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1.
Pseudo

—“Karma is the identity of the right person ! Butterflies also wear
expensive clothes !
There were pious people in the temple premises. The courtyard was adorned with
hypocrisy. There were virgin ornaments that sold faith. Urantheulas who laughed
at the obscenity of Tundal were in worship. He had the illusion of the same thing.
—“Body or mind !”
The philosophy of the mind was for power. His eyes wandered around for the
sake of his vision. Asked the madman standing still.
—"Where is your way now ?"
Seeing the art of Sangin Samaj and Rangin Tundal, the pious people stopped. He
said in shock
—“To this mask ?”
The madman was confused and asked without understanding again.
—“To Marx ??”
—"No no, Aimin ...I"
The madman reached in front of the idol inside the temple and cried loudly.
—"Now the day of salvation like mine is over !"
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2.
Sacrifice

There was mania in the intention. There was peace. Sudho lived. Once he
grabbed the goddess by the knee and begged her.

— “Sorry! God save me !
Who would have thought in front of the big eyes of the goddess, armed hands,
arrogant roar and frantic form? The goddess shouted loudly.

— “Apologzing to my devotee !”
Boko became helpless. He did not have Naived. He joined his hands in a helpless
rhythm and persuaded the goddess.

— “Instead! Shall I find someone to offer the Vedas ?”
Boko became helpless. He did not have Naived. He joined his hands in a helpless
rhythm and persuaded the goddess.

— “Instead! Shall I find someone to offer the Vedas ?”
Boko, who was ready to be sacrificed, went looking for people to carry the
Vedas. On the way he met a king and asked.

— “Are there people carrying Vedas here ?”
The king was surprised to see that Boko was also looking for people to carry the
Vedas. Then the king asked.

—"Are you also a secular supporter ?"

—"No, not religious supporters !"
Then the king drew his sword and cut off the goat.

— "I am pretending to be a big republican !"
The vinegar of blood was more than the sword of a martyr. The king was
intoxicated with joy and pride.

— “The Sacrifice of the World !”
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3.
Khusamat

—“What a tortoise !”

— “Hat lata! Don't argue !1”
The father was teaching the child. A leader came nearby. He stood up calmly. He
put his hand on his hip and said.

—"Do you know the meaning of quarrel?"
The baby was a tortoise. Was a party worker. The father replied knowingly to the
leader.

—“What a fool you are! What kind of leader doesn't know that?
They started arguing about the word quarrel. After listening to the debate, the
child became silent. They shouted even louder. The allegations were rebutted.
The leader said last.

—“Facing as an activist ?”

—“Reprimand as a leader ?”
There was a lot of tension between them. They expressed dissatisfaction.
Factional joints. Adarsh argued. At last the child was puzzled and asked them.

—"Then there is no mind to quarrel?" They sat in a daze. In the middle of
the silence, the child asked again.

—"What does Cole mean ?"

—“Slippery too, slippery too !”
He was the ideal of Ekasutra. There was also indigestion. Tingling like a spoon.
An absurd sound came out of both the ringing spoons.

—“Skull Oil !”
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4,
Hopeful

—"Tomorrow he will become a minister, come on !"
An offer came to Tolaram. The nose stood up. The day of progress began to
count. The pace of his work increased rapidly. His hopes were dashed. He told
the leader.

—"Your chance?"

—"Shut up now, memorize the mantra first."
Poor Asharam began to memorize the mantra given by the leader. While reciting
the mantra, the leader got into trouble. The leader said to change the crisis and
bring it to his side.

—“Still have to stay ! Otherwise we will be finished !”’
Asharam again stood on the leader's lap. The change created a new environment.
There was a rush of opportunity. Asharam said.

—“You are old now. I could do the same during the day. I fought for

change ! You are now a minister !

—“How you are squealing ! Don't wait ! I'm adjusting !”
When his hope was flying even till the last day of his life. He saw the old enemy
he was chasing. Security guards were moving in front of him. Her pose was very
funny. He came closer and said hopefully.

—“Does oil come to massage ?”

—"I'm honest, I'm honest but I don't know how to apply oil !"

—“Oh ! You made a serious mistake !”
He had a torn flag in his hand. It was just a piece of honesty.
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5.
Prostitution

—“Relief for the poor!”
A photo was pasted on this banner. The photo was of a merchant. Her photo was
posted because she was generous!

—"God of society, perhaps!"
One day the starving girl reached the place where she was. He said between his
dry eyes, oppressed mind and desire to live weak.

—"Let me get relief!"
The merchant looked at the girl from top to bottom. | was very fascinated by him
and said.

—"God has deceived you !"

—“Oh ! Is God also a merchant ?”
The merchant nodded. God said making an owl.

—“You are not relieved! | will give you a gift !”

—"| take the gift, | take the relief, otherwise I will return "
The merchant followed him. The written banner is hidden nearby. He said
forcefully.

—"1 saw your value more than others, take relief !"
Then another banner appeared. The banner was dull, cluttered and dirty. It did not
have the seller's photo.Was written.

— “Relief !”
| asked the merchant one day.

—"Can you buy God?"
He replied.

—"I'm negotiating "
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6.
Raksyaha

ARJ was the land of knowledge with ancestral sorrow. There was a land of peace.
Buddhu did not have a polite time in the crown of bravery. The tide was flowing.
—"Can't you see?"
— “Knowledge or conscience?”
— “Great I am comrade!”
The intellectual consciousness of the crushed comrade kept asking questions. |
was confused.
— "Can't buffaloes or humans see?"
There was a moneylender standing in anger. The frost had settled on his brain. He
gave the cataract mantra to the comrade.
—“You are in danger! Be Underground!
The question to the comrade, "Who doesn't see the eyes?" Kept running through
my mind. He added.
— "How many types of eyes are there?"
Mahajan quickly answered one, two, three.
— “Three types! Man, buffalo and mine! ”
— “How? Why and friend Yours too? ”
How could you be a leader if I was not deceived?
Then the leader saw intelligence in the buffalo, cunning in himself and prosperity
in the moneylender and moved on.
— “The Last Point of Success!”
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7.
sign

There were alarms in the village. There were also workers in the factory
yesterday. There were fugitives in the crowd on the streets. Asked the pregnant
woman returning from the hospital.

—"What is their identity ?"
There was a beggar on the way. He heard the woman's words in his ears. Fatt
said.

—“Different ! Sangini Sui ! ”

—“Tai Na Tu1 !”
There were millions of people who did not understand. It was easy to identify
people who had a specific purpose, but it was difficult to identify those who had
no purpose. International Conference on Family Planning begins.

—"National symbol of identity !"
After that, the aimless people were introduced and given symbols for the purpose
of national identity.

—“Red Pandas !”
All got the male, female, bisexual and homosexual election symbols respectively.
Mad Mahadev was also present at the conference. All the participants were
watching her Jyotirlinga.
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8.
Ground

—“Who do you belong to ?”

—"I must !"

—"Isn't that so ?"
The young woman turned around. There was no answer in his heart. She asked
again.

—"Who do you want to be ?"

—“Who cares now! It's too late
When the winds of the sky of the mind were scattered and scattered, then the
dreamy life began to haunt them.

—“Love 1s war !”
There were conflicting ideas. The poison was melting. Rahar was boiling. The
young woman said frantically.

—"It's easy to start a fight but hard to end it !"
The young woman's intoxication was the toughest tension in the magnetic wave
that spread. The young man became intoxicated. He used to tell stories.

—"It is difficult to start a fight but easy to end it."
One day, a hand fell on the court premises. Shame on you. They blamed each
other.

I?’

—"Do you understand who is behind the curtain ?"
—"1 understand, he is hurting himself !"

17



G|
g UG |
AT AT BT & 7
T AT Tedl | IHbI HAhl ARl IR ATTA | IqA HiX Gl |
-“qITE P TG T A7 2
‘%7 9 7 o1 | Pt war 17
ST HAHT ATHTER AIEE GeAlehUR [qaRIadR Tl T FHAA S(adel Irewdls gl [ad IqreAl |
-UH qem B
IR gl [quRe® (97 | Te¥ qiereh! f9ar | 787 IMFawae! T | Fadiel gaqaruz w9 |
-‘TLTE FE T ATl g a8 A=A T e 7
FATH] T FATHT fATHT TFAbTT ARGHT FERAH AT (9T | TAcheb FATHT {orebuurer qra |
I HAT FATSAT |
Teh{ad ATTAT TRAHT &7 ETATET AT | AT T =Y (&l | IHe® Thd Ah(dlg ¥ T
a9 |

- TEREE AWRE
_“a;tq?;_‘] Q = i N

’!7

18



9.
Nautanki

The Sahariyas called the village villagers vigilantes. He used to issue decrees
dressed in comfortable suits and heavy boots. And the poisonous peace was
brewing.
—"There is no alternative to change !"
The beleaguered villagers did not know that they were bargaining. Raising his
hand from the ashes of hope that grew in his soul, he would clap loudly with joy !
—"Let's get up, let's wake up, O miserable poor of the world !"
His price was being sold one by one. The fowns were bargaining with
reassurance.
—"The invaluable value of the people."
One day, Sahariya, who was busy with Anshabanda, spoke about her invaluable
people's value and her love for the villagers.
—"There is no resolution for change now."
The miserable, poor and destitute villagers had no choice. He finally sighed.
—“Children are dead! The young men are gone! Pregnant women have
died, but the burning of blood has not stopped !”
In the village Thalu, like Sahariyako, there was a plan to sell the villagers by
hand.
—"Business too deceitful !"
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10.
Addiction

There was life, life was burning.At the same time, the guards of Yawan were
flying like smoke. Therewere unforgettable minds. Consumption of unforgettable
toxins. One night. Nila said.

—"1 love you "
There were poisonous emotions floating in his eyes. Datura flowers that could
not fly and could not leave were hanging. There was a profound proposal.

—"Divorced life, extreme secrecy !" The streetlights were also flashing in
the cold of the night. The condition of the elderly was similar.The hours were
quiet at this time. The chirping of birds echoed in the middle of the night. The
reflections began to wander. She said again.

—"1 have a habit of walking, having fun, playing and playing !

—"Is there any excuse ?"

—"l don't have God and Father !"
Self—consonance or deception was not the essence of any message. Along with
parrot were saying. Memories were few. The words were normal. She decided in
the smoke of love and promised her bondage.

—"Tonight also spent alone! Done, gone now !"
Taking the transfer letter, he sighed loudly. Breathing into the old cracked
addiction, she kept breathing.

—"Cigrate khilli I"

—"Wow! Wow 1"
The old men were trembling with fear.
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11.
Universal

A good friend said to another poor friend, "Sahara, or at the height of some intimacy."

—“We are happy with everyone! Let's sit close together! ”
Probably a poor friend was also beaten. He is relieved. As soon as he heard that we
should not sit together, he started connecting to the phone. The knot of intimacy was
tightened.

—“Now we have two lives, one life !”
When something happened. Sin began to grow in Kamsal. Opportunities kept coming.
Interests were boiling. The hypocrisy of activity floated away. He started showing
greed to fulfill his desire from good. The identity of Kaifiyat in the fake mixture began
to dissipate in him. He walked away. Carrying things, he started flying like a whirlpool.
Barbarayo.

—“Traitor !”
What was on that friend's mind? The laziness, pain and anguish of the heart, which was
full of various things, began to blow out like poisonous phlegm.

—“How difficult it is for you !”
My friend used to sneeze. | used to reach far and wide. Going farther, he could speak
selfishly in the language of Ghurki, spoken by the rude Fataura.

—"Those who live only for themselves, even when others cry, those who call
themselves true friends seem happy !"
His divination resounded far and wide. Chronic power is slowly being held hostage. He
reached Mawal carrying a lot of reeds in his mind towards his friend. All the children of
Mawal shouted for help.

—"Come on, let's run !"

—"Who's grumbling ?"

—“Blessed is the name !”
He kept muttering in front of Lamal Lamak. There was a river on the way. A good
friend's boat was sailing on the river. He stood up and said to his good friend.

—"Are you still blocking the road ?"
Without understanding the matter, he started going crazy again.

—"Shall I say Purana ?"
Her tears were flowing like crocodile tears in the flowing water. The water was getting
muddy.
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12.
Mask

-"Are we too strong ?"
People like Vigilante with short minds, small minds and short thinking used to
measure themselves with the height of the sky in their barrenness. There was no
one to argue unnecessarily in a contrived sigh. Instead, they would clap their
hands and laugh. When he saw the depth of talent, he felt as if he had a great
ideal personality endowed with talent. In the aura of talent, there was never a
need for welcome and respect. They then said that Adarsh had survived for a
long time.

-“No friend ? Do you want to die ? Yes, in life !’

-“Umm ! Yes, social responsibility !”
It was as if divinity had grown in them when they heard such things that
everyone agreed on. Their new dynastic personality used to dance tandav juruk
juruk.

-“Lone! Don't be the chief guest this time !”
Who would have thought that the highest status raised by special request and
request? A Bukuro Buki Chatta was adorned with the beauty of the stage, the
display of body language and the harmony of the dress. In his hand was a pen
and a diary of a great man.

-“Darshan Hazur! Darshan !”
In one breath of long sigh, Garima's voice was like a balloon blowing dry life. It
was blooming for a while. In the salute of everyone's applause, the seven
weights of human birth would be completed. A speaker standing on the stage
said with a sigh of relief at the Kumbh Mela.

-"Biggie of talent !"
After hearing a long discussion about Bigbigi from the speaker, all the strong
personalities got up and started walking from the assembly hall. The chairman
made the announcement.

-"The question of great talent must be investigated."
One day, the president decided to explore the secrets of Facebook'’s hair, short
stories and copypaste apps to explore all the great talents. While searching for
such facts, he discovered the facts.
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-"Cut Pest Mahakavi, Cut Pest Great Ghazal Writer, Cut Pest Dhurandhar
Short Story Writer and Cut Pest Senior Literary Writer 1"
Then the next day, the chairman shouted from the platform.
-"Bigbig's Great Mask !"
Later on, on the way, one saw those great ideals that they themselves would
come to Lusuk. Khusukka said with open arms.
-"Shame digesters are on the rise these days !"
Black, sour, red and pink were changed to different colors.
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13.
Grants

-“Why did the king become king? Do you know why the king is not king
>
Galdangri came to me and started shouting. Laughing and making fun of me!
-"Will you leave the post of king from today ?"
Standing on the foundation of Pratap, my innocent grief spoke at risk and
returned the answer !
-"No, left ?"
-"Then why are you shouting that | am here ?*"
-"To experience what it is like to be a real people !"
-“Flame! Am I not going to be queen now ?”
-"It's not like that, just show it to the world !"
Galdangri put his hand on his hip. He said leaving a smile.
-“Oh! It doesn't suit you, just sit there !”
-"How to live ?"
-"You have to be like the president !"
-"Someone has accepted the presidency !"
She also started seeing mustard flowers. Said without blinking from right to left.
-"Then let me abandon the Maharaja like you ?"
-"Will the power of a little grant come sooner or later !"
The Maharaja, who was swaying in the middle of the silence, was thinking for a
long time. The chirping of birds was not even heard.
-"The path of struggle !"
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14,
Honey

-"Help 1"
It was a sinking ship of life. Someone was screaming for help. There was no
commander on board. If there were wings, the soul of the passenger would also
fly in the sky. His sensitive voice penetrated the heart of the lonely Maharshi.

-“Save! Whoever saves is worshiped as God !”
He looked intently at the people who were searching for the hope of a life of
liberation in the still waters of the lonely sea. She was a beautiful nymph. When
the voice was heard, the rhythm of his helplessness resounded. When the
Maharshi cast his spell, she appeared on the ship. Leaning on the ship, she sighed
deeply.

-"Aura of progress in the pace of life !"
Slowly the ship floated to the shore. Maharshi put the ship ashore and asked the
victim.

-"Do you want life ?"

-"Of course | want God !"

-"What kind of life !"

-"The ascetic life of a loving soul !"

-"Do you do penance with me ?"

-"No problem !"
Maharshi then started writing his story. The more stories were written, the more
beautiful his life became. She said showing the clouds of the sky.

-“Do you understand? Maharshi ! [ am a goddess. I have come to seek you

out of heaven, shall we go ?"
She spread her wings and carried Maharshi on her shoulders and flew away. The
experience of a safe life at last when they reached a heavenly island.

-“Sweet of my self-satisfaction ! Let's eat the honey of life.”
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Relationships

-"I want to live together !"
The eyes were red. The eyebrows were raised. The cells of the tear-soaked eyes
were watering. The tide of pain was rising. Someone was waiting in the distance.

-"Hope of love."
The words were just as silent and silent again. Amidst the emotional cries, a loud
voice blew.

-"My dear !"
The lily flower was a special kind of flower that blooms on the battlefield. The
flower was planted to wish peace against war. | used to kneel. Was raised and
awakened for the message of peace. In his beautiful and radiant face, every green
soldier was far away and the brave men bowed in reverence. Then the pink colors
filled with lily flowers would smile and tell stories of the past to the glorious
hero.

-"Look at my head, the pain of the sea !"
| also promised him peace of mind.

-"Your huge heart "
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16.
Bed sheets

-"| was creating a site !"
| had a letter in my hand. Not a calendar. There was a body that was lazy. He
jumped up and down. The havoc of a burning heart was poured out.

-"Is it a sin to have children ?"

-"What is the pain of not getting it ?"
Does having or not having children diminish the dignity of consciousness ? Yes
orno ?
There were people of different rhythms standing in the same boat. There were
facial rhythms. Tears of anguish licked the lips of the petitioner with the fear of
accusation. The temperament was also fierce.

-"I said | would make it, demolished it."

-"They said | would demolish it, | made it !"
There were sounds of playing. Everyone was watching. Someone laughed.
Someone had fun. Someone slapped me. Some stood up in disgust.

-“Stop ! The prophecies of today's people. "
One day, while searching for the site, Miya said to the God carrying the calendar.

-“To enter? Another birth 1s taking place today !”

-"No matter how much it turns cold !"
There were repeated roadblocks. It was stagnant! It was not hot. It was hot. It was
not cold. Assurance was a blessing in disguise. It has never been easy.

-"Poor man's bed !"
The market was running again. Drama of magic art of Jamun Gubhaju! People
were bleeding. Someone was drinking.

-"Tata was Tata, on the ground !"
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17.
Price

-"You're going to sew a few shoes ?"
He had a golden polish on his head. Even though his face was black, he was
smiling. On one side was a wooden shoe repair bag and on the other side was a
shoe sole.

-"How much is polished ?"
Asked the rich man coming out of the door. He shook his head.

-"Don't look !"
Chaprasi started wearing shoes. The rich man suddenly asked him what was on
his mind.

-“Sir | What should be done to build a country ?”

-“You don't know! Quick shoe match !”
Chaprasi was not satisfied with what he said. He asked curiously again. The man
spoke the word of pride of poverty.

-"Shoes should be worn !"
Chaprasi was surprised. | ate gum and my shoes started rubbing. He asked again.

-“Oh! How many years have you been rich by wearing shoes ?”
Chaprasi rolled up his shoes and shone. Prosperous people were affected. He
finally scolded Chaprasi.

-“Flame ! Take it the next day! I'm in a hurry now !”
Chaprasi's ears warmed. The hair stood on end. Mouth closed. Lost words.
Khurukka walked away carrying his belongings. When he returned in the
evening, he saw the rich man being beaten by two others Leaving in front of the
door.

-“Sale Bhatmara Chaprasi ! What a load !”
The chaplain with the golden polish on his hair was the main one even though he
was not paid.

-"Philosophy of relatives 1"
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18.
Ownership

What would reach the kitchen. Words came out of his mouth. Swaminiju used to
stand up and sing Karen saying that all the serofero is mine as if the chicken was
covering the baby.

-"A man's kitchen doesn't work 1"
| also used to go to war and | used to like to sing the annoying songs of the
society.

-"Tell me, is it really yours or mine ?"

The electric tide of lightning rose. Lota, who was with him, reached Thacharin.
The roof overflowed with water. My heart started pounding and | started seeing
mustard flowers. | slammed the door and let out a sigh of relief. Swaminiju did
not speak for many days. | don't need to talk too much. From the next day, my
eyes were filled with tears. Missed. The victim's life stopped. While walking
from home in the morning, | teased Amila even though | felt like it.

-"Farouki's character !"

She smiled at my sour face.

-"I don't know Faruli Saruli. What is Faruli ?”

-"Pharaoh tells the cook !"

She was just talking to Swami Bhaktini one day. | hurriedly made tea. She saw
my work and said.

-"Look at the wasp's behavior !"

Then she hugged him and hugged him.

-“Now eat Timur! Gastric or peptic ulcer: It is the only medicine that can
cure gastric ulcer most effectively.After that, we sat together and drank turmeric
water and got rid of the fever. She said lightly.

-"How great you are !"

Their faces were seen in the front mirror. She said in a hurry.

-"I' look good, old lady !" I must have been very good in my youth

-"Yes, black like Junakiri !"

-"Even though it is dark, | have given light day and night !"
While busy talking, this time | was allowed to go to the kitchen.

-"Tea is boiled and spilled, don't turn off the gas !"

"’
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19.
Intimacy

The butterfly went and sat in a bunch of flowers. He fluttered his wings, made a
croaking noise and dropped dead.

-"Are you coming to see me ?"
Different colors were shining on his wings. He had a book of love in his eyes and
a silent language in his hand. Tears welled up in her eyes as she began to flip the
book in her hand. The tears were flowing but the ground was wet. She hurried up
to her feet and began to read the letters in the book.

-"Great Mother's Great Story !"
He was not satisfied. Then he turned the other page. She started screaming in
pain for no reason.

-“Long live! The great story of the children !”
As she read the book. Her emotional eyes seemed to carry the pain of deprivation
in life. One day he made a decision.

-"Take another look at the world !"
When she went on another trip. Many people were walking on the road. A beggar
was walking in the crowd. He asked the beggar !

-"Which temple do you go to ?"
The beggar was walking around singing a love song. He reached over and said.

-"In the grazing place of the miserable !"

-"Do you know the whirlpool ?*

-“IT know ! I am !”

-"Then let's fly together and enter heaven !"
The scents wafting around the garland were reaching far and wide, this time !
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20.
Self-vision

The body of the dream was far away. The mind was close. But one day his mind
was far away and his body was close and he shouted in a crazy voice.

-"I hope so!" You will always be with me this June and you will love me

with all your heart, God !”
The spontaneous thinking of humanity began to dream. Praying to Bhutbhutai
and again to the inanimate God.

-"Good morning love you !"

-“Injured love? Or lifelessness ?"

-"Love of liveliness !"
A deep razor was planted in the heart of the dream which was shattered by the
kiss of God. She cried out in pain.

-“But there i1s no need for a lavish man! I just need to be with you. ”
The door to his world of humanity opened wide and he looked at Bugger's corpse
upside down and said he was getting emotional.

-"Yes, | sent thousands of smiles, but God, when the days come and go, the
pillow of love fades

away 1"
| cried dreamily. Under the pressure of Karni and Karuna, he prayed to the
invisible God and said in the end.

-“Love, how easy it was to start a fight! It's so hard to end !”
Then God told him to write the horoscope.

-"The height of love !"
She was trying to fly. Rhythms kept fluttering from his soul, which was rippling
in devotional music.

-“O Lord ! Deliver from corpses !”
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21.

Ghotta
-"Let's go today !"
Her insatiable soul was screaming. A young woman bowed to a thirsty beggar.
-"I respect you !"

The sounds of stealing in the girl's hand were far away. The beggar's body was
awakened by the sound of teeth grinding. He questioned the item on request.
-"Do you want salvation ?"
-"Shraddha Shraddha !"
The beggar, who had a bushy beard, gingering hair, a face like Moso Dale, and
was dressed like a devil, was in front of his eyes. He then demanded religion.
-"Do you sleep in the pyre with me ?"
-"I am not sati, | am truth, barbaric truth 1"
The beggar slipped and fell asleep in the pyre, and the murmur began to rumble
in the immortal tune.
-"Last abode, supreme abode !"
The young woman was staring at him. His eyes were nervous. Intoxicated with
emotion, Suga was asking questions.
-"Only the dead have the right to the grave ?"
| didn't know what the bird's intentions were. He was saying the same words.
When the beggar began to burn. All the whirlpools around began to hum.
-"Dalla burst, rumor spread."
There were skeptics. He whispered. There were malamis. Everyone said by
vaccinating the ashes.
-"Radiation-rich sunshine !"
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