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१.१.अंक ४२९ पर टिप्पणी 

टिदेह ४२९ म अंक पर पाठकीय मन्तव्य 
नबो नारायण ममश्र 
 
श्री आशीष अनचिन्हार जी द्वारा मोटाइ पर व्यंग्य बहुत सटीक 
अछि! हार्दिक शुभकामना। 
  
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर 
पठाउ। 
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१.१.कल्पना झा-मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक 
पररिारक योगदान -17 
१.२.र्हतनाि झा-मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक 
पररिारक योगदान-09 
१.३.लालदेि कामत-अछिक वपिरल ११० उपजाइत केर सँग अन्याय 
१.४.कुमार मनोज कश्यप- लघुकिा- ऐलीमनी 
१.५.परमानन्द लाल कर्ण-उडान 
१.६.संतोष कुमार राय 'बटोही'-समीक्षा- पोिी : गामक सुख 
(कविता-संग्रह) 
१.७.ग्रुप कॅप्टन (डॉ) िी एन झा-श्राद्ध कमण के लौवकक ि 
अलौवकक महत्त्व 
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१.१.कल्पना झा-मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक 
पररिारक योगदान -17 
 
कल्पना झा- मैथिली साहहत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं 
हुनक पहरिारक योगदान -17 

 
कल्पना झा 
(उपेन्द्रनाि झा 'व्यास' सार्हत्य अध्येता, आलोिक एिं किाकार) 
मैथिली साहहत्यम ेउपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पहरिारक 
योगदान -17 
अनुिादक 'व्यास' जी 
 

http://videha.co.in/Kalpana_Jha_Patna.jpg
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'अनुिाद' मात्र शब्दक पररितणन नर्ह। माने एक भाषाक शब्दक 
स्थान पर दोसर भाषाक शब्द चलखख देनाइ 'अनुिाद'क प्रविया नर्ह। 
अवपतु ई एकटा सृजनात्मक कायण अछि। जवटल प्रविया होइत 
िै 'अनुिाद'क। जतेक सहज बुझना जाइत िै लोक कँे, ततेक सहज 
काज िै नर्ह ई अनुिाद कायण। मूल रिनाक आत्मा, भाि आ 
चशल्प, सभ वकिु कँे ध्यान राखैत, दोसर भाषा मे ओर्ह सभ तत्व 
कँे जीिन्त राखए पडैत िै। कहबाक माने, नीक अनुिादक होएब 
सहज नर्ह। श्रमसाध्य काज अछि ई। वकिु लोक तँ अनुिाद कायण 
कँे मूल रिना सँ बेसी दुरूह कायण मानैत िथि। अनुिाद विभभन्न 
भाषाभाषी समुदायक बीि सामाचजक-सांसृ्कथतक सेतुक काज 
करैत अछि। आ तैँ सार्हत्यत्यक कृथत सभक अनुिाद आिश्यक 
अछि, जार्ह सँ कोनो महत्वपूर्ण कृथत अलग-अलग भाषा आ 
सांसृ्कथतक पृष्ठभूछमक लोक िरर पहँुचि सकए। ज्ञान आ कलाक 
संरक्षर् संभि भ' सकए। विकास भ' सकए। 
अनुिादकक समक्ष कइअक तरहक िुनौती मुह बओन ेठाढ़ रहैत 
अछि। भाषाक विषमता, सांसृ्कथतक संदभण, भाि-संप्रेषर् आ 
व्याकरर् आर्द, सभ वकिु केर ध्यान राखब आिश्यक रहैत िै 
एकटा अनुिादक कँे। संयोगिश कछनके टाक सार्हत्यत्यक यात्रा मे 
हमरहु एकटा मैथिली पोिीक अनुिाद र्हन्दी मे करबाक अिसर 
भेवट िुकल अछि। तैँ हम बुखझ सकैत िी/बुझैत िी, एर्ह प्रविया 
मे 'की' आ 'केहन' िुनौतीक सामना करए पडैत िै। 'व्यास' जीक 
रिना-संसार पर नजरर खखराएब तँ सात टा पोिी अनुिादेक भेटत। 
आ सभटा छनस्सन अनुिाद सभ िछन। स्तरीय अनुिाद। माने जतबा 
मूल रिना िछन हुनकर, बुझू ततबा अनुिादो कायण कएलछन 
ओ। 'व्यास' जी द्वारा अनूर्दत पोिीक चलस्ट देखल जाए - 
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श्रीमद्भगिद्गीता - 1963 
रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर खैयाम - 1966 
बाभनक बेटी - 1967 
विप्रदास -1977 
स्तोत्राञ्जचल - 1980 
दो पत्र - 1984 स्वरचित मैथिली लघु उपन्यास "दू पत्र"क र्हन्दी 
अनुिाद 
श्रीकान्त प्रिम 'पिण' - 1997 
उक्त सभटा अनूर्दत प्रकाचशत पोिी सँ पर्हने विद्यािीए जीिन 
सँ 'व्यास' जी वकिु अंग्रेजी कविता सभक मैथिली अनुिाद रहरहाँ 
करैत रहैत िलाह। माने जर्हना 'व्यास' जी विद्यािीए जीिन 
सँ 'व्यास' बछन गेल िलाह, (केिल उपनामे मे नर्ह, ििैाररकतामे 
सेहो ( तर्हना विद्यािीए जीिन सँ ओ अनुिादक सेहो बछन गेल 
िलाह। हमर अनुमान अछि जे हुनकर पचसनक काज िलछन प्रायः 
अनुिाद करब। मनलग्गू काज। 
पर्हल अनूर्दत पोिी जे प्रकाचशत भेलछन 'व्यास' जीक, से िलछन 
श्रीमद्भगिद्गीता। संसृ्कतक ज्ञान सेहो नीक िलछन 'व्यास' जी कँे। 
संसृ्कत आ मैथिली दुनू भाषा पर नीक पकड िछन अनुिादकक, से 
स्पष्ट पररलक्षक्षत होएत अनूर्दत पोिी श्रीमद्भगिद्गीता पढै़त काल। 
िेदव्यास रचित एर्ह महत्वपूर्ण पोिीक अनुिाद करैत भाि अक्षुण्ण 
रखबाक प्रयासे मात्र नर्ह देखा पडत, ओर्ह प्रयास मे परू्णतः सफल 
होइत देखा पडताह अनुिादक 'व्यास' जी। 
आब गप्प दोसर अनूर्दत पोिी रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर खैयाम 
पोिीक। 'व्यास' जी रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर खैयाम पोिीक भूछमका 
चलखैत कहने िथि जे कोना आ कतेक मशक्कत क' ओ एहेन 
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स्तरीय अनुिादक पोिी पाठकक सोझाँ परचस सकलाह। हुनकर 
कहब िछन, जे ओ अपन अनुिाद मे "रुबाइ"क मयाणदाक रक्षा 
करबाक भरसक प्रयास कएने िथि। संगर्ह यत्र-तत्र पद्य सभर्हक 
मात्रा ओ आकार मे वकिु विभभन्नता आछन िम-शैथिल्य  -
'मोनोटोनी' हटएबाक सेहो प्रयास कएलछन अछि। पद्यानुिाद मे 
यिासम्भि भाि एिं अिण कँे अक्षुण्ण रखबाक प्रयत्न करैत कतहु-
कतहु देश-कालानुसारँे सौन्दयण अनबाक हेतु वकिु पररितणन सेहो 
करए पडलछन अछि 'व्यास' जी कँे, से ओ स्वय ंस्वीकार कएलछन 
अछि। उक्त अनूर्दत पोिी "रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर खैयाम"क संदभण मे 
एकटा गप्प कहब आिश्यक बुझना जाइत अछि। असल म े
बहुभाषाविद् डॉ . अमरनाि झाक इच्छा रहछन मैथिली मे  " ओमर 
खैयाम"क पद्यानुिाद होअए। ई बात रमानाि बाबू कर्हयो गप्पक 
प्रसंग मे कहने िलथिन 'व्यास' जी कँे। आ हुनकर्ह बातक मान 
राखैत 'व्यास' जी "रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर खैयाम " पोिीक सृजन 
कएलछन। एर्ह पोिी म े'ओमर खैयाम'क लगभग 800 सँ 1200 
(संख्या मे मतैक्य नर्ह िछन शोिकताण लोकछनक ( रुबाइ 
कँे 75 पद मे समेटल गेल अछि। एर्ह पोिी मे "ग्रन्थ एिं 
ग्रन्थकार - वकिु पररिय " शीषणक सँ चलखल गेल 'ओमर खैयाम' स ँ
जुडल बहुत तथ्यपरक बातक ििाण अछि, जे चजज्ञासु पाठकक मोन-
प्रार् लेल नीक खोराक कहल जा सकैि। समग्रता मे कही तँ 
पठनीय ओ सगं्रहर्ीय अछि ई अनूर्दत पोिी रुबाइयात-ए-ओमर 
खैयाम। 
'व्यास' जी द्वारा अनूर्दत तेसर पोिी "बाभनक बेटी " बङ्ग्लाक 
प्रचसद्ध लेखक शरतिन्द्र िट्टोपाध्यायक लोकवप्रय उपन्यास 'बामुनेर 
मेये'क मैथिली अनुिाद थिक। िूंँँवक मैथिल समाज मे सेहो बहु-
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वििाहक कुप्रिा िलए एक समय मे, आ बङ्ग्लाक सामाचजक 
व्यिस्था सँ अपना सभक साम्यता रहल अछि, तैँ एर्ह बङ्ग्ला 
उपन्यासक किानक मैथिली-भाषी पाठक कँे रोिक लाछग सकैत 
िछन, से सोचि उक्त उपन्यासक मैथिली अनुिाद करबाक वििार 
अएलछन 'व्यास' जीक मोन मे। सन् 1952 मे कएल एर्ह बङ्ग्ला 
पोिीक अनुिाद 1954 मे िारािार्हक रूप मे "छमथिला छमर्हर " मे 
प्रकाचशत भेल िल। जकरा बाद मे  ) 1967 मे ( बहुत लोकक आग्रह 
पर पुस्तक रूप मे प्रकाचशत करबओलछन 'व्यास' जी। अविकल 
अनुिादक िेष्टा कएलो उत्तर मैथिल समाज कँे ध्यान मे राखैत 
कतहु-कतहु वकिु-वकिु बदलाि करए पडलछन, से अनुिादक स्वयं 
स्वीकार कएलछन अछि। नाम ओ उपाछि मूलर्ह रहए देलछन। एकर 
पािाँ कारर् ई जे एक-आि बात एर्ह पोिी मे एहन िभर्ित अछि 
जे मैथिल-ब्राह्मर् समाज मे ग्राह्य नर्ह भ' सकैत अछि। तैँ एहन मे 
छमश्र, झा, पाठक, करब उचित नर्ह बुझना गेलछन 'व्यास' जी कँे। 
मैथिलक मयाणदा पर आघात भ' सकैत अछि, से सोचि 
बनजी, िटजी, आर्द रहए देलछन अछि। सन् 1920 मे प्रकाचशत 
शरतिन्द्र िट्टोपाध्यायक लोकवप्रय उपन्यास 'बामुनेर मेये'क विभभन्न 
भाषा मे अनुिाद पर्हनर्ह भ' िुकल िलए। जे एर्ह उपन्यासक 
लोकवप्रयता मे बढ़ोतरीक कारर् रहल। आ तैँ मैथिली मे अनुिाद 
करबाक इच्छा जागृत भेलछन 'व्यास' जीक मोन मे। 
'व्यास' जी द्वारा अनूर्दत िाररम पोिी "विप्रदास " सेहो शरतिन्द्र 
िट्टोपाध्यायक एकटा उतृ्कष्ट बङ्ग्ला उपन्यास िछन। बङ्ग्ला 
पोिीक नाम सेहो िलए "विप्रदास " माने मैथिली अनुिाद आ मूल 
पोिी, दुनूक नाम एक्कर्ह। "विप्रदास " नायक प्रिान उपन्यास 
अछि। सार्हत्य सृजन करैत उदात्त िररत्र-चित्रर्क पक्षिर 
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रहलाह 'व्यास' जी। पक्षिर रहलाह कहब प्रायः अनुचित 
होएत, उदात्त िररत्र-चित्रर् करब हुनका पचसन िलछन, से कहल 
जा सकैि। जेहन ओ स्वयं िलाह। उदात्त िररत्रयुक्त। तहेने िररत्रक 
चित्रर् अछि विप्रदास पोिी मे। आ तैँ 'व्यास' जीक मोन लोभाएल 
हेतछन एर्ह पोिीक अनुिाद करबाक लेल। 
अछगला, माने पाँिम अनूर्दत पोिी जे िछन 'व्यास' जीक, स े
िछन "स्तोत्राञ्जचल " जे सन ्1980 मे प्रकाचशत भेल अछि। एर्ह 
स्तोत्राञ्जचल पोिी मे संकचलत अछि श्रीमद्भागितक 'श्रुथत-सु्तथत', 
'सौन्दयण-लहरी' एिं 'चशि-मर्हम्न'क मैथिली अनुिाद। आ तकरा बाद 
मूल संसृ्कत श्लोक सेहो देल गेल अछि। सिणविर्दत अछि जे हमसभ 
मैथिल िैष्णि, शाक्त आ शैि, तीनू िी। माने हमर सभक परम्परा 
रहल अछि ई। शछक्तक उपासनाक संग भोला बाबाक भछक्त आ 
श्रीहरर विष्णु जीक पूजन-िन्दन, सभ वकिु करैत आएल िी हम 
सभ, मैथिलगर्। एही बात कँे ध्यान मे राखख 'व्यास' जी 'श्रुथत -
सु्तथत'क अनुिादक बाद महादेिक स्तोत्र 'चशि-मर्हम्न'क ियन 
कएलछन आ तकर बाद भगितीक 'सौन्दयण-लहरी'क। एर्ह स्तोत्र 
सभक अनुिाद करैत 'व्यास' जी मूल भाि कँे अक्षुण्ण रखबा मे 
पूर्णतः सफल रहलाह अछि। संगर्ह ओकर अलङ्ग्काररता कँे विनष्ट 
नर्ह होमए देलछन अछि। कहबाक माने अनुिादक सभ तरहँे 
नीक, स्तरीय अनुिाद करबा मे सफल रहलाह अछि। 
'व्यास' जी द्वारा कएल गेल अनुिादक पोिी मे अछगला पोिी, माने 
िठम पोिी अछि "दो पत्र" स्वरचित मैथिली लघु उपन्यास "दू पत्र"क 
र्हन्दी अनुिाद। जे 1984 मे प्रकाचशत भेलछन। ई तँ स्वरचित मैथिली 
पोिीक अनुिाद िलछन, तँ स्वाभाविके सहज रहल हेतछन ई काज। 
सातम अनूर्दत पोिी िछन श्रीकान्त (प्रिम 'पिण') जे सन् 1997 मे 
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प्रकाचशत भेलछन। इहो पोिी शरतिन्द्र िट्टोपाध्यायक एकटा 
लोकवप्रय बङ्ग्ला पोिी अछि, जे िारर 'पिण' मे चलखल गेल अछि। 
तकरर्ह प्रिम 'पिण'क अनुिाद कएलछन अछि 'व्यास' जी। एर्ह 
उपन्यास कें  शरतिन्द्र िट्टोपाध्यायक आत्मकिा सेहो कहल जाइत 
िछन। ओना उक्त अनूर्दत पोिीक 'दू शब्द' मे 'व्यास' जी एर्ह 
बातक ििाण कएलछन अछि जे ओ, उपन्यास चलखबाक कला मे 
चसद्धहस्त शरत् बाबूक एर्ह िचिित उपन्यासक प्रिम आ 
र्द्वतीय 'पिण'क अनुिाद कएलाह अछि। मुदा प्रकाचशत तँ मात्र 
पर्हल 'पिण' भेल िछन। माने दोसर 'पिण'क अनुिाद 'व्यास' जी 
कएलछन से हुनकर्ह किन सँ स्पष्ट अछि। एकर मतलब 
दोसर 'पिण' अप्रकाचशते राखल िछन। मुदा ओर्ह अनूर्दत 
दोसर 'पिण'क की भेलछन, कतए िछन, एर्ह संदभण मे छनजगुत जनतब 
नर्ह भेवट सकल हमरा। जँ कतहु सम्हारर क' राखल हेतछन, तँ 
आबहु प्रकाचशत कएल जा सकैत अछि। शरतिन्द्र िट्टोपाध्यायक 
लेखनी सँ बेस प्रभावित िलाह 'व्यास' जी। आ तैँ हमर अनुमान 
अछि, श्रीकान्त उपन्यासक दू 'पिण'क अनुिाद कएलछन, तँ छनत्यिते 
तेसर आ िाररम 'पिण'क अनुिाद करबाक इच्छा सेहो िल हेतछन 
मुदा क' नर्ह सकलाह, सएह कहबाक िाही। 
'व्यास' जी द्वारा अनूर्दत एकटा आरो पोिीक विषय मे जनतब भेवट 
रहल अछि। काजी नजरूल इस्लाम जे प्रचसछद्धक चशखर पर 
पहँुिलाह "विद्रोही " कविता सँ, हुनकर्ह कविता सभक अनुिाद 
कएलछन अछि 'व्यास' जी। ई पोिी सार्हत्य अकादमीक सौजन्य स ँ
प्रकाचशत भेल अछि, एहन सुनलहँु अछि घरक लोकक मुहँे। ई 
अनुिाद पोिी हमर पढ़ल नर्ह अछि, तैँ एर्ह पोिीक संदभण मे विशेष 
वकिु कहब हमर साध्य नर्ह। जतबा जनतब हमरा भेटल, से 
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एर्हठाम चलखख देलहँु अछि। 
 
समग्रता मे देखल जाए तँ 'अनुिादक'क रूप मे सेहो 'व्यास' जी 
बहुत काज कएलछन आ माँ मैथिलीक िरर् मे रंग-रंगक कुसुम 
अवपित करैत रहलाह। 'व्यास' जी रचित अनूर्दत कृथत सभक 
अध्ययन करैत कइअक बेर मोन मे आबैत अछि, एखन ओ सशरीर 
समक्ष रर्हतथि तँ हम अपन कतेक रास चजज्ञासा हुनका समक्ष 
राखख सकैत िलहँु। आ संतोषजनक जिाब प्राप्त क' सकैत िलहँु। 
एना अंदाजे हुनकर मनभाि बुझबाक िेष्टा नर्ह करए पडैत हमरा। 
खैर, जे-से। हमरा सभ लले, माने हुनकर संतथतक लेल गौरिक 
बात ई जे , ओ जतबा काज क' क' गेलाह से छनस्सन काज मे 
गानल जाइत िछन। मैथिली सार्हत्य जगत मे जार्ह मान-सम्मानक 
संग समादृत िथि 'व्यास' जी, से सभक भाग्य मे कहाँ! 
संपादकीय सचूना- 
१)रूबाइ अरबी-फारसी-उदूणक एकटा कर्ठन वििा िै। एर्ह वििाक 
समग्र जानकारी प्राप्त करबाक लेल आशीष अनचचन्हारक पोिी 
"मैथिली गजलक व्याकरर् ओ इथतहास" पढ़ल जा एकै। 
 
२) एर्ह चसरीजक पुरान िम एर्ह चलिंकपर जा कऽ पढढ़ सकैत िी- 
  
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-1 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-2 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 

https://mai.wikipedia.org/s/5i
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1QNkRTZrRDpGDGdYbVa7oWZgiRj_5ZzQL/view?usp=sharing
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_409.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_409.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_410.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_410.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_411.pdf
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योगदान-3 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-4 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-5 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-6 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-7 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-8 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-9 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-10 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-11 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-12 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-13 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-14 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-15 

https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_411.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_412.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_412.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_413.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_413.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_414.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_414.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_416.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_416.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_417.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_417.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_418.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_418.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_421.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_421.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_422.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_422.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_423.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_423.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_425.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_425.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_426.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_426.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_427.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_427.pdf
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मैथिली सार्हत्यमे उपेन्द्र नाि झा 'व्यास' एिं हुनक पररिारक 
योगदान-16 
  
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_429.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_429.pdf
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१.२.र्हतनाि झा-मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक 
पररिारक योगदान-09 
हहतनाि झा- मैथिली साहहत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक 
पहरिारक योगदान-09 

 
र्हतनाि झा 
(मैथिलीमे ग्रामगािा वििाकँे नि जीिन देछनहार, पाठकीय वििाक 
अगुआ। संपकण -9430743070) 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-09 
स्त्री विमशण ओ नारी सशछक्तकरर् 
 
प्रभातक उपलब्ध 18 अंकमे मैथिलीक रिनामे छनबन्धक संख्या 
सभसँ अछिक अछि आ सभसँ कम किा। छनबन्धक 
संख्या 84,  कविताक 46 ,  किाक 13 आ अन्य सामग्रीक 
संख्या 72 अछि। एर्ह प्रसगं प्रचसद्ध आलोिक मोहन भारद्वाजक 
कहब िछन-" हमरा जनैत छनबन्धक संख्याक अछिकताक कारर् 

https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_405.pdf
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थिक तत्कालीन सामाचजक- राजनीथतक पररघटनाक 
प्रभाि। िाररम दशक छमथिलाक लेल संिमर् काल िल। एक र्दस 
िल प्रािीन चशक्षा-संस्कार,  मूल्य-मयाणदा आ शील-स्वभाि तँ 
दोसर र्दस िल अंगरेज चशक्षा एिं पािात्य जीिन-
शैली। प्रािीनताक आग्रह बनाम निीनताक आकषणर् ओर्ह समयक 
बहसक प्रमुख विषय िल। छनबन्धमे एर्ह सभ विषयपर वििार करब 
सुलभ होइत अछि, तेँ प्रभातमे छनबन्धक संख्या बेसी 
अछि। छनबन्धोमे सार्हत्यत्यक विषयकँे कम,  सामाचजक-सांसृ्कथतक 
विषयकँे िैिाररक स्तरपर प्रमुखता देल गेल अछि। (सन्दभण : एकल 
पाठ-मोहन भारद्वाज)। प्रभातमे प्रकाचशत स्त्री-विमशण ओ नारी-
सशछक्तकरर्क जे छनबन्ध अछि ओर्हमेसँ  वकिु छनबन्ध आ वकिु 
छनबन्धक अंश प्रसु्तत क' रहल िी- 
 
स्त्री कत्तणव्य 
जनकदेि झा,  कोइलख। 
 
स्त्री के कोन रूपे जीिन व्यतीत करक िाही ? यद्यवप एर्ह सम्बन्धी 
लेख कतेक अनुभिी लेखकलोकछन चलखख िुकल िथि। (दुभाणग्य 
जे एर्हसँ पूिणक प्रभातक सभ अंक नष्ट भ ' गेल अछि। -र्हतनाि 
झा) तिावप हमहँु अपन अल्प बुछद्धसँ वकिु एर्ह विषयपर साहस 
कैल अछि,  एकर जे त्रुवट होइक से विज्ञलोकछन क्षमा करथि। स्त्री 
लोकछनक प्रिम कतणव्य पथतव्रत िमण पालन करब थिकैन्ह। पाथतव्रत 
िमण की ? पथतक आज्ञाक पालन तिा पथतसेिा। यद्यवप सम्प्रथत 
पथत सेिा अत्यन्त कठोर कमण भ' गेल अछि,  कारर् ज ेअचशक्षक्षता 
स्त्री द्वारा पथत कहौछनहार लोकछन क्लेश पबैत िथि। तार्ह संस्थाक 
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अनुगाछमनी स्त्री लोकछन प्रत्येक गृहस्थक घर-घर पूजा पाढब रहलीह 
अछि। वकन्तु तार्हमे हमरा जनैत पुरुष लोकछनक दोष 
थिकैन्ह। कहब जे की ? परुुषक दोष की। पुरुषक दोष यैह ज े
चशक्षाक अिण बहुतो जन बुझै िथि जे अक्षर चलखय अििा 
पढ़य,  सैह िीक चशक्षक्षता। ताहू ठाम हमर कथ्य भभने्न प्रकारक 
होयत। केिल चलखा-पढ़ा देिे मात्र चशक्षा नर्ह िीक। चशक्षाक अिण 
िीक उपदेश। उपदेश िमण-किाक देमक िाही। यिा 
सीता, सावित्री,  पथतपरायर् पथतव्रता सबर्हमे अग्रगण्य कोना 
भेलाह,  से सभ िररत्र विन पढ़लो स्ट्री के बुझा देने बुखझ सकै 
अछि। तेँ हेतु प्रत्येक गृहस्थ स्त्री लोकछनके दोहािली नर्ह 
पढ़ाबथि। िमोपदेशे पढबथिन्ह। अंि परम्परामे पडचल मर्हला सब 
व्यिहार बदलथि। तिा अचशक्षक्षत समाजक सुिार हो। (िषण-
01, अंक-04,  अप्रैल 1933 ई.) 
 
वकरर् देिीक पथतव्रता 
श्याम सुन्दर,  कोइलख। 
 
हमर भारत िषण एक अपूिण देश अछि। एर्ह ठाम एहन-एहन सत्य 
घटीत घटना भेल अछि, जकरा पढढ़ शरीर रोमांचित भय 
उठैि। आइ ओर्ह भारतिषणक स्त्री-पुरुष बाल-बच्चा युिक-युिती 
अपन अपन कतणव्यक थतलांजचल दय अकमणण्य बछन संसारमे अपन 
हँसी करा रहल िी। एर्ह दृष्टान्त काँ पाठक-पार्ठका पढढ़ अपना 
काँ कतणव्य पिपर अनबाक िेष्टा करथि। 
 
अकबर भारत िषणक बड प्रचसद्ध मुगल सम्राट भय गेल िथि। हुनक 
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कूटनीथत और विलास-वप्रयता समूिा संसारमे विर्दत अछि। ओ 
राजपूत कन्या सभसँ वििाह कय र्हन्दू क्षढत्रयक नाम मेटेबाक 
भररसक प्रयत्न केने िलाह। परन्तु महारार्ा प्रतापक आगू वकिु नर्ह 
िलल और अकबर कँे नाकोदम कय देने िलाह। अकबर पूर्ण 
बगुला भगत िलाह। अकबर र्हन्दू काँ छमलेबाक हेतु कौखन र्हन्दू 
िेश िारर् कय लैत िलाह और कराठी माला िारर् कय र्हन्दू 
बछन जाइत िलाह। भीतरसँ ओ बडा भारी कपटी और व्यभभिारी 
िलाह। अकबर प्रथतिषण स्त्रीक िास्ते नौरोज नामक मेला लगबैत 
िलाह। ओर्ह मेला देखबाक छनछमत्त अपन मोसाहेबक बहु- बेटी 
काँ बजाय ओकरा सभकँे िोखा देबाक हेतु अपन स्त्रीअहँु काँ मेला 
मे पठबैत िलाह। एतबै नर्ह मेला मे अपन कुटनी रखैत िलाह जे 
शुद्ध साध्वी पथतव्रता मर्हला के फुसलाय पहँुिबैत िल और ओकरा 
पर बलात्कार और अत्यािार करैत िल। 
 
अकबरक दरबारमे बहुत खुशामदी और देशद्रोही राजपूत 
िलाह। ओही खुशामदीमे मान चसिंह और बीकानेर राजा 
िलाह। बीकानेर नरेशक िोट भाइक नाम पृथ्वी चसिंह और हुनक 
पत्नी वकरर् देिी बर्ड पथत भक्ता िलीह। पृथ्वी चसिंहक स्वभाि भाइ 
सँ एकदम विपरीत िलैन। िो सत्य बात कहबा मे ककरहुसँ नर्ह 
िूकैत िलाह। हुनका देशर्हत और स्वाभभमान कूट-कूट क ' भरल 
िल। तेँ अकबर हुनका सँ नाराज भय सपत्नी नजरबंद कयने िल 
और एक कारर् िल जे अकबर सिणदा संदेश पठबैत िल। 
 
अन्तमे वकरर् देिीकें  नर्ह रहल गेलैन राजपूती रक्त खलबला 
उठलछन और अपन स्त्रीत्वक रक्षा हेतु मरबा मारबा लै दृढ़ प्रथतज्ञ 
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भय गेलीह। ओ सिणदा अपना लग खंग राख' लगलीह। ओ प्रर् 
केलछन- हम बादशाह के सत्य मागण पर लायब अििा हमही एर्ह 
संसार मे रही वक अकबरे रहथि। 
 
नौरोजक मेला लागल अछि। अकबरक कूटनी एम्हर-ओम्हर घुछम 
रहल अछि। भारी-भारी राजा-महाराजाक बहु-बेटी मलेाक शोभा 
बढ़ा रहल िथि। अकबर सहेो स्त्री िेश मे एम्हर-ओम्हर घुछम रहल 
िथि। वकरर् देिी अपना दासीक संग मेलामे पहँुिलीह। 
 
िोडेक एम्हर-ओम्हर घुमलाक बाद पािू देखथि तँ दासीक कतहु 
पता नर्ह,  ओ मागणर्हमे कतौ िुवट गेलछन। आब वकरर् देिीक दशा 
विचित्र भय गेलछन। हुनक ई दशा देखख एक कुटनी आढब कहल 
घबराउ नर्ह राजमहल मे िचल राजरानी संग िाताणलाप करू हम 
अहाँक दासीकँे तावक आछन दैत िी। 
 
वकरर् देिी कुटनीक बातमे पर्ड महलमे पहँुिलीह। ओर्ह ठामक 
रास्ता बड विचित्र,  ओर्हमे पहँुिैत कुटनी अलोवपत भय गेल। आब 
वकरर् देिीक नेत्र खूजल। बहुत अिता-पिता बहरेबाक रास्ता 
ताकय लगलीह। मागण अन्वेषर् काल एक दासी आढब आदरपूिणक 
कहल- अय सखी घबराउ नर्ह। हम बुझैत िी अहाँ रास्ता ढबसरर 
गेलौं। िलू हम राजरानी सँ भेट करा र्दअ। घबराउ 
नर्ह। हँसू,  बाजू और भय काँ कात करू। 
 
दासीक शब्द सूछन अकिकेली। दासीक बाजब मे परुुषक बाजब 
बूखझ पडलैन। परन्तु ओ िीरा िलीह,  साहस केलछन। आ 
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बुछियारीक साि ढबदा भेलीह। िोडेक कालमे दुनू गोटे महलमे 
पहँुिलीह। ओत पहँुिैत दासी अपन िद्म िेश कात केलक। वकरर् 
देिी दासीक बदलामे अकबर काँ देखल। परन्तु वकरर् देिी पूिणर्ह 
सँ सिेत िलीह। ओ अपना डाडसँ खङ्ग्ग खींचि ठाढ़ भय 
गेलीह। एर्ह समय एहन बूखझ पडैत िल जे साक्षात दुगाण िंडीक 
रूप िय अत्यािारी काँ छनहन्त करबाक छनछमत्त अितीर्ण भेल 
िथि। वकिु कालोपरांत गरजैत शब्दमे बजलीह- दुष्ट हम पर्हने 
बुझल जे तों दासी नर्ह अकबर िें। और तों जार्ह हेतु एर्ह ठाम 
अनलेहें सेहो जनैत िी। परन्तु स्मरर् राख जे हम क्षत्रार्ी िी और 
हमर वपता चित्तौडक रार्ा प्रताप चसिंहक भाइ शछक्त चसिंह थिकाह। रे 
नरािम! तोहर मुँह देखब पाप थिक। आ तोरा एर्ह वपपाचसत खङ्ग्ग 
सँ यमपुरी पठाय एर्ह िसनु्धरा काँ पवित्र करब। अकबर ई रूप 
देखख भयभीत भय विनती करैत कहल िन्य! वकरर् देिी अहाँ यिािण 
िीरमाता , िीरपत्नी और िीरकन्या िी। अहाँ पर हमर िालाकी नर्ह 
िलल। 
 
वकरर् देिी फेर कहल- अरे दुष्ट! कपटी!! राजा प्रजाक िमण वपता 
िीक। तों वकयैक एना अनािार अत्यािार करै िें। हम ई छनिय 
क िुकल िी अपना हाि सँ तोरा मारर एर्ह पृथ्वीक भार काँ हल्लुक 
करब। अकबर हाि जोर्ड विनती कय कहल- अहाँकँे रामिन्द्रक 
सपि िीक हमरा अहाँ नर्ह मारू हम अहाँक भाइ िी ओ अहाँ हमर 
बहीन िी। 
 
वकरर् देिी कहल- तुरत तों हमर देिता- हमर पथतदेि काँ मुक्त 
कय दे और नौरोजक मेला उठा दे और आइ ईश्वरक सपि खो 
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आइ र्दनसँ स्त्रीक सतीत्व रक्षा करब। 
 
अकबर वकरर् देिीक सब बात मानल और भविष्य मे िमण सर्हत 
राज्य करबाक प्रथतज्ञा कयल। एर्ह तरहँे भारतक िीर क्षत्रार्ी वकरर् 
देिी अपन शौयण और साहचसक कायण कय देखौलछन जार्हसँ एखन 
तक एर्ह संसारमे जीवित िथि। याित काल िरर एर्ह संसारमे िमण 
रहत जीवित रहती। (िषण-01, अंक 09 , चसतम्बर 1933) 
 
छमथिलामे स्त्री-चशक्षाक अभाि 
केदार मभर् झा,  मंगरौनी। 
 
चशक्षा की िीक ? कोनो विषयमे दक्ष होयब,  ओर्ह विषयक ममण 
पयणन्त बूझबाक नाम चशक्षा िीक! 
 
ई दू भागमे विभक्त भए सकैि ? उत्तम और नीि। उत्तम चशक्षा 
िैह िीक जार्हसँ लोक ज्ञानी बनैत िथि,  िस्तु बुझै िथि और 
नीक-नीक कायण करैत िथि। नीि चशक्षा ठीक एकरे विपरीत िीक 
अिि त्याज्य। कोनो-, कोनो विद्वानक मत िैन्हन्ह जे नीिो चशक्षा 
सिणिा त्याज्य नर्ह। कौखन एहन अिसर अबैत अछि जार्हमे ओकरे 
प्रयोजन पडैत अछि! खैर ,  एकर ई माने नर्ह जे नीिे चशक्षास ँ
चशक्षक्षत रही। हँ नीिो चशक्षासँ चशक्षक्षत रही तँ अिलाह नर्ह। 
 
स्त्री- चशक्षाक ई माने नर्ह जे स्त्री एम.ए.क र्डप्लोमा प्राप्त कए 
कोनो कॉलेजक प्रोफेसरे बनथि ,  बी.एल. पास कए इजलास पर 
विरोिीक प्रथतिाद करथि ? हँ,  अन्यान्य स्त्री उपयोगी गुर् सँ युक्त 
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रर्हतहँु ई होइन्हन्ह तँ सोना मे सुगंि िीक। वकन्तु हुनका M. 
E. सू्कलमे भती होयबाक पूिण एतिा देखख लेब जरूरी िैन्हन्ह जे हम 
जार्ह संसारमे प्रिेश करब तेकर हम उपयुक्त िी िा नर्ह ? पथत-
परायर्ता,  गृहकायण-िातुयण इत्यार्द गुर् हमरा मे अछि िा नर्ह ? 
 
दुखक तँ विषय ई जे ,  जे स्त्री कँे टटका 'क' चलखै एलैन्हन्ह ओ 
भानस करबे नर्ह करतीह यर्द करतीह तँ नर्हएँ करबाक बराबरर। 
 
"पथत विहीना नाहम िाण्डाल गाछमनी " िाला वपहानी प्रायः ककरो 
अविर्दत नर्ह ? की से लखखमा ठकुराइन मे केिल व्याकरर्ेक सूत्र 
टा छनविष्ट िल ? की हुनक सदृश सती चशरोमभर् अिि विदुषी 
भेल िा नर्ह ? 
 
टीकाकार गोकुल नाि अपना स्त्रीक संग श्लोक श्लोकबदे्ध 
बातिीत करैत िलाह और हुनक स्त्रीयो श्लोके मे जबाबो दैत 
िलिीन्ह। की हुनका भानस करबाक लूरर नर्ह िलैन्हन्ह ? पथतव्रता 
नर्ह िलीह ? 
 
आइ काल्हकु समयमे जखन वक ससृ्कत लुप्त प्रायः भेल जाइत 
अछि,  अँग्रेजी में िहुतो विदुषी देख'मे अबैत िथि सेहो हमरा देशक 
नर्ह। बंगाल मद्रास इत्यार्दक। 
 
वकिु र्दन पूिण सुनै िी लोक (स्त्री ) गनब पयणन्त नर्ह जनैत 
िलीह। ककरो दश तक ककरो बीस तक। बस ताही सँ समस्त 
आश्रमक भार िला लैत िलीह। 
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चशक्षा मे तँ प्रिान िीज िीक पदाण! हमरा लोकछनक घर स्त्रीगर् 
कँे ततेक पदाण जे पुरुषक कोन किा कोनो स्त्रीगर्ोंसँ अकस्माते 
बजतीह। 
 
आइयो- काल्हल्ह एकदम चशक्षाक ह्रास नर्ह भए गेल अछि। हँ तखन 
एहनो सब िथि जे ककहराकँे भूतक मन्त्र बुखझ पडाइत िथि। (िषण-
01,  अंक-11, निम्बर 1933 ई.) 
 
स्त्री समाजक पतन 
र्दगम्बर नाि झा 
 
स्त्रीजाथत प्रािीन समयमे पुरुष जाथतकँे असीम सहायता पहँुिबै 
िल। एकर अथतररक्त स्त्रीजाथतकँे गृह कायण मे पूर्ण अछिकार 
िलैक। हुनका लोकछनकँे यिायोग्य स्वािीनता िलछन। परा-प्रिा 
अज्ञात िल। विििा स्त्री स्वेच्छानुसार पुनविििाह क' सकैत 
िल। सती-प्रिा ढबलकुल प्रिचलत नर्ह िल। बहुतो बाचलका सब 
विद्याध्ययन करैत िल तिा अनेक प्रकारक सुन्दर प्रशंसनीय 
कविता करैत िल। गिणक साि चलख'पडैत अछि ज े एक समय 
भारत िषण विशेषतः छमथिलाक सभ्यता उच्चतम िल। प्रािीन 
छमथिलाक स्त्रीक स्थानक र्दग्दशणन सँ ज्ञात होइत अछि जे ई स्त्रीक 
माताक सम्मानर्हक फल िल जे विदेह, गौतम,  याज्ञिल्क्यक 
छमथिला संसारक ' अध्यावपका' बुझल जाइत िचल। हजारो दृष्टान्त 
अछि जार्ह सँ पता लगैत अछि , प्रािीन समय मे मैथिल समाजमे 
स्त्रीक स्थान की िल ? हमर आदशण,  विदुषी रमर्ी िेदक ऋिाक 
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रिना करैत िलीर्ह। गागी विदेहसँ िेदान्त पर िाद-वििाद कयन े
िलीह। भगिान शंकरािायणसँ छमथिलाक र्दग्गज विद्वान मण्डन 
छमश्रक िमणपत्नी भारतीक शास्त्रािण संसार प्रचसद्ध 
अछि। जन्मदात्री,  चशक्षक्षता,  बुछद्धमती,  विदुषी,  िीर-प्रसिा एि ं
स्वस्थ िलीह। अतएि सन्तानो विद्वान,  बुछद्धमान एिं स्वस्थिान 
होइत िलन्हन्ह। सारांश ई जे छमथिलाक सौभाग्यतारा िमकैत 
िल। र्हन्दू-समाजक पतनक साि-साि शूद्र तिा स्त्रीक स्थानक 
एकदम पतन भ' गेलैक। एक समय िल जखछन स्त्री लोकछन 
अध्ययन करै िलीह,  अपन पथत िुनै िलीह तिा अपन-अपन 
वपता-वपतामहक सम्पचत्तक उत्तराछिकाररर्ी होइत 
िलीह,  इत्यार्द। संसार पररितणनशील अछि। सभ िस्तुक पररितणन 
होइत िैक। अतः िमशः बाल्यवििाह जारी रहल और स्त्रीक 
स्वािीनताक िन्द्रमा िमशः अस्त भ' गेल। विििा वििाह जे एक 
समय प्रिचलत िल,  रोकल गेल और एकर अथतररक्त स्त्री जाथत 
के चशक्षा देि सेहो। बन्द क ' देल गेल। िमशः सतीप्रिा जारी भेल 
इत्यार्द।। 
(ई आलेख प्रािीन भारत विषय पर अछि , जार्हमे सामाचजक 
अिस्था,  र्हन्दू-समाजक पतन एिं स्त्रीसमाजक पतन िल, जार्हमे 
एतय मात्र स्त्रीसमाजक पतन लेल गेल अछि। -र्हतनाि झा) 
(िषण-2,  अंक-08, अगस्त 1934ई.) 
 
छनमन्त्रर् 
श्री श्रीनन्दन झा सार्हत्य तीिण 
कोइलख,  पुबाररटोल। 
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सम्प्रथत छमथिला पतनक गतणमे अछि। ई प्रायः सभक अनुभिक 
विषय आब भेल जाइि। अनुदार-सँ-अनुदार अंिपरम्परा तिा 
रूढढ़क उपासक हृदय अिश्य उपयुणक्त िारर्ाक स्वीकार करत। 
 
एर्ह स्थस्थथतमे विना अवप्रय-सत्य कहने उपायो नर्ह। संसार 
िार्हकाक सुन्दर पुष्प-लता-सम्पन्न छमथिला प्रदेशक भौथतक वकम्बा 
मानचसक सत्यानाश केिल अनुदार-िृछद्ध-समुदाय तिा अश्वपरम्परा 
(िाछमिक भेर्डया िसान) कयने अछि। प्रािीन-गौरिक उल्लेख 
करैत छनष्क्रिय भेल,  केिल रूढढ़पर लडबाक िाह रखैत परम 
प्रचसद्ध सुिर्ण भूछम छमथिलाकँे िमण रर्हत,  िन-रर्हत,  मयाणदा-रर्हत 
तिा बल-रर्हत कय पुनि सिणनाशी ताही जवटल वििारक उपांशुक 
िी,  िन्य वििेक!! 
 
वकन्तु औ छमथिलाक युिक पुत्र ? की-अहाँक शरीर छमथिला भूछममे 
उत्पन्न नर्ह भेल अछि ? 
की अहाँ मैथिल नर्ह कहबै िी ? आह! कनेक दृखष्टपात तँ 
करू,  देखू छमथिलाथतररक्त अन्य देशमे तत्रस्थ युिक-समाजक 
बचलदान तिा उत्सगण कँे। केहन-केहन पथतत-समाजकँे हुनका 
लोकछन बात-क-बातमे सुिारर लेबाक सामथ्यण रखै िथि,  वकन्तु 
अहाँक तँ जनु स्थस्थथतये नर्ह हो! 
 
की अहाँ छमथिलाक पुनरुत्थानकँे असाध्य मानने िी ? यर्द हँ,  त ँ
छमथिलाक प्रथत कृतघ्नता कय रहल िी- युिक-समान संसारहुक 
पररितणन कय सकै िथि- एर्ह पवित्र-, किाक उन्मयाणद कय रहल 
िी। अपना समाजमे िाछमिक- अन्धता एकमात्र सकल अिनथतक 



24 || विदेह ४३० 

कारर् थिक। अतः अविलम्ब-बद्ध पररकर होउ,  तार्ह िाछमिक 
रूढढ़क छनराकरर्क हेतु िाल्हन्त तँ करू। 
 
िाल्हन्त कर्हयो करर्हक हयत। आह सहृदय युिक,  िीर युिक 
समाज। कनेक ज्ञान दृखष्टसँ देखू जे केिल अन्ध- परम्परापनक 
कारर्ो संसार-व्यापी सुिार- िषणर्क एको जलबुन्द हमरा पर नर्ह 
पडैि। 
 
कृपाकय सङ्ग्ग-सङ्ग्ग ई-टा िरर अिश्य ध्यानमे राखू जे आनक 
र्हतक िारर् तिा अपन अर्हतक छनराकरर् हमर कतणव्य तिा पवित्र 
िमण िीक। 
 
एक पंििषीया कन्याक दृष्टान्त समक्ष राखू। ओ कोन प्रकारँे व्यिण-
व्यिण रभस दुलार तिा आलसमे समयकँे व्यतीत करैत हाछनकारक 
रीथत-रेिाज चसखैत,  काल-यापन करैि। बहुतोक एहछन 
चशशुकन्याक तँ हत्या समान विषाक्त विछि-वििाहो करा देल जाइ 
िैक। छनरक्षरा रहैत से बालबिू कोन प्रकारँे अपूर्ण ब्रह्मियणक पालन 
करैत ,  शीघ्र अल्पजीिी संतानक माता बनैत ,  काल किचलत 
होइि। अचशक्षक्षता रहैत ओ चशशु-कन्या प्रेमक रहस्यसँ अपररचित 
र्दन-राथत कलह वकम्बा आलसमे जीिन व्यतीत करैि। नि-िि ू
अििा ई कही स्त्री-समाजक जूताक िामहुसँ कतेक हेय 
अछि। ििूकँे मूखाण रहलय पथत-समाजक मनोिेदनाक अनुभि त ँ
करू। असूयणमपश्या पुत्रबि ू नर्हरा जाय तीिणस्थानमे सिाांगपश्या 
कन्यका भय जाथि,  ई छमथिले मे दृश्य ? 
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औ छमत्र ? अन्तरात्मासँ पूिू,  कतेक पुरुष नारी-ब्रत रखबाक 
योग्यता रखैत िथि,  तखन यर्द मूखाण एिं िमाणिमणक यिािण 
रहस्यसँ अनभभज्ञ कामोद्दीपनक कारर्े स्त्री एक पुरुषव्रतक 
उल्लंघन कयलछन तँ की ओ पुरुष जकाँ क्षम्या नर्ह ? िन्य हमर 
वििेक ? 
 
वकन्तु मैथिल विििाक समाज,  जकर एक मात्र कारर् बाल तिा 
िृद्ध-वििाह थिक,  हमरा सभसँ कतेक अनादृता होइि। ओकर 
स्वाभाविक मनोिेदनाअछिकाछिक प्रज्ज्वचलत करबाक प्रयास हमरा 
सभकँे रर्हतर्ह अछि। 
 
पुनि िछनता समाजक स्वास्थ्य तिा मानचसक प्रगथत र्दचश 
दृष्टपात करू-,  हुनक विषमय जीिनक वििेिना करू। की ओ 
जगन्माता जानकी, गौरी,  लक्ष्मी, सरस्वती नर्ह,  को ओ 
महाशछक्तशाचलनी दुगाण नर्ह ? 
 
युिक समाज ? सनातन िमणक एक मात्र यैह अभभप्राय जे िमणक 
एहन छनयम जे सदैि समान भािें स्थस्थर रहय,  कदावप देश काल 
पात्रानुसार सँ विकृत नर्ह हो ? अतः िोरी करब ,  छनन्दा 
करब,  र्ह िंसा करब,  परदार गमन,  परपुरुष-गमन,  भ्रूर्-
हत्या,  असत्य-बाजब,  दुष्टकँे आश्रय देब प्रभृथत सनातन-िमणक 
शछक्तशाली स्तम्भ थिक जे सदैि सभ िमणमे समान भािें समादृत 
अछि। असमान इतर छनयम स्वकपोलकस्थल्पत िीक,  जकरा अपन 
यिासाध्य मौचलकता रखैत देश काल पात्रानुसार सुिारमे पररितणन 
करब कतणव्य हयत। उदाहरर्ािण यर्द हम र्हन्दू भय भारताररक्त 
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विदेश यात्रा करी,  ओ र्हन्दूभाि रखैत ,  तकर प्रिार करैत 
प्रत्यागत होइ, मातृभूछमकँे संसारसँ पैघ बूखझ ,  मातृभाषाकँे अपन 
प्रार् बुझी तँ एर्हसँ बढढ़ कय िमो नर्ह। 
 
औ समाजक एकमात्र आशास्तम्भ ? अपने ई जाछन लेल जाय 
जे,  जे जीि परमात्माक सृष्ट थिक , तकरापर हमरा अछिकार 
ताितर्ह जा िरर हम ओकर नीक करैत रर्हयैक- जखनर्ह अयमे 
तकर अर्हतक ध्यानो करब,  तकरापरसँ अछिकार हवट 
जायत,  अतः अपन, -अपन कमणमे लीन समाजक िोट सँ िोट 
जाथत कमणहीन पैघ सँ पैघ जाथतक हेतु उच्च थिक,  प्रेममात्र सम्बन्ध 
थिक,  जकरा नैसछगिक होमक िाही। तेँ वपताकँे िार्हयैन्हन्ह जे ओ 
पुत्रक नीक करथि,  पुत्र वपताक रक्षा करथि,  स्वामी-स्त्रीक स्त्री 
स्वामीक,  राजा रंकक रंक राजाक,  एर्हमे उँि- नीि वकम्बा 
घृर्ाक लेशमात्र नर्ह रहक िाही। 
 
वकन्तु स्वािी अपन समाज तेहन जड भेल जाइि जकर पारािार 
नर्ह। आिश्यकता अछि सामाचजक एक प्रगाढ़ एिं दृढ़ िांथतकारीक 
जे लाखो हास्य, उपहास्य, प्रथतविया,  झंझट, कष्ट, उत्सगण, त्याग 
वकिं िा प्रार् विसजणनहुक हेतु कवटबद्ध हो। 
 
अतएि आइ हम एर्ह लेख द्वारा सम्पूर्ण मैथिल-युिक समाजक 
आमन्त्रर् करै िी,  एक िेररक झटकमे अपने प्रािीन वििारक 
अर्हतकर (र्हतकरक रक्षा करैत) जंजीर कँे तोर्ड र्दअ,  फेर त ँ
समाजमे तेहन िाल्हन्त ने उठत जे नािकँे एक भाग लगाइए क 
राखत। 
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पृथ्वी कखनहँु कोनो िस्तु विशेष सँ खाली नर्ह रहैि ,  ििव्यूह-
रिनाकँे द्रोर् बुझलन्हन्ह जे एकर भेदन कैछनहार क्यो नर्ह,  परञ्च 
िीर-अभभमनु्य आविये गेलाह,  दशाितार युित्वेमे संसारमे अखखल 
पररितणन कैलक,  अन्यान्यो महात्मा जड-समाजमे उत्पन्न भै कय 
सुिाररये देलन्हन्ह। 
 
अतः हमरा आशा अछि जे ,  मैथिल-युिक-समाजमे अिश्य िीर 
तिा विज्ञानी लोक अछि,  एकमात्र अभभछनिेशक िांगुर मे ओ 
कुहरर रहलाह अछि,  जकरा साहस कय पररत्याग कय देि प्रिम 
कतणव्य िीक। 
 
सत्य तँ ई िीक जे छमथिलाक सुिार समुचित-उन्नथत,  मैथिल 
युिकक हािमे अछि,  परन्तु िथि प्रलोभनमे पडल 
अलसायल ? की हमर ई प्रािणना अरण्यरोदन तँ ने िीक...। 
(िषण-02, अंक-9, चसतम्बर 1934 ई.) 
 
बाल्य वििाह 
रािाकान्त छमश्र 7 िां क्लास 
 
दुःखक विषय िीक जे हमर जाथत कुप्रिाक भण्डार मानल जाइत 
अछि। हा! जे जाथत संसार भररमे प्रथतष्ठा पयने िल,  जे सभकँे 
चशक्षा प्रदान करैत िल,  िैह आइ अिमगथतमे अछि। आब हमर 
दशा वकयैक नर्ह सुिरत ? हम वकयैक नर्ह उन्नथतक रास्तापर 
अग्रसर होइत िी ? मातृभूछमक सत्य सेिक पत्यण्डत बालकृष्ण 
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भट्टजी बहुतो ठीक कर्ह गले िथि जे- वकनको वििार अछि जे 
देशक उन्नथत स्त्री-चशक्षा सँ होयत,  क्यो कहैत िथि जे विििा 
वििाहक प्रिार भेला सन्ता नीक होयत,  क्यो कहैत िथि जे खैि-
पीबाक कुप्रिा जँ उठा देल जाय तँ र्हन्दू लोकछन स्वगण जा इन्द्रक 
आसन िीछन लेताह,  क्यो कहैत िथि जे विलायत गेला सन्ता 
तरक्की होयत। 
 
परन्तु हमर कहब ई अछि एर्ह सभसँ वकिु नर्ह होयत। जा तक 
बाल्य वििाहक कुप्रिा नर्ह हटा देल जायत। 
 
सिणप्रिम हमरा लोकछनकँे एर्हपर वििार करबाक िाही जे ई बाल्य-
वििाहक कुप्रिा हमरा लोकछनमे वकयैक प्रिचलत भेल ? 
 
इथतहास हमरा ज्ञात करबैत अछि जे जखन जबनक अत्यािार स ँ
स्त्रीक सतीत्व बाँिब असम्भि भय गेल तँ हमर आिायण लोकछन 
देशकालक वििार कय बाल्य-वििाहक प्रिा िलौलैन्हन्ह। यद्यवप एर्ह 
प्रिा सँ ओर्ह समयमे मान मयाणदाक िोड बहुत रक्षा भेल परन्तु ई 
आब हमर प्रार् लेबाक हेतु उद्यत भय रहल अछि। एकर प्रभाि 
पडैत-पडैत हमर संस्कार एहन भय गेल अछि जे हम एकरा 
िमणपुस्तकक आज्ञा बूझय लागल िी। जार्ह घरमे सन्तान वकिुओ 
युिा भेल,  बस,  हमरा लोकैछन ओकरा अपमाछनत बुझैत 
िी। हमरा लोकैछन एतेक नीि भय गेल िी जे जतबो ध्यान िृक्षक 
र्दचश अछि, - सन्तानक र्दचश ओतबो नर्ह। 
 
िृक्ष लगयबाक समय एर्ह बातपर अत्यन्त ध्यान रहैत अछि जे िृक्ष 
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पुष्ट हो,  ओकरा रोपबाक हेतु भूछम तैयार कयल जाइत 
अछि। भूछमसँ कंकड तिा पािर हँटा दैत िी आओर अनेको प्रकारसँ 
ओकर रक्षा कयल जाइत अछि। परन्तु की हम सन्तानक वकिुओ 
रक्षा करैत िी ? जे िेतन िृक्ष अछि,  जार्हसँ िेतन फलक आशा 
अछि,  आओर जार्हसँ अपन िंशे नर्ह,  िल्हि देश उज्वल भय 
सकैि- की ओर्ह सन्तानकँे,  वििाहक पूिण विद्वान आओर पुष्ट 
बनायबाक हेतु यत्न करैत िी ? नर्ह,  किमवप नर्ह। 
 
ई कुप्रिा भारी अनिण प्रिार कैलक अछि। समाज आओर जाथत 
जार्ह नेनासँ आनन्हन्दत होइत िथि,  ओ स्वयं िोट ियसमे वििाहक 
कारर् िल बुछद्धकँे गमा दैत िथि। आओर ब्रह्मियणक कमाप्तक 
कारर् सँ आत्मछनभणरता हुनका समीप तक नर्ह आढब सकैत िैछन। 
 
ब्रह्मियण नर्ह तँ स्वास्थ्य, बल,  तेज और विद्या हुनका 
कहाँ ?आओर जखन यैह सब नर्ह तँ ओ परािलम्बनक हिकडी 
नर्ह पर्हरथि तँ की करथि ? 
 
बाचलका कम ियसमे सन्तानक जन्म देबाक कारर् अनेको प्रकारक 
रोगसँ ग्रचसत भय जाइत िथि आओर गृहस्थाश्रम दुखाश्रम भय 
जाइत अछि। ई बाल्य-वििाहेक कारर् िीक जे हजारो विििा-स्त्री 
हमरालोकछनक घरमे विलखख-विलखख कँे रुदन करैत र्दन व्यतीत 
कय रहल िथि। 
उपयुणक्त बातपर वििार कयला सन्ता ज्ञात होइत अछि जे यर्द हम 
अपन उन्नथत िाहैत िी- यर्द देशक उपकार िाहैत िी तँ हमरा 
एर्ह कुप्रिा हटेबाक यत्न करबाक िाही। आब ओहन अत्यािार नर्ह 
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अछि जे फेर ई रीत प्रिचलते रहै। 
 
ओर्ह समय जार्ह प्रकारँे हमर आिायण लोकछन देशकाल देखख 
क' बाल्य-वििाहक छनयम बना देने िलाह ओही प्रकारँे आबो उचित 
थिकैन्हन्ह जे ' एर्ह समयक' आिायण छनयम बना क' बाल्य-वििाहकँे 
बन्द कय देथि आओर र्हन्दू शास्त्रक छनयमानुसार आदशण वििाहक 
रीत िलाबथि। 
 
हमर बहुतो भाइ कहताह जे आइ काल्हल्ह ब्रह्मियाणश्रमक छनयम पूर्ण 
रूपसँ पालन करबामे बहुतो कर्ठनता िैक आओर एर्ह 
हेतु 25 आओर 163 छनयम राखब बहुत कर्ठन हैत। हम 
कर्ठनताकँे स्वीकार करैत िी आओर हमर सम्मथत अछि जे एर्ह 
समय कम सँ कम 19-20 िषणमे बालकक तिा 13-14 िषणमे 
बाचलकाक वििाह हो। यर्द अछिक ियसमे वििाह होमय लाछग 
जायत त बाल्य-विििाक सखं्या एकदम छनमूणल भय जायत। 
(िषण-02,  अंक-12,  र्दसम्बर 1934 ई.) 
  
संपादकीय सूचना-एर्ह चसरीजक पुरान िम एर्ह चलिंकपर जा कऽ 
पढढ़ सकैत िी- 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-1 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-2 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-3 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-4 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-5 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-6 

https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_420.pdf
https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/VIDEHA_421.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_422.pdf
https://dn721708.ca.archive.org/0/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_423.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_425.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_426.pdf
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मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-7 
मैथिली सार्हत्यमे तारानाि झा एिं हुनक पररिारक योगदान-8 
  
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://ia902907.us.archive.org/11/items/maithili_20230619/Videha_427.pdf
https://archive.org/download/maithili_20230619/Videha_429.pdf
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१.३.लालदेि कामत-अछिक वपिरल ११० उपजाइत केर सँग अन्याय 

 
लालदेि कामत 
अमिक पपछरल ११० उपजाइत केर सँग अन्याय 
 
ढबहार राज्य सँ स्व० कपूणरी ठाकुर जी मुख्यमंत्री बनल िलाह तँ 
एक विषेषश काज कऽ जननायक कहेलाह। ओ वपिरल तबका' क 
सिेक्षर् ररपोटण कँे दू भाग वपिरा एनेक्सिर -२ आ अत्यन्त वपिरा 
एनेक्सिर -१ िगण बनाबैत आरक्षर् सुवििा उपलब्ध करेलन्हन्ह। ११० 
अथत वपिडी जाथतक मूल सूचिमे एनेक्सिर २ सँ वकि-वकि 
जाथतके आछन १५ सालिरर लालू- राबडी सरकार आ २० साल सँ 
नीतीश कुमारके सरकारमे दोहन- शोषर् होइत रहलैक। एर्ह ज्वलंत 
मुद्दा पर चशक्षक्षत मूल अथत वपिडा िगणमे चिन्ता बढ़ल हेन। 
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समाजिादी डॉ० लोर्हया कहल करथि " जेकर जते संख्याँ भारी , 
तकर ततेक सब स्तर पर र्हसे्सदारी।" से आखरर बेर तीन मजगूत 
जाथत यिा-: तेली, तमोली (िौरचसया)आओर दाँगी कँे मूल 
अथतवपिडा सूचिमे डुकाकँे नीतीश - तेजस्वी केर समाचजक न्यायके 
सरकार खूब अन्याय मिेलक। र्हन्दू- मुस्लस्लम समुदाय अथतवपिडा 
िगणके लेल ई तीनू सबल जाईत हक-र्हस्सा हडवप लैत अछि। जहन 
एने०-२ म अलग सँ ऐ तीनू जाइतक लाभािी संख्याँ देखल जाई 
तँ ओ बवढ-िढढ़कँे लाभ लैत देखाई। तेँ एक खढयन्त्र केर तहत् 
मूल अथतवपिडा सूचिमे िकेलकँे सुवििा िंचित करैक ले ऐ तीनू 
जाइत कँे पैसेलक। आब जखन सरकारी नोकडीमे देखब तँ लागत 
जे १०० प्रथतशतमे ४५ प्रथतशत सीट इयह तीनू नि आगन्तुक जाथत 
कव्जा करैत िैक। जेनावक डाक्टर, प्रोफेसर, अभभयंता आ आन 
सेिामे एहू संग बेसीये सीट पबैत िैक। एकटा डेटा द्रष्टव्य अछि 
-: 
ढबहार पुचलस सेिा (४३म् ,६६म् िरर) कुल अथतवपिडा ८७ मेँ २० 
सीट तीनू जाथत। 
उप समाहताण (५६म् ,६५म् िरर) कुल अथतवपिडा सीट १०३ मेँ सँ 
४७ गोट इयह तीनू जाथत लैत अछि। चजला पररषद अध्यक्ष पद ८ 
टा मेँ ६ टा पर इयह तीनू काढबज भेलैक हेन। तर्हना पंिायत 
सछमथत प्रमुख (२०११-२२)म ७८ टा म ४७ गोटपर आसीन भेल 
िैक। मेयर पद पर तीनू ठाम तेली अछिकार जमेलक य। आब त ँ
सन् २०२३ ई० केर िाद जाथतगत आंकडा ररजल्ट सूिना आयोग 
दैते नै िै। १९९४ म अथतवपिडा बैकलोक सीट अभभयंताके पोस्टींग 
मे १०० मेँ ३० सीट मुस्लस्लम िात्र कँे भेटल रहैक, वित्त विभाग २०९४ 
मेँ १०४ सीटमे सेहो ३१ गोट सीट भेटल रहैक। तेँ कपूणरी जी फामूणला 
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कँे र्हन्दू -मुस्लीम अथतवपिडा तबका अपन िरोहर बूखझ कय 
बिेबाक आओररयानमे जुटल रहब परम आिश्यक होयत। ऐ तथ्य 
कँे विशेष याचिका रूपेँ (एस.एल.पी.)सं०-३३५९४/ २०१७ द्वारा 
माननीय सिोच्च न्यायालय मे वकशोरी दास , महेंद्र भारती आ प्रो० 
अरूर् कुमार जी लडाय लर्ड रहल य। ऐ तीनू जाथतकँे जार्हठाम 
सँ आछन अथतवपिडा सूचिमे िकेलैके काज भेल, ओतय सँ हुनक 
आरक्षर् अछिकार सीट वकयेक ने संग आनल गेलैक से आईिरर 
यक्ष प्रश्न बछन ठाढ़ िै। नि सरकार ऐ गहींर विषय पर समय सँ 
छियान दैथि। सबसँ पर्हने कांग्रेस सरकार मजबूत मोमीन 
(अंसारी) कँे ऐ मेँ जोडलक,तकरा बाद तँ जेना बाढढ़ आढब गेल 
होय! 
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
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१.४.कुमार मनोज कश्यप- लघुकिा- ऐलीमनी 

 
कुमार मनोज कश्यप 
 
लघुकिा- ऐलीमनी 
 
रािाबाबू के पररिार जेहने सुसभ्य, संस्कारी; तेहने संयत। ने उिो 
का देना ने मािो का लेना। पररिारक कोनो सदस्य के मुँहे कर्हयो 
कोनो बेिप अनगणल िाताणलाप केयो सुनने नर्हिं हेतै। खाईत-वपबैत 
नोकररहारा पररिार अपन र्दन-दुछनयाँ मे मस्त! समस्या एके टा 
िलैन .... बटेा के ढबयाह! बेटा नोएडा मे कोनो नीक कंपनी मे 
ठीक-ठाक पद पर िै, तैयो कोनो ितुणहार आढब नै रहल िै। ऊिाििण 
कतहु होईतो िै तs दोबारा घुरर नर्हिं अबैत िै। बेटा के र्दनानुर्दन 
बढै़त उमेर पूरा पररिार के लेल भारी चििंता के विषय बनल िलै। 
से चििंता एकर्दन समाप्त भेलैन .... काँख तर नेना आ गाम मे 
ढढ़िंढ़ोरा! कॉलोनीये मे मिुबनी के स्वजातीय के कन्या के सूत्र 
भेटलछन। कन्यागत सेहो सभ्य, संस्कारी लोक। देखा-सुनी, बात-
वििार भेलछन ...... किा दुहू पक्ष के जँिलछन आ अछगले लग्न मे 
शुभ-शुभ कs वियाह-दुरागमन सभ सम्पन्न भेल। 
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मुदा नर्हिं जाछन एर्ह ढबयाह पर कोन ग्रह के िि दृखष्ट पडलै! 
कछनयाँ भडफोडी के पराते पूजा के नाम पर जे नैहर गेचलह से फेर 
ससुर लौटबा लेल साफे मना कs देलखखन। भाँथत-भाँथत के आरोप 
.... दहेज उत्पीडन, गारर-गलौज, दू-भािना, बर्हकीरर्ी सन 
व्यिहार, िरक केकरो आन संग अनैथतक संबंि...... की की नर्हिं! 
बहुत कोचशश भेलै दुहू पक्ष सँ, माय-बाप अन्न-पाछन त्याछग 
देलखखन; मुदा कछनयाँ टस्स स मस्स नर्हिं भेली आ अडल रहली 
छनिणहन हेतु पैंतीस लाख रूपया लेल। माछमला अदालत मे जइतै, 
बहस मे अनेरो आरोप-प्रत्यारोप, दुहू कुलक िीिालेदर .... एर्ह सभ 
सँ नीक भरमे-सरमे कोनो ब्योंत कs टाका देनाईये रािाबाबू के 
उचित बुझना गेलछन। 
 
ओर्ह र्दन अपन छमत्र सs भेंट कs घर घुरैत काल नजरर पडलछन 
गली के कोन परहक खाली मकान जार्ह पर मोट आखर मे 'वििी 
लेल' के तख्ती टाँगल देखबैत छमत्र कहने रहथिन मकान तs बड्ड 
नीक िै मुदा दामे तते रखने िै जे ककरो सs बात नर्हिं पटै िै। 
ओ मकान फूल-माला सs सजाओल देखख चजज्ञासािश अपन 
गाडीक कनेक ब्रेक लगेलछन अकानैक जे के वकनलक ई घर। 
देखलछन िरामदा पर ओ कछनयाँ एकटा पुरूख सँगे हँचस-हँचस 
बथतया कs िाह वपबैत। हुनकर पैर एक्सीलेटर पर अनायासे जोर 
सs पर्ड गेल रहछन। 
 
 
 
-कुमार मनोज कश्यप, सम्प्रथत : छनदेशक, भारत सरकार; संपकण  : 
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सी-11, टािर-4, टाइप-5, वकदिई नगर पूिण (र्दल्ली हाट के 
सामने), नई र्दल्ली-110023; # 9810811850; ईमेल: 
writetokmanoj@gmail.com 
 
  
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



38 || विदेह ४३० 

१.५.परमानन्द लाल कर्ण-उडान 

 
परमानन्द लाल 
कणण                                                          
                
उडान 
सरस्वती जी भोरे भोर भनसा घर सँ दुई कप िाय बना कऽ हॉल 
मे आिैत िलीह तहन पथत कें  आिाज लगािैत िलीह - सुनै िी 
? सुनै िी ? िाय बछन गले अछि । रमेशजी तहन ढबिौना पर स ँ
आँखख छमजैत उठैत िलाह ।फेर दूनु आदमी गप्प-सप्प करैत िाय 
वपबैत िलथि ।मुदा आई एक कप िाय बना कऽ हॉल मे बैसलथि 
। सोफाक ऊपर दीिार पर नजरर गेलछन तऽ हृदय विदीर्ण भऽ 
गेलछन । वकिु र्दन पूिण हुनकर पथतदेिक स्वगणिास भऽ गेल िल । 
पथतक फोटो देखैत सरस्वती जीक आँखख सँ ढ़ि -ढ़ि नोर छगरऽ 
लागल। सरस्वती जी नौकरी करैत िलीह आि ओ सेिाछनिृत्त भऽ 
घर पर रहैत िलीह । पथतक संग भरर र्दन बातिीत करैत समय 
कटैत िल ।ओ सोिैत िलीह जे सेिाछनिृत्त भेलाक बाद दूनु बेटाक 
संग सुखमय चजनगी वितायि ।के जानैत िल जे वििना की चलखने 
िथिन ? उमरक एर्ह पडाि मे ओ अकेले भऽ गेल िलीह । हुनका 
जीिन मे खालीपनक ददण िल।कुसी पर बैसल पुरान सि बात 
एकाएक ध्यान मे आिऽ लालैन । ओ सोिैत िलीह ज ेएतेक पैघ 
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घर मे घरक सि कोन हँसी-खुशी सँ भरल िल । दूनु बच्चाक 
पढ़ाई पर ध्यान दैत िलहँु । घरक कामक अलािा दूनु बच्चाक सि 
सुख सुवििाक ख्याल राखैत िलहँु । 
 
एक समयक बात अछि जखन दूनु बेटा जेकर नाम अछमत आ 
सुछमत िल । रमेश जी िाहैत िलाह जे पैघ बेटा जेकर नाम अछमत 
िल ओ हमर कारोबार संभालैथि मुदा हुनकर र्दलिस्पी कारोबार 
मे नर्ह िलछन ।ओ विदेश मे नौकरी करऽ िाहैत िलाह ।ओ िाहैत 
िलाह जे एहन नौकरी करी जार्ह सँ भविष्य आ सफल जीिनक 
गारंटी होय । एक र्दन ओ अपना बाबुजी स ँकहलखखन - बाबुजी 
! हम कारोबार नर्ह करि । हमर इच्छा अछि जे हम विदेश मे 
नौकरी करी । ई सछुन रमशेजी परेशान भऽ गेलाह । ओ कहलछन 
- बेटा ! अहाँ विदेश जायि तहन ई कारोबार के संभालत ? हम 
सोिने िलहँु जे अहाँ पैघ भऽ जायि तहन अहाँ सिहक बाल पर 
हम अपन कारोबार आगु बढ़ायि । बेटा ! नौकरी तऽ नौकरी होयत 
अछि , एर्ह अहाँ वकिु हजार कमा सकैत िी । जौं अहाँ व्यापार 
करि तहन अहाँ लाखो रुपया कमायि । अछमत कहलछन - बाबुजी 
! अहाँक इएह इच्छा िल तऽ हमरा एतेक नीक सँ नर्ह पढे़ितहँु । 
व्यापार तऽ अनपढ़ सेहो कऽ सकैत अछि । नीक पढ़ाई केलहँु अछि 
तहन हमर इच्छा अछि जे विदेश जा के कोनो नीक नौकरी करी 
आ अपन आश-खाप विदेश मे राखी । रमेश बाबु कहलखखन - 
बेटा ! अहाँ हमर बात समझिाक कोचशश करु । नीक सँ पढ़ाई 
चलखाई एर्ह लेल कएल जायत अछि तावक लोकछन मे समझदारी 
होय ।कोनो काम पढ़ल चलखल लोकछन जेना नि तकनीक आ 
तजुिाण सँ कऽ सकैत अछि ओ अनपढ़ नर्ह कऽ सकैत अछि । 
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कारोबार करनाई अनपढ़क काम नर्ह अछि आ नर्ह पढ़ाई चलखाई 
केिल नौकरीक लेल कएल जायत अछि । भाग- दौड करिाक लेल 
तऽ हमरा लग कतेको कमणिारी लागल रहैत अछि । हम तऽ अहाँ 
के र्हसाब-वकताब सम्भालऽ कर्ह रहल िी । जौं अहाँक ई कारोबार 
पसंद नर्ह अछि तऽ दोसर कारोबार करु ।कारोबार करिाक इच्छा 
नर्ह अछि तऽ हमरा एतराज नर्ह अछि । अहाँ अपना देश मे कोनो 
नौकरी करु तावक हम सि अहाँ के देख सकी । रमेश जी आछमत 
के बहुत समझेलखखन मुदा अछमत अपना बात पर अडल रहलाह । 
अछमतक िोट भाई सुछमत ई सुछन कहलछन - भैया ! बाबुजी तऽ 
नीक कहैत िथिन । जे माय- बाबुजी अपन सिणस्व हमरा सि पर 
लूटा देने िथि । अपन पुरा जीिन लगा देने िथिन । अहाँ हुनका 
बात कावट विदेश जाय िाहैत िी से नीक अर्ह अछि । ई सुछन 
अछमत अपना िोट भाई सँ कहलछन - अहाँ तऽ सर्दखन माँ-
बाबुजीक आंगुर पकडने रहैत िी । अहा ँ एहन लोकछन कखनहँु 
कामयाि नर्ह भऽ सकैत अछि । दुछनया कतऽ सँ कतऽ िचल गेल 
अछि ,अहाँ ईनारक बेंग बनल रहु । हम अहाँ एहन नर्ह िी जे 
मायक कोंिा पकडने रही।अछमत वकनको बात सुनिाक लेल तैयार 
नर्ह िलथि । एहन पररस्थस्थथत मे हुनक माय बाबुजी िुप रहनाई 
ठीक सोिलथि ।अछमत पासपोटणक लेल आिेदन देलखखन । पुचलस 
सत्यापन भेलाक उपरांत हुनकर पासपोटण आवि गेलछन । पासपोटण 
छमललाक बाद अमेररकाक लेल िीजा बना कऽ अमेररका िचल 
गेलाह । अछमत के अमेररका िचल गेला पर सरस्वतीजी बड्ड दुःखखत 
भेलीह । रमेश जी हुनका कहलखखन जे अहाँ एर्ह बातक चििंता नर्ह 
करु ।आई-काल्हल्ह िीया-पुता अपना र्हसाब सँ जीअ िाहैत अछि 
। एर्ह पर सरस्वती जी कहलछन - हमसि बच्चाक लले जी जान 
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लगा देने िलहँु , अपन चजनगीक हर पल हुनका पर बीतेलहँु । 
जार्हया सँ एकर जन्म भेल हम अपन सि शौख -मनोरि ताख 
पर राखख बच्चाक भविष्यक लेल सोिलहँु मुदा आि बच्चा अपन 
मनिाही चजनगीक अलािा वकिु नर्ह सोिैत अछि । ई कर्ह 
सरस्वती जीक आँखख मे नोर ढ़ि -ढ़िा गेलछन । रमेश जी कहलछन 
- अहाँ चििंता नर्ह करु ।अछमत जेना जीिऽ िाहैत अछि तेना जीिऽ 
र्दअऊ । 
 
अछमत के विदेश गेलाक उपरांत हुनक िोट भाई सुछमत हुनका लग 
रहैत िलाह । सरस्वती जीक भरोसा सुछमत पर िल । सुछमतक 
स्वभाि अछमत सँ उल्टा िल । ओ शछमिला आ माय- बाबुजीक 
आज्ञाकारी बालक सेहो िलाह । माय-बाबुजी जे कहैत िलखखन 
सएह करैत िलाह । रमेश जी के आि हुनका पर उम्मीद िलैन । 
ओ सोिैत िलाह जे बडका बेटा जकाँ ई स्वािी नर्ह िथि । सुछमत 
सर्दखन कहैत िलाह जे दुछनयाक कतिो सुख हमरा दऽ देल जाय 
तैयो हम माय- बाबजुी के नर्ह िोडि । सू्कली पढ़ाई समाप्त भेला 
पर हुनकर नामांकन कॉलेज मे भेल । कॉलेज जखन लीजर घंटी 
िल तखन ओ कॉमन रूम मे आवि अकेले बैसल रहैत िलाह । 
स्वभाििश ओ केकरो सँ बसेी बात नर्ह करैत िलाह । एक र्दनक 
बात अछि , कॉमन रूम मे सुछमत असगरे बैसल पढत्रका पढै़त 
िलाह । हुनकर क्लासक एकटा संगी हुनका लग आवि के 
बैसलखखन चजनकर नाम सुलेखा िल । सुलेखा अछमत सँ 
कहलखखन - अहाँ िुपिाप एक कात मे वकएक बैसल िी । िलु 
कें वटन मे दूनु आदमी िाय पीयि । पर्हले तऽ एर्ह बात के स्वीकार 
नर्ह केलखखन मुदा सुलेखाक चजद्दक आगु हुनकर वकिु नर्ह िलल 
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। ओ नर्ह िाहैत सुलेखा संग कें वटन िचल गेलाह । आि सि र्दन 
दूनु लोकछन कें वटन में आवि घंटो गप्प-सप्प करैत िलैथि ।कर्हयो 
एहन भऽ जायत िल जे घंटी सेहो िुवट जाछन । िीरे-िीरे ओ 
सुछमतक स्वभाि सँ पररचित भऽ गेलीह । सुलेखा एहन लडकाक 
तलाश मे िलीह जेकरा अपन कोनो सोि नर्ह होय । लडका के 
हम जेना निािी तेना ओ करथि आ अपना मनमजीक अनुरूप 
ढ़ाचल सकी । सुलेखा देखिा मे ततेक सुन्नर िलीह जे कॉलेजक 
लडका हुनका पर र्फदा िल । एर्ह पररस्थस्थथत मे सुछमत सोिैत 
िलाह जे सुलेखा जौं हमरा सँ विआहक लेल तैयार भऽ जाय तऽ 
नीक रहत । मुदा सुछमत अपन इच्छा हुनका सँ व्यक्त नर्ह केलखखन 
। जार्ह र्दन सुछमत सुलेखा के नर्ह देखैत िलाह तार्ह र्दन ओ 
परेशान भऽ जायत िलाह ।तर्हना जार्ह र्दन सुछमत नर्ह आिैत 
िलखखन तार्ह र्दन सुलेखा सेहो परेशान भऽ जायत िलीह । आि 
एक दोसरक ढबना समय काटऽ मुत्यिल लागैत िलछन । एक 
र्दनक बात अछि सुलेखा आ सुछमत दूनु लोकछन कें वटन मे िाय 
पी रहल िलथि तहन सुलेखा सुछमत सँ कहलखखन - अहाँक बाबुजी 
सँ हमर बाबुजी छमलऽ िाहैत िथि से अहाँ अपना बाबुजी स ँ
ितायि । सछुमत कहलछन - अहाँक बाबुजी वकए छमलऽ िाहैत 
िथिन ? सुलेखा कहलछन - हम एक दोसरा कें  जानिे करैत िी । 
जौं दूनु गोटेक विआह भऽ जायत तऽ नीक रहत तें हम अहाँक बारे 
मे हम अपन बाबुजी सँ बात केलहँु अछि । राथत म ेबाबुजी स ँ
कहलहँु जे हम आ सुछमत विआह करऽ िाहैत िी । हमर बाबुजी 
तऽ सहमत भऽ गेलाह मुदा अहाँ अपन बाबुजी सँ बात करतहँु तऽ 
नीक रहत ।सुछमत कलहछन - हम कोना कही, हमर विआह कोन 
ठाम होयत से माय-बाबजुी जानथिन हम अखन िरर एर्ह सम्बन्ध 
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मे हुनका सँ बात नर्ह केलहँु अछि ।हम सोिैत िी जे हम अपन 
विआहक बात हुनका सँ कोना कहु । सुलेखा कहलछन - ठीक अछि, 
अहाँ बात नर्ह करु हमर बाबुजी अहाँक बाबुजी सँ छमल लेताह 
।अहाँ अपन घरक पता चलखा र्दअ । हम अपना बाबुजी सँ बात 
कऽ लेि । सुलेखा घर पर आवि अपना बाबजुी सँ कहलखखन । 
सुलेखाक बाबुजी कहलछन जे हम रमेश बाबू सँ छमलैत िी तहन 
वकिु कहि, जौं ओ एर्ह ररश्ताक लेल तैयार भऽ जेताह तहन हमहँु 
तैयार भऽ जायि । सुलेखाक बाबुजी रमेशजीक घर आवि एर्ह 
ररश्ताक लेल कहलखखन । रमेश बाबू के एर्ह सम्बन्ध मे कोनो 
जानकारी नर्ह िलछन । रमेश बाबू कहलखखन जे दूनु एक दोसर 
सँ विआह करऽ िाहैत िथि । दूनु एकर्ह क्लास मे पढै़त िथि । 
हमरा सिहक चजम्मेिारी अछि जे दुनु के विआहक बन्धन मे बाँछि 
दी । रमेश बाबू कहलखखन जे हमरा कोनो एतराज नर्ह अछि मुदा 
दूनुक पढ़ाई भऽ जायत तहन ठीक रहत । सुछमतक पढ़ाई भेलाक 
उपरान्त विआहक र्दन छनिय भेल । रमेश अपन पैघ बालक अछमत 
के एर्ह सम्बन्ध मे कहलखखन मुदा अछमत एकर कोनो प्रकारक 
उत्तर नर्ह देलखखन । रमेश जी जखन एर्ह अिसर पर सस्थम्मचलत 
होयिाक लेल कहलखखन तहन ओ साफ मना करैत कहलछन - 
बाबुजी ! हमरा अखन िुट्टी नर्ह छमलत तें हम नर्ह आवि सकि । 
सुछमत आ सुलेखाक विआह िूमिाम सँ कराओल गले । सुलेखा 
सुछमतक घर आवि गेलीह । सुलेखा एक अमीर घरक लडकी िलीह 
। हुनकर बाबुजीक कारोबार देश-विदेश मे फैलल िल । दोसर र्दस 
सुछमतक बाबुजी के सेहो एर्ह ठाम कारोबार िल ।सुछमत अपना 
बाबुजीक कारोबार मे साि र्दअ लगलाह । सिेरे नाश्ता कऽ सुछमत 
दुकान पर िचल जायत िलाह । दुपहररया मे जखन रमेश जी 
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आिैत िलाह तहन सुछमत भोजन करिाक लेल आबैत िलाह । 
सुछमत के देखख रमेश आ सरस्वती जी दूनु खुश िलथि । ओ सोितै 
िलाह जे अछमत िचल गेला पर कम सँ कम एकटा बेटा तऽ साि 
मे अछि मुदा घर पर सुलेखा के मन नर्ह लागैन । सुलेखाक इच्छा 
होयत िलैन जे हम अपना बाबुजीक विदेश िाला कारोबार सम्भाली 
। 
 
एक र्दनक बात अछि सुलेखा सुछमत सँ कहलखखन - हमर बाबुजी 
िाहैत िथि जे हम सि हुनकर अमेररकािाला कारोबार सम्भाली । 
वकएक तऽ ओर्ह ठाम एक योग्य आदमीक आिश्यकता अछि । 
अहाँ अहु ठाम कारोबार करैत िी आ अमेररका मे सेहो इएह काम 
करि । सुछमत कहलखखन जे एर्ह ठामक कारोबार के सम्भालत ? 
हम एर्ह ठाम िी तहन बाबुजी के आराम छमलैत िैन । हम आ 
बाबुजी रहि तहन ई कारोबार आओर आगु बढ़त । ई बात सुछन 
सुलेखा तमतमा गेलीह आ कहलछन जे हम अमेररका अिश्य जायि 
। एर्ह ठाम हमरा मन नर्ह लागैत अछि । अहाँ अपना माय-बाबुजी 
के कर्ह अमेररका िलु । अच्छा वकिु र्दन रुवक जाऊ तहन हम 
हुनका कहैत िी । सुछमत सोिलैथि जे अखन सुलेखा नि स्थान 
पर एलीह अछि तें मन नर्ह लागैत िैन । वकिु र्दन मे सि वकिु 
ठीक भऽ जायत । वकिु र्दनक बाद सुलेखा फेर सुछमत स ँ
कहलखखन जे आई बाबुजीक फोन आयल िल । ओ कहैत िलखखन 
जे अहाँ सि अमेररका िचल जाऊ तावक ओर्ह ठामक कारोबार 
ठीक ढंग सँ िचल सके । एर्ह पर सुछमत कोनो उत्तर नर्ह देलखखन 
। साँझ मे जखन सुछमत दुकान बंद कऽ घर पर एलाह तहन सुलेखा 
कहलखखन जे अहाँ माँ-बाबुजी सँ जौं नर्ह कहि तहन हम हुनका 
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सँ कहैत िी । सुलेखाक चजद्द करला पर सुछमत अपना माय-बाबुजी 
के कहलखखन जे सुलेखा अमेररका जायिाक लेल चजद्द कऽ िथि 
। की कएल जाय स ेसमझ मे नर्ह आवि रहल अछि । रमेशबाबू 
कहलखखन जाऊ दूनु आदमी अमेररका सँ घुछम आिु । कछनयाक 
मन पूरा भऽ जेतछन । एर्ह पर सुछमत कहलखखन - नर्ह बाबुजी ! 
ओ कहैत िथिन जे सुलेखाक बाबुजीक कारोबार जे अमेररका मे 
िलैत िैन तकरा हम जा के सम्भाली । ई सुछन रमेश बाबुजी 
आियण मे पर्ड गेलाह । ओ सोिैत िलाह जे सुछमत आि हमरा 
लग रहत मुदा हुनकर ई सोिनाई गलत साढबत भऽ रहल अछि । 
सरस्वती जी कहलखखन - बौआ ! हम सब कोना रहि । एर्ह ठाम 
रहि से नीक नर्ह अछि की ? सुछमत कहलछन - हाँ माँ ! अहु ठाम 
कोनो र्दक्कत नर्ह अछि मुदा सुलेखा ई बात मनिाक लेल तैयार 
नर्ह िथिन। सुछमत माय-बाबुजी सँ ई बात करैत िलाह वक गामक 
डावकया पासपोटण देिाक लेल आवि गेल । सछुमत दूनु पासपोटण 
डावकया सँ लऽ लेलछन । वकिु र्दन मे दूनुक अमेररकाक िीजा 
सेहो आवि गेल । सुछमत आ सुलेखा दूनु अमेररका िचल गेलाह । 
 
सुछमत के अमेररका िचल गेला पर रमेशबाबू के गहरा सदमा 
लागलछन । एर्ह शोक सँ हुनकर स्वास्थय सेहो खराब रहऽ 
लागलछन । स्वास्थय खराब भेलाक कारर् आब ओ दुकान सेहो 
नर्ह जायत िलाह । िीरे-िीरे कारोबार बंद भऽ गेल सरस्वतीजी 
दुकान बेचि के रमेश बाबू मे लगा देलखखन । अंततः रमेश बाबू 
एर्ह दुछनया मे नर्ह रहलाह । रमेशजीक मरलाक बाद सरस्वती जी 
टुवट गेलीह । दूनु बेटा पर्हले घर िोर्ड विदेश िचल गेल िलाह 
आि पथत सेहो संग िोर्ड देलखखन । घरक र्दिार हुनका काटऽ 
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दौडैत िलछन । इएह सोिैत सोिैत आँखख सँ नोर छगरऽ लागलछन 
। टेबुल पर राखल िाय ठंढा भऽ गेलछन । भोर सँ बसैल -बैसल 
र्दनक िारर बचज गेल । सरस्वतीजी पथतक देहान्त आ बच्चाक 
कुआि सँ चििंथतत िलीह । तखनर्ह ओ घंटीक आिाज सुनलखखन 
। घंवटक आिाज सुछन ओ घरक वकिाड खोललखखन तहन देखैत 
िथिन जे बिपनक संगी जेकर नाम सुषमा िल से ठाढ़ िथि । 
सुषमा सरस्वती जीक िेहरा देखैत बड्ड दुःखखत भेलीह । ओ कहलछन 
- अहाँ अपन िेश-भूषा एहन वकएक बनेने िी । ईश्वरक इच्छाक 
आगु अपन अपन कोनो िश नर्ह िलैत अछि । देखु हमर घरिाला 
पंद्रह बरीख पर्हले एर्ह संसार मे हमरा अकेले िोर्ड िचल गेलाह । 
तहन अपन रास्ता खोचज जीिन यापन कऽ रहल िी । हुनका 
गुजरलाक बाद हम सोिलहँु जे हमर जीिन कोना िलत आ हमरा 
समय कोना कटत ? तार्ह लेल हम ट्यूशन कऽ रहल िी । घरक 
काम कऽ हम ट्यूशन मे लछग जायत िी । एर्ह सँ एक र्दस हमर 
समय नीक सँ कवट जायत अछि तऽ दोसर र्दस आमदनी सेहो 
होयत अछि । तें अहाँ अखन र्हम्मत सँ काम चलअ । एर्ह ठाम 
अहाँक नाम नीक चशक्षक्षका मे िल । अहाँ तऽ हमरा सँ नीक पढ़ा 
सकैत िी । एर्ह सँ समय सेहो कवट जायत आ आमदनी सेहो 
होयत । गप्प-सप्प कऽ सुषमा िचल गेलीह । हुनका िचल गेलाक 
बाद सरस्वती जी सोिलीह जे सुषमाक कहनाई ठीक अछि । हमहँु 
कोनो काम में लछग जायि तहन एर्ह शोक सँ उबरर सकैत िी । 
ई शोचि ओ अपना घर पर एक सू्कल खोललथि । जार्ह मे प्राइमरी 
िररक बच्चा पढै़त िल । पढ़ाई देखख मोहल्लाक सि बच्चा हुनका 
सू्कल मे आिऽ लागलछन । ओ सुषमाजी के सेहो कहलछन जे अहाँ 
हमर एर्ह काम मे साि देि तहन नीक रहत । सुषमा जी सेहो 
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हुनका संग सू्कल मे पढ़ािऽ लागलखखन । िीरे -िीरे सू्कलक 
ख्याथत कतेको गाम मे फैल गेल। सरकार सँ मान्यता सेहो छमल 
गेलछन । 
 
सुछमत के अमेररका गेला पर ओर्ह ठाम ससुरक काम सम्भालऽ 
लगलाह । दूनु प्रार्ी खुशहाल जीिन व्यतीत करैत िलाह मुदा 
वकिु बरख बाद ससुरक देहांत भऽ गेलछन । तकर बाद सुषमाक 
भाई सि मे बटिारा भऽ गेल । बटिारा भेलाक कारर् अमेररकाक 
कारोबार मे कमी भऽ गेल, जार्ह सँ आमदनी सेहो कम भऽ गेलछन। 
दोसर र्दस सुषमाक भौजाई सेहो सर्द खन ताना मारैत िलखखन 
जे अहाँ अपन घर िोर्ड हमरा सिहक घर पर रहैत िी । अहाँ 
अपना सासुर वकएक नर्ह जायत िी ? ओर्ह ठाम सेहो ससुरक 
नीक कारोबार अछि । सि र्दनक कीि-कीि सँ सुछमत परेशान 
भऽ सुषमा सँ कहलखखन वकएक नर्ह हम सि गाम िचल जाय । 
एर्ह पर सुषमा जी कहलखखन जे गामक जमीन आ घर बेि चलअ 
आ एर्ह ठाम अपन कारोबार करु , हम गाम नर्ह जायि । ई सुछन 
सुछमत अपन पैघ भाय अछमत के फोन केलखखन । सुछमतक फोन 
सुछन ओ बड्ड खुशी भेलाह । हाल समािार जनलाक बाद सुछमत 
कहलखखन जे भैया हमर स्थस्थथत अखन ठीक अछि । हमर ससुरक 
कारोबार मे सार सि दखल दऽ देलखखन जार्ह सँ कारोबार ठीक 
सँ नर्ह िलैत अछि । हमर इच्छा होयत अछि जे गाम परक जमीन 
आ घर बेि देतहँु तऽ वकिु पाई भऽ जायत तहन कारोबार नीक 
सँ िचल सकत । एर्ह पर अछमत कहलखखन जे अखन हमरहु काम 
िुवट गेल अछि । हमहँु सोचि रहल िी जे की करी ? जौं अहाँक 
इच्छा अछि तहन गाम िलु । ई सोचि दुनु भाय अमेररका सँ गाम 
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एलाह तऽ घरक नक्शा बदलल िल । एर्ह ठाम एकटा पैघ सू्कल 
खुलल िल । दुनु भाई टेम्पू सँ उतरलाह तऽ माय के गोर 
लागलखखन ।कोना एलहँु अछि ? कोनो विशेष काम िल की? 
सरस्वती जी टहलूक के कहलखखन जे र्हनका सिके घर लऽ जाऊ 
आ भोजन कराऊ । हम सू्कल सँ आबैत िी तहन गप्प -सप्प 
होयत । सू्कल बन्द भेलाक बाद ओ घर पर एलीह तहन सि आदमी 
एक ठाम बैसलथि । गप्प-सप्पक दौरान अछमत कहलखखन माँ हमर 
सिहक स्थस्थथत नीक नर्ह अछि । हम अँर्ह सँ भेंट करऽ एलहँु अछि। 
सरस्वती जी कहलखखन की भेल ? अछमत कलहखखन जे अमेररका 
मे अखन मंदी िचल रहल अछि , हमरा जे नौकरी िल ओ िूवट 
गेल अछि । कोनाहु समय कावट रहल िी । एर्ह पर सरस्वती जी 
कहलखखन अहाँ सि जे ई सोचि कऽ एलहँु अछि ज ेएर्ह ठामक 
जमीन आ घर बेिि से सम्भि नर्ह अछि । हम जानैत िी जे 
अहाँक बाबुजी मरलथि तखन तऽ अहाँ सि के िुवट नर्ह िल ज े
बापक मुखाभग्न दी । जखन अहाँक अमेररका मे र्दक्कत भेल तहन 
अहाँ सिके गाम मन परल । अहाँ सि जे रास्ता िुनलहँु अछि ओ 
नीक अछि । एर्ह ठामक सि जमीन हम बेि कऽ एर्ह सू्कल मे 
लगा देलहँु अछि आ एर्ह सू्कल के रस्टक नाम कऽ देने िी । एर्ह 
ठामसँ अहाँ सिके कोनो सहायता नर्ह छमलत । ई सछुन दुनु भाय 
िुप भऽ गेलाह । भभनसरे दुनु भाय माय के गोर लाछग फेर अमेररका 
िचल गेलाह ।          
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
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१.६.संतोष कुमार राय 'बटोही'-समीक्षा- पोिी : गामक सुख 
(कविता-संग्रह) 
 

 
संतोष कुमार राय 'बिोही' 
समीक्षा- पोिी : गामक सखु ( कटिता-संग्रह ) 
 
पोिी : गामक सुख ( कविता-संग्रह ) 
कवि : राम विलास साहु 
प्रकाशन : पल्लिी प्रकाशन, छनमणली (सुपौल) 
 
कवि राम विलास साहु जी केर ई िाररम प्रकाचशत पोिी छियैन्ह । 
हम संपूर्ण पोिीक समीक्षा नर्ह कऽ रहल िी , परञ्च अइ पोिीक 
कविताक रसास्वादन केलाक पिैत लागल मे अइ पोिीक लेल 
वकिु चलखल जेिाक िाही । ई पोिी कवि हमरा 'सगर राथत दीप 
जरय' किा गोष्ठी मे सहुररया- निटोली गाम मे भेंट स्वरूप देने 
रहैत । इसू्कलक पठन-पाठन आओर घरक चजम्मेदारीक छियान 
राखैत पोिी के नर्ह पढढ़ सकलहँु, परञ्च फुरसत छमलला पर अइ 
पोिी कँे पढ़लहँु अछि । 
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'गामक सुख' कविता-संग्रह कँे पर्हल कविता अछि - 'मनक मोचल' 
। कवि मोनक मोचल िोिाक परयास करैत िथि । एकटा आम 
मानस मे ई प्रिचलत अछि जे गंगा (नदी) आओर कुण्ड मे नहेला 
सँ पाप िुचल जाएत िै । तीिाणटन केला सँ पुण्य होएत िै । तन 
रंगेला सँ यानी थतलक-िानन कएला सँ मोन संमागण पर िलअ 
लगैत िै । मोन भछक्त रस मे डुबेला सँ देहक खरकटल मोचल िुचल 
जाएत िै। परञ्च कवि चलखैत िथि - 
 
" तीिणक पुण्य बहुत कमेलौं 
नदी, कुण्डमे स्नानो भेल 
तन रंगेलौं मन रमेलौं 
तैयो ने िुटल मनक मोचल ।" 
 
कवि साहु जी केर ई पाँथत पढढ़ कऽ कबीर साहबक पाँथत याद 
आढब रहल अछि - 
 
" माला फेरत जुग भया, र्फरा न मन का फेर, 
कर का नमका डार दे, मन का मनका फेर ।" 
 
कवि साहु जी आओर कबीर साहब मे भािसाम्य देखा रहल अछि 
। कवि कबीर साहब सँ आओर संसारक अनुभि सँ प्रेररत भऽ 
चलखलाह अछि जे सार्हत्यत्यक गथतविछि सँ जुडलाक बाद आओर 
विद्वानक सत्संगथत केलाक बाद तन-मन छनमणल भऽ गेल - 
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" ढबनु जप-तप केनर्ह हमरा 
तन-मन छनमणल भऽ गेल 
तखने िुवट गेल मनक मोचल ।" 
 
ओना तँ अइ कचलयुग मे मोनक मोचल िुटनै बड गप्प छियैय, 
परञ्च कवि साहुजी अइ संसार कँे मोचल िोडिाक लेल प्रेररत 
करिाक परयास करैत िथि । 
 
कवि राम विलास साहु जीक ई कविता 'केकरा लेल बनल' केर 
शीषणक ' ई देश केकरा लेल बनल' रहला सँ नीक लगतै । 1947 सँ 
पर्हने देश गुलाम िल । गुलामी की होएत िै से ओई समयक 
लोकछन भोगने हेताह । परञ्च पन्द्रह अगस्त, 1947 कँे देश आजाद 
भेलाक अतेक साल ढबतलाक बादो देश मे समस्या सभ वकिु 
पर्हने जकाँ िेबे करै । देश मे योजना केर की हाल िै से कवि 
साहुजी चलखैत िथि - 
 
" गरीबक नाओपंर योजना बनल 
चशक्षा स्वास्थमे घुन लगल 
मावट-पाछन दिाइमे जहर घोरल 
िरासँ अम्बर िरर इंसान बदलल 
ई देश केकरा लेल बनल ।" 
 
देश मे लूट, हत्या, अपहरर् बढढ़ गेल िै। िरम केर नाओ ंपर देश 
कँे बँटिाक परयास भ रहल िै । नेता आओर अछिकारी सभ 
मालामाल भऽ रहल िथि। 
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वकसान अपन खेत िोर्ड परदेश खवट रहल िथि । देश सभ बेिस्था 
िरमरा गेल िै । कवि चलखैत िथि - 
 
" महगी घुसखोरी सँ िैन उडल 
------------------------------------- 
भेदभािक बीि चजनगी मरल 
लूट हत्या अपहरर् होइत रहल 
ई देश केकरा लेल बनल ।" 
 
कवि राम विलास साहुजी िमणक पाखण्डी सभ पर अपन कविता 
'िमणक उपदेश की भेल' मे िोट करैत चलखैत िथि - 
 
"सूर तुलसी कबीर मीराकँे ढबसैर गेल 
नीथत उपदेश िेद पुरार् शास्त्र 
जेना कचलयुगमे तर पर्ड गेल-ए 
जेतए इंसानक काथतल इंसाने होइए 
तेतए िमणक उपदेश की भेल-ए । 
 
कचलयुग मे िमी सभ वििमी भऽ िुकल अछि । नारी संग बेभिार 
कऽ रहल अछि। गुरछमत चसिंह रामरर्हम, रामपाल, आशाराम िगैरह 
िाछमिक गुरु जनीजाथत संग बेभिार कऽ रहल अछि। एहेन िेछक्त 
उपदेश देछनहार बनल अछि। कवि साहुजी चलखैत िथि - 
 
"रािर् रामपाल, गुरछमत चसिंह राम रर्हम 
नारी संग अत्यािारक रास निैए 
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िारू युगमे कचलयुग भारी पडल-ए 
िमणक आर्डक पािू इंसानो शैतान 
जेतए इंसानक काथतल इंसाने होइए 
तेतए िमणक उपदेश की भेल-ए ।" 
 
समय तेतेक खराब भऽ िुकल िै जे िमणक िोला पर्हर कऽ वकिु 
बाबाजी सािुक खाल मे शैतान बछन गेल घुछम रहल िथि । ओही 
बाबाजीक लेल कवि साहुजी चलखैत िथि - 
 
"सज्जन, संत, महंि, तपसी बछन कऽ 
िन पिणतमे नुकाएल र्फरैए 
� � � � � � � 
जेतए इंसानक काथतल इंसाने होइए 
तेतए िमणक उपदेश की भेल-ए ।" 
 
समय तऽ एहेन आढब गेल िै जे ककरो वकयो नर्ह चिनै्हत िै । 
समाज आओर पररिार टुवट रहल िै । मनुक्ख मनुक्ख नर्ह रर्ह 
गेल िै । चजनगी कँे आपािापी मे लोक माय-बाप कँे भुचल रहल 
िथि। कवि चििंचित िथि आओर चलखैत िथि - 
 
" माए-बाप हक्कन कनैए 
अिैते औरुदे घरमे मरैए 
पुत्र-कुपुत्र बछन ऐंठैए 
एक-दोसर कँे देख जरैए ।" 
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कवि राम विलास साहुजी कँे चजनगी केर ढेर रास अनुभि िन्हन्ह । 
अइ कविता-संग्रहक सभ कविता कविजीक िृहद अनुभि सँ चसक्त 
िन्हन्ह । परञ्च विराम चिह्न केर प्रयोग कम केने िथि जार्ह कारर्े 
पढ़िाक गथत मे िा सस्वर िािन मे वकिु बेििान होएत िै । 
 
अइ संग्रह मे विरही नाछयकाक चित्रर् सेहो र्हया कँे िु दैत िै 
आओर पूरा देह के झकझोरर दैत िै । कवि अपन कविता ' जीढबते 
जी मरै िी' मे विरही नाछयकाक मुँह सँ कहािैत िथि - 
 
"केकरा देख जीअब 
दुछनयाँ अन्हार लगैए 
की कहू सखी 
कहल नर्ह जाइए 
जुआनी जरबै िी 
जीढबते जी मरै िी ।" 
 
'छिर्डया गेल गाम-समाज' मे गामक यिािण स्थस्थथतक माछमिक 
चित्रर् करैत िथि । ढबहार सँ पलायन भऽ रहल िै ताही दुआरे 
गाम तहस-नहस भऽ रहल िै । कवि साहुजी चलखैत िथि - 
 
"गामक भैयारी-र्दयादी सभ टुटल 
चिन्ह-परचित सेहो उर्ठ गले 
पररिार िुटल समाजो टुटल 
पलायनसँ सभ वकिु छिर्डयाएल " 
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'गामक सुख' कविता-संग्रह मे कवि अपन चजनगी केर सभ अनुभि 
कँे चलख देने िथि । 
 
समीक्षक : संतोष कुमार राय 'बटोही' 
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ।  
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१.७.ग्रुप कॅप्टन (डॉ) िी एन झा-श्राद्ध कमण के लौवकक ि 
अलौवकक महत्त्व 

 
गु्रप कॅप्टन (डॉ) िी एन झा 
श्राद्ध कमण के लौककक ि अलौककक महत्त्व 
 
 
(एर्ह लेख में आत्मा के परमात्मा में विलय के सम्बन्ध में श्राद्ध 
कमण के िैज्ञाछनक दृखष्टकोर् िै। लेखक आिुछनक विज्ञानक नजररए 
सँ आत्मा के परमात्मामें लीन होयबाक पररकल्पना करैि, जे 
छनिय ही अपूर्ण ओ साक्ष्य-रर्हत अछि आ केिल अनुमान मात्र 
अछि । सामान्य व्यछक्त के बुझबा लेल श्राद्ध-कमणक अििारर्ा के 
व्यक्त करबाक ई एक प्रयास मात्र अछि। लेखक कँे परम हषण हेतन्हन्ह 
जौं वकयो आध्याल्हत्मक शास्त्र-विशेषाज्ञ कोनों तरह केर शास्त्र-
आिाररत वििेिन िा आलोिना प्रसु्तत करतन्हन्ह) 
 
शरीर, मृत्य,ु आत्मा आओर परमात्मा 
अपन पूिणज क नाम पर हुनकर आत्माक शाल्हन्त आ कल्यार् लेल 
श्रद्धापूिणक कएल गेल कमणर्ह श्राद्ध िै। यद्यवप मानल जाइत अछि 
जे हर जीिात्मा परमात्माक एक अंश मात्र अछि, तँ परमात्माक 
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ओर्ह अंश-मात्र आत्मा लेल, जे स्वतः में छनवििकार अछि, एर्ह श्राद्ध 
कमणक की आिश्यकता अछि? संभितः ई उत्तर आत्मा, प्रेतात्मा, 
पुनजीिन आर्द जेकाँ अिस्थाक गूढ़ रहस्य मे अछि (पढू "परमात्मा 
का िास", https://thecounterviews.com/article/almighty-
god-his-location) । 
सनातन िा र्हन्दू िमण में ई िारर्ा सर्दखन रहल अछि जे आत्मा 
अविनाशी अछि आ वकिु जीि में, जकर जन्म भेल होिै, कखनो 
िोट कालखंड तके रहैत अछि आ ततपिात िा तँ देह के रूप बदैल 
लैत अछि िा फेर परमात्मा में लीन होयबाक कारर् एर्ह मृत्युलोक 
सँ बाहर छनकचल जायत अछि। हर जीिात्माक जीिन-काल कईटा 
अन्य घटक पर सेहो छनभणर करैत अछि। मानल जाइत अछि ज े
ककरो मृत्यु ओकर आयु सीमा सँ पर्हने िा बाद मे नर्ह होयत, 
मुदा ओर्ह ग्रंि सभ में अकाल मृत्यु के बर्णन सेहो अछि। तार्ह स ँ
ई बुझायल जाइत अछि जे मृत्यु छनत्यित समय सँ पर्हनें िा बाद 
में सेहो भ सकैत अछि आ एर्ह कारर्े जीि अपन आत्म-रक्षा लेल 
अपन-अपन वििेक सँ दीघाणयु होिै के प्रयास अिष्य करैत अछि। 
अिाणत्, डाक्टर, िैद्य के चिवकत्सा या गुरुजन के आशीिाणद के प्रभाि 
सँ आयु िोट या बड भ सकैत अछि। 
जीिात्मा पर कमण केर प्रभाि 
प्रत्येक जीिात्मा जीिन भरर अपन-अपन कमण करैत अछि I हुनकर 
ओ सुकमण िा कुकमण में आत्मा सेहो सहायक होतैक I तँ सुकमण के 
सुफल ि कुकमण के कुफल में हुनक आत्मा सेहो साझीदार रहतन्हन्ह 
I एकर मतलब ईहो भ सकैत अछि वक संपकण  केर प्रभाि आत्मा 
पर सेहो पडैत अछि आ एर्ह लेल विकृत देह में आत्मा सेहो विकृत 
होएत अछि, जइना कोनो सगुंछित जंगल या बछगिा सँ आबै िाली 
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हिा सुगंछित रहैत अछि आ कोनो दुगांि स्थान सँ आबै िाली हिा 
में दुगांि होइत अछि। ई तँ अकाट्य सत्य अछि वक जीिात्मा सँ 
गलती या पापकमण अिश्य होइत िै आर ओहो कचलयगु में I एर्ह 
लेल आजुक युग में लगभग हर व्यछक्त ि हुनक आत्मा के दोषी 
होयबाक बहुत संभािना िै। तँ परोक्ष रूप सँ इहो कही सकैत िी 
जे सम्प्रथत अछिकतर आत्मा दूवषत आ कलुवषत अछि । िूँवक हर 
प्रार्ी के आत्मा कमोिेश दूवषत िै, तें तेहेन कलुवषत आत्मा में 
भगिान् या परमेश्वर केर िास नर्ह भ सकैि । तँ ई माछन कँे िल ू
जे परमात्मा के प्रतीक मानल जाए िाला आत्मा जौं दूवषत भ गेल 
तँ देहािसान पिात जौं श्राद्ध कमण नर्ह भेल िै तँ ओ आत्मा 
जीिलोक में भटवक रहल होयत, भले ओ प्रेत योछन हो या अन् य 
जीि के पुनजणन्म के रूप में । मनुष्य एक एहेन योछन अछि जार्ह 
में बुछद्ध आ वििेक सँ छनर्णय लेबाक क्षमता िै। तें यर्द मनुष्य योछन 
में लोकछन सत्कमण नर्ह केलन्हन्ह तँ ओकर उद्धार नर्ह हेतन्हन्ह I 
तखन संभािना िै वक ओकरा फेर स पुनः जीिन िि में जाए 
पडत, िाहे ओ िाहे सीछमत जन्म हो या सहस्त्रों जन्म केर 
पुनरािृचत्त। 
अंग्रेजी में एक कहाित अछि �To err is human�। आजुक समय 
में या कचलयुग में कहू, लौवकक विलाचसता बढढ़ रहल अछि आ 
ओकरा पूरा करए लेल लोक अनैथतक कमण करै सँ परहेज नर्ह राखै 
िथि । वकिु लोकछन तँ ह्त्त्या करए लेल सुपारी लेिै के व्यिसाय 
अपनाए लेने िथि। असत्य बाजब आजुक समय में एक कला बछन 
गेल अछि, जकरा अगंरेजी में अक्सर 'र्डप्लोमेसी' सेहो कहल जाएत 
अछि। माता-वपता आ सम्माछनत लोकक अपमान कचलयुग में आम 
बात बछन गेल अछि। मानिीय शोषर्, बलात्कार, िोट-िोट बात 
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पर प्रताडना आ हत्या आब सामान्य बात भऽ रहल अछि। संक्षेप 
में कहू तऽ आजुक युग में विरलर्ह वकयो अर्हना व्यछक्त होएत ज े
र्दनानुर्दन पापकमणक भागीदार न हेताह। 
आत्माक अलौवकक यात्रा आ प्रिाह 
कोनहँु जीि में आत्मा अन्यान्य गुर्ात्मक कला कें  ग्रहर् कएने 
एहन जल िारा के जेकाँ प्रिाह करइ िथि, जे आगाँ बढै़त एक सँ 
दोसर बड नदी में िमशः समार्हत हएत अंततः अिाह समुद्र में छमल 
जाइक िथि। संभि अछि जे जल-बूँद रूपी कओनो जीिात्मा कँे 
कोनों प्रिार्हत जलश्रोत के भेटय तक के यात्रा में जे भटकनाई 
होइि, ओ शायद प्रेत योछन में भटकाए के सामान होइि I जखन 
ओर्ह जलबूँद कोनों शुद्ध जलश्रोत सऽ छमलैत छनरंतर आगाँ बढै़त 
रहैत अछि, तँ ओ शायद स्वगणक प्रतीक होइि आ अशुद्ध जलश्रोत 
में छमचल कँे नरक। मुदा आत्माक जल श्रोत रूपी छनरंतर प्रिाह 
शायद जीिात्मा के अन्यान्य अिस्थाक पूरा िर्णन नर्ह कऽ सकैत 
अछि। यैह ठाम श्राद्ध कमणकें  बहुत महत्त्व होइि, जइ सँ ओर्ह बूँद 
रूपी आत्माकें  प्रेत-योछन में या पुनजणन्म में भटकन सँ बिएबाक 
लेल श्राद्ध मन्त्र शुद्ध जल रूपी मागण प्रशस्त करैत अछि, आ हुनका 
स्वगणलोक या मोक्षक रास्ता खोचल दैत अछि। ओर्हनार्हिं वकिु तीिण 
स्थल के सेहो बहुत महत्त्व होइि, जकरा बारे में मानल जाइि जे 
ओर्हठाम मृत्यु होिै पिात अमुक आत्मा वकिु शुद्ध या अशुद्ध 
जलश्रोत रूपी प्रिाह में समा कऽ िमशः स्वगण या नरक में जाइत 
होइि िा सीिा समुद्र रूपी परमात्मामें लीन भऽ कऽ मोक्ष प्राप्त 
करैत अछि जेकर उदाहरर् काशी में प्रार्त्याग या गया में वपिंड 
दान अछि I एर्ह सँ हुनका प्रेत योछन िा पुनजीिन के िि सँ मुछक्त 
भेटबाक पि भेट जाइि I 
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शास्त्रानुसार प्रत्येक जन्म लेछनहार प्रार्ी या जीिात्मा क मृत्यु, जे 
अल्प िा दीघण आयु में होिै, से छनत्यित अछि। हमर ग्रंिक अनुसार 
अमर िा चिरंजीिी मानल गेल मात्र सात पुरुष िलाह, जार्ह में 
हनुमान, अश्वत्थामा, परशुराम, विभीषर्, महवषि िेदव्यास, कृपािायण 
आ राजा महाबली शाछमल िथि । अमरत्व नाम िा कमण कँे भेट 
सकैत अछि, देह कँे नर्ह। शरीर त पंितत्व सं बनल अछि, कभू न 
कभू तार्ह में विलीन होिै अिश्यम्भािी अछि आ ओकर यात्रा एतर्हिं 
मृत्युलोक में समाप्त होइत अछि; मुदा एतर्हिं सं शरीर सँ विमुक्त 
आत्मा के परमात्मा सँ छमलै के यात्रा शुरू होइत अछि। 
देहािसान यर्द तीिण स्थान मे होिै जताए सँ मानल जाइत अछि जे 
आत्मा िा जीिात्मा के स्वगणक मागण प्रशस्त होइत अछि, तऽ आत्मा 
के यात्रा सहज भ जाइत अछि जेकर उदाहरर् काशी में देहािसान 
या गया में वपिंड दान अछि I मुदा यर्द देहािसान कोनों दोसर ठाम 
भेल तऽ जल-बूँद रूपी ओ आत्मा कँे श्राद्ध कमण सँ जलिारा रूपी 
ओ प्रिाह र्दस प्रेररत करब अछनिायण भऽ जाइत अछि, जार्ह सँ ओ 
आत्माक यात्रा सागररूपी परमात्माक र्दस बढ़ी जाएत अछि । 
तद्यवप ओ जलप्रिाह के यात्रा में अिरोि िा अडिन आढब सकैत 
अछि, जइमे वकिु जल उपयोग में आढब सकैत अच्छी जेना वकनको 
प्यास बुझेबाक, फसलक चसिंिाई या आन वकिु कायण करबाक 
आर्द भ सकैत अछि । 
एकटा आओर बात ध्यान में रखब जरूरी अछि ज ेआत्मा आ 
जलवििंदु केर बीि हर मायने में समानता होिए से जरूरी नर्ह। ई 
दुनू ढबलकुल अलग-अलग अियि िथि, जार्ह के हम मात्र आत्मा 
कँे बुझबाक-समझेबाक लेल तुलना कऽ रहल िी। 
श्राद्ध कमण केकर ? देह या आत्मा के? 
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अछगला सिाल उठैत अछि जे यर्द देहािसान के बाद आत्मा देह 
से अलग भऽ कऽ िचल गले अछि आ दोसर र्दस देह कँे अभग्नदाह 
पिात पंि-तत्व में छमला देल गेल रहए तऽ हम श्राद्ध कमण केकरा 
लेल कऽ रहल िी? देह के वक आत्मा के? याद राखउ जे परमात्मा 
सँ छमलै लेल आत्मा मृत्यु के र्दन ही रिाना भऽ िुकल िचल, तँ 
श्राद्ध कमण करबाक लेल उपलब्ध नर्ह रहली आ देह मृत्यु के तुरंत 
बाद पंि-तत्व में विलीन भ गेल िल्हल्ह। तऽ हम श्राद्ध कमण में तपणर् 
वकयैक आ केकरा लेल करब ? 
औरो दोसर प्रश्न उठैत अछि वक यर्द देहािसान के बाद आत्मा देह 
से अलग भऽ िुकल अछि आ देह कँे पंि-तत्व में विलीन क देल 
गेल अछि, तऽ फेर श्राद्ध कमण लेल ने तँ आत्मा बिल अछि आ नें 
मृत शरीर। तऽ हम वकएक अमुक व्यछक्त के देहािसान के ग्यारह 
र्दन बाद तपणर् करैत िी ? की मृत व्यछक्त के आत्मा के वकिु भाग 
ओकर घर में, ओकर द्वारा उपयोग में लाओल िस्तु में या ओकर 
पररजन में मृत्योपरांत विद्यमान रहे िन्हन्ह जकरा लेल श्राद्ध कमण 
कएल जाइत अछि? ई तँ संभि नर्ह वक अमुक व्यछक्त के आत्मा 
के एक भाग परमात्मा से छमलै लेल छनकल िुकल हो आ दोसर 
भाग घर-पररिार में अटकल हो। 
श्राद्ध कमण में आएल पात्र महोदय यर्द भोजन सामग्री, भोजन 
पकािै-खाय के बतणन, जल राखै-पीिै लेल जलपात्र, िलब-र्फरब 
लेल खडाऊँ-पादुका, पहनबा-ओढ़बा लेल िस्त्र, सुतबए लेल िौकी, 
गद्दा, विस्तर, तवकया, मच्छरदानी, उत्सगण के नाम पर पशुिन ि 
श्री-िन (जमीन, द्रव्य-रुपया) आर्द मृतक आत्मा के नाम पर लैत 
िथि जे स्वयं नर्ह िथि, त ई सब कोनों तरहँे तकण -सांगत नहीं 
अछि I दोसर तरफ यर्द ओ सामग्री ओकर आत्मा के सुख लेल 
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लेबैत िथि तँ ध्यान रहए जे परलोक में ओ आत्मा के मृत्युलोक 
के साछमग्री भेटत, ई संभि नहीं अछि I 
ई बात वििारर्ीय अछि जे कोनों आत्मा िा प्रेतात्मा के एर्ह लोक 
या परलोक में रहब, पुनजणन्म या परब्रह्म में लीन होयबाक लेल 
मत्यणलोक सँ एहेन िस्तु िा साछमग्री के आिश्यकता होतइ I कोनो 
ईश-भक्त शास्त्र-विद सँ ई प्रश्न पूिब तँ बेखझझक उत्तर 
भेटत...कदावप नर्ह। तऽ ई सब ढकोसला वकयैक? हम श्राद्ध कमण 
में सैकडों-हजारौं लोक के छनमंत्रर् द कँे एकादशा, द्वादशा के भोज-
भात में अनछगनत पकिान, व्यंजन, छमष्टान आर्द के भोजन करब ै
िी, जार्ह में अनेक गरीब के रोजी-रोटी के सािन तक ढबक जाइत 
अछि। की ई सभ तकण -संगत अछि? आडम्बर नर्ह? एर्ह विषय पर 
एक शास्त्रािण होनाए िाही जे श्राद्ध कमण में प्रेतात्मा कँे श्राद्धकताण 
सँ भछक्त-छनष्ठा के अपेक्षा हेतैक िा द्रव्य-पदािण ि भोजभात के ? 
आजु के समय में गरीब ि मध्यिगण के लोकछन एर्ह सभु आडम्बर 
के भय सँ भाछग गया में श्राद्धकमण ि वपिंडदान करािैत िथि मुदा 
ओहो ठाम पंडा ओ पात्र लोकछन कताण कँे आथििक रूपेर् नोिए-
खसोटए लेल तत्पर रहे िथि I सनातन में श्राद्ध कमण कराए-
कराओल में आएल ई विकृथत कँे हटाइबाक ििाण ि प्रयास होएबाक 
िाही I विषय सँ सम्बंछित शंकरािायण जौं उपयुक्त बुझए, तँ विषय-
िस्तु ि विया-कमण में अिश्य हस्तके्षप या संसोिन करथि I 
कलुवषत जीिात्मा के श्राद्ध रूपी शुछद्धकरर् 
सामान्य तकण  हमरा ई मानय लेल प्रेररत करैत अछि जे राक्षसी िा 
अमानुषी आत्मा में परमेश्वर के प्रथतछनछि नर्ह भ सकैत अछि जकरा 
छनवििकार मानल जाएत अछि । की जीिात्मा अपन जीवित अिस्था 
में कएल गेल कुकमण िा सुकमण सँ प्रभावित नर्ह होए िैक ? अिश्य 
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होयत ! जन्म सँ मृत्यु िरर कोनों जीिक अंदर समार्हत आत्मा 
ओकर सभटा नीक-दूवष कृत्य देखै, करै में भागीदार रहे िलाह I 
जीिन पयणन्त ओकर सभटा कृथत कँे साक्ष्य सेहो रहैत िलाह । एर्ह 
कारर्ें, ओ आत्मा परमात्माक अंश रर्हतहँु बेदाग, छनमणल, शुद्ध, 
पािन आ छनष्कलंक नर्ह रर्ह जाइत अछि I एर्ह लेल कोनों आत्मा 
जखन शरीर मे प्रिेश करैत अछि तँ ओ कथतनहँु विशुद्ध वकये नैं 
रहल हएत, ओकर जीिन काल में विकृत भ जाएत िै जेकर कारर् 
सँ ओ कोनो तरहँे परमात्मा मे विलय नर्ह भ सकैत अछि। ओर्ह 
विकृत आत्माक परमात्मा मे लीन होइ सँ पूिण यिासंभि शुछद्धकरर् 
करबाक लेल श्राद्ध-कमण, जार्ह में दाह संस्कार, अस्थस्थ-विसजणन आ 
एकादश-द्वादश के कमण शाछमल अछि, अत्यंत आिश्यक भऽ जाइत 
अछि। 
िूँवक कचलयुग में अछिकतम जीि आ प्रार्ी मे वकिु नें वकिु पाप 
िा कुकमण होयबाक अत्यछिक संभािना होएत िै, थतनकर आत्मा 
सेहो दूवषत हेतइ आ परमात्मा ओ विकृत आत्मा कँे दूवषत अिस्था 
मे स्वीकार नर्ह क सकैत िथि। कंप्यूटरक भाषा मे, ई वकिु हद 
तक विश्वस्त रूप सँ कहल जा सकैत अछि जे दूवषत आत्मा 
परमात्मा में विलय लेल अनुकूल (कम्पेवटबल) नर्ह अछि। एर्ह 
लेल प्रत्येक जीिात्मा कँे परमात्मा मे लीन होिै लेल दाह संस्कार, 
पािन नदी मे अस्थस्थ-विसजणन आ ओकर बाद श्राद्ध कमण द्वारा 
शुछद्धकरर् परमािश्यक अछि। एर्ह पर एक आओर सभंािना प्रिल 
भ जाइत अछि जे याित् जीिात्मा कँे श्राद्ध कमण सँ शुछद्ध नर्ह देल 
जाय, ताित संभितः ओ एक प्रेतात्मा के रूप में अपने घर आ 
पररिारक आस-पास घूमैत रहल हेतैक। 
एक समय ओहो िल जखन अपन पूिणज सभक कालखण्ड में 
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अस्वस्थ आ मरर्ासन्न लोकछन ई बुखझ जाइत िलाह जे हुनकर 
अन्त समय आढब गेल िन्हन्ह आ तखन शास्त्रानुसार हुनकर िैतरर्ी 
कएल जाइत िल, जे तिाकथित भिसागर पार करबा में सहायक 
मानल जाइत िल। तत्कालीन आपातकालीन चिवकत्सा पद्धथत 
आिुछनक समय जेकाँ विकचसत नर्ह िल आ मरर्ासन्न लोकछनक 
अछिकतया मृत्यु भ जाएत िल। मुदा आजुक समय में 
आपातकालीन चिवकत्सा व्यिस्था एहेन विकचसत अछि जे कोनों 
भी मरर्ासन्न व्यछक्त कँे पर्हने अस्पताल पहँुिाओल के प्रयास केल 
जाइत अछि जे जीिनदायक तँ होइते िैक, न्याय-सांगत सेहो अछि 
I ओर्ह समय िैतरर्ीक व्यिस्था में समय व्यतीत नर्ह क सकैत 
िी। ओ व्यछक्त के जौं आपातकालीन मृत्यु भ गेल तँ ओ आत्मा 
के, जकर पर्हने िैतरर्ी के सहारा होइत िल, सम्प्रथत नर्ह भेटैत 
अछि। संगर्ह आकस्थस्मक मृत्यु एतेक बढढ़ गेल अछि जे आब 
लोकछन कए हस्पताल तक पहँुिे के समय नर्ह भेटैत अछि, 
िैतरर्ीक बात त िोर्ड देल जाओ। अतएि एर्ह कहबाए में कोनो 
आपचत्त नर्ह होएबाक िाही वक कचलयुग क बाकी काल में लगभग 
सभु लोकछन िोट-बड पापकमण क भागीदार होएत आ हुनक आत्मा 
सब दूवषत होएत जाएत जार्ह लेल दक्ष ि सक्षम श्राद्धकमण अछनिायण 
होएत। मुदा ई सक्षम श्राद्धकमण अछि की? 
दक्ष ि सक्षम श्राद्ध कमण 
आजु-काचल के जीिन क दौड-भाग मे, लोक कम सँ कम मेहनत 
सँ अपन बेशी सँ बेशी काज छनकालऽ िाहैत िथि। बहुत कम एहन 
ब्राह्मर् िथि चजनका समुचित िैर्दक ज्ञान अछि। आजु के समय 
के कारखाना आ तकनीकी युग में, कम ही लोकछन अध्याल्हत्मक 
ज्ञान अजणन करऽ िाहैत िथि। ओर्हपर भारत क राजनेता सभ 
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एकटा 'क्षद्म िमण-छनरपेक्षता' िाला संवििान अपनाए क सनातनी 
आध्याल्हत्मक उन्नथत-उत्थान कँे बहुत आघात पहँुिौने िथि। िेद-
उपछनषदक अध्ययन-अध्यापन तँ मानु ठप्प भऽ गेल अछि। 
कमणकांडी पंर्डत िा विद्वान् के त अभाि भऽ गेल अछि। फेरु छनरंतर 
बढढ़ रहल पापी लोकछनक मृत्यु पिात कलुवषत आत्माक शुछद्धकरर् 
कोना हएत ? जौं अछिकाँश पंर्डत कँे कमणकांड के ज्ञान नहीं अछि, 
तँ ओ बवढ रहल कलुवषत आत्माक सक्षम शुछद्धकरर् केना करथिन? 
सम्प्रथत जे ब्राह्मर् लोकछन छनत्यकमण िा श्राद्ध-कमण करािैत िथि, 
शास्त्र-ज्ञान या कमण-काण्ड में हुनकर दक्षता पर बड प्रश्निािक 
चिन्ह लागल होए िन्हन्ह आ ओ प्रायः असक्षम, अकुशल पंर्डतक 
िगण में आिैत िथि। श्राद्ध कमण कराए िाला एहेन सभु ब्राह्मर् या 
पंर्डत के गुर्ित्ता सुछनत्यित करब अत्यािश्यक अछि जे कोनों नें 
कोनों उपाय सँ अिश्य करए पडत। 
श्राद्ध कमण में जे परमािश्यक िै ओ िीक जे कताण (श्राद्धकताण) कँे 
िाही जे प्रेतात्मा के सभु सुकमण कँे अपन चित्त में राखख पूर्ण श्रद्धा 
भछक्त सँ श्राद्ध कमण ई छनछमत्त सँ करू जे परमवपता परमेश्वर ओ 
आत्मा कँे अमुक व्यछक्त के जीिनकाल में कएल गेल पापकमण के 
साक्ष्य रहल �अकमण या दुष्कमण� कँे क्षमादान द कँे अपन शरर् 
में लीन क चलये I अक्सर देखल गेल अछि जे कताण में प्रेतात्मा के 
प्रथत श्रद्धापूर्ण छनष्ठा के अभाि होए िैक जे अक्षम्य िीक I एकरा 
लेल श्राद्ध कमण करिािे िाला पंर्डत-पुरोर्हत सेहो चजम्मेिार अछि 
जे कताण कँे एर्ह विषय पर समुचित मंत्रर्ा - परामशण नर्हिं देलन्हन्ह 
I 
सारांश 
सभु जीि में अंतछनिर्हत आत्मा छनत्यित रूप सँ परमात्मा केर द्योतक 
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होइि, मुदा दुष्कमण कराए िाला, पापी लोकछन के आत्मा मृत्योपरांत 
कलुवषत भ छनवििकार परमात्मा में लीन होिै लायक नर्ह रर्ह जाइि। 
मरर्ोपरांत प्रेत-योछन सँ मछुक्त आ स्वगण िा मोक्ष प्राप्त करबाक 
लेल ओर्ह कलुवषत आत्माक शुछद्धकरर् अथत आिश्यक भऽ जाइत 
अछि, नर्ह तँ ओ आत्मा प्रेत-योछन िा पुनजीिन मे ही फँचस जाइत 
। एर्हठाम श्राद्ध-कमण के बड महत्त्व अछि जे हुनकर शुछद्धकरर् करर 
अलौवकक पि-गमनक कायण सम्पन्न करैत अछि। एर्ह में मुख्य 
समस्या एक सक्षम आ ज्ञानी कमणकाण्डी के अभाि अछि। 
अछिकांश श्राद्ध-कमण कराओल िाला ब्राह्मर् या पंर्डत कँे कमणकाण्ड 
के विशेष ज्ञान नर्ह होइत अछि। भारतीय संवििान सहेो एर्ह लेल 
चजम्मेिार िैक, जकर कारर् सनातन िमणक अिनथत भऽ रहल 
अछि। आब के एर्ह युग में मानय पडैत जे मनुष्यक दुरािार ि पाप 
के दुष्प्रभाि हुनकर अन्तछनिर्हत आत्मा पर सेहो पडैत अछि, जार्ह 
सँ ओ दूवषत आ कलुवषत भ जाएत अछि, आ एर्ह लेल मृत्युक 
पिात लगभग सभु कलुवषत, दूवषत आत्मा के श्राद्ध-कमण एक गुर्ी 
पंर्डत द्वारा सक्षम ि उचित रूपेर् करौनाइ अछनिायण अछि। 
 
-ग्रुप कॅप्टन (डॉ) िी एन झा; सेिा छनिृत्त िायुसेना अछिकारी; 
मुख्य, िायुसेना चिवकत्सा अनुसन्धान प्रोफेसर, विभागाध्यक्ष ओ 
स्नातकोत्तर परीक्षक (RUGHS िररष्ठ िैज्ञाछनक �F� ि सह 
छनदेशक (डी आर डी ओ) 
सदस्य, Institute of Defence Scientists & Tech (IDST) 
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२.१.जगदानन्द झा 'मनु'- बीसटा हाइकू 

 
जगदानन्द झा �मनु� 
बीसिा हाइकू 
१ 
िान सूरूज 
लटकल कोना क 
जँ ईश्वर नै 
  
२ 
चसिंगार केलौं 
प्रभु अहाँ सृखष्टक 
अंग-अंगकँे 
  
३ 
करुर्ाछनछि 
वकएक िुप्प अहाँ 
ई र्दन देख 
  
४ 
एलौं शरर् 
अहाँ शरर्ागत 
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शरर् चलअ 
  
५ 
हे सलहेश 
लोकक करेजामे 
िास अहाँक 
  
६ 
िंिल मोन 
हररकँे ढबसरल 
जगमे आढब 
  
७ 
देख मैयाक 
अदभुत चसिंगार 
मोन जुडेलै 
  
८ 
आँखखक लाज 
बेि कय खा गेल 
आजुक लोक 
  
९ 
मुगाण सस्ता 
िमण बित कोना 
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साग महग 
  
१० 
नै अरजब 
गरीब कहायब 
हम्मर मोन 
  
११ 
गामक भोज 
जन्म मरनपर 
जीिन भरर 
  
१२ 
बाबू ढबसरर 
ससुरकँे पापाजी 
नीक िलन 
  
१३ 
मोनक सीमा 
खत्तम नर्ह हेतै 
जा िरर जीि 
  
१४ 
बारीमे साग 
दुरापर पाहुन 
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िाहै िै माि 
  
१५ 
िुप्पी नीक िै 
तहन हल्ला वकए 
सब जनै िै 
  
१६ 
पररिारम े
खटपट वकएक 
नाम खाथतर 
  
१७ 
हम खुश िी 
तेँ एखन कतेको 
बड दुखख िै 
  
१८ 
मायक शौख 
वपता केर सपना 
जछगते खत्म 
  
१९ 
डीहक मोह 
पेटक आछग संगे 
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जरर गेल िै 
  
२० 
अपने मोने 
एतेक विद्वान के 
एर्ह जगमे 
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अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



विदेह ४३०|| 73 

Maithili Literature in English Translation 
 
3.1.Lotus Root (Bisandh)/ The Parched Seeds of Lily 
Fruits (Bhentak Lava)- Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original 
Maithili Short Story) Dr Ram Ashish Singh (English 
Translation) 
 
3.2.Between Two Grindstones/ One Stroke, All 
Accomplished- Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili 
Short Story) Rameshwar Prasad Mandal (English 
Translation) 
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3.1.Lotus Root (Bisandh)/ The Parched Seeds of Lily 
Fruits (Bhentak Lava)- Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original 
Maithili Short Story) Dr Ram Ashish Singh (English 
Translation) 
 
1.Lotus Root (Bisandh)/ 2.The Parched Seeds of Lily 
Fruits (Bhentak Lava) 

 
Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili Short Story) 
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Dr Ram Ashish Singh (English Translation) 
1 
Lotus Root (Bisandh) 
For the last four years of drought, the village had lost 
all its colour. The once green land, filled with trees and 
crops, ponds brimmving with water, and fields alive with 
hundreds of birds, insects, cattle, and goats, now lay 
lifeless. It looked like a silent cremation ground. Everyone 
carried the same thought in their hearts that the village 
could no longer survive. And even if it did, it would remain 
nothing but dry earth. For what could the people of a 
land live on if no grain grew to eat and no water remained 
to drink? Would they survive on air alone? 
The same sacred soil whose glory people had sung for 
generations now lay bent and defeated under the weight 
of four years of scorching drought. Yet, amid the breaking 
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of hope, tiny new buds of faith continued to sprout. And 
why would they not? After all, this was the kingdom of 
Janak, Mithila. The same land where twelve years of 
famine had once yielded the fruit called Sita. In such a 
kingdom, perhaps, such a miracle might happen again. 
On one side, the drought carried its deadly arrows; on 
the other, the arrows of hope kept returning with greater 
radiance. 
Even in such despair, the husband and wife, Doman and 
Sugiya, kept their hope of life alive as if it were an 
ordinary season. With a spade resting on his shoulder, 
Doman walked ahead, while Sugiya followed behind with 
a bamboo basket balanced on her head, filled with singhi 
fish and freshly dug bisandh, the tender lotus roots found 
deep in the mud. Talking about the small things of life, 
they returned home from the large pond toward their 
courtyard. Wiping the sweat from her cheek with her 
right hand, Sugiya smiled and said, �Why will those 
persons who know how to work for their food and drink 
ever worry? '' 
Hearing her, Doman turned to look at his wife�s face 
but said nothing. He lowered his eyes and kept walking 
forward. His worry was not about food, but about water. 
Doman owned no land of his own, yet both husband and 
wife were so hardworking that even with nothing they 



विदेह ४३०|| 77 

managed to live with dignity. Though skilled in all the 
tasks of a household, Doman had never been bound by 
one. Still, whenever work came, in good times or bad, he 
never refused it. He had no fields, so he could not farm 
on his own, but every year he cultivated ten kathas of 
madua (finger millet) on a sharecropper�s basis. From 
that he usually brought home five maunds of grain. 
Raising a madua crop required hard labour. Every day the 
seedbed had to be watered and levelled. At the start of 
the Rohain (the name of a constellation) month, Doman 
would sow his seeds along the edge of the big pond. With 
water close by, irrigation was easy. The soil there was 
deep and fertile, so the crop sprouted well. Within fifteen 
days, the seedlings were ready for transplanting. When 
the rains arrived around Mirgisra (a constellation), 
Doman would always be among the first to plant his 
madua, but this year it did not happen. Without rain, the 
seeds withered in the dry soil. Not a single patch of 
madua grew in the village. 
Nor had anyone yet plowed the paddy seedbeds or soaked 
rice seeds. The signs of drought had begun to appear in 
everyone�s mind, yet no one wanted to believe it. People 
kept hoping because the propitious constellations were 
still delayed, and perhaps the rain would come late. 
But just as Rohain and Mirgisra constellations had passed 
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in vain, so too did Adra constellation. The season itself 
seemed to be slipping away. By ten in the morning, 
people returned home from the fields because of the fear 
of the burning wind. Without the madua crop, worry crept 
into the hearts of Doman and Sugiya. 
The next day, the two returned from the big pond with 
bundles of old leaves on their heads. On the way home, 
Sugiya said, �This year not even a handful of madua has 
grown. In other years, even on sharecrop we had enough 
to last the whole year. This time even our daily meal will 
have to be bought.� 
The bundle of old leaves on their heads dripped with 
water, soaking Doman and Sugiya halfway down their 
bodies. Wiping the sweat and water from his nose, 
Doman replied, �It is not only we who have lost our 
crop; no one in the village has any either. If others had 
succeeded and we had failed, that would have been 
painful. But when no one has anything, why should I 
grieve alone? What happens to the rest will happen to 
us too. At least we still have the work of collecting old 
leaves for fuel, and what about those who do not even 
have that?� 
Hearing her husband�s calm answer, Sugiya smiled 
faintly and said, �Yes, that is true. But thunder may 
strike anywhere; who can lift a hand to stop it? This 
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drought is the stick of God Himself. What power do 
people have?� 
Until then no one had dared to call it a drought. Everyone 
believed it was simply God�s play. Some years the rain 
came early, some years late. Some years too much, some 
too little, and sometimes not at all. When the rain came 
early, the fields flourished and the households prospered. 
When it came too late, the crops were half-grown, 
stunted, and weak. 
When even the Hathiya constellation passed without rain, 
everyone began to accept that this year would be a 
drought. From the unplowed and unseeded fields, clouds 
of dust rose into the sky. There was no trace of grass or 
greenery anywhere. Yet could people simply give up? 
Never. The villagers of Mithila had long learned to live 
with their chests out and backs unbent; they would not 
show defeat. 
Perhaps, they thought, Lord Indra was saddened by 
something and had turned away in anger. He must be 
appeased. Once His heart softened, everything would 
flourish again. With this belief, some began offering food 
to the hungry, others organized kirtans, ashtayams, and 
navahas. Some performed Chandi yajnas, others Vishnu 
yajnas or worship of Lord Mahadev. Many kinds of 
offerings and rituals began throughout the region. 
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Even the women class started offering goats and kids to 
the goddesses, Kamla and Kosi. If their mercy were 
awakened, they believed, there would be floods instead 
of drought. The ponds, lakes, meadows and hollows would 
be filled again. The drought would vanish, and even the 
half-starved fields would yield grain once more. 
Seeing the stubborn dry season continue, Nengra Kaka 
stopped money-lending. He understood that this drought 
would cause starvation the next year. But Bouki Kaki, his 
clever neighbour, lent her rice at twenty percent interest. 
Her stock was small to begin with, only enough for a few 
months, yet it always lasted until the festival season. 
Bouki Kaki�s lending business usually began around 
Matr-Navami and Pitri-Paksha and grew busy through 
the months of Durga Puja, Kojagara, Diwali, Govardhan 
Puja, Bhardutiya, Chhath, and Sama. By the time Sama 
arrived, her earnings were plentiful, for she would not 
only offer newly beaten rice to the goddess but also 
share it with others. By then, the new paddy would be 
ripe in the fields. 
But this time Bouki Kaki failed to realize that a true 
drought had arrived. She kept nothing for herself to eat. 
Like the poor farmers who had no harvest, Bouki Kaki, 
the moneylender, was also left with nothing. 
By the time the month of Aghan came, worry spread 
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through every household, what they would eat and what 
they would feed their cattle. Usually by the end of Kartik, 
people had already arranged food and fodder both for 
themselves and their livestock. But this year, except for 
Nengra Kaka, everyone�s supplies had been spoiled. At 
last even the rice seeds stored for planting were pounded, 
cleaned, and eaten. 
There was no hope of growing rice that year. Even if it 
rained now, sowing or transplanting would be impossible. 
Suddenly everyone realized the truth, and fear began to 
settle deep in their hearts. As time passed, anxiety spread 
like weeds. Hearths went cold. Time stood before them 
like a gaping demon, mouth wide open. 
Worry turned into illness. Every morning, sounds of 
quarrels and crying children echoed through the village. 
Women began calling their husbands lazy and unlucky; 
men called their wives witches. Their fights rose with 
the cries of the children until the whole village seemed 
to dance in misery. 
Yet, even in such a time, Doman and Sugiya remained 
untouched by fear. They had already begun their trade 
in puranik leaves (a water plant) used as food plants 
since Judeshital (a Mithila festival) and that small 
business was going well. The big pond covered fifty-two 
bighas of land, full of puranik plants. The market too 
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was good, buyers came from Nirmali, Ghoghardiha, and 
even old and new bazaars of Jhanjharpur. 
Sugiya worked alone, yet she sold plenty. People who 
bought the dried leaves ranged from sweet-makers and 
snack-sellers to those arranging feasts and ceremonies. 
Because of this, they managed to make a living every 
eight days. 
All day long Doman gathered leaves, tearing them off 
and piling them up. Sugiya would tie the bundles neatly 
the next day, and on the third morning she would take 
them to the market by cart. The leftover leaves were left 
by Doman to dry, because even dried leaves fetched a 
price. 
Returning from Nirmali after selling her load, Sugiya said 
to her husband, �This drought has turned in our favour.� 
Hearing that, Doman smiled and asked, �How is that?� 
�All the traders have bought up their stock,� she said. 
�The ponds in every village have dried up, and people 
have stopped collecting leaves. Only our bundles are 
reaching the market now. As soon as I unloaded the cart 
today, the shopkeepers crowded around. Everything was 
sold in a flash.� 
Doman replied, �You should have raised the price. You 
could have doubled what you earned.� 
Sugiya said, �I�ll do that next time. Anyway, now the 
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barries too are getting ripe, aren�t they?� 
Doman nodded and said, �A few of them have ripened. 
Let�s wait another five days before picking them, as we 
will have to pick and so choose among them.� 
By the third year, only one large pond and five wells in 
the entire village still held a little water; the rest had 
gone dry. The big pond at Andaha was sacred, for it had 
been dug by divine hands. No one else could have made 
it. That was why every family took their sons there to 
bathe before weddings, and why, during Chhath, people 
offered prayers there with raised hands. 
The very earth of this region is strange, solid clay, like a 
buried hill. Five hundred feet down there is neither a 
spring nor a trickle of water. Just dense soil. That is why 
no hand pump or tube well works in the village. People 
must go to neighbouring villages to fetch water. 
The livestock had perished. Some people sold their cattle, 
others watched them die for lack of water. More than 
half the trees had withered away. Birds and insects had 
vanished. The very people who once held seven weddings 
in a season to the sound of brass bands were now either 
dead or missing. Half the village had fallen ill. Yet the 
stubborn few still refused to leave. The men had gone 
away to earn a living in distant towns, but women, 
children, and the lower communities remained behind, 
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clinging to the empty village. 
When the ponds and wells began to dry, people started 
digging new wells around the large pond, each family 
making its own. There was still a little water, though not 
enough to meet everyone�s need. The three years of 
drought had left the whole region exhausted, yet for 
Doman and Sugiya it was still their only way to live. 
Their work remained the same as before, but the income 
had fallen to less than half. 
As land prices dropped across the village, Doman 
managed to buy a small piece of land. Sugiya, however, 
was not pleased. She feared the drought would continue, 
leaving the fields barren. �What is the use of buying 
land,� she thought, �when there will be no grass for 
the cattle and no water for the crops?� 
But Doman held onto hope. He believed that just as a 
barren woman can one day give birth, the dry fields too 
would revive when the rains returned. After all, this was 
Mithila, the land of sages and seekers, where people had 
long believed in sacrifice for the welfare of all living 
beings. The elders had known well that rain alone could 
not be trusted; that was why they had built eighteen 
large ponds, twenty-seven wells, and countless irrigation 
pits across the plains. They had ensured their own supply 
of water for the worst of times. 
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For three years Doman and Sugiya lived in fragile peace, 
but by the fourth year unease returned. Every pond and 
well in the village had already gone dry. Only the great 
pond still held a little water, and even that had shrunk 
to a corner. Around its edges the earth had cracked, and 
in the middle only a few patches of lotus remained, 
surrounded by thick, thigh-deep sludge. It was dangerous 
to step into; one sank immediately. 
Helpless and weary, Doman began to lose heart. He 
thought, �If everyone else has left, perhaps I should go 
too. There is no sense dying slowly here. Life must be 
saved first; when the time changes, I can always return. 
And if not, then let fate take me wherever it will.� The 
village had emptied, the people were scattered, and 
Doman, standing in the silence, began to prepare himself 
to leave as well. 
Seeing her husband troubled, Sugiya asked softly, �Is 
something wrong? Why do you look so downhearted?� 
Doman lifted his eyes toward her but quickly lowered 
them again. Sugiya repeated, �Are you feeling unwell? Is 
it your body, or your mind?� 
Raising his head again, Doman said, �My body is fine, 
but my heart feels heavy. The hopes that kept me going 
till now are all gone. I see no sign of anything ahead. 
What can I do now?� 
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Sugiya replied, �Nothing happens by our will. The same 
God who gave us life and speech will also give us food. 
Why worry so much?� 
Doman said, �Everything is gone. This beautiful village 
is dying. Only dry soil remains. Shall we dig the earth 
and eat it? How long can one live without food or 
water?� 
�Stop worrying,� said Sugiya. �Whatever is written will 
happen. For now we still have food and water. As long 
as this earth holds grain and water meant for us, we will 
find it. When our time ends, who can stop it? So why 
trouble your heart?� 
Saying this, Sugiya turned toward the hearth and began 
to prepare the meal. 
Listening to her, Doman thought to himself, �I fear 
death, but she does not. She seems ready even for that.� 
Then another thought rose in him: life and death have 
always wrestled with each other; to retreat from that 
struggle is cowardice.The man who is coward should not 
live in the world in the hope of better life. Looking at 
himself, Doman felt as if he had lost the very path of 
living. That was why the weight of worry pressed so hard 
on his heart. 
He took a pinch of tobacco, mixed it with lime, and 
placed it in his mouth. As the taste spread, his thoughts 
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galloped like a horse through memories of his parents 
and ancestors. His mind wandered far, then circled back 
to his mother. He remembered the life he had spent with 
her, and her words about a drought when he was ten 
years old. 
The memory of that old drought brought before his eyes 
the image of the big pond, the lotus roots glistening in 
the mud, and the fish hiding in its dark water. For a 
moment he sat still, lost in the quiet pull of those 
memories. 
He remembered then that in the same old pond�s bed, 
lotus roots still grew beneath the mud. Just like the yam 
that lies buried under the soil, bisandh, the root of 
puranik plants lies buried under the pond bed. Words 
escaped his mouth before he knew it. 
�By God! In that fifty-two bigha pond, how many lotus 
roots there must be! And there will be fish too, singhi 
and mangur hiding in the pits.� 
Two gains in one plan. As the thought brightened his 
mind, Doman called out to his wife, �God is truly great. 
Just as He created countless creatures, He also arranged 
their food.� 
Hearing this, Sugiya was startled. She could not make 
sense of his sudden excitement and stood staring at him, 
her mouth half-open. Doman looked at her and said, 
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�Put out the fire. We�ll go out and eat after we return.� 
His enthusiasm made Sugiya uneasy. She thought, �Has 
he lost his senses? A moment ago he looked half-dead, 
and now he is so alive.� Unsure what to say, she stood 
silently. 
Doman spoke again. �Didn�t you hear me? First put out 
the fire, bolt the door, and take a basket. Come behind 
me. '' 
�Where?� she asked. 
�To the big pond.� 
�For what?� 
�Food lies buried there, waiting for us in this drought. 
Come, we�ll dig it out.� 
Without more questions, Sugiya covered the hearth, 
bolted the door, took the basket, and stood ready. Doman 
lifted his spade, and the two set out, he walking ahead, 
she following behind. 
When they reached the pond embankment, Doman 
pointed toward the dried basin and said, �All that dried 
belly of the pond is full of food. There will be no shortage 
to eat or to drink. As the water goes down, we�ll dig 
deeper wells. Where the old lotus stalks have dried, there 
beneath them the bisandh will be growing thick as 
ropes.� 
Stepping into the pond bed, Doman measured three paces 
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south to north and three east to west, marking the 
ground with his spade. It covered roughly one dhur. At 
the northern and eastern corners he struck the earth. 
The soil was so hard that the spade barely entered. He 
struck again with more force, but still it did not sink. 
Looking ahead, Doman guessed that the earth farther on 
might be softer and easier to dig. His heart leapt with 
hope. Moving forward, he said cheerfully, �Hey, look here, 
woman, am I not a man? See, even the soil refuses to 
yield to me. You are my better half, try striking it a few 
times yourself.� 
Sugiya laughed. �First wear my bangles and sari and give 
me your dhoti. Then I�ll show you how to dig.� 
Smiling, the two moved ahead together. A few steps 
later, the soil indeed felt softer. Doman struck with the 
spade again; the ground yielded. Measuring another dhur, 
he began to dig. On the sixth stroke the tip of a lotus 
root appeared. 
Seeing it, Doman shouted with joy, �Look! This is the 
bisandh!� 
Sugiya replied, �Just from that tip you cannot tell. Dig 
the whole thing and show me first.� 
Her words made Doman cautious. He feared that if he 
cut too deep, he might slice the root in half. Holding the 
tip gently, he bent down and began loosening it with his 
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hands. It did not budge. Shifting a little aside, he struck 
again with the spade. The next stroke revealed one full 
root, then another, and then a third. 
Together they dug all three out, staring in wonder at 
what they had found, white and shining, round and 
smooth like polished bamboo, thick and long as an 
elephant�s tusk, each about a hand�s length or more, 
weighing nearly half a seer. 
When Doman looked toward his wife, he seemed to see 
his life of fifty years spread before him. When Sugiya 
looked back at her husband, she saw the red glow of 
vermilion in her parting and the soft music of her 
bangles. 
Carrying a basket full of fresh bisandh and four seers of 
singhi fish, the two of them�Doman and Sugiya�walked 
home together, their faces lit with quiet joy. 
2 
The Parched Seeds of Lily Fruits (Bhentak Lava) 
The memory of the last flood still makes the body 
tremble. Every hair stands on end. The terrifying sight 
of that deluge begins to dance before the eyes. Water 
raced faster than a horse. The flood was no minor one, 
not a young but an old one, an ancient and fierce spirit 
dancing in wild rhythm. There was no longer any sense 
of what was a big stream and what was small; each 
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merged into one vast sea, erasing familiar boundaries. 
Wherever the eye turned, muddy, swirling water spread 
endlessly, flowing southward with unstoppable force. 
Many villages and houses disappeared, leaving people 
homeless. Wells, ponds, borings, and hand pumps all sank 
under the flood. The sight was so dreadful that people, 
trembling with fear, grew thirsty but found no water fit 
to drink. Life and death stood face to face, mocking one 
another. Houses collapsed, granaries crumbled, and the 
stored grain was ruined. Along with the falling homes 
perished cattle, trees, and crops alike. 
Tying together the few clothes and utensils left, Musna 
bundled everything into a sack, set it on his head, and 
fastened two strings of straw around his own waist and 
his son�s. Holding his little daughter Dukhni close to his 
chest, he and his wife Jeebchi walked toward the high 
mound beside the pond. 
That mound had once been a wild patch of weeds, thorns, 
and a public latrine area where snakes and insects made 
their nests. Now the flood had turned it into their refuge. 
As shadow never leaves a man in sunlight, so the rain 
refused to leave the flood. Below, the water surged with 
full strength; above, heavy drops kept falling. By the 
time Musna reached the mound, twenty or twenty-five 
families had already arrived there with their children, 
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belongings, and livestock. 
Finding a sloped spot near the edge for convenience, 
Musna placed his bundle down. He broke branches from 
a nearby tree to make a frame and began to tie them 
together. He tested the structure once, felt unsure, and 
then rebuilt it carefully, smoothing it with his hand until 
it felt right. Pleased with the solid spot they had found, 
Musna and Jeebchi unpacked one sack, drove four 
bamboo poles into the ground, and tied them with straw 
ropes to form a shelter. On the other sack they spread 
a mat, settled the children, and placed their few 
belongings safely around them. 
When worry dried their faces, both of them fell silent. 
On one side they kept watching the two children, on the 
other they stared at the roaring flood. With hands 
pressed to their foreheads, Jeebchi and Musna muttered 
prayers to the river goddesses, Kosi and Kamla in their 
hearts and begged for their lives. The children sometimes 
laughed at the flood and sometimes shivered with cold. 
At the speed of the water a house loosened and began 
to slide; Musna grabbed a bamboo pole and a clump of 
brush and ran with them. The current threw up splinters 
and for a moment it was hard to tell which way the 
house would tilt. With utmost care he fixed five poles in 
the ground hurriedly. Slowly the house came and wedged 
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itself on the poles; seeing the house lodged there, he 
called out and ordered his wife, �Bring a sickle quickly. 
Carry the household things as they are and go.� 
A dog had also been carried away on the roof of the 
house. Hearing people mutter, the dog leapt and climbed 
up to the mound. Where Musna had planted the pole for 
the shelter, a snake suddenly lunged and bit him on the 
hand. The leg stuck into the mud could not bear the 
home�s weight. All five legs sank into the water. The 
house collapsed. Musna wailed loudly, shouting and calling 
for help, �People, run! Run, someone, the snake has 
bitten me.� 
Hearing Musna�s cry, Jeebchi also started to convulse 
with tremors. As the convulsions began, he cried out, 
�Oh Dukhni�s mother, the snake has bitten me. The 
poison has spread across my chest. Only a little remains 
to touch the throat. Show me the children for a moment. 
Now I will not survive.� 
Jeebchi shouted and seized the arm of her husband 
dragging himupward. They reached the mound�s slope, 
and when they tried to step up, both of them slipped 
back and tumbled down to the lower edge. Both were 
soaked through and more drenched, yet still they 
scrambled upward. Once on the mound, Jeebchi pulled a 
scrap of cloth from somewhere and pressed it against 
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the wound. There was not a single person in the village 
who could draw out snake poison. But Roudiya had 
learned how to suck poison during the autumn festival. 
Everyone began to search for Roudiya. 
Roudiya had gone to the embankment to catch fish with 
his net. Someone called him. Roudiya set the net aside, 
washed his hands and feet by the bank, and came to 
Musna saying, �Brother, my sucking is not perfected yet 
because I have not bathed in the Ganges even now. Still, 
I will try to draw the poison.� 
Roudiya brushed the ground clean before Musna and 
pressed his lips to the spot to draw the poison. Everyone 
watched him. But nothing happened. The sucking did not 
work. Because of the flood, it was impossible to summon 
a healer or a poison-sucker from another village. People 
grew hopeless. Beating her chest, Jeebchi wept and called 
upon the gods and goddesses, making vows of offerings. 
Yet since the snake that had bitten Musna was a blind 
snake, the poison had not spread. 
Meanwhile the villagers began to move about. The old 
and the young, men and women, gathered at the edge 
of the pond, carrying small earthen lamps filled with raw 
clay and mustard oil. They offered them to the goddess 
Kamla, singing evening hymns. The children shouted in 
chorus. Among them Lukhia promised an offering to 
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Kamla Maharani, one seer of sweet pudding. By the next 
evening everyone had finished the songs and returned 
home. 
The flood raged for five straight days. But as dawn broke 
on the sixth day, the water began to fall. Floodwater 
comes with a roar and goes the same way. 
By dusk the water drained from the courtyards and fields, 
though puddles and silt remained. From the seventh day 
onward people started rebuilding their homes. As soon as 
the flood receded, many set out again toward the cities 
in search of work. Not a grain of paddy was left in the 
village, and the fields could not be replanted. The 
haystacks and stores of straw had been swept away 
without a trace. The husks of wheat rotted into dung in 
the mud. Cattle suffered even more than humans. People 
cut down leaves of mango, bamboo, and other trees to 
feed them. From other villages they bought and carried 
bundles of fodder and husk. Yet the livestock died 
helplessly. Those that survived grew thin like dry sticks. 
Then, as if to deepen the misery, diseases of every kind 
spread among them, some had hoof disease, some 
dysentery. A few families gave their remaining cattle to 
relatives in other villages for safekeeping. 
After four days the local official arrived. Srikant, 
exhausted like a half-dead man, sat on the veranda 
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drinking tea after smoking bhang mixed with tobacco. He 
brooded bitterly: the moneylender has left, but how will 
we ourselves survive the year? All the paddy was eaten 
up. A great mistake it was not to save even one basketful. 
Yet what difference would one basket make? Who would 
help whom? People are right when they say everyone 
must live on his own strength. Even the neighbour�s 
stored grain has sprouted and spoiled. If someone comes 
to the door, I will show it. But I too am in need, where 
will I find more? The rice in the granary is all that 
remains. Not a single handful of paddy is left to give 
hope for the winter crop. Cultivation will not restart now; 
the next harvest can only be hoped for in the coming 
season. Those who buy and sell daily will manage, but 
what will people like us do? 
While sipping tea, Srikant felt a lump in his throat. He 
remembered, �Father used to say, if someone comes to 
the door asking for two seers or two handfuls, do not 
turn them away. That is how Lakshmi visits.� 
Seeing Jeebchi approach, Srikant called out to her. All 
year long she had ground grain for others and earned her 
keep that way. In the village she was the most skilled 
at pounding rice and chura. 
Jeebchi smiled and said, �Why are you so gloomy, uncle, 
even if you have so much? Will I die when I have 



विदेह ४३०|| 97 

nothing? '' 
Hearing Jeebchi, Srikant replied in a rough voice, �If 
everything had been swept away by the flood and we 
ourselves had perished, that would have been better. Now 
when we have survived, we have to suffer the misery. '' 
Jeebchi, smiling, said, �Why worry so much in a single 
flood, uncle? Whether it is better or worse, the days will 
pass.� 
Musna sat on the embankment smoking his pipe. He 
ground his teeth and thought to himself: the months of 
Aghan and Pus used to pass with bare hardship. We 
would save ten seers and manage somehow. Those 
savings are gone. Not a single sack of paddy remained 
anywhere in the village, nor a single rat to be found. 
Then another thought struck him as he drew on his pipe 
and exhaled smoke: if only he could get a bowl of rat 
and the grey rice porridge in the cold months, what 
better comfort could there be? Such food would be 
enough to satisfy even the poorest. Oh God, you have 
taken the poor man�s happiness away. 
Musna�s first name was Makshoodan. But people began 
to call him Musna for his love for a rat and rat's alley. 
Jeebchi was cooking flatbreads on the courtyard stove. 
Musna returned from the well with a pot of water for 
the cooking and sat down to watch the fire. 



98 || विदेह ४३० 

Jeebchi took a piece of bread and salt from the tin box 
and placed it before her husband. Noticing the children�s 
hunger in the yard, Musna made a loud, urgent noise. 
Hearing his father�s call, Dukhba came running, washing 
his hands and feet as he entered, and sat down to eat. 
Father and son began their meal together. From beside 
the hearth, Jeebchi smiled and said, �Everyone talks, 
but only those with skill will live. Just look around here, 
every house has its own tale of loss. Everyone cries and 
complains.� 
Chewing his bread quickly, Musna looked at her and said, 
�So many fish have floated in with the flood that the 
pits and ditches are full and splashing. If only the water 
goes down a little, as soon as it settles we will start 
fishing. We will eat some and sell some. At least a few 
coins will reach our hands.� 
Thinking of her own natal village, Jeebchi began to speak. 
�In my father�s village the Gandak comes from the 
west and the Kosi from the east. Every year the floods 
come, but the stream between them keeps turning and 
twisting. The whole village used to shine with water like 
a lake in the month of Sawan. Only one patch of fallow 
land stayed dry like an island. On that patch everyone 
built huts for the rainy season. By the time Kartik came, 
the fields would begin to dry, and afterward people would 
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start cultivation. In the deep low fields and marshes, the 
lily fruit (bhent) plants would sprout and grow thick. By 
the month of Aghan they were ready for harvest. We 
would pluck the bhent pods, take out the grains, dry 
them, and roast them into lava. There would be enough 
to eat and to sell. Tomorrow I will go to Girhat uncle 
(landlord) and ask him to give us the bhent that has 
sprouted in the corner field.� 
Until now Musna and Jeebchi had earned their living by 
pounding rice and flattening chura with the hand-pestle, 
because there was not a single small machine or mill in 
the village. Most families kept their own mortar and 
pestle. Musna too had his for pounding rice. Everyone 
agreed that Jeebchi made the finest, cleanest rice. This 
time the rice mill would not work, but in the flood so 
much bhent had drifted in from other villages that the 
whole field was covered with its creepers. Jeebchi kept 
her thoughts to herself, not revealing her plan to anyone. 
Every day during her bath she went to the field to look 
at the bhent. The broad leaves had covered the land. 
Within a few days buds appeared and began to bloom. 
Seeing the flowers, Jeebchi wondered whether such a 
garden might belong to Lord Indra himself. 
Within five days the entire field burst into bloom. Soon 
the petals began to fall and the lotus pods hidden 
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beneath began to appear, round, green, and shining. 
Watching them, Jeebchi could almost see her future 
taking shape. Sitting quietly at the edge of the field she 
dreamed that this year she would buy a fine buffalo. If 
the lotus harvest did not yield enough for a buffalo, she 
would buy two cows instead. That would be their own 
wealth. She would graze them well and care for them 
tenderly, and from them their livelihood would grow. 
All her life she had earned her living by pounding grain, 
but this year she felt that Kamla Maharani and Kosi 
Maharani had finally blessed her with compassion. 
Quietly, in her heart Jeebchi touched the feet of Kosi 
and Kamla. As soon as she touched them, thoughts rose 
in her mind: if I had my own wealth and worked hard 
on it, no poor fortune would steal my happiness. I would 
build a strong house, arrange my children�s marriages. I 
would have grandchildren, and as long as I live I would 
be less dependent on others. Now everyone is helpless. 
If you do something, everything is possible; without doing 
anything, nothing will happen. 
Seeing the ghangar tree, Jeebchi thought that if she 
uprooted some of the trees between the rows, the vines 
would crawl over and the pods would become plump; even 
with the scattered trees left, the pods would be plentiful 
and good. Income could start right away. 
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Filled with hope, Jeebchi began to clear the bhent plants. 
But the effort of pulling up the vines tired her so much 
that her back began to hurt and she stopped. Before 
long the pods began to redden. Flowers followed, then 
pods- tender, clean, round, and green. Seeing the healthy 
pods Jeebchi knew they were ready to be harvested. From 
the next day she planned in her heart to begin picking 
the pods. 
At dawn the next morning Jeebchi baked flatbreads for 
the children and the two elders. They finished eating, 
picked up a plastic sack, and set out to collect the pods. 
Then a thought struck her: we can put the pods in the 
sack, but how will we dry them if they are wet? Where 
will we put the pods once we pick them from the water? 
Good sacks are not our own. What should we do? 
Quickly Jeebchi tore an old saree and stitched two small 
sacks. She put the sacks into one bigger bag and left 
the courtyard with both children and the two elders, 
heading toward the field. 
The colour and shape of the pods delighted Jeebchi. But 
ignorant of the work�s realities, Musna argued and 
hesitated. When they reached the edge of the field, 
which had dried up, they placed the children, the bags, 
and the food at the higher strip and, wading into the 
shallow water, the couple began to pick the pods. 
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As she stood in the water, Jeebchi�s sight was drawn 
to the pods dancing on the surface like coins found by 
chance. Her heart leapt with joy. Without a pause, she 
began to pluck the pods eagerly with both hands. Seeing 
the plump pods, Jeebchi told her husband, �Break off 
the pods near the roots; leave the flimsy ones for now. 
We will pick them later.� 
As soon as the sacks were full, Jeebchi climbed up and 
placed them in the larger bag. Musna did the same. When 
both bags were full, Jeebchi said to her husband, �Rest 
a little tomorrow. Bending in the water must have hurt 
your back. You stay here; I will go and bring what I left 
in the yard.� 
Jeebchi picked up one bag and left for the courtyard. The 
load was heavy from the water and the wet things, yet 
she hardly felt the weight. After all, this was the 
beginning of their assets. She put the bag down on the 
raised platform and went back toward the field. Then 
she told her husband, �I will carry the bag. You look 
after the two children and the bucket.� 
Carrying the bucket in one hand Musna walked ahead 
along with the children and Jeebchi followed with the 
bag on her head. After moving a short distance, Jeebchi 
said to her husband, �God has taken our sorrow away.� 
But Musna did not feel the same joy hearing his wife 
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say that. Back in the yard, Jeebchi set the first bag 
down and placed the second beside it, then began to 
arrange for cooking food. On the fourth day, while they 
were harvesting the first load of bhent, Musna felt a 
sharp pricking in his arm. At first he did not understand. 
When the prick turned into a swelling and began to bleed, 
he noticed what it was. Seeing the leech (blood-sucking 
worm) Musna�s heart sank. He began to tremble. He 
cried out loudly to his wife, �Oh my God! It has drawn 
all the blood from the body. What sin have we committed 
that we fall into this misfortune? First the flood 
destroyed us putting us on the verge of starvation. Now 
the leech has sucked all my blood. If this continues I 
will fall into the water.� 
Jeebchi, gnoring her husband�s words, kept picking the 
pods while thinking to herself, �He pretends to cry as if 
a cobra has bitten him. How will he run the family?� 
When the two sacks were full, Jeebchi came to Musna, 
took the bug in ber hand and tied it in a weed. But blood 
kept trickling out from where the bug had sucked 
blood.  Jeebchi pressed it with her right thumb. After a 
little while the bleeding slowed and clotted. She returned 
to the water to continue picking pods while Musna sat 
down. After some time Jeebchi said, �Come now, 
nothing more will happen.� 
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Hearing Jeebchi, Musna said, wiping his eyes, �This 
woman is trying to kill me. She wants me to die. If I 
die, she will marry another person.� 
Looking at the two children, Musna added, �But what 
will become of these kids? Will they not die of hunger?� 
Jeebchi smiled at her husband and said, �If you will not 
break the pods, then do not. Sit there and watch the 
children play.� 
After filling both sacks, Jeebchi carried them to the 
courtyard. Musna followed, bringing everyone along safely. 
Once home, Jeebchi lit the fire and cooked a meal. The 
two children and the couple ate together. After eating, 
she began to split open the bhent pods with a sickle and 
take out the seeds-red, round, and full. Musna also joined 
her. The two children sat nearby, rolling two pods and 
playing. 
Jeebchi piled the seeds carefully on a mat. After a while, 
Musna felt like smoking his pipe. He went to the hearth, 
lit a fire, and began to smoke. Seeing the growing heap 
of seeds, Jeebchi wondered where they would store them. 
As she thought, a memory of her mother�s home came 
to her mind, and she smiled. 
Seeing her smile, Musna asked cheerfully, �Hey woman, 
what treasure have you found that makes you smile like 
that?� 
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Jeebchi changed the subject and said, �It is already dark 
now. Tomorrow morning I will dig a pit near the yard and 
spread a mat over it. We will keep them there.� 
The next morning Musna dug a round pit like a lidless 
pot. Jeebchi cleaned and dried it. Into that they placed 
the bhent seeds to dry. Musna covered it from above 
with a mat. 
After a month of work, Jeebchi�s courtyard was full of 
bhent seeds. Since it was an unknown grain, there was 
no fear of theft. Seeing the courtyard filled, Jeebchi�s 
heart leapt with joy like the waves of the sea. Her eyes 
glistened as she smiled toward Musna. Seeing his wife 
smile, Musna frowned and said, �You laugh at me. Laugh 
as much as you can while you live. When God finishes 
His work and you die, then your laughter will amuse the 
city folk.� 
But Jeebchi paid no attention. Her mind was overflowing 
with happiness. She began planning how to roast the 
seeds into lava. For roasting, she would need a large pan, 
and a big bowl for keeping sand.She would make the 
frying sticks herself out of bamboo and bring the sand 
from the riverbank. When she went to the potters� place, 
she would look for a heavy slab to make the pan. For 
heating the bowl, an ordinary earthen stove would do. 
She would also need a small ladle because the sand could 
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not be handled by hand alone. For that a wooden holder 
would have to be fixed in it too. She would manage all 
that. Turning to Musna she said, �For roasting the lava, 
we will also have to arrange some fuel.� 
The word 'lava 'filled Musna�s heart with pleasure. 
Smiling, he said, �I will go now and bring some dry 
branches from Girhat uncle�s orchard. I will collect both 
dry and half-dry wood by evening.� 
All day long Jeebchi and Musna arranged everything they 
had gathered. As soon as dusk fell, Jeebchi began 
roasting the bhent seeds into lava. She had lit two 
hearths, one held the pan and the other the bowl. In the 
pan the bhent grains roasted, and in the bowl the sand 
was heated. After roasting the first batch, Jeebchi 
sprinkled a pinch of it on the fire as an offering and 
started the second batch. The new lava puffed perfectly, 
and the sight filled her with excitement. She placed the 
first batch in a tray and offered it to the children and 
her husband. 
Seeing the bright white grains, Musna thought silently, 
�This woman is truly skilled. May God give such a wife 
to everyone? I realize now that what I never understood, 
I am tasting today. To feed one�s children is no small 
thing. Through women like her, even society can 
change.� The fragrance of the roasted lava spread 
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through the eastern breeze and filled the whole village 
with its aroma. Women from nearby houses came one by 
one to buy some lava. But Jeebchi gave the same answer 
to all, �First I will feed Girhat uncle, then anyone else.� 
All afternoon Jeebchi kept roasting lava. Two baskets 
were ready. She stored both inside the house and covered 
one with a saree. Then she told Musna, �I am going to 
Girhat uncle. You stay here in the yard.� 
Balancing the basket on her head, Jeebchi set out for 
Srikant�s house. Seeing the basket, Srikant smiled and 
teased, �You look happy, Lakshmi Maharani. What 
treasure are you carrying there? Let me see.� 
Ignoring the question, Jeebchi smiled and went to the 
courtyard where Girhat�s wife sat. Placing the basket 
before her, she said, �Aunt, make a little sweet from 
this later, but for now mix some salt, pepper, and oil and 
fry it. I will take it to uncle.� 
Taking the bowl of roasted lava, Jeebchi went to the 
doorway and placed it before Srikant. The lava shone 
white like pearls. He looked at it carefully. Jeebchi said, 
�Uncle, do not just look. Take a handful and taste it. It 
is bhent lava.� 
Srikant took a handful and tasted it. The softness and 
flavour delighted him. He called to his wife in excitement, 
�We had never known such a wonderful thing. Blessed 
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is this woman from Kamalpur, whose skill and wisdom 
have brought such a lost treasure to light. She is a true 
goddess of the poor. Go, bring a set of saree and blouse 
from the chest. We will dress Jeebchi before she leaves. 
She is the goddess of the humble.� 
From that day on, Jeebchi kept roasting lava daily, and 
people came to her courtyard to buy it. In fifteen days 
she had gathered all the coins she had earned and 
counted them carefully before Musna. 
Seeing the money, Musna�s heart leapt. Laughter burst 
from his mouth. He looked straight at Jeebchi and began 
to count the bright coins with trembling fingers. 
  
English Tranalation: Dr. Ram Ashish Singh 
Dr. Ram Ashish Singh is the former principal and head 
of English department, H.P.S. College, Nirmali, a 
constituent unit of B.N. Mandal University, Madhepura 
(Bihar). Born on 5th June, 1950 at Biraul (Darbhanga) 
and obtaining his M.A (English) and Ph.D. degrees from 
L.N. Mithila University, Darbhanga he joined Nirmali 
College, Nirmali (now H.P.S College, Nirmali) as a 
lecturer in English in 1973 and retired from the service 
as the principal of the college in 2015. He got his Ph.D. 
degree in 1992 on his thesis �The Central Ethos of R.K. 
Narayan�s Major Novels.� Later he guided and 
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supervised Sri Ram Sudin Yadav�s research work 
�Contributions of Wilfred Owen to Modern Poetry: A 
Critical Re-assessment� and Sri Virendra Prasad 
Yadav�s thesis named �A Comprehensive Critical Study 
of Voice of Feminism in the American Women Poets 
During 20th Century.� He has to his credit the 
publication of a number of articles in reputed magazines 
and research papers in journals. He is blessed with keen 
writing aptitude. His books 'The Crippled' English 
translation of original Maithili novel 'Pangu' and 'Pangu: 
A Brief Critical Review' have received widespread acclaim 
from readers. He has written prefaces to a number of 
books of literature authored by other writers. Being a 
good orator, he takes active participation in educational, 
cultural and literary activities. 
Original Maithili: Jagdish Prasad Mandal 
Shri Jagdish Prasad Mandal is an inhabitant of Berma 
village of Madhubani district in the state of Bihar. He 
was born on 5th July, 1947. After obtaining his M.A. 
degrees in two subjects he opted to adopt agricultural 
work (vegetable farming) for his livelihood and live a 
social life. The stereotyped and feudal behaviour prevalent 
in society infuriated him and he started a struggle 
against it. Most of his time was spent in dozens of police 
cases and journey to jail. His life remained dedicated to 
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social service for about 35 years. After 2000 A.D. he took 
to literary writing. He is unparalleled in his constant 
literary contributions to Maithili literature. He remains a 
charismatic writer with his swift penning of about 130 
books. Many genres of Maithili literature have been 
enriched with his realistic pictorial description of the 
village life. He stands as an emblem of renown and 
vitality in the sphere of Maithili writing. He is the only 
litterateur to be adorned with the honour of so many 
awards such as Tagore Literature Award, Sahitya Akademi 
Award, Videha Samman etc. 
  
अपन मंतव्य editorial.staff.videha@zohomail.in पर पठाउ। 
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3.2.Between Two Grindstones/ One Stroke, All 
Accomplished- Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili 
Short Story) Rameshwar Prasad Mandal (English 
Translation) 
1.Between Two Grindstones/ 2.One Stroke, All 
Accomplished 

 
Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili Short Story) 

 
Rameshwar Prasad Mandal (English Translation) 
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1 
Between Two Grindstones 
The first light of dawn had not yet broken when 
Dhirendraji came striding home, his footsteps echoing 
with a determined dham-dham. The weather was 
pleasant. It was the end of the month of Phagun, and 
unlike other years, there had been no cold wave. True, a 
breeze from the east was blowing, but its gentle pace 
made it feel comforting. 
Only half an hour earlier, I had gone out for a walk, to 
take in the fresh morning air. The paths were smooth. 
Three years ago, a paved road had been built from the 
National Highway leading into the village, flanked on both 
sides by ponds. The pond on the southern side and the 
one on the northern side, where in the last flood they 
had broken the embankment, had been filled and overlaid 
with the pitch road. Now, there was no trace of muddy 
slush anywhere. 
Before that road was made, during the monsoon, so much 
water would collect in the breached pond that it stayed 
until late winter. Even then, it never entirely stopped 
people from crossing, for they would simply cut across 
the adjoining paddy fields. There were few motor vehicles 
in the village, so even if water lingered, it did not truly 
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block movement. When a Tonga or rickshaw approached, 
passengers would dismount and walk across the field, 
while the empty vehicle was pulled over. 
The field-path crossing belonged to someone or the other, 
and the landowner might protest, but travelers never paid 
much heed. This was not a one-time occurrence, it had 
been happening year after year until three years ago. 
When Dhirendraji reached my house, I was not there. 
Upon inquiry, he learned that I had gone walking toward 
the south. Taking his younger son along, he set off down 
the southern road to find me. By the time I was returning 
from my walk, I spotted him. Though we were still a 
little distance apart, I recognized his face. A thought 
crossed my mind, why would Dhirendraji come so early 
in the morning? I knew him well enough to greet, but 
we had no deeper connection. 
Step by step, I moved forward; step by step, so did he. 
As soon as we met, I greeted him. 
�Namaskar, Dhirendra Bhai.� 
He returned my greeting with equal warmth. �Namaskar. 
I came here just to meet you.� 
With a touch of appreciative courtesy, I replied- �It is 
my good fortune to have your darshan. Let us go to my 
house. We can sit and talk at leisure there.� 
Dhirendraji walked ahead, and I followed behind. Along 
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the way, we passed a pond. Around this pond, houses 
had sprung up on all four sides, and my own home stood 
on its eastern bank. Pointing toward it, I said- 
�Dhirendraji, you must have a pond like this in your 
village as well. But this one was not dug by the villagers, 
it was dug by a demon.� 
Smiling, Dhirendraji replied- 
�A widow or a demon, neither has disappeared. They still 
live among us in one village after another, just as they 
did before.� 
The way he spoke was as if answering from his own 
inner reasoning, just as I had spoken. Yet his response 
left me uncertain about what exactly he meant. I kept 
silent. 
By then we had reached near my house. At the doorway, 
I said- �Brother, this is the cottage of the poor. So do 
not trouble yourself with thoughts of honor or dishonor. 
It is my good fortune that someone like you has come 
to my home.� 
In a firm tone, Dhirendraji said- �Gopikrishna, there is 
no such thing as fortune or misfortune. It is all part of 
the human play.� 
I said- �First, have some breakfast and tea. Later, we 
will sit and talk in peace.� 
Dhirendraji replied- �I never eat breakfast in morning. I 
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eat once in the day and once at night. So I will not have 
breakfast, only tea.� 
Insisting, I said- �You rarely come here, and today when 
you finally come, you say you will not have breakfast?� 
Growing serious, Dhirendraji explained- 
�Gopikrishna, I neither have a job that gives me a steady 
income nor my parents have pension I can rely on. So I 
live according to the means I earn for myself, and in 
that simplicity, I find my own contentment.� 
Hearing Dhirendraji�s words, I felt convinced that his 
thinking was indeed of a high order. Just then my 
younger daughter, Kunti, arrived at the doorway carrying 
tea. Picking up a cup from the tray, I handed it to 
Dhirendraji and asked- 
�Would you like some water as well?� 
Dhirendraji said- �I am not really thirsty, but I will take 
a couple of sips.� 
As soon as he spoke, Kunti placed the tray on the low 
stool, went to the courtyard, and returned with a lota of 
water and a glass. She poured water from the lota into 
the glass and offered it to him. After drinking, 
Dhirendraji remarked- �Just as the water in your tube 
tastes fresh, so does the water from my own tube well.� 
He set the glass down on the stool, and we both began 
drinking tea. After two or three sips, Dhirendraji said- 
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�Gopikrishna, you have not even asked why I have come 
here.� 
Defending myself, I replied- �Dhirendraji, is that 
something to ask? We studied together in high school, 
we are friends. When a friend comes to visit another 
friend, how could I ask why you have come?� 
By the time we finished our tea and set the cups back 
on the tray, I had taken out my betel box and begun to 
prepare a paan. Dhirendraji said- �Gopikrishna, I do not 
eat paan. You have it yourself.� 
Feigning dismay, I said- �Dhirendraji, here in Mithila, 
paan and makhana are linked with our culture. Why 
should you neglect it?� 
Without the slightest change in expression, Dhirendraji 
replied- �I avoid paan because it damages the teeth. The 
cultural point you have raised will not be upheld merely 
by chewing paan and eating makhana. Culture is like an 
ornament of life, something that adds beauty and dignity 
to living. And for that, our attention should be 
elsewhere.� 
I asked- �What do you mean, Dhirendraji?� 
He explained- �There is a saying in our villages that 
loose soil crumbles easily. Petty ideas will not be replaced 
simply by reciting grand ones. The culture of Mithila is 
one of universal brotherhood, yet in recent times we have 
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dug so many unnecessary pits and ditches that we have 
damaged the very form of our culture. Like children who 
repeat the word culture over and over without 
understanding it, we get nowhere.� 
I chewed my paan and offered two cardamoms to 
Dhirendraji. After placing one in his mouth, he said- 
�Today, in your village, meaning Bansbitti, there is a 
plan to hold a general assembly.� 
Until that moment, I had no knowledge of this. Whether 
the idea had just occurred to him or someone had told 
him earlier, I could not tell. So what could I say? I simply 
replied- 
�Whatever responsibility you give me, I will carry it out, 
will I not?� 
Dhirendraji said- �Gopikrishna, the public here is asleep. 
They take pleasure in their slumber, and the looting class, 
like a mischievous goat kid, keeps patting them on the 
head to lull them into even deeper sleep.� 
I could not fully grasp his meaning, so I asked- �What 
do you mean, Dhirendraji?� 
He explained- �First, people cling to the glories of the 
past, and second, the clever members of the looting class 
encourage this attachment so much that people stop 
looking at the present altogether. Of course, everyone 
should know about the past, but to measure oneself 
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solely by it and think of oneself as perfect is to deceive 
one�s own life.� 
Still not entirely understanding, I said- 
�Dhirendraji, please make it clearer.� 
Hearing this, Dhirendraji reflected for a moment and 
said- 
�Gopikrishna, just as time is divided into three periods, 
life too can be seen in three phases. The past is what 
has already gone by, which we call history. The present 
is the period we are living in right now. And the future 
is what is yet to come, the kind of life we want to create 
for ourselves.� 
In grammar, I had studied past, present, and future, but 
always as measures of time. I had never thought of them 
as measures of life. This thought now struck me, and I 
said- 
�Please make it even simpler, Dhirendraji.� 
Dhirendraji said- �In our society, that is, among the 
people here, just as there are retellings and 
interpretations of the Mahabharata, there are also those 
of the Ramayana. People try to model their lives on these 
stories and indeed wish to do so. But just as the 
Ramayana belongs to a bygone era, so does the 
Mahabharata. These are accounts of life from thousands 
of years ago. Day by day, minute by minute, time moves 
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forward on its own course. Life today should match the 
pace of the present age, yet that is not happening. People 
have developed a habit of either keeping themselves fixed 
in the past or getting lost in dreams of the future. There 
is not much time now to speak further. First, let us 
complete the work for which I have come, and then we 
can continue our discussions.� 
He had barely finished when Duniyalal arrived. Duniyalal 
was my neighbor and also a graduate. As soon as he 
came, I said- 
�Duniyalal, Dhirendraji is holding a general assembly in 
our village today, so you should assist him.� 
Duniyalal replied- �Gopi Bhaiya, I am ready to do 
whatever you say, but first please introduce me to him.� 
Hearing his words, I said- �Duniyalal, Dhirendraji is my 
high school friend. It is true that we have met today 
after fifteen years since high school, so Dhirendraji will 
tell you about himself in that gap. But I can tell you 
what our friendship was like back then.� 
Duniyalal listened to me with interest, his ears alert, and 
then turned his gaze toward Dhirendraji, studying his 
face. Dhirendraji also looked back at him. I continued- 
�Duniyalal, we both studied at the same high school. 
Dhirendraji was a science student, and I was an art 
student. Whenever a teacher was absent, Dhirendraji 
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would take the class. The way the teachers taught, he 
would teach in the same way.� 
Duniyalal said- �In that case, Dhirendraji must be quite 
a remarkable man.� 
I said- �In the matriculation board examination, 
Dhirendraji had secured a good rank. What happened 
afterward, he will tell you himself.� 
Duniyalal shifted his gaze from me to Dhirendraji. 
Dhirendraji said- �After matriculation, I enrolled at L. S. 
College. At that time, Mithila University had not yet been 
established, though there was much discussion about its 
formation. I passed Intermediate Science in the first 
division, with first rank. I took Physics as my honors 
subject. In B.Sc. too, I secured first place with honors, 
and the same in M.Sc.� 
In between, Duniyalal exclaimed- �Wonderful, 
wonderful.� 
Dhirendraji continued- 
�Shortly after completing my M.Sc., I was appointed as 
a scientist at the government institute ISRO. After 
working there for six months, the institute dismissed me, 
declaring me insane. I left from there.� 
Duniyalal asked- �If the institute dismissed you calling 
you insane, why did you not file a case?� 
Dhirendraji replied- �Who is not mad in some way? Why 
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should I get entangled in the snare of unnecessary cases 
and lawsuits? After leaving there, I got a job in the 
Physics Department of Darbhanga College. After working 
there for a year, they too dismissed me, again calling me 
mad.� 
Duniyalal asked- �What do you do now?� 
Dhirendraji said- 
�I live in the village. My parents have grown old. I am 
the only one in the household. I have a wife and a son. 
Now I don�t want to do any jobs and service again. I 
will do social work.� 
Duniyalal asked- �Will you be able to find satisfaction 
in social work?� 
Dhirendraji replied- �Why would I not? Only those fail 
to find satisfaction in social work who have no issues 
before their eyes. But I can see the issues clearly. I see 
with my own eyes that society is so deeply asleep that 
it cannot even discern what is good or bad for itself. 
Helping it to understand the difference between good 
and bad, that is my service. With that thought in mind, 
I have taken this step.� 
What Duniyalal understood of Dhirendraji�s ideas, and 
how much he grasped, only Duniyalal would know. Yet in 
my own mind I felt that the purpose for which 
Dhirendraji was trying to take a step forward was indeed 
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something society needed. At that moment, Dhirendraji 
said- 
�Gopikrishna, it is not good to spend time just sitting 
and talking. Let us first go around the village and inform 
as many people as possible that there will be a general 
assembly at two o�clock in the afternoon, and invite 
them to take part.� 
The three of us, Dhirendraji, Duniyalal, and I, set out 
toward the village. We had taken only ten steps when 
we met Shyam Uncle on the road. Pointing toward 
Dhirendraji, I said to Shyam Uncle- �Uncle, his house is 
in Khairboni. He is our neighbor. Today at two o�clock 
there will be a general assembly in the village, so please 
be there.� 
Shyam Uncle was about to respond when, in the 
meantime, Dhirendraji said- �You are a respected elder 
in every way, so please take the responsibility of presiding 
over today�s meeting.� 
After a brief pause, Shyam Uncle said- 
�If there is a meeting in the village, I will certainly be 
there.� 
Dhirendraji said- �Gopikrishna, it will be difficult to go 
door to door and inform everyone, especially as time is 
short. Instead, let us go through the lanes, telling two or 
four people in each, and keep moving.� 
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Until now, only a handful of active individuals in the 
village had participated in social or political activities. The 
rest had kept their distance. Why they stayed away had 
many reasons, which we will not go into now. For the 
present, it is enough to say that after hearing 
Dhirendraji�s ideas, even those who had never attended 
a general assembly or any public meeting before agreed 
to come. 
By eleven o�clock, the three of us had gone around the 
entire village. We told everyone we met and then returned 
home. Once there, I said to Dhirendraji, 
�Dhirendraji, take a bath here, have your meal, and rest 
for a while. Later we will go to the general assembly 
together.� 
Dhirendraji replied- �My home is not far. It will take 
fifteen or twenty minutes to go and the same to return. 
If I go, I can tell my wife that I will be attending the 
meeting and might be a little late, and I can also see 
my parents and remind them to take their medicines.� 
Dhirendraji left. After he had gone, Shyam Uncle came 
and said- 
�Gopikrishna, since it is a village meeting, we should be 
the ones to arrange for it.� 
Hearing his thoughts, I said- �Uncle, that is indeed how 
it should be. You are an experienced man, how do you 
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think we should proceed?� 
Shyam Uncle said- �If we had known ten or fifteen days 
earlier, we could have planned everything properly. But 
since this was decided in a hurry, at the very least we 
should arrange seating for the people, a microphone, and 
tea and refreshments for Dhirendraji.� 
I said- �Dhirendraji is my friend, so I will arrange the 
tea and refreshments here at my place. You all can 
arrange the seating for the gathering.� 
Shyam Uncle said- �I have three mats of my own, and 
Ruplal has two large durries. If we borrow his, we can 
spread all five mats and durries in front of the school. 
That would be a good place to hold the meeting.� 
In the middle of this, Duniyalal said- �Shyam Uncle, I 
will take that responsibility.� 
Shyam Uncle looked at me and said- �Gopikrishna, since 
the general assembly is to be held in our village, we bear 
the responsibility to ensure that it runs smoothly. People 
should not have the chance to laugh at us.� 
I replied- �When we all work with full commitment, that 
will not happen. The program is at two o�clock, so in 
the time that remains, we can finish all the 
preparations.� 
Shyam Uncle said to Duniyalal, 
�Duniyalal, come with me. I will speak to Ruplal, and 
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you go with someone to fetch both my mats and 
Ruplal�s durries and spread them neatly in front of the 
school.� 
I added- �There are several people in the village who 
own his loudspeakers. Choose the best one and ask the 
owner to play the national song from the start and make 
announcements in between.� 
Shyam Uncle said- �Sohan�s speaker is the best. He 
bought it recently, and for a public meeting he will not 
charge anything.� 
I said- �Uncle, he is your man.� 
Shyam Uncle replied- �When the village is ours, are the 
people of the village strangers? That responsibility too 
falls on me.� 
I said- �Uncle, we have only two to two-and-a-half 
hours left. In that time, we must also bathe, eat, and 
get ready, besides arranging the mats and the 
microphone. So let everyone get to their own tasks.� 
At half past one, Dhirendraji arrived with Manesar, 
Rasiklal, and Pradeep. Taking all four with me, I went to 
the school. People had begun to gather in ones and twos. 
There were no women, but some female students from 
the schools and colleges had also come. Seeing the crowd 
grow, Dhirendraji�s heart was filled with enthusiasm. 
The program began. Shyam Uncle took the chair as 
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president, and at that moment, Dhirendraji said- �I 
would like to request the villagers that if anyone has a 
question in mind, they should raise it.� 
I said- �Dhirendraji, this is the first day such a program 
is being held in the village. So let us not put the villagers 
on the spot. Please share your ideas clearly so that 
everyone can understand them.� 
Shyam Uncle said- �Friends, Dhirendraji is presenting 
his thoughts, so, everyone, listen with attention.� 
Dhirendraji stood up and said- �Friends, Kabir Das once 
said- �Watching the grinding mill, Kabir weeps. Between 
the two grinding stones, not a single grain remains 
whole.� The flow of time is the most powerful force, 
and it is this that Kabir pointed toward. Yet people fail 
to truly understand it. We must reflect carefully on what 
these two grinding stones are and how people are crushed 
between them. 
�Think of it this way: on one side is the king, and on 
the other is the pauper. The king is full to the brim with 
everything, while the pauper, the beggar, has nothing 
except his own body. Why is it that one human being is 
a king and another a beggar, when both are human? This 
is the inequality among people in society. 
�Just as on one side are the wealthy, whose lives are 
filled with every possible possession, from homes and 
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food to every luxury, so on the other side there are people 
who have nothing at all. No food in their stomachs, no 
clothes on their bodies, no shelter over their heads, and 
no means to meet the basic needs of life. 
�This inequality is not new. Since the time human 
beings first appeared on earth, it has existed in one form 
or another. I will not speak here about the history of 
human origin. For now, it is enough to say that from the 
smallest village to the entire world, this inequality is 
everywhere. 
�In the midst of this inequality, two classes have 
emerged: the oppressor and the oppressed. Because of 
this, human life has become worse than the life of 
animals. It has affected everything, including wealth, 
religion, desire, and liberation. Today, we have gathered 
here to understand this inequality clearly. Until such 
inequality is removed, human well-being is impossible. 
Though a person may be human in form, his life will 
remain far from what it means to live as a human being. 
�In thought and speech, one may say that all people are 
human, that everyone�s life should be lived with dignity, 
that everyone�s needs should be met, that all children 
should be educated, that society should be harmonious. 
But these will remain nothing more than words meant 
to please the mind. 
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�Until harmony enters life, until everyone has the means 
to live, the situation will remain as it is today, where a 
handful of people enjoy abundance while the vast 
majority live in poverty. I appeal to all of you to recognize 
yourselves and fulfill your responsibilities. That is all I 
have to say today.� 
  
2. 
One Stroke, All Accomplished   
For the past seven or eight days my mind has felt 
detached, estranged both from family and from society. 
This evening, after finishing my daily routines, I sat on 
the verandah and the thought rose within me that death 
would be better than such a life. 
Just then my wife came with tea. I had not the slightest 
desire to drink it. She placed the cup on the low table 
before me and stood by my side. I knew she wished to 
talk. She would have spoken as on other days, recounting 
the events of the day, what tasks had been completed, 
which were left half done, and which had not been done 
at all. 
I picked up the cup of tea from the table. Though my 
heart was not in it, habit compelled me to lift it to my 
lips. Every sip felt tasteless, as though all flavour had 
been drained away. Still, I forced myself to drink. 
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Seeing her standing before me, I understood clearly that 
she wanted to speak, but I had not the faintest urge for 
conversation. So I kept my mouth shut. Somehow I 
emptied the cup, set it back on the table, and she carried 
it away. Not a single word passed between us. 
My mind had grown so bitter from the behaviour of 
family and of society alike that it seemed death was 
better than life. What needless entanglement had I fallen 
into? Neither the conduct of my own kin was good, nor 
that of the people in the community. To live in such a 
family or in such a society was to lead a life worse than 
that of an animal. 
Inside, I was so unsettled that I felt I could die at that 
very moment. The thought kept rising again and again 
that death would be better than this life. Silently I began 
speaking to God in my heart, asking Him to grant me a 
single cubit of space. But what difference would my 
wishes make? 
At last, when I could bear it no more, I thought that the 
night was still young. The first dusk had passed, the 
second had only just begun. Why not go to Manmohan 
Uncle and share all that weighed upon me? He was older 
and wiser than I, and his life experience was far greater. 
Surely, he would suggest some way forward. 
In the meantime my wife, perhaps for the second time, 
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appeared at the door with the thought of talking. But 
my heart, hardened by the ways of both family and 
society, had lost all desire to live even for another 
moment. She stood in the doorway before me, yet I did 
not even feel like looking at her. She too said nothing, 
though she knew well why she kept silent. 
I rose quietly from the bench and set out for Manmohan 
Uncle�s house. As I was leaving, my wife asked- �Where 
are you going in the dark?� 
I replied- �Nowhere far, just to have a word with 
Manmohan Uncle.� 
She asked- �How long will you be?� 
I said- �It will not take long. I will stand there, exchange 
a few words, hear his reply, and return.� 
My wife went silently back into the courtyard, and I 
went on my way to Manmohan Uncle�s. I set out, but 
such darkness spread before my mind that nothing was 
clear. His house was not far from mine, so I felt no 
difficulty in going. In a rush of determination, I had left, 
but on the path sudden thoughts began to crowd my 
mind. I could not tell whether my feet were falling on 
the road or off it. My eyes felt shut, my senses dulled, 
and yet I kept moving forward. 
I had no idea when I passed his house. Only when I had 
gone nearly two fields beyond did I suddenly come to my 
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senses. Realising my mistake, I turned back toward his 
house. As I drew near, many questions kept stirring in 
my mind. At last I reached his doorway. 
Manmohan Uncle was telling his wife- 
�Just as everyone has his own duty, everyone also has 
his own limits. One must be mindful of those limits. Why 
step into another�s sphere and interfere without 
cause?� 
Sudhiya Aunty, his wife, had been scolding her daughter-
in-law. The reason was this: the little boy, her grandson, 
had reached for a glass of milk kept by the stove for 
making tea. As he tried to lift it to drink, it slipped from 
his hands and spilled. The boy�s mother, Kumudini, 
struck him twice, making him cry. Sudhiya Kaki became 
upset and said- �Why did you hit the child so harshly?� 
Still irritated about the spilt milk, Kumudini replied- �If 
I don�t discipline a headstrong child like this, he will 
never give up his wilfulness.� 
That was enough to spark an argument between mother-
in-law and daughter-in-law, and Manmohan Uncle, 
having heard the quarrel, was trying to calm his wife 
when I arrived. 
Grief had so dulled my senses that I forgot even to greet 
him. As soon as he saw me, he asked- 
�What brings you here at such an hour, Ramgulam?� 
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His voice seemed to wake me from my daze. I said- 
�Uncle, I bow to you.� 
He blessed me and asked- 
�May you be well. But why have you come out in the 
dark?� 
I said- �Uncle, when I see the ways of my family, and 
when I see the ways of the people in society, I feel death 
would be better than living such a life.� 
How my words struck him only he would know, but he 
replied- �Ramgulam, do you think anything will happen 
just because you have decided it? Whoever is born on 
this earth will one day die. No one will consult you in 
the matter. So while you are alive, keep yourself alive.� 
My heart was already heavy, and perhaps I lacked the 
mind to take in his meaning. Inside, I began to bristle 
with the thought: was the question I had come to ask 
Uncle the one I truly asked, or was it what he had said 
that I failed to understand and should have asked about? 
Seeing me lost in thought, Manmohan Uncle said- �It is 
still evening. It is not yet so late that it is time for food 
or for sleep. Sit down quietly and tell me what you came 
to say.� 
I replied- �Uncle, in the family I see that there is no 
love between anyone. Everyone keeps a grudge against 
the other. In society it is the same. People always say 
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that service to others is the highest duty, yet they are 
constantly trying to pull each other down. Seeing this, I 
feel the same disgust toward society as I do toward my 
family. It makes me think that death would be better 
than living in such a way, witnessing such conduct every 
day.� 
When he heard me, Manmohan Uncle pressed his lips 
together and began to smile. The smile stirred irritation 
in me and I wondered why he was smiling, but I said 
nothing. Then he spoke. 
�Ramgulam, do you understand that a human being is 
incomplete?� 
I began to think about his words. Until now I had believed 
that in both my family and my village I was the wisest, 
that what I understood no one else could see. Uncle�s 
thought seemed to be the opposite, so I asked- 
�What do you mean by incomplete, Uncle?� 
He said- 
�As an individual, a human being is incomplete, but 
collectively, society is complete.� 
I turned this over in my mind and could see no real 
difference between society and the individual. A society 
is a gathering of individuals, and an individual is a part 
of that gathering. The person is tangible, society 
intangible. When my thinking could not reach a 
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conclusion, I asked- 
�How is that, Uncle?� 
As we were talking, Sudhiya Kaki came to the doorway 
with tea. At home I had drunk tea without wanting it; 
my mind had been too full of worry for it to bring any 
satisfaction. Here, I truly wanted to drink. Even the 
disgust I had been feeling toward family and society 
seemed to have softened. We both began to drink our 
tea. 
After finishing, Manmohan Uncle handed his cup back to 
Sudhiya Kaki and said- 
�Ramgulam, when you look at yourself with the whole 
world in mind, you will see that just as a single drop of 
water exists within the vast ocean, so is the place of the 
individual within society.� 
I could not fully grasp Manmohan Uncle�s thought, so I 
said- 
�Uncle, please explain a little more clearly.� 
He asked- 
�Have you been able to fulfil all your needs in life 
entirely on your own?� 
I thought for a moment and realised that neither I nor 
anyone else meets all their needs alone. Still, unsure what 
he was getting at, I said- 
�Uncle, please explain it even better.� 
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He said- 
�You do your farming and produce food from your own 
fields, but for other things you have to go to the shop, 
do you not?� 
�Yes, of course I do.� 
�And whatever you get from the shop is made by 
someone, is it not?� 
�Yes, someone must make it.� 
�When you fall ill, you go to the doctor for treatment, 
and the illness is cured, is it not?� 
�Yes, I do.� 
�You may fall ill yourself, but who cures the illness?� 
�The doctor.� 
�That,� he said- �is the collective body we call society. 
Society is made up of people of every kind, doing every 
kind of work. That is why society is complete, while the 
individual is incomplete.� 
I said- 
�Uncle, the way the people in my family and in society 
behave has burned me so much that I feel both the 
family and society can go straight into the cooking fire.� 
Hearing this, Manmohan Uncle pressed his lips together 
and laughed heartily. Seeing him laugh only sharpened 
my irritation, but I swallowed it. 
Then he said- 
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�Ramgulam, there are many kinds of illnesses that 
afflict society.� 
At his words, I felt a faint stirring within, and suddenly 
I lifted my eyes to meet his. As soon as our eyes met, 
he seemed to understand and continued- 
�Ramgulam, in society there is looting in the name of 
religion, exploitation in the name of social custom, 
exploitation in the name of divine wrath, exploitation in 
the condition of economic distress, and exploitation the 
moment one goes against the signals of landlord or 
master. There is also unrestrained exploitation of labour. 
All this has turned the colour of society dull and 
distorted. That is why you find society�s behaviour so 
low.� 
Some of Manmohan Uncle�s thoughts I understood, and 
some I did not. So I said- 
�And then?� 
Clarifying his idea, Manmohan Uncle said- 
�Just as the body has many organs, all working together 
to keep it alive, so it is with society. In the body there 
are healthy organs and there are weak ones, yet together 
they keep it in motion. In the same way, everyone has 
their own role.� 
Without thinking, I said- 
�Yes, there is such a role.� 
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Whether my answer brought him satisfaction or stirred 
some thought in his mind, only he would know. Smiling, 
he said- 
�Ramgulam, you can see in the village that some people 
farm, some keep cattle, some are teachers, some are 
traders.� 
I cut in- 
�Yes, that is true.� 
Manmohan Uncle said- 
�Their work may be different, but they are all called 
part of the same village community, are they not?� 
I said- 
�Yes, they are part of the same society.� 
Manmohan Uncle said- 
�Each kind of work has its own importance, and 
everyone�s needs are met through one another. No single 
person can do every job alone, and no one can perform 
every task.� 
I said- 
�Yes, that is not possible.� 
Manmohan Uncle said- 
�According to his own interests, everyone should do one 
task suited to his own strength. This way one part of 
society is fulfilled, and harmony remains among all. That 
is what is meant by �One stroke, all accomplished.�� 
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Hearing this, my mind did agree, but when I looked again 
at the ways of my family and the ways of society, my 
anger would rise once more. My thoughts would not 
settle. I said- 
�Then, what should one do?� 
Smiling, Manmohan Uncle said- 
�Each of us is our own master, each of us has our own 
responsibility. Just as you have yours, so do I have 
mine.� 
I said- 
�It is late enough for the evening meal. I will be going 
now.� 
I rose to leave, but Manmohan Uncle said- 
�Ramgulam, keep your mind steady. The more unsteady 
your mind is, the more unsteady society will seem to you, 
and the more unsteady your family will become.� 
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