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A word after a word after a word is power 
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- Margaret Atwood
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L. DIVYA 
BZC III, TTWRDC(W) 

Medak
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MPC II year, TSWRDC(W), 
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Yes, It’s all in our hands! 

It’s all in our acts 

Birds, worms, ducks, apes, crocodiles 

Whatever! 

They may not be intelligent, perhaps don’t think 
brilliant 

They live just their lives 

At the most, die filling other’s bellies 

But neither snakes think of destroying birds, 

Nor eagles try to ruin snake pits 

They just live their lives  

They live and let others live 

They save for their child, but not rob the world 

They store their grain, their nests they retain 

They struggle for their existence, but do not add 
pollutants 

Who taught them to follow the path of light 

Who tuned them to the rhythm of life 

Why are we so brutal among the children of 
mother earth?  

Is it for being human? Or for being smartest on 
earth? 

How wise are we! 

In jabbing our own legs, Killing the goose for 
golden eggs 

Before Nature roars and smashes, and the earth 
turns into ashes 

Let’s wake up! Let’s clean up 

Let’s save tomorrow 

Yes! Truly…! It’s all in our hands, 

It’s all in our acts. 

Our Future
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L. SHRAVAN KUMAR 
 TSWRJC, Bellampally

The True Worth  
of  Our Earth

Our Earth is exactly exquisite 
Eradicating the pollution is really requisite 

This is the planet of powerful thoughts 
Yeah ! Let's shun all the nasty spots 

People mustn't be a bit notorious 
They've to make everything glorious 

Oh God ! Our Earth is so furious 
Let's make it even more gorgeous 

Our Earth too has a soul 
Oh Dear ! Don't make it so foul 

You must know the true worth of our earth 
Let's draw a remarkable purpose for our birth 

It's charming to witness the chirping of birds 
That pleasure makes me write as beautiful words 

I came across the real beauty of our nature 
It's really elegant to give importance to every creature 

I know it's hard to say no to our loved ones 
Yeah ! It's time to think once 

Both the sun and the moon are emitting their indomitable light 
Alright ! They make our earth much bright 

Why don't you put the beauty of our earth in your heart 
Yeah ! Sometimes you people act so smart 

Our Earth is utterly gracious 
Don't make it ferocious 

I know the deepest depths of my delightful dreams , let my  
dream of making our earth as an efficacious place must be like  

Sensational streams!! 
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K. PADMA RANI 
Lecturer, TSWRJC, 

Medak
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ప3 XÁ*+ ,. ÏÑ&ల ÒంతJ ప)Aణం గల b{�l [� 
నక� w3 ల ÒంతJ ప)Aణం గల 8TU{� L ఉB&{. ఒక b{� 
తన ef B"& 8TU{� లV yర²*+ ,. అ� b{� నక� త3 ం వంJ 
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సºTయంl ఆXశం అv ప3 పంచంx 8హ)ంÔల" XంS� *+ ,. 

,')
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BZC III, TTWRDC(W) 
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K. ANUSHA 
MSCs II, TSWRDC(W), 
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Teacher, My Life 
TransformerEvery teacher who teaches has a great and 

special place in each student’s heart. Because 
they mould them to start the game of life like a 
sun that rises in the morning; to struggle as a 
brave and great warrior at noon and finally at 
the end as moon that glitters at night as it 
helps blossom like a lotus. I would like to 
dedicate a Cinquain 9, a poem containing 2, 4, 
6, 8 and 2 syllables in appreciation of the 
worth and meaning of a teacher. 

Teacher 
Life transformer 

Moulds and guides disciples 
Like Light at the end of tunnel 

Each Day
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CLEMENCY GRANTED !
DR. PRABHAKAR JAINI

He 

I stood at the petrol station located next to the precincts of the Central Jail and watched. The welcome 
arch of the Goddess Bhadra Kali temple appeared  glowing brightly in the twinkles of the colourful serial 
lights. Dasara festivities were round the corner. By six in the evening, darkness was scattering everywhere. 
Winter was sluggishly crawling in to occupy just like the night after the twilight. Feeling cold, I pulled my 
shirt flaps closer and buttoned it. Felt like having a cup of tea. I walked up to the team-lead, put a word to 
him and headed towards the Gandhi Hospital cross roads. As I was walking, I experienced  suddenly a 
sting of pain in the heart. Although It has been ten years since the occurrence of that deadly deed, the 
cries of agony that I emitted are still resonating in my ears.  I was standing  handcuffed with a bandage on 
the wrist – sobbing inconsolably. The body of my elder brother, wrapped in a thatched mat, was mounted 
into a jeep, passed through the very gates of this Gandhi Hospital, driven  to the village we were born at- 
all these scenes - one by one by one appeared live in front of my eyes. I walk through the gates of the 
Gandhi Hospital  and sit in this tea bunk that has a thatched roof to reminiscence those sights. I do this as 
frequently as I get posted to perform my duties at this petrol station. This petrol station is run by the 
central prison. Usually there is a lot of work; it is a busy place;  when posted, you do not find a minute to 
rest. On top of it in the evenings, it is all the more hectic with all types of automobiles coming in to fill their 
tanks and going out into the dusk. Getting posted to work at this petrol station is not easy for every inmate 
of the prison! It depends on how lucky you are. Out of thousands of the convicts living in this prison,  only a 
handful of us get this prospect for, performing duties at this petrol station depends on many terms and 
conditions.  Good behaviour, non-indulgence in petty feuds with the inmates, moving respectfully with the 
officers, importantly we should give the officials confidence that this fellow will not run away when sent out 
on this duty. The convicts who give such confidence will enjoy these ‘open air prison’ facilities. I have been 
in this prison for the last ten years. I am not an illiterate. I did some basic level education. I come from a 
near by village.  
One day there was an open brawl. It started in the fields. Not with outsiders. It  happened with my elder 
brother with whom I had a small land dispute.  There was a heated argument. I was drunk and blinded 
under its influence. Grew angry; uncontrollable it turned. I stabbed him with a sharp knife. He fell down to 
the ground instantly twisting in pain. Seeing my brother collapse and lie in a pool of blood, my 
intemperance abated. Anger wore out. I wailed heartbreakingly beating head and mouth. I called up the 
police myself. After the sudden death of my mother and mother, it was my this brother who brought me up 
with care and concern. He reared me as if I was his son. I stabbed such a noble human with a knife! I took 
away his life! I repented. Turned inconsolable. In that fit of emotion I cut my wrist deep with a sharp blade, 
and the blood gushed out. Police entered. My brother’s condition grew grim.  They brought me and my 
brother who was barely breathing at that time to this Gandhi Hospital for treatment. Brother did not 
recover.  He died. For a while I was treated in the hospital and later shifted to this open air prison. I 
confessed to the crime. I was sentenced to a life imprisonment. The two men of my house, one was killed 
and the other one was penalised for the same crime. Our  two families got distraught and subsequently 
scattered. The two ladies, my sister in law and my wife lived in that village for a while taking care of the 
children and the fields. They could not mange for long. They could not endure the denigrating glares from 
the fellow villagers. After a while it turned too much for them to stand the castigating stares and the 
belittling talk. They sold the fields and the house for a paltry sum and left the village for good. No word is 
heard about where my sister in law and her children have gone to, nor  how have they been.  



 
My wife went to her parents’ taking along our son and daughter. A couple of years later, she married someone,  
and left with him with our children. So, I learnt. She took all the care in such a way that it would be impossible 
for me to trace their whereabouts. By now age wise my daughter could be twenty five years, and my son 
twenty.  My daughter could have been married off, and must be living out the children of her own. Sometimes, 
I am wriggled with this tormenting urge of going to call on my wife, children, sister in law, and my brother’s 
children. But I knew that it would not happen; something impossible, would remain as a wishful thinking. For 
the dastardly deed that I committed under the impact of alcohol, the people of my village have banished me 
since from their lives.  My people know where I am confined. They could have made an effort to come down to 
check on me; they haven’t, and they won’t.  Since I do not know where they are, even if I want to call on them, I 
can’t. All doors are closed. An officer from my jail says, “ go on a parole; meet up with your people and come 
back”. How can I show them my shameful face? I’ll remained rooted in here, in this prison.  
Prison is my home!  
The inmates are my soulmates!  
Besides, I do not have a strong desire to lead a normal long life. I have heard that there is a practice according 
which on each 15th August and the 26th  January, a few of the  convicts are granted clemency,  and released 
there upon from this captivity. A lot of my fellow convicts hang on to this prospect that they would get 
clemency one day, and will walk free into the world from the confines of these highly fortified prison walls. But I 
don’t nurse such a hope; I would not like to file a clemency petition! I live with this optimism,  and absolutely 
nothing else. I am confident that if I’ll die inside this prison house while serving the sentence, at least my 
friends, the fellow convicts will put their hands together,  and perform my last rites! I’m not yearning to be 
liberated! Because if I were freed under clemency and join the mainstream, as nobody would accept me into 
their folds, outside I would die as an orphan.  There was a loud honk from a passing by motor. It made me 
realize that I had been long entangled in my thoughts oblivious of the space and time. I came back into my 
senses; to the reality, the here and the now. Walked back to the  petrol station; handed over the gutka sachets 
to the team-lead and took control of the pump. Just then rolled in an Innova SUV for fuel announcing ‘police’. I 
saluted the officer inside, filled the tank to its full, wrote the receipt, tore it, handed IT over to the driver, and 
collected the coupon in lieu. Upon the request of the driver, I checked the pressure in all the wheels.  Having 
that done, I stood there and saluted the vehicle as it pulled out.  
*************************************************************************************************************** 
She  

The moment I announced “My name’s  Dheeksha…” Thousands of youngsters, both young men and women,  
raised their voices to the ceilings cheering, “swaero.. swaero.. swaero”. The Tagore Auditorium that they 
gathered in echoed with their unbounded exuberance. Seeing their electrifying cheerfulness, my heart was 
flooded with emancipated hilarity! I cried in an animated pitch the volume of which fuel someone after the high 
skies were conquered in enviable style and  elegance! I declared while throwing up my two hands into the air 
with fists clenched tightly ... “Yes, I’m Dheeksha SWAERO, DSP!” With those positive vibes spread all over, the 
clouds of sorrows that engulfed in me since morning started fizzling out. The voices raised did not aim to 
announce my victoryThat’s the war cry made to mark the victory which our SWAERO’s institutions have 
harvested. We hail from the poorest of the poor families! The most pitiable layers of our society!! 
We are determined to scale up the heights and reach the acmes.  
This conviction was also heard simultaneously in that roar of the war cry.  On the stage, there stood our mentor 
Praveen Kumar sir who has started and strove relentlessly to make our SWAEROS as a synonym for success. He 
was looking at me with an inimitably impeccable smile. Having beheld him, my sight became blurred and in 
that blur in his place I saw a lodestar. I bent down and touched feet; stoop up and took the mike into my 
hands. 
I am an alumna of the Social Welfare Residential Educational Institutions. That day, a felicitation programme to 
the faculty working in these institutions was underway. The teachers who have been striving hard to advance 
and translate into reality the outstanding ideals of our Praveen Kumar sir and  his education crusade were 
being felicitated. I was the centre of attraction in that event.  
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Reason - Just then Group-1 results were announced; I cleared it, and was selected for the post of DSP.  

I stood there as a reality for the milestones that our institutions have reaped. Praveen Kumar sir told me that I 
should attend the event and speak. Because,  he said,  my speech would ignite and inspire many minds. I 
obtained permission from the department, and came over here to take part. “ We are all aware of  the 
connotation of the SWAERO and its objectives”. There was a pin drop silence. “Praveen Kumar sir had a lofty 
dream, a dream that touches the horizons,  and scales up the mighty heights of the blue skies.  We are its 
material translation. If SWEIRO is the sanctum sanctorum of a temple, our Doctor Praveen Kumar sir is its God”. 
Before I could utter the last word, the entire auditorium resounded in claps. That’s the expression of love, 
admiration and gratitude that we have for our sir. After a while the roar of mirth has subsided, I continued my 
speech. 
“My real name’s not Dheeksha. My name’s Deena Nayak. Like most you, I to spent my childhood in deplorable 
conditions. My father used to get drunk and thrash my mother on daily basis. His addiction to alcohol has 
degenerated to a stage where he attempted to molest me one day! My mother grew furious; took a dagger 
into her hands and warned him of the lethal consequences if he repeated this heinous act again. That’s when I 
got to know that he was not my biological father; but my stepfather. My mother lost trust in him. She took 
along and straight walked to Praveen Kumar sir. She bequeathed me to him”. At this juncture, I overcame by 
emotion; could not stop tears rolling down amidst sobs. I wiped my tears and resumed my speech. 
“Sir has rescued me and brought me up standing in the place of  my father. My original name Dina,  he said,  
sounds pitiable. He changed that to Dheekha meaning determination. He sensed from the beginning itself that 
I was aiming to become a government servant. I did M.A. in Telugu literature in this university and secured a 
gold medal. While doing PhD I prepared and wrote Group-1 exams. I was inspired by our sir and like him I too 
wanted to become a police officer. As luck would have it,  I have been selected for the DSP post. As you can 
see, I am a physical form of his ideals. Likewise,  all of you are the flares in his dream world. I wish that you 
should rise like the stars in the sky and SWAERO-shine to rule the planet. Sir’s blessings are copiously available 
for you. This is my promise”.  
Saying thus I ended my speech.  
I paid my reverence to all my teachers,  and in particular to our sir,  and took leave of them. 

*************************************************************************** 

He and she  

Having completed my duty  at the petrol station, signed in the attendance register, ate two rotis, walked into 
the cell and lied down. I followed the same ritual today also. It has been like any other day during my ten years 
stay inside this prison. But, strangely I am not in myself; I heard the blood spouting noisily out of my pounding 
heart to gush through the veins while bulging them en-route. I am going through a tensed feeling. There are 
open signs that something unthought of is going to happen. A guard’s sudden appearance at my cell broke the 
chain of my thoughts. My heart skipped a beat. It pounded violently. Has he come to announce, “the 
government has granted you clemency; we are releasing you”? Although with a fear induced quiver lurking in 
the voice I asked him numerous times,  “ What happening saar”? Without opening his lips, he waved his hand 
to follow him and started walking towards the office of the prison. I reached the jailor’s chamber with several 
suspicions nagging inside the mind. I walked into the chamber; there were several police personnel including 
the jailer and the jail superintendent.  
After a while they all went out except one police officer.  

“what’s your name”? 
“Veeranna, madam”. 
“For what crime have you been here”? 
“I’m the sinner who killed his own brother, madam”. 
“How about your wife and children”?  
“I used to have. But madam now I don’t know where they are. I pray every day for their welfare”.  
It is my knowledge that the police do not like cross questioning. Still unable to grasp why this madam is asking 
personal questions, out of curiosity I asked, 
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“excuse me madam if you don’t mind may I know why you are asking me for my personal information”? 

The next act that took place was something that I never anticipated. She stood up from where sat. Walked towards 
me. Stretched her hands and fell on my shoulder while her tender eyes were raining down the floods of tears.  
“why because.. dad, am your daughter” she uttered softly in a voice that became choked with emotion. I was 
shocked hearing these words. I pulled myself away from that officer and said, No, never. It’s impossible! I’m not 
your father. I’m a murderer. I killed my own brother. How’s that I’m your father? You are a DSP. I’m a convict”. 
Saying such words I stubbornly refused to accept. Dheeksha, holding her father hands, said, “I saw you at the 
petrol station. A whiff of intimate shine engulfed me. It was a strange sensation. It was perhaps the result of my 
subconscious search for my long las father.  I looked at you. You put the gun into the tank of my vehicle, and were 
filling it. I looked at the tattoo on your elbow which read L. Veeranna. I was convinced that you were my father. I 
wanted to get this confirmed. Straight away I drove into this jail. Met the officers and read your personal file”. “Yes, 
dad you are my dad”.She walked close, and took me into her embrace. The blood in me seemed to have 
recognized that the person in my embrace was my offspring; it started rushing through the veins. Awe struck, “is it 
true my child”? said I. By then there was commotion in my heart. My hapless heart was unable to digest the reality 
that such springs could also flourish in this barren life. While holding me steadily,  as I was slipping down from her 
hands, she said, “Yes dad, it’s true. You are my father”. I never experienced this much of happiness in my life; I saw 
goddess Bhadrakali in my daughter’s face. What more could I hope for? In the prison, the place that I liked the 
most, in the presence of the mother goddess, in the childlike warmth of my dear baby… effortlessly… 
“Baby! May child!!”
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DR. K. VENKAT REDDY  
Professor & Head 

The Department of Training and 
Development 

The English & Foreign 
Languages University, 

Hyderabad

Translated into English by:
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The	Joy	of	
Giving

T. POOJITHA 
B.Com I year 

TSWRDC(W), Jagadgirigutta

 A teacher and his student went for a walk near a farm. While walking they 
came across a pair of old torn shoes most likely belonging to a poor farmer. The 
student said to the teacher, “why don't we hide these shoes? It would be so fun to 
watch the farmers reaction when he can't find them !“Son, it is not okay to play cruel 
jokes on a poor person. I have a better idea.” the teacher replied. “Why don't we put 
some coins in his shoes? We can hide somewhere to see the farmers reaction when 
he sees the coins in his torn shoes.”  
 After a while, the farmer finished working and came to collect his shoes. As he 
slipped his foot in to one of the shoes he felt something hard. He checked and saw 
that there were coins in his shoes ! He looked around for the coin owner but didn't 
see anyone so he kept them in his pocket. Then the farmer put on the other shoe 
again and he felt something hard. He checked and saw that there were even more 
coins in his shoes seeing the coins made the farmer emotional and he began to 
cry…“Oh god thank you a thousand times for the person who is helping me in this 
time of need. Because of their kindness I can now buy medicine for my sick wife and 
get bread for my hungry children.”  
 Once the farmer left, the teacher questioned his student tell me what would 
have made you happier hiding his shoes or putting coins his shoes ? The student 
said, "teacher I will never forget the lesson you taught me today. Now I understand 
the meaning of these words:  Joy of giving is much more than taking, for it is truly 
limitless, thank you teacher. Instead of causing trouble, we should spread kindness.” 
Help people whenever you can. Joy of giving is much more than the joy of taking! 
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RAVALLIKA 
BZC II year, 

 TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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A strong friendship doesn't  
need daily conversation. 
Doesn't always need 
togetherness, as long as 
the relationship lives in 
the heart, true friends will 
never part! 
The World is round so that  
friendship may encircle it! 
A good friend knows all your  
best stories, but a best friend 
has lived them with you! 
Anything is possible 
When you have the 
right people there to 
support you! 
Many people will walk in  
and out of your life,  
but only true friends  
will leave footprints 
in your heart! 
Dear BEST FRIEND,  
I don't know 
how to thank you 
But I’m lucky to  
have you in my life! 

BESTIES
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Illustration by: 
Babu Kairamkonda 
Teacher & Artist, 
Nizamabad

P. MADHURI 
ZMC III year, 
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BHAVANI 
TSWRJC, Yedapally 

Bodhan

B. SWATHI 
BZC II, TSWRDC 
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ALLARI SIRITHREKSHA 
TSWRJC, Yedapally, Bodhan 
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Life is like a rainbow 
with multiple colours 

It is a way to 
achieve anything 

No one is nothing in life, 
All are everything 

Life is a way of enjoying, 
Learning, achieving, conflicting! 

Life is away with 
stones and pebbles 

Everyone has stability to 
step out from the stones, 

Go through a blossoming way. 

Life gives such a message that  
Learning from mistakes, living for today 

Life is like a river, 
Which cannot stop until you reach the goal 

Life educates us with moral values, 
good manners and affections. 

Life is a tree with multiple branches 
We should grow as a tree 

But not fall as a fruit 

Life, life is a way of multiples 
in multiple colors 
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PULIMAMIDI SUSHMA 
MZC I year, 

TSWRDC, Warangal East
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SATYAM SUMALATHA 
Lecturer in English,  
TSWRDC, Armoor

Smile is more precious 

Because  

A Smile is a scattered safflower on forbidden tree  

A Smile is a surpass weapon on intolerable sorrows  

A Smile is a scintillating cascade on a rigid stone  

A Smile is a splendid star on the obscure sky  

A Smile is a solitary warrior that who  

conquer the world in a battlefield  

A Smile is a sacrosanct on spiteful evil  

A Smile is a strong thing  which can change  

an adversary into compatible  

A Smile is a solemn beauty on a dreadful face  

A Smile is a sword which crush every fear  

A Smile is a strong wind which vanish every cloud  

Always Smile 

Be Brave 

Be Confident 

which immensely increases the beauty of the universe. 

SMILE
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Farmer is a magician who produces 
money from the soil. 
Farmer is the one and only person, 
who will not bother about glamour. 
Farmer is the real worker, 
who works irrespective of fluctuations in weather. 
Farmer is the person, 
who nourishes the all the creatures of nation. 
Farmer is the human, 
who shows sympathy on every human. 
Farmer not only works till the sun goes down, 
she works till the age gets down. 
Farmer is the God of food, 
who is the next to the God. 
Farmer is the employee, 
Whose profession runs towards hope. 
Mother gives us life, 
farmer makes us to live. 
The beauty of agriculture, 
is the farmer’s culture. 
Let’s bow towards farmer attitude, 
to shows our gratitude. 

Elegance of a Farmer

PAVANI KALYANI 
Data Science I year 

TSWRDC, Jagadgirigutta
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K. MAMATHA 
Lecturer in English,  

TSWRDC, Jagadgirigutta

                                               A fortunate outcome
        Here, there everywhere.

Unless Teacher
No student
Unless student 
No Teacher.
Teacher and student,
Is a sigma bond.
Student is a ray,
Facilitate with a way.
Love the student,
Don't leave (them) the student.
Always, teacher be a sage,
Not be a judge.
No good or bad student,
Only student.
Student, Boost for Teacher,
Teacher, Role model for student 

20

Arrow and Bow
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Trees, My Family 

 Trees are disappearing now-a-day as deforestation has 
spiked in recent times. None comprehends the feelings of trees as 
they simply don’t initiate them. I exist because of trees and breathe 
because of them. An altruist shall hear this: People know that  
trees  are  their only  producers. One keeps the effort to plant this 
God’s produce. People think that  they live with  just trees around, 
but  they don't realise  that they lose their life without trees. I 
beseech people to feel themselves as trees. Please do not let me be 
an orphan without this family. Live and let live is the modern saga. 
I love trees and I feel it  as my family. Trees are a shadow like my 
mother’s care. Trees inspire to achieve like my father. They play as 
the fruits fall every season. Like my brother, they teach me to be 
strong. Although I don’t have anything  to play, I am no loner as 
my trees are a cradle to play. Although  my  house  does not  have 
an AC,  I don’t feel hot as my tree gives me cool breeze under  it. 
Like a cushion, trees offer me to sleep in nature’s lap. I pray this 
small   message  to be empathised by my fellow beings for planting 
trees will enlarge your family who will protect you and bless you 
for donating a potted plant on your birthday! So why kill them and 
be killed one day? 

K. ANUSHA 
MSCs II year 

TSWRDC,  
Jagadgirigutta



 

22

Im
ag

e 
So

ur
ce

: R
ai

ny
 S

ki
es

, N
iz

am
ab

ad

THE TELESCOPE ISSUE 4, JUNE 2021 TSWRDCW, NIZAMABAD 

I’m Thirsty, Oh Almighty 

K. ANUSHA 
MSCs II year 

TSWRDC,  
Jagadgirigutta

As I see an empty tumbler in my house, for days I could not find water 
in it. I am so thirsty at night but no one gave me any drop as yet. My 
mother went to my neighbour’s house and asked them a glass of water 
but she had only one mug of water. The four members had each one 
glass of water just enough for them. I ran to the well to drink the water 
as much as I could, but there the queue was long.  So, I changed my 
path and thought of a plan. With no water to drink anywhere, I could 
only find a single drop as my tear dropped. I felt satiated quenching 
my thirst with a few tear drops. But like a helpless traveller I feel they 
are my own tear drops. Even though my stomach is happy my eyes are 
not happy as my tears would soon stop and there would be no water. 
Suddenly, the sky above me changed. The clouds started to move, the 
night began to sparkle and the thunders roared. It rained and people 
started filling the tumblers. The rain filled rivers and lakes. There is so 
much water everywhere but not a drop to drink to quench the thirst of 
millions of people who survived because of water today.  
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T. POOJITHA 
B.Com I year 

TSWRDC,  
Jagadgirigutta

The Li fe  Poem 

Life is so strange 
Nothing stays the same 

Everything changes 
But whom to blame? 

Life is a game 
Where you have to lose 

before you can gain 
To win you have to face  

the fearful rain 
In life they always say 
Don't use your heart, 
only use your brain 
In life there is love 

But hatred is also more 
No one decides 

Everyone hesitates 
Who knows the fate? 

The closest people you need 
go away when you  
need them the most 
You find them lost 

Day after day 
Days go by  

People are born and  
Others die 

Year after year 
No one understands 

Nothing is clear 
Nothing in our hearts  

Except fear 
Today you walk and walk 

Tomorrow you lay  
in your grave 

And nothing it gave 
The money that you saved 

There is no use of gold 
When it won't be sold 
You have to be strong 
Stop doing the wrong  

And never lie 
Be ready for your last  

Good bye. 
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The Adverse Effects of  

Contents of Soft Drinks 

D. SUJITHA 
BSC. MPC I year  

TSWRAFPDC(W), Bhongir 

 Usually we prefer soft drinks during summer instead of water. Now let's see if 
the soft drinks healthy or harmful for our health. Soft drinks do not contain alcohol. 
They refer to carbonated flavoured drinks like co-cola[coke] and contain 
carbonated water, a sweetener and a natural or artificial flavour. 
  A Sweetener is a food additive that provides a sweet taste like that of sugar 
while containing significantly less food energy. Sugar has been largely replaced by 
high fructose corn syrup, Sucralose, aspartame, saccharin. Sucralose is a zero calorie 
artificial sweetener. Sucralose is 400–700 times sweeter than sugar.  
Aspartame is an artificial non-saccharide sweetener 200 times sweeter than sucrose, 
and is commonly used as a sugar substitute in foods and beverages. It is a methyl 
ester of the aspartic acid. 

   
 Saccharin is an artificial sweetener with effectively no food energy. It is about 
300–400 times as sweet as sucrose. Food flavourings are ingredients added to food 
to intensify or improve its flavour. They are usually represented by a mixture of 
spices, herbs, taste components, and colours. Usually acids are used as food 
flavours in soft drinks. Phosphoric acid and citric acid is used for citrus flavoured 
drinks. Caffeine is used as a stimulant. Brominated vegetable oil is used as an 
emulsifier.  
Preservatives: 
 A preservative is a substance or a chemical that is added to products such as 
food products, beverages, pharmaceutical drugs, paints, biological samples, 
cosmetics, wood, and many other products to prevent decomposition by microbial 
growth or by undesirable chemical changes. Sodium benzoate or sodium citrate is 
used as a broad spectrum antimicrobial. Potassium sorbate is used for prevention of 
fungi. Ascorbic acid is used as an antioxidant.  
 Food colours are colour additive, any dye, pigment, or substance that imparts 
colour when it is added to food or drink. They come in many forms consisting of 
liquids, powders, gels, and pastes. Caramel colouring is used in colas. Red 40 is 
used in fruit flavoured drinks.  
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Adverse effects: 

• Drinking too many sugary beverages appears to raise the risk of high blood 
pressure, obesity and weight related diseases, hypertension, experts are warning.  

• Beverages containing phosphoric acid cause stones in the kidneys.  

• Bacteria present in teeth when reacts with the sweeteners present in soft drinks 
releases acids which causes dental decay.  

• The three most common ingredients in cola are glucose, fructose and caffeine will 
contribute to Hypokalemia. Caffeine-free cola products can also cause 
Hypokalemia because the fructose they contain can cause diarrhoea.  

• The theory is that the phosphoric acid (phosphate) used to enhance flavour in 
some carbonated beverages can interfere with calcium absorption and result in 
the loss of calcium from bone. 

• Cancer is just one of many chronic health conditions associated with sugary drink 
consumption.  

Conclusion:  

 The chemicals used in soft drinks is very harmful to our health.The green 
colour used in soft drinks is green monster which is very harmful to our health. If we 
test the acidity of some soft drinks is too much which can dissolve the rats also with 
their concentration. People thought that soft drinks can decrease the thirsty, but 
when we consume it, it causes dehydration by absorbing the water present in our 
body. 

So	drink	water	when	you	feel	thirsty.	

Choose your life! 
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Lecturer in English, 
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SADA PANGA 
B.A. II year  
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SADA PANGA 
BA II year 

TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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ఏక వచనం 

Illustration by: 
Babu Kairamkonda 

Teacher & Artist, 
Nizamabad
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678   97న;)ర ! 

L. LATHA 
B.A. II year, 

TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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SATHVIKA DYAGALI 
B.Sc. BZC III year, 

TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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Will You 
Actualise  
this    
Dream?

These are the moments of joy I experienced when I went 
on a mystical journey into the world of serene society. 

The early morning sun was just peeping out of fluffy 
clouds to see if he was again late than me. He has seen 
me sitting at the window along with my book and 
eloquent as well as fearless pen, while the birds were 
tweeting me the productive day along with my parents. 
Also, he has seen jaanu, my friend - who sows gracious 
words in the soft white field that would reap her self - 
actualisation. I was cherishing positive vibes all around: the 
gentle breeze made its way along with the twinkling 
children, who leaped and swirled around, with no 
pressures on their choices and joy that, they have a gender 
- neutral day to do many things with their friends and 
teachers. That day I was cheerful to see smile on my 
friend's mother's face and pride in her father's eyes. 
Because, she was on a good pace that laid a beautiful red 
carpet to her success that day and bagged in many 
achievements specially peace all over. More courage, 
desire for independence were added in me, in her elder 
brother and also in my region where I witness gender 
neutrality, no objectifications, unprejudiced ambience, on 
every human through every walk in the society. 

On my way back to home from steady study place, the sky 
was so clear and magnificent when dusk fell. Moving 
forward, the laughter of two children and their parents 
caught my attention, while they were talking about 
children's interests, books etc. Their positive attitude had 
rejoiced me resembling morning moments. When I 
reached home, my brother was seeking some lectures on 
recipes from my mother. As the flowers bloomed, I had the 
hall marks of deep sleep when a new orchestra was 
triggered by chirping of birds and rustling of book pages 
rifled by the wind. Then, this chirping of birds was busted 
into troubling scream by them to start again those 
household chores from very morning till dusk falls, I could 
neither find those books I have to read nor that fearless 
pen to mark down. No longer I would inhale pure air as I 
see breath-givers endangering along with birds, society 
isn't serene for girls and women, no books but prisoned in 
social norms, not many women independent women but 
some adapted silent wives and some uneducated strong 
women understand this, but are quite as they are 
dependent. I obliterated from my dream. Ouch! Was that 
just a dream? If it was dream for decades, my only wish 
now will be to find out that paradise of serene society and 
pleasant ambience everywhere. 

Progress and peace of every child, woman and everyone 
regardless of gender, counts for all the 17 Sustainable 
Development Goals because there can be no sustainable 
development without gender equality (SDG-5) - to be 
deeply rooted across all countries. Also, as Greta 
Thunberg already renewed our perceptions in a right way 
that we already have the facts & solutions for the climate 
crisis. All we need to do is wake up and change. 

SRAVANI MARIPEDDA 
MSCs II year 

TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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DL in Political Science 

TTWRDC Men’s Kamareddy
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	 This is my latest 'Oil Painting’. I had taken a long break to painting and have 
revived it in the recent years. During this lock down period, I took out time and did some 
painting. I wanted to paint something realistic and creative for the Teachers' Day, 
2020. The concept of  sword and shield was in the mind. I quickly transformed my 
ideas into a small pencil drawing initially and then tried on canvas. This painting is a 
symbolic representation that education is the most powerful weapon. I chose pen and a 
book instead of  a sword and a shield. Further to give it an ancient look I inscribed two 
of  my favourite quotes on the book in Greek language. I took the help of  Google 
Translate. On the left is the famous quote of  Nelson Mandela “Education is the most 
powerful weapon which you can use to change the world.” On the right is another quote 
from favourite political philosopher, Plato “Until philosophers become kings or kings 
become philosophers, cities will never rest from their evils.”

O
IL
 P
AI
N
TI
N
G



 

33

The Pairs of Hands
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The pairs of hands those till the land 
Till the land, those till the land 

The pairs of hands those mill the clothes 
Mill the clothes, those mill the clothes 

The pairs of hands those lay the bricks 
Lay the bricks, those lay the bricks 

The pairs of hands those dig the mines 
Dig the mines, those dig the mines 

These are the hands those make the wealth 
Make the wealth, those make the wealth 

These are the hands those make our lives 
Make our lives, those make our lives 

But one thing that I understand not 
Understand not, just understand not 

Why these hands can't feed their mouths 
Feed their mouths, just feed their mouths 

Why these hands can't weave their clothes 
Weave their clothes, just weave their clothes 

Why these hands can't build their homes 
Build their homes, just build their homes 

Why these hands have to dig their graves 
Dig their graves, just dig their graves 

Why these hands can't make their means 
Make their means, just make their means 

Why these hands can't make their lives 
Make their lives, just make their lives 

Just one thing that I understand not 
Understand not, just understand not 

A poem written for MAY Day

DR. CR ANNAPURNA 
DL in Political Science 

TTWRDC Men’s 
Kamareddy
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The Old Farmer  
and His Son

Y. NIKSHALA 
MZC I year 

TSWRDC, Suryapet

Once there was an old farmer. He had 
three sons. They were very lazy and 
idle. They did not like to work. The 
farmer was worries about the sons. He 
feared that his son would suffer from 
hunger. After his death, however, he 
thought of a plan to make his son’s 
work in the field. One day he was in his 
deathbed. He called upon all his sons 
and told them that the treasures were 
buried in the fields. He died before he 
told them the exact spot of the buried 
treasures.  

 After the father’s death, the sons 
began to dig the field in search of 
hidden treasures but they could not 
find the treasures anywhere. Then they 
sowed the seeds in the field they dug. 
The barren field in the past yielded 
plenty of crops. They understood that 
the crops were the hidden treasures. 
They became active. They tilled the 
land and reaped plentiful harvest every 
year and lived happily.  

Moral: Hard labour leads you to success
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P. MADHURI 
ZMC III year, 
TSWRDC, Nizamabad

A picture of you I carry in my heart  

I close my eyes to see it  

I warp it close around me  

When nights get cold 

Everyday,  

I looked out into the world 

And I see you 

In everything, everywhere, 

You became 

A light when I am walking at night 

I know you can feel my tears 

And you don’t want me to cry 

Yet, my heart is broken 

If my love would be a medicine 

for Covid 

I’m sure, that u will never 

Die with a Covid 

Daughter’s Pain for Father
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MEHERUNISSA 
MPC III year 
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Human emotions are like sky around. 
There will be many ups and downs 
You will be angry like thunder bolts  
in the sky      —- hold yourself. 

You will be quite and calm like  
Evening sky      —- just feel it. 

You will be weeping like heavy rain, 
        —- just keep patient 

You will blossom like gentle breeze 
From the sky        —- just capture the moment 

You will be anxious like sky before  
Lightening        —- just relax your mind 

You will break down and scatter like 
UV rays without ozone   —- just be conscious and protect  
                                            yourself with great strength 

You will be depressed like smoky and Dark sky      
                             —- just open the heart’s eyes 
                                           and find a way 

You will be joyful like monsoon wind, 
        —- just enjoy and hold in your memory 

Emotions versus Sky
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J. AKHILA 
BZC II year, 

TSWRDC, Kamareddy

ప3 కృ± 8జయ ¼త3 ం 

"8త+ నం" మJ/  అv IకJ గPx®  <V^�", 
ఆ <V^ Eం` 8`gం�V" Q�/  sS ఎ�~B....  
ఎ�~B... ఎ�~B... ఆXశం ÙH ఎ�~B...  
Y� Y కలL "�ధ" అv IకJ గPx®  <V^�", 
ఆ <V^ Eం` 8`gం��" Áఖ%లE అ¶�£ం<,  
¼{U" అంPVంJ_ 
IకJ అv గ�xEం` ÏLb అv  
8జయం ÙH అ,b ?j±_ ! 
Q�/  �మÃలE �డÆ 0 న)S?jన�®   
Y µ8తంx" "ఆశ:లE"Y 2ద)కం న)S?}B? 
ఆ Q�/  Aత3 ం �"S oంగVంW  
మÚÛ <b)ంtB, ఆ �డÆ 0S Ü�ª  t2kB! 
Y� °W �"S oంగVంW  
మÚÛ Y ఆశయం ÙH తపన Qం�±_...  
Qం�±_... Qం�±_... తపన Qం�±_...  
ప3 పంచం "E& b)+ ంt వరV తపన Qం�±_...  
"Å�ÃదL" «ÑE Ï±Sన�® ...  
ఓటË... "E& Ï±¤ xH E�m 8జ:"& Ï±S±_! 
Ï±S±_... Ï±S±_...  
8జయం క"gంt వరV Ï±S±_... ! 
Y� °W...  
ఓ 8త+ నం h� IకJ" <ÞºÃ�", 
ఓ �మÃh <b)ం<, 
ఓ Å�Ãదh Ï±S,  
ఓ ప�/ H{bల Y µ8తం ఓ వరమ", 
ప3 పంÔ"S Y� ఒక  
ఓ ny8�...  
ఓ 8జయవంÅ%L�...  
ఓ �పk మ"#� �0యÉj నÁం�! 
�0�B... �0�B....  
ప3 కృ± ßక�  8జయ ¼త3 ం �0�B... 
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పTL X_0? 

E. DHANALAXMI  
TSWRDC, 

Ibrahimpatnam

పTL X_0? 
ఎక^డ à{Vw¥? 
ఎక^áB �EZవÔr...! 
ఎంత ఖరr�Åం�? 

తV^వ ఖ{rS BjరకH పT\ à{Vw:? 
అâU B దగ� ర డÜã \�! 

ఎh? ఎం t:0? 
ÍY ఎవäB �"& పTL అHk� ఇవmగల%...! 

ఒక *) B ÈE&" అ`p å*+ E 
అయUâU! అæ తV^వ ఖ{r¤ �B&E � 

Bjరకం [T\ ఇ�+ ం�ß! 
Pen: 

E�m B �ంÅ నLHÅన& క� ణ క� ణం  
B imస కV^Åన& రక+ ం అHk� |�Z...  
BÁరకం ÈE&v Xç�r XY B imసS \T 

èధం  
పTL X_లB&�� ఎవm)Y అ,Z^V  

సAe"S |�Zవడం తపk ఇవmడం �0యP  
అâU! �రపWÆ E.  

ఇవmడn �0jన సAజం ఇHk, అh 
\P\...  

పTL X_0� YV, పద సంద3 ం ఉం� B 
దగ� ర  

vE YV l,� "లబడwE  
నE& అV^న t{rZ, 
ఆé{�E అ�w! 

E�m B కంఠం E0nj+ B& �æÄ , 
�"& VÅ+ కలE \వÑÅ+ wE  
B im� అనంత 8శm గళం, 
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D. NETHRA 
BSc (Data Science) I year 
TSWRDC, Jagathgirigutta

Reality of Life

Your life starts today! 
Its never too late in your life,  
But you realise that they make  
you believe that you are too old. 
You can’t try anymore! You cant try anything  
The opportunity was gone! 
It seems that time has passed. 
To do what you want to do, 
You must be younger 
If time passes away, it will be too late. 
All you can do is only to regret 
So, be awake, free every moment  
Every moment is a new opportunity  
Face every moment in your beautiful life 
Take it as a challenge! Face it! 
Opportunity is like an ice cream  
Once it melts, it never comes back 
Once you miss the opportunity,  
it never comes back 
Be awake! Face it! 
Realise the importance of life.
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S. SUPRIYA 
B.Com (General) I year 
TSWRDC, Jagathgirigutta
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 The only place where we feel free and being loved is home. It is the place where we feel love which is 
unconditional without expecting anything in return. Every father trains his children to get success until they 
become independent. When children do mistakes, instead of punishing them, he truly wants them to walk in a 
right direction. And he also teaches the values and ethics of family and how to be responsible towards society. 
Let me tell you a situation I have faced in my life . It is the love of a dad and a daughter. I have lost many 
things in my life. Even my parents. But this world, I mean this nature was always with me. God, I believe is my 
strength. 
     Farming is not a profession. It's our duty . And many of our great personalities have said this in various 
ways. My love, respect and devotion towards nature made me to select farming. I have completed my Post 
Graduation in Horticulture. I have purchased two acres of land in a small village in Mahaboobnagar. I have 
planted variety of flowers in it and it was my dream too. In my college days, I had a friend named Joseph from 
Mahaboobnagar. With his help I had purchased the land. Now I'm in the middle of the way. In a few minutes 
I'm going to meet him . 
    After completion of degree Joseph had stopped his education and started farming as his father said. After 
that he got married and automatically his responsibilities have grown up! He has a three year old daughter 
and after the birth of his daughter, his wife lost her memory. Wow what a beautiful nature! The beauty is 
increasing as I moving. The village has come. I got down from the bus and started walking forward. The feilds 
seemed like welcoming me into the village. I continued my walk and while walking I saw a girl sitting near a 
well and weeping. If I would have been late by a minute, she would have committed suicide. Somehow I 
managed her and made her to sit under a tree. After a while I asked her where she is from and why she is 
doing like this. I have also asked her about her parents.

Dad by My Side
S. DIVYA 

MZC I year 
TSWRDC, Vikarabad
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   Then she started saying "I'm Sindhu and I live in this village. I lost my  mother when I was a kid. For me, my 
faith, my trust, my God everything is my dad. Father's love is unconditional. He always motivates me, he is my 
strength, my courage, the only God I worship is my dad. But he is no more. I have lost him. And the reason is 
me. Because of my mistakes I have decided to go to my dad." 
   Then I asked her how old she is . She said that she is 19. Then I started telling her "look ! I'm elder to you 
and I have also completed my higher studies so can I give a solution for your problem?.” She agreed to it. I 
told her "I can understand how you feel now. It may be because of the situations you have faced in your life. 
But the decision which you have taken is not fair. This world will chase you even after your death. Fine. Tell me 
why have you decided to commit suicide ? What happened to your father”? She replied "Father's love will 
never leave us, whatever the situation is. In this world, no love is equal to father's love. It's has an irreplaceable 
place in our heart. I have cheated that love and my father is no more with me now" she started crying . I gave 
her some water to drink. She again started telling, "I completed my secondary school education with very 
good marks. My father always dreamt of seeing me in a good position. So I have joined Bi.P.C in a private 
college. I am very good at studies and the reason is my dad. He is my strength. I too wanted to study hard 
and serve the society. Finally I joined the college and completed first year with 90% marks. Struggles entered 
into my life in the second year. Apart from father's love, new love came and wished me. New friends, new 
habits came into my life. Since we don't have any relatives I don't know any other love. Then came a boy. He 
started caring and showing love upon me. The way he talks and the way he cares seemed like my father. I 
didn't know that he was pretending. Unknowingly I fell in love with him. His love towards me made me feel 
very exited. We enjoyed a lot. Days passed, exams approached, but this time I have done my exams very bad. 
I haven't studied anything. All the days I was with him enjoying and talking. Somehow exams has passed on 
and we got holidays. I used to spend whole day thinking of him and we used to talk daily in a phone call. One 
fine day he said that we should get married. And he instructed me not to tell to my dad. He said that we can 
tell everything after marriage . Four days passed and the love that he showed towards me made me to forget 
everything. I thought that if I could marry him I would get a good family. So finally I strongly decided to marry 
him. I took permission from my dad saying that I'm going for a trip with my friends. Because of the trust on we 
he allowed me to go . 
 Next morning I started my journey to Hyderabad. We met at a bus station. He came with his two 
friends. We came to a conclusion to get married in a temple. Finally we are done. We took a room and stayed 
for two days. On the third day he got a call from his home and he sent me to my home. I made a big mistake 
by trusting him. I called him after a week but it did not connect. One month passed. Our second year results 
have come. I'm interested to prepare for EAMCET. But somewhere in my heart a fear is stopping me 
asking,"Why did you do mistake?”. I felt very dejected. The boy whom I got married didn't come into contact. 
So I finally decided to know the details about him. Went to college and searched about him, then I came to 
know him. He is from Andhra and he lives in Prakasham district. He came to Hyderabad for his studies. And he 
is staying in a hostel and studying with his scholarship money. I don't know any details of him except his name. 
I came to home and next day I came to know that  I  was cheated. I couldn’t sleep that night. I cried whole 
night. I made a mistake by cheating my father also. I decided to tell everything to my dad but it was late night 
so I thought I can tell him in the morning. I can't say directly to him that I had been cheated . So I wrote on a 
paper everything which I wanted to tell. It was 7 in the morning . Dad didn't get up from sleep. One hour 
passed it was 8. Reluctantly I went to wake him up. But he didn't. He was dead. Soon darkness surrounded 
me. I stared crying loudly. I was unable to control myself. Everyone came. My mind stopped working. And I 
don't know what to do now. Everything is finished. I understood that my father is no more. I don't have any 
other relatives. I don't know with whom I have to stay now. "I have cheated my father" this makes me feel 
more dejected. One week passed, still I can't control myself so I have decided to die" 
         Then after listening to her I took a decision to join her in a hostel. So that  she could study and serve 
people. I told her that she can ask his father to forgive her in serving the people. She agreed for that. She 
finally joined in a hostel and continued her studies. With her talent she became I.A.S and she started an 
organisation to serve people, especially women who are orphans. Many of the girls are studying with her help.  
             Have you seen how important parents role in our lives ? All those who are reading this, please obey 
your parents . We get unconditional love only with our parents. They are the only ones who feel happy when 
you get to a good position. So lets unitedly respect our parents. They give you more than they have. No one 
can fulfil that place in your hearts !
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VINOD AJMEERA 
12th Standard, 

Jawahar Navodaya Vidyalaya, 
 Kottayam, Kerala

Away from this overlapping shrieks  

and cancerous commotion, I breathe. 

I breathe, therefore I live. 

I fear, not because I don't know you  

but because I know you.  

Your touch, your fangs and  

your laugh, all I know. 

Little by little you enter me in disguise.  

And I am so me as I realise how much of  me is you. 

Yes, you are a hole in the sky,  

a scar on a fair maiden's face,  

a run, a jump and a heap of  litter. 

You know me, 

more than I'd ever know myself. 

therefore I breathe,  not in your valleys,  

but in those that are alien to both you and me.

You and Me
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Enjoying walking through the woods, 
Suddenly I heard a Voice 
On turning back, I was surprised 
Poachers were planning to kill animals. 

For their skin, need for mankind, 
Trees were being cut down and birds being killed. 
On returning home, thoughts in my mind 
are revolving around the world. 

How beautiful Mother Earth is 
Peaceful morning, colourful dawn. 
Higher waterfalls, deeper oceans.. 
Birds chirping, peacock dancing. 

Trees flush and sway gently, 
Smell of  Earth is pleasant on rainy 
And the Rain drops with melody 
Fills my heart with memories of  love and beauty. 

But unexpected thing is happening  
Man, that is we are threatening 
All the Earth’s beautiful existence 
Into a simple Art which remains on the wall. 

NATURE

CHILUMULA TEJASREE 
BZC I year 

TSWRAFPDC(W), Bhongir
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CHILUMULA TEJASREE 
BZC I year 

TSWRAFPDC(W), Bhongir

“Education is the most powerful weapon which you can use to change the 
world”   —  Nelson Mandela 

 Education is one thing no one can take away from you. It is easy to 
listen to such quotes every day but the real meaning will not be understood 
until we are educated. There is a lot of difference between literacy and 
Education. Whoever writes and reads will be literate but the total 
involvement and implementation by understanding the solution as well as 
problem will make one an educated person. A  person is considered to be 
educated if he develops his knowledge and skills in such a way which 
ultimately results in her/ his positive contribution to community. Acquiring 
knowledge and using it for the happiness and goodness of the society really 
makes a person educated rather than a literate. If you study up to degree or 
masters and work mechanically or for others’ sake, it will not provide you a 
satisfied life. Here, what I intent to share is that Education is “Total 
involvement of our thoughts and experiencing every moment of our life by 
learning” which means that a student must involve totally into a certain 
subject or discussion—analyse and experience the actual beauty of the 
subject. We can’t get knowledge by reading answers several times or by 
forcing our mind to read without any interest. Yes I accept that it may give 
you short-term pleasure or marks but It will not help in the future. But when 
you understand the topic or any other information peacefully by yourself, 
forming your own ideas and answers and enjoying every live class will help 
you definitely to develop a good personality, that leads you towards being 
an educated person. This is one of the ways to be educated person rather 
than a mechanical person. Being educated person also helps you to 
understand the difficult  situations to overcome peacefully. 

Education, A Simple Way to Learn
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What is meant by respecting women? 
Commenting ways: 
 Is this an attitude? 
 Where can I get it? 
 I will buy it and give it to women. 
Sympathetic Ways: 
 Is this is humanity? 
 Where should I express it? 
 I will post status on social media about respecting women 
Expectation Ways: 
 Is this a desire of a women? 
 When do they need it? 
 I will, if they beg me about treating women with respect 
Excitement Ways: 
 Is this a right of a women? 
 How will they get it? 
 I will follow amendments if it is her right 
Calculating Ways: 
 Is there any particular number? 
 How many of them want it? 
 I will give respect to that particular women. 
Respecting women is not: 
 Respecting them by buying and giving  
 Respecting them by women’s day posts 
 Respecting them by following amendments  
 Respecting them by knowing their achievements 
 Respecting them by calculations  

Respecting women is a position 
Every man and women have this position 
As the generation changes,  
Their position also changes  
Men’s position is constant  
Then, why is women’s position not constant? 
Only the women’s position changes all the time 
As generations change 
But still women bear 
They move with self-empowerment 
In this generation, gender doesn’t matter 
Everyone has a spirit to become greater  
Men and Women are human  
As a human, we need to respect women 
Treat them at least like a human! RE
SP
EC
TI
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G
 W
O
M
EN

DIVYA RANAMATHI 
MPC III year 

TSWRDC, Nizamabad
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B.SRUJANA 
B.Com I year 

TSWRDC(W), Vikarabad
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For the Issue October 2021, 
send in your entries to before 

September 31st to : 
sandhyadeepthi.k@gmail.com

Coming Soon

October 2021

Telescope Issue 5

THE TELESCOPE ISSUE 4, JUNE 2021 TSWRDCW, NIZAMABAD 

Follow us: 
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Anaganaga Oka Bhavam by Sada Panga
Neeli Swapnaalu by Sathvika Dyagali

Forthcoming Books from TSWRDC, Nizamabad: 
Pichuka Praasalu by Renuka. E
Zara Neetho Maatladaala by Nandini. K
Munuchupu Muthyaalu by Akhila & Supraja
Iruku Sanduku by Renuka. E
Crime Stories by Madhuri. P
Haiku Poetry by Sathvika. D

Straight from the Schools: 
The Entrenched Emotions by Shravan Kumar. L
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