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Say Om
Each soul is potentially divine. The goal is to manifest this divinity by controlling nature, external and 
internal. Do this either by work, or worship, or psychic control, or philosophy - by one, or more, or all of 
these - and be free. This is the whole of  religion. Doctrines, or dogmas, or rituals, or books, or temples, or 
forms, are but secondary details.

Swami Vivekananda
(Commentary on the Yoga Sutras II.25)

The United Nations General Assembly’s declaration of December 21st as the “World Meditation Day” underscores the 
growing recognition of this ancient practice’s profound benefits. Celebrated globally, this day serves as a timely reminder 
of the power within each of us to cultivate inner peace and well-being. As Swami Vivekananda eloquently stated, the 
essence of religion lies in self-realization, a journey of discovering one’s true nature. This quest for self-understanding 

often arises during times of hardship and existential questioning, prompting us to contemplate our place in the universe and the 
meaning of our existence.   

The most direct path to self-discovery is introspection, a turning inward to conquer our inner landscape. Meditation, a 
practice involving focused concentration on a Name(mantra), Form (image or light), breath (life force), or a combination 
thereof, provides the tools for this inner exploration. By its very nature, the mind constantly changes with a ceaseless 
flow of  thoughts. This mental turbulence obscures our true selves, disconnecting us from our center of  consciousness. 
Meditation acts as a stilling force, allowing a clear reflection of  our inner being and restoring our connection to this 
essential core.   

In meditation or Dhyana, the mind is anchored to a single focal point. This sustained concentration creates a dominant 
mental wave, gradually diminishing and silencing distracting thoughts. Swami Vivekananda outlined a specific framework 
for meditative practice, suggesting a minimum of  144 seconds (equivalent to 12 Dharanas, where one Dharana is 12 
seconds) extending up to 28 minutes for a genuine meditative state. Deeper absorption beyond this timeframe leads to 
higher states of  consciousness, culminating in Samadhi.   

Carl Jung’s distinction between “I am doing a work” and “I am aware that I am doing a work” highlights the profound 
difference between simply existing and being truly present. In our daily lives, we often operate on autopilot mode, 
disconnected from our inner selves and lacking self-awareness. Meditation, like a skilled charioteer controlling their horses, 
empowers us to manage our minds through focused will, what Buddha referred to as right mindfulness. It is a self-directed 
process of  conscious introspection.   

A key distinction between ordinary concentration and meditation lies in the level of  conscious control. Ordinary 
concentration is often unconscious, driven by external stimuli. When reading a book, the book dictates our focus; when 
performing a task, the task commands our attention. In meditation, the object of  focus plays a passive role, with the self  
actively directing the mind. This control is not achieved through the mind itself  but through a higher faculty known as 
buddhi or dhi, encompassing intuition and will.

Meditation offers a powerful antidote to the relentless pace of  modern life. By practicing it, one attempts to transcend 
the tyranny of  time by first slowing down our internal clock and then elevating the mind to a timeless dimension. In 
a world increasingly preoccupied with external sources of  happiness, where addiction to technology, substances, and 
fleeting pleasures runs rampant, meditation offers a potent medication. It guides us inward, reminding us that true and 
lasting happiness resides within.   

The benefits of  meditation extend beyond the spiritual realm, with medical science documenting a wide range of  positive 
effects. These include reduced stress and anxiety, improved attention and focus, enhanced emotional regulation, better sleep, 
and improved memory. Neuroimaging studies have even demonstrated that regular meditation can increase grey matter in the 
brain and slow down age-related cognitive decline.   

As we navigate the complexities of  the 21st century, the wisdom of  meditation remains profoundly relevant. By 
incorporating this practice into our daily routines, we can cultivate inner peace, enhance our well-being, and lead more 
meaningful and fulfilling lives. As a final thought, it’s important to remember that self-discovery is an ongoing process, a 
continuous exploration of  our inner landscapes. There is no “holiday” in the pursuit of  spiritual growth. 

EDITORIAL
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A
fter our guru, Swami Prabhavananda, dropped the body in 1976, my wife 
and I would make a pilgrimage once or twice a year to Portland to see Swami 
Aseshananda, the most senior monk of  the Ramakrishna Order and a disciple 
of  Sri Sarada Devi, Holy Mother. For many decades, he was strong and 

physically active. Giving classes nearly every night, mowing the lawn at the Center and the 
retreat, cooking his own food, and doing daily worship in the shine well into his 80s. Until 
late in his life, he didn’t even have an assistant Swami.

The few devotees who visited the Center had to follow strict guidelines, if  they were 
to have a productive stay – acting outside those guidelines could result in a harsh scolding 
by Swami. But getting yelled at by Swami could also be felt as a blessing. I had filmed him 
many times in Hollywood and Portland; lectures, classes, and the first time we visited him 
in Portland, I asked him to let me videotape him telling his remembrances of  Holy Mother 
and the Direct Disciples he met.

He seemed to be amused by the video camera and decided to become the director 
of  the film. He instructed me where to set up the camera in the rose garden and went 
to his room to get dressed up for filming. When he was ready, he wanted to be filmed 
watering the garden while he spoke, perhaps as an analogy of  his words bringing life-giving 
refreshment to devotees with a spiritual thirst. 

The filming was a great success, although I had to do sound processing, to filter out 
the background noise of  the water splashing as he talked, but it is a recording of  a Direct 
Disciple of  Holy Mother, and one who had met and served many of  the Direct Disciples 
of  Sri Ramakrishna, pour out his memories of  those giant souls. You can see it here: 
https://youtu.be/nubkX6qoD1I 

But, this visit was late in his life, in the mid-1990s – the end was approaching. About 
7:30 in the evening, ten or eleven devotees gathered in the foyer of  the Vedanta Center.  
We sat in silence for about a half  an hour.  We could hear Mr. T. slowly leading Swami 

 
A Visit with a Holy Man in America

Jon Monday

 ACROSS BOUNDARIES

Jon Monday a.k.a 
Dharmadas has long been 

asscoiated with Vedanta Society 
of  Hollywood. He used to 

run a media house called the 
Monday Media.
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down the stairs, step by step, saying, “Swami, two more 
steps”, then after a short while, “Swami, one more 
step”.  As Swami came into the room some bowed their 
heads, some saluted in the Hindu fashion with folded 
hands, I felt like standing to honor and acknowledge 
his presence filling the room.  He sat down in the chair 
facing the devotees.  He was now ninety-five years old 
and obviously mostly blind (physically), I was told that 
he had also become somewhat hard of  hearing.  I can say 
without question, I have never been in such a presence 
before in my life, and cannot believe that I will likely ever 
again meet such a soul.  He is the most senior monk of 
the Ramakrishna Order, and the only remaining living 
monastic disciple of  Sri Sarada Devi, Holy Mother.  
The Swami is a Holy, living relic of  another age.  Even 
senior monks of  the Order who made a pilgrimage to 
visit him acknowledge that they had never seen such a 
manifestation, in India or anywhere else.

There were a few moments of  silence while Mr. B. 
prepared to read from The Gospel of  Sri Ramakrishna.  

Swami adjusted his ocher cloth, pulling it over his head 
like a scarf.  Sometimes he sat with his eyes closed, head 
leaning forward, sometimes looking towards the ceiling, 
with his eyes open just a little.  What does he see?  Mr. B. 
read for about twenty minutes, occasionally punctuated 
by a gesture or sound from Swami.  It was not obvious 
that he was listening at all, but if  at any moment he was 
asked a question about the meaning of  a passage, he 
would immediately give a short, very much to the point, 
comment or explanation. His mind remained sharp to 
the end..

After the Gospel reading the devotees occasionally 
asked questions, and Swami gives very short, to the point 
answers.  I had asked, mostly out of  desire to hear him 
speak, “Swami, the central message of  the Bhagavad Gita 
is said to be renunciation.  What is the central message of 
the Gospel of  Ramakrishna?”  Without hesitation he said, 
“Sha, sha, sha”, and providing the translation himself, 
“Endure, endure, endure”. The answer was not at all what 
I expected, but was, I felt, profound on many different 
levels.  Here was a man who had no desires left; whose 
only purpose, for the last seventy-five years, was to serve 
Mother’s will, enduring the pains and indignities of  an 
ancient body, for the benefit of  the world.  He had been 
sent to America from India in the 1940’s and had never 
returned, not even for a short visit.  Mother told him his 
duty was in America, why go anywhere else?  The living 
example of  his endurance was monumental.

The next night was only a little different, after the 
reading we sat in silence for nearly half  an hour.  No 
questions, no need for questions, just thick atmosphere.  
Swami occasionally tapped his hand on the arm of  his 
chair, sometimes looked in the direction of  a devotee, 

Here 
was a 

man who had 
no desires left; whose 

only purpose, for the last 
seventy-five years, was to serve 

Mother’s will, enduring the pains 
and indignities of  an ancient body, for 

the benefit of  the world.  

Swami is guided down the stairs 
at lunch to say grace, goes to the 

foyer to meet with the women 
devotees for half  an hour, 

mostly in silence.  The women 
are allowed to take the dust of 
his feet, he gives them Mother’s 

blessing, and then is helped 
back to his room.
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sometimes looking toward the ceiling, sometimes closing 
his eyes and letting his head fall forward.  Swami certainly 
did not seem uncomfortable with the silence; at times I 
was.  After nearly forty minutes of  silence, Mr. T. told 
Swami that it was nine o’clock.  Swami said, “Another 
ten minutes”.  A question formed in my mind.  I thought 
I could be clever and ask it in such a way that it could 
only be answered definitively, and not just a ‘yes’ or ‘no’.  
I asked, “Swami, is it better to sit in silence, or to ask 
questions?”  His response was immediate, unexpected, 
and quite to the point, in a Zen kind of  way.  He let out a 
slightly amused, “heh, heh, heh”, and then “Ya!” 

Promptly at ten minutes after nine, Mr. T. asked 
Swami if  he wanted to go upstairs, Swami said yes.  He 

sat another minute, then leaned forward and said, “May 
Sri Ramakrishna bless you all, may Holy Mother bless you 
all.” and after a long pause, “Good night”  Mr. T. lead 
Swami out of  the foyer, up the stairs and into his room.  
The very same ritual has gone on for some time now, and 
it would be the same for at least a while more to come:

Swami is guided down the stairs at breakfast to 
say grace, and immediately afterward he is helped 
back to his room.
Swami is guided down the stairs at lunch to say 
grace, goes to the foyer to meet with the women 
devotees for half  an hour, mostly in silence.  The 
women are allowed to take the dust of  his feet, he 
gives them Mother’s blessing, and then is helped 
back to his room.
Swami is guided down the stairs at dinner to say 
grace, and immediately afterward he is helped 
back to his room.
At eight o’clock Swami is guided down the stairs 
to the foyer to hear a reading of  the Gospel, and 
sit with the devotees.  Promptly at nine o’clock 
Mr. T. tells Swami the time, Swami says, “another 
ten minutes.”  Swami is helped back to his room.

Day in, day out, the ritual is the same.  The only 
variation is on Sundays, when Swami gives an introduction 
to the lecture by the assistant Swami, and then follow-up 
remarks after the lecture.  I was expecting a very short 
introduction, perhaps just a few words of  instruction or a 
benediction.  His introduction was a 10-minute scripture, 
containing a fully-formed philosophy.  If  I could live 
by those words only, and had no access to any other 
instruction, it would be enough to achieve the highest.

Together with the sense of  grace and privilege, I can’t 
help but feel sadness that this, quite possibly the Holiest 
man on earth, is sought out by only a handful of  devotees. 
But perhaps it is the isolation that has allowed this monk 
to evolve into such a towering figure.  I also can’t help 
but think that there is nothing that I can do in my life 
which will spiritually benefit me more than simply being 
in this Swami’s thoughts and presence.  The only price of 
admission was the desire to seek him out.

In 1996, at the age of  97, Swami Aseshananda 
dropped the body.

Swami Aseshananda and Swami Vishwananda
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S
ometime ago, as happens every so often these days, a comment went “viral”. It was a 
remark the CEO of  a large Indian engineering company had made on the regret he feels 
for not being able to make his employees work on Sundays, as that would make him 
happier. He could be heard saying in a video recording, “What do you do sitting at home? 

Come on, get to the office and start working”. He advocated a 90-hour work week, which would 
translate to more than 12 hours a day, 7 days a week. 

This was widely reported in the media and soon led to a tsunami of  reactions. there was anger 
at the CEO’s demand that employees who earn a tiny fraction of  what the CEO himself  earns 
should be expected to work even on official holidays, and the issue of  workplace stress in India, 
which had been in discussion after the death of  a 26 year old employee of  accounting firm Ernst 
& Young due to alleged overwork, came back into focus. 

The reason bosses like to drive employees to work without holidays and rest is known to 
everyone. It is because it enables them and their companies to make even more money. As if  the 
sole measure of  success in today’s corporate world is money. If  the company shows ever greater 
revenues and profits, the CEO is considered great, shareholders profit financially, and some of  the 
wealth is shared with the top honchos. These are the people who in any case earn salaries in the 
range of  crores of  rupees per annum. For example, the CEO who wants his employees to work 
without holidays, earned a salary of  Rs 51 crore in financial year 2023-24, which is more than Rs 4 
crore a month. 

Most of  his employees would probably never see even the equivalent of  his one month’s salary 
in their lifetimes.

While money undoubtedly has its uses in a human life, the placing of  money at the centre of 
human existence is a move of  questionable wisdom because of  the obvious impact that the stress 
of  trying to earn ever greater quantities of  it by working without rest has on health and family life. 

It is also a mode of  living that is completely antithetical to the genuinely religious or spiritual life.
Religions without exception place God, by whatever name, at the centre of  human existence. 

Money is presumably not that God. 

Why We Don’t Need 
to Work 90 Hours a 
Week

Samrat Choudhury

Samrat Choudhury 
is the author 

of  Northeast 
India: A Political 
History and The 

Braided River: A 
Journey Along the 

Brahmaputra 
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Spiritual existence, which may be distinct from 
organised religions, is more about an inward journey of 
seeking. The journey of  the seeker, in cultures and faiths 
across the world and over time, is usually depicted as 
a solitary and meditative one that leads away from the 
temptations of  money, power and lust.

A person who is chasing after money or power dressed 
in religious garb is often a fraud.

Money has little attraction for a truly spiritual person. 
This was exemplified in the life of  Sri Ramakrishna 
Paramhansa, who was famously allergic to money. 

That level of  detachment is hard or impossible for 
ordinary people, especially householders who have duties 
and responsibilities. However, even for the ordinary 
person working a corporate job, the sole focus of  one’s 
life need not be money – which is the bottom-line that 
“career success” in the corporate world translates to. 
Good health, happy relationships, free time to travel, read, 
watch movies, and relax with friends and family are all 
quite valuable in themselves.

Everyone knows this, but still people sell themselves 
into wage slavery under bosses who demand they work 
without holidays or rest. Why do they do it? Well, because 
they have no other measure of  success in life except 
promotions and raises. 

The CEOs and business leaders typically suggest that 
those who work longer hours will “do better” in their 
careers. Doing better means promotions and salary hikes. 

Promotions without raises would not be so attractive. 
Therefore, in essence the carrot that is dangled to make 
people work 70 or 90 hour weeks is money.

The equation boils down to “time is money”. 
Except that it is not.
No one, not even the CEO worth millions, can buy 

back even one second of  the minute that just went by 
with all his lifetime’s earnings. We may sell our time of  life 
for money, but we cannot buy it back. Once gone, that 
time is gone forever.

Understanding the importance of  time is at the heart 
of  understanding human lives and societies.

Back in the old days, before the invention of  the 
mechanical clock, most ordinary people had no notion 
of  time except in terms of  days and nights, and seasons. 
Devices such as sundials, hourglasses and water clocks 
existed, but their use was limited. The experience of  time 
they provided, even to those who bothered with them, 
was inevitably local because there was no concept of  a 
standardised national time, or time zones. Moreover, the 
smaller units of  time, such as the minute and the second, 
were yet to be invented.

The mechanical clock, which began to emerge into 
public spaces in Europe in the form of  clock towers 
about a thousand years ago, has changed the world. 

Slower, older ways of  being have been destroyed as 
ever-smaller units of  time came to be monetised. Now 
we are in the age of  the attention economy where every 
moment there is an alert on our smartphones trying to 
entice us to see a post or video, or buy a product, because 
someone somewhere will make some money by stealing 
our time.

The wonders of  modern technology and the many 
conveniences it has brought were supposed to leave us 
with more free time. The car made travel faster than 
the bullock cart, cooking gas made cooking faster than 
using firewood, electric lighting extended the day and 
rolled back the night, the phone and computer brought 
the world to our fingertips, and in all of  that, somehow, 
we got ever busier until now even retired people find 
themselves with no free time. 

Work chases us now on our phones and computers, 
outside of  any concept of  working hours. CEOs demand 
an end to holidays and expect permanent availability to 
respond to messages and mails at any time of  day or 
night. People burn out and even die of  stress, but it makes 
no difference. 

Or sense. 
What are the CEOs thinking? 
Every day we get news about the leaps and bounds by 

which Artificial Intelligence is growing in its capabilities. It 
is irrational to believe that this will not take away jobs. The 
earlier industrial revolutions replaced physical labour. The 
AI revolution is going to transform the world of  mental 
labour. There are essentially only two kinds of  work in 
the human world, physical and mental. A combination 
of  AI and robotics along with the powers of  quantum 
computing would be able to do nearly all the work that is 
now done by humans in the not-too-distant future. It is 
only a matter of  time – and we are talking a decade or two 
at most, or maybe less.

The problem in such a “hyper automated” world is 
that there would not be too many jobs left for people. The 
economy will crumble in such a scenario because there 
will be too few people left with the money to buy goods 
and services.

AIs and robots can work 24x7, but they don’t need to 
buy anything from the market.

Businesses thrive when markets are vibrant. To be 
vibrant, markets need shoppers. An abundance of  supply 
and too little demand is a terrible situation for any 
business. It means either that prices will collapse or that 
they will have to cut production.

Instead of  trying to force people to work 70 or 90 
hours a week, any CEO with a vision for the future should 
be worrying about how to sustain demand in an AI-driven 
world.
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K
a Shad Suk Mynsiem, literally dance with a happy heart, is one of  the most celebrated 
dance festivals of  the Hynñiew Trep people. It marked its hundredth anniversary in 
the spring of  2011. According to historical records,1 it was in 1910 that Seng Khasi, 
whose aims are the preservation of  Khasi religion and culture, formally formed a 

resolution to organise an annual thanks-giving dance known as Ka Shad Suk Mynsiem. Of  
course, before this, there was already a dance festival organised at Mawkhar since 1909, 
but it was more of  an informal get-together than an official event. Therefore, the first 
enactment of  Ka Shad Suk Mynsiem could be said to have taken place on 14 and 15 
April 1911 at the picturesque green slope by the winding and then limpid stream of  Wah 
Umkhrah. The spot was then called Lum Weiking after (or so the story goes) a whirlpool 
(now no more) swirling at the bottom of  the slope. It was from the whirlpool that Shad 
Suk Mynsiem—now evolved into a three-day extravaganza—got its other name, Shad 
Weiking or Weiking Dance. But this is not the only reason Shad Suk Mynsiem has also been 
called Shad Weiking. As will be shown, the name ‘Weiking’ is actually a description of  the 
dance—its circular pattern and eddying motions.

But though its performance at the Weiking Ground started in 1911, that was not when 
it really began: that was merely its renaissance. This renaissance was in keeping with Seng 
Khasi’s objectives ‘To advance the culture of  the Khasi people’ and ‘To express man’s 
thankfulness and joy to God, the Creator, for His protection and His blessings throughout 
the year’.2 The true beginnings of  Shad Suk Mynsiem were in the dim past of  mythic 
times, that is, at the very beginning of  the history of  the race.

Aristotle maintained that dancing was one of  the oldest imitative arts known to man, 
imitating ‘character, emotion, and action, by rhythmical movement’. 3 As demonstrated 
by the Khasi scholar A. S. Khongphai,4 Aristotle’s statement is borne out by the action of  
a child just beginning to stand. If  the child is held under the armpits, it will immediately 
start moving rhythmically, as if  to express its joy and gratitude for all the blessings it 
has received. And so it is with man; he dances to articulate his joy and happiness and 
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acknowledge his gratefulness to God for all he has given 
him. And so it was with the ancient Hynñiew Treps, 
forefathers of  the Khasi people.

The first reference to the dance of  the happy hearts 
could be found in one of  the earliest khanatangs, ‘sacred 
myths’, of  the Khasis.5 This khanatang reveals that, in 
the beginning, there was nothing but a vast emptiness 
on earth. God had created only two beings—Ramew, the 
guardian spirit of  the earth, and her husband Basa, who 
later was identified with Ryngkew, the patron spirit of  
villages. The two were blessed by God, after due entreaties 
by Ramew, with five children that people have come to 
call elemental forces. The Sun was their first daughter, 
followed by their only son, the Moon, and three other 
daughters, Water, Wind, and Fire. Ramew was delighted to 
see her children grow up and prosper. She was particularly 
delighted to see how they worked at reshaping the world 
into a pleasant land, giving life to tall trees and beautiful 
flowers everywhere. And yet, amidst all that plenty and 
peace, there seemed to be something wanting. That such 
loveliness should go untended and uncared for! That such 
plenty should benefit no one! It was not right, she felt. 
Ramew turned to God again, who finally elected, through 
the Dorbar Bneng, the council of  heaven, seven of  the 
sixteen clans living in heaven to descend to earth to till the 
land, to populate the wilderness, to rule and govern and 
above all, to be the conscientious caretakers of  all life and 
all creations. And from then on, they would be known as 
Ki Hynñiew Trep, or the Seven Huts, the Seven Families, 
the Seven Clans, who would later become the ancestors of  
the seven sub-tribes of  the Khasi people.

God, who had provided for happiness on earth, 
endowing its soil with riches and the fruits of  plenty 
through the children of  Ramew, then made a Covenant 
with the Hynñiew Treps. As part of  the Covenant, he gave 
them Lai Hukum, Three Commandments, including ka 
tip briew tip Blei (the knowledge of  man, the knowledge of  
God), ka tip kur tip kha (the knowledge of  one’s maternal 
and paternal relations) and ka kamai ïa ka hok (the earning 
of  virtue). As a token of  the Covenant, God also planted 
a divine tree on a sacred mount called Lum Sohpet Bneng, 
which served as Ka Jingkieng Ksiar, the golden ladder, 
between the kingdom of  God and the kingdom of  man.

The Covenant declared that so long as the seven clans 
adhered to the Three Commandments, they could come 
and go as they pleased between heaven and earth, via the 
golden ladder at Lum Sohpet Bneng, the mountain of  
heaven’s navel. The mountain would act as an umbilical 
cord between God and man, for even as a child is bonded 
with the mother through this thread of  flesh and blood, 
so also is man bonded with God. 

But this ideal state of  happiness and tranquillity did 
not last long. It is not in man to be content with happiness 
alone. Like everything else in this world, he is essentially 
two-edged, capable at once of  great good and great evil. 

Soon, he began to tire of  following the diktats of  God; 
he wanted to branch out on his own, to determine his 
life independently, according to his own instincts and 
inclinations. In this manner, he strayed away from the 
Three Commandments. Greed, the mother of  all evils, 
sat supreme in his heart, and in his craving for power and 
pelf, he trampled on the rights of  others. He began to 
cheat, to swindle, to steal and even kill to gain what his 
avaricious heart desired. Respect for fellow men, through 
which alone man could approach God, was completely 
forgotten, as men tried their best to outwit each other for 
the sake of  wealth, their new god.

God, on his part, was vexed by man’s rebelliousness. 
Sorely grieved that man had chosen to ignore and slight 
the Covenant, he broke off  all ties and forever closed the 
golden ladder to heaven through Sohpet Bneng. Away 
from the remaining nine clans in heaven and bereft of  
God’s guidance and blessing, the Hynñiew Treps remained 
helpless orphans on earth amidst a new kind of  darkness 
that bred all sorts of  evil in the minds of  men. Their 
Golden Age had ended.

And that was not all. As evidence of  his displeasure, 
God made an oak tree on another sacred mountain grow 
to a monstrous height and width so that its shadow threw 
whole portions of  the earth into pitch darkness. The 
perpetual darkness caused by the branches of  Diengïei, the 
name given to this tree of  gloom, made standing crops 
wilt and threatened to destroy all plant life while making 
man himself  vulnerable, a prey to all sorts of  evils.

Man panicked. But as is characteristic of  him, instead 
of  turning inwards to examine his soul, conceding his 
mistakes and missteps, and approaching God with a 
repentant heart, he proudly sought his own solution to the 
ever-worsening crisis that threatened his very existence. 
It was only when, in his desperation, he was ready to 
listen to one of  the lowliest of  creatures, the little wren 
called Phreit, that God permitted him into the mystery 
of  Diengïei, which, as the little bird had put it, ‘... did not 
have the power to heal itself, though it did have the power 
to grow with the swiftness of  a bird’s flight’. With the 
help of  Phreit, man learnt how the Tiger had healed the 
gashes on the trunk by licking over them. 

Tiger (a symbol of  all that was evil) wanted Diengïei 
to stand as the expanding eclipse it caused made hunting 
easier. In fact, he was looking forward to a time when the 
entire world was blanketed in darkness so that he could 
start preying on man too. To foil the evil designs of  Tiger, 
Phreit advised the men to fortify the portion of  the trunk 
they had hewn by placing knives and axes against it each 
night. This shredded the Tiger’s tongue and eventually 
enabled man to cut down the tree of  gloom.

After the fall of  Diengïei and the return of  light to 
earth, there was much rejoicing among earth’s inhabitants: 
men, animals, birds and all other living creatures. It was 
to celebrate the event that man prepared a huge dancing 
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ground and organised a dance festival participated by all 
manner of  creatures, including heavenly beings like the 
Sun and the Moon. And that was how the dance of  the 
happy hearts was born.

But at that time, only the dancing ground had anything 
in common with the dance as it is today. The ground was 
circular and cleared of  all obstacles, and to make dancing 
easy, the organisers covered it with pure sand. The 
dancers, however, did not follow any particular pattern. 
Being a joyous festival of  diverse creatures, it was very 
much a chaotic affair, and each dancer danced according 
to their inclinations and style. It was only much later that 
the dance became a human-specific celebration.

The happiness brought by the fall of  Diengïei did not 
last very long. The Sun and the Moon were insulted by 
the motley gathering for arriving late at the festival when 
all the others had abandoned the arena and were engaged 
in other forms of  pleasure. Enraged by the unwarranted 

insults, brother and sister vowed never to show their faces 
to the world again. The Sun, who was especially stung 
by the evil insinuation that she and her brother were 
behaving like husband and wife, went to hide in Krem 
Lamet Krem Latang, the cave of  the sanctified leaf, which 
was somewhere beyond the valley of  death on the way to 
the house of  God. 

From that day, the whole world was thrown, once 
again, into perpetual night. Man was stupefied. To 
experience a second darkness so soon after the harrowing 
first, filled him with dread and there was much fear 
and shedding of  tears among the other earthlings. Man 
convened Ka Dorbar ki Laiphew Jingthaw, the council of  
diverse creatures, to choose someone from among them 
to bring the Sun back into their midst. The first choice fell 
on the Elephant, the largest and strongest. But after the 
Elephant, who personified brute strength and reflected 
man’s pride in his own strength had refused to go to Krem 
Lamet Krem Latang, and after the Hornbill, cocksure and 
proud of  his good looks and accomplishments, had failed 
in his task, it was eventually the Rooster, then a desperate 
featherless wretch lying low among small plants and dark 
holes, who finally succeeded in persuading the Sun to 
return to earth. 

The Rooster, now invested with the forked tail of  
the Drongo and cloaked from head to foot in finery and 
warm feathers bright with all sorts of  brilliant colours, 
returned to earth in triumph, and amidst a thunderous 
reception, the victorious fowl was awarded the title of  

U Saw Shyrtong, or the Purple Crest. But glory did not 
make the Rooster forget that it was his humility, his self-
abasement before the goddess, which had carried the day 
for him. So he remembered his pledge to the Sun, and 
when dawn came, he shook his shield and sounded his 
bugle thrice at regular intervals. And then, like the lifting 
of  a veil, darkness was removed, and light filtered into the 
world once more, filling it with the joy of  living. 

But again, this happiness and tranquillity did not last 
long. When U Syiem Lakriah, the leader of  the Seven 
Clans, grew old and infirm, his powers began to wane, 
and his hold over ki laiphew jingthaw, the diverse species 
of  creation, began to fail. U Thlen, who represented 
the spirit world in his council of  ministers, was the first 
to rebel against him. Thlen had always been envious 
of  Lakriah and the Hynñiew Treps. He believed he was 
superior to them in every way and much more deserving 
than them to rule. 

One day, during an open session of  Ka Dorbar ki 
Laiphew Jingthaw, the council of  diverse creatures, he 
openly contested the sanctity of  the Covenant. To 
everyone’s shock and horror, he proclaimed:

‘From this day forth, I will cease to live by the 
Covenant made between Ka Mei Hukum and the 
Hynñiew Treps. I find that living in the knowledge of  
man and God, in the knowledge of  one’s maternal and 
paternal relations, or earning virtue, does not suit my 
purposes. From now on, my sustenance is humankind; 
my earning is pelf.’

From then on, virtue ceased to reign, happiness ceased 
to exist, and chaos sat upon the throne of  innocence. The 
animals, too, clamoured for their interests, and the divine 
word was totally forsaken. 

Before things could get out of  hand, Ka Mei Hukum 
intervened and called for a council of  diverse creatures to 
decide the fair share of  God’s blessings for each being. In 
the council, she directed man, the spirits and the animals 
to appear before her after ‘nine days and nine nights’. The 
animals, however, impatient to know of  their portion, 
went to her after only seven days and seven nights had 
elapsed. Seeing that they had violated her directive, she 
gave them an inferior share, comprising great strength 
but little ingenuity. She reserved for man, who had acted 
according to her wishes, the superior portion, comprising 
great ingenuity, though only a little strength. Ka Mei 
Hukum also took away the Spoken Word from the 
animals and ended their verbal interaction with mankind 

And yet, amidst all that plenty and peace, there seemed to be something 
wanting. That such loveliness should go untended and uncared for! That 
such plenty should benefit no one! It was not right, she felt.



15

forever. And Thlen, who did not turn up at the council, 
was condemned to live in the wilderness as a demon, who, 
later, true to his vow, fed on human flesh.

During that parting of  ways, the animals sought to 
destroy the Hynñiew Treps with their brute strength. But 
the Hynñiew Treps, who still retained their link with Ka 
Mei Hukum through the Covenant, pleaded with her to 
come to their aid. Ka Mei Hukum appeared before them 
and taught them how to make ka tiar ka sumar, the weapon 
the protection, to defend themselves from animals. 
These were the names then given to the bow and arrow, 
which later came to be known as tieh kpong and nam pliang, 
respectively. 

Thus, with the help of  the bow and arrow, man gained 
the upper hand over all animals, and to commemorate this 
victory over the animals, he organised a mammoth dance 
festival, inviting everyone from the four corners of  Ri 
Hynñiew Trep. This was the second edition of  the great 
dance of  the happy hearts, but in human terms, it was 
also the first. It was then that the dancing pattern, which 
has continued to these days, was first drawn. The dance 
being a victorious celebration, it was thought appropriate 
to fashion the form in such a manner that it would also 
serve as a reminder to all future generations of  that epic 
struggle between man and the animals. Accordingly, 
after much deliberation, the movement of  a weiking or 
‘whirlpool’ was adopted as the most fitting pattern to 
express at once the ideas of  unity, peace, and security 
associated with the dance, which alone could ensure the 
survival and prosperity of  the race.

A description of  this prototype model is also found 
in the myth of  Ka Shad u Laiphew Mrad (The Animal Dance 
Festival).6 

According to this myth, a long, long time ago, 
when animals were not the savages they are 
now, they are said to have lived in a peaceful 
community, fraternising in one language, even 
though they could no longer communicate with 
man. There was no hostility or quarrel between 
them; the Tiger did not hunt the Goat, the Lion 
waited on the Cow, and the Elephant communed 
with the Ant ...

In that paradise-like state were three friends who 
never parted company—Shakyllia the Grass-
babbler, Diengkhied the Porcupine, and Risang 
the Squirrel. One day, the three friends, while on 
a tour of  the neighbouring countryside, came 
upon a circular dancing ground where humans 
celebrated their annual spring festival. Once or 
twice, they had been lucky enough to witness the 
celebrations. They had seen

 maidens clad in silk and velvet and adorned with 
sparkling ornaments, gliding in a slow and solemn 
dance around the centre of  the ground, their gold 

and silver crowns glinting in the sun with each 
movement. Young men had pranced in a ring 
around them, their silver swords flashing, their 
silver quivers jingling. And around them had stood 
a multitude of  cheering, admiring onlookers. What 
a charming sight it had been!

The dance pattern described in the story is precisely 
the pattern of  Ka Shad Suk Mynsiem today. Unmarried 
girls, dressed in the finery of  silk and velvet, adorned 
with a gold or silver crown and gold and silver ornaments 
inlaid with precious stones, can be seen shuffling slowly in 
the middle of  a circular field. Around them are the men, 
mostly young, dressed as princes and armed with silver 
swords and quivers of  silver arrows, dancing energetically 
around them. This demonstrates the Khasi idea of  unity 
between men and women whose roles are clearly defined. 
The women in the inner circle signify their role as the 
custodians of  the home, and the men forming a parapet 
of  braves around them signify their role as protectors. 
This protective role is clearly spelt out in the three silver 
arrows male dancers carry in their silver quivers. These 
arrows are used as a reminder both of  man’s lordship over 
animals and the qualities of  manhood that he must carry, 
and they represent weapons to defend one’s self, one’s 
family and clan, and the territorial rights of  one’s village, 
raij (province), and hima (state).  

Once these roles are fulfilled sincerely, there is peace 
all around. The women have nothing to worry about when 
their men are so joyfully ready to sacrifice their all for 
their hearths and homes. They are in an absolutely tranquil 
state, as is reflected in their slow and sedate dancing. Ka 
Shad Suk Mynsiem is, therefore, not only a celebratory 
festival to give thanks to the Creator for the protection 
and blessings received throughout the year but can also 
offer profound lessons for anyone willing to learn.
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A Humble Proposition

In this short space that I am honoured to occupy, I wish to emphasize a simple yet 
essential point—can we think more deeply about the question of  orality? Though 
my examples are rooted in local textures—Sylhet, Khasi Hills, Assam, Manipur, 
Arunachal—the proposition holds weight in wider frames of  reference. What, 
historically, has allowed mother-tongues to survive the grinding force of  colonial 
modernity, the lure of  literary sophistication, and the institutionalisation of  
language?

Indian Sylhetis, for instance, have long used formal Bangla for literary production 
and public communication. It is a choice tied to a complex historical identity and 
sensibilities shared with wider cultural pathways. Yet, something fundamental is lost 
in that translation from tongue to text. The lived resonance of  the mother-tongue—its 
flesh-and-blood intimacy—resists the stiff  polish of  written expression.

Why ‘Mother‘? Why ‘Tongue‘?

Let us begin at the most vulnerable, intimate, and authentic threshold of  human 
expression. The moment of  being truly bare, exposed, and emotional. In that 
moment, it is always the mother-tongue that rushes to your lips. Not the language 
of  state or school. Not the language of  a poem carefully written in ink. But the 
sudden outburst—Dhur beta in Bangla, Thait in Khasi, Okora in Assamese—that 
arises from the body, not the mind.

Why call it the mother-tongue? Why not father-tongue, or ancestral language?
The answer lies in the corporeality of  the phrase itself. ‘Mother’ evokes 
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visceral, wombed origin—a taan, a pull, an umbilical 
connection. It is the maternal that grounds our first 
experiences of  language, memory, emotion. Between 
maternal and paternal, it is the former that suggests a 
more fundamental intimacy and originary attachment.

And then, the ‘tongue’. Why is tongue the chosen 
visceral tool in this expression, and not the vocal 
cord, or the throat? 
Because long term practice of  language, its phonetic 
specificity, alters the modality of  the tongue altogether. 
Ask a long-term Korean speaker to articulate coffee 
and copy—their tongue may struggle with unfamiliar 
phonemes. The vocal cords remain untouched, 
but the tongue remembers. In this way, the tongue 
becomes the primary site of  linguistic enunciation. 
Language leaves its archival trace as the muscle 
memory embedded in the use of  the tongue.

Thus, both ‘mother ’and ‘tongue ’bind language 
to the body. And that body, in turn, becomes the 
living archive of  speech traditions. I propose this: 
if  we understand the body as the historical locus 
of  language, then we will understand why orality—a 
bodily practice—is the most enduring life of  the 
mother-tongue.

The Body as Archive: Reclaiming Orality and 
honoring the Subaltern Guardians of  Language

Language lived on long before it was written. And 
it continues to do so in songs, conversations, work 

chants, lullabies, jokes, and quarrels. The body, not 
the book, has preserved it. As people migrated, 
fled, or were displaced, they carried no textbooks 
of  grammars—only the praxis of  language-speech 
within them.

Fundamentally, in orality, the bodily practice 
of  language, is archived not only the memory of  
a community, but also the rhythm of  ecology and 
labour. The way one speaks of  jowar bata (tidal 
current), or the chauri of  harvesting grain, evokes an 
entire ecology. A way of  life that is imprinted not in 
literature, but in habit, sound, and gesture.

At this point, it is imperative to point out that the 
most remarkable carriers of  these oral practices and 
traditions, are not the elite literary classes-poets and 
publishers. Instead it is the non-literate communities 
that we have, to thank for the sustained life of  
language—peasant women, boatmen, Vaishnav 
kirtanis, sufi faqirs, fishmongers, and field labourers. If  
not for them, the mother-tongue would have become 
an extinct whisper long ago. Let us take a moment to 
honour these invisible stewards.

Take bhatiyali, for example—a folk genre from the 
floodplains of  Bengal and Assam, also recognized 
as songs of  the river, often sung by boatmen. Its 
melody mimics the rise and fall of  water. The dip 
of  the oar becomes the pitch of  the note. Similarly, 
the tempo of  dhamail—another Sylheti tradition—is 
embedded in agrarian life, shaped by the recurring 
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floods of  the Surma, Barak, and Brahmaputra.
In 1789, colonial officers mapping Sylhet 

struggled to understand how the same lands shifted 
identities from being haors, baors, beels and jheels in 
different seasons. These were geographies flooded 
with unruly terrains of  water, something that oral 
musical traditions captured and remembered, but 
surveyors could not. The songs archived a timeless 
fluidity of  the region-the rhythm of  shifting lands 
and itinerant lives, that colonial bureaucratic notes 
violently flattened.

The same could be said of  the Khasi phawar. 
These are witty couplets, recited during festivals 
and rituals, creating a spontaneous poetic duel. 
One singer challenges, another responds—an oral 
dialogue preserved in community memory. These are 
now being transcribed and translated1, but their true 
flavour remains only in performance, in voice and 
gesture.

The sonic inheritance of  land travels in the 
voice. That is how a boatman’s call in bhatiyali 
echoes the ripple of  the oar, or the tidal rhythm 
of  the jowar and bata currents. That is why a grain-
grinder’s rhythm—123_123_—resonates across folk 
musical traditions amongst agrarian communities in 
Chottanagpur Plateau, Assam, and Bengal. The way 
that ecology and labour are perpetuated through 
music, despite diasporic histories is so visible in the 
affinities amongst Sylheti dhamail, the Assamese bihu, 
Santhali cchau, and the tea-garden’s jhumoor.

Orality Across the Region: Sylhet, Khasi Hills, 
Manipur, Arunachal

Nowhere is the idea of  the body as an archive of  
language more evident than in South Asia, specifically 
the North-East, where oral traditions do not merely 
supplement literacy—they define cultural continuity.

In Manipur, the revival of  the Meitei Mayek script 
is a significant step toward reclaiming a written 
heritage, but the soul of  the Manipuri language still 
sings, quite literally, through performance. It is in the 
undulating vocal expressions of  Lai Haraoba, the 
age-old ritual of  pleasing the gods and recalling 
creation myths, that language becomes a living, 
breathing entity. Here, gods and humans do not 
converse through prose or print, but through 
gestures, songs, and stylized utterances—a 

1Sawian Bijoya, Teachings of  Elders, (Guwahati,Vivekananda 
Kendra Institute of  Culture, 2016)

choreography of  memory. Language here is not 
inscribed, it is embodied.

Folk theatre forms like Shumang Leela also serve as 
visceral archives of  linguistic flavor. These courtyard 
performances, enacted in open spaces and watched 
in the round, give Manipuri speech its theatrical 
musculature. The actor’s intonation, the modulation 
of  a line from lament to laughter, captures inflections 
of  the mother-tongue that cannot be pressed into 
print.

And then there is the tradition of  Khongjom 
Parba—melodic ballads often sung to the soft 
accompaniment of  the pena (a traditional string 
instrument). These are not mere songs; they are 
repositories of  collective memory—of  the Anglo-
Manipur War, of  Meitei heroes, of  ancestral pain and 
pride. Passed orally from elder to child, these ballads 
collapse the difference between history and myth. 
They resist the erasure of  experience by paper and 
pen, clinging instead to voice and vibration.

Even in the growing urban centers of  Manipur, 
where English and Hindi pervade digital and 
administrative spaces, the maternal pull of  oral 
Manipuri remains. Whether in lullabies hummed by 
grandmothers or teasing phrases exchanged at paan 
stalls, the everyday music of  the language resists 
reduction into standardized syntax. The rhythm is 
not just heard—it is felt in the ribs.

In Arunachal Pradesh, the stakes of  orality are 
even higher. With over 26 major tribes and more than 
100 dialects, and in the absence of  any local lingua 
franca, the region is a miracle of  sonic multiplicity—
and a fragile one. Many of  these languages do not 
have a standardized script, and even where writing 
exists, it has not displaced oral tradition as the core 
of  community life.2

Among the Nocte, Monpa, Apatani, and countless 
others, language survives in ritual performance. Take 
the chants of  the Miji or the Sherdukpen, where 
the very act of  recitation becomes a form of  sacred 
continuity. In the Losar festival celebrated by the 
Monpa, for instance, traditional chants precede every 
communal activity. The body becomes the vessel of  
memory; the voice, a tether to the ancestors.

Storytelling sessions—held during community 

2Gourab Chatterjee, Debanjali Roy & Tanmoy Putatunda, 
“From Anonymity to Identity: Orality in Three Women Poets 
from North-East India”, Rupkatha Journal, (April-June, 2022), 
< https://doi.org/10.21659/rupkatha.v14n2.ne34 > accessed 
18 March 2025
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gatherings or after a day’s work around the fire—
continue to pass along cosmologies, genealogies, and 
moral codes. These aren’t just stories. They are maps 
of  being, sonic blueprints of  identity.

The Apatani people, known for their sustainable 
practices of  wet rice cultivation and forest 
preservation, narrate their ecological wisdom through 
oral verses and proverbs, each embedded in local 
experience. Their oral culture is tightly interwoven 
with the natural cycles of  their land. This form of  
knowledge transfer is both poetic and precise—what 
plant to sow, when to cut, how to cook—all spoken into being.

Modernization and external linguistic pressures—
particularly from Hindi, Assamese, and English—
pose a looming threat of  flattening these pluralities. 
Yet, it is in dance, in ceremony, in chant, that 
Arunachal’s languages refuse extinction. Oral 
traditions here are not nostalgic residues—they are 
the active frontline of  resistance against cultural 
homogenization. The children who watch and mimic 
these movements are not passive consumers of  
tradition—they are its next breath.

Thus, in both Manipur and Arunachal, language 
lives in the limbs. It is not imprisoned in books or 
buried in bureaucratic reports. It is whispered into 
bamboo groves, wailed in mourning songs, and 
laughed out during communal meals. Here, orality 
is not the absence of  literacy—it is a different kind 
of  knowledge ecology, one that remembers with the 
tongue and dances with the foot.

Buddhist chants of  Tawang, the warrior dances 
of  the Nocte, the rhythm of  grain-pounding in the 
fields—all speak a language that cannot be written 
without losing something vital. The pressure of  
Hindi and English has made written language more 
uniform, but orality still holds the uniqueness of  place 
and people.

The Khasi Hills offer a musical mode of  language 
retention. The phawar is not merely folk poetry—it is 
oral philosophy, spoken wisdom. The Khasi tongue, like 
the Garo and Jaintia, refuses to fossilise because it is 
still sung, joked with, responded to.

The Sylheti mother-tongue, too, survives its 
marginalisation because of  its oral creativity. Despite 
adopting Shuddho Bangla for formal writing, Indian 
Sylhetis return to their native rhythms in song 
and domestic chatter. They speak with taan—an 
accent—from the land, not the academy. It is curious 
to note that the Bengali words taan is a homonym, 
and it sometimes contextually means ‘a pull’, and 
sometimes ‘an accent’. Both of  them blend magically 
in the context of  mother tongue—an accent (taan) is 
an unmistaken pull (taan) of  the land.

In villages across Sylhet, storytelling and wit still 
flourish in everyday speech. Wedding songs (biya 
gaan), pala gaan (improvised lyrical duels), and lullabies 
are passed on not in notebooks but in kitchens, tea 
stalls, and boats on the Surma River. These oral 
forms are layered with humour, irony, and emotional 
intelligence—ways of  making sense of  migration, 
partition, and memory, and are quotidian knowledges 
sustained primarily by the invisible and gendered 
labour of  women.

In diasporic communities, from the UK to the 
Barak Valley, Sylhetis often retain their spoken tongue 
while letting go of  the written form, though amongst 
many Muslim Sylhetis, a revivalist movement of  the 
old Sylheti Nagri script is not gaining credence. This 
creates a unique linguistic identity: deeply felt, richly 
intoned, yet almost invisible to the textual gaze. 
Sylheti orality becomes a form of  quiet resistance—a 
refusal to flatten speech into standardised grammar, a 
way of  carrying the homeland in the mouth.



20

Multiplicity and the Sonic Continuum

The sonic inheritance of  India’s North-East and 
adjoining cultural belts is not linear. It does not 
conform to clean categories of  language, script, 
or state boundary. It is multiple, intersecting, 
overlapping. It spills across rivers and ridges, carried 
on the backs of  migrations, devotional currents, 
and resistance movements. The result is a sonic 
continuum—a spectrum of  speech, song, and 
performance that defies political demarcations.

Few artists understood and enacted this continuum 
as intuitively as Bhupen Hazarika and Hemango 
Biswas. In the 1960s, as part of  the Indian People’s 
Theatre Association (IPTA), they staged folk theatre 
that refused to recognise the hardened borders of  
linguistic nationalism. Their performances did not 
draw distinctions between an Assamese peasant’s grief  
and a Bengali labourer’s anguish. They recognised that 
sorrow has no dialect. That song is its own script.

Hemango Biswas, likewise, lent his harmonium 
and pen to interwoven musical geographies. His 
collaborations with Bhupen broke barriers—not 
just between Assamese and Bengali, but between 
genres, castes, and classes. Their joint compositions 
placed a boatman from the Barak Valley alongside a 
clerk in Shillong’s AG office; not as characters from 
different worlds, but as participants in a shared 
emotional archive.

Their IPTA productions rejected the notion of  
‘pure’ cultural identity. Instead, they offered an aural 
alternative to the politics of  separation—a mode 
of  listening that sought resonance, not difference. 
Their music reminds us that even as languages seek 

standardisation, the voice refuses to be standardised.3
Theirs was not merely art—it was an act of  

cultural synthesis. In a region often described as 
fractured by ethnicity and linguistic assertion, their 
songs imagined a common chorus. They blurred the 
edges between Sylheti Dhamail and Khasi Phawar, 
between Manipuri Lai Haraoba and Arunachali ritual 
chant. These forms did not stand isolated. They 
leaned toward each other. They whispered across 
state lines, hummed under closed doors, and danced 
from one tongue to another.

This is what Bhupen Hazarika called the unity 
of  sound. His music was the river that refused to be 
dammed.

Conclusion: A Quiet Invitation

In closing, I invite you to embrace and recognize the 
invisible. The mother-tongue may not always be loud, 
grammatically pristine, or officially recorded. But it 
is always there—in the lilt of  a lullaby, in the rhythm 
of  rice pounding, in the affectionate scolding—Thait! 
Dhur beta! Okora!

It is there in the way your grandmother shaped 
her vowels. In the way your grandfather sang to the 
river. It is there in movement, in swaying bodies, in 
unguarded conversations. In the taan—the accent as 
well as the pull of  the land, the memory, the body.

Language does not survive because it is taught. It 
survives because it is lived. And the mother-tongue 
lives—resolutely, rhythmically, quietly—in the oral.

Let us listen more. Speak more. Sing more.

3 Suvojit Bagchi, “Bhupen Hazarika and Hemango Biswas: 
The soulful music that calmed Assam six decades ago”, Kolkata, 
The Hindu, (2 February, 2019)

Patinting by Abanindranath Tagoreh
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C
ãngaeva Pãşaşti is written by Śri Jnãneśvara Mahãrãj, a 13th century saint from 
Maharashtra. The present book is an English translation with commentary 
written by Swami Pitambarananda, a senior monk of  the Ramakrishna 
Order with vast experience in scriptural study and teaching. The original 

was written in Marathi in poetic form in ovi metre of  four lines each. Ś
The book prods the reader for a complete paradigm  shift. Set under a background 

of  striking encounter between Jnãneśvara Mahãrãj, a young teenager, as guru and 
Cãngaeva, a 1400 years old yogi, as a disciple in making. The content, Advaitic 
teaching, is also set forth in a novel format, devoid of  all cumbersome philosophical 
processes, immersing the reader directly into the wonderful experience of  Oneness 
through appealing similes. Commentary by the learned author gives wonderful 
insights which would otherwise would have to be got only through deep, intense and 
years of  pondering. 

Most of  the Advaitic works stress on negation of  this universe of  ours as mere 
appearance, stressing more on the transcendent aspect of  Brahman. Whereas 
Jnãneśvara Mahãrãj focuses on the immanent aspect of  Brahman. His forceful analogies 
completely transform our vision and thinking. A reader of  Swami Vivekananda will 
invariably like this work for the way it looks at this universe, in an Advaitic way, as a 
precursor which clears the way for the practical vedanta philosophy.

The book is a must read for any beginner who wants to understand Advaita and 
also for any advanced who wants to taste the bliss and expanse of  Advaita.

Following are some of  the striking analogies:

Brahman is the entire world, without becoming anything. Has the water changed into 
something else to produce waves? or is it hiding anywhere to create an illusion of  
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waves? No. It is there in front all the time. Similarly, 
when we see a cloth, are we seeing cloth or thread? 
Only our acceptance is missing to assert the truth.(5)

The moon does not know how to cover itself. And, 
fire is not different from the flame of  a lamp. (7) 
This reminds us of  an appealing quote of  Swami 
Vivekananda ‘Do not seek, just see’.

In whichever shape, jaggery is sweet. Similarly, the 
universe, created, sustained or dissolved, is nothing 
but consciousness. (14) A saree is named so only for 
our convenience of  usage. But other than cotton do 
we have anything else there?(9)

In our normal thinking or even in philosophical 
enquiry subjective ‘I’ is taken for granted. But the 

‘I’ is manifested because of  the manifestation of  
this objective universe. A face needs to be called the 
original of  a reflection, only if  there is a reflection 
of  it. (16, 17)

“In measuring the distance between.. [the seer an the 
seen], the seeing becomes lame.” (22) 

Similarly profound are some of  the observations from the 
commentary:

There are six ways to acquire knowledge in the 
Vedanta philosophy. Anumãna and Upamãna are 
two of  them. Anumãna (knowledge gained through 
inference) can prove or disprove the veracity of  
a statement, it cannot lead us to anything novel. 
Whereas Upamãna (knowledge gained through 
analogy) leads one towards a new knowledge through 
analogy of  previous experience. Hence all the great 
spiritual teachers have taught through similes to 
comprehend a radically different knowledge through 
experiential understanding.(3)

There are many people with great intellect, but 
all are not buddhivãdis who follow pure reason to 
approach Truth. Most of  them are buddhijivis for 
whom reasoning is only a tool to satisfy one’s own 
needs and desires.(3)

“Why am I a subject? Because I see the world. Why 
“world” is there? Because I see it. So, “world” and 
“I” are born together… The world has a relative 
existence in relation to my mind, your mind, 
everybody’s mind… That is Buddha’s.. pratitya 
sautpada, dependent origination.” (4)

Dissolution of  the universe that a person experiences 
entering into nirvikalpa samãdhi can be called as 
jnãnapralaya.(14)

“Sphurti is an individual’s experience of  coming out 
of  nirvikalpa samãdhi.That itself  becomes visvasphurti, 
the world (as if) coming out of  God.” (15)

“Has the world “come out of  Brahman”? That is 
the common usage, but is there anything outside 
Brahman?... within Himself  He shows the object to 
Himself.” (18)

To such a striking book as this, if  the story of  Jnãneśvara 
maharaj and Cãngaeva had been told in a little more 
detailed way, it would have added depth and richness to the 
narrative of  the book. 
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To the Awakened India  
Swami Vivekananda

Once more awake!
For sleep it was, not death, to bring thee life
Anew, and rest to lotus-eyes for visions
Daring yet. The world in need awaits, O Truth!
No death for thee!
Resume thy march,
With gentle feet that would not break the
Peaceful rest even of the roadside dust
That lies so low. Yet strong and steady,
Blissful, bold, and free. Awakener, ever
Forward! Speak thy stirring words.
Thy home is gone,
Where loving hearts had brought thee up and
Watched with joy thy growth. But Fate is strong--
This is the law--all things come back to the source
They sprung, their strength to renew.
Then start afresh
From the land of thy birth, where vast cloud-belted
Snows do bless and put their strength in thee,
For working wonders new. The heavenly
River tune thy voice to her own immortal song;
Deodar shades give thee eternal peace.
And all above,
Himala’s daughter Uma, gentle, pure,
The Mother that resides in all as Power
And Life, who works all works and
Makes of One the world, whose mercy
Opens the gate to Truth and shows

The One in All, give thee untiring
Strength, which is Infinite Love.
They bless thee all,
The seers great, whom age nor dime
Can claim their own, the fathers of the
Race, who felt the heart of Truth the same,
And bravely taught to man ill-voiced or
Well. Their servant, thou hast got
The secret--’tis but One.
Then speak, O Love!
Before thy gentle voice serene, behold how
Visions melt and fold on fold of dreams
Departs to void, till Truth and Truth alone
In all its glory shines—
And tell the world—
Awake, arise, and dream no more!
This is the land of dreams, where Karma
Weaves unthreaded garlands with our thoughts
Of flowers sweet or noxious, and none
Has root or stem, being born in naught, which
The softest breath of Truth drives back to
Primal nothingness. Be bold, and face
The Truth! Be one with it! Let visions cease,
Or, if you cannot, dream but truer dreams,
Which are Eternal Love and Service Free.

POESY
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Sha ka India kaba Peitmat
Da U Swami Vivekananda

La pynkylla sha ka Khasi da U Rangkitbok C Dohkrut 

Sa shisien to khie joit!
Namar ka jingïohthiah ka long,
ym ka jingïap, ban wallam ïa phi
ka jingim kaba thymmai, ban
Shongthait ha ki ‘tiew lotus—ki ‘mat
Peit na ka bynta ka phangma
Ka Jingshlur haduh mynta. Ka
pyrthei kaba thrang ka ïai ap,
Aa! Ka Jingshisha!
Ym don jingïap na ka bynta jong pha.
Sdang biang ïa la ka jingïaid kodom,
Da ki kjat kiba jem ki ban nym dkhat noh
ïa ka Jingsuk kaba kynjai ba wat
ha rud lynti uba u pui pui u dem
kynthop ha madan. Tangba da ka
bor kaba khlaiñ bad baskhem,
Ka Jingkmen ba Kyrhai, Ka Jingshlur bad Ka Jinglaitluid. Ko 
Nongkyrsiew thiah, 
ïaid shaphrang! To kren ïa ki ktien kiba pynkhih mynsyiem.

Ka ïing jong phi kam don shuh,
Ha kaba ki dohnud ba dap jingieit ka la pynsan ïa phi
ban peit da ka jingkmen ïa ka jingheh jingsan. Tangba ka bok 
ka nusip ka khlaiñ—
Kane ka dei ka aiñ ka hukum—baroh kiei kiei ki wan phai 
biang sha la ka tyllong
Ki speh ïa la ka bor ban pynthymmai.
Te kumta sdang thymmai
Na ka ri b’la kha ïa pha, ha kaba ki kynian jong ki lyoh—
ka ïor kaba kyrkhu bad buh ïa la ka iktiar ha pha,
Na ka bynta ki jingtrei jong ki kam baphylla. 
Ka wah bakynja bneng ka pynwan sur sha ka jingruwai ba 
junom jong ka;

Ka jingkah syrngiew jong u Deodar ki ai ïa pha ka jingsuk 
bymjukut.
Bad Halor Baroh,
Ka khun jong ka Himala, ka Uma, kaba jai jai, nylla,
Ka Kmie kaba shongbha ha baroh kum ka Bor
Bad ka Jingim, kaba trei baroh ki jingtrei bad
Pynlong Kawei ka pyrthei, kaba ka jingisynei jongka
Ka plie ïa ki khyrdop sha ka jingshisha bad kdew
Ïa Uwei ha Baroh, kaba ai ïa pha ka bor ka bym man thait,
kaba long ka Jingieit ba bymjukut.
Ki Kyrkhu ïa pha baroh,
U Nongiathuhlypa bakhraw, ha kaba ka rta lane ka peisa
Kim lah ban kam kynti ïa la ka jong, U Kpa jong ka 
jaitbynriew,
uba shem kumjuh ïa ka dohnud jong ka Jingshisha,
Bad da ka Jingshlur uba hikai ïa u briew uba kren tohmet ne
uba kren da kaba don jingmut. Ki shakri, Me uba ïoh
ïa kaba la buhrieh— Tangba dei tang Kawei.
To kren, Ko Baieit!
Ha khmat jong ka sur ba kynthem kynjai, khmih kumno
ki phangma ki kylla um bad khylliap pa khylliap ïa ki 
jingphohsniew
Kiba leit noh sha ka Jinglong thylli, tad haduh ba ka 
Jingshisha bad ka Jingshisha hi marwei
Ha ka burom jong ka baroh ka tyngshaiñ.
Bad ïathuh sha ka pyrthei—
To khie, to khie, bad wat phohsniew shuh!
Kane kadei ka ri jong ki jingphohsniew, ha kaba ka Karma
Ka thaiñ ïa ki kpieng syntiew khlem ksai, da ka jingpyrkhat 
jong ngi
ïa ki syntiew ba ïewbih ne ba ïewli, bad ym don
kiba don ki thied ne ka metbah, kaba la kha ha ka suda, ha 
kaba
ka lyer ring mynsiem ba jai jai jong ka Jingshisha ka leit phai 
biang sha
kaba mynnyngkong ha jingbymdon ei ei. Long shlur, bad 
pdiang
ïa ka Jingshisha! Long kawei bad ka! To ai ba ki phangma kin 
kut noh
Lane, Lada phim lah, to phohsniew tangba da phohsniew 
shisha
Kiba long ka Jingieit bymjukut bad ka Jingshakri ba laitluid 
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Ryngkat Mariang, ka 
Jingstad ka Biang

Kong Silbi Passah

Dei jingstad ba biang, mynta tiplut.
Riewstad shemphang ki wad khlem kut,
Jinglong mariang pyrthei batai,
Kumno la pynlong ia ka sngi u bnai.
Science bantip ïai wad khlem kut,
 Ha pneh mei mariang peit shim tip lut,,
 Riewstad shemphang jingstad jingnang,
Baniaid shaphrang ka ri ki thrang,,
Bantip- mihngi, sepngi shathie shatei, 
Bansngewthuh jing-jngai jong ka pyrthei,, 
Minot tyngeh peit-thuh puson
 ymdon jingeh trei, minot phi don kamon.
Pule sngewthuh bha ia ka geography; 
Ban sngewthuh shai mihngi sepngi,,
 Lada ngim tip ki pud sawdong, 
Kumno ngin tip ka shnong ka don,,
Don kiba ong ka sngi ka mih na mihngi, 
Bad janmiet pat ka sep sha sepngi.
Hynrei ka sngi ha sahit ka don.
 Dei ka pyrthei ba shad kum ka latom
Miet bad sngi pyrthei tyllun.
 Ngi saioh jingshai bad jingdum,,
 Khat ar kynta jingshai wanrah, 
Khat ar kynta jingdum ka kah;
Riewstad batai ia u snem u bnai, 
Khat ar bnai shisnem don batai
Ki Aiom ki don la kajong ka por,
 wanrah Khubor khun bynriew tipbor.
U slap ka lyer hapneh mariang,
 Ki kshaid ki wah ki sur bathiang,, 
ki da tip khun bynriew ai jingshai, 
Khun bynriew ban im kin nang tyngkai,,
 jingstad pynsuk habaroh ki liang’ 
ymdon jingeh ki kam ki biang” 
Baroh jingsuk haka don lut
 Pyndon kam hok ka ai jingsuk”
Jingstad ka dei durbhabriew babiang.
Haka donlut ki soh bathiang
 Bansuk baroh ki nongshong shnong 
To wad jingstad ba bun rukom.

Winter 
Tayenjam Bijoykumar Singh

Jumping out of bed
at the first cawing of 
the iridescent black jungle crow,
sneaking out of the house
to trample on the frost covered grass —
outhouse across the courtyard
its frosty white thatched roof 
slowly changing colour, 
languidly dripping water 
when nimble fingers of
the mellow sun gently caresses it —
the magic of winter never fails 
to fill the mind.
Jungle crows have vanished now.
So too have the thatched roofs.
Steel and concrete buildings 
have come in to stay.
Winter still pays us a visit
but frost has disappeared.
Smog has replaced fog.
Memories of the winters of yesteryear
bring back names long forgotten. 
Faded faces come alive 
to play before my eyes. 

POESY

To the City
Kennyson Lyngdoh Mawlieh

The lazy dawn has just fled,
 Leaving a beam of honey glazed sunlight,
 I know I’m not even half from the spot,
 But the great lake beside me is radiant,
 The lushy green leaves circling the perimeter, 
The paddy, the lands the hills, 
All the greenery here compensated for the pavements, 
But my dwelling, resides the same.

 Now that I have reached this destination, 
Plethora of creeping ceilings, 
Hanging out in broad daylight, 
The northern eastern land of the plains, 
And the eyes of mine is all that I can perceive, 
Foreign beings, foreign dialects, foreign spaces, 
Automobiles, machines of different uses, 
Creeping unto the busy streets, 
But home is where I have bestowed righteousness.
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Don Bosco Square: 
a defence of the flâneur

Vancouver Shullai

Lehse, ba ngan shu batai ha phi lyngba ki laiň poitri,
Ngan ym da lah ban pynshong syngngeit ïa ka tamasa
Kaba phriang ha ki saw lynti ka lad Don Bosco Square.
Khnang ba phin sngewthuh sani bha Ïa kaei kaba ngan 
ïathuh ha phi
(Kum ba rung u ksai b’la khap pynnep phiak ha u 
thyrnia)
Kan bha eh, lada phi don ka por ban bijai ei,
Ba phin ïeng khlem kyrkieh
Kumba shiteng kynta ha kane ka jaka.
Ynnai bynñiaw ban shaniah ha ki jingker sorkar,
Ne ban pynkyrsum ktieh ïa ki ktang patlun
Ha ki lwer ka jingtlot ki nongmihkhmat jong ngi;
Namar kum kita ki jingker nar kiba kylliang man ka 
samoi
U phngit u ba sdien ha ki ‘sai mih tam ruh, un ym shan 
slem.
Ynda phi la poi ha ka lad Don Bosco Square,
Ka mon ka byllai – phi lah ban jied kawei na laiphew
Ki jaka ïeng ang-lyer, na kaba phi lah ban tianbishar Ïa 
kine kiba ngan kdew harum:
Lada dei ka sngi poh-ïa,
Ka mangkarong ka la sdang dang step.
U duhalia ka surok rong u kaweh ïa la ki kti
Bad u put tyngeh ïa ka bisil
Ban pynïaid ïa ki shalyntem u kynrem-u lyndan,
U duk-u suk bad u pdeng bynriew.
Kum u nongsakhi ïa kane ka jingpyni rong,
Phin ïohi kyrhai ki kali kiba tuid
Kum ka dewthala-Umkhrah ha u ‘nai Jylliew.
Shaid u briew bad ter ki khynnah skul,
Kiba, ha la ka kyrkieh, ki pyndep ïa la ka bynta ha ka 
tamasa
Kine baroh, lada phi ai lad ïa ki,
Kin lam ïa phi sha ka mynnor kaba sngur;
Bad ha kata ka lamwir, phin kynmaw
Ïa ka paralok kaba ju ïa shong skul lang bad phi
(Ka long kumno?)
U ‘rangkynsai uba ju ap ïa phi ha shiliang kane ka wah 
(Shano u poi?)

Ka nongdie sohphie kaba phim ju ïohi shuh
(Ka la shong pat hangno?)
Lehse, lada la thoh, kin sa wan ïashim bynta biang
Ha kane ka tamasa ha kawei pat ka por.
Ha kane ka khlaw dewbilat,
Yn ym don ba pushe ïa ka ïeng alhia jong phi.
Ha kaba kumno eh, phi lah ban shah lymbup
Ha ki samla lud kiba bat la ki pla kieng ka jingkhia kaba 
kat ka jingsarong.
Kin pynran ïa la ki ñiuhmat bad phai wak da ka bitar.
Ka bha ba phin ba shu ong map bad sammut lane excuse 
me!
Namar ka kham phalang hi ka English ha kine ki akhia ka 
skulbah.
Ynnai ïa kynad halor kaei kaba phin klet noh tang shipor.
Ynda phi la kyndit noh na ka jingshahpeit-matdong,
Ka jingtngen ka ap ïa phi ha ka sha ka dud na ki dukan
Kiba ki bun pateng ki ieit bad ñiewkor.
Hynrei, kumba ong ka khlieng ka tyngab:
U khiew ha kine ki dukan kham ñiar ba un ïohi ïa ka kor 
khlieng tiar,
Wat la katta, ka sha ka shngiam kum kaba la tong na ka 
shyngiar blei.
Haba nga shong ha ki kyndong kine ki dukan
Kiba bat ha la ki miej lati ïa ka kmen bad ka sngewsih u ba 
bun balang,
Ngam lah khlem da peitthuh ïa ki khana kiba ki 
nongshong dihsha
Ki tyngkhap ha ki khylliap shyllang kiba kit khuslai,
Ha ki ‘matïong kiba jylliew da ka jingthrang samla,
Bad ha ki rymmuiñ khynnah ki bym pyrkhat ïa ka lashai.
(Man u nongïashimbynta, phi ‘i, u wanrah buhrieh ha kane 
ka tamasa
Ïa ka jingim ba shisha ka jong u.)
Ngam ñiew ïalade kum u lorni, ïoh jia ba phi sngewthuh 
bakla,
Namar ïa ka jingïakhana, ngam pynshahshkor
Bad ïa ki pliang bam, ngam peit jawdud.
Nga ñiew ïalade tang kum u nongpeit-ïapmat
Ïa ka jingjanai da kaba baroh ki nongshimbynta ki pyndep 
ïa la ka kamram.
To, ngan ïeng noh manga na kane ka jaka.
Nga ïohi ba bun ki la wad jaka shong naduh mynne.
Sa shong noh maphi, paralok,
Ka bam jong phi ruh katei ka la wan.
Ha shwa ba ngan aiti noh ïa ka bynta ka jong nga,
Pdiang shikyntien kum ka bhet ka bhar ïa khlad:
Ynnai ud ‘nai khñium ba khapngiah, ne thlia ba shit,
Ne wohdong ba ym don ba kren,
Haba phi ïeng ha ka lad Don Bosco Square;
Namar lada baroh ngi long nongshimbynta, mano mo u 
ban peitkai?

POESY



जिन्दगी का तराना 
डॉॉ मंंजु ुगुुप्ताा ‘लताा’

आओ मना लेें खुशिया,ँ दो पल का है ठिकाना। 
ये जग है एक सराय, सबको पड़ेगा जाना।
जो वक्त मिल गया है उसको सफल बनायेें। 
रो-रो के सबक आगे न उलझने बढ़ाये । 
ये खुशिया ँसफर है रहता है आना जाना। 
कोई तो कुछ कहगेा, सुनना तमु्हहें पड़ेगा। 
बिदंास बन के जीना मुश्किल बहुत पड़ेगा। 
इस जाल मेें जो उलझ,े मुश्किल ह ैनिकल पाना। 
हँसने से जिन्दगी की मुश्किल घड़ी कटी ह।ै 
रोने से भला किसको कोई खुशी मिली है। 
जो मिल गया मुक्कदर, दिल से उसे लगाना। 
दोगे जो फूल सबको, तो फूल ही मिलेेंगे। 
शब््दोों  के वाण फेेंक , तो शूल ही चुभेेंगे। 
जीवन ह ैएक उपवन, खुशब ूयहा ँबसाना। 
कुछ दिन का साथ है, ये कुछ पल की दोस्ती ह।ै 
जो दे सको खुशी, तो बस वो ही जिन्दगी है। 
जो आज है, अभी ह ैकल लौट कर न आना। 
ये जग है एक सराय, एक दिन पड़ेगा जाना। 

सोचा नही ंथा 
डॉॉ अवधेशे कुुमाार ‘अवध’

आवारा आधँी की तरह
दहलीज़ के बाहर वाले छप्पर से 
छेड़खानी करत ेहुए
तेज़ी से गुज़र जाने वाले अपनो ंमेें 
वह हवा भी शामिल है
जिस अपने जिगर मेें 
छुपाकर रखा था मैैंने। 
मेरे स्वाभिमान पर
बरसत ेअपमान के पत्थरो ंमेें
वे कंकड़ भी शामिल थे
जिन्हहें अपनी बनुियाद से निकालकर
उनकी मंुडेरो ंपर
जड़वाया था मैैंने। 
पीठ पर पड़ने वाले
छल-छद्म के हथौड़़ोों  को
चलाने वाले सैकड़़ोों  हाथो ंमेें
वे दो हाथ भी शामिल थे
जिनको मजबतू करने मेें
अपने निवालो ंको
छोटा कर दिया था मैैंने। 
जिनको ढँकने के लिए
मैैंने उतार दी थी अपनी पगड़़ी
फिर टागं दिया था मैैंने
बाहरी जर््जर दरवाज ेपर 
अपनी कमीज़ का पर््ददा
आज वे ही लोग
मुझ ेबपेर््ददा कर, मेरी उसी पगड़़ी से
पाद-कन्दुक खेलने लगे हैैं। 
सुना था और कही-ंकही ंपढ़़ा भी था मैैंने
आवश्यक होता ह ैअसंतलुन
पुनः संतलुन के लिए
परिवर््तन तो शाश्वत नियम है प्रकृति का
एक ही हाथ की पाचँो ंअगंुलियाँ
नही ंहोती ंबराबर
गिरगिट का रंग और नेताओ ंका ढंग भी
कहा ँरहता है एक-सा!
बदलता ह ैमौसम और बदलता है नसीब भी
किन्तु इतना…
मैैंने कभी सोचा नही ंथा। 

कवितायन
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वही शब्द देना मुझ े
विशाल के सी

वही शब्द देना मुझ े
जिसस पूरी हो मेरी कविता 
थोड़़ा आशीर््ववाद, देना संघर््ष घना 
न दरबार, न आश्रय किसी का 
आधा अधरूा जैसा भी हो 
बस परिचय सीधा तुझस मेरा हो
वही शब्द देना मुझ े“मा”ँ
जिसक भीतर मेरे शब्द सुगंधित, प्रफुल्लित रहेें 
खाली पेट हो
अर््धनग्न तन हो 
पर सत्यनिष्ठा से भरा शब्द देना 
निडर, निर्भीक एवं निर््भय
पदचिह्न उड़़ेल देना पथ मेें मेरे
बस इतनी भूख देना 
जिसस पूरी मेरी कविता हो
कर पाऊँ तरेी वंदना हर रोज बिन भयभीत 
उस दिशा का पथ देना 
बदल सक मैैं खुद के भीतर का दानव 
ऐसी मानव प्रवतृ्ति देना 
ह!े मा ँशारदा 
वही शब्द देना मुझ े
जिसस सार््थक हो मेरा जीवन। 

जड़ो ंमेें धड़कती ंऋतएँु 
भरत प्रसाद

कितनी छटपटाती आवाजेें पीना जरूरी था
कानो ंके संस्कार के लिए। 
जरूरी था-
पल, पल रुक-रुक कर निरखना 
हर नाचीज़ को
आखँे निरर््थक न सिद्ध होने के लिए। 
हमारे मतलबपरस्त पैर
लाखो ंपीड़ाओ ंकी ओर दौड़ पड़ना
कहा ँसीख पाए? 
मिट्टी की गोद मेें मिटकर सोना
सीख लेना था, जीते-जी
यही ंबस यही ंदबा है
जीवन का कोई अनमोल अर््थ। 
अहक उठती है, लहर जैसी
पेड़ो ंके पास जात ेही आदमी न रहूूँ , 
खुद से तत्क्षण अलग हो जाऊँ
एक-एक चीज से बतियात ेहुए। 
मनुष्य की तरह जीने के लिए
वस्तुए हो जाना कितना जरूरी है? 
क््योों  मचलता ह ैहृदय? 
निर्जीव की धड़कनेें सुनने के लिए 
दरख््तोों के आसूँ पीने के लिए। 
कितनी आत्मघाती खुशी थी
अपने सुखो ंको सहलात ेरहना। 
अपनी धड़कनो ंके आगे
हमने उपेक्षित कर दिया
जड़ो ंमेें धड़कती ंऋतएँु। 

कवितायन
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जब मैैं शिलागं मेें रहता था, तब एक साधारण-सी घटना घटी, जिसस मुझ ेएक बड़ी ही शिक्षा मिली। मैैं वहा ँ
सुबह दफ्तर मेें अपना काम करने मेें लगा था, तब एक भक्त महिला किसी कारण वहा ँआयी। अब मुझ े
उनका नाम याद नही ंह,ै न हि वह किस काम के लिए आयी थी इसका भी कोई स्मरण है। इतना स्मरण है 
कि, वह एक परिचित और प्रायः आनेवाली भक्त थी। . उस दिन उनक साथ उनकी पुत्री थी। लगभग ४-५ 

वर््ष की वह छोटी बालिका अपनी मा ँसे चॅाकलेट के लिए ज़़िद कर रही थी। यह कोई आश्चर््य की बात नही ंथी, बच्चे मा ँसे इन 
चीजो ंके लिए ज़़िद करते ही हैैं। मा ँउस बालिका को समझा रही थी कि बाद मेें वह उसे चॅाकलेट जरूर देगी। अभी उसे मुझस 
कुछ जरुरी बात करनी ह।ै ताकि समझाया हमशा चॅाकलेट इत्यादि खाना स्वास्थ्य के लिए बिल्कु ल अच्छा नही ंह ै। इधर मा ँमेरे 
साथ बात कर रही थी, उधर बच्ची रो-रो कर मा ँके ऊपर दबाव बढ़़ा रही थी। 

उन दिनो आफिस के कोने मेें टी. वी. हुआ करता था। १९९६ मेें भी वह टी. वी. गया बीता पुराना माना जाता था। मेरे 
शिलॉग आने के कुछ समय पूर््व वह किसी भक्त ने दानस्वरूप आश्रम को दिया था। प्रायः रात को आश्रम के अन्तेवासी भोजन 
के बाद वहा ँसम्मिलित होकर कुछ पाठ करत ेथ ेऔर टी. वी. पर समाचार देखत ेथ।े इस प्रसंग के वर्षषों बाद जब मैैं अमेरिका से 
शिलागँ आया था तो देखा कि उस टी. वी. का स्थान एक अच्छे टी. वी. ने ले लिया है। 

जब वह भक्त महिला अपनी छोटी बच्ची के साथ आयी थी, तो वह चल रहा था, किन्तु वह उस समय क््योों चल रहा था 
और उसपर कौन सा कार््यक्रम प्रदर्शित हो रहा था यह मुझ ेयाद नही ंह।ै किन्तु हठात मैैंने देखा कि उसपर किसी चॉकलेट का 
बिज्ञापन दिखाया जा रहा ह।ै किसी बड़़े से चॉकलेट का सुन्दर चित्र स्क्रीन पर दिखाई दिया। मैैंने उस रोती हुई बालिका से कहा, 
“अरी रोती क््योों  हो?  देखो, टी. वी. पर से उसे लेलो; मा ँको तंग करने की कोई आवश्यकता नही ंह।ै” 

किन्तु बालिका अपने स्थान से हिली नही।ं जब मैैंने फिर उसे स्क्रीन पर का चॉकलेट लेने लिए कहा तो उसने जवाब मेें कहा 
कि “वहा ँकोई चाकलेट नही ंह।ै”  मैैंने फिर कहा, “बटेा दिख तो रहा था- टी. वी. के पीछे खोजने से जरूर मिलेगा।”  उसने 
फिर जोर से कहा कि “नही!ं दिखता ह,ै परन्तु ह ैनही,ं केवल इलेक्ट्रिसिटी है।” 

कुछ मिनिट बाद मा ँऔर बच्ची दोनो ंवहा ँसे चले गय । बाद मेें उसे चॉकलेट मिला या नही ंउसकी खोज मैैंने नही ंकी। 
परन्तु उस बालिका का टी. वी. से चॉकलेट लेने से इन्कार करना मेरे लिए एक अच्छा चिन्तन का विषय बन गया। 

इस घटना का जिक्र मैैं आज भी व्याख्यानो ंमेें किया करता हूूँ। वह बालिका निस्सन्देह जानती थी कि टी. वी. पर दिखने 
वाला चॅाकलेट वस्तुतः वहा ँह ैनही - वह केवल आभास मात्र ह;ै इसीलिए उसे लेने की प्रवतृ्ति ही नही ंहुई। उस चॉकलेट के 
आकर््षण का उसपर कोई असर नही ंहुआ, यद्यपि वह मा ँसे चॉकलेट के लिए रो रो कर ज़़िद कर रही थी। 

*                        *                              *

स्वामी योगात्मानन्द वदेान्त 
सोसाइटी आफ प्रोविडन्स के 

मंत्री एवं अध्यक्ष हैैं। ये १९७६ मेें 
रामकष्ण मिशन मेें शामिल हुए 

और १९८६ मेें संन्यास की दीक्षा 
ली। २० वर््ष तक रामकष्ण मिशन 
नागपुर, मेें कार््य करन के उपरातं 

रामकष्ण मिशन शिलागं मेघालय, 
के अध्यक्ष के रूप मेें कार््यरत 

रह।े तदपुरातं आप सन ्२००१के 
ग्रीष्म ऋत ुमेें अमेरिका मेें वदेातं 

सोसायटी आफ प्रोविडन्स के मंत्री 
के पद पर आए।

अपना बोध, अपना बंधन 
स्वामी योगात्मानन्द



इस संंसाार केे प्रति� हमााराा आकर्षषण क्यौंं�  होोताा हैै?  क्याा हम नहींं�  जाानते ेकि� वह 
एक आभाास माात्र है?ै 

*          *         *

जाानतेे तोो हैं-ं कि�न्तु ुपूूर्णणरूप सेे नहींं�  जाानते ेहैं।ं हमााराा मस्ति�ष्क तोो उसेे समझ लेेताा 
है,ै कि�न्तु ुज्ञाान केे इससे अधि�क गंंभीीर स्तर होोते ेहैं।ं मस्ति�ष्क मंें याा बुदु्धि� मंें ज्ञाान 
होोनाा, यह प्रााथमि�क अवस्थाा हैै, जि�सकाा वाास्तवि�क जीीवन पर वि�शेेष रूप सेे कोोई 
असर नहींं�  होोताा। हर रसाायन शाास्त्रीी याा भौौति�क वैैज्ञाानि�क बुदु्धि� सेे तोो समझताा हैै 
कि� समस्त शरीीर सूूक्ष्म परमााणुुओं ंकाा नि�त्य परि�वर्ततनीीय समुच्चय है।ै परन्तु ुयह 
समझ उसके शाारीीरि�क आकर्षषण पर असर नहींं�  डाालतीी। उसकाा देेह-भोोगोंं�  कीी 
ओर आकर्षषण कि�सीी सााधाारण अनपढ़ व्यक्ति� सेे अणुुमाात्र भीी कम नहींं�  होोताा। 
इसकाा काारण स्पष्ट हैै। अपनेे मस्ति�ष्क कीी समझ केे बाावजूूद भीी वह वहीी देेखताा 
है,ै जैसैाा उसेे देेखनाा होोताा हैIै जैैसाा कि� एक अनपढ़-अज्ञाानीी व्यक्ति� देेखताा है।ै 
दोोनोंं�  हीी ‘मंैं और संंसाार’, ‘भोोक्ताा और भोोग्य’ रूप अज्ञाान केे बन्धन मंें फँँसेे हुए हैं ं
और दुखु पााते ेहैं।ं व्यवहाार कीी दृष्टि� सेे एक वैैज्ञाानि�क काा जीीवन और कि�सीी अनपढ़ 
व्यक्ति� काा जीीवन, इनमें कोोई गुुणाात्मक भेेद नहींं�  हैं।ं आचाार्यय शंंकर काा तोो कथन 
है ैकि� उन मनुुष्योंं�  और पशुुओं ंकाा आचरण भीी गुुणाात्मक दृष्टि� सेे देेखोो तोो समाान हीी 
होोताा है।ै (ब्रह्मसूूत्र भााष्य, उपोोद्घाात)

 पर जब कोोई व्यक्ति� सााधन-भजन करें, स्वयं केे शरीीर कोो और इस शरीीर केे 
मााध्यम सेे देेखेे जाानेे वाालेे जगत्-्संंसाार कोो अनि�त्य-असाार जाानकर उनकीी ओर 
सेे मुुख मोोड़ लेे, फि�र कहींं�  जााकर धीीरेे धीीरेे यह मस्ति�ष्क अवगत ज्ञाान, भाावनाा मंें 
परि�णत होोताा है।ै 

इस भाावनाा (Feeling) केे स्तर पर जब ‘मंैं और संंसाार’ रूप ज्ञाान गलत हैै, 
यह कोोई समझ जााताा हैै, तोो जीीवन मंें बदलााव कीी प्रक्रि�याा माानोो आरम्भ होो जाातीी 
है।ै संंसाार केे प्रति� आकर्षषण तब भीी वि�द्यमाान तोो होोताा है,ै पर अब उसेे उससे उबरनेे 
कीी इच्छाा भीी जाागृृत होो जाातीी हैै। 

*               *             *

कि�स प्रक्रि�याा सेे मनुुष्योंं�  कीी सांं�साारि�क भोोग-सुुखोंं�  केे प्रति� जोो स्वााभाावि�क इच्छाा, 
उससे पैैदाा होोनेे वाालीी आसक्ति� और परि�णााम स्वरूप बन्धन, येे सााराा घटताा जााताा 
है,ै इसकीी कुुछ समीीक्षाा आगेे करेंगेे। कि�न्तु ुइससे पहले शि�लांं�ग मंें हुई एक और 
घटनाा यहाँँ� प्रस्तुतु करताा हँूँ। 

एक दि�न शााम केे करीीब ५ बजे ेएक अधेडे़ उम्र कीी दीीखनेे वाालीी महि�लाा 
गं्रंथाालय मेंं एक पुुस्तक लौौटाानेे और दूूसराा लेे जाानेे हेेतु ुपधाारीी। तब वहाँँ� और कोोई 
सााधु-ुब्रह्मचाारीी याा कर्मीी न होोनेे केे काारण मंैं हीी गं्रंथाालय खोोलकर उनं्हें भीीतर लेे 
गयाा। उनकाा नााम पूूछाा तोो उन्होंं�ने े बताायाा ‘xx बरूआ’

‘अच्छाा, तोो आप असमि�याा हैं।ं ’ मेेरेे इतनाा कहनेे भर कीी देेरीी थीी कीी वह 
एकदम आग बबूलूाा होो उठीी। 

‘हाँँ�, पर आप येे सब क्योंं�  पूूछते ेहंैं, मंैं असमि�याा हँूँ याा और कोोई इससे आप कोो 
क्याा लेेनाा देेनाा?  क्याा राामकृष्ण मि�शन भीी असमि�याा लोोगोंं�  केे वि�रोोध मंें है?ै ...’ 

जब उनकाा क्रोोध कुुछ प्रशमि�त हुआ तोो मंैंनेे उनसे क्षमाा माँँ�गकर कहाा कि� 
“यकीीन कीीजि�ए, न मेेरेे मन मंें मेे, न राामकृष्ण मि�शन केे काार्यय पद्धति� मंें असमि�याा 
लोोगोंं�  केे प्रति� कोोई भीी वि�रोोध है।ै सभीी भााषाा बाालनेे वाालोंं�  काा यहाँँ� पूूर्णण रूप सेे 
स्वाागत है।ै”  तब उन्होंं�ने े संंतुषु्ट होोकर कहाा कि� “कुुछ वर्षोंं पहले यहाँँ� शि�लांं�ग 
केे सााथ पूूरेे मेेघाालय क्षेते्र मेंं असमि�याा लोोगोंं�  कोो खदेेड़ देेनेे काा हिं�संक, वि�दे्वेषपूूर्णण 
अभि�याान चलाायाा गयाा थाा। अब वह थोोड़ाा शमि�त हुआ हैै, परन्तु ुकुुछ वि�दे्वेष-भरीी 
वाारदाातें ंअभीी भीी चलतीी हैं।ं”  मेेरेे प्रश्न सेे उनं्हें ऐसीी हीी कुुछ पुुराानीी घटनााओं ंकाा 
स्मरण हुआ और वह कु्रुद्ध हुई। इस घटनाा काा ताात्पर्यय थाा कि� कैैसेे अपनेे पूूर्वाा�नुुभव 
केे आधाार पर व्यक्ति� कि�सीी शब्द काा एक अर्थथ नि�कााल लेेताा है ैऔर उसके अनुुरूप 
बर्ताा�व करनेे केे लि�ए बााध्य होोताा है।ै 

जब १९९६ केे माार्चच मंें मैंं शि�लांं�ग मेंं प्रथम आयाा तोो उस समय एक अजीीब सीी 
बदबू ूआतीी थीी। वि�शेेषकर सुुबह आठ बजनेे केे आसपाास उसकीी शुुरुआत होोतीी 
और फि�र एक दोो घने्टे वह चलताा थाा। कभीी कभीी उसकीी तीीव्रताा इतनीी बढ़तीी थीी 
कि� उलटीी करनेे कीी भाावनाा होो जाातीी। और यह बदबू ूकेेवल मुुझे ेहीी आतीी थीी। 
अन्य साारेे लोोग जोो वहाँँ� थे ेउनं्हें यह समस्याा नहींं�  होोतीी थीी। खोोजबीीन केे बााद पताा 

चलाा कि� वह गंंध सूूखीी मछलीी (सुुट्क्ि�) केे पकाानेे केे समय आतीी है।ै वहाँँ� केे प्राायःः 
सभीी नि�वाासीी सुुटकीी खाानाा पसन्द करते ेथे।े उनके लि�ए यह बि�लकुुल बदबू ूनहींं�  
थीी; ऐसाा कहनाा अतु्युक्ति� नहींं�  होोगाा कि� उनके लि�ए वह आकर्षषक सुुगन्ध थाा। जहाँँ� 
मुुझे ेउलटीी होोनेे लगतीी थीी, वहींं�  उनके मुुख मेंं पाानीी छूूटताा थाा। मेेरेे बोोध सेे उनकाा 
बोोध बि�लकुुल वि�परीीत थाा और इसीी वजह सेे प्रति�क्रि�यााएंं भीी वि�परीीत थींं� । मेेरेे लि�ए 
वि�कर्षषण थाा, उनके लि�ए आकर्षषण। 

*               *               *

जैैसाा अपनाा बोोध होो, उसीी केे अनुुरूप काार्यय करनेे काा बन्धन सभीी प्रााणि�योंं�  मंें 
दि�खााई देेताा है।ै मनुुष्य वि�चाारशीील होोनेे केे बाावजूूद भीी यह उसकीी वि�वशताा होो 
जाातीी है ैकि� जैसैाा बोोध होो वह वैैसाा हीी काार्यय करे। जैसैाा बोोध, वैैसाा कर्मम और फि�र 
उसीी बोोध काा दृढ़ीीकरण, फि�र सेे उसीी केे अनुुरूप कर्मम... यह चक्र तोो चलताा हीी 
रहताा है।ै और यहीी दुषु्टचक्र बन्धन कहलााताा है।ै फि�र सवााल यह पैैदाा होोताा हैै कि� 
इस दुषु्टचक्र सेे छुुटकााराा कैैसेे पाायाा जााए। हाँँ�, इस चक्र कोो परि�वर्ति�त करनेे काा 
उपााय है।ै और यह उपााय हैै - अन्तर्नि�रीीक्षण(introspection)।

 जब कोोई अन्तर्नि�रीीक्षण सेे समझताा हैै कि� उसके अपनेे बोोध केे अनुुरूप जोो 
साारेे काार्यय वह करताा हैै, और उनसे अपेेक्षि�त सुुख केे स्थाानपर उसेे दुःः�ख हीी मि�ल 
रहाा है,ै तब वह व्यक्ति� सोोचताा है ैकि� मुुझसे कहींं�  गलतीी होो रहीी हैै। तभीी वह 
देेखताा है ैकि� (यह प्रक्रि�याा एकसााथ तुरुन्त नहींं�  होोतीी। धीीरेे धीीरेे यह भीीतर चलतीी 
रहतीी है)ै जि�सेे, मैंं सच माानकर चलताा थाा, वह सच नहींं�  है,ै जहाँँ� वह सुुख खोोज 
रहाा थाा, वहाँँ� वह हैै हीी नहींं� । तब कहींं�  ऐसाा व्यक्ति� अपनेे ‘मैंं और संंसाार’ केे सेे 
भरेे बोोध काा वि�शे्लेषण करताा है।ै यह जोो सााराा परि�वर्ततनीीय और इसीी काारण मि�थ्याा 
है,ै इसके बन्धन सेे छुुटकााराा पाानेे कीी कोोशि�श मंें लग जााताा है।ै 

बहुत लम्बे ेसमय तक नि�यमि�तताा सेे, अपनेे जीीवन कोो कि�सीी महाानुुभााव केे 
माार्गगदर्शशन केे अनुुरूप सहीी दि�शाा मेे लेे जाानेे काा भरसक प्रयाास करें तब जााकर 
कहींं�  संंसाार काा बन्धन शि�थि�ल होोनेे लगताा हैै। जोो सत्य हैै, नि�त्य हैै, आनन्द-स्वरूप 
है,ै उसके दर्शशन हेेतु ुतीीव्र व्यााकुुळताा होोतीी हैै। इस व्यााकुुलताा कोो श्रीीराामकृष्ण 
अरुणोोदय कीी उपमाा देेते ेथे।े अरुणोोदय होोताा है,ै तोो हमे पताा चलताा है ैकि� सूूर्योोदय 
होोनेे मंें अभीी ज्याादाा देेरीी नहींं�  है।ै पहले तोो सांं�साारि�क वि�षयोंं�  कीी सत्यताा काा बोोध 
थाा इसीी केे चलते ेसंंसाार-बन्धन भीी थाा। अब ईश्वर हीी सत्य हैै, यह बोोध उदि�त होोताा 
है ैतोो ईश्वर केे सााथ बन्धन होोताा हैै। 

इस ईश्वर केे सााथ बन्धन केे फलस्वरूप, उसकाा बोोध नि�त्य मुुक्त, नि�त्य 
आनन्दवरूप ईश्वर मंें वि�लय होो जााताा है,ै और फि�र समस्त बन्धनोंं�  काा अन्त होो 
जााताा है।ै 



“Artist Imogen Wahlang seeks to honor the women of  Meghalaya’s 
Khasi, Garo, and Jaintia tribes by capturing their distinct beauty, 
strength, and individuality within a matrilineal society. Through 
this artwork, she aims to illuminate their vital contributions 
to cultural preservation, community leadership, and social 
cohesion. By portraying their elegance, resilience, and deep-
rooted traditions, Imogen strives to create a visual testament 
to their empowerment and unique cultural identity.”

CHIAROSCURO



33

“In ‘Folded Memories,’ artist 
Jaya Boro crafts a mesmerizing 
installation from clay, meticulously 
recreating the gentle folds of 
fabric. This tactile exploration 
invites viewers to contemplate 
the intimate relationship between 
texture, memory, and the human 
experience. As the clay folds seem 
to shift and ripple, they evoke the 
whispers of forgotten stories, the 
softness of a loved one’s touch, 
and the comforting familiarity of a 
well-worn garment. By suspending 
these fragile, earthy folds in mid-
air, Jaya Boro freezes time, allowing 
us to ponder the fleeting nature of 
memory and the enduring power 
of sensory recall.”

CHIAROSCURO
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कील 
डॉॉ योोगेेन्द्र नााथ शुुक्ल

नया कैलेेंडर फड़फड़़ा रहा था। जिस कील पर वह टंगा था, उसे यह जरा भी 
नही ंसुहा रहा था। जब काफी देर तक कैलेेंडर का फड़फड़़ाना बंद नही ंहुआ 
तब कील से नही ंरहा गया। 

“इतना घमड मत करो... दशको ंसे मैैं यहा ँलगी हूूँ , लोहे की बनी हूूँ , 
मजबतू दीवार पर टंगी हूूँ। तुम्हारी तरह न जाने कितने कैलेेंडर आए और 
फड़फड़़ा कर या तो फट गए या साल के आखिरी दिन ‘डस्टबीन’मेें फेेंक  दिए 
गए।” 

“बहन! तमुने मुझ ेगलत समझ लिया... मैैं तो सिर््फ  खुशी जाहिर कर 
रहा था। घमड तो मैैं कभी नही ंकरता क््योोंकि  जीवन का दर््शन मैैं जानता हूूँ  
लेकिन तुम नही ंजानती!”

“चलो मैैं अज्ञानी ही सही...तो तुम ही बता दो वह जीवन दर््शन...!”
“एक दि�न समय तुुमं्हें और जि�स मजबूत दीीवाार पर तुुम टि�कीी होो... दोोनोंं�  

कोो हीी नेेस्तनााबूतू कर देेगाा...। सुुनोो बहन! मैंं उसीी समय काा प्रति�नि�धि� हँूँ!”
      कील अब शर्ममिंदगी महसस कर रही थी। 

अस्तर 
निवेदिता श्रीवास्तव ‘निवी’

प्रति पल गहराती लहराती जा रही निशा की चुनरी ने जैसे राम की अयोध्या मेें वापसी के उत्सव को कुछ पलो ंका 
विराम दे दिया। कल के भोर की उजास मेें फिर मिलने का संकल्प लिय सब अपने कक्ष की ओर चल दिय। 

अतंर््मन की शातंि और संतुष्टि का अनुभव करत ेहुए, भरत अपने कक्ष मेें पहुुँच तब देखा कि माडंवी जैसे एक 
उत्तरदायित्व पूरा हो जाने की संतुष्टि के साथ किसी उलझन की धमूिल रेखा अपने चेहर पर लिए गवाक्ष के सम्मुख 
खड़ी थी।ं भरत ने माण्डवी के कन्धे पर हाथ रखते हुए प्रश्न पूछती सी चुप्पी से उन धपू-छावँ सी सपनीली आखँो ंमेें 
देखा। 

माण्डवी की पलकेें  उठ गईं, “आपने सबक प्रति अपने कर््तव्य निबाहे, फिर मुझको क््योों  और कैसे भूल गए?  
राम भैया का वनवास पिता महाराज के वचनो ंका पालन करने की उनकी इच्छा थी, साथ ही सीता दीदी एवं देवर 
लक्ष्मण का वन गमन उनकी। वनवासी जैसा जीवन जीना एवं राज्य की सुचारु व्यवस्था के लिए नन्दीग्राम मेें रहना 
आपकी इच्छा ... फिर मुझस मेरी इच्छा जाने बिना ही क््योों  राजमहल के दायित्व पूरा करने को यहा ँरहने के लिए 
कहा?”  

भरत के चेहर पर अलग से ही भाव व्याप्त हो गए, “हा!ँ सच कह रही हो! मुझस यह त्रुटि हुई है। परन्तु इसका 
कारण तमुको स्वय से अलग न समझना ही है। मैैंने धनुष बाण को निशाना साधने के लिय अलग हाथो ंमेें पकड़ा 
जाता ह,ै परन्तु संधान के लिए अनदखे बिदं ुपर दोनो ंमिल कर प्रयास करत ेहैैं। धनुष के लचीलेपन की दृढ़ता तुममेें 
ही ह,ै इसलिए तुमस बिना पूछे ही बाण की तीक्षष्णता अपना कर सब के प्रति दायित््वोों  का निर््वहन किया।” 

“परन्तु आपको क्या यह नही ंलगा कि मैैं धनुष बनना चाहती हूूँ  कि त्रिशूल, जो हाथ मेें बने रह कर भी तीन शूल 
हर लेता ह,ै”  माण्डवी के शब्द सितारो ंसे छिटक पड़े। 

“वस्त्र को सुन्दर एवं सुगठित रूप देने के लिए उसका अस्तर तमाम सिलवटो ंको सुई की चुभन के साथ ही 
अपने मेें समट लेता ह,ै वैसे ही पति-पत्नी दो सर््वथा अलग व्यक्तित्व होत ेहुए भी, सिर््फ  इसी एक विशेषता के कारण, 
एक दूसर की सिलवटो ंको समटत ेहुए जीवनपर््यन्त साथ रह पाते हैैं ...,”  इन शब््दोों  के साथ भरत की आखँो ंमेें नेह 
भरी मनुहार की चादँनी छलक गयी।

लघुकथा
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पल्लू 
गीता शुक्ला ‘गीत’ 

काफी दिनो ंसे नमिता अपनी अलमारी की सफाई को टालती आ रही थी। यहा ँतक कि दिवाली भी बीत गई। 
दिवाली के दूसर दिन परीवा की छुट्टी होने के कारण किसी को कोई जल्दी नही ंथी। सब कुछ आराम से हुआ। दोपहर मेें 

खाने-पीने से फुर््सत हुई, तो पूजाघर व्यवस्थित करत ेसमय रीति अनुसार लक्ष्मी-गणशे जी का चादँी का सिक्का आलमारी मे रखने 
के लिए आलमारी खोला तो लगा कि बस यही एक काम रह गया था। आज इसकी सफाई कर ही ली जाये। बस नमिता जुट गई 
सफाई मेें। सारी चीजेें व्यवस्थित करने के बाद साड़़ियो ंको निकाल कर पलंग पर रखने लगी। 

अचानक एक साड़़ी पर नमिता का हाथ रुक गया। उसने उस साड़़ी को गहरी सासँ लेकर सँूघा, मानो ंउसकी महक को अपने 
अदंर बसा लेना चाहती हो। उसक पल्लू पर नमिता ने बड़़े ही प्यार से हाथ फेरा और अपने सीने से लगा कर आखँेें बंद कर लिया। 
कुछ देर बाद उसने साड़़ी को खोल कर देखा तो जगह-जगह से छेद हो गय थ।े काफी पुरानी हो गई थी साड़़ी लेकिन पल्लू आज 
भी दरुुस्त था। नमिता बार-बार बड़़े प्यार से पल्लू पर हाथ फेर रही थी। ऐसा लगता था कि बहुत कीमती साड़़ी थी। नमिता अपने 
ही ख़यालो ंमे गुम थी कि तभी शालू ‘मा!ँ मा!ँ’ करती हुई पहुुँच गई। उसने मा ँके हाथो ंमेें ली हुई साड़़ी को देखा और उछल कर 
बोली, “वाह! मा ँकितनी प्यारी साड़़ी ह।ै रंग भी बहुत ख़़ूबसूरत ह ैऔर कपड़़ा तो बिल्कु ल मक्खन जैसा ह।ै बहुत कीमती साड़़ी है न 
मा?ँ  कब ली आपने ये साड़़ी?” 

नमिता ने कहा, “गौर से देखो ये मेरे लिए अनमोल है।”  शालू ने उलट-पलट कर देखा और कहा, “अरे!  ये तो काफी पुरानी 
ह।ै फट भी रही है फिर इसे क््यूूँ  इतना सँभाल कर रखा ह ैअब तक आपने?”  

“त ूपन्द्रह साल की हो गई लेकिन अब तक मा ँका पल्लू पकड़ कर चलने वाली बच्ची है।” 
“मेरी अच्छी मा!ँ अब छोड़़िय न ये सब। पापा आपको बलुा रह ेहैैं।  उन्हहें कॉफ़ी पीना ह,ै प्लीज आप बना दीजिय न मा।ँ 

सचमच आप बहुत अच्छी कॉफ़ी बनाती ह।ै”  नमिता ने अनसना कर दिया और साड़़ी को तह करने लगी। “मा!ँ चलिय न,” शालू ने 
मा ँका पल्लू पकड़ कर बहुत ही भोली आवाज मेें कहा। नमिता ने बड़़े प्यार से एक बार फिर पल्लू पर हाथ फेरा और उसे आलमारी 
मे टागँने लगी । तभी शालू ने पूछा, “मा!ँ आपको बहुत प्यार ह ैइस साड़़ी और इसक पल्लू से।” 

“शालू! तनूे अभी मेरा पल्लू पकड़ा न, तो कैसा अनुभव हुआ तुझ?े”  
शालू की बड़़ी-बड़़ी हैरत भरी आखँो ंने मा ँकी नम आखँो ंको देख कर सब कुछ समझ लिया। 

साहित्य सेवा 
इन्दुकातं आगंिरस

उम्र के ६०वेें पड़ाव पर पहुुँचने के बाद भारतीय मूल के अमेरिकन सेठ ने सेठानी से कहा, “बस अब बहुत हो गया, जीवन भर बहुत कमाया।  
अब आराम से घर मेें बठँूैगा और साहित्य सेवा करूूँग ा।” 

“आराम से घर मेें बठैेेंगे, तो घर का खर््च कैसे चलेगा?  बिना आमदनी खर््च करते रहो, तो ख़ज़ाने भी खाली हो जात ेहैैं,”  सेठानी ने ज्ञान 
परोसा। 

“तझु ेबताया ना अभी, साहित्य की सेवा करूूँग ा,”  सेठ ने ज़ोर से कहा। 
“आपकी साहित्य सेवा से तो पेट भरेगा नही,ं”  सेठानी ने अपनी दलील दोहराई। 
“त ूबहुत नासमझ है, मैैंने आज तक कोई सेवा बिना मेवा के नही ंकी। तुझ ेमालूम नही ंसाहित्य-संसार मेें ऐसे हज़ारो ंकवि और लेखक 

भरे पड़े हैैं, जिन्हहें कोई पूछता तक नही।ं उन्हहें छपास की बीमारी ह,ै बस उन््हीीं  कवियो ंके साझा संकलन प्रकाशित करूूँग ा।” 
“उसस क्या होगा,”  सेठानी ने जिज्ञासा से पूछा।  
“उसस ये होगा कि सभी कवि अपने लिए कुछ प्रतिया ँख़रीदेेंगे। किताब की क़ीमत दगुनी रखी जाएगी फिर भी सभी सहर््ष पुस्तको ंको 

ख़रीदेेंगे और किताब पर अमेरिकन मुहर भी तो होगी। देखना, ख़ूब किताबेें बिकेेंग ी। सेवा की सेवा, मेवा की मेवा।” 
सेठानी अपने ज़हीन पति के इस जुमले पर मुस्कराये बिना ना रह सकी। 

लघुकथा
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Born in Meghalaya in 1987, holds a Bachelor’s and 
Master’s degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from Visva 
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flair for multiple mediums, but his true passion lies in 
woodcut printmaking, sketching. He draws inspiration 
from mundane routines and chores, he captures the 
essence of  daily life with remarkable sensitivity.

This woodcut print captures a farewell scene, as a 
visiting family bids goodbye in the afternoon, subtly 
conveyed through the interplay of  shadows, light, 
and shade. Set against a quintessential Meghalayan 
backdrop of  arecanut trees, a common sight in the 
state’s plains, the painting evokes a sense of  nostalgia 
and warmth
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सााहि�त्य और दर्शशन ऐसीी दोो वि�धााएँँ हैं,ं जोो सचेतन व्यक्ति� केे जीीवन कीी प्रते्येक क्रि�याा कोो प्रभाावि�त करतीी है।ै 
सााहि�त्य माानव-संंसाार कीी भाावपूूर्णण अभि�व्यक्ति� है ैऔर दर्शशन उसकीी ताात्वि�क व्यााख्याा। वाास्तव मेंं माानव 
जीीवन कीी कोोई भीी क्रि�याा सााहि�त्यि�क अनुुभूूति� और दाार्शशनि�क चिं�तंन सेे अछूूतीी नहींं�  रहतीी। मनुुष्य जहाँँ� 
सांं�साारि�क व्याापाारोंं�  कोो भाावनाा मेंं दृष्टि� सेे देेखताा है,ै वहाँँ� वह कवि� होोताा हैै। जब वह उचि�त-अनुुचि�त काा 

ताात्वि�क वि�वेेचन करताा है,ै तब दाार्शशनि�क। स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी कीी रचनााओं ंमंें भााव और दर्शशन काा अद्भुतु समन्वय मि�लताा है।ै 
साागर कीी अतल गहरााइयोंं�  सेे नि�सृत मौौक्ति�क कणोंं�  केे सौौन्दर्यय कीी अभि�व्यक्ति� सम्भव है ैपर स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी केे 

कााव्य-साागर मंें कवि�तााओं ंमंें नि�हि�त सौौन्दर्ययबोोध अवर्णणनीीय है।ै स्थूलू रूप सेे येे कवि�तााएँँ लक्षणाा-वं्यंजनाा सेे परेे लगतीी हैं ंतदपि� 
सूूक्ष्म रूप सेे जीीवन केे गूूढ़ अर्थथ कोो व्यााख्याायि�त करतीी हैंं। स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी कीी कवि�ताायंें हृदय कोो प्रकृृत दशाा मंें लाातीी है ै
और संंसाार केे बीीच उसकाा प्रसाार करतीी हुई उसेे माानवताा केे उच्च स्तर पर लेे जाातीी है।ै भाावयोोग कीी उच्च शि�खर पर पहँुँच कर 
उनकाा पूूर्णण ताादाात्म्य ईश्वर सेे होो जााताा है।ै वह व्यक्ति� सेे समष्टि� मंें समाा जाातीी हैं।ं उसकाा हृदय वि�श्व-हृदय होो जााताा हैै। वह बोोध 
केे स्तर पर परम सौौन्दर्यय और परमाानन्द काा आभाास कराातीी हंैं। 

स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी केे कााव्य-संंसाार मंें आज एक मुुक्ताा “कि�सेे दोोष दँूँ� ?”  ( मूूल - No One To Blame) काा 
समू्पूर्णण भााव सौौन्दर्यय बोोध आपकेे समक्ष प्रस्तुतु करनेे काा भाागीीरथ प्रयाास कि�याा हैै। इसेे स्वाामीीजीी नेे १६ मई १८९५ कोो न्यूूयाार्कक  
मेंं लि�खाा थाा। 

माानव जीीवन मृृगतृृषि�त है।ै सीीमि�त साँँ�सोंं�  मंें बहुत कुुछ पाानेे कीी चााह उसेे भ्रमि�त करतीी हैै। अंतंतोोगत्वाा जब यथाार्थथ सेे 
परि�चि�त होोताा है,ै तोो स्वयं कोो हीी इसकाा उत्तरदाायीी पााताा हैै। स्वाामीीजीी केे शब्दोंं�  मंें

“सूूरज ढलताा, 
 रक्ति�म कि�रणें-ं
 दम तोोड़ते दि�वस कीी देेह लपेेट चुुकीी है,ै 
चौंं�की ी हुई दृष्टि� सेे देेख रहाा मंैं पीीछेे, 
गि�नताा हँूँ अब तक कीी सब उपलब्धि�याँँ�, 
कि�न्तु ुमुुझे ेलज्जाा आतीी है,ै और कि�सीी काा नहींं� , दोोष मेेराा हीी है।ै” 
ढलताा सूूरज यहाँँ� मनुुष्य केे जीीवन केे अंतंि�म पड़ााव कोो इंंगि�त करताा हैै। जीीवन भर कुुछ न कुुछ पाानेे कीी चााह मंें वह भाागताा 

रहताा है।ै स्वाामीीजीी जब प्रााप्त उपलब्धि�योंं�  कोो देेखते ेहैं,ं तोो उनं्हें आत्मग्लाानि� होोतीी है ैकि� उन्होंं�ने े इतनेे मूूल्यवाान समय कोो यूँँ�  हीी 
बि�ताा दि�याा। उन्होंं�ने े लघुु उपलब्धि�योंं�  केे लि�ए महाान लक्ष्य कोो वि�स्मृतृ कर दि�याा पर वेे दोोषाारोोपण कि�सीी पर नहींं�  करतेे, स्वयं कोो 

स्वामी विवेकानन्द की कविता 
“किसे दोष दूँ ?” 
एक अवलोोकन                               डॉॉ  अनि�ताा पांं�डाा

वाारााणसीी में ंसन् ्1957 
कोो जन्मीी डॉॉ  अनीीताा पंंडाा कीी 

कर्ममभूमूि� सन 1984 सेे मेघेाालय 
कीी रााजधाानीी शि�लांं�ग रहीी है।ै 

यहाँँ� कीी लोोक-संंसृ्कृति� आदि� पर 
हि�न्दीी में ंलेेखन तथाा हि�न्दीी केे 

प्रचाार-प्रसाार हेतेु ुसंंलग्न हैं।ं आप 
कई सााहि�त्यि�क संंस्थााओं ंसेे भीी 
जुडु़ीी हैं।ं सम्प्रतिः�ः समीीक्षक एवं 
सह-संंपाादि�काा “काा जि�न्शााई/

ज्योोति�”।

स्वाामीी ब्रह्मदेेवाानन्द स्माारक लेेख
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हीी दोोषीी माानते ेहैं।ं आमतौौर पर लोोग अपनीी असफलताा केे लि�ये भााग्य, कााल, 
परि�स्थि�ति�योंं�  याा दूूसरोंं�  कोो दोोष देेते ेहैं।ं 

वेे अपनेे जीीवन केे प्रति�दि�न केे कृृत्योंं�  कोो इसकाा उत्तरदाायीी माानते ेहैं।ं जोो जैसैाा 
कर्मम करताा है,ै वैैसाा हीी उसेे फल मि�लताा हैै अर्थाा�त अच्छाा याा बुरुाा जोो कुुछ जीीवन 
मेंं घटि�त होोताा हैै, वह हमाारेे कर्मोंं काा हीी परि�णााम है।ै येे कर्मम हीी हमाारेे जीीवन कोो 
तदनुुरूप बनााते ेहैं।ं कोोई कि�तनाा समझाायेे याा रााह दि�खाायेे पर कर्मोंं कीी गति� नि�रन्तर 
चलतीी है।ै इसमें कि�सीी दोोष नहींं�  अपि�तु ुउनकाा हीी हैै। 

“मैंं बनााताा याा मि�टााताा प्रति�दि�न अपनाा जीीवन, 
भलेे-बुरेुे कर्मोंं काा वैैसाा फल मि�लताा है ै
भलाा-बुरुाा जैसैाा बन गयाा यह जीीवन, 
रोोकेे और संंभाालेे सेे भीी रुकेे न संंभलेे कोोई भीी कि�तनाा सर माारेे
और कि�सीी काा नहींं�  दोोष तोो मेेराा हीी है।ै” 
स्वाामीीजीी केे मताानुुसाार अतीीत अर्थाा�त भूूतकााल मेंं कि�ये कृृत्य वर्ततमाान मंें 

सााकाार होोतेे हैं।ं अतीीत मेंं जि�स दि�शाा याा क्षेते्र मेंं नि�रंतर प्रयाास करते ेहैं,ं वह 
वर्ततमाान मंें प्रति�फलि�त होोताा हैै। उन्होंं�ने े वि�गत दि�नोंं�  मंें बड़े-बड़े आयोोजन कि�ये 
थे।े उनकाा यह जीीवन लि�ये गये संंकल्प और स्वनि�र्मि�त धाारणााओं ंकेे अनुुसाार 
बनेे-बनाायेे ढाँँ�चे केे अनुुरूप ढल गयाा। इसके लि�ये मनुुष्य अपनेे अति�रि�क्त कि�से 
दोोष दंें। यथाा

“मैंं हीी तोो अपनाा सााकाार अतीीत हँूँ
जि�समें बड़े-बड़े आयोोजन कर डाालेे थे,े
वेे संंकल्प धाारणााएँँ वेे जि�नके हीी अनुुरूप ढल गयाा हैै यह जीीवन, 
वहीी, ढाँँ�चाा है ैजि�सकाा, 
और कि�सीी काा नहींं�  दोोष तोो मेेराा हीी है।ै” 
कहाा जााताा है ैकि� “जैसैाा बोोओगेे, वैैसाा कााटोोगेे।”  अगर प्रेमे बाँँ�टेंगेे तोो बदले 

मेंं प्रेमे मि�लेगाा और घृृणाा केे बदले नफ़रत। प्रेमे एवं घृृणाा हीी जीीवन और मृृतु्यु कोो 
अपनीी परि�धि� मेंं आबद्ध कर लेेते ेहैंं। अनुुसू्यूत भााव है ैकि� दोोनोंं�  हीी बंंधन हैं।ं इसमें 
कि�सीी और काा दोोष नहींं�  है ैबल्कि� वेे खुुद दोोषीी हंैं, क्योंं�कि�  प्रेमे-घृृणाा काा संंबंंध 
उन्होंं�ने े हीी बनाायाा हैै। 

“प्याार काा प्रति�फल मि�लाा प्याार हीी केेवल
और घृृणाा सेे अपनीी घृृणाा भयाानक, 
जि�नकीी सीीमााओं ंसेे घि�राा हुआ हैै जीीवन
और मरण भीी, 
प्याार-घृृणाा इस तरह बाँँ�धते ेकि�से दोोष दँूँ�  जबकि� स्वयं हीी मंैं दोोषीी हँूँ।” 
मनुुष्य केे जीीवन काा प्रते्येक दि�न एक-एक करके बीीतताा हीी जााताा है।ै उसकाा 

हर क्षण शुुभ-अशुुभ, प्रेमे-घृृणाा और दुःः�ख-सुुख केे ताानेे-बाानेे सेे नि�र्मि�त होोताा है।ै 
एक साामाान्य व्यक्ति� कीी तरह स्वाामीीजीी कोो भीी कहींं�  ऐसेे सुुख कीी अभि�लााषाा थीी, 
जि�स पर दुःः�ख कीी परछााई कभीी न पडे़े। लााख प्रयाास केे उपरांं�त यह सम्भव नहींं�  
होो सकाा क्योंं�कि�  दुःः�ख-सुुख एक सि�क्के केे दोो पहलू हैं।ं वेे स्वयं सेे प्रश्न करते ेहैं ंकि� 
इसके लि�ये कौौन दोोषीी हैै?  पुुनःः उत्तर देेते ेहैं ंकि� इसमें उनकाा हीी दोोष हैै। संंत 
शि�रोोमणि� कबीीरदाास जीी कीी इन पंंक्ति�योँँ�  मंें भाावसााम्य मि�लताा हैं ं-

“बुरुाा जोो देेखन मंैं चलाा, बुरुाा न मि�लि�याा कोोय। 
जोो दि�ल देेखाा अपनोंं� , मुुझ साा बुरुाा न कोोय।” 
स्वाामीीजीी द्वााराा रचि�त नि�म्नलि�खि�त पंंक्ति�याँँ� द्रष्टव्य हंैं -
“सभीी शुुभ-अशुुभ प्याार-घृृणाा, सुुख-दुःः�ख कोो बाँँ�धे,े 
जीीवन सब दि�न अपनीी रााह चलाा जााताा हैै, 
मैंं उसेे सुुख केे स्वप्न देेखताा जि�स पर दुखु कीी पडे़े न छाायाा, 
कि�न्तु ुकभीी हाँँ�, कभीी नहींं�  होो सके सत्य वेे, 
कि�से दोोष दँूँ� ?  जबकि� स्वयं हीी मंें दोोषीी हँूँ।” 
स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी काा दुःः�ख रहि�त जीीवन और सुुख कीी अभि�लााषाा केे 

भीीतर हीी संंसाार रूपीी मरीीचि�काा मेंं नि�रंतर भटकते ेहुयेे शााश्वत सत्य सेे सााक्षाात्काार 
होोताा है।ै तदुपुरांं�त भ्रम तथाा माायाा काा आवरण परेे कर सांं�साारि�क घृृणाा, प्रेमे, 

काामनााओं ंसेे वेे मुुक्त होो शाान्ति� काा अनुुभव करनेे लगेे। जन्म केे बााद मृृतु्यु हीी ध्रुवु 
सत्य हैै, जोो सदैव समक्ष रहतीी हैै। हम इस सत्य कोो अनदेेखाा कर माायाा-जााल मेंं 
फँँसेे रहते ेहैं ंपरन्तु ुस्वाामीीजीी कोो जीीवन-सत्य काा बोोध होो गयाा है ैअतःः ऐसाा लगताा 
हैै कि� इन काामनाा रूपीी ज्वाालााओं ंकोो स्वाामीीजीी केे जीीवन सेे सदाा केे लि�ये मुुक्ति� 
प्रााप्त होो गयीी। वेे कहते ेहैं ंकि� अब ऐसाा कोोई नहींं�  बचाा है,ै जि�स पर दोोषाारोोपण 
करूँ। स्वाामीीजीी केे शब्दोंं�  मंें -

“छूूटीी घृृणाा, प्याार भीी छूूटाा और पि�पाासाा भीी जीीवन कीी प्रशमि�त होो गयीी, 
 शााश्वत मरण, अभीीष्ट रहाा जोो वहीी साामनेे, 
 जीीवन कीी ज्वाालाा, 
जैैसेे नि�र्वाा�ण पाा गयीी, 
कोोई ऐसाा शेेष नहींं�  है,ै जि�सेे दोोष दँूँ� ।” 
बााह्य जगत कोो हीी सत्य माान मन भ्रमि�त होोताा हैै और सांं�साारि�क वि�काार उसेे 

वि�चलि�त करते ेहैं ंपरन्तु ुजब वह अंतंर्मुु�खीी होोताा है,ै तोो उसेे आत्मसााक्षाात्काार होोताा 
हैै। प्रथम वह दै्वैत कीी स्थि�ति� मंें रहताा है।ै एक ओर काायाा तोो दूूसरीी ओर परमेश्वर 
काा स्थि�ति� कीी अनुुभूूति� होोतीी है।ै शनैःः� शनैःः� आत्माानुुभूूति� दै्वैत सेे अदै्वैत कीी ओर लेे 
जाातीी है।ै वहाँँ� उसेे आभाास होोताा हैै कि� उसकीी आत्माा हीी समू्पूर्णण है,ै जहाँँ� परमाात्माा 
काा नि�वाास हैै। आत्माा और परमाात्माा काा एकीीकरण होो जााताा है।ै जैसेैे जल कीी बूँँ�द  
साागर मंें समाा साागर बन जाातीी हैै। स्वाामीीजीी उन लोोगोंं�  कोो परम ज्ञाानीी माानाा है,ै 
जि�न्होंं�ने े आरम्भ सेे हीी मनुुष्य योोनि� मंें जन्म लेेनेे काा उदे्देश्य समझ लि�याा। उन्होंं�ने े 
माायाा केे जााल, सांं�साारि�क नश्वरताा सेे अवगत होो, उन माार्गोंं काा उपहाास कि�याा 
अर्थाा�त उपेेक्षाा कीी क्योंं�कि�  येे राास्ते ेमनुुष्य कोो दि�ग्भ्रमि�त कर लक्ष्य सेे दूूर कर देेते े
हैंं। ऐसेे मनुुष्य कोो स्वाामीीजीी परम ज्ञाानीी कीी संंज्ञाा देेते ेहैंं। वेे स्वयं तोो लक्ष्य कीी ओर 
पूूर्णणरूपेेण अग्रसर होोते ेहैं,ं सााथ हीी दूूसरोंं�  काा माार्गगदर्शशन भीी करते हैं।ं लोोग मृृतु्यु 
कोो अभि�शााप माानते ेहैं,ं जीीवन कोो वरदाान जबकि� गूूढ़ रहस्य यह हैै कि� जीीवन 
भीी अभि�शााप हीी है ैऔर संंसाार दुखुाालय। हर क्षण नश्वर सुुख, वैैभव, यशाादि� कीी 
अभि�लााषाा मेंं माानव जीीवन नष्ट होोताा जााताा हैै। अंतं मंें कुुछ भीी सााथ नहींं�  जााताा, 
शरीीर भीी नहींं� । स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी जीीवन कीी उत्तम साार्थथकताा जन्म-मृृतु्यु केे 
बंंधन सेे मुुक्ति� कोो माानते ेहैं।ं 

“एकमाात्र माानव, परमेेश्वर एकमाात्र, संंपूूर्णण आत्माा, 
 परम ज्ञाानीी वह जि�सनेे
 उपहाास कि�याा उन रााहोंं�  काा, 
 जोो भटकाातींं� , पति�त बनाातींं� , अँधँि�याारीी हैं,ं 
 एकमाात्र संंपूूर्णण मनुुज वह, जि�सनेे सोोचाा-समझाा चरम लक्ष्य जीीवन काा, 
पथ दि�खलाायाा, 
 मृृतु्यु एक अभि�शााप और यह जीीवन भीी तोो ऐसाा हीी हैै, 
 सबसे उत्तम जन्म-मरण काा बंंधन छूूटेे।
 ऊँँ नमोो भगवते ेसम्बुदु्धााय, 
ऊँँ नमःः प्रभुु! चि�र संंबुदु्ध!”
नि�ष्कर्षषतःः स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी कीी कवि�ताा “कि�सेे दोोष दँूँ� ?”  (No One 

To Blame) मंें जीीवन केे गूूढ़ दर्शशन एवं सत्य कोो बहुत सहजताा सेे व्यक्त कि�याा 
गयाा है।ै स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी कीी कवि�ताा मेंं जहाँँ� एक ओर “एकमाात्र माानव, 
परमेेश्वर एकमाात्र, संंपूूर्णण आत्माा ...” मंें कश्मीीर शैैव धर्मम केे प्रत्यभि�ज्ञाा दर्शशन 
कीी अनुुभूूति� होोतीी हैै। इस दर्शशन केे अनुुसाार, ईश्वर और जीीवाात्माा दोोनोंं�  एक हीी 
हैंं। इस दर्शशन मंें मुुक्ति� काा माार्गग अपनेे दि�व्य स्वरूप कोो पहचाानकर शााश्वत सत्य 
काा सााक्षाात्काार करनाा हैै। वहींं�  दूूसरीी और दूूसरीी ओर “मृृतु्यु एक अभि�शााप और 
जीीवन भीी तोो ऐसाा हैै...” बुदु्ध केे दुखुवााद, आत्मज्ञाान और पीीड़ाा सेे मुुक्ति� कीी 
खोोज बौौद्ध-दर्शशन सेे सााम्य दर्शाा�तीी है।ै स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द जीी भीी सांं�साारि�क दुःः�ख 
एवं बंंधन सेे मुुक्ति� हेेतु ुआत्मसााक्षाात्काार कीी ओर प्रेरेि�त करते ेहैं।ं “कि�सेे दोोष दँूँ� ” 
कवि�ताा मेंं नि�हि�त दाार्शशनि�क सौौन्दर्यय बोोध केे धराातल पर सर्वव सााधाारण मनुुष्य कोो 
चिं�तंन केे लि�ये वि�वश करताा है।ै सााथ हीी मुुक्ति� काा माार्गग प्रशस्त करताा है।ै 

श्रीी श्रीी गुुरूवेे नमःः 
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YOUTH SPEAK

Jingieit Ba Maϊan
Meshullam Jeziel Khonglam

Jingieit ba maïan, 
Naei keiñ ngan shem? 
Sha pyrthei nga leit wad, 
Uei ban sngewlem?
Sngi ki nang ïaid, nga jam sha khmat, 
Na jngai nga i, ka kper itynnat.
Mynsiem ka khring, ki khmat ka pynbieit,
Dohnud jong nga ka ïai pynsmiej.
Kumta nga beh ban peit ïa ka, 
‘Hangne ngan shem jingsuk shyrtaʼ. 
Phewse da hajan, kylla khongpong,
Ϊa nga ka rah nalor sha tdong.
Mynsiem ba lung, ka tan ka bam,
Ban pynjot thiaw, ka dung ka sam. 
La jot la swai, la tlot la sakma, 
Shano ngan leit nangne mynta?
Joit nga ïeng, nga ïaid marwei,

Dohnud ka pait, ummat ki shlei. 
Ha khmih nga phai sha lynti khim, 
Hangta nga shem iʼu Nongpynim.
Jingpang jingmong la tap syrtap,
Da kti bʼla pyïar bad sah ki dak. 
Dei hangne keiñ nga shem jingkmen, 
La pynim pat iʼu briew bʼla rem.
Jingsuk jingshngaiñ ka dap kyrhai, 
Lyoh ba dum, la tap jingshai. 
U briew b’la jah, mynta la shem, 
Namar jingieit maian ba ïai neh skhem.

S
wami Brahmadevananda, affectionately known as Sadhu Maharaj, played a pivotal role 
in numerous philanthropic initiatives for the people of  Meghalaya. During his tenure 
as Secretary of  the Ramakrishna Mission, Shillong, he oversaw the development of  
new infrastructure aimed at enhancing medical services through the Ramakrishna 

Mission Charitable Dispensary, and providing hostel accommodations for tribal school 
students. The Ramakrishna Mission Vivekananda Cultural Centre at Quinton Road, which 
offers a variety of  educational services, was also established during his tenure in Shillong. 
Born and raised in Shillong, Swami Brahmadevananda joined the Ramakrishna Order 
in 1971, inspired by Swami Chandikananda. He had a deep love for music, horticulture, 
and cooking, and was especially known for his affection towards tribal communities. 
Fluent in Khasi, Assamese, Nepali, Bengali, and other languages, he was equally at ease 
speaking or singing in them.

Of  his forty years of  active service with the Ramakrishna Mission, he dedicated 
eleven years to working with tribal communities in Arunachal Pradesh and 

Chhattisgarh, and twenty-one years in Meghalaya. He served at various centers 
including Narottam Nagar, Ranchi Morabadi, Narendrapur, Kamarpukur, and 

Cherrapunjee, before assuming leadership of  the Shillong centre in 2000.
Even after his retirement in 2011, his profound bond with tribal 

communities drew him back to Shillong and Shella during summers. Despite 
his declining health, he continued to serve as much as he could until 2016, 
when he was diagnosed with cancer. Due to his worsening condition, he 
moved to Arogya Bhavan, Belur Math, where he spent his final months 
before passing away on 29th January 2017.

In loving memory of  Swami Brahmadevananda, the Ramakrishna 
Mission Shillong is publishing a series of  articles on Swami Vivekananda. 



41

एक अविस्मरणीय यात्रा : 
नई दिल्ली से शिलागं
डॉॉ  अतुलु वैैभव

बात ३० नवंबर २०१४ की ह,ै जब ट््ररेन न. १२५०२, पूर्वोत्तर संपर््क  क््राांति एक्सप्रेस (नई दिल्ली-गुवाहाटी) 
रात के ११:४५ बज ेनई दिल्ली रेलवे स्टेशन से खुली, तो मेरे मन मेें अनायास ही अनेक रोमाचंकारी दृश्य 
प्रतिबिम्बितहोने लगे। जिन दृश््योों  (बिबंो)ं को मैैं अभी तक सिर््फ  किताबो ंऔर अखबारो ंमेें पढ़त,े रेडियो- 
टेलीविज़न पर सुनत ेऔर देखत ेआया था, आज वे सारे दृश्य मेरे मस्तिष्क मेें एक साथ इस प्रकार उमड़-

घुमड़ रह ेथ,े कि जिस प्रकार सावन के महीने मेें बादल आसमान मेें अठखेलिया ँकरत ेहैैं। मैैं ट््ररेन से पूर्वोत्तर पर््वतीय विश्वविद्यालय 
(नेहू) मेें एम.फिल दाखिले की प्रवेश परीक्षा देने जा रहा था। ३ दिसबर को लिखित परीक्षा और ४ दिसबर को साक्षात्कार होना 
था। जिस दिन परीक्षा की तिथि आई थी उसी दिन से मेरे मन मेें बार-बार एक ही विचार आ रहा था कि जितनी जल्दी हो सक 
द्रुत गति से शिलागं पहुुँच जाऊँ। जिस अभी तक मानचित्र पर ही महसस करता आ रहा था अब उसस साक्षात होने की तीव्र 
इच्छा बार-बार होने लगी। पूर्वोत्तर के विषय मेें पहले से बस इतना ही जानता था कि वहा ँआठ राज्य हैैं, और यह भी कि दनुिया 
मेें सर््ववाधिक वर््षषा जहा ँहोती है, वह स्थान चेरापूंजी (अब मावसिनराम है) पूर्वोत्तर भारत के मेघालय राज्य मेें ही ह।ै भारत मेें 
सबस पहले सूरज अरुणाचल प्रदेश मेें दिखाई देता ह,ै असम मेें ब्रह्मपुत्र नदी बहती है और भारत के पड़ोसी देश चीन, म््याांमार, 
भूटान और बागं्लादश पूर्वोत्तर भारत के पड़ोसी देश हैैं। इसक अलावा दिल्ली मेें पूर्वोत्तर के लोगो ंके विषय मेें कई भ््राांतिया ंभी 
सुनने को मिलती रहती हैैं। 

मुझ ेतब प्रवेश परीक्षा देने जाने से ज्यादा खुशी इस बात की हो रही थी कि जो बातेें अभी तक किताबो ंके पन््नोों  मेें शब््दोों  तक 
सीमित थी वो अब हकीकत बनने वाली हैैं। पहाड़ो ंसे स्पर््श करत ेबादलो ंको और ट््ररेन की खिड़कियो ंसे अद्भुत प्राकतिक नजारो ं
को देखूँ गा। मासिनराम मेें जाकर बारिश मेें नहाऊँगा जसेै भाव मेरे मन मेें बार-बार हलचल पैदा कर रहेें थ।े नई दिल्ली से ट््ररेन 
खुलत ेही सभी यात्रियो ंकी तरह मैैं भी सो गया। अगले दिन जब नीदं खुली तब सुबह के १० बज चुके थ।े मैैंने अपने कम्पार््टमेेंट 
के एक यात्री से पूछा ‘भाई कौन सा स्टेशन आने वाला है’?  उसने बताया ‘कानपुर’ अभी थोड़ी देर पहले आया था, अब आगे 
कौन सा आएगा पता नही!ं मैैं नीचे आकर बठै गया और थोड़ी देर बाद एक चाय वाला आया तो उसस चाय लेत ेहुए पूछा- ‘भाई 
अब कौन सा स्टेशन आएगा?’ उसने बताया ‘इलाहाबाद’। मैैंने पूछा ‘राइट टाइम चल रही है क्या’?  उसने बताया-‘नही,ं ४ घंटे 
लेट है’। ये तो हम जानते ही हैैं कि ठंड मेें देश की अमूमन ट््ररेनेें लेट ही रहती हैैं। राजधानी हो या शताब्दी, सभी ट््ररेनेें माल गाड़ी 
बन जाती हैैं। 

मैैं अगले एक घंटे तक नीचे वाली सीट पर बठैकर बाहर का नज़ारा देखता रहा। फिर अचानक से एक यात्री -जिनका नीचे 
वाला बर््थ था- उन््होोंन े पूछा- ‘कहा ँजाओगे?’ मैैंने बताया ‘गुवाहाटी’। फिर पूछा क्या करत ेहो, किसी काम से जा रह ेहो?  और 
मैैंने उनक प्रश््नोों  का उत्तर दिया। थोड़ी देर मेें ही बातचीत का सिलसिला शुरू हो गया। वो तीन लोग थ ेऔर उन्हहें भी गुवाहाटी 

डॉॉ  अतुलु वैभैव, एक 
शि�क्षाावि�द और लेेखक हैं।ं दि�ल्लीी 

वि�श्ववि�द्याालय में ंएक सहाायक 
प्रोोफेेसर केे रूप मंें, वह अपनीी 

शोोध वि�शेषेज्ञताा कोो कक्षाा में ंलााते े
हैं।ं पहले, वह नॉॉर्थथ ईस्टर्नन हि�ल 

यूनूि�वर्सि�टीी (NEHU) मंें रि�सर्चच 
स्कॉॉलर थें।ं

याात्राा-संंस्मरण
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अनेेक भ्रांं�ति�याँँ� घर कर गयीी थींं� । नॉॉर्थथ ईस्ट केे लोोगोंं�  कोो समीीप सेे जााननेे काा मुुझे े
यह पहलाा अवसर मि�लाा थाा। वेे मुुझसे हि�न्दीी मेंं बाातें ंकर रहें थे ेऔर आपस मंें 
अपनीी माातृ ृभााषाा मेंं। मणि�पुरीी हि�न्दीी ठीीक सेे नहींं�  बोोल पाा रहाा थाा, लेेकि�न बााकीी 
सभीी हि�न्दीी अचे्छे सेे बोोल और समझ लेे रहें ंथे।े अरुणााचलीी सेे भीी मेेरीी बाात होोतीी 
रहीी। शााम तक मेेरीी उन सभीी याात्रि�योंं�  सेे एक मि�त्रताा सीी होो गयीी और आपस मंें 
रााजनीीति� बाातें ंभीी होोनेे लगीी जैैसाा अमूूमन ट्रेे�न केे सफर मंें होोताा है।ै सभीी मंें देेश केे 
नए प्रधाानमंंत्रीी नरेंद्र मोोदीी कोो लेेकर भीी बाातें ंहोोनेे लगीी। नरेंद्र मोोदीी ६ महीीनेे पहले 
हीी भाारत केे प्रधाानमंंत्रीी बनेे थे।े ऐसेे हीी बाातचीीत करते ेऔर खााते-ेपीीते ेराात होो गयीी 
और सभीी याात्रीी सोो गए। थोोड़ीी देेर पढ़नेे केे बााद मंैं भीी सोो गयाा। 

अगले दि�न सुुबह ६ बजे ेमेेरीी नींं�द  खुुलीी तब तक ट्रेे�न न्यू ूजलपााईगुुड़ीी पहँुँच 
चुुकीी थीी। चााय... चााय…, पाानीी... पाानीी..., और पेेपर… पेेपर...कीी आवााज सेे 
मेेरीी नींं�द  खुुल गयीी। मैंंनेे एक कप चााय लेेते ेहुए चााय वाालेे सेे पूूछाा तोो पताा चलाा 
कि� ‘ट्रेे�न ६ घंंटंें लेेट होो चुुकीी है’ै। मंैं चााय पीी कर पढ़नेे लगाा। सभीी याात्रीी थोोड़ीी देेर 
मेंं उठ गए। सभीी कोो गुुवााहााटीी जल्द सेे जल्द पहँुँचनेे कीी फि�क्र होोनेे लगीी। सब 
बैठै कर एक-दूूसरे सेे बाातें ंकर रहे थे।े मंैं भीी उनके सााथ बाात करते-ेकरते ेपढ़ भीी 
रहाा थाा और सााथ-सााथ ट्रेे�न सेे बााहर केे खूूबसूूरत नजाारोंं�  कोो देेख भीी रहाा थाा। 
ट्रेे�न बंंगााल मेंं सेे चल रहीी थीी। पहलीी बाार बंंगााल कीी धरतीी पर थाा। कभीी चााय केे 
बाागाान तोो कभीी अनाानाास केे खेेतोंं�  केे बीीच ट्रेे�न अपनीी अधि�कतम रफ्ताार पकड़ 
चुुकीी थीी। मंैं उस बंंगााल कीी धरतीी पर थाा जि�सकीी वीीरताा और शौौर्यय गााथााएंं हम 
इति�हाास कीी कि�तााबोंं�  मंें पढ़-पढ़ कर बड़े हुए हंैं। जहाँँ� सेे देेश मंें पत्रकाारि�ताा हीी नहींं�  
बल्कि� हि�न्दीी पत्रकाारि�ताा कीी भीी शुुरुआत हुई और जहाँँ� सेे भाारतीीय नवजाागरण 
कीी शुुरुआत हुई। मंैं गुुरुदेेव रवि�न्द्रनााथ टैैगोोर और स्वाामीी वि�वेेकाानन्द कीी धरतीी 
वाालेे उसीी बंंगााल मेंं थाा, जहाँँ� केे बड़े-बड़े चााय बाागाान केे वि�षय मंें सि�र्फफ  कि�तााबोंं�  मंें 
हीी पढ़ाा थाा। मंैं ट्रेे�न केे बााहर कीी हरि�याालीी देेख कर मंंत्रमुुग्ध होो रहाा थाा। बााहर केे 
नजाारोंं�  काा लुुफ्त उठााए जाा रहाा थाा। मुुझे ेवि�श्वाास हीी नहींं�  होो रहाा थाा कि� प्रकृृति� काा 
ऐसाा भीी सौौन्दर्यय रूप होोताा हैै। ट्रेे�न काा गुुवााहााटीी मंें पहँुँचनेे काा समय सुुबह ८:४५ 
बजे ेकाा थाा परंंतु ुवह शााम कोो लगभग ४ बजे पहँुँचतीी है।ै उस दि�न (२ दि�संबर 
कोो) मुुझे ेगुुवााहााटीी मंें हीी से्टेशन केे समीीप एक पुुलि�स कंैंप मंें रुकनाा थाा। 

मैंंनेे पहलीी बाार इतनीी लंंबीी याात्राा कीी थीी। लगभग २ 
हजाार कि�मीी और ४० घंंटंें कीी। 

ही जाना था। वे तीनो ंरहने वाले तो असम के थ ेलेकिन रहत ेदिल्ली मेें थ।े हमारे 
अलावे उस कम्पार््टमेेंट मेें दो अरुणाचल प्रदेश, एक मणिपुर और असम के ही 
एक और सज्जन थ।े धीरे-धीरे उन तीनो ंके अलावे अन्य यात्रियो ंसे भी बातचीत 
होने लगी जैसा कि अमूमन सफर मेें होता ह ैऔर जब सफर लंबा हो तो और भी 
ज्यादा। तीन असमिया और एक अरुणाचली का ग्रुप बन गया, फिर क्या था चारो ं
मेें ताश जम गया। मैैं थोड़ी देर बाद ब्रश करक अपने साथ कुछ खाने का सामान 
लाया था उसे खा कर अपने बर््थ पर जाकर पढ़ने लगा। सोचा थोड़ी बहुत पढ़ाई 
भी कर लँू, इतनी दूर जा रहा हूूँ  परीक्षा देने, अगर पास नही ंहुआ तो घर वाले भी 
बोलेेंगे कि सिर््फ  घूमने ही जाना था तो परीक्षा का बहाना क््योों किया। 

१ बजे मैैं नीचे आया और फिर एक कप चाय ली। तब तक इलाहाबाद आ 
चुका था। उधर ताश भी जम चुका था। मुझस भी उनलोगो ंने खेलने को पूछा 
लेकिन मैैंने मना कर दिया। ताश तो मुझ ेआता था लेकिन मैैं यह जानता था कि 
अगर एक बार खेलने बठै गया तो फिर जल्दी उठ नही ंपाऊँगा। वो खेल रह ेथ ेऔर 
मैैं उन्हहें देख कर ही आनन्द लिए जा रहा था, साथ मेें उनस बातेें भी कर रहा था। 
पूर्वोत्तर और मेघालय से सम्बन्धित अपनी जिज्ञासाओ ंको शातं कर रहा था या कहूूँ  
कि अपने ज्ञान को पुख्ता कर रहा था। उस क्षण मेरी स्थिति उस बच्चे के समान 
थी जो नया-नया बोलना सीखता ह।ै मैैं कम्पार््टमेेंट के यात्रियो ंपर अपने प्रश््नोों  की 
बौछार किए जा रहा था और वे बहुत धरै््य और सहजता से ताश के पत््तोों  को फेेंक त े
हुए उन प्रशनो ंका जवाब दिए जा रहेें थ।े मेरे कुछ प्रश््नोों  को तो वो ताश की मगनता 
मेें सुन भी नही ंपा रहेें थ।े 

अधि�कांं�श हि�न्दीी भााषीी याा समतल केे लोोग पूूर्वोोत्तर भाारत तथाा वहाँँ� केे लोोगोंं�  
केे वि�षय मंें जोो सोोचते ेहैं ंयाा जोो भााव रखते ेहैं,ं वेे लोोग उससे बि�ल्कुल हीी अलग 
थे।े यहाँँ� मेेरेे बि�ल्कुल अलग कहनेे काा आशय, उनके स्वभााव एवं व्यवहाार सेे है।ै 
दि�ल्लीी केे अधि�कांं�श लोोग पूूर्वोोत्तर भाारत केे लोोगोंं�  कोो पराायाा साा समझते ेहैं।ं दर 

असल दि�ल्लीी केे लोोग पूूर्वोोत्तर भाारत केे लोोगोंं�  और उनकीी संंसृ्कृति� केे 
वि�षय मेंं अनेेक भ्रांं�ति�योंं�  केे शि�काार हंैं। दि�ल्लीी मंें 

रहते ेहुए मेेरेे मन मंें भीी 
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कााफीी थक चुुकाा थाा, कंैंप 
पहँुँच कर चााय पीीनेे केे बााद आरााम कि�याा। 

थोोड़ीी देेर बााद राात काा खाानाा खाायाा और फि�र पढ़नेे लगाा। १२:३० बजे े
सोो गयाा और सुुबह ४ बजे ेकाा अलाार्मम बजनेे पर उठाा। सुुबह अपनेे समय पर उठ 
कर तैयैाार होोकर ४:३० बजे ेसे्टेशन केे लि�ए नि�कल गयाा और लगभग १० मि�नट 
मेंं से्टेशन पहँुँच गयाा। ५ बजेे १० सवाारीी कोो लेेकर सूूमोो चाालक नेे गााड़ीी आगेे 
बढ़ााई। लगभग ३० मि�नट कीी याात्राा केे बााद हवाा कीी ठंंढक और कुुहाासेे केे बीीच सेे 
धीीर-धीीरेे गुुजरतीी गााड़ि�याँँ� मन कोो आनंदि�त कर रहीी थींं� । कभीी ऊँँचेे-ऊँँचेे पहााड़ 
दि�खते ेतोो कभीी कुुहाासाा गााड़ीी मंें आ कर चेेहरे पर स्पर्शश करताा। रह-रह कर मुुझे े
नींं�द  भीी आ रहीी थीी लेेकि�न मंैं सोो नहींं�  रहाा थाा। माानोो यह महसूस होो रहाा थाा कि� 
इन्हींं�  नजाारोंं�  कोो तोो देेखनेे केे लि�ए मंैंनेे इतनाा इंंतजाार कि�याा थाा। ऐसेे दृश्योंं�  कीी मंैंनेे 
कल्पनाा भीी नहींं�  कीी थीी। जि�सेे मैंं कुुहाासाा समझ रहाा थाा असल मंें वह बाादल थाा। 
ऊपर सेे नीीचेे देेखनेे पर वहीी कुुहाासाा जि�नके बीीच सेे मैंं थोोड़ीी देेर पहले गुुजराा थाा वोो 
बाादल केे समाान दि�ख रहाा थाा। 

डेेढ़ घंंटंें बााद लगभग ६:३० बजे ेगााड़ीी नोंं�गपो ो मंें एक होोटल (ढााबे)े केे साामनेे 
रुकतीी है ैजहांं� सभीी याात्रीी उतर कर चााय वगैैरह पीीते ेहैं।ं मंैंनेे भीी चााय पीी। वहाँँ� 
कीी चााय थोोड़ीी अलग थीी। १५-२० मि�नट केे बााद गााड़ीी वहाँँ� सेे खुुल गई। अब 
पूूराा वााताावरण एकदम सााफ होो चुुकाा थाा। सूूरज कीी रौौशनीी सेे पहााड़ोंं�  केे पेेड़ रत्न 
जड़ि�त मुुकुुट केे समाान चमक रहे थे।े सड़क केे दोोनोंं�  ओर पहााड़ माानोो ऐसाा एहसााह 
कराा रहें ंथे ेजैसेैे कि� सड़क उनके बीीच नदीी केे समाान आगेे बढ़ रहीी होो। टूू-लेेन 
सड़क कोो फोोर-लेेन बनाायाा जाा रहाा थाा जि�सकीी वजह सेे सड़क कीी स्थि�ति� कााफीी 
जर्जजर होो चुुकीी थीी और उसपर चलनेे वाालीी गााड़ि�योंं�  कीी रफ्ताार बहुत धीीमीी। यह 
सड़क जोोरााबााट सेे शि�लांं�ग होोते ेहुए मि�जोोरम जाातीी हैै। यह रााष्ट्रीी�य रााज माार्गग संंख्याा 
६ हैै। लगभग ७:३० बजे ेगााड़ीी बड़ाा पाानीी पहँुँचतीी है।ै वहाँँ� पहँुँच कर मंैंनेे जोो 
नजााराा देेखाा वैैसाा अभीी तक सि�र्फफ  फि�ल्मोंं�  मंें हीी देेखाा थाा। कुुछ क्षण केे लि�ए मेेरीी 
आँखँोंं�  कीी पुुतलि�याँँ� माानोंं�  यह वि�श्वाास करनेे कोो तैैयाार हीी नहींं�  थींं� । ‘उमि�यम लेेक’ 
प्रकृृति� काा वरदाान हैै, बहुत बड़ीी झीील हैै। शाायद इसीी वजह सेे उस स्थाान काा नााम 
‘बााराापाानीी’ पड़ाा होो। चाारोंं�  दि�शााओं ंसेे पहााड़ उस झीील कोो इस प्रकाार सेे कैैद कि�ए 
हुए हंैं माानोो मदाारीी काा खेेल देेखनेे केे लि�ए लोोगोंं�  काा हुजूूम मदाारीी कोो चाारोंं�  तरफ 
सेे घेेराा होो। उस सौंं�दर्यय  कोो मंैं अपनेे मोोबााइल मेंं कैैद कि�ए जाा रहाा थाा। मंैं अपनेे 
मोोबााइल सेे बि�नाा रुकेे उस अद्भुतु दृश्य काा फोोटोो लि�ए जाा रहाा थाा। पहााड़ केे ऊपर 
जैैसेे हीी गााड़ीी आगेे बढ़ रहीी थीी उस झीील कीी सुुन्दरताा माानोो और नि�खरतीी जाा रहीी 
थीी। ऊपर सेे नजााराा कुुछ और हीी थाा। सूूमोो कीी खि�ड़कीी सेे कभीी बाादलोंं�  केे बीीच मेंं 
पहााड़ोंं�  कीी चोोटि�योंं�  पर हरे-हरे सुुहाावनेे पेेड़ दि�खते,े तोो कभीी उनकीी परछााइयाँँ� गााड़ीी 
केे आगेे इस प्रकाार प्रति�बि�म्ब बनाातीी, माानोो वोो कि�सीी कैैनवाास सेे कम न होो। 

समूचाा पहााड़ चीीड़ केे पेेड़ (पााइन ट्रीी�) कीी हरि�याालीी सेे ढकाा हुआ थाा। पूूराा 
पहााड़ माानोो जैैसेे चीीड़ कीी सुुन्दरताा सेे हि�लोोरेे माार रहाा होो। पााइन भाारत मंें नहींं�  
पाायाा जााताा थाा बल्कि� इसेे अँगँ्रेेज भाारत मंें लााए थे।े बताायाा जााताा है ैकि� शि�लांं�ग 
मेंं अँगँ्रेेजोंं�  नेे हेेलीीकॉॉप्टर सेे उसकाा बीीज गि�राायाा थाा। ऐसाा लग रहाा थाा माानोो चीीड़ 

केे पेेड़ और सूूरज कीी कि�रणोंं�  केे बीीच युदु्ध 
होो रहाा होो। माानोो एक तरफ सूूरज अपनीी रोोशनीी सेे चीीड़ कोो 

भेेद कर सड़क कोो उज्ज्वलि�त करनाा चााह रहाा होो, तोो वहींं�  दूूसरीी तरफ चीीड़ अपनीी 
छाायाा सेे सड़क कोो ढक लेेनाा चााह रहाा होो। जि�धर देेखताा उधर वृकृ्ष हीी वृकृ्ष दि�खते।े 
सड़कोंं�  केे कि�नाारेे कहींं� -कहींं�  एक दोो दुकुाानेंं दि�ख रहीी थींं� । समतल कीी तरह वहाँँ� 
घनीी आबाादीी नहींं�  थीी। इक्काा दुकु्काा घर दि�ख रहे ेथे।े ऐसेे हीी दृश्योंं�  कोो नि�हाारते हुए 
गााड़ीी कब माावलई पहँुँच गयीी पताा हीी नहींं�  चलाा। 

लगभग ८ बजे ेमंैं माावलई पेेट्रोो�ल पंंप पर उतराा और वहाँँ� सेे नेेहू (कंैंपस) केे 
लि�ए टैैक्सीी लीी। १०-१२ मि�नट मंें नेेहू पहँुँच गयाा। जैैसेे हीी गेेट न.-२ सेे परि�सर 
मेंं प्रवेेश कि�याा समूचाा वि�श्ववि�द्याालय चीीड़ कीी खूूबसूूरतीी मेंं माानोो नहाायाा हुआ 
प्रति�बि�म्बि�त होो रहाा थाा। जि�स प्रकाार स्त्रीी कीी सुुन्दरताा कोो आभूूषण नि�खाार देेते े
हैं ंउसीी प्रकाार चीीड़ केे वृकृ्ष भीी उस परि�सर कीी सुुन्दरताा मेंं चाार चाँँ�द लगाा रहे ेथे।े 
चीीड़ रूपीी आभूूषण सेे वि�श्ववि�द्याालय काा पूूराा परि�सर आभूूषि�त होो रहाा थाा। सूूरज 
कीी कि�रणें ंठंंढ मंें भीी माानोो चुुभ रहीी थींं� । इतनीी सााफ-सफााई शाायद मंैंनेे इससे 
पहले कहींं�  और नहींं�  देेखीी थीी। आपकोो बताा दँूँ�  कि� एशि�याा काा सर्वाा�धि�क स्वच्छ 
गाँँ�व (क्लीीनेेस्ट वि�लेज) ‘माावलि�नॉॉन्ग‘ मेेघाालय मेंं हीी है।ै चाारोंं�  तरफ पााइन 
ट्रीी� कीी हरि�याालीी दूूर ऊँँचेे-ऊँँचेे पहााड़ और आसमाान एकदम नीीलाा, कंंपकपाानेे 
वाालीी ठंंड और उनके बीीच मेंं मंैं वि�भााग केे बााहर बनेे बस स्टॉॉप पर बैठै कर वहाँँ� 
कीी खूूबसूूरतीी कोो चाारोंं�  ओर घूूम-घूूम कर नि�हाारताा रहाा और वि�भााग खुुलनेे काा 
इंंतजाार करताा रहाा। ९ बजे ेवि�भााग खुुलाा तब तक अन्य परीीक्षाार्थीी भीी आ चुुकेे 
थे।े पहले वि�भााग केे द्वााराा परीीक्षाा पूूर्वव कीी औपचरि�कतााएँँ पूूरीी कीी गयींं� । १०:०० 
सेे ११:३० बजे ेतक परीीक्षाा हुई। लि�खि�त परीीक्षाा खत्म होोनेे केे बााद सूूचनाा दीी गयीी 
कि� ‘जोो बच्चे ेबााहर सेे आए हैं ंउनकाा सााक्षाात्काार आज हीी होोगाा। आधेे घंंटंें केे 
ब्रेके केे बााद सााक्षाात्काार १२ बजेे सेे शुुरू होोगाा, सभीी बच्चे ेयहाँँ� समय पर उपस्थि�त 
रहेंंगेे’। बााहर सेे काा मतलब ऐसेे छाात्रोंं�  सेे थाा, जोो उस वि�श्ववि�द्याालय (नेेहू) केे नहींं�  
थे ेबल्कि� बााहर सेे आए हुए थें।ं सूूचनाा केे बााद सभीी बच्चे ेपाास मंें हीी एक कंैंटीीन मंें 
खाानेे चले गए। मंैं भीी उनके सााथ चलाा गयाा। मेेन्यू ूदेेख कर मैंंनेे आलू परााठाा और 
चााय ऑर्डडर कि�याा। कंैंटीीन मंें हीी देेश केे अनेेक हि�स्सोंं�  सेे आए हुए परीीक्षाार्थि�योंं�  
सेे बाातचीीत होोनेे लगीी। आप कहाँँ� सेे आए हैं?ं  आपनेे एम.ए कहाँँ� सेे कि�याा हैै?  
शि�लांं�ग कैैसेे आए?  नेेहू केे बाारेे मंें कि�सनेे बताायाा?  कि�स ट्रेे�न सेे आए?  परीीक्षाा केे 
बााद कहाँँ�-कहाँँ� घुुमनेे जाानाा हैै?  जैसैीी जि�ज्ञाासााओं ंकोो शांं�त कर रहाा थाा। 

१२:१५ बजे ेसााक्षाात्काार शुुरू हुआ और मेेराा सााक्षाात्काार २ बजे ेहुआ। 
सााक्षाात्काार कक्ष सेे बााहर नि�कलतेे हीी मंैं बहुत रााहत और शांं�ति� महसूस कर रहाा 
थाा। क्योंं�कि�  अब मैंं शि�लांं�ग कीी खूूबसूूरतीी काा आनन्द लेेनेे केे लि�ए बि�ल्कुल तैैयाार 
होो चुुकाा थाा। थोोड़ीी देेर केे बााद मंैं वि�भााग सेे बााहर नि�कलाा और वि�श्ववि�द्याालय 
केे गेेट न. २ सेे पोोलोो केे लि�ए टैैक्सीी मेंं बैठै गयाा। मेेरीी दि�ल्लीी वाापसीी कीी ट्रेे�न ६ 
दि�संबर कोो थीी और तब तक मंैं पोोलोो मेंं हीी एक पुुलि�स कंैंप मंें रुकनेे वाालाा थाा और 
अगले ३ दि�नोंं�  तक शि�लांं�ग काा भ्रमण करनेे वाालाा थाा। १० मि�नट मंें मैंं पोोलोो मेंं 
स्थि�त पुुलि�स कंैंप पहँुँच गयाा, जहाँँ� मुुझे ेअगले तीीन दि�नोंं�  तक ठहरनाा थाा। 

अगलाा पड़ााव अगले अंंक मंें…
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अचानक ही किसी शहर मेें इतनी शक्ति कहा ँसे आ जाती है, जो वह रोज़मर््ररा के नागरिको ंको रोज़़ी-रोटी 
देती हुई कुछ दिनो ंके लिए कई लाख गुना ज़््यादा अधिक मनुष््योों  को रहन के लिए स्थान और उदर 
पूर्ति हेतु अनाज प्रदान करन लगती है। क्या भूमि का विस्तार उस समय धरती मा ँबढ़़ा देती है? वैसे 
ही अनजाने लोग, अनगिनत भावनाओ ंका प्रवाहित होना है। जितना मन सुगठित हो, लिखते जाओ, 

बताते जाओ, आन वाली पीढ़़ी को कि क्या हो रहा है? कितना भी विज्ञान अपना विस्तार दिखाए लेकिन मिट्टी अपनी 
सुगंध और अपने अस्तित्व को मौन रहकर बताती रहती है, यह लेखन यहा ँबिन प्रयास के ही उपस्थित हो रहा है। इस 
समह का सृजन पीठ प्रथम प्रयागराज का ही है। शाखाएँ जाने कौन-कौन-सी मिट्टी मेें पुष्पित, पल्लवित हुईं, एक अंकुरण 
शिलांग मेें भी हुआ तब शिलांग के कवि रत््नोों  ने अपने हृदय की तरंगो ंको प्रतिभाषित किया।सावन मेें आए श्रवण

समुद्र मंथन का स्मरण कराते
(पृष्ठ ३१)
चाहे हम सात समदर पार जाएँ या लाखो ंकरोड़़ोों  की लड़़ियो ंसे अपने निर्जीव हो रह देह को सजाएँ। देश हेतु कुछ कर 

दिया वही प्यार, अभिमान है, स्वाभिमान है।
राष्टट्र के टुकड़़ोों  को जोड़कर
पूरा किया इस देश के अरमान को
(पृष्ठ २७)
औरतो ंसे सारी दुनिया, अखिल भूमंडल सुशोभित हो रही है। औरतो ंसे प्रतिभासित हो रही है, फिर भी अपने 

अस्तित्व की तलाश मेें औरत खोई हुई रहती है। चली आ रही परंपरा मेें जीने की आदत हो गई है उसे —
आदत पड़ गई है सदियो ंसे उसे वल्लरी बनकर रहन की
उसे इस आदत को थोड़़ा अलग रूप देना होगा। वह उसे तोड़ पाने मेें सक्षम है, लेकिन, यह, पर, कितु, परंतु — सब 

कुछ दंड स्वरूप स्त्री ने अपने ऊपर ले लिया है।
घर मेें सब जैसा है वैसा ही अपनाना होगा
हा,ँ मगर रसोई मेें कुछ रोज़ नया पकाना होगा
(पृष्ठ ६२)

पुस्तक समीक्षा 

तूलिका श्री
पुुस्तक संंवााद करतेे मेेघ
संंपाादक डॉॉक्टर अनीीताा पंंडाा 
सह संंपाादक नीीताा शर्माा�
प्रथम संंस्करण २०२३ 
मूूल्य १५०
प्रकााशक सृृजन पीीठ प्रयाागरााज

तूलूि�काा श्रीी वर्ततमाान मेंं 
ऑक्सि�लि�यम कॉॉन्वेंटं हााई सू्कूल, 

बड़ौौदाा में ंहिं�दंीी और संंसृ्कृत कीी 
अध्याापि�काा केे रूप मंें काार्ययरत हंैं। 

उनं्हें अखि�ल भाारतीीय कवि�यत्रीी 
समि�ति� मथुरुाा सेे रााष्ट्रीी�य कवि� 

पुरुस्काार प्रााप्त है,ै तथाा वेे बड़ौौदाा सेे 
प्रकााशि�त हि�दीी  त्रैमैाासि�क पत्रि�काा 

नाारीी अस्मि�ताा मंें समीीक्षक हंैं।
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अनगिनत सितारो ंसे भरी ज़़ििंदगी ना जाने कितने मन्वं तर बनकर, कल्प से 
गुजरती है। धरती के हम बन जाते हैैं राजा? वे कब समझ सक हैैं दीन-दुखी, 
सर््वहारा की भूख और पीड़़ा?

आखँो ंकी कोटरेें
याचित
पँूजीपतियो ंके द्वार
मूँ गफली बाटँते
दुख-पीड़़ा से बेपरवाह
(पृष्ठ ९९)
संवेदनशील हृदय ही अपने मनोभावो ंको शब््दोों  मेें ढालेेंग। जीवन की गति 

रुकती नही,ं मात्र स्मृतियो ंका पुलिंदा बढ़ता जाता है।
लम्हे तो यूँ  ही चले जाते हैैं
पर यादेें जाती नही,ं जो बात कही थी तुमने
(पृष्ठ ९१)
विचारो ंका ऊहापोह जीने नही ंदेता है, मरन भी नही ंदेता — तो क्या 

करता है? रास्ता ढँूढो — संत रूमी, कबीर, बुद्ध, नानक, दादू , अखा, नांगेली 
— सभी ने अपने रास्ते ही तो ढँूढे। बैठ करक उनक जीवन की यात्रा को 
समझना, पढ़ना और उसको अपने अंतरतम तक ले जाना बहुत ज़रूरी है। 
क्या हम वह कर पाएँगे? कोई न कोई गुरु तो होगा ही। दलित-विमर््श पर 
आधारित ये पंक्तिया ँप्रश्न कर रही हैैं:

निकल आया है वह खामोशी से
नही ंलौटता है कोई वहा ँसे
बुद्धन लिए ज्ञान का प्रकाश
नारी हृदय की भावनाएँ कहा,ँ कैसे, किस रूप मेें प्रवाहित और प्रकाशित 

हो रही हैैं — यह हम इस पुस्तक मेें देख सकते हैैं।
प्राकतिक परिवेश मेें साहित्य का अवगाहन हमेें सोपान-दर-सोपान 

सौदंर््य-दर््शन कराता जाता है। आदरणीय पंडित पृथ्वी नाथ जी ने भूमिका मेें 
यही बात अपने शब््दोों  मेें बताई है कि इस पुस्तक मेें कुछ कविताएँ ऐसी भी हैैं, 
जिनमेें रचनाकारो ंका सर््जनात्मक पक्ष संलक्षित हो रहा है। उनमेें कही ंविफल 
प्रेम की वेदना हिलकोरेें मार रही है, तो कही ंसफल प्रेम का सुख मन-प्राण को 
आल्हादित कर रहा है, परंतु प्रेम की अपार भूख की अतृप्ति मेें परिणति ही 
प्रेम की वास्तविक विजय है।

“संवाद करते मेघ” एक ऐसी काव्य-कृति है, जो प्राकतिक प्रदेश मेघालय 
राज्य के उर््वर भूभाग से पहली बार उद्घाटित हो रही है। पावन गंगाजल की 
कल-कल, छल-छल का अनुभव हो रहा है, जो मानवता और करुणा का 
संदेश संप्रेषित करती जान पड़ती है।

(पृष्ठ १२)
भारत बहुत कुछ अलग है और नही ंभी है। ऐसा कैसे है — जो है वह 

दिखता नही,ं जो नही ंहै वह प्रतिभासित भी नही ंहोता। पत्थर मेें बुद्ध है, मान 
लिया — फिर उस पर जल, धूप, दूध-भोग और जीवित इंसान से जी भर 
घृणा?

काश! वही नफरत बदल जाए और उसमेें पावन धारा बन जाए। कोई तो 
पूछे — तुझ मेें छुपा कोई अरमान कहा ँसे प्रस्तुत हो रहा है? बीज कही ंसे उड़ 
कर आते हैैं और अपनी खुशबू बिखेर जाते हैैं। रस, छंद, अलंकार, लोकगीत, 
राष्टट्रगीत — ना जाने किस हद तक प्रभावित, प्रवाहित होते रहते हैैं।

ऐसी नौकरी का क्या करना
इंतज़़ार की हद तो हो गई
अब कुछ तो करम करना
मैैं जल्दी आऊँगा
पलकेें  बिछा कर रखना

परदस न जाओगे
परदस न जाऊँगा
अपना वतन अपना
यही ंखुशी मेें पाऊँगा
(पृष्ठ ६७)
जिसक दिल मेें प्यार है, लोग उसे पल भर को मिलकर आत्मीयता से भर 

जाते हैैं। यह तो पंचतत्व से निर्मित काया किसी और से खिंचाव का अनुभव 
करती है, पर हमारा यह चंचल मन कहा ँठहराव पाता है? इतनी ही तो प्रक्रिया 
है। तब अंदर का भीगा मन कहता है कि सब साथ चलेें और मंज़़िल की ओर 
अग्रसर हो ं—

काहे की फिक्र?
“हम साथ-साथ हैैं
एक छतरी के नीचे”
इस वक्त मेरे भीतर पनप रही है,
एक और नई कविता
(पृष्ठ ८३)
लाखो ंविचार हमारे मन को मथते रहते हैैं, सबको एक सूत्र मेें बाँध पाना 

अत्यं त ही दुष्कर कार््य है, फिर भी डॉक्टर अनीता जी और नीताजी ने अति 
दुष्कर कार््य को सरल बनाया है। उम्मीद है, आग भी यह दीपशिखा प्रज्वलित 
रहेगी। कवियो ंको खूब-खूब शुभकामनाएँ।

पुस्तक समीक्षा
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LARGER THAN LIFE

Adaptations from Khasi Folktales



O
n the day of the animals’ fair at Luri Lura, the stag and the snail met. It was a 
very hot day, and the animals as they travelled to the fair eagerly sought the 
shelter of the trees. There was a large Rubber grove in the forest, and thither 
many of the animals hasted, panting from the great heat, and there laid down 
their burdens for a while and rested in the cool shades.

It was a familiar rendezvous, and many of the animals turned there, as much from habit 
as from fatigue, glad to meet old acquaintances. On the day which concerns this story 
there was an unusually large throng, and they chatted together sociably about the different 
events of their lives and the circumstances of their neighbours.

In one corner a group were noisily comparing notes with one another about the length 
of time it had taken them to travel certain distances. In this group was the stag, who 
monopolised the conversation, and boasted of his own speed, and the buffalo, trying to be 



affable, said that they were bound to admit that the stag was now the swiftest animal in the 
jungle, since the dog had run away to Man, and the entire company nodded in agreement. 

There was, however, a little grey snail in the grass with her shell on her back, who was 
very disgusted with the boastings of the animals, especially of the stag, as if swiftness was 
the only virtue to which an animal ought to aspire. In order to put a stop to their talk, she 
called out mockingly for them to look at the lather that covered their bodies from over-
exertion, and to compare her own cool skin, which had not perspired at all in spite of the 
journey; consequently, she claimed the honours for good travelling for herself

This was received with much displeasure by the animals, who felt that their dignity had 
been flouted, for the snail was an insect in their estimation, not fit to be admitted to 
their august company. The stag began to canter gracefully round the grove to prove his 



superiority, his fellow animals applauding admiringly; but the little snail was not to be 
silenced, and to show her contempt she challenged the stag to run a long race with her, 
declaring that she would beat him. 

Many of the animals urged the stag not to heed the challenge of the snail, as it was only 
given to affront him, but he said that unless he would run she would always insult him and 
call him a coward who had shown fear of a snail. So it was settled that the stag and the 
snail should run a long race, from the Rubber grove to the top of Mount Shillong, on the 
animals’ return from Luri Lura.

The name of this little grey snail was Ka Mattah. As soon as the animals left the grove 
she summoned together all her tribe to consider how to proceed so as to beat the stag in 
the long race. Many of the snail family found fault with her for her foolish challenge, but 
they were all prepared to help her out of her difficulty, and to save her from the disgrace 



of defeat. It was decided in the family council that the snails should form themselves into 
a long line edging the path all the way from the Rubber grove to Mount Shillong, and hide 
themselves in the grass, so as not to be discovered by the stag. So the snails dispersed and 
formed themselves into a long line on the edge of the path.

As soon as they had sold their wares, the animals hastened to the grove, laughing among 
themselves as they walked at the foolishness of Ka Mattah in setting herself up against the 
swiftest of the animals, and they planned how to make her the general laughing-stock of 
the jungle for her audacity. When they reached the Rubber grove they found Ka Mattah 
ready for the race, having discarded her cumbersome shell and put herself into a racing 
attitude on the path, which caused them no little amusement. As soon as the signal was 
given she dived into the grass and was lost to sight, while the stag cantered towards the 
mountains. After going some distance, he stopped, thinking that there would be no need 
to run further, as he imagined that the snail was far behind and likely to have given up the 
race; so he called out, “Heigh, Mattah, art thou coming?”



To his surprise, the voice of the snail answered close beside him saying, “I am here, I am 
here.” Thereupon he ran on more swiftly, but after running several miles he stopped again 
and called out as before, “Heigh, Mattah, art thou coming?” And again the voice answered 
close to his heels, “I am here, I am here”; upon which the stag tore off at a terrific pace 
through the forest, only stopping at intervals to call out to the snail. As often as he called, 
the voice answered close to his feet, “I am here, I am here,” which set him racing with ever-
increasing speed. When he reached the Iei Tree Mountain, he was panting and quivering 
from his great exertions and longed to lie down to rest, but he saw before him the goal to 
which he was bound, and spurred himself to a last effort. 



He was so exhausted as he climbed up the slopes of Shillong that he was giddy and 
faint, and could scarcely move his wearied limbs, and, to his dismay, before he reached the 
summit, he heard the tormenting voice of the snail calling out from the goal, “I have won, 
I have won.”

Exhausted and defeated, the stag threw himself full length on the ground, and his 
disappointment and the sickness due to the terrible strain he had put on himself caused 
him to spit out his gall-bladder. To this day no gall-bladder is to be found in the anatomy 
of the stag; so he carries in his body the token of the great defeat he sustained through the 
wiles of Ka Mattah, the little grey snail, and the pathetic look has never gone out of his eyes. 

Dr  Peacefully Kharkongor, the illustrator,  is an Assistant Professor, Department of  
Anthropology, Women’s College, Shillong. She also has a passion for art.
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...Ka ba bteng

Nailar 5 tarik, 1882 

“Ka Jingleit Jngoh Ïa U Vidyasagar”

N
ailar 5 tarik, 1882La kha ïa u Pandit Ishwar Chandra Vidyasagar ha ka 
shnong Beersingh, ka bym da jngai na Kamarpukur, ka jaka ba la kha ïa u 
Ramakrishna. La tip ïa u kum u riewstad bakhraw, u nonghikai, u nongthoh 
kot, bad u riew shemphang ba kylluid mynsiem. U dei ruh uwei na ki 

nongthoh ïa ka ktien Bengali jong ka juk ba mynta, u long ruh uba la tbit bha ha ka 
thoh grammar ha ka ktien Sanskrit bad poitri. Ka jingjynsur mynsiem jong u ka la 
pynlong ïa ki para ri ha manla ki thliew ïing ban ïalap ïariew tang ïa ka kyrteng jong u, 
kham bun na ka jingïoh jong u, u ju ïarap ïa ki thei-ïaplok, ki khunswet, ki khynnah skul 
ba duk bad kiwei kiwei ki briew ba donkam jingïarap. Ym tang ba u don ka jingsngew 
ieid kaba thew tang ïa ki parabriew: u la sangeh kaba dih dud da ki bun bun snem 
khnang ba ki khun masi ruh kin ïoh la ka bhah ban dih dud, bad um ju shong da ka 
kali kulai ïoh ba kan pynlong ka jingshitom ïa ki kulai. U la long u briew uba don ka 
mynsiem baïar jingmut bymlah thew, kaba u da pyni da ka kam haba u la iehnoh noh 
ïa ka kyrdan kum u Principal jong ka Sanskrit College kaba don ha Kolkata namar ka 
jingbymïadei jingmut bad ki nongpynïaid kam. Ka jingieid jong u ïa la ka kmie, ka long 
kaba jylliew haduh katta katta. Ha kawei ka sngi ha ka jingbym don ka lieng u la jngi 
lyngba ka lat lat um da kaba kheiñ duh la ka jingim ban pynurlong ïa ka jingkwah jong 
ka kmie ba u dei ban don ha ka sngi kyntiew kurim jong u para. Baroh shilynter jingim 
jong u, ka paw tyngkreiñ ka jingim ba shisur jingmut. Ka nam ka kyrteng Vidyasagar 
kamut “ka jingnang-jingtip kaba ïar bad jylliew kum ka duriaw bah, ” la ai ka nam ïa u 

Ki Kyntien Ba Kyntang U Ramakrishna
la pynkylla da I Bah P S Lyngdoh

From the pages of Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna  
(part of an ongoing project by Ramakrishna Mission, Sohra) 

THUS SPAKE
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ban ithuh ïa ka jingkhraw ha ka pyrkhat pyrdaiñ bad ka 
pule puthi. 

U Ramakrishna la slem bah, u la kwah ban leit 
jngoh ïa u Iswar Chandra Vidyasagar. Hadien ba u la 
ïoh jingtip na u M ba u long u nonghikai ha ka skul 
Vidyasagar, u Kynrad u la kylli, “Phi lah ban ïa lam ïa 
nga sha u Vidyasagar? Nga da kwah eh ban ïakynduh 
ïa u. U M u la ïathuh ha u Vidyasagar ïa ka jingkwah 
u Ramakrishna, bad u pundit u la mynjur da kaba 
sngewbha ba u M un wan ïalam khnang khnang ïa 
u Kynrad, ha kano kano ka sngi saitjaiñ ha ka por 
saw baje janmiet. U la shu kylli ïa u M ba u long u 
’riewsohblei uba kumno bad u ong, “U phong da ki 
jaiñ rongstem? ” U M u la jubab. “Em, babu, U long u 
briew uba kham pher na kiwei pat. U phong da ki jaiñ 
ba thoh laiñ saw nadong-nadong bad ki jingsopkjat ba 
la ñiad khuid bha. U shong ha kawei ka kamra kaba don 
ha kper jong ka ïingmane jong ka Rani Rasmani1. Ha 
kamra jong u don kawei ka jingthiah rit, ka tyrsok bad 
ka musari. Um i don dak ei ei kaba paw shabar kum uta 
u ’riewkhuid. Hynrei um tip ei ei lait tang ïa u Blei. Miet 
la bad Sngi u pyrkhat u pynleit jingmut tang ïa u Blei. 

Ha ka por janmiet u Nailar 5 tarik u Kynrad u la mih 
na Dakshineswar da ka kali-kulai paidbah, la synran 
lang da u Bhavanath, u M bad u Hazra. U Vidyasagar 
u shong ha Badurbagan, hapdeng jong ka sor Kolkata, 
kumba hynriew mer ei ei na Dakshineswar. Ha lynti, u 
Ramakrishna u la ïakren bad ki synran jong u, hynrei 
katba ka kali-kulai ka la jan poi ha ïing u Vidyasagar 
kynsan kynsan u la kylla la ka jingmut jingpyrkhat. U la 
shah khring ha ka bor jong ka jingbuaid Blei bakyntang. 
Khlem poi pyrkhat ei ei ïa kane, u M u la kdew ïa ka 
kper jong ka ïing ba ju shong ju sah u Raja Rammohon 
Roy. U Kynrad u la dom bad u la ong, “Ngam da salia 
eh ïa kine kiei kiei baroh mynta. ” U la nang ngam ha ka 
jingieid Blei bakyntang. 

Ka kali-kulai ka la sangeh ha khmat ïing u 
Vidyasagar. U Kynrad u la hiar da kaba ïarap kyrshan da 
u M, uba la ïalam lynti. Ha phyllaw ïing don bunjait ki 
syntiew baphuh. Katba u Kynrad u dang ïaid sha ïing, 
u la ong ha u M, kum u khunlung, da kaba kdew ïa u 
budam ha ka sopti jong u: “U budam jong ka sopti jong 
nga u la lait. La kane kan pynsngewsih ïa u Vidyasagar? 
” “Em, phi!” 
 La ong u M. ‘Wat da khuslai shaphang kata. Ym don 
kaei kaei shaphang jong phi ka ban pynsngewsih ïa u. 
Phim don kam ban da pyndait budam ïa la ka sopti. ” U 
pdiang da ka jing hun mynsiem kum u khunlung hi. 

1 Ka kynthei riewspah, ka nongshem ïa ka ïingmane ka Blei Kali 
ha Dakshineswar. 

U Vidyasagar u la don kumba hynriew phew ar snem 
ei ei ka rta, u la tam khathynriew ne khathynñiew snem 
ïa u Kynrad. U la shong ha ka ïing armala ba la pynwan 
dur kum ki ïing phareng kaba don ka jaka ïaidkai 
baroh sawdong ba la ker da ka kynroh kaba jrong. 
Hadien ba la kiew ïa ki mawlynti ban poi sha armala, u 
Ramakrishna bad ki nongbud jong u ki la rung hapoh 
kamra haduh bakut jong ka ïing ha kaba u Vidyasagar 
u la shong da kaba phai khmat sha ki, kaba don bad ka 
miej ha khmat jong u. Shaphang ka mon jong ka miej 
don ka ben. Katto katne ngut ki paralok jong u ki la 
shong ha ki shuki ha baroh arliang. 

U Vidyasagar u la ïeng bad pdiang burom ïa u 
Kynrad. U Ramakrishna u la ïeng ha khmat jong ka ben, 
da kaba kyrshan da ka kti ha ka miej. U la peit lyngngoh 
ïa u Vidyasagar, la i kumba ki la ju ïa ithuh-ithaw naduh 
mynshuwa, u la rkhie ha ka rukom kaba kham i pher 
da ka jingieid bakynja Blei. Ha kata ka rukom jinglong 
ba kham pher ka jingmut-jingpyrkhat, u la shu ïeng 
khlem khih katto katne minit. Teng teng ban wan rah 
biang ïa ka jingmut jingpyrkhat jong u sha ka jingkyndit 
briew, u la ong, “Ngan sa dih um. ” Ha kajuh ka por 
ki khun samla ka ïing bad katto katne ngut ki paralok 
bad kiba ha ïing ha sem u Vidyasagar ki la ïalum lang 
hangta. U Ramakrishna, u dang neh ha ka jingkmen 
bad U Blei haduh bym tipbriew shuh, u la shong halor 
ka ben. Uwei u samla ba la khathynñiew ne khatphra 
snem ka rta uba la wan khnang sha u Vidyasagar ban 
ïoh jingïarap pisa na bynta ka jingpule jong u, u la shong 
lang hangta. U Kynrad u la shong kham pajih na uta u 
khynnah, da kaba ong khlem da pynleit jingmut. “Ko 
Mei, une u khynnah u dang shah khring palat ha ka 
pyrthei. U dang don ha ka jingsah dum bad ka jingbiej.”

U Vidyasagar u la ong ïa uwei na kiba don hangta 
ban wanrah um bad u la kylli ïa u M la u Kynrad u kwah 
ban bam de ïa ki jingbam thiang. Naba u M ym shim la 
kyntait, U Vidyasagar dalade hi u la leit shapoh kawei 
ka kamra ban wanrah ïa ki jingbam thiang. La buh ïa 
ki ha khmat u Kynrad. U Bhavanath bad u Hazra ruh 
ki la ïoh la ka bhah lajong. Haba ki la tyrwa ha u M, 
u Vidyasagar u la ong: “O, phi ruh phi long kum shi 
ïing shi sem. Ngim dei ban khuslai ei ei ïa u. ” Da kaba 
kdew ïa u nongbud u ba dang i samla. U Kynrad u la 
ong ïa u Vidyasagar. “U long u khynnah samla uba bha 
bad uba shemphang naduh dohnud. U ïa syrïem kum ka 
wah Phalgu. Ïa ka sla um la tap da u shyiap hynrei lada 
phi tih khyndiat phin shem ba ka um ka tuid na shapoh. 
”Hadien ba u la bam khyndiat na ki jingbam thiang, u 
Kynrad, da kaba phuh samrkhie u la sdang ban kren ïa 
u Vidyasagar. Ha kata ka por ka kamra ka la dap da ki 
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briew, don katto katne 
kiba shu ïeng bad kiwei 
pat ki la shong. 

Kynrad: “Ah! Ha 
kaba khatduh, mynta 
ka sngi, nga la wan poi 
ha ka duriaw. Haduh 
kane ka sngi ba mynta 
nga la ïohi tang ïa ki 
nur-um, ki ñiur-ñiur, 
ne ki kynja wahrit, 
lah ban ong. Hynrei 
mynta ka sngi nga don 
markhmat jong ka 
‘sagar’ ne ka duriaw hi 
baroh kawei. ” (baroh ki 
ïarkhie). 

Vidyasagar (phuh 
samrkhie): Nangta, 
sngewbha rah khyndiat 
ka um mluh sha ïing. ” 
(Ïarkhie). 

U Kynrad: “O, em! 
Balei da ka um mluh? 
Phim dei ka um duriaw 
jong ka jingbieit. Phi long ka duriaw jong ka vidya, ka 
jingstad-jingshemphang. Phi long ka duriaw jong ka dud 
ba rben (Baroh ïarkhie). 

U Vidyasagar – “Ñiuma, phi lah ban ong ha kata ka 
rukom. ”

U pundit u la shu sngap khlem kren. U Ramakrishna 
u la ong, “Ïa ki jingtrei-jingktah jongphi la ai mynsiem 
da ka sattva2. Watla ki kam ki jam jong phi ki long 
Rajasic3 hynrei ki long pat ki ba la shah khring ha ka 
Sattva. Ka jingsngewlem ka kyrsoi na ka Sattva. Watla 
ka jingtreikam na ka bynta ka jingpynbha ïa kiwei da ka 
rajas4, pynban kane ka rajas ka don ïa ki sattva naduh ka 
tynrai jong ka bad kam don jingma-jingmynsaw ei ei. U 
Suka bad kiwei pat ki riewkhuid ki kyrsoi da ka jingieid 
bad jingsngewlem na ki jingmut-jingpyrkhat jong ki 
ban ai ïa ki para briew ïa ki jinghikai niam, ban hikai ïa 
ki shaphang u Blei. Phi ïasam lem ïa ka jingbam bad ka 
jingnang-jingtip. Kata ruh ka long kaba bha. Lada ïa 
kum kine ki rukom jingtreikam la leh da ka mynsiem 
len lade kan ïalam sha u Blei. Hynrei bun ki briew ki 
trei tang ban ïoh ka nam ka burom ne ban kiew kyrdan. 
2 Ka lynti jong ka jingia-pynbiang la ne ka jingstad jingsh-
emphang. Peit ïa ka guna. 
3 Kaba pyniasoh ïa kaei kaei ne kaba pynioh, ïa ka rajas. 
4 Ka lynti jong ka rukom trei jingtrei ne ka jing-bymshongthait. 
Peit ïa ka guna. 

Kim aitilut ha ki jingtreikam jong ki. Nalor kata, phi 
long uba Siddha5, uba jai jai bad uba la ih bha ha ka 
jingmut-jingpyrkhat, 

U Vidyasagar: “Kumno ka long kumta, babu? ”
U Kynrad (da kaba rkhie): “Haba ïa ki phan bad 

kiwei ki jait jhur la shet ih bha, ki jem bad ki shngiam. 
Bad phi don ïa kata ka jinglong ba jai jai. Phi long uba 
don ïa ka jingsngewlem kaba palat liam (u la pynrkhie). 

U Vidyasagar (da kaba rkhie): “Hynrei lada phon pat 
ïa u kynja dai iong u kylla eh noh pynban. ”

U Kynrad: Hynrei phim dei pat uba na kata ka 
kyrdan. Ki pundit kiba shu tynneng ki long thik kum 
ki soh ba don jingpang kiba tyrkhong bad ki bym ih 
shuh. Kum uta u jait soh um don jingshngiam kum u 
soh ba dang jyrngam ne ka jingbang kum u soh uba 
la ih. Ki pukni ki her shajrong ka suiñbneng, hynrei ki 
khmat jong ki peit kliaw hangno ki don ki doh-pyut ha 
khyndew. Ki la shah teh mraw ha ka jingbieit jong ka 
pyrthei. Ka jingsngewlem, ka jingieid ïa u Blei bad ka 
jingkyntait ïa ki jingkwah pyrthei ki long ka burom jong 
ka jingnang jingtip bashisha. 

5 (Lit. , kaba janai ne kaba la shet) Kaba ïadei ha baroh ar ha u 
mynsiem ba la janai bad kaei kaei kaba la shet ih bha. 

House of  Pandit Ishwar Chandra Vidyasagar



U Vidyasagar u la shah shkor ïa kine ki kyntien ha 
ka jingjar jar. Kiwei ruh kumjuh, ki la ang lyngngoh ïa 
u Kynrad bad ki da sngap pynleit jingmut ïa man la ki 
kyntien ba u kren. 

U Vidyasagar u long ba tyngkan ban ai ka jinghikai 
-niam sha kiwei. U la dep pule ïa ka jingstad ha ka 
pyrkhat pyrdaiñ ïa ki jinghikai ka niam Hindu. Shisien, 
haba u M u la kylli ïa u ïa ka jingsngew jong u shaphang 
jong ka, u Vidyasagar u la ong, “Nga tharai ki riewstad 
pyrkhat niam ki la bakla ban batai pynshai ïa kaei kaba 
ki la don ha ka jingmut jingpyrkhat jong ki. ” Hynrei ha 
ka jingim ba man ka sngi jong u, u la bud thik-pa-thik ïa 
baroh ki jingleh-niam kyntang jong ka niam Hindu bad 
u da teh ïa u ’sai-kyntang kumba leh ki Brahmin. U la 
pynshai shisien kumne. “Ka long ka bym lah da shisha 
ban tip shaphang jong U. Te, kaei pat ka kamram ba ngi 
dei ban leh? Nga sngew ba ngi dei ban im ha kaba kiwei 
kin bud ïa ki nuksa jong ngi, kumta kane ka pyrthei ba 
ngi shong ngi im kan jin da long ka bneng. Te man-
uwei-pa-uwei u dei ban pyrshang ban leh ki kam ba bha 
ha ka pyrthei. ”

Ka jingpyni-nia u Ramakrishna mynta ka la kylla 
long shaphang ka jingnang-jingtip jong u Brahman6. 

U Kynrad: “U Brahman u long palat liam ha ka 
jingstad blei bad bymtip blei, ka jingshemphang bad ka 
jingsahbieit. Ka long palat ïa ka bor pyrkhat Maya7, ka 
jingpynthame ïa kine ki ar jinglong. 

“Ka pyrthei ka kynthup lang ïa ki jingpynthame 
ïa kine ki ar jinglong jong ka jingshemphang bad 
ka jingbieit. Ka kynthup ïa ka jingshemphang bad 
ka jingpynleit jingmut, bad ruh ka jingshahteh ha 

6 Uba donbor tam; u Jingshisha Ba hakhliehtam ka rukom 
pyrkhat pyrdaiñ jong ka Vedanta. 
7 Ka jingbieit kaba kah dum ïa ka jingïohi-paw ïa u Blei; ka Jing-
pynthame bah ,  ba uwei u paw kum shibun,  Uba donbor tam 
uba don ka jingïadei ; la pyndonkam ruh ïa ka ban pynshai ïa ka 
jingshahteh ha ka pyrthei. 

‘ka kynthei bad ka ksiar’. Ka jinglong-hok bad ka 
jingbymhok, kaba bha bad kaba sniew. Hynrei u 
Brahman um shah teh ha kine. Ka jingbha bad ka 
jingsniew ka thew ïa ka jingmut ïa ka jiva, ka mynsiem 
ba shimet, kumba dei ban long ha ka jinglong-hok bad 
ka jingbymhok, hynrei U Brahman um shah ktah ei ei 
ha kine. 

“U briew u lah ban pule ïa ka kotniam Bhagavata8 
da kaba thang da i sharak rit, bad uwei pat u lah ban 
shna ïa ki pisa thok da kaba pule da kajuh ka sharak 
rit, hynrei ka sharak kam don jingthut ei ei. Ka sngi ka 
ai jingshai kumjuh ïa uba leh kam sniew bad ïa uba leh 
kam hok”

“Phi lah ban kylli, ‘Te, kumno uwei u lah ban batai 
ïa ka jingjynjar, ka pop ka sang bad ka jingbymsuk? 
Ka jubab ka long ba kine ki ïadei tang bad ka Jiva9. U 
Brahman um shah ktah ei ei da ki. Don ka bih ha u 
bseiñ, kiwei ki lah ban ïap lada shah puh ha u, u bseiñ 
pat um shah ktah ha ka bih.  

“U Brahman u long uba kumno ym lah ban batai. 
Baroh kiei kiei ha ka pyrthei – ki Veda, ki Purana, ki 
Tantra, ki hynriew tylli ki jingstad tynrai ha ka pyrkhat 
pyrdaiñ- la pyntngit, kum ka jingbam ba la jliah da u 
thylliej, naba ki la dep pule ne pynkynnoh da u thylliej. 
Tang kawei ka bym shym la pyntngit ha kane ka rukom, 
bad kata ka long ïa u Brahman. Ym don thylliej ba lah 
ban batai uei u Brahman10. ”

U Vidyasagar (ha ki paralok): “Oh! Kata te ka jubab 
kaba da sngew shongnia katta katta. Nga la ïoh jinghikai 
bathymmai mynta ka sngi. ”

U Kynrad: “Uwei u briew u la don arngut ki khun 
shynrang. U kpa u la phah ïa ki sha u nonghikai ban 

8 Ka kot bakyntang jong ki Hindu, khamtam jong ki Vaishnavas, 
kaba iadei bad ka jingim jong u Krishna. 
9 Uba la pynkupdur ïa ka jinglong mynsiem, u jingthaw ba-im, u 
riew paidbah. fras
10 Uba donbor tam; u Jingshisha Ba-hakhliehtam jong ka ru-
kom pyrkhat ka Vedanta. 
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wad jingtip bad jingshemphang shaphang ka jingstad 
jong U Brahman. Hadien khyndiat snem ki la wanphai 
na ïing jong u nonghikai bad ki la nguh ha khmat la u 
jong u kpa. Da kaba kwah tip haduh katno ki la ngam 
ha ka jingtip bad jingshemphang jong ki shaphang 
u Brahman, u la kylli nyngkong ïa uba la kham heh 
napdeng kita arngut. “Ko khun jong nga”, u la ong, 
“Phi la pule lut ïa ki jingthoh ba khuid. Mynta, ïathuh 
ïa nga, kaei ka jinglong jong u Brahman? ” U khynnah 
u la sdang ban batai ïa ka jinglong u Brahman da kaba 
pule lyndet ïa ki jingthoh bapher na ki kotniam veda. U 
kpa um shym la ong ei ei. Nangta, u la kylli sa ïa u khun 
ba kham rit ka juh hi ka jingkylli. Hynrei uta u khynnah 
u la shu sngap jar jar bad u la ïeng pyndem ñiuhmat. 
Ym shym la mih shikyntien ruh na ka shyntur jong u. 
U kpa u la sngewbha bad u la ong ha u. “Ko khun jong 
nga, phi la lah ban sngewthuh katto katne shaphang u 
Brahman. U long U ei ym lah ban batai da ki kyntien. ” 

“Ki briew bunsien ki pyrkhat ba ki la lah ban 
sngewthuh pura shaphang u Brahman. Shisien iwei i 
dkhiew i la leit shaba don shikynton ka shini. Tang shi 
symboh shini ka la pyndap ïa ka kpoh jong i. Da kaba 
shim sa shisymboh ha la shyntur i la sdang ban leit sha 
ïing. Ha lynti ïaid i la pyrkhat, “Ha kawei pat ka por 
ngan rah lut baroh shikynton sha la ïing. ” Kata ka dei 
ka rukom pyrkhat ki riewjyndong jingmut. Kim lah 
sngewthuh ba u Brahman u long halor ïa ki kyntien bad 
jingpyrkhat. Lada u briew u la long uba khraw, katno 
katno ruh, katno eh un tip shaphang u Brahman? U 
Sukadeva bad ki riewblei ki ba kum ma u ki lah ban 
long kum ki dkhiew ki baheh tangba ki ruh ki lah ban 
rong tang kumba phra ne shiphew symboh ka shini!

Kumba la ong ha ka kotniam Veda bad ka kotniam 
Purana, phi tip ki ïa long kumno? Tharai, uwei u briew 

u la ïohi ïa ka duriaw, bad don mano-re-mano ba kylli 
ïa u, ‘Ñiuma, ka duriaw kalong ka ba kumno? ’ U briew 
ba nyngkong u ang la ka shyntur kat lah- kat-ïai: u ong, 
‘Wow kaba phylla shisha! Haduh katno ka jingishyrkhei 
ki dew bad ka jingkyrhuh!’ Ka jingbatai ïa u Brahman 
ha ka kotniam ba kyntang ka long hi kumta. La ong ha 
ka kotniam veda ba U Brahman u long ha ka jinglong 
ba dap pura da ka jingsuk bad jingkmen ka dei ka 
Satchidananda11.  

“U Suka bad kiwei pat ki riewblei ki la ïeng harud 
kane ka duriaw bah jong u Brahman bad ki la ïohi bad 
ktah ïa ka um. Kat kum ka jingtip ba ïoh na kawei ka 
rukom pyrkhat pyrdaiñ kim shym la ngam hapoh jong 
ka. Kito kiba leh kumta, kim lah ban wan phai pat sha 
kane ka pyrthei. ”  

 “Ha ka Samadhi uwei u lah ban ïoh ïa ka jingtip 
jingshemphang shaphang u Brahman – uwei u lah ban 
ïoh jingshai shaphang U Brahman. Ha kaba kum kata 
ka kyrdan jinglong, ki jingïatainia ki jah lut baroh bad u 
briew um lait ban kren ne pynmih sur ei ei. Um don bor 
ban batai pynshai ïa ka jinglong U Brahman. ”

 “Shisien iwei i khunbynriew ba la shna da ka mluh 
i la leit ban thew ïa ka jingjylliew jong ka duriaw (baroh 
ki ïarkhie), I la kwah ban ïathuh ïa kiwei haduh katno ka 
um ka jylliew. Hynrei, im shym la lah da lei lei ban leh 
ïa kane, naba tang mar ïa ngam hapoh um i la kylla um 
lang. Mynta mano pat ban ai jingtip katno ka jingjylliew 
ka duriaw? ”  

Yn dang bteng...

11 (Lit. , Baiai neh-u Jingtip- u Jingkyrkhu Uba donbor tam) ka 
kyrteng jong u Brahman, u Jingshisha Bakhatduh. 

Patinting by Nicholas Roerich
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Ka Sarada Devi: Ka Kmie ba khuid

...ka ba bteng

N
aduh kane ka por, ka Kmie Bakhuid ka la pynlut ïa la ka por tang ha kaba 
ïaid pilgrim. Ka Ja leit arsien sha Puri bad haba ka la leit jngoh ïa ka ïingmane, 
la ïohi ïa ka dur jong u kynrad u ba shong halor ka duwan kaba jrong bad 
kane ka la ktah jur ïa ka mynsiem jong ka. Ha ka snem 1911, ka la leit ïaid 

pilgrim sha Rameswaran. Hangne u syiem jong ka Ramnad, u ba long u nongbud jong 
u Swami Vivekananda u la ai ïa ka ka ïingmane kaba kyrpang bad kaba donburom. Ka 
la leit sha Vrindavan sa shisien bad sha Banaras lai sien bad ka jingleit kaba khatduh eh 
ka la long ha ka snem 1912, haba ka la leit jngoh ïa ka jingtrei jong u Sevashrama u ba 
na ka Ramakrishna Mission. Hynrei hangno hangno haba ka don, ha Calcutta, lane ha 
Jayrambati ne ha ka jingiaid piigrim, ka don artylli ki jingthmu jong ka, kawei ka long ban 
peit ïa kiba ha ïing ha sem bad kawei pat ka long ban peit ïa kito kiba wad ïa kiei kiei kiba 
kynja mynsiem kiba long hi kum kiba ha ïing ha sem. Kine artylli ki jingthmu ngin sa peit 
bha hadien. 

KA JINGLONG ÏING LONG SEM
Ka Kmie Bakhuid Ka long ka khun nyngkong. Ka ju ïarap ïa la ka kmie ha kaba ri bad 
pynheh pynsan ïa ki saw ngut ki para shynrang ki ba bud ïa ka, bad ha ba ki la ryngbah 
ruh ki shaniah ha ka. Baroh ki long kiba duk ha ka bor met bad kumjuh ruh ha ka liang 
ka mynsiem bad ka jingieid jong ki ïa ka Kmie Bakhuid, ka long tang haba ki ïoh peisa. 
Haba ka la leit sha Jayrambati ka la shimti ha lade ïa ka kam ïing kam sem, kum kaba dung 
kba kaba shet jingshet ïa ki bad wat ha ka ba ri ïa ki khun jong ki. Uwei pa uwei na ki uju 
pyrkhat ba ka hynmen jong ki ka kham ieit ïa uwei pat bad kane ka la pynlong ïa ki ban ïa 
nia khlem sangeh. Ka Kmie Bakhuid shisien ka la ong, ‘Ki nang ban pan tang ïaka peisa. 
Hato ki ju kylli mo shaphang ka jingstad ne kaba aitilut ? ’

THUS SPAKE
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ruh ka kynmaw tang ïa ka Radhu. Ka la shim ïa i symboh 
khyndew na ka kjat jong ka bad kala buh halor ka khlieh 
jong ka Radhu, ka la kham ïa la ki kti bad ka la peit ïa ka 
dur u Sri Ramakrishna bad kala ong, ‘Ah Trai, to map ïa ka 
namar kam tip ïa kaei ba ka leh. ’

Ka jingïaishah ka long ka jinglong kaba bha bad kaba la 
judon khamtam ha ka jingmut jong ki nong India. 

Ka jingim u Shri Ramakrishna ka iai sah hi ha ka 
ïingmane jong ka blei Kali bad u iai don ryngkat bad ka 
Kmie Bakhuid wat la ym ïohi ruh. Ka jingim ka Kmie 
Bakhuid la shisha ka long kaba eh bad bym sngewtynnad 
pynban ka jingïaishah kaba khraw ka paw hi ha ka jingim 
jong ka ïa kaba u Sri Ramakrishna u la pynpaw shai. 

Yn dang bteng…

Uba khadduh bad uba bha tam na ki para shynrang 
baroh ula ïap bad la sah sa tang ka lok jong u, ka Surabala 
bad i khun iba dangpun ha ka kpoh bad u la ieh noh ïa ki 
ha ka kti bad ka jingsumar ka hynmen jong u. Ka Surabala 
kam lah ban shah ïa kane ka jingjia namar ka long kaba rit 
mynsiem bad kane ka jingjia ka la pynbakla ïa ka jinglong 
jong ka bad dei kum ha kane ka por ba sngewsih sat ba i 
khun kynthei jong ka, i ba kyrteng i Radhu la kha ha ka 
jingduna jabieng watla im da long khlehbieit eh. 

Ka Kmie Bakhuid kam ju klet ïa la ka kular ïa kaba 
la khlei, ha la u jong u para u ba la khlad noh, bad ka la 
shimti ha lade ïa ka Surabala bad Radhu bad ki ju leit 
ryngkat bad ka sha Calcutta na Jayrambati bad ban wan 
phai pat sha la shnong. Ka ju pynpaw barabor ïa la ka 
jingieit ïa ka Radhu, hynrei kine baroh shi kmie shi khun 
ki pynshitom sat ïa ka jingim jong ka. Ka Surabala ha ka 
jingbym tip briew ka ju bishni, ba ka Radhu ka ieid ïa ka 
Kmie Bakhuid, katba barobor ka ju 
kynnoh beiñ ïa ka ba ka pynshitom 
ïa i khunlung. Ka ju pynphai ïa ka 
nongkylliang jong ka Kmie Bakhuid 
bad ki jingtim jingtla. Haba don briew 
ruh, kam ju pynsngew ïa ka Sarada. Ka 
ju tim ju tla hynrei ka Kmie Bakhuid 
kam ju pynshah shkor bad ka trei la ka 
jingtrei bad kane ka la pynlong ïa ki 
nongbud jong ka ban sngewphylla ïa ka 
jingjai jai jong ka. 

Ka Radhu ka la long ka khynnah ka 
bym kohnguh, kaba mynthi ba tim ba 
tla kum ka kmie hi, bad ka ju bitar ruh 
ja ka Kmie Bakhuid khlem da suidñiew 
ïa kiei kiei kiba ka la leh. Ka ïai shong 
hi bad ka Kmie Bakhuid wat la ka 
shongkurim ruh. Ka jingsniew jong ka 
ka la poi haduh ba ka la dih kani hadien 
ba ka la ioh khun. Ka la tlot haduh ba 
kam lah ïaid shuh. Ka Radhu ha kawei 
ka sngi ka la wan par sha ïing ka Kmie 
Bakhuid bad ka la rah shi sien dih u 
kynja haba i khun jong ka i dang dap 
hynriew bnai. Ka Kmie Bakhuid ka la 
ong, ‘Radhu balei phim ïeng? Ka bym 
lah long ïa nga ban ïohi biang ïaphi. ’ 
Ha ka jing- dom bymtip briew shuh, 
ka Radhu ka la shim u wei u khiew u 
baheh bad ka la kawang ïa ka da uta. U 
la dei ïa ka Kmie Bakhuid na u ingdong 
khala khala kata ka jaka ka la at bad 
ka la shitom jur, hynrei wat la katta 



60

N
a Amarnath u la leit peit bad ïalap ha bun ki 
jaka. U la wan poi ha Calcutta haka 18 tarik u 
Risaw. Naka bynta ka jingleit jong u sha bun ki 
jaka kylleng ka ri, ka met jong u ka la tlot bad 

bunsien u ju kem pang. Hakane ka juh ka por la sdang 
ban tei ïa ka ïingniam ha Belur. Wat la u Swamiji u la ju 
kem pang, hynrei u pynïaid hi dalade kumno ban tei ïa 
kata ka ïingniam ha Belur. Kane ka long ka jaka pdeng 
kaba pynïaid ïa ka Ramakrishna Mission baroh kawei, 
la tip mynta kum ka Belurmath. Ha u bnai Kyllalyngkot, 
1897, baroh ki riewniam jong ka Mission, ki la leit sah ha 
Belurmath. Ha u bnai Lber, 1899, u Mr. bad Mrs. Sevier, 
ki nongbud ha Bilat ki la seng ïa ka ïingniam ha Mayavati 
halor ki lum Himalaya. Ha kajuh ka por u Swamiji, u 

la pynshlur bad ai mynsiem ïa ki nongbud bad ki 
nongsynran jong u ban pyllait im ïa la ka mynsiem 
bad na ka bynta ki para briew. 

Ha u ’nai Jylliew, 1899, u Swamiji ryngkat bad 
ka Sister Nivedita bad u Swami Turiyananda ki la 
kiew lieng na Calcutta ban leit sha Amerika. Haba u 
la poi ha New York, u la sngewbha shibun ban ïohi 
ba u Swami Abhedananda u la ïaid shaphrang ha 
ka jinghikai ïa ka Vedanta. U Swamiji u la leit sha 
California, hangta u la seng ïa ka Vedanta Centre 
ha San-Francisco, Oakland bad Alameda. La ai 
sngewbha ïa u Swamiji katto katne ka khyndew ha 
Santa Clara. U la ong ïa u Swami Turiyananda ban 
seng ka Ashram hangta ban hikai ïa ki synran jong 
u shaphang ka rukom im jong ki riewniam. Ha u 
Naitung 1900, u Swamiji u la leit sha Paris, namar la 
khot sngewbha ïa u da ka Congress of the History 
of Religions (Ka Dorbar jong ka histori ki Niam). 
Na Paris, u Swamiji u la leit sha Egypt, lyngba ki 
nongbah Vienna, Constantinople bad Athens. 
Hakane ka sien leit jngoh kaba arsien ïa ki ri Sepngi, 
u Swamiji i kumba u pynlut bun ka por haka ba 
puson ïa kiei kiei kiba jylliew, ki bym ïadei eiei bad 
kane ka pyrthei. Ha Egypt, kane ka jingpuson ka 
la long kaba jur tam. Kaba khmih thuh i kumba u 
Swamiji u la im daka jingim kaba thymmai. 

Haba u la sah katto katne ha nongbah Cairo ha 
Egypt, u Swamiji u la kwah eh ban wan phai noh 
sha la ri u la ïohi lypa ïa ka jingïap jong u nongbud 
jong u, u Capt. Sevier. U la poi ha India ha ka 9 
tarik u Nohprah 1900. Ka jingwan poi jong u ka 
la pynkyndit bad pynsngewkmen ïa ki synran bad 
nongbud jong u; namar u khlem da pyntip lypa ïa 
ki. Ynda u la poi u la ïoh ka khubor ba sngewsih ba 
u Capt. Sevier u la khlad noh ha ka 28 tarik u Risaw 
1900. U la mih na Belurmath, ban leit sha Mayavati 
ban pyntngen ïa ka tnga u Capt. Sevier. 

...Ka ba bteng

U Swami 
Vivekananda: 
U ‘Riewshlur jong 
ka ri India

Yn dang bteng...

Old Cairo, Painting by Robert Alott

THUS SPAKE
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Y
nda poi ha Ekavrata, u Vyasa u la pynithuh ithaw bad kawei ka ïing babha kaba ai 
jaka shong jaka sah ïa ki. Hangne ki la shong suk,  hynrei teng teng ki kynmaw da 
ka jingbitar ïa ka jingshet shukor ki bakha jong ki. Dei tang u Yudhisthira uba ju 
pyntngen bad ai barobor kata ka phang jingstad jong ka jingkyrmen. Da kumne 

ki pynïahap sur noh ïa kata ka jingim jong ki. Kumta man ka sngi kumba leh ki Brahmin 
baroh, ki leit kylleng ka shnong bad ki khrong na ki ïing bad wan rah pat ïa ki sha la ka 
kmie kaba pynïabynta hapdeng jong ki. U Bhima pat uba kham dawa shibun ka bam, u ïoh 
ruh kham bun. Te da kumne ki ïa im. Da kata ka jingim ba synlar. Hynrei ha kawei ka sngi 
ki ïohi ba kita ki nongkhot ïoh ki ïa don ha ka jingnsgewsih bad ka la don ka jingtyrkoh 
bajur hapdeng jong ki. Ki la ïohsngew ïa ka jingïakren bad ka jingïaïam briew hangta 
haduh ba ki Pandava kim banse shuh ban kylli kaei kaba la jia. Kita ki briew ki sa ïathuh, 
“Ha kaba kut kane ka shnong shong uwei u rakot uba pyllait im ïa ngi tang lada man ka 
ïing ki phah shi kali ka ja bad ar tylli ki muid kiba dei ban leit ai da uno uno uba shong ha 
ka ïing. Une u rakot u la long uba jlawnguid haduh katta katta, ba u bam ym tang ïa kata ka 
ja shi kali bad kita ki muid, hynrei ïa u nongleit rah ruh.  Ngim nud ong ei ei shuh namar 
un tang shu tip, u la maham ba un bam duh ïa ka shnong baroh kawei. Kumta man ka ïing 
ki ïoh la ka pali. Mynta ka dei ka pali jong ngi. Nga kwah ba kine kiba dang bun rta ba kin 
lait. Hynrei baroh na ngi ngi ïa tyrwa marmet ïalade ban pyllait im iwei ïa iwei pat. Ym tip 
shuh. Kaba bha eh ka long ba ngin ïa leit lang baroh ban ïa kaba shah bam kumta ba ngin 
ym ïoh lad ban ïam briew na ka bynta jongno jongno ruh. ” 

   Kane ka la pynlyngngoh ïa baroh. Ka Kunthi te kum ka kmie ka la ong ïa u Bhima ba 
un leit rah ma u ïa ka bam sha u rakot. Hynrei u Yudhisthira u mut ban pynsangeh namar u 
ong “ba ngim lah ban shu kheiñ duh ïa u Bhima, u Arjun ne ki kha synrap. Ai ngan leit rah 
ma nga ïa ka bam sha ïing u rakot. Wat lada nga ïap ruh Bhima bad u Arjun ki dang lah ban 
synran synrop ïa phi ha ki por ba eh bad ba tan. ” Ka Kunthi ka la pyneh ka ong, “Ai ba u 
Bhima un leit, un sa wan phai pat phin sa lohi.” 

   U Bhima te u leit bran bad ñiah ïa kata ka kali kit ja bad artylli ki muid bad poi tiap ha 
kata ka jaka. Un sa beh ïa kita ki muid sharud bad khot kat lah kat ïai ïa uta u rakot da ka 
kyrteng bunsien, “Baka, wan shane. Ale, me khun ka mare, ale peit ïa nga ba nga dang bam. 
” U da bam hi noh artad ïa kata ka bam. Uta u rakot u wan mareh shata da kaba kyrdem 
kjat bad uba itriem shisha ban peit. “Me dei uei mame uba khot ïa nga da ka kyrteng? ” 
Hynrei kane kam pynsalia ïa u Bhima uba shong la ka shong kuman bad bam la ka bam 
khlem khih wat tang uwei ruh u ñiuhmat. Kane ka la nang pynïngkhong ïa uta u rakot. 
“Me dei uei te mame uba bam kine ki jingbam jongnga. Shano ki muid ? ” U la kyrhuh. U 
Bhima u shu kylli, “Are ki muid te ki leit bam phlang hangthie harud nong, ” u Bhima u la 
ong shuh shuh “Mynta ka sngi phin ym ïoh bam ïa kine kiei kiei. Me dei ban shah jingit. ” 
Wat la u rakot u kura u bok nadien, u Bhima u shong ngun ngun u bam, hynrei u shu ong, 
“Peit ho lih Baka, ngam ju sngewtynnad kane ka jingpynthut ïa nga haba nga dang bam. 
Me dei ban nang ban ap”. Kane ka la pynlyngngoh pynban ïa u rakot, U ai sa shi bok ar bok 
bad pyrshang ban pajut patrong na met, hynrei u Bhima pat um khih, u thap pynban ïa ka 
kti u rakot kumba thap skaiñ. U pyrshang ban ñiat ïa u Bhima ban ïoh bam, hynrei um lah 
ban pynkhih, bad weng ïa ka kti u Rakot kumba kyndat ïa ki kti shrieh. 

“Nga lah thgan te me!” kyrhuh u Rakot, “Ngan bam ïa me!” la khynwin ka khlaw. 

Ka Mahabharata: Bui I
La pynwan sha ka khasi da

U L Hardinge Pde bad Ka Streamlet Dkhar, 1988

...Ka ba bteng
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“Nga tip ïa kata, ” la kyrhuh sa u Bhima, “Khun ka 
jlawnguid, nga tip ba me leh ïa kito kiba wan rah bam ïa 
me kum ki shyieng sohkhia muid. “Mynta te me la kut  
ka sngi”. 

“Me men bam ïa nga? ” la kren phoilia u Rakot. 
“Em, mem ibang ei ei ruh. Hynrei ngan tar lyngkhot 

lyngkhai ïa me ban ïoh bam ki myrsiang bad ki pukni 
bhur. ” Katba u ïaleh ban ïoh bam kata ka bam, um ïohlad 
namar ba ka long pynban kumba ïalehkai bad u khyllung. 
Kumne haduh ban da lut khoit kata ka bam. U Bhima u sa 
ïeng bad ïaleh bad uta u Rakot. Hangta ki ïa rat ïa ki dieng 
bad ïa sympat. Ki rah ki mawlong mawteh ban ïa kawang. 
Hadien ki sa ïa kura kudung. Ha kaba khatduh, u Bhima 
u rah ïa uta u rakot bad lynthem syik ha madan. U shim 
ïa uta u rakot na ryndang u ïuh de thrait bad khyrwait 
pynkheiñ artad ïa u budlum bad ryndang thrut-rut-rut.

U paid ka shnong u la kmen haduh katta katta ïa 
u Bhima, hynrei ki la dap da ka jinglygngoh kumno u 
Brahmin u lah ban leh kine ki kam shlur kiba ïa dei ban 
leh tang ki Kashatriya. Ki Pandava te ki ïa batai ba dei 

tang U Bhima marwei uba la ïoh ki jingbit lyngba ki 
duwai siat kiba rieh, kiba lah ban pynliem ïa uno uno 
u nongshun.

Ynda la kumne,  namar ki tieng ba ïoh ki briew 
kin tip shaphang jong ki, da ka mynsiem bakhia ki 
hap ban mih noh nangta na ka ïing basbun. Ha kane 
ka juh ka por,  uwei u nongïaid lynti u la ïathuh ba u 
Syiem Drapuda jong ka Panchala u la pynbna ïa ka 
Swayamwara (Ka jingjied shynrang ka khun syiem 
ban long u tnga) jong ka khun jong u, bad ba ka 
pynbna paidbah ba uno uno uba don jingmut un wan 
ha ka sngi ba la buh ba ka khun syiem kan ioh jied.

Ynda U Drapuda u la shah jop ha u Drona, u la 
ïaid wir shane shatai haduh ba un da ïashem ïa u 
nonghikai (Guru) uba la ai ki jinghikai ïa u ban kha 
u khun uba lah ban pyn hiar kput ïa u Drona. Te 
ynda u la duwai bad kñia bun sngi ha kawei ka sngi 
lah mih ka ding kñia uwei u khun shynrang bad ka 
khun kynthei. Ïa une u khun lah kha bad ki tiar ïaleh 
thik kum uto u khla ka wait. La pynkyrteng ïa u, da u 
Dhrishtadyumna kaba mut la kha ha ka jingshlur, ki 
tiar ïaleh bad ki jingdeng kordor. Ka kynthei pat ka 
long kaba bhabriew tangba kaba ïong. La khot ïa ka 
ka Draupadi bad kumjuh ruh ka Panchali.

Ka jingjied tnga ka Draupadi ka long ka jingleh 
bym bit duh, te ki Pandava bad ka kmie jong ki, ka 
Kunthi ki la ïa mih ban leit sha Panchala. Hangta 
ha Panchala ki la ïa sah ha ka dong bym paw eh, ka 
dong ki nongthaw khiew. Kumba ju leh, ki ju mih 
dang step ban leit khrong bad wan ai pat ha ka kmie 
ban ïoh ïasam. Ha ka sngi jied lok ka khun syiem 
(Swayamwara) baroh kine ki san ngut shipara ki ïa 
mih lang ban leit. Ki la ïohi ba la pynkhreh ka madan 
baheh bad ki jaka shong ïa kito ki khun syiem ba 
kwah ïa pashat waidong. Bun bah ki khun syiem 
ki wan da ki kulai bad ki kali ïapom ki da deng ki 
jingdeng kiba da ki mar rem dor. La sdang ïa kane 
ka sngi da ka jingkñia da ki lyngdoh u syiem. Tang 
dep ka kñia ka khriam, la wan rung ka khun syiem 
Draupadi kaba la pynïap bieit bad pynkiew snam ïa 
ka khlieh kito ki khun syiem. La synran synrop ïa ka 
da u Dhrishtadyumna u hynmen jong ka hi uba long 
u khun syiem ka Hima. Nangta u la pynbna ba kito 
kiba kwah ban shah pyndeng syntiew da ka khun 
syiem ki dei ban pyndait ksai ïa kata ka ryntieh ba la 
buh hangta bad ba ki dei ban siat 5 tylli ki khnam sha 
ka sohpdung ba shad tawiar hynrei dei ban peit pat ïa 
ka dur jong kata ka shalyntem ha ka dur ba paw ha ka 
umphniang kaba don ha ka dabor.

Yn dang bteng... 
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K
a Shad ainguh ne Ka Shad Suk Mynsiem ka la don naduh ki por barim bajah 
ha kylleng ka Ri Khasi, ka briew hynňiewtrep ha man la ki shnong bad ki dong 
bad ki Raid. Ka jingsdang jong kane ka shad ainguh ka dei naduh ba la roi la iar 
u khunbynriew la roi ka longkur longjait, ka longkha longman. Ha u Khasi ka 

shad ainguh ka dei ka bynta jong ka niam ka rukom bad ka riti ka dustur. 
Ha kiba bun ki rukom leh niam u Khasi, ka shad ka dei ban don ryngkat khnang 

ban ainguh ïa U Blei Nongthaw ïa ki jingkyrkhu ba U la theh. Lah ban ong ba kawei na 
kita ki jingsdang ka shad ainguh kadei na ka shad Nguh Meikha Nguh Pakha. Ha kane 
ka lehniam, ki khun kha ki ju leit nguh meikha pakha haba don ka phur ka siang ïa ki 
meikha ne pakha jongki. Ki khunkha katba don ki kpoh ki ju wanlam la ki nongshad 
kynthei bad shynrang ryngkat ka ksing ka nakra ban pynpaw ïa ka jingsngewnguh, 
sngewieid bad sngewburom ïa la ki meikha ki pakha bad khamtam eh ïa U Nongthaw, 
Nongbuh, u Nongpynlong uba la ai ïa ka longbynbriew manbynriew bad ka longkur ka 
longkha. Dei lyngba ki Meikha Pakha la ïa roi ïa ïar ki khunkha khunlong. 

Hadien hadien kum ka shad ainguh la ju pynlong ha ka por pyrem haba ki dieng ki 
seij, ki jingthung jingtep ki la sdang ban khielung. Ha kum kane ka por u khun Khasi 
u sngewdei ba kane ka dei ka por kaba biang ban ai ka nguh ka dem ïala u Nongthaw, 
Nongbuh, u Nongpynlong ha ka rukom ba shongkun ryngkat ka shad ka kmen ka risa 
ka kynhoi. 

Kumno la ioh ïa ka kyrteng Shad Suk Mynsiem? 
Haba ki bor kiba nabar ha ka jingsynshar ki dohlieh ki la sdang ban tuklar bad khura 

ïa ka jinglong tynrai u Khasi, ki 16 ngut ki rangbah Khasi kiba don ka jingsngewkhia 
bad jingkitkhlieh ïa ka jaitbynriew ki la seng ïa ka Seng Khasi ha ka 23 tarik u Naiweng 
1899, ban pynneh pynsah ïala ka Jingngeit niam tynrai, ka riti ka dustur bad ïa ka hok 
longbriew kum ka jait bynriew ba kyrpang. Kumba ka shad ka kmen ka dei kawei na 

Ka Shad Suk Mynsiem
Dr  Solony Bareh
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ki bynta ka niam bad ka riti dustur ban pynneh pynsah, 
kumta ka Seng Khasi ka la rai ban pynlong ïa ka shad 
ainguh ha Mawkhar. Haduh u snem 1910 ka Seng 
Khasi ka ju pynlong ïa ka shad ainguh ha Mawkhar. La 
ju khot ruh ïa kane ka shad da ka Shad Shira, namar la 
ju ai sha saw bad shira ïa ki nongwan shim bynta. Ha 
u snem 1910, ka Seng Khasi ka la pynbna ba dei ban 
don noh ka shad ai nguh ne shad Khasi man la u snem 
bad namar ka jing khapngiah ha Mawkhar, ka Seng ka 
la sngewdei ban rah noh ïa kane ka sha madan Weiking, 
bad ka la long ba kylluid. Ka Shad ai nguh ba nyngkong 
eh ha madan Weiking ka la long ha ka 14 bad 15 tarik u 
Ïaiong 1911. Ha u snem 1912 ka Jylli Pyrkhat Kam ka 
seng Khasi ka la sngew dei bad rai ba dei ban tip noh 

ïa ka ne ka shad ainguh da ka Shad Suk 
Mynsiem kaba thew ïa ka jingsuk bad 
jingpalei jingmut da ka mon ba bha ba 
kmen bad ba sngewbha. Ïa kane ka Shad 
suk Mynsiem ha sor Shillong la ju ïa 
khot ruh kum ka Shad Weiking namar 
la pynlong ha Madan Weiking kaba don 
harud ka wah ba khot Weiking jong ka 
Wahumkhrah. Ha ki por mynta ka Shad 
Suk Mynsiem ha madan Weiking la 
pynlong laisngi lynter. 

Ha kane ka shad ki nongshad kynthei 
kidei ban long tang ki samla Thei Sotti, 
bad ki shad hapdeng ka lympung da 
ka ba pyndem ïa ki khmat shapoh ban 
pynpaw ïa ka jingpyndem ïalade ha ki 
rangbah da ka akor bad ka burom. Ki 
kyrshah ka dhara rusom, ryngkat ka jaiñ 
pien, ka pangsngiat ryngkat ka lasubon, u 
shanryndang, ki paila, u tabah, ki kpieng 
ksiar, ki kynjri rupa, ka mahu, ki taj bad 
ka syngkha ba la shna da ka ksiar. 

Ki Shyngrang pat ki shad tawiar 
narud narud sawdong ka lympung ha la 
ka jaiñboh, ka jymphong bad ka spong 
ryngkat u thuïa, ki kieng, ki ryngkap 
khnam, ka waitshad bad u symphiah ha 
kti, ki kynhoi ki phawar ha ka jingsawa, 
ka bom, ka ksing bad tangmuri. 

Ka Shad suk mynsiem ka wanrah 
ïa ka hyndai longbriew u Khasi sha ka 
mynta. Ka pynkynmaw ba ki shynrang 
kiba dei ki khatarbor ki nongker 
nongda ïa ka burom ka ijot ki kynthei, 
ki dei ki nongshynshar nongkorbar ïa ka 
ïing ka sem, ka shnong ka thaw bad ïa 
ka it ka hima. 

Ki kynthei pat kidei ki nongri 
nongsumar ïa ki khun ki kti, ka ïing ka 
sem ka burom ka ijot, ka spah ka phew 
bad ka nongpynbiang ïa ka niam ka 
rukom, kim lah ban korbar palat na ka 
Rympei Ïing. 

Ha ka sngi nohkjat ki nongshad 
ki ïawan bad la ka riam ka beit bad ki 
ïeng ha khmat ka ing Seng Khasi da 
kaba phai shaphang surok bad da kaba 
pyndem la ka wait bad u symphiah. Ki 
dkhot ka seng, kynthei bad shynrang 
ki ker baroh arliang jongki. Ki rangbah 



Hyndai u da kyrshem, Hyndai u da kyrshem. 
Banseng la por lehkmen
Tylli tehsong, u ïeng
Da ka shad ainguh aidem. 
Pyrthuh bad ka tynneng, Pyrthuh bad ka tynneng, 
Na mynsiem Khasi to weng 
Ïa jingshai ba ngi la deng
Ha mynsiem to ïai pynrhem. 
Kyrkhu ïa Seng Khasi, Kyrkhu ïa Seng Khasi
Ba la Seng ki Kong ki Ñi
Ban kynthup ban da ban ri
Ïa Shad Suk Mynsiem jongngi. 

seng, ryngkat u nongduwai ki ïeng pyrshah ïa ki 
nongshad. Ki nongtem ryngkat ki nongrah lama ki ïeng 
sha ka liang ka diang ki rangbah. Haba la biang ka ïeng, 
u nongduwai u nguh lai sien bad u sa duwai, ynda la 
dep u sa nguh biang lai sien bad ki paidbah ki pynbud 
lang. Haba la dep kynhoi lai sien, ki hiar sha lympung 
Weiking. Hangne ruh ka don ka duwai ka phirat ka 
nguh ka dem, nangta ka jingpynher ïa ka lama seng 
da uwei na ki rangbah ne nongkitkam seng. Bad ha ka 
sngi khatduh ïa kane ka lama la pynhiar da uwei na ki 
riewtymmen jong ka seng kata ynda la dep ka nguh ka 
dem ka kyrkhu ka kyrdoh. Baroh lai sngi man ba hiar 
sha lympung Weiking na ïing seng bad na lympung 
Weiking sha ìing seng ka don ka Shad wait lynti lynti. 

Don hynriew jait ki jait jingshad ha madan Weiking 
kata ka shad Nalai, ka shad Dum Dum, ka shad Klang 
bad ka shad Padiah ha kaba kynthei bad shynrang ki 
shim bynta lang. Haka Mastieh ki shad tang ki shynrang. 
Ka Shad Wait pat kadei ha ka Ksing Lynti ha ka por 
ba mih na Ïeng Seng sha lympung Weiking bad ha ka 
por ba wanphai na lympung sha Ïing Seng kane ruh ki 
nongshad dei tang ki shynrang. 

Ban pynkut ngan pule ïa ka jingrwai ba la thoh da i 
riew tymmen i Jun Sing Lyngdoh : 

Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem. 
Kit khubor ba thiang ko erlum Ri khasi, 
Ba ialang pyllun ba kan neh la ka Riti. 
Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem, La ka Riti ha ka shad 	
suk mynsiem. 
Pangsngiat theisotti ba janai ha Ri khasi, 
Symphiah bad Thuïa ruh ki nguh baroh arti. 
Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem, La ka Riti ha ka shad 
suk mynsiem
Ha ki thapniang Seng Khasi Kamon kadiang 
Shynrang bad kynthei ho, 
Da kynmaw kyndiang.
Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem, La ka Riti ha ka Shad 
suk mynsiem
Jylluiñ lymphuiñ Ri Khasi shong pdeng pyrthei, 
Tangmuri nakra ki kyrsiew ïa ka pyrthei. 
Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem, La ka Riti ha ka Shad 
suk mynsiem
Ko riew Seng Khasi to ngin khmih da ba biang, 
Ban ïalong ïaman ban ïa sei soh bathiang.
Burom ka ri kan neh tyrsem, La ka Riti ha ka shad 
suk mynsiem
La sot ruh de tang khyndiat na ki Phawar Shad Suk 
Mynsiem ba la thoh da i kong Sweetymon Rynjah, 
kumne:
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Swami Gautamanandaji Maharaj, the President of Ramakrishna Math and Ramakrishna Mission, Belur 
Math and the Chief Minister of  Assam  Sri Himanta Biswa Sarma, inaugurated the newly constructed 
Universal Temple of Sri Ramakrishna Paramhamsadeva at the Ramakrishna Mission Sevashrama in 

Silchar on 18 March 2025 as a part of centenary celebration of Ramakrishna Mission Sevashrama in Silchar. 
Addressing the gathering, the Assam CM said “ Sri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa stands as one of the most 
profound spiritual luminaries to emerge from India, whose significant contributions to society remain 
unparalleled.” 

“He not only enriched our eternal civilisation but also imparted timeless wisdom to the world,” Sarma 
added. He highlighted the Ramakrishna Math and Ramakrishna Mission’s universal spiritual movement, 
which has fostered humanity’s spiritual renewal for over a century. He extended his heartfelt greetings to 
Swami Ganadhishananda and all those associated with this esteemed institution. The Chief Minister also 
announced in financial support to the institution, towards the government’s commitment to spiritual and 
humanitarian causes. 

The Ramakrishna Mission, a beacon of spiritual and humanitarian service, has profoundly impacted the 
lives of countless individuals across the globe. In the heart of Barak Valley, Assam, the Silchar Ramakrishna 
Mission has stood as a testament to this legacy, completing 100 years of unwavering dedication. The profound 
and multifaceted impact on Barak valley is due to the services that included  Spiritual Upliftment, Education 
and Empowerment, Healthcare and Well-being, Rural Development, Relief and Rehabilitation, Cultural 
Preservation,  Social Harmony.  From its humble beginnings to its present-day multifaceted activities, the 
Mission has become an integral part of the region’s cultural, social, and spiritual fabric.

Centenary Celebration of Ramakrishna Mission Silchar

Three literary festivals recently took place in different parts of the region , 
celebrating the country’s rich cultural heritage and the art of storytelling.

The Shillong Literary Festival was held at Ward’s Lake from November 
18-20. The three-day festival featured authors like Vikram Seth, Shobha De, and 
Sanjoy Hazarika. Sessions included discussions on folklore, fiction, culture, and 
heritage, with a focus on Meghalaya’s tangible and intangible heritage. The festival 
also included the launch of the Meghalaya Listing Document, which aims to 
protect and promote the culture and traditions of Meghalaya.

The Golpo Utsab (Story Festival) 2025 was held at Melarmath, Agartala, 
from February 8-9. Organized by Akhaner Bikel, had a slightly different flsvour. 

The festival brought together renowned writers, storytellers, and literature enthusiasts. The event 
featured story-reading sessions, literary discussions, and competitions, including a Pure Bengali 
Spelling Contest, Illustration Competition, and Story Writing Contest.

Meanwhile, in Dibrugarh, Assam, the International Literary Festival 2025 commenced at 
Dibrugarh University. The four-day festival, held from February 5-8, brought together distinguished 
writers and litterateurs from 25 countries. With “Africa” as its central theme, the festival aimed to 
celebrate diverse literary traditions and promote cross-cultural understanding. Over 50 sessions 
and workshops explored topics such as contemporary literature, translation studies, indigenous 
storytelling, and global literary trends.

These literary festivals provided a platform for writers and literature enthusiasts to come 
together, share ideas, and celebrate the diversity of literature. They highlighted the importance of 
storytelling, cultural heritage, and cross-cultural understanding, and demonstrated the vibrant 
literary scene of the country that North East India is a part of.

Literary Festivals 
Across NE 
Cities Celebrate 
Storytelling and 
Cultural Heritage

NEWS
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In a vibrant celebration of Northeast India’s artistic richness, two major 
cultural events recently spotlighted talents from the region—one in Bengal’s 
Santiniketan and the other in Goa.

At the Ramkinker Baij Memorial Art Camp held at Prakriti Bhavan, 
Santiniketan, 14 artists from Shillong’s Riti Academy of Visual Arts participated 
in an inspiring cultural exchange. Led by noted artist and cultural activist Bah 
Raphael Warjri, the event featured collaborative sessions with Santiniketan’s 
Kala Bhavan artists. Raphael Warjri also released his publication Kot, based on 
Khasi myths and legends, and screened his acclaimed film Apot. 

Meanwhile, in Panaji, Goa, the Octave 2025 folk festival brought together 
performers from all eight Northeastern states. Among the performers was Silbi 
Passah, representing Meghalaya with a soulful folk presentation that captivated 
audiences. Goa Chief Minister Pramod Sawant, who inaugurated the festival, 
praised the Northeast’s cultural wealth and emphasized the need to protect 
traditional art forms.

Together, these events reflect a growing recognition of Northeast India’s 
deep cultural presence in different parts of India.

Artists from Northeast Shine in Santiniketan and Goa 
Cultural Exchanges

Shillong’s Jawaharlal Nehru Stadium was abuzz with excitement as it recently 
played host to not one, but TWO electrifying international football matches! 
The Indian national team took on Maldives and Bangladesh in back-to-back 

clashes that left fans on the edge of  their seats!
The first match, an international friendly, saw India triumph over Maldives 

with a convincing 3-0 victory on March 19! This win marked a significant 
milestone, snapping India’s 489-day winless streak and handing new head coach 
Manolo Márquez his first victory! The stadium’s 15,100-strong crowd created an 
unforgettable atmosphere, cheering on the Indian team with unbridled enthusiasm!

Just six days later, on March 25, the stadium witnessed another thrilling 
encounter as India clashed with Bangladesh in a crucial AFC Asian Cup 2027 
Qualifiers Final Round match! Although the result of  this match is not specified, 
the event marked a momentous occasion for Shillong, which hosted international 
football matches for the first time!

These matches not only showcased India’s footballing prowess but also 
highlighted Shillong’s potential as a hub for international football! The stadium, 
having undergone significant renovations, has already hosted various domestic 
tournaments, including the Durand Cup and Indian Super League matches!

The success of  these events is expected to have a lasting impact on the football 
culture in Meghalaya, inspiring young players and positioning Shillong as a premier 
destination for football enthusiasts in India!

Shillong Hosts Thrilling India-Maldives and 
India-Bangladesh International Football 
Matches!
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