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Disclaimer: 

 

Opinions expressed in articles and creative pieces published in this Journal are those of 

the authors and translators. They do not necessarily reflect the views of the members of 

the editorial, advisory or executive board. 

 

Disclaimer Copyright: 

 

All authors who submit their work for publication will abide by following provisions of 

the copyright transfer: 

 

1. The copyright of the creative work (hereafter it will be referred as the work) rests with 

 the authors however they are transferring the copyright to publish and use the 

 work for indexing and storing for public use with due reference to the published 

 matter in the name of concerned translators/authors. 

2. The authors reserve all proprietary rights such as patent rights and the right to use all or 

 part of their work in future. 

3. In the case of republication of the whole, part, or parts thereof, in periodicals or reprint 

 publications by a third party, written permission  must be obtained from the 

 Founders of MatruAkshar. 

4. The authors declare that the translation work being presented by them is their own 

 original work, and does not contain or include material  taken from other 

 copyrighted sources. 

5. Wherever such material has been included, it has been indented or/and identified by 

 quotation marks and due and proper acknowledgements  given by citing the source 

 at appropriate places. 

6. The final version of the translation they submit, is not substantially the same as any that 

 they had already published elsewhere. 

7. They declare that they have not sent the work or substantially the same as the 

 submitted one, for publication anywhere else. 
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8. Furthermore, the author may only post his/her version provided acknowledgement is 

 given to the original source of publication in this  journal and a link is inserted 

 wherever published. 

9. All contents, Parts, written matters, publications are under the copyright act taken by 

 MatruAkshar.  

10. Published work will be available for use by scholars and researchers. MatruAkshar is 

 not responsible in any type of claim on publication in the Journal. 
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Founders’ Voice 

 
Dear Readers, 

 

  Namaskar … !!!  

 
 We are very much delighted to begin a JOURNEY of a MatruAkshar  Journal on 

the waves of the Time towards infinity. The watermark picture of this draft is a Wheel of 

Sun Temple of Konarka, Odisha. It represents the initiation of the journey into the Time.  

It is great pleasure that the literature in Indian languages will be read by Global readers. The 

objective behind this multi-lingual journal is to spread the indigenous literature to all the 

corners of India and the globe as well.  

  Well said by Rita Mae Brown, 

 “Language is the road map of a culture. It tells you where its people come 

from and where they are going”.  

India being a multi-lingual nation, it has variety of the people are coming the journey 

of thousands of years with its multi-cultural aspects. Our journey of each language is very 

long and having the deep roots in philosophy. Indian people have undergone multi-lingual 

journey throughout his life as the languages are mostly inter-mingled. The Nobel Laureate 

Nelson Mandela has rightly pointed out that – 

“If you talk to a man in a language he understands, that goes to his head. If 

you talk to you in his own language, that goes to his heart.” 

So, the significance of translation is underlined in his viewpoint. Translation has the 

magic to reach the hearts beyond the language barrier. It helps the avid readers get aesthetic 

pleasure through all sources of literature beyond their mother tongue.  

MatruAkshar Journal invites all genres of creative literature – Poetry, Short Story, 

Fiction, Non-fiction, Essay, Memoir and Research as well. In this Inaugural Issue, we have 

submissions from Bengali, Hindi, Marathi, Oriya, Sindhi and Tamil language. It provides 

one more opportunity of reading the translation of the Regional Classics for the global 

readers. In this Issue, we have translation of The Canto II of the Marathi Epic Debdoot, 

the Angel by Sudhakar Gaidhani.  

The journal is subscription-based quarterly. The subscription rates are moderate in 

order to be affordable to the common readers. The Editorial Board for each language 
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consists of the Eminent Writers, Editors, Experts in their respective language areas and 

enthusiastic lovers of Indian ethos, culture and philosophy. 

They have worked very efficiently to reach the writers, to extract the submissions 

and to edit and proofread it minutely.  

  MatruAkshar Journal intends to provide a platform for the grassroot level research 

in language studies. It wishes to sensitize the research in preservation of the languages 

which are on the verge of extinction, to encourage the native speakers of those languages 

for expression of their emotions in their own language, dialect or register. A Chair for the 

particular study will be established in future.  

We, the Executive Board and all the respective Language Editorial Boards hereby 

request you to be part of MatruAkshar Journal and help to carry forward this Chariot of 

Jagannatha of Languages to reach all corners of the Globe.      

As the literature plays a vital role in moulding the society and vice-versa, we invite 

you to the journey saying:  

 

 “Let’s join our hands together to enlighten the masses through Literature 

 that soothes, consoles, illuminates the souls, and assists them in building 

 beautiful future through their wonderful imagination…” 

 

  Waiting in anticipation, 

   

  Tejaswini Patil, Ph. D. and Orbindu Ganga 

  Co-founders,  

  Aditi Barve, 

  Executive Board Member, 

  MatruAkshar Journal,  

  International Journal of Indian Languages for  

 Creative Literature, Translation and Research. 
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এয়ারলিফ্‌ট:্‌শ্যামি ভট্টাচার্য 

 

চারদিকে ঘূদণির মতন বরকের গুঁকিা উদিকে দচতা হেদিেপ্টার ি’ুটি আোকে উিকতই োরাকোরাম 

িঙ্ঘন েকর প্রথম সূর্িদেরণ সুকবিার হমজর বাোিরু দসিংকের পাথরেঠিন হচোরাকে আকিাদেত েকর 

অজাকেই। েকরাোর্ি  হবস েমান্ডার, অযার্জকুেন্ট ও উপদিত সসদনেরা পা ঠুকে রাউণ্ড সযািুে জানাে। 

অসিংখ্য সুুঁইকের মতন বরকের েণারা ওকির গাি ও নাে দবদ্ধ েরকে। েরীকরর এই ি’ুটি অিংেই 

শুধু আপাতত অসোে। এখ্ন তাপমান মাইনাস চদিকের হথকেও দনকচ হনকম হগকে। িেদমদনে আকগই 

অকিাে হিকখ্কে মাইনাস ঊনচদিে দর্দি। দেন্তু দনজস্ব অদিজ্ঞতা হথকে জাকন হরাি ওঠার সকে সকে 

আোকে হমঘ না থােকি এখ্াকন তাপমান এে িাকে এে দর্দি হনকম র্াে।     

অনযসমে দনকজর অজাকেই হেদসোর-োিস সে সবার োত উকঠ আসকতা নাে ও গাকি। বারবার 

উকঠ আসকতা। এখু্দন েেকতা আবার উকঠ আসকব। দেন্তু এই মুেূকতি  েকরাোর্ি  হবকসর সমস্ত সসদনে 

হেদিপযাকর্ সাদরবদ্ধ; হেউ হেউ দবদিপ্ত িাুঁদিকে সযািুে জানাকে। প্রকতযকের নাে দিকে ঘন সািা 

িীঘিদনিঃশ্বাস, সুিরূতম হোষসমূে হথকে এই দনিঃশ্বাস; নাদিমূি হথকে এে প্রবি িিুঃখ্কবাকধর তািনাে 

সমস্ত উত্তাপ দনঙকি হবদরকে আসকে।   

হিখ্কত হিখ্কত হেদিেপ্টারটি িকূর—বহু িকূর—সািকতাকরা ও োরাকোরাকমর উতু্তে েৃেসমূকের মাকে 

এেো প্রশ্নকবাধকের দনকচ েুকি থাো দবন্দুর মতন অকিাে ও সমস্ত সসদনকের মকন েুিকত েুিকত 

অিেৃয েকে র্াে। তারপর আর হোকনা েব্দ হনই। শুধু হোুঁ হোুঁ োওোর িাপে। সবাই িারবােী 

উকের মতন ঘপাৎ  ঘপাৎ থপ থপ েকর এদগকে র্াে দনজস্ব গোর দিকে। প্রবি ইো থােকিও 

সমুদ্রপৃষ্ঠ হথকে আকঠকরা োজার ে’কো দেে উচ্চতার এই েকরাোর্ি  হবকস এর হচকে হজাকর চিার 

হোকনা উপাে হনই। বাতাকস অদিকজকনর স্বল্পতা আর ি’ুদিন ধকর তুষারপাত না েওোে জােগাে 

জােগাে েঠিন দনকরে বরে হবদরকে একসকে। পাথকরর মতন--একত গদি দবদ্ধ েে না, হেি পিকিও 

হেকে হচৌদচর েকে র্াে।—োে!   

জনেূনয এই খ্ামকখ্োদি প্রেৃদতর রািুকস গদত ও শ্মোনসম দিদতর হোকনা দনশ্চেতা হনই। সুকবিার 

হমজর বাোিরু দসিংে তাুঁর হতদিে বের চােদরজীবকনর হেষ েেটি দিন পৃদথবীর সকবিাচ্চ এই 

রু্দ্ধকিকি োটিকে হগকিন। িীঘি এোত্তর দিন। একেেো দিন এখ্াকন একেে সপ্তাকের মতন িীঘি।     
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আিাই মাস িাত খ্ানদন, সবদজ খ্ানদন, রুটি খ্ানদন, মািংস খ্ানদন, এমনদে মিও হখ্কত পাকরনদন। 

তার মাকন এই নে হর্, এই েকরাোর্ি  হবকস এসব দজদনস িষু্প্রাপয । বাোিুর দসিংে খ্ানদন েজম 

েকতা না বকি। হখ্কেকেন শুধু দিকন েকেেমুকঠা োঠবািাম, োজ,ু দেেদমে অথবা দচকনবািাম। সকে 

দমল্ককমকর্র হেৌকো হেকে জকির বিকি হটাকি প্রেৃদতর বরে গরম েকর সতদর েরা িধু।  

গতোি িপুুকর অকিাে ওুঁর গোে আজকের এোরদিফ কের েনোকমিেন দিকত হগকি হজার েকর 

বদসকে হিন। গোর হিতকর সাদরবদ্ধ জযাদরকেকনর হপকে ও োুঁকে বরে ঢুদেকে সতদর উুঁচু জােগাে 

ি’ুটি হকাোর পযারাসুে হপকত সতদর দবোনাে বকস অকিাে। সুকবিার হমজকরর সোেে ওুঁর দনকিিে 

হপকে শুেকনা হপুঁোকজর গুঁকিা সামানয গরম জকি দিদজকে দনকে হটাকির উপর হমসটিন বদসকে 

হিদে দঘকে িাকজ। তার মকধয হিকজ হনে আধ হেদজোে োজবুািাম।  

বাোিরু দসিংে ওকে দবকেষ েদরোদন উচ্চারকণ দজকজ্ঞস েকর, আো দমিসাকেব, আপদন এেো প্রকশ্নর 

জবাব দিন। এোরকোকসির হেৌদজরা আমাকির তুিনাে হবদে হিখ্াপিা জাকন। এই হেদসোকরর নাম 

দসোকচন হেন?   

অকিাে অপ্রস্তুত হেকস বকি, েী হর্ বকিন! হিখ্াপিার দনদরকখ্ তুিনা না েরাই িাি, হোকনা বযদির 

হচকে অনয হেউ িকুো ক্লাস হবদে পিাশুকনা েকর থােকত পাকর। হস হতা আপনার বাদিকতও—  

—আকর আকর িুি বুেকবন না। আপদনও আমার হোে িাইকের মতন, আর এই হেষদিকন হর্ 

উপোরো েরকিন। নােকি এই বরকের পকথ চারদিন ধকর হোমকর িদিবাুঁধা অবিাে দিকে চিকত 

েকতা, হস হর্ েী েকের! —     

—আসকি একত আমার হোনই হেদর্ে হনই। আগামীোি ি’ুটি হেিেপ্টার ড্রাই-র যাোন আর হমইি 

দনকে আসকবই। বযােকিার্ বিকত হতা শুধু ি’ুজন হপকেন্ট। েযাকপা েকেকে গিজাদরিাি আর দচল্ড 

হেইন েকেকে সুব্রহ্মদনেকমর।     

—েযাুঁ, গিজাদরর েুসেুকসর রস বরে েকেকে। বাুঁচকব দে না হে জাকন! র্ািার েযাকপ্টনসাকেব 

আর নাদসিিং অযাদসকটন্ট ি’ুজন হতা পািা েকর েেওোোর বযাগ দিকে হসুঁে দিকে র্াকে, মাদিে চিকে 

অদবরাম। োি সোি সোি হচৌতািা একি েে।    
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অকিাকের োদস হপকে র্াে। সমস্ত েদরোদন সসদনেই দচতাকে হচৌতািা আর এম আই ১৭ হেদিেপ্টারকে 

হিবীিাি বকি। সুকবিার হমজকরর সোেে তাদমি হেকিটি োজবুািাম িাজার উপর হগািমদরকচর 

গুঁকিা আর নুন দেটিকে বকি, সুব্রহ্মদনেকমর নােো নাদে হেকে হেিকত েকব সযার?   

ওর আওোজ োুঁকপ। আকধা আকধা দেদন্দকত সম্ভ্রম ও উকেগ হমোকনা। বাোিরু দসিংে হসো িিয 

েকরই ওর োুঁকধ আিকতা োত হরকখ্ দপতার মতন িরিী আওোকজ বকিন, েী জাদন বাবা! আমার 

আর িাবকত িাি িাকগ না—কেকিো এত হচৌেে; এই বরকের সমুকদ্র দনকজর উকিযাকগ দর্ে অযাকন্টনা  

িাদগকেকে—কতারা সবাই এখ্ন দব্রদেিংরুকম হগকিই এতগদি চযাকনি হিখ্কত পাদেস--    

এেেু হথকম আনমনা বাোিরু দসিংে বকিন, এসব েকরই হেকিো--।   

সোেে হেকিটি গরমজকির টিন হথকে তুকি ওকির এেো ফু্রটি হিে। হিহ -থকেস হবসেযাকে 

অকনেবারই এরেম ফু্রটি গরম েকর হখ্কেকে অকিাে। দেন্তু হগািমদরচ-িবণ হেোকনা োজবুািাম 

এই প্রথম। হস দজজ্ঞাসা েকর, সুকবিার হমজর সাোব আপনার হেকি-কমকে ে’জন?  

--এে হেকি আর এে হমকে—বযস পদরবার দনকোজন, ো-ো-ো- 

--তাই িাকিা। মানুকষর পিিাকর পৃদথবী এখ্ন োুঁপকে! হেকি-কমকে এখ্নও পিাকোনা েকর?  

--দজ ো। হমকেো বাকরা ক্লাে পাে েকর এবার েকিকজ িদতি  েকেকে। ওর ঠাকুিি া পাি হিকখ্কে, হেকি 

বযাকে ক্লােি । 

--দবকে দিকে হিকবন? আর পিাকবন না?     

--র্দি শ্বশুরবাদির হিাকেরা রাদজ থাকে, পিাকবা। নােকি পকি-দিকখ্ আমার হমকে হতা আর বযদরটার 

েকব না।   

--অকিাে হেকস বকি, হেমন েকর জাকনন, েকব না? হচো েরকত হিাষ হোথাে?   

সুকবিার হমজর মাথা নাকি। ওর হচাখ্ িু’টি োনা োনা, বি বি। হমাো পাোকনা হগাুঁকের উপর 

রােিাদর হচোরাে এখ্ন শুধু এেজন প্রবাসী দপতা োিা আর হেউ হনই। পাদখ্ েওো এই িদৃে 

বি সিংোমে। পাকে বকস থাো অনয দপতারও বুে হেমন েকর। অকিাকের হমকের বেস সকব 

িইু। এখ্ন অকনে েথাই বিকত পাকর। আগরতিা হথকে মাকের দচঠি, হবাকনর দচঠি, িাইকের দচঠি 

আকস। সবার দচঠিকত ওকে দনকে েত েথা, েত গল্প। শুধু ে বকগির উচ্চারণো ত বগি দিকে 
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েকর! অকিাে িাকব, আগামীোকির হেদিেপ্টাকর র্দি অেরার দচঠি আকস! হিে হথকে হরদর্ও 

হেদিকোদনকত সেেমীরা দচঠির খ্বর জাদনকেকে।  

--আপদন বিকিন না দমিসাকেব—দসোকচন—কেকিো এখ্ন আে ক্লাকস উকঠকে, হগকিই এসব প্রশ্ন েরকব। 

হস নাদে এোরকোকসির পাইিে েকব!--কেকির েথা বকি বাোিুর দসিংকের হচাখ্ চেচে েকর। এেেু 

আকগর উিাস দপতা আর এ’মুেূকতি র গদবিত দপতার আোদিত হচোরা আিািা।      

অকিাে হেকস বকি, দসোকচন এেটি দতব্বদত েব্দ---র্ার অথি েকিা হগািাকপর বাগান। আসকি 

আোে হথকে এই দেমবাকের উুঁচু-দনচু োকিা বরকের টিিাগদিকে হগািাকপর পাপদির মতন হিখ্াে 

আর মাকেমকধয সািা বরকের আস্তরণ হর্ন পাপদিগদিকে আকরাও স্পে েকর হতাকি--েল্পনাো 

খ্ারাপ না--আমরা থাদে, িিাই েদর, েে পাই বকি রািুকস মকন েে; আোে হথকে দেন্তু এই দবোি 

অথথ দেমবােকে িারুণ িাকগ! বাোিুর দসিংে হেকস বকিন, তা হতা বকেই। এইজকনযই হতা ি’ুকিকের 

বাবুরা আোে হথকে হিকখ্ র্াে, দিদি আর ইসিামাবাকি একের পর এে দমটিিং েকর, হোকনা সুরাো 

েে না---রু্দ্ধ চিকত থাকে। মরকে হতা সাধারণ সসদনে, মরকে দেষাকণর সোন, খ্রচ েকে সাধারণ 

দেষাকণর োো--গকি নাদে প্রদতদিন সাত হোটি--োে!      

অকিাে বুখ্াদরর োকে এদগকে বকস। োত হসুঁকে। ওরাও োত হসুঁকেন। র্াবি হিোর হোকেখ্ জকুতার 

হিতকর পা অবে েকে আসকে। অকিাে িাকব, উঠকত েকব। দনকজর গোে দেকর জকুতা খু্কি পাগদি 

হসুঁেকত েকব।  এইেুকু অসাবধান েকি হোন দবপি দনকমকষর মকধয োুঁদপকে পকি েুুঁ টি টিকপ ধরকব হে 

জাকন? তাোিা িীষণ হপোব হপকেকে। অকনেিণ ধকরই হপকেকে।    

অথচ বাোিুর দসিংেকে হর্ন েথাে হপকেকে! হোকনাদিন দনকজর সেকেি  তাুঁকে বিকত হোনা র্াে 

না---আজকের মতন েথা হতা দতদন হোকনাদিনই বকিনদন। গম্ভীর প্রেৃদতর অদেসার। অধীনি 

সসদনেকির সোকনর মতন  িািবাকসন আবার োসনও েকরন। সবাই ওুঁকে হবে সমকে চকি। সামানয 

োুঁদে হের হপকি থাপ্পি মারকতও   েসুর েকরন না। অযার্জকুেন্ট দেিংবা েমান্ডার তাই ওুঁর উপকরই 

সব হেকি হরকখ্কেন। সপ্তােখ্াকনে আকগ দিকে একসকে ওুঁর দরদিিার। বাোিরু দসিংকের মতন সাত 

েুে না েকিও নতুন সুকবিার হবে িম্বা-চওিা রােিাদর, বাোিুর  দসিংকেরই িাকমর হেকি রামেি। 

দতদন ওকির আকিাচনা শুনকেন আর দমটিদমটি োসকেন। চুপচাপ গরম ফু্রটি আর োজবুািাম খ্াকেন। 

ওুঁর এখ্কনা ি’ুবের চােদর বাদে। বাোিুর দসিংকের মতন অসাবধান েথা বকি দনকজর ওজন 

হখ্াোকত চান না। তার উপর এই প্রবি সেতয ও উচ্চতাে দনকজকে এখ্কনা মাদনকে উঠকত পাকরনদন।  
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অবেয হেউই হোকনাদিন সেূণি মাদনকে উঠকত পাকর না। তবু দনকজর পা ি’ুটিকে দবশ্বস্তিাকব 

সামকন-দপেকন দনেন্ত্রণ েরা, োত’িটুিকে বারবার নাে ও গাকির সামকন হনওোর অিযাস রপ্ত েরকত 

এখ্াকন হবে সমে হিকগ র্াে। সাধারণ জওোনকির েে অকনে হবদে। সমেমতন হগািা হোুঁিা, 

েত্রুর হগািার জবাব হিওো োিাও ওকির দবস্তর োজ থাকে। ড্রদপিংকজাকন এ এন ১২ দবমান দেিংবা 

এম আই ১৭ হেদিেপ্টার হথকে হেকরাদসন, হপকরাি বা অনযানয টিনেুর্ র্া ড্রপ েকর র্াে হসগদি 

সিংিে েকর গিামজাত েরা এখ্ন োরদেউিান োক। চারজন সসদনকের সারাদিন হেকে র্াে এে 

এেো হেকরাদসন দেিংবা হপকরাকির বযাকরি ড্রদপিংকজান হথকে হেকন দেুঁচকি হটার অবদধ আনকত। 

উুঁচু-দনচু এবকিা-কখ্বকিা বরকের পথ। হনা-রাে এখ্াকন অচি, হনা-কুোরও সবখ্াকন চকি না। এই 

েকের পর সামানয সুকর্াগ হপকিই অোতকর ঘুকমাে একেেজন। এই সেকতযর বাধযবাধেতা না থােকি 

হে োজ েরকত চাে! তাই েিা দর্দসদিন এবিং দনেদমত হিোত্মকবাকধ প্রাদণত েরা, েত্রুর প্রদত ঘৃণা 

জাদগকে রাখ্ার িাদেত্ব সামিাকত েে প্রকতযে দসদনের হজদসও-কে। ওকির মুকখ্ এরেম েথা মানাে 

না। বাোিরু দসিংকের চােদর হেষ বকিই েেকতা অজাকে দেেু মকনর েথা হবদরকে একসকে। সকযয 

েকে একসকে। অকিাে উকঠ িাুঁদিকে বকি, আদস আজ, োি সোকি হিখ্া েকব।       

িইু সুকবিার হমজরই উকঠ িাুঁদিকে বকিন, ঠিে আকে সযার!   

বাোিরু দসিংে িরজা খু্িকত এদগকে র্ান। বাইকর প্রচণ্ড োওোর িাপে। গোর িরজাে তাই িারী 

দরিং িাগাকনা। এেজন হবদরকে হেকন না ধরকি পরবতী জকনর বযথা পাওোর আেো থাকে। সুকবিার 

হমজর রামেি বকিন, বাোিুর সযার চকি হগকি আপদন আমাকির িুকি র্াকবন না, মাকে মকধয আসকবন 

সযার!  

--অবেযই, অবেযই! আপদনও আসকবন, পুঁদচে-দিে েিম িকূরই হতা থাদে। অবেয এখ্াকন এোই অকনে 

িরূত্ব! 

--আদম হিকখ্দে, অবেযই র্াব! 

অকিাে গোর বাইকর পা রাকখ্। আর তখ্নই সািকতাকরার িইু েৃকের মােখ্ান দিকে এেো দবোি 

আগকনর হগািা প্রচণ্ড হবকগ আেকি পকি িে োত সামকন। দনকরে বরকে হেকে দেেকে পকি 

চারপাকে। অকিাকের োকনর পাে দিকে এেো স দিন্টার পাকের বরকের টিিাে ঢুকে এেো চাুঁই খু্কি 

আকন। সুকবিার হমজর বাোিুর দসিংে বকিন, হে রাম! তারপর অকিাকের বাুঁ োকত িুটিকে পকিন।    
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দেেুিকণর মকধযই িারতীে োমানগদি গকজি  ওকঠ। মুেূমুিেূ অদিবষিকণ সািকতাকরার েৃেগদি োুঁকপ। 

ঘনঘন বরকের ধস  হনকম আকস। সারা রাত হথকম হথকম হগািা বষিণ চিকত থাকে। সারা রাত 

পাোকির অজানা সব খ্াুঁজ হথকে অিেৃয োকেরা র্ােকত থাকে েযাও-েযাও-ও!      

অকিাকের সেেমী সুদরন্দর বকি, আদম বদিদন সযার, এরা আসকি োে নে; এরা সব িইু হিকের 

সাধারণ িিুঃি সসদনকের অতৃপ্ত আত্মা, হবুঁকচ থােকত র্ারা সীমা পার েরকত পাকরদন; মকর দগকেও তারা 

হসই সীমানা খু্ুঁকজ না হপকে এই প্রবি সেকতয ওিাউদি েকর। অনযসমে এেবারও র্াকে না, শুধু 

অকেতুে হগািাবষিকণর প্রদতবাকি দচৎোর েকর অদু্ভত োো আওোকজ---েযাও-ও-ও, েযাও-ও-ও-

--কগািা থামাও---রু্দ্ধ থামাও… …।  

আজ সাতেুে িম্বা মানুষটির িাে হেদিেপ্টাকর হঢাোকনা র্াকব না হজকন এেো পযারাসুকের দকর্কবাকর্ি  

শুইকে পযারাসুকের স্ট্র্যাপ দিকে িািমতন হবুঁকধ, িারকতর জাতীে পতাো দিকে মুকি হেদিেপ্টাকরর 

দনকচ েুদিকে হিওো েকেকে। এে সপ্তাকের মকধয পরপর িু’বার এরেম এোরদিফ ে েরকিা দচতা 

হেদিেপ্টারগদি। অকিাে নামকত নামকত োিকসর দপঠ দিকে গাি হমাকে।  

          ~~~ 
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Translation 

Airlift 

 

The instant the pair of Cheetah copters flew into the sky like a whirlpool blowing 

around ice dust, the first sunbeam crossing the Karakoram surreptitiously lit up the 

stony countenance of Subedar Major Bahadur Singh. The forward base Commander, 

Adjutant and all the soldiers present offered a round-salute, striking together their 

heels. Countless needle-like ice grains pierced their cheeks and noses. Only these two 

portions of the body were at present defenseless. The temperature had dropped now 

to below minus forty degrees. Just ten minutes ago, Aloke had seen that it was minus 

thirty-nine degrees. But Aloke knows from experience that a bright sun emerging in a 

cloudless sky causes a sharp drop in the temperature by at least a degree.  

 

At any other time, everyone’s hands, covered under glacier gloves, would have 

automatically reached the nose and cheeks to clear the ice grains. Again and again 

reached up. Perhaps they will do that again any moment. But at this instant, all the 

soldiers at the forward base are standing in a row at the helipad; those who are standing 

scattered here and there, are also raising a salute. The men blew dense clouds of frosted 

breath into the air from the deepest reserve of every cluster of cells, as if some intense 

grief was wringing out all the heat from the umbilicus.  

 

Soon, the helicopter sped far - far away - through the middle of the lofty summits of 

Saltoro and Karakoram, and, still swinging in the minds of Aloke and other soldiers 

like the hanging dot at the bottom of the sign of interrogation, vanished into the 

distance. Afterwards, it was all quiet but for the raging wind. The soldiers thudded 

back to their tents like pack camels. At this forward base at an altitude of eighteen 

thousand and six hundred feet above sea level, in the freezing cold, there was no way 

one could walk faster than this, even if he desperately wanted to. Due to the general 

lack of oxygen and absence of snowfall over the past two days, solid ice had emerged 

at places. Even bullets could not pierce ice so solid, a striking shell would burst - alas!  
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There is no surety of the monstrous motion and funereal existence of this desolate 

and freakish stretch of nature. Subedar Major Bahadur Singh spent the last few days 

of his work life of thirty-three years on this highest battlefield of the world. Seventy-

one long days. Each day here seems as long as a week. 

 

For two and a half months, he had not eaten rice and vegetables, had not eaten mutton, 

and could not even drink alcohol. It was not that these things were scarce at the 

forward base. Bahadur Singh had avoided them because he suffered from indigestion. 

He was living on a daily ration of handfuls of almonds, cashews, raisins or peanuts. 

He also took milk, which was prepared by boiling ice in lieu of water mixed with 

milkmaid, on a camp stove. 

 

Yesterday afternoon when Aloke went to his cavern to confirm today’s airlift, Subedar 

had forced him to sit down for a while. Aloke had sat down on the bed made from 

two square parachutes on a raised platform created by placing ice inside and in-

between the jerrycans lined up in series. Subedar Major’s adjutant had followed orders 

and fried them some dried and powdered onion peels, soaked in a little hot water, in 

desi ghee in a mess tin, and added half a kg of cashews.  

 

Bahadur Singh asked Aloke in a typical Haryanvi accent, “Well, Mitra Sahab, I’ve heard 

that the Airforce men are more educated than us. So tell me something, why is this 

glacier named Siachen?” 

  

Embarrassed, Aloke had smiled and said, “How can you say so! It is better not to 

compare in terms of formal education; someone might manage to complete one or 

two classes more than another. It might as well be so in your family…” 

 

“Ah, ah, please don’t misunderstand, you are also like my younger brother.  And on 

this last day, the kind of help you have rendered to me, but for which, I would have 

had to move in the link with the halter  around my waist over this road of ice for four 

days…what an ordeal!” 
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“Truly, I do not deserve any credit for it. Tomorrow, in any case, two copters carrying 

dry ration and mail will fly in. As back-load, there are only two patients - Guljarilal, 

suffering from HAPO (High Altitude Pulmonary Oedema), and Subramaniam, 

suffering from chilblains,” says Aloke. 

 

“Yes, Guljari’s lung-fluids have turned into ice, nobody knows if he will survive! 

Captain Doctor and the Nursing Assistant are applying hot water bags to him, and 

massaging him continuously, by turns. Hope Chowtala arrives early tomorrow 

morning,” replies Subedar. 

 

Aloke felt inclined to smile. All the soldiers from the state of Haryana, he finds, call 

the Cheetah copters ‘Chowtala’ and the MI-17 copters ‘Devilal’.   

 

The adjutant to Subedar Major, the Tamil lad, sprinkling salt and pepper on to the 

fried cashews, asked, “I hear Subramaniam’s nose will have to be cut off. Is it so, Sir?” 

 

His voice, mixed with deference and concern in broken Hindi, quivered. Noticing it, 

Bahadur Singh puts his hand lightly on the lad’s shoulder and says in a fatherly 

affectionate tone, “I don’t know! I do not feel like even thinking about all this. The 

boy is so dexterous. He had fixed the dish antenna all by himself in this ocean of snow 

so that you all can now watch so many channels, whenever you go inside the briefing 

room.” 

 

Pausing for a bit, Bahadur Singh unconsciously utters – “It is by doing all these things, 

that the boy…”  

 

The adjutant lifted a Frooti from the hot water in the tin and offered it to them. Aloke 

had tasted Frootis, heated in this fashion, several times at the Leh-Thoise base-camp, 

but this was the first time he was having cashew seasoned with pepper and salt. He 

asked, “How many children have you got, Subedar Major Sahab?” 

 

“One son and one daughter… no more, family planning, ha, ha, ha.” 
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“That’s good, Mother Earth is already trembling under the weight of population. Are 

your children still studying?”   

 

“Yes, Sir. The daughter, having cleared Class Twelve examinations, has got herself 

admitted in a college. But her grandfather has arranged a bridegroom for her, who 

works as a clerk in a bank.” 

 

“Will you let her be married off? Wouldn’t you let her continue with her studies?” 

 

“If her in-laws agree, I will. In any case, my daughter is not going to become a barrister, 

is she? So why keep studying?” 

 

With a smile, Aloke asked, “How do you know she will not? What’s the harm in 

trying?” Subedar Major shook his head. His eyes were long and large. At this moment 

he was, within this imposing figure donning heavy twirling moustaches, only a father 

living in an alien land. This bird-like detached look is very contagious. The other father 

sitting next to him, felt his mind wandering off. Aloke’s daughter is just two years old 

now. She can utter quite a few words already. Letters arrive from Agartala regularly, 

sent by his mother, sister and brother. They are full of anecdotes about his little 

daughter. She lisps over only the ‘k’ sound now. Aloke wonders if tomorrow’s copter 

would fetch Antara’s letter! His colleagues at Leh had informed him of its transit over 

wireless telephone.  

 

“Didn’t you mention Siachen, Mitra Sahab? My son has been promoted to Class Eight. 

As soon as I get there, he will ask me these questions. He intends to be an Airforce 

pilot.” Bahadur Singh’s appearance of a distracted father just a while ago, and that of 

the proud hopeful father, now, were quite different. 

 

With a generous smile, Aloke informed the group,  “Siachen is a Tibetan word, 

meaning a rose garden. Actually, from the sky, the high and low mounds  of  black  

snow look like rose petals, and the snow coverlets in between supposedly make the 
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petals more prominent - not a bad description, only that we find it monstrous because 

we have to stay here, fight and survive the odds. From the sky, however, this vast 

unfathomable glacier looks great!” Laughing, Bahadur Singh says, “Just so. That is why 

the big shots from the two countries inspect from the sky, hold meetings one after 

another in Delhi and Islamabad, find no solution… and let the war go on. It is the 

ordinary soldiers who are dying, sons of peasants; the hard-earned money of these 

poor peasants is getting spent - on an average seven crores a day …alas!”  

 

Aloke sits closer to the bukhari (fire), warming his hands in the heat. The others, too, 

warm their hands. Inside the double layered Koflach shoes, their feet were becoming 

senseless. Aloke contemplated leaving for his own cavern where he could take his 

shoes off and warm his feet by the fire. Who knows even the slightest of carelessness 

could invite what kind of unknown danger, that would catch one at the throat? Also, 

he felt he had to relieve himself soon.  

  

But Bahadur Singh is on a roll today. Bahadur Singh never spoke about himself usually, 

but it was different on this day. He was a reserved kind of officer who loved his 

subordinate soldiers like his own sons, and chastised them when needed. So people 

were cautious with him, because he did not hesitate even to slap when he sensed the 

slightest negligence.  That was why the Adjutant or the Commander had left 

everything to him. About a week back, his reliever had arrived at the link. Though not 

a seven feet tall person like Bahadur Singh, the new Subedar has an impressive 

physique and personality. Ramphal is a man from Bahadur Singh’s own village. He is 

listening to their conversation and smiling gently while silently consuming warm 

Frooti and cashew nuts. He still has two years of service left. He does not want to lose 

importance by indulging in unguarded utterances like Bahadur Singh. Additionally, he 

has not yet been able to get acclimatised with the severe cold and the altitude of this 

camp area.  

 

Of course, no one can ever adjust fully. Nonetheless, it takes quite some time to master 

the habit of controlling the movements of one’s legs forward and backward, and to 

bring the hands to the nose and cheeks repeatedly. In case of ordinary soldiers, the 
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hardships are much more. In addition to cannonading in time and responding to the 

enemy’s cannon balls, they perform numerous other tasks. It is a Herculean task now 

to collect and store the kerosene, petrol and tinned food which are dropped at the 

dropping zone from AN-12 planes or MI-17 helicopters. A full day is needed for four 

soldiers to drag each barrel of kerosene or petrol from the dropping zone to the stores 

because of the undulating, rugged, ice -covered road. Snow-trucks are immobile here, 

snow-scooters cannot move everywhere either. After all these hardships, most of the 

soldiers grab any chance to get bountiful sleep. Who wants to voluntarily work in this 

cold! That is why each JCO has to shoulder the responsibility of maintaining strict 

discipline, and to transmit continuously a sense of nationalism that includes inculcating 

a permanent hatred towards the enemy. This kind of utterances do not quite go with 

their ranks. Possibly, because Bahadur Sing’s term ends now, he spoke of some things 

from his heart, unconsciously. But the night was upon them now. Aloke stood up and 

said, “Goodbye for now, see you tomorrow morning.” 

 

Both the Subedar Majors rose, and replied, “O.K., Sir!”  

 

Bahadur Singh stepped forward to open the door. A terribly powerful wind was 

blowing outside. Heavy springs were attached to the door to counter such potent 

wind. Unless one, after getting out of the cavern, holds the door from outside, there 

is fear of the next person getting hurt. Subedar Major Ramphal chipped in, “Once 

Bahadur Sir goes away, don’t forget us please, do visit us from time to time, Sir!” 

 

“Surely, surely,” assured Aloke, “You must come, too. My place is only twenty five to 

thirty steps away. Of course, even that is quite a distance here!”  

 

“I have seen it. Certainly, I’ll visit.” 

 

Aloke steps out of the cavern. Just then, from between the double peaks of Saltoro, a 

huge ball of fire dashes violently at a tremendous speed to the ground, only ten arm-

lengths ahead. The solid ice breaks into splinters.  Whizzing past Aloke’s ear, a splinter 
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pierced  an ice mound  on his side, peeling off a chunk. Subedar Major Bahadur Singh 

utters, “Hey Ram!” Then he rolls down senseless over Aloke’s left arm.  

 

In a while, the cannons from the Indian side roar. Under the relentless firing of guns, 

the summits of Saltoro keep trembling. Landslides are frequent. Shelling goes on 

overnight with pauses, keeping the crows, otherwise invisible creatures, up all night. 

You can only hear their cawing from the cracks in the rocks at night. 

 

Surender, Aloke’s colleague, does not believe they were crows. He tells Aloke, “But 

didn’t I tell you, Sir, these are not really crows? These are all the unsatisfied souls of 

ordinary wretched soldiers of both the nations - who could not cross the border. Even 

after death, they roam the mountains in this severe cold, looking for their way home. 

When it is quiet, they do not call even once, but they are sure to caw in a strange 

strained voice in protest against the meaningless cannonading…c-a-w-w- c-a-w-w- 

stop the cannon balls…stop the war…. 

  

Today, realizing that the dead body of the seven feet tall man could not be 

accommodated in the helicopter, it was laid down on a parachute skid-board, wrapped 

snugly with the national flag, tied firmly, and then suspended from the bottom of the 

copter. The Cheetah helicopters had carried out such airlifts twice within the past 

week. On his way back, Aloke wiped his cheeks with the back of his gloves. 
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poetries and stories have been translated into several foreign languages i.e. French, Albanian, 
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• Rahim Karim Award from Kyrgyzstan 
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न ींव 

 

इतिहास नह ीं होिा है पक्षधर 

किसी भी व्यक्तििा 
इतिहासिो होिी हैं भूख 
घटनाओीं िी 
नह ीं बुझिी है िषृ्णा किसीभी मर चििा स े
इतिहासिी 
 
इतिहास िाल िा प्रहर   
मानवजािीिो देिा रहिा है भान 

वितमानमें भी 
वितमान िी हवा क्जस ददशामें रूख िरेगी 
उस ओर बहिे जािे है 
इतिहास िे सपन े
िभी पूरे िो िभी रह जािे हैं आधे अधूरे 
 
इतिहासिी पुनरावतृ्तीसे मन होने लगिा है भयभीि 
अनेि आशींिाओींिे गहरे बादल उमड़ने लगिे है मन:आसमान में 
 
इतिहासिे पन्न े
हमेशाह  नह ीं होिे है सनुहरे 
इतिहासिी िहातनयााँ भी िहाीं होिी हैं 
पररणामसफल? 
इतिहासमें घट  घटनायें 
जय-पराजय, अवमान‚ 
गलिफहमीयााँ, गलतियााँ, गलतियोंिी ज़डें 
इन िमाम औजारोंिो भुलना 
महाँगा पड़िा है वितमानिो 
मगर वितमान हमशेाह  नह ीं िरिा िारणमममाींसा‚ 
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भूििाल न पररणामोंिी 
 

बेहिर यह ीं होिा है 

इतिहासिो याद रखिर 

तनभीि रूपसे वितमान में ज़ीना 
और भववष्यिे पररदृश्यिी नीींव रखना.... 
 

शून्य क्थिति में एि नया इतिहास रिना... 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 33 ~  

Translation: 

 

FOUNDATION 

 

History is not biased 

toward any individual 

It craves for incidents 

no oasis can quench 

the thirst of history 

 

History, the sentry of time 

gives sense to mankind 

even in the present. 

The dreams of history 

gets drifted with the 

winds of the present 

sometimes they come true 

sometimes they are left 

incomplete too 

The repetitions of history 

fills heart with fear 

The dense clouds of doubt 

begin to crowd in the sky of the mind 

 

The pages of History 

are always not golden 

When are the anecdotes 

of the history always consequential 

Rationales for slavery 

Dedication for patriotism 

The sacrifices of our brave soldiers 

and their martyrdom 
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When do they let us forget 

our responsibilities towards our country? 

 

The incidents of our history, 

filled with conquests-defeats, humiliations 

misunderstandings, mistakes 

and their root causes 

forgetting all these tools 

will lead the present to suffer 

But present always does not introspect 

the consequences of history. 

 

It is obviously better 

to live undauntingly in the present 

in the awareness of our history 

and to build a foundation of 

the futuristic scenario. 

 

To make a new History 

in a neutral mood… 
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Bio 

An awardee, bilingual poet who dabbles in Japanese short verse – haiku.  

A nutritionist by profession, Teji Sethi transitioned from micronutrients to micro poetry. 
She now loves concocting a mix of emotions through her short verses. A poet at heart, 
she’s charmed by the beauty and musicality in nature. Teji’s bilingual poems in free verse, 
haikai verse, and works of art have found a home in numerous national and international 
venues. 

One of her poignant creations on the throes of Partition of the Indian subcontinent, titled 
‘kapaas ke phool’ was awarded by the Partition Museum of India in 2019. She has 
authored and edited five books of poetry. Her latest book of haiku and senryu, 'Moss 
Laden Walls' was published in August 2021. She is the founder and curator of a bilingual 
journal of haiku, tanka and micro poems - Triya. Teji currently resides in Bangalore and 
freelances in creative writing.  

A nutritionist by profession, Teji Sethi transitioned from micronutrients to micro poetry. 
She now loves concocting a mix of emotions through her short verses. A poet at heart she’s 
charmed by the beauty and musicality in nature. Teji’s bilingual poems in free-verse, haikai 
verse, and works of art have found a home in numerous national and international venues 
— The Kolkata Review, Under the Basho, Drifting Sands, Moonbathing Journal, Femku Mag, 
Humankind Journal, Cold Moon Journal, The Haiku Foundation, Ribbons– a Journal by Tanka Society 
of America, Narrow Road Journal, The Heron’s Nest, Modern Haiku, Acorn, Sonic Boom, Setu Mag 
(Pittsburgh, USA), Usawa Literary Review to name but a few. 

पेशे से पोषण ववशेषज्ञ और ददल से िवव  िेजी, जापानी िाव्य रूप िी सींक्षक्षप्ििा और दोहा 
जैसे सार से मींत्रमुग्ध होिर, हाइिाई रूपों िी मशष्या बन गई। जबकि उनिी अचधिाींश 
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िवविाएीं उनिे अनुभवों िा एि ममश्रण हैं, उनिे ददल िे िर ब ववषय भारि-पाकिथिान 
ववभाजन िी ििाएीं हैं। मतुि छींद व हाइिु में िेजी िी द्ववभाषी िवविाओीं िो िई राष्र य 
और अींिरातष्र य पत्रत्रिाओीं में थिान ममला है; द िोलििा ररव्यू, अींडर द बाशो, ड्रिक््टींग सैंड्स, 

मूनबाचिींग जनतल, फेमिुमैग, ह्यमूनिाइींड जनतल, िोल्ड मून जनतल, द हाइिू फाउींडेशन, ररबन्स- 
िनिा सोसाइट  ऑफ अमरेरिा जनतल, नैरो रोड जनतल, द हेरॉन नेथट, मॉडनत हाइिु, एिोनत, 
सोतनि बूम, सिेु मैग (वपट्सबगत, यूएसए), उसावा मलटरेर  ररव्यू, द ईयरबुि ऑफ इींड्रडयन पोएर  
इन इींक्ग्लश इत्यादद। 

 

भारिीय उपमहाद्वीप िे ववभाजन पर उनिी माममति रिनाओीं में से एि, क्जसिा शीषति है 
'कपास के फूल', िो 2019 में भारि िे पादटतशन सींग्रहालय द्वारा सम्मातनि किया गया िा। 
सादहक्त्यि लेख िो बाद में पींजाबी में अनवुाददि किया गया और रेड्रडयो लाहौर पर प्रसाररि 
किया गया। हाइिु और सेनरयु िी उनिी नवीनिम पुथिि, मॉस लेडन वॉल्स अगथि 2021 में 
प्रिामशि हुई िी। वह हाइिु, िनिा और सूक्ष्म िवविाओीं िे मलए एि द्ववभाषी पत्रत्रिा, त्रिया 
िी सींथिापि सींपादि हैं - त्रत्रया।िेजी वितमान में बैंगलोर में रहिी हैं और रिनात्मि लेखन 
में फ्रीलाींस िरिी हैं। 
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रेफ़्यूज  हैं मेरी कववताएँ   
 
अगर मेर  िवविाएाँ  
          मेरे वपिा िी िरह रावलवपींडी में  
या मेर  मााँ िी िरह लाहोर में पैदा होिी  
िो उनमें शायद  
िेनाब िी ममठास होिी 
           या कफर होिा रावी िा नमि   
वो पैदा हो पािी उससे पहले रेफ़्यूजी हो गयी  
ना वहााँ िी ना यहााँ िी   
पग पग कफरिी बींजारों िी िरह व े 
आ पहुाँिी राजथिान और फाँ स गयी  
भावनाओीं िे बवींडर में  
दाद , नानी िी ज़ुबान से छलििे वहााँ िे क़िथसे   
रोज़ सवेरे मेर  िोट  में गूाँिी जािी अनचगनि िहातनयााँ 
वहााँ िे खेि, वहााँ िे मिान, िौबारे, िूल्हे और िादर  
                             वह ीं रह गए सब  
मगर यादों में िल  आयी वहााँ िी शामें  
वहााँ िे गीि, वहााँ िी ख़मलश, वहााँ िी ख़राश 
वो रािें, वो सौगािें   
जब भी िुछ मलखने िा जिन िरिी 
यह सब दबे पााँव िले आिे  
मेर  िवविा िी पींक्तियों में 
जैसे त्रबना वीज़ा रोज़ मेर  दाद  
सरहदें पार िरिी हैं ख़यालों में  
और देख आिी है अपनी गल , अपना मुहल्ला, अपना पीपल  
ममल आिी है अपनी सहेल  से  
िींदरू भी िाप लेिी है  
और चगन लेिी है मेरे दादा िी घोड़ी िे खुर  
उसे अभी भी याद हैं वपींडी िी सलवारों िे पौंिों िा नाप  
रेशमी नाड़ों िी छुहन, दपुट्टों िी किनार   
वहााँ िे सुरमों िा िलन और दहना िी मह़ि 
रोज़ मेरे सर में िेल डालिे लेिी है िटखारे  
वहााँ िे बेनज़ीर दह  भल्लों िा  
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और िहिी है “पुत्तर क्जस लहोर नह ीं वखे्या ओ जम्या ह  नह ीं” 
िैसे िहूाँ उससे िी मैंने उसिी आाँखों स ेसब देखा है 
मेर  िवविाएाँ रोज़ जीिी हैं जो उसने क्जया है  
सहिी हैं जो उसने सहा है  
एि रेफ़्युजी िा िमगा लटिाए  
वे रोज़ भटििी हैं  
िैसे िहूाँ िी उसिे िेहरे िी लिीरों   
में सब खुदा है — बाँटवारा भी !  
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Translation 

 

My Poems are Refugees  

 

 

If my poems 

were born in Rawalpindi like my father 

or in Lahore like my mother  

they would have carried the sweetness of Chenab 

or the salt of Raavi 

they became refugees even before  

they were born  

they belonged neither here nor there 

like nomads they wandered on foot 

reached Rajasthan, entrapped in an emotional whirlpool  

 

From the tongues of my grandmothers 

spilled tales of their towns 

countless stories got woven into my braid every morning 

the fields, the houses, the courtyards, the chulha and the chaddars 

were all left behind  

but soaked in memories, came the songs, the nights, the wounds 

the pain, the keepsakes 

 

Whenever I tried to write something 

they came crawling into the lines of my poem 

just like my grandmother without a visa crosses borders 

in her thoughts every night 

she visits her street, her people, her friends 

warms up the tandoor 

and counts the hooves of my grandfather's mare 

she still remembers the size of Pindi's salwars 

the touch of silk cords, the hem of dupattas 
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the trends of surma and the smell of henna 

while pouring oil on my head every day,  

she relives the taste of Benazir Dahi Bhalla  

And says “Puttar jis lahor nahi vekhya o jamya hi nahi” 

I wish I could tell her that I have seen everything through her eyes 

my poems have lived her days  

endured what she has endured 

they wear a badge of a refugee  

and wander everyday 

how do I tell her that in the lines on her face  

I see everything, engraved  

even Partition!  
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     Neha Tyagi 

A passionate poetess with strong urge to look far and beyond  

to what can be seen, heard or felt. 

 

Her forte is writing strong poems in Hindi and English (mainly free verses, nazm, gazals 

etc). She is a feminist, who staunchly believes in equal opportunities and rights for 

women. She is a humanist who believes that a life’s purpose should be serving humanity 

which will save the world from going into chaos one day. She focuses on penning down 

deep-rooted feelings and internal debates.  Her wish is to stir consciences and initiate 

change in the mindsets through her sword with ink. Married to Olive Green, currently she 

is residing in Port Blair with her better-half and twin daughters.  
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सींघर्ष की उपयोगिता.. 
 

घर में खटिी थत्री 

और बाहर खटिी थत्री में 

बस दो ह  बािें ममलिी हैं 

थत्री और खटना! 

सींघषतरि िो 

ददखने िादहए  

दसूर  िे सींघषत भी.. 

 

सींघषत, 

जीि हार िा ववषय नह ीं 

महानिा िा पररिायि नह ीं 

सींघषत, 

सींघषतरि से जुड़ने में, 

उसे समझने में, 

और एि साि मसर उठाने में  

उपयोगी होना िादहए.. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 43 ~  

Translation 

 

Utility of Struggle 

 

Slogging woman at home 

And slogging woman at work 

Have two things in common 

Women and slogging! 

One who struggles 

Should acknowledge 

Other’s struggle as well... 

 

Struggle, 

Isn’t a matter of winning or losing 

Isn’t to certify greatness 

Struggle, 

Should be utilised 

To cohere with the struggling 

To comprehend the struggle 

For standing tall together. 
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Manipuri 
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মৈস্নাৈ ভগৎ ল িংহ 
Meishnam Bhagat Singha 

মৈ ভগৎ হায়রগা হহন্না ৈীয়াম্না শকখঙরবা অইবা মৈস্নাৈ ভগৎ স িংহ হ প্তেম্বর ৫, ইিং ১৯৮৪দা 
অ াৈগী হাইলাকাসি সদসিসি মলপ্তহৌপ্তপাকপী হায়সরবা খুঙ্গিং অস দা হপাকসখ। স সিৈ ৈসিপাল 
য়ুসিভস িসিদগী এৈ সব এ(ফৈিান্স) পা  হিৌদিুা হকাপ্তপিাপ্তরট হাউস্তা থবক হিৌসর। হহৌজীক ৈাওবদা 
ৈশাগী মশপ্তরিং লাইসরক ৪ হৈািংপ্তে। ৈহাকিা ইবা ‘অপাইবা িাপ্তঙ্গাই’ হায়বস দা এৱাদি ৈিংসখবা মলপ্তর। 
হলায়িিা হিাঙাি হিাঙািবা  াসহিযগী ৈিাসশিং ু ৈিংপ্তে। ৈহাক ঈফশ ৈপ্তয়ক ু ইসর অদগুা ত্রান্সপ্তলটর 
অৈ ুসি।   

 

Shri Meishnam Bhagat Singha, popularly known as Mei Bhagat, is a prolific Manipuri 

poet, lyricist and a translator having written four poetry books including his latest poetry 

book “Apaiba Tangoi”. He has edited two anthology books, four Magazines /Souvenir and 

translated four text books of Assam, into Manipuri. Till date he has received five literary 

awards on his books. Mei Bhagat was born on 5 th September 1 984 at Leihoupokpi, a 

village within Hailakandi district, Assam, India. He is an M.B.A. (Finance) and is presently 

working in a corporate house and is based in Guwahati. 
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Translator’s Bio 

 

Misna Chanu 

Misna Chanu is a bilingual poetess, author, translator and an editor from India. She is a 

post-graduate in Botany. Writing is not her hobby or passion but a call of her soul. Since 

childhood, she has been writing poetry and has published two poetry books; “A Little Piece 

Of Melancholic Sky” and “Many Shades Of Love” and three International Anthologies 

“Under The Azure Sky”, “May Love Heal the Love” and “Beyond The Language”. Her 

works have been translated into 11 foreign languages and published in many national and 

international journals, anthologies and multilingual magazines. 
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মচু্‌থ াক্ত্রবা্‌মচু্‌ 

 

অঙািংবা, নাপু, 

অেিংবা, েীকগাে। 

অিগুা 

অমুবসু। 

 

তাদরবা থকমাইগী মদম 

তিংদিবা পূদিগী মোউ 

েঙদিবা মচু মখ্িদেিংদন। 

 

েদিন েদিন দতনেীনবিা  

হেৌদজদি ওইদরিনা  

দপেখ্রবা হেনিাসদসিা 

মচু হথাক্ত্রবা মচু। 

 

মচু নাইবা নঙগী পুদিসু 

োমদখ্গদন হনািংমদি 

মচুনা মচুগী হেৌরেেমিা দতনদখ্বিা৷ 

চূমথাঙগী মচুদেিং 

অিগুা হপাকিাইিা 

মচু োউদ্রবা অকঙৌবা । 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 48 ~  

Translation: 

Colourless Colour  
 

Red, yellow 

Green, blue 

And 

Black, too.  
 

The image of heart, 

The taste of life, 

Are the varieties of shade. 
 

By mixing them again and again, 

Now, it becomes a colourless colour 

On that canvas. 

   

A day will arrive 

When the colours will be immersed with their origin, 

The life of the coloured one, 

Will also fade. 

 

All the shades of rainbow 

Then finally, 

The colourless white ! 
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Laishram Romola Devi িাইশ্রম্‌থরামমািা্‌থেবী 

 
িাইশ্রম হরাকমািা হিবী ইিং ১৯৬৬িা ইম্ফািগী োইকুি দেরুেনবা সিোেিা সিবা িাইশ্রম নকরন্দ্র 
দসিংে অমদি িাইশ্রম ওিংবী দবকমািা হিবী  অদনগী  ৈচা সিপ্তঙাল ওইনা েিংজদখ্।দজ দপ ৱুইপ্তৈন্স 
েকিজতগী হিজকুেে হিাইদেনদখ্। হেৌদজেনা হসন্ট হজাজি  োে কুরিা হসদনোর টিচর ওইদর। 

ঈথে মকেে ইিনুা ঈথেগী  েিেি  ৫ পাঙকথািুনা ঈথে মকেে ৫০ হেন্না খু্কিাি তমকখ্র।মদনপুরিা 
পাঙকথােদখ্বা মদরশুবা মদনপুর দেল্ম হেদটকিিিা "থৱােগী  থৱাে" দেচর দেল্মিা হবস্ত দিদরেস 
এৱিার্ "কখ্ােরািংবা হেনমদি " োেবা ঈথে মকেি এৱিার্ দপরিুনা ইোে খু্ম্নদখ্। 

টি দি হচকনিদেিংিা পাউকচদেিংিা সেকরিং, ৱারীমচা, ৱাকরিং পািনুা অমদি ইিনুা মীোমিা সাদেতযগী 
খু্কিাি হতৌদর। সিকোি, মদনপুরী দিেকররী হসাসাইটি, ইম্ফাি, মদনপুরী সাদেতয পদরষি 
হমঘািেনাদচিংবগী হমম্বর ওইিনুা  জি কনি অমদি একথাকিাদজিা সেকরিং অমদি ৱাকরিং োদি ।  

Bio: 

Laishram Romola Devi was born in 1966 at Hiruhanba Laikai, Imphal (Manipur)as a 

daughter of Laishram Narendra Singha and Laishram Bimola Devi. She did her graduation 

from G.P Women’s College. Currently she is working as an educator at Saint George 

Highschool. She has written more than 50 lyrics and one of her lyrics “Khoirangba 

Henmalli” from the feature film “Thawai gi thawai” has been awarded as “Best Lyrics 

Award” during the fourth Manipur Film Festival. She has been participating in the literature 

events on Television and presenting her poems and short stories in the Newspapers, 

journals, magazines and anthologies time to time, she is a member of the literary 

organisations like “Leikol”, “Manipuri Literary Society” “Manipuri Sahitya Parishad, 

Meghalaya and etc. 
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Translator’s Bio 

 

       Tongbram Amarjit Singh Laishram Romola Devi 
িাইশ্রম্‌থরামমািা্‌থেবী 

 

Tongbram Amarjit Singh was born at Thanga, Manipur. He is the founder member of 

Sahitya Thoupang Lup, Imphal and Loktak Khorjei Lup, Thanga and has been associated 

with many literary organizations in Manipur. He is the recipient of Dharambir Literary Award 

from the Cultural Forum Manipur for young creative writing, 2018. He has participated in 

many poets’ meet both within and outside the state. His Loubukki Manam (The Aroma of 

the Paddy Field) an anthology of Manipuri poems won the Sahitya Akademi Yuva Puruskar 

Award, 2018. He worked as co-editor of the bilingual International Anthology. “Under the 

Azure Sky”. His poems have been translated into English and Bangla and published in 

many literary journals and anthologies. 

He is ardent enthusiast of oral literature and folklore and is also the founder of Loktak 

Folklore Museum.  

ত  োংব্রম অমরজিৎ স োংহ মসিপুরগী থ ঙ্গদ  তপ কসি। মহ ক   সহ য তথৌপ োংলূপ, ইম্ফ ল 
অম ুোং তল ক্ত ক তি র্িৈ লূপ, থ ঙ্গগী ফ উন্দর তমম্বরসি অম ুোং মসিপুরদ  ললসরব  
  সহ যগী লূপ কয় গ  ুপুন্ন  থবক কয়  ত ৌসমন্নসর। সদ কলচররল তফ রম মসিপুরি  পীব  
য়োং জিএস ব র ইস োংগী ধরমবীর সলটররসর এৱ দৈ ২০১৮দ  ফোংসি। মসিপুর মিুোং অম ুোং 
মপ ন্দ  প ঙরথ কপ  কসব  রমলি কয় দ ু লৈররোং প সিব  ললরর। মহ ক্কী লৈররোংগী ল ইসরক 
“তলৌবুক্কী মিম” হ য়বস দ    সহ য এক রদসমগী য়বু পুরুস্ক র এৱ দৈ, ২০১৮ ু ফোংসিব  
ললরর। ইন্টররিরেল এরথ রল জি “অন্দর সদ এিরু স্ক ই”দ ু তক  এসদটর ওইসি।  

সচিবুোং   সহ য অম ুোং তফ করল রবু য় ম্ন  প মিব  অইব  অম ুসি অমসদ মহ ক তল ক্ত ক 
তফ করল র মুযজিয়মগী ু ফ উন্দর অমসি।  
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লশ্ঙনবা  

হিিংিিনুা িিংিাকস হেৎতুমগী মদচন্দা 

অমমমত তাইদেিী হোৎদচিী হিপ্তনা 

মতমগী ঈকচিিা হেগাইিুনা তাকেৌরবা 

মদে চৎিবা থকমাইগী ৱারীদেিং।  

 

হোৎদচিী মতৎ মতৎকতা 

েম্নেিী মকচৎ মোে 

নুদমিািংৱাইরমগী পুদিনা 

দেথরেপা থাজবু হেিংিুনা 

থাবি োওদ্রবা অদেিংদসিা 

দনিংদেিংিনুা মতমগী খু্কিািবু।  

 

েিেিকরাই খ্ঙনা খ্ঙনা 

ৱারী চাম চামগী মরুমিা হিাৎতুনা 

হমাকমান্নবা মীকনাক্না পাউখু্ম ঙাইদর 

দেঙনবনা অকরাইবা  ওইেন্দুনা  

মতমগী েনৱাইরমিাই মীৎকুপু্প। 
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Translation: 

Challenge  

 

Inserting the thread into the needle 

Ceaselessly stitching one after one, 

All the cracked stories of heart 

That have fallen down in the course of time. 

 

This life of evening 

Has been stitching those tattered pieces 

Gazing the new moon, 

Remembering the gift of time 

In the night without moonlight. 

 

Knowing it won’t come again 

Hiding behind hundreds of stories 

Smiling a little and waiting for a reply 

Making a challenge as the last option 

To the moment of the last of time.  
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Marathi 
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Classics 
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देवदतू: महावाक्य  २ 

 

या बेटावर 

बोटावर मोजण्याइतक्याच राहहल्या आता 

ध ुंद फ लाुंच्या कळ्या 

माझ्याही पाकळ्या झडून जाण्यापूवी 

माझे डोळे शोधून ठेवा 

मला उडवून नेणार आहे रे 

हसऱ्या फककराुंचा करुण थवा 

सोनेरी स्वप्नाळू सौदागराुंचे काकफल े

याच रस््याने गाफील झाल े

अजून ्याुंचा पत्ता नाही 

नक्षत्ाुंचे र्नस्खलन 

येथल्याच दगडावर ललुंपनू गले े

डाग एकही प सला नाही 

हे वेताळ पुंचक्रोशीतल े

उद्ध्वस्त शालमयान े

या कब्ीुंच्या प्रेमात तबाह झाल े

वासना ्याुंच्याही शमल्या नाहीत 

हे ज लूमखोराुंचे खोरे आहे 

चौफेर कफनफाड कल्लोळ 

घनघोर य द्धध पेटले आहे 

आणण माझ्या पायाुंतल्या 

लाटाुंच्या श ुंखला 
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ककनाऱ्याशी बेछूटपणे 

रततक्रीडा कररताहेत 

 

पाखराुंनो, 

माझ्या दुंगलग्रस्त चेहऱ्यावर 

कैद्धयाचे तेज नाही म्हणून 

भगवुंतही द खावला आहे ! 

 

पुंखात प थ्वी 

मलाही लपववता येत े

उडता येते, फडफडता येत े

चारचौघाुंसारखे 

येथल्या प्र्येक डहाळीवर 

माझ्याच नखाुंची 

तनशाणुं आहेत 

हे कब्स्तान तर 

मीच फककराुंना दान केल े

 

आजही माझ्या पुंखात 

णिस्ताचे डोळे आणण ब द्धधाचे स्स्मत 

म्हणूनच या सम द्रान े

साुंभाळून आहे 

मला कैद केल े

पाखराुंनो, 
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दरू ततथ ेमाझ्या यातनाुंची गलबत े

सागरगीत ेगाताहेत 

्याुंना जरा सामोरे व्हा 

 

्याुंनाही उडवून नेणार आहे रे 

हसऱ्या फककराुंचा करुण थवा !! 

 

दोस्तहो, 

इथ ेफाशीचे दोर ववणणाऱ्या 

जल्लादाुंचे कबीले बदनाम आहेत 

अपराध ्याुंचा एवढाच आहे 

त ेभ केचे ग लाम आहेत ... 

 

्याुंच्या डोळ्याुंच्या च लीत 

अजून एवढी आग आहे 

की, या वस्तीवर ज लूम व्हावा 

आणण ह कमतीचा एकेक इमला 

जळून भस्म-खाक व्हावा... 

अरे त म्ही पण मला 

वेडा तर नाहीना हो समजत? 

तर अुंधारात वपस े

मोजून घ्यावीत 

चोचीवर चोच घासावी एकाुंती 

रात् उलटू द्धयावी 
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मग उन्हें टोचून टोचून 

बेजार करावी इतकी 

की प नः रात् व्हावी 

 

न कतेच क ठे 

आभाळ गहहवरून आलेय ्

थेंबामागून थेंब 

थेंबाुंच्या धारा झाल्यायत ्

ववश्वातला सारा प्रलयुंकारी क पाउदे्रक 

सुंपूणण चराचराच्या थरणथराणटासकट 

खदखदनू आलाय ्

स्वगण ताराुंककत सूयण भयकुं वपत 

कनवाळू सु्ं येच्या दारावर उभा 

हाती क्षक्षततजाचे - 

लभक्षापात् 

घेऊन कळवळतोय ्... 

"माते, ओ मात े!! 

ही रात् माझी येथेच जाऊ दे, 

कल्याण होईल 

हदवस तनघता तनघता 

तनघून जाईन" 

सावध असा रे 

आता पराक्रमी पाऊस कोसळणार आहे 
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दयाणचे ऊर भरून येणार आहे प नः 

ककनारा शोधणारे माझ े

डोहागत खोल-खोल डोळे 

लशुंपल्यात ग ुंतलेल्या माझ्या प्राणासह 

दरू-दरू फार दरू वाहून जाणार आहेत 

 

भूकुं पापूवीची ही अमानवी शाुंतता 

माझ्यातून उफाळून येण्यापूवी 

हे मरणा, मला म क्त कर ! 

वणव्यात लशलगलेल्या 

या क वाऱ्या रात्ीुंचा आक्रोश 

मला सहन होत नाही 

या देहावरचे यातनारण्य 

पेटू लागले आहे रे 

माझे रोम-रोम फ टू लागले आहे तडातड 

अरे ही ककनारवस्ती हटवा रे 

द तनया पेटत स टली आहे रे 

आग लागली आहे आग ! 

प थ्वीच्या काळजावरच्या जखमाुंना 

ध वून काढा भराभर 

नाहीतर म्यणलोक 

द भुंगून जाईल ! 

पक्षी अन ्घरट्यातलुं 

अुंतर न्याहाळणाऱ्या डोळ्याुंनो, 
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माझी कणणपटल े

का कुं पायमान होत नाहीत? 

का ऐकू येत नाही मला 

माय हरववल्याुंचा ककलबबलाट? 

 

पुंचतत्त्वातली चेतनमाया 

इतकी कशी बधधर झाली? 

की फोल ठरल े

देवद ताुंचे प नरागमन 

असे एकाएकी 

बुंहदस्त माझ्या या ववस्तीणण कायेवरचे 

कवच उधडून काढताना 

सावध राहा व्यापाऱ्याुंनो, 

हाहाकार माजनू जाईल अलम वस्तीत 

व क्षाुंचे जथ्थे धावून येतील म ळाुंसकट 

कोसळून पडतील हहमद गण धडाधड 

नद्धया नाधगणीगत धावत स टतील सैरावैरा 

आणण प थ्वी 

थरथरू लागेल गायीच्या सवाांगागत 

हे महाशबदाुंनो, 

अशी आव्हानाुंवर आव्हान ेकरीत स टू नका 

सम द्र उपसून काढावा लागतो 

- तळगाभ्यातून 
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जशी माउली आतड ेउपसून 

हलकी होते लेकरू पाहून ! 

या बेटावरचे रुंगीबेरुंगी हदवे 

रात्ीच्या रोषणाईचे ग लाम नाहीत ! 

अरे हे तर वाट च कलेल्या प्रवाशाुंचे 

तनखळून पडलेले डोळे आहेत !! 

 

हे नागमण्याुंच्या शोधात 

वारुळुं उद्ध्वस्त करणाऱ्याुंनो, 

 

ते पाहा चुंदनधगरीला कवटाळून 

भ जुंग डोलताहेत 

हे ववषयववषारी सपण मला 

स्पशण करायला धजत नाहीत 

माझ्या हाडामाुंसाचा वास आता 

्याुंना सहन होत नाही 

ऋतू आटल्यावर भ ई भगेाळून यावी 

तशात फाुंद्धया छाटलेल्या 

झाडाचा देखावा 

 

पतझडीच्या रानात ख लून हदसावा 

ललुंगे गळून पडू नयेत 

याची धास्ती देहभर, रानभर आय ष्यभर 

ऐका हो ऋवषप त्ाुंनो, 
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या लतावल्लीुंची वल्कल ेसोलनू 

्याुंना नग्न करू नका 

्याुंचे प्र्युंग 

त मचे जपसामथ्यण हहरावून घेईल 

तेव्हा कोण ग न्हेगार ठरेल 

हे मला कळत नाही 

सूयण माझ्या वयाचा आहे 

असे अन्य ग्रह साुंगतात 

 

खरुं साुंगू का, मला काहीच कळत नाही 

उगमाचे लसुंहावलोकन प्रवाह करीत नाही 

डबडवून आलेल्या डोळ्याुंसारखा 

सैल होत चाललेल्या 

आय ष्यासारखा गततमान 

भोग साुंभाळून गभण धचवडणाऱ्या 

रात्ीुंच्या रम्यकथा साुंगणारा 

एकेक ढग 

 

हा म्हातारा साक्षीदार म लूख 

ह्या सवण धचजा 

कोंब फ टलेल्या फोडाुंसारख्या 

जपाव्या म्हणता 

तर परुं फ ट्या पाखराला 

पुंखाआड दडवायचा 
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नाहक मोह का? 

या प्रश्नाुंची उत्तरे 

उधडून वाळू घातलेल्या 

अवयवाुंसारखी लोंबकळत असतील 

तर माझ्या प्रश्नाुंचे सामथ्यण 

सलामत राहो ! 

हदवस कसा टरणकन ्उसवून जातो 

माणसुं कशी भराभर य-ेजा करतात 

काहीुंची हौस कफटत नाही 
 

काहीुंना द ःख आवरत नाही 

शुंखाशुंखातनू गजर उठतात 

नजरा च कवून उडणारे अशू्र 

 

टच्च आभाळभर गोठतात 

पुंख ढगाुंचे छाटणारे 

राईच ेपवणत अधाुंतरी पेटतात 

तर पधथकहो, 

प थ्वीच्या गभाणशयात 

माझा आ्मगाभा सडू लागला होता 

तेव्हा मी म क्ती आणण तकहदराला 

गभणडोहात ख डून-ख डून 

पाकळ्याुंगत ववखरून टाकल ेहोत े

देवाघरचे सक्त पहारेकरी 
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जागच्याजागी णखळवून टाकले होत े

म्हणून हे चार हदवस बरे गेल े

वपसुं वपकायच्या मोसमात 

स रतीला असे बहर आल े

प थ्वीला ढकलत ढकलत नतेा आल े

तरी परत ततला अनुंतात ठेवायचे क ठे ? 

चुंद्र-सूयण समजा कैद करता आल े

तरी ्याुंना त रुुंगात घालायचे क ठे ? 

 

अथाुंग एकाुंताचे पात् ओलाुंडताना 

एका आहदम अजस्त् वाळवुंटात 

वाळूच्या हलव्या लाटा 

च राण होताना पाहहल्यात मी 

प ढे तर प थ्वी य गापासून 

तहानेन ेल्हा ल्हा झालेल्या 

 

रेगीस्तानावरून 

मोसमी वाऱ्याुंना देशाुंतर करताना 

पाहणाऱ्या डोळ्याुंची 

साक्ष क रवाळणाऱ्याुंचे 

वध होताना पाहहलेत मी... 

इतस्ततः ववख रलेल्या 

प रातन खलाशाुंच्या 

हदशाभूल पावलाुंचे बेवारशी ठस े
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रेतीच्या लोटात 

अलगद दफन होताना 

साऱ्या पाधथणव प्राथणनाुंना 

एका महाव द्धध कववतेत 

लोटून हदले होते मी 

 

मी तड ेगेलेल्या 

वधस्तुंभाच्या सावलीत 

ग न्हेगाराुंच्या थडग्यात बसनू 

्याुंना ्याुंच्या एकेक 

 

शौयणकथा साुंगताना 

्याुंनी हरेकदा तलवारी उपसल्या 

प्र्येक पूणणववरामावर ... 

तेव्हा वधस्तुंभावरची व द्धध धगधाड े

माझ्यावर त टून पडायला 

भ केने तडफडताना 

 

्याचे एकेक पुंख 

सावलीत क ठे गळून पडत होत े

तेच मला कळत नव्हते ! 

आता तर साुंज चढत होती 

घ बडाुंच्या डोळाुंभर ... 

मला प ढे सरकल्यालशवाय - 
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ग्युंतर नव्हत े

माझ्या अुंगावरच्या गभाणर जखमाुंना 

उन्हाचे डोहाळे लागल ेहोत े

मला प ढे सरकल्यालशवाय - 

ग्युंतर नव्हते ! 

 

पाखराुंनो, 

जो चालत असतो 

्याने तनराश होऊ नय े! 

ज्या क्षणावर ब्ह्म थाुंबल े

ततथ ेम क्काम ठोकू नय े!! 

तर नभमागीुंनो, 

 

येथून प ढे कामाक्षी वासनेच्या 

महानगरीची सीमा स रू होत े

या प ढचे पलीकडचे 

त ेअुंग राचे घनदाट अरण्य ओलाुंडताना 

तेथील ववषयलोलूप माद्धयाुंचे 

पाठलाग करायची इल्लत मनात येत े

 

आणण पक्षक्षलभन्न समागमानुंतर 

नकळत नरालाच गभणधारणा होत े

जरा जपून उडायचे असत े

या प्रदेशाुंवरून 
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अजूनही ऐकू येताहेत मला 

ते ऋवषम नीुंचे ओठबबलगे सुंवाद 

्या परग्रहाुंवरून 

“अशा या अुंग रबनीच्या 

एकाुंतात - तनवाुंत देह धूत बसलेल्या 

हे इुंद्रवनीच्या मदनमस्त अप्सरे, 

त झ्या तनतळ कायेवरून तनथळणारुं 

स्वगणसरोवरात 

आुंघोळीचुं चुंदनपाणी 

मला या धोतऱ्याच्या द्रोणात 

जरा धरू देतेस का ? 

पुंख माझे थकून आल ेबय ेग 

मला त झ्या धरतीवर उतरू देतेस का?" 

 

“अहो पक्षक्षुंद्र, 

त मची फडफडती तछनाल नजर 

सरकन ्माझ्या कोवळ्या 

काळजाला डसनू गेली 

या घायाळ पक्षक्षणीची 

कीव त म्हा नाही का वाटत?" 

"चुंहद्रके, स्वगणरुंडडके; 

 

त झे गे चाुंद्रहास्य 

माझ्या ब्ह्मतेजाला स्पशणन जाताहे 
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त ला माझ्या कामक्रोधाचे भय नाही का वाटत? 

अगे, ओल्याधचुंब हहव्याणगदण वेलीवरल्या 

गव्हाळ नाधगणे, 

का अशी ह ुंगललेी ही फ ल े

प नः प न्हा फाुंदीला बबलगताहेत 

आणण ववषयबाधा झालेल्या 

ऋत कन्येसारखी ... 

माझ्या झोळीतल्या ब्ह्मभोगाला 

हरप्रकारे ललकारताहेत" 

 

“अहो राजबैरागी, 

हरेकच ऋतू ऊतू येतो 

आपआपल्या मस्तीनुं 

अत प्त तपानुं म क्ती गभाणरत 

नाही रे राजा ! 

 

हे तपताऱ्याुंनो, 

आभाळ आटून गेल्यावर 

बरसात होत नाही 

देठुं  वाळू लागलीत 

की कळ्या फ लत नाहीत 

जेव्हा कधी पूर चढतो नदीला 

ती बेलाशक जाऊन बबलगत ेदयाणला 
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तसे हे घनदाट अरण्य 

ही रात् लमठीतून सलै करण्याआधी 
 

"पण महामाये, 

ही काया दान केल्यावर 

माझे प्राण क ठे ठेव ू? 

या ऽ या ऽऽ रे कामषीनो, 

माझ्या गात्ागात्ात ही रात् पेरून द्धया 

नक्षत्ाुंनो, आज मला त मचे पेहराव द्धया 

वेदशबदाुंनो, 

माझ्या रोमरोमातल ेजपसामथ्यण आज 

यमलोकीच्या ग न्हेगाराुंना वाटून द्धया " 

"पाखराुंनो, 

कोरड्या जखमेला खाजवल्याने इजा होत े

हे क णाला ठाऊक नाही ? 

पण तरीही खाजवायचे क णी टाळत नाही 

 

हे जसे खाजेला खाजवण्याचे 

अपराधी स ख असत े

तशी नराला मादीची 

आणण मादीला नराची भूक असत ेभोगत ेहो ! 

 

अशीच एक मादी होती 

ती मला खूप प्यारी होती 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 72 ~  

नक्षत् होते नाकी ततच्या र्ननथीसारखे 

दोन बाजूला दोन चुंद्र 

द ग्धपौणणणमेसारखे ... 

ती स्जतकी भोळीभाबडी 

तततकीच ती उनाड घोडी होती 

दरदा प्रसवताना 

ती हहव्याण धचुंचेप्रमाणे हसायची 

आणण ऋत मासात 

सतरा चाह्याुंची परकरे नेसायची 

मी ततला खूप वेळा उघड्यावर 

नक्षते् गोंदताना पाहहले होत े

मी ततच्यासाठी दयाणकड ेगहाण राहून 

पाचूुंचे पैंजणही आणल ेहोत े

अखेर एके हदवशी 

जीवाचा हहय्या करून 

मी ततला माझ्या प्रेमाचे साुंगून पाहहल े

 

ततने मला तेवढ्याप रते झट्टहदशी 

कामक शीत घेऊन पाहहल े

हे तो ववषयाचे ककड े। 

मग भोगाचे का वावड े। 

नखऱ्याचे कावळे । आ्मद्रोही ॥ 

तर हे स दरूदेशच्या पक्षीराज, 

अत्तरझऱ्याकाठी न्हात असलेल्या 
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घायाळ करून सोडणारे 

लाजाळू ललनाुंना 

आपले रुंडीबाज डोळे 

 

आणण हृदय थरारून टाकणारे 

हषणलमधश्रत उमाळे 

आणण कोण्याही गवणगभाणर मदतनकेला 

ग दग ल्या करणारे आपल ेस्वप्नील व्यस्क्तमत्त्व 

या सवण सुंभोगय द्धधाला आव्हान करणाऱ्या 

आपल्यातील ग णवैलशष्ट्याुंचा 

मी जयजयकार कररताहे... 

हे पक्षीराज, 

मी कदर करतोय ्

आपल्या अपौरुषेय राजसौंदयाणची 

आपण गाजववलेल्या देवधचमण्याुंच्या 

देशावरील हकमतीची 

आणण हहव्याणकुं च लमठतूुंच्या 

आुंबेरानातील घरट्याुंवर 

 

केलेल्या दरारेदार स्वाऱ्याुंची 

पण हाय! हे पक्षीशे्रष्ठ, 

चैत्पौणणणमेला चुंद्रग्रहणाचे वेळी  

आपण तनकराची लढाई 

स्जुंकत असताना पाहून 
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परास्जताुंच्या 

हवालहदल झालेल्या 

शेकडो हदलदार माद्धयाुंना 

अस ेनाकारायला नको होत े

अमळ जरा रक्तलाुंतछत 

 

तलवार खाली ठेवून 

एकेकीला भराभर च ुंबून 

घ्यायला हवे होत े

'धचमणा धचमणी झगडत े

अशानुं स्जन्दगी बबघडत े

'चार हदनकी चााँदनी 

कफर अुंधेरी रात' 

काजव्याुंचे झाड 

्याचे चाुंदणीला मोठे लाड" 

"हे वपतामह, 

मी अववरत आप ला बोध आचरेन 

बोलेन ज्या जबानीन े

ततच ेपारखेन इमान मी 

 

मी आप ल्या बोलाुंना राजाज्ञा बनवीन 

मी तव शबदान्शबदा चचाांन 

हरह न्नरी कवी करवी 

बरव ेआप ले अवघ ेज्ञान 
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चररत्ात मढवीन मी ! 

मी बोलेन तसैा चालेन 

हे जर चालताना खटकेल 

तर खटकल्या खऱ्याचे मात् 

खोटे करीन मी 

नाहीतर कसा होईन मी 

राजकारणे पूणण ?" 

 

“राजकारणी वाऱ्याबरोबर 

उडत जाणारे अत्तराचे फाय े

नेमके क ठे पडतील 

याचा का अुंदाज घेता येतो पक्षीराज ? 

पक्षीराज, 

वादळाचा अुंदाज घेता आला तरी 

बबाणद होणाऱ्याुंची यादी 

आगावू तयार करता येत नाही 

लसुंहासनावर बसण्याचा 

छुंद लावून घेतल्यान े

चात यण अुंगी येत ेअस ेनाही 

चौकात तलवारी टाुंग्या ठेवून 

 

राज्य करण ेकठीण नाही 

मानणारे मानतात तोवर बरे असत े

अन्यथा मानेवर वार करणारे थोड ेनाहीत 
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माणूसच माणसावर ज लमू करतो ! 

माणूसच माणसाला मलम लावतो दोस्तहो !! 

हे पाचूप्राुंतीच्या पक्षीवैभवा, 

त झे ज्ञान त ला लखलाभ होवो 

स्जत के कपट तयाचा मात् 

नाईनाट होवो 

तछनालाुंच्या करामती तयाुंसव ेजावोत 

मन ष्य भाषनेे पश पक्षी बोलके होवोत 

ग राुंच्या ख ुंट्याला 

 

अधून मधून माणूस येवो 

पेट्या घरावर साुं्वनाचा वषाणव होवो 

एका ताटात सतरा तोंड ेजेवोत 

वाुंझोटीला रातोरात हदवस जावोत 

'जो-जो वाुंछील' ज्याला ्याला 

फटकाफटकी मरण येवो !!! 
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Translation:  

Devdoot: The Angel 

                   Translation of Canto - I of Mahavaakya 

 (The Great Utterance), 

Original Marathi Epic Poem in five cantos 

                                           Poem 

 

1 

O seafaring birds hunting for pearl-feed! 

Fill up your beaks 

with the eternal youth of my wings 

because I'll soon be flown off 

by messenger-fakirs that weep while they laugh. 

 

On this isle just a few buds remain 

of intoxicating flowers; 

so before I too shed my petals 

search out and keep my eyes - 

because I'll soon be flown off 

by messenger-fakirs that weep while they laugh. 

 

One hasn't yet found the caravans 

of Sindbads with golden dreams 

that were on this same way misled; 

nor has one yet wiped 

 

the stains, 

on the stones, 

of the jewels that the stars here shed. 

The ruined pavilions 

within a score of miles, 
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in this phantom's domain, 

were undone by their love of tombs, 

their passions yet unquenched. 

It's a valley of tyrants where 

all hell has broken loose and where 

a war is on-a veritable wildfire - 

while the waves that girdle me in chains 

fornicate freely with the shore. 

 

Fledglings! 

Since He does not find on my riot-torn face 

the glow befitting a prisoner 

God himself is pained. 

I too can hide this earth 

under my wings outspread; 

I too can soar can flap my wings 

Like you and you; every branch here bears 

The marks of my claws 

It was I that gifted 

This graveyard to those fakirs 

 

To this day I cherish in my wings 

the eyes of Christ 

and the Buddha's smile 

That's why this sea has made a captive of me. 
 

Birds, 

out at sea the boats of my agonies 

are singing their sea-songs; 

go and receive them please, 

because even they will be flown off 

by messenger-fakirs that weep while they laugh. 

 

Friends, 
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the tribes of hangmen-weavers 

that pleat the ropes for their job 

have earned a bad name here; 

their only crime is this; 

they are slaves to hunger. 
 

There is so much fire still 

in the kiln of their eyes 

that no sooner do the rulers become oppressive 

than will they reduce to ash 

every dictatorial structure. 

 

Hey, is it that you, too, 

 

consider me a madman? 

So, count your feathers in the dark, 

quietly sharpen your beaks 

by rubbing them on each other's 

and let the night pass 

And pester daylight 

so much with your beaks 

that night should come back fast. 

It is only now that the sky 

is feeling chocked with compassion 

and is sending down rains - 

at first drop by drop 

and then in torrents 

The benevolent cataclysmic forces 

of the universe, have burst out 

shaking up all that is quick or dead. 

The sun, spangled with stars 

is shivering, seeking alms, 

with his begging-bowl of horizon 
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at the gentle evening's gate. 

And says in a piteous voice: 

"Mother, O mother, 

God will bless you - 

let me spend here this night. 

 

I'll be on my way 

by break of daylight." 
 

Beware all 

A mighty rain is about to fall. 

The river will be in full flood again 

and my deep, lake-deep eyes 

 

that quest for the shore 

will be carried by the current 

with my oyster-trapped soul. 

Before this calm in me that 

anticipates an earthquake 

breaks loose, come, death, 

and set me free. 

The cry of the virgin night 

scorched in a forest-fire 

in now more than I can bear 

The jungle of sufferings on my body 

is ablaze, every cell in me 

is cracking, bursting, 

so, remove at once these houses on the shore - 

the world is in flames, 

the world is in flames. 

 

Hurry up, wash these wounds 

on the earth's heart, 

lest it split into two - 
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because this planet is all 

that we mortals have got 

 

You who can make out 

a bird from a nest, 

who don't my eardrums shudder, 

why can't I hear the anguished chirping 

of baby birds that can't find their mother? 

How is it that the spirit 

that pervades the five elements 

has gone entirely deaf? 

Or is it bootless - 

the resurrection of us angels? 

 

O merchants, 

beware when you tear off the armour 

on my vast captive body. 

Terrified, everybody will scream and shout, 

jungles of trees will rush, roots and all, 

ice-forts will crumble like houses of cards, 

the rivers, like cobras, will slither here and there 

and the earth, like a frightened cow, 

will tremble in every limb. 

 

O oracles, 

don't be so prodigal of declarations. 

One has to bail a whole ocean 

from its fathomless depths: 

a mother has to wrench her belly 

to earn her relief and to see her babe. 

The parti-coloured lamps on this isle 

are not decorative lighting - 

they are the dropped-out eyes 
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of travellers who lost their way. 
 

2 

O you who dig up cobra holes 

in search of cobra-gems 

look how they sway 

entwining sandal trees. 

These reptiles with their passion-poison 

dare not touch me: 

the stink of my flesh and bones 

is much too strong for them. 

Like the earth cracked in the hot dry season 

like a tree with chopped off branches 

prominent in a bare wintry wood, 

a terror grips your whole body, 

 

it grips the whole jungle, all of life 

the terror of shedding off the member. 

Children of rishis, listen. 

Don't remove the bark of these ivies, 

do not undrape them: 

every limb of theirs will rob you 

of the power gained through penance. 

Who will be accounted guilty then, 

no one knows. 

"The sun is my coeval", 

the planets assert 

I don't really know, 

because an Overview of the source 

is impossible to the flow. 

 

Each cloud like lachrymose eyes 

speeding along like loosening life; 
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this country, aged witness, 

that relates entrancing tales of nights 

that probe the wombs while ensuring their pleasure: 

such things, you say, 

should be guarded like a germinated sore. 

Then why this vain temptation 

to hide, under the wings, that fledgling bird? 

 

The answers to these questions 

will remain hanging like limbs 

split open and filled with sand. 

Long live, therefore, 

the potency of my questions. 

How quickly is the day ripped off ... ! 

How swiftly do creatures come and go ... ! 

Some with desires unsatisfied, 

some with sorrows unconsoled. 

Every conch is blowing 

The tears that fly off under cover 

freeze and crowd in the sky. 

The molehill-mountains that chop off 

the wings of the clouds 

go up in flames halfway, 

So friends, 

when my soul was rotting in the earth's womb 

I tore off deliverance and destiny, 

scattering them like petals. 

The vigilant guards of heaven 

I transfixed on the spot. 

 

That's how my sojourn has been happy. 

In the season of ripe feathers 

my face is in bloom. 
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Suppose you pushed the earth on- 

where would you park it in space ? 

Suppose you captured the sun and the moon- 

where would you make their jail? 

 

While fording the immense solitude 

of a vast primeval desert 

I have seen gentle waves of sand crumble. 

And later, from the age of the earth 

I have witnessed the murders 

of those who cherished the sight 

of monsoon winds 

traversing a thirst-burnt desert 

I dismissed in a superannuated dirge 

all those defunct prayers; 

while the forlorn footprints 

of the directionless sailors of old 

were being gently buried 

in a massive drift of sand. 

In the shadow of the cracked scaffold, 

sitting in the criminals' tomb 

when I recounted heroic sagas 

they drew their swords 

at my every pause. 

 

And then when the aged vultures 

patrolling the scaffold 

and convulsing with hunger 

made a sortie on me 

I just didn't know where their feathers were 

dropping in the shade. 

 

You could see the evening thickening 
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in the owl's eyes - 

I had no choice but to move on. 

My pregnant wounds were yearning for the sun - 

I had no choice but to move on. 

Fledglings, 

he who marches 

should never lose heart. 

At a certain moment 

just because the Creator has stopped 

he shouldn't pitch his tent. 

 

So, friends, 

here we enter, the metropolis 

of Venus-eyed lust. 

While crossing the thick vineyard beyond 

you will succumb to the caprice of chasing 

the enchantresses there. 

And when birds interbreed 

somehow it is the male that conceives, 

so look out when you fly 

over this territory. 

Even now I can hear 

the lip-to-ear dialogues, 

from alien planets, 

of rishis and of saints. 

"O you who are sitting alone 

here in the celestial lake in this grape-garden 

quietly washing your body, 

O bewitching apsaras of Indra's forest 

won't you let me collect 

in a cone of thorn-apple leaves 

the sandal-rich water 
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trickling off your soft skin? 

O lady, my wings are weary - 

won't you let me land on your grounds?" 

 

"O best among birds, 

your fluttering promiscuous glance 

has stung my gentle heart. 

Don't you pity 

this wounded lady-bird?" 

"O beautiful one, O harlot of heaven, 

your bright smile caresses 

my ascetic effulgence – 

aren't you scared of my lust and rage? 

O luscious cobress5 

of a dripping-wet lush green ivy, 

why are these smelt flowers 

clinging so, again and again, to the branch? 

And like a virgin in heat 

challenging in every way 

the divine food in my bag?" 

 

"O excellent ascetic, 

every season comes of age 

intoxicated by its sap. 

A hungering austerity 

won't beget deliverance, my dear. 

O star among penitents, 

rains don't fall from a dry sky, 

and when the stem is desiccated 

buds won't bloom. 

So, you say that 

as a river in flood rushes 

and clings to the sea, 
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I too should, 

 

before these dense woods loosen the night, 

cling to you? '' 

 

''But O bewitchment alive, 

after giving away my body 

where shall I posit my soul? 

 

Come O rishis of lust, 

sow this night in my every limb. 

O stars, give me today your mantle. 

Gift away, O great Vedas, 

this penance-born virtue in my every cell 

to the wretches condemned to hell." 

 

Fledglings, 

everybody knows 

that it is injurious to scrabble a sore; 

and knowing this well 

they scrabble it evermore. 

Now just as one finds a guilty pleasure 

in scratching an itch, 

so does an Adam hunger for an Eve 

and she for him. 

One such beauty there was, 

very dear to me. 

The stars were like jewels in her nose-ring;'' 

she had two autumn full moons on her two sides 

of hue they were milky white. 

Now just as she was silly 

she acted like a filly. 

In every childbirth 
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she laughed like a tamarind fat and green; 

and in season she again would flirt 

with admirers seventeen. 

Often, I saw her 

getting stars tattooed in the open, 

I had bought her an emerald anklet 

by pledging myself with the ocean. 

At last, one day 

I took courage in both hands 

and saw how it felt this lady to address. 

Quickly, for that moment, she saw how 

it felt to hold me in her embrace. 

Fora worm of lust 

pleasure is a must: 

A crow of dandy taste- 

ruin of himself 

O best among birds from far-off lands, 

I applaud your seducing eyes 

That injure shy maidens 

bathing by the side of perfume-runnels; 

applaud your heart-thrilling bursts of joy 

and your dream personality 

 

that should tickle any conceited beauty; 

all these qualities that challenge a maiden 

to a bed battle, I applaud. 

 

O crown among birds, 

I commend your superhuman charms, 

the rule you set up over the country of tits, 

and the fierce invasions of the nests 

of deep green parrots in mango forests. 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 89 ~  

But it’s a pity to recall, O noblest of birds, 

that on that April full moon, during lunar eclipse 

you refused, aware that you were winning a close battle, 

those hundreds of glum but sporting ladies 

of the loser’s camp. 

I wish you had put down for a moment 

your bloody swords 

and kissed them all quickly, one by one. 

“The sparrow and his mate fight 

and this ruins their life.” 

A nine days’ wonder- 

they say of our life 

Even so the moon 

adores fireflies. 

“O grandfather, 

always, always, shall I act as you taught; 

 

I’ll test the virtue of my tongue 

before I ever speak; 

your sayings shall be royal edicts; 

I shall have a sage poet 

discuss every word of yours; 

I shall have him sing 

through a song on your life 

all your dear teachings. 

I shall act as I speak 

but if I stumble at some inconvenient truth 

I shall play tricks - 

how shall I otherwise 

perfect my politics?” 

''Where exactly will it drop 

a wisp of perfumed cotton 
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flying with political winds - 

can you tell, O royal bird? 

O royal bird, 

you can foresee a storm at some stage 

but can you fore list those who the storm will ravage? 

For years you have sat 

on your habitual throne - 

 

but does it mean you know 

the art of government? 

 

It’s easy to rule by terror - 

hanging swords in city squares. 

This works 

as long as the people can be led 

or else there are many here who 

rise to sever their regent’s head, 

Yes, man oppresses man all around   - 

And it’s man again that dresses his wounds. 

 

O Eminents of the land of emeralds, 

I wish you the joy of your wisdom; 

may, howbeit, you bury your deceit; 

to the cow-peg may, at times, man be tethered; 

may solace shower on burning homes; 

may twenty dine off a single plate; 

may barren women conceive overnight; 

may a lightning death descend 

on all who long for it. 
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कविता  

काय? तुमचं माझ्यावर प्रेम आहे? 

 

kaya Æ tuJaM maaJyaavar p`oma AahoÆ 

Cana… mast… maga cala lavakr. 

Gaa[- kr jara   

caala BaraBara 

pLt yao pTkna 

ivavas~ hao caTkna 

SaT\T, SaT\T, SaT\T, AsaM naahI Aro baabaa 

baaMQaa tumacaa GaaoDa AaiNa qaaoDa baoL qaaMbaa 

hao, hao … ]trva kpDo f@t tuJyaa saMskRtIcao 

faDUna Tak la@trM hI Aaja tuJyaa Qamaa-caI 

ivasa$na jaa Aaja tU AaoLK tuJyaa jaatIcaI 

AaiNa tuJyaa raYTIya%vaacaI JaUla hI fokUna do 

saaoD tuJaa svaaqa- 

saaoD tuJaa AhM 

pOSaacaI Sa@tI 

dovaacaI Ba@tI. 

saarM kahI %yaagaUna  

yao maaJyaa maagaUna. 

 

TakUna do %yaa ZalaI Ana\ tI tlavaarIMcaI patI 

Gao baabaa hI maanavatocaI maSaala tuiJayaa hatI 

kpaLalaa laava tuJyaa hI payaaKalacaI maatI 

AMQaEad\Qaocaa do baLI Ana\ poTva ivavaok-vaatI 

maora-tora ivasa$na jaa, jaa ivasa$na naatI-gaaotI 

tuJaI Aaja jaI Aahot tI kala kuNaacaI haotI Æ 
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tU s~I AsalaIsa trI yao 

tU pu$Ya Asalaasa trI yao 

 

maaJyaakDM yaotanaa,  

tU zova f@t ekca jaaNa  

tLhatavartI ip`yao,  

DaokM nasalaolaM )dya AaNa. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 95 ~  

Translation: 

Do you want to love me? 

 

Do you want to love me? 

Wow! Then come, come. 

Come fast. Hurry up. 

Don’t waste time. 

Yes, unclothe ye thyself. 

 

No, no. No, my dear. 

Only remove thy clothes of culture. 

Wipe out thy national identities. 

Clear off thy existence by religion. 

Wash-out thy personal considerations. 

Thy ego, 

Thy respect, 

Thy faiths, 

Thy beliefs, 

And all; all that you have put on 

Remove it immediately and come on. 

Be an absolute human being.  

Be a child of Mother-Nature. 

Free from doubts and beliefs, 

And be a selfless born creature. 

I know that you are a woman. 

 

Or I know that you are a man. 

But… but I want a true human 

…….and I want, you see, none. 

If you are one the kind I want, 
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Come fast. 

With thy arms. wide open, 

And thine eyes, but shut, 

Mind, free from all doubts, 

And with the heart without head. 
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एक होता किी …  

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता बरा 

खाांद्ाांवर त्याच्या 

सांसाराची धरुा … 

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता नोकर 

साहबे म्हणले त्याला 

आधी ह ेकर ते कर … 

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता दकुानात 

त्याच्या शबदाांचा अर्थ 

बबलाच्या रकान्यात… 

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता गाडीवाला 

तळलेल्या कबवता 

खाणारा जाडीवाला … 

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता रद्दीवाला 
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बकलोवर आशय 

तोलणारा बुद्धीवाला … 

 

एक होता कवी 

कवी होता भाजीवाला 

शबदाांना तेजी त्याच्या 

अर्थ मात्र मांदीवाला … 

एक होता कवी… 

 

कवी होता कारखान्यात 

कबवतेची पोती 

भरलेल्या गोदामात … 

एक होता कवी… 

 

कवी होता शेतात 

कबवतेची नाबपकी 

तेजी मात्र बाजारात … 

एक होता कवी 

 

कवी होता स्मशानात…  

कबवतेच्या कबवत्वाला 

कबवता सुचेनात… 
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Translation: 

There was a Poet ! 

(Self-translated) 

 

There was a poet 

The poet was good 

But on his shoulders lay 

His family’s heavy load! 

 

There was a poet 

The poet was a servant 

his boss asked him   

Just to do this and do that! 

 

There was a poet 

The poet was a shopkeeper  

and the meaning of his poetry 

figured in the bills! 

 

There was a poet 

The poet was a street- hawker 

and he sold fried poems 

to feed the fat bellies! 

 

There was a poet 

The poet was a scrapper 

 

And he weighed his poems in kilos  

To impress the scholarly critics! 

There was a poet 

The poet was a veggie- vender 

His words were costly  
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But their meaning very cheap! 

 

There was a poet 

The poet worked in the factory 

He filled his poetry in sacks 

And put it in the warehouse!  

 

There was a poet 

The poet was a farmer  

He could not grow his poems  

while there was boom in the market! 

 

And there was a poet 

The poet worked in the crematory  

and he could not write  

a single line of poetry! 
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खरंच शक्य आहे Æ 

 

साांग कसां शक्य आह ेÆ 

खरांच शक्य आह ेका Æ 

तुझ्या दृष्टीने ह्या शुल्लक ³Æ´ 

गोष्टींच्या पल्ल्याड एक दैवी अन् 

अलौबकक नातां जोउणां तुझ्याशी  

त्या सवथच फुटकळ , 

अन् फारच खुज्या गोष्टींच्या पबलकडे Æ 

मी आपली म्हणत राहते , 

“तुला माझ्यासाठी वेळच नाही" 

अन् “तू तर पार हरवलाय 

तुझ्या एकटयाच्याच बवश्वात”… 

पण तुझ्या लेखी ह्या गोष्टी 

खुज्याच तर आहते  

मला वेळ देणां अन् माझ्यात गुांतून जाणां … 

एकीकडे तू देतोस त्या सवथ गोष्टी 

आयुष्याला बाांधून टाकणाऱ्या. 

अनुकूल वेदनेचा आभास. 

भुकेल्याला अन्नाचां वा अबनकेताला छप्पराचां 

कौतुक असावां तसां. 

फार फार तर मखमली बबछाना, 

अन् आभळाकडां पाहून चालायला लावणारी श्रीमांती - 

खरां तर सगळांच लौबकक अन ्नश्वर. 
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पण रक्ताचां नातां बवसरायला लावणारी, 

ही भौबतक सुखाची वखवख 

माझ्याही ठायी असेल 

असां गबृहत धरुन  

माझ्या आयुष्याच्या पुणथत्वाची 

व्याख्या करणारा, 

अन् घडीभर मलाही हचे माझां बवश्व 

असल्याचा आभास बनमाथण 

करणारा तू.... 

की ह्या अचेतन जगापबलकडे , 

माझ्यात तुझां पुणथत्व शोधणारा त ूÆ 

यातला मी कोणता समजु Æ 

.....की अजूनही त ूमैलोंमैल 

दरू आहसे माझ्यापासून 

मला अनबभज्ञ असणाऱ्या 

स्वप्नाांच्या मागे धावत Æ 

...... अडकलायस नकळत 

वा जाणीवपूवथक , 

तूच ठरबवलेल्या मोठमोठया 

जबाबदाऱ्याांच्या श्रृांखलेत...Æ 

खरां साांग.ू...Æ 

आयुष्यातली ही फरफट 

अन् ताटातुट आता जगण्याचा भागच झालीये. 
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भांग पावलेलां सगळांच अबस्तत्व 

 

बनखळलेल्या ताऱ्यागत 

सोडून गेलांय प्रभामांडळ 

दरू....खूप दरू 

इतकां  की आता 

एकमेकाांना जोडणाऱ्या वाटा 

धूसर झाल्यातच जमा. 

अन ्आपल्यात आलेल्या 

दरूाव्याांची भगदाडां बुजवणांही 

वाटतोय आता एक वरृ्ा प्रयत्न. 

खरांच, 

आता जुन्या मान्यता बदलायची 

वेळ आलीय Æ 
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Translation: 

     Is it possible? 

 

Going beyond petty 

Complaints and conditions as you call them? 

Is it possible? 

Is it possible, really... 

To connect with you divinely 

Like you don't have time 

For me' and 'you have become 

Very busy in your life'. 

Is that accommodativeness going to be the 

Completion of my life...... 

Going beyond worldliness...... 

Seeking your completion in me.... 

Or are you still miles away from me.... 

Chasing dreams unknown to me 

In chains of high positions in 

Various spheres of life? 

Dissociation and disintegration 

Has become the theme of life. 

And bridging up the cracks looks like 

A futile attempt. 

Time to change the beliefs! 
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Dr Manjubala Panda 

 

Bio:  

 

Dr Manjubala Panda is an Epidemiologist of unparallel fame. She is known for engrossing 

readers in pages of her book redefining the world of literature. She has been the proud 

author of a millennium of books written in ingenuous way. She is the proud author of 

numerous best-read books including Biswarupa, Mahulaphula, Madhumagna, Paranani, 

Mugdha Mantra, Antaswara, Saunta Katha etc. She is known for her deep involvement in 

the stories as she animates the characters and makes them applicable to a reader's life, 

captivating him/her completely. 
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Aadityaamlan Panda 

 

Bio of Translator:  

 

Aadityaamlan Panda a B.Tech. first year student of IIT-Kanpur, from Odisha, is a poet, 

writer, critic and literary translator by passion and is obsessed with words. He has primarily 

crossed the border of his thought, that is why he became able to rule the dynasty of “Pen 

& Paper”. According to him “Poet is someone who fosters the barrier between reality and 

fantasy”. He has been the proud co-author of best-read books including Bliss, Polyphony 

of Women’s Odyssey, Money-War & Peace, Sandcastles & Paper boats etc. He prefers 

writing texts containing hidden messages for society. He is an ardent nature observer and 

loves thinking deeply even on miniature visions of nature. 
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ମର୍ଦ୍ଦ_ କ ୋ_ ଦଦଦ ଦ_ ନହ  ୀଁ_କହୋ ତୋ 

(ଅନୁଭୂତିର କଥା) 

 

ଅଖଳି ଭାରତୀୟ ଆୟୁର୍ବିଜ୍ଞାନ ସଂସ୍ଥାନ, ଏମ୍ସ, ନୂଆଦିଲ୍ଲୀ। ଭାରତର ସର୍ବବରୃ୍ବହତ୍ ଓ ପ୍ରମଖୁ ଚିକିତ୍ସା ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନ। ଆଶା 

ଓ ଭରସାର ଅନୟ ଏକ ନାମ। ସଦାସର୍ବବଦା କମବଚଞ୍ଚଳ, ର୍ବୟସ୍ତର୍ବହୁଳ ଏଇ ଅନୁଷ୍ଠାନର ଯେ ଯକୌଣସି ଏକ 

ଯକାଣଯର ମହୂୁର୍ତ୍ବ ଯକଯତାଟି ଠିଆ ଯହଇ ଏକ ଯରାଗୀକୁ କିମ୍ ବା ତା'ର ଆତ୍ମୀୟ ଅର୍ବା ସଂପକବୀୟମାନଙୁ୍କ ନିରୀକ୍ଷଣ 

କଯେ ସ୍ପଷ୍ଟ ର୍ବାରି ହୁଏ ଯେ - ମଣଷିର ସରୁ୍ବଠାରୁ ର୍ବଡ଼ ନିଶା ଯହୋ ଜିଇର୍ବାର ଆଶା। 

ଘଟଣା କ୍ରଯମ ଦ୍ୱିତୀୟ ଥର ପାଇ ଁଆମକୁ ଏମସ୍ ୍େିର୍ବାକୁ ପଡିୋ - ୟାଙ୍କ କିଡ୍ ନୀ ଯଷ୍ଟାନ୍ ର ଅପଯରସନ୍ ପାଇ।ଁ 

ଓଡ଼ିଶାର ଅଯନକ ଡାକ୍ତର ର୍ବନୁ୍ଧ ଯସଠି। ଯତଣ ୁଯେହ, ଶ୍ରଦ୍ଧା, ସାହାେୟ, ସହାନୁଭୂତି ଓ ସହୃଦୟତାର ଅଭାର୍ବ ନାଇ।ଁ 

ଅଭାର୍ବ ଯକର୍ବଳ ଯଗାଟିଏ କଥାଯର - ଯସ୍ପଶାେ୍ କୟାର୍ବିନଟିଏ ସହଜଯର ମିଯଳ ନାଇ।ଁ ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ର୍ବନୁ୍ଧମାନଙ୍କର 

ପ୍ରଯଚଷ୍ଟା ଯୋଗ ଁ ୁଆମକ ୁସହଜଯର କୟାର୍ବିନଯଟ ମିଳିଥେିା। ଯଦୈନିକ ଅଠର ଶହ ଟଙ୍କା ଭଡା ଯହଯେ ମଧ୍ୟ 

କୟାର୍ବିନଯର ଯକର୍ବଳ ଏକାକୀତ୍ୱଯର୍ବାଧ ର୍ବୟତୀତ ଅନୟ ସମସ୍ତ ସରୁ୍ବିଧା ଉପେବ୍ଧ। 

ଏଇ ଥର ଯେଯତଯର୍ବଯଳ ଡାକ୍ତର କହିଯେ ଯେ କୟାର୍ବିନ୍ େଦି ନିହାତି ଦରକାର ଆଉ କିଛି ଦିନ ଅଯପକ୍ଷା କରିର୍ବାକୁ 

ପଡିର୍ବ, କାରଣ ଯଗାଟିଏ ର୍ବି କୟାର୍ବିନ୍ ଅନ୍ତତଃ ଦଶ ଦିନ ପରୂ୍ବବରୁ ଖାେି ହର୍ବାର ନାଇ,ଁ ଆଯମ ନିଷ୍ପରି୍ତ୍ କେୁ - 

ଯଜଯନରାେ୍ ୱାଡବଯର ରହିେିର୍ବାକୁ। କାରଣ ଆମ ପକ୍ଷଯର ଏଯତ ଦିନ ଅଯପକ୍ଷା କରିର୍ବା ସମ୍ଭର୍ବପର ନ ଥେିା। 

ଏମ୍ସର ଯଜଯନରାେ ୱାଡବ କିନ୍ତୁ ଆମ ଏଠିକାର ୱାଡବ ପରି ନୁଯହ।ଁ ଯସଣ୍ଟ୍ରାେ ଏ.ସି। ଖର୍ୁ୍ବ ପରିଷ୍କାର, ପରିଚ୍ଛନ୍ନ। 

ଯଗାଟିଏ ରୁମଯର ଚାଯରାଟି ଯେଖାଏ ଁଯର୍ବଡ୍। ପ୍ରତି ରୁମ ୍ପାଇ ଁଯଗାଟିଏ ଟଏଯେଟ୍ ଓ ଦୁଇଟି ୱାସ ୍ଯର୍ବସିନ୍। ପ୍ରଥମ 

ଥର ମଖୁୟ ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଯର୍ବଯଳ ଡାକ୍ତରଖାନାଯର ଅଯେଇ ମାସ ରହିର୍ବାକୁ ପଡିଥେିା। ଏଥର କିନ୍ତୁ ଯଛାଟିଆ 

ପଥରଟିଏ ପରିସ୍ରାନଳୀଯର ଅଟକି ରହିଥେିା। ତା'କୁ ଯକର୍ବଳ ର୍ବାହାର କରିର୍ବାର ଥେିା। ଯତଣ ୁଯମାଯଟ ଚାରି ପାଞ୍ଚ 

ଦିନର କଥା।ଚଳିର୍ବ। 

ଆଯମ ରୁମ ୍ଯର ପାଦ ଦଉ ଦଉ ଧାଇ ଁଆସି ଆମକ ୁପାଯଛାଟି ଯନଯେ ଯେଉ ଁର୍ବୟସ୍କା ଭଦ୍ର ମହିଳା - ଯସ ଯହଯେ 

ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି। ଆମ ସାମ୍ନା ଯର୍ବଡ଼୍ ତାଙ୍କର। ତିନିଦିନ ପରୂ୍ବବରୁ ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାମୀଙ୍କର ପିର୍ତ୍ଘର ପଥର (ଗେ୍ ଯଷ୍ଟାନ୍) 

ଅପଯରସନ୍ ସରିଥାଏ। ଏଇଟା ତାଙ୍କ ତୃତୀୟ ଥର ରହଣୀ ଏମ୍ସଯର। ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ନିମିଷକଯର ଯମାଯତ ସରୁ୍ବ 

ରୁ୍ବଯେଇ ଯଦଯେ। ଏଇ ସମୟଯର ଡାକ୍ତର ରାଉଣ୍ଡ୍ ଦିଅନି୍ତ, ଏଇ ସମୟଯର ସିଷ୍ଟର ଔଷଧ ଦିଅନି୍ତ, ଏଇଟା ଯେସିଂ 

ରୁମ,୍ ଯସଇଟା କିଯଚନ୍ ଇତୟାଦି ଇତୟାଦି। ସାଯେ ସାଯେ କିଯଚନରୁ କଫି ତିଆରି କରି ଆଣି ଆମକୁ 

ପିଆଇଯେ। ଆମ ଯର୍ବଡ଼୍ ପାଖଯର ରଖାୋଇଥରି୍ବା ଯଛାଟିଆ ଯସଲ୍ଫଯର ଆମ ର୍ବୟର୍ବହାେବୟ ଜିନିଷତକ ସଯଜଇ 

ରଖରି୍ବାଯର ଯମାଯତ ସାହାେୟ କଯେ। ଆଯମ ଦୁଯହ ଁଡାକ୍ତର ଜାଣ ିଭାରି ଖସିୁ ଯହଯେ। ତା'ପଯର କ'ଣ ଭାର୍ବି 

ହଠାତ୍ ଯମାଯତ କହିଯେ - ଆଚ୍ଛା, ଅନୁଯରାଧଟିଏ କରିର୍ବି, ରଖରି୍ବ? 

ମ ଁ ୁତାଙ୍କ ମହୁକଁୁ ଅଯନଇେି। 
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ଯମା ଉର୍ତ୍ରକୁ ଅଯପକ୍ଷା ନ କରି ଯସ କହିଯେ - ଶଣୁ, ତଯମ ଡାକ୍ତରଣୀ ଯହଯେ ମଧ୍ୟ ଏଠି ତଯମ ଯମାର  

 

ସାନଭଉଣୀ। ଯତଣ ୁମ ଁ ୁତମକୁ 'ତଯମ' ନୁହ ଁ- 'ତୁ' କହିର୍ବି ଓ ତମକୁ ନ ଁା ଧରି ଡାକିର୍ବି – ରାଜି? 

ଯମାଯତ ୋଗଥୁେିା ଯମା ସାମ୍ନାଯର ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ନୁହ ଁ, ସଦୂୁର ବ୍ରହ୍ମପରୁଯର ଥରି୍ବା ଯମା ର୍ବୟସ୍କା ନାନୀ ହିଁ 

ଠିଆଯହଇଛି। ଏଯତ ଅଳ୍ପ ସମୟ ମଧ୍ୟଯର ଏଯତ ଆତ୍ମୀୟତା! ଏଯତ ଯର୍ବଶୀ ଆନ୍ତରିକତା!! ଯଗେ ଯହର୍ବାପାଇ ଁମନ 

ଯହଯେ ମ ଁ ୁନାନୀର ଯର୍ବକକୁ ଗଯୁଡଇ ଧରିୋ ଭଳି ଦିଦିଙ୍କ ଯର୍ବକକୁ ଦି' ହାତଯର ଗଯୁଡଇ ଧରି ତାଙ୍କ କାନ୍ଧଯର 

ମଣୁ୍ଡ ରଖେିି। ଯେହଯର ଯମା କପାଳଯର ଚୁମାଟିଏ ଯଦଯେ ଯସ। 

ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ପ୍ରଥଯମ ତାଙ୍କର ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପାଖକୁ ଯମାଯତ ଯନଇ ତାଙ୍କ ସ୍ୱାମୀଙ୍କ ସହ ଯମାର ପରିଚୟ କଯରଇ 

ଯଦଯେ। ତିନି ତିନି ଥର ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଯୋଗ ଁ ୁଯର୍ବଶ ୍ଦୁର୍ବବଳ ଓ ଯଶଥା ଦିଶଥୁା'ନି୍ତ। ତା' ପଯର ତାଙ୍କ କଡଯର ଥରି୍ବା 

ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପାଖକୁ ଗେୁ। ଯଶାଇଥାଏ ତିରିଶ ର୍ବତିଶ ର୍ବଷବର େରୁ୍ବକଟିଏ, ସଂଜୀର୍ବ। ଦୁରାଯରାଗୟ କୟାନ୍ ସରଯର ପୀଡିତ। 

କୟାନ୍ ସର ଅଣ୍ଡଯକାଷରୁ ଆରମ୍ଭ ଯହାଇ ଶରୀରର ଅଧକିାଂଶ ସ୍ଥାନକୁ ର୍ବୟାପିଗୋଣ।ି ତା' ପରୂ୍ବବ ଦିନ ହିଁ ତା' 

ଯମରୁହାଡ ତଥା ଅନୟାନୟ ଅଂଶଯର କିଛି ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଯହଇଥାଏ। ଯଦହସାରା ର୍ବୟାଯଣ୍ଡଜ୍। ଯକର୍ବଳ ମହୁଟିଁ 

ଦିଶଥୁାଏ। ମେିମେିଯର ଅସ୍ପଷ୍ଟ ଭାର୍ବଯର ଯୋଡ଼ିଏ ଶବ୍ଦ କହୁଥାଏ - ଓଃ ଗଡ୍। ର୍ବାସ ୍ଯସତିକି। ପାଖଯର ଜଗିଥାନି୍ତ 

ଦି' ଜଣ ସାେ। ଅନର୍ବରତ, ଅର୍ବିଶ୍ରାନ୍ତ ଯସର୍ବା କରୁଥାନି୍ତ। ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପୟାନ୍ ଯର ୋଡ଼ା କଯରଇର୍ବା ସମୟଯର ମଧ୍ୟ 

ଯସମାଯନ ର୍ବିକାରଶନୂୟ। ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ର୍ବନୁ୍ଧପ୍ରୀତି ଯଦାହଯେଇ ଯଦୋ ଯମା ହୃଦୟକୁ। 

କିଛି ସମୟ ପଯର ସଞ୍ଜୀର୍ବର ପତ୍ନୀ ପନୁମ ୍ଆସିୋ । ପରୀ ପରି ସନୁ୍ଦର ଯଚଯହରା, ଯହଯେ ମଉଳା ଫୁେ ପରି 

ର୍ବିଷଣ୍ଣ ମହୁ।ଁ ପନୁମର ହାତ ଧରିଥାଏ ତା'ର ଦି' ର୍ବଷବର ପଅୁ। ଅର୍ବିକଳ ର୍ବାପର ଯଚଯହରା। ମନଟା ଖରାପ 

ଯହଇଗୋ ଯଛାଟ ଏଇ ପରିର୍ବାରଟି ପାଇ।ଁ ଏଇ ତ ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ପାରିର୍ବାରିକ ଜୀର୍ବନର ଆରମ୍ଭ ମାତ୍ର। ଯକଯତ 

ରେୀନ୍ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନ ଯଦଖ ିନ ଥଯିର୍ବ! ଅଥଚ ଯଗାଟିଏ ସ୍ୱପ୍ନକୁ ସାକାର କରିର୍ବା ପାଇ ଁର୍ବି ରାତି ନିଅଣ୍ଟ୍!! ଯହ ଭଗର୍ବାନ!!! 

ଚତୁଥବ ଯରାଗୀ ଜଣକ ଆମ ପାଖ ଯର୍ବଡ଼୍ ର। ଅଶୀ ପାର୍ ରୃ୍ବଦ୍ଧ ଜଯଣ। ତାଙ୍କ ଯପ୍ରାଯଷ୍ଟଟ୍ ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଦି' ଦିନ 

ଆଗରୁ ସରିଥାଏ। ଦୁଇଦିନ ପଯର ଯସ ଡିସ୍ ଚାଜବ ଯହଇ ଘରକୁ ଯଫରିେିଯର୍ବ। ସାଥଯିର ଯପ୍ରୌେ ପଅୁ। ର୍ବାପର 

ସରୁ୍ବପ୍ରକାର ଯସର୍ବା ସେଯତ୍ନ, ସାଦଯର କରୁଥାନି୍ତ। ଏଇଥପିାଇ ଁତ ମଣଷି ସଂସାର କଯର! ସନ୍ତାନ ଯଖାଯଜ!! 

ରାତି ପ୍ରାୟ ନ'ଟା ହର୍ବ। ଖାଇର୍ବା ଯଶଷ କରି ଆଯମ ସମଯସ୍ତ ଯଶାଇର୍ବାର ଉପକ୍ରମ କରୁଛୁ। ଠିକ୍ ଏତିକିଯର୍ବଯଳ 

ଆମ ଯକାଠରୀକୁ ପଶ ିଆସିୋ ପିୋଟିଏ। ର୍ବୟସ ସାତ କି ଆଠ ର୍ବଷବ ହର୍ବ। ର୍ବାର୍ବାଜୀଙ୍କ ଭଳି ଓସାରିଆ 

ଗାମଛୁାଟିଏ ଗଯୁଡଇ ଯହଇ ଯର୍ବକ ପଛପଯଟ ଗଣ୍ଠଟିିଏ ପଯକଇଛି। ହାତଯର ଧରିଛି ପରିଶ୍ରାଥଳି (ୟୁଯରାଯସକ୍)। 

ଓଃ - ରୁ୍ବେିେି। ଏଇଥପିାଇ ଁଏମିତିକା ଅପରୂ୍ବବ ଯର୍ବଶ! 

ତା'କୁ ଯଦଖଯୁଦଖ ୁତା' ପାଖକୁ ଯଦୌଡ଼ଗିଯେ ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି। ତା'କୁ ଟିଯକ ଯଗେ କରିଯଦଇ କହିଯେ - ଆଯର 

ର୍ବାର୍ବା, ତୁ ଆଜି ଏଯତ ଯଡରି କେୁ ଯେ! 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 114 ~  

ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ତା'କୁ ଚିଯେଇଯଦଯେ ଯମାଯତ। ପିୋଟି ପାଖ ରୁମଯର ରଯହ। ତା'ର ମଧ୍ୟ କିଡ୍ ନୀ ଯଷ୍ଟାନ୍ 

ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଆସନ୍ତାକାେି ଯହର୍ବ। ପ୍ରତି ରାତି ଯଶାଇର୍ବା ପରୂ୍ବବରୁ କାଯଳ ଯସ ପ୍ରଯତୟକ ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପାଖକୁ ୋଇ 

ଯରାଗୀମାନଙୁ୍କ ଗଡୁ଼ ୱସି ୍କଯର, ମଜା ମଜା କଥା କହି ଦିେ୍ ଖସୁ ୍କଯର। 

 

ତା'କୁ ସାମାନୟ ଯକାଳକୁ ଆଉଯଜଇ ଆଣ ିପଚାରିେି - ଯତା ନ ଁା' କ'ଣ ର୍ବାପା। 

ଏକ ଅଦୁ୍ଭତ ଭେୀ କରି ଠିଆଯହୋ ଯସ। ଡାହାଣ ହାତଯର କପାଳ ଉପରକୁ େୁଙି୍କ ଆସିଥରି୍ବା ର୍ବାଳ ଯକରାକ 

ସଜାଡୁ ସଜାଡୁ ଏକ ଅପରୂ୍ବବ ଠାଣଯିର କହିୋ - ରିତିକ୍ ଯରାଶନ୍। 

ହସିଯେ ସମଯସ୍ତ। ରିତିକର ମା' କହିଯେ - ତା' ନ ଁା ପ୍ରକୃତଯର ରିତିକ୍। କିନ୍ତୁ କିଏ ପଚାରିଯେ ଯସ ତା'କୁ ର୍ବଯେଇ 

ଚଯେଇ ଏମିତି କଯହ। 

: ସକାଳୁ ସମଯସ୍ତ କହୁଛନି୍ତ ଜଯଣ ସଜବନ୍ ଆଜି ଯପଯସଣ୍ଟ୍ ଯହଇ ଆଡ଼ମିଶନ୍ ଯହଇଛନି୍ତ - ଯଷ୍ଟାନ୍ ଅପଯରସନ୍ 

ପାଇ।ଁ ଆପଣ ତା'ଯହଯେ ଯସଇ ସଜବନ୍ ଅଙ୍କେ୍ - ନାଇ?ଁ କହୁ କହୁ ରିତିକ୍ ଏ ଭିତଯର ୟାଙ୍କ ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପାଖକୁ ଚାେି 

ଆସିଥେିା। ଯସ ୟାଙୁ୍କ ଭେକରି ଚାହିଁୋ। ତା' କୁନକିୁନି ହାତଯର ୟାଙ୍କର ଯଗାଡ଼, ହାତ, ଯପଟ ସରୁ୍ବ ଆଉସିଁ 

ପଯକଇୋ। ତା' ପଯର କ'ଣ ଭାର୍ବି କହିୋ - ଆଚ୍ଛା ଡକ୍ଟର୍ ଅଙ୍କେ୍, ଆପଣ ତ ଏଯତ ଯମାଟା, ଏଯତ ର୍ବଡ ମଣଷି, 

ଏଯଡ଼ ଟିକିଏ ଯଗାଡି ଯକମିତି ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଯଦହକୁ ପଶେିା 

 

ଇଏ ହସିଯେ। ମ ଁ ୁଉର୍ତ୍ର ଯଦେି। 

 

ରିତିକ୍, ଡାକ୍ତରମାଯନ ର୍ବି ଯଗାଟିଏ ଯଗାଟିଏ ମଣଷି। ଆଉ ଯେ ଯକୌଣସି ମଣଷିକୁ ଯେ ଯକୌଣସି ଯରାଗ 

ଯହଇପାଯର। ଆଚ୍ଛା ତୁ ଏଯର୍ବ କହ, ତୁ ତ ଏଡିକ ିଯଛାଟ କୁନମନ୍ୁ ଛୁଆଟିଏ। ଯତା କିଡ୍ ନୀଯର ପଥର ଥରି୍ବା କଥା 

ଯକମିତି ଜଣାପଡିୋ? 

: ଆଯର ର୍ବାଃ, ଯମା ଯରାଗର ଡାଏଯନାସିସ ୍ତ ମ ଁ ୁନିଯଜ କରିଛି। କହିର୍ବି ଯକମିତି? ହଠାତ୍ ଦିଯନ ସ୍କେୁଯର ମ ଁ ୁ

ଯଦଖେିି ଯମା ସସୁ ୁୋେ୍ ହଉଛି। ସସୁରୁ ରେ ତ ସଯଫଦ୍, କାହିଁକି ୋେ ଯହୋ? ସାଯେ ସାଯେ ଟିଚରଙୁ୍କ 

କହିେି। ଟିଚର୍ ନିଯଜ ଆଣ ିଘଯର ଛାଡିଯଦଯେ ଓ ପାପା, ମମି୍ମଙୁ୍କ କହିଯେ। ସାଯେ ସାଯେ ଡାକ୍ତରଙୁ୍କ 

ଯଦଖାଗୋ। ସସୁ ୁପରୀକ୍ଷା କରାଗୋ। ଏକ୍ସ-ଯର କରାଗୋ। ର୍ବାସ,୍ ଜଣା ପଡିଗୋ ପଥର ଅଛି। 

 

ପଣୁ ିଏକ ଅନୁପମ ଠାଣ।ି ପଣୁି ଏକ ଅନନୟ ତୀେବୟକ୍ ଚାହାଣ।ି ଏଯର୍ବ ଯସ ମକୁ ିହସି କହିୋ - ହ ଁ, କଷ୍ଟ ହୁଏ, ପଣୁି 

ହୁଏନି। କାହିଁକି ଜାଣନି୍ତ? ମର୍ଦ୍ବ୍ ଯକା ଦଦ୍ବ ନହି ଁଯହାତା। 

 

ହସି ହସି ସମଯସ୍ତ ଯର୍ବଦମ।୍ ଅଶୀ ର୍ବଷବର ରୁ୍ବୋ ମଧ୍ୟ ପାକୁଆ ପାଟ ିଯମଯେଇ ହସଥୁଯିେ। ଆମ 

ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ  ଶଭୁରାତ୍ରୀ ଜଯଣଇ ରିତିକ୍ ଅନୟ ରୁମ ୍ଆଡ଼କୁ ପାଦ ର୍ବଯେଇୋ। ଆଯମ ସମଯସ୍ତ ଯଶାଇର୍ବାକୁ ଗେୁ। 
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ରାତି ପାହିଯେ ୟାଙ୍କର ଅପଯରସନ୍। ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଯର୍ବଳର କଥା ଯମାର ମଯନ ପଡୁଥେିା। ଇଏ 

ଯଶାଇଗୋ ପଯର କୟାର୍ବିନଯର ମ ଁ ୁଏକା। ନାନା ଦୁଃଶି୍ଚନ୍ତା ମଣୁ୍ଡଯର ପଶଥୁାଏ। ଯଟନସନ୍ ଯୋଗ ଁ ୁସାରା ରାତି ମ ଁ ୁ

ଯଶାଇ ପାରି ନ ଥେିି। ଅର୍ବଶୟ ପ୍ରଥମ ଥର ଅନୁଭୂତି ଥରି୍ବା ଯୋଗ ଁ ୁଏଥର କିଛି ପରିମାଣଯର ଡର କମିଥେିା ଓ 

ସାହସ ର୍ବେିଥେିା। କିନ୍ତୁ ସରୁ୍ବଠାରୁ ର୍ବଡ଼ କଥା ଯହୋ ଯଜଯନରାେ ୱାଡବ, ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି, ରିତିକ୍ ଓ ଅନୟମାଯନ।  

ଯସମାଯନ ଯମାଯତ ଏକାକୀତ୍ୱଯର୍ବାଧ ପାଇ ଁସଯୁୋଗ ହିଁ ଯଦଇ ନ ଥଯିେ। ଯମାଯତ ୋଗଥୁେିା ଆପଦ ର୍ବିପଦଯର 

ମଣଷି ହି ଁମଣଷିର ସରୁ୍ବଠାରୁ ର୍ବଡ଼ ର୍ବଳ। ସତଯର ମ ଁ ୁଜମା ଜାଣ ିପାରିେିନି - ଯମାର ତମାମ ୍ଦିନ ଯକମିତି ର୍ବିତିୋ 

ଓ ରାତି ଯକମିତି ପାହିୋ 

ତା' ପରଦିନ ସକାଳୁ ଉଠି ୟାଙୁ୍କ ପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ କରି ମ ଁ ୁନିଯଜ ର୍ବ ିପ୍ରସୁ୍ତତ ଯହଇ ସାରିଥାଏ। ଏମ୍ସଯର ଏକା ସାଯେ ଆଠଟି 

ଅପଯରସନ୍ ଥଏିଟର୍ କାମ କଯର। ଅର୍ବିଶ୍ବସନୀୟ ର୍ବୟସ୍ତତା ସଯେ ସରୁ୍ବ କାମ ଶଙୃ୍ଖଳିତ, ସସୁେଠିତ, 

ସପୁରିଚାଳିତ। ୟାଙ୍କର ଓ ରିତିକର ଯଷ୍ଟରଚର୍ ଏକା ସାଯେ ପହଞି୍ଚୋ ଓ.ଟି ସଂେନ ର୍ବାରଣ୍ଡାଯର। କଯଣଇ ଚାହିଁେି। 

କୁନ ିମର୍ଦ୍ବ୍ ର ମହୁ ଁଆଜି ଶଖୁେିାଇଛି। କାନୁ୍ଦରା କାନୁ୍ଦରା ଭାର୍ବ। ତଥାପି ର୍ବି ଯସ ଆମକ ୁଯଦଖ ିହସିର୍ବାକୁ ଯଚଷ୍ଟା 

କୋ। ଯଶାଇର୍ବା ଅର୍ବସ୍ଥାଯର ହିଁ ୟାଙ୍କ ଆଡକ ୁତା' କୁନି ହାତଟି ର୍ବଯେଇ ଯଦୋ। ଦୁଯହ ଁହାତ ମିଯଳଇଯେ । ଯମା 

ଆଖ ିେୁଯହଇ ଗୋ। 

ଏକ ନମ୍ବରଯର ୟାଙ୍କ ଅପଯରସନ୍। ଠାକୁରଙ୍କ ଉଯର୍ଦ୍ଶୟଯର ହାତ ଯୋଡ଼ିେି। ଭେଯର ଭେଯର ଅପଯରସନ୍ 

ସରିୋ। ତଥାପି ର୍ବି ଆଯମ ଯର୍ବଡ୍ କୁ ଆସ ୁଆସ ୁଦିନ ଦୁଇଟା। ଚାହି ଁର୍ବସିଥଯିେ ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି। ହାତ ରୁ୍ବଯେଇ 

ଆଣଯିେ ୟାଙ୍କ କପାଳଯର। ମହୁ ଁଶଯୁଖଇ କହିଯେ - ଜାଣଛିୁ, ରିତିକର ଅପଯରସନ୍ ୋଇ ରାତି ଆଠଟାଯର 

ଆରମ୍ଭ ଯହର୍ବ। ତା' ର୍ବାପା, ମ ଁା' ଭାରି ର୍ବୟସ୍ତ। ଚାେ୍ - ଟିଯକ ତାଙ୍କ ପାଖରୁ ଯଘରାଏ ରୁ୍ବେି ଆସିର୍ବା। 

 

ୟାଙ୍କ ଅର୍ବସ୍ଥା ସି୍ଥର ଥାଏ। ପନୁମକୁ ୟାଙ୍କ ଉପଯର ନଜର ରଖରି୍ବା ପାଇ ଁକହି ଦୁଯହ ଁଗେୁ ଆଠତାୋଯର ଥରି୍ବା ଓ.ଟି 

ମହୋକୁ। ରିତିକର ମା'ଙ୍କର କାନୁ୍ଦଣ ୁମାନୁ୍ଦଣ ୁଅର୍ବସ୍ଥା। ତାଙୁ୍କ ସାନ୍ତ୍ୱନା ଯଦଇ କିଛି ସମୟ ତାଙ୍କ ପାଖଯର ରହି 

ଯଫରି ଆସିେୁ।ଯମା ଆଖ ିଯକଯତଯର୍ବଯଳ ୋଗିୋଇଛି। ଯମାଯତ ହଯେଇ ଉଯଠଇ ଯଦଯେ ଦିଦି - ଉଠ୍ ଉଠ୍, 

ଚାେ୍ େିର୍ବା - ରିତିକ ଯଫରିୋଣ।ି ଘଡ଼ି ଯଦଖେିି। ରାତି ଦୁଇଟା। ଧାଇେୁଁ ସମଯସ୍ତ। ସାରା ୱାଡବର ଚାେିରୁ୍ବେି 

ପାରୁଥରି୍ବା ସମସ୍ତ ଯରାଗୀ ତଥା ଯସମାନଙ୍କର ସଂପକବୀୟ ମାଯନ ଯସଠି ହାଜର। ନିଯସ୍ତଜ ଯହଇ ଯଶାଇଥାଏ 

ରିତିକ୍। ଭାରି ଦୁର୍ବବଳ ଦିଶଥୁାଏ। ତା' ମା'ଙ୍କ ହାତଯର ରିତିକ୍ କିଡ୍ି ନରୁ ର୍ବାହାରିଥରି୍ବା ଯମଞ୍ଚାଏ ପଥର। ସମଯସ୍ତ ତା' 

ପାଇ ଁଦୁଃଖୀ, ର୍ବୟସ୍ତ, ର୍ବିବ୍ରତ। ଏହି ସମୟଯର ଯରାଗୀ ପାଖଯର ଏଯତ ଗହଳି ଭେ ନୁଯହ।ଁ ମ ଁ ୁସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ ଅନୁଯରାଧ 

କେି ଗହଳି ନ କରିର୍ବାକୁ। େିଏ ୋହା ଯର୍ବଡ଼୍ ପାଖକୁ ଯଫରିଗଯେ। 

 

ତା' ପରଦିନ ସକାଳୁ ସକାଳୁ ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ଶଭୁ ଖର୍ବର ଯଦଯେ - ଯଦଖ,୍ ସଂଜୀର୍ବ ଆଜି ଆଖ ିଯଖାେିଛି। ଅଳ୍ପ 

ଅଳ୍ପ ହସଛିୁ। କଥା କହିର୍ବାକୁ ଯଚଷ୍ଟା କରୁଛି। ପନୁମ ୍ମହୁଯଁର ପ୍ରଥମ କରି ହସ ଧାଯର ଯଦଖେିି। ମ ଁ ୁକିନ୍ତୁ ଖସିୁ 
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ଯହଇ ପାରିେିନି। ହସି ପାରିେିନି। କାରଣ ମ ଁ ୁଜାଣଥୁେିି େିଭିେିର୍ବା ଆଗରୁ ଦୀପ କିଛି ସମୟ ପାଇ ଁଖରୁ୍ବ ଯଜାରଯର 

ଜଳିଉଯଠ। 

 

ଏଯଣ ଦିନସାରା ଯର୍ବଯହାସ ଯହଇ ପଡିଥରି୍ବା ରିତିକ ୍ଯଚତା ଯଫରିର୍ବା କ୍ଷଣ ିେନ୍ତ୍ରଣାଯର ଚିତ୍କାର କରୁଥାଏ। ଯତଣ ୁ

ପଣୁ ିନିଶା ଇଂଯଜକସନ୍ ଯଦଇ ତା'କୁ ଶଆୁଇ ଦିଆ ୋଉଥାଏ। ୟାଙ୍କର ଅର୍ବସ୍ଥା ଏକର୍ବାର ସି୍ଥର ଥରି୍ବାରୁ ଅଧକିାଂଶ 

ସମୟ ମ ଁ ୁରିତିକ୍ ପାଖଯର ରହିେି। ଜଯଣ ଡାକ୍ତରକୁ ସରୁ୍ବଯର୍ବଯଳ ପାଖଯର ପାଇର୍ବା ଯୋଗ ଁ ୁଯସମାଯନ ଆଶ୍ବସ୍ତ 

ଯହର୍ବା ସଂଯଗ ସଂଯଗ ଗଭୀର ଭାର୍ବଯର କୃତଜ୍ଞ ଯହଇଥଯିେ। 

 

ଚତୁଥବ ଦିନ ଆମ ପାଖ ଯର୍ବଡ଼ର ରୁ୍ବୋ ଡିସ୍ ଚାଜ୍ବ ଯହଇ ଘରକୁ ଗଯେ। ଯସମାଯନ ର୍ବିହାରର ର୍ବାସିନ୍ଦା। ଗୋଯର୍ବଯଳ 

ଆମକ ୁପାଟଣା ଗଯେ ଯସମାନଙ୍କ ଘରକୁ ନିଶ୍ଚୟ େିର୍ବା ପାଇ ଁଆମନ୍ତ୍ରଣ କରି ଗଯେ। ରୁ୍ବୋ ଯମା ହାତ ଧରି 

ଯକାହଭରା ସ୍ୱରଯର କହିଯେ - ଭଗର୍ବାନଙ୍କ ଅର୍ବିଚାର ଯଦଖ ମା'। ର୍ବୟାଅଶୀ ର୍ବଷବର ରୁ୍ବୋ ମ ଁ।ୁ ଭେ ଯହଇ 

ଯଫରୁଛି। ଅଥଚ ର୍ବତିଶ ର୍ବଷବର ଏଇ ଜର୍ବାନ୍ ପିୋଟା ....। ସଂଜୀର୍ବ ଆଡ଼କୁ ଅଯନଇ ରୁ୍ବୋ ଦୀଘବଶ୍ବାସ ଛାଡିଯେ। 

କଣ୍ଠରୁଦ୍ଧ ଯହୋ। ଆଉ କିଛି କହିପାରିଯେନି। ଯଧାତି କାନିଯର ପନୁମକୁ େୁଯଚଇ ଆଖ ିଯପାଛିଯେ । 

 

ରାତି ପାହିଯେ ଆଯମ େିରୁ୍ବ। ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦିଙ୍କ ଆଖଯିର ନିଦ ନାଇ।ଁ ଯମାଯତ ପଚାରୁଥାନି୍ତ ଯକଯତ କଥା। ଘର 

କଥା, ଯରାଗୀଙ୍କ କଥା, ଓଡିଶା କଥା, ଜଗନ୍ନାଥଙ୍କ କଥା। ପାଖଯର ଆସି ଠିଆ ଯହୋ ପନୁମ ୍। 

: ଡକ୍ଟର ଆଣି୍ଟ୍! 

: ଆଯର ପନୁମ ୍ଯର୍ବଟା! ଆ ମା', କ'ଣ କହିରୁ୍ବ? 

: ଜୀ ଆଣି୍ଟ୍। ଯଗାଟିଏ କଥା ପଚାରିଥାନି୍ତ। ଡାକ୍ତରମାଯନ ରାଉଣ୍ଡ୍ ଯଦୋଯର୍ବଯଳ ପଚାରିର୍ବାକୁ ଭାଯର୍ବ - ଯହଯେ 

ସାହସ ହୁଏନି। ଡର ୋଯଗ। ଆପଣ ନିଜର ୋଗଛୁନି୍ତ। ଯତଣ…ୁ । 

ଯମା ଛାତିଯର କ'ଣ ଯଗାଟାଏ ଅଟକି ଗୋ ଯେମିତି। ମ ଁ ୁଜାଯଣ ଯସ କ'ଣ ପଚାରିର୍ବ। ଯହଯେ କି ଉର୍ତ୍ର ଯଦର୍ବି 

ମ ଁ?ୁ େଦି ସତ କହିର୍ବି ମିଞି୍ଜ ମିଞି୍ଜ ଜଳୁଥରି୍ବା ଆଶାର ଦୀପଟି ତା'ର ନିମିଷକଯର େିଭିେିର୍ବ। ଆଉ େଦି ମିଛ କଯହ, ଏ 

କଅଳଁ ର୍ବୟସଯର ର୍ବିଚାରୀ ଏକ ମିଛ ର୍ବିଶ୍ବାସକୁ ଯନଇ ଅନାଗତ ନିଷଠୁ୍ର ସତୟକ ୁସାମ୍ନା କରିପାରିର୍ବ ତ? 

ଡାକ୍ତର ଭାର୍ବଯର ଏମିତିକା ପରିସି୍ଥତି ସାମ୍ନା କରିର୍ବା ଯମା ପାଇ ଁନୂଆ ନ ଥେିା। କିନ୍ତୁ କାହିଁକି ଯକଜାଣ ିଯସଦିନ 

କଅଳଁ ର୍ବୟସର ଏହି ଦି' ଜଣଙ୍କ ମାୟାଯର ମ ଁ ୁର୍ବାନି୍ଧ, ଛନ୍ଦି, ରୁନି୍ଧ ଯହଇ ପଡୁଥେିି । 

ଯମା ଅନୁମାନ ନିଭବୁ େ ଥେିା। 

: ସତ କହିଯର୍ବ ଡକ୍ଟର ଆଣି୍ଟ୍, ସଂଜୀର୍ବ ଭେ ଯହଇ େିଯର୍ବ ନା? ପି୍ଜି୍ ଆଣି୍ଟ୍ , ଯମାଯତ ତ ୋଗଛିୁ ସମଯସ୍ତ ଯମାଯତ 

ମିଛଯର ମିଛଯର କହୁଛନି୍ତ ଯସ ଭେ ଯହଇେିଯର୍ବ ଯର୍ବାେି। ଯକର୍ବଳ ସାନ୍ତ୍ୱନା ଦର୍ବା ପାଇ।ଁ କୟାନ୍ ସରରୁ କ'ଣ କିଏ ...। 

ପନୁମର  ମହୁ ଁଯର୍ବଦନାଯର ଥମଥମ।୍ 

ଅସହାୟ ଆଖଯିର ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ଯମାଯତ ଚାହିଁଥଯିେ । 
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ଡ଼ାକ୍ତରକୁ ଯର୍ବଯଳ ଯର୍ବଯଳ କପଟୀ ଯହର୍ବାକୁ ହୁଏ। ମ ଁ ୁତା' କାନ୍ଧଯର ହାତ ରଖ ିକହିେି - ଯଦଖ ୍ମା', ତୁ ଏକଦମ ୍

ସନୁା େିଅଟିଏ। ମ ଁ ୁଯଦଖଛିୁ ଦିନରାତି ତୁ ସ୍ୱାମୀର ଯସର୍ବା କରୁଛୁ। ଆଯମ ଆମ କର୍ତ୍ବର୍ବୟ ସିନା କରିର୍ବା, ଫଳ ତ 

ପରଯମଶ୍ବରଙ୍କ ହାତଯର। ଆଯମ ସମଯସ୍ତ ଈଶ୍ବରଙୁ୍କ ପ୍ରାଥବନା କରିର୍ବା - ଯସ ସଂଜୀର୍ବକୁ ଭେ କରିଦିଅନ୍ତୁ । 

 

ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି ଚାୋକ୍। କଥାର ଯମାଡ଼ ରୁ୍ବଯେଇର୍ବାକୁ ୋଇ କହିଯେ - ଆଯର ପନୁମ,୍ ସଂଜୀର୍ବ ଯର୍ବାଯଧ ଯର୍ବଡ୍ 

ପୟାନ୍ ମାଗଛିୁ। ୋ ଯର୍ବଟା। ତରତର ଯହଇ ଯଫରିଗୋ ପନୁମ ୍। 

ପଞ୍ଚମ ଦିନ ଆମ ପାଇ ଁଏମ୍ସଯର ଯଶଷ ଦିନ। ଆମକୁ ଛୁଟ ିଦିଆଗୋ। ର୍ବିେ୍ ଯପଯମଣ୍ଟ୍ ଓ ଅନୟାନୟ ଆନୁସେିକ 

କାମ ପ୍ରଥଯମ ସାରିଯଦେି। ଏଥର ର୍ବିଦାୟ ଯନର୍ବାର ଯର୍ବଳା। ଯଗାଟି ଯଗାଟି କରି ସରୁ୍ବ ଯର୍ବଡ୍ ପାଖକୁ ୋଇ 

ଶଯୁଭଚ୍ଛା ଓ ର୍ବିଦାୟ ଜଯଣଇେୁ । 

ରିତିକ୍ ଏ ଭିତଯର ର୍ବିପଦମକୁ୍ତ ଯହଇ ସାରିଥଯିେ ମଧ୍ୟ ଭାରି ଦୁର୍ବବଳ ଥେିା। ଚୋରୁ୍ବୋ କରି ପାରୁ ନ ଥେିା। 

ଯଶାଇର୍ବା ଅର୍ବସ୍ଥାଯର ହିଁ କୁନ ିକୁନି ହାତ ଦୁଇଟି ଯୋଡି ଆମକ ୁନମସ୍କାର ଜଯଣଇୋ। ଯେହଯର ତା' କପାଳଯର 

ଚୁମାଟିଏ ଯଦଇ ଆଶ ୁଆଯରାଗୟ କାମନା କେୁ। ତା' ମା' େୁହ ଛଳଛଳ ଆଖଯିର କୁଯେଇ ପଯକଇଯେ ଯମାଯତ। 

ସାମାନୟ ଯେହ ଓ କର୍ତ୍ବର୍ବୟ  ଟିକକର ପ୍ରତିଦାନ ଏଯତ ଯର୍ବଶୀ ଯହଇପାଯର! ମ ଁ ୁଦ୍ରର୍ବୀଭୂତ ଯହଇୋଉଥେିି। 

 

ସଞ୍ଜୀର୍ବ ପାଖକୁ ଗେୁ। େୁହ ଜମା ଯମାର ଯର୍ବାେ ମାନୁ ନ ଥାଏ। ପାଟି କଯେ ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି - ଏ କ'ଣ, ଡାକ୍ତରଟିଏ 

ଯହଇ ତୁ ଏଯତ ଦୁର୍ବବଳ ଯକମିତି? କହିର୍ବାକୁ ଇଚ୍ଛା ହଉଥେିା - ଡାକ୍ତର ମାଯନ ହିଁ ସଂସାରଯର ସରୁ୍ବଠାରୁ ଦୁଃଖୀ, 

ସରୁ୍ବଠାରୁ ଦୁର୍ବବଳ - ଯେଯହତୁ ଆସନ୍ନ ମତୁୃୟର ଆଗମନୀ ଶବ୍ଦ ଯକର୍ବଳ ଯସମାଯନ ହି ଁଶଣୁପିାରନି୍ତ। େୁହ େୁହ ଯହଇ 

ପନୁମ ୍ଆମ ପାଦ ଛୁଇେଁା। ନମସ୍କାର କରୁ କରୁ ଅଳ୍ପ ହସି ସଞ୍ଜୀର୍ବ କହିୋ - ଡକ୍ଟର ଆଣି୍ଟ୍! ଭେ ଯହୋ ପଯର 

ପନୁମକୁ ଯନଇ ନିଯଶ୍ଚ ଓଡିଶା େିର୍ବି। ଯଦଖଯିର୍ବ, ଠିକଣା ଯଖାଜି ଯଖାଜି ୋଇ ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଘଯର ପହଞି୍ଚର୍ବି। 

 

ନଇ ଁପଡ ିତା' କପାଳଯର ହାତ ରୁ୍ବଯେଇ ଆଣେିି। ଯମାର ସକଳ ସତକବତା ସଯେ ଅମାନିଆ େୁହ ଦୁଇ ରୁ୍ବନ୍ଦା ତା' 

କପାଳଯର ଖସି ପଡ଼ିୋ। 

: ଆପଣଙ୍କ ଦି' ଜଣ ର୍ବହୁତ ଭେ ମଣଷି ଆଣି୍ଟ୍। ଆମକୁ ର୍ବହୁତ ଭେପାଇର୍ବା ଯଦଇ ୋଉଛନି୍ତ। ର୍ବଞି୍ଚଥଯିେ ... । 

ତା' ଓଠଯର ହାତ ଯଦେି ମ ଁ।ୁ ଯଶଷଥର ପାଇ ଁତା'କୁ ପଣୁ ିଥଯର ଅଯନଇର୍ବା ଯୋଭ ସମ୍ବରଣ କରିପାରିେିନି। 

ସଂଜୀର୍ବ ଆଖ ିଯକାଣଯର ଚିକ୍ ଚିକ୍ କରୁଥେିା ଦି' ରୁ୍ବନ୍ଦା େୁହ । 

 

ସଞ୍ଜୀର୍ବ ପାଖରୁ ଯଫରିୋ ଯର୍ବଳକୁ ସ୍ୱଗଯତାକି୍ତ କୋପରି କହୁଥେିି - ଯହ ଈଶ୍ବର! ଆମ ସମସ୍ତଙ୍କ ଆୟୁଷରୁ କିଛି 

କିଛି ଯନଇ ପିୋଟିକୁ ଅନ୍ତତଃ କିଛି ଜୀର୍ବନ ଜିଇରଁ୍ବାକୁ ଦିଅ। ଯହ କରୁଣାମୟ!! ମ ଁ ୁେଦି କିଛି ର୍ବି ପଣୁୟ କରିଛି 

ଜୀର୍ବନଯର, ତା' ର୍ବଦଳଯର ଏତିକି ପ୍ରତିଦାନ ମାଗଛିୁ ପ୍ରଯଭା!!! 
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ଯଶଷଯର ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି। ଯମା ହସକୁରି ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦିର ମହୁ ଁଶଖୁ ିୋଇଥେିା। ମ ଁ ୁେିଫ୍ଟଯର ଯଗାଡ଼ ଯଦର୍ବା ପରୂ୍ବବରୁ 

ଯମାଯତ ଯକାଳକୁ ଆଉଯଜଇ ଆଉସିଁ ଯଦଯେ ଟିଯକ। ଭାରି ସ୍ୱରଯର କହିଯେ - ୋ', ଯମା ଭାଇର େତ୍ନ ଯନରୁ୍ବ। 

ଭେଯର ଭେଯର ପହଂଚି ଖର୍ବର ଯଦରୁ୍ବ। ର୍ବହୁତ ଯେହ ଯଦେ - ଯତଣ ୁକିଛି ଦିନ ତମକ ୁଆଯମ ସମଯସ୍ତ ଯଖାଜିରୁ୍ବ। 

କିନ୍ତୁ କ'ଣ ଆଉ କରାୋଏ? ଇଏ ତ ଦୁନିଆର ରୀତି। ନିଜ ନିଜ ର୍ବାଟଯର ସମସ୍ତଙୁ୍କ େିର୍ବାକୁ ହୁଏ। ଯତାଯତ 

ଛାଡିର୍ବାକୁ  ତଳକୁ କିନ୍ତୁ ମ ଁ ୁେିର୍ବିନି। ଆଖ ିଯମାର ହୁଏତ ଓଦା ଯହଇେିର୍ବ। ୋ' ... ଜଲି୍ ିୋ'। 

 

ମହୁ ଁଯଫଯରଇ ଚାେିଗଯେ ଦିଦ।ି ଯମା ଆଦରଣୀୟା, ଅର୍ବିସ୍ମରଣୀୟା, ପଜୂନୀୟା ଫୁେୱନି୍ତ ଦିଦି। 

ଏମ୍ସରୁ ପାଦ କାେିର୍ବା ଯର୍ବଳକୁ ଯମାର ମଯନ ଯହଉଥେିା - ଆଯମ ଯକୌଣସି ଡାକ୍ତରଖାନାରୁ ଡିସ୍ ଚାଜ୍ବ ଯହଇ ନୁହ ଁ, 

ଏକ ଯେହୀ ପରିର୍ବାରଯର କିଛି ଦିନ ଛୁଟି କଯଟଇ ଅଯନକ ଅପାଯଶାରା ସମ୍ତୃି ସାଥୀଯର ଯନଇ ଘରକୁ ଯଫରୁଛୁ। 

ଯମା ପାଦ ର୍ବେୁଥେିା ଆଗକୁ ଆଗକୁ - କିନ୍ତୁ ମନ ମକୁୁଳି ପାରୁ ନ ଥେିା େଯୁରାେଜି ର୍ବିଭାଗର ଯସଇ ଯଜଯନରାେ 

ୱାଡବରୁ। 

****** 
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Translation: 

                         “MARD KO DARD NAHI HOTA” 

(An Episode of Experience) 

All India Institute of Medical Sciences, AIIMS, Delhi, India’s largest and most worshipped 

medical institution. An epigram of hope, a symbol of faith. Exploring the ends of its lively, 

sprightful ambience and observing a patient, his/her relatives or near and dear ones, one would 

be unconditionally bound to realise that the whole of mankind is possessed by the sole passion, 

the desire to live. 

 

We had to visit AIIMS for the second time, for his kidney stone surgery. Many of my acquainted 

doctors are established there. Thus love, dedication, assistance, sympathy and 

wholeheartedness discover no limits. The only existing limit is the exhaustion in the availability 

of a special cabin. Our friends’ efforts helped us access to such a cabin during our last visit. 

Besides the rent of eight hundred per day, every facility is bestowed, except for the feeling of 

loneliness and the state of solitude. 

 

This time when the doctor said that if a cabin is urgently needed, we need to wait a little longer, 

for not even a single cabin would be emptied before ten full days, we resolved to get admitted 

into the general ward, because we were not in a situation to wait. 

 

However, AIIMS has a general ward, contrasting to what we see elsewhere. Central A.C. 

Immaculate and quite hygienic. Each room has a tetrad of beds, a toilet and two wash basins. 

Last time we had to remain admitted for two and a half months. This time a small stone was 

clogged in the urinary tract. Only that was to be operated. Just a matter of four to five days. It 

is fine. 

 

On stepping into the room, an elderly pleasant woman rushed to fetch us in. She was Phulwanti 

Didi. We were assigned the bed opposite hers. Her husband’s gall bladder operation had 

concluded just before three days. This being her third-time stay at AIIMS, Phulwanti Didi 

explained the tits and bits of everything there, like the visiting time of the doctor, when the 

sister provides us with medicine, the location of the dressing room, kitchen, etc. In no time she 

prepared and served us coffee. She help me arrange all our required utilities on a compact shelf 

placed adjacent to our bed.  
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Her happiness became out of bounds when she got to know that both of us were doctors. After 

a momentary thought, she suddenly said, “Okay, I will make a small request, will you accept 

it?” 

 

I stared at her face. 

 

Without expecting a reply, she said, “Listen, though you are a doctor, yet here you are my 

younger sister. On a familiar note, I will address you by your name. Do you agree?” 

 

I felt as if she was not Phulwanti Didi, but my elder sister, who was residing in Berhampur then. 

So much intimacy! Such a degree of internality!! That too within this short time!!! As of being 

pampered by my sister, I cuddled my hands around Didi’s neck and placed my head on her 

shoulder. She endearingly kissed my forehead. 

 

She first led me to her bed and acquainted me with her husband. Undergoing the surgery thrice, 

he looked quite weary and tired. Then she guided me to the adjacent bed. There laid a thirty-

two-year-old boy, Sanjeev, afflicted with incurable cancer. Originating from testicles, it had 

spread to most of his organs. Just the preceding day, he had undergone some surgery on his 

vertebral column and some other organs. Leaving his face visible, his body was dressed all over. 

He vaguely uttered only a pair of words- “Oh God”, that too in intermissions. That was it. 

Beside him, guarded his two friends, serving him incessantly and interminably. They showed 

no signs of reluctance even while using the pan. Their friendship convulsed my heart. 

 

After some time, Sanjeev’s wife, Punam entered. The elegance of her countenance was in no 

way inferior to fairies. However, it looked faint and jaded like a desiccated flower. Her hands 

were clasped by her two-year-old son. He resembled his father in his countenance. My thoughts 

got aggrieved towards the condition of this small family. This was only the beginning of their 

marital life. How flamboyant the dreams encompassing their nights would have been! Yet to 

fulfil even one of them, their nights are insufficient!! Oh God!!! 

 

The fourth patient was laid on our adjacent bed. An old man of more than eighty years of age. 

He was done with his prostrate operation two days afore and was to be discharged within 

another two days. He was accompanied by his son, who earnestly and respectfully showered 

his care on his father. That is why a person marries! And he yearns for children!! 
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It would be around nine ‘o’clock at night. After having our dinner, we were preparing for sleep. 

Right at that time, a boy entered into the room. He might be aged between seven and eight. He 

was wrapped with a wide piece of cloth tied behind his neck, resembling the posture of a saint. 

He held a urosac in his hand. Oh- now I understood the reason for this unique outfit! 

 

Seeing him, Phulwanti Didi rushed. She caressed him and said, “Dear, why are you late today”. 

Phulwanti Didi informed me that he lived in the adjacent room. He too would be undergoing 

his kidney operation the coming day. Every night, before going to bed, he spreads good wishes 

among all patients and cherishes them with his comical note. 

 

I leaned him on my lap and asked, “what is your name, son?” 

He took an amazing stance, dressed the hairs lowered on his temple and answered in a peculiar 

air, “Hrithik Roshan”. 

 

This spread a spell of laughter all over. His mother told, “His actual name is Hrithik. But 

whenever asked, he exaggerates it”. 

 

“Right from the morning, everybody is saying that a surgeon has admitted as a patient for stone 

operation. Then you are that Surgeon Uncle. Aren’t you?” Meanwhile, Hrithik had reached my 

husband’s bed. He peered at him meticulously. He patted his leg, hand, belly etc. with his small 

hands. Then he paused to think and said, “Then Doctor Uncle, you are so fat, so big a human, 

how could a small pebble enter into your body?” 

 

He smiled. I answered. 

 

“Listen Hrithik, doctors are also humans. Again, any person might get any disease. Okay, then 

you say, you are such a cute little kid. How did you get to know about your kidney stone?” 

 

“Oh great, I diagnosed the disease myself. Will I tell you how? Suddenly one day, in school, I 

saw my urine hued red. Urine is generally white, why did it get red? In no time I informed my 

teacher. My teacher herself dropped me home and explained everything to Papa and Mummy. 

We consulted the doctor and a urinalysis was performed. Then followed X-rays which 

confirmed the presence of stones.” 

 

He seemed witty and clever. His forethinking was beyond his age.  
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Oh my God, Kidney stone is accompanied by intermittent stomach aches. So small you are, you 

must be feeling intense pain son.” 

Again, a pleasing style. Another sharp look. He simpered and said, “Yes, it pains, and then 

fades. Do you know why? Mard ko dard nahi hota (Man never feels pain).” 

 

All grinned and then got mad with laughter. The Eighty-year-old man too laughed separating 

his hollow jaw. He wished Good Night to all and proceeded towards his room. We all went to 

sleep. 

With the departure of night, will come my husband’s operation. I could recall all incidents of 

the last operation. He slept and I felt lonely in the cabin. Several pessimistic thoughts were 

occupying my mind. I spent a sleepless night due to tension. However, the experience of last 

time had served as condolence this time and empowered my courage. But the best thing was 

the general ward, Phulwanti Didi, Hrithik and others. They did not let solitude overcome me. I 

felt that during problems and disasters, man is man’s greatest strength. Really, I could not feel 

how the rest of the night passed away. 

 

The next day, I prepared my husband and got prepared myself. Eight operation theatres work 

simultaneously at AIIMS. Besides the incredible system, all procedures were systematic, 

synchronized and well functioned. Stretcher reached simultaneously for him and Hrithik at the 

porch attached to O.T. I looked at Hrithik. The face of this little Mard (Man) looked faded. His 

face showed signs of silent sobs. Still, he was trying to smile, when he saw us. He stretched his 

hand towards my husband. Both did shake hands with each other. The scene drenched my eyes. 

 

It began with my husband’s operation. I prayed to God’s intention. It all concluded well. Yet it 

took us two in the afternoon to reach our bed. Phulwanti Didi was waiting for us. She waved 

her hand on his forehead and expressed sadly, “Do you know, Hrithik’s operation is scheduled 

at eight ‘o’clock at night. His parents are quite tensed. Let’s visit them once”. 

 

My husband’s health was quite stable. Asking Punam to keep an eye on him, we both went to 

the O.T. located on the eighth floor. His mother was in a condition of crying. We condoled her 

for some time and then returned. 

 

I got asleep without my knowledge. Didi shook and woke me up, “Get up, let’s go, Hrithik has 

returned". I turned towards the clock. Two ‘o’clock at night. All of us rushed. All those patients 

who were in a condition of locomoting, along with their relatives, had reached there. Hrithik 
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was unconscious. He looked feeble. His mother carried the bundle of stones that were extirpated 

from his kidney. All were sad, tensed and upset for him. At this moment so much hustle near 

the patient is not advised. I requested everybody not to assemble near him. All returned to their 

respective beds.  

 

The next day Phulwanti Didi conveyed a piece of good news, “See Sanjeev has opened his eyes 

today. He is smiling a little, trying to speak”. I noticed a ray of happiness and hope on Punam’s 

face. But I could not join their happiness. For I knew, before extinguishing, a candle burns at 

its brightest. 

 

After being unconscious throughout the day, when Hrithik’s senses got restored, he wailed in 

pain. So, he was again treated with anaesthesia. My husband’s condition was kind of fine. So, 

I stayed near Hrithik most of the time. Seeing a doctor near to them, they felt relieved and 

expressed their deep gratitude. 

 

On the fourth day, the old man near our bed got discharged. They were inhabitants of Bihar. 

While departing, they invited us home, whenever we visit Patna. The man clasped my hand and 

spoke in a deep, saddened voice, “Daughter, Look at God's indecision. I am an old man of 

eighty-two years of age. Returning home after being cured. But this youth of thirty-two years 

of age…” Looking at Sanjeev, he gasped and breathed deeply. His voice got choked and he 

failed to utter any more words. He wiped his tears concealing them from Punam. 

 

We would be departing after that night. Phulwanti Didi was not able to sleep. She went on 

asking me several topics. About home, patients, Odisha and Lord Jagannath. Punam came and 

stood near us. 

“Doctor Aunty.”       

“Yes, Punam dear, want to say something?”   

“Yeah, Aunty. I had a small query. I feel like asking doctors during their visitation, but I fail to 

gather courage. I fear. You seem very close to me. Then…” 

 

As if something clogged in my chest. I knew what she was going to ask. But what will I answer? 

If I tell the truth, the tiny flickering flame of hope would evaporate. If I lie, will she, at this 

tender age, with this untrue faith, be able to face the uncertain harsh truth? 
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Being a doctor, facing such a situation in life, was not new to me. But I was not able to make 

out why I was getting trapped, entangled and suffocated in the illusion and bonding of these 

two tender kids. 

 

My prediction was indeed correct. 

 

“Be true to me Aunty, will Sanjeev get well? Please, Aunty, I am feeling that all are falsely 

expressing that he will get well. Just to calm and condole me. Can anybody from cancer…” Her 

face got palpitated with emotions. 

 

Phulwanti Didi stared at me with aidless looks. 

 

A doctor needs to be cunning at times. I placed my hands on her shoulder and said, “See 

daughter, you are precious. I am witnessing day and night that you are serving your husband. 

We can do our best, but the results are in God’s hands. We all have to pray to God so that he 

restores Sanjeev his health." 

 

Phulwanti Didi used her presence of mind to divert the topic. “Punam, I think Sanjeev is asking 

for the bedpan. Go daughter”. Quickly, Punam returned. 

 

The fifth day was our last day at AIIMS. We were granted leave. I first did away with the bill 

payments and other related tasks. Now it was time for departure. We approached every bed to 

bid goodbye and bestow good wishes. 

 

Hrithik, by this time, was out of danger but still was very weak. He was not able to walk. Lying 

on his bed, he joined his hands to greet us. I kissed his forehead in storge and wished for his 

well-being. His mother hugged me with teary eyes. Only a minimal love and duty has such a 

lot of return! I was getting thawed. 

 

We went near Sanjeev. I was not able to restrict my tears. Phulwanti Didi cried, “What is this? 

Being a doctor, how are you so weak?”  

 

I was feeling to say, “Doctors are the saddest people in the universe - as only they are capable 

of comprehending the perilous dirge of advancing death.” Punam, with wet eyes, touched our 

feet. While bidding us farewell, Sanjeev said, “Doctor Aunty! After recovering, along with 

Punam, I will surely come to Odisha. You see, inquiring about your address, I will reach your 

home. 
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I bent down and caressed his forehead. Even after holding it back, stubborn drops of tears 

slipped onto his forehead. 

 

“Both of you are very good people, Aunty. You have bestowed so much love’ If I will be 

alive…” 

 

I pressed against his lips. I could not control my longing to see him for the last time. Two drops 

of tears were occupying the corner of his eyes. 

 

While returning from his end, I was confessing to God, “O God! Please take back some 

fragments of our life span and let the boy live a little more. O merciful!! If I have done some 

virtuous task in my life, then I am asking only this much in return, God!!!” 

 

In the end, Phulwanti Didi. My happy Phuwanti Didi’s face looked blasé and jaded. Before 

stepping into the lift, she hugged and patted me. In a heavy tone, she said, “Go and take care of 

my brother. Inform us after returning home properly. You showered great affection. So we 

would be missing you for some days. But what can now be done? This is the law of nature. All 

have to tread on their pres-assigned paths. But I will not follow you downstairs to bid you adieu. 

My eyes might get drenched. Go…quickly”. 

 

She turned away and walked off. My revered, unforgettable and worshipped Phulwanti Didi. 

 

While walking out of AIIMS, I felt as if I was not reverting from the general ward, but after 

spending some days of holiday with an amicable and loving family, returning home with several 

abiding memories. My feet were advancing, but my thoughts remained captivated and 

imprisoned in the general ward of the urology department. 

***** 
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ਬਲਦੇਵ ਸ ਿੰਘ ਗਰੇਵਾਲ ਸਿਊਯਾਰਕ ਸਵਚ ਰਸ ਿੰਦੇ ਪਰਵਾ ੀ ਪਿੰਜਾਬੀ ਲੇਖਕ  ਿ। ਉ  ਸਵਸ਼ਵ ਪਰਸ ਿੱਧ ਿਾਵਲਕਾਰ ਅਤੇ 

ਕ ਾਣੀਕਾਰ  ਿ। ਉਿ੍ਾਾਂ ਦੀਆਾਂ ਸ ਰਜਣਾਤਮਕ ਰਚਿਾਵਾਾਂ ਸਵਿੱਚ  

'ਪਰਕਰਮਾ', ' ੀਤੇ ਬ ਿੱਲਾਾਂ ਦਾ   ਿੇ ਾ' ਅਤੇ 'ਰੌਸ਼ਿੀ ਦੀ ਦ ਤਕ' ਆਸਦ ਪਰਮ ਿੱਖ  ਿ। ਉਿ੍ਾਾਂ ਦੀਆਾਂ ਕ ਾਣੀਆਾਂ ਪਾਠਕਾਾਂ ਿ ਿੰ  ਕੀਲ 
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ਸੁਪਨ ਸੰਸਾਰ 

AsIN iqµnoN kwr ivc bYTky auQoN qurn hI l~gy sI ik dyiKAw auho sohxI kuVI swfI v~l ƒ 

B~jI Aw rhI hY[ bWh au~cI krky swƒ rukx dw iesæwrw vI kr rhI hY[ AsIN ru~k jWdy 

hW[ aus ƒ aufIkx l~g jWdy hW[ A~j swfw lgpg pUrw idn iesy mwrikt ivc bIiqAw 

hY... svyry lONg AweIlYNf iv~c, myrI nybrhuf ivc rihµdy myry im~qr, nvqyj isµG dw Pon 

AwieAw sI[ aus dy mrsIfIj AYs X¨ vI dw, bYk kridAW, AYksIfYNt ho igAw sI[ aus 

dI rIAr ivMfskrIn tu~t geI sI qy ipCly ihsy ivc fYNt pY gey sn[ aus ny Pon aupr, 

kueInjæ ivc iksy mkYink pwsoN AYstImyt ilAw sI[ aus ny do hjæwr fwlr ivc kwr TIk 

kr dyNx dw AYstImyt idqw sI[ies leI myrw dosq mYƒ pu~C irhw sI, kI mYN ausdy nwl 

kueInz c~lxw cwhWgw[ AsIN lgBg irtwierf hW, pu~qrW ny swfy kµm kwr sµBwl ley 

hn[koivf AYpIfYimk kwrx, AsIN GrW Aµdr hI fyV swl qoN sImq rhy hW[ hux jd 

koivf QoVw GitAw hY, AsIN dosq imqr imlx Aqy Guµmx iPrn dy bhwny F̈µfdy rihµdy 

hW[AwnI bhwnI iek~Ty huMdy hW, g~pW mwrdy hW[ hsdy hW[mnorMjn krdy hW[ so mYN nvqyj 

ƒ XYs kr id~qI[ rwh ivc nwl dI kwaUNtI ivc rihµdy, Awpxy iek hor dosq AYs.pI. ƒ 

vI nwl lY ilAw[ auJ qW ies dysæ ivc Aw ky vDyry prvwsI mu~FoN su~FoN ijæµdgI sæur¨ krdy 

hn, pr ieµfIAw dy pihly pRoPYsæn jW ruqby auhnW dy nwl hI eyQy Aw jWdy hn[ ieQy Xogqw 

Anuswr nhIN, sgoN jo vI kµm imldw hY, auho sæur¨ kr lYNdy hn[ nvqyj ieµfIAw ivc 

mwstr sI, ieQy auh kµstRksæn dw vfw kµtrYktr hY[ pr ieQy vI auh mwstr hI 

AKvwauNdw hY[ mYN auQy POj ivc sI, ieQy rIAl Astyt krdw hW, pr sB POjI hI AwKdy 

hn[ guljæwr isµG auQy pµjwb puils ivcoN AYs.pI. irtwier hoieAw sI, aus dy puqrW ny 

aus nUM spWsr krky ieQy bulw ilAw sI[auh ieQy vI swfw AYs.pI. hI hY[ kueInz nUM 

AwauNidAW AYs.pI. ny suJwA id~qw ik pihlW ies mwrikt ivc pqw kr ilAw jwvy[ fRIm 

lYNf/ bldyv isMG gryvwl mYN qW aus dy suJwA dw mjæwk aufwieAw sI[ ikhw sI - pulsIey 

ƒ ieQy vI cor bwjæwr hI psµd AwieAw hY[ikauNik keI lok ies mwrikt ƒ ieµfIAw dy 

cor bwjæwrW vrgw hI smJdy hn[ pr mwstr ƒ AYs.pI. dw suJwA cµgw ligAw sI[ aus 

kolæ kwr dw Pu~l ieµS¨rYs nhIN , ies leI kwr irpyAr dw p¨rw ibl auhƒ p~ilauN dyxw 

pYxw sI[ ies mwrikt ivc kµm ssqw ho skdw sI, ies leI ieQy AwauNx dw PæYslw ho 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 132 ~  

igAw sI[ies mwrikt ivc mYN pihlW kdy nhIN sI AwieAw[ieMJ lgdw sI, ies ƒ 

mwrikt kihxw, ies sæbd dI hyTI krnw hY[tu~tI-B~jI sVk[ pMjwb dy k~cy rwhW qoN vI 

geI guzrI[ dohIN pwsIN stor[ stor G~t, tIn dy KoKy v~D l~gdy sn[ hr pwsy kwrW dy 

purzy qy fulHy qyl dy dwgæ[ qyl Aqy kwlK rµgy k~piVAW iv~c kµm krdy mkYink[kVkdI 

Du~p ivc ryVHIAW iv~c kwrW dw BwrI Brkm pwrt Dkdy psIno psInI hoey mjdUr...[ koeI 

30 swl pihlW jd mYN Pl~iSMg (kueInj) ielwky iv~c rihµdw sI[ audoN mYN rojæ 7 nµbr 

sbvy tryn rwhIN ieQoN dI brONks jwieAw krdw sI[audoN Pl~iSMg nUM bwkI kueInz qoN v~K 

krdw irvr, kwPI su~k c~ukw sI[so ie~Qy vYt lYNf hI huµdI sI[ idB augI huMdI sI[ikDry 

C~pVIAW ivc q~rikAw pwxI Kloqw huµdw sI[ isrPæ iek pwsy ‘jµk Xwrf’ huµdw sI, ijQy 

hjæwrW dI igxqI iv~c tu~tIAW B~jIAW kwrW pRYs krky, aupr dy aupr r~KIAW huµdIAW 

sn[ kwrW dy pwrt icx ky rKy huµdy sn[ ies qoN kwPI htvW rUjvYlt AYivinaU’qy sæIAw 

styfIAm huµdw sI[ sæIAw styfIAm dI QW, hux istI PIlf styfIAm ausr cukw hY[ 

vYtlYNf vwlI QW ieh aUbV KwbV mwrikt hoNd ivc Aw geI hY[pr inaUXwrk dy mYp’qy 

Ajy vI ies mwrikt dI koeI hoNd nhIN sgoN Ajy vI vYtlYNf hI hY[ AsIN bwrW ku vjy ieQy 

pu~j gey sI[ iek do dukwnW qoNy puiCAw[ iek dukwn vwlw s~q sO fwlrW ivc p¨rw kµm 

krn leI mµn igAw[ aus ƒ kwr dyky AsIN Awrwm krn leI koeI QW F¨µfx lg pey, pr 

pUrI mwrikt ivc swƒ koeI TµFI QW ,Awrwm krn leI nw lB skI[ grmIN vI A~q dI 

sI[ svyry hI tYNprycr 92 ifgrI ƒ t~p igAw sI[ieh mwrikt BTI bxI hoeI sI[ AsIN 

Guµm iPr ky dyiKAw, koeI dukwn eyArkµfIsænf hox dI qW g~l hI C~fo, iksy ivc bYTx 

leI kursI q~k nhIN sI[ dUr qk ikDry koeI drKæq vI nhIN sI, ijs dI CwvyN KVH 

skIey[ mkYink ny pµj vjy q~k kwr TIk krn dw Brosw idqw sI[ ies leI pµj Gµty 

iesy BTI vrgy bwjæwr ivc gujæwrn dI swfI mjæb¨rI bx geI sI[ iek qW mwstr dw 

iKAwl sI ik kwr ’qy njær r~KI jwxI cwhIdI hY[ d̈jw koeI vI mwrikt ie~QoN Gto Gt 

iqµn cwr mIl dUr sI[ eynI grmIN ivc eynw qurn dI swfy ivc ihµmq vI hY nhIN sI[jd 

ieh mwrikt nkSy ivc hI nhIN, aUbr srivs ieQy AwauNxu dw svwl hI pYdw nhI sI 

huMdw[ AsIN kVkdI Du~p ivc sVdy Bu~jdy, ieQy hI koeI rYstorYNt Fµ̈fx lgy[ iek ‘fylI’ 

dw sweIn idisAw, qurdy qurdy Aws nwl auQy pu~jy qW auh swlW dI bµd peI jwpI[ swfy 

leI iek iek imµt ktxw AOKw hoeI jw irhw sI[AKIr Gumdy iPridAW iek dukwn dw 
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iqµn ku Pu~t cOVw prCwvW idisAw, AsIN auQy hI jw KVHy hoey[ ieµJ lg irhw sI ijvyN AsIN 

iksy ryigsqwn ivc Btk rhy hW qy iksy sukI sVI ikkr dI iqqr KµBI CWA hyT Aw Kloqy 

hW[ psIny nwl iB~j gey sI[ bulHW aupr ipAws nwl iskVI jµmx lg peI sI[ mYN dohW 

dosqW ƒ kos irhw sI[ AYs.pI. ƒ ieQoN dw suJwA dyx leI Aqy mwstr ƒ b~cq dw lwlc 

krn leI[ pr hux grmIN brdwsæq krn qoN isvw hor koeI cwrw nhIN sI[ AYs.pI. kihx 

lgw- POjIAW, ikauN mrdw jwnW, vwFIAW dw cyqw Bu~l igAw? jyT hwVH dIAW q~pdIAW 

Du~pW ivc kxkW vFdy huµdy sI[ swrw swrw idn ipT l¨h ho jWdI sI[ vwFIAW cyqy AwauNx 

nwl, grmIN sihx dI sækqI ijhI Aw geI[ vwFIAW dIAW glW Xwd AwauNx lg peIAW[ 

mwstr ny AYs.pI. ƒ it~cr kIqI - qyry vrgy BuKV kxkW m¨hry jwlæ vI lgw lYNdy sI, 

iqqr btyr PVn leI[ -eyhdy ivc mwVI gl kI sI? nwlæy dyvI dy drsæn, nwlæy muµj 

bgV[ bMd kmirAW ivc inAwxy pVHwaNux vwly mwstrW ƒ eyhnW g~lW dw kI pqw[AYs.pI. 

ny jvwb idMidAW mwstr dy igitAW ‘c vI lw idqI[ AYs.pI. qy mwstr dI nok Jok ivc 

mYN sæwml hox hI lgw sI ik dyiKAw iek kuVI bksw numw ryVHI DkdI Aw rhI hY[ AsIN 

aus v~l dyKx l~g pey[ bIh bweI swlW dI Br jvwn spYinS kuVI[ gorw dg dg krdw 

rµg[ pµjwbxW vrgy iqKy nYx nksæ[ gudgudw BrvW srIr[ Du~p nwlæ m¨µh lwl sḧw[ AsIN 

aus v~l dyKdy hI rih gey[ imµt dI imµt swƒ grmIN Bul geI[ kol AweI qW pqw lgw, 

auh AweIs krIm vyc rhI sI[ AsIN aus koloN AweIs krIm lY ky c¨sx lg pey[ AweIs 

krIm kwhdI, inrw imTw pwxI hI jmwieAw hoieAw sI[ pr aus vyly auh AweIs krIm 

vI swfy leI inAwmq ho inbVI[ ipAws buJwaux leI kuJ qW imilAw sI[ auh kuVI pYsy 

lY ky ryVHI DkdI Agy qur geI[ AYs.pI. aus ƒ jWdI ƒ lgwqwr dyKI igAw[ kihx lgw 

- mwstr, ieh kuVI idhwVI dy ikµny ku bxw lYNdI haU? -bxw lYNdI haUy pµjwh s~T fwlr[ 

mwstr ny ikhw[ - isrPæ! iehƒ kih myry nwl iek Gµty leI motl iv~c cly, sO fwlr 

daUN[ AYs. pI. ny BuKIAW njærW nwl kuVI vl dyKidAW ikhw[ - særm kr, AYs.pI.[ 

AwpxI DOlI dwhVI dI hI særm kr[ mwstr ny cot mwrI[-Xwr, eyhdw h~k AY[ivcwrw 

CVw jUM hoieAw[ mYN suAwd lYNidAW ikhw[ koivf mhWmwrI dy pihly h~ly hI AYs.pI. dI 

pqnI aus dw iSkwr ho geI sI[ audoN AsIN Awpxy dosq dy gæm ivc vI sæwiml nhIN sI ho 

sky[ ivcwrI dw ikirAw krm vI ‘Awn lweIn lweIv’ dyiKAw sI[ hux smyN nwl jæKæm 

Br cuky hn[ hux AYs.pI. swfy mjwk leI CVw ho igAw hY[ jd q~k auh kuVI idsdI 
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rhI, AYs.pI. aus kuVI ƒ lgwqwr dyKI igAw [ jd A~KW qoN auhly ho geI, suAwd lY lY 

AweIs krIm c¨sx lg ipAw[ -AYs.pI, AweIs krIm eI c¨sdW ik…..[mwstr ny aus 

vl dyKidAW, iPr tkor mwrI[ -mwstr, jy qusIN lok klwsW ivc inAwxy dyK ky, auhnW 

dIAW mwvW dI klpnW krdy rihMdy hoy qW mYNƒ klpnw dMdIAW vFdI Aw? AYs.pI. ny jvwbI 

hmlw kr idqw[ ies cuµJ crcw ivc swnUM grmIN BulI rhI[ jd q~k AweIs krIm mu~kI, 

swfy isrW qoN CW vI jWdI lgI[ AsIN Pyr au~QoN qur pey koeI hor itkwxw Fµ̈fx[ ieDr 

auDr iPridAW FweI iqµn Gµty bIq gey sn[ AsIN kwr vwlI dukwn ’qy gey[ mkYink ny 

Ajy kwr aupr kµm vI Suær¨ nhIN sI kIqw[AsIN QoVw qlæK hoey[ dukwndwr ny iek mkYink 

kwr ’qy lgw id~qw[ AsIN iPr auQoN qur pey[ hux B~uK vI Awpxw kmwl idKwauxw l~g 

peI[æpr Kwxw imlx dI koeI sµBwvnw nhIN sI [ AYs.pI. kihx l~gw - Xwr, iehnW lokW 

ƒ Bu~K nhIN l~gdI? eyQy iek vI rYstorYNt nhIN nyVy-qyVy[ mYNƒ Xwd AwieAw, jd mYN 

AmrIkw nvW nvW AwieAw sI, iek Pul srivs gYs stysæn ’qy kµm krn l~gw sI[ AsIN 

audoN ApwrtmYNt iv~c pµj jxy rihµdy sI[ AsIN swry hI k~cy sI[AsIN rwq dI rotI 

bxwauNdy hoey, Agly idn dupihr leI vI rotI bxw lYNdy sI qy kµm ‘qy nwl lY AwauNdy sI[ 

kdy mu~l lY ky Kwxw nhIN sI KwDw[audoN pIjæy dI ie~k slweIs lYNx leI vI fwlr Krcx 

dI ihµmq nhIN sI pYNdI[ fwlr ƒ ieµfIAn rup~eIAW nwl guxW krky dyKdy sI Aqy eynI 

rkm Krcx qoN fr jWdy sI[ iek idn mYN rotI nwl nw ilAw sikAw, duiphr ƒ jd aus 

pwsy P¨f tr~k AwieAw, mYN vI B~j ky sYfiv~c lYx igAw[ mYƒ dyK ky Awly duAwly dy 

storW vwilAw ny rOlw pw id~qw - E gufinaUj, t¨fy isµG iejæ hYivMg lµc! mYN særimµdw ijhw 

ho ky sYNfivc lY ky muV AwieAw sI[ ieh g~l Xwd AwauNidAW hI, mNY iehnW dukwnW dy 

mjæd¨rW Aqy mkYnkW ƒ Awpxy vrgy smJx lg ipAw[ ieh lok vI swfy vWg hI Ajy nvyN 

hoxgy...[ fwlr Krcx qoN frdy hoxgy[ mYN iehnW nwl Awpxw nwqw ijhw mihs¨s krn 

l~g ipAw[ AmrIkw ƒ prvwsIAW dw dysæ ikhw jWdw hY[ dunIAW Br qoN lok AOKy hwlIN 

ieQy AwauNdy hn[ imhnq krdy hn, sPl huµdy hn[ iPr aunHW dI QW nvyN pRvwsI Aw jWdy 

hn, imhnq krdy Awp Kusæhwl huµdy hn[ dys vI Kusæhwl huµdw clw jWdw hY[ mYN socdw hW, 

jd mYN AmrIkw AwieAw sI, lONgAweIlYNf dw supnw lYxw vI AOKI g~l lgdI sI [ A~j 

mYN ausy lONgAweIlYNf ivc rihµdw hW[ k~lH ƒ ieh sB lok vI ikqy dw ikqy pu~j jwxgy… 

grmI nwl swfIAW ip~TW sVn l~g peIAW hn, pr ikDry koeI CW nhIN[ bYTx ƒ koeI QW 
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nhIN[ dukwnW iv~c mkYink, mjæd¨r sB Awpxy kµmW ivc msr¨P hn[psInw vih irhw hY, 

pr auhnW leI koeI grmI nhIN[ku~J mjæd¨r nMgy ipµfy trwlIAW au~pr Bwry-Bwry kwrW dy 

pwrt D~kdy jw rhy hn[iek mwVc¨ ijhw Bwr D~kdw jw irhw hY[ swƒ auh kuVI iPr njær 

Aw geI[ AsIN aus kol gey[ iPr AweIs krIm leI[ soicAw, GVI pl qW Tµfk 

mihs¨s hovygI[ qury jWidAW, sVk dy iek iknwry v~fIAW v~fIAW sImYNt qy kµkRIt dIAW 

slYbW KloqIAW ids peIAW[ AsIN aunHW aupr bYT ky QoVw Awrwm mihs¨s kIqw[ l~qW ƒ 

cµgw cµgw l~gw [ mYN ikhw - Xwr, iehnW lokW ny qW ‘vYt lYNf’ nUM ‘svYt lYNf’ bxw 

riKAw[ mwstr kihx l~gw - hW Xwr, ieh lok Dµn dy hn[ eynI grmI iv~c vI Awpxy 

kµmW ivc ruJy hoey hn[ AYs.pI. ny juAwb id~qw - jdoN swaux BwdoN dIAW kVkdIAW huµms 

BrIAW Du~pW ivc j~t m~kI dI gufweI krdy hn qW auh Dµn dy nhIN sI huµdy? mYƒ Xwd 

AwieAw, mYN gYs stysæn Aqy 12 Gµty dI ifaUtI idAw krdw sI[ srdIAW ƒ cuPyry brPæW 

dy dYV l~gy hoey sn[ mYN svyr dw gYs pµp krn lgw hoieAw sI[ nojælW brPæ vrgIAW 

TµfIAW sn[ PVidAW hQ TµF nwl du~Kx lg jWdy sI[ dsqwny pihn ky pYsy igxny AOKy 

sn[ ies leI jd vI ivhl imldI sI, jybW ivc hQ pw ky in~Gy kr lYNdw sI[ sæwm ƒ 

hvw qyjæ ho geI Aqy b̈µdW bWdI Suær¨ ho geI[ tYNprycr mweIns bweI q~k clw igAw[ 

auDr kwrW dIAW lµmIAW lweInW lg geIAW[ ieho ijhy BYVy mOsm ivc lok ‘sYlP 

srivs’ dI vjwey, ‘Pæul srivs gYs stysæn’ qoN hI gYs lYx Bj pYµdy hn[ gYs vI isrP 

fwlr do fwlr dI hI KrIddy hn[ mYN n~s n~s kµm krdw irhw[ Acwnk myry h~Q muVno 

ht gey[ nojæl PVI hI nw jwvy[ auNglW muV hI nhIN sI rhIAW[ mYN Gbrw igAw[ kµm 

ivcy C~f ky Aµdr ƒ B~jw[dPqr ivc mGdy hItr aupr hI h~Q rK idqy[ ikµny hI imµtW 

q~k grmIN mihs¨s hI nw hoeI[ bwhr kwrW vwly hwrn mwrI jwx[ jdoN hQ QoVy in~Gy hoey, 

mYN iPr jw ky gYs pµp krn lg ipAw sI[ mwstr dI gl mYnUM bIqy ivc lY geI sI, myry 

m¨µhoN inkilAw - mwstr, mjæb¨rI sB kuJ brdwsæq krn dI ihMmq dy idµdI hY[ -POjIAw, 

bµd kmirAW ivc inAwxy pVHwaux vwlæy mwstr iehnW glW bwry kI jwnx? AYs.pI. ny iPr 

mwstr nUM Dr ilAw[ - Eey vifAw AYs.pI., mYN isDw kµstRksæn kµtrYktr nhIN sI bx 

igAw! inaUXwrk dIAW sVkW aupr sImYNt ryq dIAW GwxIAW krdw irhW[ skwPlW aupr 

tµg huµdw irAW[ qyry vWg mYN koeI puqrW dw bulwieAw ieQy nhIN AwieAw qy muPæq dI pYnsæn 

nhIN ku~utdw[ mwstr ny vI jvwbI hmlw kr idqw[ mYN gl dw ruKæ bdlx leI ikhw - aU@N 
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Xwr, ies dysæ ivc imhnq dw mu~l AY[ imhnq nwl ienswn Agy vD skdw[ ieµfIAw 

ivc qW mjæd¨r, swrI aumr hI mjæd¨r rihµdw...[ -qW hI qW swrI dunIAW eyQy ƒ BjdI 

AY[ AYs.pI. ny ikhw[ - ijhVy Awp nhIN Bjdy, auhnW ƒ pu~q bulw lYNdw Aw[ mwstr ny 

iPr aus dy ig~itAW ’qy lgw idqI[ mYN AwpxI gl jwrI rKI - A~j iehnW ny ‘vYt lYNf’ 

nUM ‘svYt lYNf’ bxwieAw, kl nUM ‘fRIm lYNf’ vI bxw dyxgy[Ajy ieh bwjæwr inaU Xwrk dy 

nksæy ’qy vI nhIN[ kl ƒ istI pRsæwsæn ƒ hosæ AweI jwxI Aw[ ieh eyrIAw vI iksy 

ifvYlpmYNt plYn hyT Awey jwxw[ eyQy vI vDIAw stor qy vrksæwpW ausr jwxIAW[ mwstr 

ny myrI hW ivc hW imlw id~qI - eyhnW mkYinkW Aqy mjæd¨rW ny auhnW storW vrksæwpW dy 

mwlk hoxY[ -hW, qy srkwr ƒ imlIAn fwlr pRoprtI tYks, syl tYks qy Awmdn tYks 

Awauxw sæur¨ ho jwxY[ibjlI,Pon vrgIAW shUlqW dy ibl vKry.. mYN ikhw[ AYs.pI ny jvwb 

idqw - iPr eyQy vI s~q sO dw kMm, do hjwr ivc hox lg pYxw[ slYbW aupr bYiTAW 

swfIAW l`qW Aklkwn mihs¨s krn lg peIAW[ swfy pYr DrqI aupr nhIN sI lg rhy[ 

l`tkdIAW l`qW AOK mihs¨s krn lg peIAW[ AsIN auT ky KVHy ho gey[ ieµJ hI ieDr 

auDr BtkidAW, swFy pMj v`j gey[ Bu`K vI lg ky mr geI sI[ AsIN kwr dyKx iek 

vwr iPr aus dukwn ’qy gey[ mkYink fYNt kF ky p®weImr mwr irhw sI[ Ajy Gto Gt̀ 

iek Gµtw hor lg jwxw sI[ AsIN dukwn ivcoN inkly qW auh sohxI kuVI iPr ids peI[ 

AsIN aus kol cly gey[ dyiKAw, auh kok vI vyc rhI sI[ AsIN kok dIAW boqlW lY ky 

iPr sVky sVk qur pey[ hux AYs.pI. ny aus kuVI v`l pihlW vWg llcweIAW nzrW nwl 

nhIN sI dyiKAw[ kihx lgwPOjI, Xwd AY jd vwFI krdy huµdy sI qW ipMf dw iJa¨r vihµgI 

aupr GVy l`dI, Kyq Kyq pwxI ipAwauNdw huµdw sI? - hW Xwr, ieh kuVI qW auho hI kµm kr 

rhI hY[ mYN ikhw[ - bVI imhnqI kuVI AY[ AYs.pI. dI hux aus kuVI bwry rwie bdl cu`kI 

sI[ mwstr dw kihxw sI ik jd kdI ieQy AwDuink bwzwr bxygw, ies kuVI dw eyQy 

rYstorYNt hovygw[ - ies dw mqlb hY ik swfy AYs.pI. dI rIJ kdy p¨rI nhIN hoxI? mYN iPr 

gl mzwk krn leI khI[ -Cf Xwr, swƒ iehnW imhnqI lokW nwl hmdrdI krnI 

cwhIdI hY[ AYs.pI. gµBIr sI[ - jo AsIN k`l sW, ieh A`j ny[ mYƒ qW ieh Awpxy lgdy 

ny[ mYN vI sµjIdw huµidAW ikhw[ - hux svwl ieh AY ik iek Gµtw hor ikdW ktxw? 

AYs.pI. Qkwvt mihs¨s krdw boilAw[ - p¨ry bwzwr dw iek c`kr iPr kFdy AW[ iehnW 

lokW ƒ dyKdy hW[ Awpxw k`l Xwd krdy hW[mYN ikhw[ mwstr vI myry nwl sihmq ho 
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igAw[kok nwl iFfW ƒ kwPI Awsrw ho igAw sI[ grmI dw fµg vI Kuµfw ho igAw jwpdw 

sI[ tIn dIAW dukwnW ivc sB lok msr¨P sn[ auhnW leI grmI srdI dy koeI ArQ 

nhIN sn[ mYN socdw hW, auh vI swfy lokW vWg KwlI jybW nwl ieQy pu`jy hoxgy[ auhnW kol 

vI imhnq dw ieko iek srmwieAw hovygw[ gyVw kF ky AsIN s`q ku vjy iPr aus dukwn 

’qy Awey[ kwr ’qy pwilS kIqw jw cu`kw sI[ AYksIfYNt dy p̈ry icµnH imt cu`ky sn[ mwstr 

KuS ho igAw[ mkYink dw kihxw sI, Ajy pwilS ƒ A`Dw Gµtw hor su`k lYx idqw jwvy[ hux 

ieh A`Dw Gµtw hor, swfy isrW ivc bdwx vWg v`jw[ srIrW coN siqAw lgpg mu`k cùkI 

sI[ pr ieµqzwr krn qoN ielwvw hor cwrw vI kI sI? AOKy sOKy srIrW ƒ iqAwr kIqw qy 

iek pwsy ƒ ho qur pey? gnImq ieh sI ik grmI G`t cu`kI sI qy smuµdr vloN TµFI hvw 

Awaux lg peI sI[ bhuqIAW dukwnW bµd ho cu`kIAW sn[ mwstr hux sB qoN Agy c`l 

irhw sI[ AYs.pI. kihx lgw - hux dyK ikdW bgly vWg l`qW itkw itkw ky qurdw[ qyrW 

sO fwlr j¨µ bc igAw[ - p¨rw qW Gr nhIN jwx idµdy[ isµgl mwlt qy mCI qoN Gt̀ iehdI 

jwn nhIN Cfdy Aj[ mYN ikhw[ swfIAW jIBW ’qy skwc qy mCI dw suAwd qYr igAw[ 

PrlWg ku cly hovWgy ik sVk dy iek pwsy pMj Cy muµfy hQW ivc bIAr dIAW boqlW PVI, 

pINdy nzr Awey[ bIAr dyK ky swfI ipAws ieµJ jwg peI, ijvyN vwFIAW kridAW, 

dup`ihry l`sI dyKky, kwhly pY jweIdw sI[ AsIN auhnW muµifAW v`l ƒ qur pey[ koL pu`jy qW 

iek muµfw rOLw pwaux lg ipAw - qwilbwn Awr kimµg... iqMn dwVHIAW qy dsqwrW vwly 

srdwrW nUM auhnIN qwilbwn smJ ilAw sI[ ijs idn qoN APgwinsqwn aupr qwilbwn dw 

kbzw hoieAw hY, AmrIkw ivc auhnW dw hI crcw hY[ tI vI, ryfIE qy AKbwrW, sB 

auhnW dIAW KbrW ƒ qrjIh dy rhy hn[ swƒ qwilbwn khy jwx ’qy swvDwn hoxw cwhIdw 

sI, pr AsIN iqµnoN h`s pey Aqy auhnW v̀l ƒ qurI gey[ koL jwky AsIN ikhw ik AsIN 

ieµfIAn is`K hW, qwilbwn nhIN[ - E X¨ Awr iSµG[ iek kwLw muµfw KuS hoky boilAw[ 

auh iksy isMG dy stor ’qy kMm kr cu~kw sI[ CyqI hI AsIN auhnW nwl GuL iml gey[ 

AsIN puiCAw ik swƒ bIArW ikQoN iml skdIAW hn? iek spYinS muµfw, Awpxy leI 

rKIAW, iqµn bIAr dIAW bµd boqlW swƒ pyS krn lg ipAw[ AsIN lYx qoN Dµnvwd sihq 

nwh kr idqI qy dubwrw ikhw ik AsIN bIAr KrIdxI cwhuµdy hW[auhnW coN iek muµfw swƒ 

ieµqzwr krn dw kih ky iek pwsy ƒ  
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B`j igAw[ kuJ dyr bwAd j`d priqAw qW aus dy mgr auho sohxI kuVI AwpxI ryVHI 

D`kdI Aw rhI sI[ hux auh kuVI bIArW vyc rhI sI[ mkYink, mzd¨r ivhly ho cu`ky sn[ 

hux auhnW ƒ bIAr dI loV sI[ AsIN aus pwsoN iqµn bIArW leIAW[ AYs.pI. ny PtwPt 

sO fwlr dw not aus ƒ PVw idqw[ kuVI auhnW muµifAW nwl glIN peI hoeI sI[ aus ny 

Ajy not v`l iDAwn vI nhIN sI idqw ik AsIN auQoN qur pey[ AsIN aus imhnqI kuVI dI 

smJ qy imhnq dIAW glW krdy kwr v`l ƒ qur pey[ kwr iqAwr sI[ mwstr ny KuSI 

KuSI s`q sO fwlr dukwndwr ƒ idqy Aqy mkYink ƒ pMjwh fwlr it̀p idqI qy cwbIAW lY ky 

kwr kol Awky ivc bYTx hI lgy sI[ -iSµG...isµG... au`cI aùcI AwvwzW idµdI auho sohxI 

kuVI swfI v̀l ƒ BjI Aw rhI sI[ bWh cu`k cu`k ky swƒ rukx dw ieSwrw vI kr rhI sI[ 

AsIN ru`k gey[ kuVI hPdI swfy kol AweI[ AYs.pI. ƒ pYsy PVwauNdI kihx lgI, - iSµG, 

X¨Ar cyNj[ AYs.pI. ny pYsy PVn leI ikMnI dyr h`Q Agy nw vDwieAw[ kuVI ny lgwqwr 

hQ Agy krI riKAw qy pYsy vwps krn leI vwr vwr jor dy rhI sI[ AYs.pI. ny hQ Agy 

kIqw, swnUM lgw, pYsy PVn lgw hY, pr aus dw hQ aupr hI huMdw igAw qy aus ny kuVI dy 

isr aupr hQ rK idqw[ eynw hI ikhw - kIp d cyNj, Xµg lyfI[ kuVI h̀kI b`kI ijhI aus 

v`l dyK rhI sI[ mwstr ny vI h̀Q ihlw ky aus ƒ Alivdw AwKI qy ‘kIp d cyNj’ AwK 

ky gfI ivc bYT igAw[ AsIN vI aus ƒ ‘bweI, bweI’ krdy kwr ivc bYT gey[ kuVI swfI 

v`l hYrwn ijhI hoeI dyKI jw rhI sI[ mwstr ny kwr qor leI[ AsIN dyKdy rhy, auh kuVI 

ausy QW KVI swƒ bwhW ihlw ky Alivdw AwK rhI sI[ qy swƒ ieµJ mihs¨s ho irhw sI, 

ijvyN AsIN Awpxy hI lokW ƒ iml ky jw rhy hW..[Awpxy hI ipMf dI PyrI mwr ky muV rhy 

hW[   
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Translation: 

 

DREAM LAND 

 

All three of us sat in the car and were starting to move when suddenly we noticed the 

same beautiful girl rushing towards us. Rather, she raised her hand to stop us. We 

stopped and waited for her to come.  

     Throughout the day, we had to spend our time there in the market that day. My friend 

Navtej, who was putting up in my neighborhood too, in Long Island, called me in the 

morning. His Mercedes SUV hit and met with an accident while he was reversing. The 

rear windscreen was broken. There were also some dents on the rear side of car. To get a 

repair done, he had taken an estimate on phone from a mechanic in Queens. And the 

mechanic said that it would cost him two thousand dollars to repair the car. Navtej was 

enquiring from me whether I would like to accompany him to Queens.  

       We are retired approximately as our sons have taken hold of the works which we 

used to do earlier. We were confined to our homes for one and a half years due to Covid 

Pandemic. And now when the situation was becoming a bit better, all of us (myself and 

my friends) were always in search of roaming around. We used to meet on one or 

another pretext and spend our time together. We enjoyed each other’s company and 

often gossiped together. I gave my consent to Navtej. While going to get the car repaired, 

we took our friend S.P. too who lived in the nearby County, along with us .  

       Most of the immigrants, who come to this country, start their lives from the 

beginning. They have to affirm their roots but their status or profession while in India, 

nonetheless, come along with them. The work which is available has to be done and 

eligibility as well as qualification doesn’t matter in this country. So the work has to be 

started, whatsoever it is. Navtej was a teacher while in India but in America, he is a big 

construction contractor, still he is known a master as he was in India. I was in army over 

there though I work in real estate but all call me Fauji even here. Gulzar Singh retired as a 

S.P. from Punjab Police. His sons sponsored him. But he is still our S.P.  

         Moving towards Queens, S.P. suggested that firstly they should enquire from that 

market. I made fun of him saying that as he was a policeman, he liked only Chor Bazaar 

though he was in America. Many people consider this market as a Chor Bazaar of India. 
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But master liked S.P.’s suggestion. He didn’t have the complete insurance of car; hence 

the whole amount of repair was to be paid from his pocket. This market was cheaper 

than others. It was  

 

decided to get the repair done from there.  

           I had never been to that market ever before. Rather, it couldn’t be called a market. 

The broken road. Worse than the off roads of Punjab even. Stores on both sides and the 

stores seemed the stalls made of tin only. The spare parts of cars were scattered 

everywhere. Spare parts and the stains of oil. The clothes of mechanics were full of oil 

and black stains of spare parts. And there were mechanics and laborers, full of sweat, 

pushing the heavy parts of cars in scorching heat.  

          When I used to live in Flushing (Queens) about thirty years back, I was a daily 

traveler to Bronx through subway train number 7. The river, which separated Flushing 

from Queens, had become almost dry and was wet land only. There was unwanted grass 

all over there. Besides, there was stagnant water in small ponds. There was a junk yard on 

one side where thousands of cars were stacked in broken condition and spare parts of 

cars were kept in an organized manner.  

             A bit far from Roosevelt Avenue, was Shea stadium. But now, here is City Field 

Stadium instead of Shea Stadium. There this bumpy market has evolved in place of 

Wetland. Still this place and market don’t not exist in any map of New York rather it is 

known as Wetland only.  

             We reached there at approximately twelve o’ clock. Tried a few shops.one shop 

keeper agreed to work for seven hundred dollars. We gave him the car and started to 

search a place where we could find a shelter to save ourselves from this scorching heat. 

Some shady place. But there was no such place in the whole of the market where we 

could sit and relax. And the weather! It was very, very hot. The temperature was already 

above 92 degrees even in the morning. The market was simmering like an oven. We were 

having a round of the market. What to talk of any shop being air conditioned, there was 

no chair even to sit in any of the shops. Neither was there any tree for the people like us 

which could provide shade.  

          We had no option but to stay there for five hours in that hot weather as the 

mechanic had promised to repair the car till five o’ clock. Besides, Master was of the 
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opinion that we should be present there to take care of our car. Secondly, no market was 

nearby and the minimum distance to any other market was three to four miles. We were 

so tired that it was not possible to walk that much and this market was not shown in any 

map, hence there can’t be any Uber which we could have called.  

          Exhausted and weary, we started searching for a restaurant in that sweltering heat. 

Suddenly we came across a sign of Deli but when moved to the place, it seemed as if the 

store had been closed since ages. It was becoming very hard and tough for us to spend 

time over there. Suddenly we came across a shadow of a shop which was approximately 

three feet and we moved there to rest.  

       We were feeling as if we were roving in a desert and have got a shelter under some 

Babool tree which is providing some shade and solace to the tired travelers. We were 

drenched with sweat. The lips were parched and we were extremely thirsty. I was cursing 

both of my friends. I was cursing S.P. as he suggested this place and I was cursing Master 

as he came here to save the money. He was a miser and economy was his wont. But we 

didn’t have any other option now save to tolerate the boiling heat.  

        “Faujia, why are you worried? Have you forgotten the times when we reaped the 

harvest? Have you forgotten the times when we used to reap the harvest of wheat during 

the months of Jethand Haar (June &July)? Have you forgotten how our backs used to 

be red due to work in the boiling heat?” 

        We got the strength to bear the heat when the memories of harvesting season came 

to our minds. And many more memories filled the vacuum of our mind when we were 

reminded of Indian, rather Punjab’s harvesting season. Master ridiculed S.P. saying, 

“Some hungry and greedy people like you used to attach nets to catch grouse and quails 

with wheat too.” 

        “What is bad in that? We used to kill two birds with one stone. How the teachers 

like you, who teach in closed rooms, could know such things?” S.P. answered in the same 

manner and completely made him speechless.  

          I was just going to enter into this light hearted discussion between S.P. and Master 

when suddenly we noticed a girl with a stroller which was in the shape of a box. We 

started to look at her. She was a young Spanish girl of twenty or twenty-two years of age. 

Fair complexion with a redness on the face. Sharp featured like Punjabi girls. Her face 
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was also red because of heat. We were awestruck with her beauty. We forgot about the 

scorching heat. When she came nearby, we came to know that she was selling ice cream.  

       We bought ice cream from her. When we tasted, it was not at all ice cream. Only the 

sweet frozen water. But at that time, when we were there at a far off place and the 

weather was very hot, this ice cream proved a treasure for us. At least we got something 

to quench our thirst.  

        The girl took the money and moved ahead. S.P. didn’t turn his glance from her. He 

kept on gazing at her even when she was going. Then asked, “Master, how much she may 

earn in a day like this?” 

  Master replied, “At the maximum, fifty-sixty dollars.” 

 “What? Only this much. Ask her to accompany me to a motel. I’ll pay her hundred 

dollars”,  

 

and there was a hunger in his eyes.  

   Master bit him, “S.P., Have some shame. At least, think of your grey beard and have 

some shame.” 

   I, too, was enjoying and said, “He has the right. He is a bachelor.” 

     His wife became a victim of Covid Pandemic and we could not go to him as there was 

lock down. We could watch her last rites only “online live.” But now time had healed his 

wounds. He had become a bachelor so that we could tease him.  

   S.P. stared the girl continuously till she was visible to our eyes. When she was out of 

sight, he started with the ice cream again. Looking at him, Master again teased him, “S.P., 

Do you suck Ice cream like this or--?” 

   S.P. reciprocated, “Master, if the people like you, while teaching kids, imagine about 

their mothers, why can’t I imagine?” 

   We forgot the hot weather in such light discussion. When our ice cream was finished, 

the shade was also gone from our heads. We again started to find some other place where 

we could spend our time and rest. Two and a half hours or probably three hours have 

passed strolling like this. We went to the shop where car was to be repaired. And to our 

shock, the mechanic had not started the work even. We talked to him a bit rudely. The 

shopkeeper deputed a mechanic upon the repair of car on our being rude with him. We 

again started from there.  
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   Our stomachs were empty as it was the meal time yet there was no sign of food being 

available there.  

    S.P. asked, “Don’t these people feel hungry? There is not even a single restaurant 

here.” 

    I suddenly remembered the time when I came to America; I started working upon a 

service gas station. We were five people then living in an apartment. All of us were not 

permanent residents at that time. When we used to cook our dinner, we also used to 

cook the lunch of next day and bring that along with us on our work. We never bought 

the food and never dared to buy a slice of pizza even by spending dollars. We used to 

count the money by multiplying the dollar to rupee and never wished to spend so many 

rupees. Once I could not carry meals. When a food truck came in the afternoon, I rushed 

to buy a sandwich. The workers on the stores nearby stared shrieking, “O! Good news. 

Today Singh is having lunch.” Feeling shy, I came back after taking sandwich. 

    I started considering these mechanics and laborers like me when I was reminded of the 

incident of sandwich. These people also might be new comers to America. They might 

also not be wishing to spend dollars. I started to have a feeling of bondage with them.  

     America is known as a country of immigrants. The people come to America from 

across  

the globe. They come with difficulty, they work hard, and they succeed. Then new 

immigrants come, they also work hard and become prosperous. The country also 

becomes happy and prosperous.  

    Suddenly, I am reminded that when I came to America, I couldn’t even dream of Long 

Island. And now I reside in Long Island. These people will also rise in the time to come.  

    We were feeling blisters due to heat but there was no shade anywhere. No place to sit 

even. The laborers and mechanics in the shops were busy in their work. They don’t feel 

hot though they are sweating. Some laborers, who are not wearing shirts even, are 

keeping the heavy spare parts upon trolleys. One weakling also is pushing the burden.   

      We again saw that girl. And went to her to buy ice cream again thinking of the 

coolness and comfort which will be provided by eating ice cream, at least for a few 

moments. While walking, we noticed a few slabs of cement and concrete on the side of 

the road. O! It was such a relief that we got something to sit. We sat and undoubtedly, it 

was a great respite to the legs. 
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     I said, “See! These people have converted the wet land to sweat land.” 

     Master replied, “Yes, my friend, these people are truly great. How are they working in 

such a hot weather, is unbelievable.” 

   S.P. also spoke, “When the Jatts dig up the soil in the months of Saavan and 

Bhadon(July & August) in so much of humidity, aren’t they also great? 

    I was reminded of my work. I used to work on the Gas Station for twelve hours. 

There used to be snow all around. I have been pumping the gas pump since morning. 

Nozzles were as cold as snow and the hands used to pain as soon as these were touched 

in cold weather. It was difficult to count the amount wearing gloves. I used to warm up 

my hands by putting in the pockets as and when I got time. The evening became windy 

and it started drizzling. Temperature went down to minus twenty-two. There were long 

queues of cars. People used to fetch gas from “Full Service Gas Station” instead of “Self- 

Service” in such a bad weather. And they buy gas of only one or two dollars. I kept on 

working. Suddenly, my hands were reluctant to bend. I was unable to hold nozzle. My 

fingers were not able to bend. I became panicky. I left the work and ran inside the office. 

I kept my hands upon the heater. No warmth was felt for a long time. The people with 

cars were blowing horns. But I was unable to work and started working only when the 

hands again became warm and were able to work.  

      The words of Master made me nostalgic and I replied, “Master, the compulsions of 

life teach us the courage to tolerate everything.” 

    “Faujia, how the Masters who teach in closed rooms, can be aware of these things?”  

 

Master again left no chance to speak.  

     “O! You! S.P., I didn’t become construction contractor directly. I too, used to mix 

cement and sand on the roads of New York. I used to be hanged upon the scuffles. My 

sons didn’t sponsor me like yours. Moreover, I am not entitled to free pension,” Master 

reverted. 

     I tried to divert and said, “See, this country respects hard work. And hard work takes 

a man to heights. But in India, a laborer always remains a laborer.” 

   “That’s why, everyone rushes to America, said S.P. 

     Master again ridiculed, “Those who don’t rush, are invited and sponsored by their 

sons.”  
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     I continued, “They have converted wet land into sweat land and they will convert it to 

dream land too. This market is not yet visible on the map of New York even. When the 

city administration will wake up, this area will also be included in some development 

plan. Decent stores and workshops will also be built here.” 

     Master also endorsed my point of view and said, “These mechanics and laborers will 

be the owners of those stores and workshops.” 

   “Yes, and then the government would start acquiring million-dollar property tax, sales 

tax and income tax etc. Electricity, telephone bills and bills of other comforts and 

conveniences too.” 

     We were too exhausted sitting upon the cemented slabs and our legs were aching. Our 

feet were not able to touch the ground as the slabs were high, hence legs started aching 

and were uncomfortable. So, we stood up. Strolling purposelessly, the time passed and it 

was 5.30 pm now. Even our hunger died as we were late for food and could not get food 

at the meal time. Once again, we went to the shop to have a look at the car. The 

mechanic was applying primer on the car after removing dent. Still it was to take one 

more hour.  

    When we came out of the shop, we noticed that beautiful girl again. We went to her. 

She was selling coke. We bought coke bottles and started walking on the road.  

     S.P. was looking at the girl but not with greedy eyes now. He started narrating, “Fauji, 

Do you remember when we used to reap the harvest, and the sweeper, carrying earthen 

pots on his shoulders, used to serve water in all fields?” 

     “Yes, my dear. This girl is also doing the same job.” 

     “She is very laborious,” S.P.’s opinion about the girl had completely been changed 

now.  

    Master said that when a modern market would develop here, this girl will definitely 

have a restaurant there. I again said in a lighter vein, “That means, the desire of our S.P. 

will always remain incomplete.” 

     But S.P. was serious. He said, “Leave it dear. Rather, we should be compassionate 

with such hard-working people.” 

   I too became serious and said, “I feel them close to my heart. They are now what we 

were yesterday.” 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 146 ~  

    S.P. was feeling exhausted. He asked, “Now the question is how we are to spend one 

more hour here?” 

     I suggested, “Let’s have a round of the whole market once again. Let’s observe these 

people. Let’s remember our past.” 

   Master also agreed with me. We were satisfied with coke and were not feeling hungry. 

The sting of heat was also not very sharp then.  

      All people were busy under the tin roofs. The weather, whether it was cold or hot, 

didn’t matter to them. I thought that they might also had reached here with no money, 

with empty pockets. The only treasure with them, like it was to us, was hard work.   

    After a round of the market, we reached at the shop at 7pm. The car was already 

polished and there was no sign of accident. Master was too happy to be explained. But 

the mechanic told that the car should be dried for more half an hour. Still more half an 

hour? we became dejected and we were very exhausted.  

    But we couldn’t help waiting. There was no way out. We gathered the courage, got up 

again and started walking. Fortunately, the weather was cool and cool breeze started 

blowing from sea side. Most of the shops were closed. Master was walking ahead of all.  

    S.P. said, “See, he is walking now like a duck. He has saved a big amount, thirteen 

hundred dollars.”  

     I added, “We will not let him escape. He will have to party us with Single Malt and 

fish.” And our mouth watered thinking of Scotch and fish. 

    Hardly had we walked a furlong that five-six boys were visible holding beer bottles in 

hands. We again started feeling thirsty after seeing the beer bottles as we used to be, 

having seen Lassi while reaping the harvest and we used to be eager to have it. We 

moved towards those boys.  

    When we reached near them, one of them shouted, “Taliban are coming.” 

     They took the three bearded and turbaned Sardars as Taliban. Taliban is a common 

topic of discussion in America since the day it has captured Afghanistan. All are eager to 

listen to the news regarding Taliban on T.V., Radio and newspaper. We should have been 

cautious having been addressed so but still, we kept on moving towards them. We 

approached near them and told that we were Indian Sikhs and not Taliban. 

   “O! You are Singh?”One black boy became glad. He had worked upon a store which  
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belonged to a Singh.  

     Very soon, we became familiar and asked them from where could get beer. One of 

them, a Spanish boy, offered us three bottles which they had kept for themselves. We 

thanked and refused to accept as they had bought these for themselves. And again we 

asked them about the availability of these bottles. 

    One of the boys told us to wait and went running. When he came back, the same 

beautiful girl was following him, bringing her stroller along with.  

    Now that girl was selling beer bottles. Mechanics and laborers were free by this time 

and they were in need of beer. We bought three bottles from her. S.P. gave her a hundred 

dollar note hurriedly. The girl was in conversation with those boys. She didn’t pay heed 

to the note and we started back. We were discussing about her; her wisdom, 

understanding and hard work. and we came to our car. 

     The car was repaired and ready. Master handed over seven hundred dollars gladly to 

the shopkeeper and fifty dollars to the mechanic as a tip. He held the keys in his hands 

and we were about to sit in the car---- 

    “Singh-----Singh” the beautiful girl was running towards us. She was waving towards 

us to stop. We stopped. She was breathless because of running. “Singh, your change.” 

    S.P. refused to take the money back. She kept on insisting but S.P. didn’t take. Then he 

moved forward his hand and we thought he was going to accept but his hand went to her 

head and he blessed her. He daid, “Keep the change, Young Lady.” 

    The girl was gazing at him and was stunned. Master too waved goodbye to her and sat 

in the car telling her to keep the change. Both of us too waved her goodbye. 

    Master started the car. We kept on looking at the girl who was waving us goodbye 

standing over there. We were leaving with the feeling as if we were there to meet our 

own people and were returning after the round of our own village.     
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ਕੋਈ ਕਵੀ? 

ਜੌ ਪਰੋ ਸਰ ਾ  ੈ ਜਜ਼ਬਾਤਾਾਂ ਦੇ ਮੋਤੀ 

ਸਖਆਲਾਾਂ ਦੇ   ਿੱਚੇ ਧਾਗੇ ਅਿੰਦਰ 

ਕਵੀ, ਸਜ ਿ ਿੰ  ਇਸ਼ਕ  ੈ ਆਪਣੀ ਕਲਮ ਿਾਲ 

 

ਜਾਾਂ ਕੋਈ ਸਵਛੜੀ ਰ   ? 

ਜੌ ਸਵਛੜੀ ਗਈ  ੀ ਸਪਛਲੀ ਸਕ ੇ ਜ ਿੇ 

   ੈਂ ਸਜ ਿ ਿੰ  ਲਾਲ ਾ ਮ ਕਿੰਮਲ  ੋਣ ਦੀ 

  ਰ   ਜੌ ਤਲਾਸ਼ ਸਵਿੱਚ  ੈ ਸਕ ਉ ਦੀ ਭਟਕਣ ਮ ਿੱਕੇ   

ਸਮਲੇ ਸਕ ੇ ਖਾਮੋਸ਼ ਰ  ਾਿੀ ਅਸ  ਾ  ਿਾਲ । 

 

ਮੈਿ ਿੰ  ਲਗਦੈ, 

ਮੈਿੰ  ੀ ਇਿੱਕ ਪਿੰਛੀ   

ਸਜ ਿ ਿੰ  ਮ  ਿੱਬਤ  ੀ ਸਕ ੇ ਸ਼ਾਇਰ ਿਾਲ 

ਜੌ ਇ  ਤਾਾਂਘ ਸਵਚ  ੈ   

ਸਕ ਸਮਲੇ ਆਪਣੇ ਮਸ ਬ ਬ ਿ ਿੰ  

ਸਜ ਤੋਂ ਸਵਛਸੜਆ  ੀ, ਸਪਛਲੀ ਸਕ ੇ ਜ ਿੇ । 
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Translation: 

Who Am I ? 

 

Who am I ? 

Why can’t it be asked 

Who am I ? 

 

Some bird ? 

Who wishes to be free 

And flies away the boundaries of the cage. 

The bird, who is forwarding fearlessly towards light.  

 

Some poet ? 

Who is making a rosary of beads, 

In the pure thread of his thoughts. 

The poet, who loves his pen. 

 

Or some separated soul ? 

Who separated a long time back, 

In some previous birth, 

One soul, who is in search of merging itself 

And mingle with some silent eternal bliss ! 

 

I feel 

I was a bird 

Who loved a poet 

Who is in the desire of meeting his beloved 

From whom he was separated  

Somewhere in the previous birth ! 
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1. . 

 

अज ु॒  थोरो वेही थक  भञबो वुंण हेठाुं   

को झूनो ह नजो खत  पढबो वुंण हेठाुं    
 

छाुंव हथन में कान अच ेथी अरस ेखाुं   

को छाुंवेरो गोु॒ल्हे कढबो वुंण हेठाुं   
 

रेत ततल त ेडोडी डोडी थकजी पय स 

हहक पेरे ई बीठो ह जबो वुंण हेठाुं   
 

को खडको डेजाु॒रे न ववझे, तरस  ज़रा   

सन्नाटे में ह नसाुं लमलबो वुंण हेठाुं 
 

प्यार असाुंजे जो शाहहद  आ चुंड  वपरीुं    

होररयाुं त हहुंजो नालो वठबो वुंण हेठाुं  

हदल जी सावक ल डडकन साुंण  वही वेंदी   

होररयाुं होररयाुं स डु॒को भरबो वुंण हेठाुं   
 

ग म धथयो हो वेसह  कहहुं मुंहदर, मस्स्जद वट   

क ब ण, करामत जीअरो रहबो वुंण हेठाुं 
 

का त तम्मना ईंदड जनमन में बब रहे 

हहकडो स पनो पूरे छडु॒बो वुंण हेठाुं   
 

रात असाुंसाुं घारे का शल वपरीुं कडु॒हहुं   

आस इनहीअ में वेठो ल छबो वुंण हेठाुं । 
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2. 

ख शीअ खे कयाुं सड ु॒ अच ेथी उदासी   

बबना कोठ ई घर हटके थी उदासी    
 

घणाई कशाला कया मूुं बब आहहन   

कडु॒हहुं कीन तन्हा छडेु॒ थी उदासी   
 

कडु॒हहुं तूुं, कडु॒हहुं याद त हहुंजी रहे साुंण     

खणा नाुंउ त हहुंजो डिजेु॒  थी उदासी    
 

लगेु॒  पालत ूकहहुं बबु॒ल्लीअ स्जयाुं उदासी    

धधके कढ , वरी घर तघडे थी उदासी    
 

खणी अख डडु॒साुं रोज़ आकाश डेु॒ थो 

परी का लहे पर, लहे थी उदासी    
 

वपरीुं परभरो था वठन जाइ हरदम   

अची भर में वेही रहे थी उदासी    
 

जडु॒हहुं म हहुंजे घर तूुं अचीुं पेर पाए   

वञीुं क ुं ड कहहुं में ललके थी उदासी    
 

कढी पेरु बाु॒हहर अुंङण म हहुंज ेमाुं मस   

दरी दर माुं धूके अच ेथी उदासी    
 

उदासीअ में वपुंण  आ तस्सव र वपरीुंअ जो    

कडु॒हहुं हदलरुबा स्जयाुं वण ेथी उदासी   
 

कडु॒हहुं बुंद घर जो कयाुं कीन दरु माुं   
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अच ेथी उदासी, वञे थी उदासी   
 

अञा याद आहे वपरीुंअ जे च मण जी     

वपरीुंअ स्जयाुं लबन साुं च म ेथी उदासी   
 

गज़ल नाहें मूुं वट, वपरीुं नाहें मूुं वट   

भरे मूुंखे भाक र रुए थी उदासी   
 

वपरीुं याद आयो जडु॒हहुं मूुंखे होररयाुं    

हथन में डु॒ई हथ  छ हे थी उदासी   
 

पणखय न खाुं प छाुं माुं, वणन खाुं प छाुं माुं    

वपरीुंअ साुं लमलण ल ैल छे थी उदासी    
 

अकेलो माुं जीअरो , मरुंण खाुं बब बदतर   

हहयाुंव म हहुंजो डाु॒रे छडेु॒ थी उदासी।    
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Translation:  

  

1. 

Today I’ll take some rest under a tree 

I’ll read her old letter under a tree 

  

I couldn’t lay my hands on shadow for ages 

Some shadow i would find under a tree 

  

I’m so tired of running on hot sand 

Let me stand on one foot under a tree 

 

Be cautious, some sound may frighten us away 

I’ll meet her in silence under a tree 

 

Ohh beloved, witness to our love is moon 

Softly I’ll utter your name under a tree 

 

Greenery of heart would be washed away with tears 

Softly, softly, I’ll sigh under a tree 

 

Faith has been lost near temple and mosque 

 Love miracle, keeps us alive under a tree 
 

May some desires be left for future births 

Surely, I’ll bury a dream under a tree 
 

May beloved sometimes spend a night with me 

Hope would keep me restless under a tree. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 158 ~  

2. 

 

Whenever I call joy, but comes sorrow 

Always unasked stays in house sorrow 

  

I have tried each and every way 

But has never left me alone sorrow 

  

You or your memory dwells with me 

 Uttering your name alone frightens sorrow 

  

Sorrow seems like some homely cat 

Drive it out from home comes back sorrow 

  

Each day I gaze at sky with eyes 

May some fairy but descends sorrow 

  

Takes seat beloved always at bay 

 Seat takes always beside me sorrow 

  

Whenever you visit my house dear 

To some corner does retreat sorrow 

  

Hardly thou step out from courtyard 

Through door and window gushes in sorrow 
  

Even in sorrow thought of beloved 

Sometimes like beloved I love's sorrow 

  
 

Never shut I, door of my house 

Sorrow does come and then goes out sorrow 

 

Memory of her kiss still in mind 

Like dear, with her lips kisses me sorrow 

 

Neither gazal nor dear is with me 

 holding me in embrace weeps sorrow 
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Faintly when her thought comes to mind 

placing her hand in mind touches sorrow 

 

Let me ask birds, let me ask trees 

restless to meet her beloved sorrow 

 

Lonely lonesome life, worse than death 

you know not how breaks my heart sorrow.  
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முன்னுலர  

 உலகில் பிறந்த ஜீவராசிகள் அலனத்தும் சுதந்திரமாக வாழபவ 

விரும்புகின்றன.  அதில் மனிதன் ஒருெடி பமபல பசன்று விடுதலலக்கு 

பவண்டி தன் உடல், பொருள், ஆவி அலனத்லதயும் இழக்க / துறக்கத் தயாராக 

இருெ்ெவன் ‘சுதந்திரம் எனது பிறெ்புரிலம’ என்று உரக்கக் குரல் பகாடுத்தவர.்  

 

 இந்தியா 1947 ஆகஸ்ட் 15ல் விடுதலல பெற்றது.  இந்த விடுதலல பெற 

கணக்கில் அடங்கா இந்தியரக்ள் தன் இன்னுயிலர ஈந்து பெற்றனர.்  அந்த 

தியாகிகலள , பதசெ்ெற்றாளரக்லள நிலனவுகூரவ்பத எதிரவ்ரும் இலளய 

சமுதாயத்திற்கு வழிகாட்டியாக இருக்க பவண்டும்.  அவரக்ளில் முதன்லம 

வகிெ்ெவர ்மகாகவி சுெ்பிரமணிய ொரதியார.்  

 

 இளலமகாலம் :  1882 டிசம்ெர ்11ல் சின்னசாமி - இலக்குமி இலணயருக்கு 

மகவாக எட்டயபுரத்தில் பிறந்தவர.்  11-வது வயதிபலபய ‘ொரதி’ என்ற 

ெட்டத்லத எட்லடயபுரம் மகாராஜா வழங்கினார ் என்றால் ொரதியின் 

புலலமலய பசால்லவும் பவண்டுபமா? 

 

 ென்முக ஆற்றல் :  ொரதி கவிஞர,் எழுத்தாளர,் ஊடகவியலாளர,் 39 

ஆண்டுகபள வாழ்ந்த  இவர ் எண்ணிலடங்கா கவிலதகள், கடட்ுலரகள், 

நாடகங்கள் எனத் தன் எண்ண அலலகலள ெதிவு பசய்துள்ளார.்  

சுபதசமித்திரன் என்ற நாளிதழுக்குத் துலண ஆசிரியராகவும், இந்தியா என்ற 

வார இதலழ நடத்தியபதாடு சமஸ்கிருதம், ஆங்கிலம் பமாழி பெயரெ்்பும் 

பசய்துள்ளார.்   

 

1. ொரதியின் பதசியம் 

 ொரதி இந்த நாடட்ுக்குக் கிலடத்த பெரும் புலதயல்.  தமது 

கவித்திறலமயால் மக்களின் பநஞ்சங்களில் விடுதலல பவட்லகலய தன் 

ொட்டின் மூலம் விலதத்தவர.்  சமுதாய எழுசச்ி பசய்த சமுதாய சிற்பி.  

 

 அடிலமதனத்தின் அவலத்லதயும் விடுதலலயின் பெருலமலயயும் தன் 

ொட்டின் திறத்தால் அலரகூவல் விடுக்கிறார.்  

 

 ‘ொரத நாடு ெழம் பெரும் நாடு  

 நீரதன் புதல்வர ்நிலனவில் பகாள்’  

 

என்றும், பசாந்த நாட்டில் பிறந்த நீ பிறருக்கு அடிலமயில்லல துணிந்து நில் 

என்கிறார.்  அதுமடட்ுமா? மலலக்கும் ஆற்றுக்கும் பசாந்தம் 

பகாண்டாடியவன் ொரதி.  
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 ‘மண்ணும் இமய மலல எங்கள் மலலபய’  

 

என்றும்,  

 

 ‘கங்லக ஆபறங்கள் ஆபற’  

 

என்று ொடியபதாடு நில்லாமல் இந்தியா விடுதலல பெற்றுவிட்டால் 

  

 ‘வங்கத்தில் ஓடிவரும் நீரின் மிலகயால் லமயத்து நாடுகளில் 

ெயிரிடுபவாம்’ என்று நதிநீர ் இலணெ்லெெ் ெற்றி அன்பற 

தீரக்்கதரிசனத்பதாடு கனவு கண்டுள்ளார.்  இன்று நதிநீர ்இலணெ்லெெ் ெற்றி 

பெசிக்பகாண்டு இருக்கிபறாம். அன்பற ொரதத்லத பொன்விலளயும் 

பூமியாக்க எண்ணி ொமர மக்கலளயும் தட்டி எழுெ்பியவன் ொரதி.   

 

2. ொரதியின் பதாலலபநாக்கு   

 ொரதி ஒரு ரிஷி, ொரதி ஒரு சித்தர ்என்றால் அது மிலகயாகாது.  ொரதம் 

விடுதலல பெறுவதற்கு சுமார ்25 ஆண்டுகளுக்கு முன்னதாக,  

 

 ‘தாயின் மணிக்பகாடி ெட்படாளி வீசிெ் ெறெ்ெலதெ் ொரீர’்  

 

என்றபதாடு நிற்காமல்,  

 

 ‘ஆடுபவாபம ெள்ளு ொடுபவாபம 

 ஆனந்த சுதந்திரம் அலடந்து விட்படாபமன்று’  

ஆனந்த தாண்டவம் ஆடியவன் ொரதி.   அபதாடு நின்றானா, விடுதலல 

பெற்றபின் எங்கள் தாய் திருநாட்டில்,   

 

 ‘ஆயுதம் பசய்பவாம் நல்ல காகிதம் பசய்பவாம்  

 ஆலலகள் லவெ்பொம் கல்விச ்சாலலகள் லவெ்பொம்’  

 

என்றும்,   

 

 ‘வாலனயளெ்பொம் கடல் மீலனயளெ்பொம்  

 சந்திர மண்டலத்தியல் கண்டு பதளிபவாம்’  

 

என்று ொடிய ொரதியின் பதாலலபநாக்குெ் ொரல்வலய எெ்ெடிெ் 

ொராட்டினாலும் ஈடுபசய்ய முடியாது நம்மால்.  

  

3. ொரதி கண்ட ொரதெ் பெண்கள்   

 ஒவ்பவாரு குடும்ெமும் உயரந்்தால் தான் அந்த ஊபர உயரும், ஊர ்

உயரந்்தால் தான் அந்த நாடு உயரும், நாடு உயரந்்தால் தான் உலகம் சமநிலல 

பெரும், உயரவ்ு தாழ்விலா நிலல பெரும்.  இலவ அலனத்துக்கும் 

அசச்ாணியாக இருெ்ெவள் பெண் என்று ொரதி பொற்றுகின்றான்.  

பெண்கலள ெராசக்தியின் வடிவாக காண்கிறான் ொரதி.   

 

4. ொஞ்சாலி செதம்   
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 இந்திய பதசத்தில் இருபெரும் காவியங்களில் மகாொரதம் ஒன்று.  அதில் 

ொஞ்சாலிக்கு ஏற்ெட்ட துன்ெமும் துயரமும், அதரம்ம் தலழத்து தரம்த்லதத் 

துறந்த ஆட்சியாளரக்ளின் அடிலமபொக்லக விளக்குவது என்ெது நாம் அறிந்த 

பசய்திபய.  அலத லமயக்கருத்தாகக் பகாண்டு நமது சுதந்திர பதவியின் 

அவல நிலலலய எடுத்தியம்புவதற்காகவும், ஆங்கில ஏகாதிெத்திய 

அடிலமத்தலளயிலிருந்து விடுெட சுதந்திர பவட்லகலய ொஞ்சாலி செதம் 

மூலம் ெலடத்தவன் ொரதி.  

 

5. ொரதநாடு வீரரக்ள் வாழும் வீடு  

 வீரம் விலள நிலமாக உள்ள நாபட ொரத நாடு.  இந்நாட்டில் நீ 

அவதரித்துள்ளாய்.  ‘ொரதம் ொருக்பகல்லாம் திலகம், நீ அதன் புதல்வன் 

என்ெலத உள்ளத்தில் ெதிய லவ’ என்கிறார.்  உறுதிபயாடும், உரத்பதாடும் 

உயரந்்த பநாக்கத்பதாடும் விடுதலல விரும்பிகலள அலழக்கிறார,்  

 

  

 ‘ஒளிெலடத்த கண்ணினாய் வா வா வா  

 உறுதி பகாண்ட பநஞ்சினாய் வா வா வா’   

 

என்று மக்களின் அடிலமத்தனத்லத ஒழிக்கும் வழிலயக் கூறி அவரத்ம் 

வீரத்லதத் தட்டி எழுெ்புகிறார.்  தாயின்மணிக்பகாடிலயக் காக்க 

அன்லனயின் அடிலம விலங்லக தகரக்்க ஓடிவந்த வீரரக்ள் எத்தலன 

எத்தலன பெரக்ள்.  

 

 ஓ, வீரபன தன்மானம் காக்க தளரச்ச்ிக்பகாள்ளாபத, எத்தலன 

தீலமகள், இடரக்ள் வந்தாலும் அசச்ம் பகாள்ளாது எதிரத்்து நில் துணிவுடன்,  

 

 ‘அசச்மில்லல அசச்மில்லல  அசச்பமன்ெதில்லலபய 

 உசச்ி மீது வானிடிந்து வீழுகின்றபொதிலும் அசச்மில்லல’  

 

என்றும்,  

 

 ‘என்று தணியும் எங்கள் சுதந்திர தாகம் 

 

என்றும்,  

 ‘காலா, உலன நான் சிறு புல்பலன மதிக்கிபறன்’  

 

என்றும், விடுதலல விரும்பிகலள மரணத்லத ஏற்க பவண்டிய நிலல 

வந்தாலும், எமபன நம் எதிரில் வந்தாலும் அவலன எதிரக்்கும் துணிவு பகாள்ள 

பவண்டுபமன இலளஞரக்லளயும் விடுதலல விரும்பிகலளயும் தன் ொட்டின் 

மூலம் ஊக்கமளித்தவன் ொரதி.  ஆங்கிலத்தில் ஒரு ெழபமாழி.  

 

6. ொரதி ஒரு புரட்சியாளன்  

 ‘ொடட்ுக்பகாரு புலவன் ொரதி  

 தமிழ்நாடட்ுக்குத் தவெ்புதல்வன் ொரதி’  

 

39 ஆண்டுகபள வாழ்ந்தவன் ொரதி.  125-வது நிலனவுநாலளக் பகாண்டாடிக் 

பகாண்டு இருக்கிபறாம்.  பமலடபதாறும் சாதிமத பெதமின்றி 



                                                                                           MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-    Jan-Apr 23 

~ 165 ~  

ஆட்சியாளரக்ளும், அரசியல்வாதிகளும், ஆன்மீகவாதிகளும் அவன் பெயலர 

உசச்ரிக்காமல் விழா நிலறவுபெறாது.   

 ‘ஊர ்உள்ளளவும் உலகு உள்ளளவும் நீர,் நிலம் உள்ளளவும் என் பெயர ்

உள்ளளவும் இலங்லகலய ஆட்சி பசய்வாயாக’ என இராமன் பசால்வதாக 

கம்ென் காவியம் ெலடத்தான்.   

 

 அதுபொல் தமிழரும், தமிழும் உள்ளவலர எடட்ுத்திக்கும் அவன் ஒரு 

புரட்சியாளன் என்று ொடிக்பகாண்டிருக்கும்.  

 

 காரணம் அவன் ெல பமாழிகலளக் கற்றவன்.  பெல்லிலய ரசித்தவன்.  

கம்ெலனயும், இளங்பகாலவயும், வள்ளுவலனயும் வானுயரெ் புகழ்ந்தவன்.  

(பசந்தமிழ்நாடு)  

 

 உலக சமுதாயபம உயர பவண்டுபமன்று ஓங்கிக் குரல் பகாடுத்தவன்.  

‘தனி ஒருவனுக்கு உணவில்லல என்றால் இந்த ஜகத்திலன அழித்திடுபவாம்’ 

என்ற புரட்சிக் கருதத்ாளன்.  

  

 பதருபவங்கும் தமிழ் முழக்கம் பசழித்திட கனவு கண்டவன்.  ெழம் 

பெருலம பெசி காலத்லத வீணடிக்காமல் எடட்ுதிக்கும் பசன்று 

கலலசப்சல்வங்கள் பகாண்டு வந்து பசருங்கள் என்று கட்டலளயிட்ட 

புரட்சியாளன்.   

 

 ொெ்ொ ொடட்ு, கண்ணன் ொடட்ு, குயில்ொடட்ு என்று ொடியபதாடு 

நில்லாமல் காக்லக குருவி எங்கள் சாதி என்று பசாந்தம் பகாண்டாடியவன்.  

 

 ெராசக்திலய (Lord Durga) நாடட்ு விடுதலலக்கும் வளமான ொரதம் 

பசழிக்க வல்லலமத் தரபவண்டும் என்று ஆலணயிடுகிறான்.  (சுடரம்ிகு 

அறிவுடன் ெலடத்துவிட்டாய் வல்லலம தாராபயா)  

 

 ொரதநாடு ெழம் பெரும் நாடு.  இந்த நாட்டில் நாம் மடட்ும் 

பிறக்கவில்லல, நம் தந்லதயும் தாயும் பகாஞ்சி குழாவிய நாடு ஆயிரம் 

ஆயிரம் ஆண்டுகளாக நம் மூத்பதாரக்ள் வாழ்ந்த நாடு இந்நாட்டில் 

அந்நியரக்ள் நம்லம அடிலமெ்ெடுத்த விடலாமா? . (பமாதி மிதித்துவிடு 

ொெ்ொ). 

 

 அசச்ம் பகாள்ளல் ஆகாது ொெ்ொ, பமாதி மிதித்துவிடு ொெ்ொ, காரி 

உமிழ்ந்துவிடு ொெ்ொ, என்று சிறுவருக்கு அறிவுலர பசான்ன ொரதி இலளய 

சமுதாயத்துக்கு நிமிரந்்த நன்னலட பநரப்காண்ட ொரல்வயுடன் ஞானச ்

பசருக்பகாடு இருக்க ஆலணயிடுகிறான்.  ெராசக்தி அன்லனயின் உருவில் 

ொரதத் தாலயக் கண்டான்.  அடிலம என்ற சங்கிலிலய அறுத்பதறிய 

விடுதலல உணரல்வயும், பமாழிெ்ெற்லறயும், பதசெ்ெற்லறயும் மனதில் 

உறுதிபகாள்ள பவண்டுபமன்று வித்திட்டவன் ொரதி என்றால் 

அதுமிலகயாகாது.  

 

 துணிசச்ல் மிக்கவன் ொரதி. எழுத்துக்கும் பசயலுக்கும் இலடபவளி 

இருக்கக் கூடாது என வாழ்ந்து காடட்ியவன் ொரதி. சாதி பவறியால் சிதறுண்ட 
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சமுதாயத்லத ஒன்று பசரக்்க பொராடியவன் ொரதி.  அக்காலத்தில் 

பதருக்களில் நடந்தாபல தீடட்ு என்ற நிலல இருந்தலத சாடுகிறான் ொரதி.   

 

 ஜாதிகள் இல்லலயடி ொெ்ொ என்று ொடியபதாடு நிற்காமல் 

தாழ்த்தெ்ெட்ட இனத்லதச ் பசரந்்த கனகலிங்கத்லத தன் இல்லத்துக்கு 

அலழத்து நடுவீட்டில் அமரத்்தி அந்தணர ்அணிகின்ற பூணுலல அணிவித்து 

இனி யாரும் உன் பெயர ் என்னபவன்று பகட்டால் ‘என் பெயர ் கனகலிங்கம் 

ஐயர’் எனச ்பசால் என வாழ்ந்து காட்டியவன்.  துணிசச்ல் மிக்கவன் ொரதி.   

 

 விடுதலல உணரல்வ தட்டி எழுெ்பியவன் ொரதி.  அந்நியர ்

ஆட்சியிலிருந்து விடுதலல பெற பவண்டும் என்று மக்களின் மனதில் 

ெசுமரத்தாணிபொல் ெதிய லவதத்வன் ொரதி.  இதற்கு ஒரு எடுத்துக்காடட்ு.  

தீரன் வாஞ்சிநாதன்.  பகாடுங்பகால் ஆட்சிபுரிந்த பவள்லளயன் ஆெ் 

துலரலய துெ்ொக்கியால் சுடட்ுக் பகான்றான்.  வழக்கு நீதிமன்றத்திற்குச ்

பசன்றது.  வாஞ்சிநாதலன இந்த அளவுக்கு தூண்டிய சக்திகள் எலவ எலவ 

என்ற நீதிெதியின் பகள்விக்கு,  

 

 ‘அசச்மில்லல அசச்மில்லல  

 அசச்பமன்ெதில்லலபய’  

 

என்றும்,   

 

 ‘என்று தணியும் எங்கள் சுதந்திர தாகம்’  

 

என்று கனல் பதறிக்கும் கவிஞன் ொடல்கள் தான் விடுதலல பவட்லகலயத் 

தூண்டின என ஆதாரமாக லவக்கெ்ெட்டது.  

 

 தமிழரும், தமிழும் உள்ளவலர தரணி எங்கும் ொரதி விலதத்த விலத 

தலழத்பதாங்கும் என்ெது திண்ணம்.  

முடிவுலர  

 ொரதியார ் தான் பகாண்ட பகாள்லகயிலன எெ்பொழுதும், 

யாருக்காகவும் விடட்ுக் பகாடுதத்து இல்லல. பசால்லுக்கும் பசயலக்கும் 

இலடபவளி இல்லாமல் வாழ்ந்த மகா புருென்.  இந்த நாடு / உலகம் 

உள்ளவலர அவர ்புகழ் ஒலித்துக் பகாண்பட இருக்கும்.   

 

  வாழிய பசந்தமிழ் வாழ்க நற்றமிழன்  

வாழிய ொரத மணித்திரு நாடு’ 
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“Freedom voice of Mahakavi Subramaniya Bharathiyar" 
 

Tamil Chemal Dr. Ka.Periyasamy,  

Kannan Illam, Perambalur - 621212 

Mobile No:- 9487567606  
Mail Id:- periyasamyeco@gmail.com 

 
Introduction:- 
 
 
Those who born in this world would like to live with freedom to breath. The thread of 

life of Bal Gangadhar Tilak had been "Freedom is my birth right". Former American 

President Abraham Lincoln has been against apartheid and sacrificed his life fighting for 

equal rights to black people to the hilt. 

 

We attained Independence on 15 Aug 1947. Thousands of Indian freedom fighters, 

sacrificed their lives for the noble cause. It becomes our paramount duty to remember 

those remarkable patriots/freedom fighters. One among them was Maha Kavi 

Submmaniya Bharathiyar. 

 

Early Life (Childhood) 

Subramaniyam was born on 11 Dec 1882 at Ettaiyapuram (near Thoothukudi) to 

Chinasamy and Lakshmi. At the age of 11 he was awarded the title "Bharathi (blessed by 

Saraswathi)" by Maharaja of Ettaiyapuram on observing his cleverness and intelligence. 

 

Journalist/ Writer/Poet 

Mahakavi (Great Poet) Subramaniya Bharathi lived only 39 years in this world. During 

this short duration he wrote/compiled many poems, plays and essays (write- ups). He was 

crowned with laurels for his achievements. He was a eminent Tamil writer, poet and 

polygot. He was a cartoonist and Journalist. He was Assistant Editor for Tamil Daily 

"Swadesa Mithran" for sometime (1904-05). He translated certain Sanskrit plays into 

Tamil language. In 1906, with M.P.T. Acharya, he started editing Tamil weekly "India" 

and English News-paper "Bala Bharatham". Bharathi published his poems regularly in 
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these publications. Certain Articles openly supported resistance against British. The 

proprietor of Journal India was arrested. 

When British government initiated a case and arrest is imminent, Bharathi escaped to 

Pondicherry (French territory). He had a chance to meet Aurobindo during his exile. 

 

Independence Movement 

He took active part with his lyrics (fiery songs) during "Indian Independence movement". 

With his thought-provoking poems and write ups, Mahakavi Bharathi stimulated and 

aroused patriotism among people to long for "Independent India". He has chosen the 

words that has so much common with Sanskrit, with the aim to make learned men and 

laymen alike to understand (Perceive) his ideas/thoughts. 

 

Indeed, he was a pioneer in Tamil modern literature. It was he who had used 

contemporary common words in his works so that his ideas are conveyed to the public 

easily without   distortion. Epic "Panchali Sabatham" stands great example. Certain poems 

reveal the pathetic condition of the slavery during British Regi1ne and the dire need to 

have an urge for freedom. 

 

In one of his poems he asserted that 

"Oh young men, You are Sons of soil. The migthy Himalayas and river 

Ganges And Yamuna are our Prime assets" 

 

Perhaps he was the first prominent writer /poet to suggest linking of rivers flowing in 

North India (Ganges, Yamuna and Brahmaputra) with the rivers flowing in South 

(Cauvery, Godavary and Krishna) 

 

Patriotism 

Resistance against British Raj in India started when British had planned to expand their 

empire. Nationlist movement had been in progress during 19th century. Freedom 

fighters were divided into moderate and extremists. In 1906 at the Surat session of the 

"Indian National congress" - the split between the moderates and extremist took place. 
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Bharathiyar and V.O. Chidambaram Pillai gave their support to Indian extremist "Bal 

Gangadhar Tilak". He attended All India congress session held in Benaras 1905 (with 

V.O. Chidambaram Pillai). He also attended India national congress session held at 

Calcutta. 

 

His influence in Tamil literature is commendable. He is capable to handle more than 10 

Indian languages and 3 foreign languages. He was acclaimed as "Prominent Tamil Poet". 

His reputation would last as long as Tamil language survives. He was praised as guardian 

of Tamil language during his life time. 

 

Reformist: 

He was a reformist. "Sister Nivedita" spiritual heir to Swami Vivekananda was 

instrumental in mending Bharathi to get involved him to recognise the privilege of 

women and emancipation of women. Bharathi saw women Shakthi as goddess 

"Parashakthi" for Independent India. Bharathi had realised that the women 

empowerment would sure to raise the level of society. Enhanced society in tum would 

raise the level of environment and it would trigger improvement of Nation at all levels. 

 

Predictions 

We had been importing weaponry and explosives freedom foreign countries till early 60s. 

Bharathi predicted that we would indigenously manufacture weapons, firearms and 

explosives required for Indian Defence. 

 

Epic: Panchali Sabatham 

Magna carta of Bharathi is "Panchali Sabatham". (Droupadi's Pledge). Any write up about 

Bharathi would be incomplete without mentioning this epic.  Subnamanya Bharathiyar 

cautiously selected the words and placed them in this epic. He spoke about the 

denigration caused to Panchali (Droupadi) in great detail. She was dragged into court hall 

and subjected to intolerable deed. In this aspect he indirectly points out the pathetic 

condition of people who became slave and also of slavery. He invited aspiring youths of 

India to contribute and to free India from the clutches of Britain. 
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"OIi Padaitha kanninai va va va Uruthi konda nenjinai va va va" 

 He encouraged youth to maintain discipline and to have a mindset" I dare to face any 

problem -- come what ever may":  

Achamillai, achamillai, acham enbadhu illaye, Uchi meedhu vaan idinthu 

veezkindra podhilum, Achamillai, achamillai, acha1n enbadhu illaye 

Endru thaniyum intha suthanthira thagam? Endru madiyum engal adimayin 

moham? 

He also advised youngsters to face the grim reaper (kala) boldly when they happened to 

fight for common noble cause. 

He is certainly a revolutionary poet and daring writer/Journalist. He refused to dwell 

upon the past (bygone) glory of India. He blames and curses the nation if it is unable to 

fulfil the basis needs of a solitary citizen. 

Thani Oruvanuku unavu illai yenil jaththinai azhithiduvom 

 

On caste system:       

Bharathi was born in an orthodox Brahmin family. But he treated all living beings to be 

equal. 

"Child There is no caste system. It is a sin to divide people on caste basis. 

The ones who are really of a Superior class are the ones, exceling is being 

just, Wise, educated and loving.”  

He curtly said human being should not consider caste as an aspect or factor for anything. 

 

Revolutionist: 

He composed, Poems - "Pappa Pattu" , "Kuyil Pattu", and "Kannan Pattu". He declared 

that birds like crow and pigeon are our colleagues/class. He advised the society not to have 

wide gap between words and their action. He lived his life without leaving gap between his 

words and his action and led an exemplary life. He invited a Dalit (kanaga lingam) made 

him to sit in center of his house. He performed a religious ceremony; made him wear sacred 

thread, (Poonoul) and declared him a Brahmin. Though it was a taboo in those days 

Bharathi ignored the criticism and went on to respect all human beings (from all walks of 

lives) alike. 
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Conclusion: 

Bharathiyar was man of principles. He lived a exemplary life. He was a daring revolutionist 

till his last breath. He will be remembered forever for his contribution to the freedom of 

India. His contribution to society in terms of literature will also be remembered by entire 

nation. 

Vazhiya senthamil vazhga Nartramizhar! 

Vazhiya Bharatha Manithiru Nadu! 

 
    ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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