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Lane Of Memory

The rays decided 
To shine upon his brow
But the eye under it, 
Could ne’er feel that warmth.

Once the clouds were,
White and clear
And, stood that eye there
Dearth of fear.

But the brows above vibrated, but
why?
Unknown; the silent dove, 
Lone with a sigh!

Those puzzled footsteps, now,
Confronted by the blank heart.
“Who is that?”
“What is that?”
“Who am I?”

What a joke? Is this my memory?
The nerves trembled,
The brain fainted.

The doves are laughing,
The heart is rejoicing,
Empty the mind,
Free n’ kind.

The rays disappeared,
From the evergreen mind,
And the green turned dark...
Walking like a blind...
But,
The footsteps are firm,
Hoping for nothing...
In that ‘Dark lane of memory’.
                                                        - Ahalya K Ramesh    lX G
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Hey Lattice!

Where do you take me everyday, Oh lattice?
To the very same far away lovely cottage?
Where my frail dreams stumbled and scattered 
Withered and vanished along the dry foliage.

No, I don’t track you, I can’t.
Souls around there can’t figure out my visage.
They can’t even fancy the forlorn being
Who trekked the untrodden road, my sole comrade.

The dark room in the cottage where 
The lionshare of my youth was spend
Will no more confer me the warmth 
And enfold me with the smile I dreamt.

The window panes over there will never 
Entice me with the pattering rain.
The familiar faces have hidden 
Among the dusty folds of my dewy domain. 
The late comers, with an enchanting smile
On their rosy lips, have gone
Tramping my discoloured eyes diminishing, 
Seeking a more vibrant mead to hang on.

Oh, lattice! Enough! Never pluck me and take there.
‘ I am happy here’ would be fake, I know.
Still I beseech you lattice and you hospice,
Let me live here near your rusty grey bars and stare through.

                                                                           

                                                                            

                                                                    -  Valsala Teacher
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 നീ 
     ഉƞͪപിയായി സർവȪം 
   നശിːിƹേːാъം
   നിκ̑ത͆െട താѧരയിൽ 
   ആർȮിര̵ിയേːാъം 
   ̮ളƺെപാʒിയ 
   സłˍƴെള 
   ̮ňിെňാʭേːാъം
   നിʭിെല മʀര രസം 
   ഉː് Ʒവňാൻ Ȫടƴിയേːാъം 
   നീെയാъňി െകാȒ് വʭ 
   ഓേരാ കΔം ̮шം എʭിലാǫ്
   പതിƹേːാъം 
   ńǮതൽ േБഹിƹേത͆ш...
   അവസാനം,
   നിʭിേലň് സłയം സമർːിƼ് 
   ആത് മഹതĿ െച͓േːാъം 
   എെʾ നിലവിളിെയ 
   നിശ̑മാňാൻ മാɃം നീ 
   ̮തിർʮവേΓ!! 
                                                -Sivani T G

                                                     X A
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                            The Foolish donkey

    

  A salt seller used to carry the salt bangs on his to the market 
everyday. On the way they had to cross a stream. One day the 
donkey suddenly tumbled into the stream and the salt bag also fell 
into the water. The salt dissolved in the water and hence the bag 
become very light to carry. The donkey was happy.
                      Then the donkey started to play the same trick 
everyday. The salt seller came to understand the trick and decided to 
teach a lesson to it. The next day he loaded a cotton bag on the 
donkey. Again it played the same trick  hoping that the cotton bag 
would be still lighter.
            But the dampened cotton become very heavy to carry and 
suffered very much. It learned a lesson. Afterwards it did not play 
the trick and seller was happy.

Moral of the story: LUCK WON'T FAVOR ALWAYS

                                            By 
                                 Haritha prasad
                                          9.G
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Illusion

Keeping my lonely legs
On those dark n’ endless paths
Looking at the trees which beg
At the king of night, for light.

The scorching earth is free and glad
Now, from the day’s painful heat
Singing n’ dancing as if mad 
Me lone? No, with them having fun.

Hasty, the air burst into music
And all of us more chill and merry
But what’s there in the sunlight
Away from the hiding darkness?

Away from the giant trees 
And tiny tiny fruits and flowers
And all away from these fruitful times
There a thorny little stands.

Somewhere enormous dunes are born
In scorching, blowing, and hotty land 
Over the body covered with thorn
Stays cacti in the world of sand.

Here in the world of deathless sand
And nocent hot wind here n’ there
Stays me, with no trees around 
Unknown of fruitful days behind.

Where are the trees? Which shed green leaves
Where are those cute and small saplings?
The wind, the moon and the cool paths,
Which appeared and disappeared before me like an illusion!
                                                                                     
                                                                                  -Ahalia K Ramesh
                                                                                              9 G
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           നŬɃം

ɃിസʦĿാസമയം! പŬികൾ 
മരƴളിൽേചേňറിȯടƴി

രാമ! രാമ! രാമ! ȪളസിȮറയിൽ െവളň് െവƹിേΓ 
ഇേɃ േനരായിǲ്! എൻ്െറ ŅϚാ എെʒാെň 
കാണണം

നേƴമ അʒർǍനം ˁല̵ിെകാȒ് ˂̮ഖ 
േകാലായിേലň് വʮ.

എവ്െട േപായി െകട കłാ ?അδീകരƴൾ എΓാം 
നശിːിŉം ̯േശേǲാള് ' എവിǮʭ് േനരĿാവാനാ!
അവർ ˗ാകാൻ Ȫടƴി.

എʒാ അേ̼ ഇƴെന ˗ാകണത് !ശരിയΓാേǲാത് 
Ńളിƹിǲ് േവെȒ െവളň് െവňാൻ
സാവിɃി മѭപടി പറǬ.

എവെടയാണ് നിൻ്െറ അϭരവിȮ്? സʦĿാേനരȮ് 
നാമം െചാΓാെത എവിെടയാ ?അʒർǍനം 
ഉ̼റേňാലയിെല അരȮിȤയിൽ ഇͩʭ് േചാദിƺ.

തൻ്െറ മകെനŉറിƹ് അ̼ പറ͆ʭത് േകǲേːാൾ 
സാവിɃി͆െട കȥകൾ നിറǬ.
പാവം! അʎŉǲൻ അവെന െവѭെത ശപിƺ 
െകാȒിരിŉകയാണേΓാ അ̼ കϏം എʓ െചͦാൻ!

േമാേന അʎŉǲാ നീെയവ് ടĿാ ?വʭ് നാമം 
ജപിŊേǲാ. ̮Ȯκി ചീȮ പറ͆ം 

േദ വͩȑ അേ̼
അവൻ ˂ȯ̵ി͆െട ˁറെക ഓǮകയാണ്

അേ̼ ഞാെനാͩ കാരĿം േചാദിňെǲ?

പറയ് എʒാ േമാന് േവȒത്?

അവൻ കȥകൾ വിടർȮി അ̼െയ േനാňി േചാദിƺ.

േദ ആ േപാണ ˂ȯ̵ികെള കേȒാ െചറിയ 
Ȫ̵ി͆െട ńെട അതിൻ്െറ അƼʎം അേ̼ം ഉȒ് 
കേȒാ?

സാവിɃി പറ̵ിേലň് േനാňി ശരിയാണ് ŃǬ 
˂ȯ̵ിെയാെടാȮ് രȒ് Ȫ̵ികൾ പാറി 
നടŉʮȒ്.

എനിŉം ഇȪേപാെല അƼൻ്െറ͆ം അേ̼െടം ńെട 
നടňാൻ കഴിയണിΓേΓാ അവൻ വിȪ̵ി

നാമം ജപിňാെത നടňാണേΓ ̮ടിയാൻ കാലȮ് 
ജനിƹ സʒതി

 അʒർǍനം വീȓം അവെന ശപിƺ െകാȒിͩʮ.

പാവം ൻ്െറ Ńǲി! അവെന ഇƴെന ശപിňേΓ അേ̼ 
ഒʮ നിർȰ. എɃ കാലായി േകൾňാൻ Ȫടƴീǲ്!

േമാൻ േവഗം Ńളിƹ് നാമം ജപിň്

 സാവിɃി മകെന േവഗം Ńളˑരയിേലň് 
െകാȓേപായി.

പȪെň അƴട് ഇറƴȒ വъňͬȒ് േǲാ.
ഇΓേ̼ നിň് നീʒാ നറിയാേലാ

േവഗം വാ അ̼ വഴň് പറ͆ം.

അവർ കൽːടവിൽ ഇͩʮ.

രാശിːലകയിൽ നിരʮ വീъʭ കവിടികൾ
പണിňർ കവിടിനിരȮി രാശി േനാňി 
അേɩഹȮിൻ്െറ ̮ഖം മƴിയിͩʮ

അ΄ം ˗έാണേΓാ ആേȮാലേ̼!

എൻ്െറ ŅϚ! കാേȮാളേണ!
എʒാƹാ പറയാ

ആേȮാല̼ ആധിേയാെട പറǬ 

˂രാടമേΓ Ńǲൻ്െറ നാള് േപാരാȮതിന് 
അമാവാസി͆ം
കരിം ˂രാടം തെʭ!
നΓ ńѭч നാളാണ്

ൻ്െറ ഭേഗാതി രŬിňേണ ആർňാ ńറ്?

 ആേȮാല̼ കȥകൾ Ȫടƺ ˗ാർȶിƺ.
ഇനിെയʒാ ˗തിവിധി? ഒʭ് പറയാ. അ̵ലȮില് 
ഒͩ ̰തŀǨയേഹാമായാേലാ ,െവളŉം മാേലം 
പായϮം കഴിňാൻ പറയാം അത് മതിേയാ ഒʭ് 
േനാňി പറയാ
അവർ ആവലാതിെːǳ

ന̼ള് െചͦാʎчത് െചͦ പിെʭെň ഈശłരൻ്െറ 
ൈകͦിലേΓ
ŅϚാ ഭഗവാേന രŬിňേണ!
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പണിňർ രാശി മടňി

നിനň് എʒിൻ്െറ അϭഖാ സാവിɃി 
പണിňര് പറയണേപാെല വͪƹാ പിെʭ 
ϭഖമേΓ കാരĿƴള്. നിൻ്െറ അʦവിശłാസം 
Ńറƹ് ńǮʮ.ഒͩ പǲാളňാരൻ്െറ ഭാരĿയാണ് 
എʭ് മറňേΓ

ŅേϚǲന് അƴെന പറയാം എനിŉം 
അʎŉǲʎം ഏǲൻ മാɃേΓ ഉщ

ഞാേന ഒͩ പǲാളňാരനാ, എനിň് ശɄ 
̮ʭിൽ വʭ് നിʭാͬം ഒͩ േപടി͆മിΓ. 
ൈധരĿേȮാെട െനǡവിരിƹ് നിൽŉം. 
പിʭΓാെത ഓേരാ കാരĿƴള്!
ŅേϚǲൻ െപാǲിƹിരിƺ.

അേ̼ അേ̼ അ̼ എʒാ ആേലാചിňെണ?
ഏയ് ഒʯലĿാ Ńǲാ നിൻ്െറ Ńളി കഴിേǫാ 
േവഗം വാ

അവർ Ńളňരയിൽ നിʮം നടʮ

ϮŬിƹ് നടň് വΓ പാേ̵ാ മѰ ജʓňേളാ 
കാȐം. സാവിɃി മകേനാട് പറǬ

അേ̼, അƼെന പാ̶കടിƹേΓ മരിƹത്? 
എʭായിͩʮ അത്? അʎŉǲൻ േചാദിƺ

സാവിɃി ഒʭ് െഞǲി ഈശłരാ ഒരിňͬം 
മറňാȮ രാɃി .തൻ്െറ ˗സവം കഴിǫ് 
ഇͩപȮി ഒʭാം ദിവസം രാɃി 
Ńളňരയിേലň് േപായതായിͩʮ ŅേϚǲൻ 
വരാൻ ൈവŃʭതറിǫ് 
േവവലാതിെːǮേ̵ാഴാണ് വാലĿňാͩെട 
നിലവിളി ̮ѯȮ് നിʭ് േകǲത് ആേȮാലേ̼ 
̼െട ത̹ാെന വിഷം തീȒി നീലƺ െകടň്ണ് 
െകാളːടവിൽ

അ̼ എʒിനാ കരയണ്?

 അʎŉǲൻ്െറ േചാദĿം ഓർ̼യിൽ നിʮം 
ഉണർȮി.
ഒʮമിΓ േമാെന നടň് ഓേരാʭ് ഓർȮേːാ 
കരƹില് വʭതാ. നീ വʭ് നാമം ജപിƹ് കǫി 
Ńടിň് വാ േവഗം അവർ േവഗം നടʮ.

അെʭാͩ ദിവസം അʎϳൾ വിǲ് ഓടി 
വͩകയാണ് ˂̮ഖȯ നിʭ് വരാʒയിേലň് 

അവൻ ഓടിňയറി ̮Ȯκിെയ കȒിΓ അവൻ 
ഓടി വʭȪം ̮Ȯκിെയ തǲിയിǲȪം ഒͩമിƹ് 
കഴിǬ.

അേͦാ ! ൻ്െറ യീശłരാ ഈ നΣലം എെʭ 
െകാʯേലാ! എൻ്െറ തേലം ńടി െതറിːിേƹ 
അടƶ,തേʒെട തല െതറിːിƹത് േപാരാ നാശം 
എΓാം ̮ടിŊേലാഭേഗാതി!

ആേȮാല̼
 അല̮റയിǳ കരǬ
സാവിɃി അകȯ നിʮം ഓടി വʮ
എʒാ, എʒാ പѯീത്?

അʎŉǲൻ േപടിƹ്
നിʭ് കര͆കയാണ്
അ̼ നിലȮ് കിടŉʮ.

ഈശłരാ എേʒ പѯീത്അേ̼ ?

എʒ് പѯാനാ ഇനി എെʭ͆ം െകാΔം ഈ 
അϭരവിȮ് തെʒ െകാʭത് േപാരാʭാΖം 
കരിം ˂രാടം നΣലം അവർ ˗ാകി 
െകാȒിͩʮ.

അ̼ ഒʮ മിȒാȒിരിേňĿാ ഈ Ńഴ̵് 
ˁരǲിȮരാം. Ńǲിെയ െവѭെത ശപിňേΓ 
അവെനʓ െതѰ െച͔? സാവിɃി എΓാ 
േവദനകхം അടňി േചാദിƺ

അേ̼ ഞാൻ കാരണാേണാ അƼൻ മരിƹത്? 
അവൻ നിറകȥകേളാെട േചാദിƺ.

അΓേമാേന നീ േപായി പഠിň്

അവൾ അവെന ആശłസിːിƺ
അവൻ അകȮളȮിേലň് േപായി അവൻ്െറ 
മനШിൽ അേːാъം ̮Ȯκി പറǫ 
കാരĿƴളായിͩʮ എʮം േകൾŉʭ 
ശാപവാŉകൾ താൻ കാരണമാേണാ അƼൻ 
മരിƹത്?കϏം േവȒായിͩʮ. താൻ കാരണം 
അƼൻ മരിേňȒിയിͩʭിΓ. അവൻ്െറ 
മനШിൽ േവദന നിറǬ.
ആേരാടാ േചാ͉Ŀാ ആͩം ഉȮരം തͩʭിΓ 
അവനാെക േദഷĿΖം സưടΖം വʮ അവൻ 
ˁЅകȮിൽ കിടʭ് കȤീർ വാർȯ.

മാെഷ ഞാൻ ഒͩ കാരĿം േചാ͍െǲ

പിേѯʭ് രാമൻ Ńǲി മാെഷ കȒേːാൾ അവൻ 
േചാദിƺ അവൻ്െറ സയൻസ് മാഷാണ് രാമൻ 
Ńǲി
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പറ അʎŃǲാ എʒാ േവȒത്

അവൻ മാെഷ േനാňി

പറമടിňാെത പറ േമാേന മാഷ് വീȓം അവേനാട് 
പറǬ

അവൻ്െറ കȥകൾ നിറǬ വͩʮȒായിͩʮ

ഞാൻ കാരണാേണാ മാെഷ എൻ്െറ അƼൻ 
മരിƹത്? എΓാͩം പറയȑ അവൻ വിȪ̵ി 
കരǬ.

അേͦ! ആരാ േമാേനാടിത് പറǫത്? അെതാെň 
െവѭെത പറ͆ʭതാണ് 

ഞാൻ ജനിƹȪെകാȒാ അƼൻ വിഷം തീȒി 
മരിƹത് എʭ് ̮Ȯκി പറǭേലാ

അവൻ വീȓം കരǬപറǬ.

മാഷ് അവെന േചർȯ പിടിƺ അവൻ്െറ കȥനീർ 
Ȫടƺ െകാȒ് പറǬ 

ഇെതാെň അʦവിശłാസƴളാണ് േമാെന! 
അʎŉǲൻ്െറ അƼന് അɃേയ ആ͆Щщ

അΓാെത അʎŉǲൻ കാരണമΓ. ജനിƹാൽ 
ഒരിňൽ മരിňണം അതെΓ ˗Ņതി നിയമം.

േമാൻ ഇനി ഇേതാർȮ് സưടെːǮത് മിǮňനായി 
പഠിňണം അƼെന േപാെല നΓ 
േജാലിňാരനാവണം.

ആെരưിͬം പറ͆ʭ േകǲ് കരേയ അേͦ േമാശം 

മാഷ് അവെന തേലാടിെകാȒിͩʮ.

̮Ȯκി അʦവിശłാസിയാണ് 
ആവശĿΓാȮെതാെň പറǫ് Ȓാŉം. എൻ്െറ 
അƼ്ൻ മരിƹത് ഞാൻ കാരണമΓ ആ͆Ш് തീർʭാ 
എΓാͩം മരിŉം. ഈ ̮Ȯκിം

അവൻ ϳൾ വിǲ് വʭേːാൾ ̮Ȯκിേയാട് പറǬ

ഫ! ŃͩȮംെകǲവേന! അവൻ 
പറയണേകǲിെΓൻ്െറ ഭേഗാതി! എെʭ ഒʮം 
കാെണ െത͆ം േകൾňാെത͆ം േവഗƴ് ട് 
െകാേȒാേണ!അവർ വിലപിƺെകാȒിͩʮ.

അവൻ െപാǲിƹിരിƺ െകാȒ് ˁറേȮേňാടി

അʏ എƴ് ടാ േപാെണ? സാവിɃി പിʭിൽ നിʮം 
വിളിƺ.

എƴǯലĿ

അവൻ ആകാശേȮň് േനാňി അ̼ കാണിƺ 
തരാѭч നŬɃം പടിǫാറൻ മാനȮ് മിʭി 
െകാȒിͩʮ. ആനŬɃം അവെന േനാňി 
കȤിѭňി കാണിƹ േപാെല അവന് േതാʭി!

അƼൻ തെʭ േനാňി കȤിѭŉʮ അവൻ ആ 
നŬɃെȮ േനാňി ˁǠിരിƺ െകാȓ 
നിʮ.ആകാശȮ് നŬɃƴൾ നിരʮ മിʭി 
Ȫടƴിയിͩʮ അവൻ്െറ മനШിͬം ആ˗കാശം 
നിറ͆ʮȒായിͩʮ.

ഹരിദാസ് െക ആർ
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             यादǻ बचपन कɃ . . . . .
न जान ेमरेा बचपन
िकस ेढ ूढँ रहा था।
न मǾ जान पाई
न वो जान पाया ।
ढ ूढँत ेरहे हर िदन
न िमला मुझ ेमरेा 
बचपन
अब हो गई बुढ़ापा
इसमǻ कहाँ है मरेा बचपन ?
चली गयी वो अनमोल िदन
न िफर िमलगेा दुबारा
यादǻ यादǻ बन गयी
बुढापा असǺलय है
मरेे जीवन का . . . .￦
￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦
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EVANGELINE

   “Don’t cry,” Evangeline 
comforted a sobbing Amy, holding 
her injured arm.

She had been chasing a stray cat 
and scraped her elbow very hard 
on a resting table. Her hands bled 
for almost an hour. 

“Come now, I don’t have time for 
this. I’ll be late.” She glanced at 
the clock. It was almost noon. She 
had promised Miss Cantrelle to 
bring Amy by three. She took a 
book from the shelf and gave it to 
her eleven years old, and bolted 
off to the kitchen.

There was a loud bang on the door 
as soon as she started to do the 
dishes. She yelped in surprise. 
Surely, they couldn’t have come 
over all the way here? She ran 
across the dingy old hut and 
hastily put the scattered clocks on 
the bed, which was placed on the 
corner of the hut. She then 
proceeded to dust off the nearly- 
broken- table. 

Another loud voice boomed out of 
the door. “Is anyone there?”

She pictured a rich old man of 
about fifty, with a greying 
moustache and a suitcase in his 
hand, waiting for her to sign the 
papers. “Five minutes--” She 
yelled and got dressed in the most 
expensive gown that she ever 
wore, which was of just thirty 
shillings (and also had a few rips 
here and there) – then smoothed 
out her hair. She took out a 

parchment in which she had been 
learning how to sign. She dipped 
the quill in the ink pot and signed 
once more – just to be sure she 
hadn’t forgotten. She then called 
out to Amy and ushered her to go 
inside the attic.

Kicking away the cat and putting 
on her best smile, she opened the 
door. “How kind of you to come 
all the way here, had i been 
informed earlier,i would have send 
you carriages--” She began in one 
breath, but frowned to see Mr. 
Merel, her neighbour squinting at 
the door handle.

“Oh! Mr. Merel... well..what 
brings you here?” She curtsied, 
composed herself. “I’m sorry to 
keep you waiting-” She began, but 
was cut off when Merel stormed 
inside, inviting himself. “No time 
for pleasantries.” he said loudly 
and sat on the solitary chair. 
Offended, but trying to be polite, 
she pulled a chair from the kitchen 
and asked, “ I have been expecting 
a visitor. Would you like some 
tea?” 

“No. But do tell me, why do you 
plan to give up Amy?” she froze 
as Merel continued, “I was on my 
way to meet the Duke to talk 
about going to Versailles. I 
planned to go to the palace and 
work for them if it meant that you 
will be able to buy a home for 
yourself. And i clearly remember 
telling you all of these. Then why 
so you want to sell her?”

“I’M NOT SELLING HER!” she 
screamed, his hysteric. She rose 
from her chair. “She had been 
playing with the healer’s 
daughter’s since she was a child. I 
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don’t know why trouble always 
brews up whenever Amy’s with 
them. You know Amy can’t 
speak. And everyone takes her 
for a witch, just because some 
barmy old hag said that dump 
children are likely to be witches. 
The Duke has heard of her and 
has been visiting more lately, and 
has been observing her more. I 
can’t even bring any other tutor 
than Diana. It’s been a week 
since the healer’s youngest got 
affected by scarlet fever. They 
blame Amy. I’ve been trying to 
explain, but they demand for her 
to be burnt. The rent of this hut is 
due. They’ll kick us out any 
minute. Mrs Cantrelle has agreed 
to keep her safe.” She rambled, 
tears rushing out of her eyes. She 
paced back and forth of the floor 
designed with scratch marks. She 
sighed loudly and plopped upon 
a chair.   

“I can only do so to advice you, 
my child. I have a grandchild at 
home. And if i were in your 
place, i would’ve sent a final 
telegram to the Duke.” Mr.Merel 
said. “Pardon me, but Kricia is 
only two. Even if she were 
accused to be a witch, she 
couldn’t have thought it through 
to hurt someone. Now nobody 
visits except for Diana and the 
Duke. Amy has learned to paint 
and write. Diana says that she 
will leave to Paris in three days. 
So this is the best time. If I send 
her to the orphanage, she could 
grow up safe, away from poverty 
and homelessness. May be could 
recieve any medications. If I can, 
I’ll work as a made in the Duke’s 
cottage and buy us a house.” Her 
filled up again.

Mr.Merel gave up and stood up 
with great difficulty. “You are 
her home,Eva” he said and 
walked towards the door. “ 
Please don’t ever regret your 
decisions.” He said and closed 
the door.

That night,she dreamed of her 
mother. She remembered her 
kind eyes,sweet smile and warm 
embrace. She reminisced how 
they laughed till their lungs gave 
up in the carriage rides from 
circuses, or how hilariously they 
used to play pranks on each 
other. She recalled her silhouette, 
while talking to someone about 
giving her up in an orphanage.

She woke up with cold sweat on 
her forehead. Today is the day 
there was a bong on the door. 
She woke Amy up and dressed 
her in the best gown in the hut. 
She braided her hair, fed her with 
her own hands and held her hand 
in the carriage till they reached 
the orphanage. ‘She must not 
grow poor. She must not grow 
homeless.’She thought to herself. 
The carriage halted as Amy 
looked around with her wide 
eyes. She scribbled on a paper 
‘Are we going to get a home?’ It 
said. “Yes...yes,my dear. you’re 
going to get a lovely home.’’ She 
responded, caressing her child’s 
cheek and hugging her tight.

They got off the carriage and she 
spotted Mrs Cantrelle conversing 
with the Duke. She had already 
told her about Amy being dumb, 
but she had not mentioned about 
the witchcraft. Cantrelle’s eagle 
eyes scanned Eva, and haughtily 
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said “Do you know, Evangeline, 
that all witches caught her in 
spinners end were dumb?” the 
Duke smirked as Eva’s eyes 
grew wide. “ Those were just 
mere allegations, dear Mrs. 
Cantrelle. She is as pure as an 
angel.” And with one last kiss on 
her forehead, she let go of 
Amy’s bandaged arm. Amy 
hugged her tight, as if realizing 
that she was being given away. 

Eva started to sob as she was 
forced in to the carriage by a few 
guards. She looked awayfrom 
Amy, not able to bear it any 
longer. She hadn’t noticed the 
crowd behind them whispering 
“witches’mum” and witchcraft 
or the sword in the Duke’s hand. 
Suddenly, everything went 
black. 

She opened her eyes. There 
stood her mother. She glanced 
around. She look like eight year 
old self. Oddly, she looked like 
Amy, and her mother look like her 
current self. “You are my home, 

marmee.” She cried and wept in 
her mother’s embrace. “You will 
get a lovely home.” Her mother’s 
voice mimicked hers. Her 
mother kissed her forehead and 
turned her back towards her. She 
swore never to be like her 
mother.

She woke with a start. 
Realisation hit her hard on the 
head.

                        She had made 
her child homeless.

The carriage had almost reached 
her hut. It swivelled on her 
command and reached back in 
almost thirty minutes.

But it was too late.

“Don’t cry”,Evangeline 
mumbled to herself, holding a 
lifeless Amy in her arms.
￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦'19.'8'￦2'19.3/￦
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̡ിǲീഷ് ഭിഷഗłരʎം 
ശാЊǑʎമായ എേഡłർഡ് 
ജʭർ (Edward Jenner 1749 –1823)  
ആയിͩʮ പകർƹവĿാധി 
˗തിേരാധȮിʎч  ഏѯΖം 
ഫലവȮായ മാർƅമായ  
വാŷിേനഷൻ, പതിെനǲാം 
ʏѯാȒിെʾ അവസാന നാхകളിൽ 
ശാЊീമായി വികസിːിെƹǮȮത്. 
േഗാവϮരി ˗േയാഗȮിͭെട 
എȤിയാെലാǮƴാȮവെര 
മരണവŝȮിൽ നിʮം  
രŬിƹയാൾ എʭ നിലയിൽ  
ജʭർň് ൈവദĿശാЊ 
ചരിɃȮിൽ  അതŀജłല 
ЍാനമാȐчത്. 
േരാഗ˗തിേരാധ ശാЊȮിെʾ 
(Immunology) പിതാെവʭ് 
നിലയിͬം  ജʭർ ˗സിɮനാണ്.
െബർňിലിയിെല 
˂േരാഹിതനായിͩʭ റവറʾ് 
Яീഫൻ െജʭѭെട മകനായി 
ജനിƹ  െചѭːȮിൽ തെʭ 
അňാലെȮ  മѯ് പല  
Ńǲികെള͆ം േപാെല െജʭѭം 
വϮരിെňതിരായ 
ഇേനാŉേലഷാന് 
വിേധയനാňെːǲിͩʮ.  14 
മെȮ വയЩ̮തൽ ജʭർ 
ദാനിയൽ ͬഡ് േലാ (Daniel 
Ludlow) എʭ സർജെʾ കീഴിൽ 
ഏъവർഷം ൈവദĿപരിശീലനം 
നടȮി. 1770 ൽ തെʾ 23 മെȮ 
വയШിൽ െജʭർ ˗സിɮ സർജൻ 

േജാൺ ഹȒറിന്  (John Hunter 
1728–1793) കീഴിൽ െസʾ് 
േജാർǍ് ആപɃിയിൽ 
ശЊŦിയയിͬം ശരീരശാЊȮിͬം 
̯ʮവർഷം പരിശീലനം േനടി.  
ഹȒർ ഇംơȒിെല അňാലെȮ 
˗സിɮനായ സർജൻ 
മാɃമായിͩʭിΓ 
ജീവശാЊǑʎം ശാЊ 
ഗേവഷകʎം ńടിയായിͩʮ. 
ജʭറിെല ഗേവഷകെന 
വളർȮിെയǮŉʭതിൽ ഹȒർ 
വലിയ പư് വഹിƺ. Ńയിലിെʾ ̮ǲ 
അടെവː്   (Hatching) 
രീതിെയŉറിƺം പŬികхെട 
േദശാടന യാɃെയŉറിƺം ജʭർ 
ഹȒѭെട േമൽേനാǲȮിൽ  
നടȮിയ പഠനƴൾ  
ആദĿകാലȮ് ശാЊേലാകം 
തിരϱരിെƹưിͬം പിʭീട് 
അംഗീകരിേňȒിവʭിͩʮ.  
ഹȒѭമായി ജʭർŉȒായിͩʭ 
ഊϧളമായ Ɓͩ ശിഷĿ ബʦം 
ഹȒർ മരണമട͆ʭത് വെര 
നീȓനിʮ. 1773 ൽ സłʒം 
നാǲിേലň് മടƴിയ െജʭർ 
ബർňിലിňǮȮ് ŃǮംബ 
േഡാŏറായി േസവനമാരംഭിƺ,  
അňാലȮ് നാǲിͬȒായിͩʭ 
ചില സംഘടനകхമായി േചർʭ് 
േലഖനെമъȮിͭെട͆ം മѰം  
ആേരാഗĿം വിǑാനം 
ജനƴെളെലȮിŉʭതിനായി 
δമിƹിͩʮ.
തെʾ ൈവദĿപരിശീലനകാലȮ് 
ഒͩ പാൽňാരി (Milkmaid) തനിň് 

േലാകെǲ കീഴടłിയ മഹാമാരി
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േഗാവϮരി വʭിǳчത് െകാȒ് 
വϮരി͆ȒാവിΓ, താൻ 
വിͪപിയാവിΓ എʭ പറǫത് 
ഹȒѭെട മനШിൽ തƴി 
നിʭിͩʮ. േഗാവϮരി ബാധിƹ   
മѰ പാൽňാ രികൾŉം   
വϮരിവരാറിെΓʭ്  െജʭർ 
നിരീŬിƺ.  
വϮരി̯ലം  ̮ഖȮ് 
വǮňെളാʮം  
വരാതിͩʭതിനാൽ 
അവരിൽ പലͩം 
ϭʟരികളായി 
കാണെːǳ.  
േഗാവϮരി 
പാൽňാരികെള 
വϮരി േരാഗെȮ  
˗തിേരാധിŉʭതിൽ 
സഹായിŉʮെവʭ് ജʭർ 
അʎമാനിƺ.പിʭീട് തെʾ മകൻ 
േറാബർǲ് അടňം 23 േപരിൽ ഇേത 
പരീŬണം  ആവർȮിƺ. 
േഗാവϮരി͆чവരിൽ നിʮം പъː് 
സłീകരിƹ ആർŉം പിʭീട് 
വϮരിേരാഗാȐ നൽകിയിǳം   
േരാഗ̮ȒായിΓ.  വാŷിൻ 
നൽകിയേശഷം േരാഗാȐ നൽകി 
േരാഗ˗തിേരാധം ഉറˑവͩȯʭ 
ചലǡ െചͧക (Challenge) എʭ് 
പിൽňാലȮ് വിേശഷിːിƹ ശാЊ 
പരീŬണ രീതിയാണ് ജʭർ 
ഇവിെട ˗േയാഗിƹ് േനാňിയത്.  
വϮരി ˗തിേരാധȮിനായി താൻ 
ആവിτരിƹ രീതിെയ, 
ഇനാŉേലഷൻ എʭതിʎ നിʮം 
വĿതĿЅമായി വാŷിേനഷൻ 
(Vaccination) എʭ് െജʭർ േപരിǳ. 

പ എʭാണർȶ̮ч വň 
(Vacca),  േഗാവϮരിŉч 
വാŷിനിയ (Vaccinia) എʭീ  ലാѯിൻ 
വാŉകളിൽ നിʮമാണ് ജʭർ 
വാϱിേനഷൻ എʭ ˗േയാഗം 
ͪപെːǮȮിയത്.  1798 ൽ തെʾ 
പരീŬണ നിരീŬണƴൾ ńǮതൽ 

വിശദമാňി 
െകാȒ്  
ഒരേനłഷണം (An 
Inquiry) എʭ 
േപരിൽ 
˗സിɮമായ  ഒͩ 
നീȒ ˗ബʦം  
ജʭർ 
തͦാറാňി. (An 
Inquiry into the 

Causes and Effects of the Variolae 
Vaccinae). ൈവദĿശാЊേലാകം 
ജʭѭെട ˗ബʦെȮ ചിലർ 
അʎńലിƺം അതിേലെറ േപർ 
എതിർȯ̮ч 
സ̼ിδ˗തികരണȮിͭെടയാണ് 
സłീകരിƹത്. വാŷിേനഷെന 
കളിയാňി െകാȓч കാർǳȐകхം 
ഫലിേതാŘികхം നിരവധി 
മാസികളിͬം പɃƴളിͬം 
പസിɮീകരിňെːǲത് ജനƴളിൽ 
ആശയŉഴːΖം ആശư̮͆Ȓാňി. 
ൈവദĿേലാകെȮ ̨രിപŬΖം 
െജʭѭെട നിഗമനƴെള ശŘമായി 
നിരാകരിňയാȐȒായത്.
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             ഒഴിǫ വീട്
 

   ഒѯയായ് ശłാസം ̮ǳം 
   ˂̮ഖം ൈക നീǳʮ 
   െതѯയായ് ചിരിŉʮ 
   െവയിലിൻ ˂ňൾ ƷѰം 

   പതറിേː͓ീǮʭ 
   മൗനരാഗȮിൽ കȤീ-
   രിറയňവിൾ നന-
   െƹാъകിːരʮ 

   എɃേമൽ അനാഥം നിൻ 
   зȮടം, ΣനĿം, മൗന-
   പƹകൾ താഴƹാർȯ 
   പʒലായിȮീർെʭʭാͬം 

   പറയാേനെറːെȒ -
   ͆െȒʭ േതാʭൽ നീǳം 
   മതിലിന് ˁറേȮ͍ായ്  
   വളͩം വчിŊǲം

    പടͩം ചായŊǲാൽ 
    വിŅതം മതിൽെňǲിൽ 
    ചിതറിതീർനീǮʮ  
    ജീവിതനിഴൽചിɃം
￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦￦�8'9++*'￦:+').+8



നനലലദദംം



￦￦

TTrraavveell  EExxppeerriieennccee

 I did kedarkantha trek in the 2016 winter (last week of March). It is a 
beautiful summit covered with snow, though last few kms will test your 
patience, endurance, and will power. But do not give up. It will be worth 
the effort. Kedarkantha is a moderate difficulty level trek and typically 
takes 6 days of trekking to and fro from Delhi. I made few friends on this 
trek with whom I remain in touch and often plan treks together.

I started from New Delhi railway station, took Nanda Devi Express to 
Dehradun. I had booked the trek with IndiaHikes, so conveyance from 
Dehradun railway station was taken care of by IndiaHikes. Nanda Devi 
Express reaches Dehradun around 5 am in the morning. We sat in the cabs 
& started from the station around 6.30 
AM (yes, as we had to wait for all the 
trek members to arrive). Dehradun 
station is a small & a cozy station 
unlike New Delhi where you will 
be encountered with 16 platforms and 
enormous waves of humans.

We started the cab journey after 
quickly freshening up at the 
station & a cuppa of hot tea in the chilly 
morning. The journey was 6–7 hours without any stoppage to our starting 
point of the trek - Sankri. Sankri is a small village nestled in the Gharwal 
Himalayas of Uttarakhand. There was a small lodge arranged for the night. 
Sitting in the light of the moon, eating hot & ghar ka dal chawal - i swear 
no amount of luxuries / foreign vacations could take that moment away 
from my life.

Although it was cold, some girls took the courage of taking head bath, 
which is totally not recommended before acclimatization, as there is high 
possibility of catching cold & fever. Nevertheless, after a hearty breakfast, 
we a group of 20 trekkers setup for our next destination - Juda Ka Talab, 
which is 4 kms away from Sankri. 4 Kms sound too short but in mountains, 
no distance is short. I did this trek in March, so we started to experience 
snow after trekking for 1 hour. It was a fun-filled 4 kms.

We played snow ball, clicked lot of memories. It started to rain 30 mins 
before we could reach the campsite. We reached the campsite, just ready to 
be served the sumptuous lunch of rajma chawal. It was all wet near & 
around the camps. Saving shoes from getting wet, packing our bagpacks & 
fitting three grown unknown adults in one camp, was surely too much to 
ask for, for a person who is introvert & gets claustrophobic sometimes. But 
my tentmates were sweethearts from amchi Mumbai & made me laugh 
with their life stories. I am still friends with them & did my longest ever & 
most difficult trek with one if them.

Our trek leader did a favor on us to let us light the bonfire, which is not 
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advisable. Since we forced them, they obliged for an hour but i must say, 
it was magical. The light was singing in the cold night. We sang all-time 
favorites old kishore kumar songs and i did not want the night to end but 
it had to end.

To use washroom, dry pits were dug & set up 200 mts away from the 
tents. Using the washroom in snow & cold was gruesome, i must admit. 
Washing lunchbox in that cold increased the respect for my mother 100x, 
as she washed utensils in the harsh winters of Delhi.

Next day filled with sunbeam was our next destination to Kedarkantha 
base camp, which is again a 4Kms trek. I vividly remember having 
pipping hot tea, aloo parathas with curd & mango pickle. We packed our 
bagpacks & started the day. It was a 3–4 hours trek & reached the base 
camp by the lunch time. I remember reading a book during the leisure 
time after lunch & playing with dogs who became our trekmates at Juda-
Ka-Talab.

Night was especially gruesome on the base camp. I wore thermals (both 
upper and lower), one full-sleeve t-shirt, half-sleeve t-shirt, fleece as well 
as down jacket at night. In feet, I wore woolen socks and then on top of 
it cotton socks. On head, i wore balaclava along with woolen cap. In 
short, i almost emptied my backpack at night. But somehow when you 
sleep, you feel all the more cold. After stuffing myself with so many 
layers, i was still cold.

After sleepless night, it was time to wake up at 2.30 am to start the trek 
sharply at 3.15 am. Our trek leaders played good cop, bad cop and one of 
the trek leaders shouted at those who were late by even a minute and left 
who could not make it till 3.20 am. They had to come on their own if 
they wanted to. With our head lights on, day packs on our backs, we 
started the tedious but fulfilling journey to the summit.

Despite doing many high-altitude treks, I would say every trek throws its 
own challenges at you. I had my uncalled period 15 days earlier. Thank 
god, my tent mate was carrying the sanitary pad and my day was saved. 
Miles & miles of snow and waiting anxiously for a big boulder was a 
constant worry for quite some time. But God do hear our prays & 
everything falls in place and so happened on that day as well.

We had a family in the group with an enthusiastic mom, a chubby 8-year 
old, and a loving hubby who obliged to be a part of the family trekking 
experience. Mom tried hard to complete to the summit but the boy felt it 
hard to tread the way to the top. Nevertheless, the journey matters the 
most and I am sure, the family would have together climbed many more 
mountains to the top since then.

One of the tent mates, i took her hand and forced her to not give up. Not 
that she would have given up, she has got the fighting spirit, i slightly 
made it easier for her by lending a helping hand. We soaked in the rays 
from the sunrise. Our eyes were tired from sleeplessness but our spirits 
were high when we got the first glimpse of the sun rising far away and 
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letting its shine fall on us. But as beautiful the sunrise is, the sun rays can 
be ruthless after a while.

The snow was glaring and thank god, we were wearing UV-protection 
glasses. Otherwise, sunrays reflected on the snow can affect your vision. It 
was knee-deep snow at some places, which slowed & was wearing us 
down. At such places, sipping water is the best medicine, which i did to 
the fullest. The route to the top was astounding with several peaks 
surrounding you. At this time, you feel your existence is so small in front 
of the massive nature’s creation i.e., mountains and if you don’t respect the 
nature (means being careful about the trail, rocks, boulders), you may have 
to face the wrath of the nature.

We walked in a queue, not competing who would be the winner of the race 
(:P trek) rather immersed ourselves in the tranquility of the moment, 
soaking the sunshine and shedding some sweat while wearing layers of 
clothing, woolen cap, woolen gloves, gaiters, and spikes. We must have 
reached the top by 10 or 10.30 am. Got ourselves clicked to cherish & 
show off to our families & friends that we did reach the summit :). We 
must have spent 30 mins at the top.

Our trek leaders were conscious of the melting snow, which will become 
slippery and may result in falls & injuries. I cannot say about my trek 
members but me and let’s name her Neha (common name - one of my 
tentmates), we were on a roll. We held hands and started sliding on our 
ponchos downhill. It was one hell of the ride. She tripped, slipped while 
laughing all the way but at last reached the base camp safely.

We girls around 10 bonded over girls only pictures and noodles. That night 
too i could not sleep, although i was tired, because Neha’s snoring was so 
aloud that 10th tent from ours could hear her snore :P.

We setout for the journey back to Sankri but through a different route. Our 
next stop was Har Gaon (3–4 hours trek) - a large beautiful meadow and 
the spring season made sure to enhance its beauty. It looked like one of the 
Switzerland villages from Yash Chopra’s movie, and someone from the 
group aptly captured the place’s elegance. We spent the night with clear 
skies and I must say when you sit for long without any screen lights, you 
realize that you can see milky way & stars that city life can never give you 
an experience of.

Next morning was a leisure day as we started our day at our own pace and 
were in no hurry to reach back to Sankri. We clicked lot of pictures with 
trek members, trek leaders and just three of us on the way back. Was i tired 
when i reached Sankri? Yes, absolutely. Did i get a goodnight sleep or 
rather chose to spend the night basking in the glory of the bright & bold 
moon? Any guesses.

I chose the later as i could sleep after reaching home. It was one of the 
most beautiful nights i had ever experienced. It was the full moon beaming 
with its shining light and walking in silence with no thoughts on the never 
ending road with three of us is my most cherished moment of this trek.
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The next day was Holi. Most of the trek mates chose to leave that 
evening itself to avoid getting stuck. We three stayed back, chose to 
be night owls and start early in the cab at 3 am. We must have 
reached around 7 am to one of the hotels that Neha had booked in 
Dehradun. These two ladies were best friends and were gracious to 
offer me to stay with them. My train to Delhi was in the evening and 
these two ladies were planning to stay back to explore Dehradun.

This is one of the my trek stories and i truly cherish each & every 
moment spent of this trek and many other treks.
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