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Council of School Prefects 2015

 6018 Prachanda School Captain
 6139 Diamond Deputy School Captain
6161 Monila Deputy School Captain
6153 Rujen Deputy School Captain /  Academic Captain
 6008 Sagar House Captain (BH)
6047 Prakriti House Captain (CH)
6001 Paul House Captain (GH)
6172 Sima House Captain (RH)
6005 Yubaraj Prefect 6012 Sabin Prefect
6040 Dikshita Prefect 6060 Amit Prefect
6065 Binam Prefect 6081 Ranjan Prefect
6082 Ravi Prefect 6111 Aakriti Prefect
6117 Nirvik Prefect 6160 Anushka Prefect
6165 Bishow  Prefect 6170 Shyanon Prefect

Club Presidents 2015

6164 Mahima SFON 6123 Matina Creativity
6125 Aveshree FYE 6052 Simran Awareness
6049 Ramila DADC (VP) 6015 Asmita HNF
6098 Tejas LEO 6090 Sudarsan Social Service
6126 Anunaya Focus 6086 Sambanda Maths
6022 Ashmit Biodiversity 6099 Vaskar Star
6095 Sumit Interact 6150 Isaan Dotnet
6134 Aviral Environment 6073 Mousam Red Cross
6135 Saurav Science

Academic Prefects 2015
6013 Santosh 6033 Aaradhya
6038 Apekshya 6069 Ishan
6075 Oscar 6076 Paras
6087 Saurav 6092 Subin
6094 Sulav 6103 Nirmal
6118 Pujan 6121 Shashank
6122 Bikash 6130 Danny
6133 Sashi 6140 Jong Seong
6143 Binaya 6145 Saurav
6148 Bipul 6149 Sarthak
6155 Dawa 6158 Surakshya
6162 Sheetal 6166 Sakar
6167 Ayushma 6169 Sanjila
6173 Najina 6175 Kritika
6178 Aashish
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Class 5
English 3024  Asahi
Nepali 3116  Mukesh
Mathematics 3116  Mukesh
Science 3116  Mukesh
Social Studies 3116  Mukesh
Art 3005  Jenisha / 3038  Babin
Dance 3014  Sarbada
Music 3108  Dikshanta

Class 6
English 2024  Maushuf
Nepali 2098  Janendra
Mathematics 2049  Supreme
Science 2061  Luniva
Social Studies 2049  Supreme
HPE 2042  Shree Krishna
JVT 2061  Luniva
Art 2069  Rija
Dance 2065  Omisa
Music 2065  Omisa

Class 7
English 1035  Krishal / 1056 Shrawan
Nepali 1090  Bibek
Mathematics 1061  Suraj / 1079 Kiran
Science 1061  Suraj
Social Std. 1047  Sabhal / 1090 Bibek
HPE 1042  Prashant
JVT 1099  Manish
Art 1095  Nabin
Dance 1070  Akriti
Music 1035  Krishal

Class 8
English            9020  Pratistha
Nepali 9020  Pratistha
Mathematics 9098  Nisha
Science 9006  Ashmita / 9091 Padam /

9101  Riwaj
Social Std. 9055  Kritish
HPE 9049  Everest
Pre-Voc. 9020  Pratistha / 9054 Janak /

9012 Jenisha / 9098 Nisha
Computer Sci. 9072  Samip / 9033 Aditya

Opt. Maths 9072  Samip
Pop. & Env 9020  Pratistha / 9072 Samip /

9079 Sushant
Civics & Mora.9024  Rupa

Class 9
English 8068  Sakchi
Nepali 8007  Ankit
Mathematics 8122  Nischal
Science 8011  Avash
Social Std. 8018  Durgesh
Env. & Pop. 8007  Ankit
Opt. Maths 8018  Durgesh
Computer Sc. 8088  Ayush
Geography 8092  Sabal
Account 8053  Ujwal
Class 10
English 7002  Amrit / 7031 Prashamsha /

7120 Sujan
Nepali 7009  Parikshit
Mathematics 7064  Ashutosh / 7059 Aman /

7062  Aarakshan
Science 7009  Parikshi
Social Std. 7071  Digdarshan
HPE 7031  Prashamsha
Computer Sc. 7059  Aman / 7037 Akriti /

7009 Parikshit / 7074 Kuber /
7080 Nirakar / 7121 Sujit /
7087 Sahil / 7040 Ishani /
7133 Sambridha / 7036 Akriti /
7079 Nikhil / 7091 Sanjeev /
7056 Aayush / 7076 Nabin /
7072 Jatin / 7073 Jonsai /
7014 Milan / 7088 Sakcham /
7119 Sameep

Opt. Maths 7039  Era / 7059  Aman
Geography 7012  Binod
Accounts 7067  Bijaya

Overall Best Results 2013/2014
Class 5 3116  Mukesh
Class 6 2049  Supreme
Class 7 1047  Sabhal
Class 8 9072  Samip
Class 9 8018  Durgesh

Subjects Prize Winners - 2014/2015
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University/College Placements - 2014/2015

WWWWWe we we we we would likould likould likould likould like te te te te to wish “Best of Lo wish “Best of Lo wish “Best of Lo wish “Best of Lo wish “Best of Luck” fuck” fuck” fuck” fuck” fororororor
their future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeatheir future endeavvvvvourourourourours.s.s.s.s.

3017 Prabesh St. Johns College USA

3036 Amisha Wilson College USA

3052 Suvechchya East Central Univ. USA

3064 Manaswi Ramapo College USA

3086 Sawal Columbia University USA

3087 Shailesh Hobart & Will. Smith Coll.USA

3099 Anant Colby College USA

3125 Jyohomson Howard University USA

3135 Awaz Gettysburg College USA

3140 Bikash Ramapo College USA

3145 Subhaya Ramapo College USA

3149 Ranjan Howard University USA

3160 Asmita Waldorf College USA

3161 Mahotsaw       Webster University, Thailand

3188 Ankita Caldwell University USA

4003 Bibek Tohoku University Japan

4011 Keshar NYU Abu Dhabi UAE

4037 Anusha Ramapo College USA

4041 Olympia S. W. Minnesota St. Univ., USA

4046 Samikchyya Soka University USA

4052 Vipasana Wellesley College USA

4056 Amulya Truman State University USA

4060 Arjan Truman State University USA

4062 Ashish Ramapo College  USA

4064 Sandeep Beloit College USA

4065 Bhushan Tufts University USA

4066 Biraj Caldwell College USA

4070 Himanshu St. John's College USA

4073 Niyam Aussumption University, Thailand

4076 Prabin Tenesse Tech State Univ. USA

4077 Prabuddha Dickinson College USA

4084 Shiddhartha Canada College USA

4085 Sumit Asia-Pacific University Japan

4088 Sushant Ramapo College USA

4092 Deepak St. Olaf College USA

4117 Aarambh National Institute of Tech., India

4120 Binaya Southeast Missouri St. Univ., USA

4126 Abhinav Ramapo College USA

4129 Rajan National Institute of Tech., India

4130 Shreeraj Drexel University USA

4135 Anshu Hollins University USA

4138 Chandan Westminster College USA

4141 Abhinav Coe College USA

4142 Abish Ramapo College USA

4143 Anish Howard University USA

4148 DevendraHoward University USA

4149 Kripa Asia-Pacific University Japan

4152 Prerak Univ. Of New Orleans USA

4153 Rhiju Colby-Sawyer College USA

4154 Aalok Mississipi St. University USA

4156 Albin Drexel University USA

4161 Ashish Tufts University USA

4162 Binamrata Morehead St. Univ. USA

4165 Maleeka Earlham College USA

4166 Nikesh St. Olaf College USA

4180 Kusum Truman State University USA

Via IB
4021 Krishna NYU  Abu Dhabi (IB) UAE

4033 Pratikshya Duke University (IB) USA

4050 Subha Wellesley College (IB) USA

Placements of 5000 “D” Students
5063 Ashish Ashoka University India

5077 Prasanna Univ. of Pennsylvania USA

5153 Ojaswi Smith College USA

5175 Siddhant Harvard University USA

5183 Nischal NYU Abhu Dhabi UAE

Roll # Name College/University Country Roll # Name College/University Country
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New Appointments:

Mrs. Purnima Lama, Mr. Rajkumar Thapa
and Miss Nirjala Poudel have been appointed
as the head of Tilicho, Pumori, and Saipal
houses respectively. Congratulations and
best wishes to all the new Head of houses.

Mr. Navin Poudel, Mrs. Binu Lama, Miss
Nisha Singh have been appointed as the
Assistant Head of Houses of Ratnachuli,
Choyu and Tilicho respectively.
Congratulations and best of luck to all the
new assistant Heads of Houses.

Welcome to BNKS:

We would like to welcome Mr. Hari Sharan
Pandit and Miss Dipika Kutu to the
Mathematics Department.

Likewise, we would like to welcome Mr.
Ramesh Adhikari and Mrs. Pratistha
Neupane Pandey to the Physics and English
Department respectively.

Similarly, we would like to extend our warm
welcome to Mrs. Radhika Thapa Kunwar to
the School Health Care Centre as a new
matron.

Good Bye:

We would like to wish Mr. B Panthi (Teacher
of Physics Department), Mr. T R Dhakal
(Teacher of English Department) and their
family a happy and prosperous life in
Canada.

Congratulations! Mr. S Kumar (Teacher of
Mathematics Department) for the amazing
opportunity in Norway.

Establishment:

The school feels proud on establishing the
13th house, “Tilicho”. Girls of classes 9 &
10 have found a new house to reside on.

Achievements:

Many congratulations to Mr. N P Paneru for
being awarded the national honor for
excellence in teaching.

We are overjoyed to inform you that by this
year the girl’s population in B N K S has
increased to 37% of the total population.

Happy Moments:

Mr. Prakash Deep Rai and Mr. Kubir Gurung
tied nuptial knot with Miss Asha Rai and
Miss Pabitra Saru Gurung respectively this
year. BNKS family would like to congratulate
both of them and wishes for their happy
conjugal life.

Many congratulations to Mr. Kamal K.C. for
being blessed with a baby boy and Mr. Anil
Kumar Lamichane for being gifted with twin
baby boys.  We would like to wish them and
their families the happiest of times.

Heartfelt Condolences:

The BNKS family is bereaved by the demise
of Mr. Sudarshan Rishal (Former Deputy
Headmaster and Physics teacher) Mr. D Dev
Dewan (Former Head of Department of Arts)
and Mr. M Bdr Rai (Bearer). May their soul
rest in peace.

Retirement:

On behalf of Budhanilkantdha School family,
we would like to thank Mrs. Chamala Sara
Giri (Metron), Mrs. Chandra K. Thapa (House
Didi), Mr. Kanchha Magar (Bearer), Mr. Bhoj
Raj Pode (Sweeper), Mr. Shyam  Bdr. Gurung
(Guard), Mr. Kanchha Tamang (Handyman)
for their long service in Budhanilkantha
School. We would like to thank them for their
invaluable support.

BNKS NEWS 2015
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afn cGtMs/0fdf k|;fl/t cg'e"ltsf t/]nLx¿df ;o/
u/fpg] clenfiff:j¿k xfdL k'gM gofF ;f}uft lnP/
oxfFx¿dfem pkl:yt ePsf 5f}F . hLjgsf cf/f]x–cj/f]xnfO{
k|s[lt;Fusf] tfbfTDodf hf]8]/ :jfg'e"t ljrf/–>]0fLaf6
eGHofª kf/ u/fpg] ljBfyL{x¿sf] k|of;n] g} of] ¿k
lnPsf] xf] . eo / xif{sf] bf];fFwdf o;n] cfˆgf] af6f] to
u/]sf] 5 eg] cfkltt ;d:ofaf6 d'St eO{ :jR5Gb
kG5Le}Fm pGd'St ¿kdf Oltxf; Ao'FtfP/ k]ml/ /d0f ug]{
cfzfnfO{ klg jxg u/]sf] 5 .

gj jif{sf] pdª\u ;lsg gkfpFb} gofF pT;fxdf e"sDkn]
u/]sf] t'iff/fkftn] gofF cfzfsf] aLhfª\s'/0f x'g gkfP
klg slnnf xftx¿n] 5fd]sf] ;"Id cfotgdf g]kfnsf
cfsfz / wtL{ ;d]l6Psf 5g\ . jif{sf] k"jf{w{sf] cGTon]
lbPsf] sf];]nLn] ;'?sf] 3fpdf s]xL xb;Dd dndk6\6L
ul/lbPs} xf] t/ cfwf/e"t cfjZostfsf] hf]xf]df ef}Ftfl/Psf]
;dfh s;/L b[li6uf]r/ geO{ /xg ;SYof] /Û To;}n]
afndgf]lgM;[t o; efjt/ª\lu0fLdf ljeLlifsfleqsf]
v';LnfO{ cfzfsf] lemgf] TofGb|f]n] afFlwlbPsf] k|tLlt x/]s
kf7snfO{ x'g hfg'nfO{ :jfefljs g} dfGg'k5{ . ljz[ª\vlnt
cd"t{ ljrf/x¿nfO{ zAbd"lt{sf] z[ª\vnfdf ptfg{ nfnflot
sflnu8Ln] oxfFx¿sf] dg cjZo g} nf]Eofpg] 5 .
kmn:j¿k cfˆgf] cr]tgdf y'lk|Psf] ctLtn] Psk6s
aflx/ cfP/ ;d;fdlostfdfly k|Zg gunf{ eGg ;lsFb}g .

g]kfnsf] ;du| kl/j]znfO{ k|ltlglwTj u/]sf] afnr]tgf
slxn] k"j{sf] nfnLdf ntkltPsf] b]lvG5 eg] slxn]
klZrdsf] ;';]nLdf /d]sf] . o; jL/k|;"tf cfbz{k/fo0ff
hggLsf] Gofgf] sfvdf x'ls{Psfn] xf]nf slxn] b':dgdflysf]
l;+xuh{gf t slxn] 1fgjflxgL uª\ufsf] kljqtfdf o;n]
ljZjf; u/]sf] 5 . k"j{hn] b]vfPsf] af6f]df kfOnf cufl8
a9fpg] ;+:sf/n] xfd|f ljBfyL{x¿nfO{ klg kf7 k9fPsf]
cg'e"lt cu|h ;flxTosf/sf /rgfaf6 logdf kg{ uPsf]
k|efjn] :k:6\ofOlbPsf] 5 g} ;fy} eljiosf] pHofnf]n]
;kmntfsf] af6f]tkm{ lognfO{ 8f]¥ofO/x]sf] dx;'; klg
x'G5 .

ef]ufO / wf/0ff j}olSts x'G5g\ / leGg x'G5g\ k|:t'lt
klg . cGtx[{boaf6 ;nn au]sf] efj;l/tfn] kl/j]znfO{
abNb}g a? cfk"m ablnlbG5 . xfdLn] klg afndl:tisaf6
:k'm/0f ePsf] r]tgfk|jfxdf afFw afFw]/ gofF lbzf k|bfg
ug]{ r]i6f u/]sf 5}gf}F oBlk o;sf] :jR5tf / z'4tfdf
Wofg glbPsf eg] xf]Ogf}F . t;y{ o; efjuª\ufsf] ljr/
0f ug]{ qmddf kf7ssf] ult st}–st} wLdf x'g ;S5 t/
afn pT;fx / efjgfnfO{ dWogh/ u/]/ cl3 a9\g'x'g
cg'/f]w ub{5f}F Pjd\ lgZrn, lgZ5n / lgisk6 /;dfw'o{
g} oxfFx¿sf nflu cf:jfB /xg] 5 eGg] b[9 ljZjf;sf
;fy oxfFx¿af6 plrt ;Nnfx tyf ;'emfjsf] ck]Iff ub}{
of] eGHofª oxfFx¿;dIf ck{0f ub{5f}F .
wGojfb Û

1fgk|;fb cfrfo{{
z]/axfb'/ s'Fj/
u0f]z ltldlN;gf

;DkfbsLo Editorial
It has been a great pleasure to be the part of the
editorial team of Bhanjyang 2072 - the 38th issue
of the annual school magazine. The main
objective of this magazine is to surface the
hidden and unexposed literary talents of our young
writers so as to bring them in limelight in the days
ahead. Through these pages, we have tried to
reflect the wealth of talents and promise that our
students hold. Together with them, there have been
various reports and glimpses of different
activities - both national and international
level - of the Budhanilkantha family.
Going through so many articles from different
genres, reports and other interesting materials
and analyzing their validity, reliability as well
as originality and appropriateness for the
school's annual magazine was not easy, we felt.
However, it has been fun, indeed, to finalize a
task and be ready to produce this issue of
Bhanjyang.
We received a good number of creations from
our students ranging from class 5 to class 12
and A levels. Most of them are original and very
reliable and address some hot issues of the
country as well as those of the world in
general. Some are based on their real life
experiences at the moments of happiness and
at the times of some disasters and turmoil
prevalent  in their areas. We have been really
impressed by the quality of their writing and
the seriousness of the content. Some of the
creations, we believe, are eye openers to those
who are in the leading positions of the country.
On behalf of the whole editorial team, we would
like to thank all the budding writers for their
zeal and enthusiasm to hand in their articles
among which, unfortunately, some had to be
discarded owing to some constraints. We are
sorry for that. We would also like to thank and
congratulate the student editors for their
tireless and enthusiastic efforts to finalize the job.
We are equally indebted to those who, directly or
indirectly, have supported and encouraged us to
bring out this issue of Bhanjyang on time.
We hope, our valued readers will find a lot of
materials worth reading and enjoy going through
them. Similarly, we are quite sure that you will
appreciate the  wonderful efforts of your wards
and encourage them to write further. Despite our
herculean efforts, their might still be some lapses
for which, we kindly request you to bear with us. By
the same token, we expect positive and
constructive criticisms from you all so as to upgrade
the standard of the annual magazine in future.
Happy and enjoyable reading!

Nawaraj Nepal
Binod Sharma
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FaithfulnessFaithfulnessFaithfulnessFaithfulnessFaithfulness

Once upon a time in a distant
land, there was a prosperous
kingdom. It was one of the most
developed and beautiful
kingdoms of its time. It was very
powerful too. No one dared to
threaten such a kingdom.
Everyone talked about its glory
and prosperity. The King of the
kingdom was famous as the
country. He was educated,
talented, was trained as a very
good warrior and above all he
was kind and generous to his
courtiers. Everyone praised
him. But even the King had a
bad quality. He could not stand
any mistakes. He would like to
see everything perfect. For his
protection, he had appointed a
sturdy bodyguard. The
bodyguard was like a human
giant. His muscles were so big
that it made him difficult to eat
with his hands. If he would
stand in front of the King, the
King could not be seen. The
King was proud of him and
praised him.

 One day, the king wanted to go
to have a bath in the river. So
he took his bodyguard with him
for his protection, of course.
They went to the nearby river,
only the king and the body
guard. The king undressed and
kept all  clothes as well as all
the ornaments on the side of the
river. Along with the
ornaments, there was a

diamond. It was bluish in color
and was of both, high monetary
as well as sentimental value
for the king. He was
emotionally attached to it
because it belonged to his
mother and she handed it to
him over her last breath. He
kept it very safe. Therefore, he
specially told the bodyguard to
take special care of the
diamond.

The king went for a swim. He
swam on the other side of the
river from where the bodyguard
could not be seen. After
sometime, when the king was
still swimming, some robbers
came and hit the bodyguard on
the back of his head and
knocked him unconscious.
They, then, took all the
ornaments and royal clothes
along with the precious
diamond with them. By the
time, the king finished his bath,
the bodyguard had woken up
and found about what had
happened. The king, on not
seeing his clothes and
ornaments, asked the
bodyguard about it. The
bodyguard then narrated the

whole story to the king. On
hearing this, the king became
angry and said that it was the
bodyguards fault. He angrily
dismissed the bodyguard from
his job and told him to be happy,
that he didn’t behead him. The
bodyguard returned home very
upset. He began to think what
he would do now.

The job was his only soure of
income. How would he feed his
wife and children? Miserable
times came in the lives of the
bodyguard and his family but
the king didn’t care.

After some months, when
everything was retjrning to
normality, after all the
nuisance, the king had to go to
a nearby city for some
administrative work. It was very
urgent and he had to be
present. So, the king rode alone
on his chariot for the city. On
the way, there was a jungle. But
the king didn’t care. W h e n
he was going through the
jungle, some rebels suddenly
jumped upon him and began
beating him. He was out
numbered. He could die but the
old bodyguard came to his
rescue. As he was quite well
trained and was a very strong
man, he defeated them after
fighting for some time. He killed
each and every enemy with his
strength. The king was
surprised by this act, and
asked, “Why did you save me,
even when I brought such
misery to your life? I deprived
you of good food, good clothes,
kept your children starving and
yet you help me. Why?”. The
bodyguard replied, “Your
majesty, I am a bodyguard and
the foremost duty of a
bodyguard is to save his
master’s life even if you have
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Vote of Gratitude

On behalf of Budhanilkantha
School family, we would like
to bid farewell to Mrs.
Chamala Sara Giri (Metron),
Mrs.Chandra K. Thapa (House
Didi) Mr. Bhoj Raj Pode
(Sweeper), Shyam Bdr.
Gurung (Guard), Mr. Kanchha
Tamang (Handyman) and Mr.
Kanchha Magar (Kitchen
Staff) whose immense
contribution to the school
was  invaluable. We wish
them a happy retired life.
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Illusions and Magic

Everyone is an illusionist
And the world is an illusion
So, is it true what our senses
insist?
Can we trust our decisions?

We sleep, dream and have faith
Worry about the future yet,
forget history;
Are we passing time until our
deaths?
Or maybe, there is a bigger
mystery?

I stand by my window, the place
I pray,
Sure Almighty must know what is
going on.
As I stare at the sun’s first ray,
My head spins, my thoughts
disappear.

Taking in illusions, taking in the
reality,
Perplexed, I watch the flowers
bloom,
I find clarity, a drug of tranquility;
Then I wonder why I felt so
gloomy.

I open up, listen to the cuckoo’s
calling,
I find magic, I find blind faith
Triumphant, I know I was
stalling,
I was afraid of the sneaky death.
Everything is monumental, all
things,
Happiness fills up my insides
Magic is in the mother’s love, or
in a wedding ring
It is right here knocking on our
souls
We are all magicians, after all
And the world is full of magic.

MonstersMonstersMonstersMonstersMonsters

When I was in a deep
Long nice sleep,
I saw a nightmare,
Full of fear.
I was in the park,
Suddenly I heard a dog bark,
I turned back and saw a
monster coming;
And now they were roaming.
One of them came to eat me,
I hit him like Bruce Lee,
Getting up quick,
he started to flee;
I am very brave, you see.
Once others saw that monster,
They behaved like a child,
They started to hop,
And suddenly I woke up!

Best friend

You smile when I smile
You cry when I cry
Promise me that this special
Bond between us will never die

I met you when I was five
From then you’ve shown the
right life
The day we met was friendship day
“We are the best of the all”:
that everyone tells

And when we met with each other
We promised to explore the
future together
You’ve helped me in each part
of my life
Your beautiful face always
glowed with a smile

My difficulties were your
sorrows
My happiness your joys
And I really thank god for giving
me someone
Who could light up my world at
all times.

2045
Siddhartha

Class: 7

7042
Samita

Class: A1

3010
Swornima

Class: 6

to give your life away. You have
been my master and will always
be, even if you do not regard
me as your bodyguard. My life
is always present for you.”
After hearing this statement,
the king was dumb founded. He
was very impressed with his
faithfulness. He asked the
bodyguard to forgive him and
resume his duty as a bodyguard
and that he would get paid
double. He also learnt the
lesson that mistakes are made
by everyone. The main thing is
to try not to repeat them and to
improve and learn from them.

Moral: Faithfulness is a pillar in
the house of good character.

CONGRATULATIONS

Congratulations to
Mr. N P Paneru for
being awarded with
"National Honour for

Excellence in
Teaching"
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;lxbsf] ;kgf / xfd|f]
st{Jo

o'4e"lddf cfˆgf cd"No /ut r'xfP/
xf];\ jf cof]Uo JolQmnfO{ l;+xf;g
sAhf ug{af6 /f]s]/ xf];\, hgtfnfO{
df}lns clwsf/ lbnfP/ xf];\ jf
sf]xL lgbf]{if JolQmsf] Hofg arfP/
xf];\, w]/} JolQm dxfg\ ePsf 5g\ .
t/ oLdWo] klg cfˆgf] b]zelQm
efjgfn] uf}/jdo eP/ cf]7df cfˆgf]
b]zsf] gfd hKb} d':sfgsf ;fy
dft[e"ldsf nflu d[To'nfO{ cFufn]sf
JolQmsf] :yfg ;jf]{Rr 5 . oL dxfg\
;lxbx¿nfO{ ;lDemP/, k|z+;f ub}{
k'Hg] of] ljZjdf w]/} 5g\ t/ ;fFRr}
g} pgLx¿af6 k|]/0ff lnP/ pgLx¿sf]
;f]rfOnfO{ cfˆgf] agfP/ cfˆgf]
hLjgdf cufl8 a9\g] JolQmx¿ o;
ljZjdf w]/} sd kfOG5g\ .

;lxb ePkl5 oL JolQmx¿sf] :yfg
w]/} pRr eO;s]sf] 5 t/ ;lxb
x'g'cl3 eg] oL klg t ;fwf/0f
JolQm g} lyP . t/ s'g} klg dflg;
;fwf/0f xf];\ jf dxfg\ ljåfg\, ;a}n]
cfˆgf] hLjgdf Pp6f g Pp6f
;kgf t b]v]s} x'G5g\ . Tof] ;kgf
7"nf] xf];\ jf ;fgf] . To;} u/L oL
;lxbx¿n] cfˆgf] Hofg lbg'cl3
cfˆgf] b]zsf nflu, b]zjf;Lx¿sf
nflu, cfˆgf bfh'–efO, lbbL–alxgL,
cfdf–a'af cflbsf nflu s]xL ;kgf
b]v]sf lyP xf]nfg\, of] s'/f ;f]Rg]
of] ;+;f/df w]/} sd 5g\ .

Pp6f b]zeQmsf] ;kgf s] x'G5 <
s] s:tf efjgfx¿ x'G5g\ p;sf,
h;n] p;nfO{ o:tf] 7"nf] alnbfg
lbg k|]l/t u5{ . cfˆgf  dfGohg,
cfˆgf] 3lgi6 ldq jf cfkm"n] afFRg]
;xf/f u'dfpg afWo x'G5 lsg <

oL ;a} b ]zeStx¿n]
b]zjf;Lx¿sf  ;kgf k"/f ug{sf
nflu u5{g\ . of]  alnbfg pgLx¿n]
cfˆgf] dft[e"ldsf nflu lbG5g\ .
s] xf] t o:tf] ;kgf, h;n] ubf{
pgLx¿sf] efjgf o:tf] alnof] x'g
k'U5 < of] xf] cfˆgf] b]zjf;Lx¿nfO{
;w}Fel/ v';L / :jtGq b]Vg] ;kgf,
cfˆgf] b]zsf] ufpF–7fpF ljsf;
ePsf] ;kgf, k"/} b]zel/ zflGt
5fPsf] ;kgf b]z /fd|f] / of]Uo
zf;ssf xftdf kfg] { ;kgf,
e|i6frf/nfO{ oxfFaf6 ;w}Fsf nflu
x6fpg] ;kgf / cfˆgf] b]zsf nflu
s]xL ug]{ / dxTTjk"0f{ of]ubfg lbg]
;kgf .

o:tf w]/} ;kgfx¿nfO{ cw'/} 5f8]/
b]zsf nflu ;lxb ePsf JolQmx¿,
To;} ;lxb ePsf xf]Ogg\ . of]
;+;f/df s]xL klg s'/f d'kmtdf
cfpFb}g, ;lxbx¿n] klg xfdLaf6
s]xL cfzf t /fv]s} lyP . pgLx¿
pgsf cw'/f ;kgf k"/f ug]{ cem}
lhpFb} 5g\ eGg] ljZjf;n] d/]sf
lyP . o:tf] xf] eg] s] oL xfd|f]
wtL{sf jL/ ;Gtltsf] ;kgf k"/f
ug'{ xfd|f] st{Jo xf]Og < s] of] xfd|f]
pQ/bfloTj xf]Og < s] o;nfO{
xfdLn] cfˆg} ;kgf agfP/ ;fsf/
kfg{ nfUg'kb}{g < ;xL hjfkm Pp6}
5 . xf], xfd|f oL wtL{sf jL/sf
;kgf k"/f ug'{ xfd|f] st{Jo xf] .
xfd|f] pQ/bfloTj xf] . xfdLn] o;nfO{
cfˆg} ;kgf agfP/ ;fsf/ kfg{
nfUg'k5{ .

ca oL s'/fx¿nfO{ xfd|f] ;dfhdf
x'Fb} u/]sf] oyfy{df hf]8]/ x]/f}F, s]
xfdLn] cfhsf] ;dodf  ;lxbsf]
;kgf k"/f ug{ ;s]sf 5f}F < kSs}
klg 5}gf}F . cfˆgf] b]zsf] 6'qmf
ug'{k¥of] eg]/ Pp6f b]zeQmnfO{
hnfP/ dfg]{ / Ps b'O{ jif{sf] caf]w
afnssf] xTof ug]{ cfh xfdLn]
s'g hgfj/sf] ¿k lnof}F < s] of]

b]znfO{ PsLs[t ug]{ ;lxbx¿sf]
alnbfgsf] df]n 5}g < s] xfdLn]
pgLx¿sf] alnbfg lal;{;Sof}F < of]
b]zsf] df6f] xfd|f jL/ ;lxbsf]
/utn] leh]sf] 5 . cfh xfdL cfˆgf]
st{Jo lgjf{x gu/L Tof] /utsf]
df]n gu/L a:b5f}F . clg ToxL bf]ifL
d'vn] uf}/jsf ;fy xfdL g]kfnL
xf}F elg/x]sf 5f}F .

t;y{ xfdLn] tL ;lxbsf] alnbfgsf]
;Ddfg u/]/ pgLx¿sf] /utn]
leh]sf] xfd|f] of] b]zsf] df6f]nfO{
cfb/ ub } {  cfˆgf ] st {Jo /
pQ/bfloTj lgjf{x ug'{k5{ .

ltd|f] cfF;' k'5\g] 5'

cfdf ltdL g/f]pm ca
b]zdf zflGt cfPg eg]/,
5f]/f5f]/Ln] b]zdf zflGt
NofPgg\ eg]/,
ltd|f 5f]/f5f]/Ln] b]znfO{ 5f8]/
uP eg]/ .

cfdf ltdL g/f]pm ca
;a}n] 5f]8]/ uPsf] b]zdf a:g] 5' d
;a}n] 5f]8]/ uPsfnfO{
kmsf{P/ Nofpg] 5' d,
;a}n] 5f]8]/ uPsf] b]zdf
s]xL ug]{ 5' d
;a}n] lal;{;s]sf] b]znfO{
;Demfpg] 5' d .

cfdf ltdL g/f]pm ca,
ltdL a;]sf] b]z aGb} 5,
ltd|f] cfFvfaf6 em/]sf]
cfF;' k'5\g cfFpb} 5' d .

()!(
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c;n ls ;kmn <

w]/} klxn]sf] s'/f] xf], hd{gLdf Ps
vt/gfs dflg; lyP . pgn] ToxfF
a;]sf] tNnf] ju{sf dflg;nfO{
df/] . tL dfl/P, lhpFb} ufl8P .
Tof] b]zdf hf] zlQmzfnL 5,
To;nfO{ dfq u0fgf ul/GYof] . oL
;a} rng Ps zlQmzfnL dflg;n]
rnfPsf lyP . pgn ] w ]/ }
dflg;x¿nfO{ lhpFb} hnfOlbP .
dflg; eP/ dflg;k|lt bof g/x]sf
oL dfG5] zlQmzfnL lyP, pgn] h]
eGof], rfXof], ToxL x'GYof], pgL
;kmn lyP t/ c;n lyPgg\ .
pgsf] gfd c8Nkm lx6n/ lyof] .

csf{ ;x/sf ca|fxd lnª\sgnfO{
lncf}F . pgL Odfgbf/ lyP / cfkm"n]
rfx]sf /fd|f s'/fx¿ ug{ ;b}j
nflu/xGy] . pgL cfˆgf] hLjgdf
cfPsf s}of}F sl7gfOnfO{ w}o{sf ;fy
;Dxfn ] / cfˆgf ]  hLjgky
a9fpgtkm{ nfu] . pgn] cfˆgf]
b]zsf dflg;;Fu u/]sf afrfx¿
slxNo} 5f8]gg\ .  pgL cd]l/sfsf
/fi6«klt eP . pgL c;n lyP
To;}n] pgL ;kmn x'g k'u] .

To;}n], ;a} ;kmn dflg; c;n
x'Fb}gg\ t/ ;a} c;n dflg; ;kmn
x'G5g\ . dflg;x¿ cfˆgf] nIo k"lt{
ePdf cfkm"nfO{ ;kmn eG5g\ . t/
jf:tljstf eGg'kbf { cfhsf]
cfkm"eGbf ef]lnsf] cfkm" /fd|f] x'g'
eg]s} ;kmn x'g' xf] . ;kmn x'gsf
nflu dflg;x¿nfO{ k|df0fkq
rflxG5 t/ c;n x'gsf nflu
dflg; Odfgbf/ eP/ cufl8 a9]
k'U5 .

jf:tjdf eGg] xf] eg] ;kmn x'gnfO{
c;n geO{ x'Fb}g . clxn] xfdL ;fgf
sf]lknf 5f}F / ef]ln km"nem}F kmlqmg
rfxG5fF} . xfdL To;}sf nflu o;
:s'ndf cfPsf xf}F . t/ s'g} Ps
dflg; h;;Fu ;Lk 5, t/ cN5L
5, ldlxg]tL / nugzLn 5}g eg]]
p;sf] ;Lksf] s]xL cy{ nfUb}g .
cflv/ lsg t < lsgeg] p;Fu
g}ltstf 5}g, cfkm";Fu ePsf]
;LknfO{ pm c;n ¿kn] ;b'kof]u
ug{ hfGb}g  t/ olb s'g} ljBfyL{df
s'g} vf; ;Lk 5}g tfklg cfkm"df
ljZjf; /fv]/, ug{ ;S5' eGg]
c7f]6n] lg/Gt/ ldlxg]t ul//xG5
eg] cjZo klg ;kmn x'G5 lsgeg]
pm c;n 5 / ;kmn x'G5' eGg]
cf:yf /fV5 .

dflg;nfO{ cfkm"df /fd|f afgL / u'0fx¿
ljsf; ug{ w]/} ;do nfU5 . cfkm"leq
ePsf g/fd|f s'/fx¿ kmfNg / cfkm"df
ePsf g/fd|f afgLx¿ x6fpg ;fx|}
ufx|f] x'G5 . t/ c;n dflg;n]
cfkm"nfO{ lgoGq0fdf /fv]/ cfkm"nfO{
/fd|f] agfP/} 5f8\5 . c;n ePkl5,
;kmn x'gsf nflu rflxg] s'/fx¿
;a} la:tf/}– la:tf/} aGb} hfG5g\ /
dflg; cGTodf ;kmn x'g k'U5 .
To;}n] xfdL klxn] c;n x'gtkm{ nfuf}F
/ ;kmntftkm{ cl3 a9f}+F .

e"sDk

!(() kl5sf] lgs} 7"nf] e"sDk
cfh cfof]
;a} wg;DklQ n'6]/
s/f]8kltnfO{ /f]8klt agfof]
Psrf]l6 cfP/ k'u]g Sof/] wSsf
k/fsDkgsf ¿kdf lbO/x\of]
sltsf t afcfdf eg] sltsf
Kof/f 5f]/f5f]/L g} nUof] .

g]kfnsf] ;fg / eLd;]gsf]
w/x/fnfO{ ldNSofof]
;a} P]ltxfl;s ;f+:s[lts
;Dkbfx¿ nu]/ lz/ em'sfof]
Toltn] dfq} k'u]g eg]/ 3/
wg;f/, uf]7 klg eTsfof]
To;}n] ef]sn] db}{ 5g\ hgtf
/fxt cfpg] af6f] / k'n klg
v;fof] .

e"sDk cfof] eG5g\ Hofg
arfpg klg efUg'kg]{
v'nf 7fpF klg sf]rfsf]r 5g\ of]
kfkLn] s:tf] ;do Nofof] .

g]kfn To;} t ul/a b]z emg}
ul/a agfof]
g]kfnLsf] dgdf t 8/ / qf;n]
sAhf hdfof] .

ljb\ofyL{x¿ sxfF hfG5g\ ca
ljb\ofno klg eTsfof]
s;}nfO{ t dfgl;s ;Gt'ng
u'dfpg] agfof]
o;}sf] 8/n] xfd|f] d'6'n] leq}
9\ofª\u|f] ahfof]
of] kfkL e"sDkn] xfd|f] b]zdf
s:tf] clgi6 Nofof] .
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ISISISISIS BELIEFBELIEFBELIEFBELIEFBELIEF

When we were born, we were
sent with marks on our
forehead, marks of fate. We
have often heard this word and
are familiar with it. But do you
think that we are living our life
just for completing what God
wrote for us? In our societies,
there are still beliefs that
astrologists can foretell the
future. It might or might not be
true as no one has any proof.
But in my opinion, fate is not
what is written on our hands
or forehead, it does not depend
on the time we were born. Fate
is “what is within us”.

Astrologists predict the future
of a child as soon as they are
born. You yourself can imagine:
a child’s future already being
decided when it has not been
a moment that the child has
stepped into this world! If the
future of a child is predicted to
be full of failures, is it worth
for the child to go on living
further? Is it the fault of the
newborn that he was born
when the stars were aligned in
a ‘wrong’ position?

 Well, even if the facts of the
future being predicted were
true, I would never live my life
in disbelief of what some other
person decides for me. I,
myself, would decide what to
follow to get me in the path of
success. Our lives should be
our own choices. Every
determined person must have
this feeling in their hearts and
their minds.

11321132113211321132
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A Hard ChoiceA Hard ChoiceA Hard ChoiceA Hard ChoiceA Hard Choice

Tamim Iqbal was just
seventeen, yet he was pushed
into the dirty game of terrorism.
Both of his hands were
wrapped around a gun, pointing
it at the British reporter
kneeling before him. His hands
were shaking. Hossain and
Kasab were behind Tamim,
forcing him to shoot the
reporter.

"Just shoot, and, inshallah,
you’ll be blessed." Kasab was
saying.

But the green eyes of Tamim
showed more fear than that of
the British reporter. The
reporter, now in despair, looked
at the long face of Tamim—
which seemed disheartened.
After a moment of closing his
eyes, Tamim cried, "For Allah!",
and gave a headshot. The
British reporter fell on his side
like a fallen tree. Hossain and
Kasab were hooting, while
Tamim was staring into the
reporter ’s lifeless eyes.
Suddenly, pity welled up inside
Tamim’s heart and a clear
stream of tears trickled down
to his cheeks.

Then, he ran. He ran until he
came to the banks of the
Jhelum River. He sat down and
called his father, Abdus Iqbal.

80808080801111188888
DurgeshDurgeshDurgeshDurgeshDurgesh
Class: 1Class: 1Class: 1Class: 1Class: 100000

Enchantment, Thoughts
and Me

My thoughts and the world
intertlink.
I’m enchanted.
I’ve been thinking,
Thinking about people,
Their faces, their smiles, their
flaws,
They remain cold.
I realize,
I’m running way too fast.
So, I stop.
It’s amazing how distance.
Makes things look small.
Yes, they are distant.
Then suddenly, I’m jerked back,
Jerked back to reality, to life.
The whispers,
My dreams are shattered.
Actually, it had already
shattered;
The day all of it happened.
The screams, the sorrow, the
people!
I wish I could take it all.
That day too, I remember,
My thoughts and the world
intertlinked.
I was enchanted,
After all this time, I still am.
I still am enchanted.
The jumbled up thoughts,
They still confuse me,
My dreams still shatter,
But still,
I’m enchanted.
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After a moment, his phone was
answered.

"Baba, Salam Walekhum."

"Walekhum Salam, Tamim"

Suddenly, Tamim’s voice
wavered, and the only thing
that he could blurt out was, "I
can’t Baba, I just can’t."

In reply, Tamim could hear his
father lecturing him in his usual
stern voice. Knowing that
calling his father was useless,
Tamim cut the line and started
crying violently.

"Allah, why do you demand
death?" Tamim cried out.

"I am obliged, even though I
don’t want to kill..." Tamim
sobbed harder, pouring out his
remorse through the stream of
tears.

The blood red sky from the
setting sun, the trees dancing
through the breeze, and the
clear and cool water of Jhelum
itself, couldn’t do anything to
appease Tamim.

Just then, Tamim heard shouts.
He realized that his Al-Qaeda
comrades were looking for him.
No sooner had Tamim stood; he
was pushed hard from behind.
As he turned his head to take a
glance upon his attackers, ten-
long nozzle AK-75 were being
pointed to his head. He could
see Kasab’s malicious face
grinning at him.

"Well, well, looks like our big
boy is missing his mamma."

After that, Kasab nodded at the
brawny man behind Tamim who
he recognized as Hossain.

Hossain brought forth a glass
and put it to Tamim’s lips. The
red liquid in the glass gave of a
pungent smell. The liquid was
forced to Tamim’s mouth, which
he then forced down his neck.
The immediate realization of
the liquid being blood, made
him green.

He threw up on Kasab, who in
anger gave a hard hit on
Tamim’s head.

"You're a disgrace, Tamim. A
disgrace to Islam." He said.

"You're obliged to kill for Allah."

"I, being a human, am morally
obliged to save another
human’s life. How can you take
souls that have a hope of life
in them?"

"Just shut up, and don't start
pestering me. I do it for Islam.
We all do it for Islam."

"Please, don’t make me do it.
Please."Tamim pleaded to
Hossain, who handed Tamim a
gun, to kill another American
journalist.

"on’t show your drama, you
darned moron." "The camera is
going to capture this. Show
them a bolder face."

There were thirteen people in t

e room. The dark room was not
painted, and its plasters were
giving away. It looked like a
burnt cell.

The American was crying
vehemently, blurting out words,
pleading Tamim. In the eyes of
the American, he could see a
son, a father, a husband, a
friend.

"If I kill him, I would deprive
someone from their son or
someone from their husband. I
would bring despair to a happy
family", a part of Tamim's mind
was saying while the other was
forcing him, "Kill, you bastard,
you ought to kill for Islam, for
Pakistan."

Instead of the American, now,
Tamim was emptied of hope.
Hopelessly, he eyed all his Al-
Qaeda comrades in the cell,
looked at the camera, and
commanded to start the shoot.

Then, looking at the camera,
Tamim, in his thick Arabian
accent, said, "This is a message
to the world. Boys, like me, have
been forced to carry guns…"

"Shut up!" Kasab cried out, but
Tamim continued.

"…I am obliged to humanity to
spare this American’s life."

And instead of pointing at the
American, Tamim pointed it at
himself.

"No" Kasab said, "Don’t Tamim,
Please!"

Kasab, Hossain, and eleven
other Jihadists sprang forward.
As they approached him Tamim
took a deep breath, closed his
eyes, and shot himself in the
head.

There was a sudden flash of
pain. It seared down through his
body. A last thought came to his
mind, "I was obliged, acridly,
from two sides."

And everything was black.



 eGHofª @)&@     30

a"9fgLns07 :s'n

xfd|f] rf8kj{

h;/L xfd|f] b]z k|fs[lts ;Dkbfdf
cg'kd 5,  To;/L g} xfd|f ;+:s[lt,
/Lltl/jfhx¿ klg pTs[i6 5g\ .
xfd|f] b]zdf cg]sf}F hfthflt 5g\ .
hfltcg'¿ksf e]ife"iff 5g\ .
cg]sf}F rf8kj{x¿ 5g\ .

b;}F, ltxf/ 57, xf]nL cflb lxGb'
wdf{jnDaLx¿sf rf8kj{x¿ x'g\ .
cg]sf}+F rf8kj{dWo] lxGb' ;dfhdf
b;}FnfO{ ;a}eGbf 7"nf] dflgG5 .
b;}F k|fo h;f] c;f]h dlxgfdf
kg]{ u5{ t/ slxn]sfxLF dndf;
k/]sf sf/0f sflQsdf  klg  kg{
hfG5 . d'VotM b;}F 36:yfkgfb]lv
!% cf}F +-lbgsf]hfu|t k"l0f{df_ ;Dd
dgfOg] u5{ . 36:yfkgfsf lbg
nueu ;a} 3/df hd/f /fVg]
ul/G5 . hd/f, ux'F, hf}, ds} cflb
ldnfP/ pdf/]sf ] la?jfnfO{
elgG5 . km"nkftL jf ;KtdL
ltlysf lbg km"nkftL  3/
leq \ofOG5 . km "nkftLsf ]
ef]lnkN6sf] lbg sfn/flq jf
dxfci6dL kl5 dxfgjdL kg]{
u5{ . o; lbg kfj{tL dftfsf
;Dk"0f { gf}j6} :j¿ksf] k"hf
ul/G5 . 36:yfkgfsf] !) cf}F
lbgnfO{ d'Vo lbg ljhof bzdL
dflgG5 . o; lbgdf cfˆgf
dfGohgn] cfkm"eGbf ;fgfsf
lgwf/df k|;fb¿kL 6Lsf /
z'efzLjf{bx¿ 6fFl;lbPsf x'G5g\ .

o; lbgb]lv sf]hfu|t k"l0f{df;Dd
6Lsf nfpg] / nufOlbg] s|d hf/L
x'G5 . o; kj{df ;a}h;f] sfof{no
/ k;nx¿ aGb /xG5g\ / cfkmGt
nufot ;fyLefOdf b;} Fsf ]
z'esfdgf cfbfgk|bfg klg x'G5 .
o; gh/n] x]bf{ b;}F ;w}Fe/ cfcf];\
elgG5 t/ ul/aL gfds >fkn]
;tfPsf dflg;x¿sf nflu b;}F
bzf h:t} x'G5 . o; s'/fnfO{ dfq
x]/]/ s]xL x'g] xf]Og t/ klg of]
jf:tljstf xf] . b;}F b'uf{ dftfn]
dlxiff;'/ gfds bfgj -/fIf;_ sf]
jw u/]sf] v';Ldf dgfOG5 .

lxGb'sf nflu b;}F h:t} c¿ wd{sf
c¿ -km/s_ g} rf8kj{ 5g\ . h:t}M
ls|l:rogsf] –ls|;d;, h}gsf] – u'?
gfgs hoGtL, cflb . h;f] u/L
xfdL lxGb'nfO{ xfd|f] b;}F Kof/f] 5,
To;}u/L c¿ hfltsf dflg;nfO{
cfˆg} kj{ Kof/f] x'G5 . t;y{ xfdLn]
;Dk"0f{ hfltsf] kj{df plQs} >4f
b]vfpg'k5{ .

rf8kj{x¿af6 xfdLdf g}lts Pjd\
;fdflhs u'0fsf] ljsf; x'g]
ePsfn] xfdLn] xfd|f rf8kj{x¿nfO{
lg/Gt/tf lbO{ ltgLx¿sf] ;+/If0f
ug'{k5{ .  o;sf ;fy} xfdLn] xfd|f]
rf8kj{df klZrdLkg Nofpg' x'Fb}g
t/ klg sltko xfd|f] ;dfhdf
/fd|f];Fu dgfpg'k5{ .

dxfe"sDk @)&@

dxfe"sDkn] w]/} kl/jt{g Nofof]
;a}sf] hLjgnfO{ ql;t agfof]
hLjgnfO{ w]/} sl7g agfof]
e"sDkn] ;f/f g]kfn} xNnfof] .

xfd|f] b]znfO{ g/fd|f];Fu lauf¥of]
htftt} o;sf] xNnf u'lGhof]
slt dflg;x¿n] cfˆgf] Hofg
u'dfP
t slt dflg;x¿n] w]/} b'Mv kfP

Hofg hf]ufpg w]/} d'l:sn x'Fbf]
/x]5
;a} ;'v hlt b'Mvd} kl/0ft eP5
P]ltxfl;s ;Dkbfx¿ ;a} 9n]5g\
dflg;x¿ klg w]/}n] Hofg
u'dfP5g\ .

e"sDkn] g]kfnnfO{ s]Gb|laGb' agfof]
g]kfnsf lhNnfx¿nfO{ 6's|f–6's|f
agfof]
o;n] g]kfnsf] ljsf;nfO{ kl5
kf¥of]
pHofnf] g]kfnnfO{ cGwsf/do
t'Nofof] .

e"sDksf] em6\sf g/fd|f];Fu
ef]ufof]
x] eujfg\ dflg;x¿sf] Hofg}
nUof]
5}g 3/af/, 5}gg\ kl/jf/
x] eujfg\ of] ;+;f/df dnfO{
PSn} lsg arfof} .
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jftfj/0f / ljsf;

jftfj/0f / ljsf; Pp6} /ysf b'O{
kfª\u|f;/x x'g\ . cfˆgf] ofqfnfO{
lg/Gt/tf lbg /ynfO{ b'O{j6f
kfª\u|fsf] cToGt h?/L x'G5 .
cs:dft\ /ysf] Pp6f kfª\u|f klg
6'6\g k'Uof] eg] Tof] c;Gt'lnt x'G5
/ kN6G5 . jftfj/0f / ljsf; klg
To:t} x'g\ . xfdLn] ljsf;sf
;fy;fy} jftfj/0fsf] klg ;+/If0f
ug'{k5{ .

xfdL dflg;x¿ a ' l4dfg \ /
ljj]szLn 5f}F . clxn]sf] @! cf}F
ztfAbLdf j}1flgsx¿n] ljleGg
oGqnufot j:t'x¿sf] cfljisf/
u/]sf 5g\ . cfw'lgs o'udf w]/}h:ff]
dflg;x¿ cf ]xf ]/–bf ]xf ]/ ug{
oftfoftsf ] k |of ]u u5{g \ tL
oftfoftn] olt w]/} w'nf] / w'jfF
kmfN5g\ ls To;n] ;a} jftfj/0f
g} k|b"lift u/fpF5 . of] ;fwgsf]
s;n] ljsf; u¥of] t < ltg}
k|ltefzfnL JolQmx¿n] cem clxn]
h'g b]z w]/} ljsl;t x'G5 Tof]
b]znfO{ wgL b]z eg]/ ulgG5 /
cljsl;t b]znfO{ ul/a b]z eGg]
ul/G5 . s[lif Joj;fodf ljsf;,
pBf]uwGbfdf ljsf;, lzIf0f
Joj;fodf ljsf;, snsf/vfgfdf
ljsf; cflb ;a} s'/fdf ljsf;
eof] eg] aNn b]z ljsl;t x'G5 .
ljsl;t b]zsf hgtfn] klg
;'v;onsf] lhGbuL latfpg
;S5g\ . dflg;nfO{ ;Dks{ ug'{k¥of]
df]afOn kmf]g 5, ;dfrf/ ;'Gg'k¥of]
6]lnlehgb]lv lnP/ /]l8of];Dd 5 .

dgf]/~hg rflxof] lyP6/b]lv lnP/
v]ns'b d}bfg 5g\ . oltsf w]/}
s'/fx¿ ePkl5 dfG5]sf] lhGbuLdf
t v'l;ofnL g} v'l;ofnL eOxfNof] .

olt w]/} df]hd:tLdf st} g st}
yf]/} eP klg ljsf;n] afwf c8\rg
k'¥ofO/x]sf] x'G5 . t/ of] a]kmfObf
;a}n] b]Vg ;Sb}gg\ . s'/f ;xL xf]
ljsf; ePkl5 ;a}nfO{ kmfObf x'G5
t/ ;fydf ljsf;n] jftfj/0fdf
xflg k'¥ofO/x]sf] x'G5 . xfdLnfO{
nfdf] cfo' lhpg' 5 eg] :jR5
xfjfkfgL cTofjZos x'G5 . clxn]
ag]sf uf8L, df]6/;fOsn, 6«s,
cflbn] ˆofFSg] w'Fjf w'nf]n] jftfj/0f
k|b"lift    u/fO/x]sf]   x'G5, h;sf
sf/0fn] xfdLnfO{ Zjf;k|Zjf;;DaGwL
/f]u nfUg ;S5 . dflg;x¿ 3/x¿
lgdf{0f ug{ hËnsf] ljgfz u5{g\ .
ltgLx¿ e'ln/x]sf 5g\ ls olb
¿vla?jfsf] sdL eof] eg] af9Lklx/f]
h:tf ljleGg k|fs[lts k|sf]kx¿
cfpg ;S5g\ / logn] h;n] xfd|f]
dfgjhLjgdf g} Iflt k'¥ofpF5g\ .

o:tf ljleGg ljsf;x¿n] k|fs[lts
;f}Gbo{sf] ljgfz klg ug{ ;S5g\ .
To;sf/0f xfdLnfO{ ljsf; klg
rflxG5 / jftfj/0f klg rflxG5
eg] b'j}nfO{ ;Fu;Fu} nfg'k5{ .
jftfj/0fsf] ;+/If0fdf Wofg lbFb}
ljsf; ug'{k5{ lsgeg] clxn] xfdLn]
b]zsf] ljsf; gubf{ xfd|f] b]z g]kfn
;fx|} lk5l8Psf] 5 .

l;ª\uf] g]kfn

cUnf lxdfn ePsf] eg]/ lrlgg]
b]z xfd|f]
oxfFsf] k|s[lt 5 w]/} /fd|f]
8fFkm], d'gfn, ;a} r/f xfd|}
b]zdf
w]/} dflg; cfˆg} ;+:s[lt clg
cfˆg} e]ifdf .

sfF8]Eofs'/ xfd|} b]zdf dfq}
kfOg]
w]/} ko{6s xfd|} b]zdf cfpg]
t/ tL ;a}nfO{ ca ul/lbof] gi6
Tof] a}u'gL, lgi7'/L e"sDkn]
ljgi6 .

xfd|f] Tof] w/x/fnfO{ l5g]/ nUof]
xfd|f] Tof] 306f3/sf] ;'O{
/f]lslbof]
b]zdf dxfdf/L km}nfpg] sfd
ul/lbof]
s}of}Fsf rfxg]jfnfx¿nfO{
la5f]8 u/fOlbof] .

;u/dfysf] prfO 36fpg] sfd
o;}n] ul/lbof]
lxdfnsf] lxpF kufNg] k|of;
o;}n] ul/lbof]
8fkm]Fem}F grfpg], lxdfnem}F xF;fpg]
g]kfnsf] ¿k oxL e"sDkn]
km]l/lbof] .

To;}n] g]kfnsf] lgdf{0f ug{
h'6\b} 5' d
g]kfnnfO{ k'gM prfOdf k'¥ofpg
p7\b} 5' d .
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Devastating
Earthquake

Enjoying my holidays, I was
lying on my bed and watching
the television. I was feeling
pretty good, then suddenly, the
television automatically turned
off, as if something bad was
going to happen. As I predicted,
the land began to shake. I
realized it was an earthquake;
it could cause loss of life. And
so, I ran for my life towards the
main gate of my house. Just
like me, there were others
running, too. As I approached
the main gate, I heard my
mother yelling, “Earthquake!
Everyone run!” but I was
already outside the house. We
went towards the open field.
Obviously, the tremors
continued like a furious bull. We
prayed to God. I was really
worried about my father as he
was not at home. Then, we also
started to hear various sorts of
pieces of news like Dharahara
falling down and Hanuman
Dhoka being destroyed. I felt
very sad. Nepal was suffering
a lot. I also heard that the
earthquake was of 7.9
magnitude in the Ritcher Scale.
I also heard that around 23
districts were affected by the
earthquake, especially
Dolakha, Sindhupalchowk and
Gorkha. So, we were really
scared and so, we slept outside
the house in the open field,

under a tent. There, we slept
peacefully. The next morning,
after we ate our breakfast, my
father looked up on our school’s
site about my holidays. And he
found out that my holidays had
been extended upto the 15th of
Jestha.

The days passed on. Slowly, we
moved back to our home. Then,
the day finallly came when I had
to go to school again. I felt
both, happy as well as sad.
Then slowly, the days passed
on and things became normal ,
as they used to be.

The Day I Will Never
Forget

On 1st September 2015, the
time was 4:15 and my friends
and I were walking down to the
swimming pool for our house
swimming. Few weeks ago,
monkeys were seen in our
school, and now too, we
encountered a group of
monkeys on our way to the
swimming pool. My friends
wanted to run back to the house
but how could we? It was our
house swimming. We went on
with full courage without looking
at those monkeys. But suddenly,
a monkey attacked us and all of
us ran. One of the monkeys
started chasing us. We ran as
fast as we could but we were of
no match to those monkeys.
When I was running, my slipper
got off and when I tried to take
it, a monkey tried to jump over
me but I managed to escape.
Finally we reached the
swimming pool but both my
slippers were surrounded by
monkeys. Right after that, those
monkeys were gone and one of
my friends brought my slippers
back. I finally had a moment to
relax. From this experience, I
learned that we should never
look at a monkey in its eyes
because if we do so, the monkey
will attack us. We were attacked
because one of my friends dared
to stare at their eyes with anger.

Life with Brother

Hey brother, let’s go to play
As usual with stone and clay,
In the field near the park
Playing there in the dark.

The day when you went to
school with your books,
A girl gave you a beautiful look
You wanted to be with her,
Unfortunately, the girl was
daughter of your sir.

Your friends used to come to
our home
And we used to walk and roam
They used to tease and frighten us
But they themselves got scared
and made a fuss
I’m alone with your lack
Hey brother, please come back,
Without you, my days are white
and black.
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Cold

I finally have a reason to sit in
front of my desk, pen and paper
in hand, suddenly my mind
goes blank. Every idea that I
have thought of penning down
goes out of the window, into the
icy cold winter evening. Frankly
speaking; if I had my way, I
would run to the dormitory, into
my bunk; quilt and blanket over
me and snooze away in the
seductive warmth of my bed.
But I can’t, for there’s more than
an hour left before study time
is over.  And I’m feeling way too
lazy to do my homework.

I look around, scanning the
room hoping in vain for some
sort of inspiration, but all I see
are some fellow mates trying to
complete their assignments.
Well, to hell with all blood
sucking homework, if I’m to be
kicked out of a class tomorrow
for not doing my homework,
then so be it. Today, I’m just
going to sit back, relax and write
something interesting.
Besides, I haven’t written
anything good in a really long
time.

Why does winter have to be so
cold? My hands are freezing as
I write this. But, I can’t wait to
crawl into my bed. Maybe I

shouldn’t write about how cold
it is and how nice and warm my
bed is; I opine that thinking
about it is making me feel
colder. It’s all in the mind really.

What’s strange is that now, I
seem to have written a couple
of paragraphs already, without
even knowing it. Maybe when I
finish writing this, if I like it I’ll
spare it from going to the
waste-paper basket. Hmm…the
waste paper basket seems to
be quite full, maybe I should
clear it out. Nah, it’ll be even
colder outside. Well great!
Seems like I’ve come back to the
cold, again.

Now if it weren’t for the duty
teacher I could just sneak into
my lovely bed. Maybe I should
make some excuses to get into
the bed early. But then it’s
almost time; it’s not worth the
effort now. Now, I just wish that
the dorm clock would move just
a bit faster.

Aahh! It’s time now. Get to rush
to my dorm now and jump into
my bed. A good sleep at night
is just what the doctor
prescribes. But maybe I should
wake up early tomorrow morn
after all, for I haven’t finished
those assignments yet.
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Hard Work Always
Pays

Once upon a time, there was
a boy named Ravi. He was
very poor. He was an orphan.
He used to stay under a big
tree and beg for money. He
used to collect not more than
few rupees in a day. With that
money, he used to buy
something to eat. He couldn’t
eat enough food because he
didn’t have enough money.

After sometime, he felt hungry
again. Now, there was no
money left with him. Soon, it
was going to be dark and a
person saw him. He saw that
the boy was very poor and had
not eaten properly for so many
days. He took him to his house
and gave him food to eat.

He later took Ravi to school,
where he worked very hard
and became first in his school.
He continued studying hard
and passed his SLC with 92%.
He wanted to study hard and
become a doctor and later,
because of his hard work, he
was able to become a doctor.

Now, he is living very happily.

You should also work hard to
live a happy life.
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syfleqsf] syf

Pp6f
k"j{ cfsfzsf] ;"o{h:tf]
clg csf]{
klZrd cfsfzsf] rGb|h:tf]
x/]s laxfg clg x/]s ;fFem
b'j}sf gh/ h'W5g\
efjgfx¿sf] pyn–k'yn x'G5
clg tTk/ /xG5g\
Ps csf{df ;dflxt 5g\
km"n / ;'uGwem}F
d'6' / w8\sgem}F
yfxf 5 b'j}nfO{
cfsfz / wtL{sf] ldng x'Fb}g
cfuf]n] kfgL;Fu bf]:tL ub}{g
o;/L ;a a'‰bf–a'‰b} klg
ca'em h:tf] u/]/
df]lxt 5g\ Pscsf{k|lt
oBlk b'lgofFnfO{ cfˆgf
Joyf / j]bgfsf syf g;'gfO{
pbfpF5g\ clg c:tfpF5g\
lg/Gt/ ¿kdf
wtL{df pHofnf] 5g{
s]jn pHofnf] 5g{ .

/f]O/x]5 g]kfn

af/Daf/ /f]O/xG5 g]kfn
v}, s'lGg lsg xf] Û
;fob o;nfO{ cfF;' dg k5{,
cfF;' r'xfpg dg k5{
/ g} t ;'ls;s]sf tL cfFvfnfO{
anhˆtL ldr]/ cfF;' lgsfN5
g]kfn,
slxn] gfnfkfgLdf /f]of]
slxn] /f]Nkf, ?s'ddf /f]of]
t slxn] pGgfO; lbg;Dd /f]of]
x'Fbfx'Fbf cfh g]kfn k|s[ltaf6
?jfO{Fb} 5
aNn d a'‰b} 5', g]kfn ?g dg
nfu]/ xf]Og
?g' k/]/ ?Fbf]/x]5
g]kfn ?Fb} xf]Og, ?jfO{Fb} /x]5
ljsf;sf] d}bfgdf ev{/} pbfpFb}
u/]sf] g]kfn
;d'b| t/L lsgf/f nflu;s]sf]
g]kfn
nfvf}+ ;zQm ar]/fx¿
hGdfO;s]sf] g]kfn
cfh, ljsf;sf] d}bfgdf
efl;Pem}F
lsgf/ g7DofP/ cnkq k/]sf]
dfemLem}F
ar]/fsf] zf]sdf t8\lkO/x]sL
r/Lem}F
g]kfn yfls/x]5, cGof]ndf
afFlr/x]5
;w}F g]kfnnfO{ xF;fpg] ;u/dfyf
;fob, yfs]5 Sof/] .
emb}{5 tn
tL 8'Ag} nfu]sf 3fd h:t}
;]t} km'n]sf skfn, d'hf k/]sf
ufnf
cfh, cfˆg} h'gLnfO{ ;/fKb}
8fS6/n] afFw]sf k§L cf]N6fO{–
kN6fO{ x]b}{ 5g\
tL slnnf ar]/fx¿

ef]lnsf] g]kfn egL hf] c8\sn
nufpFy]
cfh Ps}l5g s;}sf] ;xf/f gkfP
cf]/fnLdf u'lN6G5g\
d]/f] g]kfn
kL8fsf] kf]v/Ldf 8'la/x]5
d ;an eP/ aFflr/xFbf
nfU5, d g]kfnsf] xf/df
/dfO/x]5'
d afFRg'sf] ;f/
kL8fsf] kf]v/Ldf kfgL ylk/x]5'
g]kfn b]v]/, tL g]kfnL dg
;Dem]/
d leqleq} hln/x]5'
vfnL vf]s|f] eO{ ;'ls/x]5'
;fFRr} d ;'ls/x]5' .

wGo ltd|f] sf]v Û

d/]F PskN6 kf] cfdf t/ afFRg
lbof} ltdLn] If0fIf0fdf
cfTdf t cd/ 5, cfdf d/]g
Tof] b]x¿kL cfj/0fdf
b}jn] df}sf lbP km]l/ klg kg]{ 5'
ltd|} z/0fdf
Pp6} OR5f 5 x]g]{ xl/ofnL ltd|f]
s0fs0fdf
ltd|f] sfvsf] Gofgf]df /Dy]F ltd|}
sfvdf lgbfpg kfP
ltdLnfO{ cfˆgf] ;+;f/ eGy]F
ltdLd} of] ;f; ldnfpg kfP
xf] cfdf ltd|f] ddtfsf] c>'n]
dxf;fu/ g} agfpF5
Tof] cd"No df]tL gemf/ clxn]
To;n] sfFt/tf hgfpF5
ltdL jL/x¿sL hGdbftf xf},
cfdf ltd|f] sf]v wGo 5
ltdL slxNo} ul/a xF'lbgf} sf/0f
ltd|f] k|s[lt ;bf /d0fLo 5
ltdL d]/f] zf]sdf 8'a], d]/f
bfh'efO kl5 kg]{ 5g\
ljZj xfFSg] k|ltef ltgsf
ltgL;Fu} dg]{ 5g\
cfdf g/f]pm ltdL, ;bf cd/ t
dgsf] k|Llt xf]
cfdf g/f]pm ltdL, sf]lknf agL
d km]l/ cfpg] 5'
cfdf g/f]pm ltdL, ltdLnfO{
;+;f/sL /fd|L agfpg] 5' .
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;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn

!) a;]{ hgo'4 / !( lbg]
hgcfGbf]ngn]
g]kfnsf] Oltxf;nfO{ /f]rs df]8
lbFb}
lg/ª\s'z /fhtGqsf] ;dflKt;Fu}
u0ftGq g]kfnsf] :yfkgf;Fu}
r}q @*, )^$ ;fnsf] r'gfjn]
hGdfof]
klxnf] cfdf
;+ljwfg ;ef – ! Û

cfdf g x'g\
pgsf] sfd g}
/fd|f] / xfd|f] ;+ljwfgnfO{ hGd
lbg]
cfdfn] ug'{eof] cfˆgf] k|ls|ofsf]
cf/De
clg ;'? eof]
;ª\3Lotfsf] ax; Û

ax'dt NofP/ klxnf] x'g]n] eGof]
x/]s hfltnfO{ ;ª\3Lo /fHo
;LdfGts[t / ljkGgnfO{ ;ª\3Lo
k|b]z
clg sf]l/of] ;ª\3Lotfsf] vfsf
g]jf/nfO{ g]jf /fHo
tfdfªnfO{ tfD;flnª
lnDa'jfg klg x'g] eof]
/ ;Fu;Fu} v'Da'jfg klg
du/n] du/ft kfpg] eP
clg sf]r]x¿n] sf]lrnf
cem eGg'kbf{
x'g] eof] hftLo cfwf/df
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;LdfÍg / gfdfÍg Û
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn g xf]
ax; rNof], ;+jfb rNof]
s;}n] eg]

hgo'4 / hgcfGbf]ngsf]
efjgfnfO{ ;Daf]wg ub}{g o;n]
s;}n] n]v]
hftLo ljt08f dRrfpg'sf
;fy;fy} b]z 6's|fpF5 o;n]
s;}n] ;'gfP
cNk;ª\Vossf] cl:tTjaf]wsf]
;"rs aGb}g of]
/fhgLlts ;xdlt aGg ;s]g
c;xdltsf] ufF7f] v'Ng ;s]g
of] l;nl;nf lg/Gt/ rln/x\of]
cfdf a"9L x'Fb} hfg'eof]
/ cGttM
h]7 !$, )^( ;fndf ;+ljwfg
ghGdfO{sg}
d[To' j/0f ug'{eof] Û

bf];|f] cfdf
cfdf geO{ gx'g] eof]
/fi6«nfO{ rflxof]
b]znfO{ rflxof]
hgtfnfO{ rflxof]
Oltxf;} /r]/ eP tfklg
dª\l;/ $, )&) ;fndf
hlGdg'eof]
bf];|L cfdf,
;+ljwfg ;ef – @ Û

cfdf o;k6s
b[9 ;ª\sNksf ;fy
alnof] ljZjf;sf ;fy
;'?af6 g} s;/tdf nfUg'eof]
kmn:j¿k
;ldltx¿ u7g eP
;+jfb ;'? eof]

ax; lg/Gt/ rNof] clg
zf;sLo :j¿k
Gofo k|0ffnL
lgjf{rg k|0ffnLnufot
;a}df c;xdltsf] ufF7f] km'Sof]
clg km]l/ ;'? eof]
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn Û

cfˆgf] dxTTj b;f{pg
klxnf] / bf];|f] x'g]n] k|ls|of yfn]

t/
t];|f nufotx¿n] c;Gtf]if k|s6
ub}{
cfdf a:g] 7fFpsf] tf]8kmf]8 g}
u/]
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn rNb} ubf{
k[YjL xlNnof], cfdf l/;fO5g\
Sof/]
uha eof]
pgLx¿ efjgfTds ¿kn] ufFl;P
;ª\3LotfnfO{ yftL /fv]/
d:of}bf sf]l/of]
;'emfj ;ª\sng ul/of]
t/ cs:dft\
yfFtL /flvPsf] ;ª\3Lotfdf
;xdlt ag] 5
klxrfg / ;fdYo{sf cfwf/df
^ j6f k|b]zsf] /rgf;Fu} k'gM
;'¿ eof]
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn Û

;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn g xf]
cv08 If]q dfu u/] ;ª\3Lotf
rfxg]x¿n]
b'w xfn]sf] sfnf] lrof dfu]
h;/L
cftª\lst aGof] ;f/f klZrd
clg la:tf/} aGb} uof] ;f/f b]z
cfGbf]lnt
s;}nfO{ rflxof] cv08 ;ª\3Lo
/fHo
s;}nfO{ rflxof] ;ª\3Lo /fhwfgL
s;}nfO{ rflxof] y?x6 t
s;}nfO{ rflxof] Ps dw]z k|b]z
cfdfsf] lg/Gt/
clUgk/LIff x'g] s|d hf/L eof]
ufpFdf, ;x/df, 6f]ndf,
rf}tf/fdf
klqsfdf, /]l8of]df, 6]lnlehgdf
htftt}, hxfFtxLF rln/x\of] /
rNb} 5
;ª\3Lotfsf] ax;
clg pl7/x\of] / p7\b} 5
;ª\3Lotfsf] ;jfn Û

&)!&
ljho
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rGb|–;"o{ ;w}F ;w}F kmx/fpg' 5

ltdLnfO{ nfUbf] xf]
d s;/L lz/ 7f8f] kfg{ ;S5'
ha d]/f] w/x/f 9n]sf] 5
ufpFx¿df kxf8 v;]sf] 5
a:tLx¿ phf8 ag]sf 5g\
d'6' rs]{sf 5g\
k'vf{sf P]ltxfl;s, k'/ftflTTjs
;Dkbf;Fu}
dgx¿ klg eTs]sf 5g\
blngn] lslrP/ slt d/]sf 5g\
slt zj cem} e]l6Psf 5}gg\
a:g]sf] af;, vfg]sf] ufF; ;a}
vf]l;Psf] 5 .
xf] ltdLn] l7s ;f]Rof}
d s;/L d':s'/fpg ;S5'
ha d]/f] b]z /f]O/x]sf] 5 .

t/ d]/f] cfTdljZjf; cem}
9n]sf] 5}g

;fIfL 5 d]/f] a"9f] 306f3/
d pl7/x]sf] 5'
/ p7fpg] 5' d]/f] w/x/f
d]/f a:tL, d]/f ufpF
d]/f] w/f]x/ d]/f] cl:tTj .

s[kof dnfO{
d/]sf af/] g;f]w
6'x'/fsf] kL8f g;f]w
olta]nf dnfO{ d]/f] uf]vf{,
wflbª
l;Gw'kfNrf]s, g'jfsf]6 b'v]sf] 5 .

ef], ltdLnfO{ atfpg] ;dodf t
d st} /fxt af]s]/ bf}8]sf] x'G5'
rs]{sf] 3fpdf dnd nfufO/x]sf] x'G5'
lsgls d]/f] ljZjf; 9n]sf] 5}g

d]/f] g]kfn k'gM lgdf{0f ug'{ 5 .
a¿ kmsL{ cfpm ltdL klg
lxdfnh:t} cfTdljZjf; lnP/ cfpm
r§fgh:t} d'6' lnP/ cfpm
xftdf xft ldnfpFb} cfpm
sfFwdf sfFw ldnfpFb} cfpm
xfdL t xfg{ ghfGg] jL/ xf}F .
d / ltdLn] ldn]/ xfdLn]
xfd|f] rGb|–;"o{ p7fpg' 5
xfd|f] rGb|–;"o{ cª\lst emG8f
;w}F–;wF} kmx/fpg' 5 .

b}l8Fbf ;do

;do bf}l8/x]5
dflg;x¿ bf}l8g ;s]sf 5}gg\ .
cgGt;Dd k'Ug] cfzf lnP/
ultxLg eO{ ;dosf] lk5f ug{
dfq vf]lh/x]sf 5g\ .
;kmntf kfpg]
cfsfª\If}–cfsfª\Iff lnP/
k/hLjL eO{ nlDs/x]sf 5g\ .

dfG5]sf] ;r]ttfnfO{ pl5g]/
cl3 uO/x]sf] ;don]
luHofO/x]5 .
6Ss/ lng vf]Hg]x¿sf] b'b{zf
b]v]/
d':sfO/x]sf] 5 .

nfU5,
ltgLx¿n] u/]sf] ;b'kof]u s:tf]
xf]nf <
h;sf] s'g} d"No 5}g
cy{xLg –d"NoxLg dgf]/~hg
xf]nfg\
ToxfFaf6 s'g} pknlAw 5}g
k'vf}{Fb]lvsf] of] s|d
;':t eO/x]sf] 5 .

dfG5] g} dfG5] larNnL eP/
;donfO{ klv{/x]sf dfq 5g\
ljgf>dsf] Hofnf
kfpg] cfzf lnP/
;'Gb/ eljionfO{ lgDTofO/x]sf
5g\ .

sf]xL elg/x]sf xf]nfg\
;do Û tF nlDaFb} hf
xfd|f] ;'vb ofqf klg nDAofpFb}
hf .
xfdLnfO{ gkvL{
clg rNb} hf Û
ha;Dd oL ;'vb ofqfx¿
6'lËb}gg\ .

sf]xL elg/x]sf xf]nfg\
;do Û tF klvF{b} hf
x]b}{ hf, xfd|f v';Lsf If0fx¿
;'Gb} hf xfd|f k|ultsf
c6\6xf;x¿
cjnf]sg ub}{ hf, j}/Lsf
k/fhox¿
clg yKb} hf, Oltxf;sf
kfgfx¿ .

sf]xL elg/x]sf xf]nfg\
;do, tF x/fP/} hf
lanfP/} hf,
t]/f] j]u;Fu xfdLnfO{ klg
lnP/ hf
of] tgfj} tgfjsf] e"d08naf6
d'lQm lbnf .

t/ ;do, clgolGqt ultdf
bf}l8/x]5
s]jn bf}l8/x]5 .

()%&
d's]z
sIff M (

*!@^
alatf
sIff M !)



    37                   Bhanjyang 2016

Budhanilkantha School

s0ff{nLsf] j]bgf

8fF8fkfvf xl/ofnL
;'Gb/ 5 d]/f] s0ff{nL,
n]s}df kfSofsf sfkmn
emndNn} x'Gofu/L
9sdSs} km'Nofsf nflnu'F/f;
cfxf Û dg} /dfpGof xl/of kxf8
ld7f] u/L af]Nof
d]/f s0ff{nLjf;L
o;f] x]5'{
nfU5 /dfOnf] 5 s0ff{nL
km]l/ ;f]R5'
nfU5
v';L 5 s0ff{nL
el/k"0f{ 5 s0ff{nL .

t/ ckm;f]r,
d]/f] ;f]rfOn] o'6g{ lnG5
ha b]V5' d
t'Ogdf r9\b} ljBfno hfg]
d]/f efOalxgLx¿
cGgsf bfgfsf nflu
306f}F s'g]{ d]/f bfh'efOx¿
xLgtfaf]w x'G5 dnfO{
5fpk8Ln] u|l;t s0ff{nL b]Vbf
cfkm}Fdf kL8f x'G5

;f]x| jif{sf] slnnf] pd]/d} cfdf x'g]
d]/f lbbLalxgLx¿ b]Vbf
ue{ktgn] cfdfsf] d[To' ePsf]
b]Vbf
To;}n] km]l/ ;f]Rg afWo x'G5'
s] :ju{ 5 t s0ff{nL <
PsfPs d]/f] dfg;k6ndf v]Ng
pDnG5g\

kL8fsf Hjfnfx¿
cfuf]sf /fkx¿
cGofosf d':nfx¿
j]bgfsf j]ux¿
ljklQsf lj:kmf]6x¿
clg
clg, kf] yfxf x'G5 dnfO{
stf 5 d]/f] s0ff{nL eg]/ .
Pp6f s0ff{nLjf;L x'ls{G5
v; efiffsf] tf]t]af]nLdf
eG5,
a'afnfO{ afph'
dDdLnfO{ cfdf
/dfpF5 pm To;}df,
t/ ck;f]r,
ha pm cln lzlIft x'G5
k9\g] n]Vg] x'G5
hfGg] a'‰g] x'G5,
To;kl5,
p;nfO{ ToxL afph'
zAbk|lt l3g nfU5
k"/} s0ff{nLnfO{ ;/fKg yfN5
eG5,
x] eujfg\ dnfO{ s'g h'gLsf]
kfkn] hGdfof} of] s0ff{nLdf
s7} lar/f] s0ff{nL
cfh pm ;/flkFb} 5 cfˆg}
;Gtfgaf6
x]lkFb} 5 cfˆg} /fi6«af6
lk5l8Fb}5,
lalu|b} 5,
hfFb} 5 cwf]ultdf
g arfpg] sf]xL 5 g t ;kfg]{ g}
;a}sf] of] cj:yf 5,
k|ultsf]
syfsf]
sljtfsf]
l;h{gfsf]
t/ sljtfsf] efjdf 8'a]/
l;h{gf ug]{nfO{ s] yfxf
s;/L l;lh{t 5 s0ff{nL <
lsg kLl8t 5 s0ff{nL <
cflv/ s:tf] 5 s0ff{nL <

5f]/fsf] dfof

Psb]zdf Pp6f kl/jf/ lyof] . ToxfF
5f]/f, Tof] 5f]/fsf] ;f}t]gL cfdf /
a'af a:y] . s]xL lbgkl5 ;f}t]gL
cfdfn] 5f]/f kfO{ . 5f]/fnfO{ x'sf{O{ .
t/ p;nfO{ csf]{ 5f]/fsf] s]xL jf:tf
lyPg . cfˆgf] 5f]/fnfO{ :s'n
k7fpFyL / csf]{ 5f]/fnfO{ sfd
u/fpFyL, Zofd' eg]/ af]nfpFyL .
csf]{ 5f]/fsf] gfd /fd lyof] . ;f}t]gL
cfdfn] 5f]/fnfO{ :s'n k7fP/ cfkm"
v]tlt/ nfUblyg\ . /fdrflxF n's]/
:s'n hfGYof] . ;f}t]gL cfdf /fd
:s'n uPsf] ;'g]/ l/;fpFlyg\ .
Psk6s oxL s'/fdf /fdnfO{ 3/af6
lgsflNflbO{ . /fd;Fu clncln 1fg
lyof] . /fd ;8sdf lev dfUb}
a:of] . lev dfu]/ cfPsf] k};fn]
h'Qf kfln; ug]{ ;fdfg lsg]/ h'Qf
6NsfOlbg yfNof] . p;n] To;f] u/]/
w]/} k};f sdfof] clg 8]/f klg lnof] .
p;n] lstfa lsg]/ k9\g yfNof] /
p;n] cfˆgf] 1fg afF8\g yfNof] .
p;n] 8fS6/ aGg] 5fqj[lQ kfof] .
pm 8fS6/ aGof] . Pslbg p;sf]
c:ktfndf Pp6L a"9L cfdf cfOg\
pgsf] ls8\gL km]n ePsf] /x]5
ls8\gL km]g'{kg]{ /x]5 . /fdn] cfˆgf]
ls8\gL To; cfdfnfO{ lbof] . s]xL
lbgkl5 ha a'9L cfdf 3/ hfg
yfn]sL lyOg\ Tolt a]nf pgnfO{
/fdsf ;fyLx¿n] gfd / 7]ufgf
;f]w] . kl5 gfd / 7]ufgf kfO;s]kl5
yfxf kfOof] ls tL a'9L /fdsf]
;f}tgL cfdf kf] /lx5g\ . /fdsf
;fyLx¿n] /fdnfO{ eGg kfPgg\
lsgeg] /fd cfkm"nfO{ x]Kg] ;f}t]gL
cfdfsf nflu dl/;s]sf] lyof] .
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;f]r] h:tf] x'Gg hLjg

cfˆg} uGtJodf k'Ugsf nflu
lxFl8/x]sf] 5'
t/ 6'ls|Psf af6f] xhf/ 5g\
n8\b}k8\b} cln k/;Dd k'Ug
vf]H5'
t/ b]vfj6Lkgn] ;lhPsf ahf/
w]/} 5g\ .

slxn] 3fd t slxn] kfgL,
p8\b} leHb} vfu;/x afFRg'k/]sf]
5
h'6\b} s'b\b} ;ª\3if{;Fu,
kL8fx¿nfO{ u'D:ofP/ xfF:g'k/]sf]
5 .

k/]jfnfO{em}F cNemfpg
hfn oxfF la5\ofOPsf 5g\ cg]s
y/Lsf
d';f agL hfn sf6\g cfpg]
5}gg\ sf]xL
t/ kl5 eg] g;nf{g\ x]g{nfO{
/ldtf .

ctLtsf s'/fnfO{ lal;{P/ cl3
a9\g vf]Hbf
k5fl8af6 v'§f tfGg' :jfefljs
ePsf] 5
cfˆgf] eGg]] tf]lsPsf] xF'bf] /x]g5,
hLjgsf] /ynfO{ 8f]¥ofpg
cfˆg} gª\u|f lvofpg'kbf]{ /x]5 .

;kgf cfsfzdf ;'gsf] dxn
agfpg] lyof]

t/ jf:tljs k/fnsf] em'k|f]df
y'kF|bf] /x]5
ylst ag]sf] 5 hLjg t/
lxDdt gxfg]{
c7f]6sf ;fy nflukg'{kbf]{ /x]5 .

la:tf/} la:tf/} a'‰b} 5' 7]6
hLjgsf] d"No
h;df /x:o nfvf}F n's]sf 5g\ .
;f]r]h:tf] x'Gg hLjg cToGt}
sl7g x'bf]F /x]5 .
oxfF sfF8f w]/} 5g\ .

hLjg zAbleq 8'aL x]bf{

lhGbuL s] xf] <
lhGbuLnfO{ a'‰g] w]/} af6fx¿
5g\
efjgfsf] ;fu/ klg xf]
b'Mvsf] e08f/ klg xf]
;ª\s6sf] 3/ klg xf]
of] ;dosf] af]w / sd{sf] kmn
klg xf] .

lhGbuL s] xf] <
kL8f / lrTsf/sf] ;ª\ud klg xf]
k|eftsf] ls/0f klg xf]
6G6nfk'/ 3fd klg xf],
afFemf]kg klg xf]
of] ;'vLsf] ;'v / b'vLsf] b'Mv
klg xf] .

lhGbuL s] xf] <
ul/asf] rf]6 klg xf]
k};fsf] gf]6 klg xf]
k};fn] lbg] rf]6 klg xf]
of] z'esfdgf / ;dosf] labfO{
klg xf] .

lhGbuL s] xf] <
lg/Gt/ au]sf] vf]nf klg xf],
kq af]Sg] emf]nf klg xf]
jiff{sf] Ct' klg xf]
of] clj/n jiff{ / c6n lzv/
klg xf] .

lhGbuL s] xf] <
lhGbuL Ps P]gf xf]
h;n] jt{dfg b]vfP/ eljio
b]vfpF5,
hLjgsf] cfwf/ / dd{sf] ;f/ xf]
;dosf] af]w / sd{sf] kmn xf] .

lzIffsf] dxTTj

lzIff g} xf] klxnf] wg, lzIff
g} Hof]lt
lzIff lagf cw'/f] x'G5, xfdL
dflg;sf] hflt

k9L n]vL 1fgL agL, /fd|f] dfG5]
aGg' 5
b]zsf] ljsf; ug{nfO{ cl3–cl3
a9\g' 5

;'g, rfFbL lx/f;Fu hf]lvFb}g lzIff
r'nL–r'nL eP klg kf]lvFb}g
lzIff

x'/L atf; cfP klg lzIff
5]lsFb}g
hlt;'s} afF8] klg d"n /f]lsFb}g

bfFHg ;f6\g s]xL 5}g lzIffsf]
;f6f]
lzIffn] g} b]vfpF5 eljiosf] af6f] .
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af6f]df lxF8\bflxF8\b}

ljBfnosf] kf];fs cyf{t\ gLnf]
sldh, sfnf] kfOG6 / sfnf] h'Qf
nufP/ d ljBfnosf] u]6df
pleO/x ]sf ]  lyP F . afbnsf
6's|fx¿sf] lardf n's]sf] ;"o{n]
Gofgf] k|sfz lbP tfklg cfpFbf]
lzlz/sf] ;dfrf/ NofPsf] lr;f]
atf;sf sf/0fn] d}n] l:j6/ klg
nufPsf] lyPF . kfOG6sf] k5fl8sf]
vNtLdf k;{, ;fO8sf vNtLdf
sfuhsf s]xL 6's|f / Pp6f snd
clg sldhsf] cufl8sf] vNtLdf
xfd|f] uf}/L zª\s/ ejgsf k|d'v
;/n] aflx/ hfg] cg'dlt lbPsf]
lr6 lyof] / kfn] bfOnfO{ ToxL
lr6 b ]vfPkl5 d ljBfno
kl/;/af6 aflx/ lgl:sPF . vf;}
7"nf] sfd t s]xL lyPg t}klg
dfdfnfO{ ge]6]sf] w]/} lbg ePsfn]
pxfFnfO{ e]6\g afnfh' k'Ug] of]hgf
lyof] . afnfh'tkm{ nfUg] uf8Lx¿
clns tn kfOg] ePsfn] d cfˆg}
w'gdf af6f]sf] 5]paf6 lxFl8/x]sf]
lyPF . æcfh zlgaf/ dfdf 3/df
t x'g'x'G5 xf]nf lg, dfdf geP
klg dfOh" t x'g'x'G5 . h] xf];\
cfh dfOh"sf] xftaf6 ag]sf] ld7f]
s'/f vfg kfOg] eof]Æ cflb s'/f
;f]Rb} d lxFl8/x]sf] lyPF crfgs
d]/f] h'Qf Pp6f 9'Ëfdf 7f]lsg k'Uof] .
æ/fd|/L lxF8\Æ cfkm}nfO{ ;DemfpFb}
s] tn x]/]sf] lyPF 6nSs kfFr;osf]

gf ]6 6lNs/x]sf ] lyof ] . gf ]6
b]Vgf;fy xft gf]6lt/ clg gf]6rflxF
vNtLlt/ . eujfg\n] hlxn] lbG5g\
lbn vf]n]/ lbG5g\ eg]sf] ;fFRr}
/x]5 . v';Ln] ub\ub\ eP/ xf] ls
Sof xf] d dfOs|f] /f]Sg] 7fpFdf geP/
/]:6'/]G6lt/ kf] k'u]5' . To;kl5 leq
l5/]/ b'O{ Kn]6 dd / Pp6f sf]s
vfO{ 8\ofDd eP/ aflx/ lg:sFbf
dg v';L lyof] . cfsfzlt/ x]/]/
eujfg\nfO{ wGojfb lbFb} dw'/
d ':sfg;fy ar ]sf ]  k };fn ]
;fyLx¿nfO{ rfprfp lslglbg'knf{
eGg] ;f]Rb} dfOs|f] :6\ofG8lt/ lxF8]F .
Psl5g s'bf{ klg afnfh' hfg]
dfOs|f] gkfPkl5 s] g} l9nf efÚ

 5 / < k};f 5Fb} 5, a? rs|ky
em/]/ csf]{ uf8L lnP/ hfg'knf{
;f]Rb} /Tgkfs{ hfg] dfOs|f]df r9]F .
dfOs|f]sf] ;fO8df /x]sf] Ps hgf
dfq} a:g ldNg] l;6df a;]F / s]xL
;dokl5 To; dfOs|f]n] ult lng
yfNof] . æklxnf t sf]lrP/ v'§f
/fVg ;d]t gldNg] u/L dfOs|f]df
3/dlkm/ ug'{kg]{ t/ clxn] dhfn]
l;6df a;]sf] 5' . cfh t lbg}
/fd|f],Æ d ;f]Rb} lyPF . æd]/f] lkmu/
sf]sfsf]nfÆ uf8Ldf uLt u'lGh/x]sf]
lyof] . vnf;Ln] n x} xfQLuf}F8f,
rs|ky, l6lrª, hdn, /Tgkfs{==
/Tgkfs{ lrRofO/x]sf] lyof] . d}n]
ærs|ky;Ddsf] ef8fÆ eGb} k};f
lbPF / rs|ky k'uL dfOs|f]af6
cf]ln{PF . ca dnfO{ snª\sL hfg]
uf8L vf]Hg'kg]{ lyof] . cln k/ x]bf{
a; cfO/x]sf] lyof] . ca o;}df
hfg'k5{ h:tf] nfUof] . d To;
a;tkm{ nlDsPF t/ km]l/ d]/f] v'§f
7f]lSsof] . clxn] rflxF Pp6f ;]tf]
n7\7L lyof] h'g Pp6L j[4 cGwL
dlxnfn] af]s]sL lyOg\ . d tL

j[4f;Fu 7f]lSsFbf ltgL nl8g\ . ptf
uf8L lxF8\g} nfu]sf] lyof] . t}klg
tL n8]sL j[4fnfO{ 5f]8\g dg
nfu]g . dgsf] s'g} s'gfaf6 Pp6f
cfjfh cfof] / To;}nfO{ dfg]/ d}n]
tL j[4fnfO{ p7fpg ;xof]u u/]F .
pgnfO{ af6f]kfl/ k'¥ofpg klg dbt
u/]F . tL j[4fn] 5f]/f] t]/f] /fd|f] xf];\
elgg\ / cfˆgf] af6f] nflug\ . dg
To;} k|km'lNnt eof] . d}n] leq}af6
v';L] dx;'; u/]F . s:tf] crDd <
kfFr ;osf] v';L / o; ;xof]usf]
v';Ldf s:tf] leGgtf . crfgs
Pp6f a; d]/} cufl8 cfO{ /f]lsof] .
d dfdf3/nfO{ ;DemL uf8Ldf r9]F .
h'g v';L d}n] tL j[4fnfO{ ;xof]u
ubf{ kfPF, Tof] v';L kfFr ;osf]
gf]6 e]6\bf kfOgF . d}n] To; lbg
c¿nfO{ ;xof]u ubf{ k|fKt x'g] ckf/
cfgGbsf] cg'e"lt eof] .
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d ljBfyL{ ef]lnsf] s0f{wf/
aGg] 5' b]z lgdf{0fsf] cfwf/

xTof lx+;f 5f8\g] 5f}F sf6df/
zflGt pb\3f]if ug]{ 5f}F af/af/

g]kfnnfO{ agfpg ;zQm
xfdL ;a} aGg] 5f}F b]zeQm

d ljBfyL{ ;do kfns
aGg] 5' d b]zsf] rfns .
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War with Hope

War was brewing, and Sir John
Snow was anxious. He was
almost sure he would lose the
war. He had fought many wars
but only won a few so far. The
King had his hopes on him this
time. John was walking in
circles inside his tent when the
Squire came and told him, “Sir,
the troop have assembled. They
are ready.” John had dreaded
this moment.

When he went outside, the
soldiers were talking to each
other in low murmurs. “So, they
know the number they are up
against?” he asked the squire,
to which the squire quietly
nodded.

The Kingdom of Tauriels had a
larger army than theirs, like
they had been preparing for this
day all their lives. The enemy
army had more than 10,000
soldiers in number whereas
they had only 777 in theirs. Sir
John knew if he won this war,
he could get his dignity back.

The King had been his best
friend but because of the
Queen, he had been thrown out
of his post as a high courtier
and had become a laughing
stock.

But still, he was given a
captain’s post in the army as a
consolation. This embarrassed
him gravely. He was a knight
and wanted to die being a
knight.

He lost all hope when he heard
about the number he was
facing. The King’s messenger
and advisor, Mangester came up
to him. He explained that he
had been sent by the King to
convey a message.

“Do not give up hope, follow
the saying; ‘If there is a will,
there’s a way.’ The Tauriels’s
army are now marching
towards the Valley of Death. If
we give them a surprise attack,
then we may have a chance to
win this war.”

But the surprise attack didn’t
end well. The Tauriels had been
expecting them; Sir John Snow
knew he had to retreat. More
than half of the army had been
killed but only a few of Tauriels’s
army had died. Suddenly, there
was a ray of hope for them. If
they struck down the Tauriels’s
leader now, they might be able
to win the war but Mangester
discouraged them and told them
it was foolish.

However, Sir John had a plan.
He—along with some
courageous knights and
archers—climbed the Death
cliff. When he was little, his
nanny had told him a story
about this cliff. If anyone
climbed the Death cliff, a
devastating earthquake would

occur in the Valley of Death. He
knew he would die but he had
to do it to win the war. After a
long time spent climbing, they
reached the top of Death cliff.

Up in Heaven, the God of Hope
was talking to the God of Death.
The God of Gods had ordered
the latter to kill the small group
of soldier who had climbed the
Death cliff but the God of Hope
had stopped them from
proceeding because he felt pity
on Sir John. He had given him
hope.

Down below, a devastating
earthquake occurred at the
time given by the God of Hope.
The Death cliff crumbled down
upon the Tauriels army,
crushing them completely.

Sir John had been injured as he
had fallen from a height more
than a thousand feet but he
was the sole survivor with a
broken leg, broken arm and
broken collarbone. He was in
critical condition but he had
won the war because of hope.
A marching sound signalled the
entrance of the King.

A few months later, Sir John had
fully recovered and the King
knighted him again and to this
honour, he gave a speech, “We
only won because we never
gave up hope and we never
should give it up. Now, the
armies of Orc are upon us. They
are larger than that of the
Tauriels. We should not give up
hope and fight them in the
battlefield bravely.”
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The Black Day

The 25th of April was my
brother’s birthday. From the
starting of the day, I had a
headache and a strange
feeling that something would
happen that day. I had to take
a bath and a haircut,
everything was pretty normal
then. While I was having my
haircut, suddenly Crash! I fell
off my chair then I started to
shake with the ground. Many
people cried and shouted. I
realized it was an earthquake.

My father came running and
shouted my name just as a big
rock landed about an inch
away from me. I knew I would
have been crushed if I was
second late. I went to my
house and saw that the whole
neighborhood had gathered
near the TT board. We sat on
the ground until wave after
wave of earthquake kept
coming. We hurried to an even
bigger ground. When we
reached the ground, we saw
that many monuments and
temples were destroyed. I felt
ill and slept on the floor. When
I woke up the next morning I
heard that more than 8000
people were dead. I then
thought that if I had been a
millisecond late, I would be
among those 8000 people.

The Whispering Stars

Well it was a scary day,
Suddenly a black cat came in
my way.
It would be better if I called it a
night;
There was no moon high up in
the sky.

It wouldn’t be fair if I tell that
The stars weren’t enjoying
staring at me.
For me it seemed as if they
faked a smile,
As they saw all my sorrows
troubling me.

These stars always remember
their past,
With loved ones and a caring
world.
They blessed them from the
heaven above,
For the goodwill of their loved
ones below.

But now pain and sorrow has
ruled the world,
Peace and Love has become
history now.
Some day if you listen to the
whispering stars,
Then you will hear them cry.

How did the loving and the
caring world become so cruel?
How did the kind-hearted learn
to be selfish?
How did the most touching
thing, love, go away?
And how did the people send it
away?

Who dared to do it all alone?
Scaring all the happiness away,
Making life full of pain,
 Being cruel enough to only think
of their own soul?

The Question of Growth

Since the birth of my body,
No wonder how and why
I have a question without an
answer,
What miracle makes me
smaller?
Or larger than anyone
One day a cloth fits me;
And other day the other one

Many struggle for the answer,
until one dies,
But still no theory ever satisfies.
Is there no success
For me and anyone else?
Is that just the thing?
That we grow and die
Leaving the body full of nothing!

Now I have no chance
With only failure and sorrow, I
shall dance
As I have nothing left to do but
to die
I shall give up believing the lie
Cause every little growth in
length
With my height and weight,
My time tick tocks
With nothing else than death.
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Life: What is it
Actually?

A pleasant day starts with the
bright light of the rising sun in
the morning. Similarly, life of
every creature starts with the
stepping of the innocent, cute
and loving baby from the warm,
caring womb of their mother to
this world. Everyone has their
life but it’s a bitter fact that no
one can ever find and interpret
what life is. The only possible
thing they can do is make
assumptions about life and
have faith in it.

As our body develops, our
thoughts and beliefs also vary
regarding the explanation and
meanings of life.  In my opinion,
life is like an enormous
encyclopedia which includes all
memories and hardships since
our cheerful birth to our pitiful
death. The mind of a new born
child is a blank slate in which
their life teaches and fills with
several rules of nature and
practices of life.

Actually life is a great struggle
where people willingly or
unwillingly have several bitter
sweet experiences. It is a
combined form of happiness,
grief, success, failure and many
more. No astrologists or palm
readers can interpret the future
of anyone exactly. When we go
to sleep, it’s not sure that we
will see the next morning. The

world is so surprising and so are
the people in it. People strive
and struggle hard throughout
their life to quench the thirst of
pelf and comfort. But they are
unknown to the fact that their
struggles and efforts may go in
vain at a snap of fingers and
their good life may turn into a
dreadful one.

The best example; we can
remember the recent
disastrous earthquake which
shook every Nepali’s heart.
Even the millionaires had to
sleep in the streets due to the
destruction of life and property.
Similarly, it is also a true fact
that what we want might never
belong to us and the things
from which we want to stay
away keep on following us. So,
life is always a mysterious
journey whose direction is yet
to be discovered.

Tulips

With a large yawn I open my
eyes,
My petals unlatch themselves
softly.
I look sideways clearing myself
from greens,
My buddies are budding in the
same way.

I thrash myself slowly to either
side,

Making the diamond dew drops
scatter away.
The big stalk stretches me
towards the sun,
And I engulf all the bright rays as
much as I can.

The cheerful light is bestowed
upon me,
Making my color more bright
and vibrant.
Like a nosy neighbor I stalk the
conversations of passersby
As they hum the monotony of
their life.

Then someone cries, "Oh! What
a lovely tulip",
And my cheek tinges red and I
give a sweet nod.
As the sun starts to burn away
the morning mist,
I wonder when they’d meet the
trembling blue plane of the
Pacific.

I hear the echo made by sound
of invisible birds,
I wriggle myself out of the moss
covered cliffs to the top,
Cool rush of scented wind
touches me softly,
Finally at the green, bulky
canopy I find myself aloft.
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The Man in Black

It was a normal, peaceful
Wednesday dawn that looked
spectacular round the horizon.
My bus would leave me at the
roundabout and I’d have to walk
about a few blocks, while
returning from school. The road
leading to my house had tall
grasses growing on both sides
with towering trees. The
surrounding was filled with
serenity. I was on my own world
dreaming and wondering.

As I was walking, I could sense
something amiss. A small boy
of about a year or two was
crawling. His face radiated with
the innocence and beauty of
childhood that would make
anyone smile. His smile was so
pleasing and satisfying, and it
was that which caught my
attention. He was crawling in
the middle of the road that was
prone to accidents. The boy,
however, seemed detached and
unaware, he was enjoying the
atmosphere around. As I was
pondering about the boy’s
parents’ whereabouts and his
condition, a speeding truck
rushed his way.

The truck driver seemed to be
in a hurry and had no time to

spare. The enormous red truck
which could roll life out of any
living body under it was now
heading towards the boy
threatening the young life. I
could feel my heart beating at
an abnormal rate. The truck
driver could obviously not see
the tiny boy. How would this
end? Unaware about all the
happenings, the boy was still
happily playing. My mind was
racing, I was stationary yet in
motion. I could not fathom or
rather I was way too scared to
make any movement. Just when
the truck was approaching, a
man dressed in a black suit and
a black hat appeared out of
nowhere. He was tall and
slender. The long collar of his
jet black suit overshadowed his
face. The only visible part of his
mysterious face was the most
intriguing pair of eyes he
possessed. One glance was
enough to let anyone know that
he was not an ordinary man.

His swiftness could be
compared to the speed of light
as he ran towards the boy
within a fraction of a second;
clutched him in his strong arms
and ran out of the road in no
time. My eyes couldn’t believe
the miracle, although, I had just
witnessed it. At that fateful
moment, I was the only living
soul there, to be able to
witness his inhuman act of
bravery. He seemed to be a
savior sent by God. The man in
black was indeed an enigma.

World of Fantasy

I was lost, in my dreams
And I didn’t see you getting
away.
Never heard you walking away
Away from everyone to a land
far away

I was a fool, thinking about you
And dreaming about our future
in the paradise
Never realizing that you were
the tide
That scattered my hope, in a
million ways

I was in pain, waiting for you
Patiently, with every second that
passed away,
Holding my tears, faking a smile,
Blaming it to the star, shining far
away

I was weak, falling in love
And living in a world of fantasy
But if I met you again, I’d thank
you
For it was you, I know that love
isn’t true
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A Visit to Thailand

Our journey to Thailand began
on the 31st of October 2015. We
arrived at the airport at 11 in
the morning. The teachers gave
us our tickets and bidding our
parents goodbye, we entered
the airport. After checking-in,
we waited for some time for the
boarding. A few minutes later,
we boarded the plane with only
one thing in our hearts, “We are
going for the IMSO 2015!”

Our arrival was late in the
evening. We exited the aircraft
and went to get our luggage.
Outside, the organizers were
waiting for us. We introduced
ourselves , so did they, took a
few pictures and, on a double
decker bus, left for our hotel.

After an hour of travelling on
the bus, we finally reached ASIA
AIRPORT HOTEL. After
receiving a warm welcome, we
had our dinner at around 8pm.
It all felt amazing! We then
went to our rooms, unpacked
our bags and tired as we were,
immediately went to bed.

The next day, representatives of
the other countries arrived too.
We were left free for the day,
and at noon, we went for
shopping for which we were
given a thousand ‘baht’ each to
buy things for ourselves. The

day after, there were
exhibitions done by other
countries, related to their
nationalities. It was a lot of fun.

Finally the day of our events
began. We were all nervous and
excited at the same time. The
theoretical tests were very
difficult, yet, we somehow
managed to survive through it.
After the tests, we were taken
to the National Agricultural
Museum. The day was really
hot too – about 38°C. We
returned to the hotel late that
night and soon, fell into a deep
sleep.

The next day, we had our
practical tests. We had only one
thought in our minds: that we
wouldn’t be able to do well. We
were given all the equipments
required and we followed the
instructions written on our test
paper. After the time was up,
we were all very happy to have
finished all our tests. Later, we
were taken to the National
Science Museum. It looked like
three 6X6 Rubik’s cubes were
joint together to make it. It was
awesome!

The next day, we were taken to
the ‘Dream World’ Fun Park.
The place was enormous and
very interesting. We were given
our tickets and left on our own.
We enjoyed the various rides
there like The Hurricane,
Speedy Mouse, Black Hole
Coaster, etc. We went inside the
Haunted Mansion and Farm
House. We also went on the
Super Splash and watched a 4D
movie! We all had a wonderful

time. Later that night, we
performed a cultural dance for
the cultural night. It went well.

The final day was the prize
distribution ceremony. That
night, we won the Best
Costumes Award and we also
did our last bit of shopping. The
day after, we finally returned to
our home, Nepal, happy and
content.

Reading a Book

“Oh! How boring.” This is how
most people feel when they
are forced to read a thick book
with no pictures. But once
they start to read, they find
books interesting. This is
exactly what happened to me.

My friend gave me a book
“Harry Potter and the
Philosopher’s Stone” by J.K.
Rowling. At first, I thought that
it would be a boring
experience but when I started
reading it, it started getting
interesting. Before I knew it, I
was hooked. And finally when
I completed the book, I was
very proud of myself. From that
day onward, I have been
addicted to the Harry Potter
series. I am still reading them.

So, if you feel books are boring,
try Harry Potter- you will love
it. And remember, don’t judge
a book by its cover.
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 Fooled by a T- Shirt

I woke up and looked outside
through the window beside my
bed. It was still dark. I looked
at my watch, it was 11:15. The
time reminded me of the ghosts
that walk during midnight. I
looked around very carefully;
everyone was sleeping. Then I
noticed something unusual and
terrifying - a shadow of a half
man on the wall outside the
door. A chill ran through my
spine. I was scared and covered
my body with the blanket and
tried my best to sleep. After a
while, I felt like going for a pee.
“AW! This had to come now”. I
never wanted to go but I
couldn’t control it for too long.
Then, like a mouse that is hiding
from a cat, I slowly got down
from my bed and put on my
slippers. Without making a
noise, I went towards the door.
From there, through the corner
of my eyes, I saw a shirt
hanging on a hanger.

The Black Day of
Nepal

A situation neither called nor
informed.

A day where no joy could be
found but if asked, sorrow could
be found everywhere in Nepal.
It was the black day of Nepal.
When I say “the Black day of
Nepal”, I refer to the earthquake
of 7.9 magnitudes which had
hit Nepal at 11:56 AM on 25th

April 2015.

Dharahara was destroyed. And
not only that but many other
infrastructures and cultural
heritages were also destroyed,
killing many people and
rendering many homeless.

We, the Nepalese, are hoping that
we will rise again. I pray for those
people who lost their family, their
property and their lives.

 We aren’t prepared yet but all
of us should be prepared for
earthquakes in the future. Not
just only for earthquakes but for
other problems too. To do this
we should all be together and
hope that the destruction that
the earthquake did will be
repaired soon.

If not now, then when?If not me,
then who?

The Setting Sun
The setting sun,
After a bright long day
Sleeps beneath the hills
But even after it's gone
It leaves an orange tinge
Of its glow.
When I too sleep like the setting sun,
Someday,
I too would like to
leave a beautiful glow,
that everyone will remember me
for.

But alas, as dusk turns to
twilight,
Its glow fades to darkness
And I know that this day
shall come for all of us.
But I know- know well
That even if I can't see the
glowing sun
It is still alive,
In some distant world
Still burning bright
And just like the setting sun,
I hope to continue serving
In some other world
And like the setting sun
I shall be back again,
Tomorrow.
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gf]s/L

cfh PssfO;f}F ztfAbL k'u]/ afO;f}F
nfUg] a]nf @)&@ ;fn k'lu;Sbf
klg xfd|f] b]zdf /f]huf/ eGbf
a]/f]huf/ w]/} e]l6G5g\ . sfdsf]
vf]hLdf nfvf}F hjfgx¿ xlNn/x]sf
5g\ . æn cfh Eofs]G;L 5 x},
b/vf:t xflnxfNg'xf]nfÆ o:tf sof}F
:j/ rf/}lt/ ul'Gh/xG5g\ . cfh
gf]s/L Tolt ;lhnf] 5}g . tL hfaf
tLg cIf/ gf] s /L . ægf]s/L u/]
lhGbuL ;kmn, gf ]s/L gkfP
c;kmnÆ o:tf] pvfgn] ufpF7fpF
cf]ul6;s]sf] 5 . TolQ dfq geP/
dfG5] / gf]s/L Pp6} t/fh'df bfFlhg
yfn]sf] 5 .

k|ydtM dfG5]n] lhGbuL cfkm}
rnfpg'k5{, h;sf nflu cfo
cfh{g rflxG5 / To;sf nflu
gf]s/L ug'{k5{ . gf]s/L Ps y/L
dfq geP/ ;"rLsf/b]lv s'lrsf/,
hldGbf/b]lv kfns, /fhfb]lv /Í
cg]s lsl;dsf x'G5g\ . gf]s/Lsf
kl5 kl5 bu'g]{ w]/} ;fyLefOn]
klG5g k/]sf] 5 . s;}nfO{ gf]s/L
lrlGtt kf5{ t s;}nfO{ v';L .
gf]s/L kfpg]n] kfP, gkfpg]n] cfn'
vfP . gf]s/L klg w]/} x'G5g\ 8fS6/
dfG5] arfpg] of l;Wofpg], kfOn6
Kn]g p8fpg] of 89fpg] v} a'‰g}
ufx|f] k5{ .

Toltdfq geP/, gf]s/L ug]{sf] xfnt
klg p:t} x'G5, gf]s/L u¥of] k};f
sdfof], 3/ agfof], ;fdflhs

kl/j]z k|uf9 agfof] cGTodf s]
k'u]g eg]sf] t lax] kf] ug{ la;{b}
5g\ . xf] l7s o:t} ePsf] lyof]
xfd|f ufpFsf xs] { sfsfnfO{ .
eGg'x'GYof] æv}, cfkm" t kN6g uOof],
nfx'/] eOof], s] s] ubf{ lhGbuL
8'Ag cfF6\bf lg lax] ef sf] 5}g .Æ
xfdL klg ;fgf ;fgf lyof}F . xfF;f]df
g} p8fpFYof}F t/ clxn] cfpFbf
gf]s/Lsf] cg'xf/ b]v]kl5 ;fFRr} xf]
/} 5 eGg] nfUof] . cem slQn] t
lax] dfq sxfF xf] / cfˆgf] ufpF
7fpF klg la;{g] ub{5g\ . s:tf]
cj:yf  . lhpg} ufx|f] Û

clxn]sf] cj:yfdf dfG5] cfˆgf]
ana'tfdf geO{ gf]s/Ldf afFRg'k/]sf]
5 . gf]s/L kfpg hlt ufx|f] eP
klg gu/L x'Gg . x'g klg cfh ;a}
b]zjf;Lsf] kl/j]z sl7g 5 t/
gf]s/L eg] cfˆgf] ult;Fu} bf}8]sf],
bf}8\o} 5, 5f]Kg t rf/ nfv kg]{
sf/n] klg t EofpFb}g . xf], o;}
sf/0f cfh w]/} o'jf gf]s/LljxLg
5g\ t/ s] ug'{ gf]s/L eg]sf] af6f]df
e]l6g] Ps ?lkofFsf] l;Ssf k/]g,
;fFem k/]kl5 uP/ o:tf] ;:tf]
efpdf kfOg] ;AhL klg xf]Og . h]
5, 5 . To;}n], ægf]s/LÆ xfdLn]
vf]Hof h:tf] ;lhn} e]l6g] xf]Og,
h] 5 . To;}nfO{ dfgf}F . ho gf]s/L

;Lldt ;do

;lsGg lg lsg n8]kl5 p7\g <
a]n}df sfd u/] dg x'Gg lvGg
dfof u5f}{ eg] cfh} eGb}gf} lsg

*!!%
hfu[lt
sIff M !)

!)!%
;dLIff
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ef]ln g} dl/Pnf ls ;f]r
Ps}l5g .
hfaf] b'O{ kn u'h|]sf] uG5f} lsg
olt g} /x]5 egL hLjg /dfpg
lbOG5 dxTTj lsg x/]s knsf]
v]/ gkmfn tL kn hLjgsf]
cl:tTjnfO{ u'dfpg .
cfpF5 p7\5 pm t/ km]l/
hLjgdf lsg n8\5 <
v';L x'G5 Tof] hf] of] k|ZgnfO{
lwSsf5{
ltvf{ s]sf] < ha 5}g kfgL
s'/]/ a:bf laT5 of] lhGbufgL .
;donfO{ dflg;n] a'‰5 slxn] <
p;sf] ;do v]/ hfG5 hlxn]
cfˆg} hxfh cfkm}Fn] 8'afPsf]
a'‰5 slxn] <
;do g;lsP;Dd rfn} kfpGg p;n] .

Heartfelt Condolence

We are deeply engraved by
the untimely demise of Mr.
Man Bahadur Rai (Bearer)
and express our heartfelt
condolence to the bereaved
family. May his soul rest in
peace and may almighty
give enough courage to
overcome this great loss to
his family.

MrMrMrMrMr. Man Bahadur Rai. Man Bahadur Rai. Man Bahadur Rai. Man Bahadur Rai. Man Bahadur Rai
(Bearer)(Bearer)(Bearer)(Bearer)(Bearer)
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eljiosf] d

eljio, Tof] t Pp6f o:tf] ulx/f]
;d'b| xf], h;sf] /x:o cem} vf]tNg}
afFsL 5 . o;sf] kq kq s]nfpFb}
hfg d]/f] ;ft h'gL ;dfKt x'g
k'Unf . t/ d < ædÆ eg]sf] t
d]/f] cGt/cfTdf xf] h'g d]/f]
lgs6df 5, h'g d]/f] ;fdLKodf
5 . eljiosf] e/ gxf]nf t/ ædÆ
sf] lgs} e/ / ljZjf; 5 dleq .
eljiosf] ult t dnfO{ yfxf ePg
t/ ædÆ s:tf] x'G5' Tof] eg] d]/f]
sNkgfdf cln ;Lldt g} eP/
eGg ;lsG5 . d cfh h] 5' ,
To;n] d]/f] eljiosf] ædÆ k|lt
af6f] vlg/x]sf] 5', ef]lnsf] Tof]
ljzfn, dxnsf] alnof] hu sfod
ug{ d2t ul/x]sf] 5' .cfh ha
cfˆgf] dgsf] P]gfdf cfkm"nfO{
cGt/x[bob]lv ud]/ x]5'{ . ta d
ToxfF Pp6f sf]lknf b]V5' . hlt
xfjfx'/L, jiff{, 3fd, cgfj[li6,
cltj[li6 eP klg Tof] sf]lknf
s'g} k|ltls|of ljxLg To;nfO{ ;x]/
kmls|g vf]lh/x]sf] 5, km'Ng
vf]lh/x]sf] 5 . xf], eljiosf] ædÆ
Tof] k"mn x'F hf] ;dosf] ;fydf
nfu]/ o; b'lgofFsf] lttf] ;To
a'em]/ sfF8fsf] aLrdf km'n]sf] 5 .
t/, sbflk o:tf] g;f]Rg", To;
km"nn] km'n]/ xfF:g 5f]8\of], xF;fpg
5f8\of ] . lsgeg] Tof ] km "n
eljiosf] ædÆ sfF8fsf] aLrdf

km'n]/, 7"nf] ;ª\3if{ u/]/ udSs
k/]/ k'mNb} ;+;f/df ld7f] ;f}Gbo{
5l//x]sf] x'g] 5 . xfFl;/x]sf]
d':sfg 5l//x]sf] x'g] 5 .

cf̂ gf] cfTdfsf] lgtfGt d]/} ulx/fOdf
bfFh]/ x]bf{ cfh d}n] Pp6f r/f b]vF],
:jtGq cfsfzdf p8\g rfxg] Pp6f
r/fsf] ar]/f eljiosf] ædÆ Tof]
r/f x'F hf] cfˆgf] kv]6f lkmhfP/
:jtGq Tof] gLnf] cfsfzdf p8\g
rfxG5 . Tof] uugr'DaL kxf8 /
lxdfnsf] r'r'/f]df k'u]/ ;f/f
;+;f/nfO{ Ps}kN6 cfˆgf] ;fd'
la;fOPsf] b]Vg rfxG5 . eljiosf]
ædÆ Tof] x'F hf] of] ;+;f/df ;dfhn]
afFlwPsf] of] aGwgnfO{ l5gfn]/
Tof]eGbf dfly p7\g] 5 / b]Vg] 5,
Tof] ;+;f/ h'g eujfg\n] lgdf{0f u/]sf]
xf] . hxfF g s'g} OR5f 5g\ g ltgn]
ubf{ knfPsf] emu8f ToxfF 5g\ t
s]jn ;'Gb/tf / lgtfGt z"Gotf .
ToxL z"Gotf hf] a'4n] kfP / r/f
h:t} oL gLnf cfsfzdf ;w}F pl8/x] .

To;}n] eljiosf] ædÆ Pp6f dfgj
x'g] 5 . h;sf] dfgjtfsf] k|lt
cfx\jfg ul//x]sf] cfuf] k"0f{ ¿kdf
an]/ lgZrn kfgLdf kl/jt{g ePsf]
x'Gf] 5 . hf] Pp6f lgisfd sd{of]uL
x'Gf] 5 . h;sf] cfTdfdf x]bf{ s]jn
df]If k|fKt ePsf] b]lvg] 5 k"0f{ ¿kdf
dfgj ePsf] b]lvg] 5 .

g/f]pm cfdf ltdL

ltdL xfd|f] lrGtf ub}{ /f]O/x]sL 5\of}
Tof] dnfO{ yfxf 5, t/ g/f]pm
ltdL
s;}n] b]Vb}g ltd|f] lrGtf
sf]xL cfpFb}gg\ ltd|f] cfF;' k'5\g,
To;}n] g/f]pm cfdf .

lsg cfˆgf] cfF;' vr{ u5\of{}
ltdL
of] cfF;' t clezfk xf] cfdf
oL :jfyL{ b'lgofFsf] nflu ltdL
cfˆgf]
cfF;' vr{ ub}{ 5\of} lsg cfdf <

s;}n] ltd|f] lrGtf ub}{g cfdf,
yfxf 5 Tof] ltdLnfO{
km]l/ lsg cfˆgf] lrGtf xfdLk|lt
b]vfpF5\of}
cfkm"nfO{ bf]ifL 7fG5\of} xf]nf ls
cfkm"n] ubf{ clgi6 eof]
lgbf]{if 5\of} cfdf ltdL To;} lsg
8/fpF5\of} .

cfkm"nfO{ g/fd|f] ePsf] a]nf
ltdLnfO{ lwSsf/]
s] oL :jfyL{ b'lgofFn] ltdLn] /fd|f]
u/]sf] b]v]sf] 5 <
cfkm"nfO{ bf]ifL g7fg cfdf
lsgls bf]ifL logLx¿ cfkm}F x'g\
cfˆgf] :jfy{sf nflu ltdLnfO{
dfl//x]sf 5g\ .

of] :jfy{df dnfO{ klg ld;fP
logLx¿n]
To;}n] d s]xL ug{ ;lSbgF, dfkm
u/ To;sf nflu
d olt eGg ;S5' ls sf]xL
cfpFb}gg\ ltd|f] cfF;' k'5\g
To;}n] g/f]pm cfdf ltdL .
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Half-Time

I was sitting on the beach
remembering that day. It was in
this particular place twenty
years ago, when I was twenty
years old. It was in this venue
where I lost my fame. I was
known then but am not
remembered now. I was playing
for the best football club. Why
did it happen?

Twenty years ago, I was a
professional football player. I
was brilliant. And I played for
the best club in the universe. I
was going to play the final
match at Brownmouth Beach. It
was my club, Merryside Club
Everton versus Brownmouth. It
was the final of BPL.

I knew we had to win that game.
Being the best player of the
team, our coach, Mr. Banks had
made me the captain and
playmaker. We won the toss.
The game began.

We played brilliantly. At the
twenty-first minute, I scored
the goal and another one in the
injury time. Brownmouth was
helpless against us. It was the
half-time. My team mates and
I were enjoying the game.
That’s when I saw it. A gun in
someone’s hand. I looked at the
face. The person was none

other than my sister. My sister
had a gun pointed at me.

There was a blast as the bullet
hit my stomach. I screamed as
the pain seared through me.
People came rushing to help
me. There was a bullet in my
stomach. I could not feel
anything. Then I lost my
consciousness.

I woke up at Brownmouth
Hospital a week after that
incident. My surgery had been
successful. But I could not play
football anymore, not for a few
years at least. What could I do?
We had lost after I was
substituted in the second-half.
The score was humiliating; we
were thrashed- 5 to 2. We had
lost. Our fame had gone. And I
knew every newspaper would
post “Everton loses the BPL
after their key player is lost.”

Now, after twenty years, I know
everything. I know why my
sister had tried to kill me. She
had left me a letter that said-
“Brother, I tried to kill you
because I was paid one million
dollars. I am very sorry.” Now,
she had died because of that
money. She had been murdered
because she had so much
money, all of which was stolen
from her.

The Lonely Girl

The wind passed by and blew
my hair
And I saw someone in tears
I took a few steps and went
near
She was afraid and full of fear

Her eyes were shut and tears fell
down
She looked the loneliest in the
whole town
I asked her what the matter was
She ignored me and didn’t utter
a sound

Her face was pale and her eyes
seemed red
It was on the ground where she
laid
She reacted like she couldn’t
hear
I saw the dirt in her dress very
clear

It was already dark and the
moon came up
I was tired and my words
stopped
She acted as if to speak she
needed to pay
Anyway, leaving her alone I
went my way.
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The True Love

It was a cold misty morning.
Keny was walking down the
lane. His hands were freezing
like ice. He was in a hurry to
reach home. Suddenly, he saw
a beautiful, charming girl going
inside the departmental  store.
He peeped in through one of
the windows and kept on staring
at the girl. Her cheeks were red
and she had blue eyes.
Suddenly, one person kept his
hands on Keny’s shoulders.
“What are you staring at?”
asked the man. “Oh! It was
nothing.” He replied with an old
man’s courtesy. He went his
home but couldn’t forget the
young girl.

Days passed and Keny kept on
thinking about the young girl.
Her beauty had touched Keny’s
heart. One day as Keny was
slowly striding towards his
home, thinking about the affairs
that he had to maintain at his
office, someone shouted, “Help!
Help!” Keny ran towards the
place from where he had heard
the shouting. He could see the
same girl that he had seen at
the supermarket. She was
surrounded by robbers. He
rushed there and was able to
frighten the robbers away. The
girl thanked Keny for saving her.
Keny knew from her expressions

that she had fallen in love with
him.

Every day, in the afternoon, they
would come to the plaza park
and would have a lovely chat.
They had fallen in love so deep
that they could no longer live
without each another. Finally,
Keny asked the girl to run away
to a new place so that they
could start their life anew. They
could not live there as Keny
knew for sure that his parents
would not let him do that. It was
a cold night when Keny and
Mary made a secret escape.

Keny got the job of sweeping
at a hotel in the city. The salary
was fine enough for the daily
needs and some extra
expenses. Early one Monday
morning, Keny had gone
outside to buy some
vegetables. He had decided to
give his wife a little surprise
while she was still sleeping in
the bedroom. Suddenly,
everything started to shake.
Buildings started to collapse
everywhere and Keny felt dizzy
for a second. All of sudden he
realized that his wife was still
in the building and rushed in to
save her. Just before his eyes
he could see that the building
had completely collapsed. All
the dirt flying around blurred his
vision. All that he could hear
was the shouting and crying
and moaning all around him. He
knew that nobody could get out
of that building alive. What
more was left for him? Instead,
he decided to meet his wife in
heaven and slowly strode
towards the bridge.

The Person I Admire
The Most

Why do we have to go to a
historical leader or a politician,
when we have an admirable
person around us?
The person whom I admire the
most is my father. He has set an
example of self-discipline, hard
work and kindness. He is very
dedicated to his family and
work. He works as a bank
manager in Everest Bank. He
has set an example of efficiency,
honesty and punctuality at his
work place and is respected by
his colleagues. The credit of his
success goes to his passion for
working in an organized
manner. His employer gives him
important tasks which he
completes with honesty.
He is also a good example of a
family member. He is good and
truthful to my mother. He is
kind and gentle to my
grandparents. He is also kind
and truthful to me. He not only
helps me in my studies but also
encourages me to participate in
extracurricular activities. He has
a keen interest in badminton, so
we practice it together.
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9f]sf–9f]sf rxfg]{
duGt]sf] hLjg

hLjg s] /x]5 cem};Dd klg d}n]
a'‰g ;ls/x]sf] 5}g . s;}sf] hLjg
b]Vbf, b}jn] klg slt;Dd x]k]sf
xf]nfg\ em}F nfu]/ cfpF5 . hLjgsf]
JofVof d ;fob} ug{ ;s'Fnf t/
d}n] ljleGg y/Lsf hLjg / ltgsf
df]8 b]v]sf] 5' . k9\b} cfPsf] 5',
;'Gb} cfPsf] 5' / To;eGbf klg
dxTTjk"0f{ t Ps hLjg d cfkm}F
klg ef]Ub} cfO/x]sf] 5' . cfˆg}
;dfhdf x]bf{ klg xfdLn] ljleGg
y/Lsf hLjg b]lv;s]sf 5f} F .
sf7df8f}+s} ;x/x¿df 8'Nbf af6fsf
uf8Ldf xflsd ;jf/L x'G5g\ t
To;} af6fdf lgDg ju{ / To;}
af6fdf duGt] klg 8'ln/x]sf
x'G5g\ . ;dfhdf lgDg juL{o /
pRr juL{o dflg;sf] hLjg t
b]v]s} 5f}F . t/ ;dfhdf klg o:tf]
hLjg 5 ;fob To; hLjgnfO{
dflg; gef]uL sbflk a'‰g] 5}g,
Tof] xf], Ps 9f]sf–9f]sf rxfg]{
duGt]sf] hLjg .

Go'/f]8sf af6f]df x]/, km'6kfydf
x]/, htftt} x]/ o; k|sf/sf dflg;
xfd|f] ;x/df ge]l6g] x'g} ;Sb}g .
æeujfg\sf] gfddf s]xL lbg'xf];\Æ,
æcf= p=Æ ub} { glhs cfPsf
dflg;nfO{ l5M l5M / b'/ b'/ u/]/
gwkfPsf klg xfdL kSs} 5}gf}+
xf]nf . dgdf bof nfU5, bofn' /
bLg–b'MvLsf d'v x]bf{ dfof knfP/
cfpF5 t/ cGTodf ælar/fÆ egL

dgdg} lrQ a'emfpg' afx]s xfdL
s]xL ug{ ;Sb}gf}F . k};f Ps o:tf]
lrh /x]5 h;n] dfgj ;dfhnfO{
6'qm\ofof] hLjgsf lardf klg
y/Ly/Lsf hLjg l;h{gf u/fof] .
s;}nfO{ wgL agfof] t s;}nfO{
duGt] .

eljiosf nflu u¿F, ;fr"F eGg] s'/}
cfpFb}g h;sf] jt{dfg cj:yf g}
gfh's 5 . ef]ln s] ug]{ / stf
a:g] eGg] 7]ufg gePsf] dflg; xf]
æduGt]Æ . kmf]xf]/x¿df klg ;kmf
vf]Hg ;Sg', g/fd|f lrhdf klg
/fd|f] /f]Hg ;Sg' ;fob of] s;}df
gePsf] snf xf], h'g Ps duGt]sf]
b}lgsL g} xf], ;Lk g} xf] / snf g}
xf] . b]zsf] /fhgLlt / g]tfx¿sf]
/0fgLltdf klg s'g} afwf gk'¥ofpg],
rf;f] g/fVg] o:tf duGt] xfd|f
b]zdf g]tfx¿sf] klg lk|o ag]sf
5g\ . laxfg p7, gp7 dtna 5}g,
rf]/]/ vfpm, dfu]/ vfpm rf;f] 5}g,
afFr, d/ s;}nfO{ dtna 5}g .

pgLx¿nfO{ dtna geP tfklg
xfdL Ps g]kfnL hgtfsf] lx;fan]
tL duGt]sf] hLjgdf ;'gf}nf] cfofd
Nofpg vf]Hg'k5{ . xfd|f] ;fgf]
k|of;n] tL duGt]x¿sf] hLjgdf
7"nf] kl/jt{g Nofpg ;S5 . t;y{
xfdL ;a}hgf xftdf xft ldnfO{,
Psh'6 eO{sg, ;a}sf] hLjg ;/n
agfpg nflu kg'{kb{5 .

xfd|f] Kof/f] :s'n

ltd|} ;'Gb/ ljrf/df

ltd|} zLtn efjgfdf

agfof} ;a}nfO{ ;'Gb/ km"n,

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n .

;w}F k|ultsf] cfsfz r'Dg]

s0f{wf/sf] eljio agfpg]

ljBfyL{x¿sf nflu 7fpF cg's"n

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n .

sd{sf xftx¿ agfpg

3/3/df lzIffsf] lbof] hnfpg

ltdLn] p7fof} lzIffsf lqz"n

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n .

x[bo–x[bodf 1fgsf t/Ë

cg]stfdf Pstfsf] /Ë

ltdLn] km}nfof} 1fgsf] k|sfz

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n .

d]/f] x[bodf ltd|f] lrq

alg/xG5 ;wF} kljq

kljqtfsf] ;'Gb/ km"n

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n

cFWof/f]af6 pHofnf]lt/

x6fpF5f} ltdLn] ;a}sf] lk/

1fgsf] aGb5 ;w}F k'n

xfd|f] Kof/f] a"9fgLns07 :s"n .
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cfˆgf] 1fg, ljj]ssf] k|of]u u/]/
of] ;+;f/sf ;f/f lrhx¿sf] lgdf{0f
ug{ ;Snf t/ s;}n] klg rfx]/ of]
k|s[ltsf]] j/bfg jftfj/0fsf] lgdf{0f
ug{ ;Sb}g .

jftfj/0faf6 6f9f uP/ ;f]Rbf
ljsf; klg of] o'udf geO{ gx'g]
cËsf ?kdf kl/lrt 5 . jftfj/0f
dfq eP/ o; ;+;f/sf dfgjhfltn]
cfkm "n ] rfx ]cg ';f/sf ]  clg
vf]h]cg';f/sf] hLjg latfpg
;Sb}gg\ . hlt eP klg gk'Ug]
c;Gt'i6 k|j[ltsf dfgjhfltsf]
r]tgzLn lbdfudf x/avt ljsf;
/ cfw'lgstfsf] ;kgf rln/xG5 .
h;/L of] k[YjL lj:tf/} lj:tf/} of]
cj:yf;Dd cfOk 'u ]/ ;f/f
hLjhGt'nfO{ cf/If0f / af;:yfg
lbg ;kmn eof] . To;/L g} oxL
hut\sf] lgodnfO{ kfngf ub}{
dfgjhfltn] klg lxhf]sf] Tof] 9'Ë]
o'uaf6 cfhsf] of] j}1flgs o'udf
km8\sf] df/]sf] 5 . oxL lg/Gt/
k|of; / r]tgfsf] kl/rfngsf]
kmn:j?k cfhsf] ;+;f/ ljsf; /
cfw'lgstfsf] cf8df d':s'/fO/x]sf]
5 .

;fFRr} g}, Psl5g t clt lahf]u
nfU5 lxhf]sf] Tof] k|frLg o'u /
;dfh ;lDemFbf . ljsf;lagfsf] Tof]
;dfhdf lhpg cToGt} d'l:sn
lyof] . t/ cfhsf dflg; t
efUodfgL 5g\, hf] o:tf] ;'v;'ljwf
clg cf/fdbfoL hLjg kfPsf 5g\ .
dflg;n] cfsfzsf] prfO, ;d'Gb|sf]
ulx/fO, ;"o{sf] tfk clg cGtl/Ifsf]
;tx;Ddsf] 1fg xfl;n u/]sf] 5 .
t/ o;n] jftfj/0fdf s]s:tf]

gsf/fTds k|efj k/]sf] 5 Tof] ;f]Rg
x/]s dflg; c;kmn ePsf] 5 .
ljsf;sf] r'r'/f]df k'UgnfO{ dflg;n]
ljzfn snsf/vfgf, ;jf/L;fwg
/ cGo k|fljlws ;fdu|Lx¿sf]
lgdf{0f u/]sf] 5 .

b'ef{Uojz dflg;sf] hLjgnfO{
cf/fdbfoL / ;'vdo agfpg]
dg;fon] lgdf{0f ul/Psf oL
ljsf;sf ;fdu|Lx¿ g} cfh
dflg;sf] lhpg] cfwf/sf ¿kdf
/x]sf] jftfj/0fsf] ljgfzsf] sf/0f
;fljt ePsf 5g\ . elgG5 lg hxfF
;d:of cfOk5{, ToxfF ;dfwfgsf
ljsNkx¿ klg b]vfk5{g\ . To;/L
g } of ]  ljsf;sf ]  k |j [ ltn ]
jftfj/0fnfO{ kf/]sf] o:tf] k|lts"n
c;/ klg ;lhn} sd u/fpg
;lsG5 .

jftfj/0f /f]Hg] ls ljsf; /f]Hg]
eGg] ljifodf lkª v]n]sf] dflg;n]
cfˆgf] r]tgfsf] clnslt a9L k|of]u
u/]/ ;Gt'lnt ?kdf ljsf; /
jftfj/0fnfO{ cufl8 a9fpg'k5{
clg dfq} Psflt/ hLjgsf] d'Vo
cfwf/ jftfj/0fsf] ;+/If0f x'G5 eg]
csf]{lt/ dflg;sf] hLjg cem
;'vbfoL / cf/fdbfoL aGg ;S5 .
ta dfq dflg;n] leqL ¿kb]lv g}
k|s[ltsf] cfgGb lng ;S5 clg
ljsf; / cfw'lgstfsf] /;f:jfbg
ug{ kfpF5 . o;/L ljsf; /
jftfj/0fnfO{ t/fh'df hf]v]/
;Gt'lnt ¿kdf ;Fu;Fu} n}hfg ;s]
dfq cfw'lgstfsf] hfFu/ / OR5fn]
el/k"0f{ ePsf] dflg;n] jftfj/f0fsf]
cfgGbn] el/k"0f{ cfw'lgs o'usf]
v'nf cfsfz b]Vg kfpF5 .
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jftfj/0f /f]Hg] ls
ljsf; <

æk|s[ltsf] j/bfg xf] of] wtL{, lxdfn,
kxf8 clg cfsfz

bf]wf/df k¥of}F xfdL ca s] /f]Hg]
jftfj/0f ls ljsf; <Æ

r]tgfsf] bLk afNb} r]tgzLn
dflg; lxhf]sf] 9'Ë] o'uaf6 cfhsf]
of] cTofw'lgs o'udf cfOk'u]sf] 5 .
lxhf];Dd sNkgf / ;kgfdf
b]v];f]r]sf] s'/f dflg;n] cfh
ljkgfdf xfl;n u/]sf] 5 . lj1fg
/ k|ljlwsf] ;xfotfn] cfh dflg;n]
Ps a]Un} ljZjsf] lgdf{0f u/]sf]
5 . wtL{ cfˆgf] 5Fb} lyof] cfhsf]
dflg; ;d'Gb|sf] ulx/fO{ clg
cGtl/Ifsf] lzv/df cfˆgf] kfOnf]
/fVg ;kmn ePsf] 5 . t/ elgG5
lg, k|s[ltsf] lgod oxL 5 ls ;'Gb/
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My Sacrifice in Vain!

Date: 2072, since 2062 B.S.

Nepal

Dear Nepalese,

I was ready to sacrifice
everything, even my life for the
sake of my country. You may not
have been tortured by the
government or experienced
unbearable electric shocks as
punishment for going against
the monarchy. I have
experienced all this.  I didn’t do
this for myself but for the future
of our pride, our country. I knew
my life was on the line by acting
against the monarchy but I did
it so that my country could be
free, a democratic country. I
bore with all the currents they
passed through me, the pain,
the ache, the death penalty for
my country. I fought bravely for
the betterment of my country
and you never miss me in your
Social Studies books. But you
missed something I never
expected you to.

I did not give away my life so
easily for this current situation.
I am very astonished to see the
clashes between these three
regions. One Nepali does not

call another Nepali their
“Brother” but a Madhesi and a
Pahadi. When I found out about
this, I thought it was better if
you were sent to a mental
institution instead of wasting
your time reading stories about
me and others like me. There is
no sense of patriotism, no
respect for the diverse culture,
no love. How can you not find
the solution to the current
situation of the country but
answer in details about what is
happening all over the world?
So, please let me know about
all the matters and reasons
behind it. If you feel as if you’d
be prouder to say that you live
in the USA, Japan or that you
were rich rather than saying
proudly that you are from the
country where Buddha was
born, where Mt. Everest stands
tall, then you are not a Nepali.
You are destroying my dreams
that I worked so hard for when
fighting for democracy. I dreamt
of all Nepali people smiling,
nobody suffering from poverty,
no more clashes but just peace
and harmony. Now, I can’t
dream about it anymore
because you are not listening
to me. Please realize that
someday you may lose your
home, your country and Nepal
won’t exist anymore. You are
going to be the cause for it. I
conclude hoping that you will
do the things as I have advised.
I am no one special, just a
Nepali Martyr- dreaming.

A Martyr of Nepal

Best Friend

You smile when I smile
You cry when I cry
Promise me that this special
Bond between us will never die,

I met you when I was five
From then you’ve shown me the
right life
The day we met was friendship
day
"We are the best of the all": that
everyone tells

And when we met each other
We promised to explore the
future together
You’ve helped me in each part
of my life
Your beautiful face always
glowed with a smile

My difficulties were your
sorrows
My happiness your joys
And I really thank God for
giving me someone
Who could light up my world at
all times.
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I Miss You Mom!

I was alone at home staying in
the divan and counting stars in
twilight. My mom and dad were
business people. I saw that my
father was cheerful but my
mother was not. I started
getting bad vibes about that.
My mother seemed to be
irritated by the phone calls. She
had tears in her eyes, I asked
her what the matter was but
she simply ignored me and
started another topic. Dad
didn’t answer either which led
to a curiosity about the
situation. Suddenly, my dad
insisted me to go to sleep on
the pretext that I had to go to
school the next day. I said
“okay” and pretended to be
asleep.

I tried to overhear what they
were saying but with a small
gust of wind caressing me I felt
myself drawn to sleep. The
next morning I was late to wake
up and couldn’t see them both.
So, I ate my breakfast which
was placed near the table and
took the note left near it. I
started reading the note which
my mom had written.

Dear,

I will miss you as I am going to
die because of the phone calls.
I used to have them from a

month. All of this is caused by
your father.

-Your mother

I hurriedly dressed up and went
to her office. I noticed that both
my father and mother were not
there, so I asked the receptionist
and she answered that they had
gone to the jungle for research. I
hurried out to the nearest jungle
and there I saw a black shadow
killing another shadow.By the
time I reached there, my mother
was taking her last breath.

My father ran away and I was
left with my mother’s dead
body. I filed a case against him.
After 2 months, the cops got
him with the required proof and
gave him a death penalty. I was
not happy to see my father die
but he got the fruits of his own
misdeed. But the main reason I
got him killed was because he
killed you mom.

I miss you mom!

Pages of My Life

Here I am, going to Angelina
Jolie’s set to choreograph her
dance. I have become a star
from nobody. As I think about
it, I flip through the pages of
my life….

4th November 1989

That was the day I was taken
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to Romeo’s Bar to work as a
bar dancer. I never did like my
job. I mean which girl dreams
to dance in front of so many
drunken men? But you know,
luck doesn’t always favor you
and for me, luck was never in
my favor since the beginning
of time.

I had no choice but to work
there. There were financial
problems in my family and I
was the only one my parents
could look upon to earn some
money.

Years passed and I was still
the same bar dancer I was
years ago except for the fact
that I had grown into a
beautiful young lady and men
admired me. Yet, I was never
ostentatious of my beauty.
Then one day luck knocked at
my door and decided that it
wasn’t good to torment the
same person for a long time.
A group of men came to the
bar looking for someone good
and beautiful to teach them to
dance. Well, I was chosen. Our
team went to International
Dancers Meet and won the
championship. I was
recognized for choreographing
the dance and was honored for
my contribution to the nation’s
pride.

****

“Ma’am?”

Someone interrupted my
thoughts. I turned to see that
it was my chauffeur. Well, I am
back to who I am, a dancer,
now with more honor and
dignity than that the past. The
past pages of my life have
closed. I take a step towards
the car, thinking of the new
pages of my life to write about.
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LoveLoveLoveLoveLove

After two long hours of
practicing the same three
words in various ways with the
constant pricking caused by the
thorns of the rose in my pocket
making it seem longer, I finally
saw a figure at the gate of the
park. A hand on her hair, which
was blowing with the wind and
the other hand clutching a small
purse slung over her shoulder,
a shoulder so tender, it would
have crumpled with the
slightest extra weight.

With my heart thumping like
the drums in metal songs, my
mind drifting to oblivion and my
body melting like a snowman in
summer, I somehow managed
to raise my hand signifying my
insignificant presence in this
mere mundane world as
everything was engulfed in her
godly aura.

Her lips parted into a smile,
arching her high cheekbones
even higher to show her
beautiful row of teeth, as white
as fresh snow. She quickened
her pace- her steps put tenderly
on the ground in a rhythmic
fashion. The wind blew her hair
in all directions and her purse
slipped often from her shoulder
as she ran for me. It was like a
romantic movie except for the
fact that this was reality and
girls in movie don’t care about

the slipping purse while she
was constantly adjusting it.

She seemed to be out of breath
as she reached me. I felt a pang
of desire to hold on to her
forever and never let go as
soon as I was hit by the
overwhelming fragrance of her
perfume. Her dress was now
visible, a sleeveless top with a
matching short skirt and boots
that edged every elegant curve
of her magnificent body. God,
she looked gorgeous!

“Yes?” she asked with a voice
as melodious as the notes
played by the finest pianist, so
enchanting that my whole body
suddenly went immobile and
my jaw dropped. Yet, I did not
have the strength to shut it.

She laughed a whole heart
laugh and suddenly felt merrier.
I would give everything to
witness that laughter again,
her head tilting backwards,
eyes slightly closed and her
mouth opening to let that
beautiful sound out, muffing it
with her hands.

“Yes? You wanted to tell me
something.” She drew me out
of my thoughts with her
pleasant touch- shutting my
jaw and my imagination. Her
hands were so warm, warm
enough to melt the hardest
hearts. Mine melt in an instant.

“Umm…” I started but no other
sound came out of my mouth.
The past two hours were a
complete failure. I wonder if it’s
always so hard, to speak out
those three simple words that
express far greater things
embedded in the deepest pits
of the heart. Then, the

inevitable truth dawned on me,
loving someone is a simple task
compared to the task of
expressing it, which requires
much more determination and
strength.

“Actually I have something to
say as well.” She started, her
fingers interlacing and her feet
uprooting several tender
looking grass. A bit of red
pushed its way through the
muscles of her cheeks so much
that she couldn’t restrain it.

“I love you”, I blurted out; I
couldn’t hold it any longer. It
was like bearing the weight of
the sky. “I love you with all my
heart and soul and I want to be
with you forever, even after the
end of my days.” I added the
best line I could make up that
very instant and exhaled a sigh
of relief as the burden I carried
around for a long time seemed
to have suddenly been lifted off
my shoulders. She didn’t look
agitated. It was as if her genius
brain had been expecting this
for some time. I didn’t have the
patience to wait for an answer.
I simply grabbed her waist and
pulled her in, staring into her
full pink lips, so juicy that
everything around seemed to
dry as my fingers ran through
her silky hair and I leaned in
passionately.

She backed off instantly and
started walking in the other
direction leaving me embracing
just my imagination. I followed
her, shocked. I took her into my
arms, as I caught up to her. At
least she didn’t hold them back.

“Why?” I started with a look of
utter disbelief as she cut me off
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completely. “I’m dying, Mohit.”
she said, fighting back tears. I
was totally stunned. I felt as if
the ground had shifted beneath
me and I was falling into an
eternal abyss. “I have cancer,
inoperable, right from birth.”
She paused to wipe her tears
away; they trickled like
dewdrops in a perfect sunny
morning. “I have been a burden
to my family all along and until
I met you, I didn’t know what
life felt like, what love felt like.
I was beginning to experience
happiness till the doctor said…”
she broke into sobs but
continued, “Four months ago,
the doctor said I had no more
than a year left.” Her voice
seemed distant but she still
gathered enough courage to
say, “I love you too, Mohit,
more than I love myself.
However, I cannot let you love
me; I can’t leave you alone,
mourning over your lover’s
death. Moreover, I can’t let you
torture yourself. So I can’t let
you, I can’t do this.”

Her voice trailed off as she
rested her head on my chest
and wept.

I felt hatred boiling inside me. I
hated God for causing all this,
her parents for not caring, but
most of all I hated myself for I
couldn’t do anything for her. I
just held on to her and let all
the hatred flow out. We lay
there and wept for a long time.

A few days have passed since
she suddenly broke my grasp
and went alone leaving me in
deep thought that hasn’t left my
mind even till today. I still feel
the desire in her voice as she
spoke, a desire to live healthy

and love happily. Cancer or no
cancer, I still love her. So, I go up
to the phone, dial her number
and as she picks up, I say, “I
don’t care about the cancer, I still
love you.”

Today, we are at the city mall
munching popcorns and holding
hands. Her head rests upon my
shoulders as we take turns
gazing at each other while the
boring romantic movie plays on
the screen. Our story is much
better.

Study Hard

It’s all the way dark,
You have to cry and bark,
Like the dogs in the street,
If you don’t study hard.

Letting the time go,
Will not help you at all
Realize its importance,
With that, you stand tall.

At this time of age
You must work very hard,
If you don’t do it
You might fall apart.

Laughing and crying grows up, a
child
Without studying he becomes
wild.
Your life becomes truly dark,
If you do not study hard.

Devastating
Earthquake 2015

Earthquake has struck, oh dear!
Making 2015 a black year,
Stealing people’s happiness and
joy,
Shaking them up like some kind
of toy.
The wonderful past has gone
away,
The terrible present is with us
today,
Death, destruction, sorrow and
fall,
In the lives of people and all.
Try to make Nepal a place,
Where the rising sun reaches,
Not the place,
Where heritages are destroyed
into very small pieces.
The new Nepal will rise again,
So the new lives will begin,
And people can live with joy,
Like a child with a toy.
Let go of our fear,
Avoiding the death from coming
near,
So let us all say it again,
Say Nepal will rise again.
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A Late Answer

I used to sit on my comfortable
bed, chatting until late night,
with my friend Asther Hawkins.
We used to have a wonderful
time. But that day was a little
different. I was trying to speak
to her but she was not replying.
I was amazed. She didn’t do this
before. For an hour this
continued and then I gave up.

The next day she didn’t come
to school, nor did she come to
chat at night. This continued for
a week. Then I felt worse, or
say, a little curious. “How could
she do this?” I thought.

One day I went to hospital for
my monthly check up. There I
saw Asther. We were a little bit
far from each other. She saw me
but acted as if she were shy.
She was looking pale and dull.
I tried to talk to her but she
didn’t answer. It was time to go
home, and in despair I went
home.

Each day I would turn on the
chat and see if Asther was
there or not. But unfortunately,
she never came.

One day, I was working in my
room and the phone rang. Mom
went to pick it up.  There was a
long talk, and her look was a
serious one. When her
conversation was finished she

came to my room. I was sure
that something terrible was to
enter my ears.

Wistfully, my mom said “Ashter
is no longer…”

Tears welled into my eyes. I
was seized upon by a pain that
I had never experienced before.
My mom tried to comfort me
but I couldn’t hear a thing,
couldn’t believe a thing I heard.
She said that Asther was
suffering from blood cancer
and that was the reason behind
her not coming to school and
to the chat.

This incident has always led me
to live a mournful life. I always
have her photo in my hand
wondering if she would ever
speak.

My Twin

I have a twin whom I love a lot,
I feel lucky for the sister I have got.
She is like a fairy to me,
She is also a friend of mine.

She always helps me when I
need,
She taught me to make friends
which I never did.
I think that I and my twin are
marvelous twins,
And  also like the royal queens.

I am really lucky for the twin I
have got.
Together we rock!
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Her Story

While I was roaming around
Kathmandu Valley to escape
from my cousins, I came upon
a factory where I saw a girl of
around ten years old working. I
knew she was being forced into
child labor. I wanted to speak
up for the girl. I went home and
tried convincing my cousins to
help the girl but they laughed
at me. Then I thought that I,
myself, as a responsible citizen,
had to stand up for the poor girl.
I imagined myself giving
speeches at big meetings just
like Malala.

So, the next day I went to the
factory and started shouting at
the top of my voice, “Child labor
is not allowed.” The people
stopped their work and looked
at me. The small girl
understood why I was shouting
and ran towards me. I spread
my arms in the hope of hugging
her but she covered my mouth
with her hands instead and
asked me to stay quiet and
asked everyone to continue
with their work. The factory
echoed with murmurs, each of
which was about me and which
I couldn’t catch. She grabbed
my arms and pulled me outside
the factory. I followed her and
sat down on a rock with her. She
asked me harshly why I was
screaming. She spoke in a

disgusting way; “I know I am a
little girl who should study, but
I am in a factory instead. But
would you listen to my story
first?” I decided to hear her out
and nodded my head. She
continued, “I was born far from
Kathmandu in a poor family. At
a small age, I was sold to a
landlord. As I grew, I started
learning my true identity and
ran away. I roamed around the
districts. I knew some people
were after me, so I ran to a
place where people wouldn’t
find me. Then after much
struggle I reached here and saw
the cruel world ahead of me. I
didn’t have the choice of going
back so, I stayed here.

I started sleeping on the road
and stealing things for my
survival.”She smiled weakly.
“Then one day, I was caught.
The shopkeeper hit me so hard
that I bled badly. As I lay on the
ground, people passing by
would completely ignore me.
But little did I know that there
was a Godfather for me in the
midst of such cruel people. A
person brought me here to this
factory. Slowly, I stopped
stealing and became a hard
worker so that my next
generation would not have to
suffer like I did. “She got off the
rock and pointed at me.”If I see
you again I will surely break
your bone. I’m happy as I am.”
She walked inside the factory
again. I stood up, tears rolling
down my cheeks and went
home to play with my bullying
cousins. I realized that I was not
the only one struggling. People
had fought for it. With the hope
the girl gave me, I started
walking ahead.

 Mother

Have you seen a woman made
for you?
She is the one who cares for
you,
She is the God, she is the light,
The woman for whom you can
fight.

She is the lady who teaches you,
Always thinking how you will
do;
The woman born in your nation,
Who always calls you, "My son".

You can see her everywhere,
In your eyes, in your brain;
She is the woman who makes
you proud,
She is the lady appreciated by
the crowd.

None other than the woman you
love,
And you say I love you too;
She is not the woman who gives
you bother,
She is your heart, she is your
mother.
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The Adventure in ITThe Adventure in ITThe Adventure in ITThe Adventure in ITThe Adventure in IT

1600H : One hour to go

I am sitting in the dining
hall, surrounded by my friends,
all voraciously eating the puri
and vegetables. It is Sunday and
the time is exactly 1600 hours.
I quickly eat my tiffin and go to
my house. By the time I change
my clothes and wash my feet,
the time is already 1627h. I head
to the dayroom for a glimpse of
the program currently being
broadcasted on the television.

1630H : Half an hour to go.

The dayroom is packed
and everybody’s eyes are glued
to the television screen. They
are watching “Dawn of the
Planet of the Apes”. I find some
space and sit down to enjoy the
show. But, I am restless,
looking at the watch every five
minutes or so till the time is
finally 1650h.

1650H : Ready…

I sneak out of the
dayroom and go down the
stairs.I follow the pathway to
the flat of the Head of House
and turn right.I go forward
twelve steps and climb down a
stair. I turn left and walk sixteen
steps; followed by ascension of
thirteen steps up the stairs. On

my left is the Learning
Resource Centre (LRC). I reach
the steps going downward
towards the IT section. I slowly
descend it.

1655H : Set…

I reach the door of the
Internet Room (IR), eyeing the
second computer from the last,
of the first row. A bhai was
sitting there. I patiently wait as
other members of my house
slowly file into the IT section.
They are trying to get past me
but I am relentlessly unwilling
to budge or slip from my
position. Finally, sir tells the
bhais to log off and leave. They
do as told and leave through
the back door. The time is now
1659h. I am now ready to run.
Sir beckons us inside.

1700H : Go!

There is a
pandemonium; a complete
chaos when everyone tries to
rush in at the same time, but I
am already at the lead and am
ahead of them all. The first
battle is always for the
computer. Luckily, I hold the
mouse of the computer I had
intended to occupy. But, as I
reach for the chair behind me,
it is dragged away. The second
battle is already underway. I
scan the room but all the good
chairs with a cushioned back
and arms are occupied. “The
computer is the main thing;
good chairs are only added
comforts.” I tell myself as I log
in to my account. As I am being
logged in, I see a wooden stool
at the corner of the room and I

drag it to my place. I double
click the icon named
“Broadband Connection” when
my desktop appears. Then, I
type in my username and
password in the blank fields.
The enter key is pressed. A
dialogue box appears which
finally reads “Authenticated”
and disappears. I sit on the
stool. Hello Internet!

1705H : The Adventure!

This is how my system
of one hour to IT works. But,
this is only the beginning. For
the next one and a half hours,
the world disappears and my
eyes can focus on nothing but
the monitor of the computer.
The sites that I mostly visit are
YouTube, thtfootball.com,
Fantasy Premier League,
Codecademy and Grepolis. I
practically live on these sites
for the time period between
1700h and 1800h. The internet
is usually slow with about
eighty people using it at the
same time; and that is why I
open Grepolis in the beginning,
when people are just logging
into their accounts, otherwise
it will never load. In another
tab, I open thtfootball.com for
the football feeds about the
matches of different clubs and
countries, their points in the
league tables and their
positions in their respective
cups and championships. Then,
I open another window in which
I open YouTube. I usually search
for Minecraft™ videos but that
part comes later. In that
window, I  open  two    new
tabs where I go to
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fantasy.premierleague.com and
codecademy.com. By now, the
internet will have slowed down
to 45% of its speed and I check
my city in the now fully-loaded
Grepolis. I manage my city,
‘Fortress Knox’, fill in the
construction queue and
research slots, use my god
Zeus’ favour to apply different
spells and attack other players
while training units like archers,
hoplites, and biremes for the
defence of my own city. And
when all this is completed, the
time is already 1735h. I close
Grepolis and proceed towards
YouTube. I click on a Minecraft™
video about a half an hour long
and pause it. It will have loaded
by 1800h, so, I manage my
team in the Fantasy Premier
League and check the soccer
feed. With fifteen minutes left
till 1800h, the tabs left on my
screen encompass the sites
YouTube and Codecademy. In
these fifteen minutes, and in
these fifteen minutes only is my
time in the IT truly ‘utilized’, as
the elders prefer to call it. I
learn many programming
languages, mainly Python, in
the site codecademy.com.
Before you know it, the time is
already 1800h and I now bid
farewell to Codecademy for
now. I watch the half an hour
long Minecraft™ video,
learning different tips and tricks
for survival in the world of
Minecraft™. Thus, excelling in
the aspect of what I think are
most important in my life:
coding and gaming, I end my
time in the IT when sir calls for
our turn to log off and leave. I

glance at the watch on the wall
and it is around 1828h. I log off
my computer and head towards
my house; reviewing my time in
the IT, my adventures in IT, with
every step I take. And so ends
another one and a half hour of
IT. But more is to come. Until
then, bye bye internet; see you
after 166.5 hours!

1730H : 166hours 30minutes to
go…

What Was That...?What Was That...?What Was That...?What Was That...?What Was That...?

It was a cold day, I was returning
from school. I was shivering with
cold. I was thinking about the
warmth of my room. I opened
the door of my house. There was
no one inside and the lights
were turned off. I was a little
frightened but still I went inside.

 The door closed by itself, I
looked back but no one was
there. I moved forward and
suddenly the phone started
ringing. I received the phone call
but no one answered; then I
heard some noise in the
bathroom. I went there and felt
that the floor was slippery. The
lights were suddenly on forcing
me to close my eyes. I opened
my eyes slowly and noticed that
the floor was red. I rubbed my
eyes and saw that it was blood
that covered the floor. Suddenly
my eyes felt heavy. I rubbed
them and opened them again;
only then did I notice that I was
at home, on my warm bed .

Yesterday and Today

How nice the time they were,
You and I used to play and laugh
Play tricks on each other
Fight with each other and be
friends again.

I used to cry,
You used to make me laugh,
Oh! How lovely times they were
When you and I spent the day
together.

But today, it’s different
You turn the blue sky into a
black thundering sky,
You always fight with me
Oh! How bad moments these
are!

Oh! My dear friend,
What happened to you?
Let’s be good friends again,
And ,make the day wonderful.

30303030301111111111
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The Twinkling Stars

There was a girl outside on the
veranda with a pencil in her
mouth, lost in the world of
imagination and the girl was
none other than me. I took a
look at the prospect. The only
thing I could see was the wide
green fields and there was not
a soul to be seen. I had a pile
of books beside me and I was
there with an empty mind. I
knew soon I would die under
the burden of my homework.
But there wasn’t anything I
could think of. I looked at the
stars, it was getting dark soon.

I could not work, so I grabbed
my binoculars and took a nice
look at the green field. There
was a farmer looking at the
stars probably waiting for the
night to get over. Soon he was
chasing the cattle. It was funny.
Then, I tried to keep myself
focused again, soon there was
a woman walking across the
road. She walked to the nearby
bench to give herself a little
rest. She sat on the bench and
looked at the stars. Maybe this
reminded her of something. She
went and once again, I was left
there alone but not for long as
two friends came along,
gossiping with each other,
observing the beautiful sky, and
went their way.

Beggars

Beggars don’t work. They think
begging is their profession. In
Nepal and India, we can see
beggars walking door to door,
sitting on the floor in towns
and at religious places such as
temples, mosques, churches
and at many other places.
Their livelihood runs by
begging. Some beggars walk
door to door for money. Some
people feel generous to give
money while many prefer to
give rice. Some beggars sit at
the side of the roads and
streets in towns. Some
beggars live at holy places
like mosque, temple etc.

They request the people very
politely and hence people give
something to them while
some rude and uncaring

people kick them. Some
beggars are even seen as
sadhus and they even call
themselves holy men and the
surprising thing is that the
common people actually
believe it. People respect
them believing that they have
a magical power. People want
them to satisfy their demand.
If we give some money to
them, they give us blessings.

There are various reasons why
beggars beg. Some are lazy to
work and start begging while
many are unable to work due
to some physical or other
inabilities. Many are orphans-
full of sorrow and sadness,
which forces them to beg, only
to survive.

As begging is not good at all,
the government should plan to
solve the problem of beggars.
Able beggars should be given
employment opportunities
while beggars who are unable
to work should at least be
given basic facilities such as
food and clothing. We should
encourage the beggars to work
and give a new direction to
their life rather than just make
them beg around the streets.
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This made me realize that
anything can give thousands of
meanings; it just depends on us
– the way we  would like to see
it. As for the twinkling stars, it
gave someone warmth,
someone loneliness and
someone like me to think about.
I took a look at the sky being
proud of what I was going to
write about. Then in bold
letters I scribbled, “The
Twinkling Stars”.



    93                   Bhanjyang 2016

Budhanilkantha School

I’ll AlwaysI’ll AlwaysI’ll AlwaysI’ll AlwaysI’ll Always
Remember YRemember YRemember YRemember YRemember Yououououou

Ding-Dong! Ding-Dong!
Someone was ringing the
doorbell. He looked like a bright
boy, healthy and strong, although
a little skinny. There was
something hanging from his
hand. How could I ask what that
was? Just then a thought darted
into my brain. I became
suspicious and asked what that
was. But he didn’t reply and ran
away. I felt confused. I pretended
to close the door slowly, when
suddenly, I noticed that a bright
rabbit was chewing the grass.
Unfortunately, just then, there
was a storm and all the lights in

the house went out. The rabbit
produced a frightened sound so
I took it, shut the door and rushed
upstairs. I lighted a candle as fast
as I could. The rabbit had a wound
and it was bleeding. That
moment reminded me of
Florence Nightingale who was so
courteous and helped others.

Slowly,  I cleaned its wound with
dettol and wrapped a bandage
around it. With a contented
smile, I said, “Now, you’ll grow
stronger again.” I fed it some
food, took it to my living room
and placed it on the sofa. After
sometime, it fell asleep. The
next day, as I was sweeping the
house, I suddenly remembered
about the rabbit and rushed
towards the living room. But it
was not there. I went nearer to
the sofa and found a gold coin.

Maybe, God only wanted to know
about me, about my attitude. It
really gave me immense
pleasure to be a part of it. The
boy I encountered was the God
himself, I think.

MoneyMoneyMoneyMoneyMoney

What is money? In the broadest
sense, “wealth” is money.
Money is a blessing as well as
a curse. Money provides us with
the necessities of life. People
want comfort. They like to live
in beautiful houses, eat good
food, wear fine clothes. They
like to visit cinema halls. Such
comfort is available with the
help of money.

Some people like to help others
with their money. Other people
like to spend money on charity.
Some people also spend money
to help victims of natural
disasters. Money has a bad
side too. Some people commit
crime for the sake of money.
Some people spend money on
drinking and gambling as well.

It is difficult to earn money. So, it
should be spent wisely. It should
be earned honestly. Money can
be a blessing if it is spent for a
good cause but can be a curse if
it is spent foolishly. So we must
spend money wisely.
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This past year has seen passing away of two personalities
deeply associated with Budhanilkantha School. We are
saddened by the demise of Mr. Sudarshan Rishal (Former Deputy
Headmaster and Physics teacher) and Mr. D. Dev Dewan
(Former Head of English Department.) BNKS family expresses
our heartfelt condolence to the bereaved families.

May their souls Rest In Peace. "For death is no more than a
turning of us over from time to eternity".

MrMrMrMrMr. D. De. D. De. D. De. D. De. D. Dev Dev Dev Dev Dev Dewwwwwananananan
(Formar Head of(Formar Head of(Formar Head of(Formar Head of(Formar Head of

Kanchenjunga/Art Department)Kanchenjunga/Art Department)Kanchenjunga/Art Department)Kanchenjunga/Art Department)Kanchenjunga/Art Department)

HEARTFELT CONDOLENCE
MrMrMrMrMr. Sudar. Sudar. Sudar. Sudar. Sudarshan Rishalshan Rishalshan Rishalshan Rishalshan Rishal

(Formar Deputy(Formar Deputy(Formar Deputy(Formar Deputy(Formar Deputy
Head Master and PhysicsHead Master and PhysicsHead Master and PhysicsHead Master and PhysicsHead Master and Physics

TTTTTeacher)eacher)eacher)eacher)eacher)
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eljiosf] d

dflg; ;a}eGbf a'l4dfg\, c;n /
ljj]szLn k|f0fL xf] . dflg;n]
hLjgdf uNtL u/]/ g} l;Sg] u5{ .
cfhsf] ;dodf s'g} klg dflg;nfO{
xfdLn] ;DkGg eGg ;Sb}gf}F . To;}n],
d]/f] ljrf/df ddf klg lgs} w]/}
vf]6x¿ 5g\ . d}n] klg hLjgaf6
lgs} s'/f a'‰g' 5 / w]/} s'/f yfxf
kfpg' 5 . eljiodf ltdL s] aGg
rfxG5f} egL dnfO{ s;}n] ;f]Wbf,
;w}F d Pp6f c;n, 1fgL / b]zsf]
af/] lrGtg ug]{ JolQm aGg rfxG5'
eG5' . d]/f] eljio jf d s] x'g] x'F,
eGg ] s '/ fn ] dnfO { hlxNo }
;tfO/x]sf] x'G5 . t/ dnfO{ olt
yfxf 5 ls d Pp6f c;n gful/s
/ /fd|f] JolQm aGg] 5' . h;n] cfˆgf]
af/]df dfq g;f]rL c¿sf] af/]df
klg ;f]R5, hf] cfˆgf] b]zsf]
;f + :s [ lts dfldnf ; Fu; Fu }
/fhgLlts dfldnfsf af/]df klg
lrlGtt /xG5, d eljiodf cfkm"
To:tf] ag]sf] b]Vg rfxG5' .

dflg;sf] hLjgdf b'Mv / si6
ePsf] b]Vbf ;a} hgfnfO{ g/fd|f]
nfU5 t/ Tof] b'v–si6 ePsf]
x]l//fVg' eg] b'Mv lbg'eGbf klg
7'nf] kfk xf] . d To:tf] JolQm k6Ss}
klg aGg rfxGgF . c¿nfO{ dbt
ug'{ / cGofo x'Fbf, To;sf] lj/f]w
ug'{ eg]sf] g} dfgj wd{ xf] . d eg]
cfˆgf] wd{ lgefpg rfxG5' . dnfO{
eljiodf w]/} s'/fdf kl/jt{g Nofpg'
5, t/ To;sf nflu klxnf cfkm"df
abnfj Nofpg' h?/L 5 . eljiosf]
d eg] clxn]eGbf lgs} km/s x'g]
5' . o;sf] dtna dnfO{ cfkm"
clxn] s:tf] 5' To:tf] dg gkg]{
xf]Og t/ d}n] clxn] b'lgofF b]Vg g}
afFsL 5 .

cfdf

s;/L ;Daf]wg u¿F d o; wGo
gf/LnfO{ <
hf]8L b'O{ xft k|0ffd u5'{ d
ltdLnfO{
slt ef/ 5g\ xf]nf oL b'O{
cIf/df
k|]dn] h8L ;hfpg] ltdL d]/L
cfdf .
slt si6 ef]uL hGd lbof} dnfO{

dxfe"sDkM g]kfnLsf] ljklTt

sl7g kl/>dn] k'vf{n] /r]
Oltxf;
agfP w]/} d7dlGb/ ;+/rgf /fvL
7"nf] cfz
gf}tn] w/x/f lyof] sf7df8fF}sf]
cfsif{0f
elTsxfNof] lar/f] Tof] nfu]g lg
s]xL If0f
slt d/], eP 3fOt], slt eP
cgfy
qf;n] el/Psf] ;a}sf] dgn]
k'sfg{ yfNof] gfy
;a}hgf dgfpFb} lyP 5'§Lsf] lbg
zlgaf/
cfOxfNof] e"sDk Tof] nUof] xfd|f]
3/af/
s;}n] yfxf kfPgg\ lsg eof]
o:tf]
x]b}{ tl:a/ eGg yfn] /x]5 Tof]
3/ To:tf]
x] k|e' Û lsg ;'/Iff ug{ ;s]gf}
ltdLn]
slxn] klg gcfcf];\ o:tf] If0f
eGg yfn] ;a}n] .

clxn] d ;fgf–;fgf s'/fdf lrGtf
lng] u5'{ . eg]sf] s'/fsf] cy{
slxn]sfxLF cs}{ ;DemG5', hLjgsf]
jf:tljstf klg /fd|f];Fu d}n] a'em]
h:tf] dnfO{ nfUb}g t/ ddf b]zsf
nflu s]xL ug]{, cfˆgf] ;'Gb/ /
;Ifd b]zsf] OHht /fVg] / b]zsf]
gfd k'/} ;+;f/df km}nfpg] 5' . d]/f]
;kgf Pp6f ;kmn 8fS6/ eO{
cfˆgf] b]z / ;+;f/sf ;a} dflg;sf]
x]/rfx ug'{ xf] . To;}n] eljiodf
d Pp6f ;kmn / c;n 8fS6/
aGg] 5' .

eljiodf sf] s] x'g] 5, sf] sxfF x'g]
5 / hLjgn] s'g / s:tf] df]8
lng] 5 eGg] s'/f dnfO{ jf ;+;f/df
s'g} klg JolQmnfO{ yfxf xF'b}g t/
clxn]b]lv g} æeljiosf] dÆ sf]
af/]df ;a}n] ;f]Rg yfn]F eg] ;a}sf]
;kgf jf OR5f–cfzfx¿ ;kmn
x'g] 5 . o:t} d]/f nflu klg xf],
d}n] clxn]b]lv g} eljiosf] lglDt
k|of; u/]F eg] d eljiodf cfkm"n]
rfx]sf] h:tf] aGg ;S5' . t;y{,
;a} hgf ;sf/fTds af6f]df lxF8\ofF}
eg] xfdL ;a} hgfsf] eljio c;n,
ldlxg]tL / pksf/L x'g] 5 clg
x/]ssf] eljio pHHjn x'g] 5 .

;lsGg ;f]Rg klg To;
lsl;dsf] JoyfnfO{
o; df]xdo ;+;f/df s;/L lbof}
dnfO{ klxrfg .
pBd u/L ;b}j /fVg] 5' ltd|f] dfg
d]/f ;–;fgf uNtLx¿ s;/L
u¥of} dfkm
d]/f k|Zgsf ltdLn] ;b}j lbof}
dfld{s hjfkm
slt xf]nfg\ gogdf ltd|f ;kgf
dk|lt <
kª\v nfufO{ p8\g] 5' clg
;dfpg] 5' ult .

&!*%
z'e]R5f

sIff M P–jfg

!)@)
;'s[lt
sIff M *
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lbk|]Iff

sIff M *
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d]/f] Kof/f] bfbf

d % jif{sf] lyPF . Tolta]nf d
sflGtk'/ dfWolds ljBfnodf
k9\y] F . Ps lbg d]/L dfd'n]
a"9fgLns07 :s'ndf k9g] Ps hgf
bfbfnfO{ lnP/ 3/ cfpg'eof] . Tof]
bfbfsf] gfd 1fg' sfsL{ lyof] . To;
lbgb]lv pxfF d]/f] bfbf aGg'eof]
clg pxfFn] dnfO{ k9fpg yfNg'eof] .
pxfF dnfO{ lh:sfpFb} xF;fpFb} dfof
ub} { k9fpg'x'GYof ] . ;do;fy
xfdLlar ulx/f], bfOefOsf] dfof
a9\g yfNof] . lbgx¿ laTb} uP .
d]/f] bfbfn] P–n]ensf] k/LIff
l;b\Wofpg' eof] .

pxfFn] pRr lzIffsf nflu cd]l/sf
hfg] k|of; yfNg'eof] . pxfF cd]l/sf
hfg ;kmn x'g'eof] . d]/f] bfbfn]
pRr lzIffsf nflu cd]l/sf hfg
kfpFbf dnfO{ ;fx|} v';L nfUof] .
d]/f] bfbf ;fpg #) ut] dnfO{
5f]8]/ cd]l/sf hfg'eof] . Tof] lbg
d]/f nflu c;fWo} g/dfOnf] eof] .
bfbf;Fu 6f9f x'g'kbf{ dnfO{ lgs}
b'Mv nfUof] . d w]/} /f]PF . bfbfn]
dnfO{ w]/} dfof ug'{x'GYof] . bfbfn]
/fd|/L k9fPsf], ;Fu;Fu} /dfOnf]
u/]sf], ;Fu} xfF;v]n u/]sf If0fx¿
dnfO{ clxn] klg ofb cfpF5 . d]/f]
Kof/f] 1fg' bfbf xh'/sf] ;kmntfsf]
sfdgf ub{5' .

ljgfzsf/L e"sDk

cl:t eGy] !(() ;fn
cfh eof] @)&@ a]xfn
;a}sf] 3/df Nofof] ?jfaf;L
agfP/} 5f]8\of] ;a}nfO{
;'s'daf;L .
s;}sf] nUof] vfg] ufF; / nfpg]
skf;
sltsf] 5}g /ft a:g] af;
v';L x'G5g\ eP klg laxfg
sltsf] eof] 3/}df lrxfg .

kfFr tn] 3/ x'g] klg 5g\ clxn]
kfndf
b'lv/x]5 b]z cfh zf]scfF;'sf]
tfndf
;a} vfG5g\ bfndf]7 lrp/f hf]
vfGy] df5f / ;'s'6L
l;WofP/} 5f]8\of] s/f]8kltsf
9's'6L .

$)%^
lzjd
sIff M %

#)^!
;'j0f{
sIff M ̂

g]kfnsf] /Iff u/f}F

xfdL ;fgf afnaflnsf
k9L w]/} a9\g] 5f}F
;fgf ;fgf eP klg
sfd w]/} ug]{ 5f}F .

g]kfnnfO{ clw a9fO{
dfly k'¥ofpg] 5f}F
 g]kfnsf] gfd rDsfO{
cl3 xfdL a9\g] 5f}F .

g]kfnsf] ;+:s[lt /
Oltxf; hf]ufpg] 5f}F
wfld{s :ynx¿ ;w}F
;kmf /fVg] 5f}F .

@!@@
cl:dtf
sIff M &

afn>lds

sxfF 5f} afaf sxfF 5f} cfdf d
k/]F kmGbfdf
laxfgb]lv dWo/ft;Dd csf{s}
wGbfdf .

cfF;'n] leHof] l;/fgL d]/f] b'Vof]
dg
afafnfO{ ;DemL cfdfnfO{ ;DemL
/f]O/fV5 lbgsf lbg

$)^$
z'efrf/
sIff M %

a]xf];} kf/L s'6\g] / lk6\g] skfn
klg n'5\g]
cfkmGt eGg' sf]xL 5}g d]/f] cfF;'
k'5\g] .

pn]{/ cfFp5 cfF;'sf] uª\uf aUb5
dgsf] 5]p
ef]sef]s} a;'Fnf afaf 3/df
cfpg b]pm .
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A Kind Matchbox Girl

Once upon a time, there lived
a girl named Sammy. She lived
in a joint family and her whole
family loved her a lot. But her
family was very poor. Sammy
didn’t go to school, so she
didn’t receive proper education.
She wanted different things and
even her parents wanted to give
her those simple things but she
could not afford them at all. But
the little girl always had a
matchbox in her pocket and
used to say that it was lucky for
her, but no-one used to believe
her.

One day, while she was walking
on the road with a matchbox in
her pocket, she saw a strange,
ugly old woman, who was
asking for some money. No one
gave her a single penny but the
girl, Sammy, felt a little sad and
went to a nearby shop to
exchange the matchbox for a
little money. The shopkeeper
was very happy with the
exchange, as there was a
shortage of matchboxes at that
time. Sammy gave all the
money to the beggar and
suddenly, the old, ugly beggar
turned into a beautiful, bright
fairy. The fairy told Sammy that
it was the witches’ spell that
Sammy broke. She promised to
reward her. The fairy said that
she would make Sammy’s
family rich very soon, and then
disappeared. In no days, the
girl’s family became rich. And
Sammy went to school too.
Sammy and her family lived
happily ever after.
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Importance of
English Language

Yes, English language is very
important in today’s world.
People speak many languages
in the world. People in Nepal
also speak numerous
languages. Nowadays, English
is very important and some of
the reasons for it are:

Firstly, it is the official
language for the UNO. Most
important books for higher
studies are also written
English. If you want a job in
foreign office than learning to
read, write and communicate
in English is compulsory.
English is even required to
pursue higher studies.

 Secondly, it is spoken almost
all over the world as a global
language. We need English to
use the internet. When
tourists come to our country,
we need to speak in English
with them for their ease.

English language is very easy
to learn as it has easy rules.
Due to these reasons, it is
clear that English has become
a very important language.
Thus, we should learn it and
take maximum benefit from it.

The Saddest Evening

The saddest evening
The sun had gone
Leaving the darkest night
Perspiring and suffocating
In that evil night that strangled
My happiest life forever

The wind was howling
Whispering the saddest truth
That my soul would panic
And Scream aloud
At fate’s ruthlessness

The rain was pouring
Burning my injury like vinegar
Trembling and helpless
And full of guilt that I am
Compelled to fix
The date of death

All my wishes vaporated
Except to turn blue in face
Without any sense

The hellish life with optimism
and faith.
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TTTTTrue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendship

Once upon a time, there were
two friends at a public school.
They were named as Shyam
and Hari. They used to be
good students. They used to
have many fights with each
other but at the end they
would be friends again. Like
this, many years passed. Now
they were studying in A-
levels. One day Shyam said ,
“Hari, let’s go to a restaurant
to eat  with other friends”.

Shyam and his other friends
went to a restaurant around
their area at night. They were
eating delicious foods and
having fun. One of Shyam’s
friends suggested him to
drink alcohol. At first, Shyam
rejected the offer but then his
friends forced him to drink
alcohol. Shyam drank it. After
one month passed, Hari met
Shyam because Shyam was
absent for many days. Hari
asked , “Shyam, where had
you been for so many days?”
Shyam did not reply because
he was  drunk.  Hari took
Shyam to the corner and
poured water on his face.
Shyam was  now  in control.
Now , Hari knew that Shyam
had drunk alcohol and he

Education

Education is very important in
every field of our life. Without
education, our life will be dark
and impossible. Without
education, a person is not any
better than an animal. We can
get education in schools,
colleges, universities and even
the internet. Education is like a
burning candle which makes
our life bright. Education helps
us to choose right from wrong.
One of the most integral parts
of our life is education, so a
country like ours should focus
on providing quality education
to students. “Quality education
and quality life” should be our
main motto.

Because of quality education,
we can produce skilled
manpower such as
Accountants, Economists,
Businessmen, Teachers,
Doctors and Engineers who can
improve the economic
condition of the country and
uplift the living standard of
each and every civilian. At least
a member in a family should be
educated, since, because of
their influence, the whole
family will be educated.

Mom and Dad

The universe of my life,
The world of my life,
The happiness of my life,
There is one word ‘mom’!
Which I cannot give to anyone
from my life.
Never wants sadness in my life,
Always wants happiness in my life,
Gives love and care in my life,
There is one word ‘dad’!
Which I cannot give to anyone
from my life.
They are the two sides of a coin
in my life,
They are greater than God in
my life,
They are the most precious gift
of my life,
There are two words ‘mom and
dad’!
Which I cannot give to anyone
in my life.
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thought an idea to stop Shyam
from drinking alcohol. The
idea was to talk to his parents
and stop Shyam from going to
restaurants  with his bad
friends. After following these
plans, Shyam gave up
drinking alcohol. Now Shyam
is concentratng on his
studies. Shyam is finally
saved because of Hari’s true
friendship.
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dxfdfgjM cfdf

dfof, ddtf, :g]xsf]
kof{o
;fob,
ltd|} ddtfn] x'ls{of], al9of]
cfh
;+;f/nfO{ glhsaf6 lgofNg
kfOof]
o:tL b]jtfnfO{ d]/f] x[bosf]
;nfd .

Tof] kL8fdf slxNo} P]of elggf}
;fob
;f]Rof}, d]/f] ;Gtfgn] ;'g]/ b'vL
xf]nf
cfwf k]6 cfkm"n] vfO{
dnfO{ ef]sf] ;'tfOgf}
o:tL >Ls[i0fsL cjtf/nfO{ d]/f]
x[bosf] ;nfd .

slxn] cfdf ag]/
slxn] kTgL ag]/
t slxn] a'xf/L ag]/
cfˆgf x/]s st{Jo lgjf{x u/]/
cfˆgf] kl/jf/nfO{ ;b}j ;'dfu{df
lxF8fpg],
o:tL dxfdfgjnfO{ d]/f] x[bosf]
;nfd .

ltd|f] klg ;kgf lyP xf]nfg\
OR5f / cfsfª\Iff lyP xf]nfg\
t/ lyRof} ;a}
OR5f / cffsfª\Iff
tfls d p7"F
d ;'dfu{df nDs"F
cfkm"nfO{ k5fl8 kf¥of}
tfls d cufl8 a9"F,
o:tL b]jtfsf] cjtf/df d]/f]
x[bosf] ;nfd .

tL /ftx¿
tL clgwf /ftx¿
sf6\of} ltdLn]
Hj/f] cfpFbf kfgLsf k6\6L
nufOlbP/ xf];\
of,
v'6\6f b'Vbf v'6\6f ldlrlbP/
xf];\
cfˆgf] lgb|fsf] Vofn ul/gf}
tfls d /fd|/L lgbfpg ;s"F
o:tL dxfdfgjdf d]/f] x[bosf]
;nfd .

d l/;fpFbf,
tL ltd|f d':sfgn] dnfO{
kufln/x],
tL ltd|f xftn]
;b}j ;'dfu{df nDsfO/x],
lbg/ft kl;gf r'xfO ldlxg]t
u¥of}
tfls d ;kmn aGg ;s"F,
o:tL b]jLdf d]/f] x[bosf] ;nfd .

cfkm" d'v glauf/L gld7f] vfof}
d}n] /fd|f] vfpmF ;f]r]/,
cfkm" b'vL geO{ g/fd|f] nfof}
d}n] /fd|f] nfpmF ;f]r]/
ltd|f] Tof] ;ª\3if{ /
;xgzLntfnfO{ d]/f] x[bosf]
;nfd .

3/sf] sfdaf6 yfs]/
uof}, cfˆgf] kltnfO{ ;3fpg
cGo sfd ug{ xf];\
of afnaRrfsf] eljio agfpg
xf];\
tNnLg eO{ sfd u¥of}
;b}j
;b}j cfˆgf]eGbf a9L c¿s}
;f]Rof}
o:tL lg8/ dxfdfgjdf d]/f]
x[bosf] ;nfd .

slxNo} cN5L nfUof] gegLsg
slxNo} ysfO nfUof] gegLsg
hf8fdf tL xft l7lx¥ofpFb}
udL{df kl;gf r'xfpFb}
cfˆgf] kl/jf/sf] ;]jf ub}{
;b}j pRr ;f]r /fVg] .

o:tL sd{zLn dxfdfgjdf d]/f]
x[bosf] ;nfd .

cfdf d]/L dfq zxgzLn xf]Ogg\
cfdf d]/L dfq ;ª\3if{zLn
xf]Ogg\
ltd|L, d]/L, tkfO{FsL
xfdL ;a}sL cfdf
plQs} sd{zLn
plts} ldlxg]tL
;b}j xfd|} v';L rfxg] l5g\
o:tL dxfdfgjdf d]/f] x[bosf]
;nfd
o:tL b]jLsL cjtf/nfO{ d]/f]
sljtfsf] ;nfd .

cfdf ltd|f] Ps d':sfg

Ps d':sfg
ltd|f] Ps d':sfgn]
d]/f] d'6' /dfpF5
ltd|f] v';Ln] d]/f] sfddf
;kmntf NofpF5
cfdf Û
ltd|f] Tof] d':sfgdf s] 5 Û
d JoQm g} ug{ ;lSbgF
t/ olt rflxF yfxf 5 ls ltd|f]
d':sfg lagf
d]/f] s]xL sfd aGb}g .
d]/f] dg 6'ls|G5
ha ltdL x'G5f} pbf;
;'xfpFb}g ltd|f] Tof] d'xf/df
pbf;L
s;}n] klg g7x¥ofpmg\ ltd|]f
d'xf/nfO{ bf]ifL
d ;w}F ltd|f] d'xf/df h'g h:t}
xfF;]sf] x]g{ kfpmF
ltd|f] d':sfgsf nflu d h] klg
ug{ tof/ /x"F
d':s'/fO/xf];\ ;w}Fel/
d':sfg ltd|f] dgel/
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uGtJo ljb]zM sf/0f /
kl/0ffd

lj=; + = @)^* ;fnsf ]
hgu0fgfcg';f/ g]kfnsf sl/a @%
nfv g]kfnL hgtf ljb]zdf /x]sf
5g\ . cfˆgf] b]zsf] cwf]ultn] ubf{
klg xf]nf la/lQmP/ dflg;x¿
lab]l;g] ;ª\Vof 36\g'eGbf al9/x]sf]
5 . sf]xL /f]huf/Lsf nflu, sf]xL
pRr lzIff xfl;n ug{sf nflu /
sltkon] ljb]zL gful/stf kfP/
ljb]zdf g} a:g] u/L uO/x]sf 5g\ .
o;/L dft[e"ld g} 5f8]/ lab]l;g]
o'jf hdftdf b]zd} s]xL u/f}F eGg]
efjgfsf] ljsf; ug{ ;lsPg eg]
eljiodf b]z pTkfbgzLn sfd ug]{
hgzlQmljxLg x'g ;S5 . o;/L
lab]l;P/ hfg'sf ljleGg sf/0fx¿
5g\ . h;dWo] ul/aL ;a}eGbf d'Vo
sf/0f /x]sf] 5 .

g]kfndf @%=! k|ltzt hgtfx¿
ul/aLsf] /]vfd'lg /x]sf 5g\ .
ul/aLsf] sf/0f ef/t tyf vf8L
d'n'sx¿df sfd vf]Hgsf nflu w]/}
o'jfx¿ u|fdL0f If]q tyf ;x/L
If]qaf6 klg lab]l;Psf 5g\ .
csf]]{tkm{ xfd|f] b]zdf sl/a &)
k|ltzt hg;ª\Vof s[lif k];fdf
lge{/ /x]sf] 5 . xfdLsxfF s[lifdf
k/Dk/fut k|0ffnLcg';f/ v]tLkftL
ul/G5 h;n] ubf{ w]/} kl/>d ubf{
klg yf]/} afnLgfnL pAhG5 . cfˆgf]
e"lddf pAh]sf] afnLn] s[lif k];fdf

lge{/ kl/jf/nfO{ jif{el/ vfg /
u'hf/f rnfpg k'Ub}g . xfdLsxfF
hgzlQm a]/f]huf/ 5g\ . plrt
Jofj;flos lzIffsf] cefjdf
>ldsx¿ s'g} ljsNk gkfP/ klg
afWotfn] ljb]z k;]sf 5g\ .

To;}u/L g]kfnsf] lzIff k|0ffnL
k/LIffd'vL a9L / Jofjxfl/s sd
ePsfn] hfGg] a'‰g]x¿ plrt
lzIffsf nflu lab]l;g] / la:tf/}
Tot} sfd vf]h]/ a;f]af;sf] Joj:yf
ldnfpg] qmd a9]sf] 5 . csf]{tkm{,
b ]zsf ]  / fhgL lts, cf ly {s
kl/l:yltn] lj/Qm agfP/ klg slt
dflg;x¿ lab]l;Psf kfOG5g\ .

j }b ] lzs /f ]huf/af6 cfPsf ]
cfDbfgLn] s]xL dfqfdf ul/a
kl/jf/sf] cfly{s l:yltdf ;'wf/
cfPsf] 5 . t/ o'usf] kl/jt{g;Fu}
of] /f]huf/ c;'/lIft tyf cdof{lbt
x'Fb} uPsf] 5 . k};f sdfP/ cfˆgf]
;fy;fy} kl/jf/hgsf] ;kgf k"/f
ug]{ nIo lnP/ o'jfx¿ ljb]z
knfog x'G5g\ . cGttM b'Mv / kL8fn]
lzlyn ePsf c:j:y z/L/ / lg/fz
dg lnP/ n'?n'? :jb]z kms{G5g\ .
To;}n] ;dodf g} /fi6«n] ljb]z hfg]
gful/sx¿nfO{ :jb]zd} >d ug{
k|f]T;flxt ug'{ cfjZos 5 . o;sf
nflu ;j{k|yd gful/ssf] cfDbfgL
p;sf] of]UotfnfO{ zf]ef lbg] x'g'k5{ .
;fy} /fhgLlts l:y/tf, hgtfsf]
;'/Iff / e|i6frf/ lgoGq0f h:tf
cTofjZos sfo{x¿df /fi6«n] Wofg
lbg'k5{ . o;f] gu/]df g]kfn /
clk|msL d'n'sx¿df s] g} leGgtf
/x\of] / Û

duGt]sf] hLjg

s] of] klg hLjg xf] < hxfF g
v';L 5, g ;'v g} . hxfF g kl/jf/
5 g t a:g] Ps 6x/f] g} . dfq
Ps cfwf/ 5 h;sf lglDt d
hLljt x'g afWo 5' . h;sf lglDt
d ;a}sf 9f]sf–9f]sf rxfg{ k'U5' .
t/ d ToxfF s] kfpF5', < a;
lt/:sf/ kfpF5' .
s] d]/f] s]xL gfd 5}g / < h;sf
sf/0f d duGt] sxlnG5' . s] d]/f]
o; e"lddf afFRg] clwsf/ 5}g
/ < s] d dflg; xf]Og < d cfh
oL ;a} k|Zg cfkm}FnfO{ ;f]lw/x]sL
5' . o; kl/l:yltdf d]/f] dgdf
cg]sf}F k|Zg p7\g yfn]sf 5g\ .
t/ of] slt ;do;Dd rN5 v} <
d Ps Ps ub}{ ;a} 3/sf b}nfdf
k'U5' t/ d}n] ToxfF k]6el/ vfgf
xf]Og hLjgel/ ;Demg] zAb a6'n]/
kms{G5' . s;nfO{ s] yfxf < dnfO{
tL jrgsf] ef/ x}g, Ps ufF;
eft rflxPsf] eGg] .
d duGt]sf] hLjg o:t} xf] . d
sxLF 5' t sxLF 5}g . d gfh's 5'
t/ b]vfpg ;lQmgF . d]/f] sfd g}
9f]sf 9f]sf rfxfg'{ xf] . d]/f] gfd
g} duGt] xf] . d]/f] hLjgdf ;a}af6
3[0ff kfpg' dfq n]lvPsf] 5 . t/
d eG5' dnfO{ klg d]/f] gfd
rflxG5 . dnfO{ d]/f] kl/jf/
rflxG5 / dnfO{ afFRg] clwsf/
rflxG5 . dnfO{ dfof rflxG5 .
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EL CLASICO

El Clasico is a special event for
football fans where many world
class players participate to show
their talent. Two heavy rivals,
Real Madrid and Barcelona
compete for dominance over
Spanish football. When these
two have a match fixture, it
sends thrills not just around
Spain, but around the whole
world of football.

This match is not like any other.
It’s played by the very best
players in the world, trying their
best to keep up their team’s
pride by snatching a glorious
win. The tactical passes in
these strategic games are
superb, as the teams are led by
managers who are at the top of
their game, and players who
know exactly how to play it out.
El Clasico matches, besides
being thrilling, are a pleasure
to the eye.

All these things make this
fixture popular. It is a lifetime
opportunity to watch such a
great match live at the stadium
but would cost a fortune. There
have even been havoc and
chaos at the ticket counter
multiple times.

However, watching the match
live on TV is also a great
experience. When you do,
choose a team and support it
until the very last minute of the

game. By cheering your team
heartily, you’ll enjoy the golden
experience of watching El
Clasico – the passion, the
thrills, the sighs and the roars,
the hopelessness and
hopefully, the joy of victory.

What a Mother

Once upon a time, there was a
woman. Her name was Surjita.
She had a husband. His name
was Sujit. They had a son aged
1 year. His name was Bikash.

One day, Surjita’s husband
went to the market. On the
way, Sujit drank alcohol and
drove the car in an intense
speed. An accident took place
and Sujit died in the accident.
It was the first accident that
her family faced. After that,
Surjita joined a factory to
work. She had sold all their
property to their neighbor so
that she could work in a
factory. She did this because
she wanted her son to study
in a good boarding school. And
indeed, she was successful in
doing this.

After 20 years, her son became
a successful doctor. But he
never took the pleasure of
taking care of his mother. She
suffered from a dangerous
disease called T.B
(Tuberculosis). After a few days,
Bikash came to know about the
entire thing that his mother had
done for his studies. He went

his home and took his mother
to a hospital. After about a
month, his mother became well
and Bikash said “You did so
many things for me but I never
took care of you. I’m sorry
mother, I’m sorry! Please forgive
me if you can.”

Surjita forgave Bikash and
they lived happily ever after.

She and the Wind

Wind blew slowly and caressed
me gently,
I wanted the wind to hit me hard
by moving swiftly.
I hated the wind for trying to
disguise as her,
Neither she nor the wind
responded to my murmur.

It wasn’t mistaken though, but
the wind was guilty.
For the wind was deliberately
trying to prove me thirsty.
I had been the hero and the
villain of the play,
And like a spectator, she
watched and moved away.

I pledged the moon to stop that
impertinent wind,
But the moon kept quiet and
teased with its face tint;
I was there alone and nothing
would listen to me,
Lonely in the crowd I felt,
always waiting for a glee.
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HomelessHomelessHomelessHomelessHomeless

My parents were homeless,
so am I. When I was young, I
had a dream- a dream to be
rich, to own a house. But here
I am, poor still, sad and
homeless.

Every day, many people pass by
me, but few bother to look at me.
Sometimes, I feel like a lonely
star, twinkling alone in the
darkness, helpless. Some people
are kind, they give me food to
eat, money to spend. But nobody
stops to look at me.

AAAAAdvdvdvdvdv.....
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efg' ltd|f] ;Demgfdf

;of}F ;of}F jif{ lat] t/ ltd|f]
cd"No of]ubfg
cem} dgdf tfh} 5
x6fP/ x6\b}g g t d]6fP/ g}
d]l6G5
efg' ltd|f] :d[lt cem} x[bosf]
dfem}df 5 .

cWofTd /fdfo0fnfO{ ;/n
efiffdf kl/jt{g ug]{
cbDo ;fx; c¿ s:fsf] x'g
;SYof] xf]nf <
ljrf/ / cg'ejnfO{ cfˆg}
ynf]df pTkGg u/fO{
cltjfbL  ljrf/nfO{ r'gf}tL lbg]
c7f]6 c¿ s;n] g} ug{ ;SYof]
xf]nf <

3fF;Laf6 k|]l/t eO{ ltdLn] h:tf]
hLjg / hut\nfO{
c¿ s;n] g} a'em]sf] lyof] / <
c;Eo, c1fgLnfO{ st{Josf] kf7
k9fO{ ;Hhg, ljåfg\
ltdLn] afx]s c¿ s;n] g}
agfof] / <

wg j}ej t s]xL /x]g5
;kmntfsf] laGb'df k'Ug
;/ntfsf]
vfFrf] eGg] 1fg ltdLaf6} kfpFb} 5',
cfkm"k|lt ljZjf; /fvL
hLjgkysf] /ynfO{
cufl8 a9fpg] k|]/0ff ltdLaf6}
lnFb} 5' .

xFl;nf, /l;nf, 76\of}nf lyof} /],
cflbsljsf] gfdn]
klg lrlgof} ltd|f] lrq cfpF5
sNkgfdf
ltdLnfO{ xflb{s >4f~hnL, hfgL
ghfgL sf]/]sf] 5' zAbx¿
efg' ltd|} ;Demgfdf .

^!^*
k|tLIff
sIff M !@

I always wake up with a hope- a
hope to get food to eat, a penny
to use. And I do get some. But
then there are the rascals, who
are always there to snatch things
away from me. They leave me
no money. And on top of that,
they hit me. When they do,
nobody is there to help me. They
do say that I smell like a stinking
fish; and that’s exactly how my
life smells.

Now I’m sitting on a wet rusted
bench. This bench is my only
friend. Today those rascals
came again and took my shoes.
I don’t know why they took
them. I have no shoes on my
feet, no bed to sleep and
nothing to eat. The sky is
roaring with anger and my
stomach is growling with pain.
As the dark clouds cast their
shadows on earth, so do they
cast a dark spell in my heart.
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Against Animal
Sacrifice

Festivals, celebrations and fun.
What marks the beginning of
these in Nepal? Every
celebration becomes colorless
without meat items in meals,
festivals lightless without a
non-vegetarian feast and it’s
not fun without the
mouthwatering dishes. But, the
Sukuti and Chhoila that you get
to eat, where do they come
from? Each meat item that lies
before you on the table brings
with it the cost of one life by
the sharp cleaver. Your tongue
tastes every speck of innocent
animal flesh and you
deliciously devour every last
morsel on your plate, careless
of what cruelty has resulted the
dish.

Nepal, a country of diversity in
religion observes the victory of
good over evil every year
through rituals and practices of
many kinds. But, with it rises
the dark sides of our tradition,
the continuous killing of
hundreds of animals in the
name of religion. The trend is
not of today, it’s been practiced
from a very long time, from
times when the ‘religion’ itself
was ensconced. There are
examples of sacrifice today too,
during Kalratri, in the Taleju
temple, the government

beheads 54 he-goats and 54
buffaloes followed by the killing
of 108 buffaloes by Nepali
army. At the same time in
Gorkha palace, 108 buffaloes
are beheaded.  The dreadful
scene in the Kali temple inside
Patan Durbar Square marks the
greatest crime that Nepalese
have been committing. In the
first full moon day of Dashain,
3 sheep and 3 buffaloes are
tied and a person cuts the skin
of the live animal in front of the
idol. How cruel can we be to
animals?

Nepalese temples are soaked
with blood, the process of
massacre reaches its top in the
Gadhimai fair where thousands
of animals are sacrificed for the
sake of tradition and religion.
More heartless than this is the
ritual where nine Nava Durga
dancers get a fountain of blood
directly from the veins of a
buffalo. Another ritual where
dancers bite the head of a hen
to drink the blood that spews
out is not less haunting. The
same kind of crime is practiced
through different rituals and
even reckoned as an act of
applauding the Goddess.

The humans of our society
never notice the silent cries of
the animals, they never hear
them, not even when every
single feather is plucked from
their body.  The loud talks of
humanity go in vain when these
deeds come into action. The
speeches about humanity go
silent when Nepal witnesses
these cruel rituals that are
believed to be done in the name
of God. But in reality, you can

never find these things in any
of the holy books. Its’ just a
generation to generation
passed act that are blindly
followed by devotees.

Imagine, you being in their
place and your close ones being
ripped for food, humans killing
one another. None of us would
ever like to visualize this in our
minds. If you cannot even think
of being one of them, why be
so cruel to them?

One among many, Gadhimai
fair, an act of mass sacrificing
buffaloes in order to appease
for human’s good luck is
celebrated after every five
years. Thousands of buffaloes
are dragged to the Gadhimai
temple of Birgunj, Bara district.
Even after being criticized by so
many organizations and the
international communities, the
tradition hasn’t stopped yet. Let
us hope that one day, they will
understand these harsh actions
do not impress anyone, not
even the Goddess herself.

If things are to be given
compulsorily, why kill lives? The
alternative can even be to give
vegetables. Sounds funny,
doesn’t it? It’s because for us,
the religious values are only to
kill the lives of animals. These
practices, as believed are to
show that people are pure by
shedding blood. The important
point of proving one pure is by
giving up greed, ego and anger.

However, we human beings are
omnivores. This means we
cannot put a complete full stop
on consumption of meat itself.
We can’t also ignore the
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nutritious value of meat.
Moreover, not having meat
meals when one’s mouth is
watering may not be fair again.
The real point I am trying to
make through this piece of
writing is not to create
imbalance through complete
stoppage of meat consumption
but to abridge the cruelty upon
animals through baseless
traditions that are prevalent in
Nepalese community.

Nepalese culture, tradition and
values are well known and even
respected in the world
communities. We celebrate
Tihar where animals are
worshipped for their great
contribution to human society,
Nag Panchami where snakes
are worshipped for their
religious value; we have so
many of them that clarify our
love and respect for the animals
but the mistakes that we have
been committing in the name
of purity wash all the good
values, highlighting the
brutality. Therefore, we should
stand as one against the
heinous crimes of Nepal.

If you happen to be near any
such sites where harshness
upon animals reaches its
extremity, be bold to give an
attempt of stopping such acts.
Your one simple act may not be
able to completely abolish the
problem of merciless killing but
trust me; it will obviously pass
your message to at least one
soul which will gradually make
a difference. If you are just a
far way spectator then you can
do even more, use your
creativity, use your hands, mind

and your brain power to
influence your society in order
to voice against such crimes in
the name of religion. Better way
would be the government
working against it, making
policies against such acts
without substantiation.

In a nutshell, traditions of our land
should be exemplary to every
other. The only way to make it
possible is through consciousness
and proper education to be able
to follow only reasonable
traditional values.

Twinkling Stars

The stars twinkle all around
 They twinkle all night,
I would like to play with them
All night,

They would like to come here
 I would like to go there
It’s so fantastic,
Just lovely and amazing

They look at me all night
I look at them all night
I hope I can count them right
As they shine their bright lights

Every night with them I mingle
Twinkling stars, twinkle, twinkle,
and twinkle

Friends Forever

Friends are those who can be
trusted;
Without friends, life is not worth
being counted.
Make friends as many as
possible,
So that your life will last forever,

Don’t forget that the friends are
God’s shower,
They are the one who will
bloom, your life with flowers,
Always keep your friend happy
and cheerful,
So that your friendship will last
forever.

Don’t take a life’s step without a
friend’s hand,
Build up the bricks of life and
empty Problem cans;
And don’t lie because friendship
always stands in truth,
Not one, not two, walk in a
friends group.

Laugh together, smile together
Hope your friendship lasts
forever!

40204020402040204020
SophySophySophySophySophy

Class: 5Class: 5Class: 5Class: 5Class: 5

30083008300830083008
SnehaSnehaSnehaSnehaSneha

Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6



 eGHofª @)&@     104

a"9fgLns07 :s'n

I am a GlobeI am a GlobeI am a GlobeI am a GlobeI am a Globe

Dear friends, I am sure all of you
have seen me in different
places. I am there at your
teacher’s office and at your
principal’s office. I am a
“GLOBE”.

In fact, I am a 3D model of the

earth. I am built in such a way

that you can rotate me and see

how the earth rotates. As you

know the earth is covered by

water for ¾ of its surface. So,

to show the water I am colored

blue. For the remaining portion,

I am colored with different

colors to show different

continents, various countries

and the capital cities of those

countries.

If you come to look at me

closely, you can find some

horizontal and vertical lines

across me. These lines are

known as ‘longitudes’ and

‘latitudes’ which are used to

locate places. If you rotate to

28° N and 84° E, you’ll find our

beautiful country- Nepal,

situated in the north of India

and the south of China. It is in

the continent of Asia. On the

other side of the globe, you can
find America or Canada. Please
remember that, in America and
Canada, it will be dark when we
have daylight here. It is due to
the rotation of the earth that
these countries come to face
the sun and thus become bright.
At the same time, we face
away from the sun and thus
have darkness.

Thinking for a While

Why is it called a “building”
when it is already built?

Why do they call it a “chilly” if it
is really hot?

If practice makes a man perfect,
why to practice?

Why is it  called a “lipstick” if
you can still move your lips?

Why do scientists call it a
“research” when they are
searching for something new?

My Experience inMy Experience inMy Experience inMy Experience inMy Experience in
JanaipurnimaJanaipurnimaJanaipurnimaJanaipurnimaJanaipurnima

It was the second day of the leave
weekend, the date was Bhadra
12. I woke up at 6 o’clock in the
morning. I went to the bathroom
to wash my face and brush my
teeth. Then I went to the shop to
buy milk. After I gave milk to my
mother, I knocked the bathroom
door but my father was bathing.
After a few minutes, my father
came out of the bathroom. Then,
I went to take a bath. After
bathing, I changed my clothes
and went to the temple for the
puja. I changed my ’janai’. After
that my younger sister woke up.
My mother gave milk to my sister
and she was getting ready to go
to my uncle’s home because they
had invited us to a party. We all
got ready and left for the party.
After ten minutes we reached my
uncle’s home. We cooked
varieties of food and we ate meat,
kwanti, rice, chukauni, pickle, etc.
We also watched television. I was
very happy and enjoyed the day.
This was also the day of Rakshya
Bandhan. So,my sister tied rakhi
on my wrist. It was the most
joyful day of my life.

30953095309530953095
DristantDristantDristantDristantDristant
Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6

40404040401111111111
GayaGayaGayaGayaGaya

Class:  5Class:  5Class:  5Class:  5Class:  5

30930930930930977777
 Prasanna Prasanna Prasanna Prasanna Prasanna

Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6Class: 6



































    121                   Bhanjyang 2016

Budhanilkantha School

Hostel LifeHostel LifeHostel LifeHostel LifeHostel Life

In school, we find two kinds of
students: day scholars and
boarders. Those who go back to
their homes after classes are
known as day scholars and
those who live in the residential
houses provided by the schools
are known as boarders. This
residential place is called the
school dorm. In the school
dorms, the students get
facilities for their academic
benefits.

For the proper management of
the hostel, there is a hostel
warden who supervises the
health, study, character,
manner and discipline in order
to keep the students out of
trouble. Everyone has to get up
at the same time and start
studying. The boarders require
the permission of the hostel
warden before doing a certain
activity. Boarders are provided
with breakfast, lunch, snacks
and dinner at fixed times. The
boarders are provided with
teachers who guide, coach, and
teach them. The headmaster
also observes and monitors the
boarders’ overall progress.

The hostel life is informative
and educative. Boarders can
easily share problems with
their friends. There are great
opportunities for the
development of mind and body.

Boarders can enjoy playing
games. They can learn more in
their hostel than at home. They
become studious, disciplined,
helpful, co-operative, and
dutiful in a boarding school.
They become independent
because everyone has to do
their work by themselves.

Boarding school has some
disadvantages, too. The
boarders have to leave their
near and dear ones behind. The
bad boys and girls may trouble
them. However, on the whole,
hostel life is useful and fruitful
to everyone.

 The  Unforgettable The  Unforgettable The  Unforgettable The  Unforgettable The  Unforgettable
DayDayDayDayDay

6th August, 1945. The world war
II was going on. Japanese were
alert that the Americans could
attack by air on their main
industrial region, Hiroshima. So,
the Japanese troop was ready.
After some time, as expected,
some American planes were
seen in the Japanese sky. They
did not attack, but headed
towards the capital of Japan,
Toyko. The army thought that
Americans were going to attack
Tokyo and followed them to
prevent them from attacking.

After sometime, many
American planes flew over
Hiroshima because the army

present in Hiroshima was
away, after other American
planes which were heading
towards Tokyo. One of them
had “Little Boy”, the most
powerful atomic bomb on its
hold. Suddenly, all planes rose
high and the atomic bomb was
dropped.

A deafening sound was heard
and a giant mushroom cloud
in Hiroshima was seen from
many places. Thousands of
people died. Those who
survived, were greatly
affected by the radiation.
Today, even after 70 years of
that incident, not a single
plant has grown up there,
because of the radiation. Not
a single person there is
healthy. They are suffering
from many diseases because
of radiation.

 But why did this all happen?
To stop a war? Or to force
Japan to surrender? Thousands
of people were killed to stop a
war? But what happened is
happened. We cannot go to
past and stop America from
dropping the bomb.

  But, there is a way to prevent
it from happening in future,
and that is peace. Instead of
stopping a war after it has
started by killing people, we
should not let a war to start in
the first place. We cannot stop
a war after it has started
without killing people. But, we
can stop a war from the
beginning through peace. And
there is a proverb also:
Prevention is better than cure.
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Never Ending BattleNever Ending BattleNever Ending BattleNever Ending BattleNever Ending Battle

‘Work hard today, live joyfully

tomorrow’, I have been told this

for the last fifteen years. From

parents to teachers and

everyone who tries to motivate

me, repeat these words to me

as if I could have forgotten

those words. And today, after

fifteen years, I stand here,

trying to find that tomorrow and

wondering if it has been lost

some day in my past while I

hope for it to come the next day.

Now, I am tired of searching for

my beautiful tomorrow where I

can relax, enjoying the fruits of

yesterday’s hard work but I see

that people are not yet tired of

repeating the same words.

Thank god, I’ve finally learned

something after fifteen years.

But I see some unfortunate

people not being able to realize

their dreams even in their last

breaths. Why are we learning?

Come on!, we live 365 days in

a year but yet we don’t realize

that tomorrow will never come.

Every day, we are sacrificing the

present to live for tomorrow.

We will be struggling everyday

even if we do work hard today.

We will be facing problems

even in the future does not

mean that if students study

business meticulously, then

they will not be facing financial

problems tomorrow. Hard work

cannot be relied on for a better

future.
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We work today, we live today.

We earn today, we enjoy today.

There is nothing to save your

today for. Eventually, we will

grow old and all our youth will

go in vain. All our hard work will

go in vain. We will only have a

very good CV in our hands but

when we turn around and look

back we will only see our

lifeless past. So, we should live

for what’s today because, trust

me, you will not have any teeth

to enjoy chocolates tomorrow.
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Daniel and the Robot

 In a small city just nearby a
forest, lived a boy named
Daniel. He liked to roam around
the forest. His father, George
was a scientist. George also
liked to travel and visit new
places. Sadly his mother
Deborah had passed away. She
had died giving birth to Daniel.
Daniel was completely raised
by his father.

  After a long week, Daniel and
his father planned to go to the
forest. They packed up their
bags, two mats for each of them
and a camera. They decided to
leave Daniel’s grandfather,
Peter, in charge of the house.
They set off early on the next
day, that is, Saturday morning.
Peter waved goodbye to them
and Daniel shouted back,
“Goodbye Grandpa.” Peter
shouted back, “Bye! See you in
the evening”.

       They walked for almost an
hour before they finally reached
the forest. George took out his
camera and started clicking
photos of the animals. The first
photo was that of a squirrel
scurrying out to his nest. Daniel
also wanted to take the photos.
He tried to take the photos of
the birds but could not click
even a single photo as the birds
flew every time he wanted to
take the photos. Soon Daniel

grew tired and they both
decided to have their breakfast
and rest.

      George and Daniel both took
out their mats and spread them
on the grass. The yummy smell
of the myrtle grass nearby
soothed them and soon both of
them started to fall asleep.
When they woke up, they felt
hungry. They took out their
French fries and started to eat
them as if they had not eaten
for days. After a good lunch they
thought that it was time to start
to return to their home. It was
almost afternoon and they had
to walk for about an hour. On the
way to their home, they found a
destroyed machine. George
quickly realized that it was in
fact a disfigured robot. There
was a pulley running out of one
of the parts. They decided to
take it home.

     At home, George easily
mended the robot. George
decided to leave the robot to
Daniel. That night, the robot
slowly got up and woke Daniel
up. It said, “I am a magical
robot. I can make anything
happen. Come with me, I will
show you something that you
have never seen before.”
Daniel was completely amazed
at first but he decided to go on
with the robot. Both of them
caught each other’s hand as
they flew up into the sky. The
robot decided to create his own
city there.

     In a few minutes, Daniel
made the city ready. Just near
their cloud lay another cloud.
They decided to explore that
cloud first. There were people
just like those in the earth but

there was something magical
about them. They went inside
one of the buildings. On the
throne sat a creature that was
nothing like what he had seen
before. The creature said, “I,
the king of the thunderbolt, am
ready to destroy the earth and
all the people who have
polluted it. After all it is
because of the polluted air that
our people in kingdom of the
cloud are dying.”

    After listening to the king,
Daniel pleaded, “Please, do not
do this. I will tell the people of
the earth about your problems.
Please, do not do this.”

         King thunderbolt was
satisfied as he had never heard
anyone apologizing like this
before him. He decided to give
Daniel a last chance to save the
earth. Daniel and the robot
were happy and they flew back
to the earth. With the help of
George and Peter, they put up
a campaign to make other
people aware of the danger
that awaited the earth. Finally
after a year, they were
successful in making the earth
completely pollution free.

         In this way Daniel, the
robot, George and Peter were
able to save the earth.
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;fyLnfO{ lr7L,

gf/fo0f:yfg,

sf7df8f}F, g]kfn

ldltM  @)&@÷)%÷@)

Kof/L ;fyL s[l:6gf,

w]/}–w]/} dfof;lxt ;Demgf .

oxfF d zf/Ll/s ¿kn] :j:y eP
tfklg dfgl;s kL8fn] u|:t 5' . cfzf
5 ltdL ToxfF v';L / :j:y 5\of} .
ltdL;Fu gaf]n]sf] w]/} eP5 . ltd|f]
lr7L lxhf] a]n'sL kfpFbf v';Ln]
ub\ub\ ePsL lyPF . g]kfn cfdf
zf]sdf 8'a]sf] b]Vbf d}n] d':sfgsf]
dlxdf u'dfPsL 5' . dxfe"sDkn]
lzlyn ePsf] e"lddf bx|f] d'6' lnO{
afFlr/x]sL 5' .

k/fsDkgn] sdhf]/ ePsf] z/L/ lnO{
ljsf;sf] dfu{df cu|;/ x'g kSs}
;lhnf] 5}g . s}of}F w/f]x/ df6f]df
ldn] t s}of}F ;Dkbf ckfË eP . xl/of
jg phfl8P . g]kfnL ;+:s[lt tyf
k/Dk/f lbgd} lanfP . e"sDksf] sfnf]
afbnn] g ]kfnLsf ] hLjgz}nL
ablnlbPsf] 5 . 8/ / qf;df lhpg]
afgL kl/;s]sf] 5 xfdLnfO{ . oxfF t
;fgf–7"nf k/fsDkgn] g]kfnLx¿sf]
Pstf klg sdhf]/ agfPsf] h:tf]
5 . dflg;x¿ dfgjtf la;L{ bfgj
aGg k'u]sf 5g\ . ;fFRr} g} eGg'kbf{
g]kfnLx¿n] uf}td a'4, k[YjLgf/fo0f
zfxh:tf dxfg\ JolQmTjx¿sf]
Oltxf; lal;{;s]sf 5g\ . Ps} hft
æg]kfnLÆ agL ljsf; sfo{df cl3
a9\g'kg]{ a]nfdf yf? /fHo, g]jf/ /fHo,
du/ /fHo cflbsf k5fl8 nfu]sf
5g\ . x/] lzj Û g]kfnLx¿nfO{ s]
ePsf], t]QL; sf]6L b]jtfsf] e"lddf
st} slno'u ;'? ePsf] t xf]Og <

t/ cem} klg cfzfsf] lbof] lge]sf]
5}g . pGgltsf] dfu{tkm{ nDsg] OR5f

cem} d/]sf] 5}g . 6'6]sf] PstfnfO{
h'6fP/ k'gM ljsf;sf] sfo{df h'6\g]
5' . elTsPsf ;+/rgfnfO{ k'ghL{jg
lbg] 5' . dfgjtfsf] efjgf km]l/
hLljt agfpg] 5' . ltdL g]kfn kms{Fbf
klxn]h:tf] xl/of], :jR5, zfGt /
;'Gb/ g]kfn b]Vg kfpg] 5\of} .

olt eGb} d rln/x]sf] sndnfO{ aGb
ug{ rfxG5' .

ltd|L lk|o ;fyL

kf?

d]/f] g]kfnd]/f] g]kfnd]/f] g]kfnd]/f] g]kfnd]/f] g]kfn

lxdfn 5 lz/df, t/fO{ 5 kfpdf
g]kfnLsf] dfof elQm ;a} 5
o;sf] gfpFdf
kxf8sf] aLrdf, ;"o{rGb| v]Nb5g\
cg]s hft hflt ;w}F Ps eP/
ldNb5g\ .

8fFkm] / d'gfn ufpF5g\ ;u/dfyf
lxdfndf
:ju{sf] cg'ej kfOG5, d]/f] Kof/f]
g]kfndf
slt ;'Gb/ b[Zo 5 of], d]/f] Kof/f]
g]kfnsf]
g]kfnLsf] hLjg 5, ;'Gb/ zfGt
/ sdfnsf] .

;'Gb/ / k|l;4 5 of] k|s[lt /
;+:s[ltdf
of] g]kfnLsf] lz/ em'Sb}g
ljb]zLsf] xKsfOdf
jL/ uf]vf{nLsf] hGd lbOg\, oxL
g]kfnL cfdfn]
zflGtsf] Hof]lt 5/] oxfF, jL/
dxfTdf a'4n] .

dfof nfU5 dnfO{ cfˆg} vf]nf
gfnf / lxdfnsf]
g]kfnL ;a Ps eP/, ljsf;
u/f}F g]kfnsf]
uj{ nfU5 dnfO{ g]kfnLsf]
;Gtfg x'Fbf
d]/f] dgdf rf]6 k5{, d]/L g]kfn
cfdf ?Fbf .

d ljBfyL{d ljBfyL{d ljBfyL{d ljBfyL{d ljBfyL{

ljBfyL{ x'F d klg
k9\g] d]/f] sfd
7"nfnfO{ cfb/ u5'{
u'?nfO{ k|0ffd .

7"nf 5g\ ;kgf
7"n} 5 k9fO
/fd|f];Fu k9fO
;'v x'g] 5 dnfO{ .

ef]lnsf s0f{wf/ xfdL
ef]lnsf xf}F k|sfz
/fd|f];Fu k9]/
5'g' 5 x} cfsfz .

k9fO d]/f] eujfg\
k9fO g} d]/f] wd{
/fd|f];Fu k9]/
ug'{ 5 w]/} sd{ .

ljBfyL{ x'F d klg
k9\g] d]/f] sfd
dnfO{ k9fpg] u'?nfO{
d]/f] ;fb/ k|0ffd .

&)#!
k|z+;f
sIff M !!

!!)&
e'jg
sIff M *

#)&^
eljGb|
sIff M ̂
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nfnLu'/fF;sf] km]bd'lg

elgG5, laxfgL ;a}nfO{ ;'Gb/
nfU5 . laxfgL ;'Gb/ gx'Fbf] xf] t
Psflaxfg } dlGb/ cufl8
>4fn'x¿sf] nx/ x'g] lyPg . laxfgL
;'Gb/ gx'Fbf] xf] t Psflaxfg} kljq
dGq pRrf/0f ub} { u[lx0fLx¿
t'n;Lsf] d7df hnfk{0f ug] {
lyPgg\ . ;a}nfO{ Kof/f] nfUg]
laxfgLh:t} dnfO{ klg Kof/f] nfU5
cfˆgf] hLjgsf] laxfgL . Pp6f o:tf]
laxfgL h'g eljiosf] lrGtf, st{Jo
/ lhDd]jf/Laf6 aflx/ 5 . Pp6f
o:tf] laxfgL h;nfO{ c/af}F ¿lkofF
vr]{/ klg lsGg ;lsFb}g dWofGxsf]
rsf]{ 3fddf d]/f] hLjg ToxL zLtn
laxfgL vf]lh/x]5 h'g ca slxNo}
kms]{/ cfpFb}g .

piffsfnsf] cfefn] wf}nflul/nfO{
:kz{ ubf{ lxdfnsf] lgisnª\s ;]tf]
d'xf/df /ftfDo nfnL k/]h:tf]
nfUbYof] clg lxdfn gja]x'nLem}F
l;Fufl/GyL . oxL lxdfnsf] sfvd'lg
g} w'kL, ;Nnf / nflnu'/fF;sf]
;]/f]km]/f]df pk|mLpk|mL, 8fFkm] /
d'gfnsf] lr/la/–lr/la/ ;+ª\uLt
;'Gb} d]/f] hLjgsf] laxfgL k|f/De
ePsf] lyof] . rsrs]kg, lh4L ug]{
afgL, clgolGqt Jojxf/, c6]/Lkgf
cflb t o; laxfgLsf kof{o g} x'Fbf
/x]5g\ , xf]Og / < To;}n] t sfkmn
/ k}o'Fsf af]6 r9]/ kmnkm"n vf]Hg',
;Nnfsf x'Fs{b} u/]sf af]6 r9]/
Pstdf;n ] xlNng ' , ljzfn
hª\unel/ :jR5Gb bf}8\g' o;
k|eftsfnsf b}lgsLx¿ lyP d]/f .
o:t} rsrs] / c6]/L :jefjn]
hª\unls|8f ubf{ slxn] sf]dn
5fnf hª\unL sfF8fsf] l;sf/ x'Gy],

slxn] RofltGYof] sk8f klg .
z/L/el/ nfu]sf] w"nf] / RofltPsf]
sk8f b]v]/ cfdf sfnLsf] ¿k wf/0f
ug'{x'GYof] . t/ pxfFn] s]xL eGg
gkfpFb} /f]OlbGy]F d . clg t cfdfsf]
dg g xf] t'?Gt} klUnxfNYof] cfuf]sf]
5]psf] gf}gLh:t} . t/ o:t} afgLsf
sf/0f k6sk6s kg]{ a'afsf] Gofgf]
ufnL / cfdfsf] ld7f] r8\sgn]
d]/f] :d[ltsf 8fo/Lx¿ el/Psf
5g\ .

t/ hLjgsf] of] gofF df]8 dnfO{
k6Ss} dg k/]sf] 5}g . ev{/} zLtn
laxfgL kf/ u/]/ cfPsf] d]/f] hLjg
xhf/f } +  af6fx¿sf ] cuf l8
cNfdlnO/x]sf] 5 . oxfF s]an
af6fx¿ 5g\ t/ p2]Zo 5}gg\ .
cfFvf aGb u/]/ s'g} Pp6f af6f]
/f]Hg'sf] ljsNk oxfF afFsL 5}g . d
cflQPsf] 5', d dflysf] v'nf
cfsfz ef/ ag]/ dnfO{ lylr/x]sf]
5 . st{Jo, lhDd]jf/L / eljiosf]
hfFtf]leq cgj/t lkl;O/x]5' d .
o;eGbf cufl8sf] hLjg cem
si6s/ 5 . af6f]x¿ sfF8fsf 5g\ .
Tof] laxfgLdf ;'l/nf] :j/df ufpg]
r/Lsf]  ;§f  oxfF  :ofnx¿sf]
x'OFof dfq  afFsL  /x]sf] 5 . Tof]
laxfgLdf ef ]s nfu ]
/f]OlbP k'UYof] t/ oxfF Ps d'7L
k|f0f arfpg ;ª\3if{sf] clUgdf cfkm}F
xf]ldg'k/]sf] 5 . lbjfs/sf] b'i6
ls/0fx¿ d]/f] z/L/sf] g;fg;faf6
tfst;Fu} pT;fx ;f]:gd} tNnLg
5g\ .

t/ ;w}Fel/ laxfgL t sxfF /xG5
/ < lbgn] t laxfgLaf6 ;'? eP/
s|dzM lbpF;f] / /flqsfnLg r/0f
kf/ ug'{k5{ / ;w}F cfdfafa'sf] sfvd}
v]n]/ s;}n] nIo e]6\g ;Sb}g .
o;/L pT;fx / ;fx; af]s]/ c6'6
ofqfdf lg:s]sf] d]/f] hLjg cfzf
u/f}F Pslbg p2]Zo e]6]/ ToxL ;'Gb/
em/gf 5]psf] nfnLu'/fF;sf] km]bd'lg
k'Ug] 5 . hxfF d]/f] hLjgsf] cWofo
;'? eof], ToxLF hLjgsf] s, v, u
k|f/De eof], clg ToxLF of] c6'6
ofqfsf] l5gf]kmfgf] klg .

d g]kfn cfdfd g]kfn cfdfd g]kfn cfdfd g]kfn cfdfd g]kfn cfdf

Tof] lry/f sfFr'nL km]/]/
/f]bgsf knnfO{ lal;{Fb}
k'gh{Gd lng kfpFbfsf]
xif{ / cfgGb dx;'; ub}{ ubf{
x7ft\ Jofwfsf] hfndf kg{ k'u]5'
l5g\ e/df g} d l5of–l5of x'g
uP5' .

9'Ë] dg ePsf /fIf;x¿n] k'sf/
sxfF ;'Gy] <
afWo 5', nfrf/ 5', nDk;f/
kl//x]5'
dnfO{ d]/} cufl8 n'5Lsg
d]/f] 3dfOnf] hLjgdf cGwsf/
NofP/
cfkm"x¿ xif{df dUg eP .

d cfkm}Fdf w'hf–w'hf eP/
rf]6 u|:t x'g uP5'
a];xf/f sxlng k'u]5' d
ltvf{P/ cfF;'sf] PsPs yf]kf
lkpFbf klg
lsdfy{ d kl5 x6\g] 5}g, lxDdt
xfg]{ 5}g .

d s]jn ljZjf;df gflr/x]sf] 5'
cfzfsf ;–;fgf ls/0fn] dgnfO{
;fGTjgf lbO/fv]sf 5g\
k|]dsf ;fy cfpg] 5g\
/ dnfO{ o; gs{af6 d'Qm u/fP/
d]/f ;]jfdf ;dlk{t eP/
k'Hg] 5g\ dnfO{
d,
g]kfn cfdf Û
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FriendshipFriendshipFriendshipFriendshipFriendship

Once upon a time, there was
a boy named Jack. He loved
his pet dog very much. He
always went for a walk with
his dog, gave food to it. The
dog’s name was Snopy. It was
white in colour.

An unfortunate event took
place one day, when Jack and
his dog were going on their
usual walks. While they were
trying to get across a highway,
Jack didn’t realize that there
was a speeding truck heading
their way, and was about to hit
his dog. When Jack saw that
his dog’s life was in danger,
he dived towards him and
pushed him away. The truck
missed the dog, but struck
Jack, who immediately went
unconscious. A man saw him
and immediately called the
ambulance. Jack was badly
injured.

The ambulance took Jack to a
hospital. Jack’s parents were
called and they came to the
hospital, along with his dog.

Jack was not feeling well and
was not able to open his eyes.
His dog felt sad, and although
it couldn’t speak, it was
thinking, “My best friend Jack
gave his life for saving me. But
why? After all, I am just a
dog.” The dog couldn’t
understand the meaning of
friendship.

After a few months, Jack
became well. He was fit and
fine and was allowed to go
home. When he went home, he
was very happy to see his dog.
When his dog saw him, it
wagged its tail, jumped here
and there, licked his face and
his hands, yelped with joy as
if he’d waited for this moment
all his life.

Jack told the dog why he gave
his life for him. The dog then
understood – understood the
meaning of friendship.

English languageEnglish languageEnglish languageEnglish languageEnglish language

There are many languages in
the world. Among them, English
is known as the international
language. It is the most
important language as we need
it everywhere.

We can learn English language
from a good school but we
cannot learn English language
automatically. We have to learn
the subject ourselves. We
should give more attention to
this subject than any other
subjects. We should read
grammar books, story books
and English course books more.
We have to do our English
homework on time. If we don’t
do the work given by our

teachers, we cannot learn the
language. But even that is not
enough, we need to practice
speaking in English with our
teachers and friends. We can
practice speaking in English
with our parents at home, too.

English language is very
important. When tourists come
to our country, they speak with
us in English but if we don’t
know the language then we
cannot communicate with
them. This can decrease the
number of tourists coming to
our country. We can promote
tourism in country by learning
to speak in English ourselves.
If we become good at spoken
English, we can get a job
anywhere. If we don’t know
how to speak in English, then
we cannot get job opportunities
in other countries, and even
getting a good job in our own
country may be difficult (if we
aren’t good at English). A good
English speaker can get a job
anywhere.

We can develop our country by
ourselves. Many developed
countries have developed by
giving more priority to learning
English language. If our country
people are good at speaking in
English then our country will
develop easily. So, we should
learn English language for our
own sake as well as for our
country’s sake. I will try to
speak in English to develop my
country, what about you?
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Student lifeStudent lifeStudent lifeStudent lifeStudent life

Every person is a student in
some part of his life. A student
is someone who wants to learn
about any special or fixed
topics. Generally, the formal
student life starts from the
childhood. Student life is the
most important part of any
person’s life as during this time
the mind is like mud and can be
shaped into any fixed shape or
size. Students can be trained to
make good citizens for their
country.

An ideal student should not
only do homework but also be
creative and passionate. An
ideal student is always happy
throughout his life as he can
enjoy studying. An ideal student
should also follow what he/she
reads in the book. For example,
he must take a good care of his
health; otherwise he/she may
be sick and sad. Therefore,
student life is a gateway to
lead a happy life in the future.

NauseaNauseaNauseaNauseaNausea

I shut my jet black umbrella and
progress towards the stop. The
giant metro halts before me.
And I feel like a ten year old boy

in the platform , happy,

excited and frightened all at
the same time. With trembling
legs and knobby knees, I walk
in.

The rain is tattering on the
window pane of the train. As the
laws of inertia would have it,
the train moves and my body
jerks forward. I take a last
glimpse of the world I’m leaving
behind. All I see are the other
passengers with their
backpacks and luggage and the
signboards are now slowly
disappearing into a dot. Then I
look forward,   the train in
motion towards my awaited
destination. As expected, the
fear of uncertainty clenches my
stomach tight. My palms start
to feel clammy. The oxygen
content in the atmosphere
suddenly becomes insufficient
for me. As a reflex, my hands
press the couch, my nails
digging deep on to the couch
and making all the blood from
my head rush to my fingertips.

My heart beats faster with the
increasing speed of the train. I
feel like every ounce of blood
in my body is being sucked out
of me, making me pale and

HolidaysHolidaysHolidaysHolidaysHolidays

All  of us like holidays. Every
Saturday is a holiday. We also
get holidays during festivals .
During holidays, we take rest,
play, study, etc. We invite our
relatives and friends during
festivals. Sometimes we are
also invited by them. We go to
our relatives’ houses. We get
and give gifts to our neighbors
and relatives.

During holidays, we also go to
the library. We visit different
places, go for picnics, do
gardening, click photos,
collect stamps, etc. We also
help our parents clean the
house during festivals and
other times. We have fun
during holidays.

All of us are very happy during
holidays. We all dance and
sing during holidays and
festivals. We watch television,
read and do creative things.

ghostly. I nearly become
unconscious. Then I hear
someone’s voice drumming in
my ears saying, “Ma’am, you
have reached your destination.
Would you like me to walk you
out?” A surge of relief passes
through me then, I hurry  up
myself out of the train.
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c;n x'g] ls ;kmn x'g] <

;kmntfsf] lzv/ r'Dag ug{ s;n]
rfxFb}g < cfˆgf] hLjgsf] kfOnf
cd/ /xf];\ eGg] OR5f s;n] kf]
/fVb}g / < s;nfO{ efg'eQm cfrfo{,
Dof8d So'/L, ˆnf]/]G;\ gfOl6ª\u]n
h:tf ljZj k|Voft JolQm x'g] tLj|
pdª\u cfˆgf] /utdf bf}8b}g
xf]nf < kSs} klg ;a} hgfsf] cft'/
OR5f x'G5, hLjgdf gd]l6g] of]ubfg
lbg] . oBlk k|Zg o; jf:tljstfdf
c8]sf] 5 æn8L lxF8\g] ls n8fP/
lxF8\g] <Æ

æl;4fGt Ps af6f] cg]sÆ eGg]
jf:tljstf ;fFRr} cfh nx/fem}F
km}nFb} uO/x]sf] 5 . cfˆgf] cfGtl/s
ef]s d]6fO{ dflg;x¿ ;kmntfsf]
prfO kfpg] k|;Ëdf cfˆgf] dfgjtf
e'n]sf] kfpg ;lsG5 . hLjgsf]
c;nL nIo lal;{P/ cfˆgf] d'xf/
v/fa ;f]rn] 9fS5g\ . ljif em}F
;':t/L pgLx¿n] cfˆgf] dft[Tj
nufot /utsf] gftf ;d]t Tofu
ug]{ slnnf] l:yltdf cfOk'U5g\ .
dftf lktfsf] sqf] ;kgf x'G5,
cfˆgf] ;GtfgnfO{ c;n k/jl/;
lbP/ ;Rrf dflg; agfpg] t/
;Gtfgn] eg] cfˆgf dftflktfsf]
cg'xf/ ;d{n] 9fSg'kg]{ ;do l;h{gf
ul/lbG5g\ . csf]{ b[li6sf]0fn] x]g]{
xf] eg] xfd|} ;dfhdf o:tf JolQmx¿
klg k|z:t} 5g\ h;n] æd'vdf /fd
/fd aunLdf 5'/fÆ h:tf] sfd ub}{
lxF8\5g\ . pgLx¿ cfˆgf] ;kgf k"/f

ug{ gsf/fTds df]8 lnG5g\ .
c¿nfO{ n5f/]/ cfkm" cufl8 bu'g{
pgLx¿ ;w}F tTk/ x'G5g\ . ef}lts
cfwf/n] ;DkGg tyf ;a}sf] z'e
lrGts b]lvg] JolQmdf c6fO{ gc6fO{
kfk el/Psf] x'G5 .  cjZo
pgLx¿n] pRr kb xfl;n u/]sf
x'G5g\ t/ Jojxf/df eg] s'g}
abnfj dx;'; g} ug{ ;lsFb}g .
pgLx¿sf] k]6 eg] c6fO{ gc6fO{
vfgfn] el/Psf] x'G5 t otf nfvf}F
dflg;sf] k]6df sof}F lbgb]lv vfgfsf]
Ps l;tf klg k;]sf] x'Fb}g .

lglZrt u/]/ eGg ;lsFb}g ls ;a}
;kmn dflg; c;n x' Fb }gg\ ,
pgLx¿df gsf/fTds ;f]r cyjf
kfk kSs} x'G5 . t/ sf] 5 of]
;+;f/df h;n] kfk ub}{g, æd wdL{
x'FÆ eGg'sf] oyfy{ pm d"v{ xf] . t/
o; PSsfO;f}F ztfAbLsf] s'/f ug]{
xf ] eg] ljZj sxf Fb ] lv sxf F
k'lu;Sof] . lj1fg / cljisf/ clxn]
Pp6f d'Vo cËem}F e};Sof] . clxn]
hdfgf w]/} tLa| ultdf cl3
al9;s]sf ]  5 . ljz ] i f u/L
dflg;x¿ c;n nufot ;kmn
x'g c;Dej ;f]R5g\ . ;kmn x'g]
k|ltlqmofdf cGwf] eO{ hLjgdf
dfgj ePkl5 cfˆgf] g}lts st{Jo
s] xf] lal;{G5g\ . c;n eP/
lhpgdf cfpg] cfGtl/s v';L
pgLx¿n] cfˆgf] hLjg cfo'df
dx;'; ug]{ ;f}efUo k|fKt ug{
kfpFb}gg\ . ;f+;fl/s df]hd:tL,
;Ddfg, cfgGbnfO{ cfˆgf] l;4fGt
dfgL k'H5g\ .

xfdL dflg; eP/ hlGdg'sf] ljz]if
tfTko{ slxNo} e'Ng' x'Fb}g . hLjg
eg]s} b'Mv / ;'vsf] ;lDd>0f xf],
To;}n] hLjgsf] ljzfn k/LIffdf
klg w}o{ /fvL To; ;d:ofsf]

;dfwfglt/ nfUg'k5{ . Pp6f egfO
5 æcfˆgf] kb;Fu cfˆgf] st{Jo
cfpF5Æ. o; egfOnfO{ /fd|f];Fu
dgg ubf{ w]/} s'/f v'n:t x'G5 .
olb s'g} st{Jo /fd|f];Fu k"0f{ ug]{
Ifdtf cfkm"df dx;'; gePdf s'g}
c¿ ljsNk ckgfO{ hLjgnfO{
;j{>]i7 t'Nofpg cl3 a9\g'k5{ .

g]kfn cfdfnfO{ lr7Lg]kfn cfdfnfO{ lr7Lg]kfn cfdfnfO{ lr7Lg]kfn cfdfnfO{ lr7Lg]kfn cfdfnfO{ lr7L

ufpFdf s:tf] 5 < d]/L cfdf <
d cfkm" ;f]Rb} 5'
dfofsf] 8f]/L d :g]xL 5f]/L cfh
s]xL eGb} 5'
dgsf s'/f dgd} /xL czflGt
x'g] ef]
;'Gb/ zfGt g]kfn k|lt g/fd|f]
kf] x'g] ef] .

cl:tTj xfd|f] g]kfn /fd|f] ;'Gb/
au}Frf
e]8fsf pmg, g]kfnL >d, :jb]zL
un}Frf
xl/of] jg g]kfnL wg jf:tljs
pvfg
;a}n] df;] b'i6n] cfF6] g]kfnd}
d;fg .

s] ug]{ t/ sf/vfgfx¿ aGbsf]
aGb} 5g\
g]kfnL >d, ;Lk / hfFu/ db}{
5 eGb} 5g\
gbL / gfnf kfgLsf d'xfg ;'s]/
hfFb}5g\
n]s / aF];L t/fO{;d]t phf8
aGb} 5g\ .

^!&)
:ofgf]g
sIff M!@

@)&%
>Lo;L
sIff M&



    129                   Bhanjyang 2016

Budhanilkantha School

The LotteryThe LotteryThe LotteryThe LotteryThe Lottery

Many years back, there existed a
small town called Feydew. At the
centre of this town, there was a
small piece of land where there
was an old hut. The hut was
inhabited by three orphans.
They were friends but it cannot
be said that there wasn’t any
tension between them. Small
quarrels were part of their
everyday routine. Oh! Their
names were Hope, Realist and
Follower. Strange names they
had but their names reflected
their characters.

Hope was an optimistic and
humble person who was often
pushed around. On the other
hand, Realist was a true realist
and exercised greater power
between the three and it was all
due to Follower. Follower was
the lapdog of Realist and would
always team up with him and
corner Hope.

In a sunny afternoon, the three
were gathered around a table
and were having a discussion. If
one had looked around their hut,
their poverty would be the first
thing to strike them. They shared
a room in the hut , it was a dusty
room with old pictures hanging
on the wall. Everything inside
was scattered here and there.
The room smelt of unwashed
socks and tobacco. The table was
placed at the centre of the room.
The status quo remained as it
was, always had been.

The three were quarrelling
about the increase in the price
of potatoes. Hope soon grew
tired and decided to change the
topic. He quickly snatched the

newspaper from the table and
pointed to an advertisement.

“Look! The lottery tickets for this
year are on  for sale.” This was
followed by silence, so he
continued, “Let’s purchase one.”
In reply, Realist and Follower
give him a nasty glare.

As informed earlier, they were
poor, they only had a small
amount of money to last the
whole year and they could barely
manage two meals a day. And it
so happened that the previous
year, they had tried their luck at
the lottery—whose tickets are
quite expensive—and had lost.

So, it was obvious why they
glared at Hope for his statement.
They both bitterly sung curses at
him.

“But there’s still hope, right?”
Hope softly replied.

“You fool!” Follower cried, “Have
you forgotten so soon that we
nearly starved to death after we
lost our money?” Hope stood his
ground and tried to encourage
his friends to be more optimistic
and hopeful.

“Ha! Optimism, you say! Have
you already forgotten what
Voltaire wrote in Candice?
Optimism leads us to nothing but
misery. Our chance of winning
five million is quite impossible,
“ Realist said thoughtfully.
Follower nodded in agreement
but Hope, on the other hand,
disagreed and prepared a
counter argument.

Hope thought of how the Czar—
even in the most hopeless
times—was able to defeat the
great Napoleon and decided to
use it as an example for his side
of the argument but his friends
didn’t take it so positively.

Suddenly, Realist sprung to his
feet and shouted, “Enough! I’ve
had enough! Follower, go bring
the money chest. Hope, take
your share of the money and get
out! Never return, go get your

lousy lottery ticket!” Follower
returned back with Hope’s share
of the money and threw it on the
table.

Hope’s world crumbled down. He
almost fainted from the shock
but before he could, Follower
grabbed him by the collar, put the
money in his hands and kicked
him out of the hut.

What had happened? What
would he do next? Well, the
obvious answer would be to go
in and apologise to his friends
and make peace.

But no! He ran towards the
lottery house, determined to
prove his friends wrong. Tears
rolled down his cheek and he
cried out loud causing kids to
make fun of him but he
continued on running.

After a long agonising run, he
reached his destination. He took
out all his money and handed it
to the ticket vendor. He didn’t
think of the consequences of
losing the lottery. Where would
he take shelter? How would he
feed himself? He didn’t care; he
only kept hope on his risky move.
He grabbed the ticket like it was
an invaluable treasure and
walked away.

He stayed hungry for days on the
street, begging all day and spent
sleepless nights on the cold
pavements. Yet he kept hope.

Finally, the day of the results
came. Hope rushed to the
newspaper shop and he couldn’t
believe his eyes.

He had won! He was happy to
receive the prize but he was
happier that his optimism kept
him alive.

He then returned back to his hut,
victorious. His friends fell to the
ground and apologised. There lay
a happy life ahead for the three
of them.

Oh! What great wonders hope
and optimism can do.
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Everything WasEverything WasEverything WasEverything WasEverything Was
GoneGoneGoneGoneGone

They were so stubborn,
demanding and absurd. Their
face covered with black shawls,
their dresses identical and their
voices intimidating. We didn’t
know where they came from,
neither did we know who they
were, but we knew that they
could kill us all and could take
everything away from us.

I was an officer in a small firm
nearby the town of Vatoma. I had
a small happy family consisting
of my love and our two teenage
sons. I could easily fulfill the
needs of my family and in
addition to that I had enough
saving for my future. Life was
flourishing well and day after
day, I felt the char and strength
of both my sons. Steven was
good at human science, we
dreamt of making him a
renowned doctor. But Yaya still
could not find his interest.

The condition of the country
was dilapidating, rebel groups
were often involved in a battle
with the government. I heard
they demanded a change in the
country. But I was not
interested in such political
things, because my firm was
functioning well and my family
happy, until now.

That night took all away from
me. My happiness, hope and
future were all stolen from me.
They came to our place at the
darkest period of the night and
since then I haven’t felt any
light in my life.

“We need your sons for our
army”, the one with a scar in his
face yelled at us.

An adrenaline rush went all
over my body. My dreams and
my sons’ ambitions were going
to be shattered in a short span
of time.

“Please take everything you
want from us. But please spare
our children.” My wife cried
clutching our sons tightly yet
smoothly.

“We want a better army. And
it’s a must for your sons to join.
Clear the way now”, the other
one demanded.

Our boys were too young for
this. They were not trained for
this. My eyes were filled with
grief and hers with tears. We
tried to stop them but to no
avail. We didn’t give up until the
kidnappers snatched our sons
from us.

At an instant, they were gone.
Along with them had gone our
dreams, our future and our
hope. We lay on the floor
clutching each other’s hand
tightly, sobbing for our sons.

The next evening, my wife came
home and told me to leave the
home and flee somewhere far.
I asked for the reason but she
was in too much a hurry to
answer.

After running with her for an
hour, we heard a gun fire. The
situation was totally menacing.
The monstrous sounds of firing
of guns shook our head. We
were trapped in an encounter
between the rebel group and
the government.

The thick cloud of billowing
smoke in the distance curved
the sky like a cobra searching
for prey. Among the wailing of
sirens, explosions, my wife lay
on the broken bricks. I couldn’t
have imagined the injured face
of my love. Her clothes were
drenched in her own blood and
she was trembling slightly. She
grunted and attempted to get
up but couldn’t.  I took her in
my lap. The blood mixed with
sweat and dust stung my
nostrils. Her eye lids then slid
over her eyes and her body
went limp like a wooden log.

I lay down on the floor cursing
myself for the kind of life I had
to live. I was the poorest person
at the globe, in terms of love.
My wife was gone now. My
sons were gone but alive, yet I
had no hope that they would
return to me alive.

The first heat of the sun
touched my body yet the
warmth has done nothing to
relieve my pain. I was engulfed
in darkness; only darkness.
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A War to SurviveA War to SurviveA War to SurviveA War to SurviveA War to Survive

This might possibly be the last
hit I can survive.

 21 hours ago

A vacillating internet
connection is what got me here.

It took me a full exhausting
eight minutes to get here,
literally in the middle of
nowhere. Icy-fingered mist
inundated the bliss blue sea
straight ahead. I could see the
gigantic blue walls towering all
around me. Silver smoke floated
into the alluring blue sky. I
could not notice the biggest
building in the area except for
a rock castle beside the
structure.

I strutted towards the camp,
passing by more blue walls.
After a minute or so, I went by
a construction site. I now
belonged to this place for the
rest of my life but I hadn’t
thought of making any friends
or any acquaintances for that
matter. I thought I was better
off by myself rather than asking
any unnecessary questions.
Still.

“Hey brother, what you up to?”

“I am pretty busy. I have to
construct this stuff within 3
days. Leave me alone.”

This is why I don’t talk to
people.

Just then I saw a mesmerizing
beauty coming out of a house,

same like my one. Her lambent
jade green eyes meet mine with
a baffled look, not knowing
what to do next. Her cherry-
pink hair trimmed to perfection
hung over her narrow shoulders
over the green jacket. She
looked like a hunter of some kind
because of the bow she was
carrying over her back. I let out
an elongated whistle
inadvertently and prayed to
God that she would hear me. I
would have asked her to come
with me, but a timid guy like me
could only do so in his brain.

To my dismay, she did not hear
me. She just wasn’t hearing.
Like a manipulated robot, she
moved forward awestruck by
the new place. My heartbeat
increased. I then realized that I
was losing a great opportunity
to mingle with her. She was
starting to pace up, so I had to
sprint my way to her. One time
I blinked my eye and she was
gone. Gandering, I moved
forward. Then something hit my
head. I looked up to find a
tower with solid rock bottom
and worn out oak paneling
standing condescendingly in
front of me. I tried to peep, take
a furtive glance at the top. To
my amusement, I could see two
people with appearance same
as that of the pretty girl I saw
before. With a heavy heart, I
reached the camp.

The barbarians with long
golden colored hair and scorn
look gave a chill up my spine. I
was famished, so I ravenously
devoured the soft marsh
mallows that they were
roasting. There were like
hundreds of those barbarians
ready to tear up and obliterate
anything that came in their way.
I tried keeping a low profile for
I was new to this place. All of a

sudden, everyone was
paralyzed and no one had any
idea. One of them vanished
into thin air. One by one,
everyone vanished. And I saw
that pretty face again. She and
I were the only ones in the
realm. My love life with her was
like a fairy tale; could happen
in stories, never in real life. I
tried to look into her, but in vain.

I see her iris contracting.
People do so when in love.

I then realized it was because
of the horror we were about to
witness.

I got sucked into the sky. I called
out for my mom. I couldn’t hear
myself shouting, let alone my
mom. With a loud thud, I landed
in a faraway place where there
was chaos and the barbarians.
I quickly located the archer.
Desperate to make me the man
of her dreams, I started
throwing fireballs. The canons
that were hitting her were
down no time. I then saw
another high leveled cannon
and another wizard attacking
me. I tried ducking, but my legs
didn’t bend. I got dizzy.

*****

I still have no idea what is
happening. I call for help and I
continuously get hit. This might
be my last breath. I glance at
archer and still nothing. Here I
am, dying for my country and
she does not notice me. I will
take my penultimate breath
now. Who wants to live in this
indifferent world, where love
returns sadness? Maybe my
next life, I will approach her
and confess my love.

Maybe.
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:jf:Yo g} wg

.

:jf:YoeGbf 7"nf] wg s] g} 5 / <
olb xfd|f] :jf:Yo /fd|f] 5}g eg] wg
s]xL klg xf]Og . Pp6f dfG5]n]
cfkm" :j:y /xg h] klg ug{ ;S5 .
p;n] cfˆgf] :jf:Yo kfpgsf nflu
wg t s] c¿nfO{ dfg{ klg tof/
x'G5 . hLjgdf dflg;n] h] klg
u'dfpg tof/ x'G5 t/ sf]xL wgL
5g\ / klg :j:y z/L/lagf afFRg
afWo 5g\ .

s'g} dflg; hlt wgL eP klg
cfkm" :j:y 5}g eg] slxNo} klg
v';L /xg ;Sb}g . p;n] cfˆgf]
:jf:Yosf] lrGtf lnO/xG5, Tolt
dfq} geP/ p;n] cfˆgf] wg
pkrf/sf nflu u'dfpg'k5{ . p;n]
g t /fd|/L sfd ug{ ;S5 g t
/fd|/L hLjg latfpg kfpF5 . Pp6f
:j:y dflg;n] cfkm" hlt ul/a
eP klg ;'vdo hLjg latfpg
kfpF5 . pm hlt ul/a eP klg
dfu]/ u'hf/f rnfpg ;S5 t/
p;n] /f]uL eP/ cfˆgf] Hofg
u'dfpg'kb}{g . pm ;w}F v';L /xG5 .
:j:y ePkl5 p;n] /fd|/L sfd
ug{ ;S5 / ;lhn} k};f sdfpg
;S5 . c:j:y dflg;n] /fd|/L sfd
ug{ ;Sb}g, p;nfO{ vfg], lkpg],
a:g], p7\g], h:tf sfdx¿ klg
ug{ ufx|f] nfU5 eg] p;n] cfkm"n]
k"/f ug'{ kg]{ st{Jo s;/L k"/f ug{
;S5 <

olb wg u'Dof] eg] To;nfO{ kfpg
w]/} b'Mv ef]Ug'kb}{g t/ olb :jf:Yo
u'Dof] eg] To;nfO{ km]l/ kfpg w]/}
sl7g k5{ . :j:y x'g dg eP/
dfq} x'Fb}g . c;n afgLn] dflg;
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AnarchyAnarchyAnarchyAnarchyAnarchy

 “It is often said that deep
down, human beings like
violence. Remember the feeling
in 3rd grade when you knocked
out that kid that used to tease
you, remember that feeling of
accomplishment as the kid now
feared uncontrollably and he
was not the Mr. Tough guy
anymore? You would do it a
hundred times and still not
regret it.”

“But that’s a different thing,
that’s not the same as killing
innocent people for the sake of
killing. How would you justify
the passion of crime for
instance?”

“Passion is just another fancy
word for obsession, just a word
people invented to hide the
‘hideousness’ of addiction.
Because it is a common belief
that addiction is bad. As you
grow up, you are made to
believe that it ’s unhealthy
when in fact; it is whatever you
think it is. Scientists were
obsessed to things; writers,
poets to alcohol. But the
problem is that society decides
it for you and you don’t bother
about it because we blindly
trust society. It must be right.”

“What are you getting into?”

“Well, let me tell you a story.
There was this guy who as a kid
used to get bullied a lot and had
no friends. He was not sociable
and considered himself
‘socially retarded’, his words
not mine. He somehow
managed through high school
and later college, but with no
friends. He got a job on some
IT company that required lot of
social interaction, a skill this
guy never got to have. But his
peers were persistent and he
became what they wanted of
him; he forced himself to
boring parties and stilted
conversations that he had
shunned all his life. It was at
this point he realized that he
had a certain innate gift to
manipulate people. He spoke
with carefully chosen words
and that, he found -coupled
with great listening skill- made
him quite popular among his
coworkers.

There’s this guy who was a
loner, an unknown, his whole
life and all of a sudden found
him winning over people and
even controlling them. He loved
his newly found ‘power’ and as
what happens to people with
power, he wanted more of it.
Not just hacking into people and
controlling them into doing
favours, that was too easy, too
mundane. He wanted to try
something new, something
exciting. He wanted to try
something risky and this
titillated darker propensities in
him.

One day, as he was walking
around the park, he found his
high school bully. He stalked the
bully for a couple of days. The
dormant anger that he had built
up all his life suddenly found its
way back to his head. He
remembered all those times
when the jerk used to beat him
up and force him into doing
nasty things that he resented.
And it played continuously on
his mind. Then he decided to
take revenge. You know,
revenge is a dish best served
cold. You see, he didn’t speak
much all these time but he
wasn’t dumb. There was no
forgiving this bully and he had
fantasized numerous times the
jerk would get punished in most
gruesome ways he could
imagine. The quietest people
have the loudest brains.

So he waited, he planned
because cause he knew it
would be worth it. He made a
virtually foolproof plan, giving
attention to trivial details.
There was a certain wave of
calmness in him as if he had
done this a thousand times.
Like a spider waiting for its prey,
he waited for the guy to be
alone. He then pounced on him
like a hungry savage beast
preying and killed him in one
shot. He loved what he did; he
loved how the jerk’s eyes
reflected of apprehension and
submitted in the face of death.
He loved how the blood gushed
out of his swollen eyes. He felt
the desire to do it once again,
to get the pleasure once more.
So this way, he developed
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passion for blood he never
knew he had in him.

He would lure complete
strangers from bars; from
public places with his charming
ways- you know how
psychopaths are often
superficially charming and it is
easy to fall into their words,
especially if you are dumb-he
would bring to secluded place
or sometimes even his
apartment and unleash the
blood thirsty demon in him. He
felt alive that way; not often
will you have the power of
death in your hands.
Meanwhile, he maintained his
public life. He was the Mr. Good
guy by day and the executioner
by night. And in the double life
that he maintained, he was
extra careful. He crafted the
murders with inch perfection
and spotless craftsmanship. He
considered himself an artist and
his works as invaluable pieces
of art. And the cops? They
thought his murders were from
different killers because he had
such an arbitrary movement
that there was no way they
could ever track him.

I certainly told a nice long story,
didn’t I? I often go down this
road with a drink in my hand.
Sorry to have ruined your Friday
night out with my boring story.”

“That was heck of a story Mr.
Sanders. By the way, did they
ever catch him?”

“Well no, I suppose not. Some
say he still stays in bars and

clubs, drinking alone, waiting
for his next prey.”

The bar was now almost empty,
except for the two and the
music suddenly changed to a
slow rock.

“Woah! That’s pretty spooky.
Were you in the FBI or
something? Well, I am just
asking because you put in a lot
of details in there.”

“I am the man I was talking
about.”

“Mr. Sanders, you’ve got an
unusual sense of humor -”

“Have you ever heard of
determinism theory? It says
that the things you do in your
life are not in fact controlled by
you but someone inside of you,
a separate person and that
someone is controlled by
another someone inside him
and on and on and on… “

“I-I don’t exactly see where this
is going, Mr.-”

“Ah! What I mean to say is that
we aren’t the masters of our
own fate. That what we say;
free will is just our clockwork
subconscious controlling us.
What we do is predestined and
what seems like our own
independent decision is just the
manifestation of our fate which
was already written before we
were born. So, is it our fault that
we are enslaved by our fate? I
didn’t choose to be this way; I
didn’t want to slaughter all
those innocent people. I just
followed my heart, and heart
was unique. In fact, it was

destined for me. I am just the
way I am and there’s no way
changing that.”

“But...” He glances around for
possible escape routes, which
is nowhere to be seen and he
stutters in despair.

“But why me?”

“Hmm. Here comes the usual
question. To quote Vonnegut,
‘There is no why.’ Why anything
for that matter? It had to be
someone. In this case, stars
aligned and it just happened to
be you. Simple as that.”

He ran towards the exit door,
besides which the neon light
gleamed “Closed”. Sanders
takes out a gun and points it at
his face.

“I am 62 years old, my back’s
hurting as heck and my legs
don’t work like they used to
before. So, come here like a
good boy and let the old man
do his job in peace.”

He held the gun firmly and shot
him, producing a deafening
bang, followed by splashing of
blood at the walls, some pieces
of brain lying on the parquet
floor. Above the motionless
body drenched in a pool of blood
there was a framed picture that
read the words:

“Look at your body,

A painted puppet, a poor toy of
jointed parts, ready to collapse,

A diseased and a suffering
being,

And a head full of false
imaginings. “
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The Clichéd Article You
Read Every Year

I remember my nine year old
self walking in BNKS’s hallways
for the very first time and
feeling like Icarus in Minotaur’s
labyrinth. The enormous
grounds seemed—at first—to
go on and on, seamlessly like
the horizon. Moreover, the
hectic schedule and a
calendar—full of activities
seemed very intimidating and
exhausting. But after living here
for more than eight years, I know
that this schedule is as integral
to the BNKS life as three
chicken days are to a week.

I sometimes view BNKS as this
gigantic, complex machine
where you input a chubby,
curious, naïve child, process
them and bring out a potent,
mature person: a BNKS product.
Or maybe view ourselves as a
clump of wet clay. Then, this
place steadily molds you into a
lovely sculpture. From being a
talkative, bubbly child to a shy,
timid person and going through
all the awkward phases of
teenage years here, in the end,
I think we all blossom into this
conscientious person, with a
beautiful mind and a beautiful
soul. BNKS reserves an intrinsic
part of your life for itself.

All of us will eventually leave
to explore and to learn. But no
matter where in the world we
go, how we turn out in the end,
we all have our roots tangled

with each other. We could be
two different leaves that end up
in two opposite sides of a tree
but in retrospect, we all will
think of the same seed that
binds us. No one can separate
themselves from their own
roots, to which I am eternally
grateful.

When BNKS was established, it
didn’t just start an institution
but a belief, a culture, a
lifestyle. Its strong walls bear
decades of pride, history and
has sealed away timeless
memories. My eyes have
grown so accustomed to it that
I cannot imagine a morning
greeted without the misty
green hills, or an evening
without its lovely sunset. I grew
up here and fortunately, this
place grew on me, too. So much
that I remember at the end of
our last vacation, I was heading
back to school and my neighbor
asked me how it felt leaving
home. To which I replied, “I’m
not leaving home, I’m going
home.”

My VillageMy VillageMy VillageMy VillageMy Village

My village Kushamaha lies in
the central part of Nepal, in
Dhanusha District. It lies on
the bank of the Kamala river.
It is a large village having
nearly 300 families. The
village is occupied with nearly
four thousand people. The
population is uniformly
distributed, 2131.

The population consists of
various social groups like
Yadav, Teli, Rai, Mushar,
Brahmin, e.t.c.

There is a high school in the
centre of the village. About 50%
of the population consists of
literate and educated people.

Most of the people depend on
agriculture, some are
teachers and some are
involved in political activities.
Electricity has just been
provided to each of the
houses. A small market has
been established to supply
people with their daily needs.
All the houses are supplied
with clean drinking water.
Although many people are
uneducated, they are
progressive in their opinion
and behavior. Our village has
never been polluted, a fact
that makes me very happy.

My village is full of natural
beauty.  Anyone can enjoy the
beauty of its temples, ponds,
forests, hills, streams…
perhaps due to the purity of
the place; the people of my
village hold good thoughts.
But my village is not just about
calmness and solitude, but
also about joy and celebration.
It has a number of feasts and
festivals, which are celebrated
throughout the year.

Although these festivals belong
to different social groups, they
are celebrated by people of all
caste, creed and community.
Unity in diversity is practiced
here. I think it’s this beauty in
variety that characterizes my
village. That’s why I love my
village so much.
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My MomMy MomMy MomMy MomMy Mom

It’s New Year’s Eve and I am
away from home in a new place,
far away from home, from family.
I am buried underneath the
memories of my family back
home. How beautiful were those
days? When confetti of golden
glitters fell from the sky while,
we all ended the present year
in its remaining ten seconds. I
may, physically be present here
but my heart drifts home, to my
family, to mom.

 I almost have forgotten how
beautiful my mom is, first she
has an Amazonian figure, with
a hint of fats here and there,
and that gives her a pear-
shaped body. She has a tan
chestnut brown complexion
that highlights her slender,
arched Kohl black eyebrows
and sweeping thick eyelashes.
Her ears, however, are small
and delicate, but very
prominent when she tucks her
hair behind it. She has a
beautiful hair that cascades
down her back like a cobalt
black waterfall. Her half-moon
cheekbone embellishes her
upright nose and her fingers
are-to my amazement- wafer-
thin with well varnished
fingernails. She has these
dreamy, bliss black eyes that
glint her beautiful soul and to
getting to see her angelic smile,
on her cherry red lips makes my

day. I pray and wish for her
smile to never leave her.

Lastly, my mom to me is a perfect
lady; I don’t see any room for
correction in her and
remembering her today makes it
very difficult for me to hold the
tears from falling from my ducts.

DespairDespairDespairDespairDespair

Thunderous footsteps echoed
across the hallway, as I
squatted behind the solid oak
door – beads of sweat running
down the forehead. My body
was completely soaked with
perspiration. There were minor
cuts all over my hands and
chest that were bleeding
glistening red blood. My white
shirt now had a reddish-
orange colour, reflecting an
odd mixture of sweat and
blood. But, all the pain was
just a dull throb, compared to
what I had seen.

I had only got a glimpse of the
assassin, before running as
fast as a cheetah, but that
small glimpse was enough to
terrify me for the rest of my
life (if I even survived). The
assassin was a monstrous
man, huge with a muscular
body. He was dressed
completely in black- black T-
shirt, black pants and black
shoes, which helped him,
blend with the dark. Although
I couldn’t see his face from my

hiding place, the thing he was
carrying was enough to scare
the wits out of anyone.

It was a long sword, oddly
curved, and pointed at the
tip.It was also black but it had
some Greek engravings on it,
which were written in white.

I couldn’t understand the
words but I realized that it was
the same kind of writing that I
had seen the previous day on
the BBC News. Their report
was of a mass murder at the
bank of California, with not a
single trace of the murderer.
More than a million had been
stolen and hundreds were
slain. The only thing that was
found was this unusual Greek
engraving on the wall, written
in blood.

The news was showing pictures
of the palace and it was so
grotesque that I had to
immediately close the television.
Now I regretted having done
that, as I sat there, behind the
entrance to my office…waiting
for death. The hopelessness was
unimaginable. I had done
nothing wrong, yet god had sent
his deadliest servant to slay me.
While these thoughts raced
through my mind, I heard a voice.

It was hoarse and raspy,
muttering unknown names…the
voice of the devil himself. The
assassin was muttering to
himself in an unknown
language. My heart was
beating really fast now, and I
hoped that the assassin wouldn’t
hear its loud thudding. But all of
this was of no use, as a huge
shadow loomed over me and
suddenly everything went blank.
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Shoot!Shoot!Shoot!Shoot!Shoot!

He was lanky and pale. And
even at fifteen, Peter looked as
if he was ten. No sign of facial
hair, no sign of an Adam’s apple.
Yet Matthew Hill was proud of
his son in a way no other father
would have been. Peter was
never a boy to pick up a ball in
the park but was the one to play
with crumpled leaves or with a
small twig which he called a
rake. He never invited anyone
over to the house, even if it was
his birthday. It worried his
mother Meryl that her son
would be a loner for the rest of
his life but Matt was persistent
on letting the boy figure his own
way with friends and ultimately,
life.

Today, it had snowed at night,
and the sun was far from
peering from the horizon. On
Peter’s insistance, Matt had
come to hunt on a Wednesday.
In five hours, he would have to
leave for work. “Hey kiddo! Its
quarter past three right now so
no one’s gonna be around.
Bounty must be running amidst
the trees so make sure you
don’t speak unless you really
have to, okay! We don’t want
to scare them away, do we?”
Matt winked at Peter. He smiled
revealing the braces which he’d
have removed by next month.

Peter had grown that fast. “It
was only yesterday Meryl and I
welcomed this boy and now I’m
here to teach him how to hunt.”
Matt thought.

From the backseat of the car,
Matt pulled a long, thin but a
heavy bag. Peter, astonished,
let out a gasp when his father
opened the chain and revealed
the metal of the gun. Slowly
Matt pulled it out and hung it
on his right arm.

He demonstrated to Peter,
about how you loaded it,
reminiscing about the time
when his own father had done
this two decades back. The gun
was now old and its handle, a
bit loose. “You ready, buddy?”
Matt asked his eager son, only
to hear him reply “Oh yes,
dad!”

They got out of the car. Their
boots dug deep into the snow.
Matt sneezed hard. “Fliff! Its
rotten cold here. Too bad my
nose’s clogged this morning!”

All Peter’s eyes showed were
excitement and eagerness. As
if this would be the best thing
to happen to him. “It could be!”
Matt thought again “Only if it’s
used properly!” “Here, try
holding it a while!” Matt
handed it to Peter; his son’s
hands were trembling.

“Woah!” Peter exclaimed,
“Dad, it’s beautiful!” The words
darted out his mouth almost
immediately. He slung it in his
own arm, just like Matt had done
a few moments ago. He did it
with a sense of newfound glory.
It was his first time carrying a
real gun. And also a time when
nothing else could come to his
mind. “Okay now, I’ll give it
back to you later, after I shoot
a dozen antlers!” Peter handed
the gun back to his father.

Matt slung it over and took
some ten steps further. “Dad I
think I smelled something like
gas!” Peter coolly said.
“Must’ve been the gun’s whiff,

GrandiloquenceGrandiloquenceGrandiloquenceGrandiloquenceGrandiloquence

Grandiloquence refers to a

pompous or difficult and

bombastic style and manner of

language used especially to

impress people. It’s factual

that personages have

tenderness to idiosyncrasy.

Scrutiny has paraded that
preponderance of wordsmiths
plump for grueling words in
their oeuvres.

Grandiloquence has its own
caliber and trauma. It is given
credence to it as a weapon to
impress the adjudicator. Also,
one can ameliorate his/her
lexis. It further braces one’s
reading quality. Cataloguing
the cons, it often leads to errors
in ones oeuvres. It may also
fabricate faulty impression to
adjudicators. One of the
cardinal mischief is that one
cannot manifest one’s feelings
completely. For its illustration,
this passage stands as a
quintessential deterrent.

Ergo, grandiloquence can

neither be excerpted as in

inferior nor be accepted to be

top-notch.
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son!” Matt said in a matter-of-
factly way. Peter crouched
down to tie his shoelace,
looking for a way to tie his
boots with the heavy gloves.

Just then a small tree rustled
from behind the car. “Shhh!”
loudly hissed Matthew. He
turned to the car and mouthed
to Peter, “Don’t move!” Peter
immediately nodded, his faced
paling that instance.

From the tree, two feet away
from Peter’s left and a half feet
away from the tail of the car. It
was majestic, its fur a dark
brown, bathed by the sunless
dawn’s light. It blinked
nervously but then kept on
sniffing the snow.

Matt, nervously pointed the gun
towards the deer. He was
shaking vigorously in the cold.
He held the neck of the gun
with his trembling left hand and
pulled the trigger, without
haste.

The gun’s ricochet was heard all
around the forest. But it wasn’t
unaccompanied.

A huge blast reverberated
through the air. It pushed Matt
back and he landed hard, with
a thump. His hands let go of the
gun. He was nauseated. With
all his might he pushed himself
to sit straight but all he could
do was arch his back a little
towards the car.

It burned. Burned like fire, from
a witch’s cauldron. Fiery and
emblazoning. He felt its heat on
the lower half of his body.

“Peter!” the name ran through
his mind as he searched with
his eyes.

Two lifeless bodies lay on both
sides of the afire machine. One,
the deer, looked like it was
asleep. On the other side, on a

pool of crimson blood, lay
Peter ’s body, twisted from
above the waist, still like a
statue. He looked fragile, his
frame had been destroyed,
disfigured. His pale skin wasn’t
the same, instead it was
bruised and bleeding all over.

Matt couldn’t see it anymore.
He drifted into a state of
oblivion. Into an abyss of
“Whys?” and “Hows?”

He felt tears run from his
cheeks as his head hit the
ground again. As he lay on the
snow, the tears quietly slipped
but it was his breathing that
was heavy and loud and not
uniform. He gasped and wept,
thinking about what he would
say to his Meryl. He asked god
what sins he had committed for
this unfortunate event to
happen! He realized, although
he didn’t want to accept the
fact that, Peter was gone. Gone
to a land where he wouldn’t see
his parents for a long time.
Taking with him all the
happiness and memories and
leaving an unfillable hole in the
lives of Meryl and Matthew.

Had he not come today, had he
shot straight, had he shooed
away the deer or had he
listened to what Peter had said
about the gasoline, Peter may
have lived and they might have
been talking right now even.

But Matt knew, deep in his
heart and soul that it wasn’t
reversible. Peter could not be
brought back no matter what.
No one would call him a father
now onwards!

His hand grew heavier and
Matthew lay on the snow,
helpless and hopeless, nearby
the warmth of the still burning
car yet inside, he felt cold with
nothing but despair!

TTTTTrue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendshiprue Friendship

True friendship is a precious gift,
Which is hard to find.
It’s a relationship between
friends,
So let’s grab it in time.
 A true friend is someone
Who is always with you,
In all your strength and your fear
With whom you can share
Your problems and feelings,
With whom you can share
Your good things and bad
things,
With whom you can stay happy
 And cheer up others as well,
But at last, friends will part
Leaving behind the treasures
In your heart.
So, all the time you can get
Spend with your friends
Treat them well, care for them
And be a part of their heart.
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Odfgbf/Lsf] kmn

w]/} klxnfsf] s'/f xf] . s'g} Pp6f
;fgf] ufpFdf Pp6f el/of cfˆgf]
kl/jf/;Fu a:Yof] . p;sf] kl/jf/df
rf/ hgf ;b:ox¿ lyP . pgLx¿
ul/a lyP . pgLx¿nfO{ Ps 5fs
vfg / Ps hf]/ n'uf nufpg klg
wf}wf} kYof]{ . el/ofsf] kl/jf/df pm
dfq} sfd uYof]{ . p;sf] sfdn] dfq
kl/jf/n] vfg / nfpg kfpFYof] .
el/of ;fx'sf] ef/L af]s]/ cfˆgf]
u'hf/f rnfpFYof] . pm Odfgbf/ /
ldlxg]tL lyof] . pm cfˆgf] ;fx'nfO{
slxNo} 7Ub}gYof] . pm laxfg p7\g]
lalQs} / /flt gx'Gh]n;Dd sfd
uYof]{ t/ klg pm w]/} k};f sdfpg
;Sb}gYof] . pm 3/ kms{Fbf p;sf]
xftdf % ?k}Fof dfq x'GYof] . To;}n]
pm ef]s} ;'Tg'kYof]{ .

p;n] sdfPsf] ;a} k};f Pp6f
efF8f]df hDdf u/]/ /fVYof] . pgLx¿
Tof] k};f s'g} /fd|f] sfdsf nflu
k|of]u xf];\ eGg] rfxGy] . pgLx¿sf]
u'hf/f To;/L g} rNb} lyof] .

Ps lbgsf] s'/f xf], el/of Tof] lbg
sfdaf6 rfF8} 3/ kmSof]{ . pm 3/df
cfOk'u]/ 3/sf] a/G8fdf a;]sf] dfq
s] lyof] ToxL g} a]nf Pp6f a'9f]
levf/L p;sf] 3/df lev dfUb}
cfOk'Uof] . Tof] b]v]/ el/ofsf] dgdf
bof hfUof] / p;n] cfkm"n] hDdf
u/]sf] ;a} k};f levf/LnfO{ lbof] .
To;kl5 Tof] a'9f] levf/L PSsfl;
O{Zj/sf] ¿kdf k|s6 eof] / eGof],
æltdL Odfgbf/, bofn' / ldlxg]tL
/x]5f} . ltd|f] w]/} k|ult xf]cf];\ .Æ olt
eGb} pm ToxfFaf6 ufoa eof] . pm
O{Zj/sf] bz{g kfPsfdf w]/} v';L eof] .

To;kl5 Ps}l5gdf pgLx¿sf] em'k|f]
dxndf kl/jt{g eof] . pgLx¿sf
em'qf sk8f /fd|f / dxFuf sk8fdf
kl/jt{g eP . pgLx¿;Fu w]/} wg
/ vfg]s'/f cfof] . To;kl5 pgLx¿
eujfg\df cem ljZjf; ug{ yfn] .
To;/L pgLx¿ v';L / ;'v;fy
cfˆgf] gofF hLjg latfpg yfn] .

ca s] xf]nf <

w]/} klxn]sf] s'/f xf] s'g} Pp6f
;fgf] ufpF lyof] . Tof] ufpF clt
;'Gb/ lyof] . To; ufpFdf Pp6f
;fgf] kl/jf/ a:Yof] . To; kl/jf/sf]
Pp6f ;fgf] 3/ lyof] . Tof] 3/df
cfdf, afaf, 5f]/f / 5f]/L a:y] .
pgLx¿ v';L / ;'v;fy hLjg
latfO/x]sf lyP . cfdfafafn] sfd
uy]{ eg] 5f]/f5f]/L k9\gsf nflu
csf]{ ufpFdf hfGy] .

Ps lbgsf] s'/f xf] . To; 3/df
grfx]sf] / g;f]r]sf] 36gf 36\g
k'Uof] . 5f]/f5f]/L :s'n uPsf lyP .
cfdf / afafn] 3/df a;]/ vfhf
agfO/x]sf lyP . ToxL a]nf To;
3/df cfuf] nfUof] . cfdf / afaf
otf g ptf eP / ToxLFleq d/] .

;a} ufpFsf dflg;x¿n] cfuf]
lgefP t/ pgLx¿nfO{ arfpg
;s]gg\ .

5f]/f5f]/L :s'naf6 v';L x'Fb} cfPsf
lyP . ToxfF pgLx¿n] cfˆgf] 3/ g}
b]v]gg\ t/ ToxfF w]/} dflg;x¿ hDdf
ePsf] b]v] . pgLx¿ bf}8Fb} ToxfF
k'u] . ToxfF t pgLx¿sf cfdf /
afafsf] nf; b]v] . pgLx¿ cfdf /
afaf eGb} /f ]P . ufpFn]x¿n]
pgLx¿nfO{ clt ;DemfP t/
pgLx¿ d]/L cfdf / d]/f afaf eGb}
/f]P .

pgLx¿sf] nf; hnfOof] . 5f]/f5f]/L
Psbd} /f]P, s/fP t/ eujfg\n]
pgLx¿sf] laGtL ;'g]gg\ . lar/f
s]6fs]6Lsf] hLjgn] ca s:tf] df]8
n]nf, pgLx¿sf] ofqf ca s:tf]
xf]nf < s;}n] eGg ;S5 <

g]kfnsf] ljljwtfg]kfnsf] ljljwtfg]kfnsf] ljljwtfg]kfnsf] ljljwtfg]kfnsf] ljljwtf

k[YjLsf] :ju{ ;u/dfyfdf b]lvg]
k|s[ltsf] cg'kd ;f}Gbo{df
emlNs/xg]
:ju{sL k/L em}F ;Ltf x's]{sf]
zflGtsf] k|tLs eO{ a'4 hGd]sf] .

e]ife"iff hfthfltdf 5g\
ljljwtf
5g\ oxfF cfˆg} lnlk /
df}lnstf
nf]s ;+:s[ltsf] b[li6n] of]
cToGt ;DkGg
5}g Ps csf{sf s]xL e]befj .

rfFbL ;/L lxdfn xfF:b5g\
To;}n] g]kfn emndn emNs]sf]
laxfgLsf] 3fdem}F lxdfn xfF:b5g\
hLjx¿ :jtGq eP/ afFRb5g\ .

km'/km'/, e'ge'g ug]{ k'tnL / ed/f
5ª5ª / e/e/ aUg] vf]nf /
em/gf
a'sL km'N5 n]sdf u'/fF; kxf8df
k|s[lt b]jL gfRg yflN5g\
;dosf] cf8df .
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hLjg s] /x]5 <

hLjg au]sf] vf]nf;/x /x]5 . hLjg

an]sf] lbof] h:t} /x]5 . hLjg dfof

/ 3[0ffsf] ld>0f /x]5, hLjg t

b'Mvsf] vfgL /x]5 .

ljleGg dflg;sf hLjgsf af/]df
ljleGg k|sf/sf wf/0ff 5g\ . cflv/
s] /x]5 t hLjg < d}n] cfh ;Dd
To:tf] pQ/ kfPsL 5}g h;n] d]/f]
dg zfGt kf/f];\ . cfh;Dd d}n]
kfPsf hjfkmn] k"/f hLjgnfO{
;d]6\g ;s]sf] 5}g . s}of}F dflg;em}F
d]/f] klg hLjg;Fu w]/} k|Zg 5g\ .
w]/} Joyf kf]Vg' 5, lsg hLjgsf
s'g} kn pT;fx t s'g} lg/fzfn]
el/Psf x'G5g\ < lsg olt 5f]6f]
x'G5 hLjg <

dnfO{ nfU5 hLjg /fd|f] agfpg]
ls gagfpg] eGg] s'/f xfd|} xftdf
5 lsgeg] hGdFb} s;}n] klxrfg
af]s]/ cfPsf] x'Fb}g . cfˆgf] cl:tTj
cfkm }n] agfpg'k5{ . hLjgn]
xfdLnfO{ w]/} df]8x¿df k'¥ofpF5
t/ v';L x'Fbf gdflQPsf / b'MvL
x'Fbf gcflQPsfx¿sf] hLjg ;kmn
x'G5 . d}n] hLjgsf af/]df kfPsf
hfgsf/Ln] d]/f] lh1f;f d]6\g ;s]sf

5}gg\ . To;}n] d cem} klg lxF8\b}

5' cGwsf/df vf]Hb} Ps k|Zgsf]

pQ/ cflv/ s] /x]5 hLjg <

s;/L afFr]sf 5f}F xfdL <

PSnf] hLjgdf afFRg ;Sbf] /x]5
dfG5]
cgf}7f] snf lbO5g\ k|s[ltn]
cGwsf/df pHofnf] vf]Hbf] /x]5
dfG5]n]
h;f]t;f] u/L cfˆgf] uGtJo
k|fKt ubf]{ /x]5 p;n] .
c;kmntf;Fu g8/fpg] Ifdtf 5
p;df
7Ls a]7Ls 5'6\ofpg] snf 5
p;df
o;}n] t cfh dfG5] k'u]sf] 5
cGtl/Ifdf
/ b]Vg ;s]sf] 5 dlng k[YjL
xf];df
/f]PsL l5g\ xfd|L cfdf x/]s
c;kmntfdf
;fy lbPsL l5g\ dflg;sf] b'Mv
/ kL8fdf
cfh ltg} cfdfnfO{ ljnLg
agfOlbof]
dfG5]n] dfG5]df qf; hufOlbof] .

t/ xf/ vfFlbgg\ pgL cem} klg
;dosf] 3]/fdf oyfzL3|
kmls{lG5g\
dfG5]sf] cWoIf cem} /xlG5g\
cfˆgf] cl:dtf lgtfGt
hf]ufpFl5g\ .

cfdf ltd|f] ofbcfdf ltd|f] ofbcfdf ltd|f] ofbcfdf ltd|f] ofbcfdf ltd|f] ofb

cfdf w]/} g/f]pm ltdL
a"9fgLns07df k9\g cfPsL x'g\
ltd|L 5f]/L
cfdf w]/} lk/ gdfg ltdL
eljio pHHjn kfg{ cfPsL x'g\
ltd|L 5f]/L .

cfdf ltdLn] d]/f nflu w]/} s'/f
u¥of}
ca d ltd|f] nflu ug]{ 5'
cfˆgf] eljio pHHjn agfP/
ltd|f] lz/ pRr kfg]{ 5' .

cfdf ltdL /f]of} eg] d w]/}
b'MvL x'g] 5'
ltdL /f]Psf] ;'g]/ emg\ lk/df
kg]{ 5'
cfdf ltdL xfF;]/ v';L eO{ afFr
cfdf ltdL /f]P/ o;/L gafFr .

cfdf dnfO{ ltd|f] w]/} ofb
cfpF5
ltd|f] ofbn] dnfO{ w]/} ;tfpF5
cfdf ltdLn] ca cfF;' gemf/
cfdf ltdLn] cf̂ gf] dg b'MvL gkf/ .

cfdf ltdL xfF;]/ afFRof} eg]
v';L x'g] l5g\ ltd|L 5f]/L
cfdf ltdL /f]of} eg] ?g] l5g\
ltd|L 5f]/L .

!)%(
;'ho
sIff M *

#))%
h]lg;f
sIff M ̂

$))!
:d[lt
sIff M %



 eGHofª @)&@     150

a"9fgLns07 :s'n

If TIf TIf TIf TIf Tomorrow Comesomorrow Comesomorrow Comesomorrow Comesomorrow Comes

Getting everything that we
want in life is not possible.
However, this does not mean
we should stop dreaming. To
accomplish great things, we
must not only act but also
dream, not only plan but also
believe, and we all dream of
tomorrow and believe in
tomorrow. That is what keeps
us moving. Hope is what keeps
us moving. Hope is what makes
human beings different from
all other creations.

I am also surviving with the
same hope. Every day I learn
something new about life,
something I was unaware of,
and I feel that tomorrow will
always have something new for
me, something unknown. I do
not wait for all the riches and
luxuries in life like that of a
queen because I realize I am not
lucky enough to be inside a
palace. I do not hope that

tomorrow the whole world will
be chanting my name because
I realize I am not lucky enough
to be like Buddha. I realize that
I am not lucky enough to be
born in a country like America,
where we can get a great
platform. However, I also
realize that if there is one thing
that I am very lucky at, it is
being exposed to the reality of
life. I appreciate that I do not
get everything that I want inside
the walls of my palace like a
queen because when I search
for it outside I see thousand
others like me and I understand
their feelings. I feel connected
to thousands of lives.

I feel lucky that I am not lucky
enough to get a great platform
because that is when I will be
able to create my own platform
and that would be the greatest.
I see that tomorrow has a lot for
me. I do not have power to hold
my past, I cannot press a button
and rewind. I just cannot change
it. All the pains that I have bore
and all the happiness that I have
lived in are only in my memories.
However, tomorrow I can be
anything, anything that I want.
That is where the beauty of
tomorrow lies.

DespairDespairDespairDespairDespair

Lokendra could see the lush
trees running away from him
through the dirt-covered glass
windows of the Ghumti
Express. With every bit of smoke
that the bus threw, he could feel
his sense of familiarity
disappearing. The vegetation
became sparser, so did his
sense of belongingness to his
environment. But Lokendra
wasn’t shaken, nor was he the
least bit scared of his uncertain
future, because Lokendra was
going to the city.

“We have sold three cows and
two-thirds of our land, son. Now
we have enough. Aren’t you
excited? My ‘Chora’ is going to
be the first to ever see
Kathmandu.”- He could
remember his mother saying to
him with tear-filled eyes, about
a week ago. His father was
proud too, though he wasn’t
fully convinced with the idea of
selling half their property to
send their son out into the
unknown. “But it’s the city,
Baba! You just wait and see.
Your son is going to be an
engineer.” Lokendra would say
in protest of his father ’s
unsatisfied demeanor. “It ’s
good to have dreams, son. But
remember! Your ancestors have
filled and ploughed this land for
ages and so did my father and
me. You must consider for a
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moment: are your dreams big
enough to take away our
heritage?” His father would
reply. But of course that didn’t
make sense. Lokendra had
never come second in his life
and he passed his SLC with a
score that was more than the
scores of his two friends, Maila
and Kanchaa, the village
hoodlums put together.
Lokendra knew what he was
capable of and any other career
would be utterly unacceptable.
And besides, he had it all
worked out. The college he was
going to was owned by a short,
balding man who smelt of the
local beer in their village called
Kaji. He had praised Lokendra
saying, “You are a bright boy.
By any chance if you come to
Kathmandu, then I will admit
you to my college. It ’s the
biggest in Kathmandu.”- He
burped, full from the chicken
and drink that Radha, his
mother had offered him, and he
gave him the address and a
phone number.

The vastness of the city
engulfed Lokendra as he shyly
stepped down the Ghumti
Express which at once took off
to a newer destination.
Lokendra wondered in
amazement and was almost hit
by a car at the crowded houses
and the solid roads. He had
never seen this many people
before rushing about their own
business. After a moment or
two of wonder, Lokendra quickly
snapped out if it and took out
the crumpled piece of paper
from his trousers’ pocket.
Inquiring with a few people,
Lokendra found out the college
he was looking for. Feeling
proud of his wit, he stepped into

the premises of the three-
storied building. At the counter,
he asked for the Kaji, the owner
of the college. “Kaji? Who’s
that?” replied the well-dressed,
brown haired lady from the
other side of the spotless glass.

“He’s the owner of the college,
he invited me here and said he
would admit me here for free.
Don’t you know him?” argued
Lokendra in awe of this new
unprepared scenario. “Look
here, village boy. There’s no Kaji
here, OK! The owner of this
college is Mr. Christian Cruise,
alright! Now looks like you have
some major misconceptions
about the place. So why don’t
you get yourself out of here
before I call security.” Lokendra
was confused. All the blood
rushed from his face and he
clenched his fist while he
replied. “But he called me
here!” A tear drop rolled from
his cheeks as he, with all his
strength punched the counter
glass which didn’t even budge.
But it sure startled the
accountant who screamed for
help. Instantly, two men
descended in a black and red
uniform rushed from either
entrances and seized Lokendra
by his shoulders. Lokendra,
now red with rage, kicked and
screamed as the guards
dragged him out of the building
and flung him onto the floor.

“Please… I – I beg you. Get Kaji.
He called me here. I swear he
called me here.” Lokendra cried
bitterly to the guards.  And while
one of them turned away, the
other one, after a bit of thought,
replied – “Kaji! Oh you mean
the drunkard. Yes, he was the
janitor around here but he was
kicked out a week ago for

misbehaving with one of the
teachers. Served him right I tell
you. The freak never stayed
sober. Hehe! Looks like he got
you big time eh!”

Lokendra could not believe his
ears. He was cheated. Who
could have thought the district
topper could be fooled so
easily. What was he going to
say to his parents? What was
be going to say to Baba? He
started to feel like he should
have listened to him in the first
place. He belonged to the
village. In fact, he would return
today.

With his mind on home,
Lokendra made his way to the
bus stop. He was hungry he
hadn’t had anything to eat after
they stopped for tea once. He
felt timid and hopeless. The
honking cars indeed added to
his agitation. “I think I should
phone first” he thought and he
picked up the phone and dialed
his number.

“Hello – Hello. Who is it?”
sobbed someone on the other
line. Lokendra immediately
recognized his mother’s voice
and said, “Mother, what’s
wrong?”

“Oh Lokendra, my son! Your
father!”

“What happened to father!”

“Oh lord help him. He died.
Lokendra, he died; he was
ploughing the field and he had
a heart attack, they say”

With this, Lokendra dropped to
the floor and put his hands on
his head comteplating his
misfortunes. He should have
listened to Baba.
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d]/f] b]z

lxdfnsf] sfvdf kxf8sf] kfvfdf
t/fO{sf] kx]Fnf] s5f8 cf]8]/ a;]sf]
5 d]/f] b]z . d]/f] b]z d]/f] d'6' xf] .
ljZjsf] e"d08ndf ;fgf] b]lvP klg
d]/f] b]z k|s[ltsf] vfgL xf] . d]/f]
b]z ;f}Gbo{sf] vfgL xf] . of] ;fgf]
b]zdf ljleGg lsl;dsf k|fs[lts,
wfld{s, ;f+:s[lts cflb :ynx¿
k|foM h;f] kfOG5g\ . k"j{df d]rL /
klZrddf dxfsfnLsf kmfF6 nufot
pQ/tkm {sf cUnf–cUnf
lxdz[ª\vnfn] ;d]t kvf{n nufP
h:t} 5 . d]/f] b]z ;fgf] 5 / ;fgf]
b]lvPsf] 5 t/ d]/f] b]z ljleGg
s'/fdf wgL 5 h;n] ubf{ g]kfn
Pl;ofdf dfq} xf]Og ljZjd} rDsg
k'u]sf] 5 . ljZjsf] ;a}eGbf cUnf]
lxdfn ;u/dfyf klg d]/} b]zdf
5 h;n] g]kfnsf] lz/ ljZjd} pRr
agfOlbPsf] 5 .

rf/ hft 5QL; j0f{s]f ¿kdf /x]sf]
d]/f] b]z ljleGg hfthflt /
e]ife"iffsf] km"naf/L xf] . d]/f] b]z
zfGt / ;'Gb/ 5 . g]kfnnfO{ rf/
hft 5QL; j0f{sf] ¿kdf lng'sf]
klg 5'6\6} sf/0f 5 . tL ;a}
ax'hftLo dfG5]n] ljleGg lsl;dsf
efiff af]Nb5g\ ,  ljleGg lsl;dsf
;f+:s[lts kj{ dgfpF5g\ / ljleGg
wd{ dfGg'sf ;fy} 5'6\6f–5'6\6}
;dfhdf a:g] ub{5g\ . oL dflg;
ljleGg ;dfhdf a;] klg logdf
Pstfsf] efjgf 5 . em}emu8f
ub}{gg\, ;w}F Ps–csf{sf] wd{, hflt
efiff cflbnfO{ ;Ddfg ub{5g\ /
e]befj klg ub} {gg\ . g]kfnL
hgtfdf o:tf] efjgf ePsfn],
g]kfndf cg]stfdf Pstf kfOG5 .

jL/ k'vf{sf] Oltxf; x]bf{v]/L g]kfnL
ePsf]df uj{ nfU5 .

d]/f] b]zsf ;'Gb/ gbLgfnfx¿n]
snsn ub}{ dflg;sf] dgdfq
zfGt kf/]sf 5}gg\, g]kfnnfO{
hn;|f]tdf ljZjs} bf];|f] wgL b]z
agfOlbPsf 5g\ . ljzfn ;d'b|
geP klg d]/f] b]zsf /d0fLo
tfnx¿n] 5'6\6} lsl;dsf] ;'Gb/tf
k|bfg ub{5g\ . oxfFsf oL ;'Gb/
em/gf / lxdfnsf b[Zox¿ eg]
;fx|} dgdf]xs 5g\ . ljZjs} ;aeGbf
cUnf] ;u/dfyf lzv/n] g]kfndf
cem} /f}gs yk]sf] 5 . o:tf]
;'Gb/tfsf sf/0fn] ko{6sx¿sf]
dgdf g]kfnsf] gfd ;u/dfyf em}F
c6n 5 .

uf]vf{nLsf] gfd lng]lalQs} ljZjsf
sltko dfG5]sf] dg y// sfD5 .
g]kfnLn] ljZjdf o:tf] Oltxf;
/r]sf 5g\ . rLg / ef/th:tf
ljzfn b]zsf] aLrdf ePsfn]
g]kfnnfO{ b'O{ 9'ËfaLrsf] t?n
elgPsf] xf] . ljZjd} rlDsPsf /
Pl;ofsf tf/f egL lrlgPsf a'4
oxLF hGd]sf x'g\ . zflGtsf] ;Gb]z
km}nfpg] ;Ltf / e[s'6Lsf] hGd:yn
g]kfn cem} klg ljZjs} zfGt
;d'bfosf] ¿kdf lrlgG5 .

d g]kfnL ePsf]df uj{ u5'{ .
g]kfnLx¿sf] c;n :jefjn] emg\
;'gdf ;'uGw yk]sf] 5 . ;–;fgf
s'/fdf emu8f gu/Lsg xfdLn]
cufl8 a9\g'k5{ .

@)(*
hg]Gb|
sIff M &

cfdfcfdfcfdfcfdfcfdf

cfdf, ltdLn] dfof lbof} ddtf
lbof}
:g]x, b'Mv kL8f ef]Uof}
cfdf ltdLn] ;+;f/sf b'Mv nUof}
cfdf ltdL g} ;+;f/sf] Hof]lt xf} .

cfdf ltdLn] g} ;+;f/ b]vfof}
cfdf ltdLn] /fd|f] af6f]df hfg
l;sfof}
cfdf ltdLn] ef]Ug] b'Mv
ef]lu;Sof}
cfdf ltdLn] ;+;f/ lrlg;Sof} .

cfdf ltdL xf} 1fgsf] d'xf/
b'Mv kbf{ u/]gf} xf/ u'xf/
cfkm" hn]/ dnfO{ arfof}
cfdf ltdLn] g} ;a}nfO{ xF;fof} .

cfdf ltdLn] g} ;+;f/nfO{
lrgfOlbof}
cfdf ltdLn] c;n af6f] lxF8\g
l;sfOlbof} .

$)$#
;[hgf
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ltxf/
ltxf/ lxGb' wdf{jnDaLx¿sf] bf];|f]
dxfg\ kj{ xf] . lab]l;Psf bfh'efO
tyf lbbLalxgL jflif{s ¿kdf
cfpg] o; kj{ dgfpg :jb]z
kms{G5g\ . ld7f–ld7f vfg]s'/f
vfP/, lemlnldnL aQL afnL
3/nfO{ l;Fuf/]/, gofF–gofF n'uff
nufP/ ;a}n] /dfOnf] u5{g\ .

ltxf/sf] klxnf] lbg cyf{t\ sfu
ltxf/df sfusf] k"hf u/L b'weft
vfg lbOG5 . To;}u/L bf];|f] lbg
cyf{t\ s's'/ ltxf/df s's'/sf] k"hf
u/L dfnf nufOlbP/ p;nfO{
dgkg]{ vfg]s'/fx¿ lbOG5g\ .
o;}u/L t];|f] lbg cyf{t\ nIdLk"hfsf]
lbgdf laxfg} ufO{sf] k"hf ul/G5 .
a]n'sfkv 3/jl/kl/ lnk]/ nIdLsf]
kfOnf agfO{ lbof] aflnG5 .

3/leq nIdLk"hf ubf{ afn]sf]
lbof]nfO{ efO6Lsfsf] lbg;Dd
glgefO{ /fVg] rng 5 . o; lbgdf
dlxnf tyf s]6Lx¿n] e}nf] v]Ng]
rng klg 5 . ltxf/sf] rf}yf] lbg
cyf{t\ uf]jw{g k"hfsf] lbg k'?if
tyf s]6fx¿n] b]p;L v]n]/ /dfOnf]
u5{g\ . clGtd lbg cyf{t\ kfFrf}F
lbgdf lbbLalxgLn] bfh'efOnfO{
;Kt/ËL 6Lsf nufOlbG5g\ / nfdf]
cfo'sf] sfdgf u5{{g\ .

To;}n] ltxf/sf] cfudg ;Fu;Fu}
dflg;x¿ pT;flxt x'G5g\ . o;
kj{nfO{ w'dwfd;Fu dgfpgsf
nflu ;fj{hlgs labf klg lbOG5 .
lxGb' ;d'bfon] dfGg] dxfg\ kj{
ltxf/n] g]kfnsf] ;+:s[lt /
/xg;xg emNsfpF5 .

ltd|} kvf{Odf

klv{/x]sf] 5' d cem} klg ToxL
bf]af6f]df
hxfF xfdL ;Fu} x'GYof}F Pscsf{sf]
;fydf
xftdf xft /fVb} a:bYof}F xfdL
h'g 7fpFdf
lbg latfO/x]sf] x'GYof}F cfhsn
a;
la;{g vf]H5' ltdLnfO{ t/ ltd|}
dfq ofb cfpF5
ca ltdL kms]{/ cfP dfq of]
dgn] zflGt kfpF5 .

dfof eGg] lrh g} o:tf] x'Fbf]
/x]5
h;nfO{ la;{g rfx\of], p;s}
dfq ofb cfpg]
k|]d eg]s} o:tf] lrh /x]5
h;nfO{ e'Ng vf]Hof], p;s}
;Demgf dgdf 5fpg] .

To;}n] x/]s lbg ToxL 7fpFdf
a:5', ltd|f] cfzdf
cfpF5f} eGg] ;f]R5', /xg ;w}F
;fydf
ltdL cfpF5\of} ls gfOF d eGg
;lSbgF
ltdL cfpg] lbgx¿, d uGg
;lSbgF
t/ ltdL cfpm gcfpm, Tof] t
ltd|} dhL{ xf]
dfq olt hflg/fv ls d oxLF
al;/xg] 5'
x/]s kn, x/]s If0f, ltd|}
kvf{Odf latfpg] 5'
rfx] latf];\ lhGbuL, dnfO{
lhGbuLsf] dfof 5}g
rfx] nfuf];\ cgGt ;do,
;dosf] kjf{x 5}g
oxL 7fpFdf laGtL 5 kmsL{ cfpm km]l/

klv{/xG5' bf]af6f]df ltd|} af6f] x]/L.

gofF jif{sf] z'esfdgf

s;/L lbpmF s;/L lnpmF d
z'esfdgf

lnP/ cfof] of] gofF jif{ k'/fg}
rfxgf

6f]kL 5 pxL ef]6f] 5 oxL j:q 5
k'/fgf]

cfFug klg lsg xf] cfh nfUb5
la/fgf]

r]tgfsf] cefjn] st} 5 clzIff
lzlIft klg a]/f]huf/ o:t} 5

;d:of
dxFuL a9L ahf/ efp cfsfz

5'Fbf] 5
x]b}{g sf]xL eGb}g sf]xL of] dg

?Fbf] 5 .
czflGt dfq lbgx'F b]Vbf of] dg

q:t 5
ljZjf;lagf b]z of] cfh /f]un]

u|:t 5
sfFwdf xfd|} r9]/ cfh 5g\ g]tf

ag]sf
b]zsf] lxt la;]{/ cfˆg} :jfy{df

8'a]sf
d'7Le/ 6f7f / af7f of] b]z

grfpg]
ltg}sf] lglDt Joj:yf xf] ls

c¿nfO{ ?jfpg]
wgL t ltg} aGb5g\ cem} hf]

:jod\ wgL 5g\
ul/a eg] ag]/ hfg] ul/a cem}

hf] 5g\
s] eof] nf}g b]zsf cem} lubf]{ 5

cj:yf
ljsf;ult cufl8 a9f];\ zflGt /

;'/Iff
sfod /xL km'n]/ kmnf];\ g]kfnL

;lbR5f
ufF; / af; skf;h:tf lgtfGt

rfxgf
k'u]sf] a]nf lbP/ lnpFnf d

z'esfdgf .
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 BNKS- My Pride BNKS- My Pride BNKS- My Pride BNKS- My Pride BNKS- My Pride

 Life is not a bed of roses. There
are ups and downs and
because of that, we learn the
real meaning of life. It has been
almost seven years that I have
been studying at
Budhanilkantha School. The
school has taught more than I
could have learnt at any other
place. I think that my choice to
study at Budhanilkantha School
is the wisest decision that I
have ever made. Here is the list
of what I mainly learnt from this
school.

It has taught me to face any
difficulties that come on the
way and to fight back.

It has taught me to respect
seniors and love and take care
of my juniors.

It has taught me to distinguish
between what is right and what
is wrong.

These are only a few points of
what it has taught me. Maybe
a book wouldn’t be able to
mention all of my learning.

At  Budhanilkantha School, we
dance when we are happy, we
cry when we are sad but we are
never alone. We have our
friends on our back to support
us at every moments of our life.

Now when I look about me, I
find that a lot of my friends who
were here are missing. I see
new faces that are totally
different from us. Maybe that
is why we are called the old
ones- the ones who know when
to compromise, who know the
perfect dance steps, who know
when to support each other and
the ones who know when to
ring the bell of the head of
house’s flat.

Time might come when they’ll
learn but for now we proudly
smile and teach them slowly,
the Budhanilkantha Way.

Eyes That ServeEyes That ServeEyes That ServeEyes That ServeEyes That Serve

Nothing remained as it was.
Everyone was shaken by the
worst nightmare one could
imagine of. Things were so
dismantled  that it was almost
impossible for anyone to put
a brave face on. “Earthquake”
– it is just a ten lettered word
but was able to ruin more than
ten thousand lives. Millions of
words seemed to be
insufficient to depict the
situation that needs no
exaggeration. That was the
time when everything
changed, but something never

left its shadow behind; no
matter whether it was a blind
night or stunning sunlight. It
was the extraordinary
contribution through
awesome bravery; never
dying, never denying soldiers.

Yes, it was  them who were
determined to give their hands
to the needy ones during that
time of need. There was fear
in every beating heart,
including those of our soldiers,
that another big earthquake
might strike any time soon.
But with nerves of steel, our
brave soldiers risked their
lives, helping rescue people
trapped in the  most difficult
of situations. Not ot only that,
despite having their own
families to look after, and their
own roofs to mend, they
travelled the most rural areas
to distribute food, clothing,
other relief materials and
helped rebuild people’s
homes. In that moment of
crisis, they helped rebuild the
nation like none else did.

For this, and for all the other
great works that our soilders
do for us- I thank you all. My
words shall never be enough
to describe and appreciate the
tremndous contributions you
provide to our nation. But it’s
this that makes you so great –
selfless, relentless work in the
most difficult of times. This is
a piece of gratitude for your
ever sparkling souls – souls
whose eyes not only see, but
whose hands also serve. “Hats
off” !

70557055705570557055
 Shraddha Shraddha Shraddha Shraddha Shraddha
Class: A1Class: A1Class: A1Class: A1Class: A1
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My Mother, MyMy Mother, MyMy Mother, MyMy Mother, MyMy Mother, My
AngelAngelAngelAngelAngel

“God cannot be everywhere so he
made mothers.” I don’t know how
God looks like, but when I close
my eyes and try to think of god, I
see my mother looking at me with
her angelic smile. God  is
supposed to look after us and it is
my mother who does so for me.

Her arms were always open
when I needed a hug. Her heart
understood when I needed a
friend. Her gentle eyes were
stern when I needed a lesson.
Her strength guided me
throughout the hard times.
Whenever my mother caresses
my hair with her hand, a warm
feeling engulfs me. Whenever
she sings my favorite lullaby my
heart swells with happiness. I
prefer sitting on her lap to
ruling the heavens. She is like
a moon that shines and shows
me the way even during the
darkest hours of my life.

She is an epitome of beauty and
kindness for me. She’s my
source of inspiration and
encouragement. Behind my
story there is always going to
be my mother’s story. Thank
you, mom for bringing me to
this world and making it a
beautiful place to live in. Thank
you for being my angel.

That Single MinuteThat Single MinuteThat Single MinuteThat Single MinuteThat Single Minute

Adrenaline rushed through my
veins and the clock ticked away
while I stared blankly into the
sea of words made by the stain
of ink on paper. I was sure I was
not going to make it through the
test as I heard the final ticking
of the clock. In a fraction of a
second, the ceiling lights blacked
out and the tension heightened.
It was that single minute in a

Life and TimeLife and TimeLife and TimeLife and TimeLife and Time

Life is something which is
based on time. To use life
properly we should also utilize
our time properly. Life is full of
happiness as well as sadness.
Some people do not study, they
play and waste time by thinking
about the past. Life is also
about making mistakes during
childhood, and learning from
them. In life we should always
stand for ourselves. In life there
are many rights and wrongs but
we should always try to take the
right decisions.

lifetime, I truly feared about not
making through.

In that single minute, the
walls vibrated. In that single
minute, tables and chairs
rippled out of their orderly
arrangement. In the single
minute, mere lives drowned
into the sea of wood and
metal. In that single minute,
my fist clenched as I held onto
the rope of life; legs of the
table. In that single minute, I
longed for the faces of my
loved ones. In the single
minute, I became more
religious than ever. In the
single minute, I was in
absolute despair.

A minute of catastrophe took
over Nepal, leaving crumbled
concrete and shattered bones
behind. The platform which
supported the highest
mountain shook so hard the
summit descended. Buildings
which stood tall, collapsed
into the dirt they were made
of. Families were torn apart as
members were buried under
their roofs. The minute long
earthquake scarred me
emotionally as I now grieve a
lifelong for my late friend who
left together with the
‘Dharahara’.

40404040407777777777
SamanSamanSamanSamanSaman
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d]/f] b]zd]/f] b]zd]/f] b]zd]/f] b]zd]/f] b]z

hxfF
cGwsf/ /ftdf
/fx' w/tLnfO{ 3]g{
uf]nfaf?bsf] ;fydf l/;fpFb}
cf]/fnf] em5{
wtL{nfO{ ;jf{Ë IftljIft kfP/
cTolws k5'tfP/
psfnf] kms{g] u5{ .

hxfF,
sf]lknfd} RofltP/ em5{g\
cf?av8fsf km"nx¿
hxfF,
pifsf ls/0f;+u} l;gf] n'5\g
em5{g\ lu4sf x'nx¿

hxfF,
afx|} dlxgf dflg;sf dgdf
r9\5g\, nfnrsf e"tx¿
hxfF,
Psf laxfg} /f]P/ kms{G5g\
a'4sf b"tx¿

hxfF,
a'4sf cfFvf 5n]/
nfU5g\ lx+;fsf cfufx¿
hxfF,
cljZjf;sf] lemNsf k/]/
r'l8G5g\ k|]dsf wfufx¿

hxfF
dfgjtfnfO{ pl5g]/
hGd lnG5g\ ;x/x¿
hxfF,
cfFvfnfO{ ?jfP/
hN5g\ efjgfsf 3/x¿

hxfF,
If0fe/d} ;'? x'G5g\
efjgfsf o'4x¿
clg csf]{ cjtf/ lng
8/fpF5g\ a'4x¿

hxfF,
cfˆgf cfkmGtx¿sf ?jfOdf
lxdfnsf cfF;' em/]sf] x'G5
c;To g/fd|} eP klg
Tof] d]/f] b]zdf
;Ton] o'4 xf/]sf] x'G5 .

;+:s[ltsf] ;Ddfg

xfd|f] b]z g]kfn k|fs[lts, ef}uf]lns,
eflifs, hftLo tyf wfld{s
ljljwtf cflbn] el/k"0f{ b]z xf] .
oL s '/ fx¿n ] ubf {  xfdL
g]kfnLx¿nfO{ uj{ nfU5 . oL
s'/fx¿dWo] xfd|f] g]kfnsf] cfsif{0f
;f+:s[lts ljljwtf klg Ps xf] .
xfd|f ] b]zdf ljleGg k|sf/sf
dflg;x¿ 5g\ . tL dflg;x¿n]
ljleGg k|sf/sf wd{x¿ dfG5g\ /
tL ljleGg wd{x¿ dfGg]n] w]/}
;+:s[ltx¿ klg ckgfpF5g\ .

xfdLn] cfˆgf] kl/jf/af6 l;s]sf
s'/fx¿, u'0fx¿ oL ;a} xfd|f nflu
cg's/0fLo 5g\ . ljleGg kl/jf/df
ljleGg k|sf/sf ;+:s[ltx¿ x'G5g\ .
oL ;+:s[ltx¿ /fd|f klg x'g ;S5g\,
h'grflxF ;dfhsf] ljsf;df sfd
nfU5g\ t/ s'g} eg] g/fd|f klg

x'G5g\ h'grflxF ;dfhnfO{ g/fd|f]
;Gb]z klg lbG5g\ t/ ljleGg
hfltx¿sf ljleGg ;+:s[ltx¿ 5g\
/ oL ;+:s[ltx¿nfO{ xfdLn] :jLsf/
ug'{ k5{ . ljleGg hfltsf ljleGg
;+:s[ltnfO{ ;Ddfg ug{ l;Sg'k5{ .

g]kfn Ps ljljwtfn] el/Psf] b]z
x'gfn] xfdLn] Ps csf{lar e]b
ug'{x'Fb}g . xfdL ;a} ldn]/, Ps h'6
eP/ sfd ug'{k5{ . xfdLn] pmFr–
gLrsf] efjgf NofP/ leGgtf
b]vfpg'x'Fb}g . To;}u/L xfdLn] Ps–
csf{larsf] ;+:s[ltnfO{ klg e]b
ug'{x'Fb}g . xfdLn] Pp6f ;+:s[lt
l;s]sf x'G5f}F / c¿n] c¿ g}
ckgfPsf x'G5g\ . ToxLcg';f/
cfˆgf] hLjg cufl8 a9fpF5g\ .
To;}n] To;df xfd|f] s]xL uNtL 5}g
/ p;sf] ;+:s[lt /fd|f], d]/f] g/fd|f]
eg]/ leGgtf Nofpg'xF'b}g . xfdLn]
Pscsf{sf] ;+:s[ltnfO{ ;Ddfg ug{
l;Sg'k5{ . xfdL Ps ;f+:s[lts
ljljwtf ePsf] b]zdf 5f}F / Ps
csf{sf] ;+:s[ltnfO{ g/fd|f] eGg] /
;Ddfg glbg] eg]sf] /fd|f] xf]Og .

clxn] xfd|f] b]zsf] cj:yf ;'wfl/b}
uPsf ]  5 . klxn ]–klxn ] t
dflg;x¿ Ps–csf{nfO{ x]Ky],
;+:s[ltx¿ v/fa eg]/ lwSsfy{] t/
clxn] of] sd x'Fb} uPsf] 5 . of]
eg]sf] /fd|} s'/f xf] . t/ clxn]
klg of] rng k"/} x6]sf] 5}g / of]
s'/f eg]sf] nfhdbf]{ s'/f xf] . To;}n]
xfdL ;a} ldn]/ Psh'6 eP/
Pscsf{sf] ;Ddfg ub}{ a9g'k5{
o;/L xfd|f] b]z klg ;lk|G5 /
;+:s[ltsf] ;Ddfg a9\5 ;fy} ;a}
dflg;x¿ Pstfsf ;fy ljsf;lt/
nfU5g\ .
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xNnfPsf] 5,xNnfPsf] 5,xNnfPsf] 5,xNnfPsf] 5,xNnfPsf] 5,
eTsfPsf] 5}geTsfPsf] 5}geTsfPsf] 5}geTsfPsf] 5}geTsfPsf] 5}g

yfxf 5, oxfF w]/} sDkg cfPsf 5g\
;a}nfO{ xNnfPsf] 5
3/x¿ elTsPsf 5g\, dflg;x¿
elTsPsf 5g\
;+/rgf ;a} df6f]df ldl;Psf
5g\,
cfsfznfO{ r'Dg] w/x/f cfh
hldgdf 9ln/x]sf] 5
g]kfnLx¿ /utdf ntkltPsf
5g\
s}of}F t t8\lk/x]sf 5g\
3/ phf8 ePsf] 5, dg phf8
ePsf] 5,
t/ yfxf 5, o;n] dg xNnfPsf]
5, eTsfPsf] 5}g .

s] eof] xfd|f ;+/rgf 9n]/ <
s] eof]  xfd|f dflg;x¿ d/]/ <
xfdL cem} lhpFb} 5f}F, h;n],
9n]sf ;+/rgf km]l/ p7fpg] 5f}F
d/]sf cfTdfnfO{ zflGt lbnfpg]
5f}F
atfpg] 5f}F ;f/f ;+;f/nfO{ xfdL
sf] xfF} eg]/
lsgls e"sDkn] xfd|f] dg
xNnfPsf] 5, eTsfPsf] 5}g .

w/x/fn] km]l/ cfsfz r'Dg] 5
xfd|f d7dlGb/x¿ km]l/ 7l8g]
5g\
;+;f/nfO{ kf7 l;sfpg] 5g\
logn]
g]kfnL sf] x'g\ eg]/
Pstfdf hDg] 5f}F
b]zsf nflu afFRg] 5fF}, b]zsf
nflu dg]{ 5f}F
agfpg] 5f}F km]l/ p:t}

;'Gb/ zfGt g]kfn
lsgls e"sDkn] xfd|f] dg
xNnfPsf] 5, eTsfPsf] 5}g .

xfdLdf nfu]sf] rf]6 cem} tfhf
5
kL8f yfxf 5 xfdLnfO{ ;a}sf]
xfd|f bfh'efOsf] nf;df /dfpg]
e"sDknfO{
sbflk 5f]8\g] 5}gf}F
o;n] 9fn]sf ;a} s'/f km]l/
p7fpg] 5f}F
atfpg] 5f}F of] e"sDknfO{
o;n] xfd|f] s]xL laufg{ ;Sb}g
eg]/
tfls o;nfO{ ofb xf];\
g]kfndf hfg' Joy{ 5
;+/rgf 9fNg' Joy{ 5, dfG5] dfg'{
Joy{ 5
;f]rf];\ ls d logLx¿sf] dg
xNnfpg ;S5', eTsfpg ;lSbgF .

d]/f] nIod]/f] nIod]/f] nIod]/f] nIod]/f] nIo

eljiosf nflu agfOg] ;sf/fTds
;f]rnfO{ nIo elgG5 . d]/f] nIo
Ps s'zn 8fS6/ aGg] xf] . d
dflg;sf] ;]jfnfO{ g} wd{ dfG5' .
xfd|f] b]z ufpFg} ufpFn] el/Psf]
5 . xfd|f] b]zdf cfwfeGbf a9L
ufpFdf clxn] klg Pp6f ;fgf]
:jf:Yo rf}sL 5}g . xfd|f] ufpFdf
lbbL, efph" ;'Ts]/L x'g g;s]/
sfnsf] d'vdf k/]sf 5g\ .
slt;Fu t cf}iflw lsGg] k};f
klg x'Fb}g . To;}n] d]/f] nIo eg]sf]
ufpFsf l;wf ufpFn] bfh'efO /
lbbLalxgLsf] ;]jf ug]{ xf] .

w]/} h;f] dflg; k9\gsf nflu
;x/ k;]kl5, km ] l/ ufpFdf
kmls{b}gg\ . d}n] rflxF cfˆgf]
ufpFdf cfP/ ;]jfug]{ c7f]6
lnPsf] 5' . ufpFdf l;wf;fwf
lbbLalxgLnfO{ af]S;L eg]/ s'6lk6
ug]{ rng 5 . lzlIft dflg;
hlt ;a} ;x/df dfq a:g] xf]
eg], xfd|f ufpFsf o:tf v/fa
rfnrngx¿ a9\b} hfG5g\ .
To;}n] d ufpFdf a;]/ cf}ifwL
ug ] {  5 ' . Toxf F  g/fd | f
rfnrngx¿sf] af/]df ;a}nfO{
hfgsf/L lbg] 5' . s'i7/f]u nfu]/
ufpFaf6 lgsflnPsfnfO{ km]l/
ufpFdf kmsf{Olbg] 5' . ?vdf r9]/
3fF; emfbf{ v'kf{n] sf6]/ t/t/L
/ut emfb}{ cfPsf dflg;nfO{
dndk§L nufOlbg] 5' .

ufpFdf uP/ sfd ubf{ cfˆgf]
1fgsf] ;b'kof]u x'G5 / hgtfsf]
cTolws ;]jf ug{ kfOG5 eGg]
;f]r /fv]sf] 5' . ufpF3/x¿df
dflg;x? 8fS6/ geP/ 6'x'/f
h:t} eO/x]sf 5g\ . ufpFn]x¿
;fgf]ltgf] /f]un] klg u|:t x'G5g\ .
To;}n] d]/f] hLjgsf] nIo rflxF
8fS6/ xf] . clzlIftnfO{ lzlIft
kfg{ / ;fdfGo 1fgsf] klg sdLsf
sf/0f Hofg u'dfpg afWo
x'g]x¿nfO{ arfpg ufpF hfg] xf] .
;a}eGbf klxn] /fd|f] k9\g] / 8fS6/
ag]/ Tof] d]/f] 8fS6/L 1fgnfO{
ufpFdf nu]/ sfd nufpg] g} d]/f]
hLjgsf] ;a}eGbf 7"nf] nIo xf] .
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A Thrilling RideA Thrilling RideA Thrilling RideA Thrilling RideA Thrilling Ride

Life is an unpredictable journey,
where the unexpected is to be
expected. We never know what
awaits us and what to look out
for. Life is never as simple and
easy as black and white. But,
just like a splash of color
enhances the beauty of a
sketch, a pinch of failure and a
sprinkle of obstacles also make
life more exciting and worth
living. Without failure, no one
experiences the true sense of
success. Without sadness, no
one can ever fully quench their
thirst for happiness. Without

My CatMy CatMy CatMy CatMy Cat

I have a little cat,
It is very fat.
It likes to wear a big hat,
And sit on a mat.

It is very cute,
It likes to play the flute.
It plays with a woolen ball,
And wears a blue shawl.

It has a furry coat,
And travels in a boat.
It is brown,
And wears a crown.

77777111116868686868
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obstacles, no one can ever have
a life story worth sharing.
Everything happens for a good
reason and indeed is a blessing
in disguise. We must embrace
the problems as they come and
face them bravely. We must not
fear about what lies ahead. We
must keep in mind the good we
need to achieve and strive
towards it by overcoming the
hurdles one at a time. Learn to
take risks and challenges,
because at the end it’s the
experience that will make the
difference. So, don’t regret over
your past or worry about the
future, just enjoy the present
and live the moment. Go out
and explore the world. Breathe
out and live your life to the
fullest. Enjoy the thrilling roller-
coaster ride called “LIFE”.
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The Man’s EyesThe Man’s EyesThe Man’s EyesThe Man’s EyesThe Man’s Eyes

It told me so much about him.
His golden brown face and
white beard instantly caught my
mind. Drops of sweat running
down his face made me think
hard. His eyes were deep like
the ocean which told that he had
sacrificed a lot in his life. He had
a forced smile on his face that
gleamed in the bright light of the
shop. He carried a sack of rice
on his back.

It looked heavy but he seemed
fine.  He’d gathered so much
strength, power and courage for
his living. I know how much he
abhorred the world. It was
completely dark for him but
somewhere deep down he felt
that there was a candle of hope
burning that would spread light
all over. He did not need anyone
by his side to support him. He
worked very hard just in hope
that working hard a day would
surely provide him the pleasure
that he was seeking for. I felt
that he believed in the power
and beauty of his dreams. His
eyes told all those hidden secrets
he hid behind his lips.

FriendshipFriendshipFriendshipFriendshipFriendship

Friendship is like gold,
But it can never be sold.
It is the love of a friend,
That, we believe, will never end.

Friendship is not a game,
That we can play anytime.
Friendship is about making,
And not about breaking.

It is to be treasured,
But it can never be measured.
Friendship is like gold,
But it can never be sold.

Holidays

Holidays are fun.
Sleeping under the sun,
Let’s go for a ride.
Or go to the seaside.
Go to a mall?
Or play with a ball?
Let’s eat a bun.
And have lots of fun.
Read funny books.
Or make good looks.
Many things to do,
Oh! What to do?
Do anything you want
And just have fun.

HolidayHolidayHolidayHolidayHoliday

The best holiday ever
That I had spent never
I spent with all my friends
Playing, singing and dancing
with them.

I spent my holiday with my
mother
Basking under her love and care
All I did was rest
To get rid of all my stress

One night when we were having fun
All of a sudden the light was
gone
But the light of happiness was
always on
Whether the light of sadness
was there or gone

This holiday was the greatest
ever
But then I caught a fever
I was then admitted to a
hospital
Because I had caught a high fever

I spent my holiday having fun
Now tell me about your holiday
And what you have done.
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x/fPsf] d / d]/f] hLjgx/fPsf] d / d]/f] hLjgx/fPsf] d / d]/f] hLjgx/fPsf] d / d]/f] hLjgx/fPsf] d / d]/f] hLjg

Ps cFWof/f] /ftsf] s'/f xf] .
PsfGtdf a;]/ hLjgsf] ljZn]if0f
ul//x]s]sf] lyPF . dgdf cg]s
s'/fx¿ v]Ng yfn] . hLjgnfO{
glhs}af6 lgofn]/ x]/]F .
clxn];Dd lat]sf ;f/f knx¿,
Ps Ps If0fx¿ ;Dem]F . cGttM
lgl:sof] d]/f] cf]7af6 Pp6f dGb
d':sfg . hLjg klg yfx} gkfO{
slt rfF8} lat]5 . ;Demgf u5'{,
tL ;a} ;'v, b'Mvsf If0fx¿,
cfFvf lemldSs ug{ gkfpFb} lat]
h:tf] nfU5 . hLjg;Fu ;f]Wgkg]{
k|Zgx¿ y'k|} 5g\ t/ hjfkmsf]
cfzf 5}g .
hLjg;Fu o:tf] Psnf}6L
cGtjf{tf{ y'k|} ul/of], k|Zgx¿
ylkFb} uP t/ hjfkm slxNo}
cfpg ;s]g . pkfo geP/
ef]n]gfysf]df klg uPF t/ wtL{df
kfOnf 6]s]sf] oltsf jif{
lalt;Sbf klg hLjgdf s]xL
pFef] nfUbf] s'/f u/]sf] kQf] 5}g .
olQsf ;do v]/ kmfn]sf]df
cfkm}FnfO{ lwSsf/ nfU5 . ;DemFbf
klg cfª l;l/ª\u u5{, ls st}
oxL d]/f] hLjgsf] cGTo t
xf]Og . jf:tjdf hLjg t Pp6f
;kgf h:t} /x]5, lapFemgnfO{
;"o{sf] ls/0f g} rflxg] .

cwf]ultdf /fi6« /
blaPsf cfjfhx¿

;Eotfsf] ;'?jftdf ha dfgja'l4
km:6fpg yfNof] tab]lv g} x'g'k5{ p;n]
Pstf / ;f}xfb{tfsf] kf7 l;s]sf] .
;Eotfsf] ljsf;;Fu} ;+:sf/sf] hGd
eof] . dfg, dof{bf, cfTd;Ddfg, k|lti7f
h:tf s'/fx¿ cfpg yfn] . o;}sf]
kmn:j¿k hGd eof] /fi6«jfbsf] .
/fi6«jfb Pp6f efjgf xf] h;n]
cfTd;Ddfg, k|lti7f / eljiosf]
;'lglZrttfsf] Uof/]G6L k|bfg ub{5 .
xfd|f] kl/k|]Iodf x]g]{ xf] eg] g]kfn xfd|f]
3/ / g]kfnLkg xfd|f] ;+:sf/ .

b]zsf] jt{dfg kl/l:ylt x]/]/ eGg]
xf] eg] sbflk b]zsf] pHHjn
eljiosf] sNkgf ug{ ;lsGg . /fi6«
cwf]ulttkm{ nfu]sf] 5 . Pp6fn]
csf{sf] ljZjf; ug]{ ;do 5}g .
åGå ;lsP/ zflGtsf] vf]hdf lxF8]sf]
ljsf;f]Gd'v b]zsf x/]s gful/sn]
l;/fgLdf v's'/L /fv]/ ;'Tg'k/]sf]
5 . sf/0f s'g} klg a]nf h] klg x'g
;S5 . /fhgLlts cl:y/tf / a9\bf]

e|i6frf/sf] n]vfhf]vf 5}g . ;x/
l5g] {x¿ AjfF;f] / :ofn eP/
lg:sG5g\ . ;fdflhs ;d'Gglt /
;dfg'kflts ljsf;sf] gf/f nufP/
kb kfpg]x¿nfO{ df ]km;nsf]
cfjfhsf] dtna 5}g . vf;}df eGg]
xf] eg] k};fsf] k§Ln] cGwf] agfPsf]]
5 /fhwfgLnfO{ . /fhwfgLdf
rxnkxn 5 / df]km;ndf blaPsf
5g\ cfjfhx¿ .

oL cfjfhx¿ ltg} cfd g]kfnL
hgtfsf x 'g \ . h;n] x/ ]s
/fhgLlts kl/jt{gaf6 ld7f] cfz
/fVgafx]s s]xL ug{ kfPsf 5}gg\ .
oL cfjfhx¿ ltg} hgtfsf x'g\
h;sf] 5fgf] r'lxP/ cfˆg} 3/leq
c;'/lIft 5g\ . logsf] /utsf] vf]nf]
aUof], logLx¿ klg ;lxb, 6'x'/f,
3/af/ ljxLg eP . t/ h;sf nflu
logn] /ut kl;gf aufP cfh
ltgLx¿n] g} logsf xftdf sfg'gsf]
xts8L nufPsf 5g\ . cfˆgf] cfF;'
k'5\nfg\ eg]/ ljZjf; u/]/ k7fPsf]
cfˆg} aGw'n] klg df]km;n lal;{;Sof],
;xl/of df]hd:tLdf e'ln;Sof] .
;tLn] ;/fk]sf] b]zdf ca czflGt,
cljZjf; / a]d]nsf] cfuf] nflu;Sof]
t/ oL ;asf] l;sf/ x'g afWo 5g\
ltg} blaPsf cfjfhx¿ .

oL cfjfhx¿ hlt blaPsf 5g\
logdf Tolt g} zlQm ;~ro ePsf]
5 . olb nfdf] ;do;Dd klg
sfg'gn] k§L vf]n]g eg] Tof] ;l~rt
zlQm kSs} klg lj:kmf]6 x'g] 5, h;n]
czflGtsf] cfuf]df l3pafx]s s]xL
yKg] 5}g . To;}n] olb df]hd:tLsf]
g;faf6 plqP/ Wofg lbof}F eg] xfdL
klg ;'Gg ;dy{ x'gF]5f}F Tof] blaPsf]
cfjfh, u'lD;Psf] lrTsf/ clg
cGt/cfTdfsf] k'sf/ .
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ca s] xf]nf <

æcfdf, l56f] cfpg' g . vfgf vfg]
xf]Og < dnfO{ s:tf] ef]s nflu;Sof]
Sof, .Æ /fwfn] cfˆgL cfdfnfO{
elgg\ . h'g]nL /ft lyof] . cfdf
cfˆgf] nfx'/] 5f]/fsf] kvf{Odf lyOg\ .
s]xL vfg] OR5f gePsf] hgfpFb}
cfdfn] b'MvL :j/df elgg\ , ætF vf
g . d t]/f] bfO cfPkl5 vfG5' .
ef]s klg nfu]sf] 5}g .Æ æotf ca]/
eO;Sof] . bfO clxn];Dd cfpg'
ePsf] 5}g . v} cfh bfO cfpg'xf]nf
h:tf] dnfO{ nfUb}g,Æ cfzf dfb}{
/fwfn] egL . ægcfP gvfpFnf lg
t . s] 5 /, ef]s nfUof xf]Og .
t}klg cfh t Tof] cfpF5 xf]nf
lg . laxfg kmf]g ubf{v]/L, æcfdf
tkfO{ lrGtf gug'{ e/];Dd t d
cjZo cfpF5 'Æ eg]Yof ] st}
c8\lsP/ l9nf] ePsf] klg t x'g
;S5 .Æ cem} klg cfzf /fVb}
cfdfn] elgg\ . crfgs ‰ofKk aQL
lgEof] . /fwf / cfdf b'j} 8/fpg
yfn] . cfdfn] elgg\ æhfg af,
d}gaQL lnP/ cfOh .Æ PSsfl;
cfdf 5f]/Ln ]9f]sf 9s9s u/]sf]
cfjfh ;'g]F . b'a} c;fWo} pT;flxt
eP . cfdfn] v';L x'Fb} elgg\, æbfh'
cfPh:tf] 5 l56f] uP/ 9f]sf
vf]lnxfn t 5f]/L .Æ 5f]/L klg
pT;flxt x'Fb} bf}8b} 9f]sf vf]Ng uOg\
geGb} bfO g} /x]5g\ . /fwf Psbd}
v';L eOg\ . v';L xF'b} pgn] elgg\
æcfcfcf=================cfdf, bfO
cfpg' eof] . aQL tof/ kfb}{ u/]sL
cfdf klg v';L x'Fb} tn eml/g\ .
5f]/fn] cfdfsf] v'6\6f 9f]Ub} cfdfnfO{
k|0ffd u¥of] . cfdf klg dlVvFb}
5f]/f;Fu af]Ng yflng\ . 5f]/f;Fu
af]Nbf af]Nb} pgn] dfly hfg] d];}

kfOgg\ . 5f]/f cfkm}Fn] eGof], æcfdf
dfly g} uP/ aft df/f}Fnf lg
x'Fb}g .Æ cfdfn] elgg\, æP, afa'
ltdL yfSof} xf]nf hfpFm hfcf}F dfly
g} hfcf}F . ltg} hgf dfly uP .
5f]/fn] emf]nf vf]tfNg yfNof] .
cfdfnfO{ ;f/L / alxgLsf nflu
eg]/ NofPsf] s'tf{ ;njf/ lbof] .
clg b'a} hgf ;'Tgsf nflu sf]7fdf
l5/] . laxfg ;a]/} p7]/ alxgL emf8'
kf]5f nufpg yflng\ . crfgs
tLghgf 8/nfUbf dflg; cfPsf]
alxgLn] b]lv5g\ tL dfG5]x¿ pgs}
3/lt/ cfpFb} lyP . ltgLx¿n]
/fwfnfO{ bfOnfO{ af]nfpg eg] .
/fwfn] bfOnfO{ ;Daf]wg ub}{ elgg\
æbfO, bfO tkfO{FnfO{ e]6\g dfG5]
cfPsf 5g\ .Æ bfO tn em/] crfgs
pgLx¿n] bfOnfO{ tfg]/ nu] .
/fwfn] s]jn bfOn] ægfO{FÆ eg]sf]
dfq ;'lgg\ . To;kl5 pgsf] bfO
sxfF uP, lhpFb} 5g\ of d/] s;}nfO{
yfx} 5}g . ca s] xf]nf Tof] klg
s;}nfO{ yfxf 5}g .

cfdf ltd|f] ofbdfcfdf ltd|f] ofbdfcfdf ltd|f] ofbdfcfdf ltd|f] ofbdfcfdf ltd|f] ofbdf

nufP/ ToxL /ftf] rf]nL clg
u'Go'
kv]/Ldf 3fF; sfF6\b} 5\of} xf}nL
3fF; sf6\b} otfplt tL gh/
8'nfpF5\of} xf}nL
clg d lxF8g] af6f]lt/ x]b}{
dnfO{ g} vf]H5\of} xf}nL

z"Go nfUbf] xf] ltdLnfO{ d v]Ng]
cfFug l/Ttf] b]Vbf
ofb d]/f] knkn cfpFbf] xf]

ltdLnfO{ PSn} d]nfkft ubf{
clg ofbn] d]/f] 5ftL cfˆgf]
km'6fpF5|\of} xf}nL
dWo/ftdf dnfO{ g} ;DemL
cfF;'n] l;/fgL lehfp5\of} xf}nL .

h;/L ltdL t8\lkFbL xf} dljgf,
To;/L g} t8\lk/f5' oxfF d
ltd|} Gofgf] sfv vf]hL cflQ/f5'
oxfF d
emNsf] ltd|f] cfpF5 w]/} PskN6
t e]l6b]pm

;kgfd} eP klg cfO{ cfdf Gof;|f]
ltd|f] d]6fOb]pm .

kf]N5 dg emg} d]/f] ;DemL ljbfOdf
ltdLn] emf/]sf cfF;'sf yf]kf

d'6'g} ltdL;Fu 5f]8L afFRg ;S5'
/ d sxfF

x] b}j Û of] s'g ;kgf clg uGtJosf]
vf]hL xf]

hxfF o'uf}Fb]lv ufFl;Psf] Pp6f
;DaGw g} df}g ef] .

cf;'n] 36\bf] /x]g5 b"/L cfdf To;}n]
ltdLn] k/]nf ?emfpg' kb}{g .

/ft kl5 lbg cfp5 /] cfdf
To;}n] ltdL cflQg' kb}{g
a? afrf u/ cfh dnfO{ ;w}F
d':s'/fO/xG5' egL
h'g xfF;f]n] hufO{b]cf];\ dleq
x/fPsf ltd|f ;kgfnfO{ klg .

of] le8df x/fpFnf d cfkmF} t/
x/fplbgF cfdf ltdLnfO{

dl/lbpFnf d cfkmF} t/ dflUbgF
d ltd|f] dfofnfO{

Tolt lgb{oL klg 5}g ge]6L
ltdLnfO{ sxfF d d¿Fnf

ltdLn] rfx]sf] dfG5] gagL
sxfF d 5f8'Fnf .
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Diamond Among theDiamond Among theDiamond Among theDiamond Among theDiamond Among the
DiamondsDiamondsDiamondsDiamondsDiamonds

The sun was sailing away. Dusk
was ruling the sky. However,
this regime was unnoticeable to
the dwellers of Kathmandu. The
sky was well covered with
layers of blankets of darak-grey
clouds. It was raining cats and
dogs. People were running here
and there. The pavement along
the roads were filled with water.
New brooks had originated
zooming along the edges of the
black topped road. The only
shelter for the people were the
bus stops where there were
benches along with large
curved roofs on top.

Amongst the bus stops in
Kathmandu, the Chhappal
Kaarkhana Bus Stop was a sight
to see. Packed with all sorts of
people-employees, teens,
shopkeepers. The place did not
even offer a place to keep a
single foot. The crying of
babies, shouting of men and
silent gossips of women had
established the stop as a
perfect beehive.

But, Mr. Kattel was not amongst
the crowd. He had rather placed
himself just beside the stop.
Well equipped with a pair of
long gum boots and a large
transparent umbrella, one
could only see water droplets
on his pants and on his wood-
rimmed pince-nez which fit on
his perfectly curved nose and
shrunken eyes.

Every minute, he was checking
the time on his watch. At any
time, the bus was to arrive.

“Naaraanthan ho Naaraanthan!
Hattigauda, Chappali,
Naaraanthan ho Naaraanthan!”

The big green bus slowly pulled
over and parked itself near the
bus stop exhibiting an ajar door
right in front of Mr. Kattel;
bringing a mild smile on his
face.

A brisk walk quickly dominated
the mild smile. Missing the bus
would mean 10 minutes of
additional shower or more.
Thus, before the bees came
swarming in, he closed his
umbrella, grabbed the door
handle and hopped in. He
quickly scanned the bus,
revealing him a seat at the very
end of the bus. In no time, he
settled down on his seat with
his brown polished briefcase on
his lap. It will be minutes befor
the bus pulls up. He wished he
had a smart phone to kill time.
His right foot started drumming
the floor gently, out of boredom.

The bus was soon flooded with
passengers. The driver and the
conductor, overwhelmed by the
mass, were trying hard to fit
more of them in the reservoir.
Once the floodgates were
closed, the bus grunted
forward.

“Has been almost a year since
we haven’t met, have we?”
called a deep hoarse voice from
nearby. Mr. Kattel immediately
turned his head around
searching the source of the
voice. Within seconds, he found
the copyright owner, Mr. Tiwari,
perfectly seated next to him.
Mr. Tiwari was a short skinny
man with fair complexion. He

had a small egg-like face with
bushy eyebrows and
moustache, short dark hair and
a flat nose. This day, he had
preferred wearing a large
puffed blue North-Face with
rufous cotton pants. At present,
he had rather fancied putting a
wide smile on his face with a
golden iPhone-6s revolving on
his hand.

“What a surprise! What a
surprise! I love surprises,”
exclaimed Mr. Kattel producing
his hand for a shake. “Well,
where have you been
wandering the whole year? The
same old thing, is it?”

“Yep. I’ve had no success with
any other jobs. I tried for the
call center but gave it up at the
very first training day. I almost
got a job in the Himalayan Treks
and Tours but did not get it, for
I misplaced my citizenship
certificate on the final day. I
tried for the storekeeper in
Hyatt Regency but was rejected
in the audition itself. Thus, I
finally ended up maintaining my
everlasting legacy. However,
until now, I am having good
success over my old job,
especially with the Nepali
Police. Most of them don’t even
have a clue and those of them
who do, have zippers installed
on their mouth upon my
investments. Thus, there is very
little to worry about. And what
do you do for living?”

“I’m recently working as the
marketing manager of
INSPIREN, a busy and boring
schedule one must say.”

“How much a month?”

“About 80K.”
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“80 Grands for table work! That
is a ridiculous sum of money!
Even I don’t manage to get this
much after 12 hours of toiling
around, throughout the day
looking at fat pockets for
opportunity. You must be very
lucky to get that job.”

At this, Mr. Kattel made no
response. The comment was
followed by a short silence. The
bus was winding its way to
Budhanilkantha. Flashes of
light could be seen amongst
the darkness of the outside.

“Wey hey hey! What’s that on
your wrist?” asked Mr. Tiwari;
his eyes fixed on the shining
gold watch gleaming in these
flashes of golden lights
entering the windows.

“I would like to term it as a time
machine which shows time. In
common language, it would be
called a ‘wrist watch’. Rolex
Yatch Master II, Gold Edition.
This classic automatic is
equipped with a remarkable
analog stopwatch capable of
recording time up to 10
minutes. This Swiss made
luxurious time piece was
especially ordered directly from
its factory. It’s a pleasure for
me to own this piece.”

“You must be ...” said  Mr.
Tiwari with his eyes still fixed
at the masterpiece. “Are you
sure this is an original Rolex?
How much did you get it for?”

“Around 800USD. That would
be around Rupees 80,000. Not
a big deal though. Just about a
month’s salary.”

Mr. Tiwari made no response.
He was looking inquiringly at
the watch. He was capturing
every details of the watch like
a watchmaker. “What do you

mean by gold edition?” he
asked.

“This watch is plated with 18-
carat gold. Only a thousand of
such watches have been made
until now. I was lucky to get
hold of one.” Said Mr. Kattel
with a twitch of smile on his
face.

“Can I have a look at it?” asked
Mr. Tiwari.

“You have been having your
eyes feasted on it since you
have been here. Don’t say that
I haven’t been noticing you,”
said Mr. Kattel.

“I… Oh! that,” mumbled Mr.
Tiwari. He opened his mouth,
but lost his words and closed
it. He opened it for the second
time and closed it again. Finally,
in the third attempt h
other attempt as he was fed up
by then.

Another silence followed. Mr.
Kattel re-adjusted his pince-
nez, stretched out his hands, lay
back on his seat and started a
small nap. Meanwhile, Mr.
T iwari stared out of the
window. The rain had stopped
by now. The bus was stopping
more requently now and for Mr.
Tiwari the reservoir was slowly
drying up. The buzz had now
switched to soft purrs and one
could identify the honks and
swishing sounds of vehicles
passing by………

Suddenly, someone tapped on
Mr. Kattel’s shoulders. Mr.
Kattel immediately woke up
from his nap. He looked up. He
could see a blurred image of a
boy standing in front of him. He
re-adjusted his pince-nez to
reveal the conductor inches
away from his nose staring
directly at him.

“Paisa nikalau dai.
Naaraanthan aauna aatyo,” he
said, rubbing his thumb and
index finger to indicate money.

Mr. Kattel looked sideways. Mr.
Tiwari was not there. The twitch
of smile reappeared on Mr.
Kattel’s face. He produced a 20
rupees note from his wallet and
gave it to the conductor.  The
conductor took the note, stuffed
it in his back pockets and made
his way to the door.

After a minute, the bus
screeched and stopped.
“Naaraanthan aayo hai,
Naaraanthan! Jharihalnus.
Gaadi aba garage janchha,”
called the conductor at the top
of his voice. Mr. Kattel quickly
made his way to the door and
hopped out of the bus.

It was cold and chilly outside.
The roads were wet with water.
Puddles had emerged on the
pavements. Looking around
briefly, he started a brisk walk
along the silent pavement past
the police station. The only
illumination were the
streetlights and lights from
windows of houses along the
pavement. His hands were
feeling lighter now and he was
least surprised by this fact. In
fact, this was as predicted. He
moved up the sleeves of his
coat and then the shirt beneath
it. The street light revealed his
barren wrists. His expression
suddenly changed in wide,
nasty smile, exposing his wild
side. He slowly slid his hand in
his coat pocket and drew a
brand new gold plated iPhone-
6s. An 800 Doller version of
Rolex’s abduction was nothing
to him. Sometimes, a man can
be rhetorical.
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   k/fsDkg / d

xl/ofnLn] el/k"0f{ ePsf] 7fpF
lr/la/–lr/la/ ul//x ]sf
r/fr'?ËLx¿, snsn alu/x]sf]
vf]nf b]v]/ dnfO{ d]/f] ufpFdf xfF:b}
plk|mFb} 8'Ng dg nfUof] . Tof] ;'Gb/
k|s[ltsf] w'g ;'Gb} xl/of] b'af]df
v]Ng s;nfO{ dg nfUb}g xf]nf / <
xf], ToxL /dfOnf] ufpFdf hlGdPsL
x'ls{PsL d slt nfdf] ;dokl5
ufpFdf k'Ubf /dfOnf] dx;'; ub}{
lyPF .

otf ptf 8'Nb} ubf{ dnfO{ ysfO
nfUof] / Psl5g cf/fd ug{ dg
nfUof] . kLknsf] ?vsf] km]bdf ePsf]
rf}tf/Ldf d s]xL l5g a:b} lyPF /
PSsfl; dnfO{ s:tf] cs}{ dx;';
x'g yfNof] . d cflQFb} otfptf x]g{
yfn]F . otf x]5'{ af]6la?jf xlNn/x]sf
5g\, ptf x]5' { kf]v/Ldf kfgL
5rlNs/x]sf 5g\ o:tf] cj:yfdf
s;nfO{ kf] 8/ nfUy]g xf]nf / < d
rf}tf/Laf6 em/]F / lgofNbf cfkm}
xlNn/x]sL lyPF . PSsfl; d]/f]
ufpFsf 3/lt/af6 w'nf] p8\g
yfNof] . ;a}hgf lrRofpFb} lyP /
d]/f] Tolta]nf xfnt x]g{ nfossf]
lyof] . d st} gx]/L 3/lt/ bf}l8PF .
d}n] d]/f] 3/ k'Ug] af6f]df x]/F] s;}sf]
3/ elTsPsf] cj:yfdf lyof] eg]
sf]xL cfˆgf] afnaRrf ;dft]/
cflQb} lyP . d}n] oL s'/fx¿ x]g{
;lsgF / cfˆgf] af6f] lg/Gt/
nflu/x]F . stfstfaf6 d}n] 8fF8flt/
x]g{ k'u]F . w'nf]n] s'lx/f]h:tf] eP/
;a} 9fs]sf] lyof] .

cGTodf d d]/f] 3/ k'u]F . d]/f] 3/df
;a}hgfn] dnfO{ cflQFb} vf]lh/x]sf

/x]5g\ . cfZro{ Û d}n] ToxfF k'u]/
cfˆgf] cfFvfaf6 cfF;' /f]Sg ;lsgF .
d}n] d]/f] 3/nfO{ klxnfsf] /fd|f] /
;'Gb/ cj:yfdf ca km]l/ kfpg
;lsgF . d]/f] 3/ x]¿F ls d]/f] ufpF
Tof] t ;a} eb|uf]n ePsf] lyof] .
ctflnb}F l5d]sLsf] 3/df k'u]F /
ToxfF klg ToxL cj:yf /x]5 . d}n]
d]/f] d'6' yfDg ;lsgF .

dnfO{ stfstfaf6 cfˆgf] 3/df
ePsf e}F;Lafv|fx¿sf] ofb cfof] .
dnfO{ d]/f] kl/jf/n] cfkm";Fu} a:g
cfu|x ug'{eof] t/ d}n] Tof] cj:yfdf
cfkm"nfO{ /f]Sg g;s]/ uf]7lt/
nfu]F . ToxfF e}F;Lx¿ t lyPgg\ .
cfkm} bfDnf] r'F8fn]/ efu]5g\ t/
afv|f / kf7fx¿ Tof] 9n]sf] vf]/leq
lylrg k'u]5g\ . ToxfF uPF / ToxfFsf
9'Ëf ̂ ofsg yfn]F t/ d]/f] Tof] k|of;
Joy{ eof] . t}klg d}n] lxDdt xfl/gF .

;a}nfO{ uf]7lt/ d}n] af]nfPF . d]/f
a'af, sfsfx¿n] leq k'l/Psf
afv|fx¿nfO{ lgsfNg'eof] . d}n]
zflGtsf] ;f; km]/]F .

h] hlt eP klg d hlt alnof]
eP/ klg cfˆgf] Tof] ufpFnfO{ Tof]
xNnfOlbg] k/fsDkgaf6 /f]Sg
;lsgF . Tof] t k|s[ltdf cfpg]
Pp6f k|sf]k lyof] . xfdL s;}n]
/f]Sg g;Sg] / sltv]/ cfpF5 eGg]
yfxf gx'g] . d]/f] ufpFnfO{ dfq
geP/ ;f/f b]znfO{ eb|uf]n agfpg]
Tof] e"sDk lyof] h;n] nueu
ufpFsf ;a} kl/jf/sf ;b:ox¿nfO{
dfl/lbPsf] lyof] . b]znfO{ g/fd|f]
l:yltdf 5fl8lbPsf] lyof] .

oL ;a} 36gfx¿ ePkl5 d}n] To;df
w]/} ;xof]ux¿ k'¥ofpg ;lsgF .
dfq, d}n] d]/f ufpFsf dflg;x¿nfO{
gcflQg cfu|x u/]F . Tolta]nf ToxL
;fgf] cfu|xn] slt /fxt k'¥ofpFbf]
/x]5 eGg] d}n] yfxf kfPF .

d]/f] o:tf] ;'Gb/ ufpFnfO{ Wj:t
kfg{ cfF6 u/]sf] Tof] k/fsDkgnfO{
;fx;L klg dfGg'k5{ . x'g t Tof]

e"sDk xfdLnfO{ b'MvL agfpg] ;f]rn]
cfPsf] lyPg t/ xfdL ;a}hgfn]
cfkm"n] ug'{kg]{ sfdx¿df Wofg
glbPsf] sf/0fn] ubf{ g} xf] h:tf]
nfU5 .

d}n] d]/f] ufpFnfO{ w]/} d2t ug{ t
;lsgFg} t/ kl5 km]l/ of] ufpFdf
cfpFbf klxn]sf] h:t} Tof] ;'Gb/
xl/ofnL /d0fLo 7fpF kfP/ /dfpFb},
pk|mFb}, snsn alu/x]sf] vf]nf ;'Gb}
ToxL klxnfsf] h:tf] /fd|f] k|s[ltsf]
w'g ;'Gb} xl/of] b'af]df v]Ng] cfzf
u/]sL 5' .

s] d}n] ;f]r]sf] Tof] /dfOnf] lbg
km]l/ klg cfpF5 xf]nf / <

Rffs'

sf7df8f}Fsf k|frLg / P]ltxfl;s
;x/x¿dWo] 6f]vf klg Ps dxTTjk"0f{
;x/ xf] . g]jf/ hg;d'bfosf] afx'No
/x]sf] o; ;x/n] cfkm\g} df}lns
klxrfg af]s]sf] 5 . g]jf/Ldf klxn]
6f]vfnfO{ 6'v elgGyf] . …6'Ú eg]sf]
pv' / …vÚ eg]sf] af/L, hg>'lt
cg';f/ o; 7fpFdf klxn] pv' af/L
lyof] . kl5 Ps :yfgLon] pv'nfO{
;Vv/ / ;Vv/nfO{ rfs' agfpbf
a9L kmfObf ePsf] x'Fbf To; kZrft
rfs' Joj;fo ;'¿ u/]sf x'g\ .
k/Dk/fut z}nLaf6 agfOg] 6f]vfsf
rfs' lgs} g} k|l;4 dflgG5 .
rfs'sf] Oltxf; af]s]sf] 6f]vf
;x/df clxn] klg ljleGg
kl/sf/sf rfs' agfOG5 h:t}M emf]n
rfs', v'jfsf] rfs', /ftf] ltnsf]
n8\8', ;]tf] ltnf}/f]sf] n8\8' cflb .

!!@$
Pln;f
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cfˆg} syf

æP Û otf cf t . n of] efF8f dfe\m
clg n'uf wf]Æ, -dflnSgL_ ;'a]bfgL{n]
ems]{/ elgg\ . d]/f afaf / cfdfsf]
sf7df8f}F cfpFbf b'3{6gf ePsf] lyof]
To;df d Ps dfq afFr]sL lyPF .
efu]/ cfO{ oxfF hf]/kf6Ldf ;'a]bf/
– ;'a]bfgL{sf] 3/df sfd ug{ yfn]F .
;'a]bf/ bofn' lyP t/ ;'a]bfgL{sf]
sf/0f pgL bofn ' :jefj
b]vfpFb}gy] . d}n] hlxn] klg oxfFsf]
af]em p7fpg'kb{Yof] . ;'a]bfgL{n]
e'tfNg], lk6\g] ub{lyg\ . pgsf] Ps
5f]/f lyof] nueu d]/} pd]/sf] !^
jif{, pm ;fx|} rGrn] lyof] . p;sf]
cufl8 s]xL s'/f KofRr af]Nof] /
p;n] eg]sf] s'/f dfg]g eg] c¿nfO{
df?Fnf h:tf] ub{Yof] . pm glhs}sf]
sfof{nodf sfd ub{Yof] .

Pslbg 3fd em'NsFb} ubf{ d ;w}F e}mF
l56} p7]/ efF8f df‰b} lyPF, ;'a]bfgL{
/ ;'a]bf/sf] sk8f w'Fb} lyPF .
crfgs leqaf6 cfjfh cfof,]
æP Û gsr/L cem} efF8f df‰ofÆ
5}g;\ x} < ;fgf]–dflnsnfO{ p7f
t sfof{no hfg ca]/ eof] . n, x]/
;ft k}tfnL; eP5 .Æ d}n] egF],
æefF8f dfem]/ ;lsg nfUof] a8L,
-d ;'j ]bfgL {nfO { a8L eGy] F _
p7fOlbOxfN5' . Tolt eg]/ d ;fgf]
dflnssf] sf]7flt/ uPF . 9f]sf v'Nn}
/x]5 pm ;'lt/x]sf] b]v]F / d ToxLF
c8\s]F dnfO{ d]/f] !* jif]{ bfOsf]
ofb cfof] pxfFnfO{ lakm/ nfu]sf]
lyof] / ToxL /f]usf] pkrf/ geP/
pxfF laTg'ePsf] lyof] . d oxL ;f]Rb}
leq uPF / p;nfO{ p7fOlbPF .
p;n] d;Fu ha/h:tL ug{ yfNof] .
dnfO{ l/; p7\of] . clg d}n] emnSs
;Dem]F d]/L cfdfn] Pp6f ;fgf] rSs'
lbFb} eGg'ePsf] lyof], æ5f]/L hLjg
Pp6f v]n xf] tF;u h] klg x'g
;S5 nf, of] rSs' /fv\ tF ;'/lIft

x'g]5];\ .Æ d}n] Tof] rSs' cfˆgf]
vNtLdf /fv]sL ;Dem]F / Tof] rSs'
d}n] ;fgf]–dflnsnfO{ b]vfOlbPF clg
pm 8/fof] . d ToxfFaf6 efu]F .  d}n]
;'a]bfgL{sf] k};f rf]/]F / ;w}Fsf nflu
Tof] 3/af6 labf ePF . To;kl5 d
kz'kltdf Pp6f afafsf] -hf]uL_
;]jf ub}{ a:g yfn]F .

Pslbg d dfUb} lyPF . crfgs
;'a]bfgL{ k'ln;;Fu cfOg\ / dnfO{
k};f rf]/]sL eg]/ lu/ˆtf/ ug{
cfu|x ul/g\ . pgn] sxfFaf6 of]
;a} yfxf kfOg\ dnfO{ yfxf 5}g .
Tof] lbg d]/f cfdf–afafsf] b'3{6gf
x'Fbf d oxfF gcfPsf] eP clxn] d
of] xfntdf ;fob x'Ggy]F xf]nf .

cfgL

Ps lbgsf] s'/f xf], cfgL Pp6f
s'gfdf a;L /f]O/x]sL lyO{ . pm
klxn] slxn] ?GgyL t/ cfh eg]
w'?w'? /f]O/x]sL lyO{ . of] s'/f
kSsf lyof] ls pm dg b'v]/  /f]PsL
lyO{ . cfˆgf] klxn]sf lbgx¿sf
af/]df ;f]r]/ /f]O/x]sL lyO{ .
klxn]sf lbgx¿df o:tf 36gfx¿
ePsf lyP ls tL 36gfx¿ x'G5
egL ;f]r]sL klg lyOg .

klxn]sf] s'/f xf] . cfgL Pp6f /fd|f]
dflg; lyO{ . pm ;a} sfddf /fd|f]
lyO{ . p;sf sfdx¿ b]v]/ sltko
;fyLx¿ p;sf] 8fx uy]{ t/ pm
eg] s]xL g;f]rLsg cfkm}F sfd uyL{ .
sltko ;fyLx¿n] p;nfO{ sdhf]/
agfpg sf]l;; u/] t/ ;kmn eg]
slxNo} ePgg\ . o:t} sfdx¿df
/fd|} ul/;s]sL lyO{ .

o:t} rNb} uO/x]sf] lyof] t/
la:tf/}la:tf/} ub}{ p;;Fu klg
s]xL ;fyL ldNg cfP . p;nfO{
klxn] ljZjf; ePsf] lyPg t/
klg ldln/x]sL lyO{ . h'g ;fyL

pm;Fu ldNg cfPsf lyP cem}
glhs cfpFb} u/] . la:tf/}la:tf/}
tL ;fyL / cfgLsf] lardf /fd|f]
;DaGw aGof] . tL ;fyLx¿
cfgLnfO{ s]xL ePsf a]nf ;w}F
d2t uy] { / cfgL klg tL
;fyLx¿nfO{ s]xL k/]sf a]nf ;Fw}
d2t uyL{{ . o:t} x'Fb} ubf{ pgLx¿
/dfP/ a:g yfn]sf lyP . sltko
dflg;n] pgLx¿sf] ;DaGw 6'6fpg
vf]h] t/ ;kmn ePgg\ .
t/ Psrf]l6 tL b'i6 ;fyLx¿n]
p;nfO{ PSn} agfpg vf]h] t/
p;sf] ;fydf Pp6L ;fyL cfO{ .
p;n] Tof] 38Ldf p;nfO{ w]/} d2t
u/L / ;DemfO{ . To:t} u/L la:tf/}
cfgLnfO{ Tof] ;fyLdfly ljZjf;
nfUg yfNof] / p;n] Tof] ;fyL g}
pgsf] c;n ;fyL xf] eGg] 7fgL .
;do laTb} uof] . p;sf] / Tof]
;fyLsf] ;DaGw cem} c6'6 eof] .
tL ;fyLx¿n] klg Tof] ;fyL /
cfgLsf] ;DaGw c6'6 5 eGg] 7fGy]
t/ klg cem} 5'6fpg eg] vf]Hy] .
s:tf hgfj/ h:tf ;fyLx¿ /x]5g\
tL < ltgnfO{ t ;fyL klg eGg
;'xfpFb}g . ltgnfO{ t hgfj/ klg
eGg ;'xfpFb}g lsg ls hgfj/x¿n]
;d]t o:tf] sfd ub}{gg\ .
To; 38L;Dd klg ToxL ;fyLn]
cfgLnfO{ d2t u/L . la:tf/} ub}{
tL ;fyLx¿ klg p;;Fu ldNg
cfP / pm klg ldnL . s]xL
;do;Dd To:tf] s]xL ePg t/
Pslbg crfgs p;nfO{ ;a}n]
PSn} 5f8] . p;nfO{ of] wf]sf
ePsf] lyof] . p;n] c;n ldq
eg]sf] ;fyL;d]t p;nfO{ 5f8]/
uO{ . p;sf] dg 6's|f–6's|f eof]
t/ p;n] Tof] efjgfnfO{ 6f9f
/fVg vf]hL . pm km]l/ cfˆg} sfddf
nfuL / km]l/ Psrf]l6 ;kmn eO{ .
of] s'/f b]v]/ tL b'i6 ;fyLx¿nfO{
p;;Fu 8fx nflu/x]sf] 5 . cem}
PSn} agfpg vf]h]sf 5g\ t/
p;af6 kmfObf lngsf nflu eP
klg ldln/x]sf 5g\ .
cfgLnfO{ ;a} s'/f yfxf 5 . pm
clxn] sdhf]/ 5}g . To;}n] tL
b'i6 ;fyLn] p;nfO{ PSn} agfpg
;s]sf 5}gg\ . t/ sdhf]/ geP
klg slxn] sfxLF cfgL oL s'/f
;Dem]/ ?G5] / of] p;sf] b'Mvn]
e/]sf] cfˆg} syf xf] .

@)%^
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slj sljtf n]Vg] 5slj sljtf n]Vg] 5slj sljtf n]Vg] 5slj sljtf n]Vg] 5slj sljtf n]Vg] 5

ltdL dGb d':sfg 5/
of] lnv] slj sljtf n]Vg] 5 .

g]kfnLsf] Pstf xNnfpg] k|of;
ug]{
e"sDknfO{
awfO{ b]pm .
s]xL If0fsf] zf]sfs'ntfnfO{
cf}krfl/stf agfpm
ca emg\ g]kfnLx¿ P]Soa4 x'g]
r]tfjgL b]pm
gofF b]zsf] ljsf; sbd /
hfu?stfsf]
k|rf/ u/
clg xlNnPsf] t/ ;b\efj
g6'6]sf]
s'/f u/
ltdL dGb d':sfg 5/
of] lnv] slj sljtf n]Vg] 5 .

s]xL ;do cl3b]lv g]kfnLnfO{
kfgLaflx/sf] df5f t'Nofpg]
;+ljwfgnfO{,
:jfut u/ .
nfdf] ;dosf] k|tLIffnfO{ ;+of]u
hgfpm
bzseGbf nfdf] ;do hGdg}
nufPsfnfO{ kfsf] agfpm
o;n] ca Nofpg] zflGt /
ljsf;sf] c8\sf] / km8\sf]
agfpg] u/
clg sf]/lnPsf] / s'FlbPsf]
;+ljwfg cfpg]
s'/f u/
ltdL dGb d':sfg 5/
of] lnv] slj sljtf n]Vg] 5 .
ca g]kfnnfO{ t/fO{b]lv
ulx/f] dxf;fu/ bf}8fpm

clg lxdfnob]lv
cgGt cfsfz p8fpm
To;sf OGwg g]kfnL hgtfnfO{
afFRg] cfzf b]pm,
h'6\g] k|]/0ff b]pm
ltdL k|l;l4sf] tfn /
ef]sd/Lsf] bfn algb]pm
clg hgtfnfO{ k|]/0ff b]pm
hgtfsf] cg'xf/df
ltdL dGb d':sfg 5/
of] lnv] slj sljtf n]Vg] 5 .

k|tLIff

Psb'O{ lbgsf] lyPg of] s'/f, lyof]
of] s'/f hGdb]lvsf] ldqtfsf] . Pp6f
;fgf] ufpFdf b'O{hgf lgs} ldNbfh'Nbf
;fyLx¿ a:y] . Pshgfsf] gfd
/]lhgf / bf];|f]sf] gfd PlGhnf lyof] .
pgLx¿ ljBfno k9\g hfFbfb]lvsf
;a}eGbf ldNg] ldq lyP . pgLx¿sf]
ldqtf b]v]/ ;fyLx¿ dfq geP/
pgsf lbbLefO klg cSs g aSs
lyP . slxn]sfxLF t 8fx uy]{ .

pgLx¿ cfˆgf] afNosfnb]lv g} ;Fu}
v]Ng], k9\g], lxF8\g], 8'Ng] cflb ug]{
uy]{ . slxn] /]lhgf PlGhnfsf] 3/
k'UyL t slxn] PlGhnf /]lhgfsf]
3/ k'UyL . pgLx¿sf cfdfa'afnfO{
klg pgLx¿sf] ldqtf lgs} /fd|f]
nfUbYof] / cfˆgf] ldqtf slxn]
klg gtf]8 x} eg]/ ctL{ lbg] uy]{ .
Pslbg /]lhgf la/fdL eP/ ljBfno
hfg ;s]sL lyOg . Tof] s'/f
PlGhnfnfO{ yfxf lyPg . sIff
;s]kl5 pm /]lhgfsf] 3/ uO{ /
p;sf cfdfa'afaf6 p;sf] hfgsf/L
lng vf]hL . p;sf cfdfa'afn]

p;nfO { :jf:Yodf cfPsf ]
;d:ofaf/] eg] . o; /f]usf] pkrf/
;x/df dfq ug{ ;lsg] s'/f klg
PlGhnfnfO{ atfP . o:t} Psb'O{
lbgkl5 /]lhgf pkrf/sf nflu ;x/
uO{ . pgLx¿sf] ldqtfnfO{ klg
Pp6f sfnf] x[bon] b]lv;s]sf] lyof] .
pgLx¿sf] lhGbuLnfO{ :ju{af6 g/s
agfpg Pp6f sfnf] gh/ k'lu;s]sf]
lyof] . o;} lbgsf] kmfObf lnP/
To; JolQmn] PlGhnfsf] dgdf
/ ] lhgfsf ] nflu g/fd | f s '/f
el/;s]sf] lyof] . Psb'O{ lbg t
p;n] tL s'/f kTofOg / To;
JolQmnfO{ 6f9f /fVg vf]hL . pgn]
w]/} ;do;Dd ;lsg . p;sf] dgdf
v'nb'nL eO/fVof] . p;n] Pslbg
tL ;a} s'/f kTofO{ . kl5 ha /]lhgf
;Grf] eP/ kmls{ PlGhnfn] pm;Fu
g/fd|f ] :jefj b]vfO{ . p;n]
PlGhnfnfO{ ;f]wL klg ls lsg
p;n] o:tf] Jojxf/ b]vfO/x]sL
lyO{ . PlGhnfn] hjfkm lbO{ æltdL
s:tf] dfG5] 5f} eGg] yfxf kfPF ca
d ltdL;Fu ldlNbgF .Æ lar/f /]lhgf
?Fb} 3/ uO{ . w]/} lbg;Dd /]lhgfn]
p;nfO{ kmsfpg k|of; ul/g\ t/
PlGhnf dflgg . kl5 w]/} ePkl5
/]lhgf ljBfno / Tof] ufpF klg
5f8]/ uO{ .

kl5 PlGhnfn] yfxf kfO{ ls /]lhgf
Ps lgs} /fd|L ;fyL lyO{ . p;n]
eujfg\n] lbPsf] Ps lgs} ;'Gb/
pkxf/nfO{ 5f]l8lbO{ . kl5 ha
p;n] /]lhgfnfO{ e]6\g hfg vf]hL
pm ToxfF lyOg . p;n] yfxf kfO{
ls pm Tof] ufpF 5f]8]/ uO;s]sL
lyO{ .

p;n] htftt} uP/ vf]hL t/ st}
p;nfO{ e]l6g . p;n] cfˆgf] uNtL
yfxf kfO{ / p;sf] k|tLIff ul//xL
t/ pm slxn] cfOg .
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tLg ;Gtfg

w]/} jif{ cufl8sf] s'/f xf] . s'g}
Pp6f /fHodf /fhfsf] ;Gtfg ePsf]
lyPg . /fHosf /}tLx¿ /fhs'df/
gkfPsfn] lrGtfdf lyP . ptf
dxf/fgL cfˆgf] sIfdf cfF;' emfb}{
al;/x]sL lyOg\ . /fhfnfO{ d]/f]
d[To'kl5 sf] /fhf aGnf eGg] lrGtf
k/]sf] lyof] . /fhf, /}tL, /fgL ;a}
lrlGtt ePsf] b]v]/ /fHosf
dGqLnfO{ cToGt g/fd|f] nfUof] /
t'?Gt} uP/ Pp6f afafhLnfO{
af ]nfP/ o; 7"nf ] ;d:ofsf ]
;dfwfgaf/] 5nkmn ug{ yfn] .
5nkmn ;s]kl5 tL afafn] eg]
æPp6f o1 u¥of] eg] of] ;d:ofsf]
;dfwfg ug{ ;lsG5 .Æ dGqLn] s]xL
a]/ gnufO{ /fHodf k'u]/ /fhfnfO{
of] s'/f ;'gfP . of] ;'g]/ /fhf v';L
eP . ;a} /}tLx¿nfO{ af]nfP/ o1sf]
tof/Ldf nufP . ef]lnkN6 o1sf]
;a} tof/L ePkl5 o1 ;'? eof] .
w]/} a]/;Dd o1 ePkl5 o1sf] clUg
s'08af6 Pp6f dfG5]sf] ¿kdf
cfP/ eujfg\n] eg], æx]/ /fhf,
ltd|f] o1 ;kmn eof] / ca ltd|f]
dgf]sfdgf k"/f x'g] 5 t/ ;'g tLg
;Gtfg hGdg] 5g\ b'O{j6fsf] d[To'
x'g] 5 / t];|f] zlQmzfnL x'g] 5 .
t/ of] s'/f ltdLn] tL afnsx¿sf]
kGw| jif{sf] pd]/kl5 elglbg" . geGb}
s]xL dlxgfkl5 /fgL tLg ;GtfgsL
cfdf algg\ .

/fhf ca kGw| jif{sf] k|tLIffdf
8'a]sf lyP . kGw| jif{ k'u]sf] lbg
/fhfn] cfˆgf ltg} 5f]/fx¿nfO{
cfˆgf] sIfdf af]nfP/ Tof] s'/f eg] .
/fhs'df/x¿n] of] s'/f ;'g]kl5
crDddf k/] / Pscsf{sf] Hofg

lng] af6f ] lt/ nfu] . klxnf ]
/fhs'df/n] /ftsf] df}sf 5f]k]/ bf];|f]
s'df/nfO{ t/af/ 3f]k]/ dfl/lbP /
ToxfFaf6 km/f/ eP . bf];|f] /fhs'df/
cfˆgf] d[To'kl5 e"t eP/ cfˆgf]
t];|f] efOsf] ;xof]udf nfu] . klxnf]
/fhs'df/ b/af/sf] k5fl8sf] af6f]sf]
5]pdf Pp6f s'6L agfP/ a:g
yfn] . km]l/ s]xL lbgd} ToxfFaf6
Pp6f ufpFsf] glhs} k'5f/df a:g
yfn] . o:t}df t];|f] /fhs'df/ klxnf]
s'df/sf] d[To'kl5 8/fP/ al;/x]sf
lyP . klxnf] /fhs'df/ ca t];|f]
/fhs'df/nfO{ dfg]{ of]hgf a'Gg
yfn] . t/ bf];|f] /fhs'df/ eg] e"t
ag]/ efOnfO{ arfpglt/ nfu] .
t];|f] /fhs'df/nfO{ e]6]/ ltdL
g8/fpm d ltdLnfO{ dg{ lbGgF eg]/
;DemfP . pgn] efOnfO{ l;sfP
ls klxnf] /fhs'df/n] ltdLnfO{
s'jfdf x]g{ nufP eg] x]g{ cfpFb}g
dnfO{ l;sfOlbg' xf];\ eGg" clg
l;sfPsf] a]nf k5fl8af6 ws]Ng" .
ef]lnkN6 t];|f] /fhs'df/ cfˆgf]
3f]8f lnP/ sfddf lg:s]sf] w]/}
a]/;Dd lxF8]kl5 ToxfF cfOk'u] .
ToxfF uP/ hf]uL e]ifdf a;]sf] bf];|f]
/fhs'df/nfO{ v'§fdf 9f]u] / cfzLjf{b
lnP . cfzLjf{b lnPkl5 eg],
æafaf, dnfO{ j]b 1fgsf] af/]df
s]xL eGg' xf];\ gÆ . pgn] j]b 1fgsf]
af/]df hfGg ltdLn] of] s'jfdf s]s]
x'G5 x]/]/ dnfO{ eg eg] . oxL
df}sf 5f]k]/ t];|f] s'df/n] eg] dnfO{
t yfxf 5}g s;/L x]g]{ eg]/,
Psrf]l6 tkfO{F b]vfOlbg' xf];\ g
eGof] . To;kl5 hf]uLn] æd h:tf]
u5'{ x]/ / l;s Æ s'jfdf s;/L x]g]{
eg]/ l;sfO/x]sf] a]nf 6fpsf]
s'jfdf em'sfPkl5 df}sf 5f]k]/ t];|f]
s'df/n] k5fl8af6 ws]n]/ klxnf]
s'df/sf] cGTo u¥of] .

klxnf] s'df/sf] lgwgkl5 t];|f]
s'df/ 3/ kmls{of] / ;a} s'/f afaf
cfdfnfO{ ;'gfof] . o;sf] s]xL
lbgkl5 l5d]sL /fHoaf6 r'gf}tL
cfof] . r'gf}tLdf h;n] /fhfsL
s'df/L 5f]/LnfO{ xF;fpg ;S5
To;nfO{ s'df/L;Fu lax]sf] ;fy;fy}
cfwf /fHo lbOg] 5 eGg] n]lvPsf]

lyof] . lgoddf h;n] Ps hu
kfgLdf g'xfP/ cfpg ;S5 Tof]
dflg; dfq ;xefuL x'g kfpg] 5
elgPsf] lyof] . t];|f] s'df/nfO{ klg
efu lng dg nfUof] / cfdfa'afsf]
cf1f lnP/ nfUof] /fHotkm{ . ToxfF
k'u]kl5 s'df/sf] /fd|f] :jfut
ul/of] . s'df/n] cfˆgf] klxnf] /
bf];|f] s'df/nfO{ eg] ha d Ps
hu kfgL lnG5' To;df ltdLx¿
kfgL xfn]sf] xfNo} ug'{ / g'xfP/
;s]kl5 5f8]/ d]/f] uf]hLdf a:g" .
o:t} u/]/ /fhs'df/ Pp6f dfG5]
dfq eof] hf] ;xefuL x'g kfof] .
To;kl5 s'df/nfO{ s'df/L a;]sf]
sIfdf nu]/ y'lgof] . s]xL lbgkl5
klxnf ] /fhs'df/nfO { cfˆgf ]
uf]hLaf6 lems]/ ‰ofndf / bf];|f]nfO{
9f]sfdf /fVof] / eGof] æx]/ ‰ofn /
9f]sf d ltdLx¿nfO{ Pp6f syf
;'gfpF5'Æ] . ‰ofn / 9f]sfn] æx'G5Æ
eg] . p;n] cfˆgf] syf cf/De
u¥of] .

Psfb]zdf Pp6f l;sdL{, bhL{,
Pp6f l;Fuf/sf] ;fdfg a]Rg] Jofkf/L
/ l;Gb"/ a]Rg] rf/hgf ;fyLx¿
cfˆgf] ;fdfg a]Rg nfFb} lyP .
/ftsf] a]nf l;sdL{n] Pp6L /fd|L
s]6L agfof], bhL{n] To;nfO{ n'uf
nufOlbof] / l;Fuf/]n] l;Fufl/lbof]
/ l;Gb"/]n] l;Gb"/ nufOlbof] . laxfg
p7]/ x]bf{ Tof] ;fFlRrs} Pp6L ;'Gb/
s]6Ldf kl/0ft ePsf] b]Vof] / ;a}
hgf of] d]/L >LdtL x'g'k5{ eg]/
emu8f ug{ yfn] . ;a}n] d}n] ubf{
o:tf] ePsf] xf] eGg yfn] .

n ca d]/f] syf l;l4of] clg eg
‰ofn Tof] s;sL >LdtL x'g'kg]{ xf]
< ‰ofnn] hjfkm lbof] l;sdL{sf] .
ToxL k|Zg 9f]sfnfO{ p;n] ;f]Wof],
9f]sfn] hjfkm lbof] bhL{sf] . oL
;a} s'/f /fhs'df/Ln] ;'lg/x]sL lyOg\
/ elgg\ æltdLx¿sf] a'l4 5}g, Tof]
t l;Gb"/]sf] >LdtL x'g'kg]{ xf] .Æ of]
eGbf /fhs'df/L af]n]/ xfFl;g\ of]
xfF;]sf] ;'g]/ /fhfn] s'df/Lsf] ljjfx
s'df/;Fu ul/lbP / cfˆgf] cfwf
/fHo klg lbP . To;kl5 s'df/
cfˆgf] /fHodf kms]{ / a:g yfn] .
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‘Not Me, Mom……’

‘Al, come here. See the mess
you’ve made!’, says mom.
Before my sister says anything,
I know exactly what her words
will be- ‘Not me mom, it was
dijju.’ After I get a good long
lecture and return to my room,
my sister is ready to tease me.
‘See dijju, I got you...’ She sticks
her tongue out. I say, “Al, why
do you always do this to me?”
‘Nya…nya…..nya. Gotcha.’ My
sis dances to her made up song.

 The closest thing to me is an
avocado seed on the table. I
pick it up and hit her
slowly…just to teach her a
lesson which I know she will
never learn. ‘Ouch!’ she
screams aloud. I know what will
happen next- mom will come
and enquire what happened
and my sister will tell her an
account which will make me
look like a big old dumb. That’s
just what happens. After I
receive a sound scolding and
mom gets away, my sister sticks
her tongue out again. I close my
ear to drown the sound of her
‘Nya…nya…nya…nya.’

Then she hits me back with that
avocado seed. I duck. The
avocado seed hits the wall and
breaks into two. Before I can do
anything my sister leaps into
action and takes both the
pieces of the seed. I ask her,
‘What will you do with it, Al?’

She grins wide and says, ‘Just
wait and watch.’ ‘Ouch!’ she
screams, this time even louder
than before.

I have no clue of what she is up
to this time. Mom bursts in- oh!
I must have known-and Al
makes the most pitiful
expression. ‘What now?’ mom
says. ‘Mom! Dijju hit me so
hard with this seed that it has
broken into two.’ I get a big
scolding this time which ends
in ‘…last warning.’ Another
‘Nya…nya…nya…nya…nya.’ and
I pack up and head towards the
guest room.

 This is just one scene and
everyday there are hundreds
more. Al’s excuses get more
interesting day by day. She
makes my life adventurous and
worth living too. She’s the
perfect sis everyone longs to
have. She annoys me but I know
that she loves me more than
anything else in the world. And
so do I…

‘Oww.’ Something hits me. I
turn round towards the door.
There stands my sis holding a
piece of the broken avocado
seed. ‘Go away.’ I shout. From
the kitchen says, ‘Anjila, just
don’t shout at your sister.’ I wait
for the ‘Nya….nya….nya….nya.’
but it doesn’t come. I look
around. My sister has found an
old magazine to interest her.
Then where am I? Oh,
right…and I too cannot pass the
day without her.

I don’t think an article about my
sis can ever end. So, I decide to
show my sis what I have
written- after all its an article
about her. Al and I have a good
time reading the article

together amidst laughter and
fun. So, I think the article ends
here…

Mom shouts from the kitchen,
‘Al, you broke the cup again and
this time you even hid the
pieces in the tiffin box.’ My sis
replies, ‘Not me, mom…’

A Beautiful Day

It was a beautiful day with the
sun shining, birds chirping and
the flowers blooming. I was
returning from the mall with
bags in my hand. I was walking
quite fast to reach home. I was
tired and just wanted to get
some rest. Suddenly, I saw a
brightly lit, beautiful path
decorated with flowers. It was
spring, and I could see the
cherry blossom trees. I found a
bench under one of the trees. I
threw my bags and sat on the
bench, looking at the beautiful
cherry blossom trees. All of my
tiredness flew away like the
flowers’ petals. Then,
suddenly, I realized something:
I had lost my bags. I cried and
pleaded to God but nothing
could be done. I also realized
that all my money was gone.
Then, a drop of water fell on
my head and then another drop
and then a huge splash.
Startled, I woke up. I realized it
was just a dream.
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