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Orjginal Author: Shri' Jagaish Prasad Manda/

English Translation: Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

The pod of a tree, Peerar

Round, green, and tender in abundance fruits hung along
the branches as lush and bright as the leaves themselves.
These were the pods of the Peerar trees. Five such trees
stood 1n the village, old and mafestic. The great mango,
Samun, and shisham trees that grew later were sa/d to
have sprouted in therr shade.

The ejphty-year-old Karjya Baba would often say, [For
as long as / can remember, those five trees have looked
Just the same. So many storms have struck, lghtning
has fallen agam and agam, yet not a twiy of those five
has ever broken.[]

They were not very tall, perhaps ten yards at most, nor
wide and sprawling like banyans. Therr branches were
close and compact, strong enoygh to block the ljght ram,
not letting a smgle arop reach the soil below. Dense
green Jleaves aressed each tree lke a festival garland, and
the sharp, neat thorms stood along the branches /e

silent guards. The Jeaves were broad and evew, as /¥
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carved from the petals of sacred Jotus or the tanger
Hower. Thelr blossoms were Just as beautitul.

Throygh hunareds of storms, rams, and summers, the
#ive Peerar trees had stood together, never fighting for
space, never shaalng one another out. Alike /n helght,

colowr, and grace, they seemed like Five sisters /iy guret
companionshp. When they bloomed, /it felt as though
each smiled at the otherlls youth, layghmg nm the joy of
shared /ite.

No one had ever cared for them, no one watered therr
roots, no one trimmed therr branches, no one ever tended
therr growth. All sixteen signs of good fortune depended
only on Godlls care. Perhaps that was why the five trees
stood proud and self-rellant, owimg no debt of gratituae
2o anyone. Every day they smiled and swayed gently /»
the mild village breeze.

Lach year the Five trees would bloom together. Therr
Aowers rpened into pods, then fell away. Afterwara, the
mature pods, having lived a 1ull life, would imvite the wind
Wke a 7inal guest and send 1t to sammon the bidss. The
birdls came, pecked the rpe Fruits, and carried away the
seeds. In this giving of themselves, the trees fulfilled
therr lifelong auty.

Pegple avorded workimg the land beneath those trees, for
1t was belreved that green seypents, called Sygba lived on
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the trees. It was said to be so green and vine-like that

no one could see /1t unt/l 1t struck. Whoever was bitten
by 1L, pegple belleved, would Find the gates of heaven
and hell open before them, with nothmg n between.
The northern part of the vast agricaltural tract had once
been guarded by an old coyple, Ratna and his wite. Both
had ared two gears earlfer, and since then no one had
dared to take the job. Everyone feared the Sygba snake
that lived i the Peerar trees. Who would risk life and
limb For a few handfyls of gram each year?

A year earljer, Pichkan had gone to Morang to 7ind work.
When droqght came, even the fammers suffered so what
chance aid the labourers have? Many evenimgs went by
without a simgle hearth bemg IVt. The poor sold therr cows
and goats, some went to Morang, some to Siljguri, others
2o Assam. Pichkan too had borrowed 7ifzteen rypees From
the caretaker young woman before leaving. Sice then,
the village had spoken of him as a man lost to debt.

OF the many men who had gone out to work, some
reached Brratnagar, some Rangely some Siljguri, and some
7ar mto Assam. Everyone had given qp Prichkan, thinking
him a hopeless case, and begun to search for work.
Prchkan sat alone by the roadside near /tahar; under a
tree Juyst beyond the crossroads. He ate Fattened rice

and ghughns From a small lear bowl. While eating, he saw
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two men walking northward. Gathering his food gurckly
mito the eqge of his towel, he began Following them,
eatmg as he walked, listening to therr talk, and joming
therr easy chatter as they went along the austy path.
As they walked on, they reached near Dhankuta. The two
wmen with whom Frichkan was travelling were fammers.
One of them offered him work.

The manlls name was Mangat Ram. He and his wire
emploged more than Fity labowrers. He owned a three-
storied house built entirely of sal and timber. Some of
his felds lay on the hills where he grew Finger millet,
Foxtarl millet, and other hardy grams. Around those plots
he had planted lemon and orange trees as wel.

When Plchkun looked qp at the sanlight glimmering on
the hills, the slopes qppeared to him like a bleached
desert. Everywhere he saw small trees, large trees, and
lagers of forested rigges. Watching it all, he thought he
had stepped into another world. Yet because the path
was known, he trysted that i three daysll time he could
7ind his way home agam.

The vast barns, the large straw prles and the hyge sheds
led his heart with contentment. His employer was
wealthy, his job felt secare. He thoyght, [1He will never
dismiss me. When | wish to visit howe, / can go on leave

and retyrn. / have alreadqy /earned the road. [l
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After a fyll year of labour, the longing to see his village

grew strong. /v all that time he had sent no money
home. How could he have? He knew nothing of post
offices, and no one travelled that route to carry news.
Duyring that year he grew close to a young Thary woman
named Dhansya, about eghteen or nineteen, a servant
Mangat Ram s household. She qgreed to trave/ back with
him.

Before Jeaving, Prchkan boyght a woolen sweater and a
blanket for his mother, and for himself a parr of Ful/
trousers, a long-sleeved sweater, and another blanket. For
his nefphbours he bought oranges and lemons. He packed
the clothes and Frurt carefully m a bundle, tucked his
money nside the pocket of hHis trousers, and wrapped the
bundle with care. For the Journeylls swacks he carred
some putted rice.

Dhansya packed all her savings, clothes, and belongmgs
that night. They ard not dare to leave throqgh the forest
after dark, so they warted unti! dawn. As soon as the
momimg light appeared, both of them guretly set out with
therr bundles. They took the same road by which Pichkar
had once travelled. Reachmng /tahar; they boarded a bus,
9ot down at Bathnaha, and continved on Foot. Crossing
the Kos/ by boat, they walked to Nimali and from there

took a tram to therr village.
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Plchkun wore 14/l trousers, a shirt, and sandals. His halr
was uncombed, a bundle slung over his shoulder. He
walked ahead Dhanjya followed behind. Reaching home,
both bowed and touched his motherls feet. The
nelghbours barely recognized him.

/nside the house, Prichkun removed his sandals near the
hearthy, untred his bundle, and guretly showed his mother
the rol) of rypee notes. The sight of the thick bundle
made the old woman tremble with joy. She gathered al/
the clothes, pushed the money deep beneath them, and
2ed yp the bundle agam, placing it carefully m the cormer
of the loft. Dhanjya sat gusetly v the veranda.

The mother looked toward her son and asked, [1Who /s
his g0

Smilmg, Flchkan  replied,  [1Your dagghter-m-law. /
married her there.[]

Within moments, women from nearby houses began to
arve to see the new bride. Fichkanlls mother gave each
of them a lemon From the bundle. FPrichkun took out a
ten-rypee note and handed it to hHis mother, sayng,
[Mother, | am hangry. Go and buy some rice and sprces
rom the shap. Cook frst, then | will bathe. After three
days of travel, my body feels heavy with sleep.l]

The news of the new bride spread through the entire

nelghbourhood. Women came calling her to visiz, and the
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elders aecided to arange a small feast i honowr of the

wedaaing.

On the seventh evenmng after thelr armval, Plichkan and
Dhaniya went to visit Somn/ Dad). The old woman was
SItting 1n her courtyara, spreading a mat and playing with
her grandchilaren. Plichkan bowed and touched her feet,
then gestyred to Dhanjya to do the same. Dhanjya
touched the granamotherlls feet and then sat at the
comer of the mat. With a glance, Prchkun asked her to
start pressing the old womanlls legs. As Dhaniya began
to massage them, Frichkun said softly, [1Dad), everyone
m the village had thoyght | was lost for good. But / had
gone to Morang, worked for a gear, earned somethmy,
and even got married there. Now wellll stqy here /n the
wilage. You are the eldest among us, give us gour
blessings. 1

/v the northern embankment lay the largest stretch of
land belonging to Somns Dadl. For two gears no one had
watched over /t. She asked Plchkun to take charge of /ts
guarding, and also offered him Ffve kathas of land to
cyltivate on share.

Seeng the chance for steady work, Prchkun agreed. The
old woman gave him two bamboo poles for the hut, a
bundle of straw, and a hanatu/ of rope to build /t.

The wext mormng, Flchkan and Dhanjya went to the
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northern embankment to mark the spot for their hut.
They chose a slhghtly raised patch of land where
ra/mwater never collected. Flchkun stood there, measuring
and imagming the place.

Meanwhile Dhanjyalls eyes wandered toward the Peerar
trees. She walked closer and began imspecting the pods.
Seeimg them hanging thick and heavy, she tore a strp
rom her sar; tied 1t around a branch, and clhimbed qp
the tree. The sipht of the green, plamp pods 7illed her
with delight. She picked ten of them, each one shinng
and Fill like hidden coms newly unearthed From the
earth.

While she workea, Fichkan started djgging and levelling
the ground with his spade. Dhanjya kept breaking ofF
pods from the tree, her thouyghts bright with hope,
poverty turning toward fortune, hardshp giving way to a
famt lght of prosperty. Her joy overflowed into song.
She began to hum softly and called out to her husband,
[Our tate has awakened! Look the tree /s full of rpe
pods. Tomorrow welll] pick them and take them to the
market. Theyll/] sell for a good price.[]

Prchkyn aid not ynderstand. He aid not bellieve her words.
Irritated) he askea [1Do you even know what this /5?7 If
1t were something people could eat, woulan[t everyone

have alreadly taken them?[]
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But fyst as Dhaniya saw /n the Peerar pods a sjgn of

luck and renewal, Prichkan too felt happmess at his own
fortune, the new job guarding the embankment and the
five kathas of land for cultivation. So he decided not to
guarre! and said gently, [/ donlt know much about
Zraaimg 1 the market. How will we sel] them?[]
Dhanjya was used to market work 1 her parentsl home.
She knew every kind of farm labour and was egually
stilled 1 raising ducks and hens and selling them i the
bazaar. With that same bolaness she sa/id, [1/0/] make a
hook from a bamboo pole, pluck podls every aay, and sel/
them 1 the market. You stay with me and watch. [l
The month of Asin arived. The rams stopped. /t was the
season of movement. The heavy monsoon had lert the
relds shinmg with green rice plants. Wherever the eye
turmed, the same lush green stretched endlessly. At
sunrise, dew glistened on the leaves like pearls. The fields
looked like brides n green sars and green blouses,
wearng the morming light like a head ormament.

A soft east wind began to blow, spreading a gentle
lazimess through the ary. Along the embankment, FPrchkun
dyg three small channels for the ramwater to flow down
into the lower fields. Then he blocked the ends to make
Wttle pools. As water collected] small #sh leqpt and
Puttered 1 them.
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Dhanjya would aram the pools and catch the 7ish.
Prchkun carred them i a basket to sel| at the market
and even went around the village selling them door to
door. One of the other fish sellers advised him to buyy a
brcycle, sayng that caryimg the basket on his head lert
the body smelling of Fish.

The thought of a bicycle excrted Fichkan, though he had
never learmed to ride owe. For a moment he hes/itated,
then imagmed himself pedalling slowly through the
village, the basket tied behind him, selling fish with ease.
That night, while returming from the market, he told
Dhanjya, [1We should buy a second-hand brcycle. 1
Larmimgs always broygght a spark of Joy to Dhanjya.
Smilmg, she sara, [1Why second-hand? Wellll byy a new
one.l]

/t was the time of Jitiya festival, when millet bread and
#ish were eaten /n celebration. The day betore, villagers
had alreadly given Prchkun baskets of Fish to sell. Before
dawn, he woke Dhanlya, sayg eagerly, L[/[ve already
sorted all the fish from the pools.[]

But Dhanjya, thinking /t was only a dream, went back to
steep. In the darkness before dawn, FPlichkan guretly lifzed
the baskets and nets and went to the Fsh pools. /t was
st too dark to see the fish clearly. Plchkun sat beside
one pool, Dhanjya beside another. He /Nt a biai and



fage w3211 3
smoked as they both began to gather the 7ish.

/t was the dqy of Jitiya. People were eqger for Fish.
Before long, men and women started ariving near the
pools. With no weighing scale or balance, Fichkan began
seling by estimation. The best of the Ffish sold guickly.
They carried home the remammg catch and spread across
the courtyard. More than half was still ansold.

Knowing that on a festival day one could not depend on
the market alove, Frchkun sard to his wite, [1Cook the
meal guickly. /01 go sell the rest around the village.l]
Dhaniya harried to make Flatbreads and Fry the 7ish
curry. After eating, Pichkan loaded the basket onto his
brcycle and went door to door. By noon, every last Fish
was sold.

The sun blazed Fercely. On his way back PFrichkan
stopped by the toddy shop. The place was crowded with
sy men. There was hardly space to sit, so he bought
a small pot of toddly and drank i/t stanaing. Then he paid
and rode howme.

From a distance, Dhanjya saw him pedalling the bicycle
unsteadily and 7elt her heart twist. She had feared thrs,
Prchkan had taken to toddy. She spread a mat and lay
on the veranda, covermg herself with a sheet, and began
Zo weep.

When FPlichkan entered the courtyard and saw her cryimg,
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he went near and asked softly, [OWhat happened, eh 2]

Hearmg Wis vorice, Dhanjya warled even louder. Benaing
down, Plchkan opened her mouth gently and asked agam.
Sniing, Dhanjya sasa, [/0m dyimg! A decp pam has
se/ized my chest. Go, bring mustard ol from the shop.
Rub 1t all over me,; only then will the pamn leave.[]
Staggerng a little, Fichkan broqght a bottle of orl from
the shop and began to massage Dhanjya. Turning on her
side, she made him rub her body thoroughly. When his
handls began to ache, she saia, [ONow 1t feels lighter
around the chest.l]

The word ljghter filled Pichkun with hope. He contimued
2o massage her. Gradally /s mtoxication fadea, and her
anger too began to soften. He was relieved that his wite
had survived she was pleased that she had given him a
good Jesson for arinking toddy.

With the earmings of Asin and Kartik, the foundation of
therr life was laid. From Peerar pods to fish, everythng
broyght profit. The man who had once ljved a lite poorer
than cattle had Finally stepped imto the realm of human
dgnity. Just as humantond once lived i huts and now
builds houses, Fichkun too began to dream of replacing
his thatched hut with a small brick house.

There was stil] no sure source of avinking water, so the

couple decided to make arrangements before the wext
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year. They had no bea, no utensrls, yet they were content

2o plan gradually for each need.

The paddy i the embankment rpened beautitully. The
7elas gleamed with heads of gram, green, golaen, red,
and black. Prchkan and Dhanjya spent most of therr days
there, living in home only at night. If they stayed away,
stray cattle and grass cutter women would destroy the
crop.

Every evenrng Dhansya visited old Somn/ Dadl), speaking
Jodtully about the rpenng rice. The old woman blessed
her from the heart.

By the time of the Sama festival, the crop was ready.
Seemg the heavy panicles benaing low, Dhaniya told her
husbana [1We should dlg and clean around the roots of
the Peerar trees, so that they bear well next year.[]
Prchkun qgreed. He carefiully loosened the soil around
each root and spread goat and sheep manure around the
7ive trees. Then he poured two buckets of water at each
Lrunk.

After fifteen days, the trees changed colour, bright green
and fresh. New budls began to bloom at every Zp.

Just as parents care tenderly for therr children, the
coyple tended to those trees. And seemg such devotion,
the five Peerar trees seemea, /n thelr guret, swaymg way,

2o bless Plchkun and Dhaniya i return. 6
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English Translation of the Maithiy Story The Foundling
Son

Orjginal Author: Shri' Jagaish Frasad Manda/

English Translation: Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

The Foundling Son

/t was the third evening of the lunar fortnight. The moon
of Chauth had not yet risen, but a pale glow had begun
2o spread from the east. /n that guret darkwess, a young
unmarred womay, fearng the gossp and shame of
socrety, crept out and left her ten-day-old mfant by the
roadside. For nine days she had hidden the chila,
pretenaing /liness to her famrly. But when the truth
began to press ypon her, she cowld no longer bear /t. On
the tenth day, she placed the baby at the edpe of the
path, covered it lghtly, and hurrred back home.

Five or seven minutes later, Gangaram was retsrning 1rom
the market. Suddenly he heard the cry of a newbom. His
steps faltered. Standing still on the road, he listened
carefiully.

That was no sound of bird or beast, /¢ was unmistakably



fage w31] 57
the cry of a human chid.

Startleq, Gangaramlls mind was 7illed with doubt. How
could a babylls vorce be here, /n such a place? There
was no one i sight. He stood motionless like a stake
anven into the grouna starng mto the amm light. Arter
a moment, he began to move slowly toward the sound.
/t was too dark to see clearly. Around him, /nsects and
iy creatures sang thelr many-vorced songslisome
calllng to  therr mates, others  huwmming  »
contentment 07illing  the embankment with restless
myrmurs.

At Jast, Gangaram reached the spot and saw the /mfant.
One part of his mmd said yes, /t0s a hamarn baby.
Another whisperea, but how could a child have come
here?

He set down the bag of vegetables he was caryvg and
gently placed his right hand on the babylls small body.
A chil ran through him, his whole skin bristled. Yet a
strange warmth of oy rose withi. Steadying himselt, he
lifzed the baby /n both arms, pressed 1t qgamst His chest,
and held 1t there. With one hand he brushed away the
bits of grass and leaves clinging to its skimn.

The chitd kept crymg. Gangaram took off hHis shoulder
cloth and wrapped the baby snugly m 1t. Shinging the

vegetable bag over one shoulder, he carred the /mfant
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agamst his chest and walked home throqgh the
deepening night.

Reaching home, Gangaram smied and said to his wite,
[170dqy God has been kind. He has given us a son.[]
The words [given us a sonl] startled Bhuljya. She rushed
7orward) took the baby from her husbandls arms /nto
her own, and stared at i/t closely. IWhere did you 7ind
this child? Ah, what a beautifyl boy he is! "

[17 found him on the roadside while coming back Ffrom
the market, [ Gangaram sa/id calmly.l]7ake care of him.
I he /s meant to be ours, he will live. IF not, he will go
back the way he came.[]

Hearmg this, Bhuliyalls mind began to race. We don[it
have a cow or even a goat. How will we feed him milk?
She herself could not nurse, for age had avied her body.
A wave of helplessness rose in her, then faded. A thouyght
Struck her. My sister-im-law next door, still has a nursing
chia.

The thoyght /it a spark of hope. Bhullya folded her handls
toward the sky and murmared in gratitude, [10 Lord fyst
as you make Fowers bloom 1 a withered forest, you wil/
surely arrange food for this child too.l]

Gangaram was Fifty, Bhuliya Fforty-eight, but  the
difference between them showed more than numbers.

Gangaram still stood strong, while Bhuliya, wrinkled and
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7ra/l, Jooked past sixty. Yet as soon as she held the baby

m her arms, a strange warmth fooded her vems. /It was
as /¥ youth rtself had returmed. Her face glowed, her eyes
came aljve.

Therr hearts filled with Joy, bubbling ke air trapped
beneath water. 7o calm the cryimg chila, Bhullya pressed
12 20 her breast. For a moment the baby grew guret, then
began to cry agam, for no milk came.

Next door lived Gangaram (s younger brother, Rogplal. His
wite, Kabulr, was nursing therr own three-month-old
baby. Hearng the wal, Bhuliga went over with the
7oundling m her arms.

Kabutr seemg her nejghbour caryimg a crymg miant,
gently laid her own child on the cot, took the Foundling
m her lap, and offered it her breast. The hungry baby
latched eagerly, sucking nolsily. Watching this, Bhuliya
sa/d softly, her vorce trembling with emotion, [IMay God
bless you with seven more sons. ]

Kabutri laqghed at Bhaljya s words and sasa) [/ alreadly
have four of my own. /f |/ manage to raise seven more,
how will | ever keep qp? Take back your blessing, sister.
Whatever /s written m my fate will be enoygh. [
Changing the subject, Kabulr/ added, [1Sister, 1t /s
strange that m this old age gyour husband has got such

a fine-looking son. He does not resemble either of you.
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His eyes, his face, his nose, nothig matches. He Jooks
nothing like Brother.[]

Bhuliga frowned.[]You never learmed when to speak and
when to stay silent. You have no sense of respect for
elaers or shame for what you sqy.l]

St smiling, Kabutry/' teased, [Come now, sister, what
has happened to you? You scold me as /f / were the one
who caused /t. IF you two ever get another chila, perhaps
that one will resemble you. [l

Bhuliga did not Jose her temper. The childlls presence
had softened her heart ke water soaking ary earth.

Looking tenderly at the sleeping baby, she said gusetly,

[0 Your brother found this chid on the road while
returning from the market. [l

Kabutri replied shamply, [7hen why does the Ffoundling s
face resemble him so closely? He must be hiding
something from us. [

Bhuliya, a little vexed sard, AN right then, let it be
ours. At least now you can rest your tongue.l]

Kabutrr lagqghed agarm and sasa [Sister, | will narse this
child fust as / narse my own. | will not let him go hangry.

God has given me enouygh mik to feed both. It is a_joy
2o see /jght enter your dark home.[]

Hearmg this, Bhuliyalls heart overflowed with gratitude.

The hungry child avank his 7 and soon fell asleep.
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Kabutrr laid him gently on the cot and sasa) [1let him

stay here, sister. /f he wakes i the night and cries, /
wil] feed him qgam. ]

[OVery well 1 Bhuliga sard softly, and retyrmed to her
own courtyard.

She told her husband, [ONow the child will lve. The
woman from Godhanpur has plenty of mitk. She will rasse
both chilaren. ]

Gangaram looked toward the other house. The thouyght
of the baby bemyg fed elsewhere made his heart acke,
but Bhaliyalls words calmed him. Sti), a doubt lingered
m His mmmd. He asked guretly, [IWhy adid you leave the
child there? Shoulanlit he be broyght to our own
courtyard? Afzer all he /s ours now. [l

Looking at her husbana, Bhuliya sasia, [You are a man.
How could you ever understand what a mother feels?
Only a woman can know that. Once a mother presses a
child to her breast, she can never qgam think of that
child as anythmg but her own.l]

Gangaram rell silent. A thoyght stimed im his ming, and
he askea, [Smce we are to be his parents now,
shodlant we give him a name?[]

Bhuliya smiled, and the image of the Chhath festival
came to her mmad.[Usyally the women of the house

gather and name a newborn together,[] she sasd.[But
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no such ceremony was held for this child. Let the two
of us choose his name ourselves.[]

Gangaram layghed softly.[17hen call him Mangalll he
sa/a.

Seven months passed. The boy began to teethe and soon
could stand and todale on hHis own. He started eating
solid 1ood and dyinking water. The love that grew between
the coyple and the child became so deep that nesither
wanted to let him out of sight, even for a moment.
Bhuliga stopped working as a field labourer. She began
spmnmg  thread i the veranda and selling /it m the
village. Though she owwed no loom herself, she worked
on othersll Jooms and earned a little money.

The couple felt young agam. They worked the whole day
without feeling tired. Whenever Mangal called her [1Ma, [1
Bhuligalls heart overflowed with joy, and she would lose
verself in the sweetness of that word.

When Mangal tarmed five, his father enrolled him i the
village school. He stualed there throygh the 7i7th grade
and was now ten years old. But by that time,
Gangaram s bodly had weakened so much that people no
longer called him For labour work. Somehow, the coyple
managed thelr living by spimning and selling thread.

Life was growmg heavy, but i ten-year-old Mangallls

mina, a spark of awareness had begun to shive, like the
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sun rismg m a child Hanumans grasp. One day he sa/a,

[1Baba, you and Ma cannot work as you used to. /| want
2o open a tea stall. I/f you build me a small thatched
shed on the roaa, | will ran the shop.[]

The /1dea struck Gangarams mmd. But then he
wonderea, who 1y the village even adrank tea? How would
the shop ran? St he built a small thatched stall for
his son. There was a neem tree /v therr yard. He sold 1t
7or twenty-five rypees and used the money to buyy the
utensrls needed for making tea.

Mangal opened his tea stall. /t was the first of /ts kind
m the village, and the 7Frst shop always has an
advantage. At 7irst, pegple hesitated, ansure about this
new annk, byt soon they began to like /t. Gradually, the
shaop became popular, and the eammgs were enoygh 7or
the two of them to manage therr living.

Within three gears, both Gangaram and his wite passed
away. While they were alive, no one in the village had
ever spoken /| of Mangal. But after therr deaths,

murmrs began to spreaa) and people started looking at
him differently. Yet, the sales at his shop adid not declie,

7or tea had already become a habit among the villagers.

Even after runnmg the shaop, Mangallls thirst for learmng
remarmed alive. Whatever /ittle money he could save, he

spent on buyying books, paper, and pens. He stuaied by
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himself and practised writing every day.

Before his death, Gangaram had told Mangal the story
of his birth. That story revealed to him how syperstition
and cryelty still clung to socrety like the roots of a weed.
From then on, Mangal began to study not only books but
also the ways of the world around hHim.

Running the tea stall gave him the g/7t of conversation.
Sitting there, he learmed to talk to people. In the
evenmgs, arter the rush of customers had thimned,
Rogpchan would come to the stall. Mangal would make
two glasses of tea, and as soon as Roopchan drank, his
mind would brighten.

Roopchan was the village storyteller, though a poor man.
He had a few regular customers, but between them he
would spend hours at the stall, spimning tales. He told a
different story each time, sometimes of kings and
gueens, sometimes of lovers like Ran/ and Saranga, or
Rans and Sami. Other days he spoke of Gonoo Jha, of
the brave ballads of Alha and Rudal, or of Dima-Bhady,
Lorik, and Salhesh.

/v this way, Mangallls store of wisdom began to 7 qp
with the knowledge of books, the knowledge of socrety,
and the wisdom of folk tales. Whatever story he heard
at night, he wrote down the next day whenever he Found

Lime. The more he wrote, the smoother his lines became,
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and his cariosity grew stronger.

One aftermoon, as the sun tilted westward, a man came
2o Mangallls tea stall for a cup of tea. His qppearance
was simple, and he carried a leather bag m his hand. The
man was the edtor of a magazmme called Bharat Jagaran.
He had come to the village to study its condition and
cultyre.

While talking with Mangal, the editor became completely
absorbed. He felt as /f his heart and Mangallls heart
had set out on the same Journey together. When the
lrance broke, both of them layghed. The editor sasd)
[1Boy, make some tea. / have not had any all day.
Tonight | will stay here and talk to you v deta/l. ]
Mangal prepared tea, and they both drank together. After
eating and annking, they sat side by side late mto the
wight, talking. Mangal placed before the editor all the
stories he had written so far. The editor fjpped throygh
the pages. The language and style might not have been
refined, but the themes touched his heart. Smiling, the
editor sasa, [7hese are wonderful preces. This /s exactly
what /| came searching For.l]

He gpened his bag, took out some magazives and books,
and saia] [1These contam the proper methods of writig.
Study them carefilly. Once you anderstand the

foundation, write on that basis. | am an editor. / run a
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monthly magazme. | will pablish one of your storres every
month and send you a copy. ]

For three or four howrs, the eaitor explamed everything
2o Mangal. The next morming, after tea, he lefz.

From that month onwara, Mangallls storres began to
appear regularly m the magazme. Among his many
readers was a gl named Sunayana. She was pursuing
her MA. in philosophy. In the 7ifth issue, the editor also
mentioned that Mangal was working on a novel titled
The Dead Village.

The name stiyred something mside Sunayana. Her heart
danced. She thought, our country /s a land of villages,
and /¥ the village /itself is dead] what will become of the
nation?

The /dea stryck Sunayanalls mind like a spark. The same
Sunayana who never spoke openly i Front of her father
was now readly to discuss the matter with him.

That evenmg, her father, Advocate Sahab, returned from
court, avank his tea, and went for a walk. When he came
back, he took out a case file to prepare for the next
aqylls hearng. His wite broyght him another cyp of tea.
As he spped 1t and chewed his betel, Sunayana entered
the room, sat on the chair i front of him, and said,
L1 Father, there /s a guestion rannmg i my mmd. Could

you please explam 1201
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OWhat /s 1270 he asked.

[/ read i a magazie today that the village /s truly
dead. If the village /s dead, and our country /s made of
villages, then what do we call the country?ll

Advocate Sahab aid not pay much attention to the
seriousness of the guestion. He said lghtly, [17hat /s the
concern of writers and thinkers. | have nothig to say
on /1t.00

LByt writers are also part of this same soclety,[]
Sunayana replied. [17They live lives like everyone else. Then
why would a writer write something like that?[]

O7he words of a writer can be ynderstood only by
another writer,[] her father said.[0/ am a lawyer. /
ynderstand the law. Now go, / have to prepare a case.[]
Sunayana rose guretly and went to her room. She sat
down and began to think. In a country where there /s »o
clean water to aiink, no balanced Food to eat, no proper
clothig to wear, and no decent shelter to live 1, what
else can one call 1t but a dead land? People stil] drink
impure  water, somehow manage a few morsels, s/t
beneath trees to keep warm, and lve surrounded by
countless aiseases. What can such a country be called?
And beyond all that, i a civilization thousands of years
ola, where the lght of knowledgelisymbolized by the

goddess Saraswat/llhas stil] not reached every person,
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what kind of nation /s that? So many guestions stood
before her, shaking her mmad. Lost i thoyght, she sat
on the chalr and arifted mto deep reflection. At Jast, one
decision settled m her mind: she would first read The
Dead Village. But where codld she 1ind the book? Then
another thoyght came. She would write to the author
airectly and ask 7or /t. She took out the magazive, copred
the writerlls adaress from /¢, and wrote 1t carefilly on a
small sljp of paper.

The next day, Sunqyana set out to find Mangallls
adaress. I/t was around nine v the momimg. After serving
the early customers, Mangal had arranged the kettle,
teqpot, saucepan, and glasses /i front of the stall. He
was cleaning the hearth and clearnng out the ashes.
Sunayana came to the tea stall because 1t was the place
where one could easily Find anyone 1 the village.
Reaching the stal), she asked, [1Could you tel) me where
! mpght find a man named Mangal in this village ]
Hearmg His own name, Mangal was startleq, but he
stayed silent. /t was as /¥ he were searching for himself
hroqgh her eyes. Sunayana sensed It too. After a
moment of silence, Mangal spoke, [15/ster, i¥ Mangal lives
m this village, | will certamly help you Find him. But
swce you have come all the way here, how can you leave
without tea? Please sit down. This /s Mithila, after all.
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Here, welcommg a guest /s as natyral as welcoming
onells own family. [0

Hearmg his words, Sunagana relt as /¥ a thirsty traveller
had suadenly found cool water. She sat on a bench made
of split bamboo.

Mangal washed his hands, cleaned the small pan, /it the
7re, and began to make tea. As Synayana stood yp from
the bench to come closer to the hearth, the eqge of her
karts cauqght on a bamboo splinter and tore slightly. She
aid not bother about 1t and guretly sat near Mangal.
Seeimg her sit beside him, Mangal asked, [What brings
you to Mangal?ll

Sunayana repled, [I1Mangal /s a writer. He has written a
novel called The Dead Village. | trred to #ind it /v the
market but could not, so | came to Jocate the author
himself.[]

Mangal let out a long breath and sard softly, [And how
o you know Mangal?ll

[/ read his storres i Bharat Jagaran, [l Sunayana
replied. [1 There /| came across a mention of his novel The
Dead Village. | wanted to read /¢, so / came here.[]
Mangal anderstood everything. His heart overflowed with
guret Joy. He thoyght, to guench someonells thirst /s as
necessary as feeaing the hungry. But /| have only one
copy of the manuscrpt /llve written. /f / give /t away, a
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whole year(ls labour will be lost. Yet not giving 1t would
be a greater sim.

Then another thoyght came. /| could tel] her that once
my circumstances improve, | will have /t printed. For now,
there /s only this one copy. Yes, once It /s published, /
will sarely send her one. Until then, she can stay here
and read /t.

By then the tea was ready. They both adrank together.
After finishing her tea, Sunayana sara, [1Flease give me
Mangallls adaress.[]

Surprisea Mangal repliea, My name /s Mangal. /| am the
one who wrote that novel. But it has not been printed
qet. Only this handwritten copy exists. | would reguest
you to read 1t here. When it /s published] | will make sure
you get your own copy. [

Sunayana was aston/shed. She looked at Mangal 7rom
head to toe. His face was darkened by smoke from the
hearth, his clothes were coarse and faded like old rags.
Poverty seemed to shie from every part of his body.
Seemg him ke that, her eyes were Flled with tears.
Wiping them garetly, she sa/a, [/ cannot read the nove/
here. Readlng a book means understanaing 1t deeply, and
that cannot be done /n haste.l]

The simcenty of her towe touched Mangal deeply. FHe

looked at her, and m her eyes he saw a hunger for
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knowledge. He thought, | wrote this for others. When /t

/s publishea, 1t will reach thousands of hands. For now,
1t will reach one reader. That is enoygh.

Just then, Sunayana sard softly, [1/f/ take the copy with
we, | promise to retyrm /t arfter reading. There /s no
chance of 1t bemg lost. | only wish to read 1t peacefilly,
but | must return home betore sunset.[]

Mangallls heart melted with affection. He sara, [Very
wel), | will give you the book. The rest /s i your hands. [
The moment the book touched her palms, Joy It her face.
She glanced at /ts pages, then looked qp at Mangal and
smled. For a briet moment, Mangal read her heart as
she read hs.

Smiing, Sunayana took her leave and walked away.
Sunayana completed her MA. with distinction. Her
father, Advocate Sahab, was a strong sypporter of
womenlls rights, yet his thoyghts often arited to one
realjzation: women are bound not by one or two chams
byt by the entive structure of life /tself Breaking those
chams would demand stryggle, sometimes /ntellectual,
sometimes physrcal.

Lost 1 such reflections, Advocate Sahab sat i his chaly
one evenmg. His wite entered with a cyp of tea, placed
1t on the table, and sat beside him.

[/t /s good that Sunayana was born mto an edycated
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tamily ke ours, ] she sa/d.[1Had she been bom i a
tarmerlls house, people would never have let her /jve so
rreely. [

Taking a slow sp of tea, Advocate Sahab sasa, [Please
speak clearly. What do you mean to sqy’ll

[/ mean gyou should get Sunagana married. Mang/ will
stay with us; he is the son, the suypport. But arranging
a sonlls and a dayghterlls mariage /s every parent(ls
duty. []

[/ have a new /dea, [l he replied after a pause.[IWhat /¥
we ask Sunqyanalls opimion too?[]

His wite flared qp immediately. [IWhat will people say?
Have gyou ever seen any parent asking therr son or
dayghter before fixing a marriage ]

Hearmg her words, Advocate Sahab thought silently. /¢
struck him that not only men but women too often
consprre, knowmgly or anknowmgly, to keey women
bound. What a strange trap this /s, woven by both hands.
He kept his  thoyghts Lo himself and  called)
OSunayana?l]

She came out From her room and sat on the charr before
them. Her eyes went to her mother Frst: her mother
looked shawply toward her husband.

Advocate  Sahab spoke i a  calm, measured

Zone. [1Dayghter, you have now completed your MA. I/t /s
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every parent(ls responsibility to see therr children settled

m marriage. / too wish to fulfil that auty. Do you have
anything to say about /t?01

Hearmg her fatherlls words, a tremor ran throqgh
Sunayanalls body. Yet beneath that tremor, a guret
strength stimed. Speaking softly but with conviction, she
sa/a, [Father, marrage /s imdeed a necessary process 7or
both man and woman. It sustams the cycle of creation
itself. But the guestion /s- what kind of marriage? What
we see around us today, ninety or ninety-five percent of
12, /s mismatched. Some are arranged for wealth, some
7or dowry, some for caste or lineqge, and some for mere
conventence. In my view, marriage should be based on
the union of mimds. Only then will it be lasting and
Joytul.

Before she could nish, her mother burst i, visibly
agrtated.

[Dagyghter, in Mithila our tradition has always been that
such matters are decided by parents, not by sons or
dayghters. If chilaven start deciding therr own marrigges,
socrety will collgpse.[]

Sunayana replied calmly, [07hat /s a fine thmg to say,
Mother. But along with preserving traaition, we must also
see the flaws /t hides.[]

Advocate Sahab sat silently, his hand covermg hHis mouth,
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Ustenng to both sides. Sunayanalls reasoning began to
unsettle her mother, yet she refysed to yield.

Seeking balance, Advocate Sahab sard gently, [1A/ right,
dayghter, tell me your view clearly. ]

Sunayana asked, [Father, how much do you plan to
spend on my marriage?l]

The guestion startled him. But regaining composare, he
replied i a low vorce, [1You already know my means,
chila. But whatever /s within them, | will not be miserly.
The little we have belongs to both you and your brother. [1
Hearmg  her father, Sunqyana spoke with guset
determmation, her vorce steady yet 7ull of warmth.
[1Father, greatness adves not come Ffrom wealth or the
bodly. A person becomes great throygh knowledpe and
duty. Every woman wishes for a life partwer who /s wise
and haradworking. | am not giving you a fnal decision
today, but | will say this much, there /s a man named
Mangal 1n Sonepyr who runs a small tea stall. He has no
one of his own. Yet his work and imtellect will one day
make him known to the world as a great writer. Poverty
has trapped him deeply, but 1f someone helps him rise
above 1t, he will shine in the sky like the risimg sun.l
Advocate Sahab listened guretly, then sasa, [Dayghter,
¥ your heart truly feels for him, / have no obyection. But
think carefilly while therells still time. ]
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Sunayana repliea, L[7here may be many aifferences

between us, but our souls are egual. / too wish to wrrte
about the conadition of women, because the impystice done
2o them from qges past stil] shakes my heart. Even the
most beautifyl things i the world seem aul) before that
pam. [l

Advocate Sahab nodaed slowly.

[IVery wel, / accept your thoyght. Go and see for yourself
how much help Mangal needls to stand on his feet. | wil/
provide whatever sqpport /s reguired. ]

Hearmg her fatherls wordls, Sunagana smiled and guretly
returmed to her room. Advocate Sahab sat deep /n
thoyght, reflecting on his daughter(s conviction, while
his witells anger kept growsng stronger.

HGT FIE editorial.star¥ videha@zohomarlin GF GSIZ/
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B 2.6LIMPSES OF RURAL LIFE- Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

GLIMPSES OF RURAL LIFE

Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

Glimpses of Raral Lite /s the result of my longstanding
engagement with the literary universe of Shri Jagdish
Prasad Mandal. Translating Gamak Jing/ imnto English has
been both an intellectual responsibility and a personal
Journey. This collection represents a world | have known
mtimatelyllas a student of literature, a teacher, and a

reader shaped by the landscapes of Mithila.

Rural lite may appear modest from a distance, yet when

one approaches 1t with patience and a adiscernig eye, 1t
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reveals aston/shing variety, emotional depth, and cultura/

richness. These stories have always camted a guset
radiance v the orjgial. My task has been to convey that
radiance to readers who may not know the language /m

which 1t was bom.

Here /s what truly wmatters: translation /s not a
mechanical act of substituting one language 7or another.
/2 1s an attempt to preserve a world. /t demands attentive
Vistening, humility, and emotional intuition. These stories
do not merely depict rural lite; they emerge Ffrom a
specriic geograply, from the diction of everyday labowr,
Hom rituals and memories, from rivers that food without
warming, and From droyghts that linger for years. Each
narrative grows from the sorl of lived experience, not rom
abstract /magmation. Translating them nto English
without weakening thelr rhythm, emotion, or cultural

Zextyre has been a demanding yet rewaraing endeavour.

My 7irst encounter with these storres was as a reader
moved by therr honesty. Mandal nerther embellishes nor
sentimentalises. He observes. He recognises the dgnity
of labowr, the guiet heroism of womern, the complex
dynamics within familes, and the wearness that stems

rom  decades of environmental uncertamty. Floods,
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droyghts, soil erosion, and migration are not mere
aramatic backarops m His writing Othey are the very

conditions under which lite /s forged.

/n translating him, | wanted the English reader to fee/
his pulse: the sense that rural life /s not static, but i

contimyous negotiation with change.

What strikes me most about these stories /s therr mora/
clarty. They do not preach or offer solutions. /nstead,
they allow the reader to witness how ordinary people
create meanng n harsh circumstances. The characters
seldom have material resources. They are rarely protected
by mstitytions. Yet they possess somelhing deeper:
resilience, humour, artection, and an unshaken sense of
dignity. Thelr stryggles are real, therr hopes fragile and
therr efforts extraorainary.

This collection reveals a world where labour /s not an
abstract concept but a darly discpplive. People earn with
therr handslinot out of chosce, but because /1t /s often
the only path avaiable. They work 1 felds, ponds,
forests, and on construction sites. They mjgrate to citres

and pull carts. They dlg roots from parched ponds, roast
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seedls /mto edible fooad pound gram, stitch clothes, and

sel] lime, 7ish, and earthenware. These stories bring such
7orms of labour to the readerlls attention not throuygh
statistics or social commentary, but throygh ntimate

portrasts of individual lves.

Another hallmark of Mandallls writing /s his portrayal of
women. Thelr presence /s not margmalllit /s central. The
women /i these stories are not detined by sufferng, even
when they suffer. They hold households together. They
hink ahead. They turn scarcity /into opportunity. They
negotiate with landlords, contractors, and market forces.
They contront social stigma with courage. Therr labour,
often unseen, rforms the /mvisible backbone of entire
communities. As a translator, / have tried to retamn therr
emotional cadence without softenmg the hardshps they

endure.

The ecological dimension of these stories /s egually vital.
Rural Mithila has always existed i a delicate balance
with Natare. When rivers swel, they swallow entire
villages. When aroqght lingers, 1t drams the land of /ife.
When the Kos/ or Kamla rivers shift course, once-rertile
7relds tyrm barren. Mandallls stories recognise the decy

connection between environment and humarn emotion.
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Pegple do not merely endure natuyral disasterslthey
mteypret them. They pray. They rebuild homes on
elevated mounds. They search for eaible plants. They g
new wells. They survive. This ecological sensibiity /s one
reason his stories feel both deeply rooted and universally

resonant.

While transiating, / often reflected on how contemporary
readers mght comnect with these narratives. Much of
modern literatyre [iparticalarly /» English rarely portrays
rural lite with such depth and clarty. Urban concerns
tend to dominate the /iterary imagiation. Yet the moral
and ecological guestions rassed 1 these stores remanm
profoundly relevant. Whether one ljves i a city or a
village, the fragiity of livelihooa, the burden of migration,
the explostation withm Jabour economies, and ithe
aspirations of youth resonate across contexts. Mandallls
stories speak to conditions that extend far beyond
Mithiia.

My amm, therefore, has been to mamtam /inga/stic
simplicity while allowing emotional complexity to emerge.
Mandallls Marthili  is  economicalllrich 1 cadence,

restrame, and power. English, when qpproached with
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equal care, can convey these gualities. / avorded excessive
omamentation and resisted the mpulse to  explam
cultyral detarls withm the narrative. /nstead, / allowed
the stories to speak throqgh therr own /nternal logre. /
beljeve readers are capable of learning a world by walking
slowly through its paths. This preface /s an /mvitation to
that walk.

Before presenting a story-wise overview, [/ must
acknowlegge something essential: translation /s a brigge.
But every bridge must rest on two #im pillars. One /s
the origmal author, whose vision and integrity make
transiation possible. The other /s the reader, who
completes the circle by g/ving the translated work new
Wte. If this transiation succeeds i bringng readers closer
2o Mandallls worla the creait belongs to both.

What Follows /s a deta/led) sequential introduction to each
story i the collection. These imsights am to Huminate
narrative pattems, thematsic resonances, and emotional
undercyrrents, arawmg from my reading experience and

my work with the text during translation.
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STORY-WISE CRITICAL OVERVIEW

The Parched Seeds of Lily Fraits (Bhentak
Lava) presents a striking portrast of resilience shaped by
disaster. Set /n a flood-ravaged village of Mithila, the
story follows Musna and Jeebch/ as thelr world collgpses.
While Musna siks nto desparn, Jeebch/ alscovers
possibomity. Her finaing of bhentak lavallthe roasted
seeds of wid Ny podsltranstforms scarcity nto
sustenance and grief mto renewal. Throqgh her steady
labour, the household rises agarm, and the fragrance of

roasted seedls becomes a guset declaration of hope.

Mandallls narative honours the often-unrecognised
strength of ryal women who rebuild  life with
mitelligence, faith, and ynwavering patrence. The domestic
spherellfreguently overlookedlemerges as a site of
creativity and rebirth. Jeebchs embodies a truth centra/
Zo Mandallls socral vision: /n moments of crisfs, courage

often appears i the gentlest hands. Ultimately, the story
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reveals survival as an /magmative act, where dgnity

grows from the simplest forms of labowr.

Lotus Root (Bisandh) portrays a Mithila village pushed
Zo the brink of extiction after four relentless years of
aroyght. Frelds crack, ponds vanish, livestock perish, and
the socrial fabric begins to Fray ander the weght of
hunger. Yet the story /s not wmerely a record of
devastationliit follows Doman and Suyglya, whose guret

resilfence offers a counterpomt to the villagells desparr.

Doman, a landless labourer, emboales endurance without
complamt. He works with unwaverng aiscplive, even as
fear gnaws at him. Sygiya, steady and practical, becomes
the emotional centre of the household. Her acceptance
of circamstance /s not resignation but a form of /mner
equilibrivm  that prevents collapse. Through ber, the

household preserves dignity, even when the world seems
hollow.

The turning pomt arrives when Doman recalls an earlier
adroyght and the hidden bisandh m the great pondlis
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parched bed. Memory becomes a guide to suyvival. Diggimg
mito the cracked earth, the coyple ancovers Jotus roots
and fishlsymbols of life persisting mvisibly beneath

barrenyess.

The story offers a profound medjtation on resilience.
Labour restores djrection, faith renews strength, and
memory rekindles hope. Even /i the harshest adroyght,
the earth[l/ike the haman spivitliretams a hidden reserve

of sustenance for those who continye to seek /t-

The Pod of a Tree, Peerar gpens with the serene
presence of five anclient Peerar trees[symbols of a
vatyral order that endures without haman /ntervention.
Thelr guret harmony contrasts with the turbulent /ives of
villagers struyggling agamst poverty and aroyght. Into this
7ragile world retarn Prichkan, a migrant labourer, and his
vew bride, Dhanlya, whose energy and mstinct For
opportynity begin to alter the course of therr /ives.

Dhaniya stands at the heart of the narative. Her

confidence, market acumen, and courage transtorm
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Peerar pods mito a source of ljvelihood. Where others see

danger i the Sygba sewpent and avord the trees, she
recognises possibnity. Her actionsfom climbing the
trees to managimg thelr modest earmmgslireveal a steadly

mtelligence that reshapes the coyplells Futyre.

The emotional strength of the story les i the
partnershp  between Fichkuyn and  Dhanjya.  Thelr
compan/onshjp, patient labour, and mutual trust create a
new foundation for dignity. Episodes such as the Fish
harvest, the brcycle purchase, and Dhaniyalls gentle
timness in confronting Prchkunlls toddy habrt Mustrate

how affection and discplive coexist /n rural survival.

With Somn/ Dadills blessings and Munesar/lls suypport,
the story arfims that resiience grows where labour,
community, and hope converge. Like the Peerar trees, the
coyple learn to thrive through grounded strength and

guret perseverance.

The Foundling Son begins with the haunting rmage of
an infant abandoned i darknesslla moment that lays
bare the cruelty born of social shame. This bleak act /s

immediately countered by Gangaram s compassion. Poor,
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agemg, and exhausteaq, he chooses responsibiity the
/mstant he hears the childls cry. The foundling becomes
a blessimg rather than a barden, and the storylls centra/
Zension emerges between socletylls moral faiture and the

guret courage of malviaduals.

Gangaram and Bhuliya embody a Form of parenthood
rooted /n care rather than blood. With no wealth or
lvestock, they still offer the child what he was denied
at birth: a sense of belonging. Kabutrills willingness to
narse him completes a circle of communal motherhood.
The narative /msists that motherhood /s detined by

action and emotional truth, not biology alove.

As Mangal grows, the story expands beyond physical
survival into mmtellectual awakenmyg. He rans a tea stal,
readls voracrously, absorbs Rogpchanlls folk wisdom, and
eventually writes The Dead Villagella perceptive critigye
of rural decay. Sunayanalls recognition of his work
comnects two different social worlds and challenges
entrenched nomms of caste and gender. Her choice of

Mangal marks a union based on conscrence and /ntellect.

Through this journey, the story af#ims that renewal can
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emerge from the most neglected livesOwhen empatty,

knowledpe, and moral strength converge.

Two Palse 7ollows the deljcate journey of Fekuwa, a poor
village boy whose dreams lead him to the city and bring
him back with almost nothig. What begins as a simple
Zale of mygration evolves into a nuanced exploration of
how poverly shapes /magimation, self-worth, and the

longing for home.

Fetwa departs for Dell/ with childlike excitement,
knowing little of the demands of wrban lite. His
Innocence /s anchored by the guset, steadfast love of hHis
mother, Ramsunnaly, whose labour and faith form the
emotional core of the story. Thoygh she cannot read or
wrrte, her affection offers him a moral compass no city

can replace.

Through Ratna, the narrative reveals the harshness of
yrban labour and the ease with which migrants fall into
explostation. Fekua learns tailoryg, works hard, and

briefly tastes pridellbut ambition grows faster than
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discppline. His grand promises to his mother go unfulfilea,

and the city gradually wears down his confidence.

The storylls most pojgnant  tension les between
Ramsunnalrs hopefiyl imagimation and the grim truth of
her sonlls arban stryggle. Her dreams expand even as
his collapse. When Fekuwa Finally returns home, /t /s not
I/ defeat, but /i the recognition that djgnity often
survives only where love and belonging endure. The story
becomes a gentle yet prercing reflection on asprration,

farture, and the guset strength of matemal faith.

The Wage-Earning Woman, Marn/ presents a compelling
exploration of how poverty, labour, gender, and structura/
/meguality shape the life of one woman ana, through her,
influence the moral fabric of an entrire village. Chatonslia
settlement without land or official status[survives
hroygh solidarty, /n stark contrast to the pride and self-
sufficrency of larger villgges.

Within this setting emerges Mamy, a woman whose /jfe

has been scarred by profound loss. A Nghtning strike kills
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Swbadh, Manohar, and Taunk; leaving her solely

responsible for raisimg two young grandchilaren.

Yet the narrative does not linger on griet. /nstead) /t
portrays tragedy as the crucible that forges Marm/ls
/ner strength. Transitionmg from qgricaltaral work to
constryction, she takes yp tools traaitionally associated
with men, refecting the gender roles that seek to
constram her. Her journey reveals the contradictions of
rural development.: while road construction /s meant to
yplift the poor, 1t dismantles traditional labour systems
and brings new forms of explostation. The contractorlls
clerk represents a system /n which survival becomes the

only wage.

Marm/lls refysal to bow to social humiliationllor to
swomit  to  the  auwthorty  of  solaers  and
contractorsIforms the moral backbone of the story. Her
guret djgnity unsettles those who expect compliance.
Ultimately, the narative serves as an mdictment of a
soclety banlt on imvisible labour. Mami stands as a symbo/
of unacknowledged resiience, a remmder that true
development rests on the shoulders of those whom

progress leaves behind.
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Defeat and Victory captures the emotional and
economic fourney of a potterlls family qprooted by river
erosion and  the slow  collapse  of  Zraaitional
craftsmanshp. The openmg scenellwhere Soman and
Kaply sit beside therr bundles, unable to movellsymbolizes
a profound rypture between thelr past and an ancertarm
Futyre. The submersion of Maircha by the Kos/ River
becomes a powerfyl remmder that ecological disaster

erodes not only land but also caltural identity.

Phulchan Pandit, the guardian of an artisan legacy, owns
no land but carries with him the enduring skill of
potterylihis family's final anchor. In Lachhmpar, the
villagersli  warm reception and the builamg of the
family s first home reflect a cogperative spit that once
aefined rural lite.

Somanlls labour, displayed in a yard Fill of pots, lamps,
2oys, and ritual vessels, represents the djgnity of skilled
craftsmanshp. Yet Mandal  resists  romantic/zing
tradition. The mtroduction of metal utenssls and asbestos

r00fs marks the declhine of clay-based crafts, pushing



fagg w32/ 9
Soman and Kapli toward hanger and desparr.

The narrative takes a turm with the returw of Ramdat,
therr long-lost son. Gifted i ido/-making and decorative
arts, he reimagmes the ancestral craft to swit modern
demandls. His success underscores the central messqge
of the story.: defeat meets those who resist change, but
victory belongs to those who adapt. Throygh Ramdat, the
tamily rediscovers livelihood, pride, and a renewed sense

of herrtage.

The Cart-Puller offers a deeply moving portrart of labour,

displacement, and the unspoken herotsm Found /»
oraiary lives. Bhola, born mto neglect and scarred by
repeated  refection, grows p without protection or
affection. His mother dies early, his father remarries, and
even mimor mistakes mvite beatings. When his marriage
eventually collapses under the wejght of village prejyaice,

Bhola leaves home Linot /n pursurt of ambition, but simply

to escape humiliation.



92 || fage w32

Calcutta becomes the ynexpected setting for His renewal.
Though the city overwhelms him at frst, 1t /s among
fellow mygrants that he 7inds his Frst trwe sense of
belonging. The dharamshala offers community, fooaq, and
dgnity. Palling a cart /s grueling and thankless, yet the
narrative frames /t as a kind of rebirth. Through physical
laboyr, Bhola discovers purpose. Every rypee he earns
becomes a building block i the future of his chilaren,
Ratan and Lalllwhose education stands as the clearest

testament to his sacrifce.

The ethical core of the story les /n the sonsll response.
Thelr academic success /s not merely a lriwmph of
eaycation but the harvest of therr fatherlls enaurance.
Thelr decision to bring Bhola home reflects a deep
understanaig that adignity must be recprocated. The
story ends not with dramatic victory, but with guset
7ulfillment.: Bholalls lite, shaped by hardshjp, becomes
the fertile ground from which gratitude, humilty, and

new asprrations grow.
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Livelihood /s a sharp exploration of work, morality, and

savival within a comypt  social order. Throqgh the
contrasting lives of Shobhakant and Umakant, the story
exammes two divergent paths to earming a living.
Shobhakant, forced out of school by poverty, arives
the city without a plan but refyses any work that would
compromise his dignity. His apprenticeshp at a bicycle
shaop becomes his true edycation. Over time, humility and
sk elevate himOfrom mechanic to tempo drver to
eventyal owwer. His Journey demonstrates that self-
respect and craftsmanshyp can forge an honest /ivelihood,

even 1n unforglving conaitions.

Umakant embodies the anxiety of edycated yet
unemploged  rural - youth. His  degree  grelds  no
gpportunities, and soclety ridicales educated men who
returm to farmmg. This disdam For manual labour /s one
of the storylls most mcisive critigues. Pressured to pay
brves for a govermment Job, Umakant nearly abandons
his  prmeples.  His  witells  pragmatic  reasoning
underscores  the pamtul truth:  coryption becomes

normalized when survival s on the lve.

Through Mishrilallls reflections, the story charts the

layered natyre of coryptionim banks, warehouses, block
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offices, and ration systemsllexposing a world where
honesty /s systematically panished. Yet the final
wmetaphor of the mango tree remnds us that ethscal
chosces, thoygh constramed, remarmn possible. Umakant [is
decision to Jeave the dealershp and become a tempo
ariver marks a guret yet meanmgfyl victory of labour over

moral compromise.

The Rickshaw Puller weaves together the intersecting
lves of Tibach, Bachany, Saradha, and the kiln workers
Mahakant and Ragms to interrogate what Freedom,
dgnity, and a Lbetter lifell truly mean. Jbach returns
#rom Bombay aressed 1 urban glamour, but beneath the
surface, he /s restless, dependent on alcohol, and ariven
more by consumption than parpose. /n contrast, Bachany
represents a roqgh, anpolished ntegnty. He pulls a
rickshaw aurng the monsoons, works at a brick kil /»
the ary season, and consistently puts his childrens
nourishment above his own comfort. He refyses stolen

mcome, avords adrving while arank, and follows a persona/
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moral code that gives him mner strength.

The story opens with scenes of annking, gambling, and
reckless spenaing, hlghlighting how easrly such mtegrty
can eroge. Yet a gulet moment on the cement
plattorm Owhere Bachany feeds his family before taking
his 7irst splireveals a richwess of life absent in the

Lmoderm ] characters. His world is anforgiving, but not

empty.

Ragmills monologue serves as the emotional foundation
of the story. Thoygh educated and financially secare, she
remams contined, /solated, and vosiceless within  her
marriage. Her realization that Bachany /s, 1 many ways,
freer than she /s, stops traaitional soclal hlerarchies.
Through these mtertwmed lives, the story critigues
privilege and gendered power, yltimately suggesting that
real freedom les i self-respect, purposetu/ labour, and

the courqge to live without fear.

The Lime Hawker /s a subtle, Finely layered exploration
of labour, djgnity, and the guset transtormation of rura/
hte. Throygh Makhn/ and her family, the story traces

how a woman-centered traaitional occypation adapts to
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ShIfting economic pressures while retammg a core of

tenderness and moral mtimacy.

The narrative opens with Makhn/ls 7all on the stairsla
moment that symbolically marks the end of an era. Her
mpury necessitates a reorganization of the househola, and
the reactions of Fhullya, Kabutariya, and Matkuria revea/
the nuanced qynamics of real family lite, where affection
and self-imterest coexist. Phuliya senses a new authority,
Kabutariya yeams to mhernt her granamotherlls rityal
knowledge, and Matkuria feels reljeved that his qgemng

mother will no longer cary heavy /oads.

The extended reflection on the lime trade Functions
almost as a plece of social history. Once a hereditary
occypation sustamed by barter, trust, and memory, It
represents a moral economy where livelthood and
relationshp were /nseparable. But with the arival of
stone-lime, cash transactions, and expanding markets,
s Intimacy begins to fray. Change brings Fnancial

gam, bt weakens older networks of recjprocity.

Yet the story closes with a gulet gestuare of renewal. /n
the Phagun dusk, Matkaria lfts the basket Ffrom
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Phuligalls head onto his own. No wordls are spoken. The

act embodies shared labour, recognition, and partnershp.
Through this simple moment, the narative af#ims that
trye lvelihood les not only m commerce, but i the

mitual carrging of burdens.

Division of the Awncestral Homestead transtorms a
seemmgly mor village eventlithe partition of five
kathas of inherited homestead land[into a powerfy/
cnitigue of moral declhne, shifting valves, and the
enauring ethrcal core of rural lite. What begins as a
routine Jogistical matter gradually reveals a deeper
contlict between mherted wisdom and the corrosive

habrts leamed i the city.

Shrikant and Mukand, returmmg to the village after long
years 1 govermment service, embodly this tension. Thelr
pursuit  of prestige, subtle rivaly, and efforts to
manjpilate the land sarvey reflect an arban mmadset m
which mfluence outweighs faimess and personal gam
overrides collective memory. Therr distance Ffrom the

village /s not geographical but ethical.
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/n contrast stand the village elders, who yphold an older
moral order. Guary Kakalls recollections of Vaidiky
Jogimdar, Mahaviy, and Khaliga evoke a world where
responsioiity, artistry, and cowrage once shaped
communal lite. Ramchanara, the young surveyor, restores
balance by measuring the land exactly as it les, refusing

2o yleld to either brotherlls anspoken pressure.

The story balances wit with guret saaness. The discreet
maneyvering of Buchas and Sarqp exposes the vanity of
the educated brothers, yet therr /solation also evokes
Sympathy. The Final, farr division becomes a moment of
moral resolution, ar¥irmmg that trye order arises not From
wealth or mfluence, but From fustice and shared ethical

prmcples.

Brotherhood /s a profoundly hamane narrative that
deljcately traces the threads of family, sacrfice, and
moral chorce. At 1ts heart /s Dimanath, a boy rassed
poverty but fortified by the guret courqge of his parents,
Ramkhelawan and Sumitra. Therr sacrificeshis mother

parting with her nose-rnng, his father working beyond his
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meanslare modest /n scale but monumental 1 meanng.
v poor households, the story syggests, every gesture

becomes a promise toward a better future,

The narrative takes a aramatic turn when Ramkhelawan
sufters paralysis. /n that moment, Dimanath abandons
His  education to sypport the Ffamilylnot out of
resjgnation, byt as an ethical chorce grounaed iy love and
responsibiity. His act reveals the storylls central msight.
responsibiity /s a form of herolsm. The steady support
of his matemal uyncle further anderscores the enduring

strength of extended kinshpp i village life.

Dinanathlls marriage to Sushila and his slow, determmed
rise through labour i the rice-husking trade present an
altemative mode/ of progresslone built on perseverance
rather than ambrtion. This stands m stark contrast to
his younger brother, Kysumlal, whose education leads not
to wisdom, but to detachment, maulpence, and eventual
self-destryction. His decision to sell ancestral land marks
his moral decline, and his lonely death lays bare the

#1agility of success when severed from duty.

/n the closig scene, as Darvath holds the aying
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Kusamlal and calls him [Brother, [l the storylls mora/
centre /s restored. Brotherhood /s shown to arise not
wmerely from shared blood, but from compassion, loyalty,

and the courage to forgive.

Sister begins with the guset declime of Sarginy, an elderly
mother, yet the real drama unfolds around those tasked
with honouring her final days. The story becomes a mirror
reflecting loyalty, kinshjp, and the fragile ethics that bind

familles together.

Radheshyam and his wite Ragin/ anchor the narrative.
Thelr acceptance of caregiving Is mmediate, ariven by
both Jove and the awareness that 1 village /e,
repytation  often outlasts a lifetime. A parent’s
deathllespecially /¥ neglectedIcan feave a permanent
stam on a household's name. The emotional burden they

bear /s thys both private and communal.
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The three dayghters reveal the modern Fractyres within

tamnial tes. Gawrr and Sunita return without hesstation,
acknowledgmg that certam auties transcend distance and
convensence. Ritalls absence, by contrast, exposes a
harsher truth: ambition and arban life can stretch bonds
untll they thin nto fustifications. Her failure to returm
wounds Raadheshyam deeply, prompting his angulshed
declaration that sibling tres end with therr motherlls
death.

The storylls wmost strking moment arives when
Shabana, the Muslim nejghbour intimately entwimed with
the familylls past, arives at night desprte the dangers
on the road. Her presence guretly redefines what 1t means
2o be a 'sister.” Kinshyp, the narrative suyggests, /s shaped
not by blood, but by courage, memory, and the /mstinct

to stand beside someone i therr hardest howr.

In the end] Sister poses a simple yet prercing guestion:
when the howr of truth arives, who staysland who

guretly walks away?

Match-seekerlls Visit transforms an oraiary social

occasion mto an /mtimate exploration of rural honour,
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economyic pressure, and a widow(ls layered fears. Lukhiya
begins her day facimg torn thatch, broken boundares,
and ra/mwater pooling m her courlyard. These are not
merely signs of povertylithey reflect her decper anxrety.
that visitors will fudpe her home, her son, and ultimately

her own worth as a widow striving to mamtam dgnity.

Everything around her becomes symbolically charged. A
simple meal of rice and coarse lentils, an /improvised
curtam, even the utensils reserved for guestsliall carry
the wepht of Ffamily reputation. Her iritation with
Nagesar masks a deeper fear: that society attributes
every household flaw to a woman (s sypposed madeguacy,

especially when no man stands beside her.

Nagesar(ls steady, measured presence gradually softens
the tension. His belief that affection, not extravagance,
defines respect allows the narrative to shift from anxrety

2o gulet clanty.

Meanwhile, Domon and Buchanlls walk across the
embankment reveals another adimension. Rural wealth /s
bemg reshaped1by borewells, fish ponds, cash crops, and

hybrid mangoes. Marriage, tog, becomes a negotiation of
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labour, land] and long-term security.

The storylls moral strength culmmates i Lakhlyalls
refusal to accept dowry. Her guret assertion that she wil/
wot [byyll a dayghter-m-law sareguards the ethscal
Foundation of her household. When the match /s finally
contirmed, 1t s her self-respectlinot  material

displaylithat gives the decision /ts trve moral wejght.

Regret /s a guietly reflective story that explores
mgration, duty, generational distance, and the subtle
erosion of mherited valyes. At /ts core are Raghurath,
his father Shivnath, and his mother Rakmin/la triangle

of asprration, memory, and /oss.

Raghunath(ls departure for America follows the familiar
Jlogic of modern ambition. the pursuit of money, mobiity,
and a fulare unburdened by raral limitations.  For
Shivnath, however, the decision wounds a deeper layer of
/dentity. He comes Ffrom a  Imeage shaped by
sacrficelllis father, Devanath, risked his lite m the /1992

movement. Freedom, 1 Shivwathlls eyes, was a collective
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achlevement rooted 1 land and commanity. 7o watch his
son yse that same freedom to abandon those very ties
becomes a source of unspoken sorrow. The story renders
s contrast not throygh contiontation, but through

silence and guret alsappomtment.

Rutomin/s pam /s more personal. Her sonlls absence
reels like an unravelinglthe slow collapse of gears of
care, love, and devotion. Her grief echoes the emotiona/
cost borme by countless parents whose chilaren leave not

out of aefiance, but From necessrty.

Raghunathlls Jong stay abroad becomes a gradval
disintegration. A cramped qpartment, mechanrcal labour,
and his witells deepening lowelness expose the gaqp
between /magmed success and lved empliess. His
eventyal breakdown and late awakening reveal a buried

longing For the very world he once left behmad.

The parentsl] decision to perform ther own shradaha /s
the storylls most profound moment. /t /s an act not of
bittermess, byt of releasellan acknowledgment that therr
Imeage, dreams, and traditions are sljpping away, and

that expectations must yreld to reality.
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/v the end, Regret /s less a condemnation of mjgration

than a meaitation on what freedom means when progress
severs gratitude, belongig, and shared heritage. /t
syqgests that the modern pursuit of syccess canes a
hidden price: the guret severmg of roots, realized only

when 1t /s too late to retum.

Dr Hemant 7o/lows a man s journey #rom confision and
restlessness to guiet moral awakening, set qgamst the
vast, troubled landscape of the Kos/ Flooaplams. At the
outset, Hemant /s buardened by family adisputes, avordance
of responsibility, and a anfimg inner lfe. His first
moment of clarnty comes when he relinguishes his claim
2o ancestral propertylla gesture that frees him, revealing
that the trye wepht he camred was not Joss, but

attachment.

His govermment posting to Hood duty, along with a
threatenmng extortion letter, propels him into a reality he
has long evaded. The tram, rickshaw, and boat journey
becomes a symbolic passqge From mertia to purpose. His

contrast with Or. Sunillla colleague whose steady
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commitment to public service uanderscores Hemant[ls
own disengagement [isharpens this transition. Sumils
guret resolve Mumimates how far Hemant has strayed

7rom the j/deals of His profession.

Crossimg the Kos/ River marks the storylls emotional and
Symbolic turming pomt. Its waters, filled with both death
and resience, reflect the contradictions of the soclety
Hemant /s meant to serve. Iy the devastated villages, he
encounters courqge, endurance, and an ethic of mutyal
care that had been absent Ffrom his /sulated, wrban

wmeaical practice.

Stlochana becomes the emotional anchor of the
narrative. Swept away by the flood and later sheltered
by Jjyalal, she embodres mnocence shaped by sufferng.
Her mage of worms /n sugar and chili offers a prercing
wmetaphor that strps away Hemant[s Musions of mora/
suyperionty. Her guret wisdom forces him to contront the

distance between his tramimng and his chosces.

By the time Hemant departs from Lachmpur, he realizes
that seven days among the flood-stricken have broyght

him  more meaning than gears spent treating the
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privileged. The story ultimately reflects on duty, healing,

and the search for fultilment i a Fractured world.
Hemant s renewal affims that true service begins not
m chinies or cities, but i the willingness to step

unshielded mto the sutterng of others.

Bobby portrays an unlettered vitlage woman who gusetly
becomes the custodian of her commanitylls cultyra/
wmemory. Throqgh her, the story reveals that festivals,
especially Chhath, are sustamed not by spectacle, but by
laboyr, care, and the shared strength of women whose

lves seldom enter written history.

Bobby knows every ritwal, every seasonal rhythm, and
every obligation woven /nto the fabric of village lite. Her
conversations with Sikhariyawal) highlight how the poor
mark time not with calendars, but throygh baskets, clay,
and  savings pamstakimgly gathered over the year.
Bobbylls calm presence steadles those who fear falling
behma, gently remmaing them that rituals are meant to

sustam, not exhaust.
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Rahmatlls mother adds another emotional lager. Her
offermgs, rooted 1 a vow made auring her sonlls /lness,
show how 7aith merges with gratitude and remembrance.
Bobby rmmediately recognizes this tendermess and
responds with a warmth that af¥ims the inclusive ethos

of ryral devotion.

When Sonrewal) confesses that she cannot afford
baskets, /t exposes the silent shame poverty brigs to
days meant for celebration. Bobbylls guset assurance
that the Sun accepts anything offered with simcerty

restores djgnity and becomes the storylls moral centre.

Bobby herself carres the unspoken sormow of the
dayghter she never had. Yet she transtforms this longing
mto compassion, guiag ritwals, settiing fears, and
ensurng no household /s forgotten. /n doing so, she

becomes the emotional and cultural axis of the village.

Ultimately, the story honours the resijence and guret
authority of women whose labour preserves tradition.
Through Bobby, /1t affirms that caltare /s not ypheld by
wealth or temple hierarchy, but by the steadly hands and

generous hearts of those who hold a community together.
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Kamin/ traces the guret rebelljon of a woman handling a
world that prasses female virtue while restricting female
agency. What begins as a simple domestic story deepens
mto a critigye of shifting social valwes, the decay of
eacational ethics, and the Fragie position of women

within patriarchal marriage.

The gpening exchange between the narrator and Bhajya
Kaka frames the /deological tension. Kaka takes pride /v
marrying off his dayghter but dismisses hlgher education
7or givls as unnecessary. His views reflect an older beljef
that  women must labour without ambrtion. The
narratorlls gentle disagreement highlights a soclety

cayght between tradition and change.

Kammills marriqge to Lalababy exposes the distortions
of modernity. Lalababy uses dowry money to purchase a
Hraudulent degree, secures a college position, and grows
mcreasmgly  self-important. Kammills gulet  dignity
standls 1y sharp contrast to his vanity. When Mrignayan/
enters thelr lves, Lalababulls shallow mtatuation reveals

the fragile foundations on which womenlls securnty /s
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Kamin/lls turming pomt Is silent but powerfyl. After
overhearng herself bemg dismissea, she gathers her
dayghters and Jeaves without confrontation. Her
departure becomes the storylls moral center, showig
that dignity often speaks throygh action rather thay

accysation.

The kinaness of strangerslithe old murk/-seller, the
women cutting grassloffers Kamm/ the compassion her
own home falled to provide. Thelr /nstinctive solidarity
affims a truth the story holds dear: in a soclety where
mstitutions 1ai women, other women ofzen become therr

only refyge.

/n the ena, Kamins reveals how endurance, mtegrty, and
self-respect allow a woman to reclaim her lite, even when

soclety offers her no protection at al.

Transilating Glimpses of Rural Lite has been more than a
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Wterary taskl/it has been an immersion nto a world
where endurance is gulel, dignity is nstinctive, and
complexity resides 1y the smallest haman gestyres. These
stories reveal that raral Mithila /s not a landscape Frozen
m time, but a living teram shaped by memory, labour,
devotion, and the unylelding will to rebuld after every
ypheaval. What may qppear outwardly modest carres

within 1t profound emotional aepth and moral clarty.

Engaging with these narratives has remmaed me that
the rural poor are not merely subjects of sympathy. They
are thinkers, creators, caregivers, and survivors. They
confront drogqght, flooa, mijgration, coryption, and socla/
meguality with a calm persistence that seldom 7inds a
place i public aiscourse. Therr victorres may seem smal,
yet they are ethrically lummous. Therr sorrows may be
heavy, yet they are bome with a grace that commands

respect.

I this translation enables readers to step, even briefly,
into the mner lanes and courtyards of Mithitallito fee/
the cadence of its speech, the wepht of its silences, and
the hope that flickers throqgh its harshest daysthen
the labour behind this book 1indss its purpose. Raral vorces

often fade unheard i the noise of modern lite. Mandal
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Ustened to them with uncommon seriousness. My task
has been to ewsure that therr stores travel furiher,
carryimg with them the tryth, tenderess, and strength
of the ljves they represent.

-Former Prncppal, HPS. College, Nirmaly BN Manda/
University, Madhepara (Bihar)

HGT FIE editorial.stal¥ videha@zohomarl.in TF GSIZ/
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33 World  Peace- Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original

Marthily Short Story) Rameshwar Prasad Mandal (English

Translation)

World Peace

L &

Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili Short Story)
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Rameshwar Prasad Mandal (English Translation)

World Peace

Returning From school, Adauriya sard to his mother-
[IMa, tomorrow moming | will go to Gury Unclells
house. []

The name of Gury Uncle set Apargfita thinking, as she
Zried to recal/ who he was.

Sensing her ancertamty, Adauriya asked- [1You do not
know Gury Uncle?[]

Apargfita replied- [1/ cannot remember jyst now.[]

Adaariya explamed- [7he one who lives in Uttarwar/
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70/a. []

At the mention of Uttarwars 7ola, Apargfita sard- [ONow
/ remembered. []

At that moment, she went to the courtyard trellis, cut a
goura) plucked about two kilos of brivjal, pulled qp ten or
twelve radishes, removed therr roots and leaves, washed
them clean, and placed them m a bag.

Early the next moming, after completing his dally chores,
Adaariya came to his mother and said- [IMa, | am gomg
2o Gury Unclells house. / have a guestion to ask him. If
/ retym late, | will not go to school: /¥ | am back in
e, | wil attend schoo/ as well.[]

His mother simply acknowledged his words without
adaing anything more. When Adauriya was about to leave
7or Gary Unclells house, she said- [1Son, there /s a goura,
and 1 the bag there are radish and briyjal. Take them
with gyou and give them to Gury Uncle.[]

He hesitated for a moment, shightly puzzled, but his
mother repeated gently- [1When you go to someone older
than yourself to seek guidance or advice, you should take
a g/t as an offermg. ]

Unts] that moment, Adauriya had never truly understood
such a gesture, but that moming 1t became clear. His
7ather Sukhdev(ls words came back to him: [0Son, m our

e, and even before, when teachers aid not receive a
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salary, the childrenthe studentsiwould bring them a
Shanichara, a prce and a guarter kilo of rice.[]

Once, Adauriya had asked- [1Why give them money and
rice?l]

Sukhdev had replied- [/f you receive knowlegge 7From
someone, you must give something 1w returm. When
knowledge /s taken without any offerng, /ts worth begimns
2o fade.[]

Back then he had heard his fatherls words without
undaerstanaing them. But now, seemg his motherlls
actions, his fatherlls meanig returmed to him with
sudden clarnty. Holang the gowrd in one hand and
siinging the bag with brinfal and radish over his shoulder,
Adauriya set out for Gury Unclells hoyse.

As soon as Adaurya reached Gury Unclells doorway and
saw him, he said- [1/ bow to you, Uncle. / have come to

know the answer of a guestion.[]

While lowerng his gaze Gary chacha blessed Adauriya,
but he noticed the bag slung over Adauriyalls shoulder
and the gourd i his hand. His eyes lifted i surprise. /t
remmaed him of an old tradition long observed here:
whenever one received knowledge from someone, one
would offer a tokenw of respect 1 retyrn. Even

Dronacharya had taken Eklavgalls thamb. Yet, another
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thoyght stirred 1 his mmddthat 11 1 exchange for

gIving  something, one always received something
retury, /¥ one tayght only to be pasia, then /it became a
transaction. The gift of knowledpe /s the highest of all
gIPLs, and /ts sanctity remams only when It /s given
freely, without takig anything v retym. Otherwsse, /t

turns into an act of buyying and seling.

Gury Uncle was stil] lost i his thoyghts when Adauriya
entered the courtyard and placed the bag of radishes and
bryjal, along with the goura, on the eastern verandah,
sayg to Gury Unclells wite- [JAanty, here /s a gourd,
and 1n the bag there are brinjal and radishes. Please keep
them.

Hearmg this, Sargimy guessed at once that her husband
must have sent the boy, so she took them silently
without comment.

Retymmg to the doorway, Adauriya towched Gury
Unclells feet in reverence. Gury Uncle reconised him by
his face that the boy was from Southern colony, but he
aid not know exactly who he was, whose son he might
be, or what his name was. Without knowrng, he blessed
him much as Ramananda Swam/ had once sasd to Kabir-
[chila) recite Ram-Ram, [l saging- [1Be well, child. May
you be blessed.[]
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Inviting Adauriya to sit before him with a gesture, Gury
Uncle watched as the boy sat down and said- [Uncle, /
have come to ask you the answer to a guestion.l]
Hearmg this, Gury Uncle thoyght to himself that he diad
not lnow the boy well, nor his trve natyre. In such a
case, how could he decide what lkind of answer would be
right for him? The world /s what 1t /s, fill of both good
and bad. If he were to call bad what /s good or good
what /s bad] that too would not be right.

Caught 1 this ancertamty, Gury Uncle decided 1t would
be better to know the boy betore answering his guestion.
S0 he asked- [1CHila, what Is your name?[]

With the tone of a swmall child answerng proudly,
Adauriya said- [Uncle, i school my name /s Adaurial.
My Fitends call me Adaur; and my parents call me
Adauriya.

Gary Uncle asked- [1Your father(s name?[]

Adauriya replied- [Sukhaev.[]

The moment Gury Uncle heard the name Sukhadev, he
recognised him. Sukhaev From Southern colony was
Adauriyalls father. Gury Uncle had once given Sukhdev a
cow to tend. As long as the cow remamed i milk,
Sukhdev kept commng to Gury chachalls place. When the

cow grew old and dlea that arrangement came to an
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end.

Gury Uncle asked- [1What /s your guestion, Adaurri?[]
Adaarilal said- [1Uncle, the day arter tomorrow there wii/
be a programme at our school. The Education Minister
will also be commng. Al the teachers and students of our
school will be present. There will be a semmar on the
topic of [IWorld Peacell. The teachers will take part, and
some students have also been given five mmutes each to
speak. | am one of them, and | have come to you For
gurdance. []

Hearmg the boylls guestion, Gury Uncle thouyght to
himself that the greatest scholars of the world have
pondered over this subject, and here was a child wishing
2o speak on /t. Yet he reminaed himself that even /¥ the
universe and the divine are mfinite, 1t does not mean a
young mmd cannot grasp them i its own measare. /n
school, 1 the village, and 1 the home, chilaren
constantly listen to and absorb what therr elders and
teachers say.

Gury Uncle asked- [1Son, which class are you /n 711
Adaurilal replied- [1/ am iy the ninth.[]

On hearmg Lnmth class, [l Gury Uncle considered what
the boylls level mpght be. At least he would have heard
the seeds of greater thoyghts. Hearng /s one thng,
understanaing another. Even /¥ Adaurital might not yet



120 || fagg 39

7ully comprehend the sublect, he had at least heard of
/2. Everyone knows that knowledge /s of two kinds. One
/s verbal, and the other /s practical. Verbal knowlegge
comes 1irst, and when 1t /s put into action, 1t becomes
practical knowledge, which /s the truest form of learmng.
Gury Uncle said- [0Son, do you understand the two words
Oworld] and [peacel] 7[]

Adaarilal was a straghtforward boy. A childs mmd /s
simple by nature, and he was the son of such parents
and such a family where decert and intrigue had no place.
His dealings and thoughts were open and howest with
everyone. Decert and manpulation crep mto famijes
where stomachs are always il and busimess runs on a
grand scale.

Adauriya sard- OGury Uncle, Master Sahib told us that
everyone will have to speak for five minutes on the toprc
of world peace, so | have come to you to understand
what /| showld sqy about /t.[0

Hearmg the boylls thoyght, Gury Uncle reflected that
what Adauriya said was /ndeed correct. As he had heard
rom his teachers, so he unaerstooa) and so he spoke. He
could not be expected to grasp that where each
Individual (s life /s filled with uynrest, bringing peace /mto
the mindls of all the world[Is pegple /s not chitdlls play.
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If the hope with which Adaurilal had come were not

7ultilleq the boy might leave /n disqppomtment.
Gury Uncle asked- [1Adaurilal, who all will be present at
the programme 2l

Adaurilal replied- [1Uncle, the chief guest will be the
Honourable Education Minister. Al the teachers of the
school will be therelleleven i allllalong with students
#rom all four classes.[]

Hearmg this, Garu Uncle thoyght to himself that #ve
minutes was hardly enoqgh time. It was barely the time
laken to sp a cuyp of tea.

Gary Uncle said- [Adaurilal, any speech begins with a
salutation. Then comes the mam subject, the matter you
have to discyss, and finally you conclude your speech. So
7rst tel] me how gyou will give the salutation.[]

Adauriial said- [Gury Uncle, Master Sahib wrote /¢ on
the board and had us all copy /t.[0

Gary Uncle asked- [1What aid he write?[]

Adauriial took out the prece of paper from his pocket and
began to read: [IRespected FHonowrable Edlcation
Minister, Govermment of Bihar. Respected Principal S,
respected Ravinara Babey, Khushilal Babu, Kedar Babu,
Vimal Babey, Rudrachandra Babe, Simgheshwar Babey, and
Shubhkant Baby. Along with the present students
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and100

Hearmg this list of salytations, Gury Uncle realised at
once that nearly four of Adaurilallls allotted 7ive mmutes
would be spent just on greetings.

Addlng his own syggestion, Gury Uncle said- [1Son, add
one more line at the end: [1/n todaylls worla, unrest /s
the greatest problem of /ife. Without peace /n /ife, peace
/n the world cannot be achreved. [0

By the time Adaurilal had Finished writing, Guare Uncle
relt a guset relief. Yet his mind told him that on the
subect of world peace, he should also speak to Adaurila/
directly. He asked agam- [Adaurial are you done, or do
you wish to add more?[]

Gary Uncle reflected that Adaurilal was still a chid. If
he gave him more to write, especially thmngs whose
meaning the boy could not understand, the audience
might simply conclude that the speech had been copred
#rom a book or dlictated by someone else. /n that case,
a third suspicion might also arise. He decided 1t would
be better to let the written part remam as it was and
explam verbally what the world /s and what peace /s,
thus keeping his own consclence clear.

Adawrilal had no real sense of what five mmutes meant,
how much could be spoken or done 1n that time. He only

relt vaguely that his speech was too short. He sa/d-
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[OUncle, please add a little more. [

Seeing  the boylls curiosity, Gury Uncle 7elt not
displeasure but satistaction. Displeasure would have come
only /¥ the boy had been shirking work, which he was
not. The eagerness to learn was alive /n him, and that
gave Gury Uncle contentment. Smilng, he said- [1Son,
7rst listen carefully to what / say. Later, /f you reel /e
adding something from your own thoyghts, you may add
much, as you want.[]

This thoyght arose 1 Gary Unclells mmd Ffor two
reasons: 7rst, he could meet the measure of the boylls
curiosity without leaving him the impression that his
elder had been careless m guiding him, second the
decper /deas he held within himself were not yet within
Adaurilal (s reach. IF the boy could not truly grasp them,
then how can he prepare more.

Adaurilal asked- [0Shall | hear 12, Uncle?[]

Gary Uncle saiad- [What do gou mean by the word
[Oworld[17 What /s the world?[]

Adaurilal replied- [17he world means the earth and a//
that /s i /1t.00

Hearmg the answer, Gury Uncle smiled imwardly, knowrng
that the boy was repeating exactly what he had heard
#rom peoplelis /jps and from his books. He had no /dea
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that the world /s the composite of three elements:
Brahma, the sou), and Maya. Brahma /s the essence of
knowledge and bliss, the soul /s the essence of /ife; and
Maya /s the essence of action and man/testation.
Together they form the worla.

v the same way, peace has /ts own wature. When
knowledge transtforms mto tryst and grows, peace /s borm
m the human heart. That peace, as it deepens and
matures, becomes a state of profound trangu/lity.

Gury Uncle saiad- [Adaurial, you ado not have a watch,
but there /s one hanging on the wall. Look at iz, then
read aloud the speech you have written. From that you
will kmow whether 1t ills five mmutes or not.[1

Hearmg this, Adaurial began to read. Bemg a chila he
was not yet skilled at reading smoothly, and that too
added to the time. By the time he finished his prepared
text, the five mmutes had been completely filled.
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