mischief-mongers were busy making 
allegations and spreading rumors that the Management of the college 
should be taken over by a private club. I stopped going to town and was 
busy safeguarding the interest of my college to the best of my ability.

“There is a limit to everything even for madness,” some wiseman 
had rightly pointed out. I was no exception. My  patience was put 
to hard tests by one of the members of the College Council and our 
mutual relationship turned bitter and hostile. This bitterness was my 
daily cup of hamlock. Nevertheless, I was not discouraged.

There was a painful accusation that I had misappropriated funds 
of the Free Midday Meal Scheme - a scheme which I only had initiated 
and nurtured. So an Enquiry Committee was formed under the 
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chairmanship of late Sri B. Hanumantha Bhat. The Committee found 
the accusation groundless, yet there was enough jealousy to last a life 
time. This incident pained me much but I swallowed the insult and 
injury it caused. It also became a subject of gossip in the town. What 
future the college could have if its own Governing Council members 
didn’t trust its  administration?

I called this ‘Friend’ of mine aside and told him, “You shouldn’t 
have done this. If you don’t like me as the principal of this college, 
please say so. I’ll resign from the post this very minute and be off.” On 
the one side, I had to face the pressures of the Emergency, and on the 
other, this kind of backbiting!

The mother of Sri P. Ramachandra Bhat was seriously ill.  Sri Bhat 
was in the Gulbarga jail and the mother very much desired to see the 
son. So we got the doctor’s certificate which was  testified by the local 
authorities and on production of the same, Sri Bhat was released on 
parole. We met at the College. I explained everything to him. But he 
was also equally helpless, except  sympathising with me there wasn’t 
much he could do. In a way, we were all helpless in that situation. But 
I must sincerely thank the late Sri Hanumantha Bhat from the bottom 
of my heart,  because he trusted me. He understood my commitment 
to the college and helped me in every way to pool resourses for the 
Decennial Souvenir. He took me in his own car to Mangalore and our 
trip yielded a clean Rs.6,000/- for the college. During Emergency, I 
remember to have travelled in his car to Bangalore to get the grants 
sanctioned. I think we understood each other well. I can’t really gauge 
the depth of his love and concern for the College.

At Delhi

We were trying hard for the UGC grants. My friend   Sri N.K. Dixit 
was the Deputy Advisor to the Planning Commission.  I used to put up 
at his residence whenever I happened to be in Delhi. Another close 
friend of mine who extended similar  hospitality was Sri H. Gururaja 
Rao who was at that time the Principal of Delhi Kannada School.

I must gratefully remember the help of these two gentlemen 
extended to the college. I must confess that most of my  achievements 
were successfully accomplished because of my lobbying. Sri N.K. Dixit 
could contact any officer of the Govt. just over the phone and put in a 
word in my favour. Similarly  Sr. H. Gururaja Rao had the advantage of 
the goodwill of the Vice-President’s Secretariat.

On June 25th I was in Delhi in connection with the Yoga 
Symposium organised by the Vivekananda Centre of Kanya Kumari at 
the Bharatiya Vidya Bhavan. I used this opportunity to meet the Vice-
President and UGC officials.

Through Prof. M.P.L. Shastry, I got a letter of introduction to Sri 
B.D. Jatti, the Honourable Vice-President of India. Another close friend 
of mine, Sri K.B. Shanmugappa, who was then the Senate Member of 
Bangalore University, helped me get a letter of introduction from his 
Vice-Chancellor Dr. H.N. to the UGC Chairman Prof. Satishchandra.

I met Prof. Satishchandra in the forenoon of 11.6.75 at his UGC 
Office and same day at 4.30 in the evening I met the      Vice-President 
at Room No.6, Maulana Azad Road.

What a strange co-incidence! When I was waiting to see the Vice-
President, Dr. G.V.K. Rao, the Chief Secretary, Govt. of Karnataka had 
also come there to meet the Vice-President. That marked the beginning 
of our acquaintance which stood me in good stead as explained earlier.
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 I became the member of Indian Universities Association for 
Continuing Education: Thanks to the goodwill of Sr. Hedwige, at 
the very first meeting of the Association, I was selected to be on its 
Executive Council. My association with this organisation helped me win 
many friends who were holding key posts at the UGC.

I attended the Annual Conferences of the Association held 
at Chandighad, Pune, Gujarath, and so on. I particularly recall my 
participation at the 38th World Education Fellowship Conference held 
at Bombay because Mr. Stephenson of England and the Australian 
delegates paid a visit to Vivekananda College and warmly appreciated 
our efforts at a rural college. I must make a mention here of the long-
standing need for a proper Guest House at the college. So far, the CPCRI 
Guest House at Vittal, a nearby village is catering to our needs. I thank 
the officers of CPCRI for extending their co-operation in this regard.

Indeed, the growth of any Institution is always gradual and it is an 
ongoing process. Every person at the helm of affairs  contributes to the 
development of an Institution. Due credit and recognition is given to 
everyone’s efforts. I am happy that for two decades I did my bit for the 
development of this college.

Fight for a Scholarship

Kum. Ratnavathy, daughter of Kanavu Narasimha Bhat, was 
granted Kannada scholarship by the University of Mysore and 
the college received communication to this effect. But due to an 
inadvertent delay in pursuing the matter at our end, the  University 
refused to release the scholarship saying that the money was not 
claimed during the financial year in which it was sanctioned. I felt bad, 
that due to a lapse on our side, the bonafide student was denied the 
scholarship. It was unfortunate, but the fact that the responsibility 
was on us made me lose my sleep for many nights. Hence it became 
my obsession to get the  scholarship released somehow. Soon I had 
an occasion to meet Prof. D. Javare Gowda, the Vice-Chancellor of the 
University. I had taken all documents and our pile of correspondence 
regarding the matter. I impressed on the Vice-Chancellor that the case 
deserved special consideration as it was also a Kannada scholarship. 
Prof. Gowda was more than convinced and issued an order releasing 
the scholarship without any delay. I felt greatly relieved and  extremely 
happy that my sincere effort yielded results.

Kum. Ratnavathy had given up hopes of receiving the  scholarship. 
I sent for her and conveyed the good news. She was deeply touched 
and made a request to me, “Sir, I have decided to donate half the 
money to your free mid-day meal programme. My parents too have 
consented to this.” I was speechless at this gesture of the student.

Though young in age, how higher our students think! I am more 
than convinced that the future of India is safe in such hands.
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A case for Padekallu Vishnu Bhat

Padekal Vishnu Bhat was our student. His was a tale of  continuous 
fight against odds of all sorts. His economic problems were a constant 
deterrent. Yet, Vishnu Bhat steadfastly fought his way up. I was deeply 
impressed by his perseverance, dedication and honesty.

After completing his 1st BA., Vishnu Bhat decided to continue his 
studies through correspondence course and he had explained to me 
his compulsions behind such a decision. I had assured him of all help 
and encouragement from my side. I was pleasantly surprised when I 
learnt that Vishnu Bhat had passed in first class in spite of the Distance 
Education Programme.

Vishnu Bhat decided to join the college again for his final B.A., 
degree course. When he expressed this desire, I welcomed him 
wholeheartedly. Vishnu Bhat passed his B.A., degree with Kannada 
Major in first class, once again.

Later, Vishnu Bhat joined M.A., degree course at Mangalagangotri, 
Konaje under Prof. S.V. Parameshwara Bhat. By his diligent study, Vishnu 
Bhat topped the class securing six gold medals. The convocation was 
held at Crawford Hall, Mysore. Dr. Kota Shivarama Karanth delivered 
the Convocation Address. Vishnu Bhat dressed in traditional dhoti and               
half-sleeved white shirt, was the centre of everybody’s attention when 
he came to receive his six Gold Medals. His simplicity and modesty was 
well appreciated and the Crawford Hall resounded with applause.

That year the Gold price had soared sky high and the interest 
accrued on the Endowment was far below the cost of medals because 
of which the University hadn’t ordered for the gold  medals. Instead, 
the University proposed to the winners that if they were ready to pay 
the difference amount, the University would take up the responsibility 

of delivering the medals. This led to what seemed to be an endless 
conflict between the University authorities and the medalists. Hence 
there was an impasse with regard to the medals. There was an endless 
pile of  correspondence and even lawyer's notice was also served on 
the University. Vishnu Bhat was so annoyed at the callousness of the 
University that he decided to move the court. I was not happy with the 
whole situation and decided to intervene.

Dr. K.S. Hegde was the Vice-Chancellor of the Mysore University 
at that time. He had high regards for Vivekananda College. We decided 
to end the dispute amicably. I convinced Vishnu Bhat that he shouldn’t 
take any drastic steps. After a few days, I received a registered parcel 
from the University. I was requested to hand over the six gold medals 
to Vushnu Bhat and the matter ended there.

Vishnu Bhat was appointed temporary lecturer in the Kannada 
Dept. of the College. Though he worked with us for    3-4 years, we could 
not confirm him in the post due to the Govt. policy on appointments 
and the Roster system. The Chief of the Interview Committee Sri A.R. 
Mitra, and the subject           expert-cum-Govt. Representative Sri H. 
C. Somashekarayya felt helpless and regretted their inability to select 
a most deserving candidate, constrained as they were, by the Rule of 
Law.

Here, I must record my appreciation of Vishnu Bhat’s  relentless 
efforts in attending countless interviews for the job including K.P.S.C. 
He never felt discouraged by his successive failures which really 
reflected the lopsided Govt. policy and not his incompetence in the 
least. Finally, Vishnu Bhat moved the court and the court directed the 
Govt. to appoint him. Consequently, Govt. sent him a letter saying, 
“You have been appointed. Your application is however missing. Send 
an application immediately.”

After a few stints as lecturer, currently Padekkallu Vishnu Bhat is 
now working as Principal of Hebri Govt College.  Whenever we meet, 
Vishnu Bhat says, “Sir, the job satisfaction I had at Vivekananda College 
is without a match.”

Vishnu Bhat is a born fighter. He welcomes challenging tasks 
and has done his bit in his field - he has researched into the works of 
Sediyapu Krishna Bhat. Associated himself with Tulu Lexicon project 
with Prof. K.S. Haridasa Bhat and Prof. U.P. Upadhyaya.
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The defeat of Dr. J.K. Irani

I must make a mention of one more incident at the University 
of Mysore. Dr. J.K.Irani was the Head of the Post-Graduate Dept. of 
Commerce at the University. He was acclaimed as a talented teacher 
and a scholar of Parsi. It was a delight to have a  conversation with Dr. 
Irani.

Around 1974, B.B.M. degree Course, a dream-child of Dr. Irani, 
was introduced in the curriculum. When the course was presented for 
approval at the Academic Council, I, as a member of the Council was 
witness to the warm appreciation it merited from all quarters. I was 
eager to implement the course at Vivekananda College, but I was new 
as Principal and the not-so-happy experience of starting the Kannada 
optional was still green in my memory. I adopted the policy of wait and 
watch. Hence, the B.B.M. course was started in 1976 at our College.

MGM and the PPC College of Udupi, along with the National 
College of Commerce at Shimoga, were the pioneers in starting the 
BBM course in 1974. I applied to the University seeking permission 
to start the course two years later. SDM  College had also applied for 
the same. We got the permission simultaneously. The course gained 
popularity soon.

Dr. Irani was fond of prescibing rather ambitious  qualifications for 
the teachers of B.B.M. course. Through the University, circulars were 
sent to the colleges with instructions to follow the guidelines strictly. 
However, the qualifications prescribed by Dr. Irani were so high, almost 
impossible to implement and hence impractical. Prof T. Krishna Rao, 
the then Principal of Sri Dharmastala Manjunatheshwera College, 
Mangalore, fiercely opposed this and Dr. Irani couldn’t succeed in his 
attempts.

After Prof. Krishna Rao’s retirement, Dr. Irani succeeded in getting 
the qualifications approved by the Syndicate as a  Regulation, and 
managed to get the same presented in the Senate as part of its Agenda 
for the next meeting.

As a member of the Senate I too received the invitation to attend 
the meeting. There were many hurdles and hence I  decided against 
attending the same. One night I received a phone call from Prof. K.S. 
Haridasa Bhat of  MGM College, Udupi. He urged me to attend the  
meeting saying that since Prof. Krishna Rao had retired, there would be 
no one to oppose Dr. Irani’s resolution and I should defend the interests 
of BBM course.

I was a little embarrassed. The great respect I have for Prof. K.S. 
Haridasa Bhat changed my decision. I resolved to attend the Senate 
meeting. But was I a match to the renowned Dr. J.K. Irani? He was 
an experienced educationist and had served at Karnataka University 
Dharwad before moving on to Mysore University. Indeed he was an 
honest and dedicated teacher. He was well versed in the intricacies 
of all the statutory bodies of the University and this, in particular, I 
was lacking. Yet, I decided to oppose Dr. Irani's resolution because I 
considered it profitable to be in the company of stalwarts in the field 
of education who were members of the Senate and it was indeed a 
privilege to hear them debate on issues concerning education. Hence, 
I thought that even if I were to be defeated it wouldn’t be so bad after 
all!

But I was at a loss to understand on what specific grounds I could 
oppose Dr. Irani's motion. Thought after thought came like waves and 
receded but I was still undecided. I glanced through. `Karnataka State 
Common Universities Act' and statutes relating to Rules of business 
of the Senate, the Academic Council, the Syndicate, the Faculties and 
the Finance Committee. I happened to read the following: Resolutions 
relating to Academic matters shall first be brought before the Academic 
Council and then, after discussion in the Academic Council, shall be 
brought before the Senate for approval. Eureka!! This chance discovery 
was nothing short of the Buddha’s Enlightenment! I was convinced that 
I would be able to deliver an impressive speech at the Senate.

As usual, I arrived at Modern Hindu Hotel in Mysore and retired 
for the night. Next morning I left for the Senate Hall. I was not sure 
whether I could sustain argument as I had my own doubts that 
somebody might have an equally valid point against mine. Yet, my 
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inner voice prompted me that I would win.  Sri P. Mallikarjunappa, the 
then Director of the Pre-University Education Board, had also served as 
Registrar of Mysore University for many years. I appealed to him that 
he should tacitly support me by remaining neutral. Sri Mallikarjunappa 
was a good soul and convinced as he was by my good intentions 
promised me that he would co-operate.

The meeting began. Some resolutions were moved. Dr. K.S. 
Hegde, the Vice-Chancellor was in the chair; Dr. P.S. Ramanujam was 
the Registrar. Dr. J.K. Irani got up to move his Resolution. Immediately 
I stood up from my seat and said,  “Esteemed Vice-Chancellor, I have 
a Point of Order.”

“What is your Point of Order?” asked the Vice-Chancellor.

“Page No...... Clause No... of the Common Universities Act says, 
matters pertaining to academic issues must first be brought before the 
Academic Council and then, after discussion in the Academic Council, 
shall be brought before the Senate. This issue cannot be discussed here 
at this meeting.” 

The Vice-Chancellor sought clarification from the Registrar and 
said, “Honorable Member’s Point of Order is sustained.”

“Next Resolution”

Dr. J.K. Irani went pale and I have no words to describe his 
disappointment, anger and frustration. Dr. Irani well merited pity from 
all.

Angara - The Postman

Postman Angara is a simple man of many virtues. He used to walk 
4-5 km barefoot to bring mail to the college from the main Post Office. 
There was no Post-Office at Nehru Nagar at that time. Living on his 
frugal means, Angara is known for his  promptness and punctuality.

He used to bring many Money Orders for the students, sent from 
distant places by their parents or guardians. There used to be a break 
of 10 minutes at the end of the second period during which students 
thronged the corridor to collect their M.O.s from Angara who never 
lost his patience and he knew his duty well.

One day, as usual, Angara came to the College and after 
distributing the M.O.s went back only to return, quite  unexpectedly, 
at 2.00 p.m. Angara came to my chamber weeping. He said, “Sir, one 
of the students has taken the M.O. of Rs.100/- twice. I came to know 
of this only when I returned to the post-office to give accounts of the 
day’s transactions. I suspect a particular student. The department 
might accuse me of misappropriation, and if so, I may be thrown out of 
my job. My wife and children will be deserted and I see no way out of 
this mess.” Angara was in a pitiable plight.

I was angry with the student who had cheated this simple man. At 
the same time, I felt sorry for Angara. My own father had served as a 
Branch Post-Master for many years and people appreciated his honesty 
and integrity. The postman “Mastan Sab” who worked with my father 
for a meagre Rs.7/- a month was very hard-working and sincere in his 
duty. My father used to get Rs.14/- p.m. I recalled this whole scene and 
naturally my sympathies were with Angara.

I immediately announced this mishap to all the students, and 
appealed to them saying that if every student contributed only ten 
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paise each, the postman Angara’s job would be safe. I am happy that 
my appeal didn’t fall on deaf ears. The money pooled thus was given 
to Angara. Meanwhile I had requested the Post-Master not to penalise 
Angara for this alleged lapse and promised him that the loss would be 
made good by the college.

This incident brought a new dimension to the college.

There always used to be some misunderstanding between the 
staff of the KSRTC, the postal department and the students. There 
were complaints and counter complaints on either side - both oral and 
written - which were a source of constant headache to me. I wanted to 
put an end to this somehow.

I consulted both the staff and students. We decided to  felicitate 
every year some personnel of both the KSRTC and the Postal Dept. at 
the Annual College Day Function. This not only resolved the tension 
between the two parties but also served as a bridge of friendship and 
mutual trust.

Why separate bus for women students?

 In my early days as Principal, many mischievous students used to 
test my patience! There were two city buses exclusively plying students 
from the city. There was one or the other problem every day. The buses 
were always overcrowded and there were very regular complaints of 
eve-teasing.

I had a cordial relationship with the staff of KSRTC. Sometimes 
I used to go over to the Depot to settle petty differences amicably. 
Banking on this goodwill, I requested the Depot Manager to arrange 
for a separate bus for the women students. He readily understood the 
seriousness of the situation and obliged. Many men students were 
surprised by this new arrangement. I was casually addressing the 
students of final B.A. One day, soon after this new arrangement came 
into force, Chi. Dinakara Rai a student of the final B.A., class asked, 
“Sir, when there is co-education in the college, why should there be a 
separate bus for the women students?”

“You’ll get an answer to this question when you are married. 
Come and meet me then, if you still haven’t got one. I’ll explain.”

Dinakara Rai is now with the Vijaya Bank. So also his wife. 
Whenever we meet, this incident comes to our mind and we have a 
hearty laugh.

Dinakara Rai has been instrumental in building up the Alumni 
Association of the College. I am happy that our Alumni have done 
wonderful work for the college. I wish that this Association would be 
further strengthened in the days to come. I strongly believe that an 
Institution's strength lies in its Alumni and  collective work always pay 
rich dividends.
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Fine Arts

Vivekananda College is located in a rural setting. All the students 
come from rural high schools and junior colleges. It wouldn’t be wrong 
if I say that our students weren’t polluted by the city life. Most of the 
students were average, if one goes by their marks in the qualifying 
exams. I believed that this is a 'College for Masses, Not for Classes.'

Yet, our students have secured one or two ranks at the  University 
exams but such glories were rare and far apart. However, on an 
average, our results were satisfactory but discipline is much above the 
expected level.

Consequently, we had given top priority to co-curricular  activities 
in the College. I must mention here a few of my  colleagues who 
have strived hard to motivate our students to  perform better in fine 
arts -- foremost among them is Sri K. Lakshminarayana Shanubog, 
Senior Librarian of our College who took initiative in the fields of 
Drama, Dance, Yakshagana, Talamaddale, Music and so on. My other 
colleagues too had their shares to contribute - Sri Amrita Someshwara, 
Dr. K. Vishnu,  Dr. H. Madhava Bhat, Sri R. Vedavyasa, Sri H.G. Sridhar,          
Sri V.G. Bhat, Sri Purandara Bhat, Sri U. Ramamohan Rao and Sri 
M.N. Chettiyar to name only a few. Sri Seetharama Shenoy, our office 
superintendent, was a co-artist and played ‘Jalataranga’ and won 
much applause. Many students benefited by this experiment of our 
in-training and hidden talents of the students in fine Arts. Some of the 
students who excelled are

Chi Puttur Narasimha Nayak - Music

Chi. Sashidhara Kote - Music

Chi Kuriya Ganapathy Bhat - Yakshagana

Chi Kodla Ganapathy Bhat - Yakshagana

Chi V. Ravindranath Bhat - Talamaddale

Chi. Sooryanarayana Bhat - Talamaddale

Chi. Mahabala Kalmadka - Talamaddale

P.T. Jayarama and Rajashekar have won many hearts in light Music, 
so also Venugopal Shanubog as a Violinist; Kumari M.T. Veena and Kum. 
Narayani have done very well in Carnatic Music.

I regret for any omissions of other deserving students. Blame it on 
my fading memory which is the common culprit among the members 
of my fraternity!

I think it was around 1974 that I came across Sri K.S. Shashidhar, 
the then Asst. Commissioner of Puttur. He belonged to the KAS 
cadre. Youthful, energetic and efficient officer that Sri Shashidhar 
was, upon his visit to the College, he became a good friend of mine. 
Shashidhar  was very much impressed by the campus atmosphere. He 
was enthusiastic that the Kannada Rajyotsava Day be celebrated with 
all grandeur and decorum. Many meetings were held to chalk out the 
programme. All the active members of our College were associated 
with this.           Sri A.V. Prasanna, the then Tahsildar, again of the KAS 
cadre, too joined the team. This gentleman had done a berief stint 
of lectureship in Kannada at MES College, my Alma Mater. Hence we 
struck a special chord of friendship.

The Kannada Rajyostava Day was celebrated with grand success. 
A kilometer long procession with tableaus depicting the rich cultural 
heritage of Karnataka was a special attraction.          If I remember it  
correctly, our tableau was on the theme of ‘Agriculture.’ My colleagues 
worked hard to bring out their best in this. Sri Vedavyasa was dressed 
as Sri M. Vishweshwarayya, the greatest engineer and statesman of 
Karnataka, Lingappa Gowda of the Botany Dept. along with some staff 
and students participated as ‘farmers’. Sri Lakshminarayana Shanubog 
was  in-charge of the whole tableau. Sri U. Ramamohan Rao and      Sri 
V.U. Kurian too co-operated in making it a success. All these people are 
gifted in their talents and I am proud of every one of them.

Many have appreciated the Yakshagana performance of 
our Student-troupe. I am grateful to Sri D. Veerendra Heggade of 
Dharmastala and Prof. K.S. Haridasa Bhat for inviting our  student-
troupe to perform at their places which indeed is a feather in our 
crown.
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Sri Jayakumar Anagol

Behind every achievement there is the guiding spirit of a man 
and the co-operation of his associates. I must gratefully  remember 
the guidance and help given by Sri Jayakumar Anagol IAS, the then 
Divisional Commissioner. It was Prof. K. Ramakrishna Udupa, Principal, 
Cauvery College, Gonikoppal, who suggested that I should meet Sri 
Anagol. Sri Udupa, after his retirement from Govt. College, assumed 
charge at Gonikoppal. He was an able administrator. I had the privilege 
of benefiting from his rich experience. As members of the University 
Affiliation Commission we travelled far and wide in Karnataka. These 
trips helped me to draw heavily from his wisdom and the benefit was 
all mine.

There was one particular problem which always bothered me. The 
solution seemed to be always cloudy.

 I have mentioned earlier that UGC grant was sanctioned for the 
construction of our library building. There was a clause  attached which 
states that whenever UGC releases grants for building construction, the 
concerned college must constitute a Building Committee. The college 
Principal, a representative of the Governing Council, an engineer along 
with a Local PWD Engineer shall be the members of such a Committee. 
So I wrote to the PWD Engineer. There was no reply. I sent reminders 
and made many phone calls but to no avail. I was asked to contact the 
Superintending Engineer at Mangalore. Here I was tossed again with 
the suggestion that only the Chief Engineer at Bangalore could grant 
the permission to the Local PWD Engineer to be on the Committee.

I was fed up with this endless correspondence. I brought this to 
the notice of Sri Anagol. I had to be in Mysore for paper  valuation. I 
informed of my itinerary at Mysore to Sri Anagol through a letter and 

requested him to contact me at the valuation centre at the Regional 
College of Education. On the second day, the Centre received a 
telephone message: “Divisional  Commissioner is available in the H.O. 
Prof. M.S. Appa is welcome to meet him at Jaladarshini within two days 
at his convenience with prior intimation to the P.A."

I met Sri Anagol the very next day. He listened to my entire 
problem very patiently. I also made a mention of the By-Pass  road 
joining the College to Uppinangadi Road at Padil and  submitted all the 
correspondence I had made with the PWD.

Sri Anagol promised me that he would get both the jobs done. I 
had great faith in him. Earlier, Sri Anagol had served as the Controller 
of Examinations in the University. He had great  respect and faith in 
educational Institutions. Sri Anagol was a man of high principles and 
integrity.

 He accepted an appeal from me in writing. Within three 
days of this, Sri Anagol paid us a surprise visit at the college on his 
way to Mangalore. On the spot, he ordered the PWD Engineer Sri 
Channabasavayya to start the By-pass road and issued a  Government 
Order to this effect.

By another Order, Sri Anagol put an end to all my tensions which 
incidentally benefited all the colleges in Karnataka. The order reads: 
“Whenever a college receives the construction grants from the UGC, 
the Local PWD engineer shall be a  member of the College UGC Building 
Committee without prejudice to his normal work.”

I gratefully mentioned the generosity of Sri Anagol at the next 
meeting of the Principals and sent them a copy of the Order for their 
reference.
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Development Projects
 

I am content that Puttur Education Society could purchase 2.60 
acres of land near Citygudde (10.10.1980) for just Rs.50,000/- We 
had our Ladies' Hostel for many years in this land. Now this land has 
become residential layout for the staff.

 Another adjacent plot of 80 cents was purchased for  Rs.50,000/- 
in public auction. Now there stands a post-office and an English 
Medium School in this land.

I always proposed in the Governing Council meetings that the 
Puttur Education Society should extend its activities to other rural 
areas and thus live up to the high ideals of its founders. The resourses 
of the college should be utilised in howsoever small measures, for such 
extension services. I strongly advocated that this service to society 
should be our aim. All decisions were taken after open discussions in 
the meetings. A consensus was not hard to come by, and the members 
had great faith and respect for  Sri K. Rama Bhat, our Correspondent. 
All differences of opinion were well tolerated and ended in consensus.

The first extension service of Puttur Education Society was sowing 
the seed for founding the Sri Rama High School at Kalladka. In 1982 a 
meeting was held at Kalladka. Late Sri Byndoor Ramamohan Rao was 
the president of Puttur  Education Society, Late Sri H. Sitarama Bhat was 
the Treasurer and Sri Panjigudde Ramachandra Bhat was its Secretary.

I proposed that the maiden contribution of Rs.10,000/- should 
be given to this project by the Puttur Education Society as a token of 
its initiative, guidance and help in founding the School. Later on, the 
local committee set up for this purpose should take over. Treasurer 
Seetarama Bhat opposed my idea, yet it was  accepted. Accordingly, a 
local Building Committee was constituted with Dr. K. Prabhakara Bhat 

as its correspondent.

The Sri Rama High School project was a success. Sri Devi High 
school at Punacha was the next project of Puttur Education Society. The 
local people extended full co-operation and this project too became a 
success. The entire responsibility of this project was shouldered by our 
Alumni Sri S. Rangamurthy Nayak. The project that followed is that of 
Sri Shanmukhadeva High School at Perlampady under the leadership 
of Dr. Subraya Bhat and Sri Vishnu Kedilaya. I am happy that all these 
three rural high schools are doing well.

 Vivekananda Polytechnic is the brain-child of Sri K. Rama Bhat. 
Though I didn’t take a fancy for this project, I didn’t oppose it either. 
This difference of opinion in the initial stages hasn’t strained our 
relationship. The project really required huge funds and as usual, this 
was Sri Rama Bhat's responsibility. Academic matters became my job 
and I am happy that I could do my bit for this project. I succeeded in 
convincing Dr. Satyanarayana Shetty, the then Director of Technical 
Education that the services of Sri A. Vishnu Bhat, the then Head of 
the Civil Engineering Section at the Mangalore Govt. Polytechnic 
should be spared and thus we could get Sri Vishnu Bhat as principal of 
Vivekananda  Polytechnic on deputation for three years.

I and Sri Rama Bhat jointly chose the present site for the building. 
Sri Rama Bhat worked day and night to mobilise funds for this building 
and indeed the credit should go to Sri Rama Bhat for his selfless service 
to the cause of education. His  organisational abilities and sincerity 
have won him many friends who  volunteered to associate themselves 
with Sri Bhat’s projects. In fact, my admiration for Sri K. Rama Bhat is 
beyond words.

With all the teething problems, Vivekananda Polytechnic took 
concrete shape under the able principalship of Sri Vishnu Bhat who is 
the epitome of simplicity and honesty. He happens to be the brother of 
Sri A.V. Narayan, Head of the Commerce Dept. of Vivekananda College.

Everyone knows how A.V. Narayan, a man of few words and high 
discipline, has cultivated an enviable personality. Before I took up the 
reins of the college, I had heard  how the students brought pressure 
on the Governing Council to retain A.V. Narayan here in the college 
while he was contemplating to give up teaching for a bank job. Sri P.R. 
Bantwal was instrumental in this, I am told.

After his term was over, for personal reasons, Sri Vishnu Bhat 
returned to his parent department at KPT, Mangalore. Now the 
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average age of teaching staff here does not exceed 28 or 29 years and 
Sri Gopinatha Shetty is its young principal. Sri Rangamurthy, the man 
behind the Sri Devi High School at Punacha is the Correspondent of 
Vivekananda Polytechnic.

The success of different projects of Puttur Education  Society has 
boosted our confidence and we are convinced that we are on the right 
track.

What next? I initiated the thought of starting a Law College. I 
discussed the project with Sri Rama Bhat. Within a few days the idea 
took momentum and the correspondence began with the concerned 
authorities. Local Inquiry Commission (L.I.C) of Mangalore University 
visited the campus twice. So also  members of the Bar Council of India 
and the representatives of the Karnataka Bar Council.

 All were impressed with the campus atmosphere and with the 
efforts of the Governing Council.

“Everything is fine we strongly recommend your case. But there is 
a technical hitch that is, a Law College can be sanctioned only if there is 
a Sessions Court in that place. The lack of this might tilt the scale against 
you,” said Sri Vishwanatha Shetty,  representative of the Karnataka 
Bar Council. But I argued, “Many of the practicing lawyers of Puttur 
appear in the Sessions Court at Mangalore which is only 50 kms away 
from Puttur. There are plenty of express buses plying between Puttur 
and Mangalore and it hardly takes fifty minutes to reach Mangalore. 
When this clause was included, probably the communication links had 
not developed at the current phase and hence it certainly merited a 
concession.”

 The Committee sanctioned the proposal to start Vivekananda 
Law College and the papers recommending the course were got typed 
in my chamber itself!

Puttur Education Society made steady progress. There was 
pressure to start an English Medium School. Sri Rama Bhat, prompted 
by the goodwill of his well-wishers, began working for one new project. 
Govt.’s policy with regard to English medium schools was strange! 
While ‘some’ got the permission very  easily, some others were 
denied! Finally, Sri Rama Bhat persued and succeeded in getting Govt.’s 
approval for our English medium school.

Four Acres of land
 

I have already mentioned that Puttur Education Society had 
bought 2.50 acres of land and another 80 cents lying adjacent to it in 
1980. 

I must mention here one more such sincere effort to buy the land 
around Oct. 1986. My colleague Sri R. Vedavyasa used to walk home 
from college every evening after work. He was  fascinated by one piece 
of land ideally located in Mura. To the west of this land stretched the 
Hassan Mangalore railway line and on the other side the Mangalore-
Mercara State Highway 17. Sri Vedavyasa felt that this piece of land 
would be very useful for the future expansion of the campus and 
always used to tell me so.

In the beginning I didn’t show much interest but owing to Sri 
Vedavyasa’s persistence I asked him to collect all the relevant details of 
the land, which he did promptly.

I discussed this with Sri K. Rama Bhat. He too showed  interest 
in the proposal and presented it before the Governing Council. 
Incidentally I met the owner of the land who was in Mangalore.

Sri Vedavyasa was planning to go on a trip to the Himalayas. 
Before he left, Vedavyasa came home and left a note for me in which he 
had urged me to take steps to buy the land. His  earnestness touched 
me deeply and I decided to proceed with my  efforts.

Sri Rama Bhat agreed to the proposal and the negotiations began. 
We needed Rs.2 lakhs; we were short of Rs.50,000/- We decided to 
borrow this money from Sri G.L. Acharya, he too agreed to lend. I 
accepted the responsibility of making the deal. I once again met the 
owner of the land at Mangalore. I requested him to visit the campus 
which he did. The owner was very happy with the developmental 
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activities of the college and he assured me that he would sell the land 
to us. In fact there were many buyers for this prime land, but none 
succeeded.

On 6.10.1986 this land was registered in the name of the Puttur 
Education Society. On his return from the Himalayas,     Sri Vedavyasa 
was overjoyed to learn that now the land belonged to us.

Later, due to the Land Reform Act we had some problems in 
this project. Sri Rama Bhat moved the court and finally  succeeded in 
getting the judgment favouring Puttur Education  Society. I am sure 
Rama Bhat might have fought the legal battle with such determination 
as though the land belonged to him! Such was his dedication! Anyway, 
the land now belongs to the Society absolutely. It would be certainly 
beneficial for us in the days to come.

We would have reaped rich benefits had we planted casurina, 
acacia, coconut palms, jack fruit trees or teak in this land the moment 
we bought it. I feel sad that this was not done. I consider this a serious 
set back in our plans for the future. I  always felt that for a sustainable 
development of any institution there has to be a well planned blue-
print which should take into consideration the future expansion 
plans. For achieving this  objective, somebody with a vision should be 
entrusted with the responsibility of drafting such a blue-print. Only a 
visionary of high integrity can guide and shape destiny of an Institution.

Here comes the Train

Those were the days of Emergency! Hassan-Mangalore Railway 
line was in progress. It was a great challenge to our technical expertise, 
hard work and perseverance to construct the railway track in the high 
terrains of the Western Ghats. There aren’t many similar projects in the 
history of the Railways in any part of the world.

One of the head offices of this great venture was located at 
Puttur. Sri Kasturi Rangan was the Chief Engineer at this  Centre. I 
was acquainted with him during the Decennial Celebrations of the 
College. Sri Rangan had inaugurated the Exhibition organised at that 
time. Many of my colleagues had the privilege, thanks to Sri Rangan’s 
courtesy to  travel in the Inspection Trolley along the Subrahmanya 
- Sakleshpur route which thrilled them immensely. The Inspectorate 
of Railways for safety decided to run a train between Mangalore and 
Puttur, on a trial basis, at the first phase and then extend it between 
Puttur and Subrahmanya, and later from Subrahmanya to Bangalore 
via Sakleshpur.

As per this plan, it was decided that the then Minister of  Railway 
Sri T.A. Pai would flag off the first train on its maiden run. The day was 
fixed for this event well in advance. Sri Kasturi Rangan was in-charge of 
all the arrangements. He obtained the necessary approval, funds and 
the ‘go ahead’ signal from his  superiors. One day Sri Rangan came to 
me with the details of his plan.

After the ceremonial flag off by the Minister, the train would 
start its maiden run. Many senior Railways officials, guests and other 
dignitaries would be traveling in the train. It was expected that the train 
would pull in at the Puttur station at half past one in the afternoon. At 
the station there would be a ceremonial  welcome of the train with 
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garlands and flowers. Sri Rangan thought it fit to halt the train for half 
an hour before its destination so that the guests could have lunch 
before they arrived in Puttur. He was on the look out for a proper 
place halfway along the railway line and he wanted my help in this. 
I readily agreed, and both of us started off to survey the appropriate 
place. I showed him a spot upon where stood the house of Sri K. 
Chandrashekara Prabhu which he approved with much appreciation. 
We  approached Sri Chandrashekar Prabhu through his elder brother 
Sri K. Mukunda Prabhu who was our well-wisher.                        Sri 
Chandrashekara Prabhu gave his consent and Sri Kasturi Rangan took 
steps to implement the plan. None knew of this package.

On the appointed day, the train came. I was invited to the 
programme. The train came to a halt near Sri Chandrashekara Prabhu’s 
residence. As planned earlier, all the guests were treated to lunch. 
Within half an hour, everybody boarded the train and soon it arrived at 
the Puttur Station. To our dismay, there wasn’t a single soul to accord 
any kind of welcome to the train excepting the Railway staff on duty. 
Well, the Railways didn’t lose anything by this. Later, the news reached 
me that it was rumoured that despite his knowledge that we awaited 
the train at the Puttur Station for a formal welcome, the Principal of 
Vivekananda College had used his influence to stop the train  midway 
and hosted lunch to the Minister and senior officials at the residence 
of a MISA  detainee. Hence they abandoned the welcome in protest.

 This news, I was told, was promptly conveyed to Smt. Indira 
Gandhi and Sri Devraj Urs the same day.

 I was indifferent and never responded to any such  provocations. 
The next day I discussed the matter with                Sri Kasturi Rangan. I 
was concerned that it might have its repurcussions on Sri Rangan but 
he waved any such apprehensions with his left hand and assured me 
that nothing of the sort would happen. I came home reassured.

Mangalore University

Mangalore University came into being around 1980. Prior to 
this there were many surveys, debates and studies on the need 
for a separate University to Dakshina Kannada district. Dr. D.V. Urs 
Committee and later Dr. V.K.R.V. Rao Committee had many sittings to 
make a feasibility study. All these efforts finally ended in founding this 
University. With that, we severed our ties from the Mysore University.

Dr. Sheik Ali, a renowned historian was appointed as its first Vice-
Chancellor. He was not new to me. We had developed good rapport 
during the Academic Council Meetings of the Mysore University.

Principals' Association of the D.K. Colleges had arranged a 
felicitation function to the new Vice-Chancellor at hotel Moti Mahal 
in Mangalore. Congratulating the Vice-Chancellor, I said, “As a 
renowned scholar and historian of repute, Dr. Sheik Ali is well-known in 
intellectual circles. Now he has to convince the public that he is equally 
well-versed in the intricacies of able  administration.”

Sri B. Shivanna took over as Controller of Examinations. Shivanna, 
as a former Co-ordinator of NSS at the Mysore  University, had 
developed cordial relationship with our Institution. Sri P.S. Madhyasta 
was our NSS officer at the College during the tenure of Shivanna, and 
Madhyastha’s discipline, enthusiasm and hardwork had impressed 
Shivanna immensely. Based on this,    Sri Shivanna approached me 
and proposed that if I agreed, he would recommend to the Vice-
Chancellor, Sri Madhyasta’s name to be the NSS Co-ordinator of the 
University. After consultations, I nodded in agreement and convinced 
the Governing Council to that effect. The Vice-Chancellor himself spoke 
to me and did Vivekananda College proud by appointing Sri Madhyasta.

In due course, Sri Surendra Rao, our faculty in the       History 
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Dept. obtained Ph.D. under the guidance of Dr. Sheik Ali. Dr. Surendra 
Rao subsequently left us to join the University.   Dr. Shafiulla, the next 
Vice-Chancellor, was a close friend of mine and a renowned Botanist. 
During his tenure as V.C., we lent the services of Sri M.M. Ganapathy, 
our faculty, to the University and Sri Ganapathy served the University 
as an able  Administrative Officer for 2-3 years.

All these, brought us closer to the University and I am happy that 
the cordial relationship continues to this day.

 Dr. M.I. Savadatti, the third Vice-Chancellor of the  University 
too had great regard for this College. When we celebrated the Silver 
Jubilee of the College which coincided with the Diamond Jubilee of the 
Puttur Education Society, Dr. Savadatti, Sri D. Veerendra Heggade of 
Dharmasthala and Justice V.R. Krishna Iyer, Retd. Judge of the Supreme 
Court of India participated in the inaugural and wholeheartedly 
commended the tradition that sustains our developments at the 
campus. I thank this ‘Trinity’ from the bottom of my heart on behalf 
of the Governing Council, parents, students and the public of Puttur. 

I also gratefully recall the goodwill gestures of Dr. D. Javare 
Gowda, Dr. D.V. Urs and Dr. K.S. Hegde - all former   Vice-Chancellors of 
the Mysore University. Their guidance and co-operation will always be 
remembered with gratitude.

Kanara Stock Exchange

Dakshina Kannada district is the home-town of Banking  Industry. 
So also the Hotel Industry has brought fame to this  district; yet, 
industrialization is lacking. Among the recent  developments, the 
Mangalore-Hasana Railway line, Kudremukh Iron ore Company & 
Konkan Railway are worth mentioning. These developments created 
the conducive environment required for the founding of Kanara  Stock 
Exchange.

By 1982, my only son Chi. Ravi became a B.Com graduate. I 
had plans to be in the stocks and shares trade, but due to my other 
commitments I couldn't do so. Hence I proposed to my son that after 
getting properly trained, he should get into this trade, for which he 
agreed.

 When I was at M.E.S. College, I had the privilege of getting 
acquainted with Sri H.C. Nagabhushan, the founder of both Vijay & 
Company of Bangalore and the Bangalore Stock  Exchange. I used to 
avail his guidance for making small investments in stocks and shares. 
I still hold the Unit Trust certificates which I bought through him way 
back in 1967. I often used to discuss with Sri Nagabhushana how 
the salaried people, the middle class could make prudent savings in 
stocks and shares to get regular additional incomes. These discussions 
invariably helped me to make my own investment related decisions.

My son Chi. Ravi joined the Company of Sri Nagabhushan for 
training. He worked there for two years. At that time,     Sri Nagabhushan 
accompanied by his wife and the families of his two other friends/
partners came to D.K. on a pilgrimage. I  undertook the responsibility 
of chalking out their itinerary. They visited Sri Kukke Subrahmanya, 
Sri Dharmasthala, Kateel, Udupi, Kumbhashi, Hattiyangadi and Kollur. 
They also paid us a visit to the college campus.
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Sri Nagabhushan is a visionary and nothing escaped his  
scrutinizing attention. The team visited Sringeri and from there they 
planned to return to Bangalore. Sri Nagabhushan told me, “This district 
needs a Stock Exchange. I am confident that you can make this a reality. 
Start working with this objective in mind right from today. God willing, 
success will be yours.”

 I couldn’t believe my ears! I said “Sir, no doubt, I have taught this 
subject, lectured on it for years and also written many articles, but as 
to the real experience, I have none. If you promise to guide and help 
me, I shall undertake this responsibility.”

Thus began my quest, search, efforts, discussions, debates and 
tours to make this dream of founding the Stock Exchange a reality. As 
usual, I put forward this proposal to Sri K. Rama Bhat and sought his 
co-operation. I convinced him that if I succeed in my efforts the entire 
credit would go to Vivekananda College.

I knew how difficult this task was. I also knew that I needed every 
co-operation from my college, especially the use of  telephone. I 
obtained Sri Rama Bhat’s consent for all this.

I began collecting all available information and literature on 
Stock Exchanges. Often I used to be in Bangalore for consulting Sri 
Nagabhushan in this regard. Along with this, I needed to build up a 
team of likeminded people of honesty and integrity to carry out the 
Herculean task of founding a Stock Exchange.

Mangalore University had become functional by this time and 
I was an active member on its statutory bodies like the  Academic 
Council, the Senate and the Syndicate.

During my interactions with the various people in these  Bodies, 
I identified Sri P. Madhava Rao, a well-known senior  advocate of 
Mangalore and Prof. M.A. Ramachandra Rao, the Retired Principal with 
whom I had good vibes.

I visited these two gentlemen at their residence and  explained 
to them my plans for the Stock Exchange. Trusting my sincerity both 
agreed to join me.

Sri Pyloor Lakshminarayana Rao whom I had known a  veteran in 
the co-operative field offered his support. Similarly,    Sri K. Purandhara 
Bhat, brother of Sri K. Rama Bhat extended his support. I strongly 
believed that there should be a lady representative in our venture, and 
Smt. Sharada Achar joined us.

 Prof. Ramachandra Rao proposed that Sri S. Narayana Rao of 
Udaya Printers and Sri Santosh Kumar Kadri of M.C.F. join us which they 
did consequently. Sri Santosh Kumar Kadri was a Senate Member and 
was active in Scout Movement.   I knew him in both these capacities.

One more member Sri Subodha Kumar Chatterji an   acquaintance 
of Sri Nagabhushana, joined the team. Excepting Sri Chatterji who was 
in this trade at Hubli rest of the members were very new to this trade.

I had already spotted Chi. Jnanadeva Kamath as an able youngster 
suited to this job. I met his father Sri B.R. Kamath many times to spare 
Jnanadev for this job. He didn’t readily agree, but my persistance 
prevailed and he consented.

Sri B.R. Kamath was aware of the probable pitfalls of this trade 
if things didn’t work the way they should. He was fully conscious of 
the damages and losses both personal and financial - one might suffer 
in the bargain. Sri Kamath had worked long years for General Motor 
Company in Bombay.

I used to work day and night and travel to Mangalore at least 
twice a week. Excepting myself and Sri Chatterji, others were local 
people. So we two needed a local address which in my case was “C/o 
Sri P. Madhava Rao, Bunts Hostel Rd, Mangalore 575003” and for Sri 
Chatterji,” C/o Santosh Kumar Kadri.”

I am especially thankful to the proprietor and staff of Hotel 
Woodlands for extending hospitality and providing  accommodation 
free of cost for all our meetings in the initial stages of our efforts. I 
believe this is a gesture of showing respect to the  personal traits of 
every member of the team and the dedicated, selfless services they 
were brining in to the common good.

Our first objective was to found the Kanara Stock Exchange Ltd. 
This required the drafting of Memorandum and Articles of Association 
which we did under the guidance of Sri P. Madhava Rao. The company 
had to be registered at the Office of the Registar of Companies at 
Bangalore. It fell on me to do the  needful in this regard.

I realised the enormity of the task only when I put my hands into 
it and at times I regretted my decision to accept it. I also heard that 
some people already into the trade spoke ill of me and my ventures 
and prophesied that founding the Stock Exchange was not exactly my 
cup of tea. I never bothered nor was I  deterred by such harsh criticism. 
But I feel they triggered my spirit of perseverance and the team began 
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working with renewed vigour. Sri Raghunatha Rao of Shobha Power 
Press, Puttur did an excellent job in getting the documents printed for 
submission to the Registrar of Companies. Artist Sri Ramaprasad, on 
my  suggestion, designed an Emblem free of cost. I thank him warmly.

I visited the residence of every promoter for obtaining their 
signatures on the documents and I remember getting the  signatures 
of Sri Pyloor Lakshminarayana Rao and Sri Narayana Rao of Udaya 
Printers just before I boarded the bus to Bangalore.

Well-known Chartered Accountants - G. Lakshmipathayya & Co., 
of Bangalore helpled me in the incorporation and  registering the firm. 
We were all happy when this first job was  successfully accomplished. 
But until and unless the Central Govt. O.Kayed our project - which was 
by no means easy - we knew that our efforts wouldn’t receive due 
recognition. So we began working in that direction.

A Tale of perseverance

Kanara Stock Exchange was an organisation that gave a new 
dimension to D.K. All the people who actively involved themselves 
in founding it, including the promoters, realising its potential, co-
operated whole-heartedly. Without the Central Govt.'s approval, our 
efforts couldn’t take off in a big way. Among the member promoters, 
none was economicaly sound enough and none had political influence 
to bank upon either. So the following resolutions were adopted at one 
of the Committee meetings.

1. To modify the existing Memorandum and Articles of  Association 
to accommodate two more directors on the Board

2. To appoint Sri V. Srinivasa Kudva, S/o late Sri V.S. Kudva who 
founded the famous C.P.C. Company and the Canara  Workshop and Sri 
Sitaram, Proprietor of J.V. Sons and the director of Vijaya Bank, as the 
new directors.

The reasons behind these resolutions were: Sri Sriniva Kudva’s 
rich experience as an industrialist would benefit us and Sri Sitaram 
was close to the then Deputy Minister of Finance at the Centre Sri 
Janardhana Poojary who would help us in our  future dealings with the 
Central Govt.

It required sometime to implement these decisions and till 
then Prof. M.A. Ramachandra Rao would continue as the  President 
of Kanara Stock Exchange. I had politely declined this offer earlier 
saying that Sri Ramachandra Rao was a senior  educationist who truly 
deserved that honour.

We were in regular correspondence with the Finance  Ministry’s 
Department of Economic Affairs, Stock Exchange  Division. I had 
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written many letters to Sri Janardhana Poojary both in my personal 
capacity and as the Secretary of Kanara Stock Exchange. Further, I 
managed to bring pressure on the concerned at  Delhi through my 
friend Sri N.K. Dixit who was working as the Deputy Advisor to the 
Planning Commission. As a result of all these, we were moving in the 
direction of gaining success for our dream project.

We decided to contact Sri Srinivasa Kudva. We fixed an  
appointment with Sri Kudva and four of us Prof. Ramachandra Rao 
(President). Sri P. Madhava Rao (Vice-President), myself (Secretary) and 
Sri K. Purandhara Bhat (Director) along with Pyloor Lakshminarayana 
Rao met Sri Kuduva at Canara  Workshop and briefed him about our 
efforts right from the inception till date. Sri Kudva was very pleased 
with our sincere efforts and appreciated us. He said, “Look here, in fact 
I and Sri Raghavendra Rao had thought about the Stock Exchange on 
many occasions but didn’t know how to go about it. If your efforts are 
in the right direction, I will be very happy to associate myself with you.”

We placed our resolutions before him and unanimously  decided 
that soon after the necessary amendments, Sri Srinivasa Kudva shall 
be the president.

We also met Sri Sitaram and got his consent.

Meanwhile the Govt. started replying to our letters asking some 
clarifications here and there and sometimes directing us to furnish 
some more information. For all purposes, our Regd.  Office was 
“Pushpa Vihar,” Bunts’ Hostel Rd, Mangalore - 3”

One day we received a questionnaire from the Finance  Ministry 
with 50 questions - why D.K. needs a Stock Exchange? Furnish details 
of investment done here during the past five years, etc. There was not 
much time left. The questionnaire had to be returned immediately duly 
filled with supporting documents. It was a difficult assignment indeed.

I sought the help of my Mentor Sri P. Madhava Rao as many of 
the questions pertained to the Company Law and Securities Contract 
Regulation. On a Sunday, both of us set to tackle the questionnaire in 
the residence of Sri P. Madhava Rao. I came to know Sri Rao’s expert 
knowledge of legal matters, his ability for close scrutiny, patience and 
sincerity, all at one go. His wife, Smt. Sitaratna is an excellent host 
and she strongly reminded me of my own mother whom I had lost 
very early in life. By 6.30 in the evening we almost completed the 
questionnaire and after a final check up, the documents were mailed 
to the Ministry the next day.

Soon we received a telegram from Delhi: “President, Kanara Stock 
Exchange to meet the Controller of Capital Issues in Delhi on.... for a 
discussion” Sd/- Paul Joseph.

I was  given this message over phone at Puttur. When the Board 
met, it was resolved that Prof. M.S. Appa shall  accompany, Prof. 
Ramachandra Rao to Delhi.

There was no time to be lost. We had to hurry. All Delhi flights 
were booked. I contacted my Bangalore friends and  requested them 
to book two seats in K.K. Express. Sri Chellaiah my friend promised me 
just that.

We traveled to Bangalore by KSDTC bus. Our train was scheduled 
to leave at 4.30 p.m. We could get confirmation in Emergency Quota 
only at 4.00 p.m. We stayed at Hotel Cauvary, very near to the Railway 
Station and hence there was no tension to reach the station on time.

We reached Delhi safe. The very next day we were  scheduled to 
meet Sri D.R. Mehta, the Controller of Capital Issues.

In Delhi we had put up at the Youth Hostel at Chanakyapuri: 
It just cost us Rs.10/- a day for lodging. For the same  convenience, 
we should have paid at least Rs.500-600 elsewhere. Sri Padaki, the 
Superintendent of the Delhi Youth Hostel was from Mysore and he 
helped fellow Kannadigas in the Capital. Since I knew Delhi very well, I 
didn’t have any difficulty reaching the North Block.

At the appointed hour we were at the chamber of Sri D.R. Mehta. 
The discussion began with the fundamental question why we needed 
a Stock Exchange at Mangalore. There was a coincidence. I chanced 
upon an article published in “India Today” which my co-passenger Col. 
Sooryanarayana was carrying. I had requested him to lend me that 
copy which he did. I could use the statistics etc. published in that article 
to support our claim. Sri Mehta seemed to have been convinced.

Sri Janardhana Poojary’s Chamber was right in front.  I thought 
of meeting him. Sri Rao didn’t like it. Finally, he had to yield. We had 
difficulty in getting an appointment from the  Minister’s P.A. Sri Kukreja. 
He simply wouldn’t let us in. Frustrated I told him, “Look here, please 
give this visiting card to Sri Poojary. We are from his Constituency. If he 
refuses to meet us, we will not bother you.” In no time we were with 
Sri Poojary in his spacious Chamber. We briefed him regarding our visit 
and so on. Sri Poojary was aware of our efforts. After a few minutes 
of discussion, he sent for Sri Mehta and told him to expedite our 
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business. Sri Mehta was an experienced senior ICS Officer. He assured 
the Minister that after careful consideration of all  matters, he would 
recommend it to the Finance Ministry.

While we were in the midst of this discussion, Sri Poojary spoke 
lightly of Vivekananda College. My self-respect didn’t  allow me to 
ignore his remarks. I opposed it strongly and convinced the Minister 
that at that moment such remarks were totally uncalled for. Sensing 
my mood, Sri Poojary changed his stance.

  I believe, after our Delhi trip, the Ministry started processing 
our files pretty fast. In one letter we were instructed to apply for 
approval of Kanara Stock Exchange as per the provisions laid down in 
the Securities Contract Regulation Act. This was easier said than done. 
With great difficulty, I secured Copy of the Act from the Delhi Institute 
of Chartered Accountants of India.

Sri P. Madhava Rao, Prof M.A. Ramachandra Rao and  myself 
applied ourselves to the task of preparing the documents. We were 
required to pay certain amount at the State Bank of India and the 
challan had to be enclosed to the documents before dispatching it to 
Delhi.

Much water had flown down the Nethravathy since the days 
of promulgating the Act. There were many changes since the 
nationalisation of Banks in 1969. I had a hard time arguing with the 
Manager of SBI, before the amount could be paid at the counter.

 I gratefully remember the co-operation of Prof. M.A. Ramachandra 
Rao who was with me until the documents were mailed through the 
Hampankatta Post-office. It would take me another ten pages or more 
if I were to narrate the whole  adventure in detail. Suffice it to say that 
the task was accomplished after all!

Our Regd. office was now shifted to a small room at Udupi Krishna 
Bhavan. My son’s new office was also situated there. He had started 
business as a stock and share Broker in the name of `Vijaya Shares & 
Investments.'

After incorporation of the Stock Exchange, some persons were 
given the membership. Transactions were at a very low key. Some 
stalwarts had already become members. Many were watching our 
activities from a distance. Meanwhile, our  Constitution was amended 
and Sri Srinivasa Kudva and Sri Sitaram had joined us.

The Dynamism of the new President

Sri Srinivasa Kudva was made the President. Sri P. Mdhava Rao 
continued as the Vice-President. With Sri Kudva assuming the charge, 
the Stock Exchange experienced his electrifying touch of dynamism. 
The Administrative office of the Exchange was shifted to the Canara 
Foundation Building located at Maidan Cross Rd. The Finance Ministry 
also began to answer our  correspondence promptly. There were all 
signs of the Central Govt. granting recognition to the Exchange.

Once again the President received an invitation from the Ministry 
for holding consultations. This time Sri Kudva went to Delhi alone. The 
Finance Ministry offered all assistance to the President in setting right 
the defects in our earlier application for recognition of the Exchange 
and the President was also asked to furnish a fresh DD for Rs. 500/- 
while the previously sent DD was returned promptly. The Finance 
Ministry treated our  President with due respect with an assurance that 
Govt. would grant the much awaited recognition soon.

Immediately, after his return from Delhi, Sri Kudva  conveyed this 
good news to us all and there was a press conference as well. The news 
began to spread rapidly.

Applications for membership started flowing in. Many  aspirants 
began paying visits to the residences of the directors. Even from 
Bombay some Brokers came flying to Mangalore, stayed at Hotel Moti 
Mahal and then gatecrashed at my residence too! The Bombay Share 
Brokers knew what Stock Exchange means!

When I pleaded with some to join me in this venture in the 
initial stages, many didn’t take me seriously, a few had laughed at my 
audacity, some others simply ignored my pleas! But I  maintained my 
balance. Sri H.C. Nagabhushan had trained me to face such exigencies 
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and more with equanimity! He told, “When Govt.’s approval is just on 
the way, there is already such  excitement, wait till you get one and see 
for yourself how money flows afterwards.”

We were hoping that if we get the formal approval on Gandhi 
Jayanthi Day - 2.10.1984 - the same day the inaugural ceremony would 
be held. We had informed Sri Poojary of our intentions.

In September 1984 we received a telegram: “The Central Govt. 
has approved your Exchange. You may proceed with the arrangements 
for the inaugural function.”

We had to do everything in a hurry. Time was running out. We 
reserved the SCDCC Auditorium for the function. We  decided that 
the then President of the Kanara Chamber of  Commerce would be 
the Chief Guest and Sri Janardhana Poojary would inaugurate the 
Exchange. Invitations were printed. I wanted to release the news in 
a press conference at Bangalore; the handouts to be given to the 
press reporters were ready. I was sharing this happy news with Sri H. 
C. Nagabhushan and I was called to the phone in the middle of our 
conversation. The  message was shocking: “Due to some technical 
reasons, Sri Poojary wouldn’t be able to participate in the inaugural 
function. Postpone the function.” Sri P. Madhava Rao from Mangalore 
was on the line. The message poured cold water to our heightened 
enthusiasm.

A few days later, we were again in the same high spirits. This was 
possible because every one of us considered it a mega event and had 
worked day and night to see the Exchange come into being. At last 
our selfless service and single-minded devotion paid rich dividends. 
The Central Govt. granted approval for the Exchange which was duly 
notified in the Special Gazette and the Kanara Stock Exchange came 
into existence as the second  Exchange (the first being, Bangalore Stock 
Exchange) in Karnataka in September 1985.

This time the inaugural was held on 9.9.1985 at the   Auditorium 
of the Corporation Bank H.O. at Pandeshwar.  Sri Y.S. Hegde, the then 
Chairman of the Corporation Bank, was full of appreciation for our 
efforts and spared his Auditorium for the inaugural as a goodwill 
gesture totally free of cost.

Sri Janardhana Poojary, the Deputy Minister of Finance  formally 
inaugurated the Exchange. Sri V. Srinivasa Kudva presided over the 
function. Sri Paul Joseph, Deputy Director, Dept. of Economic Affairs, 
Stock Exchange Division, Ministry of Finance, Govt. Of India, New 

Delhi, came as central observer.

 The function went on very well as planned and Sri Poojary was all 
praise for me and my team. His wholehearted  commendation of our 
efforts was not without its merits.

Probably, this was the first Stock Exchange in the world to have 
been founded by people who themselves were not share brokers.

Excepting Bombay (Maharashtra), no other State could boast of 
having a second Stock Exchange in India.

The Constitution of Kanara Stock Exchange had provided for Non 
trading Members - which was not provided for by any other Stock 
Exchange.

The Finance Ministry honoured me by nominating me as Public 
Representative to the Board of Directors of Kanara Stock Exchange. I 
experienced a sense of fulfillment.

I hadn’t forgotten that this honour came to me because of the 
full freedom given to me by the Governing Council of my College to 
involve myself in this Herculean task. I had free  access to all resources 
of the College which I could press into     service whenever I needed it 
in connection with the Exchange work.

In one of our meetings, I convinced the Board that the  College 
telephone bill was higher than normal, which was due to my 
transactions with the Exchange. The Exchange reimbursed Rs.1000/- to 
the college. I thanked all the directors for this goodwill gesture.

The business at the Exchange was gradually picking up. The 
financial position was far better. There were all signs of a faster growth 
at a faster phase. However, one thing that pained me most was the 
objection some members raised regarding my travel allowances from 
Puttur to Mangalore. It was no less than a rude shock to me, yet my 
equanimity saved me; even to this day.
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A bitter betrayal

Here I must make mention of a certain gentleman (?) who, as a 
partner in my son’s growing business in Stocks & Shares, betrayed him 
cruelly. It really pains me to write these lines; ,yet I do it only to un-
burden myself, and not with any vengeance for the man who ditched 
my son.

This man lured my son to join a partnership firm and within an 
year or two subjected my son to incur a loss of about 1.5 lakhs of 
rupees. I know, in share business, 1.5 lakhs rupees is a paltry sum. But 
in my situation, this loss sounded an alarm of great danger.

To pull my son out of this mess, I decided to sell one of the two 
Qualification Shares I had (face value Rs.250/- each). One person from 
Bombay offered to buy this on the following terms:

The person would buy the share for Rs.75,000/- and he should 
bear the cost of travel by air to and fro for a party of four (myself, my 
son & other friends of mine) and also should bear the expenses of 
our stay at Bombay. The sale procedure should be finalised through a 
competent lawyer.

Here I played the role of a trend-setter only. This is only a sample 
to show how much a Membership Card of an Exchange might fetch on 
sale!

Can you guess what is the value of a Membership Card at present? 
Within 2-3 years of its existence, some members sold their cards for 
one lakh rupees. This shows how much money flows in this trade.

Just to keep you informed, let me say that today our  Exchange's 
Card would be hard to get even for Rs.5 lakhs, that of Bangalore for 
nothing less than Rs.35 lakhs and, hold your breath, the Bombay Stock 
Exchange Card would easily fetch a whopping one crore rupees.

Galloping development

 Sri Kudva’s charisma did a lot of good to our Kanara Stock 
Exchange. Our Administrative Office was shifted to the 2nd floor of 
Syndicate Bank at Bunder - a spacious 4,000 sq.ft. of floor space was 
made available for us absolutely free of cost!

Syndicate Bank became the official Clearing Bank for the 
Exchange. Canara Bank offered extensive banking facilities to our 
members. Many people quit their lucrative jobs and opted to be share 
brokers by becoming members of the Exchange.

Within five years of the Central Govt’s approval, Kanara Stock 
Exchange purchased its own Office space at a cost of   Rs.10 lakhs in the 
4th floor of Rama Bhavan Complex at Kodialbail. The floor space is large 
enough that it has a Public Relations Section, Trading Ring and modern 
communication systems. Indeed within such a short span of time, the 
Exchange had performed admirably and recorded tremendous growth 
which is no exaggeration by any means!

It is only natural that wherever money gets accumulated, man’s 
greed for it grows in leaps and bounds, throwing all scrupules to the 
winds, his jealously multiplies and all vices raise their ugly heads. 
Poor mortals can hardly resist the Devils’ own temptations! Sri Kudva 
provided able leadership to the Exchange, and didn’t hesitate to take 
stern action against people who  violated the trade discipline. He has 
also trained a second generation of leaders, has brought dignity to 
this Exchange by his personal charisma. Sri Kudva has given ample 
opportunities to the young entrepreneurs and encouraged them 
to perform better. I salute him for his lasting contribution to the 
phenomenal growth of this Exchange.

Sri Jnanadeva Kamath who was groomed in this trade in this 
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very Exchange got nominated as the President of the Exchange by the 
Central Govt. for a record second term. This indeed is a well-merited 
recognition of Sri Kamath’s business acumen,  honesty, sincerity and 
dedication. He is now a well known  personality in the stock shares 
trade world. Sri Kamath happens to be a good cricketer himself and 
is also the Executive  Committee member of the Karnataka State 
Cricket Association. Sri Kamath is associated with many social welfare 
activities as well.

Sri K. Purandhara Bhat has risen to eminence in stock and shares 
trade. When he entered this trade, he had no knowledge of this 
business whatsoever. Gerard Colaco another young  entrepreneur has 
promoted his own share broking firm - “Colaco & Aranha'' and has 
earned a good name in this trade. All are doing well and this gives me 
immense satisfaction.

It was my cherished dream that even college teachers should 
use this trade to earn a few extra rupees. With the  founding of this 
Exchange, this dream of mine is fulfilled. May be God willed it that 
way. The success of this Exchange, I feel, is proof enough that a college 
teacher, a principal could accomplish a fete like the founding of an 
Exchange - a highly challenging and an equally rewarding task. I offer 
my heartfelt thanks to all the  people who worked with me in this 
project, and many thanks to the Governing Council of my college too.

Silver Jubilee of the College & 
The Diamond Jubilee of Puttur 
Education Society

We wanted these twin celebrations to be memorable in every 
way through the collective efforts of all of us, right from the stage 
of conceiving the programme to their successive execution. All 
my colleagues came forward to be part of this mega event. There 
were consultations and discussions throughout the year and many 
committees and sub-committees were formed. Before approaching 
the public for help, we decided, upon deep introspection, that ‘charity 
should begin at home.’ All the staff of the college declared in one voice 
that they would jointly contribute a sum not less than Rs.One lakh 
towards the Silver Jubilee Celebrations. I am proud of my staff that they 
have kept their words! On many occasions Sri K. Rama Bhat mentioned 
this as an unprecedented event and all that I can say is that this is a 
tribute paid to Sri K. Rama Bhat for his selfless service to the Society. 
I am certain that this is the greatest tribute to the personality of Sri K. 
Rama Bhat, who had stolen the hearts of thousands including all of us 
who were closely interacting with him.

It was felt  that the time was ripe to strengthen the Alumni 
Association and on the suggestion of Sri B. Janardhana Bhat, I met 
one Alumni Sri K. C. Prabhu. Sri Prabhu volunteered to pool a sizeable 
purse for the Silver Jubilee and as part of this  fund-raising campaign 
offered to organize Padma Shree Bhimsen Joshi’s musical concert at 
Mangalore.

We proposed to construct an Auditorium on this occasion. The 
blue-print and technical expertise came from Prof. Dr. G. Ranganna 
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of the Karnataka Regional Engineering College Suratakal. He came to 
Puttur, stayed with us for a few days, marked the site for construction. 
Over and above this service,  Dr. Ranganna donated Rs.1,000/- for the 
building. Thousand salutes for his love and generosity.

With the co-operation of the Governing Council, a  Committee was 
formed at Bombay. Sr. G. L. Acharya, President of the Governing Council 
and I travelled to Bombay by air. We constituted this Committee and 
delegated its responsibility to  Smt. Sanjivi V. Bhat. Sri Taltaje Vasantha 
Kumar, formerly of our college, has been serving in the Kannada Dept. 
of Bomboy  University, Sri I. M. Poovaiah, our alumni after retiring from 
the Army was serving as a high level officer in the Security Division 
of the State Bank of India at Bombay. Sri Gangadhara Shastry was a 
top executive with M/s. Basant Alloys & Steels. Sri K.P. Nayak was a 
businessman of  repute at Sion. All these people formed a strong team 
to help us with our plans to raise funds.

 Sri Chandrahasa Rai, another well-wisher, is a big hotelier in 
Bombay who made arrangements for my stay at Bombay during 
the fund-raising campaign and also lent his car for my travel in the 
metropolis. Not only that Sri Rai also contributed generously for this 
good work.

Once again, I had to make a trip to Poona and Bombay. Our alumni 
Sri P.R. Bantwal, a successful industrialist of Poona, and the proprietor 
of Suprabha Protective Products Pvt. Ltd, was a student of Sri A.V. 
Narayan. Sri Bantwal has great reverence for his teacher Sri A.V.N. 
After nearly two decades, Sri Bantwal visited us in the campus and was 
pleasantly surprised to see the developments. He promised full co-
operation for the Silver  Jubilee Celebrations and invited us to Poona. 
He particularly wished that Sri A.V.N should come along.

Sri A.V. Narayan and I travelled to Poona by Mahalaxmi Express. 
Smt. Bantwal came to the station to receive us. We stayed at their 
house for 2 or 3 days and the hospitality, love and concern shown to 
us is unforgettable. This only proves the  ‘Guru-Shishya Bandhavya’. 
I experienced the depth of a student's real respect and love for his 
teacher which manifested in every gesture. My heart was filled to the 
brim by this joyous demonstration. Sri Bantwal had earlier worked as 
an Auditor in Kuwait for some time and his success in life hasn’t really 
gone to his head.

We met Sri Bhimsen Joshi and fixed his musical consert for 
November 1989. Sri Bantwal was our link throughout in this endeavour.

From Poona, we left for Bombay and the same day returned to 

Poona. In Bombay, Sri Pooviah welcomed us at Dadar, took us in his 
car around the metropolis, introduced us to many donors and by 4.00 
p.m. dropped us back at Dadar Bus Terminus. The love and concern a 
student may have for the teacher is well  demonstrated in these cases. 
Indeed the depth of such a love and respect has only to be experienced 
to be believed! The eminent people we contacted at Poona were,

1. Smt. Jayavanthy Hirebet - the grand daughter of late Molahalli 
Shiva Rao. 

2. Sri & Smt. Chandra Nadakarni, Retired Reserve Bank Staff. 

3. Sri Narayana Shetty, a hotelier of repute and a generous donor. 
All these people shared with us the memory of their  association with 
Puttur.

During this trip, we could get many Endowment Scholarships/ 
Prizes constituted - Smt. Susheela Shantha Rama Rao Padubidri 
Endowment; Rao Bahadur Sripada Mangesha Betrabet Memorial 
Endowment; Smt. Umabai Mahabaleswar Memorial Endowment, and 
to top it all, late Molahalli Shiva Rao Memorial Endowment for the 
formation of which more than 22 members of the Shiva Rao family 
have contributed their shares. Added to this, another ten members, 
the friends and well-wishers of Shiva Rao - have contributed to this. 
We could thus pool a corpus of Rs.51,415/-. This sum is deposited and 
the interest earned is distributed in the form of scholarships among 
the  deserving students of all the sister Institutions of Puttur Education 
Society.

Many Members of the Molahalli Shiva Rao family graced the 
Silver Jubilee function. Among them, D.R.L. Mohan Rao, New Berlin ( 
Grandson); Smt. M. Shantha Bai, Madras (daughter-in-law); Smt. Sudha 
Raman, Mysore (grand daughter); Smt. Varada R Panje, Bangalore 
(the last daughter of Molahalli Shiva Rao & daughter-in- law of Panje 
Mangesh Rao); Smt. Shalini Kalyanpur, Bangalore (grand daughter); 
Smt. Suniti Mavinakurve, Bangalore (grand daughter) - have given  
great pleasure by their gracious participation in the event.

I must make a special mention of the following incident.

The diamond Jubilee Commemorative Postal Envelope was to be 
released at 9.30 a.m. by Sri Parabrahmam, the Post Master General of 
Karnataka State. He was pleasantly surprised to see so many members 
of the Molahalli family gathered for the  occasion. I had briefed about 
this to Sri Parabrahmam before the Release Function. All the senior 
staff of the postal dept. had come for the function to oversee the 
Release Function. Sri Parabrahmam formally released the Envelope 
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and in his speech declared that the Commemorative Album would 
first be handed over to the family of late Molahalli Shiva Rao. Smt. 
Shanthabai and Smt. Varada got up from their seats and were about  
to come to the dais. But Sri Parabrahmam, stopped them saying “No, 
no, you need not come here. I am coming to you. Please be there,” 
and climbed down the dais, walked to their seats and ceremoniously 
handed over the Album. This rare gesture of goodwill, respect and 
appreciation of the monumental work done by late Sri Molahalli Shiva 
Rao, the doyen of  co-operative movement in the  district, brought me 
tears of joy.

Dr. L. Mohan Rao, a pediatrician of high repute had come from 
New Berlin, America, specifically to attend this function. His wife - 
Vinita Rao - is a famous Occupational Therapist.

They were put up as our guests at the newly started Hotel Rama at 
Puttur. They were surprised to learn that at such a low cost wonderful 
accommodation could be had. Dr. Mohan Rao was witness to the warm 
appreciation and great respect people had for his grand father late Sri 
Molahalli Shiva Rao who was held in high esteem by countless people. 
Dr. Mohan Rao couldn’t easily understand or gauge the lofty ideals of his 
grand father whom people so reverentially remembered even decades 
after his death. He fell into deep thought and began  reflecting on the 
quality of his grandfather’s life. On his return journey to America, as a 
token of his deep respect for the land of his grand father,   Dr. Rao had 
taken a handfull of ‘Mrittika’ (sacred soil) each from our Campus, Sri 
Mahalingeshwara Temple. and  Sri Venkataramana temple and offers 
regular worshipful prayers to this ‘great soil’ which nurtured a great 
soul in the person of     Sri Molahalli Shiva Rao. This touching incident 
was narrated to me with great enthusiasm by none other than Smt. 
Chandrabhaga Devi, the grand daughter of late Molahalli Shiva Rao.

I am proud to declare that my acquaintance with the family 
members, friends and well-wishers of late Molahalli Shiva Rao is 
my greatest asset which I could get as part of this Silver Jubilee 
Celebrations.

The five-day long celebrations indeed was occasioned by many 
memorable events. Great men of virtue and eminence graced 
the function. I am proud to say that there was a  congregation of 
compatible souls, dedicated workers, staff, students and the public. My 
efforts to raise funds as well as to depict the phased development of 
the campus ended successfully.

Silver Jubilee's Sour Incident

Everyone was busy with the preparation for the Silver  Jubilee 
function. We were all transported into a dream world in our 
enthusiastic preparation for the coming event. We had removed all 
the photographs from the auditorium and piled them up in the office 
as part of the ongoing decoration programme. Among them were the 
photographs of Swamy Vivekananda,    Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa 
and many donors.

The Annual Day of the Alumni Association was celebrated on 
Monday 15.9.1990. Many of our alumni I had mentioned  earlier took 
part. Sri Vidyabhooshan Swamiji of Subrahmanya Mutt was the Chief 
Guest. I too addressed the gathering. It was a time of a pervading sense 
of fulfillment for me. I was on my way to my chamber deeply lost in 
this mood of serenity. Suddenly I was stopped mid-way by a certain 
gentleman who was obviously annoyed by something and he started 
talking to me in a very high pitch. He said, “You have insulted my father 
by removing his photograph and dumping it in the office. Is this the way 
you honour your donors?”

I was at the height of my patience. I pleaded with him not 
to create a scene in the veranda and begged him to walk into my 
chamber for a discussion. But unfortunately my pleas fell on deaf 
ears. Somehow, after much persuation the agitated member with his 
followers came into my chamber. I tried to convince that there were 
no bad intentions behind our action. We didn’t humiliate any of our 
donors. The photographs were temporarily removed to  accommodate 
other preparations connected with the function. I pleaded with them 
further that no one should take offence at our action. But the man 
didn’t listen to me. He rushed out of my room and I saw him going in 
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the direction of the office. I conveyed the whole incident to Sri K. Rama 
Bhat over phone. He assured me that I needn’t worry about it and that 
he would handle the matter himself.

Within minutes, our office Superintendent Sri Shivarama Bhat 
came to me and said, “Sir, Sri.... has taken the photograph from the 
office and has given this letter acknowledging it.”

For a second I lost my senses. Immediately I contacted Sri K. Rama 
Bhat over phone and consulted him. Fortunately he was on the line and 
consoled me as best as he could. I told him, “Sir if you weren’t available 
I would have gone to the said man with the whole army of the college 
to bring back the photograph in a grand procession. It is unpardonable 
to take the College property  without proper authority and it amounted 
to burglary.”

I presume that the said man’s mind was poisoned by some 
vested interests and unfortunately he yielded to them creating this 
unpleasant scene.

Later, I verified all the documents. I discovered that the said 
photograph was ordered to be made by the College itself and 
accordingly college had paid for it. Hence it was absolutely the property 
of the college. As Correspondent, Sri K. Rama Bhat had toiled hard for 
the development of this college and I remember certain occasions 
when Sri Rama Bhat hadn’t  hesitated to apologise only to amicably 
settle some difference of opinion. In all such cases, the betterment 
of the college alone weighed with Sri Bhat. He often told me that this 
incident of the photograph is the most bitter and painful of the events 
in his life. I know it is no exaggeration. The photograph is still there 
decorating the wall and is a mute witness to all the bitterness caused.

Puttur - The Succour of my life

What have I attempted in this “Memoir Sweet & Bitter?” I knew 
I have rambled copiously in the garden of my memory and narrated 
certain incidents to the reading public. My sole aim has been “let me 
share the sweet memories and let the bitterness of it be all mine.”

Puttur has a cultural history. Quite a few enthusiastic people 
belong to this soil who have great organisational capabilities. There 
are two Rotary Clubs, Lions Club, Lioness Club, Jaycees, Inner Wheel 
Clubs, Rotaract Clubs, Gowda Saraswath  Associations, Muslim Welfare 
Organisation, Christian Associations, Havyak Sabha, RSS, and other 
political parties and so on and so forth. Nature's bounty may be seen 
in the rich diverse plants of this place: coconut and areca gardens, addy 
fields and other. People lead an orderly peaceful life and Puttur is best 
explained by the dictum. ‘Unity in diversity’ by which, we as a Nation 
often swear!

Compassion and cordiality form the very breath of Puttur. For 
an honest and sincere worker this soil is no less sacred than the 
confluence of holy rivers. If we go by the number of public functions, 
cultural programmes, fund raising campaigns, health check up camps, 
sports events, symposia, book releases and  literary activities, Puttur 
compares very well with other big names.

Infact, next to the district centre Mangalore and the Taluk centre 
Udupi, Puttur gains in popularity as the hub of many activities. Be it in 
the field of co-operative movement, education, politics, business or in 
the traditional scholarship in the Vedas. There is wealth in Puttur; there 
is humility and the will to serve.

I am obliged to mention certain gentlemen here. Having been the 
recipient of their kindness, love and affection on many  occasions, it is 
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probable that I might have forgotten to mention many other names, 
blame it on my poor memory.

Sri Kudoor Krishna Bhat, a member of the college Governing 
Council is one such kindred soul. I am touched by his simplicity, humility 
and friendly disposition. Whatever may be his political affiliations, Sri 
Krishna Bhat comes across as a true gentleman. His social concern and 
dedication to welfare activities are too well known to need a special 
mention here.

On many occasions he has saved me from financial crisis. On the 
occasion of my daughter’s wedding, Sri Krishna Bhat had advanced 
considerable money without insisting on any written documents. 
Similarly, during my house-warming ceremony, he had spared his 
vehicle and the driver for my use. He never made me feel that I am an 
outsider to Puttur having come here all the way from Bangalore. How 
can I return his generosity and  friendship? Its well-neigh impossible 
for me! I have never seen Sri Krishna Bhat lose his patience or poise. 
Indeed I consider it a rare privilege to have come in contact with such 
a noble soul.

I would be ungrateful if I don’t make a mention of Sri B. Anantha 
Pai, a famous businessman of Puttur, who now leads a retired life. It is 
said that ''the left hand should not know the good deeds of the right 
hand.'' Sri B. Anantha Pai’s personality  perfectly suits this dictum. 
Sri Pai is far from the hulla-bulla of public acclaim. Sri Pai is closely 
associated with Sri Rama Krishna Mission and its activities. When my 
son suffered losses in business Sri Pai gave me a helping hand and 
comforted me when I was in distress. My acquaintance with Sri Pai has 
grown into a rewarding friendship over the years. By God’s grace, I have 
been able to keep up the trust Sri Pai has reposed in me. As a devout 
Hindu I firmly believe that the accumulated goodness of my previous 
births has fetched me these friends.

Development : A glance in 
retrospect - The bitterness

Sweet memories become sweeter when immediately  followed by 
bitter experiences. Indeed this only proves THE THEORY OF RELATIVITY. 
When memory is let loose many incidents came to the forefront, many 
years of toil to plant trees in the campus, a mini green revolution 
so to say, the problems of the students' hostel, installing steam 
cooking system in the  community kitchen, struggle to get the present 
administrative block built, extension of the science block with the UGC 
assistance, buying of the lands for the college, problems of the post-
office, so on and so forth.

Here I am compelled by some friends and well-wishers to narrate 
very briefly, an unpleasant event without even hinting at the personality 
involved. I want to retain complete anonimity in this regard.

A complaint was lodged with the Correspondent which made 
serious accusations on the character of a certain person. The matter 
was so serious to be ignored, I wanted to find out the truth and the 
Governing Council backed my decision.

After holding inquiries, it was proved that a certain teacher was 
guilty of the charge. We had to deal with the case legally. So an Enquiry 
Commission was constituted and the teacher under question was 
kept under suspension. After prolonged probing, the Committee held 
the teacher guilty. But the teacher went on an appeal. I used to get 
threatening letters and notices with dire  consequences.

It pains me enormously to admit that this period was indeed a 
black spot in my long career as Principal. I had to rely absolutely on my 
inner strength, God’s blessings and the goodwill of my well-wishers to 
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see me through this trauma.

I have preserved a comforting letter wrote by Prof. HSK even to 
this day. I refer to it often whenever I feel particularly low. My uncle 
Karlamangalam Shankarappa too filled me with courage. Sri K. Rama 
Bhat, as usual, was a pillar of support.

I could dare to venture into writing this Memoir only because of 
the support and encouragement I have received from all these good 
people.

Is it ever possible for an individual to fight an Institution  
represented by its Governing Council? Only fools can exhibit such 
audacity! Frustrated, the teacher surrendered before the Governing 
Council which graciously pardoned the erring teacher and reinstated 
him.

I have  nothing more to say except that there are not many 
instances of a Governing Council reinstating an employee once 
dismissed on grounds of misbehaviour. All that I can say here is that it 
goes to the credit of Governing Council to have  demonstrated such a 
rare fete of generosity and benevolence.

Memoirs sweet: A forward glance

Unless so hard pressed, in these two decades of my  Principalship, 
I hardly issued memos or show cause notices. Paper battle cripples all 
progress and only leaves a trail of bitterness. I fervently prayed to God 
to spare me this unpleasantness.

All my colleagues were encouraged to accomplish personal 
growth. I believe that I have extended my full co-operation and support 
to all the staff to perform better. Many have participated in various 
symposia and quite a few have acquired academic  excellence. The 
Governing Council too has done its bit to encourage the Staff.

During my tenure as Principal, I can proudly say that these are the 
achievements of my staff in Academics.

1. Nine staff-members received Ph.D. Two such members have 
joined different Universities.

2. Two staff members are awaiting the award of Ph.D.

3. Two staff received M.Phil.

4. One staff is awaiting the award of M.Phil.

One staff member, after having written a thesis worthy of a D.Litt 
didn’t pursue it further. One other member simply didn’t register for 
Ph.D., despite having the required potential and  capabilities to carry 
out research projects.

Among the non-teaching staff, two have secured M.A.  degrees 
and one has completed B.Com., yet another has completed +2 exams 
and is pursuing degree course. There may be other attempts which 
escaped my attention or notice.

All these are gateways for personal growth. Such  opportunities 
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have been given to not only the staff - both teaching & non-teaching - 
but to the students as well. I can only say that whoever has used these 
opportunities well, has accomplished something however big or small 
such achievements might be!

Among the ministerial staff, Sri P. Lingappa Gowda has  impressed 
me greatly. I appreciate his dedication and sense of duty. Sri Gowda 
comes to College walking 5-6 miles daily, yet he was never late! He 
has served in the Dept. of Botany for many years now. He holds 
the college in high esteem and has great regard for this Institution. 
Sri Gowda has many interesting anecdotes to share and in his own 
grand eloquent manner narrates the hard times in the initial stages of 
college development. Whenever I introduce Sri Gowda to the visiting 
dignitaries, I don’t fail to mention that Sri Gowda is senior to me in this 
college. 

Sri Gowda collects floral variety for my pooja during the  festival 
of Ganesha Chowthy. In 1973, I had given him a list of my requirements 
which he faithfully executes even to this day  without ever requiring a 
reminder!

Based on the seniority of service, Sri Gowda was promoted as a 
second division clerk and retired prior to me being my  ‘senior’ in age 
and service in this college!

Sri Jnanadeva Kamath told me that he should be called for Sri 
Gowda’s farewell function on the eve of his retirement from active 
service. What more honour an employee can hope for than being 
remembered like this?

Office Staff

I am happy that my office staff have worked satisfactorily. Sri 
Sitarama Shenoy, the office superintendent, is senior to me in this 
college. He would scrutinize everything closely before  presenting it 
for my consideration. He has adopted the right  procedures in matters 
pertaining to administration and has earned appreciation from all 
quarters.

Accountant Sri N.S. Bhat has proved himself efficient  despite not 
having studied accountancy. His sincerity and  transparency have won 
Sri Bhat many friends. Cashier Jagannath is another trustworthy staff. 
Smt. Savitri, our alumni, has now been promoted as FDC and is efficient 
on the job.

Typist Monappa Shetty is known for his promptness. Sri Kunnanna 
& Sri Anantha Padmanabha Prabhu work hard in their respective 
capacities.

Sri Nemanna Gowda was earlier employed in the hostel and 
has now joined the Office. Our gardener Sri Babu Gowda talks less 
and works more. He wouldn’t take initiative on his own, yet would 
complete the task assigned satisfactorily. 

Sri Alphonso Rego of the Zoology Dept. and  Sri Purushothama 
of the Physics Dept. joined college much before me and work 
sincerely. I thank everyone of them. All these staff have been there 
right from the inception of this College and they have grown with the 
Institution. Hence, their dedication and devotion to duty is far beyond 
the employees of the next generation. Perhaps it is only natural that 
those who joined later have not been tested by the same fire as their 
predecessors and hence there is a sharp decline in the level of their 
commitments. I needn’t be too  pessimistic in this regard because this 
phenomenon has corrupted all walks of life everywhere. All that I can 
console myself with is the fact that such corruption of value has been 
the least in my campus.
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Personal reminiscences

I have written in detail about my relationship with the  college. 
Haven’t I? Many things have been blissfully forgotten. When I sit back 
and try to recollect the lost threads, many things suddenly crop up 
and remind me of the things missed. But I often turn a deaf ear to 
such proddings as I remember that my  narration has to survive many 
limitations - limitation of time, pages and above all, the patience of 
discriminating readers!

I have already mentioned that I have only one son. I had great 
dreams for him and tried to help him out in all possible ways so that 
he could live up to my expectations. But that was not to be. Destiny 
opted to choose a different course than the one I had so painstakingly 
chalked out!

My son who was into business at a young age had many friends. 
I only say that my son was less responsible than he should have been. 
This affected his prospects adversely which I have already narrated. Yet 
I didn’t restrict him. I allowed him a long rope and was content to make 
only occasional supervision.

He had come of age. Besides, Ravi was looking after his own 
business. I didn’t have over-ambitious goals so far as money was 
concerned and tried to instil the same attitude in him. I was on the 
lookout for a proper match for my son. In tune with my preferred 
philosophy, I would be content with a girl of humble means.

 This may have had its impact on my son. Probably he  discussed 
matters with his friends. So, one day Ravi came to me with a proposal 
that he has a liking for a particular girl who was orphaned very early in 
life and was qualified at the +2 level. He would love to have her as his 
wife. I immediately responded to my son’s proposal and accepted his 

choice. Only later I realised how much I had hurt the sentiments of my 
wife who had high hopes and aspiration for our only son. But I couldn’t 
go back on my words.

I suffered silently. So also my wife. The mental agony was really 
unbearable. I somehow had to put an end to this. At that critical 
juncture in our life, my uncle Sri Karlamangalam Shankarappa and 
aunt Smt. Lalithamma offered their wholehearted support for us to 
lean on. Sri K. Rama Bhat and his wife Smt. Savitha, as usual, filled 
us with courage and never let us down. They consulted an astrologer 
to console me and my wife. How can I ever repay such concern and 
affection showed on us?

In 1985 I had given my first daughter Chi. Sow. Malathi in 
marriage. The marriage had to be arranged at Hassan as desired by 
the family of the bridegroom. At that time I had my own doubts as to 
whether I would be able to fulfill this demand. But I was dumb-founded 
by the timely help offered to me by my well- wishers. I have already 
mentioned about Sri Koodur Krishna Bhat. Similarly Sri Hanabal Byre 
Gowda and Sri Kushalappa have helped me in more than one way. I 
remember their help gratefully.

I had cordially invited my well-wishers from Puttur. Sri Ishwara 
Shastry and Sri Thirumaleshwara Bhat both Vedic scholars of repute 
graced the occasion. Dr. Gorur Ramaswamy Iyengar was another 
distinguished guest at the wedding.

My daughter is working for a bank and son-in-law is an   Engineer 
in the Telecommunications Dept. I am blessed with a grandson and 
both the families are maintaining cordial ties.

Chi. Lalitha and Chi. Mangala, my other two daughters are yet to 
be settled in life. With God’s grace, I am confident even this would be 
done at the opportune time.

I am nearing retirement. There are many problems. I believe that 
the black clouds will disperse on their own accord and I leave it to Him 
to steer my way clear, of all the impending hurdles.

145144



WITH YOUNG MINDS: A MEMOIR Prof.M.S. Appa / Dr. Laxminarayana Bhat P.

Preparations for Retirement

I would be retiring from active service on the forenoon of 
31.5.1993. This is an inevitable part of every employee's working life. I 
am preparing myself for this event in my own way.

As part of my mental preparedness for retirement, I went on 
a pilgrimage to the holy places in the Himalayas and along with my 
wife I have visited Kedara, Badri, Haridwara, Hrishikesh, Mathura 
and Brindavan. From the tip of Southern India - Kanya Kumari to the 
Himalays in the north, we have visited all important pilgrimage centres. 
By His grace, we have lived peacefully and led a contented life so far.

Many of my friends and well wishers have been asking me, “What 
are your retirement plans? What do you propose to do?

Would you be settling in Bangalore? Why don’t you stay at Puttur 
itself?'' I haven’t given a serious thought to these questions. I have 
told everyone that I would consider all these possibilities only after 
retirement and not a day before!

By God’s grace, I have my own house in Bangalore. I am not in 
debt. My pension would see us safely through my retired life.

I am still concerned about my son Ravi’s career prospects. May be 
this will cause me a little anxiety and worry till I live. When I am gone, 
won’t the circumstances teach him a way out and guide him to be more 
fully on his own?

In May 1993, Chi. Lalitha would complete only 2nd year Law 
degree Course. Chi. Mangala would complete her 1st P.U.C. Sometimes 
I think that I should continue my residence in Puttur for one more 
year so that these two would complete a stage in their education. But 
why worry about that? Let me face these questions squarely at the 

appropriate time.

I have many interests in life. Whatever project I undertake I give 
myself to that completely. I am confident that I can easily win friends. 
I have experienced how Trust begets Trust.

During these twenty years I have never kept anything under lock 
and key. I have developed an allergy for locks and keys in general. 
So far I haven’t suffered any major disadvantages  because of this. I 
have rewarding experiences of decentralisation. In the Management 
Science, there is a saying:

"Real effective Management is that which works efficiently in your 
absence.”

“What next?” is an eternal question in everyone’s life. More 
so, in the life of an Institution. During the Silver / Diamond Jubilee 
Celebrations, we had given high promises to the people. The  society, 
trusting us, has extended a helping hand in every way. My colleagues 
who have many more years of service, the Principal who is going to 
succeed me and the Governing Council  of the next generation are 
accountable and answerable to this question - 'what next?'

 I salute everyone of the ‘Future team’ with this benediction:

"Om Sahasramurtaye, 

Sahasra Padakshi Shirorubahuve

Sahasra Namne Purushaya Shashwate, Sahasra Koti Yugadharine 
namaha. Bhadranno Apivayata manaha.

 Om Shanthihi, Sahanthi, Shanthihi."

*
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