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Founders’ Voice

Dear Readers,

Namaskar ... !l

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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Shyamal Bhattacharya

Bio-note of Author:

Shyamal Bhattacharya, is working with Press Information bureau as Translator to Prime
Minister of India since 2014. He is an eminent author of Bengali Literature and a linguist
of repute. He is the recipient of many honours, chiefly Punjabi Lekhak Akademi,
Jalandhar, (2000); Tripura Prabha Honour (2007), Sutapa Roy Chowdhuri Award by
Paschimbanga Bangla Akademi, Govt. of West Bengal (2010), Amrita Pritam Samman
(2015), Siromani Sahityakar Samman, Udaipur, Rajasthan (2016), Tathagata Srijan Samman,
Siddharthanagar, U.P. ( 2016), Mahatma Fule Talent Search Academy, Nagpur( 2010),
Sahitya Akademi, Govt. of Madhya Pradesh ( 2018), Manohar Kothari Smriti Samman,by
Sahitya Mondal, Shreenathdwara, Rajasthan ( 2019) and the Sahitya Akademi Translation
Award (2010).
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Ms. Mandakini Bhattacherya

Bio of the Translator:

Ms. Mandakini Bhattacherya, from Kolkata, is Associate Professor in English and a multi-
lingual poet, literary critic and translator. She has her own Poetry Page on the Dallas-based
Mad Swirl Magazine. She participated in the All India Young Writers” Meet organized by
Sahitya Akademi, New Delhi in February, 2020, and delivered a talk there on Short Fiction
in 2021. She edited the international short story anthology “The Mixed Fare” in 2021, and
is Associate Editor of the ‘Muse of New Paradigm’ anthology (AuthorsPress, 2020). She is

Joint Secretary of Proyas, a women’s NGO in Kolkata.
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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, Sit?”

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.”

~24~




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

“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 bukbari (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 whetre 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

’7)

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 anice 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 aitlifts twice within the past

week. On his way back, Aloke wiped his cheeks with the back of his gloves.
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Neha Bhandarkar

Neha Bhandarkar is a trilingual author and translator. She is a columnist in various Marathi
newspapers. Her 13 books in Marathi, Hindi, and English have been published. She is a
recipient of many prestigious literary awards from India, like the State Hindi Sahitya
Akademi, and bagged awards from foreign countries also. Largely anthologised, her many
poetries and stories have been translated into several foreign languages i.e. French, Albanian,
Philippines, Nepali, Greece, and English. As well as Indian languages like Odia, Assamese,
Telugu, Bengali, Hindi, Brail, etc. Her poems and short stories have been broadcast on All
India Radio, Akashwani, Hindi Radio, Chicago (U.S.A.), Radio France (FRANCE), etc. She’s
been honoured by many reputed literary institutions working in India and abroad ...

Excellence Poetry Award from Poetry Planet, Philippines

Honoured as 'an excellent writet' by Gaur Municipal Corporation, Nepal

Letter of Honour from (WPF) World Poetry Forum, Daman

Broadcast Hindi poetries on Radio Hindi, Chicago (USA).

Poems translated from English to French, have been broadcast through France Radio

An Appreciation Certificate bestowed from Literary Artistic Association, Prince Muzaka,
Albania

Rahim Karim Award from Kyrgyzstan
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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 scenatrio.

To make a new History

in a neutral mood...
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Teji Sethi

Poet/Food Scientist/ Researcher/Founder and Curator- TRIYA
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 Jonrnal, 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.
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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 whitlpool

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 zandoor

and counts the hooves of my grandfather's mare

she still remembers the size of Pindi's sakwars

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 janya 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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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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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 1984 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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Translation:

Coloutless 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 coloutless 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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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

AT FTHTAT (AT

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 Dbarambir Literary Award
trom the Cultural Forum Manipur for young creative writing, 2018. He has participated in
many poets’ meet both within and outside the state. His Lonbukki Manam (The Aroma of
the Paddy Field) an anthology of Manipuri poems won the Sabitya Akademi Ynva 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.
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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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Mr. Sudhakar Gaidhani

Bio of the Author

Mr. Sudhakar Gaidhani is M.A.M.F.A.from Nagpur University- Maharashtra -
India.His mother tongue is Marathi. He knows three languages, Marathi, Hindi and
English. His poems have been translated into 34 languages of the world. He has received
many State, National and International awards including WILLIAM BLAKE
INTERNATIONAL AWARD from Contact International Journal from Romania and
"SILVER CROSS For CULTURE-- WORLD MEDAL from World Union of Poets-
Italy. He has published his 6 collection of poems, 2 epic poems, 125 Short Radio Plays
and 3 full-fledged dramas which have been staged. His poetry book was in his own MA

study exam syllabus in Nagpur University.

Municipality Khapa City has opened a beautiful garden in two acres at Gaidhani's
birthplace in his name and the honour--"MAHAKAVI (Epic Poet) SUDHAKAR
GAIDHANI GARDEN" in 2006. World Academy of Arts and Culture- USA/World
Congtess of Poets has conferred upon him The Honorary Degree of "DOCTOR OF
LITERATURE (Litt.D.) held in 2017 in Mongolia.

DOCTER OF HONORIS CAUSA -2022 Honorary Doctorate

~55~




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

DR. OM BIYANI
Translator’s Bio:

Education and Experience: M.A. (English), Ph.D - Nagpur University (First Merit, Gold
Medalist - 1980). HOD (English - Retd.). Teaching (18 years).

Languages known by him are English, Hindi, Marathi, Russian, German, French, Sanskrit,
Utrdu.

Awards and Honours:

Selected by Dutchess Community College, New York to teach English Govt. of India
scholarship to study Russian for six years at Moscow (1975).

International Poetry Award (1986).

Original Writings: Dil-ke Foundation-se; Gulzaar-e-Ghazal; Orange City Muses 1997;
Orange City Muses 1999; Business Communication; Business Ethics and Communication;
Raamaayan for Bright Young Hearts.

Translations: Yoga for Health and Peace; Devdoot: The Angel; Vishwatmaa; Message of
the Upanishads; Mook Maati (The Mute Clay)

~56~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

daqd: HelaHy R

T deraX

dIcTaX ASTUATSIFATd ATgedT 1T
HATSATET UTeheodT ST5T SATUATYT
ATST STod MY SaT
T 359 AT 378 ¥

g9=IT BT SHTUT 2AdT
AT FeiTey HieTaRT i fthel
I AT IMhTeT STt
31l T 9T ATe
TETA Lot ol
YT &SI ferget ek
ST3T Tehg! JHelT ATeT
¢ dciles TshiRiTeTel
SCEaEd AMMTAAT
T sl <AT VAT TeTE STl

AT ATTATET AHSAT AR I

& STeFEN @R 3T

TP FHARIE Fodld

BEBINE R KT

30T AT I

IR Q‘i}gm

~57~

Jan-Apr 23




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

feperr=arel ageqor
YfershTsT SRR

qrE=l,

HIST GaTelIEd dg-ITax
SITeY AT Y PR
HITATET Gu@TdelT 37Tg |

q@re g

Hellg! eTafdar I

32aT A, Behedr I

ARG IARE

YT Ycdh SEldlaR
HATSATT AQTT
fo¥eImoT 3mga
& FSETl o

FHI=T BIhT Gl ol

HTSTe! AT 98T
e 3Ya 311TOT e et

FEULTT AT TG
GIEIE S
HeIT ohe; hol

@R,

~58~




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

&Y T2 AT A= aTefed
IRREN A d

TITAT SIRT ATHIR <@l

ATATET 35+ AUIR 318 ¥
&1 BT HeuT YT |

GRS
39 Hrefa gk fqurom=ar
SToallerd dhaltel SG1Te 3R
3{ORTE T TG 3778

o 8] I[CTH e ...

o

ITT STl Telld

3ol Tal 3179 38

<Y, AT AR SJe[H SgTdl

3-1Tﬁrgqod-|c'|‘|u| Ucheh SHo

~59~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

AN

HIT 3o eI e
N N

ST FTAT ScTehl
<Y goT: 7 gl

T 3
HTHIGS et 3ol
NEIEIEICISE]
fareaTeTell ART Forgeh T ur3eeh
YO TRTERTT YILRICTHbE

Gchgel el
T ARl G T
heTdley HEATAT GRTAR 3T
LLIGICEIEE

EEICIE]

U3l hBAABAN ...
"I, 3T AT !
I ABT AT A ¢,
HEIT0T Gl
[CERACERINDERH

JIaY 37T

37TT TRTShAT I3 HIHBUTR 3T

~60~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

AT 3 $1%eT JUIR 31TE Yo'
foraRT AeoT ATSY

ST Wicl-Tlel 31

TRITeATe I[cTeledT AT HIOTHE

X5 PR &Y dTgeT STV 3ed

AT €1 3T ATSTAT el

AT 3PlcdeT AUATYEl

& FXOT, Hell FeFd H |

quTHTd fRrelTeledT
T a1 T 3ATShIRT

HAT TG It ATer

T SBTad ATdIR 0

U ofTeTel 3R X

AT UH-UH B AT 3HTE SIS
3R & foheTRaecl gear ¥
gferar ded geolt 3me Y

31T ATl 31Tg 37797 !

QAT hlbolTa AT STEHT]

9T SPTET FRTIT

AT Aol

G ST |

gafY 31e] TR ATdol

~61~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

AT FHoTgce
T HUTTHTT gl ATeId?
T Uehy AT ATET Hell

AT g deIraT fhdTadre?

Jgdcdlidell JdedHT=T

ST el IR SATel?
$T PreT 3Tl

CECRIBRRNEED
318 THIThHT
sfeea AT ar faedot FRa
T IS HIEATAT

HITY IET SITITITAT,

BIGTehI HTSIST STTSel 3Told TEId
eI ST2Y UTqe AclTel ST Hhe
I TSciel fgFgd esrers
oTeT AT erad gedter TRT
3ATTOT g2dy
Y AN AT FAeTeTd
RERKEADIE

372 MTCET-ATaR 3HTegTel il Fg kT

THG U HicTal CIEIG]

- TSIMEATTA

~62~

Jan-Apr 23




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

SR ATl 3TeTS 3ULA

EoTehT Bl oleht JTge |
T SeTaR FEheEh ea
T UOTTS I[eTH TSI |
3R & o dTC YeheloAT TR
@t Tselel Sia 3R !

g SRTHUITAT QeTd

daT%cs 3GEATd HIUMATaA,

d 98T <t TaNTell shacraget

Hio'idl SreldTed

¢ FAvafawrd a4 Her

TI ST TSI AT

HTST GISTATATAT A1 AT

ITAT gt aId ATar

eGSR ICIE ERRICTRIC]

TR BT BICT el

STSTAT C@rdr

JISTSIAT AT Geled fearar
foraY 9Teget ug =Ad
T U S, T ST

~63~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

AN

T TdTd el dechel Tlele

N

Tl AdeT h& aTeh]
T e aT
g ST R e
18T 10T TR B
& Fell obdl ATl

I AT FITT AT

319 37 3§ JieTdTd

T HIE[ T, HAT SHIETd shobel oATaT

3ITAT FABTaclIchel TaTg hId oTar

SIS JHTolodT SIeATHRE
e i ArcleledT
ISR AT
HIIT AT 1Y FRIgs o=
HITAT TFIHAT FIETOTRT

Uchah &dl

8T FETART FENeR Hq@
&1 g R=IeT

villcdl FaUIdl

R el TRETel

q@I31TS S3arddl

~64~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

oTgeh HIg hI?

T gR&AT 3
SUZH A1 ATee
HIIIERE! digehosd IFcTer
R ATSAT 9T ALY

HeATHT 8T |

f&aa Far i 38q:T oTrdl
HTOTH el $RTHT -SAT T

Frerar g fthed sl

TG g 3Tl AT

?iur\’i{glq\d IS 3&dTd

mwﬁuni A

T ITHTSH MNSATT
U ST BIEUR
TS Il T Gedrd
R af2we,
geATeAT TR
HIST JTcHIMHAT TS AT &I
egT ot agereht 3T RS

TEASTETT GZ-Tgt

qTehadTdTd [a@®eT clehel 8l

CATERD HFcl TgIRh

~65~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

o

ST Wb eTehel Blct
FEU & UR fead s et
e Reraar ArgATd
T 318 TG 3Tl

Gl Gehold Geheld dT 3ol
R TR e ATl S 6 ?
- H HHASIT e T 3T

SRR IG] gii»dlld SIRIRE) Sﬁ ?

3720737 UehTdT 9T 3eTSdle

TohT 3NTTeH 3151ET dTdderd

digedigelcdl ellc

TR BT aTfgeard #t
qe o gl FAITEt

dglelsl o8 &gl STeledn

LEdrATa®eT
qIguT=AT StedrdT
A&7 FIATSOTATT

e grdTeAT drfgeld #T...

SdEdd: fagmw.

RIclal T

f&emeser araer dareh a8

~66~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

=T dera

3ToI3TE, et BIdTeT

=T gt 9T

[N

TehT HETICH Hiddd

et feel gl #r

H T3 Fetear

TEUETHTTIT ATdelld
I[eg ATRTEAT YSTAT ST

ITAT AT Uehdh

MR AT FRTATAT

T gYhal deldRT 39T e

T YT gey fes

HISdId (;ig,\crl Ysidedl

sfmag%mm

AT Teheh Q@

ATl % ITeget ISl 8l

T HT hadd Aegd !

37T O GisT ged g

HAT Y& T o111y -

~67~

Jan-Apr 23




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

M Aege
HTST 3MMaTT ITHR STEHT]
3T SIgTe ofaTel glel
Hell Y& TRheTIRIaTY -

MR Acgd |

AT,
ST ATl 3real
T TR g3 o1 |
ST &TUTIAR SIEH UTeol
IGUECEAE R C RNl
R AHATIEAT,

A q& FrATET AT
HTTIR I HAT G& Bt
a7 e TS
o IR TTeTe 3R el
oo Rrorroiter ez

TSI HATAT Seold HATd I

3for gfer e gEmREER
Thosd AT TSRO gr

SR ST+ 38T 318

T JeRTa®eT

~68~




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

Sy e e
o RN ST Farg
T RIgTased
“37IT AT 3Reeiredr

& SEaaiITaT HeaTHEd 3T,

5T T HRITE (AU

FIENT
T IT GTT=IT<AT GIOT
ST & Sl ¥ ol ?
R TS} 2 TS A T
HIl JT ERATaT 3T& e hr?"

Y BShS [SeTel sToR

T chel ATSIT HIdeed

HIGBSITelT SHeT el

g7 g7 gigTof=
I JFGT ATET T AT ?"

GEEIRIEFII)

HTSAT SEA ST TILT ST

~69~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

il AT HIHSIUT 57 ATET T AT ?
3731, e fRederg doflatedr
TS AT,

T 32T EaTelell &1 Tel
e GogT WBaTell fSreTared
3TOT fawaTer smotear

ngqw—aauu“l

HATSAT A TedT SEAHITeT

IR ol Rdled"

ST ES ROl
AT HEATA
3Tl cTuTeT Fercll AR
SATET YT |

& a3,
HTHTSS 3T AedTe
SXETd i AT
¢S ATy ollaTellel
I el Peld =ATe I
StegT &l T T&a AT
o Jemere T3 fererd gater

~70~

Jan-Apr 23




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

9 g "elgIe 30
g1 T ARSI der shyoaramed

&1 TIT SleT ShedTal

ATST 10T S 39 ?
T s AT 55 Y HIANTAT,

HTST ITHATITAT &1 IF U&ed &T
AGTATT, 3TST HeAT A Ag1a T
derrsera,

HISIT AFRIATT S STIHTALY 3117
THATRTTAT g IR TAT T ST "
PRSIAT TEHT WrSidedTel 31T gl

& FUTTCT ST3eh =ATel ?

qUT ALIET TSI FUT ST =TT

& ST Wrolell WISTauaR)
IR g@ 3
R AT AT
TTOT ATETIT AT 87 31HA HIIT &1 !

3720 Teh ALY gt
ol Hell o ary g

~71~




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

18TF gl aATeh! AT ITcAaT N aRE

gl STSTell &It U
RN REDEICIEICE]
IGREARKSIEGIER3 I EING)
ARG
ot fgeat Ry gargr

3TTOT FJATATT

ToRT TG I AT
Y felr gu daT 3usara
8T MedTeT gl a1
#Y forearaTdY gaiehs ITgToT AgeT
T YSTuTeY JHToTel gl
31WT T feael
SiaT=IT 23T et
Y forel ATSAT YA HiefA arfger

IGEEEIRCERINIG E AT
HTAGM U3 drfgel
¢ it fawame fas |
HIT AN I T3 |
TGS HIAS | ATcHAGTET I
o & GoI&redT 9aiRrS,

3TALETIATRIST 78T 3T eledl

~72~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

UTITS h&e] ISV

CIIEEERIC]

39 BT 31

3701 g URTEA CTRUTIRY
ST 37
37TTOT FIUTATET IIITH R A Aol

I[EITT YU TTTel EqTeiTel ST
T /Y FHITISHTET 31TegTe oMl
3MqeTcTel IoTafRrse T
H TISTTFR HRATR...

g geiRTS,

HT ey drg
3T 3T9eN et
39T TS TdeledT SafaHvATAT
SRITaTe gehAdT
371foY feateha fAadean

NN

holodT eINER T

qUT 1! § U&TT8Ts,
AT TgaguI debt
39T feTT elers

fSTerd 3radTe TR

~73~

Jan-Apr 23




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

Rifearear

EIRIFREIGRERL

AehsT fEela AT

371 ATHRITT AT g

3HD ST TEddleod

3=i’r31|g<~e4| STATAT ITSITAT SeTdled

HY dg UseTerser TAid
Rgmfrﬁwa“r
SR 3Tl 3TE AT

~74~




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

IRATT Al # |

I ST 4T ATl

& SR ATIdTeIT Wchel

R GeahedT @I AT
gre Sl AT
SITEIaR haT glael AT
TSTehOT quf 2"

“YSAFRON FATSRTST
35 SIUTR 3R B
AHh S ISciel
T <Al 37ETST Ul Al TaiRTeT ?
TR,

dTGBIdT 3Gt BT 3Tell XY
e grom=ardT arer

AT AR HIAT Al ATET
eTa=Ter squgTT
BE g OdedTs

AT 37T A 314 AT

TlehTcT TeldRT SETCAT Saa

T HLOT HoluT ATal
HATAUIR AT dia) & 378d
3T AlGA IR FUTR ATS ATrd

~75~




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

AT HTUTHTER o[ il !

HTOH HTOTHTET HeTH SATadl el !!

R ICEICIRN I CECIN

TS AATeT JT AT gral

S ue darar A
ATSeATE grat
TSeTel=aT AT JATHS e
HTST AT qR[IE sTeleh gl

IRTIT GITel
S o I

UecIT TRTaY Gicd=ITaT 9uIg grar

UehT dTeTd IaRT dis Sialid

qISATETT AARTA fead Sirard

'S-ST ATl SATAT ATl

TheahTtheen! HIUT Iar !/

~76~

Jan-Apr 23




MatruAkshar Journal Vol. I Issue 1-

Translation:

Devdoot: The Angel
Translation of Canto - I of Mahavaakya
(The Great Utterance),

Original Marathi Epic Poem in five cantos

Poem

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 othet'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
treeze 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 hatlot 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 your "

"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.
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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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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 [ 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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Bio:

Dr Raghunath Kadakane works as the Head of the Department of English at Rajaram
College, Kolhapur (Government of Maharashtra). He holds an additional charge as the
Head of the Department of Marathi too.

Dr. Kadakane is a poet, novelist, translator, a Research Supervisor and a resource person
as well. Besides academics, he is seriously engaged in creative writing in his mother-tongue,
Marathi. He made a debut in this field by writing a novel entitled 1. “Maze Mithyache
Prayog (My experiments with “Mithya”) 2008. 2. “In Comparison: Bhalchandra Nemade’s
Kosla and J. D.Salinger’s “The Catcher in the Rye” 2017. 3. A collection of poems in
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Kosla and The Catcher in the Rye”, 2021.

Dr Kadakane was invited as the Guest Author in the ACCRA international book festival
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Expressed views in two sessions : 1) Writing in a Pandemic World: How to Conduct
Creative Research as a Creative Writer” 2) ‘Writing to heal in the Covid-19 world.” He is
also engaged in Marathi translation of articles written in English by Dr. Yashwant Thorat
(former chairman, NABARD) for various reputed newspapers like Sakal, Pudhari, Tarun
Bharat.
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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

tigured 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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Bio:
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themes, in various national and international journals to her credit. She has also contributed
a few books with her scholarly articles and so has she authored. She has compered many
literary as well as non-literary events. She has also shouldered the role of aleading and active
executive member of various associations like AESI. Writing poems is her contribution to

a literary genre.
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Bio:

Mr. Deepak N. Pawar has been teaching English passionately for 25 years. He writes in
Marathi, English and Hindi. He believes in the goodness and grandeur of everything
living or non-living alike. His area of interest is Indian Writing in English and has several
research papers in the national as well as international journals to his credit. He has
penned not many but a considerable number of poems and short stories (Marathi)
encompassing sensible topics. His poems - Marathi, English and Hindi have contributed
peer reviewed journals as well as anthologies. Lucidity of language and simplicity in
projection of the theme are his aesthetic credentials. Editing, translation is his interest. He
has been an active member of several online journals as an editor. He has translated

several English poems into Marathi and vice versa.
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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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Odia
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Short Story
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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 II'T-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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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. [ 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. | 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.

skook skok sk
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famor 7t 1 fom Hafae feg B ufost ae adt 7 witfenr | f¥s waer A, fer &
Hafge afasr, fer Fae & I8t S9&T T2 -3dt AZA| UAg & g9 Idf 3 <F

It gJEdt | 29T UTHY AST | Add We, SI6 € UY €U ®die AG| 99 UH Jdt &

YIe 3 3 3B € T | 3B 3 IHY I I Uit T8 a1 g9 Halfed | T3]

gy feg It fe8 F9t T 379t F9aH Ude Tae UAte UHTET 9F HAED...| aEr
30 A% Ufgst 72 1 @& HdT (Ieten) fewa feg Ifder At 8 1 59 7 &99
HE< <J6 I fe8 S a9dA AfenT J9er H I18< S& HaT § o J8ion 3 24
gdeT fgeg, I Fx 9 AT IR &7 2 &3 If J<t AT feg Gt J<t At faug
EUST feg 3°Ifom ust w3t Jer A fA9e fox UR ‘A% w93’ Jer A, A8
Jargt &t farsst feg 2@t 3H a9t YR J9d, Sug © Bud It Jehott
Ao | I3 € Ude 9T & 39 J¢ Ae | feR 3 et Jeef grcse nifefsl’s Hinr
ACSIMH JeT Ht | Hn™ AESiH &1 8f, g fACt 1% ASSiH 8AT g T
Jces T g feg 893 yEs vafae I o9 »fr arEt J1u9 fsBuea © Hu's
e & fer Hiafae € T 3T &0 A vin 9 B3 It I niAt g9t ¥ =7 '
yH Ie H | fex € st 3 Ufenm| & g36 % AS A 37597 <8 UTT oH
II6 BT 11 fam | 8A & 9 T WAL »TTH I35 BT ST 8 €3 Bl UT, UT
ydt HIfae few AQ aEt &< 8 ,»iaH J96 BT & BF AaT | JI9HT & »3 &F
At AR dt 2udgg 92 f3adt & 2y faour 7Y i feg wafae 3t gt It /1wt
UH feg & 2™, I T6 ENTISTHGS I ©f 3T ITs J9f 23, fon feg Sos

BE FIHT I &I | €9 3 faug JeT Tous & adt A, fAr & g2 vz

n fa)

ASIE | Holfed & UF 8 3 &9 ol ods ©F IIAT fesm At for &t iq we
fen gt T9d1 a9 feu T9s € AST Hagd!h g et At fex 3T HAEeT =
fimres HE i3 a9 °3 o9 It Aret ordiEt J1 = JEt & Hefae fEF we we
35 99 e Ta AT I 3T It feg 2o 396 & A3 feu vz & ¥ adt At iAe
feg Hafae aan feg It ad, G99 Afer feg »T = A It Uer &3t A
der| wit J3aEt gy <8 AT ghe, fem It JFt JASTC ¥5T &1l fex 3
T AEts fefimm, 39¢ 39¢ »iA &% 88 ud 37 80 A% < € ust it A3
et fea fex fire Jeer vigr It A7 fagr AT 1 ndlg wHe fedfent fex s =7
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35 g g 937 ugeret fefior, wirt 88 &t 7 b3z 921 &3 ar foor #f fae’ vt
far Ifarss feg gecx 99 If 3 fan Fa AST faag & 339 €3t emf I ni™ u&3
It Ut &% 87 ae /| g%t QU9 i &% RSt AHE ®ar uEt JE O St
eA3t § IR fogr /| wAAt. § &8 T Fs™vr ¥ ST i3 HTHST § 993 ©F S50
&6 BTt UJ IT ITHT IITH3 oJ6 3 AT 39 & 99T &dt AT | miRd. sfos
&ar- Sroft, faf® vIer Aat, Tt BT 937 3% farm? "a I3 St 3uEhert
gut feg Feat T J¢ HT | A9T AT fes fus B9 I A A @t 93 BT
&%, I AfoE T AT fAdt »im aret | Tt Enft a1t e nrB'E &ar ushiit|
HAST & WA, & fe'9T aisSt - 39 299 3us T HI9 A &F BT < H,
339 9¢J €35 BTl | -TI7 feu W3t & o HI? &% T<f © TIAs, 3% He
93 | g€ IHfont feg fonte uz8T o8 HAest § Tusl T e of U3 ImA.AT.

& A<y fefent HAST & fafent ‘g &t & fest| »iAUY. 3 HTHST ot & S feg

H AH® ds It &ar 7t g eftoom fea g3t gamr sHr 331 gaet »r 9t I1 wiAt

8 °% SyE ®d UT | It IS A% ©f 39 A<'s AUGH I3 | di9T dT 24l J9<T

JaT| UAree’ 2997 f3U 6T a3 | JEdeT 9= AGG | TU &% HJ &' ATl WiHT
B8R =% Tue It 3fg a2 | fie &t fiic 7§ aovt 3% arst | o wiret 3T uzT &,
89 »etA a9ty 29 It /1 wiFt BF J% »elH JI9iH & o IAT &a1 UT | nEH
It arat, foar fiet urat I mfenr Jfenr 7Y ug 8F 2% 8T »ieth J&tH
It A3 e fonms J foast| funmr g8 et a3 3t fufewr At 89 33T UR
& o I3t TSt nfdr 39 AT WA, 8R & AT § BarsTg ot famr | afgs sar

- HACY, f&T 33t feost € fad @ 9 &<F 987 -5 &< I8 U790 Ao 357!

HHeT & faar| - fAgg ! fead afa 19 & fex We &t Hew <9 98, 7 3759
=61 »iA. . & it aaat 5% IIT T Sufent fagTl - FOH F9, wEaf |
WUET U&F €73t € I A9H 91 HTAST & 9¢ HIIT | -TTg, deT I W | fegrar
g3 g dfenT| W ane Sfenft fagr| afes HotH<T © ufo® T I wmadl. &
U3t B8R = fiaerg T ISt At €% wirt »us €A © aW feu < afHs &t A I
A | fegrdt = fafanr s I ‘wirs &els sEe’ Sftn At I€ AN &% TuH

fal N

39 9d I& | IE WAL A8 HA &t 237 J famr T 1 AT 3% 89 I3t fere
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Idt, w87 ot § ®ar3zT9 ot fapr | AR vyt 3 QIS J IS, pAE B B
YTETH J9TH GAE &l fumm | -niHAl, »irdtR &dtH €t gAef K. .. 1vTHed & 8F
% Sufenit, fag edd Wt | -HTHST, 1 AL &S & AT feg fonme 2y &, 8ast
Tt Wt Tt Ieust a9 IfJe I 3T H'E IsusT et Tget mr? WAt & Aot
IH® 9 fe3T| fer I3 9997 feg Ag d9HT g8 IdT | A€ IS »TEMH JSTH Hdl,
As fAgt 3° &f & 7Et &t 1wl 9 8F 39 uT At 39 feaw €5 feum
Bug fedfent Tet 35 W2 913 I A5 | WA I TH TA6 '3 T | HTod &
v A9 BUT oH I §I adT A SISTINHY 83T 3% JT | TF6EW & X Holfox
I '3 Tar fe 3T At feg €8 39 uT | TT Y  wium aH feuBET ®ar
UEt | U urET fH®E & JEF AgesT &d At | iR Jfas &ar - w9, fEast S

3 3Y I Baer? 28 fex & JAIT &t 33-331 HG nifen, A2 H

WHIIST &< &<t nifent A, fox % AIfer dH ACHG '3 IH I96 Sd AT | AT
8% nmiurgene feU U AT Ifde Al »ift A9 It a9 At I»mt 973 & 32t
FT8T JT, MdS fos Tufga et < 3t 957 < At 3 &H ‘3 3% & m8T AT
SE H® & X uET &dt A yror | €€ Ui f£' S AETEIA 3T e & 37%g uJgE
ot fouz adt /it U1 3759 & fE3hiis uEhtt &% gIst S 2ue At »i3 &t

BN

JoH ¥99E I 39 Aie At | f&x fos | I8 &% & fonr Afonr, efugs § 7 8R
UTH €8 29 & nifenfr, H & 37 o Asfe g & famm| B 80 & S s ©
Hegt =fgnt & 3o Ut fesr - § 3fetA, €3 fiw feg If<ar &9 1 Aafier fAgr
J d A3feg & & U3 nifenr AT feg ar® e »ilfent I, 7 fegst gast &
HHEST »i3 Hood & MIUE T9d1 AHSE & fumr| feg &1 &t A3 2far I »m &<
J&JN...| 3THJ UIUE I 3I¢ Jadl | H fEIat 3% niyE &137 fifar HigHA 9%
&1 i | niHSter & udeH T 21 faor Afer I1 gdeit 39 3 ¥ niy gt
feg »wBe g5 fHoa3 ¢ I, AS® J¢ J5| feg Gaf & gf &2 Y=t nir Al
I5, THI®3 I9e »U YHT® J¢ I6| O I YATS JoF 9% 77T J1 H Ao I,
A2 B WHITS nifen A, SITEIRS €7 FUST T < wid! d1'® et AT | »fg
H B8R Fmietlas feg Ifder of| 3% § feo Ag 3a &t faz & a3 YA A=d. ..

[a)

It 3% At fu'st Ags B a1 ughet 7%, ud faug It & 5d'| Sas & a=t g

J
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adl | T €9 Halfox, HTET A8 »UE oHT g HATE I6 | urTer =fg f9aT 4,
UJ Boat BEt JEt I9Ht a1 13T Higes dd1 s ca@mt 8u3 379-39 a9 ©
e UQE A IJ I61Tex H=g fAgT 379 uaer 7 foor J1 Ag 89 a3t feg &a9
T JIET | »iAT B % | feg »itetH J9tH »et | Afonr, w3t U 3T 33
HfTAR <91 39 Afenr, AEX ¥ fex faag T8t =@ 8hff file 3 agle @it
Aesgt uBSort fer ughntt | wit 85 BuS ¥ X 83T niaH HigHA 13Tl B3T 8

N p

gar gar Bar | A fagr - w9, feoat G & 3T ‘T ¥’

N e 5
Hec 3 d&T

5 ((fo3 )

Ifemrm | HHET fds &ar - I o9, fEo &% U6 € I&| &I doHt feg & niug
SHT feg I8 9T I& | WAL & gorg fe3T - A¢ 78T 3¢ o agxemit JHR
gdft gut feg Ae Hat & I3 d9¢ I6 3T 8T a5 © &Jt A J€? HE e
nifent, H I AcHs »is 12 Ui & f38<T fonr g9 At AIeM § g9 gag
T 23 B I Aa| H AT & dH TU I9& BT Jien At | aa®T gde Igdit
BSit Ax | e3fent’ 78 38 &% TUT & AT At €A Ufds o UH fass »ig
A5 | fer w2t ae & feos fheet A, 79 feg 95 U 3 fow a9 & AL AH §
I 37 J IEt w3 g gl §9 J dRT | SUJTT HEIGH IET 3 9o famr |

8ug gt Thoit SHMT BEta ®ar areit | &g fAT 33 HAH feg 3 ‘Aoe

AIfer’ <t =Ae, ‘€® AJISH dH ACHS 3 It 9F &= 379 U< JI&| dF <F fAdge

3%I © 3%J T It HIlTT I&6| H 3H & H oH IIe7 {907 mIax HY T8 HIS
JC J¥ | &% 3T It &7 7| Bt H3 It st H IIeft | B waaT famim | o

o)

feg

V)

S o WEd § IATITS3J 99 HuWE Jied Bud It o8 9y fez| fad It fiet

3 I9HT HigAR Tt &7 JET | ¥99 I9T T 96 HIT AT | A 98 B fou 9T,
H feg 7 & I U J96 &1 fumrm HY | HTACS €t 91 Ho 13 feg & aret |, W9
HJ" feafen™ - HTACY, HAEST A 95 I9€'HS &d6 ©f [JHS © feet J1 -SHm,
e Hfot feg fonmE uz8s & HHeT feus! ot o9 of Ass? MRt & feg
HACT § T3 fonmi - 62 2fenr viRdh., B TR SAcaHs dedaed adh At g8
famr | faSuraa it At QU3 e I3 Eif wehnrt e fagh| ATes® Qud
21 JeT fanit| 39 =1 ¥ I Y397 T gHfen 88 adt mifent 3 He3 ©f UsHS

5dT T HTHST & & ATl IHS I3 fesT| W I1% & 9y gewe &l faar - §
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w9, fer ©7 fog fHues @ & W1 fHaes % fEars »idl =u AgeT| &5t
feg 3T Hed, ASt 8T It Heed Ifder...| -3t It 3T AT gort B8 § SHEt
w1 A 3 faaT) - g3 vy 53 37e, 8987 & U3 §% 8T 01| HHST &
feg 8r @ farfent ’3 @ar fest| ¥ niust o 77t 9t - »iF fEas’ 3 ‘T2 837
$ ‘Acc &3’ gTent, 3% § ‘SH &3’ & 5T vd Inm feg w9 6@ oo ©
550 '3 & Bt | a®% & fACt yAHs & IR mitet Arat v feg gt & fan
fe®UNe Uds J& »ie 77| TF < U™ Aed 3 @9dAUT 8T Aeit| HTRed

& St T fem of fher fe'st - E0at Hafeat »i3 Haed' & Bda’ AT S9aHUt €

H&S &1 -JF, 3 ATAT & THSMS 3% YUISt 2aH, A% SoH 3 nTHES SR
BT 7Y J e | fares, S5 T3t Agsst © % =uq.. H fqar| »imdt & A
fasm - feg 28 & A3 # ¥ &M, © IA9 feg J€ & U | A& Qug Sfent
AST B3T nEBIS HITAR J96 &4 UghTt| A8 U9 U3t U adt A &1 3|
Beemit B3t vy HITHA I35 &1 ugitt| nirt 86 3 b3 J ae| fés &t feug
8U9 Fexfent’, AR Ud 1 dI2 | Y < &1 o HI dIet AT | WAl o9 Tue fex
g feg BF €s '3 a¥ | Hafed 32 € o YTEtHd W1 faar At wi we uie
fex WeT 39 a1 71&T AT | niAt e feg foas 3T 89 Aast I3t feg fem ugt|
At B8 % 9% aie | Sftwr, €7 o <t 29 IIT AT | wiF 3 Inff §3%T & I
fed ASS A3 39 UT | I WAL & 8F I3t 2 ufost i1 swaeit &dd a7%
&dI" HT eftmrm | IfgE ®aredt, @e »f AT TR g9 Je A 37 fiiF T 589 =fJet
U w3 Ft, sz Es U B er JeT AY? - of o9, feo ISt 3T €I T aH a9
IIT T W faar| - g3t Haast I3t »i | v, & g €/ 33t a9 I gv% gai
FT I HHACT = Jfger / fa A a<t feg nrufed gw9 gedr, fer 33t &7 &8
JACdE d=ar| - fer T v3®E J & AE vl & 95 @ ydt &t det? H fed
B HA'S A96 BT AT | -8 g, A fegst Hosst B &% gHeEdet J9a]
grdiet I1 AR, di$tT 7 - 7 ot |® A, feg wim 31 Hg 3 feg vmuE wae
31 W <t Ater Jfent faar| - g A= feo o I3 fox wer 39 foet sear?

A Bee HigHR a9 dfenm| - yd ga9 w fex 939 feg ave »ff | feast

Bt § THY T WU o% T J9¢ I faaT | HHeT & HY &% Afors
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famr 13 5% fest § et »AgT J fapor /| qroHt T Sar & 837 I fanr AU
HT | Sle €nff eaat feg AZ 8% HAGE As | Bust et JoHT AJel © It »i9e
aJ Ae | B Ager Of, 80 & A3 & <1 yEl Ayt 5% fey yn Jear 1 89st &
<t fHos3 T fod fex AIHTfenT J=ar| 33T o€ o WAt A3 4 =7 feg 8 g%
'3 VT FT I UTSH ST A gar HE | MidAis € © U9 fog fie ¥ Ae | HTHES
YR J famr | Hatfsa & gfaer A, »m ufse & wigr WeT 39 #x & fest A<l g
feg wigr Wer 39, A3 fAgt feg ge7 a1 @471 AJIGT 9 AfINT HAudl Ha 9ot
At U9 f&379 a95 3 feger J9 99T &t of A? »iy 7y A9t § 3 &isr 3
fex uR & I 39 UT? U3 feg At {3 JroHt Wiz gat At 3 AiET @F% &% I

MTET AT UST AT | gu3tot Tat §€ J gait AG | HTASYI J€ A8 3 Widl 9%

fgor At 1 WA, Jfds ®ar - IT oY foet gai® @i 337 fear fear & 39271 397

H 3%3 J 99 famrm - yTr 3t w3 ad A few | e Hese 3 val 3 ue feget

7% 3d1 23¢ »id | H faaT| Ashnit A8t ’3 A9 3 Hal T Anfe 39 famim|

SIBT J I J<idl fq AR © fea uR UA g 53 ogf feg dinig Init 835 S,
W'e aag mie | dhoig oy I AET i\ 83 7mar uet, fae’ st Jafendt,
TUfTT SAt Ty, aI® U Areter 7t wiAt 8ust Hfsntt <% & 39 uT | o Un 3T
fea 13T 3% uBz &1 fumr - 3Ifears mirg .. 35 Tt 3 ezt %
AIeST § Guat Ifsas AHs fonr /1 far fos 3° nearferss Sus Ifeas =
JgdT Ifen I, niHdtar feg Buat = Jt 999 J1 & t, IFIE I nyggt, A8
It Thort wagt & 39T € IJ TS| A IBIS JJ AT 3 ARUS J&T g
A, ug vt f38° 37 uT w3 BJaT <% & 39T a¥ | O Al wirt faar fa nmt
fESnis fiu Tf, 3fses adt'| - & @ w9 i fex & 15T ym 9o Sfent|
87 fan fiw € ACT ’3 &H &9 I AT 23T It niAt 8ust o% ws s I |
At Ufenr fg Aé dhrdt fag” fis Aaet 957 fea adfer 037, s &et
Fort, 35 dhorg St ST 838" AE UH 996 a1 ot | wirt & 3 Gaee Afa3
&7 59 fest 3 gurar faor fg »it dhwig ydlest grde ot 18ast 9 fea 13T 78

379 d96 © JfT o e UH §

~137 "~




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

3 a1 g3 ©9 giE He U3 3t B8R © Harg €9 Aot g3t nrust I3t
Uget »ff 9t A1 IE 8T I3 Infat 29 It HE | Hafed, HEEd oS I gd Aa |
g= 8Tt § dhig Tt B3 A1 vt R UH {35 ghogt sEeit | miAAdt. & seee
A 3% T a2 8 & g3 fo37| g3t 8ust ffent o gt ust It /it R 3
i 3¢ <% s & adt A\t fest fa vt 88° 39 uT | »iAt 87 fiosst a3t &

AHS 3 THos3 it 1%t J9¢ &9 €% & 39 UT | 9 39 At | HTAST & gt

YHT A3 H 3% gdeed § fe3 »i3 Hafsx & UAg 379 fou fest 3 oot & &
9 d% W feg So= It &»ar At -fw...fiw... €5t €5t newt foet 89 Aot

I3 AST % § FAl v ISt A F79 IS IS F AT IaE €7 ferErar & &9 It A
At 9 T | IS IeTT A o niEt | wiRadt, & UR ezt afds wdtt, - fiw,

T 9F | WAL & UR €36 BT (ol €9 I8 »fdl & fufen| I3t & B39

TG Ml Gt Iftmr 3 UR TUR 996 BE 919 @79 A9 © It HY | MAA. & T8 nidr
37, ATS &A1, UH €36 &ar J, WS BA e o8 Qua ST Je- famm 3 @R 3 a3t ©
fAg Bug g8 9y fesm| go It foor - U © 99, Ud1 3t I=Ft It doit fadt €7
<% TY 9I7 At | HHST & &t 98 foor & 8 & niefe nmdt 3 iy & 97w
I3t feg 8 famr | vt & 87/ & ‘g, et a9e 9 feu 8% a2l ISt Ast
% I fAdt It Tt A It AT | HHST & &9 39 & | wiA' Tue 39, €9 3t
8F & u3t Arg It fusr & nisfeer »iy It /1 3 76 fEs Higar I fogr H,
e it vuE It @ & fies & 77 99 T 1S It fifls S et e & HE 99

I
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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 gir] 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 Faxji 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 Bagaar 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 gitl 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 gitl 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--2”

S.P. reciprocated, “Master, if the people like you, while teaching kids, imagine about
their mothers, why can’t I imaginer”

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 thingsr”

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 scuftles. 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, “ Fauyi,
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 gitl 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.”
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S.P. was feeling exhausted. He asked, “Now the question is how we are to spend one
more hour herer”

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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Translation:

Who Am1I°?

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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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.
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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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“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

~ 167~




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

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
wotds 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 tiver

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 congtess 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 weaponty and explosives freedom foreign countries till eatly 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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"Oli 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
tulfil 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 Nadul!

A A A A~~~ A~~~ I~~~ ~
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