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I looked into the moon 
but saw his eyes 

those saphire glances
once into mine 

I close my lids 
but could feel the light 

falling on me 
like on the silver seas 

I bathed in moon light 
and closed my eyelids again 

and his silhouette 
came into my mind 

once again

my lips curved 
into a slight grin 

for the wind had whispered 
his name in my ears 

I breathed and felt 
something craw into my soul  

is this love ?
Or is this lust ?

The question  struck 
and my thoughts reeled back 

what is love ?
Have i ever felt it ?

My first word 
I cried with love 

my first meal 
 was with my love

       
                                                                                         
                                                                                         
                                                                                         
                                                                                         
                                                                                         

                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                          
                                                                                      

  nor a women  
nor just a child you gave birth 

love is a feeling 
a feeling of home 

love is a string 
from a soul to soul 

when the string is tied 
begins a relationship 

love is to the birds
love is to the mother of nature 

love is to ourselves 
and love is to our home 

love is to the ones  
that makes our house a home

love is to the world 
and to the soul of the loves 

and to all the beings 
that fills this world 

finally love is to the moon 
love is to the stars 

and love is to all the eyes
that a full bright moon 

makes us think of ....

LOVE AND RELATIONSHIP
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A Travel To 
Dream

One day a man named Ramesh. It was 
very hot outside he’s too lazy with his 
job. There is a long field he have a close 
friend named Ramu. Ramu and Ramesh 
is workers and they are living in a vilage. 
Ramu have a child and he have a good 
family but Ramesh is not a person like 
that. Ramesh have lots of pets like cats, 
dogs, cow etc. He live with his animals 
and he is happy with his pets. After two 
three weeks his wife dead. Ramu’s child 
Rahel is too worried about it. Rahel is 
studying in 10th standard she is a smart 
girl and she have a friend named zara. 
Zara and Rahel always go in tuition. Zara 
is too weak in her studies. Zara wake up 
early morning at 5 O’ clock and she 
study again and again. When she’s 
studying she have only one dream that 
she want to become like Rahel .
            One day Rahel and Zara were 
asking doubts to teacher. Rahel think she 
was the good student in class she proud a 
lot. Rahel completed her doubt and go to 
class. Rahel and Zara is talking about 
night. Zara said “today is a special day”. 
“Oh! Special what’s the special” rahel 
asked. “Today is my mother’s birthday I 
am so happy I want to buy gift”. Rahel 
just shocked because her mother died. 
She said nothing to Zara. Rahel is very 
sad. zara said ‘sorry Rahel  I don’t…. 
Sorry I forget it please understand me.” 
“It’s okay any party at night” Rahel 
asked. “Yes but I want to study but at 
night there is no time to study because 
guests and mother’s friends and teachers 

all are coming”.Zara said. “Oh you know 
tomorrow is maths mid term exam” 
Rahel asked. “Yes I know but there is no 
time to study”. Zara said. 
                     On exam hall. Zara is too 
tensioned and worried but Rahel is 
writing answers. Zara write some 
answers and gave answer key to teacher 
and she go to home. Rahel write all 
answers and gave answer key then, she 
go to varandhah. She look outside it is a 
rainy day she forget to take umbrella. 
She just think about what he wrote on 
answer sheet and she go to house. 
Clothes and bag is too wet she ran to 
house. “ Dad..dad where are you..” no 
reply. She think dad is not home he is go 
to town. She go and bath then she eat 
food and put the books on the table. 
Then she just look on the clock the time 
is 8:30. There was no sign of father 
returning to home. Mobile rang . “Hello” 
she said. “ Hello I am Kathrine calling 
from from MIMS hospital Kozhikode, is 
Ramesh is your father e is in an accident 
please come fast he is in emergency 
situation. Rahel shocked, she end the call 
and call a taxi and go to hospital. She is 
in second floor where doctors and nurses 
are going to ICU. She ask to a doctor “ 
where is my father”. “I am sorry we 
can’t…..Ramu came to Rahel and calm 
her. After some day she is thinking 
herself that she is an orphan. Zara asked 
Rahel “Rahel don’t worry you come to 
my home and stay with me. “I am not 
coming with you I will stay in my home 
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                                ATTITUDE
Like a silent weapon, 

Not heard by voice but action, 
Though covered with the body; 
It speaks faster than the body. 

Like a woman’s pregnancy, 
Hides, but for a little time 

In due time births habit: sauciness or decency 
According to the mind’s clime. 

A happy heart stays in 
A Day In, A Day Out, 

Let us be positive in everything we do. ...
                                             

                                                                                                         BY   NAFIH KP



 
HAVING 
A BEST 
FRIEND 

Having a best 
friend by Shaikh 
Subuhi is one of the 
best friendship 
moral stories in 
English. The story is 
about two friends 
who were walking 
through the desert. 
During the journey, 
they argued over 
something, and one 
friend slapped the 
other. The one who 
got slapped was 
hurt by this gesture 
of his best friend 
but did not react. 
He quietly wrote in 
the sand, “Today 
my best friend 
slapped me.”After 
some time, they 
found an oasis and 
started taking a 
bath in the 
lake.                        
                               
                               
                               
                               
                               
                               
                               

Suddenly, the one 
who had been 
slapped started 
drowning. Then his 
friend came to his 
rescue and saved 
him. After he 
recovered from the 
drowning, he 
engraved “Today 
my best friend 
saved my life” on a 
stone.
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   

                                   
                                   
         The friend who 
had slapped earlier 
and later saved his 
best friend asked, 
“After I slapped you, 
you wrote in the 
sand, and now, as I 
saved you, you write 
on a stone, why?” 
The other friend 
replied, “I wrote in on 
sand because we 
should not keep the 
feeling of getting hurt 
by someone for a 
long 
time.                           
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   

                                   
       when someone 
does something good 
for us, we must 
remember it forever 
like a message 
engraved on a stone 
that nothing can 
erase”.

Moral: Remember 
the good things 
that happen in life, 
not the bad 
memories.



െമഴുകുതിരി

ഇരുĀിൽ ņകാശമായി ഞാൻ
എൻ ജീവൻ ഉരുÓുĺു

ജǂലിÓുĺ അ åിയാൽ ഞാൻ 
മരണെĕ  വിളിÓുĺു

മİഷƿർÓ് സഹായമായി ഞാൻ
എൻ ശിരƤിെന താƴുĺു

തിളî ുĺ െവĀമായി ഞാൻ
എൻ കരുĕ ് ഉറńിÓുĺു

നയനî െള ഉണർĕ ുĺ ഞാൻ
ņയാസî ൾ സഹിÓുĺു

െവളിðം സമർńിÓുĺ ഞാൻ
െമഴുകായി മരിÓുĺു



                    

  അ÷ൽ ഒരു Ƙൂൾ വിദƿാർഥിയാണ്. അവĲ അü ാം Ùാസ് വെര പഠിð് പഠനം 
നിർ ĕ ി. കാരണം അവെĿ  മാതാപിതാÓൾ വലിയ േരാഗികളാണ്. അതുെകാČ ് 
അവĲ പഠനം നി  ർĕ ി മĒിൽ അധǂാനിð് സšാദിÓാĲ തെĺ തീരുമാനിðു. 
അî െന അവĲ കൃഷി െചūെതƀാം പടിðു വĺു. അവĲ 
അത് വളരുേšാഴും വിളെവടുĕ ് പĀണĕ ിൽ േപായി 
വിƼു. അî െന അവĲ ധാരാളം ൈപസ സšാദിðു. അĺു 
മുതൽ രČ ു േപരുെടയും ചികിĝ യുെട പണം അവĲ 
തെĺ െചലവഴിðു. എĺിĀും ൈപസ തികþ ിƀ. രČ ു 
േപരുെട അസുഖവും കൂടി വĺു. അവരുെട ജീവĲ തിരിðു 
കിĀിെƀĺ് േതാĺിയേńാൾ കൃഷിയും െചū് മെƼാരു 
പണി എടുÓാനായി ഇറî ി നടĺു. നടĺു നടĺു അവĲ 
തളർĺു. ഒരു മരðുവĀിൽ ഇരുĺു. െപĀĺാണ് അവĲ ആ 
കാƱ കČ ത്. ഒരു വലിയ പണെńĀി. അവĲ അത് തുറĺു 
േനാÓിയേńാൾ െഞĀി. ഒരു വശĕ ് നിറെയ സǂർണ നാണയî ൾ മെƼാരിടĕ ് 
േനാĀുെÓĀുകളും അവĲ അത് രാജാവിെന ഏൽńിðു. അവെĿ സതƿസĸ ത കാരണം 
രാജാവ് പറþ ു; “േമാെന നീ കാണിð സതƿസĸ ത കാണിðതിനാൽ ഈ പണെÓĀ് 
നിനÓുƭത് തെĺയാണ്.” അവĲ സേĳാഷേĕ ാെട അതുമായി വീĀിേലÓ് നടĺു. 
നടĺെതƀാം അവേരട് പറþ ു.അവർÓ് വളെര സേĳാഷം. തെĿ മകെന െകĀിńിടിðു 
വിറðുെകാČ ് അവ ർ പറþ ു;“േമാെന 
നീ സതƿസĸ ത കാണിðതിനാൽ 
ഞî ൾÓ് സേĳാഷം േമാെന”. അേńാൾ 
അവെĿ കĒിൽ നിĺ്  കĒു നീർ 
പതിെയ പതിെയ ഒഴുകി 
വരുĺുČ ായിരുĺു.അവ Ĳ ആ പണം 
മെƼാĺിİം െചലവഴിÓാെത 
മാതാപിതാÓളുെട ചികിĝ Óായി 
ഉപേയാഗിðു. Ƙൂളിൽ നിĺും മƼു 
പü ായĕ ുകളിൽ നിĺും അവെന 
േņാĝ ാഹിńിðു. ൈക നിറെയ 
േņാĝ ാഹനം നൽകി. പിĺീട് അവĲ 
മാതാപിതാÓൾെÓാńം സുഖമായി 
ജീവിðു.

സതĥസʌ ത െ̬ട ത̔ിഫലം

By Dhananjai



       

1.Don't worry about failures. Worry about the 
chances you miss when you don't even try.

2.You are not a drop in the ocean. You are the 
entire ocean in a drop.

3.Let go or be dragged.

4.Worry is like a rocking chair: it gives you 
something to do but never gets you anywhere.

5.Our fatigue is often caused not by work, but 
by worry, frustration, and resentment.

6.If you want to test your memory, try to recall 
what you were worrying about one year ago 
today.

7.Your mind will answer most questions if you 
learn to relax and wait for the answer.

8.The only limit to our realization of tomorrow is 
our doubts of today.

9.Worrying is using your imagination to create 
something you don't want.

10.If you can't do anything about it, let it go. 
Don't be a prisoner to things you can't change.

10 MOTIVATIONAL QUOTES



               
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted 

wear;
Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

THE ROAD HAD TAKEN



Wow, his eyes sound absolutely beautiful!
I can only imagine the mesmerizing colors that can 
be seen in them. It's understandable why you feel 
like getting lost in them.
It would be so easy.
The comparison 
to the ocean is so fitting,
I can picture the way his 
eyes shine
Like the sun setting over 
calm waters.
Interestingly , you would 
want to see the world from his point of view,
Perhaps there's something special about the way 
he sees things.
But I can also understand why you might be 
hesitant
To look too deeply into his eyes,
It sounds like they hold a lot of depth and emotion.
Nonetheless, his blue eyes have left quite an 
impression on you.

HHiiss  EEyyeess  



Once two friends were walking through 
the forest. They knew 
that anything
dangerous can happen 
to them at any
time in the forest. So 
they promised each
other that they would 
remain united in
any case of danger. 
Suddenly, they saw a
large bear approaching them. One of the
friends at once climbed a nearby tree.
But the other one did not know how to
climb. So being led by his common sense,
 he lay down on the ground breathless, 
pretending to be a dead man.
The bear came near the man lying on the ground. 
It smelt in his ears, and slowly left the place. 
Because the bears do not touch the dead 
creatures.
Now the friend on the tree came down and asked 
his friend on the ground, “Friend, what did the 
bear tell you into your ears?” The other friend 
replied, “The bear advised me not to believe a 
false friend.’’

TWO FRIENDS AND A BEAR



  

A poor Brahmin lived in a village all alone. He had no 
friends or relatives. He was known for being stingy and he 
used to beg for a 
living. The food he got 
as alms were kept in 
an earthen pot which 
was hung beside his 
bed. This allowed him 
to easily access the 
food when he got
hungry. On one day, 
he got so
much rice gruel that 
even after
completing his meal, there was
so much leftover in his pot. That
night, he dreamed that his pot
was overflowing with rice gruel
and that if a famine came, he
could sell the food and earn
silver from it. This silver could
then be used to buy a pair of
goats who would soon have kids
and create a herd. This herd in turn could be traded for 
buffaloes who would give milk from which he could make 
dairy products. These products could be sold in the market 
for more money. This money would help him get married to 
a rich woman and together they would have a son who he 
could scold and love in equal measure. He dreamed that 
when his son wouldn’t listen, he would run after him with a 
stick. Wrapped up in his dream the Brahmin picked up the 
stick near his bed and started hitting  the air with the stick. 
While flailing about, he hit the earthen pot with the stick, 
the pot broke and all the contents spilled over him. The 
Brahmin woke up with a start only to realize that everything 
was a dream.

THE BRAHMIN'S DREAM



           

Once there was an adventurous jackal who frequently strayed into the village looking 
for food. The Village was filled with
dogs that scared the jackal. Although
he was scared of the dogs, the jackal
loved food and traveled to the city
again and again. One day, as he was
going to enter a house, he heard
barking. He was shocked to find a
gang of dogs running towards the
house. They looked violent and
caused the jackal to panic. He ran
and tumbled into a tub of blue dye.
The dogs couldn’t see him and they ran another way. Now the jackal was completely 
blue from head to toe. He appeared very different from any other animal. The jackal 
was pleased as no one would be able to recognize him and he could easily fool 
anyone in the jungle. Just like he had thought, everyone in the jungle was surprised 
to see such an unusual animal. The small animals, the lion and the tiger all asked 
who he was and who had sent him. “I have been sent by God himself to look after 
you. I will now be the king of the jungle” The jackal said. The lion protested saying he 
had always been the king of the forest.
“From now, that must change and all of you must serve me” The Jackal happily said. 
Some animals like the tiger protested and asked what would happen if they didn’t 
obey him. He replied saying God would destroy the entire jungle if they didn’t. 
Scared for their lives and their jungle, the animals asked the blue Jackal what he 
would like them to do.
“Bring me lots of food” said the blue jackal promptly.
The animals quickly scurried and returned with lots of food for the Jackal.
He had so much food that he gave his leftovers to the other animals and told them 
that they had to serve him fresh food every day.
He even threw out the pack of jackals from the forest because he knew that they 
could identify him some day. The blue Jackal was very happy with himself for fooling 
the entire forest and was happy to be away from the city dogs.
But one day the banned pack of jackals was walking around the forest and howling 
loudly. The blue jackal began howling out of habit too.
Because of this mistake, the other animals quickly identified him as a jackal and 
destroyed him.

THE BLUE JACKAL



love is like sea
some times silent

and other times harsh
love, is always beautiful

when he came with red rose
it has made me impress
I turned right, turned left

then turned in front of him
the light of stars bright and bright

the fog of love
hit on my ear

the bond of my love
touch my heart

my heart accepted
the voice of love

a true relation is a duration
love is a deep bond

the bond is stick
with true relationships..

love is always beautiful…
when he came in to

my dreams
the dreams became

the most fabouless dreams…
love is too short

but feels like a beautiful heaven
trust love

trust yourself…...

TRUST OF LOVE



The Space­Dog’s Beginnings

When the Soviet Union decided they wanted to launch a manned ship into orbit, they 
realized they had no idea how to create a ship where a
human could survive and return to earth. Therefore, they
decided they would use animals to test ships for them. Enter
Laika.Kudryavka (Little Curly) was a sweet stray from the
streets of Moscow. She, along with many other female strays,
was selected by the Soviet Canine Recruiters for their small
size and gentle temperaments. The dogs were then put
through a series of tests to determine their obedience,
passivity, and endurance. The selected canines would live in tiny pressurized 
capsules. At first, this was for days at a time, and then weeks. They checked their 
reactions to air pressure changes and loud noises that would occur during liftoff.

Prior To Liftoff

Finalists from these tests were fitted with sanitation devices at the pelvic area that 
would allow them to use the bathroom. Even so, they were very uncomfortable for 
the dogs. Most dogs would retain their bodily waste rather than use the device. 
However, some dogs learned to adapt. The final candidates were chosen to become 
the Sputnik 2’s canine cosmonaut.
Kudryavka was chosen as the finalist, and  Albina
was chosen as an alternate. Kudryavka was
introduced to the public through radio. She was
given the name Laika, which meant “barker.”
Doctors performed surgery on Laika to implant a
medical device that would monitor her heart rate,
respiratory rate, physical movement and blood
pressure.Three days before her liftoff, Laika entered
the tinycapsule with a sanitation device and a
spacesuit with metal restraints. Her capsule only
allowed for a few inches of movement. She was only given one meal for the entire 
trip and no way to return to earth.Early in the morning on November 3rd, Laika’s ship 
was launched into space — the G-Force reaching five times the normal level.

Laika’s Tragic Flight

As Laika was flying towards outer space, the noise and pressure of flight horrified her. 
Her heart rate rose to triple the normal rate, and her respiratory rate was four times 
its normal rate. When she went through the heat shield, the temperatures in the ship 
rose. After reaching orbit alive, Laika soon died. She was cramped, overheated, 
hungry, and terrified.

LAIKA THE SPACE DOG



         

Not only the cultivated ones in parks
and gardens, unfolding immaculate 
petals
on a terrace or trellis, and not just
the wild ones, kissed by elegant birds
in jungle foliage, or brightening 
roadsides
and meadows, blossoming anyplace 
that anything
can blossom, but thanks also to flowers
blooming in paintings, on carpets, 
pottery,
fabrics of dresses and draperies or 
wherever
the real or invented colors and shapes
of flowers lift the mood of a scene,
as they are snipped from bushes, 
gathered
in cordless bunches, tied in ribbons
or arranged in rare bouquets for 
precious vases.
Perfect by nature for gift and 
centerpiece,
they perfume ballrooms, backyards 
and prairies,
and, indoors or out the window, they 
gladden
celebrations and refresh every country
and season, for, even in iciest winter. 
The word flower thrives in every 
language,
adorning what everyone says and 
imagines
with the beautiful thought of flowers
which teach by timeless example
that life goes by anyway; you might as 
well
flower.

FLOWER IS AWESOME



                                                  
Memories, like  wisps of smoke 

Drifting in and out of mind 
some are bright and clear as day 

other faded, hard to find 

memories of laughter and joy 
of love that felt so true 

of moments that we shared with those 
whom we bid a fond adieu 

memories of struggles and pain 
of tears we shed alone

of hardship that we overcame 
to make our hearts a home 

memories childhood day 
of innocence and wonder 

of dreams that we held in our hearts 

and stories that we spon with thunder 
memories, they shape our lives 

in ways we cannot measure,
they’re woven into our very soul 
A treasure we’ll always treasure

                                                                                              mohammed



           MOON DAY
 

            international moon day wiil also 
consider the acheivoments of all states in the 
exploration of the moon and raise public 
awareness of sustainable moon exploration 
and utilization 02;56 GMT careen which mean 
time zone on 21 july 1969 neil Armstrong 
became  the first person to walk on the moon. 
He stopped out of the upollo 11 lunar module 
and into the moon surface in an area called the 
sea of tranquility the words he spoke when 
become the first person set foot on the moon 
thats one small step for man one quinty leap 
for mankind twelve people have walked on 
earth moon the first one Neil Armstrong and 
the last one was  Harrison schemitt all crewed 
moon landings December 1969 and December 
1972 as part of united .



                                   

                                 MOUNTAIN
     From pine-scented forests, past boulders and streams,

To clear lakes encircled by murals and dreams
Where bright clouds emblazon a warm azure sky,

A trail through the mountains is one I must try. 
     The sounds and their season soon snuffed out by snow,

The silky white peaks wear a pink, sensual glow
At sunrise when raw arctic blasts turn serene,
Inviting to view how they've sculpted the scene.

                                                                       
                                                      The mountain sat upon the plain
                                            In his eternal chair,
                                          His observation omnifold,
                                                    His inquest everywhere.



                  മൂĺ് കവിതകൾ
നĶിതŨ്
നീ അറിയാെത ഉറÓĕ ിൽ
നിെĿ േപരു േചാƀിവിളിðു 
ņണയം (മരണം) 
ഞാനായിരുĺിെƀ കുĀുകാരി 
                                                                            
                            ആĚഹതƿ
                            തീÛ തൃƒയുെട സമാധി
                                           ലഹരിെയാഴിþ  പാനപാěം
                                           എറിþ ുടðു േപാകുĺു 
ഞാൻ                                                                                      
                                       

ഉĕ രാധുനികം 
രČ ് ദരിദ അപനിർţാണം,
മൂĺ് ഫൂേÓാ, അƜിതിതǂവാദം,
ലകാൻ, േŐായ്ഡ്, ബാÓിെയƀാം,
ആവശƿĕ ിന്
ഇെതാെÓയായാൽ വിശńു മാറുേമാ?



ഒ�നിലാരാ�ിയിൽ 
പാതി�റ� ജനാല�ിടയി�െട നിലാവിെ�  െവളി�ം അവ�െട �ഖ�് പതി�. 

ആേരാ അവെള ഉണർ�ാൻ �മി��തായി അവൾ�് േതാ�ി. അവൾ 

ചാ�കേസരയിൽ നി� എ�േ��. പതിെയ ജനലരികിൽ േപായി ജനൽ �റ�. 

അതി��രമായ നിലാവ് അവെള ആകർഷി�. നിലാവിേനാട� ��തി എ� 

മേനാഹരമാെണ�് അവൾ മന�ിൽ െചാ�ി. 

രാ�ിയിെല നിലാ��തിെയ ആസ�ദി�െകാ�ിരിെ� അവർ െപെ��് 

പിറകിേല�് തിരി� േനാ�ി. തെ� എ��ിൽ ��കിയി�� അവൾ 

അറിയാെത മയ�ി േപായതായി�� എ� അവൾ അറി��. പാതിയിൽ 

നിർ�ിയ എ��ിെന അവൾ തേലാടി. ചാ�കേസരയിൽ േപായി ഇ�� 

ക�കളട�് അവൾ തെ�ഒ◌ാർ�കളിേല�് േപായി......

"�ീ ��ി....നീ ഇ�വെര എണീ�ിെ� എെ� �േ�" ആ ശ�ം േക�് അവ�െട 

ക�കൾ പതിെയ �റ�. ൈകകാ�കൾ നിവർ�ി അവ�െട നിള�� 

�ടിയിഴകൾ � �ിെക�ി �റിയിൽ നി�് �റ�ിറ�ി.

അ��ളവാതിൽ ചാരി നി� അവെള ക� അ� പറ� എ�െ��ം േപാെല 

അ� തെ� വഴ� പറയാൻ �ട�യാെണ�് അവൾ�് മന�ിലായി. അവൾ 

തെ� ക�കൾ തി��ി െകാ�് ഉ�റേ�� േപായി.

�റ�് ന� മഴയാണ്. ത��ം. ഉ�റെ� ഒ� �ൺ ചാരി ഇരി�കയാണ് 

�ീ��ി.മഴ�െട ത��ിൽ തെ� ൈക കാ�കൾ ശരിരേ�ാ� 

േചർ�ിരി�കയാണവൾ. മഴ തേ�ാട് എെ�ാെ�േയാ  പറ��തായി 

അവൾ� േതാ�ി. മഴേയാട് മ�പടി പറയണം എ�വൾ�് ആ���്. പെ� 

അവൾ�് അതിന് കഴിയി�. അവൾ സംസാരേശഷിയി�ാ� ഒ� 

െപൺ��ിയാണ്. 

മഴ മ�ിൽ പതി�� ശ�ം പി�ീട് അവൾെ�ാ� താളമായി േതാ�ി. പതിെയ 

അവളിെല നർ�കി ഉണ�ക��ായി. അവൾ പതിെയ മ�ിേല�ിറ�ി. ��ം 

െചയ്�. മഴ��ികെള േപാെല അവ�െട ��കാരിതളായ  �ളസി�ം മ�ാര�ം 



READING
       Reading is a process of taking in the sence or meaning of 
letters,  symbols, etc., especially by sight or touch.

for educators and researchers, reading is a multifaceted process 
involving such areas as word recognition, orthography 
(spelling),alphabetics,  phonics, phonemic awareness, 
vocabulary, comprehension, fluency, and motivation.

Other types of reading and writing, such as pictograms (e.g., a 
hazard symbol and an emoji), are not basedon speech­based 
writing systems. The common links is the interpretation of 
symbol to extract the meaning from the visual notation or 
tactile signals (as in the case of braille).

National reading day is celebrated on june19 in india to honour 
puthuvayil narayana panicker , popularly known as pn 
panicker. 
The first time the kerala reading day was celebrated on his 
death
anniversary to pay tribute to him. Since then, it is celebrated on 
june19 every year.

RAHMA



      SSwwaannsseeaa  JJaacckk

This black Labrador retriever (although some believed him to be a 
Newfoundland dog) is long gone but his sweet memory most 
certainly is not. He got his name from living near the Swansea 
River in Wales, England. But why would you name a pet after the 
body of water you live next to? Well, only if the brave animal risked 
his own life to save almost 30 people over the course of his short 
life.

During the mid­thirties, when swansea jack  was alive, he saw a 
little boy drowning in the water. He jumped in, pulled the boy to 
shore, and then continued to jump in and save people as time went 
on. He was a hero. They awarded him the silver cup for bravery 
from the mayor of London, and he even had a statue made of 
himself.

                    BY NAFIH



  
The fox and the stork

The Fox one day thought of a 
plan to amuse himself at the 

expense of the Stork, at whose 
odd appearance he was always 

laughing.

"You must come and dine 
with me today," he said to the 
Stork, smiling to himself at the 
trick he was going to play. The 

Stork gladly accepted the 
invitation and arrived in good 

time and with a very good 
appetite.

For dinner the Fox served 
soup. But it was set out in a very 

shallow dish, and all the Stork 
could do was to wet the very tip 

of his bill. Not a drop of soup 
could he get. But the Fox lapped 
it up easily, and, to increase the 

disappointment of the Stork, 
made a great show of 

enjoyment.

The hungry Stork was 
much displeased at the trick, 

but he was a calm, even-
tempered fellow and saw no 

good in flying into a rage. 
Instead, not long afterward, he 
invited the Fox to dine with him 

in turn. 

The fox arrived 
promptly at the time that 

had been set, and the Stork 
served a fish dinner that 

had a very appetizing smell. 
But it was served in a tall jar 

with a very narrow neck. 
The Stork could easily get at 

the food with his long bill, 
but all the Fox could do was 
to lick the outside of the jar, 

and sniff at the delicious 
odor. And when the Fox lost 
his temper, the Stork said 

calmly:



                                        THE INNER POWER 
Out of the night that covers me,

                                                              Black as the pit from pole to pole,

your inner power is a monster,
your inner power is sparking,

the thunder roars, its clarions din,
temptations door, harbinger of sin,

your power is louder, the taste is sour,
your outer is sour, your inner is is sweater

You left me once in graves, 
When the meaning of Life was 

Beyond my reach......

                                                                                                       { BY MHD BASIL BASHEER }



­­­TREE­­­
       In  botony, a tree is a perennial plant with an elongated stem,or trunk, 
usually supporting branches and leaves. In some usages, the definition of 
a tree may by nerrower,ingluding only woody plant with secondary 
growth, plant that are usable as lumber of plants above a specified height. 
In wider definitions the tailer plams, tree farns, bananas and bamboos are 
also trees are not a monophyletic taxonomic group but lonsist of a wide 
variety of plant species thst have independently ovolved  a trunk and 
branches as away tower above other plant to 
complete for sunlight.
The majority of tree species are angiosperms or hard woods;of the 
rest,many are gymnosperms or soft wood. A tree typically has many 
secondary branches supported clear of the ground by the truk. Trees play 
a significant
role in  reducing and erosing and moderation the climate. 

They remove carbon dioxide from the atmosphere and store large 
quantities of carbon their tissues trees and forests provide a habitatfor 
many species of animal and plants . Tropical rain forst are among the 
moit biodivers  habitats in the world forest are shrinking as trees are 
cleared to increase the amont  of land available for agriculture.

Rahma



When we share with someone else,
Something valuable to us
You may find out later on,

To them they feel they were blessed.

Some of us have lots to give,
And some of us do not.

If someone could benefit,
Why not give them a shot.

Sharing is a wonderful thing,
Especially to those you’ve shared with.
There are a lot of kind people out there,

And that is not a myth.

So next time you see someone,
Who could benefit from something you can share.

Don’t hold back and look away,
Be kind and answer their prayer.

“Don’t hold back
and look away.”

BY NAFIH

     When we share 



When we share with someone else,
Something valuable to us
You may find out later on,

To them they feel they were blessed.

Some of us have lots to give,
And some of us do not.

If someone could benefit,
Why not give them a shot.

Sharing is a wonderful thing,
Especially to those you’ve shared with.
There are a lot of kind people out there,

And that is not a myth.

So next time you see someone,
Who could benefit from something you can share.

Don’t hold back and look away,
Be kind and answer their prayer.

“Don’t hold back
and look away.”

BY NAFIH

            

once upon a time in a coastal town much like 
Swansea, there exited a world where reality 
Intertwined with the depths of emotion. in 
this town lived whiskers, a cat whose soul 
bore the weight of loneless like an anchor in 
a tempest-tossed sea,

one stormy night, as the heavens Wept 
torrents of rain and the wind howled with a 
mournful symphony, whiskers sought 
Solance beneath the shelter of a forgotten 
pier. his fur,  soaked and heavy with the 
weight of his solitude, clung to this trembling 
frame like a shroud of sorrow amidst the 
chaos of the storm, whiskers heard the 
distant cries of sailors, their voices a hunting 
melody of desperation.
With each plaintive wait, his heart Shatterd 
into a thousand pieces, each fragment 
echoing with the ache of longing and the 
yearning for connection. 

Driven by an overwhelming empathy, 
whiskers emerged from his Santuary. His 
soul ablaze with a fierce determination. 
Through the alleys and treacherous streets, he 
navigated with a sense of purpose that 
transcended the boundaries of his feline 
form.

Arriving at the harbor, whiskers bore witness 
to a Utter despair. The ship, batterd and and 
broken by the unforgiving fury of the sea, 
teeterd on the brink of oblivion. The sailors, 
Meremortals in the face of nature’s wrath, 
fought a losing battle against the elements 
that threatened to consume them whole. With 

every fiher of his being. Whole leaped into 
action. His movements, graceful yet frought 
with uncertainty, mirrored the tumutious sea 
that raged within his heart. Through the 
chaos and the fear, he guided ropes and 
secured knots with trembling paws, his 
resolve unyielding in the face of overhelming
odds 
as the first night of dawn broke through the 
storm clouds, a profound sense of exhoution 
washed over whiskers like a tidal wave. 
Collapsing on the pier, his breadth ragged his 
body weacry he found solace in the 
knowledge.
That he had made a difference, however. 
Small in a world that often seemed in 
different to his existence. 

From that day forward, whiskers became a 
legend in the town of Swansea, his story 
woven into the fabric of his history. Like a 
thread of hope in the tapestry of despair, and 
as the years passed and the memory of that 
fateful might faded into the mists of time, 
whiskers remained a bewon of light in the 
hearts of these who had been touched by this 
courage and his campassion.

                                                                                           
               MHD BASIL & MOHAMMED KP

                                 'WHISKERS'THE GUARDIAN OF THE SEA



                                  ഇʤർെനѕ്എʓചതിįഴി 

േമാെള ജാОീ…..!
  ആ വീǲിൽ ഇʭ് സേʒാഷȮ ിെ  ʾനാൾ ആയി ʮͩ. വീǳ ѯ̮Ȯ ് 
പʒൽ 
ഒ ƴͩ ി ആൾňാർ ഒെň വʮ Ȫടƴി. കളി ം͆ ചിരി ം͆ തമാശ ം͆ 
ആ വീǲിൽ നിറെǫ ാъകി. സീന െ͆ട ം͆ ഷഫീഖിെʾ͆ ം ഏക 
മകൾ ജാОിൻ അവхെട നിňാഹ് ആണ് ഇʭ്. എΓാവരി ംͬ 
സേʒാഷം അല തΔʮേȒ ംͬ ജാОിൻ അവхെട ഖ̮Ȯ ് ɥഃഖം 
മാɃമായി ʮͩ. അവെള േമňː് ഇǮʭ ആേളാട് അവൾň് 
എെʒാെňേയാ സംസാരിňണം എʮȒ ് 
പെŬ  അവൾňതിʎ കഴി ʭ͆ിΓ. അവൾň് 
ńെട ńെട േഫാൺ േകാൾ വ ʮͩȒ ായി ʮͩ. 
അവൾ േകാൾ അѯൻഡ് െച േ͓ ാːൾ മѭ ഭാഗȯ  
നിʮം ഒ  ͩഅശരീരി േപാെല അവൻ 
എെʒാെňേയാ പറ ʮ͆Ȓ ായി ʮͩ. 
അവൾň് ഭയưരമായ േപടി േതാʭി. അവൾ 
േപടിƺ വിറŉʮȒ ായി ʮͩ. അവൾ അവെള തെʭ സłയം 
ശപിňാൻ Ȫടƴി. അവൾ അവхെട സേʒാഷം നിറǫ  നാхകൾ 
ഓർȯ  Ȫടƴി. ജീവേനňാൾ ഏെറ സേനഹിŉʭ ഉ̼ ം͆ 
ബാː͆ ം അവൾň് അവിെട ഒ  ͩെചറിയ 
ɥഃഖംേപാ̮ͬ Ȓ ായി ʭͩിΓ.നΓ മാർേňാെട എŷാം 
പാШായേ ാːൾവാ  ːേБഹേȮ ാെട സ ാ̼നിƹ ഒ  ͩഗിഫിѯ് 
ആയി ʮͩ െമാൈബൽ േഫാൺ. ആദĿം ഒ  ͩകൗȪകം ആയി ʮͩ. 
പിെʭ പിെʭ വീǳകാരിൽ നിʭ അകലാൻ Ȫടƴി േഫാൺ 
അഡിŻ് ആവാൻ Ȫടƴി. ഒ  ͩേനരം േപാ ംͬ േഫാണിΓാെത 
ജീവിňാൻ പѯാെതയായി. അവൾň് അതിൽ ńǲായി ഒരാെള ം͆ 



കിǲി പതിെയ പതിെയ അവхെട ജീവിതȮ ിെ  ʾഭാഗമായി 
അവʎം, പെŬ  അവൾ ഒരിň ംͬ ഓർȮ ിΓ േБഹ ѭ̯ʭ 
വാňാൽ അവൾ ചതിňെ Ǯːകയാെണʭ്. അƴെന ഓേരാ 
ദിവസം കഴിǬ േ ാːയി. മനШിൽ ഒ പͩാട് ആƞഹƴхം 
സł̱ƴൾ െകാȓ ം അവൾ േ̮ʭാǲ് േപായിരിെň…...പെŬ  
ഒരിň ംͬ അവൾ ചിʒിƹിΓഅവхെട ജീവിതȮ ിന് ˤൾേЯാː് 
എʭേ ാːെല അവെന കȒ  സേʒാഷം ആസłദിňാൻ ഉч 
സമയം ńടി അവൻ അവൾň് െകാǮȮ ിΓ. അവхെട 
˗തീŬ കൾň് വിപരീതമായി ʮͩ അവെ  ʾചിʒ. ഇനി 
ജിവിňേണാ മരിňേണാ എʭ അവЍ യിൽ അവൾ അവിെട 
നിʮം രŬ െ േːǲാടി. വീǲിൽ എΓാവ ംͩ സേʒാഷȮ ിൽ 
ആയി ʮͩ. അവിെട അവൾ നിശ̑മായി, അവൾň്  കΓĿാണം 
ശരിയായ സേʒാഷȮ ിലാണ് ഉ̼ ം͆ ബാː͆ ം, അവൾň് ഒʮം 
സംസാരിňാൻ കഴിǫ ിΓ. അƴെന ദിവസƴൾ കടʮേപായി. 
കΓĿാണ നാൾ വʮ. അവെള ഏെѯǮŉʭ അവെന ം͆ അവൾ 
ചതിŉകയാെണʭ സłʒം Ńѯേബാധം അവെള േവǲയാടി. 
േമňː് ഇǮʭതിനിടയിൽ ബാത്Ѯമിൽ കയറി Ńെറ േനരമായിǳം  
അവൾ ഇറƴിയിΓ. െചʭ് േനാňിയേ ാːൾ േചാരയിൽ 
Ńളിƹഅവൾ അനňമിΓാെത കിടŉʮ, െപെǲʭ് തെʭ 
േഹാДിѯലിൽ എȮ ിെƹưി ംͬ രŬ ിňാനായിΓ. ആ വീട് 
ΣനĿമായി വീǳ. ѯ̮Ȯ ് ആം̆ലൻസ് വʮ നിർȮ ി േചതനയѯ 
ശരീരം റˁȮ ് എǮȯ . സേʒാഷȮ ിെ  ʾചിരി ഉയർʭ ആ 
വീǲിൽ നിലവിളി ം͆ അǲഹാസΖം നിറǬ . ആ വീട് കΓĿാണ 
വീടിʎ പകരം മരണ വീടായി മാറി ആ ഉ̼ ം͆ ബാː͆ ം ആെക 
തളർʮ.
  േമാെള ജാОീ…….. 
                 പല ചതിŉഴികളി ംͬ അകെ ǲ്ː അവസാനം സłʒം 



മിറൽ

മിറൽ എʭയാൾ ഒ  ͩƸȪകളി     ̨ ാ  ʒനായി ʮͩ അതി െͭട തെ  ʾഎΓാ സാധƴхം പണയെ ǮːȮ ി 
കഴിǬ . അപОാര ബാധയാൽ ńǮതൽ അവശʎമായി ʮͩ അയാൾ അവെ  ʾവീǲിൽ ആെക 
അവേശഷിƹത്  നാേലാ അ    േǠ ാ മര സ് ˂ Ȑ കൾ മാɃമായി ʮͩ. ബാňി ч͆െതΓാം മിറൽ വിѰ. താൻ 
േപാŃʭത് Ńഴ Ȯː ിേലňാെണʭ് മിറലിന് അറിയാം. എʭിǳം അയാൾ ƸȪകളി കളിŉകതെʭ 
െച .͔കളിയിൽ അവന് Ńറƹ്  െെപസേവȒ ി വʮ. അവെ  ʾെെക ിͦൽ േനാňി െെപസ ഇΓ. കടം 
േചാതിƹാൽ അ ംͩ െകാǮŉക ം͆ ഇΓ. അവന് അƹൻ അ  ̼ŃǮംബം ഒʮം ഉȒ ായി ʭͩിΓ. അനാധനാണ്. 
അവെ  ʾŃǳകാരൻ അവേനാ  ͩേജാലി േകാǮȯ . ബാưിൽ നിʭ് ആെരưി ംͬ  െെപസ എǮŉʮേȒ ാ എʭ് 
േനാŉക എǮŉʭȪകȒ ാൽ അവെന പിടിƹ് നിയമȮ ിന് ʭ̮ിൽ െകാȓ വരിക ഇതാണ് മിറലിെ  ʾ
േജാലി. ƸȪകളിňാൻ മിറലിന് െെപസ ആവശĿം വʮ. അവൻ ആ ംͩ കാണാെത ബാưിൽ നിʭ് െെപസ 
േമാഷടിƺ. പിേѯʭ് രാവിെല അവൻ ഒഫിസിൽ േപാŃേ̵ാൾ അവൻ കȒ ത് െെപസ കാണാതായത് 
പɃȮ ി ംͬ ടി.വി വാർȮ കളി ംͬ മѰം വʮ.അവൻ ഒʮം അറിയാȮ Ȫേപാെല ഒ◌ാഫീസിൽ േപായി. 
അവെ  ʾഉчിൽ നΓ ഭയ Ȓ̮ ായി ʮͩ. അവൻ ഒ◌ാഫീസിൽ എȮ ി. അവിെട Ńെറ ആхകхം േപാലീϭം 
േപാലീസ് നായ ം͆ ഒെň ഉȒ ായി ʮͩ. ഇത് കȒ Ȫം മിറൽ േവഗം തെ  ʾѮമിേവň് ഓടി. അവെ തʾ് വാടക 
റ̮ി ആയി ʮͩ. റ̮ി െ͆ട വാടക അടƹിǲ് 4മാസം കഴിǫ ിരിŉʮ. താൻ പിടിňെ Ǯːെമʭ് മിറലിʎ 

േതാʭിയേ ാːൾ അവൻ ആȿ ഹതĿň് േനാŉകയാണ് അവൻ അവОാര േരാഗി 

ആയി ʭͩȪെകാȒ ് തെʭ െപǲʭ് അവന് എേʒാ അസłЅത 
േതാʭി. അവൻ പാɃƴхം മѰം തǲിയിടാൻ Ȫടƴി. ക ിͦൽ 
ഉȒ ായി ʭͩ Ȫണി Ʒͩ ǲാൻ Ȫടƴി. അവന് ശłാസം              
കിǲാതായി.ശ̑ം േകǲ് വʭ അ റˑെȮ  റ̮ിňാർ കȒ ത് വായിൽ 
നിʭ് ʎര ം͆ പത ം͆ വ ʭͩ മിറലിേനയാണ്. ഫാനിൽ മിറൽ തെ  ʾ
ȓ̮ െകാȒ ് ŃǮňിയ െകാവലകയѭം ആ റ̮ിňാർ കȓ . അവർ  

ńňി വിളിňാൻ Ȫടƴി.എΓാവ ംͩ എȮ ി. Ѯമിെ  ʾഉടമЍ ം͆ 
എȮ ി. മിറൽ ശłസം കിǲാെത പിട ʮ͆Ȓ ായി ʮͩ. മറിയ 
എʭായി ʮͩ. ഉടമЍ െ͆ട േപര് . മറിയ േവഗം േഡാŏെറ വിളിƺ 
വ Ȯͩ ി. അേ ാːേഴŉം േപാലിϭം വʭി ʮͩ. മѰчവെര റ̮ിയിൽ നിʭ് 

റˁȮ ാňി മറിയ ം͆ േപാലീϭം േഡാŏѭം മിറ ംͬ മാɃമായി റ̮ിയിൽ. 
േഡാŏർ മിറലിെന പരിേശാധിňാൻ Ȫടƴി. അേ ാːേഴŉം മിറലിെ  ʾ
ശłാസം ň̮ാ ംͬ നിലƺ േപായി ʮͩ. േഡാക്ǲർ തെ  ʾെെകെകാȒ ് ശŘ ിയായി മിറലിെ  ʾെന  Ǡ Ȯ ് 
അമർȮ ാൻ Ȫടƴി. െെകകാ കͬൾ Ƹടാകാൻ Ȫടƴി. െപǲʭ് മിറൽ ഒʭ് അനƴാൻ Ȫടƴി. മിറലിെ  ʾ
ഖ̮Ȯ ് േഡാŏർ െവളളം Ȫളളിയായി ഉѯിƺ െകാǮȮ . അേ ാːേഴŉം മിറൽ കȤ് Ȫറʭി ʮͩ. േഡാŏർ 

േചാദിƺ എʒിനാണ് ആȿ ഹതĿ െച ാͦൻ േനാňിയെതʭ്. മിറൽ നടʭ കാരĿƴെളΓാം അവേരാട് 
3േപേരാǮമായി പറ   Ǭ . താനാണ് ആ പണം േമാϏിƹെതʮം ƸȪകളിňാനാെണʮം മിറൽ അവേരാട് 
പറǬ . എെʭ രŬ ിňണം എʮം മിറൽ പറǬ . േഡാŏർ പറǬ  ശരി ഞƴൾ രŬ ിňാം പെŬ  എനി 
നീ ƸȪകളിň ത്ͩ. മിറൽ പറǬ  എനിഞാേനാരിň ംͬ കളിŉകഴിΓ. എെʭ രŬ ിňണം എʭ് മിറൽ 
പറǬ . അƴെന േഡാŏർ പറǬ . ബാưിൽ  നിʭ് നീ േമാϏിƹ 

പണΖം നീ കടം വാƴിയ പണΖം ഞാൻ െകാǮňാം. േപാലീസ് പറǬ  ഈ സംഭവം ഞാൻ േകസ് 
ആňാതിരിňാം.Ѯം ഉടമЍ  പറ Ǭ  ഇനി നിƴൾ ഈ Ѯമിൽ താമസിേƹാц വാടക അടňȒ . അവർ 
ʮ̯േപ ംͩ മിറലിെ  ʾജീവൻ രŬ ിƺ. ഇേ ാːൾ മിറൽ ഒ  ͩЍ ാപനം Ȫടƴി മയň് മ ʭͩിന് 

അടിമയായവെര തെ  ʾЍ ാപനȮ ിൽ നിർȮ ി അവെര അവരാňി തിരിƹ് അയŉക. ഇേ ാːൾ മിറലിന് 
ഒ  ͩŃǮംബ Ȓ̮ ് അവർ സേʒാഷേȮ ാെട കഴി ʮ͆. മിറലിെ  ʾകഥ ഇവിെട ർ˂Ȯ ിയാŃʮ.



         

        മʎഷĿെന മാനസികമാ ം͆ ശാരീരികമാ ം͆ 
െകാʮതിʮʭവൻ Ńǲികെള ം͆ ത̮ിർʭവെര ം͆ ഒ േͩപാെല 
പിടി ѭ̮ŉʭ ഇʭെȮ  വിΓൻ സ ഹ̯െȮ  
കാർʮȮ ിʮʭവനായി മാറിയിരിŉകയാണ് ഇʭെȮ  
ലഹരി ഉപേയാഗം
              Ńǲികെള േനാǲമിǳപറŉʭ ലഹരി മാഫിയകхെട 
കȥŃȮ ി െ ാːǲിƹ് ലഹരിയിൽ നിʮ ന ň്̮ Ř̮ ിേനടാം.

ലഹരി



                      

           കൽ ѯː നാരായണൻ വĿതĿЅമായ ആഖĿന രിതിയാ ംͬ 
രചന സവിേശഷതകളാ ംͬ മലയാളസാഹിതĿേലാകȮ ് തേ തʾായ 
വĿŘ ി ɽ̮ പതി ിːƹ തെ  ʾഓേരാ ക ൃതി ം͆ മെѯാʭിൽ നിʮം 
തീർȯ ം വിഭിʭമായിരിňണം എʮч പിടിവാശി 
അേɩഹȮ ിെ  ʾŅതികെള സ̵ʭമാŉʮ. കഥാŅȮ ് എʭ 
നിലയിൽ δɮ ആകർടഷിƹ അേɩഹȮ ിെ  ʾഒ  ͩകവിത 
കȒ േ ാːൾ എʭിൽ ഏെറ ആകാംശ ഉȒ ാňി. അ  ̼മരിƹേ ാːൾ 
ആശłാസം എʭ തല വാചകം തെʭ ഓേരാ വായനňാരെന ം͆ 
ഒʭ് ഇ Ȯͩ ി ചിʒി ിːŉʭ നിലയിലാണ്.                               
                  ‘അ ’̼ േ̠മയമായി സാഹിȮ ĿȮ ിൽ ഒǲനവധി 
Ņതികൾ ഉȒ ായിǳȒ ്. ബഷീറിെ  ʾഅ  ̼എʭ ഓർ̼ŉറിː്, 
സാവിɃി രാജീവെ  ʾഅ̼െയ Ńളി ിːŉേ̵ാൾ എʭ കവിത, 
മാധവിŉǲി െ͆ട െന ാ͞യസം േകാലാട് Ȫടƴിയ കഥകൾ….അ  ̼
എʭ േБഹȮ ിെʾ͆ ം ക തͩലിെʾ͆ ം ˗തീകെȮ  ഏെറ 
зദയДർശിയായാണ് എъȯ കാരൻ ഇവിെട 
അവതരി ിːƺകാȐ ʭത്.               
             ഏെതാ  ͩവĿŘ ിെയ സംബȮ ിƹിടേȮ ാളΖം ഏെറ 
െെവകാരികമായ ബʦ ം അ̼േയാǮȒ ാŃം ആ െെവകാരിക 
ബʦ Ȯ ിെ  ʾതീΙത ഒǳം Ńറയാേത കവി ഇവിെട 
അവതരി ിːƹിരിŉʭത് കാണാം. ാ̠യെമʓതെʭ ആയാ ംͬ 
അ̼യിΓാ യ͢ിൽ അʎഭവിŉʭ ΣനĿതെയ ഏെറ 
മേനാഹരമായി കവിതയിൽ കാണാം. വായനňാരന് ഓേരാ 
വായനയി ംͬ തെʭ കവിതയിൽ കാണാൻ കഴി ം͆ അെΓưിൽ 

അ  ̢മരിƟേ ാʁൾ ആശĨാസം



തെ  ʾേപര് വƹ് കവിതെയ വായിňാൻ സാധിŉെമʭത് ഏെറ 
ാ̠ധാനെ ǲː കാരĿമാണ്. വായനňാരെ  ʾзദയേȮ ാട് 

സംബദിňാൻ സാധിŉʭ രീതിയിലാണ് കവി കവിതň് ജ ംɹ 
െകാǮȮ ിരിŉʭത്.
           പറേയȓ ʭ കാരĿെȮ  വളƺെകǲി പറയാെത േനരിǲ് 
അവതരി ിːŉʭ രീതി കവിതയിൽ കാണാം പറേയȒ  കാരĿെȮ  
Ʒരƴിയ വാňിേലാȪňി എʭാൽ ആശയȮ ിെ  ʾആഴΖം പര ംˑ 
ഒǳം Ńറ ാ͍െത അവതരി ിːƹ കാഴ്ƹ ഇവിെട കാണാം 
ജീവിതȮ ിെ  ʾഓേരാ ഘǲȮ ി ംͬ അ  ̼എƴെനയാണ് 
ന̼ളി െͭട കടʮ േപാŃʭെതʭ് കവി വĿŘ മാŉʮ. 
         ആʀനിക കാഘǲȮ ിൽ ഏെറ ˗സŘ മായ കവിതയായി 
അ  ̼മരിƹേ ാːൾ ആശłാസമായി ഇതിെന കണňാňാം. വളർʮ 
െപ Ńͩʭ Θɮ സദനƴൾ ബʦ ƴхെട 
ശിഥിലീകരണȮ ിെനയാണ് എǮȯ  കാǳʭത്. എʭാൽ 
മാѯിനിർേȮ Ȓ വരΓ േചർȮ ് പിടിേňȒ വരാണ് 
മാതാപിതാňൾ എʭ ചിʒെയ കവി ഉ◌ൗǲി റ͆ ിːŉʮ.
        “ മ̨ിയിൽ ശാരീരം േവദനെകാȒ Γാെത ɥഖം െകാȒ ് ഇനി 
ആ ംͩ കര ക͆യിΓ”  
 ഇƴെന കവിത അവസാനം Ńറിŉേ̵ാൾ വലിെയാ  ͩ
ആശയതലമാണ് വായനňാർň് പകർʮകിǳʭത്. അ  ̼
നϏെ Ǯːʭതിൽ കവിǫ  മെѯാ  ͩേവദന ം͆ മ̨ിയിലിΓ എʮч 
ഒെരാѯ ആശയെȮ  എɃ മേനാഹരമായാണ് കവി ഇവിെട പറǬ  
വƹത്. എΓാ ɥഖƴൾŉം മീെതയാണ് അ  ̼എʭ നഷ് ǲം എʭ 
കവി പറǬ  െവŉേ̵ാൾ ആ ആശയെȮ  അെത രീതിയിൽ 
ഉൾെകാчാൻ വായനňാരെ  ʾзദയം തയാറാΖʮ.



 Having a Best 
Friend

Having a best friend by 
Shaikh Subuhi is one of 
the best friendship moral 
stories in English. The 
story is about two friends 
who were walking through 
the desert. During the 
journey, they argued over 
something, and one 
friend slapped the other. 
The one who got slapped 
was hurt by this gesture 
of his best friend but did 
not react. He quietly 
wrote in the sand, “Today 
my best friend slapped 
me.”After some time, 
they found an oasis and 
started taking a bath in 
the lake. Suddenly, the 
one who had been 
slapped started 

drowing. then his
 friend came to his rescue 
and saved him. After he 
recovered from the 
drowning, he engraved 
“Today my best friend 
saved my life” on a stone.
The friend who had 
slapped earlier and later 
saved his best friend 
asked, “After I slapped 
you, you wrote in the 
sand, and now, as I saved 
you, you write on a stone, 
why?” The other friend 
replied, “I wrote in on 
sand because we should 
not keep the feeling of 
getting hurt by someone 
for a long time. But, when 
someone does something 
good for us, we must 
remember it forever like a 
message engraved on a 
stone that nothing can 
erase”.

Moral: Remember the 
good things that 
happen in life, not the 
bad memories.



AAMMAALL''SS  DDRRAAWWIINNGGSS



                  സമയം രാɃി 12 മണി നΓ തȐ ംˑ കാѰം മഴ ം͆ ഉч ആ രാɃി എനിň് 
മറňാനാവാȮ തായി ʮͩ. ഇടി െ͆ട ം͆ മഴ െ͆ട ം͆ യാɃňാ െͩട ം͆ ബഹളമായി ʮͩ. 
യാɃňാെരΓാം തȐ ː് കാരണം വിറƹ്
ഓേരാ ല̯യി ംͬ ഇരിŉʮ. ഞാൻ എΓാവെര ം͆ േനാňി 
എനിň് വȒ ി കയറാʎч ˼ാѯ്േഫാമിെ  ʾഒ  ͩ ല̯യിൽ 
േപായി ʮͩ. അതിനിടയിൽ വȒ ികൾ Ńതിƹ് പാ ʭ͆ 
ശ̑Ζം േകൾňാം.  ആ ശ̑Ȯ ിൽ മഴ െ͆ട ം͆ ഇടി െ͆ട ം͆
ശ̑ം േകൾŉʭിΓ. അƴെന അരമണിŊർ കഴിǫ േ ാːൾ
എെ  ʾവȒ ി വʮ. ഞാൻ അതിൽ കയറി എെ  ʾസീѯിൽ 
േപായി ʮͩ. വȒ ി നീƵേ̵ാഴായി ʮͩ ഞാൻ δɮിƹത് 
എെ  ʾ̵̮ ിൽ ഒ  ͩെപ ൺŃǲി ഇരിŉʮ. ഞാൻ അവെള 
തെʭ േനാňി നിʮ. അവൾ വȒ ി െ͆ട ജനൽ പാളിയി െͭട റˁേȮ ň് 
േനാňിയിരിŉʮ. എെʭ δɮിŉʭിΓ ഞാൻ അവെള തെʭ േനാňി ഞാൻ 
δɮിŉʮേȒ ാ എʭറിയിΓ അവൾ റˁേȮ ň് തെʭ േനാňിയിരിŉകയായി ʮͩ. 
ഞാൻ േചാദിƺ നീ എവിെടňാണ്. ഞാൻ തി വͩനʒ രˁേȮ ňാണ് എെ  ʾ ഖ̮േȮ ň് 
േനാňാെത അവൾ മѭപടി പറǬ .വീȓ ം ഞാനവхട ഖ̮േȮ ň് തെʭ 
േനാňി.അവൾ മഴ െ͆ട ം͆  ഇടി െ͆ട ം͆ ഭംഗി ആസłദിƹ് േനാŉʭ മǲിൽ 
ഇരിŉകയാണ്. ഞാൻ വീȓ ം േചാദƺ നിെ  ʾńെട ആ മͩിെΓ അവൾ വീȓ ം "ഇΓ" 
എʮ പറǬ .ആ ശ̑Ȯ ിൽ എവിെടേയാ പരിചയം േതാʭി. ഞാൻ Ńേറ േനരം 
δɮിƺ നിʮ. അƴെന  ഞാൻ പല േചാദĿƴхം േചാദിƺ അവൾ അതിെനΓാം ഖ̮ം 
തരാെത മѭപടി പറǬ . ഇ◌ൗ സംസാരȮ ിനിടിയിൽ Ѝ ലം ആറായത് δɮിƹിΓ. 
ഞാൻ േനാňിയേ ാːൾ അǮȮ ത് ഞാൻ ഇറേƴȒ  Ѝ ലമായി ʮͩ. ഞാൻ അവേളാട് 
പറǬ .  ഞാൻ ഇറƴാറായി അȪ േകǲപാെട അവൾ എെ  ʾ ഖ̮േȮ ň് േനാňി ഞാൻ 
ആെക െഞǲിേ ാːയി .അവൾ അവൾ 'െെഷമ' എെ  ʾെതാȒ യിടറി.കȥകൾ നിറǫ ് 
ഒъകാൻ Ȫടƴി. ഞാൻ െമെΓ െമെΓ പറǬ  െെഷമാ െമാെള അവൾ എെʭ േനാňി 
വിȪ̶ കയായി ʮͩ. അവൾ ഉറെň വിളിƺ ഉ̼…… അവെള േചർȮ ്  മേറാടണƹ് Ńെറ 
സമയം കരǬ .അേ ാːേഴŉം ഞാൻ ഇറേƴȒ  Ѝ ലȯ നിʮം വȒ ി Ńതിƹ് 
പാǫ ി ʮͩ. പിʭീട് അവൾ ഇറേƴȒ  Ѝ ലȮ ായി ʮͩ വȒ ി നിർȮ ിയത്  വȒ ി 
നിർȮ ിയȪം എെ  ʾെെകകളിൽ നിʭ് പിടിവിǲ് അവൾ ഇറƴി നടʮ. ഞാൻ ഉറെň 
വിളിƺ. െമാെള….
അെതാʮം േകൾňാെത ɦെര,ɦെര നടʮ മറǬ . ജനൽ പാളിയി െͭട അȪം േനാňി 
ഞാʎം ഇ ʮͩ. കѭȮ  ഇ ǲͩിെ  ʾമറവിേലň്.
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