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ÍW#WÖ u}½W?# w²†…ËU* ÍËË“…—Uz ÆËuÐœd" ‘ïš ÊU¹ï?š w}ł …ËW"…ËUz ÍËË˙
…œ—Ë —W????ÝW?Ð ”…—ËW½ Ê«—«“W?¼ ÆËuÐb½W?????Ý wý˘d?????š Ë ‘ï????ł «b½U?????Ý…—ËW½
Ë œd?"…œ ÊU??O|ñ?+W†UÐ «œôËö??%WÐ ¨«œW?"U¹—…œ ËU?½ ÍËuðËW?"ËUz —W??Ý w"«—ï?š

 ÆËuÐ …u|˙WÐ Ë«˛…Ë«˛ ñÄ Ídð wJ|˛˘˙ ÆÊËuÐ «œWKOÄ W# «œd²"W¹ ÙWÖ…œ

W?# ¨ÊU??????"W??????%W?#WÐ Ë W???????"…—UÐËË˙ w?š˘˙ W?# —ËËœ ”…—ËW½ w?½U??????ÝU?½ï??????ł
WO?}Ä ¨…u}Ä œW?Ý w¹«bMàÐ W# ÆËuÐ s¹ñ?+ wIýW?% w%—WÖ—W?Ý «b"WO?O½«ËW†ïÇ
ïÐ ¨Ë …Ë…œd?????" “—WÐ …Ë…—W????Ý ïÐ w?"Ëu½…œ Ë …Ë…—«u????š W?¹UM?}¼ w½U?????"…—«œ˙WÄ
ïÐ W¹W½«ËW?" ÂW?z ¨UM}?NJ}Ä Í—«“UzWÐ w?"W¹W½«ËW?" w½U?"W†UÐ Í…ËW?½«ñ?}~†W¼
UÐ W???" Íñ??+…œ ï??š—W???ÝW# bM?}¼ ËuÐ …ËWz ¨Ë X|ñ???HÐ ï???š—W??ÝW# W???" ËuÐ …ËWz
Æb½«u?M¹…œ sL???}¼ …Ë…—«u???š W?# ‘W??"W???ÝËu?½U??O???*ï?z ¨Ë b½UÄd???â¹…œ «b?¹ËË˙WÐ
¨…ËW½Ëu?³?Ð êO?* w½U?"…ËUÇ W??" …ËW½ËuÐœd?"ñÇ Íï??š w½U?"W?²??ÝW¼ „W¹…œ«˙WÐ
Íï?????š ÍËU?ð Ë 5ð ÍË«ËW?ð ¨ËuÐœd?????" b?½WÐ «b?¹ï?????š ÍWM?O?????Ý W# ÍW?????ÝU?½W¼
Ë«u}ý w?½U"W†UÐ wO~½W¼UzËU¼ ÆËuÐ d²½«Ë«d+ p?}%W" W"W½«ËW?" Ë …Ë…œd"ï"

 Æ…ËïÐ—WÐ Ë  ËW" W†Ëuł W#

”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłŒUÐ œ—Uâ¹˙
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w¹UO½WðWÐ Í˛˘˙ ÍË«ËW?ð ÊUÝU½ïł WJ½uÇ ªËu?³²A?O½ v# ÊUO?Ýdð wAOJ¹«œ
ÂU$Wz wM¹ñ?+ W"ËuÝ —U?ł Ê«œWÝ …ËWAO?%W" w"WO?O¹«“—WÐ W# ¨Ë œdÐ…œ—WÝWÐ

Æ«œ…œ

W†UÐWÐ W" «œd?²%W" w"WOO¹«“—W?Ð W# p}ðU" wÇïÐ w½«“…b¹W½ ËWz W½Ëu/ ïÐ
ªW¹UÐœd?JÐ ÍôW??*W?ð —W??Ö ¨Íñ???+…œ «œW??"…ËUz —W???ÝWÐ …ËW???O??O½U???"…Ë«d??" …u???O½
w½U??"W?ÇU??* ÍW½UðU??" ËWz Æ…ËW??²???}M}0 «œ«ËW¼ W?# dðU¹“ w"W¹…ËU??% w?½«u??²¹…œ
ÊU?OO¹Uðï?" w½U"W?"Ëu?Ý WM¹ñ+ ªœd?"…œ ÊUO?áà?ý W?áà?ý «œW"U¹—…œ ÍËUz u?}½WÐ
wJÝ d|˛WÐ b½uð w½U"WÇU* W?" ÂU"Uz WOO¹WÖ…œ v²?š…Ë ÍW"WM¹ñ+ Æ U¼…œW½
w"W¹U~?|˙ Ë  ËW?"…œ W??"U¹—…œ ÍËË˙ —WÐ ÍW?²??ÝW??ł ¨Ë b½U?ÝËu½…œ …ËW¹ï??š
“—WÐ ÊU?LÝUz ïÐ w?½U"W?O}?Ä p}ðU" ¨ XA?}¼…œ vł …ËW¹ï?š Í«Ëœ W# Íó|—œ
ÊUýUÄ Ë ÍñÐ «œW?"W* —WÝWÐ Íó|—œ w"W¹«œËW% Ë Íñ+ —U½W?" Ë…—WÐ Ë …Ë…œd"

 ÆÊUÝdð w²Ý«˙WÐ wJ¹«œ Ë „ËUÐ ìvMO~½W¼ ª…ËW¹«˙WÖ …ËW½U½ËU*WýWÐ

Íœ w½U"…bM†U?Ð u"…Ë W~½W½  ô wÇïÐ °øïÐÆÆÊUÝU½ï?ł ïÐò ∫wðË wJ¹«œ
Ë ‘u??*U?*W??Ý ïÐ XOM}¼U½  —u??" wM¹ñ??+ W# “«Ë ïÐ °øW#W??Ö W# XOÐ p}??"W¹
WÐ X?¹ËuÐ v½U?ð…ËWz øÊï???ł X¹…œU?½ …ËW???â???O¼ W# Â…œ ï?Ð øÊU???"ï¼U???ý W?MO???ý

 å°ÊUI,}z Ë ˙WÄ p}²A%

˙WÄ p}²A%WÐ ,ËuÐ UÐ ¨WOO½ @½dÖ …ËôWÐ Â…ËWz ¨W¹«œò ∫wðË ÊUÝU½ïł
vÄ rO?Ç Ë Èd?"…œ vÄ r?OÇ «œ«ËW¼ W# +«eÐ ÈËW??%…œ U??N½Wð s% ÆÊU??I??,??}z Ë

 åÆ+«eÐ …ËWz ÈËW%…œ UN½Wð s% Æ”WÐ Ë …b½…ËWz UN½Wð ÆÈd"U½

ïÐ …ËU%W½ Í…b½…ËWz ¨ÊU?ÝU½ïł …d~Ð ÈuÖò ∫wðË …ËW?OO½UÐ…dN?O%WÐ w"ËUÐ
WO?OÝU?% ¨Ë …ËWMM}%…œ ÊU?O"W¹W½«œ b½WÇ U?N½Wð W½U%W?#WÐ ËWz UÝËWz ¨ÊU?²Ý“
ªXOÐ d??}?+ W??²?,¹u??}Ä —W¼ —W?ÖWz Æs?|b†W¼ w¹üËu?* Ë…—W?Ð gO½U?"W½«ËW?#W?%
XO½«“…œ  ï??š ÂüWÐ ¨W?ýï?š s¹ñ??+ ¨WÐ „«—ï?š w½œd??" «b¹WÄ Íd?}??+ Wð«ËW?"
W¹…ËWz ïÐ s¹ñ?+ W" X}ÇW½ œU¹W#  …ËWz ÆX¹ï?-OÐ Uð WO?O½ ÊU½ s¹ñ+ W?"ËuÝ

 åÆX¹WJÐ «b¹WÄ „«—ïš XO½«u²Ð

u"…Ë «œ w†ËW¼ dð«Ëœ w½«˛˘˙ Æb½Uý…Ë«˙ Í—WÝ …ËWOO†W¹«ñ|uÖWÐ ÊUÝU½ïł
 ÆËuÐ wAO²Ý«˙WÐ Æ UJÐ —U²+…˙ Íœ w½U"WÝ…—ËW½

…ËW???O???O???ÝU???%…Ë«˙ w?½U???"W???%W#WÐ Ë W???Ö—W?~½W# p?¹e½ W# Ë «œW?#W???Ö ÙW???ÖW#
ÆUðu"…œ w#WÄ Ë b½«óOI¹…œ Í“UÝU½WÐ

ªU??ýï??" b?½WÇ —W¼ ÂüWÐ ÆœdÐ…œ ÊU???"W??O??O??ÝU??% Ë ÊU?½ WÇ—UÄ ïÐ wðW???L†W¼
vÐ W?½U??²???ý ÂWz ÍË«ËWð W???" …Ë…œd??" Íd???OÐ Æ UJ³?†W¼ …—ï??ł ÂW?Ð w½«u??²?¹W½
ïÐ «œ w|ñ?+ ªËu??³ðËW?"W½ w~MÇ w½U??ÝUzWÐ «Ë—W¼ W?" ÍW?O?O??ÝU?% ËWz ¨ÊU¼WÐ
w½«u²%…œò ∫wðË «b?¹ïš w†œ W# ÆËu³ðËW" Í«Ëœ W" wÝdÐ w?J}Ý…—ËW½ …dOÄ

14 ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłŒUÐ œ—Uâ¹˙
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W?²,¹u?}Ä W" ÊW¼ Xý —˘“ ¨ÂWJÐ p?¹—Wš …ËWM¹ñ?+ Íd}?+WÐ Âïš W¹…ËU?% ÂWz
 Æå, ÊU¹d}+

w¹U???O?½Wð ïÐ ÍU?½WÄ ”…—ËW½ w½U????ÝU½ï???ł …ËW½U???,¹œ Ëu?ÇW½ vÄ Í…b?½…ËWz
Æ…ËïÐ s¹ñ+ w%—WÖ—WÝ ªÊ«—W%U" Ë wÝdÐ ¨U¹—…œ W# —ËËœ Æ…Ë…œdÐ

ËW# dðU?¹“ —˘“ oýW??% „W¹W???²??+W¼ Í«Ëœ ËuÐ …ËWz ÆËu?Ð s¹ñ??+ ó??O?ð @½d??Ö
b½uð …u??}?Ä —«“W¼ w¹«bMà?Ð W# ¨ÊËuÐ ó??Oð «bM¹ñ??+ W?# W??" ËuÐ d??}??+ W½U??Ý…—ËW½
Ë …ËË˙ W?½U¹«b?¹W???????ý —«b~?M?ýdÄ w?J?}J?A??????O?ð „…Ë Ë «œ p?}# w?½U???????"W†U?Ð
Ë e??}¼WÐ ÍËüU??ý W# ÊU?"W??Ý…—ËW½ wÇïÐ X?A¹W~}ð ¨Ë Í“WÐ«œ ÊU??"W†ïÄW??ý
W# qO?% U?²?+W¼ wO½«uð «œW?"dÇ ‘W?ý Í…ËU?% W# U?N½Wð Æ…ËW½W?"…œ èÝ ÙËu?*
Ê«bJ}# ÙUÐ w?O~½W?ÝËU¼ wM²??Ý«—UÄ «b?ýW?O?O¹«d??}?š ËW# ¨X|ñ?³Ð «b?J|d|˛U?"

 ÆW²šWÝ «bM¹ñ+ —ËË˛ Ë…—WÐ ÙWÖW#

p|—U??ł b½WÇ ÂüWÐ ¨—U??" W?²??,??š…œ wA¹e??}¼ ÍË«ËWð ¨ËuÐ U¹—Ë wÇ—W??Ö
 ÆËuÇ p}ð w½U"W†UÐ wO~½WÝËU¼ «œW¹…d+ WOO¹«d}š ËW#

¨…Ë…œd?" œd?Ö Íï?š ÍU½«uð Ëu?%W¼ Uð…—W?Ý Æ…ËïÐ bMà?Ð vÄ —«“W¼ w¹“—WÐWÐ
—W¼ ÊU?ýU?Ä ÆœdÐ wðW?L†W¼ —ËË˛ Ë…—WÐ X?Ý«˙ Ë «bJ}# w†UÐ Æ Ë«eÐ U??−MOz
w²?šWÝWÐ ª ËW?" W†Ëuł W# «bM¹ñ?+ —ËË˛ Ë…—WÐ wðU?"W# wÄWÇ w†UÐ …b½…ËWz
„…Ë U−?MOz Æ…ËW²?}Ð „UÇ Uð b½«ËeÐW½ w²Ý«˙ w†UÐ Æ…ËW¹ôu?š «bÄWÇ ÍôWÐ
Æ…Ë…œd??" w?â??}Ä X?Ý«˙ Íô Ë…—WÐ XAÄËU???²??A?Ä …ËWK*WðW?Ð Ë d??ÖUz ÍW?½U??%“
…œ ÆX}Ð Íï?š W# ÍU?ÖUz W²?,¹u?}Ä „…Ë w½«u²¹W?½ ªÍñ+ —ËË˛ Ë…—WÐ v²?š…Ë
qO% U²+WŠ …b½U¹WÖ…œ Íïš w¹«d}š W" W"…—Uł …œ —W¼ ÂüWÐ ¨«œ w†ËW¼ —Uł
vÐ Ë b½«uM¹…œ Ë«u??}?ý w½U?"W†UÐ w?"W?%…˙ wJ}?Ý…—ËW½ „…Ë ¨«bJ?|d|˛U?" W#

 Æ…ËW"…ËUz u}½ WðËW"…œ ª UJÐ Íïš ÍËWàł v½«u²Ð Í…ËWz

…Ë…œd" ÍdOÐ ¨UJð…œ ËUz …ËWOýW# wM|uý Èb½W¼ W# UJ}ðU" W# ÂU$Wz—WÝ
+U?"W†UÐ Uð…—W?Ý Æs|Ëe?³Ð +U?"W†UÐ r?à}?¼W½ «bM¹ñ?+ ó?Oð wðU?" W# W?²?,¹u?}Äò
Ë rM?}????²????Ý…u?½U¹…œ U????−?MOz ¨q?O????% U????$W?Ä WðU????Ö…œ r?O¹«d????}????š U?ð r}?½…bJ?}#

ÆrM|Ëe³½U¹U½

…Ë…—«u???š Ë…—WÐ Íb?½uðWÐ Æ…Ë…œd???" vÄ w?²???Ý…œ …u???}Ä—«“W¼ËËœ w¹«“—W?Ð W#
…Ë«d???" Ë XÝ«˙ wA???O½U???"W†UÐ Ë …Ë…—«u???š ïÐ p?|˙ w"Ëu½…œ ¨œdÐ w?%˛Ë—u¼
ÂU??$…—W?Ý ¨ËuÐ …d??+ wJ|e??}¼WÐ w²??,¹u?}?Ä ªW?%«—W??% ËWÐ 7A¹W??Ö ïÐ ¨ÊËuÐ
Æ«œW"dÇ …œ W# qO% œ…ËW½ W²A¹WÖ ÍW"WOO¹«d}š Ë ÂU"Uz W²A¹WÖ ÍW"W†ËW¼
Æœd??" —U?%ïð «b?½U?Ý…—ËW½ w?M¹ñ?+ W# w?|u½ wO½U??N?O??ł wJ|œ—ïJ?¹˙ ÊU?ÝU½ï??ł
w½œdJ?}??á??²??Ý…œ ÙW??ÖW#  U??"ËU¼ Æb½U¹U??šW?½ Í…bM}¼ WM?ðËW??"—W??Ý ÂWz ÂüWÐ
Í—UÇËËœ ¨Í˙ï?Ö w½U"W†UÐ ÍW?ýï?Ö W" «bðU?" ÊU?%W¼W# ¨Ë «b¹W"…“Uð W†Ëu?ł
u???"…Ë ª«bJ|d|˛U???" W# qO???% œ…ËW½ w?¹«d??}???šW# ¨…ËïÐ W???%W†WÇu?~½Wð ÊU???%W¼
w½U??ÝU?½ï??ł Æ ËW??" ªX|ËW??"…œ p}??²???ý —WÐ ÍW??"…Ëx??" W??" p}??²??O???%UM¹œ
ÍËUz —W??Ý W?ðËW??" Ë «œ XÝ…œW# Íï???š wO~½W??ÝËU?¼ «b½U??L??ÝU?z W# ”…—ËW½

 ÆUJAJ}ð ¨ËuÇ…œ XAš W# «b¹dÐ“ W# W" W"U¹—…œ

ÍËË˙ —W???ÝWÐ gO???%W?z ¨Ëu??³?Ð p¹—Uð «ËW?¼ ªÍï??š —W???Ý …ËW?ðU¼ v²???š…Ë
w½Ëu???²???Ý W?½ï???" ËËœ  uð…œ w½U????"W†UÐ Æœd???"…œ ÍW?#W???% …ËW???"U¹—…œ wM?¹u¹“
d??²???Ý—u??* —˘“ …ËW???O??²??A?Ä —W??ÝWÐ W???"W½UJA?J}ð Í—UÐ ÂüW?Ð ¨5L??ýu???*˙u??*
wŠ˘˙ ÍWO?OÝ—u?* ËWz U¹dÐ W" ËuÐ…ËWz ÍËË“…—Uz W?*Uð ¨ËuÐU% U?Oð Æb½«uM¹…œ
Ë œd??³?¹…œ W??"U¹—…œ w?¹üËu??* Ë…—WÐ …œ—Ë …œ—Ë ªËuÐ…œ „W?¹…œ«˙WÐ X}???ýu??Ö…œ

 ÆUM}¼…œ p}²ý Ëu%W¼WÐ w¹Uðï" ÍbOz

¨œd???" r*u?½ Íï???š ÂW???" w"W????O???O¹üËu???*W?Ð Ë W???"…ËUz ÍËË˙ —W???ÝW?# vðU???"
Ë rJ}?Ý…—ËW½ s% ¨œ«d?% W?%W?ÖU½ò …ËW?O?O½Wð w½U?O?Ö ï?%U½ Ë —ËËœ wJ}~½…œ
wM¹ñ+ Íd}+ W¹«ËuÐ —«—W* —WÖ ¨…ËËœd" Í—U¹œ w%U½«uð r²ýËdÝ ÆÍœ wâO¼
—W?Ö ÆW¹UÐU?I#u?-Ð d?ðW½«—U?O?ýï¼ wJ|—ï?łWÐ rJA?}?% W¹«u?Ð…œ ¨W¹U?%ËuÐ dðU¹“
W¹U½ËuÐ  —u?" “UÐ w†UÐ u"…Ë +U?"W†UÐ W¹«ËuÐ…œ ¨W¹«uÐ s¹ñ+ ó?OðWÐ r²,?¹u}Ä
Æ U????"…œ XÝ«˙ r?"ËUÐ Æw?ÝU????% w¼ „W?½ W¹U????%ËuÐ ÊU?JA????% w?OÇ—U?Jý Ë
ÙWÖW# Ë …ËW†U% X?AO½Wð W# W²,¹u}?Ä ¨ÂW"W½ q}Ö Âïš dðU¹“ …ËW# W?²,¹u}Ä

16 ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłŒUÐ œ—Uâ¹˙
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wJ}?Ý…—ËW?½ —W¼ „…Ë ¨, q¹U?* Âï?š wýWÐW?Ð Ë Âñ?HÐ «b?%W?"W??Ý…—ËW½ W#W?Ö
 åÆÊU%eÝWÐ Ë Íb½WÐ Ídð

w†U??% W?½«ËW??ý ÆËuÇ «b|u??ÖW?Ð ÍW½U??,??* ÂWz ÊU???ÝU½ï??ł Ë U??%W½ W???"W~½…œ
ìW¹U¹—…œ —U½W" ”…—ËW½

ÍW¹U?% …ËuÐ…œ W?%Wz Æw¹U?ÝUz w?J}?Ý…—ËW½WÐ …ËW?²?}?³Ð W?" œ—«u?š ÍbM|u?Ý
 ÆÍœ w½U"WÝ…—ËW½ wO†U×ýïš

W??"W?O??O¹UJýË Ë…—WÐ Ë È—…œ …Ëu?Ç W?"WJ?¹—Uð …ËUz W# ËËb½U??% Ë  W?"W??ý
 ÆËu³Ð d}+ s¹ñ+ Í…—UÐ—…œ W" ËuÐ ÙU×ýïš W½UO¹—UO½«“ ËWÐ ÆÍñ+

w½U"…—WÝW" Ë ÂWš W# ÍWOO†U×ýïš ËWz ¨vÐW½ g¹“—WÐ —˘“ wJ}M¹ñ+ UÐ
 Æ…Ë…œd" ÂW"

ÆË«ËWð —WÐ W?9d??Ö ÍW¹U~?|˙ ËWz ì¡W½ ÂüWÐò ∫w?ðË «b¹ï??š w†œ W?# ËU??"U½
U??????N?½Wð Íœ w?½«ËW?z „…Ë gO?M?% ÆwÇ s?%WÐ ÂËu?Ð w?A¹d???????}??????+ Í…ËWz …“U?ð
—˘“ ÊU??????ýUÄ åÆÂñ??????+…œ gO?½«ËWz u??????"…Ë —W¼ ÆÍœ w?â?????O?¼ Ë rJ?}?????Ý…—ËW?½
—U½W????"W?Ð 7A?¹W???Ö ï?Ð Ë …ËïÐ b?MàÐ ÊU????L????ÝU?z Ë…—WÐ vÄ œW????Ý ¨w?²????šW????ÝWÐ

 ÆU½ p}# w½U"W†UÐ …Ë…d²Ä wJ|e}¼WÐ

u????"…Ë d????²????Oz W?????" wðW¹Ë«œ Í…—U?¹ñÐ ËW?z ïÐ œd????" w¹…œËu????ÝU?zWÐ w?²????ÝW¼
…e}¼ ËWÐ XÝW?¼ «ËœËW%W# v½Uð…ËWz Æ UJÐ —U²?+…˙ W#WÖ Ídð w½U?"WÝ…—ËW½
ÆÊUJAJ}ðW½ Ë WO|˙ïÖ W# œ—WÐW½W½ ÍbOz Æ«œ…œ w½U¼ ÊËuÐd}+ ïÐ W"  U"U½
Ë «b?OJ¹—Uð u?}½WÐ s¹ñ?+ ì…ËW½œd?"W½d?OÐ ¨ËuÐ gšW?³?%«—Uz wJ}?²?ý ‘W?%Wz
wJ}~?½…œ «b?O?šU?½ W# Æ”WÐ Ë …bM}¼ ìU¹—…œ —U?½W?" w½U?"W??O?O??"U½ËË˙ Ë…—WÐ
«bOJ¹—Uð W# e?OÖ—W¼ ÊUÝ…—ËW½ °°w?J¹—Uðò …ËïÐ “—WÐ …Ë…—W"—UO?ýï¼ w†Ëu*

 å°Êñ+U½

ËuÐU??%«˙ uJ†WÐ ¨X?}?²??,??O?³?Ð W~½…œ ËWz ËuÐW?½ U¹—Ë bM}¼ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł ÂüWÐ
ÍËË˙ —W?Ý W# ÊU?"WO?O?"U½ËË˙ wJA?Oð Ë @½U?% ÆW½«u?ł wJ}½W1œ W?" ÍUzò
Ëu??????%W¼ Æ4?|—Uð…œ U?¹—…œ w½U??????"«d?Ç w¹U?Mý˘˙ ¨Ë …ËW?M?}J?,¹d?Ç…œ W?????"…ËU?z

 å°Wýï%Uš Ë sL}¼ p}²ý

W# W¹«ËuÐ —«—W?* —W?Ö ÆÊñ+U½ «b?OJ¹—Uð W?# eO?Ö—W¼ ÊU?Ý…—ËW½ °…Ë…—WÐ Âe½ò
¨Ë W¹U½ËuÐ ËuÄWÄ…b½u" ÍËUÇ ÊuÇ X½U"…ËUÇ W¹«ËuÐ…œ W¹U²¹U³¹ñHÐ «bOJ¹—Uð
 —u??" “UÐ w†UÐ „…Ë X?½U?"W†U?Ð W¹«ËuÐ…œ °W¹«ËuÐ d?ðËuðËWJA??}Ä XJA??}??%

 åÆW¹U½ËuÐ

w½U?"…Ëu??à?}Ä ”…—ËW½ w½U?ÝU½ï??ł ¨…u?}Ä œW?Ý w¹bMà?Ð W# Ë «œËW?ý ˙Ëœ W#
 Æ«˙ïÖ Í—e¼ Ë —«“Uz w~½…˙ ÆU½ p}#

 å°“UÐ w†UÐ „…Ë  —u" w†UÐ ËËœò

w†UÐ WÐ r²,¹u?}Ä ÆÂËuÐ q}Ö W?" ÍUz Æs% ïÐ WMO*W²?Ý«˙ w%ü…Ë W¹W%Wzò
UN½Wð ¨Ë …ËWLM}²?ýËuMÐ +U"W†UÐ Í—˘“ wýWÐ vÐ…œ W¹ïÐ ¨WJ¹—UÐ Ë „ËuâÐ

å° —u" w†UÐ ËËœ °ÂñHÐ +U"W†UÐ w"Ëu½ WÐ

và?????}?????NÐ Í…ËWz v?Ð WÐ ¨…Ëï?Ð “—WÐ …ËW?????"WJ?¹—Uð U?¹—…œ W# v?Ä —«“W¼ ËËœ
 ÆX|—WÐ w†œWÐ ÍWÄ ¯—W% Ë ÊUJAJ}ð w%UÝ

Í—W?$W?š U?N½Wð Ë U?A?}?"«˙ «b¹W?²?ÝW?ł ÍôWÐ w½U?"W†UÐ Í…ËW?A?}Ä wýWÐ
W# ¨Ë …ËW?M|dJÐ «œU?Ð W# Uð œd???" U¼…˙ w½U???"W†UÐ w"Ëu?½ Í…ËU??%WÇ Ë p?¹—UÐ

ÆÍ“WÐ«œ …Ë…—«uš Ë…—WÐ ïšËW²Ý«˙ Â˛uÖ WÐ «bJ|ñÄ

Ë œW?Ý ¨œ…ËW½ ¨«bJ|d|˛U?" W# qO?% U?²?+W?Š Æb½«˙WM?¹…œ b½uð «b¹—W?Ý W# UÐ
W# qO?% q?Ç Ë œW?Ý w¹«d?}?š W# ÊU?"W?†UÐ —W?Ý Í—U?ýu?Ö Æd?²Ä …d~?Ð Ë X,?OÐ
Æ«bKO% U?²+WŠ w¹«d}?š W# w½U"W†UÐ —WÝ Í—U?ýuÖ W# ËuÐ d²%W?" ¨«bJ|d|˛U"
¨ËuÐ Ù«“ «b¹W"WM?¹“WÐ«œ —WÝWÐ Ë …Ë…œd" —«u?š p|“ïð Íïš w½U?"W†UÐ ⁄«—W*
ÆÊËuÐ «b½U??AJ†W¼ W?# —W¼ U?²??A??}¼ W?" ÍW?½üïÄW?ý ËWz —W??Ý WðËW??" U??−MOz

ÆËuÇ…œ wA}%W†ïš wJ}ÄïðWK#uÖ W# «œËWýW~½U% ÍWH¹dð —WÐW# ÊUÝU½ïł

W# q?O??% qÇ Ë œW???Ý® vðU?¼ wH¹W???" Ë …Ë…œd???" êO???* UÐ Ë…ËË˙ w½U???"…ËUÇ
w¹“—WÐ W?# Í…ËWz ÍdÐW# —W??ÖWz ° …ËW??A¹Ë«ËWð wJ}?½Ëu?³?†«“WÐ Ë «bJ|d|˛U??"
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 U??" ËW?z ï??šUz ¨v?Ä —«“W¼ ZM}?Ä W??²??}???³Ð ¨Â…bÐ Èñ???+ Âï??š …u???}Ä —«“W¼ ËËœ
 ©°°øb½WÇ WðU~Ð ÂW"WOO¹«d}š

«œW"…b½uð W¹UÐ ÙWÖW# ¨Ë Íœ—«uš ÊUA}Ä W" …ËïÐËuÇ dOÐ W# Í…bM|uÝ ËWz
ÆU%W½ Í—«ËWÝUz

ÁU½u??ÖWÐ w?²?ÝW?¼ «b¹ï??š ÍW??O??OM}Jýb?M|u??Ý ËWz XÝUz W?# ‘…ËWz Í«ñ|Ë
 Æœd"…œW½

vÄ ÊU?O?O†W¹«ñ|u?Ö W?" W?ýUÐ W½U?Ý…—ËW½ ËW?z ïÐ U?N½Wð W½«bM|u?Ý …—ï?−?%Wzò
ÂWÐ w²?,¹u}Ä ¨vM}ð…ñÐ ÊU?"…“—WÐ …b½Ëœ «bM¹ñ+ W# w?²}³?O½«uð Í…ËWz ÆW?ýïš

åÆWOO½ W½U½U1WÄ Ë bM|uÝ …“—Wð

w¹“—WÐ W# W?" Æœd"…œ w½U?"WI?ýW%W?Ð w²Ý…œ ÊU?ÝU½ïł «bMðËW?"—ïš ÙW?ÖW#
b½WÇ „…Ë wÝU??% …Ë«˙ w½U?"W?%W#WÐ ª…Ë…—«u??š W?O?O½«Ëñ¹…œ …u?}?Ä —«“W¼ ZM}Ä
wÝ…—ËW½ W#WÖ ÆÍËU?Ç g}Ä WMðU¼…œ …ËW"…ËUz ÍËË˙ —WÝWÐ ‘—W?Ä wJ}†Uš
¨ËuÇ…œ Ëu?ðU?????NJ?}Ä “ï?ð Í…˙…“ W# w?J½W?ðË—Uð w?J|—ËW?¼ W# W?????" g?O½U?¹WÐ

Æ…ËW½«˙ËuÝ…œ «b½U¹—Ë…œWÐ

œd?"…œ …Ë…ËWÐ w?¹“U½U?ý ÆÈ“—W#U½ —˘“ wŠ˘˙ Í…ËW?Ð ËuÐ œU?ý Ë ÙU?×??ýï?š
Êœd??"ï??šW?# —˘“ vÐ ÆX}Ð Ù«“ «b??O?½ËË—…œ ÍW??"W??Ýdð —W???ÝWÐ w²|u??O?½«uð W??"

 Æ dÖ e}%Uz W# w½U"…˙WÄUý

w%˛Ë—Ë U¹—…œ Ë…—W?Ð XÝ«˙ Ë …Ë…œd??" w½U??"Wð—u??" …—«œW?ýï??Ö W†U?Ð w"Ëu½
wJ|“ï?¼UÐ ªw¹«d??}?š «Ëœ …Ëu??³??²?A¹W??Ö W??" ¨vÄ —«“W¼ —«uÇ w¹“—W?Ð Uð ÆœdÐ
Ë…—WÐ XÝ«˙ ÊUýUÄ ¨«œ…œW½ wM¹ñ+ b½uð wOðW%—U¹ ¨ËuÐœd" w†W¼ b½uð v#WÖ
w½«e¹…œ Æ«bJ}?ðU?ŽW?Ý W# qO?% …œ—«uÇ Ë œW?Ý ËËœ w¹«d?}??šWÐ ¨U?A?"«œ —«u?š
ÊËËdÄW¼ Ë WÇ—UÄ U?¼W½ï?OK% W?²?}Ð…œ ¨…ËW?M|dJÐ w½U?"W†UÐ «œW½U?ðU?Ý ËW# —W?Ö
5ð Ë e???}¼ s¹ñ???+ ó???Oð ìU½…œ wK?% —«u??š Ë…—WÐ —W?¼ v#…Ë ¨vÐ…œ ÊËËdÄW?¼WÐ

 ÆËuÐ wðWÄ w"WOO½«uł ÆËuÐ Í—…ËW²šWÐ s¹ñ+ óOð ¨ËuÐ

˙Ëœ W# Æœd???" w¹ï??ÝUz wM?¹ñ??+WÐ w²???Ý…œ ¨vÄ —«“W¼ w¹“—W?Ð W??O??O¹W???Ö W??"

¨ËuÐW¼ w%«—U?z Ë Â—W½ w"W¹«œW?Ý w½U??"W†UÐ w"Ëu½ «œ…“ï¼U?Ð ËWz Í˛u¼Ë˛U¼
ÊU¹—…“uÖ «b¹ËUÇ—WÐW?Ð ËUA" w"W¹…d?}²Ý…d?Oð ÊuÇ ÊU"W?Ý…—ËW½ W#ïÄ Ë a¹U*
ÊïÇ «œW??O??O?¹«d??}??š ËW# w½«“…b?¹W½  W½U½Wð ¨X?}??²??Ý…uÐ w½«uð…b?¹W½ ¨œd??"…œ
¨w½«u?O?% …ËuÐ…œ ¯—W?% —W,?"W¹ ¨W¹U?³ðËWJÐ „W?O?OÇ—W¼ —WÐ Æ…ËW?²|˙Ëu?,Ð

 ÆU½ p}# w½U"…uà}Ä W¹ïÐ

w½U?ÝU½ï?ł ¨s?ðËW?"—ï?š Í«Ëœ —W?,?"W¹ W?"ËuÐ…ËWz W?O??O½U¹WÐ ËWz ÍË«œËË˙
ËËœ w¹«d??}?šWÐ Ë Í˙W??á?}ð «b½U¹W?Ð wÝ…—ËW½ W#W?Ö u??}½WÐ ÊU¼W??ÖU½ ¨”…—ËW½
Í…˛U¼ u???}½WÐ ¨…Ë…ËU???*Ëu½ ÍËu??à???}ÄWÐ Ë «bJ?|d|˛U??" W?# qO??% …e?½«Ëœ Ë œW??Ý
¨ËuÐ ”…—ËW½ W†W??" Í—U¹ XšWÐ …—U??−?%Wz ¨ËuÇ—…œ «b†UÐ Ë ˙W?Ä Ë UÐ Íb½uð

 ÆËuÇW½ UOð ”W"

Ë œW??Ý w¹«d??}??š WÐ U??²??A??}¼ ¨Ëu?Ð ÊU??L??ÝUz Ë…—WÐ w"Ëu½…œ ÍW?½UðU??Ý ËWz
 ÆÍñ+…œ «bJ|d|˛U" W# qO% XÝWý

w½U??"W†UÐ …—UÐËËœ ¨…Ë…œd??" ÂW?" X,??OÐ Ë œW?Ý U?ð Íï?š w¹«d??}?š v²??š…Ë
 uð…œ ÊU"W?%W#WÐ …ËWO?O½U"W†UÐ —«uš W# vÄ —«“W?¼ —«uÇ w¹—ËËœ WÐ ¨…Ë…œd"

ÆÊW"U¹—…œ ËU½ ÍËuðËW"ËUz—WÝ w½U½ …œ—Ë

Ë p}???Ý…—ËW?½ °s¹ñ???+ó???O?ð «Ëœ ì…Ë…œd???"…œ sðËW???"—W???Ý W?# Íd???OÐ U???N?½Wð
¨ËuÐb?½UJý Íœ—ïJ?¹˙ °«bJ|d|˛U???" W# qO???% …œ—«uÇ Ë œW???Ý ËËœ w¹«d??}???šWÐ
W½U?ðU???Ý ËWz Æ«œW#W????Ö ÍËËó???}???% W# ËuÐ U?ðËU¼ vÐ Ë Ê“W???% w?J}ðU????Ý W???*Uð

 ÆUM}¼…b†W¼ «b|u½ wJ}šUÇWÐ ÍËUÇ ÊUÝU½ïł

ïÐ w½U??"W†UÐ Í…ËW½b½U??²?ýu½ ¨Ë wI??ýW?% Í—W??Ñ…œ Í«“W?+ Ë…—WÐ wM¹ñ??+ WÐ
WÐ ÍW?Ä ËU???"U½ ª«bÐ Èñ????+ b½uð Íï???š …u???}?Ä —«“W¼ XýW?¼ w¹“—WÐ W?# Í…ËWz

 ÆœdÐ …ËW½«˙ËuÝ wM}N½

p?|“ïð w?†UÐ w?"Ëu½ w?½U?????"…˙WÄ W?# p?|˙WÄ u?????²??????}Ð —W?????Ö œd?Ð …ËWÐ ÍW?Ä
—WÐ Æ…ËW?ðUJÐ ê?}Ä W#WÄ W?Ð «œ—˘“ w"W???O???O?¹«d???}???š W# v½«u?ð…œ ¨X}M?}???"Wð«˙
p|˙WÄ W# «œW??O?O¹«d?}??š ËW# —W?ÖWz ËuÐœdÐ …ËWÐ ÍW?Ä X}?³Ð d?}??+ W?%Wz Í…ËW#
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 ÆX|ËW"…œ …Ë…ËW½ôuš Â…œWÐ p}~½WHð ÍWK#uÖ „…Ë ¨X}M}†Ëu−Ð ÍdðU¹“

ÍW½«—W½u?¼ ÂWÐ ÍWÄ «œU??O?½Ëœ W# ËuÐ ”…—ËW½ ÂW??"W?¹ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł …—ï???−??%WÐ
ÆX|—WÐ s¹ñ+

¨«œW½ ˘ñ?O??+WÐ «œdð w½U??"W?Ý…—ËW½ ÙW?ÖW?# ï?Öu?²??H?Ö WÐ Íï?š w?½U?"…˛˘˙ ËWz
ÍWK*W?ð ªËuÐ dð Í—W½u¼ v?#W??Ö Íd??}??+ ¨ËuÐ «ËUz —ï??š ÍW??%…œ ËWz Uð u?J†WÐ
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…Ë…œd" ÍdOÐ ¨ÊU¼WÖU½ w"W¹WK*Wð ¨«b}# w"W¹WK*Wð …ËWO¹œUý WÐ …ËW²}AOMÐ
Æw¹U??ýW?Ð ÊWJ¹…œ ÊU??O??ýï???š W# …ËËb½UJ?ý Âœ—ïJ¹˙ s% s½«e?Ð —W??Ö Ê«ËWzò
ÊU/U"…“—W²"W¹ W½«˙WÖ ÍdÐW# …—ï−?%WÐ Æ…ËuÐ dðU½U% ñÄ b½WÇ Âô ÊU¹˛ U²,}z
ïÐ W¹W¼ ÊU%dð ÍW½U¼WÐ ¨ÊU¹…—Ë…œWÐ Wâ}Ä Ë «bOÝU% …Ë«˙ w½U"W%W#WÐ ËU½WÐ
W?MO?????³?Ð 5½«u?ð…œ Æs?¹WJ?Ð U¼…˙ 5?½«“W½ ÍË«œ W?# ÊU?????%ï?????š 5?½«uð…œ ÆÆÊU?¹˛
5½«u?ð…œ Æ5Ð œ«“Uz 5½«u?ð…œ ÆÊ«“—U??" Ë b½W???L??ýï?¼ Ë “«d??+—W???Ý Í—…ËW½ËuÐ

 åÆ5Ð s¹ñ+ Íd}+

 Æb½«u½…œ ÊU¹ïš ÊUAš…—œ Ë gšWÐ…œó% …bM¹Uz w½üUÝ
¿¿¿

“U??Ý ÊU¹«—Ëu??ý ”…—ËW½ W#W??Ö ¨ÍË…“ —W??Ý …ËW??²??A??O½ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł v²??š…Ë
—W??ÝWÐ —˘“ wJ}ðU??" ËuÇ…b??}Ä «Ë ÆËuÐ Â—W??Ö ÊU¹…ËW½Ëu?Ðï?" Í˙ï??" ÆËuÐœd??"

ÆsÐËuÐ ÂWz w|˙…ËUÇ —W¼ Ë X}³¹˙Wá}ð «b½U¹…ËW½ËuÐï"

 å°W²Ý…uÐ «b²Ý«˙…ËU½ W# ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłò

ÆËuÐW¼ w?O??L???Ý…˙ Ë pýË wJ|“«ËU?z W#W??Ö Í…—ËW???Ö Í—W??Ý w?½U??"W???,??*
ÊUM}#e|˙ ÊU¹ ¨w¹…—Ëu?ý Ë sðW?" ªËuÐW¼ ÍU½U% ËËœ «b?²?Ý«˙…ËU½ W# ÊU²?Ý…Ë
ïÐ ËuÐ p?}??L??Ý…˙u|˙ «b??²??Ý«˙…ËU?½ W# ÊU??²??Ý…Ë Í“—WÐ—W??ÝW?Ð ÆÍ“—WÐ—W??Ý Ë

 ÆÊUÝ…—ËW½ w½«—WÐ«˙ W†W" w½b½UÝU½

ÊU?O?M% w½b½UJý œ—ïJ¹˙ W?¹…b?}?á??Ý ÂWz ÍW#W?Ö X}?Ç…b?}Äò …Ë…œd?" Íd??OÐ
ÆÂW?"U½ wðW¹«—WÐ«˙WÐ “W?Š ÆWO?O½ ÊUM}#e|˙ WÐ rO?²?,¹u}Ä s% ÂüWÐ °X?}³?OMOÐ
¨Ë ÂWJÐ wýWÐ «œdð w½«ËWz ÙWÖW# …ËËœdÐ vÄ .WÄ W?" Í…ËWz ÈËW%…œ UN½Wð

 ÆåËË˙ W%W-½UOÐ ªW¹«b½«Ëu%W¼ w%…œ—WÐW# W" ÍW½«—ËËœ ïÝUz ËWz

 ì…ËWA}Ä …ËuÇ p|ËU~½W¼

Ëu?%W¼ ËU?½W# Ë «b?²?Ý«˙…ËU½W# °”…—ËW?½ w½U?ÝU½ï?łò ∫wðË W?#W?Ö Í—ôU?Ý
wMðW?" ïð WJ½uÇ ¨Íœ w½«ËWz ï?Ð b½WÄ W?²O?³Ð Uð W?²?Ý…uÐ «œdð w½U?"W?Ý…—ËW½

 å°…ËËœd"  …—ËWÖ
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Í…ËW½«˙Ëu??Ý ¨—ËË˛ Ë…—W?Ð Í…ËW½«˙Ëu??Ý ¨ï??š—W???ÝW# Í…ËW½«˙Ëu??Ý ¨w?¹W½“UÐ
Ë «bM¹ñ??+ g}Ä Ë…—W?Ð wðU?" W?# ©—W?Ý® —W??Ý WM²??,??š —U??ýu?Ö ¨Ë W½«ËW??â??}Ä

Æw¹W"˘ñ+ñ+ Í…ËW½«˙ËuÝ
¿¿¿

ËW????ý ªŒ˘˙ Â…œ ÍW#W????Ö s" …ËW????²???A?¹W???Ö ”…—ËW?½ w½U????ÝU½ï????ł v²????š…Ë
Í…ËW# —WÐ …ËW?ýW†U?Š ÂWÐ ÆËuÐ ”U?" Ë ˙Ë Ë X?+W½W?" Ë«ËWð ÆËuÐËuÇ—W?ÝWÐ
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¨UJý Íï½˛Wz w?%W†W?* ¨X}Ð«œ «bJ}?%W#WÐ w?ſ«—W?* WÐ Íï?š Í…ËWz „…Ë
 Æ…ËW¹«œ w~½…œ «bO|uÖ W# „W¹…˙W½ ¨…ËW²AO½ w½U"…˙WÄ wçOÖ

œ—ï?J¹˙ ÍW?z °W†U??????ŠW?????% øb½W?Ä W?????L??????³Ð U?ð r²??????Ý…uÐ «b??????²?????Ý«˙…ËU½ W?#ò
 Æå°ÊËuÇ «œW†W¼WÐ °ÊËuÇ «œW†W¼ WÐ °ÊWÖUM}ð W½U%Wz °øÂW"W½b½UJý

W~?½…œ åìË Í—U???O???ÝdÄ—W?Ð W# …ËWM¹“œ ï????š Ë w%W???š—W???²???%W???" —W?ÐW# ìò
X¹—W½ Ë »«œ W# Êœd?" wâ?}Ä —W?Ýò ËuÐ Â«Ë…œ—WÐ W"…“«ËU?¾?"W¹ Ë  W?³¹W¼WÐ

 Æåì…ËW²}ý…ËU½ ÊUÝ…—ËW½ ÍW†U%WMÐ W# W" p|—U" W½«b²Ý…œ Ë

ÍU~†W%ï" W# W?" ËuÐ…ËWz ÍU½U%  …d³OŽ W½ËuÐ ïÐ «b²?Ý«˙…ËU½ W# ÊU²Ý…Ë
Ë …ËW?²|dš…œ —ËËœ å ÊU?"…—ËËœ …œ—WÐ W?ýUÖò Ë…—W?Ð Ë Èd"…œ—…œ «b½U?Ý…—ËW½

 Æ—WÝ W²|—WÐ ÊU¹˛ UO½Wð w*UðWÐ ÈËW# vÐ…œ

W?# s?ðüW¼ W????????" X?¹W?~?³????????}?ð Èœ p?|˛˘— ¨”…—ËW½ w?½U????????ÝU?½ï????????ł ìò
…Ë«d½«“W½ wJ}²?ý U²?A}¼ ÊU¹˛ °W¹…œËuN?}Ð w}# 7A¹WÖWM}ð Ë Í—U?OÝdÄ—WÐ
Uð …ËU?O½œ WðWM¹ËuðU?¼ W¹ïÐ W?L?}z W?" vÐW½ …ËWz U?N½Wð ÆW?%W?²?ÝWz wMO?ÝU½ Ë

 åÆs¹e|—UáÐ ÊU%ïš w½U¹˛ W¹«b½ULýU½«uð W# b½WÇ ¨Ë s¹ï-Ð

ÊU???%“ «œW#W??Ö Í«—Ëu???ý Â…œ—WÐW# …Ë«d?|u¹W½ p}???Ý…—ËW½ ê?O¼ U??²???,??}?z Uð
W# 7A¹W?ÖWM}ð® ∫W¹«œ w†W¼ ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł ÂüWÐ ¨…ËWð«bÐ Âü…Ë Ë …ËW²?}M}?³†W¼
X?ÝW¼ d?ðU?¹“ W??????Ý…—ËW?½ ËW?# p}???????Ý…—ËW?½ ı +U???????"«dÐ °øÍ—U???????O???????ÝdÄ—W?Ð
Ë …ËWð…u¹“˘œ ÊU¹˛ ïÐ Ídð“—WÐ wJ}?$U%Uz Ë U½U% W?"  U"…œ Í—U?OÝdÄ—WÐWÐ
wÝU?% …—WÝ Ë ÊU?½ Wſ«—W?* —W?ÝW# WL?}z W†U?Ý Ê«—«“W¼ °øW†«œËW?Ž «b¹Ëœ WÐ
ÊU¹˛ ï?Ð Íœ w$U???%U?z W???%u???O?½«uð s% U????²???,????}z ÂüWÐ ¨5?ÇUÄ…œ«œ Íd???²????"W¹
sà??}?NÐ ¨Ê…b?Ð Â—«uÐ °Íœ«“Uz ¨Èu½ w²??ýWÐ ÊœdÐ ÍWÄ ¨ÊËuÐd??}?+ ª…ËW??%“˘bÐ

åìÂ…bÐ w½U²½UAOÄ ÂËuÐ Íd}+ Í…ËWz

ÊU"WÝ…—ËW½ ÊUýUÄ ÆÊœ—WÐ  uð…œ ¨ËuÐ wMÇ ÊU¹ïš W# ÊUOIðu½ U¼…Ë W#WÖ
Ëu??%W¼ å…Ëu??âJ}?ð ÊU/U??"«dÐ W# p}??"W¹ò é?Ç W?á?Ç WMðËW??" d??²??"W¹ ÙW??ÖW#

Æœd" vð ÊUO²AÄ Ë  dÖ ÊU¹ïš w|uÖ …ËWJ}Ä

…œ—WÐ WýUÖ ÂüWÐ ÆœdÐ —WÝWÐ U?O½WðWÐ Í…bM¹Uz w½«˛˘˙ ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïł
ÂWÐ wà~MO?Ö Í…ËWz ÆËuÐW½ w¹U?O½Wð ÂWz w?%Wš Æb½«˙WÄ…b?}ð wA?O½U?"…—ËËœ
…—«œïJ?ý WM?¹ñ?????+ ËW# ÊU?¹ï?????š ÍËË˙ Íœ w½U?????"W?????Ý…—ËW½ W?????" Ëu?Ð…ËWz «œ…œ
ÊU¹ËU?Ç X,¹Ë…b?½U¹W½ ÆËuÐ «b?½U???OJ}???"W?¹ —W¼ w%…œ—W?Ð W# W???" «ñ???}???Ö…œ—…Ë

ÆsÐ 5MOÐ Íd}+ Ë …ËW²|dJÐ

…Ë…˙u??ÖWÐ w%˛u??Ö w|˙ W?# ÊïÇ ËuÐ d??}??+ ÆËuÐ…œ d??}??+ dðU¹“ ˛˘˙ Í«Ëœ ˛˘˙
…ËW???"…ËU?z d|˛W# vÄ …œ w?¹üËu???* W# W????" …ËW???²|“˘bÐ U?¼…Ë w½«u???ł w?O???ÝU???%

 Æœd"…œ ÊU¹W#W%

w½U½ …œ—Ë Ë wÝU?% w½U?"W?%W#WÐ WÐ w²?,¹u}?Ä «bO½U¹˛ W?# ÍbOz ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł
ÍUÐ…e???" W# Êï?Ç ¨ÈuMÐ «b½U???L???ÝUz W# Êï?Ç Ëu??³?Ð d??}???+ ÆËuÐU???%W½ …ËU???L???ýUÄ
W# Êï?Ç ËuÐd???}???+ Æœd??"…œ w?†W¼ U¹—…œ Í—U?½W???" W# —ËËœ W???" Èñ???HÐ «b½«ËW???ý
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 ÆÈñ³Ð qO% œWÝ ªwMðüW¼ Uð …Ë…—ïš w½ËuÐ«ËUz

ÍËË˙ —WÝ ÍñÇ Íó?%u%Wð u?}½WÐ ª…ËW½Ëu³†«“ «œï?š—WÝWÐ ÍU½«uð ÊU?%W¼WÐ
ÍW?*Wý W# ÊU?"W½U?Aš…—œ Ë „U½ËË˙ W½U?L?ÝUz Ë…—WÐ ÊUýUÄ Ë Íñ?+…œ «œU¹—…œ
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Ë …ËW½U??%…œ ÍË…“ —W??ÝW# Íœ w?½U??"W??Ý…—ËW½ ÍW½U??%…œ ËWz —W?¼ ì«œ…œ w†UÐ
ÆÊ…bÐ Íœ wJ}?²ý Í…—W?* W# ÊU¹ïš «d|Ë…b½U?¹W½ Ê«—UÐ Ë ÂWð WJ½Wð W# W~ł
W½U?²?Ý…œ—ËËœ ËW?# ¨Ë  «ËñÐ U¹—…œ —ËËœ w½U?"«“W?+ Ë…—WÐ ËuÐ d?}??+ ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł

Æ UJÐ d}ð Íïš ÊU"W%UðWÐ …ËËd}%WÐ

¨s½«e?OÐ W#WÖ Ídð w½U?"WÝ…—ËW½ ËuÐ Íb?}%uz Ê«˛˘˙ W# p|˛˘˙ W?" Í…ËWz
Æw½«e¹…œ Íïš UN½Wð

ÆËuÐW?½ w"UÐ ÍËu?Ð«œ W???" ‘W?½«d???Ö W????šd½ ËW?# ¨ËuÐËuÐ s?¹ñ???+ Íd????}????+ ÂWz
Ë ”dð Ë Í—«e??}Ð ¨wð—u??" ÊW??%Wð Íï¼ W??" XA¹W?~}ð ”…—ËW½ w½U??ÝU½ï??ł
wO?½«uð Íï???š w?†U¹W???š W# W?½U???"˘d???OÐ ËW?z w½œd???"—…œW?Ð ÂWz ¨Ë W???O???O?¹…˙Ëuð

ÆX}M}NÐ @MÇWÐ s¹dOý Ë ó|—œ wJ}½U¹˛
¿¿¿

Ë U???O½Wð w?*Uð WÐ ¨ ËW???" ÊU???ÝU½ï???ł WÐ ÊU¹ËU?Ç W??" Ëu?Ð Ê«u??}???ý ËW???%…œ
 ÆÍñ+…œ ïš…ËU" WÐ «b¹—W³†œ w½ULÝUz u}½W# …œËuÝUz

Í…u¹d????ł  uð…œ ¨s¹ñ????+…œ …ËW½U????ÝU½ï????ł ÍôËö???%W# ¨ÊËu?Ð ”…—ËW½ ËËœ
Ëu%W¼ W# v#…Ë ÆËuÐ 5AM?†œ «œUÐËWý W# ÊU¹WJ,¹dÇ ¨s½U"…e?O"UÄ …d}?²ÝWz

Æ«bM¹ñ+ W# ËuÐ ÊUOO¹W%«—U" d²~½WýW* W½«ËWz

«œËWz w½U"W†UÐ ÙWÖW# @½W¼UzËU¼ Ë ïš—WÝW# ¨ÊUÝU½ïł W# —ËËœ p|“ïð
 Æb½«ËeÐ…œ ÊUO½U"W†UÐ w"Ëu½

p}½Ëu%“Wz Æ…ËW½Ëu%“Wz ÍWðïÐ WOOM²,?š ªX}çšU¾Ð ÊUO†WÖW# Í…ËWz vÐ
¨…Ë…œd?" w½U"W?†UÐ ÆËu³ðËW?"W½—W?Ý «b?O}ð p}?Ý…—ËW½ êO¼ WðU?Ý ËWz Uð W?"
W# d?ðU¹“ p}???²???ý Wð«Ë ¨«bJ?|d|˛U???" W# p}?KO???% ïÐ Í˙ï???Ö Íï???š w¹«d???}???š

 ÆÊU²Ý…Ë

¨…Ë…œd" ÂW?" ÊU¹ïš w¹«d?}š ËWz u"…Ë wA|˙ËU¼ ÍW?"W½UA?š…—œ W#W% ËËœ
ÆÊñHÐ ïš…ËU"WÐ w½«e½U¹…œ Ê«ËWz

W?" p?}?%˛ËWð WÐ ¨Ë …ËW¹«˙Ëu??Ý ¨…Ë…b½U?²??ýu½ Íï?š w½U??"W†UÐ ÊU?ÝU?½ï?ł

ÍW"W?#W% ËËœ ÆËuÇ—…œ ª«bJ|d|˛U?" W# ËuÐ qO% œ…ËW½ Ë œW?Ý ÍW"W?OO¹«d?}š
ÆÊU???A???"«œ …Ë…—«u???š Ë…—WÐ …ËWJ?}Ä @½W¼U?zËU¼ Ë œd???" ÊU¹ËW?z u??"…Ë g?¹dð

 Æ…ËW½UÝU½ïł ÍôËö%WÐ sJAOð ËËœ  uð…œ

Ë ï??š—W??ÝW# Ë XÝ«˙ w"W¹…ËW?½«˙Ëu?ÝW?Ð ÍW?"W?M¹ñ??+ ÊU?ÝU?½ï?ł ÂU??$…—W??Ý
Æ…ËW½«˙ËuÝ …ËW½Wš…œ—…“ Â…œWÐ gO½«ËWz ÆÍ˙ïÖ ÊW¹Ušó|—œ

∫wðË w~½…b?}Ð p}%W?" Í«Ëœ ¨Ë Íïš wM¹ñ+ w?²ÝUz ïÐ …ËW¹«˙W?Ö ÊUýUÄ
åøs}" …u}z ¨WýUÐ —˘“ò

s¹ï?ð ÍW???"W?#W???Ö W# W????L????}zò ∫ÊU???O?ðË …ËWML????}¼ Ë 5?~½W????Ý wJ|“«ËU?zWÐ
ïÐ …ËWMO?M|˙W~²Ð ¨s¹—WÐ X?½U?"…dðbMà?Ð WM|u?ý Ë…—WÐ U?ð s¹ËuðU¼ ¨ÊU?ÝU?½ï?ł

 åÆ ïš ÍW"WMO*W²Ý«˙ W†U%

W?"U??²?,?}z 4?OÐ…œ „…Ë Uð…ËWz ÆÂË«d?"—…œ ¨W??O?O½ ÂW#W??Ö ¨W?O?O½ r?†U?% s%ò
œW?Ý b½WÇ Èœ ”…œW# Â…b½…ËW?z —W¼ Æs¹W?"…œ —…“u?Ö «b½“W?% ÍUÐu?}?" —W?ÝWÐ
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åìU½ dðU¹“ ¨Â—WÐ w¹«bMàÐ Ë…—WÐ Â…dOÄ W²ÝWł ÂWz dð w"WO}Ä

¨…u¹œ X½Ëu?Ðd??}??+ wſU?½ï??* ïð WJ?½uÇ ¨ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł W?¹W¼ «bðU½«u?ðW# ÂüWÐò
 åÆ…dð wJ}ſU½ï* Í…—ï½ ‘U²,}z

Æ…Ë…b½U?ýW?Ö w½UÝU½ï?ł w½U?O?Ö „W¹…ËW½U?ýË…—œ ÍWH¹dð „…Ë W½U?,?* ÂWz
 ÆÍïš w†U% ïÐ …ËW²}âÐ Ë ÈñHÐ dðbMàÐ v½«uð…œ ÂWz ¨ÊW"…œ XÝ«˙ Ê«ËWz

W?" U?%«˙ WM¹u¹“ W?O?O?¹U?²½UÄ ËW# ¨œd?" w½U?L?ÝUz wA?šW?³?½ó?šïz ÍU~O½ «Ëœ
Æå Â…œU%Uz s%ò ∫wðË ÂU$…—WÝ ÆËu³Ðd}+ …u}# w²ý

ÙW???ÖW# È˙ËU¼ U?ð œd???" wJ|e???}???šUz ¨Ë  Ë ÍW???%Wz ”…—ËW?½ w½U???ÝU½ï???ł
ÆX}³Ð ÊË «œËUÇW²Ýu~½Wz w½ULÝUz W# ¨«œW"UÝUz…d}²ÝWz WÝ…—ËW½ ËËœ—W¼

¿¿¿
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Â…ËËœ wýWÐ

w"W¹…eÐ W??"Ëu?Ý ¨Ë  Ë ÍW??%Wz «b¹ï??š w†œ W#å°XýW¼W?Ð W¹W?%Wz Wð«ËW??"ò
W?OO½ W?²?,¹Uý ¨Èñ?+…œ XýW¼WÐ Ë…—WÐ W?" «œW½UðUÝ ËW?# œd" w²?ÝW¼ ÆvðU¼

 Æ UJÐ p¹—Wš …ËW²ýW¼WÐ WÐ Íïš ÍdOÐ

Uð …ËW??O¹Ë…“ W# «b½U?A??š…—œ wÝ…—ËW½ ËËœ ÙW??ÖW# —ï~½Wz ËW??%…œ ËuÐ …ËWz
ÍW?²ÝW?ł „…Ë gO?%Wz ÍW?²?ÝWł œd?" ÍU?ýU?%Wð ¨Ëu³ðU¼ ÊU?"…—ËW¼ ËË—W?Ý
ËuÐ …Ëô WÝ…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïł ËWz ÊU%W¼ w²Ý«˙WÐ —W¼ Æ…ËW²}ýË…—œ…œ Ê«ËWz
ÂüWÐ ¨«œ…œ w}# ÊU¹˛ ïÐ w†œ …ËW?O½U?"WO½Ëu?²†Uz …ËUÇ XAÄ W# W?A?O%W¼ W?"
¨ËuÐ WJ¹œ w½U?"WÝ…—ËW½ ÍW²?ÝWł u?"…Ë —W¼ ÍW²ÝW?ł ÆËuÐ«˙ïÖ Í—U?,šË˙
WÐ +«uð…œ Wð«ËW?"ò wðË «b¹ïš w†œ W# ÆÍñ?+…œ d²?ýUÐ v#WÖ Ê«—U?ł W# v#…Ë
w¹«d?}?š Í…b½…ËWz ËËœ W??%WJÐ ÂW?"W?O?O¹«d?}?š Ê«—U?ł W# d?²??%W?" w"W¹ôW?*Wð

åÆ.Ë…“ —WÝ wIýW% w½«˛˘˙ s¹d²ýUÐ

UÐW?ð Ë p|˙ Ë Â—W½ w½U???"W†UÐ ¨…ËW?½U??ýË…—œ…œ wá???Ý Ë sý˘˙ w½U???"…˙WÄ
W†UÐ ÙW???ÖW# w²???,¹Ë W½«œU???A†œ ÆÊ—«œW??I?¹dÐ Íu¹“ WÇ—U?Ä ËËœ  uð…œ ªÊËuÐ
W# Æœd?" w½UJ|u½ W†UÐ Í˙W?ÖWM²,?š WÐ w²?Ý…œ ¨X}Ð UMýUz «b¹ï?š w½UJ|u½
s¹d?ð—˘“ W# œd??" w?²??ÝW¼ ¨«b?J|d|˛U???" W# qO???% U??$WÄ Ë œW???ÝËËœ w¹«d???}??š
vÝ Ë U?²?+WŠ Ë œW?ÝËËœ w¹«d?}?š W# Æ…ËWðïÐ p¹e½ w¹ï?ÝUz wM?¹ñ+ w¹«d?}?š
p}%W" ¨Ë Èñ+…œ «d}?š W¹«b¹U½«uð W# ÍW¹…œ«˙ ËWz Uð ª…Ë…œd" ÍdOÐ «œ qO%

 Æœd" Íb}%uzU½ WÐ w²ÝW¼

ÊU?A?}Ä W# dð«d?}?š —˘“ b½WÇ—W¼ ÆW¹W¼ wJ|—ËuMÝ g|u½ ÍW?²?ÝW?ł …—U¹œ
w½b?½Uð…˙ W?????" ËuÐ «b?????%…œ—WÐ W?# p|—Ëu?MÝ —W?¼ U????²?????A?????}¼ ÂüWÐ ªÍñ?????+…œ
W# ÂüWÐò wðË «b¹ï?š w†œ W# ÆËu?ÐW¼ …d?+ w"W¹ôW?*Wð Ë ÙËW¼ WÐ w²?,¹u?}Ä

å°øW¹W¼ —ËuMÝ «u" «b²ýW¼WÐ

∫œd" ÊU¹—«ËU¼ w½UJ|˙ËU¼ ¨…ËWM¹Ë…˙ ÊU"…—ËW¼

W# «œ«ËW¼ wL??A¹—ËUz W# U??−MOz åÆWðüË ÂWz ï?Ð XOðU?N??ýï?š ¨ÊU?ÝU?½ï?łò
 ÆÊËuÐ ÊË ËUÇ

p}?Ý…—ËW½ b½WÇ ÆÍñ?+…œ —U½W" w½U?"W?OO¹«“—WÐ Ë…—W?Ð ¨…ËW"U¹—…œ —W?ÝWÐ
W# Æœd??"…œ ÊU¹—ËË˛ Ë…—WÐ wM?¹ñ?+ w?I?ýW??% ÊU??"W??%—W??Ö …œ—WÐ …d|ËUð —W??Ý W#
ÆÊËuÐ …ËW?½U??L???ÝUz WÐ Íœ w?J}???Ý…—ËW½ b½WÇ «b???A¹—Ëu???"UÐ Í—ËËœ Íï???ÝUz
…bM}¼ ıïÐ …d?}# ÊUÝ…—ËW½ Í…—U?%˛ ªÈu½ Í—UO?ÝdÄ ¨Èu½ ÍdOÐ ¨Èu½ Íï?ÝUz
ø-W??"W?ý …bM?}¼ ıïÐ s% ÍWz ÆX}?Ð ”…—ËW½ W# ñÄ vÐ…œ XýW?¼WÐ °øW?%W??"
ËWš Ë sÐU½ ËËb½U?% eOÖ—W¼ «b²ýW¼WÐ W# ÊU?Ý…—ËW½ W" ËuÐ «œ…˙…ËUÐ ËW# ÂWz

 Æ…Ëu²,OÐ Èu"W# ÍW½U%Wz v½«eýU½ ÆÊU¹ËUÇ W²}ÇU½

ÊU%u~}Ð Æ…ËWMðËW?"…œ —ËËœ wMO%…“—W?Ý w½U¹˛ w½U"…—UÖœU¹ Íb?}¼ Íb}¼
ªËu?³ðd?Ö ÍËUÇ Í—WÐ p}½U?%u²?%Wð ÂüWÐ ÆËu?³Ðd?}+ Xý v#W?Ö ÍË…“ —W?ÝW#
—W?ÝW# w"ï?"U½ Ë ˙W?ý ÆœU¹ …ËW?²?}Ð ÍW½U¹˛ ËW?z w²?ý—œ Ë œ—Ë XA?}¼…b¹W½
«b????O†U?¹W???š W?Ð g¹d?ð w²????ý Èb½W?¼ ìË W#W????Ö W# Êœd????"—…œ ¨„«—ï????š …œ—Ë

 Æw²Ý«˙ Ë ÙU¹Wš W# W²}%Uz w²ý Èb½W¼ Æœd"…œ ÊU¹—…“uÖ

¨Ë w½œdJ}# Í“«u??A?}Ä ïÐ sðU¼ …ËW?O?O?~½…b?}ÐWÐ W?"…—U½W?" w?½U?"W?Ý…—ËW½
b½WÇ ÊU%Wz Íô œd" w²ÝW¼ U−MOz ÆÊËuÐ e¹˙ «bO%…œ—WÐ W# …Ë…e|˙ Í˙WÄËWÐ
W??" ÍU?z ÆwðW¹ï???š ÍWMO???*W??²??Ý«˙ w?†U??% W???%Wz w²???Ý«˙WÐ —W¼ ¨W¹W?¼ wšd½

Æ üW¼ UOð Í—ïš ÊïÇ  W¹U½ ÍdOÐ ËuÐ p|˛˘˙ ÆËuÐ Ê“W% wJ|˛˘˙

W# p}?%W" U?ð ¨«bJ}# w½U"W?†UÐ ¨œ—«uš wJ|˙Ëu?Ý Œ˘˙ —W?Ý WM¹“WÐ«œ ïÐ
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w½U?"W??Ý…—ËW½ Æ…ËW?²?A?O?½ ÊU?"W* —W?ÝW# ï?š…ËU??" ÊU?ýUÄ ¨…ËW?²??}M}0 «œ«ËW¼
Æ«œW½ p}# ÊUO†UÐ ÊUOâO¼ ÂüWÐ Æ…ËWM²AO½ g¹dð

¨…Ë…œd??" ÊU??O½U??"W½U??A???š…—œ W†UÐ ¨œ—«u??š ÊU¹˙Ëu??Ý «œ«ËW¼ W?# Èu½W#—W??Ý
Í…u?}ý ÆÊU?²?Ý…Ë U−MO?z ª…ËWM²A?O½ ÍË…“ —W?ÝW# Uð Í˙ïÖ ÊU?O†UÐ ÍW½«ËW?"
d}?+ …ËWz ËuÐ dðËËb½U?% …ËW# ÊUÝU½ï?ł v#…Ë ÆËuÐ Ê«uł v#W?Ö ÊU¹W"W½U?²Ý…Ë
ÙËu?* wJ|ËWš ªÊU?,* W?²|ËWJÐ Í…ËWz vÐ ¨U?²?Ý…Ë W"U¹—…œ —U½W?" W# ÆX}Ð

Æw½«ËUÇ …ËuÇ

Í…bM?}¼ «œ…—W??Ñ…œ ÂW?# v½«uð…œ W???" XA¹W~?}ð ÊU??ÝU?½ï??ł …bM?¹Uz w½«˛˘˙ 
ÊU??"W?Ý…—ËW½ …d??}# ÆÍœ wJ|—ï??ł WÐ ÂüWÐ ÆX}??³Ðd??}?+ X?ý ÍËËœdÐ«˙ w½U¹˛
W# X?ý s¹d???²~½d???Ö …ËW½U???O?J}???"W¹ —W¼ ÍôWÐ Æ…Ë…œd???"…œ ÊU?¹d??O?Ð ÂWz „…Ë
—W¼ W# d??²Ä «b??A??O¹üU?Ð ÍWKÄ W# Í…ËWz ÆËu?Ð w¹üUÐ ÍWKÄ WM?²??A¹W??Ö «b½U¹˛
Í…bM?†UÐ p?}†W????%ï????" W½U????%W?z ÆËuÐ s¹ñ????+ ªÊËu?Ð Í«œ…u†W¼ Íœ w?J}????²????ý
w½ËuÐd?}+ Ë s¹ñ?+ wIýW?% w%—WÖ—W?Ý d|˛U" Ê«b½WÇ Í˛˘˙ ÆÊËuÐ b½W?%ïJý

 ÆÊËuÐ…œ ÊULÝUz w½UJ|u½ WOO¹U²½UÄ wM¹ñÐ

Í…u???}?# W???" …Ë…ËuÇd????OÐ W# ÍW?¹U???O½Ëœ ËWz ÊU????ÝU½ï???ł ó?|—œ w"W¹…ËU????% ïÐ
b½U*Ëu½…œ Íï?š w½«ËUÇ «bM¹ñ+ XÝUz W# W#WÖ «b¹UOð ÍW¹U?O½Ëœ ËWz ¨Ëu³ðU¼
ÍËUM?}Ä W# v½ö???LK% Ë „«—ï???š w½UM?}??N~?MÇ…Ë ïÐ U???N½Wð wA???O½U???"W†UÐ ¨Ë

 ÆUM}¼…œ —U"WÐ «b"«—ïš

p|ËU?ð ïÐ vÐW?½ p|—U???ł U½ —U???ł ¨ÊËu????³ðüW¼ Íd???O?Ð W# W½U???%W?z Ëu???%W¼
 ÆÍœU¹ …ËWMðU¼…œ

—W¼ ¨ËuÐ ÊËuÐd?}?+ w%—WÖ—W?Ý ÍW?"U²?Ýï?%U% Íô v²?š…Ë ¨ÊU?O"W?O?O½U¹WÐ
wJ|—W?Ý Ë …ËU?%W?Ç w†UÐ WÐ ¨ÊU¼W?ÖU½ Í…ËW½«˙Ëu?Ý w?I?ýW?% Í«Ëœ …b½…ËWz

Æ…ËWðËW" dOÐ w½«—Uł ª…ËW²AO½ —U½W" W# …Ë…œËuÝUz

wJ|“«u}?ý Í…ËWz—WÐW# åøs|u" W# d²?O½«ËWz ¨ÊUçO#ïÝò ∫wÝdÄ ï?š—WÝW#
¨Ëu??³?Ð d??}??+ s?ðd~}ð œ—WÐ …œ—Ë Ë ó???O??*…ó???O??* ÍdÐ W# «˙Ëd???OÐ Í˙ï??Öu?†Uz Ídð

«bJ}ðU?" W# øW%W" …d?}# ÊUÝ…—ËW½ Í…—U?%˛ wÇïÐò ∫wÝdÄ …ËWOO?¹…œËuÝUzWÐ
åìÂËu³}# wM% ÍWM|uý ËWz

—«“W¼ Ê«—«“W¼ò ∫wðË …ËW½b½U?ý…Ë«˙ —W?ÝWÐ Ë Íñ?³?}Ä ÍW?"W?,* ÊU?ç?O#ï?Ý
W?" W¹…ËWz ÊU?ÝU½ïł ï?ð ïÐ s% w%ü…Ë W?*Uð ÂüWÐ ¨+«“…œ ¨ËuÐ v# wÝ…—ËW½
ÊU???%WÐ—˘“ ÆX|ËW???"…b?†W¼ U???Oð Íïð „…Ë w?J}???"W¹ «œ…b?M†UÐ Ê«—«“W¼ ËU?½W#
ËW# ¨…d?}z WðWM¹Ëu?²A¹W?Ö U?−MOz …Ë«œ ÂU?$Wz ÊU%ó|—œ Ë ï?š…ËU?" wJ}?²ýW?Ö
„W¹W# —˘“ W" …ËU?ðu" ÊU*WÄ Íœ w"W¹UO½Ëœ ï?Ð …ËW"W¹UO½Ëœ W# «b½U?%W²?ýWÖ
W¹U???O?½Ëœ ËWÐ  …—UÐW???Ý ÊU?/U???"W???O¹—…Ë…d???OÐ Ëu???%W¼ «œW???²???ýW???Ö ËW?# ÆÊËuÇ
q% Èu?" ïÐ …u?O½«e½UL?ýW½ Ë s¹ËuðU¼ Í…u?}# —WÐË…ËW# W?" …ËËœd?" ‘ï%«—W?+
 W???* ïð Æs¹ËU¹˛ «b?¹U??Oð W???" …ËuÐ W?½UðU??Ý ËW?z U??N½W?ð ÊU??%ô ÊU¹˛ Æ5?}½…œ
«b½U¹˛ W# W?" s¹—WÐ WðW?I?O*W?Š ËWÐ ÍWÄ Í…ËW# —W?Ð W" …ËWð˘œd?" …ËW#  d?OÐ
«œW#W?Ö u?}½W?# Í—«bðüW?Ý…œ ¨Ë w"ï?"U½ Ë˙W?ý ¨Ë Êœ—«u?š W# dðU?¼WÐWÐ w²?ý
¨—«“W¼ …œ ¨Êïł ¨ÊU¹˛ —«“W¼ øX?}ÐœdÐ —WÝWÐ ÊU/U¹˛ —ïł b½W?Ç ïšUz ªW¹W¼
W# …˙…ËUÐËd???OÐ ÂWz Í…ËW# —W?Ð …ËËœdÐ —W??ÝWÐ ÊU??%d?ð w½U¹˛ —«“W¼ œW???Ý …d~Ð
ÍWKÄ W?Ð WM²??A¹W??Ö «b½U¹˛ W# W??L??}z w?$U?%U?z W?"  U?JÐ W??+ïJý «b½U??L??Š˘˙
v½Uð…ËWz Æ5½«eÐ Ídð“—WÐWÐ Íœ w½U?"W$U%Uz Ëu?%W¼ W# W²?,¹u}Ä ¨Ë w¹üUÐ
W½U????O¹—U????O½«“ ËWz Í…b?¹—U¹WÐ ÊU????%…bM¹U?z w½U????N???O???ł W????L???}?z XOM?OÐ…œ „…Ë
¨XOÐW½ d?}?+ êO¼ —W?ÖWz ï?š ¨s¹Ëu?Ð ÊU¹d?}?+ …ËW½U?N?Oł ÂW?# W?" s¹d|óÐ…b†W¼
ÊU%W?¼ Í—UÇËœ Ë vÐ…œ W½UN?Oł ÂWz Ídð w"W¹WM|Ë Xý…bM¹U?z w½UNO?ł «ËWz
W????²????,¹u????}?Ä W????" …ËW????²????OÐ…œ W?½«—ËuMÝ Ë —W????á????%W?# Ë b½…u????}?Ä Ë  ï????" ËWz

ÆåXOM|“W³½UOÐ

UłËWz ¨…ËW²}Ð W"W¹UÐ ÍËË˙WÐËË˙ Uð œ—«uš wJ|˙ËuÝ Ë …Ë…œd" w½U"W†UÐ
W¹ïÐ ¨X¹Ëu?Ð Xý —˘“ Íd?}??+ «bJ}½U¹˛ W??*Uð W# ¨ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł ïð ÂüWÐò ∫wðË

åÆvłWM²A¹WÖ ïÐ X¹ñ³½UOÐ Uð …ËuÐW½ W½U¹˛ Ê«—«“W¼ ËWÐ X²,¹u}Ä

ÆoýW?????% …ËWM?ðËW????" Ë U?Ð Â…œ …ËW¹«œ ÊU?¹ï????š ÍW?????²????ÝW?????ł ÊU?????,¹b?????%W¼
ÊUÝU½ïł WJ½uÇ ¨ËuÐW½ ÊUÝUz …Ë…—«uš ïÐ …Ë…—WÝ W# ¨w¹W½“UÐ Í…ËW½«˙ËuÝ
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Uð …ËW?????²?|ñ????}?~³?†W¼ w?†UÐ W?¹«ËuÐ…œ «œW?¹…ËW½«˙Ëu?????Ý ÂW?z ÙW????ÖW?#  U?????"ËU¼
 Æ UJÐ @½W¼UzËU¼ «b¹W"U²Ýï%U% ÙWÖW# Íïš w½U"W†UÐ

ÂWz p|—U??ł b½WÇ åÆ…ËWM¹…bÐ ÙËW?¼ Èu½W#—W?Ý UÐ …—…Ëò ∫w?ðË ÊU?ç?O?#ï?Ý
—Uł «Ëœ Uð åÆ…ËWM¹…bÐ ÙËW?¼ Èu½W#—WÝ UÐ …—…Ëò ∫…Ë…œd"  UÄËËœ ÍW¹W?,*

Æå°W½«uł —˘“ W"UÇ —˘“ò ∫wðË

 Æœd" ÊU"WOO¹W½“UÐ …ËW½«˙ËuÝ w½U¹Uá}Ð wIýW% WÐ ÊUO²Ý…œ U−MOz
¿¿¿

—W?ÝW# ¨Ëu?ÐW½ ÊU?OM¹ñ?+…—«u??}z W?" ÍW½«bM†U?Ð ËWz d?ÝW?Ž ËW?%…œ ÊU??OJ|˛˘˙
Íï??š wO??A??}?"ñ?Ä ÊU?ÝU?½ï?ł ÆÊËu?ÐU?%«˙ Ë ÊËu?ÐU?²??Ý…Ë …Ë…d??²??"W¹ Íô W??"W*
W½«ËË“ ÂWÐ  u½U¹…œ W" U½ wK% W¹…—ËWÖ WÝ…—ËW½ ËWz Íô Ë…—WÐ Ë ˙WÖW²,š

 ÆX}Ç…œ ÊUNOł Í˙WÄËWz ïÐ Ë X}à}¼…œ vł W½UNOł ÂWz

W???????"…—ËW????????Ö W???????Ý…—ËW?½ åì@?½U???????O?Çò ∫wðË …ËW?½«˛W???????à????????ý p?|“ïðW?Ð
åÆÂ˙u" v†WÐò ∫wðË Ë œd" wJ|d¹WÝ …ËWOO½UÐ…dNO%WÐ

¨ËuÐœd???"W½ d???OÄ Ë X?+W½W???" ÍW???Ý…—ËW½ ÂWz ªw?½W??%W?ð ÍËËœdÐ«˙ w½üU???Ý
ÆËuÐ dðñ??+ó??O?ð W#W??Ö Ídð w½U??"W??Ý…—ËW?½ W# ¨Ëu??³??O??A??šWÐ vÄ Íe??}¼ u?J†WÐ
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Æ6Ð Íd}+ «œ…œ ÊUO†ËW¼ …“Uð dð w½«ËWz W" w½«“…œ ÍU¼…Ë Í—W½u¼

 åøWOO½ «Ë ¨WOO½ XýW¼WÐ W½UNOł ÂWz @½UOÇò

w½U?ÝU½ï?łò ∫wðË ¨v?ðU¼ Í…eÐ «b~½U?% ÍW?H¹dð —W?ÐW# W?"…—ËW?Ö W?Ý…—ËW½
 åøXO³Ð d}+ ÈËWð…œ ÊU,¹œ ¨”…—ËW½

W# XýW?¼WÐ U¹Uz ø5?Ç…œ Èu??"ïÐ øX?}Ð…œ wÇ …Ë«ËœWÐ …d???}# ÍWz ¨W???ýUÐò
åøW¹WJ¹œ wJ}M|uý

Ë  U??" W?# XýW¼WÐ ÆW???O??O?½ w½ËuÐ …—ï??ł ËW?# wM|u???ý ¨ÊU??ÝU½ï???ł ¨¡W½ò
p}ðU?Ý åÆw†U??%W?"—WÐ Ë w¹üUÐ ÍWKÄWÐ WM?²?A¹W?Ö XýW¼WÐ ÆW?O??O½ «bM|u?ý

ÆåøWOO½«Ë ¨X¹ñ+óOð —˘“ ïðò ∫wðË U−MOz ¨ËuÐ @½…b}Ð

W??" ÆåWM¹ñ??+ ó??Oð W# Â“W??Š s% ìs%ò ∫wðË …ËW?½U?ÝËW??²??Ý…œWÐ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł
 Æœd" …ËW¹ïšWÐ w¹“U½Uý ¨…Ëu²A¹WÖ w%«—W% W# W"…—ËWÖ WÝ…—ËW½ wO½«“

XýW?¼WÐ XO?MOÐ…œ ªw?†U???%W???"—WÐ ÍW?KÄ …b½U?¹W???Ö  ï???š w¹«d????}???š ÍW???"ò
ÊU¹ ¨qO???% —«“W¼ w¹«d???}??šWÐ s?¹ñ??+ ÍU½U???% ‘W??%Wz ÆÊU???ÝU½ï??ł¨W?¹…ËWðôW#
Æv½W¹W???ÖU½ pA??Oð w?¹«d??}??šWÐ s¹ñ??+ ÊU?¹ ¨«bJ|d|˛U??" W?# qO??% p}½ï???OK%
«bJ}?ðU?" W?# Æ U?"…œ Í—U?¹œ p|—ËuMÝ W½«—U??%˛ ÂW# „W¹…—U??%˛ —W¼ W?J½uÇ
¨Ë XO?Ð ‘…d???}# Wð«Ë w?¹«d???}???š ¨Â˙u???" Æ…—ËuMÝ v?Ð w†U???%W???"—WÐ Ë w?¹üUÐ
U?$WÄ w¹—ËËœ W# ÊUýU?Ä ¨ËuÐ ÊË ËUÇ W# @½UOÇ «b?J|ñÄ W# åÆXOÐ g|ËW#
Æ«œ ÂU??$Wz «bJ}½U??"ËËdðËU?Ç W# ÍW?%W?z ¨…ËWðËW??"—…œ …ËW?"W??š˘˙ Íô …u??}Ä
U½WÄ W# «b??"W¹W?"d?Ç w"W¹ —«“W¼ Í…ËU?%W?# Ë …ËïÐ ÊË ËUÇ W# …—UÐËËœ U??−MOz

 ÆåWýïš wJ}²ý ‘W%Wzò ∫wðË Ë …ËW¹U²Ý…Ë …ËW½UÝU½ïł

 UJÐ —UOÝd?Ä XýW¼WÐ Í…—UÐ—…œ …Ë…ËuÇ ÍdOÐ ¨U%˙ËuÝ Í—W?Ý ÊUÝU½ïł
w½«u?ð…œ b½WÇ U?ð øX¹W???"…œ wÇ W?Ð XÝW¼ øX?¹W???"…œ W???%Wz Êï?Çò ∫wðË Ë

 åø…ËW²¹ËWJÐ —ËËœ

XO½«u?ð…œ ªÈËW?²?Ð p}½U??%…“ Ë s|u??ý —W¼ ïÐò ∫wðË W??"…—ËW??Ö W??Ý…—ËW½
 åÆÂËu²A¹˘˙ ÍïÐ …ËW²}Ðœd" p}½U%…“ Ë s|uý —W¼ W# ÂdOÐ s% ¨X¹˘ñÐ
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ªU~|˙ wO?²?šWÝ wÝd?ð W# ÍW½«ËWzò ∫wðË Ë œd?" ÍW"U¹—…œ w"W¹U?ýU?%Wð
ÂüWÐ ÆÈu?" êO¼ W½W??ÖU½ ªs½«“…œ  ËWÇ wJ|—U?"WÐ w†U?%W??"—WÐ WÐ 7A¹W?Ö
¨Ê…œU½ U~|˙ w?O?²?šW?ÝWÐ Èu??Ö w†U?%W?"—WÐ W?Ð 7A¹W?Ö Íb?}??%uzWÐ ÍW½«ËWz
XýW¼WÐ W" X}ÇW½ œU¹ W#  …ËWz ÊUÝU½ïł ÆX|ËW½UOÐ „WO|u" —W¼ W½WÖ…œ
¨ÆÊU½U???% v?Ð wL???ýË—œ ÊU???%…“ Ë s|u???ý W?J½uÇ ÆW???O???O½ ÊU???%…“ ÊU?¹ s|u???ý

åÆÆXýW¼WÐ

 åøÂñHÐ ïð u"…Ë X¹WJÐ d}+ gOM% XO½«uð…œò

ÍË«ËWð WJ?¹œ w"W??O?OM?}?N?½WÐ Êœd??³¹WÄ wðW??%˛W??Š W# ”…—ËW½ w½U??ÝU½ï??ł
 ÆÍ“—W#…œ w½…œWÐ

 åÆÆXO³Ð d}+ X¹WJÐ “WŠ …ËW†œ ÍU~½U" W# —WÖWz ¨U½ ïÐ ÍWzò

 åøs¹WJÐ vÄ XÝ…œ ÍW" Æ+ËuÐ d}+ Í˘—“W%Uð …ËW†œ ÍU~½U" W#ò

 åÆs¹W"…œ vÄ XÝ…œ U²,}z —W¼ X¹W"…œ “WŠò

 åÆ,d}+ WM¹ñ+ …—ïł ËWz ÈËW%…œò ∫wðË ÊUÝU½ïł

 åøÂWJ³OÇ vÐ…œ ÆÆvàÐ r}Äò …ËW¹UýË…—œ «bO½U"…ËUÇ W# ï%U½ wJ|—Ëu½

 ÆW"…Ëô …bM†UÐ …Ëu³¹ñÐ ÍËUÇ Íœ—ËWÐ Ë «Ëœ…œ wML}¼ WÐ @½UOÇ

WM|u???ý ËW#  …ËW½œd???"d??OÐ w¹«d???}??š ÊU??%W?¼WÐ ÈËW??²Ð p?}M|u???ý —W¼ ïÐò
ËWz WðW???²¹Ëu??²???A¹W??Ö W???"  ËUÇ g}?Ä W??²??OM?}??NÐ «Ë v?Ð…œ Uð…—W??Ý ¨X¹ñ???HÐ

 åìWM|uý

W# ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł W?" ËuÐ«œ…ËW# …—U??" ËWz Í—W½u?¼ ¨ÍËu?³ðË @½U??OÇ u??"…Ë—W¼
w¹ó|—œ W??" ÍW?¹W??²??ÝW??ł ËWz ¨X}ÐU¼…˙ Íï???š ÍW??²??ÝW??ł Íb½…u??}Ä Ë  ï??"
U¹—…œ w½U?"…—ËuM?Ý «bM¹ñ?+ wðU?"W# ¨ËuÐ d?ðW?L?O?²½U?Ý vÝ Ë œ…ËW?½ w½U?"W†UÐ
w?²??????ýËd??????Ý W??????" Í…ËW?Ð ËuÐ Êœd???????³¹W?Ä …—W½u?¼ ÂW?z Æb½«˙W?Ä…œW?M}?ð ÍdðU?¹“
—W¼W# v?½«uð…œ ÈËW??OÐ ÍW??" ¨…Ë«d???ÝËu½W½ w"W?¹…—U??%˛ u??"…Ë ÍWMO???*W??²??Ý«˙

ÆÈËWJÐ—…œ w²}²ÝWÐW% W" «bJ}½U%…“ Ë s|uý

˛˘˙ Í«Ëœ ˛˘˙ Æœd?" ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł W# w†Ëu?* wJ|—U?" WðWI?O?*W?Š ÂWÐ Êœd?³¹WÄ

ÂüWÐ ¨ËuÐ WI?ýW% ÂWz w%—WÖ—WÝ ÊU~½…—œ ËW?ý Uð …ËW½«—WŠWÝ Í…b}?áÝ W#
 ÆÊËuÐ …œËuN}Ð w½U"W†ËW¼

d?OÐ W# WðW?IO?*W?Š ËWÐ Êœd"«ËñÐò ∫…Ë…œd?" wðUÄËËœ —U?ł U¼…b½WÇ @½U?OÇ
ÆW¹W?"WM¹ñ?+ Í—ï?ł WÐ Êœd?³¹WÄWÐ XO?²?,¹u?}Ä X¹ñ?HÐ Í…ËWz ïÐ °…Ë…—WÐ  ï?š

åÆì…Ë…—…bÐ ÙËW¼ Èu½W#—WÝ Í…œ ìW¹«Ë Íœ ÍËWz u"…Ë—W¼ g¹W%Wz

w½U?"…ËUÇ ¨ËuÐU?²Ý…Ë …ËW?"…—U½W?" Íô W" ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł ÊUO?J|˛˘˙ ÂU$…—W?Ý
w½U??"W?,?* w"˘d??" W# ÊU¼W?ÖU?½ Æ…ËïÐœd?"ñÇ Íï??š Í—e¼ Ë d?OÐ ÆËuÐb½U??*Ëu½
Ë üUÐ wJ}?Ý…—ËW?½ s% W?" W¹…ËWz ÍW?"W?O?O?²?Ý«˙ Wð«ËW?"ò X?A¹W?Ö @½U?OÇ

 Æ…ËWOO½Wð w½UOÖ UÄ«—WÝ Íb½W%ïJý w²ÝW¼ å °Âœ«“Uz

 ∫œd" Í—«ËU¼ ËuÐ @½UOÇ w~½…œ W# w|uÖ ËU"U½

 å°W"UÇ —˘“ò

…ËWJ}Ä ÊUO"ËËœ—W¼ ¨W"…—ËWÖ WÝ…—ËW½ Ë Íïš ÆUM}N†W¼ ÍËUÇ ÊUÝU½ïł
˙ïý W"…ËUz ËU½ ïÐ ÊU¹—WÝ ÊU²?š…—œ ÆÊËuÐ “«ËUOł Ë«ËWð w"W¹U¹—…œ ÈuÖ W#
«œ…u?}½ ËWÐ ÊUO?O½Ëu?²†Uz Í“ïð …ËW½U¹—W?Ý —ËË˛ W# œ—…“ Í—ïš ËËœ Æ…ËïÐœd?"
ÊËu³†«“ ïÐ ÂüWÐ ¨XO?²A¹WÖ W?"W"˘dOÐ W# —U?ł«Ëœò ∫wðË @½UOÇ ¨b½«˛dÄ…œ

åìWðËU% U²A}¼ ª«bðïš Íœuš —WÝWÐ

 åø5|u" W# WL}zò ËuÐU%˙Ë w*«Ë ÊUÝU½ïł

∫wðË X}Ð ÂU??Ý—W?Ý W¹…“Uð WMO??%…“—W?Ý ÂWÐ Í…ËWz vÐ W?"…—ËW??Ö W?Ý…—ËW½
ËËœ Ë …“ËWÝ ÍW?"W½ULÝUz W?" „W¹…—UÝW¼ ¨s¹WJ¹œ w"W¹…—UÝW¼ W# W?L}zò

ÆåÆW¹W¼ Í—ïš

 åÆUM}¼ XÝ…œWÐ rMðËW"—WÝò ∫œd" Í—«ËU¼ …ËWO¹œUýWÐ ÊUÝU½ïł

Í—«ËU¼ ÂW??"W?¹ W??%Wz ªWðU??Ý ËW?z Uð Ëu??³??²??A??}???N??}??łWÐ ÊU??O?¹Ë…“ ÍWð…ËW#
 ÆÈ—…œ W²}Ð Í—«“ W# ËuÐ w½U%œUý

—W¼ ÆÊï??ł UM?}¼ XÝ…œWÐ XM?ðËW??"—W?Ý ÊU??%u?~}Ð ¨v†WÐò ∫w?ðË @½U??OÇ
X|˙…ËUÇ X|˙ —WÝW# sðËW"—WÝ ªX¹W"…œ wÇ Ë ÈË…œ XOÇ XO½«“ p}ðU"

36 ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłŒUÐ œ—Uâ¹˙



37

 åìgO½Ëu³†«“ «œ ïš —WÝWÐ Í…—UÐ—…œ Æ U"…œ

…ËUÇW?Ð Íœ w½U????"W????Ý…—ËW?½ ÆËu????³Ð p¹—U?ð «ËW¼ …ËW?½«˙W????Ö W????" v²????š…Ë
W½UÝ…—ËW½ ÂWz Æœd"…œ ÊUO?½UÝU½ïł ÍUýU%Wð …Ë…e|˙WÐ ª…ËW½UO½U?"WOO½Ëu²†Uz

 ÆËuÐ ÊË ËUÇ W# ªËuÐ w}# d²A}Ä W" «œWM|uý ËW# ÊïÇ wMOÐ ÊUO½UÝU½ïł

∫wðË U?−MOz Ë U?²?Ý…Ë p|ËUð ªœd?" v# ÊU?OO¹U?Ð“˘dOÄ ÊU?"W?Ý…—ËW½ vðU?"
¨Ë Â«œUð…—W?Ý W# U?²A?}¼ s% °…Ë…u?}z ÍW¹U?O½Ëœ ÂWz Wðï?²?,?š r}Ä …“Uð s%ò

 å°,d}+ Xý …Ë…u}z W# Uð ÂËuðU¼

 W¹W?,?* ÂW# +U?%u??Ö s%ò ∫wðË ËuÐU?²?Ý…Ë …ËW½U?OJ¹e½ W?# W?" ÊU?ç?O#ï?Ý
Í…bM}¼ …u¹œW½ r?J}Ý…—ËW?½ vÐ…œ gO†U?Ý —«“W¼ …œ WJ½uÇ ¨ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł W¹W¼

 åÆvÐ ÊËuÐd}+ Í«b¹Wý ïð

WÐ w²??ÝW?¼ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł ¨Ë U??A??}??" «b??Ý…—ËW½ W#ïÄ —W??ÝWÐ w?†UÐ wýï??%U??š
 Æœd" Â—Wý p|“ïð

u????"U?ð ¨X¹ËW?JÐ ÊW????%…“ g?}Ä X?O½«uð…œ ÈËW?????²Ð —W????Öò ∫w?ðË @½U?????OÇ
 U???" ËWz ÆX?¹ñ??H?Ð …ËW???ýW½«ËW???â???}ÄWÐ Ë …b?M¹Uz ï?Ð …Ë…ËËœdÐ«˙ W# XO?½«u???²Ð
Ë…—W?Ð X?O?½«u?ð…œ ÆX?O?Ð…œ ⁄U?½ï?????????* s?¹d?ðe??????????}?¼W?Ð Ë s?¹d?ð—«Ë˛œ Í…œU?????????%U?z
w½UÐ…d??N??O?% Ë o?A?O??Ž ÍU½U??% W# Ë X¹…bÐ ÙUÐ ÍW??I??*W?ý W?# ÊU?"W??O??O¹«“—WÐ

 åÆX¹W~³}ð

«œW¹…ËU??% ÂW# ÆWJ?}~½U??%  uð…œ W??" p}½W??%…“ ÊU¹ ¨Í˙W??á??}ð p}~½U??%
—˘“ ¨È˙ïÖ WðU¼…œ Èu½ wJ}IýW?% —W¼ Â«Ë…œ—WÐ ÆËuÐd}+ Xý —˘“ ÊUÝU½ïł
„…Ë Ê“W??% wÝ…—ËW½ ÍW??O?OðW??³¹Uð W??O??OÐUðu??* ÂWz ÆËuÐ…œ Íd??}?+ w?¹«d?}??šWÐ
 ÆËuÐ Èu½ ÍWA|b½Wz Ë dOÐ Í«œ…u†W¼ —«b†UÐË˙WÄ wO½˘d²JO#Wz wJ}M}ýU%

wML?}¼WÐ ÍW"W½Ëu?³½Ë W# —WÐ ÆU?%W½ —U¹œ @½UO?Ç ÊUOJ|˛˘˙ ÍW?"WO¹d?šUz
W# W??O?O?Ç p}ðU??Ý e?O??Ö—W¼ W??" Êœd?" w?¹—U?Ö˛ï??%Uz Æ«Ëœ «b½U¹Ëu??%W¼ ÙW??ÖW#
sÐ —«Ë˛œ wI?ýW% Ë ÊËu?Ðd}?+ wJ¹—W?š Â«Ë…œ—WÐ ¨Ë Ê…œW½ Í˘ñO?+WÐ ÊU?O½U¹˛
 ÆÊ—WÐ w†U%W"—WÐ Ë w¹üUÐ w½UN½WÄ ÍWA¹˙ WÐ ÍWÄ dðU¹“ Ê…bÐ ôW*Wð ¨Ë

¨…ËW½ËuÐ…œ d???²½U??A??š…—œ Ë ÊU??A??š…—œ w?½U??"W†UÐ ¨«Ëœ…œ v²??š…Ë @?½U??OÇ
ËuÐW?½ «bJ}????Ý…—ËW½ ê?O¼ ÍU½«u?ð W# W???" ÊËu?Ð ÊUÐUð „W?¹…œ«˙WÐ ÂU????$…—W???Ý

ÆÈñ³Ð vð ÊU¹ËUÇ

∫wðË Ë ÊUÝU½ïł …œd" w%…œ ÍËË˙ —Uł«Ëœ @½UOÇ

åÆWÐ oýUŽ WAO%W¼ ¨Êïłò

 Æ—…œ WMðU¼ Í—«“ W# W" ÊËuÐ WýË «Ëœ W%Wz ÍbOz

ÆËu³Ð ÊË ËUÇ W# @½U?OÇ ¨—WÐ …ËWðU¼ ÊUOO¹UMOÐ Íe}¼ vðU?" ÊU"WÝ…—ËW½

ËU½WÐ ËU?½ œd??"…œ w²??ÝW?¼ ÊU??ÝU½ï???ł ÆÊËuÇ…œ Ë sðU¼…œ Ê«˛˘˙ …—ï??−???%WÐ
ÊU¹ ¨„W¹ …œ ÈËW# —WÖWz ÆËu?³ðU¼ Í…u}# W" …ËWðU"…œ WMO?%…“—WÝ ËWz ÍœU¹
°ËuÐ…œ Íd??²†Ëu?* w"W?¹U½U?% w½U?¹˛ ¨w½«“…œ Í…d?}z Í…ËWz w?"W¹ œW?Ý U??N½Wð
ïÐ W??O??O?½ p}??Ý…—ËW½ ÈËW# U???²??,??}z U¹Uzò Íd?JH??}ð ËU??²??Ý…Ë W??"W?* —W??ÝW#
 U~Ð vð d??²†Ëu??* s¹ñ?+ ÍU?½U?% ¨Ë  «bÐôW??*Wð b½…u??}Ä Ë  ï??" W# w¹U¼…˙
W???%W#WÐ ËU½ w?½U½ …œ—Ë w½U?M}??N?~MÇ…Ë ï?Ð X}Ð p}???²???ýW??Ö U???N½WðW?Ð Í…ËW#
W?????" Í…ËWz —W????ÝW?# Ë X}?ÐËuÐW?¼ «Ë wJ?}????Ý…—ËW?½ W~?½…˙ ÆÊU????"…—«b†ËW?????Ý

 åÆX}Ð«d"—…œ ª…ËuðË wðWIO*WŠ W#WÖ —W³%«—WÐ

w½UÐ…d?NO?% Í—W¼ËWÖ wM²?A¹W~}ð w½U?"W½«Ë —WÝW# d?²Ä Èb½WÇ ÊUÝU½ï?ł
wý˘d?š Ë ‘ïł ªU?ýï?"…œ oA?OŽ Í—W¼ËW?Ö wMO?ÝU½ ïÐ d?²Ä¨ËuÐ…œ Â«Ë…œ—WÐ
WJ½uÇ ÆU?A}"…œ ÍW½U?%“ «bO?šU½ W# dðU¹“ Íïš ÍW?"WMO%…“—W?Ý ïÐ …ËW½«˙WÖ
‘…ËWz Í«ñ?|Ë ÂüWÐ …ËËœdÐ —W????ÝWÐ w?¹U???O½W?ð WÐ ÍËËœdÐ«˙ Ëu????%W¼ w?Ç—W???Ö
wIAOŽ ÍW+ïJý w|˙ W%Wz ÆU²Ýï%U% W²}³Ð Uð …ËuÐ XÝË—œ W¹ïÐ ÊUÝU½ïł
W??" v?½W¹W~Ð«˙ W½U???Ý…—ËW½ ËWÐ …ËËœdÐ v?Ä ÍWÄ W??" ÍWðW???I??O??*W???Š ËWz ªËuÐ

 Æ WIO*WŠ wMO½«“ ïÐ sJ}#W¼ Í˘—“W%Uð

w½«ËWz wOðW??%—U¹ ËuÐ W?%«—U?" «œ ≠d?OÐ „…Ë ó?Oð wM¹ñ??+≠ W#W?" ÊU?ç?O#ï?Ý
 ∫ Ë w}Ä W¹ïÐ ÆËuÐ Ê«—W~O½ ÊUÝU½ïł ÍW¹W"˘dOÐ ÂWÐ ªsÐd}+ Uð «œ…œ Ídð
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ÊU?"W??Ý…—ËW½ X¹«œW¹«ËñÐ ËW?# ÊïÇ Íb?Oz ÆX¹Ë«d??"—…œ W#W?Ö W# ï?ð ¨Êï?łò
ÍW¹…bM†UÐ ËWz® ∫X}†…œ W" …Ëu²,?OÐ  …b½WÄ ËWz ïð °øÊW"…œ qý ïÐ X|uÖ
ïð Íb|“ w½U"…bM†UÐ ÆW²?Ý«˙ wJ|b½WÄ W%Wz © vMOÐ…œ dð—ËËœ ªÈñHÐ dð“—WÐ
Â«Ë…œ—WÐ Ë …ËWð˘œd??" ˙ï??ý …Ë…—«u??š ï?Ð ÊU¹—W??Ý Ë ÊËU??²??Ý…Ë 5%…“ —W??Ý W#
ÆÊ—ËËœ …ËW?²??ýW¼WÐ W# qO??% Ê«—«“W¼ Ê«ËWz ÆW½U¹˙ï??ý Ë˙W?ý «b½U¹ï??š ËU½W#
 W½U?½Wð s?½«uðU?½ W½«ËW?z Êï????ł °ÊW?JÐ ÍœW?Ð XýW?¼WÐ …u?|ËW# ÈËW?ð…œ ‘ïð
W½UÝ…—ËW½ ËW?z wOðW%—U¹ Æ…Ë…—WM}0 …d?}# °ÊWJÐ ÍœWÐ ÊUOýï?š w†UÐ w"Ëu½
X½U???"W???,???* W# v?ÐW½ êO¼ ÍW?½U???Ý…—ËW½ ËWz ¨…d???}z W?ðW½ËuðU?¼ …“Uð W???" …bÐ

 åÆÊWÖ…œ

Íï??š w½U?"WM?¹d|œ U?O½Ëœ ïÐ @?½U?OÇ —W??Öò ∫wðË ÊU??ýUÄ Ë U?%«˙ p}ðU??Ý
 ÆåøX¹ËuÐ…œ Èu"W# U²,}z ïð øËuÐ…œ ı ª…ËWðW¹UÐ«˙W~Ð

…“Uð W???" œd???" —U??"WÐ w?²??Ý…œ «œW?½«bM†UÐ ËW?z ÙW??ÖW?# Ë …ËW¹U??% ÊU???ÝU½ï???ł
Ë „…d¹“ v#W?Ö «b½U?O?½U?"W½«Ë w½ËuÐd?}?+ W# W?" ÍW½«bM†U?Ð ËWz ÆÊËu?³?²?A¹W?Ö
Ë‹…ËW¹«b?†W¼ Í—W???Ý ÍW???"W?M¹d|œ W???²???ÝW?¼ œdÐW½ Í…b?½…ËWz ÂüWÐ ÆÊËu?Ð U¹—Ë
W?" …ËW?²?}MOÐ…œ ÍË…“ —W?ÝW# ”…—ËW½ ËËœ „W¹ X}Ð p?}½ïÇ —W¼ ªÍdJH?}ð
—W?Ö ª«d?"—…œ «b¹U?Oð W?" …Ë…˛˘˙ ËW# —W¼ ÆX}?ÐW¼ ô ÊU?O½ËuÐd?}?+ wO?Ö…œU?%Uz

 Æw½«“…œ ÍdðU¹“ —˘“ U²,}z ¨W¹Uðd~Ð w#WÄ Ë W¹UðËWJÐ ÍU¹d+ @½UOÇ

Ë sýUÐ ïð w½U?"W?OOÐUðu?* ¨…ËW?L|˙W~Ð vÐ…œ ¨ÊUç?O#ï?Ýò ∫wðË ÂU$…—W?Ý
åÆÊ…bÐ XOðW%—U¹ «œdð w½U"…bM†UÐ w½œd"d}+ W# s½«uð…œ Ê«ËWz dð«Ëœ

Æœd"W½ ÙW?ÖW# Íñ%u²A?% ÊU¹…—U−%Wz ÂüWÐ ¨U?A}J†W¼ wJ}šUz ÊUç?O#ïÝ
ÆåÆÂW"…œ dOÐ  —˘“ XOà}NÐ vł …d}z —WÖò ∫wðË UN½Wð

∫wðË …ËWOO²A½…“—WÝWÐ ÊUÝU½ïł

—W?ÖWz øWO?OÇ ïÐ W?L}z ÍW½«˛˘˙ w½U?ýïJ}ð ÍWz øw}†…œ «Ë ÊïÇ ¨w#ï?Ýò
ª…ËWM|u?ý Ë  U?" „…Ë w²?ý WÐ …ËW?²?}Ð«d?²?ÝWÐ WL?}z Ê«u?}½ wO?²?,¹ËW?ýï?š
u??}½W# ÊU??L??OðW??O?|˙ËU¼ ªs¹ËuÐ Ù«“ «bM?|u??ý Ë  U??" —W?ÝW?Ð v²??š…Ë Wð«ËW??"

Æs¹WJÐ U¼…˙ ©…d?}z® WL}z W?" Wð«Ë ¨«bM|uý —WÝW?Ð ÊËu³†«“ v#…Ë °øX}Ç…œ
XO½ «œW¹«ËñÐ ËW# ïð Æ©U?²?,}?z® w½œd" U¼…˙ Wð«Ë «b?A?OðU?" —WÝWÐ ÊËu?³†«“

åø5MO³Ð Íd²"W¹ «œU²,}z Ë …d}z Ê«u}½ W# —Uł —Uł WL}z vý…œ W"

…ËW?OO½UÐ…d?NO?%WÐ ÆvðU¼ w"W¹…eÐ X|ËW?OÐ Í…ËWz vÐ ¨”…—ËW½ w½U?çO#ï?Ý
p}Ý…—ËW½ W?*Uð ÍË…“ ÍËË˙ —WÝW# —WÖWz ¨W?"W½«u|œ …bM†UÐ ÍWz ïðò ∫wðË
…ËWKO???% —«“W¼ w¹—ËËœ W# Êï?Ç  UJÐ d??}???+ Íœ wJ}???Ý…—ËW½ v½«u??²?Ð vÐW¼

åÆW½UÝU½ïł —W¼ WÝ…—ËW½ ËWz ÊU%u~}Ð ¨vMO³Ð

åÆÂWJ|˙ËU¼ ÍWz ¨Êïł «ËU¾†U%ò ∫wðË Ë ÊU"W* WO¹ñÐ ÍËUÇ U−MOz

Íb?}?%uzWÐ ¨w?#ï?Ý «ËU?¾†U?%ò
 åÆ—«b¹œ

W?#W????????Ö ÍW?M|Ë «œW?ðU????????" ÂW?#
W?ðU?¼ U?¹—…œ —U?½W????????" w?Ý…—ËW?½
w?½U??????????ÝU?½ï?????????ł ÆÍËU?Ç g?}?Ä
œd????????"…œ w?²????????ÝW¼ …b?¹œU????????O?½œ
¨WO?O½ ÊUI?,}z Ë ˙W?Ä p}²?A%
w?à??????%U???????" w"W?¹W½Ëu?/ u?J†W?Ð

Æ…—ËuMÝ vÐ wM¹ñ+ Ë Íœ«“Uz
¿¿¿

”…—ËW?½ Íb?MO?#—W????????â???????O?K?+
¨ËuÐ «b¹Ëô wð…˙W¼ W# U?²A?}¼
U?²??,?}z u?"Uð W??" w½«e¹…œ ÂüWÐ
«b??"W¹…b?M†UÐ êO¼ ÙW??ÖW?# W#W??Ö

ÆÊU¹œd?" ÂWz —W?³?%«—WÐ u?"…Ë …ËËœd?"W½ Í—U?²?+…˙ W?O¹ó?O?ðËb½uð Ë w*…ñ†œ ËWÐ
Â…œWÐ å s}àOÐ UÐ s}†…œ vÄ r"WO?OÇ—W¼ò ∫wðË «b¹ïš w†œ W# …ËWOO¹…˙uðWÐ
…ËW# —˘“ s¹ñ???+ò ËuÐ è}# ÍËUÇ—W?Ð ¨ÊU??"…—ËËœ …œ—WÐ W??ýU??Ö Ë…—WÐ …ËW?M¹ñ??+
 W½U½Wðì W½U½W?ð ÆvÐ Êœd?"ôËö%W?z Ë Ê«œ«b"W?¹WÐ ÙUÐ U?N½WðWÐ W?" …dðU¹“
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Í…—ËW?????Ö Í—Ë…œWÐ …b?½…ËWz —W?¼ °Èd????"…œ v?Ä Í…ËWz g?O?????"W¹W?#Ëu????A?????}?????%
ËuÐ wÇW" ¨W²†UÖ ïÐ —W¼ g¹ËWz ¨«œ ÂU$Wz Â—ô w"W¹…ËW½ôuš «b½UÝ…—ËW½
…ËW½W"U½ …ËW# d?OÐ øÊUMOÐU½ øÊd|u" W½U%Wz °r?|dJÐ—…œ W#WÖ W# Í…ËWz Íï¼WÐ

å°ø5Ð WMO*W²Ý«˙ wM¹ñ+ Íd}+ ÊU%Ëu%W¼ —WÖ WO¹b½W%ïJý b½WÇ

w½U¹ s¹ñ??+ ÂW?"…œ ÊU¹d??}?+ Æ…ËW½W?"…œ w?Ç W# d?OÐ W??O?O½ @½d??Ö …ËW?%ôWÐò
v# ÊU¹«Ë vÐ…œ Æ.˛œ s% «ËWz ÊW½U¹˛ …—ïł ËWz Í—U¹“«uš Ê«ËWz —WÖWz ÆwÇ

åì…ËWM³Ð ÊULOýWÄ ÂWJÐ

¨vÐ«b?†W¼ Í—W????Ý …ËW????O????O????šU?½ W# Í…ËW?z „…Ë ¨ËuÐ p}?~½…œ W?# w|u????Ö
…ËuÐ Ë UM}¼ «b?O?ýW?# WÐ wJ}?"ñÇËu?% ÂüWÐ ¨ËuÐ sL?}¼ Ë pÝU?½ wJ}~½…œ

 Æ «bÐ p|dðW# «œ«ËW¼ W# Í…ËWz Íï¼

Íœ w½U?"W?Ý…—ËW½ ÆWÐW% ‚…ñ†œ «b?½UO†W?ÖW# …b½…ËWz °”…—ËW½ Í—W?â?OK+ò
ÍW¹…Ë…œd???" ËW?Ð Èœ p|˛˘˙ ¨Ë …Ë«œ ÊU¹ï???š Í—«“U?z U???N½Wð ïð w?½œd???"—…œWÐ
«b½U?O†WÖ W# ÆXOMO?³¹…œ ïð U²?,}z W?" 4O³Ð …ËWz gO½«ËWz ¨…ËWMâÐ «b?½U¹ïš

åÆÊW~³}ð Uð …bÐ ÊUOOðW%—U¹ Ë WÐ Ê«Ë«dH~MÝ

s¹d???²?½UÐUð ¨…ËW????%W???" w"W???O?¹—ËËœ W# ¨…ËW???O???²???Ý«˙ w?†UÐ w"Ëu?½ ÍôËW#
„Ëu???Ý  UJÐ ËËb?½U???% Íï???š Í…ËWz vÐ ÆÍñ???+…œ U???O½Ëœ w?O???á??Ý w?Ý…—ËW½
w¹«d???}??š ÊU??%W?¼WÐ ¨Ë vM}?†Ëu??−Ð w½U???"W†UÐ W# p?}†UÐ Í…ËWz v?Ð ÆÍñ??+…œ

 ÆX}Ð w¹«d}š «Ëœ ËuÇ…œ …ËW# W" —WâKO+ wM¹ñ+

 ÆËuÐ ÂUÝ—WÝ Ë W²HOýUz W"…Ëô …bM†UÐ p|ËUð ïÐ

å°°øWOOÇ W%Wz øÂËËœd% ÊU¹ øÂËuÐ X}ý ø«œ…œ ËË˙ wÇò

∫wOÝdÄ W½U%«—Uz Ë XÝ«˙WÐ ËuÐ W"WML}¼ W~½…œ

«bM¹ñ+ W# „WOO¹«bMàÐ W²¹W~?Ð X¹W"…œ “WŠ U¹Uz °”…—ËW½ ÍbMO#—WâOK+ò
Ë ÊU¹ô …ËW??²??O|˙W?~Ð p|˛˘˙ ¨Ë XO??³Ðd??}??+ ¨Ë wA??šW??³?Ð W#W??Ö «b¹U??Oð W??"

åøX¹…bÐ ÊUOOðW%—U¹

ÊU??O?²??ÝW¼ Ë …ËËœd?" —«b?M¹dÐ ÊU??O†œ W#W?Ö w?Ç—W?Ö …Ë…œd??" Íd?O?Ð —W?â??OK+

Æ UJÐ ˘—œ v?½«uðU½ WM}??+ñ†œ …“U??OM?A?}?Ä ÂWz —W??³??%«—WÐ ÂüWÐ ¨…ËËb½U??ýËË˙
åÆÂW"…œ “WŠ v†WÐò ∫wðË …ËWOO%—W½WÐ W¹ïÐ

 ∫wðË …ËWOO½UÐ…dNO% W# ñÄ wJ}~½…œWÐ W"W½UÐUð …bM†UÐ

åÆs¹WJÐ vÄ XÝ…œ …ËW%e½ wM¹ñ+ W# UÐ ¨—WâOK+ …ËWA}Ä …—…Ë Wð«ËW"ò
¿¿¿

42 ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïłŒUÐ œ—Uâ¹˙



43

ÂWO}Ý wýWÐ

W# ÆU?%…œ«˙ Ë …ËW¹«˙ËuÝ…œ «b½U?"…—ËËœ …œ—WÐ WýU?Ö —W?ÝWÐ ïš…ËU?" ÊUÝU½ï?ł
ïÐ W?OO¹W½Ëu/ w"W?OOÐUðu?* …Ë«˛Wà?ý W#ïJâÐ WÝ…—ËW½ ÂWzò wðË «b¹ï?š w†œ
ËWz d??²?~½d??Ö W½«ËW# ÂüW?Ð ÆËuÐ ñ??+ó??Oð Ë „Ëu???Ý Ë e??}¼WÐ «œ«ËW¼ W?# Æs¹ñ??+

åÆ«œ…œ w½U¼ s¹ñ+ w½ËuÐd}+ ïÐ W" w²}šU½ ÍW†Ëu* …e}~½Wz

w%˛Ë—Ë b½uð ÊU¹—“ „…Ë …Ë…—U¹œU½ wO?A}%W†ï?š w"W¹UL?OÝ WÐ v½Uð…ËWz
ÍôW?Ð «bJ?|d|˛U??????" W# q?O?????% U??????$WÄ Ë œW??????Ý w?¹«d?????}??????šWÐ U??????−M?Oz ÆU?M}?¼
w½Ëu???²??Ý Ë Â«—U?z wJ}½U???š—WÇ—…Ë ïÐ U???−MO?z ÆÍ˙W??á???}ð «b¹W???"U??²???Ýï??%U???%
“—W?Ð w~?½…œ WÐ ¨…e?½U?????ý U?ð œd??????" Êœ—U?????%˛W?Ð w?²?????Ý…œ ¨«œ Íd?ð wJ?}†ËW?¼

Æœ—U%ó¹…œ

v"ñ?³A?}Ä «œUÐ ÙW?ÖW# rJ¹—W?š ¨ÊUÝU½ï?ł W"U?ýU?%Wð ì…œ ìï½ ìXýW¼ò
w½U?"WO?O¹«d}?š Ë ïð w½U?"W½«uł W½U?²?Ý…Ë Íd}?+ ÈËW%…œ s% ì…e½U¹ ¨ÂW?"…œ
vÝ ÂW?z ì…e½U?????O????Ý ì+«u?ðU½ s% ì …d?????+W½ ìŒU?z ÂüWÐ ì…e?½«Ëœ ì, ïð

åìa--šUz ì…œ—«uÇ ìW¹…—U%˛

w²?ÝW?¼ ¨ËuÐ …˙Ëuð ªUM}¼ w²??,Jý ÍW?"W?†ËW¼ Í…ËWz wš«œ W# —W?â??OK+
w?J?}½U????????š—W?Ç—…Ë W?# Íb?½uðW?Ð …Ë…—«ËU?¼ Â…œW?Ð W?¹ïÐ ¨…Ëu?ðËW????????"«Ëœ œd????????"
—«uš W?# vÄ œWÝ …u?}"ñÐW?ÝU½W¼ Â…œWÐ ÂU$…—W?Ý ¨Ë «œ wJ|dðW# «œW½«ËWâ?}Ä

Æ…ËWðdÖ Íïš …ËW¹W"U²Ýï%U%

œU¹“ s% °X¹…bÐ ˘ñO+WÐ «bM% ÙWÖW#  ï?š w²š…Ë ïð vÇ…b}Ä ¨ÊUÝU½ïłò
ªÂ«œö#W?*Wð Ë gýï" W?# —W¼ °r~½WÐ…œ X,¹u?}Ä W# œU¹“ °Âó}?Ö X,¹u?}Ä W#

å°œ«d% W%WÖU½ wÇW"

Ë b½U?ý…Ë«˙ Í—WÝ Ë œd" ÍU?ýU%Wð …ËW?"WO?O¹«“—WÐ W# ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU?½ïł
ÊU?????%u~?}Ð ¨X?¹—WÐ …Ë…—W?????Ý ïÐ  W?????L†W?¼ …ËW?????O¹˛d?????ÖWÐ U?¼…ËUz U?ðò ∫wðË
W# X?KO???% qÇ «b?M¹ñ???+ ÍUð…—W???Ý W?# ïð —W???â???OK?+ Æœ«d???% W???²¹W~?Ð XO½«u?ðU½
.U?* Ë p|˙ °X¹…bÐ ÂU$Wz …—U?" ËWz ïš—W?ÝW# vÐ…œ °«œ ˘ñ?O+WÐ «bJ|d|˛U?"

å°vÇW½ dOÐ  W%Wz ¨WÐ  ïš—WÝW# ÂüWÐ ªWÐ

ÆWO}# ÍW"…Ëô WÝ…—ËW½ ÍWM|uý ËWz …b½U¹WÖ Íïš

…Ë…—W??Ý ïÐ ÊœdÐËüU??ý ÍU??ýU?%Wð Æs?¹…bÐ ÙËW¼ …ËWJ}Ä U?Ð …—…Ë U?²??,??}zò
åÆÂ—W½ Ë ÊUÝUz w"W¹Uð…—WÝ ÆWJÐ

W??" ¨wÐUðu??* ‘W??ý ÍU?²??Ýï??%U??% …ËuÐ ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł «b~½U??% vÝ Í…ËU??% W#
…d¹W???Ý W??"˘d??O?Ð ÂWz Í—W??Ý«œËW???Ý WJ½u?Ç ªÊËuÐ«d??"—…œ W#W???Ö W# ÊU¹Ëu???%W¼
…ËW½U????%Wz ÍôW?Ð å«bM¹ñ????+ wð…“W# ÍËU?M}ÄW?# s¹ñ????+ò ∫ÊËuÐ s¹ñ????+ ÍW???O?|u½

 ÆWM¹ñ+ ËWz XAÄ w½UN½WÄ Íï¼ wM²A¹W~}ð W# ËuÐ d²½UÝUz s¹ñ+“—WÐ
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vÐ W?# „W¹WM|Ë ¨Ê“W???% wÝ…—ËW?½ W# 5"W?¹WM|Ë W???L???}z W# p?}??"W?¹ —W¼ò
åÍœ«“Uz Ë Í—ËuMÝ

 ÆÊœd"…œ ïÐ ÍW½U,* ÂWz U¹—…œ Œ˘˙ W# ÊUÝU½ïł

ÆÊU?%WMO?*W?²?Ý«˙ w²?ýËd?Ý W# 7A¹W~}ð ïÐ WJ?|ËU~½W¼ gO?ýUÐ wM¹ñ?+ò
ÆÊW??"…œ  ï???" ÊU??L??}?Ä Ë XÝ…œ W??" s¹—W?Ðu??}½ W# W?½U??²??ý ËW?z ÍË«ËWð vÐ…œ
 åìs¹ñÐ «“W+ Ë s¹ñ+ïš…ËU" Ë s¹ñ+óOð wIýW% W# W¹WL}z w$U%Uz ‘W%Wz

WÐ …˛˘˙ ËWz ÍË«ËW?ð WJ½uÇ ∫ÊU??"W??O??OÐUðu??* ÍËU?Ç …ËuÇ ÙËu??* wJ|ËW??š
ÆËuÐ —WM?}??ý˘d???š Ë «d??}???š ÊuÇ ¨ÊËuÐ oýW???% Í«b¹W??ý ¨ÆÊËu?Ð …ËW½U??L???ÝUz
¨ÊU??O??*U??²??ý ÂüWÐ ÆÊb½UJ?ý…œ wO??²|uMO?ð W# Èu½ w"W¹W?½«Ë —W¼ w½ËuÐd??}??+
w¹«d?}?šWÐ s?¹ñ?+ ÍWKÄ W½Ëu?³?²?A¹W?ÖW?½ ¨gO?Ý…—ËW½ ÍbMO#—W?â?O?K+  W½U½Wð
È—U??ł Ëu???%W¼ ÊU??ÝU½ï???ł ÆW¹WM?O??*W??²???Ý«˙ wM¹ñ??+ Ê«ËW?z Í˙…ËUÐWÐ W??" ¨d???OÐ
w"Ëu½ ËWz U?ð …ËW†UÐ w"Ëu½ ÂW# ªÊUðW??²?ÝW?ł ÍË«ËWðò ∫…Ë…œd??"…œ wðUÄËËœ
ÍW???" Æ4O??³???OÐ «b???"W¹…u???}??ý W# s?½«uð…œ W??" ÊU?ðd??OÐ W?# W??O???O??²?¹dÐ ¨ÊU??²?†UÐ

åÆv,Ä…œ ÊU²ýW²ÝWł w½U"…dO$“ ¨b½U,Ä ÊUðdOÐ w½U"…dO$“

ïÐ œd?Ð…œ „W¹W?KO?????Ý…Ë W# d?????²?Ä ïÐ ÍU½W?Ä ÊU?????ÝU½ï?????ł Í…ËWz Í«ñ?|Ë ÂüWÐ
W# w?½U???"W?ðË …Ë…dð w?½U???"W????Ý…—ËW½ ÍôW?Ð wÇW????" ¨w½U????"«˙Ëd????OÐ wM?¹ñÐ—…œ
w½U????"W????,????* w?ðU????" W# —U????ł Èb½W?¼ ¨Ë ÊËuÇ…œ s?¹d????O???ý w?"W¹W?½U????,????+Wz

 Æ…ËW½œd³¹…œ ËWš Ê«ËWz ∫«b½UÝU½ïł

å…ËuðU¼ W#WÖ ËU½ ïÐ …ËW½«˙WÖ w²š…Ëò ∫wðË ÊUÝU½ïł p}~½U% Í«Ëœ

°…ËW½W?"U½ ÊUL?†Ëu³?* °5½ …œU?%Uz WL?}zò ∫wðË ”…—ËW½ Í©5ç#U?" ÍdM¼®
v# ÊU?1“«u??A???}?Ä «b¹U???Oð s¹˘ñ?Ð p}M?|u???ý ïÐ 5½ —UÇU?½ °s¹Ë«d???"—…œ W???L???}z

åøWOO½ «Ë ÆÊW"W½

¨Ë 5âÐ „W?O|u" —W¼ ïÐ «œ…ËW# s¹œ«“Uz W?L}zò ∫…ËW¹«œ w%ü…Ë ÊU?ÝU½ïł
Æå5Ð U¼…ËUz X|uÐ ÊU/ïÇ

ÍWI?*Wý W# W#W?Ö wMO%…“—W?Ý Ë…—WÐ ¨«ËUz—ïš Ë…—WÐ …ËW?"W* —WÝW# U?−MOz

Í…ËWz X}†…œ W#WÖ ÍUÝU¹ WJ½uÇ ¨Ê«˛Wà?ý p|“ïð w½U"WOOÐUðu* Æ«œ w†UÐ
W¹U??ÝU¹ ÂWz W??A?O?†U?Ý —«“W¼ …œ Æ…ËW??²|˙W~?Ð e?O??Ö—W¼ W??O?O?½ ÍïÐ «d?"—…œ W??"

 Æ…Ë«dM}JýW½

 Æ…ËWMM}0 ∫ u¹…œ UÝU¹

 ÆÊ˘ñÐ ∫ u¹…œ ÊUÝU½ïł

ÊU????%Wz —W????ÖWz Æ…Ëï????³ðËW????" —ËËœ …ËU½ ËW# p?}K?O???% ÍW?J¹e½ ÊU????ÝU½ï????ł
Íô WðU??Ö…œ Íï??š U?N?½Wð  UÐU½ …b½…ËWz ¨s?A?OM?Ð«œ ï½˛WzËW??²?Ý…œ …—ï??−??%WÐ

Æw½«˙Wý ÍW#WÖ

ÊU?%ïš W?L?}z w"W%«œU?% ¨W?ýUÐò ∫wðË Ë b½UJý ÍW?"WO?O~½…b?}Ð —WâKO?+
ÂüWÐ Æ5Ð wA?O½U?"U?ÝU¹ w†W¹«ñ|u?Ö 5½ —UÇU½ ¨5½«“U½ W#W?Ö W# p}?ýWÐ WÐ
p|˙W?ý —W?ÖW?z u?"Uð ¨5Ð«b?O†W?Ö W# ‘W??L?}z …d?²?"UÇ «Ë «bJ?|—UÐ Ëu?%W¼ W#

åÆs¹…bÐ wOðW%—U¹ 5½«u²Ð «œ ÍËË˙

 uð…œ W?" ¨W??²?Ý…œ ËËœWÐ ”…—ËW½ XýW?¼ …˛˘˙ ËWz w½U¹WÐ…—WÐ …—ï??−?%WÐ
ÊUO†UÐ ÍW*Wý W# «œ«ËUz—ï?š W# Íb"W¹ w†UÐ ËU¼ ¨sJ}ÝUL†Wz ÍWÇ—UÄ ËËœ
…ËWJ}Ä Ëu?%W¼ Æ«bJ|d|˛U?" W# ËuÐ q?O% ZM?}Ä Ë wÝ Ë œW?Ý ÊUO?O¹«d?}?š ¨«œ
Í—W??â??OK+ ÆËu?Ð …ËW??A??}Ä W# ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł ÆW#W??Ö Í—U½W??" Í«—Ëu??ý W?M²??A¹W??Ö
Íô U??ýï??"…œ W½«—…Ëôœ W??" 5ç#U??" ÍdM?¼ ¨…ËW??O?²??Ý«˙ w?†UÐ Íô gO??"ôUÇ
ÆÊU?š—WÇ—…Ë «b??²?Ý«˙ ÍôWÐ wML??}¼ WÐ Ëu?%W¼ U?−?MOz ÆËuÐ …ËW?O?O?ÄWÇ w†UÐ
©U?Ð® Æ…ËW????????????²?|“W?Ð…œ«œ ìË v?š—W?Ç…œ—…Ë ìÈ“W?Ð…œ«œ s?"W?¹…b??M?†U?Ð  u?ð…œ

 Æ«œ…œ ÊUO}# wOâ%U*

Êu?Ç «œW#W????????Ö w?½U???????L????????ÝUz W?# W?¹…“U?ð W???????Ý…—ËW?½ W?#ïÄ ÂW?z w?½Ëu?Ð«b¹W?Ä
XýW¼ Ë b?½«“«dð p}# w½U??Ý…—ËW?½ w½U¹˛ ÍU½…“Ë«—W¼ …—ËW???Ö wJ|—W??$W??š

 ÆW½UÝ…—ËW½ ËWz W½UOO½«Ë˙ …ËWOO%UÝ—WÝWÐ ÊU½Ëuà}Ä vÐ ËUÇ —«“W¼

wJ}½U?š—WÇ—…Ë W# Ë Íb½uðW?Ð W"…b?M†UÐ XýW¼ W# p}?"W¹—W¼ W?"Uð W?"Uð
ÊU¹ïš w¹«d}š «b½U¹W¹…ËW½«˙ËuÝ ÂW# Ë œdÐ ÊUO%˛Ë—Ë ËË—WÝ Ë…—WÐ ¨«œË«ËWð
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Íœ w½«˛˘˙ u?"…Ë—W¼ U−MOz ¨…ËW?M²A?O½ W"W* —W?ÝW# Í—u?}¼WÐ Ë …Ë…œd" ÂW?"
Æœd" sðdÖWMš…˙WÐ w²Ý…œ ÊU¹W"WM¹ñ+ WÐ  …—UÐWÝ ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïł

ËU??š p}??%W??" «œ…ËWM²??A??O½ W?# ÊUðËu??%W¼ Uð…—W??Ýò ∫wðË …ËWJ?}??ÝËWðWÐ
åìÊËuÐ

Æ…ËW#WÖ u}½ WðËW" Ë«˛…Ë«˛ dÖUz wJA¹dÄ „…Ë

°…ËWðW½Ë«˙W??Ö v½Uð…ËWz °øÊ«d??"—…œ W#W??Ö W# W?" 5½ W?½«bM†UÐ ËWz W½U??%Wzò
 åÆÈñ³¹U½ è*Wz W%Wz ìW%Wz ÂüWÐ

ÊË «œW#W?Ö w%U?Ý—W?Ý u?}½ W# ª…Ë…˙W?ý ˙W?% W# —W?â?OK+ w½U?"W?O?OMO?³?A?}Ä
 ÆËuÐ

¨ÊË«d??"—…œ W½U??%Wz ÊU?1d??Ö ¨W?"U?Ç —˘“ò ∫ÊU??OðË dðËô wJ}??Ý…—ËW?½ b½WÇ
 å°øÊËuÐd}+ WM¹ñ+ ÂWz Èu" W# ÍWz

∫…ËïÐËx?Ð «b½U¹u????}½W?Ð åW#W???Ö Í…—ËW????Öò w%U?¹WÄ Uð b?½U¹U???š w?J|d?|˛U???"
«œË«d?????"—…œ w?J}?????Ý…—ËW?½ ÙW?????ÖW# p?}?????Ý…—ËW½ —W?¼ ÆÊWJ?Ð ÊU¹“˘—W?????+W?zò
ŒW¹U?Ð p}??Ý…—ËW?½ —W¼ Æ…ËW½«Ë«d???"—…œ Íe¹˙ W??²???}Ç…œ g?¹ËWz ¨X}???ç??šU???¾Ð

åÆ…ËËb½UJý ÍW#WÖ ÍUÝU¹ W¹«Ë ÍU½U% ¨ «bÐ Ë«d"—…œ wJ}Ý…—ËW½WÐ

Ë ÊU?ÝU½ï??ł …œd?" ÊU??O?²?AÄ …ËW½U??O?O?A??}?%W†ï??š w†UÐË˙WÄWÐ ÊU??"W?Ý…—ËW½
Í«—Ëuý ËË—W?Ý W# p|˙ —W¼ Æ«œW½ …ËWÐ w|u?Ö ÊUÝU½ï?ł ÂüWÐ Æw½UJ|˙ËU¼
ÙW??ÖW# Í—U?²??+…˙ …ËW??O?O??*…˙WÐ g¹—U??ł ÂW??"W¹ ïÐ Æœd??"…œ wI??ýW?% …Ë…—U½W??"

Æ «bÐ ÊUO½U¼ dðU¹“ Uð œd"…œ «bO½U"WOOÐUðu*

Âe½ Í«d??}??š wM¹ñ??+ W??" XðË ï?ð °”…—ËW½ wMð—U??%ò ∫Íb½«ó??O??* ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł
å°…ñHÐ Í…œ °w½«e¹U½ Wð«Ë XOM}*W,¹W½ ÍW%…œ ËWz Uð ÆXO½«“…œ

wG??Oð W?# Uð ¨W??"WML??}¼ Ë „Ëu??âÐ W??Ý…—ËW½ ¨ÂW??O?K¹Ë sð—U??% ¨…—ï??−??%WÐ
wA¹ï??š W??" Í˙W?Ä«˙ U¼…Ë Íï??š wM|u??ý W# ¨v†W?¼ ÍW??"U??²?Ýï??%U??% ÍU?~O½
Âe½ Í«d??}?š wM¹ñ??+ w¹ËU½Ëu?,??+Wz wJ}??A¹U/WÐ w²??Ý…œ ¨Ë U?%˙Ëu??Ý Í—W?Ý
w½U"W†UÐ ¨…—UÐËËœ Í…ËWM²AO½ Ë Â˛uÖ ï?Ð wO½«uð ª«b†U%Wý s¹dðe" W# Æœd"

—WÝ ïÐ …ËW?"…—ËW¼ W# ¨Ë —ËW¼ Uð …ËW"W?* —WÝW# Í…ËWz vÐWÐ …ËW?²}M}²?ýuMÐ
 Æ «bÐ p}# w½U"W†UÐ WOOÇ p|—Uł W*Uð W"W*

ïÐ w?O½«u?ð …ËW½“W?????% ÍUÐu?????}?????" w¹«b?Mà?Ð W# g?O????Ý…—ËW?½ Íb½ô˘˙ e?#—UÇ
Í«ËW¼ w?L???A?¹—ËUz W?# ÊU???ýU?Ä ¨Ë Èñ???H?Ð vÄ —«“W¼ —«u?Ç Ë X,????OÐ w?¹“—WÐ
5ý w?ýW# U?½U????%—W????Ý W# ¨Í“WÐ«œ …ËW????O?¹œU????ý Ë w%U????Ý—W????Ý W?Ð «bJ?M}????+

ÆÈñHÐ g¹dð“—WÐ …bM¹Uz Í˛˘˙ ïÐ W" «œ wA¹—U¹ñÐ ÆËuÐ«˙W~†W¼

ªËuÐW½ s¹ñÐ «ËW¼ wI?ýU?Ž ËWz „…Ë p}?"W¹ êO¼ W" ¨”…—ËW?½ Í—Wâ?OK+
Æ«œ ÂU$Wz Íïš wO?½Ëu²Ý w%«—Uz Í…ËW½«˙ËuÝ 5%W¼…œe½U?ý W½«ËuðËW"—WÝ
W# ¨Ë WJðËu?# …b½U¹W?Ö Íï??š ÍW?"WMðËW??"—W?Ý WK*Wð v?Ý WÐ g¹dð«Ëœ Í˛˘˙
WÐ W????" «œ—U½W???" ÍW?½U???Ý…—ËW½ ËW?z Í…b¹œ —WÐW?# Ë «œËUð…—ï???š w?JA???O?ð —WÐ

Æ…ËW¹UýË…—œ…œ ÍW"WOOáÝ W†UÐË˙WÄ ªœd"…œ ÊU¹UýU%Wð …ËWO¹“œ

ÊËË˙ ïÐ w²???ý ¨ËuÐ w½U??"W??O??OÐU?ðu??* W# p}??"W¹ Íô Â«Ë…œ—W?Ð ÊU??ÝU½ï??ł
wOM|uM|˙ Ë «b½UO†WÖW# Ëu?Ð ‚…˙ ¨ÊUO%…œ—WÐ W²,š…œ Í“U?OMA}Ä ¨…ËW½œd"…œ
«b½U?O†WÖ W# «œ…u?|ñ" Ë ·ïð Ë —ËW¼ Ë ËW?ý W# ¨w%—W?Ö—WÝ ïÐ —W¼ ÆÊœd?"…œ
W½UðüW???Ý…œ vÐ W#W??Ö w?½U??"W??Ý…—ËW½ ª«œW½U???%Wz ÙW??ÖW#  U???"ËU¼ ¨Ë Íñ??+…œ
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ª U¼…œ w¹Uðï?" s¹ñ?+ v²?š…Ë Æ…ËW½ËuÐ…œï?" Íb?"W¹ Í—Ë…œ W# ÍË…“ —W?ÝW#
d?²??ýUÐ  U¼…œ Uð ¨Ë …ËW½Ëu?Ð…œ ËxÐ «œW?"W* —W??ÝWÐ Íœ«“UzWÐ ÊU?"W??O?OÐU?ðu?*
W# wýï??łWÐ Ë d¹W??Ý «Ë Í—e¼ Æœd?"…œ q?ý ÊU?ÝU½ï??ł w½U??"W?,??* ïÐ ÊU?O|u??Ö
W# W¹«Ëu?Ð p}½ïÇ —W?¼ ÂüWÐ ÆsÐ w†U??Š w?}# w½«uð…b?½U¹W½ W??" ËuÐ «œW?K#W??"

Æ7A¹WÖ…b}ð ÍW½«—e¼ ËW# Èb½W¼
¿¿¿

«b½U??"W??O??OÐUðu??* ÍW??I?†Wz Í—Ë…œWÐ Íœ w"W¹W??I?†Wz Íb??}¼ Íb??}¼ Ê«ËW??ý
¨Ë ÊËuÐ ÊËuÐd?}?+ Í—U¹“«u?š W?" ÍW½U?Ý…—ËW½ ËW# „W¹W?I†Wz ÆËuÐ…œ XÝË—œ

Â…œ—WÐW# Ë U???A??}??"…œ «b¹Ë…“ —W??ÝWÐ w?ÄWÇ w†UÐ W???"W* —W??ÝW# …u??}J?†ï??ÖU??Ö
Æ„ïÇ —WÝ WðËW" «b½UÝU½ïł

W¹«b?Ö—W?%…—W?Ý W#  uð…œ åÆ…bÐ rOðW?%—U¹ò ∫w?ðË …ËW"˘“—W?# wJ}~½…œWÐ
åìrM¹ñ+ wIýUŽ dðU¹“ p}²ý Ëu%W¼ W# «œW¹UO½Ëœ ÂW#ò

…Ë…—WÐ “—WÐ ÍË…“ —W?ÝW# ¨…ËW?" rA?}Ä Ë W,†W?¼ Wð«ËW"ò ∫wðË ÊU?ÝU½ï?ł
åÆs¹WJÐ vÄ XÝ…œ UÐ Í…œ ¨s¹ñ+ …ËWJÐ «bM% ÙWÖW# ¨Ë

å…ËWLM}†Ëu−Ð r†UÐ +«uðU½ ìr†UÐ øXOMOÐU½ ÍWz ÂüWÐò

Íœuš ¨XOÐ  ïš Íœuš W?" W¹W¼  WO¹œ«“Uz ËWz ïð °”…—ËW½ Íœ—UM¹U%ò
W??²??}?³?Ð v½«uðU½ gOJ?}?²??ý êO?¼ Æ‘U?²??,??}z —W¼ Ë «œ…d??}# ¨ WM?O?*W??²??Ý«˙

 Æå Ê“W% wÝ…—ËW½ ÍWMO*W²Ý«˙ ÍUÝU¹ W¹W%Wz ¨X|˙ —WÝ wáÝï"

å°øÂñHÐ +«uð…œ s% W" w}àÐ ÈËWð…œò

 åÆX¹œ«“Uz ïð W" r}†…œ s%ò

vÐ Ë …Ë…œd?" w½U?"W†UÐ ”…—ËW½ Íœ—UM?¹U?% „d?O" ªw?"ËuÄUÇ Ë w¹U½U?ÝWÐ
…œd??" w²?Ý…œ «œËU?ÇW?²??Ýu~½Wz ÍËW??ý Í«ËW¼ W# ¨p}?½œd?"ËËb½U??%ï??š êO¼
ËWz U?ð ¨…u???}Ä œW???Ý ZM?}Ä w¹“—W?Ð W# ¨Í˙WÄ«˙ ËW?z Í…u¹d???* W# W?#W???Ö Æs¹ñ???+
s% Êd~Ð Èu?Ö °ÂñHÐ +«uð…œ s%ò ∫œd?" Í—«ËU¼ ËuÐ «b¹U½«uð W# W?" ÍW¹…œ«˙

å°ÂñHÐ +«uð…œ

ÍW????????I†W?z Í…Ë…—…œ W?# …b?M†U?Ð —«“W?¼ ÍW?J¹e?½ «œ—ï????????š wM?ðüW?¼ ÙW???????ÖW?#
W½U?%Wz Æœd??"…œ ÊU¹œ—UM¹U?% ÍU?ýU?%Wð …ËW??*u?ÝUðWÐ Ë ÊU?²?Ý…Ë ÊU?"W?O??OÐUðu?*
WÐ ÍWÄ Uð ËuÐœd?" qý ÊUO|u?Ö ¨s|dMOÐW½ U¹ s|dMO³Ð ËuÐW½ @½d?Ö …ËW½U¹ôWÐ

 ÆÊ—WÐ ”…—ËW½ w½UÝU½ïł w½U"WýË

Ëu???%W?¼ Í…ËWÐ  …—UÐW????Ý ¨«Ëœ…œ …œU???Ý —˘“ w²???ý  …—U?ÐW???Ý ÊU???ÝU?½ï???ł
w?²???????ýËd??????Ý Íœ«“U?z ¨Ë X?|ñ???????HÐ W???????" W?¹W?¼ Í…ËWz w?+U???????% p}???????Ý…—ËW?½
éÝï???" W??²??}???³Ð «œW??O?¹œ«“Uz ÂWz Â…œ—WÐW?# „W??O??O?Ç—W¼ ¨Ë wðW¹W?MO??*W???²??Ý«˙
Ë êO¼ Í˙…ËUÐËdOÐ ÊU¹ ¨vÐ X¹—W½uÐ«œ W²ý ËWz ÍbOz ¨Èd³Ð ËU½W# W²,¹u}Ä
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”W?" X,¹Ë…b?½U¹W½ ¨Ë œd?"…œ qý ÊU?O?|u?Ö d|˛U?" Ê«b½WÇ «b??OJ¹—Uð ˙Ëœ W#
 Æ…ËW½ËuÐ…œ ÊË v³†W¼ —ïš Í…ËWz g}Ä Ë s|dMO³Ð ÊU¹ 4O³Ð

Ë XA?}N?}ł ÍW#W?Ö ”…—ËW½ ÂW"W¹ W?" ËuÐ…ËW½«˙WÖ g}Ä p}~½U?% p|˙
Í≠q¹Ëï# f½«d?Oð w½œd?"—…œ Íï¼ …ËuÐ …—U?" ÂWz ¨X}Ð s¹ñ?+ Íd}?+ w²?,¹Ë
Ëu?Ð gO???????%Wz ¨W?#W??????Ö ÍU??????ÝU?¹ w?½b½U?JýW?Ð w?½œd??????"—U??????³?½«ËUð Ë ”…—ËW?½

ÆÊUÝU½ïł wOÐUðu* 5%W²ýW¼WÐ

Â…œWÐ Ë Í˙W?Ä—…œ W#W????Ö W# ”…—ËW½ Íœ—U?M¹U????% „d???O????" g¹d?ð wJ|ËW????ý
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 ÆÍœ wJ|b½…u}Ä Ë  ï" —W¼ ÊU¹ ¨Ë ıËuÄ

∫…ËïÐ “—WÐ …Ë…—ïÄUz u}½W# p}~½…œ

åøvÐ ‘W#WÖ ÍUÝU¹ —WÖ  W½U½Wðò

Ë…—WÐ W?L??}z W?" W¹W¹U?ÝU?¹ ËWz WMO?*W?²??Ý«˙ ÍU?ÝU¹ W?*Uðò ∫wðË ÊU??ÝU½ï?ł
åÆW¹WMO*W²Ý«˙ ÍUÝU¹ W%Wz UN½WðWÐ ¨ U"…œ w¹ULM|˙ Íœ«“Uz

W??????L??????}?z W??????" X?¹W??????"…œ …ËWz w?|˙…ËU?Ç ÊïÇò ∫…Ëï?Ð bM?à?Ð Íœ wJ?}~?½…œ
W# ¨Ë XO?¹«œu?š Ë b½W??%…d¼WÐ w?J}?Ý…—ËW?½ ïð øs¹ñ??HÐ ïð u??"…Ë ÊU?%Ëu??%W¼

åÆX¹dð“—WÐ Íœ w½U"…bM†UÐ

°b?½ô˘˙ e#—U?Ç Ë q¹Ëï?# Ë —W?????â?????O?K+ ÍW?zò ∫…ËW¹«œ w?%ü…Ë ÊU?????ÝU?½ï?????ł
U¼…Ë—W¼ ¨Ë W?OO½ dðU¹“ ïð W# ÊU?Oâ?O¼ ø5¹«œuš Ë b½W?%…d¼WÐ —W¼ gO½«ËWz
w$U?%Uz W# s?J¹—W?š Ê«ËWz W?" W¹…ËWz WM?O?*W?²?Ý«˙ w¹“«ËU?O?ł W??*Uð ÆgOM%
åÆÊ…œ…b?†ËW¼ Ë ÊW??????"…œ —U??????" «œ…ËU?M}?Ä ËW?# Ë ÊW??????Ö…b??????}ð ÊU?¹ï??????š w½Ëu?Ð
ÆÊËuÐ…œ w†U??Š …ËW# Ê«d??ÖWÐ ¨—W??â??OK+ W# W~?ł ¨ÊU?ÝU?½ï?ł w?½U?"W??O??OÐUðu??*

 Æ«œ…œ ÊUO%U$Wz W" ËuÐ…ËWz —W¼ ÊU¹W"…—U" wOM}N½ W" w½«“…b½U¹W½
¿¿¿

ÊWJÐ —U?O?ÝdÄ Uð sðU¼…œ ¨ËuÐ «b½ËuÐœU¹“ W# ÊU?Ý…—ËW½ Í…—U?%˛ ˛˘˙WÐ ˛˘˙
 ÆsÐ w¹«b¹Wý Íd}+ ¨Ë s½«eÐ ÊU¹ïš w½U"WýËWš ¨Ë

∫ Ë w½UÝU½ïłWÐ —WâOK+ ¨s¹ñ+ óOð wIýW% ‘UÄ ¨ÊUO"WOO½U¹WÐ

Wð«ËW?" ªXOÐW½ Ê“W% w?Ý…—ËW½ Í˙u" —W?ÖWz ïð W?" …ËUÐ «Ë «œW#WÖ u?}½W#ò
åÆX¹ËuðËW"  ïš w%…œ—WÝ g}Ä ÙUÝ Ê«—«“W¼

Í…ËWz —W?ÐW# W½«ËWz W???" …Ë…œd???" Íd??O?Ð ÆU??A???}J?†W¼ wJ}???šUz ÊU???ÝU½ï???ł
 Æs½«“…œ Ê«œ“W¹ U¹ ÊW1d¼Wz WÐ ïð ÊWÖUM}ð

 åøs¹ËuðËW" ÊU%ïš w%…œ—WÝ g}Ä WL}z U¹Uz øêOK+ wÇ w}†…œ ïðò

ÂW?²?ÝWz WM¹ñ?+ …—ï−?%Wz ¨W?"UÇò ∫wðË ó|—œ w"W?O?O~½…b?}Ð ‘UÄ —W?â?OK+
w"W???O¹b½…u¹W?Ä ı W??%Wz ÆX?}??³Ðd???}??+ v½«u?ð…œ ÈËW??OÐ p?}??ÝW???"—W¼ ¨W??O???O½

W# ¨Ë 5?³ðËW????" ÊU????"W?½ï????" W???²?¹—W½u?Ð«œ g}Ä v?ý…œ ÆW¹W?¼ …ËW????%…œ—W????ÝWÐ
U?¹—…œ w½U??????Ý…—ËW½ ÍW?Ð—˘“ g}?Ä «bM?¹ñ??????+ w|u?½ wJ?|“«u?????}??????ý Í…ËWM?¹“˘œ

åÆ5³ðËW"

œ—«u?š…œ Í˙ËuÝ  —u?" Ë „ËuÝ Ë W½«ËW?â?}Ä wM¹˙WÄ ïÐ W?" gO½UÝU½ï?ł
Â…œ—WÝ g}Ä W?L}z v†…œ W" ÍW¹W,?* ËW# d²ýUÐ —˘“ W"W¹W,?* W%Wzò ∫wðË

åÆs¹ËuðËW"
¿¿¿

wM¹ñ+ w½U?"…u}ý —WâOK+ Æ«œ ÍËË˙ W?"WðUÝ…—U" W" Í˙WÄWM}?ð „W¹W²+W¼
…“Uð —W??â?OK?+ Æœd?"…œ g¹U/ w?½U?"…“Uð W??O?O?ÐUðu?* W# „W?¹W?²??Ý…œ ïÐ Í«d?}??š
u?????"…Ë—W¼ ¨Ë —«u?????š W?ðU¼…œ …u?????}Ä —«“W?¼  ËW?????Š w¹«“—WÐ W?# …ËW?????%˛u?????ÖWÐ
ªÍ˙WÄ…b?}ð ó?Oð …Ë…—U?½W?" ËË—W?ÝW# vÄ b½WÇ wA?}?%W†ï?š w?"W¹…d?}?²?Ý…d?Oð
Í«ËœWÐ ¨ËuÐ…œ d?}?+ Íï?š w?"Ëu?Ý wM¹ñ?+ ÂW?"W¹ W?" Ëô w"W¹…b?M†UÐ v²?š…Ë
Íïš Í…ËWz ïÐ g?OÝ…—ËW½ ÍbMO# —Wâ?OK+ ¨w%…œ—WÐ WðU¼ ª«˙W?Ö…œ «bOJ¹«œ
Íb½uðWÐ —˘“ «bJ}?"W#u?š w"W¹…œ W# ªX}?A?}?"W½ «œW¹W†ïJâÐ W?Ý…—ËW½ ËWÐ
«bJ|d?|˛U??" W# qO??% œW???ÝËËœ W# dðU¹“ w¹«d???}??šWÐ ÆU??š—WÇ—…Ë «b?ÄWÇ ÍôWÐ
w"W¹U?Ö—…œ W"…œ—WÐ W?ýU?Ö  uð…œ Æ«œ «b†U½—œ ÙU½—œ wJ|œ—WÐ W?ýUÖWÐ Íï?š
Ë “—W# Ë ”dð Æ…ËËœd?" ü«Ë «œËË˙WÐ Ídð wJ}½U?N?Oł Ë W¹U?ÝUz u|œ wÝ—u?*
WðËW????" U???ÝU?z W#W???% ÊU????ýUÄ ¨Ë œd????" ‘ï???š w?½ËË—…œ ïÐ ÍWJ?â|˙ wJ?¹—Uð
Íd??OÐ ¨…Ë…œd?Ð…œ Íï??š ÍœU¹ W# ¨…Ë…—W???%W??Ý Ë d¹W??Ý Ë —«u??O?Ä wJ}½U???L??ÝUz
…d+ ¨ËuÐ ÊU?LOýWÄ Ë 5~%W?ſ ìË UÝdð ¨…Ë…œdÐ…œ Íï?š ÍœU¹W# ¨…ËWðËW"…œ
«bO½«Ë…˙ W# ÊUÝU½ïł wMOMOÐ Í˛˘˙ ÂW"W¹ Í«œW?Ý „…Ë „W¹«œWÝ ÆÊULOýWÄ

ì…ËW¹«œ w~½…œ

w½U?"…b½…u}Ä Ë  ï?" W# Uð s¹WJÐ ôW?*Wð WL?}z W¹«œ…ËW# —W½u¼ ¨—Wâ?OK+ò
Æv³Ð ÊU%—UÖ“˙ ÊU%ïš

u???}½WÐ W½U???%ËU???% U??²???A???}¼ ÆñÄu???²??" „W?½ ªXÝË—œ w"W¹U?~|˙WÐ ‘W???%Wz
Æs¹WJÐ —…“uÖ «b½U"…œ—WÐWýUÖ
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åÆs¹…œ…œ ÂU$Wz ‘…ËWz «œ…bM¹Uz W# ÂüWÐ

å°ÊUÝU½ïłò

Í˙u???" ªW¹W¼ r?A¹dð wJ?|ËU½ò ∫wðË W?½«e??}???%UzW???²†U???Ö ÍW???"U???²??Ýï???%U???%
åÆÊ“W% wÝ…—ËW½

åøÂËËœd%W½ s% ìU¹Uz ìøÂËËœd%W½ s% °°œ—WÐ WýUÖ øs¹W"…œ wÇ …d}#ò

Wð«ËW" ¨X¹W"…œ ÙWÖW# ÂW,* v½Uð…ËWz ¨…Ë…—WJÐ dOÐ ¨WÝWÐ ¨êOK+ ìïzò
 ïš ÍdO?Ð w²ÝUz «bJ|ñÄ W# ËuÐ …ËWz Íï¼ øWOO½«Ë ¨X¹ËËœd?%W½ Ë X¹ËU%
…ËW?²ÝUz ÂWÐ …d?}# XO½«uð…œ ªXO?²ÝWÐ—W?Ý «b½œ—«ó³?†W¼ W# ‘U²?,}z ÆÍ˙ï?Ö
XO½«u?ð…œ ÊU¹ ¨…ËËb½«˙W??á???²??}ð ÍW???²??ÝUz ËW# …d?ð“—WÐ v#W??Ö W???" …ËW??²??O?M}0
ÊU?"…—ËW?Ö Æ…ËW?²O?³Ð W?"W?Ý…—ËW½ W#ïÄ w?½œd"d?}?+ w%—W?Ö—W?Ý Ë …ËW?²?O|˙W~Ð
ïÐ ÊUO?Oý…˙ËË˙ —W¼ U²?,}z ÂüWÐ ¨XOÐËuÐ „W¹üWÐ Í—UÇËœ ÊËuÐ “«u?š«uO¼

åÆÊWJÐ wÇ «bš«œ W# s½«“U½ ¨Ë …ËWð…ËU%

Í…d|uÖWÐ U²?A}¼ ¨W"WÝ…—ËW½ W#ïÄ Íô …ËWL|˙W~Ð ÂW?"…œ “WŠ ÊU%u~}Ðò
å°…ËËœd"W½ d}+ +U"WOOÐUðu* X,¹u}Ä

W" ÍW¹W"˘dOÐ ËW# WOO²¹dÐ W²ÝWł  u½U%…œ W" WðdOÐ ¨—WâOK+ WýUÐ —˘“ò
åøìÍ…—UÐ—…œ WðW¼

œd?" ÍU?ýU?%Wð ËU?"U½ ¨Ë …Ë…œd?" w½U?"W†U?Ð Ë b½U?ý…Ë«˙ wJ|—W?Ý —W?â?OK+
Íï??š —U?ł ÂW??"W¹ ïÐ W??" ÆW¹…ËW?#W?Ö w½U??Ý…—ËW½ ÍW~?†ï?% w?½U?L??ÝUz —W??ÝWÐ

 ÆU,†W¼ …—ïÄUz W# U½…“ Ë «—W¼ Ë …u¹d* ªb½U"Wð«˙

Ê“W??% wÝ…—ËW½ Í˙u??" °…ËWðïÐËËbM¹“ U??²?,??}z wÇW??" °ËuÐœd??% °…ËËbM¹“ò
å°°…Ë…œd" ÍËËbM¹“ d²Oz ªb½UA-}# Íïš w†UÐ w"Ëu½ …b½…ËWz —W¼

wO?²}?"W¹ Uð …ËuðU¼ Ë W?½U²¹W?ý °W½U?²¹W?ý WÝ…—ËW½ ËWz °…d?+u?" …ËWz ¡W½ò
°åX}M|“«d²Ð p}# W#WÖ w½U"…e¹˙

Í—Ë…œ W# W?" …ËW??Ý…—ËW½ —«“W¼ —«uÇ ËWz w?†œ W?²?,??š wÝdð …Ë«œËË˙ ÂWz
w½U¹—“ „…Ë å°W½U??²¹W??ýò Í—«ËU¼ ÆËuÐU??%˙Ë ÊU?O??*«Ë Æ…ËW½Ëu??³Ðñ?š Íb??"W¹
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Í—UÐ…œ v# ÊU¹ñ?Ö ÊU"…ËUÇ Æ…ËïÐ…œ “—WÐ …ËW½U?¹ËË—WÖ W# w¹U¹—…œ wJ}½U?+ïð
Ëu?%W¼ ªÊ—WÐËU½W# —W?â?OK+ ËuÐ ÊU¹“U?O½ ¨ÊËu³Ð …b?½ñÐ Ë óOð ÊU?"W?"Ëu½…œ ¨Ë
…d}z XO½«“…œ wýUÐWÐ ¨—W?âOK+ò ∫wOÝdÄ ÊUÝU½ï?ł ÆUM}¼ ÊU¹ËüUý …ËWJ}Ä

åø5à}NÐ vł

åÆWýUÐ vÄ Â«Ë gOM%ò

ÍËU?ÝWÄWŠWÐ W#W?Ö ¨…ËWMðËW" —ËËœ W#W?Ö W# qO?% uO½ «bJ}½U?"ËËdðËUÇ W#
 Æb½U*WÇ«œ ÙïÇ w½ULÝUz Ë…—WÐ ÊUOI¹dÐ Ë ‚UÐWÐ w"Ëu½…œ

¿¿¿

∫wðË …ËWð…dÝWŠWÐ ÊUÝU½ïł

 W?ŽU½W* „W¹…bM†UÐ W¹…ËWz «œW?¹UO½Ëœ ÂW# —U?" s¹dð—«Ë˛œ ¨wÇïÐ +«“U½ò
ª…ËWðUJÐ w*Uð …ËWz Íï?š gO%W" w?"W¹…ËU% ïÐ —WÖ Æ…œ«“Uz W?" X¹WJÐ vÄ
ÂWÐ Íœ w?J}????"W¹ w½œd?J}?Ä  W???ŽU½W????* wÇï?Ð °W???²????Ý«˙ W????%Wz W????" v½«“…œ

å°°ø…—«Ë˛œ …b½W%Wz WðWIO*WŠ

∫wOÝdÄ ¨b½U"ËËdð…œ wO%UÝ—WÝ ÍËUÇ —W¼ U²A}¼ —WâOK+

åø…d}z WMO²A¹WÖ ÊïÇ WL}z øœd" XOÇ ïðò

åø…ËW%ËWJÐ —ËËœ W#WÖ W# ÂW"…œ “WŠ  uðW½ ïð ÍWzò

åìïð ÍWz ÂüWÐ v†WÐò

åì—WâOK+ W¹WJ¹œ wJ}IýW% ‘W%Wzò
¿¿¿

—W???â??O?K+ ÂüWÐ Æ…ËïÇd???OÐW?# Íï??š ÍW???O¹“…ËUz v?Ð ËWz W#W???Ö ÊU¹WÐ —W?Ð Uð
Æ…ËïÇW½ ÍdOÐW#

ÊU?%W??"W#W?Ö vÐ…œ  uð…œ ø Ë…œ XO?Ç p}?²?š…Ë—W??Ý Wðd?OÐ ¨ÊU??ÝU½ï?łò
åøsÐd}+ Uð s¹…bÐ ÊUOOðW%—U¹ Ë ÊU¹ô ïÐ …ËWMO|˙W~Ð W" X|u³ýïš …b½…ËWz

åÆv†WÐò

W" ªÈuÐ ‘ï?š  …bM†UÐ p}†W%ï?" XO½«uð…œ ÊïÇ ïð ÆÈb}?# Âd¹WÝ s%ò

åøÊ˛uJ²Ð ÊUO²,¹Ë vÐU½ …b½…ËWz

W# X?*˙ ïð ÊU????%u~?}Ð Æ«b½U?¹U???O?ð ÈËU½ ‘ï????š  W???²????ý ËW?z ïð ÆÆêO?K+ò
W???Ý…—ËW½ ÊïÇ XO?½«eÐ vÐ…œ ÂüW?Ð Æ«b½U¹U???Oð W???O??O???,¹d???ÖW½ Ë ÍœWÐ w?½W¹ô
w½ËË—…œ W# W?" ÍWO?OýUÐ w?½W¹ô ËWz Wð«Ë ªXOMOÐ…œ «b}?ð ÊU¹W"WMO?*W²?Ý«˙
«b½U¹ï??š wšU½ W# W?O??O?ýUÐ ËWz Uð X?¹…bÐ ÊU?O?O?ðW?%—U¹ ¨Ë W¹W¼ «b½U?¹Ëu?%W¼
‘W??O|˙ ÂWz Í…ËWM¹“˘œ Æw?²?,¹ËW??ýï??š ïÐ WM% w?MO½«Ëñ??}ð W?%W?z Æ…ËW½“˘bÐ
W??" XšW??Ý—W?Ý ÍËô w"W?¹…bM†UÐ ¨ÂœU¹ …ËW??²|œ W½Ëu/ ï?Ð ÆW½«u?ł w?J}?²??ý
Uð ËuÐ …œU%Uz ¨ËuÐ«d"—…œ Íïš ÍW#W?Ö W# ¨ËuÐ ”…—ËW½ ÍbMO# —WâOK+ ÍËU½
—W??????ÝW# ÙU?ð w?J}??????š…“˘œ ÍW??????ſUM?Ð Ë v~?½W??????−Ð «œW?#W??????Ö ÙW??????ÖW# Êœd??????%
w²?ýW?¼WÐ …d?}# Ë U?²??,?}z v½Uð…ËWz ÂüWÐ ÆX?|ó|ñÐ«œ Íï?šïÐ ÊU?"…œ—W?ÐW?ýU?Ö

åìWO|˙ ÂWz ïÐ  U"…œ ‘W#WÖ wO²|—WÐ«˙ ¨Ë …ËËb½UI#uš Íïš

«b?O½«ËUÇ W# ”dð p|ËUð ïÐ ¨Ë œd?" ÍW"U?²?Ýï%U?% w"W¹U?ýU%W?ð —Wâ?OK+
 ÆXAO½

ïð …d????}?# ø—WÐ«˙ W????L????³Ð s% øW????O????OÇ X?²????ÝWÐW????% øÂWJÐ w?²|—W?Ð«˙ s%ò
åÆXOà}NÐ ÊUL}ł XO½«uðU½ ìX¹U²Ýï%U%

¨s?ÐW?¼ W?J¹œ ÍW?#W?????????Ö v?ý…œ W????????" X?O?½ «œW?¹«Ëñ?Ð ËW# ‘ï?ð °ø+«u?ðU?½ò
d?ðU¹“ …u???????}z W?# ªw"U?½ËË˙ Ë…—W?Ð «b½U?¹U?~|˙ W?# ¨sÐW?¼ W?J¹œ Í—W???????â??????OK?+

åøX}ÐW¼ U²Ýï%U%WÐ ÊUOO²,¹u}Ä

ÂüWÐ ¨dð w?â??O¼ Ë r?O¹U??ÝU?z wJ}???Ý…—ËW½ U??N?½Wð s% ¨Êï???ł øs% ÂüWÐò
åìïð

å°+“W% wÝ…—ËW½ ÍW½U*Uð ìò ∫ÍñÐ vÄ ÍW"W,* ÊUÝU½ïł

∫wðË Ë U¹—…œ WOO½«Ë˙ Ë UA}J†W¼ wJ}šUz ÊUÝU½ïł

Íœu??š Í…ËWM¹“˘œWÐ XO??²??,¹u??}Ä ïð ÆW??O?O½ s?%WÐ XO??²?,¹u??}Ä d??²??Oz ïðò
¨—W?â?OK?+ Wð«Ë ªW?"WMO?*W?²??Ý«˙ W?Ý…—ËW½ ÆdðU¹“ p}?²??ý Ë …˛˘˙ —W¼ ¨Wðï?š
XO??²??,¹u??}Ä ï?ð ÆW¹ïð ÍW¹U??²??Ýï??%U??% ËWz ¨XšU?½ ËU½ ÍW??"…œ«“Uz W??Ý…—ËW½
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åÆ…ËWz w½Ëu%“Wz Ë 7A¹W~}ð Ë 5ÝU½WÐ

wJ|—Ëu½WÐ ¨Ë «œ…œ w†ïÄW?ý «œ«ËW¼ W# ÊUÝU½ï?ł ÍW²ÝW?ł ¨p|ËUð ‘UÄ
ÆËUÇ —W?Ð WðU?¼ p½Wð w?"W¹…—«ËW????* „…Ë U????−M?Oz ¨Ë …ËW?¹UJ,?¹dÐ…œ …Ë…e????"

Æ…ËW½WJÐËxÐ  «Ë Wð«Ë s%WÐ  …—UÐWÝ Wà}¼W%ò ∫wðË

“W?Š Ë rJ}?Ý…—ËW½ UN½W?ð s% øêOK+ W?ýUÐ Æs½«eÐ b½…Ë«u?šWÐ s% Wà?}¼W?%
åìvý…œ ¨ÂW"…œ s¹ñ+ WÐ

åÆÊUÝU½ïłò

Æs}?†…œ w²???}Ä X½U???"…ËUÇ W???" W???"W???% W??²???ý ËW?Ð ˙…ËUÐ ¨Âe¹“Uz w?â??O?K+ò
ÆÊ—«œ—ËuMÝ Ë Ë«œ Ë b½WÐ Ê…œ…œ w²?½U?A?OÄ X½U?"…ËUÇ ÍW½U?²?ý ËWz ÍË«ËWð
ËWz ¨XO½«e½U¹…œ W" X¹—WÐ W½U²ý ËWÐ ÍWÄ …bÐ ÙËW¼ ÆW½«ËñÐ “…ËUz ÍËUÇ WÐ

åÆ…ËW²OMO³Ð  WIO*WŠ w|˙ XO½«uð…œ W%…œ

«b½U?L?ÝUz w¹U??ýïÐ W# ”…—ËW½ w½U?ÝU½ï?ł ÆU?%W½ W?"…e?" …—Ëu?½ ÍWJ,¹dÇ
ÆËuÐ ÊË

¿¿¿

U½ p}# w†U?Ð ÊU?L?ÝUz Ë…—WÐ ”…—ËW½ Í—W??â?OK+ ¨ —u?" w?"W¹…ËU?% ‘UÄ
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Part One
It was morning, and the new sun sparkled gold across the ripples of

a gentle sea. 

A mile from shore a fishing boat chummed the water, and the word
for Breakfast Flock flashed through the air, till a crowd of a thousand
seagulls came to dodge and fight for bits of food. It was another busy
day beginning.

But way off alone, out by himself beyond boat and shore, Jonathan
Livingston Seagull was practicing. A hundred feet in the sky he low-
ered his webbed feet, lifted his beak, and strained to hold a painful
hard twisted curve through his wings. The curve meant that he would
fly slowly, and now he slowed until the wind was a whisper in his
face, until the ocean stood still beneath him. He narrowed his eyes in
fierce concentration, held his breath, forced one ... single ... more ...
inch ... of ... curve .... Then his feathers ruffled, he stalled and fell.

Seagulls, as you know, never falter, never stall. To stall in the air is
for them disgraced and it is dishonor.

But Jonathan Livingston Seagull, unashamed, stretching his wings
again in that trembling hard curve - slowing, slowing, and stalling
once more - was no ordinary bird.

Most gulls didn't bother to learn more than the simplest facts of
flight - how to get from shore to food and back again. For most gulls,
it is not flying that matters, but eating. For this gull, through, it was
not eating that mattered, but flight. More than anything else, Jonathan
Livingston Seagull loved to fly. 

This kind of thinking, he found, is not the way to make one's self
popular with other birds. Even his parents were dismayed as Jonathan
spent whole days alone, making hundreds of low-level glides, experi-
menting.

He didn't know why, for instance, but when he flew at altitudes less
than half his wingspan above the water, he could stay in the air longer,
with less effort. His glides ended not with the usual feet-down splash
into the sea, but with a long flat wake as he touched the surface with
his feet tightly streamlined against his body. When he began sliding in
to feet-up landings on the beach, then pacing the length of his slide in
the sand, his parents were very much dismayed indeed.

86

Why, Jon, why?" his mother asked. "Why is it so hard to be like the
rest of the flock, Jon? Why can't you leave low flying to the pelicans,
the albatross? Why don't you eat? Jon, you're bone and feathers!"

"I don't mind being bone and feathers, Mum. I just want to know
what I can do in the air and what I can't, that's all. I just want to
know."

"See here, Jonathan," said his father, not unkindly. "Winter isn't far
away. Boats will be few, and the surface fish will be swimming deep.
If you must study,. then study food, and how to get it. This flying
business is all very well, but you can't eat a glide, you know. Don't
you forget that the reason you fly is to eat."

Jonathan nodded obediently. For the next few days he tried to be be-
have like the other gulls; he really tried, screeching and fighting with
the flock around the piers and fishing boats, diving on scraps of fish
and bread. But he couldn't make it work. 

It's all so pointless, he thought, deliberately dropping a hard-won
anchovy to a hungry old gull chasing him. I could be spending all this
time learning to fly. There's so much to learn!

It wasn't long before Jonathan Gull was off by himself again, far out
at see, hungry, happy, learning. 

The subject was speed, and in a week's practice he learned more
about speed than the fastest gull alive. 

From a thousand feet, flapping his wings as hard as he could, he
pushed over into a blazing steep dive toward the waves, and learned
why seagulls don't make blazing steep power-dives. In just six sec-
onds he was moving seventy miles per hour, the speed at which one's
wing goes unstable on the upstroke.

Time after time it happened. Careful as he was, working at the very
peak of his ability, he lost control at high speed.

Climb to a thousand feet. Full power straight ahead first, then push
over, flapping, to a vertical dive. Then, every time, his left wing
stalled on an upstroke, he'd roll violently left, stall his right wing re-
covering, and flick like fire into a wild tumbling spin to the right.

He couldn't be careful enough on that upstroke. Ten times he tried,
but all ten times, as he passed through seventy miles per hour, he burst
into a churning mass of feathers, out of control, crashing down into
the water.
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They key, he thought as last, dripping wet, must be to hold the
wings still at high speeds - to flap up to fifty and then hold the wings
still.

From two thousand feet he tried again, rolling into his dive, beak
straight down, wings full out and stable from the moment he passed
fifty miles per hour. It took tremendous strength, but it worked. In ten
seconds he has blurred through ninety miles per hour. Jonathan had
set a world speed record for seagulls!

But victory was short-lived. The instant he began his pullout, the in-
stant he changed the angle of his wings, he snapped into that same ter-
rible uncontrolled disaster, and at ninety miles per hour it hit him like
dynamite. Jonathan Seagull exploded in midair and smashed down
into a brick-hard sea.

When he came to, it was well after dark, and he floated in moon-
light on the surface of the ocean. His wings were ragged bars of lead,
but the weight of failure was even heavier on his back. He wished,
feebly, that the weight could be just enough to drag him gently down
to the bottom, and end it all.

As he sank low in the water, a strange hollow voice sounded within
him. There's no way around it. I am a seagull. I am limited by my na-
ture. If I were meant to learn so much about flying, I'd have a falcon's
short wings, and live on mice instead of fish. My father was right. I
must forget this foolishness. I must fly home to the Flock and be con-
tent as I am, as a poor limited seagull.

The voice faded, and Jonathan agreed. The place for a seagull at
night is on shore, and from this moment forth, he vowed, he would be
a normal gull. It would make everyone happier.

He pushed wearily away from the dark water and flew toward the
land, grateful for what he had learned about work-saving low-altitude
flying.

But no, he thought. I am done with the way I was, I am done with
everything I learned. I am a seagull like every other seagull, and I will
fly like one. So he climbed painfully to a hundred feet and flapped his
wings harder, pressing for shore.

He felt better for his decision to be just another one of the flock.
there would be no ties now to the force that had driven him to learn,
there would be no more challenge and no more failure. And it was
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pretty, just to stop thinking, and fly through the dark, toward the lights
above the beach.

Dark! The hollow voice cracked in alarm. Seagulls never fly in the
dark!

Jonathan was not alert to listen. It's pretty, he thought. The moon
and the lights twinkling on the water, throwing out little beacon-trails
though the night, and all so peaceful and still...

Get Down! Seagulls never fly in the dark! If you were meant to fly
in the dark, you'd have the eyes f an owl! You'd have charts for
brains! You'd have a falcon's short wings! 

There in the night, a hundred feet in the air, Jonathan Livingston
Seagull - blinked. His pain, his resolutions, vanished.

Short Wings. A falcon's short wings!

That's the answer! What a fool I've been! All I need is a tiny little
wing, all I need is to fold most of my wings and fly on just the tips
alone! Short wings!

He climbed two thousand feet above the black sea, and without a
moment for thought of failure and death, he brought his forewings
tightly in to his body, left only the narrow swept daggers of his wing-
tips extended into the wind, and fell into a vertical dive.

The wind was a monster roar at his head. Seventy miles per hour,
ninety, a hundred and twenty and faster still. The wing-strain now at a
hundred and forty miles per hour wasn't nearly as hard as it had been
before at seventy, and with the faintest twist of his wingtips he eased
out of the dive and shot above the waves, a grey cannonball under the
moon.

He closed his eyes to slits against the wind and rejoiced. A hundred
forty miles per hour! and under control! If I dive from five thousand
feet instead of two thousand, I wonder how fast...

His vows of a moment before were forgotten, swept away in that
great swift wind. Yet he felt guiltless, breaking the promises he had
made himself. Such promises are only for the gulls that accept the or-
dinary. One who has touched excellence in his learning has no need of
that kind of promise.

By sunup, Jonathan Gull was practicing again. From five thousand
feet the fishing boats were specks in the flat blue water, Breakfast
Flock was a faint cloud of dust motes, circling.
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He was alive, trembling ever so slightly with delight, proud that his
fear was under control. Then without ceremony he hugged in his fo-
rewings, extended his short, angled wingtips, and plunged directly to-
ward the sea. By the time he had passed four thousand feet he had
reached terminal velocity, the wind was a solid beating wall of sound
against which he could move no faster. He was flying now straight
down, at two hundred fourteen miles per hour. He swallowed, know-
ing that if his wings unfolded at that speed he'd be blown into a mil-
lion tiny shreds of seagull. But the speed was power, and the speed
was joy, and the speed was pure beauty.

He began his pullout at a thousand feet, wingtips thudding and blur-
ring in that gigantic wind, the boat and the crowd of gulls tilting and
growing meteor-fast, directly in his path.

He couldn't stop; he didn't know yet even how to turn at that speed.

Collision would be instant death.

And so he shut his eyes.

It happened that morning, then, just after sunrise, that Jonathan Li-
vingston Seagull fired directly through the centre of Breakfast Flock,
ticking off two hundred twelve miles per hour, eyes closed, in a great
roaring shriek of wind and feathers. The Gull of Fortune smiled upon
him this once, and no one was killed.

By the time he had pulled his beak straight up into the sky he was
still scorching along at a hundred and sixty miles per hour. When he
had slowed to twenty and stretched his wings again at last, the boat
was a crumb on the sea, four thousand feet below.

His thought was triumph. Terminal velocity! A seagull two hundred
fourteen miles per hour! It was a breakthrough, the greatest single mo-
ment in the history of the Flock, and in that moment a new age opened
for Jonathan Gull. Flying out to his lonely practice area, folding his
wings for a dive from eight thousand feet, he set himself at once to
discover how to turn.

A single wingtip feather, he found, moved a fraction of an inch,
gives a smooth sweeping curve at the tremendous speed. Before he
learned this, however, he found that moving more than one feather at
that speed will spin you like a rifle ball ... and Jonathan had flown the
first aerobatics of any seagull on earth.

He spared no time that day for talk with other gulls, but flew on past
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sunset. He discovered the loop, the slow roll, the point roll, the in-
verted spin, the gull bunt, the pinwheel.

When Jonathan Seagull joined the Flock on the beach, it was full
night. He was dizzy and terribly tired. Yet in delight he flew a loop to
landing, with a snap roll just before touchdown. When they hear of it,
he thought, of the Breakthrough, they'll be wild with joy. How much
more there is now to living! Instead of our drab slogging forth and
back to the fishing boats, there's a reason to life! We can list ourselves
out of ignorance, we can find ourselves as creatures of excellence and
intelligence and skill. We can be free! We can learn to fly!

The years head hummed and glowed with promise.

The gulls were flocked into the Council Gathering when he landed,
and apparently had been so flocked for sometime. They were, in fact,
waiting.

"Jonathan Livingston Seagull! Stand to Centre!" The Elder's words
sounded in a voice of highest ceremony. Stand to Centre meant only
great shame or great honor. Stand to Centre for honor was the way the
gulls' foremost leaders were marked. Of course, he thought, the Break-
fast Flock this morning; they saw the Breakthrough! But I want no
honors. I have no wish to be leader. I want only to share what I've
found, to show those horizons out ahead for us all. He stepped for-
ward.

"Jonathan Livingston Seagull," said the Elder, "Stand to Centre for
shame in the sight of your fellow gulls!"

It felt like being hit with a board. His knees went weak, his feathers
sagged, there was a roaring in his ears. Centred for shame? Im-
possible! The Breakthrough! They can't understand! They're wrong,
they're wrong!

"...for his reckless irresponsibly," the solemn voice intoned, "vi-
olating the dignity and tradition of the Gull Family..."

To be centred for shame meant that he would be cast out of gull so-
ciety, banished to the solitary life on the Far Cliffs.

"...one day, Jonathan Livingston Seagull, you shall learn that ir-
responsibly? My brothers!" he cried. "Who is more responsible than a
gull who finds and follows a meaning, a higher purpose for life? For a
thousand years we have scrabbled after fish heads, but now we have a
chance, let me show you what I've found..."
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The Flock might as well have been stone.

"The Brotherhood is broken," the gulls intoned together, and with
one accord they solemnly closed their ears and turned their backs
upon him. 

Jonathan Seagull spent the rest of his days alone, but he flew way
out beyond the Far Cliffs. His one sorrow was not solitude, it was that
other gulls refused to believe the glory of flight that awaited them;
they refused to open their eyes and see. 

He learned more each day. He learned that a streamlined high-speed
dive could bring him to find the rare and tasty fish that schooled ten
feet below the surface of the ocean: he no longer needed fishing boats
and stale bread for survival. He learned to sleep in the air, setting a
course at night across the offshore wind, covering a hundred miles
from sunset to sunrise. With the same inner control, he flew through
heavy sea-fogs and climbed above them into dazzling clear skies... in
the very times when every other gull stood on the ground, knowing
nothing but mist and rain. He learned to ride the high winds far inland,
to dine there on delicate insects. 

What he had once hoped for the Flock, he now gained for himself
alone; he learned to fly, and was not sorry for the price that he had
paid. Jonathan Seagull discovered that boredom and fear and anger are
the reasons that a gull's life is so short, and with these gone from his
thought, he lived a long and fine life indeed. 

They came in the evening, then, and found Jonathan gliding peace-
ful and alone through his beloved sky. The two gulls that appeared at
his wings were pure as starlight, and the glow from them was gentle
and friendly in the high night air. But most lovely of all was the skill
with which they flew, their wingtips moving a precise and constant
inch from his own. 

Without a word, Jonathan put them to his test, a test that no gull had
ever passed. He twisted his wings, slowed to a single mile per hour
above stall. The two radiant birds slowed with him, smoothly, locked
in position. They knew about slow flying. 

He folded his wings, rolled, and dropped in a dive to a hundred nd
ninety miles per hour. They dropped with him, streaking down in
flawless formation. 

At last he turned that speed straight up into a long vertical slow-roll.
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The rolled with him, smiling. 

He recovered to level flight and was quiet for a time before he
spoke. "Very well," he said, "who are you?" 

"We're from your Flock, Jonathan. We are your brothers." The
words were strong and calm. "We've come to take you higher, to take
you home." 

"Home I have none. Flock I have none. I am Outcast And we fly
now at the peak of the Great Mountain Wind Beyond a few hundred
feet, I can lift this old body no higher." 

"But you can, Jonathan. For you have learned. One school is fin-
ished, and the time has come to another to begin." 

As it had shined across him all his life, so understanding lighted that
moment for Jonathan Seagull. they were right. He could fly higher,
and it was time to go home. 

He gave one last long look across the sky, across that magnificent
silver land where he had learned so much. 

"I'm ready," he said at last. 

And Jonathan Livingston Seagull rose with the two starbright gulls
to disappear into a perfect dark sky. 
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Part Two
So this is heaven, he thought, and he had to smile at himself. It was

hardly respectful to analyse heaven in the very moment that one flies
up to enter it. 

As he came from Earth now, above the clouds and in close forma-
tion with the two brilliant gulls, he saw that his own body was grow-
ing as bright as theirs. True, the same young Jonathan Seagull was
there that has always lived behind his golden eyes, but the outer form
had changed. 

It felt like a seagull body, but already it flew far better than his old
one had ever flown. Why, with half the effort, he though, I'll get twice
the speed, twice the performance of my best days on earth! 

His feathers glowed brilliant white now, and his wings were smooth
and perfect as sheets of polished silver. He began, delightedly, to learn
about them, to press power into these new wings. 

At two hundred fifty miles per hour he felt that he was nearing his
level-flight maximum speed. At two hundred seventy-three he thought
that he was flying as fast as he could fly, and he was ever so faintly
disappointed. There was a limit to how much the new body could do,
and though it was much faster than his old level-flight record, it was
still a limit that would take great effort to crack. In heaven, he though,
there should be no limits. 

The clouds broke apart, his escorts called, "Happy landings, Jon-
athan," and vanished into thin air. 

He was flying over a sea, toward a jagged shoreline. A very few
seagulls were working the updraughts on the cliffs. Away off to the
north, at the horizon itself, flew a few others. New sights, new
thoughts, new questions. Why so few gulls? Heaven should be flocked
with gulls! And why am I so tired, all at once? Gulls in heaven are
never supposed to be tired, or to sleep. 

Where had he heard that? The memory of his life on Earth was fall-
ing away. Earth had been a place where he had learned much, of
course, but the details were blurred - something about fighting for
food, and being Outcast. 

The dozen gulls by the shoreline came to meet him, none saying a
word. He felt only that he was welcome and that this was home. It had
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been a big day for him, a day whose sunrise he no longer remembered.

He turned to land on the beach, beating his wings to stop an inch in
the air, then dropping lightly to the sand. The other gulls landed too,
but not one of them so much as flapped a feather. they swung into the
wind, bright wings outstretched, then somehow they changed the
curve of their feathers until they had stopped in the same instant their
feet touched the ground. It was beautiful control, but now Jonathan
was just too tired to try it. Standing there on the beach still without a
word spoken, he was asleep. 

In the days that followed, Jonathan saw that there was as much to
learn about flight in this place as there had been in the life behind him.
But with a difference. Here were gulls who thought as he thought. For
each of them, the most important thing in living was to reach out and
touch perfection in that which they most loved to do, and that was to
fly. They were magnificent birds, all of them, and they spent hour af-
ter hour every day practicing flight, testing advanced aeronautics. 

For a long time Jonathan forgot about the world that he had come
from, that place where the Flock lived with its eyes tightly shut to the
joy of flight, using its wings as means to the end of finding and fight-
ing for food. But now and then, just for a moment, he remembered. 

He remembered it one morning when he was out with his instructor,
while they rested on the beach after a session of folded-wing snap
rolls. 

"Where is everybody, Sullivan?" He asked silently, quite at home
now with the easy telepathy that these gulls used instead of screes and
gracks. "Why aren't there more of us here? Why, where I came from
there were..." 

"... thousands and thousands of gulls. I know." Sullivan shook his
head. "The only answer I can see, Jonathan, is that you are pretty well
a one-in-a-million bird. Most of us came along ever so slowly. we
went from one world into another that was almost exactly like it, for-
getting right away where we had come from, not caring where we
were headed, living for the moment. Do you have any idea how many
lives we must have gone though before we even got the first idea that
there is more to life than eating, or fighting, or power in the Flock? A
thousand lives, Jon, ten thousand! And then another hundred lives un-
til we began to learn that there is such a thing as perfection, and an-
other hundred again to get the idea that our purpose for living is to
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find that perfection and show it forth. The same rule holds for us now,
of course; we choose our next world through what we learn in this
one. Learn nothing, and the next world is the same as this one, all the
same limitations and lead weights to overcome." 

he stretched his wings and turned to face the wind. "But you, Jon."
he said, "learned so much at one time that you don't have to go
through a thousand lives to reach this one." 

In moment they were airborne again, practicing. The formation
point-rolls were difficult, for through the inverted half Jonathan had to
think upside down, reversing the curve of his wing and reversing it ex-
actly in harmony with his instructor's. 

"Let's try it again," Sullivan said, over and over: "Let's try it again."
Then, finally, "Good." And they began practicing outside loops. 

One evening the gulls that were not nightly-flying stood together on
the sand, thinking. Jonathon took all his courage in his head and
walked to the Elder Gull, who, it was said, was soon to be moving be-
yond this world. 

"Chiang..." he said, a little nervously. 

The old seagull looked at him kindly. "Yes,. my son?" Instead of be-
ing enfeebled by age, the Elder had been empowered by it; he could
outfly any gull in the Flock, and he had learned skills that the others
were only gradually coming to know. 

"Chiang, this world isn't heaven at all, is it?" 

The Elder smiled in the moonlight. "You are learning again, Jon-
athan Seagull," he said. 

Well, what happens from here? Where are we going? Is there no
such place as heaven?" 

"No, Jonathan, there is no such place. Heaven is not a place, and it
is not a time. Heaven is being perfect." He was silent for a moment.
"You are a very fast flier, aren't you?" 

"I... I enjoy speed," Jonathan said, taken aback but proud that the
elder had noticed. 

"You will begin to touch heaven, Jonathan, in the moment that you
touch perfect speed. And that isn't flying a thousand miles an hour, or
a million, or flying at the speed of light. Because any number is a lim-
it, and perfection doesn't have limits. Perfect speed, my son, is being
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there." 

Without warning, Chiang vanished and appeared at the waters edge
fifty feet away, all in the flicker of an instant. Then he vanished again
and stood, in the same millisecond, at Jonathan's shoulder. "It's kind
of fun," he said. 

Jonathan was dazzled. He forgot to ask about heaven. "How do you
do that? What does it feel like? How far can you go?" 

"You can go to any place and to any time that you wish to go," the
Elder said. "I've gone everywhere and everywhen I can think of." He
looked across the sea. "It's strange. The gulls who scorn perfection for
the sake of travel go nowhere, slowly. Those who put aside travel for
the sake of perfection go anywhere, instantly. Remember, Jonathan,
heaven isn't a place or a time because place and time are so very
meaningless. Heaven is..." 

"Can you teach me to fly like that?" Jonathan Seagull trembled to
conquer another unknown. 

"Of course, if you wish to learn." 

"I wish. When can we start?" 

"We could start now, if you'd like." 

"I want to learn to fly like that," Jonathan said, and a strange light
glowed in his eyes. "Tell me what to do." 

Chiang spoke slowly and watched the younger gull ever so care-
fully. "To fly as fast as thought, to anywhere that is," he said, "you
must begin by knowing that you have already arrived..." 

The trick, according to Chiang, was for Jonathan to stop seeing him-
self as trapped inside a limited body that had a forty-two-inch wing-
span and performance that could be plotted on a chart. The trick was
to know that his true nature lived, as perfect as an unwritten number,
everywhere at once across space and time. 

Jonathan kept at it, fiercely, day after day, from before sunrise till
past midnight. And for all his effort he moved not a feather-width
from his spot. 

"Forget about faith!" Chiang said it time and again. "You didn't
need faith to fly, you needed to understand flying. This is just the
same. Now try again..." 
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Then one day Jonathan, standing on the shore, cloising his eyes,
concentrating, all in a flash knew what chiang had been telling him.
"Why, that's true! I am a perfect, unlimited gull!" He felt a great shock
of joy. 

"Good!" sad Chiang, and there was victory in his voice. 

Jonathan opened his eyes. He stood alone with the Elder on a totally
different seashore - trees down to the water's edge, twin yellow suns
turning overhead. 

"At last you've got the idea," Chiang said, "but your control needs a
little work..." 

Jonathan was stunned. "Where are we?" 

Utterly unimpressed with the strange surroundings, the Elder
brushed the question aside. "We're on some planet, obviously, with a
green sky and a double star for a sun." 

Jonathan made a scree of delight, the first sound he had made since
he had left Earth. "IT WORKS!" 

"Well, of course it works, Jon." said Chaing. "It always works,
when you know what you're doing. Now about your control..." 

By the time they returned, it was dark. The other gulls looked at
Jonathan with awe in their golden eyes, for they have seen him dis-
appear from where he had been rooted for so long. 

He stood their congratulations for less than a minute, "I'm the new-
comer here! I'm just beginning! It is I who must learn from you!" 

"I wonder about that, Jon," said Sullivan, standing near. "You have
less fear of learning than any gull I've seen in the thousand years."
The Flock fell silent, and Jonathan fidgeted in embarrassment. 

"We can start working with time if you wish," Chiang said, "till you
can ffly the past and the future. And then you will be ready to begin
the most difficult, the most pwerful, the most fun of all. You will be
ready to begin to fly up and know the meaning of kindness and of
love." 

A month went by, or something that felt about like a month, and
Jonathan learned at the tremendous rate. He always had learned quick-
ly from ordinary experience, and now, the special student of the Elder
Himself, he took in new ideas like a streamlined feathered computer. 

But then the day came that Chiang vanished. He had been talking
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quietly with them all, exhorting them never to stop their learning and
their practising and their striving to understand more of the perfect in-
visible priciple of all life. Then, as he spoke, his feathers went brighter
and brighter and at last turned so brilliant that no gull could look upon
him. 

"Jonathan," he said, and these were the last words that he spoke,
"keep working on love." 

When they could see again, Chiang was gone. 

As the days went past, Jonathan found himself thinking time and
time again of the Earth from which he had come. If he had known
there just a tenth, just a hundredth, of what he knew here, how much
more life would have meant! He stood on the sand and fell to won-
dering if there was a gull back there who might be struggling to break
out of his limits, to see the meaning of flight beyond a way of travel to
get a breadcrumb from a rowboat. Perhaps there might even have been
one made Outcast for speaking his truth in the face of the Flock. And
the more Jonathan practised his kindness lessons, and the more he
worked to know the nature of love, the more he wanted to go back to
Earth. For in spite of his lonely past, Jonathan Seagull was born to be
an instructor, and his own way of demonstrating love was to give
something of the truth that he had seen to a gull who asked only a
chance to see truth for himself. 

Sullivan, adept now at thought-speed flight and helping the others
to learn, was doubtful. 

"Jon, you were Outcast once. Why do you think that any of the gulls
in your old time would listen to you now? You know the proverb, and
it's true: The gull sees farthest who flies highest. Those gulls where
you came from are standing on the ground, squaking and fighting
among themselves. They're a thousand miles from heaven - and you
say you want to show them heaven from where they stand! Jon, they
can't see their own wingtips! Stay here. Help the new gulls here, the
ones who are high enough to see what you have to tell them." He was
quiet for a moment, and then he said, "What if Chiang had gone back
to his old worlds? Where would you have been today?" 

The last point was the telling one, and Sullivan was right. The gull
ses farthest who flies highest. 

Jonathan stayed and worked with the new birds coming in, who
were all very bright and quick with their lessons. but the old eeling
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cam back, and he couldn't help but think that there might be one or
two gulls back on Earth who would be able to learn, too. How much
more would he have known by now if Chaing had come to him on the
day that he was Outcast! 

"Sully, I must go back," he said at last. "Your students are doing
well. They can help you bring the newcomers along." 

Sullivan sighed, but he did not argue. "I think I'll miss you, Jon-
athan," was all that he said. 

"Sully, for shame!" Jonathan said in reproach, "and don't be foolish!
What are we trying to practise every day? If our friendshop depends
on things like space and time, then when we finally overcome space
and time, we've destroyed our own brotherhood! But overcome space,
and all we have left is Here. Overcome time, and all we have left is
Now. And in the middle of Here and Now, don't you think that we
might see each other once or twice?" 

Sullivan Seagull laughed in spite of himself. "You crazy bird," he
said kindly. "If anybody can show someone on the ground how to see
a thousand miles, it will be Jonathan Livingston Seagull.: He looked
at the sand. "Good-bye, Jon, my friend." 

"Good-bye, Sully. We'll meet again." And with that, Jonathan held
in thought an image of the great gull-flocks on the shore of another
time, and he knew with practiced ease that he was not bone and feath-
er but a perfect idea of freedom and fight, limited by nothing at all. 

Fletcher Lynd Seagull was still quite young, but already he knew
that no bird had ever been so harshly treated by any Flock, or with so
much injustice. 

"I don't care what they say," he thought fiercely , and his vision
blured as he flew out toward the Far Cliffs. "There's so much more to
flying than just flapping around from place to place!
A.....a....mnosquito does that! One little barrel-roll around the Elder
Gull, just for fun, and I'm Outcast! Are they blind? Can't they see?
Can't they think of the glory that it'll be when we really learn to fly? 

"I don't care what they think. I'll show them what flying is! I'll be
pure Outlaw, if that's the way they want it. And I'll make them so sor-
ry..." 

The voice came inside his own head, and though it was very gentle,
it startled him so much that he faltered and stumbled in the air. 
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"Don't be harsh on them, Fletcher Seagull. In casting you out, the
other gulls have only hurt themselves, and one day they will know
this, and one day they will see what you see. Forgive them, and help
them to understand." 

An inch from his right wingtip flew the most brilliant white gull in
all the world, gliding effortlessly along, not moving a feather, at what
was very nearly Fletcher's top speed. 

There was a moment of chaos in the young bird. 

"What's going on? Am I mad? Am I dead? What is this?" 

Low and calm, the voice went on within his thought, demanding an
answer. "Fletcher Lynd Seagull, do you want to fly?" 

"YES, I WANT TO FLY!"  "Fletcher Lynd Seagull, do you want to
fly so much that you will forgive the Flock, and learn, and go back to
them one day and work to help them know?"  There was no lying to
this magnificent skilful being, no matter how proud or how hurt a bird
was Fletcher Seagull.  "I do," he said softly.  "Then, Fletch," that
bright creature said to him, and the voice was very kind, "Let's begin
with Level Flight..."   
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Part Three
Jonathan circled slowly over the Far Cliffs, watching. This rough

young Fletcher Gull ws very nearly a perfect flight-student. He was
strong and light and quick in the air, but far and away more important,
he had a blazing drive to learn to fly.  

Here he came this minute, a blurred grey shape roaring out of a
dive, flashing one hundred fifty miles per hour past his instructor. He
pulled abruptly into another try at a sixteen-pint vertical slow roll,
calling the points out loud.

"...eight ...nine ...ten ...see-Jonthan-I'm-running-out-of-airspeed
...eleven ...I-want-good-sharp-stops-like-yours ...twelve ...but-blast-it-
I-just-can't-make ...thirteen ...these-last-three-points ...without
...fourteen ...aaakkk!"

Fletcher's whipstall at the top was all the worse for his rage and fury
at failing. He fell backward, tumbled, slammed savagely into and in-
verted spin, and recovered at last, panting, a hundred feet below his
instructor's level.

"You're wasting your time with me, Jonathan! I'm too dumb! I'm
too stupid! I try and try, but I'll never get it!"

Jonathan Seagull looked down at him and nodded. "You'll certainly
never get it as long as you make that pullup so hard. Fletcher, you lost
forty miles an hour in the entry! You have to be smooth! Firm but
smooth, remember?"

He dropped down to the level of the younger gull. "Let's try it to-
gether now, in formation. And pay attention to that pullup. It's a
smooth, easy entry"

By the end of three months Jonathan had six other students, Out-
casts all, yet curious about this strange new idea of flight for the joy of
flying.

Still, it was easier for them to practice high performance than it was
to understand the reason behind it.

"Each of us is in truth an idea of the Great Gull, and unlimited idea
of freedom," Jonathan would stay in the evenings on the beach, "and
precision flying is a step toward expressing our real nature. Every-
thing that limits us where we have to put aside. That's why all this
high-speed practice, and low-speed and aerobatics..."
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...and his students would be asleep, exhausted from the day's flying.
They liked the practice, because it was fast and exciting and it fed a
hunger for learning that grew with every lesson. But not one of them,
not even Fletcher Lynd Gull, had come to believe that the flight of
ideas could possibly be as real as this flight of wind and feather.

 "Your whole body, from wingtip to wingtip," Jonathan would say,
other times, "is nothing more than your thought itself, in a form you
can see. Break the chains of your thought, and you break the chains of
your body, too . . ." But no matter how he said it, it sounded like
pleasant fiction, and they needed more to sleep.

It was only a month later that Jonathan said the time had come to re-
turn to the Flock.

"We're not ready!" said Henry Calvin Gull. "We're not welcome!
We're Outcast! We can't force ourselves to go where we're not wel-
come, can we?"

"We're free to go where we wish and to be what we are," Jonathan
answered, and he lifted from the sand and turned east, toward the
home grounds of the Flock.

There was a brief anguish among his students, for it is the Law of
the Flock that an Outcast never returns, and the Law had not been
broken once in ten thousand years. The Law said stay; Jonathan said
go; and by now he was a mile across the water. If they waited much
longer, he would reach a hostile Flock alone.

"Well, we don't have to obey the law if we're not a part of the Flock,
do we?" Fletcher said, rather self-conciously. "Besides, if there's a
fight, we'll be a lot more help there than here."

And so they flew in from the west that morning, eight of them in a
double-diamond formation, wingtips almost overlapping. They came
across the Flock's Council Beach at a hundred thirty-five miles per
hour, Jonathan in the lead, Fletcher smoothly at hi right wing, Henry
Calvin strugling gamely at his left. Then the whole formation rolled
slowly to the right, as one bird ... level ... to ... inverted ... to ... level,
the wind whipping over them all.

The squawks and grockles of everyday life in the Flock were cut off
as though the formation were a giant knife, and eight thousand gull-
eyes watched, without a single blink. One by one, each of the eight
birds pulled sharply upward into a landing on the sand. Then as
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though this sort of thing happened every day, Jonathan Seagull began
his critiqu ىof the flight.

"To begin with," he said with a wry smile, "you were all a bit late
on the join-up . . ."

It went like lightning through the Flock. Those birds are Outcast!
And they have returned! And that . . . that can't happen! Fletcher's pre-
dictions of battle melted in the Flock's confusion.

"Well, O.K., they may be Outcast," said some of the younger gulls,
"but where on earth did they learn to fly like that?"

It took almost an hour for the Word of the Elder to pass through the
Flock: Ignore them. The gull who speaks to an Outcast is himself Out-
cast. The gull who looks upon an Outcast breaks the Law of the Flock.

 Grey-feathered backs were turned upon Jonathan from that moment
onward, but he didn't appear to notice. He held his practice sessions
directly over the Council Beach and for the first time began presing
his students to the limit of their ability.

 "Martin Gull!" he souted across the sky. "You say you know low-
speed flying. You know nothing till you prove it! FLY!"

So quiet little Martin William Seagull, startled to be caught under
his instructor's fire, suprised himself and beacme a wizard of low
speeds. In the lightest breeze he could curve his feathers to lift himself
without a single flap of wing from sand to cloud and down again.

Likewise Charles-Roland Gull flew the Great Mountain Wind to
twenty-four thousand feet, came down blue from the cold thin air,
amazed and happy, determined to go still higher tommorow.

Fletcher Seagull, who loved aerobatics like no one else, conquered
his sixteen-point vertical slow roll and the next day topped it off with
a triple cartwheel, his feathers flashing white sunlight to a beach from
which more than one furtive eye watched.

 Every hour Jonathan was there at the side of each of his students,
demonstrating, suggesting, pressuring, guiding. He flew with them
through night and cloud and storm, for the sport of it, while the Flock
huddled miserably on the ground.

When the flying was done, the students relaxed on the sand, and in
time they listened more closely to Jonathan. He had some crazy ideas
that they coudn't understand, but then he had some good ones that
they could.
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Gradually, in the night, another circle formed around the circle of
students - a circle of curious gulls listening in the darkness for hours
on end, not wishing to see or be seen of one another, fading away be-
fore daybreak.

It was a month after the Return that the first gull of the Flock
crossed the line and asked to learn how to fly. In his asking, Terrence
Lowell Gull became a condemned bird, labelled Outcast; and the
eighth of Jonathan's students.

The nedt night from the Flock kame Kirk Maynard Gull, wobbling
across the sand, draggin his left wing, to collapse at Jonathan's feet.
"Help me," he said very quietly, speaking in the way that the dying
speak. "I want to fly more than anything else in the world . . . "

"Come alonjg then," said Jonathan. "Climb with me away from the
ground, and we'll begin"

"You don't understand. My wing. I can't move my wing."

"Maynard Gull, you have the freedon to be yourself, your true self,
here and now, and nothing can stand in your way. It is the Law of the
Great Gull, the Law that Is."

"Are you saying I can fly?"

"I say you are free."

As simply and as quickly as that, Kirk Maynard Gull spread his
wings, effortlessly, and lifted into the dark night air. The Flock was
roused from sleep by his cry, as lous as he could scream it, from five
hundred feet up; "I can fly! Listen! I CAN FLY!"

By sunrise there were nearly a thousand birds standing outside the
circle of students, looking cusiously at Maynard. They don't care
whether they were seen or not, and they listened, trying to understand
Jonathan Seagull.

He spoke of very simple things - that it is right for a gull to fly, that
freedom is the very nature of his being, that whatever stands against
that freedom must be set aside, be it ritual or superstition or limitation
in any form.

"Set aside," came a voice from the multitude, "even if it be the Law
of the Flock?"

"The only true law is that which leads to freedom," Jonathan said.
"There is no other."
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"How do you expect us to fly as you fly?" came another voice. "You
are special and gifted and divine, above other birds."

"Look at Fletcher! Lowell! Charles-Roland! Are they also special
and gifted and divine? No more than you are, no more than I am. The
only difference, the very only one, is that they have begun to under-
stand what they really are and have begun to practise it."

His students, save Fletcher, shifted uneasily. They hadn't realised
that this was what they were doing.

The crowd grew larger every day, coming to question, to idolize, to
scorn.

"They are saying in the Flock that if you are not the Son of the
Great Gull Himself," Fletcher told Jonathan one morning after the Ad-
vanced Speed Practice, "then you are a thousand years ahead of your
time."  

Jonathan sighed. The price of being misunderstood, he thought.
They call you devil or they call you god. "What do you think, Fletch?
Are we ahead of our time?"

A long silence. "Well, this kind of flying has always been here to be
learned by anybody who wanted to discover it; that's got nothing to do
with time. We're ahead of the fashion, maybe. Ahead of the way that
most gulls fly."

"That's something," Jonathan said, rolling to glide inverted for a
while. "That's not half as bad as being ahead of our time."

It happened just a week later. Fletcher was demonstrating the ele-
ments of high-speed flying to a class of new students. He had just
pulled out of his dive from seven thousand feet, a long grey streak fir-
ing a few inches above the beach, when a young bird on its first flight
glided directly into his path, calling for its mother. With a tenth of a
second to avoid the youngster, Flectcher Lynd Seagull snapped hard
to the left, at something over two hundred miles per hour, into a cliff
of solid granite.

It was, for him, as though the rock were a giant hard door into an-
other world. A burst of fear and shock and black as he hit, and then he
was adrift in a strange strange sky, forgetting, remembering, for-
getting; afraid and sad and sorry, terribly sorry.

The voice came to him as it had in the first day that he had met Jon-
athan Livingston Seagull.  
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"The trick, Fletcher, is that we are trying to overcome our limita-
tions in order, patiently. We don't tackle flying through rock until a lit-
tle later in the programme."

"Jonathan!"

"Also known as the Son of the Great Gull," his instructor said dryly.

"What are you doing here? The cliff! Haven't . I . . . didn't I . . .
die?"

"Oh, Fletch, come on. Think. If you are talking to me now, then ob-
viously you didn't die, did you? What you did manage to do was to
change your level of consciousness rather abruptly. It's your choice
now. You can stay here and learn on this level - which is quite a bit
higher than the one you left, by the way - or you can go back and keep
working with the Flock. The Elders were hoping for some kind of dis-
aster, but they're startled that you obliged them so well."

"I want to go back to the Flock, of course. I've barely begun with
the new group!"

 "Very well, Fletcher. Remember what we were saying about one's
body being nothing more than thought itself . . . ?"

Fletcher shook his head and stretched his wings and opened his eyes
at the base of the cliff, in the centre of the whole Flock assembled.
There was a great clamour of sqawks and screes from the crowd when
first he moved.

"He lives! He that was dead lives!"

"Touched him with a wingtip! Brought him to life! The Son of the
Great Gull!"

"NO! He denies it! He's a devil! DEVIL! Come to break the Flock!"

There wre four thousand gulls in the crowd, frightened at what had
happened, and the cry DEVIL! went through them like the wind of an
ocean storm. Eyes glazed, beaks sharp, they closed in to destroy.

"Would you feel better if we left, Fletcher?" asked Jonathan.

"I certainly wouldn't object too much if we did . . . "

Instantly they stood togeher a half-mile away, and the flashing
breaks of the mob closed on empty air.

"Why is it, " Jonathan puzzled, "that the hardest thing in the world
is to convince a bird that he is free, and that he can prove it for himself
if he'd just spend a little time practising? Why should that be so hard?"
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Fletcher still blinked from the change of scene. "What did you just
do? How did we get here?"

"You did say you wanted to be out of the mob, didn't you?"

Yes! But how did you . . ."

"Like everything else, Fletcher. Practice"

By morning the Flock had forgotten its insanity, but Fletcher had
not. "Jonathan, remember what you said a long time ago, about loving
the Flock enough to return to it and help it learn?"

"Yes!"

"I don't understand how you manage to love a mob of birds that has
just tried to kill you."

"Oh, Fletch, you don't love that! You don't love hatred and evil, of
course. You have to practise and see the real gull, the good in every-
one of them, and to help them see it in themselves. That's what I mean
by love. It's fun, when you get the knack of it.

"I remember a fierce young bird, for instance, Fletcher Lynd Sea-
gull, his name. Just been made Outcast, ready to fight the Flock to the
death, getting a start on building his own bitter hell out on the Far
Cliffs. And here he is today building his own heaven instead, and
leading the whole Flock in that direction."

Fletcher turned to his instructor, and there was a moment of fright
in his eye. "Me leading? What do you mean, me leading? You're the
instructor here. You couldn't leave!"

"Couldn't I? Don't you think that there might be other flocks, other
Fletchers, that need an instructor more than this one, that's on its way
toward the light?"

"Me? Jon, I'm just a plain seagull, and you're . . ."

". . . the only Son of the Great Gull, I suppose?" Johnathan sighed
and looked out to sea. "You don't need me any longer.. You need to
keep finding yourself, a little more each day, that real, unlimited
Fletcher Seagull. he's your instructor. You need to understand him and
to practice him."

A moment later Jonathan's body wavered in the air, shimmering,
and began to go transparent. "Don't let them spread silly rumours
about me, or make me a god. O.K., Fletch? I'm a seagull, I like to fly,
maybe . . ."
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"JONATHAN!"

"Poor Fletch. Don't believe what your eyes are telling you. All they
show is limitation. Look with your understanding, find out waht you
already know, and you;ll see the way to fly."

The shimmering stopped. Jonathan Seagull had vanished into empty
air.

After a time, Fletcher Gull dragged himself into the sky and faced a
brand-new group of students, eager for their first lesson.

"To begin with," he said heavily, "you've got to understand that a
seagull is an unlimited idea of freedom, an image of the Great Gull,
and your whole body, from wingtip to wingtip, is nothing more than
your though itself."

The young gulls looked at him quizzically. Come on, they thought,
this doesn't sound like a rule for a loop.

Fletcher sighed and started over. "Hm. Ah . . very well," he said,
and eyed them critically. "Let's begin with Level Flight." And saying
that, he understood all at once that his friend had quite honestly been
no more divine than Fletcher himself.

No limits, Jonathan? he thought. Well, then, the time's not distant
when I'm going to appear out of thin air on your beach, and show you
a thing or two about flying!

And though he tried to look properly severe for his students, Fletch-
er Seagull suddenly saw them all as they really were, just for a mo-
ment, and he more than liked, he loved what it was he saw. No limits,
Jonathan? he though, and he smiled. His race to learn had begun. 

[Close]
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