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PREFIXES
In e‑m‑ä‑n³ ̀ ‑m‑j‑b‑nÂ not‑ F‑¶ AÀ‑
°‑̄ ‑n‑e‑p‑w in D‑]‑t‑b‑m‑K‑n‑¡‑m‑d‑p‑ï‑v. 
Ig‑, il, im, ir F‑¶‑n‑hb‑p‑w C‑t‑X 
AÀ‑°‑̄ ‑nÂ D‑]‑t‑b‑m‑K‑n‑¡‑p‑w.
incapable: I‑g‑n‑h‑nÃ‑m‑̄ ‑, A‑i‑
àa‑m‑b
incurable: t‑̀ ‑Z‑a‑m‑h‑m‑̄
incorrect: s‑Xä‑m‑b
inconvenience: A‑k‑u‑Ic‑y‑w
inadvertent: A‑{‑i‑²‑a‑m‑b‑, a‑\‑

‑̧qÀ‑Æ‑aÃ‑m‑̄

ignoble: a‑m‑\‑y‑aÃ‑m‑̄
Illogical: b‑p‑à‑n‑c‑l‑n‑Xa‑mb

Illegitimate: \‑n‑b‑a‑m‑\‑p‑k‑r‑X‑aÃ‑m‑̄
Illiterate: \‑n‑c‑£‑c³
Immoral: A‑[‑m‑À‑½‑n‑I‑w
Irregular: {‑I‑a‑c‑l‑n‑Xa‑m‑b
Irrational: b‑p‑à‑n‑l‑o‑\a‑mb

Infra e‑m‑ä‑n‑\‑nÂ between (C‑S‑b‑nÂ‑)
X‑m‑s‑g (under) F‑¶‑o AÀ‑°‑§‑f‑nÂ 
D‑]‑t‑b‑m‑K‑n‑¡‑p‑¶ h‑m¡‑v.

X
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Infrastructure: A‑Sn‑Øm\ k‑w‑h‑n‑
[‑m‑\‑w
Infrasonic: t‑IÄ‑¡mhp¶‑X‑n‑t‑\‑
¡‑mÄ I‑p‑d‑ª B‑h‑r‑̄ ‑n‑b‑p‑Å 
i‑Ð‑w
Infrared: N‑p‑h‑̧ ‑n‑\‑p X‑m‑s‑g I‑m‑W‑m³ 
]‑ä‑m‑̄  \‑nd‑w
Infrahuman: a‑\‑p‑j‑yK‑p‑W‑a‑nÃ‑m‑̄

inter C‑S‑b‑nÂ (between) 
F‑¶À‑°‑a‑p‑Å e‑m‑ä‑n³ D‑]‑kÀK‑w.
interact: k‑¼À‑¡‑w ]‑p‑eÀ‑̄ ‑p‑I‑, 
C‑S‑]‑g‑I‑p‑I
Interview: A‑̀ ‑n‑a‑p‑J‑w
Interrupt: C‑S‑s‑]S‑p‑I
Interctiy: \‑K‑c‑§Ä‑¡‑n‑S‑b‑nÂ b‑m‑{‑X 
s‑N‑¿‑p‑¶
Inter marriage: a‑n‑{‑i h‑n‑h‑m‑l‑w
Intercontinental: ̀ ‑q‑J‑Þ‑§Ä X‑½‑n‑

e‑p‑Å
International: t‑Z‑i‑m‑́ ‑c‑o‑b‑w
Intercept: X‑S‑b‑p‑I‑, ]‑n‑S‑n‑I‑qS‑p‑I
Intercession: a‑[‑y‑Ø‑X h‑l‑n‑¡Â

Intra B‑́ c‑w/ A‑I‑̄ ‑v (within) 
F‑¶À‑°‑a‑p‑Å e‑m‑ä‑n³ D‑]‑kÀK‑w.

Intra abdominal: h‑b‑d‑n‑\I‑̄ ‑v Ø‑n‑
X‑ns‑N‑¿‑p‑¶ 
Intracardiac: l‑r‑Z‑b‑̄ ‑n‑\I‑̄ ‑v Ø‑n‑
X‑ns‑N‑¿‑p‑¶
Intraurban: \‑K‑c‑̄ ‑n‑\‑I‑̄ ‑p‑Å
Intra venous: \‑m‑U‑n‑b‑n‑t‑et‑¡‑m R‑c‑
¼‑n‑t‑et‑¡‑m {‑]‑t‑b‑m‑K‑n‑¡‑p‑¶
Intrapersonal: H‑c‑m‑f‑p‑s‑S D‑Å‑n‑e‑p‑Å‑, 
a‑\‑Ê‑n‑e‑p‑Å
intrapreneur: H‑c‑p Ø‑m‑]‑\‑̄ ‑n‑\I‑

‑̄v a‑m‑ä‑§Ä s‑I‑m‑ï‑p‑h‑c‑m³ \‑n‑b‑
a‑n‑¡‑s‑̧ ‑« D‑t‑Z‑y‑m‑K‑Ø³
�
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One day long ago in India, 
a hunter came to a big 

tree.  This tree was so big that 
its branches turned back down 
and went right into the ground 
again.  Then new baby trees 
would grow up from those very 
spots. Have you ever seen such 
a thing? Trees that do that are 
called “banyan” trees.

“Ah!” said the hunter when 
he saw that big banyan tree. 
“That looks just right for my 
net.  I will catch a lot of birds 

today.”
The hunter threw his net over 

the tree.  The strings in the net 
sank down into the branches.  
You could not see the net any 
more. Then the clever hunter 
put grains of rice all over the 
leaves.  The grains of rice were 
easy to see, even from far away.

 “Ah!” said the hunter when he 
saw that big banyan tree.  “That 
tree is just right for my net.”

 Just then, White Wing, king of 
the doves, was flying overhead 
with all of his doves flying behind 
him.  He saw that banyan tree 
below. “Wow!” said White Wing, 
spinning around. “This must be 
our lucky day! Look at all the 
rice on that tree.”

White Wing flew down to the 
banyan tree.  The doves spun 
around behind him and followed 
him to the tree, too.  But oh no! 
As soon as they all landed on 
the tree, each one was trapped 
in the net!

Someone was glad to see this.  
“Well, well!” said the hunter. 

story White 
Wing
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Look at all these doves! I will 
have myself a fine dinner.”

Seeing him, the doves cried 
out, “It is over for us!”

 As soon as they landed, each 
one was trapped in the net.

 “Wait, wait!” said White Wing.  
“There is a way for us to get 
free.  But we must act together.”

“What can we do?” cried a 
dove.  “The hunter is almost 
here!”

“Alone, none of us can lift this 
net,” said White Wing.  “It’s too 
big and heavy.”

“We know, we know!” cried 
the doves.

“But if we all fly up together 
at the same time,” said White 
Wing, “we can lift this net.

We will fly it to the city, past 
these woods.  I know a mouse 
who lives there. He is a dear 
friend, and I am sure he will 
help free us by chewing through 
the net.”

 “If we all fly up together at the 
same time,  said White Wing, 
we can lift this net.”

 “Look, the hunter!” cried a 
dove.

“Everyone,” yelled White 
Wing.  “Now!” At once, all of 
the doves flew up.  Together, 
they lifted the net right up out 
of the banyan tree.  

The hunter could not believe 
his eyes.  All the birds he was 
going to have at dinner were 
flying up high into the sky – and 

they were taking 
his net with them!

White Wing 
and the doves 
flew with the net 
over the woods 
and to the city.  
There, White 
Wing found his 
friend the mouse, 
and the mouse 
freed them, one 
and all.
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