
epi- ap-I-fnÂ, D-]cn, C-S-bnÂ, 
A-cn-InÂ F-s¶Ãmw AÀ-°w h-cp-¶ 
{Ko-¡v D-]-kÀ-Kw.  

e p i d e m i c:  ]-IÀ-¨-hym[n, FÃm-h-
scbpw _m-[n-¡p-¶

e p i cg r a m :  Kq-VmÀ-° {]-tbm-Kw, 
H-fnb¼v

e p i l og u e :  ̀ -c-X hm-Iyw, ]p-kv-X-I-̄ n-
sâ D-]-kw-lmcw

e p i p h or a :  \-\-ª I-®v
e p i s p e r m :  hn-̄ n-sâ ]p-dwsXm-en
e p i t a p h :  kv-am-c-I kv-Xw-̀ -̄ n-se Ip-

dn v̧

equi- k-aw, k-am-\w, Xp-eyw, (Equal) 
F-¶À-°-ap-Å em-än³ D-]-kÀKw. 

e q u i v a l e n t :  Xp-ey AÀ-°-ap-Å, ]-cym-
bw

e q u i v oca l :  c-ïÀ-°-ap-Å, c-ïp 
\n-e¡pwhym-Jym-\n-¡m-hp-¶

VII

'�T*��"��Q~�B�1P;

PREFIX
Isf-̧ -än-bp-Å 
hn-i-Zo-Ic-Ww 

Xp-S-cp¶p
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e q u i  d i s a t a n ce :  Xp-ey A-I-ew
e q u i p ot e n t i a l :  Xp-eyiàn/I-gn-hv D-Å
e q u i l a t e r a l :  k-a-̀ p-P

Euro- bq-tdm-̧ p-am-bn _-Ô-s -̧« F-¶À-
°-̄ nÂ D-]-tbm-Kn-¡p-¶ D-]-kÀ-Kw  

E u r oce n t r i c:  bqtdmtI-{µn-X-am-b, bq-tdm-
¸n-s\ tI-{µo-I-cn-̈ p-Å

e u r oce n t r i ci s m - bq-tdm-̧ n-sâ {]m-[-m\y-
¯nep-Å hn-izm-kw

e u r ocr a t :  bq-tdm-̧ n-\p th-ïn tPm-en sN-
¿p-¶ D-tZym-K-Ø³

e u r ocu r r e n cy :  bq-tdm-]y³ \mWbw
e u r ol a n d :  bq-tdm-]y³ bq-Wn-b-\n-se 

Aw-K-cmPyw
e u r os ce p t i c:  bq-tdm¸pw {_n-«\pw X-½nÂ 

A-Sp-̄  _-Ôw Øm-]n-¡p-¶Xn-s\ F-XnÀ-
¡p-¶ B-f-p-IÄ

e u r ov i s i on :  bq-tdm-]y³ cm-Py§-sf 
]-c-kv]-cw _-Ôn-̧ n-¡p-¶ Sn.hn s\-ä-v-hÀ-¡v

Ex- em-än³ D-]-kÀKw. F-´nÂ 
\n-t¶m, ap-¼s¯, H-gn-sI C-§-s\-
sbÃm-ap-Å AÀ-°-§-fpïv.  

e x h a l e :  D-Ñz-kn¡p-I
e x t ol :  {]-iw-kn-¡p-I, A-an-X-am-bn kv-

Xp-Xn¡p-I
e x ce e d :  I-hn-bp-I, A-an-X-am-hp-I, 

A-XnÀI-S¡p-I
e x h a u s t :  £o-Wn-¡p-I, sN-e-h-gn-¨p 

Xocp-I
e x h u m e :  i-hwtXm-ïp-I, ]-c-ky-am-¡p-I, 

DÂ-J-\-\w \-S¯p-I
e x p i r e :  Im-em-h-[n I-gn-bp-I
e x on e r a t e :  Ip-ähn-ap-à-am¡p-I
e x -  p r e s i d e n t :  ap³ {]-knUâ v
ex officio: D-tZym-Kw aq-ew
e x  g r a t i a :  Hu-Zm-cy-am-bn \Â-In-bXv
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A LITTLE FRIEND 
StoryThat was a bad day for our Mr. 

Lion King. During his chase to catch a 
rabbit he sprang into a small bush from 
where he came out not with the rabbit 
but with a large thorn in his palm. 

He cried for help. He tried his best 
to pull out the thorn. He shook his 
hand, tried to pull out the thorn with 
his mouth etc. but all his efforts was in 
vain. The thorn began to smile at Mr. 
Lion. 

Then he asked other animals for 
help. But they all feared the lion. So 
no animals came to help him. 

At last the lion approached the 
clever fox. The king asked, “Can you 

pull out the thorn please. I am suffering 
very much with pain." 

The fox said, “I am not very expert 
in this task. But I have a little friend 
who is very expert in this work. I will 
surely ask him to help you. But I have 
some demands." 

“What are your demands?" asked 
the king. 

“It is not just food or money Your 
Majesty! You should allow me to give 
you five kicks on your back!" the fox 
said. 
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The lion king asked with surprise 
and anger “Do you want to kick me? 
Don’t you know who I am?" 

“I know! I know! But it is not my 
need to remove thorn from your palm. 
If you don’t want I am going. Good 
Bye" said the fox. 

“Hey! Wait! Wait!" said the lion and 
he began to think for a moment “I am 
suffering with the pain of the thorn. It 
has to be pulled out. Let him kick me 
five times. I just want to remove the 
thorn. After taking the thorn I will eat 
up his little friend."  

The fox then began to kick the Lion 

King with his permission. One, two, 
three… like that. The fox called his 
little friend. 

There comes a little porcupine. He 
pulled out the thorn with great ease. 
The pain in the palm of the lion was 
reduced. But his mind became filled 
with anger, grief and disappointment. 
What to say! He was very much 
disappointed in thinking how he can 
take revenge for the five kicks he 
got from the fox. How can he eat the 
porcupine with thousands of quills? 
At last he had to bow down before the 
great intelligence of the clever fox. 

FRIENDS
Poem

How good to lie a little while
And look up through the tree!
The Sky is like a kind big smile
Bent sweetly over me.

The Sunshine flickers through the lace
Of leaves above my head,
And kisses me upon the face
Like Mother, before bed.

The Wind comes stealing o'er the grass
To whisper pretty things;
And though I cannot see him pass,
I feel his careful wings.

So many gentle Friends are near
Whom one can scarcely see,
A child should never feel a fear,
Wherever he may be.

Abbie Farwell Brown
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