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Maithili Literature in English Translation

3.1.The pod of a tree, Peerar— Jagdish Prasad
Mandal (Original Maithili Short Story) Dr Ram
Ashish Singh (English Translation)

3.2.GLIMPSES OF RURAL LIFE—- Dr. Ram Ashish
Singh

3.3.World Peace— Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original
Maithili Short Story) Rameshwar Prasad Mandal
(English Translation)
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3.1.The pod of a tree, Peerar— Jagdish Prasad
Mandal (Original Maithili Short Story) Dr Ram
Ashish Singh (English Translation)

1.Lotus Root (Bisandh)/ 2.The Parched Seeds of
Lily Fruits (Bhentak Lava)

Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original Maithili Short
Story)
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Dr Ram Ashish Singh (English Translation)

English Translation of the Maithili Story The pod
of a tree, Peerar

Original Author. Shri Jagdish Prasad Mandal
English Translation. Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

The pod of a tree, Peerar

Round, green, and tender in abundance fruits hung
along the branches as Ilush and bright as the
leaves themselves. These were the pods of the
Peerar trees. Five such trees stood in the village,

old and majestic. The great mango, jamun, and
shisham trees that grew later were said to have

sprouted in their shade.

The eighty —year —old Kariya Baba would often say,
For as long as | can remember, those five trees
have looked just the same. So many storms have
struck, lightning has fallen again and again, yet
not a twig of those five has ever broken.

They were not very tall, perhaps ten yards at
most, nor wide and sprawling like banyans. Their
branches were close and compact, strong enough
to block the light rain, not letting a single drop
reach the soil below. Dense green leaves dressed
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each tree like a festival garland, and the sharp,
neat thorns stood along the branches like silent
guards. The leaves were broad and even, as if
carved from the petals of sacred lotus or the
tanger flower. Their blossoms were just as beautiful.
Through hundreds of storms, rains, and summers,
the five Peerar trees had stood together, never
fighting for space, never shading one another out.
Alike in height, colour, and grace, they seemed like
five sisters in quiet companionship. When they
bloomed, it felt as though each smiled at the
other s youth, laughing in the joy of shared life.
No one had ever cared for them, no one watered
their roots, no one trimmed their branches, no one
ever tended their growth. All sixteen signs of good
fortune depended only on God s care. Perhaps that
was why the five trees stood proud and self—

reliant, owing no debt of gratitude to anyone.
Every day they smiled and swayed gently in the

mild village breeze.

Each year the five trees would bloom together.
Their flowers ripened into pods, then fell away.
Afterward, the mature pods, having lived a full
life, would invite the wind like a final guest and
send it to summon the birds. The birds came,
pecked the ripe fruits, and carried away the seeds.
In this giving of themselves, the trees fulfilled their
lifelong duty.

People avoided working the land beneath those
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trees, for it was believed that green serpents, called
Sugba lived on the trees. It was said to be so
green and vine —like that no one could see it until
it struck. Whoever was bitten by it, people believed,
would find the gates of heaven and hell open
before them, with nothing in between.

The northern part of the vast agricultural tract
had once been guarded by an old couple, Ratna
and his wife. Both had died two years earlier, and
since then no one had dared to take the job.
Everyone feared the Sugba snake that lived in the
Peerar trees. Who would risk life and limb for a
few handfuls of grain each year ?

A year earlier, Pichkun had gone to Morang to
find work. When drought came, even the farmers

suffered, so what chance did the labourers have 7
Many evenings went by without a single hearth

being lit. The poor sold their cows and goats;
some went to Morang, some to Siliguri, others to
Assam. Pichkun too had borrowed fifteen rupees
from the caretaker young woman before leaving.
Since 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 Biratnagar, some Rangeli, some
Siliguri, and some far into Assam. Everyone had
given up Pichkun, thinking him a hopeless case,
and begun to search for work.

Pichkun sat alone by the roadside near Itahari,
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under a tree just beyond the crossroads. He ate
flattened rice and ghughni from a small leaf bowl.
While eating, he saw two men walking northward.
Gathering his food quickly into the edge of his
towel, he began following them, eating as he
walked, listening to their talk, and joining their
easy chatter as they went along the dusty path.

As they walked on, they reached near Dhankuta.
The two men with whom Pichkun was travelling

were farmers. One of them offered him work.

The man s name was Mangat Ram. He and his
wife employed more than fifty labourers. He owned
a three —storied house built entirely of sal and
timber. Some of his fields lay on the hills where
he grew finger millet, foxtail millet, and other
hardy grains. Around those plots he had planted

lemon and orange trees as well.
When Pichkun looked up at the sunlight glimmering

on the hills, the slopes appeared to him like a
bleached desert. Everywhere he saw small trees,
large trees, and layers of forested ridges. Watching
it all, he thought he had stepped into another
world. Yet because the path was known, he trusted
that in three days time he could find his way
home again.

The vast barns, the large straw piles and the huge
sheds filled his heart with contentment. His
employer was wealthy, his job felt secure. He
thought, He will never dismiss me. When [ wish
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to visit home, I can go on leave and return. I
have already learned the road.

After a full year of labour, the longing to see his
village grew strong. In 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.
During that year he grew close to a young Tharu

woman named Dhaniya, about eighteen or nineteen,
a servant in Mangat Ram s household. She agreed
to travel back with him.

Before leaving, Pichkun bought a woolen sweater
and a blanket for his mother, and for himself a
pair of full trousers, a long—sleeved sweater, and
another blanket. For his neighbours he bought
oranges and lemons. He packed the clothes and
fruit carefully in a bundle, tucked his money inside
the pocket of his trousers, and wrapped the bundle
with care. For the journey s snacks he carried
some puffed rice.

Dhaniya packed all her savings, clothes, and
belongings that night. They did not dare to leave
through the forest after dark, so they waited until
dawn. As soon as the morning light appeared, both

of them quietly set out with their bundles. They
took the same road by which Pichkun had once

travelled. Reaching Itahari, they boarded a bus, got
down at Bathnaha, and continued on foot. Crossing
the Kosi by boat, they walked to Nirmali and from
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there took a train to their village.
Pichkun wore full trousers, a shirt, and sandals.
His hair was uncombed, a bundle slung over his
shoulder. He walked ahead, Dhaniya followed
behind. Reaching home, both bowed and touched
his mother s feet. The neighbours barely recognized
him.
Inside the house, Pichkun removed his sandals near
the hearth, untied his bundle, and quietly showed
his mother the roll of rupee notes. The sight of
the thick bundle made the old woman tremble with
joy. She gathered all the clothes, pushed the money
deep beneath them, and tied up the bundle again,
placing it carefully in the corner of the Ioft.
Dhaniya sat quietly in the veranda.
The mother looked toward her son and asked,

Who is this girl ?

Smiling, Pichkun replied, Your daughter—in—law. [
married her there.
Within moments, women from nearby houses began
to arrive to see the new bride. Pichkun s mother
gave each of them a lemon from the bundle.
Pichkun took out a ten-rupee note and handed it
to his mother, saying, Mother, I am hungry. Go
and buy some rice and spices from the shop. Cook
first, then I will bathe. After three days of travel,

my body feels heavy with sleep.
The news of the new bride spread through the
entire neighbourhood. Women came calling her to
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visit, and the elders decided to arrange a small
feast in honour of the wedding.

On the seventh evening after their arrival, Pichkun
and Dhaniya went to visit Somni Dadi. The old
woman was sitting in her courtyard, spreading a
mat and playing with her grandchildren. Pichkun
bowed and touched her feet, then gestured to
Dhaniya to do the same. Dhaniya touched the
grandmother s feet and then sat at the corner of
the mat. With a glance, Pichkun asked her to start
pressing the old woman s legs. As Dhaniya began
to massage them, Pichkun said softly, Dadi,
everyone in the village had thought I was lost for
good. But I had gone to Morang, worked for a
year, earned something, and even got married
there. Now we Il stay here in the village. You are
the eldest among us, give us your blessings.

In the northern embankment lay the largest stretch
of land belonging to Somni Dadi. For two years
no one had watched over it. She asked Pichkun to
take charge of its guarding, and also offered him
five kathas of land to cultivate on share.

Seeing the chance for steady work, Pichkun agreed.
The old woman gave him two bamboo poles for
the hut, a bundle of straw, and a handful of rope
to build it.

The next morning, Pichkun and Dhaniya went to
the northern embankment to mark the spot for
their hut. They chose a slightly raised patch of



fage 31| SI
land where rainwater never collected. Pichkun stood
there, measuring and imagining the place.
Meanwhile Dhaniya s eyes wandered toward the
Peerar trees. She walked closer and began inspecting
the pods. Seeing them hanging thick and heavy,
she tore a strip from her sari, tied it around a
branch, and climbed up the tree. The sight of the
green, plump pods filled her with delight. She
picked ten of them, each one shining and full like
hidden coins newly unearthed from the earth.
While she worked, Pichkun started digging and
levelling the ground with his spade. Dhaniya kept
breaking off pods from the tree, her thoughts bright
with hope, poverty turning toward fortune, hardship
giving way to a faint light of prosperity. Her joy
overflowed into song. She began to hum softly and
called out to her husband, Our fate has
awakened ! Look, the tree is full of ripe pods.
Tomorrow we Il pick them and take them to the
market. They Il sell for a good price.
Pichkun did not understand. He did not believe her
words. lIrritated, he asked, Do you even know
what this is 7 If it were something people could
eat, wouldn t everyone have already taken
them 7
But just as Dhaniya saw in the Peerar pods a
sign of luck and renewal, Pichkun too felt happiness
at his own fortune, the new job guarding the
embankment and the five kathas of land for
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cultivation. So he decided not to quarrel and said
gently, I don t know much about trading in the
market. How will we sell them ?

Dhaniya was used to market work in her parents
home. She knew every kind of farm labour and
was equally skilled in raising ducks and hens and
selling them in the bazaar. With that same boldness
she said, I Il make a hook from a bamboo pole,
pluck pods every day, and sell them in the market.
You stay with me and watch.

The month of Asin arrived. The rains stopped. It
was the season of movement. The heavy monsoon
had left the fields shining with green rice plants.
Wherever the eye turned, the same lush green
stretched endlessly. At sunrise, dew glistened on the
leaves like pearls. The fields looked like brides in
green saris and green blouses, wearing the morning
light like a head ornament.

A soft east wind began to blow, spreading a gentle
laziness through the air. Along the embankment,
Pichkun dug three small channels for the rainwater
to flow down into the lower fields. Then he blocked
the ends to make little pools. As water collected,
small fish leapt and fluttered in them.

Dhaniya would drain the pools and catch the fish.

Pichkun carried them in a basket to sell at the
market and even went around the village selling

them door to door. One of the other fish sellers
advised him to buy a bicycle, saying that carrying
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the basket on his head left the body smelling of
fish.
The thought of a bicycle excited Pichkun, though
he had never learned to ride one. For a moment
he hesitated, then imagined himself pedalling slowly
through the village, the basket tied behind him,
selling fish with ease. That night, while returning
from the market, he told Dhaniya, We should buy
a second —hand bicycle.
Earnings always brought a spark of joy to Dhaniya.
Smiling, she said, Why second—hand ? We Il buy
a new one.
It was the time of Jitiya festival, when millet bread
and fish were eaten in celebration. The day before,
villagers had already given Pichkun baskets of fish
to sell. Before dawn, he woke Dhaniya, saying
eagerly, I ve already sorted all the fish from the
pools.
But Dhaniya, thinking it was only a dream, went

back to sleep. In the darkness before dawn, Pichkun
quietly lifted the baskets and nets and went to the

fish pools. It was still too dark to see the fish
clearly. Pichkun sat beside one pool, Dhaniya beside
another. He lit a bidi and smoked as they both
began to gather the fish.

It was the day of Jitiya. People were eager for
fish. Before long, men and women started arriving
near the pools. With no weighing scale or balance,
Pichkun began selling by estimation. The best of
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the fish sold quickly. They carried home the
remaining catch and spread across the courtyard.
More than half was still unsold.

Knowing that on a festival day one could not
depend on the market alone, Pichkun said to his
wife, Cook the meal quickly. I Il go sell the rest
around the village.

Dhaniya hurried to make flatbreads and fry the
fish curry. After eating, Pichkun loaded the basket
onto his bicycle and went door to door. By noon,
every last fish was sold.

The sun blazed fiercely. On his way back, Pichkun
stopped by the toddy shop. The place was crowded

with tipsy men. There was hardly space to sit, so
he bought a small pot of toddy and drank it

standing. Then he paid and rode home.

From a distance, Dhaniya saw him pedalling the
bicycle unsteadily and felt her heart twist. She had
feared this, Pichkun had taken to toddy. She spread
a mat and lay on the veranda, covering herself

with a sheet, and began to weep.
When Pichkun entered the courtyard and saw her

crying, he went near and asked softly,  What
happened, eh ?

Hearing his voice, Dhaniya wailed even louder.
Bending down, Pichkun opened her mouth gently
and asked again. Sniffling, Dhaniya said, [ m
dying ! A deep pain has seized my chest. Go,
bring mustard oil from the shop. Rub it all over
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me, only then will the pain leave.
Staggering a little, Pichkun brought a bottle of oil
from the shop and began to massage Dhaniya.
Turning on her side, she made him rub her body
thoroughly. When his hands began to ache, she
said, Now it feels lighter around the chest.
The word lighter filled Pichkun with hope. He
continued to massage her. Gradually his intoxication
faded, and her anger too began to soften. He was
relieved that his wife had survived, she was pleased
that she had given him a good lesson for drinking
toddy.
With the earnings of Asin and Kartik, the
foundation of their life was laid. From Peerar pods

to fish, everything brought profit. The man who
had once lived a life poorer than cattle had finally

stepped into the realm of human dignity. Just as
humankind once lived in huts and now builds

houses, Pichkun too began to dream of replacing
his thatched hut with a small brick house.

There was still no sure source of drinking water,
so the couple decided to make arrangements before

the next year. They had no bed, no utensils, yet
they were content to plan gradually for each need.
The paddy in the embankment ripened beautifully.
The fields gleamed with heads of grain, green,
golden, red, and black. Pichkun and Dhaniya spent
most of their days there, living in home only at
night. If they stayed away, stray cattle and grass
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cutter women would destroy the crop.

Every evening Dhaniya visited old Somni Dadi,
speaking joyfully about the ripening rice. The old
woman blessed her from the heart.

By the time of the Sama festival, the crop was
ready. Seeing the heavy panicles bending low,
Dhaniya told her husband, We should dig and
clean around the roots of the Peerar trees, so that
they bear well next year.

Pichkun agreed. He carefully loosened the soil
around each root and spread goat and sheep
manure around the five trees. Then he poured two
buckets of water at each trunk.

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

Just as parents care tenderly for their children, the
couple tended to those trees. And seeing such
devotion, the five Peerar trees seemed, in their
quiet, swaying way, to bless Pichkun and Dhaniya
in return. 6

English  Translation of the Maithili Story The
Foundling Son

Original Author: Shri Jagdish Prasad Mandal
English Translation. Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

The Foundling Son
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It was the third evening of the lunar fortnight.
The moon of Chauth had not yet risen, but a pale
glow had begun to spread from the east. In that
quiet darkness, a young unmarried woman, fearing
the gossip and shame of society, crept out and
left her ten—day—old infant by the roadside. For
nine days she had hidden the child, pretending
illness to her family. But when the truth began to
press upon her, she could no longer bear it. On
the tenth day, she placed the baby at the edge
of the path, covered it lightly, and hurried back
home.

Five or seven minutes later, Gangaram was
returning from the market. Suddenly he heard the
cry of a newborn. His steps faltered. Standing still
on the road, he listened carefully.

That was no sound of bird or beast, it was
unmistakably the cry of a human child.

Startled, Gangaram s mind was filled with doubt.
How could a baby s voice be here, in such a
place ? There was no one in sight. He stood
motionless like a stake driven into the ground,
staring into the dim light. After a moment, he
began to move slowly toward the sound.

It was too dark to see clearly. Around him, insects
and tiny creatures sang their  many —voiced
songs some calling to their mates, others humming
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in contentment filling the embankment with restless
murmurs.

At last, Gangaram reached the spot and saw the
infant. One part of his mind said, yes, it s a
human baby. Another whispered, but how could a
child have come here ?

He set down the bag of vegetables he was carrying
and gently placed his right hand on the baby s
small body. A chill ran through him, his whole
skin bristled. Yet a strange warmth of joy rose
within. Steadying himself, he lifted the baby in
both arms, pressed it against his chest, and held
it there. With one hand he brushed away the bits
of grass and leaves clinging to its skin.

The child kept crying. Gangaram took off his
shoulder cloth and wrapped the baby snugly in it.
Slinging the vegetable bag over one shoulder, he
carried the infant against his chest and walked
home through the deepening night.

Reaching home, Gangaram smiled and said to his
wife, Today God has been kind. He has given us
a son.

The words given us a son startled Bhuliya. She
rushed forward, took the baby from her husband s
arms into her own, and stared at it closely. Where
did you find this child ? Ah, what a beautiful
boy he is /

I found him on the roadside while coming back
from the market, Gangaram said calmly. Take
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care of him. If he is meant to be ours, he will
live. If not, he will go back the way he came.
Hearing this, Bhuliya s mind began to race. We
don t have a cow or even a goat. How will we
feed him milk ? She herself could not nurse, for
age had dried her body. A wave of helplessness
rose in her, then faded. A thought struck her. My
sister —in —law next door, still has a nursing child.
The thought lit a spark of hope. Bhuliya folded
her hands toward the sky and murmured in
gratitude, O Lord, just as you make flowers bloom
in a withered forest, you will surely arrange food
for this child too.
Gangaram was fifty, Bhuliya forty —eight, but the
difference between them showed more than numbers.
Gangaram still stood strong, while Bhuliya, wrinkled
and frail, looked past sixty. Yet as soon as she
held the baby in her arms, a strange warmth
flooded her veins. It was as if youth itself had
returned. Her face glowed, her eyes came alive.
Their hearts filled with joy, bubbling like air
trapped beneath water. To calm the crying child,
Bhuliya pressed it to her breast. For a moment
the baby grew quiet, then began to cry again, for
no milk came.
Next door lived Gangaram s younger brother,
Rooplal. His wife, Kabutri, was nursing their own
three —month —old baby. Hearing the wail, Bhuliya
went over with the foundling in her arms.
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Kabutri, seeing her neighbour carrying a crying
infant, gently laid her own child on the cot, took
the foundling in her lap, and offered it her breast.
The hungry baby latched eagerly, sucking noisily.
Watching this, Bhuliya said softly, her voice
trembling with emotion, May God bless you with
seven more sons.

Kabutri laughed at Bhuliya s words and said, I
already have four of my own. If I manage to raise
seven more, how will I ever keep up 7 Take back
your blessing, sister. Whatever is written in my
fate will be enough.

Changing the subject, Kabutri added, Sister, it is
strange that in this old age your husband has got

such a fine—looking son. He does not resemble
either of you. His eyes, his face, his nose, nothing
matches. He looks nothing like Brother.

Bhuliya frowned. You never learned when to speak
and when to stay silent. You have no sense of
respect for elders or shame for what you say.
Still smiling, Kabutri teased, @ Come now, sister,
what has happened to you 7 You scold me as if
I were the one who caused it. If you two ever
get another child, perhaps that one will resemble
you.

Bhuliya did not lose her temper. The child s
presence had softened her heart like water soaking

dry earth. Looking tenderly at the sleeping baby,
she said quietly, Your brother found this child on
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the road while returning from the market.
Kabutri replied sharply, Then why does the
foundling s face resemble him so closely 7 He
must be hiding something from us.

Bhuliya, a little vexed, said, All right then, let it
be ours. At least now you can rest your tongue.
Kabutri laughed again and said,  Sister, 1 will
nurse this child just as I nurse my own. [ will
not let him go hungry. God has given me enough
milk to feed both. It is a joy to see light enter
your dark home.
Hearing this, Bhuliya s heart overflowed with
gratitude. The hungry child drank his fill and soon
fell asleep. Kabutri laid him gently on the cot and
said, Let him stay here, sister. If he wakes in
the night and cries, 1 will feed him again.
Very well, Bhuliya said softly, and returned to
her own courtyard.
She told her husband, Now the child will live.
The woman from Godhanpur has plenty of milk.
She will raise both children.
Gangaram looked toward the other house. The
thought of the baby being fed elsewhere made his
heart ache, but Bhuliya s words calmed him. Still,
a doubt lingered in his mind. He asked quietly,
Why did you leave the child there ? Shouldn t
he be brought to our own courtyard 7 After all,
he is ours now.
Looking at her husband, Bhuliya said, You are a
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man. How could you ever understand what a
mother feels 7 Only a woman can know that.
Once a mother presses a child to her breast, she
can never again think of that child as anything
but her own.

Gangaram fell silent. A thought stirred in his mind,
and he asked, Since we are to be his parents
now, shouldn t we give him a name ?

Bhuliya smiled, and the image of the Chhath festival
came to her mind. Usually the women of the house
gather and name a newborn together, she
said. But no such ceremony was held for this child.
Let the two of us choose his name ourselves.
Gangaram laughed softly. Then call him Mangal,
he said.

Seven months passed. The boy began to teethe and
soon could stand and toddle on his own. He started

eating solid food and drinking water. The love that
grew between the couple and the child became so

deep that neither wanted to let him out of sight,
even for a moment. Bhuliya stopped working as a
field labourer. She began spinning thread in the
veranda and selling it in the village. Though she
owned no loom herself, she worked on others
looms and earned a little money.

The couple felt young again. They worked the
whole day without feeling tired. Whenever Mangal
called her Ma, Bhuliya s heart overflowed with
joy., and she would lose herself in the sweetness
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of that word.
When Mangal turned five, his father enrolled him
in the village school. He studied there through the
fifth grade and was now ten years old. But by
that time, Gangaram s body had weakened so
much that people no longer called him for labour
work. Somehow, the couple managed their living
by spinning and selling thread.
Life was growing heavy, but in ten-year—old
Mangal s mind, a spark of awareness had begun
to shine, like the sun rising in a child Hanuman s
grasp. One day he said, Baba, you and Ma
cannot work as you used to. I want to open a
tea stall. If you build me a small thatched shed
on the road, I will run the shop.
The idea struck Gangaram s mind. But then he
wondered, who in the village even drank tea 7
How would the shop run 7 Still, he built a small
thatched stall for his son. There was a neem tree
in their yard. He sold it for twenty—five rupees
and used the money to buy the utensils needed
for making tea.
Mangal opened his tea stall. It was the first of
its kind in the village, and the first shop always
has an advantage. At first, people hesitated, unsure
about this new drink, but soon they began to like

it. Gradually, the shop became popular, and the
earnings were enough for the two of them to

manage their living.
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Within three years, both Gangaram and his wife
passed away. While they were alive, no one in the
village had ever spoken ill of Mangal. But after
their deaths, murmurs began to spread, and people
started looking at him differently. Yet, the sales at
his shop did not decline, for tea had already
become a habit among the villagers.

Even after running the shop, Mangal s thirst for
learning remained alive. Whatever little money he
could save, he spent on buying books, paper, and
pens. He studied by himself and practised writing
every day.

Before his death, Gangaram had told Mangal the

story of his birth. That story revealed to him how
superstition and cruelty still clung to society like

the roots of a weed. From then on, Mangal began
to study not only books but also the ways of the
world around him.

Running the tea stall gave him the gift of
conversation. Sitting there, he learned to talk to
people. In the evenings, after the rush of customers
had thinned, Roopchan 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, spinning
tales. He told a different story each time, sometimes
of kings and queens, sometimes of lovers like Rani
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and Saranga, or Rajni and Sajni. Other days he
spoke of Gonoo Jha, of the brave ballads of Alha
and Rudal, or of Dina—Bhadri, Lorik, and Salhesh.
In this way, Mangal s store of wisdom began to
fill up with the knowledge of books, the knowledge
of society, and the wisdom of folk tales. Whatever
story he heard at night, he wrote down the next
day whenever he found time. The more he wrote,
the smoother his lines became, and his curiosity
grew stronger.

One afternoon, as the sun tilted westward, a man
came to Mangal s tea stall for a cup of tea. His
appearance was simple, and he carried a leather
bag in his hand. The man was the editor of a
magazine called Bharat Jagaran. He had come to
the village to study its condition and culture.
While talking with Mangal, the editor became
completely absorbed. He felt as if his heart and
Mangal s heart had set out on the same journey
together. When the trance broke, both of them
laughed. The editor said, Boy, make some tea. I
have not had any all day. Tonight I will stay here
and talk to you in detail.

Mangal prepared tea, and they both drank together.
After eating and drinking, they sat side by side
late into the night, talking. Mangal placed before
the editor all the stories he had written so far.
The editor flipped through the pages. The language
and style might not have been refined, but the
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themes touched his heart. Smiling, the editor said,
These are wonderful pieces. This is exactly what
I came searching for.
He opened his bag, took out some magazines and
books, and said, These contain the proper methods
of writing. Study them carefully. Once you
understand the foundation, write on that basis. |
am an editor. I run a monthly magazine. 1 will
publish one of your stories every month and send
you a copy.
For three or four hours, the editor explained
everything to Mangal. The next morning, after tea,
he left.
From that month onward, Mangal s stories began
to appear regularly in the magazine. Among his
many readers was a girl named Sunayana. She
was pursuing her M.A. in philosophy. In the fifth
issue, the editor also mentioned that Mangal was
working on a novel titled The Dead Village.
The name stirred something inside Sunayana. Her
heart danced. She thought, our country is a land
of villages, and if the village itself is dead, what
will become of the nation 7

The idea struck Sunayana s mind like a spark.
The same Sunayana who never spoke openly in
front of her father was now ready to discuss the

matter with him.
That evening, her father, Advocate Sahab, returned
from court, drank his tea, and went for a walk.
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When he came back, he took out a case file to
prepare for the next day s hearing. His wife
brought him another cup of tea. As he sipped it
and chewed his betel, Sunayana entered the room,
sat on the chair in front of him, and said, Father,
there is a question running in my mind. Could you
please explain it ?

What is it 7  he asked.

I read in a magazine today that the village is
truly dead. If the village is dead, and our country
is made of villages, then what do we call the
country 7
Advocate Sahab did not pay much attention to the
seriousness of the question. He said lightly, That
is the concern of writers and thinkers. 1 have
nothing to say on it.

But writers are also part of this same society,

Sunayana replied. They live lives like everyone else.
Then why would a writer write something like

that ?

The words of a writer can be understood only
by another writer, her father said. I am a lawyer.
I understand the law. Now go, I have to prepare
a case.

Sunayana rose quietly and went to her room. She
sat down and began to think. In a country where
there is no clean water to drink, no balanced food
to eat, no proper clothing to wear, and no decent
shelter to live in, what else can one call it but
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a dead land ? People still drink impure water,
somehow manage a few morsels, sit beneath trees
to keep warm, and live surrounded by countless
diseases. What can such a country be called ?
And beyond all that, in a civilization thousands of
years old, where the light of knowledge symbolized
by the goddess Saraswati has still not reached
every person, what kind of nation is that ? So
many questions stood before her, shaking her mind.
Lost in thought, she sat on the chair and drifted
into deep reflection. At last, one decision settled in
her mind. she would first read The Dead Village.
But where could she find the book ? Then another
thought came. She would write to the author
directly and ask for it. She took out the magazine,
copied the writer s address from it, and wrote it
carefully on a small slip of paper.

The next day, Sunayana set out to find Mangal s
address. It was around nine in the morning. After
serving the early customers, Mangal had arranged
the kettle, teapot, saucepan, and glasses in front
of the stall. He was cleaning the hearth and

clearing out the ashes.
Sunayana came to the tea stall because it was the
place where one could easily find anyone in the

village. Reaching the stall, she asked, Could you
tell me where I might find a man named Mangal

in this village ?
Hearing his own name, Mangal was startled, but
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he stayed silent. It was as if he were searching
for himself through her eyes. Sunayana sensed it
too. After a moment of silence, Mangal spoke,

Sister, if Mangal lives in this village, 1 will
certainly help you find him. But since you have
come all the way here, how can you leave without
tea ? Please sit down. This is Mithila, after all.
Here, welcoming a guest is as natural as welcoming
one s own family.

Hearing his words, Sunayana felt as if a thirsty
traveller had suddenly found cool water. She sat
on a bench made of split bamboo.

Mangal washed his hands, cleaned the small pan,

lit the fire, and began to make tea. As Sunayana
stood up from the bench to come closer to the

hearth, the edge of her kurti caught on a bamboo
splinter and tore slightly. She did not bother about
it and quietly sat near Mangal.

Seeing her sit beside him, Mangal asked, What
brings you to Mangal ?

Sunayana replied, @ Mangal is a writer. He has
written a novel called The Dead Village. I tried to
find it in the market but could not, so I came to
locate the author himself.

Mangal let out a long breath and said softly, And
how do you know Mangal ?

I read his stories in Bharat Jagaran, Sunayana
replied. There [ came across a mention of his
novel The Dead Village. 1 wanted to read it, so I
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came here.
Mangal understood everything. His heart overflowed
with quiet joy. He thought, to quench someone s
thirst is as necessary as feeding the hungry. But
I have only one copy of the manuscript I ve
written. If I give it away, a whole year s labour
will be lost. Yet not giving it would be a greater
sin.
Then another thought came: 1 could tell her that
once my circumstances improve, [ will have it
printed. For now, there is only this one copy. Yes,
once it is published, I will surely send her one.
Until then, she can stay here and read it.
By then the tea was ready. They both drank
together. After finishing her tea, Sunayana said,
Please give me Mangal s address.
Surprised, Mangal replied, My name is Mangal. I
am the one who wrote that novel. But it has not
been printed yet. Only this handwritten copy exists.
I would request you to read it here. When it is
published, 1 will make sure you get your own
copy.
Sunayana was astonished. She looked at Mangal
from head to toe. His face was darkened by smoke
from the hearth, his clothes were coarse and faded
like old rags. Poverty seemed to shine from every
part of his body. Seeing him like that, her eyes
were filled with tears. Wiping them quietly, she
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said, I cannot read the novel here. Reading a
book means understanding it deeply, and that
cannot be done in haste.

The sincerity of her tone touched Mangal deeply.
He looked at her, and in her eyes he saw a
hunger for knowledge. He thought, I wrote this for
others. When it is published, it will reach thousands
of hands. For now, it will reach one reader. That
is enough.
Just then, Sunayana said softly, If I take the copy
with me, [ promise to return it after reading.
There is no chance of it being lost. I only wish
to read it peacefully, but | must return home
before sunset.

Mangal s heart melted with affection. He said,

Very well, 1 will give you the book. The rest is
in your hands.

The moment the book touched her palms, joy lit
her face. She glanced at its pages, then looked up
at Mangal and smiled. For a brief moment, Mangal
read her heart as she read his.
Smiling, Sunayana took her leave and walked away.
Sunayana completed her M.A. with distinction. Her
father, Advocate Sahab, was a strong supporter of
women s rights, yet his thoughts often drifted to
one realization. women are bound not by one or
two chains but by the entire structure of life itself.
Breaking those chains would demand struggle,
sometimes intellectual, sometimes physical.
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Lost in such reflections, Advocate Sahab sat in his
chair one evening. His wife entered with a cup of
tea, placed it on the table, and sat beside him.

It is good that Sunayana was born into an
educated family like ours, she said. Had she been
born in a farmer s house, people would never
have let her live so freely.

Taking a slow sip of tea, Advocate Sahab said,

Please speak clearly. What do you mean to
say 7

I mean you should get Sunayana married. Manoj
will stay with us, he is the son, the support. But
arranging a son s and a daughter s marriage is
every parent s duty.

I have a new idea, he replied after a
pause. What if we ask Sunayana s opinion too 7
His wife flared up immediately. What will people
say 7 Have you ever seen any parent asking their
son or daughter before fixing a marriage ?

Hearing her words, Advocate Sahab thought silently.
It struck him that not only men but women too

often conspire, knowingly or unknowingly, to keep
women bound. What a strange trap this is, woven
by both hands.

He kept his thoughts to himself and called,

Sunayana /
She came out from her room and sat on the chair

before them. Her eyes went to her mother first;
her mother looked sharply toward her husband.
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Advocate Sahab spoke in a calm, measured
tone. Daughter, you have now completed your M.A.
It is every parent s responsibility to see their
children settled in marriage. 1 too wish to fulfill
that duty. Do you have anything to say about
it 7
Hearing her father s words, a tremor ran through
Sunayana s body. Yet beneath that tremor, a quiet
strength stirred. Speaking softly but with conviction,
she said, Father, marriage is indeed a necessary
process for both man and woman. It sustains the
cycle of creation itself. But the question is— what
kind of marriage ? What we see around us today,
ninety or ninety —five percent of it, is mismatched.
Some are arranged for wealth, some for dowry,
some for caste or lineage, and some for mere
convenience. In my view, marriage should be based
on the union of minds. Only then will it be lasting
and joyful.
Before she could finish, her mother burst in, visibly
agitated.

Daughter, in Mithila our tradition has always
been that such matters are decided by parents, not
by sons or daughters. If children start deciding
their own marriages, society will collapse.
Sunayana replied calmly, That is a fine thing to
say, Mother. But along with preserving tradition,
we must also see the flaws it hides.

Advocate Sahab sat silently, his hand covering his
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mouth, listening to both sides. Sunayana s
reasoning began to unsettle her mother, yet she
refused to yield.
Seeking balance, Advocate Sahab said gently, All
right, daughter, tell me your view clearly.
Sunayana asked, Father, how much do you plan
to spend on my marriage ?
The question startled him. But regaining composure,
he replied in a low voice, You already know my
means, child. But whatever is within them, [ will
not be miserly. The little we have belongs to both
you and your brother.
Hearing her father, Sunayana spoke with quiet
determination, her voice steady yet full of warmth.
Father, greatness does not come from wealth or
the body. A person becomes great through
knowledge and duty. Every woman wishes for a
life partner who is wise and hardworking. I am
not giving you a final decision today, but [ will
say this much, there is a man named Mangal in
Sonepur who runs a small tea stall. He has no
one of his own. Yet his work and intellect will
one day make him known to the world as a great
writer. Poverty has trapped him deeply, but if
someone helps him rise above it, he will shine in
the sky like the rising sun.
Advocate  Sahab  listened  quietly, then  said,
Daughter, if your heart truly feels for him, [
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have no objection. But think carefully while there s
still time.
Sunayana replied, There may be many differences
between us, but our souls are equal. I too wish
to write about the condition of women, because
the injustice done to them from ages past still
shakes my heart. Even the most beautiful things in
the world seem dull before that pain.
Advocate Sahab nodded slowly.

Very well, I accept your thought. Go and see for

yourself how much help Mangal needs to stand on
his feet. I will provide whatever support Iis
required.
Hearing her father s words, Sunayana smiled and
quietly returned to her room. Advocate Sahab sat
deep in thought, reflecting on his daughter s
conviction, while his wife s anger kept growing
stronger.

YO editorial staff.videha @zohomail.in ]
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3.2.GLIMPSES OF RURAL LIFE— Dr. Ram Ashish
Singh

GLIMPSES OF RURAL LIFE

Dr. Ram Ashish Singh

Glimpses of Rural Life is the result of my
longstanding engagement with the literary universe

of Shri Jagdish Prasad Mandal. Translating Gamak
Jingi into English has been both an intellectual
responsibility and a personal journey. This collection
represents a world I have known intimately as a
student of literature, a teacher, and a reader
shaped by the landscapes of Mithila.
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Rural life may appear modest from a distance, yet
when one approaches it with patience and a
discerning eye, it reveals astonishing variety,

emotional depth, and cultural richness. These stories
have always carried a quiet radiance in the

original. My task has been to convey that radiance
to readers who may not know the language in

which it was born.

Here is what truly matters: translation is not a
mechanical act of substituting one language for
another. It is an attempt to preserve a world. It
demands attentive listening, humility, and emotional
intuition. These stories do not merely depict rural
life, they emerge from a specific geography, from
the diction of everyday labour, from rituals and
memories, from rivers that flood without warning,
and from droughts that linger for years. Each
narrative grows from the soil of lived experience,
not from abstract imagination. Translating them
into English without weakening their rhythm,
emotion, or cultural texture has been a demanding
yet rewarding endeavour.

My first encounter with these stories was as a
reader moved by their honesty. Mandal neither
embellishes nor sentimentalises. He observes. He
recognises the dignity of labour, the quiet heroism
of women, the complex dynamics within families,
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and the weariness that stems from decades of
environmental uncertainty. Floods, droughts, soil
erosion, and migration are not mere dramatic
backdrops in his writing they are the very
conditions under which life is forged.

In translating him, I wanted the English reader to
feel this pulse: the sense that rural life is not
static, but in continuous negotiation with change.

What strikes me most about these stories is their
moral clarity. They do not preach or offer solutions.
Instead, they allow the reader to witness how
ordinary  people  create  meaning in  harsh
circumstances. The characters seldom have material
resources. They are rarely protected by institutions.
Yet they possess something deeper.: resilience,
humour, affection, and an unshaken sense of
dignity. Their struggles are real, their hopes fragile
and their efforts extraordinary.

This collection reveals a world where labour is not
an abstract concept but a daily discipline. People
earn with their hands not out of choice, but
because it is often the only path available. They
work in fields, ponds, forests, and on construction
sites. They migrate to cities and pull carts. They
dig roots from parched ponds, roast seeds into



fage w32]| 79
edible food, pound grain, stitch clothes, and sell
lime, fish, and earthenware. These stories bring
such forms of labour to the reader s attention not
through statistics or social commentary, but through
intimate portraits of individual lives.

Another hallmark of Mandal s writing is his
portrayal of women. Their presence is not
marginal it is central. The women in these stories
are not defined by suffering, even when they suffer.
They hold households together. They think ahead.
They turn scarcity into opportunity. They negotiate
with landlords, contractors, and market forces. They
confront social stigma with courage. Their labour,
often unseen, forms the invisible backbone of entire

communities. As a translator, I have tried to retain
their emotional cadence without softening the
hardships they endure.

The ecological dimension of these stories is equally
vital. Rural Mithila has always existed in a delicate
balance with Nature. When rivers swell, they
swallow entire villages. When drought lingers, it
drains the land of life. When the Kosi or Kamla
rivers shift course, once —fertile fields turn barren.
Mandal s stories recognise the deep connection
between environment and human emotion. People
do not merely endure natural disasters they
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interpret them. They pray. They rebuild homes on
elevated mounds. They search for edible plants.

They dig new wells. They survive. This ecological
sensibility is one reason his stories feel both deeply
rooted and universally resonant.

While translating, 1 often reflected on how
contemporary readers might connect with these

narratives. Much of modern literature particularly
in English rarely portrays rural life with such depth
and clarity. Urban concerns tend to dominate the
literary imagination. Yet the moral and ecological
questions raised in these stories remain profoundly
relevant. Whether one lives in a city or a village,
the fragility of livelihood, the burden of migration,
the exploitation within labour economies, and the
aspirations of youth resonate across contexts.
Mandal s stories speak to conditions that extend
far beyond Mithila.

My aim, therefore, has been to maintain linguistic
simplicity while allowing emotional complexity to
emerge. Mandal s Maithili is economical rich in
cadence, restraint, and power. English, when
approached with equal care, can convey these

qualities. 1 avoided excessive ornamentation and
resisted the impulse to explain cultural details within
the narrative. Instead, | allowed the stories to
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speak through their own internal logic. I believe
readers are capable of learning a world by walking

slowly through its paths. This preface is an
invitation to that walk.

Before presenting a story—wise overview, [ must
acknowledge something essential. translation is a
bridge. But every bridge must rest on two firm
pillars. One is the original author, whose vision
and integrity make translation possible. The other
is the reader, who completes the circle by giving
the translated work new life. If this translation
succeeds in bringing readers closer to Mandal s
world, the credit belongs to both.

What follows is a detailed, sequential introduction
to each story in the collection. These insights aim
to illuminate narrative patterns, thematic resonances,

and emotional undercurrents, drawing from my
reading experience and my work with the text
during translation.

STORY —WISE CRITICAL OVERVIEW
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The Parched Seeds of Lily Fruits (Bhentak
Lava) presents a striking portrait of resilience
shaped by disaster. Set in a flood —ravaged village
of Mithila, the story follows Musna and Jeebchi as
their world collapses. While Musna sinks into
despair, Jeebchi discovers possibility. Her finding of
bhentak lava the roasted seeds of wild lily
pods transforms scarcity into sustenance and grief
into renewal. Through her steady labour, the
household rises again, and the fragrance of roasted
seeds becomes a quiet declaration of hope.

Mandal s narrative honours the often —unrecognised
strength of rural women who rebuild life with

intelligence, faith, and unwavering patience. The
domestic sphere frequently overlooked emerges as a
site of creativity and rebirth. Jeebchi embodies a
truth central to Mandal s social vision. in moments
of crisis, courage often appears in the gentlest
hands. Ultimately, the story reveals survival as an
imaginative act, where dignity grows from the
simplest forms of labour.
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Lotus Root (Bisandh) portrays a Mithila village
pushed to the brink of extinction after four
relentless years of drought. Fields crack, ponds
vanish, livestock perish, and the social fabric begins
to fray under the weight of hunger. Yet the story
is not merely a record of devastation it follows
Doman and Sugiya, whose quiet resilience offers a
counterpoint to the village s despair.

Doman, a landless labourer, embodies endurance
without complaint. He works with unwavering
discipline, even as fear gnaws at him. Sugiya,
steady and practical, becomes the emotional centre
of the household. Her acceptance of circumstance
is not resignation but a form of inner equilibrium
that prevents collapse. Through her, the household
preserves dignity, even when the world seems
hollow.

The turning point arrives when Doman recalls an
earlier drought and the hidden bisandh in the great

pond s parched bed. Memory becomes a guide to
survival. Digging into the cracked earth, the couple
uncovers lotus roots and fish symbols of life
persisting invisibly beneath barrenness.

The story offers a profound meditation on resilience.
Labour restores direction, faith renews strength, and
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memory rekindles hope. Even in the harshest

drought, the earth like the human spirit retains a
hidden reserve of sustenance for those who continue
to seek it.

The Pod of a Tree, Peerar opens with the serene

presence of five ancient Peerar trees symbols of a
natural order that endures without human
intervention. Their quiet harmony contrasts with the
turbulent lives of villagers struggling against poverty
and drought. Into this fragile world return Pichkun,

a migrant labourer, and his new bride, Dhaniya,
whose energy and instinct for opportunity begin to
alter the course of their lives.

Dhaniya stands at the heart of the narrative. Her
confidence, market acumen, and courage transform
Peerar pods into a source of livelihood. Where
others see danger in the Sugba serpent and avoid
the  trees, she recognises  possibility.  Her
actions from climbing the trees to managing their
modest earnings reveal a steady intelligence that
reshapes the couple s future.

The emotional strength of the story lies in the
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partnership between Pichkun and Dhaniya. Their
companionship, patient labour, and mutual trust
create a new foundation for dignity. Episodes such
as the fish harvest, the bicycle purchase, and

Dhaniya s gentle firmness in confronting Pichkun s
toddy habit illustrate how affection and discipline
coexist in rural survival.

With Somni Dadi s blessings and Munesari s
support, the story affirms that vresilience grows
where labour, community, and hope converge. Like
the Peerar trees, the couple learn to thrive through
grounded strength and quiet perseverance.

The Foundling Son begins with the haunting image
of an infant abandoned in darkness a moment that
lays bare the cruelty born of social shame. This
bleak act is immediately countered by Gangaram s
compassion. Poor, ageing, and exhausted, he chooses

responsibility the instant he hears the child s cry.
The foundling becomes a blessing rather than a

burden, and the story s central tension emerges
between society s moral failure and the quiet
courage of individuals.

Gangaram and Bhuliya embody a form of
parenthood rooted in care rather than blood. With
no wealth or livestock, they still offer the child
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what he was denied at birth. a sense of belonging.
Kabutri s willingness to nurse him completes a

circle of communal motherhood. The narrative insists
that motherhood is defined by action and emotional

truth, not biology alone.

As Mangal grows, the story expands beyond physical
survival into intellectual awakening. He runs a tea
stall, reads voraciously, absorbs Roopchan s folk
wisdom, and eventually writes The Dead Village a

perceptive critique of rural decay. Sunayana s
recognition of his work connects two different social
worlds and challenges entrenched norms of caste

and gender. Her choice of Mangal marks a union
based on conscience and intellect.

Through this journey, the story affirms that renewal
can emerge from the most neglected lives when
empathy, knowledge, and moral strength converge.

Two Paise follows the delicate journey of Fekua,
a poor village boy whose dreams lead him to the
city and bring him back with almost nothing. What
begins as a simple tale of migration evolves into
a nuanced exploration of how poverty shapes
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imagination, self—worth, and the longing for home.

Fekua departs for Delhi with childlike excitement,
knowing little of the demands of urban life. His
innocence is anchored by the quiet, steadfast love
of his mother, Ramsunnair, whose labour and faith
form the emotional core of the story. Though she
cannot read or write, her affection offers him a
moral compass no city can replace.

Through Ratna, the narrative reveals the harshness
of urban labour and the ease with which migrants

fall into exploitation. Fekua learns tailoring, works
hard, and briefly tastes pride but ambition grows
faster than discipline. His grand promises to his
mother go unfulfilled, and the city gradually wears
down his confidence.

The story s most poignant tension lies between
Ramsunnair s hopeful imagination and the grim
truth of her son s urban struggle. Her dreams
expand even as his collapse. When Fekua finally

returns home, it is not in defeat, but in the
recognition that dignity often survives only where

love and belonging endure. The story becomes a
gentle yet piercing reflection on aspiration, failure,
and the quiet strength of maternal faith.
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The Wage—-Earning Woman, Marni presents a
compelling exploration of how poverty, labour,
gender, and structural inequality shape the life of
one woman and, through her, influence the moral
fabric of an entire village. Chatoni a settlement
without Iland or official status survives through
solidarity, in stark contrast to the pride and self—
sufficiency of larger villages.

Within this setting emerges Marni, a woman whose
life has been scarred by profound loss. A lightning

strike kills Subadh, Manohar, and Taunki, leaving
her solely responsible for raising two young
grandchildren.

Yet the narrative does not linger on grief. Instead,
it portrays tragedy as the crucible that forges

Marni s  inner  strength. Transitioning  from
agricultural work to construction, she takes up tools
traditionally associated with men, rejecting the
gender roles that seek to constrain her. Her journey
reveals the contradictions of rural development:
while road construction is meant to uplift the poor,
it dismantles traditional labour systems and brings
new forms of exploitation. The contractor s clerk
represents a system in which survival becomes the
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only wage.

Marni s refusal to bow to social humiliation or to
submit to the authority of soldiers and
contractors forms the moral backbone of the story.
Her quiet dignity unsettles those who expect
compliance. Ultimately, the narrative serves as an
indictment of a society built on invisible labour.
Marni stands as a symbol of unacknowledged

resilience, a reminder that true development rests
on the shoulders of those whom progress leaves

behind.

Defeat and Victory captures the emotional and
economic journey of a potter s family uprooted by
river erosion and the slow collapse of traditional
craftsmanship. The opening scene where Soman and
Kapli  sit  beside their  bundles, unable to
move symbolizes a profound rupture between their
past and an uncertain future. The submersion of

Maircha by the Kosi River becomes a powerful
reminder that ecological disaster erodes not only

land but also cultural identity.

Phulchan Pandit, the guardian of an artisan legacy,
owns no land but carries with him the enduring
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skill of pottery his familys final anchor. In
Lachhmipur, the villagers warm reception and the
building of the family s first home reflect a
cooperative spirit that once defined rural life.

Soman s labour, displayed in a yard full of pots,
lamps, toys, and ritual vessels, represents the dignity
of skilled craftsmanship. Yet Mandal resists

romanticizing tradition. The introduction of metal
utensils and asbestos roofs marks the decline of

clay —based crafts, pushing Soman and Kapli toward
hunger and despair.

The narrative takes a turn with the return of
Ramdat, their long —lost son. Gifted in idol —making
and decorative arts, he reimagines the ancestral
craft to suit modern demands. His success
underscores the central message of the story. defeat
meets those who resist change, but victory belongs
to those who adapt. Through Ramdat, the family
rediscovers livelihood, pride, and a renewed sense
of heritage.
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The Cart—Puller offers a deeply moving portrait
of labour, displacement, and the unspoken heroism
found in ordinary lives. Bhola, born into neglect
and scarred by repeated rejection, grows up without
protection or affection. His mother dies early, his
father remarries, and even minor mistakes invite
beatings. When his marriage eventually collapses
under the weight of village prejudice, Bhola leaves
home not in pursuit of ambition, but simply to
escape humiliation.

Calcutta becomes the unexpected setting for his
renewal. Though the city overwhelms him at first,
it is among fellow migrants that he finds his first
true sense of belonging. The dharamshala offers
community, food, and dignity. Pulling a cart is
grueling and thankless, yet the narrative frames it
as a kind of rebirth. Through physical labour,
Bhola discovers purpose. Every rupee he earns
becomes a building block in the future of his
children, Ratan and Lal whose education stands as
the clearest testament to his sacrifice.

The ethical core of the story lies in the sons
response. Their academic success is not merely a
triumph of education but the harvest of their
father s endurance. Their decision to bring Bhola
home reflects a deep understanding that dignity
must be reciprocated. The story ends not with
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dramatic victory, but with quiet fulfillment. Bhola s
life, shaped by hardship, becomes the fertile ground
from which gratitude, humility, and new aspirations
grow.

Livelihood is a sharp exploration of work, morality,
and survival within a corrupt social order. Through

the contrasting lives of Shobhakant and Umakant,
the story examines two divergent paths to earning

a living. Shobhakant, forced out of school by
poverty, arrives in the city without a plan but
refuses any work that would compromise his dignity.
His apprenticeship at a bicycle shop becomes his
true education. Over time, humility and skill elevate
him from mechanic to tempo driver to eventual
owner. His journey demonstrates that self—respect
and craftsmanship can forge an honest livelihood,
even in unforgiving conditions.

Umakant embodies the anxiety of educated yet
unemployed rural youth. His degree yields no
opportunities, and society ridicules educated men
who return to farming. This disdain for manual
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labour is one of the story s most incisive critiques.
Pressured to pay bribes for a government job,
Umakant nearly abandons his principles. His wife s

pragmatic reasoning underscores the painful truth.
corruption becomes normalized when survival is on
the line.

Through Mishrilal s reflections, the story charts the
layered nature of corruption in banks, warehouses,
block offices, and ration systems exposing a world

where honesty is systematically punished. Yet the
final metaphor of the mango tree reminds us that
ethical choices, though constrained, remain possible.

Umakant s decision to leave the dealership and
become a tempo driver marks a quiet yet
meaningful victory of labour over moral compromise.

The  Rickshaw  Puller weaves  together  the

intersecting lives of Jibach, Bachanu, Saradha, and
the kiln workers Mahakant and Ragini to interrogate

what freedom, dignity, and a  better life truly
mean. Jibach returns from Bombay dressed in urban
glamour, but beneath the surface, he is restless,
dependent on alcohol, and driven more by
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consumption than purpose. In contrast, Bachanu
represents a rough, unpolished integrity. He pulls
a rickshaw during the monsoons, works at a brick
kiln in the dry season, and consistently puts his
children s nourishment above his own comfort. He

refuses stolen income, avoids driving while drunk,
and follows a personal moral code that gives him
inner strength.

The story opens with scenes of drinking, gambling,
and reckless spending, highlighting how easily such
integrity can erode. Yet a quiet moment on the
cement platform where Bachanu feeds his family
before taking his first sip reveals a richness of life
absent in the modern characters. His world is
unforgiving, but not empty.

Ragini s monologue serves as the emotional
foundation of the story. Though educated and
financially secure, she remains confined, isolated,
and voiceless within her marriage. Her realization
that Bachanu is, in many ways, freer than she is,
stops traditional social hierarchies. Through these
intertwined lives, the story critiques privilege and
gendered power, ultimately suggesting that real
freedom lies in self-respect, purposeful labour, and
the courage to live without fear.
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The Lime Hawker is a subtle, finely layered
exploration of labour, dignity, and the quiet
transformation of rural life. Through Makhni and

her family, the story traces how a woman —centered
traditional occupation adapts to shifting economic
pressures while retaining a core of tenderness and

moral intimacy.

The narrative opens with Makhni s fall on the
stairs a moment that symbolically marks the end
of an era. Her injury necessitates a reorganization
of the household, and the reactions of Phuliya,
Kabutariya, and Matkuria reveal the nuanced
dynamics of real family life, where affection and
self —interest coexist. Phuliya senses a new authority,
Kabutariya yearns to inherit her grandmother s
ritual knowledge, and Matkuria feels relieved that
his ageing mother will no longer carry heavy loads.

The extended reflection on the lime trade functions
almost as a piece of social history. Once a
hereditary occupation sustained by barter, trust,
and memory, it represents a moral economy where
livelihood and relationship were inseparable. But
with the arrival of stone-lime, cash transactions,
and expanding markets, this intimacy begins to
fray. Change brings financial gain, but weakens
older networks of reciprocity.
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Yet the story closes with a quiet gesture of renewal.
In the Phagun dusk, Matkuria lifts the basket from
Phuliya s head onto his own. No words are spoken.
The act embodies shared labour, recognition, and
partnership. Through this simple moment, the
narrative affirms that true livelihood lies not only
in commerce, but in the mutual carrying of
burdens.

Division of the Ancestral Homestead transforms a
seemingly minor village event the partition of five
kathas of inherited homestead land into a powerful
critique of moral decline, shifting values, and the

enduring ethical core of rural life. What begins as
a routine logistical matter gradually reveals a
deeper conflict between inherited wisdom and the

corrosive habits learned in the city.

Shrikant and Mukund, returning to the village after
long years in government service, embody this
tension. Their pursuit of prestige, subtle rivalry,
and efforts to manipulate the land survey reflect

an urban mindset in which influence outweighs
fairness and personal gain overrides collective

memory. Their distance from the village is not
geographical but ethical.
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In contrast stand the village elders, who uphold
an older moral order. Guru Kaka s recollections of
Vaidikji, Jogindar, Mahavir, and Khaliga evoke a
world where responsibility, artistry, and courage
once shaped communal life. Ramchandra, the young
surveyor, restores balance by measuring the land
exactly as it lies, refusing to yield to either
brother s unspoken pressure.

The story balances wit with quiet sadness. The
discreet maneuvering of Buchai and Sarup exposes

the vanity of the educated brothers, yet their
isolation also evokes sympathy. The final, fair
division becomes a moment of moral resolution,
affirming that true order arises not from wealth
or influence, but from justice and shared -ethical
principles.

Brotherhood is a profoundly humane narrative that
delicately traces the threads of family, sacrifice, and
moral choice. At its heart is Dinanath, a boy raised
in poverty but fortified by the quiet courage of his
parents, Ramkhelawan and  Sumitra. Their
sacrifices his mother parting with her nose-ring,
his father working beyond his means are modest
in scale but monumental in meaning. In poor
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households, the story suggests, every gesture
becomes a promise toward a better future.

The narrative takes a dramatic turn when
Ramkhelawan suffers paralysis. In that moment,
Dinanath abandons his education to support the
family not out of resignation, but as an ethical
choice grounded in love and responsibility. His act
reveals the story s central insight: responsibility is

a form of heroism. The steady support of his
maternal uncle further underscores the enduring

strength of extended kinship in village life.

Dinanath s marriage to Sushila and his slow,
determined rise through labour in the rice —husking
trade present an alternative model of progress one
built on perseverance rather than ambition. This
stands in stark contrast to his younger brother,
Kusumlal, whose education leads not to wisdom,
but to detachment, indulgence, and eventual self—
destruction. His decision to sell ancestral land marks
his moral decline, and his lonely death lays bare
the fragility of success when severed from duty.

In the closing scene, as Dinanath holds the dying
Kusumlal and calls him  Brother, the story s
moral centre is restored. Brotherhood is shown to
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arise not merely from shared blood, but from
compassion, loyalty, and the courage to forgive.

Sister begins with the quiet decline of Sarojini, an
elderly mother, yet the real drama unfolds around
those tasked with honouring her final days. The
story becomes a mirror reflecting loyalty, kinship,
and the fragile ethics that bind families together.

Radheshyam and his wife Ragini anchor the
narrative.  Their  acceptance of caregiving is
immediate, driven by both love and the awareness
that in village life, reputation often outlasts a
lifetime. A parent s death especially if neglected can

leave a permanent stain on a households name.
The emotional burden they bear is thus both private
and communal.

The three daughters reveal the modern fractures
within familial ties. Gauri and Sunita return without
hesitation,  acknowledging  that certain  duties
transcend distance and convenience. Rita s absence,
by contrast, exposes a harsher truth: ambition and
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urban life can stretch bonds until they thin into
justifications.  Her  failure to return wounds
Radheshyam  deeply, prompting his  anguished
declaration that sibling ties end with their mother s
death.

The story s most striking moment arrives when
Shabana, the Muslim neighbour intimately entwined
with the family s past, arrives at night despite the
dangers on the road. Her presence quietly redefines
what it means to be a sister.” Kinship, the
narrative suggests, is shaped not by blood, but by
courage, memory, and the instinct to stand beside
someone in their hardest hour.

In the end, Sister poses a simple yet piercing
question: when the hour of truth arrives, who
stays and who quietly walks away 7

Match —seeker s Visit transforms an ordinary social
occasion into an intimate exploration of rural
honour, economic pressure, and a widow s layered
fears. Lukhiya begins her day facing torn thatch,
broken boundaries, and rainwater pooling in her
courtyard. These are not merely signs of
poverty they reflect her deeper anxiety: that visitors
will judge her home, her son, and ultimately her
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own worth as a widow striving to maintain dignity.

Everything around her becomes symbolically charged.
A simple meal of rice and coarse lentils, an
improvised curtain, even the utensils reserved for
guests all carry the weight of family reputation.
Her irritation with Nagesar masks a deeper fear.
that society attributes every household flaw to a
woman s supposed inadequacy, especially when no
man stands beside her.

Nagesar s steady, measured presence gradually
softens the tension. His belief that affection, not
extravagance, defines respect allows the narrative
to shift from anxiety to quiet clarity.

Meanwhile, Domon and Buchan s walk across the
embankment reveals another dimension. Rural wealth
is being reshaped by borewells, fish ponds, cash
crops, and hybrid mangoes. Marriage, too, becomes
a negotiation of labour, land, and Ilong—term
security.

The story s moral strength culminates in Lukhiya s
refusal to accept dowry. Her quiet assertion that
she will not buy a daughter—in—law safeguards
the ethical foundation of her household. When the
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match is finally confirmed, it is her self—respect not
material display that gives the decision its true
moral weight.

Regret is a quietly reflective story that explores
migration, duty, generational distance, and the
subtle erosion of inherited values. At its core are
Raghunath, his father Shivnath, and his mother
Rukmini a triangle of aspiration, memory, and loss.

Raghunath s departure for America follows the
familiar logic of modern ambition: the pursuit of
money, mobility, and a future unburdened by rural
limitations. For Shivnath, however, the decision
wounds a deeper layer of identity. He comes from
a lineage shaped by sacrifice his father, Devanath,
risked his life in the 1942 movement. Freedom, in
Shivnath s eyes, was a collective achievement rooted
in land and community. To watch his son use that
same freedom to abandon those very ties becomes
a source of unspoken sorrow. The story renders
this contrast not through confrontation, but through
silence and quiet disappointment.

Rukmini s pain is more personal. Her son s
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absence feels like an unraveling the slow collapse
of years of care, love, and devotion. Her grief
echoes the emotional cost borne by countless parents
whose children leave not out of defiance, but from
necessity.

Raghunath s long stay abroad becomes a gradual
disintegration. A cramped apartment, mechanical

labour, and his wife s deepening loneliness expose
the gap between imagined success and lived
emptiness. His eventual breakdown and late
awakening reveal a buried longing for the very
world he once left behind.

The parents decision to perform their own
shraddha is the story s most profound moment. It
is an act not of bitterness, but of release an
acknowledgment that their lineage, dreams, and
traditions are slipping away, and that expectations
must yield to reality.

In the end, Regret is less a condemnation of
migration than a meditation on what freedom
means when progress severs gratitude, belonging,
and shared heritage. It suggests that the modern
pursuit of success carries a hidden price. the quiet
severing of roots, realized only when it is too late
to return.
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Dr Hemant follows a man s journey from confusion
and restlessness to quiet moral awakening, set
against the vast, troubled landscape of the Kosi
floodplains. At the outset, Hemant is burdened by
family disputes, avoidance of responsibility, and a

drifting inner life. His first moment of clarity comes
when he relinquishes his claim to ancestral

property a gesture that frees him, revealing that
the true weight he carried was not loss, but
attachment.

His government posting to flood duty, along with
a threatening extortion letter, propels him into a
reality he has long evaded. The train, rickshaw,
and boat journey becomes a symbolic passage from
inertia to purpose. His contrast with Dr. Sunil a
colleague whose steady commitment to public service
underscores Hemant s own disengagement sharpens
this transition. Sunil s quiet resolve illuminates how
far Hemant has strayed from the ideals of his
profession.

Crossing the Kosi River marks the story s emotional
and symbolic turning point. Its waters, filled with
both death and resilience, reflect the contradictions
of the society Hemant is meant to serve. In the
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devastated  villages, @ he  encounters  courage,
endurance, and an ethic of mutual care that had
been absent from his insulated, urban medical
practice.

Sulochana becomes the emotional anchor of the
narrative. Swept away by the flood and later
sheltered by Jiyalal, she embodies innocence shaped

by suffering. Her image of worms in sugar and
chili offers a piercing metaphor that strips away
Hemant s illusions of moral superiority. Her quiet
wisdom forces him to confront the distance between
his training and his choices.

By the time Hemant departs from Lachmipur, he

realizes that seven days among the flood —stricken
have brought him more meaning than years spent

treating the privileged. The story ultimately reflects
on duty, healing, and the search for fulfilment in
a fractured world. Hemant s renewal affirms that

true service begins not in clinics or cities, but in
the willingness to step unshielded into the suffering
of others.

Bobby portrays an unlettered village woman who
quietly becomes the custodian of her community s
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cultural memory. Through her, the story reveals
that festivals, especially Chhath, are sustained not

by spectacle, but by labour, care, and the shared
strength of women whose lives seldom enter written

history.

Bobby knows every ritual, every seasonal rhythm,
and every obligation woven into the fabric of village
life. Her conversations with Sirkhariyawali highlight
how the poor mark time not with calendars, but
through baskets, clay, and savings painstakingly
gathered over the year. Bobby s calm presence
steadies those who fear falling behind, gently
reminding them that rituals are meant to sustain,
not exhaust.

Rahmat s mother adds another emotional layer.
Her offerings, rooted in a vow made during her
son s illness, show how faith merges with gratitude

and remembrance. Bobby immediately recognizes this
tenderness and responds with a warmth that affirms

the inclusive ethos of rural devotion.

When Sonrewali confesses that she cannot afford
baskets, it exposes the silent shame poverty brings
to days meant for celebration. Bobby s quiet

assurance that the Sun accepts anything offered
with sincerity restores dignity and becomes the
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story s moral centre.

Bobby herself carries the unspoken sorrow of the
daughter she never had. Yet she transforms this
longing into compassion, guiding rituals, settling
fears, and ensuring no household is forgotten. In
doing so, she becomes the emotional and cultural
axis of the village.

Ultimately, the story honours the resilience and
quiet authority of women whose labour preserves
tradition. Through Bobby, it affirms that culture is
not upheld by wealth or temple hierarchy, but by
the steady hands and generous hearts of those who
hold a community together.

Kamini traces the quiet rebellion of a woman
handling a world that praises female virtue while
restricting female agency. What begins as a simple
domestic story deepens into a critique of shifting
social values, the decay of educational ethics, and
the fragile position of women within patriarchal
marriage.

The opening exchange between the narrator and
Bhaiya Kaka frames the ideological tension. Kaka



108 || fagg 39

takes pride in marrying off his daughter but
dismisses higher education for girls as unnecessary.
His views reflect an older belief that women must
labour without ambition. The narrator s gentle
disagreement highlights a society caught between
tradition and change.

Kamini s marriage to Lalababu exposes the
distortions of modernity. Lalababu uses dowry
money to purchase a fraudulent degree, secures a
college position, and grows increasingly self—
important. Kamini s quiet dignity stands in sharp
contrast to his vanity. When Mrignayani enters
their lives, Lalababu s shallow infatuation reveals
the fragile foundations on which women s security
is built.

Kamini s turning point is silent but powerful. After
overhearing herself being dismissed, she gathers her
daughters and leaves without -confrontation. Her

departure becomes the story s moral center,
showing that dignity often speaks through action
rather than accusation.

The kindness of strangers the old murhi-seller, the
women cutting grass offers Kamini the compassion
her own home failed to provide. Their instinctive
solidarity affirms a truth the story holds dear. in
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a society where institutions fail women, other
women often become their only refuge.

In the end, Kamini reveals how endurance, integrity,
and self-respect allow a woman to reclaim her
life, even when society offers her no protection at
all.

Translating Glimpses of Rural Life has been more
than a literary task it has been an immersion into
a world where endurance is quiet, dignity is
instinctive, and complexity resides in the smallest
human gestures. These stories reveal that rural
Mithila is not a landscape frozen in time, but a

living terrain shaped by memory, labour, devotion,
and the unyielding will to rebuild after every
upheaval. What may appear outwardly modest
carries within it profound emotional depth and
moral clarity.

Engaging with these narratives has reminded me
that the rural poor are not merely subjects of

sympathy. They are thinkers, creators, caregivers,
and survivors. They confront drought, flood,

migration, corruption, and social inequality with a
calm persistence that seldom finds a place in public
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discourse. Their victories may seem small, yet they

are ethically luminous. Their sorrows may be heavy,
yet they are borne with a grace that commands

respect.

If this translation enables readers to step, even
briefly, into the inner lanes and courtyards of
Mithila to feel the cadence of its speech, the weight
of its silences, and the hope that flickers through
its harshest days then the labour behind this book
finds its purpose. Rural voices often fade unheard
in the noise of modern life. Mandal listened to
them with uncommon seriousness. My task has been
to ensure that their stories travel further, carrying
with them the truth, tenderness, and strength of
the lives they represent.

—Former Principal, H.P.S. College, Nirmali, B.N
Mandal University, Madhepura (Bihar)

A=T YO editorial staff.videha @zohomail .in 7
ARG |
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3.3.World Peace— Jagdish Prasad Mandal (Original
Maithili  Short Story) Rameshwar Prasad Mandal
(English Translation)

World Peace

L 4

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

World Peace

Returning from school, Adauriya said to his
mother—  Ma, tomorrow morning 1 will go to
Guru Uncle s house.

The name of Guru Uncle set Aparajita thinking, as
she tried to recall who he was.

Sensing her uncertainty, Adauriya asked— You do
not know Guru Uncle ?

Aparajita replied— I cannot remember just now.
Adauriya  explained — The one who lives in

Uttarwari Tola.
At the mention of Uttarwari Tola, Aparagjita said—
Now [ remembered.
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At that moment, she went to the courtyard trellis,
cut a gourd, plucked about two kilos of brinjal,
pulled up ten or twelve radishes, removed their
roots and leaves, washed them clean, and placed
them in a bag.
Early the next morning, after completing his daily
chores, Adauriya came to his mother and said-—
Ma, I am going to Guru Uncle s house. I have
a question to ask him. If I return late, I will not
go to school, if I am back in time, I will attend
school as well.
His mother simply acknowledged his words without
adding anything more. When Adauriya was about
to leave for Guru Uncle s house, she said— Son,
there is a gourd, and in the bag there are radish
and brinjal. Take them with you and give them to
Guru Uncle.
He hesitated for a moment, slightly puzzled, but

his mother repeated gently— When you go to
someone older than yourself to seek guidance or

advice, you should take a gift as an offering.

Until that moment, Adauriya had never truly
understood such a gesture, but that morning it
became clear. His father Sukhdev s words came
back to him: Son, in our time, and even before,
when teachers did not receive a salary, the
children the  students would  bring them a
shanichara, a pice and a quarter kilo of rice.

Once, Adauriya had asked— Why give them money
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and rice 7

Sukhdev had replied— If you receive knowledge
from someone, you must give something in return.
When knowledge is taken without any offering, its
worth begins to fade.

Back then he had heard his father s words without
understanding them. But now, seeing his mother s
actions, his father s meaning returned to him with
sudden clarity. Holding the gourd in one hand and
slinging the bag with brinjal and radish over his
shoulder, Adauriya set out for Guru Uncle s house.
As soon as Adauriya reached Guru Uncle s doorway
and saw him, he said— I bow to you, Uncle. I
have come to know the answer of a question.

While Ilowering his gaze Guru chacha blessed
Adauriya, but he noticed the bag slung over
Adauriya s shoulder and the gourd in his hand.
His eyes lifted in surprise. It reminded him of an
old tradition long observed here. whenever one
received knowledge from someone, one would offer
a token of respect in return. Even Dronacharya
had taken Eklavya s thumb. Yet, another thought
stirred in his mind that if, in exchange for giving
something, one always received something in return,
if one taught only to be paid, then it became a
transaction. The gift of knowledge is the highest
of all gifts, and its sanctity remains only when it
is given freely, without taking anything in return.
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Otherwise, it turns into an act of buying and
selling.

Guru Uncle was still lost in his thoughts when
Adauriya entered the courtyard and placed the bag

of radishes and brinjal, along with the gourd, on
the eastern verandah, saying to Guru Uncle s wife—
Aunty, here is a gourd, and in the bag there
are brinjal and radishes. Please keep them.
Hearing this, Sarojini guessed at once that her
husband must have sent the boy, so she took them
silently without comment.

Returning to the doorway, Adauriya touched Guru
Uncle s feet in reverence. Guru Uncle reconised him
by his face that the boy was from Southern colony,
but he did not know exactly who he was, whose
son he might be, or what his name was. Without
knowing, he blessed him much as Ramananda
Swami had once said to Kabir—  Child, recite
Ram —Ram, saying— Be well, child. May you be
blessed.

Inviting Adauriya to sit before him with a gesture,
Guru Uncle watched as the boy sat down and
said— Uncle, I have come to ask you the answer
to a question.

Hearing this, Guru Uncle thought to himself that
he did not know the boy well, nor his true nature.
In such a case, how could he decide what kind
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of answer would be right for him ? The world
is what it is, full of both good and bad. If he
were to call bad what is good or good what is
bad, that too would not be right.

Caught in this uncertainty, Guru Uncle decided it
would be better to know the boy before answering
his question. So he asked—  Child, what is your
name 7

With the tone of a small child answering proudly,
Adauriya said—  Uncle, in school my name is
Adaurilal. My friends call me Adauri, and my
parents call me Adauriya.

Guru Uncle asked— Your father s name ?
Adauriya replied—  Sukhdev.

The moment Guru Uncle heard the name Sukhdev,
he recognised him. Sukhdev from Southern colony
was Adauriya s father. Guru Uncle had once given
Sukhdev a cow to tend. As long as the cow
remained in milk, Sukhdev kept coming to Guru
chacha s place. When the cow grew old and died,
that arrangement came to an end.

Guru Uncle asked— What is your question,
Adauri ?
Adaurilal said—  Uncle, the day after tomorrow

there will be a programme at our school. The
Education Minister will also be coming. All the
teachers and students of our school will be present.
There will be a seminar on the topic of World
Peace . The teachers will take part, and some
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students have also been given five minutes each to
speak. I am one of them, and I have come to
you for guidance.
Hearing the boy s question, Guru Uncle thought to
himself that the greatest scholars of the world have
pondered over this subject, and here was a child
wishing to speak on it. Yet he reminded himself
that even if the universe and the divine are infinite,
it does not mean a young mind cannot grasp them
in its own measure. In school, in the village, and
in the home, children constantly listen to and
absorb what their elders and teachers say.
Guru Uncle asked—  Son, which class are you
in 7
Adaurilal replied— I am in the ninth.
On hearing ninth class, Guru Uncle considered
what the boy s level might be. At least he would
have heard the seeds of greater thoughts. Hearing
is one thing, understanding another. Even if
Adaurilal might not yet fully comprehend the
subject, he had at least heard of it. Everyone
knows that knowledge 1is of two kinds. One is
verbal, and the other is practical. Verbal knowledge
comes first, and when it is put into action, it
becomes practical knowledge, which is the truest
form of learning.
Guru Uncle said— Son, do you understand the
two words world and peace 7
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Adaurilal was a straightforward boy. A child s

mind is simple by nature, and he was the son of
such parents and such a family where deceit and

intrigue had no place. His dealings and thoughts
were open and honest with everyone. Deceit and
manipulation creep into families where stomachs are
always full and business runs on a grand scale.

Adauriya said—  Guru Uncle, Master Sahib told us
that everyone will have to speak for five minutes

on the topic of world peace, so I have come to
you to understand what [ should say about it.
Hearing the boy s thought, Guru Uncle reflected
that what Adauriya said was indeed correct. As he
had heard from his teachers, so he understood,
and so he spoke. He could not be expected to
grasp that where each individual s life is filled
with unrest, bringing peace into the minds of all
the world s people is not child s play. If the hope
with which Adaurilal had come were not fulfilled,
the boy might leave in disappointment.

Guru Uncle asked—  Adaurilal, who all will be
present at the programme ?

Adaurilal replied— Uncle, the chief guest will be
the Honourable Education Minister. All the teachers
of the school will be there eleven in all along
with students from all four classes.

Hearing this, Guru Uncle thought to himself that
five minutes was hardly enough time. It was barely



fagg ¥32]| N9
the time taken to sip a cup of tea.
Guru Uncle said—  Adaurilal, any speech begins
with a salutation. Then comes the main subject,
the matter you have to discuss, and finally you
conclude your speech. So first tell me how you
will give the salutation.
Adaurilal said—  Guru Uncle, Master Sahib wrote
it on the board and had us all copy it.
Guru Uncle asked— What did he write 7
Adaurilal took out the piece of paper from his
pocket and began to read: Respected Honourable
Education Minister, Government of Bihar. Respected
Principal Sir, respected Ravindra Babu, Khushilal
Babu, Kedar Babu, Vimal Babu, Rudrachandra Babu,
Singheshwar Babu, and Shubhkant Babu. Along with
the present students and
Hearing this list of salutations, Guru Uncle realised
at once that nearly four of Adaurilal s allotted
five minutes would be spent just on greetings.
Adding his own suggestion, Guru Uncle said— Son,
add one more line at the end: In today s world,
unrest is the greatest problem of life. Without
peace in life, peace in the world cannot be
achieved.
By the time Adaurilal had finished writing, Guru
Uncle felt a quiet relief. Yet his mind told him
that on the subject of world peace, he should also
speak to Adaurilal directly. He asked again-—
Adaurilal, are you done, or do you wish to add
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more 7
Guru Uncle reflected that Adaurilal was still a
child. If he gave him more to write, especially

things whose meaning the boy could not understand,
the audience might simply conclude that the speech
had been copied from a book or dictated by

someone else. In that case, a third suspicion might
also arise. He decided it would be better to let
the written part remain as it was and explain
verbally what the world is and what peace is, thus
keeping his own conscience clear.

Adaurilal had no real sense of what five minutes
meant, how much could be spoken or done in that
time. He only felt vaguely that his speech was too
short. He said— Uncle, please add a little more.

Seeing the boy s curiosity, Guru Uncle felt not
displeasure but satisfaction. Displeasure would have
come only if the boy had been shirking work,
which he was not. The eagerness to learn was
alive in him, and that gave Guru Uncle contentment.
Smiling, he said—  Son, first listen carefully to
what I say. Later, if you feel like adding something
from your own thoughts, you may add much, as
you want.

This thought arose in Guru Uncle s mind for two
reasons. first, he could meet the measure of the
boy s curiosity without leaving him the impression
that his elder had been careless in guiding him;
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second, the deeper ideas 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—  Shall 1 hear it, Uncle ?

Guru Uncle said— What do you mean by the
word world 7 What is the world ?

Adaurilal replied—  The world means the earth
and all that is in it.

Hearing the answer, Guru Uncle smiled inwardly,
knowing that the boy was repeating exactly what
he had heard from people s lips and from his
books. He had no idea that the world is the
composite of three elements. Brahma, the soul, and
Maya. Brahma is the essence of knowledge and
bliss, the soul is the essence of life, and Maya is
the essence of action and manifestation. Together
they form the world.

In the same way, peace has its own nature. When
knowledge transforms into trust and grows, peace
is born in the human heart. That peace, as it
deepens and matures, becomes a state of profound
tranquillity .

Guru Uncle said— Adaurilal, you do not have a
watch, but there is one hanging on the wall. Look

at it, then read aloud the speech you have written.
From that you will know whether it fills five
minutes or not.

Hearing this, Adaurilal began to read. Being a
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child, 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 minutes had
been completely filled.

A=T YO editorial staff.videha @zohomail.in 7
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