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Foreword
rowing up in Kolkata, my parents used to take my brother Rama and I to visit family in South India.
Sometimes we would visit my great-uncle’s village on the banks of the Cauvery river which ﬂows
through Tamil Nadu. His youngest son – and therefore my uncle – who was more an older cousin
by age, was both hearing and speech impaired. The ﬁrst time Rama and I met him, we were at a
loss on how to communicate, a little embarrassed and may even have tried to avoid his company.
But Uppuli, as he was affectionately known, would have none of it. With his bright eyes and hand
gestures he would engage us in long conversations, which would often end in peals of laughter.
No words needed to be said. We communicated at a level beyond that which words could convey.
Uppuli would wake us up very early in the morning and take us to the ﬁelds to pick and eat fresh
cucumbers with a pinch of salt for our breakfast. We would then go swim in the river, which
was just a small stream before the water was released from the dam upstream. He would drive
a bullock cart around those village roads as if it was Formula 1 circuit. There was not a thing
about the village and village life he did not know, no problem in the home he could not ﬁx. His
inquisitive bright eyes, smiling face and zest for life were unbelievable. For Rama and me, those
were magical days and we were always sorry to leave.
But this was in the 1950s. Uppuli’s disabilities precluded him from being admitted to any school or
get a job beyond tending to the home and his parents. He never showed any resentment against
what fate had bestowed on him. He was always upbeat, curious to know everything, leaving no
doubt in my mind that Uppuli was capable of much more. At that time in India it was not to be. But
in the India of today we have to ﬁnd each and every way to assimilate the disabled – I too prefer
differently-abled – to be part of, and indeed, active contributors to the community.
I am therefore particularly pleased that AIF's William J. Clinton Fellowship Class of 2013-14 is
presenting these moving and uplifting stories of inclusion of the differently-abled in society.
Angela, Coco, Meghana, and Gaytri are to be congratulated for putting this compilation together
to share with you. The problems that arise for the differently-abled, especially when they are
young, start with non acceptance by other young people.
During those few summers on the banks of the Cauvery, Uppuli taught me to include him in my
life and enrich it in the process.

Sridar Iyengar

Chair of the William J. Clinton Fellowship for Service in India
American India Foundation

ckSf¼d fodykaxrk D;k gS\
ckSf¼d fodykaxrk vDlj fnekx ij vlj djrh gSA ,sls cPpksa
dks i<+us esa vkSj fu.kZ; ysus esa T;knk le; yxrk gSA dHkh&dHkh
mudks leL;kvksa dks lqy>kus esa nwljksa dh enn dh t#jr iM+rh gSA
og i<+us esa l{ke vkSj cqf¼eku gksrs gSaA cl] og vyx j¶+rkj ls
lh[krs gSaA
What is an intellectual disability?

Intellectual disabilities affect your brain. Children with
intellectual disabilities need more time to learn, more time to
make decisions and sometimes need help solving problems.
They are capable of learning and smart, they just learn at a
different pace.

lk{kh dh dgkuh

Shakshi’s Story

lk{kh vkB lky dh gSA og eqEcbZ ds ,d Ldwy esa i<+rh gSA og
cqf¼eku gS vkSj gj ijh{kk esa vPNs vadksa ls lQy gksrh gSA

Shakshi is eight years old. She goes to school in Mumbai.
She is very smart and gets good grades!

lk{kh ds ?kj ds ikl ,d ljdkjh Ldwy gS] ij lk{kh ftl Ldwy tkrh
gS og cgqr nwj gSA ogk¡ ig¡qpus esa mls ,d ?kaVk yxrk gSA

There is a government school next to Shakshi’s house. But,
Shakshi has to go to a school very far away. It takes one
hour to get there!

lk{kh dk Ldwy dsoy mu cPpksa ds fy, gS tks fodykax gSaA lk{kh ds
lHkh lg;ksxh Nk= fodykax gSa] ij og lHkh [ksy&dwn] dyk] xkus
vkfn dbZ phtksa esa fuiq.k gSaA Ldwy esa l{kh ds cgqr lkjs nksLr gSaA

Shakshi’s school is only for kids with disabilities. All of
Shaskhi’s classmates have a disability. Her classmates are
good at many things – playing, drawing, singing, jumping…
Shakshi has many friends at her school.

lk{kh dks ckSf¼d fodykaxrk gS] ftlls mldh cqf¼ FkksM+h vyx rjg
ls dke djrh gSA bl dkj.k lk{kh dks t#jr gS fd yksx mlls vyx
rjg ls ckr djsa ;k ckr dks nksgjk,aA

Shakshi has an intellectual disability. This means her brain
works a little bit differently. Since her brain is a little bit
different, sometimes Shakshi needs people to talk to her in
a different way, or needs things to be repeated.

lk{kh ml ljdkjh Ldwy esa tkuk pkgrh gS ftl esa mlds iM+ksl ds
lkjs cPps tkrs gSaA lk{kh us vius Vhpj ls dgk] ßeSa vyx Ldwy
esa D;ksa tkrh gw¡\ esjs iM+ksl ds lkjs cPps rks esjs ?kj ds ikl okys
Ldwy esa tkrs gSaA eq>s Hkh mlh Ldwy esa tkuk gSAÞ ,d fnu lk{kh
dh Vhpj us ljdkjh Ldwy esa Qksu fd;k] ßvPNh [kcj gS lk{kh rqe
ljdkjh Ldwy dk nkSjk dj ldrh gksAÞ

Shakshi wishes she could go to the government school next
to her house. All of the children from her neighborhood go
there. “Why do I attend a separate school? All the other kids
in my neighborhood attend the school next to my house. I
want to go to that school,” Shakshi often says to her teacher.
One day, Shakshi’s teacher called the government school.
“Good news Shakshi! You can visit the government school.”

vxys gh fnu l{kh ljdkjh Ldwy tkrh gSA mlds iM+ksl ds cPps
us dgk ßvkvks esjs ikl cSBks!Þ nksuksa us ,d lkFk lk{kh dh ilanhnk
fdrkc i<+hA

The next day, Shakshi went to the government school. Her
neighbor said to Shakshi, “Come sit next to me!” In class,
they read one of Shakshi’s favorite books.

tSls gh fdrkc [kRe gqbZ] ljdkjh Ldwy dh Vhpj us dqN iz'u iwNsA
lk{kh dks dksbZ Hkh iz'u le> esa ugha vk;kA lk{kh dh fo'ks"k Ldwy dh
Vhpj lHkh iz'uksa dks cksMZ ij fy[krh Fkh rkfd l{kh mudks ckj&ckj
i<+ ldsA lk{kh us viuk gkFk mBk;k vkSj dgk ßeSMe D;k vki iz'uksa
dks fy[k ldrh gSa\Þ

When they finished the book, the government school teacher
asked questions. Shakshi didn’t understand the questions.
Her teacher at the Special School would write the questions
on the board so that Shakshi could read them several times.
Shakshi raised her hand. “Can you write the questions down,
Ma’am?”

fQj Vhpj us iz'uksa dks cksMZ ij fy[kk] l{kh us mls ,d--- nks--- rhu
ckj i<+k vkSj mls le> esa vk x;kA ßD;k rqEgsa bldk mÙkj irk
gS lk{kh\Þ Vhpj us iwNkA lk{kh us lkjs iz'uksa dk lgh&lgh mÙkj ns
fn;kA d{kk ds ckn ljdkjh Ldwy dh Vhpj us dgk ß;g vk'p;Z dh
ckr gS fd rqe bl fdrkc dks fo'ks"k Ldwy esa i<+rh gksA dy fQj
vkukAÞ

The teacher wrote the questions on the board. Shakshi
read them once… twice… three times. Then she understood.
“Do you know the answer, Shakshi?” asked the teacher.
Shakshi answered all the questions correctly. After class, the
government school teacher said, “I am surprised that you
read this book in the Special School. Come back tomorrow!”

lk{kh vxys fnu fQj xbZ------ vkSj mlds vxys fnu fQjA ljdkjh
Ldwy dh Vhpj us le>k fd l{kh Hkh mlh d{kk esa i<+ ldrh gS tgka
iM+ksl ds cPps i<+rs gSaA cl] i<+kus esa dqN lq/kkj djus dh t#jr
gSA vc og lkjs iz'u cksMZ ij fy[krh gSA lk{kh vc gj fnu ljdkjh
Ldwy tkrh gSA og ijh{kk esa vPNs vad ykrh gS] vkSj mlds cgqr
lkjs nksLr gSaA mldks vU; cPpksa ds lkFk jguk vPNk yxrk gSA lk{kh
ds ekrk&firk [kq'k gSa fd lk{kh Hkh mlh Ldwy esa tk jgh gS tgk¡ vU;
cPps tkrs gSaA lk{kh dh fodykaxrk ,d cgqr NksVk dkj.k gS tks mls
fo'ks"k cukrk gSA og Hkh ,d cPph gS] fcYdqy rqEgkjh rjgA

Shakshi went back the next day……and then the next!
The government school teacher discovered that Shakshi
could learn in the same classroom as all of the kids in the
neighborhood, with some small changes. Now, she writes
all of her questions on the board. Now, Shakshi attends the
government school. She gets good marks and has many
friends. She enjoys being with the other kids. Shakshi’s
parents are happy she attends a mainstream school. Shakshi’s
disability is just one small part of what makes her special.
She is a kid too, just like you.

'kkjhfjd fodykaxrk D;k gS\
'kkjhfjd #i ls fodykax O;fDr FkksM+h vyx rjg ls pyrs gSaA bldk
eryc gS fd dHkh&dHkh muds 'kjhj dk dksbZ vax dke ugha djrk] ;k
fQj muds 'kjhj dh ekalisf'k;ka vyx rjg ls dke djrh gSaA ,sls yksx
dHkh&dHkh pyus ds fy;s Oghyps;j ;k cSlk[kh tSls lk/kuksa dk bLrseky
djrs gSaA
What is a physical disability?

A person with a physical disability moves differently. Sometimes
this means they are missing parts of their body, or that the muscles
of their body function differently. Sometimes these people use
wheelchairs, crutches or other tools to help their movement.

lat; dh dgkuh
Sanjay’s Story

;g lat; gS og xqtjkr ds ,d xk¡o esa jgrk gSA xk¡o ds lHkh yM+dksa
dks fØdsV vkSj ckgj [ksyuk vPNk yxrk gSA lat; dks Hkh ;g lc
ilan gSA

This is Sanjay. He lives in a village in Gujarat. All the boys
in the village like cricket and playing outside. Sanjay likes
those things too.

lat; ds xk¡o ds lHkh cPps [kkl gSaA dksbZ yEck gS] dksbZ NksVk gS rks
dksbZ iryk gS] fdlh ds yEcs cky rks fdlh ds NksVs cky gSaA lat;
Hkh lcls vyx gSA tUe ls gh mldh nksuksa ck¡gsa ugha gSaA

All kids in Sanjay’s village are unique. Some are tall, some
are short, some are fat, some are thin, some have short hair,
and some have long hair. Sanjay was also born different. He
was born without arms.

lat; ds ekrk&firk us mls dHkh Hkh Ldwy ugha tkus fn;kA tc lat;
NksVk Fkk rks mldh ek¡ ges'kk dgrh ß?kj esa jgksÞA lat; us cpiu
ls gh ik¡o ls iSafly idM+ dj fy[kuk lh[kkA mls fdlh dqN us ugha
fl[kk;k] mlus lc dqN Loa; gh lh[kkA 'kq#&'kq# esa rks mldh fy[kkbZ
VwVh&QwVh vkSj [kjkc Fkh] ysfdu vc og vius xk¡o ds dbZ yksxksa ls
vPNk fy[k ldrk gSA
Sanjay’s parents never let him to go to school. “Stay inside!”
said his mother. When he was little, Sanjay learned to hold
pencil and write with his feet. No one taught him. He taught
himself. At first, Sanjay’s writing was crooked and large. Now
he can write better than many people in his village.

,d fnu lat; dk nksLr nhid mlds ?kj vk;k vkSj dgk ßpyks gekjs
lkFk fØdsV [ksyusAÞ gkykafd] lat; cYyk ugha idM+ ldrk Fkk]
ysfdu lat; vPNk nkSM+ ldrk FkkA og dHkh&dHkh dqN /khes Hkkxus
okys cPpksa ds fy, nkSM+rk] ftlls lat; us vius Vhe ds fy, cgqr
ls ju cuk;sA

One day, Sanjay’s friend Deepak poked his face into Sanjay’s
house. “Come play cricket with us Sanjay!” Although Sanjay
couldn’t hold the bat, he was an excellent runner and often
ran for the slower kids, earning more runs for the team.

ßdk'k rqe gekjs lkFk Ldwy vk ikrsÞ nhid us lat; ls ?kj ykSVrs
gq, dgkA ßeSa Hkh ;gh pkgrk gw¡] lat; us dgkA ßD;ksa u rqe pqids
ls vkus dh dksf'k'k djks\Þ nhid us dgkA blds fy, lat; rS;kj
gks x;kA nksuksa us vxyh lqcg pqids ls ?kj ls fudyus dh ;kstuk
cukbZA vius nksLr lat; dks Ldwy vkrs ns[k lHkh cPps cgqr [kq'k
gq,A

“I wish you could come to school with us,” Deepak told
Sanjay as they walked back home. “Me too,” said Sanjay.
“Why don’t you sneak out and try?” said Deepak. Sanjay
agreed, and they formed a plan to sneak him out of the
house the next morning. All the kids cheered when their
friend Sanjay met them the next morning to walk to school.

Vhpj us lat; dks d{kk esa ns[kk vkSj psgjk cukrs gq, dgk ßlat;
rqe ;gk¡ ugha i<+ ldrs D;ksafd uk rwe fy[k ikrs gks vkSj uk gh rqe
fdrkc ds iUus iyV ldrs gksA rqe [kkuk dSls [kkvksxs\Þ ysfdu
lat; ogk¡ ls ugha mBk vkSj dgk ßeq>s dksf'k'k rks djus nhft,AÞ
lHkh cPpksa us Hkh ,d Loj esa dgk] ßbls dksf'k'k djus nhft,AÞ
Vhpj us fQj psgjk cukrs gq, dgk] ßrqEgkjs ikl ,d fnu dk le;
gSAÞ lat; nhid ds lkFk cSBk vkSj nhid us lat; dh fdrkc ds
iUus cnysA tc fy[kus dk le; vk;k rc lat; tÛehu ij cSBk
vkSj ik¡o ls fy[kus yxkA Vhpj ;g ns[k dj vk'p;Zpfdr gks x;kA
lat; us Hkh ikB mrus gh le; esa iwjk fd;k] ftrus esa vU; cPpksa
us fd;kA
When the teacher came and saw Sanjay in the classroom, he
frowned. “Sanjay, you can’t learn here. You won’t be able to
write or turn the pages of the book. How will you eat lunch?”
Sanjay didn’t get up. “Let me try”, he said. “Let him try!” the
rest of the kids echoed. The teacher frowned. “You have
one day,” he said. Sanjay sat next to Deepak. Deepak turned
the pages of Sanjay’s book. When it was time for Sanjay to
write, he sat on the floor next to his desk to write with his
feet. His teacher was shocked and watched Sanjay complete
the lesson in the same amount of time as the other kids.

mlh 'kke Vhpj lat; ds lkFk mlds ?kj x;s vkSj mlds ekr&firk ls
feys tks mlds Ldwy tkus ij cgqr ukjktÛ FksA Vhpj us mUgsa le>k;k
fd dqN cnyko djus ls lat; Hkh ljyrk ls lh[k ldrk gSA tSls
lat; dks tÛehu ij cSBus nsuk vkfnA ßlat; i<+kbZ esa vPNk gS vkSj
cqf¼eku Hkh gSA og gj fnu Ldwy vk ldrk gS]Þ Vhpj us dgkA
igys rks lat; ds ekrk&firk lat; dks ysdj cgqr 'kfeZank gq;s] fQj
mldh cM+kbZ lqu dj mUgsa ,glkl gqvk fd og Hkh vU; yM+dksa dh
rjg lh[k ldrk gSA
That evening, the teacher walked back home with Sanjay.
He spoke with Sanjay’s parents, who were angry that Sanjay
went to school. He told them that with a few changes, such
as letting Sanjay sit on the floor, it was very easy for Sanjay
to learn at school. “Sanjay is welcome to come to school
every day,” said the teacher. “He’s smart!” Sanjay’s parents
were embarrassed by Sanjay. However, hearing this teacher
speak about Sanjay’s intelligence made them realize that
Sanjay could learn with the other children.

ml fnu ls lat; lqcg tYnh mBrk vkSj igkM+h ls mrjdj Ldwy
i<+us tkrk] fcYdqy vU; cPpksa dh rjgA

From that day, Sanjay woke up early and walked down the
hill to school to learn, just like everyone else.

fLdtÛksÝsfuvk D;k gS\
fLdtÛksÝsfuvk ,d rjg dh ekufld fodykaxrk gSA fLdtÛksÝsfuvk ls
izHkkfor yksx mu phtksa dks ns[k ldrs gSa] lqu ldrs gSa o eglwl dj
ldrs gSa ftUgsa vU; yksx ns[k] lqu o eglwl ugha dj ldrsA bls
Hkze dgrs gSaA ;g yksx ,slk O;ogkj djrs gSa ftls nwljs yksx ugha
le> ikrsA jkf= Hk; ;k cgqr Mjkous Hkze ds dkj.k] fLdtÛksÝsfuvk
ls izHkkfor yksxksa dks lksus esa ijs'kkuh gksrh gSA

What is schizophrenia?

Schizophrenia is a type of mental disability. People with
schizophrenia see things that nobody else can see, hear
things that nobody else can hear, feel things that nobody
else can feel and smell things that nobody else can smell.
These are called hallucinations, and can cause people to act
in ways you don’t understand. People with schizophrenia
also have trouble sleeping, partially due to “night terrors” or
intense, scary hallucinations.

Hkkfodk dh dgkuh
Bhavika’s Story

Hkkfodk ckjgoha d{kk esa gSA og dksydkrk ds ,d futh Ldwy esa
i<+rh gSA Hkkfodk dks 'kq# ls v[kckj i<+uk cgqr vPNk yxrk gSA
og i=dkj cuus ds fy, dkWyst tkuk pkgrh gSA
Bhavika is in 12th standard. She attends a private school in
Kolkata. Bhavika has always loved to read the newspaper.
She wants to go to college to be a journalist.

,d fnu Hkkfodk vius nksLrksa ds lkFk jkr dk [kkuk [kkus ckgj xbZA
rHkh jkLrs esa ,d Vksih iguk gqvk vkneh mlls ckr djus ds fy,
#dkA Hkkfodk us iwNk ßD;k pkfg, vkidks\Þ rHkh Hkkfodk ds nksLrksa
us rkTtqc ls mldh vksj ns[kk vkSj iwNk ßfdlls ckr dj jgh gks\Þ
Hkkfodk us ihNs eqM+dj ns[kk rks og vkneh tk pqdk FkkA

One day, Bhavika was eating dinner out with her friends. A
man with a hat stopped to talk to her on the street. “What
do you want?” Bhavika said. Bhavika’s friends all looked at
her with bewilderment. “Who are you talking to?” they said.
Bhavika looked back and the man was gone.

vxys dqN eghuksa esa vkSj cgqr yksxksa us Hkkfodk ls ckr dhA ij
Hkkfodk ds vkl&ikl ds yksx mu yksxksa dks ugha ns[k ikrs FksA Hkkfodk
us fiadh uke dh ubZ lgsyh cukbZ] ftls dksbZ vkSj ugha ns[k ikrk
FkkA ßfiadh lpeqp esjs vkl&ikl gS]Þ ,slk Hkkfodk us vius nksLrksa
ls dgkA mlus viuh ek¡ dks tksj nsrs gq, dgk ßfiadh ls pesyh ds
Qwyksa tSlh [kq'kcq vkrh gSAÞ ;g lqudj Hkkfodk dh ek¡ gSjku gqbZ
vkSj dgk ß;gka rks dkbZ ugha gS HkkfodkAÞ

Over the next couple of months, more and more people
talked to Bhavika. Nobody else could see these people.
Bhavika made a new friend named Pinky, but nobody could
see her. “Pinky is real,” Bhavika told her friends. “She smells
like jasmine,” she insisted to her mother, who was confused
when Bhavika spoke with Pinky at dinner. “There’s nobody
here, Bhavika,” she said.

Hkkfodk dh ek¡ vkSj nksLrksa us lkspk fd Hkkfodk ij fdlh Hkwr&izrs dk
lk;k gSA Hkkfodk ds Ldwy ds fizfa liy us mlds ekrk&firk ls lEidZ fd;k
vkSj dgk ßHkkfodk vthc <ax ls O;ogkj dj jgh gSAÞ Hkkfodk dh ek¡
mls vLirky ys xbZ tgka MkDVj us crk;k Hkkfodk dks [kafMr ekufldrk
(fLdtÛkÝ
s fs uvk) tks fd ,d izdkj dh ekufld chekjh gSA MkWDVj us
crk;k ßdHkh&dHkkj dqN yksx] [kkl dj ;qok oxZ dqN ,slh phtsa ns[krs gSa
tks okLrfodrk esa ugha gksrhaA og gj ckj ubZ&ubZ ckrsa lksprs gSAa vDlj
,sls yksxksa dks /;kuiwod
Z dksbZ Hkh dke djus esa eqf'dy gksrh gSAÞ

Bhavika’s mother and friends thought she was possessed by a
demon. Her principal contacted her mother. “Bhavika is acting
strange,” he said. Bhavika’s mother took her to the hospital. The
doctor told Bhavika and her mother that Bhavika has developed
schizophrenia. “Sometimes people, especially young people,
start seeing things that are not there. They think in new ways
all the time. Sometimes it is hard for people with schizophrenia
to concentrate.”

Hkkfodk ds ifjokj okys mlds fizalhiy ls feys] ßHkkfodk dks Ldwy
NksM+ nsuk pkfg,A mls fdlh fo'ks"k Ldwy esa tkuk pkfg, ;k fQj mls
ukSdjh <w¡< ysuh pkfg,]Þ ,slk fizalhiy us dgkA Hkkfodk dks bl ckr
dk cgqr nq[k gqvkA og Ldwy tkuk pkgrh Fkh vkSj vkxs dh i<+kbZ
iwjh djds i=dkj cuuk pkgrh FkhA Hkkfodk ds ifjokj okys MkWDVj
dk fy[kk izek.k lkFk ys x;s Fks] ysfdu fizalhiy dks fQj Hkh Mj Fkk
fd Hkkfodk ij Hkwr&izsr dk lk;k gSA
Bhavika’s family met with the principal. “Bhavika should
drop out of school and attend a special school or get a job,”
he said. Bhavika was devastated. She had to go to school, to
graduate and become a journalist! The principal was afraid
that she was possessed by demons, despite the fact that
Bhavika and her family brought the doctor’s note.

Hkkfodk ds ifjokj okys fo'ks"k Ldwy x,] tgk¡ og uhrk uke dh
Vhpj ls feys tks fLdtÛksÝsfuvk ls izHkkfor FkhA ßeSa dHkh i=dkj ugha
cu ikÅ¡xh]Þ Hkkfodk us uhrk ls dgkA uhrk us Hkkfodk dks lkgl ca/
kkrs gq, dgk ßrqe fcYdqy Bhd gks tkvksxhA rqe ;ksX; vkSj cqf¼eku
gksA eSa rqEgkjk leFkZu d#¡xh vkSj ljdkjh Ldwy esa /;kuiwoZd i<+kbZ
djus esa enn d#¡xhAÞ

Bhavika’s family went to the Special School. There, they met
Neeta, a teacher who lives with schizophrenia. “I’ll never be
a journalist now,” Bhavika told Neeta. “You are going to be
just fine,” Neeta told Bhavika. “You are just as smart and
capable as ever. I will help advocate for you and help you
learn to concentrate again at your government school!”

uhrk] Hkkfodk vkSj mlds ifjokj okyksa dks okfil ljdkjh Ldwy esa
ys xbZA fizalhiy us Hkkfodk dks Ldwy vkus dh vuqefr bl 'krZ ij
nh fd uhrk mldh enn djsxhA uhrk us Hkkfodk dks d{kk esa viuk
/;ku cuk;s j[kus esa enn dhA uhrk us Hkkfodk dh vU; Vhpjksa ls
ckr dh fd tc Hkh Hkkfodk vleatl eglwl djs og d{kk ls ckgj
tk ldsA
Neeta took Bhavika and her family back to the local government
school. The principal agreed to let Bhavika attend school again if
Neeta was there to help. Neeta helped Bhavika learn to concentrate
on the lessons in class. Neeta spoke with Bhavika’s teachers so
that Bhavika could leave the room if she felt overwhelmed.

Hkkfodk us ckjgoha d{kk ikl dj yh vkSj mls dksydkrk ds ,d
fo'o fo|ky; esa i=dkfjrk dh i<+kbZ djus ds fy, nkf[kyk fey
x;kA dHkh&dHkh fLdtÛksÝsfuvk dk izHkko mldh i<+kbZ ij iM+rk Fkk
ij T;knkrj og viuk /;ku dsfUår dj ikrhA uhrk ds fo'okl ds
dkj.k Hkkfodk vkt ,d mHkjrh gqbZ i=dkj gSA
Bhavika passed 12th standard and was accepted to study
journalism at a university in Kolkata. Sometimes her
hallucinations interrupted her studies, but often she was
able to concentrate and learn from the lesson. Because
Neeta believed in her, Bhavika is now a budding journalist!
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