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INTRODUCTION

I am indeed fortunate to pen the introduction of the first issue of Kaavya, 
a foundation that has taken the initiative to promote Indian literature. In 
this very first issue, the best of Indian literati and also some upcoming 
ones have found a place and I thank each one of them for their
contribution. Contemporary Indian literature, both in English and Hindi, 
are rich, diverse and profound which is evident in this extensive volume 
of verses and short stories penned by no other than, Dr. Jagannath Prasad 
Das, Dr. Amarendra Khatua, Dr. Ganga Prasad Vimal, Dr. Lakshmi
vKannan, Sharmila Ray, Dr. Anamika, Rachna Joshi, Parimal K. Brahma,
Sanjula Sharma, Mayura Tiwari, Kavita Singhal, Rati Agnihotri,
Dr. Mohan Chutani, Achla Bansal, Amit Ranjan, Dr. Vasanthi
Ramachandran, K. Jayakumar, Dr. J. Bhagyalakshmi, Anju Malik
Chowdhary, Shivpriya, Savita Sinha, Manoj Krishnan and Kiren Babal. 
Literature mirrors life and age. The poems are the reflections of the age 
to which we belong and the life we lead. The poems and stories also 
bring in the complexities of
the present era which are evident from certain works in this volume.

The volume touches upon some serious issues such as the horrific 26/11 
attack in Mumbai, where several innocent people were killed; and
remembers those that are missing. The works in this volume leave us 
with a mixed bag of feelings.

Poems and stories are on varied themes and ranges from Dastak to stones 
of Gwalior, birds of Mansarovar, missing persons, English professor, 
monsoon, mortality, sense of loss, Sita’s ordeal, water or jal, moments to 
transient time and finally light of hope or just light. The outcomes of the 
volume are not just outpourings on conventional themes of romance and 



love but have a much broader outlook. The volume is memorable for this 
distinction. The readings are a treat to our senses and
above all mind and thought.

Monsoon and nature fascinate the poets and encourage them to write 
magnificentpoems such as those in this collection. Poets not only express 
the joy nature brings to us but also metaphorically use them to talk about 
dark subjects. The poems and stories in both English and Hindi reveal 
that we are not living in a very easy age. But still, we combat fear or dar 
and have faith in omnipresent and humanity.

So with renewed hope, I conclude and congratulate all the contributors 
and hope again that they will become the agents of change through their 
work and thoughts and keep
on writing.
- Mandira Ghosh







After Gujarat 

After Gujarat,
Will there be poetry?
Could poets write
after Alexandria was razed?
Hiroshima and Vietnam;
after the Emergency;
after Babri Masjid,
9/11 and Iraq?

Poetry cannot be banished.
It returns at will
to Plato’s Republic,
to Stalin’s Siberia,
to Pokhran and to Kalahandi,
following in the footprints
of violence
as it chronicles
the descent of man.
As with history,  for poetry
there is no end.

Poetry will be written
despite fatwas and bans.
Poetry will defy the Gulag;
it will ignore the censor’s blue pencil
and the fundamentalist’s frown.
Poetry will be written



even as books
are being burnt.
After Gujarat
Poetry will be written
about Gujarat itself,
beginning with
the shame of Ayodhya
and following the bloody trail
to Godhra, to Gujarat
and on to Mumbai.
When Babri rises
poetry will affirm
that temples are made
not with blood-scribed bricks
or stones carved in hate,
that they, like poetry,
are founded on imagination and faith
in the hearts of men.

After Gujarat
poems will be written
to affirm the truth
that there is no Ayodhya
outside the poet’s
epic imagination.



Kalahandi

Put away the road maps now.
To go there.
You do not need
helicopters any more:
wherever there is hunger,
Kalahandi is there.

The god of rain
turned away his face.
There was not one green leaf left
on trees to eat.
The whole village a graveyard
The ground, cracked
River sand, dried up.
All plans failed;
the poverty line
receded further.

Wherever you look,
There is a Kalahandi:
In the sunken eyes
of living skeletons,
in rags which do not cover
frail bodies,
in utensils
pawned off for food,
in the crumbling huts
with un thatched roofs,



in the exclusive prosperity
of having owned
two earthen pots.
Kalahandi is everywhere:
in the gathering of famished crowds
before charity kitchens,
in market places where children are
auctioned off.
in the sighs of young girls
sold to brothels,
in the silent processions
of helpless people
leaving their hearth and home.

Come, look at Kalahandi closer:
In the crocodile tears
Of false press statements,
In the exaggerated statistics
Of computer print-outs,
In the cheap sympathies
Doled out at conferences
in the false assurances
presented by planners.
Kalahandi is very close to us:
In the occasional contrition
of our souls,
In the unexpected nagging of conscience,
In the rare repentance
of the inner self.



In the nightmares
appearing through sound sleep,
In disease, in hunger,
In helplessness,
In the abject fear
of an impending bloodshed.

How could we then walk
Into celebrated portals
of the twenty-first century,
leaving Kalahandi behind?



Mapping Loss

A new home
Has a fragile foundation
Made of dreams. You
Must seek your address
Anyway, familiar
Mantle places to position
Your family photographs
And to wait for messages
From a past
Coloured in imagination
Exiled but always hungry
To keep you awake in
Vivid refugee crayons.

The broken path left behind
Inside maps swollen in dust,
Poverty, genocide and mutated
Tree trunks, the hazy
Horizon mispronouncing departures
With middle class Hollywood prints
And bodies, dead, missing, tired,
Hungry, molested and seeking, always
Reaching strange shores somehow.
Human dreams are of many
Distinct religions, no one can
Name it with a god’s face or inside
A familiar space. The dread



Busting inside heart in search
Of practiced illusions
In many pristine forms presents
Temples, churches, mosques
Cities, counties and unions
But no defined cultural pores, moral
Belongings.
Now all pictures are
Dedicated to your
Looking for a home, a
Temporary address for now.
The landscape is
Dotted with a dead baby
In flowery dress floating
In blue waters, a pain of
Hungry eyes of a young man
Scorching a vacant sky, a
Svelte body of a wandering
Woman ravaged inside a
Rudderless boat and curious
And waiting eyes of ours.
It is an art house of lost
Memories where your hopes
Struggle for new hopes,
New beginnings.



Picturing Mortality

It will rain dead music
Whole night, flickering
Sparks of a buried moon
Will litter the sky amid
Unwanted clouds.

The only song,
Which could caress my
Lips with wordless abandon and
Wet my eyes spitting
Prohibited desire,
Will ease off from this
Cursed orbit with your
Departure. I can only
Witness as predetermined, but
Without a personal text.

I carry the tote bag of
Charmed curses. Love will hunt
And hurt me, your going away
Will curate a world of lonesome
Dignity lapping my sorrows and
Always waiting will cartograph a
Destiny, never mine,
But must be kept corralled in this 
Lifetime.



It will bleed dark memories
Whole night. I cannot die nor
Can I cry in hiding. The night
Must carry me into the shadows
Of indistinct softening tattooed in
Eons of absence of your making.



Stones of Gwalior Fort

Once here, the stones half defaced by lichen now,
were witness to stories of death and resurrection.
Now covered in darkness and tree roots, they are
drunk with absence and shadows of transient things.
Assorted storylines are embedded in their pores awaiting
a perceptible traveler.

One day, perhaps, the stones will speak
emerging from bleeding night
luminous with sprouted new leaves.



Journey

I’m trying to find a piece of land
far off from the smell of
Temple
Church
Mosque
with a single green leaf and a
half-open flower, with eyes
mirroring celestial shadow and
teeth brushed clean of stained frenzy,
smelling of nutmeg and ripe guava.
But where do I start?
The centre is ever receding as one
twilight trail joins another,
leaving no trace, only the feel of
soft moss and crushed grain.
A sandpapered moon weakly casts
its shadow over quiet things.

Indeed!

But still I search,
take another step
for I firmly believe the land
is just about the corner-
virgin, housing unending light
in bright torrents.



Story of Ten Birds of Mansarovar

It had been a beautiful evening. The crimson sky on the west looked like 
a tulip garden. A cool breeze was blowing from the north. The pure air 
carried the fragrance of the champak flowers. It was a heavenly
feeling. I could not resist the desire to walk for eternity. I abandoned 
by car and decided to walk down the entire distance of four kilometers 
from my office to home. I took the cycle track passing through the green 
belt of Varanasi. On my right, quietly flowed the majestic Ganga, the 
most sacred river of India. On my left was a big forest which was home 
to a large number of animals and birds. A vast number of Langurs (big 
monkeys called Hanuman) lived in this forest. In addition, plenty of deer, 
rabbits, tortoise, squirrel, bats and snakes abounded the place. People 
generally avoided using the road except in groups because of the fear of 
the animals, especially the snakes. I was not afraid at all because I knew 
that these animals will never harm you unless you try to harm them or if 
they feel threatened by you. During day time, boys and girls cycle down 
to the university using the forest road to save time. But, in the evening 
the road is deserted.

Enjoying nature in all its glory with a wide variety of tall trees of dif-
ferent colors, rustling of the falling leaves, the vastness of the Ganga 
with tiny boats here and there and pure oxygen in the cool air, I started 
singing some of classical songs of the Banaras Gharana. I also remem-
bered Rabindranath Tagore’s famous song where he says: “One who is 
complete within one self and can enjoy the gentle breeze, the blooming 
of flowers in the garden and the call of the cuckoos, he should have no 
want in this universe”. And there were enough cuckoos in the forest. I 
must have walked about two kilometers when I reached the edge of the 
forest. I was nearing the university football ground when I was startled 



by some human voices. I looked around. There was no trace of human 
being or even an animal. I thought it was the strong wind which created 
some such sound. But I was mistaken. As I reached the football ground, 
the voices became louder and louder. I could realize that the human 
voices were coming from somewhere in the big football ground. I began 
to walk up to the ground and was wonder-struck by a sight which I had 
never seen in my life. In the middle of the ground a group of beautiful 
birds never seen before were engaged in an animated discussion in
human voices. The birds, ten of them, had reddish head, yellow neck, 
blue belly and plumes of seven colors. They were fairly big in size in 
between the Macau and the peacock. They were much more beautiful 
than the Paradise Bird of Papua New Guinea or the Peacocks of India. It 
was an amazing sight and without knowing I was advancing towards the 
birds. But the birds did not fly away. On the contrary, they welcomed me 
and one of them came up to me saying ‘Namaste, I am Mansi’ in clear 
Hindi. I said ‘I am Amit, how do you do’? ‘We are fine, enjoying this 
beautiful evening’, Mansi said.

I asked ‘how is it that you didn’t fly away when I came near you in the 
football ground?’ Mansi replied ‘we normally do that but we knew you 
are a perfect gentleman, kind and full of affection for all living beings. 
You will not do any harm to us’. ‘How do you know that’ I asked. ‘You 
haven’t seen us, but we have seen you, we have noticed you’ I was 
flattered. I asked Mansi ‘how do you read human mind? How do you 
speak in human language? How could you speak Hindi?’ ‘It is a very 
long story’, Mansi said. ‘Please tell me. It must be amazing story never 
heard before’. Mansi said, ‘Ok, let’s sit together. There is bench at the 
corner and let all of us go there’. So, we went to the wooden bench; I sat 
in the middle surrounded by ten beautiful birds. Mansi began her story: 



‘Nobody will believe that we are actually human beings. We are five 
boys and five girls. It all happened twenty years ago. We were all class 
mates and great friends in college. We were very fond of adventures and 
formed ‘The Adventure Club’. We loved mountaineering. Except Mt. 
Everest, Nanda Devi, and Kanchenjunga, we attempted almost all major 
peaks in the Himalayas. We used to spend the entire summer holidays 
at Haridwar, Rishikesh, Kedarnath, Badrinath and Darjeeling trying to 
climb high peaks from there. Every summer, we would undertake an 
adventurous journey in the Himalayas. One year we decided to climb up 
the Gangotri glacier and try to go up to the snow peaks which created 
the glacier. It was a prohibited area and nobody was given permission 
to trek in the Gangotri glacier. We knew the source of Ganga but we 
wanted to know the secret of the glaciers which formed the Ganga River. 
It was too dangerous. In the early hours of the morning, before the snow 
started melting, without any permission, ten of us left Gangotri for the 
higher reaches of the glacier’. ‘The whole day we walked going up and, 
in the evening, we set up a base camp on a rock and decided to rest till 
next morning. Unluckily for us, that night, there was an unusually severe 
blizzard and our tents were blown away. Before we could realize what 
was happening, a huge avalanche came down from the glacier and buried 
all of us. All ten of us were killed by the avalanche’. ‘But how did you 
become birds’? I asked.

‘Oh, we wanted to be birds, that’s why. Every year, looking at the sky at 
Kedarnath and Badrinath, we noticed that hundreds of swans and cranes 
from Mansarovar Lake of Tibet would cross the Himalayas and come 
down to various places in India and on the Ganga -from one holy place 
to another holy place. From time immemorial, Kailash-Mansarovar has 
been the holiest of holy places for the Indians. For the birds, the



Mansarovar Lake is perhaps the most beautiful and best place in the 
world to live. We envied those swans and the cranes. They can fly high 
in the sky and travel hundreds of kilometers at a stretch without getting 
tired. They are absolutely free and happy. Freedom is their mantra; they 
are free from all boundaries, rules, regulation and restrictions imposed on 
man. We wanted our souls to fly in the mist and clouds of the
Himalayas. At all the holy places - Haridwar, Rishikesh, Kedarnath, 
Badrinath, Varanasi, Prayag - we would pray ‘Oh God, in our next birth 
make us birds; let us be reborn as the paradise birds of Mansarovar’. 
‘God listened to our prayers. We are so lucky - all of us are together 
again and live together at the best place on earth - the Mansarovar Lake. 
We have only one fear. Humans are so cruel – they may kill some of us. 
We do not want to be separated from each other. We do not fly over the 
Middle East and certain parts of Pakistan and India because there are 
people who are ready to shoot us down. We take the safe route over the 
Himalaya mountains’.

‘Why do you come to Varanasi? Why are you here’? I asked. ‘Varanasi is 
the most ancient city in the world. It is the holiest city in India. But that 
is not the reason. All of us belonged to Varanasi. We all studied together 
in the University in the same class. We all played football here, on this 
very ground. It is so nostalgic to come down to Varanasi, especially to 
the football ground!’ ‘How do you speak in human language and in
Hindi’? ‘We have retained all the faculties of our previous human life 
in this birth also. All of us can fluently speak Hindi and English and 
some of us can also speak Tamil, Telegu, Malayalam, Marathi, Gujrati 
and Bengali’. ‘Are you happy’? I asked. All of them said in chorus ‘Yes, 
we are. But we have become very vulnerable. We have become targets 
of many bad people. We feel helpless. We cannot do anything good for 



anybody. We now realize that only the humans can change things for the 
better.
Therefore, all of us are praying that in the next birth, we should be born 
as humans again.’ It was getting dark. The crimson sky gave way to dark 
clouds. It could rain. ‘Time to go home’, I said. ‘Where do you live’? ‘In 
the forest’. ‘How do we meet again’?

‘Come to the football ground in the evening and call us, we’ll be there’. 
I got an idea – why not ask Mansi to come home, have dinner with us 
and stay for the night! I proposed to the group ‘would you mind if  I 
take Mansi to my home for dinner and request her to stay with us for a 
week? My wife Radha is from Banaras and has graduated from the same 
college. Radha would be extremely happy to have Mansi as her guest 
of honour.’ Mansi discussed this with her friends and agreed to come 
with me. I was elated. She sat on my shoulder and we went home safely. 
Nobody could notice her in darkness on the deserted street. Seeing the 
beautiful bird, Radha was amazed and so excited that she almost faint-
ed. ‘I must keep this bird’, she said. I told her ‘She is not a bird, she is 
Mansi. She studied in Varanasi in your university and could be one or 
two years junior to you’. Radha got back her composure and accorded 
the same respect which she could have shown to her classmates. We 
had dinner together. Mansi was a vegetarian. She took a little bit of rice 
and chickpeas and some fruits. We had a small guest room where Radha 
made the bed for Mansi. Radha and Mansi chatted for two hours dis-
cussing everything on earth recalling each other’s memories of college 
days, their university life and their adventures. It was 12 o’clock before 
they retired. Mansi agreed to stay with us for only six days - Monday to 
Saturday and wanted to go back to her friends next 
Sunday. But Radha wanted she stayed permanently, at least for a month. 



But one problem worried me - her safety. I did not want that she was 
found out by anybody. Her beauty would invite trouble for her, partic-
ularly from bad people. So, I pleaded with my wife that Mansi should 
not go out except to our garden and that too after the evening time when 
people would not be able to notice her. Mansi could not escape the notice 
of one young man, Sher Singh belonging to the old royal family. He was 
a keen sportsperson and an archer. He loved to keep birds and animals in 
a private zoo he set up in their old palace compounds. While travelling 
on his horseback one evening, he noticed a ravishingly beautiful crea-
ture on the back lawn of my house. He was determined to get the bird. 
But how to do it? It was a difficult task. He made out a plan. He found 
out that the bird would come out only after evening time. After studying 
the situation, he entered my garden from the jungle side with a net and 
his bow and arrow. Sher Singh who entered the lawn like a thief threw 
an arrow from behind a bush to disable Mansi at her leg and proceeded 
to catch her with the net. Mansi was hit in the leg and she gave a huge 
scream ‘help, help’ in human voice. All of us immediately rushed to the 
garden. Sher Singh was totally perplexed hearing loud human scream 
from nowhere. Seeing us, he slipped, fell down and got entangled in 
his own net. He was caught. He knew me and profusely apologized for 
his foolish action. Meanwhile, Radha already called the police and the 
ambulance. Sher Singh was taken to the police station and was charged 
for trespassing, stealing and attempt to murder. Mansi was immediately 
taken to the Bird Hospital.

Mansi remained in the hospital for a week. Her injury was not very 
serious; no bones were broken. Her left leg was bandaged after a minor 
procedure. After the story broke out in the newspapers and the TV Chan-
nels, the Bird Hospital became



a place of pilgrimage. Nobody had seen such a beautiful bird. Nobody 
had seen such a miracle that the exquisitely beautiful bird had the voice 
of a girl and speaking fluently in English, Hindi and Bengali. It was
difficult to control the crowd flocking to the hospital. First came the
doctors and surgeons from general hospitals, then came the media
persons, the politicians and the general public. During the visiting hours, 
there was a very long queue and the security staff had a tough task to 
control the visitors. The police recorded Mansi’s statement. Mansi gave 
her statement in English and signed it too. On the basis of her 
tatement and our evidence, the Magistrate found Sher Singh guilty of the 
crime and sentenced him to one year’s imprisonment. He was sent to the 
Central Jail. On the seventh day, Mansi was to be discharged from the 
hospital. It was time to say good bye. Everybody’s eyes became moist. 
Everybody loved her so much. They did not treat her as a bird but as a 
beautiful woman. They took care of her, protected her, nursed her and 
loved her. All eyes of the doctors and nurses were moist. I did not want 
to take any further risk. In the evening, Mansi was dressed in a girl’s 
dress with a mask of a girl, I secretly put her into my car and along with 
Radha headed towards the University ground. There, all her nine friends 
were waiting. They were relieved to see Mansi. I apologized to them say-
ing I was the cause for her suffering. I asked them ‘what are your plans 
now’? ‘We shall no longer stay at Varanasi. We shall go back to Mansa-
rovar, our home’. ‘Will you come next year? We shall wait for you’. ‘It 
depends. Let us hope. I shall drop a letter in your garden when we come 
next year, said Mansi. Mansi kissed Radha. Radha was inconsolable. 
Mansi with her nine friends flew away towards Mansarovar.



Music of Life

There wasn’t enough music
In his life.
That’s why Michael Mascarenhas
Decided to end his life.
Jumped into the sea,
But the sea returned the body with utter disdain.

A happy family, a young wife, two children,
A decent job, a moderate house,
Good friends, good neighbors,
Still, he thought life wasn’t worth living.

The Priest came, the doctor rushed,
Wife fainted, children cried,
Friends moaned thinking of funeral,
But, the doctor declared him ‘not dead’.

Waves of happiness flowed.
Everybody asked ‘why did he do this?’
The Priest blessed, smiled and said,
‘There wasn’t enough music in his life.’



Monsoon

The Yamuna swells and spreads
across fields and marshes and bushes
as wind and water lash the city.

Curtains of rain
catch scooters and autos
in their wake. 

Rain falls through me
drenches the trees
and shakes the shrubs.

The magnolias fall to one side
and the Ashok and Eucalyptus
shine with silvery glow.

Telephone lines go off
electricity and power surge and wane
and connectivity is a poor Morse Code.

E-mails also dysfunction
but the rain is a relief
from the murderous heat.

Rain flows out
washes the roads
and fuses the landscape.



The rain unravels like music
pervading the atmosphere
and soaking through my body.
Like a loving refrain
it inundates my being,
envelopes the spirit
washing out the day’s drudgery.

Crossing the Yamuna by metro
I see again scattered hutments
and withered fields of grain
needy farmers waiting
for the river to replenish their fields
by forgetting its banks
and spilling itself widely.

The river will withdraw into its channel,
silt-laden banks will sprout again
lush and green.

I too feel like rich accumulated
silt, ready for the language
of change to grow in me, say
things I’ve never said before. 



Paintings on tiles

Seascapes
Mindscapes
Landscapes.
Shades of blue in the seascapes.
Underwater imagery
Mindscapes and the subconscious
Awash in pastels
Landscapes in myriad hues.

Winter
Winter sets in
As the light changes
During the course of the day
On the monuments in Lodhi Gardens.
They change under the luminosity of the changing sun.
Birds chirp in the trees
And the foliage quivers in the sun.

Kalimirch ka kadha
Kanji and mutton with beetroot
Almond soup.
Knitting sweaters in glazed verandahs.



Claiming a Nation’s History

Perhaps that sextant that I dug up there
Centuries ago was really mine
As I stood on deck and marked each noon
In another life, another time.

Perhaps those moors were I once did live
And it was I who built that house of stone
Who knows that grave on that Spanish isle
Is a page from my soul’s journal torn.

As I trace my lineage to ancient times
And claim my country’s history for my own
I wonder how many wombs - far and wide
Through history have claimed me for their own.

As history threads its way through genes
The soul glides in and out of lives unseen
All mine is yours and all of yours is mine
The sands, the shores, the oceans of time.



Mumbai, 26th November

A spray of bullets and then he fell
A mangled mess on tombstone white
Then the shrieks and bullets as she ran
To put together her slaughtered man -

Another spray, and another fell
And then silence, then shrieks and yells
A spray again of blood and lead
Then the silence of the living dead.

No shrieks now, they were mottled, too
But even then the heap still grew.
Mothers, fathers, husbands, wives
Frightened children, helpless lives.

The blood flowed on as bodies fell
Then it trickled, and then it gelled -
A bloody rangoli on a bloody night
The pristine floor now red and white.

Like poultry on the journey back
With the butcher on a Tuesday night -
My turn now, I know my fate
Silence, more silence, and still I wait.



The Homecoming 

What reinforcement we may gain from hope, 
If not, what resolution from despair. 
- Milton
 
I

It was one of those rare summer evenings that generously lent a soft 
breeze to cool the nerves and check the oppressive heat. Nothing was 
depressingly still, yet there was a calm quiet that was soothing. Mother 
Nature was at her kindest best, delving deep into her generous bounty to 
placate sweaty brows and frayed nerves. And wipe off the brows of slum-
berous languor. In short, this was an atypical July evening with no heat.

Ved stood at the window, quiet as the falling dusk itself, an earnest ex-
pression on his aging but striking face. He had turned forty-five that day. 
Not that it mattered, for what was a birthday but just another milestone in 
man’s humdrum life? At least, that’s what Ved Mehta thought. Or rather, 
would have liked to believe.

Sober, unassuming and suave, Ved was content with reasonable wealth 
that had always been ubiquitous in his pampered life. He craved little 
for a slice of the material consumerism that had become an integral part 
of urban India in the nineties. Fortunately, his faithful and lovely wife 
shared his altruistic vision of a slow-paced, comfortable life. Happy with 
a beautiful house in the quiet town of Dehradun, an exceptionally well-
planned front garden and a close circle of like-minded friends, Nina let 
life drift by, quite indifferent to its uneventfulness. But today, as she sat 



in the large living room, chatting quietly with their new neighbor, she 
glanced towards her husband with an uneasy expression on her face. She 
sensed a familiar restlessness in him and instinctively understood why...

II

She will be here soon, he thought, eyes fixed on the gravelled path lined 
with the season’s late gerberas. They were changing colour now as the 
sun dipped lower into the horizon, gracefully and splendidly retiring for 
the night. Evening time was always beautiful in this Valley town at the 
foothills of the majestic Himalayas-slow-paced, sombre and soft. But 
strangely Nature’s charisma failed to rejuvenate Ved as he stood still at 
the window. Insensitive to the natural panorama unfolding before him, 
Ved had eyes only for the front gate, knowing it would open soon...

He could feel a familiar excitement rise up within him, pervade his sens-
es with fervent longing. He could barely contain the mounting happiness 
that was flooding his being, could barely stand still with the impatience 
of feeling so alive....He had waited so long for this special moment. 
Dreamt of it since months! The homecoming of his beloved daughter.

“Papa!” Her clear, sweet voice floated across the manicured stretch of 
lush green lawn. Untidy hair blowing in the balmy breeze, light-footed as 
a hare, she raced towards the house, uncaring for her disheveled appear-
ance, or her bag flung carelessly near the front gate. She rushed into the 
drawing room with a characteristic clatter, bringing in with her all the 
excitement and natural liveliness of a seventeen-year old.

“Papa! Mummy! I’m home!” Anamika announced, breathless and 



flushed. She kissed her mother lovingly and then ran towards Ved, 
“Papa! Happy birthday, my dearest Papa!” She hugged him tight with the 
natural spontaneity of youth and produced a bouquet of red roses from 
behind her back-the stems broken, leaves crushed and soft petals torn 
asunder-but to Ved’s partial eyes, simply perfect!

“Gosh! It’s so good to be home! Did you miss me as much as I did?” An-
amika demanded, prancing around the room in high excitement, peering 
out at the falling darkness. Soon, tired and restless, she almost tumbled 
onto the newly upholstered sofa, launching into an incessant chatter. Of 
course, she had plenty to say, coming home after almost eight months 
from her university hostel in Delhi. Her mother sat smiling, indulging in 
her child’s vivacious chatter and admiring her husband’s equanimity in 
the face of this verbal onslaught.

“It’s such a lovely evening! Let’s have the birthday dinner on the lawn, 
please Mummy!” Anamika pleaded, as she rushed upstairs to her room 
for a quick wash. By the time an elaborate dinner was laid out under the 
gently swaying jacaranda trees Anamika had met everybody in the house, 
including Frisky, the newest addition to the family kennel.

“He’s so sweet!” she declared, hugging the little ball of Pomeranian fur. 
She had changed into her favourite pair of old jeans and a comfortable 
blue shirt. Plain, ordinary clothes that still made her look extraordinary...
for they could not take away the brightness of her large, expressive eyes 
or the endearing sweetness of her youthful face. Nor the unsullied purity 
of her loving heart.

“Papa, that chair is not comfortable enough. Sit on this one,” she insist-



ed, willingly vacating the lounge chair for him. Her mother laughed, 
knowing this gesture was setting the note for the entire summer break. 
Adoring daughter would pamper her devoted father with unceasing 
attention and undisputed zest. Anamika served Ved his food now, just 
the way he liked it-a little of one dish, a dash of that. No heaped plateful 
for him. Tonight he could hardly eat, so full was he with the presence of 
his beloved daughter. His wife chided him gently for just pecking at the 
Kheer, the special milk and rice dessert that was an eternal favourite of 
the Mehta family.

“Papa! You’re looking much too thin, you know!” Anamika pronounced 
suddenly, her beautiful eyes filled with anxious concern. “Hasn’t he lost 
weight, Mummy?”

“I haven’t lost even a kilo!” Ved protested indignantly, yet secretly 
revelling in the sweet ministrations of his only child. Of course, she was 
not satisfied till Babu, their old helper, brought out the ancient weighing 
machine and Ved reluctantly agreed to perch precariously on it.

“There!” Anamika shouted triumphantly. “Two whole kilos and you 
don’t even know! I can never be wrong about you, dearest Papa.” She 
got up suddenly to give him an affectionate hug. He hugged her back, 
bleary-eyed and smiling at his wife.

It was past midnight when they decided to go into the house. They rose 
slowly, reluctant to leave the sylvan darkness, the warm dregs of shared 
tea and their sweet intimacy behind...Theirs was a magical family bond 
that always came alive with Anamika’s sweet presence. Her coming 
home was the highlight of the Mehtas’ existence. She filled the house 



with so much laughter and bubbling spirits, it was impossible not to feel 
animated when she was around. She was life’s greatest blessing to them 
and like always, Ved realised this more than ever on his birthday.

Like an angel treading softly on earthly ground, Anamika tiptoed into her 
parents’ bedroom that night and customarily left their gifts quietly on the 
side-table. She did this always; had done so ever since she was a child 
and went away, even if for a day.

In keeping with the ritual, Ved pretended to be asleep, not wanting to 
spoil her childish pleasure at the planned surprise. She had a right on all 
their feelings, even one of pretended delight!

Anamika had barely left the room, having done her angel act when Ved 
switched on the lamp and quietly unwrapped his birthday gift, not want-
ing to disturb his sleeping wife. Elegantly framed in nonreflecting glass 
and beautifully painted was a striking imitation of Monet’s celebrated 
work-the Water Lilies. His darling child had painted this herself, know-
ing this was his favourite piece of art; he could never afford the original 
or be satisfied with its reprint. The soft lamp-light fell on the pristine 
white flowers enhanced by the background of blue water and splendid 
verdure...Ved’s aesthetic eye could see much beyond the bold strokes, 
and their amateurism and he realised at once how much toil and sweet 
labour had gone into creating this beautiful painting. Only for him.

Eyes moist, he turned the painting over, instinctively knowing she would 
explain her loving act. “Dear Papa, I took almost three months to com-
plete this! Each stroke is a reflection not of art or beauty, but something 
beyond that-my unfailing regard for you.” She had done it again. Per-



formed her coup de love. Expressed her affection for him in a manner 
that could only be unique, for it came straight from her generous, un-
spoilt heart. He held the painting aloft, against the light, and it was as if 
the inanimate lilies came alive and spoke to him. Not of their own beauty 
or the supreme inspiration of their original artist, but the unmatchable 
quintessence of his beloved child.

Holding the painting lovingly in his hands, he went downstairs and made 
his way to his favourite nook in the living room. There, near the arm-
chair, hung an English landscape on the wall-pretty but now worthless in 
comparison to what he was holding in his hands. “This is mere art, not 
life,” he muttered, as he quickly removed the reprint of Turner to replace 
with his precious gift. Then, sighing deeply with contentment, he stood 
back to admire it. This priceless masterpiece from her loving hands...

III

He couldn’t see it. Couldn’t see the Water Lilies at all. Startled, he 
rubbed his eyes in disbelief and looked again. Moments passed, as he 
stood there, unmoving, just gazing helplessly at the blank wall. Its harsh 
emptiness mocked him; its silent, characterless whitewash shook him out 
of his stunned stupor. Slowly a look of sad understanding dawned on his 
wan face. The excited glow left his eyes and in its stead remained two 
dark pools of unfathomable pain.

From her sofa, Nina anxiously watched her husband and saw his sudden 
change of expression. Tears filled her eyes and she explained sadly to her 
companion, “It has always been this way with him. He’s never stopped 
pining for the daughter we never had.”



She excused herself and the guest left, knowing the couple needed their 
privacy. Nina walked up to her silent husband, gently took his limp hand 
in hers and whispered softly, “She’ll never come, you know. There’s to 
be no homecoming.”
She was familiar with her husband’s recurring birthday dream, under-
stood it and even felt it. Long into the quiet evening, they stood together 
at the window, watching the sun go down on their hopes, knowing no 
light-hearted step would ever resound on their gravelled path. No sweet 
voice ever fill the emptiness of their large house or the silent corners 
of their sad hearts...like always, she was the first to move but not away. 
Self-consciously but fervently, she hugged him tight and for the first time 
said what she had always wanted, all those long, barren years, “Anamika 
can never be. But let’s find a rainbow...just you and me.”

Ved gave her a long, thoughtful look and then smilingly, pointed silently 
towards the cloudless sky. There, shining like a king among the eternal 
beacons of the night, was the full moon. Nina gazed at it and then at Ved 
in amazement. Never on all his previous birthdays had he looked at any-
thing but his own heavy heart, always comforting himself in the solitude 
of their room and the darkness of his gloomy thoughts. Letting a total 
eclipse shroud the intimacy they otherwise shared...

But now, he led her gently towards his favourite corner, pointed to the 
blank wall and said, “I think I could paint the Water Lilies sometime...
maybe tomorrow.”

Nina heard the quiet resolve in his strong voice and for the first time 
in many years, felt a flicker of hope. His dream of a homecoming had 
finally ended.



This Moment Too Will Pass

This moment too will pass
Like all the others before
And those yet in store.

This Desire too will pass
Like all the others before
It is only craving
An assault on the senses
Then why hanker so?

This Feeling too will pass
Then why cry so?
It is only emotion
A few drops of longing
In the deep ocean of Pain.

It is only transient
This fleeting minute
Just one little stroke
In Life’s vast canvas
Then why fret so?

Many such moments will come
In the Ferris wheel of life
To Mortality we’ll succumb
With Emotions pay the price.



When shall man learn to see
A maze of such moments
Is what makes up the Tapestry?

This Moment too will pass
Like all those before
And those yet in store.



Madame Tussauds

Makes me wonder
If a shrill can
Animate a waxwork
Make it loud and vulgar and life like
If a thundersome laugh
Can make the waxwork crack open in places
And lead the voyeurs
To a secret underground of the waxwork’s desires,
Motivations, trials and tribulations,
How they roughed it out in real life
All that ..

I wonder
If a mumbo jumbo
Incoherent sound-track
Can send gossebumps in the stomach of the archetypal voyeur?
If a slight wound under the eye or on one of the cheekbones of the im-
maculately
crafted zombies
Make the voyeur feel their own pulse?

But what if the waxworks choose to leave the museum
And crowd the streets
And alleys of Connaught Place

Will they be the voyeurs then
And all the upwardly mobile cosmopolitan voyeurs the waxworks?



That I wonder the most.



Newsland

Served hot on a plate
Spicy, boastful, enigmatic
Caricatures of the ‘very serious scheme of things’

News or pakoras
I am confused,
Blood, sweat, poverty, pollution,
Raw material for the preparation of the spicy main course dish?

Oh please, please do come to my, our newsland
And savour all that is on offer
Government policies for sale
Public anger for sale,
Public apathy for sale too ,

And its ok
If you feel like vomiting

The Newsland has an endless men



Wa Tiba

WaTiba is fifty four,
WaTiba is afraid only of wild boar

WaTiba is lying on the floor,
They’re saying WaTiba is no more –

Her eyes are shut, but she looks the same,
They say she’s suddenly got international fame

Field, forest, predators, and preys,
Wa Tiba knowss her prayers, preyors and ways

The boar’s off to sleep, she said and went into the night
In the morning, they found her slippers and torchlight

They couldn’t find blood, they couldn’t find a torn dress,
Like the missing Malaysian airplane, this missing was also darkness

Until they saw a reticulated python doing a happy hiss,
Bloated, gloating, unable to move, impossible to miss

They cut him open, and there was WaTiba - intact in her dress,
WaTiba, wary of life, had found a new address

An old man said – ‘Trust me she looks the same
And also her dress. She’s dead, that’s a shame’



A young girl joined in –
‘Did another python swallow up that MH370 plane
And they have been looking in vain?

The missing student of an Indian university,
And the girls missing from many a city

The missing Jaffna civilians, and the missing heroes of war
Missing births, missing deaths, missing files, missing scar
They’ve burst so many crackers at the return of the missing god
That you can’t even see sky; it’s a missing pole star.

But when you find them, they’ll look the same
Pity they’re dead, that’s a shame.

What are we missing? How big is this python, what’s his name?
Is it Sheshnag? No, that’s the lord’s snake. It’s the python to blame.

Is this python a pied piper luring us all? Does the python thunder?
It thundered the night WaTiba vanished
This python swallowing the world, how big is it, I wonder.’

WaTiba is lying on the floor
They’re saying WaTiba is no more

Her eyes are shut, but she looks the same –
And her dress. She’s dead, that’s a shame.



The Malala Sunrise

One considers oneself a good photographer, and this may not appear to 
be the best sunrise. But you have to trust me when I say this is the best 
sunrise – for this is the Malala sunrise.

Lest this be confusing, let me illuminate the matter with who Malala is. 
Malala is terrier bitch who generally plays on the Miami beach (The for-
mer term is loaded indeed, but is correct alright, and there’s the tempta-
tion of that pun). Her owner, or rather companion is Qausar Soomro, who 
has simplified his name to Kaisar for the benefit of the American tongue 
– which may have benefitted anyway only if the name was changed to 
Casey.

There were two Soomros (or Soormas, as you will – can’t resist a pun) 
of Miami, a tall one and a small one – our protagonist is the latter. The 
former has gone back to Pakistan – and he had a peculiarity – he used 
to call JNU - the university that acquired the tag of ‘anti-national’ – as 
Jayun. Even after the university doing rounds of news for two months, 
and even with several deshbhakts exhorting all kinds of people to go 
to Pakistan - it is still Jayun for him – so much so that the writer of this 
account who has studied for a decade there, has started calling it Jayun. 
So, the two Soomro Pakistanis, an allegedly anti-national Jayunite, an 
allegedly nationalist Gujarati girl, a tormented-by-Greeks Macedonian 
guy, and Malala used to hang out together. Meanwhile the two Soomoros 
also turned out to be anti-national, always talking about Sindh and Sindhi 
instead of Pakistan. Hind and Sindh are sisters apparently, but the kind 
that must not be seen chatting with each other. In between all this we 
forgot Malala. Malala is tinier than tiny, which is not an achievement by 
Miami dog standards – some big rats will stand as tall as them. Speaking 



of curious pets, one has seen a well-dressed, again tiny, monkey, chill out 
on the shoulders of a svelte lady; or a javelina playing around in a park. 
Javelina is pronounced with an H, so you could laugh ‘jaja’. Miami is the 
unofficial capital of Latin America, therefore the Spanish. Now Javelina 
is a popular animal in Sedona, which is in Arizona which is where I got 
to know what the animal is called. A javelina looks like a pig but is not 
quite a pig – which is why the owner at the Miami parked had laughed 
‘jaja’ at me when I said, ‘What a cool pig’. That holds for various situa-
tions in life.

That is enough digression for now. Now let us get to the heart of the 
matter. After the first Capoera session yesterday (A Brazilian martial 
art- where the tutor misconstrued my name as Ahmet instead of Amit as 
it usually happens west of India), one was in a mood for all things a first 
time, so one was cooking aloo parval when Mr Soomro called. I invited 
him to taste the old recipe in my new hands – and he agreed to be the 
guinea pig. Malala refused the offer though, and just sat in a corner read-
ing a Sanskrit book, barking with joy. Soomro Small or Kaisar is going 
to meet Soomro Tall in Pakistan. That is one of things he is going to do. 
He is going to his home country after twenty years. When he came to 
New York, he did not know how to speak English, which is why he now 
speaks it with an accent. Others speak with accents for different reasons. 
He obtained some certificates in computers and tuned in his hardware 
to the software industry. He reads self-help books like many others do, 
but unlike them he is bitterly critical of governments that create hatred 
amongst people as a cover up to not do their regular day job. He also 
practices yoga, and yet never manages to get a visa to India. And he has 
been laid off, which he said almost nonchalantly and almost exuberant. 
He’s contemplating a career in yoga – but who will tell him that becom-



ing a guru is not about mastering techniques. Having been fired, he has 
now after a long time desired to go to Pakistan and see if he can combine 
Sufism and Yoga. Sindh is the land of the Sufis, with 125,000 shrines, for 
the uninitiated.

So, Malala and Mr Soomro came for dinner, and Mr Soomro told me that 
he’s going to New Jersey the next morning. Pray why. Oh, I must drop 
Malala off to my parents’ before I leave. Malala is obviously not happy 
with this. Her previous owner, his cousin, had left for Pakistan, and did 
not return for a long time, and so she became Soomro’s companion. She 
perfectly filled the void in a lonely estranged expatriate’s life. Malala 
smells something is wrong, and even though Soomro is going just for a 
month, neither of them is happy. The dinner not having lifted his spir-
its exactly, I offer our friend a lift to the airport in his own car, just as a 
courtesy. ‘It’s alright,” he says, “I will take an Uber (taxi)”. However, 
after a few minutes, he laps up the idea 

“Actually, it is a good idea. I will come and pick you up at five in the 
morning. I have my ticket to New Jersey, but not Malala’s.”

“Well and how do you propose to deal with the security?”

“Oh, the security loves dogs. Don’t you know that? It is the airlines that I 
need to beat. And you will help me do that.”

“I have never beat up any air or any line in my life, man.”

“Well while I get the boarding pass, you will hold Malala, and then I get 
into the security queue.”



“Alright, done, see you at five,” he says and walks out the door before I 
know.

It is already two, and there’s just three hours. Tired of a trip to Little 
Haiti to do some research on voodoo, Capoeira and cooking, I should 
be snoring away to glory – but I find myself reading about dogs, which 
is how I find out that Malala is a terrier. That done, anxiety takes over. 
American cars are no easy game. You have to be insured along with 
the car, you just can’t drive a friend’s car. Everyone and everything is 
insured. Or you’re out of the system, peddling stolen sunglasses at the 
beach.

Other compatriot fellow fellowship friends will vouch for the fact that 
one is a veteran – after Barstow definitely. We were on a Trippy Amrika 
Trip in a snowy West Coast December when Miami was still hot, and 
we stopped by the woods of a tavern on a snowy evening in Barstow. A 
karaoke night was on, and brown boys singing white songs was a treat 
for the cowboys who gifted me a cowboy hat. It is birthday boy Bubba 
who gave me the gift instead of the other way around. That done, I was 
the driver of a black car which had a tendency to wobble to the right 
irrespective of the driver’s state or intentions. And so, California cops 
stopped us, and one passed several fun tests – like closing one’s eyes and 
telling when it was thirty seconds (on that frozen godforsaken night even 
the most sophisticated wrist watch would sound like bells of a church in 
its ticks and tocks) or placing one’s right foot parallel to the ground and 
counting from one thousand one up. Those tests were easy. A Barstow 
Bond, however, is insipid and in for sure trouble without insurance.



Also, I would have to drive alone listening to the position locator app 
or GPS on the smartphone and not seeing the actual map. If one knows 
Miami and its nervous labyrinth of flyovers and exits, one knows verbal 
instructions of an irritating robotic voice is not enough.

The moment, however, came, and no soul was awake to be my naviga-
tor on my uninsured return trip. We reached the airport and the colossal 
parking also made me doubt if I would ever find the car again in its ubiq-
uitous gray colour and standard design. While Soomro executed his plan 
of getting the boarding pass without Malala, she whimpered from inside 
her blue bag. The whimper turned into barks in a few minutes and I was 
the centre of attraction suddenly. Kaisar came back only to tell this was 
the wrong counter and the other one is far away. At the other counter, 
there was more whimpering and barking – till finally our protagonist had 
succeeded in getting a boarding pass without Malala getting into their 
sight. The curious creature stopped barking now, and everyone was quite 
sure of my evil soul.

We parted ways, Malala to the security and me to the parking – hunt-
ing for the gray car whose number I did not know by the way. After my 
combing operations had lasted half an hour, Soomro calls – I missed 
my flight. ‘Thank god,’ I said, ‘now please come and find the car.’ By 
the time he came, I found the car. However, he did not come, and called 
again, “They put me on another flight, though I missed it. They love 
Malala I think.”

I was surprised that I followed the robotic voice quite well through the 
serpentine flyovers, till I lost the internet on my phone, and therefore the 
map. With no idea of where I was – because all the malls and the houses 



in Miami are clones of each other, and the rest is numbers which I as a 
passenger have never bothered much about – I drove on straight. It was 
then that I saw the sun rising in my side mirror. This is exactly where sun 
rises in front of my house, and the opposite is exactly where the sun sets. 
I had found my way and drove into a rising west.

That was the most beautiful sunrise, the Malala sunrise.



Omnipresent
 
You stand at the horizon
Powerful, omnipresent
Empowering the waves
With vigour and strength
Never tiring, never relenting
Sending them constantly
On their journey to the shore
Some tender, gentle
Some strong, passionate
 
How many messengers
Do you send to me?
Pure, frothy, white
Dancing, gleeful waves
Rushing towards the shore
Imploring, beseeching
Touching my feet
Then retreating into the sea
Leaving behind
Your imprints in the sand
 
Then the waves come again
Forceful, strong
Merging my imprints with yours
Receding into the sea
Carrying them to you
As you stand at the horizon
Powerful, omnipresent



Savouring my messages
Knowing I am waiting at the shore
To be carried away
When the time is right
Across the distant ocean
To a space called paradise 



A Soldier
 
Is life a journey?
Is life a battlefield?
 
Hearing the bugle’s call
at dawn,
The war-weary soldier
gears up each day
to face the enemy,
Wearing his armour
the stainless steel shield
Protection from ammunition
fired in his direction,
 
Marching forward
fearlessly, valiantly
From dawn to dusk,
braving the heat, the cold,
the treacherous terrain,
A day of unforeseen
challenges, endings.
 
Praying for rest
as the sun sets
in the distant horizon,
The sky a bloody red
as war weapons
are laid to rest.



 All is quiet, silent, eerie:
Night descends,
The soldier sleeps,
dreaming of a dawn
when no more does he
hear the bugle’s call.



A Political Colour

(Translated from the original Tamil “Nirami” by the author)

At last the game got over. Kalyani wiped her tennis racket, slid it inside 

the cover and waited for her friends. The last set of tennis seemed to be 

over in the adjoining court as well, for Robert, Anna, George and Dulcey 

came over to where she stood, waiting. Margaret, Jim and Sahira also 

walked across from the first court and joined them.

‘Whew!’ Jim let off a sigh.

‘Today we could play two sets to our heart’s content,’ smiled Dulcey.

‘We can do that only for a while now. This is after all, our first week. 

From next week onwards classes will be on in full swing. There’ll be 

seminars in the department, project meetings, this, that and the other. 

We’ll all become very busy,’ said George.

Around this time last year when she started her term, Kalyani would 

often long for her home in India. Now she was thoroughly acclimatised 

to the University of London and generally felt perfectly at home in 

England. So completely immersed was she in her studies  and in all the 

related projects that she did not even find the time to go to India during 

her last vacation. She found a job in a computer centre and trained in ac-

quiring new skills. This year, if possible, I should go home, she mused…

‘All right now, let’s have some chilled beer, come on!’ said Robert, 



hustling everybody.

They walked towards their favourite watering hole.
‘I want a lemon-soda,’ said Kalyani
‘Why, don’t you have beer, ever?’ asked Margaret.
‘No.’
‘Wine?’
‘Not wine either.’

‘So you’re a total teetotaler,’ smiled Margaret. ‘Do all girls in India fol-

low your practice of not drinking

alcohol or is it just you who’ve resolved not to?’ she asked.

‘Ah, you can see many girls like me in India,’ said Kalyani.

‘What about your family?’ asked Jim. ‘Doesn’t anyone drink in your 

home?’

‘No, even my father doesn’t touch alcohol,’ said Kalyani.

‘Good! I too want to give up alcohol someday,’ said Anna.

‘That’s one thing I just can’t do,’ said Robert. ‘But I’m trying to reduce 

my intake of meat and fish little by little.’

‘Why, are you going to be a vegetarian?’  asked Dulcey.

‘That’s my goal. Let me try to become a veggie, at least,’ replied Robert.

Chilled beer was served to everyone and Kalyani got her lemon-soda.

‘Ha! After a brisk game, it’s great to cool oneself with chilled beer,’ said 

George, licking the froth around his lips with his tongue.

‘First class!’ agreed Sahira.

‘I suppose your family doesn’t object to your drinking,’ said George.

‘That’s right,’ said Sahira.   ‘Back in Trinidad where we were born 



and  grew up, we’ve been drinking for generations now,’ smiled Dulcey. 

Kalyani was amazed at the attractive way her flawless set of milk-white 

teeth sparkled against the soft and smooth texture of her black face. Dul-

cey indeed had a special beauty. An unusual black beauty! But will any-

one in India, especially in Tamil Nadu, agree easily that she is beautiful? 

‘Oh no! She is so black!’ they would dismiss, with that one word.

‘Kalyani! Don’t roam around in the sun too much, or you’ll get dark…

Why are you always playing tennis or basketball? Your face has not only 

become dark, it has shrunk like a dried up ginger. Enough of games! Just 

stop playing, will you?’

During holidays or at least once in a week, people in her family will 

coax her to apply a face-pack of almond or sandalwood paste mixed with 

honey and cream on her face.

‘Just listen to me. Make a paste like this, or with rose water, apply it all 

over your face, leave it on for about half an hour and then rinse off with 

warm water. It’ll lighten your complexion a little, and also led a glow 

to your skin,’ they advised.  This suggestion followed her even after she 

went to England.

‘You must continue to take care of your skin there. Don’t be careless and 

roam around in the sun, you’ll get sun burnt. Soak the almonds in hot 

water, peel off the skin, grind it to a smooth paste, mix with cream and 

honey and…’

Kalyani laughed when she recalled their words. Everybody seems to be 



driven by just one fear – that she shouldn’t become dark. Because she 

has reached an age when she, and other girls, are primed for marriage. If 

someone comments on her looks and says, ‘Oh, this girl is slightly on the 

darker side,’ her parents would be instantly traumatised about the remark.
**                                 **                                    **
Come to think of it, Kalyani did have what could be termed as a “ques-
tionable colour”. Anybody who had eyes to see can never dismiss her as 
a ‘dark girl’. No, no way! At the same time, nobody can generously call 
her ‘fair’ either, because she was born with an ambiguous complexion 
that was somewhere between dark and fair. She had a skin tone that was 
suspended somewhere between the two points in an uncertain zone that 
puzzled people  whenever they tried to classify her. In Tamil, it went by 
the usual common, colloquial term ‘maaniram’, a term that was always 
accompanied by a rather discontented, ungratified feeling.  Actually, 
her colour was a shade of brown tinged with gold. It was nevertheless 
a shade of the Tamil ‘maaniram’ that often caused much anguish to her 
parents and close relatives. Kalyani was careful about selecting the co-
lours of her clothes, and when she teamed them up tastefully, she could 
look very elegant indeed.
**                                      **                                       **
During her early days in London, Kalyani obediently followed the advice 
of her parents, her grandmother and aunt and periodically applied the 
face- pack of ‘almond-cream-honey’ as a ritual for her skin. During her 
first year, she had to share her room with Anna Polambi, a girl from 
Spain. Whenever Anna would go out on some work, Kalyani grabbed the 
chance to apply this face-mask. She took care to thoroughly rinse off the 
almond-cream paste from her face well before Anna returned to the room 
so that there was not trace left on her face.
A few months rolled on like this. Outside the room, there was another 



Kalyani -  a regular girl who studied with her peers, played with them, 
sang and danced with them and shared her meals with them. She was 
Kalyani who spent an entire day in the multicultural ambience of the 
University of London that absorbed people from all the corners of the 
world with different complexions, different physiognomies, cultures, and 
languages.                
But the moment she returned to her room, bolted the door from inside 
and was alone, she had to become the Kalyani who would have to oc-
casionally put on the face-pack of almond paste with cream and honey. 
That over, when she again opened the door to step out to mingle with the 
culturally diverse mix of people on the campus, Kalyani became yet an-
other girl from India who was accepted by everybody for what she was.
By returning to her room and closing the door, she often felt that she was 
shutting the door on the face of the Western world. Slowly, she sensed 
the change that came over her. It’s such an utter lack of confidence, she 
thought, not to face the world with her gold-brown complexion. She had 
a serious doubt. Do the entire lot of students and professors who repre-
sent other cultures and countries accept me only because I meticulously 
take care to go through this ritual for my skin? Of have I wilfully placed 
a pair of Tamil spectacles on their nose for them to look at me through 
those glasses?
There is a Kalyani who went out of her room into a large world to attend 
forums that took up issues against racial or colour discrimination or 
apartheid where people spoke intensely against discrimination of any 
kind. And there was another Kalyani who turned into a different person 
the minute she stepped inside her room and closed the doors. She became 
a confused girl who submitted to this ritual of ‘lightening’ the skin tone 
of her skin.
Kalyani wanted to write to her family about her feelings. How would 



they react to her letter? They may get puzzled, or agitated may be. They 
may even ask her to ‘return to Madras (Chennai) immediately!’
One day, the imaginary ‘door’ she used between herself and the world 
outside, fell apart like a curtain. That was a day when she miscalculated 
the time of Anna’s return to their room.
On that day, Anna had returned to their room before her time and 
chanced upon Kalyani with her face-pack.
‘Oh my goodness!’ screamed Anna. ‘What happened, what…?’ she said 
like she had seen a ghost. Kalyani laughed whenever she recalled the 
incident. It was so funny. After Kalyani had handled the situation some-
what, Anna had persisted on questioning her:
‘Kalyani, why do you have to apply this stuff on her face and suffer like 
this? It’s all so unnecessary?’
‘This face-pack is supposed to lighten my complexion a bit, so…’ 
Kalyani sought to explain, when Anna interrupted her: ‘But why? I just 
said it’s all so unnecessary! You’re attractive just the way you are. Why 
should you go into all this trouble and smear this stuff on your face?’ she 
insisted.
Kalyani noticed how genuinely concerned Anna was about her. She swal-
lowed her hesitation and told her: ‘What can I do Anna? In my country 
people get very disturbed about my complexion.’
‘What! How very absurd!’ said Anna. She crossed over and sat next to 
Kalyani.
‘Your complexion is such a nice shade of golden-wheat brown, Kalyani,’ 
she remarked, her face earnest as she looked at her. ‘And it suits you 
too, because you’re Indian. After all, this complexion is natural to most 
Indians. Anything that is natural in appearance has a special beauty of its 
own. It has an innate power to draw us by its quiet, decent allure. You’re 
already blessed with that kind of charm. Then why go through this agony 



of applying all kinds of things on your face?’ she asked.
‘Do you really think it’s unnecessary?’ asked Kalyani.                    
‘Definitely! Do you know how many people appreciate you and talk 
about you so positively – men, women, Europeans, Britons, professors 
– the whole lot of them? When you come across to them as perfectly 
normal, as someone who is very graceful in fact, why are your own peo-
ple in the country so sightless and imperceptive?’ asked Anna, with some 
heat.
Kalyani had no answer for that.
‘Listen Kalyani, your entire appearance, right from your dress, your 
complexion…everything goes to show that you’re Indian. It makes a 
clear statement about where you come from. Why then should you do 
something to obliterate your Indian-ness and slowly make your colour 
fade off? I really don’t understand!’ said a vexed Anna.
But the case in India…?
Dear Anna Polambi. Sharing a room with her was a new experience, 
for Anna was adorable. Happy, vivacious, forever engaged actively in 
something or the other, and full of pranks. Anna was, in short, very alive. 
When she was not studying or playing games, one could see her singing, 
dancing or learning new dance moves. And when she danced, Kalyani 
was amazed to see the change that would come over Anna’s face. With 
her fair skin and slim figure, Anna had a face that wouldn’t exactly merit 
the word “pretty”.  But the minute she got up to  dance, her face would 
be animated by expressions that made her look very nice. The plainness 
of the face would be gone. What people saw was a mesmerising figure, 
with a radiance and beauty of expression on her face that attracted every-
body. Men and women alike vied with each other to dance with her on 
the floor. Anna from Spain was indeed very popular, with everybody.                                                           
**                                  **                                      **



After beer, they fully woke up to the reality of their upcoming classes and 
written projects. One by one, they got up to leave.
‘Come George, let’s sit for some time in the bar,’ said Robert. ‘This wa-
tery beer isn’t enough for us.’
‘Hey Robert! You promised to help me plan for the Rally we’re organis-
ing next month,’ reminded Dulcey. ‘Are you giving me a slip?’
‘No, I’m ready. Why don’t you join us both? We’ll talk over drinks in the 
bar,’ said Robert.
‘All right,’ said Dulcey, picking up her bag. ‘Just a minute,’ she said, 
searching for her room key in her bag.
‘Didn’t get the key?’ asked Kalyani. ‘Don’t worry. I’m heading for my 
room. I’ll be there when you return,’ she assured.
‘Oh thanks. All right guys, come along,’ said Dulcey.
‘Bye.’
They dispersed. Kalyani walked toward the students’ apartments. It was 
cold. She pulled her jacket till it covered her neck. Last year, she had 
shared her room with Anna. This year Dulcey was her roommate.
**                             **                               **
‘Let’s offer a proposal for our Kalyani, for the second son in that family. 
He studied abroad and has a good job too.’
‘All that is fine, but did you take a good look at the boy?’
‘Why, what’s the matter?’                                        
‘He is extremely dark, like saandhu.’[i]

And another time…
‘The Srinivasan family is really a high class one. Educated, a good status 
in society, plus they’re also very civilised. That’ll be a suitable family 
for our Kalyani who now studies in London and has earned such a good 
name. Ask them to come over and meet our girl someday,’ said Kalyani’s 
mother.



‘It seems they’ve already seen Kalyani. Madhavan, who works with 
us in my office told me. He is distantly related to that family,’ said her 
father.
‘Is that so? Where did they see her?’
‘At some wedding. It seems they liked her a lot and said “Ah, such a 
charming girl, and very intelligent too.”
‘How nice! And why have you taken your own sweet time to scratch 
your head and give me this good news only now?’ retorted Kalyani’s 
mother.
‘How can I tell you? Madhavan said they also had another remark to 
make.’
‘What?’
‘He said they hesitated only because Kalyani isn’t fair.’
‘What do you mean by this? It’s like you’re offering me something with 
one hand and taking it away with the other,’ said her mother, angrily.
‘Do you understand now why I never talked about them?’ justified her 
father.
**                             **                              **           
Kalyani could remember every word in the exchange between her 
parents. She unlocked the door of her room and went in. Lots of papers, 
letters and flyers were strewn on the floor. They had been pushed in 
through the slit under the door. She tidied them up.
Kalyani ate the meal she had cooked for herself and studied for some 
time. No sign of Dulcey yet. She got up, washed her face, hands and 
feet and sat in front of the mirror to brush her hair. The soft cotton 
sleep-wear that she always put on before going to bed felt comfortable 
on the body. At this moment, within the privacy of her room, the mirror 
reflected a face that was calm, without any mask or posture. It was an 
Indian face. A naturally brown face. What was termed here in the West 



as a “coloured” face. Why should I torture this face all the time to protect 
it from getting darker, by subjecting it to face-packs? What a nuisance 
it is in India, to have my skin tone talked about as an uncertain, wheat 
colour?
She brushed her hair and waited up for a while for Dulcey, but felt 
sleepy. She lay down on her bed and stared at the ceiling. There is a sky 
above this roof that looks blue as usual, to the whole world. And there 
is a cool moon on the sky, round as usual. In India, my parents, grand-
mother, elder sister and everybody must’ve looked at the same moon last 
night. It must be noon now, in India. With a scorching sun. It will burn 
the skin of people and make them dark. Over here in England, the sun 
will put its head out only after ten more hours of night. Yet the sun will 
not darken anybody’s skin here, except mine. And Dulcey’s.  And Rob-
ert’s. Because we’re the ‘blacks’.
**                                          **                                      **

The ‘Blacks’.
At first Kalyani thought the term ‘Black’ only referred to people of Afri-
can origin. She would get shocked by the way Dulcey and Robert talked. 
Dulcey has chaired and also been the keynote speaker in many seminars 
that addressed the issue of racial discrimination or apartheid, in the 
capacity of being a ‘Black’ woman. As a fellow Black and a good friend, 
Robert helped Dulcey a lot with the organisational work.  He would lend 
a hand in the arrangement of seminars, in conducting sessions, in mobil-
ising the men and women students of the university, and in persuading 
the professors in the faculty to attend the events. Robert was Dulcey’s 
trusted lieutenant and worked very hard. He was also very popular. The 
minute he took a tennis racket in hand, he would be greeted and cheered 
with whistles and clapping by an eager crowd. The cheering would 



continue as the crowd watched Robert leap across the tennis court agilely 
with his strong physique and tall frame.
Dulcey also had plenty of friends. Everybody including the faculty mem-
bers was very impressed by her total dedication to the cause of racial or 
cultural discrimination and the way she went all out to work sincerely for 
the programs. Between them, Robert and Dulcey had managed to secure 
an enormous crowd of fellow Blacks, as well as Whites, to support them 
in their work against discrimination of any kind. True to this ideology, 
they forged a warm, friendly relationship with the Whites on the campus.
It has been a year since Kalyani shared the room with Dulcey. And in this 
one year, she came to realise that the black complexion of Dulcey was 
a very pure, undefiled and absolute truth. The texture of Dulcey’s skin 
was so smooth and unblemished that it reached the eyes and the heart as 
something genuine. Yes, the glowing blackness of her skin was real. It 
had a natural radiance. It was such an honest colour.
Kalyani remembered the day when Dulcey approached her for the first 
time to help her with the forum on ‘Colour and Race.’ Kalyani also re-
member her own shock, and embarrassment.                                                       
‘Kalyani, will you take part in this forum and speak on behalf on the 
Blacks in South Africa?’ Dulcey had asked.
‘Who, me? Isn’t it a forum for the Blacks?’ asked Kalyani.
‘Yes it is.’
‘Then how can I…?’
‘Why, aren’t you one of us?’
‘Ah Dulcey, I’m an Indian, you see.’
‘So what? Does that make you a white woman?’
‘No, definitely not!’
‘In which case, you belong to the Blacks. In this country, whoever is 
not White is a Black, simple! In this world and in this century, people 



like you and me can understand that there are only two races, Black and 
White!’ said Dulcey, laughing heartily.
Then she had briskly set about gathering the posters and notices that 
were prepared by her friends and colleagues and got ready to leave.
‘It’s okay Kalyani. Whether you wish to speak or not to speak in this 
colloquium is of course entirely up to you. Follow your heart. I don’t 
mind at all. And listen, I’ll be late today, so don’t wait up for me. Have 
your dinner. After I return we’ll have some dessert together. I’ll get some 
fruits, ice cream and other things for us. And then I’ll tell you all about 
what happened in the colloquium, all right? Bye!’ As she stood for a 
moment at the doorway, waving her hand, Kalyani noticed that Dulcey’s 
smile was beyond compare. Her blackness was soft as silk and her flaw-
less set of pearly white teeth competed with the rest of her face. Like a 
flash of lightning, Dulcey was gone.
After she left, an oppressive silence descended on the room. It pressed 
upon Kalyani. She got up and opened her wardrobe. She took out the jar 
of almonds, the round slab of smooth stone on which she would rub the 
piece of sandalwood with water to make a smooth paste. She took out the 
rose water. She opened her suitcase, removed some of the clothes, placed 
the round slab of stone, the piece of sandalwood, the rosewater, the jar of 
almonds and covered them up with a pile of clothes. She tidied up the top 
pile in the suitcase, closed the lid, locked it and put it away. She washed 
her face with soap, put on a freshly washed pair of jeans and a T-shirt 
and went out. She locked the door and went in search of Dulcey.
**                                  **                                 **
There’s Amma, with Appa. Kalyani waved her hands at them but they 
didn’t seem to notice her. There were large glass windows all around. A 
huge number of passengers had just got down from the aircraft. Kalyani’s 
suitcases were yet to be cleared by the Customs. She peered through the 



many heads thronging around to search for her parents. ‘Wow, my grand-
mother has also come to the airport! And there’s Sis, standing beside her. 
The entire family has come in full strength. God, I’m coming back to 
India after two years, and this is indeed a rousing welcome!’
Checking over, Kalyani placed her boxes in a cart and moved on towards 
the exit. Now her family could see her clearly through the glass. They 
smiled at her and waved their hands. When she came out with the lug-
gage cart, her parents rushed forward and hugged her tight.
‘Welcome home, my darling,’ said her grandmother. Kalyani bent down 
and touched her feet.
“Just look at our child, how she has changed,’ marvelled her grand-
mother. ‘Her complexion has become so fair and she is glowing all over!’
Her parents thirstily drank in her grandmother’s remarks, obviously 
delighted to see the change in their daughter.
‘Yes Amma, Kalyani has really become fair. The glory of it goes to En-
gland,’ agreed her mother.
‘Hmm!’ said her father, pride lacing his smile.
Kalyani’s elder sister beamed at her with a secret wink.
‘All right, now hurry up everybody,’ said her grandmother. ‘Our child 
has crossed so many seas to reach our land. We’ve to take an aarti[ii], the 
first thing. And after aarti, we’ve to remove ‘the evil eye’. How lovely 
our child looks, fair and radiant. Who knows, somebody may cast an evil 
eye upon her. Hurry, we’ve to go home.’
‘No Patti[iii], I haven’t become fair. I’m also a Black woman!’ said Kaly-
ani, laughing.
The family stared at her, aghast.
------------------------------
[i] Saandhu: A black liquid used either as a cosmetic dot by women on 
their brow or as a mark for warding off the ‘evil eye’.



[ii] Aarti: A plate containing water mixed with turmeric and lime, is 
waved in a circular motion to welcome a person.
[iii] Patti: Grandmother.



Many Facets As You Reveal

When I see you around
My insignificance comes to the fore
Any glimpse of you,
From any angle,
Reveals your magnitude
Which defies analysis.
Every day events,
One may call them routine,
Are amazing and make me spellbound.
Sun rise, Sunset, wandering clouds
Beautiful stars, blue horizon,
Blowing wind, soothing breeze,
Majestic trees, plants with blooms
Wondrous hills, fascinating dales
Flowing rivers, cascading brooks
Birds, animals, creatures of every type,
Falling rain, snowing glory
This alone is not your story.
There are earthquakes,
Bursting volcanoes, forest fires
Engulfing floods, scorching deserts,
Tsunamis, storms
Resulting devastation and destruction –
This is yet another face of yours
That makes me shiver in awe and anguish.
Nevertheless, you always let me know of your glory
And all pervading presence
I fold my hands and bow with  humility



Not to appease you, or to please you
But because I love you and adore you.



How Did It Happen And When?

“Who’s this lad?”asked , Reddy stroking his moustache.
“My brother’s son,Sir,”replied my uncle in all humility.He was standing 
at a respectable distance and  I was half hidden by him.
“Ramulu’s son,eh?”
“Yes ,Master.”
“Not bad.he can be useful.Send him to graze our cattle.That fellow,Ram-
ulu can never repay the money he owes me.Let his son work for a year or 
two.I will count the amount repaid.”
“This one is tudying ,Sir.”
“What!If you fellows start going to schools what will we people 
do?Work as cobblers?It is good for everyone to follow his profession.”
“Yes,Sir.”
“Now ,what about this lad?”
”I will not graze you cattle.I will go to school,” I blurted out exhibiting 
certain valour.
“Ah fellow…so young but so rude!”
“I beg your pardon,Master.Please forgive this fellow.Please give us our 
wages,Sir.We will make a move.Hey Enky,wait till we get home,I will 
teach you a lesson.”

Back home I got a good thrashing from my mother and father.In fact,they 
took turns to chide and beat me.I ran to the tamarind grove,sat under a 
tree and wept for long.My hamlet was at a considerable distance from the 
main village. Theere were about twenty or thirty thatched huts. We could 
see crumbling mud walls,garbage dumps,stinking drains,flies,mosqui-
toes,rags and unkempt hair everywhere.



The  day my father decided to send me to the school,my mother cried 
aloud.”Our types never go to school.Let him work for Reddy. At least he 
can earn his bread.”
“Enough , woman!Do you want to ruin his life along with ours? Let him 
study as much as he can.Later on who knows what is in store for him?”
In the school I had no problem mingling with upper caste boys but was 
cautious not to be found out by our parents. Theere was no school fee 
for me.Even books came free.My teacher Subrahmanyam was fond of 
me.In the evening s I used to to study at his place under his supervision.
His wife was very particular that I confined to verandah and made sure I 
never crossed the threshold.My education  made me the butt of ridicule  
in my society. They used to sneer and jeer.
“Aha,Enky’silliance!e is outshining in English.”
“Ramulu is crazy to feed his son as he would a buffalo.”
“Why do our types need education?What will this fellow be?A Gover-
nor? Or a Collector?”

Let people say what they please,my studies continued.I was good at 
debate and eloqution competetions.I won several prizes.”Untouchabil-
ity”,”Harijan Welfare”’”Uplift of the Poor” were some of my favourite 
topics.I was moved to tears whenever I read about Abraham Lincoln 
,Mahatma Gandhi,Ambedkar and others.How many more dedicated peo-
ple were to be born before our condition better, I wondered.

When I passed my school final examination with distinction,my father 
literally jumped with joy.He requested my teacher to get me some job.
Any small job would do ,he pleaded.
“ What job Ramulu? My teacher said.”He is not even sixteen.Let his 
study.Let him join college.”



“Can we affords it ,Sir?”
“Nothing to worry.There is no fee for your child.The college is in the 
town.There is a hostel where everything is free.Tell me,what is there for 
you to afford?”
“One should know one’s own limitations.Sir.For people like us,this itself 
is a great achievement.”
“No,Ramulu, no.You should not think like that. Venkatesh is very intelli-
gent and bright.He would come up in life.Don’t spoil his chances.”

My college education started.In the hostel we were all from the same 
background.So I didn’t face any difficulty.I used to participate in all 
activities. I was sure and confident.And I read a lot. I had a special liking 
for writings of social reformers.I absorbed their ideals.My hot blood was 
restless.I wanted to end all social inequalities and differences between 
castes and religions.The hatred I had for the surroundings in which I 
grew up,the animosity I had for the rich landlords of my village motivat-
ed me to study
diligently.

I passed the bachelor of Arts examination with second class.I missed the 
first class just by two marks.It is almost four years since I came to town.
Visits to y village were few and far between.In fact,I never liked the 
place.There everything was filthy and
unbearable for me.

I veery much wanted to study further,but it was not to be.I had the 
respnsibiity of looking after my mother.I was likely to get a Tutor’s job 
in the college.So I shifted my residence to town and brought my mother 
along.People from the village used to visit us now and then.But it was 



all irritating.They used to address me,”Ahoy,Enky.”Their clothes were 
dirty.Their bodies stank but they refused bathe.”Why,are we Brahmins 
to bathe half a dozen times a day?” They never cared where they spat.I 
couldn’t say a thing because of my mother.
Having worked as Tutor for two years I decided to study for master of 
Arts examination.When I told my Professor, he said,” You are very intel-
ligent and brilliant young man.Why don’t you try for IAS?’
I was surprised.How could I ever aspire for Indian Administrative Ser-
vice?I told him the same.
“No,no.You shouldn’t feel that way.If you try hard I am sure you will be 
selected.I know what stuff you are made of and scheduled castes have an 
advantage.”

His encouragement helped me to find out details about the civil services 
examination.
After a year’s study I appeared for the examination.It all happened as if 
in a dream. I qualified, appeared for interview and was selected.



Invisible

In the shadow of every name
Hides something nameless.
In the corridors of every headline
Lurks a cat of unknown meanings.
Behind every chime
There is a tremor that longs to be a voice.
Every bird that flies
Knows the agony of a broken wing.
Behind every completed poem
Is a wandering ghost of a helpless pain.
Behind the brightness of every smile
There is the dark core of melancholy.
Every song rendered
Has an orphaned birth of disharmony.
Every pledge
Has sutures of betrayals.
Every love
Has secret doors of deception.









Mj

lqcg ds v[k+ckj gh T+;knkrj fnup;kZ,¡ ‘kq: gksrh gSaA ysfdu lqcg dk v[k+ckj 
i<+rs gh lqjkuk mnkl gks x;kA ,slk igyh ckj ugÈ gks jgk FkkA chrs vjls dÃ ckj 
v[k+ckj dh lqÆ[k;k¡ i<+dj fnu Hkj ds fy, og vthc fd+Le dh dks¶+r dk f’kdkj 
gksrk jgk gSA

*‘kk;n vc var gh vk x;k!* mlus [k+qn ls dgkA og dqN fnuksa ls] tc ls choh 
ek;ds+ tkdj cSB xÃ rc ls] [k+qn ls T+;knk gh cfr;kus yxk FkkA nksLrksa us lykg 
nh] ;kj tkdj M‚DVj dks fn[kk vkvks] dgrs gSa fdlh cM+s jksx dh ‘kq:vkr blh 
rjg gksrh gSA og Hkh lksprk fd gtZ dh D;k gS M‚DVj ls feyus esa] ,d ckj fey 
gh vkrk gw¡A fnekx+h chekfj;ksa ds M‚DVj dksA eqefdu gS
lksus&lqykus dh dksÃ nok ns ns! eqefdu gS eSa [k+qn ls cksyuk can dj nw¡a A

fQj nksLrksa dh lykg reke nwljs dkeksa dh lwph esa lcls vkf[k+j esa tk iMhA dHkh 
& dHkh rks og lykg ,fDV fd+Le dh pht+ks dh [k+qch ls x+k;c gh gks tkrh vkSj 
lqjkuk vius gh rdZ ls nwljksa dk ijkftr dh ;kstuk cukus yxrk A og bl urhts 
ij igq¡prk fd yksxksa dks fcu ek¡xs lykg nsus dh vkt+knhgS ij t+:jh ugÈ fd gj 
lykg ij vey fd;k tk,A ckr flQ+Z cfr;kus dh gS u vkSj og Hkh [k+qn ls dHkh 
u cfr;krk gksA vkf[k+j [k+qn viuh ckr dk iôh rkSj ij ;d+hu gksus ds ckn gh rks 
vkneh mls lkoZtfud dj ldrk gSA vkSj fQj cfr;kus dk rkYyqd+ vxj lkspus 
ls gks rks D;k vkneh dHkh Hkh lkspuk can dj ldrk gS\ og viuh [kkst ij csgn 
[k+q’k gksrk tSls vkÆdfeMht+ us viuk fl)kar [kkstk gks] ij ;g FkksM+h gh nsj dh 
[k+q’kh gksrh og tSls blh elys ij xgjkÃ ls lkspus yxrk mls viuh vkReeqXèkrk 
ij {kqCèkrk gksrhA [k+qn vkneh bl d+nj vius ij Hkjkslk djs rks le>ks og x;k dke 
lsA



<sjksa i{kh vkleku esa mM+ jgs FksA uhys vkleku dh xgjkÃ esa mM+rs iÇjns NksVs&NksVs 
fruds Hkj fn[kkÃ nsrs A lqjkuk us gljr Hkjh fuxkg ls ns[kk& m¡pkb;k¡ vkneh dks 
fdruk NksVk dj Mkyrh gSa---- mls viuh nknh ;kn vkÃA og vdlj dgk djrh 
FkhA] jc us vkneh ds fy, ,slh [kand&[kkb;kZ [kksnh gqÃ gSa fd cPpk [k+qn&c&[k+qn 
,d fnu mldk f’kdkj gksdj gh jgrk gSA vc tks vkneh cgqr [k+n gS le>ks] jc 
us [kkÃ esa èkdsyus ds fy, [k+q’khdk vkSt+kj mlds gkFkksa Fkek fn;k gSA og [k+q’kh ls gh 
viuk dke reke djsxkA’kq: esa og [k+q’kh&[k+q’kh csodqfQ+;k¡ djsxk] fQj muds tky 
esa Q¡ldj [k+qn dks cckZn djus yxsxkA elyu [k+q’kh gksus ds pôj esa og dke dj 
nsuk gh can dj nsxkA cl ;gÈ ls le>ks og [kkÃ dh xgjkÃ dh vksj py iM+k gSA 
mlds dkeksa esa vuki&’kuki phts+a tqM+ tk,¡xh vkSj--- nknh vHkh vkSj cksyrh fd og 
loky dj cSBrk] ßrks vkneh [k+q’k gh D;ksa jgs\Þ

ßrw uh le>sxk dkdkA cM+k gks tkÞ og fp<+ tkrkA cqf<+;k dh fuxkg esa og ges’kk 
gh NksVk jgsxkA ßvkSj nknh rqEgkjs fy, jc us D;k r; fd;k gqvk gS\ cqf<+;k mnkl 
gks tkrh] ßvks; jc dks esjs ckjs esa lkspus dh Q+qjlr gh dgk¡ gS!Þ ßD;ksa -- D;k jc 
cgqr ls dke djrk jgrk gSA ,d rsjs fym Hkh fd;k gksxk cankscLrAÞ eSa dg mBrkA

cqf<+;k ds gksaB çkFkZuk esa cqncqnkus yxrs vkSj og dgÈ [kks tkrhA ?kkfV;ksa vkSj 
ioZrh; <ykuksa dh vksj f[kldrh èkwi ls utkajs dqN T;+knk gh f[ky iM+rs] iajrq [k+kl 
fd+Le dk lUukVk tSlstSls pkjks vksj èkwi dh rjg vius gksus dh ?kks’k.kik djus 
yxrkA

og cqf<+;k ds cqncqnkrs gksaB ns[krk rks mls yxrk tSls og fdlh nwljh nqfu;k ls 
laoknjr gksA ;g mldh nlwjh nqfu;k gh Fkh tks mlds fo”okl ls tM+h FkhA

og lkgl cVksjrk vkSj cqf<+;k dks mlds è;ku ls vyx djus ds fy, iwN cSBrk] 
ßnknh] rw gj oD+r vius gksaBksa ls D;k mPpkjrh jgrh gS\
ßrw ugÈ le>sxk iqŸkjA cl bruk tku us eSa lcdh [k+Sj ek¡xrh jgrh gw¡AÞ ßlc dqN 



rks Bhd gS nknhAÞ

og >Yyk iM+rh] ßvc pqi Hkh djA eq>s viuk dke dj ysus nsAÞ fQj dqN nsj ckn 
mls I;kj meM+ vkrkA dgrh] ßnqfu;k cM+h [k+jkc gSA csM+k xdZ gks mudk tks T+;knk 
[k+jkc cuk jgs gSaA eSa Åij okys ls lcdh [k+Sj ek¡xrh gw¡A jc Hkyk djsA rw ugÈ tku 
ldsxk iqŸkj] ;g ek¡ dk fny gS u tks nqfu;k ds reke cPpksa dh [k+Sj ek¡xrk gSAß 
nknh fQj viuh nqfu;k esa [kks tkrh vkSj og bèkj&mèkj ns[kus yxrkA vkleku esa 
nwj&nwj rd xgjs uhysiu ds vykok dqN ugÈ FkkA

ßvjs og dgk¡ igq¡p x;kß] lqjkuk us [k+qn ls dgkA og nknh dks ;kn djrs gq, vius 
cpiu vkSj yM+diu esa igq¡p x;k FkkA og vdlj cpiu dh lq[k nsus okyh ;knksa 
esa ykSVrk rks mls eglwl gksrk tSls ml oD+r ds mlds lokyks ds tokc nknh ds 
fo”okl esa ekStwn FksA ßgkyr rc bruh [k+jkc ugÈ FkhÞ lqjkuk [k+qn dks crkrk] ßijarq 
nknh dk Mj--- Mj rks ml oD+r Hkh ekStwn Fkk---A gk¡ og gj rjg ls Mj gh Fkk ft-
lls cpus ds fym og viuh çkFkZukvksa esa Mwc tkrh FkÈAÞ

og dHkh&dHkh lksprk D;k og ,d vklku jkLrk ugÈ gS] [k+qn ls fNius dk fd 
fdlh nwljs dh Le`fr esa Mwc tkvksA xje gok ;k BaMd ;k fdlh ds rkus ;k fdlh 
vHkko dk ruko &;s rks ,slh phts+a gSa tks vkneh dks ,dne futh Lrj ij >syuh 
iM+rh gSaA dgk¡ D;k gks jgk gS\ D;ksa gks jgk gS\ blls cpus ds fy, csgrj gS fd 
ge rUe;rk ls nwljs dks ;kn djus yxsa&vYykg dks ;k iSxacjksa dks ;k ihjks dks vkSj 
viuh gj çkFkZuk esa tks dqN gks jgk gS mlds fy, ekQ+ ek¡xrs jgsaA xksfd tks gks jgk 
gS mlds ft+Eesnkj ge gSaA dqN nsj gh lgh] tc rd vkneh v–”; ls tksM+ fcBk 
jgk gS og –”; ls vyx gksrk gS vkSj ftruh Hkh nsj vyx gksrk gS mruh gh ns jog 
csfQ+Ø gksrk gSA vius bu [+;kykr ij lqjkuk iwjh rjg x+kSj dj ik jgk FkkA mls 
yx jgk Fkk ;g dksÃ nwljk vkneh] ,dne tcuch&lk vkneh tks mldh rjQ+ ls 
lksp jgk gSA
mlus vius pkjksa rjQ+ ns[kk&ogk¡ Hkh ugÈ FkkA ij bl dksÃ ugÈ ds ekgkSy esa nwljk 



v–”; Fkk&i jog Fkk D;ksafd lqjkuk dks yx jgk Fkk cgqr ls fu.kZ; bl oD+r dksÃ 
vkSj ys jgk FkkA og rks dsoy mu QS+lyksa dks vkxs c<+k jgk FkkA

vc nqfu;k dh rlohj cny jgh gSA v[k+ckj crkrs gSaA lqjkuk lkspus yxrk] ftl 
rsth+ ls nqfu;k cny jgh gS vkneh Hkh rks cny jgk gSA cnyus nks&og ykijokg 
gksus dh ckr ij pyus dh lkspus ysfdu—cl ;gh ysfdu Fkk tks nksLrks ds chp dh 
cgl esa mldk lgkjk gksrk FkkA mldh choh dk cglsa ilan ugÈ FkÈA v[k+ckj dh 
lqÆ[k;k¡ i<+d jog Hkh cksy iM+rh] ß ;s D;k gks jgk gS vktdy\Þ vius ek;ds tkrs 
oD+r og fgnk;r ns xÃ Fkh] ßns[kuk ?kj [kqyk u NksM+uk&dc dkSu D;k dj tk, --- 
fdldk Hkjkslk----!Þ

og g¡l iM+rk ß?kj ;gÈ jgsxk&dgÈ u tk,xkA vkSj dkSu rsjs Q+kyrw lkeku dks ys 
tk,xk!Þ

lqcg&’kke tc ekSd+k feyrk og Hkh eafnj xq:}kjs dk pôj yxk vkrhA og lqjkuk 
dks dgrh] 
ßdHkh&dHkh jc dks ;nk dj fy;k djksAÞ

ß;kn-----Þ vkf[k+j ,s;k dqN cukus] cnyus dk ed+ln D;k gks ldrk gS--- ;kuh ,d 
jgus yk;d+ nqfu;k esa nks&pkj phtsa+ gh rks pkfg,A vkneh dk Hkjkslk] rgth+c] 
dke&dkt vkSj lsgr---- ij ;g lc dqN gkfly djus ds fy, fdrus ikiM+ csyus 
iM+rs gSaA

lqcg dk vlj vHkh [k+Re ugÈ gqvk FkkA og [kht Fkh ;k xqLlk] mls Bhd rjg 
le> ugÈ vk jgk FkkA og pkgrk Fkk fd vkt dh gkyr ij tedj fdlh ls cgl 
djsA mlus bjknk fd;k fd og lcls igys [k+qn ls ckr u dj laokn ds fy, dgÈ 
fudy tk,A jkLrs esa gh lkjs dke dj ysxk&rHkh dkeksa dh lwph mlds fnekx+ esa 
dkSaèk xÃ&mls igys rks viuh choh dks gh Q+ksu djuk FkkA fiNys dÃ g¶rksa ls 



mldk Q+ksu [k+jkc iMk FkkA eu&gh&eu VsyhQksu daiuh dks dkslrs gq, og ?kj ls 
fudy dj ikl gh ,lVhMh cwFk dh vksj py iM+kA lkb±l us vkneh ds fym D;k 
D;k deky [kkst fy, gSa\ mls curh gqb nqfu;k dh HkkSfrd lqfoèkkvksa ds ckjs esa 
lksprs gq, lqdwu feyk ij ;g FkksM+h gh nsj dk FkkA ,lVhMh cwFk ukStoku
yM+ds&yM+fd;ksa ls iVk iM+k Fkk vkSj lc viuh ckjh dk bartkj dj jgs FksA

ß;kj lqjkuk-----Þ fdlh us mls vkokt+ nh tks og eqM+kA nwljs eqgYys es jgus okyk 
nksr fouks; FkkA fouks; dHkh caxky esa iSnk gqvkk Fkk rks mldk vPNk&Hkyk uke 
mPpkj.k dh HksaV p<+ x;kA nksLr yksx fouks; gh d+cwy x,A ß;kj laxhu ekeyk gSA 
dy jkr ls choh dh rchvr dqN T;+knk gh [k+jkc gS cPps Hkh Ldwy ugÈ xmAÞ

ßD;k gqvk\Þ ßvc M‚DVj ds ikl pyrs gSaAÞ lqjkuk us mls rlYyh nsus ds bjkns ls 
dgkA

ßeSa ogÈ tk jgh Fkk lkspk rqEgsa Hkh [k+cj dj nw¡AÞ

ßgks xÃ [k+cj--- py M‚DVj ds ;gk¡AÞ lqjkuk vius dke Hkwy x;kA eu&gh&eu 
mnkl gks x;kA blds NksVs&NksVs cPps gSaA choh dks dqN gks x;k rks ;g rckg gks 
tk,xkA

os nksuks M‚DVj ds ikl igq¡ps rks ogk¡ Hkh ut+kjk HkhM+ dk gh FkkA ckjh vkus esa 
dkQh nsj yx ldrh FkhA eqgYys dk M‚DVj FkkA nksuksa dh gh ugÈ lHkh yksxksa dh 
tku&igpku FkhA NksVh&NksVh chekfj;ksa ds fy, mldh nokÃ dkjxj FkÈA ßrqe ckjh 
dk bart+kj djks] eSa ikl gh ls Qksu dj vkrk gw¡---AÞ fouks; us viuh tsc ls eksbck-
by fudkyk] ßog fouks; dks NksM+ vkxs c<+ x;kA dqN nqdkuksa ds ckn ,d Q+ksu cwFk 
FkkA mls rlYyh gqÃ] ogk¡ T+;knk HkhM+ ugÈ FkhA

v[k+ckj og i<+ gh pqdk FkkA ij ogk¡ VsyhQ+ksu cwFk ij Hkh ,d v[k+ckj iM+k gqvk 



FkkA viuh ckjh ds bart+kj esa mlus v[k+ckj mBk fy;kA

cl ;gÈ ls tSls mlds Hkhrj dk x+qLlk fQj mcy vk;kA fdlh d+Lcs dh [k+cj Fkh 
tgk¡ dqN yksxksa us lkewfgd cykRdkj fd;k FkkA idM+s xm yksxksa ds psgjksa ls ugÈ 
yxrk Fkk fd os dq¡vkjs gksaxsA [k+cj esa lkQ+ fy[kk Fkk fd ,d tkfr ds yksxksa us 
feydj okjnkj dh Fkh----- ßD;k gks x;k yksxksa dk\Þ og vius ls cksyk rks ikl gh 
viuh ckjh dk bartk+j djrs lTtu cksy mBs] ßvkius eq>>s dqN dgk----\Þ ßekQ+ 
djuk---- eSa [k+qn ls gh dqN cksy jgk FkkAÞ ßvksg!Þ mlus viuh ‘kkÆenxh esa Åij 
vkleku dh rjQ+ ns[kk vkSj tSls fdlh fujkdkj fuxqZ.k ls ekQ+h ek¡xus yxk gksA

FkksM+h gh nsj esa mldh ckjh vkÃA mlus Q+ksu fd;k rks mldh lkl us [k+cj nh fd 
eqUuh rks lgsfy;ksa ds lkFk cPpksa dks ysdj ihj th dh njxkg xÃ gSA mlus rqjar 
lkl dks ueLdkj dgrs vius eu dh ckr dg nh fd choh ftruh tYnh gks lds 
?kj ykSVs] ;gk¡ fouks; dh choh Hkh chekj gSA ets+nkj ckr gh Fkh fd lkl vkSj mldh 
choh dks fouks; dh choh ls [k+wc iVrh FkhA og M‚DVj ds ikl ykSVk rks fouks; 
Hkhrj FkkA og lhèks dsfcu esa ?kqlk rks M‚DVj fouks; dks nok dj ns jgk FkkA

ß,d ckj ns[k ysrs M‚DVj----Þ ßgk¡------gk¡--- Dyhfud can dj eSa mèkj ls gh ykSVw¡xkA 
ns[k Hkh yw¡xk---Þ ßM‚DVj lkgc eSa [k+qn ls cgqr cksyus yxk gw¡AÞ

M‚DVj g¡lk] ßbls chekjh u le>ks] ij rlYyh ds fy, lk;dkfVªLV ls e”kojk ysuk 
cqjk ugÈAÞ Mlds dkeksa dh lwph esa fnekx+h bykt djus okys M‚DVj dk uke igys 
uacj ij vk x;k FkkA os nksuksa fouks; ds ?kj ykSV vk,A ?kj esa lUukVk FkkA fouks; 
vanj x;k rks NksVs&NksVs cPps lges [kMs+ FksA iM+ksl dh vkSjrsa fouks; dh choh dh 
lk¡lsa VVksy jgh FkÈA dksÃ ?kcjkdj cksyk] ßtkvks] tYnh M‚DVj dks cqyk ykvks!Þ 
lqjkuk gh M‚DVj ds ikl nkSM+kA ihNs&ihNs fouks; dh ph[k+us dh vkokt+sa lqukÃ ns 
jgh FkÈA ßD;k lpeqp lc dqN [k+Re gks x;k---!Þ lqjkuk us dkrjrk ls vkleku dh 
vks ns[kkA i{kh uhys vkleku vesa pôj yxk jgs FksA M‚DVj vius vkf[k+jh ejht+ksa 



dks ns[k gh jgk Fkk fd lqjkuk gM+cM+kgV esa dsfcu esa ?kqlk---- ßtUnh pfy,---A yxrk 
gS ogk¡ lc [k+Re gks x;kAÞ M‚DVj Hkh ?kcjk;kA ßcl nks feuV ckgj cSBks] eSa lkFk gh 
pyrk gw¡AÞ os nks feuV nks ;qxksa tSls FksA vaxzst+h v[k+ckj dk tks iUuk mldh rjQ+ 
Fkk] mlesa ntZ Fkk& ,d et+gch HkhM+ us nwljksa ds eqgYys esa vkx yxk nh FkhA [k+cj 
fons”kh Fkh] ‘kkafr vkSj vÇglk fuckgus okys cks)èkÆe;ksa ij geyk gqvk FkkA ,d iy 
ds fy, mldh vk¡[kksa ds vkxs HkhM+ vkSj Çgld i’kqvksa ds fp= xqt+js] tSls vkSt+kj 
gkFk esa mBk, vla[; yksx nwljh rjQ+ nkSM+ jgs gksa---mls ;d+hu ugÈ gqvkA og vius 
ls cksyk] ß,slh gh var gksxk nqfu;k dk---Þ
M‚DVj us mls Ç>>ksM+k] ßpyks lqjkuk---pysa! T+;knk er lkspk djks!Þ M‚DVj us vkf[k+j 
esa fouks; dh choh ds [k+Re gksus ij eqgj yxkÃA ,d iwjh nqfu;k mtM+ xÃ FkhA 
fouks; dh cPps NksVs Fks--- [k+qn fouks; ,dne ikd&lkQ+ balku FkkA mlds lkFk ;g 
vU;k; D;ksa gqvk\ lqjkuk ftruk lksprk mruk my> tkrk----mlus ges”kk fouks; dks 
[k+q”k ns[kk FkkA mls viuh nknh ;kn vkÃA ß[k+q”kh Hkh ,d vkSt+kj gS---Þ

v[k+ckj can ugÈ fd, tk ldrs vkf[k+j okjnkrksa dh [k+cj rks vkt+kn okÇ”knks dk 
gd+ gS& lqjkuk vius gh lksp esa Q¡lrk tk jgk Fkk---vkt+knh----mldh Le`fr esa viuk 
cpiu dkSaèk x;kA <sjksa yksx vkt+knh ds fy, d+qckuZ gksus dks lM+dksa ij fudy vkrs 
FksA mldh ek¡ dgr] ßcPps ;s èkjrh gh d+qckZuksa dh èkjrh gSaA vkneh dh de vf-
Dy;r gS fd og d+qckZfu;ksa dks Hkwy tkrk gSA gekjs xq#vksa us U;k; ds fy, d+qckZfu;k¡ 
nh FkÈ--- ijarq tks yksx tks Nqi&Nqidj fugRFkksa] csd+lwjksa] lksrs yksxksa ij t+qYe <k jgs 
gSa os--- os dkSu gSa--- lqjkuk us vkleku dh vksj ns[kkA dHkh if{k;ksa us >qaM cukdj 
geys ugÈ fd,A bôk&nqôk canjksa ds gqtwe dks mlus xqLlk, t+#j ns[kk ij dHkh 
HkSals dks cykRdkj djrs ugÈ ns[kkA mlus dcwrjksa] dqÙkksa ds >qaM t+#j ns[ks Fks ij os 
geykoj >qaM ugÈ ns[ks tks vkneh dh ‘kDy esa fn[kkÃ ns jgs FksA

choh ls cgl djus ls igys] fouks; dks fnyklk nsus ls igys] reke dkeksa ls igys 
mlus fnekx+h bykt djus okys ds jkLrs ij tkuk pquk--- blfy, Hkh fd cgqr gks 
x;k tks var dk vglkl djk jgk gS var dk--- vkSj nqfu;koh Mj tSls QqjZ ls mldh 



Le`fr ls mM+ x;kA vc u mls nwljs vknfe;ksa dh mifLFkfr dk Mj lrk jgk Fkk] 
u Åij okyh ‘kfä;ksa dk] ftuds gksus dk Mj cgqr cpiu ls gjsd ds euksyksd esa 
tek fn;k tkrk FkkA ge csgn x+jhc yksx gSa] gj ekuh esa D;ksafd fnekx+ esa cpiu ls 
mYVh ckrsa fcBk nh tkrh gSaA ---og rks mls vHkh vglkl gqvk fd tks dqN py jgk 
Fkk og py gh ugÈ] pyk;k tk jgk FkkA ns[kuk ;g gS fd og ‘kkfrj fnekx+ dkSu 
gS\ ogh u] tks rst+h ls fnekx+ksa ij geyk djrk gS vkSj fQj
fdlh&u&fdlh rjg gLr{ksi dj Mkyrk gSA csgrj gS fd u ge Le`fr esa fdlh 
v–”; ds x+qyke cusa vkSj u ft+íh--- t+ksjnkj rjhds ls mls fn[kkÃ ns jgk Fkk tSls
if{k;ksa dh mM+kuksa esa ,d fu;e Fkk& laxhr Hkjk fu;e] ia[kksa ls og èkhjs&èkhjs mrj-
dj vkleku d 



d+Lcs esa ‘ksDlfi;j f’k{kd

fiNyh Nqêh esa eSa muls feyh
vkSj nax jg x;h ns[kdj&
muds ml <u<ukrs ?kj esa
muds lax jgus yxs Fks
gSeysV] v‚Fksyks] eSdcsn] ,s.Vuh] Çdx fy;j !
fFk;ksl‚fQ+dy y‚t ds ihNs dh og c¡lokjh Fkh
tgk¡ ml v)ZèoLr ?kj dk
nfD[kuh njokt+k [kqyrk Fkk]
ogÈ ,d VqVgh&lh vkjke dqlÊ Mkys gq,
fxygfj;ksa] dkSvksa vkSj pwgksa ds laj{k.k esa
eLrçk.k cSBs Fks lj]
lqu jgs Fks dku ij Mkys
>qj>qjh gFksyh dh dqIih&
^Vq ckÃ vkSj u‚V Vq ckÃ*]
nSV bt+ n Dos’pu !
dg jgk Fkk gSeysV
ckt+kj ls [k+kyh gkFk ykSVdj !
eSa HkkSapôh jg x;h lkspdj&
^chbax* ds xgjs ç’uksa dks
^ckbax* ls Hkh dksÃ ukrk cusxk&
;g igys dksÃ dgk¡ tkurk gksxk !
cq<+cpok Çdx fy;j
fQj chp esa cksys&
^>kM+ks lc yEi&fyQ+kQ+k]
>syksa viuh Nkrh ij og lc
tks >syrs gSa vHkkxs lM+d ij !*



rst+ d+neksa ls c<+k vk;k
,s.Vuh gekjh rjQ+
rks xw¡t mBs ml Hkk”k.k ds dÙks
tks geus ;kn fd, Fks] fdrus jês yxkds
^oh.kk dUlVZ g‚y* esa eapu ds igys&
^nksLrks] jkse ds ckf’kUnks] ns’kokfl;ks&
lht+j esjs nksLr Fks]
[k+qn dks eq> ij os yqVkrs jgs Fks lnk]
ij czwV~l dgrs gSa mUgsa [k+qnfuxj !
viuh frtksjh ls gjtkuk Hkjdj
;q)cafn;ksa dks NqM+k yk, Fks lht+j
D;k [k+qnfuxjh Fkh ;g \
vtc Hkh ge jks,] jks, lht+j Hkh]
vkSj dfM+;y rÙo dh
gksuh ugÈ pkfg, D;k ;s [k+qnfuxjh \
ij czwV~l dgrs gSa mUgsa [k+qnfuxj
vkSj egkeuk gSa czwVl !*
,d fnu jêk yxkrs&yxkrs
nsonÙk g¡lus yxk
vkSj esjs daèks ij >qddj mlus dgk&
^tks lkèk j[kh gS Hkk”kk esa
ekdZ ,s.Vuh us]
gekjh rjQ+ mldks dgrs gSa
ÇHkxk&ÇHkxkdj twrk
ekjk djus dh dyk* !
duQqldh mldh lqu yh lj us
vkSj dgk&
^’ksDlfi;j us Hkh rks ;s gh dyk lkèkh]



rst+ d+neksa ls c<+k vk;k
,s.Vuh gekjh rjQ+
rks xw¡t mBs ml Hkk”k.k ds dÙks
tks geus ;kn fd, Fks] fdrus jês yxkds
^oh.kk dUlVZ g‚y* esa eapu ds igys&
^nksLrks] jkse ds ckf’kUnks] ns’kokfl;ks&
lht+j esjs nksLr Fks]
[k+qn dks eq> ij os yqVkrs jgs Fks lnk]
ij czwV~l dgrs gSa mUgsa [k+qnfuxj !
viuh frtksjh ls gjtkuk Hkjdj
;q)cafn;ksa dks NqM+k yk, Fks lht+j
D;k [k+qnfuxjh Fkh ;g \
vtc Hkh ge jks,] jks, lht+j Hkh]
vkSj dfM+;y rÙo dh
gksuh ugÈ pkfg, D;k ;s [k+qnfuxjh \
ij czwV~l dgrs gSa mUgsa [k+qnfuxj
vkSj egkeuk gSa czwVl !*
,d fnu jêk yxkrs&yxkrs
nsonÙk g¡lus yxk
vkSj esjs daèks ij >qddj mlus dgk&
^tks lkèk j[kh gS Hkk”kk esa
ekdZ ,s.Vuh us]
gekjh rjQ+ mldks dgrs gSa
ÇHkxk&ÇHkxkdj twrk
ekjk djus dh dyk* !
duQqldh mldh lqu yh lj us
vkSj dgk&
^’ksDlfi;j us Hkh rks ;s gh dyk lkèkh]

vki Hkh lkèk ysa vxj
rks lkr [kwu ekQ+ gks tk,¡xs vkids !
Vs<+h v¡xuS;k esa Vgy jgk Fkk eSdscsn
vius eu esa cqncqnkrk gqvk&
^eSaus lquh ,d vkokt+& ^lksuk er*]
uÈn dh rks rqeus gR;k gh dj nh !*
eSdcsn dh ckr lqudj
;kn vk x;k lj dk le>k;k
,d&,d v{kj&
^uÈn dk eryc Hkjkslk !
ftlds Hkjkslk fd;k] mldks Nyus esa D;k dkS’ky !
tks xksnh esa vkdj lks gh x;k]
mls ekjus esa ijkØe D;k !*
ihNs ls flldh ysM+h eSdcsn&
^,slk >qylk esjk thou]
o`)koLFkk ds os lkjs ojnku&
bTtr] nqykj vkSj fHk=ksa dh Vksyh&
LoIu gSa ;s lc vc esjs fy, !*
Mk;uksa us ekjh fQj lhVh
vkSj dgk& ^Hkyk gh cqjk gS] cqjk gh Hkyk !*
bl ij gh eSaus rM+idj dgk&
^ugÈ&ugÈ] ,slk ugÈ gksrk]
Hkyk tks cqjk gksrk] cqjk tks Hkyk&
,slh D;ksa xr curh bu nksuksa dhA
lhèkk jLrk pyus okys
,sls dHkh ugÈ ggjrs]
lar`Ir ijefe= gksrs gSa os vius !*
^fQj muds lkFk



dksÃ ,d rks Bgjrk gS]
tSls fd lht+j ds lkFk ,s.Vuh !*
esjh ;g ckr iwjh dj nh ekdZ ,s.Vuh us !
è;ku nhft, fd D;k dgrk gS v‚Fksyks&
^osful ds yksxks&
;kn djks eq>dks
rks ,sls ;kn djuk—
dguk fd
^;s ,slk cank Fkk
ftls I;kj djus dk dksÃ ‘kÅj ugÈ Fkk]
ij I;kj blus fd;k Fkk cgqr VwVdj !*
ge Hkh rks ,sls gh
;kn fd;k djrs gSa vkidks lnk] lj
Hkwydj lc l[k+~fr;k¡ vkidh
vaxjst+h dk ?kksaVk yxokus esa tedj
tks vkius ge ij dÈA
tc ppkZ pyrh gS vkids Jheq[k ls NwVh
iM+iM+krh f>M+fd;ksa dh
rks ge nksgjkrs gSa
g¡ldj ;gh —
^;s ,slk cank Fkk
ftls I;kj djus dk dksÃ ‘kÅj ugÈ Fkk]
ij I;kj blus fd;k Fkk cgqr VwVdj !*



dksÃ ,d rks Bgjrk gS]
tSls fd lht+j ds lkFk ,s.Vuh !*
esjh ;g ckr iwjh dj nh ekdZ ,s.Vuh us !
è;ku nhft, fd D;k dgrk gS v‚Fksyks&
^osful ds yksxks&
;kn djks eq>dks
rks ,sls ;kn djuk—
dguk fd
^;s ,slk cank Fkk
ftls I;kj djus dk dksÃ ‘kÅj ugÈ Fkk]
ij I;kj blus fd;k Fkk cgqr VwVdj !*
ge Hkh rks ,sls gh
;kn fd;k djrs gSa vkidks lnk] lj
Hkwydj lc l[k+~fr;k¡ vkidh
vaxjst+h dk ?kksaVk yxokus esa tedj
tks vkius ge ij dÈA
tc ppkZ pyrh gS vkids Jheq[k ls NwVh
iM+iM+krh f>M+fd;ksa dh
rks ge nksgjkrs gSa
g¡ldj ;gh —
^;s ,slk cank Fkk
ftls I;kj djus dk dksÃ ‘kÅj ugÈ Fkk]
ij I;kj blus fd;k Fkk cgqr VwVdj !*

iw.kZfene~

ÞHkwyHkqyS;k gw¡!
,d rjQ ls [kqyrh gw¡
rks eq¡nrh gw¡ nwljh rjQ l]s
,d vksj vkx ls <¡dh gw¡ rks nwljh vksj
uhyh cjQ l!s
esjk dqN gks gh ugÈ ldrk]
eSa vius gh f[kykQ cSBh iapk;r gw¡!
vk;rsa dgrh gSa] vyx oxZ gS bldk
vkSj oxZ dgrs gSa&,d dqUn vk;r gw¡]
vyx ikr gS esjh] vyx tkr gS esjh]
fQj Hkh le>us ds yk;d gw¡!
xk;d gw¡ egk’kwU; dk&
‘kwU; ls ‘kwU; ?kVk] ‘kwU; cpk!ß
,slk gh dNq xquxqukrh gqÃ]
#æoh.kk ij ctkrh gqÃ
xk jgh FkÈ lhrk
cSBh taxy esa vdsyh!
Hkst pqdh FkÈ vius yod’q dks
,d u;h nqfu;k esa!
Þlzou lehi Hk, flr dslkß&
;g fLFkfr tc fdlh
egh;lh L=h ds thou esa vkrh gS]
èkwi&gok lh og rks fcydqy eghu
vkSj gYdh gks tkrh gS!
Hkyh HkÃ esjh eVdh QwVh]



eSa rks ifu;k Hkju ls NwVh!
fQj dksÃ #æoh.kk
fdlh vèkwjs LoIu ls ysdj rkj]
dYio`{k ls ysdj ydMh+
og x<+ gh ysrh gS
vkSj NsM+ nsrh gS blh rjg egk’kwU; ij
jkxvklkokjh!
cSBh gh FkÈ lhrk
fd jko.k vk;k mUgsa <w¡<rk&
Þnsfo]
vc rks ge nksuka gh
mez ds ml eksM+ ij vk x, gSa
tgk¡ çse nsg dh dNkj NksMd+j
gks tkrk gS ,d ehBh vkilnkjh!
bl eksM+ ij jke pys x,
rqEgsa NksMd+j---
cgqr HkVddj fQjls vk;k gw¡
}kj rqEgkjs!
D;k rqe eq>s :æoh.kk fl[kkvksxh\ß
lhrk us fruds dh vksV ugÈ yh]
lhèkk gh cksyÈ bl ckj&
ÞdksÃ fdlh vkSj dh :æoh.kk
dSls ctk, Hkyk\
ftruk HkVddj rqe vk, gks eq> rd]
mlls Hkh T;knk HkVddj
eSa vk;h gw¡ okil viuh [kqnh rd!
;g :æoh.kk gh gS vc rks esjk otnw !
[kqn viuh yM+fd;k¡ dkVks]



eSa rks ifu;k Hkju ls NwVh!
fQj dksÃ #æoh.kk
fdlh vèkwjs LoIu ls ysdj rkj]
dYio`{k ls ysdj ydMh+
og x<+ gh ysrh gS
vkSj NsM+ nsrh gS blh rjg egk’kwU; ij
jkxvklkokjh!
cSBh gh FkÈ lhrk
fd jko.k vk;k mUgsa <w¡<rk&
Þnsfo]
vc rks ge nksuka gh
mez ds ml eksM+ ij vk x, gSa
tgk¡ çse nsg dh dNkj NksMd+j
gks tkrk gS ,d ehBh vkilnkjh!
bl eksM+ ij jke pys x,
rqEgsa NksMd+j---
cgqr HkVddj fQjls vk;k gw¡
}kj rqEgkjs!
D;k rqe eq>s :æoh.kk fl[kkvksxh\ß
lhrk us fruds dh vksV ugÈ yh]
lhèkk gh cksyÈ bl ckj&
ÞdksÃ fdlh vkSj dh :æoh.kk
dSls ctk, Hkyk\
ftruk HkVddj rqe vk, gks eq> rd]
mlls Hkh T;knk HkVddj
eSa vk;h gw¡ okil viuh [kqnh rd!
;g :æoh.kk gh gS vc rks esjk otnw !
[kqn viuh yM+fd;k¡ dkVks]

[kqn :æoh.kk x<+ks
tks Hkh y;&rky fl[kkuh gksxh]
ç—fr [kqn gh fl[kk nsxh!
tkvks egkohj]
fQj ,d ckj rqEgsa ykSVk jgh gw¡
fd vk?kkr gh eqfä dk ekxZ gS] caèkq]
blls gh txrs gSa oh.kk esa jkx!
[kqn viuh jkfxuh lquks vkSj ykSVks
viuh [kqnh rd!
rqe fojkx ds vkSj jkxka ds Hkh
loZFkk ;ksX; gks&
xk;d gks egk’kwU; dk]
‘kwU; ls ‘kwU; ?kVk] ‘kwU; cpk!ß



nLrd

dHkh dHkh ?kafV;ksa dk flyflyk
;w¡ gh pyrk pyk tkrk gS
vk tkrs gSa yksx u tkus dgk¡ ls
esjs le; ds dksjsiu ij
viuh nLrd NksM+ tkus dksA
ftlds vkus Hkj ds [;ky ls
<yrs lwjt dh lq[kÊ
mrj vkrh gS xkyksa ij
vkSj ikao [kqn&c&[kqn
nkSM+ iM+rs gSa
flVduh ljdkus dks –
og rks gkFk fldksM+s
cSBk jg tkrk gS
nqfu;k ds fdlh vutku dksus esa]
;k fQj]
bl nqfu;k ls ijs] pqIih lkèks
[kM+k jg tkrk gS
cstku [kEHks dh rjg !
,d eSa gw¡ dh cfYy;ksa mNyrs
fny dks dkcw u dj ikÃ
tc tc uke mldk vk;k –
[kjxks’k lk NykUxrk
?kql cSBk fny esa gj ckjA



fiNokM+k

,d vkSj fnu xqt+j x;k FkkA vU; fnuksa dh rjg likVA ‘kke rst+h ls <y jxh 
Fkh( mrjrk v¡èksjk mldh txg ys jgk FkkA fiNokM+s ,d iVk[kk QVk rks ekfyuh us 
Åij ns[kk&v¡èksjk iM+ jgk dejk ,d iy dks jks’kuh ls Hkj x;k FkkA
dy fnokyh gS] vkSj eSa ;gka lwus ?kj ds vaèksjs esa iM+h gwa] mlus lkspkA og fnokyh 
dh ‘kke Fkh---gSjr dh ckr Fkh fd og mpkV cSBh FkhA ugÈ] csgn LokHkkfod Fkk] 
mlus vueusiu ls lkspkA og dj D;k ldrh Fkh] djus dh  t+:jr Hkh dgk¡ Fkh\ 
gj pht+ dk [k;ky j[kus ds fy, LVkQ Fkk] mUgsa mlds ifr vrqy ;gh dgrs Fks] 
pijklh vkSj ukSdjkfu;ka] tks muds egyuqek caxys ds fiNokM+s ukSdjksa ds DokVZj 
esa jgrs FksA fdlh dks&fdlh vkSjr dks&vkSj D;k pkfg, blds flok] lqfoèkkvksa ds 
vkxks’k esa jguk] os dgk djrs FksA
ogh ugÈ] eqacÃ ds muds nksLr vkSj fj’rsnkj Hkh mldh lqfoèkkiw.kZ] vkjkensg Çt+nxh 
ls Ã”;kZ djrsA blls csgrj D;k gksxk] os vkg HkjrsA ,d NksVs&ls] muÈns ‘kgj dh 
ef)e] ?kksa?ks tSlh pky ls cs[k+cjA os ugÈ tkurs Fks fd ;gka le; fdl rjg fBBdk 
[kM+k jgrk gS] de ls de eqacÃ ds ‘kksj&’kjkcs ds ckn mls ,slk gh yxrk FkkA
njokt+s dh ?kaVh dh rh[kh vkokt+ ls ekfyuh dh raæk VwVhA vrqy ?kj vk x, 
FksA muds fygkt+ ls dqN tYnh---Bhd gS] fnokyh lky esa ,d ckj vkrh FkhA og 
jkeyky dk tkuk&igpkuk psgjk ns[kdj >Yyk xÃ] n¶+rj dkog pijklh Qkbyksa 
ds <sj ds ihNs ls mls ns[k jgk FkkA mlus dqN vèkhjrk ds lkFk gSjkuh ls lkspk fd 
og Hkhrj nk[k+fy D;ksa ugÈ gks jgkA
Þlkgc v‚fQl esa gSaA mUgksaus eq>s tkus dks dgk] blfy, eq>s vkuk i+M+kAÞ og 
{kek;kpuk ds vankt+ esa cqncqnk;kA
mldk psgjk Hkkoghu jgk( og dejs esa tkus ds fy, eqM+hA
ÞD;k eSa eqjyh ls pk; cukus dks dg nwa\Þ mlus fgpdrs gq, iwNk]**lkgc dks nsj yx 
ldrh gSA**



**eSa pk; ih pqdh]** mlus #[kkÃ ls dgkA dk’k fd bdës pk; vkSj xeZ LuSDl ysrs 
gq, fnokyh dh ‘kke dk t’u eukus dh lw> mls u gqÃ gksrhA jkeyky tSls gh 
fiNokM+s dh rjQ x;k] mls lp dk irk py x;kA cslcz eqjyh fnu dk dkedkt 
[k+Re gksus dk bart+kj dj jgk FkkA
**vaèksjs esa ugÈ cSBuk pkfg,A v’kqHk gksrk gS]** jkeyky cÙkh tykrs gq, cqncqnk;kA
th esa vk;k fd mls MiV ns] rqEgsa blls eryc ugÈ gksuk pkfg, ysfdu og muds 
lkFk rc ls gS tc os ;gka vk, FksA ,slh dÃ vdsyh ‘kkeksa dk [k+keks’k xokg] tc 
og vdsyk ykSVk vkSj vrqy v‚fQl esa nsj rd dke djrs jgsA de&ls&de vkt 
rks ?kj vk ldrk Fkk( dy fnokyh gS] dk’k ekusd vk x;k gksrkA ysfdu mlus eqacÃ 
esa gh #ds jguk pquk FkkA dSlh cngokl gks xÃ Fkh og tc mlus Qksu ij cryk;k 
Fkk fd og ugÈ vk jgkA
Þysfdu csVk fnokyh ij rqe g‚LVy esa ugÈ #d ldrs]** mlus fojksèk fd;k FkkA
**vkSj Hkh yM+ds #d jgs gSa] Çprk er djks eka]** mlus dgk FkkA
vius csVs ds l;kusiu ls vrqy dkQh [k+q’k FkkA **mls dM+h esgur djuh gSA vkf[kj 
blh lky ds fjt+YV ij mldk dfjvj fuHkZj gSA** mlus mls le>k;k FkkA og pqi 
jgh Fkh] gkykafd og le> ugÈ ikÃ Fkh fd fnokyh ds fnu dksÃ cPpk i<+kÃ dSls 
dj ldrk gSA ij vrqy dks vius ed+ln ij iwjh ,dkxzrk ds fl)kar ij gh Hkjkslk 
FkkA
fnokyh dk mlds fy, dksÃ vkd”kZ.k ugÈ jg x;k FkkA dksÃ vdsys [kq’kh ugÈ euk 
ldrkA  vrqy Fkk ikl ij og fnokyh dks lgu Hkj djrk FkkA yxkrkj vka[kksa esa 
èkqvka tkus dh] [k+Re u gksus okys iVk[kksa ds èkwe&èkM+kds dh f’kdk;r djrkA tc 
caxys esa lc rjQ+ jks’kuh gks tkrh rks os ,d ckj fujh{k.k ds fy, t+:j fudyr-
sA eqjyh ds lkFk jkeyky] maph&Åaph txgksa ij p<+] nh;s tykrk vkSj iwjk ?kj 
ifjyksd esa cny tkrkA pwafd vklikl dksÃ vkSj ?kj ugÈ Fkk]  caxyk viuh ,dy 
HkO;rk esa vkus&tkus okyksa vkSj [k+qn mUgsa peR—r dj nsrkA vxys fnu jkeyky cM+s 
ukt+ ls crkrk fd iwjs bykds esa mlds caxys esa lcls ‘kkunkj jks’kuh gqÃ FkhA mlus 
vrqy dks cryk;k rks og vksNs larks”k ds lkFk eqLdqjk;k] gka] v‚fQl esa Hkh lc dg 
jgs Fks fd eq>ls igys fdlh vQlj us brus vPNs <ax ls caxyk ugÈ ltk;k FkkA



rqEgsa fdl ckr dk x+:j gS] mldh iwNus dh bPNk gqÃA rqe rks Hkhrj cSBs jgs] nhokj 
mUgksaus Qykaxh] tcfd muds cPps cslczh ls muds ykSVus dh jkg ns[k jgs Fks] rkfd 
mudh fnokyh ‘kq: gks ldsA dqN nh;s] feBkb;ka vkSj iVk[ks]tks caxys ds okfl;ksa dh 
udyh [kq’kh [kRe gks tkus ds ckn cp tkrs] muds t’u ds fy, dkQh FksA vius 
LVkQ ds dkS’ky dk tk;t+k ys] mfpr vuqeksnu djus ds ckn vrqy] èkq,a vkSj ‘kksj 
ls nwj] Hkhrj cSBuk ilan djrkA ekusd Hkh] fiNokM+s ds cPpksa ds te?kV dks gSjku 
djrk] ,d ckj esa viuh lkjh vkfr’kckt+h Qwad] ilanhnk d‚fed vkSj ehBs&uedhu 
dh IysV fy, dqlÊ ij ilj tkrkA ,d ckj mlus fdlh var%çsj.kk ls cPpksa dks 
vkokt+ nsdj dg fn;k Fkk fd os ekusd ds ikl vk tk,aA ekusd ikao iVdrk gqvk 
Hkhrj pyk x;k FkkA
ÞmUgsa lkeus vkus ds fy, er çksRlkfgr djks]Þ vrqy us mls f>M+dk Fkk]ÞeSa ugÈ 
pkgrk] os ?kj ds vklikl HkkxnkSM+ djsaAÞ
Þvkt fnokyh gSÞ] mlus fojksèk fd;k FkkA
Þmuds fy, ihNs dk fgLlk gSA mUgsa ogÈ t’u eukus nksAÞ mlus iyV dj tokc 
fn;kA
Þbrus lkjs cPps gSa----vkSj brus de iVk[ksA os fdruh nsj ekSt dj ik,axs\Þ mldh 
f[kUUrk ls ijs’kku] mlus iwNk FkkA
Þiky ugÈ ldrs rks brus iSnk D;ksa fd;s\Þ og cqM+ncqM+k;k FkkA
ÞvkSj ge\  ge iky ldrs gSa----fQj gekjk ,d gh D;ksa gS\ Þ mlus loky fd;k FkkA
vrqy us mls fgdkjr ls ns[kk Fkk vkSj v[k+ckj mBk fy;k Fkk] og tkurk Fkk fd 
Þdec[r v[k+ckj ds ihNs ‘kj.k ysukÞ mls l[r ukilan FkkA
cki vkSj csVs Hkhrj cSBs dqM+eqM+krs jgs Fks] ckgj vufxu nh;s f>yfeykrs jgs Fks] dqN 
>idus Hkh yxs FksA jkeyky rsy dk ihik fy, mudh rjQ nkSM+k FkkA og pqipki 
ns[krh jgh( dSls mlus lkoèkkuh ls cq>rs nh;ksa esa FkksM+k&FkksM+k rsy Mky mUgsa u;k 
thou ns fn;kA mldh ut+j cjkens ij iM+s iVk[kksa ds <+sj ij xÃ FkhA D;k jkeyky 
ls dgs fd mUgsa bart+kj djrs cPpksa ds fy, ys tk,\ ij ekusd dk D;k gksxk\ 
og mls dHkh ekQ+ ugÈ djsxk vkSj vrqy Hkh [k+q’k ugÈ gksxkA mlus nh;ksa dh ikl 
cqykrh ykS dh rjQ ihB dj yh] tks mls vkn’kZ eka vkSj fouhr iRuh dh t+athjsa 



rksM+us dks mdlk jgh FkÈA
Þlkgc vk x,AÞ fiNys njokt+s ls vnc ls jkeyky nkf[ky gqvk rks raæk ls txdj 
ekfyuh eqM+hA
Þeq>s vankt+ ugÈ gqvk] bruh nsj gks xÃ]Þ ?kM+h ns[krs gq, vrqy us dgkA Þdy 
fnokyh gS rks  lkspk] t+:jh Qkbysa vkt fucVk ywaAÞ mldh ut+j ml xB~Bj ij 
iM+h tks dqN nsj igys jkeyky est+ ij NksM x;k FkkA cl dqN cph gSa] fMuj ds 
ckn ns[k ywaxk]Þ mlus tksM+kA mldh le> esa ugÈ vk;k] jks, ;k galsA og mls dke 
esa Mwcs jgus ds fy, nks”k ugÈ ns ldrh Fkh] ij vius fuiV vdsysiu ls iSnk gq, 
xqLls ls Hkh ihNk ugÈ NqM+k ik jgh FkhA bl NksVs ls ‘kgj esa] tgka [kcjsa taxy dh 
vkx dh rjg QSyrh FkÈ vkSj yiV rst+ gksus ds lkFk lp ls nwj gksrh tkrh FkÈ] 
,slk dksÃ ugÈ Fkk ftldh rjQ og tk ldrhA
dHkh&dHkh os Dyc tkrs Fks& lc ds feyus dh lk>k txgA ogka Hkh og vdsyh 
iM+ tkrh FkhA vrqy fczt [ksyus cSB tkrs(efgyk,a elkysnkj [k+cjksa vkSj xeZ idkSM+ksa 
ds lkFk jeh [ksyus vkSj og if=dk,a iyVrh jg tkrhAmldk nksuksa esa gh eu ugÈ 
yxrk Fkk] muds euqgkj djus ij dHkh [ksyus cSBrh rks cseu ls [ksyrh vkSj cqjh 
rjg gkjrhA
ÞfyLV cuk yksA dy ge fnokyh dh [kjhnnkjh djus fudysaxs]Þ vrqy dg jgk FkkA
ÞeSaus lcdqN [k+jhn fy;k]Þ mlus #[kkÃ ls dgkA
Þvjs gka] eSa Hkwy x;k]Þ  og cqncqnk;kA mls ;kn vk x;k Fkk fd dy mlus mlds 
fy, xkM+h Hksth FkhA tkurk Fkk] mls vdsys [kjhnnkjh djuk ilan ugÈ Fkk  [k+kldj 
fnokyh ij ysfdu dy tc ehÇVx ds chp lsØsVjh us mldkQksu Fkek;k Fkk rks ml 
ij cjls fcuk u jgkA
Þ;g D;k gS\**  jkeyky us ,d Hkkjh cSx est+ ij j[kk rks mlus rh[ksiu ls iwNkA
ÞdqN iVk[ks]Þ vrqy eqLdqjk jgk Fkk] ÞykSVrs gq, jkLrs esa ys fy;sAÞ
**brus lkjs D;ksa [k+jhn fy,\Þ mlus >Yyk dj iwNkA
ÞeSaus lkspk] rqEgsa ilan gSa]Þ v[k+ckj mBkrs gq, mlus dgkA
og ikxy gks x;k Fkk D;k\ ;k lksprk Fkk] og ,slh nhokuh gS fd ekusd ds fcuk 
vdsys iVk[ks tyk,xh ----



Þpk; cuk nwaÞ\ eqLdqjkrk eqjyh lkeus [kM+k FkkA
ÞugÈ]  cgqr nsj gks xÃA eSa flQ+Z fMuj d:axk]ÞFkds Loj esa vrqy us dgkA
fMuj\ bruh tYnh] og Hkh fnokyh dh ‘kke\ og viuh Qkbyksa ij >qdk cSBk Fkk 
tcfd og--- os fQYe ns[kus tk ldrs Fks] ugÈ\ ij D;k vrqy tk,xk\ lq>kus dh 
fgEer djs\ mlus  ut+j Åij mBkb± rks ns[kk] vk¡[kksa esaped fy;s eqjyh jlksÃ dh 
rjQ Hkkxk tk jgk FkkA gal D;ksa jgk gS] ew[kZ] xqLls ls mlus lkspk vkSj mlds ihNs 
jlksÃ esa igqap xÃA
mls f[kM+dh ls ckgj yVdrs ns[kk rks #d xÃA ÞtYnh djks] rS;kj gks tkvks] ge 
yksx fQYe pysaxsÞ] og QqlQqlk jgk FkkA
ÞÇVdw dk D;k djsa\Þ f[kM+dh ds ikj ls ,d tukuk vkokt+ Hkhrj rSjhA
**mls lqyk nks] dHkh&dHkkj rks os tYnh [kkrs gSa]Þ og cM+cM+k;kA
Þviuh uÃ lkM+h igu ywa\Þ dkuksa esa [kl[klh vkokt+ iM+h rks mlus rsth ls dne 
ykSVk fy;sA
ekfyuh fcLrj ij djoVsa cny jgh Fkh vkSj vrqy Qkbysa iyV jgk FkkA os dkSu&lh 
fQ+Ye ns[k jgs gksaxs] mlus lkspkA eqjyh vkSj mldh rst+&rjkZj choh jkedyhA 
mldh VwVh lkbfdy ij og gok ds lkFk mM+ jgh gksxh( og fdlh uÃ fQYe dk 
xkuk xquxquk jgk gksxk] og fp<+us dk fn[kkok djrh] eu gh eu] XySejl ghjksbu 
dh rjg [kq’k gks jgh gksxhA vius csM:e dh f[kM+dh ls] ekfyuh us dÃ ckj ‘kke 
dks gypy ls xqyt+kj fiNokM+s esa rkd>kad dh FkhA jkr ds [kkus ds fy, vaxhBh 
tykrh vkSjrsa] cjkens dh pkjikÃ ij cSBs enZ vkSj pkjksa rjQ gqM+na~x djrs cPpsA 
og Å”ek] Lor%LQ+wrZ [kq’kh fctyh ds djaV dh rjg mlds ftLe dks >d>ksj dj 
xqt+js fnuksa dh ;kn rkt+k dj nsrhA  rc vrqy brus O;Lr ,fXtD;wfVo ugÈ Fks] 
ekusd NksVk Fkk] ?kqVfy;ksa pyrk cPpk] tks muds NksVs&ls ¶ySV esa ?kqVuksa ij nkSM+rk 
jgrk vkSj ?kj f[kyf[kykrh galh ls xqatku jgrk ;k dHkh dksÃ ek¡x iwjh u gksus ij 
mldh dh #ykÃ lsA ekStwnk ?kj esa iljh ekreh pqIih ?kqVu iSnk djrh rks og Hk-
kxdj f[kM+dh ij pyh tkrh] [ksyrs cPpksa dh >yd ikus( mu ?kjksa dh Hkh] tks ‘kke 
f?kjrs gh] enks± ds dke ls ykSVus ij pgy&igy ls Hkj tkrsA
fnokyh dh lqcg lkQ+ vkSj pedhyh FkhA rM+ds gh fiNokMs esa [k+wc gypy ep xÃ 



FkhA gj vkneh ?kj ij Fkk vkSj ‘kke dh rS;kjh esa tqVk FkkA tc og fcLrj ls mBh 
rks uFkquksa rd rjg&rjg dk [kkuk idus dh feyh&tqyh [k+q’kcw pyh vkÃA vkt cSBs 
jgus dk fnu ugÈ FkkA vrqy ?kj ij Fkk vkSj viuh uÈn iwjh dj jgk FkkA eqjyh ds 
vkus ls igys og uk’rk cukus esa tqV xÃA  mlus ihNs dk njokt+k ugÈ [kksyk rks 
og le>sxk] os lks jgs gSa vkSj---
ÞtYnh ls viuk [kkuk cuk yksA eSa yap ds lkFk mudk fMuj Hkh rS;kj dj nwaxk] 
fQj ‘kke gekjh gksxhÞ] [kqyh f[kM+dh ds t+fj, eqjyh dh vkokt+ dkuksa esa iM+hA
ÞvPNk\ vkSj muds Hkwr caxys esa jks’kuh dkSu djsxk\Þjkedyh us rkuk ekjkA
Þ,sls er cksyksÞ] muds csM:e dh rjQ ns[k eqjyh us psrk;k] Þlqu fy;k rks---Þ
Þlquus nksA eSa mudh ukSdjh ugÈ djrh] Þjkedyh us iyV dj tokc fn;kA
f[kM+dh ls lVdj [kM+h ekfyuh ds dku ty mBsA <hB vkSjr! vkSj mldk dk;j 
ifr] ,d ‘kCn cksyus dh fgEer ugÈ gks jghA
Þge vHkh Åij p<+ dj eksecfÙk;ka D;ksa ugÈ yxk nsrs\Þ R;kSjh p<+k;s jkeyky dh 
rjQ+ ns[k eqjyh us vpdpk dj dgkA
ÞD;k! fnu&nqigfj;k esa eksecfÙk;k¡ tyk nwa\Þ jkeyky HkUuk;kA
ÞugÈ] yxk&Hkj nsaxs] fQj rqe jkr dks mUgsa tyk nsuk]Þ mlus gYdh mEehn ds lkFk 
lq>ko j[kkA
ÞMjiksd]Þ jkeyky us Fkwdk vkSj pkjikÃ ls mBdj dejs esa pyk x;kA
cw<+s ds pys tkus ls vkSj fgEerh gks] jkedyh us dgk] Þpkgrs gSa iwjs ?kj esa jks’kuh gks 
ij [k+qn ,d maxyh ugÈ mBk ldrsA okg] D;k rjhdk gS fnokyh eukus dkA ckgj 
fudy dj ?kwes&fQjsa rks mudk Hkh Hkyk gks& t+jk lkspks] lkgc lwV esa lh<+h p<+ jgs 
gSA gSV Hkh yxkrs gSa D;k\Þ og pgdhA
ekfyuh f[kM+dh ls gV xÃ] mlds xky ngd jgs FksA og mUgsa fudky nsxh] eqjyh 
vkSj mldh cnt+qcku choh dksA uk’rk Hkwy] og ihNs dk njokt+k [kksyus ds fy, 
yidhA vkus nks eqjyh dks] og mldh vged+kuk eqLdqjkgV dk lQk;k dj nsxh---
-A ysfdu vkt fnokyh Fkh& vkSj mldk d+lwj D;k Fkk\ jkedyh lp rks dg jgh 
Fkh&dM+ok lpA mFky&iqFky eu ls mlus njokt+k [kksyk vkSj csM:e esa pyh vkÃA 
dqN idkus dh bPNk ugÈ cph FkhA



ekfyuh ‘kke dh iwtk ds fy, Fkkyh ltk jgh Fkh] rHkh jkeyky dks vkrs ns[kk]  
mlds ihNs ukd&HkkSa fldksM+s lh<+h ?klhVrk]eqjyh FkkA
og ckgj fudy vkÃ] Þlh<+h dh t+:jr ugÈ gSA Nr ij eksecfÙk;k¡ ugÈ yxkuh]Þ 
mlus ‘kkar Loj esa dgkA
Þge ges’kk yxkrs gSa]Þ HkkSpd jkeyky cksyk] ÞvkSj rc rd yxkrs jgsaxs tc rd---Þ
ÞugÈ yxkuhÞ] ekfyuh us chp esa dkVk] Þtc rd ge ;gka gSa] rc rd ugÈA ge 
flQ+Z lkeus nh;s tyk,axs vkSj mlds fy, rqe yksxksa dh t+:jr ugÈ gksxh]Þ og 
eqLdqjk;hA
jkeyky us f’kdk;rh ut+j ls yky iM+rs eqjyh dks ns[kkA vkSj eksecfÙk;ka\ mUgsa 
dgka yxk,a\  nqfoèkk Hkjs Loj esa mlus iwNkA
ÞfiNokM+s viuh Nr ijAÞ
Þysfdu---Þ
ÞeSa pkgrh gwa] iwjs fiNokM+s esa jks’kuh gks] tSls rqe gj lky bl ?kj esa djrs jgs gksA 
vkvks] eksecfÙk;ka ys tkvks]Þ mlus eqjyh dks b’kkjk fd;kA jkeyky dh ?kwjrh vka[kksa 
ls cprk eqjyh mlds ihNs Hkhrj pyk vk;kA ;g dYiuk djds fd jkedyh nqYgu 
ds tksM+s esa] eksecfÙk;ka tyk jgh gS] mldk fny t+ksjksa ls èkM+d mBkA mudh f>y-
feykrh jks’kuh esa og fdl d+nj  nedsxh---jkeyky HkUuk;k djs---og vius fiNokM+s 
dks NksVh&lh v;ksè;k cuk MkysxkA
ÞfiNokM+k txexk nks]Þ chchth us dgk FkkA igyh ckj Nr ds fy, lh<+h j[krs gq,] 
og vkØks’k esa ugÈ FkkA lcls cf<;k lkM+h esa lth] cjkens esa eksecfÙk;ka tykrh 
jkedyh dh vka[kksa esa gt+kj jks’kfu;ka fFkjd jgh FkÈA vkt jkeyky dh HkUukÃ ekSt-
wnxh Hkh mldh [kq’kh de ugÈ dj ik jgh FkhA
iwtk [kRe gks xÃ FkhA jkgr dh lkal ys] vrqy lksQs ij cSB x;kA pyks] vc nh;s 
tyk,a] ekfyuh us mBrs gq, dgkA
Þos tyk jgs gksaxsAÞ Q’kZ ij pkSdM+h ekjs cSBs jgus ds ckn] l[r gks vkÃ Vkaxksa dks 
ilkjrs gq, 
mlus dgkA
ÞugÈ] eSus mUgsa vius ?kjksa esa jks’kuh djus Hkst fn;k gSA vius ?kj esa jks’kuh ge 



djsaxsAÞ ckgj fudyrs gq, og mRlkg ls cksyhAvuk;kl cnys ?kVuk&pØ ls #”V] 
og vfuPNk ls mlds ihNs&ihNs vk;kA og dke ges’kk os djrs Fks(ekfyuh dks iqjkuk 
pyu cnyus dh D;k t+:jr Fkh\ vpkud mls gks D;k x;k Fkk\
Þcl bu nh;ksa esa rsy Mky nhft,]Þ  rsy dh ihih mls Fkekrs gq, mlus dgkA
Þcgqr fdpfdp dk dke gSAÞnh;s ls cg vk;s rsy us mldh deht+ nkxnkj dj nh 
rks ukd&HkkSa fldksM+] og >Yyk;k] Þgesa eksecfÙk;ka tykuh pkfg,A eksecfÙk;ka dgka 
gSa\Þ
igys lkeus ds nh;s tyk ysa---
Þvkf[kj eksecfÙk;ka gSa dgka\Þ xqLlk t+kfgj u djus dh vlQ+y dksf’k’k esa mlus fQj 
iwNkA
Þ;s vPNs yxrs gSa u\Þ nh;ksa dh ef)e jks’kuh esa] eq¡g Åij mBkdj mldh rjQ 
ns[krs gq,] ekfyuh us lifuyh vkokt+ esa dgkA
vrqy us mldk psgjk ns[kk vkSj cqncqnk;k] Þgka] vkSj rqe HkhA ysfdu eksecfÙk;ka gSa 
dgka\Þ x+k;c  eksecfÙk;ksa dk jkt+ tkuus dh ft+n esa mlus fQj dgkA
iVk[ks mBkdj mlus dgk]ÞvkvksÞA R;ksjh p<+k;s vrqy mlds lkFk fiNys njokt+s 
rd x;k vkSj txex djrs vk¡xu---f>yfeykrh uUgÈ Nrksa dks ns[k] vokd~ [kM+k jg 
x;kA ,d NksVk lk xk¡o mldh vk¡[kksa ds vkxs lkdkj gks x;k---mldk xk¡o] tgk¡ 
mlus viuk cpiu fc;k;k Fkk] dÃ nhokfy;k¡ bl vkl ds lkFk fd ,d ijh flQ+Z 
mlds fy,] FkSyk Hkj iVk[ks ys vkleku ls mrjsxhA ijh rks ugÈ vkÃ] gk¡ ,d fnu] 
‘kgj ls mlds pkpk t+:j vk;s] vius lkFk ys tk dj mls Þlgh f’k{kkÞ fnyokus ds 
fy,A ‘kgj igq¡p dj] ckn esa dÃ ckj nqgjk;k] ?kUVk&Hkj yEck çopu iwjk djrs gq, 
mUgksaus dgk Fkk]ÞeSaus rqEgs volj ns fn;k Fkk] vc rqe ij fuHkZj gS fd rqe vius dks 
fdruk ;ksX; fl) djrs gksAÞ cpiu dh QUrklh lQy gksus dh ngdrh yyd esa 
cny xÃ] fdlh Hkh dher ij] dÃ Qhdh fnokfy;k¡][kks;k cpiu---
Þns[kks cPpks] eSa rqEgkjs fy, fdrus lkjs iVk[ks ykÃ gw¡]Þ,d dksey vkokt+ xquxqukÃA 
HkkSpd mlus ml f>yfey dk;k vkSj cqr cus cPpksa dh rjQ+ ns[kk---ijh vk pqdh Fkh 
fQj cPps [kq’kh D;ksa ugÈ t+kfgj dj jgs Fks\
Þtks lcls igys vk,xk] lc ds lc mls fey tk,axs]Þijh us euqgkj dhA



viuh tM+rk dks rksM+] cPps mldh rjQ+ yids] muds Åij mBs psgjs mÙkstuk ls 
dk¡i jgs Fks] vk¡[ksa ped jgh FkÈ] pednkj ls pednkj flrkjs ls rh[kh Fkh mu 
vk¡[kksa dh dkSaèkAv
eksfgr vrqy vius cpiu dks ykSVrk ns[krk jgkA vfoÜokl ls fgys jkeyky dks 
fcg¡lrs eqjyh dks Vksgdk ekjrs ns[k] og lEHky x;k vkSj dejs dh rjQ+ eqM+ x;kA
cSM:e dh cÙkh cq>k] og f[kM+dh ij [kM+k ekSt eukrs cPpksa vkSj ekfyuh dks ns[krk 
jgk--- igys dHkh mls bruk [kq’k ugÈ ns[kk FkkA eu gqvk og Hkh muds lkFk gks ysA 
ij tkurk Fkk og ogk¡ ugÈ tk,xkA tks taxyk mlus [k+qn vius pkjksa rjQ+ [kM+k 
fd;k Fkk] mls rksM+uk mruk vklku ugÈ FkkA
dqN nsj cslczh ls og ekfyuh dk bUrt+kj djrk jgk fQj ekSt esa vk dj iVk[ks 
[kjhnus fudy iM+k] flQ+Z vius vkSj ekfyuh ds fy,A



vfXu ijh{kk

jko.k dh lksus dh yadk esa
vigj.k ds i’pkr~
vkSj jko.k dh lafxuh cuus ds
badkj ds QyLo:i
?kksj pqIih vkSj mnklh feysxh(
D;k cksysa] D;k lqusa] D;k ns[ksa
lc dqN funsZf’kr gksxk
vkSj ;s rS dj ikuk vklku u gks
ds fdl jk{kl ij
Hkjkslk djsa vkSj fdl is ugÈ(
jko.k dh Lo.kZ uxjh esa
nwljksa ij eksgrkt cu
fry fry ds ?kqVuk gksxk
ml Lora=rk dks [kksuk gksxk
tks fd cuokl ds le; Hkh
vklkuh ls gkfly Fkh(
dk jÙkh Hkj Hkh] lhrk dks
igys ls vglkl gks ikrk
rks eqefdu gS fd oks
jke dks ml ek;koh Lo.kZ fgj.k
vkSj y{e.k dks jke ds ihNs
dHkh Hkstrh gh ugÈ(
;k y{e.k js[kk
ikj djrh gh ugÈ
ij gksuh dks dkSu Vky ldk gS
lhrk dks okLro esa ,d ugÈ



dÃ lkS ckj tks
vfXu ijh{kk nsuh Fkh



thou dk jgL;
 
bd jktk] nqvks lqvks nks jkuh
okfjl u nhtks] gqÃ mudh dgkuh A
nj is vk;k bd jkst+ bd Q+dhj
i<+ yh lqvks ds ekFks dh mlus ydhj A
iq#”k fcèkkrk Fkk Q+dhj] nhtks lqvks dks ;s ojnku
feysxk lqdqekj nkfye dqekj] dj iq”i lqèkk iku A
ikdj bd okfjl] jkT; esa lc Qwys ugÈ lek,]
ij Q+dhj dqekj dh tku dks] rky esa cksy ekN esa fLFkr Lo.kZ gkj esa crk; A
viuk u Fkk nkfye dqekj] ykft+eh Fkk nqvks dks [kVduk
mldks Hkh Hkku Fkk] dqekj dh tku dk dgÈ vkSj vVduk A
dcwrj dqekj ds tkrs Fks nqvks ds d{k
Hkksys dqekj ls Hksn mldh tku dk bd fnu yhuks ccZl A
jp chekjh dk ukVd] jkt oSèk dks Hkh dj yhuks lax
jktk ds vkns’k ls cksy ekN dks rky ls dhuks Hkax A
nqvks ran#Lr gqÃ vpkud] ij dqekj ,dk,d futÊo gqvk
dqekj ds thounk;h Lo.kZ gkj dks nqvks us tc daBc) fd;k A
dqekj dk lglk e`r gksuk] ;dhu djuk Fkk eqf’dy
jktk çtk lc gSjku gq,] ‘kksd esa Mwc x;k Fkk gj fny A
e`r dqekj dks jktk us] e`r ekuus ls dhuks badkj
dqekj fe= dh pkSdl esa] dqekj ‘kjhj dks j[kk cjdjkj A
lM+rk u Fkk e`r ‘kjhj] ns[k ds fe= gqvk gSjku
jkf= esa thfor gks dqekj] djrk Fkk mlds fy, j[kk tyiku A
jkrksa esa nqvks lksrh Fkh tc Lo.kZ gkj xys ls mrkj ds
ykSV vkrs Fks çk.k dqekj ds] vuqlkj ml ojnku ds A
dqekj dks bd çsr le>] çFke rks oks Hk;Hkhr gqvk
tku Hksn fe= ds thou dk] varr% oks fuf’pUr gqvk A



nksuksa fe=ksa us [kwc ijek’kZ fd;k nqvks ls gkj pqjkus dk
dqN vkSj gh r; gqvk Fkk] dqekj dks iqu% thfor djkus dk A
 
iq#”k fcèkkrk dh cgu us dqN o”kZ igys viuh csVh dk HkkX; pkgk Fkk tkuuk
mldk fookg gksxk ,d e`r dqekj lax] tku ;g mldh fujk’kk dk u Fkk fBdkuk A
‘kk;n iyV lds fdLer dk ys[k] lqUnj csVh dks ys py iM+h Fkh oks fcnsl
cny ugÈ ldrk fdLer dk ys[k] cgqap x, oks nkfye dqekj gh ds nsl A
vius egy ds cxhps esa nkfye dh] ikuh <wa<rh bd lqUnjh ls gqÃ eqykdkr
ifjp; ns lqUnjh us lquk;k nkfye dks viuh o ek¡ dh HkVdu dk o`rkar A
tc nkfye us ml lqUnjh dks crk;k fd oks gh gS mldk vèke`r dqekj
vpfEHkr gqÃ oks] ij dqekj ds le>kus is vk;k mldks pSu vkSj djkj A
ml jkf= dks tc dqekj dk fe= dqekj dks feyus vk;k
nksuksa dk xUèkoZ fookg mlus rqjar lqfuf’pr djok;k A
dqekj vkSj dqekjh nkfye ds egy esa jgs o”kks± rd xqipqi
tUe fn;k nks lqUnj iq=ksa dks fookfgr thou esa mUgksaus lpeqp A
dqekjh dh vc reUuk tkxh lqvks ls iq=ksa dks HksaV djokus dh
vkSj gj ds nqvks ls Lo.kZ gkj] ifr dks iw.kZ thfor djokus dh A
jktegy esa cu ds ukÃu mlus lqvks nqvks dks J`axkj djkus dk ek¡xk dke
lqvks rks lknk jgrh Fkh ij vutku nqvks us viuh lsok esa ck¡èkk mldk uke A
dqekjh us iq= dks fl[kk;k gkj ds fy, nqvks ls ft+n djuk] jksuk
nqvks us cPps dks gkj ns fn;k] lksp dqekj dk vc rd e`r gksuk A
dqekj dh tku dk Lo.kZ gkj ik] dqekjh ds lius lc lp gq,
thfor dqekj] cgq] iksrksa dks ik lqvks o jktk [kq’k ran#Lr gq, A
jktk us vkns’k fn;k nqvks dks rqjar Çtnk nQukus dk
leka vk x;k Fkk vc çtk lax [kwc t’ku ekukus dk A
 
¼;g dfork caxkyh ys[kd yky fcgkjh Ms ds yksdxku ds vaxzsth vuqokn ^ykbQ*l 
lhØsV* ij vkèkkfjr gSA½



[kwclwjrh

dyk jfpr Hkzek.k
mxrk Mwcrk lwjt
fdruh lesVh lfn;k¡
okfn;ksa esa ygjkrs isM+
isM+ ls >wyrh Vgfu;k¡
fgpdksys ysrh tyèkkjk
Mwcrs mHkjrs ddM+
lk;a lk;a fc[kjrh gok
QSyrs fyiVrs fc[kjs lw[ks iÙks dh lj lj
eksrh leku cjlrk ty
Hkhxrk ljdrk thou dk iy
iy&iy iy&iy



rih’k

rih’k ls >wyrs lw[ks iÙks
lUukVs xfy;kjs] lwuh lM+ds
fc[ksjrh mel dh pqcu
lw[ks fpidrs gksaB]
tyrs uaxs ik¡o]
BaMh lk¡lks dh N~ViVkgV
tyrh lqxyrh èkjrh
cwanks ds fy;s rjlrs u;u
;dk;d dkSèkrh fctyh
eVdrh gok] cjlrk ty
vaèksjks ij eqLdjkgV fc[ksj x;k
u tkus rih’k dks dgk ys x;k



{kf.kdk &1

le; dh Nyuh ls Nu dj
NksVs&NksVs iy
fleV x;s gSa]
dqN fxus pqus ‘kCn
,d ikjn”kÊ iksVyh esa]
[kqy ugÈ ldrh og 
foo’k gSa-----A

èkhes èkhes]
dfy;ksa & lh [kqyrh gSa
Qwy gh vfHkO;fä gS esjh
tu rks x;s rqe
{kf.kdk’k gw¡ eSa----A

{kf.kdk &2

fleVh & lh
ldqpkÃ lh
NksVh&lh eSa
ljka”k esa
dg nsrh gw¡ cgqr dqN
foLr`r :i]
ugÈ ys ldrh
yacs pkSM+s ry ij 
djrh gw¡ rh{.k pksV



ifjp; gh dqN
,slk gS esjk
xkxj esa lkxj gw¡ eSa
vFkZ dÃ
ml ,d Vadkj esa
eSa dfork rks ugÈ
{kf.kdk’k dgrs gS eq>s----A



ty & 1

ftl ik\ esa
j[kk tkrk gw¡
mlh vkdkj esa
<y tkrk gw¡
leku :i ls
cq>krk gw¡ lcdh I;kl]
ve`r dk vkHkkl nsrk gw¡
thou dks cuk;s j[kus dk
viuk mŸkjnkf;Ro
lnk fuHkkrk gw¡
dgÈ Hkh jgw¡
unh esa]
iks[kj esa]
>jus esa]
esjk]
,d gh lehdj.k gSa-----A

ty & 2

[kqjnjsa pêkuksa dks
eqyk;e cuk ldrk gw¡
oks iRFkj tks
cjlksa ls esjs Hkhrj
iM+s gSa
VwV&VwVdj jsr cu tkrs gSa]



igpkuks esjh
bl vn~Hkqr ‘kfä dks
lery cgrh]
unh dks ns[k
esjs ‘kkar LoHkko dk
vuqeku er yxkuk
vkØks”k esa mQudj
lc dqN rgl&ugl
dj ldrk gw¡
cjlksa ls [kM+s isM+
lk{kh gSa bl ckr ds----A

ty & 3

vc]
rqe ij gS
esjh {kerk dk
Bhd&Bhd ewY;kadu djuk
cq>k ldrk gw¡ eSa
iyd >idrs
nkokuy dh vkx dks]
esjh mifLFkfr
vfuok;Z gS
thou ds fy;s
ifo= LFky dk
çfrfufèk gw¡
è;ku ls lkspuk



bl ckr dks
eq>s çnqf”kr djuk
dgk¡ rd U;k;iw.kZ gS\



bart+kj

gk¡ eq>dks gS dc ls rsjk bart+kj
gkFkksa esa jk[kh fy, dj jgh gw¡
gj iy] gj jkst+] rsjk bart+kj
vkdj dg nks] nhnh bd ckj
cl bu vk¡[kksa dks gS rsjk bart+kj
:B ds er tkuk nwj vcdh ckj
pkg ugÈ] fourh gS rq>ls ls vkt
gk¡ eq>dks gS dc ls rsjk bart+kj
fdlh dks gS [kqf’k;ksa dk bart+kj
fdlh dks x+e ds tkus dk bart+kj
lc dgrs gS ,slk dgÈ gksrk gS ;kj
ij rsjh nhnh djrh gS cl bart+kj
liuksa esa jkst+ dgrk gS rw ckj ckj
tYn gh vkÅ¡xk nhnh rqEgkjs ikl
mlh vkl esa dc ls [kM+h csd+jkj
gk¡ eq>dks gS dc ls rsjk bart+kj
gj jk[kh HkkÃ nwt dk nsus migkj
rqedks rks vkuk gh gksxk esjs ikl
tc cpiu ls ge ft, lkFk lkFk
fQj D;ksa NksM+ x, gesa bl gky
cgu vkSj HkkÃ dk ;g vuqie I;kj
ns[k] ÃÜoj ‘kk;n djs dksÃ peRdkj
foo’krk ugÈ] gS ;g vVwV foÜokl
gk¡ eq>dks gS dc ls rsjk bart+kj



u;h vk’kk

cpiu ls Fkh mu vk¡[kksa esa
gj iy thus dh vfHkyk”kk
[kwc jkS’ku jgs ;s ?kj viuk
QSyh gks [kqf’k;k¡ gh [kqf’k;k¡
ns[kks t+jk oD+r dk ;g rek’kk
dSls iy esa iyVk mlus iklk
{k.k Hkj esa lkjh mEehnsa VwV x;h
gk¡! [kqf’k;k¡ lc gels :B x;h
Fks esjs vius grk’k vkSj mnkl
vkSj esjs ân; eSa iM+k iw.kZ fojke
,d fnu rw u tkus dgk¡ ls vk;k
lax vius ysdj thus dh vk’kk
iFkjkÃ vk¡[kksa esa L;kg cnyh cuds
vkdj thus dk ed+ln le>k;k
;FkkFkZ gksxk mldk fQj vkxeu
gk¡! lius esa mlus eq>s cryk;k
yks ck¡èk fy;k geus fQj ls fgEer
ge tksM+saxs VqdM+ksa eSa fc[kjh fdLer
thou çHkkr eSa QSysxh LoÆ.ke vkHkk
vc thuk gksxk Fkkes ,d u;h vk’kk
gj v¡èksjs ds ckn ,d losjk rks vkrk gS
ml fnu fQj iyVsxk fdLer dk iklk
cl eq>s pyuk gS vaur pyrs jguk gS
ysdj vius lax thus dh u;h vk’kk



ckny] ?kVk] lkou] ckfj’k

ns[k ds uHk esa dkys cny
vkt eSa eu gh eu eqLdkrh
HkÈxsxh tks esjh pqujh èkkuh
fQj ls feysaxs ge nks lkFkh
;kSou dh ehBh ,d Qqgkj
vax&vax esa txk,xh >adkj
fojg dh rfi’k lgh u tk;
cj[kk dh gk;! ;kn lrk,
bl cjl tks cjlsxk lkou
cat+j ân; fQj cusxk ikou
ml o`f”V esa gks tkÅ¡xh r`Ir
tc vuqjkx dh iko¡ ve`r
ckxksa esa fQj f[kysaxs dÃ x+qy
[ksrksa esa gksxh gfj;kyh vn~Hkqr
,sls esa tkue dk tks gksxk Li’kZ
pkgrh gw¡ ns[kks rqe Hkh] vks! v’kZ
esjs vejçse dh lk{kh cu rqe
dkys es?kk vkt fQj cjlks rqe
bl fny dh rqels ;s xqt+kfj’k
vks! ckny] ?kVk] lkou] ckfj’k



esjh rUgkÃ

pqipki cSBh] ‘kjekÃ gqÃ] ;w¡ ut+js >qdk,]
u tkus dc ls] ,d vtuch ds bart+kj esaA
cl] Dykar ls iydksa esa bd dgkuh Nqik,]

dgÈ fu<ky lh iM+h] lksÃ gqÃ] esjh rUgkÃA
lÆn;ksa ds uje èkwi dh vYgM+&lh vaxM+kÃ]
‘kk;n mls vHkh txkdj] cjcl [kÈp ykÃA
mlls vHkh rd fyiVh chrs yEgksa dh pknj]
lwjt dks Nqikrk tSls gks bd drjk cknyA
;s r#.k c;kj tks vHkh vHkh gkSys ls Nwdj]
rst+ Hkkx x;h] dc mBk eq>s] bl dqlÊ lsA
vjs ns[kks! esjs bl pk; dh <hB I;kyh dks]
dSls nck j[kk gS ;knksa ds pan fdrkcksa dks\
?kwj ds ns[kk mlds piy osx dks] ,dVd!
D;ksa Hkkx x;h rw] Ny ls] mBkdj ;w¡ eq>s\
oks g¡lh f[kyf[kykrh gqÃ] bBykÃ] cy[kkÃ]
eq>s NksM+ cst+kj] og lkeus fQj uk vk;hA
ekuk FkksM+h f’kfFkyrk gS bl ohjkus esa QSyh]
ij yq¶r rks gS gh ysus esa] ehBh lh vaxM+kÃA
nsrk vk¡[kksa dks lqdwu vkSj fpÙk dks vkjke]
;k ‘kk;n [kqn ls nwj djrk [kqn dh rUgkÃA



;kn vkrk gS eq>s

cjlksa iqjkuk eat+j]
nksigj dk oä
jsfM;ks ij ctrk ‘kksj]
‘kgj esa naxk] ‘kgj esa naxk]
tku cpk dj gj dksÃ HkkxkA
f[kM+fd;ka can]njokts can]
lwuh lM+dsa] lwuk ‘kgj]
iyd >idrs gks x;k
;g lwuk ‘kgj
;g [kkyh vklekuA
bu lcls vutku
,d uo;qod vkSj mldk lkFkh ]
eksVjlkbfdy ij lokj]
?kj dh vksj jokuk gq,A
rHkh lM+d ds nksuksa vksj]
xfy;ksa ds nksuksa rjQ+ ls
ryokjksa vkSj Hkkyksa ls ySl]
gokvksa esa xwatrk]
ekjks ekjks dk ‘kksjA
vkokd vkSj grçHk
ij gks’k dk ysdj tks’k]
eksVjlkbfdy >V eksM+
okfil ljiV nkSM+kÃ]
Hkkyksa ryokjksa ls cprs cpkrs
èkeZ’kkyk esa jkr fcrkÃA



mèkj iRuh csgky]
cPps lwuh vk¡[kksa ls rdrs
muds ikik ?kj D;ksa ugÈ vk,\
gj rjQ dk dksykgy D;ksa\
fLFkfr esa lqèkkj gqvk] rks
ukStoku ?kj vk;k]
ifjokj esa [kq’kh dh ygj nkSM+ xÃA
;g ?kVuk eSa vkt rd ugÈ Hkwyh
esjh uUgh vka[kksa esa ?kqyh
[kqnk dh og cD’kh’k]
ml fnu dk eat+j]
og lwuk ‘kgj ]
og [kkyh vkleku]
ftlus cD’kh Fkh---
mlds ikik dh tku
gk¡ esjs ikik dh tkuA





The
Contributors



Dr. Jagannath Prasad Das

Dr. Jagannath Prasad Das(Born-1936) is a well-known poet, 
dramatist,writer and critic. He started his career as a member of 
IAS. He wrote poetry, short stories, plays, novels and poems for 
children. He was awarded the Saraswati Samman in 2006 for his 
collection of poems, Parikrama. He is also the recipient of the 
prestigiousSahitya Akademi Award.His research on Puri Paintings 
is known to all.

Ambassador Amarendra Khatua

Ambassador Amarendra Khatua, retired as Secretary, Ministry of 
External Affairs and Director General, Indian Council of Cultural 
Relations after 38 years of diplomatic service. He has served as 
ambassador to Argentina, Uruguay, Paraguay, Ivory coast, Libe-
ria, Sierra Leone and guinea. He has more than 30 poetry collec-
tions in English, India, Odia and Spanish and is translated in all 
major Indian languages and in German, Russian and French.

***



Professor, Sharmila Ray

Sharmila Ray is an Indian poet and non-fiction essayist writing 
in English, anthologized and featured in India and abroad. Her 
poems, short stories and non-fictional essays have appeared in 
various national and international magazines and journals since 
the late 1990s. She is an Associate Professor and Head of the
Department of History at City College, Kolkata.
She was on the English Board of Sahitya Akademi. She was the 
editor of The Journal (Poetry Society India) and looked after a
column ‘Moving Hand Writes’ (Times of India, Kolkata). To
popularize poetry, she has experimented her poems with sarod
(Indian string instrument) and the result is a CD— Journey 
Through Poetry and Music (Cozmik Harmony). She has performed 
this at IIC, New Delhi and at the American Centre, Kolkata.
Another CD with music is Hello (STM Cassette). She has also
 performed with noted singer, director, actor Anjan Dutta- songs 
and poetry. She also curated an exhibition combining paintings 
and poems on natural calamity and violence, sponsored by
Alliance Françoise, Calcutta and Indian Aluminium. Recently she 
staged a bilingual (English and Bengali) show with poet Tanmoy 
Chakraborty-Kolkata Are You Listening? -with poetry, music and 
video.



Rachna Joshi

Rachna Joshi did her post-graduation in Creative Writing from 
Syracuse University. She taught English as a second language at 
the Calgary Catholic School Board. She also worked as the
Business Manager for the Dandelion magazine. She has been 
working as the  Senior Assistant Editor at the IIC Delhi for many 
years now. She has written three volumes of poetry, the first being 
Configurations (1993), the second Crossing the Vaitarani ( 2008) 
and the third Travel Tapestry (2013). 

Parimal K. Brahma

Parimal K Brahma did his Masters in Economics from Presiden-
cy University Kolkata and taught Economics before he joined the 
Civil Service. Brahma had worked in senior positions in various 
Ministries of Government of India at New Delhi. He retired as Dy. 
CAG of India and later as an Ombudsman of the Reserve Bank of 
India. For the last one decade, he has been teaching Economics, 
Business Ethics and Corporate Governance as an Adjunct
Professor in the Business Schools. He has maintained his deep 
interest in poetry, music and writing. Among his publications are 
Pratham Diner Surya (a collection of poems), On the Corridors 
of Power: The Theatre of the Absurd (A Memoir) and a story book 
The Birds of Mansarovar and Other Stories.

***



Mayura Tiwari

She has been born and brought up in the beautiful tea estates of 
Darjeeling. She went to boarding school in Kurseong, a small 
town near Darjeeling and then graduated with first class honours 
in Geography form Loreto College, Darjeeling. She has since then 
been living in New Delhi, where she freelanced as a voice over 
artiste and as a volunteer with Young INTACH for a few years. She 
has trained teachers in the use of technology, worked as an editor 
and an instructional designer for several years, written scripts for 
audio-visual modules based on school curriculum and also
written eBooks, again based on school curriculum. She is currently 
working in an international school, teaching the IB MYP
curriculum. Work aside, She is also deeply involved in writing, 
especially poetry.
Wonderings, a collection of her poems was published in 2014 by
Authors Press. A few of her poems have also been published in a
special edition on Indian poets by Seventh Quarry, Wales, and in 
an anthology Indian Poetry Through the Passage of Time edited 
by Mandira Ghosh and published by Authors Press in November 
2016. Additionally, her poems have been published in newspapers 
and journals, including in Indian Literature,Journal of the Poetry 
Society of India, The Hindustan Times, Kala Darshan and
Contemporary Vibes. She has also reviewed Sahitya Akademi 
award-winning Nepali works of poetry for Indian Literature.



Sanjula Sharma

She is a versatile poet and writer. Although a journalist by
profession she is deeply committed to poetry. A Post Graduate In 
English Literature From Jadavpur University, Kolkata, Sanjula 
spent her formative years living and studying in the beautiful hill 
station of Darjeeling. Sanjula’s career in Print Journalism took 
flight In 1990 with an in-house probation at The Telegraph,
Kolkata. She has since written extensively for various national 
dailies and magazines both in India and abroad. She dabbled in 
Travel Journalism in Boston and wrote for the Arab Times in
Kuwait. Additionally, her poems have been published in
newspapers and journals, including in Indian Literature, Journal 
of the Poetry Society of India, The Hindustan Times, Kala Darshan 
and Contemporary Vibes. She has also reviewed Sahitya Akademi 
award-winning Nepali works of poetry for Indian Literature.



Rati Agnihotri

Rati Agnihotri is a bilingual English-Hindi writer, poet and
television journalist. She did her BA (Hons) in English Literature 
from Miranda House, University of Delhi, and MA International 
Journalism from University of Leeds, UK. She runs the poetry 
group ‘Moonweavers: Chaand ke Julaahe’ in the city along with 
other fellow poets. Her book of poem, The Sunset Sonata, was
published by the Sahitya Akademi. Her English poems have 
appeared in Indian Literature, South Asian Ensemble, Nether 
Magazine, Dead Flowers: A Poetry Rag, The Challenge, Muse 
India, Kritya and others. Her Hindi poems have been published 
in Pakhee, Retpath, Samvadiya, Yuddhrat Aam Aadmi, Pari-
katha, among others. She also translates poetry and nonfiction 
from Hindi to English. Agnihotri’s previousassignments include a 
fellowship at Radio Deutsche Welle’s south Asian department in 
Bonn, Germany. She currently works as a correspondent for Chi-
na’s CNC World TV and based at their office in New Delhi..



Amit Ranjan

Find Me Leonard Cohen, I’m Almost Thirty is Amit Ranjan’s 
debut collection of poems. His poems, short stories, and essays 
have been published in various journals like La Zaporogue, Anti 
Serious, Cold Noon, Muse India, The Equator Line, Daily O, The 
Hindu, Apollonianetc. Recently, his chapterin a book on
demonetization charting a cultural history of thephenomena has 
been widely appreciated. Amit has also written four plays, two of 
which were performed in Delhi, Calcutta and Tunisia; with him 
also having acted in both. Three of his books are forthcoming 
next year –a non-fiction work on Dara Shikoh, a non- fiction book 
on John Lang, and an English translation of Ms Mridula Garg’s 
Sahitya Akademi Award winning novel  Miljul Mann. Amit Ranjan 
will be Fulbright Scholar-in-Residence at FIU, Miami this year. 
His PhD research from JNU, about John Lang –lawyer of Rani of 
Jhansi, as also a prolific writer and journalist – is internationally 
acclaimed. Amit has been a recipient of Fulbright, Endeavour and 
Inlaks fellowships earlier. He has also been a delegate at
Australia India Youth Dialogue, and a writerat Sangam House 
Writers’ Residency. Amit has taught literature at St Stephen’s
College, FIU and other places. Before taking up a career in
academia, he was a journalist with India Today and Outlook 
groups.



Kavita Singhal 

Kavita Singhal is a poet, social worker and an educationist. She 
graduated in English Literature from Indraprastha College, Delhi 
University.  She has been involved in the education and
counselling of children. She is an active member of Jan Madhyam, 
an NGO which works in the area of mental and physical disability. 
Kavita has published her book of poems titled ‘Each Moment a 
Poem’.
Her poems have been published in the anthology ‘Indian Poetry 
through the Passage of Time’ and in various journals such as the 
Seventh Quarry, Wales and the Journal of The Poetry Society of 
India. Her poems have been broadcast on All India Radio. She has 
organized poetry programmes at the India International Centre, 
embassies and other venues.



Dr. Lakshmi Kannan

Kannan writes in English and in Tamil. She uses the nom de 
plume `Kaaveri’ for her writings in Tamil. The Glass Bead Cur-
tain (Vitasta, 2016) is her latest novel in English. Herworks are a 
part of the syllabus in many universities in India and are also tak-
en up for doctoral research. Kannan has published four collections 
of poems in English. Her fourth collection Unquiet Waters was 
published by Sahitya Akademi as a part of the Golden Jubilee 
celebrations. Her poems were published in The Encounter (UK/
USA), The Contemporary Review, Surrey, UK, Wasafiri: Lon-
don. Caribbean, Asian; Associated Literatures in English; New 
Letters(Ohio, USA, Helix (Australia), Ariel: A Review of Interna-
tional English Literature (Calgary, Canada) and in many leading 
Indian journals such as Chandrabhaga, Cuttack, , Indian Lit-
erature,Sahitya Akademi, Kavya Bharathi, Madurai, The Little 
Magazine, Delhi, LIPI, Chennai and other poetry journals.She has 
published twenty-three books that include two novels, collections 
of poems, short fiction and translations. She is her own translator. 
Among her self-translated books are GoingHome, which is con-
sidered as an important intervention on the constitutional rights of 
women to family property. More recently, her collection 
Nandanvan and Other Stories (Orient BlackSwan, Delhi,2011) was 
long listed for the Crossword Prize) and Genesis: Select
Stories was published in 2014. (Orient BlackSwan, Delhi.
Lakshmi received Resident Fellowships from the International 
Writing Program, University of Iowa, USA; the Charles Wallace 
Trust Fellowship at the University of Canterbury, Kent, U.K.; the 
Indian Institute of Advanced Study, Shimla, and Central Sahitya 
Akademi, Delhi. She was a British Council Visitor to Cambridge, 
U.K.  She has presented papers at the International Feminist Book 
Fairs at Montreal, Toronto, and atAmsterdam, the Netherlands and 
has published essays on gender issues, on creativity in translation 
and other related areas.  Three collections of her short fiction in 



***
K. Jayakumar

K. Jayakumar writes poetry in Malayalam and English. Authored 
thirty books, including eight anthologies of poems. Lives in Kerala.

Hindi translation have been published. They include Aakash hi 
Aakash, (Penguin with Yatra 07); Laya Baddh
(Bharatiya Jnanpith, 2nd  Print, 2007); and Partein (Vaani 
Prakashan, 1996). . Besides English and Hindi, her fiction has also 
been translated into French, German, Marathi, Malayalam, Bang-
la, Urdu and other languages.



Dr. J. Bhagyalakshmi

Dr J. Bhagyalakshmi, journalist and media consultant based in 
New Delhi, is a well-known poet and short story writer in English 
and Telugu. She contributed to children’s literature substantially. 
She has over sixty publications which include original writings and 
translations. Her contributions were included in several
collections in India and abroad. Formerly of Indian Information 
Service, Bhagyalakshmi edited magazines like” Indian and
Foreign Review”,” Communicator”, and “Yojana “besides House 
Magazines. As Book Editor she edited books on several themes, 
academic publications and  Volumes of selected speeches and
writings of eminent people.She taught at the Indian Institute of 
Mass Communication, New Delhi and headed the Department of 
Publications.She also held the post of Director(Media) in the
Ministry of Rural Development and worked as Guest Faculty at 
Media Institutions.At present ,she is a regular contributor to
magazines in English and Telugu as a columnist and a creative 
writer. Dr Bhagyalakshmi got several awards and honour
 from reputed literary organizations including the   government of 
Andhra Pradesh. Some of the major Awards include,Rafi Ahmad 
Kidwai Prize,P.S.Telugu University Keerti puraskaram, Jyeshta 
Literary Award,”Katha’ Award,R.K.Narayan’s Award by Authors 
Guild of India,Pratibha Puraskar by Delhi Telugu Sangham
Visishta Vyakti Puraskaram by Siddhartha Kala Peetham,Grihal-
akshmi Swarna kankanam by Kesari Kuteeram and the Best Writer 
Pratibha Puraskaram by P.S.Telugu University of Andhra Pradesh.



Dr. Ganga Prasad Vimal

1939 esa tues izfl) ys[kd xaxk izlkn foey dk ys[ku 1960 ds djhc gqvkA vc 
rd muds ik¡p muU;kl] ,d ntZu ds djhc dFkk&laxzg vkSj dÃ dfork&laxzg
izdkf’kr gq, gSaA mUgksaus vusd fons’kh d`fr;ksa dk fganh esa vuqokn fd;k vkSj Lo;a 
mudh vusd d`fr;ksa ds fons’kh rFkk Hkkjrh; Hkk”kkvks¡ esa vuqokn izdkf’kr gq, gSaA mUgsa 
vusd jk”Vªh; rFkk varjjk”Vªh; lEeku izkIr gq, gSaA

***
Achla Bansal

vpyk caly] vaxzst+h dh lEekfur ysf[kdk gSaA mudh dgkfu;k¡ ns’k&fons’k dh 
if=dkvksa esa llEeku Nirh jgh gSaA vaxzst+h esa muds pkj dgkuh laxzg çdkf’kr gks 
pqds gSa & ^oUl , b;j bV~l ekpZ*] ^,l viksu Çdx*] ^pSdesV* vkSj ^vkÃdksarsä*A 
^pSdesV* yhd ls gVh ik¡p dgkfu;ksa ds laxzg dk uke gS] tks LØso çsl ] ;w.ds. ls 
2009 esa çdkf’kr gqvk gSA mlesa çdkf’kr dgkuh ^pSdesV* dks ;w-ds dk ^cqd Q+‚j 
cksxsZl* 2007 iqjLdkj çkIr gqvkA LØso çsl ls gh çdkf’kr dgkuh ladyu] ^bu 
lpZ v‚Q+ n ijQ+SDV xje elkyk* esa] mudh dgkuh ^vkmV v‚Q+ Vkbe* ladfyr 
gSA gky gh es mudh Çgnh es vuwfnr dgk¡fu;ks dk laxzg ^cgjgky èkU;okn* uke ls 
çdkf’kr gqvk gSA vpyk caly dh dFkk ‘kSyh esa lgtrk] ekSfydrk vkSj crjl dk 
vn~Hkqr leUo; ns[kk tk ldrk gSA fgUnh esa vuwfnr mudh dÃ dgkfu;ka 2009&10 
esa vkmVyqd] tulÙkk] ik[kh] gal vkfn if=dkvksa esa çdkf’kr gqÃ gSaA fgUnh esa 
vuwfnr dgkfu;ksa dk laxzg ‘kh?kz çdk’; gSA dqN dgkfu;k¡ rsyxq vkfn vU; Hkkjrh;
Hkk”kkvksa esa Hkh vuwfnr gSaA



Dr. Anamika

An Associate Professor at Department of English, Dr. Anamika is 
a Delhi- based Hindi poet, novelist and translator. Poems from her 
national award winning poetry collections – Khurduri Hatheliyan, 
Doob-Dhan and Tokri Mein Digant – are prescribed at national 
universities such as Jawaharlal Nehru University, SNDT
University, Cochi University, and also at University of Moscow. 
Her novels – Dus Dwaare Ka Peenjara and Tinka Tinke
Paas – have been staged as major productions in Marathi and 
Malayalam. Her essays on womanist discourse in Hindi have been 
translated along with her poems in languages such as Russian, 
French, Spanish, Norwegian, Punjabi, Bangla, Malayalam,
Oriya, Kannad and English. Her translations of Rilke, Neruda, 
Doris Lessing, Octavio Paz and fellow women poets have been 
published by Sahitya Academy, Harper Collins, Katha, Penguin 
etc. Her Doctoral thesis is on John Donne and her major English 
publications include Transplanting British Poetry in Indian
Classrooms, Donne Criticism Down the Ages, Post-War Women 
Poets: Treatment of Love and Death, Feminist Poetics: Where 
Kingfishers Catch Fire, Translating Racial Memory, Weaving a 
Nation: Proto-Feminist Writing in Hindi and Urdu (1920- 47). She 
is a trained Kathak dancer and has an M.A. and a PhD in Hindi 
too.



Dr. Mohan Chutani

M‚- eksgu pqVkuh dk tUe] ƒ„ tqykÃ] ƒ‹‡‹] djuky¼gfj;k.kk½ esa gqvk FkkA
og „åƒ‰ ls d‚iksZjsV vQs;lZ ea=ky; esa vkÆFkd lykgdkj ds in ij dk;Zjr gSaA
Çgnh] iatkch ,oa vaxzsth esa dfork o y?kq dgkuh dk ys[ku( ,-vkÃ-vkj-] lkfgR; 
vdkneh] iatkch vdkneh] fnYyh( nh iks,Vªh lkslkbVh v‚Q+ bafM;k o vU;
lkfgfR;d eapksa ¼balk½ is dforkvksa dk iBu Hkh dj pqds gSaA
dÃ dforkvksa dk fofHkUu if=dkvksa esa çdk’ku gqvk gSa tSals%
igyh dkO; laxzg ¼Çgnh½ Þek= fuferß „åƒ† esa ¼lkucqu çdk’ku½A
nwljh dkO; laxzg ¼vaxzsth esa½ çdk’ku dh rS;kjh esa ¼v‚Fkjçsl çdk’ku ls½A



Dr. Vasanthi Ramachandran

M‚DVj oklarh jkepaæu dk tUe rfey ukMq Hkkjr esa gqvkA vÇgnh Hkk”kh ifjokj esa 
iyus c<+us ds ckotwn] Çgnh ls budks ,d fo’ks”k çdkj dk yxko FkkA fojklr esa 
feyh rfey Hkk”kk] ifjokj ls feys vPNs laLdkj] bathfu;j firk ds dkj.k feyk
ç—fr dk lkfuè;] bu lcls budks i<+us&fy[kus dk çksRlkgu feykA budh 
dfork,¡] * Le`fr;ksa dh ygjsa *] dsaæh; Çgnh funs’kky; }kjk iqjL—r gqÃ gSA
* edjan *] Çgnh vdkneh ds çdk’ku lg;ksx ls çdkf’kr gqÃA
budh vU; çdk’ku tSls] * efgyk fpfdRlk dh –f”V esa&* iqLrd LokLF; ea=ky;] 
fuekZ.k Hkou] U;w fnYyh }kjk iqjL—r gqÃ gSA budks dÃ vU; iqjLdkj Hkh feys gSa 
tSls] lkfgR;dkj lEeku] 2007] Çgnh vdkneh] fnYyhA jk”Vªh; Hkk”kk xkSjo
lEeku&fofèk Hkkjrh; ifj”kn ¼lkaln½ lsa Hkh iqjL—r gqÃ gSaA



Shivpriya

f’kofç;k is’ks ls bafM;u Likbuy batjh lsaVj esa ‘kksèkdrkZ gSaA cpiu ls gh budh 
vfHk:fp ys[ku esa jgh gSA budh dfork,¡ dÃ jk”Vªh; ,oa varjkZ”Vªh; dkO;&ladyu 
esa çdkf’kr gks pqdh gSA bUgksaus viuh dforkvksa ds fy, vusd iqjLdkj Hkh thrs gSaA 
f’kofç;k vke yksxksa esa ,f’k;kÃ lkfgR; ds çfr #fp tkx`r djus gsrq ,f’k;u fyVjs-
jh lkslkbVh ls tqMh gqÃ gSaA

Savita Sinha

lfork flUgk us euksfoKku esa Lukrd dh fMxzh gkfly dh gSA ‘kq: ls gh budk 
>qdko dyk ,oa iBu&ikBu ds rjQ jgk gSA viuh x`gLFkh esa O;Lr jgus okyh 
lfork flUgk ds thou esa ,d ,slh ?kVuk ?kVh ftlus muds thou dh fn’kk gh 
cny nhA vius iq= ds vdLekr~ fuèku ls O;fFkr lfork flUgk us dforkvksa ds 
ekè;e ls vius nnZ dks ‘kCnksa esa fijksuk ‘kq: fd;kA ‘kh?kz gh budh dfork,¡ lkfgR; 
txr esa çfl) gksus yxhA lfork flUgk dh dÃ dfork,¡ jk”Vªh; vkSj varjkZ”Vªh; 
dkO; ladyuksa esa çdkf’kr gks pqdh gSaA blds vykos oks dÃ iqjLdkj ,oa ç’kalk&i= 
çkIr dj pqdh gSaA ys[ku ds vykos bUgsa lektlsok vkSj VsyÇjx esa Hkh :fp gSA 
lkxj dkO; laxzg budh çFke Lora= ladyu gS tks tYnh gh çdkf’kr gksus okyh 
gSA

***



Manoj Krishanan

eukst —”.ku is’ks ls ,d l‚¶Vos;j bathfu;j gSa] tks xqM+xk¡o fLFkr ,d vesfjdh 
daiuh esa dk;Zjr gSaA mUgksaus vkÃVh,e Xokfy;j ls bathfu;Çjx esa Lukrd fd;k 
rFkk Lukrdksrj dh i<+kÃ chV~l fiykuh ,oa flEck;ksfll ls iwjh dhA eukst —”.ku 
,f’k;u fyVjsjh lkslkbVh ds laLFkkid gSa] tks fd nqfu;k Hkj ds iaæg gt+kj ls 
T;knk ikBdksa] ys[kdksa ,oa dfo;ksa dk leqnk; gSA dfu”dk ¼miU;kl½ vkSj n ÝsxzsUl 
v‚Q uspj ,aM yo ¼dkO;&laxzg½ muds }kjk fy[kh xÃ nks iqLrdsa gSa ftUgsa ikBdksa 
vkSj leh{kdksa us dkQh ilan fd;k gSA eukst —”.ku dh dforkvksa vkSj y?kq dFkkvksa 
dks dÃ ladyu esa ‘kkfey fd;k x;k gSA mudh dfork,a dÃ jk”Vªh; ,oa varjkZ”Vªh; 
Lrj dh çfr;ksfxrk,a thr pqdh gSaA mUgksusa varjkZ”Vªh; miU;kl ys[ku pSfEi;uf’ki 
uSuksfjeks] 2017 thrk gSA og bafM;u vkokt+ v‚Fkj v‚Q+ nh Ã;j iqjLdkj ls
lEekfur gks pqds gSaA mUgksaus fdly; dkO; laxzg vkSj isVYl v‚Q+ yo dk ladyu 
,oa laiknu fd;k gSA eukst —”.ku fØelu cqd uked ,d Cy‚x fy[krs gSaA ys[ku 
ds vykok] og ,d leh{kd Hkh gSaA og yach nwjh dh nkSM+] isaÇVx] Mkd&fVdV laxzg 
vkSj isij&dV vkVZ esa #fp j[krs gSaA



Kiren Babal

euksfoKku ¼fof’k”V½ Lukrd] fdj.k ckcy] vaxzsth vkSj Çgnh nksuksa Hkk”kkvksa esa]
viuh Hkkoukvksa] thou ds [kês ehBs vuqHkoksa dks] viuh ys[kuh esa O;ä
djus dksf’k’k esa rRij jgrh gSA
jsfM;ks çksxzke] jaxeap] Ldwyksa esa i<+kuk] vkys[k fy[kuk ] cky ys[ku] dFkkokpu
bR;kfn {ks=ksa esa vius  dyk dkS’ky dks ij[kk gSA dksÃ uk dksÃ l`tukRed ‘kkSd 
ikys jguk budh vknr jgh gS] tks thou esa ldkjkRed –f”Vdks.k viukus esa cgqr
lgk;d fl)  gq, A
cky lkfgR; esa çeq[k ;ksxnku ] rsjg iqLrdksa] fofHkUu i=&if=dkvksa esa dgkfu;ksa ds
:i esa jgkA dfork ds lkFk I;kjk lk  fj’rk vHkh u;k tqM+k gS A xr rhu o”kks± esa]
vaxzsth ds ik¡p dkO; ladyu]  (LiSDVªe  tLV Qkj ;w ekÃ yo*] fd;q ¼isM+½] 
^vEcfydy dkMZ*] ^DykmM cjLV*---
flyqosV ¼dgkfu;ksa dk ladyu½ çdkf’kr gqb±A
Çgnh esa vkxeu xzqi }kjk ^dLrwjh dapu & dkO; ladyu çdkf’kr gqvkA
„åƒ‰ esa igyh futh Çgnh dfork laxzg]* fnnkj&,&fny ^ çdkf’kr gqÃA
9 vxLr „åƒŠ] eSa ^,f’k;u fyVjjh lkslkbVh* ds varxZr ^fdly;* ¼Çgnh½ vkSj
^isVYl vkQ yo* ¼bafXy’k½ dkO; ladyu dk foekspu gqvkA

Anju Malik Chowdhary

vatw efyd pkSèkjh dk tue dyk çseh ifjokj esa gqvkA mUgksaus viuh f’k{kk&nh{kk 
Xokfy;j] eèk; çns’k ds thokth  foÜofoèkk; ls lekt’kkL= esa ,e- ,- fd;kA 
budh fy[kh dfork lgt] ljy gSA ;g ,d mHkjrh uÃ mHkjrh gqÃ ysf[kdk gSA 
budk dfork ds lkFk fp=dyk esa Hkh dkQh #>ku jgk gSA eèk; çns’k baVj LVsV 
ysoy ij fp=dyk esa iqjLdkj ls lEekfur Hkh gqÃ gSA 

***










