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Editor’s Note 
 

It is with a sense of pride and achievement that we bring to you the First 
Edition of Poornadrishti; Journal of Literary Studies,(PJLS) a bi-lingual bi annual, 
peer reviewed edition from Prasaranga (Publication Division) Kuvempu University. 
The journal aims at promoting research among both University teachers and the 
students.  In this endeavour, it proposes to publish critical articles as well as creative 
pieces.  Creativity is what keeps one engrossed in an otherwise uneventful academic 
life, if one may say so.  The first edition of this journal has both critical and creative 
pieces as well as translations.  The launch of this journal has had the active 
participation and encouragement of the administration as well as other University 
staff and faculty from diverse backgrounds.  We are particularly indebted to the 
various scholars who have contributed to this edition and helped in its launch. We 
are deeply indebted to our editorial team who consented to be a part of the journal.  
We hope to glean wisdom through interaction with them.  We thank the team and 
we hope to keep this going for a long time to come.  
 

We are grateful to our Hon’ble Vice Chancellor, Prof   B P Veerabhadrappa, 
and the Registrar, Smt. Anuradha G, for their support, commitment and 
encouragement in bringing out the journal.  
 
 
 
Prof. Rachel Bari, Director 
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The Exigency of Cultural Transformation through the Eyes of Deepa 

Narayan 

Dr. SUNITHA P. 

Assistant Professor in English Christ College, Vizhinjam 

sunithaancy2018@gmail.com 

 

Gender differences are a phenomenon around the world actively researched by social 

scientists. Culture influences thinking, language and human behavior. The social 

environment, in which individuals are born and live, shapes their attitudinal, 

emotional and behavioral reactions and the perceptions about what is happening 

around. The same applies in the case of assigned/assumed roles in society based on 

gender. Cultural dimensions that reflect differences in gender roles, but also 

elements related to the ethics of sexual difference were highlighted by many 

researchers. The presentation of these issues from the perspective of the social 

scientist and author Deepa Narayan is the subject of this article. Briefly, the article 

refers to the discussions about whether and how norms can be reset. Chup: Breaking 

the Silence about Indian Women should be the springboard for Indian women to 

retrospect and break the silence around gender inequality. 

One sheds one’s sickness in books - repeats and presents again one’s emotions, to be 

master of them (D.H. Lawrence) 

Culture can be defined as the systems of knowledge shared by a relatively large 

group of people. Gender aspects are relevant both in relation to the broad definition of 

culture as a ‗social construction‘ and to the way in which cultural policy is designed and 

implemented. Cultures vary in their definition of gender roles and show varying degrees of 

tolerance for atypical gender behaviors and gender change. An understanding of cultural 

context is important in the assessment of a typical gender development and challenges 

current models of sex and gender. Deepa Narayan observes that as she spoke to urban 

Indian women in many different settings, in India and abroad, a disturbing pattern emerged. 

To put it in her own words from an interview, ―yet another smartly dressed woman, an 

artist, a business manager, a financial analyst, a professor, a dentist, an engineer, a lawyer, 

a researcher, a scientist, a teacher, an educated stay-at-home mom, was so unsure of 

herself. Or that she sounded, after the obligatory gender equality claims and sometimes 
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passionate lecture, like her mother would have sounded thirty or forty years ago.‖ The 

author made modifications to her research methodology and ended up with 8000 pages of 

notes from interviews with highly educated women in the cities, and discovered that there 

was still a huge gap between intellectual beliefs and actual behavior. 

From this the author builds her central arguments that gender equality is not born 

from the intellect, but from ingrained culture; and that this culture, which currently favors 

inequality, and explains both sexual violence and everyday sexism, can be changed; and 

that this change is not possible without the active participation of men, and so the focus 

should not be on blaming ―patriarchy‖ but on finding ways to educate men and to include 

them in finding solutions. 

Our culture, according to the author, trains women to not exist either by literally 

killing them (foeticides, female infanticides, violence) or by training them to ―disappear‖ 

via seven habits, making feminists with bad habits: 

Drawing on the details of the lives of women and men I interviewed, each over 

several hours, I found that girls are trained in seven cultural habits of non-existence. 

These are deny the body; be quiet; please others; deny your sexuality; isolate 

yourself; have no individual identity; and be dependent. It is deep training in these 

habits that makes so many women feminists in belief but not in behavior.  Feminists 

with bad habits. (9) 

Chup: Breaking the Silence about India’s Women solidifies and lays out specific 

changes for cultural modification in a structured manner. The author throughout discusses, 

using   actual quotes, examples, and anecdotes from the lives of the women she 

interviewed, how the habits she mentioned are developed in women, its consequences and 

finally offers reflections and suggestions for how these habits can be broken. Chup, is 

based on 600 detailed interviews with women and some men across India‘s metros, 

wherein she identifies seven key habits that may dominate women‘s everyday lives, despite 

their education, success, financial status and family background. 

Excerpts from an interview reveals that it was after the Nirbhaya rape that she asked 

herself what she could contribute and eventually it became clear that she needed to explore 

culture. Indeed the incident shook the collective conscience of the nation. She added that 

the public debate was focused on law and the police and everyone would say it was also 
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because of our culture, and the conversation would stop at that. She said that Culture was a 

big word that was difficult to grab. So she decided to explore culture by asking what it 

meant to be a good woman or good man. She started looking at the culture that allows men 

to think and do whatever they pleased with a woman to her body, mind, thought or psyche. 

Even when the laws were made more stringent in India, it did nothing to deter crimes 

against women. It made her want to dig into culture to get a grasp of men‘s thinking 

process. She couldn‘t believe the answers of highly educated students from India‘s best 

colleges. Her motivation of writing the book is to break the silence about the lives of 

women in modern middle and upper class India and about what is happening in our 

families: 

In my book I take apart women‘s everyday behaviors that do not always make 

women look good. My reason is simple. Unless we cannot change despite our 

intellectual beliefs our world will not change. 

This book is about us. It is about women in the middle and upper classes. We need to 

talk about ourselves and not just ‗them‘, those poor, uneducated and unfortunate 

women out there. We need to break our silence about our own lives. But silence too 

has cultural meaning. (10-11) 

The running theme across the narratives of the women in the book is the feeling of 

being singled out which leads to women bottling up everything in silence. Many women 

shared stories of their battling shame, embarrassment, frustration, humiliation and 

confusion. 

Is Silence a virtue or is silence betrayal? I was taught that silence is a virtue. Silence 

is polite. Silence is good. Silence is spiritual. But there comes a time in one‘s life and 

in the life of a society when silence becomes betrayal. A betrayal of goodness. A 

betrayal of decency. It is time to end this silent betrayal now. (11) 

The book aims at a target audience. It is not specifically for women. It is for men 

who care for and respect the women in their lives. A man‘s perspective might change for 

his woman in his life as he goes through the narratives, the real life incidents and 

expressions of which the author shares in Chup. The women‘s rights movement in India 

needs a revolution, and there can be no successful women‘s revolution without a men‘s 
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revolution. Chup: Breaking the Silence about India's Women explores the ways in which 

Indian society reinforces the negative views women harbour about themselves. 

Women are taught not to exist by stifling their voice and identity. It is a metaphorical 

non- existence that limits them to roles and responsibilities (daughter, sister. mother, and 

wife) and murders their individuality. Chup is a voice that battles this push towards non-

existence. An unequal culture between men and women survives on hundreds of ordinary, 

everyday behaviors, proverbs and punishments. We are all involved. It is time for us to 

change. A five-year research project, the book Chup establishes that educated women and 

men must come together to change seven everyday habits that perpetuate gender inequality. 

It develops a framework of seven ‗cultural habits of non-existence‘ that women are trained 

to adhere to but ignores the role of patriarchy. 

Deepa Narayan presents us with seven ―cultural habits of non-existence‖ that all 

Indian women are trained to adhere to as they grow from girlhood to womanhood. None of 

them should really jolt us since they are so normalized in our everyday cultural landscape. 

But when viewed collectively, they hold up a mirror to our deeply troubled society. 

Deny the body: Women are told not to talk about their bodies and the worst consequence 

of this is the silence and shame built around sexual violence and abuse. They are taught to 

diminish their bodies by disguising it in every possible way including hanging their heads 

and hunching their bodies. According to Narayan, women learn to distance themselves 

from their bodies by being discouraged from movement and sporty activity. 

Be quiet: Girls are constantly reprimanded to speak softly and less, be ―sober‖, shun 

loudness, only listen, not be opinionated or argumentative. The result is persistent self-

doubt and low confidence that Narayan says silences women from voicing their opinions 

and asking for their due in the workplace. 

Please others: Girls are regularly badgered into pleasing and adjusting to the needs of 

others, feeling guilty about saying no, and disguising their own hurts or feelings: smiling 

but not over- smiling; definitely not laughing loudly. This takes a toll on their mental and 

emotional health and on their ability to make decisions, initiate action and to take on 

leadership positions. 

Deny your sexuality: Narayan lays out story after story where women talk about how at 

puberty and after, all aspects of their sexuality including their developing breasts, hips, 
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body hair, menstruation and sexual desire are buried in denial and shame. The consequence 

of this is not that women don‘t indulge in sexual exploration – on the contrary, casual sex is 

on the rise across the country – but that due to lack of training in healthy sexuality (based 

on consent, equality, respect and trust), women are left vulnerable to sexual violations and 

abuse within homes, in offices and public spaces. 

Have no individual identity: Many women interviewed in the book express anger at 

society viewing them only as mothers, daughters and wives but buy into that rhetoric 

themselves, speaking incessantly in the language of duty and sacrifice to describe their role 

as women. 

Be dependent: According to Narayan, women‘s systematic training in physical, material 

and psychological dependence on men and fear of being alone makes women unable to 

trust themselves. 

Isolate yourself: Narayan argues that since we carefully groom our girls in fear, insecurity, 

and distrust, women don‘t build enough communities of caring female groups. Instead 

women doubt each other and backbite. 

The author explores women‘s learned habits, pleasing behaviours and deference to 

men, which feed a vicious cycle of silence. She encourages women to make themselves 

heard, even in the face of a society that constantly yells 'Chup!' It is suggested how this 

culture can be transformed. The narrative aims at not a list of ‗do‘s‘ and ‗don‘ts‘ but are 

general guidelines for action. The author‘s metaphor of gender bias as ―dirt‖ which must be 

cleaned every day pricks the minds of every Indian woman and man. She makes interesting 

observations in the latter chapters about co-pting men  as integral to the fight against the 

cultural systems, about facilitating collective action and ensuring solidarity, and the 

importance of redefining ―power,‖ before concluding on a hopeful note by asserting that 

change is possible and offers her suggestions for how this culture can be transformed. It is 

the need of the hour for proper gender sensitization which aims at specific changes for 

cultural modification in a structured manner. 

Works Cited 

 

Narayan, Deepa. Chup: Breaking the Silence about India’s Women. New Delhi: 

Juggernaut Books, 2018.Print. 
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Aspects with Different Expressive Meaning: A Study of Translated Arab 

Short Stories 

Hussein Ali Hasan AL-Aidaros 
Ph.D. Scholar Kuvempu University, India 

Email: alaidaroosh48@gmail.com 

 

 
Abstract 

 

           The existence of some elements in a target language which have the same 

propositional meaning of the source language, but it may have a different expressive meaning 

poses a controversial issue in the area of translation. This point which is classified by Mona 

Baker as a case of non-equivalence in translation needs to be considered deeply by translators 

and translation theorists. This paper, mainly, aims at analysing the translations of four Arab 

elements that imply different expressive meanings as those in the target texts. These elements 

are extracted from select Arab short stories that have been translated into English by different 

translators whose cultures might not be the same as the writers‘ cultures. It is also very 

important to imply here what Thakur included in his book Linguistic Simplified Semantics 

that a word may mean the same thing as the referent of that word which is referred to as the 

denotation of that word. On the other hand, a word can have an incidental meaning that we 

associate with it from time to time that is referred to as the connotation of that word. He also 

added that "the connotation of a word is unstable and, compared to its denotation, peripheral 

to its meaning" (1999, p.14-15). The study comes to the conclusion that translating such 

element, really, represents a problematic issue in the area of translation. Moreover, the 

translator‘s superficial background of one of the texts he deals with may create a misleading 

and an inappropriate translation of those aspects with different expressive meaning. 

 

Keywords: Different expressive meaning, Equivalence, target language, Source 

language 

 

 

Introduction 

 

The process of translation involves a sound and a deep background in lexical, 

linguistic and cultural understanding of both the source language and the target language that 

the translator deals with. Concerning this point, it is very important to imply here what 
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Thakur included in his book Linguistic Simplified Semantics that a word may mean the same 

thing as the referent of that word which is referred to as the denotation of that word. On the 

other hand, a word can have an incidental meaning that we associate with it from time to time 

that is referred to as the connotation of that word. He also added that "the connotation of a 

word is unstable and compared to its denotation, peripheral to its meaning" (1999, 14-15). 

Baker points out that "there may be a target language word which has the same propositional 

meaning as the source language word, but it may have a different expressive meaning." 

(1992, 23). She also claimed that this feature can be more noticeable in some fields more than 

others "This is often the case with items which relate to … religion, politics and sex". As 

pointed out by some linguists, lexical differences make translation extremely difficult. In 

English some words are more specific in their meaning whereas in Arabic the meaning of a 

word may be more broadly construed and vice versa. 

 

This paper will mainly discuss the issue of translating aspects that imply a different 

expressive meaning as it is clearly noticeable in Arabic language. Based on that, I directly 

selected the short story as the point to be discussed in this paper since literary writings will, 

undoubtedly, be rich of such aspects. These terms and expressions may be considered as a 

case of non-equivalence based on Mona Bakers divisions of non-equivalence i.e. they may 

not have exact matching expressions in the target language to convey their exact intended 

meaning. Therefore, their translation needs not only to find their dictionary equivalents, but 

to find at least an approximate equivalence for them to give their message that the source text 

writer intends to convey. 

 

A lot of Arab short stories were translated into English by translators who sometimes 

might not be of the members of the Arab culture. Generally speaking, the Arab short stories 

genre became clear to the none-Arab reader though there might be a kind of loss of some 

aspects of the translated text. This is the point that will be discussed here.  

 

Statement of the problem 

 

The process of translation is extremely problematic since it is a mere transference of 

words, but a rendering of the essence of the text to be translated. This requires a deep 



  Poornadrishti, Journal of Literary Studies                            Vol-1, Issue-1, December-2022 

9 

 

understanding from the translator of the linguistic, lexical, syntactical and cultural sides of 

the two languages he is dealing with. Differences in expressive meaning is an issue that 

poses a translation problem since some aspects may express more than one meaning in the 

source language that are not exactly expressed in the target language. In this case the 

translator needs to know about the hidden features of the languages he is mediating. In 

addition, appropriate strategies of translation should be used to convey at least approximate 

meaning of the source text.  

 

Discussion and Analysis 

 

Here, four aspects that bear different expressive meaning will be selected from 

different Arab short stories which are translated by different translators (Arab and non-Arab). 

Those aspects will be analyzed referring to various Arabic dictionaries and interpretations so 

as to get their exact meaning in the source text. The translations of these aspects will be 

investigated, so that it can be clarified that the translation is appropriate or not and what 

translation methods might be most appropriate in conveying their approximant hidden 

meaning intended by the source text writer. The source text, its transliteration and its 

translation will be given in addition to providing a clarifying discussion and analysis. 

 

Source Text (1):   .ربت سعدان على رأس حماره 

Transliteration:    Rabbata Sa‘adan Ala‘ Ra‘si Himarihi 

Translation:            Sa‘adan touched its head gently.  

The above text is taken from an Arab short story entitled ―The Harvest of the Bad 

Times‖ which was written by the Yemeni short story writer Ahmed Ali Al Hamadani and 

translated by Shirin Yassin Yar Mohammed who was born in Aden, Yemen but originally 

belongs to an Indian family. In this story, Al Hamadani discusses the unstable social situation 

at that time.  

 

In the source text above, the writer used the term ―rabbata‖ which is explained in most 

of the Arabic Arabic dictionaries as ―to hit a person or an animal but very gently‖. This is 

what Al Ma‘ani Al Jame‘ Dictionary stated concerning the word ―rabbata‖. According to 

Mona Baker, aspects that have different expressive meanings in the source and the target 

languages are considered non-equivalents. She also points out that "There may be a target 
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language word which has the same propositional meaning as the source language word, but it 

may have a different expressive meaning." (1992: 23). The translator in her translation above 

used ―touched gently‖ for the word (ربت(rabbata which may not give the exact meaning 

intended by the original text writer. It would be appropriate if the translator used the word 

―pat‖ instead of ―touch gently‖ since it would much more closer to the target language 

reader‘s understanding and the register is very important in such cases. It can be inferred here 

that ―literal translation‖ can do well in translating the above Arabic text. 

 

Source Text (2):    .أي أستاذ قدير يعرف كيف يشغل حصته دون كتب 

Transliteration:   ayyu ostathun qadeer.    

Translation:  A qualified teacher knows how to conduct his class. 

The Arabic text above is taken from Ghassan Kanafani‘s story which is entitled ―The 

Slope‖. Ghassan is a Palestinian writer who discusses the Palestinian-related issues in his 

writings. ‗The Slope‘ is translated by Barbara Harlow and Karen E. Riley.   

 

 The word ‗qadeer‘ قدير in the Arabic text above denotes a different expressive 

meaning in Arabic than that of the word ‗qualified‘ that the translator used in his translation. 

This is counted classified as one of the non-equivalent types as stated by Mona Baker. The 

word ‗qadeer‘ as most of the Arabic Arabic dictionaries state means someone who has 

unlimited power or someone who is efficient and appreciated by others. In the Arab societies, 

it is used to say that someone is respected and appreciated among others. On the other hand, 

and in accordance to most English English dictionaries the word ‗qulified‘ which is used by 

the translator refers to someone having suitable knowledge, experience, or skills especially 

for a particular job. On the basis of the above discussion, the translator here might not 

provide the proper translation for the word  قدير ‗qadeer‘ since the target language reader will 

capture a different meaning than that intended by the source language writer.  

To conclude, it is very important to point out that translation equivalence is a very hard 

matter to achieve since it depends on the text, the translator and the receptors. Whoever the 

translator is, the translation might lose or distort the meaning related to the original text. 

 

Source Text (3):    .اسرائيل ناويت على نيت كبيرة 

Transliteration:       Israeel nawiyatun  ‗ala neatun kapeeratun 
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Translation:  Israel has great plans 

The underlined Arabic text above has been extracted from a short story written by the 

Yemeni writer Ahmed Al-Saeed and has been translated by Shirin. The Arabic text above 

which is mainly used colloquially among Yemeni people usually gives a negative indication 

which is completely absent in the translation above that only shows something great is going 

to take place ignoring the point of negativity of the original text. The indication of this Arabic 

text which can only be comprehended by people living in a specific area. In this sense, as 

Ghazala (2008) indicates that translation is mere transferring words from language to another, 

but in reality, it is a transference of one culture into another including the political, social and 

other conditions (p.193).  

 

The translation of the source text above ‗great plans‘ may denote a meaning which 

bears a different expressive denotation in the source language. It denotatively shows that 

great plans, good procedures might be carried out by Israel whereas the Arabic text implies a 

connotative meaning. In Arabic societies, this expression shows that some harmful 

procedures might be carried out by Israel. Accordingly, translators need to deeply know 

about the situations of using particular expressions. Rendering the meanings of such 

expressions requires some notes or clarification to give an appropriate conveyance of the 

intended meaning of the source text so that the target receptor understands what is exactly 

meant by the original text.  

 

Source Text (4): كان الوقت عصرا 

Transliteration: kan alwaqtu asran        

Translation:   It was afternoon.  

The underlined word in the Arabic text above is taken from Gassan Kanafani‘s short 

story ‗The Shore‘. Differences in expressive meaning as stated by Mona Baker (1992) may 

be clearly noticeable or it may be confusing. It is an important issue to pose a problem in the 

process of translation in some given contexts. Adding expressive meaning for a specific word 

or expression is usually easier than to being left out (p.23). Based on that, it is more difficult 

to deal with differences in expressive meaning especially when the item in the target 

language is more specified than that in the source language. This issue often is more salient in 

the some contexts than others such as religion and politics.  
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According to that, the word عصرا in the source text above which indicates a definite 

period of time related to Asr prayer which is considered to be a religious term. This term as 

shown in most of Arabic Arabic dictionaries denotes ‗the time of performing Asr prayer‘ 

which is known in the religious scope as a part of the afternoon period. Based on this 

analysis, we can find out that the translation of the word عصرا as the afternoon may confuse 

the reader since it does not exactly convey the meaning of the source text. Looking up the 

word ‗afternoon‘ in the various English English dictionaries, it is found out that ‗afternoon‘ is 

‗the period which starts at about twelve o‘clock or after the meal in the middle of the day and 

ends at about six o‘clock or when the sun goes down‘. In some other dictionaries it is stated 

that the word ‗afternoon‘ indicates ‗the part of each day which begins at lunchtime and ends 

at about six o‘clock‘. Accordingly, It can be stated that the translator needs to add some 

explaining notes to produce an approximately accurate translation of such words.  

 

Conclusion 

To conclude, differences in expressive meaning is considered to be one of the problematic 

issues that face translators. It is a type of non-equivalence that needs from the translator to 

master all the hidden features that characterize languages he needs to transfer. Producing an 

accurate rendering of the source text is what the translator has to achieve by using the most 

appropriate strategy in translating such aspects.  
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Research post Covid-19 lockdown 

Prof Rachel Bari,  

Department of Post Graduate Studies and Research in English, Kuvempu Universitiy, 

Jnanasahyadri, Shankaraghatta - 577451 

 

What I say here pertains to South Asian Studies and that is a very broad genre. Since I 

belong to the area of English Lit, coupled with the fact that we like to tell stories, let me 

begin with my own. But before I narrate, let me give you my methodology. 

What I intend to do is to re imagine. 

What I presume to do is re emerge. 

What I hope to achieve is re member.           

 

I would like all of us to go back to March 24
th

 2020 when we woke up to a very 

disturbing reality of the Virus finally arriving in our respective towns and cities.  I remember 

vividly  browsing on the Facebook and coming upon a publisher advertising a 21 day literary 

activity for those first 21 days.  I eagerly applied and did my first piece of writing on that day.  

As days passed, I wrote and moved away from the Covid to just creativity and not address the 

issue at hand. The 21 day programme over, the lockdown extended, there were many more 

literary activities which emerged.  The Covid anthology was one among many. 

As I was writing, my mind was trying to comprehend things around me and the way 

in which we reacted to it.  Things began to fall into place.  What immediately came into focus 

was the environment with the disturbing colliding thought of what would happen to the 

small vegetable vendors?  That, as a woman, because I needed my small greens.  Women 

have always been the first crusaders for the environment, because we live off the 

environment.  Take a moment to go back to eco feminism and you will know. And if you 

remember your social media, I am sure you will remember the countless posts that have come 

out about how animals have ventured out into cities, flamingoes back in Mumbai, whales 

swimming with ships, and the Himalayan ranges visible in Punjab and people in Delhi happy 

because they could finally see the sky!  Roads cleared up, accidents went down, dust settled, 

sound pollution came down and people were scared! We sat inside.  Gods were sent on a 
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vacation and they decided to stay away.  I hope you can see where I am going.  The 

relationship between man, environment, faith and science was in a dizzying dance.  As 

and  when this dance began, the equations between the state and its citizens also merged into 

the picture.  The canvas started taking on different hues.  Not that we did not know the 

equations, but now we were able to experience the effects of this dubious connection.  

 

So from my everyday experience, I was able to look at this in two ways. 

 Creativity 

 Applicability – Theoretical perspective 

As an instance, let me cite the Covid anthology, since it was almost the first to come up 

with a creative response to this pandemic.  Comprised of poets from all around the world, 

they have penned their thoughts about the Covid and believe me, not all are about despair and 

helplessness.  Masks and sanitisers with even loved ones become the new normal and there is 

a sense of hope and a resoluteness to fight. Cutting across race, gender, region, religion, 

language etc people there was uniformity in responding to this pandemic.  Differences melted 

and geography was a mere shadow line, to borrow from Amitav Ghosh. 

 But there were others who responded with dystopian stories like The Daughter that 

Bleeds (shwetha Taneja) where women become infertile in a post-apocalyptic India ravaged 

by bio wars or Manjula Padmanabhan‘s novel Escape which imagines a future India where 

women are no longer needed because technology has provided an alternative route to 

reproduction. 

We need to redefine what we know as literature today.  It can no longer be canonical and 

has to be all inclusive. I am talking about the media, the social media, the arts etc.  The social 

media, whether the FB, Instagram or twitter had pictures and posts of hospital settings, masks 

and one could literally smell sanitizers through these posts. The social media was filled with 

poems and stories of social and personal battles and artists and photographers depicting pain, 

hope, strength and resilience. There were women who shared recipes and groups who took 

refuge in gardening.  Literature needs to step down from its ivory tower.  The act of looking 

has to change.  The Ocular has to redefine itself. 
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On the other side are stories of misogyny where cases of domestic violence were on the 

increase and children were very vulnerable at home.  The concept of family and bonding 

time turned into something bitter where the law of diminishing marginal utility reared its 

ugly head, making us question the very founding principles of family, whether nuclear or 

joint.  The sanctity of marriage as an institution and human relationship needs to reworked 

and re questioned, all with the state as an important player.  Feminist studies have always 

questioned this, but now with the situation at hand, the community as a whole needs to 

rework on this. Urban dynamics has changed.  The role of woman remained the same, she 

was doubly burdened.  Education did not emancipate her from the vicious circle of domestic 

chores.  I for one should not be biased here for men have contributed, but by and large 

women have suffered.  There was no difference between the mistress and the maid! This was 

also a time when motherhood was put to test and again one needs to look at the concept of 

divine motherhood handed down to us over generations!  They never had Covid to contend 

with! 

Mental health is a serious issue.  The spate in suicides recently has left us vulnerable.  

There is very little awareness about the issue of mental health even to this day.  Helplines 

were set up late. We thought that the family space was safe, the Covid deconstructed that.  

Children were more vulnerable and we had to have the state intervening to say that online 

classes should not be conducted for those until the 7
th

 standard. Seriously?  

A look at the education scenario today would tell us about the unpreparedness and the 

impracticality of the situation.  The first issue is that of online classes, online exams and then 

re-opening of schools/colleges.  Whatever decision the state or the institutions take, the fact 

remains that we do all that only if our children are safe. And this is a fact that we cannot 

contend with.  The mindset is that, exams are important.  Isn‘t physical and mental health 

important?  Again the state versus the people.  For those involved in Education and 

psychology, this is a priority area. One needs to question institutions and the state on 

solutions and options and contingency plans, which right now, we are pathetically low on.  

Education, I am sorry to say is being marketed, and we lack in innovation.  

Dwelling on creativity also brought in the issue of developing a critical debate about it 

and with it the various ways in which the Covid was worked out.  There were issues from 

various sides.  We heard that the Covid was not really dangerous, we had whatsapp messages 
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which cited the statistics of death ranging from mosquito bites, flu and poverty and accidents 

and covid death rates being the lowest.  We heard the media and the social media.  We heard 

doctors and politicians.  We were confused.  The national issues of CAA took a backseat.  

Pakistan, Kashmir the anti CAA protests, the terrorists, the reeling economy, all were 

forgotten.  Did we really forget all this or were we made to forget?  Public memory is short.  

We forgot.   

The rise of authoritarianism is a serious issue.  The increase in powers of surveillance 

state which has been described as coronopticon is dangerous.  What about our own Arogya 

setu?  Can we enter into a debate over here? 

What comes to my mind when I embark to speak on this day is a picture of the long long 

line of migrants, children on their shoulders, women behind, clad in tattered clothes, meager 

belongings either on their heads, or a bundle on their heads and the long walk, yes long walk 

to what they call and believe to be home. Or migrants on the bus tops, standing in queues to 

board a bus or a train, crowded train stations and what pops up is the promise made to them 

of acche din against a mirage of home.  

While taking a class for the post graduate students on south Asian women writers, I talk 

to them about home and space.  Now I ponder.  What home and what space do I imagine 

now?  Or has my mind-set even begun to fathom the concept of a home at all?  What happens 

to all those theories which we have been teaching in the hallowed halls of the so called 

centres of learning? The migrants, the diaspora?  Where is the literature of our migrants?    

The idea of South Asia as we now know is in disarray.  India‘s policy of Neighbours First 

seems to be another political gimmick in these times.  We did not visualize the issue of 

migrants, we did not have a common policy to learn from neighbours and we seem, even now 

to be more interested in borders and boundaries.  A nation is not just a political or a 

geographical boundary, there‘s more to it.  South Asia has common concerns and this was 

one opportunity for us to unite and humanize our approach.  We could have developed cross 

border compassion.  We did not think it proper or appropriate to address the migrants‘ 

problems.  They are contributors to the remittance economy but became migrants without a 

home.  The international diaspora had special flights arranged but the internal migrant 

diaspora were sprayed with disinfectants.   
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You might feel that I am not addressing any literary concerns here.  But listen carefully 

and you will have strong threads of South Asian concerns unravelling and what we need is 

perhaps to rethink on these lines.  Since I teach South Asia, I thought it fit to bring to you the 

concerns and avenues there.  We need to think about compiling the oral testimonies of the 

migrants or what we can now see as the migrant diaspora.  A massive field work on recording 

the oral stories of the migrants is the need of the hour.  And it is here that the overwhelming 

odds are seen which needs to be questioned: that of the State versus the people.  The lack of 

preparedness of the state in tackling this problem and the failure in visualizing the 

emergencies which would crop up.   

I mentioned authoritarianism. Remember how the pandemic was islamisized? ‗Or the 

case of George Floyd in the US. Authoritarianism playing on the nationalistic sentiments of 

the people, inciting a different kind of fundamentalism.  Doesn‘t it remind us of the 

colonizing mind-set in a different guise? We have on-going work on Partition and now we 

have linkages to the islamophobia gripping not only our country but the world. 

Is now the time to throw away theories we already know and have and confront people/ 

situations with new reading? Are those theories which emerged in a different world order 

sufficient now? Isn‘t it time we reinvent and re configure what we know about the state and 

people, democracy, religion, fundamentalism, etc.? With all the ranting against the social 

media, do we garner anything from it? So what are we insinuating? Post-Covid theories? 

Pedagogy and methodology need to undergo a drastic makeover.  We can no longer rely on 

armchair research.  Our sources are out there and also in here, in our experiences and the 

stories we hear. It is in what we read, see and what we do not read and see. 

 

Post covid, our imagination has to undergo a transformation. The need today is to re-read 

theories handed down to us and to re imagine, one has to transgress boundaries of known 

disciplines.  The interdisciplinary today has to break its borders to fluidly move between 

boundaries.  How else does one understand the migrant and orality if not for sociology, 

psychology, language and literature? We need to integrate and synthesize  or can we coin a 

new word: synthegrate? 

A series of questions cross my mind as I dwell on this day‘s topic.  Let me mention a few.  

For starters  
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How have we encountered the COVID? 

What is the relationship between science and religion? 

What if belief? Do we need it? We survived for so long.. did gods go on a holiday?‘ 

Rationality? What is our take on it today? 

How has creative writing responded to it? 

Whither environmental study? 

Whither historical writing? Are we moving towards neo -oral-historicism? 

Role of literature in life? 

Haven‘t reached post at all, so what are we really asking? 

Post COVID? Human relationships? 

Responsibility towards environment? 

Does literature have the capacity to document and change? 

Documentation can take any form.  It can be through letters, art, sketch, poetry, dance 

, theatre etc.  What we need now is a change in the way we look at things and people, which 

includes pedagogy and methodology.  It is still not post-covid, so perhaps we still are in the 

process of devising methods and methodologies for research. 
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The Old Quilt 

Veena Verma (1960 - ) 

Translated from Punjabi into English by Ishmeet Kaur, Asst Professor, CLL&CS, Center for 

English Studies, Central University of Gujarat, Gandhinagar, Gujarat 

 

An Introduction 

 Short story writing in Punjabi has established itself as a very important form 

particularly while depicting the social reality of the land and its people. The consistency of 

the Punjabi writers speaks volumes about the self-imposed responsibility the writer takes on 

him/herself for the love of Punjab.  

 It would not be wrong to say that Punjabi diaspora has also, in a way, been able to 

connect with the land more profoundly and objectively. More importantly, the tradition of the 

people finds space amongst these writers, who from a distance, seem to be more nostalgic 

about the traditional nuances from which they are cut off. Immigration has been an important 

formula that has governed the land, be it dislocation during partition or immigrations to other 

countries. Post-partition Punjab witnessed an obsession amongst people concerning 

immigration to other countries. The diaspora writer connects not to the land alone but also 

formulates a critic of the social realities once positioned in a foreign land and from amongst 

the alien society. Some major writers of Punjabi diaspora such as Ajaib Kamal, Rupinderpal 

Singh Dhillon, Sadhu Binning, Harjit Atwal, Ajmer Rhode, Amarjit Chandan and Veena 

Verma have highlighted the nuances of Punjabi cultural, traditional practices without 

ignoring the stereotypes and narrow-mindedness that has been transported into the ghettos 

which have originated in the foreign lands.  

Brought up in Punjab, in Budhlada village in Bathinda district of Punjab, Veena Verma was 

educated in England (1984 onwards) and has been in London since then. Born in 1960, she is 

one of the contemporary women writers, who has opened up space for writing by women and 

about women in literature by Punjabi diaspora. Veena Verma's poems and stories give voice 

to women who have been exploited and victimized in the overwhelming desire for migrating 

to foreign countries. She pictures the maddening urge and rush amongst the Punjabi society 

for relocating to London, Canada and U.S.A, a phase witnessed in Punjab mostly around 

1980s onwards. Her stories capture the experience of women either married to an N.R.I and 

left behind, or about the exploitation of woman in the new land by her husband or by the 
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white men, or even about the struggle of a single Asian woman often depicted through the 

clash of value system of the West and the East. She has written three volumes of short stories 

Mull Di Teeveen, Firangian Di Nooh (2002), Jogian Di Dhee (2009), anda collection of 

poetry JeeKarde. 

 The story ―Razai‖ translated as ―The Old Quilt‖ depicts a state of confusion and 

conflict   in the life of an Indian woman who is left behind in India by her husband after 

marriage.The husband migrates to England and marries a White woman. The wife in India 

travels to England and manages to reach him with her small children. He refuses to accept her 

and abandons her to meet her fate in the cold flat of a friend. The woman meets an old Sikh 

man who had retired from the Indian Army and was now settled in England. He gives her a 

shelterin his home. They begin sharing the only quilt the old man has.As time moves on, the 

children grow up. While her daughter leaves after her marriage, the son marries a White 

woman. Harbans Kaur now an old lady faces language challenges and cultural conflicts with 

her daughter-in-law. The two women have a riff around the quilt.An old quilt, now a rag, 

metaphorically, forms a connection between the past and present. 

 Veena Verma is being widely recognized in the Punjabi literary circles and her stories have 

been enacted as plays in Chandigarh. It would not be wrong to call her the only woman writer 

in Punjabi diaspora, who is evolving with such sensibility and sensitivity towards women 

___________________________________________________________________________ 

 

The Old Quilt 

She was still lying-in bed, covered completely, face and head immersed in the quilt. It was 

already eleven. Her daughter-in-law, Kathy, had uncovered her face several times to checkif 

the old woman was not already dead. Seeing her breathing, she covered her face again and 

returned. She had offered her tea around nine in the morning, but every time Harbans Kaur 

turned sides and shook her head in denial. 

 Kathy avoided much interaction with her primarily due to the language barrier. Every 

time, Kathy meant to say something, Harbans Kaur misunderstood it as something else. 

Though, it was twenty years since Harbans Kaur came to England, she was not able to 
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understand English at all. Her son and daughter-in-law would converse throughout the day in 

English, but she could not understand a word of what they spoke. Whenever Kathy spoke to 

her, she replied in ‗Yes, yes-no, no‘ several times, without understanding…this ‗yes-no‘ was 

the cause of  the frequent quarrels they began having at home.  

 Kathy had recently married Harbans Kaur‘s son Satbir. One day, while cleaning the 

house, she entered Harbans Kaur‘s room when she had gone to the Gurudwara. Kathy 

cleaned the room and replaced the bedding of her mother-in-law with a new one. She put her 

old, tattered and worn-out quilt in a black garbage bag and left it outside the house. On her 

return, Harbans Kaur was shocked to see the changed appearance of her room. 

 ―Me no razai
i
…?‖ she asked her daughter-in-law. 

 ―Yes Mum, you don‘t need that rag anymore. That is too old. I‘ve brought this new 

blanket for you….‖ Kathy held the new blanket in her hands and showed it to her mother-in-

law. 

 ―No blanket…Me quilt …” She started weeping like a child.  

―What happened…? Why are you crying…?‖ asked Kathy, perturbed.  

―No, No me quilt…‖ weeping, she went out. Kathy anxiously ran behind her. Harbans Kaur 

searched the garbage bags kept outside the house and brought her quilt back. She picked up 

the blanket from the bed and put it on the carpet. Kathy, snatched the blanket from Harbans 

Kaur‘s hands in anger. 

 ―This is very dirty…not good for your health….‖ she shouted.  

―No, No…Satbir…Satbir…oh… Satte?‖ bellowed
ii
Harbans Kaur.  

―What happened Mum…?‖ Satbir came running from the other room. Harbans Kaur had 

spread herself on the quilt and Kathy was trying to pull it out. 

―O son! My quilt….‖ Satbir could not see tears in Harbans Kaur‘s eyes. 

―How dare you…?‖ He pulled Kathy‘s golden hair like dry grass and slapped her pitilessly.  

―What‘s wrong with you…?‖ Kathy was shocked. 
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―Don‘t treat my mother like shit. You bitch….‖ he looked at her with hatred while picking up 

his mother from the floor.  

―I was just cleaning her room….‖ Kathy‘s brown eyes were hazy. 

―Don‘t touch her things. Let her live as she likes….‖ He was very angry with Kathy. 

―How can she live in such a dirty room….? And how can we live with her…?‖ she hadn‘t yet 

completed her sentence when Satbir pulled her hair again.  

―Then go to hell….I am going to live with my mother in this dirty place. You get lost….‖ he 

lifted his hand to slap her again but Harbans Kaur held his arm with her meek hands. 

 ―No son, don‘t fight in English. I don‘t understand anything. Don‘t say anything to daughter-

in-law.‖ She said in Punjabi and tried drawing Satbir away from the room. 

 ―I am not saying anything to her, Mum. I am only telling her that if she has to stay in this 

house then she has to respect my mother.‖ He clarified in Punjabi.  

―I don‘t need respect. Just don‘t fiddle with things in my room… son…with my 

things….Explain to her in English that she should not throw out anything from my room…. 

Apart from that, I don‘t ask for anything from you….‖ she was standing with folded hands. 

―From today, she will enter your room only after knocking at the door…. after asking you…. 

I‘ll teach her how to behave….‖ he replied in rage.  

―No sondon‘t fight. Don‘t beat the daughter-in-law. How is it her fault, … poor creature? She 

doesn‘t understand my language, what I say …‖ she explained  

 Kathy went back to her room quietly. After that day, she never entered her mother-in-

law‘s room without asking her. She would enter only with her permission, clean her room, 

wash her clothes, help her bathe and wash, cook her favorite food, but she would never touch 

anything in her room without her consent.  

 Kathy was very wise. It was a love marriage. She was a clerk in the firm where Satbir 

was an engineer. Kathy and Satbir‘s friendship had resulted in love,both decided to get 

married.  

―I‘ll first talk to my mother….‖ Satbir said. 
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 ―Who is marrying? You or your mother…?‖ Kathy laughed. 

―Shut-up. Kathy, I believe you are amature girl. You will not spoil our relationship because 

of these small and petty things. I have loved only one person in the world, and that is my 

mother. And if you ever try to interfere in this, that day will be the last day of our 

relationship…. and trust me,I am not joking.‖ he said looking into Kathy‘s eyes very 

seriously. 

―If your mother doesn‘t like me then …?‖ Kathy‘s pink lips trembled. 

 ―You don‘t worry. My mother knows every bit of me. She will not turn you away ….‖ Satbir 

patted her cheeks. 

When Harbans Kaur saw Kathy, she was reminded of Kuldeep Singh‘s second wife, her co-

wife. Not just Kathy, in fact, every white woman, appeared to her as her co-wife, someone 

who had snatched her husband from her, had not been touched with her pleas and 

consequently had forced her children to wander around the streets. Harbans Kaur was scared 

of every white woman. Seeing Satbir with Kathy her heart had sunk. But she didn‘t want to 

wipe out the sparkling happiness on her son‘s face. It was for this that she resigned and 

accepted her.  

―I like the girl, son, but just tell her not to swear at me in English. Whatever she wants to say 

she should say in Punjabi.‖. This was the condition she laid down. 

―But she doesn‘t know Punjabi, Mum….‖ Satbir smiled. 

―If she doesn‘t know it, then teach her. Otherwise, when she talks to you, you can translate it 

for me, like your Bapuji did…But let there be no scuffle at home.‖Harbans Kaur was lost in 

her thoughts while speaking to him. 

Kathy was married to Satbir. Kathy came and decorated the house. Old paper, carpets, sofas, 

bed and even the utensils in the kitchen were changed. What did not change was Harbans 

Kaur‘s room.  

 The room was Harbans Kaur‘s world. Whenever she lay on her bed in the room, her 

life‘s story revolved around her like a film. She had come into this house twenty years back. 

Without invitation, without any invite! Not just the house, actually she had come to this 
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country without an invitation, with two little children. With a boy, seven years old, and a girl 

of five. Her husband Kuldip Singh had moved to this place about five years before her 

arrival. Her younger daughter was still in her womb then and Kuldeep had not seen his 

daughter‘s face. 

 ―As soon as I reach, I‘ll send you the passport. You will bring the children with you…‖ 

saying this, he had left for England on a ship. 

But after leaving, neither did he send the documents, nor did he send for them. Initially, he 

kept writing to his parents but that also stopped gradually with time. 

Till Harbans Kaur‘s parents were alive, she spent a few months with them and some time 

with her in-laws. After their death her brothers and sisters-in-law shut their doors on her. 

Both her older and younger brothers-in-law taunted her. Hopelessly, her father-in-law sold 

off Kuldeep‘s share of land and bought tickets for her with her children and sent them off to 

England. He wrote a letter to his friend who had been living in England for several years 

asking him to pick her up from the airport and drop her at Kuldeep Singh‘s house. The old 

man had thought that on seeing his wife and children, he would take up their responsibility. 

The father-in-law‘s friend picked Harbans Kaur and her children from the airport and 

dropped them at Kuldeep‘s house. But the story was entirely different there. Kuldeep Singh 

had married a ‗mem‘ 
iii

[an English woman]. Seeing Harbans Kaur, he lost his head. 

―For what have you come here?‖ He was baffled.  

―Where else should I go…?‖ she asked.  

―You can‘t stay here…go back…‖ ordered Kuldeep Singh. 

―Whom should I go back to? My parents are already dead. Your brothers are not ready to see 

my face. Then, where should I take my children…? Bapuji said that you will take care of 

your family once you see them….‖ she narrated her story in a few words.  

―But I have another family here…. I got married after moving into this foreign land. What 

would become of a lonely man in this cold country….? My wife is a white woman, and we 

have two children….‖ He said it as if he was turning out an ascetic from the doorstep, telling 

him that the food isover. 
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Harbans Kaur couldn‘t understand what she should do. She had never expected that things 

would reach this stage. 

Kuldeep was quiet. 

In the evening, his second wife returned from work. She was surprised to see these new 

guests. Kuldeep Singh tried convincing her tactfully, saying that this is his first family and 

that his father had forcibly sent them after him. He would soon send them back to India. But, 

it seemed that the his wife, the white woman was outraged . She threw the entire family‘s 

luggage, including Kuldeep Singh‘s, out of the house. 

―Either she stays or I….‖ She announced.  

―I‘ll do your domestic chores—washing, cleaning and cooking…everything.‖ Harbans Kaur 

knelt down and touched the white woman‘s feet. 

The white woman continued to blast her in English, but she hardly understood anything she 

said. 

―Tell her I‘ll be her servant. I don‘t ask for any right of equality as a wife….‖ Harbans Kaur 

begged her husband. 

―She doesn‘t even want to hear your name. She is throwing me out with you….‖ He 

answered with hatred.  

Then for some time Kuldeep kept on discussing something with the white woman in English. 

Finally, it was decided that Kuldeep would send his wife and children back to India in a 

couple of days. 

He took Harbans Kaur with him and left her at a friend‘s vacant house, promising to return 

the next day to talk to her. Harbans Kaur didn‘t find it appropriate to pressurize him. If he had 

made a mistake in his youth, she was ready to accept him as it is. Anyway, if he arranges a 

separate house for her and visits her occasionally, that would be enough for her. 

But Kuldeep did not show up the next day, or even…on the third day, never. There was no 

electricity, water or fire in the house. The children were freezing in the cold. Hungry and 

starved, they kept holding onto their mother for the next two days. There was neither a cloth 
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nor a piece of rag to cover them at night. Taking both the kids in her wrap, shivering, they 

spent the freezing nights.  

It started snowing. Harbans Kaur was tired of waiting for Kuldeep Singh. She didn‘t even 

know where she was living, or where her husband was. On the third night when the cold was 

unbearable and extreme, she rose and knocked at the door of the neighbour‘s house. A 

middle-aged Punjabi Sikh man opened the door.  

 ―What‘s up…? Who‘s that…?‖ He was taken by surprise with the appearance of a 

strange woman at his door. 

 ―I…ji… I came to live in the house next to yours two days ago. My husband left me 

there…. But it is two days now, he hasn‘t returned. There are two little children with me. 

They are unable to sleep the whole night in cold. Could you please spare a quilt and lend it to 

me for two days, Waheguru
iv

 will bless you…?‖ She spoke with folded hands.  

―That house…? In that house, even a bird has not flapped her wings for the last ten years; 

where did you come from…?‖ He was surprised.  

 ―I don‘t know ji, their father left us here…‖ she shook her head helplessly. 

 ―And never returned…! Hmmm…!‖ sighed, the house owner. 

The snow was falling on the children‘s heads; with blowing noses they clung to their 

mother‘s legs.  

―Come, come inside.‖ he said, making way. 

Harbans Kaur, a bit hesitant, entered the house with her children. The neighbour‘s house was 

as warm as a kiln. The moment they entered they felt warm.  

―Come sit…‖ he brought them into the sitting room, where a gas heater was scorching like a 

burner. The children sat next to the heater and warmed their hands. Harbans Kaur kept 

standing at the door.  

―Come in, you can also sit down…‖ The neighbour pointed towards the old sofa lying next to 

them. She collected herself and sat down composed on the chair.  
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The neighbour went into the kitchen and brought two packets of biscuits and handed them to 

the children. The childrenlooked at their mother for the approvalbut immediately grabbed the 

biscuits. Who knows for how long had they been starving? He went into the kitchen again 

and brought a kettlefull of tea. Harbans Kaur couldn‘t refuse. She got up and poured the tea 

into the cups and served it to the children. 

―You may also drink…‖ the man said. 

―No, I am fine. The children are hungry….‖ she said, but she was feeling very hungry and 

felt desperate at the sight of tea. 

―It is okay, you may also take some tea. We can prepare more.‖ The man poured the tea for 

her in a cup. As the first sip poured down, she felt as if life was returning into her. She 

finished the remaining tea.  

―I‘ll see if there is something for you inside. I may not have a spare quilt. Yes, there is an old 

blanket from the days of my job, if that is fine with you….‖ He entered the room inside and 

returned with a blanket in his hands. 

―Is there a heater at your house?‖ he asked  

―What heater?‖ She did not understand. 

―This kind of fireplace …?‖ He pointed towards the gas heater.  

―No… there is neither water in the kitchen, nor electricity in that house.‖ She said holding the 

blanket.  

―Then do you want to kill your children there?‖ the neighbour said assertively.  

―What should I do now?‖ She said looking at the children who had, in the warmth of the 

heater, fallen asleep on the floor itself. ―Ah! They have fallen asleep….‖ 

―Really…? Fallen asleep? Poor kids were hungry….no sooner did they feel the warmth of the 

heater than they fell asleep.‖ He took the blanket from Harbans‘ hand and spread it over the 

children. 

―Should I carry them to…?‖ Harbans Kaur muttered to herself. 
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―Why pick them up, let them lie here. They have just fallen asleep, poor things. They may 

fall sick there… in the cold.‖ The neighbour stroked the head of the children with his hands. 

 Harbans Kaur also sat next to the children. The neighbour went into the other room 

and brought his quilt and put it on the floor. 

―Here, take this and cover your legs with it….‖ he told Harbans Kaur.  

―But you just have one quilt ji….‖ She said standing up. 

―It doesn‘t matter. I‘ll also spend the night here….we will manage together.‘‘ Having said 

this, he threw the pillow on the ground. 

Harbans Kaur sat covering her feet with half the quilt and in the other half were the 

neighbour‘s feet. 

―My name is Fauji
v
 (soldier) Karnail Singh….I live alone here. I am from Faridkot….‖ The 

neighbour introduced himself.  

Harbans Kaur wept as she narrated her story to the Fauji. 

―Even if you hadn‘t told me, I had understood your situation ….‖ Fauji took a deep breath. 

―That man who deserted his young wife with her two innocent children, in the dark night, and 

ran away…, you… must abandon the hope that he will return. Take care of yourself.‘‘  

Harbans Kaur, like a statue, kept listening to him. It was past midnight. She was tired for 

many days and just didn‘t realise when she fell asleep while still sitting. She woke up after 

daybreak. Feeling embarrassed, her yellow face turned red, when she found that she was 

resting her head on Fauji‘s arm. They were lying entangled with each other in the same quilt, 

and the children were sleeping as carefree as if they were tired having fought a war. She got 

up slowly being careful not to wake up Fauji. Perhaps he was already awake.  

―I was waiting for you to wake up Banso…. I thought you had just slept, so why wake you 

up.‖ He said half asleep.  

Harbans‘ body was shivering. She had slept in the arms of a stranger the whole night. She 

wasn‘t looking into Fauji‘s eyes. When she stood up her legs were shaking. She covered her 

head with a scarf and began waking her children. 
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―Let them sleep, Banso. They‘ll wake up themselves…. Come I‘ll take you into the kitchen 

and teach you how to light the English burner….‘‘ He said, getting up.  

Both of them went into the kitchen. Fauji taught her how to use the utilities in the kitchen and 

both of them started preparing tea together. 

―I had just come to ask for quilt ji….‖ She stood bowing her head low. 

―It doesn‘t matter. There are two innocent children with you. Where will you carry them and 

wander in this cold. Till something comes up for you, you should stay here….‖ having said 

this, Fauji went and sat next to the children. 

FaujiKarnail Singh searched all the documents with Harbans Kaur and found Kuldeep 

Singh‘s address in them. Leaving Harbans Kaur and the children at home, he went alone to 

talk to Kuldeep Singh. Harbans Kaur kept looking at the door till late evening waiting for 

Kuldeep Singh to return with Fauji. But Fauji came back at night, all alone.  

 ―They have left the house and gone away ….‖ Fauji said in a low voice ―Somewhere 

else…?‖Harbans‘s voice sank. 

―Don‘t know anything…I kept wandering around puzzled on the roads the whole day but 

couldn‘t find a single trace.‖ He sat on the sofa with folded legs. 

―Now what will happen to us…?‖ Harbans Kaur banged her head with a hand.
 

Fauji kept quiet. 

―Oh God…for what sins am I paying now …?‖ She started banging her head with her hands. 

And the children also started crying with her. 

―Why didn‘t I die the moment I was born, Oh my God….Haaye, you should have strangled 

me the moment I was born, O my mother….‖ She cried inconsolably. 

―Don‘t cry, don‘t…, my heart sinks….‖ Fauji, who used guns, canons, and played with 

bombs and ammunition throughout his life, could not bear two sad words from a woman. He 

carried the children in his arms.  

―Get up and give the children something to eat. What is their fault?‖ He got up and entered 

the kitchen. 
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Harbans Kaur went on crying for a long time. Fauji fed the children and they, like the 

previous day, went and slept near the heater.  

―If these children were not with me, I would have jumped into a well. Men take freedom for 

themselves but knot their women to children, just like shackles in animal‘s feet so that they 

can‘t go anywhere….‖ She was sitting alone talking to herself.  

―Listen to me…come I‘ll show you something.‖ Fauji took her by the arm. 

She followed him. Opening the door that led into the backyard of the house, he 

switched on the light. A big bird was sitting in the dark. 

 ―This bird comes here every year, Banso. Whenever it is expecting it comes here to my 

garden. I fill up a bowl of water and keep some grains for it. It gives birth to about ten to 

fifteen chicks. The whole night it keeps protecting them under its feathers. It doesn‘t move 

from here because it‘s a mother. Once the children learn to fly, they disappear. A few days 

after that, it is ready to become a mother once again.‖ Fauji told her about the bird as if he 

was narrating a story; but Banso didn‘t respond. 

―I mean to say that even though this bird is not married to anybody it still keeps delivering 

babies, one after the other. Motherhood is natural for the female. The female gives birth to 

the entire world. God has sent her as His messenger on this earth. If the female starts taking 

revenge on her children for the male‘s betrayal and stops giving birth, the entire cycle of 

nature will stop. Banso.‖ Fauji went and stood near that bird, who was sitting hiding its 

chicks under its feathers and watching Fauji – it kept closing and opening its eyes.   

―For a woman, children are never like chains tied to the feet of an animal; they are 

completion for her, a matter of pride that like God, she, too, is a creator. That is why a mother 

has been given the place next to God in the scriptures. Mother is a masterpiece of God; after 

creating a mother; God could not create any other thing like her.‖ Fauji was now caressing 

the feathers of the bird with his hands. 

―But isn‘t it said that woman is worth only a shoe in the foot of a man…as written in the 

scriptures?‖ Harbans Kaur shot a question like a bullet. 

―In which scripture has this been written? Burn such a scripture in which woman is called a 

shoe. A woman should restrain theentry of such scriptures, not just in her house, but also in 
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her city….Have you read any such scripture or have just heard about these things…?‖ Fauji 

came and stood next to her again. 

―Where could I have read? This is what people say….‖ Harbans told him honestly. 

―This is very bad. Actually, you women, since birth, are taught that your husband is your 

God. Even if the person is not worthy enough to be a human being, even if he is like a 

donkey, you don‘t stop worshipping him. Keep consecrating a donkey with sandal powder.‖ 

Fauji laughed. 

―What else is a woman? Is she a man‘s maid…?a servant? ….You read English books. What 

do you know about scriptures…?‖ Harbans Kaur couldn‘t understand the extent of Fauji‘s 

knowledge of the scriptures. 

―In Punjabi scriptures, in the Guru Granth Sahib, it is written ―Why call her [a woman] bad, 

the one who gives birth to kings.
vi

 I am not talking of any English book. But people don‘t 

practice what is written in the scriptures.‖ Fauji nodded his head in disappointment. 

―What am I to do with the scriptures? I can‘t even understand what you are talking about….‖ 

She spoke like a lost soldier.  

―You must understand that there is no need to jump into the well. You are a mother and there 

is a very big responsibility on your shoulders. Take care of your children.‖ Fauji patted her on 

the back. 

―But with whose support…?‖ asked Harbans. 

―With whose support does this bird look after its chicks?‖ Fauji countered. ―You give them 

the grains.‖ said Harbans, as if she was complaining.  

―I‘ll provide your children also with grains till they are able to fly…. You be strong to protect 

them under your feathers.‖ Fauji gave her the strength and they entered the house walking 

slowly. 

Time moved on. Fauji managed to get Harbans Kaur and her children benefits from social 

security. He got some work for her from a factory and she‘d assemble electric plugs sitting at 

home, earning some 20-30 pounds a week. The children started going to school. She couldn‘t 

overcome her grief but for the sake of her children, she took charge of her life. She hardly left 
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home. She was not at all aware of what happened outside the house. One day, the children 

were at school and even Fauji had gone out somewhere.  Suddenly, the milk was over, and 

she went to a corner shop to get milk. There was a very thin man sitting at the shop. 

Having bought a bottle of milk, when she paid money to the shopkeeper, he held her hand. 

The bottle dropped from Harbans‘ hands and fell on the ground. 

 ―You shameless man, don‘t you have a mother or a sister at home?‘‘ She curtly rebuked him 

in Punjabi. 

―What do you seek from an old Fauji? You need someone hot… matching you, of your age. 

Just give an order and we‘ll install a milk stall in front of your house.‖ He replied 

shamelessly.  

Harbans Kaur threw the money she had carried for milk and ran towards her house. After 

reaching home, she kept weeping. 

 ―So, people talk like this? Along with me, Fauji is also being defamed?‖ She kept asking 

herself. 

When Fauji returned home in the evening, she wept and narrated the entire episodeto him. 

―Which shopkeeper…? That weakling….The one who sells the newspapers…?‖ He inquired. 

―Yes…‖ Banso nodded. 

Fauji chuckled.  

―Do you find this amusing…?‖ She was irritated. 

―No, this is not amusing. You have never gone out and that is why you don‘t know how 

people talk.I hear this every day.‖ Fauji spoke casually. 

―They say that to you too…?‖ she was anxious. 

―Yes, they say that I have kept another‘s wife at my house. I am a wrong person for the world 

Banso, but sometimes the worst person in eyes of the world is the best person for 

someone…..‖ He dropped his head while speaking. 

―Oh…it is disgusting…. What do we do then…?‖ Banso was worried.  
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But Fauji didn‘t reply. Both of them were silent for a long time. 

―If you allow me, can I say something?‖ Banso‘s tone was serious. 

―Yes, tell me.‖ Fauji raised his head. 

―You marry me….‖ She looked directly into his eyes for the first time. 

―Anyway, we sleep together in one quilt even though weremain chaste.‖ Fauji was surprised 

how Banso had crossed all limits today. He looked at Banso carefully, wheatish, like the 

shine on gold, hefty body and fire-emitting eyes. 

Fauji felt that Banso was flooded with youthfulness.  

He kept looking at Banso with hollow eyes for a long time. ―Banso …I would have married 

you that very night when you had slept like an infant in my arms, but I am not capable ….‖ 

Fauji‘s face was stiff like a stone, emotionless.  

―Why what happened to you?‖ Banso looked at him with questioning eyes. 

When I went to the Burma war, an enemy‘s bullet hit my groin. Though the doctors had the 

bullet removed through an operation, I become impotent. I was engaged before the war but 

when I didn‘t return, they got their daughter married elsewhere. What could I have done, 

having returned? My brothers-in-law sent me messages threatening that the day I enter India, 

they‘d kill me, ‗you have betrayed our sister‘, they said. I thought ‗How will you kill a man 

who is already dead…. who was killed by destiny…? That‘s it Banso, after that I never 

returned…. the government of England gave me permission to stay here…. Since then, I have 

lived all alone here….‖ Karnail Singh sighed. 

Harbans Kaur kept listening to him with her head bowed. 

―You say that I should marry you. When you slept with me the first night, I didn‘t abstain 

because I am an angel. In scriptures, it is stated, that a woman is like fire, she can burn 

acknowledged saints and ascetics and reduce them to ash…that day this was proved. The 

whole night I kept lying down…with fire in my arms, my body too was hot, but I didn‘t have 

the strength to extinguish this fire. The age difference between us and my weakness kept me 

away from you, and that which could have happened didn‘t. Well, you see, I am not an 

angel….‖ Harbans noticed that Fauji was getting out of breath. 



  Poornadrishti, Journal of Literary Studies                            Vol-1, Issue-1, December-2022 

35 

 

―You are a young woman, Banso. A young woman is like the wind, where it blows, fragrance 

accompanies it, and people tend to blame the young woman. If people, seeing you, start 

pointing fingers, it is not a new thing. Even a great woman like Sita has been defamed here, 

who despite accompanying her husband to exile, was thrown out of the house. Man, from the 

beginning has used woman and finally abandoned her. You are not the only one; this is 

nothing new ….‖ Fauji was consoling her. 

―But…. but….‖ Banso wanted to say something. 

―I know, at your age, every woman seeks the company of a man. I will get you married 

Banso, after finding a nice man…. But first you need to get divorced…. Your husband‘s 

whereabouts are not even known….‖ he said looking in her eyes. 

―I don‘t need a diborce
vii

. Such men are worse than the dead. A woman may grieve the death 

of her husband for her entire life, but for such bastards she finishes the rituals related to 

mourning in two days….‖ there was immense hatred in Banso‘s heart for her husband. 

―If that is what you think, I can find a match for you ….‖ Fauji said, lifting himself from the 

sofa. 

―But, I meant, you?‖ she, once again, stood in front of him like a question mark. 

Fauji kept quiet. 

―I don‘t need anyone else. Nor is the bodily union called love. The way you have taken care 

of my children and me, I feel like devoting myself completely to you…I don‘t need any other 

man, I need warmth, which you have, and only you have it. I had come to ask for a quilt. 

Often, I wonder, is it your warmth or that of the quilt? Even earlier, I have been sleeping in 

quilts for thirty years….‖ Banso‘s tone had softened. ―Actually, I asked you to marry me so 

that the children are able to call you father and people stop defaming us….‖ 

―Banso, why do we have such double standards in our lives? Tell your children about our 

relationship. Look at the English people, they only call their father as father; they call all 

others by their names. Our people uselessly indulge in churning out relationships. The 

relationship would evolve overnight and fade out before the dawn. I have seen relationships 

wearing out, scrapping off, burning away, breaking down and dying out. Why can‘t we live 

without relationships…? If someone‘s brother is wayward, she‘d make someone else her 
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brother. Her children will also call him ‗mama, mama‘
viii

, further, that uncle may as well be 

the mother‘s boyfriend! But for the world he‘d still be a brother. Useless hypocrites! Why not 

straightaway say he is a friend…my close friend? is it an insult to say this?‖ Fauji thought 

differently.  

―No, I think about people; what will they say?‖ Banso put forth her logic, very softly. 

―See Banso, what will people say? To know this, is not your concern. Until you gain so much 

strength as to be able to face the crows and the dogs outside, you will be attacked 

continuously …. Darwin spoke about the survival of the fittest in the jungle…. A woman 

needs to learn to protect herself.‖ Darwin‘s theory flew over her head, though. 

―With God‘s grace, may you, my prosector
ix

, have a long life…. Haven‘t you already 

prosected me enough….?‖Banso pronounced protector as prosector.  

―How have I protected you? You have taken support of an old tree beside a river Banso, no 

one knows when this tree may fall, and you shall drown in the storm….‖ Fauji was anxious. 

―I won‘t drown in storms now ji. I will learn to swim… and learning from me many more 

women shall swim across…. You must give me a little support.‖ she offered her hand to him. 

―If this is your desire Banso, then ‗Render your supportto them, lay your head for them and 

never betray.‘ I am the son of a Sikh; I‘d lay my head to keep faith….‖ Fauji never expected 

that Banso could speak so sensibly. 

After that day they never spoke about this again. When children addressed Fauji as Uncle ji 

once or twice, Banso scolded them. 

―No, don‘t say Uncle ji, call him Bapuji.‖ 

Whatever people gossiped outside, Banso had plugged cotton wool in her ears; it was as if 

these people never existed for her. Fauji taught her to read Gurmukhi. She started living her 

life, wore the best clothes, and turned Fauji‘s brick and stone house into a home. 

Fauji would say:  

―What is life for a loner? If there is no woman with him, a man cannot survive. God has sent 

woman to be the nurturer of a man; one who looks after him throughout his life, sometimes as 



  Poornadrishti, Journal of Literary Studies                            Vol-1, Issue-1, December-2022 

37 

 

a mother, sometimes as a sister, sometimes as a wife;but man is thankless, he exploits this 

voiceless creature….‖ 

Many new things were brought in everyday, shopping was done for the household after this, 

but Banso and Fauji‘s quilt remained the same. 

―The children have grown up Banso, buy another quilt for yourself.‖ One night,Fauji told her 

casually.  

―It is okay…everybody knows… why spend unnecessarily….‖ When Banso said that, Fauji 

understood. 

Banso‘s elder daughter was seventeen, when Faulji got her married to his friend‘s son. The 

daughter lived happily at her house. She came occasionally to see her mother; her son Satbir 

studied at the university. He went out to read booksonly;Fauji was teaching him the ways of 

life. Satbir worshiped his mother. He remembered how his mother had suffered in the past. 

He knew that Fauji was not his real father, but he never complained to his mother; rather he 

was proud about how bravely his mother had faced the world and society.  

 One day, while on the morning walk, Fauji suffered a massive heart attack and could 

not rise after that. He was on life-support system for several days in the hospital until he 

passed away. The world turned dark for Banso. The calamity repeated itself once again. She 

had only one support and that too, was lost. The spiritual and emotional bonding she had with 

him was missing even with her own mother. She lost herself in grief and kept wailing, sitting 

at home.  

One day Fauji‘s lawyer came and handed over some papers to her. In the evening when 

Satbir came home she showed him the papers. This was a will. Fauji had willed the house as 

well as the entire money in his bank account to Banso.  

―I couldn‘t do anything for all that you did for me while you were alive.… Now after death, 

too, you have obliged us with your blessings. I am very grateful to you. How will I be able to 

repay you...? I had just come to ask for a quilt to cover my children, you gave us your house 

and your money Haaye…. the bird that came to collect grains for her children, you built a 

nest for her! How will I repay you …? May you get your place in the heaven! O the writer of 

the will, may God bless you with a position in heaven too, to use your pen to write for a good 
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cause….… my soul mate…. you should have taken me along with you, ji I am nothing 

without you…Haaye…‖ covering her face with her scarf, she wailed.  

 Satbir was choking with pain. Mother sang her tragic story to her young son He took 

his mother in his arms. He wept bitterly, and then replied, keeping a strong heart. 

―Stop it, Mum… Bapuji‘s soul shall be hurt….‖ 

Banso moaned, hugging her son, her head resting on his chest. She felt that Satbir‘s and her 

grief were the same. The difference was that she was crying out loud and he was weeping 

silently. 

 Many days passed; what to say of days, an age passed by, but Banso‘s sorrow did not 

lessen. Satbir tried consoling his mother but there was no panacea for her grief. Slowly she 

detached herself from the world. She had no desire to live and she took to her bed. For her, 

life was meaningless without Fauji. 

She had stopped entering the kitchen and had lost appetite. Satbir cooked English food for 

himself and abstained from troubling his mother.  

―He is an obedient son as Shravan, just like his father.‖ In her mind, she often compared 

Satbir to Fauji, forgetting that Satbir‘s biological father was Kuldeep. After Satbir‘s marriage 

some the house became lively, but for Banso her room was her heaven. She would cover her 

head with her quilt and keep thinking about Fauji. 

This quilt was like a bridge between Fauji and her. She felt as if she still slept in his arms. 

The fragrance of Fauji‘s body and his touch was imbued in every part of her body. 

Today, when Banso didn‘t wake up till 12 noon, Kathy got worried. She removed the quilt 

from Banso‘s face.  

Banso opened her eyes. Kathy was standing a bit away from the bed and smiling.  

―Jaas (Yes)…?‖ getting disturbed, Banso asked her.   

Kathy lifted the quilt and made place to sit on the bed,  caressing her forehead, she said, ―I 

know Mum, your boyfriend gave you this quilt…Satbir told me that he loved you so much 

and so did you….‖ Kathy thought that this was the only way to enter the heart of her mother-

in-law. 
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Banso kept quiet for some time. Kathy repeated her words again.  

―If I could speak English, my daughter, I would have told you that, for you, he may be my 

boyfriend; but for me, he is God himself. This quiltwhich seems to be garbage for you, is an 

embrace of that God. And when someone experiences the grace of God‘s embrace, then, for 

him, all other relationships become cold and meaningless ….‖ Banso raised her finger like a 

lawyer and reprimanded her daugher-in-law in Punjabi. However, Kathy could not 

understand what Banso said, but for Banso, she had now taken a revenge from all English-

speaking people in her own language. 

 

Notes 

1
In Punjabi quilt is called rajai. Harbans Kaur asked her daughter-in-law about the missing quilt. 

Ii in Punjabi KawanRauli is a proverb meaning to clamour like the crows. 

Iii mem an English woman is called ―Mem‖ in Punjabi. 

iv
Waheguru means Praise the Guru. A term used in Punjabi widely for God. 

v
Fauji in Punjabi is used for an ex-Army man. 

viTranslation Guru Granth Sahib p.g. 473
1
 

viiHarbans Kaur could not pronounce divorce correctly she said ―diborce‖ 

ix In Punjabi Mamaji is mother‘s brother 

x
She means to say protector  
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Brother Boatman’s Ballad 

[Translation of Chandrasekhar Kambar‘s ―Ambigarannana Lavani,‖ from the collection BelliMeenu 

(Fish of Silver) first published in 1989] 

Prof. Krishna Manavalli,  

Department of Post Graduate Studies and Research in English, Manasagangothri,  

University of Mysore, Mysore 

 

1. 

In the limpid water of the river, the Moon 

Swims like a fish of silver, he said 

To cast his net and catch the Moon, 

The young boatman set off then. 

 

―All over the skies, storm clouds are gathering 

Thunder clouds roar and roam above 

Waters of deluge, water, water, everywhere 

Don‘t go to the river, young lad!‖ 

 

Something beyond words beckons me, waves its arms 

Come, mount this peak of pleasure 

So, I must storm the palace of light 

And the Moon will surely be mine. 

 

2 

It was always bluer than blue, 

Why did the sky do this today? 

The grinning horizon moved away in horror 

What lurks in the corners of the world now?  

The shining stars have turned to coal 

Ah, the burnt smells of scorched dreams! 

 

What shouldn‘t have happened had happened already 

The same water, the same wind—they let you down 
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Pushed you into the depths of the river 

The bronze hands of gods raised to bless 

Had simply turned cold  

 

3 

Brother Boatman,  

When your boat filled withdreams 

Plunged into the river, 

You made the treasures of the depths 

Rise to the surface, brother! 

Brother Poet, you sang the songs 

Of the sparkly swimming fishes 

To fill the desolate waters, brother! 

Into thoseflashy waves like burnished weapons, 

You thrust your boat, chased the storm with the rainbow, 

Went hunting the Moon, Brother Hunter! 

 

You rowed as if you were fighting the last battle with an unseen enemy 

What happened to that strong will now? 

You who tamed the waters, 

You who sowed dreams in those waters 

Brother Boatman, 

We never thought you would drown 

Even the gods weren‘t on our side 

The river didnot know what it had done. 

 

You looked like someone 

Laughing at yourself 

For having failed to mock  

A consummate actor 

Who could mime the Eternity! 

But the river flows without a care 

Choking the neck of the narrow 
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Path between the hills 

 

4 

This is not death but thirst 

To flow like lightening. 

The thirst to glow and scratch an unforgettable mark 

On the heart of Time, before you disappear forever. 

Not death, but the thirst  

Of those immortal dreams! 

 

5 

 

Whether or not you found 

What you set off to find 

Your fame isn‘t like tamarind 

Washed and wasted in water— 

You gave the rusty idols of gods 

Eyes filled with light   

You gave us ears to listen to this ballad of yours. 

Gave a heart to envy 

Gave joy to the God of Water 

You gave this river the stamp of epic dignity 

To the drowned boat, 

To the drifting oar, 

To the bones scattered on the riverbed, 

To the first rain drops, 

To the kiss of the spray 

And to the sighs of the smoky clouds, 

You gave them all a place in this great epic story. 

 

The river flows without a care, 

Your dreams have grown big, and they come floating by. 

You rest now, my captain! 
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1. A POEM LOST 

Translation of Subraya Chokkady‘s poem   Kaledu Hoda Kavite 

 

S. Jayasrinivasa Rao 
Aurora‘s Technological and Research Institute, Hyderabad. 

esjeisiri.row@gmail.com 

 

 

Getting off and on a bus, getting off again, 

running through crowds, crossing the road, 

jumping on to the footpath, searching for a path, 

like an aimless journey…  

 

As I walked on, 

a poem that I had with me for long 

was lost.  As if it were picked from my pocket 

or due to my own haste. 

 

The journey started again, amidst mounting anxiety, 

looking for my lost poem. 

Scanning all around with my eyes, 

walking on the footpath and stumbling, 

I felt I saw the face of my poem on a passing bus. 

As I got on to the bus, I felt it flashed from the footpath, 

that face, the same face 

 

When I got off,  

at the distant crossroads, 

among the crowds, 

somewhere far off,   

at the topmost floor of some building, 

with someone in a dark corner of a bar,  

that face, the same face flashed. 

The face that would flash like lightning  

and disappear. 

 

Time passed on as I searched on, 

never again would I see the 

face of that lost poem. 
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2. SOMETHING ELSE PERHAPS 

(Translation of Rakesh K. Mishra‘s poem Koi aur Kaam) 

 
S. Jayasrinivasa Rao 

Aurora‘s Technological and Research Institute, Hyderabad. 

esjeisiri.row@gmail.com 
 

 

At the least you shouldn‘t have  

taken up writing …  

 

You should have done something else perhaps  

like 

Teaching little children  

Selling flowers 

Guiding wandering stars on to their paths   

Narrating stories to fish 

Infusing colours into dreams 

Building houses on clouds 

Salvaging a crumbling bridge 

Learning the language of butterflies 

Writing love-letters in vanishing tongues 

Reading out a book to the girl who cannot see 

Befriending the old postman down the lane 

Composing dirges to frequently perishing birds  

 

You could have chosen any of these things to do 

But you chose to do the world‘s saddest job …  
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1. Desert 

 

Gautam Vegda 

Research Scholar,  

Central University of Gujarat, Gandhinagar, Gujarat 

gautamvegda83@gmail.com 

 

 

 

I keep digging  

The unceasing desert 

With pickaxe. 

Without shoes 

And a cloth  

On my body, 

For I get a drop 

of love. 

The sun rains fire  

On my head and 

I kept hitting  

The pickaxe into the sand 

of the desert, 

Futilely.  

I get fainted with  

The driest lips. 

Again, dew drops of 

The next morning  

Will stimulate a new hope. 

I again with pickaxe  

Begin Striking  

The endless sand  

of the desert, 

Futilely.  

 

                            

 

 

                                 

 

                                       

 



  Poornadrishti, Journal of Literary Studies                            Vol-1, Issue-1, December-2022 

46 

 

2. A Bowlful Venom 

 

 

I twist my bones while toiling for you 

I squeeze my veins and ooze blood from glands, 

My throat gets as dry as dust storm, 

Swirling thirst makes me dizzy.  

I now see darkness embracing me, 

I mumble water, water, water.  

A dusty, damaged, dented and detrimental bowl is served in disgust. 

A man with pigtail pours water from 

The distance,  

Can you even imagine its bitterness? 

Far more bitter and venomous than 

Of Shiva would've experienced. 

Each sip is so corrosive that gets  

My thirst ablaze. 

Water douses fire but your holy 

Water flares up when touches 

A Dalit. 
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1. Imagining her and her Love 

Dr. Kamalakar Bhat, 

Postgraduate Department of English of Ahmednagar College, Ahmednagar, Maharashtra 

tellkamalakar@gmail.com 

 

The Rajiv Gandhi Colony is split 

by a rail track. 

Sloping down on either side are crowds of 

discolored skirts, sarees, shirts  

drying in the sun. 

Where the slope ends, the lane starts,  

Why, it is the house front. 

You will see Mangalabai squatting there 

Picking lice from and plaiting her daughter‘s hair. 

 

(The picture imprinted in my mind is from a scene I have seen while passing through 

in a superfast train, though the names I am imagining) 

 

No quake would upset her  

immensely patient and dedicated attention 

to picking lice, 

as though mining rich ores. 

Are her fingers  

sewing together tissues  

in a brain surgery? 

 

(I have reached the station by now, been picked up by the company sedan, and 

cruising toward the office on Dole Patil road… the mother‘s fierce lice-picking 

concentration spurs my imagination… the child‘s name could be Meena)   
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They are framed by 

Their slum-dwellings  

Their furious strategies to survive the day 

the pitiless horizon of the city 

hearts ravaged by the anxieties of existence 

 

(My vision is being fully absorbed by this picture) 

City‘s bazaars, ponds, bewitching malls 

grand villas, grave highways… 

the hills, mountain peaks, deserts,  

and the oceans beyond them 

and the cloud, and the sun further beyond  

and the star-studded sky enveloping all these 

 

Aren‘t as large as 

The rapt eyes 

intent upon lice-freeing her daughter‘s hair 

and… and… 

her love. 

                      ** 
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2. Breaking bloody news 

 

The road this noon is a hot arena 

Where small riches are scattered: 

A purse with one handle, 

A sandals ansthethumbloop 

an abandoned cloth bag 

stuffed with brinjals and green chilli, 

a walking stick with a curved grip, 

and a corpse 

   streaming blood. 

 

Some of the wounded 

   sink 

in solitude into coma 

with no sign of help on the way. 

 

Police, rifles, sloganeering organisers 

--all 

Have fled leaving this road to bear 

The sin of bloodshed 

   All alone. 

 

Present here with the fresh corpses 

Are the media  

Diligent and busy 

With the live 

   Coverage of the 

   gore. 

    

   And… 

   This poem. 
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BOOK REVIEW 

The ‘Island’ of Hoovina Kolli; Hoovina Kolli by Abdul Rasheed. 
Publisher: Kannada Sahitya Parishattu 2014 

 

Review by Prof Ramprasad B V,  
Department of Post graduate Studies and Research in English, Jnanasahyadri, Kuvempu 

University, Shankaraghatta -577451 

 

Hoovina Kolli, the first novel by the well-known Kannada short story writer, poet and 

translator Abdul Rasheed, who coincidently is now settled in the island of Lakshadweep, is 

set in a coffee estate called Hoovina Kolli, which is like an island in the sense that it seems to 

be a place unconcerned with anything outside it. The novel was first serialized in the online 

journal ‗Kendasampige‘ and was published in 2011in the book form by Kendasampige 

Prakashana. One of the lines in the very beginning of the novel can be roughly translated as 

‗why is everything so beautiful today‘. In fact ‗Beautiful‘ is the word that often comes to 

mind when one reads the novel.  
 

To this self-contained ostensibly idyllic coffee estate, things do come from outside. We 

have the Persian cat in the calendar in the house of the ‗writer‘ Usman, but that calendar has 

remained unchanged for seven or eight years. Even the calendar seems to have remained 

unaffected by the changes in time as it just anachronistically hangs on the wall. Most of the 

characters of the novel come from different places, some even from Assam and some 

nostalgically remember their roots in Syria. But they make this their home and live and die in 

this estate. 

The novel seems not to be interested in giving any kind of ‗exposition‘ to the place and 

time. Whatever specifics we derive about the setting have to be gleaned by the incidental 

references in the novel. There are references to Bangla war, references to Indira Gandhi, and 

references to communism. But the way the characters react to these events is interesting. 

When a pamphlet by communists is given to Nambiar, he merely takes it and talks about the 

eternal sufferings of life. Moid, who is known as ‗samstha Moid‘ is against congress not 

because he likes the ‗samstha congress‘, but because his car which was obstructing the road 

during Indira Gandhi‘s travel is thrown into the gutter by the police. Usman ‗writer‘ does talk 

about the war with Pakistan related to Bangladesh liberation, but only to give mundane 

information to others.  When Yahya Khan‘s effigy is being burnt, (not in Hoovina Kolli, but 

in a town nearby), children watch it laughing and talking among themselves, and the Sahukar 

Khan smiles to his acquaintance and just watches it.  The people of Hoovina Kolli are more 

worried about ‗whether the rice has boiled and the meet cooked‘ than about global events.  

The novel itself hardly seems too bother about these events taking place in the world that 

are of immense consequence to histories of nations. During the burning of Yahya khan‘s 

effigy, the novel draws our attention to the beauty of the oiled hair of the girls shining in the 

sun when they are watching the burning effigy. When the May Day procession comes to the 

gate of the estate Hoovina Kolli, the watchman says, taking the pamphlets distributed by the 
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communists, ‗You have no permission to step inside the gates of the estate‘. Probably the 

writer has denied permission toanything not directly connected with the immense suffering 

and the small everyday pleasures of the people to step inside the gates of his fictional world. 

 And suffering there is a plenty. Nambiar‘s son, a communist, has been murdered, after 

which Nambiar has come and settled in this estate. Mariamma‘s husband, a car driver, has 

died in an accident. Usman ‗writer‘s first wife has gone missing. There are deaths, 

separations, diseases and loneliness. Characters do comment on this, if not on communism 

and Bangladesh liberation. Nambiar keeps asking his goddess (rhetorically) how long 

suffering will continue. Hajamma asks the creator about why people have to wander away 

from their places of birth for jobs. Moosa Kaka wants to ask the religious scholar why the 

creator inflicts suffering in this world on the believers. Usman ‗writer‘ seems to have an 

answer to this when he says that there is no reason for anything here, we live we die, and we 

will go crazy if we try to find causes to these things. And immediately afterwards he advices 

Moosa Kaka, who is mourning the death of his second wife, to marry again. Then we have 

Patumma who is complaining to the ‗creator‘ about jaggery that has not yet dissolved in her 

boiling coffee! 

I am well aware that this short review has not done justice to the complex beauty of the 

novel. I will end my review with two very hesitant questions. One is about the connection of 

this novel with other Kannada novels. As no man is an island, perhaps, no novel is an island. 

The novel reminds us of Kuvempu, Tejaswi and Devanuru Mahadeva‘s Kusumabale. But are 

these influences merely the occasional boats lost in the ocean that inadvertently visit this 

island of Hoovina Kolli or are theylike trading ships whose visits have a regularity, purpose 

and a pattern? This is an issue which needs to be explored. The second question is more 

general. How can something that has so much suffering- as this novel (or this our life) - be so 

beautiful? Perhaps the answer is to be found in the notes of the flute that Mudara‘s son Sanna 

plays.  
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Chinatown Days: A Review. 

Author: Rita Chowdhury. Genre: Historical Novel. Publisher: Macmillan,                          

Year of Publication: 2018 

 

Review By, Bhagirath Boruah,  

Research Scholar, Department of PG Studies and Research in English,  

Kuvempu University, Shankaraghatta. 

 

The event of the publication of Dr. Rita Chowdhury‘s novel Makam in 2010 truly 

becomes ―an event‖ in Indian Social Historiography. It set a new record in the publication 

history of Assamese novel. Ten editions of Assamese version were completely sold out in the 

first year. Chowdhury herself translated this novel into English with the title Chinatown Days 

and Macmillan has released it this year (2018) for the world. The book is rapidly achieving 

wide critical acclaim from its readers and its critics and the gallop of the Golden horse seams 

unstoppable. This novel is actually a moving historical saga which presents an untold tale, a 

tale of terrible injustice done on a tiny minor group of innocent people which can be termed 

as a subaltern group. But, to say precisely at the outset, it is a moving saga where these 

subaltern people question and abrogate the received ideology and identity that the Centre or 

the State India is constructing as the real ―Indian Identity‖ and legitimizing. Hence, it is a 

daring and an exceptional discourse. Heart touching depiction of the life history and the spirit 

of those people mark a deep impact on the reader‘s heart. When a reader reads this novel, 

s/he undoubtedly realizes the power of voice. Reader has to ponder once again about what 

life is, what the meaning of life is and what humanity is. Wordsworth‘s poem will echo once 

again in readers mind with the thundering voice and dismay –―What man has made of man‖. 

This compelling historical novel recounts the life story of a group of people whose 

ancestors were Chinese, but they become Assamese whole heartedly after many years of 

settlement in Assam. Therefore, they were Indians. The history is unfolded from the early 

nineteenth century to the present. British discovered Tea in Assam and planned to overthrow 

the Chinese singular supremacy in the world Tea Market. Visionary and the businessman 

Robert Bruce saw a dream of green gold with his open eyes and started to work hard towards 

fulfilling this dream. And these Chinese people were the soldiers of this green war. British 

East India Company brought these Chinese people to India as indentured labour and forced 

them to work in the newly planned Tea Gardens of Assam. Later, people from Orissa 

(Odisha) were also brought for the same purpose. But, these poor people were brought to 
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Assam by treachery and by false promise. Gradually, amidst untold sufferings, hardships and 

broken dreams they learnt to find contentment. These were very painful histories and worthy 

of reading to get insights about these forgotten people, about Tea and about Teagardens, 

about the remoulding of Assamese Society and Assamese Culture and above all to get 

insights about the human nature. This is a true social history. The exuberant narrative of those 

incidents and experiences and mastery of storytelling will never fail to touch the heart of the 

reader and will give a vivid picture of that time, of Assam‘s geography, politics and of 

common people. 

Gradually, after many years of service in these Gardens, these people spread out from 

the tea gardens and made their permanent residence in nearby villages and towns and they 

began to earn a livelihood through carpentry and shoe-making. Later on, after noticing their 

prosperity, some relatives of these people living in the poor South China side also came to 

settle down there. Thus, in Makum, a small town in upper part of Assam, formed a 

Chinatown which was complete with its restaurants and a club house. These Chinese people 

were the first people brought by British to teach the local people how to cultivate tea and how 

to make boxes to cart tea. Their progeny become moderately prosperous and also become 

integral part of the ethnic mosaic of Assam. Their roots slowly deeply rooted in the soil of 

Assam. But, the journey to that point was not a rollercoaster ride. Reader will be mesmerized 

by the epic like story of them. After 1947, they regarded themselves as citizens of 

independent India. But, in 1962, India-China War took place which ushered in a maelstrom 

of anti-Chinese prejudice and changed everything. This anti-Chinese prejudice constitutes the 

third part of the novel.  This part is an unbearable account of this entire community which 

make reader‘s eyes wet. Indian officers came there and arrested them. Many were even not 

Chinese. They were sent to Nagaon jail. Later on, these people were bundled into goods 

trains to Deoli, a refugee camp in Rajasthan. The journey was seven days long torturous 

journey; some died in the train for extreme heat, some gave birth in the train. Many wasted 

their life in Nagaon Jail. Regarding this, Chowdhury shares a shocking and a real pathetic 

incident of a nine-year-old girl, Yu Yu. ―She fainted due to extreme heat in Deoli and was 

taken to be dead by the authorities and buried alive. By the time her screams were heard from 

down below, she died‖ (Pisharoty). In the tremendous heat of Rajasthan their conditions 

worsened and they suffered unbearable hardships. Their sufferings did not end there. 

Families were divided forever. The ruling elites directed all the frustration, anger and 
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suspicion against these innocent Sino-Assamese people in 1962 and placed them in front of 

their own people and country as ―spies‖ and at the end deported them to China and others 

were left in this world to find an identity for themselves. Reader will wonder where humanity 

was at that time. 1500 hundred people in total were deported to China. But, the pathetic 

predicament for them was that though China was their original homeland, it did not recognise 

them as one of their own and these people had also forgotten their Chinese origin. 

In short, looking through the eyes of Mei Lin, a descended from the slave Ho Han, 

reader sees and feels how the state India betrayed these blameless and innocent people. 

Reader will experience what can happen when an entire community is banished. Geeta 

Doctor aptly remarks in The Hindu that ―It‘s a tale filled with the distant sounds of a war that 

ended in a rout so extreme that it signalled the end of India‘s innocence in its self-determined 

role as the leader of a newly enfranchised democratic republic‖ 

Till Dr. Rita Chowdhury‘s initiation to enlighten this dark chapter of India‘s history, 

they were even not recognized as a subject of our current and dominant discourse. Official 

documents and histories were rare. Chowdhury spent four years researching on these people 

to bring out this dark chapter and for that purpose she went to China to interview them. 

Former historians, who worked under the scrutiny of Indian hegemony, did not assign a place 

to them in Indian historiography and thus relegated them to oblivion. Their very identity was 

erased. They discarded not only ―an event‖ of our history but also deleted those people from 

the very idea or theory of ―Indian‖. They were those people who did not act; rather, they were 

those upon whom the state acted. As their position in society as well as in the structure of 

State was in lower rank, their voice was kept muted, never heard and when heard they were 

punished by the authority every time and at other times ignored. 

 This novelistic discourse questions the hegemony of the State India and showing its 

defects and thereby forcing the people of India and the ruling Elites to review their own self-

fashioned identity. Reader will be mesmerized by the exuberant and vivid narration of the 

history of the discovery of Tea in Assam, establishment of the Teagardens in Assam and 

slavery, Tea making procedure and its evolution, social condition of Assam, British East 

India Company, Ahom Kingdom and its history, Singpho kingdom, Politics of British, 

Politics of India, 1962 wartime condition of Assam, Assamese society, culture etc. Many 

historically important figures also populate this novel. Though this is not the greatest novel 
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by an Assamese writer, it is one of the best historical novels that a reader can have from 

Assamese writers.    
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KANNADA 

        ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀ DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÀÈ£Àä£À ¥ÀjªÀvÀð£ É 

qÁ. £É°èPÀmÉÖ J¸ï.¹zÉÝÃ±ï, JA.J. JA.Er., ¦freÉ.,¦JZï.r. 
¸ÀºÁAiÀÄPÀ ¥ÁæzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀÄ, PÀ£ÀßqÀ¨sÁgÀw, PÀÄªÉA¥ÀÄ «±Àé«zÁå¤®AiÀÄ 

eÁÕ£À¸ÀºÁå¢æ, ±ÀAPÀgÀWÀlÖ-577451 
 
        

 PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¸Á»vÀå PÀ®à£Á ¯ÉÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÁ À̧ÛªÀ É̄ÆÃPÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀtÄäAzÉ ¤°è¹, NzÀÄUÀ 
À̧A¨sÀæªÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ À̧APÀlUÀ¼À£ÀÄß KPÀPÁ®zÀ°è C£ÀÄ¨sÀ« À̧ÄªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. CzsÀåAiÀÄ£ÀzÀ 

C£ÀÄPÀÆ®PÁÌV ¥ÁæaÃ£À, ªÀÄzsÀåPÁ°Ã£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ DzsÀÄ¤PÀ PÁ®WÀlÖzÀ PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¸Á»vÀå JAzÀÄ 
«¨sÀf¹PÉÆ¼Àî¯ÁVzÉ. §ºÀÄ £À¢UÀ¼ÀÄ, §ºÀÄ ºÀ¼ÀîPÉÆ¼ÀîUÀ¼ÀÄ, §ºÀÄ PÉgÉ¨Á«UÀ¼ÀÄ C¹ÛvÀézÀ C É̄AiÀÄ°è 
£É É̄ PÀAqÀÄPÉÆArgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ DzsÀÄ¤PÀ PÀ£ÀßqÀ ¸Á»vÀåzÀ°è. F PÁ®WÀlÖzÀ zÀ°vÀ ¸Á»vÀå zÀªÀÄ¤vÀgÀ 
§zÀÄQ£À §ªÀuÉUÀ½UÉ À̧àA¢¹, ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ ¦æÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀåvÀézÀ ¤ÃwAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ©wÛzÉ.     
CªÀªÀiÁ£À, CUËgÀªÀUÀ½UÉÆ¼À¥Àr¹, ªÀiÁ£À¹PÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÉÊ»PÀ »A Ȩ́UÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¤ÃqÀÄwÛzÀÝ ±ÉÆÃµÀPÀ 
À̧ªÀÄÆºÀzÀ «PÀÈvÀ £ÀvÀð£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÀ¹ºÀ¹AiÀiÁV zÁR°¹gÀÄªÀ PÀ£ÀßqÀ zÀ°vÀ¸Á»vÀå F £É®zÀ 

£ÉÊd ZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀnÖPÉÆnÖzÉ. ‘¨ÁAiÀÄ¯è ¨ÉuÉÚ §UÀÎ¯è zÉÆuÉÚ ’ JA§AvÉ £Àn À́ÄªÀªÀgÀ £ÀqÀÄªÉ 
£Á½£À ¢£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÁtÄªÀÅzÀÄ §ºÀÄ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁ À̧zÀ PÉ®¸À. CAvÀºÀ DAiÀiÁ À̧- ¥ÀæAiÀiÁ À̧UÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
PÀnÖPÉÆqÀÄªÀ zÀ°vÀ ¸Á»vÀå PÀxÉ, PÀ«vÉ, £ÁlPÀ, PÁzÀA§j, fÃªÀ£À ZÀjvÉæ, DvÀäZÀjvÉæ ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÁzÀ 
¸Á»vÀå ¥ÀæPÁgÀUÀ¼À°è gÀZÀ£ÉUÉÆArzÉ. ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ À̧AgÀZÀ£ÉUÉ ¸À£ÁäUÀðzÀ±Àð£À ªÀiÁrzÉ.  

     §zÀÄPÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ vÉÆqÀPÀÄUÀ¼À À̧gÀªÀiÁ É̄. EzÀgÀ°è Ȩ́ÆÃ®ÄªÀÅzÉµÀÄÖ, UÉ®ÄèªÀÅzÉµÀÄÖ 
JAzÀÄ vÀÆV £ÉÆÃqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ PÀµÀÖ¸ÁzsÀå. À̧ºÀ̧ Àæ ¸ÀªÀÄ Ȩ́åUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄªÉ ¸ÁzsÀ£É ªÀiÁqÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ CµÀÄÖ 
À̧Ä®¨sÀªÁzÀÄzÀ®è. ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ À̧APÀlUÀ¼ÀÄ §AzÀgÀÆ PÀÆqÀ CzÀPÉÌ ºÉzÀj aAvÉAiÀÄ°è ¨ÉAzÀÄ 

ºÉÆÃUÀzÉ, PÉZÉÑzÉ¬ÄAzÀ JzÀÄj¹ ¨Á¼ÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¤dfÃªÀ£À. ºÁUÁV CAxÀ ¤dfÃªÀ£À 
¤ªÀð»¹zÀªÀgÀÄ PÀët PÀëtUÀ¼À°è£À WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÁR° À̧ÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ NzÀÄUÀgÀ°è À̧ºÀ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß, 
PÀµÀÖ À̧»µÀÄÚvÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃzsÀªÀÄðªÀ£ÀÄß ¨É¼É À̧ÄªÀÅzÀgÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¢UÉ À̧ÆáwðAiÀÄ 
a®ÄªÉÄAiÀiÁUÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 

      PÀ£ÀßqÀ zÀ°vÀ ¸Á»vÀå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ zÀ°vÀ PÀ£ÀßrUÀgÀ K½UÉUÉ C¥ÀÆªÀð PÁuÉÌ ¤ÃrzÀªÀgÀ°è 
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀÄ M§âgÀÄ. ¥Àæw ªÀåQÛ §jÃ ªÀåQÛAiÀiÁVAiÉÄÃ G½AiÀÄzÉÃ, DvÀ£ÀÄ 
CxÀªÁ DPÉAiÀÄÄ ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁzÁUÀ DzÀ±Àð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ C£ÀÄPÀgÀuÉUÉ AiÉÆÃUÀågÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ªÀåQÛ, ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁUÀ®Ä 
¥ÀlÖ¥ÁqÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, wAzÉlÄUÀ¼ÀÄ, GvÉàçÃPÉëAiÀiÁUÀzÉ, ¤gÀ¥ÉÃPÉëAiÀÄÆ DUÀzÉ À̧ªÀÄvÀÆPÀzÀ°è, À̧vÀå 
£É É̄AiÀÄ°è, ªÁ À̧ÛªÀzÀ C É̄AiÀÄ°è C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ PÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÁV CªÀjAzÀ É̄Ã C©üªÀåPÀÛUÉÆAqÁUÀ 
DvÀäZÀjvÉæAiÀiÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. DvÀäZÀjvÉæUÀ¼ÀÄ £Ár£À, zÉÃ±ÀzÀ £ÉÊd EwºÁ À̧PÉÌ ¥ÀÄ¶×PÉÆqÀÄªÀ zÁR É̄UÀ¼ÀÄ. 
EªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DzsÀj¹ ZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¥ÀÄ£Àgï PÀlÄÖ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DvÀäZÀjvÉæUÀ¼À°è DAiÀiÁAiÀÄ PÁ®WÀlÖzÀ 
¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ, gÁdQÃAiÀÄ, ¸ÁA À̧ÌøwPÀ, DyðPÀ PÉëÃvÀæUÀ¼À £ÉÊdavÀæt«gÀÄvÀÛzÉ.  
DvÀäZÀjvÉæUÀ¼À£ÁßzsÀj¹zÁUÀ EwºÁ À̧ £ÉÊd À̧AUÀw, WÀl£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ½AzÀ zÁR¯ÁV 
¥ÀjuÁªÀÄPÁjAiÀiÁzÀ ¥Àæ̈ sÁªÀªÀ£ÀÄß ©ÃgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ. ‚DvÀäPÀxÉUÀ̧ ÀÄ vÀªÀÄä MlÖAzÀzÀ¯è PÉÃªÀ 
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UÀvÀPÁ®zÀ ¤¢ðµÀÖvÉAiÀÄ°è VgÀQ ºÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ, «±ÁæAw ¥ÀqÉAiÀÄÄªÀ dqÀ §gÀºÀUÀ¼ÁVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. 
É̄ÃRPÀgÀÄ §zÀÄPÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ ¸ÀªÀÄPÁ°Ã£À MvÀÛqÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÁUÉ dqÀªÁVgÀ®Ä ©qÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. 

UÀvÀªÀ£ÀÄß ªÀvÀðªÀiÁ£ÀzÀ°è ¥ÀjUÀæ» À̧ÄªÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CzÉÃ PÁ®PÉÌ UÀvÀPÁ®zÀ É̈¼ÀQ£À°è ªÀvÀðªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
ªÁåSÁå¤ À̧ÄªÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÀiË°åÃPÀj À̧ÄªÀ ¸ÀÈd£À²Ã®zÀ ºÁUÀÆ Ȩ́ÊzÁÞAwPÀªÁzÀ PÉ® À̧UÀ¼ÀÄ KPÀPÁ®PÉÌ 
£ÀqÉAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄvÀÛªÉ.‛ (qÁ. ©.JA. ¥ÀÄlÖAiÀÄå-DvÀäPÀxÉUÀ¼À°è PÀ£ÁðlPÀzÀ PÀvÉ-¥Àæ̧ ÁgÁAUÀ, PÀ£ÀßqÀ 
«±Àé«zÁå¤®AiÀÄ, ºÀA¦-1999 ¥ÀÄl À̧ASÉå-10) ºÁUÁV DvÀäPÀxÉUÀ¼ÀÄ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼À « À̧ÛgÀuÉUÉ 
À̧ÆáwðAiÀÄ ªÁ»¤UÀ¼ÀÄ. 

     C£ÁåAiÀÄ, CzÀPÀëvÉ, C À̧ªÀiÁ£ÀvÉUÀ¼À «gÀÄzÀÞzÀ ºÉÆÃgÁlªÀ£ÉßÃ G¹gÁV¹PÉÆAqÀªÀgÀÄ 
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeïgÀªÀgÀÄ. ²PÀët, À̧AWÀl£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ºÉÆÃgÁlUÀ¼ÉA§ ªÀÄºÁªÀÄAvÀæUÀ¼À£ÀÄß,  
ªÀÄºÁPÁAiÀÄðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉÃ½PÉÆlÖ ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀvÁªÁ¢ qÁ. ©.Dgï. CA É̈ÃqÀÌgïgÀªÀgÀÄ vÉÆÃjzÀ 
ªÀiÁUÀðzÀ°è ¸ÁV ¸ÁV ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼À ¸ËzsÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀnÖzÀªÀgÀÄ ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeïgÀªÀgÀÄ. £ÉÆAzÀÄ 
¨ÉAzÀÄ ²PÀët ¥ÀqÉzÀ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀÄ £ÉÆAzÀªÀgÀ £ÉÆÃ«UÉ, ¨ÉAzÀªÀgÀ ¨ÉªÀjUÉ vÀPÀët À̧àA¢¹ 
D AiÀiÁvÀ£ÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ªÉÃzÀ£ÉUÀ¼À ¤ªÁgÀuÉUÁV ºÉtUÁrzÀ ¸ÁzsÀPÀgÀÄ. ¸Á«®èzÀ ¸Á»vÀåPÉÌ 
ªÀ À̧ÄÛªÁUÀÄªÀµÀÖgÀ ªÀÄnÖUÉ vÀªÀÄä G¹gÀÄ EgÀÄªÀ vÀ£ÀPÀ ºÉÆÃgÁrzÀªÀgÀÄ. ¸Á»wAiÀiÁV, À̧ªÀiÁd 
Ȩ́ÃªÀPÀgÁV, À̧ªÀiÁd ¸ÀÄzsÁgÀPÀgÁV, À̧AWÀlPÀgÁV, PÁAiÀÄðPÀvÀðgÁV, ¸Á«gÁgÀÄ ªÀÄA¢AiÀÄ 

ªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼À°è£À ªÀiÁ°£ÀåªÀ£ÀÄß vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀ À̧®ÄªÁV zÀÄrzÀ, CªÀgÀ zÀÄrªÉÄ CPÀëAiÀÄ ¤¢ü. D 
CPÀëAiÀÄ¤¢üUÉ CªÀgÀ fÃªÀ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÉÄÃ gÀ£ÀßUÀ£Àßr. PÀjAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀ£ÀßrAiÀÄ°è vÉÆÃj À̧ÄªÀAvÉ  
CªÀgÀÄ ‘ªÀiÁªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ®ÉÆAzÀÄ PÉÆÃV®É ’ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ‘ ZÀ̧ ÀÄªÀ¹AiÀÄ UÀ̈ sÀðzÀ¯è ’ JA¨ÉgÀqÀÄ 
DvÀäZÀjvÉæUÀ¼À°è ¤PÉëÃ¥ÀUÉÆ½¹zÁÝgÉ. 

     ``2004gÀ°è ¥ÀæPÀlªÁzÀ £À£Àß DvÀäZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ ªÉÆzÀ® ¨sÁUÀ `ªÀiÁªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ É̄ÆAzÀÄ 
PÉÆÃV®É ’ ªÁå¥ÀPÀªÁzÀ ¥Àæ°ÀA´ÉUÉÆ¸ÀUÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. £Á£ÀÄ §gÉAiÀÄ§¶ÀÄzÁzÀ §¶ÀÄ¥Á£ÀÄß DUÀ 
§gÉAiÀÄ®Ä DVgÀ°®è. ºÁUÁV À̧«¸ÁÛgÀªÁzÀ ««zsÀ ¥Àæ̧ ÀAUÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ªÀÄvÉÛ zÁR° À̧ÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃzÉ. 
zÀ°vÀ ZÀ¼ÀÄªÀ½AiÀÄ DzÀæð UÀ½UÉUÀ¼ÀÄ E°è MqÀªÀÄÆrªÉ. §ºÀÄ¥Á®Ä zÀ°vÀ ZÀ¼ÀÄªÀ½AiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
PÀÄjvÀ £À£Àß ªÉÊAiÀÄQÛPÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ E°è ºÉZÁÑVgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ, §zÀÄQ£À PÀpt À̧ªÁ®ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
¶ÉZÁÑV «Ä¹vÀªÁVgÀÄªÀÅzÀjAzÀ F DvÀäZÀjvÉæAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄAzÀÄªÀjzÀ ¨sÁUÀPÉÌ ‘ZÀ À̧ÄªÀ¹AiÀÄ UÀ̈ sÀðzÀ̄ è’ 
JA§ ¶É À́gÀÄ ¤ÃrgÀÄªÉ ’’ JAzÀÄ ªÀÄÄ À̧ÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀÄ ¶ÉÃ À̧ÄªÀ ªÀÄÆPÀ vÀªÀÄä 
DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼À GzÉÝÃ±ÀªÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀàµÀÖUÉÆ½¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 

 ¶À£ÉßgÀqÀÄ CzsÁåAiÀÄUÀ À̧£ÉÆß À̧UÉÆArgÀÄªÀ `ªÀiÁªÀÄgÀzÀ ªÉÄÃ®ÉÆAzÀÄ PÉÆÃV®É ‘-JA§ 
DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀzÀ°è ¨Á®å §zÀÄQ£À°è ªÀÄAdÄ ªÀÄAeÁzÀ CªÀªÀiÁ£À C¥ÀªÀiÁ£ÀUÀ¼À J¼ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
©r¹nÖzÁÝgÉ. ¨Á®å §zÀÄPÀÄ PÀAqÀ F ªÀåªÀ Ȩ́ÜAiÀÄ PÀÆægÀvÉ, PÀ¥ÀlvÀ£ÀªÀ£ÀÄß 
§AiÀÄ®ÄUÉÆ½¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. ¹AºÁªÀ̄ ÉÆÃPÀ£ÀPÀæªÀÄ¢AzÀ JuÉzÀÄ PÀnÖgÀÄªÀ F PÀxÀ£ÀzÀ°è zÀ°vÀ 
PÉÃjAiÀÄ ªÁ À̧ÛªÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ CPÀëgÀgÀÆ¥ÀzÀ°è C©üªÀåPÀÛUÉÆArªÉ. KPÁAvÀ Ȩ́gÉªÁ À̧zÀ MAzÀÄ 
¢£À ’JA§ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀ¢AzÀ DgÀA s̈ÀªÁV `¶ÉÆ¸ÉªÀ PÀAUÀ À̧ ¢éÃ¥ÀzÀ̄ è’-JA§ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀzÉÆA¢UÉ 
ªÀÄÄPÁÛAiÀÄUÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀÅzÀÄ. E°è£À C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ZÀ®£ÀavÀæzÀAvÉ PÀtÄäAzÉ ZÀ° À̧ÄvÁÛ PÀgÀÄ¼À£ÀÄß 
QªÀÅaPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀAvÉ ªÀiÁr©qÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 

 ``C¥Àà£À Hj£À £É£À¥ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¦æÃw CUÁzsÀ. C¥Àà zÉÆqÀØ ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ£ÁzÀgÀÆ UÉÆÃ°UÀdÄÓUÀ 
DqÀÄvÁÛ, CPÀëgÀ PÀÆqÁ PÀ°AiÀÄzÉ EzÀÝ PÁ®zÀ°è C¥Àà£À Ȩ́ÆÃzÀgÀ À̧A§A¢üAiÉÆ§âgÀÄ CªÀgÀ£ÀÄß 
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»rzÀÄ À̧ÆÌ°UÉ ºÁQzÀgÀÄ. CzÀjAzÁVAiÉÄÃ C¥Àà CPÀëgÀ PÀ°AiÀÄ®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. £À£Àß vÁvÀ 
AiÀiÁªÀ dªÁ¨ÁÝjAiÀÄÆ E®èzÉ ¨É¼ÉzÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå. £À£Àß aPÀÌ ªÀiÁªÀ qÉÆÃ®Ä §rAiÀÄÄªÀ PÀ É̄UÁgÀ, 
zÉÆqÀØ ªÀiÁªÀ zÀ£ÀUÀ¼À ªÁå¥ÁgÀ §®è ZÀÄgÀÄPÁzÀ zÀ¯Áè½,...CdÓ£À À̧dÓ¤PÉ, UÉÃ°UÀÄt, £ÀUÀÄªÀÄÄR 
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ vÀªÀiÁµÉAiÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀÄ CfÓVgÀ°®è. ªÀåAUÀå PÀlQ É̄ÃªÀr «qÀA§£É ºÁUÀÆ nÃPÉAiÀÄ À̧é̈ sÁªÀ 
CfÓAiÀÄzÀÄ.’’(¥ÀÄ. À́A-9-15)»ÃUÉ vÀ£ÀßªÀgÀ «©ü£Àß ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃzsÀªÀÄðUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¥ÀjZÀ¬Ä¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 
ªÀÄtÂÚ£À UÉÆÃqÉAiÀÄ, ¸ÀUÀtÂ £É®zÀ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄÄ vÀÄA¨Á PÉÆ¼ÀPÁVzÀÝgÀÆ C°è£À ¦æÃwªÁvÀì®åUÀ¼ÀÄ 
C¥ÀÆªÀðªÁzÀªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ. CfÓAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°è ¨Á®åªÀ£ÀÄß PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÁV£À CªÀé£À À̧APÀlUÀ¼À 
WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À avÀætUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÁR° À̧¯ÁVzÉ. 

 PÉ.Dgï. £ÀUÀgÀzÀ°è£À vÀªÀÄä ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ À̧«ÄÃ¥ÀzÀ°èzÀÝ ¨ÁæºÀät PÀÄlÄA§zÀ ºÉAUÀ¹UÉ PÁ¬Ä 
ZÀÆgÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß vÀAzÀÄ PÉÆqÀÄwÛzÀÝ WÀl£É ªÀÄvÀÄÛ Qæ²ÑAiÀÄ£ï ºÉAUÀ¹ì£À £Á¯ÁÌuÉ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀ 
¥Àæ̧ ÀAUÀ zÀ°vÀgÀ°è£À À̧vÀå, ¤µÉ×, ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, vÀ¥ÀÄà ªÀiÁrzÀÝgÀ T£ÀßvÉ, ¨ÁæºÀät ºÉAUÀ¹£À 
À̧tÚvÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, Qæ²ÑAiÀÄ£ï ºÉAUÀ¹£À GzÁgÀvÉAiÀÄÄ J¼ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄ£ÀzÁ¼ÀPÉÌ E½zÀ §UÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 

w½ À̧ÄvÀÛªÉ. ¸ÀPÁðj C¢üPÁjAiÀiÁVzÀÝ zÀ°vÀ ¯Á É̄ÆÃfAiÀÄ PËlÄA©PÀ avÀætªÀÅ §ºÀÄvÉÃPÀ zÀ°vÀ 
C¢üPÁj, £ËPÀgÀgÀ PËlÄA©PÀ fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ ¥Àæw¤¢üAiÀÄAwzÉ. ¨Á®åzÀ°è ©wÛzÀ ¨sÀAiÀÄzÀ 
¥ÀjuÁªÀÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß, WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ©r¹gÀÄªÀ ¯ÉÃRPÀgÀÄ ªÀåQÛ ªÀAiÀÄ¹ì£À°è »jAiÀÄ£ÁzÀgÀÆ 
ªÀÄÄzÀÄPÀ£ÁzÀgÀÆ, À̧tÚvÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ©qÀÄªÀÅ¢®èªÉA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß, ZÀ¥À®avÀÛ, PÁªÀÄ«PÁgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÃUÉ 
¨Á¢ü À̧ÄvÀÛªÉA§ÄzÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀ WÀl£ÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ¤gÀÆ¦¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. 

    ‚ À́ÆÌ¯£À £À£Àß dUÀvÀÄÛ À́AQë¥ÀÛªÁzÀzÀÄÝ ©Ã¢AiÀÄ ®ÉÆÃPÀ CzÀÄãvÀªÁzÀzÀÄÝ. CUÁzsÀªÁzÀzÀÄÝ. 
©Ã¢AiÀÄ£ÀÄß £ÉÆÃqÀÄvÁÛ °Á®ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß UÀæ· À́ÄvÁÛ £Á£ÀÄ ¨Ȩ́ ÉzÀzÀÄÝ £À£Àß ¥Á¯£À MAzÀÄ « À́äAiÀÄ‛ 
(¥ÀÄ. À̧A-28). £É®zÀ°è ¨É¼ÉzÀ VqÀzÀ ¨ÉÃgÀÄ D¼ÀªÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. PÀÄAqÀzÀ°è ¨É¼ÉzÀ VqÀzÀ ¨ÉÃgÀÄ 
D¼ÀQÌ½AiÀÄzÉ C®ÄUÁqÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ £Á±ÀzÀAaUÉ §ºÀÄ É̈ÃUÀ vÀ®Ä¦©qÀÄvÀÛzÉ. £ÀªÀÄä ²PÀët PÀÄAqÀzÀ°è 
¨Ȩ́ É À́ÄªÀ VqÀªÁUÀzÉ, £ÉzÀ¯è É̈ Ȩ́ À́ÄªÀ VqÀªÁUÀ É̈ÃPÉA§ À́ÆZÀ£ÉUÀ̧ ÀÄ E¯èªÉ. ‘°Á®ÉAiÀÄ¯è £Á£ÀÄ’ 
JA§ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀzÀ̄ è ‘eÁw’À JA§ «²À©Ãd ©vÀÄÛªÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²ÀvÀé zÉÆæÃ· PÉA¥ÀAiÀÄå ªÉÄÃ²ÀÖç 
À̧tÚvÀ£À, ZÀAzÀæ±ÉÃRgÀ±Á¹Ûç JA§ CzsÁå¥ÀPÀgÀ°è£À C¥ÁgÀ ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå ¦æÃwAiÀÄ zÉÆqÀØvÀ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 

KPÀPÁ®zÀ°è PÀAqÀÄ C£ÀÄ s̈À«¹gÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß zÁR° À̧ÄªÀ ªÀÄÆ®PÀ ªÉÄÃµÀÄÖçUÀ¼ÁzÀªÀgÀÄ 
ºÉÃVgÀ É̈ÃPÉA§ÄzÀgÀ À̧£ÁäUÀðzÀ±Àð£À«zÉ.  

 gÉÃµÉä ¹ÃgÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß DgÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ £É É̄AiÀÄ°è C£ÀÄ¨sÀ« À̧ÄwÛzÀÝ CªÀé¤AzÀ DPÉAiÀÄ UÉ¼Àw 
E Ȩ́zÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ªÁ¥Á À̧Äì ¤ÃqÀzÉ À̧vÀÄÛ ºÉÆÃVzÀÄÝ, CzÀPÁÌV CªÀé£À À̧APÀlUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥Àæw zÀ°vÀ 
ºÉtÄÚªÀÄPÀÌ¼À À̧APÀlUÀ¼ÀAvÉAiÉÄÃ awævÀªÁVªÉ. C¥Àà¤UÁUÀÄwÛzÀÝ QgÀÄPÀÄ¼À, vÀ£ÀUÁzÀ PÀ» 
C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ, PÀÄqÀÄPÀgÀ CªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄ PÁAiÀÄðUÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀAZÀPÀgÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁfPÀ zÉÆæÃºÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß 
awæ À̧ÄªÀ É̄ÃRPÀgÀÄ AiÀiËªÀé£ÀzÀ°è£À vÀ®ètUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÁR°¹zÁÝgÉ. 

 ‘PÁzÀ PÉÆgÀ̧ À vÀÄA¨Á PÀtÂÚÃgÀ ªÀÄÄvÀÄÛUÀ̧ ÀÄ’ (¥ÀÄ-35), ‘¦æÃw CAzÀgÉ À́Èd£À²Ã®vÉAiÀÄ 
MAzÀÄ IÄvÀÄZÀPÀæ. ¸ÁªÀ£ÀÄß UÉ®è§®è F ZÀPÀæ ZÀ° À̧ÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÉ. d£ÀgÀÄ ¸ÁAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝgÀÆ ¦æÃwAiÀÄÄ 
¤gÀAvÀgÀ ¨É¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÉ.(¥ÀÄ. À̧A-53), ‘¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ ·AzÉ ZÀ̄ À́ÄªÀªÀgÉègÀÆ ¨sÀæªÀiÁ 
fÃ«UÀ¼ÁVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß CjvÀªÀgÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ À̧AvÀgÁVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ À̧AVÃvÁvÀäPÀ 
UÀÄtªÀ£ÀÄß §®èªÀgÀÄ, CzÀgÀ £ÀrUÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ºÁqÁV ªÀiÁqÀ§®èªÀgÀÄ PÀ«UÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. CzÀgÀ̄ ÉèÃ 
PÀgÀV vÀªÀÄä£ÀÄß vÁªÀÅ PÀ¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀªÀgÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ ¤dªÁzÀ ¥ÉæÃ«ÄUÀ¼ÁUÀÄvÁÛgÉ. (¥ÀÄ. À̧A-54) 
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‘eÁw’ JA§ÄzÀÄ AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ PÀnÖzÀ UÉÆÃj CzÀ£ÀÄß £ÀªÀÄäzÀ£ÁßV £ÁªÀÅ ªÀiÁrPÉÆArzÉÝÃªÉ’(¥ÀÄ. 
À̧A-57), ‘´Á«£À £ÀAvÀgÀªÀÇ C¹ À́®ÁUÀzÀ §zÀÄQ£À ¶ÉeÉÓUÀ¸À£ÀÄß ªÀÄÆr À́ÄªÀ fÃªÀ£À PÀæªÀÄªÀ£ÀÄß 

ªÀÄ£ÀÄµÀå£ÀÄ ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÁÝ£É. (¥ÀÄ. À̧A-60), `vÀ£ÀUÉ ¹PÀÌzÉ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀ£ÀÄß ºÀÄqÀÄPÀÄvÁÛ 
¶ÉÆÃUÀÄªÀÅzÉÃ §zÀÄPÀÄ’ (¥ÀÄ. À̧A.-64), ‘´Á«£À ¶ÀQÌAiÀÄ gÉPÉÌAiÀÄ PÉ À̧UÉ F dUÀvÀÄÛ ZÀ̄ À́ÄwÛvÀÄÛ.’ 
(¥ÀÄ. À̧A-65)`UÀAqÀÄ ºÉtÄÚUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄ«£À ¥ÉæÃªÀÄªÀÅ ¥ÀæPÀÈwAiÀÄµÉÖÃ ¥ÁæaÃ£ÀªÁzÀÄzÀÄ. ¥ÉæÃªÀÄzÀ 
ªÉÄÃÆ vÀ£Àß ¶ÀPÀÄÌ ´ÁÜ¦ À́ÄªÀ eÁwAiÀÄÄ CvÀåAvÀ PÀÆægÀªÁzÀzÀÄÝ’ (¥ÀÄ.´ÀA-72), ‘ À́È³ÖAiÀÄ ¨ÉgÀUÀÄ 
ªÀÄvÀÄÛ «£Á°À, PÀ£À́ ÀÄ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÀ®ÉUÁjPÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ªÀiÁ£ÀªÀ vÀ£Àß ªÀÄÆPÀªÉÃ vÁ£ÀÄ PÁt¨ÉÃPÁVzÉ ’ 
(¥ÀÄ. À̧A-73) JA§AvÀºÀ CªÀgÀ C¥ÀÆªÀðªÁzÀ C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ £ÀÄrUÀ¼ÀÄ ¥ÀzÉÃ ¥ÀzÉÃ aAvÀ£À 
ªÀÄAxÀ£ÀPÉÌ¼ÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛªÉ. D ªÀÄÆ®PÀ §zÀÄPÀÄ JAzÀgÉÃ£ÀÄ? CzÀÄ ºÉÃVgÀ É̈ÃPÀÄ? JA§ÄzÀPÉÌ 
GvÀÛgÀªÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄPÉÆ¸ÀîÄ ¥ÉæÃgÉÃ¦ À́ÄvÀÛªÉ. ‘£À£Àß ¨Á À̧Ä PÉÃªÀ £À£Àß ¨Á À̧è £À£Àß dvÉ §zÀÄQzÀ 
C£ÉÃPÀjUÉ Ȩ́ÃjzÀÄÝ CzÀÄ (¥ÀÄ. À̧A-76) JAzÀÄ É̄ÃRPÀgÉÃ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀAvÉ CªÀgÀ ¨Á½£À C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀPÉÌ 
vÉPÉÌUÉ §gÀÄªÀ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ ¥ÁvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ MAzÉÆAzÀÄ WÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀAzÀ¨sÀðzÀ vÀ®èt-vÀªÀPÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
FªÉÇwÛ£À §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß UÀnÖAiÀiÁV¹PÉÆ¼Àî®Ä ¥ÉæÃgÉÃ¦ À̧ÄvÀÛªÉ.  

    ªÀÄÄ À̧ÆîgÀÄ CªÀgÀ C¥ÀæPÀnvÀªÁzÀ ‘ZÀ¸ÀÄªÀ¹AiÀÄ UÀ̈ sÀðzÀ¯è’ JA§ DvÀäZÀjvÉæ ªÀåQÛ- À̧ªÀiÁd-
À̧AWÀl£ÉUÀ¼À £ÀqÀÄ«£À À̧AWÀµÀð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ À̧APÀlUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁªÀzsÁ£ÀªÁV ¤gÀÆ¦ À̧ÄvÀÛzÉ. F 

PÀÈwAiÀÄÄ À̧¨ï E£ïì¥ÉPÀÖgï J®è¥Àà£À PÀ®Äè ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄzÀ C£ÁªÀgÀtzÉÆA¢UÉ DgÀA¨sÀªÁV zÀ°vÀgÀ 
¥ÀæUÀwUÁV vÀªÀÄä ErÃ §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß À̧ªÀÄ¦ð¹PÉÆArgÀÄªÀ ºÀjºÀgÀ D£ÀAzÀ¸Áé«ÄAiÀÄªÀgÀ 
¥ÀjZÀAiÀÄzÀªÀgÉUÉ ªÁå¦¹PÉÆArzÉ.  

     `‘PÀ£À́ ÀÄUÀ̧ À£ÀÄß PÁt§¶ÀÄzÁzÀ J Ȩ́AiÀÄ ªÀAiÀÄµì£À°è É̄ÆÃPÀzÀ PÀµÀÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ºÉUÀ® ªÉÄÃ¯É 
ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ZÀ¼ÀÄªÀ½ zÁjAiÀÄ°è ZÀ° À̧ÄwÛzÉÝ. F ¥ÀAiÀÄtzÀ°è £Á£ÀÄ KPÁAVAiÀiÁVgÀ°®è. £À£Àß dvÉ 
C£ÉÃPÀ Ȩ́ßÃ»vÀjzÀÝgÀÄ. D¥ÀÛjzÀÝgÀÄ. DUÀ §zÀÄQ£À ¨É̄ ÉAiÀÄ£ÉßÃ w½AiÀÄzÀ AiÀiËªÀé£À £À£Àß §½¬ÄvÀÄÛ. 
«zÉåAiÀÄ£ÀÄß PÀnÖPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ §zÀ®Ä ¥ÀzÀåªÀ£ÀÄß PÀnÖPÉÆAqÀ D PÁ® vÀÄA¨Á C¥ÁåAiÀÄªÀiÁ£ÁzÀzÉÝÃ 
À̧j. ºÉUÀ® ªÉÄÃ É̄ ¨ÁåUï. ¨ÁåV£À°è vÀÄA© vÀÆUÀÄªÀ PÀ«vÉUÀ¼ÀÄ. PÀ«vÉUÀ¼ÉÆqÀ£É ºÀUÀ®Ä gÁwæ 
À̧AZÁgÀ. C£ÁåAiÀÄUÀ¼À «gÀÄzÀÞ À̧zÁ ¥ÀÄnzÉÃ¼ÀÄªÀ GvÁìºÀ. £À£ÀßzÉ£ÀÄßªÀÅzÉÃ£ÀÆ E®è¢zÀÝgÀÆ 

£À£ÀßzÉÃ J®èªÀÇ DVvÀÄÛ. CxÀªÁ £Á£ÀÄ ºÁUÉAzÀÄPÉÆArzÉÝ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ°è PÁ® PÀ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀÅzÀÄ 
PÀ²ÀÖªÁVvÀÄÛ. DUÀ £Á£ÀÄ gÁ± gÁ± ¥ÀÄ À́ÛPÀUÀ À̧£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄA¢lÄÖPÉÆAqÀÄ NzÀÄwÛzÉÝ’’ JAzÉè ¶ÉÃ À̧ÄªÀ 
ªÀÄÆ®PÀ vÀªÀÄä §zÀÄQ£À ºÁ¢AiÀÄ DgÀA¨sÀPÉÌ À̧àµÀÖ£ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ¤ÃrgÀÄªÀ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀÄ À̧zÁ 
À̧ªÀiÁd- À̧AWÀl£É ºÉÆÃgÁlzÀ̄ ÉèÃ ¤gÀvÀgÁzÀgÀÄ. ¥ÉÆÃ°Ã À̧gÀÄ, gÁdPÁgÀtÂUÀ¼ÀÄ, C¢üPÁjUÀ¼ÀÄ, 

ªÉÄÃ®ÄeÁwAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ, PÉ¼ÀeÁwAiÀÄªÀgÀÄ, À̧AWÀl£ÉAiÀÄ°ègÀÄªÀ PÁAiÀÄðPÀvÀðgÀÄ, ¸Á»wUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
PÀ¯Á«zÀgÀÄ, gÉÊvÀgÀÄ, PÀÆ°PÁ«ÄðPÀgÀÄ, ¥ÀvÀæPÀvÀðgÀÄ, §AzsÀÄ«ÄvÀægÀÄ, ºÉAqÀwªÀÄPÀÌ¼ÀÄ, C¥Àà-CªÀé, 
CtÚ-vÀªÀÄä, CPÀÌ-vÀAV ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÁzÀªÀgÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ À̧tÚvÀ£À- zÉÆqÀØvÀ£ÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß DAiÀiÁAiÀÄ À̧AzÀ¨sÀðUÀ½UÉ 
C£ÀÄ¸ÁgÀªÁV JuÉ¢zÁÝgÉ.  

 ‚F zÉÃ°ÀzÀ̄ è ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²Àå ªÀÄ£ÀÄ²ÀågÀ £ÀqÀÄªÉ C¥À£ÀA©PÉUÀ À̧ À́ªÀÄÄzÀæªÉÃ EzÉ. EzÀQÌAvÀ 
ºÉZÁÑV ªÀÄÆqsÀ£ÀA©PÉUÀ¼ÀÄ vÁAqÀ« À̧ÄvÀÛªÉ. eÁw C À̧ªÀiÁ£ÀvÉUÀ¼ÀÄ ªÀiÁvÀæ £ÀªÀÄä fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ 
C« s̈Ádå CAUÀUÀ¼ÁVªÉ. ºÉÃUÉ ¤ªÁj À̧ÄªÀÅzÀÄ EªÀÅUÀ¼À£ÀÄß JAzÀÄ UÀ°©°UÉÆAqÀgÉ £ÀªÀÄä 
¢PÁÌV ¶ÉÆ Ȩ́AiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ qÁ. ©.Dgï. CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgï CªÀgÀÄ’’ J£ÀÄßªÀ ªÀÄÄ À̧ÆîgÀÄ CªÀgÀÄ 
C À̧àø±ÀåvÉAiÀÄ ¤ªÁgÀuÉUÉ ºÀ½î ºÀ½îUÀ¼À°è CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgï À̧AWÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß ¸ÁÜ¦ À̧®Ä DgÀA©ü¹zÀgÀÄ. D 
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À̧AzÀ¨sÀðzÀ°è MzÀV §AzÀ À̧APÀµÀÖUÀ¼ÀÄ À̧ºÀ À̧æ À̧ºÀ À̧æ CªÀÅUÀ½UÉ PÀÄUÀÎzÉ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è 
PÀÄ¥Àà½¹zÀgÀÄ. 

 F ‘eÁw’ JA§ «²ÀªÀÈPÀëzÀ zÀÄ²ÀãªÀ£ÀÄß eÁvÉæ, vÉÃgÀ£ÀÄß PÀzÀÝ WÀl£ÉUÀ̧ À¯è w¹µgÀÄªÀ 
É̄ÃRPÀgÀÄ ºÀ¹«£À ¥Àæ À̧AUÀUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÁR°¹gÀÄªÀgÀÄ. ºÉvÀÄÛ ºÉÆvÀÄÛ ¨É¼É¹zÀ C¥Àà CªÀÄä£À£ÀÄß 

§qÀvÀ£À¢AzÀ ªÀÄÄPÀÛUÉÆ½ À̧zÉ, ªÉÊAiÀÄQÛPÀ »vÁ À̧QÛUÉ UÀªÀÄ£ÀPÉÆqÀzÉ À̧zÁ À̧ªÀiÁd, d£ÀgÉAzÀÄ 
¥ÀjvÁ¦wÛzÀÝ £ÁUÀgÁeïgÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß CªÀgÀ ¸Á«Ä¥ÀåzÀ É̄èÃ ¨É¼ÉzÀ PÉ®ªÀgÀÄ PÁ®PÀ À̧zÀAvÉ PÀAqÀzÀÝ£ÀÄß 
vÀÄA¨Á £ÉÆÃ«¤AzÀ ºÉÃ½PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÁÛgÉ. 

 ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀ À̧Èd£À²Ã®-QæAiÀiÁ²Ã® ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃ«PÁ À̧ªÀ£ÀÄß À̧ªÀÄ¶ÖAiÀÄ 
«PÁ À̧zÉqÉUÉ C£Àé¬Ä¹PÉÆAqÀÄ C£ÀÄµÁ×£ÀzÀ°è ¤gÀvÀªÁV CzÀgÀ°è À̧¥sÀ®vÉ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ «¥sÀ®vÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß 
PÀAqÀÄ PÉÆArzÀÄÝ C®èzÉ CªÀgÀ fÃ«vÁªÀ¢üAiÀÄ°è£À C¥ÁgÀ C£ÀÄ¨sÀªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀ®ètUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
vÀAmÉUÁgÀgÀ vÀgÉèUÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄÄUÀÞgÀ ¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, À̧dÓ£ÀgÀ À̧A¥ÀPÀðzÀ À̧ÆáwðAiÀÄ Ȩ́ É̄UÀ¼ÀÄ, ªÀå¶Ö ªÀÄvÀÄÛ 
À̧ªÀÄ¶ÖAiÀÄ £É É̄AiÀÄ°è ¤gÀÆ¦vÀªÁVªÉ. £ÁUÀgÁeï CªÀgÀÄ vÀªÀÄä ªÉÊAiÀÄQÛPÀ §zÀÄPÀ£ÀÄß 

¥ÀæAiÉÆÃUÀ±Á É̄AiÀiÁV¹PÉÆAqÀÄ, C°è PÀAqÀÄPÉÆAqÀ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ À̧AUÀwUÀ¼À£ÀÄß C©üªÀåQÛ¹gÀÄªÀ 
EªÀgÀ F JgÀqÀÄ DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ºÉÆÃgÁlUÁgÀ£ÉÆ§âgÀ À̧vÀå, ¤µÉ×, ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀvÉ, Ȩ́ÃªÁ§zÀÞvÉUÉ 
»rzÀ PÀ£ÀßrAiÀÄAwªÉ. ¥ÀæUÀwAiÀÄ »AzÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀuÉUÀ½gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. E®èªÁzÀ°è CzsÉÆÃUÀw PÀnÖlÖ §ÄwÛ, 
zÀ°vÀ À̧ªÀÄÄzÁAiÀÄzÀ ¥ÀæUÀwUÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀPÀ±ÀQÛ CA¨ÉÃqÀÌgïgÀªÀgÀÄ. D ±ÀQÛAiÀÄ CAvÀgÀAUÀªÀ£ÀÄß À̧jAiÀiÁV 
CxÉÊð¹PÉÆAqÁUÀ zÀ°vÀ-§°vÀgÉ®ègÀÆ ¸ÁªÀÄgÀ À̧å ¸ËºÁzÀðvÉ¬ÄAzÀ ¨Á¼À®Ä ¸ÁzsÀåªÁUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. 
§°vÀªÀgÀÄ zÀ°vÀgÀ£ÀÄß ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄªÀAwPÉ¬ÄAzÀ PÀAqÁUÀ À̧ªÀiÁdzÀ°è dUÀ¼À, zÉÆA©, ºÉÆqÉzÁl 
§rzÁlUÀ¼ÀÄ EgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è. ±ÁAvÀ À̧ªÀiÁd ¤ªÀiÁðtªÁUÀ®Ä F vÉgÀ£ÁzÀ DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ 
§°vÀªÀgÀ ºÀÈ£Àä£À ¥ÀjªÀvÀð£ÉUÉ, zÀ°vÀgÀ eÁUÀÈwUÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀPÀªÁUÀÄªÀÅzÀgÀ°è À̧A±ÀAiÀÄ«®è.  

 §ºÀÄ d£ÀgÀ C£ÀßªÀ£ÀÄß PÀzÀÝªÀ£ÉÃ ²æÃªÀÄAvÀ. CAvÀºÀ ²æÃªÀÄAvÀgÀ ClÖºÁ À̧UÀ¼ÀÄ 
§qÀªÀgÀ£ÀÄß §UÀÄÎ§rAiÀÄÄªÀ vÀAvÀæUÀ¼ÀÄ, eÁw ºÉ À̧gÀ°è ªÉÄgÉAiÀÄÄªÀ ¢lÖgÀ£ÀÄß MA¢µÁÖzÀgÀÆ 
vÀVÎ À̧ÄªÀ CªÀgÀ D ªÀgÀ Ȩ́UÀ½UÉ JzÀÄgÁV ¤®è¨ÉÃPÁzÀ ¥ÀlÄÖUÀ¼À£ÀÄß PÀ°¹PÉÆqÀÄªÀ ªÁåAiÀiÁªÀÄ 
±Á É̄AiÀÄAwzÉ ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ CªÀgÀ DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ.  C®è°è ºÁ À̧å, ±ÀÈAUÁgÀ, ¨sÀAiÀiÁ£ÀPÀ, ±ÉÆÃPÀ 
¨sÁªÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ GvÀà£ÀßUÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀAvÉ, NzÀÄUÀ¤UÉ MAzÉÃ ¨ÁjUÉ CxÀðªÁUÀÄªÀAvÉ À̧gÀ¼À ªÁPÀåUÀ¼À°è 
¤gÀÆ¦¹gÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ F DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼À ªÉÊ²µÀÖöåvÉUÉ ¨É£Éß®Ä¨ÁVªÉ. ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉAiÀÄ ºÁ¢AiÀÄ°è ¸ÁVzÀªÀgÀÄ 
C£ÀÄ s̈À«¹zÀ £ÉÆÃªÀÅ-£À°ªÀÅUÀ¼À ¥ÁæªÀiÁtÂPÀ C©üªÀåQÛAiÀiÁzÀ F DvÀäPÀxÀ£ÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÁzsÀPÀ£À 
CAvÀgÀAUÀ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ §»gÀAUÀ QæAiÉÄUÀ¼À£ÀÄß zÁR°¹, ¸ÁzsÀ£Á²Ã®jUÉ ¥ÉæÃgÀPÀ±ÀQÛAiÀiÁVzÉ. fÃªÀ£À 
C£ÀÄ s̈ÀªÀzÀ PÀxÀ£ÀªÁzÀ EªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÀ°è fÃªÀ£ÀzÀ±Àð£À, ªÀiÁ£À«ÃAiÀÄvÉ, PÁAiÀÄðzÀPÀëvÉ, À̧ªÀÄAiÀÄ¤µÉ×, 
¸ÁA À̧ÌøwPÀ ¥ÀgÀA¥ÀgÉAiÀÄ ¥ÀjZÀAiÀÄ, PËlA©PÀ avÀæt, ¸ÁzsÀPÀ£À ¸Á«ÄÃ¥Àå §AzÀ ªÀåQÛUÀ¼ÀÄ E®èªÉÃ 
¸ÁzsÀPÀ£É ºÀÄqÀÄQPÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ ªÀåQÛUÀ¼À À̧AQë¥ÀÛªÁzÀ fÃªÀavÀætUÀ¼ÀÄ, ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ WÀl£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ, 
ªÀiÁ»w JA§ ªÀÄºÁ£ï À̧A¥ÀvÀÄÛ, ¸ÁzsÀPÀ£À PÀ É̄AiÀÄ PË±À®å ªÉÆzÀ̄ ÁzÀªÀÅUÀ¼ÀÄ FgÀÄ½îAiÀÄ ¥ÉÆgÉ 
©aÑPÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀAvÉ ©aÑPÉÆ¼ÀîvÁÛ ºÉÆÃUÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀgÀ UÀnÖAiÀÄ ªÀÄÆ®ªÀ£ÀÄß ¥ÀjZÀ¬Ä À̧ÄªÀAvÉ 
ªÀÄÄ¼ÀÆîgÀÄ CªÀgÀ fÃªÀ£À ªÀÄvÀÄÛ ¸ÁzsÀ£ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ CPÀëgÀªÉA§ G¹gÀ°è fÃªÀAvÀªÁVªÉ. 
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