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Èßæa ÎÞÜÏßæÜ ÎáJáµZ ÄÞæÝ ÕàÃá ºßÄùßÏçMÞZ ÉáùJá 

æÉÏñáæµÞIßøáK ÎÝ æºøßEá ÕàÝÞX Äá¿Bß ®Ká Èà ÉùEÄßæa 

¥VjæÎLí? 

 

ÕßÖÆàµøÃçÎÞ ÈßÈAá çÕIÄí? 

¥çÄÞ Èà ÕÞÆßÏíAÞX Äá¿BáµçÏÞ? 

¥æÄæa illusion ¦æÃKá Èà ØíÅÞÉßÏíAÞæÈÞøáBáµÏÞæÃCßW, ÎÝ ÄæK 

²øá illusion ¦æÃKí ®ÈßÏíAá dÉ¶cÞÉßÏíçAIß Õøá¢! 

®æa µIáÉß¿ßJBZ ÄµVAÞçÈÞ Èà ®ÈßÏíAá ØáÙãJÞÏßøßÏíAáKÄí? 

 

çÈÞAâ! ¾ÞX ÉùEáÕKÄí Èßæa magic mirror complexæÈAáùßºîÞÃí.  

Éçf, §dÄçÏæù çºÞÆcºßÙíÈBç{Þ ¦ÖíºøcºßÙíÈBç{Þ §ÜïÞæÄ ÈÎáAí 

Ø¢ÍÞ×Ã¢ Äá¿øÞX ØÞÇßÏíAÞæÄ ÕøáKÄí ®Lá ·Äßçµ¿ÞÃí! 

 

Öøß, Õß×Ï¢ ÎÞxÞX Èà ©çgÖßÏíAáæKCßW ¨ èÜxí ®ÈßÏíAí off æºçÏîIß 

Õøá¢! 

 

³ ®æa ØíçÈÞèÕxí! 

ÈßÈæAÞøßÏíAÜá¢ ²øá È¿ßÏÜïÞæÄ, µÞÃßÏÞÕÞX µÝßÏßæÜïKá ÕøáçÎÞ? 

 

®ÈßÏíAá çÄÞKáKá, ÈàæÏæK Õß{ßÏíçAIßÏßøáKÄí æÁØíÁßçÎÞÃ 

®KÞÏßøáKá ®Kí! 

 

ÈßVJâ, dÉÄßµøÃBZ §BæÈ right-angled ¦ÕÞX Äá¿BßÏÞW ØìÙãÆ¢ 

¥ØÞicÎÞÕá¢. ¥WÉ¢ obtuse ¦Ïß _ I mean mathematics _ 

Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAÞX ²øá ·ÃßÄÞicÞÉµX ¦ÕÃæÎKßÜï 
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What you meant by saying that the rain began to fall slanted 

while the beads from your broken chain scattered along the 

floor? 

 

You need explanation? Or you're arguing? 

if you're gonna prove it's just my illusion, then I'll declare even 

this rain is an illusion! 

Are you here as my friend to rule out my discoveries? 

 

My! I was mentioning about your magic mirror complex. But 

it's a pity we can't go on without so much question marks and 

exclamation symbols! 

 

Ok, If you're onto change the topic, then I'll have to switch off 

this light. 

 

O, my Snow White! 

You'll never change from a performer to a spectator! 

 

I feel you'd better call me Desdemona! 

 

Please stop. If reactions tend to fall at right-angle like this, 

friendship would be at risk. 

 

To talk a little obtuse - I mean mathematics - it's not necessary 

to be a mathematics teacher. 
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çØÞùß, ¾ÞX ÕÜïÞæÄ self-centered ¦ÏßçMÞµáKáæÕCßW. 

®ÈßÏíAßçMÞZ ÎáµáwÈáHßÏáæ¿ µÅ ³VÎ ÕøáKá _ R¨ ¥ViøÞdÄßÏßW 

ÕàÃ ÕÞÏßÏíAáKÄÞøÞÃí?Q 

 

øÞÎÈáHßæÏÏÞçÃÞ Èà ©çgÖßÏíAáKÄí? 

 

¥Üï, øÞÎÈáHßÏíAí ¥BæÈæÏÞøá title æºÏîÞÈÞÕßÜï. 
ÄæKÏÜï, æÕùá¢ Ø¢ÍÞ×ÃBZAí µÅæÏKá çÜÌW æµÞ¿áAÞÈá¢ ¥ÏÞZAá 

µÝßÏßÜï 

 

¥æÄ, æÕùá¢ Ø¢ÍÞ×ÃBZAí µÅÏÞÕÞX ØÞÇßÏíAßÜï. µÅ ²øá dÉÄÜÎÞÃí. 

¥Õßæ¿ Ø¢ÍÞ×ÃB{áæ¿ ÈßÝÜáµZ ÕàÃá æµÞIßøßÏíAáKá. 

Ø¢ÍÞ×ÃB{ÞµæG, ÉøØíÉø¢ Ø¢·ÎßÏíAáµçÏÞ Ø¢·ÎßÏíAÞÄßøßÏíAáµçÏÞ 

æºÏîáK çø¶µ{á¢. ÈßÝÜáµZ ®Õßæ¿ ÉÄßÏíAáKáæÕKÄí ÕàfÃçµÞÃßæÈ 

¦dÖÏß... 

 

ÈßVJâ Èßæa reductionism. Èßæa ÈßøàfÃBæ{ ÕßÁíÂòJBæ{Ká 

Õß{ßÏíAÞÄßøßÏíAÞX ®Lá ÈcÞÏàµøÃÎÞÃí ÙÞ¼øÞAÞÈáUÄí? 

¾ÞX ¨ èÜxí... 

 

çÕIÞ, ¾ÞX ÈßçKÞ¿á Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAáµÏÞÏßøáKßÜï. øÞçÕæùæºîKßøßÏíAáKá. 

®ÈßÏíAá çÉÞµÃ¢ 

 

Èà ®Õßæ¿Ïá¢ çÉÞµÜáIÞÕßÜï. ¥øÎÃßÏíAâV µÝßEí ÕàIá¢ ®æa 

ÕÞÄßÜßW ÄGßæÜïKí ©ùMá ÄøÞçÎÞ? 

 

§¿ÏíAßBæÈ Èà ÎáÄßVKÕæø çÉÞæÜ Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAáçOÞZ ®ÈßÏíAá 

æÎÞÝßÎáGáKá 

 

µáùºîá ÎáXæÉ Èà çºÞÆßºî çºÞÆc¢ §çMÞZ Èßæa ÎáXÉßÜÞÃí _ µÞÃßÏÞÕÞX 

¥ØÙß×íÃáÄ µâ¿áÄW ¦VAÞÃí? 

_ sorry, ÕàIá¢ right-angled ¦æÏCßW 

 

 

Sorry, if I become too self-centered. 

Now I remember one short story by Mukundan Unni, named 

"Ee arddharaathriyil veena vaayickunnathaaraanu?" 

 

You mean Raman Unni? 

 

No, he can't do such a title. 

More to it, he can't call it a story where it's nothing but some 

dialogues. 

 

Yes, dialogues alone can't form a story. Story is a plane. There 

falls the shadow of dialogues. And dialogues, they are the lines 

which do intersect each other or not. Where do the shadows 

falls depend on the angle of view. 

 

Stop your reductionism. 

Do you have any justification to save your observations from 

being labelled as stupidity? 

I'll switch off this... 

 

Hold it, I was not talking to you. It's too late. Got to go. 

 

You're going nowhere. 

Any guarantee you'll not knock on my door before half an 

hour? 

 

I've no say while you behave like elders sometimes. 

 

The question you've just asked is now looking at you. 

-who's more unwilling to become the spectator? 

-Sorry, if right-angled again. 
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çÕI, ²øá Éçf, ¥Äá ØáÙãJáA{áæ¿ ØbÞÄdLcÎÞÃí. 

ÉßæK, çÎWèA È×í¿æM¿áçOÞZ È¿æaÏá¢ µÞÃßÏáæ¿Ïá¢ dÉÖíÈ¢ 

²KáÄæKÏÞÃí 

 

®ÈßÏíAá çÄÞKáKÄí, ÈßæaÏà ¥ÉµV×ÄÞçÌÞÇ¢ ÈßæK ²øßÏíAÜá¢ 

²ÝßEáçÉÞÕáµÏßæÜïKÞÃí 

 

ØNÄßÏíAáKá, Éçf ÈßÈAí ¥¢·àµøßÏíAÞÈÞÕáçÎÞ ¥ÉµV×ÄÞçÌÞÇÎÞÃí 

¯xÕá¢ ØÄcØtÎÞÏ ÕcµñßÄbæJ øâÉæM¿áJáKÄí ®Kí? 

 

Èßæa §Jø¢ ²xAHX ¦ÖÏBZ statement µ{ÞAáµ. ¥çMÞZ 

®ÈßÏíAÄí ¥Õ·ÃßÏíAÞÈÞÕá¢. Îùßºîí, çºÞÆcºßÙíÈBZ ®æK ºßLßÏíAÞX 

çdÉøßMßÏíAáKá 

 

¦ÙÞ! æÉHßÈí ºßLßÏíAÞÈÜï, ³VNßÏíAÞÈá¢ ØCWÉßÏíAÞÈáÎÞÃí dÉßÏ¢ 

®Ká çµGÄí ®dÄ Öøß. 

Éçf 'science’-W ÕK ²øá article-W ØíÅÞÉßºîßøáKá, Éáøá×æÈ ¥çÉfßºîí 

dØñàÏßW ºßL dÉÕãJßæÏ overrule æºÏîáKßæÜïKí 

 

ØÄcJßW, ØCWÉÕá¢ ºßLÏá¢ ÄNßW dµßÏÞÉøÎÞÏß ®LÞÃßdÄ ÕcÄcÞØ¢? 

Èßæa ÍÞ×ÏßW ÉùEÞW ºßL unknown variables-æÈ æµÞIá¢ ØCWÉ¢ 

known variables-æÈ æµÞIá¢ dµßÏ È¿JáKá. ¥ÄáæµÞIí ºßL 

¦ÖÏB{ÞÏá¢ ØCWÉ¢ illusions ¦Ïá¢ ÉøßÃÎßÏíAáKá. 

 

®æa ·ÃßÄ¢ Èà ®dÄ ÕßÆ·íÇÎÞÏß çÎÞ×í¿ßæºî¿áJßøßÏíAáKá! 

§¿ÏíæAÞøßÏíAæÜCßÜá¢ ºßLµZ §BæÈ µâGßÎáGáKÄáæµÞIÞçÃÞ, ¥çÄÞ 

ºßLµæ{ çÈÞAß Èß×íµ{C¢ ÉøßÙØßÏíAÞX µÝßÏáKÄáæµÞIÞçÃÞ ÈNZ 

øIá ÖàÄøµñ¼àÕßµZAí §BæÈ ²øáÎßÏíAÞX µÝßÏáKÄí? 

 

 

 

No, in a way, it's the freedom of friends. 

After all, spectator or performer, both are at the same place 

once they lose the upperhand. 

 

I feel your inferiority complex will never leave you. 

 

Agreed. But do you know that inferiority complexes mould the 

most sincere sincere personalities? 

 

Make statements out of your such squint-eyed ideas so that I 

could easily ignore 'em. 

But question marks tempt me to think of. 

 

Ah! He's so correct who said women prefers imagining or 

recalling more to thinking! 

But an article in SCIENCE stated that, comparing to men, 

thinking doesn't overrule physical activity in women. 

 

In a sense, what's the practical difference between thought and 

imagination? 

 

In your language, THOUGHT is using unknown variables 

while IMAGINATION is using known variables to work out. 

Hence thoughts transform into ideas and imaginations into 

illusions. 

 

You stole my mathematics so brilliantly! 

 

At times our lines of thought meet together. Perhaps that's why 

two cold-blooded living beings like us succeed in uniting. 

Or is it because both of us have the ability to laugh at our 

thoughts innocently? 
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®æa µáGà, ÈßÈAßÄáÕæø ØbÏ¢ ÈcÞÏàµøßÏíAÞX µÝßEßæÜïKáçIÞ? 

 

¥ùßçÏîÞ, ¼àÕßµ{ßW, ¦Ãá¢ æÉHáæÎK ²çøæÏÞøá ØÄc¢ ÎÞdÄçÎÏáUâ. ¨ 

ÈÞÃçA¿í ²{ßºîáÕÏíAÞX çÕIßÏÞÃí ºßLµÈÞÏ çÉïçxÞ Äæa platonic 

love ®K ¦ÖÏ¢ øâÉæM¿áJßæÏ¿áJÄí. ÄàVJá¢ ÈßøÞµøßÏíAæM¿áçOÞÝá¢ 

¦ ²x µÞøÃ¢ æµÞIáÄæK æØµíØí ¥Äßæa ØÞKßÇc¢ ©ùæA 

Õß{ßçºîÞÄáKá. 

 

ÙÞ! ØÄc¢ ÉùÏáçOÞZ ÈÞæÎdÄ æºùáÄÞÏßçMÞµáKá! ØCWÉßºîáçÈÞAâ, 

ºßLµ{áæ¿ trajectory çø¶æM¿áJáKÄßW ¦æøCßÜá¢ 

Õß¼ÏßÏíAáµÏÞæÃCßW ÎÈá×cX ®dÄ ÉøßÙÞØcÈÞçÏAáæÎKÄí 

 

Èà ÕÜïÞæÄ practical ¦ÏßçMÞµáKá. Î¿BßÕøâ. 

ÉáÝµæ{Ïá¢ ÈfdÄBæ{Ïá¢ ØbÉíÈBæ{Ïá¢ ²æA µáùßºîá Ø¢ØÞøßºîá µâç¿ 

ÈßÈAí? 

 

ÉáÝæÏ Éxß Èà ®LÞÃí ÇøßºîáÕºîßøßÏíAáKÄí? 

æÙVÎæa ØßiÞVjX dÉÞçÏÞ·ßµÄÏáæ¿ ©Jø¢ µæIJßÏÄí ÉáÝÏßW 

ÈßKÞÃí. ¥Õßæ¿ÏÞÃí ¥ÏÞZAí ÈßÜ µßGßÏÄí. 

¾ÞX ºßLßºîá çÈÞAßÏßGáIí, ¥ÏÞ{áæ¿ çÌÞÇÇÞøÏßW ²øá çÕÈÜßæa ³VÎ 

ÎßKßÎùEßøáKáæÕCßW ¦ ©ÆÞÙøÃ¢ ®BæÈ ÎÞùßçÏçÈ! 

²øá ÄøJßW, ©ÆÞÙøÃBZ ÈÎáæAÞøá µºîßJáøáOá ÎÞdÄÎÞÃí. æÕU¢ 

µÏùßJá¿BßÏ ¦ÆVÖB{ßW ÈßKí, çºÞVºîÏßÜïÞJæÄKá çÄÞKßMßÏíAáK 

ÎæxÞKßçÜÏíAá Éß¿ßºîáµÏùÞX µøáÕÞAáK ²øá æÕùá¢ µºîßJáøáOí 

 

æÙæT ²{ßºîáÕºî ¦çfÉ ÙÞØc¢ ÈßÈAá ÎÈTßÜÞÏßæÜïKáçIÞ ¥çÄÞ? 

ÉïàØí, ÈßÈAá Õß×Ï¢ ÄKçMÞZ ¾ÞÈÞd·ÙßºîÄí Èà dÉÃÏæJMxß 

Ø¢ØÞøßºîáÄá¿BáæÎKÞÏßøáKá. 

Philosophy, as I reckon it, is a by-product of pessimism 

 

 

 

My dear child, you're still struggling to justify yourself? 

 

You know, there's only one truth about living beings, that's 

male and female. It's to hide this 'shame' that Plato defined his 

PLATONIC LOVE. 

 

Even when you try to rule it out, SEX proudly declares its 

presence just because of the very reason. 

 

Ha! How small we become while telling truth! Just imagine; 

How could we face each other if someone succeed in recording 

the trajectory of our thoughts! 

 

You become too practical. Come back. 

 

Can't you speak of rivers and stars or dreams or something? 

 

What you think of river? 

That's where Herman's Siddhartha found the answer for 

practical life. 

That's where he settled after a lifelong journey. 

 

Sometimes I think, what could have happened to that example, 

if he had a vision of draught at least for a fraction of a second! 

 

In a sense, examples are just helping hands. Letting us to get 

onto an alternate ideology which looks safer than the one which 

has already started sinking. 

 

Is it that you failed to find out the satire hidden by Hesse? Or? 

 

Please, when I gave you the subject, I sincerely wished you'd 

speak of love. 

Philosophy, as I reckon it, is a by-product of pessimism. 
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dÉÃÏ¢:_ 

¾ÞÈæÄMxß Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAÞJÄí, ¥Äá¢ æÉÞUÏÞÏßçMÞÕáçÎÞ ®K çÉ¿ß 

æµÞIÞÃí. 

ºVºî æºÏîáKæÄÜïÞ¢ æÉÞUÏÞÏß ¥øßµáµ{ßçÜÏíæAÞÄáBßçMÞµáKá. _ 

balloon-æÜ ÎVg¢ ¥Äßæa ©Uøßµáµ{ßæÜK çÉÞæÜ. 

Pessimism-JßçÜÏíAá ÕàÝÞæÄ ®æK ÄÞBß ÈßVJáKÄí ®æa 

ØÙdØÎá¶ßÏÞÏ dÉÃÏ¢ ²Ká ÎÞdÄÎÞÃí. 

ÉßæK, ÉáÝµ{ßÜá¢ ÈfdÄB{ßÜáæÎÞæA dÉÃÏÎáæIKá ÈßæK 

æÄxßiøßMßºîÄÞøí? 

¥ÕæÏÜïÞ¢ Èßæa dÉÃÏØCWÉB{áæ¿ æÄÞÜßÏáøßºîáµÞGß ÈßæK 

ÉøßÙØßÏíAáµÏçÜï æºÏîáKÄí? 

 

Èßæa µÞAæºîøßçÈÞG¢ ÈàæÏLßÈá ÎxáUÕøßW ¥¿ßçºîWÉßÏíAáKá? 

ÙãÆÏ¢ dÉÃÏßAÞÈáU ¥ÕÏÕÎÜï ®Ká ÉùE µOcâGV 

ØÞÙßÄcµÞøæaæÏÞMçÎÞ ÈàÏá¢? 

'®æa µáMÞÏJßæa ÎâKÞÎæJ µá¿áAßÈá ÉßKßæÜ Éß¿ºîßÜßæa çÉøÞÃá 

çdÉÎ¢" ®K dÉ¶cÞÉÈ¢ ®æa ¦ÎÞÖÏJßÜßæMÞÝá¢ _ leave the brain _ 

ÆÙßÏíAÞæÄ µß¿AáKá. 

 

ÆáøâÙÄæÏ ¦çfÉßÏíAøáÄí. ¥LcÕßÖµÜÈJßÈá çÖ×Õá¢ ¥WÉ¢ ØÄc¢ 

ÌÞAßÏÞÕÞX çÕIßÏÞÃí ®ÝáJáµÞøX ¥Õæa dÉ¶cÞÉÈB{ßW çÈøßÏ 

ÆáøâÙÄ µÜVJáKÄí. ¥ÄßæÜïCßW ØÞÙßÄcJßW ÕÞÏÈAÞøæa ÉæCLí? 

 

Èßæa ÈàÄßÖÞdØñJßÜá¢ ·ìÄÜ¼ÞùÏßÜá¢ ¾ÞX §¿æÉ¿áKßÜï. Éçf, 

dÉÄß×íÀßÄ Øß¢ÌÜáµæ{ ÄUßMùÏáKÕX dÉÄßØÎâÙJßÜÞÃí ÈßWAáKæÄKá 

ÎùAÞÄßøßÏíAáµ. 

 

dÉÄßµøÃBZ §BæÈ 180 Áßd·ßÏßÜÞÕáKÄí ÕÞViµcJßæa ÜfÃÎÞÃí. 

ÆÏÕÞÏß Õß×Ï¢ ÎÞxâ. 

 

®CßW, ÉùÏâ ®æa ·ÃßÄµÞøÞ, ØCWÉJßW ÈßKí ÏÞÅÞVjcJßçÜÏíAá 

ÕøÏíAáK çÈVÕøÏíAí ØbÉíÈJßW ÈßKí ®dÄÏµÜ¢? 

 

Love:- 

I'm not speaking about it just because I'm afraid it too would 

become hollow. Anything discussed becomes hollow and sticks 

to their inner skins. - Like the pressure inside a balloon. 

 

The only one thing which holds me from falling into pessimism 

is the multi-faced love in me. 

 

Then who made you feel that love is there in rivers and stars? 

Aren't those things actually laughing at you, peeling off the skin 

of your love concepts? 

 

Why do you impose your cockeyed visions on others? 

Are you in line with that computer poet, who said heart is not 

the organ for love? 

 

His declaration, that, 'love is the name of the unrest behind the 

third button of my coat' is still undigested in my stomach - leave 

the brain. 

 

Don't abuse the reticence in poetry. Writers mix a bit silence in 

their declarations so that some truth should be spared even after 

the final assessment. Otherwise, what's the part of reader in 

literature? 

 

I'm not interfering with your judiciary. But don't forget that one 

who doesn't accept established symbols, will find his place in 

anti-society. 

 

Reactions falling at 180 degree indicates old age. Kindly 

change topic. 

 

Then, my dear mathematician, tell me what is the distance from 

dream to the straight line drawn from fantasy to reality? 
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çºÞÆc¢ ²øá ·ÃßÄµÞøÈá çÈVAÞæÃCßW sorry. µÞøÃ¢, §Õ ÎâKá¢ 

ÌßwáA{ÞæÃKá µøáÄßÏÞçÜ ·ÃßÄJßÈí ¥BæÈæÏÞøá çºÞÆc¢ 

ØbàµøßÏíAÞÈÞÕáµÏáUá. 

Îùßºîí ¥Õ ÕcÄcØñB{ÞÏ ÎâKá ÄÜB{ÞÃí. ¦ ÄÜB{áæ¿ ordinates 

µIáÉß¿ßÏíAÞæÄ, ¥BæÈæÏÞøá çø¶ dÉÄàfßÏíAáµ ÎÞdÄÎÜïÞæÄ øâÉ¢ 

æºÏîÞÈÞÕßÜï. 

 

Èà ²ÝßEáÎÞùáµÏÞæÃKí ¾ÞX ÉùEÞW, 

 

fÎßÏíAáµ, ®æa ÎùáÉ¿ß ®æKÏá¢ ÈßøÞÖæM¿áJáµÏÞÃáIÞÏÄí. µÞøÃ¢, 

arbitraryµZ ©ÉçÏÞ·ßºîí ¾ÞÈá¢ ¥BæÈæÏÞøá ÉÞÜ¢ ÕßÍÞÕÈ¢ 

æºÏñáçÈÞAáµÏÞÏßøáKá. 

 

Éçf, ¥BæÈæÏÞKáæIKí Èà ØNÄßçºî Äàøâ. ¥ÜïÞæÄ ÈßÈAí Ìß¼áÕßæÈ 

ÎÈTßÜÞAÞÈÞÕßÜï. ÉÞÕ¢, ¥ÕÈßæMÞÝá¢ ¦ ÉÞÜJßW ÈßKá 

ÉáùJáÕøÞÈÞÕÞæÄ µáÝBáµÏÞÃí. ¥ÕæÈ øfßÏíAÃæÎCßW ®ÈßÏíAÄá 

µIáÉß¿ßçºî Äàøâ. 

 

²øá Éçf, ²øá ÈÜï psycho therapist-Èí ¥Äá µÝßæEKá ÕKáµâç¿? 

 

®ÈßÏíAá ÕßÖbÞØÎßÜï. ²øá èØµcÞd¿ßØíxßæa µHßW ºßJdÍÎJßÈí ²çø 

Îá¶çÎÏáUá. ¥ÕV µÞøcBæ{ Äàæø ÍìÄßµÎÞÏß ÎÞdÄ¢ µÞÃÞX ÖàÜßÏíAáKá. 

 

¥ÕæÈ ÕàIá¢ ¦ ÈøµJßçÜÏíAÏÏíAÃæÎKí ¾ÞX ÉùÏáµÏßÜï. 

®æK Õß×ÎßMßÏíAáKÄí, ¥ÕÈáÎÞÏß ²Ká¢ communicate æºÏîÞX 
ÉxáKßÜïçÜïÞ ®K ÈßøÞÖÏÞÃí. ÎÞÈØßµ ÕßdÍÎJßWÈßKá 

ØÞÇÞøÃ¼àÕßÄJßçÜÏíAí ÄßøßæºîJáKÕVAáçÉÞÜá¢ ¥Õøáæ¿ ÉÝÏ 

communication codes ÉâVÃÎÞÏá¢ È×í¿æMGáçÉÞµáKßæÜïK ¥ùßÕí ®ÈßÏíAí 

¥ØbØíÅÄÏÞµáKá. 

 

 

 

 

 

Sorry, if the question is aimed at a mathematician. 

He could accept such a question only if these three are taken as 

points. In fact, these are no points but different planes. He can't 

draw, but can only expect such a line before tracing the 

ordinates of those planes. 

 

If I say you're slippin' away? 

 

Pardon me. My answer disappointed me too. Because I was also 

visualizing such a bridge using arbitraries. 

 

Still you've to admit one exists. Otherwise you won't be able to 

understand John. Poor soul, he's still striving to come out of that 

bridge. I must find it to rescue him. 

 

Perhaps, a good psycho-therapist could do it. 

 

Don't think so. 

Mental disorders have only one face in a psychiatrist's eye. 

They get used to approach things too materialistically. 

 

I won't say he should be sent back to that hell. 

I'm desperate because I find no ways to communicate with him. 

It worries me that, even after returning to a normal life, these 

poor souls still don't completely lose their newly gained 

communication codes. 
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¥ØbØíÅÄ Éçf, Èßæa Øß·øxßÈí excuse ¦ÕÞX ¾ÞÈÈáÕÆßÏíAáæÎKá 

µøáÄI. ¾ÞX ÈßæK ÉáùJÞAß ÕÞÄßÜ¿ÏíAáKÄßÈá ÎáXÉí µ{Ïâ ¥Äí. 

ÕÞØñÕJßW ®LßÈÞÃá ÈàÏßBæÈ ÕÜßÏíAáKÄí? 

 

¦Èwßæa ²øá µÅÞÉÞdÄ¢ ÉùÏáKáIí, ÉáµÕÜßÏíAÞÄßøßÏíAáµ ®K 

temptation-æÈ æºùáAáKÄßÜáU ¦Èw¢ µßGÞX çÕIßÏÞÃí ¥ÏÞZ 

ÉáµÕÜß ÉáÈøÞø¢ÍßºîæÄKí. ÈcÞÏàµøÃBZ ®LáÄæKÏÞÏßøáKÞÜá¢ 

ÉáµÕÜßºîáÄá¿BáKÕVAí ¥Äá ÉÜçMÞÝá¢ ¥Õøáæ¿ ³çøÞ dÉÕãJßÏáæ¿ 

ÄÞçAÞW ¦ÏßJàøáKá. µãÄcÎÞÏß ÉùEÞW, ºßLÏáæ¿çÏÞ 

dÉÕãJßÏáæ¿çÏÞ ¦ØâdÄßÄÎÜïÞJ ºáÕ¿áÎÞxJßæa ²øá access code. 

 

ÄÈßÏíAß×í¿ÎáUÕæø dÉÇÞÈ ©çÆcÞ·B{ßW ÈßÏÎßÏíAáK çØbºí»ÞÇßÉÄß, 

¥çÜï? 

Èßæa jargon-µZ ®æK ºßøßMßÏíAÞÄßøßÏíAæG. Éçf, µJßºî ³çøÞ 

Øß·øxá¢ ÎáÝáÕX ÕÜßÏíAáµ ®KÄßÈí theory of maximum utilisation-

çÈAÞZ µãÄcÎÞÏ ÕßÖÆàµøÃÎáIÞÕáæÎKí çÄÞKáKßÜï. 

 

ÉáµÕÜßçÏÞ¿áU dØñàµ{áæ¿ ¥ØÙß×íÃáÄÏáæ¿ ÏÅÞVj µÞøÃ¢, ÈNáæ¿ 

ØÆÞºÞø¢ ¥ÕVAÄÈáÕÆßºîáæµÞ¿áJßGßæÜïKÄÞÃí. çÜÞµ¢ Éáøá×çaÄÞÃí 

®Kí ¥¢·àµøßºîáæµÞ¿áJßøáK ÈÞ{ßW dØñàµZ ÉáµÕÜßçÏÞ¿í §dÄ 

¥ØÙß×íÃáÄ µÞÃßºîßøáKßÜï. 

 

'¥¢·àµøßºîßøáK" ®K ØíÅÞÈJí 'ÕßÖbØßºîßøáK" ®Ká çºVAÞX 

ÈßÈæAçL §dÄ Î¿ß? 

 

çºÞÆcºßÙíÈB{ß¿áKÄßÈáÎáXÉí ØbÏ¢ ©Jø¢ µæIJÞX dÖÎßÏíAâ. ²øá 

patriarchal ØÎâÙJßW ¼àÕßºîáæµÞIí ÈßBZAÄßæÈ dØñàµ{áç¿ÄÞAß 

ÎÞxáÕÞX µÝßÏáæÎKí ÕcÞçÎÞÙßÏíAøáÄí. societyÏíAáUßW anti-societyÏíAá 

ÈßÜÈßWÉßÜï. µÝßÏáæÎCßW ®ÜïÞ¢ ÄGßÎùßºîßGí ²Kí ®Ká Äá¿Báµ. 

 

 

 

 

 

Don't think I'll let your worry to become an excuse for your 

cigarette. Throw it away before I'll throw you out. 

Actually, why do you smoke this much? 

 

One of the characters says in Anand's novel, that he restarted 

smoking to enjoy in resisting the temptation to quit smoking! 

 

Whatever be the justifications, smokers find smoking 

sometimes becomes a key to some activities in them. To say 

correctly, an access code for an unplanned diversion of thought 

or activity. 

 

An autocrat who appoints his dear men in key posts. Eh? 

Don't let your jargons make me laugh.  

But, to use every lighted cigarette to its end has no clearer 

explanation than the theory of maximum utilization, I hope. 

 

The real reason why women don't tolerate smoking is just that 

our morale doesn't allow them to do it. They were not so 

annoyed in the days when the world was recognized as a man's 

world. 

 

Why you hesitate to replace 'recognized' by 'believed'? 

 

Try to find out the answer yourself before leaving question 

marks. Still living in a patriarchal society, how you could 

daydream about transforming it?  

Anti-society has no existence inside society. Try to demolish it 

and start from zero if you could. 
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ç·ÞZ!!! Éçf µ×í¿¢, çÉÞØíxßÜÞøá¢ ©IÞÏßøáKßÜïï. §BæÈ ÕÞºÞÜÈÞÏß 

ç·Þ{¿ßºîáÄá¿BáçOÞZ Èà æÕùá¢ µÕÜdÉØ¢·µÈÞÏßçMÞÕáKá. ºßLµ{áÎÞÏß 

ØtßÏÞÕÞX ÉxÞæÄ ÕøáçOÞÝÞÃí ²øáÕX Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAÞX Äá¿BáKæÄKá 

ÉùE Gibran- æÈ ¾ÞX ÄßøáJáKá. µâ¿áÄW ÖøßÏÞÏß ÉùEÞW, 

Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAÞX Äá¿BáçOÞÝÞÃí ºßLµZ æµÞÜïæM¿áKÄí. 

 

Ø¢ØÞøßÏíAÞX çÕIßÏÜï, ¾ÞX ÈßæKçJ¿ßæÏJáKÄí. ØÄcJßW, 

ÉÞÄßÎáùßE ®æa ³VÎµæ{ÏçÈb×ßºîÞÃí ¾ÞX ³çøÞ ÄÕÃÏá¢ Èßæa 

ÄÞÕ{JßW Î¿BßæÏJáKÄí. 

 

ÎÈTßÜÞÏßÜï. 

 

®æa ³VÎµæ{Ïá¢ ºßLµæ{Ïá¢ Èà ®çMÞÝá¢ ÉÞÄßÏßW ÎáùßÏíAáKá. ¥ÕæÏ 

®ÈßÏíAá Î¿AßAßGáKÄí, §Õßæ¿ ¨ ÎáùßÏßW Î¿BßæÏJáçOÞÝÞÃí. 

 

ÕàIá¢, ÎÈTßÜÞÏßÜï. 

 

Memory cell-µ{ßæÜ dÉçÄcµ address location-µ{ßW ÎÞdÄÎÜï, ³VNµZ 

çÖ¶øßºîá ØâfßÏíAæM¿áKÄí. Îùßºîí ÌÞÙcÎÞÏ dÄßÎÞÈ ÄÜB{ßÜá¢ ¥Õ 

çÖ¶øßÏíAæM¿áKáæIKÞÃí ¾ÞX ÖÀßÏíAáKÄí. 

 

èÆÕçÎ, Èà ÉùEáÕøáKÄí, ¨ µß¿AÏßÜá¢ ¦ çµÞùßçÁÞùßÜá¢ ÉßX 

ÕÞÄßÜßÜá¢ ²æA Èßæa ³VÎµZ ²{ßEßøßMâæIçKÞ? _ ®æK ¥ÜµíØßÈí 

²xßæAÞ¿áAÞX ÉÞµJßÈí? 

 

çÉ¿ßÏíçAI, Ø¢ÕÆÈ¢ ØÞÇcÎÞÏÞW ÄæK ²øÞZAí ¥æÄ{áM¢ 

çÕVÄßøßæºî¿áAÞÈÞæÏKá ÕøßÜï. Something smells in the air ®K Ïáµñß 

ÄæK ¥Çßµ¢. 

 

Öøß, ØNÄßºîßøßÏíAáKá. ¥ÄÞÏÄí, Èßæa ³VÎµæ{ ¾ÞX 

ÎáùßºîáæµÞIßøßÏíAáKß¿çJÞ{¢ Èà ®æKçJ¿ßæÏJßæAÞIßøßÏíAáæÎKí. 

_Éçf, ®ÈßÏíAßÄßæÈ dÉÃÏæÎKá æºÞÜïß Õß{ßÏíAÞÈÞÕáKßÜïçÜïÞ? 

 

Goal!!! But alas, no goalie in the post. You become a mere 

street preacher while speaking like this. I'm correcting Gibran 

who said one starts speaking when one could no longer 

compromise with thoughts. 

Telling more accurately, When we start speaking our thoughts 

are being slain. 

 

It's not for talking that I come to you. In fact, I come back to 

you every time in search of my broken memories. 

 

Eh? 

 

You always break my memories and thoughts in middle. I get 

them back when I'm here again in this room. 

 

Again, didn't get it. 

 

Memories are collected and recorded not only in the specific 

address locations in memory cells. But I strongly believe they 

are also collected in the external three-dimensional spaces. 

 

God!, you mean, your memories are hidden in this bed and that 

corridor and the backdoor as witness for Alex? 

 

Don't worry, even if communication becomes effective, one 

could not easily distinguish it. The logic 'Something smells in 

the air' is maximum. 

 

Ok, agreed. That means, as long as I'll keep ripping your 

memories, you'll continue searching for me. - But, I can't name 

it Love! 
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®æLCßÜá¢ çÉøßGí ÕßµÞøBæ{ inventory register-W ²ÄáAáKæÄLßÈí? 

¥ùßÕáµæ{æÏÜïÞ¢ sample ¥ÈáØøßºîí Äø¢ÄßøßÏíçAIß ÕøáKáæÕKÄí ÈNáæ¿ 

ÉøßÎßÄßÏÞÃí. ¯æÄCßÜá¢ ÜfÃJßæa çÉøßW dÉÃÏæÎKá çÉV 

Õß{ßÏíAæMGÞW ÉßæK, ØbÞÍÞÕßµÎÞÏá¢ dÉÃÏJßæa ®ÜïÞ ÈßÏÎB{á¢ 

ÉÞÜßÏíçAIÄÞÏß ÕøáKá. 

 

ØbÏ¢ ÄGßJâÕßA{E dÉÃÏJßÈá ÉßKÞæÜ ÉßKà¿í æ¾ÞIßÈ¿K ²øá 

µÞÎáµÈáIÞÏßøáKá, ®ÈßÏíAí... 

 

ÙÞ! ¦ÆcdÉÃÏæJ (¥çÜï) §BæÈå²x ÕÞºµJßæÜÞÄáAÞX µÝßÏáKÄí 

dÉÞçÏÞ·ßµÄÏáæ¿ Õß¼ÏÎÞÃí. Éçf, dÉÃÏØíÎøÃ, dØñàÏíAí ÆáV·tÎÞÏß 

çÄÞKáçOÞÝá¢ Éáøá×X ¥Äí ÎÈTßW ÄÞçÜÞÜßÏíAÞÈß×í¿æM¿áKá. ºßÜçMÞZ 

µÞÝíºçAÞÃßæa ÕcÄcÞØÎÞµÞ¢. 

dØñà ÆßÕcÕá¢ ÕßÖáiÕáÎÞÏ ²øá µøÞùÞÏß dÉÃÏæJ Éøß·ÃßÏíAáçOÞZ, 

Éáøá×Èí, ¥Äí ¥Õæa ØJÏáæ¿ ²øá ¥¢Ö¢ ÄæKÏÞÃí. 

 

ÈàæÏLßÈÞÃí æÉÞÄáÈßÏÎB{áIÞAß ¥ÄßW µ¿ßºîáÄâBáKÄí? 

ÄÜÏáæ¿ ÉßXÕÖ¢ ÈøºîáÄá¿BßÏ ÏáÕÞAZ, ÄB{áæ¿ ÕßÁíÂßJBæ{ 

ÎÈ:ÖÞdØñ ØßiÞLBæ{Ká Éøß·ÃßÏíAáKáæÕKá ¾ÞX ÉùEÞW... 

 

®ÈßÏíAá ºßÜçMÞZ çÄÞKßÏßGáIí, ØíçÈÙ¢ ®KÄí, ÈNáæ¿ ²øá illusion 

ÎÞdÄÎçÜï ®Kí. 

¥Äí, ØbÞÍÞÕßµÎÞÏ ²KÜï ®Kí. 

ÍìÄßµÎÞÏß ÉùEÞW, ®æLCßÜá¢ ÜÍßºîÄßÈá dÉÄßËÜÎÞÏß, ¥æÜïCßW 

®æLCßÜá¢ ÕÞBÞX çÕIß (barter ØdOÆÞÏJßW) ÈÞ¢ ÈWµáK ²KÞÃí 

ØíçÈÙ¢ ®Kí. 

ÕÞBÞæÈÞKáÎßÜï ®Kí ÈÞ¢ ÄàøáÎÞÈßÏíAáçOÞZ, ¥æÜïCßW, µÌ{ßMßÏíAæMGá 

®K çÄÞKÜáIÞµáçOÞZ, ¥Äí ØbÏ¢ §ÜïÞÄÞµáKá. ÉßæK ego ®K ²øá 

ÕßµÞø¢ ÎÞdÄçÎ ÌÞAßÏÞÕáKáUá. 

 

§çÄÞ Èßæa ØÙdØÎá¶ßÏÞÏ dÉÃÏ¢? §Äí Îá¶ÎßÜïÞJ ²KÞÃí. 

ØíçÈÙæJMxß dÉØ¢·ßÏíAÞçÈ ÈßÈAùßÏâ. ØíçÈÙßÏíAÞÈùßÏßÜï. 

Why you insist on naming your feelings and  keeping in 

inventory register? It's our limitation that we've to classify the 

realizations according to sample.  

If it is named Love because of any known symptom, then 

naturally it's supposed to obey all the laws of Love. 

 

I had a lover who kept on weeping after the love which he 

himself had ruined... 

 

Ha!, it's the victory of practicality, to successfully summarise 

the first love-isn't it?-in a single sentence. 

But memory of love, it could be stinking for woman, but man 

prefers to nurture it in the bottom of his mind. 

May be because of the difference in the angle of view. Woman 

considers Love as a divine and sacred contract. But for man, it's 

a part of his own existence. 

 

Why do you design common laws and hang on to them? 

If I go on saying, some young men whose hair started graying 

at the back of their head consider their idiocies as psychological 

theories...? 

 

Sometimes I feel, Love could just be an illusion of ours. That 

it's not a natural one. 

 

Saying materialistically, it is the price we pay for something we 

received or for something we would like to buy. - Like in barter 

system. 

At a point where we decide we have nothing to buy, or when 

we feel we were mistreated, it disappears itself. 

What remains is a mere feeling. - which we call ego. 

 

Is this what you called your multi-faced love? This is faceless. 

You know only to speak of Love. You don't know how to do it. 
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ÈàÏßdÄ µÃßÖÎÞÏß ¥Äá dÉ¶cÞÉßÏíAáçOÞZ ®ÈßÏíæAÄßVAÞÈÞÕáKßÜïçÜïÞ. 

Éçf ¥æÄæa ØÄcØtÄÏáæ¿ çÈVAáU ¦dµÎÃÎÞÕáçOÞZ ¦vÈßw 

çÄÞKáKá. 

¥ÄáæµÞIÞÃí ¾ÞX ÉùEÄí, dÉÃÏæJMxß ÉùEáÄá¿BßÏÞWå¥Äá¢ 

æÉÞUÏÞÏßçMÞµáçÎÞ ®Ká ÍÏAáKáæÕKí. 

 

Get lost with your philosophy 
²øá ÕßÇJßW ¾ÞX ÈßçKÞ¿á µ¿æMGßøßÏíAáKá. _ ÖáµØÉñÄßÏßæÜ 

ÄJÏÞÃí ÈàæÏÈßÏíAí. 

¾ÞÈàÏßæ¿ ¥ÜµíØßæÈ ÕÜïÞæÄ çdÉÎßÏíAÞX Äá¿BßÏßøßÏíAáKá. 

ØbÉíÈB{ßW ¼ÞøÈá¢ ÍVJÞÕá¢ ÉøØíÉø¢ ÎÞùáKá. ÙÞ. 

Èwß _ if it makes any sense 

 

As a matter of fact, ®æa ²øá ÕÜßÏ dÉÖíÈJßÈá ÉøßÙÞøÎÞÏßøßÏíAáKá. 

®æK Õ{æø Õß×ÎßMßºîßøáK ²KÞÃí, ÈÞ¢ øIÞZAá æÉÞÄáÕÞÏ ¯xÕá¢ 

ÕÜßÏ ØçLÞ×JßÈá ÉßKßW ¦øáæ¿æÏCßÜá¢ ØbµÞøcÆáøL¢ 

¥ÈßÕÞøcÎÞÏßøßÏíAáµæÏK èÕºßdÄc¢. Thankfully, I see you walking back 

 

èÆÕçÎ! ¾ÞæÈLÞÃá ÉùEÄí? ¥çÄÞ ÈàçÏÞ? fÎßÏíAâ, ®ÈßÏíAá 

Äá¿øÞÈÞÏßæÜïCßW. 

¨ øÞÕßæa rhythm ¦æµ ÄµVKßøßÏíAáKá.  

 

Be cool. ¾ÞçÈÞ ÈàçÏÞ ÉùEá ®KÄÜï, ÉùÏæMGßøßÏíAíAáKá ®KÄÞÃí 

ÕØñáÄ. 

First person-æa µáxçÌÞÇçÎÞ second person-æa çÕÕÜÞÄßçÏÞ µâ¿ÞæÄ 

µÞøcBæ{ µÞÃÞX ÖàÜßÏíAâ. 

µÅ ®K dÉÄÜJßW, Ø¢ÍÞ×ÃB{ÞµáK çø¶µ{áæ¿ ÈßÝÜáµZ 

ÎÞdÄçÎÏáUá. ÉÞdÄBZ ²øá ÉøßÇß Õæø ¥ÏÅÞVjÎÞÃí. ÕÞAáµZAí ²øá 

æÕùá¢ ÈßÎßJ¢. Try the fourth dimension_ ÈßÈAí µÅÞÉÞdÄBæ{ 

çÕVÄßøßæºî¿áAÞçÈ µÝßÏßÜï. ¥ÕV ³çøÞ ÈßÎß×Õá¢ ÎÞùßæAÞçIÏßøßÏíAáKá. 

ÎøßÏíAáKÄáÕæø... 

 

 

 

How could I argue when you declare it with such confidence? 

 

But, as it's an attack on my sincerity, I feel ashamed. That's why 

I refused to speak on Love thinking it too might become 

hollow. 

 

Get lost with your philosophy. In a way, I'm grateful to you. 

You're to me like the parrot in SHUKASAPTATI. 

Now I started loving Alex more than ever. Lover and husband 

change places in my dreams. Ha! 

Thanks - if it makes any sense. 

 

As a matter of fact, one of my major problems is solved. This 

strangeness troubled me a lot that our happiest moment 

inevitably demands someone's private tragedy behind it. 

Thankfully, I see you walking back. 

 

God! What I just said? Or was it you? Forgive me, if I can't go 

on. We've broken the rhythm of this night. 

 

Be cool, It doesn't matter who said it. Fact is, it's been said. 

Try to face things without the guilty conscience of the First 

person or the anxiety of the Second person. 

 

In the plane of Story, There are only shadows of the lines called 

Dialogues. Characters are unreal to an extent. Just as the Cause 

for words. Try the fourth dimension.-You won't be able to 

distiguish the characters. They change at every moment. Till 

they cease to live. 
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Èßæa ºßLµZ ®æa ÉâVÕµÞÎáµæa ³VÎÏáÃVJáKá. ²øßÏíAW ®X 

®Øí ÎÞÇÕæa ÉßXÌÜJßW ¥ÏÞæ{ÈßÏíæAÝáÄß _ µÞÜæJ ²øá 

Ä¿ÞµÎÞÏß µÞÃáKÄáæµÞIÞÃí, ¥ÏÞæ{æK ®æa ÉÞGßÈá Õß¿ÞJæÄKí. 

 

ÎÞÇÕæa dÉ¶cÞÉÈ¢ ®æKÏá¢ Õ{æø ØbÞÇàÈßºîßøáKá. events 
ØÄcÎÞæÃCßW ¥Õ ÉßKà¿í §ÜïÞÄÞµáµæÏKÄí µÜÞÉøÎÞÏ ºÄßÏÞÃí. _ 

provided, truth is eternal. çÜÞµ¢ ÎáÝáÕX Øã×í¿ßºî µÜÞµÞøÈí 

¥JøJßæÜÞøá µÜÞÉøÎÞÏ ºÄß µÞÃßÏíAÞX µÝßÏáæÎKá ÕßÖbØßÏíAÞX 

²øá ÕßÁíÂßÏÞÏ ùßÏÜßØíxßçÈ µÝßÏâ. 

 

Come on, ¥Õßæ¿, Èßæa ¦ Ä¿ÞµAøÏßW ¦æøÞæAÏáIí? 

 

®ÜïÞÕøá¢, ®ÜïÞ¢, ®çMÞÝá¢ ¥Õßæ¿ÏáIí. µÞÝíºÏáæ¿ ÄßøæE¿áAÜÞÃí 

dÉÇÞÈ¢. ÉßæK ÎÞÈØßµÈßÜÏá¢. say, ØíçÈÙßºî æÉHßæa ÕßÕÞÙøÞdÄßÏßW 

¾ÞÈÕ{áæÎÞJí ¿ìYÙÞ{ßW øIáÕV×¢ ÎáXÉá È¿K È{ºøßÄ¢ ÈÞÜÞ¢ 

ÆßÕØ¢ µÅ µIáæµÞIßøßÏíAáµÏÞÏßøáKá ®Ká ÉùEáÕøáçOÞZ, ÉùÏâ, 

¦ Ä¿Þµ¢ ÈßæK ºßøßMßÏíAáKáçÕÞ? 

 

ÄàVºîÏÞÏá¢, _ ®ÈßÏíAÕßæ¿ ³VÎµ{Üï, ËÞaØßÏÞÃá Îá¶c¢. 

¥ÄÞæÃçMÞÝá¢ ®æK ¼àÕßMßºîáÈßVJßÏßGáUÄí. ²øá ÕßÕÞÙßÄÏíAí fantasy 

µâ¿ßçÏ µÝßÏâ. ¥ÄßÜïÞæÄ ®BæÈÏÞÃí ²øá µá¿ÕÏùßæÈÏá¢ 

ÕßÏVMáÎÃæJÏá¢ Îá×ßE èÕµáçKøBæ{Ïá¢ ²æA dÉÃÏßAÞX µÝßÏáµ? 

ÉùÏâ, Èßæa ËÞaØßµ{ßÜá¢ ²øá æÉHáçIÞ? 

 

ÄàVºîÏÞÏá¢, Éçf ¥ÕZ ÈßæKçMÞæÜÏÜï, ¥ÕZ, ²øá µÞxßæÈÞM¢ 

ØFøßÏíAáKÕZ. ¥Õ{áæ¿ ÈàÜAHáµ{ßW ÇÞV×í¿c¢ Äá¿ßÏíAáKá. 

 

...there she goes, with a wind in her hair 

and a smile on her face… 
… 

but she’ll never be mine 
(chris rea - there she goes - album: god’s great banana skin) 

Your thoughts make me remember my ex-lover. Once he wrote 

to me - with the support of N.S.Madhavan, that he's not leaving 

me alone because he consider time as a lake. 

 

Madhavan's declaration influenced me also. If events are true, 

then their vanishing is an artistical deceit.- Provided, truth is 

eternal. Only a stupid realist could believe that a great artist 

who created the whole world could do such an artistical 

treachery. 

 

Come on, Who are there alongshore? - I mean your lake. 

 

All of them, all those things, all the time are present there. 

Selective viewing is only important. Plus, your state of mind.  

 

Say, if I tell you that, on the wedding night of the girl I loved, I 

was watching NALACHARITHAM NAALAAM DIVASAM 

Kathakali with her in the town hall which took place before two 

years, tell me, does that lake make you laugh? 

 

Of course.-I count on fantasies, not memories. That's what 

enlivened me through my life. A married woman must need 

fantasy. Otherwise, how one could love a big belly, bad odour 

and dirty evenings? 

 

Let it be, do you also have a girl in your fantasies? 

 

Surely. But she's not like you. She walks with the wind. Pride 

dwells in her bluish eyes. 

"...there she goes, 

with a wind in her head 

and a smile on her face... 

... 

but she'll never be mine" 

(chris rea - there she goes - album: god’s great banana skin) 
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damn it. ØbL¢ ØbÉíÈB{ßÜá¢ Èßæa ¥ÉµV×ÄÞçÌÞÇ¢ ÈßÈAá 

µâGáÕøáKçÜïÞ. 

 

It does make difference when I realise it. ÄÞøÄÎcJßÈá ÎáÄßøáKßæÜïCßW 

¥ÉµV×ÄÞçÌÞÇJßæÈLá dÉØµñß? Îùßºîá ºßLßºîáçÈÞAâ, 

¥ÉµV×ÈÞÏßøáKßGá¢ ¦ çÌÞÇÎáIÞÕÞJÕæÈAÞ{á¢ ®dÄçÏÞ 

ØbàµÞøcÈÞÃí ¥ÄáUÕX! 

 

Éçf, ÈßÈAá Èßç×ÇßÏíAÞX ÉxáçÎÞ Èßæa ¦ÆcdÉÃÏ¢ ÄµVJÄí ¨ 

"·áÃ'ÎÞÏßøáKáæÕKÄí? 

 

ÈßÈAßdÄæÏ{áM¢ ¥Äá Õß{ßºîáÉùÏÞX µÝßEá! ®ÈßÏíAßæMÞÝá¢ ®æa 

¦ÆcçdÉÎæJ ²øá statement-æÜÞÄáAÞX µÝßEßGßÜï. ²øá Éçf, 

ÎÈTßæÜçKÞ Îøßºî othello- Õßæa çdÉÄÎÞÏßøáKá ¥Äí... 

 

ÄµVK dÉÃÏJßÈí ÈcÞÏàµøÃBZ ¥ÈÞÕÖcÎÞÃí. µÞøÃ¢, 

ÈcÞÏàµøÃBZ ®æMÞÝá¢ ÎâKÞÎæÈ çÌÞicæM¿áJÞÈáUÕÏÞÃí. 

As for love, ¥Äí ²øßÏíAÜá¢ ²øá ÎâKÞÎÈí ÕÞÄßÜÞµáKßÜï. 

 

®çLÞ, ®ÈßÏíAùßÏßÜï. Éçf, ¥æÄæa ÕcµñßÄbæJ ¦æµ ÎÞxßÎùßºîá. 

ÉÄáæA, ®ÈßÏíAá ÎÈTßÜÞµÞX Äá¿Bß, ¾ÞX Õ{æø flexible 

¦ÏßøßÏíAáKáæÕKí. ¦çøÞ¿á¢ æÉÞøáJæM¿ÞX µÝßÏáæÎK ¥ÕØíÅ. æÈ·xàÕí 

¦Ïß ÉùEÞW, ¦çøÞ¿á¢ ¦vÞVjÄÏßÜïÞJ ¥ÕØíÅ. ¾ÞX ²øá ÉáÄßÏ 

µIáÉß¿ßJÕá¢ È¿Jß. _ ¦ÆcdÉÃÏJßæa È×í¿¢ ²øáÕæÈ µâ¿áÄW 

dÉÞµí¿ßÏíAW ¦AáKá ®Kí. ¥ÄáæµÞIí ÕßÕÞÙÄàøáÎÞÈ¢ ¾ÞX 

ÎÞÄÞÉßÄÞAZAá ÕßGáæµÞ¿áJá _ µÞøÃ¢, ¥ÕVAí æÄøæE¿áAÜßæa 

¦ÕÖc¢ ¯æùÏÞÏßøáKá. _ ®ÈßÏíAßÜïÞJÄí. §ÄÞÃí, to me, 

¦vÞVjÄÏßÜïÞÏíÎÏáæ¿ merit. ²øÞç{Þ¿áU intimacy ®Ká ÉùÏáçOÞZ 

¥ÄVjÎÞAáKÄí ØCáºßÄ ÎÈØíÅßÄßÏÞÃí. _ ®ÜïÞÕçøÞ¿á¢ æÉÞøáJæM¿ÞX 

ÉxÞJ ¥ÕØíÅ. 

 

 

 

Damn it. Your inferiority complex won't leave you even in your 

dreams? 

 

It does make difference if I realise it. Where's inferiority 

complex if there's no attempt for comparison? Think otherwise. 

The one who's aware of his inferiority is far more acceptable 

than the one who's not aware of it. 

 

But, can you deny this 'virtue' was responsible for the failure of 

your first love? 

 

How easily you announced it! I still struggle to summarise my 

first love in a statement. It was perhaps the ghost of Othello, 

once died in my mind... 

 

Justifications are useless for failed loves. Because, justifications 

are always intended for the third person. 

As for Love, it never opens its doors to a third person. 

 

Anyhow, I don't know. But it altered my personality 

completely. Lately, it was clear that I became very flexible. 

That I could mingle with anyone. 

Negatively speaking, a state of mind having no intimacy with 

anyone. 

I made a new discovery - loss of first love helps one become 

more practical. So I left the decision of my marriage to my 

parents. - Because, they were much more concerned about 

choice. - which I was not. 

 

This is, to me, the merit of having no intimacy. Intimate to a 

particular person means narrowmindedness. - being unable to 

mingle with others. 
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How can you speak so immaterial and yet be in bed with a married 

woman? 
¥çÄÞ, ¦ÉÞÆºâÁ¢ ÈàæÏÞøá ¼ÞÁÏÞæÃKá ÕøáçÎÞ? 

 

ÉødØñàÏáæ¿ µß¿MùÏßW ·àÄçÏÞÄáKÄßæa logic ®æK µáÝAáKá. It may 

rather underline your doubts. Éçf, ®æK ÕßÖbØßÏíAâ. µã×íÃæa 

µìÎÞøÕá¢ ·àÄÏá¢ ²øáÎßºîáZæAÞUÞX ÈßÈAÞÕáæÎCßW ¼àÕßÄæJAáùßºîí 

Ø¢ÖÏBæ{ÞKá¢ ÌÞAßÏáIÞÕßÜï. 

 

ÈßæK ÉøßÙØßÏíAÞX dÖÎßºîí ¾ÞX ØbÏ¢ ÉøßÙÞØcÏÞÕáKçÜïÞ. fÎßÏíAâ, 

²øáÉçf, ®æa ÉÞÉçÌÞÇÎÞÕÞ¢ ®æKÏßdÄ Äø¢ÄÞÝíJáKÄí. 

 

ÉÞÉ¢ ®æMÞÝá¢ ¦çÉfßµÎÞÃí. Îã·JßÈí ÉÞÉÎÜïÞJ ¥ÕßÙßÄÌt¢ 

ÎÈá×cÈí ÉÞÉÎÞµáKÄí, ÈNáæ¿ society ©IÞAáK ÕcÄcÞØÎÞÃí. ØÎâÙ¢ 

ÎÈá×cæa ©WÉKÎÞæÃCßÜá¢ ¥Äßæa ÈßÏÎBZ ÕÜVKá ÕÜáÄÞÏß ÈæN 

¥Äßæa ¥¿ßÎµ{ÞAáKá. 

 

¥ÜµíØá¢ ÎæxÞKÜï ÉùÏÞùí. Éçf ÈßÈAá çÄÞKáKáçIÞ ÈßæK ¥ÕÈá 

ÆÙßÏíAáæÎKí? 

 

§Üï, Éçf ¥ÄÏÞ{áæ¿ µáxÎÜï. Ïáµñß ÎÈá×cæÈ ®dÄ ÕÜáÄÞAßÏÞÜá¢, 

¦ÄcLßµÎÞÏß ¥ÕX ²øá ØÎâÙ¼àÕßÏÞÃí. ÉçøÞÉ¼àÕßÏÞçÏAÞÕáK ²øá 

ÈÞæ{ÏßæÜ ØáøfÏíAÞÏß ¥ÕÈí ¥Äßæa ºGAâGßW ØbÏ¢ 

dÉÄß×íÀßÏíçAIß ÕøáKá. ¥Äßæa ÈßÏÎBZ ÉÞÜßÏíçAIß ÕøáKá. 

 

Èà ®ÜïÞ µÞøcBæ{Ïá¢ barter øàÄßÏßÜÞÃí µÞÃáKÄí. ¥çÄ ØÎÏ¢ "ÎÞ 

ËçÜ×á'ÕßæÜ logic ØbàµøßÏíAáµÏá¢ æºÏîáKá. Éçf, ®ÈßÏíAá ÎùáÉ¿ß Äøâ. 

_ societyæÏ ¥¢·àµøßÏíAáK ØíÅßÄßÏíAí, Èà ¥ÄßWÈßKí ®Lá ÖßfÏÞÃí 

dÉÄàfßÏíAáKÄí? 

 

 

 

 

How can you speak so immaterial and yet to be in bed with a 

married woman? 

Or, is it that you are a total fraudster? - from top to bottom! 

 

The logic of reciting Gita in the bedroom of someone else's 

wife is confusing me. It may rather underline your doubts. But, 

believe me, you'll have no more doubts about life, if you would 

match Krishna's teenage with Gita. 

 

How I tried to insult you and insulted myself! 

Pardon me. May be it's my guilty conscience, that is disgracing 

me this much. 

 

Sin is always relative. It's our society which makes the 

difference that illicit relation becomes taboo for human whereas 

for animals it's not. 

Even though the society is our product, its laws grow taller and 

make us its slaves. 

 

Alex also has the same say. But do you think he could digest 

you? 

 

No, it's not his fault. Logic makes a man stronger, but after all 

he's a society animal. He has to fit himself in its framework for 

the safety of a bad tomorrow where there's a chance he might 

become a parasite. He's bound to obey its laws. 

 

You approach everything in barter system. At the same time 

you adopt the logic of 'ma phaleshu'. - as far as you accept 

society, what type of punishment you expect from it? 
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ØÎâÙJßæa ÖßfÞÈßÏÎBZ, §øæÏ ÖáiàµøßÏíAÞÈÜï, µÞÃßÏíAí 

ÉÞÀÎÞÕÞÈÞÃí ©ÉçÏÞ·ßÏíAáKÄí. ¦ ÈßÜÏíAí, ÈÎáAí dÉÄàfßÏíAÞÕáK 

ÈcÞÏÎÞÏ - I mean - ØÞÇcÎÞÏ Ößf Èß×íµÞØÈÎÞÃí. §ÄáÕæø 

æµGßM¿áJáæµÞIáÕK ÌtBæ{ÜïÞ¢ ¥çÄÞæ¿ ÄµVKí... 

 

"§ø' ®KÞÃí Èà ÉùEÄí. ¥Äí ¥ÙLæÏçKÞ Èßç×ÇæÎçKÞ ¾ÞX 

µøáçÄIÄí? 

 

Truly speaking, Ößf, µáxJßÈÜï, ¥Äßæa çÉøßW Éß¿ßÏíAæM¿áKÄßÈÞÃí. 

®ÜïÞ¢ ÎÈTßÜÞÏß ®Ká ÖÀßÏíAáçOÞÝá¢ ®æK ØçwÙßMßÏíAáK ²KáIí _ 

æÄxßæÈÏá¢ ÖøßæÏÏá¢ ²KáçÉÞæÜ ©ZæAÞUáK ¦ ÕÜßÏ ÖµñßÏáæ¿ ÄÞæÝ, 

ÎÈá×cæa ÉÞÉB{áæ¿ µÃAá ØâfßÏíAáK ¥ØLá×í¿ÈÞÏ ²øá 

èÆÕÎáçIÞ ®Kí. ®ÈßÏíAá çÈçø Èà{áK ²øá ºâIáÕßøW ®æa 

ØbÉíÈB{ßW µ¿KáÕøÞùáIí. 

 

ÈßÈAÄßÈá µÃAáÉùçÏIßÕøáµÏÞæÃCßW ®LÞÕá¢ Èßæa dÉÄßµøÃ¢_ 

on judgement day? 
 

®æa µHßW ²øá ºßøßÏáIÞÕá¢. _ Äßµºîá¢ Èß×íµ{CÎÞÏ ²Kí. ¥ÄßæÈ ¦ 

èÆÕ¢ ®BæÈÏÞÕá¢ çÈøß¿áµ? 

 

[É á ùJá È ßK í  µ¿æKJßÏ ²ø á  µÞx í  Ä á ùKáµ ß ¿K ¼ÞÜµJßÜâ æ¿ ¥ÏÞæ{ 

ÕÜ ßæº î ¿ áJáæµÞIáçÉÞÏ ß .  µH¿º î í  çØ ñ Þ dÄ ¢ æºÞÜ ï ß  ç Îø ß  ©ùBÞX µ ß¿Ká .  

É áÜVæº î ,  µ á VÌÞÈ èµæAÞUÞÈ ßùBá çOÞZ ¦ùÞ ¢ È ßÜÏ ßW È ßKá ºÞ¿ ß Î ø ßº î  

ø Þ ÎÈÞÅæa ÖÕJßÈá º á x á ¢  apar tment -  æÜ Î á Ý áÕÈÞ{ áµ{ á ¢  Ä¿ ßº î áµ â ¿ ßÏ ß ø áKá .  

Ä ßø ßEáÈ ßK í  µ áø ßÖ áÕøº î ß G í  ç Îø ß  ÉUßÏ ß çÜÏ íAá È¿KáçÉÞÏ ß .  

¥K í  ¥ÕZA í µ áOØÞø ßÏ íAÞæÈÞKáÎ ßÜ ï ÞÏ ß ø áKá ]  

 

http://vaishnavam.com/prathalam.pdf (Malayalam) 
http://vaishnavam.com/mystory.pdf (both versions) 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Society uses its judiciary not to refine its prey, but as a lesson 

for the spectator. Then the most justified - I mean the most 

possible - punishment is exile. All those relations you had built 

through your life topple down and... 

 

Hold it. you said 'Prey'. Is it your pride? or rejection? 

 

Truly speaking, punishment is not for crime, it's for being 

caught red-handed. 

Even when I insist I know everything, I suspect one thing. -

Beneath that ultimate power which never discriminates between 

good and evil, is there an unsatisfied god who keeps account of 

our sins. I often see a finger pointing at me in dreams. 

 

How you will react, if you want to pay for it- on judgement 

day? 

 

There will be a smile in my eyes. Purely innocent one. How he 

will face it? 
 

[A wind came in through the open window and took him away. Mary closed 

her eyes, chanted a hymn and fell asleep. 

In the morning, while going for the Sunday Mass, she found people gathered 

around the body of Ramanathan who committed suicide jumping from the 

sixth floor. Turned back and signed a cross on her forehead, she left for 

church. 

 

She had nothing to confess on that day.] 
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