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“Why do you come home so late every 
night?" asked a son to his father. Weary 
from the day’s work, the father smiled 
and said, "So that you can sleep 
peacefully and dream big, my son." The 
boy didn’t understand then, but as he 
grew older, he saw the quiet sacrifices 
his father made—long hours, silent 
struggles, and unwavering dedication 
—all to build a better life for his family.

As March unfolds, our hearts turn to St. 
Joseph, the silent yet steadfast protector 
of the Holy Family. A man of few 
words but immense action, he worked 
tirelessly to ensure that Mary and Jesus 
were safe, provided for, and loved. 
And in him, we see the reflection of our 
own fathers—men who may not 
always express their emotions but 
show their love through their relentless 
sacrifices.

This issue of The Kalyan Lantern is our 
humble tribute to fathers everywhere. 
On the feast of St. Joseph, we invite you 
to journey through the love story of 

Mary and Joseph—one built on faith, 
trust, and divine purpose. We also turn 
our attention to the often-overlooked 
mental well-being of fathers, exploring 
ways we can support and uplift them. 
And, of course, we reflect on the 
profound impact fathers have on 
shaping our lives.

March also brings us International 
Women’s Day, a time to celebrate the 
strength and grace of the women in our 
lives. In this special edition, four 
husbands open their hearts, expressing 
gratitude to their wives for their love, 
sacrifices, and unwavering presence.

May this issue of The Kalyan Lantern 
illuminate the sacrifices, love, and quiet 
heroism of the fathers in our lives, 
leading us to pause, reflect, and most 
importantly, thank God for the gift of 
fatherhood.

Dr. Rajesh Mathew
Editor-in-Chief

Heavenly Father, we entrust our beloved bishop into Your loving hands, seeking Your 
continued guidance and blessings as he journeys through another year of life. We pray that 

our dear bishop may continue to "preach the gospel at all times." May his life be a living 
testimony to the message of Christ. We thank you for the countless blessings you've bestowed 
upon our diocese through him. May he be blessed abundantly as he has blessed each one of 
us. We ask that our bishop be granted the strength to guide his flock with unwavering devotion 

and unity in faith. Finally, we pray for our bishop's health and well-being, that he may be 
sustained by your grace and continue to serve as a shepherd to your people. Amen.
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alling in love with Joseph was nothing like 
the love stories I had heard. It was 
s o m e t h i n g  d e e p e r ,  s o m e t h i n g  F
unexpected—a love shaped by faith, 

sacrifice, and the weight of destiny. Our 
journey together began under the most 

unusual circumstances—brought 
together not by choice, but by 

the Holy Spirit. Yes, I know 
that only the Holy Spirit 

could have made him stay; 
otherwise, he had nearly 

planned to flee from 
Nazareth. Even after 
he chose to stay, there 
w a s  a  d i s t a n c e  
b e t w e e n  u s ,  a n  
invisible wall neither 
of us could break 
t h r o u g h ;  c e r t a i n  
heaviness lingered 
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between us. It was as if something was 
holding us back, preventing us from 
talking freely, from looking into each 
other's eyes. We went about our days 
s i l e n t l y ,  b o u n d  b y  d u t y  b u t  
disconnected.

Then came the decree from Caesar 
Augustus. Joseph told me to gather my 
things while he made arrangements for 
our journey to Bethlehem. I remember 
feeling a strange mix of fear and relief. 
Perhaps the journey would help us 
bridge the gap between us.

We set out in silence—Joseph, me, and 
the donkey that carried me. Of course, 
there was also Jesus within me, though 
unseen. When Joseph lifted me onto the 
donkey, I realized it was the first time he 
had truly touched me, apart from a 
formal gesture of courtesy. I felt how 
careful, how gentle he was.

The journey to Bethlehem was over 
ninety miles long, spanning several 
days. The terrain was rough and 
mountainous, with steep ascents and 
descents. The biting cold of late autumn 
made the nights unbearable. We could 
not carry all the food we needed, and we 
had to rely on whatever we could find 
along the way. With so many people 
traveling,  securing shelter and 
provisions was a challenge. The roads 
were dangerous, with the constant fear 
of bandits and wild animals. Joseph bore 
the weight of our safety on his 
shoulders, ever watchful, ever alert.

At first, we barely spoke. I noticed that 
we would steal glances at each 
other—he would look at me, and when I 
turned to meet his gaze, he would 
quickly look away. And when I looked 
at him, he would pretend to be focused 
elsewhere. We did not want to show that 
we were watching each other. We were 
two souls circling each other, hesitant 

yet curious. Yet, in those fleeting glances, I 
sought to understand the man beside me—the 
real Joseph, the one beyond the silence.

As the journey went on, the ice between us 
slowly began to melt. One evening, as we rested, 
I finally broke the silence. "Joseph, you never 
told me what the angel said to you."

Joseph hesitated for a moment before 
responding, "The angel told me that the child 
conceived in you is by the Holy Spirit and that I 
should not be afraid."

"But… are you afraid?" I asked softly.

“Yes," he admitted. Then, after a pause, he 
asked, "And you? Are you afraid?"

"Yes," I whispered.

He exhaled deeply and said, "I wonder… will I 

Rev. Dr. Rajesh Mathew
Director, Department of Faith
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be able to teach him anything? He is the 
Son of God. What could I possibly give 
him?"

I felt my heart soften at his words. "You 
will give him a father’s love," I said. "And 
that will be enough."

That night, we had only one piece of bread 
left. Joseph tore it in half, giving me one 
portion. He took a bite of his half, then 
carefully set the rest aside. Later, as I lay 
with my eyes closed, I saw him get up and 
walk to the donkey. Thinking I was asleep, 
he gently fed the last piece of bread to the 
animal.

Tears welled in my eyes. Placing a hand 
over my womb, I whispered, "My child, 
you will have a good and decent man to 
raise you, a man who puts others before 
himself."

At last, we reached the outskirts of 
Bethlehem, but by then, my pain had 
begun. The child pressed against me, 
signaling that his time had come. I 
clutched Joseph’s arm and gasped, 
"Joseph, I cannot sit on the donkey 
anymore."

Without hesitation, he lifted me into his 
arms and hurried into the village. He 

placed me down gently and ran door to 
door, pleading for a place to stay. Doors 
shut in his face. Some didn’t open at all. 
Desperation filled his eyes as he pleaded, 
until, at last, someone pointed him toward 
a small cave nearby. It wasn’t much, but it 
was shelter.

Joseph carried me inside, laid me down, 
and knelt beside me. The pain was now 
unbearable; I struggled to breathe. And 
then, my husband—the carpenter — 
became my midwife. It was he who first 
lifted our son into the world. It was he who 
held him, his voice thick with emotion and 
tears of joy streaming down his face.

It was in that moment that love blossomed 
between us. Not the love of songs and 
poetry, but something deeper—a love 
born of hardship, sacrifice, and shared 
wonder.

What a way to fall in love with my man. I 
realized then that God had given me the 
strength I needed—not just through His 
divine will, but through Joseph. The man I 
once feared would leave had become my 
protector, my companion, my love.

And with him by my side, I was ready for 
whatever lay ahead.

]pcpj·mcpsS, AXmbXv \½psS AÑsâ / ]¸ 
bpsS / UmUnbpsSsbms¡  am\knImtcmKyw 
hfsc {][m\amWv, F¶mÂ ]pcpj·mÀ Icbp 
Itbm AkzkvYcmIpItbm k¦Ss¸SpItbm 
sN¿cpXv F¶ s]mXp[mcW ]escbpw \niÐ 
cm¡ p¶p. hnImc{]IS\w _elo\XbÃm¯Xn 
\mÂ, ]pcpj·mÀ AhcpsS hnImc§ Ä {]ISn 
¸n t¡ ­Xv kp{][m\amWv, klmbw tXSp¶Xv 
Ignhns\ kqNn¸n¡ p¶p. k½À±w, DXvIWvT, 
hnjmZw F¶nh ]pcpjXzs¯ \nÀhNn¡ p¶nÃ  
adn ̈ v ]nXm¡ ·mcpsS am\knImtcmKys¯ _m 
[n¡ p¶ LSI§ Ä am{XamWv Ah.

Dr. Avinash Desousa
Consultant Psychiatrist and Founder Trustee
Desousa Foundation, Mumbai
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AhbnÂ NneXv \ap¡ v NphsS 
NÀ¨ sN¿mw:

]nXrm[n]Xyhpw hnImc§ fpsS 
ASn¨aÀ¯epw

]nXrm[n]Xyw enwK]camb IÀi\ tdmfpIÄ 
\S¸nem¡ n, ]et¸mgpw ]pcpj·mÀ iàcpw, [n 
¡ mcnIfpw, hnImcanÃm¯hcpambncn¡ Wsa 
¶v \nÀt±in¡ p¶p. sNdp¸w apXte ZpÀ_eX 
{]ISn¸n¡ p¶XnÂ \n¶v B¬Ip«nIsf \ncp 
Õmls¸Sp¯p¶p. "Hcp s]¬Ip«nsbt¸mse 
Icbpt¶m?" AsÃ¦nÂ "B¬Ip«nIÄ Icbcp 
Xv!" t]mepÅ hmIy§ Ä, hnImc§ Ä _elo\ 
XbpsS e£ WamsW¶ Bibs¯ iàns¸Sp 
¯p¶p. Cu ASn¨aÀ¯Â ]pcpj·mcnÂ k 
½À±w, DXvIWvT, hnjmZw F¶nhbpsS hÀ²\ 
hv DÄs¸sSbpÅ Imcyamb am\knImtcmKy 
{]XymLmX§ Ä¡ v ImcWamIp¶p. ]pcpj·mÀ 
Ft¸mgpw ZmXm¡ fpw kwc£ Icpambncn¡ W 
sa¶ s]mXpt_m[w klmbw tXSp¶XnÂ \n¶v 
Ahsc \ncpÕmls¸Sp¯pIbpw AXv ]cmP 
bambn IW¡ m¡ s¸Spsa¶v ̀bs¸Sp¯pIbpw 
sN¿p¶p. XÂ^eambn, ]e ]pcpj·mcpw \ni 
Ðambn Iãs¸SpItbm, ab¡ pacp¶v, aZyw F 
¶nhbpsS ASnabmIpItbm, B{IaW kz`mh 
tam AsÃ¦nÂ sshImcnI AIÂ¨ t]mepÅ 
A\mtcmKyIcamb sNdp¯p\nÂ¸v kwhn[m\ 
§ fnte¡ v XncnbpItbm sN¿p¶p. CXv hyàn 

KX t£ as¯ tZmjIcambn _m[n¡ pI am{X 
aÃ, _Ô§ sfbpw IpSpw_§ sfbpw kaql 
s¯bpw {]XnIqeambn _m[n¡ pIbpw sN¿p 
¶p. sshImcnI _p²n, sXdm¸n, ]n´pW kwhn 
[m\§ Ä F¶nh t{]mÕmln¸n¡ p¶Xv ]pcp 
jm[n]Xy¯nsâ tZmjIcamb ̂ e§ Ä CÃm 
Xm¡ m\pw, ]pcpj·mÀ¡ v hnImc§ Ä kzX{´ 
ambn {]ISn¸n¡ m\pw hnaÀi\§ sf ̀ bs¸Sm 
sX klmbw tXSm\pw klmbIamIpw. 

]pcpj·msc "ZmXmhnsâbpw kwc£ Isâbpw" 
tdmfnÂ {]XnjvTn¡ p¶ kmaqlnI {]Xo£ IÄ, 
kz´w t£ at¯¡ mÄ IpSpw_¯nsâ Bhiy 
§ Ä¡ v ap³KW\ \ÂIm³ Ahsc t{]cn¸n¡ p 
¶p. sNdp¸w apXte, ITn\m[zm\w sN¿m\pw ] 
Ww k¼mZn¡ m\pw {]nbs¸«hÀ¡ v kvYncX Dd 
¸m¡ m\papÅ IgnhnemWv X§ fpsS aqeyw F 
¶v hnizkn¡ m³ ]pcpj·mÀ \nÀ_ÔnXcmIp 
¶p. XÂ^eambn, D¯chmZn¯¯nsâ t]cnÂ 
ASn¨aÀ¯p¶ kz´w sshImcnI Bhiy§ Ä 
AhKWn¡ p¶p. am\knImtcmKy NnInÕIfp 
sS sNehpw ]Ww em`nt¡ ­Xnsâ BhiyIX 
bpw aäp LSI§ fmWv. Cu sshImcnI ASn¨ 
aÀ¯Â _Ô§ fnse ]ncnapdp¡ w, tamiw im 
cocnI BtcmKyw, ab¡ pacp¶v AsÃ¦nÂ aZyw 

IpSpw_¯n\v th­n AhKWn¡ s¸
Sp¶ am\knIhpw sshImcnIhpamb 
]pcpjmtcmKyw.

D]tbm Kn¡ m\pÅ km[yX, BßlXy {]h 
WX F¶nh DÄs¸sSbpÅ KpcpXcamb {]Xym 
LmX§ Ä¡ v CSbm¡ pw.

sshImcnI {]IS\s¯ ASn¨aÀ¯p¶Xn\p] 
Icw t{]mÕmln¸n¡ p¶ Hcp A´co£ w hfÀ 
¯nsbSp¡ p¶XneqsS ]pcpj·mcpsS am\kn 
ImtcmKys¯ ]n´pWbv¡ p¶XnÂ IpSpw_mw 
K§ Ä \nÀWmbI ]¦v hln¡ m³ Ignbpw. Gä 
hpw {][m\s¸« LSI§ fnsem¶v, hn[nsbtbm 
]cnlmks¯tbm `bs¸SmsX ]pcpj·mÀ¡ v 
AhcpsS ]ncnapdp¡ § Ä ]¦nSm³, kpJIc 
amb, Xpd¶ kw`mjW§ Ä¡ v kpc£ nXamb 

CSw krãn¡ pI F¶XmWv. AhÀ¡ v ‘F§ s\ 

tXm¶p¶p’ F¶ tNmZyw, \Ã tIÄhn¡ mcmhp 
I XpS§ nb efnXamb {]hÀ¯nIÄ Imcyamb 
hyXymkw hcp¯pw. kzbw ]cnNcW¯n\v ap³ 
KW\ \ÂIm\pw BhiyapÅt¸mÄ s{]m^j 
WÂ klmbw tXSm\pw ]pcpj·msc t{]mÕm 
ln¸nt¡ ­Xv AXymhiyamWv. ]¦mfnIÄ¡ pw 
Ip«nIÄ¡ pw IpSpw_\mY·mcpsS aqeyw \nÀh 
Nn¡ p¶Xv AhcpsS Ignhv am{XaÃ, AhcpsS 
km¶n[yw, kvt\lw, sshImcnI _Ôw F¶n 
hbneqsSbpw BsW¶v AhÀ¡ v Dd¸p\ÂIm³ 
Ignbpw. IqSmsX, ho«nÂ D¯chmZn¯§ Ä ] 
¦nSp¶Xpw AhcpsS ]cn{ia§ Ä AwKoIcn¡ p 
¶Xpw k½À±w Ipdbv¡ pIbpw £ oWw Hgnhm 
¡ pIbpw sN¿pw. aZyw AsÃ¦nÂ AanX tPmen 
t]mepÅ tZmjIcamb Imcy§ fnÂ XXv]c 
cmIm¯ hn[w, tlm_nIÄ, hymbmaw AsÃ 
¦nÂ kmaqlnI CSs]SepIÄ t]mepÅ Btcm 
KyIcamb t\cnSÂ kwhn[m\§ sf IpSpw_mw 
K§ Ä kPohambn t{]mÕmln¸n¡ Ww. am\ 
knImtcmKys¯ AhKWn¡ p¶Xv ]pcpj·m 
sc am{XaÃ, AhcpsS IpSpw_§ sfbpw _m[n 
¡ p¶p. sshImcnIamb CSs]SepIfpsS A`m 
hhpw AS¡ n hbv¨ncn¡ p¶ k½À±hpw _Ô 
§ fnÂ AIew krãn¡ pw, CXv ]¦mfnIfpam 
bpw Ip«nIfpambpw \Ã _Ôw ]peÀ¯p¶Xn\v 
XSÊamhpIbpw sN¿p¶p.

hyànIÄ, {]tXyIn¨v ]pcpj·mÀ, If¦`ban 
ÃmsX AhcpsS hnImc§ Ä {]ISn¸n¡ m³ kpc 
£ nXcmsW¶v tXm¶p¶ CS§ Ä krãn¡ p¶ 
XneqsS am\knImtcmKyw t{]mÕmln¸n¡ p¶ 
XnÂ kaql§ Ä¡ p \nÀWmbI ]¦v hln 

IpSpw_¯nse ]pcpj·mcpsS am\knIm 
tcmKy Bhiy§ fnÂ IpSpw_mwK§ Ä¡ v 
F§ s\ ]n´pWbv¡ m³ Ignbpw?

BtcmKyIcamb ]¦nSepw am\knIm 
tcmKy ]n´pWbpw hfÀ¯nsbSp¡ m³ 
kaql§ Ä¡ v F´psN¿m³ Ignbpw?

¡ m³ Ignbpw . CXv t\Sm\pÅ Gähpw ̂ e{]Z 
amb amÀK§ fnsem¶v, ]pcpjXzs¯¡ pdn¨pÅ 
]c¼cmKX k¦Â¸§ sf shÃphnfn¡ pIbpw 
klmbw tXSp¶Xv _elo\XbÃ, iànbpsS 
ASbmfamsW¶v Du¶n¸dbpIbpw sN¿p¶ 
t_m[hÂ¡ cW ]²XnIÄ. ]n´pWm {Kq¸p 
IÄ¡ pw I½yqWnän skâdpIÄ¡ pw hyànI 
Ä¡ v _Ôs¸Sm\pw, AhcpsS {]iv\§ Ä ]¦n 
Sm\pw, AhcpsS A\p`h§ Ä a\Ênem¡ p¶h 
cnÂ \n¶v amÀ¤\nÀt±iw tXSm\pw Hcp CSw \Â 
Im³ Ignbpw. hnizmkm[njvTnX kwLS\IÄ, 

]¦mfnIÄ¡ pw Ip«nIÄ¡ pw 
IpSpw_\mY·mcpsS aqeyw 
\nÀhNn¡ p¶Xv AhcpsS 
Ignhv am{XaÃ, AhcpsS 
km¶n[yw, kvt\lw, sshImcnI 
_Ôw F¶nhbneqsSbpw 
BsW¶v AhÀ¡ v Dd¸p
\ÂIm³ Ignbpw. 
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AhbnÂ NneXv \ap¡ v NphsS 
NÀ¨ sN¿mw:

]nXrm[n]Xyhpw hnImc§ fpsS 
ASn¨aÀ¯epw
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Xv!" t]mepÅ hmIy§ Ä, hnImc§ Ä _elo\ 
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Xm¡ m\pw, ]pcpj·mÀ¡ v hnImc§ Ä kzX{´ 
ambn {]ISn¸n¡ m\pw hnaÀi\§ sf ̀ bs¸Sm 
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¶p. XÂ^eambn, D¯chmZn¯¯nsâ t]cnÂ 
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ÃmsX AhcpsS hnImc§ Ä {]ISn¸n¡ m³ kpc 
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tcmKy ]n´pWbpw hfÀ¯nsbSp¡ m³ 
kaql§ Ä¡ v F´psN¿m³ Ignbpw?

¡ m³ Ignbpw . CXv t\Sm\pÅ Gähpw ̂ e{]Z 
amb amÀK§ fnsem¶v, ]pcpjXzs¯¡ pdn¨pÅ 
]c¼cmKX k¦Â¸§ sf shÃphnfn¡ pIbpw 
klmbw tXSp¶Xv _elo\XbÃ, iànbpsS 
ASbmfamsW¶v Du¶n¸dbpIbpw sN¿p¶ 
t_m[hÂ¡ cW ]²XnIÄ. ]n´pWm {Kq¸p 
IÄ¡ pw I½yqWnän skâdpIÄ¡ pw hyànI 
Ä¡ v _Ôs¸Sm\pw, AhcpsS {]iv\§ Ä ]¦n 
Sm\pw, AhcpsS A\p`h§ Ä a\Ênem¡ p¶h 
cnÂ \n¶v amÀ¤\nÀt±iw tXSm\pw Hcp CSw \Â 
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en’s mental health matters and so 
does the mental health of dads and Mfathers, yet stigma keeps many silent. 

Men are not supposed to cry or get upset and feel 
sad. It is important to note that men must express 
their emotions as emotions are not weakness and 
seeking help shows strength. Stress, anxiety, and 
depression don’t define masculinity. There are 
many factors that affect the mental health of 
fathers some of which we will discuss below –

Patriarchy enforces rigid gender roles, often 
dictating that men must be strong, stoic, and 
unemotional. From an early age, boys are 
discouraged from expressing vulnerability, with 
phrases like "man up" or "boys don’t cry" 
reinforcing the idea that emotions are a sign of 
weakness. This suppression leads to significant 
mental health consequences, including 
increased rates of stress, anxiety, and depression 
among men. The expectation that men should 
always be providers and protectors discourage 
them from seeking help, fearing it may be 
perceived as failure. As a result, many men 
suffer in silence, turning to unhealthy coping 
mechanisms such as drug and alcohol use, 
aggression, or emotional detachment. This not 
only harms individual well-being but also 
negatively impacts relationships, families, and 
society. Furthermore, patriarchy conditions 
women to prioritize others' emotions over their 

Patriarchy and the suppression 
of emotions

tPmenkvYe§ Ä, {]mtZinI ¢ºpIÄ F¶n 
hbv¡ v am\knImtcmKy NÀ¨IÄ AhcpsS {] 
hÀ¯\§ fnÂ DÄs¸Sp¯phm\pw, k½À±w, 
DXvIWvT, sshImcnI t£ aw F¶nhsb¡ pdn 
¨pÅ kw`mjW§ Ä ]Xnhm¡ m\pw Ignbpw. 
IqSmsX, BhiyapÅt¸mÄ klmbw e`yam 
sW¶v Dd¸m¡ ns¡ m­v, Xm§ m\mhp¶ Nne 
hnÂ Iu¬knenwKv tkh\§ Ä, am\knIm 
tcmKy {]Yaip{iqj ]cnioe\w XpS§ nb am\ 
knImtcmKy hnjb§ fnÂ kaql§ Ä {i²] 
Xn¸n¡ Ww. klm\p`qXn, DÄs¡ mÅÂ, Xpd¶ 
kw`mjWw F¶nhbpsS Hcp kwkvImcw hfÀ 
¯nsbSp¡ p¶XneqsS, am\knImtcmKy¯n\v 
ap³KW\ \ÂIp¶XnÂ \n¶v hyànIÄ¡ v hn 
LmXambn \nÂ¡ p¶ F´ns\bpw XiÀ¯p 
sIm­v I½yqWnänIÄ¡ v Ahsc klmbn¡ m 
\mIpw. BXy´nIambn, IqSpXÂ ]n´pW \Â 
Ip¶Xpw {]Xntcm[tijnbpÅXpamb Hcp kaq 
lw krãn¡ m\mIpw.

• ]pcpj·mÀ \niÐX ]men¡ pIbpw hnImc 

§ Ä {]ISn¸n¡ mXncn¡ pIbpw sN¿p¶p - 
hnjahpw, AanX`mchpw A\p`hs¸Sp 
t¼mÄ Xpd¶v kwkmcn¡ Ww. 

• ]pcpj·mÀ s{]m^jWembn AÃmsX asäm 

cphn[¯nepw CS]gIp¶nÃ - CS]gtI­ 
Hcp ASp¯ kplr¯p¡ fpsS Iq«w D­mbn 
cn¡ Ww.

• ]pcpj·mÀ IcbcpsX¶v hnizkn¡ p¶p - 
Icbm\pw AhÀ¡ v tXm¶p¶Xv {]ISn¸n¡ m 
\pw ]pcpj·mÀ¡ v FÃm AhImihpap­v. 

• ]pcpj·mÀ¡ v X§ Ä ITn\a\ÊpÅhcmbn 

cn¡ Wsa¶v hnNmcn¡ p¶p - AhÀ¡ v arZpe 
lrZbcpw sk³knäohpw BImw.

• ]pcpj·mÀ Ipd¨v ]p© ncn¡ pIbpw IqSpXÂ 

kln¡ pIbpw sN¿p¶p - AhÀ¡ v IqSpXÂ 
]p© ncn¡ pIbpw ]qÀ®lrZbt¯msS 
Nncn¡ pIbpw sN¿mw.

1. \n§ fpsS hnImc§ sf¡ pdn¨v kwkmcn¡ pI 

- hnImc§ Ä AS¡ nhbv¡ msX hnizkvX\m 
b Hcp kplr¯nt\mtSm ]¦mfntbmtSm sX 

\½Ä sN¿p¶Xpw, sNt¿­Xpw!

]pcpj·mcpsS am\knImtcmKyw sa¨s¸ 
Sp¯p¶Xn\v PohnXssienbpw ssZ\wZn\ 
PohnX¯nepw hcpt¯­ amä§ Ä

dm¸nkvänt\mtSm Xpd¶p]dbp¶Xv klmb 
IcamIpw.

2. imcocnIambn kPohambncn¡ pI - hymbmaw 
F³tUmÀ^n\pIÄ (Hcp tlmÀtam¬) ]pd 
¯phnSpIbpw, CXv k½À±w, DXvIWvT, hnjm 
Zw F¶nh Ipdbv¡ pIbpw sN¿p¶p.

3. Dd¡ ¯n\v ap³KW\ \ÂIpI - sshImcnI 
k´penXmhkvYbv¡ pw Xocpam\saSp¡ en 
\pw \Ã hn{iaapÅ a\Êv AXymhiyamWv.

4. aZyw ]cnanXs¸Sp¯pI, ab¡ pacp¶v Hgnhm 

¡ pI - elcnhkvXp¡ fpsS D]tbmKw am\ 
knImtcmKyw hjfm¡ pIbpw ASnkvYm\ {] 
iv\§ Ä adbv¡ pIbpw sN¿pw.

5. k½À±w \nb{´n¡ pI - ssZ\wZn\ k½À± 
s¯ t\cnSm³ {i²]qÀ®X (mindfulness), 
[ym\w AsÃ¦nÂ ZoÀLamb izk\ hnZyIÄ 
XpS§ nbh ]cnioen¡ pI.

6. BhiyapÅt¸mÄ s{]m^jWÂ klmbw 

tXSpI - sXdm¸n Hcp _elo\XbÃ; AXv i 
àn¡ pw kzbw sa¨s¸Sp¯en\papÅ Hcp 
D]m[nbmWv.

7. _Ôw \ne\nÀ¯pI - kplr¯p¡ Ä, IpSpw 
_w, kaqlw F¶nhcpambn iàamb _ 
Ôw sI«n¸Sp¡ pIbpw \ne\nÀ¯pIbpw sN 
¿pI.

8. tlm_nIfnÂ GÀs¸SpI - \n§ Ä BkzZn 
¡ p¶ {]hÀ¯\§ Ä t]mknäohmb am\ 
knImhkvY hÀ²n¸n¡ pIbpw kwXr]vXn 
bpsS Hcp t_m[w \ÂIpIbpw sN¿p¶p.

9. bmYmÀ°yt_m[apÅ e£ y§ Ä kÖam 

¡ pI - ssIhcn¡ mhp¶ e£ y§ Ä e£ y 
t_m[hpw {]tNmZ\hpw krãn¡ p¶p.

10. kzbw A\pI¼ ]cnioen¡ pI - \n§ tfmSv Z 
b ImWn¡ pIbpw Nnet¸mÄ C¯cw _p²n 
ap«pIÄ icnbmsW¶v AwKoIcn¡ pIbpw 
sN¿pI.

]pcpj·mcpsS imcocnI BtcmKyw AhcpsS 
am\knImtcmKyw t]mseXs¶ {][m\amWv. 
\niÐX shSnª v FÃmhÀ¡ pw, {]tXyIn¨v 
]pcpj·mÀ¡ v, am\knImtcmKys¯¡ pdn¨pÅ 
Xpd¶ kw`mjW§ sf ]n´pWbv¡ mw.

Dr. Avinash Desousa
Consultant Psychiatrist and Founder Trustee
Desousa Foundation, Mumbai
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en’s mental health matters and so 
does the mental health of dads and Mfathers, yet stigma keeps many silent. 

Men are not supposed to cry or get upset and feel 
sad. It is important to note that men must express 
their emotions as emotions are not weakness and 
seeking help shows strength. Stress, anxiety, and 
depression don’t define masculinity. There are 
many factors that affect the mental health of 
fathers some of which we will discuss below –

Patriarchy enforces rigid gender roles, often 
dictating that men must be strong, stoic, and 
unemotional. From an early age, boys are 
discouraged from expressing vulnerability, with 
phrases like "man up" or "boys don’t cry" 
reinforcing the idea that emotions are a sign of 
weakness. This suppression leads to significant 
mental health consequences, including 
increased rates of stress, anxiety, and depression 
among men. The expectation that men should 
always be providers and protectors discourage 
them from seeking help, fearing it may be 
perceived as failure. As a result, many men 
suffer in silence, turning to unhealthy coping 
mechanisms such as drug and alcohol use, 
aggression, or emotional detachment. This not 
only harms individual well-being but also 
negatively impacts relationships, families, and 
society. Furthermore, patriarchy conditions 
women to prioritize others' emotions over their 

Patriarchy and the suppression 
of emotions

tPmenkvYe§ Ä, {]mtZinI ¢ºpIÄ F¶n 
hbv¡ v am\knImtcmKy NÀ¨IÄ AhcpsS {] 
hÀ¯\§ fnÂ DÄs¸Sp¯phm\pw, k½À±w, 
DXvIWvT, sshImcnI t£ aw F¶nhsb¡ pdn 
¨pÅ kw`mjW§ Ä ]Xnhm¡ m\pw Ignbpw. 
IqSmsX, BhiyapÅt¸mÄ klmbw e`yam 
sW¶v Dd¸m¡ ns¡ m­v, Xm§ m\mhp¶ Nne 
hnÂ Iu¬knenwKv tkh\§ Ä, am\knIm 
tcmKy {]Yaip{iqj ]cnioe\w XpS§ nb am\ 
knImtcmKy hnjb§ fnÂ kaql§ Ä {i²] 
Xn¸n¡ Ww. klm\p`qXn, DÄs¡ mÅÂ, Xpd¶ 
kw`mjWw F¶nhbpsS Hcp kwkvImcw hfÀ 
¯nsbSp¡ p¶XneqsS, am\knImtcmKy¯n\v 
ap³KW\ \ÂIp¶XnÂ \n¶v hyànIÄ¡ v hn 
LmXambn \nÂ¡ p¶ F´ns\bpw XiÀ¯p 
sIm­v I½yqWnänIÄ¡ v Ahsc klmbn¡ m 
\mIpw. BXy´nIambn, IqSpXÂ ]n´pW \Â 
Ip¶Xpw {]Xntcm[tijnbpÅXpamb Hcp kaq 
lw krãn¡ m\mIpw.

• ]pcpj·mÀ \niÐX ]men¡ pIbpw hnImc 

§ Ä {]ISn¸n¡ mXncn¡ pIbpw sN¿p¶p - 
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Dr. Avinash Desousa
Consultant Psychiatrist and Founder Trustee
Desousa Foundation, Mumbai
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own, reinforcing the idea that emotional 
expression is feminine and undesirable for men. 
Breaking free from these constraints is essential 
for fostering a healthier, more emotionally open 
society. Encouraging emotional intelligence, 
therapy, and support systems can help 
dismantle the damaging effects of patriarchy, 
allowing men to express emotions freely and 
seek help without fear of judgment.

Societal expectations often place men in the role 
of provider and protector, pushing them to 
prioritize their family’s needs over their own 
well-being. From a young age, men are 
conditioned to believe that their value lies in 
their ability to work hard, earn money, and 
ensure stability for their loved ones. As a result, 
they often neglect their own emotional needs, 
suppressing stress, anxiety, and exhaustion in 
the name of responsibility. The cost of mental 
health treatments and need to save money is 
another factor that plays a role. The need to be 
self-sufficient discourages men from seeking 
help, as vulnerability is often mistaken for 
weakness. Many struggle silently with 
depress ion  or  burnout ,  fear ing  that  
acknowledging their struggles will make them 
appear incapable or inadequate. This emotional 

Men neglect mental and emotional 
health to provide for their families

suppression can lead to serious consequences, 
including strained relationships, poor physical 
health, and even increased risks of drug or 
alcohol use and even suicide.

Families play a crucial role in supporting men’s 
mental health by fostering an environment 
where emotional expression is encouraged 
rather than suppressed. One of the most 
important steps is creating a safe space for open 
conversations, where men feel comfortable 
sharing their struggles without fear of judgment 
or ridicule. Simple gestures, such as asking how 
they feel and genuinely listening, can make a 
significant difference. Encouraging men to 
prioritize self-care and seek professional help 
when needed is essential. Often, societal 
expectations pressure men to suppress 
emotions, but families can challenge this by 
normalizing therapy, stress management, and 
emotional vulnerability. Partners and children 
can reassure them that their worth is not solely 
defined by their ability to provide but also by 
their presence, love, and emotional connection. 
Additionally, sharing responsibilities at home 
and acknowledging their efforts can reduce 
stress and prevent burnout. Families should 
actively encourage healthy coping mechanisms, 
such as hobbies, exercise, or social interactions, 

How families can support mental 
health needs of men in their family

instead of harmful distractions like alcohol or 
overworking. Neglecting mental health not only 
harms men but also affects their families. 
Emotional unavailability and unprocessed 
stress can create distance in relationships, 
making it difficult for them to connect with their 
partners and children. 

Communities play a vital role in promoting 
mental health by creating spaces where 
individuals, especially men, feel safe to express 
their emotions without fear of stigma. One of the 
most effective ways to achieve this is through 
awareness campaigns that challenge traditional 
notions of masculinity and emphasize that 
seeking help is a sign of strength, not weakness. 
Support groups and community centres can 
provide a space for individuals to connect, share 
their struggles, and seek guidance from others 
who understand their experiences. Faith-based 
organizations, workplaces, and local clubs can 
also integrate mental health discussions into 
their activities, normalizing conversations about 
stress, anxiety, and emotional well-being. 
Additionally, communities should invest in 
accessible mental health resources, such as 
affordable counselling services and mental 
health first aid training, ensuring that help is 
available when needed. By fostering a culture of 
empathy, inclusivity, and open dialogue, 
communities can help break down the barriers 
that prevent individuals from prioritizing their 
mental health, ultimately creating a more 
supportive and resilient society

• Men keep silent and do not express their 
emotions – they should open and speak 
when they feel distressed and overwhelmed.

• Men do not socialize except professionally – 
they must have a close group of friends with 
whom they must socialize.

• Men believe they should not cry – men have 

What communities can do to foster 
healthy sharing and mental health 
support

What we do versus what we should do

every right to cry and express what they feel.

• Men feel they must be tough – they can be 
soft and sensitive.

• Men smile less and endure more – they must 
smile more and laugh whole heartedly.

1. Talk About Your Feelings – Don’t bottle up 
emotions; opening up to a trusted friend, 
partner, or therapist can help.

2. Stay Physically Active – Exercise releases 
endorphins, reducing stress, anxiety, and 
depression.

3. Prioritize Sleep – A well-rested mind is 
essential for emotional balance and decision-
making.

4. Limit Alcohol & Avoid Drugs – Substance 
use can worsen mental health and mask 
underlying issues.

5. Manage Stress – Practice mindfulness, 
meditation, or deep breathing techniques to 
cope with daily stress.

6. Seek Professional Help When Needed – 
Therapy isn’t a weakness; it’s a tool for 
strength and self-improvement.

7. Stay Connected – Build and maintain strong 
relationships with friends, family, and 
community.

8. Engage in Hobbies – Activities you enjoy 
boost mood and provide a sense of 
fulfilment.

9. Set Realistic Goals – Achievable goals create 
a sense of purpose and motivation.

10. Practice Self-Compassion – Be kind to 
yourself and acknowledge that it’s okay to 
struggle sometimes

The physical health of men is as important as their 
mental health. Let’s break the silence and support 
open conversations on mental health for everyone but 
especially for men.

Changing lifestyle and everyday life 
to improve men’s mental health
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dismantle the damaging effects of patriarchy, 
allowing men to express emotions freely and 
seek help without fear of judgment.

Societal expectations often place men in the role 
of provider and protector, pushing them to 
prioritize their family’s needs over their own 
well-being. From a young age, men are 
conditioned to believe that their value lies in 
their ability to work hard, earn money, and 
ensure stability for their loved ones. As a result, 
they often neglect their own emotional needs, 
suppressing stress, anxiety, and exhaustion in 
the name of responsibility. The cost of mental 
health treatments and need to save money is 
another factor that plays a role. The need to be 
self-sufficient discourages men from seeking 
help, as vulnerability is often mistaken for 
weakness. Many struggle silently with 
depress ion  or  burnout ,  fear ing  that  
acknowledging their struggles will make them 
appear incapable or inadequate. This emotional 

Men neglect mental and emotional 
health to provide for their families

suppression can lead to serious consequences, 
including strained relationships, poor physical 
health, and even increased risks of drug or 
alcohol use and even suicide.

Families play a crucial role in supporting men’s 
mental health by fostering an environment 
where emotional expression is encouraged 
rather than suppressed. One of the most 
important steps is creating a safe space for open 
conversations, where men feel comfortable 
sharing their struggles without fear of judgment 
or ridicule. Simple gestures, such as asking how 
they feel and genuinely listening, can make a 
significant difference. Encouraging men to 
prioritize self-care and seek professional help 
when needed is essential. Often, societal 
expectations pressure men to suppress 
emotions, but families can challenge this by 
normalizing therapy, stress management, and 
emotional vulnerability. Partners and children 
can reassure them that their worth is not solely 
defined by their ability to provide but also by 
their presence, love, and emotional connection. 
Additionally, sharing responsibilities at home 
and acknowledging their efforts can reduce 
stress and prevent burnout. Families should 
actively encourage healthy coping mechanisms, 
such as hobbies, exercise, or social interactions, 

How families can support mental 
health needs of men in their family

instead of harmful distractions like alcohol or 
overworking. Neglecting mental health not only 
harms men but also affects their families. 
Emotional unavailability and unprocessed 
stress can create distance in relationships, 
making it difficult for them to connect with their 
partners and children. 

Communities play a vital role in promoting 
mental health by creating spaces where 
individuals, especially men, feel safe to express 
their emotions without fear of stigma. One of the 
most effective ways to achieve this is through 
awareness campaigns that challenge traditional 
notions of masculinity and emphasize that 
seeking help is a sign of strength, not weakness. 
Support groups and community centres can 
provide a space for individuals to connect, share 
their struggles, and seek guidance from others 
who understand their experiences. Faith-based 
organizations, workplaces, and local clubs can 
also integrate mental health discussions into 
their activities, normalizing conversations about 
stress, anxiety, and emotional well-being. 
Additionally, communities should invest in 
accessible mental health resources, such as 
affordable counselling services and mental 
health first aid training, ensuring that help is 
available when needed. By fostering a culture of 
empathy, inclusivity, and open dialogue, 
communities can help break down the barriers 
that prevent individuals from prioritizing their 
mental health, ultimately creating a more 
supportive and resilient society

• Men keep silent and do not express their 
emotions – they should open and speak 
when they feel distressed and overwhelmed.

• Men do not socialize except professionally – 
they must have a close group of friends with 
whom they must socialize.

• Men believe they should not cry – men have 

What communities can do to foster 
healthy sharing and mental health 
support

What we do versus what we should do

every right to cry and express what they feel.

• Men feel they must be tough – they can be 
soft and sensitive.

• Men smile less and endure more – they must 
smile more and laugh whole heartedly.

1. Talk About Your Feelings – Don’t bottle up 
emotions; opening up to a trusted friend, 
partner, or therapist can help.

2. Stay Physically Active – Exercise releases 
endorphins, reducing stress, anxiety, and 
depression.

3. Prioritize Sleep – A well-rested mind is 
essential for emotional balance and decision-
making.

4. Limit Alcohol & Avoid Drugs – Substance 
use can worsen mental health and mask 
underlying issues.

5. Manage Stress – Practice mindfulness, 
meditation, or deep breathing techniques to 
cope with daily stress.

6. Seek Professional Help When Needed – 
Therapy isn’t a weakness; it’s a tool for 
strength and self-improvement.

7. Stay Connected – Build and maintain strong 
relationships with friends, family, and 
community.

8. Engage in Hobbies – Activities you enjoy 
boost mood and provide a sense of 
fulfilment.

9. Set Realistic Goals – Achievable goals create 
a sense of purpose and motivation.

10. Practice Self-Compassion – Be kind to 
yourself and acknowledge that it’s okay to 
struggle sometimes

The physical health of men is as important as their 
mental health. Let’s break the silence and support 
open conversations on mental health for everyone but 
especially for men.

Changing lifestyle and everyday life 
to improve men’s mental health
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t was a cold evening, the kind where the 
wind whispered secrets through the trees, Iand the world felt like it had slowed down 

just a little. I was ten years old, standing at the 
entrance of a music school, my small hands 
clutching a violin that felt much too big for me. 
Around me, other kids arrived, escorted by their 
mothers. Fathers, I noticed, rarely made an 
appearance here. They were the ones working 
late, running businesses, or meeting friends. But 
there stood my father, towering over me, 
adjusting the strap of my violin case with the 
gentlest touch.

Most of my friends had been told to focus on 
studies, to follow the traditional path expected 
of them, where their achievements were often 
measured by academic success. Extracurricular 
activities were a luxury, something their families 

didn’t think was necessary. But my father? He 
was different. He didn’t just believe I deserved 
an education—he believed I deserved the 
world.

Growing up, I often struggled to understand 
why people found it strange that my father did 
things other fathers didn't. It was normal for me 
to see him wake me up, comb my hair, tie my 
shoelaces, and drop me off at school. It was 
normal for me to see him sit in the kitchen, 
cutting fruits while my mother cooked dinner. It 
was normal for me to see him waiting outside 
my classes, ready to pick me up—even when I 
would roll my eyes and tell him it wasn’t 
necessary.

But one evening, I realized just how 
unconventional he truly was. I had overheard a 
hushed conversation between two neighbors. 
“Why does he do all that?” one had whispered. 
“Isn’t it the mother’s job?”

That night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, 
their words gnawing at me. The next morning, 
as he braided my hair with careful precision, I 
blurted out, “Pappa, why would they say this?”

After a pause, he continued, “Gender-defined 
roles are just ridiculous standards set by society. 
Everyone should contribute and help, starting 
right from home. At my boarding school run by 
Don Bosco priests, we were taught that every job 
deserves respect—regardless of societal norms 
about gender or economic stature.”

T h a t  w a s  m y  f a t h e r — u n a p o l o g e t i c ,  
unwavering. In a generation where men clung to 
their egos and believed that only sons carried 
legacies, he was proud of his daughters. While 
some fathers believed investing in girls was 
futile because they would eventually leave the 
household, my father believed in giving us 
wings.

He was a feminist and a green flag long before 
the GenZ coined the word meant. He never once 
saw my mother’s success as a threat. When she 
pursued her PhD after marriage and completed 

it while we were in school, 
he didn’t just support 

her—he shared the load. 
He cooked when she 

worked late. He cleaned when she was tired. He 
never shied away from household chores 
because he didn’t believe in gender-assigned 
roles. In our home, love wasn’t about 
possession; it was about partnership.

He wasn’t just invested in my mother’s 
dreams—he was invested in mine. When I 
decided to pursue MBBS, he was my greatest 
cheerleader. There were moments of doubt, 
t i m e s  w h e n  t h e  p r e s s u r e  s e e m e d  
insurmountable, but he nudged me forward, 
never letting me give up on my dreams. The 
seed of faith that my father sowed was my 
guiding star whenever I faced any challenges. 
Philippians 4:13 is the secret mantra he reminds 
me often.

One of my most vivid memories is from a school 
competition where I had to perform on stage. I 
was nervous, my hands clammy, my heart 
pounding. As I stood backstage, peeking 
through the curtain, I spotted him in the 
audience. He wasn’t just there—he was in the 
front row cheering for me. It was such a small 
act, but in that moment, I felt invincible.

As I grew older, I saw the world for what it 
was—a place where women still had to 
fight to be heard, where daughters were 
still told they were ‘someone else’s 
responsibility.’ But I was lucky. I had a 

father who made me believe I was 
capable of anything.

And today, as I stand tall in my 
career, as I make decisions for my 
future, as I break barriers in my 
own way, I know it all started 
with him.

My father’s love was not just 
about raising me—it was about raising 
the bar for what fatherhood and 
feminism should be. And for that, I will 

always be grateful.

Dr Maria Vincent
St Alphonsa Parish, Mankhurd
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80Ifnse Hcp {]`mXw

tZSm tdmUnsâ hoXn Af¶psIm­v \nsâ A¸ 
¨³ hcp¶p! Iq«pImÀ D¨¯nÂ s]m«n¨ncn¨v 
ssI Nq­nbnSt¯¡ v Rm³ t\m¡ n. AXm F 
sâ A¨m¨³ (ANvO³) aZy]n¨v ]qkmbn Im 
ep \ne¯pd¡ msX BSnbmSn hcp¶p. tdmUn 
sâ CS¯p\n¶pw het¯¡ pw Xncn¨pw BSn 

\S¡ p¶Xn\p \m«pImcn« sNÃt¸cmWv ‘tdmUv 

Af¡ pI’ F¶Xv. A]am\w sIm­v Fsâ Xe 
Ip\nª p. \ndª  I®pambn Rm³ Iq«pImcp 
sS ]cnlmk§ Ä Gäphm§ n H¶pw an­msX 
\S¶p. CXmZyaÃ, F¦nepw Hmtcm XhWbpw 
CXm hÀ¯n¡ pt¼mÄ Fsâ Icfnse thZ\ 
Bcpw I­nÃ. HmSn c£ s¸SWw F¶p­v, ] 
s£  Ft§ m«v?

A¨m¨sâ IqsS Ifn¨tXm, XamiIÄ ]dª  
tXm, CjvSs¸« hkv{X§ Ä hm§ nbtXm, s]cp 
¶mÄ IqSnbtXm H¶pw Fsâ HmÀ½bnÂ CÃ. 
sXm«Sp¯v Xmakn¡ p¶ A¨m¨sâ Iknsâ 
IpSpw_w hcm´bnÂ H¶n¨ncp¶p IYIÄ ]d 
ª p s]m«n¨ncn¡ pt¼mÄ, AhcpsS kvt\lw 

ImWpt¼mÄ Rm\pw A§ s\ B{Kln¨ncp¶p. 
]Ww CÃm¯Xn\mÂ D®otimbpsS cq]w 

(statue) am{Xw hm§ n, I¸¯­v sIm­v apä¯v 
]pÂ¡ qSv sI«n Rm³ BtLmjn¨ Fsâ BZy 
s¯ {InkvXpaÊv C¶pw a\ÊnÂ ambmsX \nÂ 
¡ p¶p.

ASp¯ _Ôp¡ fpsS £ Wn¡ s¸Sm¯ hnhm 
l§ Ä, AhcpsS AhKW\bpw ]cnlmkhpw 
\ndª  t\m«§ Ä, IpSnbsâ aIt\mSpÅ _ 
Ôp¡ fpsS Ir{Xna hmXvkey§ Ä, Hcp tPmUn 
\Ã {UÊpw sNcp¸pw hm§ m\pÅ AXnbmb 
B{Kl§ Ä, ]et¸mgpw tNmÀs¶men¡ p¶ Hm 
e¸pcbnÂ BImiw t\m¡ n InS¶ cm{XnIÄ, 
ac¸eI I«nem¡ n Dd§ nb \mfpIÄ... aZy]·m 
cmb ANvO·mcpsS Ip«nIÄ A\p`hn¡ p¶ th 
Z\bpsS, Häs¸Sensâ, AhKW\bpsS Hcp 
t\ÀNn{XamWv apIfnÂ hnhcn¨Xv. ANvO\p 
­mbn«pw ANvOsâ kvt\ltam IcpXtem kp 
c£ nXXztam e`n¡ msX hfcp¶ \qdpIW¡ n\v 
Ip«nIfnÂ Hcmfmbn hfÀ¶ Fsâ _mey¯n 
sâ t\ÀNn{Xw.

PohnX kmlNcy§ fnÂ amäap­mImw, ]s£  
aZy]m\nbmb ]nXmhv aqew \jvSs¸Sp¶ a¡  
fpsS _meyhpw kvt\ln¡ s¸Sm\pÅ AhIm 
i§ fpw FÃmbnS¯pw Hcpt]msebmWv.

AhKWn¡ s¸Sp¶ Hmtcm Ip«nbpw A\p`hn 
¡ p¶ sshImcnIamb Hcp hoÀ¸pap«ep­v. B 
tcmSpw ]¦nSm³ ]ämsX, H¶pds¡  Icbm³ Ign 
bmsX, FÃm¯nt\mSpw FÃmhtcmSpw s]m«n 
s¯dn¡ pItbm AsÃ¦nÂ \nivi_vZ\mhp 
Itbm sN¿p¶ Hcp ̀mhw. AhcpsS DÄhenª  
{]IrXs¯ Hgnhm¡ p¶ kaqlw Ahsc IqSp 
XÂ \nÊlmb\m¡ p¶ Hcp Xew.

ASn¨aÀ¯nb hnImchnt£ m`§ Ä ]n¶oSv am 
\knI hyhØsb _m[n¡ p¶ L«§ Ä Gsd 
bmWv. A½bpsS IcpXÂ CÃmbncp¶psh¦nÂ 
Rm³ {Inan\Â hmk\bnte¡ p ]SÀ 
¶vIbdmambncp¶ kµÀ`§ Ä Hcp]mSmbncp 
¶p.

Ignhpw, Ahkc§ fpw D­mbn«pw skÂ^v sd 
kvs]Ivänsâ Ipdhv aqew kvIqfnepw k¬tU 
kvIqfnepw Hs¡  IemImbnI aXvkc§ fnÂ \n 
¶pw HmSn Hfn¨ncp¶ Imew.  aäpÅhtcmSv F§  
s\ \¶mbn s]cpamdWw F¶dnbm¯Xn\mÂ 
Ft¸mgpw ]n¶nte¡ v henª p \n¶ncp¶ \mfp 
IÄ.

\jvSs¸Sp¶ _mey§ Ä

sshImcnI shÃphnfnIÄ

D¯chmZnXz¯nsâ \pI§ Ä

hoSnsâbpw a¡ fpsSbpw ]qÀ® D¯chmZnXzw 
GsäSp¯p A½ \S¯p¶ {ia§ sf I­nsÃ 
¶p \Sn¡ m³ aq¯ aI\mb F\n¡ v Ignª ncp 
¶nÃ. 13þ14 hbÊpapXÂ Rm³ km[yamb FÃm 
tPmenIfpw sNbvXp ]Ww k¼mZn¡ m³ {ian 
¨p. d_dn\v NmWIw CSm\pw, hoSv ]Wn¡ pÅ 
a®pw IÃpw Npa¡ m\pw, s]bnâ v ASn¡ m\pw, a 
cw sh«m\pw, hmg \Sm\pw, d_À ssX h¡ m³ 
Ipgnsh«m\pw, A§ s\ Bsc´p ]Wn¡ p hnfn 
¨mepw Rm³ t]mbnXpS§ n. kl]mTnIfpsS ho 
«nÂ Iqen¸Wn¡ p sNÃpt¼mÄ Rm³ A\p`hn 

¨ncp¶ Hcp BßthZ\bp­v. ‘Fsâ kmsd...’ 
H¶v A\p`hn¨p Xs¶ AdnbWw. F¦nepw e 
£ yw amÀ¤s¯ km[qIcn¡ pw F¶Xn\mÂ 
Rm³ ]pdsa Nncn¨pw DÅnÂ Aedn¡ cª pw 
Fsâ ]T\¯nÂ IqSpXÂ {i²n¨p.

V S Chacko
Editorial Member,
Kalyan Lantern
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80Ifnse Hcp {]`mXw

tZSm tdmUnsâ hoXn Af¶psIm­v \nsâ A¸ 
¨³ hcp¶p! Iq«pImÀ D¨¯nÂ s]m«n¨ncn¨v 
ssI Nq­nbnSt¯¡ v Rm³ t\m¡ n. AXm F 
sâ A¨m¨³ (ANvO³) aZy]n¨v ]qkmbn Im 
ep \ne¯pd¡ msX BSnbmSn hcp¶p. tdmUn 
sâ CS¯p\n¶pw het¯¡ pw Xncn¨pw BSn 

\S¡ p¶Xn\p \m«pImcn« sNÃt¸cmWv ‘tdmUv 

Af¡ pI’ F¶Xv. A]am\w sIm­v Fsâ Xe 
Ip\nª p. \ndª  I®pambn Rm³ Iq«pImcp 
sS ]cnlmk§ Ä Gäphm§ n H¶pw an­msX 
\S¶p. CXmZyaÃ, F¦nepw Hmtcm XhWbpw 
CXm hÀ¯n¡ pt¼mÄ Fsâ Icfnse thZ\ 
Bcpw I­nÃ. HmSn c£ s¸SWw F¶p­v, ] 
s£  Ft§ m«v?

A¨m¨sâ IqsS Ifn¨tXm, XamiIÄ ]dª  
tXm, CjvSs¸« hkv{X§ Ä hm§ nbtXm, s]cp 
¶mÄ IqSnbtXm H¶pw Fsâ HmÀ½bnÂ CÃ. 
sXm«Sp¯v Xmakn¡ p¶ A¨m¨sâ Iknsâ 
IpSpw_w hcm´bnÂ H¶n¨ncp¶p IYIÄ ]d 
ª p s]m«n¨ncn¡ pt¼mÄ, AhcpsS kvt\lw 

ImWpt¼mÄ Rm\pw A§ s\ B{Kln¨ncp¶p. 
]Ww CÃm¯Xn\mÂ D®otimbpsS cq]w 

(statue) am{Xw hm§ n, I¸¯­v sIm­v apä¯v 
]pÂ¡ qSv sI«n Rm³ BtLmjn¨ Fsâ BZy 
s¯ {InkvXpaÊv C¶pw a\ÊnÂ ambmsX \nÂ 
¡ p¶p.

ASp¯ _Ôp¡ fpsS £ Wn¡ s¸Sm¯ hnhm 
l§ Ä, AhcpsS AhKW\bpw ]cnlmkhpw 
\ndª  t\m«§ Ä, IpSnbsâ aIt\mSpÅ _ 
Ôp¡ fpsS Ir{Xna hmXvkey§ Ä, Hcp tPmUn 
\Ã {UÊpw sNcp¸pw hm§ m\pÅ AXnbmb 
B{Kl§ Ä, ]et¸mgpw tNmÀs¶men¡ p¶ Hm 
e¸pcbnÂ BImiw t\m¡ n InS¶ cm{XnIÄ, 
ac¸eI I«nem¡ n Dd§ nb \mfpIÄ... aZy]·m 
cmb ANvO·mcpsS Ip«nIÄ A\p`hn¡ p¶ th 
Z\bpsS, Häs¸Sensâ, AhKW\bpsS Hcp 
t\ÀNn{XamWv apIfnÂ hnhcn¨Xv. ANvO\p 
­mbn«pw ANvOsâ kvt\ltam IcpXtem kp 
c£ nXXztam e`n¡ msX hfcp¶ \qdpIW¡ n\v 
Ip«nIfnÂ Hcmfmbn hfÀ¶ Fsâ _mey¯n 
sâ t\ÀNn{Xw.

PohnX kmlNcy§ fnÂ amäap­mImw, ]s£  
aZy]m\nbmb ]nXmhv aqew \jvSs¸Sp¶ a¡  
fpsS _meyhpw kvt\ln¡ s¸Sm\pÅ AhIm 
i§ fpw FÃmbnS¯pw Hcpt]msebmWv.

AhKWn¡ s¸Sp¶ Hmtcm Ip«nbpw A\p`hn 
¡ p¶ sshImcnIamb Hcp hoÀ¸pap«ep­v. B 
tcmSpw ]¦nSm³ ]ämsX, H¶pds¡  Icbm³ Ign 
bmsX, FÃm¯nt\mSpw FÃmhtcmSpw s]m«n 
s¯dn¡ pItbm AsÃ¦nÂ \nivi_vZ\mhp 
Itbm sN¿p¶ Hcp ̀mhw. AhcpsS DÄhenª  
{]IrXs¯ Hgnhm¡ p¶ kaqlw Ahsc IqSp 
XÂ \nÊlmb\m¡ p¶ Hcp Xew.

ASn¨aÀ¯nb hnImchnt£ m`§ Ä ]n¶oSv am 
\knI hyhØsb _m[n¡ p¶ L«§ Ä Gsd 
bmWv. A½bpsS IcpXÂ CÃmbncp¶psh¦nÂ 
Rm³ {Inan\Â hmk\bnte¡ p ]SÀ 
¶vIbdmambncp¶ kµÀ`§ Ä Hcp]mSmbncp 
¶p.

Ignhpw, Ahkc§ fpw D­mbn«pw skÂ^v sd 
kvs]Ivänsâ Ipdhv aqew kvIqfnepw k¬tU 
kvIqfnepw Hs¡  IemImbnI aXvkc§ fnÂ \n 
¶pw HmSn Hfn¨ncp¶ Imew.  aäpÅhtcmSv F§  
s\ \¶mbn s]cpamdWw F¶dnbm¯Xn\mÂ 
Ft¸mgpw ]n¶nte¡ v henª p \n¶ncp¶ \mfp 
IÄ.

\jvSs¸Sp¶ _mey§ Ä

sshImcnI shÃphnfnIÄ

D¯chmZnXz¯nsâ \pI§ Ä

hoSnsâbpw a¡ fpsSbpw ]qÀ® D¯chmZnXzw 
GsäSp¯p A½ \S¯p¶ {ia§ sf I­nsÃ 
¶p \Sn¡ m³ aq¯ aI\mb F\n¡ v Ignª ncp 
¶nÃ. 13þ14 hbÊpapXÂ Rm³ km[yamb FÃm 
tPmenIfpw sNbvXp ]Ww k¼mZn¡ m³ {ian 
¨p. d_dn\v NmWIw CSm\pw, hoSv ]Wn¡ pÅ 
a®pw IÃpw Npa¡ m\pw, s]bnâ v ASn¡ m\pw, a 
cw sh«m\pw, hmg \Sm\pw, d_À ssX h¡ m³ 
Ipgnsh«m\pw, A§ s\ Bsc´p ]Wn¡ p hnfn 
¨mepw Rm³ t]mbnXpS§ n. kl]mTnIfpsS ho 
«nÂ Iqen¸Wn¡ p sNÃpt¼mÄ Rm³ A\p`hn 

¨ncp¶ Hcp BßthZ\bp­v. ‘Fsâ kmsd...’ 
H¶v A\p`hn¨p Xs¶ AdnbWw. F¦nepw e 
£ yw amÀ¤s¯ km[qIcn¡ pw F¶Xn\mÂ 
Rm³ ]pdsa Nncn¨pw DÅnÂ Aedn¡ cª pw 
Fsâ ]T\¯nÂ IqSpXÂ {i²n¨p.

V S Chacko
Editorial Member,
Kalyan Lantern
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BkànbpsS \ocmfn ssIIÄ

kvIqÄ ImeL«̄ n\ptijw ]gb {]oUn{Kn ] 
T\¯n\v t]mbt¸mÄ, Rm³ ]Xnsb ]pIhen 
bpw aZy]m\hpw ioen¨p. Iq«pImcpsS t{]c 
W¡ v hg§ nbmWv A¶Xv XpS§ nbsX¦nepw 
Fsâ ho«nÂ I­ ioe§ fpw F¶nse Bk 
ànbpamWv AXn\p ImcWw F¶p ]n¶oSv Xncn 
¨dnª p. tPmen In«nbt¸mÄ Hm^okn\p ASp 
¯pÅ _mdnÂ ]äpImc\mbn. amkmhkm\w I 
Sw skäv sN¿p¶ \nebnte¡ v Rm³ \n]Xn¨p. 
ho«nÂ Zp:ioe§ Ä I­p hfcp¶ Ip«nIÄ 
A\p`hn¡ p¶ Gähpw henb shÃphnfnIfnÂ 

H¶mWv C¯cw ioe§ tfmSv ‘t\m’ ]dbm\pÅ 
ss[cyw.

Ing¡ ³ aetbmc§ fnÂ Aev]w aZy]n¡ p¶ 
A¨mb·mÀ FÃm ho«nepw DÅXn\mÂ Ip«nIfn 
se aZy]m\t¯mSv ho«pImÀ s]mXpth \nÊwK 

X ]men¡ pIbmWv ]Xnhv. Ah\ev]w ‘sXm­ 

\\¡ pw’ F¶p ]dª p A`nam\n¨ncp¶ aq¶p 
A½mh·mcmWv F\n¡ p­mbncp¶Xv. CXpw Hc 
fhphsc Ip«nIsf \mi¯nte¡ p XÅnhnSp 
¶p. tIcfw C¶\p`hn¡ p¶ elcn ASna¯w 
Hcp ]s£  ]gb XeapdbpsS Cu ]dª  \nÊw 
KX Xs¶bmhWw.

c£ bpsS hmXnepIÄ

Hcp hm¡ v þ D]tZiaÃ

\mi¯nsâ hgnbneqsS \S¡ pt¼mgpw A½bp 
sS {]Xo£ tbmsSbpÅ {]mÀ°\IÄ F¶pw 
a\ÊnÂ Hcp Ipät_m[w \nd¨ncp¶p. F© n\n 
bdnwKv tImtfPnse A²ym]nI t{Kkn So¨À kz 

´w ]Ww apS¡ n IMS Be¸pg [ym\tI{µ¯n 
Â Fs¶ HcmgvN [ym\¯n\v tNÀ¯Xp So¨dn\v 
Ft¶mSpÅ kvt\lhpw Hcp ssZhoI CS 
s]Sepw BsW¶v Rm³ hnizkn¡ p¶p. hnhm 
l¯nÂ¡ qsS a¡ sf \¶m¡ p¶ FÃm amXm 
]nXm¡ sfbpw t]mse Fsâ amXm]nXm¡ fpw 
Nn´n¨Xn\mÂ ]n¶oSv knÔp Fsâ Pohn 
X¯nte¡ v IS¶p h¶p. aZy]n¡ m¯t¸mÄ ]p 
Ihen¡ pIbpw AÃm¯t¸mÄ ]m³ Xn¶pI 

bpw sN¿p¶ Fs¶ I­p. “\n§ Ä hnZymk¼ 

¶À¡ pw C§ s\ Xcw Xmgm³ Ignbptam?” F¶ 
tNmZyamWv knÔp BZyw tNmZn¨Xv. temI¯p 
FÃmhscbpw ka`mh\tbmsS ImWp¶ Htc 
Hcp km[\w elcn BsW¶v Rm³ Abmsf 
]Tn¸n¡ m³ t\m¡ n. Inw ̂ ew. F¶mÂ ̀ mcy 
bpsS kvt\l¯nÂ s]mXnª  D]tZi§ fpw, 
]cn`h§ fpw, {]mÀ°\bpw, ]ns¶ Hcp aI\p 
­mbt¸mÄ Ah³ Fs¶ I­p ]Tn¡ cpXv F 

¶ Xncn¨dnhpw FÃm ioe§ tfmSpw ‘t\m’ ]dbp 
hm³ Fs¶ {]m]vX\m¡ n.

thZ\n¡ p¶ Hc½tbm, Xncp¯m³ Hcp A²ym 
]nItbm, CsXÃmw tNÀ¶ Hcp ̀mcytbm e`n¡ m 
¯ F{Xtbm PohnX§ Ä BWv C¶pw elcn 
¡ SnaIfmbn Pohn¡ p¶Xv.

hnhmlnXtcmSpw AhnhmlnXtcmSpw F\n¡ v 
]dbm\pÅXv \n§ fpsS elcnbnÂ s]mXnª  
PohnXw \n§ fpsS a¡ sf sshImcnIambn, km 
aqlnIambn, am\knIambn F{Xt¯mfw XfÀ 
¯p¶p F¶pw, Ahsc KpcpXcamb tcmK§ fn 
te¡ pw sshIrXamb s]cpamä¯nte¡ pw \bn 
¡ p¶p F¶pw \n§ Ä Xncn¨dnbWw. \n§ Ä a 
¡ fnÃmsX Pohn¡ p¶XmWv \n§ Ä¡ v kaql 
t¯mSv sN¿m³ Ignbp¶ Gähpw henb D¯c 
hmZnXzw.

F¶ncp¶mepw... 2018 \p ap³]pïmbncp¶ Ime 
L«s¯¡pdn¨v Nn´n¡pt¼mÄ hÃmïv ]Ým 
¯m]w tXm¶pw. A¸¨³ IqsS Dïmbncp¶ 
\mfpIfnÂ Ipsd IqSn kvt\lhpw IcpXepw  
sImSp¡mambncp¶p Ft¶mÀ¯v. H¸w, \mep a 
¡fnÂ A¸¨sâ Gähpw {]nbs¸«h³ Rm\m 
bncp¶p F¶Xv AXn\v  B¡w Iq«p¶p.

A¸¨t\msSm¸ambncp¶ Ip«n¡me¯nsâ Po 
hkpä \nanj§fmWv Fsâ HmÀ½IfnÂ apgp 
h³. Fsâ kq¸Àlotdm Bbncp¶ A¸¨sâ 
tXmfnencp¶v BkzZn¨ ]Åns¸cp¶mfpIfptS 
bpw BtLmj§fptSbpw A\p`qXn ]n¶oSv Hcp 
BtLmj§fnÂ \n¶pw e`n¨n«nÃ. A¸¨³ ] 
Ip¯v \ÂInb s]klm A¸¯nsâ cpNnbnem 
Wv F\n¡n¶v Fsâ a¡Ä¡v s]klm t]mep 
Å Iq«mbvabpsS BNmc§sf AtX cpNn 
tbmsS ]IÀ¶v \ÂIm³ Ignbp¶Xv. 

Fsâ Ip«n¡me¯v Hcp ssSt^mUv ]\nbpsS 
_m¡n]{Xambn A¸¨\v imcocnIambn h¿m 
Xmbn. acn¨pt]mbhcpsS F®OmbNn{X§Ä 

Josemon Vazhayil
Designer, Kalyan Lantern

A¸¨³ F¶mbncp¶p Rms\sâ A¸s\ hnfn 
¨ncp¶Xv. 2018 Â A¸¨³ kzÀ¤bm{X t]mb 
Xn\v tijamWv icn¡pw B \ã¯nsâbpw 
iq\yXbpsSbpw hym]vXn Xncn¨dnbp¶Xv. ]n 
s¶ Bizkn¡m³ DÅXv thZ\IfptSbpw _p 
²nap«pIfptSbpw \nanj§fnÂ kzÀ¤¯nÂ 
ssZhXncpap¼nÂ FIvkv¢qÊohmbn F\n 
¡mbn {]mÀ°\IÄ kaÀ¸n¡m³ A¸¨\pïv 
F¶ Xncn¨dnhpw A\p`h§fpamWv.
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BkànbpsS \ocmfn ssIIÄ

kvIqÄ ImeL«̄ n\ptijw ]gb {]oUn{Kn ] 
T\¯n\v t]mbt¸mÄ, Rm³ ]Xnsb ]pIhen 
bpw aZy]m\hpw ioen¨p. Iq«pImcpsS t{]c 
W¡ v hg§ nbmWv A¶Xv XpS§ nbsX¦nepw 
Fsâ ho«nÂ I­ ioe§ fpw F¶nse Bk 
ànbpamWv AXn\p ImcWw F¶p ]n¶oSv Xncn 
¨dnª p. tPmen In«nbt¸mÄ Hm^okn\p ASp 
¯pÅ _mdnÂ ]äpImc\mbn. amkmhkm\w I 
Sw skäv sN¿p¶ \nebnte¡ v Rm³ \n]Xn¨p. 
ho«nÂ Zp:ioe§ Ä I­p hfcp¶ Ip«nIÄ 
A\p`hn¡ p¶ Gähpw henb shÃphnfnIfnÂ 

H¶mWv C¯cw ioe§ tfmSv ‘t\m’ ]dbm\pÅ 
ss[cyw.

Ing¡ ³ aetbmc§ fnÂ Aev]w aZy]n¡ p¶ 
A¨mb·mÀ FÃm ho«nepw DÅXn\mÂ Ip«nIfn 
se aZy]m\t¯mSv ho«pImÀ s]mXpth \nÊwK 

X ]men¡ pIbmWv ]Xnhv. Ah\ev]w ‘sXm­ 

\\¡ pw’ F¶p ]dª p A`nam\n¨ncp¶ aq¶p 
A½mh·mcmWv F\n¡ p­mbncp¶Xv. CXpw Hc 
fhphsc Ip«nIsf \mi¯nte¡ p XÅnhnSp 
¶p. tIcfw C¶\p`hn¡ p¶ elcn ASna¯w 
Hcp ]s£  ]gb XeapdbpsS Cu ]dª  \nÊw 
KX Xs¶bmhWw.

c£ bpsS hmXnepIÄ

Hcp hm¡ v þ D]tZiaÃ

\mi¯nsâ hgnbneqsS \S¡ pt¼mgpw A½bp 
sS {]Xo£ tbmsSbpÅ {]mÀ°\IÄ F¶pw 
a\ÊnÂ Hcp Ipät_m[w \nd¨ncp¶p. F© n\n 
bdnwKv tImtfPnse A²ym]nI t{Kkn So¨À kz 

´w ]Ww apS¡ n IMS Be¸pg [ym\tI{µ¯n 
Â Fs¶ HcmgvN [ym\¯n\v tNÀ¯Xp So¨dn\v 
Ft¶mSpÅ kvt\lhpw Hcp ssZhoI CS 
s]Sepw BsW¶v Rm³ hnizkn¡ p¶p. hnhm 
l¯nÂ¡ qsS a¡ sf \¶m¡ p¶ FÃm amXm 
]nXm¡ sfbpw t]mse Fsâ amXm]nXm¡ fpw 
Nn´n¨Xn\mÂ ]n¶oSv knÔp Fsâ Pohn 
X¯nte¡ v IS¶p h¶p. aZy]n¡ m¯t¸mÄ ]p 
Ihen¡ pIbpw AÃm¯t¸mÄ ]m³ Xn¶pI 

bpw sN¿p¶ Fs¶ I­p. “\n§ Ä hnZymk¼ 

¶À¡ pw C§ s\ Xcw Xmgm³ Ignbptam?” F¶ 
tNmZyamWv knÔp BZyw tNmZn¨Xv. temI¯p 
FÃmhscbpw ka`mh\tbmsS ImWp¶ Htc 
Hcp km[\w elcn BsW¶v Rm³ Abmsf 
]Tn¸n¡ m³ t\m¡ n. Inw ̂ ew. F¶mÂ ̀ mcy 
bpsS kvt\l¯nÂ s]mXnª  D]tZi§ fpw, 
]cn`h§ fpw, {]mÀ°\bpw, ]ns¶ Hcp aI\p 
­mbt¸mÄ Ah³ Fs¶ I­p ]Tn¡ cpXv F 

¶ Xncn¨dnhpw FÃm ioe§ tfmSpw ‘t\m’ ]dbp 
hm³ Fs¶ {]m]vX\m¡ n.

thZ\n¡ p¶ Hc½tbm, Xncp¯m³ Hcp A²ym 
]nItbm, CsXÃmw tNÀ¶ Hcp ̀mcytbm e`n¡ m 
¯ F{Xtbm PohnX§ Ä BWv C¶pw elcn 
¡ SnaIfmbn Pohn¡ p¶Xv.

hnhmlnXtcmSpw AhnhmlnXtcmSpw F\n¡ v 
]dbm\pÅXv \n§ fpsS elcnbnÂ s]mXnª  
PohnXw \n§ fpsS a¡ sf sshImcnIambn, km 
aqlnIambn, am\knIambn F{Xt¯mfw XfÀ 
¯p¶p F¶pw, Ahsc KpcpXcamb tcmK§ fn 
te¡ pw sshIrXamb s]cpamä¯nte¡ pw \bn 
¡ p¶p F¶pw \n§ Ä Xncn¨dnbWw. \n§ Ä a 
¡ fnÃmsX Pohn¡ p¶XmWv \n§ Ä¡ v kaql 
t¯mSv sN¿m³ Ignbp¶ Gähpw henb D¯c 
hmZnXzw.

F¶ncp¶mepw... 2018 \p ap³]pïmbncp¶ Ime 
L«s¯¡pdn¨v Nn´n¡pt¼mÄ hÃmïv ]Ým 
¯m]w tXm¶pw. A¸¨³ IqsS Dïmbncp¶ 
\mfpIfnÂ Ipsd IqSn kvt\lhpw IcpXepw  
sImSp¡mambncp¶p Ft¶mÀ¯v. H¸w, \mep a 
¡fnÂ A¸¨sâ Gähpw {]nbs¸«h³ Rm\m 
bncp¶p F¶Xv AXn\v  B¡w Iq«p¶p.

A¸¨t\msSm¸ambncp¶ Ip«n¡me¯nsâ Po 
hkpä \nanj§fmWv Fsâ HmÀ½IfnÂ apgp 
h³. Fsâ kq¸Àlotdm Bbncp¶ A¸¨sâ 
tXmfnencp¶v BkzZn¨ ]Åns¸cp¶mfpIfptS 
bpw BtLmj§fptSbpw A\p`qXn ]n¶oSv Hcp 
BtLmj§fnÂ \n¶pw e`n¨n«nÃ. A¸¨³ ] 
Ip¯v \ÂInb s]klm A¸¯nsâ cpNnbnem 
Wv F\n¡n¶v Fsâ a¡Ä¡v s]klm t]mep 
Å Iq«mbvabpsS BNmc§sf AtX cpNn 
tbmsS ]IÀ¶v \ÂIm³ Ignbp¶Xv. 

Fsâ Ip«n¡me¯v Hcp ssSt^mUv ]\nbpsS 
_m¡n]{Xambn A¸¨\v imcocnIambn h¿m 
Xmbn. acn¨pt]mbhcpsS F®OmbNn{X§Ä 

Josemon Vazhayil
Designer, Kalyan Lantern

A¸¨³ F¶mbncp¶p Rms\sâ A¸s\ hnfn 
¨ncp¶Xv. 2018 Â A¸¨³ kzÀ¤bm{X t]mb 
Xn\v tijamWv icn¡pw B \ã¯nsâbpw 
iq\yXbpsSbpw hym]vXn Xncn¨dnbp¶Xv. ]n 
s¶ Bizkn¡m³ DÅXv thZ\IfptSbpw _p 
²nap«pIfptSbpw \nanj§fnÂ kzÀ¤¯nÂ 
ssZhXncpap¼nÂ FIvkv¢qÊohmbn F\n 
¡mbn {]mÀ°\IÄ kaÀ¸n¡m³ A¸¨\pïv 
F¶ Xncn¨dnhpw A\p`h§fpamWv.
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hc¨ncp¶ BÀ«nkvämbncp¶ A¸¨\v, Nn{X 
§Ä hc¡pt¼mÄ ssI hnd¡p¶Xn\mÂ tPm 
en \nÀt¯ïn h¶p. A§s\ am\knIambpw 
At±lw XfÀ¶p. ]n¶oSt§m«v A½bmbncp¶p 
IpSpw_¯nsâ \S¯n¸pw s\SpwXqWpw. F¶m 
epw IpSpw_\mY\mbn, ]et¸mgpw aqI\mbn 
A¸¨³ R§Äs¡m¸apïmbncp¶p. XpSÀ¶v 
Bhp¶nSt¯mfw Imew d_À sh«p¶ tPmenbn 
te¡v am{Xambn A¸¨³ HXp§n. 

Fsâ IuamcImeL«¯nÂ "IpSqw_¯n\v th 
ïn Imcyambn H¶pw sN¿m¯ A¸³' F¶ 
Fsâ sXämb Nn´ Fs¶ A¸¨t\mSv AIew 
]men¡m³ t{]cn¸n¨ncps¶¦nepw,  A¸¨³ F 
t¶mSv IqSpXÂ ASp¡m³ {ian¨ns« DÅp. A 
¶s¯ A¸¨s\ a\knem¡m³ F\n¡v kzbw 
Hcp A¸\mbn«pÅ Cu \mfpIÄ hsc Im¯ncn 
t¡ïn h¶p. H¶pw sN¿m¯bmsf¶v Icp 
Xnb, A¸¨³ F\n¡mbn X¶ H¶mWv Cs¶ 
sâ D]Poh\amÀ¤w. A¸¨\nÂ \n¶pw In«nb 
BÀ«nkväv Po\pIfmWv Fs¶ Hcp Unssk\dm 
¡nbXv.

A¸¨\v tPmen sN¿m³ IgnbmXncp¶ Ime 
¯pw ]Ån¸cn]mSnIfnse {Intbänhv tPmenI 
fnÂ \n¶v A¸¨³ amdn \n¶nÃm. ]ÅnbnÂ 
]pÂ¡qSv Dïm¡m\pw thZ]mTw Ip«nIfpsS 
]cn]mSnIÄ¡mbn amemJamcpsS NndIpIÄ 
\nÀ½n¨v \ÂIm\pw Hs¡ A¸¨³ Bthi 
t¯msS ap¶nÂ \nÂ¡p¶Xv IïmWv Rm³ 
hfÀ¶Xv. A¸¨\nÂ  \n¶v Iïpw tI«pw ]Tn¨ 
{Intbäohv hÀ¡pIfmWv ]n¶oSv Rm³ Fsâ 
_m¨neÀ ImeL«¯nÂ hnt{Imfn C³^âv Po 

kÊv ]ÅnbnÂ ]co£n¨ncp¶Xpw ssI¿SnIÄ 
hm§nbncp¶Xpw. AhnsS \n¶mWv, ]n¶oSv 
Ieym¬ cq]X¡v thïnbpw kotdm ae_mÀ k 
`¡v thïnbpw Hcp]mSv Unssk³ hÀ¡pIÄ 
sN¿m\pÅ ssZhm\p{Klw e`n¨Xv. FÃm¯n 
\pw IS¸mSv A¸¨t\mSv Xs¶.

2017 Unkw_dnÂ Rm³ \m«nÂ Ah[n¡v h¶n 
«v XncnsI t]mIp¶ t\c¯v ]Xnhv t]mse {]mÀ 
°n¨v Cd§m³ t\cw A¸¨\v Hcp½ sImSp 
¡m³ Bªt¸mÄ A¸¨s\s¶ s\t©mSv 
tNÀ¯v sI«n¸nSn¨p.... ]ns¶ sIm¨pIp«nIsf 
t¸mse G§eSn¨v Icªp... Ipsd D½IÄ X 
¶p...!!  C¶psa\n¡dnbnÃ F´psImïmWv A 
¶v A¸¨³ A§s\ Fs¶ sI«n¸nSn¨v Icª 
Xv F¶v. Hcp]s£ A¶v A¸¨\dnbmambncp¶n 
cn¡ptam `qanbnÂ h¨v C\nsbmcp kvt\lmenw 
K\w Xsâ aI\v \ÂIm³ IgnbnÃ F¶v...!!! 2018 
sabv 12 \v A¸¨³ kzÀ¤w ]pÂIn.

A¸¨s\ sI«n¸nSn¡m\pw D½ sImSp¡m\pw 
kvt\lw {]ISn¸n¡m\pw Fsâ ]¡Â \oï 38 
hÀj§Ä Dïmbncp¶p. Htcm hÀjhpw Ipd 
ªXv Hcp XhWsb¦nepw Bhmambncp¶p... 
km[n¨nÃ...!! \ãambXv Aaypeyamb Hcp]mSv 
Ahkc§fpw km[yXIfpambncp¶p F¶ 
Xncn¨dnhnte¡v Rms\¯nbt¸mtg¡pw A¸ 
s\¶ kvt\lw  temI¯nÂ \n¶v adªncp¶p. 

[ym\Kpcphpw kzm´\ IayqWnänbpsS Øm]I 
\pamb R§fpsS A¨\¦nÄ þ ^m. [ocPv 
km_p IMS, At±l¯nsâ A½bpsS acWti 
jw A½bpsS HmÀ½¡mbn Hcp¡nb t^mt«m 
BÂ_¯nsâ Ahkm\XmfnÂ C§s\ Ipdn 
¨p: "acWtijw ]q¡fpambn \n§sfsâ I_ 
dnS¯nte¡v htcïXnÃm; B ]q¡Ä Rm³ 
Pohn¨ncn¡pt¼mÄ Xs¶ F\n¡v X¶mÂ aXn!" 
F¶v. Rm\S¡apÅ Hmtcm a¡tfmSpw Pohn¨n 
cn¡p¶ A¸\½amÀ¡v CXv Xs¶bmhpw ]dbm 
\pïmhpI...!! 

A¸³ F§s\bpamhs«... AXv kvt\lw {]I 
Sn¸n¡m³ Adnbm¯ Btfm, tZjy¡mct\m, 
InS¸v tcmKntbm, AsÃ¦nÂ km[mcW Hc¸t\m 
Bhs«... GsX¦nsams¡ \Ã Ahkc§fnÂ 
]¸m / UmUn / A¸m / A¸¨m Fs¶m¶v hnfn¨v  
At§m«v sN¶v sI«n¸nSn¨v ap¯w NmÀ¯n Ah 
cpsS Icfenbn¡pt¼mÄ e`n¡pI PohnX¯n 
te¡v Hcp Aapey\nanjamWv.... \n§Ä¡pw B 
A¸\pw...!!!

Xncn¨dnhpIÄ \ãt_m[§fpsS 
I®p\oÀ hogpw hsc sshImXncn¡s«...!!!

t precisely 4:45 AM, my father and 
mother wake up, already set in motion Afor the day. Together, they prepare my 

tiffin before my father drives me to the railway 
station for college. He heads straight to the 
badminton court, returns briefly, and then leaves 
for work. After coming back from the office, he 
heads out again to get groceries for the family. 
Finally, we come together for our family prayer 
and often take some time to recollect the events of 
our day. Only then, after a relentless cycle of duty 
and devotion, does he surrender to sleep—ready 
to do it all over again. 

As children, we fail to notice that fathers often 
work silently in the background, their love and 
sacrifices expressed not through grand gestures 
but through daily acts of devotion. Just like St. 
Joseph, the humble carpenter, they lead by 
example—through quiet strength. They may not 
always voice their love, but it is evident in the way 
they provide, protect, and guide their children.

Ann Vigi
Immaculate Conception
Church, Dombivli (East)
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hc¨ncp¶ BÀ«nkvämbncp¶ A¸¨\v, Nn{X 
§Ä hc¡pt¼mÄ ssI hnd¡p¶Xn\mÂ tPm 
en \nÀt¯ïn h¶p. A§s\ am\knIambpw 
At±lw XfÀ¶p. ]n¶oSt§m«v A½bmbncp¶p 
IpSpw_¯nsâ \S¯n¸pw s\SpwXqWpw. F¶m 
epw IpSpw_\mY\mbn, ]et¸mgpw aqI\mbn 
A¸¨³ R§Äs¡m¸apïmbncp¶p. XpSÀ¶v 
Bhp¶nSt¯mfw Imew d_À sh«p¶ tPmenbn 
te¡v am{Xambn A¸¨³ HXp§n. 

Fsâ IuamcImeL«¯nÂ "IpSqw_¯n\v th 
ïn Imcyambn H¶pw sN¿m¯ A¸³' F¶ 
Fsâ sXämb Nn´ Fs¶ A¸¨t\mSv AIew 
]men¡m³ t{]cn¸n¨ncps¶¦nepw,  A¸¨³ F 
t¶mSv IqSpXÂ ASp¡m³ {ian¨ns« DÅp. A 
¶s¯ A¸¨s\ a\knem¡m³ F\n¡v kzbw 
Hcp A¸\mbn«pÅ Cu \mfpIÄ hsc Im¯ncn 
t¡ïn h¶p. H¶pw sN¿m¯bmsf¶v Icp 
Xnb, A¸¨³ F\n¡mbn X¶ H¶mWv Cs¶ 
sâ D]Poh\amÀ¤w. A¸¨\nÂ \n¶pw In«nb 
BÀ«nkväv Po\pIfmWv Fs¶ Hcp Unssk\dm 
¡nbXv.

A¸¨\v tPmen sN¿m³ IgnbmXncp¶ Ime 
¯pw ]Ån¸cn]mSnIfnse {Intbänhv tPmenI 
fnÂ \n¶v A¸¨³ amdn \n¶nÃm. ]ÅnbnÂ 
]pÂ¡qSv Dïm¡m\pw thZ]mTw Ip«nIfpsS 
]cn]mSnIÄ¡mbn amemJamcpsS NndIpIÄ 
\nÀ½n¨v \ÂIm\pw Hs¡ A¸¨³ Bthi 
t¯msS ap¶nÂ \nÂ¡p¶Xv IïmWv Rm³ 
hfÀ¶Xv. A¸¨\nÂ  \n¶v Iïpw tI«pw ]Tn¨ 
{Intbäohv hÀ¡pIfmWv ]n¶oSv Rm³ Fsâ 
_m¨neÀ ImeL«¯nÂ hnt{Imfn C³^âv Po 

kÊv ]ÅnbnÂ ]co£n¨ncp¶Xpw ssI¿SnIÄ 
hm§nbncp¶Xpw. AhnsS \n¶mWv, ]n¶oSv 
Ieym¬ cq]X¡v thïnbpw kotdm ae_mÀ k 
`¡v thïnbpw Hcp]mSv Unssk³ hÀ¡pIÄ 
sN¿m\pÅ ssZhm\p{Klw e`n¨Xv. FÃm¯n 
\pw IS¸mSv A¸¨t\mSv Xs¶.

2017 Unkw_dnÂ Rm³ \m«nÂ Ah[n¡v h¶n 
«v XncnsI t]mIp¶ t\c¯v ]Xnhv t]mse {]mÀ 
°n¨v Cd§m³ t\cw A¸¨\v Hcp½ sImSp 
¡m³ Bªt¸mÄ A¸¨s\s¶ s\t©mSv 
tNÀ¯v sI«n¸nSn¨p.... ]ns¶ sIm¨pIp«nIsf 
t¸mse G§eSn¨v Icªp... Ipsd D½IÄ X 
¶p...!!  C¶psa\n¡dnbnÃ F´psImïmWv A 
¶v A¸¨³ A§s\ Fs¶ sI«n¸nSn¨v Icª 
Xv F¶v. Hcp]s£ A¶v A¸¨\dnbmambncp¶n 
cn¡ptam `qanbnÂ h¨v C\nsbmcp kvt\lmenw 
K\w Xsâ aI\v \ÂIm³ IgnbnÃ F¶v...!!! 2018 
sabv 12 \v A¸¨³ kzÀ¤w ]pÂIn.

A¸¨s\ sI«n¸nSn¡m\pw D½ sImSp¡m\pw 
kvt\lw {]ISn¸n¡m\pw Fsâ ]¡Â \oï 38 
hÀj§Ä Dïmbncp¶p. Htcm hÀjhpw Ipd 
ªXv Hcp XhWsb¦nepw Bhmambncp¶p... 
km[n¨nÃ...!! \ãambXv Aaypeyamb Hcp]mSv 
Ahkc§fpw km[yXIfpambncp¶p F¶ 
Xncn¨dnhnte¡v Rms\¯nbt¸mtg¡pw A¸ 
s\¶ kvt\lw  temI¯nÂ \n¶v adªncp¶p. 

[ym\Kpcphpw kzm´\ IayqWnänbpsS Øm]I 
\pamb R§fpsS A¨\¦nÄ þ ^m. [ocPv 
km_p IMS, At±l¯nsâ A½bpsS acWti 
jw A½bpsS HmÀ½¡mbn Hcp¡nb t^mt«m 
BÂ_¯nsâ Ahkm\XmfnÂ C§s\ Ipdn 
¨p: "acWtijw ]q¡fpambn \n§sfsâ I_ 
dnS¯nte¡v htcïXnÃm; B ]q¡Ä Rm³ 
Pohn¨ncn¡pt¼mÄ Xs¶ F\n¡v X¶mÂ aXn!" 
F¶v. Rm\S¡apÅ Hmtcm a¡tfmSpw Pohn¨n 
cn¡p¶ A¸\½amÀ¡v CXv Xs¶bmhpw ]dbm 
\pïmhpI...!! 

A¸³ F§s\bpamhs«... AXv kvt\lw {]I 
Sn¸n¡m³ Adnbm¯ Btfm, tZjy¡mct\m, 
InS¸v tcmKntbm, AsÃ¦nÂ km[mcW Hc¸t\m 
Bhs«... GsX¦nsams¡ \Ã Ahkc§fnÂ 
]¸m / UmUn / A¸m / A¸¨m Fs¶m¶v hnfn¨v  
At§m«v sN¶v sI«n¸nSn¨v ap¯w NmÀ¯n Ah 
cpsS Icfenbn¡pt¼mÄ e`n¡pI PohnX¯n 
te¡v Hcp Aapey\nanjamWv.... \n§Ä¡pw B 
A¸\pw...!!!

Xncn¨dnhpIÄ \ãt_m[§fpsS 
I®p\oÀ hogpw hsc sshImXncn¡s«...!!!

t precisely 4:45 AM, my father and 
mother wake up, already set in motion Afor the day. Together, they prepare my 

tiffin before my father drives me to the railway 
station for college. He heads straight to the 
badminton court, returns briefly, and then leaves 
for work. After coming back from the office, he 
heads out again to get groceries for the family. 
Finally, we come together for our family prayer 
and often take some time to recollect the events of 
our day. Only then, after a relentless cycle of duty 
and devotion, does he surrender to sleep—ready 
to do it all over again. 

As children, we fail to notice that fathers often 
work silently in the background, their love and 
sacrifices expressed not through grand gestures 
but through daily acts of devotion. Just like St. 
Joseph, the humble carpenter, they lead by 
example—through quiet strength. They may not 
always voice their love, but it is evident in the way 
they provide, protect, and guide their children.

Ann Vigi
Immaculate Conception
Church, Dombivli (East)
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At some point in our lives, our father has asked us 
questions like, “What time does your college end 
today?” “Where are you? How are you getting 
back?” “Who will be with you?” or “Do you need 
money?” and, it is no surprise that as teenagers, 
we see these questions as a blatant invasion of our 
privacy. However, as I realized later, they are 
often simply a natural expression of a father's 
deep concern for the family he protects and 
provides for because it is to our fathers that our 
Lord entrusted his most “precious treasures.”

Sometimes, the love of a father can be tough. At 
ten years old, speaking in front of a crowd terrified 
me, and when my parents signed me up for an 
elocution competition where I had to deliver a 
three-page speech, it only made my fear worse. 
On the day of the competition, I gave my speech, 
and knowing I hadn’t done well, I came out and 
told my father how poorly I had performed. Very 
bluntly, he said, "You’re young now, but if you don’t 
work on this skill, your future will be difficult." As a 
child, his words hurt, but they pushed me to work 
harder to overcome my fear. 

This is, without a doubt, the fondest memory I 
have of my father. It’s the firm love he showed that 
shaped me more than any other instance of his 
affection. Fatherhood, in this way, avoids two 
traps: it doesn’t push a child to follow only the 
father’s dreams, nor does it accept everything a 
child does in the name of freedom or comfort. 
Instead, it embraces a father's role while 
cooperating with the grace God bestowed upon 
him due to his paternity, to continuously guide his 
children toward their best selves—above all, as 
children of God.

There was a time when my father fell seriously ill 
and was confined to a hospital bed. As a child, my 
primary concern should have been his recovery, 
but what consumed my mother's and my 
thoughts instead were the tasks at hand—getting 
the insurance paperwork sorted, buying 
medicines, cooking at home, and paying bills. It 
was at that moment I realized that fathers wear the 
full armor of the Lord, silently managing 
countless responsibilities that go unnoticed. They 
accomplish so much without us even realizing the 

weight they carry. It became clear to me that the 
moment a husband becomes a father, the Lord 
has chosen an ordinary man to carry out his 
extraordinary plan. 

Today, I urge you to look past the discipline, the 
stern words, and the moments when you thought 
your father was being unreasonable. You will 
recognize that his love, though sometimes veiled 
in tough decisions and quiet sacrifice, is indeed 
patient and kind. It is not driven by envy, pride, or 
arrogance. His love does not demand its way, nor 
is it easily angered or resentful. The love he shows 
does not celebrate wrongdoing but rejoices in the 
truth. His love bears all things, believes in you 
when no one else might, hopes for your best even 
in the darkest moments, and endures with 
unwavering strength (1 Cor 13:4-7).

As you read this, you may be stepping into the 
sacrament of marriage, a new parent figuring out 
fatherhood, or watching your children grow up. 
No matter where you are, your responsibility to 
your family is a reflection of the divine fatherhood 
we receive from the Lord. Your love, like that of 
our Abba Father, has the power to save your 
children and lead them to eternal life. As children, 
let’s lift our fathers in prayer. Let’s offer an "Our 
Father" in gratitude for their sacrifices so that the 
broken world, which often attacks the family, may 
be met with more brave defenders, our fathers.

Hcn¡ Â ssIhncepIÄ X½nÂ XÀ¡ w D­mbn. X§ fnÂ BcmWv henbh³ F¶Xmbncp¶p AhcpsS 
XÀ¡ w. Nq­phncepw, \Sphncepw, tamXnchncepw BWv XÀ¡ n¡ p¶Xv. CXnsem¶pw s]SmsX 
amdnbncn¡ pIbmWv XÅhncepw sNdphncepw. XÀ¡ ¯n\nSbnÂ Hmtcm hncepIfpw X§ fpsS 
IgnhpIÄ hnfn¨p ]dbp¶p­v. Nq­phncÂ ]dª p: "Fs´¦nepw Nq­n¡ mWn¡ m³ BfpIÄ 
Fs¶bmWv  D]tbmKn¡ p¶Xv. AXpsIm­v Rm³ BWv henbh³". At¸mÄ \SphncÂ ]dª p: 
"Rm\mWv henbh³, ImcWw F\n¡ v FÃmhscbpw¡ mÄ Dbcap­v". CXv tI«v tamXnchncÂ ]dª p: 
"c­p t]À hnhmlnXcmIpt¼mÄ Fsâ ssI¿nemWv tamXncaWnbn¡ p¶Xv. At¸mÄ Rm\mWv 
henbh³". CsXÃmw tI«v amdnbncp¶ncp¶ XÅhncÂ ]dª p: "\n§ fnÂ BcpaÃ henbh³. \apsS 
Iq«̄ nse sNdnbh³ Btcm Ah\mWv henbh³". FÃmhcpw At¸mÄ sNdphncens\ t\m¡ n. At¸mÄ 
XÅ hncÂ ]dª p: "P\§ Ä I®S v̈ ssIÄIq¸n {]mÀ°n¡ pt¼mÄ BZyw ssZhw ImWp¶Xv 
BscbmtWm Ah\mWv henbh³". At¸mÄ ssIhncepIÄ Cu hN\w HmÀ¯p. "\n§ fnÂ 
henbh\mIm³ B{Kln¡ p¶h³ \n§ fpsS ip{ipjI\pw \n§ fnÂ H¶ma\mIm³ 
B{Kln¡ p¶h³ \n§ fpsS Zmk\pambncn¡ Ww". (a¯mbn 20:27)

Bro. Alan Jiby 
Cherikaanampurathu
1st year Minor Seminarian
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At some point in our lives, our father has asked us 
questions like, “What time does your college end 
today?” “Where are you? How are you getting 
back?” “Who will be with you?” or “Do you need 
money?” and, it is no surprise that as teenagers, 
we see these questions as a blatant invasion of our 
privacy. However, as I realized later, they are 
often simply a natural expression of a father's 
deep concern for the family he protects and 
provides for because it is to our fathers that our 
Lord entrusted his most “precious treasures.”

Sometimes, the love of a father can be tough. At 
ten years old, speaking in front of a crowd terrified 
me, and when my parents signed me up for an 
elocution competition where I had to deliver a 
three-page speech, it only made my fear worse. 
On the day of the competition, I gave my speech, 
and knowing I hadn’t done well, I came out and 
told my father how poorly I had performed. Very 
bluntly, he said, "You’re young now, but if you don’t 
work on this skill, your future will be difficult." As a 
child, his words hurt, but they pushed me to work 
harder to overcome my fear. 

This is, without a doubt, the fondest memory I 
have of my father. It’s the firm love he showed that 
shaped me more than any other instance of his 
affection. Fatherhood, in this way, avoids two 
traps: it doesn’t push a child to follow only the 
father’s dreams, nor does it accept everything a 
child does in the name of freedom or comfort. 
Instead, it embraces a father's role while 
cooperating with the grace God bestowed upon 
him due to his paternity, to continuously guide his 
children toward their best selves—above all, as 
children of God.

There was a time when my father fell seriously ill 
and was confined to a hospital bed. As a child, my 
primary concern should have been his recovery, 
but what consumed my mother's and my 
thoughts instead were the tasks at hand—getting 
the insurance paperwork sorted, buying 
medicines, cooking at home, and paying bills. It 
was at that moment I realized that fathers wear the 
full armor of the Lord, silently managing 
countless responsibilities that go unnoticed. They 
accomplish so much without us even realizing the 

weight they carry. It became clear to me that the 
moment a husband becomes a father, the Lord 
has chosen an ordinary man to carry out his 
extraordinary plan. 

Today, I urge you to look past the discipline, the 
stern words, and the moments when you thought 
your father was being unreasonable. You will 
recognize that his love, though sometimes veiled 
in tough decisions and quiet sacrifice, is indeed 
patient and kind. It is not driven by envy, pride, or 
arrogance. His love does not demand its way, nor 
is it easily angered or resentful. The love he shows 
does not celebrate wrongdoing but rejoices in the 
truth. His love bears all things, believes in you 
when no one else might, hopes for your best even 
in the darkest moments, and endures with 
unwavering strength (1 Cor 13:4-7).

As you read this, you may be stepping into the 
sacrament of marriage, a new parent figuring out 
fatherhood, or watching your children grow up. 
No matter where you are, your responsibility to 
your family is a reflection of the divine fatherhood 
we receive from the Lord. Your love, like that of 
our Abba Father, has the power to save your 
children and lead them to eternal life. As children, 
let’s lift our fathers in prayer. Let’s offer an "Our 
Father" in gratitude for their sacrifices so that the 
broken world, which often attacks the family, may 
be met with more brave defenders, our fathers.

Hcn¡ Â ssIhncepIÄ X½nÂ XÀ¡ w D­mbn. X§ fnÂ BcmWv henbh³ F¶Xmbncp¶p AhcpsS 
XÀ¡ w. Nq­phncepw, \Sphncepw, tamXnchncepw BWv XÀ¡ n¡ p¶Xv. CXnsem¶pw s]SmsX 
amdnbncn¡ pIbmWv XÅhncepw sNdphncepw. XÀ¡ ¯n\nSbnÂ Hmtcm hncepIfpw X§ fpsS 
IgnhpIÄ hnfn¨p ]dbp¶p­v. Nq­phncÂ ]dª p: "Fs´¦nepw Nq­n¡ mWn¡ m³ BfpIÄ 
Fs¶bmWv  D]tbmKn¡ p¶Xv. AXpsIm­v Rm³ BWv henbh³". At¸mÄ \SphncÂ ]dª p: 
"Rm\mWv henbh³, ImcWw F\n¡ v FÃmhscbpw¡ mÄ Dbcap­v". CXv tI«v tamXnchncÂ ]dª p: 
"c­p t]À hnhmlnXcmIpt¼mÄ Fsâ ssI¿nemWv tamXncaWnbn¡ p¶Xv. At¸mÄ Rm\mWv 
henbh³". CsXÃmw tI«v amdnbncp¶ncp¶ XÅhncÂ ]dª p: "\n§ fnÂ BcpaÃ henbh³. \apsS 
Iq«̄ nse sNdnbh³ Btcm Ah\mWv henbh³". FÃmhcpw At¸mÄ sNdphncens\ t\m¡ n. At¸mÄ 
XÅ hncÂ ]dª p: "P\§ Ä I®S v̈ ssIÄIq¸n {]mÀ°n¡ pt¼mÄ BZyw ssZhw ImWp¶Xv 
BscbmtWm Ah\mWv henbh³". At¸mÄ ssIhncepIÄ Cu hN\w HmÀ¯p. "\n§ fnÂ 
henbh\mIm³ B{Kln¡ p¶h³ \n§ fpsS ip{ipjI\pw \n§ fnÂ H¶ma\mIm³ 
B{Kln¡ p¶h³ \n§ fpsS Zmk\pambncn¡ Ww". (a¯mbn 20:27)

Bro. Alan Jiby 
Cherikaanampurathu
1st year Minor Seminarian
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Saint Joseph was a good sleeper—so good that God 
used his sleep and his dreams to direct him. This is a very 
significant fact and tells us a lot about him. Famously, 
Saint Joseph does not utter a single word in any of the 
Gospels, but this does not imply a failure in 
communication. On the contrary, God’s communication 
with Saint Joseph is special. It is a testament to his 
obedience to God and the trust he has in his vocation.

Read Chapters 1 and 2 of the Gospel of St. Matthew, 
which show the four separate times Saint Joseph 
receives messages from God through a dream. The four 
extracts below, representing his dreams, are in the 
incorrect order. Arrange them in the correct 
chronological order of their occurrence.

1 But when he heard that Archelaus was ruling over 
Judea in place of his father Herod, he was afraid to 
go there. And after being warned in a dream, he went 
away to the district of Galilee.

2 When Herod died, an angel of the Lord suddenly 
appeared in a dream to Joseph in Egypt and said, 

“Get up, take the child and his mother, and go to the 
land of Israel, for those who were seeking the child’s 
life are dead.”  Then Joseph got up, took the child 
and his mother, and went to the land of Israel.

3 But just when he had resolved to do this, an angel of 
the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, 
“Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary 
as your wife, for the child conceived in her is from the 
Holy Spirit.  She will bear a son, and you are to name 
him Jesus, for he will save his people from their sins.”

4 Now after they had left, an angel of the Lord 
appeared to Joseph in a dream and said, “Get up, 
take the child and his mother, and flee to Egypt, and 
remain there until I tell you; for Herod is about to 
search for the child, to destroy him.”

Today I would like to ask that St. Joseph grant all of us the 
ability to dream because when we dream great things, 
good things, we draw near to God’s dream, what God 
dreams about us.”

Pope Francis

Rosemary Dens
Immaculate Conception Church,
Dombivli

Joseph Chittilapilly
Christ The King Parish, Bhandup

“We believe in One Lord 
Jesus Christ, the only 
begotten Son, the first born 
of all creation, born of the 
Father before all ages and 
not made, true God from 
true God, consubstantial 
with His Father. Through 
Him all things were made.”

The We sometimes hear: “It doesn't matter what 
we believe as long as we're good people.” Bishop 
Robert Barron in his book Light From Light: A 
Theological Reflection On The Nicene Creed, 
states: “Unlike a number of faiths that 
emphasize orthopraxis (right behaviour) more 
than orthodoxy (right belief), Christianity from 
the very beginning, is massively interested in 
laying out its beliefs clearly, succinctly and 
articulately.”

Having avowed our belief in God the Father 
Almighty, we now proceed to declare our belief 
in "Jesus Christ, His only Son, our Lord." This 
confession contains two statements – the first 
sets forth the Person, the second His Nature. The 
second article about Christ is the longest in the 
creed because it is the most important, to us. It 
concerns our salvation, the purpose of our lives. 

Jesus (Yeshua) means “Saviour” or “God saves”. 
At the annunciation, the angel Gabriel gave him 
the name Jesus as his proper name (Lk 1:31), 
which expresses both his identity and his 
mission (Mt 1:21). Christ (Greek, Christos) 
means messiah or anointed one.  St. Peter 
concludes his Pentecost speech proclaiming that 
Jesus is “both Lord and Christ” (Acts 2:36) and 
St. Paul desires that “every tongue confess that 
Jesus Christ is Lord” (Phil 2:11). 

Jesus of Nazareth is the eternal Son and the 

Word (logos) of the Father. The Word, which 

“was in the beginning with God” (Jn 1:2) is the 

same as He who “became flesh” (Jn 1:14). In 

Jesus, who is “the Christ, the Son of the living 

God” (Mt16:16), “the whole fullness of divinity 

dwells bodily” (Col 2:9). He is the “only-

begotten Son of the Father, who is in the bosom 

of the Father” (Jn 1:18). And He is the “first-born 

of all creation” (Col 1:15). In Introduction to 

Christianity, Pope Benedict XVI notes, “The 

Divine Sonship” of Jesus, which the creed 

articulates “is not a biological but an 

ontological” truth.

“It is the Father who eternally generates the 

Son, who is begotten” (CCC #254). “A son has 

the same nature as his father” writes Peter 

Kreeft in Catholic Christianity. He adds: “As 

the son of a man is a man, and the son of an ape 

is an ape, and the son of a Martian would be a 

Martian, so the Son of God is God.” Since the 

unbegotten Father begets His only Son, the Son 

has the eternal Father's nature i.e. the Divine 

Nature. 

The nature of being (ontology) of Jesus, the 

eternal Son is not “like” or “similar” as the 

eternal Father but is “same in being” or “same 

in essence” (Greek, homoousios) or “same in 

substance” – “con-substantial with His Father” 

(CCC #242). The only begotten Son is “one in 

being” with His Father. Hence, we profess: Jesus 

is “true God from true God”. 

God the Father “created everything by the 

eternal Word, His beloved Son” (CCC #291) St. 

John asserts: “all things were made through 

him, and without him was not anything made 

that was made.” (Jn 1:3) And St. Paul reiterates: 

“all things were created through him and for 

him” (Col 1:16).

Entrust your concerns, ambitions and desires to the loving care of St. Joseph. List them below:

Just as we sometimes "sleep on it" when facing difficult decisions, allowing St. Joseph to "sleep on" our petitions can 
be immensely beneficial. St. Teresa of Avila testifies to never being disappointed when asking for his intercession. 
This is no surprise, considering God the Father himself entrusted his beloved Son and his immaculate Mother to St. 
Joseph's care. We should follow this example by entrusting those dear to us to his protection. In doing so, we begin to 
witness the unfolding of God's profound care for us.
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Saint Joseph was a good sleeper—so good that God 
used his sleep and his dreams to direct him. This is a very 
significant fact and tells us a lot about him. Famously, 
Saint Joseph does not utter a single word in any of the 
Gospels, but this does not imply a failure in 
communication. On the contrary, God’s communication 
with Saint Joseph is special. It is a testament to his 
obedience to God and the trust he has in his vocation.

Read Chapters 1 and 2 of the Gospel of St. Matthew, 
which show the four separate times Saint Joseph 
receives messages from God through a dream. The four 
extracts below, representing his dreams, are in the 
incorrect order. Arrange them in the correct 
chronological order of their occurrence.

1 But when he heard that Archelaus was ruling over 
Judea in place of his father Herod, he was afraid to 
go there. And after being warned in a dream, he went 
away to the district of Galilee.

2 When Herod died, an angel of the Lord suddenly 
appeared in a dream to Joseph in Egypt and said, 

“Get up, take the child and his mother, and go to the 
land of Israel, for those who were seeking the child’s 
life are dead.”  Then Joseph got up, took the child 
and his mother, and went to the land of Israel.

3 But just when he had resolved to do this, an angel of 
the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, 
“Joseph, son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary 
as your wife, for the child conceived in her is from the 
Holy Spirit.  She will bear a son, and you are to name 
him Jesus, for he will save his people from their sins.”

4 Now after they had left, an angel of the Lord 
appeared to Joseph in a dream and said, “Get up, 
take the child and his mother, and flee to Egypt, and 
remain there until I tell you; for Herod is about to 
search for the child, to destroy him.”

Today I would like to ask that St. Joseph grant all of us the 
ability to dream because when we dream great things, 
good things, we draw near to God’s dream, what God 
dreams about us.”

Pope Francis

Rosemary Dens
Immaculate Conception Church,
Dombivli

Joseph Chittilapilly
Christ The King Parish, Bhandup

“We believe in One Lord 
Jesus Christ, the only 
begotten Son, the first born 
of all creation, born of the 
Father before all ages and 
not made, true God from 
true God, consubstantial 
with His Father. Through 
Him all things were made.”

The We sometimes hear: “It doesn't matter what 
we believe as long as we're good people.” Bishop 
Robert Barron in his book Light From Light: A 
Theological Reflection On The Nicene Creed, 
states: “Unlike a number of faiths that 
emphasize orthopraxis (right behaviour) more 
than orthodoxy (right belief), Christianity from 
the very beginning, is massively interested in 
laying out its beliefs clearly, succinctly and 
articulately.”

Having avowed our belief in God the Father 
Almighty, we now proceed to declare our belief 
in "Jesus Christ, His only Son, our Lord." This 
confession contains two statements – the first 
sets forth the Person, the second His Nature. The 
second article about Christ is the longest in the 
creed because it is the most important, to us. It 
concerns our salvation, the purpose of our lives. 

Jesus (Yeshua) means “Saviour” or “God saves”. 
At the annunciation, the angel Gabriel gave him 
the name Jesus as his proper name (Lk 1:31), 
which expresses both his identity and his 
mission (Mt 1:21). Christ (Greek, Christos) 
means messiah or anointed one.  St. Peter 
concludes his Pentecost speech proclaiming that 
Jesus is “both Lord and Christ” (Acts 2:36) and 
St. Paul desires that “every tongue confess that 
Jesus Christ is Lord” (Phil 2:11). 

Jesus of Nazareth is the eternal Son and the 

Word (logos) of the Father. The Word, which 

“was in the beginning with God” (Jn 1:2) is the 

same as He who “became flesh” (Jn 1:14). In 

Jesus, who is “the Christ, the Son of the living 

God” (Mt16:16), “the whole fullness of divinity 

dwells bodily” (Col 2:9). He is the “only-

begotten Son of the Father, who is in the bosom 

of the Father” (Jn 1:18). And He is the “first-born 

of all creation” (Col 1:15). In Introduction to 

Christianity, Pope Benedict XVI notes, “The 

Divine Sonship” of Jesus, which the creed 

articulates “is not a biological but an 

ontological” truth.

“It is the Father who eternally generates the 

Son, who is begotten” (CCC #254). “A son has 

the same nature as his father” writes Peter 

Kreeft in Catholic Christianity. He adds: “As 

the son of a man is a man, and the son of an ape 

is an ape, and the son of a Martian would be a 

Martian, so the Son of God is God.” Since the 

unbegotten Father begets His only Son, the Son 

has the eternal Father's nature i.e. the Divine 

Nature. 

The nature of being (ontology) of Jesus, the 

eternal Son is not “like” or “similar” as the 

eternal Father but is “same in being” or “same 

in essence” (Greek, homoousios) or “same in 

substance” – “con-substantial with His Father” 

(CCC #242). The only begotten Son is “one in 

being” with His Father. Hence, we profess: Jesus 

is “true God from true God”. 

God the Father “created everything by the 

eternal Word, His beloved Son” (CCC #291) St. 

John asserts: “all things were made through 

him, and without him was not anything made 

that was made.” (Jn 1:3) And St. Paul reiterates: 

“all things were created through him and for 

him” (Col 1:16).

Entrust your concerns, ambitions and desires to the loving care of St. Joseph. List them below:

Just as we sometimes "sleep on it" when facing difficult decisions, allowing St. Joseph to "sleep on" our petitions can 
be immensely beneficial. St. Teresa of Avila testifies to never being disappointed when asking for his intercession. 
This is no surprise, considering God the Father himself entrusted his beloved Son and his immaculate Mother to St. 
Joseph's care. We should follow this example by entrusting those dear to us to his protection. In doing so, we begin to 
witness the unfolding of God's profound care for us.
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The Raymond ad proudly claims, "The Complete Man," through 
their apparel, but I would boldly declare that without my wife, I 
am incomplete. She knows me better than I know myself. 
Though we are opposites in many ways, she fills the gaps in my 
life, shaping me into a better version of myself. A source of 
unwavering strength and determination, she often takes the lead 
in solving our problems, fully aware of both my strengths and 
my limitations. 

She constantly pushes herself to learn and grow for the sake of 
my happiness, lifts me up when I’m feeling low, and stands firm 
in defending my reputation. She would go to any length to 
protect me, ready to face the world head-on to ensure my well-
being. 

It is truly written, “Marriages are made in Heaven,” and I thank 
God every day for choosing her, specifically for me. With her by 
my side, I am made whole. Together, she completes me, making 
me “The Complete Man” in every sense, in our family and 
beyond.

Don Bosco
Amala Matha Church, Mulund

Your presence is the spark that fuels our family’s dreams. 
Your unwavering dedication, perseverance, and passion 
inspires me every day. Whether you’re conquering the 
challenges in your role or uplifting our family’s 
endeavors, you consistently show strength and resilience. 

As Proverbs 31:10 says, "A capable wife, who can find? 
She is far more precious than jewels." You are that rare 
gem in my life. Your kindness, compassion, and 
generosity not only enrich my life but also radiate to 
everyone around you. 

On this Women’s Day, I honor and celebrate the countless 
ways you make our lives fuller, richer, and more 
meaningful. Thank you for being an incredible wife, an 
irreplaceable friend, and my beloved soulmate. 

I am proud to support you in all you do, as you continue to chase your dreams. With every 
passing day, my love for you only deepens, and I eagerly anticipate the beautiful journey 
ahead of us. 

Forever grateful, forever yours.

Joseph Paul
St Sebastian Church, Kanjurmarg (E)

Pohn¡ m\pÅ Hm«̄ nÂ hoWpt]mb Hcp]mSp Ahkc§ Ä 
Fsâ 48 hÀjs¯ Zm¼Xy PohnX¯nÂ D­v. am\knIamb 
shÃphnfnIfpw imcocnIamb AhiXIfpw aI\neqsSbpÅ 
ssZhoI ]co£ W§ fpw, ]et¸mgpw "F´n\p ssZhta" F¶v 
Nn´n¨ \mfpIÄ. Hcp ]s£  Fsâ {]nb ]Xv\n IqsS CÃmbn 
cp¶psh¦nÂ, CsXgpXphm³ Rm³ D­mhpambncpt¶m F¶v 
Xs¶ kwibw BWv. sImtdmWs¡ m¸w h¶ akvXnjvIm 
LmXw Fsâ \Ã]mXnbpsS icocs¯ ap¡ mepw XfÀ¯n 
bn«pw, Hcp ]cn`hhpw CÃmsX, BtcmSpw ]nW¡ hpw ]cm 
Xnbpw CÃmsX, hoSpw, ]Ånbpw, {]mÀ°\bnÂ ASnbpd¨ 
PohnXhpambn kt´mjt¯msS Ignbp¶Xv Fsâ ̀mcybpsS 
Xfcm¯ at\m_ehpw AN© eamb hnizmkhpw aqew BWv, 
ssZhw Ignª mÂ, Fsâ _ehpw tIm«bpw.

Jose Kottakkal
Infant Jesus Church, Kharghar
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The Raymond ad proudly claims, "The Complete Man," through 
their apparel, but I would boldly declare that without my wife, I 
am incomplete. She knows me better than I know myself. 
Though we are opposites in many ways, she fills the gaps in my 
life, shaping me into a better version of myself. A source of 
unwavering strength and determination, she often takes the lead 
in solving our problems, fully aware of both my strengths and 
my limitations. 

She constantly pushes herself to learn and grow for the sake of 
my happiness, lifts me up when I’m feeling low, and stands firm 
in defending my reputation. She would go to any length to 
protect me, ready to face the world head-on to ensure my well-
being. 

It is truly written, “Marriages are made in Heaven,” and I thank 
God every day for choosing her, specifically for me. With her by 
my side, I am made whole. Together, she completes me, making 
me “The Complete Man” in every sense, in our family and 
beyond.

Don Bosco
Amala Matha Church, Mulund

Your presence is the spark that fuels our family’s dreams. 
Your unwavering dedication, perseverance, and passion 
inspires me every day. Whether you’re conquering the 
challenges in your role or uplifting our family’s 
endeavors, you consistently show strength and resilience. 

As Proverbs 31:10 says, "A capable wife, who can find? 
She is far more precious than jewels." You are that rare 
gem in my life. Your kindness, compassion, and 
generosity not only enrich my life but also radiate to 
everyone around you. 

On this Women’s Day, I honor and celebrate the countless 
ways you make our lives fuller, richer, and more 
meaningful. Thank you for being an incredible wife, an 
irreplaceable friend, and my beloved soulmate. 

I am proud to support you in all you do, as you continue to chase your dreams. With every 
passing day, my love for you only deepens, and I eagerly anticipate the beautiful journey 
ahead of us. 

Forever grateful, forever yours.

Joseph Paul
St Sebastian Church, Kanjurmarg (E)
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K/12.03/06/24 CIRCULAR

Dear Rev. Fathers, Religious, and all the faithful of our Eparchy,

We are delighted to inform you that His Beatitude Major Archbishop Mar Raphael 
Thattil has graciously accepted our invitation to visit the Eparchy of Kalyan from 
April 29th to May 1st, 2025, marking his first visit since his election as the Major 
Archbishop of the Syro-Malabar Church.

During his visit, Major Archbishop Mar Raphael Thattil will celebrate Holy 
Qurbana at St. Alphonsa Forane Church, Kalewadi, on April 29th, and we extend a 
special invitation to the faithful of the Pune region to join this blissful celebration. 
On April 30th, he will visit some of our institutions and churches, followed by Holy 
Qurbana at St. Thomas Church, Mira Road, and we invite the faithful of Vasai, 
Borivali, Malad, and Andheri Foranes to participate in this celebration.

The highlight of his visit will be the Eparchial Day Celebration on May 1st at Kalyan 
West Cathedral, where Major Archbishop Mar Raphael Thattil will be the chief 
guest. We request all parishes and priests to plan accordingly and ensure your 
participation in this celebration. A detailed program and schedule will be shared 
soon.

We look forward to extending a hearty welcome to our beloved Major Archbishop 
Mar Raphael Thattil, the head and father of our Church. Thank you for your 
cooperation, and we eagerly look forward to your active participation and presence.

In the love of Christ Jesus,

  Powai
19.02.2025

Bishop Thomas Elavanal

Eparchy of Kalyan

To obtain a Plenary Indulgence, pilgrimages can be made to any 
designated Catholic pilgrim center. Within our Eparchy, the following 
churches have been designated as pilgrimage centers for this Jubilee year:

1. St. Thomas Cathedral Church, Kalyan (West)
2. Mother of Victory Church, Tikujiniwadi
3. Little Flower Church, Nerul
4. St. Alphonsa Church, Vasai (West)
5. St. Alphonsa Church, Kalewadi, Pune
6. St. Mary's Church, Nashik
7. Amala Ashram & Retreat Centre, Talsande, Kolhapur

At these pilgrimage centers, you can participate in various sacred 
celebrations, including:

 Holy Qurbana
Holy Rosary
 Way of the Cross
 Proclamation of the Word of God
 Penitential celebration with confession

Alternatively, you can set aside time for:

 Eucharistic adoration and personal prayer
 Recitation of the Our Father, prayer to Mother Mary, 

    and recitation of the Creed

Please note that to receive the Plenary Indulgence, you must fulfill the 
general conditions, which include:

  Sacramental confession
  Eucharistic communion
  Prayer for the intentions of the Holy Father
  Detachment from sin

May this Jubilee year be a time of spiritual growth and renewal for you.
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Dear Rev. Fathers, Religious, and all the faithful of our Eparchy,

We are delighted to inform you that His Beatitude Major Archbishop Mar Raphael 
Thattil has graciously accepted our invitation to visit the Eparchy of Kalyan from 
April 29th to May 1st, 2025, marking his first visit since his election as the Major 
Archbishop of the Syro-Malabar Church.

During his visit, Major Archbishop Mar Raphael Thattil will celebrate Holy 
Qurbana at St. Alphonsa Forane Church, Kalewadi, on April 29th, and we extend a 
special invitation to the faithful of the Pune region to join this blissful celebration. 
On April 30th, he will visit some of our institutions and churches, followed by Holy 
Qurbana at St. Thomas Church, Mira Road, and we invite the faithful of Vasai, 
Borivali, Malad, and Andheri Foranes to participate in this celebration.

The highlight of his visit will be the Eparchial Day Celebration on May 1st at Kalyan 
West Cathedral, where Major Archbishop Mar Raphael Thattil will be the chief 
guest. We request all parishes and priests to plan accordingly and ensure your 
participation in this celebration. A detailed program and schedule will be shared 
soon.

We look forward to extending a hearty welcome to our beloved Major Archbishop 
Mar Raphael Thattil, the head and father of our Church. Thank you for your 
cooperation, and we eagerly look forward to your active participation and presence.

In the love of Christ Jesus,

  Powai
19.02.2025

Bishop Thomas Elavanal

Eparchy of Kalyan

To obtain a Plenary Indulgence, pilgrimages can be made to any 
designated Catholic pilgrim center. Within our Eparchy, the following 
churches have been designated as pilgrimage centers for this Jubilee year:

1. St. Thomas Cathedral Church, Kalyan (West)
2. Mother of Victory Church, Tikujiniwadi
3. Little Flower Church, Nerul
4. St. Alphonsa Church, Vasai (West)
5. St. Alphonsa Church, Kalewadi, Pune
6. St. Mary's Church, Nashik
7. Amala Ashram & Retreat Centre, Talsande, Kolhapur

At these pilgrimage centers, you can participate in various sacred 
celebrations, including:

 Holy Qurbana
Holy Rosary
 Way of the Cross
 Proclamation of the Word of God
 Penitential celebration with confession

Alternatively, you can set aside time for:

 Eucharistic adoration and personal prayer
 Recitation of the Our Father, prayer to Mother Mary, 

    and recitation of the Creed

Please note that to receive the Plenary Indulgence, you must fulfill the 
general conditions, which include:

  Sacramental confession
  Eucharistic communion
  Prayer for the intentions of the Holy Father
  Detachment from sin

May this Jubilee year be a time of spiritual growth and renewal for you.
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IcpWmÀ{Zbmb ]cnip² hnPbamXmth, 
At§  AXniIvXamb am²ykvYy klmbw 
R§ Ä bmNn¡ p¶p. {]nb]p{X\mb Cutim 
bpsS taÂ A½bv¡ pff Akm[mcWamb 
kzm[o\iIvXnbnÂ R§ Ä icWs¸Sp¶p. 
Im\mbnse IeymWhncp¶nte¡ v IS¶ph 

¶v B IpSpw_s¯ A]am\Icamb kmlNcy¯nÂ 
\n¶v c£ n¨ At½, a¡ Ä¡ Sp¯ kzmX{´yt¯mSpw 
hnizmkt¯mSpw IqsS R§ f§ bnÂ A`bw Is­¯p 
¶p. \cI kÀ¸¯nsâ Xe XIÀ¯ amXmth, R§ fnepw 
R§ fpsS IpSpw_§ fnepw AkzkvYX \ndbv¡ p¶ 
kIe Xn\vaIfpsS iIvXnItfbpw A½ XIÀ¡ Wsa. 
{]tXyIn v̈ Rm\n¶v A½tbmSv bmNn¡ p¶ Cu Bhiy 
§ Ä¡ pth­n (Bhiyw ]dbpI) CutimtbmSv {]mÀ°n 
¡ Wsa. ]cnip² hnPbamXmth, R§ fnt¸mÄ A`napJo 
Icn¨psIm­ncn¡ p¶ FÃm {]iv\§ fpw XcWw sN¿p 
hm\pff Ir]bpw CutimbnÂ \n¶v hm§ n¨p XcWta. 
Bt½³.

]cnip²hnPbamXmhnt\mSpff s\mth\

(1 kzÀ¤. 3 \\va. 1 {XnXz.)

aninlmbpsS kvt\lnX\pw hnizkvX 
Zmk\pamb hn. bqZmÇolmsb, Gähpw 
Iãs¸Sp¶ F\n¡ pth­n At] 
£ n¡ Wta. bmsXmcp klmbhpw 
^ekn²nbnÃmsX hcp¶ kµÀ`¯nÂ 

Gähpw XzcnXhpw tKmNchpamb klmbw sN¿p¶ 
Xn\v At§ bv¡ v hntij hn[nbmbn In«nbncn¡ p¶ 
A\p{Kls¯ A§ v D]tbmKn¡ Wta. Fsâ FÃm 
Bhiy§ fnepw hninjy (Bhiyw ]dbpI) At§  
klmbw Rm\t]£ n¡ p¶p. ̀ mKys¸«  bqZmÇolm 
sb, At§  Cu A\p{Kls¯ Rm³ kZm HmÀ¡ psa 
¶pw At§  kvXpXnIsf temIsa§ pw Adnbn¡ p 
sa¶pw Rm³ hmKvZm\w sN¿p¶p. Bta³

hn. bpZmÇolmbpsS s\mth\

Ameya Anil Borkar — St. George Forane Church, Panvel
THANKSGIVING

Ameya Anil Borkar — St. George Forane Church, Panvel
THANKSGIVING
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