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PREFACE 

 

 The present thesis is based on a literary study of the novels of Keshab 

Chandra Dash attempted for the first time. The thirteen novels of Dr. Dash include 

Āvartam, Añjalih ̣, Arun ā, Madhuyānam, Nikas ā, Oum-Śāntih,̣ Pratipad, Rtam, 

Śaśirekhā, Śikhā, Śitalatrs nā, Tilottamā and Visargaḥ. For a first time, a 

comprehensive study is aimed to capture the literary aspects of all the novels in a 

single palette.  

 With reference to the context of Modern Sanskrit Literature, the works of 

Dr. Keshab Chandra Dash are analyzed and a critical study is conducted to 

compare each of the literary aspects of his novels with its relevance to the modern 

era. In the modern era, novels are studied mostly for being comfortable and 

entertaining ourselves with fantasy and our curiosity and desire for insight about 

reality. Novels stand a class apart when appealing to the masses and gaining 

popularity and prominence among all. I have chosen this topic because of my love 

for novels and finding an opportunity to work in the field of Modern Sanskrit 

Literature. I was inspired and amazed to see the use of Sanskrit language to 

highlight and discuss the socio-economic issues of the modern day. 

 The author’s novels provide an overview of Sanskrit literature produced in 

post independence period and emphasize on the continuity of the long range stature 

of Sanskrit and its new perspective of involving modern day realism to create 

public interest in novel-reading. Various issues such as downfall in moral values of 

life, immigration of people from villages to cities in search of materialistic luxury, 

ever increasing male dominance in society and the voice of women amidst that and 
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absence of economic stability even after half a century of the country’s 

independence.  

 The present study is divided into six chapters. Of them, the first chapter 

contains an introduction about the author and his works. The second chapter 

includes a study of the origin and development of Prose Sanskrit Literature. The 

third chapter contains a detailed summary of each of the thirteen novels. A literary 

study of the novels is presented in the fourth chapter. The fifth chapter contains 

translations in English language for two of the novels, namely, Tilottamā and 

Saśirekha. The sixth chapter includes concluding remarks about the entire study. 

Most of Dr. Keshab Chandra Dash’s novels are elongated short stories 

having only a few characters. The novels are generally 90 – 100 pages long 

including the author’s reflections of the plot and characters. The insights that the 

author reflect, provides the reader with refreshing content and expression. Dr. Dash 

is a true magician of words and gambler of feelings. His novels depict his highly 

thoughtful sensitiveness towards common characters. His thought provoking ideas 

attract the reader’s mind and become a baseline of creative activity. The socio-

economic conditions prevalent in the novels can be well related with the modern 

era. This encourages the reader to subconsciously get involved into the novel and 

relate any of the characters with his or her own self. 

Dr. Rabindra Kumar Panda, Nyāyācārya, Viśis ̣tācārya, Ph.D., my Guru, 

mentor and research guide, is the Officiating Head and Professor, Department of 

Sanskrit, Pali and Prakrit, Faculty of Arts as well as the Principal, Baroda Sanskrit 

Mahavidyalaya, The M.S.University of Baroda. I find myself privileged to have 

such an iconic guide and mentor continuously motivating and rejuvenating me on 

my thoughts and work. I express my deepest gratitude to him for encouraging me 
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throughout this journey. He has provided me with invaluable suggestions from 

time to time to complete my thesis work. He is a creative writer, poet and critic in 

Modern Sanskrit literature. He initially advised me to take up the literary study of 

novels of Keshab Chandra Dash as subject of my research study. Inspite of being 

associated with several academic commitments and other professional duties, he 

has provided me valuable guidance in my endeavour to work upon my research. I 

am grateful to him for his contribution and co-operation in my research work. I 

wish to be blessed by him in my future goals in life. 

I am equally thankful to Dr.Sweta Prajapati, Research Officer, Oriental 

Institute and Syndicate Member, The M.S. University of Baroda for her kind 

suggestions and co-operation. She has also been a source of inspiration and 

motivation in my work. Her affectionate care and due encouragement has provided 

me a congenial atmosphere for academic pursuits and inquisitive study. I am 

grateful to her for her constructive suggestions and ideas which have added a rich 

flavour to my research work. 

I express a deep sense of gratitude to Dr. Shweta A. Jejurkar, Assistant 

Professor, Department of Sanskrit, Pali and Prakrit, Faculty of Arts, The 

M.S.University of Baroda for her encouragement and inspiration. 

I also express a deep sense of gratitude to Ms. Varda A. Vasa, Assistant 

Professor, Department of Sanskrit, Pali and Prakrit, Faculty of Arts, The 

M.S.University of Baroda for her co-operation and bright suggestions. 

I gratefully acknowledge the help I received from Dr.Suma S.Desai, who has 

always been a source of inspiration and symbol of perseverance. I also record my 

special gratitude to Dr. Kartik Pandya, Research Assistant, Oriental Institute, The 

M.S.University of Baroda, Dr. Nehal Pandya, Dr. Daxa Purohit, Mr.Kamaljitsinh 
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Sindha, Mr.Vipul Patel, Mr.Harshavardhan Shah, Ms. Archana Gamit, Mr.Tejas 

Vyas for their valuable help whenever I required the same during the course of my 

research work. 

I express my sincere thanks to the authorities of the Srimati Hansa Mehta 

Library for allowing me to make use of the rich wealth of knowledge. 

I would also like to express my sincere thanks from the bottom of my heart 

to Dr.Urmi Biswas, Post Doctorate Research Fellow, The M.S.University of 

Baroda, who had hand held me to the M.S.University and showed me a new door 

in my life to initiate this research work. I also wish to put on record the 

encouragement I received from my friend and neighbour, Mrs.Mousumi Dutta, 

M.A., B.Ed., a senior teacher in Navrachana School, Sama.  

I have also received encouragement from my relatives in Kolkata. I 

especially thank my mother, Nita Sanyal, my sister, Somali, my mother-in-law, 

Mrs.Anjali Ray. 

This work could not have been completed without the support and 

understanding of my seven year old daughter, Hiya, who had many a times, 

reminded me of my goal to complete my research work inspite of my personal 

duties and responsibilities.  

I also express my thankfulness to my beloved husband, Mr. Rajarsi Ray for 

his continuous support and encouragement throughout the tenure of the research 

work.  

 

16-09-2013             Swati Ray 



V 
 

SYNOPSIS OF THE THESIS 

STATEMENT NO.1 

 

RELEVANCE OF THE PRESENT WORK AS WELL AS ITS 
CONTRIBUTION TO THE MODERN SANSKRIT LITERATURE 

 

Dr. Keshab Chandra Dash is one of the prominent and renowned authors 

from Orissa in modern Sanskrit literature. His works in Sanskrit include novels, 

poems, short stories and stories for children. Dr. Dash has truly pioneered Sanskrit 

novels in a modern style. He is a Professor and Head of Nyāya Darśana 

Department, Sri Jagannatha Sanskrit University, Puri. Dr. Dash has received a 

number of prestigious awards including Sahitya Academy Award, Bharatiya Bhasa 

Parishad Award, UGC National Veda Vyasa Sanskrit Award etc. 

A novel usually demands very simple yet subtle use of expressions to depict 

life explicitly. As far as prose literature is concerned, Dr. Dash has penned his 

novels keeping the modern day affairs in perspective. In fact, novels are fictions 

which are written to give entertainment to the readers. If this purpose is fulfilled, 

the purpose of novel is over. But if some novelist imparts teachings apart from 

entertainment, it is an additional quality of the author. It is with this quality we can 

really gauge the stature of Dr. Keshab Chandra Dash’s literary creations and his 

immense contribution to modern Sanskrit prose literature. 

 The socio-economic conditions prevalent in the novels can be well 

related with the modern era. This encourages the reader to subconsciously get 

involved into the novel and relate any of the characters with his or her own self. 
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A literary study of his following novels is attempted for the first time in the 

present thesis: Āvartam, Añjali, Arunā, Madhuyānam, Nikas ā, Oum-Śāntih,̣ 

Pratipad, Rtam, Śaśirekhā, Śikhā, Śitalatr sn ā, Tilottamā and Visargah ̣. The study 

would aim at summarizing the novels, analyzing the characters, discussing the plot 

constructions, demonstrating the author’s thoughts on feminism and reflecting the 

descriptions and narrations present in the novels. The study also aims at analyzing 

Dr. Dash’s use of Sanskrit language and his style of writing. An attempt would be 

made to evaluate the literary merits of his works and to bring to light his valuable 

contribution to contemporary Sanskrit literature. 

The English translations of two of his novels viz Śaśirekhā and Tilottamā are 

prepared for the first time. 
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STATEMENT NO.2 

 

METHODOLOGY, SOURCES AND ORIGINALITY 

 

I have divided my study into six chapters with specific sub headings for 

better presentation. The critical and analytical methods have been adopted in the 

preparation of the thesis. 

 I have fully drawn upon all the available relevant published and unpublished 

literature. 

I have studied all the thirteen novels, translated them into my mother tongue, 

Bengali at first and thereafter attempted to translate them into English and 

evaluated them critically. While doing so, I have also studied relevant literature to 

support my work and interacted personally with the author to know his views. 

To the best of my knowledge, an attempt is made for the first time to make a 

comprehensive, literary and critical study of all the thirteen novels of Dr. Keshab 

Chandra Dash. 

The study is presented in the following six chapters based on analysis of the 

original novels. 
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CHAPTER I 

INTRODUCTION 

I.I About the Author 
 

Contemporary Sanskrit literature is a rich area wherein the tones of Sanskrit 

authors have shifted from romantic imagery to realism. Dr. Keshab Chandra Dash 

is one of the most prominent and renowned authors from Orissa in modern Sanskrit 

literature. He was born on the Sixth day of March in the year 1955 (06.03.1955) in 

the village of Hatasahi in the Jajpur district of Orissa. His father was Narayan Dash 

and mother Kumudini Devi. He is currently a professor and Head of the Nyāya 

Darśana department of Sri Jagannatha Sanskrit University, Puri. Professor Dr. 

Keshab Chandra Dash is a M.A., M.Phil., Ph.D., D.Litt., Acharya (M.A.), 

Parangata (M.A.), Ratna (M.A.). Dr. Dash is also an eminent educationalist and 

holds a diploma in Film direction, Computer programming, German and French 

languages. His works in Sanskrit include novels, poetries, short stories and 

children’s stories. Dr. Dash has been bestowed upon with a number of prestigious 

awards including Sahitya Academy Award, Bharatiya Bhasa Parishad Award, 

UGC National Ved Vyas Sanskrit Award etc. Professor Dash has forty books and a 

number of research papers and articles to his credit. 

Prof. Dash had started his career as a lecturer in the year 1980. Since then, 

he had been attracting students for his excellent teaching. He has produced such 

good scholars who are now teachers in many schools, colleges and Universities as 

well. For the last several years, Prof. Dash is heading the post Graduate department 

of Nyāya Darśana in Shri Jagannatha Sanskrit University, Puri, Orissa. It is a very 

rare and scholastic area of Sanskrit. Inspite of its rarity and abstruseness of the 
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subject, Prof. Dash is successful in attracting many students to his department for 

post graduate study. In the recent past, 26 M.Phil scholars, 14 Ph.D. scholars and 

more than 500 P.G. students have been awarded their degrees in his active 

guidance. Now 70 P.G. students, 5 M.Phil scholars, 10 Ph.D. and 3 D.Litt. scholars 

pursue their studies under his supervision. 

Prof. Dash commands expertise in the areas of Nyāya Darśana, Pān ̣iniyan 

Grammar, Computational Linguistics, Indian Philosophy and Modern Sanskrit 

Literature. His excellence lies in his contribution to the fields of computer studies 

related to Sanskrit, stylistic innovation in modern Sanskrit literature and advanced 

methodology of research in Sanskrit. His approach is interdisciplinary as well as 

multidisciplinary. Prof. Dash has organized 7 national seminars, 3 Refresher 

Courses sponsored by U.G.C. & Govt. of India, 2 national & International 

Conferences and a number of Annual seminars and symposia. Prof. Dash has also 

participated in 80 National and International Seminars contributing valuable 

research papers to the journals of national and international repute. 

As a poet, novelist and writer of profound depth, Prof. Dash is famous for 

exploring new dimensions of Sanskrit writings. For his literary contribution, he has 

been honoured with 20 regional, national and international awards. Integrity of 

vision for renewal of human spirit is sharp in his works. All his literary works are 

remarkable for the brilliant flourish of simple expressions, lyrical cadence, sensible 

indications, aesthetic vigor, intellectual scintillations, spiritual values and 

transparent emotions. 

Prof. Dash has served both outside and inside as the Member, President and 

Chairman in different authoritative, academic and policy making bodies presenting 

comprehensive guidance with definitive clarity. 
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Prof. Dash is also a philosopher of peace taking practices from ancient 

modes of spiritual sciences. He has also discovered and developed some methods 

and skills for transfunctional way of living. 

His curriculum-vitae are summarized as follows: 

Examination 
Passed 

Board / 
University 

Subject Div. Per. Distinct
ion / 
Grade 

Year

H.S.C. & 
Madhyama 
(P.U.) 

B.S.E. Orissa 
Rastriya Sanskrit 
Sansthan; New 
Delhi 

English 
Sanskrit 

1st. 71%  1974 

Shastri (B.A.) -Do- Sanskrit 
English 

1st. 70% Distinct
ion 

1977 

M.A. University of 
Pune 

Sanskrit 
(Nyāya 
Darśana & 
Linguistics) 

1st. 67% Grade 
A 

1979 

M.Phil. -Do- -Do- 1st. 72% Grade 
A+ 

1980 

Ph.D. 
(Vidyavaridhi) 

Sri Jagannatha 
Sanskrit Vishva 
Vidyalaya, Puri. 

-Do- 
(Interdisciplin

ary) 

   1988 

D.Litt. 
(Vidyavachasp
ati) 

-Do- -Do- 
(Interdisciplin

ary) 

   1993 

Acharya 
(M.A.)  

O.A.S.L.C., Puri Pān ̣ini 
Grammar 

1st. 72% Gold 
Medal 

1977 

Ratna (M.A.) Wardha, Nagpur Hindi 1st.   1977 
Parangata 
(M.A.) 

T.M.V., Pune Pān ̣ini 
Grammar 

1st. 60%  1979 

Diploma I.F.T.A., New 
Delhi 

Film 
Direction 

  Grade 
A 

1985 

Diploma B.I.E.T., Bombay French    1987 
Diploma B.I.E.T., Bombay German    1987 
Diploma D.A.V. 

Management 
Computer 
Programming 

   1989 
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I.II Author’s Experience  

Teaching and Research Experience: 

1. First appointment on 12.11.1980 as Lecturer in Sanskrit, Govt. Women’s 

College, Bolangir, Orissa. 

2. Second appointment on 17.01.1983 as Lecturer, Nyāya Darśana, Shri 

Jagannatha Sanskrit Vishvavidyalaya, Puri, Orissa. 

3. Third appointment on 26.04.1991 as Reader, Nyāya Darśana, Shri Jagannatha 

Sanskrit Vishvavidyalaya, Puri, Orissa. 

4. Fourth appointment on 20.12.1999 as Professor, Nyāya Darśana, Shri 

Jagannatha Sanskrit Vishvavidyalaya, Puri, Orissa. 

Publications: 

1. Books: 40 numbers including Research works, Sanskrit novels, Sanskrit Short 

Stories and Sanskrit Poetry. 

2. Research papers: 40 numbers including papers on Sanskrit, Linguistics, 

Philosophy and Interdisciplinary field. 

3. General Articles: 100 numbers including articles on Culture, Literature and 

Philosophy. 

Research Guided: 

1. M.Phil: 20 

2. Ph.D: 22  

3. D.Litt: 03 

Original Books introduced in syllabus in Indian Universities: 

1. + 2 level: 01 

2. M.A. level: 01  

3. M.Phil. level: 01  

Seminar / Conferences Attended: 80 
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Seminar / Conferences Organized: 

1. National Seminars: 07 

2. Refresher Course: 03  

3. State Level Seminars: 10 

4. Annual Seminars: 20 

5. Conferences (National & International): 02  

Important positions held and Distinguished Membership: 

1. Important positions held in different capacities in Shri Jagannatha Sanskrit 

Vishvavidyalaya since 1983 as: 

(i) Syndicate member 

(ii) Senate member 

(iii) Member of Academic Council 

(iv) Chairman, P.G. Council 

(v) Chairman, Subject Research Committee 

(vi) Chairman, M.Phil Committee 

(vii) Chairman, Board of Studies 

(viii) Professor Incharge of Central Library 

(ix) Warden of University hostels 

(x) Head of the Department of Nyaya Darshan 

(xi) Coordinator of U.G.C. Nodal Centre for Computer Application 

(xii) Member of Finance Committee 

(xiii) Member of Planning & Development Committee 

(xiv) Member of Academic Audit Committee 

(xv) Member of Examination Committee 

(xvi) Member of Expert Committee 

2. Honoured Member: International Society of Poets, Maryland, U.S.A., 1995. 

3. Nominated Member of Government of India to Shista Parishad of Rashtriya 

Sanskrit Vidyapeeth, (Deemed University), Tirupati, 1999-2000. 



6 
 

4. Member, Peer Team, NAAC (National Assessment & Accreditation Council), 

U.G.C. Bangalore, 2003. 

5. Director Incharge of Centre of Advanced Research in Sanskrit, Shri Jagannatha 

Sanskrit Vishvavidyalaya, Puri, 2001-02 & 2006. 

6. Member, U.G.C. visiting team, U.G.C., New Delhi, 2008. 

I.III Author’s Works 
 

Research Publications (Books) 

 

1. Reference: A Logico-Linguistic Identification, Abhaya House of Publication, 

Kendrapara, Pin-754211, Orissa, 1986 

2. Relations in Knowledge Representations, Sri Satguru Publication, Indian 

Books Centre, 40/5, Shakti Nagar, Delhi-7, 1991 

3. Elements of Research Methodology in Sanskrit, Chowkhamba Sanskrit 

Sansthan, Post Box no. 1139, K.37/116. 

4. Logic of Knowledge Base, Sri Satguru Publication, Indian Books Centre, 40/5, 

Shakti Nagar, Delhi-7, 1992 

5. Logic of Non-Case Relationship, M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, Shakti Nagar, 

Delhi-7, 1992 

6. Social Justice and its Ancient Indian Base, (Edited): Proceedings of the 

U.G.C., Sponsored National Seminar, M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, Shakti 

Nagar, Delhi-7, 1992 

7. Indian Semantics A Computational Model, (Edited): Agam Kala Prakashan, 

34, Central Market, Ashok Vihar, Delhi-52, 1994 

8. Sanskrit & Computer, (Edited), M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, Shakti Nagar, 

Delhi-7, 1995 



7 
 

9. An Easy Approach to Spiritual Science, Smt. Subhadra Dash, Śaśirekhā, 

Bhoodan Nagar, University Road, Puri-752003, 2004 

10. International Conference on Spiritual Science (Ed.), Department of Nyaya 

Darshan, SJSV, Puri, 2004 

11. An Introduction to Oriya Linguistics, Centre of Advanced Research in 

Sanskrit, SJSV, Puri, 2006 

12. Spiritual Attainment (Ed.), M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, Shakti Nagar, Delhi-

7, 2006 

13. Unknown Facets of Jagannatha Consciousness (Ed.), Centre of Advanced 

Research in Sanskrit, SJSV, Puri, 2006 

 

Research Publications (Journals) 

1. Sri Jagannath Jyoti (An Indological Research Journal), Vol-IX, X, XI 

(Edited): Sri Jagannatha Sanskrit Vishvavidyalaya, Puri, 2004, 2005, 2006 

2. SAMKETA (A Departmental Research Journal), Department of Nyaya 

Darshan, SJSV, Puri, 2004, 2005, 2006 

 

Sanskrit Publications (Books) 

- Poetry 

1. Pranayā Pradīpam (The Lamp of Love), (à[yàdIpm! ), Sudharma, Mysore, 

1980 

2. Hr dayesvari (The Goddess of Heart), (ùdyeñrI), Sudharma, Mysore, 1981 

3. Mahātīrthamሶ (The Great Shrine), (mhatIwRm! ), Sudharma, Mysore, 1983 

4. Alakā (The Myth of Destination), (Alka), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 1986 

5. Iśā (The Supreme), ($za), Smt. Subhadra Dash, Śaśirekhā, Bhoodan Nagar, 

University Road, Puri-752003, 1992 (Awarded) 
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6. Bhinna-Pulinamሶ (A Separate Shore) ), (i-Ú£puilnm! ), Smt. Subhadra Dash, 

Śaśirekhā, Bhoodan Nagar, University Road, Puri-752003, 1995 

7. Andhasrotah ̣  (Selected Sanskrit Poems with English Translation), (ANxöaet>), 
Smt. Subhadra Dash, Śaśirekhā, Bhoodan Nagar, University Road, Puri-
752003, 2004 
 

- Short Stories 

8. Diśā Vidiśā (Direction and Beyond), (idza ividza), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 1988 

9. Urmi Cud ̣ā (The Crest of Wave), (^imRcufa), M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, 

Shakti Nagar, Delhi-7, 1995 (Awarded) 

10. Shūnyanābhih ̣ (The Empty Navel), (zUNynai->), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 2000 

11. Nimna Pr thivi ̄ (The Under World), (inMnp&iwvI), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 2001 
 

- Children’s Stories 

12. Mahān (The Great), (mhan! ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, Puri-

752002, 1991 

13. Ekadā (Once Upon a Time), (@kda ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, 

Puri-752002, 1991 
 

- Juvenile Novelette 

 

14. Patākā (The Flag), (ptaka ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, Puri-

752002, 1990 
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- Novels 

15. Tilottamā  (Signifies a Name), (itlaeÄma ), Sudharma, Mysore, 1980, Reprint-

2002, Smt. Subhadra Dash, Śaśirekhā, Bhoodan Nagar, University Road, Puri-
752003 

16. Śitalatrs n ā  (Frosted Attachment), (zItlt&:[a ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 1983 & 2006 

17. Pratipad  (The First Day), (àitpd! ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, 

Puri-752002, 1984 

18. Āvartam (The Whirl), (AavÄRm! ), Devyajyoti, Shimla,H.P., 1985 

19. Arun ā (The Blush), (Aé[a), Sudharma, Mysore, 1985 

20. Nikas ā (The Nearest), (ink;a), Devavani Parishad, R-6, Vanivihar, Delhi-59, 

1986 

21. Rtam (The Highest Truth), (\tm! ), Devavani Parishad, R-6, Vanivihar, Delhi-

59, 1988 (Awarded) 

22. Madhuyānam (The Sweet Path), (mxuyanm! ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 1990 

23. Añjalih ̣(The Supplication), (A<jil>), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, 

Puri-752002, 1990 

24. Visargah ̣ (The Sacrifice), (ivsgR> ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, 

Puri-752002, 1992 

25. Śikhā (The Flame), (izoa ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, Sharadhabali, Puri-

752002, 1994 

26. Śaśirekhā (The Moon Beam), (zizreoa ), Lokbhasa Prachara Samiti, 

Sharadhabali, Puri-752002, 1994 

27.  Oum Śāntih ̣ (The Peace), ( ~̂ zaiNt> ), M/s Pratibha Prakashan, 29/5, Shakti 

Nagar, Delhi-7, 1997 (Awarded) 
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I.IV List of Scholarships, Awards and other Distinctions 
 

1. Scholarships: HSC level to M Phil level – Merit Scholarship from Rashtriya 

Sanskrit Sansthan (Under Ministry of Human Resource Development), New 

Delhi. 

2. Distinction: Distinction has been awarded for securing 70% marks in Shastri 

(B.A.) level by Rashtriya Sanskrit Sansthan, New Delhi. 

3. Gold Medal: Gold medal awarded by Orissa Associate of Sanskrit Learning 

and Culture (Govt. of Orissa) for securing highest marks in Acharya 

examination, 1977. 

4. First Prize: First prize has been given bt Tilak Maharashtra Vidyapeeth 

(Deemed University), Pune for securing highest marks in traditional Parangata 

(M.A.) Examination, 1979. 

5. Fellowship: Post-doctoral Fellowship has been received from Bhogilal 

Institute of Indology, New Delhi, 1989. 

6. Offer: Offer received as ‘Epistemologist’ from Mahatma Gandhi Centre for 

Science and Human Values, Bangalore, 1989. 

7. Awards and Honours: 

a. Hirakhanda Trust Literary Award, Sambalpur, 1983. 

b. Film Development Corporation Script Award, Cuttack, 1983. 

c. Shravani Sahitya Samsad Honour, Kendrapara, 1984. 

d. Vidwanmani (Title Award), Cuttack, 1984. 

e. Tantra Saraswati (Title Award), Cuttack, 1985. 

f. Dr.V.Raghavan National Prize, All India Oriental Conference, 

Vishakhapatnam, 1989. 

g. International Award of Sankara (Sanskrit and Knowledge Base 

Applications Research Association) instituted by Abhinava Vidya Bharati, 

1990, U.S.A. 
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h. Orissa Sahitya Academi Award, 1990. 

i. Delhi Sahitya Academi Award, 1991. 

j. Sanskrit Telefilm Script Award (Delhi Sanskrit Academy, Delhi), 1994. 

k. International Poet of Merit Award, International Society of Poets, 

Maryland, U.S.A., 1995. 

l. Central Sahitya Academi Award, Delhi, 1996. 

m. Bān ̣abha÷÷a Puraskar, Uttar Pradesh Sanskrit Sansthan, Lucknow, 1996. 

n. Kalpavalli Puraskar, Bharatiya Bhasa Parisad, Calcutta, 1996-97. 

o. Pandit Kulaman ̣i Mishra Awad, Rotary Club, Puri, 1998. 

p. All India Original Creative Writing Award, Delhi Sanskrit Academi, 2001. 

q. Man of the Year -2003, ABI, U.S.A. 

r. Ved Vyas National Sanskrit Award, University Grants Commission, New 

Delhi, 2003. 

s. American Medal of Honour – Limited Striking, ABI, U.S.A., 2003. 

t. Man of the Year – 2004, ABI, U.S.A. 

u. Bharata-Bharati-Kavya-Samman, Sanskrit Sahitya Academy, Cuttack, 

2006. 
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CHAPTER II 

ORIGIN AND DEVELOPMENT OF PROSE 
LITERATURE IN SANSKRIT 

II.I The Origin of Prose 
 

It has been the eternal wish of mankind to express the thoughts and feelings 

in a distinct manner. Since very early days, the word ‘gadya’ (what is to be spoken 

clearly) is used to mean ‘prose statements’ as opposed to verified compositions, 

since prose is the natural form of human articulation and expressions. 

Examples of the earliest Sanskrit Prose (gadya) are found in the Samሶhitās of 

Yajūrvedā. It consisted primarily of hymns and sacrificial non-metrical formulae 

(Yajūs). However, the language of such prose was very ambiguous and 

fragmentary. Little could be derived logically out of such prose. So, the earliest 

prose of significant importance can be traced in the Brāhman ̣a portions of the 

Kr s n āyajūrvedā Samሶhitās (for example, the Taittirīyasamሶhitās, the 

Ka÷hakasam ሶhitā and the Maitriyainsamሶhitā) and the Brāhman ̣as proper (for 

example, the AitareyaBrāhman ̣a, the ShapathaBrāhman ̣a and the 

PañcaviśaBrāhman ̣a), where it has been employed for narrative purposes in terse 

composition. 

A later presentation of prose is found in the sam ሶhitās of the Atharvavedā. 

About one sixth of this Vedā is in prose composition. As per Macdonell, the prose 

of this period is even later than the Brāhman ̣as. 

The sam ሶhitā period is chronologically followed by the period of Brāhman ̣as. 

Except for some metrical pieces (Gathās), the whole of Brāhman ̣as are composed 

in prose literature. The prose of this period seems to be closer to the actual speech 
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of the people, since it is free from artificialities such as use of puns and long 

compound structures. 

Although simplistic in nature, due to repetition of words and clauses, the 

structure of sentences used in such prose is very monotonous and is over-

explanatory in nature. However, the style of the Brāhman ̣as, speak volumes of its 

natural composition in contrast to that observed in fable literature. The point to be 

noted is that although the literature is predominantly inornate, coherent, 

cumbersome and disjointed, a distinct progress is made towards greater facility 

compared to earlier compositions. 

The language of the Brāhman ̣as represents an era between the samሶhitā 

period and the classical Sanskrit of Pān ̣ini. The style of Brāhman ̣as itself has 

undergone a metamorphosis in expressive content. While the prose style seen in 

Taittirīyasamሶhitās and earlier Brāhmanạs is characterized by shorter sentence 

construction, the later Brāhman ̣as are characterized by heaps of figures of speech 

and proper connectives. Honestly speaking and not exaggerating too much, the 

later Brāhman ̣as can be pointed out as the origin of ‘Poetic’ prose. 

Here is an example from the Taittirīyasamሶhitā, depicting the construction of 

expression during that time1: 

mnae Nva huvamhe naraz;~sen Staemen ipt&[a< c mNmi->, 

Aa n @tu mn> pun> ÇTvE d]ay jIvse, JyaeKc sUyR d&ze, 
Prose is also found in the Āran ̣yakas, which are the later portion of 

Brāhman ̣as. The latest portion of Brāhman ̣a literature comprises the Upanis ̣ads 

which are the final parts of Āran ̣yakas. There is similarity in the prose style of 

Āran ̣yakas, Upanisạds and Brāhman ̣as. The prose of early Upanisạds (for 

                                                            
1 Sharma, Nita, A Literary Study of Bān ̣abha÷÷a,P.3 
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example, the Br hadaran ̣yaka and the Chāndogya) is more organized and easy to 

understand.  

@;a< -Utana< p&iwvI rs> p&iwVya Aapae rsae=pamae;xyae rs Aae;xIna< pué;> rs> pué;Sy 

va¢saevac \¢s \c> samrs> saè %ÍIwae rs>, (Chāndogya Upanis ̣ad, verse 2 ) 

There are also few prose passages in the Mahābhārata, which can be 

considered as good samples of pre-Pān ̣iniyan Sanskrit prose. 

In between, the Upanis ̣ads and the classical prose literature, a need was felt 

for shortening the content of subject matter. This transformed prose literature into a 

peculiar compressed prose which is referred as Su ̄tra literature. The compression 

yielded long compound words helpful for memorizing. The essence of Sūtra style 

was a string of short sentences interleaved together in concise form. The origin of 

‘artificiality’ as seen in later Prose-Kāvyas may be traced to Sūtra literature. The 

style represented by Sūtra literature is classical in nature. 

The Sanskrit prose developed without any interruption from the Brāhman ̣as 

and the Upanisạds in two streams: as a development of the ākhyānas and the 

ākhyāyikās of the Brāhman ̣as and the Upanisạds, and as instructive tales and 

fables written since very early days. Unfortunately, a major part of this literature is 

now lost except for the Pañcatantra in several adaptations. 

II.II Prose literature of Classical Period 
 

The writings in Sanskrit prose made great progress towards classical 

literature at a very early age. It started with the Nirukta of Yāska (7th century B.C.), 

which is an important treatise of the science of etymology and reached perfection 

in the Mahābhasya of Patañjali (2nd century B.C.), the earliest commentary on the 
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As tādhyāyi ̄ of Pān ̣ini. It is also worthwhile to mention here that prose is also 

observed in the Purānas in an easy and lucid form. Sanskrit prose is also used in 

the works of Grammar, Jyotis a and Philosophy. After Pān ̣ini’s refinement of 

grammatical rules, the nominal style took over the verbal style. The 

Mi ̄mām ሶsābhasya of Śabarasvāmi ̄, the Nyāybhasya of Vatsāyana and 

Śankarācaryā’s commentaries (bhāsyas) on the Upanis ̣ads, the Brahmasūtra and 

the Bhāgvadgitā deserve mention as excellent pieces of exegetical literature. In the 

works of Śankarācaryā, it is seen that the sentences are lengthier but the style is 

rich in elegance and expression. Thereafter, prose is seen to be more artificial in 

the later philosophical works. 

It is difficult to say with any certainty since when the gadya-kāvya came into 

vogue. It appears that Kātyāyana (4th century B.C.), the author of the 

supplementary rules (varttika) on Pān ̣ini’s (5th century B.C.) grammar knew the 

genre ākhyāyikā and Patañjali was acquainted with ākhyāyikās such as the 

Vasavadattā, the Sumanottara and the Bhaimarathi. 

In the classical period, proses of different styles are noticed. One of the 

styles included didactic fables written in easy, clear and natural style. Examples of 

this form are found in Pañcatantra, Hitopodeśa etc. The other style is the articial 

poetic prose style as seen to be practiced in the Prose-Kāvyas of Subhandhu, Bān ̣a 

and Dan ̣d ̣in. 

Another form of Sanskrit gadya is found developed in the epigraphical 

records. Though the earliest epigraphs of India are in Prakrit and not in Sanskrit 

(for example, the edicts of Aśokā, the inscription of the Kuśānas, the Besnagar 

inscription of Heliodoros), however Sanskrit, found its footing in the 2nd century 

A.D. During this time, the classical examples are evident in both fundamental 

principles and descriptive references. A study of various inscriptions during this 

period revealed the existence of numerous ‘prasastis’ which go a long way in 
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proving the development of Sanskrit prose during the 4th, 5th and 6th centuries. An 

expressive and ornamented prose piece is found in the Girnar edict (130 A.D.) of 

the western Saka Satrap Rudradaman I. The use of figures of speech and rare use 

of verbs is evident in this inscription. 

The style of prose writing is seen further developed in Harisena’s prasasti of 

Samudragupta (4th century A.D.) as inscribed on the Allahabad stone pillar of 

Aśoka. The prose of Harisena may be recognized as the precursor of the later 

cultivated gadyakāvyas. 

Indian Buddhist writers, belonging to both the Mahayana and Hinayana 

denominations, made significant contributions to prose narratives and Sanskrit 

literature in general. Both canonical and non-canonical writings are scattered with 

gathās in Prakrit or mixed Sanskrit. The lives of Buddha and other religious 

personalities were described in the works to demonstrate the teachings of non-

violence, compassion, renunciation, etc. The refinement and accuracy of classical 

Sanskrit took a back seat in these works and the authors greatly used a ‘mixed’ 

Sanskrit. The earliest example of this type of writing is the Mahavastu Avadana, a 

canonical text of the Lokottaravadins. The language and style adopted in 

Mahavastu does not confirm to the rules of Sanskrit grammar. However, the 

Buddhists changed their style for prose narratives later on by accepting refined 

idioms and ornamented style. The outcome of this change in stance for prose 

narratives is evident in works such as Avadanaśataka, the Divyavadana, the 

Lalitavistara and the Jatakamālā.  

After the fourth century, artificiality is seen to increase more and more in 

prose literature, as we proceed towards the age of Subandhu, Bān ̣a and Daṇd ̣in. 

Compounds of larger sizes and figurative illustrations are seen to be ruling prose 

literature. 
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No other prose kāvya earlier than Subandhu’s (6th century A.D.) 

Vasavadattā is available. It is a notable prose romance in Sanskrit. The love 

episode between the prince Kandarpaketu and the princess Vasavadattā is the 

central theme of the romantic work. The style of Subandhu’s narration is too 

descriptive and elaborate; as a matter of fact, the Vasavadattā represents an 

exercise of the style in the description of mountain, river, the valour of the prince, 

the beauty of the heroine etc. Subandhu is less interested in the story and is fond of 

playing with words. He uses long compounds and almost every syllable contains a 

pun (sleśa). It is well accepted that Subandhu is earlier than Bān ̣a. Subandhu has 

been mentioned with great respect by his successors such as Bān ̣a, Vakpaptirāja, 

Kavirāja etc. 

The Kādambari and the Hars ̣acarita by Bān ̣abha÷÷a (7th century A.D.) are 

the most celebrated works of Sanskrit gadyakāvya. Bān ̣a’s works are unique in the 

whole of Sanskrit literature. Bān ̣a carefully avoids all the shortcomings of 

Subandhu’s works and established himself as a poet of higher stature with his 

excellent poetic merits. Bān ̣a’s Harsạcarita is a historic tale, a biography of his 

patron king Harṣavardhana of Kanauj and contains some autobiographical accounts 

of the author. His work of Kādambari is a romantic imagery. Bān ̣a plays here with 

all sorts of figures of speech, for example, Anupraśa, Yamaka, Upamā, Sleśa, etc. 

But the poetry is nowhere lost. He has demonstrated in the Kādambari and 

Hars ̣acarita an unequalled power of keen observation of human character and an 

unrivalled art of story telling. 

Dan ̣d ̣in is renowned as the theoretician of Sanskrit poetry. The chronology 

of Dan ̣d ̣in and Bān ̣a is a subject open to controversy. However, it appears in all 

probabilities that either a contemporary of Bān ̣a or flourished a little later. Dan ̣d ̣in 

divides poetry (kāvya) into three categories according to the forms – verse (padya), 

prose (gadya) and mixed (mishra). He defines gadya as a form of poetry, the 
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composition of which is not regulated by the metrical arrangement of the feet 

(pada). Daśakumāracarita, by Dan ̣d ̣in, is one of the widely read prose romances in 

Sanskrit. The romance narrates the adventures and exploits of ten princes. The 

present text of Daśakumāracarita is divided into three parts – Puravapithika, 

Daśakumāracarita and Uttarapithika, the first and the third part being later 

additions. His style is charming and simple, avoiding the use of long compounds. 

Dan ̣d ̣in reflects a good judgement in arrangement of his works. The characters of 

the romance represent a cross-section of the contemporary society. He greatly 

emphasizes on descriptions of human beauty, love being the chief sentiment of his 

work. There is much didactic material in the Daśakumāracarita, which Dan ̣d ̣in has 

incorporated with a view to teach the principles of Niti ̄śāstra. His wit and humour 

are also praiseworthy. 

As mentioned earlier, there is a great difference of opinion amongst scholars 

regarding Dan ̣d ̣in’s age. Based on the evidence of Kāvyadarśa, a well-known work 

on rhetorical canons by the poet, it is held that Dan ̣d ̣in flourished after Pravarasena. 

According to Rājataranሶgan ̣i ̄, Pravarasena ruled Kashmir in the sixth century A.D. 

This Pravarasena was probably the author of the poem Setubandha. The other 

controversy is the relation between Daṇd ̣in and Bhāmaha, another rhetorician of 

that time. One school of thought opines that Daṇd ̣in has criticized Bhāmaha’s 

views while the other entertains the opposite view. The relationship between 

Dan ̣d ̣in and Bha÷÷i, the grammarian poet is yet another controversy. Some scholars 

are definitely of the opinion that Daṇd ̣in used the Bha÷÷ikāvya. From the evidence 

of both Daśakumāracarita and Kāvyadarśa, it appears that Daṇd ̣in was an 

inhabitant of South India. He was fairly acquainted with the Kaveri, the Andhra 

and the Colas2. 

                                                            
2 Shastri, Gaurinath, A Concise History of Classical Sanskrit Literature, P. 132 
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Many centuries after Alexander (326 B.C.) left India, the country was visited 

by three Chinese Buddhist pilgrims, Fa Hein (399 A.D.), Hieun Tsang (630 to 645 

A.D.) and I Tsing (671 to 695 A.D.). The records of their travels, which have been 

preserved, and are all now translated into English. These works shed much light on 

the socio-economic conditions, religious thoughts, generic as well as specific facts 

about Indian literature during those days.We also have the valuable account of our 

country during the Mohammedan conquest by the Arabic athor Alberuni, who 

wrote in India in 1030 A.D. 

The development of Sanskrit literature also encompasses the short stories in 

Indian literature. Short stories may be classified under three heads, namely, the 

popular tales, the beast fables and the fairy tales. The popular tales are again 

subdivided into two groups – Buddhistic and non-Buddhistic. 

The Buddhist popular tales are the Pali Jātakas which were current among 

the Buddhists from the earliest times. Apart from these Jātaka stories, there are 

some popular Buddhist Sanskrit stories. 

Amongst the non-Buddhist popular tales, an outstanding work is that of 

Gun ̣ānd ̣hya’s Br hatkathā. It was originally written in Paiśāci Prakrit, a north 

western dialect of India. Unfortunately, the original work is lost to us and the story 

is preserved in three Sanskrit works – (a) Budhasvamin’s Ślokasamሶgraha 

(composed between eighth and ninth century A.D.), (b) Ks emendra’s 

Br hatkathāmañjarī (1037 A.D.) and (c) Somadeva’s Kathāsaritsāgara (1063 to 

1081 A.D.). Dr.Keith, however opines that Ślokasamሶgraha (which is found only in 

a fragment of twenty eight chapters and some 4,539 verses) is the only authentic 

translation of Gun ̣ānd ̣hya’s works. As per Dr.Keith, Somadeva’s Kathāsaritsāgara 

(containing 21,388 verses) and Ksemendra’s Br hatkathāmañjari ̄ (containing about 
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7,500 verses) do not translate any portion of the original Br hatkathā3. 

Nevertheless, Dan ̣d ̣in’s Kāvyadarśa in the 7th century A.D. also mentions about 

Br hatkathā and Dr.Bühler has placed the work as early as the first or second 

century A.D. Summarizing and not over-estimating, the importance of Br hatkathā 

in ancient Indian literature can very well be placed next only to the two Great 

epics, the Rāmāyanạ and the Mahābhārata. 

Visnusarman’s Pañcatantra is an important work of beast-fable literature. 

This book is said to have an earlier basis called the Tantrākhyāyikā, which is again 

not available with us. The work comprises of five distinct books in a clear and 

lucid style with a mixture of prose and verse. Pañcatantra appears to refer 

indirectly to Cān ̣akya and tends to follow Kautaliya’s Arthaśāstra. It is suggested 

by Dr.Johannes Hertel that the work was originally conceived as a tool for teaching 

and preaching political wisdom. However, one must admit that its character and 

purpose as a political textbook is quite gloomy. The work surfaces to be one where 

the political teacher and the story-teller are unified in a singular personality. Its 

importance is nevertheless noteworthy considering the fact that Pañcatantra has 

been translated into numerous languages since its inception. First, it was translated 

into Pahlavi and Syriac in the sixth century A.D., into Arabic in the eighth century 

A.D., into Hebrew in the eleventh century A.D., into Spanish in the thirteenth 

century A.D. and thereafter into Latin and English in the sixteenth century A.D. 

Another beast fable literature is literature is Hitopodeśa written by Narayana 

Pan ̣d ̣ita. The style and methods of arrangement of the work is similar to that of 

Visnuśarmā. The author used to live in the court of King Dhavalachandra. A 

manuscript of this work dates from the fourteenth century A.D. However, Dr.Keith 

is of the opinion that the date cannot be later than the eleventh century A.D., as a 

                                                            
3 Keith, A.B, A History of Sanskrit Literature, P. 266 
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verse of Rudrabha÷÷a is cited in the book. Also, a Jain scholar made use of it in 

1199A.D. to produce a new version. 

The Kathakautaka written in the fifteenth century A.D. is another example 

of a beast fable. 

The following three books maybe classified under fairy-tale literature: the 

Vetālapañcavim ሶśati attributed to Sivadāsa, the Sim ሶhāsanadvātrimሶśikā of Buddhist 

origin and Śukasaptati of unknown origin. While the former two books are based 

on the fiction character of King Vikrama, the last one is a collection of seventy 

tales of a parrot narrating to a mistress who was about to play her husband false. 

Some of the lesser prose tales comprise the following4: 

a. Upamitibhāvaprapañca-kathā – by Siddha or Siddharsi, a Jain monk 

belonging to 906 A.D. – written in prose intermingled with verses – a 

didactic tale. 

b. Kathārn ̣ava – by Sivadasa, containing thirty five tales primarily of 

thieves and fools – an unknown date. 

c. Purusaparis kā – by Vidyapati, containing thirty four stories belonging to 

latter part of the fourteenth century A.D. 

d. Bhojaprabandha – by Ballalasena of the sixteenth century A.D., chiefly 

demonstrating the legends of the court of King Bhoja. 

e. Campakaśres ÷hikathānaka and Palagopalakathānaka – by Jinakirti 

belonging to the fifteenth century A.D.  

f. Kathakosa – Collection of tales of unknown date composed in Sanskrit. 

g. Samyaktvakaumudi ̄ – by an unknown author characterized by its 

doctrines. 

                                                            
4 Shastri, Gaurinath, A Concise History of Classical Sanskrit Literature, P. 138 
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h. Katharatnakara – by Hemavijaya-gani of the seventeenth century A.D. 

containing 258 different short tales, fables and anecdotes. 

II.III Prose Works of Daṇḍin, Subandhu and Bāṇa 
 

 Classification of prose kāvya in Sanskrit is based on its division as 

ākhyāyikā and kathā. According to Bhāmaha, ākhyāyikā deals with factual 

experiences with scope being extended for poetic invention with the hero narrating 

the story. The tale may contain subjects such as abduction of a maiden, fighting, 

separation and the final triumph of the hero. The tale is divided into ucchvāsas and 

verses in vaktrā and aparāvaktrā metres suggestive of future courses of events. It 

is marked by a peculiar sign indicating the poet’s particular intention and above all, 

it is composed in Sanskrit in fine and elegant diction. In kathā, the theme is 

generally an invented story where the narrator is someone else other than the hero. 

Here, there is no division into ucchvāsas, vaktrā and aparāvaktrā verses and the 

medium is in Sanskrit, Prakrit or Apabhramsa. 

The definition of ākhyāyikā and kathā is further illustrated below: 

Apad pdsNtanae g*maOyaiyka kwa , 

#it tSy à-edaE ÖaE tyaeraOyaiyka  ikl , (Kāvyadarśa) I / 23  

The sequences of words which do not fall into (metrical) feet in Gadya 

(prose) are subdivided into two: ākhyāyikā and kathā. Of the two, one is put in the 

mouth of the hero alone; the other may be put in the mouth of others also. Praise 

one’s own virtues in this mode (ākhyāyikā) being only a narration of what really 

existed is no blemish5.  

                                                            
5 Sastrulu V.V., Translation in English. 
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tt! kwaOyaiykeTyka jait> s<}aÖyaiNkta , 

AÇEvaNt-Riv:yiNt ze;aOyanjaty> . (Kāvyadarśa) I / 28  

Therefore, kathā and ākhyāyikā form one class though stamped with two 

different names. Other forms of ākhyāyikā all fall within this class. 

Bhāmaha’s defines as follows: 

àk&tanukUlïVyzBdawR pdv&iÄna, 

g*en yuKtaedaÄawaR saeCD!vasa==Oyaiyka mta. 

v&ÄmaOyayte tSya< nayken Svcei:qÄm!, 

vKÇ< caprvKÇ< c kale -aVyawRz<is c. 

kevrai-àayk&tE> kwnE> kEiZcdi'kta, 

kNyahr[s<¢amivàlM-aedyaiNvta. 

n vKÇaprvKÇa_ya< yuKta naeCD!vasvTyip, 

s<Sk&te s<Sk&ta ce:qa kwa=pæ<z-aKtwa. 

ANyE> Svcirt< tSya< nayken tu naeCyte, 

Svgu[aiv:k&it< kuyaRdi-jat> kw< jn>.6  
II.III.I Dan ̣d ̣in’s works: 

Dan ̣d ̣in conflicts with Bhāmaha’s school of thoughts. Although he is silent 

about the nature of subject matter, Dan ̣d ̣in allows a kathā to be narrated by a hero 

                                                            
6 Bhāmaha, Kavyālanሶkāra, I. 25 to 30, P.9-10 
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and likewise an ākhyāyikā by some one other than a hero. He also notices the name 

lambha for chapters in a kathā and mentions āryā metre with reference to this 

form. Dan ̣d ̣in does not encourage the twofold division and opines that the two are 

formal variations without any essential marks of distinction7.  

Dan ̣d ̣in writes: 

Apad> pdsNtanae g*maOyaiyka kwa, 

#it tSy à-edae ÖaE tyaeraOyaiyka ikl. 

naykenEv vaCya=Nya naykenetre[ va, 

Svgu[ivi:³yadae;ae naÇ -UtawRz<isn>. 

Aip Tvinymae d&:qStÇaPyNyEdudIr[at!, 

ANyae vKta Svy< veit kIÎGva -edkar[m! . 

vKÇ< caprvKÇ< c saeCD!vasTv< c -edkm!, 

icûmaOyaiykayaZcet! às¼en kwaSvip.8 
Dan ̣d ̣in has rejected all the distinguishing marks by practising his theory in 

generating two prose kāvyas which cannot be rigidly classified in any one of the 

divisions as mentioned earlier. Both the works deal with an invented story and 

there is no uniformity with the personification of the narrator. While 

Daśakumāracarita follows the division into ucchvāsas which is used in ākhyāyikā, 

the other romance has no divisions. Both the works contain āryā metre allowed 

only in kathā. Also, Avantisundarīkathā has a vasantatilakā verse which is not 

theoretically recognized in either form. 

                                                            
7 Singh, Mann, Prose Works of Dan ̣d ̣in & His art, P.283 
8 Dan ̣d ̣in, Kāvyadarśa, I. 23 to 30, P.12-15  
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 Applying the technical requirements of an ākhyāyikā and a kathā, we find 

that the extant Avantisundari ̄ agrees strictly to neither of the categories9. 

Considering the concepts presented in Bhāmaha’s Kavyālan ሶkāra and countered by 

Dan ̣d ̣in himself in Kāvyadarśa, it is found that the work is not divided into 

chapters and does not contain the verses in the vaktrā and aparāvaktrā metres, 

inspite of some of its stories such as Mandakini, Pushpodbhava, Ratnodbhava and 

Somdattā being narrated by the heroes themselves. Hence, it cannot be classified as 

an ākhyāyikā. When we judge the extant Avantisundarī on the lines of the 

distinction laid down by later rhetoricians like Rudra÷a10, the work however 

approximates to the ākhyāyikā class, modeled on Bān ̣a’s Hars ̣acarita (which is a 

specimen ākhyāyikā with Rudra÷a’s distinction). Like Harsạcarita, it contains an 

introduction in verse with twenty six stanzas in anus÷ubh and one in āryā, bowing 

to the famous trinity of Gods and paying homage to the great poets and writers like 

Vālmiki, Vyāsa, Pān ̣ini, Bhāsa, Kālidāsa and Bān ̣a. However, the inclination 

towards the ākhyāyikā class terminates here. Some of the stories such as 

Rājahamሶsa, Ripunjaya, Potāpa, Vararuci, Vyādị, Indradattā, Upavārsa, Saunaka, 

Sudraka and Rājavāhana are not narrated by the heroes themselves. Hence, the 

Avantisundarī is styled more as a kathā than an ākhyāyikā. 

Now we come to the Daśakumāracarita proper, which does not have the 

introductory part preserved. Had it been there, we would have been able to 

determine the form of the romance more precisely. Its text also does not adhere to 

the requirements of either of the forms – ākhyāyikā or kathā. Applying the older 

definition, it is found that the work is composed in Sanskrit, is divided into 

ucchvāsas and all stories except the Rājavāhana are narrated by the heroes 

                                                            
9 Singh, Maan, Subandhu and Dan ̣d ̣in: Their Works, P. 107 
10 Gupta, Dharmendra, Critical Study of Dan ̣d ̣in, P.282  
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themselves, just like an ākhyāyikā. The work is also named as ‘carita’, probably at 

the instance of Hars ̣acarita, an ākhyāyikā. However, Daśakumāracarita lacks 

verses in the vaktrā and aparāvaktrā metres, thus characterizing it to be a kathā. 

According to the later definitions, we notice that the work does not have any 

obeisance to Gods and elders (Gurus) and praise of older poets, has no statement of 

motive of its authorship and does not contain two āryā verses at the beginning of 

each ucchvāsa. However, it is divided into ucchvāsas just like an ākhyāyikā. 

As a matter of fact, it seems that as a writer, Daṇd ̣in held a true 

revolutionary spirit and only followed the old traditions that suited him. He boldly 

discarded the rigid conventions which stood in the way of his poetic charisma and 

cherished to deliberately challenge the superficial marks of distinction between the 

two forms. Judging from a modern viewpoint, Dan ̣d ̣in deserves all the credit and 

applause for his logical stand. Daṇd ̣in’s Daśakumāracarita also reflects upon the 

then prevalent corrupt practices of society like gambling, theft, fraud, murder, 

impersonation, abduction and rape. It differs to a great extent from the prototype 

specimen of prose kāvya which usually encompasses a good subject and delineate 

a noble hero. 

Dan ̣d ̣in writes: 

tdnNtrmsaE intMbvtIv&ÄaNtmàa]It!, sae=hmävm! – ‘ AiSt zUrsene;u mwura nam 

ngrI, tÇ kiíTkulpuÇ> klasu gi[kasu caitrKt> imÇawR Sv-ujmaÇinVyRUFanekklh>, 

klhk{qk #it kkRzEri-OyaiptaOy> àTyvaTsIt!,11 

According to Webster’s English dictionary, 1961 edition, a novel is defined 

to be ‘an invented prose narrative of considerable length and a certain perplexity 

                                                            
11 Dan ̣d ̣in, Daśakumāracarita, Uttarpithikaya, Chapter 6, I. 42, P.366 
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that deals imaginatively with human experience through a connected sequence of 

events involving a group of persons in a specific setting.’ The two works of Dan ̣d ̣in 

come in the category of prose fiction and may be closely approximated to be 

novels. W.H. Hudson calls this class of literary composition ‘the loosest form of 

literary art’ and ‘the most elastic and irregular of all forms of literary expression’12. 

Granting the aforesaid concessions, the prose kāvyas of Dan ̣d ̣in can legitimately be 

termed as novels, though all characteristics of modern day novel may not be 

critically viewed in the old classics. The differences in art, style, conceptualization, 

plot construction, characterization with today’s novels should not cause an 

eyebrow to rise considering the time gap of centuries in scripting the works. The 

following remark by W.H. Hudson on the origin of novel affirms beyond doubt 

that Dan ̣d ̣in’s prose compositions share all the characteristics of modern day 

Sanskrit prose literature. Hudson remarked, “Novel owes its existence to the 

interest which men and women everywhere and at all times have taken in men and 

women and in the great panorama of human passion and action.” Daṇd ̣in’s works 

closely approach in content and spirit, if not in form and technique to the adventure 

novels of modern literature wherein there is a series of almost independent tales, 

finally related to, or string with the adventurous deed of a hero. 

The Sanskrit prose kāvyas are generally styled today as prose romances. The 

term romance which is defined as a prose tale based on legend, chivalric love and 

adventure on the supernatural is very appropriate when applied to the prose kāvyas 

of Dan ̣d ̣in. However, the recent concepts of romance as a prose narrative, highlight 

romantic characteristics like delineation of imaginary characters unrelated to 

everyday life or treatment of the remote in time or place, the heroic, the 

adventurous and often the mysterious. Although these modern day concepts did not 

suit to Dan ̣d ̣in’s prose kāvyas in the literal sense, the allied features of a romance 

can be figured out in almost all the prose kāvyas of Sanskrit in general and in the 
                                                            
12 Hudson, W.H., Introduction to the Study of Literature, P. 129-130 
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works of Dan ̣d ̣in, in particular. The story in a romance insistently enters the sphere 

of poetry and unfolds itself through the medium of poetic elements and there is a 

confluence of various streams of episodes coming from different directions and all 

crowded with a large number of characters belonging to this very world, though to 

be very rarely seen in actual life. There are adventurous and brave personalities 

helping the wretched and specially the ladies in distress and defeating their rivals 

in matters of love. An emotional atmosphere persists in the whole of a romantic 

work. The romantic interest takes us to a marvelous world through the works of 

Dan ̣d ̣in, where the poet’s attitude is both romantic and realistic. These two 

elements dwell in perfect harmony in Daṇd ̣in’s works. Dan ̣d ̣in’s approach to loose 

principles in life is satirical rather than serious. His real aim is to expose the darker 

aspects of social life and practicality, realism, romance, optimism blend perfectly 

in the works of Dan ̣d ̣in. 

II.III.II Subandhu’s works: 

Subandhu is the predestinator of the trend which does not put as much stress 

on incidents as on descriptions, however of digressive nature. Subandhu’s style is 

typical of lesser attention to the narrative and greater interest in the depiction of the 

lover and beloved and of the frowns and smiles of fortune in store for them. He 

richly carves these descriptions with romantic commonplaces of poetry which 

constitute the bulk of his work. In the course of elaborate depictions, he amply 

displays his śāstric learning and technical skill. It may be noted here that 

Subandhu’s long chain of puns (sleśa) is also followed later on by his successors 

Bān ̣a and Daṇd ̣in with the net effect of often straining the language and diction. 

Subandhu believed in a cult of style which prefers the extraordinary way of 

expression and suppresses the ordinary way. He cares more for the ornamental 

aspect of art than for the poetic possibilities of his core subject. 
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 Inspite of his weird style, Subandhu demonstrates great mastery of the 

Sanskrit language which is evident from his difficult diction. He evinces wide and 

profound learning in his prose romance13. 

II.III.III Bān ̣a’s works: 

 Bān ̣a happily commands the supreme gift of poetic imagination which 

compensates for all his weakness for stylistic accomplishments. Although like his 

predecessor, he delights in elaborating his narratives with lengthy and digressive 

descriptions; his sense of proportion often comes to his rescue and saves the plot 

from boredom. 

 g*< kvIna< ink;< vdiNt . 

This is best illustrated in the works of Bān ̣a. Undoubtedly Bān ̣a holds an 

unparalleled stature in the whole of Sanskrit prose literature. Fortunately, Bān ̣a’s 

works seem to be a pillar in the times of ancient Sanskrit prose literature. The 

Hars ̣acarita and Kādambari are classified into the ākhyāyikā and kathā categories 

respectively. 

In comparision to Subandhu, his outstanding merits are reflected in his 

observation skills, graphic description, his love of nature with its charming colour 

and music, the richness of his fancy and definitely his skill of wonderful command 

over the language. Bān ̣a skillfully depicts romantic and youthful love in its joys 

and sorrows, hopes and fears amidst his deep sentimental and poetic touch in his 

works. Bān ̣a shows his mastery of florid style wherein he is able to convert the 

rough stones of popular literature into gems of literary beauty. 

In the following paragraph, we can see a beautiful sketch of Mahāśvetā that 

is the spciality of Bān ̣a: 

                                                            
13 Singh, Mann, Subandhu and Dan ̣dịn, P. 19-23 
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d]aXvrikyaimvaeÏt g[ kc ¢h -yaepseivtÇ!yMbkam! ritimv mdndehinimÄ< 
hràsadnawR mag&hIthraraXnam! ]Iraedaix devtaimv shavas pirict hr cNÔleoaeTk{Qam! 
#NtumUÄRimv Sv-anu-yk&tiÇnynYzr[gmnam! @eraVtdehaCDivimv gjaijnav- 
gui{Qtizitk{QiviNt taepNtam! pzupit di][ muohasCDivimv vihragTy k&tavSwanam! 
zrIir[Iimv êÔaed!xUln -Uitm! Aaiv-RUtam! JyaeTSnaimv hrk{QaNxkariv"”........14 

II.IV Prose Literature of Medieval Period 
 

Taking the discussion further, we come across Campū literature as a 

perspective composition of mixed prose and verse in Sanskrit. Although the subtle 

mixture of prose and verse can be traced back to the Brāhman ̣as in Vedic 

literature, the origin of Campū is held in its predecessors, the fables and romances. 

Although, stray verses are noticed in the works of Subandhu and Bān ̣a, the 

intermingling of prose with verse became a characteristic feature of the then 

contemporary literature at a much later date. The literature of Kathā and Ākhāyikā 

also uses a number of verses in its otherwise exclusive prose medium. The 

distinguishing feature of the Campū from the mentioned types is its prominent 

proportional mixing of prose with verse. Also, the employment of prose and verse 

does not follow any fixed principle in Campū literature and the authors are given a 

license to be indifferent towards the logical use of prose and verse for various 

purposes. The use of verse is not restricted to passages of poetic description or 

impressive speech or sentimental outburst. Prose and verse are equally employed 

as a medium in Campū literature. Although Campū literature does not possess any 

noteworthy literary work, it is known to have flourished in Southern India, the 

Bengal Vaishnava School and the Jain religious propaganda. No Campū literature 

earlier than the tenth century A.D. is existent today. 

                                                            
14 Bān ̣abha÷÷a, Kādambari, P.379 
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Macdonell, in his book, ‘A History of Sanskrit Literature’ speaks sadly on 

the condition and state of affairs of Indian History. He laments, ‘History is the one 

weak spot in Indian literature. It is, in fact, non-existent. The total lack of the 

historical sense is so characteristic, that the whole course of Sanskrit literature is 

darkened by the shadow of this defect, suffering as it does from an entire absence 

of the exact chronology. So true is this, that the very date of Kālidāsa, the greatest 

of Indian poets, was long a matter of controversy within the limits of a thousand 

years, and is even now doubtful to the extent of a century or two. Thus the dates of 

Sanskrit authors are in the vast majority of cases only known approximately, 

having been inferred from the indirect evidence of interdependence, quotation or 

allusion, development of language or style. As to the events of their lives, we 

usually know nothing at all and only in a few cases one or two general facts. Two 

causes seem to have combined to bring about this remarkable result. In the first 

place, early India wrote no history because it never made any. The ancient Indians 

never went through a struggle for life, like the Greeks in the Persian and the 

Romans in the Punic wars, such as would have welded their tribes into a nation and 

developed political greatness. Secondly, the Brāhmanạs, whose task it would 

naturally have been to record great deeds, had early embraced the doctrine that all 

action and existence are a positive evil and could therefore have felt but little 

inclination to chronicle historical events.’ 

Some of the other reasons why Sanskrit prose literature development is still 

not imprinted in a very systematic and chronological manner may be explained as 

follows. 

Around 1000 A.D., medieval Sanskrit literature abounded in creative 

production of several varieties, all being rich both in quantity and quality. It is this 

period that mostly represents the origin and development of modern Indian 

languages (barring one or two exceptions). The overflowing Sanskrit literary 

stream must have inspired their creation and evolution. Medieval Prakrit is divided 
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into four dialects. The valley of Indus holds the Apabhramsa while Doab holds the 

Sauraseni with Mathura as its centre. The eastern Prakrit appeared as Magadhi 

(now Bihar) and Ardha-Magadhi with Benaras as its centre. The Sauraseni got 

further subdivided into Gaurjari (Gujarati), Avanti (Western Rajputani) and 

Maharastri (Eastern Rajputani). The Sindhi, Punjabi, Kashmiri, Hindi and various 

dialects of Bengal also started developing from the various dialects of Medieval 

Prakrit. These modern vernaculars started forming interesting parallel and 

developed literatures of their own. Similarly, the non-Aryan languages of the 

Deccan, Telegu, Kannada, Malayalam and Tamil, borrowed words from Sanskrit 

and developed a parallel model. Although, all these vernaculars were entirely 

based on Sanskrit, parallel developmental work may have caused Medieval 

Sanskrit literature to take a beating. 

Another important fact during this era was the prolonged and successive 

waves of invasion and conquest by Persians, Muhammedans, wherein Persian, 

Arabic and other foreign languages started flourishing in the peninsula. The 

development of literature of the Indo-Aryan race remained blocked and unchecked 

for a substantial amount of time down to the era of British colonization. As per 

Macdonell15 ‘No other branch of the Indo-European stock has experienced an 

isolated evolution like this.’ 

Here, we may discuss the question whether the Sanskrit prose kāvya exhibits 

any foreign influence either during its origin or in its long developmental course16. 

Peterson tried to prove Greek influence on the prose romances of Sanskrit on the 

basis that they exhibit a new spirit in richly embellishing the simple narrative 

dealing with swift but monotonous chain of adventures. He quoted in support of 

his view some characteristics common to Sanskrit and Greek romances. We do 

observe certain common features; both for example, depict: 

i) Ideal love and wondrous beauty as also charming objects of nature. 
                                                            
15 Macdonell, Arthur A., A History of Sanskrit Literature, P. 7 
16 Gupta, Dharmendra, op.cit., P. 268-269 
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ii) Love at first sight. 

iii) Lovers revealed to each other in vision. 

iv) Affectionate letters of courtship. 

v) Pathetic lamentations of afflicted lovers. 

vi) Fighting for forceful possession of a maiden. 

vii) Passion of love in inanimate objects. 

viii) Fickleness of fortune. 

ix) Adventures and encounters on land and at sea. 

Again there are in both the romances, the device of tales within tales, erudite 

and often obscure allusions and enumeration of precedents and the employment of 

long compounds, alliterations and figures like paronomasia (Sleśa) and antithesis. 

Such points of similarity, however, which maybe held to be co-incidental 

rather than based on any actual contact, cannot positively prove borrowing on 

either side. As a matter of fact, there is a fundamental difference between the two 

romances. While in Sanskrit romance, supreme emphasis is put on formal 

decoration and minute depiction of nature and the thread of narrative is broken at 

places and characterization often neglected, in Greek romances, stress has been 

laid on the continuity of narrative and the rhetorical embellishment and depiction 

of nature have been entirely overlooked. The Sanskrit romance as we have seen, 

derives its inspiration, with regards to both content and form, from native sources, 

be it either folktale literature or the metrical kāvya and it is futile to try to find an 

alien influence thereon17. As a matter of fact here should be solid grounds for 

proving influences on the delicate basis of similar points or characteristic which 

are often observed in literature belonging to quite different times and climes. 

Hence, this period has not yet received the distinction of chronologically 

arranging Sanskrit prose literature in a fashion it perhaps deserves. More and more 

                                                            
17 Gupta, Dharmendra,  op.cit., P. 268-269 
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is required to be done to disseminate the aesthetic value of Sanskrit literary 

creations in this period. 

II.V Prose Literature of Modern Period 
 

During the eighteenth century, inspite of the step-motherly attitude shown 

towards the language, Sanskrit continued to enjoy a pre-eminent place among the 

languages and literatures of India as the most refined and learned medium of the 

cultured classes all over the subcontinent, even in the eighteenth and the nineteenth 

centuries. English education tried to reduce its importance as a result of policy of 

the British rulers. However, the traditional esteem of classical Sanskrit was so high 

that even before they thought of establishing universities, the English had founded 

the Sanskrit College, Calcutta and the Queen’s College, Varanasi, in the early 

nineteenth century to promote Hindu culture. This was in pursuance of the declared 

policy of the English rulers to encourage and promote Hindu learning which was 

held to be the key to the nation’s heritage over the centuries in all fields – religious, 

philosophical, ethical, literary, artistic and cultural. 

During this period, the long narrative poem or court epic was the most 

prestigious literary work, drama, campū were next ranked in importance and then 

came up Gadya (ornate prose). The themes were restricted to myths and legends 

about Gods and epic heroes along with some prints of historical patron-kings, 

saints or godmen. 

According to H.L.Shukla18, ‘the period lasting from 1784 to 1919 is an 

extremely glorious chapter in the history of Sanskrit literature. In this period, there 

was a stimulating change in every sphere of Indian life on account of the new 

awakening of India and new radiant ideas were born… The years between 1784 to 

                                                            
18 Shukla, H.L., Modern Sanskrit Literature, P.9 
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1919 witnessed the life palpitations and the revolutionary fervor of the 

Renaissance, which blossomed enormously… After the year 1919, this activity 

crystallized into a fixed concrete form. 

Sir William Jones founded the Royal Asiatic Society of Bengal in 1784. This 

society was responsible for salvaging invaluable Sanskrit manuscripts and starting 

research work on the subject. We see a series of translation works taking place 

during this time. Dharmaśastra, Bhagvadgitā, Hitopodeśa, Śakuntalā, Manusmrti 

etc. were all translated into English which fetched great popularism of the works in 

foreign countries. The influence and participation of the foreign elements cannot 

be denied during the period of modern Sanskrit Renaissance. A noticeable change 

surfaced in Sanskrit literature after the middle of the eighteenth century. The style, 

plot, background and theme of writing underwent a significant change from that of 

the past era. The way of writing became more varied and natural and gradually the 

bondage of heroic couplet was shaken off. Writers began to find romance in 

objects other than mere human characters. Nature seemed to be a huge source of 

inspiration. The writings started referring to country life, mountains and scenic 

beauty. The objectives of national unity were described with great enthusiasm and 

sympathy. Heralded by the study of different literatures, the new founded spirit 

took different shapes in Epics, Lyrics, Dramas, Novels and Stories. 

The rise of nationalism in new literary forms like the novel in modern Indian 

literature and the cultivation of prose as an effective medium for the literary essay, 

biography, short story and drama came to be indistinctly and indirectly felt even by 

the purist Sanskrit pandit – he could not ignore the insistent new trends 

surrounding him. An example is Saralā by Haridasa Siddhantavāgisa, which is a 

novel in Sanskrit modeled after Bankimchandra’s Bengali novel and published in 

the last decade of the nineteenth century. Quite a few pun ̣dits with an open mind 

tried their hands at translating novels, plays and essays from Bengali, Marathi etc., 
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while a few University products attempted Sanskrit renderings of Shakespeare’s 

plays from English and Rabindranath Tagore’s poems and essays from Bengali. 

Earlier during the years 1808-1811, the Serampore Mission Press published the 

Sanskrit translation of the New Testament in three volumes under the 

Superintendence of William Carey. But these works of translation, unfortunately, 

did no leave a footprint in the growth of new literature in Sanskrit. 

A few interesting facts are inked below: Bart’s catalogue of Native 

Publications in the Bombay Presidency up to 31st December, 1864 (second edition, 

Bombay, 1867) contains no modern printed book in Sanskrit. The Bibliotheca 

Indica series started by the Asiatic Society of Bengal in 1849 runs into hundreds of 

printed titles, but without mentioning a single modern creative Sanskrit work. 

Same is the case with several other publishing agencies like the Trivandrum 

Sanskrit Series (started in 1911), Gaekwad’s Oriental Series (started in 1916) and 

those of Mysore, Bombay, Varanasi, Poona, Srinagar etc. Even renowned private 

publishers such as Nirnaya Sagar Press, Bombay and the Chowkhamba Publishers, 

Benaras are not found to have published creative new works in Sanskrit. A creative 

writer of the orthodox school, Y.Mahalinga Sastri of Tamil Nadu, in the English 

preface to a Sanskrit play, Udgatr-dasanam (Tiruvalangadu, 1958), bemoans the 

plight of Sanskrit letters, which bears quoting here19: “ It is not surprising that in 

the endless winter nights for Sanskrit which is refrigerated with the Antarctic 

temperature in the minus grade, the thawing of hearts has not set in too soon in 

spite all the warmth of endeavour which I have carried with me for more than a 

quarter of a century. I have taken refugee against the chill-blasts at the sanctum-

sanctorum of chillness itself, through locating the action of the play at the loftiest 

and most holy of the snow-clad peaks of the Himalayas.” 

                                                            
19 George, K.M.,  Modern Indian Literature, an Anthology: Surveys and Poems, P. 356 
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II.VI Political, Social and Religious Conditions in Modern Sanskrit 
Literature  

It would be worthwhile to pause at this juncture of the discussion and take a 

view of the various conditions prevalent at the dawn of modern Sanskrit literature 

to appreciate the context in a more critical fashion.  

II.VI.I Political conditions: 

Feudalism had greatly weakened the fragmented nation by the middle of the 

eighteenth century20. Inspired by the political turmoil, anarchy was rampant during 

this time. The East India Company had already made its entry in the political frame 

of India. The Diwani of Bengal, Bihar and Orissa was bestowed upon Lord Clive 

in the year 1765, through the good graces of Emperor Shah Alam of Delhi. The 

English soon started to extend their dominance, neglecting the native rulers of the 

country. In a few years time, with great administrative and political skills, the 

English became the rulers of the country towards the beginning of the nineteenth 

century. This new rule set the stage for different views of language, thought, 

manners and culture. In the year 1857, the Sepoy Mutiny took place, which is also 

sometimes referred to as the country’s First War of Independence. After the failure 

of the revolt, British sovereignty was established all over the country. 

In 1858, an Act was passed to transfer the Government of India from the 

Company to the Crown. The transfer of governance to the Empress Victoria 

expressed feelings of justice, impartiality and religious tolerance creating an 

ambience of assurance amongst countrymen. Gradually with the impregnation of 

foreign culture and technology, literature started flourishing once again. Various 

writers such as Surendra Mohan Tagore, Sripati Thakur, Baldev Singh, Bharatendu 

Harishchandra, Sampatkumar Narsimhacharya, Maheshchandra Tarkachuramani, 

                                                            
20 Shukla, H.L., op.cit., P.9 
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Brijnath Shastri, Ramswamy, and Ramavatar Sharma wrote panygyrics to 

commemorate the British regime. 

Gradually, allergic of the foreign slavery, feelings of patriotism aroused in 

the hearts of various Sanskrit poets. The partition of Bengal in 1905 by Lord 

Curzon afflamed the minds of all. “Boycott” and “Swadeshi” emerged as the 

watch-words and slogans of the agitators and freedom fighters all over India. The 

song ‘Vande Mataram’ was invested with a nationalistic glow. The writers strongly 

supported the boycott of foreign goods by fiercy lectures, articles and books. The 

underlying ideas of the patriotic Sanskrit writer aroused from deep national 

feelings. 

Thereafter Mahatma Gandhi stepped into Indian politics in the second 

decade of the twentieth century. Before that the years in the political scene of India 

were the years of stress and strain. 

II.VI.II Social conditions: 

Sanskrit scholars played a vital role in implementing social reforms in the 

country21. The distinguished Sanskrit scholar, Raja Ram Mohan Roy opposed the 

ill-practice of the ‘Sati’ and with the help of Lord William Bentick, it was declared 

as illegal in 1829. 

The greatest social agitation of this age was started in the favour of widow-

remarriage. In Bengal, Raja Ram Mohan Roy columned the ‘Bangamātā’ to start 

this agitation. In 1854, he wrote an important book on this vital social problem and 

in 1856, the English Government passed, legislation in favour of widow-

remarriage. In Maharashtra, Dadoba Pangdurang joined the movement by writing a 

famous Sanskrit book “Vidhabashrumārjanam”. Thereafter, Bishnu Shastri led the 

movement by focusing the attention of mass towards this important issue in 

                                                            
21 Shukla, H.L., op.cit., P.26 
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Maharashtra and South India. The widow-remarriage movement became the 

paramount activity in his life and in the year 1865, he established 

‘Punarvivahottejaka Mandali’. Nilkanta Sharma, Ramavatar Sharma, Madhusudan 

Sharma Maithil, Kavyakanth Vasisth Ganapati Muni, Paramananda Shastri, 

Devdattā made magnificent contributions towards the widow-remarriage 

movement. 

People supported the abolition of child marriage also. In 1891, Lokmanya 

Tilak strongly opposed the law of fixing twelve years as the minimum 

marriageable age for girls. Various writers supported the views of Tilak by writing 

Uddwahnirnaybyabasthā (Jaychandra Sharma, January 1985), Boyonirnayā 

(Gajapati Shastri, Madras 1910), Parinayami ̄mamሶsā (K.G. Natesh Kadyam, 1913), 

‚tumati bibāhabidhīnis edha pramānāni (K.G. Natesh Kadyam, 1913), 

Vivāhasamayami ̄mamሶsā (Anantakrishna Shastri, Bombay, 1913), 

Uddwahnirnayabyabasthā (Hrishikesh Bhattacharya, 1899), Vivāha (Surendra 

Mohon, 1915). Various dramas and novels were written and they had widow-

remarriage, polygamy and marriages as themes. 

II.VI.III Religious conditions: 

The novel ideas of Vedic religion were eroded with the passage of time and 

the society was flooded with artificial rites and rituals22. Like the British rule, 

religious cruelty was playing havoc amongst countrymen. The gradual advent of 

English education had metamorphosed the outlook of Sanskrit scholars. 

The highlights of this era were the voluminous translations of religious 

Christian books into Sanskrit to promote the spread of Christianity. Gradually with 

the publication of several translated works, the Hindu society was thoroughly 

shaken. The minds of Indian students were richly influenced by the British 

                                                            
22 Shukla, H.L., op.cit., P.35 
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education system. Hindus were getting converted into Christianity in thousands. 

The writers of Sanskrit, being pre-eminent Vedic followers, were deeply grieved 

by such downfall of Hinduism. 

Various writers expressed their intolerable anguish by means of dramas, 

novels, stories, epics, scholarly discourses and essays. Some of the works during 

this era are as follows: 

a. Novels: Makarandikā by Upendranath Sen (Calcutta, 1894), Kundamālā 

by Upendranath Roy (Calcutta, 1894) and Ādarśamani by Mathuranath 

Bhatt (1905). 

b. Stories: Pallīchavi: Sanskritcandrikā, Vol.III. No.1 by Upendranath Sen. 

In the history of Sanskrit literature, the period 1784-1919 has witnessed a 

unique cultural reawakening or Renaissance which marks its independent place in 

the whole of Sanskrit modernism. The texture and material of such Renaissance 

varies from that of other countries on account of the cross-fertilization of Medieval 

devotion and current rationalism in terms of thought, imagination and action. Some 

of the noteworthy works were presented by Ganapati Shastri, Appashastry 

Rashiwedkar, Madhusudan Ojha, Sudhaldev, Ramavatar Sharma, Punnashowrie 

Nilkanth Sharma, A.R. Rajrajverm Koitamburan, Annadacharan Tarkachuramani. 

This period has experienced an undreamt progress of Sanskrit literature, including 

a vigourous and lusty growth in various branches of the subject. Revolutionary 

creations appeared in epics, dramas, novels, stories, autobiographies and letter 

writing. The writers of the Renaissance period were in no way inferior to Kālidāsa, 

Bhoja and Bān ̣abha÷÷a.  

Broadly speaking, the period of 135 years in the Renaissance of Modern 

Sanskrit literature was spent in a state of political, social, economic as well as 

religious turmoil. The era speaks in its own way and confirms the truth about the 
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increasing misery suffered by the people of the nation in the process of transition. 

Complex problems of varying degree and depth spread across the society. With 

such a backdrop, the development of Sanskrit literature was more reactive than 

proactive. At the same time, it was more realistic than imagery. People could easily 

relate the context by referring to the current situation rather than exploring into the 

deep sea waters of philosophy. As evident from the earlier context setting, there are 

reasons to believe that Sanskrit literature’s preferred path of growth was ripped 

apart from idealistic grounds and thrown into the puddle of cultural battleground.  

II.VII Prose Literature in the Nineteenth and Twentieth century 
 

We now approach to a section of writings which can be undoubtedly 

classified as modern and shaped by western influence, the novel. There is a distinct 

transition from a background and theme like that of Bān ̣a’s ‘Kādambari’ to a 

modern social environment as seen in eminent writer Visheshwar Pandey’s 

‘Mandārmañjarī’. There has been a series of translations from different regional 

languages. However, novels have been value added in translations, adaptations as 

well as original productions.  

The first translated novel in modern Sanskrit literature is ‘Shivarājvijaya’ 

written by Ambikadutta Vyas in 1870. The history of Sanskrit literature abounds in 

examples of several poets who failed in imitating Bān ̣a because of wrong choice of 

theme. Vyas realized this and chose for his subject the great Maratha ruler Shivaji 

and his heroic exploits to create a world of romance, filled with suspense and 

intensity of passion. The novel is well accepted for its simplicity of style and has 

even been recognized as part of syllabi in Universities thereafter. This novel was in 

fact translated from Rameshchandra Dutta’s ‘Mahārās trajīvan – Prabhāt’. 

Mahavir Prasad Trivedi had in his letter to Appasastri dated 5th March, 1900, 

mentioned to draw the attention of Ambikadutta Vyas to this fact of translation 
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which he had apparently admitted. However, due to the untimely death of the 

author, the preface of ‘Shivarājvijaya’ does not include the mentioning of this fact 

of translation. 

Subsequent to Ambikadutta Vyas, some of the noteworthy novelists were 

Saila Tatacharya (1863-1926), Appasastri and Haricharan Bhattacharya. Appasastri 

rendered Bankim Chandra’s Lāvan ̣yamayi (1906) in his journal Samskrita 

Candrikā and later on published it as a separate book too. 

Rajrajverm Koitamburan (1863-1928) is known for his contribution for 

western translations and transformation into novels. He successfully converted the 

Shakespearean play ‘Othello’ into ‘Uddalcaritamሶ	’. Thereafter, Kalyanarama Sastri 

translated Shakespeare’s ‘Lucrece’ into a fine romantic prose and named it 

‘Kanakalatā’. Kadambari Tirumalacharya translated another Shakespeare’s work 

‘Comedy of Errors’ and named it ‘Bhāratbilasamሶ	’. Rangacharya translated ‘Vicar 

of Wakefield’ into ‘Premarājyamሶ’. During this period, several Sanskrit stories and 

romantic novels appeared in different Sanskrit journals: Atirūpā by Gopal Sastri, 

Vijayinī by Parasurama Sarma, Simantinī by Narayana Sastri, Kamalākumarī and 

Sati Kamal by Chidambara Sastri, Suśilā by R.Krishnamachariar and Suloconā by 

Kappuswami. Regional translations continued to contribute heavily to Sanskrit 

novels. Bankim’s Bengali works were translated and published in Samሶskr ita 

Sāhitya Parisad Patrikā, Calcutta (SSPP). Rajanī by Renudevī (1928-29), Rādha 

(1922), Durgeshnandinī (1922-23), Rādharanī (1930-31) were some of the notable 

translatory publications. Srisaila Tatacharya also translated Durgeshnandinī and 

Kshaitriyaramanī (1908). A novel entitled Dattā was also published in the same 

journal in 1935. 

During this time, two Tamil novels were also translated into Sanskrit. Kumar 

Tatariya had translated Doraswamy’s Tamil novel ‘Menakā’ by the same name. 

G.Ramacharya serialized the story Devi Vasanti in Madhuravanī much like a 
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modern day concept. In the Maharajah’s Sanskrit College Magazine, Mysore, 

N.Narasimhachari  wrote a heroic romantic tale – Kirti ̄sena (1948-49). The 

Mandāravatī of K.Krishnamacharya (Madras 1929) is based on one of the stories 

in the Br hatkathāmañjarī. Compositions such as the following also flourished in 

this era. Kavyakantham Ganapati Sastri (1850-1936) wrote the novel Purna, 

Vidhusekhar wrote the romance Chandraprabhā. Medhavrata wrote Kumudini ̄ 

Chandra (1920). Gangopadhyaya also wrote a new novel, Si ̄māsamaya featuring a 

leftist youth (November 1950). 

Towards the fag end of the nineteenth century, Pratipradibhayankar 

Anantacharya wrote ‘Samሶsārcaritamሶ’ and Vasudev Atmaram Latker wrote 

‘Balidānam’. The former work is a translation of a novel of the Hindi writer, 

Jagannath Prasad while the latter is based on Narasimha Chintamani Kelkar’s 

Marathi novel. Bidhusekhar Bhattacharya translated Rabindranath Tagore’s 

Jayparājaya in 1906. Mr ttikāvr s abhakathā of Narasimhacharya Punekar and 

Viyogini Bālā of Balabhadra Sarma were fictions published in the Samskrita 

Candrikā. Haridasa Siddhanta Vagisa penned a novel called ‘Saralā’. 

A.Rajagopala Chakravarti adapted another Bengali novel and published Śaivalini ̄ 

(Mysore, 1917). He also wrote Kumudinī and Vilāsakumārī Sangara. 

Madanalatikā was written by Chintamani Madhava Gole (Bombay, 1911). 

Apart from the translated novels, during this period some novels were also 

written which were based on the epics – Rāmāyan ̣a and Mahābhārata. The ones 

worth mentioning over here are Laxman Suri’s (1859-1919) ‘Rāmāyan ̣sangraha’, 

‘Bhi ̄s mavijayam’ and ‘Mahābhāratsangrām’ (1904). Among the various epic 

novelists, Shankarlal Maheswar (1844-1916) had pioneered works such as 

‘Anasūyamyudam’, ‘Bhagawatibhāgyoday’, ‘Candraprabhācaritamሶ	 ’ and 

‘Maheshwarprānạpriya’. Gopal Sastri’s (1853-1924) ‘Atirūpcaritam ሶ	 ’ was 

published in 1908. The mention of As tabakra is found in Sheshayee Shastri’s 
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(1870-1932) ‘Astabakriyam’ while Saila Tatacharya’s ‘Menakā’ is based on a 

Roman epic. Mudumbay Shrinivasacharya’s ‘Kayarvini’ novel is also based on 

devotional traditions. Longer stories encompassing historical episodes were also 

seen to be captured in novels. 

Krishnamacharya had written two historic novels – firstly ‘Bararuci’ and 

secondly ‘Candragupta’. Both were published in the Sahriday magazine (1908-

09). Narsimhacharya Purnekar wrote a novel called ‘Saudamini ̄’ in 1905, depicting 

the love and romance between Raja Sursen, the King of Magadh and Saudamini, 

the princess of Vidharbha. Vangavi ̄ra Pratāpaditya by Devendranath 

Chattopadhyay (SSPP, 1930-31), Gauracandra by Indranath Bandopadhyay 

(SSPP, 1932-33) and Viralabadham Pāritoÿikam by R.Ramamurti from Chola 

history are some of the other compositions. Shorter stories using historical 

episodes were seen in Vi ̄ramati (Samskr ta Ratnākara, 1909), Atyācarinah ̣

Parināmah ̣ (SR, 1942), Ajantā (1956), Dvirasvamedhajayī (1955) etc. 

Candramaulī of A.Rajammal, Madras uses an old type of social theme with the 

introduction of drama and sarcasm into the story. Sri Jagadrama Sastri produced a 

prose fiction in his Chatrasalvijaya. 

Novels highlighting social problems were also not left behind. 

Krishnamacharya wrote three such novels which were published in the Sahridaya 

magazine – Patrivratā, Pān ̣igrahanam and Suśila. Thus, we find a series of novels 

mushrooming across the length and breadth of the country in the first half of the 

twentieth century. 

Appa Sastri Rasiwadekar, in his relatively short life (1873-1913) achieved 

literary excellence in all his attempts and his touch is unmistakable in all that he 

wrote. He is best remembered as an essayist who has something personal to say 

and says it well and memorably. Hari Charan translated Bankim Chandra’s Bengali 
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novel Kapālakun ̣dalā (1918). Appa Sastri also published Devīkumudwati ̄ (1903) as 

well as Kriÿnakāntasya Nirvān ̣a (1907) and Indirā (1904) narrated 

autobiographically. 

The strange hold of the formalist tradition on Sanskrit writers is indeed so 

pervasive that the stray cases of any reformist activity perhaps went unnoticed. 

Though the epic genre had outlived its utility in all the literatures of the world 

(except for the lessons which are applicable even today), epic writers in hundreds 

were found in Sanskrit language in the first half of the twentieth century. Though 

fiction had become a very popular trend globally and in India too, hardly any good 

Sanskrit fiction could be found at that time. No Sanskrit work seemed to have 

captured realistically the complexity of life as a whole. 

Since the middle of the twentieth century, some novelists started 

experimenting with contemporary style, thoughts and descriptions. The modern 

day novelist characterized by having the ability to blend and use all the elements of 

the history of Sanskrit prose literature into a single composition. There are many 

novelists who harp upon these conditions and a representative of this rejuvenated 

group stands out to be Orissa’s Dr.Keshab Chandra Dash who has brought 

modernity and reality in the theme and style of Sanskrit writings. 

****** 
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CHAPTER III 

SUMMARY OF THE NOVELS 

All the thirteen novels of the author have been summarized in this chapter. 

The summarization of the novels has been done to synthesize the author’s key 

objectives in writing the novel while keeping the content and mood intact. 

  The role of the main characters and interaction between them to form the 

plot and the author’s message through the novels is captured below. 

III.I Āvartam 

 

‘Āvartam’ (48 pages) captures the modern lifestyle through the mythological 

saga of Indra and Vr ttasura. The novel depicts the conflicting and disturbed 

existence of human life. The novel has 20 short chapters to cover 48 pages. The 

development of ancient civilization is presented through the stories of Indra and 

Vr ttasura in the backdrop of modern materialistic world. The novel presents the 

dilemma between the cultural value system and the modern era with the problems 

that arise due to the same.   

Jājāvari has two sons. She is a victim of the male lust, whereby she was 

physically tortured with force. Jājāvari had taken her revenge by blocking the path 

of the cave forever with a large boulder where the culprit was taking rest. The 

author presents a scene where Jājāvari is sitting by the riverside and cherishing her 

life. She stops her two sons from quarreling against each other. The two sons were 

totally different from each other in all respects. Jājāvari comes across a group of 

nomads. She brings her two sons in front of the tribe and seeing their hair and 

clothes of bark, they are named as Indra and Vr tta. 
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The novel hits a fast forward when Indra is seen to be lost in the beauty of 

Urvaśi and follows her till her cave. There, he meets Grtsamad, who tells him that 

he would get Urvaśi only if he is successful in becoming a king. He also assured 

Indra that he would become his assistant if the aforesaid thing matured. He asked 

Indra, whether he would follow his instructions or not. Indra agreed. 

In the meantime, mother Jājāvari instructed Vr tta to follow younger maiden 

Jājāvaris. Accordingly, Vr tta went to follow a young Jājāvari who was healthy 

sized. He got excited at the thoughts and many questions aroused in his mind. 

 Urvaśi tried to maintain her relationship with Indra. If Indra is not able to 

lead the tribe of nomads, then he would lose the opportunity of having Urvaśi. 

Everyday, she used to follow up with Indra on his progress on whether the nomads 

are following him or not? Indra responded – ‘to some extent’. Indra had to hide his 

strategies in order to know the permanent staying place of the tribe. Urvaśi was 

extremely pleased in getting to know about Indra’s intelligence in the progress of 

his assignement. When Gr tsamad sat for his meditation, Urvaśi offered herself to 

Indra.  

Meanwhile, Vr tta considered himself a strong person and accordingly, 

adjudged himself to be the king of the group of nomads. Once, he entered a cave, 

where a young female nomad was lying down. Vr tta made her to give herself to 

him through a lot of persuation. The young lady called all the other nomads and 

identified Vr tta as the King of the Cave. Thereafter, the nomadic tribe used to offer 

Vr tta various useful things. 

Indra and Urvaśi’s guarded love continued. Gr tsamad appreciated Indra’s 

mental condition and ordered him to take Urvaśi’s responsibility. Indra was very 

happy with this decision. The two of them started to lead a happy and prosperous 

married life. 
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Vr tta, in the meantime, ordered his followers to rage war - defeat the 

enemies and capture their possessions. Indra was highly disturbed by this and spent 

his time reflecting in the cave. He was down with varied diseases and got critically 

ill. Urvaśi’s life started to move southwards. Sitting in the cave, Indra could see the 

permanent staying place of the nomads. He could hear the cheering of the people 

with his name. They felt that Indra was their leader. Hearing this, Indra asked them 

about the whereabouts of Gr tsamad and goes to his house. However, Indra fails to 

find him. Urvaśi was pleased and Indra also felt a sense of accomplishment on 

being a people’s leader. He also had a sense of gratitude for Urvaśi. 

Suddenly, the shouts of some nomads were heard, who were trying to 

capture the entire river. Indra also went downtown to prepare his own force. On the 

other hand, Vr tta was in a tired and demoralized state. Vr tta called the nomads and 

asked them to get prepared for victory. Indra also called the nomads and asked 

them to fight for protecting their ancestral property and agricultural land. Indra 

bathed in the morning and remembered his mother. Vr tta felt weak at heart and 

observed a large intense battleforce on the other side of the river ready to attack 

him. He immediately ordered his own force to rage war. Indra was tensed. The war 

was his first one. Whether he faces victory or defeat, he realizes that many nomads 

would lose their lives, there would be loss of infrastructure and wealth, homes and 

civilization would be destroyed. Whether he is doing the correct thing? How does 

one win over the opponent and protect his own self? All such questions raise a 

storm within Indra. He thinks whether all such things were required – showing 

strength or disturbing peace. Thereafter, a deadly war followed. Many people died 

in the war and there was huge loss of property. 

Indra and his army won the battle and wanted to go to Urvaśi’s cave where 

he would be coronated. The captured prisoners of war would be punished. 

Meanwhile, Vr tta lied beside the river, hurt and injured badly. Gaining life, he got 
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immersed in his thoughts at the foothills. He tried to open his eyes and saw some 

nomads were shouting. He closed his eyes. 

Urvaśi decorated her cave with lights. Hearing everything about the deadly 

war, she was very saddened. Many Jājāvaris had been assaulted. The captured 

females had been made slaves. Indra turned out to be an arrogant character who 

had lost dignity to her. She lied down in her cave when Indra came to her. Indra 

thought that Urvaśi would grace him and respectfully accept and welcome him. He 

repeatedly tried to embrace Urvaśi but the latter pointed out that she never 

imagined that Indra would win in such a bloody fashion. Indra became angry. He 

forcefully attacked Urvaśi. Urvaśi was surprised and turned speechless and 

motionless. 

Some nomads were in the process of rebuilding their homes after the war. 

After relishing his victory, Indra could not find Urvaśi any more. He searched 

Urvaśi frantically. The aggrieved common people started feeling afraid of Indra. 

All the people came together and thought about searching for Urvaśi. They went to 

the cave and saw blood over there. They thought that Indra must have beaten her 

and hence started beating Indra. Disappointed and hurt, Indra goes away. 

Indra spends his time searching only for Urvaśi. The pride of the victory in 

war is washed away from his mind. He thinks that his mother, Urvaśi and 

Gr tsamad have all left him and gone away. He felt thirsty. On going to the river, he 

finds naked Urvaśi in it and he feels saddened. He also finds himself in naked 

condition and is surprised by it. Everything came in front of him in a naked 

manner.  He began thinking of his childhood. His dress had been the route cause of 

all his problems. Urvaśi had committed suicide only due to his coronation dress. 

He could not carry it’s weight. Indra turned blank in his speech and thoughts of 

mind. On the mountain peak, he saw his mother Jājāvari trying to build some new 

civilization by removing the boulder from the mouth of a cave.  
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III.II Añjalih ̣ 
 

‘Añjalih’̣, (100 pages) means divine offering. Añjalih ̣ is an outright family 

drama with many of the characters offering their comfort to the feet of time for the 

sake of self-esteem and truth. This story depicts the struggling family life of an 

honest and simple man named Vimala and his trusting, witty and devoted wife 

named Mili ̄. The couple had two children named Li÷i ̄ and Mitu, who loved their 

parents. 

Vimala works as a lecturer in a city college and stays away from his family 

in the village. He is only able to meet his family over the weekend during 

Saturdays and Sundays when he comes to the village. Mili ̄ managed the family all 

by herself taking care of the daily family needs as well as the children. Vimala did 

not have economic prosperity and Mili ̄ often used to complain about the same to 

Vimala during his weekend visits. Vimala loved his family very much and assured 

Mili ̄ of a brighter future for all. 

During his course of work, Vimala refused to perform dishonest deeds for 

the Principal. Inspite of being pursued by his colleague, Vilāsa, he strongly felt that 

it is against his moral values and held onto his decision. Vimala was ultimately 

transferred to another college in a new city which was far off. Mili ̄ was surprised 

and sad upon hearing the entire incident. 

Vimala joined the new job and gradually discovered that his new colleagues 

were not co-operative and helpful at all. However, one lady named Kakalidevi ̄ 

helped Vimala very much by allowing him to stay over at her home. Kakalidevi ̄ 

was also a lecturer at the same college. The other colleagues started ridiculing and 

laughing at Vimala’s decision to stay at Kakalidevī’s home, since she was 
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unmarried and loved a married man. Kakalidevi ̄, on the other hand, had no evil 

intentions and she and Vimala were very good friends. 

One day, Vimala received a letter from his children – Li÷i ̄ and Mitu, stating 

that Mili ̄ is not keeping well. Vimala went home to his village on receiving the 

letter. When he reached home, Vimala came to know from his son, Mitu that he is 

frustrated with his monotonous village life and wanted to go outside to study. 

Vimala agreed to Mitu’s proposal after appreciating the reason for his anger. Milī 

also started teaching in a nearby school. Under the changing circumstances, 

Vimala felt that their daughter Li÷i ̄ would be left alone at home and hence decided 

that time is appropriate for Li÷i ̄’s marriage. In the meantime, Vimala again 

received a transfer order to a college nearby Milī’s school. Naturally, Mili ̄ was 

very happy when she first heard the news but became disappointed when the 

reason for transfer was known. The transfer order was a result of punishment for 

the friendship between Kakalidevi ̄ and Vimala. Mili ̄ trusted her husband and 

decided to move on in life. 

The new college principal, Bidhu, was a friend of Vimala and agreed to help 

him with his daughter’s marriage. Bidhu assured Vimala five thousand rupees from 

some college fund and also made him sign certain papers as a procedure of 

granting the same.  However, Bidhu cheated Vimala as he did not turn up with the 

assured money on the marriage day. The family was ultimately saved by 

Kakalidevi ̄ who was an invitee for the marriage and gave them the money which 

helped them see off their daughter, Li÷i ̄ respectfully. Mitu also went off to study 

away from the village after Li÷i ̄’s marriage. 
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After the marriage, a letter came from the college authorities demanding five 

thousand rupees from Vimala. Mili ̄ proposed to sell off all her ornaments to pay for 

her husband’s false debt. Inspite of being innocent, Vimala went to the college to 

repay his untaken loan. Bidhu was not present and his position was temporarily 

occupied by Nirañjan who was a good person and refused to take the money, 

knowing Bidhu’s character. Nirañjan asked Vimala to wait for the repayment until 

Bidhu joins college. 

In the meantime, Mitu’s letter comes to Vimala stating that he does not want 

to return to village and that he has found his life partner. Mitu also wanted his 

parents to come over to his place. After waiting for many days, Vimala forced 

Nirañjan to take the money alongwith his resignation letter. 

Vimala came back home to Milī and started a fresh life all over again.  

III.III Arunā 

 

‘Arunā’ (36 pages) is a novel in and around the story of a few individuals – 

Varuna, Yaminī, Ni ̄lamanị who see ups and downs in their professional lives in the 

backdrop of a downfall in societal values. ‘Arunā’ refers to the redness of the 

rising sun and it depicts the inner potential and strength of the characters portrayed 

by Dr. Dash. 

Varuna is shown as an individual without any family ties. He has been 

thrown out of his home on account of his irresponsible nature and improper 

behaviour. Varuna is also fed up of life and gasps at the thought of being the best. 

He feels that being the best decreases one’s scope for improvement and wonders if 

being ‘the best’ is another form of approaching ‘one’s end’. His thoughts span 

through the night and Varuna finds himself in a poor locality in downtown. The 

locality is formed as a conglomerate of mud huts with drains passing by. 
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Ni ̄laman ̣i lives in this locality. He is better known as ‘Ni ̄ludā’ (Dā referring 

to somebody being like an elder brother). Ni ̄ludā is respected by one and all and 

people come to him for various needs. Ni ̄ludā is an artist and makes pictures for his 

livelihood. His house is filled with colourful pictures and he lives alone. 

Varuna goes to Ni ̄ludā’s place. Ni ̄ludā expresses to Varuna that he has lost 

everything over a period of time due to the people around him. He becomes excited 

narrating his story and Varuna calms him. Ni ̄ludā asks Varuna to stay over the 

night at his place. Ni ̄ludā tells Varuna about Yaminī who comes to Ni ̄ludā’s house 

to dance and play the flute. Yamini ̄ is also called Baṇśeswari (Baṇsha meaning 

bamboo).  She also entertains the people by her tricks with bamboo and rope. She 

has an accompanist – Lallū who plays the ‘dhāk’ (a form of drum). 

Yamini ̄ starts her day with the rising sun and returns home at dusk. The 

redness of the sun, both at dawn and dusk has an interim story – the story of 

hardships of human life, of the daily ups and downs, for which the author has aptly 

named the novel as “Arun ā”. The author narrates nicely the natural acts of various 

commoners such as an old man searching for his spectacles, a hungry elderly 

woman washing her face, a housewife going outside, a young lady dressing 

casually, jumping of an young girl and running of young boys. Ni ̄ludā whispers 

into Varuna’s ears – ‘This is my Yaminī’. There is a nice little paradox in the name 

Yamini ̄ which means night but the character brings along with her, all the activities 

which the day starts with. Thus the name Arun ā and Yamini ̄ are very symbolic in 

their perspectives. 

The storyline continues with Ni ̄ludā advising Varuna to do something for 

livelihood. He tells Varuna that he possesses some works of art, which if sold, can 

earn money for some days. Varuna ponders over his newly acquired profession and 

goes to the city to sell the articles. Many people pass by in the marketplace, but 

Varuna was unable to sell any of the pictures. In the market, many people gather to 
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enjoy Banṣ́eswari’s dance and applaud the same. Varuna gets lost in his thoughts 

seeing the dance – when he comes back to self; he finds to his utter disappointment 

that all the pictures are stolen. He returns back to Ni ̄ludā and being ashamed, 

expresses that he wants to leave Ni ̄ludā’s place. Ni ̄ludā tells Varuna that situation 

is the same everywhere and requests him to take his dinner. At night, Varuna 

overhears Ni ̄ludā’s conversation with some businessmen regarding his 

remuneration for some advertising work. 

The next morning, again Yaminī comes to Nīludā’s place and starts her day 

with a dance. Varuna feels her love for Yaminī but again thinks of his weak 

financial condition. Varuna decides on giving up all his moral values. He feels that 

money is the way to social success and any means to earn the same is fair and 

right. He also feels that luxury can only be experienced with quick earned money, 

even obtained through wrongful deeds. Gradually, Varuna becomes a street vendor 

sacrificing all his social egos. He becomes successful in life. He makes new friends 

and relationships. He flourishes in his trade and earns materialistic wealth. 

Later, Varuna indulges in a debate with Ni ̄ludā regarding his profession. 

Ni ̄ludā terms Varuna’s profession as a stealing profession. Varuna protests and 

responds that ethics, morality and justice are all theoretical in nature and are only 

present in the word of mouth. 

Sometime later, Varuna falls ill. Meanwhile, Ni ̄ludā is also attacked by some 

people – Ni ̄ludā repents his situation but remains calm. Varuna visits Ni ̄ludā and 

informs about his illness. Ni ̄ludā warns Varuna for his increasing solitary nature. 

Varuna expresses to Ni ̄ludā that he wants to marry Yamini ̄. Ni ̄ludā remains neutral 

on the proposal. Ni ̄ludā mentions that he is expecting some clients and asks Varuna 

to take rest. On client’s arrival, Ni ̄ludā starts discussing about the pictures and 

storyline of a book.  However, to his utter surprise, Ni ̄ludā discovers that his 

client’s name is not appearing in the book although he is writing the story aided by 
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Ni ̄ludā’s pictures. Ni ̄ludā learns that his client is using Ni ̄ludā’s fame and 

reputation for his book but hiding his own name as the author, since the story is not 

of good taste. Ni ̄ludā gets angry on the issue and considers his client to be 

unethical traitor. He asks him to leave for the day and immerses himself in deep 

thoughts. 

On inquiry from Varuna, Ni ̄ludā reveals that his client was an erstwhile 

teacher but the downfall of society and value system has rendered that teacher to 

become a drunkard and dishonest person. Both Ni ̄ludā and Varuna go to sleep 

discussing the degraded value system of modern era. 

Thereafter Ni ̄ludā introduces Yamini ̄ to Varuna and the duo engages in a 

dialogue. Varuna asks Yamini ̄ about her teacher and the origin of her profession. 

Yamini ̄ mentions of a megalomaniac youth who died in his own hands while 

showing tricks in public. That youth had in turn, learnt the trick from a crane and 

its fishing techniques. It is to be noted here that the author has nicely used nature as 

a source of learning for earning one’s livelihood. It is in sharp contrast to the 

context of the plot, where the degradation of value system is discussed for earning 

one’s livelihood. Coming back to the storyline, Yamini ̄ was further motivated by 

the villagers with her dancing skills and all this spiraled as a means for her living. 

When Varuna asks Yamini ̄ about why she has not married as yet, Yamini ̄ subtly 

replies that she is married to her dancing profession. Yaminī tells that an artist has 

no individuality – she has sold everything to her profession and she would like to 

live her life that way only. 

While returning home at night, Varuna comes across the dishonest teacher 

who had cheated Ni ̄ludā. He follows him and finds him reaching Nīludā’s home. 

The teacher shouts at Ni ̄ludā abusing him and ends up in beating him up. Ni ̄ludā 

falls down and dies in the incident. Varuna enters and finds Ni ̄ludā lying down – 
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he takes him in his lap and starts mourning and lamenting. Varuna asks for help 

from the neighbours but nobody comes to help him. 

The next morning, Varuna cries a lot. The advent of dawn brings the 

reflection of Nīludā’s treaded path and author uses this theme to name the novel as 

‘Arunā’ which signifies transformation – from night to day and from darkness to 

light. 

The neighbours try to steal Ni ̄ludā’s belongings. Varuna is left deeply hurt 

by the turn of events. Varuna begins his life as a vagabond and a new struggle 

starts. 

Meanwhile, Yamini ̄ is also seen not to be doing well. Lallū, her assistant is 

sick and without the drummer, Yamini ̄’s show is incomplete. 

Varuna changes his lifestyle, comes to the city and establishes himself. 

Varuna comes across a sick and weak Lallū who describes that Yamunā has gone 

out to get his medicines. Lallū also requests Varuna to get him some liquor. 

Dejected Varuna, leaves Lallū and moves out when he hears the sound of drum at a 

distance. He finds Yamini ̄ showing her dance with the aid of another drummer. 

However, her dance is unable to attract the crowd, as it did in the past. Making 

things worse, Yaminī falls down while showing her bamboo tricks. Varuna gets to 

know about Yaminī’s poor condition. He goes to find food for her but returns later 

only to discover that the new drummer had fled stealing Yaminī’s belonging and 

left her alone. 

Yamini ̄ gains conscience and proposes to Varuna. She suggests Varuna to 

become her new drummer so that she can begin dancing. So the duo start a new life 

after due practice. 
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The storyline ends with Yamini ̄ herself being referred to as ‘Arunā’ with the 

transformation of her life. 

III.IV Madhuyānam 
 

‘Madhuyānam’, (105 pages) is one of the early novels of the author which is 

a love story on the backdrop of hard austerity of Jainism. The background of the 

story is printed in the decadent phase of Buddhism and Jainism in India. 

Samajña, a young Brahmin comes across a Jain monk Arhat Pudgala in a 

festival. He inquires on the various traits of Jain culture such as wearing white 

garments, torturing body, fasting, constant travelling and residing in hill caves. 

Arhat Pudgala explains him the theory of Triratna – perfect character, perfect 

knowledge and perfect philosophy which enables the spiritual upliftment of an 

individual. The theory also explains that a Ji ̄va attains Nirvān ̣a through knowledge 

of seven categories – āśrava, bandha, samvara, nirjara, moksa, ji ̄va and ajīva. 

Samajña was deeply influenced by Pudgala’s theory and initiated into Jainism. 

With his deep faith and active participation in spreading the message of Mahavira, 

he later became the leader of the religion and turned famous as Arhat Sāmapratim. 

Once on the way of return to his hermitage, Sāmapratim rescued a young 

and rich businessman whose leg was trapped under a fallen tree. He further took 

the man to a Jain Brahmin’s family in the nearby village and advised the Brahmins 

to heal the young man. The young man, named Śi ̄laprajña is taken special care by 

the family’s young and beautiful daughter, Nilañjanā. She falls in love with 

Śi ̄laprajña and prays to Lord Mahāvira for his speedy recovery. She also takes oath 

to initiate him into Jainism on his recovery. Gradually, the duo’s love matures in 

the light of Jain spiritualism.  
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Arhat Sāmapratim visits the Brahmin’s family once gain and feels irritated 

with the closeness of Śīlaprajña and Nilañjanā. He advised Nilañjanā to bring 

Śi ̄laprajña to the hermitage for his initiation. Since Nilañjanā had already taken an 

oath for the same, both of them went to the hermitage without knowing the nature 

and consequences of initiation. Arhat Sāmpratima was once again displeased with 

the proximity of the duo on that full-moon day.Śi ̄laprajña enters the initiation 

chamber while Nilañjanā is made to wait outside – probably an eternal wait. 

Śi ̄laprajña’s hair was neatly razored, he took bath, wore white garment and 

recited mantra from palm leaf. Then he was made to close his eyes while the 

initiator imprinted three marks on his body with deep and long red hot burning iron 

rods. The inhumane act was enough to cause Śi ̄laprajña to lose consciousness. 

Meanwhile, Nilañjanā returns home after a long wait with a guilty feeling and 

heavy heart. 

Śi ̄laprajña stays in the unrelenting routine of the hermitage. The barbaric 

environment and daily torturous lifestyle add to the burning pain of Śīlaprajña. He 

is compelled to speak about human values and individual opinions against the 

method of body torture as a means of attainment of Nirvān ̣a. But Arhat 

Sāmpratima rejects his arguments on the ground that individual opinions have no 

place in the hermitage. 

Nilañjanā comes to the hermitage to meet Śi ̄laprajña and talk about her 

marriage with him. But before her arrival, Śi ̄laprajña is out to attain higher 

realization in the form of begging. Again Nilañjanā returns empty handed only to 

return once more after three years after her father’s death. She continues to wait for 

Śi ̄laprajña’s return. After a long wait, Arhat Sāmpratima advises Nilañjanā to get 

initiated, supported by the argument that her attractive costumes distract the mind 

of the monks. After her initiation, Nilañjanā’s beauty is reduced to a moving 

skeleton when she goes for begging. Śīlaprajña happens to meet her and asks her 
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about Nilañjanā. It is such irony of fate that Nilañjanā, after her initiation, is so 

transformed that she does not reveal her true identity and suppresses all her desires. 

Śi ̄laprajña recognizes Nilañjanā only after her departure but tries in vain to find out 

her. 

Meanwhile Śi ̄laprajña discovers more truth while begging. He collects 

money for the poor by begging and becomes famous for his discourses to the 

people. He discovers the path of sweetness which is the title of the novel – 

Madhuyānam. To him, life is beautiful and each person has a beautiful desire. So 

he is sāhasthya. This sāhasthya is the beauty of life. Religion simply controls the 

excess of sāhasthya. Man’s liberation is his realization of the beauty, sāhasthya. 

Śi ̄laprajña returns to Sāmpratima’s hermitage. With his long hair and beard, 

his identity is not revealed. He discusses the religious path and upholds the value 

of love. He condemns Sāmpratima’s theory of self-inflicted torture and criticizes 

his arrogance. However, he is soon recognized by Nilañjanā who rejects his 

marriage proposal. Nilañjanā also rejects his philosophy of sāhasthya and 

madhuyāna and perfectly identifies herself as a matured Jain sanyāsini. Śi ̄laprajña 

departs and builds a hermitage near Nilañjanā’s village. 

He continues to serve and console the people around the village in the 

hermitage and gradually his hermitage becomes famous. With the persisting 

influence of Śīlaprajña in the backdrop, Nilañjanā realises that she is pursuing a 

mirage of nirvānạ through her hard austerity, discipline and fasting. She argues 

with Sāmpratima that nirvān ̣a cannot be attained by torturing the body and soul 

and questions as to how nirvān ̣a can be attained after death. Nilañjanā argues that 

when body is absent after death, soul can neither feel the pleasure nor the pain 

without the body. All her protests go into vain, when Sāmpratima again advises 

Nilañjanā to go out for begging for higher realization. 
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Nilañjanā gradually feels her bodily desires and goes to Śīlaprajña’s 

hermitage with her ill health and fatigue. She dies on the lap of Śīlaprajña with 

great love and satisfaction. The latter disappears after the cremation. 

Sāmpratima is deeply touched by the series of events and gets converted to 

Buddhism. He succeeds the Buddhist leader Yogadeva after his death. But 

gradually, Buddhism also dies with the rise of tantric cults and lack of physical 

discipline. Sāmpratima is left alone in the caves of Puspagiri hill. 

The background of the novel well depicts the downfall of Jainism and 

Buddhism due to extremities of discipline and the entrance of a woman into 

monasteries. The author has given importance to the humanitarian values as a pre-

requisite to belief in any religion. A tantric touch is also seen in the storyline with 

the value of physical pleasures even in the path of realization.  

III.V Nikasā 
 

‘Nikas ā’ (40 pages) is a short story depicting the problems of near ones. It is 

portrayed in a typical village environment wherein the characters are plotted with 

reference to the socio-economic conditions prevailing in poor and rural areas. The 

story highlights the problems that are near to the central characters of the novel. 

Govinda, the central character is an old priest in a dilapidated temple. The 

temple is Govinda’s ancestral property and he stays along with his old widow 

sister, Yamunā, in a broken portion of the temple. Govinda is old too; yet 

enthusiastic with his work. Yamunā remains sick for most of the time and waits for 

her imaginary daughter named Māyā. The naming of the character is symbolic with 

the author’s intent to reach the mind of the reader. Māyā is actually not a real 

character but an imagination of Yamunā who thinks that Māyā is her daughter who 

is growing up in her maternal uncle’s place and has grown up to an age suitable for 
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marriage. Yamunā always asks Govinda about Māyā’s wellbeing. She requests 

Govinda to make proper arrangements for Māyā’s stay in their temple.  

Although poor Govinda thinks about constructing two rooms in the temple – 

one would be meant for their own use while the other would be let out on rent for 

visitor devotees. He plans to use the rent for his livelihood. However, with the 

passage of time, Govinda manages to build only one room and plans to use it for 

letting the devotees stay in it. In this way, Govinda thought that he would be able 

to collect money for construction of the second room. Govinda and Yamunā 

continue to stay in the broken temple. On the other hand, Yamunā believes that the 

new room is built so that Māyā is able to stay in it. Yamunā always dreams about 

Māyā – her childhood, her adolescence, her youth, etc. She continues to be very 

sick and expresses her last wish to see Māyā. Govinda brings an astrologer and 

convinces Yamunā that she is passing through a bad phase and still has 

considerable amount of life left in her. Mi ̄nākÿī, a neighbour, who is also a widow, 

visits their place and informs them about a doctor. Mi ̄nākÿī’s husband was a 

teacher and currently she is also in the same profession – like others, she also has 

her eyes on Govinda’s newly built room. Mīnākÿi ̄ proposes to have Govinda’s new 

room on rent but Govinda refuses to let out the same. 

The next day, Govinda goes to the young doctor, Charaka and narrates the 

story of his ailing old sister. He persuades Charaka to come to their village. Seeing 

Charaka, Yamunā imagines him to be her son-in-law, but Govinda corrects her. 

Charaka examines Yamunā and prescribes medicines which are too expensive for 

Govinda to buy. Govinda, however, proposes Charaka to stay in his new room so 

that he is able to use the rent for purchasing medicines for Yamunā. Charaka 

agrees to the proposal and returns the next day to stay on rent in Govinda’s new 

room. Yamunā heals gradually, again inquires about Māyā and thinks about 
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Māyā’s marriage. Charaka uses his time to roam about in the village jungle in 

search of medicinal herbs. He happens to meet Sūci, who is Mi ̄nākÿi ̄’s daughter. 

Sūci is concerned about Charaka and Charaka realizes Sūci’s love for him. 

In the mean time, Govinda continues to be bombarded with Yamunā’s 

madness – her questions on Māyā, ‘When will she come? What about her 

marriage? Where will she stay? How is Charaka as a groom?’ Govinda expresses 

to Yamunā that he will discuss with Charaka on the marriage proposal and then 

arrange for bringing Māyā. Govinda, at last, narrates the proposal to Charaka, who 

instantly reacts by leaving the room and going away. Govinda continues to explain 

Charaka about the fakeness of the character Māyā and narrates to Charaka that 

Yamunā’s husband had passed away before Yamunā had given birth to a girl child. 

The child had also passed away and Govinda took shelter of a false upbringing of 

Māyā to prevent Yamunā from facing a shock. Govinda makes Charaka promise 

about not revealing the truth to Yamunā. Charaka goes and visits Yamunā carrying 

a sentimental feeling for the old lady.  

Yamunā, continuing with her thoughts, takes the advice of an astrologer 

about fixing up the date and time of Māyā’s marriage with Charaka. The astrologer 

tells Yamunā that Māyā is to be seen before deciding upon the same. Charaka, 

however, had a soft corner for Sūci. He was convinced that both Govinda and 

Yamunā were mad – one for constructing rooms and one for Māyā. Yamunā again 

fell sick and noticed Charaka’s indifferent attitude. 

Sūci meets Charaka and informs him about Mi ̄nākÿī’s sudden illness. She 

requests him to pay a visit to their house. Charaka notices that Sūci’s house is 

flooded with dirty water and the ambience is unhygienic. He recommends them to 

change their house. Charaka goes to Govinda and inquires as to why the new room 

was not given on rent to Mi ̄nākÿi ̄? He realizes that Govinda had done so in order to 
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extract more money from foreign visitors compared to local residents. Charaka was 

disgusted with the idea and plans to leave the place by telling Govinda that he was 

going away for sometime to bring medicines from headquarters. He silently 

remembered about Sūci and Yamunā. Charaka never returned. 

Few days later, Mi ̄nākÿi ̄ inquired from Govinda about Charaka only to learn 

that he had left. She again requested Govinda to allow her to live in the new room 

but Govinda refused again. Later Sūci notices that Govinda is bringing along with 

him a person to the new room, but he is not Charaka! She repents. 

The author uses the various characters in the novel to describe individual 

motives in life. All the characters highlight the downfall in our value system to 

fulfill the desires for a more steady and stable life.  

III.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

 

‘Oum Śāntih’̣ (120 pages) is an engrossing novel whose plot is another 

edition of a commonly found film plot. The quest and search for peace has been an 

eternal problem for mankind. Every person tries to get hold of peace and serenity. 

It is in the very search of this rare element, that mankind has developed civilization 

and culture but still life has not been peaceful. Through an entire lifespan, one 

searches for peace but the more he tries, the more he becomes restless!! Oum 

Śāntih ̣ is a novel that maneuvers through this search and quest for peace. 

‘Oum Śāntih’̣ is a combination of three novels namely, Oum Śāntih,̣ Arun ā 

and Āvartam. All the three novels deal with the restlessness and disturbance in 

human life. Arun ā captures the struggle of lower middle class in urban cities. 

Āvartam captures the modern lifestyle through the mythological saga of Indra and 

Vr ttasura. Both of the novels depict the conflicting and disturbed existence of 
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human life. The purpose of human struggle is peace and happiness; however, the 

results are seldom in line with the goals. Infinite desire, limitless wish lists, endless 

ambitions and dissatisfied nature are the prime reasons for loss of tranquility. 

Human life shall only be peaceful, provided selflessness prevails and all deeds are 

done for the benefit and betterment of others. The author has tried to communicate 

this message to his readers through various characters portrayed in his novels. 

Here, in this section, we would take the opportunity to discuss Oum Śāntih,̣ the 

first novel. 

 In the village Madhupur, lives a poor lady Dhārā with her son Cakradhara 

near an old temple. Poverty lets her child go with a middleman who sells him off to 

a contractor. Cakradhara later flees from the construction site of the contractor and 

finally settles as a doorkeeper in the office of the manager, named Mahendra, of a 

big industry. The novel hovers around this industry with all the characters having 

individual motives. The industry belongs to Chandanaswāmi ̄. Trapped in the net of 

beauty, Chandanaswāmi ̄ is married to the beautiful Caruśilā who happened to be 

his classmate. The base of the marriage is lust and not love. Chandanaswāmi ̄ and 

Caruśilā give birth to an invalid son and later on a daughter named Candrā, who is 

not looked after by them. Caruśilā falls in love with another youth named 

Devendra. Through a conspiracy, both Devendra and Caruśilā are killed by a sage 

named Devrāj. Meanwhile, without proper parental care, Candrā develops to be an 

ill-mannered child. 

When Cakradhara grows up as a labour leader, Mahendra turns out to be the 

villain who wants to grab the whole property of the industrialist Chandanaswāmi ̄. 

Chandanaswāmi ̄ finds Cakradhara a faithful man and appoints him as the special 

manager. This is opposed by Candrā who is already in the love-trap of Mahendra. 

Candrā also displays another side of the disturbed human nature. Candrā represents 

the selfish side of modern women.  
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Meanwhile, Mahendra gets arrested after failing to kill Cakradhara in a 

bomb blast that killed a driver and the bodyguard. Cakradhara manages the 

industry with honesty and love of the labour folk. Chandanaswāmi ̄, although a 

wealthy man, is an unhappy man as his daughter wishes to marry Mahendra. He is 

an insulted father when he expresses his desire before her that she should rather get 

Cakradhara as her life-mate. 

 Candrā requests Cakradhara to release Mahendra on bail. Mahendra, once 

out of jail, marries Candrā in a plan to get the whole property of Chandanaswāmi ̄. 

But after returning from the honeymoon, he finds that all the property is willed in 

the name of Cakradhara. He divorces Candrā and as a next plan of action, 

pressurizes Chandanaswāmi ̄ to cancel the will for a remarriage between them. But 

Chandanaswāmi ̄ dies of a heart attack. Frustrated Mahendra sets the industry on 

fire and dies in that fire after stabbing Cakradhara with a burning stick. 

 Candrā is now a changed lady. She realized Mahendra’s ill motives of 

confiscating their property. Candrā falls in love with Cakradhara by looking at his 

simplistic attitude and selfless lifestyle. She brings Cakradhara back to her house 

for giving him personal care. But Cakradhara passes on entire Chandanaswāmi ̄’s 

property to Candrā and goes back to his village by a car driven by his friend 

Vikram. Lately informed about this, Candrā follows him and catches him up only 

when he dies in his old mother’s lap. 

 Candrā builds a monument in Madhupur in Cakradhara’s memory and 

renders a permanent stature to his sacrifice. Madhupur turns to be a pilgrimage due 

to Cakradhara’s memories. 
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III.VII Pratipad  

‘Pratipad’, (59 pages) is one of the novels of the author which is a triangular 

love story written on simple lines. The storyline describes the reawakeing after a 

period of dormancy. 

Udbhava lives in an orchard with his aged parents. The orchard belongs to 

them and the family takes utmost care of the orchard. Mānā is a neighbourhood girl 

who had been playing in the orchard since her childhood. Udbhava is always very 

pleased to hear Mānā’s voice. The orchard is life to Udbhava. If the trees are hurt, 

Udbhava also feels hurt. He is very sensitive to the trees in the orchard. How many 

different kinds of trees are there, which tree has grown how tall – all such things 

are known to Udbhava. He leads an involved family life in the vicinity of his 

parents as well as Mānā. 

The image of Udbhava also rises in Mānā’s mind. She also remembers 

Udbhava at all times. One day, Mānā was waiting for Udbhava by the window-

side, when he came and informed that classes are going to start in the orchard soon. 

Udbhava also informed that his parents had given heir consent to materialize the 

same. Udbhava’s parents had been discussing about his marriage. Udbhava thought 

that this might be the ideal time to bring Mānā’s name on the table. His parents 

could not reach any conclusion and started quarelling with each other. In fact his 

mother informed that unless something is fixed, she would go ahead and fix up her 

son’s marriage all by herself. 

Mānā continued to follow the rigorous and disciplined routine alongwith the 

students. Udbhava’s love for Mānā increased. Mānā was the responsible teacher in 

the orchard. A blind person came alongwith his wife to Mānā in the orchard to beg. 

Mānā insulted them and asked them to go away.Then the blind duo went to 

Udbhava. He was kind to give them some money. They inquired from Udbhava 

whether it was the right place for begging. Udbhava was surprised with the 
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question and sympathized with the blind beggar and his wife. Thereafter, he went 

to Mānā. Looking into Udbhava’s facial expressions, Mānā informed that her work 

is completed at the orchard and she was leaving. Udbhava remained silent and 

Mānā went away silently. 

Mānā was disturbed on her way back. Udbhava was a very kind person – but 

he did not know much about discipline and the ways of life. He was 

knowledgeable but did not know the application of it. He was not having a vision. 

He himself was a symbol of shelter of hunger. His mother asked him to take care 

of the farming, since same was avoided for sometime. Udbhava’s father is old. 

Earlier villagers used to pay them a portion of the harvest after farming in their 

fields, but currently the fields had turned to be theirs. This was mainly due to their 

ignorance. 

Mukunda’s flute was heard in the orchard. Mukunda used to study in the 

morning from Udbhava. Thereafter he spent the day taking care of the grazing of 

cattle. He was intelligent, well built and attracted all through his flute playing 

abilities. 

Mukunda informed Udbhava that people were not paying royalty after 

farming in their fields. Udbhava had a socialistic mindset, wherein he informed 

that he desires that all should live. That day onwards, Mukunda took the 

responsibility of looking onto Udbhava’s fields. Udbhava was also very satisfied 

with this.He had Mānā’s eyes in front and Mukunda’s flute behind him. He was 

very happy. 

Mānā was surprised to see the beggars on her return. The next day Mukunda 

came to the orchard keeping in mind, his loyalty for Udbhava. On his conversation 

with Mānā, Mukunda failed to realize that her liking for Mānā had increased. Both 

got attracted to each other. Once, Mānā greeted Mukunda with flowers on hearing 

his flute. This inspired Mukunda very much and his liking for Mānā continued to 



68 
 

increase. Meanwhile, Udbhava came and informed that he was taking his parents 

for pilgrimage – it had been their longtime desire and hence he entrusted the 

complete responsibility of the orchard on Mukunda and Mānā. The love of the 

blind man’s wife towards her husband filled Mānā’s mind. She tried to find out 

Udbhava’s virtues through Mukunda. The tussle in Mānā’s mind continued for 

sometime and the music from Mukunda’s flute overtook Udbhava over a period of 

time. 

Mānā’s parents were concerned about her marriage. They did not discuss 

about Udbhava as the prospective groom, instead they discussed about Milinda. 

Mānā was surprised. Milinda came from a respectable family. He was an able 

portion of a decaying family. He was involved in hunting. Today Milinda belongs 

to the middle class and his income is not enough. He is not in favour of his 

marriage but chose not to protest as a mark of respect for the elders in his family. 

Meanwhile, Mānā desires of the blind couple’s love, Udbhava’s face and 

Mukunda’s body within Milinda. She gets married. Mukunda is aggrieved by the 

turn of events and spends a lonely time in the orchard. Udbhava’s father dies in 

pilgrimage. After performing the rites, Udbhava becomes anxious of his father. He 

wishes to return and tell Mānā everything. He wishes to see if Mukunda is looking 

after the orchard properly. 

Mānā turns to be a mother. Her earlier desires succumb. But Milinda 

remains as he was. His conflict with Mānā continues to increase. Milinda does not 

believe in being intimated by anyone. But Mānā wants the financial condition of 

her family to improve. Mānā’s family encountered new problems and conflicts 

everyday. Amidst all this, the thoughts of Udbhava’s calm self and eyes rise in 

Mānā’s mind. Mānā ponders about the condition of the orchard and the 

whereabouts of Mukunda. Mānā waits for Udbhava.  



69 
 

Udbhava would return after one year from the pilgrimage after completion 

of performing rites associated with his father’s death. Udbhava continues to think 

about Mānā and the orchard. Udbhava’s mind is filled with hunger. In order to live, 

work and money is required. So he desired to get some work from an eminent 

master. He wanted to stay in house and also earn something. The master exclaimed 

that Udbhava is speaking like a mad person. Udbhava replied that he always did 

whatever he thought to be correct. Meanwhile, the young daughter of the master 

came in and inquired about the answer to some question. The old master decided to 

keep Udbhava as a tutor to her daughter, Itiśri ̄ and asked her to arrange for his 

food. Udbhava was satisfied. Itiśrī came in with food. The master told that after 

their lunch, they would discuss further.  

Udbhava wanted to impart education to Itiśrī in subjects such as science. 

Itiśrī was interested about the universe. Udbhava mentioned that it was not possible 

to go from one place to the other with weak health. Itiśri ̄ was surprised and 

observed Udbhava fully. Udbhava saw Mānā in Itiśri ̄. In Itiśrī’s eyes, Udbhava is a 

water-filled container. She wants to purify herself in that water, but all such 

thoughts are vain in her mind.  

Meanwhile, not hearing about Udbhava for quite sometime, Mukunda thinks 

that Udbhava might have met with an accident and hence he declared the entire 

property to be his own. Subsequently, it is observed that the entire orchard is 

treated poorly by all. Even Mukunda’s flute does not bring in harmony. Mukunda 

turns aggrieved. He fears that if Udbhava returns, he would also be very angry 

upon finding the orchard in this poor condition. Mukunda wanted to find solace in 

Mānā. He finds Mānā’s kohl pot from the orchard. With this, Udbhava was wished 

by Mukunda’s mother before his journey to the pilgrimage. Mukunda finds a 

reason to go to Mānā to return the same and becomes happy. 
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Milinda is arrogant about his manliness. He often enters into family conflicts 

with his wife and child. His son also quarreled like him. One day, Mānā found 

Milinda to be hitting their child constantly and abusing Mānā. She asked Milinda 

to go away. She closed the door on Milinda’s departure. Mānā’s condition was 

maddening at that time. Mānā also turned angry on her child due to their 

neighbour’s complaint. Her bangles were blooded with her child’s blood. The 

mother and the son calmed thereafter.  

After a year, Udbhava took leave of the master and her daughter after 

completing all the formalities of his father’s last rituals. It was the first day after 

full moon and a good day for his new journey. Itiśri ̄ bowed towards Udbhava. She 

had a desire for Udbhava in her belly but bid adieu to him. Udbhava went away 

thinking about Mānā, Mukunda and the orchard. Udbhava had in mind settling 

down with Mānā and beginning a happy family.  

Upon his return to the orchard, Udbhava became suspiscious looking into 

the poor condition of the orchard. He searched for Mānā. The neighbours could not 

tell anything about her whereabouts. He was surprised in finding his slippers and 

Mānā’s kohl pot in the orchard alongside Mukunda’s flute. Suddenly, he met 

Mānā. He heard Mānā’s entire story. Mānā wants everything to be just as before 

and seeks Udbhava’s help in settling down. Mānā wants her child to become 

Udbhava’s disciple. Udbhava returns to reality. He thinks the day was the first day 

and let that day be a new beginning for the child. 

Udbhava gives the entire orchard to the child and asks him to play. The child 

was surprised by the sudden turn of events. Udbhava became one with the western 

sky at sunset. A new beginning to all the characters results in the naming of the 

novel as ‘Pratipad’.   
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III.VIII R tam 
 

‘Rtam’, (91 pages) is a closely knit family drama penned by Dr.Dash. It 

reflects upon the path of truth to be treaded upon by various characters in the story. 

The novel is characterized by its high level of drama that is built into it. 

Kulabhadra, one of the central characters in the story is a simple man who 

promises to fulfill all the wishes of Shannodevī during his marriage to the lady. 

After the marriage, however, Shannodevī loses two sons in succession and plunges 

into a sorrowful life being affected by a weak health. The couple becomes 

thoughtful about how to carry forward their family tree. With these thoughts, 

Kulabhadra marries Avani ̄ without the knowledge of Shannodevi ̄ and brings her 

home to take care of Shannodevi ̄. With Avani ̄’s nursing powers, Shannodevī 

gradually heals and gives birth to Subhānሶka. 

After Subhān ሶka’s birth, Shannodevī’s relation with Avanī becomes cold and 

Kulabhadra tries to advise both of them but to little effect. Subhānሶka is sent to a 

Gurukula (a boarding school) and time passes on. Shannodevī’s jealousy of Avanī 

gradually dies down and both wives maintain a healthy relationship. Once, 

Kulabhadra inquires to Avani ̄ about Subhān ሶka’s return and Avanī grows angry 

with a view that Kulabhadra is over concerned about Subhānሶka. She tells 

Kulabhadra that it is time to fix Subhānሶka’s marriage as per Shannodevi ̄’s wishes. 

Subhānሶka almost finishes his studies at the Gurukula and becomes ready for 

marriage as per his mother’s wishes. Kulabhadra is also worried about the 

marriage. Avani ̄, however wants her child Ananta to inherit Kulabhadra’s property 

inspite of Subhānሶka being the rightful heir. It is also a matter of fact that Avani ̄’s 

opinions carry much importance in the family. Ananta is innocent of all such 
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intentions of his mother while Subhānሶka’s life is centred on his hermitage. Matters 

related with inheritance of property are not of importance to Subhān ሶka. 

Uparka is Subhānሶka’s friend in the hermitage and both of them perform all 

the work at the hermitage of Alekh, their Guru. An elderly person named Upkantha 

visits the hermitage with his daughter, Avidhā and Uparka meets Avidhā. They 

develop a friendly relationship. They also meet Subhān ሶka. Their conversation does 

not please Avidhā about Subhān ሶka. However, Subhān ሶka happens to develop a soft 

corner for Avidhā. 

Meanwhile Kulabhadra and Avani ̄ come to the hermitage and ask about the 

wellbeing of Subhānሶka. Both Kulabhadra and Avanī request the Guru, Alekh to 

give permission for Subhānሶka and Avidhā’s marriage. After a lot of persuasion, 

Alekh agrees to the proposal. 

Kulabhadra asks Avani ̄ to decide upon Subhānሶka’s place of stay after his 

marriage. Avani ̄ tells Kulabhadra that Subhānሶka shall stay at Upakaṇ÷ha’s place 

and look after his father-in-law’s property, while Kulabhadra’s property shall be 

looked after by Ananta. Avanī’s proposal bares her thoughts and Shannodevī also 

comes to know about Avani ̄’s mind. Kulabhadra too disagrees to Avani ̄’s proposal. 

Uparka meets Avidhā and comes to know that Subhān ሶka is not in Avidhā’s 

good books. This pleases Uparka as he also likes Avidhā. The love triangle 

gradually develops in the storyline. Meanwhile Alekh asks Uparka to go to 

Upakan÷̣ha’s place to invite him to the hermitage. Kulabhadra had also visited 

Upakan ̣÷ha earlier on three occasions but could not finalise Subhānሶka’s marriage 

with Avidhā. Uparka comes to invite Upakan÷̣ha and brings Subhānሶka along with 

him. Upakan÷̣ha comes to know that Subhān ሶka is Kulabhadra’s son and Avidhā 
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also comes to know of this fact. Upakaṇ÷ha agrees to Uparka and Subhānሶka’s 

invitation of going to the hermitage. 

Not getting the expected response from Upakan÷̣ha for the finalization of the 

marriage, Kulabhadra gets frustrated and decides to call off the marriage. 

Shannodevī and Ananta try to cool down Kulabhadra. Ananta feels that probably 

due to Kulabhadra’s ageing, he is burdened with the family pressures and also 

volunteers to help his father. However, he is demotivated by her mother telling him 

that he is too young for the job – this rages Ananta further. The drama ends here 

with Ananta coming to know that it is Kulabhadra’s worry about Subhānሶka’s 

marriage and not anything more serious. The news of Subhānሶka’s marriage pleases 

Ananta. 

Uparka gets restless about Avidhā. Subhān ሶka is also restless and worried 

about his family problems, that is, the proposal of him staying at his in-law’s place 

after marriage. Subhān ሶka requests Uparka to go to his place and inform all about 

his agreement for the same to avoid further problems. Uparka hides the news to 

buy time and delay the entire process. Uparka visits Avidhā when his feelings 

further deepen his desperation. Uparka’s distance with Subhānሶka increases.  Just as 

Subhānሶka gets ready for the marriage, Uparka surprises by mocking him with a 

marriage invitation card announcing Uparka’s marriage with Avidhā. Subhān ሶka 

gets unhappy and curses his ill fate for the incident. 

Avani ̄ also gets worried on the turn of events.  Ananta expresses to Avani ̄ 

that he does not have any greed for Kulabhadra’s property and he wishes the 

property to be inherited lawfully and rightfully by Subhān ሶka. Avani ̄ gets very 

angry on Ananta’s behaviour. Kulabhadra curses himself for the state of affairs and 

identifies himself as the route cause of all problems. 
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Uparka and Avidhā’s married life is not very happy. Day-to-day problems 

irritate both of them. One day, Subhān ሶka comes to Uparka’s place as a monk 

expressing his inability to attend their marriage. Avidhā treats Subhānሶka as a guest 

of honour. Hearing that Uparka is not at home, Subhān ሶka takes Avidhā’s leave 

reassuring her of coming to their place again. 

Subhānሶka meets Ananta at the hermitage and comes to know about the 

worries of all family members regarding his marriage. Ananta wants to take 

Subhānሶka along with him to home but Subhān ሶka tells that Alekh is not present in 

the hermitage and assures Ananta that he will return home after Alekh’s reurn from 

pilgrimage. 

Uparka gets angry upon Subhān ሶka, feeling jealous about Avidhā’s nice 

behaviour with him. He goes to the hermitage and insults Subhān ሶka even after the 

latter’s forgiveness and friendly attitude. Uparka takes Subhān ሶka’s assurance of 

never coming in front of Avidhā. Uparka’s family problems continue to mature in 

all respects and Avidhā also grew unhappy day by day. 

Ananta continues his perseverance for Subhān ሶka’s rights of inheritance and 

confronts Avani ̄. He expresses that Subhān ሶka’s coronation ceremony must happen 

on the full moon day of Vaisākha month. Avani ̄ finally agrees. 

Kulabhadra comes to Alekh’s hermitage to invite the monk on Subhānሶka’s 

coronation and asks for his blessings. Alekh accepts Kulabhadra’s invitation. 

Alekh meets Uparka and curses him for his wrong doings on Subhānሶka. He 

advises Uparka to follow the path of truth. Uparka realizes the truth and feels sorry 

for Subhān ሶka. He quickly returns to Avidhā, who seeing water in Uparka’s eyes 

forgives him for all his misdeeds. They settle peacefully. They are intercepted by 

Ananta who comes to invite them for Subhān ሶka’s coronation ceremony. 
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Dr. Dash has thickened the plot by suitably creating a meaningful climax to 

the story. The climax is narrated by him as follows: 

Ananta is very enthusiastic of Subhānሶka’s coronation. Shannodevī feels 

strongly for Ananta. Subhānሶka is all dressed up. Among the many guests, Uparka 

and Avidhā have also come to attend the ceremony. Uparka and Subhānሶka 

exchange greetings with each other. Kulabhadra brings Alekh to the occasion. 

Alekh reminds Kulabhadra of his promise. Kulabhadra seeks Alekh’s advice to 

follow the path of truth. Shannodevī also supports Kulabhadra for his actions. 

Avani ̄ cracks the suspense by reminding Kulabhadra of his promise. During his 

marriage with Avanī, Kulabhadra had promised to Avani ̄’s father that Avani ̄’s son 

would inherit his full property. Also, Shannodevī had once promised that she 

would sacrifice Subhān ሶka on a full moon day of the Vaisakh month. All eyes 

opened on the path of truth. Ananta was coronated while Subhānሶka went along 

with Alekh as a monk away from family life. 

The story is dramatic in all respects with various elements of surprise, joy, 

sorrow, romance and selfishness. The author has interleaved all these elements into 

a storyline with a great climax. The author emphasizes that the path of truth is 

eternal even among the inevitable ups and downs of family life. 

III.IX Śaśirekhā  

‘Śaśirekhā’ (87 pages) brings out the ill-effects of arrogance in human 

nature. The novel also indulges in exposing the readers to the metaphor of 

moonlight in the path of darkness traversed by various characters in the novel.  

Abhrapad is a proud megalomaniac who is elated about his wealth. His 

neighbour Raghupati had a daughter Lipsā who was also very arrogant in nature 

and did not believe in the theme of marriage and male dominance in the society. 

Abhrapad had proposed to Lipsā with high hopes but Lipsā had rejected him. This 
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enraged Abhrapad who thought of taking revenge on Lipsā. Dinamanị, the old 

servant of Abhrapad, came to know about the incident and tried to counsel 

Abhrapad about accepting the refusal of his love proposal. 

The author introduces other characters Medinī and Śrāvan ̣i ̄, who are mother 

and daughter and live in the same village named Madhugram. They are very poor 

and Medinī is always very concerned about Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s future. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ had attained 

her youth which was perhaps her only possession, all the other material belongings 

being already sold off to run the household. 

Śrīmukh, an old friend of Abhrapad came to the village. He is a vagabond 

and a great believer of divine existence. He also knew Śrāvan ̣ī, who happened to 

be his childhood friend. Śrīmukh became nostalgic on visiting his old house, where 

he happened to meet Raghupati, who granted him permission to stay as a guest in 

his own house. Śrīmukh, however, was having thoughts of Lipsā at the back of his 

mind on his arrival at Raghupati’s house. Consequently, Medinī who came to meet 

Śrīmukh at Raghupati’s house also had in her mind, Śri ̄mukh’s pairing with 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Medini ̄’s thoughts could not come to her lips due to the arrival of 

Raghupati, Lipsā and Bhavāni to the scene. Bhavāni was Lipsā’s mother and did 

not prefer Śrīmukh due to his absence of wealth. Bhavāni was also an arrogant 

mother providing full support to Lipsā on all her decisions. 

On the other hand, Raghupati liked Śri ̄mukh very much and thought about 

marrying his daughter, Lipsā with Śri ̄mukh. This was contrary to his wife’s 

preference and as such resulted in divergence of opinions. Raghupati tried to 

explain both Bhavāni and Lipsā about the latter’s marriage proposal with Śrīmukh 

and ultimately succeeded in convincing both mother and daughter. 

Meanwhile, Dinaman ̣i advised Abhrapad to marry Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Abhrapad was 

astonished at Dinaman ̣i’s proposal and asked for an explanation as to why 
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Dinaman ̣i had selected a poor woman’s daughter to be Abhrapad’s bride. 

Dinaman ̣i explained to Abhrapad that the latter had already been rejected by others 

(Lipsā) and marrying a poor girl would secure Abhrapad’s self esteem and pride. 

Abhrapad was already infuriated with Lipsā and seemed to be convinced with 

Dinaman ̣i’s logic. Dinaman ̣i carried his master’s marriage proposal with Śrāvan ̣i ̄ to 

Medinī’s house and gave a bright picture about Abhrapad and Śrāvan ̣ī’s future 

after the marriage. He also assured that Medini ̄ would stay at Abhrapad’s house 

after the marriage. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was ecstasic on hearing about Abhrapad’s proposal – it 

was like moonlight (Śaśirekhā) in Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s life. Although Śrāvan ̣i ̄ knew about 

Abhrapad’s arrogance, being a poor girl, she could not opine much. Abhrapad’s 

marriage with Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and Śri ̄mukh’s marriage with Lipsā happened to be on the 

same day. Abhrapad did not like Śri ̄mukh and felt that it was a nice revenge on 

Lipsā, since Śri ̄mukh was not a wealthy person. Both the marriages took place 

without any commitment from brides and grooms. 

After marriage, Śri ̄mukh entered Lipsā’s room, only to be rejected. Śri ̄mukh 

felt humiliated at Lipsā’s actions and left her on that very day. Both tried to 

maintain their ego, position, superiority and did not hesitate in the separation. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was submissive in nature and tried to maintain a peaceful married 

life. But Abhrapad’s arrogance and dominating nature became a repellent for 

peace. He even discouraged Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s speaking with Medinī, who in his eyes was a 

mere servant and reserved no rights to talk with her daughter, since Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

now his wife. Medini ̄ continued to be anxious about Śrāvan ̣i ̄ but had to accept her 

fate. Dinaman ̣i continued to be the faithful housekeeper who cared for both Medini ̄ 

and Śrāvan ̣ī. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ tried to help her husband in various matters, but Abhrapad 

was reluctant to take her help, discarding and ignoring her due to the poor 

upbringing and her lack of intelligence. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ led a sorrowful married life. 
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Meanwhile, Raghupati was not keeping good health after Śri ̄mukh’s 

departure and blamed himself for the mishap. He tried to persuade Lipsā to find out 

Śrīmukh. The latter had found shelter with an old and established person named 

Induketan and served him. Śri ̄mukh was ordered to visit various places established 

by Induketan to bring in updated news. Raghupati passed away thinking about the 

reunion of Lipsā with Śrīmukh. This further enraged Bhavāni. Lipsā has softened a 

bit towards Śri ̄mukh after such long gap, but was still perplexed on what needs to 

be done. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ gave birth to a girl child which was against Abhrapad’s wishes. He 

wanted to have a male child so that he is able to accrue more wealth. Śrāvanị ̄ 

thought about ending her life in misery but could not actually do so considering her 

mother and new born child. Abhrapad was determined in making money out of his 

child and named her Urvī. 

Śrīmukh continued with his assignment of visiting the places told by 

Induketan. He visited a temple, few villages, schools, hospitals and various other 

places. Everywhere, Śri ̄mukh found misery, poor maintenance, dilapidated 

conditions and malpractices. He was very disappointed on inspecting all this and 

started for his return journey. 

Medinī died of fever and Śrāvan ̣i ̄ became unhappy. She felt that she is no 

better than a servant in Abhrapad’s household. Against Śrāvan ̣ī’s wishes, 

Abhrapad trained Urvī to become a dancer, so that she can earn money for him. 

Gradually, Urvi ̄ came to realize her father’s true nature. She was a good dancer and 

Dinaman ̣i guarded her against all odds. 

Śrīmukh narrated his experiences to Induketan and both discussed about the 

well being of villages and schools. Meanwhile, Lipsā was frustrated and realized 

her mistakes. Her brothers acquired the parental property after Raghupati and 
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Bhavāni’s death. Lipsā was only left with a hut. Abhrapad came to know about 

Lipsā’s condition and found happiness in it. It was a nice revenge for him. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ 

however did not encourage Abhrapad and advised him not to make merry on 

somebody’s ill fate. 

Śrīmukh met an affectionate motherly lady named Candrāmani who 

counseled him to return to his wife, Lipsā. Meanwhile, Induketan was invited by 

some people to establish a Nā÷yamanḍira (Dance academy) for which he decided 

Śrīmukh as a representative. Śri ̄mukh visited the academy where he witnessed a 

dance performance by none other than Urvī. Śri ̄mukh observed immense similarity 

between Urvī and Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and decided to meet her in person. He was surprised to 

find out Dinaman ̣i alongwith Urvī and they exchanged identities. Śri ̄mukh inquired 

about Lipsā but could not gather much information. 

After Induketan’s death, Śri ̄mukh rose to his stature and position. Śrīmukh 

was aged by this time and desired to have Lipsā back in his life. Urvi ̄ returned to 

Madhugram after the function with the money received for dance performance. 

Abhrapad was delighted while Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was disturbed. She blamed Abhrapad for 

his misdoings and misguidance. During the confrontation, Abhrapad beats Śrāvan ̣i ̄ 

and the latter loses her voice. Abhrapad repented his actions after cooling down. 

Śrīmukh returned to the village and Urvī decided to meet him. Dinamaṇi and 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ were afraid of Urvī’s visit, keeping Abhrapad’s temper in mind. Lipsā was 

also very excited in getting back Śrīmukh in her lonely life. 

Abhrapad came across Urvī’s interaction with Śri ̄mukh and 

characteristically got infuriated. Abhrapad could not control his temper and in the 

rush of blood, hit Śri ̄mukh. Lipsā tried to save Śri ̄mukh – meanwhile all came to 

hear Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s scream. Abhrapad was also astonished and overwhelmed at his 

wife’s recovery. He realized his mistake once again. 
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The story ends on a happy note with reunion of both the families. Śri ̄mukh 

returned to Lipsā’s house while Abhrapad, Śrāvan ̣i ̄, Urvi ̄ and Dinaman ̣i also 

returned happily. The false pride and ego of all individual characters had faded and 

it was again Moonlight (Śaśirekhā) in the path of darkness travelled by individual 

characters. 

III.X Śikhā  

‘Śikhā’, (66 pages) is one of the novels of the author which is based on a 

village boy’s ambition to adopt urban lifestyle, his life in the city, his northward 

and southward journey in life. The storyline describes the mindset of the rural 

middle class who have an affinity for making it big in the cities.  

Kulamanị is an old widower Brahmin who has a son, Vilāsa and a daughter 

Rajani ̄. He remained busy with his involvement in worshipping God. Murmu was a 

poor orphan whom Kulamaṇi rescued from the temple. Murmu was very aggrieved 

with his mother’s death and Kulamaṇi took care of him by giving him shelter. 

Since then, Rajani ̄ was the sister and Murmu, the brother. Vilāsa was more of a 

trader. His attachment to home was lesser due to his business. He is always in 

conflict with his father. While the father believes that one could get in touch with 

divinity from the position of poverty, Vilāsa did not believe in poverty. Vilāsa’s 

yardstick was economic prosperity. Rajanī was a widow. She spent time taking 

care of the old in the village. Inspite of nurturing a wishlist, she concentrated in 

prayers, fasting and devotion to God. In front of her, were many other fortunate 

girls. Such was Śampā, who was an educated girl. Śampā was the wife of Niśānt, 

who was Vilāsa’s friend. 

Niśānt worked in the minister’s office. He was a corrupt individual who did 

not differentiate between ethical and unethical practices. He believed in dumping 

people for self-benefits. He did not bother to care for his family. 
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Once, Kulaman ̣i returned from pilgrimage carrying holy water in a 

container. Instead of taking blessing from him, Vilāsa sarcastically mentioned that 

he would have been happier if Kulaman ̣i had brought the container full with 

money. 

Kulaman ̣i expelled Vilāsa on hearing his remark. Rajanī and Murmu could 

not follow what was right. Since then, Vilāsa used to live away. Rajani ̄ also 

understood with the passage of time, that her chances of remarriage were very lean. 

Murmu understood Rajani ̄’s situation and requested Kulamaṇi to arrange for 

Rajani ̄’s remarriage. Kulmani entrusted the responsibility of searching for a groom 

with Murmu. Murmu tried his best, but could not find a suitable match for Rajanī. 

Then Kulaman ̣i explained that in recent times, marriage was a big problem and 

many unmarried girls were leading lives like widows. So it would naturally be very 

difficult to find a match for a widow. Meanwhile, Kulaman ̣i became thoughtful on 

seeing the successful children of neighbours. 

Vilāsa and Niśānt discuss about their means of earning money. Both opine 

that they would be able to earn money till the time they are dishonest. Vilāsa thinks 

of establishing a women’s rights organization for his publicity. He also decides to 

appoint Śampā as the Secretary of the organization. Both Niśānt and Śampā 

became happy and excited about it.  

Gradually, Śampā turned a puppet in the hands of Vilāsa. Śampā was 

beautiful – the reason for Niśānt’s pride. She went from door to door speaking 

about women’s rights. She finds out that women are exploited everywhere – at 

homes and even at workplaces. Women should have better education and 

thoughtfulness. They should rise above all narrow mindedness. While Śampā 

leaves the house for a noble cause, Niśānt leaves the house for working 

dishonestly. 
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Vilāsa was too busy to think about his family.He only had the thought of 

Rajani ̄’s remarriage. His modern mindset allowed him to think that being a widow 

does not necessarily imply leaving all wordly pleasures and spending the rest of 

one’s life in misery. Most men would not do so. In fact, maximum men would 

restart their family lives afresh. But Vilāsa’s thought process would never match 

with that of Kulaman ̣i’s. Śampā supported Vilāsa’s thought process.  

Śampā travelled to Vilāsa’s village. She inquired about Vilāsa from 

Kulaman ̣i. In turn, Kulaman ̣i abstained from responding and ordered Rajanī and 

Murmu to look after the guest. When Śampā came to know about Rajani ̄, she 

informed her that she was the secretary of a women’s organization and her 

organization arranges for the remarriage of widows such as Rajani ̄. She also 

informed Rajani ̄ that Vilāsa was the sponsor of such an organization. Śampā tried 

to explain matters to Rajanī and motivates her but goes away after some time being 

apprehensive. Rajani ̄ continued with her dreams. 

Śampā became more involved in running the organization and started to 

return home late. This led to her conflict with Niśānt and the same reached 

extremeties. Śampā started to speak about equality of rights. During their conflict, 

Vilāsa’s name also came up. Śampā expressed that it was due to Vilāsa that Niśānt 

was well off. Niśānt asked Śampā to leave and Śampā informed that she was going 

away to her father’s place. Niśānt was drunk and expressed that he wanted to kill 

both Śampā and Vilāsa. 

Meanwhile, Vilāsa was unanimously selected to contest the election for the 

position of Mayor. He came out for his election rallies propagating that he would 

eradicate everybody’s unhappiness. He also thought about using Śampā in his 

campaign to attract more women. Śampā came and informed him that she had left 

Niśānt and requested for more organizational work. Vilāsa tried to explain her but 

she was firm with her decision. 
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Three ladies come to work for Vilāsa – Rajani ̄, Rojā and Śampā. Another 

girl, Varÿā was the second wife of the village head. Earlier, Varÿā loved Chinmay, 

but when he went to his uncle’s place, Varÿā’s father got her married off to the 

village head to return his loans. Chinmay was saddened by the turn of events and 

became a sage. Varÿā was dissatisfied with her marriage. Some days later, Varÿā 

came to know about Chinmay’s death and became restless. She also died in grief. 

Vilāsa tried to think about Śampā in Varÿā’s backdrop. He tried to think about his 

father and sister. Rojā gave him peace. Vilāsa fell in love with Rojā and inquires 

whether she is married or not. Rojā informed in turn, that she belonged to a 

different religion and their marriage was not possible. Vilāsa tried to explain 

logically to Rojā. Rojā agreed and Vilāsa married Rojā by giving her a ring and his 

necklace. Rojā began to wait for Vilāsa but the latter seemed to forget her.He was 

running after new excitements. Consequently, Śampā and Niśānt had a divorce. 

Kulaman ̣i was ailing and Murmu and Rajanī looked after the household. 

Rajani ̄ was saving money for her father’s pilgrimage to Puri during the full moon 

day of the month of Kārtika. Meanwhile Vilāsa won the election, which displeased 

Kulaman ̣i. He thought that his son must have won by evil means. He was content 

with his simple lifestyle.  Murmu was thoughtful about Rajanī’s marriage and 

continued to discuss the issue with Kulaman ̣i. 

 Vilāsa thanked Śampā for her assistance to the former in fighting for the 

election. Śampā was pleased. They came across ailing Niśānt’s letter seeking aid 

from Vilāsa, if required. Śampā condemned Niśānt’s approach. To divert the topic, 

Vilāsa informed Śampā about the higher state election and again requested for her 

help. Śampā confirmed to help him. Vilāsa spends time in sorting out various 

labour issues. 
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 Murmu organized for the pilgrimage to Puri. Kulaman ̣i counted his days and 

Rajani ̄ got converted to be a disciple of Lord K®sn ̣a. Murmu did everything for the 

household dedicatedly and took his father and sister to the pilgrimage. 

 Śampā continued to campaign for Vilāsa relentlessly. She ultimately fell sick 

and reflected upon her past life. She recollected that she had undergone abortion 

during her early days and that is the reason she was childless till date. It was irony 

of fate that she now campaigned to control population growth. Feminism boils 

within her. 

 Vilāsa suffered defeat due to conspiracy by his associates. He went to Śampā 

who refused to speak with him. He also remembered Rajani ̄ and Rojā. Amidst all 

this, Śampā came to know about Niśānt’s death. She turned mad and lost 

conscience. 

 Murmu, Kulaman ̣i and Rajanī used to spend their days in Puri. Kulamaṇi did 

not differentiate between Murmu and Vilāsa. At night, Kulaman ̣i called Murmu 

and told him that he would inherit the property after Kulamaṇi’s death. He also 

informed Murmu that he had to take care of Rajanī after his death. Murmu 

disagreed to take the property. Kulamaṇi also requested Murmu to perform his last 

rites. Murmu had to give away Kulaman ̣i’s sacred hair and other things of prayer in 

the Ganges River. Murmu agreed. The next day, Kulaman ̣i died. Murmu performed 

all the last rites as per his commitment. 

 Vilāsa returned upon hearing the death news. He spoke foul to Murmu and 

asked him to return the property to Vilāsa. Murmu was composed – he came with a 

box with the will, the sacred hair etc. and requested Vilāsa to take over everything. 

Rajani ̄ also came to the scene on hearing the shouting. Seeing Rajanī, Vilāsa 

returned to his conscience. He wanted to leave everything but Murmu tried to 

explain matters to him. 
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 Leaving everything, Vilāsa went away and nobody was able to trace him 

further. Śampā also thought about the past and lamented. 

III.XI Śitalatrsnā 

‘Śitalatrsn ā’, (76 pages) as the name suggests is a story of suppressed human 

desires, unfulfilled appetite for lust and lack of physical desires of the central male 

character, Rtwik. The novel illustrates a strained relationship between a husband 

and wife and how unfulfilled desires continue to haunt the central characters in the 

plot.  

Rtwik is married with Rti and the couple shares a peculiarly cold 

relationship. Rtwik’s love for R ti is purely platonic and he strongly believes that 

real happiness does not exist in momentary physical relationships. However, Rti 

did not believe in Rtwik’s theoretical approach to their married life and always 

desired to have a carnal relationship with her husband. The divergent opinion of 

the couple led them to arguments and both R twik and Rti tried to put forward each 

other’s logic but to no good effect. 

The story continues in Rtwik going to sleep and Rti sitting sleepless by the 

door. Rtwik dreams of a sage about to make love with R ti and frightened, he wakes 

up to shout for Rti. He finds Rti to be safe and both husband and wife continue the 

night without any physical relationship. Rtwik was an academic person and the 

next morning he starts his journey for a village along with some manuscripts. On 

his way, Rtwik takes a boat to cross the river. On the boat ride, R twik learns about 

the love of the boatman for his wife, Sumati ̄. He comes to know that the boatman 

had two children out of his happy family life. It was late in crossing the river and 

the boatman and his wife offered Rtwik to stay over at their house for the night. 

That night, Sumati ̄ offered a flower to Rtwik. She mentioned that the flower 

had both fruits and seeds in it and asked Rtwik to search for it. The author creates 
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an impression in using a paradoxical analogy of Rtwik’s search for flower, fruit, 

seed and his cold physical desires. During his night stay, Rtwik also happened to 

see the boatman making love to his wife. However, he was determined with his 

coldness and lack of thirst for sex. 

Bidding adieu to the boatman and his wife, Rtwik returned home to Rti the 

next day and gifted her with the flower. Rti was feeling happy to see Rtwik gift her 

with a flower but she was abruptly stopped in her thoughts by R twik who bluntly 

responded that the flower was not a gift signifying of any carnal romance or desire. 

Rti felt depressed on Rtwik’s behaviour. 

Next, Rtwik proposed Rti to go with him in search of wealth, child and 

fame. They started off their journey and first came across an old man who was 

very upset with his own son. The old man expressed that his son had not taken care 

of him and hence he was disturbed. Rtwik explained to Rti that the old man was 

not satisfied with life because he possessed desires to spend more. 

Then they meet a farmer, Rāmdās whose wife is about to deliver their fifth 

child. Rāmdās was worried about his wife who was suffering from pain and asked 

the couple to bless them. R twik explained to Rti that once the baby is delivered, the 

couple would once again indulge in meaningless momentary bodily pleasures 

which would again, in turn, lead Rāmdās and his wife to a similar situation. The 

author is successful in bringing out R twik’s pessimism for lust, desire and sexual 

pleasures. 

Rti was tired and they decided to take some rest by the shades of the palace 

of Śilāditya, who is a rich and ill-natured person. There, they hear the shouts of a 

girl and decided that it is better to move out of the area. Again, the author is 

successful in bringing out the adverse side of the subject matter. 
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Searching for water, Rtwik and Rti visit a temple, where they find a sage 

propagating the cardinal principles of philosophy and life. In the meantime, the 

sage was attacked by a local bull and in turn, the sage managed to escape with the 

accumulated money from the proceedings. R ti understood that the sage was a fraud 

and it was only by his mischievous acts, that he was trying to build fame. 

Rtwik and Rti continue their journey till they hear the melodious sound of 

flute being played by a boy named Mohan. Soon, they see Vasumati ̄, a girl 

approaching Mohan and the couple end up having sex. R ti was excited and held 

Rtwik’s hand, who again scolded her and explained that such deeds are momentary 

and do not yield real happiness. 

It started raining suddenly and Rtwik and Rti were forced to take shelter in 

the balcony of a closed house. The old house owner provided shelter to the couple 

along with food and clothes. Both Rtwik and Rti were taking the old man’s 

gestures with much apprehension. However, the old man continued to narrate the 

story of his sorrowful life where he had lost his family due to his own business and 

natural calamities. The old man had to accept the fact that his wife was no longer 

his own but belonged to another person who had provided her shelter during a 

flood when the old man happened to be out of the village for personal business. 

Hearing the dreadful story, Rti started crying and felt that she is suffering from 

fever. The old man was now a teacher in a local school and spent his time with the 

school children thinking them to be his own children. Although, Rti was not 

keeping good health, the couple started their return journey the next day. 

They returned home and Rti fell terminally ill. Rtwik cared for Rti, sat 

besides her and rubbed her whole body. He started thinking of various incidents 

including that of Mohan’s flute tune and felt aroused. It was an irony that Rti was 

now too ill to respond to Rtwik’s expressions. Rtwik wanted that Rti should not 

leave him so soon and also desired to spend his next life with Rti. With all her 
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unfulfilled desires, Rti passed away and left behind Rtwik with both of them 

drowning in the cold thirst for lust and physical desires. 

III.XII Tilottamā  

‘Tilottamā’ (102 pages) is a novel describing a complete love story of two 

young college students – Puÿpavallava and Tilottamā. Puÿpavallava is an honest 

human being while Tilottamā is a pretty lass. He is promoted as a leader by his 

hostel mates – Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa.  

Once, the friends decided to organize a picnic in the Kālijai ̄ hills for the 

entire batch of students. Puÿpavallava falls in love with Tilottamā during the 

college picnic, where their love blossoms during a boat ride in the Chilka Lake. 

After returning to their respective native places during vacation, they are forced to 

marry in different places due to compelling circumstances. 

Tilottamā gets married to Bhāgyadatta who is a rich and capricious youth 

but not at all gentle in nature. On the first day of their marriage, Bhāgyadatta 

comes across a letter and some photographs of Tilottamā and Puÿpavallava sent by 

the latter himself, wishing Tilottamā a happy and prosperous wedded life. 

Bhāgyadatta, being possessive was infuriated with all this and decides to take 

revenge on Tilottamā.  

After spending the night with Tilottamā, who was innocent of all this, 

Bhāgyadatta elopes with a village girl named Ni ̄limā who was a former classmate 

of Tilottamā and always envied her. Ni ̄limā’s eyes were always upon Puÿpavallava 

and she discouraged Tilottamā of having any relationship with Puÿpa. Bhāgyadatta 

takes Ni ̄limā to a holiday home in a jungle where both of them are unfortunately 
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killed by tribal people. The tribals had suspected that Bhāgyadatta glanced lustfully 

at their women and girls. Tilottamā also leaves Bhāgyadatta’s home and spends life 

as a hermit named Madhusmitā in a hermitage near Dhauli hill. She is also well 

looked after by Padmakāñcana, another hermit. 

On the other part of the story, Puÿpavallava, after knowing about Tilottamā’s 

marriage, gets married to Madhuchhandā under social pressures from near ones. 

Madhuchhandā happened to be a beautiful girl. The two were leading a peaceful 

life, while all of a sudden, Madhuchhandā’s death happens while giving birth. 

Puÿpavallava broke down both mentally and physically after his wife’s death. 

Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa, who happened to be Puÿpavallava’s college friends, 

are teachers in a school at the foothills of Dhauli hill nearby Tilottamā’s hermitage. 

One day, the two friends travelled to the hermitage hoping to meet lady hermit and 

happened to meet Tilottamā by surprise. 

The two friends travelled to Puÿpavallava’s village to convey Tilottamā’s 

sad and unique story. Having found Puÿpa in a broken down condition, the two 

friends convince him to think about rebuilding his life with Tilottamā. 

Tilottamā hears everything from Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa but is not sure about 

accepting the marriage proposal. She felt that having lost her purity, she was 

inappropriate for Puÿpavallava. She requested for a week’s time so that she can 

prepare herself for marriage. When the three friends reached the hermitage to meet 

Tilottamā after five days, they find her dead of silent fasting in her room. 
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III.XIII Visargah ̣  
‘Visargah’̣ (78 pages) is a novel whose plot hovers around a potter’s family 

and the struggle for escaping the shooting pain of life. Nakula is a potter. His 

family comprises of his wife – Avinā, son – Jina and ailing father – Kapila. He also 

had a daughter Ilā, who has died. The family is struck with poverty and Nakula 

goes for a suicide attempt. Avinā interferes and saves Nakula. She tries to bring 

back normalcy in Nakula’s life.  

Nakula reflects that even after a decade of their marriage, there has been no 

financial stability to their family and he blames himself for that. Kapila advises 

Nakula to stay away from such sorrowful thoughts. Kapila is a symbol of 

traditional values, patience and of oceanic thoughts. Meanwhile, Avinā asks 

Nakula to sell the dried utensils and meet her parents on the way. On his way to the 

in-law’s place, Nakula remembers her dead daughter Ilā and also ponders upon the 

reason for his very existence. His mind was again motivated for another suicide 

attempt. So, he climbed a tree at the river banks and consequently, a piece of cloth 

fell down onto a passerby. The person below was astonished at the turn of event 

and thought that Nakula was a thief. Nakula consoled him and realized that he was 

blind and none other than Kalanidhi, a distant relative of his. All the family 

members of Kalanidhi had earlier died in a fire which resulted in the turn around of 

Kalanidhi as a Sanyāsi. 

Kalanidhi also explained Nakula and tried to divert him from his suicidal 

objective. He pointed out, that even committing a suicide would neither make Ilā 

return, nor get rid of his financial distress. Nakula was surprised by Kalanidhi’s 

transformation. Nakula went on to his initial destination of his in-law’s place. 

When his father-in-law tried to explain him, Nakula expressed that Ilā was creating 

hinderances in his livelihood. After seeing his father-in-law, Nakula met his sister-

in-law, Suparn ̣ā and started his return journey. 
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On returning home, Kapila and Avinā were relieved to have Nakula back. 

They inquired about his in-laws, while Nakula responded in counter-inquiring 

about their son. He laments with the thought of his financial incapability to buy 

medicines for his son.  

The absence of Ilā is predominant in the first thirty pages of the novel. Both 

the parents deeply miss her and plunge into the ever-diffusing thoughts of life, 

death and their dreadful state. In order to create sensations in the novel, the author 

creates two suicide sequences for Nakula as an attempt to break away from the 

thoughts of their deceased child, Ilā. Suicide has been articulated to be an effective 

theme in the novel.  

Nakula wanted to discontinue their family business of pottery and proposed 

to start a brick business – however, Kapila did not agree to it. One day, after selling 

the earthen pots, a dejected and tired Nakula goes to Kalanidhi’s hermitage and 

asks for solace. Avinā is also in search of means for ending their impoverished 

state of life.  

Meanwhile, Nakula tells Avinā to organize for her mother’s ‘shradh’. Kapila 

recalls that her wife had earlier died of hunger and feels sorry for it. After the 

‘shradh’, Nakula goes out to find a girl running for a suicide attempt. Nakula saves 

her and finds that it is none other than Suparṇā, who had lost conscience. After 

regaining her sense, Suparn ̣ā feels ashamed and sorry. Fed up with her husband 

Sukarn ̣a’s wayward and distressing behaviours, Suparṇā was forced for the suicide 

attempt. Nakula successfully rescues Suparn ̣ā and brings her home. Avinā consoles 

Suparn ̣ā. She thinks to herself that both Nakula and Suparnạ̄ are similar in their 

suicidal tendencies. 

Nakula informs Avinā that Sukarn ̣a had undergone change after his 

migration to the city – hence, the problems. Avinā instructs Nakula to visit the city 

and explain matters to Sukarṇa. On his way to the city, Nakula stops over at 
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Kalanidhi’s ashram and describes everything to him. Kalanidhi blames everything 

on materialistic wealth and advises Nakula to read Sukarnạ’s mind effectively. 

After meeting Sukarn ̣a in the city, Nakula comes to know that the origin of the 

problem is that Sukarn ̣a is continuously being compared by Suparn ̣ā with Nakula 

and hence the dissatisfaction. Nakula requests Sukarn ̣a to return and informs that 

presently, Suparn ̣ā was at his residence. Hearing this, Sukarn ̣a gets agitated and 

enters into a conflict with Nakula. Nakula turns sad and concludes that Sukarṇa 

does not have any wish to return back. 

Nakula returned home and tells Avinā about his meeting with Sukarn ̣a. 

However, Suparn ̣ā remains unaware of the incident. Avinā started taking extra care 

of Suparnạ̄, since she was pregnant. One day, after doing his pottery, when Nakula 

was washing his hands, he overheard neighbours discussing about an improper 

relation between Nakula and Suparn ̣ā.Nakula was disheartened by this. 

Nakula’s father, Kapila was very sick and Nakula took him to Kalanidhi’s 

hermitage. Kapila died over there. Suparṇā and Avinā came over to the hermitage 

to attend the last rites of Kapila.After returning home, Nakula turned sad 

remembering the discussion of neighbours. Avinā explained not to worry. Suparṇā 

also turned sad, but mentioned not to pay heed to such discussions. The couple 

turned happy thinking that Ilā may return through the new born baby of Suparn ̣ā. 

Avinā again requests Nakula to inform Sukarn ̣a about the pregnancy. However, 

Nakula disagrees to go anymore and informs that he would take all responsibilies 

of Suparn ̣ā and the new born. He took his son to Kalanidhi’s hermitage. 

Meanwhile, Suparnạ̄ gave birth to a girl child. Nakula and Avinā, both 

thought that Ilā had again arrived in their family. Avinā again asked Nakula to 

inform Sukarn ̣a. Nakula found out that Sukarn ̣a had remarried and gone elsewhere. 

He informed back the same to Avinā disappointedly. As the child grew, Suparn ̣ā 

also understood that Sukarn ̣a would not return. Hence, she explained her situation 



93 
 

to Nakula and Avinā and took their leave alongwith Bula, her daughter. Nakula 

lost her Ilā (Bula) for the second time.  

****** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

CHAPTER IV 
 

 

 

 



94 
 

CHAPTER IV 

CRITICAL EVALUATION OF THE NOVELS 

 

The present chapter incorporates a critical evaluation and literary study of all 

the novels. Discussions have been made about characterization, elements of 

feminism, style, language, sentiments, plot construction and other literary aspects 

of the novels. 

IV.I Characterization 

 Various Main and supporting characters are created by the author to knit and 

develop the plot in the novels. The characters are of varied nature and majority of 

them leave an identity for themselves. These characters reflect many of our 

acquaintances in daily lives and hence they help in creating a more realistic plot in 

the minds of the readers. 

IV.I.I Āvartam 

The characters Indra and Vr tta are mythological characters and are quite 

opposite to each other in terms of their nature. While Indra is seen to be more of a 

romantic character, Vr tta has the instincts of torture. 

While Indra has a softer side to his character represented by opposing the 

ideology of war, Vr tta is of more desperate nature. 

IV.I.II Añjaliḥ 

Vimala plays the main character in the novel. He is a family person 

belonging to the middle class who faces a hand to mouth situation in meeting with 

the demands of his family. He lives away from his family to earn a livelihood. He 

is very honest and does not succumb to the pressures of a job to adopt dishonest 

means. He even faces a transfer order for not agreeing to be dishonest. Later on, 
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Vimala is cheated by another rperson, when he signs papers for five thousand 

rupees but does not receive the same. Vimala’s character representative of the 

middle class crisis is described by the author as follows: 

ivml> s<sarSy àv&Åya sh pirict>,  sae=ip baeixzIl>, Atae mnis n dah>, ikNtu 

tap>, tiÚrakÄuR<< s> s*ae n smwR>, A* A¢e Avixman! -avI kal>, tÇ k&it> sIimta, 

#yit Avixtle sTysevaya< ik< va kÄuR< zKyte ? puÇ>, kNya, pTnI, pirvar #it sme;a< d&i:q> 

@kSyaepir, (P. 53)  

Kakalidevi ̄ is a complete professional woman who lends out a helping hand 

to Vimala by letting him stay in her place in the new environment. She is a very 

open hearted woman with immense maturity. When Bidhu, the college principal, 

dumps Vimala of five thousand rupees, Vimala is left in a sea of trouble when he is 

unable to arrange the sum of money during his daughter’s marriage. Kakalidevī 

comes to the marriage and helps Vimala by giving him the money. 

IV.I.III Arun ā 

The main characters in the novel are Varuna, Ni ̄ludā and Yaminī.  

Varuna is the central character of the novel, who has been thrown out of his 

own home and lands up in a village where he is helped by a person called 

Ni ̄laman ̣i. Varuna’s irresponsibility is displayed when the pictures given to him by 

Ni ̄laman ̣i were stolen in the market, since he was deep immersed in his thoughts. 

This is in contrast to his understanding of ground realities, when he realizes that he 

is financially not sound enough to marry Yamini ̄. 
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vé[Sy duvRlta magRaNtrm-jt, s yaimnI< mnsa injIkÄuR àv&Ä>, ikNtu Swatu< g&h< 

kuÇ ? imln< mxurIkÄuR< xn< kuÇ ? nih, icNta=iSmn! v&wa, àwmt> kaEzlm! AahÄRVym!, yen 

kenaepayen xn< s<¢h[Iym!, xnm*Tve jIvnm!, xnm! Aai-jaTym!, xnmev AanNdSy 

àzStmyaRda, (Oum Śāntih,̣  P. 132) 

He becomes a street vendor, feeling that money is a measure of social 

success, even at the cost of unethical practices. However, after Ni ̄ludā’s death, the 

soft side of the character is revealed when, he feels bad about the circumstances 

under which Ni ̄ludā had passed away. Dr. Dash has also brought forward a strength 

in Varuna’s character with the fact that he has established himself on more than 

one occasion in the span of the 36 pages. He is also flexible enough in leaving 

everything to become a drummer for his love. 

Ni ̄laman ̣i, alias Ni ̄ludā, is a man with a big heart. He is depicted as a 

character which has larger than life image. People come to him for all sorts of help. 

He is an artist and he readily gives away his pictures to Varuna for putting them up 

for sale just to earn their livelihood. Nīludā is depicted by the author as a character 

who stands by his principles and is an ideal example of ‘Walk the talk’. Ni ̄ludā 

gives more importance to art compared to money in his existence. Ni ̄ludā is seen to 

be concerned about the degradation of value system in society and discusses the 

issue with Varuna at various points. When an unethical person approaches him for 

his pictures, he enters into a quarrel with him and later on explains to Varuna as 

follows: 



97 
 

Ay< àacayR> rm[>, %Cciz]aytne vir:Qiz]k>, jnae=y< in:QaprkmIR AasIt!, 

prmxuna %TkaecàemI ipzac>, m*m! ASy jIvnm!, surapanen svRmSy n:qm!, #danI< 

kevlmi-nyit, paíaTypirCDde s> àacayR>, àaCyéixre tu ivPlvI duvRasa>, Svy< nZyit 

shö< c nazyit,.....#dm! Aaxuink< jgt!, suolae-en yt! ikmip kÄRu< jn> sNnÏ>, AÇ 

svRmupadeym!, svR c Aadeym!, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 141) 

The character remains iconic even after his death, since it is Varuna who 

carries forward his ideology and message of transformation. 

The character of Yamini ̄ is representative in the novel as a symbol of the 

beginning of a day when she comes to Nīludā’s place to perform her dance. Her 

name is subtly chosen by the author as a paradox to the actual trail of events. She 

depicts the state of ‘Arun ā’ or redness of the sun during the transformation from 

night to day. She is intelligent and independent. She possesses multiple talents in 

the form of being able to dance, to play the flute as well as show bamboo tricks for 

the enjoyment of people. She is also called Ban ሶsheswari (Ban ሶsha meaning 

bamboo). She is described in the novel as follows: 

 vé[nyne yaimnIym! AaidyugIya, %drawR< tSya Ai-sar>, cr[e s<cr[Sy DNd>, 

dehe A_ySta -i¼, k&zkiqdeze yugapei][I zElI, v]aedeze àak!tnpirCDdCDqa, k{Qe 

Mlankusumana< glNmala, Axre AxR-Gn< iSmtm!, nyne nvIk&t> SvPna<z>, muom{fle 

twaip Aaxuinkae yaC|alez>, twaip yaimnI yayavrI, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 127) 
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Yamini ̄ is also a symbol of dedication towards one’s profession. Even being 

fully self motivated and independent, she explains that her individuality is lost to 

her profession.   

IV.I.IV Madhuyānam 

The main characters in the novel are Sāmpratima, Śi ̄laprajña and Nilañjanā. 

Sāmpratima is an orthodox Jain preacher, who believes in strict discipline, 

torturing of the body to attain Nirvān ̣a, fasting and all other austerity measures. He 

is always seen to be looking for an opportunity to induct an individual into his web 

of ‘initiation’ for Jainism. In fact, his character is so portrayed that he also does not 

like the proximity of the other two main characters of the novel, namely, Śi ̄laprajña 

and Nilañjanā. Sāmpratima is also depiced as a megalomaniac. His self estimation 

of being a religious guru, a master of religious rules, being neutral – being of 

renouncing nature – being focused on Nirvān ̣a is all together smiled away gently 

by the soothing words of Śi ̄laprajña. At later stages of the novel, Sāmpratima is 

even seen to be grasping for answers to the fundmental question raised by 

Nilañjanā. The author has clearly brought out through this character that 

sustainability of ideology is only possible if there is correct intent of purpose and 

lesser imposition of practices.At the end of the novel, Sāmpratima is seen to have 

lost faith in Jainism and got converted into Buddhism. 

Śi ̄laprajña is a noble person who falls in love with Nilañjanā. He is 

innocently drawn into Jainism by Sāmpratima. He undergoes all the tortures of a 

monk in the hermitage of Sāmpratima. However, he had never favoured 

extremism. He had put in his protest towards the modalities of Sāmpratima but to 

no positive effect. After returning from his search of truth, under anonymity, he 

appeared in the hermitage in the form of a respectable person – not as a 

Svetambara, not as a Yogi, not as a Brahmacāri, nor as a person sent to exile. His 

gait carries boldness. His dress is a symbol of peace and his face reflects the 
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happiness of non-violence. Śi ̄laprajña’s thoughts represent maturity and his 

approach is friendly. He focusses on work more than the orthodox nature in the 

name of religion. He advises Sāmpratima to get rid of his pride, stating that the 

common person looks out for love, motivation and pardonment which are not seen 

in his preachings. Śi ̄laprajña builds a hermitage near Nilañjanā’s village and 

gathers wealth for the welfare of the poor, arranges for shelter for the needy, work 

for the orphans and playground for the children. He builds school for the young, 

hotels for the travellers and hospitals for the ailing. With all his social work, he 

gains immense popularity. The author has characterized Śi ̄laprajña as the tragic 

hero of the novel, since he is unable to unite with his love. 

Nilañjanā is the heroine of the novel Madhuyānam.In the first half of the 

novel, she is represented as a young adult who holds expertise in household work. 

She is thoughtful, has a beautiful smile and nurses Śi ̄laprajña to recover from his 

accident. She falls in love with Śīlaprajña but fails to convert it into a marriage, 

since she leads Śi ̄laprajña to Sāmpratima’s hermitage. Later on, Nilañjanā also gets 

initiated into Svetambara, a sect of Jainism and leads a difficult life. Her beauty is 

turned into a moving skeleton when she goes for begging. She is bold enough to 

question Sāmpratima on the basic philosophy and approach towards Nirvān ̣a. At 

last, he dies in Śi ̄laprajña’s lap. 

IV.I.V Nikasā 

The main characters in the novel are Govinda and Charaka.  

Govinda is an old priest who has served his life in playing the role of a priest 

in a dilapidated temple in the village. He has to take care of his aged and ailing 

sister and is down with poverty. His role is centered on the sole motive of 

constructing a new room to be let out to foreigners who come to the village. In this 

way, Govinda feels that he would be able to earn a handsome amount to bring him 

some financial freedom. Govinda is also shrewd enough in refusing his village 
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people to live in that room, since they would be paying less than that expected to 

be earned from people outside the village. Govinda’s character reflects the moral 

downfall of modern-day man, whose sole motive is to lead a better lifestyle even at 

the cost of poor relationship with neighbours. 

Charaka is a young doctor, who is dutiful and compassionate. He readily 

agrees to live on rent at Govinda’s place, when the medicines recommended by 

him for Yamunā turned out to be too costly for Govinda to buy. In this way, he was 

dutiful to the society. His character, however showed weakness in proposing to his 

love, Sūci and parted the novel to save himself from the madness of both Govinda 

and Yamunā. 

IV.I.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

Cakradhara is the main character in the novel. 

Dr.Dash has skillfully grafted Cakradhara’s immense sacrifice and Candrā’s 

transformation to explain that peace, sacrifice and helping nature would bear fruits 

for the search of human life. Cakradhara treads the path of peace and gives more 

importance to the good of others rather than his own self. On the other hand, 

Chandanaswāmi ̄, Mahendra and Candrā are all desirous of wealth and always felt 

unhappy. The solution to their unhappiness lies in the nature of Cakradhara. The 

meaning of peace, reasons for violence and means for attaining peace are critically 

analyzed in this novel. 

Candrā’s upbringing had the deficiency of the caring nature of parents and a 

healthy environment in one’s childhood days. Candrā grew up to be an arrogant 

lady. The relationship between the father and daughter is a stretched one.When 

Mahendra gets arrested and Candrā approaches her father, the first question that is 

uttered by Chandanswāmi is presented as follows: 
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cNÔaya mnae-av< sMyk! Aakiltvan! cNdnSvamI, tt> s> Ap&CDt!, 

– tihR .......? ik< xnmavZykm! ? A* kayR³m> ? 

– -vTpañeR ......? 

cNdnSvamI Ahst!, 

– xn¢h[< ivhay mm pañeR kdaict! te kayaRNtrm! AasId! va ? 

– mam! #tSttae n æmytu, 

– tihR ......., ik< p&CDis ? 

– kw< mheNÔ> vNdI s<jat> ?  

gM-Irae=-Ut! cNdnSvamI, tSy nIrvtamalúy cNÔa Ap&CDt!, 

– kw< n vdit -van! ? 

cNdnSvamI saeCD!vasmuKtvan!, 

– s> ApraxI,(P. 59) 

The beauty of Cakradhara’s character is his hidden divinity. Unlike many of 

his novels, Dr. Dash has given freedom to his characters to communicate through 

dialogues. So the novel looks lively. But it is confusing to interpret how an 

illiterate person like Cakradhara can be appointed as a manager of a huge industry. 
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Dr. Dash also inspires his readers to suspend their reasoning when Cakradhara is 

proved omniscient to have escaped an explosion in his car in a systematic manner. 

Police investigation has proved that Mahendra is the culprit in the car explosion 

but it has to wait till Cakradhara drags Mahendra from his house to 

Chandanaswāmi ̄’s residence – as if police cannot arrest Mahendra unless 

Chandanaswāmi ̄ says to do so. However, Oum Śāntih,̣ despite thematically being 

on the beaten track, is a readable novel and has earned applause for the author. 

IV.I.VII Pratipad 

 The main characters in the novel are Udbhava and Mānā. 

Udbhava is a very noble character who is a dutiful son of his parents and 

takes care of the orchard. He is fully in love with Mānā, the neighbour’s daughter 

but decides to take his parents to pilgrimage leaving behind Mānā and the orchard. 

He even engages Mukunda the flute blower to take care of the orchard. When his 

parent dies in pilgrimage, he goes to the extent of staying away for a year to fulfill 

all the rituals and formalities after death. There, he works as a teacher for Itiśrī. 

Udbhava returns back only to find that Mānā is trying to cope up with a shattered 

marriage and Mukunda having left the orchard in a poor state. However, his 

nobleness and greatness allows him to take care of Mānā and her child, whom he 

gives away the orchard. The story is successfully named as the New Day when the 

little boy starts afresh in the orchard and Udbhava also starts his life afresh. Infact 

it also gave Mānā an opportunity to make a new start. 

 The character of Mānā is shown typically as a confused girl who at times, 

loves Udbhava, then falls in love with Mukunda’s flute and ultimately marries 

Milinda. She tried to find all the good features of individual men in Milinda which 

may be a probable reason for her dissatisfied life. However, she shows practicality 

when she demands a better economic condition for the family. 
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IV.I.VIII Rtam 

The main characters of the novel are Kulabhadra, Subhānሶka, Ananta, Uparka 

and Avanī.  

Kulabhadra is the elderly character in the novel who has two wives, namely 

Shannodevī and Avani ̄. He is seen to be a feeble character with little or no control 

over his wives. Getting worried over continuing his family tree, he ended up with 

his second marriage. However, he showed an honest attempt to counsel Avani ̄ for 

the treatment of his first wife, Shannodevī. The weakness in Kulabhadra’s 

character is proven when he turns panicky on Shannodevī’s behaviour after the 

birth of Subhānሶka. Kulabhadra displays helplessness on numerous occasions. 

Kulabhadra displays frustration, when he does not get an intended favourable 

response from Upakan÷̣ha on the proposal of Subhān ሶka’s marriage with Avidhā. 

He also identifies himself as being core to the problem of the tussle between 

Ananta and Avanī on the issue of Ananta’s denial to inherit his property.  

Kulabhadra is depicted as a short sighted person who had promised to Avani ̄’s 

father during their marriage that Avanī’s son would inherit his property inspite of 

knowing that he had an elder son in Subhānሶka from his first marriage with 

Shannodevī. 

Subhānሶka is a man of high character whose life hovered around the 

hermitage. He is the man who pays the price for treading the path of truth in every 

step of life. The author has sarcastically used this character to depict the status of 

modern day society. Firstly, he was unable to impress Avidhā on their first 

introductory conversation. Thereafter, his love was deluded by his friend Uparka 

who took advantage of his innocence and got better off in being able to marry 

Avidhā. His forgiving nature is seen when he pays a visit to their place as a monk 

with the feeling of repentence for not being able to attend their marriage. It is also 
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Subhānሶka’s ill fate which disallowed him to inherit Kulabhadra’s property due to 

some promise made by Kulabhadra earlier. 

Ananta, who is Avani ̄’s son, is seen to a person who has immense 

consciousness for his rights, duties and responsibilities. He is equally concerned 

about his father’s worries as he is about his unethical inheritance of Kulabhadra’s 

property. He takes special drive to organize Subhān ሶka’s coronation ceremony. 

Ananta is also courageous enough to confront his mother, Avani ̄ on the issue of 

property.  

Uparka is displayed as a cunning friend who deceives Subhān ሶka in the love 

triangle and succeeds in marrying Avidhā. The author characterizes Uparka as a 

smart young man capable of mesmerizing young women (such as Avidhā), very 

much in line with a typical modern day hero. However, the point to be noted here 

is that he does not travel the path of truth and thus ends up in an unhappy married 

life. He is also seen to envy Subhān ሶka, when the latter turns up at his home in his 

absence and meets his wife to have a pleasing conversation. However, he too is 

shown the path of truth by Alekh. 

Avani ̄ is the real strategist in the entire novel. She has the qualities of 

healing Shannodevī as well as being shrewd enough to deprive her son of 

inheriting Kulabhadra’s property. Avani ̄ is also a woman who has enough say in 

family matters. She carves out a ladder for her son by proposing to firstly place 

Subhānሶka at Upakaṇ÷ha’s place and also revealing during coronation ceremony 

that it is Kulabhadra’s promise that would lead to the ultimate succession of 

Ananta to the property. 

IV.I.IX Śaśirekhā 

The main characters in the novel are Abhrapad, Śri ̄mukh, Lipsā, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and 

Dinaman ̣i. Minor characters such as Urvi ̄ and Medinī are also present. 
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Abhrapad is an angry and arrogant character. He is also a proud 

megalomaniac who is elated about his wealth. Upon rejection by Lipsā, he is 

revengeful. His character is illustrated below: 

At> s intra< iv]uBx>, Aitzyen c ivcilt>, prNtu ikmip kÄRu< n à-vit, 

injmyaRda< l<"iytu< n zKnaeit, Ah»armvnmiytumip n paryit, punZc ivrKtae -vit, 

kuiptae -vit, mnsa ta< -TsRyit, #tSttae ivicNTy klhaiytu< sÚÏae -vit, 

àitzaexpray[ae -vit, ikNtu kwmip ³aex< bihranetu< n paryit, Ah»arStSy #tStt> 

àkazyte, -avnya s ivi]Ptae d&Zyte, AiSwrtya c icNtyit - Ah< myaRdasMpÚ>, Ahm! 

Ai-jat>, Ah< smajSy àit-U>, Ahmnu:QanSy muOy>, Ah< mnu:ye;u A¢g{y>, (P.1) 

Abhrapad’s nature is also such that he does not consider his mother-in-law 

as one of the family – he considers her as a servant. He does not have regards for 

his wife and even makes his daughter dance for wealth. 

Śrīmukh is depicted as a noble person. His childhood remained a mystery 

with the villagers. In his speech to the villagers, vanity was reflected.  

àvcne S)uq< àtIyte }anCDlna - Ah< }anI .... Ah< tÅvin:[at> .... Ah< ivmzRisÏ 

....Ah< c sveR;amupirSw> kiZct! %Ämpué;> .... pappu{yivcart ^XvRSw> kiZct! 

ivkarivhInae devàitinix> - (P.6) 

Śrīmukh is however filled with male ego when he is seen to be in doubt on 

the honeymoon night. Another side of his character is portrayed by the author, 
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when Śri ̄mukh goes to various places established by Induketan and turns 

philosophical in his thoughts. He gains knowledge and insights during his tour and 

illustrates the nobility of his character with the following speech. 

maNya>! jIvnyaÇa ivinmyibNdut> àar_yte, smaPyte s<gitkr[e...., pr<, jIvnSy 

magR< àité[iÏ Ah»ar>, s @v nanarITya àkaZyte, kdaict! maehêpe[....,kdaict! 

AasiKtêpe[....,kdaict! ³aexêpe[........, #TwmSy àkazae bhuivxae -vit, Anen saxna 

nZyit, ïmae iv)lae -vit, primdmvxeym! – svaR=ip saxna jIvnSy k&te, yid Anya 

jIvnSy taTpyR< n buXyte tihR saxna mULyhIna -vit, punZc #dm¼Ikr[Iy< yt! jIvnSy 

lúy< s<gitkr[m!, Anen zaiNt>, suoSy c àsiKt>, At> svaR=ip Ah»arSy naizka 

zaNteZc saixka -vtu, (P.77) 

Lipsā is another arrogant lady who sacrifices the majority of her family life 

due to her arrogance. She is unable to accept Śri ̄mukh as her husband due to her 

snobbish nature. It was an irony that Lipsā’s pride of leaving her husband for 

wealth and property turned out to be a meager hut, when she was ousted by her 

brothers. Towards the end of the novel, she realized her fault. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and Medinī are the poor daughter and mother who are tamed by 

Abhrapad. They have little opinion in their lives. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is a faithful wife, but 

never received her recognition from Abhrapad. She is also kind hearted. 

Dinaman ̣i is the fatherly servant of Abhrapad who served Abhrapad’s 

family. He is the character who suggested Abhrapad’s marriage with Śrāvan ̣i ̄. He is 
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an intelligent and experienced person. Dinamaṇi’s advice was also sought by 

Abhrapad. 

IV.I.X Śikhā 

The main characters in the novel are Kulaman ̣i, Vilāsa, Rajanī, Śampā and 

Murmu.  

Kulaman ̣i is an orthodox father with no hopes for remarrying his widow 

daughter. He is in conflict with his son, Vilāsa, who is much more modern in his 

approach. Kulaman ̣i finds solace in visiting Puri as a pilgrimage towards the later 

part of his life. He is seen to be strong in principles, since he decides to pass on his 

entire property to Murmu and even assigns him to perform his last rites inspite of 

the fact that he had a son. 

Vilāsa is a representative character of the modern day human being who 

runs after power and material wealth. He does not mind in adopting unethical 

practices in order to gain success. He is also witty to realize the usefulness of 

Śampā in his electoral campaign. He however shared a noble approach in at least 

thinking of her sister’s remarriage. The novel ends with the disappearance of 

Vilāsa after his self realization. 

Rajani ̄ is the widow daughter of Kulaman ̣i who sees her husband in Lord 

Krishna.She is such a character who depends upon her fantasies in order to live. 

The central theme of her fantasy is Lord Krishna. This is the reason she is often 

misunderstood by the villagers. She represents many such widows who probably 

depend upon fantasies for their existence amidst the harshness and insensitiveness 

of society.  

Śampā is another example of the modern day woman who runs after the 

mirage of materialistic happiness forgetting where to stop the chariot. She gets 

influenced by Vilāsa and goes to the extent of divorcing her husband. She assumes 



108 
 

an important role in spreading the message of liberalization of women and also 

demonstrates her organizing skills.  

Murmu is a dedicated servant in Kulaman ̣i’s family. He was raised by 

Kulaman ̣i after the death of his mother. Murmu shows exemplary dedication and 

Kulaman ̣i accepts him as a son who is in charge of everything in the house. The 

village is lively and refreshing in Murmu’s eyes. He performs all the rites after 

Kulaman ̣i’s death and is also ready to give away the inherited property to Vilāsa.  

IV.I.XI Śitalatrs nā 

The main characters of the novel are R twik and R ti.  

Rtwik is the hero of the novel, who believes in platonic love for his wife 

and refrains from physical intimacies. He is philosophical in nature and believes in 

his own personal opinion that the cardinal relation is only temporary in nature and 

need not be explored. To the readers, he may be a noble man but definitely an 

unsuccessful husband. Throughout the novel, he tries to influence Rti by being 

pessimistic about any sort of intent or proposal of love.  

- §tI ! du>omev jIvnSy maEilkindanm!, yt! suoimit vdis tt! 

kevlmasiKÄ>....vasna,  vasnasu AasiKÄ;u c du>o< vxRte, §tI ! naepzaMyit, 

- Ah< mnu:y>, mt! k&te AasKÄe> vasnaya guéTv< mht!, Ahmett! svRmnu-vaim, 

ikmwR n SvIkraeim ? 

- svR> Anu-v> n saxu>, ( P. 4) 

He is also shown as a weak individual where he is the one who proposes to 

flee in front of Śiladitya’s palace upon hearing the shouts of a girl. He 

demonstrates to Rti his strong feelings through a series of practical incidents. At 
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the end, his feelings arouse for R ti but it was too late since Rti passed away. 

Overall, Rtwik’s character is a weak one without much strength in intent and he is 

only successful in displaying his coldness. However, the last lines of the novel are 

symbolic on the transition of Rtwik as a person: 

A* AhimCDaim pirvÄRnm!, 

AhimCDaim ivvÄRnm!....... 

mmaTma s<SkarimCDit........ ( P. 76) 

Rti, the heroine of the novel is a comparatively stronger character compared 

to the hero, R twik (her husband). She is strong enough to propose to Rtwik on 

numerous occasions. Although, she is unsuccessful in tempting Rtwik, she sends a 

strong message to support the fact that modern woman’s intelligence and 

inquisitiveness in none less than her counterpart. Rti’s softness is also displayed on 

more than one occasion. When a fellow woman is heard to be tortured at 

Śiladitya’s palace, she prays for her: 

tSya> Svrt> kumarITvSy ivlap< sMyk! Aaklyit, àawRyte c mnsa – “ -gvn! ! 

pu:p<  Mlaytam! , pr< kilka< ivkazy,” ( P. 35) 

Again, later on when the old man repents for his lost wife, Rti is 

compassionate enough to console him: 

v&ÏSy nynt> Aïu ingRiltm!, §tI Aip injaïu variytu< smwaR naist!, 

pirihtvsna|!clen v&ÏSy laetkmp–sariytU< àv&Äa,  v&Ï> sva:p< ³Ndit, §tI tSy Aïui-> 

A|!clmaÔIk&Ty ivlpit, ( P. 55) 
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IV.I.XII Tilottamā 

The main characters in the novel are Puÿpavallava, Tilottamā, Bhāgyadatta, 

Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa.  

Puÿpavallava is the central male character of the novel, who falls in love 

with Tilottamā during a college picnic. During his youth, he is represented as a 

leader. However, as days passed, he is forced to marry Madhuchhandā under 

compelling circumstances. Puÿpavallava is a handsome and honest man, but weak 

at heart. As per Vadrikeśa, Puÿpa has beauty, youthfulness, education, art-loving 

nature and singing abilities. He however has a peculiar magnetism in his character 

which draws his friends towards him repeatedly. It is tragic that he had to see the 

deaths of both his wife and beloved in a span of a couple of months.  

Tilottamā is a lovely lady with charming looks during her youth. She is 

characterized as an innocent girl in her early college days. After her unsuccessful 

marriage with Bhāgyadatta, she took a strong decision to become a hermit and lead 

a life full of hardships. Even after receiving the proposal of remarriage, she was 

concerned about how she could offer her impure self to Puÿpa. Such was her 

commitment to purity of love, that she sacrificed herself through silent fasting. 

While comparing with Ni ̄limā, her envious friend, the author describes: 

itlaeÄmaya> mralI git> hSte puStk-xar[-i¼ma, muoe AimtzBdvaihnI iSmtalI, 

dI"Rve[I iv-a, s<pU[Rmav&Ä<-zrIr< ySy kSyaip mn Aak;Rit,  
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ikNtu nIilmaya> kuiqlkqa]>, jiqlhas>, sipR[Inaiska cpllpncaln<,        

Zle;-rvcnain, v³gmn<, AxaRv&Ä< zrIr< y< kmip àviÂtu< zKnaeit, (P. 13) 

Bhāgyadatta is a rich and wayward youth who leaves Tilottamā after the first 

day of their marriage and elopes with Ni ̄limā. He is an angry, instinctive, 

superfluous and characterless person. He meets his end in the hands of tribal 

people who suspect him of glancing lustfully towards their girls and women. It is 

ironic that the so called illiterate tribal people care so much for their women while 

Bhāgyadatta, inspite of having an urban background could not give respect for his 

married wife. 

Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa are facilitating characters used by Dr. Dash to form a 

connection between Puÿpavallava and Tilottamā. They depict the typical friends of 

college life who are always there by your side in times of happiness and grief. 

They have shown grit and will in their characters to propose the revival of love 

between Tilottamā and Puÿpavallava. 

IV.I.XIII Visargaḥ 

The main characters in the novel are Nakula, Avinā and Suparn ̣ā.  

Nakula is a weak character who takes the shelter of suicide attempts on 

repeated occasions to overcome his failure in life to earn an economically 

comfortable livelihood. He is ably supported by Avinā, his wife, who seems to be 

much more mature in handling their crisis. Avinā is also supportive of her husband, 

when the neighbours tell bad things about the relation between Nakula and 

Suparn ̣ā. 
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 Suparn ̣ā is Avinā’s sister and she seems to have spent her days with 

domestic unrest from her husband, Sukarṇa. She also tries a suicide attempt and is 

saved by Nakula. 

IV.II Socio-Economic Conditions 

 The socio-economic conditions prevalent in the country during post 

independent era are highlighted by the author. Various social issues are dealt by 

the author in these novels. 

IV.II.I Āvartam 

The Vedic era presents some social customs which are valid even today. The 

ideal relationship between brothers is described by mother Jājāvari as follows: 

Ah< yuvyae> jnnI, yuvamu-aE mm AaTmjaE, mm -a;ya yuva< æatraE, æat&ÖySy s<pkR 

Aakazpvnyae> s<pkR #v, Aakaz> VyaiPtman! , vayurip mhan!, pr< n kda %-yae> klh> 

ïut>, At> yuvyae> klh> n zae-n>, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 164)23 

An important social issue is brought out by the author in terms of Gr tsamad 

declaring to Indra that he could only win Urvaśi provided he was stable and had 

substantial control over the tribe. It is interesting to note that even in these days, 

such assurances are taken relating to the economical well being of the groom. 

 yid #NÔ> yayavran! @kIk&Ty te;a< zaskae -iv:yit tihR %vRzI< àaPSyit, ANywa n -

Ay< ih indRezae g&TsmdSy, #NÔ> @tdwR Ai-neta s<jat>, %vRzI< vzIktRu< c s<kLpbÏ>,.... 

                                                            
23 Āvartam is a part of the book Oum Śāntih.̣ Oum Śāntih ̣comprises of three novels, namely, Oum Śāntih,̣ Arunā and 
Āvartam. 
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%vRzI yayavrI, tdw<R Swaiyvas> AavZyk>, sa...... nGna, At> zaZvtvsnmpeúyte, sa 

%paei;ta, @tdwR inytmahar> ANve;[Iy>,  

#NÔSy dzRnanNtrm! %vRzI Aip %NmaidnI, ik<tu g&TsmdSy kQaer> indeRz>- yavt! 

#NÔ> n SwayI tavt! kalpyRNt< imln< ini;Ïm!, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 178) 

IV.II.II Añjalih ̣

The novel Añjalih ̣ is a closely knit social novel with the scenes following 

each other to depict the overall social condition. 

The growing expenditure pattern with limited income is a reality in many 

households in the country. Even to support a small family, it takes out the peace of 

mind of many individuals. However, hope is the essence. The son would earn some 

day. The daughter may go away after marriage but still the love will remain. At old 

age, Milī, Vimala’s wife will be the symbol of support level. The author has 

presented a concern and thoughtfulness which is prevalent in many homes. 

kNya vySka, puÇae vySk>, pirvarae l"u>, Vyy> Aixk>, AayStu pirimt>, g&h< 

na*aip injSvm!, dey< twaip bhu, At> àitpd< klh>, Anupdm! AnwR>, kaNta icNtakula, 

Svy< s> AnekaNt>, A¢e n ikmip maeday, pNwanStu ivvaday @v, 

ïmae jIvnmy>, 
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Aaza ivñasmUla, ivñasí Aapei]k>, Atae n KlaiNtbaex>, puuÇ> AiSt, s 

%pajRyte!, SnehvxRnay kNya dUrSwa=ip inkqe Syat!, yid va %-y< dUrIy< Syat! twaip Snehae 

n pirvÄeRt, ze;jIvninimÄ< imlI AiSt, yid va sa kalkvle ivglet! twaip tSya> k&it> 

AvlMbnSy A-av< pirpUriy:yit,(P. 57) 

Another issue brought out by the author is the tendency of migration of the 

young generation from villages to cities and therafter settling in the cities. Mitu 

goes to the city for further studies. Thereafter, when studies are completed, he gets 

a good job and he also finds a new life partner apart from a new home. 

IV.II.III Arun ā 

The novel Arunā describes a typical scene of a poverty struck labour town 

area where Varuna the central character arrives. Although poor, the people are 

content. 

vé[> suPTaae vÄRte, Swanimd< inMnngrI, dirÔngrvaisna< ivïamàdez>, AÇ -–USàzR 

kuqI p'!iÄvÏa, paZvRÖy l"uà[ailka>, ngrSy %iCD:qimh jIvnSy Aviz:qsara<z>, 

twaip jna> t&Pta>, ytSte ngrvaisn>, te kmRkra>... izLpjIivn> ... %iCD:qSy 

Aixkair[>, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 124)24 

                                                            
24  Arunā is a part of the book Oum Śāntih.̣ Oum Śāntih ̣comprises of three novels, namely, Oum Śāntih,̣ Arunā and 
Āvartam. 
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When Ni ̄ludā, the artist, extends his help towards Varuna in the form of 

lending his pictures to Varuna for selling the same to earn their livelihood, Varuna 

realizes that business is not a bad profession in society. He ponders. 

   vé[> iciNtt>, %Ämiv³eta @v A*Tve smajSy k[Rxar>, tSy kwa smajSy 

pNwa>, tSy %iCD:q< smajSy -aejnm!, tSy jagitR> smajSy s<piÄ>, tSy t&iPt> 

smajSy iviKlit>,  tSy jIvnI sveR;a< ramay[m!,  tSy jyNtI smajSy pu{yidvs>, 

tSy itraexan< rai:RqymyaRdaidna'!k>, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 128) 

The point to be noted here is that an artistic mind still rendered a middle 

man’s business as a downwardly profession. Although there was money in the 

profession, there was no intellect involved in it. Amidst, the entire societal 

downfall, the good thing that Dr. Dash wanted to bring out is that an artist may not 

be rich as far as materialistic elements are concerned. However, his affluence 

remained in his creations. Even, Ni ̄ludā repented upon sending Varuna to sell his 

pictures. 

nIluda ik<ict! ivi;{[> - Ai-jat> Ax> pitt>, rajpuÇae Vyaxg&he inpitt>, #t> 

kuKkurE> sh m&gya, àitvIiw s<cr[m!, Öar< Öar< c %pspR[m!! ctu:pwe svRSvs<dzRnm!,    

ivi-NnmuÔya c Aavahnm!, jna janNtu, tWy< inêpyNtu, mULymaklyNtu, pairïimk< 

àyCDNtu, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 128) 

Later on in the novel, Ni ̄ludā’s apprehensions turn out to be true, when 

Varuna turns into a full fledged businessman. Varuna’s life gets filled with 

selfishness and treachery. Varuna begins to lead a luxurious lifestyle. 
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Accumulation of materialistic wealth seemed to be his ultimate motive of life. His 

wealthy lifestyle brought new friends.  

mhangrSy ApUvRmhaeTsve vé[ae ivlaskamI, caEyR, zQta, ivñas"atkta c tSy 

mNÇae -vit, tTk&te jIvnm* æ:qv&iÄinimÄm! %iÎ:qvStu, ivlas @v iniolmuLybaex>, 

izLpjatsam¢Is<¢hae jIivkaya> svRze;lúym!, svRtae ¢amí smStzasnSy àkaz>, #Tw< 

ivi-NnbaexmNÇe;u dIi]tae vé[> ³mz> æmd!- iv³eta s<jat>, A*Tve s> s)lv&iÄk>, 

oa*inimÄ< n pun> s nIludampe]te, kda Kvict! tSy g&hmagCDit, #t>, bhusmy< s> 

bNxug&he;u invsit, yda inkqe xn< tda bhvae baNxv>, vé[> nvbaNxvan! s&jit, 

nvInsMpkR Swapyit, At> ]uxainimÄ< icNta naiSt, vaskLpnamip n kraeit,       

(Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 133) 

 

IV.II.IV Madhuyānam 

Madhuyānam has special significance in bringing out the characteristic 

features of religious practices prevalent in the country during the last stages of 

popularism of Jainism and Buddhism. Towards the beginning of the novel, the 

author describes the household of a Jain Brahmin. Although poor, the family used 

to live happily.A picturesque representation is made by the author as follows: 

iz:y> jnEk> jEnäaü[>, v&Ï>, @kmaÇshaiynI -ayaR, @kEv kNya Aitlailta 

nIlaÃna, g&ha¼[< ]uÔtrm!, g&hmip l"u, pirt> nana)lvnm!, k&i;-Uimí A¼n< s<lGn>, 
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g&hSy pZcat! gaezala, gav> siNt, taZc nIla<jnaya> Aitiàya>, duGx"&tadIna< Vyvsayen 

k&i;kmR[a c l"upirvar> suoen invsit, (P. 13) 

The strictness of discipline is enjoyed in the hermitage. 

svRÇ AaïmSy smuict Anuzasnm! AvlaeKy s<tu:q> A-Ut!,......... ivi-NnàaNte 

Aaïm< pirÎZy, sNyaisn< c %pidZy, Anuzasn< kQaerIk&Ty ATyagt> AacayR>, (P.17) 

A girl’s condition during her menstrual periods is illustrated by the author 

with much pathos. It is indeed disheartening that it is a woman (mother, in this 

case) who creates social barriers for another woman (daughter, in this case) for 

issues which are very natural to the human life cycle. It is learnt that a woman is 

fully isolated during such times and she even takes a bath in such early hours of the 

morning, when even it goes without the notice of a bird. 

A* nIlaÃna ini;Ïa, zIlà}Sy smIp< n Aagim:yit, mata ÎFtya àiti;ÏvtI, 

sa ASp&Zya, jnmuomip n Ôúyit, @kiSmn! àkae:Qe %pveúyit, mhavIrmev icNtiy:yit, 

\tuSnanidvsae=ym!, @kiSmn! paÇe Aahar>, @kiSmn! zynIye zynm!, @kSy jnSy 

muodzRnm!, ya mat&kLpa Awva mata sa @v idvssPtke=iSmn! ANn< vsn< c àdaSyit, 

tSya> @v muodzRnm!, tya sh kevlmalap>, AitàTyU;e Snan< ywa p]I Aip n pZyet!,   

(P. 15) 

Various religious rituals are made to be followed by Sāmpratima including 

bodily torture, fasting, austerity and begging in the name of attaining higher 
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realization. These barbaric acts in the name of discipline by some of the religious 

leaders had caused a decline of the popularity of Jainism and Buddhism. 

IV.II.V Nikas ā 

The novel Nikasā hovers around the poverty of some villagers and their 

constant endeavour to overcome the same. The priest Govinda indicates that 

whatever are his earnings get spent in meeting the daily requirements of his sister 

and himself. 

@tdwR< gaeivNd> iciNtt>, pUjavsre yt! ik<ict! di][aêpe[ imlit tÄu ÖySy         

-aejnay pyaRPt< n -vit, kae va AÇ twa-UtdanI< ?  svRe tu dirÔa>,  àsadawR svRe;ama¢h>, 

k&painimÄ< svRe i-]v>, ik< va vtRte @;u Tyagay ? kevl< pirïm>....... kevl<  jIvnm! , (P. 4) 

Govinda explains to Charaka that he hopes to gain financial stability by 

constructing a new room with the broken stones of the temple and giving it on rent. 

He repents that with the passage of time, people have lost hope in the wonders of 

God and are hence donating lesser sums of money to the temple. 

– pZy, crk ! s> kalae ivgt>, Anuidn< dENy< vxRte , AiSmn! smye c 

%drpUitRrip n -vit, @tdwR -Gna<zSy Solt!pa;a[an! s<g&ý g&himd< inimRt< mya,Aaza 

AiSt   

– Aixk<  -aqk< imil:yit, 

– sUcImata ik< n daSyit ? 



119 
 

– tSya> samWyR< kut> ? 

– v&Ïkale=iSmn! -vtam! #yan! lae-> ? 

– crk! Ai-àayae me n }at>, 

– sv<R }atm!, 

– tihR, Tvmavyae> Anznen mr[imCDis ? 

– mEv< vdtu -van!, 

– Tv< n janais, -Gna<ze=iSmn! jIvn< VytItm!, @kda=ip su;uiPt> na-Ut!, 

punZc, tda=y< -Gna<z> g&hmasIt! Axuna=ip twa, piriSwitr* tu i-Nna, tdanI< jnana< 

ivZvas> AasIt!, At> yweCD< dan< k&tvNt>, Axuna ivZvasae gt>, At> pUjaya mhÅv< 

naiSt, danawRmip ké[a naiSt, sveR vi[g!v&iÄm! AaiÔyNte, At> sveR;a< xnmev jIvnm!, 

ASmak< tu %pvasae -aGym!,    (P. 34-35) 

Romance is depicted in a hush-hush manner in which Sūci feels platonicity 

for Charaka. 

àitidnimv A*aip sUic àtI]akuzilnI, crkSy Aagmnay Aatura, pr< ikmip vKtu< 

n zKnaeit, sae=ip pZyNnip n pZyit, smaNtrreoaya< ivNduÖy< imlnay ikyNn inkqIym! ? 

pirt> hrIitma, ctu> paZveR àkaz> svRÇ smvat>,  àvah> AnukUl>, pirvezZc 
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ivnaeds<kul>,  àdezae=ip ivjn>, twaip ivNduÖySy @kmykamna n cirtawaR, %-ySy  

Ai-la;e mnak!  Daya... mnak!  tmsa..., 

shsa pi][> %ffIn>, trv> AaNdaeilta>, Daya> cplaiyta>, kakil> -Gna<ze 

àitXvinta, sUcI pulikta, guLmar{y< àivzit crk>, 

mnis s @v %Tsah>, kmRi[ sEv ïÏa, Aagmne puratnrIit>, Vyvhare ANve;[Iya   

-¼I, krs<calnen g[kIymuÔa, d&i:q"U[Rne %pyaegIya cmTk&it>, nynpirsre c kevl< 

ssImpirix>, twaip zrIre mnak! pulkm!, (P. 21) 

IV.II.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

 The novel gives a live description of the prevalent social conditions of the 

modern era. The absence of ethics at work and trustworthiness is presented by the 

author with reference to Chandanaswāmi ̄’s workforce.The rhetoric questions asked 

by the author provide an insight into the society in general. 

%ÄrvySk> cNdnSvamI %*aegpit>, xnpteri-manen ten jIvn< àarBxm!, izLpSy 

nEpu{ymasa* ten izLpayn< inimRtm!,%*aegSy supircalnaw<R cynsimte> AXy]ae -UTva Svy< 

s> yaeGytman! inricnaet!, %Ämaí kmRcair[ae inyuKta>, ik< sveR æ:qa> ? ik< sveR SvawaRNxa 

A-Uvn! ? ik< sveR Axaegaimn> ?  kuÇ ivluPt< td! yaeGytmSy cirÇm! ....... ? (P. 10) 
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The modern-day health of the education system is criticized by the author as 

follows: 

A*tniz]aVyvSwa ivpyRSta, iz]a]eÇmip æ:qm!, izi]ka duracair[>, iv*aiwRn> 

SvEir[>, n nIit n va tad&z AadzR> kiíd! iv*te, xns<¢hVyvSwamUlkae Vyaparivze;> 

iz]a, iz][s<Swa=Ç ivp[I, naÇ jIvnSy mhÅv< àitpa*te n va jIivkaya 

lúymupSwaPyte, n pun> %-ySy sNtuln< ivcayRte, AÇ iv*aiwRn> sa]at! vNypzv>, 

@kae=ip manvae n d&Zyte ? ikmÇ kevla> pzvae inmIRyNte ? (P. 83) 

IV.II.VII Pratipad 

 The novel Pratipad gives us glimpses of the Indian culture of children being 

in close association with parents. Udbhava was very close to his father and 

considered him to be an idol. He took utmost care of his ailing father. 

 v&ÏipÇae> sevawR< s> A*Tve vaXyìtI, à-atnyne yda vays> kJjl< -rit tdEv %Ïv> 

sevamar-te, sevaya> smaiPt> naiSt, svRda %-ymuoe ‘%Ïv’ @v mNÇ>, (P. 3) 

 Consent of parents for important decision making is also observed as a 

social and cultural practice. When Udbhava requests Mānā to become a teacher at 

the orchard, he reassures that consent of his father has been obtained for the same. 

- %pvne iv*ayn< àarVxVy<....olu, 

- Anen smysd!yap>, 
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- janaim, 

- tihR....? 

- ñ> àarPSyte #it }apiytumagt>, 

- @tdwRm!  #yan! ïm> ? 

- ka hain> ? 

- g&he ipÇae> ka AVyvSwa ... 

- nih, te àsÚa>, Ay< smuictavsr #it Ah< àiSwt>, 

- iv;ye=iSmn! ikmu-aE shmtaE ? 

- te;a< AapiÄ> naiSt, 

- tih< , zu-Sy zIºm! AarM->..... (P. 9) 

Udbhava’s dutifulness is also evident when he takes his parents for 

pilgrimage sacricing his material pleasures.  

Another social issue brought out by the author is Milinda’s arrogance in his 

manlihood and his ignorance for his family members. This important social issue 

has been touched upon in a very sensitive manner with the flow of the novel. 
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imilNdinkqe ASya> zaNte> mULy< naiSt, zaiNt> ivdUrlúya samaijkana< du:k&itt> 

@v smajSy dugRit> -vit, àwmtae du:k&itnaz>, ttae  dugRit> inrSyit, @taÎk! icNtasu 

vasr> tSy xUsr>, g&hm! %pe]te, pTnI< àit %daSte, puÇ< àit c inyRTn>, (P. 34) 

IV.II.VIII Rtam 

The novel Rtam is more of a social drama with interesting relations within 

the family. Various prevailing social issues are well brought out in the novel. The 

envy that a first wife carries about a second wife is explained by the author through 

the pride that a woman carries on giving birth to a male child. The important social 

issue of favouring a male child compared to a female child is highlighted by the 

author through the following dialogue between Kulabhadra and his first wife, 

Shannodevī. The pain undertaken by the husband in maintaining a balance between 

two wives is also brought out by the author. 

zNnaedevI Aip $:yaRpray[a, puÇàaPte> gaErvmnu-Uy sa nIcd&:q!ya AvnI< Ô&:qumar-t, 

³mz> AvnIlaetke kul-ÔSy s<sar> sNtulnivhInae=-vt!, mnaemailNy< klhe pir[tm!, 

tdnu AvnI sda ivrKta...kuipta..., 

 kul-Ôae ivpNn>,  

pUvRs<kLpe s AaTman< ivmWy sTyæ:qae -ivtumup³aNt>, manisk - -arsaMy< c 

hairtvan!, AzaNte> vlye intra< dGx>, %-y< baexiytu< s bhu cei:qtvan!, ikNtu s)lae     

na-Ut! , @kda injàkae:Qe s zNnaedevImahUy A-a;t!, 
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- ik sv<R ivSm&tm! ? keym! AvnI ? ikmwRm! Aagta ? kw< tv sevaya< inyuKta ?  ken 

àkare[ sa ASyEv g&hSy sklkayaRi[ in-alyit ? ikmett! svR janais ?  

zNnaedevI srl-aven kul-ÔSy muo< ivlaeKy icNtya jfI-Uta, kul-Ô>     

ivcilt-aven -a;te Sm, 

- AvnIsevya Tv< punjRNm lBxvtI, puÇ< c àsUtvtI, puÇ< àaPy sv<R ivSm&t< ikmu ? 

ikmwR< te $:yaR ? kw< c AsUya ? kae va mTsrSte ?   

zNnaedevI iv;{[a,  

kul-Ôae kuipt>, (P. 8) 

An interesting family conversation is presented by the author, when Avani ̄ 

ploys to keep Subhān ሶka at his would-be in-law’s place so that his own issue, 

Ananta is able to inherit Kulabhadra’s property. The downfall in societal values is 

highlighted by the author with the dialogue. The other side of the story may be 

seen as the blind love that a mother carries for her own son and she does not 

hesitate to be outspoken for the benefit of her own son. 

kul-Ô> ik<ict! ivicNTy Avdt!,  

- tihR ik< kir:yam> ?  

AvnI Nyêpyt!, 
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- Jye:QdevI icNtanêp<u kay<R -vtu, 

- ivvahidvs> Avxar[Iy> olu ? 

- tÇ ka icNta ? %pk{Qen sh vataRlap> kÄRVy>, 

- tdw<R àwmt> sNdez> àe;[Iy>, 

- -vtu....., 

- ikNtu ivvahanNtrm! ..... 

- zu-a'!k> tÇ SwaSyit, 

- kuÇ.....? 

- %pk{QSy g&he ....., 

- AvnI ? 

- %pk{Q @kakI, punZc tSy Apirimta sMpiÄ>, tÇ iSwTva zu-a'!k> daiyTv<   

in-alytu, 

- Avin....! 

- AÇ iÖxa kwm! ? v;RÖyanNtrm!, AnNtae=ip smwR> Syat!, svRmÇ s sMyk! 

caliy:yit, 

- AnNt>....? 
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- nUnmev, 

- ikNtu zu-a'!kae me Jye:QpuÇ>...., 

- -vtu nam, n tt! s<pkR< àité[iÏ, 

- nEtNme raecte, 

- ik< tihR, %pk{QSy g&he iSwTva s> kin:Q> Syat! ? 

- nEv, nEtNme taTpyRm!, 

- Jye:Q #it ik< s svRSy à-u> Syat! ? 

- n td! viCm, 

- tihR, ik< kwyit ? 

- AnNtSy icNta tu pZcat! kir:yte, 

- ikmwRm! ? s pZcaJjat #it hetae> ? 

- nih....., kin:Qae hey> ? 

- nEten tSy Avmanm!, n va Apmanm!, ikNtu kin:QSy myaRda i-Nna, 

- na=h< ik<ict ïaetuimCDaim, Ah< g&ih[I, yNme éic> tdev -iv:yit, 

- kwmett! Syat! ? 

- tdwRmupay %pSwapiy:yte, 
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- nEv....nEv....., -aivin kale æat&ivvadinimÄ< Tvmev kar[< -iv:yis, 

- tihR, AnNt> ik< dasIpuÇ>? 

- mEv< vd, Avin....., 

- pZytu , AnNtae yid heyae -vet! tihR ivvaday -van! @v kar[< Syat!, 

- Avin....., kw< sda AnwRmupSwaPyis ? nEtt! Zae-nm!, sMyk! icNty....., sMyk! 

ivcary....., (P. 21) 

The concept of an Hermitage as conceived by the author through the plot 

depicted in the novel is brought out as follows. It shows the noble intent in the 

concept of an Hermitage and the author’s mind is reverberated when he explains 

the framework of an hermitage in modern day society. 

g&hSwana< danen Aym! Aaïm> àiti:Qt>, te @v vanàSwm¼Ik&Ty AÇ invsiNt, 

sNNyaisnae -viNt, AaïmSy ivi-NnkmRi[ AaTman< inyaejyiNt, te AÇ iv*aiwRn Aasn!, 

crme vyis AÇEv te zaNternusNxan< kuvRiNt, zaiNtrev crmÅvm! mnu:ysmajk&te zarIirkdENy< 

n twa hainkark< ywa maniskdENym!, dEeihkdairÔ!Sy %NmUln< n svRwa sM-vet!, %pzmStu  

-vedev, pr< sit c maniskdENye sm¢mip jgt! Xv<smuom!_yupEit, tdwRmÇ  }anSy 

àaxaNym!,  }animh tu sdsd!ivvek>,  s @v ivmzRiv;y>, tdwR n kevl< crm< vy> 
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Apeúyte, Aiptu mUltae mn> tyEv idza àer[Iy< -vit, tdev suom!, tdev zaNte> indanm!, 

(P. 27) 

A silver lining to the value system is illustrated by the author, when Ananta, 

the younger step brother of Subhānሶka approaches him and urges him to return 

home to take the responsibilities of looking after their property. It is quite ironical 

that Avani ̄ who is Ananta’s mother, has a crooked mind of depriving Subhānሶka of 

the property for his own son’s benefit but it is the son who invites Subhān ሶka to 

look after the property. The typical oriental value system prevailing in society is 

brought out when a younger brother sticks to the ethical practice of letting the elder 

brother have the first right of inheritance of property. 

- -van! Ai-jat>, Aai-jaTymev vxRiytumÇ -van! àizi]t>, #danI< àiz][Sy vy> 

%ÄI[Rm!, At> Swane=iSmn! -vtae invsnm! ASmTk&te n zae-nm!, tÇ g&he nana 

daiyTvm!, nana c kmaRi[,tTsv<R in-aliytu< kae va vÄRte ? ipta AsmwR>, mata c 

%pe]azIla, sv<R tÇ #tStt>, Atae -van! àTyagCDtu, yt! kÄRVy< tÇ svR 

ivcar[Iy< -vet!, (P. 56) 

IV.II.IX Śaśirekhā 

 The novel Śaśirekhā shows the results of socio-economic differences present 

in the masses. Abhrapad and Lipsā are representative of the wealthier class while 

Śrīmukh, Medinī and Śrāvan ̣i ̄ represent the poor. Abhrapad and Lipsā are both 

arrogant of their wealth and hence do not respect their counterparts.  
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 The novel also shows Dinaman ̣i as the dutiful servant who had served 

Abhrapad’s father, Abhrapad as well as Urvi ̄, Abhrapad’s daughter. It shows the 

faithfulness of a servant over three generations.  

 Majority of the characters are proud of their condition and hence could not 

adjust each other’s company. This is pertinent to the modern day culture, wherein 

people find difficulty in adjusting to each other’s requirements. 

 Induketan’s works of charity are also significant in the modern day context. 

It creates apprehension of how funds are managed in large social projects. Śrīmukh 

visited a temple, few villages, schools, hospitals and various other places built by 

Induketan. Everywhere, Śri ̄mukh found misery, poor maintenance, dilapidated 

conditions and malpractices.  

 The social issue of favouring a male child compared to a girl child is also 

brought out by the author. Abhrapad was not happy with a girl child and 

considered it to be a sheer outflow of wealth! 

 AæpdStu AsNtu:q>, kNya jata #it tSy mhan! kaep>, At> s jNmaeTsvSy 

sklmip AaEpcairk< Ny;ext!, namkr[s<Skar< ivhay naNyt! ikmip ANvmaedyt!, 

 SvymaTmna SpxRte Aæpd>, n s kNyaya> ipt&Tv< SvIkÄuR< à-vit, n va kNyaya> 

ivsjRninimÄm! AaTman< àStaEit, #danI< àwmtya s AaTman> prajymnuicNtyit, intra< c 

pIfyte - yid puÇae=-iv:yt! tihR tSy sMpiÄ> bhugui[ta A-iv:yt!, kNyajnne tu sMpÄe> 

]y>, (P.45) 
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IV.II.X Śikhā 

 The novel Śikhā gives us glimpses of the Orissan culture of considering Puri 

as a place of pilgrimage and visiting it once during one’s lifetime. It is a place 

where a person seeks solace during the last stages of his life. In the novel, 

Kulaman ̣i, his widow daughter Rajani ̄ (who sees her husband in Lord Krishna) and 

Murmu, the servant visit Puri during the Kartika month which is considered 

auspiscious. 

 mumRu> Aayaejne mGn>, s purI< gim:yit, jgÚawSy dzRn< kir:yit, pap< 

]aliy:yit, mhaedxaE Snan< kir:yit, du:k&tain naziy:yit, saxusJjnana< sMmelne 

ikyTkal< yapiy:yit, mn> pirvtRn< kir:yit,  #danI< tÇ masavixvas>, ìt< c idnpU[Rm!, 

kIÄRnmip twa, sdEv kmR, kda va ]aiNt ? s<àit ivïamae imil:yit, Staek< inZvasay 

kal>, ik<ict! %pveznay Avsr>, sevapUjaw<R c Avsr>, xnxmRadInamjRnawR< n pun> kal> 

Aagim:yit, yÚ-vet! vyis AiSmn! tÚ -vet! kale kiSmn!, (P. 51) 

 The author has brought out another important social issue in the novel, Śikhā 

that is widow remarriage. Even, he father Kulaman ̣i is convinced that her daughter 

could not be married off, since she is a widow and is cursed. Murmu is shown as 

the face of innocence. Kulaman ̣i opines as follows: 

- Are mumaeR ! Tvmip inbaeRx>, ivxva< kae=ip pir[yit va ? ikmwR< v&wa æmis ? A*Tve tu 

Aivvaihta> kNya ivxva #v jIvn< nyiNt, yda AnU–Fanam! @tad&zI dza tihR ivxva< 

kae va p&CDet! ? vExVym! Ai-zap>, àaGjNmn> du:k&te> pir[am>,  
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- Ai-zapSy ik< inv&iÄnRaiSt ? 

- sM-vet!, ikNtu...? 

- kae=ymupay>...? 

- %pay>...%pasna , -gvit -iKt>, àv&Äe> inraex>, punZc s<Skar>....,(P. 11) 

IV.II.XI Śitalatrs nā 

The novel Śitalatrs nā describes the social bonding that a marriage brings into 

a woman’s life. Although modern, the oriental thought processes fill the heroine, 

Rti’s mind. The strong relations that a marriage provides to a husband and wife are 

brought out by the author. 

ivvaht> pr< bhuidn< gtm!, ikNtu pTnI #it Anu-v nagt>, sa àlpit--van! me 

pit>, Ah< c -vt> pTnI, twaip ivZvasae n -vit, tSya> vcnmip yuiKÄsh< n -vit, sa 

prMpramnukraeit, prMprya yiNnxRairt< tdev sTym!, iv;ye=iSmn! baLyt> àiz][< lBxvtI, 

ivvah> bNxnm!, (P. 1) 

The stature that a husband enjoys in the eyes of a housewife is brought out 

by Rti with her feelings. 

pit> sagr #v mhan!, Aakaz #v VyaiPtman!, sUyR #v smdzIR, tr¼ #v pTNya> 

smStkamna> pitmev Ai-xaviNt, #it ivicNTy ! \tI Avdt! –  

– -vNt<  àaPy jIvn< me s)lm!, (P. 3) 
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The lifestyle of a boatman’s family and the aspirations that prevail in the 

family are brought out by Sumatī’s thoughts. She thinks of how to groom her next 

generation so that they also develop to be torch bearers of their father’s profession. 

What is important is the simplicity of thought processes that embrace Sumatī’s 

mind and the picture that she sees in the horizon under the socio-economic 

condition in which her family operates. It also reflects on how she spends her days 

when her husband has gone out with his boat. 

 muomip kaEtukpU[Rm!, nyna¢e kevl< tSya> pit> trI c - PlvmanaE gCDt> 

AagCDt>, #t> pr< sa injpuÇkNyadIn! AanIy AÇEv iz]a< daSyit, trIcalne ywa te 

xur<xra> -iv:yiNt twa sa yit:yte, kNya AÇ iSwTva dIp< xir:yit puÇ> naEcalnSy 

A_yas< kir:yit, sa -iv:yit indeRizka, ANxkare %-y< pirTyJy prI]a< kir:yit, puÇSy 

A_yas> vixR:yte ! dIp< ivna=ip s> ASya> Svr< inzMy kUl< àap!Syit, tt> Aak&it< 

l]iyTva kUlmagim:yit, tt> AnupiSwtaE kevl< tSya> iSwitàdezmnumay kUlmupE:yit, 

tt> isiÏ>, tt> mm Avsr> - sumtI Ahst!, (P. 17) 

 The downfall in societal values is described by the author in the scene at 

Śiladitya’s palace where drunkards enter the palace. Śiladitya is an evil person who 

uses girls to satisfy his desires. Śiladitya’s thoughts about women depict the male 

dominance and chauvinism of society. He is so degraded that he addresses the 

female sex as a commodity and a means for relaxation. The scene is so terrifying 

that it sends out shivers in Rtwik and Rti who flee from the place. It is symbolic 

that the bad is able to drive out the good from the scene of turmoil. 
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- A*avix n imilta nvIna ? 

- nvIna Aadez< àtI]ma[a, à-ae...! 

- ny, @na< -uKÄam!, jnakI[RmagRe ivsjRy, 

kumarI Aitkatra, tSya> ivlap> bihrip suSp:q>, va:pakula sa Anunyit, 

- kuÇ gim:yaim ? AadaE ivvahSy àitïuit< me àday -van! AÇ mamanItvan!..., 

- ha...ha...ha..., ivvah> @ka samaijkI Dlna, narI...? narI @ka %p-aegSy sam¢I, 

tdwR ASmak< svaR=ip àitïuit> imWya-, jMbuk...! 

- à-ae...! 

- ny, Tyj @na< piw, 

- dUi;tyaEvn< nITva kuÇ Axuna gim:yaim ? 

- ha>...ha>...ha>..., rs¢h[at! pr< s*ae=ip ïI)l< vih> ini]Pyte, suNdir ! janais ? 

Tvad&zsuNdrI[a< myaRda @kmuhUÄRinimÄ< pLy»e @v, ANyda tu narI saepantlSy 

t&[m!, 

jMbuk...! 

- idnEkSy -aejnay xn< dÅva vih:kué @nam!, ( P. 34) 

The author explains the immortality of cultural heritage in the social 

existence. It is interesting to note that the author displays a positive attitude amidst 
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all the social devaluation in his extempore to the readers. He explains that 

everything is mortal while culture is immortal. 

#d< c s_ytaya> àtIkm!, s<Sk&te> pircaykm!, - VyiKÄ> ièyte, pr< s_yta 

A¢esrit, s<Sk&itStu pñgaimnI, svRmÇ nñrm!, pr< s<Sk&it> Aivnñra, ywa iv;kIq> 

iv;< -u'!KTva jIvit twa s<Sk&it> m&t< -u'!KTva jIvit, m&tmiNv:y Am&tTvmaiv:kraeit, yÇ 

tu àv&iÄ> pUJyte tÇ s<Sk&it> n d&Zyte, kevlma-aste, yÇ pun> àk&it> tÇEv s<Sk&it> 

Aak&itmyI, ( P. 37) 

Another instance of social devaluation is described in the novel where a sage 

preaching philosophical thoughts to villagers flees with an accumulated sum of 

money when attacked by a bull. The author has tried to expose the veil of 

hypocrisy which is prevalent in modern society. The couple repents as follows: 

- Aymek> kpqvezxarI yz>kamI, Anya rITya xn< s<g&Ÿait, @eZvyRen c invsit,   

-aege;u sM-aege;u c àmÄae -vit, puní Anen %payen jniàyae=ip -vit, 

- tihR , xnawR< yzaeinimÄ< c kpq> Aaïy[Iy>? 

- h~ \tI! Dlnasu kpqe;u svRe #Twmi-nyiNt, xnay yzse c Aymev A*Tve s<sarSy 

magR>, ( P. 41) 

IV.II.XII Tilottamā 

The novel Tilottamā describes the practical questions faced by Puÿpavallava 

and Tilottamā when Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa had surfaced the proposal of 
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remarriage. Even with the air of modernism, they were skeptical in the decision 

making process thinking not about their own lives but what the society would think 

about them. The author has sarcastically penned his thoughts through the 

characters of the novel. 

Puÿpavallava opined as follows. 

‘ikNtu, pZy ASmak< smajae vÄRte,’ 

‘tihR - ikm-Ut! ?’ vdit biÔkez>, 

‘ivcary ! àwmt> tSya> pit> vÄRte #it ivvah> AsM-v>, iÖtIyt> yid va m&t> 

tihR ivxvaivvahapvad>,’ 

‘ikNtu sa pirTyKta’ – Smaryit Aazutae;>, 

‘pZy Aazutae; !  smajae=* bhuàgt>, twaip r][zIl>, ivxvaivvah> kevl< 

ïUyte, n kae=ip izi]t> SveCDya pai[< ¢hItuimCDit’- pu:p> io*it, (P. 89) 

Similarly, Tilottamā’s thoughts are brought out as follows by the author. 

‘ikNtu Aazutae; ! àk&tjIvn< n cliCcÇSy AakiSmkI imlnkwa, n va kivtaya> 

-avàv[v[Rna, n va AaEpNyaiskSy AadzR> pirkLpna, vaStvjIvn< kiLptjIvnat! 

bhupíat! vÄRte, vaStvjIvn< svRda z&Œiltm!, tSy smajae vÄRte, æat&bNxupirvarpirjna> 

sveR iv*Nte, sveR;a< tIìd&i:q> SveCDacar< inymyit svRda, puní – Ah< narI – iÖtIyt> 

ivvaihta ....’ (P. 96) 
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The social dilemma from both the angles is brought out by the author to pose 

questions to the minds of the readers. 

The novel also covers the downfall seen in a noble profession such as 

medical practice. The doctor treating Madhuchhandā was so very greedy that he 

refused to treat her without money. He sent Puÿpavallava to collect money from 

whatever means before he starts any treatment. Lack of timely treatment ultimately 

led to pregnant Madhuchhandā’s death. The cruelty of the issue creates 

helplessness even in the minds of the readers. 

‘h~ ,ikNtu ï&[tu -van!’ – icikTsk> ANxkarSwanmi-gtvan!, pu:p> tmnus&tvan!, 

icikTsk> pu:pSy SkNxaepir hSt< inxay znErvdt! –‘ yid -van! tSya> AazuSvSwta< 

kamyte tihR #danImev pÂztéPykai[ me ddatu, ANywa ikiÂdip n -iv:yit, pZy -

,......(continued) 

icikTsk> kayaRNtrVyap&t #v Ai-nIy gNtumu*t>, 

‘ï&[tu #danI< tu raiÇsmy>, g&hmip gNtu< n zKnaeim, miÚkqe tu #yiNt éPykai[ n 

siNt,’ 

‘tihR, kw< -iv:yit ?’ 

‘-van! me smy< ddatu – ñ> à-ate @v daSyaim, DNda< SvSwIkraetu -van!, pu:p> 

icikTskSy hSt< x&Tva Anunyit, in:Qurùdy> s ikmip ïaetu< nECDt!, %pe]ya Avdt! – 

‘ivp{ya< n kae=ip piricta> ? tt! smIp< gTva Aany – ñ> à-ate te_y àTypRiy:yit,’       

(P. 81)   
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The doctor continued his cruelty further to question the nobility of the 

profession itself in the reader’s mind. 

IV.II.XIII Visargaḥ 

Nakula is a potter and inspite of ten years of his marriage, he has not been 

economically stable. The author describes his condition using his means of 

livelihood as follows: 

ivvahtae nEke idvsa VytIta>, AvIna mnis tu sdEv zaiNt-¼>, tSya Ai-yaege @k 

@v àZn> -  ikmup-uKt< mya ? dzv;aRi[ gtain, kalvlye=iSmn! yaEvn< ivgiltm!, AaiwRkI 

dza twEv -y»rI, vsne sEv milnta, mStke tEldanay Avsrae naiSt, krStu A¼arSy 

lIla-Uim>, sEv lIla sm¢mip deh< sam¢Ikraeit, Axunavix m&t!paÇa[a< inmaR[< te;a< c dah< 

dEnNdIn< kmR>, kutae muiKt> ? AiGnzala tu sdEv ¢asiàya, (P. 9) 

With the changing times, a few potters had changed their profession to get 

involved in the manufacturing of bricks. This is an ideal example of the face of art 

being devoured by materialistic thoughts. 

ANye kuM-kara yuganusar< te;a< rIit;u pirvÄRnmanItvNt>, te;u kecn v&iÄimma< 

pirTyKtvNt>, kecn kuM-adIna< inmaR[< pirTyJy #:qkain inmaRiNt, #:qkana< vai[Jy 

te=xuna àiti:Qta>, ten c te pu:klSy la-Sy Aixkair[ae -viNt, tdwRm* te;a< k&i;]eÇe  

#:qkana< StUp Aaiv-Rvit,  #:qkana< ]eÇ< tu jnpd>, (P. 22) 
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A realistic touch is brought in by the author, when he describes the small 

talk between neighbours that happen. The neighbours discuss about an improper 

relation between Nakula and his sister-in-law, Suparn ̣ā. A typical narrow mindset 

is brought up by the author depicting the social poverty in thinking power of 

commoners. 

shsa ciktae nkul>, 

kSyict! àitveiznae vcn< tSy ïv[e inpittm! - 

- pZy, -ae ! ikyan! Ay< æ:qacarI ? pTnI AiSt, puÇae vÄRte, twaip kamukae=y< 

ZyalIà[yI s<jat>, 

ANy> kiZct! àTyvdt! - 

- Are ! ZyalI tu sveR;a<  iàya, ikmÇ AaZcyRm! ? tv ZyalI naiSt va ? Awva ZyalI 

te g&h< nagCDit ? (P. 52) 

IV.III Feminism 

 Dr.Dash’s novels give a strong message for feminism through a collection of 

ideologies aimed at defining, establishing, and defending equal political, economic, 

and social rights for women. This includes seeking to establish equal opportunities 

for women in education and employment. Keshab Chandra Dash advocates the 

rights and equality of women through his novels. In many novels, the female 

characters are in pivotal role to form the plots.  
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IV.III.I Āvartam 

The author brings forth a sense of compassion in the mind of Urvaśi, when 

she hears about the physical assault and tortures her fellow Jājāvaris have 

experienced in the aftermath of war. Urvaśi is so moved that she decides to leave 

Indra in the later part of the novel. 

  %vRzI dIpalIi-> guhamalaekyit, guhaÖare v&hÎIp %Jjagr>, %vRzI tu %dasIna, 

smrSy d&Zy< y*ip tya navlaeikt< twaip sklv&Ä< ïutm!, mnis tSya> kevl< iv;yÖy< 

s<lGnm! – yayavyR> xi;Rta>........ viNdnI dasIk&ta>,(Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 201) 

 Dr.Dash has also utilized woman power in representing the building of a 

new civilization through the hands of mother Jājāvari. It is interesting to note that 

at the beginning of the novel, mother Jājāvari puts a boulder in the cave mouth as a 

symbol of controlling the evil. It is the same mother Jājāvari, who at the end of the 

novel, tries to build something new by removing the obstruction from the mouth of 

the cave. 

IV.III.II Añjalih ̣

The characters of Mili ̄ and Kakalidevī show different forms of feminism. 

While Milī is representative of the woman who is instrumental in giving the family 

its completeness, Kakalidevi ̄ is symbolic of the modern day working woman. The 

author has used the female character to save the male character, when the latter is 

in distress and trouble. It is also to be noted, that Vimala tries to find solace in his 

Mili ̄, which is not only representative of love but also symbolic of the strength in 

the female character which is used to safeguard the male characters.   
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IV.III.III Arunā 

 Dr. Dash has re-established his strong support for feminism in the novel 

Arun ā by carving Yaminī’s transformation. Yaminī is a woman of tremendous self 

dignity. Although her name suggests ‘night’, all her activities are associated with 

those which the morning brings. When Varuna asks Yamini ̄ about who her teacher 

was, she responds in a matured manner that it is Mother Nature who had taught her 

the bamboo tricks.  

Furthermore, when Varuna inquires about her spinster status, Yaminī 

cunningly replies that she is already married to her profession. Yaminī’s 

independent nature also gains precedence when she goes out to show her bamboo 

tricks to support Lallū’s ailing condition. The author has created a sense of 

independence in her female characters, so that they share equal importance in the 

novel along with other male characters. 

IV.III.IV Madhuyānam 

Madhuyānam portrays Nilañjanā as an intelligent character when she asks 

Sāmpratima the authenticity of the methods adopted by him for attaining Nirvān ̣a. 

She is seen to adopt the method of confrontation as a means for resolving conflict. 

The author carefully uses the boldness of a female character to question the 

orthodox approach of Sāmpratima. Nilañjanā asks a series of powerful questions in 

her dialogue: 

“AacayR ! A* vdtu ikimd< invaR[m! ?” 

“ Axuna ? AiSmÚvsre ? Asmye kwmy< àZn> ?” 

“ n ikmip ïaetuimCDaim A*, A* -van! %Ärtu,” 
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“ ikimy< te ØuveCDa ?” 

“h<...,AacayR ! A* , AxunEv ASy àZnSy %ÄrimCDaim” 

“ikmwRimy< nIrvta? tihR -vta=ip n }atm! ?” 

“yid invaR[< sTy<, tihR tSy ik< Svêpm! ?” 

“tihR, ik< xmRSy lúym! ?” 

“invaR[Sy Swanimh kuÇ?” 

‘yid zrIr< n iv*te, tihR Anu-v> ken àkare[ s<-vet! -?’ 

‘nih, neTw< vKtu< zKyte, AaTma inilRPt>, y> AaTma duo< suo< va nanu-vit kIÎ&z< s 

invaR[mnu-vet! ? punZc yt! Anu-ivtu< n zKyte tSy kLpnaya< kae va la->? kae va %pkar>?’ 

(P. 77) 

All the above mentioned questions are very basic and fundamental in nature 

and challenge the very approach Sāmpratima had taken in the realization of 

Nirvān ̣a in Jainism. At the end of the chapter after her questioning session, it is 

interesting to note the happiness experienced by Nilañjanā (ApUvRmanNdmNv-vt! 

nIlaÃna -). It was a sense of accomplishment by Nilañjanā that she was able to ask 

the reasons which would otherwise have remained as eternal truths. The author did 
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not take the help of Śi ̄laprajña in creating such circumstances, although he would 

have been an obvious choice of the reader. It is the promotion of feminism by Dr. 

Dash that provides the opportunity to Nilañjanā for such a role in the novel. 

IV.III.V Nikasā 

 Dr. Dash has again left his trademark of feminism in the novel Nikas ā by 

putting an imaginary female character Māyā in Yamunā’s thoughts. The presence 

of Māyā is very symbolic as the name suggests. Māyā crafts her way throughout 

the novel even being an imaginary character. The character being imaginary, the 

author could have easily portrayed a male child – however he has chosen Māyā 

and created a plot to demonstrate an ailing mother’s appeal for marrying off her 

daughter. 

IV.III.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

 Candrā is depicted as a strong character with individualism. Her strained 

relationship with her father, her blind love for Mahendra, her lessons learnt and her 

transformation is used by the author to successfully name the novel as ‘Oum 

Śāntih’̣– a transformational journey to peace. 

IV.III.VII Pratipad 

 A very sensitive side of feminism is brought out by the author in the novel 

‘Pratipad’ through the character of Mānā. The character has displayed maturity in 

bouncing back from falling in love with different men. She had the maturity to 

consider Udbhava’s elegance and Mukunda’s body inside Milinda. Mānā is seen to 

be fighting all by herself, when her hand is given in marriage to Milinda who gave 

her an unsuccessful marriage. Mānā shows courage in asking Milinda to leave 

when she finds him hitting his son. Then she starts afresh in Udbhava’s orchard. 
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IV.III.VIII Rtam 

 Dr. Dash has crafted the female characters in the novel R tam through 

Shannodevī, Avani ̄ and Avidhā. Different facades of feminism are exhibited when 

Shannodevī is potrayed in contrast to Avani ̄. While the former feels proud on 

giving birth to a male child, the latter shows the negative side of a character when 

she ploys to deprive Shannodevī’s son of Kulabhadra’s property. Avidhā is again 

depicted as a moderately strong character, since she carries an individual opinion 

against Subhān ሶka, the hero of the novel. Even Avidhā displays exemplary maturity 

when she forgives Uparka on seeing tears in his eyes for a peaceful married life. It 

is good to see that all the female characters are used by the author to form 

important links to the story rather than only being ornamental to the theme of the 

novel. The strengths of the characters are such that they decide the course of the 

novel – be it Avidhā’s liking for Uparka instead of Subhānሶka or Avani ̄’s strategy at 

the climax.  

IV.III.IX Śaśirekhā 

 The author has used the novel to raise his voice against the injustice faced by 

the girl child. Urvī was never favoured by Abhrapad, who wanted a male child. 

However, he has used the same girl child as a means for reunion of Lipsā-Śrīmukh 

as well as Śrāvan ̣i ̄-Abhrapad. 

 Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is also described as a meek and gentle woman. But when Abhrpad 

asked Urvī for the money she received as a prize, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ came out of her shell and 

called Abhrapad AnayR.....! lMpq........! ra]s>....., ca{fal>....., dUrmpsr....., mUF>..... 

nraxm>....., (P.79) 
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IV.III.X Śikhā 

The novel Śikhā represents a strong case of the use of feminism to develop 

the novel. When Śampā assumes an important role in running Vilāsa’s 

organization, her character is used to reveal the problems that modern-day women 

face in society. Women are exploited – they do not have any place other than the 

kitchen. There is danger when they go out to work. The author describes: 

yda à-&it ivlas> zMpahSte kayRinvaRihkaTven daiyTv< smpRyit tdar_y sa AaTman< 

twa v[Riytu< àitveizÖar< gCDit, A* yid @kSy tihR Apridne AprSy g&h< gCDit, 

mihlam¼lsimitiv;ye àcaedyit, sa ivv&[aeit – mihla A*Tve inyaRitta>, pakzala< 

ivhay  ANyÇ tasa< Swan< naiSt, bihgRmne ivpt!, g&he c inyaRtna, kmR]eÇ zae;nm!, svRÇ 

-ym!, svRda c zae;[ay jna æ:qv&iÄka>, @;a mhtI smSya, àit]eÇ< narI[a< Swan< 

suri]tmip Ari]timv, @tSy kar[< Sp:qm!, nayaeR ih n jagêka>, izi]ta Aip n 

icNtazIla>, svaRsa< }atsare "qna tu AéickrI -vit, ikNtu n ka=ip àitvdit, nayR> 

p{ya -viNt, pr< n ka=ip Svrm! %Twapyit, sMmuoe @v ta dasI-viNt, twaip n      

Ai-yu'Kte, @tSy kar[< narI[amsaihTym! ... s<kI[RSvawRprta....#R:yaRpray[ta....,          

(P. 18) 

IV.III.XI Śitalatrs nā 

Dr. Dash has brought into light various female characters in the novel 

Śitalatr s nā through Rti, Sumatī and Basumati. Each character plays a defined role 

in the novel and the author has successfully represented various forms of a woman 
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through Sumatī’s caring attitude, Rti’s innocence and suppressed desires as well as 

Basumati’s expression of love. Each character has an aura of independence and 

thinks freely. It is to be noted that throughout the novel, it is not R twik, the hero, 

but these female characters who have displayed a mature thought process and at 

the end, the hero is symbolically reminded of these female character: 

KlaNt> clit, hStÖy< muKÄ-aven daelayte, mnis -avna> t&[ayNte, 

- ............ \tI.........., 

- ............sumtI.........., 

- ............ vsumtI.........., ( P. 76) 

It is also to be noted that the entire novel is centered on the thoughts of 

different women in the novel – be it Rti, Sumati ̄ or Basumati. It is their feminism 

which carve the story. 

IV.III.XII Tilottamā 

 The author has named the novel upon Tilottamā, the central female 

character. The chemistry between two female friends in college, namely Tilottamā 

and Ni ̄limā are also brought out subtly. Although, Puÿpavallava and Tilottamā both 

loved each other before their individual marriages, the irony of fate led Tilottamā 

to lead a disturbed life post-marriage while Puÿpavallava led a happy one with 

Madhuchhandā. The partiality of society towards the masculine sex is yet again 

captured by the author.  

 The revolutionary side of a female character is brought out by Dr. Dash 

when Tilottamā questions the so-called norms of society. 
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 itlaeÄmaya> ivPlivmn> JvldasIt!, n sa àitzaexay smwRa n va àayiítay, kit 

xUimlàZna> mnis smuiSwta> -‘kae=y< smaj< inimRtvan! ? kae=y< narIpué;yae> 

samaijkanu:Qan< ‘ivvah’ #it %d"ae;yt! ? kae=y< xnluBxpué;an! xinkan! Ai-êpvrpe[ 

iSwrIk&tvan! ? kevl< xn< %p-aeg> ik< jIvnm! ? ik< ivvah> jIvnSy AiviCDÚm¼m! ?’       

(P. 52) 

Parallely, the author has also highlighted the strength of the female character 

through Tilottamā’s life as a hermit in contrast to Puÿpavallava’s broken-down 

condition after Madhuchhandā’s death.  A strong message is voiced by Dr.Dash 

through the depiction of these contrasting yet close-knit characters. While 

Puÿpavallava is always seen to be supported by his friends, Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa, 

Tilottamā struggles through life single handedly. Even, in death, she glorified the 

commitment to her purity.   

IV.III.XIII Visargaḥ 

 Suparn ̣ā’s freedom from Sukarṇa is signified by the arrival of their baby girl. 

Suparn ̣ā liberates her inner self through the birth of Bula and this is significant, 

since the author has again sown the seed of a feminist touch to the story. The baby 

girl is a symbol of progress, youthfulness, cleanliness, happiness, hope and 

independence. 

 A»e tSya> izzukNya .......... @ka àgit> taé{ySy .......... @ka  sMpiÄ> 

piriCDÚsmySy .......... @ka SmarkI AanNdmy][Sy .......... @ka viÄRka Aaza=laekSy 
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.......... @ka izoa Aaidy}Sy .......... @ka lajleoa Svaix:QanSy .......... @ka tiqnIzaoa 

dhnSy.......... daehnSy .......... maehnSy.........! (P. 70) 

 The story is sown around the feelings of female characters and the female 

characters also show enough strength of character to overcome the weakness of the 

central male character, Nakula. Bula, the daughter of Suparnạ̄ is also seen as the 

rebirth of their dead daughter, Ilā, by Nakula and Avinā. 

 However, quite uniquely in the novel, Visargah ̣, Dr. Dash has hinted an anti-

feminist feeling through the words of Nakula. Probably, it is an attempt to show 

the hypocrisy in the mind of individuals in the modern era. Nakula ponders, 

 kNya< jNm< dTva sup[aR ik< suionI Syat! ? sa in>shaya, shayêpe[ puÇ @v tSya> 

àyaejnIy< vStu, Anen suk[RSy punragmnmip sM-vet!, kNyajnnen tu sup[aR punraTman< 

NyUnIk&Ty jIivtumip n #CDet!, kNyajnnimh ih Ai-zapay -vit ........ du>oay -vit, 

nkulae guÃne mGn> - nih, kNyaya> àyaejn< naiSt, puÇae -vtu, sup[aR suionI -vtu,        

(P. 60) 

IV.IV PLOT CONSTRUCTION 

 The plot constructions of the novels involve a series of interconnected events 

in which every occurrence has a specific purpose. In general, Keshab Chandra 

Dash has used the plots for establishing connections, suggesting causes, and 

showing relationships.  

Generally, it is observed that the novels have a context setting, followed by a 

conflict with the society or self or somebody else or even with a situation. Then the 
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various characters get involved in a rising action to reach the climax and thereafter 

the novels reach a conclusion.  

In some of the novels, the writer weaves two or more dramatic plots that are 

usually linked by a common character and a similar theme. 

Not much of an episodic plot or flashback is used to narrate a string of 

events. 

IV.IV.I Āvartam 

As per the ancient literatures and as contained in Shrimad Bhagwat and 

other religious books, there was once a 'Prajapati' named Tvashta, who had a 

devout and pious son named Vishwarupa. Vishwarupa, blessed with three heads, 

was a sage having immense spiritual strengths, which evoked a sense of insecurity 

and fear in the mind of Lord Indra, the king of the Inderlok (Paradise) and in a fit 

of rage Indra killed the good sage. When Prajapati Tvashta came to know of the 

incident, he became furious and performed a Yagya with the purpose of avenging 

the death of his dear son. From the holy fire was born another son of Tvashta, 

whom he named as Vritrasura and whose sole aim in life was to avenge his 

brother’s death by destroying Indra. 

 Vritrasura then meditated and undertook a penance as the result of which he 

was granted a supreme boon. As per this boon no weapon known till then, could 

kill him, and he would not even die of anything that was either wet or dry or any 

weapon made of wood or metal. The boon also ensured that his power would go on 

increasing during the battle. Upon being granted this boon, Vritra waged a battle 

against Indra and his forces and managed to give a crushing defeat to him as a 

result of which Indra had to flee from the battle scene leaving behind his elephant 

Airawat. Vritrasura then took over Inderlok, forcing Indra to flee to Lord Shankar 

for help. Shankar along with Brahma went to lord Vishnu to seek his help. Vishnu 
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advised them that they should first win the confidence of Vritrasura, befriend him 

and then kill him when he may not be on his guards. Vishnu also advised them that 

they should pray to the Goddess so that through her 'Yogmaya' she may render 

Vritrasura incapable of intelligent thought. Indra did as advised and was 

consequently blessed by the Goddess. 

After this Indra managed to befriend Vritrasura and once when Vritrasura 

was asleep on sea shore, Indra collected sea-foam as it was neither wet nor dry, 

neither wood nor any metal and it certainly could not be categorized as a weapon. 

With the intention of using the sea foam as a weapon to kill Vritrasura, Indra 

summoned the Goddess to enter the foam. When the Goddess entered the foam, 

Indra wrapped it around his Vajra (a deadly fierce and favourite weapon of Lord 

Indra, made out of the bones donated by Dadhichi ' Rishi') and with this Vajra he 

killed Vritrasura there and then. The Devtas, rid of the menace of Vritrasura, 

praised the Goddess for keeping her promise of helping them in their hour of need. 

The above mentioned plot has been used by the author to bring out the 

dilemma of culture and modern practices. The plot has been built and neatly 

grafted into twenty smaller chapters. Each chapter has logically tried to complete a 

scene, an incident or a thought. The transition of chapters is also executed 

smoothly, so that the reader is able to summarise the happenings that occurred in 

the earlier chapter. 

IV.IV.II Añjalih ̣

The plot in ‘Añjalih ̣’ is constructed around the central character Vimala and 

his journey from being a teacher in one college to the other. On one hand, when he 

is already burdened by family pressures, he maintains his honesty only to find 

himself transferred to another college. 
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His good relation with Kakalidevī in the new college fetches him ridicule 

and mockery. He again fetches a transfer order due to his good relation with 

Kakalidevi ̄. In the new college, he is fooled by the college principal and dumps 

him of some money. The plot is gradually sensitized here. In a typical cinematic 

style, Kakalidevi ̄ turns to save Vimala in his daughter’s marriage. The climax in 

the novel is continued when Mitu, Vimala’s son moves to the city and gives his 

parents the news that he has joined a well-off job and also found a new life partner. 

The most refreshing part of the novel is seen towards the end when Vimala and 

Mili ̄ decide to start a new life. The story is written in a simple and lucid style 

unlike many other novels of Dr.Dash.  

IV.IV.III Arun ā 

The plot is built up in the novel Arun ā around a centrally strong character 

Ni ̄ludā surrounded by weaker individuals such as Varuna. The plot grows in the 

form of discussions between Nīludā and Varuna regarding the downfall in societal 

values. Yamini ̄ is brought into the novel at regular intervals to bring down the 

monotonicity. Yaminī’s actions are symbolic of individualism. The climax is 

grafted in a manner wherein an unethical person tries to use Ni ̄ludā’s pictures with 

his own writings. It proceeds to an extent where Ni ̄ludā dies after the person beats 

him up. The unfriendly and unsocial behaviour of the neighbours after his death 

trigger Varuna’s transformation. Varuna switches his profession from being a 

street vendor to a dancer. The conversation between Varuna and Yaminī is crafted 

in a matured way, wherein Yamini ̄ is seen to respond to difficult question posed by 

Varuna. Their romance is depicted as one where circumstances have always over-

ruled the wish of the mind. The story content in the novel is slightly weak and Dr. 

Dash has used the novel to spread the message of principles. Descriptive narratives 

are present in abundance which highlights the author’s mastery over the Sanskrit 

language. 
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IV.IV.IV Madhuyānam 

The novel Madhuyānam is one of the early novels of the author and the 

entire storyline is divided into short chapters. Each of the chapters has helped the 

author in gradually building the plot and it also makes the reader comfortable with 

the pace of the novel. The backdrop of Jainism and religious austerity is explained 

through the preachings and methodologies of Sāmpratima.  

The author generates a hero in the form of Śi ̄laprajña to counter the orthodox 

practices while Nilañjanā is developed to be the heroine who persuades the hero to 

get initiated into Jainism.  

The plot is built with descriptions of the lifestyle of disciples of the 

hermitage and regular confrontations are presented to provoke the reader’s mind. 

Although, the plot is constructed on the backdrop of hard austerity of Jainism, a 

romance is groomed between Nilañjanā and Śi ̄laprajña to bring about an element 

of romance. However, the plot turns to be a tragedy when the couple fails to unite 

with each other and the heroine dies in the lap of the hero. 

The return of the hero maintaining anonymity is quite interesting and produces a 

spark in the novel signifying the victory of simplicity over imposed harsh rules. 

The hero’s quest for eternal truth and challenge to set practices throw open 

dimensions of modernism in the thought process of readers. Throughout the novel, 

there is an intended criticism of the orthodox religious practices and its ill effects 

on society, in general. 

IV.IV.V Nikas ā 

 The plot is built up in the novel Nikas ā around a temple which is shown in 

dilapidated condition depicting the changed era of destruction where circumstances 

are provocative to test our moral values. The author nicely builds up the case for 

the poverty struck Govinda who is in requirement of constructing an additional 

room in the temple premises. His financial instability becomes his license for 
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renting out his newly constructed room at higher rates to foreigners. The scene is 

dramatized with an ailing sister, Yamunā, who hallucinates about an offspring 

named Māyā. The plot peaks when Yamunā proposes her imaginary daughter, 

Māyā’s marriage with an attending doctor, Charaka. Consequently, Charaka is in 

love with Sūci, another village girl but the duo does not reveal their love for each 

other. The plot weakens and turns out to be a tragedy, when Charaka leaves the 

scene and does not return. The author is successful in keeping the readers guessing 

about the climax but Charaka’s departure turns out to be quite an anticlimax for the 

novel. Probably, Dr. Dash had carefully planned such an end to the story to pose a 

question in the minds of the readers as to whether circumstances mould humans or 

it is the humans who create the circumstances! 

IV.IV.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

 The plot is built up very nicely with many events lined up to engross the 

reader. A continuous storyline is formed, wherein the characters are exposed to 

real life situations. The plot is based on the life of a poor boy, Cakradhara, who 

flees and lands up in an industrial environment. This is typical of the situation of 

modern India wherein there is an exodus from the villages to the urban parts of the 

country.  

The plot thickens when the industrialist’s daughter, Candrā, falls in love 

with the dishonest manager of the factory, again symbolic of the modern day 

anarchy and infatuation. 

Through provoking scenes, such as attempt to murder and setting the factory 

on fire, the author builds the plot and poor Cakradhara emerges to be the honest 

and loyal hero. His popularism is symbolic of the unionized industrial environment 

prevalent in the country and sparks some amount of socialism. As the novel 

matures, the dishonest manager dumps Candrā and Cakradhara also inherits the 

industrialist’s wealth on exhibiting his loyalty. However, Cakradhara passes on the 
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entire wealth to the industrialist’s daughter and dies in the lap of his mother. 

Amidst all this, Candrā gets transformed and builds a memorial for Cakradhara. 

The plot brings out the uniqueness in all the characters and helps in building a 

logical conclusion to the novel. 

The reason for Chandanswāmi’s unrest is bifold25 – daughter and property. 

The nature of his daughter always pains him and at the end he dies. Abundance of 

wealth also creates problems for Chandanswāmi. 

The second problem of the plot is Candrā. She is fond of showing off and 

with the dazzle of fashion, Candrā forgets her duties towards her old father and is 

trapped in the beauty web of Mahendra. Candrā is representative of the modern 

woman who is inclined towards enjoying various pleasures. 

The third point of problem is Mahendra. He is having a problem of 

excessive greed. He wants to lead a life full of pleasures and luxury. Such a life 

requires a lot of wealth. In order to gain such wealth, he marries Candrā to take 

control over Chandanswāmi’s property. He does not love Candrā. He only marries 

Candrā as a step towards his personal goals. 

The root cause of all the three problems are – greed, aspiration, affection, 

desire etc. The solution to all these problems is seen in the character of 

Cakradhara. His life is depicted as an experiential journey on the path of peace and 

at the end, with his exemplary selflessness and sacrifice leads to a self attainment 

of happiness. 

IV.IV.VII Pratipad 

 The plot is built by the author in small steps where he has first set the 

backdrop of the orchard, lifestyle of the different characters and then also 

introduced the readers to various routine problems of various families. Small 
                                                            
25 Prasad, Jagdishwar, Oum Śāntih ̣ :In search of Śāntih,̣ Drik,P. 24 (in Hindi) 
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elements of romance are introduced by the author – the one between Mānā and 

Udbhava, between Mukunda and Mānā, between Mānā and Milinda and between 

the blind couple. Each such romance has been used by the author to give new 

twists to the novel. 

 A dramatic climax is constructed when Milinda goes away leaving behind 

Mānā and her son, Udbhava returns to the orchard to find it in a dilapidated 

condition, Mukunda is tensed about Udbhava’s thoughts and finally, when 

Udbhava finds his slippers and the kohl pot in the orchard. He even meets Mānā 

and the suspense is broken when Mānā narrates her entire story to Udbhava. 

IV.IV.VIII Rtam 

The plot is built up in the novel Rtam in the most interesting manner in 

which the reader is kept in suspense till the climax of the novel. The author uses 

various characters in the novel to establish a storyline with real life situations. 

There are flashbacks occurring recurrently along the story. The climax is built up 

in the story with all the characters assembling for the coronation ceremony. It is 

important to note here that each character has contributed to take the story forward 

in a manner in which the reader’s interests are protected.  

The daily problems in family life are explained nicely where there is a 

conflict between two wives. The story passes from one generation to the other 

when a young lady is brought in to the novel to add an element of romance. 

Treachery between friends is revealed when the young lady gets involved in a love 

triangle.  

A younger brother’s duty towards his elder brother is also represented by the 

author. Finally, the climax ends up in deciding the fate of the characters in line 

with the name of the novel, which means the ‘path of truth’. 
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IV.IV.IX Śaśirekhā 

 The method of parallel plot construction is employed by the author in which 

two incidents are developed parallely.  

On one side, the story of Lipsā and Śri ̄mukh is developed into an 

unsuccessful marriage in which Lipsā’s arrogance leads to the departure of 

Śrīmukh from family life. Śrīmukh travels from place to place supervising 

Induketan’s properties. 

 The other parallel episode narrates another unsuccessful marriage between 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and Abhrapad where the latter’s arrogance keeps Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s simplicity 

subdued. 

 The climax sees Śrāvan ̣i ̄ being rendered speechless and Śri ̄mukh being hit by 

Abhrapad which creates a dramatic impression in the minds of the readers. The 

author uses Urvi ̄ who is Śrāvan ̣ī and Abhrapad’s offspring to unite the two couples. 

 The plot uses the metaphor of moonlight in the path of darkness (arrogance) 

traversed by various characters in the novel. 

IV.IV.X Śikhā 

Various characters and their roles are well knit to develop the plot of the 

novel. For example, the character of Niśānt is used to draw away Vilāsa to the 

materialistic lifestyle. Later on, it is Vilāsa who adds fuel to the conflict between 

Niśānt and his wife, Śampā. The plot provides good insights to the cultural heritage 

of Puri being a pilgrimage and also the craving that people have in making to Puri 

at least once in a lifetime.  

A dramatic climax is formed when, Vilāsa returns to find that Murmu has 

inherited the entire wealth of Kulaman ̣i. He shouts at Murmu only to test his 
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composure. Murmu was ready to give back everything to Vilāsa, but the latter 

disappeared. 

IV.IV.XI Śitalatrs nā 

The plot is built up in the novel Śitalatr s nā amidst the suppressed desires of 

the hero and it ends in a tragedy. The author uses various examples throughout the 

novel to aid the hero in proving his point of platonicity and abstinence from 

physical relationships. It is ironic in nature that at the end after Rti’s death, it is 

Rtwik, the hero, who realizes his mistakes and repents for his wife’s loss. The 

author’s command over the language is noticed, when he demonstrates the case of 

the old man losing his wife through the metaphorical representation of a cow. The 

series of metaphors are continued when the old man is countered by comparing his 

wife to a gold coin.  

The plot is well built up through a series of conflicts between Rtwik’s stance 

of lack of physical desires and the experiences which he comes across such as the 

union of Sumati ̄ with the boatman, Rāmdās’ worry for her wife who was about to 

give birth to their fifth child, Śiladitya’s lust for women, the love between 

Basumati and Mohan and the old man’s worry for her lost wife. All the incidents 

are in sharp contrast to Rtwik’s beliefs and author is quite successful is the rising 

portion of the novel to build the climax. However, at the climax, R ti falls sick and 

loses her life. It is very surprising that there is no mention of any medical 

assistance being given to Rti, although Rtwik is an educated person. The climax is 

very tragic and the consequences give rise to the novel’s name which is aptly kept 

as Śitalatrs n ā, implying unfulfilled and cold desires. 

 

IV.IV.XII Tilottamā 

The plot is built up in the novel Tilottamā around the love story of Tilottamā 

and Puÿpavallava. In the first quarter of the novel, the picturesque lake of Chilka is 
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described with the backdrop of Kālijai ̄ hill. The description of love gains new 

heights when described amidst such romantic atmosphere. The choice of the spot 

represented tragedy before union, since it is in Chilka that the legendary bride 

Kālijai ̄ died in a storm while going to her groom’s house after marriage. 

The story continued to separate the two lovers after a brief love affair and 

marry them off to different people. The author has nicely grafted the plot to keep 

continuity in the novel. Shorter construction of sentences and abundant usage of 

dialogues simplify the climax to the plot. 

An element of drama is seen in the novel, when Bhāgyadatta gets angry 

upon Tilottamā and decides to take revenge on her by passing a single night and 

finally eloping with Ni ̄limā, who was Tilottamā’s envious classmate and 

Bhāgyadatta’s village girl. It is ironic that both Bhāgyadatta and Ni ̄limā are killed 

by tribals. 

Madhuchhandā’s death is well planned by the author representing the 

downfall in moral values seen in the modern era, when the doctor refused to treat a 

pregnant woman without five hundred rupees. Puÿpavallava’s tragic loss is 

narrated by the author quite dramatically. 

There is suspense when both Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa visit the hermitage and 

ultimately find Tilottamā over there, renamed as Madhusmitā. The two friends are 

used by the author as a connecting tie between the memories of the past romance 

and the tragic conditions of the current age in which both Puÿpavallava and 

Tilottamā were entangled. They persuade the couple to marry each other, but at last 

Tilottamā’s strong principles prevail over the novel.  

The novel is full of dialogues to keep the reader’s interest and giving a touch 

of realism of the modern era.  
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IV.IV.XII Visargaḥ 

The plot is built up in the novel Visargah ̣ amidst the financially weak family 

condition of Nakula and Avinā. The author uses suicide attempts by the characters 

throughout the novel to aid the release of frustration. The plot develops slowly 

from these frustrations and fails to grow into a solid storyline. The predictability of 

events fades the colours of the story. 

The climax is reached when Nakula himself saves Suparn ̣ā from committing 

suicide. Kalanidhi is portrayed as a symbol of knowledge who guides Nakula – 

however, the character could not add value to the pace of the story. 

The character of Sukarn ̣a adds drama to the plot with him refusing to return 

to Suparn ̣ā and Nakula hiding the same for the sake of Suparn ̣ā’s mental condition.                 

 

IV.V Narration 

 The narrative mode used by the author is used to convey the plot to the 

readers. Narration, the process of presenting the narrative, occurs because of the 

narrative mode.  

 The point of view of narration is expressed by the author as that conceived 

by the various characters. Some of the major elements of narration used by the 

author are Description, Scene and Summary. 

 In a Description, the author describes the environment and backdrop in 

which the characters carry forward the story. Descriptive references encompassing 

minute details of the environment and that of the conditions under which the 

characters get involved in the novel are put at strategic parts of the novels to bring 

some relief to the readers.  
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In a Scene, a specific issue takes a shape based on the interaction of various 

characters. A scene usually includes dialogues between the characters to achieve a 

goal through proposition, conflict, reaction and decision. 

In a Summary, a particular event is narrated in a way which represents the 

end result of a series of events. Instead of narrating all the events, the author uses 

this powerful tool to let the readers know the end result and hence form an opinion. 

All the above tools are used by Keshab Chandra Dash as discussed below.  

IV.V.I Āvartam 

Description: 

 The description of a lonely woman (mother Jājāvari) in a hilly environment 

is given at the beginning of the story. 

 yayavrI icNtamGna, nynpwe tSya>- kit %Nmui{fta> padpa>, zae-mana %pTyka, 

%NmÄa izorïe[I, xUimlae idGvly>, inidR:qme"magR>, padpzI;aRNtrale blakana< 

pir³mapw>, plazàsUnanamaTms<kaec>, ini;ÏigirHrI[a<, hSvs<car>.... .... 

 pvRtSy kiqdeze yayavrI AasIna, paZveR ³IfamGn< puÇÖym!, sk&t! sa puÇ< 

inrIi]tvtI, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 161)  

Scene: 

 In Chapter 12, the author has presented a motivational scene, where Indra 

addresses his followers to be ready for the war. He brings in a touch of feeling for 

one’s ancestral property and the farmlands to arouse the fighting spirits. 
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 Swaiyvsit;u #NÔ ivhrit, srae;< svaRn! Jaagryit, @kIkraeit, yuÏay Aaþyte,  

- pZyt, #ymSmak< k&i;-Uim>, k&i;rev ASmak< jnnI, ASmadev jatain jIviNt, 

vxRNte, pirpu:yNte, , ASya r]aw<R Aisxar[< ktRVym!, -Uo{fimdmo{fIkÄRVym!, 

vIrzaei[ten m{fiytVym!,vy< vIra>....sTypwSy c Ai-yaiÇ[>, raiÇ> A* 

smaPta, inÔa< pirTyJy %iÄ:Qt....., (Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 196) 

Summary: 

After Indra decides for the war and the war finally takes place, the author 

summarizes the effects of the war at the beginning of Chapter 15. Instead of 

describing the war in detail, the author summarizes as follows: 

yuÏe bhvae m&ta>, Aneke Aahta>, kit c ndIjle;u Plaivta>, Aviz:qa> kit 

viNdk&ta>, Aneke #tStt> plaiyta>, smrizivrai[ -Gnain, yayavyR> xi;Rta....m&:qa.... 

k&:qa>...., 

#NÔ> sdpR< pZyit, 

XvStndtqI twaip smrka'!i][I, ndI c zvvaihnI, pavRTyàdeze ma<saznpi][a< 

Daya m{flI-vit, ASWyvze;e;u ñan> ku{flI< ivdxit, (Oum Śāntih ̣, P. 199) 

 



161 
 

IV.V.II Añjalih ̣

Description: 

The simplicity of family life and the intricacies of need are interleaved in 

Vimala & Milī’s family. The author describes as follows: 

zinvasrIys<kLpe;u AvkazidvsIyàbaexnasu c imlIivmlyae> s<sarae vanàSwI, 

AartIizoa du>smySy laetk< ipvit, àawRnaya mUCDRna mans< à]alyit, i-iÄzYyaya< 

smUhicÇ< sanuragm! AtIt< õpyit, ivías @v -iv:yiÚêpyit, isÏaNt¢h[ay c vÄRman< 

in:p*te imlIisÏaNte s<sarae hr[iày>,(P. 63) 

 The condition of a family where the husband is out for most of the time and 

the family is managed by the lone hands of a wife is explained nicely by the author 

above. 

 The ending in the novel, Añjalih,̣ is described by the author in a situation 

wherein Milī is arranging for the evening prayer and Vimala comes home to Milī, 

gives his offering (Añjalih)̣ and start a new life afresh. The environment is 

picturised by the author as: 

 dIp< dIpyit @kaiknI imlI, A¼ne cNÔSy mNdriZm> cTvràemI, tulsImUle xUpgNx> 

p[Rrisk>, tElaKtviÄRka ÖardehlItle AaTmiàya, kpaqm! Apav&Äm! devàkae:Qe pUvRvt! imlI 

XyanSwa, (P. 99) 

A description of the environment in a village pond during Mili ̄’s bath is 

provided by the author in a very lively manner. 
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matamhI pu:kir[Itqe d{faymana, imlI õan< ivdxait, ikmip ApUvRm! Anu-vit, 

@kpaZvRe cNÔSy milnJyaeTSna, AprpaZvRe sUyRSy Aé[zae-a, sMmuoe jlm!, tÇ c 

ivkista kumuidnI, l"umTSyana< -Gna %tPluit>, imlI Tvrya hirÔak'!kumaidi-> zrIr< 

ivilPy pun> pun> õatum! AarBxa, (P. 10) 

Scene: 

 After Kakalidevī had given five thousand rupees in lieu of the jewellery, she 

employs a strategy to give back the jewellery which overwhelmes Vimala and 

Mili ̄. The scene presents a drama in the simplest form.The short sentences capture 

the mind of the reader. 

- h~, imlIdeiv...! mya tu ivSm&tm!, 

- ikm! ..? 

-  ilqI íïUg&h< gta, mNye, punZc tya sh sa]aTkar> n -vet!, ikiÂt! %phÄRVym! 

AasIt!, 

- nih, td! ivSmrtu, %piSwit> pyaRPta, %phare va ikmixk< Syat!? 

- nEtt! smIcIn< -vet!, @td! g&Ÿatu, Swapytu, 

kakildebI svRmip suv[Rm! AÃilpU[R< imlIkre smpRyt!, ivml> %Tsuk> sÃat>, 

- Are....! ikmett! kraeit ? 
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- smIcIn< kraeim, (P. 84) 

Summary: 

After arranging for the loan, Vimala came back home and started arranging 

for the marriage. The various activities are summarily represented as finding the 

groom and writing down invitation cards. 

ivml> k&tk&Ty sÃat>, g&h< c àTyagt>, ivvahVyvSwa< ivihtvan!, vrae 

mnae=nugu[>, ANyaya Aip AapiÄ> naiSt, A* svaRÚip baNxvan! inmNÇyit ivml>, imlI 

shyaeignI, sa namain inidRzit, ivmlae iloit, (P. 77)   

The novel is narrated by the author in such lucid and simple style that it 

creates a lasting impression in the minds of the readers. 

IV.V.III Arun ā 
 

Description: 

When Varuna spends his sleepless night at Ni ̄ludā’s place, he ponders. The 

author describes as follows: 

vé[ae ivinÔ>, 
nyne tSy tmsa àpÂmyI, AàpÂ< àpÂte ngrà[al>, twip AdUre d&Zyte deihnI Aa-a, 

#d< c AdUr< à[almuom!, AÇ idGvxU> hirÔamyI, saxkIyanu¢he mhakaz> ñetkay>, kalí 
smtl>, tdnu shsa imïrage Aakaz> ³mze;>, idGvxU> ivvsna, $;CcuMbne iv-a 
Aé[ayte, tdnu @eKym! AinvRcnIym!, @kvcn< c v&wa,(Oum Śāntih ̣, P. 125)                           
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Scene:  

When, Varuna goes to the marketplace to sell some of Ni ̄ludā’s paintings, he 

gets engrossed in witnessing Yaminī’s dance. He is so lost in her performance that 

he ends up in being robbed off all the paintings. Somebody steals them and leaves 

Varuna in a helpless situation. He feels ashamed of the entire situation. The scene 

is nicely depicted by the author in which a mixed bag of emotions is depicted in 

series.  

vé[> Aagt>, n&TySwle %piSwt>, inkqe icÇ)lk< Swaiptvan!, jnghne c àiv:q>, 
muoen v³I-Uy n&Tye ivlIn> s<jat>, o{fv<ze;u n&Ty< àdzRyit v<zeñrI, -¼Iivze;an! "ae;yit 
lLlu>, yaimnI maeh< ivtnute, sITkare vepwuman! pirsr>, àz<saXvin;u %TsaihnI yaimnI, 

vé[> tNmy>, 
%dre ]uxa, pirCDde milnta, mnis twaip @ka¢ta, n&Tye AanNdmiSt, nÄRkIlpne 

lav{ymiSt, tdIyd&i:qxare Am&tmiSt, Axre c midra baeixiàya, sklva*tale sa 
iàydizRnI, 

lLlu> %d!yapn< "aei;tvan!, vé[ae injSw> A-Ut!, pr< shsa htvak! s<jat>, tSy 
icÇ)lk< caeirtm!, k< va àúyit ? sveR saxv> àityNte, sveR injkmRlGna d&ZyNte, ywarIit 
sveR;a< àcln< gmnmagmnmip, kae va AÇ caEr> ? kSy va kmRi[ icÇ)lke ? (Oum 

Śāntih,̣ P. 129) 
 

Summary: 

In order to bring in connectivity and continuity to the novel, the author 

summarizes the different phases of Varuna’s life. After Ni ̄ludā’s death, Varuna’s 

lifestyle changes. The author summarizes the turn of events as follows: 

%ÄmSy s<}amiNv:yn! vé[> ¢amtae mhangrIpyRNtm! Aagt>, nana g&hItvan!, nana 

c pirTyKtvan!, ANtt> mhangre=iSmn! ïe:QI-vnSy kLpna tSy luPta, nIludam! Anusrn! 
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Aip àk&t< nanus&tvan!, yaimNya sh crn! Aip tWy< n inêiptvan!, A* Aaiv:kare n SvawR> 

Aip tu $:yaR @v $ñrayte,(Oum Śāntih,̣ P. 151) 

The narrative summary gives the transformational characteristics of a person 

travelling from the corners of a village to the broadway of urban lifestyle. 

 

IV.V.IV Madhuyānam 

Description: 

The novel, Madhuyānam, has a series of descriptions. Some of them are 

explained below. 

The concept of Nirvān ̣a is described through comparision of the same with 

human anatomy as follows: 

mnu:yzrIre AiSw vtRte, AiSw xvlimit janÚip jn> sk&t tdvlaekiytu< neCDit, 

AiSw #v invaR[mip mnu:ySy kamnavasnaid;u àlIn< vtRte, ywa rKÄma<s-Snayu-

àSnayUnamuTsar[e AiSw %pl_yte,tCc xvlimit }ayte, twEv kamnadIna< naze invaR[la-ae 

-vit, (P. 2) 

The author criticizes the modern day value system through a narrative 

illustration of the public knowledge as well as the stringent religious practices. It is 

emphasized that sustainability is based on the right practices and beliefs rather than 

the blindfoldedness of followership. 
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...A* iv*a=ip mnu:ye naiSt, buiÏZc VyKÄaE n it:Qit, laekmtmev buiÏ>, 

s<xinmRa[< s<xIkr[< iv*a, iv}anpnIyàcar @v ivÖta, kuliqya v&iÄÂ kulInta, 

ANtzUNyta  @v AadzR> paZvR - pirvitRtvan!  zIlà}>, 

...@ka rIit> yid bhuidnpyRNt< àclit, ³mz> sa prMpra êpe[ g&ýte, ASya> 

pr<praya> pirvtRn< n shjsaXym!, twaip pirvtRnIym!, prMpraya> @k @v AadzR> n svRda 

s_yta< jIviyt<u  à-vit, ANxxaimRkta c n sda saeFVya, parMpirk> AadzR> Awva 

Anukr[Iy AadzR> yda manvSy Ax>ptnay kLpte #it kenaip àitpaidtm!, tda s AadzaeR  

-UTva Swatu< nahRit ,(P. 46)  

In his speech to the public, Śīlaprajña describes the wishes of mankind. He 

emphasizes on the philosophy of wishful thinking by different types of people. The 

author’s simple and lucid style of narration is noteworthy. The basic requirements 

of mankind are described in his speech.  

“ AaTmIya>....!   

jIvn< mxumym!,ik< tu pivÇjIvnyapne @v mxu imlit pZyNtu ... izzu> #CDit 

oelnam!, ikzaer #CDit ³IfawRm! Avsrm!, yuva #CDit Ai-êpm!, bNxu> #CDit ùdySy 

hasm!, àeimk #CDit Axre mnak! iSmtm!, v&Ï> #CDit %pneÇm!, v&Ïa #CDit  

shayyi:qkam!, ]uxaÄR #CDit mui:qimtmÚm!, ippasu> #CDit ibNduimt< jlm!, vaszUNy 

#CDit @kpadimt-Uimm!, vNdI #CDit muKtmlym!,                                                         
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k&;k> #CDit %TpaidtSy mULym!, ïimk> #CDit pairïimkm!, iz]k> #CDit 

nmSkarmekm!, svRkar #CDit krm!, svaeRpir VyiKÄ> #CDit inrapÄam!, Svmtpae;[ay c 

Aixkarm!, @tt! Sv<R saxiytu< xmR> vaÁDit ï&ŒiltjIvnyapnm!, xmR> AnuzaiSt 

shSwtam!, Ai-ka<]te c smaTmIytam!, pae;yit smNvym!, At> sahSWymev jIvnSy 

mxu, yt> mnu:y> jNmt> shSw>.....”(P. 60) 

After Nilañjanā’s confrontation with Sāmpratima, the author describes the 

nature and surroundings in the eyes of the former. 

nIlaÃna d{faymana, nynpurt> pvRt> xUiml>, sUyR> jldSy ANtSw>, At> n 

d&Zyte, twaip riZm> Anu-Uyte, %:[ta SpzR]ma, v&]Sy Daya ikNtu n d&Zyte, Daya> 

rZmyZc prSprmNtlIRna ? %-ySy v[Rmip @kaTmm!, pirt> %-ySy yaegp*sÄa, Aixk< 

ikmip naiSt, (P. 79) 

Scene:  

The immediate after effects of a newly born romance between Śi ̄laprajña and 

Nilañjanā are evident in the following scene. A steady headed Śi ̄laprajña gives into 

Nilañjanā’s demand of driving him into initiation. As a sense of gratitude as well 

as a newly found love, Śi ̄laprajña becomes a ‘Yes Man’ to fulfill Nilañjanā’s 

wishes. The scene is important due to the fact that it decides the future course of 

the novel and establishes Śīlaprajña’s sensitiveness and responsiveness towards 

Nilañjanā in the latter’s mind. 
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tae;isKÄa AasIt! nIlaÃna, ùdy< tSya %CDld! AasIt!, sivnymudtrt! sa – “ mmaÇ 

ikmip naiSt, -gbtae mhavIrSy Aaiz;a -van! SvSw>,......twaip mnag! vKÄVy< me vtRte ”  

“vKÄVy<...? -vtu ! bhuvar< mÄ> vednaya> zBda> ïuta> Tvya, Aprm* TvÄ> 

mxumxurzBdan! ïae:yaim” - Ahst! s> - 

“tv m¼law<R bhuàaiwRt> mya -gvan! mhavIr>, bhuvar< mansja c Aayaeijta mya, 

Aneka maniskI c k&ta - àit}ata Aip, vdtu ..., yt! àeryaim – kir:yaim n ?” AxaemuoI 

sa, 

tSya> m&duvcn< ASy mans< i-ÚdasIt! - 

vd...,vd....,nUn< kir:yaim – 

mnag!iv-aVy sa Avdt! –“AagaimnI pUi[Rmaidvse -gvt> mhavIrSy jNmidvs> 

Aaptit, tiÎne @v mhavIrSy dI]a< g&Ÿatu ”- 

“dI]a...? àlMb< inZvistban! zIlà}> “tt> ik< -ivta ?” 

“jIvn< -vt> smuÚIt< -iv:yit, sda zaiNt> imil:yit, dugRit> ApE:yit”- 

“ken àkare[ }atvtI ?”  
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“AacayR> @v vdit, ipta, mata, bNxujna Aip tt! smwRyiNt,”- 

“bhujanais Tvm!”- #it s> ta< inkqmanetu< ytte, ikNtu s dUrI-vit, 

“ik< smwRyit -van! ?” sa skaEtuk< tSy muo< pZyit mStkmalufy –“ nUn<...nUn< 

kir:yaim yd! vid:yis,” inkqayte ? (P. 23) 

An intense scene is described by the author with high level of emotion and 

drama when Śi ̄laprajña meets Nilañjanā but could not recognize her. Śi ̄laprajña’s 

frenzied search for Nilañjanā is pictured in the scene where he questions a 

sanyasini on whether she has seen Nilañjanā, not realizing that she is the one 

whom he is looking for. The rigour that the body carried after her initiation had 

rendered such a austere look to Nilañjanā, that the beauty of a woman was lost. 

This intensity reverberates in the following dialogues. 

shsa injsÎz< jn< ivlaeKy s> iviSmt>, inkq< gTva ApZyt! - tNÔayte, znE> 

tmuTwaiptvan! –‘sNyaisn!.....!’ 

zBd< inzMy Vy¢a=-Ut! nIlaÃna,nynmuNmaeCy ikyt! kal< t< sa ApZyt!, 

k{QStSya> zaekgd!gd> A-Ut!, nIrva AasIt! sa – 

“ yuvjIn....! kut Aagtvan! ?” 

“  sa<àitmSy Aaïmt>”- 
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Zmïul> zIlà}> mnak! Vyiwt>, muoat! ivnaedreoa tSy milna A-vt!, 

“ikm-vt! ? sNyaisn!....!” %NmnI-vit nIlaÃna, 

“nih, yuvjIn! vKtu< n zKyte, AinvRcnIya sa Sm&it.....” 

“ Sm&it.....!kIÎzI Sm&it>?” 

“ tÇEv sa Sm&it> inpitta mm, tSya Aip dzRn< lBxm*avix.....,” 

“ kSya> vataR< kraeit -van! ?” 

“ vKtu< à-vis ? vKtu< à-vis,yuvjIn....! 

nIlaÃna naMnI @ka bailka kda d&:qa Tvya ? 

kda va tt!krt> i-]a g&hIta...?” 

“ nIlaÃna....nI - la – Ã na .... Aa”...Vywte sa, 

neÇ< tSya> %t!pyI-vit, 

“ Vywse...? Vywse Tv< , yuvjIn.....! janais ? ik< janais tam! ....h~.... h~ ....Aa>” 

ba:péÏa A-Ut! sa, 
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“kw< Tv< ba:pai--Ut>, yuvjIn....! ikm!...., ik< Tv< tSy à[yvan! .....!” 

“ nih , nih ...., sNyaisn! !” 

“ Awva, tv àitSpxIR #it ma< icNtyis...?” 

“ nih....,nih, sNyaisn! !ANyt! icNtyaim,” (P. 53) 

Summary: 

Nilañjanā’s condition is summarized by the author after Śi ̄laprajña’s 

departure for begging. The solitary state of a woman’s mind is summarized due to 

the vacuum which had been created due to her loneliness. Śi ̄laprajña’s departure 

had raised apprehensions as to whether he had forgotten Nilañjanā or not. 

Śi ̄laprajña’s love had bewildered Nilañjanā and three long years of waiting did not 

yield any fruits. 

twaip @kaiknItya jIivtu< n me vy> AnumNyte, n kda mnu:y @ka¼tya 

mnu:yTvmaPnaeit, n zaiNt< àaPnaeit, n va àaiPtmnu-vit, At> dehae me             

shSwI-ivtuimCDit, ïut< mya sahSWy< jIvne ApirhayRimit, A* tu Anu-vaim – shSwta 

@v jIvnm!, sahSWymze;xmRSy àit-U>, shSwI-vnmev svRSy pir[it>, 
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..... v;RÇy< gtm!, twaip tv sNxan< n àaPtm!, sveR Avdn! - s> i-]aqnay gt>, 

dUrdeze iSwTva sM-vt> Tv< ma< ivSm&tvan!, ANyjlvayui-> sh pirvitRt>, Tv< kw< va }atu< 

à-ve>- 

narImns> vedna ikytI ? Snehaw<R narI ikydatura ikytI c %NmaidnI, n 

Tvmvgim:yit, (P. 43) 

Nilañjanā underwent a radical change after her conversion from a Brahmin 

girl into a Jain Svetambari. Not only were her physical appearances different, but 

her behaviourial traits also transformed over a period of time. 

A* ikNtu sa %paiska, inrtmupaste, Aa-r[ay lae-ae naiSt, yaEvnawRmnuicNta 

naiSt, saENdyRk&te æU]epae naiSt, @taÎk! pirvtRnawR< AaTmadENymip naiSt, kevlmupasna.... 

saxna.....Aaraxna, snatnIyàitma sa mhavIrSy iÖtIys<Sk&it>, (P. 63) 

IV.V.V Nikasā 

Description: 

A typical description of the monsoon is described as below. Minute details 

are brought out by the author through a natural descriptive style. 

 s<Xya AÇ b<Xya, ANxkarZc kbNx>, suNdrI tu mNdaedrI o*aeitka, zardIya mÃrI 

#h ][ay SvPnjIivnI, Aymev ivze;>, tt> sEv vairxara, l"uinlyana< sEv liltlIla, 

tdev inHRrlailTym!, 
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Aakazae medur>, 

me"ae v;Rit, vIiw;u jlàvahae mNwr>, àvahe=iSmn! valkeil> cpla, gaemUÇe;u pLvlI 

-vit, inHRrkuÃm* Aa;aFSy zaEcaly>, (P. 2) 

The philosophy of life is described after Charaka comes to know that Māyā 

does not exist in reality and Govinda keeps his sister, Yamunā, in illusion of the 

character Māyā. 

#Tw< jIvne=ip -vit, kda kda mrIicka soIyit, zUNy> iày> s<jayte, Aazasu, 

Ai-la;e;u, Aavege;u c iàyak&it> ùdyamail¼it, àItye mnis daEbRLy< s&jit, ttae nyne 

AaTmIy< -vit kevlm! Aak&te> Avtr[m!, AÇ Avtr[< AÇEv Aail¼nm!, Aail¼ne c 

zaiNt> Am&tmahrit, (P. 27) 

Scene: 

The downfall in societal values is clearly illustrated in the following scene, 

where Yamunā thinks about having Charaka as his son-in-law for her imaginary 

daughter Māyā. The point to be noted is that Yamunā forgets about Charaka’s help 

in rendering her well and she seems to be more indulged as an opportunist who 

sees Charaka as a prospective groom for her daughter rather than a helpful young 

doctor. It is observed that Yamunā decides on her own about Charaka without 

having the courtesy of a buy-in from the latter. 

gaeivNd> AtItmev raemNwyn! mNÇmGn>, #tSttae jLpNtI ymuna AagMy inkqe yi:q< 

SwaiptvtI, 

- kda maya Aagim:yit ? 
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- g&h< tu A*avix n s<pU[Rm!, AagMy sa kuÇ invste! ? 

- ikmwR< n sMpadyis ? 

- @tdw<R xnmpe]te ikl ? smyae=ip Ape]te, 

- v&Ïkale=iSmn! ikmwRm! #yÎaiyTv< vhis ? 

- tihR ik< kuyaRm! ? 

- crkae=ym! Ai-êp>, mayawRm! AvZym! %pyuKt>, %-yae> ivvahVyvSya< kw< n 

kraei;? yda s ASmak< jamata -iv:yit tda svRmip daiyTv< SvIkir:yit, Aavyae> 

pae;[e c n ka=ip icNta Syat!, 

- tdwRmip smy> AavZyk>, crkSy sMmitZc Ape]te, 

- crk> nUn< sMmtae -iv:yit, àwmtae mayamÇ Aany, (P. 22) 

Summary: 

 The author summarizes Mi ̄nākÿi ̄’s history in a nutshell. The relevance of the 

positioning of stars in the life of Mi ̄nākÿi ̄ is also hinted by the author: 

 mIna]I tu AaTmna s<NyaisnI, AaXyaiTmkStre tSya> s<";R> A*aip AiviCDNn>, 

Aaza tSya mhit – “svRmit³aNtu< zKyte”, twaip AtIt"qna -yàda, zinmhadzaya< s> 

( pit>) SvgRt>, gav> m&ta>, sUcI m&tàaya A-Ut!, %pajRn< n:qm!, Svymip icNtya 
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àetàitma s<jata, A*aip zindza ivgta #it n AaZviSt –“s<sare=iSmn! ASmad&zana< 

ivpyRyawRmev zin> Avtrit”, (P. 19) 

Charaka’s accomplishments are summarized by the author through a 

description of the people’s feelings towards him. People greet him with honour and 

sense of gratitude. 

crk> kmRSwan< s<àaPt, s> àsÚ>, %di-da< pakrs-à-ave;u raeg #h ³mzae     

NyUnI-vit, jnana< k&t}tasu s> à-avv!an s<jayte, A*Tve raegaepzmnay n kiZct! tm! 

Aaþyit, pr< sMmandanay àitidn< Öare jnmela -vit, magRe %pmagRe c sveR;a< nmaevcne;u 

ivnèkatR}!y< tSy saEjNy< vxRyit, A*Tve svRtae inmNÇ[m!, svRÇ bNxu-av>, svRÇ c 

imÇSy c]u;a tSy k&it smI]a, (P. 24) 

IV.V.VI Oum Śāntiḥ 

Description: 

The author describes Candrā’s making up for an occassion as follows: 

pirvez< ivjnyit mXyaŸSy tapàorta, àhrmlsyit iziwlkakil>, pvnSy 

mNdivlase p[Riv-a tejiS³yamaTmsat! kraeit, injàkae:Qe cNÔa vezsJjaya< ivmGna, 

pircairka ywaeKt< VyvSwapyit, #Tw< àitidn< injsJjIkr[e cNÔaya idvsSy AxR< 

VyTyeit, Aprax<R kevlm! #tStt> s<cr[en smaPyte, nEke bNxv>..... nEka> sOy>....., 

tSya> kmRxaraya< kevla %TsvSy iqPp[I dEniNdnIp&:Qm! Al<kraeit, A* smaraehe AaitWym! 



176 
 

..... ñ> %TsvSy %d!"aqnm! ..... prñ> Aayaejnm! .....Aprñ> %d!yapne sa-apTym! ..... 

ANyda soIivvahe saEjNysa]at!kar> - @v< kmRVysne cNÔa A*Tve mhIysI Ai-jata,    

(P. 58) 

The start of a day when Chandanswāmi goes out for work is symbolically 

described as follows: 

mhangrSy ggne xUsrsUyaRStSy r<gleoa mhakalSy KlaNtiSmtimv àtIyte, 

magRdIpalI idnSy àit-as< àStaEit, yanrv> Vyap&te> %ps<har< sUcyit, ivp[I àTy¢a 

àtIyte, cNdnSvamI g&haiNngRt>,(P. 12) 

Scene: 

A car scene is presented wherein the minds of the characters are read aloud. 

Both Candrā and Mahendra are immersed in the thoughts of obtaining 

Chandanswāmi’s property. The scene gives an idea about what is going on in the 

minds of various people and how each character is engrossed in material thoughts. 

yan< calyit mheNÔ>, cNÔa pañeR %piv:qa, %-ySy muoe maEn-av>, %-aE injicNtaya< 

ivmGnaE, cNÔa icNtyit – yid sMpiÄ> ASy krgta -vet! tihR ASyEv #CDanusarm! Ahmip 

³Ifnk< Syam!, yid Ahm! Aixkair[I Syam! .... tihR ywa vid:yaim twa=y< kir:yit, 

mheNÔiíNtyit – mm naMna tu cNdnSvamI kdaip #CDapÇ< n kir:yit, nUn< s 

kNyanaMna svR< kir:yit, @td! -vtu, tt> kNyaya vx>...., tdnu ipta Svymev mir:yit,  
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s<àit cNÔaya> mnis sNdeh> A'kuirt> – mheNÔae n àemI mheNÔ>, s<àit s> 

sMpiÄlaelup>, (P. 85) 

The death scene of Cakradhara is quite touching. The use of words is fully in 

line with the description of the scene. A sense of parting of a soul with another is 

highlighted apart from the physical partition of the soul from the body. 

smye=iSmn! c³xrSy kr< iziwl-aven matuír[aepir Nyptt!, @td! ivlaeKy iv³m> 

%CcE> ivliptumarBx>, c³xr> matur»e icray neÇÖy< NymIlt!, 

saemnaw> c³xrSy cr[aepir mStk< inxay ivlPy c vdit,  

- ïImn! ....!  ïImn! ....! dae;Stu mmEv ....! 

cNÔa StBxa, v&Ïa xra tqSwa, mNdr> Swa[u>, smye=iSmn!  yanagmnmi-lúy 

¢amat! pu:kla jna> tÇ siMmilta>, sveR;a< muom{fle iv;adSy Glain>, hahakarmyvcne;u 

kevl< c³xrSy nam ïUyte, 

c³xr> icray zaNt>, 

 ivlap< s<yMy cNÔa ivKlvtya gM-Ira, ¢ammuOya> c³xrSy ANTyei:qinimÄ< pur 

Aagta>, cNÔa %ÄraixkarSy day< Ny-alyt!, mxupur¢am> c³xrSy AiNtmdzRnmkraet!, 
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AiGn> hVymg&Ÿat!, pÂmha-Ute;u c³xr> siMmilt>, -Smavze;< smicnaet! cNÔa, s<àit 

c³xr> tSya> k&te kiít! izorpué;> .... s zaNte> #Rñr>...., (P. 118) 

Summary: 

Dr.Dash has carefully used the words in summarizing facts so that they aid 

the plot construction. For example, Mahendra’s character, Candrā’s liking for the 

former, Chandanaswāmi ̄’s feelings, traitor of her wife, his differently abled son - 

are all summarized as follows: 

cNÔamheNÔyae> s<pkRSy pir[amiv;ye iciNtt> cNdnSvamI, cNÔa mnae=nugaimnI, 

mheNÔ> cturae jailk>, ivna yaeGyta< s> AixkarI, ivna ïm< s ivlasI, tSy 

s<piÄsmaklnmaeh< sMyk! janait cNdnSvamI, kdaict! s tmip bih:kir:ytIit 

sNdehpNn> cNdnSvamI Vyiwt>, 

#t> Sm&it< ivmWnait ivñas"aitnI pTnI, ANt>kr[< ivklyit ivkla¼ae mUkpuÇ>, 

Anu-v< ivdhit pañRviÄRnI duihta cNÔa, -aivkal< pIfyit ³yiv³yVyaparsIma, 

cNdnSvamI AzaiNtvlytae muiKt< kamyte, (P. 12) 

IV.V.VII Pratipad 

Description: 
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The story begins with a description of the physical environment of the plot. 

A river, the shore, a tree, the introduction of the main character Udbhava are all 

described by the author. 

]I[taeya ndI, ivStI[aR valuka, tiSmn! @k> magR>, tÇ c @k> Ôum>, tm! Ai-

lúy AagCDit %Ïv>, kre jlxanI, mnis àZn> - valukaya< Ôum> ? A[umyI valuka,   

(P. 1) 

Scene: 

A powerful scene is constructed towards the formation of a climax in the 

novel, when Mānā puts in all her courage to shut the doors for Milinda, when she 

finds him hitting their child. 

imilNdinkqe ASya> zaNte> mULy< naiSt, zaiNt> ivdUrlúya samaijkana< du:k&itt> 

@v smajSy dugRit> -vit, àwmtae du:k&itnaz>, ttae  dugRit> inrSyit, @taÎk! icNtasu 

vasr> tSy xUsr>, g&hm! %pe]te, pTnI<àit %daSte, puÇ< àit c inyRTn>, (P. 34) 

Summary: 

After Mānā’s episode of parting with her husband and hitting her child, the 

author uses the power of summary in order to change the scene and divert the 

reader’s mind to Udbhava. The author mentions that one year had passed and 

Udbhava had completed all rituals. Here, summary is used to take forward the 

novel and create a bridge in reader’s mind. 

%JJvlàTyU;Sy A* ivjy>, 
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hStÖyen siÂt< ÔVy< shöhSte;u ivtirtm!, ANt>kr[Sy mNtVye gNtVy<< 

sTyanuìtm!, inrvtr[yaÇapwe n punr¢e kaict! )la )lyae> sUcI, kmRtpR[mev seva, 

AarVxVym! ...., smaPtVym! ...., %Ïv> Svy< tu pirpañRSy s<SpzR @v, 

ipÇae> sip{fIkr[< smaPtm!, àwmvai;RkïaÏ> sMpNn>, àacInak;[R< ik<ict! A* 

ivrtm!, ze;aïu stIwRm-Ut!,ANt>kr[Sy mNÇe;u mhasTy< srlaiytm!, (P. 49) 

IV.V.VIII Rtam 

Description: 

During Subhān ሶka’s stay in the hermitage, the author describes as follows: 

#danImip zu-a»> Anu-vit - %*ane=iSmn! nana pu:pai[ ivksiNt, saENdyR< ivtNviNt, 

@;u n guél"uGlain> n va ALpv&hdi-manm!, n va te prSprmagRraexe SpxRalv>, @;u s<";aeR 

vÄRte, ikNtu àitp]ta naiSt, twEva=Ç inHRra[a< àvah>, te sda pur> sriNt, pr< n kae=ip 

kSy magR àité[iÏ, (P. 14) 

Again, the description of friendship between Subhānሶka and Uparka is brought 

out by the author as follows: 

zu-a»> AÇ iày>, punZc bNxuvTsl>, %pakR> tSy bNxu>, %-ySy mnae-av> 

s<kLpmUl>, %-ySy Ai-la;e maEilkprI]a @v iv;y>, ywawRinêp[< tÅvm!, 
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sTykamtkR[aya< sSk<arSy kkRzàsr> %-yaeri-àaye -Uir-ar>, %pakRStu cÂl>, AaïmSy 

Aa-aeg> tSy àer[aöaet>, ( P. 12) 

Uparka’s financial well being after his marriage with Avidhā is described as 

follows: 

 s<àit %pakR %pk{QSy jamata, s àacuyRSy AixkarI, s<pÄeZc à-u>, s @v 

%pk{QSy -aivjIvninimÄ< àitïuit>, Ai-xayaZc tIwR-U>, tSy mnaeivnaeday pirtae 

ivlassam¢IsMmuoe pU[Ràa[a -aegiv-v Ai-xa, @eZvyRsam¢I< bhuv[RyNt> pircarka 

injpaZveR suo-u;[a>,  (P. 52)                                                        

The author describes a mother’s thoughtfulness for her son when 

Shannodevī is seen to be thinking about the coronation of her son, Subhān ሶka. 

pUjaàkae:Qe ivnyavnta zNnaedevI, puÇSviStkamnatle tSya> Sm&itraemNw> 

AtIt¢asI, zaZvtyaejne paE[RmasI sEv àacInàma, idvaàvah> namaNtre mhakal>, tÇ 

AazabNxae nam jIvnxar[awR< kitpykLpnaraiz>, sUÇpramzeR tu sey< xara AnNta, 

sUúmtainrI][e zNnaedevI AaTmivSm&ta, (P. 83) 

Scene:  

When Avidhā, the heroine of the novel meets Uparka, the scene is carefully 

grafted by the author to represent a sense of friendliness at the first meeting, which 

in due course, turns to romance. 

Ai-xa Ap&CDt! 
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- -vt> pircy>? 

- Ahm! %pakR>, 

- Are...., -van! ....vnvasI....? 

- nih, AaïmvasI, 

- hm! ..., sMyk! Smraim, tSyEv %pvnSy AiNtmaïme olu?  

- nih, àwmaïme, 

-  mNye, %pvnSy ANTyaïm> s>,   

-  nih, AiNtkaïm>, 

- -vet! ..., svR tu ivSm&t< mya, #danI< Smairtm!, AStu..., kw< vÄRte -vt> suh&t! ? 

- sMyk!, 

- AtIv ctur> s>, 

- sTym!, 

- -vanip twa, 

Ai-xa Ahst!, 

- AStu ..., tmanIy kdaict! AagCDtu, 
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- nUnm! ...Aagim:yam>,(P. 25) 

The scene of a shattered friendship is described in the following scene by 

Dr.Dash. The scene is built around the pride of Uparka and the helplessness of 

Subhānሶka. Uparka does not hesitate in handing over his marriage invitation card to 

Subhānሶka proudly, very much knowing that how much it would hurt Subhānሶka. 

Right from Uparka’s entry till his exit, his arrogance is noticeable. The imagery 

that develops in Subhān ሶka’s mind can be well imagined by the readers. The scene 

is so powerful, that the readers very well understand the effect of the scene on the 

subsequent relationship between the two friends.  

%pakR> daiM-k-aven Avdt!, 

- ik< prajyae n SvIk&t> ? 

- Ai-àaySte Aakliytu< n zKyte, 

- ikm!...Aaza n pU[aR ? 

- keym! Aaza... 

zu-a»ae iviSmt>, kwm* %pakR> daiM-k-aven vdit ? ivjyI #v %phsit ? kae va 

pdawR> lBx>? ivicNTy s> Ap&CDt! , 

- ikmip Tvya lBxm* ? 

- sTym!, 

- sTym! ? 
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- tdev...yd! vaiÁDtm!, 

- ik< tt! ... ? 

- tdev st!, td! ih àI[ait, tdev -ait, 

- ik sa]at! ? 

- sa]at! Ai-xa, 

%pakR> -avaiv:q> - #ymaidSpNdnSy SwUlak&it>, #ymev vcnSy mxuràkr[e iviKlit>, 

#y< c ivtr[pir-a;aya< jIvniv-Uit>, #y< pun> sh-ave ivinmySy iàyàk&it>..., 

ve*aNtrjf> zu-a»>, 

%pakR> inmNÇ[pÇ< àsairtvan!, 

- mm ivvah> Ai-xya sh, 

zu-a»> punZc StBx>, 

- ikmiSmn! gué>....? 

- te tu sMmta>, te;amazIvaRdae=ip mya g&hIt>, 

saeCD!vas< zu-a»> SvIk&tvan!, 
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- -vtu...., zu-mStu, 

- naNywa icNtnIym!, AagNtVym! .... 

%pakR> %pahst!, 

zu-a'!k> ]I[mhst!, 

- AStu...., SvIk&tm!...., 

- %pakR> àiSwt>,(P. 45) 

The novel ‘Rtam’ has an element of suspense wherein all the characters are 

brought together by the author to form an apt climax. The expectations built by the 

author in the readers’ minds for the coronation of Subhānሶka are given a subtle twist 

when Avani ̄ cracks the suspense by reminding Kulabhadra of his promise. 

Kulabhadra had earlier promised to Avanī’s father that Avani ̄’s son would inherit 

his full property. Also, Shannodevī had once promised that she would sacrifice 

Subhānሶka on a full moon day of the Vaisakh month. All eyes opened on the path of 

truth. Ananta was coronated while Subhān ሶka went along with Alekh as a monk 

away from family life. The climax turned out to be quite an anticlimax, since the 

author did not establish that the path of truth treaded by humans create immortal 

victories. Instead, Subhānሶka was seen to drift away from family life, possibly in 

search of the immortal truth. 

Summary: 

The novel Rtam does not use summary as a powerful tool. However, bits and 

pieces are seen to be scattered across the storyline. The first example is seen in 

describing Subhānሶka’s growing up in the hermitage. 



186 
 

zu-a»ae=* pU[Ryuva, #danI< s guékule invsit, Aagaimv;Re smavÄRn< smaPy 

àTyagim:yit, ik<tu Jye:QdevI #CDit AiSmn! v;Re tSy ivvahae -vtu, ( P. 10) 

The drift between Subhānሶka and Uparka is summarized by the author as 

follows: 

%pakR> s<zyaTma, mnis tSy AivZvas>, pUvR-ave zu-a»> #danI< n AaTmIy>,     

%-ySy Vyvxan< ³mzae dI"Riyte, Aalape %-ySy mnae-av> samÃSy< n vhit, neÇimlnmip 

àitbXnait ka=ip Alúya AnuriKt>, Aakuld&Kpwe %-ySy Aaïuit> AtItiv;ya, àitïuit> 

ipihtkaya, injmaya %-ySy jaya, Vyvxane sEv durTyya,            (P. 43) 

IV.V.IX Śaśirekhā 

Description: 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s feelings are described in detail by the author. The beauty of the 

moon lit night and it’s interaction with other natural things creates a philosophical 

image in Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s mind. The details of murmuring of old leaves of a Peepal tree, 

wind enjoying Śrāvan ̣ī’s hairs, a portion of her sari playing with the Tulsi plants is 

captured by the author beautifully.  

pvnSpzaeR vasiNtk>, 

ïav[I muGxa, dUre ikmip n d&Zyte, pr< tÇ tmae naiSt, AdUre=ip ikmip n 

ivlaeKyte, AÇ c àkazàitbNxkae naiSt, svRmÇ àtIitxUsrm!, svRimh Aavezpa{furm!, 

svR< c baexivlaelm!, AxIra ïav[I AakazmpZyt!, tÇ lav{yiniv–f> cNÔ>, pirt> 
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zizreoa......, sEv rjnIidvsyae> ghna=i-}ane yaEgp*-Uimka, iSmtaxryae> kvae:[imïrage 

sa tu sa]at! AaZle;ùdSy AyTnSmairka, ( P. 19) 

The detailing exercise done by Dr.Dash in describing the dilapidated 

condition of the school set up by Induketan is evident from the following 

paragraph. The description is such that it creates an image in the minds of the 

readers. The description easily lets one understand the extremity of the situation. 

ïImuo> cikt>, iv*alyStu ]yavze; @v, AxR-Gni-Äy> #tStt> ï&¼ayNte, tÇ 

Aaéhy kitcn Daga guLmain cvRiNt, kuKkqa> ivhriNt, me;a> raemNwyiNt, kakZc 

ivraEit, t&[my> Ax> àdez>, tÇa=ip vTstra[a< smavezae mnaehr>, ïImuoSy vcn< 

naS)urt,       ( P. 57) 

Scene: 

The climax scene includes Abhrapad hitting Śrīmukh angrily. Lipsā joined 

the scene crying loudly and holding Śrīmukh. Seeing the scene of hitting from a 

distance, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ suddenly screamed. 

Abhrapad heard Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s shouting mixed with crying and ultimately 

stopped hitting. Śrīmukh was bleeding heavily. Seeing Śri ̄mukh’s blood stained 

body, some people came to hit Abhrapad. However, Śri ̄mukh blocked their path 

and stood in front of Abhrapad rescuing him. Śri ̄mukh explained to the people that 

he is happy because somebody’s hitting him turned beneficial for Śrāvan ̣i ̄.  

The scene brings all the characters together and creates a happy ending with 

the downfall of vanity. 
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Summary: 

When Śrāvan ̣i ̄ gets married to Abhrapad, the author uses the summarizing 

tool to avoid describing the marriage rituals. The status change of Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is 

narrated as the bride of the family…the wife of an aristocrat…the wife of his 

master… 

ïav[I #danI< kUlvxU>…Ai-jatSy pTnI…à-ae> g&ih[I…, idnmi[> ivmGn> - 

v&]maraepyit jn>, ikNtu v&]ae yda mhaÔumae -vit tdanI< s tmev à[mit, kdaicdip 

ivzadsmye tiÚkqe mnae invedn< kraeit, tSy gaErv< gaM-IyR< c Aaklyn! muGxae -vit, 

 ïav[I AÇ nvIna, Ai-jatVyvhare[ sh Apiricta, g&hSy parMpirk, ( P. 21) 

IV.V.X Śikhā 

Description: 

An entire description of Puri’s routine is vivid from the following excerpt: 

rjnI @e;m> purI< gTva àwmtya tÇ kaiÄRkìt< paliy:yit, zrt!pUi[Rmat> 

kaiÄRkpUi[RmapyRNt< masavixvas>, raÇaE %pvas>, àat> tarkaSnanm!, idva hirkIÄRnm!, 

punZc pura[ïv[m!, mXyaûe ivïam>, ApraŸe l"utIwaRna< æm[m!, tIwIR-Utpu:kir[Ina< 

jls<¢h>, tt> Snanm!, tdnu dIpdanm!, @v< nanakmRsMpadninimÄ< xnmavZykm!,      

(P. 38) 

Another description of Vilāsa’s condition is made by the author with a touch 

of socialism. The author describes that although Vilāsa has left his aged father and 



189 
 

widow sister, but he has in mind many poor families. There are millions of aged 

fathers and lakhs of widow sisters. 

ikNtu ivlasae yuvk>, paZvRcra[a< vcne s #danIm! %dIyman>, tSy pirvarae naiSt, 

jnsevainimÄ< s g&h< pirTyKtvan!, tiÚkqe na* v&Ïipta n va ivxva -ignI, ikNtu shözae 

v&Ïiptr>, l]zae ivxva-igNy>,(P. 28) 

Scene: 

 The climax scene is built by the author towards the end when Vilāsa comes 

home after his father, Kulamaṇi’s death. He has come to know of Murmu having 

inherited his father’s property and is hence very angry and upset with the turn of 

events. Vilāsa has come after suffering a defeat in the elctions. Thus, all the 

ingredients of developing a scene are carefully grafted by the author. 

 Thereafter, Vilāsa argues with Murmu through continuous dialogue and 

ultimately slaps him. Murmu had been a dedicated servant all throughout his life 

and exclaims: 

- dI"Rtrsevaya> ikimd< me pairtaei;km!...? (P. 68) 

The scene is touching in the minds of the readers. Thereafter, Rajani ̄ appears 

at the scene and Vilāsa is ashamed of his actions. 

Summary: 

 The importance of Puri as a place of pilgrimage is emphasized and 

summarized by the author with the logic that all the family members had earlier 

visited Puri. The author summarises that gaeivNdmata, kaimnImata, r"ae> iptamhI, 
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gaepalSy matamhI, snatnSy matulanI, mayaxrSy ipt&:vsa, gItaya mat&:vsa, sIta -ignI, 

ltaya> -at&jaya - @ta> svaR> àitv;<R ïI]eÇ< gCDiNt, nqvrSy àiptamhI #danImip àitv;R 

purI< gCDiNt, (P. 39) 

IV.V.XI Śitalatrs nā 

Description: 

After Rti’s death, the world comes to standstill for Rtwik. The author 

describes as follows: 

... A* zUNyta=ip @ka àaiPt>, ivjnta SmarkI, %dasta pUJya, dUrta c injIe-Vya 

%payin, namSm&it> @kEv %pliBx>, 

- \tI.....! 

pvn> tSy zItlta c - %-y< smkalInmip zItlta sMyk! Anu-Uyte, pvnSy tad&z> 
Anu-v> vStut> n -vit, twEv tv zv> mr[< c, mr[Sy  icûm* kuÇa=ip n d&Zyte, 
zvravae=ip mr[êpmupSyapiytu< n zKnaeit, tiÎne=ip nazkt!, mr[< tu miy vxRte #it    
Anu-vaim, ikM-Uta #ymnu-Uit>...? ANt>kr[e me A* kitzItld&Zyanamnulep>, 
kitzItlzBdana< c PluitivxUtnmev,  ( P. 67)                                                              
Scene:  

The novel Śitalatrs nā is basically composed of a series of scenes. The entire 

storyline is close knit with encounters between various people and the couple, 

Rtwik and Rti. All these encounters form engrossing scenes. Infact, majority of 

events are depicted by the author through scenes.  
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Summary: 

The author uses the power of summary in narrating the story of the lost wife 

of the old man. On being inquired, the new husband responded: 

- “ æat> ! vNyajle;u Plbmana #y< gCDNtI AasIt!, Aitk:qen sa mya %Ïta, 

%Ïarat!  prmip sa m&tàaya AasIt!, bh&wRVyyen Anekpirïme[ c sa SvSwa A-Ut!, 

tdanI< tSya> raeg-uKÄzrIr< miNnkqe d&:qa svR mampavdn!, twaip tdwR< smStce:qa 

me s)la A-Ut!, sa jIvn< lBxvtI, tdnu pTnIêpe[ tamhm! A¼Ik&tvan!, ta< 

ivhay Axuna=h< jIivtumip n zKnaeim,” ( P. 51) 

The narrative summary gives a clear picture of the circumstances under 

which the stranger married the old man’s wife.  

IV.V.XII Tilottamā 

Description: 

The serenity of the Chilka Lake is described in the novel, Tilottamā. Such a 

description, created the platform for the blossoming of romance between 

Puÿpavallava and Tilottamā. The power of words created a sensitive ambience. 

nIlaMbu ‘icilka’ bhudUrpyRNt< ivStI[aR, pirsImapyRNt< nyn< n yatu< zKnaeit, dUre kevl< 

xUsr Aakaz>, mXye kuJHiqka,jlrazaE tpnshöm!, jl< lv[aKt< twaip bhuivhga> 

sNtriNt, kit c kuJHiqkaCDÚe ggne c³ayma[a> d&ZyNte, inkqe mTSyr»p]I mTSy< 

l]Ik&Ty jle inmJjit, punéTway Aakaze pZyit, AVywR< tSy s<xanm!, ( P. 17)  
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A typical village scene with children surrounding Puÿpavallava is described by 

the author when he returns to his village. The simplicity of the description draws a 

picture in the reader’s mind. The description of such common scenes gives the 

author credential of a modern writer. 

    balkpirvei:qt> pu:pvLl->, s te;a< VyvharmvlaeKy hsit kiíd! vdit mý< deih 

àwmt>, ANy vdit mý< àwmt>, @v< kaelahl> s<vixRt> miNdrÖare,pu:pvLl-> ApZyt! 

te;u keict! nGna>, keict! AxRnGna>, ke;aiÂt! naiskat> jl< ingRCDit ke;aÂn nIvIvSÇe 

AhetukI ¢iNw> vÄRte, s %paidzt! –‘àwmt> nIvI< sJjIkuét, nast> jl< in:kasyt, 

p<iKtbÏa> -vt, tt> àsad< daSyaim,’ svRe tt!pra A-vn!, vamhSten nasa< dmiytu< 

àarBxa>,  (P. 50)                                                        

The author also describes the beauty of the Dhauli hills and the history 

associated with it. The scenic beauty of the foothills, the story of a past war and 

the transformation of the land into a fertile one are all described in the following 

paragraph. 

‘x%il’ igre> paddez>, srsàa¼[m!, ctu> pañeR saNÔvnanI, sudUre 

ZyamlzSy]eÇai[, inkqe c zaNttaeya dyandI, x%il igir> A*aip bhujnanaimitv&t< 

gaepayit, AÇEv @kda mhasmrae=-Ut!, bhujna> m&ta>, bhví jIvNm&ta>, dyandI tda 

rKtmuoI Aaist! ! Agi[tana< vIra[a< iDÚpirCDda> m&d-Uta> ASya> pUilne, ktIna< 

rmi[nam! AÇEv Aïus<pat> sÃat #it n kae=ip sMyk! vKtu< zKnaeit, kit pirvara> ASya> 
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g-Re sillsmaix< àaPta> tdip v[Riytu< n zKyte, ikNtu A* sa AprKtaxra, %vRra - 

^jRSvla – AnukMpazailnI, tSya> ké[ad&i:q> ivipn< s&:qvtI x%ligirpaddez>, tSya> 

savlIlsill< A* %pjnyit zSyain, g&he g&he c Aanyit iïym!, (P. 59)                             

Scene:  

A romantic scene is presented by the author, when Puÿpavallava and 

Tilottamā are brought together in a garden. The scene also assumes importance as 

it highlights Nīlimā’s jealousy towards the relationship that Puÿpa and Tilottamā 

develops.  

 itlaeÄmaya> hSt< x&Tva pu:pvLl-> clit pvRtSy ntaeÚtàdez>, nIilma ANyaE sak< 

Aalpit, keicd! vdiNt AÇedm! ,tÇeym! ,kuÇayimit bhukwa,  

  spid nIilmaya> d&i:q> pu:paepir Nyptt!, mnStSya> JvldasIt! muoe has> twaip 

vÄRte, Snehvcnmip pUvRvt! s<lGnmxre, sa pur>s&ta, SnehvcnCDlen ikmip kwiyTva    

%-ySy hSt< SvhSten x&tvtI, pu:p> mnak! zi»tae=-Ut!, itlaeÄmaya> srl< mn> n ikmip 

AbuXyt!, sa ApZyt! svRe æmiNt, pu:pai[ pÇai[ c icNviNt,  (P. 21) 

IV.V.XIII Visargah ̣ 

Description: 

Nakula’s poverty is described by the author in the backdrop of a moonlit 

night. Each of the mebers of the family are introduced by the author which gives a 

glimpse of their respective conditions. 
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JyaeTSnas<care rjnI ALpàa[a, AilNdSy Öardeze nkul AasIn>, A»e éG[puÇae 

jIn> suPt>, AprpaZvRe v&Ïipta kiplae jpj–f>, Aivna pakzalaya< ka:Qain 

AiGnsaTkraeit, nkulSy raemNwe tu kNya #Rla pUvRvt! vaStLy< i-]te, icNta< gM-Iryit 

inmGn-av>, iv;y< inbXnait #itkLp>, Smr[< ivzadyit pUvR-Uimka,             

(P. 6) 

Scene: 

Sukarn ̣a rejected Nakula’s proposal of taking back Suparn ̣ā. An excerpt of 

Nakula and Sukarn ̣a’s dialogue is presented in the following intense scene:  

- g&hm! ....? kae vÄRte, 

- sup[aR ...., vrakI tÇEv sIdit, 

- kw< Dlyis? sa tu tv g&he #it pUv<R ividtm!, 

- tihR, ikm-Ut! ?  

- sa ywa kwyit Sm twa k&tvtI, #dain< nUn< suionI Syat!, ik<ict! gM-Ir-aven 

nkul> Avdt! – 

- ik< vKtuimCDis ? 

- sa kulqa .... Vyi-cair[I .... , 

- suk[R....! ikmett! kwyis ? ivcayR kwm!, ANywa.... 

- ANywa ik< -vet! ? Tv< g&hat! ta< bih:kir:yis, sa pUvRvt! ...., (P. 45) 
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Summary: 

The dilapidated condition of Nakula’s village is summarized as follows. 

Over a period of time, the prosperity of the village had disappeared and life had 

come to a standstill. The educated were undermined by the uneducated and the 

youth were ill directed. 

sMàit ¢amStu ïIhIn>, jIvnxara AÇ ivpyRSta, s<Sk&itZc n:qa, prMpra 

AiNxta, AivZvasae ivvixRt>, izi]ta AÇ tSkra>, Aizi]ta> caEra>, -Ôa> zae;ka>, 

s_ya> svR-]ka>, æ:qaZc xmRr]ka>, ivpwgaimnI yuvka>, mhav&]e=Ç in:p[aR svaR=ip 

zaoa, (P. 51)  

IV.VI   Delineation of Sentiments (Rasas) 

Sentiments are produced by the combination of stimuli (Vibhāva), responses 

(Anubhāva) and complementary transitory states (Vyabhicāri)26.  

The cause or stimulus for the Rasa is presented through Ālambana Vibhāva 

comprising the hero, heroine and other important characters and Uddi ̄pana 

Vibhāva comprising the auxiliary causes or stimulating circumstances for 

manifestation of the basic inner state.  

The responses depict Sthāyi Bhāvas, the manifestations of physical 

responses and Sāttvika Bhāvas, the involuntary psycho-mental responses. The 

Vyabhicāri Bhāvas (also called Sāncāri Bhavas) are the complementary transitory 

states or emotions which accompany the Sthāyi Bhāvas. 

Dr. Dash has touched upon many Rasas in his novels to leave a lasting 

impression in the minds of the readers. 

                                                            
26 Mehta, Tarla -  Sanskrit Play Production in Ancient India, P.83 
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I. Hāsya Rasa    

The Hāsya Rasa has its origin from the permanent mood of laughter. Since, 

the author has dealt primarily with social issues with pressing needs, not much of 

laughter is seen in Dr. Dash’s novels.  

However, at one place in the novel Śaśirekhā, there is a dialogue between a 

blind person and a deaf person. The repeatition of the deaf beggar to assure his 

hearing is comically presented by the author. 

@k> ANx>, Aprae bixr>, %-y sa]Ik&Ty ïImuo c dzRiyTva s i-]u> gjRit, 

- pZy, -ae! @; m*p> ASman! bih:kÄuR< magt>, 

vixr %KÄvan!, 

- ikmuKÄm! ? va*m! ....?A* kSy ivvah>? 

- Are....! va*< nih ......., m*p> ....., 

- padp> ? ikm-Ut! ?   

- ixk! ..... mUoR>.... vixr>.... 

- oidre[ ikm! ....? taMbul< kuÇ? 

ANxae var[pur>sr< kuipt>, 

- ivrm...., s jniv;ye kwyit, 

- -aejniv;ye....? kuÇ...? 
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vixr> àù:yit. (P.50) 

A natural flavour is brought into the novel with the use of some comedy 

amidst a serious plot.  Here, the blind person and deaf persons are the Ālambana 

Vibhāva and laughter is the Sthāyi Bhāva. 

II. Adbhuta Rasa    

The Adbhuta Rasa is found in many novels with ‘wonder’ or ‘surprise’ as 

the lasting feeling (Sthāyi Bhāva). 

In the novel, Āvartam, Urvaśi mentioned that she never imagined that Indra 

would win the war in a bloody fashion. Indra became angry. He forcefully attacked 

Urvaśi. Urvaśi was surprised. 

#NÔ> ³aexaiv:q> s<jat>, éixrt&:[a tSy àbla A-Ut!, blat! %vRzIma³mt, shsa 
c ih<öï&¼arI sm-Ut!,  

%vRzI inZcla, smSt< bl< tSya> prahtmasIt!, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.203) 

The feeling of being surprised by sudden attack of Indra rendered Urvaśi to 

become speechless and motionless. Indra and Urvaśi are the Ālambana Vibhāva 

while Indra’s forceful attack is the Uddi ̄pana Vibhāva. 

In the novel, Pratipad, when Udbhava returned to the orchard, he was 

surprised in finding his slippers and Mānā’s kohl pot in the orchard alongside 

Mukunda’s flute. 

AiNtmvar< s> kUiq< àiv:q>, AiNv:yn! #v #tStt> smcrt!, shsa injpadukam! 
Aaiv:k&Ty s> cmTk&t>, padukaepir manaya> kJjlmÃU;a inihta, padukatle c mukuNdSy 
mUrlI syTn< Swaipta, d&Zyimd< mnaehr< oedavhmip, %Ïv> iviSmt>, (P.55) 
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Udbhava is the Ālambana Vibhāva while the orchard is the Uddi ̄pana 

Vibhāva. 

In the novel, Arun ā, when Varuna finds that all the pictures are stolen, he is 

surprised. 

vé[ae injSw> A-Ut!, pr< shsa htvak! s<jat>, tSy icÇ)lk< caeirtm!, k< va 

àúyit? sveR saxv> àtIyNte, svRe injkmRlGna d&ZyNte, ywarIit sveR;a< àcln< 

gmnmagmnmip, kae va AÇ caEr>? kSy va kmRi[ icÇ)lke ? (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.129) 

In all the above cases, the author has nicely delineated the Adbhuta Rasa 

successfully. 
III. Bhayānaka Rasa    

The Bhayānaka Rasa is a result of the permanent mood Bhaya (fear). 

In the novel, Tilottamā, when Bhāgyadatta and Ni ̄limā were chased by the 

tribal men, both of them ran for their lives through the thorny path.  It was a fearful 

situation when the tribals started shooting arrows at them. 

-aGydÄí tan! sivSmympZyt!, s janait @te in:Qura>, inmRm-aven %-y< 

hin:yiNt, tSy icNtiytu< smyae nasIt!, s> nIilmaya> kr< x&Tva  àxaivtumytt, %-aE 

AaTmr]awRe Aaàa[< àxaivtaE %-y< c Anus&Ty bbRra> xn>zrhSten àxaviNt, ivkqalcITkar< 

c kuvRiNt, twaip taE Aaàa[< àxavt>, magRStu k{qkmy>, pavRtIyàdez> ntaeÚt>, %-avip 

Solt>, punéTway gCDt>, cr[ai[ c éixraKtain, 
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kuÇ kuÇ c inptnkar[at! hStat! zrIrat! c zaei[t< ingRCDit, ³mz> cr[ain 

iziwlI-viNt,........ sm¢zrIr< ivÏm-Ut! saykErev, zrmyzrIrÖy< iDÚtévr #v izlamye 

àdeze inpittm!, izla c rKtmyI A-Ut!, s*iCDÚkusumimv muoÖy< %JJvlasIt!, yNÇ[a 

c sÂirta AasIt! tnuÖye, cr[ain d kiMptain Aasn!, (P.68) 

Bhāgyadatta and Ni ̄limā are the Ālambana Vibhāva. The shouting of the 

tribal men is a Vyabhicāri Bhāva, while the pain and trembling are Sāttvika 

Bhāvas.The element of fear is delineated to create a lasting impression with the 

readers.                  
IV. Sānta Rasa  

The Sānta Rasa is a result of the permanent mood of leisure. 

In the novel, Añjalih ̣, the author delineates as follows: 

Avkaz> rivvasrIy>, A* iv*alye ivram>, kmRkra[a< ivïam>, kmRàvah> 

iziwl>, jn %dasIn>, Aaveg> AxStn>, %Öeg> ikiÂdUn>, (P.6) 

Here, Sunday is the Uddi ̄pana Vibhāva. 

In the novel, Oum Śāntih ̣, an early morning scene is described which gives 

an image of a tranquil atmosphere. 

àTyU;àhr> zaNt>, 
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inTykmRi[ s<lGnae vÄRte iv³m>, c³xr> tt! svR< pUvR< s<pa* àawRnamGn>, 

dUrnIhairkampsayR pUvaRkaz> -aSvraiytumup³aNt>, àTyU;n]ÇSy Sp&h[Iyiv-a 

%prmivMlana, invar[mUlkxmRivze; mn> s<lGn< c³xrSy, (P.50) 

The early morning is the Uddi ̄pana Vibhāva. The praying denotes Sāttvika 

Bhāvas. 
V. Karunạ Rasa  

The Karun ̣a Rasa is a result of the permanent mood of sorrow and 

lamentation. 

The novel, Arun ā begins with a sorrowful tone. 

vé[> ivragI, mnis Anutap>, icNtne ivt&:[a.....nih, n pun> s> àTyagim:yit, 

yÇ SnehSy àkazae naiSt, mmtaya< maxurI naiSt, yÇ c g&himit pdawaeR naiSt tÇ pun> 

ikmwRmviSwit> ? (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.123) 

In the novel, Tilottamā, when Puÿpa enters the maternity home and inquires 

about Chhandā, the nurse remains silent and then Puÿpa sees Chhandā’s dead body 

covered in white cloth. His surprise is brought out by the author in the following 

paragraph. 

pu:p> DNdaya> àsUitsdn< Ai-xaivtvan!, s> ApZyt! - bNxujna> mUkI-Uta>, 

yEzvéG[seivka tÇ àit]te, pu:p> tamp&CDt! –‘ -igin ! DNda mm kId&zI Axuna vÄRte ?’ 
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seivka inéÄra AasIt!, Vy¢pu:pvLl-> Öarmpav&Ty ApZyt! - DNdaya> m&tklevr< 

xvlvsnav&Äm!, s tarSvre[ ‘DNda ......’ #it cIt!k&Ty Nyptt!, (P.83) 

Puÿpa and Chhandā are the Ālambana Vibhāva while the covered dead body 

is the Uddīpana Vibhāva.The speechlessness of the nurse and relatives is a 

Vyabhicāri Bhāva. 

VI. Śrṇ ሶgāra Rasa  

The Śr ̣n ሶgāra Rasa is a result of the permanent mood called Rati (love).The 

author has delineated the erotic sentiments of Sambhoga-Śr ̣n ሶgāra (love in union) in 

plentiful across his novels. 

In the novel, Śitalatrs nā, the flute player Mohan and his beloved Basumati, 

indulges in union. 

- Ahm! AagtvtI, àtI]a te smaPta tu ? 

- nih ... nih ... vsumit ...! àtI]aya> ANt> kuÇ ? tv AàaiPt> ywa me VywadaiynI, 

àaiPtrip te twa, 

- Tvam»e inxay, varMbar< c Aail<Gy nah< sMyk! pirt&Ptae -vaim, n va Tva< 

pirTyJy suoen SwatumÇ zKnaeim, tv Aagmne ippasa me Aixka -vit , gmne 

tu Aixktra -vit, 

- sMyk! %Äm!, Ahmip n s<tu:qa, maehn ...! v<zISvn< te inrt< mamuNmadyit,   
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- @ih...@ih...vsumit! Tvdw<R v<zISvne me ippasamUCDRna, TvdwRmev àtI]a me ApU[Ra, 

- A»mak;Ry...maehn...! 

- @ih...vsumit! AaTmin me ivlIySv..., 

Aail¼ne %-aE bÏaE, pÇzYyaya< s<Xya %ÄI[Ràaya AasIt!, idg!_y> v&i:q> %dIymana, 

iv*ut! àkazvaihnI, pvn> i]àtr>, àvah> tIìtr>, (P.43) 

       Mohan and Basumati are the Ālambana Vibhāva. The erotic sentiment is 

delineated by the author which adds beauty to the plot in a matured fashion.  
In the novel, Āvartam, Vr tta went to follow a young Jājāvari and got excited 

on looking at the bare body of the girl. 

p[RpaÇ< hSte x&Tva %iTwt> v&Ç>, Ai-nva keilmGna, inmRljle iSnGxzrIr< tSya 

%JJvlm!, twaip àTy¼Sy ivvr[< sMyk! mansmanetu< n zKyte, v&Ç> nvIna< pZyit, 

éixtmip pZyit, prmu-ySy shyaeg< Swapiytu< n zKnaeit, ùdye ³mz> ivkar> jayte, 

keym!.....? %;a> va? inza..... va? Awva %-ySy idza..... va? 

v&Ç> ApstuRmce:qt, tSy padzBd< nvIna ïutvtI, sa shsa jladuiTwta, v&Ç> 

ciktae -UTva tÇEv iSwr>, A¢e d{faymana nGnnvIna, @ka jlIya yayavrI, dI"Rkezan! 

v]is ¢NwIk&Ty Aa³aNtumup³mte, -y»rI sa -yàitma ivZv¢asimCDit, prmSya> vy> 
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ikyt!? ALpIysa=ip vysa #ytI -I;[a? Awva Aak&it> vys> n àk&tpircy>, Aipc 

nvInainkqe vy> àZn n smIcIn>, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.177) 

Vr tta and the young Jājāvari are the Ālambana Vibhāva while the naked 

bathing of the young Jājāvari is the Uddi ̄pana Vibhāva. Vr tta’s excitement denotes 

the Sāttvika Bhāvas while the young Jajvari’s embarassment denotes a Vyabhicāri 

Bhāva.  

VII. Raudra Rasa  

The Raudra Rasa is a result of the Sthāyi Bhāva of anger. 

In the novel, Śikhā, when, Kulaman ̣i returned from pilgrimage carrying holy 

water in a container, instead of taking blessings, Vilāsa sarcastically mentioned 

that he would have been happier if Kulaman ̣i had brought the container full with 

money. Kulamaṇi was furious and expelled Vilāsa on hearing his remark. 

kulmi[> AgjRt!, 

xUtR....! inzacr....! #yan! te sahs>? ikmh< te vai[JySwlI......? ikmh< te 
%TpadnzIla izLpsSwa< ? Awva te vcSkr> ? yÅv< vde> tdh< kir:yaim ? ny te xnm!, 
TvÄ> jlmip ¢hItu< neCDaim, yaih..., zIº< g&h< pitTyj, (P.10) 

Kulaman ̣i and Vilāsa are the Ālambana Vibhāva while the sarcastic remark 

made by Vilāsa is the Uddi ̄pana Vibhāva. The feeling of anger is effectively 

delineated by the author in the above excerpt. 
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IV.VII   Figures of Speech (Alamkāra) 

The author, belonging to the modern era, has selectively used figures of 

speech instead of the widespread use evident in the classical period. Some of them 

are listed below.  

1. %pma – 

i. ivmlSy vcn< sagrSy lhrI #v AagTy tSya> mns> klu;< xvyit, (Añjalih ̣, 

P.9) 

ii. ivkla¼ #v inj]t< àdZyR xnsMmani-]a tSya> éicivéÏa, (Añjalih,̣ P.16) 

iii. AiSw #v invaR[mip mnu:ySy kamnavasnaid;u àlIn< vtRte, (Madhuyānam, 

P.2) 

iv. MlankusumSy milnta #v pu:pvLl-Sy mnis AasIt! ivk&tcetnaya> SpzR>, 
(Tilottamā, P.7) 

v. AsmaPtkaVySy leok #v pu:pvLl-> itlaeÄmaya> êpkLpnaya< %pmyit 
cNÔSy lav{ym!, (Tilottamā, P.24) 

vi. A* tSya> jIvn< nUn< suomy< -iv:yit, xn< ivna jIvn< g&×Sy zv #v, 
(Tilottamā, P.24) 

vii. oedalsa mralIv znE> znE> ANt> àivzit itlaeÄma,(Tilottamā, P.61) 

viii. s<Xyatarka #v A*Tve tSy %piSwit>,(Rtam, P.66) 

2. épk –  

i. dMptIcr[e KlaiNt> izlazaiynI, (Añjalih,̣ P.14) 

ii. s ivcare %dar>, vcne Sne<hI, kmRi[ rajh<s>,tSy àem ASya> k&te àer[a, tSy 
@kaTmta ASya ApvgR>, tSy sTyin:QpaEé;xaraya< imlI @ka sMpu[RsvRSva 
pavRTyndI, (Añjalih,̣ P.33) 
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iii. raiÇ> AxaeRtI[aR, v&i:q> zaNta, (Śitalatrsn ā, P.48) 

iv. Daya> cplaiyta>, (Nikas ā, P.21) 

v. Aakaze ASvSwcNÔ> o{fm{fn>, àkazleoa in:àa[a, nIltLpe tarka      
Aa-asmaÇà[iynI, (Śaśirekhā, P.36) 

3. Anuàas> –  

i. kevl< pirvtRn< pirvxRn< c s<Skarêpe[ SvIk&Ty éi–Fxaraya< inpitta, (Añjalih,̣ 

P.49) 

ii. kevlm! Anukr[< Anusr[< va n pirvtRnm!, (Añjalih,̣ P.49) 

iii. k&:[xnm! .... k&:[xn< nam .... k&:[vsnm! , k&:[a gaE , k&:[v&;-ay -aejnm! , 

k&:[jne_yZc AÚm!, (Nikas ā, P.8) 

iv. AymanNd> ivsgRsmnNtrSy ..... s<kLppirpae;[Sy ..... tadaTMyivinmySy .....   
kmRàitbÏSy ..... ivñasivze;Sy ..... inrpe]sNtae;Sy ..... AaTmpirt&PtSy ....., 
(Oum Śāntih,̣ P.115) 

v. gjRn< - tjRn< - AjRn< - sv<R tSy Svre àkaiztm!, (Śitalatr sn ā, P.18) 

vi. dUre dUraNte c vai[Jy< v;Rt> dzmasa> me bihVyRtIyNte Sm, (Śitalatrs nā, P.49) 

vii. prI]ya inrI]ya c svRmÇ àclit, (Visargah,̣ P.42) 

4. Vyitrek> –  

i. sMmuoe kuM-Öym!, @kÇ Am&tm!, ANyÇ iv;raiz>, yda iv;ibNdu> Am&tpaÇe 
ini]Pyte tda sm¢mip paÇ< iv;my< -vit, yda tu Am&tibNdu> iv;paÇe ini]Pyte 
tda iv;paÇ< Am&tmy< n -vit, (Visargah,̣ P.16) 

ii. àitzrIr< SÇITv< pu<STv< c vtRte, (Pratipad, P.28) 
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iii. kuÇ git> ? @kt> ANyt! ? @kt> @km! ?  píad! va ?  àitmuhUtR< vxRte mnu:y>, 
ikNtu vxRnSy git> - nIcE, %CcEvaR ? Awva iSwit> vxRte ? s<vxRnm! ....... 

kSyawRm! ? Ape]awRm! ?  %pe]awRm! ? %pe]awR< va ? kuÇaxuna sa gCDit ? lúytae 
inlRúym! , Awva inlRúytae lúym! ?(Madhuyānam, P.49) 

iv. @k> k:qayte #it Apr> suomnu-vit, #dmev Ah»airk< tÅvm!, @kae duoI, 
Aprae=ip twa #it smta saxar[saNTvna, (Śaśirekhā, P.31) 

v. kalae n sman>, svRiSmn! smye c iSwitrip nanukUla, A* yt!  suoimit àtIyte 
Zv> tt! Anutapay -vet!, A* yt! Am&taepm< td! Apre*> iv;ayte, (Śaśirekhā, 

P.38) 

vi. tSya nynyae> %-aE smanaE, prmu-ySy icNtaxara i-Úa, @k> saENdyRàemI, 
zasnlaelup>, sTykamI, ihtE;I, Apr> @eZvyRlaelup>, sTkmRvadI, 
AaTmziKtsaxk>, s<xanI, (Āvartam, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.166) 

5. AitzyaeiKt – 

i. Tv< tuCDpdawR>,...... pzu, kIq #v kIq>, AÇ SvEr< ivcirtum! AixkarSte naiSt, 
(Arunā, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.143) 

ii. ùdySy Ai-VyaPtye mnsí àsaray pEsamekamip datu< s> kui{Qtae -vit, 
(Arunā, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.156) 

 

****** 
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CHAPTER V 

TRANSLATION 

 

The present chapter includes the English translation of two of the popular 

novels of Keshab Chandra Dash, namely Śaśirekhā and Tilottamā. 

V.I Śaśirekhā (Moon Beam) 

  

The Universe comprises of many different beliefs, religions and cultures. 

Every individual object has its unique meaning. Each soul is also characterized by 

its uniqueness. Many sub parts are put together to make one complete part. 

Nevertheless, objects are still manifested widely. In real sense, life lives between 

theism and atheism. During this time, human being’s narcissism is conceived to be 

a mound of fire. As time passes, this narcissism increases profoundly. But this is 

not life. The struggle of life intervenes and takes the last breath. All the vanity 

which human existence was longing for throughout a life span meets its ultimate 

end in a moment. Life is thus rendered meaningless. 

Abhrapad is very worried. Lipsā had already rejected his proposal for 

marriage. Hence, he is fidgety. He is not able to concentrate on anything. He 

cannot travel beyond his limits. He is also unable to keep a limit on his own 

narcissism.  Therefore, he gets indifferent, annoyed and hates Lipsā.  He is also 

prepared to argue with her. Abhrapad had turned vindictive. But he is unable to 

express it. His restlessness is evident in his day-to-day activities. His mind 

becomes unsteady. His thought process reminds him –“I am an esteemed person.” I 

belong to a dignified family. I am the head of the family and also an idol in the 

society. The struggle of life intervenes shows up to preserve the vanity – it is 

neither for life nor for sustaining it. The fight starts here and maintains itself. The 
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more you crave for narcissism, the more it grows within you and it ice balls into an 

ego clash, whereby one loses strength of mind. The sense of balancing, thinking or 

discrimination between what is right and what is wrong diminishes. The self 

reflections get distorted in the warped mirror. 

Adversity finds the environment suitable and it starts to show its colours. 

Lipsā is seen in the reddish sunset to be gazing at the movement of birds. At 

the distant horizon, multi-coloured clouds could be seen. The sun is setting behind 

the trees. The brightness of sun paves its way through the lap of sunset. 

Lipsā took a deep breath. Habitually, adjusting her sari, she viewed her 

reflection in the mirror. She was very happy with her beautiful self. Signs of vanity 

are also deep rooted in her conscience. She was praising herself for her good looks. 

With all her thoughts of parental affluence, she came out for a stroll. 

Father is old. Mother is also growing old. Brothers have all established 

themselves as successful businessmen in different cities. Lipsā is the youngest of 

the siblings and serves as a helping had to her aged parents. Here there are no signs 

of false pride. 

The servant approached – 

Sir….! Please order me….! 

Abhrapad looked behind and saw the old servant standing still. The 

calmness of his face had stopped his questions. However, his eyes were reflecting 

the thoughts and inquisitiveness for divinity. His hands were waiting to serve his 

master. Abhrapad told calmly, 

- Fatherly…! 

- Yes sir. 

- What is the news now? 
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- News is what you please, sir. 

- Lipsā had rejected the proposal. 

- Okay. Anything more? 

- Where? 

- What is your choice? Your preference? 

- Simple, poor and a kind lady…. 

- Oh, you are such rich and aristocratic. 

- What is the need of aristocracy…….? Even if a good natured poor girl is 

apt for me. 

- Sir, you please take your time and then make your decision. 

- I have already decided. Let us start searching….. 

- It is my duty. 

- Then be fast with your search…..We will meet when you succeed. 

Dinaman ̣i is a servant who has served his entire life. He is the contemporary 

of his current master’s father, who had passed away. Keeping his last words, 

Dinaman ̣i had been serving Abhrapad, since his father’s death. Till now, Dinamaṇi 

had been executing his duties as a servant. He reserves the right on his master 

although he is a servant since he is the oldest and has been serving since long. So 

Abhrapad gives more weightage to his advice. 

Dinaman ̣i keeps silent on Abhrapad’s preference. He is used to his little 

master’s choices and behaviours. He always remains apprehensive with his 

master’s work; he is always suspicious of his words. Dinaman ̣i also knows of 

Abhrapad’s anger. He is always cautious of his positive and negative aspects. 

Dinaman ̣i has always been on the side of his little master since his childhood 

days. He always makes his best effort to inform Abhrapad of what is good and 

what is bad. But there is no effect of all this on Abhrapad’s egoism. Dinaman ̣i is 

worried. At times, Dinaman ̣i has to get subdued by his master’s wishes and 
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decisions. He becomes worried with the fact that inspite of possessing vast acres of 

land and exorbitant amount of wealth, Abhrapad cannot give away his miserly 

attitude and longing for more and more. His greediness is never limited to a point. 

He always dreams of accumulation of more and more wealth….wealth….. Winter 

has arrived. 

The shadow of life encourages his feelings. The touch of wind feels like a 

flat blade of ice. The mumbling sound of water in the streams enhances his 

sadness. The environment is dusty. In the forest of his heart, signifying the 

darkness of his life, he could feel snowfall. In reality, his life is passing on in 

complete dreadfulness. 

A seemingly strict idol is sitting on a swing. This is old Medinī. She has 

passed her life in hard labour. Her beliefs have been dilapidated. She is waiting for 

a sensation to happen in life. The winged chariot of life has run slow in her life. 

But her conscience reflects something. Her mind is in the wait for a silent 

encouragement. Only for life…for existence of life….She has no strength to work 

hard…for the services of life… 

Collecting water from the pond, Śrāvan ̣ī crosses the household threshold. 

Medinī looked for sometime and again got lost in her deep thoughts. Śrāvan ̣ī is the 

result of her hard labour…her single girl. She has lost her father during her 

childhood. She has been raised up with the fruits of her mother, Medinī’s hard 

earned labour. Labour is her only friend in life. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ has now stepped into her 

youth. She has now been more cautious in life. The old lady’s earning is spent for 

her only daughter. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ fully understands her mother’s mind. She judges her position. She 

minutely observes the heritage of their poverty. But there is no way. What does she 

have except for self vanity? Everything was sold off whatever was saved. What is 
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left? Whatever is left cannot be sold. Holding her fortune with fear, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

passing her nights. 

Everyday invitations were there. Many indications were present for 

welcoming gestures. They created surprises in Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s mind and body. However, 

she could not make anybody her own due to reservations of social constraints. 

Roads of blame get elongated by merely touching her. The ill-fate of losing her 

clothes is continuously in search for her. 

Many things revolve in her mind. 

What is required in this materialistic world….? Medinī becomes analytical 

……becomes thoughtful. But her motherly heart breaks down with her love. It is 

difficult to find solution for egocentric people. But still her motherly love does not 

meet its end. She imagines her daughter to have bracelets, necklace – but the 

vermillion is missing. Had that also been seen on her daughter’s forehead, Medini ̄ 

would have been very satisfied and happy. 

The corn fields are seen to be convincingly green and beautiful. The waters 

of the pond give reflections to the white clouds and present an apathetic look. The 

early morning moon was shining from a distant horizon. The name of the village is 

‘Madhugram’…. It is like a small city. Everybody is familiar with each other and 

nothing is hidden. 

The environment of the village is very beautiful. It is rich with natural 

resources. It is well known for its beauty. But the scenario has changed with time. 

The village looks like a crowded place today. 

Śrīmukh has come. 

The villagers are surprised by Śri ̄mukh’s return to the village. When his 

father died, he did not return. Even upon her mother’s death, he did not return. 
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Why has he come now? To have a look at the last remains of his dilapidated 

house? 

People have different versions and logic regarding his return. Some people 

tell that he had been captured during his childhood. Some are telling that he had 

left his home due to his father’s anger. Some others say that no-no…his mother 

had dedicated him to a nun. Again, some others say that his mother has actually a 

step-mother. So he could not tolerate her and left the house. But what has 

happened today? 

Śrīmukh is happy and serious too. He is surrounded by many villagers who 

are throwing him various sorts of questions. Diligently and tactfully, he was 

answering to all their queries in order to satisfy them. In his speech, vanity was 

reflected. In his moral precept, the vanity of knowledge was reflected – I am 

learned…I am knowledgeable…I am considerate and above all I am near to 

God…Saying this, Śri ̄mukh turned serious. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was standing silently in the 

crowd. 

There was a sign of smile on her lips. Śri ̄mukh is her childhood friend. After 

a long time, they will meet each other. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ had been waiting for this visit. She 

is standing beside a hut like a statue. She maintained her brightness amidst her 

poverty. Her childish instincts could not be hidden her youthfulness. 

The crowd gradually lessened. Śri ̄mukh came to Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

happy. So was Śri ̄mukh. He whispered in a low voice, 

- How are you? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ gently smiled and replied, 

- I am fine. 

- How is your mother? 
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- She is okay. 

- What about others? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ nodded her head symbolizing everything is fine. She asked 

emotionally, 

- For how long will you stay here? 

Śrīmukh smiled innocently and replied, 

- Cannot say, but I am still here. 

- Then, do come to my home. 

- Sure, I will come. 

Śrīmukh, turned towards a different direction and started moving. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ 

observed her childhood friend to become serious. He is not a saint, nor a monk. He 

is like an ordinary foreigner. He is familiar but still unfamiliar. Being not attached, 

he is still attached. Being ignored, he is still not alone. 

Śrīmukh went to his home. The home was in a much wrecked 

state…remains of an aristocracy….summary of the end….symbol of the passage of 

time. Different kinds of plants had grown in the remains of the house. The inner 

portion of the house was filled with bird stools. It was the hideout of snakes. The 

corners were covered with cobwebs. The hills created by white ants had the bones 

of reptiles. All roads leading to the house were lost under the cover of yellow 

leaves. 

Śrīmukh greeted with folded hands. 

Suddenly his ears were filled with the echoing words of her mother. Her 

picture reflected in his mind. Her affection filled tears came into his mind.  

Somebody sounded a stick like that in his father’s hand down his memory lane, 

symbolizing the aristocracy. His father breathed his last, remembering the 
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aristocratic tradition of his family. Whatever is visible in front of his eye is his hard 

earned property. 

Śrīmukh was in a state of airlessness. Suddenly, he felt somebody’s hand 

from behind on his shoulders. He looked back. It was Raghupati, a fatherly 

acquaintance known since his childhood – the father of Lipsā. Śrīmukh is 

speechless. He greeted him with folded hands after rubbing off his surprised look. 

Raghupati hugged him. 

One more thing came into Śri ̄mukh’s mind like a drop of ink on a piece of 

paper. May things came across his mind. Here, there is a sense of consolation 

featuring a vision. 

Discussing good and bad issues, made the path shorter to Raghupati’s house. 

Śrīmukh reached at Raghupati’s home. Suddenly, everyone was astonished at 

Śrīmukh’s entry into the house. Śri ̄mukh was also surprised. In front of is vanity, 

the house was filled with sinners and was near to hell. The guest room door was 

opened by Raghupati. He also directed him on the location of the prayer hall. He 

went away assuring him of his return. 

Śrīmukh is sitting. He is serious and worried. The colours of pre-acting are 

there in his preparation – affection and simplicity are evident in his eyes. Smile is 

there on his lips. This diction of happiness was devoid of any tensions and 

apprehensions. The picture of Lipsā was playing in his mind. Her imaginary 

picture is in rhythm with his heart beat. Since childhood, Lipsā’s picture had 

covered his mind. He is hopeful to have a glimpse of the pretty lass. And he hopes 

that she would be astonished too on her arrival. 

He felt the sound of somebody’s silent arrival. Śri ̄mukh is excited. The 

innocence of vanity expressed itself. He remained tensed and kept sitting. One lady 

with veil came into the scene and placed a gift and glass of water in front of him. 
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Śrīmukh turns restless on having a glimpse of the lean and weak hands. The veiled 

woman went at a distance and saw him. 

- Son, you are Śri ̄mukh! 

Śrīmukh turns speechless but quickly regains his stature and responds, 

- Yes…Yes… 

- Oh,….So many changes How would I be able to recognize you? Śrāvan ̣i ̄ 

was telling about you. Śrāvan ̣ī is my daughter…..do you know it? 

- I know…. 

- I was anxious to meet you. Finally, I succeeded. Are you able to 

recognize me? 

- I have recognized you. 

- How did you know? Your father and mother have both passed away. 

Who will ask about me? I am working here latching onto my fate. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is alone at home. I am not sure on when her fate will come. 

 

Raghupati reached with all his family members. Medinī seemed to be 

interrupted and became unhappy. Standing there, Śrīmukh greeted everybody with 

folded hands. Raghupati introduced Śri ̄mukh to everybody. Lipsā’s eyes were 

inquisitive.  Lipsā’s mother Bhavāni seemed indifferent. However, Raghupati is 

affectionate. Bhavāni avoided any conversation and went away from the room 

siting some work. She also took along Lipsā with her. Medinī followed them. 

Changing the topic, Raghupati started conversation with Śri ̄mukh. He ordered him 

to stay at his guest room. He got a positive response. 

The moon beam seemed to be happy in its natural habitat. 

Covering her body with dirty clothes in the winter’s dew and placing the 

pitcher on her waist, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was returning back. She met Śri ̄mukh on her way 
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back. Excited on seeing him, she paused. Śri ̄mukh was also happy to see her. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ asked with egotism, 

- You have become great. Why do you need to take our news? 

Śrīmukh told innocently, 

- No Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Nothing of that sort. I have met your mother. Surely, I will 

visit your place. 

- Poor’s place? Who has asked? 

- No….no….it’s not like that. All are equal and normal to me. Definitely, I 

will go to your place. My invitation remains. I accept it. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ smiled gently and went away expressing her feelings. Śri ̄mukh again 

turned serious. On his way, servant Dinaman ̣i came. He had heard of Śrīmukh’s 

arrival. He was astonished and happy to see her. He paid respect to him with folded 

hands from a distance. 

- Greetings, young master. 

- Fatherly, how do you know me? 

- Why can’t I recognize? Has my memory lost with the passage of time? 

- Where are you now? 

- Now, I am with Abhrapad. But from childhood, you are….it’s okay. So, 

what next? 

- I am moving for sometime. As long as it is possible… 

- Don’t do that. You go for family life. Is there any shortage of girl for 

you? 

- So, you may search for one… 

With a joking smile, Śri ̄mukh moved forward, while Dinamaṇi went in the 

opposite direction. At a distance, he happened to see Śrāvan ̣ī and thought that – 

‘Where will he go now? The man is now captured in the net.’ 
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A mistaken time rendered a wise thought. 

Raghupati is immersed in thoughts. How much is a daughter’s father 

worried? How much is he apprehensive? How much is he aware of his daughter’s 

nature and attitude?  Really, how interested is he in owning someone else’s son? 

But something is creating an obstruction. The hindrance is again caused by wealth 

only. Again the desire for wealth indicates vanity. Greed takes birth in 

vanity…hereditary…profession based...provincial…according to time. 

The human soul is affected by narrowness. To come out with a solution, is 

difficult – hence the eye only sights greed. Work begins with envy. Failure of 

others is a language. Differentiation is the source of affluence. Reduction of 

aversion leads to complete acquaintance of knowledge. What is the result? Where 

is the origin? What is realization due to the downfall? 

Regaining conscience, Raghupati becomes helpless. 

Wishes are great. Beliefs are strong. Wishes are encouraging. He called his 

wife and gently said 

- If Śrīmukh is for Lipsā… 

At half the sentence, Bhavāni shouted. 

- Don’t tell that. Will my daughter be a beggar? 

- It’s not like that…. He has come new to the village? Where will he go? 

He will stay here. 

- Why will he stay here? 

- Here, means he has his land here. In a few days time, he will be starting 

to work over here and get established. With him our daughter… 

- It’s ok….Let it stop here. What work will a man do, who has been 

roaming here and there. How to believe a nomadic person? 
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- Yes! Nobody disagrees with you. But think of our daughter. None of the 

marriage proposals are suited to her because of her nature. Do you think 

that she should be allowed to grow older? 

- Why should she be older? Is she ugly? Don’t we have wealth? 

- That is not the issue. Only that person should be chosen who would be 

able to tolerate her nature. Or else, there will be continuous fighting. 

- Can a lowly person be my daughter’s husband then? 

- How can that be? There is no place for lowly person here. Here is the 

question is of agreement on ability. 

- How is it agreed? 

- It is evident in behaviour. 

-  This lowly person can also be good in behaviour. 

- No, they are flatterers. They act well while showing their behaviour. 

- Nowadays, everybody is a flatterer. 

- Don’t tell like that. Why will everybody be like that? People, who are 

selfish, can act. 

- Humans are selfish. How can this man be devoid of it? 

- No…no…He has not come here on her own. I have invited him with 

respect. 

Bhavāni is silent. Raghupati seemed convinced. But he is thoughtful. 

Anyhow, he has to marry off Lipsā. Or else, there is no peace. There will be no 

completeness. What is the purpose of all these tensions? Who can decide on fate? 

Parents are only the creator. 

There is desire in each and every word. Every word takes the shelter of 

contradiction. Meanings are also waiting for desires. Emotions are the roots of 

mistakes. When the vision is clear, the ways for achieving the mission are also 
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clear. But the objectives are secretive. So it is an assembly of sorrow. Dinaman ̣i 

analyzes in this manner. 

Although Dinamaṇi is old, he is still a servant. He is the oldest but still he is 

a mere servant. Hence, he does not dare to express himself freely. He controls 

himself not to give any advice. He is disturbed. The worried master is in front of 

him. He asked, 

- Why are you so depressed? Tell clearly. 

- What is the lacuna….? 

Thoughtful Abhrapad asked, 

- What… has the search finished? 

- Finished…. 

- Then who will be the bride for this home? 

- You must have known Medini ̄. 

- Who is she…..? 

- She is poor….old…. 

- I know. But how is she connected? 

- Her daughter is Śrāvan ̣i ̄. 

Abhrapad laughed loudly. 

- Fatherly, are you thinking of my marriage with a servant’s mentality? 

Dinaman ̣i replied fearfully, 

- No….no…. Sir! 

- In your eyes, is there nobody else, except that poor lady? 

- Whoever comes rejects you. 
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Suddenly, Abhrapad becomes conscious. Pride reflects in him. He shouted in 

a revengeful manner. 

- Something must be shown. 

Dinaman ̣i tried to convince him and advised him to spend some time 

thinking over the issue. 

- No…she may be a servant or poor. I have to marry. 

- Think in a peaceful mind. You have a position in the society. The family 

also beholds its aristocracy and tradition. Think rightfully and then take 

the decision. 

- What is the requirement of thinking over it? You may proceed and give 

them the proposal for this relationship. 

- What? 

- Don’t be unnecessarily late. 

Dinaman ̣i kept silent, bowed down in front of his master and went away 

slowly, showing the symbol of acceptance of the proposal.  

Probably, he lacks desires. 

Raghupati is satisfied and peaceful, because his wife is in agreement with 

him. Now, he is ready to convince his daughter. He went up to his daughter’s room 

and gently called, 

- Daughter…! Daughter….! Lipsā….! 

The door opened. But she was hesitating to respond to her father’s 

invitation. She is not interested to talk. Lipsā is worried. Restless Raghupati asked 

her, 

- Why are you tensed? Why is this hesitation? Is my decision for the 

marriage not suitable for you? Lipsā replied with ego, 
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- No……. I don’t like it. 

- Then, what is your wish? 

- Don’t you want to get married? 

- I don’t want to get married. 

- What for……? 

- I don’t want my life to be controlled by a man. Raghupati smiled. 

- Ah….after marriage, both of you will be masters. In line with the 

situation, sometimes the male is the master, while on other occasions, the 

female is the master. 

- No…. I don’t want to be driven by somebody else’s order or direction. 

- You are inexperienced. I know that you don’t try to understand anything. 

Currently, you will not think of it, but later, you will be repenting for it 

the whole of your life. Listen, see. At a distance, everything seems to be 

valueless. When near, valuelessness also seem to be valuable. 

 Lipsā’s pride is passionate. She does not want to hear her father’s sermons. 

She told boldly, 

- Why don’t you allow your daughter to exercise her rights? 

- Why will I accept the words of inexperience in the name of rights? As a 

result of inexperience, you are now short sighted. You are not matured 

with experience. Why don’t you understand? If I tell something, will it be 

against your well-being….? 

Lipsā is answerless. 

Raghupati cools down and continues, 

- Child…! Every time there is no necessity of cutting down the trees to 

clear one’s path. Are the shades of trees rendered to be useless, with the 
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presence of umbrellas? Always times shall not remain favourable.  Think 

a little… 

Raghupati leaves the scene. From the other side, Bhavāni enters the room. 

She is a little concerned to see her daughter’s sorrowful face. She asked 

restlessly, 

- What happened? Did your father mention anything? I know….he is of 

that sort. Without knowing anything, he is busy scolding, Lipsā replied. 

- No….no….it is not like that. 

- Then why are you worried? 

- But, father was asking about marriage… 

- Oh….! Yes…..! I had forgotten all these things. How do you…. 

- But I have not said anything. 

- Why not? If father has already decided, how can it be disobeyed? Lipsā 

asked wisely, 

- Did your father forcibly have you married off? Didn’t you disagree with 

him? 

- At that time, it was different. Now times have changed. 

- With the changing times, human mentality has also changed? 

- Oh….? I cannot make you understand. I cannot make out. Sometimes 

you are favouring your father and sometimes me.  Don’t know, what you 

wish?  

Lipsā smiled. 

Feeling disgusted, Bhavāni goes away. Lipsā gets immersed in thought. 

Mother is the first teacher. From early times, her each and every situation is 

effected by her mother. Firstly, she is not finished with words. Every symbol of her 

signifies word. Her thought processes are already transferred. But father controls 

the entire family. Parents are already at their advanced ages, so she is not in 
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preference to go against their wishes.  Father influences the decision making 

process in the family. At the old age of her father, Lipsā doesn’t want to see him in 

sorrowful condition. 

The source is spiritual. 

The road crossing is visible at a distance. The spring festival is seen in the 

lights of the winter. It is the beginning of perspiration. The koel bird’s voice is 

heard from the crow’s nest breaking nature’s silence. 

Śrīmukh came. 

He is serious about his marriage with Lipsā. Her pride is intolerable. Some 

people are eager for the donations. Somebody is eager for seizing. On one hand 

where there is request, on the other hand, there is self dignity. In between the two, 

a fertile ground of vanity exists. Ultimately, Śri ̄mukh accepted Raghupati’s 

proposal unwillingly. 

Śrīmukh greeted with folded hands. A deep breath created made turns like 

the mountainous river. The fizz of the waves could be seen. His eyes were having 

the vision of a young lady. With the drizzling waters, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ turned into the smell 

of the idol made of soil. 

Suddenly, Dinaman ̣i came on the way. He is running restlessly. Śri ̄mukh 

called him. But Dinamaṇi could not hear him. Dinamaṇi vanished away soon. He 

could not be seen besides the trees. 

Dinaman ̣i’s mind is now filled with the sole thought of well being of his 

master. He is strongly determined for his master’s welfare. He went towards 

Medinī’s house. Seeing from a distance, Medini ̄ became happy. She asked eagerly, 

- Brother! What brings you to a poor’s house? 
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Dinaman ̣i answered with pleasure. 

- It is my good fortune, if I am made a member of your family. 

Medinī is surprised. 

- Member…..? 

- Yes…Yes….Poor lady. I am here to bring you good fortune. 

- Why are you in a hesitation? 

- It’s not hesitation. Only your welfare. 

- What is welfare to me? Think of my daughter’s welfare. 

- Yes…Yes…Not only welfare. She would be a girl with great fortune. 

- You always come with good news. 

- What is the matter? I have come for your good fortune. Tell if you are 

ready to accept it. What will be my remuneration? 

Medinī is thoughtful. In life, whatever is achieved cannot be accepted 

always. In search of truth, she has not been able to give everything. Sometimes, the 

poor heart beats wipe out everything. Maintaining silence, she thought deeply. 

Dinaman ̣i requested her. 

- Come….with me. 

- Where……? 

- To my master. 

- There…….!! 

- Why there? My master wants to marry your daughter. 

- What is this? He is of upper class. We are…. 

- So what? He is pleased with your daughter. That is the reason he is 

interested in marrying her. Your daughter will be my master’s wife. You 

will also stay there. 
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Medinī hesitates. 

Dinaman ̣i tries to convince her. 

- Yes. The proposal should be accepted. Your daughter will remain happy 

with him. You will also live the last days of your life happily. Then what 

is the loss? 

- Loss…? Loss…..? Loss…..? 

She asked to herself. 

Dinaman ̣i joyfully said. 

- Why are you thinking about it pessimistically? You are old now. What is 

left over there in life? Who does not want to lead this life with good food 

and proper sleep? 

Still Medinī is hesitant. She is in fix to whether accept the proposal or turn it 

down. She is not strong enough to be out of the proposal any more. Looking at 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ from a distance, Dinamaṇi felt interested. She looked at Medinī and told, 

- Your silence speaks that you have agreed for the marriage proposal. So 

get ready for the marriage, as soon as possible. 

Medinī is speechless. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ entered the room, put down her water pot slowly from er waist and 

asked Dinamaṇi, 

- Fatherly! What brings you here? 

Dinaman ̣i told simply, 

- Your mother would brief you. I am busy now. I am going. 
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Medinī looks steadily. Dinaman ̣i is out of sight. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ continued her work 

for the evening. Medinī could not measure and validate Dinaman ̣i’s words. She 

prays to the evening lamp in a confused state. Then she slowly calls Śrāvan ̣i ̄. She 

came and sat down with her. Medinī told the summary of the conversation she had 

with Dinaman ̣i in a fearful voice. It took Śrāvan ̣i ̄ by surprise. She felt excited in her 

mind and body with an unexpected pleasure. She could neither speak anything 

about the fact nor think much about it. She moved around the corner of the room to 

the courtyard restlessly. Observing daughter’s unsteadiness, Medinī went over to 

the kitchen. 

The wind had a touch of spring. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is pleased. Nothing could be seen from a distance. But it is not dark 

over there. She could not even see anything near. It is also not dark over here. 

Everything is looking dusky. Everything is brownish. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ looked up in the sky. 

The beautiful moon is seen. Moon beam was seen everywhere…. It is serving as 

the ornament for both night and day. The light is embracing the earth like an 

uncared monument. In all acts, it is the only actor. In the drama of life, it is seen 

repeatedly as the peace flag. 

In the moon lit night, Śrāvan ̣ī closed her eyes. Near her ears was the 

murmuring of old leaves of a Peepal tree. The wind is enjoying her hairs. A portion 

of her sari is playing with the Tulsi plants. The night is deepening. The sacrifice is 

big.  

This sacrifice is commensurate. Commensuration is also a sacrifice. So the 

relation between husband and wife is also a sacrifice. Sacrifice of feelings is not of 

any significance. This is devotion. Here devotion is an imagination of knowledge. 

Knowledge is enjoyment.  Getting knowledge of something out of nothing renders 

somebody proud and wealthy just believing that there is wealth .Thinking of 
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marriage, she becomes a bride. That is why her enjoyment starts with the 

knowledge of her marriage. Notwithstanding anything, she becomes desirous of 

womanhood through marriage. 

The late night is silent. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is continuously turning her side on the bed. 

The waves of imagination have captured her sleep. Incidents of marriage have 

captured her imagination. The same scenes and flow of youthfulness are there. Her 

mind is filled with all such imagination. Thinking of the enjoyment has made her 

body slack. Śrāvan ̣ī tried to sleep. 

The new sun is rising from the east. 

Keeping to his nature, Abhrapad is passionate. He is full of strength. Will is 

his dictionary of action. In an unpleasant environment, Abhrapad is waiting. 

Dinaman ̣i submitted. 

- The marriage date is firmed up. 

Abhrapad looked aggressively. 

- Then why are you waiting? 

- What type of function is envisaged? 

- Everything will be done from the palace. 

- Then the bride…. 

- She will be present here. One of the rooms of the palace will be 

decorated for her. 

Dinaman ̣i departs. 

Getting mercy out of no reason has made Medinī self content. But Śrāvan ̣ī is 

a servant of somebody who has not come. Śri ̄mukh waits for the situation. He is 

worried about the sudden decision of Abhrapad’s marriage with Śrāvan ̣ī. But there 
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is no way. How can he offer shelter to somebody, when he himself is staying under 

somebody else’s roof? All his emotions came for sometime and again vanished. So 

he went to Raghupati’s house. At the village end, the mud hut can be seen as 

before. Śri ̄mukh went ahead. In front, the houses are full of poverty. The door is 

open. Some birds are singing in the courtyard. A dog is sleeping. Śrīmukh saw the 

surroundings. He kept silent. 

In the lethargic plentiful, days passed. 

Dinaman ̣i is seen. His thoughts had the marriage altar. The foundation was 

cruel fate line. The invitation was pale. The intention could not produce festive 

lights. The thoughts were occupied by arrangements for marriage. All bad deeds 

traits could be covered with the marriage. For differential feelings, the rights were 

clear. Again the seed of vanity bloomed at the centre. The constellation of stars is 

seen. 

Hearing a sound, Dinamaṇi regained consciousness. He looked around. 

Again he hears the sound. 

- Fatherly…..! 

Dinaman ̣i was happy to see Śrāvan ̣i ̄ from the back. Now Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is the bride 

of the family…the wife of an aristocrat…the wife of his master…Dinamaṇi 

thought - like a tree. When the tree becomes large, people respect it. During sad 

times, one shares his sorrow with the tree. With the imagination of excellence and 

gravity, he feels happy. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is new to the place. She is not accustomed to the aristocratic 

lifestyle. She is used to the traditional values. 

- She is inexperienced with the rituals. Here, each step is fearful. But 

Dinaman ̣i, himself consults her for all activities. Also provides advice. 
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Recently, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ also expresses her displeasure. Dinamaṇi inquires 

politely. 

- Child….! What is the work? 

- Come to the upper floor. Mother wants to tell you something. 

- I will come after sometime. 

Medinī’s was thirsty with fear. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ could not adjust herself in the new 

environment. Also, Medini ̄ could not stay there happily. A distance is being 

formed between mother and the daughter. Thinking of mutual welfare, both their 

minds are fearful. 

Dinaman ̣i comes. 

Getting him close by, Medinī becomes impatient. She tells innocently. 

- Brother! With your mercy, my daughter’s fortune has changed. What 

more do I expect? Now I want to go back to my home. 

Dinaman ̣i replied 

- Sister! Is it not your home now?  From now on, live here only.  

- No….brother! Where is the place for me in this palace? I am filled with 

fear over here. How can I be there without any work? 

- Where is your work here? You are the landlady’s mother. Your stature is 

different here. There are other servants to work. Your responsibility is 

with me. 

- But my mind always remains in my small cottage. 

- It is okay. You are not used to this life style. In a few days, you will 

adjust with it. Do not be worried. 

- What shall I do? 

- Is there any restriction in sitting with your daughter? She is your 

everything. Whatever she likes, do it. 
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But Medinī does not have any place here. She is neither able to measure her 

daughter’s stature over there.  She is trying her best to spare the days by any 

means. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s face is filled with smile. Her heart is throbbing. She knows the 

nature of her husband. She thinks of her husband’s passionate nature. But she 

never disobeys her husband’s orders. She never argues with him, even for petty 

issues. Husband is like God…any passion and wish is like All Mighty. There is 

neither limit to his desire, nor obstacle to his inclination. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is worried about 

he mother’s illness…. 

Abhrapad ridicules Lipsā’s arrogance. Dinaman ̣i informed. 

- Sir! Today is the day of solution. 

Dissatisfied Abhrapad asked. 

- Who’s…..? What…..? 

- You got married. Lipsā also…… 

- Lipsā….? Today….? 

- Marrying today. 

Abhrapad is surprised. 

- Marriage…!! Who is the groom? 

- Śrīmukh……. 

Abhrapad laughed loudly. 

- Who that nomadic? That’s fine…..That’s fine. Genuine union. It is the 

correct punishment for the grave lady. 

Old Dinaman ̣i is polite. 
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Abhrapad returned with a satirical smile. Dinamaṇi is observing him without 

the blink of an eye. The musical sound of Lipsā and Śrīmukh’s marriage is heard 

from a distant place. Vanity is dancing in the eyes. In the circumference, certain 

unspoken words are felt. There is a coating on what is said.  

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ called from the back. 

- Fatherly….! 

Dinaman ̣i looked at her. There is sorrow filled interest in her face. Her eyes 

are filled with questions. Dinaman ̣i asked. 

- What is the matter? 

- No…..Listen….. 

- Listen to what….? 

- Is today Śri ̄mukh’s marriage? 

Dinaman ̣i became conscious. To calm her, he tried to explain, 

- Yes…You must be knowing everything. And they are all aristocrats. 

Aristocrats have their relation with aristocracy, know…! 

- I have no knowledge of any such thing at this house. 

- How is that possible? The premises over here are large. Being here, 

where is the time to think of others?  Also, what is the point in thinking 

about anything else? If anything is to be done over there, then there is 

benefit in investing time onto the same. Else, it only gives sorrow. 

- Shouldn’t we try to go over there? 

Dinaman ̣i took a deep breath. 

- That’s not possible, dear…! 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ keeps silent. 
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Dinaman ̣i tried to explain. 

- Know…! At first one is desperate to find a house. Then…, this house 

makes him desperate and restless. It also decides upon his status. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ kept silent keeping her head down. Dinamaṇi observed her slow and 

unwilling movements.  

The marriage ceremony ends with the business of disbelief. 

Śrīmukh is fortunate. Lipsā’s complexion is reflected in her vanity. She is 

looking new with her make up. She is feeling good with her new marital identity. 

Her seriousness is also beautiful. She is fresh in love. Her smile is artificial. Her 

self-boasting nature is evident. Her behaviour is sorrowful. Her expressions reflect 

purity of self-poverty. 

Nomadic Śrīmukh is now a married man. He is serious with the dignity of 

marriage. All are happy with the marriage of Lipsā with Śri ̄mukh. Now both are in 

a room. One of them thinks that he is superior. The other thinks that she is 

superior. Something is being an obstacle for their union. Both are waiting for 

invitation from the other. There is a conflict of doubt in mind. Ego is not losing its 

strength. Śri ̄mukh walks inside the room. Keeping her chin on her thighs, Lipsā is 

also thoughtful. 

The honeymoon night is passing by. 

After a long thought, Śri ̄mukh came to Lipsā. He gazed at Lipsā’s face. 

Lipsā is looking down. Śri ̄mukh extended his hands. Lipsā showed no interest. 

Śrīmukh apprehends. Nevertheless, to touch her lips, he moved forward. Lipsā 

protested with her hands. Śri ̄mukh is stunned. He controlled himself and sat on one 

side of the bed. He thought of many things, but could not read Lipsā’s mind.  

Śrīmukh is restless. He tries to explain to her, 
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- Lipsā! If this had been your mind’s wish, then why didn’t you express it 

before? What is the point in turning away now? 

Lipsā’s anger is at the tip of her nose. Śrīmukh sighs a deep breath. He 

shows tolerance. In front of him is an attractive beauty. But he is filled with male 

ego. He is neither able to go out nor able to come inside. He himself is to blame. 

Lipsā is still sitting. The honeymoon night is passing by. Fire is in her heart. 

Mind is with protest. In her pride, aristocracy is reflected. In front of her eyes, here 

is only loneliness. In her thoughts, exist supremacy of husband...understanding of 

loneliness. Then, why did she come forward? Why did she protest? Protest is 

always not fruitful. True words are not always valued. Ability is not always 

recognized. Situation is complex. 

Now, Lipsā cannot reproach her father. She is her father’s first heir. She is 

her mother’s pride. She also thought about motherhood. She cannot go against her 

own self. Superior thought processes get hindered at every step. Śri ̄mukh does not 

bend to her. Lipsā realizes that two parallel lines can never intersect with each 

other. Other than that, life would be full of conflicts. Marriage rituals are finished. 

There is now lesser risk of social denial. Parents are not to be blamed. She is 

accountable for her own deeds. Where is the sorrow in accepting own faults? Self 

confidence is required to endure it. Just as it has come, it would also go away. 

Somebody dear to the mind will definitely come. 

The morning came after a long wait. 

Śrīmukh is angry. He requests Lipsā again. Lipsā still maintains her denial. 

Śrīmukh extends his hands. Lipsā stares. Her face is clear with hatred. At the 

corner of her eye, there is an excluded look. She turned away her eyes.  Śri ̄mukh 

well understood her mentality. He took back his hands. 
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Śrīmukh rose from the bed and came towards the door. He looked at Lipsā in 

a content manner. He also looked inside the room. He opened the door. The 

surroundings are unclear. The night had been cool. The road ahead is hazy. 

Śrīmukh looked far. Directions are clear. The eastern sky is a queer mixture of 

light and darkness. The tweeting of birds is heard. 

Śrīmukh slowly came outside. Lipsā is surprised. She came to the door and 

looked outside. She saw fully. A few unfriendly relatives were seen. She wanted to 

hinder her movement. But he had gone far. She wanted to call her. But her throat 

did not support pronouncing his name. She wanted to follow him. But her vanity 

rendered Śri ̄mukh insignificant. 

Śrīmukh gradually faded from Lipsā’s sight. Lipsā’s sorrow transformed 

into anger and she came inside and closed the door. She lied down with the pillow 

onto her face. She was in a state midway between anger and sorrow. 

People seldom think that unfavourable union does not produce an effect. In 

life, time comes when one is unable to recognize the good and the bad. At that 

time, taking shelter of the unfavourable, one surrenders the favourable. The desired 

is breached. The aim is also changed. The grief of separation of the beloved. The 

undesired one’s arrival is like wet fuel. But the inner meaning is significant. It can 

neither be imagined, nor be owned. 

Medinī is bound by fate. 

She lies down at her mind and age. Her daughter is the lady of the house. 

Her residence is also proper. Food is fine. Everything is sufficient. Yet the mind is 

dependent. She is always worried about Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is primarily innocent. She 

hates to protest. She does not take part in arguments. Without being at fault, she 

readily accepts mistakes. This is the condition. Always, her son-in-law exhibits his 

anger. Without any reason, he does not hesitate to scold. As long as he stays 
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outside the home, things are peaceful. As he enters the house, the situation turns 

grim. If anytime, something is told, he becomes angry. He scolds as per his wish. 

But the mother’s mind is not far away. Medinī weeps alone. But wishing for her 

daughter, she holds her tears.  She explains to daughter. Clinching onto the 

unforeseen, she convinces herself. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ feels that she is a doll. Her work is to obey her master’s orders in the 

house. Everything is done as per his interests. Śrāvan ̣ī is fearful. Her wishes are not 

fulfilled here. Her words carry no importance. Even her thoughts remain 

concealed. 

Once, sitting by Medinī’s side, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is thinking aloud. Expressing her 

grief, she is worried. She describes her poor situation. She submits her 

helplessness. 

Suddenly, Abhrapad arrives. 

Seeing them, he shouted. 

- What is happening? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is answerless. 

Abhrapad shouted loudly. 

- Old woman, why are always sitting here? Go and do some work. Who 

will give you food without any work? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ answered. 

- What will she do? 

- What are the maids doing here? 

- How can you compare my mother with the maids? 

- Oh…? Is she a queen? She had always been a maid. 
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- She has come over here as my mother. Not as a maid. 

- Then what? My marriage is with you, not… 

- What is in marriage? She is as much your mother as she is mine. Or else, 

how do I respect your elders? 

- What emulation? What are you today? You are a maid’s daughter and 

always, you will remain a maid’s daughter. Or else…? 

- Or else, what? Don’t I have any right as your wife? 

- Wife…? Rights? Since when did all such words come to your mouth? Do 

as I tell you. Or else, I will take your tongue out. Ha…,ha…., old 

woman! From tomorrow, I want to see you in the kitchen. Or else, both 

mother and daughter would face the same fate. 

Abhrapad departs. Medini ̄ came to Śrāvan ̣i ̄, wiped her tears with her sari and 

consoled her. 

Daughter! Why are you quarreling for me? How long will I live? What is the 

meaning of pain and pleasure for me? I am happy with your happiness. The 

togetherness of both of you is my desire. Without any work, I would be lazy over 

here. As desired by my son-in-law, I will do some kitchen work. What is to be 

worried over here? Whatever he wants, will be obeyed. Why is this conflict? I do 

not have any conflict. Husband is God-like. It is not expected to have a quarrel 

with one’s husband. If he is unhappy, then everything would be unhappy. Leave 

the conflict and be happy. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s eyes are filled with tears. She condemns herself. She curses her 

luck. She is unhappy thinking of her mother’s situation. But helpless. She neither 

tolerates her mother’s insult, nor accepts her moving out of the house. Also, she 

could not keep her mother as per her wishes. She feels her house is changed. The 

residence is changed. The decoration is new but situation remains the same. There 
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is no newness to the experience. She does not feel in love with her husband. She 

blames her poverty for this. Now she feels that it is her poverty. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is restless. 

What would enable surpassing the circle of hunger? Some people are 

influenced by seeing only the top half of the stomach. At the end it is the centered 

around the deeds. Their deeds have all led to self abandonment…sweet 

behaviour…love. These deeds result in a behaviour which becomes right. This is 

the pride of kindness…the formation. 

Time passed. 

Dinaman ̣i lighted the candle as before. The lighting is not circled with any 

eagerness. There is slowness in the movement. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is looking at the same. She is fearful. Every movement of her 

reminds her of domination and slavery. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ departs for her bedroom. 

The night passed amidst the vanity. Śrīmukh went elsewhere. He is worried. 

Still he maintains his pride…I am Godly….I am an aristocrat….I am very 

good….But there is hunger in stomach. His body has slackened. He consumes food 

at the mercy of others. There is no fixed place to sleep. 

Days are passing like this. Śrīmukh becomes tired. Livelihood is difficult for 

him. He decides to spend his life serving people. He moves from one place to the 

other in search of a job. But he feels that everywhere people are like him. At the 

core of all work, there is vanity. Everywhere there is slavery. A good position at 

workplace implies full of vanity. 

Śrīmukh sat below a tree on the footpath. He feels nostalgic about the past 

golden days. He does not feel like talking. Why should he feel bad with other’s 

words? Now, wherever he goes, he listens to morals. Where there s welcome, there 
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is hesitation. Wherever he is staying, he is suspected by people. Wherever he 

stands, people complain against him. Whenever he speaks, somebody counters 

him. At the time of countering, he also notes the rude behaviour. People do not 

take him seriously. A few people try to hear him out. He is saddened. His breath 

gets arrested. Śri ̄mukh thinks – why do such things happen? 

Everywhere there is the game of pride. The country is arrogant….The time 

is arrogant……The language is arrogant….The profession is arrogant….The 

stature is arrogant…..The knowledge is arrogant….moreover there is arrogance in 

conscience. Like this, the arrogance flows………At least, Śri ̄mukh also feels that 

he is also the origin of some form of arrogance. He is standing at par. Where there 

is no loss there is no gain – so where is the question of emulation? Amidst 

unnoticed hypnotism, he is arrogant. Passion for anything creates arrogance. 

Anybody comes against this arrogance to counter it. Here, there lies the indication 

of multiple faces of mind. Here there is description of self confinement. A feeling 

of differentiation would exist. 

Śrīmukh is worried. 

The tension of the repentant mind is like a spider’s web. At the feet of pain 

are uncontrolled rituals. The people who live happily in the society are men of high 

thoughts. However, Śrīmukh has lost faith in the information of such good works. 

In front of him, lies arrogance…..that confinement…..that centre of desire. 

The tiredness of time is making things grayish. 

Opening the kitchen door, Medinī came to her daughter’s bedroom. She 

walked slowly. She is looking down. Putting her hands on the waist, she is moving 

around. With the orders of her son-in-law, she works in the kitchen. Sometimes, 

she also works in her daughter’s room. Whenever she gets some free time, she 
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comes outside cautiously. She talked to Dinaman ̣i. She discussed about her pain 

and pleasure. 

Dinaman ̣i is happy in his mind. Medini ̄ is also busy with her work. She is 

working hard. Where one is putting in labour, other is becoming happy. This is the 

theory of arrogance. One unhappy person finds solace when somebody else is also 

unhappy. The fatigue comes with the realization of self unhappiness. This is the 

reason people forget. Memories become unfavourable. The thoughts of 

confinement of rituals arrive. Dinaman ̣i is immersed. 

Gloomy events of his life come in front of him – his dead wife Parvati. She 

resembled a virago. Both her shape and nature were alike her. Both her image and 

her behaviour were alike her. Both her intelligence and her desire were alike her. 

Since, she became a wife, she tried to control all matters. She entered into 

everything. She did not think about taking anybody’s permission. She also did not 

wait for anybody. She worked with likeness to her interest. She forcibly tried to 

own everything. She would be ready to humiliate anybody. She neither cared for 

blame nor praise. She was an idol of vanity in her behaviour. She could go to any 

limits to accomplish her work. 

But all these were intolerable for Dinaman ̣i. He still tried to pursue her to 

understand. But Parvati was firm on her decisions. Everyday, this led to arguments 

at home along with dissatisfaction. Due to this, Parvati gradually became very 

confounded. She increased her torture. Dinaman ̣i also became rude. The small 

arguments turned into a major conflict and arrogance exploded. Dinaman ̣i suffered 

with this explosion. Parvati also suffered and committed suicide. 

Thereafter, Dinaman ̣i is alone. Love and respect for Parvati does not come to 

his mind. Affection towards her also does not arise. Only her picture dances in the 

mind. She comes to his mind with bitterness and also leaves the mind with 
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bitterness. Distressed Medinī stands in front of him and continues to speak. New 

thoughts arise. 

There is smile at the corner of Dinaman ̣i’s lips. His face is covered with an 

apathetic look. He is ornamented with old age. He is affectionate. He is filled with 

new thoughts in his mind amidst all the elements. Dinaman ̣i gazes. 

Medinī can be seen in front. She is restless. She is also looking pleased. She 

had not come since long. She wears a new look today. Did the son-in-law do 

something favourable? Did she get something? What may be the reason? Dinaman ̣i 

shouted from a distant place. 

- Sister-! Here here…… 

Medinī smiled at him. 

Dinaman ̣i was surprised. His inquisitiveness increased. He asked 

emotionally. 

- Sister….! What has happened today? Anything special? 

Medinī is answerless. 

- Today tell me. You look very pleased. Has son-in-law gifted you 

anything? 

- Yes…, something like that. 

- What is it? Wealth…? Or house…..? 

- Nothing like that. 

- Then, what? 

Medinī sat slowly. She arranged her sari properly. With a smile, she started. 

- God has heard me. 

- Oh…! What is the matter? 
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- My daughter is pregnant. 

- Oh! You are blessed, Medini ̄. Your sorrow will be away. But you will 

become more engaged. 

- Truth….God should be kind enough. My daughter should give birth to a 

baby boy. 

Dinaman ̣i smiled. 

- Sister…..Now we are more desirous. Where is the result? Having 

determination in mind, I was also desirous at a point of time. But……. 

- Truth.....The path of life is controlled by crookedness. 

- I am very much relieved since your daughter has gone to their family. 

- Yes...... 

Medinī takes a deep breath. 

Knowing his master’s nature, Dinaman ̣i felt aggrieved. Putting his master’s 

words differently, created his own words. His own deeds are all result of his 

master’s wishes. His master’s character depicted the poorest of mountains. Over 

and above that was stone-like extravagance. Inside it was deadly ice. Dinaman ̣i is 

dejected. His thoughts echoed rudeness. His decisions were also emotionless. The 

reflection of his thoughts had a cruel parity. 

In recent times, the temple of womb is cast with a spell. Fate is to be 

embraced. Purity. Unpartitioned happiness. Devotion is sincere. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is 

reflecting glamour and beauty. Abhrapad’s ego is filled with many colours. But he 

is a mountain of pride and vanity. 

He laughs recently. He is the conqueror. No body objects to his words. Also, 

nobody in his proximity is as talkative as Lipsā. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is silent. To Medinī, she is 

a statue. Dinaman ̣i is silent as a servant. Others are quiet at the extravagance of his 

wealth and aristocracy. The rest of the people keep quiet being cautious of his evil 
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intentions. Śrīmukh is also not there to obstruct him. It is the right time to reach a 

goal...to lead a luxurious life. 

Abhrapad laughed openly. 

Sitting at the side, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is surprised. She asked gently. 

- What happened? 

- The matter is difficult to understand. What does it have to do with you? 

- Then what do I have to do with? 

- There is no need to mingle into my matters. 

- Why? 

- I have lots of wealth and lots of work to do. As such, I have lot of things 

to worry about. 

- Is your problem not my problem? 

Again, Abhrapad laughed. 

- How is it possible? You are a maid’s daughter. You have grown up in a 

poor cottage. How can you throw light upon my business? Further, I am 

an aristocrat....come from respectable family...traditional. Do you have 

any such cultural background? Work like a maid’s daughter and also 

behave similarly. Be involved in your business. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s face reddened. 

Anger could be seen on her nose. Eyes were full of inquisitiveness. She 

controlled her anger and asked gently. 

- Why are you mentioning all these things? You have married me knowing 

everything. Days have passed. Am I still not to be considered as your 

wife? Do you still not accept me as your wife? 
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Abhrapad laughed sarcastically. 

- Wife....? All ladies have a single definition – ‘slave’. You are a slave. 

Furthermore, you are a slave’s daughter. 

- Do you feel that by such words, I will be more a slave or a slave’s 

daughter? 

- This is your identity. 

- Do you not know anything else? 

- I know it better.... 

- Knowing all this, how do you identify me in front of others? 

- You would remember. 

- What will be your benefit? 

- You will become cautious of your rights. 

- Is it your trick? Being involved in such self created sadness, how do you 

demand your masculinity? 

- Sadness....? Whose.....? Mine...?? How does the breed of slaves gauge the 

potential of aristocrats? 

- You may be master for others. For me, you are a different person. 

Abhrapad shouted. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄....! You have gathered lot of courage for this protest. But don’t 

forget that I am the master of this house. I am an aristocrat...I am 

respected in the locality and come from one of the most respected 

families around. Always have control over your language. Else, I will cut 

your tongue in future. 

Abhrapad went out angrily. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ took a deep breath. She wiped her tears. 

She is sad. Her mind is shattered. She asks herself – who can make him 

understand? He is filled with arrogance. He is greedy. He is selfish. He is always 
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having untrue things in front of his eyes. Good things are valueless for him. Well 

wishing words are taken by him as harmful. Whatever is happiness is valueless to 

him. Only, whatever he is doing is correct. All other words are meaningless.. What 

does he wish? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is worried. She curses herself. She deeply repents – why is she 

protesting? She has seen such things. She tolerates such incidents. There is no 

benefit in protesting against such things. Only dangers increase for others. The 

results will be dreadful. She will be silent here – she will not protest any more. If 

she observes something bad, she will close her eyes. Tear drops filled Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s 

eyes. 

The sky is filled with moonlight. It is exhibited lifelessly. The stars are 

twinkling romantically. The clouds are moving. The wind is impatient. Lipsā is 

sitting in the open palatial room. She is thoughtful. Her hairs are plentiful. Her 

clothes are shabby. Her sight is on dark treetops.  

 In the other room, resides her ailing father. He suffers from breathing 

disorders and is restless. Sadly, he shouts. 

- Bhavāni....! Bhavāni....! 

Bhavāni comes and responds back to him with a harsh tone. 

- Why are you so much thoughtful? 

- Ah....! Did anybody go in search of Śrīmukh? 

- Why should anybody go? Is he a child? 

- Ah....! It’s not like that. He has gone out of home with arrogance. 

- Then what is to be done? Is he arrogant alone? Don’t others have ego? 

- My daughter is suffering due to this arrogance. Why don’t you make her 

understand? 

- You have ruined my daughter’s life by bringing this useless to our home. 



245 
 

- Oh....again arrogance? 

- What arrogance? Do you know our daughter’s mind? She is suffering 

because of such bad decisions. 

For her entire life, she will live in trouble. 

- Oh....What is my fault in this? After marriage, she is responsible for this. 

Then why is she seeking your help? 

- What have you done? 

- Why are you favouring your daughter? Because of my weakness. You are 

arrogant and she has also grown to be arrogant by following you. Who 

has listened to me? 

- Daughter in such state of affairs by listening to you. 

- It is due to her own fault. But the present situation is because of you. 

Always you are favouring her for her careless behaviour. 

- Do you feel that my daughter will be my slave? 

- No..., No....., she will be Goddess. She will be here just like yourself. Do 

you want that? 

- You tell me only. My daughter will stay here as earlier. She will not go to 

that nomadic. If the nomadic comes here, I will kick him out. Yes...., hear 

me out, if you mention of him once more, the situation will be dreadful. 

After warning him, Bhavāni entered the room. Old Raghupati caught on to 

fate and took a deep breath. 

- Alas....alas....arrogance..... 

Hearing all this noise, Lipsā came to her father’s room and gradually sat by 

the bedside. Observing worries at father’s face, she inquired. 

- Father..........! 
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Raghupati became conscious. 

Lipsā asked. 

- Why are you worried for me? 

Raghupati maintained silence. 

Lipsā soothed him boldly. 

- Do not be worried for me. Leave all your worries for me. I can manage 

them myself. 

Raghupati is helpless. He tried to convince her daughter. 

- Daughter! Time is not the same every time. Every time situation is not 

favourable. Whatever seems to be of pleasure today may turn out to be 

sorrowful tomorrow. Whatever is nectar today may turn out to be poison 

tomorrow. Think properly, my daughter! Judge the situation. Whatever is 

not done in a timely manner may not be fruitful in days to come. Still 

nothing detrimental has happened. Again, everything will be peaceful as 

before. Keeping your mind cool and head still, tread the path of your 

husband and be merry. Send out people to find out Śrīmukh. He will 

surely return after knowing the change in your mind. 

Lipsā is absent minded. She stood silently for a while. Raghupati ordered 

her. 

- Go....Go...., daughter....! As fast as possible, accomplish your work. 

Lipsā went away slowly. Lamentation is there in her mind. Her voice is 

choked. The pain of repentance is there in her weak heart. The vision of Śrīmukh 

seems like a dream. 

The sky is full of clouds. 
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Śrīmukh is tired. He is not interested in journey today. Without moving here 

and there, he tries to find the honey of peace. Everywhere are the footprints of 

narcissism. There is emulation of transgression. The destination is uncertain. The 

path is vey dark. There is sudden fire at sight. The instincts are that of insects. 

People with arrogance jump into such fire. 

Off late, Śrīmukh has been suffering with sorrow. He treads carefully 

thinking of egotism. His mind is thoughtful of clasp of arrogance. His feelings 

have become bitter with its shadow. Unmindfully, he is filled with disgust. There is 

tension all around. The influence and results of arrogance are beautifully 

demarcated – the difference between fire and ashes gradually become prominent. 

The result is ashes while fire is the influence. The burning is different. A form of 

thread is established. It looks like fire. That is why it looks like a thread. Its 

arrogance is like that of fire. This self creation controls the mind in oneness. 

Objects also look similar in nature. The arrogance of life is also one of such 

transformations. 

Śrīmukh is pleased. 

He does not have any such threads. Its ingredients are those of rights. It only 

burns when fired. Again, it turns into ashes. The ashes also burn the fire for 

sometime. Such ingredients take the form of ashes or a bloody look, this is the 

philosophy. The philosophy of influence and results is enlightenment. Here lies the 

desired thing. This is the goal. There is no sign of ashes.....there is no spark of 

fire.....only ability is called in the path of life. 

Śrīmukh is humbled by himself. His saddened mind reminds him of his past. 

He feels sorry. There is no desire in the origin. Else, at every step, the lost mother 

spreads love. She comes again and again in his mind and weakens his heart. Off 

late, her appearance arises in the eyes. Śri ̄mukh turns sad. His speech also becomes 
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slow.  But, he hovers around in search of something. Clothes are dirty. Lifestyle 

also follows madness of existence. Nevertheless, his search for something beautiful 

pushes him to go towards it....for repentance....for love....To embrace the 

unsupported....for illustration of the truth....for self containment...for well being. 

 But, recently, his journey is not peaceful. There, not only there is blooming 

of pride, but also, incoherence of work, which institutes the path of blindness. The 

revolution for freedom gets destroyed. Justice is denied. Duty is self –centered. 

Independent men are slaves of corruption. Everywhere, there is commotion, same 

thoughts....same feelings....multiplying the embracing....collective idol....Who 

would fee from this path...? Revolution burns him. Corruption fills the 

surroundings with smoke. The thorn of corruption hurts the foot. In front, the 

waves of injustice bubble extensively. But, these currents form the path. 

Otherwise, it is not possible to lead life. 

Śrīmukh saddens. 

The peaceful thoughts face hurdles. The goal turns cloudy. Śrīmukh sat 

below a banyan tree with his hands on his head. He could see some people in front 

of him. Everyone was busy with arguments. Then, an old man came. His dress was 

simple. His head had some grey hairs. His face was graceful. Being tired, he also 

sat below the tree. He turned serious after taking a deep breath releasing the 

tiredness. 

Śrīmukh only saw. The old man inquired about the inquisitiveness of the 

youth. 

- Young man! Where are you going? 

- This locality. 

- What will you do here? 

- I have come here for the first time. 
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- What is your business? 

- I have come here for work. 

- What work? 

- Anything that I get. 

- Household work.....? 

- What is your name? 

- Can you come with me? 

- Your identity.....? 

- My name is Induketan. I live here. What is your identity? 

- I am Śri ̄mukh. My house is far away. Now I live for work here and there. 

- How much remuneration? 

- I will decide after seeing the work. 

- Fine...fine.....Then come. 

Śrīmukh observed – the serious voice of the old man had pride in it. His 

inquisitive nature is boundless. His eyes were full of peace. Śrīmukh felt that he 

could depend on him. He got up. He was ready to follow him. Induketan went in 

front. Śrīmukh asked him at the side of the road. 

- Who else is there at home? 

Induketan laughed. 

- Who else will be there? You will come......and see. 

Śrīmukh kept silent. Emotionally, he went on to follow him. 

A silent house appeared in front of him. The paleness of the old man is 

observed. A dilemma is evident. Somewhere, illness is showing its presence. Here, 

the trees in the garden have also turned old. The flowers are bestowing a rare look. 

The path is become narrow. Induketan went in front. Śri ̄mukh followed. 
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Śrīmukh observed. Some other old man cam down from the top room and 

opened the door. Induketan described. 

- This is Śri ̄mukh. He is looking for a job. He...is my 

younger....Candrāmani. 

Candrāmani responded in a perplexed manner. 

- I am nothing....I am a dedicated servant. 

Śrīmukh greeted him with folded hands. 

Chadramani greeted him into the house. Everything is decorated to serve his 

master. He showed him the guest room. There he asked Śri ̄mukh to settle down. 

Śrīmukh entered. 

Everything was quite old in the guest room. Everything was a mark of 

Induketan’s family heritage. Śri ̄mukh was amazed to see all this. He felt glorious. 

His mind became composed. Suddenly, his eyes fell upon a hazy picture. It was a 

lady’s picture. It was drawn long back – that’s why, the haziness. Śrīmukh is 

stunned. Memories of his young age emerged. It was as if, the replica of his 

mother. He suddenly shivered at such pronunciation. Śri ̄mukh closed his eyes. His 

eyes were drenched in tears. 

Candrāmani brought water. Suddenly, seeing tears in his eyes, he asked. 

- What happened? Why speechless?  

Śrīmukh did not reveal his heart. 

- No....no....Nothing of that sort. 

Candrāmani observed from top to bottom. He was an experienced person. 

He did not take much time in understanding his mind. He is not a normal worker. 
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He must have come from a noble background. He must have had a glorious past. 

He may be part of some family heritage. He asked. 

- Anything else required? 

Śrīmukh answered gently. 

- Nothing else. Only water. 

Candrāmani went away. 

The silence of the evening and loneliness of nature was evident. The stars 

started twinkling. Feeling assured, the moon showed itself. As a daily routine, 

Candrāmani cleaned the top room. He decorated the place by keeping the mat. He 

placed the things in order. Then he went to call Induketan. Induketan came up. He 

sat on the mat. 

The moonlight brightened in the sky. Induketan sat down and concentrated 

by looking at him. He could see the goodness in him, as before. His expectations 

were climbing up on seeing him. Justice is purified by his goodness. Now, there is 

no time to have double thoughts. He is peaceful after being confirmed with his 

goodness. Here, the sameness of nature is found in name. Hence, so many things 

are going around. In the bouquet of names, this name is raising the bar of 

expectation. As a result, there is happiness. In return, this is the crux of fate. But 

what is there in return? Are friendship and relations enough these days? Induketan 

thought about the goodness with a cool mind and still head. In return, the discovery 

of a single name is instituted – ‘Moonbeam’. 

Candrāmani informed politely. 

- Sir....! He wanted to go out. 

Induketan ordered. 
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- Bring him over here. 

Induketan sat down seriously. Candrāmani made Śri ̄mukh sit down and got 

involved in his own work. Induketan simply ordered. 

- Sit down here. 

Śrīmukh was happy. 

Induketan told. 

- See the house here. You have come to know about the members of the 

family now. Tell me, what do you want to do over here? 

- I will do, whatever you order me to do. Order me.... 

- Many days ago, some institutions were built by me. Due to my old age, I 

cannot go for inspection to those places. I am very much interested to 

know about the current status of those institutions. You visit those places, 

inspect properly and work for their betterment. 

- Any information about the institutions........... 

- Correct.....All the information is with Candrāmani. Collect it from him 

and go. Yes....take the required money with you. 

- As you wish. 

Induketan called Candrāmani politely. Candrāmani came. Induketan ordered 

him. 

- This is Śri ̄mukh. Today you are responsible for his eating. Again, from 

tomorrow morning, he will start his journey for visiting the institutions. 

For that, much information is required. You arrange them. Go....young 

man. From tomorrow, you will take care of all these things. 

Candrāmani directed Śrīmukh about the way and went out of the room. 

Śrīmukh followed. 
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Lonely Induketan is immersed in deep thought. The night is shining. The 

night becomes serious once the evening sets. Silence follows the night. 

The length of silence cannot be measured. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is in pain by her grief. Her face is covered with lines of silence. 

With her limited wishes, she is worried now. Her future will be filled with tears. 

Now, she is the mother of a daughter. For this, her husband is very angry on her. 

At every moment, he is reprimanding her. Always, he admonishes. But every time, 

Medinī intervenes. She accepts all accusations by bowing her head. She prays for 

mercy. She persuades Śrāvan ̣i ̄ to own all the allegations. But Śrāvan ̣i ̄ weeps. She 

blames her own luck. She decides for suicide. On one side, there is her aged 

mother. On the other side, there is her newly born daughter. She is only crying. She 

chooses silence as the way of leading life. 

Love and affection arises in her motherly heart. Her daughter’s childhood 

makes her forget her sorrow and sufferings. She tries to convince herself. Her old 

mother, Medini ̄ motivates her to think positively. She is now happy as a 

grandmother. Be it a boy or be it a girl, either is of much importance to her. 

Abhrapad is dissatisfied. He is angry because of the birth of a girl child. He 

has even called off all the rituals of the birth ceremony. He has also cancelled the 

naming ceremony. 

Abhrapad is dissatisfied with himself. He is neither ready to accept the 

fatherhood of a girl child nor ready to quit the girl child. He has a feeling that he 

has been defeated. It is painful – if it were a boy, then his wealth would have 

multiplied. A girl implies that there would be deterioration of his affluence. But by 

any means, he would increase his property. The wealth would be more. It will be 

preserved for some future generations. Respect would also increase. 
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Abhrapad is busy in finding out a way. The means for acquiring more 

property sometimes get funny. He is immersed in thought. Even her daughter can 

earn wealth.  For this, appropriate training is required to be provided. Primarily, 

she should be given proper direction through guidance. If she develops to be a 

talented dancer, then it would ease the path to earn more wealth. 

Abhrapad is bit relaxed. 

During that time, foster mother informed. 

- As per order, the naming ceremony of the daughter shall be held. 

Abhrapad eagerly asked. 

- What is the daughter’s name? 

Urvi ̄............ 

Abhrapad was pleased. 

All right....Tell it to your master’s wife. I am coming back soon. 

The foster mother went away. 

Behind the scenes, the music of wellness is searching for the reverberation 

of time. Abhrapad is thoughtful in his room. The village seems dusky in front. The 

trees cover the terrain in green colour. It is greenish all around. The horizon is 

unclear. 

Everywhere it is unclear. 

Lipsā is nostalgic. It has been some years since her marriage. To the society, 

she is a woman. In her heart, she is repentant. With the expectation of reunion of 

husband and wife, father Raghupati has breathed his last. However, mother 

Bhavāni still gets furious on hearing the name of Śri ̄mukh. Filled with vanity, she 
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still advises her daughter to follow the footsteps of aristocracy. Falling down from 

a level is similar to death for her. Her age is visible in her white hairs. Her skin is 

showing the fading lustre. Still her eyeliner makes her eyes attractive.  Colourful 

desires fill her heart and mind. 

Practically, who will win whose heart? Everybody is filled with ego. There 

are some people who think beyond the line of vanity. Decisions happen to 

blossom. They bear fruits. 

Lipsā feels that she is trapped. She can neither stay there nor move out. 

Fruitless time passes. The limits of tolerance have been shattered. Now, she even 

finds some white hairs from within the black ones. She is suffering from pain in 

her body. The solitariness and indifference of mind deepens. On one side, mother 

Bhavāni’s ego is intensifying. On the other side, there is emptiness in the sky of 

thought.....blue beauty......again pain of estranged relations. Some of the pale 

Champak flowers have fallen down. Lipsā still puts one Champak flower everyday. 

The temple looks beautiful besides the Champak tree. 

This is the place Induketan has indicated. Śri ̄mukh has come. Here, the 

cock’s call raises everyone from sleep. Shadows determine the hour of the clock. 

The fox howls at night. This is such a village. It is clean all around. The paddy 

fields are all around. The temple at the end of the village is the place for virtue. But 

the temple is half broken. People come here and pray to God. But all the time, God 

seems unhappy here. Śri ̄mukh looked around. He sat down after taking a deep 

breath. He is worried – people have become used to this place. Nobody thinks 

about renovating this temple. Nobody is either repenting for its poor condition. 

Śrīmukh goes the priest. 

- Are you he priest over here? 

- Yes...tell me....what do you want? 
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- Who has built this temple? 

- Somebody pious. 

- What is his name? 

- I cannot say. 

- It is getting destroyed. Nobody seems to be bothering about any 

renovation work. 

- Who will do it? Everybody is needy over here. Wealthy people behave as 

poor ones. Moreover, everybody argues ‘I am superior.....I am superior’. 

They come over here and pray to God for wealth. They quarrel over there 

properties. This is the condition. What is their benefit by investing over 

here? 

- Then what are you doing over here? 

- What do I do? I do it for earning to meet my family needs. 

- Then don’t you want to take care of the renovation work? 

- I have taken care. But nothing has happened. Still waiting for some noble 

soul to arrive. 

Śrīmukh turns answerless. His heart pains – who has done it? What is the 

achievement? What is the return? What is attained? What was the objective of the 

construction? What is the result? The objective of renovation is noble. Has 

anybody in the past tried to think about it? Who will take its responsibility? There 

would be variety! People forget the name of the founder. 

Śrīmukh is restless.  

The calm face of Induketan is coming to his mind.....the happening at the top 

room....then the servant Candrāmani. Thinking of some other destination, Śri ̄mukh 

got up from there. Nobody obstructed him. Neither was anybody asking about his 

next destination. He is lonely...a traveller. 



257 
 

This area is scarcely populated. It is one of the favourite places of Induketan. 

This is the place of Induketan’s forefathers. They started there business from this 

place.  Induketan had been following them. Since then, he felt the necessity of 

education over there. Therefore, firstly, he started a school there. 

The school is in front of Śri ̄mukh. Some age old trees are surrounding the 

school. The foundation of the school is similarly dilapidated. All the rooms are 

door less. The wind passes through the broken doors. The small plants around the 

school render it the look of a forest cottage. 

Śrīmukh came. He stayed in front of the wrecked school for sometime. 

There, firstly he came across two people. One was a beggar, another was a mad 

person. The beggar was having food. The mad person was engrossed in shouting 

on the other side. Śri ̄mukh saw. In one of its rooms, a lady beggar was bed ridden 

because of illness. On the other side, an old man struck with leprosy was blowing 

away the flies sitting on his pimples. Śrīmukh could not understand anything. 

Looking around...thinking. Suddenly, the sound of a quarrel was heard. Śri ̄mukh 

went forward. He saw two people quarreling. Both of them were drunkards. He 

could not decipher any reason for the quarrel. Śri ̄mukh looked towards them. He 

went forward to stop the quarrel. Suddenly, somebody shouted from the back. 

- Do not go....Do not go..... 

Śrīmukh was surprised. The beggar having food was shouting. 

- Do not go. They are drunkards. They are always quarreling. Also, they 

scold and drive us away from here. They have no wisdom. 

Śrīmukh asked boldly. 

- What are you doing here? 

- I live here. 
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- Since when? 

- For many days. 

- Do you lead life by begging? 

- We are hopeless. What else shall we do? 

- Okay, in a few days time, all will have to go out of here. 

- Why? 

- Did your father build it? 

- So did your father build it? 

- Beggar! Speak carefully. 

- Why? We have been living here since long. Nobody has ever told us. 

Who are you to get us out of here? It is an eternal truth that whoever lives 

where becomes the master of that place. So, I am the master. Go....Do as 

you like. Oh, I was thinking of him as a saint. Basically, he is also a 

drunkard. Today, because of slightly more drinking, he has come here to 

sleep. Damn...Damn....Go....Search for some other place. You will not 

get any place here. 

Śrīmukh was astonished. 

During this time, other two beggars came to the school. One was blind. The 

other was deaf. Keeping them as witnesses, the beggar shouted at Śri ̄mukh. 

- Hey, look! This drunkard is here to get us out. 

The deaf told. 

- What are you telling? Music....? Whose marriage is it today? 

- Oh.....! Not music....Drunkard.... 

- Foot? What? 

- Damn....Idiot....Deaf. 

- Why Khadira leaf.....? Where is the betel leaf? 
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The blind man intervened. 

- Stop.....He is talking of people. 

- Talking of food.....? Where....? 

The deaf man stopped. 

Śrīmukh departed amidst the discussion of beggars. Pride and vanity are 

sparkling at the back of his disturbed mind. In this quarreling situation, pride is the 

flag bearer. Śri ̄mukh went on to some other way. His mind started to think about 

the experiences. He also started introspecting.....What is the desire for these 

discarded places? What is the ownership? Why does he speak of right over here? 

What is he himself doing in the name of inspection? Is whatever he doing in his 

scope? Off course, there is greediness. Definitely there is an instinct of owning the 

things in his execution. This profit and greed, this hypnotism, this desire for 

crossing limits are all different steps of pride. 

The heaviness of his heart lessened. 

Śrīmukh stands on a straight road. Many indicated places are in front of him. 

He is happy. His mind is puzzled – is there no salvation from pride? Here just as 

there is no hope of victory, there is an apprehension of pain for defeat. Why does it 

happen? Why does such self indignation happen at every moment? Why such 

hesitation? Why such anxiety? Why such division based on needs? What are these 

philosophies surrounding pride? 

Śrīmukh is tired and thoughtful. 

A beautiful village is in the vicinity. In this village is Induketan’s dental 

clinic. Śri ̄mukh decided to take rest over there. He asked some people for the 

landmarks of his other destinations. Here...Here....some villagers came forward and 

directed. Śri ̄mukh followed them. 
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Śrīmukh came to the door of the clinic. The villagers directed – this is the 

clinic. Śri ̄mukh was surprised. He looked here and there. Some cows were tied in 

the adjacent room. One portion of the clinic is broken. On the other side, one door 

is closed. There is no door in the other room. But there is an idol placed in the 

room. Śri ̄mukh asked thoughtfully. 

- Is it a clinic? Who is the doctor over here? 

The villagers smiled and told. 

- It is a clinic only by name. But no doctors come here and there is no 

medication. 

- Then, how is it a clinic? 

- Here, there is an ancient history. 

- Tell me? 

- This was built by a great person. He had appointed a doctor here. 

Medicines were also available. But the doctor was not interested to stay 

in the village. He went away elsewhere. Thereafter, nobody came. Then 

everything stopped. 

- Then, is the door closed from that day? 

- No...No...This room is used by the village youths. They organize a club 

here. In the other room, the religious activities of the village are 

organized. The village meeting and welfare activities are also organized. 

- What is the history of this? 

- Once upon a time, a great person had come here for a piece of work with 

his wife. Some of the village women requested his wife for the treatment 

of the children. She accepted the request and started to work. She 

organized everything. When, all the work was finished, people started to 

think about the name of the clinic. When, it was thought to name the 
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clinic after her name, she objected. She suggested naming the clinic after 

the name of the village God. Since then, it is so. 

- What is the name? 

- Śaśirekhā (Moon beam).......... 

Śrīmukh was surprised. He became thoughtful. The villagers asked. 

- Do you belong to them? 

Śrīmukh felt uneasy from within. 

- Yes.... 

- Are you here to rebuild it? 

- I am thinking about it. 

- Oh, good luck. 

He tried to call a couple of persons. Śrīmukh objected. The villagers asked. 

- How can you return back today? 

- Where should I stay? 

- In this youth club only. 

Śrīmukh is silent. The villagers are assuring him 

- Don’t be thoughtful. You have come for the welfare of the village. You 

are our guest. We will help you in all ways. There would be no problem. 

You stay here only. Afterwards, he went to bring the key of the room. 

The villagers departed. Śri ̄mukh looked towards his way forward. He 

observed the half destroyed clinic. Again he looked at the nearby trees. He stayed 

there. The devoted look brought out the tree’s old stories. Some people plant trees. 

Some people are responsible for deforestation. Thirdly, there are some people who 

neither plant trees, nor uproot them. They only observe and become happy. Some 
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people become proud by owning the trees. Because of intolerance, some deforest 

them. Some people become depressed by thinking that the trees belong to others. 

Without any reason, some people talk about the trees here and there. This has been 

the rule. Here, the third persons look valueless. Śrīmukh now feels to be part of 

this group. He looks at the trees. He also witnesses the cutting of trees. However, 

he still discovers his existence. He is conscious about self dignity. 

This pride explains to self. This meeting creates bubbles. At the strike of 

fate, these bubbles increase with the wind. There existence lies in water. Their 

speed is determined by that of the water. But, what reflection is seen in the 

bubbles? The reflection is that of self and the self centered bubbles. At the end, 

what is the result of all this? 

Śrīmukh took a long breath.  

What is the way? How to follow it? Everywhere, it is binding. The protest is 

shaped by its boundaries. All hinderances are prominent. The sign of depression is 

observed at the end. The seed of the beginning lies in the end. The lavishness of 

the exterior burns. Belief does not touch aristocracy. The mind enters the sense. 

What is there inside? Where is the base? Where is the end to wealth? Where is the 

end of knowledge?  

During this time, the villagers were present. Opening the door of the youth 

club, they told. 

-Stay here tonight. In the evening, some old villagers and young people will 

come here. They will discuss about the clinic. 

Śrīmukh was pleased. 

The villagers informed. 
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- If water is needed, you may go to the well there. You go there with this 

pot. We will come back in the evening. 

- It is okay. 

The villagers departed. Śri ̄mukh entered the room. Being assured, he 

changed his clothes. He sat down in the yard with a peaceful mind. Afternoon sets 

in the village. The varied dresses of the village women were seen. The modesty 

and spirituality of the people were enjoyable. The village cleanliness blossomed in 

the day-to-day village life. Śri ̄mukh became thoughtful on looking into the well. 

The gathering of village women was seen in front. Here somebody as ‘Lipsā’ is 

enjoying her vanity. Somebody as ‘Śrāvan ̣ī’ is wiping her tears. Again, because of 

sufferings and sorrow, some old woman has turned into ‘Medinī’. Sorrowful 

Śrīmukh turned his head down. 

The clouds could be seen in the western skyline. The deceitful disguise of 

the sunset expanded itself. The last moments of a hunt were signalled by the 

golden twilight. The evening ingredients are welcomed at the feet of the 

housewife. Far away, the sounds of the ringing bell at the temple increase the 

adventurous atmosphere. 

Thoughtful Śrīmukh sat down. 

The villagers gathered. They started the discussion. They prepared the 

blueprint of the restoration project for the clinic. Śrīmukh assured of assistance. 

The villagers were satisfied. Śri ̄mukh inquired about his next destination. 

- How far is Yagnapur from here? 

Some villager answered. 

- It is nearby....What work do you have over there? 

- There is a vast field for grazing cows? 
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- Vast field......?? 

- A village fair is arranged there. Sometimes a herd of cows could also be 

seen there. 

Everybody laughed. 

Śrīmukh is astonished. 

- What...? What is the cause of laughter? 

An old man explained. 

- Sir! Nowadays, there is neither any field nor any fair. For the field only, 

there is quarrel amongst the villagers. Everybody is interested in using 

the field for cultivation. People are using muscle power to acquire the 

field. Thus, the entire field is being used for cultivation. Still there is no 

end to the conflict. 

- Why was the vast field not used for cultivation? 

The old man became emotional. 

- The story is old and great. Once upon a time, a great person was 

returning back on the way. Suddenly, his cart broke down at that place. 

The bullock was ill. It was not able to carry the cart. It was freed. But the 

bullock died after some time over there. The kind hearted person decided 

to build a cow shed at that place. 

- Then? 

- Within some days, the noble man bought the nearby fields. The whole 

field was declared as a cattle field. A cowshed was also built over there. 

- What was the goal? 

- The goal was noble. When the cows and buffaloes would turn old, they 

would reside over there. They would spend the rest of their life happily 

there. The goal was clear. 
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- Then.....? 

- Then what? The noble man gave the responsibility to the villagers and 

went back. Now, there is neither any cattle field, nor any cowshed. Only, 

a quarrelsome village. 

Śrīmukh gets tired. 

The diseased should be asked. The desire for knowledge came to an end. 

The sounds of the fox deepened the night. The villagers departed. Śri ̄mukh also 

requested for everybody’s departure. 

His breath was filled with sad memories....whatever he is getting, he is also 

losing it. Quest is not only the source of search, but also the strong nature. He is 

desirous. Desire for getting something. It is greed......greediness is the hidden 

language of vanity.  

Why is this sadness? Śri ̄mukh asks himself. Why is his lack of confidence? 

The mind wishes to take possession of whatever is great in front. That is always 

not possible. Maybe, sometimes. Being compared with others, he is happy. 

Sometimes, unhappy. Sometimes, he is filled with sorrow. But why do such things 

happen? Till such time the desirous thing is got and the boundaries of the element 

are known, the mind is restless but why is this philosophy not known? The road is 

simple and the goal is also known. The goal is also clear. The boundary is also 

prominent. Vanity hinders the awakening. Again the mind takes a form to grasp 

self. The mind separates. He weakens amidst the universal pervasion. The desirous 

element reflects itself in the mirror of the mind. That is the reason for everything. 

The reflection in the mirror does not show the boundaries. So, there is restlessness, 

commotion and turbulence. 
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The practice for maintaining the boundaries are regular. All things are under 

control. The flames of pride have base in spreading satisfaction. The turmoil dies 

down. 

Śrīmukh’s heart unnoticingly chanted the consoling words....Oum 

Śāntih.̣...Śāntih ̣....Śāntih.̣ 

The whole night passed away unslept. 

Śrīmukh got ready after completing his morning formalities. He again 

started towards his destination. The name of the village is Abhayapally. There is a 

school. The school is for children. After visiting the school, he will be back. So he 

started his journey early morning. 

His feelings for the chants of search gradually started melting. His thoughts 

were occupied with new ideas. His perspective changed. An age comes in life 

when, people accept nothing but their own existence. Here he gives so much 

importance that the other things in life diminish. But, now Śri ̄mukh is worried 

about his own existence. Variety comes to his thoughts. His worries are all 

centered on it. Ignorance is proved in a speedy manner. Still, recently, some 

uniqueness in prayers arouses him. Mind tries to absorb the same. That....what is 

independent.....more intoxicating....philosophy of selflessness in all directions....for 

all... 

Abhayapally was like a desert. He met the people. Somebody took him to 

the school to talk about it.  Śrīmukh was surprised. The school was in dilapidated 

condition. The broken down walls were standing like the mountain peaks. Some 

goats were eating plants on the broken walls. Hens were roaming around. Sheep 

were grazing. Crows were around. The area was covered with grass. Calves had 

gathered happily. Śrīmukh was speechless. He came away. The villagers asked. 

- Are you a teacher? 
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Śrīmukh looked towards them and answered bravely. 

- How did you know? 

- Who else would know about a school? 

- Oh....it was a guess work. 

The villagers answered in assertive mode. 

Śrīmukh asked. 

- Is the school not functioning now? 

- No...no...The building is broken down. How would it work? 

- Then, where do the children study? 

- Who is studying? The school is shifted to the other village. They have 

become more powerful. The school is functioning in their village. It is far 

away. So, the children are not going to school. 

- Why don’t you organize a school here? 

- It was organized over here. By virtue of a noble person, a school was 

established over here. He also appointed a teacher. 

- Teacher? 

- Yes....teacher. The noble man was also taking care of the teacher’s food 

and lodging. A teacher’s house was also present. 

- Teacher’s house? 

- Yes.....The classrooms had collapsed due to a cyclone.  Thereafter, the 

classes were conducted in teacher’s house. 

- Can I meet the teacher now? 

- He is not present. 

- Where did he go? 

- He was old. He passed away within a few days. 

- Then? 
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- Then what? School was closed. 

- School got closed....? Then, should we go to the teacher’s home? 

- Where is the home? It is also broken. 

- Okay, we will come back after having a look. 

- Let’s go..... 

Śrīmukh was again surprised. The condition of the teacher’s house was 

similar to that of the school building. Near the half broken house, another half 

broken temple signifies that people live in the village. In the temple, there is a 

statue of Lord Shiva. Some flowers were seen on the statue. Śri ̄mukh bowed and 

prayed to Lord Shiva and calmed himself. Benevolently, the villagers showed him 

the way. Śri ̄mukh followed his way. 

Śrīmukh moved on. The reaction of his past memories reflected in his mind. 

A lonely path was in front of him. There were only some footprints on the way. 

The sound of celebration of love and romance could be heard from nearby. It is the 

celebration of marriage. The sound of a microphone was carried in the wind from a 

faraway village. The sound was that of happiness. He was cherishing this sound of 

happiness and joy. His thoughts were facilitated by Lipsā. He was nostalgic. 

Śrīmukh was sad because of her attitude – what is the distance between picture and 

character? 

Distance increases pain. 

Silence spreads its colour in self thoughts. The virtues of self are adverse to 

waiting. Within sometime, the thinking comes to an end. The desired moment 

comes in front. The time is troubled. 

Tears were filled in Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s eyes. 

The quest for knowledge in the reliable areas is destroyed. The love stream 

has died with the silent crying. The immersion of kindness had rendered the day 
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leaden. Medini ̄ is no more. She was ill with common fever. She passed away 

forever lying on her bed. Some days had passed. Still her picture arises in 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s memories. Like her mother, she realized her own faults. Still, how many 

are affected by her mother’s dignity? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was angry – only due to her husband’s pride, her mother had turned 

to a slave. She was a slave’s daughter. Her mother’s death meant no more than a 

slave’s death. Nobody is saddened due to it. Lamentation is a feeling – faraway. 

Nobody is there for any help. Where is the question of obstructing unsocial 

activities? If she protests for any such work, even her husband does not hesitate to 

beat her. He is also not that affectionate to her daughter. He performs the bare 

minimum responsibilities of a father. Or else, ignorance. His words are busy with 

the degradation of others. Greediness is reflected in his behaviour. The greed is 

extreme for getting something. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ has many a times tried to politely make 

him understand. But all these are in vain. 

Daughter is growing up. Abhrapad had arranged for dance training for his 

daughter, thinking that she can earn money just like a son would have. But Śrāvan ̣i ̄ 

is not interested in all this. She had protested time and again. For this, she has been 

rebuked and beaten. She laments thinking it to be persuasions. But, the lovely 

dance of the daughter makes her forget her sorrows and sufferings. Silently, time 

passes on.  

During the unfavourable times, age rolls by. 

Lipsā is surprised by finding a few grey hairs on her head. Seeing the 

reflection in the mirror, she was filled with self pride. But like the dried champak 

flowers, her wishes squeezed. She does not take much interest in anything. 

Meanwhile, the seed of self realization is sprouted. 
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Mother Bhabani is ill for some days. Brothers did not have time to look after 

her. Sister-in-laws are also no better. Hence, Lipsā takes care of her. She feels 

disgusted and rebukes. But Bhabani is still immersed in her ocean of pride. She 

wants her daughter Lipsā to follow her footsteps. This is the cause of conflict 

between the two. Lipsā is always involved in conflicts. She blamed her mother for 

her dissatisfied life. But Bhavāni shouts on hearing the name of Śrīmukh. 

Lipsā analyzes her present condition within the mixture of pain and pleasure. 

With her loneliness, vanity seems to fade away. The radiance of colours of pride 

was absent. But, Lipsā sees herself in her new clothes. The family only remains 

with a few servants in the name of visitors. There were some neighbours. Due to 

her nature, nobody was fascinated by her beauty. Nowadays everything is as 

usual...as per practices....Lipsā is not satisfied. She searches of somebody who 

genuinely praises her. At least, sacrificing oneself, who hails her beauty. But, now 

the situation is awful. Lipsā feels that nobody can handle her situation. Her 

courteous look suddenly thought of the importance of Śri ̄mukh. Lipsā searches for 

it and laments her past.  

It had been a tiresome hunt. 

Śrīmukh is present with all the information. Śri ̄mukh accepted Candrāmani’s 

welcome and entered the house. He inquired about the master. Candrāmani replied 

politely mentioning his healthiness. 

The autumn weather was fine. The white clouds were beautifying the clean 

sky. The beauty of the garden could be compared with that of the lover. The 

surrounding is looking green. The two sides of the path are filled with trees. The 

trees are swaying to the tune of the wind. The sun is about to set and it is time for 

the birds to fly back to their nests. 
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Induketan sat calmly. Smile is reflected on his face. His devotion indicated 

the tranquility of the autumn sky....in front of the eyes were the mouldable 

affectionate clouds....the green path of the season....the lamenting moonbeam....the 

art of the full moon...... 

Union is a unique sensation. Here, sensation is alone. The provisions for 

journey are adequate. Separation is not of much importance. Differentiation is 

without parts. This is ideal form for formation. A part of the result. 

Evening sets in with the dewdrops. 

Candrāmani arranged the top room properly. As in previous occasions, 

Induketan went and sat over there. Śri ̄mukh entered humbly. Induketan asked. 

- Have you visited all the places? 

- Yes...... 

- Were you able to collect all the details?  

Śrīmukh answered sorrowfully. 

- Nothing is favourable enough for collecting any details. 

- Then......? 

- Everything is destroyed. 

Induketan smiled. 

- Then what is the worry? 

Śrīmukh replied irritatingly 

- But renovation is not possible everywhere. 

Induketan smiled again. 

- Then what......? 
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Taking a deep breath, Śri ̄mukh replied. 

- All these have to be built newly. 

Induketan asked him seriously. 

- Who will build it...?  

Śrīmukh looked at Induketan’s face. Then he replied slowly. 

- As you instruct, Sir. 

Induketan took a deep breath. 

- Time has passed by. 

Śrīmukh looked surprised. 

- Why did not you tell earlier? 

Induketan made him understand. 

- My dear son! Everything has its limitations. Some form of controlling 

mechanism exists. When all these things come to the mind, at that time 

the mind also becomes controlled. Attitudes are also chained. On that 

path, appetite appears. That path is of abandonment....dedication... 

devotion.... 

Śrīmukh asked fascinatingly. 

- How are all these things possible? 

- Life is a form of power. By any means, this power needs to be utilized. 

As far as it is utilized, it is possible to express it. But how it is to be 

expressed, is a matter of thought. 
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Many questions gathered in Śri ̄mukh’s mind – What was he expressing till 

now? In which direction was he utilizing his energy of life? How was the path 

okay for all? 

Observing Śri ̄mukh to be silent, Induketan told. 

- Expression power of everybody is not the same. Here, experience leads 

the way. Accordingly, life progresses. Sincerity decides the degree of 

expression. There, the result is union. But in reality, dedication 

determines the way of life. 

Śrīmukh remained serious in a humble manner. His mind is disturbed by the 

springing thoughts of the devastated places. Looking for a means to own them, he 

questioned. 

- Then what about the renovation of the dilapidated places? 

Induketan smiled. 

- Not only life, everything is time bound. When all these were constructed, 

it was an appropriate time. Thereafter, all were handed over. Now, what 

is left to be done? Where is the objective? 

- Then what is the decision? 

- Land was present. Land was left over there. Earlier the land was not 

unutilized productively. We had put it to use. It required planning. 

Ingredients were present. The skill of construction was present. There 

were some beneficial objectives. Only, there was lack of proper planning. 

This was our execution. But was the complete project sustainable? If the 

objectives are fulfilled, does anybody think of its future existence? 

- Then what should be done over there? 

- The development would be thrown out of gears. 
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- Knowing each and every thing, why did you get engaged in it? Why did 

you build all these? What was your objective behind all this? Whom did 

you dedicate all these? 

Śrīmukh was bewildered. 

Induketan looked at the sky. The moonlight was clearly visible in the 

autumn sky. The rhythmic sounds of insects were making the atmosphere pleasant. 

Induketan started. 

- My dear son. My experience has been my great achievement. In the flow 

of life, I have sometimes felt the arrival of bubbles. Transition has been 

attached with me all along. The idol of transition is my wife Moonbeam. 

We discovered each other at a weak moment. The boundary of life was 

clear to us. But there were a few obstacles in our path of union. At this 

top room, we decided on how to come out of our obstacles. Some welfare 

activities came across our minds. That’s why we stayed at many places. 

While staying at many places, the welfare activities were thought of. 

- Then, what was the reason of welfare thoughts? 

- No.....It was the result of incompleteness. 

- Then mother.....? 

- She was the planner for all the activities. But, all our activities were 

centered around peace. Still, we could not forget the essence of life. 

Thereby, the way of life and its destination was controlled. Dedication 

was thought as the supreme law of life. So she was accepting dedication 

as the way of life in her works, words and mind. 

- Then..........? 
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- Thereby my partner in peace was filled with happiness. The result of her 

deeds was the various accomplishments. So, her life was aligned with 

accomplishment. For me, way of life....accomplishment...enlightenment. 

Induketan remained silent. Śri ̄mukh discovered his piousness and as a 

disciple, he laid down at the feet of Induketan. The autumn night made the 

relationship as a special one. 

Servant Candrāmani indicated that the night was late. 

Autumn had set in for long. 

It is night. Abhrapad’s sleep was disturbed. His bitter mind was filled with 

greed. The pain in his heart was intolerable. There was a heap of disbelief in his 

heart. His every word reflected vanity. There were no limits to his misbehavior. 

Everything was done for wealth creation. 

For increasing his wealth, his daughter Urvī was recently put to dance. The 

public were pleased to see the dance of her adolescent stage. Though the prize 

money was less, still it was motivating. Abhrapad was very happy, since the 

money was getting added to his wealth. Nowadays, Abhrapad himself invested in 

some activities. For the well being of the daughter, old Dinaman ̣i used to move 

around with her. 

But Śrāvan ̣ī was not in favour of all this. So she protested against it, time 

and again. She protested to Dinaman ̣i and her daughter. She also requested to her 

husband. She made him aware that the results would be fearful. But all these 

efforts go in vain. She cries. To whom shall she reveal to lessen her sorrow? Only 

mother was there who was close to her. Now, her place is taken by old Dinaman ̣i. 

He does whatever he can, but when helpless, only keeps a hand on her forehead 

revealing his helplessness. 
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He was ill for three days. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was busy in taking care of him. Urvī was 

also serving. But Abhrapad could not tolerate all these things. He shouted at both 

of them on seeing them at the servant’s side. 

- What are you doing here? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ remained silent. 

Urvi ̄ answered. 

- Grandfather is ill. 

- Grandfather....? He is a servant......You can call him by his name. 

- Can’t servant become a grandfather? 

- That I cannot tell. 

Urvi ̄ asked boldly. 

- Then what do you tell? 

- Am I inhuman in front of a servant? 

Abhrapad slapped his daughter and asked her to go out from there. He also 

ordered to Śrāvan ̣i ̄. 

- Go.....I had not brought you here for taking care of a servant. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ departed without any word. Dinaman ̣i requested politely.  

- Master, I do not need any care. Do not scold others because of me. 

Abhrapad stopped. 

- It is okay. How long will you lie down? Start your work from tomorrow.  

Tomorrow night, my daughter has a dance program. If necessary, you 

have to accompany her. 

Abhrapad came into Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s room. He told rudely. 
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- What, are you practicing a maid’s work? Why are you so affectionate 

towards servants? Servant’s place is at the master’s feet. You are only 

giving them courage. They would start creating nuisance within a few 

days. If you again display such behaviour, you will be thrown out of here. 

Abhrapad departed. In some other room, Urvī was crying. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

sitting there. She was blaming her bad luck. She was praying to God for her early 

death. But she was reminded of her old mother’s advice to tolerate everything in 

life. She gave the examples to her daughter. She advised her daughter to increase 

the level of patience. She prayed to God for the wellbeing of their daughter and 

embraced her..... cried. 

As Urvī grew, she became conversant with her father’s attitude and 

character. She also realized her mother’s sorrow. She understood her declining 

family values. She heard about her mother’s past. She was disturbed. But she could 

not decide on what is to be done. Eventually, out of fear, she kept her head on her 

mother’s lap and cried. 

Urvi ̄ tried to forget her family history. In front of her eyes, was the ambience 

of the dance hall. Then the style and movement of the feet. She was tuned to the 

rhythms of the dhol. Her success lied in the smile on the face of audience. She was 

proud of the ovation and applause of public. Urvi ̄ remained humble. When she 

used to come back to the rest room after her dance performance, hundreds of hands 

tried to shake hands with her. As if she could not draw the picture of her life all by 

herself. The broken picture decorated her. 

Being by Urvī’s side, Dinaman ̣i used to take pride in Urvi ̄’s performance but 

he also feared a lot for her future. Many thought of getting her as their life partners. 

Some people discussed with her regarding business on dancing matters, while 

some others asked for her value for physical enjoyment. Some presented her with 
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flower garlands in romance while some others waited for an exchange of smiles as 

lovers. Some praised her for her dedication to work while some others prayed for 

her future progress. But all these were in vain to Dinaman ̣i. He did not wish to 

listen to any thing, He only wished to control Urvī. But this was not possible. He 

tried to explain Urvī. Urvi ̄ was becoming wealthy. Dinamaṇi thought – Father was 

burning with vanity. Others were also burning. Daughter was also going in same 

direction. She was burning others that time. Time would come when she would be 

burnt in other’s fire. Her ego was increasing day after day on the ovation and 

applause of public. People were encouraging her. Actually, this was the lower most 

rung of pride. As she was going up the ladder of progress, she would have 

destroyed others as well as her own self. 

To Dinaman ̣i, welfare of the family was his prime objective. Whenever, he 

apprehended a problem, he would have seen an obstacle. When he is not able to do 

so, he himself would become an obstacle – he showed as if he was ill. Sometimes, 

he had to look into household work. He would obey his master’s orders. However, 

he did not let all this affect his affection for Urvī. He was bound to be present in 

the dance performances. But, recently he would pose to be ill to prevent her.  

Once, Dinaman ̣i was hearing a description of Urvī’s performance from 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄.  Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was feeling very sad. Dinamaṇi requested her to refrain from 

sending Urvī to the dance programmes. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was helpless. Her husband’s vanity 

was supreme.  Then the daughter followed like insects. So, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was sad. She 

had a protesting mind. Her thoughts were bitter. Her silent nature was taking the 

protest in a different path. But off late, she had made her mind strong rather than to 

make protests. She promised herself to intensify the protest – by exploding the 

bomb of silence everyday. 

Angry Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was sitting. 
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Suddenly she heard a commotion and looked outside the window to find 

people calling Dinaman ̣i. 

- Fatherly......! Fatherly....! 

Dinaman ̣i was present. 

 Śrāvan ̣i ̄ asked. 

- Why is the noise? 

- It’s not noise. Wealthy Raghupati’s sons are there with their new 

vehicles. They are enjoying the new vehicles. 

- But these people do not come. Why have they come now? 

- Today Raghupati’s wife Bhabani is seriously ill. She would not live any 

more. What will the only daughter do? 

- Isn’t the daughter’s name Lipsā? 

- Yes....She had deserted her husband in greed of property. Father 

Raghupati died suddenly, so she is in trouble. Others would try to take 

advantage of the situation and confiscate her property. Off late, the 

brothers had arrived. Who knows, what would happen? She does not 

even think of where Śrīmukh has gone. 

Hearing Śri ̄mukh’s name, Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s heart pounded faster. She became a bit 

pleased. A few thoughts from the past unsteadied her mind. 

She asked. 

- He would have had his share over here. Why isn’t he coming? 

- He has renounced all his own properties. Why are you worried about 

other’s property? His properties are now used as temple for the village 

Goddess. Always, some spiritual ceremonies are held there. Religious 

meetings are also held there. People are involved in welfare activities 

over there. Some of them also provide donations. 



280 
 

- From the very beginning, he has been very generous. 

- At an early adulthood, he had become a saint to make his father happy. 

- Why did he become a saint? He had got married to Lipsā. 

- What marriage? He had gone out on the night of the honeymoon. Didn’t 

Raghupati search for him? Didn’t he go on explaining to her daughter? 

But like mother, like daughter. The ego of both of them hurt old 

Raghupati. He died of his sorrow. Still then, they have not realized it. 

- What will happen now? 

- What now? Monks do not have any fixed place to stay. Who knows 

where he goes? Basically, Śri ̄mukh is a noble person. Raghupati had 

understood him properly. He captured a gem of a person as Śrīmukh and 

got him married off to his daughter. But what? Nobody acknowledged 

him. Because of ego and pride, the gem could not be recognized and now 

there is repentance. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was speechless in self exhaustion. Forgetting dedication to her 

husband, she blames her luck. Observing her worried face, Dinaman ̣i told. 

- Who is to blame? Here also, it is the same situation. My master could not 

recognize her gemlike wife, inspite of getting her. One day, time will 

come, when he would also repent. 

Dinaman ̣i went out turning his back. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ sat – whatever she has got in 

life, she has lost it. What is the way by which she could take her husband and 

daughter away from the evil path? Or else, should she end her life before 

witnessing the downfall of both of them? 

Days were passing with the tension. 

When it is the time for the buds to bloom, wind arrives there. Thereafter it 

spreads the fragrance. Not only does this attract the bee but also some other insects 
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along with that. When the bee comes for union, it also finds other insects. But how 

does the inexperienced bud understand the same? Śrāvan ̣i ̄ is in agony. For some 

days, Urvi ̄ has been staying outside for her dance programmes. Off course, proper 

arrangements are present. Besides her, fatherly is also present. But still she is not in 

peace. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was roaming with her mind going hither and thither. The symbol of 

fear was there on her silent face. She was counting the days. Her foot movements 

were restless. Sometimes, she looked outside the door for her daughter. 

Sometimes, she would stare out of the window for a long time. 

Many were going on the road. But nobody was clearly visible. Only a 

garland of heads could be seen. Her feelings were hurting her. Still, she could take 

her eyes off. Her mind could wait no longer. 

Suddenly, a loud laughter could be heard. Śrāvan ̣ī turned conscious.  She 

looked indifferently – her husband was laughing crookedly. She sat still. She was 

serious. Abhrapad started rudely. 

- Punishment is received today. Till date, she has been suffering. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ asked politely. 

- Whom are you talking about? 

- That rude lady....now her ego is crushed. 

- What happened....? Who is she.....? 

- She is sinful Lipsā. Who is now whose relative......? For wealth, 

everybody turns to be a relative. If wealth is lost, everything is lost. The 

property may not fall in the right hands. 

-  What happened....? Tell me clearly. 

Abhrapad laughed crookedly. 



282 
 

- The old lady Bhabani has died. The entire property is to be divided. The 

sons are raising walls in their own properties. The house also got divided. 

The daughter’s share has fallen in the room of the 

courtyard.....room.....That sinful lady has aptly received her punishment. 

Again Abhrapad laughed. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was disgusted. 

- What are you happy for? Laughing at bad times of others is not good. 

- What is her bad time? 

- Anyway....What is here? 

- I am greatly satisfied by the fact that the egoistic lady is punished. She 

must undergo atonement for her evil deeds. Simple lady....... 

- What is her ego? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ asked angrily. 

- Think about your own self. 

Turning around, she departed. 

Abhrapad turned angry. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄.....! How dare you speak such words to me? Since when have 

you developed such habits? 

Abhrapad boldly entered into the committee room. 

It was on the verge of a conflict. 

Off late, Lipsā has left the palace and has been residing in the room in the 

courtyard. It is clean everywhere and nicely decorated. Raghupati had built it with 

love and affection. It is here that he reaped the benefits of his business. He also 

meditated here for his salvation. He thought about the means for atonement. He 
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spent his leisure time over here. It was a very small portion of his property. This 

was now the share of Lipsā. 

Lipsā became responsible for whatever she has inherited from her father. 

She has protest in her mind but many times more, it is repentance. This shelter is 

everything she has. The hut is her only property. The way for solution is also the 

path of this hut. The curvy road ahead led to the pool. In order to gauge the 

distance between the pool and the hut, she was sitting there. A lonely place. The 

other places were already used for worship. The places were renovated.....To be in 

line with the requirements for worship. Now, she is no longer influenced by her 

father’s aristocracy. All around were the cruel sounds of insects. The harsh sound 

of the crow was dreadful. The violent crying of dogs was reflecting the torturous 

scenario of lonely life. 

Lipsā repented. 

That day, Śrīmukh was seen to be going out of the back door of the palace 

by the curvy road. Lipsā could not see her groom clearly in the early morning sun. 

Her eyes were tainted in vanity. But nowadays, mother did not advise to express 

pride. Even father did not advise to suppress her ego. All expressions are by self. 

All actions are by self. The quarrel between the brothers has ended. They have 

taken their shares. Off late, the favourableness of mind is only for self. 

Lipsā was worried. With her every shadow of experience, there was vanity. 

The shadow itself was like a closed door. It neither allowed the outside light to 

enter, nor the inside darkness to go out. Recently, Lipsā experienced the removal 

of all ornaments. This freeness made her luminous. She understood the essence of 

life. She could feel other’s pain. She was eager to tread into her new path of life. 

She could feel the closeness of the ordinary gentleman. She was eager to search for 
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him. She was ready to pray for forgiveness and devote herself to him. At the name 

of Śrīmukh, waves vibrated within her. 

With age, the fickle mindedness was lost. 

With open hair, Lipsā stared towards the pool. Waves were 

created...boundaries created...towards the shore. She was excited...crying...again 

looking towards....again looking towards the white water lilies, she closed her eyes. 

Night fell. 

Induketan went towards the top room. Candrāmani had not prepared the 

carpet. Śri ̄mukh was now a servant. Inspite of his illness, Induketan has not left 

going to the top room. He tried to sleep over there. Sitting nearby, Śri ̄mukh 

massages the feet with his hands. He gives a description of the daily jobs. He 

explains the details of income and expenditure. Induketan praised Śri ̄mukh for his 

devotion to work. He is also pleased with his behaviour. Everyday, Śri ̄mukh 

listened to the past history of Induketan. But, on that day, Śrīmukh orated his 

history. Induketan knew that the story is completed. Induketan preached about life. 

- Long live! You are not my servant. You are my son. Śrīmukh became 

polite. 

- Why this unnecessary provision of rights for me.....? I have completed 

the responsibilities given by you to self satisfaction. If again my services 

are required, I would be happy to accept it. Where is the question of 

right? You are experienced. You are fully aware of the subject of rights 

and responsibilities. 

Induketan smiled. 

- Long live! On one hand there is responsibility, on the other hand there is 

right – this is the prime difference. Somewhere, the owner handles the 
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responsibilities. Somewhere, the responsible person becomes the owner. 

You are on whose side..........? 

Śrīmukh was answerless. 

Again, smilingly Induketan advised. 

- You are given some responsibilities imply that you have certain rights. 

Now you are responsible means you have the rights. 

Śrīmukh was overwhelmed with politeness. He was quite impressed with the 

affectionate words of the old man. He asked. 

- Then, what kind of responsibility is given to me? 

- I do not know........., how long will I live? I am not bothered about what 

will happen to my properties after my death. I am bothered about you. 

- Bothered about me..........? 

- I have heard everything about you. I have also gauged the degree of your 

vanity. I also know about your transformation through various activities 

for removal of this vanity. I feel that you have gained your real state of 

mind. So considering your nature and caliber, I have granted all rights to 

you as my son. 

Being surprised, Śrīmukh again requested. 

- Tell me the responsibility. 

- Now I am free from all family life. Here is the top room. The blessings of 

the moonbeam are also here. 

- I am beside you. 

- That is not enough. You are married. You have left your wife because of 

your vanity. Your left wife must be suffering. You have transformed. 

After your transformation, you are aware of your responsibilities. So, you 
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bring her for her transformation. Here, she will experience her life. The 

moonbeam will be your path finder. 

Śrīmukh was surprised. He accepted his faults. 

- I will obey your orders. 

At this time, Candrāmani entered with a lamp. Some people beside him 

requested. 

- They are here to invite you. 

Induketan asked the requesting persons to sit down. One of the organizers 

gave him the invitation and told. 

- In this locality, for the laying of foundation stone of a temple of dance, a 

dance programme has been organized. You are requested to come over 

there as a chief guest. This is our invitation. 

Induketan smiled gently. 

- Your invitation is accepted. But I will not be able to go due to my ailing 

health. If you wish, then in my place, I would appoint another person to 

go. 

The organizers agreed. 

- That would be fine. If you tell about him, then we would go and invite 

him. 

- There is no need to go anywhere. He is there in front of you. 

Induketan pointed his finger. 

- This is Śri ̄mukh....He is a pious person. Let the foundation stone be laid 

by him. I think, that will be correct. 
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Everybody looked at Śrīmukh. His face was prominent even in the dim light. 

Some of the hairs were white. Some of his beard was also white. In the moonlight, 

his middle age was clear. But still there was a reflection of youth on his bare body. 

His peaceful and steady eyes were very polite looking. 

The organizers invited him. 

- Please do come. 

Śrīmukh looked at Induketan’s face. He looked at the organizers. He 

remained answerless in self guilt. 

Induketan told. 

- Do not be tensed. For your good deeds, there will be no catastrophe. 

Whatever is for the good must be promised. 

Śrīmukh promised. 

- I accept your invitation. I will reach at the proper time at the proper 

place. 

The organizers departed. Once again, Śri ̄mukh showed his gratefulness to 

Induketan. He lay down at his feet and cried. Induketan took him up and hugged. 

He made him understand........ 

- This is association. 

Candrāmani’s covered body shivered. 

The dance programme commenced. The rhythmic tune of musical 

instruments began playing. All were anxiously waiting for the guest. 

Announcement was made that Urvī was going to present her dance. The audiences 

were relieved. The curtain rose. Urvī started presenting her dance on the stage. Her 
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dance came to an end with applause from the audiences. The organizer invited the 

guest on stage. The guest came. The programme started as per agenda. Firstly, the 

organizer invited the guest to bless one and all. Then, Urvī came to receive the 

blessings. Śrīmukh was astonished. The girl looked very much like Śrāvan ̣i ̄. The 

only difference was that there was no reflection of humility on her face. Śrīmukh 

welcomed her from the core of his heart. He gifted her with gifts and prize money 

sent by Induketan. Again, there was applause from the audience. Śri ̄mukh started 

to speak from his own experiences. 

‘Respected! Life starts from a dot. It ends with association...But vanity 

obstructs the path of life. It gets reflected in many ways. Sometimes in the form of 

attachment..., sometimes in the form of infatuation..., sometimes in the form of 

anger.... Like this, it is expressed in many ways. Many pray to overcome the same. 

They face failure. But it is not understood – all these prayers are for life. If you do 

not understand the meaning of life, then all these prayers will go in vain. Again, 

the aim of life is association. There is peace in it. There is happiness. So, prayer 

needs to be the killer of vanity to establish peace. 

After finishing his speech, Śri ̄mukh got down from stage. All were pleased 

on hearing his short and summarized speech. All congratulated the guest. 

Śrīmukh prepared to return. He requested the organizers to arrange for his 

meeting with the girl. The organizers took him to the green room. Śri ̄mukh wanted 

to know the identity of Urvī. Finding Dinaman ̣i at that place, he was surprised. 

Dinaman ̣i could not recognize him. Śri ̄mukh went to him and asked. 

- Is your name Dinaman ̣i? 

Suddenly, Dinaman ̣i started examining him and asked. 

- Yes....I am Dinaman ̣i.....Perhaps you are Śrīmukh? 
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Śrīmukh merrily replied. 

- Yes...., fatherly..... 

- It may be sixteen years or more than that. Ah....my fate! I am blessed at 

your sight. 

- What are you doing here? 

- I am moving around with Śrāvan ̣ī’s daughter. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s daughter......? 

- The dancer Urvi ̄ is Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s daughter. 

Dinaman ̣i again indicated towards Urvī. 

- Pay respect....Pay respect....He is a noble person. This is pious soul 

Śrīmukh at whose place the village Goddess is currently situated. 

Urvi ̄ paid respect to him. 

Śrīmukh blesses. 

- Be happy. Be peace loving. 

Remembering of Śrāvan ̣i ̄, Śri ̄mukh also wanted to inquire about Lipsā. 

Suddenly, the organizer reached over there. He ordered Dinamaṇi to bring Urvī to 

the stage. Dinaman ̣i tried to move fast. He only remembered. 

- You come quickly. There is no news. 

With self dignity, Śri ̄mukh departed from the ceremony. Something 

spoken....Something unspoken....Something hidden....Something outside... 

Something understandable.... Something not understandable. But the point of union 

was as sweet as nectar in the origin of a flower. Hence, it would yield results in 

carrying out the search there. The search would be a fruitful nostalgia. The 

offerings of the mortal describe the importance of life vividly. 
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 Induketan’s days were passing by. One early morning, Induketan passed 

away. At the last, he gave the responsibility of servant Candrāmani to Śri ̄mukh and 

breathed his last. Now, in the palace, Induketan’s position was taken over by 

Śrīmukh. The same top room. The same Candrāmani. The path finder in the 

association.....Śaśirekhā.... 

Candrāmani requested. 

- What are you thinking about? Fulfill the desires of master. By this, you 

will be happy. 

Śrīmukh sat. The picture of birthplace aroused in his mind. That is 

Madhugram, where he did all his welfare activities. It is here that he left Lipsā on 

his journey. The place still echoed of the voice of his father during his childhood. 

But, now, in front of Śrīmukh was a lifeless village. In the name of clamour, there 

were arguments. Mastery was demonstrated in scope of acquisition of wealth. 

Vanity was everybody’s right. The weak were the ornaments of decay. Girls were 

in a land of vice. Men were acting as controllers. 

Dinaman ̣i brought back Urvi ̄ to home. He described the good news to all. 

Abhrapad was happy about the prize money. He went to Śrāvan ̣ī’s room to keep all 

the wealth. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was burning with anger. For the first time, she was entirely 

perturbed with anger. 

- What, did you get the money....? 

Abhrapad smiled diplomatically. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ hissed loudly as a snake. 

- Uncivilized.....! Loafer.....! Hate your attitude.....Why don’t you go to 

brothels? 
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Abhrapad shouted. 

- Caution.....you servant’s daughter! 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s disgust was evident. 

- Demon...... Lower caste..... Go away from here. My life is ruined by 

getting you as a husband. You are also ruining my daughter’s life. 

Stupid.... Vile person..... 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄....! I will get you tongue out. 

- Go – Go......Idiot..... 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄.......! 

Abhrapad roared and started beating her. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ shouted. Hearing her cry, 

Urvi ̄ came. Then, Abhrapad tried to strangulate Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and threw her to the 

ground. Seeing this, Urvi ̄ became very angry. She took a stick and hit Abhrapad on 

his body. Abhrapad took her to another room. She tied her with a rope. He slapped 

her and went away, closing the door. Urvi ̄ could not shout in fear, she only cried. 

Not hearing any sound, Abhrapad came to Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s room. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

lying down on the floor. He tried to pick her up. He suddenly gained 

consciousness. Again he observed. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was senseless. Abhrapad became 

worried. He shouted at a loud voice continuously. 

- Fatherly....! Fatherly.....! 

Dinaman ̣i came from outside. Looking at Śrāvan ̣i ̄, he asked. 

- What happened.....What happened.....? 

- At first, bring water. 
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Then Dinaman ̣i brought water. He sprinkled water on Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s face. 

Abhrapad used the hand fan, after which Śrāvan ̣ī gained her sense. Dinaman ̣i 

became happy and asked. 

- Where is daughter...? 

Abhrapad directed with an adverse attitude. 

- In that room. 

Dinaman ̣i went over there. Urvī was tied. Crying Urvī became exhuberant 

on seeing Dinamaṇi. Dinaman ̣i consoled Urvi ̄. There, Abhrapad expressed his 

anxiety for Śrāvan ̣i ̄. 

- I know......, nobody can live here peacefully. Pain....Only pain. 

Urvi ̄ came to Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s room. She cried. 

- Mother....! Mother.....! 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ sat. Her eyes were filled with tears. Urvī called her again and again. 

But Śrāvan ̣ī remained silent. Then Dinaman ̣i shouted. 

- Daughter....! Daughter......! Why don’t you speak....! 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ still remained speechless. Abhrapad grew fearful. Gaining 

composure, he told. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄.....! Śrāvan ̣i ̄......! Oh, why don’t you speak anything? 

With tear full of eyes, Śrāvanị̄ continued to stare. Urvī was restless. She told. 

- Mother....! Mother....! Mother....!! 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was indicating – ‘Her speaking power is lost. She is not able to 

speak.’ Urvī told surprisingly. 
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- Have you become dumb? 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ nodded her head. 

Filled with agony, Dinaman ̣i told to Abhrapad. 

- Why did you do this? You could not recognize your Goddess-like wife? 

You have converted her silence into her dumbness? 

Abhrapad was pained. He could not understand on what is to be done and 

looked still towards Śrāvan ̣i ̄. 

The storm had passed. The result has been fearful. The silence at home was 

like an empty palace. Solitariness was supreme. The silence was even causing pain 

to the sparrows. The inner consciences of all were unhappy. 

Three days had passed. The same condition prevailed. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was 

speechless. She was dumb. Abhrapad was busy in contacting good doctors. He 

gave medicines. However, still there was no improvement. Urvī was also silent. 

She was not interested in speaking to her father. Dinamaṇi was busy with his 

service. He could not desert Urvī and her mother. He was working with her 

instructions. 

Abhrapad was alone and worried. For the first time in his life, such an 

incident had aggrieved him. For the first time, repentance had touched his heart. 

She felt to be a failure on the issue of Śrāvan ̣i ̄. But he was not ready to bow down. 

The afternoon was cool. 

At the committee place of the village, some people were busy in fixing up 

the schedule of the welfare activities. A calm person gradually came over there. 

The villagers recognized – it is Śrīmukh. All of a sudden, the message spread. 

Many people came to see Śri ̄mukh. Dinaman ̣i heard the news and informed 
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Śrāvan ̣i ̄. Urvi ̄ was sitting over there. She became anxious to meet Śri ̄mukh on 

hearing his name. Dinaman ̣i reminded. 

- He is a noble man....he has come to the committee place. Remember? On 

that day, he had blessed you and given a prize. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was curious and had a gentle smile. Urvi ̄ rushed out without telling 

anything. She ran towards the committee place. Dinaman ̣i was worried thinking 

about Abhrapad. He also came to the meeting place to gauge Abhrapad’s actions. 

Abhrapad was deeply thoughtful. He was recalling his past egos and 

vanities. He heard noise from outside and entered the meeting room. He looked to 

Dinaman ̣i and asked. 

- Where is the noise coming from? 

Dinaman ̣i answered with a fearful voice. 

- May be some activities are being held at the committee place. 

- What kind of activities? Today, there is no festival? Dinaman ̣i was silent.  

Abhrapad thoughtfully told. 

- The medicines are causing no improvement. You search for some other 

better doctor. Or else, she would remain dumb forever. Recently, the 

daughter is also following her path. She is not talking with me. Whether 

Urvi ̄ is besides Śrāvan ̣ī? Call her.... 

- She is not there. 

- Where has she gone? 

- May be, to the village committee place..... 

- Why has she gone there? Just let me check...., what is going on over 

there? 
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Abhrapad was ready to go. Dinamaṇi was helpless. Still, by acquiring some 

courage, he told. 

- Why should you go? I can call her. 

- No...No....I also have some other work. I am going. 

Abhrapad went out. 

Dinaman ̣i quickly went to Śrāvan ̣i ̄’s room and informed her about it. 

- Daughter....! Something bad will happen. Just now, young master has 

gone out to the village committee place in search of Urvī. You please tell 

him not to go. Else.....Else..... 

Dinaman ̣i stopped.  

Silent Śrāvan ̣i ̄ got up and changed her dress. 

Lipsā heard the news about Śri ̄mukh’s arrival. Waves of pleasure spread in 

her body. She was anxious. Heart beats were going faster. She was restless. This 

was the right time to invite him...this was the opportunity for atonement....this was 

the correct time to surrender all egos and vanities. He would be invited to her 

cottage. Here the tears of repentance would be used to wash his feet. She anxiously 

changed her clothes and ran. 

Urvi ̄ passed through the crowd and reached the committee place. She 

introduced herself and took the blessings from Śrīmukh’s feet displaying a 

youthful mannerism. Śri ̄mukh also blessed her and gave her some more gifts. 

People were astonished. Abhrapad was looking at the scene from a distant place. 

He burned with anger – ‘The daughter does not touch my feet. But she is paying 

respect to an unknown person?’ 

Abhrapad reached the stage. He shouted loudly. 
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- You arrogant....evil......why have you come here? 

Forcibly, Abhrapad took away all the gifts from her hand. He slapped her 

strongly. 

- Go......as soon as possible...... 

Then he shouted at Śrīmukh. 

- Nomadic....? Loafer....! Have you again come to destroy my family? 

Today, who will save you? 

Abhrapad started hitting Śri ̄mukh. There was commotion all around. 

Śrīmukh remained silent. He stood like an innocent bullock. Abhrapad was hitting 

him angrily. Lipsā came at that moment. She was crying loudly and holding 

Śrīmukh. Still then, Abhrapad had closed his eyes and was hitting him. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was running fast. Dinaman ̣i was following. Seeing the scene of 

hitting from a distance, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ suddenly screamed. 

- N....N....No.....No..... 

Abhrapad heard her shouting again and again mixed with crying and 

ultimately stopped hitting. Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was weeping like a hurt deer. Lipsā was crying. 

Urvi ̄ was also crying. 

Śrīmukh was bleeding heavily. 

Lipsā was wiping the blood with her sari. Abhrapad held Śrāvan ̣ī tightly. He 

was also crying.  

- What did you do? How did you do? 

Seeing Śri ̄mukh’s blood stained body, some people came to hit Abhrapad. 
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- Do you think that because of your richness, you can hit anybody? 

Come....Come....Hit him....Hit him....... 

All the people came in front. All of a sudden, Śrīmukh came and stood in 

front of Abhrapad and tried to rescue him. People were angry. 

- Go away......Go away.....If all hit him, he is going to die today. 

Śrīmukh requested. 

- Brothers....! Listen.... Kindly listen. 

The public stood quietly. Śri ̄mukh explained. 

- Brothers? When the words from the mouth end, at that time, words come 

out in actions. If all such things were organized, then it was a necessity. 

The people argued. 

How....? How.....? 

Śrīmukh explained. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was dumb. She had lost her speaking power due to her sorrow. 

She has regained her speaking ability. Her dumbness has been expelled. 

That is why I am happy. I don’t feel sad, if somebody’s hitting me is 

beneficial to the other. I am happy with this. If I am killed.... 

Suddenly Lipsā placed her hand on Śrīmukh’s mouth. 

- Do not tell like this. If anything like this happens, it is due to me. From 

the very beginning, I have given you enough grief and trouble. 

Lipsā cried heavily. Śrīmukh consoled. 
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- Lipsā....! What is the reason for your crying? It is afternoon. This is the 

time to depart...... 

- Where will you go? My cottage is open for you. My heart is decorated 

for your arrival. 

Lipsā held Śrīmukh’s hand and brought him to her cottage. The public were 

astonished. Abhrapad stood beside along with Śrāvan ̣i ̄. He was staring into the 

path. Old Dinaman ̣i was sitting beside Urvī with a light heart. He wiped the tears 

and told. 

- Why did you do it? Couldn’t you understand the person who wanted 

welfare for your family? 

Abhrapad was ashamed and repentant. He realized his degree of vanity. 

Realizing that the downfall of pride is the path for happiness, he ordered to 

Dinaman ̣i. 

- Fatherly..... Come....with me. 

Dinaman ̣i was apprehensive. 

Abhrapad speedily came in front of Lipsā’s cottage. Śrāvan ̣ī followed him 

quickly. Along with Urvi ̄, Dinaman ̣i followed their path. All united in front of 

Lipsā’s cottage. Śri ̄mukh stood. Lipsā was only observing Abhrapad’s movements. 

Abhrapad folded his hands and told politely. 

- Friend....! Śrīmukh....! Vanity makes a person blind. So I couldn’t 

witness the good things anywhere. Today you have raised the curtain of 

blindness in my life. I am ashamed... I am repentant... I get your 

forgiveness. 

Śrīmukh held his hands. Abhrapad told. 
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- Friend. Please forgive whatever misdeeds have been done by me 

unconsciously. It will not be repeated in the future. 

Śrīmukh smiled a bit. 

Abhrapad looked at Lipsā and told. 

- Goddess! I know that my misbehavior is unpardonable. I am repentant 

for all the bad things that I have thought of you or bad words that I have 

spoken about you. 

Lipsā smiled a bit. 

- Śrāvan ̣i ̄ was there for anything. 

Śrāvan ̣i ̄ smiled. Lipsā, Śrāvan ̣i ̄ and Urvi ̄ entered the cottage. Dinaman ̣i was 

pleased on witnessing this lovely union. Urvi ̄ invited Śrīmukh and Lipsā. 

- Won’t you come to our house? Will you not see my dance? 

Śrīmukh smiled and told. 

- Oh...Is it right? We must go. This year also, dance programme would be 

organized. 

Dinaman ̣i told merrily. 

- Let dance programme be organized at village committee place this time. 

Everybody laughed. 

The evening approached. The lovely union is nearing the end. All the family 

members of Abhrapad returned back home. 

Śrīmukh sat down. 
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Lipsā’s cottage was shining in moonlight. The courtyard was looking bright. 

The white lilies had blossomed in pool waters. The sounds of the insects came. By 

the coolness of the moonbeam, Śri ̄mukh looked at Lipsā with a smiling face. Lipsā 

put on medicines on the blood stained wounds of Śri ̄mukh with tears in her eyes. 

The invisible colourful morning approached from the veil of the night. 

****** 
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V.II Tilottamā 

 It is a small village housing more than a hundred families. Although the 

boundaries of the village are wide spread, still the village is small. Towards one 

side, an unnamed river is flowing by while on the other side, it is a pond full of 

lotus flowers. To the west, there is a long road while the north boundary constitutes 

of a farmland. Amidst all this, the village is full of trees. Looking from a distance, 

it seems that the trees are fully blossomed. However, the village had experienced 

many floods in the past along with many chilly winters. Still, the village is self 

sufficient by its own merits and efforts. The dust from cow-feet brings dusk to the 

village. Dawn alights the village with the calls of calves, roosters, dogs, cuckoos 

and pigeons. The day passes with the singing of the farmers. Night falls with the 

light from cowshed. 

 The seasons come one by one. Spring decorates the place with the 

blossoming flowers. The white moonlight, the enjoyful night, the cool breeze, 

Palash flowers- all render wholeness to the village. The summer heat surrenders to 

the shadow of the trees and hides behind the leaves. Monsoon fills the air with the 

fragrance of the first rains. The black clouds express themselves with an eye of 

lighting at the horizon. The village plays with the kitchen smoke all around it. The 

village fills songs to the mouth of the village kids. It brings smiles to the farmer’s 

face. The village brings excitements to the new bride. The cool breeze of early 

morning gradually sets in winter. The paddy turns golden to bring the new harvest. 

The dry soil laughs with the blood and sweat of farmers. 

 The shepherds sing along as they walk along with their fleet of cows. The 

kids play in the dust, pick the flowers and enjoy each other’s company. Amidst all 

this, somebody notices everything insignificantly. At times he passes sweet 

remarks. He always carries a smile like a flower. His teeth are placed like white 
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seeds. Dust is noticed in his fair complexion. He does not go to play inspite of 

everyone’s call. 

 He turns down the calls of play telling  

- Later, later. 

  During a quarrel, he tries to explain things and at times becomes gloomy. A 

passenger from a car asks him: 

- Why are you so sad? Why are you so gloomy? 

He smiles gently. Again a question comes. 

-    Hasn’t mother given you food? 

 He modestly replies and smiles back. 

- Yes. 

- Then why don’t you play?  

- I will play later. 

- Ok. 

Everybody goes away seeing him smiling. He enjoys seeing others play- at 

times he claps – at times he dances. A blissful moment will exist in his poorly 

stepped dancing. His posture earned respect from others. Everyone is happy with 

his behaviour.  His sweet speech, his running, his dance are all elements of 

happiness for others. 

He is always kind hearted to the young girls. He praises the girls to his 

mother, treats them, accompanies them to their homes and promises to meet them 

the next day. 

He is a king in minds of the poor villagers. He has maintained his tradition                

of strong bonding. Although, the modern generation is knowledgeable in literary 
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facts, their traditional knowledge compliments them. For example, if fashionable 

clothes are absent for kids, they decorate them with turmeric and vermillion. Just 

like the fragrance of basil leaves, the young kids spread their beauty with the 

traditional decorations. But as the saying goes – ‘Who knows the future?’ Also, it 

is said that future extends from one’s shadow but it is really difficult to prove it. 

Grandmother explains ‘Dear, if you are not able to read, you are blind, if you 

are not educated- nobody would respect you. That is why, study and become great. 

In this world, you will not be able to earn, unless you are educated. Your brother 

would be able to snatch your wealth, your property but not your knowledge. If you 

gain knowledge, you will have property and people will come and respect you.’ 

Puÿpavallava sees outside the window. Sunflower droops and invites the 

evening sun. The birds return to their nests touching the temple peak. The twilight 

appears behind the back of the coconut tree. Following the black cloud, the moon 

appears with a mild smile in the reflection of the pond. 

Puspavallava’s mind was filled with the gloominess of the drooping 

sunflower. Different thoughts made his mind heavy. Nevertheless the waves of 

happiness were dancing in Puspavallava’s mind. He is happy. Many mornings, 

evenings and days have passed by in the village banks. Everything was drenched in 

oneness. The choir was quenching the thirst. This evening, many thoughts are 

arising in his mind. The new thoughts are creating unknown waves increasingly. 

Days were passing like it. Although the evening was unknown with 

lightning, it had come. Such evenings are really attractive. The age of twenty-one 

wishes for some invention. The village palm trees and mango trees are all enjoying 

with each other. Many false tears, unknown sentiments are noticeable. But all these 

are forgotten tales. 



304 
 

Today, some charm has come to the classroom such that it feels that the 

evening would steal it. The whole classroom is so picturesque. The seats, going, 

coming, people talking are all pictures that steal one’s mind. Some people are seen 

to carry gentle smiles. It is felt like stealing their smiles forever. 

Following Tilottamā’s black eyes, her smile attracts Puspavallava’s heart. 

He is able to see the storm of life looking at the rhythm of her love filled eyes. 

Even after closing his eyes, it is visible. The black hairs, the sweat droplets of her 

nose, teeth like the bent saplings of grass and waves of her long hair. It seems that 

she resembles the earth like a half-moon. Lightning illuminated the house. 

A few books were lying on the bed. Pages got scattered here and there with 

the wind coming through the window. Going outside the house, Puÿpavallava saw 

that the evening has passed. He paid homage to his forefathers. Remembering his 

late father, he offered flowers to his late mother’s photograph. Seeing a couple of 

kids laughing Puÿpavallava remembered his young days. He gradually reached to 

the doorsteps. 

He tried to firm up his way of life, but found complexities in all directions. 

Puÿpavallava has been passing his days studying but no means of earning a 

livelihood have surfaced. Doctors, Engineers, Teachers are all the same today. 

Educated-Illiterate, Rich-Poor, the Deprived and the Greedy all long for a cosy 

lifestyle- thus rendering selfishness of mankind. 

Puÿpavallava noticed dirt in his clothing, which was challenging his self-

respect. The strings of life were gradually tearing apart. His foundation and beliefs 

were constantly being challenged. One could hear the sound of poverty at the end 
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of the month. Puÿpavallava laughed mildly. He walked inside his home but amidst 

all this conflicts, Tilottamā’s smiling face was peeping. 

- Do you stay far away?  

Tilottamā’s voice was echoing in his ears. 

He felt ashamed. Romance aroused within him. Puÿpavallava started turning 

the pages one after the other. He felt afraid. His heart started beating faster. He sat 

firmly. Puÿpavallava continued seeing the book. Suddenly power went off for 

sometime. He sat in the dark and closed his eyes. 

He travelled to his own thoughts. He could see his late father holding a 

child. His father asked the Sanyasi 

- Will the child live and prosper? 

The Sanyasi frowned and replied 

- Don’t worry- sorrow and happiness are evergreen friends. If a person 

lives his life considering all possibilities and consequences, he would be 

successful. 

  The Sanyasi laughed. Then they descended the stairs. His father slipped and 

fell down. The child shouted and injured himself too. 

Puÿpavallava stopped dreaming. He found that his book has fallen down. 

The water container has also fallen and flooded water all around his room. 

He didn’t think much. Puÿpavallava opened the door and saw that night has 

deepened. All were sleeping deeply. Again he closed the door and went to sleep. 
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Today is Sunday. All are in a joyful mood in the hostel. There are some chit-

chats going on by the side of the well. Some are washing their clothes. Some are 

taking water from the well and bathing. Puÿpavallava is however still asleep. The 

chilly wind coming through the window is making the room cold. Vadrikeśa saw 

Puÿpa sleeping. The door was closed from inside. 

Vadrikeśa was inquisitive and approached the door. He knocked the door. 

Puÿpavallava changed his sleeping position and continued his sleep. Vadrikeśa 

knocked the door again. 

- Who is there? 

A sound came from inside. 

- It is already 8’0 clock. Please wake up. 

- Who are you? 

- Vadrikeśa. 

- Yes, Yes. Wake up. 

- No work is there on Sunday – so I was sleeping. 

- Oh don’t you want to bath? 

- When? 

- Now. You have finished your work? 

- Yes, Yes. 

This time Aśutoÿa also came to have his bath. He shouted 

- Oh! Puÿpa, come near the well. 

- I am coming. 

Puÿpa came for bathing. Vadrikeśa said, 
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- Aśutoÿa! Today we will tell something to Puÿpa. 

Aśutoÿa poured water onto his body and inquired about what the matter is. 

- After finishing your bath, come to me. I don’t want to discuss now. 

 It is twelve o’ clock. Vadrikeśa smiled and called Aśutoÿa to Puÿpa’s door. 

Aśutoÿa went to Puÿpa’s place. Sitting on the bed, Vadrikeśa started in a cheerful 

manner. 

- I would like to share what I have felt and seen. However, I have thought 

of an idea prior to this. 

- What idea? 

 Aśutoÿa asked eagerly. But before this, whatever I have noticed, I am telling 

Puÿpa, don’t mistrust us. 

- Is there any mystery? – Aśutoÿa asked again. 

Puÿpavallava smiled and told 

- If you have anything to tell, please tell. Where is the question of trust – 

mistrust? 

- Really, Puÿpa, Tilottamā’s eyes were always after you. She was 

completely drowned in your thoughts. 

Vadrikeśa laughed. 

Puÿpa laughed and asked 
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- What are you telling? 

- Really, and you were also..... 

- ‘Now stop’, exclaimed Aśutoÿa seriously. 

- What is there to be afraid of the truth? 

Puÿpa told  

- Tell something else, Vadrikeśa. 

I have thought of another idea. 

- Next Sunday, let everbody come from our class. 

- ‘Where?’ asked Aśutoÿa. 

-  Wait, let me think.  

- You mentioned that you have already thought about it – 

- Yes, Sunday we will go for a picnic to Chilka Lake. 

- ‘Everybody means just us’ asked Puÿpa. 

- No everybody from the class. 

And all laughed. Puÿpa asked, 

- Okay, who will arrange for everything? 

- What will you do over there? 

Vadrikeśa observed him ironically. 

- I have some other work. 

- No, why is it so? As our representative, leader and elder brother – you 

need to take all the responsibilities for organizing it. 

Puÿpa told nonchalantly, 
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- Aśutoÿa! Take all the responsibilities. 

- No, no, I am not fit for the job. I will only come, stay with you all and if 

any specific job can be done by me – you may delegate the same to me. 

- ‘What big-brother?’ Vadrikeśa laughed on Puÿpa. 

- ‘What are you thinking about? I have asked in the class. Your name is 

also proposed. If anyboy disagrees, then we will see.’ Vadrikeśa laughed. 

- But.... 

- No but-but. Tilottamā should also agree. Why are you thinking? What are 

you pondering upon? If you come to hear of anything, tell. 

- Tell if I have stolen anything. Have I looked upon anybody else’s wife? 

- Varikesh! Don’t talk childishly. 

- ‘What did I tell? Where did you find evilness in my thoughts? You have 

everything – beauty, youthfulness, education, art-loving nature, musician, 

singer. Infact...infact recently, I have also noticed an eagerness for 

marriage in your eyes’, and he laughed. 

-  Stop, Vadrikeśa! What will stop you? 

- Are you not fit for Tilottamā? 

- Who said that Puÿpa is not fit? You are telling like this, Aśutoÿa! 

- Correct. 

- ‘Leave it. What do we do now? Evening is over. Come, let us go for a 

walk’, said Puÿpavallava and started walking.  

Gradually, the three friends came outside. The sound of the 6 o’clock bell 

could be heard from the hostel.  

Tilottamā came. Ni ̄limā also came behind her. They were walking on the left 

side of the road towards college and chatting. At times, Tilottamā was speaking 

turning her back. Ni ̄limā also paused seeing Tilottamā turning back. 
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Tilottamā’s gooselike gait, posture of holding books, smiling face, sweet 

voice, long hair and covered body would attract the attention of any person. 

On the contrary, Ni ̄limā’s shrewd sight, complex laughter, snake like nose, 

clever posture, sarcastic remarks, crooked gait and semi covered body would fool 

any person. 

Though opposite in nature and habit, they were friends. They shared the 

same room, ate and slept together. Nobody went outside alone. Both had youthful 

nature. 

Both of them climbed the stairs and entered classroom together. They kept 

the books in their left hand. An office staff came and informed them, 

- The teacher is not well. He will not come today. 

- ‘Will we stay here for an hour? Any problem?’, said Ni ̄limā. 

- ‘Would you please inform the other students?’, requested the staff and 

departed. 

- Tilottamā! Come and sit here for sometime. Hey, Tilottamā! Do I ask you 

something, will you tell me the truth? 

Tilottamā asked innocently, 

- What will you ask? 

Ni ̄limā asked cleverly, 

- Your mind seems to be a bit different. 

- Different...... what are you telling? 

- Since the last four days, you seem to be quite restless. 

- What are you telling, explain in a simple manner? 

Ni ̄limā whispered into her ears, 



311 
 

- Your feelings for Puÿpa seem to grow. 

- ‘How come such thoughts came to your mind?’she smiled. 

- I have seen. 

- What have you seen? 

- Your eyes. 

- Where? 

- Towards Puÿpa’s eyes – 

- Incorrect – Incorrect. 

- It is not incorrect, I have seen it. 

- ‘Ni ̄limā, I don’t like this habit of yours.’ She smiled. Ni ̄limā shook her 

head sarcastically. 

Some students entered the classroom. Others also followed them. Vadrikeśa 

ordered with his hands – ‘All of you, sit down.’ Then he went near the teacher’s 

chair and started – ‘We have thought of an idea.’ All laughed. 

Listen. Next Sunday, we will go for a picnic to Chilka and do boating in the 

lake. For this, you have to pay ten rupees. All of you have to pay to Puÿpa and sign 

therein. 

The teacher arrived. ‘All of you please keep silent.’ 

Vadrikeśa expressed anxiously. 

Everything has been decided. Any questions? We will organize everything 

in the next two days. Don’t be late – ‘Puÿpa, do you have anything to mention?’, 

asked Vadrikeśa. 

Some requested – ‘Puÿpa is a good orator, speak something.’ 

The teacher asked angrily, 

- How long do I have to wait? 
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 As the teacher arrived, all stopped talking and occupied the seats quietly. 

The teacher started teaching. 

But Tilottamā’s eyes were fixed onto Puÿpavallava. Ni ̄limā was also looking 

at his beauty. She praised Puÿpa silently to herself – ‘Remarkable figure. Innocent 

smiling face. The innocence of the mind was glowing in his looks. I don’t know, 

what is there in my fate.’ 

The infant moon gradually made its appearance in the water. The night was 

speeding through the hills. The road below was visible by the dim light of the lamp 

post. The autumn dew made the grass bow down. A few sleepy dogs cuddled 

beside the closed doors by the road. 

The motor vehicle speeded. Tilottamā’s face could be seen through the small 

window. Others were talking loudly, singing and laughing in the vehicle. Puÿpa’s 

hand was placed by the side of the window. Though he was talking, but his eyes 

were fixed onto the wavy hairs of Tilottamā. Ni ̄limā also kept on watching Puÿpa. 

She envied Tilottamā in her mind. Puÿpavallava was eager to fulfill his wishes. 

A flag was seen on the top of the temple shrine at a distant village. The 

vehicle also wanted to stop for sometime at the parking area. The driver wanted to 

have a smoke. All were tired. When the vehicle stopped, all descended. Vadrikeśa 

went quickly to the hotel, arranged for some snacks and called everybody. All 

came in. But, Puÿpa, Tilottamā and Ni ̄limā came in last. Vadrikeśa laughed seeing 

them and asked  

- Time has passed. Why are you so late? 

Tilottamā spoke softly 
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- If all of you want to leave us, then you may proceed. 

- Yes, we can go without you two, but how can we without Puÿpa? 

Ni ̄limā stared at Puÿpa and remarked, 

- Take your Puÿpa and leave us. 

- ‘No, no. How can we go without you?’ Vadrikeśa replied gently. 

The vehicle started its ignition. Everybody hurriedly returned finishing their 

food. The trees started moving fast, the houses went by. All started talking just like 

before. All were happy. Aśutoÿa sat at one corner and started singing. Everybody 

looked at him. 

His sad tone was cherished by everybody. The pain of poverty, means for 

human existence, failed attempts, the shelterless condition of the impoverished, the 

dark path, unfulfilled thoughts of union and limitless desires were the theme of his 

song, which reverbated with his voice. His serious tone decayed gradually. 

Everyone praised him by clapping hands. Many requested him for another song but 

Aśutoÿa refused to sing. He pointed his finger towards Puÿpa. The sound of 

clapping doubled the sound of the engine of the vehicle. But Puÿpavallava did not 

want to sing. Chilka was nearby. Their destination arrived. 

The vehicle reached the banks of the Chilka Lake. Small waves were playing 

in the blue waters of the Chilka. The boatmen were calling them from the banks. 

The boats were swaying. Some small hills were half inundated in water and having 

a bath. Some farmers were going to their fields taking the curly lakeside road. 

Some reserved women were gazing at the actions of the students. 
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The blue waters of the Chilka were spread over a wide region. The eyes 

could not see the end of the lake. The grey sky was only visible at the backdrop. 

Amidst all this, was fog and the sunrays were reflecting in the water. The water 

was saline but many birds were swimming in the water. Few birds were seen 

circling the sky in the fog. Nearby, a kingfisher was seen aiming at a fish with its 

head immersed in the water. Again the bird raised its head and looked up at the 

sky. Its search was successful. 

Boat reached the bank. All are seen busy, enthusiastic and in happy mood. 

Gradually, the boats started entering. Fearful Tilottamā was still standing on the 

banks of the lake, behaving like a child. Puÿpavallava entered the boat and 

stretched his hand. Tilottamā paused, smilingly held Puÿpavallava’s hand and 

entered the boat. 

Nearby, the temple of Goddess Bhagwati could be seen. Everybody bowed 

and payed homeage. The boatman held his boatstick to spade through water. First, 

he prayed to God. With a smiling face, he told, ‘Please sit vey carefully’ and then 

the black boatman tied a piece of cloth onto his head. He tied a sail onto one side 

of the boat and started singing...Oo..... 

O Goddess Bhagwati.... 

The wind is blowing waves on your body 

But you are so composed and still. 

Although rhythymless, his song reached far ith his deep emotions.He 

thought – “In this world, I am alone and my companion is my boat. No education, 

no ceremony of religious rites, no dependencies. So he is the uncontested ruler of 

the waterworld. The world catches fire. Politics, Economics, Sociology – all 

change. The urban life earns money only to repent. Somewhere earthquake, 
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somewhere flood, somewhere storm – all contribute to catastrophes. But his 

mother, Bhagwati is always present. He is there, his boat is also there. Fishes are 

there in water and the lake is full of water. The heat of the sun is there. Fresh air is 

there. His small hut is also there.” 

The boat was floating and sailing in the waters to create small waves. The 

breeze of the lake filled the boat. There was water everywhere. Inbetween, there 

were some semi immersed hills. Kingfisher birds were seen on the hills, looking 

far away. 

In the Chilka Lake, the Kālijai ̄ hill is picturesque and praiseworthy. The 

boatman said that Kālijai ̄ is actually a God. People go there and provide offerings 

in water. They offer flowers and sweets also. 

Aśutoÿa started to search for its actual reason. Aśutoÿa observed Tilottamā’s 

face and compared that to have fallen in love just like the tip of an iceberg 

immersed in water.  Sorrow-happiness-kindness-love-forgiveness are all normal 

here. By any means and all efforts, man cannot hide these emotions. Somehow, 

they get revealed. Although nobody knows the core of these emotions, they 

definitely would speak out to reveal the thoughts. 

The boat started moving fast in the blue waters. Aśutoÿa started to say 

something about the mythological story of Kālijai ̄  

- She was a village girl. Modernity could not touch her. He father and 

relatives were tired to search a suitable partner for her marriage. 

Tilottamā aked anxiously, ‘What happened then?’ 

- As days passed, a groom was found for her in the Chilka. But he was 

neither handsome, nor rich nor educated. 
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- ‘Then why was he selected?’, asked Ni ̄limā in a disgusted tone. 

- During that time, nobody wanted to send their daughters far away after 

marriage. Also, nobody wanted to keep their daughters after the age of 

sixteen. They always remained cautious about people passing remarks 

about such things. 

- ‘Is it right for a father to think of social pressures for a daughter’s 

marriage in lieu of her happiness?’, Puÿpa asked. 

- His wish was there but nothing could be done, due to the heads of the 

society. 

- ‘Then what happened?’ asked Vadrikeśa. 

- The bride and the groom did not see each other but their marriage was 

destined by the society. So the marriage took place. 

- ‘Did they go to stay in in-laws house?’ someone asked. 

- No, no, they had to give something for the see-off.  

- ‘Give something??’ everyone asked surprisingly. ‘Father of the bride had 

to give dowry alongwith his daughter to the groom.They thought that by 

doing this, the groom would remain happy and forgive the ill deeds of 

their daughter.’ 

- ‘Was the bride dumb?’ asked Ni ̄limā. 

- Simple girl, what could she do? Whatever happened was the wish of her 

relatives. When it was time, all arrived dressed up. The boat reached the 

river bank. The bride, groom and bride’s father climbed the boat. The 

boat started to sail. 

The boatman stopped humming his song and said 

- Look! Here, the water is very deep. The row does not touch the bed over 

here. The boat sails here with the help of the wind. Here is the place of 
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Kālijai ̄ God. All of you pray to Him. If you have any flowers, then offer 

it. 

- ‘Yes...., throw.’ Tilottamā replied nonchalantly. 

- ‘What happened next?’ Ni ̄limā asked. 

- Then, a black cloud was seen from the western sky. The whole sky got 

filled with clouds. The wind blew strongly. Water started entering the 

boat. All were frightened and helpless. 

- ‘What happened then?’ all asked apprehensively. 

- Then the boat started fighting against the hill and finally it sunk. 

- ‘Did all of them die?’ Tilottamā asked Aśutoÿa surprisingly. ‘No, no, 

after quite some time, the father and boatman reached the hill. But the 

bride rowned forever.’ 

- ‘What happened then?’ all asked. 

- The father and the boatman returned to their homes. But some sailors say 

that after this incident, they have seen a lady with open hairs crying on 

that hill. She wears a white dress and roams here and there. Whenever, 

anybody is in distress, she helps them. After sometime, somebody came 

and made a temple on that hill. 

The boat reached near Kālijai ̄ hill. The boatman said, 

- Please get down over here. Visit the temple and take Devi’s blessings. 

Roam around the hill. Before sunset, reach the boat. 

Everybody clattered and got down on the hill. Tilottamā was waiting shyly. 

Puÿpavallava stretched his hand just like before. Tilottamā saw Puÿpa’s face and 

stretched her right hand. Both the hands stayed in position for sometime. 

There are a few trees over the hill at a distance. Many birds live there. The 

birds like to have fish. Many fish bones are lying below the trees. The hill is 
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always full of birds chirping. The Devi temple also houses nests of many birds. 

The goats meant for sacrifice to Devi are roaming here and there. The waves of the 

lake always touch the feet of the temple and pay homage by making sounds.The 

last rays of the sun see the Devi before sunset at dawn. The moon gives light to the 

bird nests. Many people visit the temple everyday. They enjoy the Chilka during 

the day and return at evening to their homes. 

Puÿpavallava held Tilottamā’s hand and went downhill. Ni ̄limā was talking 

to others. Some were telling here it is, there it is and where it is, many stories. 

Suddenly, Ni ̄limā’s attention turned towards Puÿpa. She had heart burns but 

her face did not express it. She continued talking humbly. She went ahead. Talking 

nicely, she intervened between the two. She held both their hands. Puÿpa was a bit 

apprehensive. Tilottamā’s simple mind did not understand anything. She saw 

everybody roaming and collecting leaves and flowers. 

Puÿpa, Tilottamā and Ni ̄limā entered the flower garden. Puÿpa looked happy. 

Tilottamā extended her hands to pick flowers. But being short, she was not able to 

reach the flowers. Puÿpavallava plucked the flower and gave it to Tilottamā. He 

said ‘Tilottamā! Your face is also like a flower.’ 

‘What are you telling, Puÿpa?’ Ni ̄limā asked with a crooked face. 

Puÿpavallava kept silent like a handicapped soldier. He saw silence all around. 

Birds were circling the sky. Some flowers were lying on the ground. 

- ‘Why do you have such crooked thoughts, Ni ̄limā! This is not fair’, 

mentioned Tilottamā. 

- ‘Such words do not appear to be good’ told Ni ̄limā. 



319 
 

- ‘What happened, why are you getting angry?’asked Tilottamā. 

Meanwhile, Vadrikeśa shouted 

- Time is going by - be fast - be fast - 

The harsh words of Ni ̄limā threw Puÿpa’s heart into the blue waters of the 

lake. Thereafter, Tilottamā proceeded gradually for taking food. Puÿpa observed 

the swiftness of the cook. Ni ̄limā and Tilottamā dispersed. 

Puÿpavallava smiled gently. Turning around, Puÿpa went downhill and found 

some shadow. Like a lost traveller, he sat down on a boulder. He could see a 

hundred reflections of Tilottamā in the waters of the lake. He was romanticized 

and could not feel his love sweat. Many thoughts crystallized like ice blocks in his 

mind. 

Busy Vadrikeśa was calling them again and again. Puÿpavallava responded 

and started walking slowly. Vadrikeśa noticed his slow pace of walking and got 

angry watching him. 

- ‘All are waiting in the boat after finishing food. What were you 

doing?’ Vadrikeśa asked angrily. 

- My mind does not want to leave this beautiful place. 

- ‘Then you stay here. We are leaving’ told Vadrikeśa excitedly. 

- No, we will come here once again. 

- ‘We have not returned yet. How can you think of coming here once 

again?’ Vadrikeśa asked sarcastically. 

- We will, if we want. 

- Okay – finish your food first. Then we will discuss. Sit. 
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Vadrikeśa sat first. He held Puÿpa’s hand and made him sit down. Both of 

them started eating. 

The boatman arrived and said 

- Come all of you. The sun is going down to his mother’s lap and the wind 

is also favourable. 

Puÿpavallava started thinking of the day’s happenings. Tilottamā was 

standing like a woman covered with dust. Ni ̄limā pointed out her finger to show a 

pair of swimming swans. The proud koel birds were proposing to each other. 

Tilottamā dreamt of a blue lotus in the lake water. The beautiful scenery of the lake 

was inviting the thirsty sun. The lake was also greedy of the sun. The unfulfilled 

waves could feel the shores like a widow’s pain. 

As seen in many poetries, the full moon is very much like the gradual 

lighting of the wick of a lamp. Like the poet of an unfinished poem, Puÿpavallava 

stated comparing Tilottamā’s beauty with that of the moon. He could see a garland 

in the young hands of Tilottamā. 

The full boat started progressing paying homeage to the mild dusk.Glowing 

in the moon light; the dancing friends started praising the scenic beauty of the full 

moon. Thinking of future prospects, Tilottamā got excited with Puÿpavallava’s 

thoughts. She prepared an imaginary garland with the moonlight. Today, she 

thought about leaving everything and lying down in Puÿpa’s heart for sometime. 

She longed for a fresh toch to a shooting star. Just like an insect burns itself, the 

hunger for togetherness was burning Tilottamā’s mind. Today, her mind is not 

ready to listen to the sermons of Buddha – Shankar-Jesus-Mohammed. Leaving 

aside all the jewellery and garments of the large heart of eternal love, she devoted 
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herself to the pyre of union with Puÿpavallava. It would be better to depend on 

somebody rather than to lead a suffocated life in an air conditioned room. 

Tilottamā stood still for sometime just as a calm river. Her mind’s eye 

looked upon the wavy waters. The boat sailed far. Everybody shared their 

wonderful experiences merrily. But Puÿpavallava’s feelings could not be 

expressed. Now, he is near Tilottamā. He did not have the courage to look at her. 

He did not have the power. However, he was listening to everyone and did not 

speak. 

The full moon rose high up in the sky. All were sleeping. The scenes were 

appearing in everyone’s minds like dancing monkeys. Puÿpa was sleepless. He 

could feel the unknown touch of Tilottamā. The beautiful touch of a fair hand, the 

excitement of mild breeze, the touch of the long hairs of the sleeping Tilottamā – 

all these increased Puÿpa’s heartbeats. He now wants to sleep in this blue night. 

The boatman’s song and the sound of boat oar sailing in the water was 

heard. On the other side, Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa’s discussion broke the silence of 

the boat. All of them were half sleepy. Some were fully sleeping. 

Amidst her sleep, Tilottamā touched Puÿpa’s body unconsciously. Puÿpa 

suddenly woke up. He thought that Tilottamā is asking for something. His mind 

wanted to take her in his lap, but the surrounding environment was not suitable. If 

anyone happens to see them, then the next morning rumours would be spread. The 

scandal shall spread far by word of the mouth. Such thoughts started to create 

circles of smoke in his mind. He could never take the blame of a characterless 

individual. 
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The two eyes were gradually feeling addicted. He started sleeping in the boat 

with his sitting posture. Besides him, Tilottamā slept keeping her head on him. 

Both were enjoying the cool breeze of the lake and both of their dreams doubled. 

Unconsciously, Puspa’s sleepy hand fell on Tilottamā’s hand. Their hands 

remained in that position. The fingers were numb as the petals of dried flower. 

Some dim lights could be seen far away on the lake shore.  The boatman’s 

song could be heard. As if the night was mad with romance with the moon in mid-

sky. Some empty boats were seen as lines by the shore. Somewhere, the boatmen 

were sleeping keeping lights on in the boats. Somewhere, ailing sound of old 

boatmen were heard. Rickshaw driver was waiting by the road side – ‘Come, 

come, Sir’, shouted the driver blowing the horn. 

‘Wake up – wake up Sirs! The boat has reached the shore.’ Two-three 

persons were shaken to be woken up. Suddenly, Ni ̄limā woke up. She saw Puÿpa 

sleeping with her hand kept on Tilottamā’s hand. Tilottamā was also sleeping with 

her head kept on Puÿpa. Ni ̄limā turned very angry. She was deeply moved seeing 

both of them in that condition. She slowly touched Tilottamā, woke her up and 

highlighted Puÿpa’s ill intentions. Tilottamā did not pay much heed to it. She saw 

later that Nīlimā’s face is red with anger. Thereafter she controlled herself. 

It is past midnight. All got downand started going towards the pre-arranged 

guest house. Ni ̄limā held Tilottamā’s hand and started talking with her. Others also 

walked discussing about varied problems and good things. 

Rain from a sudden passing cloud drenched Tilottamā and Ni ̄limā. They 

stood by the side of the window of an empty school. Both of them discussed about 

the sudden cloud. A guard saw them and asked, ‘Why are you standing here? 

Come and sit inside. After the rain stops, you may decide.’ 
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Both of them entered the room. There was nobody except both of them in 

the room. Ni ̄limā started to speak about their recent experience. 

- Tilottamā. I don’t like Puÿpa’s behaviour – 

- Why do you always talk about Puÿpa? In two months from now, our 

exams are scheduled. 

Tilottamā expressed with artificial anger. 

- Tilottamā! Why is it being discussed that romance has aroused in your 

mind? I know that you have a soft corner for him. 

- If you know, then why are you asking? 

- But, see, Tilottamā! We do not know everything about Puÿpa – 

- Then, what do you want to tell? 

- Don’t you know? His behaviour is indescribable. Yesterday, when you 

were sleeping, his hands were over yours. I have seen it with my own 

eyes. 

Tilottamā remained silent thinking about public humiliation. A seed of 

sadness mixed with ill thoughts was sown in her mind. She started thinking about 

it. Have others also noticed it like Tilottamā? 

- Tilottamā? Not only is his poor behaviour, the language of his eyes is 

also not good. As if, he is always mocking. If such is behaviour towards 

us, it would definitely be poorer towards others. 

Tilottamā’s mind was full of sadness. Though angry, she maintained silence. 

The redness of her face was something worth seeing. 

- Tilottamā! He is a loose character. If you want good for yourself, take 

him out of your mind. 
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Tilottamā’s face was wet with tears. Her anger was transformed into tears 

and it tried to reveal itself. Ni ̄limā again started to tell something. Tilottamā told in 

a husky tone – 

- Stop Nīlimā! Forget everything. This is the time for making merry, not 

for shedding tears. 

Ni ̄limā artificially consoled her. She knows well that Tilottamā possesses 

deep love. That is why her goal will not be fulfilled there. She is neither happy 

with Puÿpa’s behaviour during boating, nor she likes Tilottamā as before. Human 

behaviour is always reactive. When he sees that, there is no benefit for self, he 

turns revengeful. 

 The rains have become feeble. The shameless sun showed its face from 

behind the clouds. Rain drops were falling from the leaves of the trees. Some 

people started to go their ways. Some cows began to come out of the doors from 

the shelter taken in the school. The school staff hastened to go to their homes. 

Somebody came and rang the bell. 

 Both of them started to go towards their homes. The Deodar trees stood at 

the back as still as a monument. The motor cars were fleeing as thirsty nomads. 

Tilottamā was thoughtful. Her face sweated. Her mind was lustful under her skin 

thoughtful about the past days which caused the unexpected meeting of eyes. 

Today she realized that she would never be happy in her family life with the 

association of such a useless person. Ni ̄limā’s artificial consolation had a womanly 

envy inside her. Dramatically, she ridiculed and said valiantly- 

- Do not be afraid - life is a battlefield. Anything is possible here. I will try 

to find your life partner from anywhere else and try to satisfy you. 



325 
 

Tilottamā remained silent with a smiling face and a sad heart. Ni ̄limā 

reiterated doubtfully – ‘Or else, reveal everything to your father and think of a new 

plan.’ 

Both of them had smiles. The two friends gradually proceeded on the road. 

Thereafter, the road started to follow them like a mad snake. 

Puÿpavallava sat alone silently in a room. He was reading a letter. It was 

signed by his old father – 

Sri 

Blessings from the old father. Mother is keeping well. You know that 

excepting the farm, there is no other property. This time, we have lost crops.Also, 

there was no water. Your ailing mother always wishes for your marriage. 

Otherwise, she would close her eyes in a few days time. You come home and take 

the responsibilities. Or else, how will the condition of Nirod and Kshirod improve? 

It is holidays now. You come over here. Save the family. We have turned 

old. There is nobody to ask regarding our condition. 

All are well. Still we want to see you. If you want to see your parents, please 

come. 

We will wait for you. 

Your wellwisher, 

Serving father. 

His mind was thoughtful on reading the letter. He remembered his father. He 

could hear his mother’s voice. Then, Tilottamā’s thoughts tried to stop him. Not 

only is the desire to marry Tilottamā, but also his mind full of love for her. 
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Noon was full with lightning. The sun tried to come out of the clouds. 

Nearby, Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa were coming. Both of them were in a discussion. 

Happily, they approached Puÿpa’s door and mentioned, Puÿpa 

- Good news - 

- For whom? 

- For us. 

- What what? 

Aśutoÿa happily told ‘Puÿpa!’ 

- Both of us have got jobs – 

- Where? Which post? 

- The post of teacher in the foothills of Dhauli Mountain in a high school. 

- Both of you over there? 

- No Vadrikeśa got the job in a nearby village. 

- ‘Good-good’ Puÿpavallava was overwhelmed! ‘When are you going?’ 

- They ordered us to join before the Christmas vacation. So we need to 

reach in a couple of day’s time. 

Aśutoÿa said. 

- Go – wish you a happy journey. 

- ‘Would you not wish me? Big brother!’ complained Vadrikeśa. 

- ‘Why did you think differently?’, smilingly asked Puÿpaballava. 

- May all flowers shower in your path. 

- ‘We accept all your good wishes’, Vadrikeśa mentioned shaking hands. 

Pausing for a while, he went into a different discussion. 
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- How shall we celebrate today – what brother? What do you want? 

- It is your time to celebrate. 

Aśutoÿa hurriedly went outside. He said 

- I have asked the servant to get something from the shop. 

The servant went to the shop. The three friends looked at each other. 

Vadrikeśa started, 

- Puÿpa! Begin on some topic. 

- Primarily for you two. 

- No, asking mainly for you. 

- After your departure, I will go back to my home. I have received a letter. 

- All of us shall go. Tilottamā here..... 

Stop Vadrikeśa. 

- ‘Her news will be given by somebody else’, laughed Aśutoÿa. 

Meanwhile, the servant arrived with sweets. He prepared to leave after 

bringing the sweets and keeping the change. But Puÿpa held his hand and asked 

him to take some sweets. He refused. After many requests, he took some and left. 

Vadrikeśa calmly said 

- Big brother. Do not forget us. If you ever require any help from us, do 

not hesitate. 

Aśutoÿa held Puÿpa’s hand and said in a heavy voice 
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- Puÿpa! Life is like a vehicle. When the vehicle stops, one has to get 

down. Sometimes one has to step forward, while at times one has to step 

backwards. It was exhuberant to pass on the last three years merrily. To 

err is human. If unknowingly, we have made any mistakes, please forgive 

us. 

- Do not say like this, Aśutoÿa! 

- No Puÿpa! The result of union is falling apart. People take from others. 

But the feelings stay as memories. Later when you sit back and think of 

the good and bad things, you would feel happy and sad. 

- You know! Aśutoÿa! 

- Puÿpa! We would love to remember. 

- Big brother. If you manage to get time, do come over there. Although 

you are alone over here, Tilottamā will make you forget everything else. 

When you marry, do invite us. 

Vadrikeśa laughed at Aśutoÿa’s words. 

In the subconscious mind, Puÿpavallava felt sad. He kept their hands on his 

and kissed them. All felt happy and laughed. 

They went outside. Looking into the half sized trees, they kept walking. All 

three of them walked at the same speed. Their discussions also reduced.  The wind 

became steady and favourable.  The birds got busy in feeding their young ones. 

Crooked road. Today also, it is reddish. There has been no improvement in 

five years, instead it has deteriorated. Work is still going on. The dilapidated house 

of fatherly, ‘Dam’ was situated on the road side. He comes here everyday. He tells 
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the history of his shop like that in the past – the tired pedestrians, the villagers 

drank water over here. They discussed politics. Everytime, improvements were 

discussed. Fatherly ‘Dam’ always used to criticize slow pace. He used to tell – 

during his time, every family was a happy one and his shop depicted the history of 

the village. The shop used to cater to the needs of his entire family. Times have 

changed. He was enthusiastic during his youth. He mentioned – sometime back 

they had together built the road by themselves. But so many years down the line, it 

has still not improved. But sometime before, after many requests – people came 

every year and put new soil onto the road to make it stronger. But due to the 

floods, every year the new soil used to get washed away. He was happy looking at 

the road during that time. 

Since long, cattle used to graze by the road side. At times, they used to stray 

into houses and cause damage to them. They also damaged the crops. He used to 

make them go away by shouting. He was used to hearing the sounds of cows and 

buffaloes. He used to make them run away by hearing their sounds from a distance. 

Puÿpa got down from the vehicle. Fatherly ‘Dam’s’ house was nearby. He 

was busy discussing politics as before. He observed changes in the village. The 

broken house at a distance stood like a ghost. The lack lustureness of the farmers, 

shepherds remained the same. Only he had changed. 

This is old fatherly servant in Dam fatherly’s dilapidated house. After a half 

completed life, he met Puÿpavallava. He greeted and came like a tortoise. He stood 

by ailing Fatherly Dam’s doorsteps. Fatherly’s eyes were filled with water. 

Puÿpa touched his fatherly’s feet. He took the leg dust on his head. 

- Why-why are you doing this? 

- You are like my father. I am doing the right thing. 
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- No Master! It is not correct for you to bow down.Now... 

- No fatherly! Since my father has gone to heaven, you have performed all 

duties as a father. 

- As a practice, I call you as Fatherly. Basically you... 

-  Do not tell any more, Master! I am your servant. I am not sure what God 

wants -, since I was bound by your love, I took an oath to consider 

yourself as everything in my life and brought you up. 

The sevant took the cloth from his shoulder and wiped his Master’s feet. 

- Why do you do such things, fatherly! 

- ‘It makes me immensely happy’ his voice trembled. 

- Fatherly, is everything fine? 

- Yes, yes, Kshirod has gone to school. Nirod has gone to the shop. They 

will return soon. 

- Fatherly! Will fatherly Dam see us? 

- Yes, yes, he is waiting. Come.......come..... 

- No, please speak more informally, fatherly. 

Smiling a bit, fatherly said 

- Master! 

- Again, you are calling me as Master?     

- Puÿpa 

- ‘Okay, it will be like this’, said fatherly. Puÿpa followed the fatherly 

servant. 

Fatherly Dam laughed with teethless mouth. 

- Fatherly Dam, greetings! 

- May you live long. 
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-  Fatherly Dam! People find difficulty in living today even for sixty years. 

Then why do you wish me long life? 

-  Oh! The youth of today do not wish for long life.   

- Then what? 

- Wish us prosperity – it is prosperity that allows a person to live. 

- Where do you live these days? Is everything fine? 

- Yes, yes – everybody is waiting at home. Fatherly Dam, will speak to 

you later. 

The servant went in front. Keeping a desert-like thirsty mind behind, 

Puÿpavallava went ahead looking here and there. He noticed the village girls today.  

They also saw him. Those who used to build houses in the dust four years ago are 

reserved today. They could be seen far away. They are not talking. Today, he saw 

their feet painted in red. His face had the age old thirst. His journey was nice. The 

dresses revealed the excitement. The tight dresses exposed the arrogance of adult 

age. Puÿpa could see Tilottamā amidst such sentiment. 

The old servant gave directions of the road. 

- Go straight on the road. 

- ‘Yes’, laughed Puÿpa. 

The old servant also laughed. 

He then started 

- Master! We have accepted a marriage proposal. 

- ‘Marriage proposal?  Whose?’, inquisitively asked Puÿpa. 

- The girl is beautiful – very beautiful – her name is Madhuchanda- 
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- ‘But fatherly! I am not ready now. Neither do I earn. I am twenty five 

years old. Currently, there is nobody to look after at home. How do I 

marry under such a condition’, expressed Puÿpa. 

- ‘You will get lots of wealth from the girl’s side. They would also support 

the expenses of your education’ the old man said smilingly. 

- ‘Has a word been given?’ anxiously asked Puÿpa. 

- No, - how can we do so without taking your opinion? 

Puÿpavallava’s mind was restless. 

- Master! See, Kshirod is running back. Come quickly. 

- A dot has stability and no turbulence. But I have disturbance and no 

stability. Puÿpa thought as he went. Thoughts of sadness and happiness 

continued to play onto his mind. 

Gradually, Kshirod came. They came to the village. Sitting by the window 

side, many old women inquired about his wellbeing. Some wives saw him from 

behind the doors. 

The sun gradually rose from the east and went to the horizon. The house 

compound was drenched in the calm colourful sunrays of the evening. Tilottamā 

was walking. She was plucking flowers. Again, she was throwing them. She was 

thinking of something. She thought about expressing it but kept it concealed within 

herself. 

Her mind was in such distress that it could not be expressed. Without Puÿpa, 

her mind did not wish to live. His behaviour, endurance, humour, shy salutation 

‘Tilottame’, his nice figure, high thoughts – all these have stolen Tilottamā’s 

heart....., but he is characterless. In today’s world, fraud people hide behind good 
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looks. Mother Anupama came out of the house. She used to look after the flowers 

in the garden during the morning hours. She observed her daughter’s gloomy face. 

She asked lovingly – ‘Why are you like this?’ She went over to her, wiped 

her face with her saree and said. 

- Look Tilottamā! A girl is born to go over to some other house. 

Definitely, you will also go from here sometime or the other.  So you 

need not be sad. 

Tilottamā remained silent. Puÿpa may be characterless but his love is pure. 

She has also observed his emotions. When she came home, Puÿpa had said  

- Tilottamā! Do not forget. 

Although hesitant, she also said 

- You also don’t forget. 

- What is there in our life? Why are men happy in society, women also 

turn happy holding the hands of wealthy men. 

Thoughtful Anupama said 

- ‘Tilottamā! Do not think otherwise. Bhāgyadatta will be your able 

husband. He has lots of wealth. He is the chief. There is no dearth of 

money. You will be very happy’ laughed Anupama. 

Tilottamā soon responded  

- No, mother! Stop this proposal. I will not marry now.  

- Why are you speaking like mad, Tilottamā? Your marriage is in four 

days time. You are now grown up. Educated. Your marriage will be held 

with grandeur. Why do you worry? 
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- ‘I do not wish to marry’ she cried. 

Puÿpa’s picture came up in her mind. But she was afraid and ashamed to 

reveal it. Or else – being educated, how does one tolerate a characterless person? 

Instead, it is better to be the wife of a wealthy person. But if the unknown person 

leaves her for some reason or if her soft corner is revealed someday and she is not 

pardoned or if he turns characterless with all his wealth – thinking all this, 

Tilottamā started crying in a high pitch. 

Anupama tried to explain her ‘Tilottamā! Do not leave your current 

happiness thinking of the dreadful past. It is your turn to be happy now. Do not cry 

any more. If you cry, you will eat my head.’ Keeping hand on her mother’s mouth 

– ‘ Do not speak like this......my marriage...ends.’ Tilottamā started crying with her 

hands covering her face. 

Why are speaking like mad? If anybody happens to hear it, everything will 

be spoilt......Beautiful husband. Beautiful house. Enough wealth to lead life. Then 

why are you thinking? Tilottamā continued crying. Puÿpa may be poor but he has a 

big heart. His likings are also good. Although he has sent a promising letter, 

now....Tilottamā could not think any more. Unnecessarily showing temper, she 

said –‘You are bringing down everybody, Tilottamā! We will also lose our family 

tradition. Your father’s prestige would also be lost. You are burning all of us. Hate 

birth of a girl.’ She said to herself. 

Hearing commotion in the room, the husband, Kamantak, said ‘Come out of 

the room – why are you shouting?’ 

- ‘Commotion, - commotion. Why do you not understand? Who has set up 

this marriage for which Tilottamā is crying?’ She said with tears. 
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- ‘I know dear. This is the weakness of women. Tears flow out of eyes 

very often.’ Kamantak said sarcastically. 

- ‘Tilottamā, my days are dring up. Your mind is also not over here. You 

are not willing to marry. Your mind has a different picture of a husband. 

You will not have marriage over there.’ Anupama said angrily. 

- Dear. Do you have cowdung in your head? Everything is organized. Now 

you are telling that there will be no marriage?- 

- If it does not happen here, it will happen somewhere else. 

- Somewhere else? 

- Wherever she wishes. 

- Hey! Where do you want to marry? Have we ceased to exist? 

Alas....alas....alas....alas. 

- Ni ̄limā asked to find out a husband for her. Be it so. What will happen to 

us? 

- Alas....alas....alas. You dumb! I know everything. I have heard 

everything from Ni ̄limā. Firstly, he is poor. Secondly, he is not working. 

Thirdly, he does not have a family heritage. It does not work this way. 

Alas...alas..... I have to shut my ears of whatever more I have heard. 

Alas...alas.... It is sin to even to see his face. 

- ‘Is Nīlimā truthful?  She said the truth – you first visit there, then you 

may decide. Where is truth in these words?’ Anupama said boldly. 

He said in a low voice 

- No dear. Now we do not have the time to go anywhere else.  All the 

relatives will arrive tomorrow. And I have given my word to 

Bhāgyadatta. Giving a word is like giving one’s daughter’s hand in 

marriage. It is a great sin to break a promise. We will give our daughter’s 

hand in marriage. Our forefathers will be happy. 
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- Again you decide. You are my wife. You know that I obey you. I keep all 

your words. Then why are you thinking like this? And our daughter will 

also be happy with abundance. Nobody gives their daughters to jobless 

people.  Nobody wants to see or hear their children to be unhappy. So 

dear, be calm, think and then shout. See what is going on – 

Kamantak’s high pitched and logical words made Anupama still. Tilottamā 

did not enter thir room during the quarrel, nobody had noticed. 

- Dear? Think what can be done. Such is the nature of girls. You know all 

this. I have work, let me go. 

Kamantak went outside with these words. Anupama gradually entered 

through the door. 

Tilottamā was looking at the garden outside through the window. There 

were bees in the flowers. The mild sun slowly turned hot. The sunflower began to 

bloom. Dewdrops could be seen on the creepers. 

Then, some relatives arrived. They inquired about each other. They started 

to chit-chat with each other and enjoyed themselves. But Tilottamā’s tears did not 

dry. Her mind felt empty. 

Puÿpavallava hovered around the streets in the village. His mind was filled 

with worries – dual thoughts competed with each other. He thought – let me accept 

Madhuchhandā leaving aside Tilottamā. Again, ignoring the words of parents and 

friends let me go to Tilottamā. But Tilottamā has not yet signalled positively. She 

is selfish if she has embraced somebody rich thinking of his poverty...... Two 

months have passed but she has not written any letter. He wishes to write a letter – 

but if she lives elsewhere – thinking this, Puÿpavallava felt disturbed. 
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Puÿpa saw – not far away, along the curved road, a postman was coming. He 

laughed inside and asked  

- Is there any letter for us? 

- ‘No’, answered the postman and went ahead. He stopped and turned back 

saying, ‘Sorry. There is a letter.’ 

The postman went away after handing over the letter. Puÿpa could not 

control his anxiety after receiving the letter.  Lines appeared on his forehead. 

It is Tilottamā’s marriage. She has sent an invitation to Puÿpavallava. Fire of 

revenge burned in Puÿpavallava’s mind. The revenge is not towards Tilottamā. It is 

for Bhāgyadatta. Bhāgyadatta is known to him beforehand. They studied in the 

same school. His witty words have hardly spared any beautiful girl. Innocent 

people often go by one’s outer looks. They praise the outer dress. He praises his 

own actions and words. All are amazed by his witty words. How does one know 

what is in other’s mind without looking into one’s inner self? Thinking of all this, 

Puÿpavallava became thoughtful after sighing heavily. 

Even today, Bhāgyadatta’s evil deeds are known to many. But he is rich. 

Everything is in hands. He proves the false to be true and otherwise. Ni ̄limā also 

belongs to his village. She is also similar. She is never liked. She never desires to 

see happiness in Tilottamā’s life. Such people only cause problems in other’s life. 

They do not think of themselves. What to tell others -. If such people do not think 

of causing problems to others and instead think good for themselves, then other 

people’s lives would be progressive.  
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Puÿpavallava was sad. He felt sympathy for Tilottamā. He loved Tilottamā. 

Tilottamā is the queen of his heart. But today she is leaving as the lady of someone 

else’s heart. It is not right to think badly of her at this stage. Let her be happy. May 

she be a good housewife. May she fulfill the expectations of Bhāgyadatta and her 

relatives. Today she has no relations with Puÿpa. She is also separate. I am also for 

somebody else. But his mind does not agree. His heart is breaking. His body was 

trembling. 

Puÿpa decided to write a letter. It would be the first and last letter to her. He 

went to the shop and bought an envelope too. With trembling hands, he wrote – 

 

 

Shri 

Tilottamā.....! Blessings and best wishes. I have been thinking of writing a 

letter to you for many days but am not getting time for it. This is the best time. 

Wish you all the best at this moment. With Lord’s blessings, may you turn to be a 

good housewife.  

Tilottamā! The couple’s picture at the banks of the ‘Chilka’ would remain 

enlightened. If ever, you are reminded of me, do try to forget. 

Many many good wishes. 

          From, 

         Your ‘Puÿpa’ 
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Puÿpa again went through the letter. His mind was full of sympathy. With all 

the good wishes, he dropped the letter into the letter box. His heart was shattered. 

His mind wished that a tear drop fell from his eye.But he couldn’t. 

Will he marry Madhuchhandā? – One he has never seen. Neither he knows 

anything about her. Only he knows her relatives. But in order to marry, one must 

know everything about the girl. Today corruption is seen even in highly esteemed 

families. There is a family tree but it is empty inside. At many places, beautiful 

flowers could be seen, but there are insects inside. What may be done? The world 

is in the grasp of wealth. Without money, man has no ground. Today the mind is 

dreadful.  Greed and ambition has filled the mind. Man continues to live in this 

bogus world. Definitely, man lives. 

Puÿpa returned. Meanwhile, fatherly servant came to the shop. He was 

walking gradually and wore a dirty dhoti till his knees. A spade was swaying in 

his hand. A shrunk towel was there on his shoulder. His white hairs were as sharp 

as the blades of grass. His mind was full of thoughts. He came close and smiled 

gently. Puÿpa replied with a gentle smile too. Fatherly told as before ‘ Master! 

Your mind has not changed even after repeated thoughts. Will you go out on a trip 

for some days? My serving days are almost ending. Still, I am not seeing you 

happy. For some days.............Master! For some days?’ The old servant was 

impatient. 

- Fatherly! I know your wish. Let me propose something. 

- Master.....!!! 

- Yes, fatherly.....! 

- ‘My Lord – today listen to me – and agree......’ the old servant said. 

- Yes, fatherly! The appropriate time has come. I do not wish to make you 

unhappy. 
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- ‘Master....!!’ tears started falling down his eyes. 

- ‘Yes, fatherly! You may fix up my marriage.’ Puÿpa wiped off the old 

man’s tears. 

- Master! You come over tomorrow. You can have a look at 

Madhuchhandā. I will send the news tonight. 

- No fatherly! You can go. Please fix up the date of marriage. I do not 

require to go. The marriage would take place on the date which you 

decide. 

- All right...all right...Please go home. Mother is waiting. I will return 

home after buying some fruits. 

Both parted ways. Puÿpa went westwards towards his house. The horizon 

was smoky. The earth was filled with fog. His mind was if welcoming 

Madhuchhandā and departing with Tilottamā. 

The busy marriage day had passed. Bhāgyadatta’s bedroom is decorated 

nicely. Everywhere in the room, nice pictures had been hung. There was 

commotion everywhere. Everybody was enjoying the gala event. The village 

women were decorating Tilottamā. Many people had come. Some of them had 

finished taking their food. The neighbours were trying to put a smile on 

Tilottamā’s face with hilarious discussions. 

The sky was clear. The environment was good. Bhāgyadatta was discussing 

with his friends at the doorsteps. He was very happy. He was looking great in his 

new attire. Just then, the postman came and handed him some congratulatory 

letters. The letters were addressed to Tilottamā. Seing this, he was very happy. He 

went inside his room and started going through the letters. There was also a letter 

from some Puÿpa. He was curious. His disbelief increased. He observed that the 

neighbours had all surrounded Tilottamā. Thinking it to be correct time, he entered 
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Tilottamā’s room like a thief. He searched through her dress and cupboard and 

came across the couple’s photo. He had a nice look at it and came outside.                

  He quickly came to the door. The face turned red with anger. He 

remembered Ni ̄limā. ‘Brother! You would feel ashamed if you marry 

Tilottamā.’Ni ̄limā belonged to his village. She would never have lied. She also 

came to his house the other day. She had laughed and mentioned these words. He 

had laughed away on the words. But it turned true today. His heart was burning 

with revenge. He is clueless. He frowned. A mocking laughter aroused on his 

face. 

Night arrived. Tilottamā was married.  Her head had the mark of vermillion. 

Her eyes had new kohl (kajal). She wore a gold necklace. Her hair was decorated 

with flowers. She wore gold bangles. Her fingers had a golden ring with many 

precious stones. She wore a precious sari and stood infront of the mirror. Her 

handa and feet were numb. She was breathing heavily. 

The neighbours wished a good night to Tilottamā near the mirror and went 

away. Tilottamā saw her own beauty. She was happy seeing herself. Precious 

jewellery, precious sari, the decorated multi-coloured lights, some flowers on the 

bed, a dim blue coloured light – all these reminded her of heaven. She imagined 

herself to be a celestial damsel. She laughed on seeing her image. 

Gradually, the old history passed away from her mind. This is the ultimate 

goal in human life – the ultimate feeling. There was a day – when Puÿpa was the 

man in her life. At first she did not want to and also could not erase him from his 

mind. But today, she was even ready to walk upon a hundred Puÿpas. Just as the 

insect jumps into the fire, her love had also jumped. Tilottamā’s face had the 

impressions of romance. She was looking at her image repeatatively. The sandal 

glowed on her. Her eyes had turned red with the kohl. 
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Her mind was again engrossed with thoughts. She was excited on thinking 

about boating in the lake...... If she had married Puÿpa, then definitely her life 

would have turned sorrowful. Listening to her parents, she had accepted 

Bhāgyadatta’s hand in marriage. Today, her life would definitely be happy. 

Without wealth, life is like a vulture’s corpse. Wives of poor people are never 

happy. All friends are also doing whatever is causing them to be happy. Today 

many people such as Puÿpa are under her feet. 

Night passed. All are sleeping. Suddenly, she thought about her invitation 

letter for Puÿpa. She remained silent for sometime. She saw her sari in the mirror. 

Suddenly, she heard somebody coming. Tilottamā shivered. She saw Bhāgyadatta 

coming with some letters. Suddenly, she saw Bhāgyadatta throwing them on the 

bed. His face was bursting with anger. Tilottamā stood still by the bed and 

watched. He did not tell her anything. But he observed her for sometime. He 

turned his head and started to go outside. Tilottamā blushed and told ‘Listen”- 

Bhāgyadatta was excited by this single word. He could not go away. Turning 

slightly, he looked at Tilottamā’s face. He was impatient. He forgot everything at 

that moment. He even forgot himself. His thirst for love was intense. He looked 

into Tilottamā’s eyes and turned romantic. He proceeded. He embraced Tilottamā 

with both his hands. Tilottamā’s vermillion made a mark on his naked breast. 

But Bhāgyadatta’s dirty mind was towards Nīlimā. She was his childhood 

love. A man does not like his newly wed wife if he has another lover. Even, if he 

goes towards somebody else, he does not forget his wife. But a woman can forget 

everything – Tilottamā was fully immersed in the new love. She closed her eyes 

and forgot everything else. Bhāgyadatta also enjoyed having love for a long time. 
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The night thickened. The nightplay ceased. Tired Tilottamā looked onto 

Bhāgyadatta’s face. She remained smiling after completing everything. Slowly 

slowly, she uttered some childish words. Bhāgyadatta had a fake smile on his face. 

He was an expert in quenching his thirst of love. He smiled thinking about 

Tilottamā’s private love. He would leave her just like his other girlfriends. If 

Bhāgyadatta remains alone – hundreds of Tilottamā would come to him. 

The love thirst slowed down. The excitement reduced. Tilottamā thought 

that she was lucky, Bhāgyadatta was a master of love, it must have been good 

fruits of the deeds of her earlier life. Tilottamā kept her head on Bhāgyadatta’s 

naked breast. Bhāgyadatta smiled gently. Tilottamā thought herself to be lucky. 

Bhāgyadatta thought – such natured women know tricks, they want to shed off the 

evil traits of their character. A used body only seems to be of noble character 

when seen from outside. 

 Accepting the old lover as a husband, such women get a societal acceptance 

to their characters. Such is their identity. 

Tilottamā went off to sleep. The bed carried her lovely body, a pale blue 

light was on. Bhāgyadatta thought looking at the mosquito net – ‘the human 

character also has many such holes’. 

Tilottamā’s face had the beauty of the full moon amidst a blue sky. Her hair 

fell in random manner over her forehead. She was looking like a sleeping swan. 

Her body had turned calm beneath her clothes. Her body was filled with the 

fragrance of love. 

The night ended. Still, Tilottamā was sleeping. But the door was open. Many 

people were there. Suddenly, an old woman asked – ‘Was Nīlimā over here, last 

night? She has not yet returned home. Is she over here?’ Hearing the old woman’s 

words, Tilottamā got up in apprehension. 
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Somebody said from inside –‘She had come in the evening. She had gone 

then only.’ 

The old woman tried to tell something with wet eyes. But somebody told – 

‘Look into the neighbour’s home. She may be sleeping over there.’ The old 

woman went away. 

Tilottamā completed everything in the morning and begun to wait for her 

husband. Her waiting time continued to increase. The wall clock continued to tick 

on. 

Tilottamā made the bed. Suddenly she came across the bunch of letters 

below the pillow. She saw her picture with Puÿpa. Surprisingly, she saw the letters 

– one was Puÿpa’s greetings letter. The other was her husband’s. First, she read 

her husband’s letter with great happiness – 

Tilottamā! Nobody wants to accept a characterless woman pretending to be a 

faithful wife. Look. Nobody can hide the truth. I have come to know of 

everything. I am repenting the fact that you had come into my life as a devoted 

wife. I do know of such girls and wives. My duty towards you is complete. Now, 

you may go to your lover, Puÿpa. He must be also waiting to have you. Although, 

tasted once, he will treat you as as a divine gift. 

  I know – you will forget – but, women shed tears only to show-off – you 

build an unseen cage to ignore everything. But after all, you belong to dirty waters 

- From your Bhāgyadatta. 

Tilottamā could not read Puÿpa’s letter any more. There was darkness all 

around. She could not think any more. Suddenly, she fell to the ground just as a 

fallen tree. She turned unconscious. 
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Again, the old woman came to Bhāgyadatta’s place in search of Ni ̄limā.With 

tearful voice, she asked – ‘Sister! Nīlimā is nowhere. Does she come to meet your 

wife? Your wife was her friend.’ 

A woman softly called Tilottamā and entered the house. Seeing her fallen 

down, she shouted to draw everybody’s attention. Everybody came over there. 

What happened...? What happened - ? Everybody started asking each other. There 

was a lot of bustle.  

At the end of the village in the temple of Mahadeva, the morning golden 

rays of the sun fell all around. The chirping of birds could be heard from the 

nearby trees. After finishing the morning work, people go to the village pond 

through that route. Standing in the water, they bowed to the temple top. Some 

people took a bath and went to the temple. Some Brāhman ̣as chanted. 

Puÿpavallava finished his morning bath and went to the temple.  His face 

was very happy. Although he was about to marry Madhuchhandā, he is yet to 

speak with her. Today, it was his marriage reception. All were busy in the village. 

All had come to his house. Children – adults – elders, all were happy in seeing 

him. Puÿpa still had a childish nature. Even after seeing Madhuchhandā, he could 

not speak with her. The first feelings always create excitement in one’s body. 

Whenever, he thinks of Madhuchhandā, he feels excited. 

He came to the temple door and heard the priest chanting something in a 

loud voice. Although, he could not understand much of it, he devotedly paid 

homeage and offered coconut and bananas. He also bowed. The priest blessed him 

with Vedic mantras. Then he held the blessed food (prasadam) and called the 

children. They were playing. All came running on Puÿpa’s call. 
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All surrounded Puÿpavallava. He laughed at their behaviour. Somebody said 

to give him first. Others told to offer them at first. The commotion increased. 

Puÿpavallava observed that amidst them, some were naked. Some were half-

naked. Water flowed from nose of some of them. Some were in underwear. He 

ordered – ‘Firstly, dress properly. Wipe your nose. Stand in a line. Then I will 

give you the blessed food.’ All became busy. Some started to wipe their noses 

with left hand. 

Puÿpa gladly started to distribute the food. He had numerous thoughts in 

mind – they are half-naked, they are the citizens – they would do good to the 

society – they will strengthen the soil.Today he remembered everything, whenever 

he went off to study, these children would follow him. They carried all his 

belongings and shoes and saw him off till the highway. Until the motor car 

vanished from sight, they stood there to bid adieu. Also, whenever he returned 

home, news used to travel in advance and people used to greet him, whenever he 

entered the village. He distributed sweets to all. He found his books on his return 

to his house. 

Puÿpavallava was surrounded by children. He saw that fatherly servant was 

observing his childish nature from far. Smiling, - happily – he came near and 

softly said: 

- Master! Your wife has still not broken her fast. What are you doing in the 

temple? She is waiting. She has not even taken water after requesting. 

Come, what could be your relation with these? 

- Fatherly! Why have you come? 

- What can I do – mother has sent me. 

- You proceed. I am coming. 
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Fatherly gradually started to go back. Puÿpavallava began to follow him. 

All were present at home. Mother angrily said – ‘Puÿpa! Even after your 

education, you do not have any knowledge about household. Your wife is still 

fasting. You are roaming here and there. Was Mahadeva not present in temple?’ 

- Mother! While distributing the blessed food............. 

- Do not speak any more. There is lot of work to be done. Ask fatherly and 

fix up. 

Puÿpa’s entry made Madhuchhandā cautious. She got up from the bed and 

bowed down at Puÿpa’s feet. Puÿpa held her up. Thereafter she stood with her face 

looking downwards. Puÿpa remained silent.  The moonlike face looked down. 

There were no words. She only signalled by nodding her head. 

Puÿpa was excited. He left the bed and approached Madhuchhandā. He 

spoke sweetly holding her chin. Feeling ashamed, she did not utter anything. 

Puÿpa embraced her and picked her up onto the bed. He kept his mouth in her 

face. The light went off. 

Tilottamā lay on the bed like an idle multitude. Her eyes were full of tears 

and hair disorganized.She cried like an injured bird. Sorrow blossomed from her 

body. There was darkness all around. She continued to lie down inspite of trying 

to cope with the situation. 

Such time had come when inspite of taking all precautions along the path of 

life and inspite of having everything, it feels helpless. At times, even after falling 

down - man rises. But rising in such a situation is similar to an innocent animal 

being the slave of a situation. It is like the entire life had fallen apart. Although 
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there is a wish for atonement, although there is a wish for pardoning, it could not 

be done. 

Tilottamā’s revolutionary mind awakened. Neither she could take revenge, 

nor could she amend things. Many unclear thoughts engrossed her – ‘Who has 

created the society? Who says that these rich people are ideal grooms? Is wealth 

and youthfulness the only form of life? Is marriage an absolute necessity?’ 

Puÿpa’s image floated in her mind like a golden lotus. Puÿpa is such a lover, 

who would feel sad upon coming to see or hear of her grave situation. What is the 

benefit in thinking of such extra-marital love? Tilottamā was saddened. Today, 

nothing is her own; something which she can call to be her’s....... Still she had to 

play the role of a newly wed woman in society - or - she could be a mad beggar 

flocking from door to door for money - or - suicide was also a good option. There 

are no other alternatives. 

Again – if she continues to stay there, she would have to tolerate false 

blames. She wanted to destroy the society. Standing on the old steps of the old 

society, she wanted to announce loudly – ‘Woman is a life partner - partner in 

enjoyment - partner in moving - partner in right’. But today she had seen the looks 

of sexually starved society. Under the disguise of dignity, there is forgery. 

Beneath the new cloth, there is an incorrect instinct. In the name of destruction of 

the past, there is an animal like instinct. 

Mother-in-law summoned her in trembling tone  

– Wife! Do not be saddened. I do not have any luck. 

– ‘No, no mother! I do not want anything. You be assured. I will go due to 

my fate’, cried Tilottamā. 

The old woman blessed her with both hands. She continued requesting her: 
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– Have some food. How long will you continue to live without food? 

– Mother. I do not feel like living... 

– Wife! He will definitely come back. Do not be impatient! Do not think 

otherwise. Come on, let us have some food! 

– No mother. 

– ‘Wife! Otherwise, I will also not eat. Your worries are mine too. SO first, 

I will die’, she cried. 

– No mother! Whatever you tell will happen. Do not tell like this anymore. 

 The old woman went to bring food. 

Night fell. Just like the new leaves in an old tree, new thoughts were born in 

her mind. She was determined. She moved here and there. She heard about the 

stories of ascetic women (sanyasini). All have unconditionally devoted their lives 

for helping others. They perform welfare activities. From morning till night, they 

roam from one country to the other helping others. With their deeds, they are not 

looked down upon. Those who were looked down upon are praised today. They 

look after the helpless, orphans, tortured and sick people. Today they educate the 

illiterate. Moving from village to village, they advise people. In the society, they 

are like forms of Goddess Earth. Their lives are blessed. Otherwise, what is the 

benefit in living a mediocre life? So, it is good to go far away. Where, there is no 

selfishness, there is no animal-like instinct, there is no evil thought for others, 

there is constructive thinking, where progress of the world is thought about. 

Where, there is no smell of corruption and where peace exists. 

But if she declares the life of a woman to be a consumable commodity, then 

many would approach her for love. Many would extend their hands to jump into 

her fire of beauty. They would bleed her tender lips. They would coagulate her 

blood. At least, in the heap of disgrace in society, she would be thrown like a 

mango seed and people would again search for new beauty in the disguise of 
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dignity. This consumption trend is life’s pattern. This is the nature of life and 

negative side of youthfulness. 

All are sleeping at night. Tilottamā looked at the darkness through the 

window. She had firmed up the road in her painful life. She did not want to spread 

her own fragrance like the smoke of an incense stick. But her life had turned to be 

the ash of such an incense stick. Shame does not look good in the life a deserted 

wife. It is required to live in the society. Nobody in the society is her friend today, 

nor are there any relatives. 

With a dark mind and bare feet, she started walking. She left behind the 

open door. There is darkness infront. The road is complex. Destination is far 

away. The cut trees on the roadside are standing like sages. She was determined 

not to return back. The sound of feet was heard. 

The koel bird was singing. Bunch of new leaves were all around. The 

untimely blossoms were swaying.The fragrance of lotus flowers filled the 

atmosphere. Far away, the shepherd’s flute conveying love could be heard. 

Everything looked pretty. Behind the leaves, the ploy of the crow and koel bird 

continued. Today, it is spring time in the entire village. All are singing and 

dancing. 

Puÿpavallava was excited. He had Madhuchhandā besides him.  She had 

bright vermillion on her head. She walked with veil on her head. One could 

observe her sensitivity. Puÿpavallava went ahead describing the spring season to 

her. 

Madhuchhandā followed. Puÿpavallava was excited in moving around 

during the spring season. Holding his hand softly, she tried to draw a romantic 

picture in her mind. Many thoughts circled in her mind like the colours of the fist. 
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She held Puÿpa’s hand in fright. Puÿpa’s heart beats increased. They were alone. 

There was silence everywhere. Puÿpavallava lied down on Madhuchhandā’s 

breast. They looked at each other and got lost in each other. Their feet felt numb 

on the grass. Lifting the veil, Puÿpavallava kissed Madhuchhandā. Closing her 

eyes and putting her head down, she said 

- You are not doing the right thing. 

- Why? 

- It is daytime now. 

- ‘So what?’ Laughed Puÿpa. 

- Don’t you know? 

- No. 

Madhuchhandā remained silent. 

- Chhandā! Will I ask something? 

- Ask. 

- Have you ever experienced the full moon in a forest? 

- No. 

She raised her head and looked towards him. Lines could be seen on her 

face. 

- Chhandā! Have you ever wandered alone? 

- ...........Wandered.........Many times. 

- Did you observe anything new? 

- ‘Yes.........’ she nodded. 

- In what form? 

Madhuchhandā remained silent. 
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- ‘Are you feeling embarrassed?’ He held her chin and looked at her. 

- Chhandā! Look at me and answer my questions. 

- Ask. 

- Have you ever felt sad? 

- All my sorrow has gone away seeing you. 

- Then in your life, I am........ 

- First and last.  

- Chhandā! Some questions are arising in my mind – please answer them. 

- ‘All right’, she responded. 

- ‘Chhandā! If life has a boundary, where does it start and where does it 

end?’ – Laughed Puÿpavallava. 

- At a point. 

Puÿpavallava was surprised. He thoughtfully replied 

- Really, you are very intelligent. 

Madhuchhandā was humble. Lines of happiness were seen on her face. 

- Chhandā! When you prayed for my well being at the temple.... 

- What happened then? 

- Telling. 

- You can tell freely. 

-  Memory of a girl came across –  

- Then. 

- You do not know her. Then, I did not have a liking for you. 

- ‘Then’, sadly responded Madhuchhandā. 

- But, when I got your love, then your behaviour made me forget 

everything of the past - 

- Who is the girl? 
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- I do not like to tell anything about those times. Also, whom do I tell it to? 

Hearing it, if you feel sad, then it is of no use. 

Madhuchhandā looked dumbly towards Puÿpavallava.  

- Chhandā! At times, life goes on like this in an unplanned manner. 

- ‘Who was the girl? You did not tell.’ Madhuchhandā asked with pride. 

- Forget it, Chhandā! It was my misdeed. 

- What misdeed? 

- All my love is for you only.But in return... 

Puÿpa paused. 

- Do not worry. Love is life. Love is God. Nothing bad ever happens to a 

lover. 

- Then, am I at fault? 

- No. It never happens like that. If you have any worry in your mind, then 

you are repentant. A repentant is never at fault. 

- Really, Chhandā? I am blessed in getting such an intelligent woman as 

you. Tell – what do you want? I will give you everything. 

- Dear! I want nothing but your love. Please give me the love that was 

reserved for her. 

- Be it so. 

- Touch my body and commit so. 

- By touching you, I promise that my love is only for you.  

- Is it true, dear? 

- True - true. 

- True. 

- Yes true.  



354 
 

Puÿpa held her hand and placed her in his heart. His body was excited. 

Puÿpa’s eyes closed in love, the bed of leaves made their bodies one. 

‘Dhauli’ is at the foothills. The area is beautiful. There is greenery all 

around. Far away, the green paddy fields are seen. The Daya river flows nearby. 

Even today, the Dhauli hill continues to conceal the history of many people.Once 

there was a big war over here. Many people died. The Daya river turned red. 

Countless dead bodies were there inside the silt. So many women have shed their 

tears, that it cannot be counted. Many families have been buried in this womb. But 

today it is a fertile land. By God’s grace, the foothills of Dhauli have turned green. 

Goddess Lakshmi has arrived in each house. 

These days, many people come to the Dhauli hill to pray. The atmosphere is 

such that the chirping of birds is heard everywhere. Today many people and 

hermits have come here. They are talking with each other but the hill is standing 

dumb. Some are saying – Many days ago, a hermit came over here to pray. The 

remains of his leaf-hut are present even today. People say – he has been liberated. 

Now, somebody had constructed a big hermitage over here. Many people do 

farming over here. They graze the cattle and advise people. They prepare 

medicines from tree roots. Many people come here in grief. Many ill people come 

here to get rid of their illness. Many aged women come here and get attracted to 

religious thoughts. People do fasting. Foreigners come here to get peace of mind. 

Many poets, writers and philosophers also come over here. 

Many men have come here to become sages. Many have also have 

improvements in health and mind. Many well educated people live here. Some 

stay as sages. Some people also die in theprity of atmosphere that is present over 

here. The dust over here is purified by their talents. Some graves laught and tell – 
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‘We are also people.’ But today, Padmakāñcana is busy and told master –             

‘Welcome you hermit.’  

The master observed with half bent eyes. He had a calm face. His eyes had 

the shadow of twilight. The lifeless body was dry. An oldness and aged look was 

covering the entire person. He was thoughtful. He posed with his fingers just as 

hermits do. He was boldly sitting in ‘Padmasana’. 

Padmakāñcana asked humbly – ‘We live in the forest. She is in her youth...’ 

‘Why do you think, Padmakāñcana!’ the master responded boldly. 

‘We will not be breaking the rules’, informed Padmakāñcana. 

 ‘No. Bring her to me’, ordered the master. 

Padmakāñcana went away slowly. He was very emotional. He had grown up 

in the forest. He did not have any demands. Whatever he had earned, was all there 

in the religious hermitage. He had only heard about doing good for the people 

from his master. Those who stay in the heaven had sacrificed their lives for the 

welfare of mankind. Hermits say that ultimate peace is liberation. Hard work is a 

commitment. Treatmentof the ill people is religion. Doing good for people will 

give completenees tolife. 

Tilottamā stood at the doorsteps of the religious hermitage. The fair lady had 

a fair dress. Her head had a hermit like tuft of well organized hair. She paid 

homeage with empty folded hands. Her kohl-less eyes were in waiting. Her face 

reflected the sterness of a lady hermit. She had a tired look with dusty feet. With 

strict heart she waited for master’s orders. 

‘Lady! Come inside’ – told Padmakāñcana. Like a sad swan, Tilottamā 

entered gradually. Padmakāñcana signalled – ‘This way, this way.’ 
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She felt as if Puÿpa was catching her saree and stopping her from entering, 

‘Do not go! Do not...’. Again she experienced the ruthlessness of Bhāgyadatta 

which ordered her to –‘Go, go’. Today she is neither a lover, nor a wife. She is a 

lone traveller. Whose feelings does she honour today? Again she heard – ‘ This 

way, this way.....this is the way.’ Definitely, by offering herself to the master, she 

would gain peace in the religious hermitage. Leaving behind all insults, she stood 

in the pathway of being a hermit. 

Both came to the master. The master sat on a long throne-like seat. His 

entire body signalled postures of atonement. Humbly, Padmakāñcana mentioned – 

‘She has come’. 

After the prayer, the master saw her with small eyes. A gradual bold phrase 

uttered from his mouth  

- May God bless you! 

- I am obliged. 

- Lady! Why have you come to become a hermit?..... 

His voice trembled. 

- Lady! You do not know that penance has become only a story in today’s 

society. All are busy in experiencing happiness and beauty. Only people 

such as us who do not have anyone spend their time over here. Lady! 

You think once more – 

Tears flowed from Tilottamā’s eyes. She neither could see her wound nor 

could show her wound. With tearful eyes, she stared at the master. 

The master told – ‘Lady! Once upon a time, I was a young man. I was a 

family person. In the workaholic society, I also shared a position. But, the fire of 

communal violence struck the society. Everywhere there was a commotion- this is 
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a Hindu, this is a Muslim and this is a Christian. Plunder – revenge – vengeance 

was widespread. I used to work at some other place during that time. 

Unfortunately,I could not return home. I spent the night at my workplace. When I 

returned home, everything was finished. My wife and children were dead, the 

house was burnt.’ Tears came to the master’s eyes. 

- Mother! When everything gets destroyed, the poor citizen has two 

options – being a beggar or committing a suicide.  

The master remained silent. 

- I am also helpless, father! 

- ‘Helpless!!’ the master was surprised. 

- Yes, father! I have nobody..... 

- ‘You have nobody!!!’, the master was saddened. His heart was indeed 

very aggrieved. He tried to console –‘What is your name?’ Tilottamā 

remained silent. 

- All right. Do not cry, do not cry.Today onwards, your name is 

Madhusmitā. It was my daughter’s name. 

The master uttered the last words to himself. 

- Padmakāñcana! Make all arrangements for the lady hermit to stay. 

- All right master. 

- Go mother! Nobody will insult you over here. Padmakāñcana will 

arrange for everything.  Go, wash your feet. Wash your face. Eat 

something and we would meet in the evening. Go, stop staying under the 

sun. 

Madhusmitā followed Padmakāñcana. Her eyes were on the trees of the 

hermitage. Everything was so very silent. Even the shadows were playing with 

artificial leaves. Gradually, they spent their days in the religious hermitage.  
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A year passed by. But there was no news of Bhāgyadatta. It was well known 

that Ni ̄limā had also gone with him. Their unhappy family was tired in searching 

for them. The news was also printed in the newspaper. It was announced via radio. 

But nobody was able to give any news about their whereabouts. How will 

somebody live like this? Man even forgets the gravest of tragedies. 

The path was rough. It was thorny. There were trees all around. Hills were 

there everywhere. There was a huge mountain infront. It looked like a beast. At the 

foothills, lived a barbaric mountain tribe. Their houses looked like heaps from a 

distance. Everybody was used to the forest life. They lived on the food from forest 

and drunk the water from forest too. They wore clothes and shoes made out of 

animal skin. Some of the men and women were naked. They were not afraid of 

work. They roamed here and there day and night. Their vocabulary did not have 

the word education. Still they enjoy festivals. They make merry and are happy 

people. They do not fight with each other. They live together. Unity is their 

strength. They respect women. They can give their lives for the sake of respect of 

their women. 

Nowadays, they also come to visit the towns. But people think that they are 

unsocial and hence scoff them off. The mountaineous region is heaven for them. At 

times, seminaked women also come to the town. People also laugh lookin g at 

them. If any tribal person comes to see that people are laughing at them, then they 

do not hesitate to shoot an arrow towards them. It causes loss of life. That is why 

people do not behave badly with them.  

There has been progress in mankind today. For improving the comfort, many 

things have been invented. Still then, the customs of these tribals remain the same. 

Their livelihood has also not changed. They are happy even without the effects of 

modern inventions. Their health never betrays due to lack of food. They do not 

have many worries. Like the modern day homeless citizen, they are not hypocrites. 
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They do not follow blindly. They also do not dress up decently and hover around 

like the employmentless youth and create commotion by stealing here and there. 

They work hard the entire day. They have remained for ages and will continue to 

do so. 

The leaves are dense. The sunrays are playing through the dense leaves. The 

situation is grave and empty. Here, it is Bhāgyadatta’s rest house. Over the last one 

year, many things have changed. Bhāgyadatta is also repentant. He does notknow, 

why he was with Ni ̄limā. He is no longer as beautiful as before. His greed for lust 

had still not ended. He had immense wealth. So there was no dearth of bodily 

pleasures. This year, Ni ̄limā was more than a married wife. She had thought 

Bhāgyadatta to be her husband. Everybody in the rest house knew that Bhāgyadatta 

was the husband and Nīlimā, his wife. 

Ni ̄limā was sleeping. Bhāgyadatta was roaming outside. The locality could 

be seen from a distance. 

Many workers were working in the rest house garden. Bhāgyadatta was 

thoughtful. 

‘Tilottamā was abandoned due to her characterlessness. She must be 

spending her days somewhere. She was beautiful. Alas! Leaving aside everything, 

I should have done a forest research. There has been conflict with Ni ̄limā. She 

believes that Tilottamā is dead. Ni ̄limā has always been envious of her. She lives 

with her pride. She always thinks of me wrongly. She is blind with selfish motives. 

Ni ̄limā has betrayed me due to selfishness’ – thoughtfully he went towards the hill. 

To entertain himself, he went towards the locality. Afterwards, he told somebody – 

‘The lady is sleeping. I am going towards the hill for a while. If she inquires, 

inform her that I have gone.’  
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Although his heart was excited, he was patient. Nothing could be read from 

his looks. He went on. The locality was nearby. The mountain girls were carrying   

water pitchers. In that place filled with women, Bhāgyadatta felt like returning 

back to town. Questions arose in his mind as to what he should do? He slipped. He 

failed to decide and lost his path. He repeatedly thought as to what he should do? 

Either he should leave Ni ̄limā just as he left Tilottamā or else, he should kill 

Ni ̄limā and wipe off his disrepute. Then he may return to Tilottamā and innocently 

beg for pardon. She is generous.  She would definitely accept him. But what should 

he do? Morever, Tilottamā. The blame for leaving Tilottamā was like a venomous 

snake. Killing Ni ̄limā will end him up in the prison. On one side blame and on 

other side it was jail. 

Bhāgyadatta looked up and observed that the mountain girls were moving in 

a line with their pitchers towards the forest. They were looking attractive in their 

seminaked condition. Bhāgyadatta sat on one side of the road. He felt tempted on 

looking at all this. He felt greedy at the scene. He controlled himself. He was 

thoughtful. 

Meanwhile, Ni ̄limā woke up and found that Bhāgyadatta is not there. She 

washed her face and dressed up. She asked Sanatan,  

- Where is master? 

- ‘He had gone towards the hills’ was the getle reply. 

- Hey Sanatan. The dogs are barking nearby. Why are you not stopping 

them? 

- Mother! They were disturbing my sleep too – but I thought they were 

crying. 

- ‘Crying!’ she asked surprisingly. 

- Yes mother! When I was coming, I told them. 

- ‘What?’ She asked again. 
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- Mother! I am afraid. 

- Hey! What’s the fear? 

- Mother, when they cry, something bad happens. 

- Bad? What bad? Your blind belief has remained the same. The era has 

progressed. Still, you are behind. Leave all these things. I am going out 

for sometime. Take care of the home. 

- Okay...... 

Sanatan left. 

Meanwhile, looking Bhāgyadatta sitting, the tribal mountain girls opined 

that he was an evil person. They went in seminaked condition infront of him and 

he also looked at them. They told something. He thought for sometime and smiled 

and made faces too. Looking into his expressions, the women went on to fetch 

water. 

Bhāgyadatta peacefully thought – ‘Today, there is no need for me to go back 

to the rest house. Let me go somewhere else. Let me search for Tilottamā. I will 

hide about Ni ̄limā. If somebody asks, where were you for so long? He would reply 

that he had gone for business elsewhere. He had come for discusiions with other 

industrialists.’ 

‘But Ni ̄limā...............’ 

Ni ̄limā is a woman. If by some means, he is deceived by her. She has ability 

of deceiving anybody. He would think intelligently to protect himself. If she tells 

something, people would believe her. It is a woman’s world. 

Again, the tribal mountain girls crossed his path. He shamelessly observed 

their youthfulness. He knew that it was a danger zone. He had heard about it from 

Sanatan on numerous occasions – ‘Master! Do not go over there. The nomadic 

tribal people live over there. They do not understand anything. They only know 
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death and how to kill. Neither do they understand our language, nor do we 

understand their language.’ 

Bhāgyadatta got up. The women were returning. Ni ̄limā was also coming in 

search of him. Bhāgyadatta called Ni ̄limā in high voice. Hearing the shout, the 

tribal women ran off to their huts. 

Ni ̄limā went to Bhāgyadatta and laughed.  She embraced him. But the tribal 

women had gone to their huts and reported something based on which the tribal 

men came out shouting with bows and arrows and started chasing Bhāgyadatta. 

Bhāgyadatta looked at them with utter surprise. He knows that they are cruel – they 

kill mercilessly. He did not have time to think. He caught Ni ̄limā’s hand and 

started running. Both of them started to run for their lives and the tribals chased 

them. They were screaming. They ran with all guns. The path was thorny. The 

hilly road had ups and downs, they fell and again got up. The legs started to bleed. 

At places, when they fell down, they started to bleed and their legs felt 

heavy. The shouts of the nomads broke their concentration. The nomads shouted 

repeatedly and they tried to hide. But the nomads started to shoot arrows. The 

arrows hit them. Their bodies were covered with arrows. Their bodies seemed to be 

similar to fallen trees. Their faces looked as bright as freshly plucked flowers. Pain 

increased in their bodies and legs started trembling. 

The tribals arrived. They saw their blood smeared bodies. Their bodies 

shrunk in fear. Their breaths were waiting to be out. Their anger turned into 

compassion and sadness. They indicated to each other – these are husband and 

wife. They had come to roam during evening time. When we came out hearing the 

false reporting by our women, they started running. It is their bad luck which had 

caused this. They started searching for medicines. 
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They carried the half dead bodies to their homes. The sun was setting.Only 

their bloody rays stayed up in the sky. 

Today, Padmakāñcana is a suppressed hermit under the feet of civilization. 

Under the cover of penance is present the unfulfilled social desire. In the narrow 

bylane of life, he has a string of worries just like a line of ants. He has an untiring 

nature inspite of his exploited state. Life is a struggle. Through the fallen leaves of 

the religious hermitage, many springs have passed. Amidst this, the youthfulness 

blooms. The tears of work on his innocent face have erased the signs of his fresh 

youthfulness. The illustrious youthfulness waits in tremble even today. He longs to 

feel the touch a young beautiful lady even today. 

In the past one year, Padmakāñcana had become a security guard. 

Madhusmitā’s arrival had reduced the timespan of one year. His atonement had 

turned to be nectar. Within this one year, his passage in front of Madhusmitā’s 

window had turned to be a religious habit. Days passed. The nights were 

disappointing; the shamelessness of youth had not yet gone. The reserved life of 

religious hermitage had influenced him. The mind was apprehensive. Although 

Madhusmitā was a guest, whenever he thought of her, a sense of care aroused in 

his mind. But to no avail. Many a times, he had strayed infront of Madhusmitā’s 

doors at quiet nights. But his entire patience turned into a doubt – Is Madhusmitā a 

maiden? Or is she – abandoned?? 

Too much care brings weakness in front. Too much care leads to forgetting 

one’s imperfection. He thought, will Madhusmitā ever choose to lead a social life? 

Her time passes nicely over here. If Madhusmitā is a maiden – then there is 

nothing to worry, but if she is abandoned – then also, she deserves to have a social 

stature.She deserves the right to live. Padmakanchan was flooded with all these 

thoughts. 
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 One afternoon, Padmakāñcana knocked Madhusmitā’s door. Madhusmitā 

opened the door. Her face had a luminance. It seemed as if she wore a garland. She 

was looking very beautiful. She asked  

- Lord, is there any work to be done?  

- No, today it is a day of austerity. I have maintained everything and so I 

stand here. 

- ‘Maintained everything’, she asked. 

- You may close the door. 

 Padmakāñcana continued to stand even after the door had closed. He had a 

weak mind. He was very much influenced by Madhumita’s tenderness. He thought 

of erasing her grief. He thought of various ways and how to succeed. It was as if all 

of Madhusmitā’s sadness was erased. He tried to do everything to bring smiles on 

her face. He brought flowers to beautify her and make her happy. With this much 

care, Madhusmitā forgot everything.  She started thanking. 

 But a wicked thought came across Padmakāñcana’s mind.  He was also 

afraid of it. He tried to control his mind. Thereafter he could not leave the ancient 

appeal of the mind. He tried to find faults. His character is not firm. He has thought 

of all this in the process of assisting a needy person. No, he is not a dignified 

citizen; he is similar to a greedy dog. Cheating the less costly, he wants to get the 

abundance. Treating other’s life like a ball is not correct. The villagers were 

worshipping the stone with blind belief. Some people wash the earthen doll with 

coconut water. Some throw flowers at a dry wood and shout –Lord, Lord. She 

serves the needy. 

 Padmakāñcana looked back – a dark cloud was touching the peak of Dhauli 

mountain. The monsoon was chasing the religious hermitage in the form of water 

drops. Seeing that, all the thoughts concentrated in his mind. Padmakāñcana 

looked at Madhusmitā’s closed door. He observed the path of clouds. The clouds 
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were moving eastwards away from the religious hermitage. The drenched birds had 

fearful looks at treetops. Droplets of water fell from the leaves on it’s feathers. 

Padmakāñcana was saddened. 

 The thirst for bodily pleasures aroused with unspoken words. He stood 

infront of the door with artificial looks.  

 The door opened. ‘Come, come, sit’, with open mind, Madhusmitā called 

him. A wave of smile appeared on the face. There was humility in the eyes and 

distress in the heart. 

 ‘Tell lord.’ 

 Controlling himself, Padmakanchan sat and started telling – ‘Madhusmitā, 

Master has gone for pilgrimage today morning.’ 

 ‘Is there any message?’- Madhusmitā asked. 

During this time, two birds entered the room. They seemed to be tired. They 

have finished making love. 

Madhusmitā smiled gently and went to make them fly out. Turning his head, 

looking at the window, Padmakāñcana said – the weather is pure. The noon sun is 

breaking its way away from the clouds. Madhusmitā – 

- Tell, lord. 

- I have a few questions. 

- Ask. 

- Madhusmitā? Actually, who are you? 

She was disturbed for sometime. Then, she composed her mind and said – 

- I am a woman. 

- Everybody knows that. Are you single or.....? 
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- Why is there such a question in your mind, today? 

 He lost his mind. He acted dumbly. 

- Not today. This is a question in my mind since you arrived. 

She boldly replied – ‘I am married.’ 

- ‘Married? To whom?’, he asked surprisingly. 

Madhusmitā was thoughtful. She thought about Bhāgyadatta angrily. She 

trembled in anger. Padmakāñcana observed a black shadow on her fair face. She 

thought about her unsuccessful past wherein she felt offering herself to 

Bhāgyadatta and it was socially acceptable. But even without society’s acceptance, 

one may fulfill bodily pleasures at suitable times. However, till date, she did not try 

to be physically involved with anybody. She does not even expect any physical or 

mental support from anybody. She thinks the world to a boundary of unknown 

people. In the eyes of a blind society, she was an abandoned – tears came to her 

eyes. 

Laughing artificially, she asked – 

- What did you think? 

- You look like a single. 

- ‘Single?’, she laughed. 

- Look Madhusmitā. We do not have anything in our lives other than 

routine work. Life is a circle of ups and downs. Nothing will be there 

after death. There are expectations and hopes after birth. 

No, Madhusmitā.You know my wish – I want to marry... 

Padmakāñcana was quiet for sometime. Like the fragrance of a flower, 

redness reflected around Madhusmitā. She felt that Padmakāñcana was intensely 

immersed in her beauty. Like an unknown insect, he wanted to jump in the fire. 
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Puÿpavallava’s image came across her mind.  Once, like an innocent child, he had 

also begged for love. But where has he gone?? Innocent Padmakāñcana seemed to 

be his representative. His face also resembled a man in love. 

Madhusmitā tried to explain him differently – 

- Lord! Why is a person who had been firm all life, wishing to divert his 

mind now? Do not travel the wrong path. 

- ‘Madhusmitā!!’ Padmakāñcana looked at her surprisingly. 

- Yes, Lord! Think for sometime. It is you, who had wiped my tears with 

respect t. It is you, who had given me food with care. You had advised 

me like a father. You had asked about my wellbeing each day. You had 

looked after me more than a father and mother would have done. 

- Madhusmitā!! 

- Yes Lord! You had arranged for my shelter wiping out all defamation. 

You had heard rebuke from the master for my wrong doings.You had 

wiped my tears when I was unwell. When, I was sad, you had blessed me 

with new clothes and helped me like a brother. So, I had always thought 

of you as an elder brother. You think – rethink – how is our relation, 

since then? 

- Stop – stop – Madhusmitā. You have wiped out darkness today. Please 

forgive me. 

- No Lord! You forgive me. I have received enough from you but never 

gave anything. Also, my beauty had influenced you to traverse the wrong 

path. Elder brother, forgive me. Please pardon my mistakes.... 

With sadness, she touched Padmakāñcana’s feet and started crying. 

The brother’s heart melted. Although he had a gentle smile, tears were seen 

on his forehead. 



368 
 

- Sister! You have shown me the path in life.  

He picked her up and kissed her caringly on her forehead. 

Meantime, the maid came to tell something. Seeing all this, she was fearful. 

She stepped backwards. With her narrow mind, she was thrilled. Silently, she 

whispered – ‘The guests have come. They want to see Madhusmitā.’ She went 

away. 

- ‘Ask them to come in’.....she ordered. 

- ‘I will take leave, Sister!’ – Padmakāñcana went back to his room. 

Madhusmitā was worried. ‘Who had come?’ She asked herself – ‘Is it 

Bhāgyadatta?’ 

‘Or is it Puÿpavallava?’ – ‘Who wants to see Madhusmitā?’ 

She was determined – she would not reveal her true identity. If she is asked, 

she would reply as having not knowing. 

Meanwhile two teachers came from the locality near Dhauli hill. Their 

clothes were dirty. They thought with an innocent mind. They came to visit the 

religious hermitage during the holidays. They inquired about the lady hermit. They 

were thoughtful about getting a glimpse of the great lady. 

The maid brought both of them to the door and called – ‘Devi! Open the 

door –guests have come.’ The door opened. The maid went away. Madhusmitā 

looked at both of them surprisingly. Both of the guests exclaimed in a high pitch 

‘Tilottamā! You over here...........!!’ 

Tilottamā was serious and remained silent. She signalled with her hands and 

asked them to sit down. Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa observed her smiling face. 
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Puÿpavallava’s mother sat in the yard. Her bare back could be seen. The 

mild warmth of the sun was on her back. She was sitting peacefully with legs apart 

and facing the shadow. The arrangements for making betel leaf were besides her. 

The old pillow was with her. Above it laid the rosary of beads cuddled like a 

snake. 

All have gone out. The old woman was alone. Wife had also gone to her 

father’s place since the last four months. Puÿpa had also gone to his wife’s place 

for the past ten days. At night, she washed her feet nicely and went to lie down. 

Since the time they have gone, she had not washed her hands and feet. There was 

no peace of mind. The house looked empty. Since they had left, there is nobody 

who talks with the old woman. She was securing the house like a dumb person. 

She could not even go out leaving the work at home. She was not used to doing 

work at home, since the time she had come. Recently, she has remained engaged 

with household work. At this age, she wants to get relief from everything. Wife 

used to help in household work. Some times – ‘do this’ – ‘do that’ she ordered. 

The young ones do not listen to the elderly. At times, there was conflict over 

having food. She did not like to have such food. She went out of the house. She 

ordered the wife. She had respect for the wife. Her mind is not well since wife is 

not present at home. Moreover, wife is also pregnant. She was feeling lazy. She 

was not ableto do any work. That’s why she has gone to her parent’s place. During 

this time, she must have what she wants. Or else, the child would become greedy 

on seeing unconsumed matter. 

She offered something not sure of what is going to happen. Who knows 

whose mind? Father, mother, friends think – after a girl’s marriage, their 

responsibility ends. 
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Puÿpa had yet not returned. What happened there? Is wife allright? Is her 

health okay? During this time, one needs to consult the doctor. One needs to take 

proper medicines to give birth. What is he doing over there? What is being 

organized? Thinking all this, the old woman’s mind turned weary. 

Puÿpavallava returned home like a tired bird. His body was sweating. His 

hairs were here and there. He called mother. Mother responded – ‘coming’. Puÿpa 

observed all corners of the house – sunlight was entering through a hole and the 

light was swaying like an egg. This egg shaped light was trying to gain some 

stability. Puÿpavallava’s face had a smile. 

His mother’s numb feet were excited. She inquired  

-  How is wife’s health? Is everthing allright? 

- Yes, everthing is in order. But Chhandā is not allright. 

- Yes, during this time, health is like this. May God bless her. May she get 

relief. 

- Mother! I will again go today. Whenever, she feels pain, I have to take 

her to the hospital. 

- Nobody is there at home. Her parents are aged. Moreover, they are 

always busy with work. The younger ones do not have knowledge. Who 

else would go over there? The mind is anxious – I will go to visit my 

wife. 

- ‘Go – have a bath – then have some food. Thereafter you may leave’, she 

said quickly and entered the kitchen. 

The sunrays scorched the waters of the pond. Still the blue lotus was 

smiling. The fishes were playing. Far away, calves, goats and sheep were grazing. 
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A fisherman was inspecting the waters. Puÿpavallava finished his bath and returned 

home. 

The afternoon heat softened in copper hue. The discussions between the 

mother and son ended. Touching mother’s sacred feet, he left for Chhandā’s home. 

The path was slippery. On both sides were grazing fields. Some thorny bushes 

stood to identify the cattle that grazed over there. Puÿpavallava went on. He carried 

a packet of sweets. His mind was in dilemma. On one side it was the baby who was 

about to be born and on other side, it was Chhandā. 

He turned back to see that he had passed his village. There were remains of a 

garden. If somebody calls from Chhandā’s village, somebody else would hear. 

Many thoughts were coming to mind in solitude. He started thinking – if Tilottamā 

were his own, then..... No, today she is of somebody else’s, her thoughts were 

different.She must have forgotten the past. In her new life, she belonged to her new 

family. She was fortunate. He could not give any assistance to her at present.  But, 

he had certain duties. He was supposed to gift her something on her marriage. He 

had not even done that. Nowadays, with Chhandā coming into her life, he does not 

even care to take any news of her. She was his life partner. She was his partner in 

happiness and sorrow. Her laughter and joy was a part of his happiness.She was his 

mind partner. 

Puÿpa had come a long way from his village. Chhandā’s village could be 

seen. Palm trees could also be seen next to her home, long banana leaves were also 

seen. The cordial long leaves of the coconut tree could be seen. Suddenly, Puÿpa’s 

left eye trembled. He caught hold of it thinking it to be an ominous sign. He went 

forward. Then he noticed vulture’s call on the Peepal tree. The crows were also 

calling loudly. Seeing all this, his heart trembled. He still went on. A black cat ran 
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across. The call of the old fox beside Chhandā’s village was prabaly addressed to 

him. Some women were carrying empty pots to the pond. 

Puÿpa’s mind was apprehensive. The old men in the village commented that 

these were ominous signs. Still then, Puÿpa was patient. He was educated. He 

thought that all these were blind beliefs. Many such false rituals were believed in 

the village till date. 

Puÿpa looked up and saw Chhandā’s home-servant running towards him. He 

was bare and had a dirty cloth from his waist till knee. He carried a cloth on his 

shoulder. He was panting and trembling. He could not even speak infront of Puÿpa. 

Puÿpa asked, 

- What happened, Madan? Where are you running? 

- Master, to your home. 

- What are you telling? 

- Master! Chhandā Devi is extremely ill. She is under extreme pain. She 

has been taken to the maternity home. Therefore, please come over there. 

Puÿpa hurried. He started going with Madan. He handed over the packet of 

sweets to him and requested him to bring it over there. The maternity home was 

not unknown to him. He hurried. The maternity home looked like the Devil’s home 

from far. Various flower trees were also looking like patients. The flowers were 

also ill. The entry door looked dangerous. There, the guard looked like Devil’s 

messenger. He asked him and got directions for the delivery room. 

Anxious Puÿpavallava did not get permission to see Chhandā. The doctor did 

not allow him. He asked humbly – ‘How is she?’ 
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- ‘Do not be anxious’- the nurse advised. 

- ‘Is her pain too much?’ He asked again. 

- ‘Now she is unconscious. Do not worry. The doctor is there. Everything 

will be allright’. She gave confidence and entered the room. 

Puÿpavallava continued to wait for the doctor’s permission. Gradually, two 

hours passed. But nobody came outside. Chhandā’s relatives were also present 

over there. Everybody was silent. All asked anxiously to the nurse –‘Has she 

gained consciousness?’ 

‘Do not worry’, she repeated. The sun had set. The electric lights turned on. 

The screams of pain could be heard from the maternity home. It was Chhandā’s 

scream. Puÿpavallava heart was tore apart. She was ready for the delivery. The 

thought of whether it would be a boy or a girl did not touch him. He was anxious. 

He requested –‘Let me see her for a moment. I will come back after seeing her. 

Her pain will be slightly relieved on seeing me. Sister! Please, let me........’ 

‘No, - she has regained consciousness. She will soon be okay. The doctors 

will come out soon. You may ask them. Also – please ask somebody to get some 

milk for her at dinner time.’ Saying this, she entered the room. 

Puÿpa sent somebody to the stores to get the needed. He continued to wait 

for the doctors.  Puÿpa asked him anxiously –‘Sir! Is her health okay?’ 

‘Yes, but listen over here’- the doctor took him to a dark corner. Puÿpa 

followed him. The doctor put his hand on the shoulders and told him –‘If you want 

to see her allright, give me five hundred rupees. Or else, nothing will happen. 

Actually -, this hospital does not have costly medicines. We have to get it from the 
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shop.  That’s why we need the money from you. I will get the medicines through 

sending the servants.’ 

The doctor acted too busy and wanted to go away. 

‘It is night-time now. I cannot even go home. I do not have this much money 

with me.’  

‘Then what will happen?’ 

‘Give me some time - I will pay you tomorrow morning. Heal Chhandā for 

now.’ Puÿpa requested the doctor by holding his hands. With cruel minds, he did 

not want to listen anything. Ignoringly, he mentioned – ‘Don’t you know anybody 

in the shop? Bring it from him - pay him back tomorrow morning.’ 

‘No, I do not have anybody known over here.  Even the friends that I know 

do not have five hundred rupees with them.’ Puÿpa again requested him. 

‘Then what do I do? It is fate’ – ignored the doctor and started going. 

Pusphpavallava again requested humbly – ‘Look – I do not have anything. Only, I 

have two rings on my fingers. Accept these for now and I will pay the balance 

tomorrow morning.’ 

‘What will I do with these?  The shop is open. Go over there. Sell them and 

bring the money. I am here till ten at night.’ The doctor departed hurriedly. 

Puÿpavallava’s mind was shattered. During this time, he saw some of the 

relatives and asked them –‘Please sit over there. I will come from the shop. The 

nurse will come and tell everything. Please do accordingly.’ Puÿpa went away to 

the shop.  
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The rest of the relatives entered the maternity ward and started praying to 

God. At times the nurse mentioned – she is well. 

It is nine at night. Puÿpavallava went from shop to shop like a mad dog. 

Some shops were open whereas others were closed. Puÿpa went to each shop and 

told – ‘Sir! Please keep these two and lend me five hundred rupees. I will return 

the same tomorrow morning.’ - But everywhere, he heard the same thing – ‘We 

will pay half for what we are accepting. These two will not make five hundred 

together.’ 

Puÿpavallava was frustrated. He could not think any longer. He tried many 

ways but could not succeed. He came to a rich person. He heard everything. He 

was miserly but was kind enough to mention – ‘These days, one cannot believe 

anybody. However, give those articles and take three hundred rupees in return. Go 

back to the doctor and request him to bring medicines with this sum. The balance 

shall be paid by you tomorrow morning.’ Mohammed laughed crookedly and 

mentioned –‘Look! It is ten o’clock now. Return quickly and tell the doctor about 

me. You do not know, all are greedy over here’ – he smilingly entered observing 

the rings. 

Puÿpa hurried towards the hospital – the dogs were running after him. He 

continued to ignore them and moved forward. The doctor was waiting at the 

doorsteps. He asked Puÿpa – ‘What are you thinking?’ 

Puÿpa silently observed – the doctor to be waiting at a dark corner. Puÿpa 

went upto him, caught his hands and told – ‘Sir! I have been roaming from one 

shop to the other for the last two hours. But nowhere, I have got five hundred 

rupees. I have got three hundred rupees. So please take this much and I will pay the 
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balance tomorrow morning.’ The doctor accepted the money slowly. He softly 

mentioned, ‘It is half past ten now. She is okay now. Go and see her. I am going 

now. I will meet you tomorrow at twelve noon.’ The doctor went away. 

Puÿpa ran towards Chhandā’s maternity ward. He observed the relatives to 

be all silent. The nurses were waiting.  Puÿpa asked –‘Sister! How is Chhandā 

now?’ The nurse remained silent. He opened the door and saw Chhandā’s dead 

body covered in white cloth. He shouted ‘Chhandā......’ 

His scream got mixed with the darkness. It echoed a lot. Some of them came 

back to him. 

The days melted, weeks of tearful eyes and painful months. Life seemed 

meaningless to Puÿpa and his body became tired. His ideas froze. All waited like 

the grass. He did not like to have food. The liquids seemed like poison. He 

remained silent and heard the sympathetic words of fatherly – mother’s words 

could also be heard. All were dark infront of him. Chhandā’s shadows seemed to 

dance in the blue sky. At every step he could hear, -‘Dear – dear – dear!’ It was 

very soft. He was being invited in the starry skies by Chhandā’s bodyless spirit. At 

every moment, the echo could hear a painful cry. 

Many words of the mind were untold. He heard Chhandā’s last words.  But 

he could not answer. She went away helplessly. She could not tell anything, she 

did not leave any sign. Her dream of motherhood remained unfulfilled. She could 

not even see her own child. The child also died with her - she could also neither 

see her mother’s deadbody, nor her father. 

Today, it is Chhandā’s last rituals. The dogs and foxes were fighting at the 

cremation ground. The bride of the village, Chhandā’s love turned to be an 

example. The shepherd was afraid to go to the cremation ground. The village boys 
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were discussing about Chhandā’s spirits everytime. But the aged people, felt pity 

on Puÿpa about Chhandā’s untimely death.  It was empty all around Puÿpa.He 

thought – this is life where name and shape changes. Chhandā was unhappy – she 

was the unseen beauty of the cremation ground. There were as if no differences 

between work and idleness, happiness and sorrow. Only unconsciousness – 

unknown things of the mind. 

Four months later, Puÿpa realized that he had an unknown pain in his mind. 

Chhandā touched his mind. He was invited as a traveller into space. Chhandā is no 

more. But her memories remind him everytime. Day by day, the pain went on 

increasing. He thought – his end was near. But the topic of remarriage was going 

on at his residence. Mother was also looking for a new wife. The young ones who 

knew Chhandā had also forgotten her. But Puÿpa became physically ill with the 

mental disturbances. Still, all wanted Puÿpa to remarry. But what does Chhandā’s 

spirit want? 

Chhandā was a good housewife – looked after her husband. Puÿpa was 

touched by her love and behaviour. She was everything in his life. But will he be 

able to forget her in grave? Man is able to forget. With the passage of time, he is 

bound to forget. 

Puÿpa stood on the village bridge in the evening. The crooked road of the 

village could be seen. The village trees could be seen nearby. The villagers were 

celebrating spring festival over there. His thoughts woke up. During this time, he 

had asked so many questions to Chhandā. He saw the full moon and his love had 

doubled. 
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At this place, Chhandā had let herself loose. At this place his family life had 

begun. At this place, their deep love had danced. Puÿpa could not think any more. 

Tears started to come out of his eyes. 

Puÿpavallava could see the dusty road. He could see two people in white 

clothes approaching. He remained silent. He tried to recognize them. ‘What do you 

need?’ He tried to smile gently. The two persons followed him. 

Memories of the past came onto Puÿpavallava’s mind. He continued to hear 

the known voices, ‘Elder brother!’ Puÿpa observed their changed clothes. He was 

Vadrikeśa, he was completely new. There was Aśutoÿa, the teacher from the 

village school. Both were teachers. They knew of everything – the country’s 

progress, whether the females in the village were educated or not, the village 

population, who all had children, who had passed away, who were married, who 

were about to get married and to whom - etcetra. It was like the information about 

oil and salt in one’s family. But in today’s struggle of life, Puÿpa was defeated. The 

world was not in his favour. Fate had also not given his side. 

Vadrikeśa embraced Puÿpavallava. Aśutoÿa also embraced him heart to heart 

and mentioned  

- Puÿpa! Why are you so concerned? Forget the past. Think of the new. 

What has happened was bound to happen. What could you have done 

about it? 

- ‘Yes, friend!...., certainly.’ Puÿpa sighed deeply. His mind was sorrowful. 

- ‘Elder brother! You seem to be ill’ Vadrikeśa asked. 
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- Yes, after her death – don’t know why – she remains in the mind 

painfully. 

- It was bound to happen, what could be done? 

- No, she has remained as a pain. I want to get rid of my physical illness. 

Death summons me to go near to Chhandā. True, friend! My days are 

over. 

- Do not tell like this. Consult the doctor. 

- True -, since that day, hospital is a devil’s home and a doctor seems like 

Devil himself. 

- No – brother. It is duty. Do not ignore it. 

Aśutoÿa changed the topic and told – ‘You know, Puÿpa!’ 

- What? 

- About Tilottamā. 

- What is to be known? The person with whom I was busy for many days 

has gone away. Everything is sorrowful. 

- You know that we have been appointed as teachers at the foothills of 

Dhauli hill. 

- Yes, I know. 

- ‘Don’t you know that Tilottamā stays in an hermitage over there?’ 

Vadrikeśa mentioned dramatically. 

- Tilottamā? At the foothills of Dhauli hill!! In an hermitage!!! 

- ‘Yes –’ both of them mentioned. 

- ‘Since when?’ Puÿpa asked surprisingly. 

- ‘She is over there. Don’t know, why. She is abandoned. She has been 

there since a year.’ Aśutoÿa mentioned. 
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- ‘Nobody had mentioned all this before. Why are you telling this now? 

All these are lies.’ – Puÿpa told. 

- ‘No brother! You know. We had been there once. By God’s grace, we 

had met her. We had also talked with her.’ Vadrikeśa mentioned 

anxiously. 

- What did you talk about? 

- Why is she abandoned? Why has she come over there? Why does she 

stay over there – and many more things. Thereafter our visit to that place. 

- You have not mentioned this before? 

- How did you know of all this? It was different during those times. Apart 

from this, she has adopted the religion of Dev. If you ever reveal 

anything about her anywhere, she would commit suicide. 

- Then why did you reveal now? 

- Now it is you. Her husband is dead, it is known everywhere. 

- Her husband is dead!! What are you telling? 

- ‘Yes, Puÿpa! Nobody knows where he had gone with Ni ̄limā. A year had 

passed. He had not returned till date. Everybody whispers that he was 

killed by the tribal people’ Aśutoÿa described. 

- Does Tilottamā know? 

- She only knows that she is abandoned by her husband. That also, she had 

not revealed. She had even changed her name. She leads the life of a 

hermit, who had lost everything.  

- ‘There must be other bad hermits over there. She is beautiful...’ Puÿpa 

felt pain within himself. 

- No -, there a hermit named Padmakāñcana looks after her like a sister. 
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Although, pained from within, Puÿpa could not say much. He invited both of 

them to his home. 

Coming to his home, they again started discussing about the same thing. 

Vadrikeśa observed Puÿpa’s health and mentioned. 

- Brother! Day by day, your health is deteriorating. So....... 

- ‘What shall I do’, Puÿpa asked. 

- ‘Puÿpa! Again start a family life’, Aśutoÿa suggested. 

- ‘Family.....’ slightly laughing – ‘family has ended, Aśutoÿa! Stones will 

not look nice on a dilapidated foundation.’ 

- Look nice, it would look nice. If any of our old things get destroyed, or 

get bad, don’t we purchase new things in lieu of those? 

- True – but, heart or mind is something which cannot be purchased. 

- You are correct in telling that it cannot be purchased from a shop – but 

the entire world is a shop and heart can definitely be purchased. 

- Yes, it is easy to tell thaqt heart can be purchased. 

- ‘Yes, I am telling that,’ Aśutoÿa mentioned boldly. 

- Look Aśutoÿa! Nobody will take a broken heart and give a new heart. 

- ‘Will give – will definitely give. I know of such a person’, Vadrikeśa 

mentioned strongly. 

- Who is that person? 

- Tilottamā. 

- ‘Tilottamā!!’ Puÿpa was surprised. 

- ‘Yes, Tilottamā’, Aśutoÿa gave confidence. 

- But, look, we have our society. 
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- ‘So what?’ Vadrikeśa asked. 

- Think. Firstly, if he had a husband, then it would have been impossible to 

marry. 

- Secondly, if he had died, then widow remarriage is considered bad. 

- ‘But, she is abandoned’ - Aśutoÿa reminded. 

- ‘Look Aśutoÿa! Today society has progressed. Still it is orthodox. Widow 

re-marriage is only heard about. No educated person wishes to accept 

somebody’s hand out of his own.’ Puÿpa repented. 

His pain of mind became intolerable. He bruised his heart. 

- ‘Brother! Then, don’t you wish to marry Tilottamā?’ Vadrikeśa asked. 

- ‘My family is destroyed, Vadrikeśa!’ Puÿpa kept his hand on head. 

- ‘Puÿpa! You are educated, why do you think like a mad person?’, 

Aśutoÿa turned angry. 

- No friend! My life has ended. She will not be happy holding my hand. 

- Brother! You have forgotten that you were Tilottamā’s lover. That is the 

reason why she had been abandoned. 

- Vadrikeśa! 

- Yes brother! Have you forgotten those days of love during your boating? 

Have you forgotten the picture of you two? Have you forgotten the secret 

conversations? Have you forgotten the secret meetings? How many times 

have you touched her at night below the tree?? Have you forgotten 

everything?? 

- ‘Stop – stop, Vadrikeśa! Do not turn me mad’- Puÿpa’s-tearful eyes. 
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Suddenly, both of them looked at him and said ‘Why are you sad? Whatever 

is bound to happen will happen.’ 

- Friends! I am a wingless bird today. 

- No -, Puÿpa! The evil rules of society and poor traditions are bound to 

change. We form the society. The uneducated always criticize the values 

and ways but who cares to ask them? That is to be done, what is well 

thought of. Also, that will happen, what is bound to happen. 

- ‘But......’ Puÿpa murmured silently. 

- ‘But’ has no place, brother.Tilottamā has undergone great change. Her 

calm stature would attract anybody. She serves as a mother to the 

orphans, sister to many by working there. If she hears about your present 

condition, she would definitely come to you. Again, a new family life 

would come up’, laughed Vadrikeśa! ‘Come, Aśutoÿa! Yes, brother! Do 

not worry. Things will be brighter in future. Tomorrow, we will go to 

Tilottamā’s place.’ Vadrikeśa came out. ‘Look - a black scorpion is 

going. This implies that something good will happen.’ Aśutoÿa followed. 

Puÿpa stayed far. Vadrikeśa, Aśutoÿa went away. Puÿpa thought – in this 

world, only these people think of me. 

It is nine o’clock. Puÿpa had yet not left the bed. His body was trembling. 

His heart pained. He was ill, for four days. He had not even drunk water. His mind 

flew like an insect at times. His pain was increasing, the medicines did not work. 

Mother and fatherly were pained. They were looking after him. Vadrikeśa, 

Aśutoÿa came at morning and gave confidence. Their concerns were immense.  
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The absence of best friend was causing the delay in healing – these were their 

thoughts.They explained this to Puÿpa and went away for work. They would 

consult the doctor and come with medicines the next morning. 

Even today, Puÿpa’s mind was filled with Chhandā’s shadow. He always 

thought that there was no point to repent over what had already happened. But he 

was filled with multiple thoughts. Vadrikeśa had a strong belief that Tilottamā 

would again come in his life. Again she would be his beloved. 

Puÿpa’s mild desires aroused –‘Even if she was abandoned, he had not 

forgotten her. The female mind was always following him. He wished to be her 

beloved. Even today he was excited. Even if she was confined by society – she was 

beloved....’ 

During this time, mother said affectionately: 

- Puÿpa! Four days have passed. You have ate nothing.Come – eat 

something. 

- Yes mother! I am hungry. 

- Then, eat something – 

- Yes mother! I will follow. 

Puÿpa went gradually. His mind was happy. Tomorrow Tilottamā would 

come. Again, they would meet. He would see her in Chhandā’s place. Again they 

would settle in life. Again, a new child would play in their house. He could see 

himself playing with the new children. 

The afternoon heat was strong. Vadrikeśa and Aśutoÿa went. They went near 

the leaved houses of Dhauli hill. The tourists looked like a line of ants. Two three 
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vehicles were taking rest over there.There was excitement in the Dhauli hill. A flag 

was flying at the temple top. The chirping of birds was heard. At the back, a few 

white monuments were seen. The cranes sat infront. 

Padmakāñcana was present at the main door of the temple. Enlightenment 

came out of his eyes. His face with twisted lock of hairs seemed to reject all 

desires. He tried to preach the tourists –‘This is All mighty Shankar, renouncement 

is his ultimate goal. This God vanquishes sorrow. He destroys thirst. This is 

merciful Jesus, whose wish is love for mankind. This is the great man, 

Mohammed. He is the correct one, this is the religious comprehension. This God is 

‘the universal idol’ – our leader is the supporter of universal religion. Man is great 

but God is the greatest – universal harmony, universal dedication, universal 

religion, universal progress, universal motivation for work, universal 

inquisitiveness is the discipline of the universal idol. 

Both the friends heard Padmakāñcana’s preachings. Once certain about the 

recess, they went towards Tilottamā’s place in the inner portion of the house. The 

door was open. The afternoon prayers were on. The desired God was being 

worshipped. There was beautiful fragrance all around. A few birds were singing in 

the quiet garden. Friend called with soft voice –‘Tilottamā.......’ with open hairs 

Tilottamā looked back – two known faces of the unfeatured past were present. One 

person slipped back somewhere with the passage of time. Finishing off her prayers, 

she invited respectfully –‘Come, come’. 

- ‘No, you complete your prayers’-Vadrikeśa said. 

- ‘Completed’ she instructed the servant –‘bring the fruits from my 

temple’. She asked both of them –‘Is everything well?’ 

- ‘Is it possible to stay well in our teaching profession?’ Aśutoÿa joked. 

- Why are your feet over here again? 
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- Is it something special? 

- ‘You know everything. What is there for us to tell?’ Vadrikeśa mentioned 

smilingly. 

- What do I know? 

- ‘Don’t you know about Puÿpa?’ Aśutoÿa asked seriously. 

Again her heart trembled at the pronounciation of Puÿpa’s name. The old 

memories were aroused. His smiling face came across her mind. She could not tell 

anything. 

- ‘Why are you silent?’ asked Vadrikeśa. 

- ‘No -, something else came across my mind’- she controlled herself –

‘Yes- , what were you mentioning of which I know? It has been many 

days since I have met you all.’ 

- ‘He is all right now. Frequently, he mentions that his life is ending soon’. 

Aśutoÿa repented. 

- I know that he is married. His wife must be staying with him..... 

- ‘No -, Tilottamā! After your marriage, looking into his behaviour, near 

ones forced him to get married. You know all this. He tried to forget you 

by various means. His wife, Madhuchhandā was also very intelligent’. 

Aśutoÿa paused. 

- ‘Then, what happened?’ she asked eagerly. 

- Thereafter, his mind also hanged slightly. But – alas! Madhuchhandā 

passed away in labour pain.... 

- ‘Passed away!! When did it happen?’ Her heart saddened. 

- It has been four months. He is going around like a mad person. His health 

has also deteriorated. His heart pains immensely’. Vadrikeśa narrated 

with sad voice. 
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- What is he thinking now? 

- ‘What will he think? He has been eager since the time he has heard about 

you staying in this hermitage. He wanted to see you. But due to his poor 

health, he could not come.’ Aśutoÿa choked as he told.    

Tilottamā became anxious. Her condition became similar to that of a fish in 

turbid waters. She started thinking and her ears turned deaf. Her favourite days 

turned as balls of smoke in her eyes. Puÿpa’s picture came up from within the 

smoke. Gradually, that picture started approaching her and called ‘Tilottamā! 

Tilottamā!’ Tilottamā’s mind melted in pity. Unnoticingly, tear drops accumulated 

at the corner of her eyes. She sighed and asked, ‘What else can be done?’ 

- ‘Definitely something can be done.We have thought of something. If 

you...’. Vadrikeśa paused. 

- Tell, tell. 

- ‘Tilottamā. Again come into family life. Whenever, people would speak 

about devotion, they would mention about Puÿpa’s wife. Be a wife to her 

for leading your life.’ – Aśutoÿa mentioned slowly and seriously. 

Tilottamā’s body drooped. She went by the window side. She observed that 

workers are transplanting a tree in the garden.She controlled herself and looked 

towards her friends compassionately. Smiling gently, she told calmly ‘Look, I can 

do whatever you are telling me to do. But decide – to whom do I offer this 

defamed body, I have lost everything in life. Again, why do I impurify somebody 

whose life is sinless?’ 
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- The Ganga river is never impure, Tilottamā! She washes away all our 

sins. You are the river Ganga. Your touch would again revive the frail 

Puÿpa. 

- But Aśutoÿa! Real life is not like the happy union of films. Neither is it 

poetry, where there is emotional illustration. Nor is it the ideal plot in a 

novel. Practical life is very different from the imagined life. Practical life 

has many rules. There is society. There are family, friends and relatives. 

Doing things as per own wishes are always criticized. Moreover – I am a 

woman – secondly, married.... 

- But - you were the beloved in his earlier life...Have you forgotten? 

- No – I have never forgotten – but... 

- Then, what do you want; does his life burn in flames? What do you want, 

does his family turn into dust in future? Do you tell that he dies? 

- ‘Do not speak like this, Aśutoÿa’- with tearful eyes, she held his hands. 

- ‘You can save his life. Now you think – what you can do...’ Vadrikeśa 

explained to her. 

- ‘Look, Tilottamā. Forget the past sorrowful history. What else will you 

do in life? It is everybody’s goal to eye upon happy times. Whoever 

looks back stays at the back only. So do not think any more. You marry. 

Puÿpa-Tilottamā’s unique life would remain as an ideal one to us in the 

future.’ Aśutoÿa again explained. 

- But Aśutoÿa.... 

- Now, there is no more time to think of anything else. Dress up. If it is not 

possible for you today, then when do you plan to come? 
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- Aśutoÿa! I am not thinking any more. I will remarry upon your words, but 

you have to wait for sometime. 

- What are you telling? How many days to wait? 

- Now, your friend is unwell. Think about his health. Wait for seven days. 

Thereafter, when he recovers his health, then I will go to his place. Today 

it is Thursday. I will go next Thursday. On that day, we will all go 

together – what do you think? 

- ‘Right, right’- telling this, both went away. Tilottamā bid them adieu with 

smiling face. 

Both the friends went outside the house. The eastern sky had the half moon. 

Some evening stars had risen. Birds were gradually reurning back to the trees in 

the religious garden. 

Tilottamā stood by the door. With happy minds, the two friends melted away 

into the darkness. Tear drop fell from her eyes on the ground –‘She had forgotten 

everything. But her teacher friends had remembered her. They thought about her 

even today.’ She looked back – Padmakāñcana was praying at main hall of the 

temple. The evening prayers were going on. He was ringing the bells. 

Tilottamā was patient. This was a woman’s patience – did she stand 

determined? Her mind was disturbed – she had given word regarding her marriage. 

They would again come along with Puÿpa. Puÿpa is fighting with death today. If 

she had rejected him, he might have died as a consequence. She thought – today is 

Thursday. She had given time for the next Thursday. 

But what can be done? There is a great barrier of the orthodox society in 

front. Thereafter, there is reproach by people. Behind, there is the dreadful past. At 

one time, she considered Puÿpa as her husband. Even today, she prays to God for 
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his wellbeing. She can give up her life for him. He is lying on the bed today like an 

injured bird. Hope is calling the beloved of the past. The love since her youthful 

days bewildered her. Her eyes were filled with tears. She felt that Puÿpa’s weak 

hands were wiping off the sweat from her forehead. She shouted –‘Coming – I am 

coming.’ 

As if her shouting echoed and reached the front door. Hearing the same, 

Padmakāñcana reached her doorsteps and asked –‘What happened? Madhusmitā!’ 

- No, nothing as such. But I had something to say. 

- Tell – there is nothing to be afraid of. 

- No – nothing to fear – the autumn festival is being celebrated 

everywhere. So, I would be on fast for seven days. 

- All right, nobody will stop you. 

- So, nobody should come to my room for five days starting tomorrow. 

- Why will you remain silent? 

- Yes, after five days, I will do something. 

- ‘Okay, be it so.’ Padmakanchan went towards the main hall of the 

temple. He had a doubt in his mind regarding Madhusmitā. But he did not tell 

anything due to his over-caring nature. 

It is Sunday. Puÿpa is feeling healthy today. His mind is joyful. It has been 

two days, since the sickness has gone. He was waiting to see his friends. 

It is ten’o clock in the morning. Aśutoÿa and Vadrikeśa happily entered. 

Their faces brimmed with success. Both embraced Puÿpa. Puÿpa asked merrily 

- All successful? 

- We are joyful – where does the question of beeing unsuccessful arise? 

Aśutoÿa told boldly. 
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- But my health..... 

- You are fine now. You will be completely healthy in another two days. 

So Tuesday, we will go from here. Let us see what happens. 

- ‘Tuesday morning, we will go. Then, we will do what nobody knows. 

There are always obstacles in good work.’ Vadrikeśa cautioned. 

- ‘Still, we will go. Let it remain a secret.’ Aśutoÿa went forward. Puÿpa 

followed. 

Puÿpavallava laughed. The friends went to the village field. On both sides of 

the field, children were playing. The elderly people of the village observed both of 

them. 

Today, it is the fifth day of fasting. Tilottamā was fasting even without 

drinking water. She was tired. Her nerves were lifeless. The heart burned. Her 

mind was unconscious, still her goal was same. The person whom she considers as 

her husband, for whom she bows infront of wood and stone, she prays - still 

ignores everything and accepts her as his wife – desiring such a life, Madhusmitā 

offered all her pains at the feet of the eternal figure. 

Tilottamā did not want to see the ill-charactered Bhāgyadatta. But she 

wanted life for the beloved of her youth, Puÿpavallava. The entire society stood 

infront to blame her. The dreadful past was following her from behind. Still her 

eyes wanted to see Puÿpa. Tilottamā closed here eyes. She tried hard to remember 

Puÿpa. She prayed again and again,’ God, give happiness to the beloved of my 

youth in return of my dreadful past!’ Puÿpa’s image came infront of her as a lover 

of her youth. She tried to embrace him. Tears of union started to swim on 

Tilottamā’s face. Her youthful smile turned pale. 
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It was a shady afternoon. It was lethargic all around. At times, mild breeze 

were moving some leaves. The chirping of wayward birds could be heard. Three 

friends were coming. Many thoughts came to the mind. After many days, success 

could be touched. Tilottamā’s name brought happiness to Puÿpa’s mind. He was 

delighted. He gathered enough strength to come. He chatted with the friends 

happily. They also felt happy. 

The friends reached the gloomy environment of the hermitage. 

Apprehensive Padmakāñcana observed them. Remaining silent, he started looking 

here and there. Vadrikeśa asked him 

- Friend! Where is Madhusmitā? 

- ‘What for? What is your identity?’, Padmakāñcana asked ignorantly. 

- ‘We are teachers over here’ – Vadrikeśa told devotedly. 

- Trying to remember if I had seen you before. 

- Yes, possibly, we always stay at the foothills. We visit over here 

occassionally. 

- Do you know her? 

- ‘Yes, but she is.....’ Vadrikeśa looked at his friends. 

- ‘Yes, tell’, Padmakāñcana asked anxiously. 

- ‘She was our friend of old times and classmate too.’ Vadrikeśa told 

hesitantly. 

- You cannot meet her now. 

- Why?? 

She is undergoing an austere life presently. It has been five days. Two days 

are left. Thereafter, her fasting would be over. Hence, it would not be correct to 

interrupt her before that. 

- ‘We want to meet her today only’, Puÿpa mentioned depressingly. 
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- Come after two days. 

‘There is no harm in our seeing her.’ Aśutoÿa suggested. Apprehensively, 

Padmakāñcana went ahead and said – ‘Friends! You seem to be aware of 

Madhusmitā’s true identity, so if you please tell the truth, there would be no loss.’ 

Padmakāñcana asked. Aśutoÿa merrily said – ‘Friend, her name is actually 

Tilottamā and not Madhusmitā. She is our friend, Puÿpavallava’s beloved of the 

youth....’ 

‘Tilottamā.... ....!! Beloved of youth.... ....!! Then come, let us go to her 

room’ – Padmakāñcana led the three friends. 

‘Tilottamā ... ...! Tilottamā ... ...! Your husband has come! Tilottamā .... ...!’ 

The religious hermitage echoed. 

All gathered infront of Tilottamā’s room. Padmakāñcana knocked the door 

loudly. But, all were in vain. 

After a long time, the door opened. Tilottamā’s pale body lay on the floor. 

Her face looked happy. There was a gentle smile on her face. Her white dress was 

disordered. Her hairs were free. Puÿpavallava shouted ‘Tilottamā - ! Tilottamā!’ He 

tried to awaken her while tears from his eyes drenched her face. His shouting was 

like the scream of a mad person. Hearing his shouting, the birds from the 

hermitage flew away. All were standing over there. All were crying. 

The residents of the hermitage decorated the dead body with flowers. 

Tilottamā was sleeping forever while Padmakāñcana was silent. He also had 

tearful eyes. Friends stood motionless. Puÿpavallava put vermillion on her head. He 
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drew the vermillion on her forehead caringly and drenched her face by bringing his 

own face closer to her. 

The dead body was raised. Padmakanchan was silent with tearful eyes. All 

were sorrowful. The three friends put arms on each other’s shoulders and started to 

ascend the steps of Dhauli hill. Evening descended. The western sky turned red.  

****** 
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CHAPTER VI 
CONCLUSION 

 
 

Dr.Keshab Chandra Dash’s literary works bring forward a deep philosophy 

of life and aesthetic strength. His words are chosen like pearls from deep sea shells 

and sentences, thus formed look like rare necklaces. The paragraphs thus formed, 

have rareity in style and diction while the novels are based around themes which 

we come across in every day life. 

The first chapter provides an insight into the academic brilliance of the 

author alongwith his rich professional experience, numerous publications, awards 

and distinctions received globally. 

In the second chapter, I have explained about the development of Sanskrit 

Prose literature starting with the age of Sam ሶhitās, Brāhman ̣as and Upanis ̣ads. 

Thereafter, in the classical era, the development of ākhyāyikā and kathā and the 

works of Dan ̣d ̣in, Subandhu and Bān ̣a have been discussed. It is followed by the 

Pañcatantras which lead to the medieval era, where Campū literature is evolved 

and the development across various centuries is brought out. The discussion 

continues to enter the modern era where the shift from imagery to reality is 

discussed through examples of various writers. The political, social and religious 

conditions prevalent in the modern era are also discussed. It is to be noted that the 

objective of modern Sanskrit Literature is well fulfilled by the writings of Dr. 

Keshab Chandra Dash. He has been successful in bringing out the burning issues 

revolving around modern urban lifestyle involving political turmoil, economic 

undulations, government services, entrepreneurial challenges etc. and same are 

presented in contemporary style in modern day Sanskrit prose literature of today.  

In the third chapter, a brief summary of all the novels is prepared by me. 

While carrying out the work, it is observed that at many places, the author has used 
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thoughts and sentences which are difficult to absorb in a leisurely reading. 

Simplicity in style beng one of the objectives of novel reading, such complex 

material renders difficulty to the readers to internalize the essence of the 

novel.Some of such examples are provided below. 

twaip mmkare vé[> Aéi[m>, (Arunā, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.152) 

gaepnIya éixrHrI Ai-zPta, (Āvartam, Oum Śāntih,̣P.207) 

àclt! Àivxe VyTyas>, (Visargah,̣ P.20) 

kuKkuqivéit;u l"ujnpdSy %paNt-ag> Anumey> A-vt!, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.18) 

 

 The variety in his novels can be seen asfollows. Tilottamā is a complete 

love story of a college couple. Śitalatrs n ā, is a story of suppressed human desires, 

centering on the male character Rtwik’s platonic love for her wife R ti and the 

latter’s unsatisfied married life. Madhuyānam, another novel, is written by the 

author exploiting the religious history of India. The story shows the breakdown of 

both Jainism and Buddhism as a result of extreme and inhumane physical 

disciplines and the entrance of a woman to the monasteries. Añjalih,̣ another novel 

encompasses a family drama with many of the characters offering their comfort to 

the feet of time for the sake of self esteem and truth. Visargah ̣, is a novel on a 

potter’s family and their struggle for escaping the shooting pains of life. Śikhā, 

another novel, depicts the story of a village boy who spurns off his father to 

proceed to city life where he establishes himself successfully. The age old tussle of 

village life and city life is brought out. Śaśirekhā is another novel that brings out 

the ill effects of arrogance in human nature. The story shows the dying down of 

false pride of all individuals and exposes the readers to the metaphor of moonlight 

in the path of darkness traversed by various characters in the novel. Oum Śāntih is 
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a series of novels which demonstrate that human life shall only be peaceful, 

provided selflessness prevails and all deeds are done for the benefit and betterment 

of others. 

Dr. Dash’s journey from Tilottamā to Śaśirekhā and later on Oum Śāntih,̣ 

reflect his diversity of social illustrations amidst the characterization, plot 

construction, sentiments and analysis. The novels have a style which engrosses the 

reader in visualizing the characters and situations displayed in the novels to the 

ones they come across in their daily lives. 

In the fourth chapter, I have conducted a literary study of all the thirteen 

novels. It contains deep discussions about plot, characterization, narration 

including description, scene, summary, socio-economic conditions, elements of 

feminism, style, language, sentiments and figures of speech. Various characters 

span from a proud Lipsā and Abhrapad in Śaśirekhā to a romantic Indra and 

torturous Vr tta in Āvartam, the middle class family person Vimala in Añjalih,̣ the 

deicated Yamini ̄ and big hearted iconic Nilamani, alias Ni ̄ludā in Arun ā, the 

orthodox and strict disciplinarian Sāmpratima and noble Śi ̄laprajña in 

Madhuyānam, the shrewd Govinda and dutiful and compassionate Charaka in 

Nikas ā, Cakradhara’s immense sacrifice in Oum Śāntih,̣ the ever confused Mānā in 

Pratipad, the strategist Avani ̄, the ill-fated Subhān ሶka and short sighted Kulabhadra 

in Rtam, the unethical Vilāsa and dedicated Murmu in Śikhā, the platonic R twik in 

Śitalatrs n ā, the charming Tilottamā, wayward Bhāgyadatta and magnetic character 

of Puÿpavallava in Tilottamā to the weak Nakula who attempts multiple suicides in 

Visargah.̣ A variety is seen in all the characters which speak volumes about the 

socio-economic conditions highlighted in modern Sanskrit literature. It may be 

noted that majority of the novels penned by Dr.Dash may be classified as social 

novels with some exception like Āvartam being a mythological one and 

Madhuyānam being a religious one. 
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The author has also stressed a lot on feminist issues that modern day woman 

are facing in various spheres of life. I have specifically dedicated a section of the 

discussion on such issues highlighted through various novels. 

Thereafter, I have studied the elements of description, scene and summary in 

each of the thirteen novels and illustrated the same with specific examples from 

each novel. It is observed, that the writings are full of vivid descriptions and 

dialogues. While, the dialogues are absorbing for the readers to run through the 

novels, the descriptions, at times, bring down the speed of the readers. It is felt, 

that the author has tried to reflect his own philosophical thoughts through the 

descriptions given in the novels. 

The author has used various Rasas, which have rendered beauty to the 

novels. I have identified Hāsya Rasa, Adbhut Rasa, Bhayānaka Rasa, Sānta Rasa, 

Karunā Rasa, Śr ̣n ሶgāra Rasa and Raudra Rasa and explained them in the context of 

the novels. The author has also used various figures of speech (Alamkāras) such as 

Upamā, Rūpaka, Anuprāsa, Vyatireka and Atiśayokti.  

The fifth chapter consists of translation of two of the most poular novels of 

Dr.Dash – Tilottamā and Śaśirekha. It has been the intent to preserve the feelings 

and emotions present in the novel to the fullest, so that a successful translation 

work could be achieved. 

During the course of my thesis work, I have also carried out a field study by 

visiting Dr.Keshab Chandra Dash’s residence at Puri, Orissa and interacting with 

him to have a better understanding of his perspective towards his novels. Dr. 

Dash’s outlook towards his creations is relatively different from what may be 

commonly perceived.  

The culture of Orissa had influenced the author to graft his novels. His 

approach towards his novels has always been philosophical. Quoting his words, 

“No literature is aimless. Through literature, one can reach God. Through the 

novels, I can feel God.” This approach is quite different from that experienced in 
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the western literature. As per Dr. Dash, he had also realized the feeling of oneness 

with All Mighty after writing . 

 

DR.KESHAB CHANDRA DASH AND MYSELF 

– AT HIS RESIDENCE, MAY 2012. 

While describing Dr.Keshab Chandra Dash’s works, Dr.Arjun Ranjan 

Mishra has mentioned27, “His tireless sincerity in serving the Sanskrit language as 

a medium for expressing the modern life, thinking and emotions through novels, 

poetry and stories has ignited inspirations in many to hold pen for Sanskrit. 

Sanskrit prose as a canvas for reflecting the rural characters and life and free verse 

Sanskrit poets as a tool to provide aesthetic pleasure by delving deeper into man’s 

psychic existence and his quest for various truths in the fastly changing universe 

are two main streams running parallel in the creative in the creative endeavour of 

Dr.Dash. His drive to be modern in theme and approach is praise-worthy.”   

****** 

                                                            
27 Mishra, Arjun Ranjan, Contemporary Sanskrit Writings in Orissa, P. 204. 
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APPENDIX I 

UNCOMMON WORDS 

1. shsa Öare oq! - oq! zBd> ïut>, (oq! – oq! meaning knocking sound in Oum 

Śāntih,̣ P.23) 

2. v³dUvaRkurvt! púmp<iKt, (púmp<iKt meaning eyelash in Tilottamā, P.8) 

3. m&Är> xavit àorvegen, (m&Är> meaning motor car in Tilottamā, P.16) 

4. inkqe mTSyr»pi] mTSy< l]Ik&Ty jle inmJJit, (mTSyr»pi] meaning 

kingfisher bird in Tilottamā, P.17) 

5. #it Xvini-> sh iÇc³Sy "{qainnad>, (iÇc³Sy meaning tricycle rickshaw van 

in Tilottamā, P.25) 

6. Mnis ³IfiNt h;Riv;adyae> ^[Rna-a>, (^[Rna-a> meaning spider in Tilottamā, 

P.36) 

7. i-iÄ"iqkaya> pirixmXye smyk{qk> AvsIdtIv lúyte, (i-iÄ"iqkaya> meaning 

wall clock in Tilottamā, P.48) 

8. ke;aiÂt! naiskat> jl< ingRCDit ke;aÂn nIvIvSÇe AhetukI ¢iNw> vÄRte, (nIvIvSÇ 

meaning under-garment in Tilottamā, P.50) 

9. babae....( babae meaning my dear in Añjalih,̣ P.25) 

10.  Are, imln!......! ( Are meaning an exclamatory remark for surprise in 

Pratipad, P.28) 
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11.  jane, nPÇI me Akale kalkvilta tdwR....( nPÇI meaning grandson in Visargah,̣ 

P.25) 

12.  iv*ud!Vyjnen sh bihSwpvn> tÇ tal< sMmelyit, (iv*ud!Vyjnen meaning 

electric fan in Śikhā, P.30) 

13.  ANySy k&te rhSykuiÂka (rhSykuiÂka meaning key of mystery in Śikhā, P.35) 

14.  h~,.... ï&[aetu....( h~ meaning an exclamatory remark for Yes in Śaśirekhā, 

P.38) 

15.  Snanaidk< inTykmR smaPy tUlsImUle jl< gailtvtI, (gailtvtI meaning giving 

water in Śitalatrsn ā, P.10) 

16.  xmNtI xmNtI ivrKta s<jata, (xmNtI xmNtI meaning slowly slowly in 

Śitalatrs n ā, P.11) 

17.  @kpaZvRe inihta rJjumyI oq!va, (rJjumyI oq!va meaning a bed made with 

ropes in Nikas ā, P.32) 

18.  s relSwan< s<àaPt>, (relSwan< meaning Railway Station in Nikas ā, P.37) 

19.  ùdySy Ai-VyaPtye mnsí àsaray pEsamekamip datu< s> kui{Qqtae -vit, 

(pEsamekamip meaning even one paise in Arunā, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.156) 

****** 
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APPENDIX II 

GOOD SAYINGS 

1. ipt&laek< pirTyJy Aagta ye mhalye - %JJvl< Jyaeit;a< magR< àpZyNtu ìjNtu te, 

(Śikhā, P.5) 

2. vai[Jye ih vsit lúmI>, (Śikhā, P.7) 

3. pué; @ved yd! -Ut< yCc -aVym!, (Śikhā, P.55) 

4. sjlnyna rjnI jlàvahe SvPns<kula AasIt! - nEn iDNdiNt zaSÇai[ ........ nEn< 

dhit pavk> ........, (Śikhā, P.67) 

5. svRmit³aNtu< zKytem, (Nikas ā, P.19) 

6. mhakalSy sklklaptle jIvStu ivrltrl, (Nikas ā, P.20) 

7. Vyaix;u l"utmI-vit jIvnpirsr>,  (Nikas ā, P.20) 

8. m¼l< -gvan! iv:[u>, m¼l< mxusUdn>, m¼l< pu{frIka]>,  m¼l< géfXvj>,  

(Nikas ā, P.29) 

9. jIvem> zrd> ztm!, (Rtam, P.35) 

10.  sTy< pr< xImih,  (Rtam, P.91) 

11.  @kSy nynSy Aïu Aprnynmip s<³mte, ik<tu @kSy dehSy Vywa ApriSmn!    

nanu-Uyte,  (Madhuyānam, P.1)    
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12.  buÏ< zr[< gCDaim, s<"< zr[< gCDaim, xMm< zr[< gCDaim, (Madhuyānam, P.7) 

13.   carÇy< mNÇimd< vaciytVym!, mhavIrnaMna c s<kLp ivxatVy>, sTyat! n 

àmidtVym!, xmRat! n àmidtVym!, (Madhuyānam, P.28)    

14.   DÇmStIit ik< v&]CDaya AnavZykI ? svRda kalae n sman>, (Śaśirekhā, P.25) 

15.  imlnSy pir[am> ivyaeg @v, (Tilottamā, P.32)  

16.  jIvn< nam sttgmnm!,  (Añjalih ̣, P.18)  

17.  y< Ain:q< icNtyit, yí ih<sa kraeit, s @v duo>m! Anu-vit, (Añjalih,̣ P.20) 

18.  pa;a[e  iliot< nam ms&[e luPyte, ùdye tu #d< reoayte, Sm&it;u twaip ibNdumaÇtya 

Aviz:yte, (Añjalih,̣ P.77)  

19.  buiÏnaRm }anm!, AÇ Sm&te> Anu-vSy c ANt-aRv>, yid zaiNt> Anu-vae -vit tihR 

buiÏ> s<jayte, (Oum Śāntih,̣ P.43) 

20.  yavd! deh> tavt! ivsgR>, ivsgRe kmRisiÏ>, kmRisÏaE muiKt>,  (Visargah ̣, P.10)   

21.  #NÔae nae neta, (Āvartam, Oum Śāntih,̣ P.191)                                                                     

****** 


