parative literature and translation
studies together to create insights
into the reading of the texts and also
the methods of translations.
On the blurb of the book we find
written, “Trough a comparative study
of original passages and phrases in
literary texts along with their translated equivalents, she has followed a
multi-pronged strategy and has used,
as methodology, the comparative
analysis method.”
According to Narasimhan, “translation is a product of Difference”, hence
the act of translation becomes as unceasing negotiation of cultural difference.
Narasimhan
says,
“A
translation should sound and read
like a translation that is, like a rendering in another language. It should
have a bi-lingual note and fee.”
Apart of the six chapters,
Narasimhan has written by way of
an introduction (Introduction: Some
Approaches to Translation) her theories of the approaches to translation.
She says, “In addition to transliteration and transcreation, there is one
more approach possible to the task of
highlighting Difference that is incumbent on the translator. This approach, which I think, can be called
the creative juxtaposition or the creative aligning, of the two languages
comprising a translation”.
The first chapter (Chemmeen: Its
Passage through Three languages) of
the book is a study of the three translations of Sankara Pillai’s Chemmeenin
Tamil
(by
Sundara
Ramaswamy), Hindi (by BharatiVidyarthi) and English (by Narayana
Menon). To translate the original
Malayalam,
according
to
Narasimhan, the translator must be
able to grasp the ‘femininneorientation’ of the original. The translator’s,
‘prose has to rock with the pain and
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pleasure, the ethics and passions,
battling each other in Karuttama’s
(protagonist’s) sexual awakening.’
Mahasweta Devi’s story Rudali
which was adapted for stage perform-

About the Book
Hardcover: 165 pages
Publisher: SAGE Publications Pvt.
Ltd (January 24, 2013)
Language: English
ISBN-10: 8132109546
ISBN-13: 978-8132109549

ance by UshaGanguli is the focus of
the second chapter (Negotiating the
Language Divide) of the book. To
bring the best in the translation one
must feel the inner tether i.e., the
standing realities of the story. Also,
Narasimhan sees a role for the editors of translations to iron out the deficiencies in the translated language.
The third chapter (A Misleading
Simplicity)concerns
with
NirmalVerma’s Maya Darpan translated
by GeetaKapur. According to
Narasimhan, NirmalVerma’s Hindi is
deceptively simple; translating the
text without understanding the postmodern sensibilities of the text will
create pitfalls for the translator.
The fourth chapter (The Implications of Bilingualism) discusses Vijay
Tendulkar’s
Shantata!
Court
ChaalooAahey in its English translation (Silence! the Court is in Session).
Narasimhan says, “The language is
stage-y, in both the Hindi and the
English”...’a translation is primarily

considered at the lingual level, even
for saying that the lingual level be itself is not enough.”
The fifth chapter(The Road to Rebirth) begins by problematizing the
issue of who is the best judge of a
translation. Can it be done by someone who does not know the original?Narasimhan says that in that
case the language nearest to the original should be treated as touchstone.
P.S. Sadasivan’sTamil translation of
Samskara, U.R. Anantha Murthy’s
celebrated novel in Kannada and its
English translation by A. K. Ramnujan are discussed in the context.
Narasimhan does not know Kannada
and has used the Tamil version as
touchstone.
The sixth Chapter(The God of Small
Things: A Wrong Book to Translate)
treatsNeelabh’s Hindi translation of
Arundhati Roy’s The God of Small
Things as MamooliCheezonKaDevta.
According to Narasimhan, “The language of The God of Small Things is
overpowering. For the translator, this
strong, foregrounded presence of the
parent language creates problem.” “
The immediate effect on the translator of this thrust of language is that
it thwarts him from sufficiently distancing himself from it, and focusing
on the thought/thoughts behind it.
The euro-american perspective of
the demise of comparative literature
has always been questioned. The
questioning should have a particular
Indian edge. For a multilingual, multicultural context to survive, translation – in theory and in practice- has
to flourish. The tools of comparative
studies come handy. This is what this
book achieves – though at times subjectively – and in the process has
brought the art and craft of translation to theorise and respond to theories.
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In a poignant, heartwarming and evocative collection of
poems, Varsha Singh has ruffled heart beats and submerged the mind in a deluge of passionate verses—of
lines pure and lucid without the hampered matrix of form
or a forced schema. In the arteries of the Romantics, like
Chilean poet, Pablo Neruda, Varsha Singh has constructed a delightful tapestry of fine prose, marking
urges, longings, and convictions. However, in her Neoromantic approach to matters of the heart, she embraces
something more sublime in the tumultuous waves of passion shifting to and fro within a soft and dappled light,
dancing to the buoyancy of various human experiences.
In short, concise but open ended lines, the poet paradoxically explores themes marked by continuity regarding
human desires, yearnings for overwhelming aspects of the
passionate life. The conceit is unraveled in the potent figure-of-speech including personifications, similes and
metaphors of nature spawned by the imagination while
conjuring up various moods and feelings —as in “Remembrance,” where an animated memory creeps like the
earthworm crawling inside the heart of the ground.
Mysterious and inward is the way. Intuition is the voice
heard above reason, as the journey into the night appears
sometimes private and nostalgically revealing in one of
the poet’s most illuminating verses, “A Walk to remember
with you.” The imagery of a moonlit night may suggest a
vague knowledge of the path traveled by faith. Here, the
nuances of quiet moonlight set the mood for sentimental
recollections regarding companionship. The eroded longing for answers appears strikingly impressionable in the
poet’s clever play of words exemplified in the closing lines
of “Repressed Desires” where “waste land [appears] dying
to regain its lost Paradise.” Despite the sometimes desolate sublimity, “Sudden glare of Hope” breaks forth in
other words posing the question of growing love despite
the harsh terrain of human experiences—“If rocks can become jewels so why can’t the humans?” When the darkness turns to light, stars evince their brightness, and as
the “My Mighty Gulmohar” splashes its dashing color
across the sky, the poet is inspired to dream dreams of
grandeur.
This urge and eroded longing for meaningful restorations appear to strike a chord in the poet’s passionate call
for unconditional and universal awareness for a collective
state of one love in the fractured state of human innermost experience along an occasional mystical or sociopolitical plane. In verses like “Synonym-less” and “Waiting
for The Only Source,” a feeling of a spiritual union or the
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simultaneous juxtaposition of immanence and transcendence describes the Source. While in a verse; “Do Thou
Know Thy Nation?”-the poet has drawn our awareness to
matters of patriotism and political concerns toward an allinclusive society-in a nudge to go beyond color boundaries,
caste systems and perceptions of based on regionalism.
This, more meaningful state of the union, is likened to the
imagery of evergreen or the priceless value of a state perhaps flawed by preferred internal undercurrents.
The Deluge with Varsha” is delightfully refreshing and
sensational telling. The fragrance is soft and dainty especially in the rain as “flowers oozing charm drop crystals
on the ground and in my melted mind… every time you
come around,” said the poet. The pausing silence is occasionally broken by a “Dribbling…drizzling…[and] splashing around!” Then, shortly after the trickling rainfall, it
“billows me out with a great wave…[to] make another
rainfall,” the poet continued. Besides all, it’s the felt experience in the open lines most sublime that will transport her readers into the striking awakening in “The
Journey” where “The curtains of night budged,/The voice
of Dawn revealed/I stood gazing all awake/The journey of
darkness to day!”

About the book
Author- Varsha Singh
Deluges: A Collection of Poems.
New Delhi: GNOSIS, 2014.
ISBN 978-93-81030-68-4
Pages: 82, Price: 195/-
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In the beginning man was hermaphrodite, a man-tree carrying both fruit
and seed in the wake of it. But in a
masterstroke of evolution the tree fell,
its fruits fell off and the seeds spilled.
From the seeds came two separate entities, sex-wise, male and female, and
gender-wise, man and woman. They
were so different in body and mind
that without looking at each other,
soon went in opposite ways in desperation. But both soon suffered the desperation of a yearning to seek out the
other. This was love. Out of this desperation they sought fulfillment in the
other. But out of the same desperation
they were in perpetual flight, perpetually withdrawing from each other, in
perpetual disagreement. Man never
experienced such an aggravated sense
of Eros and Thanatos as in this twin
manifestation.
Or in the Garden of Eden man was
alone and lonely, so God created
woman from man’s rib bone to be his
partner; a partner in life and a partner in death; a partner in his rise and
in his fall; a partner in his glory and
in his shame. It was a divine bond beyond and at the same time around the
Forbidden Tree of consciousness, the
consciousness of good and evil. When
the forbidden tree bore fruit it was
woman who ate the fruit first, so she
also became capable of bearing fruit
and she gave the seeds to man to eat.
Or in the sacred grove of Nemi in ancient Rome there had been a golden
tree. Anybody breaking a branch of
this tree would have become a priestking. So the reigning priest-king had
to defend the tree from any challenger
aspiring to break a branch, by remaining on guard all the time and by
maintaining a round the clock vigil.
The power struggle or the blood conflict eventually got transformed into a
psychological conflict of ego and
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around the golden tree man and
woman were seen lurking in ambush.
Or in the Old Norse mythology there
is yggdrasil or the heaven-going tree
that acts like a stairway to heaven. Is
this tree a woman, capable of redeeming the fallen man?
Perhaps all these trees get connected in the surreal tree that Kiriti
Sengupta presents us in his latest
book The Reverse Tree which he describes as a crisis-management autobiographical
philosophy.
The
man-woman problematic leads him to
reverse the fallen man-tree towards
the original androgynousardhanariswarposition but he turns it upside down keeping in view the
contemporary gender issues to show
his reverse tree caught in a time
warp. He seems to probe into this
seemingly unending sex-dilemma
which is all too human to humanly decipher by changing the metaphor in
each chapter. The hypothetical, the
comic, the poetic, the physical, the
voyeuristic and the spiritual sides of
the same quest are recorded with a
human cry for compassion and a
human will to divine grace. One can
understand his anxiety in the question, “would you still like to consider
men as trees?” I once heard an educated lady saying that man was a
tree, the more stout the tree was the
more bliss your golden deer(read
‘woman’) would get by rubbing onto it.
If your tree is stout, as he claims in
the prologue, why all this bother is not
well understood. Here is his prologue:-

“my tree is stout,
well-developed
it refutes the gravitational pull
not always, you know…
my roots run
against the sap!”
However an uncertainty and a question of ‘life in death’ and ‘death in life’
are indicated as well in the prologue.

A non-stout tree is unsuitable for the
golden deer of magical forests and a
man is helpless except he turns into a
poet dreaming and churning out ‘poetree’ in his incapacity. Is a poet masculine or masculine enough to have a
smooth sailing? I have doubts. The
poet is a crucifix standing in wilderness of life awaiting the arrival of
meanings to purify his soul so that he
remains a spiritual martyr. Then why
this concern to keep the soul immaculate in the process of its ‘translation’
through life? The body must die for its
sins. So the soul must live by its own
virtue. The body is the bound of experience but it is transcended to keep
the soul intact. Is not the body as divine as the ‘sap’ through which your
‘roots’ penetrate? Then why only the
body is transgressed and violated just
because you have a false sense of
identity? Then what is an identity?
There is nothing truer than your true
being even when that gets deluded by
the golden deer of ‘becoming’. Then
why fear the false prophets, the‘editors’ of falsity and artificiality? The
body is immediate and contingent, the
soul distant but urgent. Body is pain,
blood, sweat, tears, guts(Clara); the
soul is an untouchable(the narrator).
The poet is a body, a failed body, a
spurned and violated body, a body reserved for post mortem (like the inspection of Clara’s suture) but it is a
body that redeems others, enables
others to have a soul. The poet is the
totemic ‘I’ without which life is meaningless.

I am sure that The Reverse Tree will
mark a turning point in the writer’s life
and art as evident from his serious and
engaging questions about the areas of life
not so well-lighted or clearly defined.
Hope he will continue his philosophical
quest towards enlightenment.
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Chandramohan’s language is simple and direct and he never attempts
to camouflage his strong feelings
which need to be expressed at its extreme. The poem “The Rape and
Murder of a Tribal Girl” is a brilliant
satire on the apolitical middleclass
which is controlled by the neoliberal
nexus of market forces and visual
media controlled by capitalists.
Here, a tribal girl’s death goes unnoticed as the media have clear prejudices which always result in
negligence towards the lowest strata
of our casteist society. The middleclass’s hitherto unseen enthusiasm
in their protest which was historic
after the Delhi gang rape case and
their continued silence after horrific
molestations and murders of Dalit
girls in other parts of the country is
scorned by the poet who sides himself with the underprivileged. In the
poem “Neo-Shambukas”, mythology
is invoked to bring into focus the
never ending saga of discrimination.
Indian mythology is infamous for its
partisan attitude towards the subaltern figures such as Ekalavya and
Shambuka. Chandramohan quite
adeptly draws parallel between the
present and the yore as Dalits, and
sexual minorities are yet to be recognized as part of the mainstream society. They languish at the bottom of
the social ladder deprived of justice,
equality and even basic amenities.
Warscape Verses” contains poems
such as “Wet Dreams of Damsels”
which is a clear indicator of the
poet’s unflinching stand on the issue
of gender and society. A Feminist
perspective is evident and in the
socio-cultural milieu of India, even
women need to be categorized as
Subalterns when taken into consideration our society’s patriarchal
value system which never treats
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women on par with men. The present world order, which is clearly
dominated and ruled by the capitalist forces, witnesses the pathetic scenario of nature being subjugated and
exploited for the proliferation of corporate enterprises. Chandramohan
flays Neo-liberalism and its market
driven policies which is clear act of
swindling that could pave the way
for the obliteration of natural resources. Poems such as “Let Them
Eat Pollution”, “Fire of Global Meltdown” indicate his deep concern and
anguish for the nature and mother
earth. The global police, omnipotent
capitalist messiah the United States
is severely condemned for its atrocities that span all across the world
and its global surveillance which is
an intrusion into the rights of people.
Chandramohan’s diction and choice
of images quite magnificently creates an aura where his thoughts are
conveyed to the readers with inimitable dexterity.
Marxism is a theory which has once
enchanted the entire world as the ultimate saviour but lost popularity
and charm as socio-political realities
were much more intricate to comprehend than the Marxists had thought
it to be. Poems like “Comrade: The
Pentecostal Preacher”, “Are You Still
Our Comrade” are sarcasm at its
best as it turns out to be an indictment of Marxism. Indian Marxists
failed miserably in their judgment of
India’s socio-cultural nuances as
class compulsions, carried over from
the western theoretical doctrines
clashed against India’s peculiar
Caste system which added to the erosion of popular support and confidence of Indian Communist parties.
Chandramohan ridicules their dogmatic rituals which deprived Indian
communists of a clear understanding

of Indian caste realities which
proved to be a major cause for their
decimation. “The umbilical cord of
her brother / Twisted around her
neck”, these lines send a shocking
wave across the readers’ spines as
the appalling reality of female infanticide is still continued unabated.
The pointed finger of the poet dares
the reader to look deep into his own
psyche to comprehend the grim scenario we found ourselves in.
Warscape Verses” is powerful
enough to disturb the reader and
bring him/her out of complacency
into the stark realities of our times.
Chandramohan is vociferous in his
appeal to bring into focus issues
which are intentionally neglected as
it goes against the unholy nexus of
the aristocracy and Capitalism. The
poet is pithiness personified and
often his style is reminiscent of the
great German playwright and poet
Bertolt Brecht who composed short
poems which are stuffed with immense social truths and messages.
Tribals, Dalits, Homosexuls continue
to be the outcastes of a Democratic
social setup which is sadly remains
an issue unresolved. Such sections
are always finding themselves at the
receiving end of the neoliberal agendas which glorify the mantra of “development at any cost” a farce to the
core. The poet sings their songs and
invites the rest to listen to those
voices and realize the ideological manipulations by the powerful sections
whom the State represents. Chandramohan finds a niche well suited
to him in the world of contemporary
poets and his astounding quality of
pronouncing the social truths loudly
makes “Warscape Verses” a book to
be read, dwelled upon and its themes
to be disseminated.
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It was in the year 1577 inside an encampment amid
piercing blizzard in Qandahar when a beautiful baby
girl was born to inscribe her name in the history of the
great Mughal Empire of India. She was named as
MehrUnNisa (sun among women) by her parents who
were the reversed fortuned Persian refugees in flight
towards the East to seek imperial favour from Emperor Akbar. Indian-American fiction writer InduSundaresan’s first ever novel ‘The Twentieth
Wife’(2002)deals with the magnificent life spanof this
new born baby girl who later became the Mughal Empress NurJahan through her second marriage with
Emperor Jahangir and truly ruledfrom behind the
throne, the first half of the 17th century Mughal
India.It is her journey from commonness to royal
hood.
The novel unfastens with the birth of MehrUnNisa
and proceeds through various happenings. Immediately after birth, her impecunious parents relinquished her, then her coming back to them by a
kindPersian gentleman who even took her father
Ghias Beg to the court of Akbar where Ghias was successful to manage an official post and resettled his
wretched family there in plenty. MehrUnNisa was exquisitely being brought up along with rest of her siblings. At the age of 9,she steppedwith her mother into
the Imperial Zenana to witness the first marriage of
prince Salim (later emperor Jahangir and her second
husband). There she eventually became dearie of
Ruqaiyya Sultan, the chief consort of Akbar. Nisafell
for Salim and started dreaming of becoming an empress. But destiny had planned differently and she
was betrothed to Quli Khan,a brave soldierby Akbar’s
wish. After her betrothal, one day she accidentally
metSalim and the latter got transfixed by her heavenly beauty. Nisa was stillslenderly hoping forher betrothal to be dismissed.After seeing her,Salim also
pleaded to Akbar to marryNisa. But it didn’t befall
and she was married toQuli Khan at theage of 17 and
was sent away with him to the distant Bengal.
Then passed 14 years. In the meantimeNisa got her
only child and gradually adjusted with her
marriage.On the other side the royal court witnessed
many treacheries, betrayals for the imperial power.
After Akbar’s death, Salim ascended to the
throne(1605) and renamed himself as Emperor Jahangir. He then murdering QuliKhan,brought Nisa
back to the royalzenana(1607) to serve as a lady-in-
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waiting to the dowager empress Ruqaiyya. But history
was to be made differently.4years later, disregardingvarious persuasion and deterrence, finally Jahangir
married MehrUnNisa (1611) at her age of 34 as his
twentieth and last wife and entitled her as NurMahal
(light of the harem) and then NurJahan (light of the
world). Thus MehrUnNisa completes her journey of
becoming an Empress. InduSundaresan here completes her novel too.
Induhas pursued her higher studies in Economics.
But her brilliant craftsmanshipseems of a History
scholar.She has vividly designed her novel introducing
cinematic qualities in it. The Mughal Court, its etiquettes, proprieties, the Emperor, his ministers, the
royal zenana, veiled empresses, concubines, eunuchs,
chaperones, the Mina bazaar, attires, jewelleries,
foods& beverages, amusements, royal entourages, the
court politics, harem intrigues,punishments, rewards,
betrayals, loyalties to the emperor, swift swiping of allegiances, the royal treasuries, imperial armies, trading, the society, religion,Agra, Lahore, Kabul,
FatehpurSikri, Mewar, andMehrUnNisa’s character;
all such descriptions are so much graphic and onomatopoeic that they come alive in front of our eyes and
take us back to a world that is aeons away when thesewere realities.
Indu’s wonderful narration gives the delightof a
fairytale. She has relied upon some historical facts,
legends, gossips, and her own imaginations to limn it.
Every layer of the novel unfolds with grandeur, dramas, turns and twists. The portrayal of Ruqaiyya:“Her
position in the zenana…lent her a calm demeanour,
an arrogance and a self assurance”. Salim’s first meeting with Nisa:“He stared at her, his gaze riveted.”Hisseveral conspiracies against Akbar:“Akbar’s personal
physician…and Salim remained closet for an hour.
Then the hakim left, carrying…gold mohurs.” Or
later“Capture the treasury and the empire would indisputably be his.”Political murderswere“A little accident, a small mishap”.Harem politics:“Your Majesty…
QutubuddinKoka…died at the hands of…Ali Quli”. In
parallel MehrUnNisa’smagnificent character is
drenched in different hues. She is “lovely as rubies,
beautiful as coral…all that and more”. She is audacious:“When will I be empress?” She is defiant:“but
you must remember your Highness…It’s only that he
calls the Empress “ma”.” She is temerarious:“She laid
soft kisses on his…cheekbones…” She is practical to
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Based on the backdrop of terrorism
in north eastern states and set in
2000s, the book makes an intelligent
start with an introduction to the very
concept of ‘north eastern sates’. I am
confident that many of us know nothing about this region except a few
names such as Shillong or Darjeeling
or Cheerapunji.
The author sets the mood and tone of
the story with a beginning laced with
familiarizing the readers with the region; its geographical and cultural aspects – both beautiful and majestic.
Then, she makes a twist and directs
the attention towards a social menace
– ‘Terrorism’. Yes, even these states
were also grief stricken with an ‘inside-outside’ war. Like Kashmir, the
youth were diverted towards the
wrong routes in the name of freedom.
Inadvertently, they stood against their
own men in dress, their countrymen –
their saviors. Within this gloomy situation prevails the uncertainty of homeland.
The author makes an attempt to
highlight the plight (the uncertainty)
of people in north east states through
the story of Kyndiah (SP in Policeforce) and Manbha (a ‘so-called’ freedom fighter). She sensitizes on the
aspect that how war, which the people
claim to fight, becomes senseless, thus,
seeking freedom from undesired
bondage.
The characters are really strong and
they are not merely the protagonists of
the story rather they are the faces to
the numerous thoughts and the mindsets of people out there!Kyundiah is a
result-oriented and committed police
officer who has left behind his family
to serve his country. He heads his team
and cares about his men like his own
family. Contrastingly, is Manbha, who
is actually a young blood vouching for
responsibility, belongingness and
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recognition (just like any other young
lad) but unknowingly, becomes a committed member of an outfit group, and
is set on a mission.
She balances the story by incorporating the media outlook in the equation.
She touches upon how media probes
deeper into the issues but glorifies the
plight. Indeed, a perfect example of
shallow journalism. Starting from the
blocked roads of Shillong, it traverses
through India-Bangladesh border,
Meghalaya and it ends up in openness
of Church, located in Jowai, Meghalaya.
Reading this novel was a perception
changing experience for me. It made
me re-think if we should ever try to
justify why terrorist groups are growing? It was frightening to learn how we
(we all) debate about terrorism on a
global scale but actually we have NO
IDEA of what is happening in our own
state. How the influencers make use of
‘Fight for freedom’ and ‘terrorism’interchangeably for their own benefit at
the cost of the commoners. What runs
in the minds while performing inhumane tasks?
Read the story to learn how these issues affect the lives of the commons
and the culprits alike and how the author suggests an alternate approach in
the voice of Emika! Who is she? A
Freedom fighter or a terrorist? The uncertainty prevails!

About the book
Ri – Homeland of Uncertainity –
“People from this state sacrificed their
lives for the sake of freedom for India
but who knows about them? These selected chronicles of selected parts of
the country, India, has always excluded us, and it hasn’t become selfsufficient yet. For half a century,
independent India has only waited for
some miracle to happen… and you still

have hope?”
Trapped in the limbo between ideology and conscience, Manbha finds
himself part of a terror outfit. An unexpected opportunity, anger, squalor
and disillusionment –followed by
armed combat and injury lead to the
soul – searching that form the substance of this moving tale.

About the Author
Born in Shillong,many moons ago,
with schooling at Loreto Convent, and
an English Honors from St. Edmunds
Collage, Paulami started her career
with ‘All India Radio Shillong’. She
wrote and also gave her voice to a few
shows there. Later, she came down to
Kolkata and got a post graduate degree in Comparitive Literature from
Jadavpur University. She had also
taken a fancy to learning Spanish, but
today confesses that she has forgotten
most of it.
In the past, she has written for ‘The
Times of India’ in the ‘Guwahati –
Shillong Plus’ edition and also ‘The
Shillong Times’. Television had always
attracted her and was connected to the
Bangla TV industry for about 6 years.
She was associated with ETV –
Bangla, Akash Bangla and Sony Aath
in this period.
Having left her day job in 2012,
Paulami took up full time writing. Her
first novel ‘Pinjar’ released in early
2012. She has also contributed to
‘Minds@work’ anthology in 2013. Her
second novel ‘Unplanned Destiny’ released in 2014. She is also the screenplay writer of the National Award
winning film – Ri Homeland of Uncertainty.
When she is not writing or watching
movies, Paulami is either reading biographies or classic pieces of literature. Cricket, food, cinema, books and
music are an integral part of her life.
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Poetry may not always reveal all to
you, but it must ring in a kind of feeling that evokes reaction in the
reader’s mind. The reader is left to
interpret the colors, shadows and
finer strokes of the brush on the canvas. ‘The Glass Flower,’ a selection of
51 poems by Ramakanta Das, provides food for thought and a feeling
of satisfaction. He is a master craftsman who plays with ideas bedecked
with words and challenges the readers.
‘The Grass Flower’ by its subtle
title, is bereft of any self-aggrandizement: it is the humblest natural creation, but poets can rightfully claim
‘To see a world in a grain of
sand/And a heaven in a wild flower.’
It’s advantageous to lie low and
record your observations of the world
around.
The collection is an autobiography
– an ‘autobiography of a heart’ as we
find in one of the poems – or is it the
‘unfinished autobiography’ or the
‘unnamed autobiography’ as claimed
elsewhere? A poet cannot pen an autobiography that has an end to itself
– it must carry on with newer
thoughts. And so it is: ideas,
thoughts, emotion, wit and logic are
intertwined with words to make
each of these poems.
The language of his poetry, Ramakanta writes, is the silent language of the heart:/a language
devoid of any grey matter/and philosophical hues.
(Soliloquy of my poem)
Still, the simple, unencumbered
language carries the weight of great
philosophical thoughts. He takes
upon himself to examine and explore
human existence in a very nonchalant way. It verges on the ‘theatre of
the absurd’:
Quite often i find it funny/and
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deeply ridiculous/to un-knot and
tidy/the same beatenmoments/that
lie like a heap of tangled
threads/with no visible beginning or
end. (Autobiography)
His wit never fails him: it adds to
the spontaneity of his words. You
cannot but love the man who has the
courage to bare his heart open and
learn the hard way:
And he further added,
“These curls of steam are cycles/of
birth and death,/you didn’t know”?
I said, “No, i didn’t know,/now that
you said,/I know.”(Ah! You didn’t
know?)
Life is an Enigma: the Alpha of life
melts into the Omega of death. Is
there anything left? The sensitive
soul cannot but ponder whether its
whole existence is meaningless. The
poet makes minute observations on
life, death and rebirth; yet he does
not part with his intrinsic positivity.
‘A cluster of fireflies’ draws a visible
curtain between the living being and
the dead, but unlike Emily Dickinson’s famous fly that moved “With
blue, uncertain, stumbling buzz/Between the light and me” until she
“could not see to see,” Ramakanta is
thrilled all over again/by the warm
breath/of
an
imminent
ecstasy,/heralding my rebirth.
(Rebirth)
He picks up the oft-repeated imagery of shadow to portray death but
moulds them in a more nuanced language. The sheer optimism and his
realization can only be examined in
the philosophical realm; the poetic
vision cannot be lost:
Strangely enough,/the urge to come
out of the shadow/has given way to a
desire/to languish in it.
It may seem to be part of ‘romanticization of death’, as the great Romantics had long claimed, but his

unflinching faith in the ‘light divine’
makes things different. He is more
akin to the Sufi philosophy of death
than the western thoughts on death:
I look forward to/a splendid metamorphosis/of the shadow like the
one/under the great Peepal for a
shaft of light divine/that enlightens
the universe.(Shadow)
The poetic play of life’s chiaroscuro
continues in other poems. While he
cares less for the life-giving rays of
Sun, he does not forget “to keep the
shadow in good humour.” The logic is
more metaphysical:
for, i know the shadow alone/has
the celestial potential/to eclipse the
Sun.(Sun and Shadow)
He confronts the Enigma in a sort
of submission and rare revelation
and it completes the cycle: no
more/can i differentiate between the
hue/of the rising and the setting
sun,/for they look so similar/against
a dissimilar horizon.(When Horizon
closes in)
Some of the poems in the collection
seem weaker and weather-beaten
(“Please...,” “Remember Me”) but
words of wisdom cloaked in masterly
imagery, transferred epithets and
mythical allusions will ever be remembered - “They'll never fail you,”
as the poet rightfully claimed in the
preface:
Time crawling/like a soiled
infant/on the earthen floor/of their
neighbour’s courtyard.(Time)
The eternal wind/tells me the timeless saga/of its grand entry/through
the decorated portico/and a definite
exit/through the back door. (The
Wind)
The chest torn apart,/the wheel of
arrogance/submerged under a bloody
bog/and
the
royal
thigh
broken.(Draupadi)
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Every book carries its own distinct
tone!
Red Seeps has got the tonality of a
morning breeze on a pristine beach!
You hear the fresh breath of the gentle wind – rising off the emerald sea
and moving towards the shore like a
minor Grecian deity – humming, caressing and playful, rollicking around
the white beach, altering our P-o-V
(point of view) of the dull surroundings. The entire natural experience
can be pretty transformative in itself,
very much like the new writings that
renovate ways of seeing and recording
existentialist angst and euphoria in
urban centers and render the whole
process of living in a novel manner.
Often, in the field of arts, youthful
energies inaugurate fresh perspectives on traditional forms and reinterpret them for the contemporary
audiences in their lingo.
And, through the act of writing,
opens up fresh vistas!
In the 109-page Red Seeps, the
Karachi-based science graduateturned-research-scholar in English
Sadia Riaz Sehole does that only by
starting a dialogue with the world via
short and lyrical poems.
The offerings seamlessly move from
the intensely personal to almost elegiac to romantic to moody and occasionally Plathian in its sad
commentary on the realities of a
world restrictive for a talented and
sensitive female author.
Sadia is able to distill a variety of
experiences into a feminine, graceful
language, syntax and idiom that is
stunning in its overall impact and
aesthetic effect.
Her style borders on simplicity – the
hallmark of good poetry.
In stark terms, the poet declares:
Neither look too good
Nor talk too wise.
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I am who I am
Though I strive to improve. (Me, p.
2)
This declaration is a counter to narcissism of the FB poetry. It is an affirmation of faith in the unceasing
process of improvement achieved
after shedding the ego. Sadia
throughout comes across as an honest
voice searching for truths and self-realization via poetry.
In another moving poem – a tribute
to parents, she announces her core
belief: At best, I can show my feelings/
Through my feeble words. (Poem to
my parents, p6)
Red Seeps is full of vitality and
vigour and innocence. It is a superb
documentation of varied encounters
with a world that has not yet become
skeptical for its young inhabitant.
The continual feeling evoked is that
of wonder. Familiar emotions and relationships are creatively explored in
many of the poems in a subtle way.
Take this as an illustrative example:
Bound by precious threads
Of blood and warm sentiments
Woven close to each other. (Family
tapestry, p10)
This is a heart-felt little ode to familial bonds and captures the closeness in three lines of intense devotion
and minimalism. Only a gifted
woman can compose such a lovely
tribute. Then this moving one:
Before the trust rusts
Before the heart bursts
Before I’m torn
Before I’m worn
I wish to die… (I wish to die…p.15)
The same morbid mood is echoed
here:
Each day, treading
On burning broken glass
Drenched in sewat
Devoured by agony and pain

A soap opera set in hell
Arteries slit open for a world to see
Running a marathon without a
marker for end
Immune no more to pain
Priceless tears drying…
Inconsolable and insane
I picked up the pen
And here red seeps… (Red seeps, p.
24)
The collection of poems is real remarkable for their innate beauty and
heightened awareness about pain and
creativity felt by the greats like Woolf
and Plath. These competently crafted
poems are linguist pearls that delight
and uplift the reader – like the fresh
breath of breeze on a pristine beach.
You feel inner harmony and get the
underlying message that for the synthesizing mind of a poet, every feeling, mood, emotion and object –
including pain – remain an inexhaustible source of inspiration.
These are poems that are going to
linger on, long after you have finished
reading them. A brilliant writer Sadia
Riaz Sehole arrives in the world of poetry and is here to stay on the basis of
her sheer skills. She has an ear for
the right word and is able to create
powerful images that speak directly
to a yearning heart.
Red Seeps is a very well-illustrated
book with a perceptive foreword by
the noted Indian poet Vinita Agrawal.
Its production value is very high. It is
more of a great objet d'art where poetry and images are mutually supportive, merge and become a startling
fusion of different media; it is an inspiring dialectics of image-text-visual
for a connoisseur. For that also, both
the poet and publisher need to be
complimented. They have together
produced a very beautiful book, part
poetry, part art.
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ÛææÚU¹´Ç ·Ô¤ Øéßæ ·¤çß ÚUæãéÜ ÚUæÁðàæ ·Ô¤ ÂýÍ×
·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ÒçâÈ¤ü ƒææâ Ùãè´Ó ·¤ô ÂÉ¸Ùæ °·¤ °ðâð
§´ÎýÁæÜ âð ãô·¤ÚU »éÁÚUÙæ ãñ, çÁâ·¤æ ÚU¿æß ßð SßØ´
·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´ ¥õÚU ©â×ð´ ÌÕ Ì·¤ »ãÚUð È¤¡âÌð ¥õÚU Ï¡âÌð
¿Üð ÁæÌð ãñ´ ÁÕ Ì·¤ ©‹ãð´ Øã ÕôÏ Ùãè´ ãôÌæ ç·¤
¥Õ ©Ù·¤æ Î× ƒæéÅUÙð Ü»æ ãñ ¥õÚU ÌÕ ßð ©âð ÙC
·¤ÚUÙð ·Ô¤ ¥çÖÂýæØ âð ·¤ô§ü ¥æŸæØ Øæ ·¤ô§ü ÌÚU·¤èÕ
Éê´É¸Ùð ·¤æ ÂýØæâ ·¤ÚUÙð Ü»Ìð ãñ´Ð ·¤çß ·¤æ Øã
§´ÎýÁæÜ Îé¹ô´ ·¤æ ãñ, Áô ·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ·Ô¤ ¥æÚU´Ö
âð ¥´Ì Ì·¤ âæÍ-âæÍ ¿ÜÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU ·¤Öè-·¤Öè
Ìô Øã ×ãâêâ ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤ô çßßàæ ·¤ÚU ÎðÌæ ãñ ç·¤ ßã
SßØ´ Öè Îé¹ âð çßÜ» Ùãè´ ãôÙæ ¿æãÌæ €UØô´ç·¤
©âð ©â Îé¹ ×ð´ Öè °·¤ Âý·¤æÚU ·¤æ âé¹ ç×ÜÙð Ü»æ
ãñÐ ·¤çß ·Ô¤ ãè àæŽÎô´ ·¤ô ÎéãÚUæ°¡ Ìô, ÒÌé)ãæÚUð ƒæÚU
·¤è ×é´ÇðÚU ÂÚU/Øã Îé¹ ãè ÕñÆæ ãñ ·¤õßæ ÕÙ/Áô ÁÌæ
ÚUãæ ãñ/¥æÙð ßæÜæ ãñ ·¤ô§ü âé¹/........€UØæ §ÌÙæ
âÕ ·¤éÀ/â´Öß ãñ/Îé¹ ·Ô¤ çÕÙæÐÓ (Îé¹ ·Ô¤ çÕÙæ)
Øãæ¡ Øã çß¿æÚU ç·¤Øæ Áæ â·¤Ìæ ãñ ç·¤ §Ù
·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ÂçÚUÖæçáÌ Îé¹ ·ñ¤âæ ãñ? €UØæ ßã
¥æˆ×ÂèÇ¸æ âð ©ÂÁæ ãñ Øæ ·¤çß ·¤ô Øã ÕôÏ ãô
¿é·¤æ ãñ ç·¤ ÁèßÙ ×ð´ Îé¹ ãè Îé¹ ãôÌæ ãñÐ Øæ çÈ¤ÚU
ßã Øã â´Îðàæ ÎðÙæ ¿æãÌæ ãñ ç·¤ Ù·¤æÚUæˆ×·¤ ¿èÁô´
×ð´ Öè ç·¤âè Ù ç·¤âè Âý·¤æÚU ·¤è â·¤æÚUæˆ×·¤Ìæ
¥´ÌçÙüçãÌ ãôÌè ãñ, Áñâæ ç·¤ ©â·¤è Îô ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´Ò¥âé´ÎÚU ·¤æ âõ‹ÎØüÓ ¥õÚU Ò¥‘Àð ÎôSÌô´ ·Ô¤ ÕæÚUð
×ð´Ó-×ð´ SÂC ãñÐ Îé¹ô´ âð ·¤çß ·Ô¤ Ü»æß ·¤æ °·¤
¥õÚU ·¤æÚU‡æ çÙ)ÙçÜç¹Ì Â´çQ¤Øô´ ×ð´ ©fæçÅUÌ ãôÌæ
ãñ-ÒÎé¹ ãô âæÍ/Ìô âé¹ ·¤è €UM¤ÚUÌæ¥ô´ âð/Õ¿ð
ÚUã â·¤Ìð ãñ´ ¥æÂÓÐ (Îé¹ ·¤æ âæÍ)
ç·¤âè Öè ·¤çß ·¤æ ÚU¿Ùæ-â´âæÚU ™ææÙæÁüÙ ·¤è
ÂýçR¤Øæ ·Ô¤ âæÍ çß·¤çâÌ ãé§ü ÁèßÙ-ÎëçC ¥õÚU
¥æˆ×æÙéÖßô´ ·Ô¤ ÜØ âð çÙç×üÌ ãôÌæ ãñÐ §â â´»ýã
×ð´ â´·¤çÜÌ ·¤éÜ âžæÚU ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ âð ç·¤âè ×ð´
Öè ©â·¤è â)Ø·¤ ÎëçC ·Ô¤ ÕæÚUð ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü â´Îðã Ùãè´
ãôÌæÐ Áãæ¡ Ì·¤ ©Ù·Ô¤ ¥ÙéÖßô´ ·¤æ âßæÜ ãñ, Ìô
ßð ×éØÌÑ ÌèÙ ÂÇ¸æßô´ âð »éÁÚUÌð ãé° ¥ÂÙè ÚUæã
ÕÙæÌð ÁæÙ ÂÇ¸Ìð ãñ´-Âýð×, ÕæÁæÚU ¥õÚU ¥æŸæØ ·¤è
¹ôÁ (¥Íßæ â´ƒæáü)Ð
°·¤ SÍæÙ ÂÚU, ÒÎðßÎæâ ¥õÚU ×ÎÚU §´çÇØæ Áñâè
çÈ¤Ë×ô´ ·Ô¤/Ù ÕÙ ÂæÙð ·¤æ ÿæôÖÓ (·¤ô§ü Ìô ãô)
Âý·¤ÅU ãôÌæ ãñ Ìô ã×ð´ Øã ÂêßæüÖæâ ãô ÁæÌæ ãñ ç·¤
·¤çß ·¤è Âýð×-·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ (Áô ç·¤ â´»ýã ×ð´ ’ØæÎæ
â´Øæ ×ð´ ×õÁêÎ ãñ´) ×ð´ °·¤ ·¤‹ÅþæSÅU ·¤è ÚU¿Ùæ ãôÙð
ßæÜè ãñÐ Áãæ¡ ÎðßÎæâ ·¤æ Âýð× °·¤ âêÈ¤è ·¤Üæ×
·¤è §Ù Â´çQ¤Øô´ ·¤ô Âý×æç‡æÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ ç·¤
Øð çÕÁÜè ßô ãñ çÁâ ƒæÚU Âð ç»ÚUð ¹æ·¤ ·¤ÚUðÐ
ßãè´ Ò×ÎÚU §´çÇØæÓ Îæ)ÂˆØ ¥õÚU Âé˜æ-Âýð× ·¤ô °·¤
ÙØæ ¥æØæ× ÎðÌð ãé° â×æÁ ·Ô¤ çÜ° ¥æˆ×æãéçÌ
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·¤æ °·¤ ×æÙ·¤ »É¸Ìæ ãñÐ §â â´»ýã ·¤è Âý×ð -·¤çßÌæ°¡
§Ù ÎôÙô´ âð ãÅU·¤ÚU ãñ´Ð §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ÉðÚU âæÚUè
¥Âðÿææ°¡ ·¤è »§ü ãñ´Ð Áãæ¡ °·¤ ¥ôÚU ·¤çß ÎéçÙØæ ·¤è
âÕâð âé‹ÎÚU S˜æè âð Âýð× ·¤ÚUÌð ãé° Ò·Ô¤ßÜ ¥õÚU
·Ô¤ßÜ Âýð× ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤è §‘Àæ Âý·¤ÅU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñÓ (¥æÁ
§â ÌÚUã), ßãè´ ÎêâÚUè ¥ôÚU ¥ÂÙð Âý×ð ·¤ô §â Âý·¤æÚU
ÂçÚUÖæçáÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ,
×ñ´ Ìé×âð §âçÜ° Ùãè´ Âýð× ·¤ÚUÌæ ç·¤/×ñ´ Ìé)ãæÚUð Âýð×
×ð´ ¥´Ïæ ãô Áæª¤¡/ÕçË·¤ §âçÜ° ·¤ÚUÌæ ãê¡ ç·¤/Õ¿è
ÚUãð ×ðÚUè ¥æ¡¹ð´ ¥´Ïè ãôÙð âð/§â Õð×éÚUõŽÕÌ ßQ¤ ×ð´Ó
(Âýð× ×ð´ §‘Àæ°¡)Ð
ÂÌæ Ùãè´ €UØô´ ×éÛæð §â ·¤çßÌæ ·¤ô ÂÉ¸Ìð ãé°
ÕæË×èç·¤ ·Ô¤ ÚUæ×æØ‡æ ·¤æ ßã Âýâ´» ØæÎ ¥æ »Øæ
ÁÕ ÚUæß‡æ ·¤ô ×æÚUÙð ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ ÚUæ× ·Ô¤ ¥æÎðàæ ÂÚU
âèÌæ ·¤ô ÖÚUè âÖæ ×ð´ ÜæØæ ÁæÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU âèÌæ ·¤ô
â´ÕôçÏÌ ·¤ÚUÌð ãé° ÚUæ× ·¤ãÌð ãñ́ ç·¤ Ìé× Øã â×ÛæÙð
·¤è ÖêÜ ×Ì ·¤ÚUÙæ ç·¤ ×ñ´Ùð §ÌÙð Ÿæ× °ß´ ÂýØæâ âð
ÚUæß‡æ ·¤ô Ìé)ãæÚUð çÜ° ×æÚUæ ãñÐ ×ñ´Ùð Ìô ¥ÂÙð ·¤éÜ
·Ô¤ â)×æÙ ·¤è ÚUÿææ ·Ô¤ çÜ° §ÌÙð ¹ÌÚUð ©Ææ° ãñ´
¥õÚU §âçÜ° Öè ç·¤ ÚUæ× ·¤è ÖæØæü ·¤æ ¥ÂãÚU‡æ
ç·¤Øæ »Øæ ¥õÚU ÚUæ× ¿éÂ ÕñÆæ ÚUã »Øæ, °ðâæ ·¤ô§ü
Ùãè´ ·¤ã Âæ°Ð
ÚUæãéÜ ÚUæÁðàæ ·¤è Âýð×-·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ßç‡æüÌ Âýð× ·¤æ
°·¤ ¹æ¡¿æ ãñ çÁâð çÙ)ÙçÜç¹Ì Â´çQ¤Øô´ ×ð́ Öè Îð¹æ
Áæ â·¤Ìæ ãñ,
ÍôÇ¸æ ÕãéÌ ¥»ÚU ÖêÜ-¿ê·¤ ãô Áæ°/Ìô ÍôÇ¸æ
Çæ´ÅU,ð ÍôÇ¸æ ×æÈ¤ ·¤ÚU/´ð ·¤Öè ãæÚU-´ð ÅUÅê U´ð Ìô/×Ù ×ð´ ©„æâ
ÖÚUð´/çÁÌÙæ ãñ ·¤× Ùãè´/×Ù ×ð´ Øã ¥æâ
ÏÚUð´/..................ã×æÚUæ ÁèßÙ ÕôÛæ Ù ãô ÏÚUÌè
ÂÚU/Â»-Â» °ðâð ÕÉ¸ð´/¿æãÌæ ãê¡ °·¤ ÎêÁð ·¤ô ã×
°ðâð ßÚUð´ÓÐ (°·¤ ¥ÙæÏéçÙ·¤ Âý‡æØ-çÙßðÎÙ)Ð Øã
¥çÖÃØçQ¤ ·¤çß ·Ô¤ çÜ° ÖÜð ãè ¥ÙæÏéçÙ·¤ ãô,
×éÛæð Ìô Øã âô¿-çß¿æÚU ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ ç·¤Øæ »Øæ ©žæÚU
¥æÏéçÙ·¤ Âýð× ·¤æ ¥æÖæâ ÎðÌè ãñÐ ·¤çß ·¤è §â
Sßè·¤ëçÌ ·Ô¤ ÕæßÁêÎ ç·¤ Òç·¤âè ßëhæ ·Ô¤ çÜ° Õâ
·¤è âèÅU ÀôÇ¸Ùð âð Üð·¤ÚU/ÁM¤ÚUÌ ·Ô¤ ×éÌæçÕ·¤/ÚU´»¥ô-ÕØæÙ Ù ÕÎÜ ÂæÙð Ì·¤/·¤ãè´ Öè Ù ãô â·¤æ
ÃØæßãæçÚU·¤Ó (Sßè·¤æÚUÌæ ãê¡ ×ñ´), °·¤ ÎêâÚUè ·¤çßÌæ
×ð´ ©â·¤è ÆðÆ ÃØæßãæçÚU·¤Ìæ (Øæ ¥çSÍÚUßëçžæ)
Âý·¤ÅU ãô ãè ÁæÌè ãñ-ÒÕâ ØæÎ ¥æ§ü´ Ìé×
¥õÚU/ÕÚUßàæ ÖêÜæ Ìé)ãð´/ÎæÜ ÚUôÅUè ·¤è ç¿´Ìæ¥ô´ ×ð´
ÁÕ ·¤Öè ¿æãæ Ìé)ãð´ È¤ôÙ ·¤M¤¡/ÕêÍ Ì·¤ Áæ·¤ÚU
ÜõÅU ¥æØæ/Ìé)ãæÚUè ¥æßæÁ âð ·¤ãè´ ’ØæÎæ ÁM¤ÚUè
Ü»ð/ÁðÕ ·Ô¤ Îô L¤ÂØð (©â ÌÚUã Ìô çÕË·¤éÜ Ùãè´)Ð
×ñ´Ùð âéÙæ ãñ, Âýð× (·¤è ¥Üõç·¤·¤Ìæ) ×ð´ ÕæãÚU âð
·¤ô§ü ¥æßæÁ âéÙÙð ·¤è ÃØ»ýÌæ çÕË·¤éÜ ãè Üé# ãô
ÁæÌè ãñÐ §â×ð´ ¥æßæÁð´ ÖèÌÚU âð ©ÆÌè ãñ´ ¥õÚU
¿ñÌ‹Ø ¥õÚU ×èÚUæ ·¤ô âñ·¤Ç¸ô´ ßáü ÕæÎ, °·¤ Âñâð

¹¿ü ç·¤° çÕÙæ ãè âéÙæ§ü Îð ÁæÌè ãñ´Ð §â ·¤çßÌæâ´»ýã ·¤è Öêç×·¤æ ×ð´ Âýçâh âæçãˆØ·¤æÚU Ù´Î ç·¤àæôÚU
¥æ¿æØü Ùð °·¤ SÍæÙ ÂÚU çÜ¹æ ãñ ç·¤ Øð ·¤çßÌæ°¡
ÒÎñçã·¤ âõ´ÎØü ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ ¥æ·¤áü‡æ ·¤æ ¥çÌR¤×‡æ
·¤ÚUÌè ãé§ü °·¤ çßEæâæÙéÖß ¥ÍæüÌ ÙñçÌ·¤ çÚUàÌð
·Ô¤ ÕôÏ ×ð´ Ìžæ÷ßæ´ÌçÚUÌ ãôÙð ·¤è ÂýçR¤Øæ ¥çÏ·¤
Ü»Ìè ãñ´ÓÐ ×ðÚUæ ×æÙÙæ ãñ ç·¤ ÙñçÌ·¤Ìæ ·Ô¤ ×æÙÎ´Ç
â×æÁ mæÚUæ çÙç×üÌ ç·¤° ÁæÌð ãñ´; ÁÕç·¤ Âýð× ·¤è
Ùñâç»ü·¤Ìæ ¥â´çÎ‚Ï ãôÌè ãñ ¥õÚU §âèçÜ° ÎôÙðæ´
°·¤ ÎêâÚUð ·Ô¤ çÜ° ·¤âõÅUè ·¤æ ·¤æ× Ùãè´ ·¤ÚU â·¤ÌðÐ
×éÛæð Øã Öè ×ãâêâ ãôÌæ ãñ ç·¤ àææØÎ §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´
×ð´ ©ÂçSÍÌ Âýð× ×ð´ Ì×æ× ¥Âðÿææ¥ô´ ¥õÚU §‘Àæ¥ô´
·Ô¤ ÕæßÁêÎ, §‹ãè´ ¥Âðÿææ¥ô´ ¥õÚU §‘Àæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ·¤æÚU‡æ
Âýð× ·¤æ ÂçÚU‡ææ× ¥â´Ìôá ¥õÚU Îé¹ ¥õÚU ¥Ìëç# ×ð´
ãôÌæ ãñ - (v) ÒÂýð× ×ð´ ã× °ððâð â×Ø ·¤ô/Áè ÚUãð
ãôÌð ãñ´/Áô ·¤Öè Ùãè´ ¥æÌæ ÁèßÙ ×ð´ÓÐ (w) Ò×ñ´
°·¤ °ðâè ¥õÚUÌ ·¤ô ŒØæÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãê¡/Áô °·¤ ÎÚUÌ
ãñ çÁâ·¤è Àæ¡ã ×ð´ ÕñÆÌæ ãê¡/Ìô ÏêÂ ×ð´ ÛæéÜâ ÛæéÜâ
ÁæÌæ ãê¡Ó (×ñ´ °·¤ °ðâè ¥õÚUÌ âð ŒØæÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ãê¡)Ð
ÁæçãÚU ãñ ç·¤ ÚUæãéÜ ÚUæÁðàæ ·¤è Âýð× ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´
×õÙ ÂÚU àæôÚU ¥õÚU àæÌð´ü ¥õÚU °·¤ âè×æ Ì·¤ ÕÇ¸ÕôÜæÂÙ
ÖæÚUè ÂÇ¸Ìæ ãñÐ §Ù×ð´ §â Öæß ·¤æ Öè ¥Öæß ãñ ç·¤
Âýð× ·¤è ¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ×ð´ Öè âÈ¤ÜÌæ çÀÂè ãô â·¤Ìè
ãñÐ §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ Âýð× ·¤è ¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ÂÚU ÿæôÖ
Âý·¤ÅU ç·¤Øæ »Øæ ãñ ¥õÚU §â ¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ·¤æÚU·¤
·Ô¤ M¤Â ×ð´ ÕæÁæÚU ·¤ô ç¿çqÌ ç·¤Øæ »Øæ ãñ,-ÒÌé)ãð´
·¤ô§ü ã·¤ Ùãè´/ç·¤ Âýð× Ù ãæÅU çÕ·¤æØ/·¤æ ÂæÆ
ÂÉ¸æ¥ô/¥õÚU ¹éÎ ãæÅU-ÕæÁæÚUô´ ×ð´/¹Ç¸ð ãô Áæ¥ôÓ
(Ìé)ãð´ ·¤ô§ü ã·¤ Ùãè´)Ð
ßSÌéÌÑ Øã ÕæÁæÚUßæÎ ãè ãñ, çÁâð §â ·¤çßÌæâ´»ýã ·¤è Ü»Ö» âÖè ·¤çßÌæ°¡ ¥ÂÙæ çÙàææÙæ
ÕÙæÌè ãñ´ ¥õÚU çÁâ ÕæÁæÚU ·¤ô Øð ·¤çßÌæ°¡ ¥ÂÙæ
SÍæØè àæ˜æé ×æÙÌè ãñ´, ©â·¤è §‹ãð´ âãè Âã¿æÙ ãñ,
Ò°·¤ çÎÙ âæÌ â×´ÎÚU ÂæÚUÓ âð ¥æØæ °·¤
ÃØæÂæÚUè/¥õÚU Õð¿ »Øæ ã×æÚUð ãæÍô´/»ôÚUæ ãôÙð ·¤è
Öê¹/......... °·¤ çÎÙ ã× Õð¿ ¥æ° ¥ÂÙð ÎôÙô´
ãæÍ/¥õÚU ÕÎÜð ×ð´ ¹ÚUèÎ Üæ°/»ÚUèÕ ·¤ô ¥õÚU »ÚUèÕ
ÕÙæÙð ·¤è Ì·¤Ùè·¤/ã×æÚUè Öæáæ ×ð´ ÜõÅUè
â´ßðÎÙæ/çß™ææÂÙ ·¤è Öæáæ ÕÙ·¤ÚU °·¤ çÎÙ/°·¤
çÎÙ Õ‘¿ô´ ·Ô¤ âÂÙð ×ð´/ÂçÚUØæ¡ »§ü´ ×ÚU/.........°·¤
çÎÙ ¥×ÚUè·¤æ ·¤ô Àè´·¤ ¥æ§ü/°·¤ çÎÙ ÙæâÇæ·¤
ç»ÚUæ Ùæ·¤ ·Ô¤ ÕÜ/ÏÇæ×......./·¤§ü ·¤§ü çÎÙô´ Ì·¤
ÀÂÌè ÚUãè´ âéç¹üØæ¡/·¤§ü ·¤§ü çÎÙô´ Ì·¤ ÍÚUÍÚUæØæ
×é´Õ§ü ·¤æ â´ßðÎè âê¿·¤æ´·¤ (°·¤ çÎÙ)Ð
§â ÕæÁæÚU ×ð´ ç·¤âæÙ ·¤è €UØæ ¥õ·¤æÌ ãô â·¤Ìè
ãñ? ©â·Ô¤ Ÿæ×-SßðÎ âð ÂñÎæ ç·¤Øæ »Øæ ¥óæ Öè
¥´ÌÌÑ ×´çÇØô´ ×ð́ Âãé¿
¡ ·¤ÚU Öê¹-Ìëç# ·¤è Âçß˜æ ßëçžæ
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¹ô ÎðÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU °·¤ âæ×»ýè ×ð´ L¤Âæ´ÌçÚUÌ ãô ÁæÌæ ãñ (¥óæ)Ð âÕâð
ÕÇ¸è çßÇ´ÕÙæ Ìô °·¤ ¥æçÎßæâè ç·¤âæÙ ·Ô¤ âæÍ ãôÌè ãñ,
àæãÚU ¥æ° ¥æçÎßæâè çÂÌæ ·Ô¤ Âæ¡ßô´ ×ð´/Á×è Âñ´Ìèâ ×èÜ ÎêÚUè ·¤è
Í·¤Ù/Öê¹ ¥õÚU Õè×æÚUè âð ¥·¤Ç¸æ ãé¥æ ÕÎÙ/¥õÚU ÕðÅUð ·¤è Îðã
ÂÚU ßéÇÜñ‹Ç ·Ô¤ ÁêÌð ¥õÚU çÜßæ§â Áè´â/·¤è ¿×·¤ ÕÙ §ÆÜæ
ÚUãð/Àæ˜æßëçžæ ·Ô¤ Âñâð (Øã ã×æÚUæ ãè â×Ø ãñ)Ð
·¤çß ·Ô¤ âæÍ ã× âÖè ·¤ô Øã ·¤ãÙð ×ð´ çã¿ç·¤¿æãÅU Ùãè´ ç·¤
Øã °·¤ ·¤çÆÙ â×Ø ãñ ¥õÚU çÁâ âæçãˆØ âð âÕ·¤ô ¥Âðÿææ ãôÌè
ãñ ©â·¤è Öè Öêç×·¤æ ¥õÚU ¿çÚU˜æ â´çÎ‚Ï ãô ¿é·¤æ ãñÐ ÌÕ €UØæ ¿éÂ
ÕñÆð ÚUãÙæ ¿æçã°? Øæ â´ƒæáü ·¤ÚUÙæ ¿æçã°? ¥õÚU ØçÎ â´ƒæáü ·¤ÚUÙæ
¿æçã° Ìô ©â·¤è ÚUæã ·ñ¤âè ãôÙè ¿æçã°?
ÜõÅUð´ ã× ¥ÂÙè ÁÇ¸ô´ ·¤è ¥ôÚU/ÌÜæàæð´ çÕâÚUæ° â´Õ´Ï/çÁ°¡ ¥ÂÙæ
ãè Üô·¤, ¥ÂÙè ×æÅUè/¥ÂÙè Öæáæ/.........ã×æÚUð ÂâèÙð ·¤æ
Ù×·¤/ÁèßÙ ·¤æ ·¤ÁüÎæÚU ãô/ÕæÁæÚU ·¤æ Ùãè´ (ÂýæÍüÙæ-Îô)Ð
Øãæ¡ Øã Öè ·¤ã ÎðÙæ Âýæâ´ç»·¤ ãñ ç·¤ ·¤çß ¥ÂÙð â´ƒæáü ×ð´ ×ÙécØ
ãè Ùãè´, Ò×æÙßðÌÚU ¥çSÌˆßÓ (âæÖæÚU Ù´Î ç·¤àæôÚU ¥æ¿æØü) ·Ô¤
âæÍ Öè ¥æˆ×èØÌæ SÍæçÂÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñÐ ×æÙßðÌÚU ¥çSÌˆßô´ ·¤è §â
âê¿è ×ð´ ƒææâ, ÂçÚU´Îð, ÂãæÇ¸, Ù×·¤, ÂçžæØæ¡, ÁæÇ¸ð ·¤è ÏêÂ, ×ñÅUçÙüÅUè
ßæÇü ¥õÚU Øãæ¡ Ì·¤ ç·¤ Ìç·¤Øæ Öè àææç×Ü ãñÐ â´âæÚU ×ð´ Áô Öè Üô»
Øæ ¥çSÌˆß ¥ÂÙè ©ÂçSÍçÌ âð ã×ð´ ÂýðçÚUÌ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´ ¥Íßæ âé¹
Âãé¡¿æÌð ãñ´, ©Ù·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ ¥æÖæÚU ·¤çß ·Ô¤ â´S·¤æÚU ×ð´ ƒæéÜæ-ç×Üæ ãñ
¥õÚU ¥æÖæÚU ·¤æ Øã Öæß ãè §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô ÕæÁæÚU ·Ô¤ ÎÕæß âð
Õ¿æÌæ ãñÐ ÕæÁæÚU ¥æÁ âð Ùãè´, ×æÙß â(ØÌæ ·Ô¤ Á‹× ·Ô¤ â×Ø
âð ÚUãæ ãñ ¥õÚU ×ÙécØ ·¤ô Îæâ ÕÙæÙð ·¤æ ÂýØæâ ÕÚUæÕÚU ·¤ÚUÌæ ÚUãæ
ãñ, ÁÕç·¤ âæçãˆØ ã×ðàææ âð §â Øéh ×ð´ ×ÙécØ ·Ô¤ âæÍ ¹Ç¸æ ãñÐ
Âýð×¿´Î ·¤è ·¤ãæÙè Ò§üÎ»æãÓ §â Âýâ´» ×ð´ ÕÚUßàæ ØæÎ ¥æÌè ãñ,
çÁâ×ð´ ãæç×Î ç¹ÜõÙô´ ·Ô¤ Âñâô´ âð ¥ÂÙè ÎæÎè ·Ô¤ çÜ° ç¿×ÅUæ
¹ÚUèÎ·¤ÚU §â ÕæÁæÚU ·¤ô ¿éÙõÌè ÎðÌæ ãñÐ §â ·¤çßÌæ â´»ýã ×ð´ Öè
·¤çß ·¤éÀ ×õçÜ·¤ çß´Õô´ ¥õÚU L¤Â·¤ô´ ·Ô¤ ÕãæÙð ÕæÁæÚU ·¤ô ¥ÂÙè
¥õ·¤æÌ â×ÛæÙð ·¤è çãÎæØÌ ÎðÌæ ãñÐ
ÒÕâ ç×^è ·¤è ÖÚUÂêÚU ç×Ææâ çÜ°/È¤éÙ»è ÂÚU ÍôÇ¸è âè ƒææâ
çÜ°/ãßæ ×ð́ Ûæê×Ìè §ÌÚUæÌè/×ðÚUè âè´·¤ âè ·¤æØæ/×éÛæ âè ç×Ææâ/ÕæÕê
ÎéÜüÖ §â ÕæÁæÚU ×ð´/âç¿Ù àææãL¤¹ âõÚUÖ/·Ô¤ ÕêÌð çÅU·¤è ãñ´ Øð
ÕôÌÜð´/×ñ´ Ìô ÕæÕê, çÅU·¤æ ãê¡/Õâ ¥ÂÙð ÕêÌð/§â ÕæÁæÚU ×ð´Ó (»óææ)Ð
§â â´ƒæáü ×ð´ ·¤çß ·¤ô Üôãð âð Öè ’ØæÎæ ·¤æÚU»ÚU ¥õÚU çÅU·¤æª¤
Õæ¡â Ü»Ìæ ãñ-ÒÜôãð-âæ ×éÛæ×ð/´ Á´» Ü»Ìæ Ùãè´/Üôãð-âæ ×ñ/´ çÂƒæÜÌæ
Ùãè´/Üðç·¤Ù Üôãð âð ·¤× Ùãè´ ãê¡Ó (Õæ¡â)Ð §âè R¤× ×ð´, Îð¹Ùð ·¤è
ÕæÌ ãñ, ·¤çß È¤Üô´ ·Ô¤ Õè¿ âðÕ-â´ÌÚUô´ ·¤ô ÀôÇ¸ ÕðÚU ·¤æ ¿éÙæß
·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ-ÒâðÕ â´ÌÚUð/¥æ× ¥´»êÚU ·Ô¤/Õè¿ ÕñÆê¡ §ÌÙè çÕâæÌ Ùãè´/×ñ´
Á´»Ü ·¤æ ÕðÚU ãê¡/×ðÚUè ·¤ô§ü ÁæÌ Ùãè´/........·¤ãÙð ·¤ô Ìô ×ñ´/©Ù·¤æ
âæÍè ãê/¡ Üðç·¤Ù È¤Üô´ ×ð́ ¥æçÎßæâè ãê/¡ .........ÚUæ×æØ‡æ ·Ô¤ çâßæ/·¤ãè´
¥õÚU/×ðÚUæ çÁR¤ ¥æÌæ Ùãè´/¥æÁ ·¤ô§ü ÚUæ× àæÕÚUè ·Ô¤ ÁêÆð ÕðÚU ¹æÌæ
Ùãè´Ó (ÕðÚU)Ð
·¤çß ·Ô¤ çÜ° ƒææâ Öè ·Ô¤ßÜ ƒææâ Ùãè´ ãôÌè,-Ò·¤ãæ¡ âð ÜæÌè
§ÌÙæ »æÉ¸æ ãÚUæÂÙ/ç·¤Ù·¤è ¥æ¡¹ô´ âð ¿éÚUæØæ/Øã Õæ´·¤ÂÙ/......§Ù·¤è
×¹×Üè Îðã ÂÚU/ÚUæÌ ÖÚU ÜôÅUÌæ ¿æ¡Î/Âàæé¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ÏÙ âð ©×»Ìæ
Øã ÿæèÚU/·¤ô§ü çß™ææÙ Ùãè´/§Ù ƒææâô´ ·¤æ ×æÌëˆßÓ (çâÈ¤ü ƒææâ Ùãè´)Ð
Øãæ¡ »õÚUÌÜÕ ãñ ç·¤ Øã ƒææâ ßã Ùãè´ Áô ¥æSÅUðªçÜØæ ¥æçÎ âð
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¥æØæçÌÌ ãô·¤ÚU ÕæÁæÚU ×ð´ çÕ·¤Ìè ãñ ¥õÚU Õ´»Üô´ ¥õÚU ¥ÂæÅUü×ð‹ÅUô´
·Ô¤ ÜæòÙô´ ÂÚU Üæ¹ô´ »ñÜÙ ÂæÙè ·¤è ¹ÂÌ ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ ÂÜÌè ¥õÚU ·¤ëç˜æ×
M¤Â ×ð´ ¥æ·¤æçÚUÌ ·¤è ÁæÌè ãñ, ÕçË·¤ Øã ßã ƒææâ ãñ Áô ¥ÂÙè
ÁÇ¸ô´ ·Ô¤ ÕêÌð ·¤Öè Ùãè´ ÙC ãôÌè ¥õÚU Ì×æ× ÌêÈ¤æÙô´ ¥õÚU Ûæ´ÛæßæÌô´
·Ô¤ ÕæÎ Öè ¥æ·¤æàæ âð ÕæÌð´ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñ´Ð Øãæ¡ Ì·¤ ¥æÌð-¥æÌð Øã Öè
SÂC ãô ÁæÌæ ãñ ç·¤ ××ˆß ¥õÚU ×æ¡ ãè, ·¤çß ·Ô¤ çÜ°, ßã ÂÚU×
¥æŸæØ ãñ Áãæ¡ Âãé¡¿ ·¤ÚU ßã ¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ¥ô´, Îé¹ô´ ¥õÚU ÕæÁæÚU ·Ô¤
¥æR¤×‡æ âð ¥ÂÙð ·¤ô âéÚUçÿæÌ ×ãâêâ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ-ÒâêÚUÁ ·¤ô ×æ¡ Ùð
çÀÂæ·¤ÚU/ÚU¹ çÜØæ ãñ Âæâ/’Øæ´ð´ ÍôÇ¸è âè ¥æ»Ó (ÚUæÌ)Ð
§â â´»ýã ×ð´ Ò×æ¡Ó àæèáü·¤ âð ÌèÙ ·¤çßÌæ°¡ ãñ´Ð Øã Öè çÕÙæ ·¤æÚU‡æ
Ùãè´ ç·¤ â´»ýã ·¤æ ¥æÚU´Ö Ò×æ¡Ó âð ¥õÚU â×æÂÙ ÒÙè´ÎÓ àæèáü·¤ ßæÜè
°·¤ Ü´Õè ·¤çßÌæ âð ãôÌæ ãñ Áô ÂêÚUè ÌÚUã ×æ¡ ·¤ô â×çÂüÌ ·¤ãè Áæ
â·¤Ìè ãñÐ ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ×æ¡ ƒæÚU ·¤è Ùè´ß ãñ, Ùè´Î ãñ, ÜôÚUè ãñ ¥õÚU
ßã Öè °ðâè Áô ÒÁãæ¡ ÆãÚU Áæ° ßãè´ ƒæÚU/çÁâð Âé·¤æÚU Îð ßãè
ÕðÅUæ/çÁâð Àê Üð ßãè ÌéÜâè/ÁÕ Áæ»ð Ì·¤ çÕãæÙ/ÁÕ ÂêÁð/ÌÕ
ÙÎè/ÁÕ çÙÚU¹ð/ÌÕ â×éÎýÓÐ
ØçÎ, Øã ·¤ãæ ÁæØ ç·¤ ×æ¡ âð â´Õ´çÏÌ ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ·¤çß ·¤è
×ôãæçßCÌæ ×æ¡ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ - Ûææ´·¤Ìè çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌè ãñ Ìô ¥çÌàæØôçQ¤
Ùãè´Ð
×æ¡ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ ·¤çß ·¤æ Øã Öæß ©â·¤è Âðý× ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô Öè
ÂýÖæçßÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌæ ãñ ÒÁÕ ÁÕ Îé¹ô´ Ùð çÛæ´ÛæôÇ¸æ ÌôÇ¸æ
×éÛæð/Ìé)ãæÚUè »ôÎ ×ð´ ×é¡ã ÉæÂ·¤ÚU ÚUôØæ/×æ¡ ·¤ãÙð ·¤è §‘Àæ ×ð´ ÌÇ¸ÂÌÇ¸Â ©Ææ ×ñ´Ó (©â ÌÚUã Ìô çÕË·¤éÜ Ùãè´)Ð
¥´ÌÌÑ, ÁÕ ÖèÌÚU »Üƒæô´ÅUê âóææÅUæ ÀæÌæ ãñ, ã¡âÙð ·Ô¤ ¥ßâÚU
ç×ÜÙð ·Ô¤ ÕæßÁêÎ ÒãÚU ßQ¤ ÚUôÙð ·¤è Ùæ×æÜê× §‘ÀæÓ ãôÌè ãñ, Âýð×
Áñâð çÙÌæ´Ì »æÉ¸ð ÿæ‡æô´ ×ð´ Öè ¥Ù¿è‹ãæ ¹ÜÜ ÂñÎæ ãôÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU ãÚU
ßQ¤ ÕéÚUð âÂÙð çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌð ãô´ (Ïé´Ï), Ìô °ðâð ÿæ‡æô´ ×ð´ ×æ¡ ·¤è ÜôÚUè
ãè ãñ Áô ãÁæÚUô´ ç·¤Üô×èÅUÚU ·¤è ÎêÚUè âð ·¤çß ·Ô¤ Âæâ Âãé¡¿ ÍÂç·¤Øæ¡
Îð·¤ÚU ©âð âéÜæ â·¤Ìè ãñ-ÒÚUôÁ ÚUæÌ Õæ§â âõ ç·¤Üô×èÅUÚU ÎêÚU
âð/ãßæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ â´» ¿Ü·¤ÚU ¥æÌè ãñ ÜôÚUè/¥õÚU ×éÛæð âéÜæÌè ãñ/·¤æÙô´
×ð´ ·¤ãÌè ãñ/¥æ ÚUãè ãê¡ âôÙð Âæâ ÌðÚUð/¥õÚU ¥æ¡¹ô´ ×ð´ ƒæéÜÙð Ü»Ìè
ãñ Ùè´ÎÓ (Ùè´Î), ¥õÚU °ðâè Ùè´Î ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ Áô âéÕã ãôÌè ãñ ßã Öè
©âè ¥æßæÁ ·Ô¤ âæÍ àæéM¤ ãôÌè ãñ Áô ÜôÚUè Üð·¤ÚU ¥æ§ü Íè, Ò°·¤
ÕæÚU çÈ¤ÚU Õæ§â âõ ç·¤Üô×èÅUÚU ÎêÚU âð/¿Ü·¤ÚU ¥æÌè ¥æßæÁ Àê
ÜðÌè ãñ/×ðÚUè ÙèÜè Îðã ·¤ô/©Æô âéÕã ãô »§ü/×ðÚUð ¥´ÎÚU çÎÜ ÏÇ¸·¤Ìæ
ãñ/¥õÚU Áæ ÅU´»Ìæ ãñ çÿæçÌÁ ÂÚU/ÜæÜ âêÚUÁ ÕÙ·¤ÚU (Ùè´Î)Ð
ßçÚUD âæçãˆØ·¤æÚU Ù´Î ç·¤àæôÚU ¥æ¿æØü Ùð §â ÂéSÌ·¤ ·¤è Öêç×·¤æ
×ð´ ·¤çß ·¤ô Øã Æè·¤ ãè âéÛææß çÎØæ ãñ ç·¤ ©âð Ò¥ÂÙè ×êÜ Âê´Áè
àæŽÎô´ ·Ô¤ ¥ÙæßàØ·¤ ÃØØ ¥õÚU °·¤ ÂÇ¸æß ÂÚU ¥çÏ·¤ ÎéãÚUæß Øæ
Øã ·¤ãð´ ç·¤ â´Âýðá‡æ ·Ô¤ ¥çÌçÚUQ¤ ¥æ»ýã âð Õ¿Ùæ ãô»æÓÐ Øãæ¡ °·¤
¥õÚU ÂãÜê ·¤æ çÁR¤ Âýæâ´ç»·¤ ãñ ç·¤ ÛææÚU¹´Ç ·¤æ ãôÙð ·Ô¤ ÕæßÁêÎ
·¤çß ·¤è §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ÛææÚU¹´Ç Ü»Ö» ¥ÙéÂçSÍÌ ãñÐ
çÈ¤ÚU Öè, ÚUæãéÜ ÚUæÁðàæ ¥ÂÙè ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤è §â ÂãÜè âéÕã ·Ô¤
âæÍ ¥ÂÙè Ü´Õè ¥õÚU Âý¹ÚU ·¤æÃØ-Øæ˜ææ ·¤è ©)×èÎ Á»æÌð ãñ´Ð

* ƒææâ ×ð´ çÀUÂæ ×æÌëˆß
ÂýÍ× Âý·¤æçàæÌÑ ßæ»Íü, ¥€ÅUêÕÚU 2014
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Reviews

Ajit Kumar: Could you please share your early days in
your family and your educational journey so far?
Bina Biswas: Born and brought up in Delhi. I was the
quiet one and introverted among the siblings. I had created my own world in my mind and kept it guarded. I had
been a dreamer and an idealist. I was more into self learning right from the early days and it was encouraged well
by my parents.
Ajit Kumar: There are many young poets emerging in
India in the late 20th century and early 21st century but
we really lack the translators…who inspired you to translate a work of art from English to Bengali and vice versa?
Bina Biswas: A Tagorean that I call myself and of
course, it was Tagorean literature that I always wanted
to translate. Yes…I am translating Gulzar’s Urdu poems
now alongside Ashok Chakradhar’s Hindi poems into
English. Have plans to translate Vaishnava Padavali in
English as a future project.
Ajit Kumar: You translated Meghnaadbadh Kavya
from Bengali to English. What made you do this ?
Bina Biswas: While reading Meghnaadhbadh Kavya in
Bengali I always felt it should be read by all and that
would be possible only when it is translated into a popular
language.
Ajit Kumar: May you please share the most heart
touching part of Meghnaadbadh Kavya?
Bina Biswas: The part where unarmed Indrajit was
killed by Lakshamana when the former was praying and
performing yagna. This Kavya glorifies the Aryasuras
and not the Aryans as in the epic Ramayana.
Ajit Kumar: You have translated Mahesh Datani’s
Final Solutions from English to Bengali…Do you think
that you would have enough readers for that?
Bina Biswas: Absolutely!! Bengalis are art-lovers and
love theatre. It will have great readership in Bengal and
Bangladesh.
Ajit Kumar: Dr. Biswas, why did you take Mahesh Dattani’s Final Solutions only? Any particular reason?
Bina Biswas: The play is still most relevant in our society as it tries to address the communal issues in India.
Ajit Kumar: What is Masum Reza's Araz about ?
Bina Biswas: Masum Reza is a Bangladeshi playwright. Araz is the story man who questions everything
and everybody since his childhood. He seeks knowledge
through the science of questioning but is shunned almost
by all. He questions even the very existence of God
thereby making the religious preachers annoyed. The
play is written in colloquial Bengali and is full of dialec-
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tics.
Ajit Kumar: What is the particular point you like the
most in Masum Reza's Araz?
Bina Biswas: His use of language for the play. It is for
the common people and not for the high brow
audience/theatergoers, and then the message that it gives
that God is one.
Ajit Kumar: You came as a social reformer through Tale
of Missing Shoe and Other Stories…what made you to
take topics like farmer’s suicide, female foeticide and culture of betrayal among the young couples?
Bina Biswas: That’s interesting. These are burning issues in our country, how can I turn my eyes from these
and write romance? I have witnessed all these happening
in front of me and most of these are real life stories. Culture of betrayal is a reality too and I have tried to show
them as it is without trying to be didactic by giving a social code of conduct.
Ajit Kumar: How do you feel being a writer in India? I
mean do you feel responded or challenged?
Bina Biswas: I feel writers in India face more challenges for the simple reason that we are more in number
and hence there is a huge competition here too. I don’t feel
challenged, but definitely feel threatened.  Readers’ responses are good too. I am thankful to them for reading
my works.
Ajit Kumar: What is your inspiration for writing stories?
Bina Biswas: Life.
Ajit Kumar: Readers straight way start finding themes
in your stories…how do you take it ?
Bina Biswas: Disappointing if they are looking for a
love story or romance. They should read me for substance.
Ajit Kumar: What made you to decide your title of the
collection of stories, Breeze in the Old Building and Other
Stories?
Bina Biswas: Breeze in the Old Building is the title
story. These stories are mostly experimental where I have
tried Magic Realism toeing Franz Kafka, Ben Okri et al.
Breeze is an animated character who is running away
from the pollution to an old building to face resistance
from the other residents from her own ‘Air’ world in the
old building who ultimately chase her away.
Ajit Kumar: Readers find you turning into a feminist
in Tagore's Heroines: Assessing the Portraits of Gender
Orientation…How do you view it ?
Bina Biswas: I was a born feminist but never a rebel.
Tagore’s Heroines are adventurous, rebellious and are
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Q: How do you rate current fiction in Indian English?
A: Fiction in Indian English is currently in an exciting
space over the past couple of decades, Indian English
Writing has gained prominence at an international stage,
especially from the diasporic community with such authors as Jhampa Lahiri, Salman Rushdie et al. and homegrown authors like Arundhati Roy too have attracted attention through “literary” writing in the canonical sense
of the term but I feel it still needs to emerge as a stronger
entity. The likes of Chetan Bhagat and young authors providing quick reads set in college campuses have set a
resurgence of sorts for reading amongst the general public, though their contribution to standard literary tastes
is highly debatable. Having said that, there is considerable new work getting noticed for not just beautiful language, but themes which speak for modern Indian
audiences dealing with a plethora of issues, especially
pertaining to the urban context.
Q: What about poetry?
A: Poetry is currently going through a quiet revolution of
sorts and as a publisher, I think, it is an even more exciting space than fiction to explore. Unlike Indian English
Fiction, themes in poetry currently are deeply rooted in
their Indian milieu, and don’t attempt to emulate the
works of American or British contemporaries. Poetry may
not have as many takers as fiction, but there is a lot of
material which speaks for the realities of millions of Indians with their numerous concerns.
Q: What are the themes that appeal most to a publisher?
A: Universal themes of alienation, loneliness, love, existential crises, familial strife, political conflict, etc., always
make for great literature, and they continue to be so.
Q: What are the novels that are liked by Indian
readers in English?
A: As I had mentioned earlier, the quick reads provided
by Chetan Bhagat and others of his ink have really struck
a chord with the Indian audience. However more literary
works also find a resonance, especially if they manage to
garner international awards and prestige.
Q: Your advice to writers?
A: The universal advice to writers everywhere, “Know
What You Write Best”, when writers try too hard to imi-
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tate their idols or write only to impress others the effort
shows through as a contrived piece of art, which does not
appeal to anybody.
Q: What is the status of Indian publishing?
A: Indian publishing is at a kind of crossroads where it
needs to decide the course that it is going to take. Should
it go ahead with profitable selling and stick to fool-proof
books, or take risks and bring forth new, exciting titles to
the marketplace? The recent recession, coupled with the
arrival of eBooks, has made many publishers cautious, especially niche publishers like me. However, these are
challenges one must weather and get through if we need
to take Indian publishing to the next level.
Q: What is the role of an agent in such a market like
India where people do not read or buy books?
A: The agent is often the most critical link, as it is he/she
who takes the initiative in bringing forth new voices into
the literary field, for instance The Butterfly and the Bees
started by Sumit Seghal. As such, it is a highly responsible post, and one can thank/curse agents for a lot of writers thriving today!
Q: Do you think Writing in Indian English really
sells?
A: Of course it does! The question to ask ourselves however is the kind of books we as publishers are willing to
invest in.
Q: How is vanity-publishing viewed by senior publishers like you?
A: Vanity publishing might enable the author to get his
work see the light of the day, but the credibility of the
publisher is tarnished. Personally, we don’t do vanity publishing, maintaining the reputation of the company is far
more important. For smaller presses which don’t have the
money or the bandwidth to pay for royalties or recoup
money from the market, vanity publishing might be a
boon, but we have always aimed at carving a niche for
ourselves in the academic publishing market, while maintaining profitability. This is why we have always been selective about the kind of books we publish.
Q: Should not some co-operative ventures exist between a publisher and a writer?
A: Co-operative ventures which give the author more control over his/her work, whilst giving them the resources
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