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MatruAkshar Journal   

  

Disclaimer:  

  

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

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

the editorial, advisory or executive board.  

  

Disclaimer Copyright:  

  

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

the copyright transfer:  

  

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

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

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

 matter in the name of concerned translators/authors.  

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

 part of their work in future.  

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

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

 Founders of MatruAkshar.  

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

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

 copyrighted sources.  

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

 quotation marks and due and proper acknowledgements  given by citing the 

 source at appropriate places.  

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

 they had already published elsewhere.  

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

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

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

 wherever published.  

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

  MatruAkshar.   

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

 is not responsible in any type of claim on publication in the Journal.  

  

Executive Board 

MatruAkshar Journal 

International Journal of Indian Languages 

for Creative Literature, Translation and Research 
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Editorial Views 

  
Dear Readers,  

  

    Namaskar … !!!   

  
 With sincere apologies for the delay, we are publishing the Issue II of MatruAkshar 

Journal. Being a tool of transferring knowledge from one language to another, 

MatruAkshar is trying to prove the importance of translation. As Michal Šimurka points 

out the special place of translation in his article on ‘Importance of Translation’, he says, 

  “Surely, you cannot be expected to learn every language. There must be an 

 easier way.  

  Enter translation.  

  Translation is more than just changing the words from one language to another.  

  Translation builds bridges between cultures. It allows you to experience cultural 

 phenomena that would otherwise br too foreign and remote to grasp through your 

 own cultural lens.” (Lexika) 

The thought behind the Journal is the same as mentioned by Šimurka- to build bridges. 

Through the literature published in every Issue, we are trying to pose the stand every 

representing language takes in the social scenario. Being a very huge entity, India has 

1500+ language dialects. Many of them are on the verge of extinction. And every State 

being set in different geographical, economic and sociological position, it carries different 

consequences in its socio-cultural life which is reflected in the contemporary literature 

written in the particular language.      

  Indian literature written in the regional languages is largely dissociated from each 

other as the languages differ in their scripts as well. Except some classical works, no other 

literature is translated into other Indian languages. In certain languages, there is Devnagari 

Script for the language, still it is beyond understanding because of their specific 

vocabulary, idioms and cultural differences. Therefore, it is an essential task to reach the 

people of other language groups with certain tool of translation. By translating the 

literatures in Indian languages into English, it can reach beyond the borders. By reading 

the literature in MatruAkshar Journal, one can understand the undercurrents in Indian 

society.   

  In the Volume I, Issue 2 of MatruAkshar, we have translations from Bengali, 

Hindi, Konkani, Manipuri, Marathi, and Punjabi languages. There are poems, short 

stories, and classics. Rabindranath Tagore, the first Nobel Laureate of India, is reaching 

the readers through translation. At the same time, contemporary writers are exploring the 

post-postmodern sensibilities through the regional languages. That is also a feast for 

curious readers. 
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In this Issue, we are adding one more section- Inter-Lingual Translations.  

It aims at giving space to the translations one Indian Language to another. We have a 

galaxy opened through this section. There are translations from Tamil – Hindi, Sanskrit- 

Rajasthani, English- Marathi , … the translation from Bhagvad Gita, Tamil Saint Poetess 

Abhirami Bhattar, Sudhakar Gaidhani, and other inter-lingual translations are unveiled for 

the learned readers.  

  Literature is a journey into the History… the creators are readers are inevitably a 

part of the process of Moving Ahead step by step.  

 

  “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.  

             Founders,    

             Executive Board,  

             MatruAkshar Journal,   

   International Journal of Indian Languages for  

            Creative Literature, Translation and Research.  
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Pranab Ghosh, West Bengal 

 

 
Pranab Ghosh, based at present at Kolkata, is an award-winning journalist, writer 

and poet. His poems and prose pieces have appeared in journals published from 

India and abroad, including Dissident Voice, Piker Press, Impspired Com, 

Memoryhouse, etc. He has served in such media houses as HT Media Ltd., 

Business India Group publications, Eenadu Digital, The New Indian Express etc. 

His third solo book of poems Karma Cola was published in June, 2013, and his 

fourth book of poems Love, Religion and Politics has just arrived.  
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১. শ্রমিকের স্বপ্ন 

 

 

অসীি যন্ত্রণা কোিকরর ঠিে উপকর 

অসীি যন্ত্রণা ঘাক়ে... 

যন্ত্রণা িাথার কপছন মিকে... 

যন্ত্রণা 'অবশ' হকে যাওো িকনও... 

 

ওরা বলকছ তুমি 'বুঝকত পারছ' 

ওরা বলকছ তুমি 'আকলােপ্রাপ্ত' হচ্ছ। 

 

আমি বমল এটা েি মফল 

কহ কপ্রেসী আিার... 

শুধু কতািার নে 

অকনেরও 

আর কসটাই কতািাকে পঙু্গ েরকছ 

রাত যত বা়েকছ 

 

এ সিে আত্মা মবমনিকের 

কহ কপ্রেসী আিার... 

রাত্রির পকর সোল আসকব কতািার িকন 

 

এ সিে কতা উপক াগ েরার 

যখন তুমি পক়ে আকছা 

কতািার অন়ে সজ্জাে ! 

 

বল তুমি কহ কপ্রেসী আিার ...  

  

এটা কলনন্ না এটা িার্ক্ ম ? 
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বল বল ... মে হকত চাও তুমি ? 

বল বল ...  

 

আমি হকত চাই  

শ্রমিকের স্বপ্ন 

আমি শুধু 

তাই হকত চাই ।। 
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1. Workman’s Dream 

 

Pain in the lower back... 

Pain in the nape of the neck... 

Pain at the back of the head... 

Pain in the mind gone numb! 

 

They say you are becoming aware, 

They say you are getting 

enlightened. 

 

I say it's karma, Beloved, 

Not only of yours, but of others' too, 

That's making you numb, 

As evening sets in. 

 

It's soul-transfer time, Beloved. 

Beyond dusk, the dawn shall descend on you. 

It's time for pleasure, Beloved, 

As you lie still, 

Unable to move. 

 

Is’t Lennon, or isn’t Marx? 

Tell me, Beloved, who do you want to be? 

 

I want to be a workman's dream, 

That's all I want to be!  
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২. জরুরী অবস্থা 

 

এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে 

আিরা এে সাকথ 

মনই শ্বাস 

আিরা এে 'জামত'। 

 

এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে  

আিরা থামে এে 

আোকশর মনকচ 

আিরা এে 'পমরবার'। 

 

এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে 

আিরা বমল েথা । 

একে, অপকরর সকঙ্গ 

আিরা এে 'সংগিন'। 

 

এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে 

আিরা হাকত হাত ধকর 

পথ কহেঁকট চমল  

অনে পৃমথবীর 

এে  াকলাবাসার স্বাি মনকে । 

 

এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে 

আিরা লম়ে বা েঁচার তামগকি 

কযন মবপ্লকবর ঠিে পকর 

এ এে অনে সিে ! 
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এই সন্ত্রস্ত সিকে  

জীবন, সম্পেম আর  াকলাবাসা 

সব কযন রাখা আকছ এে 

'অন্তব মতী স্থমগতাবস্থাে'! 

 

'কবেঁকচ' থাোটাই  

জরুরী এখন কযন ! 
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2. Emergency 

 

In these terrified times, 

we breathe collectively,  

we are a nation. 

 

In these terrified times, 

we live beneath the same sky, 

we are a family. 

 

In these terrified times, 

we speak to each other, 

we are an association. 

 

In these terrified times, 

we hold hands and  

walk down the streets 

like lovers from 

another world. 

 

In these terrified times, 

we struggle to live, 

as if it was a different time  

just after the revolution. 

 

In these terrified times, 

Life, relations and love, 

all are kept in 

suspended animation. 

 

To survive  

is the present emergency. 
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৩. আত্মানুসন্ধান 

 

তুমি বকস থাে কচাখ বুকজ 

কিখকব অনু কব িহাশূকনের ওপাকর 

চকল কগকছ কতািার আত্মা । 

 

তুমি বকস থাে কচাখ বুকজ 

কিখকব অনু কব কতািার আত্মা ছুেঁকেকছ 

কতািার পরিাত্মাকে । 

 

তুমি বকস থাে কচাখ বুকজ 

কিখকব কতািার আত্মা ছুেঁকেকছ 

কতািার জীবন, কতািার গহীকন। 

 

তুমি বকস থাে কচাখ বুকজ 

কিখকব অনু কব তুমি আর কতািার  

আত্মা আকছ মিকলমিকশ । 

 

তুমি বকস থাে কচাখ বুকজ 

অনন্ত আকলা কেকে কিকব 

কতািার আত্মা, কতািার িন, কতািার কিহ । 

 

তুমি মে এবার গাইকব 'গান' 

কতািার িুকচাখ বুকজ ? 
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3. Soul-searching 

 

If you sit with your eyes closed,  

You feel your soul transported 

beyond the void. 

 

If you sit with your eyes closed,  

You feel your soul nudge your 

super-conscious self. 

 

If you sit with your eyes closed,  

Your soul embraces your life within. 

 

If you sit with your eyes closed,  

You feel in unison with your soul. 

 

If you sit with your eyes closed,  

Eternal light engulfs 

your soul, your mind, your body. 

 

Will you sing a hymn now 

with your eyes closed ? 

 

Poems by: Pranab Ghosh  

(Both original and translated) 
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Jibanananda Das 

 

Jibanananda Das, a Bengali poet, writer, novelist and essayist, is often acknowledged 

as the premier poet of Bengali literature after Rabindranath Tagore, and considered 

as one of the greatest modern poets in Bengal. He was born on February 17, 1899, 

in Barisal district in the then undivided Bengal. He was dimly recognized during his 

lifetime. However, he became the Bengal’s best loved poet over the time. His poems 

were regarded as part of the Bengali consciousness across the border between India 

and Bangladesh. Jibanananda was one of the five masters of Bangla poetry, known 

as Pancha Pandab during the Kallol school of thoughts in Bengali poetry in the 

1930’s, along with Sudhindranath Dutta, Bishnu Dev, Amiya Chakravarty and 

Buddhadev Bose, who pioneered in bringing the essence of modernism in twentieth 

century Bengali Poetry.     
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১. বনলতা সেন 

[জীবনানন্দ িাস ]  

 

হাজার বছর ধকর আমি পথ হা েঁঠটকতমছ পৃমথবীর পকথ, 

মসংহল সিুদ্র কথকে মনশীকথর অন্ধোকর িালে সাগকর 

অকনে ঘুকরমছ আমি; মবমিসার অকশাকের ধূসর জগকত 

কসখাকন মছলাি আমি; আকরা িরূ অন্ধোকর মবি ম নগকর; 

আমি ক্লান্ত প্রাণ এে, চামরমিকে জীবকনর সিুদ্র সকফন, 

আিাকর িু-িণ্ড শামন্ত মিকেমছল নাকটাকরর বনলতা কসন। 
 

চুল তার েকবোর অন্ধোর মবমিশার মনশা, 

িুখ তার শ্রাবস্তীর োরুোয ম; অমতিরূ সিুকদ্রর 'পর 

হাল ক কে কয নামবে হারাকেকছ মিশা 

সবুজ ঘাকসর কিশ যখন কস কচাকখ কিকখ িারুমচমন-দ্বীকপর ম তর, 

কতিমন কিকখমছ তাকর অন্ধোকর; বকলকছ কস, 'একতামিন কোথাে মছকলন?' 

পামখর নীক়ের িত কচাখ তুকল নাকটাকরর বনলতা কসন। 

 

সিস্ত মিকনর কশকে মশমশকরর শকের িতন 

সন্ধো আকস; ডানার করৌকদ্রর গন্ধ িকুছ কফকল মচল; 

পৃমথবীর সব রে মনক  কগকল পাণ্ডুমলমপ েকর আকোজন 

তখন গকের তকর কজানামের রকে ত্রঝলমিল; 

সব পামখ ঘকর আকস—সব নিী—ফুরাে এ-জীবকনর সব কলনকিন; 

থাকে শুধু অন্ধোর, িুকখািুমখ বমসবার বনলতা কসন 
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Tathagata Banerjee 

 

Tathagata Banerjee is a trilingual novelist, poet and essayist. His published books are 

called 'Insomniac Soliloquies', 'Postcard From Memory Lane', and ‘Hurts that Hate 

You’. Banerjee has two poetry collections, ‘Diary of the Buddha Poet’ and 'Neon 

Sanjhbatir Dystopia’. His works have been collected in anthologies like 'Mahanagarir 

Tirey', 'Shotoborshe Satyajit', 'Alfazon Ki Udaan' and more. SHP Nationwide Writing 

Competition announced Banerjee to be the top-ranking author in the country in 

English language. The writer had been declared a 'Featured Author' by ‘Beyond The 

Panorama’ magazine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 23 of 127 

 

 

 

1. BANALATA SEN 

[JIBANANANDA DAS]  

 

I have been walking these earthly ways for a thousand years 

from the Sinhala seas to the Malay waters, in the dark 

I have wandered a lot; in the gray world of Bimbisara and Ashok, 

I have been there too; even farther in the darkness, in Bidarva City;  

I'm a tired soul, the ocean of life surrounds with its ebb and flow, 

she offered me momentary peace, Natore's Banalata Sen. 

 

Her locks are like the ancient dark nights of Vidisha, 

her face like the sculptures of Shravasti; on a faraway ocean  

like a mariner shipwrecked and lost 

who discovers green grasslands deep into the Cinnamon-Island, 

I've discovered her likewise amidst darkness; said she, ‘Where were you all 

this while?’ 

raising her bird’s-nest eyes, Natore's Banalata Sen.  

 

At day-end, like the sound of dewdrops, 

evening alights; the Kite wipes off the sunshine-smell of its wings; 

once all earthly colours are dimmed, manuscript begins preparation, 

then alight with fireflies’ flicker for the sake of stories; 

All birds come home - all the rivers - all transactions of life are wrapped up; 

remains only darkness, to sit face-to-face with Natore's Banalata Sen. 
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  Sunil Gangopadhyay or Sunil Ganguly 

Sunil Gangopadhyay or Sunil Ganguly (1934-2012), born in Faridpur (now Bangladesh), 

was an Indian Bengali poet and novelist based in the Indian city of Kolkata. In 1953, he 

was one of the founders and editors of the poetry journal Krittibas, long the platform for a 

dynamic generation of the poets. A prolific writer, Gangopadhyay published over two 

hundred volumes of poetry and fiction. The recipient of many wards including the Indian 

Sahitya Akademi Award (the highest national award for literature), he had two novels 

made into films by Satyajit Ray. He created the Bengali fictional character Kakababu, and 

wrote a series of novels on this character, which became significant in Indian Children’s 

Literature. He received the Sahitya Akademi Award in 1985 for his novel Those Days (Shei 

Samay). Gangopadhyay used the pen names Nil Lohit, Sanatan Pathak, and Nil Upadhyay. 
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২. েতযবদ্ধ অভিমান  

[সুনীল গকঙ্গাপাধোে] 

 

এই হাত ছুেঁকেকছ নীরার িুখ 

আমি মে এ হাকত কোকনা পাপ েরকত পামর ? 

কশে মবকেকলর কসই ঝুল বারান্দাে 

তার িুকখ পক়েমছল িুিমান্ত সাহসী এে আকলা 

কযন এে কটমলগ্রাি, িুহকূতম উন্মুক্ত েকর 

নীরার সুেিা 

কচাকখ ও  ুরুকত কিশা হামস, নামে অভ্রমবন্দ ু? 

তখন কস যুবতীকে খুমে বকল ডােকত ইকচ্ছ হে– 

আমি ডান হাত তুমল, পুরুে পাঞ্জার মিকে 

িকন িকন বমল, 

কযাগে হও, কযাগে হকে ওকিা– 

ছুেঁকে মিই নীরার মচবুে 

এই হাত ছুেঁকেকছ নীরার িুখ 

আমি মে এ হাকত আর কোকনামিন 

পাপ েরকত পামর ? 

 

এই ওষ্ঠ বকলকছ নীরাকে ,  াকলাবামস– 

এই ওকষ্ঠ আর কোকনা মিকথে মে িানাে ? 

মসেঁম়ে মিকে নািকত নািকত িকন পক়ে  ীেণ জরুরী 

েথাটাই বলা হেমন 

লঘু িরালীর িকতা নারীঠটকে মনকে যাকব মবকিশী বাতাস 
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আেত্রিে  ূমিেকম্প ক কঙ্গ যাকব সবগুকলা মসেঁম়ে 

থিকে িােঁম়েকে আমি নীরার কচাকখর মিকে…. 

 াকলাবাসা এে তীব্র অঙ্গীোর, কযন িাোপাশ 

সতেবদ্ধ অম িান–কচাখ জ্বালা েকর ওকি, 

 

মসেঁম়েকত িােঁম়েকে 

এই ওষ্ঠ বকলকছ নীরাকে,  াকলাবামস– 

এই ওকষ্ঠ আর কোন মিকথে মে িানাে ? 
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Tathagata Banerjee 

 

Tathagata Banerjee is a trilingual novelist, poet and essayist. His published books are 

called 'Insomniac Soliloquies', 'Postcard From Memory Lane', and ‘Hurts that Hate 

You’. Banerjee has two poetry collections, ‘Diary of the Buddha Poet’ and 'Neon 

Sanjhbatir Dystopia’. His works have been collected in anthologies like 'Mahanagarir 

Tirey', 'Shotoborshe Satyajit', 'Alfazon Ki Udaan' and more. SHP Nationwide Writing 

Competition announced Banerjee to be the top-ranking author in the country in 

English language. The writer had been declared a 'Featured Author' by ‘Beyond The 

Panorama’ magazine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 28 of 127 

 

 

 

2. TRUTH-BOUND PIQUE 

[SUNIL GANGOPADHYAY]  

 

 

This hand has touched Neera's face 

Can I commit a sin with this hand? 

At that veranda on a dying evening 

Terribly brave sun rays shone on her face 

Like a telegram, which suddenly reveals 

Neera's charm 

Is it laughter that glitters on her eyes and brows, or talc? 

Then I want to call the young lady 'little one’ —  

I raise my right hand, to my male fist 

I murmur silently, 

Be worthy, become worthy — 

I touch Neera's chin 

This hand has touched Neera's face  

Can I commit a sin with this hand, ever? 

 

These lips have told Neera, Love You — 

Will a lie ever be suitable on these lips? 

Coming down the staircase, I remember the crucial  

Thing that I forgot to tell her 

She, swan-like, will fly with the foreign winds 

In a sudden earthquake, the stairs will collapse 

Frozen, I stare at Neera's eyes... 

Love is a fierce confession, like a spell is 

Truth-bound pique - my eyes burn, 

Standing on the staircase 

These lips have told Neera, Love You — 

Will a lie ever be suitable on these lips? 
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     Sangeeta Banerjee 

Author and Translator 

 

Sangeeta Banerjee is a trilingual poet, a literary enthusiast, and is currently associated 

with Heritage Academy as a full-time English faculty member. She is an active 

member of the Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library, Kolkata. She is the 

author of the book “Trifling Metaphors: Verses From a Chaotic Soul”(2021). Her 

literary works have been published in various esteemed journals. She is a recipient 

of the 21st Century Emily Dickinson Award, hosted by BookLeaf Publishing. 
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১. সিকের বে্বধাকন 

কিঘ, তুমি মে জাকনা বৃঠি লুমেকে রাখার িাকন? 

নগরীর বুকে, পকথ-প্রান্তকর রাকের  ীক়ে 

যখন হৃিকে নাকি জ্বর,  াকে প্রাসাি, 

এম়েকে চমল  াকলাবাসা, সন্তপ মকণ। 

তবু এ়োে না আকলা়েন, আকলা কিকখ 

বকে চকল সিকের নিী, বেকসর িকতা। 

 

নগর, তুমি মে জাকনা সবুজ লুমেকে রাখার িাকন? 

শে কছক়েকছ ছমব, িৃতুে কছক়েকছ মবোি, 

শহর জকু়ে আজ এে ক্লান্ত অবক্ষে। 

 গ্ন হৃিকের সরু আজ িাকতনা ছকন্দ, 

স্বপ্ন কিমখ তবুও, েে্াকফরা িাকত উন্মত্ত  াকোমলকন, 

তুমি আমি আজও  াোগ়ো ইমতহাকসর সাক্ষী। 

 

িন, তুমি মে জাকনা বে্থা লুমেকে রাখার িাকন? 

কনানা জকল ধুকে যাে কচাখ, সিে কযন আমফি, 

ঘুি ধকর যাে শুধু, তবু ঘূণ ধকরনা তাকত। 

রাত্রি বাক়ে, ঘম়েকত বাক়ে সিকের করাত, 

েরুণ বৃঠি নাকি আজ েকলামনকত, 

িন কবাঝাই েকর অকপক্ষা, িৃমত আর সিকের বে্বধাকন। 
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1. TIME AND DISTANCE 

 

Cloud, do you realize what it means to secrete the rain? 

Amidst the lanes and masses of the city, 

When my broken heart feels feverish pangs, facades crumble, 

I drift away from love, carefully. 

Still, I feel the passion, throbbing, 

Like the river of time, ageing softly. 

 

City, do you realize what it means to secrete the soft green hue? 

Unpainted words remain with sorrow-less deaths, 

What remains is a lingering aura of waste. 

The broken hearts do not believe in rhythms anymore, 

Still, we dream about the mad tunes of violins in cafés, 

Where you and I still stand, creating history. 

 

Mind, do you realize what it means to secrete pain? 

The salty waters wash the eyes, 

Addicted to time, we sleep, but remain alive. 

The night deepens, time and tide flow through the clock, 

The colony gets drenched today in sorrowful rain, 

And rain brings in waiting, between memories and time. 
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২. কহিকন্তর ঝ়ে 

 

আিার সিস্ত না থাো জকু়ে থাকে 

কহিকন্তর ঝ়ে, োশফুকলর সুবাস, 

ম কজ থাে কহিন্ত অকবলার বৃঠিকত। 

িকনর িকধে জািুঘর, হাজার জীবাকের  ী়ে, 

আ়োকল কথকে জ্বালাকল আগুন, কহিন্ত। 

আজ কসই ঝক়ে খানখান িন খারাপ, 

ধুকে যাে ছাইচাপা সব ক্ষত। 

টুেকরা হে হৃিে, কহিন্ত। 

কযকত মিই কিঘ, বৃঠি, সৃঠি, ধ্বংস 

োমবে্ে মবহ্বলতার িাকঝ। 

এখকনা প্রাণ আকছ, কহিন্ত, 

তাই হৃিকের টুেকরা মবমলকে মিই। 

েংত্রিকটর িাকঝ তারা ফুকট উিুে আবার, 

বৃঠির মছকটকফােঁটা হকে। 
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2. AUTUMN STORM 

 

My absent presence is overlaid 

By an autumnal storm, the scent of kaash flowers, 

Let my Autumn stay drenched in unseasonal rain. 

The fossils crowd the museum of my heart, but 

Autumn, you still ignite surreptitious fire. 

The storm shatters despair,  

washes away the ruins of hidden wounds. 

The broken heart breaks again, O Autumn. 

I let everything go in poetic frenzy,  

Clouds and rain, creation and disasters. 

Life remains in me, I feel it, Autumn, 

As I give away the broken pieces of my heart. 

Let them flourish in the concrete jungle, 

Let them crash on the earth like rain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 34 of 127 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Classics 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 35 of 127 

 

    

Rabindranath Tagore 

 

Rabindranath Tagore (1861-1941), the illustrious son of Maharshi Debendranath 

was born at Jorasanko Thakurbari in Calcutta. He received his education at home, 

and at the age of seventeen years was sent to England for formal schooling. Though 

he did not finish formal schooling, he was a polymath. He met with early success as 

a writer in Bengal. His translation of his own collection of poems ‘Gitanjali: Song 

Offerings’ fetched him the highest literary award, and he became the first Nobel 

Laureate in India. Tagore was equally adept in all literary genres, but he is primarily 

known as a poet, as Bishwa Kobi. He established ‘Bishwa Bharati’, a university in 

Shantiniketan as an inclusive seat of education. 
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সিামপ্ত 

  

পকথ যতমিন মছনু ততমিন অকনকের সকন কিখা। 

সব কশে হল কযখাকন কসথাে তুমি আর আমি এো। 

নানা বসকন্ত নানা বরোে 

অকনে মিবকস অকনে মনশাে 

কিকখমছ অকনে, সকহমছ অকনে, মলকখমছ অকনে কলখা– 

পকথ যতমিন মছনু ততমিন অকনকের সকন কিখা। 

 

েখন কয পথ আপমন ফুরাকলা, সন্ধো হল কয েকব! 

মপছকন চামহো কিমখনু েখন চমলো মগোকছ সকব। 

কতািার নীরব মন ৃত  বকন 

জামন না েখন পমশনু কেিকন। 

অবাে রমহনু আপন প্রাকণর নূতন গাকনর রকব। 

েখন কয পথ আপমন ফুরাকলা, সন্ধো হল কয েকব! 

 

মচহ্ন মে আকছ শ্রান্ত নেকন অশ্রুজকলর করখা? 

মবপুল পকথর মবমবধ োমহনী আকছ মে ললাকট কলখা? 

রুমধো মিকেছ তব বাতােন, 

মবছাকনা রকেকছ শীতল শেন, 

কতািার সন্ধোপ্রিীপ-আকলাকে তুমি আর আমি এো। 

নেকন আিার অশ্রুজকলর মচহ্ন মে যাে কিখা! 
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Amita Ray 

 

AMITA RAY, a former Associate Professor in English and Vice- Principal of a 

college, is based in Kolkata. She is a translator, short story writer, reviewer and poet. 

She has four volumes of translations and a collection of short stories to her credit. 

She has brought out a collection of poems UNTIL BIRDS SING. She is an 

Executive Council member of the IPPL Kolkata. Her translation of Abanindranath 

Tagore’s KHIRER PUTUL has been inducted in the post-graduate English 

curriculum of Burdwan University. 
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THE END 

 

While on journey down the path 

I encountered many a soul. 

Arriving at the end point 

You and I are alone. 

In the many springs and many monsoons 

during the passage of many a day and night 

I observed a lot, endured much, 

penned many creations — 

In the journey down the path 

I encountered many souls. 

 

Caught unawares, the path itself ended, 

knew not when eventide fell! 

Looking back, I found, all 

have retired since a long spell.  

In your silent solitary abode 

unknowingly I had entered, 

wonderingly immersed in  

the new songs of my heart. 

No inkling was there, the path ended 

trailing to sundown. 
 

Is there in the weary eyes 

trace of a trickling tear? 

Myriad stories of a vast journey, 

are they scripted on the forehead! 

You have closed the window, 

the cool couch lies ready, 

in the gleam of Your evening lamp 

You and I are alone. 

Does my eye reflect 

a trace of my tears! 
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डा. तेजस्विनी दीपक पाटील  

आटटस ्अँड क ामसट क ालेज कासेगाि साांगली, महाराष्ट्र में अङ््गरेजी की सहयोगी प्राध्यापक के रूप में 

कायटरत, आप त्रैभास्िक किस्यस्त्र है। आप के अङ््गरेजी भािा में तीन कस्िता सांरह Talons and 

Nets, Verses of Silence, A Glass of Time प्रकास्ित हैं, स्जस में एक रोमास्नयन भािा में 

अनुस्दत हो चकुी है। आप की अङ््गरेजी कस्िताएँ भारत, इांग्लांड, अमेररका, साऊथ आस्िका आस्द 

देिोंसे प्रकास्ित कस्िता सांरहों में समास्िष्ट की जा चुकी हैं।   

आप का स्हन्दी कस्िता सांरह ‘कायनात’ के िीिटक से प्रकास्ित ह।ै आप की मराठी कस्िताएँ 

प्रास्तस्नधीक कस्िता सांरहों में तथा पस्त्रकाओां में प्रकास्ित हो चकुी हैं। इन के अलािा आप की एक 

समीक्षा पुवतक भी Relations and Relationship िीिटक से प्रकास्ित है।  

आप तीन आांतराटष्ट्रीय, एक राष्ट्रीय तथा दो राज्य वतरीय पुरवकारों से सम्मास्नत है।  

आप आांतराटष्ट्रीय मास्सक पस्त्रका, Innsæi, An International Journal of Creative 

Literature, Art, Translation and Research for  Peace and Humanity की सांवथापक 

सांचालक  ह।ै आप आस्दिक्ती मस्हला रामीण स्िगरिेती सहकारी पतसांवथा की सांवथापक सांचालक  

ह।ै  
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Dr. Tejaswini Patil(Dange) works as an Associate Professor in English in A.C. College, 

Kasegaon, (Sangli, Maharashtra). Founder Director, INNSÆI Journal & MatruAkshar 

Journal. She’s a widely published trilingual poet writing in Marathi, Hindi and English. The 

books to her credit are- English- ‘Talons and Nets’, ‘Verses of Silence’ and ‘A Glass of 

Time’, translated into Romanian.  Hindi poems, Kaainat. A reference book: ‘Relations and 

Relationship’, Edited: Poetry and Literature World Vision Anthology ‘Literature and Art 

for Peace and Humanity’; ‘Mystical Voices’, Lilith Vol.1, Wings of Poesy. 

Awards: Diploma: Nominee for the World Award from Rahim Karim (2022); Certificate as 

Peace- Pax Ambassador and Delegate in Karad from Argentina; International Double 

Certificate of Appreciation from China, Greece, Mexico (2023); Certificate of Thanks and 

Gratitude on International Non-Violence Day 2nd October, 2022. Poetry: the best of 2020: 

Poets of the World (U.S.A.), Peace-PAX Ambassador & Delegate in Karad,Maharashtra, 

India (Argentina) 
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मौन 

 

मैं मौन ह ूँ। 
इसलिए नह ीं की वह मौन  

मेरे अींदर से क ीं डलिनी की तरह 

लिपट कर आया है 

मस्ततष्क तक। 
 

इसलिए नह ीं की वह आसपास स े

पनपता है हर डाि, हर शाख पर। 
 

इसलिए भी नह ीं की 
मेरे मौन रहने स ेककसी की 
कोई भी बात रूकती नह ीं है। 
 

म झ ेपता है, 

म झ ेबोिना चाहहए। 
आसपास की हर चचन्गार  
जब ब झा द  गई है और 
एक एक उठनेवाि  आवाज को 
दबाया जा रहा है, 

म झ ेबोिना चाहहए। 
 

मगर मेर  जबान पर  
सनातन सींतकृती का पहिे तािा िगाया गया था, 
स्जसे मैंने तोड हदया। 
किर उन्होंने पैतकृ शृींखिाओीं स े 

बाूँध हदए पैर 
और बींद कर हदया काि कोठर  में।  
मैंने वहाूँसे भी रोशनी के स राग ननकाि लिए। 
तो अब उन्होंने कीिें ठोंक द  है 
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ननववतरता की... 
सरे आम ननचोड़कर रखने की। 
 

अब कोई आवाज स नाई नह ीं देती, 
जो धीरज बाूँध सके 

मेर  जैसी कई आवाजोंका। 
मैं च प ह ूँ, भयभीत ह ूँ, मौन ह ूँ। 
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Silence 
 
I am silent. 

Not because that silence has popped up  

Clinging around the Kundalini  

Up to my cerebrum; 

Not because it grows naturally  

On every branch, every bough; 

Not even because  

My silence does not obstruct  

Anyone’s flow of life. 

 

I know, I need to speak. 

when every spark is extinguished 

And every speaking voice is smothered.  

I must speak. 

 however my voice was first locked  

by the strong seal of the ancient culture 

that I broke.  

then they enlaced my feet with patriarchal chains 

and locked me in the dark dungeon. 

But I searched for the signals of the light. 

 

Now, they have hammered my tongue  

with the nails of the nakedness 

with the dread of extracting my essence in public. 

 

I don’t hear any sound of support, cheer 

To rise again. 

So, I am frightened, I am quiet, I am silent.  
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संजीव वॆरॆकंार Sanjeev Verenkar 

 
 

Sanjiv Verenkar is an eminent Konkani poet, essayist, and journalist.  He passed 

away at 64. He was conferred on with the Sahitya Akademi award in 2021 in Konkani for 

his collection of poems ‘Raktachandan.’ Verenkar started writing in Konkani in 1978. He 

described himself as “a social poet”. He authored 17 books, nine of which are poetry 

collections. Some of his poems have been translated into English by Prakash Thali and 

published in a collection, “Village Evening”. 

He has been awarded the Vimala Pai Puraskar for ‘Aswasth Surya’, Vishwa 

Konkani Kavita Kruti Puraskar, Dr T M A Pai Foundation Award for ‘Sanj Sulus’, All 

India Radio Puraskar for ‘Vastu Purushacho Asth Zatana’ and Konkani Bhasha Mandal 

Puraskar for ‘Bhavjumbar’ and ‘Mumbar’. 
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1. कॊलॆ राजा जावंक सॊदता 
 

रानातल्या  
वाग, लशींवाींची जाता ना जावींक िागल्या 
दॆख न क यॊ घाि त घाि त 

कॊिॆ नाच ींक िागल्यात 

आपिॆ ींच राज्य यॆतिॆ ीं म्हण न 

 

म्हज्या धाकट्या सलमधाक तर 
रानात वाग शीींव आसतात 

म्हण न खबरूच ना 
तॆ ीं कॊल्याींक च राजा म्हणटा 
 

हाींवॆ ीं ताका ककतिें साींगिॆ ीं 
कॊिॆ राजा न्हय म्ह ण 

तॆ ीं आयक ीं क च तयार ना 
 

ताचीय म्हण न  तशी 
व्हडि शी च क ना 
ताणॆ राजा म्हण न लमरयताना 
कॊल्याक च पळयिा 
 

हाींव य ताका  
वाग हाड न दाखॊवींक शक ीं क ना 
म्हाका आताीं एक च लभराींत 

सलमधा वाींगडची आनी िाटि   
सगळीीं भ रगीीं  
कॊल्याींक च राजा म्हणत म्हण न !! 
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2. एन्टिक 

 

तॆ हदसा 
म्हज्या एका लमराल्या 
सॊय-याच्या आलिशान  

बींगल्याींत हाींव लभतर सरिॊ 
ताका "एस्न्टक"वतत ींचॊ 
सामकॊ सॊ ींस 

सींवसाराींतिॆ ीं जॆ ीं जॆ ीं पॊरणॆ ीं 
तॆ ीं तॆ ीं ताका प्रिय 

ताचॆ खातीर तॊ 
ककतिॆय पयशॆ मॆजता 
ताच्या बींगल्याींत 

दर एकॆ स वातॆर 
खींयच्या खींयच्यान  

ियदा करून हाडडल्ल्यॊ 
"एस्न्टक"वतत  
सॊबीत ब-यॊ माींडडल्ल्ल्यॊ 
सानन धाकणॊ,खिबतॊ, 
खावचॆ पानाींचॊ डबॊ,ताब ि िळॆीं, 
सॊ-याचॆ काब ॆ

ध ाितॆर, व ाल्तॆर सगळॆीं 
"ह्या वतत ींचॆ ीं म ॊि करप कठीण 

ि डाराक त्यॊ मॆळच्यॊच नात 

हाींवॆ ीं हॆीं सगळॆीं साींबाळ न दवरिाीं" 
अशॆ ीं साींग न ताण ॆ

बींगल्याींतल्यॊ वतत  भॊव न दाखयल्यॊ 
एक च "एस्न्टक"पीस सॊड न 

तॊ ताणॆ वदृ्धाश्रमात व्हरून दवरिा!!! 
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Translation   

 
Mukesh Thali 

Mukesh Thali is a noted writer, Translator, lexicographer, journalist, columnist and a 

multifaceted personality. Retired from All India Radio Panaji as a newscaster on 30 June 

2023. He has four essay books published in Konkani and has penned original and adapted, 

translated plays for Kala Academy Konkani Drama Competition. wrote one act plays and 

has Won prizes.  His Do re mi fa  prize winning Konkani drama book has been published. 

He has translated around 60 Konkani short stories into English. Published in renowned 

magazines like Frontline, Sahitya Akademi journals.  

Awards: 

Goa Konkani Akademi and Goa Kala Akademi State Award for Hansdhwani Konkani 

essays book. Konkani Bhasha Award for best columnist and also for radio journalism. 

Chamber of commerce and industry award for radio journalism. Lokmat daily Goan of the 

year Award. 
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The Fox Aspires for the Throne 

 

The lions and the tigers 

Of the jungle are becoming extinct 

The foxes, therefore, are 

Capering in glee 

Howling and whistling, 

Anticipating their imminent Kingdom 

 

MY younger daughter Samidha 

Does not have an inkling 

That those big Cates even exist 

She has awarded Kingship to the fox 

 

In vain did I try 

to make her understand  

that the fox is not the rightful King. 

But she listens to naught. 

 

Indeed, she is not at fault. 

She has seen none but the fox  

parading as King. 

 

where are the lions and tigers 

That I could get 

For her to behold? 

 

Now i shudder in fear that 

Soon she her peers and posterity 

Would hail the fox as King of the jungle 
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The Antiques 

 

That day 

I called upon my friend 

At his splendid bungalow 

 

He is very fond 

Of antiques, 

All things old, the World over 

To him are quite dear. 

On them he spends a lot. 

 

In every nook and cranny 

Sit pretty 

Many a marker of antiquity 

 

Oven mortar 

Betel leaf tin, a dice game, 

Wine carboy, 

Rocking chair.... 

 

"Scarce can one estimate 

The worth of these priceless rarities 

The future hods no place for them. 

Hence i have collected them" 

 

Saying thus 

He led me on 

a round of his house. 

Acquainting me with 

Each of his priced possessions. 

 

Curiously, one was missing. 

The one that now 

Graces the confines 

OF an old age home. 
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Short Story 
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Devidas Kadam 

 

Devidas Kadam is one of the eminent Konkani writers. He has written short stories, 

dramas, and novels. He has been conferred with many prestigious awards including the 

Sahitya Akademi award.  
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मठी 
 

ग्राम प रसा मठयेंति  बसका सोंपि . गाींवठण हाल्िें. शींकरबाब कमराचो वािो साींबाळत 

उठिो. उठटना तेका पाींय धररल्िेवर  जािें. देवा, हाींव जाणटो जाव ीं ना म ? मनाींत यवेज वप 

जाता थींय आसा, ख्रिणाींतच मन थककल्िे वर  हदसि. बेठेंच. इतिे बेगीन जाणटो जावप म्हाका 

उपकारचें ना. चार भ रगीीं गाींठीक आसात. तीीं मागावक िागता मेरेन रटें दण्णोंक जाय!  

शींकरबाब भायर सरिो. 

पाींयाींक चामड्याची जोतीीं चडयतना तेणें प रसा मठयेर नदर भोंवडायि . ककत्याक ह सको 

करतात हे मठयेचो? मठी अज न खींय जीणव जाल्या? म्हगेर घरा मठयेक चयल्यार ह  काय 

बर ! गळ्ळेच पावसान 

दोन थेंबे जाल्यार लभतर गभवग डी ना? प रसाक काय थींडी जोर बादचो ना. तोच हेराींचो थींडी-जोर 

पयस करता... गरजे भायर ताकतीक ह ... येवजणेंत तो चि ींक िागिो. तेच्या साींगात्याींक- 

गोंयदाक, स क्र क, 

क शाि क- “येताीं रे...!” म्हणचें धींगणय तेका उरूीं क ना.   

हेर द गदगे उण ेआसात म्ह ण आयज एक नवो द गद गो तकिेंत वसतेक येनयल्िो. ह सको 

क शीक काड न तकि  हग र करूीं या म्हटल्यार कजवदार  कसो तकिेंतल्यान हािनासिो. सामको 

ख रमाींडी घाि न बलशल्िो. 

मनशान इतिें लभज ड ककत्याक आसचें? चार जणाीं म खार तेणें आपि  कथा आनी व्यथा 

माींड ींकय िाट -ि डें करचें? घराींति  अब्र  चार वणट ीं भायर वच ींक हदवीं नये, ह  मनशाची 

सींक चीत वतृ्ती. एक ि टककरो 

हींब तो! 

 

मागीर तेणें तवताक च प्रवचारिें, तशें आसल्यार त वें तेंकाीं साींग ींक ना ककत्याक? घडये तेंकाीं त जी  
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काक ट येता आसि . तो जाणा, खींयचोच मनीस तशें कररना. मनीस आयजवेर हो हींब घेवनच 

स्जयेिा. आपि  काक ट केल्ि  कोणाक जाय? 

तो हेंव य जाणा, भायल्या ववे्हारा कडेन लभतरिो हहशेब ज ळ्ळो जाल्यारच मनीस तडीर पावता, 

नातर तो घ तपता. हें घ तपवप भोव जीव खावपी आसता.  

आयज तोव य घ तपिा... 

शींकरबाब चर चरव करून जोतीीं वाजयत चितािो. एकटोच. आपिेच येवजणेंत. हरशीीं तो 

आपल्या हेर साींगात्याीं वाींगडा गजाि  करत येवपी. प ण न आयज तेका एके खर येवजणेन हेराीं 

साक न वेगळायत 

सटसट त पाविाीं मारत चि ींक िानयल्िो. मनीस आपिेच येवजणते घ तपल्यार खींय तेका 

हेराींची साींगात नाका आसता. ताचेंय तेंच जाल्िें. तकिे वयर काींव काींव करत कावळ्याींचें एक 

लभरें हदगींतराक वच ींक 

िाचगल्िें. तेंचेर नदर वचना ि डें शींकरान मनाींत म्हणिें,  

“चल्िे बाबडे आपल्या घरा.” 

शींकरबाबाक हदसिें, हरेकाक, तो मागीर जीव-जींत  आस ीं, जनावर आस ीं, सवणव आस ीं नातर मनीस 

आस ीं, घरा परत चेंच पडटा. घर कोणाक च किाीं? स्जवाक थीर करपी, इस्राम हदवपी घर हैं हरेकाक 

जाय आसता, देख नच सगळी आपि ीं घराीं करतात. 

आताीं तेका खोिायने होिमिें, खऱयाींनीच मनशाक मोह-माया कत वबाच्या साींपळ्याींनी बाींद न 

दवरता तें घरच! हात ींतल्यान स टप भोव कठीण. हात ींत घ तपल्ल्याींक मणव स द क नाका आसता. 

मणव मनशाचो प णव 

प्रवसव हें स द क प्रवसरायेर उडयता हें घरच! 

हेंच घर म खार मनशाक ककतें करूीं क िायना? ह्या घरा पासत रटे दण्णोवचे पडटात. हाडाीं 

झरोवचीीं पडटात. वटवटे काडचे पडटात. चोंय हदकाींनी हेडचें पडटा. स्जवाक प्रवसव, इस्राम मेळचे  
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पासत केल्िें हें घरच स्जवाचो प्रवसव आनी इस्राम दोन य गोळाक िायता. मागीर तो आपिे 

लभतरूच म म रखें हाींसिो. तेणें मनाींत म्हणिें, खरे ह शार िकीर-सींन्याशी! तेंकाीं घराीं नाका 

आसतात... मागीर तेणें येवस्जिें, तशें चवींक गेल्यार तेंव य खरें न्ह ीं! काीं स द क ननमाणे कडेन 

प्रवसोव घेवींक खींयतर  आिालशरो जायच! 

एकवट त, हरेक स्जवाक राबबतो करूीं क घर जाय, हें कोण च न्हयकारचो ना. 

प ण न... 

देवाचें ककतें...? 

देवाक खऱयाींनीच घर जाय...? 

देव प राय ब्रह्माींड व्याप न आसा म्हणटात, मागीर तेका हे इल्िेशे देवमठ्येंत घ रमटोन दवरप 

सारकें ? त मकाीं मान्य आसल्यार दवरात गा! प ण न, हें करतना, हेराींचे घरमठयेर नाींगर ध ींवचो 

ना हेचें धींगण आस ीं!   

आमी सगळी तेचीींच भ रगीीं म्हणटात न्ह ीं? तो आपल्या भ रगयाींक मागावर उडोवन आप ण स रक्षीत 

रावींक सोदतिो? शींकरबाबाच्या ह्या प्रवचाराक चार जणाीं म खार मोि ना, हें शींकरबाब जाणा. 

भौसाचेर जाल्िो एकवट त सींतकार होच खरेिो. घरची वाट माड्डयतना तेका मक्तास राचीीं 

उतराीं कानाींर माररल्िेवर  

परत न परत न येवजताि ीं. आद  आमी देवाची ख ींट  मारून, मागीर आमची मठी जोडल्या. देख न 

देवाचे मठयेचो प्रवचार आद ीं जावींक जाय. मागीर आमचे मठयेचो! आमी लभजल्यार कोंता येता, 

देव लभज ींक िावो ना! तेका लभज ींक हदना जाल्यार, तो आमकाीं लभज ींक हदवचो ना! 

देव लभजता?... 

देव केन्नाय लभजिा ?...  

देवय केन्ना लभज ींक ना आनी मक्तास रय लभज ींक ना. आमी सगळे गाींवकार स्जते आसा मेरेन 

देव कसोच लभजचो ना! भाटाीं-बेसान चगरेतत आलशल्िो मक्तास रय लभजचो ना! लभजल्यात  
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आनी लभजतात ते आमी. रैताव, क ळवाडी, नाींगर कशे गाींवकार! सगळे वटेन लभजतात! गेल्ल्या 

पावसाींत आमी लभस्जल्ि . घरमठयेंत लभतर रावनय लभस्जल्ि . भायर घोगयाींनी पावस रकतािो 

आनी प्रवसकळ जाल्ल्या नळ्याींतल्यान लभतर गळटािें. मागीर करप जािें. खींय खींय म्हण 

ताटाीं दवरतिे ? चथींगा तोप दवर, ताटाीं दवर पोरूीं  लभस्जल्ि ीं, तशीीं, अींद य लभजति ीं. लभजचेंच!  

अींद  घर सारकें  करूीं  ना जाल्यार इपतटा जाति . घराचे पाकाशे बरगल्यात. ररपी मोडल्यात. 

तेत ींत माकडान उडी घेवन नळेय गेल्यात. ककति ीं वसाव जाि ीं घराचे कोपरे किवाींनी लशवप 

जाता. िाटिे वटेन वणट र गळ न गळ न वणत पड ींक पावल्या. वणट न खाींब्या कडल्यान आींग 

सोडिाीं. धींय माती भरुन य भरवींसो ना. ह्या पावसाींत घर द रुतत कररना जाल्यार ती शेतव 

पडटा. लभतर जनेिाींची, 

दाराींचीय पररस्तथती येगळी ना. तेंच्यो चौकट  वाळटेन खायल्यात. तेत ींतल्यान साींसवाीं गळटात. 

घरकान्न ककतिे द स जािे, िाट क िागल्या, "घर सारकें  करून घयेा, ना जाल्यार ह्या पावसाींत 

तें ह डी घेता! मातये वणट ींचें आजे- पोंज्यान काडडल्िें पोन्न घर तें!” 

एक द स कें वरे काडत शींकरबाबान म्हणिें स द क, “घेवीं, घेवीं, ह डी घवेीं. सगळीीं रातचीीं स्न्हहदल्ि  

आसतनाच घेवीं ह डी. एके पर न प राय मेकळे जातिे. िाटल्यान रड ींक कोण उरचो ना.” 

खऱयाींनीच घर जाणट्या मनशाीं वर  बागवोन येयिाीं. भरवींसो दवरप प्रपशेपणाचें. दाम ि  पायण 

बिाींट न शींकरबाब बाींदार ययेिो. म खाल्ल्यान क श्टबाब येतािो. 

“बसका जाि  रे शींकरा?” म्हणत क श्टबाब येवन शींकरबाबा म खार थारिो. खाींदा वेिें खोरें 

सकयि दवरिें. काश्टेच्या म खार सोडनयल्ल्या शेवान ह मने चचपचचप्रपल्िें तोंड प सिें. तो 

उकतोच आसिो. आनी वावरा गेल्िो आताींच परततािो म्ह ण तेचें ह मेन लभस्जल्िें आींगच 

साींगतािें.  

“द , एक इडी द ..." 

“खींय गेल्िो त ीं?”” शींकरबाबान आपिे धव ेबींडेंतल्यान धवो चवकनी इडेकीं डो भायर काडत  
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प्रवचारिें. 

“पोरसाक अगळ काड न ययेिाीं... जािें ना पोरस ीं करचें आताीं?” 

“म्हगेिें आनी अगळ काडवचें तशेंच उरिाीं..." अशें म्हणत शींकरबाबान कीं ड्याींतल्यान एक इडी 

काड न क श्टबाबाक हदि . आनी एक आपल्या तोंडाक िायि . िार काड न आपि  इडी पेटयि . 

मागीर “ह ीं...घे” म्हणत पेहटल्िें िायटर क श्टबाबा म खार धरिें. क श्टबाबान इडी पेटोवन द कोट 

सोडत प्रवचारिें,  

“बसका जाि ?” 

“हय तर!” मागीर क श्टबाबाच्या तोंडा कडने रोम न चयत म्हटिें, 

“त ीं येवीं ना कसो ?” 

“त ीं आनी ककतें इचारता शींकरा? स न भाणत जाल्ि  नकळो ? 

स येर न्ह ? देवळमठी भश्टय म्हणटा?” 

“थोऽ थोऽ थोऽ थो! इसल्िों म रे हाींव!” शींकरबाबान पोल्यार मारून घेत म्हणिें.  

"तकिेर नाका नाका जाल्िे पेज येनयल्ल्यान, हे हदसाडेन भोवच इसरप जाता, ना अशें न्ह !” 

“म्हाका साींग, ककतें थारिें बसकें त?” 

“प रसामठ परथ न बाींदचो!” 

“प राय ?” 

“हय! चोंय वटेच्यो पोरन्यो वणट्यो पाडप. थींय नव्यो वणट्यो उब्यो करप, वयर लसिेब.”  

"लसिेब?" 

“हयतर! देवळमठी लसिेबाची काडिे बगर तेका लसिेबाचें घर काड ींक मेळना न्ह ! देव कोपचो 
ना?" 

“सारकें  त जें हाीं शींकरबाब, आताीं व्हडल्या घरचीीं मनशाीं, तोंड कोण उगडटिो?” 
“प ण आमचेर पेटण ेपडटात! तेमी ह डटात म्ह ण आमच्याींनी ह ड ींक जाता? आद ींच आमगे 
पाींयाींक पेटके येयल्यात...!” 

“हय रे ऽऽ बाबा!” क श्टबाबान इडयेचो झ रको घेवन द कोट भायर सोडत म्हणिें. “प ण एक खरें  
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रे शींकरा, देवळमठी ख बच जीणव जाल्या रे!” 

“हय रे, प ण म्हगे घरा मठये इति  न्ह  न्ह !” 

हाचेर क श्टबाब खो-खो करून हाींसिो. हाींसताीं-हाींसताीं खोक- खोक करून खोकिो. उपराींत 'हाक् 
थ ' करून बचको भर थ कत म्हण क िागिो,  
“सारकें  त गेिें, जण एकल्यािें जण एकल्याक!” 

“आनी तेंव य देवा परब ेपयि ीं जाव ीं जाय म्हणटा! तेचो प त प्रवज्नेर जावन येयिा न्ह , तो 
पयशे उब ेकेल्यार बाींद न हदवची जापसािदारकी घेता म्हणटा. 
“तशें जाल्यार तेंकिें म रे येवन!” 

"म्हणच तकि  प्रपकार जाल्या.” 

“गाींवठणान मत हदिें?" 

“मक्तास रान साींगल्यार गाींवठण ना म्हणटा?” 
क श्टबाबान ह तकारो सोडिो. तेच्या तोंडाींत आलशल्िो नालशल्िो द कोटय भायर सरिो. 
“ककतें तें?” 
शींकरबाबान इडयेचो घोंट घेनयल्िो तो तेणें नाका-तोंडाींतल्यान भायर सोडडनासतना नकळट 
चगळ्ळो. घ तमटिो आनी खोक ीं  िागिो. 
‘मरूीं  तो!' म्हणत खीण भर हड्डें प सत रागिो. जशें काय हेणें हड्ड ेवयल्यान प सतकीर लभतर 
द कोट सकयि देंवतिो. 
“लशवरामान साींगिें तेका, आप ण एक घरामठी काडची येवस्जताीं. आपिें घर पोन्नें जािाीं..." 
“मागीर ककतें म्हणिो?” 
“तेचीीं सद्दाींचीींच शाणेशातराीं! आपिेंच खरें करप!... लशवराम मागीर तोंडाींत िोव घाि न 
ओगगी.”  

“म्हाका साींग, एकेकल्याक िाळो कसो येयिा?" 

“खाींडयेक तीन हजार आनी शेंडयेक पाींयशीीं रुपया.” 

“म्हाकाय अींद  जडच तें! ध येिे व्हारडडकेचें येवस्जतािों...!” 

“त का िकत ध येिे व्हारडडकेचें! म्हजे म खार इल्िे पेच नात!” 

शींकरबाबान इडये पोंत मोख न भायर मारत म्हणिें,  
“एक खरें क श्टबाब, चगरेतत मनशाक केन्नाच कसिेंच म खेिपण हदवीं नय,े तकेा गर ब मनशाक 

मतीींत घेवन प्रवचार करप जमना! आनी द सरे म्हणल्यार, उगड ींक लशक ीं क जाय.” 

गाींवठणान तोंड  
“सारकें  त जें!” क श्टबाबाक य तेजें उिवणें मानविें.  
मागीर उिवणीीं मद ींच त टयत शींकरबाबान म्हणिें, 
“क श्टबाब, हाींव यतेाीं, आयजच हाींवें घराकडने हर  मेतताक आपयिा. नतनसाींज कारेरशें यो म्ह ण 
साींचगल्िें...” 
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"बरें...” 

शींकरबाब चि ींक िागिो. खोरें उखि न खाींदार घेवन क श्टबाबय चि ींक िागिो. चार पाविाीं ि डें 
वतकच शींकरबाब अचकीत थारिो. िाटल्यान चयन तेणें क श्टबाबाक सादयिें,  
“क श्टा, हाींयें काींय उियिें ना हाीं! काींय उियिें ना!” 

“हाीं... हाीं... कळ्ळें!” क श्टबाबान हात उखािन साींगिें. “काींय उियिो ना त ीं!” 

दोग य दोन हदकेन ि डें चि ींक िागिे... 
शींकरबाबान हहशेब केल्िो, पाींच खाींडयेची जमीण म्हटल्यार पींदरा हजार रुपया. चार भ रगीीं 
आनी आमी दोगाींय म्हटल्यार स जणाींिे शेंडयेचे तीन हजार वट्ट अठरा हजार! हदवचें काींय 
च कना! 
क श्टबाब ध येिे व्हारडडकेचें येवस्जता, 'तेगिेे ध ये परस म्हगे व्हडि  ध व दोन वर्ाांनी व्हड. 
गळ्याक िागिाीं. आद ीं मोड ींक येनयल्ि  घरा मठी द रुतत करूीं या म्ह ण आसाीं. व्हारडडकेचें 
ि डल्या वसाव चवया 
म्ह ण आसाीं. व्हारडीक तोंडाची ती? नोकरे लशपायाक हदवची म्हणल्यार उण्याींत उणें एकोणीस 
तोळे भाींगर आनी एकोणीस हजार मागति.े ते भायर हेर खचव! 
रैताव मनीस, शेतकामती. करतिो कसो?  

खेतें हागतिें ककतिें आनी शेणी थापतिें ककतिें? पाींच खाींडये जमणीर स पोटाीं भरूीं क जाय. 
दोग य ध वाींक म ट्र क मेरेन लशकयिें, व्हडिो प त बारावेक आनी धाकिो धावेक. तेंच्या 
लशक्षणाचो खचव उणो? 

आताींचो जमानो चयल्यार भ रगीींय चडच जाि ीं ती. करतिों ककतें तेंकाीं? हें आताीं यवेजता... 
तेन्ना बायिे म्हऱयाींत वयतना येवज ीं ना! शींकरबाबाल्या बापाय तेंपार तेंगेि  धा खाींडयेची 
जमीन आसि . 
स खाींडयेचें सरदें शेत आनी चार खाींडयेचें वाींयगणा शते. शींकरबाबाल्या बापायच्या द येसाक 
िाग न तीन खाींडयेची वाींयगणा जमीन प्रवकप जाल्ि . शींकरबाब नेण्टो तेन्ना, तीग भयण्यो. 
तेच्या बापायक तोंडाचो बाव जाल्िो. पोळ्याीं मेट धररल्िें अींकोिा मेरेन आनी देवबाग धररल्िें 
जोयडा मेरेन प राय प राय वखदळी, वजै जाल्िे. ग ण येवींक ना. ल्हव च तकिेक एक गोळ 
येयिें. तेत ींतच सोंपिो. मागीर दोन खाींडयचेी जमीण भयण्याींल्या व्हारडडकाीं वेळार प्रवकप 
जाि . 
त तव तेच ेकडेन एक य वाींयगणा शते उरूीं क नासिें. वाींयगणा शेताीं ह  दोन प्रपकेचीीं. सरदें एके 
प्रपकेचें. एके प्रपकेन ककतें कमव जाता? 

ह्या सरदया शेता भरवींशार सगळीं करूीं क जाय! हेराींिें तशें न्ह . तेंगेर वाींयगणा शतेाीं आसात. 
घराींत कोण ना कोण रोजेक आसात. िाट ीं उरिा तो शींकरबाब. 
वसवभर हाडाीं दण्णयल्यार स द क अखेरेक मना सारके चार पयशे गाींठीक मळेनात. इति ीं वसी 
मेळयल्िें, आवयल्या द येंसान ध यिें. आवय सोंपतकीर बायिेन ध व क स रू केिा. तेका पींदरा 
पींदरा हदसाींनी उमास-प नवेक भन्नी येता. दमो खींय!  
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खींय खींय क ट क-म ट क करून पींदरा वीस हजार उरल्यात. हेजेन घर द रूतत करुींया म्हणल्यार 
ह  आताीं 
प रसा मठी हड्डयार येवन बसल्या. 
शींकरबाब घरा पाविो तेन्ना धतवरेर काळसाण पातळ क िाचगल्ि . तेची घरकान्न आींगणाींत 
त ळशीक हदवो िायताि . घोवाक चयन नतणें म्हणिें, “हर बाब येयिा. वासरेर बसिा..." 
शींकरान जोतीीं काड न दाराींत दवरि ीं. लभतर येयिो. वासरेर बाींकड्यार हर  मेतत च्या पीत 
बलशल्िो. 
“शींकरबाब, येयिो?” 
"भायर गेल्ल्याक घरा येवचेंच पडटा न्ह ीं हर बाब! घर कोणाक च किाीं? जनावराींक आनी 
सवण्याींक स द क च कना. तें मागीर कशेंय  आस ीं. बरें आस ीं नातर म्होडकें  आस ीं!” 

“त गे घर मात सामकें च म्होडकें  जािाीं शींकरबाब. हाींवें प राय चयिें. अींद  सारकें  करना जाल्यार 
ह्या पावसाींत शेतव ह डी घेता!” 

"तें हाींव य जाणा रे. प ण साधारण खचव ककतिो येतिो?” 
"म्हगे कोंता परमाणें वीस-पींचवीस जायच.” 

“ि डल्या वसाव चया तशें जाल्यार...!” 

हर मेतत शींकरबाबाल्या तोंडाक चयत राविो खीणभर. “अींद  घर सारकें  कररना जाल्यार 
िततीक पडटिो त ीं शींकरबाब!” हर  मेततान परत न साींगिें. 
"ि डें चया, ि डें चया, म्ह ण म खार ध कि त त मी घराची पररस्तथती इतल्यार हाडि . आननक य 
ि डें चया म्हणटात?” शींकरबाबािे घरकान्नीन म खार येत म्हणिें. खीण भर शींकरबाबान 
घरकान्नील्या तोंडाकडने थीर नदरेन चयिें. मागीर म्हण ींक िागिो,  
“त ीं साींगता तें खरें गो. प ण हाींयें अींद  प रसा मठाक अठरा हजार हदवींक जाय न्ह ? ना जाल्यार 
देव लभजतिो! देव लभजल्यार जाता त का! साींग...." 
शींकरबाबाि  घरकान्न हेचेर काींयच उियि  ना. ती शडेको यनेयल्िे वर  सटसट त लभतर गेि . 
काींय खीण थींय ककण्ण, ककराींव मोनेपण पातळ्ळें. झाडामाडाींतल्यान वाऱयाचें एक पान िेगीत 
हाि ींक ना. त ळशी माींडये वयिो हदवो स द क थीर, सींथ पेट्टािो.  
शींकरबाबान ह्या मोनेपणाक जाग हाडत म्हणिें, "बरें, यो त ीं हर बाब. देवाच्या मनाींत घडये हें 
घर सारकें  करचें नास ींये!' 
     ~~~~~~~~~ 
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The Abode 

 

The meeting at the mathi, the village temple, had concluded. The community of village 

elders rose to their feet.  

Shankarbaab gingerly held onto this waist-cloth as he stood up. He felt as though one of 

his legs was stiffening up as he rose. Oh! Have I become old? As soon as this thought 

arose, his mind felt exhausted. For no apparent reason. I cannot afford to get old so soon. 

Four children are bound to me. I must keep my nose to the grindstone until they make 

something of themselves.  

Shankarbaab left. 

As he slipped his feet into his leather slippers, he ran his eyes over the village temple. 

Why do they worry about this temple? Has it dissolved down yet? As compared to the 

abode of my house, this is so much better! If a couple of raindrops do trickle down from 

it, isn't there the inner sanctum? Purus, the God, does not get affected by cold or fever. 

He cures others' colds and fevers... This is an unnecessary exercise.  

Lost in thought, he began walking. He did not even realise that he had forgotten to bid 

farewell to his companions - Gonyad, Sukru, Kushali.  

As if there weren't enough worries, this was a new worry that had come to stay in his 

mind. He considered keeping his worries aside and not thinking about them, but they sat 

in his head like a disgruntled money lender. It had stubbornly settled in.  

Why must man be so scared? Must he hesitate to disclose his life and his state of affairs? 

'The vulnerabilities of the household must not cross the four walls of the house is man's 

narrow-minded nature. A false ego! 

Then he asked himself if this was so then why did you not tell them? They could possibly 

have felt sorry for you.  

He was aware that no man does that. Every man lives with his ego. Who likes it when 

others feel sorry for him?  

He was also aware that a person crosses over the other stepstone of success only when 

the outward business and the internal feeling match, if not, he gets lost. This feeling of 

being lost gnaws at life.  

Today, he was also lost... 
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The 'charrr...charrr...' sound of Shankarbaab's footwear could be heard as he slid them 

against the road as he walked. Alone. Lost in his thoughts. 

Usually, he would talk and walk along with his companions. But today, a strong line of 

thought had compelled him to separate from his companions and hastily walk alone. It is 

said that when a person is consumed by his thoughts, he does not need the company of 

others. He was undergoing the same. Above his head, a flock of crows was flying away 

towards the skies. As Shankar looked at them, he thought, "The poor things are going 

home." 

Shankarbaab thought, everyone, regardless of whether it is an insect or a worm, an 

animal, a bird or a human, he must return home. Who can escape his home? Everyone 

wants a home that gives stability and rest, thus, people build homes.  

He was then struck by the realisation that the thing that entrappes a person and ties him 

down by the skeletons of duties is his home! It is difficult to escape this. Once you're 

stuck here, a person does not even want death. A house even makes a man forget that 

death is his final, complete rest!  

Does the house not make a man do everything? One must labour hard for it. Work one's 

fingers to the bone. Toil tirelessly. Undertake long journeys. The house which is built in 

order to provide rest and relaxation ends up putting both rest and relaxation on trial.  

He laughed to himself.  

Then he thought, wise are the saints and masters! They have no want for a house... Then 

he continued, actually, even that is not true! In the end, they too need a resting place.  

All in all, it cannot be denied that every life needs a house to live in. 

But... 

What about God...? 

Does God really need a house...? 

It is said that God is in the entire Brahman, then is it fair to keep him congested in the 

tiny Devalmathi, the abode of God? Do it if it means something to you! But while doing 

so, take into account that it does not mean breaking another's Gharmathi, house! Aren't 

we said to be his children? Would he prefer to throw his children to the streets in order to 

live protected?  
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Shankarbaab knew that his thoughts held no value in the eyes of the elders of the village 

community. The popular learning that was ingrained into everyone would be the only 

truth. 

He could still hear Maktasur's words as he trudged the path to his house.  

When we first settled into this virgin land, we established the stake and space of God 

before we built our shelters around it. So, the space for God's shelter must be our prime 

concern. Then comes the issue of our own homes! We can suffer the forces of nature, 

God mustn't! If we don't let him suffer, he will not let us suffer as well! 

Does God suffer?  

Has he ever been drenched in the cold rain? Ever been affected by the forces of nature? 

God has never been affected and neither has Muktasur, the chairman of the temple 

committee. 

As long as all the villagers live, God shall never suffer! A man as wealthy as Maktasur, the 

owner of numerous fields and lands shall also not suffer! 

Those who have suffered, and are still suffering are us. Raitav, Kudwadi, Nangar, the 

villagers! Suffer in every aspect!  

We were soaked to the bone in the previous monsoon, in spite of being indoors, in our 

homes. The rain was roaring outside and trickling into the house through the loose tiles. 

Then came the whole process of keeping vessels and plates everywhere to contain those 

drops. How much area of the house could we have covered with those plates? 

Just as we had been drenched last year, so will we now. We must! 

We will be in a fix if the house is not repaired this year. 

The roof has bent inward. The beams are broken. To add to that, monkeys have also 

broken down the roof tiles. For the last few years, the corners of the house have been 

secured merely by stitched-up coconut palm leaves. The back wall of the house is about 

to collapse due to continuous water seepage. The walls have withered away from the 

columns. Filling the gaps with soil may not solve the problem. The house will surely run 

into the ground if not repaired before this year's monsoon. The windows and doors also 

endure the same misfortune. Termites have chumbled through them.  

The wife has been nagging him for many days, "Get the house repaired or it will cave-in 

this monsoon! It is an age-old ancestral house made of mere mud and bricks." 
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One day, a frustrated Shankarbaab had even said, "Let it! Let it cave-in! May it cave-in 

while we're all asleep under it at night. Then we shall all be truly free. No one will be left 

behind to grieve.  

The house had indeed bowed down like an old man. It would be foolish to depend upon 

it.  

Shankarbaab crossed over from Damu's courtyard onto the Baand, the boundary of a 

field.  

Kushthbaab was approaching from the front.  

"Is the meeting over, Shankar?" he enquired as he stood in front of Shankarbaab. He 

lowered the hoe from his shoulder. He wiped his sweat-drenched face with the long front 

part of his loin-cloth. He was unclothed. It was evident from his sweat-drenched body 

that he was just getting back from work. 

"Give me, give me a Beedi, cigarette...' 

" Where had you gone?" Shankarbaab enquired as he removed the square white Beedi 

packet from its white bundle.  

"From digging around the courtyard.... Isn't it time now to get on with that work?"  

"I am yet to start that..." Said Shankarbaab as he removed a Beedi from the packet and 

handed it over to Kushthbaab. And he put the other to his lips. He lit his Beedi with a 

lighter. Then he hovered the lit lighter in front of Kushthbaab's face as he said, "Hmm... 

Here"  

Kushthbaab lit his Beedi and as he let out the smoke, questioned again, "Is the meeting 

over?"  

"Of course!" Then he continued while peering at Kushthbaab's face, "How come you 

weren't there?"  

"Why are you even asking me this question, Shankar? Didn't my daughter-in-law just 

deliver a baby? Am I not under suyer the celebratory period? Do you want me to pollute 

the Devalmathi, the abode of God?" 

"Oh! Yes, yes yes! I had forgotten!" Shankarbaab exclaimed as he smacked himself across 

the face. "I won't deny that of late, things have been skipping my mind due to too many 

unnecessary pressures and stresses!" 

"So, tell me, what has been decided at the meeting?"  
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"The temple of the Purus, the village deity, is to be rebuilt." 

"Entirely?" 

"Yes! All the old four walls are to be broken, replaced with new walls, a slab on top." 

"Slab?"  

"Oh yes! He will not be able to build a house with a slab until the roof of the temple has 

one! Won't God be angry?" 

"You are right, Shankarbaab, they are wealthy people, who will open their mouths in front 

of them?" 

"But we are caught in the crossfire! Can we leap high just because they can? Our soles are 

already blistered...!" 

"So true you speak!" Kushthbaab continued as he took a long drag of the Beedi and blew 

out the smoke. "But, one thing is for sure, Shankar, the Devalmathi, the abode of God 

has considerably withered!" 

"Absolutely! But not as much as my Gharmathi, house, has it?" 

Kushthbaab guffawed at this statement. He even had a harsh spell of cough as he 

laughed. Then, as he spat out a mouthful of spit, he spoke, "You are right, to each his 

own!" 

"And that too needs to be done before the festival, it seems! Since his son has become an 

engineer, he has stated that he will take up the responsibility of building it if the funds are 

raised." 

"If that is the case, it will have to happen immediately!" 

"Thus, I am peeved." 

"Did the village elders give their opinion?"  

"Will the elders deny Muktasur?" 

Kushthbaab sighed. The residual smoke from the Beedi left his lips.  

"What is it?" 

Instead of releasing it from his mouth or nose, Shankarbab unconsciously swallowed the 

smoke of his next drag, suffocated over it and started coughing. "May he die!" He blurted 

out as he rubbed the front of his chest for a while as if that would push the smoke down.  

"Shivram told him that he is considering building his Gharamathi, house, that his house 

has become old..." 
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"What did he say to that?" 

"His usual words of wisdom! Stubbornly pushing his own agenda!... Shivram then bit his 

own lip and stood silent." 

"Tell me, what is each one's contribution?" 

"Three thousand rupees per thousand square metres of land and rupees five hundred per 

person."  

"This year, that amount is a lot for me as well! I was planning my daughter's wedding...!" 

"You only have to worry about your daughter's marriage! I have many challenges!" 

Shankarbaab announced as he threw the useless end of the Beedi "One thing is for sure, 

Kushthbaab, a rich man must never be given any leadership, he is incapable of 

considering the plight of the poor! And secondly, the village elders must learn to open 

their mouths."  

"You are absolutely right!" Kushthbaab said in agreement. 

Shankarbab spoke breaking further conversation, "Kushthbaab, I shall take your leave 

now. I have asked the carpenter, Hari, to come home today. I had asked him to be there 

around evening..." 

"Ok..." 

Shankarbaab resumed walking.  

Kushthbaab also picked up the hoe and continued on his path.  

After he had walked a few steps, Shankarbaab suddenly stopped. He turned around and 

called out to Kushthbaab, " Kushtha, I have said nothing, Ok! Not a thing!" 

"Yes... Yes... Understood!" Kushthbaab raised his hand as he said, " You have not uttered 

a word!" 

Both of them walked away in opposite directions... 

Shankarbaab had done his calculations, five thousand square metres of land meant fifteen 

thousand rupees. Plus, four children and us meant three thousand rupees. A total of 

eighteen thousand! And no way of getting out! 

Kushthbaab was contemplating his daughter's marriage, 'my daughter is two years older 

than his. Desperate times. The house is also breaking down, shall I repair that first? 

Considering the wedding for next year. A wedding is not an easy feat! Giving her off in  
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marriage to an employed man means arranging for at least sixteen tolle gold and nineteen 

thousand rupees.  

I am but a farmer, how will I manage that? 

Beggars can’t be choosers. Six people were dependent on his five Khandi of agriculture 

land (ten thousand square meters). Both his daughters had completed high school. The 

older son was in the twelfth and the younger one was studying tenth. Was education 

cheap? If the current times are to be considered, he had too many children. What could 

he do about it now? Why think of this now if I didn't think then! 

During his time, Shankarbaab's father had ten Khandi of land. Six Khandi Rabbi crops 

and four Khandi for Kharif crops. Shankarbaab was compelled to sell three Khandi of the 

Kharif land when his father took ill. Shankarbaab was a young man then, he and his three 

sisters. His father suffered from mouth cancer. They tried every medical facility from 

Polem Meth to Akola and Deobaag to Joyda. But nothing came to fruition. He suddenly 

got a lump on his head and succumbed to it. Then two Khandi of land was sold during 

the sisters' weddings.  

He had no Kharif land left anymore. Kharif land would give two harvests, while Rabi 

would give one. How would that be enough? 

We have to depend on the Rabbi crop for everything! 

Others don't have to bear this. They have Kharif lands. Someone or the other in the 

household is on a job. Shankarbaab was the only one left behind.  

Even if he gives his blood, sweat and tears for the entire year, he still does not end up 

making enough. 

His life savings had been long wiped out by his mother's illness. Once his mother had 

passed, his wife started, occasionally, falling ill. She would get chest congestion every 

fifteen days or so, it was asthma. 

Scrambling for scraps and pieces every now and then had led to his current savings of a 

meagre fifteen to twenty thousand rupees.  

The plan of using this money to repair his house had gone down the drain as the work of 

repair and construction of the temple had come up.  
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As Shankarbaab reached home, the world around him was getting darker. His wife was 

lighting a lamp in front of the Tulsi Vrindavan on the front porch. Seeing her husband, 

she said, "Haribaab is here, he is sitting on the verandah..." 

"Shankarbaab, you are back!" 

"Haribaab, everyone who leaves must return home, isn't it? Who can escape this? Not 

even animals or birds have that option. No matter the state of the house. A strong one or 

one that's about to collapse!" 

"However, your house is almost in ruins, Shankarbaab. I have examined the whole house. 

If you don't repair it this year, it will most definitely crumble!" 

"I too am aware of that. But what would be the approximate cost of getting it done?" 

"As per my estimation, it must come up to around twenty to twenty-five thousand."  

"Let's push it to next year then...!" 

A bewildered carpenter Hari stared at Shankar for a moment. "You will be in a fix if you 

don't repair the house this year, Shankarbaab." He reiterated.  

"This same attitude of postponing work time after time has led to its current state. Do 

you still want to further delay it?" His wife questioned. 

Shankarbaab peered at his wife's face for a moment. Then he continued, "Whatever you 

are saying is true. But, I must give eighteen thousand rupees to the village temple this 

year, or else God will suffer! Would you be fine with that? Tell me..." 

Shankarbaab's wife did not respond. She promptly went into the house as a mark of her 

discontent.  

For a while, everything was silent. Not even a leaf was rustled by the breeze. Even the 

lamp in the lap of the Tulas burnt still and silent.  

Shankarbaab broke the silence as he said, "Haribaab, please carry on with your evening 

now. The almighty may not have it in his heart to repair this house!" 

~~~ 

 

 



 

Page 73 of 127 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Manipuri 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 74 of 127 

 

 

 
Birendrajit Naorem (Manipur) 

 

বিরেন্দ্রজিৎ নাওরেম ১৯৫৯দা মণিপুরগী, ণ িংজমম মখা নাওররম লৈকায়দা পপাকণখ। ণদ 

কৈচররৈ প ারম, মণনপুরনা প াঙবা “ঋতু” গী পজাইন্ট এণিটর ওইরম্মী। প ৌজীক  াওবদা 

ৱারীমচা ৈাইণরক অনী য়াওনা ল ররিং ৈাইণরক তপরৎ প াঙদুনা মণনপুরী পখাণরররাৈগী পূমৈদা 

চাওরবা খুরদাৈ তম্বা ঙমখ্রবা অইবণন। ল ররিংগী ৈাইণরক অমসিুং পচর াঙ কয়াসু এণিট পতৌদুনা 

প াঙণখবা লৈরর।  পৈমজণনিংঙাই ওইরবা সাবিত্য একারেবম এৱােদসু ম াৈী ল ররিংগী ৈাইণরক 

“ৈারথিংনণরবা ৈান্মী” দা ইিং ২০০৪দা পীদুনা ইকাইখুম্নবা উৎণখ। মণনপুর পেট এৱাদদ প ার 

ণৈটররচর-২০১৩ সু ম াৈী “তু্রেল নঙবে”  ায়না ণমিংর ানবা ল ররিংগী ৈাইণরক অণসদা পীণখ। 

মণসদসু নত্তনা পতাঙান পতাঙানবা পখাণরররাৈগী ৈূপ কয়ানা পীবা মানা তরুক প ন্না  িংখ্রবা অইবা 

অমণন।  

Birendrajit Naorem: He is an eminent Manipuri poet of  Manipur, India. He was born in 

Shingjamei Makha Naorem leikai, Manipur, in the year 1959. He was a former joint editor 

of  ‘Reetu’, published by The Cultural Forum Of  Manipur. He has published two books of  

short stories and seven books of  poetry in Manipuri, so far. He has also edited some poetry 

anthologies and magazines. He was honoured with Sahitya Akademy Award for his poetry 

book “Lanthengnariba Lanmee” in the year 2004. He was also honoured with Manipur State 

Award for Literature (2013) for his poetry book named “Turel Nangdi”. Besides, He was 

honoured with many other awards from different literary organisations of  Manipur.  
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থরমায়বসনা িায়বে    

নঙগী অচুম্বনা  

ঐবু মায় ীবা পীণবয়ু, 

নঙগী মীনম্বনা  

ঐবু মায় পাক নবণবগনু । 

নঙগী অর িংবা  জবনা 

ঐবু নঙগী নুিংগী অ ীবনা 
ঐবু মপা লৈতনা  জবা ওই নণবগনু । 

 ঙমমখ লৈতনা  ী নণবয়ু  

ঐবু মপা লৈতনা  জবা ওই নণবগনু । 
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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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This Heart Is Telling 

 

Defeat me 

By your truth,  

Don't let me achieve victory 

By your deceitfulness!  

Make me profound ugly 

By your authentic beauty,  

Don't let me be the majestic 

By your ugliness within!  
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Marathi 
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Short Story 
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     डॉ. वर्षा फषटक Dr. Varsha Phatak 
 

 

परिचय : डॉ. वर्षा शििीर् फषटक, सहयोगी प्रषध्यषपक आणि ववभषगप्रमुख, मिषठी 
ववभषग, आठल्ये-सप्रे-वपते्र महषववद्यषलय, देवरुख. त्याींचा अध्यषपनषचष अनुभव १५ वर् ेआहे. 

ववद्यषवषचस्पती पदवीसषठीचष त्याींचा ववर्य “डॉ. ववजयष िषजषध्यक्ष यषांच्यष लशलत सषहहत्यषचष 
चचककत्सक अभ्यषस” असा आहे. पीएच.डी. मषगादिाक म्हण न सद्ध्यष पषच  ववद्यषिथ्याींना 
मषगादिान कित आहेत.‘भषर्ष आणि जीवन’ ववद्यषपीठ अनुदषन आयोग पुिस्कृत ते्रमषशसक 

मधून ‘नदीष्ट’ आहदबांधषत्मक समीक्षष लेख प्रशसद्ध झािा आहे. वववेक सषप्तषहहक पुिे 

आयोजजत िषज्यस्तिीय कथषलेखन स्पधषा उत्तजेनषथा क्रमषांक प्रषप्त. त्याींनी झी मिषठी 
म्हिीांवरून कथषलेखन स्पधेत उत्तेजनषथा क्रमषांक प्रषप्त केिा आहे. त्याींनी ‘सवास्पिी’ हदवषळी 
अांक २०२३ आयोजजत िषज्यस्तिीय कथषस्पधषा ततृीय क्रमषांक प्रषप्त केिा आहे. यषशिवषय 

ववववध मषशसकषांमधून आणि िोध पत्रत्रकषांमधून चचककत्सक लेख प्रकषशित झािे आहेत. 

 

Email ID -    phatakvarsha3@gmail.com 
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कथष:                         
 

                                  सुटकष        

देवबषग तसां डोंगिषच्यष पषयथ्यषिी घनगदा वनिषईत वसलेलां, छोटसां दगुाम गषव. 

सप्तशलांगी नदीकषठी िे-पषचिे कौलषरू घिषांची वस्ती. नदीपल्यषड तषलुक्यषचां गषवठषि. 

विच्यष वषठषिषत बषमिषांची धष-पषांच घिष आणि वषटली गुिवषांची वस्ती. मधल्यष अांगषलष 
सोमेश्विषच्यष देवळषनजीक सद्यष पषवसकिषचष दकुषनां. गषवषतल्यष बषयष-बषप्यषस्नी 
लषगेल ते सषमषन त्यषच्यषकडे शमळे. तसां गषवषतल्यष मषिसषलष असां कषय लषगतां? 

होळीच्यष टषयमषलष मुांबयकि आलां की कषयनू बषयनू आित. मषांगच्यष टषयमषलष असष 
सद्यषच्यष दकुषनषत िेडडयो आलष व्हतष. सगली बषपय मषिसां सांध्यषकषळच्यष टषयमषलष 
कषिीक्रम ऐकषयलष येवन बसत. पि बषयषांनष मषतुि नदीवि आल्यषत्रबगि कुिषकुिषकडल्यष 
वषतषा कळत नसतां. 
तिी दत्त्यष गुिवषची िेवतष म्हिजे गषवषतलां चषलतां-बोलतां वतामषनपत्र. उजषडषयचषच 

अवकषि िेवतष मोठ्यष तोऱ्यषत विच्यष वषठषिषपषसून खषलच्यष वषठषिषपयतं 

हदवसभिषच्यष वषतषा सषांगत कफित असे. 

िेवतषकडे आज अगदी तषजी खुसखुिीत वषतषा होती. विच्यष पषिषिी वषसांतीलष पषहून न 

पषहहल्यषसषिखां कित ततन ेआपलष मोहिष नदीवषटेकडे वळवलष.  
हदस भित आल्यषनां जडषवलेली वषसांती पषिषवि भिलेली कळिी टेकवीत िेवतषलष हषक 

मषरू लषगली. नदीकषठच्यष सखषिषमची सून कषल िषत्री बषळांतीि झषली असां नदीवि 

पषण्यषलष आलेल्यष बषयकष बोलल्यषचां चुकतां कषनषवि पडलां होतां. वषसांतीलष बघून त्यषांनी 
ववर्य बदललष होतष.त्यषमुळे ततची वषतषा ऐकषयलष ती आतुिली होती.  
“िेवतष sss िेवतष अगां थषांब की वषईच. िषतच्यषलष खल्लीकडां एवढी मषनसष कष गे 

जमल्यषली?” 

 “घिलष चल मांग सषांगतषव. म्हित वषसांतीची कळिी उचलत पषिषलष वळसष घषलून ती 
वषसांतीच्यष घिषत शििली. 
“आतष कषय जषलष तष सषांग?” पषण्यषचष पलेष िेवतषच्यष हषतषत देत घषमषने डबडबलेली 
वषसांती पदिषनां घषम पुसत िेवन्तषलष अधीिपिे ववचषरू लषगली. 
“तष कषय सषांगू बषय अदगुि नकषएवडी च्यष दे मांग सषांगतषव.” वषसांतीनां लगबगीनां चष करून 

आिलष. ‘चष’ चष घोट घेत िेवतष उमेदीनां सषांगू लषगली, “जल्ल्लष ! िषतच्यष पषतुि डोळ्यषव 

डोलष नषय. म्हषद्यषच्यष बषयकोचां हदस भिलेलां आणि हष धुमिषन पषवस. ती बषय कल येई 

तसां बोंब मषिी. ततच्यष इव्लल्यषने कोनषचषच जीव थषऱ्यषव नषय. सगली मषनसष तनस्ती 
घिषवषटली उबी.” 
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“आगे बषय, पन आपल्यष गषवषत कषय डषगदि न्हषय. ततचष दीि रिक्षषवषलष हषय नष? तेलष 
सषांगषयचष नषय आकष केदषिीलष आनषयलष?”  

“अगष पि ती कषय ऐकून घील तवष नष! बषय ती शिकल्यषली ती म्हिां किी? ‘मषजी कषय 

डडलेव्हिीची तषिीख हदल्यषली ती कषय अजून आलेली न्हषय. मी कषय त्यष आकषकड 

जषयषची न्हषय.’ ती हटूनच बसल्यषली. तष घिची मषनसषां कषय कितील?” डषक्तिषकड 

जषयचष मन्जे हषतषिी पैकष नगां? िेवांतष फिकषऱ्यषन ेबोलली. 
“ती पहहलटकिीन पन ततच्यष सषसूलष समजषयष नग?” वषसांतीन ेववचषिलां? 

“त्यषचष जषलष आसष ....म्हषयेिी गेली व्हती तवष ती कनच्यषश्यष डषगदिकड गेल्यषली. त 

हल्ली कषयसष फोटूवि बगतषत नष त्यषवि ततलष म्हन म्होिच्यष मैन्यषची तषिीख 

हदल्यषली.” 

“मांग कषय जषलष?”  

“आगे मषजे बषय सगली वषडी ततकष सषांगून दमली. मांग ततचष दीि त्यो यिवांतष मषांगच्यष 
टषयमषलष म्हमईलष व्हतष बग, त्यो आन त्यषची दिुपती दोघषवष आकषकड गेली. ततकष 
कषय ती लयषची हहस्री सषांगतल्यषनी. आन रिक्षषत घषलूनिषन घिषक घेऊन आले. तो 
पषवसषलष कषय थोप न्हषय. पऱ्यषच पषनी वषडत चषलेल्ल. ततची सषसूबषय देव पषन्यषत 

घषलून बसल्यषली.” 

“पन मांग जषलष कषय तष सषांग. सोलजषयलष गषऱ्हषनष तिी घषलषय सषांगषयचष.” भषवुकपिे 

वषसांती म्हिषली. 
“आतष ततलष सोडवषयचष बषगतील कष गषऱ्हषनष घषलषय जषतीवां? तुलष एक सषांगतषय वषसांती 
यष चषि बुकष शिकल्यषलष पोिीांचष कषय खिष नषय.”  

“व्हय. सषसूबषयचां ऐकषयष नगां? मांग?” 

“सषांगतषव नष मदीच बोलू नग. तो वषडीतलष बबन्यष, सद्यष.....” 

“त्यषांचष कषय आनकी? 

“नषय गष. तष अख्खख्खयष वषडीतलष बषपषय मषनुस गोलष जषलेल.” िेवन्तषच्यष स्टोिीत आतष 
कुठां  दम भिषयलष सुरुवषत झषलेली. 
“मांग?” 

“मांग कषय म्हषद्यष तनस्तष कुत्र्यषसषिष वपसषल्लेलष. लषलेलषल झषलेलष. म्हनलष, “इथां 
बषपषय मषनसषच कषय कषम न्हषयी. वषटलष लषगष. तष यिवांतष आकषलष लषगलीच घवेन 

आलष. ततलष म्हनषलष, ‘गे बषय आतष तूच कषय त बग. अिषलष आसष हषय. कोनषलष अांगषलष 
हषत हदखील लषवषय देत न्हषय.’ पि आकष मोटी हुश्िषि. खोलीतल्यष बषिीतूनच ततनां 
बगल्यषन अन वलकलषन कष ततकष कषय किषयलष पषयजेल.”  
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“अगे, शिमग्यषच्यष टषयमषलष त्यष शिवष झेपल्यषच्यष बषयकोलष अिीच सोडवलीन न्हषय 

कषय? बषयेि बषप्य ेहोलीच्यष बोंबष मषिीत आणि ही बषय पोटषत जसां वलवलषय लषगलेलां 
तसां हहचीपि बोंबष मषिषयलष सुिवषत.” 

“मांग?”  

“मांग आकष केदषिनीलष आनलेली ततलष सोडवषयलष. आणि ततचष बषप्यष मषनुस मषति पषि 

कषमषतन गेलेलष.”  

“म्हन्जे?” 

“अगे वपऊन तनस्तष ल्हषस जषलेलष त्यो. शिवषचष भषव सख्खयष जव्हष बोलवषयलष गेलष तव्हष 
आकष जेवषयलष बसल्यषली. चमचीन घषस घेतल्यषलष बगून सख्खयषन इचषिलांन, ‘आकष, 
सषयत्रबिीसषिी चमच्यषनी जेवतस. त म्हनली किी ‘बषलतीनीलष सोडवषयलष बोलवषयष 
कोि कदी बी येतांय. आज तीकषट कषलवि हषय तुज्यष भषवजयीलष आग नग व्हषयलष.’ 
सख्खयषलष कषय कलषलष नषय. तवष म्हनली, “तू मषज्यष त्वषांडषकडां नग बगू. तुलष नषय 

कलषयचष.’  
आकष आली. ततन ेहषत लषवषयची खोटी दसुऱ्यष शमांटषलष ट्यषहष ट्यषहष sss पोिगो आसष 
धबधत्रबत तनस्तष.” आन खिी हकीकत ति पुढांच हषये. बषलबषलतीनीलष न्हषऊ घषलून 

आकष ततथच पडवीलष बसून िषहहलेली. घिषतल्यष बषयषनष आक्रीत वषटलां. म्हून जनषक्कषनां 
इचषिलन, “आकष कषय गे चष घेतीस कषय जिषिी?”  

आकष म्हनली, “नगां. पि नमादषलष आलां घषलून दे. अन ततलष कषय वषटतषय तष सषांग.” 

म्हषतषिी घषबिली. लषगलीच नमादषलष चष घेऊन गेली. तो नमादष पोटषत दखुतय म्हून पुन्हष 
ओिडषयलष लषगली. आकषलष जुल्यषचष अांदषज लषगलेलष. जनषक्कष आकषलष हषकष मषित 

पडवीत आल्यषवां आकष उठून आत धषवलीच. पषठोपषठ दसुिां जुवलां पोि. ततलष कललष 
म्हनुनच ती थषांबलेली.”  

“अगे पन हहचष कषय जषलष?” वषसांतीच्यष पोटषतल्यष गोळ्यषने ततलष ढुिी मषिली. तिी 
ततची उत्सुकतष आिखी तषित गेली. 
“तषच सषांगतषव, हहच्यषवरून तिी अनुबव घ्यषयष नग कषय? ती शिमग्यषत बषलत जषली. 
आन ही आखषडषत. कषय जषस्त हदस झषलेलां नषय. मी म्हांते हल्लीच्यष पोिीबषली शिकतषत 

तां कषय? आमी पन असषच नष बगतललष. पोिगां कसां जलषमत ते.” 

“म्हांजी नक्की कषय बगलषस तू?” आपल्यष पोटषवरून हळूच हषत कफिवीत वषसांती 
पुटपुटली. 
“अगे बषईचष जलम. सगलष म्हषयत असषयलष हवष. ती आकष बग. कां चीकड बी सषांगषवष येऊ 

दे कां ची वेल न्हषय की ततच्यष जीवषलष उसांत न्हषय. अग ेडषगतिलष कषय कलतांय? तो 
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आपली मशिन पोटषवरून कफिीविषि अन मांग सषांगनषि अिषलष असष हषय तष. आकषनां 
म्हषतुि आतष गोठ्यषत लेबिरूम केल्यषली. हदसषच्यष चषिचषि बषलततनी व्हत्यषत.” 

“अगे त्यष झगडीिीलष कषय सषांगलषन मषहहतषय? मोटष आप्रेिन किषयष लषगेल पोि आडवां 
हषय. अिष पन तषरिक अतन म्हैनष सषांग कषय तष म्हांज े ततच्यष घोवषलष त्यष टषयमषलष 
मुांबईसून बोलवषयलष बिष.” 

“पि ततचां सषसू सषसिे हषयत की घिषत”  

“हषयत. पि त्यषचांबी वय झषलयष. ततनां वषडीतल्यष जषिकषि बषयकषांचां ऐकषयष नगां?” 

 “असतील पि ज्यषच्यष त्यषचष बषपषय मषनुस असल्येलष बिष. तष डषगदि म्हनतो कसष 
अजून एक मैन्यषनां फोटू कषढून सषांगतो कां च्यष तषिकेलष यष ते. त्यष तषिकेलष पोटषत दखूु दे 

नषहीति नग, पि हहत्त घेऊन यष. आप्रेिन करून प्वषिां बषहीि कषडनषि म्हनलष.”  

िेवन्तषलष सगळ्यष गषवषतल्यष बषयकषांची हहस्री तोंडपषठ होती आणि सषांगतषनष ती 
जिषसुद्धष दमत नव्हती. वषसांतीचष जीव मषत्र कषसषवीस झषलष होतष. तषिलेल्यष 
उत्सुकतेने ततन ेपुन्हष ववचषिलां, “मांग?” 

“मांग कषय पोटषत दकुषयच्यष टषयमषलष डषगदिलष फोन केल्येलष. त तो कुटतिी भषयेि 

गेल्येलष. म्हनलष दवेखषन्यषत आडमीट किष. मी सषांजच्यषलष येतो. सकलपषसून दकुषय 

लषगलेलष. ती बषय आांग तनस्तष वपलवटून घोवषलष शिव्यष घषली.”  

“आतष आमषलष कषय प्वषिष जषली न्हषयीत? पयली यिवदष ततच्यष पषटचष मषित्यष अन 

त्यषच्यष पषटची लक्ष्मी अन चवथ्यष टषयमषलष जषलष तो अिजून.  

त्यष आठविीने गोिीमोिी होत िेवांतष लषजत पुढे म्हिषली, “तवष लयां नषव पन यषनी हौिीनां 
ठेवलील. सोलजषईलष त्यष टषयमषलष मी नवस बोल्येलो. आतषच्यष वक्तषलष पोिगष होऊ दे. 

पषच नषिलषांच तोिन बषांधीन. जषलष बषय मनषसषिकष. मांग तवषच आप्रेिन करून घेतल्येलष. 
तष असष मषनसषलष अनुबव घ्यषवष लषगतो.”  

अगष पि त्यष “झगडीनीचष कषय जषलष तष सषांग!” 

“तष कषय इपिीतच सगलष. डषगदिकडां आडशमट किषयलष म्हिून लक्ष्यषच्यष बैलगषडीत 

घषतलेली त बैलगषडी दवेखषन्यषत जषयपोतूि ही बषय गषडीतच बषलतीन जषली. कसलष 
आप्रेिन अन कसलष कषय आप्रेिनचष धसकष घेतलषन ततनां. दवेखषन्यषच्यष आत कषय 

जषयष लषगलेलां न्हषय. आतष िीतीचष म्हिून दवेखषन्यषत दषकवून आनलेली पन असष तो 
चशमत्कषि.” 

“आतष हहचष कषय तष सषांग.” म्हित दसुिीकडे एखषद्यषची खषजगी बषब अिी चव्हषट्यषवि 

आिल्यषवि त्यष बषईलष कषय वषटत असेल यष ववचषिषनां वषसांती कषविीबषविी झषली.  
“सषांगतषव. हष तष जषलष कषय सकलपषसून ततचष प्वषट दकुषयष लषगलेलष. भषयेि हषssss 

पषवस आतष मजषिल्यषची गषडी पन व्हती दषिषत पि तेल न्हषय टषकलेलष.’ मी म्हनलष,  
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‘बषई मषनसषचे हदस भिल्यषवि कषय तेल टषकषयची वषट बगषयलष पषयजे? हे जेचष तेलष 
समजषय पषयजे कष नग?”  

“आतष पुड जषलष कषय तष सषांग. इतक्यष येलषत िकुां तलष बषलतीन पन जषली असती.” 

इतक्यषत पोटषतल्यष गोळ्यषने वषसांतीलष जोिदषि ढुिी हदली.  
“हष ती बषय कषय आकषलष अांगषलष हषत लषवू देईनष. पन आकष मोटी हुश्िषि. आजपषतुि 

इस विीस आख्खख्खयष वषडीतल्यष बषयकषांची बषलतपन तीन केल्येल्यष असतीव. ती शिवषलष 
म्हनली किी ‘हे बग मी रिक्िष आनल्ये. िस्त्यषचां कषम चषलू हषय. सगळीकडां खडी 
पसिलेली हषय. तुलष म्हनून सषांगते, ‘ततलष सषांग, ‘दवेखषन्यषत जषयपयतं आकष 
मषहहतगषि हषय म्हनून तनस्ती बिोबि येवदे.’ तू जिष हलत डुलत रिक्िष चषलव. ततलष लय 

टषयम लषगषयचष न्हषय. मग पुडचष कषय तष मी बगून घेईन.”  

“पुढचष आकषलष सगलष म्हषयत. कष हहलष कसष हलवलष त.......” 

“आतष सषांगतस कषय ते पटकन? भषयेि सषांजषवलष. जेवनषच बगषयष नगां?”  

“अगे तषच सषांगतषय. तुलष यवडष टषयम नसेल ति म्यष जषतष बषय, पन नांति म्हनू नगां कष 
कषय तष येवजस्थत कल्लष नषय म्हनून.”  

“हष तष आदी ततलष रिक्िेत बशिवलषनी. रिक्िेलष स्टषटाि मषरून रिक्िष चषलू केल्यषवां 
आकष धषवत येवषन बसली. भषयेि शमट कषलोख पडलेलष. हष डोंब पषवस. रिक्िषची झषपडष 
लषवलेली. तेनी वषडीतून डषमिी िस्त्यषपषवेतो दोनदष रिक्िष घुमषवलषनी. अन ततसऱ्यष 
टषयमषलष वषडीत वलीवतषनष म्हषद्यषने असष कषय त्रबिेक मषिलषन की आकषच्यष हषतषत 

पोिगो. ट्यषहषsss ट्यषहषsss” कां चष डषगदि अन कां च कषय? लयो नक्षत्रषवषनी पोिगो म्हनून 

सषांगू?  

“आतष कषय बी सषांगू नगस म्यषच येते िकुां तलेलष बगून.” म्हित पोटषत अवचचत आलेली 
कळ दषबत वषसांती झटक्यषत उठली. अन अग ेआई sssss गां ss म्हित ततथेच कोसळली.  

 

                                  *********** 
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Translation: 

 

 

 
 

                     Mr.  Diwakar Anant Patankar 

 

Mr. Diwakar Anant Patankar has been a Member of BoS in English (Athalye-Sapre-

Pitre College (Autonomous), Devrukh. He has actively participated in 18 webinars 

on English Literature and Language Teaching Pedagogies, held at both the national 

and international level. He has discoursed guest lectures on several topics at various 

reputed institutions. His participation in the international conference on Language, 

Literature and Culture and in the “Drama Therapy” workshop, organized by “The 

Pangia World Theatre; USA” in 2011 is significant. 
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A Release 

 

Devbagh is a small remote village situated in dense forest at the foot of the hill. The 

place is settled with five to six hundred Koularu1 houses along the river Saptalingi. 

Taluka place is on the next bank of the river. In the Upper Vathara2, there are 1-5 

houses of Bamans3 and Gurvas4.  Near the temple of Someshwara in the middle, 

there is a shop run by Pavaskar5. The villagers should get the necessary goods from 

there. What does a village man need? At the time of Holi,6 Mumbaikars7 used to 

carry something. When these people came at village, they saw a Radio in the shop. 

All the villagers used to come to listen to the program in the evening. But the women 

do not know the news from anyone unless they meet at the river. 

 

A girl named Shevanta of Datta Guruv knows everything about the village. Her day 

used to be spent in discussing the happenings of the day in village. 

Today, Shevanta had something secret and important to say. Pretending not to see 

Vasanti, she turned and continued for the river. 

Vasanti started calling out to Shevata with carrying a Kalshi7 full of water. It was 

slightly heard that the women who had come to the river said that the daughter-in-

law of Sakharam; who lived on the bank of the river, gave birth to a child last night. 

Seeing Vasanti, as very eager to hear the news, they changed the topic. 
 

“Shevanta sssvanta……wait and wait. Why is there so much gathered in the hall at 

night?" 

"Let's go home”. Said Shevanta, and carrying with Vasanti's Kalshi, she turned and 

entered into the Vasanti's house. 

"Tell me what's going on now?" Offering a glass of water to Shevanta, Vasanti who 

was drenched in sweat started asking Shevanta impatiently with wiping the sweat by 

a cloth. 

 

"What do want to hear?,” Said Shevanta and asked for a tea. Vasanti brought tea 

immediately. After taking a sip of 'tea', she said, "Jallalla!8 everybody present there 

was so restless. No one could sleep at night for a single minute. The delivery of the  
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Mhadu's wife appeared so closed and was a heavy rain outside. Everybody; present 

there, was restless and lost in thinking.” 
 

“The doctor is not available in our village. Call the brother-in-law of Mhadu’s wife 

to bring Akka Kedari.” continued Shevanta. 

“Mhadu’s wife was a learned woman and so she refused to go to Akka Kedari for 

her delivery,” said Shevanta.  

"She’s is the first delivery and so the decision should be taken by her mother-in-

law,” said Vasanti. 

“Mhadu’s wife went to the doctor when she went back to her mother’s house. The 

doctor had given a date after a month," Said shevanta. 

"Then?" 

“Telling this to Mhadu’s wife, everybady got tired. Her brother-in-law who was in 

Mumbai last time went to Akka Kedari with his wife. They told everything to Akka 

Kedari and got her into a rickshaw and brought a house. Still, the heavy rain 

continued. Her mother-in-law kept the Gods in water.” 

“Then what happened?  Instead, express with Garhana9 before Goddess Solajai." 

Vasanti said emotionally. 

"Now we want to rescue her, why should we go for expressing Garhana?, said and 

continued “Vasanti,  it is no good with these children who have learned.” 

“Is it good to disobey whatever said by mother-in-law?” 

"Don't tell me, don't talk. That Babya,10 Sadya11 of the village…….” 

“What about them? 

“Nothing. But the whole village gathered at the place." Shevanta's story has now 

begun to fill its breath. 

“Then?” 

Mhadu got, extremely, restless and angry, said, "Why you all here?” What is the use 

of men here?” “Yashwanta, go and bring Akka Kedari, immediately. Tell her 

everything that Mhadu’s wife is not allowing to touch her for delivery.” 

"Last time, in the Month of Holi, the same thing happened to the wife of Shiva 

Zeple…... 

“Then?” 
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“Called to Akka Kedari, immediately, to rescue her.” Her father was a drunkard.” 

"So?" 
 

"He lost control on himself due to over drinking. Aka was taking a lunch when 

Shiva's brother went to call her. She was taking a meal slowly, so asked, why are 

eating like this?” Akka said that she was waiting for someone to call and carry her 

for delivery.  

 

Aka came. She used to touch but was painful. Aka made bathed to the delivery 

woman and sat there on the couch. The women present there in the house felt angry. 

Seeing this, Janakka asked, “Aka, would you like to hace a cup of tea?” 

Aka said, “No” and said to give tea to Narmada. And tell her what you think.” The 

old woman was scared. Immediately she carried a tea to Narmada. Narmada started 

screaming again saying that her stomach was hurting. Akala guessed that there are 

twin babies. Janakka shouted to Aka to come to the Padawi11. Aka got up and ran 

inside. It was another twin boy. She took a pause as she knew it. 

"What happened?" An injury took place in Vasanti's stomach as a child hit to 

another. Her curiosity grew stronger. 

"That's right, let's get some experience from this, right? She got her delivery in Holi.  

"I mean, what exactly are you seeing?" Vasanti purred as she slowly moved her hand 

over her stomach. 

“Everyone should know the birth of a girl, all phases in her life. Doctor does not 

know anything. He will spin his machine on his stomach and predict. Aka built a 

labor room a place for delivery. 

"What does that brat know?" A fat operation of wife of Zagade will have to be 

performed. Inform the date and month of the operation as her husband had to come 

here from Mumbai.” 

"But her father-in-law is in the house?" 

“Yes… there… But he is old. She has to listen other women nearby, hasn’t she?" 

“There will be others whose father is better off being a human being. Doctor said 

we will do Sonography and then we can take decisions. In that case, if complications 

found, we can do seizer for this case. 
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Shevanta had the story of all the women in the village and she did not tire at all while 

telling it. But Vasanti's felt restless. “So?” she asked again with strained curiosity. 
 

"At the time of delivery, they called Doctor when the pains increased. Doctor had 

gone outside. He told to admit the patient in the hospital. I will come in the evening. 

Due to severe pains, she uttered obtusely to the Doctor.”  

"I too have children Yashvada followed her Maruti and Lakshmi, and Arjun. 

Shevanta blushed at the memory.  

Oh, tell me what happened to that wife of Zagade! 

"That's what happened. In order to get admission to that Doctor, Lakshya’s 

bullockcart was called put her in. On the way to Doctor, she took the shock of what 

kind of operation and got delivered in the cart. But to follow the formality, she was 

checked by Doctor. 
 

"Now tell me what about this." On the other hand, Vasanti was shocked by the 

thought of how that woman would feel when someone's private matter was brought 

up. 

"Now tell me what to do. Shakuntla would have become delivered in this way." 

Meanwhile, a child in the stomach hit the girl. 
 

“To no one she allowed to touch. Aka was so intelligent. Since long, more than 

twenty years, Aka handled the delivery patients from all the village. She told Shiva, 

'Hey bug, I brought the rickshaw. Road work is going on. gravel is everywhere. She 

says to you, 'Tell her,' till you go to the hospital I will take care and handle everything. 

It won’t take time. You should drive the rickshaw.”  

“The next step is known to Aka?..." 

"What are you saying so quickly? Evening spread on. They had to prepare meals for 

night. 

"I am saying the same thing. If you don't have enough time, I'll go bye, then don’t 

say, 'Why don't you do it?' 

“There took her in a rickshaw. The rickshaw should be started by hitting the starter. 

It was a dense night with heavy rain. The rickshaw was covered with waterproof 

sheets and doors. The rickshaw drove twice to get to the asphalt road from the wadi.  



 

Page 91 of 127 

 

 

 

On the third time, while walking in the wadi, Mhadya pressed the break of Rikshaw 

that she threw the baby in her mother's hand.”  

 

"Now what can I tell you. I will come to see Shakauntala,” said Vasanti and suddenly 

woke up with pains in her stomach and got collapsed there, saying aaaaaa sssss sss. 

                                     ********* 
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       Punjabi 
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     Prof. Gurbhajan Singh Gill 

 

An eminent Punjabi poet, Prof. Gurbhajan Singh Gill (Born on 2nd May 1953) is 

the son of S. Harnam Singh Gill and Tej Kaur Gill. Youngest of all his siblings, he 

is a persistent Punjabi poet, literary commentator, literary editor of agricultural 

Science, and patron in the field of rural sports who got his primary and senior 

secondary education from Gurdaspur, and graduation and Postgraduation from 

G.G.N Khalsa College, Ludhiana, and S.C.D. Government College, Ludhiana, 

respectively. He has served in several respectable positions like President of 

Punjabi Sahitya Akademi, Ludhiana from 2010 to 2014, Senior Editor (Punjabi) at 

Punjab Agricultural University, Ludhiana from 1983 to 2013 and Secretary-

General of Prof. Mohan Singh Memorial Foundation, Ludhiana. He is currently 

the Chairman of the Maharaja Duleep Singh Memorial Trust, Bassian, and the 

Punjabi Lok Virasat Academy. He is a prolific writer who has published a number 

of collections of “nazams,” “ghazals,” and “geets” during the past two decades, a 

few of which are Sheesha Jhooth Bolda hai (Poetry Collection), Har Dhukhda Pind 

Mera hai (Gazal Collection), Surkh Samundar (The first two collections are in a 

single volume), Do Harf Raseedi (Ghazals), Agan Katha (Poetry collection), Mann de  
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Buhe Bariyaan (Ghazals) and recently published Charkhadi (Poetry Collection). For 

his contribution to Punjabi language and culture, he has been conferred with 

several prestigious awards like “Shiromani Punjabi Kavi,” “Bhai Vir Singh Award,” 

“Shiv Kumar Batalavi Award,” “SS Misha Award,” “Prof Puran Singh Award,” 

“Prof. Mohan Singh Poetry Award,” and many more. 
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ਸਮ ਾਂ ਨਿਰਪੱਖ ਿਹ ਾਂ ਹ ੁੰਦ  

 

ਸਮ ਾਂ ਨਿਰਪੱਖ ਿਹ ਾਂ ਹ ੁੰਦ  ।  

ਜ ਾਂ ਤੇਰੇ ਪੱਖ ਦ  ਹ ੁੰਦੈ, 

ਜ ਾਂ ਸ ਡੇ ਪੱਖ ਦ  ਹ ੁੰਦੈ । 

 

ਨਿਰ  ਨਿਰਪੱਖਤ  ਿ ਹਰ  ਨਿਰ  ਹੈ, 

ਨਿਉਾਂ ਉਲਝੇ ਮਿ ਮੇਰ  ਮੋੜ ਾਂ ਤੇ ਜ  ਜ  ਿੇ । ਪਵੇ ਏਿ  ਭ ਲੇਖ  ਨਿਉਾਂ, 

ਇਹ ਮੈਿ ੁੰ  ਧ ੜ ਬੱਦਲ ਦ  । 

 

ਨਸਰਫ਼ ਇਨਤਹ ਸ ਹ  ਜੇ ਮੁੰਿਦੇ ਹੋ,  

ਤ ਾਂ ਦੱਸ ੋਨਿਸ ਵਿਤ ਨਿਰਪੱਖਤ  ਿੇ, ਸ ਥ ਨਦੱਤ  ਹੈ । 

 

ਅਸ ਾਂ ਹਰ ਵਿਤ ਹ  ਇਿ ਪੱਖ ਹੋਏ ਹ ਾਂ ।  

ਤ ਸ ਾਂ ਖ਼ ਦ ਵ  ਤ ਾਂ ਇਿ ਪੱਖ ਸ  । 

 

ਅਸ ਡ  ਪੱਖ ਨਸੱਧ  ਹੈ, 

ਨਜਦਹੇ ਨਵਚ ਤਪਸ਼ ਹੈ, 

ਨਜਦਹੇ ਨਵਚ ਠੁੰ ਢ, ਅਗਿ  ਤੇ ਜ਼ਬਤ ਹੈ । 

ਨਜਦਹੇ ਨਵਚ ਜੋਸ਼ ਵ  ਤੇ ਹੋਸ਼ ਵ  ਹੈ। 

ਮੈਂ ਬੇਹੋਸ਼  ਆਵ ਜ਼ ਿੱਸਦ  ਿਹ ਾਂ, 

ਮੈਂ ਹੋਸ਼ ਾਂ ਦ  ਪਹ ੜ  ਤੋਂ ਹ  ਉਚੱ  ਬੋਲਦ  ਹ ਾਂ । 

 

 

ਤ ਸ ਾਂ ਜਦ ਪੱਖ-ਪ ਤ ਾਂ ਿ ੁੰ , ਨਿਰ  ਨਿਰਪੱਖਤ  ਿਨਹੁੰਦੇ, ਤ ਾਂ ਮੈਂ ਨਫ਼ਰ ਿ ਿਦ  ਹ ਾਂ । 

“ਨਿਰ  ਨਿਰਪੱਖਤ  ਿ ਹਰ  ਨਿਰ  ਹ  ਹੈ” ।  

ਨਜਦਹ  ਰੁੰਗ ਿ ਨਝਲਨਮਲ ਤੋਂ, 

ਮੇਰ  ਮਿ ਦ ਰ ਿੱਸਦ  ਹੈ, 

ਮੇਰ  ਮਿ ਤਰਭਿ ਜ ਾਂਦ  ਹੈ । 

ਤੇ ਹ ਣ ਇਹ ਗੱਲ ਨਸੱਧ  ਹੈ, 

ਜਦੋਂ ਵ  ਸ ਪਨਿਆਾਂ ਿ ੁੰ  ਖੁੰਭ ਉਗੱ ੇਿੇ, ਅਸਲ ਦ ਿ ਆਾਂ ਿ ੁੰ  ਉਡੇੱ ਿੇ । 

ਤ ਸ ਾਂ ਿ ੁੰ  ਿਦ ੇਉਹ ਪ ੱਗ ੇਿੇ । 

ਤ ਸ ਾਂ ਨਿਰ ਿ ਤਰ ਨਦੱਤੇ ਿੇ, 

ਤੇ ਨਿਰ ਨਹੱਿ ਾਂ ਸਹ ਰੇ ਪਹ ੁੰਚ ਿੇ ਅਰਸ਼ ਾਂ, ਅਸ ਾਂ ਸਭ ਰਲ ਿ ੇਿਨਹੁੰਦੇ ਹ ਾਂ । 

'ਸਮ ਾਂ ਨਿਰਪੱਖ ਿਹ ਾਂ ਹ ੁੰਦ ' । 

ਜ ਾਂ ਤੇਰੇ ਪੱਖ ਦ  ਹ ੁੰਦੈ, 

ਜ ਾਂ ਮੇਰੇ ਪੱਖ ਦ  ਹ ੁੰਦੈ । 
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Dr. Mandeep Kaur 

 

Dr Mandeep Kaur Randhawa is an Assistant Professor in the P.G. Department of English 

at Gujranwala Guru Nanak Khalsa College, Ludhiana. Born in 1991, she passed her high 

school with distinction and secured University position in English Honours and Masters in 

English. NET qualified in English literature, her area of interest is Trauma Studies and she 

has completed her Ph.D in this field from Panjab University, Chandigarh under the title 

“Madness and Muteness as Emotional Responses to the Holocaust: A Study of Elie 

Wiesel’s Experience as a Survivor.” She has presented more than 20 research papers in 

National and International Conferences and several articles and book chapters have been 

published in various journals and edited books. She writes short stories as well. She has 

written two books on Literary Movements for the students of Masters in English and has 

edited four books entitled Voicing the Vacuum in Indian Diaspora, Emerging Young Writers, Tales 

of our Times: An Elixir for the Wise, Concerns of Immigrant English Literature.  
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Time can never be Impartial 

 

Time can never be Impartial, 

Its either yours 

Or mine. 
 

Sheer impartiality is a catchphrase mere,  

Why my mind baffles  

on twists and turns, 

Why creates illusions of dusty clouds. 
 

If you believe solely in History, 

Then proclaim 

When did impartiality stand with you! 
 

We always are biased. 

You yourself chose a side. 
 

Our side is unswerving one, 

Replete with fervor, 

Brimming with chill, fire and seize. 

Full of passion and consciousness. 

Even unconscious, my voice I never cease, 

Louder I speak from the heights of responsiveness. 
 

You, when call biasedness 

Purely unbiased.  

Only then I scream, 

“Sheer impartiality is a catchphrase mere”  

From the coulourful flickering of that 

My conscience fled, 

My conscience dreads. 
 

And now certain is that 

Whenever grow the wings of dreams  

Real world can never let them stream. 

You never endure 

By clipping, you stopped their soar. 

And then after attaining the heights forcefully, 

We say one and all 

Time can never be Impartial, 

Its either mine 

Or yours. 
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Inter-lingual Translations 
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English to Marathi 
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    Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, Odisha. 

Smruti Ranjan Mohanty, son of Raj Kishore and Shantilata Mohanty is from Padmapur, 

Jagatsingpur, Odisha, India. Working as finance officer in Govt of Odisha, he is a 

multilingual poet, essayist and writer with publications in newspapers and in national and 

international magazines, journals and anthologies. Three collection of poems, ‘Mana 

Upabana’, ‘Aroma of Wilting Petals’, ‘Something I Look At’ are to his credit. He writes 

extensively on life and its intricacies which are widely acclaimed.  His collection of poems 

and proses are published in his different blogs. He has been conferred with hundreds of 

accolades in the international arena which includes Order of Mahatma medal, Kairat 

Dussinov Medal for poetic excellence, Haven International Muse award in 2020, Order of 

Shakespeare, Double Cross Gold Medal from World Union of Poets, Rabindranath 

Tagore Memorial certificate, Certificates of honour from different literary organisations 

and groups. In the year 2019, 2020 and 2023 he has been awarded with the medal 

of International Faith Poet of the year by Destiny Poet International Community of 

Poets, Wakefield, U.K.  
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My Mother 

 

Minutes and hours have passed  

Since you left this world 

Where you were my mother 

I was your erring son 

The situation has not changed  

The same darkness all over 

No trace of the sun as yet  

 

When I look at your room  

Where you recited and let us listen to  

Most of the mythologies including  

The epics Ramayan and Mahabharat  

Among your listeners  

I am probably the lone survivor  

I see that empty cot 

Where we had shared so much time 

So much of love, life and smile  

Where you used to sit and sleep  

Where from you showered on all of us  

Your love and affection  

Guidance and concern  

 

Since the last five and a half years 

You were confined to bed 

But you were always lively  

And full of grace 

When l met you last  

I could never think 

Your days were numbered 

And I will lose you, 

My heaven on earth forever  

 

Since months 

I was feeling restless  

I used to get up from sleep  

And feel a sad melancholy deep within  

A fear constantly haunted me 

As if I was going to lose something precious  

Something very special, very different  



 

Page 102 of 127 

 

 

 

Something more than me and my life  

Nothing can be as precious as you, my mother 

My heart and soul, life and breath  

My earth below and sky over 

 

Now It is all over 

My relationship with you for years 

Ended in ashes and smokes  

Tell me! how can I live 

The rest of my life  

When there is no you, my mother? 
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Dr Kalpana Gangatirkar, Maharashtra 

 
Dr Kalpana Girish Gangatirkar is an Associate Professor of English in Mahavir 

Mahavidyalaya, Kolhapur from 1992. She is a P.G. Coordinator of the Department 

of English of her college. She is a lover of Literature and to inculcate reading 

culture and reading habits among college youths, she has established "Granthvedh 

: A Reading Forum ' in her college. In the same way, she is the founder of 

Tejaswini Yuvati Manch", a forum for girls. She is a Ph.D. Guide of Shivaji 

University, Kolhapur and five students are pursuing research under her guidance. 

She has worked on various academic committees of the University. She has 

presented more than 25 papers at National and International Conferences. At the 

same time her more than 25 papers have been published in various National and 

International Journals. 

She is a bilingual poet writing in English and Marathi and a Short Story writer as 

well. "Reflection ", a collection of short stories has been published. She enjoys 

translation activities and had been a coordinator of Transportation Proficiency 

Course in her college. 
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माझी आई २ 

 
 

त  हे जग सोड न 

अनींत क्षण अन ्तास उिटिेत 

पण सतत च कणारा मी... त झा म िगा 
आख्रण त  माझी आई 

हे समीकरण तसेच आहे. 
अज नह  स यावचा मागम सह  नाह  
आख्रण अींधार गच्च दाटिेिा! 
त्या भकास खोि कडे पाहहिीं 
की श्िोक म्हणणार , 
रामायण, महाभारतातीि प राण कथा 
आम्हािा ऐकवणार  त  आठवतेस! 
त झ्या श्रोत्याींमधिा एकटाच उरिो आहे मी! 
ती कॉट ज्यावर बस न 

वर्ावव करायचीय त  
असीम िेम , वात्सल्य आख्रण 

न सींपणाऱया काळजीचा! 
स्जथे जीवनाने रसरसिेिे  

आनींदाचे,मौंजेचे अनेक क्षण 

अन भविे आपण एकर 

तीच कॉट...ररती त झ्याप्रवना! 
 

साडे पाच वर् ेअींथरुणािा ख्रखळिेल्या 
त झ्यात कोठ न आिा हा रसरशीत डौि? 

त्या शेवटच्या भेट त 

वाटिीं ह  नाह ीं की 
सरत आिींय त झ आय ष्य 

आख्रण मी गमावतोय 

त िा...माझ्या पथृवीवर ि तवगाविा! 
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ककत्येक महहने ..... 
ह  उदासी सोडतच नाह  मिा 
रारी अचानक झोप मोडते अन ्

भरून जाते मन प्रवर्ण्ण ख्रखन्नतेने 

अनालमक भयाने झपाट न जतोबमी 
ख प खास अन ्अम ल्य असीं 
हरवतेय काह ... 
माझ्याह नह ....माझ्या जीवाह नह  
मौल्यवान.... 
आई....माझी आई... 
माझा आत्मा,माझे मन 

माझा श्वास आख्रण अवघे जीवन ! 
माझी जमीन आख्रण असीम आकाश 

माझी आई !! 
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                  Mr. Sudhakar Gaidhani  

 
 

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. Contact International journal has dedicated its Oct-Dec.2021 
issue to Gaidhani's poetry with the honour as--; The Celestial Year 2021 CONTACT 
INTERNATIONAL is named after our LAUREATE, THE GREAT INDIAN 
EPIC POET SUDHAKAR GAIDHANI.  

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 Congress 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 in Cultural 
Convention from Latin American Confederation of Writers, Artists and Poets of 
the World- Objectives and Principles of the UNESCO Convention, PARIS, 
20/10/2005- ARGENTINA Law 26305/2007 pact of San Jose de Costa Rica. 
Works available in  the several World Libraries including Library of Congress- 
Washington, USA )  A recent recipient of the prestigious Maharshi Walmiki Award 
for his literary contribution. 
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           GLORY TO THE POET'S DEATH 
 
                                      

No one cared when the poet  

Who was walking around with wealth of words - 

But poor in circumstances  

Was shivering with cold.   

 

One day he succumbed to the terrible hunger  

That tormented him all the time. 

Now his admirers prepared a shroud  

Woven with golden threads for him.  

 

A bronze statue was announced  

by the National Literary Society. 

The government posthumously  

awarded him the title of 

 

" Great National Poet". 

The poet's soul was hiding  

behind his own beautiful marble grave- 

And laughing loudly  

watching this social drama. 
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Translation  
 

 

 
 

                     दीपक नषमदेव पवषर Deepak Namdeo Pawar 

 

श्री दीपक नषमदेव पवषि हे गेल्यष सव्वीस वर्षंपषसून अध्यषपन कषयषात ित आहेत. इांग्रजी 
हष त्यषांचष अध्यषपनषचष ववर्य असून मिषठी, हहांदी आणि इांग्रजी कववतष शलहहि ेतसेच 

अनुवषद किि े हष त्यषांचष छांद आहे. अनेक मशसकषांमधून आणि स्थषतनक 

तनयतकषशलकषांमधून त्यषांच्यष कववतष, कथष आणि वैचषरिक तसेच लशलत लेख प्रकषशित 

झषले आहेत. तसेच अनेक िषष्रीय तथष आांतििषष्रीय तनयतकषशलकषांमधून त्यषांचे िोध 

तनबांध तसेच कववतष (हहांदी आणि इांग्रजी ) प्रकषशित झषले आहेत. ते भषर्ष आणि सांस्कृतीचे 
सांवधान कििषऱ्यष आांतििषष्रीय पषतळीच्यष सांघटनषांचे सकक्रय सभषसद( सांपषदक ) आहेत.  
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कवी मरणषचे वैभव ! 

 

कुणीच कधी पवषा केली नषही त्यष कवीची 
जेंव्हष तो आपल्यष भोवती 
शबदषांचां गषरूड / शबद दौलत घेवून 

पण पररस्थथतीन ेदीनवषणष झषलेलष 
थांडीत कुडकुडत 

करत होतष त्यषची पषयपीट . 

 

आणण एक ददवस  

ज्यष  भुकेने त्यषलष आयुष्यभर छळलां 
ततनेच खषवून टषकलां त्यषलष. 
आतष मषत्र त्यषच्यष चषहत्यषांनी 
सोन्यषच्यष धषगयषांनी  
ववणलेलां एक देखणां कफन  

केलांय त्यषच्यष सषठी. 
 

अन ्एक कषथयषचष पुतळष सुद्धष 
घोवर्त झषलषय "रषष्रीय सषदहत्य सांथथे कडून", 

अन ्सरकषर ने 'महषन रषष्रीय कवी' 
म्हणून मरणोत्तर ककतषबही ददलषय. 

 

त्यष कवीचष आत्मष मषत्र 

त्यषच्यषच सुांदर, सांगमरवरी  
थडगयषच्यष आत दडून बसलषय 

अन ्हसतोय  

खदषखदष ह्यष सषमषस्जक 

नौटांकी/तमषशषकडे बघून. 
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Tamil to Hindi 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 111 of 127 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Classics 
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    Saint Poetess Abhirami Bhattar 

Abhirami Pattar @ Subramaniya Iyer was a Hindu saint from the south Indian state of 

Tamil Nadu. He is famed as the author of a collection of hymns called Abhirami 

Anthadhi which is widely regarded as one of the foremost works of modern Tamil 

literature. 

Subramaniya Iyer was born to Amirthalinga Iyer in the village of Thirukadaiyur. 

Thirukkadaiyur has one of many elegant Brahmin quarters near the temple called 

agraharams established by the Maratha ruler Serfoji I, a great admirer of Brahmin poets 

and bards, in the early part of the 18th century. The village was famous for its Shiva 

temple, called Amritaghateswarar-Abirami Temple, Thirukkadaiyur. Right from his 

childhood, Subramaniya Iyer was drawn to the temple and Goddess Abhirami. 
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1.  
  

பணையும், க ொழுந்தும்,  

பதிக ொை்ட வேரும்  

பனி மலரப்் பூங் 

 ணையும்,  ருப்புச ்சிணலயும்,  

கமன் பொசொங்குசமும், ண யில் 

அணையும், திரிபுர சுந்தரி  
 

ஆேது அறிந்தனவம! 
 
2.  
 

- அபிரொமி அந்தொதி 

 

கசொல்லும் கபொருளும் என நடம் ஆடும் துணைேருடன் 

 

புல்லும் பரிமள பூங்க ொடிவே நின் புதுமலரத்்தொள் 

அல்லும் ப லும் கதொழும் அேர ்்வ  

 

 அழிேொ அரசும் 

கசல்லும் தேகநறியும் சிேவலொ மும் சித்தி ்குவம 

         - அபிரொமி அந்தொதி 
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Mr. K. Ramanathan, Tamilnadu 

 

Mr. K. Ramanathan, born in 1962 in Tamilnadu, wanting to bridge cultures of the North 

and the South through literature went on to do Masters in both Hindi and Tamil 

languages. In this endeavour, in M.Phil he did a comparative study on the works of 

Mahakavi Bharathi and Rashtrakavi Maithili Sharan Gupta.He has presented many 

research papers on Sangam Tamil literature in Hindi. His works also include hindi 

translations of contemporary tamil books. Presently he is associated with Central Institute 

of Classical Tamil, Chennai in the project for translation of Sangam Literature in Hindi. 

In addition, he has 35 years of experience in teaching Tamil and Hindi. Also he writes 

spritual articles in Hindi and Tamil magazines including Sapatagiri, published by Tirumala 

Tirupati Devasthanam. 
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1. 
                                                                       
 

हे अलभरामी! समझ लिया मैं न े

श्र नत के डाि व पल्िव सा खडी हैं देवी जड पेड बराबर! 
  

शीति स मन बाण गन्ने काि े

           हाथ मदृ पाश व अींक श  

रखी है िोक तीनों की देवी।। 
(अलभरामी अींताद ) 
 
 
2.  
 

 शब्द व अथव सींयोग सा 
                अपने पनत के साथ 

सानींद नाचती अलभरामी!  
 

स गींचधत स मन ख्रखिे बेि 

                  सम हो त म अलभरामी! 
अब ख्रखिे कमि सम 

                चरण तेरे हैं अलभरामी! 
 

करते प जन जो सदा त झ े

              अलमट आनींद सहहत 

स गनत और लशविोक 

                पाते वे अप्रविींब ।। 
(अलभरामी अींताद ) 
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Sanskrit to Rajasthani 
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Bhagavad Gita 

 
The Bhagavad Gita ('The Song by God'), often referred to as the Gita, is a 700-

verse Hindu scripture, which is part of the epic Mahabharata. It forms the chapters 

23–40 of book 6 of the Mahabharata called the Bhishma Parva. The work is dated 

to the second half of the first millennium BCE.(Wiki)   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hindu_texts
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hindu_epic
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mahabharata
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bhishma_Parva
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/First_millennium_BCE
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यया तवप्नीं भयीं शोकीं  प्रवर्ादीं मदमेव च | 

न प्रवम ञ्चनत द मेधा धनृत: सा पाथव तामसी || 35|| 

 

स खीं स्त्वदानीीं बरप्रवधीं शणृ  मे भरतर्वभ | 

अभ्यासाद्रमते यर द :खान्तीं च ननगच्छनत || 36|| 

 

यत्तदग्रे प्रवर्लमव पररणामेऽमतृोपमम ्| 

तत्स खीं सास्ववकीं  िोक्तमात्मब द्चधिसादजम ्|| 37|| 

 

प्रवर्येस्न्द्रयसींयोगाद्यत्तदग्रेऽमतृोपमम ्| 

पररणामे प्रवर्लमव तत्स खीं राजसीं तमतृम ्|| 38|| 

 

यदग्रे चान बन्धे च स खीं मोहनमात्मन: | 

ननद्राितयिमादोत्थीं तत्तामसम दाहृतम ्|| 39| 
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Mohanlal Verma, Rajasthan 

 
Mohanlal Verma is an academician, poet, novelist and editor of The Triveni (An 

International monthly literary magazine in Hindi, English and Rajasthani 

Languages). He has four books of poetry to his credit namely The Songs of 

Humanity, Stop Sexual Abusing, Mother India, My Love, a prose Satire- Narada 

Visits the Earth and a novel, Super Lady. He’s published a research paper on ‘How 

to improve below class level students at secondary level.’. The awards, he’s been 

conferred on are -Diploma Level 1st by Kenya Govt and Motivational Strips; 

Muse 2020 Awards by Haven International; Certificate of Honour by Motivational 

Strips; Poetic Adulation Award by Haven International; Certifiate by World's 

Famous Writers, 2nd poet of Gammo Style writing; Best Teacher Award by 

Directorate of Education, Bikaner, Rajasthan (India)   

Blog: mohanvermahanumangarh.blogspot.com 

Mail: mv43490@gmail.com 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://mohanvermahanumangarh.blogspot.com/
mailto:mv43490@gmail.com
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35. 
 

बा धारणा सगती जकी स ीं एक लमनख आ बात मान िेवै कै नीींद, भै, द ुः ख, अर हींकार 
स ीं आपाीं कदै ई नी बच सकाीं. इतयो लमनख ना तो इण ब राइयाीं स ीं बचणै र  कोई 
सोच राखै अर ना ई आ नै छोडण रो कोई ियास करै, अर हरमेस ई इसी धारणा 
बनायाूँ राखै.  
      कदै ई तो इतयो लमनख भोत ज्यादा स तो रहव,ै कदै ई मौत, बीमारयाीं, मान, 

अपमान, रै भ ैस ीं, तवातथय अर धन रै खोवण रै भै स ीं जकडडजेड़ो रहवै.  
 

कदै ई इतयो लमनख सोग अर चचींत्या मायने ड ब्यो रहवै अर कदै ई जद बबनै मन चाई 
चीज लमळ ज्यावै तो हींकार स ीं ि ि ज्यावै.  
ई तराीं र  धारणा सगती लमनख न ैद जाीं लमनखाीं रो न कसान करण वाततै, द जाीं लमनखाीं 
न ैद ुःख देवण वाततै अर वाीं रो धन हडपण वाततै िेररत करै. इतयो लमनख परमाद, 

अलभमान, दम्भ, ईरखा, द्वेस मायने ड ब्योड़ो रहवै.  
हे पाथव ! इण तराीं र  धारणा सगती न ैतामलसक धारणा सगती कहवै. 
 
36 
 

हरेक लमनख स खी रहवण वाततै कमव करै. अर ओ स ख ह  ' ज है जकै रै वाततै आपाीं 
कमव रा भारा बाींध िेवाीं.  
 भगवान ककरसन कहव,ै " हे भारत ! इण सींसार मायने तीन तराीं रा स ख होवै, जका रो 
आनींद आपणो सर र इण सींसार मैं िेवै. म्हैं तन्नै अै  
तीन स ख ककसा होव,ै लमनख कीींया वाींरो आनींद िेवै, लमनख द ुःख स ीं िारो छ डावण 
वाततै वण स खाीं नै भोगै, सगळी बात थान ैबताऊूँ . 
लमनख साींनत, सींतोस अर आपर  इींच्छा प ती वाततै कमव करै अर जणा अै लमळ ज्याव ै
तो बीीं अवतथा नै स ख रो नाींव हदयो है.  
क्य ीं कै स ख नै पावण वाततै लमनखाीं रा कमव न्यारा न्यारा होवै तो स ख एक लसरखो 
कीींया हो सकै. तीन तराीं रा कमव होवै तो स ख भी तीन तराीं गा होवै.  
जको स ख सरु मैं जहर लसरखो घातक होवै अर छेकड़ जागे इमरत लसरखो िाग,ै इतयो 
स ख सास्त्वक स ख होया करै.  
जको मागव सींघसव स ीं भररयोड़ो अर खेचळ करा' न पछै सििता कानन िे ज्यावै, बो 
स ख इमरत लसरखो िागै, इतयै स ख नै सास्त्वक स ख कहवै.  
बेद इतयै स ख रै मागव नै शे्रय रो मागव बतायो है. 
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37. 
 
 

जको  स ख  सरु  मैं  जहर  लसरखो 
घातक  होवै  अर  छेकड़  जागे  इमरत  लसरखो  िागै,  इतयो 
स ख  सास्त्वक  स ख  होया  करै.  
जको  मागव  सींघसव  स ीं  भररयोड़ो  अर खेचळ  करा' 
न  पछै  सििता  कानन  ि े ज्यावै,  बो  स ख  इमरत  लसरखो  िाग,ै  इतय ै स ख  न ै सास्त्वक
  स ख  कहवै.  
इतयो  स ख  सास्त्वक  ब द्चध स ीं  ई  लमळै  अर  बा  ब द्चध  आत्म  ज्ञान  स ीं  ई  लमळै.  
बेद  इतयै  स ख  रै  मागव  नै  शे्रय  रो  मागव  बतायो  है. 
 
38 
 

राजलसक  स ख इस्न्द्रयाीं  अर  बतत  रै  सींजोग  स ीं  जिम  िेवै, 
बा  बतत   जकी  स ीं  आपणी  इन्द्र   रोमाींचचत  हो  जावै. 
इतयो  स ख  पळ  भर  रो  होवै,  मतबळ  घणी  ताळ कोनी  रहवै. इतयै  स ख  रै 
पछै  िाळच, चचींत्या, अर  मोह  माया  रै  जाळ  मायने  आपणी  आत्मा  पज  ज्यावै.  
सरु  मैं  इतयो  स ख  ईमरत लसरखो  िागै 
क्य ीं  कै  ओ  स ख  आपणी  इस्न्द्रया  अर  इींहद्रयाीं  रै  राजा  मतबळ  आपण ै मन  न ै बस  मैं  
कर िेवै. ई  रो  अींत  जहर  लसरखो  घणो  माड़ो  होवै.  
हे  अज वन  इतयै  स ख नै  राजसी  स ख  कहवै.  
 
 
39. 

जको  स ख  सरु  स ीं  ि'ेन 
छेकड़  ताींई  आपणी  आत्मा  न ै मोह  जाळ  मायन े पजायाीं  राख,ै  लमनख  र   आळस,  पर
माद, अर नीींद  नै  प्रपछाण  नी सकै,  अर 
इींयाीं  मान  िेव ै कै  आीं  स ीं  बडो  कोई  द जो  स ख  सींसार मैं  कोनी.  ओ  ई'ज  परम  स ख  है. 
जीयाीं कै  जकै  लमनख नै  नसै करण  र   ित  िाग  ज्याव,ै  बीीं  लमनख  नै  ठा होंता  सोंता 
ई कै  नसो  सर र  रो  नास  करै,  बो  लमनख  नसो  नी  छोडै.  
हे  अज वन ! इतयो  स ख  तामसी  स ख  होया  करै. 
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