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It is a common notion that homosexuality is a “western
import”. What is your opinion about that?

Homosexuality is very much part and parcel of Indic
histories. In fact there were many celebratory traditions
that celebrated it. There is ample iconography and textual
material to prove this. What however is important is that
these histories have been ignored, ravaged by different
monotheistic invasions. Further these histories have for
the most part been written from a completely heterosexual
point of view – whether coming from the hindutva,
orientalist or even what poses as the ‘secular’ academic. In
effect the technique of othering homosexuality as ‘western’
is not unique to India. Most patriarchal cultures will
invisibilize their own homosexual traditions and then blame
it on the ‘other’.

Worship of female deities, which was universal in
prehistoric cultures, was eclipsed with the emergence of
patriarchal society. Please tell us something about the
mythology of female power and feminine space and how it
is denied and suppressed by the patriarchal agencies like
religion?

Firstly, the notion today of religion is very limited
to Semitic monotheism all of which originated in West
Asia from patriarchal tribes but is now seen as something
universal. This is the first myth that needs to be
deconstructed. For the worship of female deities is not
relegated to just the ancient times but was part and parcel
of not only all continents but also West Asian history till
its genocide there by patriarchal religion. The older Arabic
cultures had extensive goddess traditions. Many of these
temples celebrated different kinds of gender and sexuality.
The temple in this context was not conceived around a
system of belief and submission. It was not a space whereby
a middleman as the hierarchical mediator would sermonize.

This is a principle that is present in the shakti
traditions. The temple is a space of cognition – also through
the energy, pleasure & celebratory principle. It is multiple
– hence there is no centralized space, text or region. It is
both inside and outside. The devi is not only present in
every woman but as an energy manifestation inclusive of
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x§y Ï̂üƒÓ˚ ã˛y!ÓÜ˛y!ë˛–  ï˛y•z xy=ö Ï̂Ü˛ åÈy•z ã˛y˛õy !ò Ï̂° ã˛° Ï̂Ó öy–  ˆï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ ÚÚ!öû˛hsˇ

Ä•z ã%̨ Õ‘# Ï̂ï˛ ˆÓyö ~Ü˛ê%̨  xy=ö ˆò–ÛÛ
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all genders. Feminine Sexuality
is seen as a primordial experience
and its ecstatic experiencing as
opening the space of the third
eye.

Patriarchal religion on
the other hand is based on a strict
hierarchical system premised on
a single absolute jealous godhead
that must demonize and kill its
other. In its extreme form it

demands absolute submission. This also sets up a rigid system of
middlemen or rather those who police the religion. A centralized
text, a centralized ‘temple’ space etc. also mark this practice.
Underlining this is all the presupposition of one centralized culture
and language. In the cultures marked by the feminine deities, one
does not find the concept of just one centralized goddess. In the
earlier desert Arabic traditions, there is a network of goddesses –
not only within their own geographies but also linked to other
geographies – Marine for example (Crete & Greek). There is thus
not only one temple but often a route. They are greatly linked to
the surrounding geographies and were often built in places that
were special in its geographical location. Thus hidden water springs
in the desert were often dedicated to Al-Uzza or Al-llat. In other
words, these traditions worked in relationship to their surroundings
and cultures and the emphasis was on linking and networking –
not on centralization and ‘othering’.

This is again similar to the older feminine traditions in
old Europe. In India one finds much more extensive and more
recent evidence that corroborate these aspects.

But to return to the principle of pleasure and celebration
of the feminine, this is what patriarchal religion is the most
threatened by. This is what it has veiled the most and in doing so
has created an ideology of martyrdom. If one is a good martyr in
this world then in the other world one can receive all the pleasures
denied – but only from a heterosexual male point of view (though
in some paradises one may enjoy young boys too).  Again there is
present the ideology of creating this ‘other’. This kind of split one
does not find in many of the shakti philosophies – rather one of
mutual pleasure, its integration and
celebration. An example of this would
be the yogini temples seen as a space of
complete autonomous femininity. The
central space is left free and was also
meant for collective feminine practice.
Many of the temples were for women
only and it is more than likely that
women built these temples. The texts too
delineate celebratory forms of sexuality
between women as well as the auto-
erotic. This is very different from
patriarchal religions that objectifies this
as the dangerous other. And when it has
carried out its genocide, pretends that it
does not exist. Eventually the absolute god must be masculine,
only certain men can be its authorized mediators and in its space
of the biological family, women must be used only as the field for
procreation and eventually for male pleasure.

In the shakti traditions where sambhog played a vital role –
the pleasure principle was to be experienced and not objectified
in a submissive hierarchy in which one gender had to be active
and one passive. Instead it was based on the jami principle of
twinning or mutual attraction and its realization through sambhog.

Jami was vitally linked to the same-sex. However this could also
be experienced by different genders if they were to go beyond
gender difference and hierarchy.

In “Sakhiyani” you challenged the erasure of indigenous language
and histories which describe an erotic context for those who love
their own sex, particularly language describing the female
experience. Could you please share some of your experiences about
appropriation and heterosexualisation of the goddess sites?

Many of these ancient sites were destroyed by the different
monotheistic invasions and colonizations. This should not be
forgotten for it led to the idea that poly-cosmology had to be
unified under the concept of ‘Hinduism’. Prior to monotheism,
there was no concept of Hinduism. There were poly-cosmologies
in which both patriarchy and matrifocal traditions could exist
side by side. For there was no concept of a single godhead. The
cosmological could exist at the level of the sv-isht (the self desired)
at the level of the individual, then at the level of the biological
family, then at the geographical etc. Thus even in the strict
patriarchies, they have to admit of subversions coming from those
that they exclude.

Thus in the Mahabharata, there are ample examples of in-
between gender, exchanging gender and same-sex practices. Take
the example of Shikhandi who is born as a girl (originally signifies
the goddess Amba) then trades her gender with a rakshas (forest
dwellers). She gets married to a princess and a girl is born to the
princess. Then she completely breaks the rajput code by driving
in the royal chariot etc. Many of these mythologies are present in
different collections and though we can talk of certain unifying
threads, there are many variations and resolutions depending on
who is telling the story and to whom and in what mode. However,
today the way Hinduism is constructed both by hindutva,
‘secularism’ and major sections of both the Indian and western
academia form a uniform aspect. Whereas many forms of recent
hinduisation have been appropriating shakti  temples, creating
centralized male divinities or setting themselves as priests control
and manipulate the older shakti practices, on the other hand
‘secular’ historians do not even problematize this very complex
terrain. This leads to building ridiculous historical myths and
leads again to an invisibilization.

Just one example that I would like to share here. I
approached the JNU school of arts and aesthetics to do both an
exhibition and workshop on this. My work was rejected saying
that the students would not understand the iconographies that I
would be showing. However the same male staff was arguing that
one should bring German indologists to their department. The
attitude was no different from the male priests of the temple Tara-
Tarinin in Orissa. Originally the iconography over the main
entrance was one of the lesbian twins in embrace. Later it was
replaced by a heterosexual image. The fear and exclusion of these
lesbian iconographies is present at many different levels.

 We have heard that one of the thrust areas in your research is
poly-cosmology? What is poly-cosmology? Why do you call it “poly”?

Poly is a prefix that signifies multiple or plural. Thereby
poly-cosmology is the aspect of many different representations of
the divine co-existing. This co-existence may range from the
conflictual, conradictory to the syncretic. It is not a system of
many gods and goddesses, neither based on strict belief or being
biologically born to.

Thus in poly-cosmological societies, you may have a family
divinity, your own personal and one that is based on the overall
social-political. Thus not only does the idea of the divine being
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manifest in plural forms, but also that there are plural levels and
modes of relationship that may co-exist. Likewise plural
iconographies and mythologies.

Thus even as in the patriarchal caste system, there were
tremendous spaces of contradiction and subversion because of
this poly-cosmology.  One myth in this context is that of sex
change. Thus Vashisht turns into a woman when he enters an
enchanted devi grove. This myth clearly indicates the aspect of
constant interaction between different cosmo-social realities. Thus
prior to the monotheistic invasions, there is no identity of
Hinduism. There are plural ways of defining oneself as to one’s
own choice. And one may have plural constellations. Thus even
in shakti cosmologies, there is not just one goddess that is
centralised, rather the possibility of constellations. There are
mythologies that convey conflict as well as resolution. To take the
myth of satis as told in the shakti purans. Sati decides to go back
to the natal home although she is not invited for Daksh’s sacrifice.
Shankar is upset with her decision but then she turns into the
independent devi and surrounds Shankar in all the aspects of the
dash mahavidyas (10 mahavidyas). She tells Shankar she came to
him as a wife because he had done so much tapasya but since he
has made her angry she is reverting to her true form. Shankar
becomes her bhakt.

Then Sati goes home in her free form - hair open and
nude. She is embraced by her mother Prasuti (meaning fertility,
pregnancy etc). Daksh, the father is upset and abuses her. Thus
she turns into mahakali along with her band of yoginis and they
destroy Daksh’s sacrifices as well as the entire social order that
Daksh as the patriarchal father represents. In turning into Kali,
she leaves her shadow body that like Sita refuses to burn. Shankar
eventually carries it on his back and it is cut up by Vishnu (again
many variations) in various pieces and wherever these pieces drop
there are sati piths. Shankar too comes later and cuts Daksh’s head
(though he has already been destroyed by the yoginis). However
Shankar replaces Daksh’s head with a donkey and a resolution
takes place. Daksh starts to follow sada shiv which is integrated
into the devi constellation. This myth aptly conveys the different
social, sexual and gender politics, representations and interaction
and transformation of different divinities etc. There are also several
homoerotic dimensions, both feminine and masculine. In Sati’s
opting out of marriage, the shakti texts refer to a return to the
inter-feminine eros. The same is the case with Shankar and Daksh.

However because of the homogenisation and setting up
of what ‘Hinduism should be’ - fixing it as in monotheism, Sati
has been fixed into a dispossessed widow who must kill herself as
the ultimate submission to her dead husband. In the original myth
she is never a widow but rather leaves the hetero-marriage contract.

What led you to the “excavations of feminine memories” and why?

Initially, I just wanted to travel and explore India. But as I
started travelling and studying Sanskrit, I started to find these
traditions. I also found while researching the manipulation of
these histories both from academicians as well as through local
practices. These local practices precede hindutva. The more I
researched the more material I started finding as well as practices
of their manipulation, destruction, violation and ignoring. So it
was both interest, fascination, a tremendous growing of
consciousness and on the other hand also a lot of anger at the
different levels of denial and violation.

 Apart from being a scholar you are an activist too. You are the
founder of the first lesbian group of India, Sakhi, in Delhi. When
was it formed and how long did it exist? What was the social
backdrop at that point of time? Did you get support or encounter

opposition?  What was the relation between women’s rights activists
and lesbian activists then in Delhi? Do you think that the scenario
has changed now?

It was formed in '87 and shut down as an archive in '96.
There was a huge robbery that happened. Along with the Sakhi
computer, fax etc, my own computer and entire photographic
equipment was stolen. Later it came out that someone working
in the organization had done it. This was very disheartening. 
However activities carried on. We organized the first
demonstrations in support of the film Fire but the local reaction
from some of the other NGOs and closeted lesbians was so vicious
that I withdrew thereafter completely.

The social backdrop was very repressive and there was a
lot of internalized lesbophobia by closet lesbians so the violence
came not only from the mainstream but also at that time from
the left, women’s groups as well as women who were too scared to
come out. There was next to no support then from either the so
called progressive groups or the majority of the women’s groups
who were themselves labeling issues of sexuality as the preserve of
western feminism. If it were not for outside support, the project
could not have carried on.

It was a total experience of isolation for many lesbians
would say we do not need a movement. There is no issue here, yet
at another level I got a lot of hostility. In the aftermath of the
robbery, I did not get one support call from any NGO or many
of the other lesbians.

Instead material was stolen from me, my research was cited
without my name, images were used etc. I also used to get hate
and death threat calls – often in the middle of the night. There
was a period in which I was getting 60-80 calls a day. Eventually
the phone line had to be disconnected. This was in a time when it
was difficult to get phone connections and as we could not get a
connection in Sakhi’s name, we were using my telephone. The
other aspect of the isolation was that no space to present any of
this work. The situation has changed now marginally.  Many of
the women’s groups are much more open, there are also other
lesbian groups who are seriously doing good work. There are liberal
spaces opening up at many levels but it is still very difficult for
there is still very little visibility.

As a scholar, academician and art historian specialized in the
field of women’s sexuality do you have any message or advice for
“Sappho for Equality”, the sexuality rights organization fighting
for the rights of sexually marginalized women?

I think it’s great what you all are doing and go for it and
celebrate our sexuality.

� Photographs  courtesy  Giti Thadani
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Selvi decided to make dosai
So, she poured out a cup of urad dal
that tinkled like the broken beads
of an anklet,
Then added a cup of raw rice,
another of boiled rice,
the grains raced into the vessel
reminding her of greying streaks of hair.
She ground these ingredients.
A pinch of salt was added.
The prescribed half a spoon of soda
but she added just a little more,
so it would rise like the
mound of her Patti’s breasts.

û˛y°Óy§y Ü˛yˆÏÓ˚ Ü˛Î˚

!˛õÎ˚y§

Ü˛yú‰̨  !§Ó˚y˛õÈÄ !ü!‹T •°

!òö ~ Ï̂ày Ï̂°y Îï˛ó

Ï̂Ü˛yö‰ ü° Ï̂ü §yÓ˚̂ ÏåÈ Ó°‰̂ Ïï˛y

ü Ï̂öÓ˚ àû˛#Ó˚ «˛ï˛⁄

!ÓK˛y˛õ Ï̂öÄ üö Ï̂û˛y Ï̂° öy

÷!ö Ó˚!Ó ë˛yÜ%̨ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ àyö–

ˆï˛yÓ˚ çöƒ xyç Ä xyüyÓ˚ üö Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ xyöã˛yöÊ

í ẑ̨ Į̈ õ«˛y ˆï˛y ˆÓ˚yçÈ•z Ü˛!Ó˚

ï˛Ó% Ìy!Ü˛ x Į̈̂ õ«˛yÎ˚ó

§!áñ ˆ≤Ãü ˆï˛y §Óy•z Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚

Ú Ï̂§ !Ü˛ ˆÜ˛Ó°•z Îyï˛öyüÎ˚Û–

Sabari, I love you too
but you know it’s not the same.
How can I play the god for you,
give me another name.

For I know not what to make
of these offerings of yours;
I can’t refuse, I cannot take
these precious fruits and
flowers.

I fear the flowers will wilt,
the fruits turn sour with guilt.

ˆÏÎüö xy!åÈ

!˛õÎ˚y§

Óî≈•#ö !òö= Ï̂°y ~Ü˛È•z Ó˚Ü˛ü °y Ï̂à

Üœ̨ y!hsˇ !ö Ï̂Î˚ ˆã˛yá â%üyÎ˚

Üœ̨ y!hsˇ !ö Ï̂Î˚ çy Ï̂à–

ˆòÔí ¸̨ÈéÑ̨ y˛õ xyÓ˚ ÓƒhflÏï˛y

x!ú˛§ÈÙÈê˛y•zü ÈÙÙÙÙÈ  í z̨ú‰̨  ú‰̨  ú‰̨  ú‰̨  ú‰̨ Ê

~Ó˚•z üy Ï̂é˛ ‡ ‡ üö

ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ çöƒ á%Ó–

xyç Ï̂Ü˛ Î!ò öy ˆòáy •Î˚

Ü˛y° Ï̂Ü˛ • Ï̂ï˛Ä ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚ . . .

ö«˛ Ï̂e fl∫≤¿ ˆú˛y Ï̂ê˛

!ò Ï̂öÓ˚ xy Ï̂°y é˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ê

!ö!£k˛ ˆ§•z fl∫≤¿ é˛Ó˚&Ü˛ñ

•*òÎ˚ ˛õ%̂ ÏÓ˚ áyÜ‰̨ –

xy Ï̂°yÜ˛Ó£Ï≈ üy˛õ Ï̂ï˛ ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚

üy Ï̂é˛Ó˚ ~ ú˛yÓ˚yÜ˛ÊÊÊ

Selvi

Joshua Muyiwa 

I thought so today
when I said ‘Hi’ and he turned away
as if he had something to hide.

I could just ask if it was so
but I wouldn’t know
if he’d  told the truth or lied.
Besides,
it could be embarrassing.

The thing
is it’s hard to tell.
Well,
one could analyse
his droopy eyes
and lilting gait
and estimate
the probability
that he isn’t straight
but that’s too much for me.

Some of the boys
say the tone of his voice
is a dead give-away
and then others say
the waving of his hands
is so tremendously grand
that it has to be true.
But who
knows what all that means.
He’s not so much of a queen.

Perhaps I could find out
and get rid of my doubts
with a little effort and investigation.
A discreet operation
should be enough.
It’s really not too tough
but all told, I must confess
I quite enjoy not being able to guess
or rather guessing afresh day after day.

I think I prefer things this way.

Is Benjamin Gay?
Vivek Nityananda

What Rama said to her

Vivek Nityananda

~ x Į̈̂ õ«˛yÎ̊

!˛õÎ˚y§

§ü%̂ ÏoÓ˚ üï˛ ˆï˛yüyÎ˚ !§_´ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆòÓ

Î!ò ï%̨ !ü Ü˛ Ï̂Î˚Ü˛ê˛y ˛õy ~ Ï̂àyÄ–

ï%̨ !ü ˆï˛y ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ ò)̂ ÏÓ˚ ...

x Ï̂öÜ˛ê˛y ò)̂ ÏÓ˚•z Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆà Ï̂°Ê

ò)̂ ÏÓ˚Ó˚ ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ Ó°

ü%̂ Ï_´y ˆáÑyçy ÎyÎ˚ !Ü˛⁄

~Ü˛ê˛yÈÙÈò%̂ Ïê˛y ü%̂ Ï_´y˛àû˛#Ó˚ ç Ï̂° xy Ï̂åÈó

xyüyÓ˚ à•#ö ç Ï̂° ~ Ï̂§

í%̨ Ó !ò Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÄ ï%̨ !ü–

çy!öñ

ï%̨ !ü ã˛y•zåÈ §Ó%ç ç!üñ

ÓÑyôy Ï̂öy âyê˛ ÈÙÙÙÈ

˙ ˛õ%Ü%̨ Ó˚õy Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ ˆò¢ê˛y–

•yÎ˚ üyöÓ#Ê xy!ü ˆöyöy ç Ï̂° û˛y!§

Ä ç Ï̂° ˆü Ï̂ê˛ !Ü˛ ˆï˛‹TyÊ

� !˛õÎ˚y§ Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ §ò§ƒ

� Vivek writes and draws in betweeen chasing
insects at the Indian Institute of Science

� Joshua writes, reads, smokes, drinks tea and
presently is obsessed with his afro and skinny jeans
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Î!ò Ó!° !ÓÈÙÈ§üÜ˛yü#
 
 §¡õÜ≈̨ ñ Î!ò Ó!° •z‹T ̂ ü Ï̂ö ã˛°y §üy Ï̂çÓ˚ ÎÌyÈÙÈ•z‹T ÓƒÓfliyñ

Î!ò Ó!° §Ó˚° ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚ xy°y˛õÈã˛y!Ó˚ï˛yÈÈÈÙÙÙÈ ~ Ï̂ï˛y= Ï̂°y Ü˛Ìy Ó Ï̂° ï˛yÓ˚̨ õ Ï̂Ó˚ Î!ò Ó!°

üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ ç Ï̂öƒ ~Ü˛ üyö%£Ï#Ó˚ ˆ§•z àû˛#Ó˚ •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛Ìyñ ~ Ï̂ï˛y§Ó ˛õÓ˚̨ õÓ˚ ˛Ó°yÓ˚ ˛õÓ˚•z

!Ü˛ flõ‹T • Ï̂Óñ xy!ü ˆ≤Ã Ï̂üÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy Ó°!åÈ⁄  ï%̨ !ü Î!ò Ó Ï̂°yñ ~ Ï̂ï˛y !Ü˛å%È ˆÜ˛ö⁄ ~ï˛ Ü˛Ìy

ˆÜ˛ö Ó°y⁄ üyö%£Ï xyÓ˚ üyö%£Ï# ˆï˛y ~çöƒ•z ÈÙÙÙÙÈ àû˛#Ó˚ •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Óyî# xyòyö ≤Ãòy Ï̂öÓ˚

çöƒ ÈÙÙÙÙÈ ˛õ,!ÌÓ#Ó˚ ˆì˛Ó˚ ÓÎ˚§ ˆÓ Ï̂í ¸̨ ˆà Ï̂°Ä ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ ÎyÎ˚ ˆ§•z •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ çöƒ Ü˛yäy°˛õöy–

xyÓ˚ ï˛áö•z xy!ü Ó° Ï̂Óyñ Ó Ï̂°yñ •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛Ìy Ó Ï̂°y–  !Ü˛v •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛Ìy !Ü˛ Ü˛yüà¶˛•#ö

ˆ•ü⁄  üö•z §yÓ˚ñ Ó˚çö# •*ò Ï̂Î˚ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛yñ ¢Ó˚# Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÎ Ï̂Î˚y öy–  xyÓ˚ Ó˚çö# Îáö çyö Ï̂Óñ

xy!ü Ó˚üî#ñ ï˛áö Ó˚üî Ü˛òy˛õ# öÎ˚–  !Ü˛v  üöñ Ó˚çö#⁄  Ó˚üî#Ó˚ ï˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ~Ü˛ Ó˚çö#Ó˚

àû˛#Ó˚ •*òÎ˚ÈÙÈÜ˛Ìy⁄  •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛Ìy Ï̂ï˛Ä ˆï˛yüÓ˚y ˆã˛yá ì˛yÜ˛ Ï̂°ñ ü%á â%!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ !ö Ï̂°Ê

~ Ï̂ï˛y Ü˛y!ÓƒÓ˚ òÓ˚Ü˛yÓ˚ ˆö•z–  xy!ü §üÜ˛yü# Úˆ§•z§Ó ˆ¢Î˚y Ï̂°ÛÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy Ó°!åÈ–

ÎyÓ˚y ˆÜ˛Ó° çyˆÏö ˆ≤Ãüà¶˛•#ö Ü˛yˆÏüÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy–  ÎyÓ˚y ≤ÃÜ,˛!ï˛Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚&ˆÏk˛ ÎyÎ˚–  ÎyÓ˚y

fl∫yû˛y!Ó Ï̂Ü˛Ó˚ ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ ò)̂ ÏÓ˚ ÎyÎ˚–  ÎyÓ˚y xÈÙÈfl∫yû˛y!ÓÜ˛–  ÎyÓ˚y Ü˛yü%Ü˛–

ÎyÓ˚y ˆ¢Î˚y Ï̂°Ó˚ ˛fl∫È˛õ Ï̂«˛ Î%!_´ Ï̂òÎ˚ñ ï˛yÓ˚y !Ü˛ Ó Ï̂° ⁄ ˆ¢Î˚y Ï̂°Ó˚ Ü˛ê˛y üyÌy⁄ ˆ°ç

Ü˛ Ï̂Ó çß√y Ï̂°y⁄

ï˛yÓ˚y Îy Îy Ó Ï̂° Ï̂åÈ É

1. Î!ò Ó Ï̂°y ˛õ!ÿ˛ Ï̂üÓ˚ •yÄÎ˚y ˆ° Ï̂à Ï̂åÈñ ï˛y• Ï̂° Óy Ï̂ç Ü˛Ìy • Ï̂Ó–  ˛õÑ%!Ì á%̂ Ï°ñ

§y°ÈÙÈï˛y!Ó˚á §Ó !ü!° Ï̂Î˚ Ó˚#!ï˛üï˛ Ó° Ï̂åÈ ï˛yÓ˚y Ú~§ÓÛ !åÈ Ï̂°y–  ˆÓòy Ï̂hsˇ !åÈ Ï̂°yñ

˛õ%Ó˚y Ï̂ö !åÈ Ï̂°y–  •z!ï˛•y§ Ó Ï̂° !ò Ï̂FåÈ Ú~§ÓÛ Óy Ï̂ç öÎ˚–

2. xyFåÈy üyö°yü ̨õ!ÿ˛ Ï̂üÓ˚ •yÄÎ˚y ̂ ° Ï̂à Ï̂åÈ– !Ü˛v Ú~Ó˚yÛ !Ü˛ üyö%£Ï üy Ï̂Ó˚⁄  ô Ï̂ü≈Ó˚

öy Ï̂ü çμy!° Ï̂Î˚ ˆòÎ˚ à Ï̂û≈̨ Ó˚ !¢÷ Ï̂Ü˛⁄ Ú~Ó˚yÛ !Ü˛ §ü%̂ ÏoÓ˚ ç Ï̂° !ü!¢ Ï̂Î˚ ˆòÎ˚ !Ó£Ïy_´

ˆï˛°⁄  xyï˛ï˛yÎ˚# Î!ò öy•z •Î˚ñ ï˛ Ï̂Ó ˆÎ •yÄÎ˚y Ï̂ï˛•z ˆü Ï̂ï˛ í z̨ë%̨ Ü˛ó ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ «˛!ï˛

!Ü˛⁄

3. xy Ï̂ü!Ó˚Ü˛y Ó Ï̂° Ï̂åÈö Úx§%áÛ öÎ˚–  ~!ò Ï̂Ü˛Ä û˛yÓ˚ï˛#Î˚ û˛_´ öyÓy°Ü˛ !ã˛!Ü˛Í§Ü˛ñ

ˆü Ï̂ö !ö Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏåÈö ≤ÃyÎ˚ÙÈ{Ÿª Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ §Ó Óyî#•z–  !Ü˛v û˛Î˚ ˆÎ Ü˛y Ï̂ê˛ öyÊ  ï˛y•z ~!òÜ˛Ü˛yÓ˚

Ú~Ó˚yÛ ~áöÄ Úx§%fliÛ ÈÙÙÙÙÈ üö Ï̂öñ •*ò Ï̂Î˚–  !ã˛!Ü˛Í§y • Ï̂FåÈñ ~üö!Ü˛ ˜Óòƒ%!ï˛Ü˛ ã˛üÜ‰̨

ÓƒÓfliyÄ xy Ï̂åÈÊ ˆ§•z Ú•yÓ˚y Ï̂öy §%Ó˚ÛÈ~Ó˚ í z̨_üÜ%̨ üyÓ˚̂ ÏÜ˛ ü Ï̂ö xy Ï̂åÈ⁄  xÌÓy Úò#˛õ

ˆçμ̂ Ï° Îy•zÛ~Ó˚ Ó§hsˇ Ï̂Ü˛⁄ Äü‰!ö ˆã˛ Į̈̂ õ ÷•ẑ ÏÎ˚ ¢Ü‰̨  ˆòÄÎ˚yÓ˚  ÓƒÓfliy xy Ï̂åÈ Ú~ Ï̂òÓ˚Û

ˆ«˛ Ï̂eÄñ ï˛y Ï̂ï˛ Î!ò ˆày°üy° Ü˛ Ï̂üÊ  Ü˛ Ï̂ü ÎyÎ˚ Ü˛yü%Ü˛˛õöy–  ~§Ó ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚

çyöyÓ˚ çöƒñ ~ áÓÓ˚ §Ó ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚ çöƒ–

4. ˆüÜ‰̨ Ï̂° §y Ï̂Î˚Ó ˆ§•z Îy Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆà Ï̂°öñ xyçÄ û˛yÓ˚ï˛Óy§# ˆï˛üö•z ÈÙÙÙÙÈ xy•zö

xüyöƒ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ã%̨ ü% áyÎ˚Ê  !ï˛ö¢ §yï˛y_Ó˚ ôyÓ˚yê˛y Ú~Ü%̨ Ï̂¢ xy•zöÛ ~Ó˚ ö!§ƒ !ö Ï̂Î˚ ~Ü%̨ ¢

òú˛y •Ñyã˛y Ï̂öyÓ˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y•z Ó Ï̂ê˛Ê  ~ Ï̂ï˛ öy Ü˛ Ï̂ü Ü˛‹Tñ öy ˆü Ï̂° ˆÜ˛‹TÊ

5. ~áy Ï̂ö ˆÓyô •Î˚ •yÕÒy Ó˚!§Ü˛ï˛y ã˛ Ï̂° öy–  ÎyÓ˚y ü,ï%̨ ƒÓ˚ ˆÜ˛yê˛yÎ˚ ã˛ Ï̂° ˆà Ï̂åÈñ

ˆ§•z§Ó xfl∫#Ü,̨ ï˛ xydyÓ˚yñ ̂ ï˛yüÓ˚y áÓÓ˚ ̨õyÄ ̂ §§ Ï̂ÓÓ˚ üy Ï̂é˛ §y Ï̂é˛ñ ̂ §•z§Ó ü,ï%̨ ƒÓ˚–

ÎyÓ˚y Ü˛y Ï̂ü çμ̂ Ï°˛õ%̂ Ïí ¸̨ ü Ï̂Ó˚ñ ï˛yÓ˚̨ õÓ˚ ~ Ï̂Ü˛Óy Ï̂Ó˚ ü Ï̂Ó˚ ÎyÎ˚Ê

6. xyÓ˚Ä !Ü˛å%È xy Ï̂åÈ–  !Ü˛å%È !Ü˛å%È à“ xyÓ˚ Ü˛!Óï˛y–  ˆÎáy Ï̂ö Ú~Ó˚yÛ çy Ï̂ö ï˛Ó%Ä

xyÜ˛y¢ ö#°–  !é˛ö%̂ ÏÜ˛Ó˚ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛ xy“öy xÑyÜ˛y–  {Ÿª Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ !ö•ï˛ ü%̂ Ïá !ö Ï̂ç Ï̂òÓ˚ í z̨Iμ°

ˆã˛yá ï%̨ Ï̂° Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ ˆï˛yüyÎ˚ Ó Ï̂° Ï̂åÈ !Ü˛å%È⁄  Ó Ï̂°!ö !Ü˛ ˆ§•z §Ó §%á# xÓ§ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚

àyö⁄  ï%̨ !ü ˆï˛y ~§Ó xhsˇï˛ çy Ï̂öyÊ

xÌÓy çy Ï̂öy öy–  çyö Ï̂°Ä üy Ï̂öy öy–  ï˛yÓ˚y ÎyÓ˚y Îy Ó Ï̂° Ú~ Ï̂òÓ˚Û çöƒñ ï%̨ !ü

ˆ¢yö öy–  ÷ö Ï̂ï˛ ã˛yÄ öy–  Ü˛yÓ˚îñ Ü˛yü%Ü˛ Ï̂Ü˛ ï%̨ !ü â,îy Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚y–  ˆï˛yüyÓ˚  ˛õ!Ó˚ÓyÓ˚ñ

ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ ò¢≈ö–  §Ó ˆ¢ˆÏ£Ï òÑy!í˛¸ˆÏÎ˚ ÌyˆÏÜ˛ ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ x!û˛K˛yˆÏöÓ˚ Ó#çñ ˆï˛yüyÓ˚

í z̨_Ó˚ ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï–  xyÓ˚ Ú~Ó˚yÛ ~áy Ï̂ö ˆ§•z ~Ü˛y ñ Ú˛õ!Ó˚ÓyÓ˚Û•#öñ «˛îfliyÎ˚# Ó•üyö öò#Ó˚

üï˛–  §ü%̂ Ïo ˆü¢y ˆÎö •Î˚ öy Ú~ Ï̂òÓ˚Û–  Ú~Ó˚y•zÛ Ú~ Ï̂òÓ˚Û ç#Ó Ï̂öÓ˚ ˆ¢£Ï Ü˛Ìy–  !Ü˛v

ˆï˛yüyÓ˚•z ˛õ%Ó˚&£ÏyÌ≈ Îáö Ó Ï̂°ñ ô Ï̂ü≈ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛yñ x Ï̂Ì≈ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛yñ ˆüy Ï̂«˛ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛y ~ÓÇ Ü˛y Ï̂ü

Ìy Ï̂Ü˛yñ Ü˛•z ÓÇ¢ !ÓhflÏyÓ˚ !ö Ï̂Î˚ !Ü˛å%È Ó°° öy ˆï˛yÊ  ï˛y• Ï̂° Äê˛y åÈyí ¸̨yÄ ôy!ü≈Ü˛ •ÄÎ˚y

ÎyÎ˚ñ Ó Ï̂°y⁄

!Ü˛v Ìy Ï̂üy–  ̂ ï˛yüyÎ˚ ̂ Óyé˛y Ï̂öy Ó,Ìy–  ï%̨ !ü Ó° Ï̂åÈyñ xy!ü üyö!åÈ ÈÙÙÙÙÈ ~Ó˚y Ü˛yü%Ü˛–

Úüyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ̊ ï˛̂ ÏÓ̊ ~Ü˛ üyö%£Ï#Ó̊ àû˛#Ó̊ •*òÎ̊Û

≤ÃÜ,̨ !ï˛Ó˚ !ÓÓ˚& Ï̂k˛ ÎyÎ˚–  §y«˛yÍ ¢Î˚ï˛yö–  ï˛ Ï̂Ó ï˛yÓ˚y ~ Ï̂ï˛y ˜•ÈÙÈ Ï̃ã˛ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ˆÜ˛ö⁄  ˆÜ˛ööy

Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ xy Ï̂åÈ–  !åÈ Ï̂°y– ÌyÜ˛ Ï̂Ó–  ˆÜ˛yÌyÎ˚ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛ Ú~Ó˚yÛ⁄  ˆÎáy Ï̂ö üyö%£Ïñ !§¶%̨ Ï̂âyê˛Ü˛

xÌÓy ˆ˛õ Ï̂Ó˚̃ ÏflfÜ˛yÄ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛ öyñ ˆ§•z üD°@ˇÃ Ï̂•⁄ öÎ˚ ˆï˛y⁄ ï˛y• Ï̂° Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚

üy Ï̂é˛•z çÏß√y Ï̂FåÈÈñ ~ÓÇ Óí ¸̨ • Ï̂Î˚ í z̨Ïë˛ Ï̂å–  Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ ï˛y• Ï̂° ÓyÓyÈÙ ÈüyÈÙ Èû˛y•zÈÙÈ ̂ ÏÓyöÈÙÈ xyd#Î˚ÈÙ

Èfl∫çöÈÙÈ fl%Ò°ÈÙÈÜ˛ˆÏ°çÈÙÈx!ú˛§  ÈÙÙÙÙÈ  ˆï˛yüÓ˚y Îy Îy !öˆÏÎ˚ ÌyˆÏÜ˛yñ ÓÑyˆÏã˛yñ  ÓˆÏí˛¸y •Ä

ˆ§•z§Ó !ö Ï̂Î˚•z Ó Ï̂í ¸̨y •Î˚⁄ ˆï˛yüÓ˚y Î!ò çy Ï̂öy ÚÜ˛yüÛ ˆÜ˛yÌyÎ˚ ã˛ Ï̂° ~ÓÇ ˆÜ˛yÌyÎ˚ ã˛ Ï̂°

öyñ Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ çy Ï̂ö–  Î!ò !ÓÈÙÈ§üÈÙÈÚÜ˛yüÛ ˆÜ˛!wÜ˛ ~Ü˛ê˛y ç#Óö  Ü˛yê˛y Ï̂ï˛ Ü˛yê˛y Ï̂ï˛ ˆï˛yüÓ˚y

•y!§ÈÙÈÜ˛yß̈yÈÙÈÓ˚yàÈÙÈâ,îyÈÙÈ!ÓfløÎ˚ÈÙÈ Ï̂≤ÃüÈÙÈÜ˛yü § Ï̂ÓÓ˚ üy˛õÜ˛y!ë˛•z !ë˛Ü˛û˛y Ï̂Ó Ó%é˛ Ï̂ï˛ ̨ õy Ï̂Ó˚yñ Î!ò

ˆï˛yüÓ˚y !ÓÈÙÈ§üÜ˛yü# • Ï̂Î˚Ä ˆÜ˛Ó° Ü˛yü%Ü˛ öy • Ï̂Î˚ Ä Ï̂ë˛y Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ ˆï˛y ï˛y•z⁄

xyÓ˚Ä ~Ü˛ê˛y Ü˛Ìy–  Îáö ï%˛!ü Ä ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ ˆÎÔö §D# ÎÌyÈÙÈ•z‹T §üyˆÏçÓ˚

öƒyÎ˚ÈÙÈö#!ï˛Ó˚ Óy•zˆÏÓ˚ xy°y˛õã˛y!Ó˚ï˛y ã˛y°yÄñ Îáö Ó¶˛ òÓ˚çyÓ˚ ˆû˛ï˛ˆÏÓ˚ ÷ô% ï%˛!ü Ä

ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ Ó#˛õÓ˚#ï˛ !°D ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ §D# Óy §!Dö# Ìy Ï̂Ü˛yñ Ü˛á Ï̂öy !Ü˛ ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï • Ï̂Î˚Ä ï%̨ !ü

ÚüyÛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y û˛y Ï̂°y • Ï̂Î˚ Ä Ï̂ë˛y öy⁄  xÌÓy öyÓ˚# • Ï̂Î˚Ä ï %̨!ü !˛õï˛yÓ˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y üyÌyÎ˚

•yï˛ Ó˚y Ï̂áy öy ï˛yÓ˚ ò%É§ü Ï̂Î˚⁄  ~áy Ï̂ö ~•z§Ó §ü Ï̂Î˚ ˆÜ˛yÌyÎ˚ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛ ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ ¢y!Ó˚Ó˚#Ü˛

!°D ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛Î˚⁄  ï%̨ !ü !Ü˛ ˆ§ §üÎ˚ ü Ï̂ö ü Ï̂öÄ ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ öyÓ˚# xÌÓy öyÓ˚# ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛

˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï • Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎ Ï̂ï˛ ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚y öy⁄  ˆÜ˛y Ï̂öy ˆÜ˛y Ï̂öy ˛õ!Ó˚!ã˛!ï˛ Óy §¡õ Ï̂Ü≈̨ Ó˚ ˆ«˛ Ï̂e ˆÎÔöï˛y Óy

Ü˛yü öyÄ ÌyÜ˛ Ï̂ï˛ ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚ñ !Ü˛v ˆû˛ Ï̂Ó ˆò Ï̂áy ÎÌyÈÙÈ•z‹T xö%¢y§ Ï̂öÓ˚ ˛õ Ï̂Ó˚Ä ˆï˛yüyÓ˚ üö

í z̨ã˛yê˛öÊÊÊ   ï%̨ !ü ˆü Ï̂Î˚ • Ï̂Î˚ Óy!í ¸̨Ó˚ ~Ü˛üye ˆåÈ Ï̂°Ó˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y ˆåÈyê˛yå%È!ê˛ Ü˛Ó˚̂ ÏåÈyñ ˆåÈ Ï̂°

• Ï̂Î˚ Óí ¸̨ !ò!òÓ˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y Ó!§ Ï̂Î˚ !òFåÈ ˆ§k˛ û˛y Ï̂ï˛ÈÙÈû˛yï˛Ê ü Ï̂ö ü Ï̂ö ~•z xò°Óò° â Ï̂ê˛ öy

ˆï˛yüyÓ˚⁄  Î!ò â Ï̂ê˛ ï˛y• Ï̂° ï%̨ !üÄ ̂ ï˛y !ÓÈÙÈ§üÜ˛yü# • Ï̂Î˚ ï˛Ó%Ä §yüy!çÜ˛ !°D˛õ!Ó˚Óï≈̨ Ï̂öÓ˚

xö%û)̨ !ï˛ ˆÓ˚̂ Ïá Ìy Ï̂Ü˛y⁄

xyFåÈyñ ~ Ï̂ï˛y ç!ê˛°ï˛yÎ̊ Ü˛yç ̂ ö•z–  ~ Ï̂§y ~Ü˛ê%̨  û˛!_´Ó̊ Ü˛Ìy Ó!°–  ï%̨ !ü Ü,̨ £èû˛_´⁄

ï %̨!ü !Ü˛ ˜Ó£èÓ⁄  Ó Ï̂°y Ü,̨ £è ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï öy öyÓ˚#⁄  xy!ü çy!öñ §Ó≈§¡ø!ï˛e´ Ï̂ü ˆï˛yüÓ˚y

Ü,̨ £è Ï̂Ü˛ ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï Ó Ï̂° çy Ï̂öy ~ÓÇ üy Ï̂öy–  xyÓ˚ û˛_´ Ï̃Ó£èÓ Ó˚yôyû˛y Ï̂Ó Ü,̨ £è Ï̂≤Ã Ï̂ü ü_

•Î˚– !Ü˛v xy!ü !ë˛Ü˛ Ó Ï̂°Ï!åÈ !Ü˛⁄  ï%̨ !ü ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï ~ÓÇ ï%̨ !ü Ó˚yôyû˛y Ï̂Ó !öü!Iï˛ • Ï̂Î˚

~Ü˛yhsˇ!ã˛ Ï̂_ {ŸªÓ˚̂ ÏÜ˛ í˛y Ï̂Ü˛y⁄  Ó˚yôyû˛yÓ ˆÜ˛üö⁄  Ó˚yôy ˆï˛y öyÓ˚#Ê  ï%̨ !ü ¢Ó˚# Ï̂Ó˚ ˛õ%Ó˚&£Ï

• Ï̂Î˚ xhsˇ̂ ÏÓ˚ öyÓ˚#û˛y Ï̂Ó û˛y!Óï˛ •Ä⁄  ï˛y• Ï̂° Ä˛õ Ï̂Ó˚ ̂ Î ç!ê˛° §yüy!çÜ˛ !°D ̨õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚

à“ Ó°!åÈ°yüñ ~áö ˆ§ê˛y !Ü˛ ~Ü˛ê%̨  §•ç °yà Ï̂åÈ⁄

ï˛y• Ï̂° Ú~Ó˚yÛ xyÓ˚ ˆï˛yüÓ˚y xy°yòy ˆÜ˛yÌyÎ˚⁄  Ú~Ó˚yÛ §üÜ˛yü# xyÓ˚ ˆï˛yüÓ˚y

!ÓÈÙÈ§üÜ˛yü#–  ˆÎÔö û˛y Ï̂Ó ˆï˛yüÓ˚y !Ó˛õ!Ó˚ï˛ !°D ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Óƒ!_´ ≤Ã!ï˛ xyÜ,̨ ‹T •Ä xyÓ˚

Ú~Ó˚yÛ §ü!°ÏD ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Óƒ!_´Ó˚ ≤Ã!ï˛–  ï˛y• Ï̂° !°D˛õ!Ó˚ã˛Î˚ xyÓ˚ ÚÜ˛yüÛ öyüÜ˛ !e´Î˚yÓ˚

ˆ«˛ Ï̂e ˆï˛yüÓ˚y Ä Ú~Ó˚yÛ  xy°yòy–  !Ü˛v Ü˛y Ï̂üÓ˚ Óy•ẑ ÏÓ˚ Îy⁄  Îy üö Ï̂öñ Îy ˆÓy Ï̂ôñ Îy

fl∫≤¿ öÎ˚ Óy Îy §!ï˛ƒ öÎ˚ ÈÙÙÙÙÈ ˆ§•z •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛ÌyÎ˚⁄

ô Ï̂Ó˚yñ §ü%̂ ÏoÓ˚ Óy!° Ï̂ï˛ ï%̨ !ü !é˛ö%Ü˛ áÑ%ç Ï̂åÈy–  ~Ü˛ ~Ü˛ !é˛ö%̂ ÏÜ˛Ó˚ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛ ~Ü˛ ~Ü˛

Ó˚Ü˛ Ï̂üÓ˚ xy“öy–  !Ü˛v Óy!°Ó˚ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛ ç!í ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ñ Óy!° üyáyüy!á !é˛ö%Ü˛= Ï̂° ˛õy¢y˛õy!¢Ä

ˆï˛y ˛õ Ï̂í ¸̨ Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏåÈ–  Î!ò ~•z xy°yòy xy°yòy xy“öy xyÓ˚ xy°yòy xy°yòy üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ üö

ÈÙÙÙÙÈ ~ ò%̂ ÏÎ˚Ó˚ ~Ü˛ê˛y ˛õyÓ˚flõ!Ó˚Ü˛ ï%̨ °öy Ü˛Ó˚y ÎyÎ˚ñ xyüyÓ˚ Ó_´Óƒ Ó%é˛ Ï̂ï˛ §%!Óôy • Ï̂Ó–

!Ó!û˛ß̈ xy“öy xy°yòyñ !Ó!û˛ß̈ ü Ï̂ö Ü˛yü û˛yÓöyÄ xy°yòy–  !Ü˛v ˆ¢£Ï ˛õÎ≈hsˇ §ÓÜ˛ê˛y•z

ˆÎüö !é˛ö%Ü˛ñ ˆ¢£Ï ˛õÎ≈hsˇ §Ó Ü˛ê˛y üö•z üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚•z–  §ü%oï˛ Ï̂ê˛Ó˚ Óy!°Î˚yí ¸̨# Î!ò §y!•ï˛ƒ

•Î˚ñ xyÓ˚ ~Ü˛ ~Ü˛ê˛y !é˛ö%Ü˛ Î!ò •Î˚ §y!• Ï̂ï˛ƒÓ˚ ~Ü˛ ~Ü˛ê˛y ü Ï̂öÓ˚ à“ñ ï˛ Ï̂Ó ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚

ü Ï̂öÓ˚ à Ï̂“Ó˚ § Ï̂D Ä•z §üÜ˛yü# ü Ï̂öÓ˚ à“ ˆÜ˛yÌyÄ öy ˆÜ˛yÌyÄ ˆï˛y ~Ü˛ • Ï̂Ó•zñ ˆÎüö

!é˛ö%̂ ÏÜ˛Ó˚ xy“öyÓ˚ ôÓ˚̂ Ïî !Ü˛å%È §yôyÓ˚î !ü° Ìy Ï̂Ü˛–

Î!ò §y!•ï˛ƒñ SxyçÜ˛y° §üÜ˛yü# §y!•ï˛ƒÄ •Î˚V Îy !ÓÈÙÈ§üÜ˛yü# ü Ï̂öÓ˚ ̂ áÑyçáÓÓ˚

Ó˚yˆÏáñ ˆ§•z ôÓ˚ˆÏîÓ˚ §y!•ˆÏï˛ƒ ˆáÑyç Ü˛Ó˚y ÎyÎ˚ñ ˆòáy ÎyˆÏÓ  xy§ˆÏ° üˆÏöÓ˚ ˆày˛õö

ˆÜ˛yîyÎ˚ x Ï̂öÜ˛ ˛õ!Ó˚Ó!ï≈̨ ï˛ !° Ï̂DÓ˚ âÓ˚ Ó˚y Ï̂á–  ˆ§ âÓ˚= Ï̂°yÎ˚ Ü˛á Ï̂öy ˆ§ ¢y!Ó˚Ó˚#Ü˛ !°D

˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ !Ó˛õÓ˚#ï˛ ˛õ!Ó˚ã˛ Ï̂Î˚ ˆ§ Ï̂ç Ó Ï̂§ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛È–   ~ÓyÓ˚ Î!ò ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚ xÈÙÈÜ˛yü%Ü˛ üö

xyÓ˚ Ú~ Ï̂òÓ˚Û ü Ï̂öÓ˚ !Ü˛å%È !ü° xhsˇï˛ ˛õyÄÎ˚y ÎyÎ˚ñ Î!ò ˆòáy ÎyÎ˚ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛Ó˚ àû˛# Ï̂Ó˚ Ú~Ó˚yÛÄ

ˆ§•z ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚•z üï˛ ÈÙÙÙÙÈ §Aâñ ¢!_´ñ Ü˛ü≈#ÈÙÈ§%ô# Ï̂òÓ˚ !ÓÓî≈ï˛y Ï̂Ü˛ öyÜ˛ã˛ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚

ï˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ~Ü˛ •*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ àû˛#Ó˚ï˛y Ï̂Ü˛ áÑ%̂ Ïç ̂ ú˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ ï˛y• Ï̂°Ä !Ü˛ ü%á !ú˛!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ÌyÜ˛ Ï̂åÈy ï%̨ !ü⁄Ú~Ó˚yÛ

xyÓ˚ Ú Ï̂ï˛yüÓ˚yÛÓ˚ ~•z à[˛# ˆû˛ Ï̂D ˆï˛yüÓ˚y ÚxyüÓ˚yÛ • Ï̂Î˚ ˆÎ Ï̂ï˛Ä ˆï˛y ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚y ï˛áö⁄  Î!ò

•*ò Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ Ü˛Ìy Ó!° ˆï˛yüyÎ˚⁄

§%Ó̊Oöy Ó̊yÎ̊

� §%Ó˚Oöy ~ü!ö ~Ü˛çö §yôyÓ˚î üyö%£Ï
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Meeting Mummyji
 Text : Dea

Illustrations : Mita

“Oh Bloody Hell”, I yelled as I am stuck in traffic and my
phone is ringing again. In a hurry, I have taken a wrong turn and
wondering which way to go now. The traffic however is not
showing any signs of life. I sighed and took the call. “Dea, I have
reached the airport and am waiting for you in front of the departure
terminal.” “Ji, I am almost there, I will take another five minutes
to reach.” Mental Note : 1. I am actually fifteen minutes away
from the airport. 2. I have lied and spoiled yet another chance of
making a good impression. 3. I must repeat “Why me? Why me?”
to get rid of the sin and the regret. This minor aberration of
behavior would have been overlooked if “Ji” as in Auntyji was my
Maashi or Pishi. Auntyji is my partner Mita’s mother and I am
going to meet her for the first time, that too on my own!! I had
foreseen such a situation of meeting the family but never did I
imagine that I will have to be alone in this.

In our relationship, Mita is certainly the more courageous
and has been sort of out to her mother. She has openly cried
about her lost lovers and Auntyji being an educationist has not
taken long to understand about her identity and preference. I
remember that when we got more serious about our relationship,
Mita made it a point to drop my name in conversations with her
mother. It had become important for her, to let Auntyji get familiar
with my name. Last Diwali, she finally explained to her mother
that we have been together for two years and she was happy with
me. Auntyji did not exactly leap up in joy at the news; she was not
negative about it. She became concerned as she did not want her
daughter to get hurt from her new ‘Special friend’ (Her term for
Mita’s girlfriends), the way others have. She had then asked her
details about me and had looked satisfied, which we later on
discussed as a good start. From then on, Mita has mentioned to
her when she came visiting me, I got to speak to her a couple of
times. Still, I was completely unprepared for this airport visit.

One fine day, Mita broke the news that her mother was
visiting my city and she wants to meet me on the day that she
arrives as it is a short work trip of three days. Also was included,
couple of helpful hints:- 1. I should not behave tongue-tied or
freeze. 2. I should dress smart and 3. I should stay with Auntyji as
long as she wishes me to, no trying to hurry back. I do freeze at
times, and with Mita not being there, I was likely to get so. Dress
up was another confusing decision; Mita wanted the evening
trouser look, while I was dying to try on my new kurta set. Finally

staying ... was a scary thought. The fact that Auntyji herself had
told Mita that she would love to meet me on this trip did not
make me any less nervous. On the fateful day, I travelled for two
hours, late in the night and was unable to reach due to a road
blockade. During the journey, I had spoken to Auntyji several
times, my cheerful voice changing into one of despair as I realised
that I would be unable to meet her. We had then decided to meet
at the airport, before she took her flight back. In spite of my best
of efforts, I had missed a chance and realised that probably I was
trying way too hard. Mita after all liked the way I am with my
shortcomings.

Now, back to present... still stuck in traffic and after much
honking, cursing, sweating and speeding, I managed to reach the
airport. I had come right out of office after the day’s work. My
helmet had disheveled my hair, my top was slightly crumpled
and I said a silent prayer that my French perfume should not at
least let me down. Wading through the crowd at the departure
area, I found the elderly lady sitting on a bench and looking
around, wondering who I might be as Mita has never shown her
my photos. She looked what Mita would be looking like many
years from now and the thought made me smile.

“Namastey Aunty” (I would love to do a ‘Pairee Ponaa’ but
Mita had warned me against using my accented Punjabi). I bent
down to touch her feet, she caught me midway and greeted me
with a tight hug and kissed me on my cheeks. This hug cleared
some of the anxiety and apprehensions that I had on my mind.
She made space for me to sit down next to her and commented
that I look a lot like Mita, only on the plumper side. This is quite
some compliment, the plum bit was correct but she was being
way too generous, overlooking my Mongoloid-ish features
compared to Mita’s ‘Punjabi Kudi’ looks.

“Do you wear a saree?” All it needed was me nodding my
head with a yes and a thank you, but in a ‘bright spark of an idea’,
I decided to tell her how much I liked sarees, how I wear sarees at
home for all occassions, the beauty of the tant saree, a verbal essay
of sorts on my Saree-Love. “I bought a silk saree for you last night.
I thought that you as a Bengali would look graceful in one, my
daughter is more into suits (punjabi expression for salwar kameez)”.
If I took this gift as a shagun, it stands for a blessing from elders.
I had got for her a suitset and she, like any other mother
complained the usual “You should not have...” and “This is so
pretty but you should not have...”. As we exchanged gifts, I
understood that this gift of saree was not acceptance but more of
an invitation to be a part of the family. “Tell me a little about
yourself, Mita keeps telling me but I want to hear from you.” I
told her about myself, my parents and the extended family, my
education, my jobs and the places it has taken me to. She then
told me about the purpose of her visit and how it was a part of all
the great work that she was doing in the field of women’s education
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and empowerment. I had known of her recent successes, so I
congratulated her on her achievements. I also added that my
parents knew about my good friend, Dr. Mita, who has made
sure that my father gets the best treatment through her colleagues
in Kolkata. In my mind, I was trying not to mention her name
too many times, but I have such a ‘bad habit’ that I could not
stop myself from doing so. My closest friends can vouch for me.

“Her father and I felt worried when she decided to shift
back to Delhi, you know how unsafe that city is, but now she is
coping up well”, told Auntyji.  I replied, “the decision was taken
by us as the city does offer enough opportunities to do justice to
Mita’s profession as a surgeon while my city does not. Our families
are important to us and it is nice that one of us is getting to live
near her parents”.  Auntyji then told me, “I was helping her unpack
in the new house; I could not help but notice that her style of
dressing has changed considerably”. Mental note: - trick question
alert. I responded, “she looks rather nice in them. In fact, I bought
them as she carries certain styles beautifully”. Auntyji smiled and
we drifted into talking more about Mita. I told her that in these
years, I have discovered two sides of Mita, one as Dr. M - cool
and in control and the other is the little girl who wants to be
pampered and told off at times. Auntyji told me that there has
been another Mita, full of sadness when her “special friends have
stopped being friends with her.” I knew about her past, I knew
these women as well. I needed to assure Auntyji that the very fact
that Mita has had the confidence of introducing me to her mother
was a pointer itself to how sure we are of ourselves. “We met each
other after attaining a certain degree of maturity, having undergone
the bitterness some relations bring to our lives. Over the time, we
have discovered that we enrich our lives in many ways as is not
possible by others. It is difficult and unnecessary to try and find a
new ‘friend’, I would lose much if we ever end our friendship.”
Somewhere, deep down I could not say the word ‘love’ in front of
her but knew that she would definitely understand the underlying
meaning of what I was wanting to convey.

“You actually look a lot like Taslima Nasreen, with a
different hair and glasses”. I chuckled at the suddenness of this
comment; my looks have changed yet again. “Mita’s father is upset
with her decision to not marry, to me what matters is her
happiness.” She was not voicing a worry, rather was asking me to
be with her daughter now that we have been together for long.
Mental note:- She likes me with her daughter, right to feel smug
about self. “Oh, time to leave, Dea! I never realised how fast these
three hours went past. I wish you could reach my guesthouse on
the first day itself. I enjoyed speaking to you and I would have got
some more time to spend with you. When you had told me that

you were stuck in the road blockade, I booked you into my room
so that you can come and rest after such a long day. I had even
got you dinner as you must have been hungry.” I could not help
but agree that I too wanted to speak to her more as I wanted to
tell her more about us so that whatever apprehensions that she
has in her mind, goes away.

Throughout the conversation, I noticed how Auntyji had
changed from a worried mother to an assured parent who knows
that this is not a ‘phase’. I got treated as an individual and our
relationship received the respect and recognition of at least one of
our parents. “I know you will be coming to Delhi to meet Mita
and then you will have to keep the Sunday free for us as I want
you two to come down and visit us. I would like you to meet the
rest of the family. Please convey my regards to your parents and
invite them to our home on our behalf. They too are our family
now and we would like to meet them too.” With these words, she
hugged and kissed me again and bid goodbye. My heart got filled
with happiness as I discovered the source of some of the qualities
that Mita possesses. Now, I am eagerly looking forward to the
day when I can call her ‘Mummyji’ as nothing else will suffice.

 .... And Papaji!!

This May, one of the weekend holidays, I left for Delhi
with the Sunday kept for the home visit. On the way, we picked
up Mita’s grandparents who entertained us with their endless
stories. Mita’s father was thrilled to hear about my father’s music
related profession, he immediately proposed that the ‘fathers’
should plan a devotional music album together. He also instructed
me to suggest suitable changes and inclusions in the college courses
at Auntyji’s college. Mita’s younger brother and me bonded over
mutual love for Kolkata Knight Riders. At the end of the day,
Mita’s father blessed me and told me to extend their invitation to
my parents to visit them. The only ‘enmity’ I faced was
from ‘Chotu’ a huge German Shepard and Mita’s pet!! He
immediately recognised me as the one whom Mita is more
affectionate of these days and expressed his ire with loud barking
and snarling.

Week later, I got a call from Mita from her parent’s home
(her weekend home visit) that her father has been very impressed
with me  and is keen to get me married to her younger brother !!

�  Dea, a Bengali from West Bengal, met Mita, a Punjabi from Delhi,
in the south of India under circumstances which were nothing less
than filmy. The same flavour has been the guiding force ever since in
their couple-life.

Culturally Kool says “Just received some more queer films
for our weekend film show. We are inviting some of the
directors and actors to share with us their experiences.
When can we have that Bhupen Kakkar retrospective? Yes,
This city is Rocking Queer!!.”

Activistas says “Our protest march saw equal participation
of the media and common people who identify with our cause.
We should intensify our protests and activistas from other
cities have promised to pitch in help as well. Should we ask
Medha and Arundhati too? WE will make this city Rocking
Queer!!.”

Simply Single (over phone to another simply single) “Hey!
This Friday we are meeting at X’s place to celebrate Y
festival. The invites list is touching 150 now. Don’t you think

"This City Is Rocking Queer!!”

we have some hope with the 148? Cummon, This city is
Rocking Queer!!.”

Cozy couple says “We are off to housewarming party of
A&B’s new flat. Z’s going there with her adopted baby, she
looks like a doll. Now, do we take red roses with white wine
or white roses with red wine? With more couples adopting
babies and setting up families, this city is Rocking Queer!!.”

Sportsys’ “ Dont forget to come to XYZ pub for IPL finals
over beer fest. If only we could get some of those cheer
leaders. Yo, this city is Rocking Queer!!.”

Teen queer teen (after that first call to the Helpline) “ I
am not alone ... this city is Rocking Queer!!.”  (Smiles).

�  Dea
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ˆã˛öy Ï̂¢yöyÓ˚ à![˛ ̂ Ì Ï̂Ü˛ ̂ Ó!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ •ë˛yÍ §y•§ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ̂ Ïú˛yöê˛y Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚•z ̂ ú˛°°yü

Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛ Ï̂ï˛–  24 ÓåÈ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ xy!ü ï˛áöñ ï˛yÓ˚Ä xy Ï̂à 20 ÓåÈÓ˚ ÓÎ˚§ ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ çy!ö

Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ Ü˛Ìyñ §üÎ˚ ̂ ° Ï̂à Ï̂åÈñ !ö Ï̂ç Ï̂Ü˛ çyö Ï̂ï˛ñ Ó%é˛ Ï̂ï˛–  ̂ Óyé˛y˛õí ¸̨yÓ˚ çyÎ˚ày ̃ ï˛Ó˚#

Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ • Ï̂Î˚!åÈ° üy Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ §y Ï̂Ì–  üyÄ §¡ø!ï˛ !ò Ï̂Î˚!åÈ Ï̂°ö Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛ Ï̂ï˛ ˆÎyày Ï̂Îyà

Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛–  ˆú˛y Ï̂öÓ˚ ˛õÓ˚ ò#â≈ !ï˛öüy§ ô Ï̂Ó˚ ÚÜ˛yí ẑ̨ Ï™!°ÇÛ Ü˛Ó˚y Ï̂ï˛ ˆà!åÈ–  xy Ï̂°yã˛öy

Ü˛ Ï̂Ó̊!åÈ !ö Ï̂çÓ̊ Ü˛Ìyñ ̨õ!Ó̊Óy Ï̂Ó̊Ó̊ Ü˛Ìy–  xÓ Ï̂¢ Ï̂£Ï ~°  xyüyÓ̊ ̂ òáy Ü˛Ó̊yÓ̊ !òö Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ̊

~Ü˛ member-~Ó˚ §y Ï̂Ì–

û˛Ó̊ò%̨ õ%Ó̊ í ẑ̨ ÏŒê˛yí˛yDyÎ̊ òÑy!í˛̧ Ï̂Î̊ xy!åÈ ö%̨ õ)Ó̊ xy§ Ï̂Ó Ó Ï̂°–  •y Ï̂ï˛Ó̊ ï˛y°% âyü Ï̂åÈñ

Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛Ó˚ !û˛ï˛Ó˚ ÷!Ü˛ Ï̂Î˚ Îy Ï̂FåÈ–  ö%̨ õ)Ó˚ ~ Ï̂°yñ xyüÓ˚y ò%ç Ï̂ö ˆåÈyR ~Ü˛ê˛y ˆÓ˚fiê%̨ Ï̂Ó˚̂ Ïrê˛

!à Ï̂Î˚ Ó§°yü–  x Ï̂öÜ˛ Ü˛Ìy •° ÄÓ˚ §y Ï̂Ì–  xÓ Ï̂¢ Ï̂£Ï ~° !Ó° ˆüê˛y Ï̂öyÓ˚ §üÎ˚–

xy!ü pay Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ ã˛yÄÎ˚yÎ˚ ö%̨ õ)Ó˚ Ó Ï̂Õ‘yñ ÚÚˆÜ˛yöÄ ~Ü˛!òö ï%̨ •zÈÙÈÄ pay Ü˛Ó˚!Óñ Îáö

Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ • Ï̂Î˚ Ï̂ï˛yÓ˚ ü Ï̂ï˛y xöƒ Ü˛y Ï̂Ó˚yÄÓ˚ §y Ï̂Ì ˆòáy Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ Îy!Ó ï˛áö–ÛÛ  ôÑy Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚

Ü˛Ìyê˛y !à Ï̂Î̊ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛ñ üyÌyÎ̊ é˛öé˛ö Ü˛Ó̊ Ï̂ï˛ °yà°–  xy!üÄ xÇ¢# • Ï̂ï˛ ã˛ Ï̂°!åÈ •z!ï˛•y Ï̂§Ó̊–

!≤ÃÎ˚ ˛õyë˛Ü˛ÈÙÈ˛õy!ë˛Ü˛yñ ~ï˛«˛î xy˛õöyÓ˚y û˛yÓ Ï̂åÈö ~•z ˆ°áy ˆï˛y §yôyÓ˚î

üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ Ü˛y Ï̂åÈ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ ̂ ˛õÑy Ï̂åÈ ̂ òÓyÓ˚ x!û˛K˛ï˛y !ö Ï̂Î˚–  ï˛y• Ï̂° ~= Ï̂°y !Ü˛⁄  xy§ Ï̂°

•z!ï˛•y Ï̂§Ó˚ xÇ¢# • Ï̂Î˚!åÈñ ÷Ó˚&ê˛y ˆï˛y Ó° Ï̂ï˛•z • Ï̂Óñ ï˛y•z öy⁄

Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ !ü!ê˛ÇÈÙÈ~ ~°yü–  ~Ü˛üy Ï̂§Ó˚ ü Ï̂ôƒ•z Ó•ẑ Ïü°y–  çyö Ï̂ï˛ ̨ õyÓ˚°yü

ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ ˛õ!eÜ˛y ÎyÓ˚ üyôƒ Ï̂ü Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛ ˆÎyà§)e ˜ï˛Ó˚# Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ ã˛yÎ˚ Ó‡

üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ § Ï̂D–   Ó•ẑ Ïü°yÎ˚ ̂ ö Ï̂ü ̨õí ¸̨°yü ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ!ö Ï̂Î˚–  !ü Ï̂Ìƒ Ó°Ó öyñ ~Ü˛ê%̨  û˛Î˚

Ü˛Ó˚!åÈ°–  2005 §y° ˆ§ê˛yñ 2004ÈÙÈ~ û˛Î˚B˛Ó˚ §%öyü# • Ï̂Î˚ ˆà Ï̂åÈ–  ˆ§•z åÈyÎ˚yÄ

üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ ü Ï̂ö Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆà Ï̂åÈ–  ~Ü˛çö Ï̂Ü˛ approach  Ü˛Ó˚yÎ˚ í z̨!ö !åÈê˛ Ï̂Ü˛ § Ï̂Ó˚ § Ï̂Ó˚

ˆÎ Ï̂ï˛ ˆÎ Ï̂ï˛ Ó°!åÈ Ï̂°öñ ÚÚ§%öyü# ˆï˛yñ öy öy xyÓ˚ ˆòÓ öyñ §%öyü#Ó˚ çöƒ x Ï̂öÜ˛

çyÎ˚àyÎ˚ x Ï̂öÜ˛ ê˛yÜ˛y !ò Ï̂Î˚!åÈÛÛñ !Ü˛å%È Ï̂ï˛•z Äöy Ï̂Ü˛ ˆÓyé˛y Ï̂öy ˆà° öy §%öyü# öÎ˚ñ

ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ–  xyç !˛õåÈö !ú˛ Ï̂Ó˚ ï˛y!Ü˛ Ï̂Î˚ xyüyÓ˚ ≤ÃÌü !ò Ï̂öÓ˚ û˛oü!•°yÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy ÓyÓ˚ ÓyÓ˚

ü Ï̂ö ˛õ Ï̂í ¸̨–  xy§ Ï̂° ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛê˛y ˆÓyô•Î˚ §%öyü#•z–  xyåÈ Ï̂í ¸̨ ˛õí ¸̨̂ Ï° x Ï̂öÜ˛ !Ü˛å%È•z

ê˛y° ˆá Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÎ˚–  ≤ÃÌü ÓåÈÓ˚ ˆÎ üy Ï̂ë˛ öy Ï̂ü Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛÓ˚ !öÎ˚ü xö%ÎyÎ˚# ï˛y Ï̂Ü˛ Ú¢ƒy Ï̂í˛yÛ

Ü˛Ó˚y •Î˚–  xyüy Ï̂Ü˛Ä xyüyÓ˚ ˆã˛ Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÓ˚y Ú!§!öÎ˚Ó˚Û ï˛yÓ˚y Ú¢ƒy Ï̂í˛yÛ Ü˛Ó˚!åÈ°ñ xyÓ˚ xy!ü

úÑ̨ yÜ˛ á%Ñç!åÈ°yü Ü˛áö ~Ó˚ ü Ï̂ôƒ !ò Ï̂Î˚ à Ï̂° ÎyÄÎ˚y ÎyÎ˚–  Ú¢ƒy Ï̂í˛yÛ Ü˛Ó˚y •Î˚ Ü˛yÓ˚î

ˆÜ˛yÌyÄ x§%!Óôy • Ï̂° xyÓ˚ ̨õÑyã˛çö Îy Ï̂ï˛ ~ Ï̂§ ̨õy Ï̂¢ òÑyí ¸̨y Ï̂ï˛ ̨õy Ï̂Ó˚ ̂ §•zçöƒ–  xy!ü

xy§ Ï̂° ~Ü˛y Úˆú˛§Û Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ ã˛y•z!åÈ°yü–  çy!ö xyüyÎ˚ !çK˛y§y Ü˛Ó˚y • Ï̂Óñ ÚÚï%̨ !ü !Ü˛

Ú Ï̂°§!ÓÎ̊yöÛ⁄  ̂ ï˛yüÓ̊y !Ü˛ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó̊y⁄ÛÛ  Ü˛Ó̊yÄ • Ï̂Î̊!åÈ° ~•z ≤ÃŸ¿–   ̂ çyÓ̊ à°yÎ̊ Ó Ï̂°!åÈ°yüñ

ÚÚÜ˛•z ò!°ï˛ Ï̂òÓ˚ !ö Ï̂Î˚ñ ̂ ÎÔöÜ˛ü≈# Ï̂òÓ˚ !ö Ï̂Î˚ !Ó!û˛ß̈ !Ó£ÏÎ˚ !ö Ï̂Î˚ ÎyÓ˚y xy Ï̂®y°ö Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚öñ

ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚Ä !Ü˛ xy˛õ!ö Ó Ï̂°öñ xy˛õ!ö !Ü˛ ò!°ï˛⁄ xy˛õ!ö !Ü˛ ˆÎÔöÜ˛ü≈#⁄  ÷ô% xyüy Ï̂òÓ˚

Ï̂Ó°yÎ˚ ~•z ≤ÃŸ¿ ̂ Ü˛ö⁄  ï˛y !Ü˛ ÷ô%üye Úˆ°§!ÓÎ˚yöÛ ̂ Ü˛üö •Î˚ñ ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ •yï˛ñ ̨ õyñ öáñ

Ó%Ü˛ ̂ òá Ï̂ï˛ ã˛yö Ó Ï̂°⁄ÛÛ  û˛#£Ïî ̂ åÈyê˛ ü Ï̂ö •ï˛ !ö Ï̂ç Ï̂Ü˛ñ ï˛yÄ òÑy Ï̂ï˛ òÑyï˛ ̂ ã˛ Į̈̂ õ x!ú˛§

ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ å%Èê˛ Ï̂ï˛ å%Èê˛ Ï̂ï˛ ~ Ï̂§ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ !ö Ï̂Î˚ üy Ï̂ë˛ ̂ ö Ï̂ü ̨õí ¸̨ï˛yü–  ~•z ≤ÃŸ¿= Ï̂°yÓ˚ üy Ï̂é˛

!Ü˛å%È üyö%£Ï ~üöÄ xy Ï̂åÈöñ ÎÑyÓ˚y ˛õ!eÜ˛y ˛õyÄÎ˚yÓ˚ ˛õÓ˚ ç!í ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ ô Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏåÈö–  !ö Ï̂çÓ˚

Ó˚&üy° !ò Ï̂Î˚ âyü ü%!åÈ Ï̂Î˚ !ò Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏåÈö–  Ó˚y Ï̂ï˛ â%üy Ï̂ï˛ !à Ï̂Î˚ Îáö â%ü xy§ Ï̂ï˛y öyñåÈê˛ú˛ê˛

Ü˛Ó˚ï˛yüñ ~•z §•üü≈# üyö%£Ï̂ ÏòÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy ~Ü˛òü ˆ¢ Ï̂£Ï û˛yÓï˛yü xyÓ˚ Îáö ˆã˛yá á%°ï˛yü

ˆòáï˛yü §Ü˛y° • Ï̂Î˚ ˆà Ï̂åÈ–  Ú§ƒy Ï̂ú˛yÛ Ï̂ï˛ xy§yÓ˚ ˛õÓ˚ x Ï̂öÜ˛= Ï̂°y !òö ˆÜ˛ Ï̂ê˛ ˆà Ï̂åÈ–

ï˛yÓ˚ ü Ï̂ôƒ ã˛yÓ˚̂ Ïê˛ Ó•ẑ Ïü°y • Ï̂Î˚ ̂ à Ï̂åÈ–  ≤ÃÌü ÓåÈ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ x!û˛K˛ï˛yÓ˚ § Ï̂D !mï˛#Î˚ñ ï,̨ ï˛#Î˚ñ

ã˛ï%̨ Ì≈ ÓåÈ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ x!û˛K˛ï˛yÓ˚ ï˛ú˛yÍ ˆòáy !ò Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏåÈ–  ≤Ã Ï̂Ÿ¿Ó˚ ôÓ˚î ˛õy Ï̂Œê˛ Ï̂åÈ– ~áö xyÓ˚

ˆÜ˛í z̨ !çK˛y§y Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ öy xyüyÓ˚ orientation !ö Ï̂Î˚–  ~áö Ó Ï̂°öñ ÚÚ Ï̂Î ̂ ò Ï̂¢ ̂ °y Ï̂Ü˛Ó˚

ÌyÜ˛yñ áyÄÎ˚yñ ˛õÓ˚̂ ÏîÓ˚ ˆ˛õy£ÏyÜ˛ !ö Ï̂Î˚ §ü§ƒyñ ˆ§áy Ï̂ö ˆÎÔöï˛y !ö Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂®y°ö !Ü˛

Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ •Î˚⁄ÛÛ  xy§ Ï̂° ̂ ï˛y xy Ï̂®y°öê˛y ÷ô% ̂ ÎÔöï˛y !ö Ï̂Î˚ öÎ˚ñ §Ó!Ü˛å%È !ö Ï̂Î˚–  ̂ ÎÔöï˛yÓ˚

Ü˛yÓ˚̂ Ïî ~Ü˛çö üyö%£Ï ï˛yÓ˚ basic need ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛ Ó!M˛Èï˛ •öñ ï˛áö °í ¸̨y•zê˛y xyÓ˚

ˆÎÔöï˛yÓ˚ °í ¸̨y•ẑ ÏÎ˚ §#üyÓk˛ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛ öy–   ˆ§•z °í ¸̨y•z ï˛áö ç#Ó Ï̂öÓ˚ ≤Ã!ï˛!ê˛ ˆ«˛ Ï̂e

åÈ!í ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ ÎyÎ˚–  ï˛y•z ˆï˛y §yÓ˚y!òö xy!ü ~ÓÇ xyüyÓ˚ xy Ï̂Ó˚yÄ Ó¶%̨ Ó˚y x!ú˛ Ï̂§ Ü˛yç

Ü˛Ó˚yÓ˚ ˛õ Ï̂Ó˚ñ !Ó Ï̂Ü˛ Ï̂° Ó•ẑ Ïü°yÓ˚ üy Ï̂ë˛ ˛õÑyã˛ ê˛yÜ˛yÓ˚ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ Ó%̂ ÏÜ˛ xÑyÜ˛ Ï̂í ¸̨ ô Ï̂Ó˚ ˆò

ˆòÔí ¸̨ñ ˆò ˆòÔí ¸̨–  ˛õÑyã˛ ê˛yÜ˛y òy Ï̂üÓ˚ ò¢ ˛õyï˛yÎ˚ xy§ Ï̂° ç#Óö#¢!_´ °%!Ü˛ Ï̂Î˚ xy Ï̂åÈ–

≤ÃŸ¿ê˛y ̨õÑyã˛ ê˛yÜ˛y !ö Ï̂Î˚ öÎ˚ñ ≤ÃŸ¿ê˛y xyÓ˚Ä ̂ Ó¢# üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚ Ü˛y Ï̂åÈ ̂ ˛õÑÔåÈy Ï̂öy !ö Ï̂Î˚–  xyÓ˚Ä

ˆÓ¢# üyö%£Ï̂ ÏÜ˛ xyüy Ï̂òÓ ̊issue çyöy Ï̂öy !ö Ï̂Î˚–  ≤ÃÌü ÓåÈÓ˚ ÎyÓ˚y ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛÓ˚ !Ó£ÏÎ˚

÷ Ï̂ö !åÈê˛ Ï̂Ü˛ ̂ à Ï̂åÈöñ ~üö üyö%£Ï̂ ÏÜ˛ ò%ÓåÈÓ˚ Óy Ï̂ò !ö Ï̂ç ~ Ï̂§ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ !ö Ï̂ï˛ ̂ ò Ï̂á!åÈ–

!Ü˛å%È üyö%£Ï Ó•z ̂ ü°yÎ˚ ~ Ï̂§•z ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ ̂ ÏáÑy Ï̂çö xyÓ˚ ̂ òá Ï̂ï˛ ̂ ˛õ Ï̂° Ó Ï̂°ö ÚÚ~ï˛«˛î

ˆÜ˛yö!ò Ï̂Ü˛ !åÈ Ï̂°ñ Ü˛ï˛«˛î á%Ñç!åÈ ˆï˛yüy Ï̂òÓ˚ÛÛ–

àï˛ !ï˛ö ÓåÈÓ˚ ô Ï̂Ó˚ !°ê˛° üƒyày!çö ã˛c Ï̂Ó˚ xyüÓ˚y ~Ü˛ê˛y ˆê˛!Ó° ˛õy!FåÈ–

§%!Óôy • Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏåÈ x Ï̂öÜ˛–  xyüy Ï̂òÓ˚ ÎÑyÓ˚y ~ï˛!òö üy Ï̂ë˛ áÑ%̂ Ïç ~ Ï̂§ Ï̂åÈöñ ïÑ̨ yÓ˚y ˆê˛!Ó Ï̂°

ã˛ Ï̂° xy Ï̂§ö–  û˛#£Ïî û˛y Ï̂°y °y Ï̂à ï˛áö–  Ó˚_´ñ âyü é˛Ó˚y Ï̂öyê˛y §ú˛° Ó Ï̂° ü Ï̂ö •Î˚–

xyÓyÓ˚ Úˆò¢Û ˛õ!eÜ˛yÎ˚ ôyÓ˚yÓy!•Ü˛ í z̨̨ õöƒy§ !°á Ï̂åÈö ~üö ~Ü˛çö Ú§y!•!ï˛ƒÜ˛Û Ï̂Ü˛

ˆò Ï̂á!åÈ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛÓ̊ !Ó£ÏÎ̊ ÷ Ï̂ö °y!ú˛ Ï̂Î̊ ̨õy°y Ï̂öyÓ̊ xy Ï̂à û˛Î̊B˛Ó̊ Ó̊Ü˛ü x˛õüyö Ü˛Ó̊ Ï̂ï˛–

˛õy¢y˛õy!¢ x Ï̂öÜ˛ üçyÓ˚ âê˛öyÄ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛–  xyü Ï̂òÓ˚ ü Ï̂ôƒ Ü˛ Ï̂Î˚Ü˛çö ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ˛

!Ó!e´ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ xyÓ˚ ÎyÓ˚y §•ç ˆÓyô Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ öy !Ó!e´ Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛ ï˛yÓ˚y !Ó!û˛ß̈ ôÓ˚̂ ÏîÓ˚ û)̨ !üÜ˛y

˛õy°ö Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚–  ˆÎüöñ ˆê˛!Ó Ï̂° Ó Ï̂§ x Ï̂ö Ï̂Ü˛ñ ˆÜ˛í z̨ xyÓyÓ˚ xyôârê˛yñ ~Ü˛ârê˛y xhsˇÓ˚

~ Ï̂§ ç°áyÓyÓ˚ áy•ẑ ÏÎ˚ ÎyÎ˚ñ Óƒyà˛õ_Ó˚ñ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ xyÓ˚ ê˛yÜ˛yÓ˚ !• Ï̂§Ó !ö Ï̂Î˚ üy Ï̂ë˛Ó˚

üyé˛áy Ï̂ö òÑy!í ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛– xyüy Ï̂òÓ˚ code language-Ä xy Ï̂åÈñ üy Ï̂ö one day

player xyÓ˚ test player–   one day player üy Ï̂ö ÎyÓ˚ á%Ó ï˛yí ¸̨yï˛y!í ¸̨ !Ó!e´

•Î˚ xyÓ˚ test player • Ï̂FåÈ xy Ï̂hflÏ xy Ï̂hflÏ !Ó!e´ •ÄÎ˚y–  ~áö ÎyÓ˚y !Ó!e´ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚

ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ ü Ï̂ôƒ ~üö !Ü˛å%È üyö%£ÏÄ xy Ï̂åÈ ÎyÓ˚y Ó•ẑ Ïü°y ˆÌ Ï̂Ü˛•z ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ !Ü˛ Ï̂ö Ï̂åÈ ~ÓÇ

˛õ Ï̂í ¸̨ ̂ Îyày Ï̂Îyà Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏåÈñ §ò§ƒ • Ï̂Î˚̂ ÏåÈñ xyÓyÓ˚ ̨õ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ Ó•ẑ Ïü°yÎ˚ !ö Ï̂çÓ˚y•z ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ

!Ó!e´ Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚̂ ÏåÈ–  à“ !Ü˛v ~áöÄ ˆ¢£Ï •Î˚!ö–  üy°!ÓÜ˛y!ò xyÓ˚ §%!üï˛y!òÓ˚ à“ xy Ï̂åÈ

ˆÎÊ  ~ÑÓ˚y ˆÎê˛y Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ö ï˛y •° ~ÑÓ˚y Óyç# ô Ï̂Ó˚ö–  §%!üï˛y!ò §Ó§üÎ˚ xyüy Ï̂òÓ˚ • Ï̂Î˚

Óyç# ôˆÏÓ˚ö üyˆÏö xyç xyüÓ˚y ~ï˛=ˆÏ°y ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ˆÏZ˛ÛÛ˛ !Ó!e´ Ü˛Ó˚ˆÏï˛ ˛õyÓ˚Ó–  xyÓ˚

üy°!ÓÜ˛y!ò ô Ï̂Ó˚ö !Ü˛å%È Ï̂ï˛•z ~ï˛= Ï̂°y !Ó!e´ Ü˛Ó˚̂ Ïï˛˛ ̨õyÓ˚̂ ÏÓy öy–  üy°!ÓÜ˛y!ò ≤Ã!ï˛ÓyÓ˚

ˆ• Ï̂Ó˚ Îyö  S≤Ãyî˛õ Ï̂ö !ö Ï̂ç•z •yÓ˚̂ Ïï˛ ã˛yö xy§ Ï̂°V–  !Ü˛v ò%ç Ï̂ö•z ê˛yÜ˛y ˆòö–  xyÓ˚

xyüÓ˚y Ó•ẑ Ïü°yÓ˚ ˛õ Ï̂Ó˚ ï˛y !ò Ï̂Î˚ !˛õÜ˛!öÜ˛ Ü˛!Ó˚–

Ó•ẑ Ïü°yÓ˚ §y Ï̂Ì xyüyÓ˚ û˛#£ÏîÓ˚Ü˛ü ≤Ãy!Æ Ï̂Îyà xy Ï̂åÈ–  ï˛yÓ˚•z ü Ï̂ôƒ ~Ü˛ê˛y

xyüyÓ˚ üy Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ !Ó!e´ Ü˛Ó˚y– ̂ àyê˛y üy Ï̂ë˛ üy xyüy Ï̂òÓ˚ §y Ï̂Ì å%È Ï̂ê˛ ̂ Ó!í ¸̨̂ ÏÎ˚̂ ÏåÈö–

üy Ï̂Ü˛ !çK˛y§y Ü˛Ó˚y • Ï̂Î˚!åÈ° ÚÚxy˛õ!ö ̂ Ü˛ö⁄ xy˛õ!ö ̂ ï˛y ¢Ñyáy !§Öò%Ó˚ ̨ õ Ï̂Ó˚ xy Ï̂åÈö⁄ÛÛ

üy í z̨_ Ï̂Ó˚ Ó Ï̂°!åÈ Ï̂°öñ ÚÚxyüyÓ˚ ˆü Ï̂Î˚Ó˚ çöƒñ Ä Ï̂òÓ˚ x!ôÜ˛y Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ çöƒ–  ~•z °í ¸̨y•z

xy§ Ï̂° xyüyÓ̊Ä °í˛̧y•z–ÛÛ  xyüyÓ̊ !ö Ï̂ç Ï̂Ü˛ ̨õ,!ÌÓ#Ó̊ §Ó Ï̂ã˛ Ï̂Î̊ §%á# üyö%£Ï ü Ï̂ö • Ï̂Î̊!åÈ°–

~Ó˚ ̨õy¢y˛õy!¢ x Ï̂öÜ˛ û˛Î˚ÈÙÈÄ Ìy Ï̂Ü˛–  xyüyÓ˚ Ü˛Ìy Óy!í ¸̨Ó˚ ̂ °yÜ˛ !Ü˛ÇÓy xyüyÓ˚

Ü˛y Ï̂çÓ˚ çyÎ˚àyÎ˚ §Óy•z çy Ï̂ö–  !Ü˛v ˆÎ ˆü Ï̂Î˚= Ï̂°y xyçÄ Ó° Ï̂ï˛ ˛õy Ï̂Ó˚!öñ ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚

Ü˛Ìy Î!ò ˆç Ï̂ö ÎyÎ˚ !Ü˛ÇÓy xyüyÓ˚ ˆÓy Ï̂öÓ˚ Ÿª÷Ó˚Óy!í ¸̨ Î!ò çy Ï̂öñ !Ü˛ • Ï̂Ó⁄

û˛y!Óöy xyÓ˚ñ ç#Óö Óyç# ô Ï̂Ó˚!åÈ ˆÎ–  ê˛àÓ!à Ï̂Î˚ ú%̨ Ï̂ê˛ ã˛°y Ó˚_´ Ï̂Ü˛ Ìyüy Ï̂ï˛

!¢!á!ö ˆÎ–  xyüyÓ˚ ˛õÌê˛y öy •Î˚ ï%̨ °öyü)°Ü˛ §•ç !åÈ Ï̂°y–  Îy Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛õÌ §•ç öÎ˚

ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ ˛õy Ï̂¢ òÑyí ¸̨y Ï̂ï˛ • Ï̂Ó ˆï˛y–  ˆÎ üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚y çyö Ï̂ï˛ ã˛yö ï˛y Ï̂òÓ˚ •y Ï̂ï˛ ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ

ï%̨ Ï̂° !ò Ï̂ï˛ • Ï̂Ó–  ˆÎ üyö%̂ Ï£ÏÓ˚y ~á Ï̂öy ˛õÎ≈hsˇ ü%á !ú˛!Ó˚̂ ÏÎ˚ ˆÓ˚̂ Ïá Ï̂åÈö ïÑ̨ y Ï̂òÓ˚ Ü˛y Ï̂åÈÄ

ˆÜ˛yöÄ ~Ü˛!òö ÚÚfl∫Ü˛ Ï̂Z˛ÛÛ !ö Ï̂Î˚ ˆ˛õÑÔåÈy Ï̂ï˛ • Ï̂Ó ˆÎ –   ã˛yÓ˚ ârê˛y Ü˛ Ï̂ë˛yÓ˚ ˛õ!Ó˚◊ü Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ñ

à°y ú˛y!ê˛ Ï̂Î˚ §Ó ˛õ!eÜ˛y ˆ¢£Ï Ü˛ Ï̂Ó˚ Îáö â Ï̂Ó˚ !ú˛!Ó˚ ˆò Ï̂á ü Ï̂ö •Î˚ û˛#£Ïî Üœ̨ yhsˇñ

!ÓôùhflÏ–  !Ü˛v ï˛yÓ˚ !û˛ï˛ Ï̂Ó˚Ó˚ âê˛öy xy§ Ï̂° xöƒ Ó˚Ü˛ü–  ¢yö !ò!FåÈ !ö Ï̂ç Ï̂Ü˛ñ §Ç•ï˛˛

Ü˛Ó˚!åÈ !ö Ï̂çÓ˚ §ühflÏ ¢!_´ñ ˛õ Ï̂Ì öyü Ï̂ï˛ • Ï̂Ó ˆÎ ...–  çyöy Ï̂ï˛ • Ï̂Óñ xyüÓ˚y xy!åÈ–

ÚÚfl∫Ü˛̂ ÏZ˛ÛÛÙÈ x!û˛K˛ï˛y Ä xö%û˛Ó
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Contact : 2441 9995  (12 - 8 p.m. Except Mondays)
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