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EDITORIAL NOTE
Neelam Saxena Chandra

From the Editor’s Desk

The Rainbow may be momentary, transient and fleeting,

But a soul connect is permanent we know,

In ancient times, people wrote with peacock feathers,

And turned fantasy into reality you know!

The Peacock Feathers designed artistically by the Lord,

Are like the stars placed perfectly on the Milky Way,

The Science of Universe certainly has a poetic side,

An artist could be the most articulate, they say!

Our peacock feathers are a tribute to Authors and Artists,

Who make our heart flutter and dance in the fairy land,

Here’s our International Magazine Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos,

Directed by the Creator’s very hand!

Appropriateness of the Title Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos and Vision

Our vision as the Editors of this Magazine is to unravel and awaken this beautifully formed creation.

We all need to relish the warmth of the sun rising over the sand dunes. We need to celebrate the

thousands of stars that scintillate on the Milky Way. We need to feel the gentle kiss of the ocean waves

and listen to the rhythm of the falling rain. We need to pay a glowing tribute to the nature's spell, orbits

of oxygen, trajectory of wind along winding roads, clouds of lace knitting the sky, mist moistening

leaves, a rainbow tattoo arcing the navel of Heaven, the feet of flowers walking down the edge of a

creek, the silvery white mountains, deep river gorges and a banquet of planets in space. We need to

surrender to a force that is not only beautiful but powerful and supreme in myriad of ways. We look

like puny little things amidst the Cosmos. Looking at the gargantuan Brahmand, we let go of all the

shallow and superficial aspects of life. This is an enriching encounter with the divine. Especially in

these turbulent times, there is a need to awaken the deep fountains of life from their dark, cold sleep.

The peacock feathers that we are writing with, create hope where there might be none and despair

where there is too much unrealistic happiness and a dire need for change.

We indeed have come a long way from where we were. Lives have gone through dramatic changes

over the ages, but nonetheless, our connection with the Brahmand is eternal and immutable. At this

point, Academicians, Researchers, Leaders Poets, Writers and Thinkers need to be questioned for our

very existence on the planet. In an attempt to divert the current trajectory of ‘progress’ and

‘development’ towards a more sustainable and equitable future, this requires a more objective and

critical thinking about our relationship and connection to the Cosmos.
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The onus is on us to protect the Universe as the 21st century world of consumerism and fragile

relationships has created a world of instant happiness, short-lived achievements, fake accomplishments,

over ambitious ventures and thoughtless aspirations. It would be beneficial if we are better equipped

with the knowledge to interact and deal with the Universe sensitively. Through this International

Magazine, we need to connect with the people and communities around us through Art and Literature.

Our vision is to combine critical thinking and academic rigour and look at our relationship with the

Cosmos and pursue a collective change to living in a more sustainable, resilient, connected,

harmonious and beautiful world that our ancient masters had imagined.

We are grateful to all the Contributors and reviewers who penned some deeply poignant poems for the

Bilingual International Ezine. A special round of applause for all the Artists and Photographers who

gave a Midas’ touch to the magazine. Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos

Each poem and article printed in the Ezine has an aura that keeps the readers engulfed in the ubiquitous

presence of the Cosmos. It will alienate them from teeming crowds into solitude. The photographs and

paintings are simply exceptional for we viewers and patrons of art experience relentless isolation,

secluded lands which compel us to give up our material attachments and progress towards eternity.

Brahmand will transport the readers to a place where they would want to recline in the nature’s

amphitheatre. The Ezine would make them look afresh at themselves.

The Biannual Literary Ezine would be divided into two Seasons:

Brahmand Spring Edition

Brahmand Autumn Edition

Unveiling the Autumn Edition!

Hope you enjoy reading it as much as we enjoyed compiling and curating it…

May you experience bliss!

May you penetrate deeper and deeper into your soul and gaze in absolute wonder.

Warm Regards,

Executive Editor: Neelam Saxena Chandra

Ezine Designer: Dr. Pragya Bajpai

Coordinator: Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Editorial Team (English)

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Dr. Pragya Bajpai

Ms. Waheeda Hussain

Editorial Team (Hindi)

Dr. Renu Mishra

Ms. Nivedita Roy

Technical Expert: Shubham Jaiswal
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KRISHNA: THE DIVINE LOVER
By Dr. Satbir Chaddha

Melodious tunes of His magical flute

Float in the air in Vrindavana

Wrenching the hearts of the Gopis

Trembling the waters of the Yamuna

The ripples and silvery waves rhyming

With the notes of the esoteric rhapsody

Primordial ‘ragas’ of the primeval lover.

The sky meets the earth at the horizon,

As man and woman meet in unison.

The cosmos fills with spiritual love,

Love for the doe eyed ‘Kanha’ of the dark skin,

His love for the universe manifested 

In His love for the Gopis, symbolic.

The female form dignifying

The love that is forever

Forever like the moon and stars. 

The land, the branches of trees, 

Birds and deer and the hare, 

Are all entranced and awash,

With Divine music and love. 

Now he is the mischievous Krishna 

The adult of her child ‘makhan chor’.

Stealing the raiment of his beloved

Who sway and swim in trance.

Submerged in the waters of his love,

In the cool moonlight of his charms,

Merged in powerful universal love.

The dance is not worldly, human eyes can neither see 

nor discern,

The ‘chaal’ the ‘tatkaar’ and the ‘chakkar’ 

Flow to the divine melody beats. 

Knowing only the boundless depths of love,

As only chosen few devotees can learn.

The eternal lover perched on the tree,

Tapping on your flute in ecstasy, 

Your smile benign and godly,

Forever you were, forever you’ll be,

Krishna the Divine Lover.

Artist: Dr. Pragya Bajpai
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BIRYANI RECIPE

https://www.sanjeevkapoor.com/recipe/vegetable-biryani-khaanakhazana.html

Dreams float like clouds
Within the shimmery eyes

The body wrapped in tricolour
The naked truth lies

Reminding nothing remains
Life is a blur

Today there would be eulogies
All newspaper singing praises

Tomorrow all that would remain
Are infinite bruises

Of a precious life lost
A husband who would no more

Raise a toast
A child who would

Have no more a father to boast
Few years hence

His forgotten valour
Might be raked up

In some obscure corner
Of newspapers

Life would go on
His sacrifice conveniently

Put in the backburner
All that would remain

Would be gossamer memories
To help the family

Get on with their lives gone awry.
We as an indebted nation

Can do better than this surely.

MEMORIES
Dr. Paromita Mukherjeeojha

Artist: 

Dr. Paromita 

Mukherjeeojha
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Would love to be remembered as ~

A Being who held the whole world 

in loving tenderness to her heart,

Looked at each Being, each flower 

every blade of grass with wonder,

Who folded hands in gratitude

for the priceless gift of 

each moment, each breath,

each acquaintance, each experience,

Welcomed, accepted and embraced

all that came her way –

joys - sorrows, smiles - tears, bliss - pain, 

elation - depression, hope - fear, etc., 

Tasted life in all her sweet bitter flavors

Romanced the sky and wooed the clouds

Flirted with the wind and rejoiced in the rains

Hugged emptiness with the same passion 

as she hugged her friends,

Sunk in the depths of despair as smoothly 

as she floated in the heavens of bliss,

For the unknown PRESENCE 

always held her in his invisible arms!

IN LOVE WITH LIFE

By Shashi Kothari

Painting by Geethanjali Dilip

Artist: Fehmida Haider 
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Between the threads of reality

and threads of our vivid dreams

we weave our fabric of life

embellish it with our achievements

flaunting around with pride

And we don’t want any stains on it

we want it pristine and pure

draped in the gossamer of our desires

we just want to live

one day more

But as time flies

the fabric is tugged and pulled part

at the edges

and seams seem to come out

no matter how much you save it

Fabric

By Megha Sood

How much you avoid

there are people who will

weave love and passion on it

the silky-smooth touch

a touch of the cashmere

mixed with works of filigree

which wraps our souls

and gives it meaning

But my love,

don’t you ever forget

there are some who

will leave an impression

resurrect and infuse your soul

When they embrace you with the

burlap of their life

a touch of their own.

Some people weave burlap into the fabric of  our lives and some weave gold 

thread. Both contribute to make the whole picture beautiful and unique.”

–Anonymous

Crochet Work by Dr. Aparajita Hazra
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Naked always meant

something to hide

conceal,

to protect,

to be covered

under multiple layers

draped cautiously

away from the hungry hawk-

eyed

not be devoured

to be safely tucked

like a promise tucked in the 

centre

of  a palm of  a sleeping child

Naked always meant

something to be away from

the voyeuristic eyes

away from the greed laden 

senses

something which is pure

sublime, away from the prying 

eyes

Naked always had a Seraphic

genteel touch

of  a million cherubs

something to be

touched precariously

This silence feels too naked

carved between the folds of  

my skin

and wedged between the

me and my loneliness

bereft of  the words

screaming to be heard

This urgency of  draping the

nakedness,

this hunger

perched on our mouths

Naked feels the silence

which needs to be heard

Naked are my thoughts

doused in the ephemeral passion

despised in equal measures

Naked is the language of  the soul

waiting to be heard.

Krishna serenades to Radha

Language of the Soul

By Megha Sood



Giridhar Gopala guards Meera beneath His wings and keeps her defended and safe,

He rescues her from predators and hooligans who howl, growl, grate and chafe.

Meera is surrounded by Krishna’s unparalleled love, care and divine Grace,

He offers His wealth of encouragement and never pulls her face into an ugly grimace.

Meera’s Lord is powerful and protective, scintillating in her inward sight,

An understanding ally, constant support, the one who’s triumphant in every fight.

He gives her unprecedented hope and courage, He is her doting companion so true,

When life suddenly throws a curveball at her, He gifts Her strength to paddle through.

He watches over Her as she moves around in parched deserts and guards her when she sleeps,

He’s her doting parent, safe refuge, haven and pulsating heartbeat.

Meera’s Giridhar Gopala

By Omkar Manav
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Yamuna meets Kali Yuga

Yamuna is tired of putting on a show.

The weariness inside her massively grows,

The blinding lights now sting her eyes, you know

At times she grows stagnant, reluctant to flow.

It’s hard for her to put mascara on,

When inconsolable tears cause it to run,

Sometimes she suddenly runs out of breath,

Her sorrows never ended with Krishna’s death.

The photographers hold their cameras steady,

They check on Yamuna to see if she’s ready,

But she’s too tired to film any show,

In Kali Yuga, she has lost her sparkle and glow.

Yamuna is sick of having to perform,

She weeps incessantly at the break of dawn,

She has given and forgiven everyone,

But feels sucked-dry, parched and now she’s done.

She has nothing left inside her tank,

Krishna no more visits her bank;

She’s weary, woeful, neglected and bored,

Taken for granted, bruised, hurt and torn.

Krishna hears her screams though she does not yell,

When she shares her woes, it hurts like hell!

He can feel her anguish and her benumbing pain,

But in Kali Yuga, He will not descend again.

Compassionately, He offers her rest,

And tries to make her feel loved and blessed,

He inspires her to recall the Dwapar Yuga tunes,

To Holy work and Heaven’s hues.

So, Yamuna flows and wipes her eyes,

For with Krishna’s succour, she can rise.

She refuses to don the mere mortal clothes,

She has Krishna’s armour and His righteous robes.

So, every day is a chance to shine,

Glory to this Goddess divine,

For in this world where life is a show,

Inside her, Krishna’s Salvation grows!

Krishna gazes at Yamuna’s twists, turns and tortuous curves,

He watches over people and their resonating glory,

Of conquering Yamuna, claiming her and maiming her,

Why doesn’t he bring her to Goloka and end her tragic story?

Notes:

Kali Yuga: The Present Yuga

Dwapar Yuga: The Yuga in which Krishna was born 

Goloka: The world of cows and Krishna’s Heaven

By Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Artist: Geethanjali Dilip
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Once upon a time I was head over heels in love with a Prince 

Who would smell my cascading hair shampooed to keep the texture intact.

We would often go on a promenade in flower fields,

His sugar sweet utterances would leave an indelible impact.

My satin soft cheeks would rub across his moustaches,

His treacle of love spilt all over me,

Me, the love sick lass 

went embracing him through the lengths and breadths 

of the flower beds,

His romantic rhapsodies would overload my heart with glee.

I couldn’t measure the depths and heights of my love,

It was like an echo or a euphonic sound of endlessness, 

The four letters of LOVE were studded with shimmering stars 

from one alphabet to another,

Our butterfly kisses were coated with restlessness. 

He was my true soulmate and my love lorn lips are an evidence to that,

My glistening eyes heaped encomiums on him and waxed eloquent!

My confusion has turned into a coherence now,

Love and lust can never be equal, through the latter may be thrilling and piquant.

My lover was caught in lust’s frenzied thoughts,

His complicated behaviour branched itself into multiple knots,

Now there is an abysmal hole inside me,

Unrequited love is like clumps of blood forming painful clots.

I cannot whisk away from the villainous moments gnashing their teeth,

As I listen to the rhythm of the rain through my window,

I am deprived of the Mountain Laurels which would bloom in clusters,

Now shocks of nostalgia graze in the meadows. 

My life is like that of the tumultuous clouds, 

Who cannot nullify the effects of a terror stricken thunderstorm,

A feeling of nothingness gapes at me from a distance,

Penning stanzas in dejection is now a regular norm.

My life after this heart break is like zig-saw pieces of a puzzle,

I keep embellishing and embroidering my soulmate’s absence,

Crumpled into a wild memory that conjures up,

Clothed and Wrapped in the reminiscences of decadence.

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Elevation to Depression
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For whose company does the soul descend?
On this earth in every birth?

And still leap from the hearth,
To the funeral pyre,

When the inner flame leaves the mortal frame?
Who comes here?

For whose company, who knows?
Yes! Knows he, only the "Nameless HE"

'Self-born' but never forlorn:
Because of his Evolution, his Leela

Creates a wonderful revolution, his consort 'Maya'.
The only company is 'He'

The Eternal Symphony to all life.
The sixth sense is only to know

This sweet essence in this worldly strife
In fire or mire, on earth or heaven,

He is all in all.

The Spirit
By Devi Nagrani

Photographer: 

Neeharika Shembekar
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Dear God, with folded hands and bent knees,

Request you to unlock the doors of happiness with your divine keys.

Exasperated with this ceaseless pandemic and humans fight,

Illuminate our paths of life with your cosmic light.

Obliterate those scars and cries of mourning,

We have understood your inkling, being this an ultimate warning.

Please accept our kind and pious prayers with utmost respect,

We have learned our lessons through deep introspect.

Let the atrocity of the sun penetrate and activate our numb senses,

And everyone nurtures each other across borders 

irrespective of the synthetic fences.

Make us drench in the rain of your nectar,

You are indeed the supreme and our divine protector.

Let our envy, vanity, and greed shed like autumn leaves,

You have the power to rotate the wheels of life, we all believe.

Make this world a corona free place,

Where compassion and humanity are seen on everyone’s face.

Where everyone truly loves their mother Earth,

And spread the message of love and mirth.

We are nothing without your hymns and words,

O’Lord, save us from the trap of this deadly virus and heal the world!

HEAL THE WORLD

By Jaipreet
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A poem emanates from the ocean of heart,

And a poet keeps adding a medley in his idiosyncratic cart.

Crafted with idyllic and magical words,

Experiences are encapsulated from his real as well as surreal world.

Embellishes with a resplendent image to give a reverberating effect,

Every poet tries to make his/her poem look perfect.

With wings of copyright, it gets ready to fly,

In assorted literary forums along with rules to comply.

Sometimes it gets love, likes, comments,

And sometimes it melts people’s hearts 

and they publish it with inspiring compliments.

While some give their critical evaluation,

And others like to unfurl in different languages with its translation.

Sometimes it fails and sometimes it succeeds in competitions across borders,

It follows universal love and humanity devoid of any law and order.

The journey of a poem goes through a wave of emotions at every start,

But each poem always remains close to a poet’s heart!

JOURNEY OF A POEM

By Jaipreet
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Last night, beneath the sprawling inky sky

Wind was delicate, so was I

Reflection of  palm trees created a sheer streak into pool

Water flaunted alone as a kaleidoscope.

I was lying idly on a deck chair,

Indulging myself  into nocturnal tranquility

Ripples of  water swept away contradiction of  life

The place is my comfort zone, far from anxiety.

A sudden clack of  shoes on a wooden deck made me amazed

There was a regal statue next to me

An ethereal presence of  a classically chiseled face

With flair of  cynical grace.

My heart penetrated by his sublime sight,

A bewitcher was all set to sparkle the night

Hide and seek of  our eyes spoke thousands of  words

Vibe of  him captured me like a whorl of  blizzards.

Bewitcher
By Farizaa Sabreen

Artist: Adhishree Bhave
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Poet and Artist

Dr. Aparajita Hazra

I could hear the plash-plash of  oars around me,  

my vision a myopic blur,  

my eyes strain  

to make out meaning in this madness.  

Dread takes over.  

I had been drawn gently through the brush,  

dewy wetness brushing against my foot.  

The heart was heavy  

the mind fighting enigma  

unable to be happy with going.  

It had taken some coaxing  

For me to take that first gingerly step  

into the cold clammy water.  

The heart was heavy, the mind fighting enigma—

ties too strong were hard to leave behind.  

It seemed like eternity 

I thought we would never stop.  

Then I was raised, gently held by that warm touch.  

Eyes strained, the mind fought  

to make out my strange captor.  

Then stumbling forth  

blindly following my sole companion  

we headed towards a light that slowly grew.  

Iridescent now, the light silhouetted my sweet 

Captor.  

Recognition dawned over,  

eyes awash with unbelieving hope  

the mind leapt with joy  

as He turned.  

Krishna my Krishna  

my Gopala  

you came to take me Home  

you kept your word  

you did not let me down  

like them in life. 
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A fractured soul on the edge of  empathy,

A body full of  rags tells the tale of  misery.

How dare you discover the tears of  God!

Why not lift the dark veil from your heart?

Observe the flowing same pulsating blood:

Isn't a little angel seeking to open his bud?

Water the flower with your golden intent,

Let your inner soft voice rise and be present.

You can earn only by kind act in this world!

So let your humanity for others be unfurled.

With warmth, happiness will fill up your soul

So never be indifferent to man's heavy toil.

Little Angel

By Gerlinde Staffer

The flowers will bloom again

The leaves that have fallen in autumn

In spring they will spurt again

The sun will rise again.

The sky is yours, yours is the earth

You just need to know your worth

Give your wings the wind to fly

Come what may face it never deny

The dawn will smile again

The sun will rise again

Let your hope never die

For its the spark that makes you pious

The world is the court of  almighty

Justice can never be biased

The faith will win again

The sun will rise again.

The Sun Will Rise
By Nafisa Taksali

Artist: Fehmida Haider
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Poems by Mary Anne Zammit

Lotus Star

Just before dawn

I stare at the sky

And the cloudy pearls  

I dream the dream of  combining 

water and fire.

The Yin and Yang.

Principles of  life.

Here is what. I become.

The Universe unfold, the lotus 

within me.

And there 

In the skies I am born again

A star. 

Elements 

All she wanted was affection and the 

promise in his eyes.

He did not come. 

So, she went back to the Moon, 

And she transformed in the colours of  

the sky. 

She went back to the Sun 

Which created her art.

She has become the Elements.

Yellow Sunlight 

Rays of  Sunlight  play in the air,

Sing my song, awakening and stopping 

that love from distance.

I become a witch, a nymph, a Goddess.

I am the wind which penetrates your 

eyes and further on. 

The song which promises life.  

New colours for your soul.

Yellow sunlight.  

Artist: Adhishree Bhave 
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Do not pamper your boys

And neglect your girls

We need to put a full stop

Let’s begin with a comma

Do not slight the mother

Kid gaze cameras are on

We need to put a full stop

Let’s begin with a comma

Lower that raised hand

Your son is carefully watching

We need to put a full stop

Let’s begin with a comma

Do not disturb the studying Rani

Let Raja make tea and do the 

dishes

We need to put a full stop

Let’s begin with a comm

Girls are not objects of  desire

Let your son know that right

We need to put a full stop

Let’s begin with a comma

Do not shame the victim

Hang the pervert rapist

We need to put a full stop

We need to put a FULL STOP

LET’S BEGIN WITH A COMMA
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Fathers don’t share their sorrows

They keep it inside the queer like arrows.

They don’t cry openly

They sob inwardly.

We call them a strong man at home

He lets us feel so till he is in his tomb.

We demand things as though he is our ATM 

forever

He silently waits for his salary but doesn't say 

words like never.

He manages to bring all the joy

Forgetting that once he was a naughty boy.

Responsibilities have made him grim

Otherwise, he was also smart and trim.

He never shows that he is sad

He lies a little more on the broken old cot

It's time we realise something is

Troubling him or what.

Still, he says everything is fine

And we can find out his diet when he dines

Little he will eat and wash his hands

Worried about selling off his lands...

Fees, bills, all financial troubles

But promises that it will vanish like a bubble.

Everything appears to us fine

But his eyes would have lost their lustre and 

shine.

He keeps running the race of life

Trying to keep happy his kids and wife.

He keeps bracing up for the next fight

But ensures that everything at home is right.

On every member he keeps a watch quietly

He always wants his family to run smoothly.

A keen observer of his son's habits and outing

And on his daughter never doubting

But on both he will keep an eye

For him both are apples of his eye.

Medicines for all he will take care

But his sugar and BP who will take care?

This hero of every house is an UNSUNG HERO I tell 

you

Without him many families suffer I tell you.

Every year Fathers’ Day is celebrated

A cake cut and candles blown

But he still worries… why spend so much 

and frowns in low tone!

He is like that. Made like that. I bet.

A father is a father!

None can replace this hero!

He will be there in your thoughts ever guiding every 

time.

This hero will be cherished every moment every time.

A grand salute to this busy bee

Every house has this silent humming bee.

Honestly a lot of patience goes into playing this part

Being a father is not easy, jokes apart...

New shoes. New phone he knows not at all

When his children grow up

He shares it all.

His shopping for Diwali comes the last or forgotten 

always

Still, he is happy with the previous year’s shirt anyways.

Sometimes he needs to be strict

All the same

Mother always scares her kids with his name

So unnecessarily this hero sometimes gets defamed I tell 

you

But is happy inside that everyone is now under his 

control he shows you.

Like a jackfruit hard from outside

But sweet from inside.

This hero unendingly plods his way day and night

Even when he knows his pockets are tight.

I salute the spirit in him I tell you

He is like a fence to the house I bet you.
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Lying cosy and huddled in a sack of amniotic fluid, I often heard you sing

The lullabies you hummed, with your love and warmth did ring

But little did I know how much pain you forbore

For bringing me into this world what all you had to endure

Society's norms compelled you to snap your maternal ties

Abandoning me to my harsh lot your heart must have cried

Broken hearted you bade this cruel world adieu

And left me with the memories of your lullabies few.

At each step those dim memories resonate in my veins

This life without your soothing touch is an unbearable pain

My heart searches for you in all possible alleys

My ears crave to hear your soothing lullabies.

One night under the moonlit sky, 

a drop of tear rolled down my eye

Suddenly your voice echoed in my ears,

as though to wipe my tears

Telling me you will send your lullabies to me

In the music of the nightingale cooing merrily

In the murmur of the rivers flowing endlessly

In the echoes of the mountains standing tall in their majesty

The chirping birds, the rustling leaves,

the blowing winds and the whispering trees

From now on will my messengers be

to carry my lullabies from heavens to thee!

I Miss Your Lullaby

By Seema Jain
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Far away in another world

Where I can fly freely like a bird

Where I can sail on waves and waft on a breeze

Where life is an eternal song to sing as I please

Where I feel like a leaf  or a tender petal

A spring in my steps and a tune on my lips

A carefree dance to a divine rhythm

Where none views me through this society's prism

Where none stops me from taking birth

None puts tethers on my flight and worth

Where none views me as a plaything for pleasure

Where I can explore my inner treasure

Where I am not being cast in fixed moulds

Where none else the key to my happiness holds

Where I can search for my own ecstasy

In spiritual depths or my heart’s mystery

Where I can forget about the pain all around

Else how can I seek solace in empty sounds?

Where I can unburden the servitude of  centuries

Where I can script my own destiny

Where chains are broken and nectar flows

And my entire being with divinity glows.

Oh Lord! Let me bathe in such fervour

That this ecstatic delight is my daily wear.

Ecstasy

By Seema Jain

Photographer: Praharsh Bajpai
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Youngest of  the seven brothers, Lal; a simple boy,

Being the youngest he was an apple of  everybody’s eye!

Tall, lean figured lad, he has always been an evolved soul

a soul made to perfection,

His impeccable way of  life, never needed an introduction.

He grew up, now married to a smart woman,

A sweet small family with three kids was woven.

They say, time flies.

His nest was empty, even before he realized.

Days went by and so did the years,

His family grew with Grandsons and Granddaughters.

That long bony face was covered with wrinkles 

and the thick shiny hair had now turned silver.

He was growing weak, he was now bed-ridden

the love of  his life, his wife was sick.

And the day came, when he was left alone as his wife departed

leaving tears in his eyes, I saw him breaking down, 

a sight, so unknown!

Still there was a hope in his eyes, his children were by his side,

Kids took turns to visit him fortnightly

spending a day or two then getting back, get busy!

He always waited for a call and a surprise visit 

without a reason.

But soon came the realization

he was more of  a responsibility than a Parent

And he made a cocoon around himself, 

cutting off  from all the expectations!

Now he sits with his fragile frame of  body, 

amidst his plants in the garden as he waits.

A day will arrive, when his soul would be set free as a butterfly.

The old soul is in search of  a suitable end to unfold.

Lal - An Untold Story

By Richa Shrivastava
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GRAND DAUGHTER’S AGONY

By Sarahana Bajpai

You are my favourite country tale,

Warmth in the freezing hail,

Ship without a destination that sails,

Plenty of time to offer without fail!

Dadi, I dream of your long silver hair,

Nani, days without your lively company, 

I can’t bear,

Baba, I miss your stories, the ones like 

The Turtle and the Hare,

Nana, I can’t wait to eat the Samosas 

that you bring home with concern and care!

I love you all just the same,

When will end this covid game?

I also prayed with candle flame.

I want to see you soon again.

Till then, I sit back and cherish the good old days,

And hope to get back the phase!

The grey clouds remind me of  you,

As it slowly brings rain with melancholic hue,

The rain becomes egoistic,

And as it’s close to too much, it’s no more romantic,

The drops land on the window ledge,

From the open edge,

I see and feel only anger,

As I sit and try to turn you into a stranger,

My lips are dry, my eyes are wet,

The floor is cold just like my heart, 

still desperate, unable to forget.

My mind has finally caught control,

My heart and soul 

have agreed to follow.

I won’t sulk or cry in a corner,

I am ready to leave behind my horror.
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Prelude/Introduction:

The cosmic laborers have taken over Planet Earth

The cosmic laborers of Planet Demonide

Earth, God’s favourite planet is now a demonide colony.

God weeps over His creation and his captive human children.

The rule of Demonides have forced God’s children into exile.

God’s children, they roam in wilderness shedding tears

Shedding tears at the sad plight of Planet Earth.

And Earth, God’s beautiful planet used to be

A place of bountiful nature, fruit flowers and melodies sweet

An eternal spring playground, for the Humans and Divines to meet

Now is a prison made of steel, bricks and concrete

Where the demonide dictates and the humans weep.

Music Arts and literature they all have been banned

People pursuing Arts declared insanely mad.

And their glossy appearances, on beautiful maidens have cast a spell

Rescue we must our beautiful maidens from their shiny cell

Everything that glitters, to the demonides eye appear like gold.

By hook and crook, it must be bought and sold

And they build and rebuild and build some more

Till their soul hardens and suffer no more.

Cacophony of noises the demonides adore

While Silence- they can’t tolerate.

And to contemplate things beyond this material world

Well, that is just too difficult for them to comprehend.

Artist: 

Dr.Paromita Mukherjeeojha

Humans Vs Demonides

By Anthony Mondal

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1



Mean arrogant overbearing and fools

Like a plague they have descended on the Human schools

By the brute force crushed, broken and torn apart

Defeated and humiliated is the sensitive human plant

Exploit, abuse and tyranny rampant

The demonides willing to kill the soul’s music triumphant.

Glorious Nature, fleeing in terror with her silent feet

Endlessly harassed and traumatized by their relentless pursuit

Not a moment’s peace, not even a little rest

And she weeps and mourns, remembering her pristine days

Where have friendship and joyous feasts have vanished?

Where is the celebration that was promised?

Dark days indeed have fallen upon Earth

Gloom reigns supreme, while misery boldly marches on

Yonder you hear the blood thirsty war cry of the demonides

To join their evil ways, for surely would be a spiritual suicide

And yet Hope still faintly beats her drum

Band together O Humans if you hear Her drum

Truth stands patiently by the way side

His luminous robe my mortal eyes blind

Have ye Faith, have ye Courage O Humans

Your glorious days on Earth is about to begin

And certainly, the day is near when the demonides will fall

Victory to Thee, Victory to Humans, Victory to your oppressed Souls

Artist: 

Fehmida Haider
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By Neelam Saxena Chandra

Artist: Fehmida Haider
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THE DASHAVATAR 

By Geethanjali Dilip

The Dashavatar of Lord Vishnu rendered in free verse most humbly attempted by this 

devotee of Krishna ...my Ishta

1. MATSYA

My beloved, You would swim, a giant fish,

Amazingly at ease, to show that sea is the salt of life,

To loom a truth simple that water is Your source,

Stunningly beautiful Your Shree to Salvage from demonic propensities,

Yesterday, today and tomorrow You merge to shoonya,

Adore You will I in Your timeless zone!

2. KOORMA

Kosha unseen, knowing we are children of Your Nila, the blue Planet,

Opulent splendour holding the disc of expanding Time,

Overdrive of cosmic din encapsulated in a conch shell as the resonant Om,

Radiant in Your light we anchor on Your shell of Existence,

Merged in duality You created us to realize we are apart from You,

Astutely You churn life to purify our silt of inadvertent sin too!

3. VARAHA

Veritable witness residing in our heart and Soul,

A mere dot we beseech You to appear,

Respite You bestow if only we understood,

Antagonizing filth you will uproot Evil,

Haunt You will, the intimidating wild boar, malign to chase,

Adore You I will, Bhuvaraha the sustainer of Your dream!!
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4. NARASIMHA

Narayana Omnipresent who burst through the pillar of Ego,

Adroitly proving that faith sets sail to salvation,

Redeemer of Prahallada who saw You through his fœtal ears,

Annihilator of Hiranyakshan self-absorbed in himself,

Simha You appeared hidden in the Ultimate Purusha,

Heavens and all of creation shook with Your angry roar,

Appeased by Your divine feminine Lakshmi as the child stood awed by the faith 

You invested in him!

5. VAMANA

Victorious Vikrama who conquered the three worlds,

A dwarf auspicious of knowledge divine You trod,

Magnificently leveling swollen pride of mistaken identity,

Answer to deluded charitable King Bali of netherworlds, 

who surrendered to Your benevolence,

Nihilists !! Look in awe now at every miracle that manifests,

Ad infinitum He incarnates self - effulgence dispelling in the nadir of ignorance!

6. PARSHRAMA

Parshu claimed from Lord Shiva, perils to axe with Your infallible stroke of justice,

Action personified as the son obedient of Jamadagni and Renuka Devi,

Red and angry, the immortal Chiranjeevi You still exist,

Subtle in Your ways to punish the " might is right " misnomer,

Humungous slayer of human soldiers who coveted the Holy cow Kamadhenu,

Royalty brought down to its knees as twenty-one times you razed,

Atman of a fiery wrath that crusades against the unjust,

Mother You brought back to life imploring Your earthly father Jamadagni,

Anon to witness, creator of Kalaripayattu, 

Coach You will the dark one riding the white horse of the dark age Of Kali!
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7. RAMA

Resplendent Sun who descended to be merely human,

Allegiance to keep Your word in loyalty, a boon to humanity,

Master of the senses who conquers all banality,

Adore You will I Rama, the beautiful face who wedded Sita, Earth Incarnate!

8. BALRAM

Bestowed balance with the strength to sustain this cosmic manifestation,

Adi Sesha the coiled bed of the intellect,

Lord Vishnu reclines on You

watching His dream unfold,

Restoring fertility to Mother Earth You shield Her with Your plough,

Ardent adorer of Your companion Krishna,

Mace Your weapon do you yield, a right hand to shoulder Your duty to Him!

9. KRISHNA

Kaleidoscope of living colours that attract,

Rasa Leela charmer, Enjoyer ultimate beyond the carnal pleasures,

Intimately in conjugal love with Radha Rani in Eternal transcendental love,

Sanctification of this weary soul You grant on uttering Your Holy name,

Harbinger of all that is auspicious through contentment,

Name Divine that melts the nectar in the articulate tongue,

Ardent teacher of Karma, life's lessons You profess through Your exemplary countenance!

10. KALKI

Kali Yug the dark age that dulls the intellect and soul,

Armoured You ride the horse, with the sword to slice the malignant malady,

Lord of death to redeem death of Life,

Kindling the soul to be aware of Your wrath when trespassing laws of existence,

Instiller of truth that You exist in all and all of it exists in You.
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You crowned our country,

But never knew that the crown could be so ugly.

We dreamt each day to be joyful,

But each day proved to be a dooms day.

You took away our sunshine,

And left us choiceless.

When the deadly crown tested positive,

Our mental state got haywire.

You were undoubtedly ruthless,

For you took away our loved ones,

And left us with a void.

Our priceless children could also feel your 

nightmares.

We humans are socially tamed animals.

But distancing and masking bullied us.

We knew that life is not a bed of roses,

And you proved it to be completely thorny.

Our physical activities were at stake,

But we strained and trained our mindsets 

To be at our best 

We hope to drive you away,

And bid you a good bye.

We wish to build the world a home and furnish it 

with love.

I'd like to hold it in my arms and tug it in my heart.

I'd like to teach the world to sing,

In perfect harmony, peace and glory.

The Year 2020 or 420
By Rasika Gogte
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Clad in a white apron and stethoscope smartly,

Hurriedly rushing from room to room and floor to floor,

Listening to all the patients in a cool manner,

Talking about treatment and nothing anymore!

All the leaves lapse, they cannot afford to relax,

Sometimes they are blamed for creating wealth,

But in fact, they forget all the enjoyment and fun,

They care for the patients and ignore their own health!

They suggest others to take a nutritious diet,

But few people know, doctors skip their meals,

When they examine and treat a number of  patients,

Hunger and thirst, doctors also feel!

They wish to spend good time at home,

With their family, kids, spouse and old parents,

But their duties are tough and demanding,

Their days and nights are devoted to the patients!

Many a times patients consult at the worst stage,

Hiding facts due to their ignorance,

Doctors try their best and the patients recover,

Else they face people's undue arrogance!

I appreciate the dedication of  honest doctors,

It should be understood by each and every one,

Medicine is not a career, but a penance,

So, kindly respect doctors and the medical profession!

Photographer: Neeharika Shembekar 

DOCTOR 
By Anjali Srivastava
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Mythology is a science

not something we studied

these myths were carved into our minds

and the truth was buried

but the spirit was never gone , it is yet to be discovered

this is the story of a woman whose beauty was covered

Her beauty was unparalleled , regal and strong

she was confident with her words

she could prove the innocent wrong

She had her own reputation

she wasn't just somebody's daughter

But these myths mistreated her

like her feelings didn't matter

She was adored by everyone who came her way

she could control them with her elegance

she could leave any man astray

She was a sight for sore eyes

They say "Beauty is in the eye of the beholder"

she was praised even by the gods

but the goddesses felt something colder

They were drowned in jealousy

so they ordered her demolition

they wanted her to be forgotten

under any unfeasible condition

So they defamed her

where she deserved hymns

They made her the villain,

and said her intentions were grim

Her eyes shined like stars

they had a light of their own

But the myths said they gave scars

That her gaze could turn you to stone

They said her skin had scales

she was uglier than a toad

Hair nothing but snakes

with red eyes that glowed

So they wrote unabashed, in the great odyssey

and the truth locked up in a chest without a key

She was so daunting that they had her beheaded

and in the folklore , this deception was embedded

But now we know they did injustice to her soul

This is the story of Medusa

and the men she turned to stone.

Myths 
Ananya Kumar

Age: 13, Class: IX

Chickar International School

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1



The earth breathes heavily, blood turns cold, lips blue

wondering if something you can do to rescue.

The chest pains in melancholy

sitting all alone praying for magic and mercy

in the warzone on the alert.

The Victorian blue eyes are teary, vision blurred.

The secret silent sobs echo behind the blanket of ozone layer,

the bosom of the air is drowned in the ocean of despair,

Between heavy rains of tears and hot-headedness,

It tries to maintain sanity while resisting the weight of stress

The butterflies in the belly are threatened and feel choked and distressed

Sharp eyed vultures up above restlessly cry for help

as the brazen progress is unstoppable

turning the home into hell

The nerves of fallen trees begin to freeze,

As the dirty dance of death, breaks the knees

and ribs of land

and stops the breathless breeze.

When the essence of existence lay bare and cast down,

the destroyed glory of God mourns the fate of global town.
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Sun shines softly

As if it’s on my loft

The Toy car goes

Vroom

I am stuck

In my room

Thunder and lightning

Scare me ...

For My cat its frightening

My dog's endless barks

As if it has seen sharks..

I love to sit by my window

Soaking in the play of light

and shadow

Having my cup of tea

Forgetting where I left my keys…

Everyone is in their nest

Birds, Monkeys, Squirrels

The trees sway to the gentle wind...

Leaves fall and touch the earth

Drops of water trickle down

Desires melt and break

all shackles

Divine oneness of souls

Dancing of hearts

Engulf the sheets

My heart soars

As our eyes meet

Poets paint pink

Colours, Nature and Emotions

have infinite link to..

Our love, our togetherness

The storm within has transformed..

Let it all flow

Just keep your glow

Let’s have marshmallows

O my beloved!

hold me close and sing

I could go weak

On my knees...

Sparkling and Shining

Behind cloud doors

I miss the moon

Is it monsoon

Yes it is monsoon!

It’s Monsoon
Shanti Bhushan Roy
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I won't let go

Of myself

Music of my soul

It's precious

I won't give up

my freedom

To sing

To love

To be human

Darkness

Threat

Violence

Gun

Beard

Turban

Have no solace

Opium tonic

Makes minds

Tick

How can they

Ban Music

They forget

To be human

How can they

Kill anyone

I will always Sing
By Shanti Bhushan Roy

They can't take

My soul

My goal

My dream

As I scream

In pain

Without gain

I won't give up

My music

They have

no logic

It's tragic

Soul will long for 

freedom

I will always be

in the Ring

I will always

Sing!!

Photographer: Praharsh Bajpai

Indian Filmmaker, Cinematographer



It was a beautiful summer morning, with clear blue sky. The girl relished

the summer season as it was time for festivals. Soon the streets were to be

decorated with glittering lamps. And the thought of vibrant and colourful

processions with hundreds of people dancing, chanting and shouting made

Yassa excited. She loved the colourful floats (Omekashi) and she enjoyed

eating snacks from the food stalls lined up on the streets.

Today she was super excited as it was her 10th birthday and her mother

had stitched a bright pink kimono for her which reminded her of Sakura

festival in spring. Her father had bought matching zori sandals and tabi

socks from the market. They lived a little far from the hustle and bustle of

the city. Their wooden house with tile roof was lined on the banks of

Otagawa river.

Yassa washed herself and wore her new birthday kimono. Then the family

sat down for breakfast. Her mother had made steamed rice, miso soup and

Tsukemono (Japanese pickle).

As soon as they began to eat, the ground began to rumble. Her mother

took her hand and dragged her outside. A mushroom cloud billowed into

the sky and everything turned white and she fell unconscious. When she

opened her eyes, there were charred bodies around her and her pink

kimono was now black with soot. There was smoke and debris

everywhere. “The little boy" had engulfed and darkened forever the

future of the little girl. She sat alone shattered near her mother’s charred

body.

A Short Story

Hiroshima

Waheeda Hussain 
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"Becoming" by Michelle Obama was not my instinctive choice, but I saw it flashed 

across the social media so often that I could not suppress my curiosity and got hold of 

it on Audible.

On audible, it's a big book extending to 17 plus hours of listening, read by Michelle 

Obama herself.

The book is a memoir of Michelle Obama as she recounts her "becoming" from her 

childhood at Euclid Avenue in the south side of Chicago to the eight years in the White 

House as the First Lady during President Barack Obama's tenure.

Becoming takes you on a narrative journey of Michelle Robinson, experiencing and 

imbibing the middle class, humble values as she grew up in the Euclid Avenue of 

Southside Chicago. She describes herself as a competitive kindergartner, who made the 

class teacher take a retest for her because she was not able to get the coveted grade.

Her ambition to be better than any average student continued until she became a 

lawyer from Harvard Law School. After she graduated she worked in a law firm where 

Barack Obama was 3 years her Junior, though he was senior to her in age.

When she married Barack Obama, she felt for the first time that she needed to "make a 

swerve" as she describes it, and decided to pursue a job and career apart from being a 

lawyer. Her new job consisted of increasing citizen engagement with the Chicago city 

hospital.

As she was struggling to run a household with two growing daughters and a 

demanding job, Barack Obama had already become a senator and had decided to run 

for the President's post.

BECOMING BY MICHELLE OBAMA

Dr. Maitreyee Joshi 
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When she shifted to The White House as a First Lady, the old question which she had 

been asking herself, " Am I good enough?", surfaced again.

In the White House, when she asked Hillary Clinton for advice, she was told not to try 

to be involved in her husband's job as a President, since according to her, the American 

people did not approve of it much.

Michelle Obama in the White House, planted a kitchen garden, the produce from 

which was used in the White House kitchen; started a countrywide move to change the 

menu of big chains of hotels to be less in sugar, salt and oil. The movement included 

the menus of the school canteens also.

She started a fitness drive all over America and also had informal meetings with 

teenage schoolgirls in the White House to discuss their career plans and future choices. 

She became an ambassador of girls education.

Through all of this, she stuck to her humble middle-class values and passionately put 

them forward. She never lost sight of the basics and the down to earth in bringing up 

her two lovely daughters, Malia and Sasha.

She bares it all when she tells how in spite of every privilege of being a First lady and 

the daughters of the President of America, they lived under constant political glare, a 

threat to their lives from everywhere and anywhere, and the stress of public life.

She does not forget to remember and mention each of her friends, who supported her 

through the whole journey, especially her gang of girls wherever she went throughout 

her life. According to Michelle Obama, women friends have forever been her support 

systems

Michelle Obama, a black woman from Chicago comes across as a candid First Lady 

and she becomes a role model for every young, hard-working girl who dares to dream.

BECOMING BY MICHELLE OBAMA- - Dr. Maitreyee Joshi 
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Ganesh Chaturthi also known as “Vinayak Chaturthi” is one of the most spectacular festivals in

India. Hindus not only across the country but all over the world celebrate the 10 day long festival

with great enthusiasm. Ganesh Chaturthi becomes a joyful moment for all Hindus. This is the

festival when lord comes home to bless devotees. Lord Ganesh is considered harbinger of good

times and the Hindus believe that worshipping Lord Ganesh during the festival brings good luck

and prosperity to the family.

The festival is held to commemorate the birth anniversary of Lord Ganesh. Born on the fourth day

(Chaturthi) of the bright fortnight of Bhadrapada, Lord Ganesh also called “Pratham Devata” by

His devotees is foremost amongst all Gods. All Hindu rituals begin with an invocation to this deity.

OM SHRI GANESHAAYA NAMAH – the four letter mantra is enchanted to begin the prayer to

Lord Ganesh to seek his blessings before starting a new venture.

Architect of The Sarvajanik Ganeshotsav  
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While Ganesh Chaturthi has been celebrated in Indian homes from times immemorial. The present

day public celebration has a very interesting history and it is difficult to believe that the festival in

its current form is just over a century old.

Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaja, the founder of Maratha Empire started the Ganesh Chaturthi

celebrations in the 16th century after Mughal- Maratha wars to promote culture and nationalism.

The festival assumed the nature of a major public event rather than remaining confined to

individual homes. Peshwas family deity being Lord Ganesh; the festival was celebrated with lot of

enthusiasm during the rule of Peshwas. The festival lost its state patronage with the fall of Peshwas.

Ganesh festival once again became a private family celebration during the British Raj. the British

government had banned public and political gatherings for more than twenty people but they

exempted religious assembly for prayers at mosque on Fridays. This blocked the public gatherings

of Hindus because the Hindu religion did not mandate weekly gatherings for praying.

Bal Gangadhar Tilak, an Indian nationalist, a social reformer and one of the stalwarts of India’s

freedom movements, decided to use religion to inculcate a feeling of unity among masses through a

festive fervour. He observed that Lord Ganesh was the most beloved God of Hindus and was

worshipped by all classes of people. He realized Ganesh’s idol was the best way to bond people and

to bridge the gap between Brahmins and non-Brahmins.

The idea of celebrating Ganesh Utsav publicly captivated Tilak when Ganesh idol was publicly

placed by Bhausaheb Laxman Javale in Pune in 1892. Tilak popularised Ganesh Chaturthi as a

National festival to unite all social classes and circumvent the British colonial law on large public

gatherings. It was in fact one of the strongest movements to evoke nationalism and had the

potential to arouse the public. The idea of celebrating Ganesh Utsav publicly captivated the

common man.

“Sarvajanik Ganeshotsav” – the public celebration of Ganesh festival was started by Tilak in 1893.

He transformed the annual domestic Ganesh Chaturthi festival into a large well organised public

event. Large clay idols of Ganesh were installed in pavilions. He established the practice of

submerging the idols installed at public celebration on the 10th day of the festivity.

The first and the oldest mandal ‘Keshavi Naik Chawl Sarvajanik Ganeshotsav” was set up at

Girgaum in 1893. Soon the spirit of festivity spread like a wildfire. Mandals were set up in every

nook and corner of Bombay. People from different religions gathered to celebrate the festival. The

streets were turned into venues for 10 day long festivity.

Architect of The Sarvajanik Ganeshotsav- Dr. Aparna Pradhan
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This brilliant political move by Tilak served dual purpose – firstly, it served a meeting place for

common people of all castes and communities at a time when public gatherings were forbidden by

the British Empire. Secondly, it united Hindus irrespective of their castes and ignited the fire of

patriotism to silently aid the freedom struggle. He revived the patriotic spirit amongst the masses. It

served as a public forum for mass communication.

During the ten day festivity debates, plays, concerts, folk dances, intellectual discourses etc. were

organised and people from all castes and communities participated whole-heartedly in these

activities. Speeches by national leaders both Hindus and Muslims and briefings by Tilak himself on

these forums aroused awakening in the masses to protest against British rule and fight for Swaraj.

The present day “Sarvajanik Ganeshotsav’ is a continuation of Bal Gangadhar Tilak’s version of

Ganesh Chaturthi. It is celebrated not only in Maharashtra but also in other states with great

enthusiasm. The oldest Ganapati pandal at Girgaum, Mumbai sticks to its old tradition of

celebrating the festival even today. They do not use loud speakers or dhol-tasha. They still order two

and a half feet Ganesh idol for the festival every year from the same sculptor family for the last four

generations.

The preparations of the modern day festival start months in advance. Huge pandal are erected and

colourful beautiful idols are installed both at homes and in Sarvajanik Ganesh Pandal. Many pandal

are now installing eco-friendly idols to curb pollution. Ganesha idols are placed on a raised

platform. The priest invokes life into the idol amidst chanting of mantras. Sixteen rituals known as

Shodacha-Upachaara Puja (worship by 16 offerings) involved in the puja are followed religiously.

Mantras are chanted and aarti is performed. Prasad is offered to all the devotees after aarti.

During the festival time the idols are worshipped every day and thousands of people visit these

pandal. According to Hindu scriptures, prayers should be offered to Lord Ganesha and Ganesha

mantras should be chanted on Ganesha Chaturthi day to seek His blessings. Devotional songs, folk

songs and traditional dances and drum beats are a part of the rituals.

Thousands of people come to bid farewell to the Lord. On the day of immersion the statues are

carried on decorated floats. Devotional song, dance and drum beats add charm to the procession and

immersion of the idols. The idols are immersed amidst loud sounds of “Ganapati Maharaj ki Jai”.

The festival comes to an end with a plea to the lord to return back the next year with chants of

“Ganapati Bappa Morya, pudcha varshi laukar ya (Hail Lord Ganesh, return again next year).

“MAY LORD GANESH SHOWER HIS BLESSINGS ON YOU”  

HAPPY GANESH CHATURTHI 
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“O Janardana! What pleasure will we derive from killing the sons of Dhritarashtra?

Although they are criminals, sin alone will be our lot if we kill them.”

Fourteen-year-old Arjuna read out a passage from the Bhagvad Gita to his grandfather who

was seated on a wheel chair. The grandfather listened to the passage endearingly and

smiled.

“Do you know the meaning of this passage?” Narayan Singh asked his grandson. Arjuna

wore a quizzical look on his face. He had migrated from reading Harry Potter and sci-fi to

ancient Indian epics goaded by his grandfather, much to his consternation.

Over the last six months, every night before going to bed, this was the routine. The young

boy read out a chapter of C Rajagopalachari’s Ramayana or Mahabharata, and at times

some passages of the Song Celestial to his grandfather.

The stripling youngster was endowed with several talents. He was proficient in his studies,

especially the sciences and mathematics. The teenager was a mellifluous singer and a

reasonably talented cricketer. The multi-faceted youngster, was extremely shy by nature.

Arjuna’s mother was however always supportive of her son and goaded him to showcase his

talents. But the youngster just lacked the pluck to perform in dramatics, music competitions,

participate in sports or even whisper in the class. The fourteen-year-old lived in a world of

stage fright. He was perennially fighting the demons in his mind. The talented youngster

earned the epithet of bookworm in school on account of his diffident nature.

There was a new entrant to Arjuna’s class 10-B in the form of charming and glamorous

Draupadi. Soon she became the cynosure of all class 10 students. Arjuna too nursed a secret

desire to befriend Draupadi, but could not muster adequate courage as he grappled with his

negative thoughts. Draupadi realized that Arjuna was the smartest of them all, and made

overtures. His inability to respond to her, gave her the impression that he was spurning her.

ARJUNA’S MOJO
Ravi Velluri 
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She assumed that Arjuna was haughty and arrogant. In order to settle the scores, she became

pally with Karan of 10-C, an equally talented student, though of an indifferent pedigree and

not a Rajput like her. Of course, this did not deter their bonding, perhaps more because

Draupadi’s endeavour was to spite Arjuna. Arjuna was aghast and he shed tears in solitude as

the only girl he nursed feelings towards had forsaken him.

Kunti, Arjuna’s mother was aware about the psychological condition of her son as was her

father-in-law Narayan Singh. Kunti hailed from the princely family of Bikaner and lived the

life of a princess in her childhood and youth. She was chosen by her parents to serve the

family guru, Swami Durvasa Sharma. This she performed with devotion and distinction until

her marriage to Pandu Singh. Tragically, she had had a troubled relationship with her

maverick husband Pandu Singh, worsened by his roving eye. He was fond of going on shikars

or hunting expeditions pretty often. The couple squabbled incessantly and this impacted the

mind of young Arjuna. The youngster simmered with anger given this atmosphere at home.

To make things worse, Pandu Singh was in a live-in relationship with Madri Roy Singh of

Cooch Behar. As a child, he could not quite comprehend as to why his parents did not live

together. He realised that there was something amiss and his father would be away for days

from the family. His mother shed copious tears in solitude. Even when her husband made

brief appearances in the household, it brought only misery to his mother. Arjuna could not

comprehend the developments but developed a deep animus towards his father.

When Arjuna was nine, the family received the news that Pandu and Madri had met their

nemesis when the cottage they occupied was torched by some local tribals. They were

affronted that the presence of the outsider who did not respect their ways was destroying their

cultural moorings and traditions. Young Arjuna, his mother Kunti and grandfather Narayan

were devastated with the news. Arjuna further retreated into his shell. He became an absolute

introvert.

“We need to extricate Arjuna from this cesspool,” Kunti said to her father-in-law.

“From today let Arjuna spend one hour with me every night before going to bed. I will

metamorphose his personality. He will become robust and brawny,” the patriarch of the family

was to tell his daughter-in-law.

Then began the classes to inculcate valour through the study of ancient epics of India.

“O Arjuna! He who thus knows the nature of my divine birth and action, he is not born again

when he dies, but attains me. Many, purified through the meditation of knowledge, have

immersed themselves, in me and sought refuge in me, discarding attachment, fear and anger.”

Narayan Singh recited this epochal passage from Bhagvad Gita to his grandson.

He continued further.

“O son of Kunti, whatever you don’t wish to do because of delusion, you will have to

undertake in spite of that, because you are tied down by your natural duty. O Arjuna, God is

established in the hearts of all beings and, through maya, makes all beings whirl, as if they

are mounted on machines.”

ARJUNA’S MOJO- Ravi Velluri 
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Narayan Singh stood up from his wheel chair.

As if on cue, Kunti Singh played B.R Chopra’s talismanic tele serial Mahabharata where Lord

Krishna was displaying his Vishwarup.

Arjuna Singh felt shivers in his body. He was emboldened after listening to the Bhagvad Gita

over a period of eighteen days, listening to the eighteen chapters and witnessing the majestic

form of Lord Krishna. He picked up his guitar and decided to participate in the upcoming

competition in school.

His grandfather gave him a slip of paper and made him promise to read the contents only next

day in school. After filing his nomination for the competition, Arjuna opened the piece of

paper and was shocked.

Yet another bombshell hit him.

Karan was his elder brother. He was the son of his mother and Guru Durvasa Sharma.

But today Arjuna had rediscovered his mojo. Much like Arjuna of Mahabharata had picked up

his Gandiva and was ready to face the world headlong, the young boy was a transformed

personality reading the epics at the feet of his grandfather. Narayan Singh recited this epochal

passage from Bhagvad Gita to his grandson.

He continued further.

“O son of Kunti, whatever you don’t wish to do because of delusion, you will have to

undertake in spite of that, because you are tied down by your natural duty. O Arjuna, God is

established in the hearts of all beings and, through maya, makes all beings whirl, as if they are

mounted on machines.”

Narayan Singh stood up from his wheel chair.

As if on cue, Kunti Singh played B.R Chopra’s talismanic tele serial Mahabharata where Lord

Krishna was displaying his Vishwarup.

Arjuna Singh felt shivers in his body. He was emboldened after listening to the Bhagvad Gita

over a period of eighteen days, listening to the eighteen chapters and witnessing the majestic

form of Lord Krishna. He picked up his guitar and decided to participate in the upcoming

competition in school.

His grandfather gave him a slip of paper and made him promise to read the contents only next

day in school. After filing his nomination for the competition, Arjuna opened the piece of

paper and was shocked.

Yet another bombshell hit him.

Karan was his elder brother. He was the son of his mother and Guru Durvasa Sharma.

But today Arjuna had rediscovered his mojo. Much like Arjuna of Mahabharata had picked up

his Gandiva and was ready to face the world headlong, the young boy was a transformed

personality reading the epics at the feet of his grandfather.

ARJUNA’S MOJO- Ravi Velluri 
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1. Maataa Shatruhu Pitaa Vairii :

Own Parents (Mother and Father) seem like enemies 

to the Child (Boy), who has not been educated;

He is a misfit in an assembly (august gathering),

just like a Crane would be, in the midst of Swans.

2. Sukhaarthii chet tyajedvidyaam :

A pleasure-seeker should give up on Knowledge,

A student (seeker of Knowledge) should give-up pleasures;

How can a pleasure-seeker gain Knowledge?,

and from whence pleasures, for a (true) student?

3. Aachaaryaat Paadamaadatte :

A student acquires Knowledge in the following manner :

One-fourth received from the Teacher,

one-fourth using his/her own intellect,

one-fourth vide interaction with Class-mates,

and the remaining one-fourth in the course of time.

4. Svagruhe Pujyate Murkhaha :

Even a fool is viewed with regard, in his own home;

a rich man receives adulation, in his own village;

a King is worshipped in his own Kingdom;

only a Vidwaan (learned man) is truly respected everywhere.

5. Janitaa Chopanetaa Cha :

The following five are regarded as father-figures :

Own Father; Spiritual Father;

the Knowledge-giver;

the provider of food/means of livelihood;

and the remover of fears.

English-translation of the Sanskrit Upadeshamala Verses

Translated by : Ganesh Rajamani Iyer

S. No. / Upadeshamala Shloka Title /‘Taatparya’ – Meaning (in English) :
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6. Gurupatni Raajapatni :

The following five are regarded as ‘Mothers’ / Maternal-figures :

Guru’s wife; King’s wife;

Elder brother’s wife;

Wife’s mother, and own mother.

7. Satyam Maata Pitaa Gnaanam :

The following six are my relatives :

Truth is my Mother, Wisdom my Father;

Virtue my Brother, Kindness my Friend;

Peace my Wife, and Patience my Child (Son).

8. ‘Khalaha(k) Karoti Durvruttam’ :

The consequences or effects of evil deeds, done by wicked men, 

are certainly felt by noble / sagely men;

Ravana took away (abducted) Sita, 

but it was the Ocean whose smooth flow was affected! 

(due to the ‘Setubandhanam’/bridge).

9. ‘Yatha Paropakaareshu, Nityam Jagarti Sajjana ha’ :

Just as a good man is always awake, for doing good to others; so is a bad man 

always awake, for doing harm to others.

10. ‘Shlokardhena Pravashyaami’ :

The essence contained in crores of books can be told in half-a-shloka; doing good to 

others results in Punya, whereas doing harm to others results in Paapa.

11. Gacchann Pipiiliko yaati :

Whereas a moving ant can travel even hundreds of yojanas;

a stationary Garuda does not move even a single step.

English-translation of the Sanskrit Upadeshamala Verses
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Source of the original Shlokas in Samskrit : Samskrita Baladarshaha :

or the 'Infant Reader' : published by R. S. Vadhyar & Sons, Palakkad.

Note : Nobody knows who are the authors of these timeless, wonderful Upadeshamala Shlokas (literal 

meaning of Upadeshamala : A Garland of good sayings/advice ! ); these have been passed on, since time 

immemorial, by the 'Shruti & Smruti' paddhati / Oral-traditions of our ancient land : Bharat-varsha,

situated in 'Jambu-dweepa' ! :-)

12. Udyogaha(kh) khalu kartavyaha :

To obtain the fruits/expected results, one must, indeed, make efforts like a cat, which drinks 

milk, daily, even though it has no access to cows, right from the time of its birth.

13. Ekasya Karma Samvikshaya :

Upon observing a mis-deed being carried out, others also follow-suit, in doing the same 

blameable-act; People are prone to doing as others do (being blind-followers), instead of 

caring for the truth/seeking the truth.

14. “Sampado Mahataameva”:

Only great people experience the extremities - great prosperity or great adversity; only the 

moon waxes and wanes, whereas the stars do not change at all.

15. “Krushhato Naasti Durbhiksham”:

The farmer does not experience any scarcity of household provisions; the person who 

prays does not sin; the silent-person does not quarrel; and the ever-alert/wakeful person

does not experience fear.

English-translation of the Sanskrit Upadeshamala Verses

Photographer: Nikita Saxena

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1



Book Review: Splinters of a Broken Mirror

By Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Friends, this Pandemic has been a difficult, anxiety-provoking and a financially

compromised period, but at least it was populated by some super fine literature and as

Litterateurs, we took our silver linings wherever we could.

My hallowed duty as a literary artist is to take a look at Neelam Saxena Chandra’s

latest Anthology, Splinters of a Broken Mirror. Tears were spilled, feelings were hurt

and the poems were re-read before interviewing the Poetess on Red Carpet Stories.

We all know that poetry is extremely subjective. This is not a poetry book, but a box

which includes human stains, mistakes, noise, profound expressions of grief, grappling,

vivid images, resilience and a number of invisible photographs which flashed in my

inward eye. It’s highly original, and, if I’m being fair, it bears an enormous emotional

weight despite carrying a few scattered words. Feelings are complicated and so is

poetry. But the best part is, most of the poems end on a note of reconciliation.

Neelam Saxena’s writing moves quickly, with a constantly changing rhythm and a

centre in motion, and the resulting poems are buoyant, often playful, as they cover a

wide gamut of emotions: desire to violence, from women empowerment to spirituality.

She has a prodigious ability to experiment with form and syntax.
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This incredible collection makes her a spokeswoman of poetry. Her act of writing poetry is

perpetually and necessarily expansive. Language urges her to wander into a place that offers

her ripples of laughter and a few cathartic tears. She sounds vulnerable in ways that she may

not have anticipated, but the vulnerability that she claims isn’t the whole story. She has

managed to gather all the splinters of a broken mirror and created an Anthology with it. Her

work does not stay in the realm of the abstract - much of the collection lingers on the

relationships that make up our lives on Earth, the poignancy of grief, and its existence on a

scale, both personal and planetary. She is one of those rare and exceptional writers who can

seamlessly blend the personal and the mythic to create shimmering gems that are both joyous

and horrifying, tender and brutal, intimate and sweeping.

Truly the most brilliant and affecting poetry collection I’ve read during the pandemic. Neelam

Saxena compels us to read many of her poems through the lens of her complicated—loving,

melancholic and at times blatantly troubling, yet interesting and engaging relationship with

life. It is a must read during these overwhelmingly unpredictable times about fearing the

unknowable.

The book is artful, beautiful, sometimes funny, subtle when subtlety is required, razor sharp

when that better suits her needs. It investigates memory and identity, self-doubt and self-

expression. The realization at the end of this book sits heavily upon the heart: What follows is

a poetic document of such revelatory force that it can be clubbed as a lament, testimony, and

celebration, depending upon the reader response.

Neelam Saxena’s language is dense and disquietingly beautiful in its diction. Yet beneath her

bewitching language, lies the pain: and it all seems so effortless. This is a book that, even just

from its title will haunt the readers. It is one of those rare poetry books that is near-universally

praised by poets, but which also captures the attention of even fair-weather friends of poetry.

A must read not only because of the content of the work but also because of its rhythmic

insistence. It is a book of unapologetic wandering and unapologetic reflection. It is all the

more beautiful for how it invites its readers to wander with it.

Why do we ever pick up a book of poetry if we had our hearts broken again and again? Well,

the book inspires us to pick up those broken pieces of heart and recreate a newer self. Saxena

leaves the reader standing on the edge of a cliff, holding our hearts in her hand. Her endings

are perfectly sharpened blades brandishing the last blow, after a slow rhythmic build. Neelam

Saxena poises her readers on a tightrope and knows just when to shake. And it is in being

punctured and shaken that we enter a place of stillness where we, the readers, can begin to

grapple with pain, memory, trauma, on an individual and communal scale.
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The contest was conceived and hosted by Nivedita Roy on Neelam Saxena’s page for 4 Saturdays

consecutively, starting from June 26 till July 17th. The adrenaline rush was natural as it was a first of

its kind on the page!

Rules were announced during the show.

Words / topics were given on the spot. Contestant were given 10 minutes to write their piece. Then

they had the task of reciting their poems on air .

Winners were announced at the end of each show.

Details of the show:

26th June Session 1 - on the spot Hindi poetry competition ( live)

topic was
Main achambhit ho jaati hoon / मैं अचिंसभत हो जाती हूाँ
Harpreet Kaur - winner of the contest created a brilliant poem with a message which impressed the

judge Dr Renu Misra.

Second place was won by Alka Nigam and Sarita Tripathi ! Ashu Ratra’s sporting spirit won her the

third position.

3rd July session 2 - on the spot English poetry writing competition ( live )

Topic - If I knew then what I know now

Neelam Saxena as the judge enacted a forgetful person and brought lot of fun and positive energy to

the session

Ritika S. won the first prize here with an impressive and dramatic recital.

Seema Jain won the second place and Shail Raghuvanshi got the third position.

10th July Session 3 - on the spot Hindi/Urdu shayari competition ( live )
Topic -Unn lamhon se guzaarish hai/ उन लम्हों  े गजुाररश है
The winner here was Ajay Verma

Second place was captured by Sunil Joshi and third was by Surekha Sahu.

Anoop Pandey as a judge was very precise and particular about his criteria and made a great

decision. He meticulously created a rubric to give his feedback to each contestant.

17th July Session 4 - a grand finale evening with all 3 winners from each show was full of vibrancy

and mixed bag of recitals. The purpose was to felicitate the winners and end the series on a high

note with more poetry reverberating on NS page.

The contestants were amazing during group sessions and they brought in a bag full of enthusiasm

and talent to the show.

The judges were very meticulous and had a tough job to do. They recited a poem each while the

contestants were on the task.

Prasoon ,the designer and fondly called the poster boy was instrumental in preparation of posters for

shows each week and certificates for winners .

As the host of the show Nivedita Roy had ban amazing experience. She has many memories of the

contestants abiding with rules yet keeping the atmosphere full of camaraderie and mutual support.
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Kavita Ki िक्षा
On the Spot Poetry Writing Contest

By Nivedita Roy



ब्रह्माण्ड
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एक मुसलसल सी ककताब सा जीता ह ूँ मैं

भरी-भरी है, खाली भी है
हर दिन एक नये सफ़हे पर कुछ ललखती है
कुछ सफ़हे इतने रंगीं कक जैसे इन्द्रधनुष से

कुछ शफ़ाक, कुछ धुूँधले से भी....
अधललखे, भरे, कुछ मुडे हुये भी

जबसे उतरी है बाजार में,
भाग रही है....

मीलों चलकर, रातों जगकर
खारा-मीठा-सािा चखकर

एक हाथ से ि जे में, किर तीजे, चौथे....
कहीं कभी कोई रख भी लेता है संभालकर
कुछ दिन उसकी भी होकर रह लेती है

अपने घर आने को बेक़रार सी लगती है अब
ककतने कक़स्से, ककतने माजी, ना जाने ककतने

अफ़साने
तह कर के रख लेती है

लम्हा लम्हा उतर रही है जजल्ि,
आजकल सीता ह ूँ मैं

एक मुसलसल सी ककताब सा जीता ह ूँ मैं ।
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किताब

ब्रजेश लसहं



बचपन में कहा था एक बार, भ ख लगी है
वो है कक आज भी थाली सजाए बैठी है ।
रात में कहा था एक बार, डर लगता है
वो है कक आज भी नीड उडायें बैठी है ।
ध प में कहा था एक बार, प्यास लगी है,
वो है कक आज भी गागर बहाये बैठी है ।
बसतं में कहा था एक बार, ि ल चादहए,

वो है कक आज भी बागीचा खखलाए बैठी है ।
जजद्ि में कहा था एक बार, खखलौना चादहए,
वो है कक आज भी हाट लगाए बैठी है ।

जोश में कहा था एक बार, तेरी रक्षा करूँ गा,
वो है कक आज भी राखी सजाए बैठी है ।
लडकपन में कहा था एक बार, प्यार है,
वो है कक आज भी दिल लगाए बैठी है ।
जवानी में कहा था एक बार, कु़ब ल है,
वो है कक आज भी लसिं र लगाए बैठी है ।
बुढापे में कहा था एक बार, अूँधेरा है,

वो है कक आज भी चचराग जलाये बैठी है ।
वो माूँ है, बहन है , बीवी है , बेटी है ,

वो है कक आज भी सब कुछ लटुाए बैठी है।

वो  ब िुछ लुिाए बैठी है
लेजटटनेंट कननल सललल जैन
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भटकती किरती थी मैं, गाूँव -गाूँव, शहर -शहर
कहां -कहां नहीं भटकी मैं, कौन गली, कौन डगर
याि ये भी नहीं कक ककससे प छा,ककसको लमली

प छती किरती थी उसे, मैं तो बस जजस जजससे लमली

जाने ककतने जन्द्म बीते उसे ढ ूँढ- ढ ूँढ यहां- वहां
जाने ककतनी बार मैं क्या- क्या न बनी कहां- कहां
जाने ककतनों की सतंान,ककतनों की बनी बाप- माूँ
हर बार कोई रप धरा नया, जन्द्म ललया जहां -जहां

कोई योगी,साध या स फ़ी ऐसा कभी लमला नहीं
रह को खोजने वाले को राह जो दिखाए सही
एक दिन मेरे कानों में जैसे कोई िेववाणी गई

त अंश है उसी ईश्वर का, स्वयं को क्यों ढ ूँढ रही ?

रूह िो खोजने वाले
अजंली श्रीवास्तव

Fehmida Haider 

Artist
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वो लमट्टी था चचनाबों की खाललस दहिंसु्तानी,
िपन से तना चेहरा खाूँटी माटी की उजास ललये….

जजस भी ककरिार में चाहे पानी सा उतर जाए,

जान भर िे कहाननयों के ककताबी कैरेक्टर में….

बात कह िे तो बस य ूँ लगे के ब्रह्म वाक्य है,

दिलो दिमाग के रास्ते लफ़्जज रह को छ जाएूँ….

सवाल पूछत ीं ननगाहें मशाल की बेबस चीखें,
बक गोपी की या कराह िेविास की आह….

कौन कंबख्त है जो जीने के ललये पीता है कहे
तो ककस पारो का दिल न चीर िे ऐसी तडप….

जब भी लमललये इन ककरिारों से आवाक् हो बदैठये,

अगर सलीम बन के माूँग ले तो जान िे कई….

दिलीप कुमार, तमु एक नहीं थे, तमु कहीं नहीं गये,

तमु आस पास ही हो, हम सब में थोडे जजंिा….

खुशनसीब हैं हम कक तमुने हमारे िौर में साूँसें बाूँटी,
*य सफु़* बडे अजीज थे तमु, बडे अजीज हो तमु….

अनूप िुमार पािंडये

दिलीप कुमार
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बडी मुफ्श्िल में है
ये िेश।
बढे हैं आम जनों
िे तलेश।
है जीना हुआ
बडा मुहाल…!

बडा ही बुरा
हुआ है हाल…!

 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

तुमने तो घूमें हैं
िई िेश…!!!

और परखे हैं
िई पररवेश…!!!

िेखिर भााँप लेते हो
नब्जज भी नाप लेते हो।
 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

िवा भी हैं
िआु भी है
हालााँकि कि थोडी
िम ले, कफर हैं।
लेकिन …जाने तया है बात…!

अ र िोनों में
िम ले, कफर है।
 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

अन प कुमार पांडये

समयााँ िरवेश
 ुनो ना …
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क़िजा में िाले  ाये हैं
डराते हैं
जो आआ िे।
हवा में जहर फैला है
मरे हैं
लोग  ााँ ले िे।
 मझ पर
लग गये ताले।
आिे िोई
इन्द्हें  म्हाले।
 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

लोग अच्छे
भले थे िल,

जान  े आज जाते हैं…!

जान िो छीनने
 ाये आह
िबे पााँव आते हैं…!

िोई मिंतर
जरा फूाँ िो..!
सश़िा िोई जरा
पढ िो…!

 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

तुम्हारे बोल जािू हैं
िोई सम री
 ी घुलती है…!

तुम्हारे इितारे िी धनु
रब्जब िे दिल
में ब ती है…!

तुम्हारी आमि मरहम है
तुम  े रहमत बर ती है…!

जरा  ा
अपनी क़ितरत  े
हमें भी  ुिून िे िो ना…!

 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!

समयााँ िरवेश
 ुनो ना
तुम्हारी बडी जरूरत है…!



जो तुम हो साथ
तो मैं आस बन जाऊं

जो बन जाओ तुम राधा
मैं तेरा श्याम कहलाऊं

मझेु है अलभमान तुम पर
यह कैसे मैं बतलाऊं
हृिय की बेसधुी को

कैसे तुम तक मैं पहुचाऊं
जो बन जाओ तुम राधा
मैं तेरा श्याम कहलाऊं

अब चाह नहीं ि जी
कक बबन तेरे सहारा हो

जो सिर करो तुम कश्ती से
तो मैं पतवार बन जाऊं
जो बन जाओ तुम राधा
मैं तेरा श्याम कहलाऊं

मझुे ववश्वास है तुम पर
जो समझो तो मैं बतलाऊं
जो चलो तुम हंस के रथ पर
मैं तेरा सारथी बन जाऊं
जो बन जाओ तुम राधा
मैं तेरा श्याम कहलाऊं

नहीं है चाह कोई और
कक मैं अब और क्या पाऊं
ह्रिय की ग ंज सनु राधा
कक मैं तुझ में ही खो जाऊं
जो बन जाओ तुम राधा
मैं तेरा श्याम कह लाऊं

Artist: Geethanjali Dilipतेरा श्याम िहलाऊिं
 ुनील जोशी
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मै साथ रहा ह ं मौन हे केशव,

मझेु साथ लेना तुम,

जग के इस भारी बबयावान में,
मझुे थाम लेना तुम।

मेरा क्या अजस्तत्व प्रभ,ु

मझु में तुम ही तुम हो प्रनत पल,

मैं तुममें अंगीकृत होकर,
नीचे था तो ले ल ं क्षणभर,
गहरा जल है भजक्त तेरी,
भव पार लगा िेना तुम,

किर वही योग का गीतामतृ,

बस मझुे वपला िेना तुम।
तुम ही तो कहते मर कर भी

कोई भी नहीं मरता,
सारे जीवो का अंश तुम्हारे,

मन में ही रहता ।
मेरी भी आत्म ज्योनत का िीपक,

कर िया बाल िेना तुम,

मैं भी तुममें रम जाऊं प्रभ,ु

कुछ ऐसा कर िेना तुम।
त नाव न बन इतना बल िे,

भवसागर पार तो कर ल ,ं
इस महासमर की तषृ्णा में,
मैं जीत तो हालसल कर ल ।ं
हे नाग नथैया मेरे उर के,

नाग नाथ िेना तुम,

मरुलीधर मोर मकुुटधारी,
मिृु तान सनुा िेना तुम।

क्या ही वह सुिंर रप ववलक्षण,

अिभतु दिखता होगा,
ननश्चय ही अजुनन के दृग में
उस क्षण भ मडंल होगा।

मै ववजस्मत ह ं वह सखुि स्वप्न,

कभी मझुे दिखा िेना तुम,

किर चाहे जीवन भर मझुको,
नेत्रह न कर िेना तुम।

मैं  ाध रहा हूिं मौन

पूनम पाण्डये
वािों की शैया पर लेटे,

यह भीष्म वपतामह सोच रहे,

गहृकलह का यह पररणाम हुआ,

अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
कंुती भी खडी लससकती है,

अपने प्रारब्ध पर रोती है,

कैसे हालात बने,

अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
अब धमनराज भी कहते हैं,
हम लटुा के सब कुछ बैठे हैं,
सत्ता पर कौन करे शासन,

अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
इस राज्य का वैभव व्यथन हुआ,

पा लेने का क्या अथन हुआ,

अचधकारी इसका कौन बने,

अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
अजुनन के आंस आंखों में,

बबखरे पररजनों की यािों में,
ववजय कब कौन हुआ जग में,
अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
मसु्काते हैं तब कृष्ण खड,े

सतंोष की है कमजोर जडें,
भाई - चारे की हत्या से,

अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।
जब धमन रसातल में चगरता,
कोई न ककसी का है होता,
सोचो तब कौन सखुी होगा,
अपने ही अपनों के न रहे।

अपने ही अपनों िे न रहे
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तुम कृपाननधान, तुम कृपालसधंु
पीत वस्र तुम धारणकतान
तुम हो सबके पालनकतान

किर न जाने जगत में क्यों है इतना हड़कीं प मचता
जीवन मतृ्यु के इस खेल में तुम ही सबके िखु को हरता।

तुम्हारी शरण में जो आ जाए
उसको तुम आनंि से भरता

तुम हो िीनबंध,ु िीनों के ियाल,

है कृष्णा, तुम इस जगत के महान कलाकार
तुम्हारे श्री नयन हैं कमल समान

तुम्हारे मखु की वाणी िेती है संसार को वेिों का ज्ञान।
शरणागत की तुम छरछाया
दे दे अपने चरणों की कृपा

एक ध ल का कण जजसकी मैं बनाऊं माला।

हे जगतनाथ, जगतपपता
कंचन मनचंिा

रूत ने वकया अनोखा श्रींगार,

इसको भ है ,जाने वकसका इींतजार,

खखल रहे गुल महक है कवलयाीं

देखखए जनाब ये है मौसम-ए-बहार।

ये काले घुमड़ते घन सुहाने,

गौर का काजल से लागे,

वबजल चमक बादल में

पायवलया क झींकार लागे।

हररयाल क चुनररया वलए

रुप सुहाना लागे,

ललाट पर स्ववणिम आभा वलए

चमकता वनशाचर लागे।

सुरवभत मनोरम सा समाीं

महकत इत्र स वो अप्सरा,

ओस क बूींदें , पवियोीं का गहना

ज्ोीं झुमके ,कीं गना सींग तन सजा।

श्रींगार

हरप्र त कौर
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मैं खािी ह ूँ
िेखो मैं तुम्हारी माूँ सी ह ूँ

मैं खािी ह ूँ
मैं गमी में शीतल

के जैसे ममता का आूँचल
सिी में गमन चा सी ह ूँ

मैं खािी ह ूँ
दहमालय से गंगा सागर तक
मैं ही ह ूँ सतरंगी इंरधनुष

सागर की लहरों सी छ जाती ह ूँ
मैं खािी ह ूँ

गांधी की पुकार में मैं ह ूँ
लाला जी की ललकार में मैं ह ूँ
हर शहीि को ओढाई जाती ह ूँ

मैं खािी ह ूँ
मेरे पे्रम की स ती डोरी में

बूँध गए आजािी के मतवाले सभी
स्वावलंबी चरखे पर काती जाती ह ूँ

मैं खािी ह ूँ
इनतहास में थी और आज में ह ूँ
मैं सिा से भारतीय समाज में ह ूँ

तुम्हारी पहचान तुम्हारा परचम तुम्हारी आजािी ह ूँ
मैं खािी ह ूँ

मैं कलश भी ह ूँ मैं सजिा भी
मैं ही गुरुद्वारे का हलवा भी

थी सखी और साथी ह ूँ
मैं खािी ह ूँ।

माूँ की ही तरह ना भुला िेना मुझको कहीं
कभी ललखना कभी पढना कभी बुनना मुझको भी

इस लमट्टी की आशीष ह ूँ मैं
इस हवा सी सीधी सािी ह ूँ

मैं खािी ह ूँ
मैं खािी ह ूँ

खािी
Anupam Ramesh Kinger 
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हर ले, किर बम बम बम बम लहरी,
सारे जग के बाबा तुम प्रहरी।।

हर ले, किर बम....

कैलाशपनत अवघडिानी,
सारी िनुनया में महािानी,
डमडम डमडम डमर बाजे,
छमछम छमछम भोला नाचें,
ननकला संस्कृत के अनंत स र,

ध्वनन ग ूँज ऊठा बमबम लहरी।।
हर ले, किर बम....

बन नीलकण्ठ ववषपान ककए,

जग को लशव जीवनिान दिए,

अडभंगी अंग भभ त लगा,
माथे पर जजसके चन्द्र सजा,
मस्त मलंग महेश मेरे ,

बोले जग जय बम बम लहरी।।
हर ले, किर बम....

हे ! िेवेश्वर मम ्पाप हरो,
हे ! िुुःखिलन संताप हरो,
ननत्यानन्द्िस्वरप िरश िीजै,
ववश्वनाथ महेश कृपा कीज,ै

जटाज ट में गंगा खेल रही,
अवतररत धरा पर गंगलहरी।।

हर ले, किर बम….

कल्याणस्वरप अजन्द्मा हो,
अनादि अनन्द्त सधुमान हो,
पालन संहार तुम्हीं से है,

अद्वतैस्वरप जगत में है,

हे! काशीश्वर अज्ञान हरो,
सचराचर जग गाता बमबम।।

हर हर बम….

कन्द्िपनिलन हे ! लशवशंकर ,

हे! शम्भ बरशलुलन ्माहेश्वर,
कर धारे बरश ल हे गौरीपते,
ललगंात्मस्वरप चचिानंिम ते,
हे ! पावनतीप्राणवल्लभाय ,

िो अभयिान बोले मन बमबम।।
हर ले, किर बम....

गुणहीन मलीन ह ूँ शरण तेरे,
बलहीन पनतत जीवन मेरे,
हे ! पापववमोचन पाप हरो,
िास का लशव उद्धार करो ,

ज्ञानामतृ पान करा शम्भो,
जपता हरपल हर ले, किर बमबम।।

हर ले, किर बम....
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दिन - रात, हर वक़्त, आए यही ख़्याल, 
क्यों हो गए हैं हमारे श्रलमक सब बेहाल।

जजन्द्होंने संवारा हमारा घर और संसार,
आज पड ेहैं सडक ककनारे वो ननढाल।

रोटी और पानी को हो रहे हैं मोहताज,
कौन है इनकी परेशाननयों का जजम्मेिार।

सभी तरि चचान है इनकी ही जोरिार,
टीवी, अखबार बता रहे इनका ही हाल।

सभी गु्रप में यह चचान का ववषय है खास,
ऐसा करना था, पर यह क्यों नहीं ककया।

पहले सोचना था, पर च क गई सरकार,
हल्ला बोल रहे हैं जनता और परकार।

श्रलमकों से नहीं था जजन्द्हें कोई भी सरोकार,
उठा ली उन्द्होंने भी अपनी जजह्वा से तलवार।

नहीं सोचा खुि  भी है इसके कुछ जजम्मेिार,
बात करके ले रहे हैं वह अपना पल्ला झाड।

काश होते िेश के नागररक भी थोड ेजजम्मेिार,
तो न होती इतनी मुसीबत इन श्रलमकों को 

बेकार।

कुछ कर रही सरकार, थोडा छ टा इस बार,
उस कमी को, चलो प रा करें हम लमलकर।

आओ करें उनके कुछ सपनें अब साकार,
बनाएं श्रलमकों का भी जीवन कुछ खुशहाल।

रात-दिन, सिी - गमी कदठन पररश्रम कर,
हमारे जीवन में लाते हैं जो खुलशयां हजार।

अब कुछ कहने से पहले करके दिखाना है, 
कुछ थोडा बस अपनी हैलसयत से करना है।

चलो लमलाएं अब इन्द्हें भी इनके पररवार से,
करें कम कुछ मुजश्कलें इनके भी जीवन से।

खुलशयों से जीने का इनका भी है अचधकार,
तभी हो पायेगा हमारा जीवन  कुछ साकार।
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क्य ूँ पसारं मैं हाथ
ककसी और के आगे,

जब मेरा मोहन
मझुे अपनी गोि में थामे।

जब लगता है
कक कुछ अध रा रह गया।
तभी चलती है ठंडी सी हवा

और ये क्या,
सहसा मेरा श्याम मझुसे

किर से कुछ मेरे कानों में कह
गया।

कहा है िेवकीनंिन ने
" ऐ बावरी ! क्य ूँ ढ ंढती है त 

य ूँ सारे जग में मझुे
त कब जानेगी कक तेरा कृष्ण

तेरे ही मन में है बसे।"
मेरे नयनों में बसी है छवव
मेरे कमलनयन की।

जजसकी मरुली में है शजक्त
नव कलरव, नव सजृन की।
है कान्द्हा मेरा ियाननचध

अनंत, अजेयऔर अपराजजत।
मैं ही क्या, ये सजृष्ट सारी

मेरे द्वारकाधीश पर है आचश्रत।

हे नारायण! हे परमवपता !

लेकर अपने हाथों में
करो कल्याण हे पद्महस्ता।
हम अनाथ हैं तुम बबन

तुम ही हो हमारे पालनहारे
हमारे प्यारे मनमोहन।

बस हम पर अपनी कृपा बनाये रखना
हे पाथनसारथी !

थाम के जीवन डोर मेरी
बन जाना इस रण में मेरा सारथी
मझुे भूँवर से बचाए रखना।
हे सवेश्वर, सवनपालक
हे जगिीश, ज्ञानेश्वर
हो सवनज्ञाता तुम

हम अिना से बालक।
कृपा दृजष्ट तुम रखना हमपर
पार कराना ये भवसागर

बजा के मरुली, हे मरुलीधर।

िर ष्ण विंिना
Sulakkshana Mishra
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एक डोर है तीन रंग की, बंधन में जजसने बांधा है,

एक मिारी सभी अनाडी, जन्द्म का नाता है ।

ककसी की चाहत लाल रंग है तो कोई मांगे पीला,
माता भी खुश है िेकर, जजसको जो भी भाता है ।

खुि ही तो उलझाता है, खुि ही वो सुलझाता है,

लाल, पीले, नीले रंग भी खुि ही तो अपनाता है ।

खेल सतत ये चलने वाला, बंधन से अद्भुत नाता है,

धागे तीनों उलझे रहते हैं, अनुपात बिलता जाता है ।

ककसने ये संसार रचा है, कौन वपता और माता है,

आने जाने का मकसि भी, कौन यहां बतलाता है ।

जीवन का है चक्र अनोखा, समझ कहां ये आता है,

जजसने छोडा खुि सुलझाना, मुक्त वही हो जाता है ।

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

बिंधन-मुफ्तत
रवीन्द्र

Artist: 

Anima Neelu Dey



लान में झरता हरलसगंार हो
क्यारी में कूँ टीला गुलाब हो
कोयल गाए अमराइयों पर
न र ए सहर का आगाज हो

चाूँि चगरफ़्जत में हो मेरी
आूँगन में तारों भरी छाूँव हो
घटाएूँ झ म कर जब बरसें
बािलों पर बस मेरा इजख्तयार हो

इजख्तयार
Dr. Renu Mishra

झरने की कल कल हो
ि लों की वािी हो
पवन संगीत छेडे
खुशब  की राहें हो

रबर त  हो मेरे
धडकनों का शोर हो
लबों पर पहरे हों
सरुीली आूँखों से बात हो

बात नहीं है लसफ़न  ख्वादहशों की
ख्वाबों पर भी इख़्तेयार हो
तुझको तमन्द्ना हो बस मेरी
आंखों में बस मेरा इंतजार हो
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कौन छाया यूीं बादल सा मेरे वजूद पे,

वक व़िजा इतन सुहान हो गई है।

पवितोीं के प छे से आवाज देता है मुझे कौन,

वक मेर रूह दौड़ पड़त है !!!

Dr. Renu Mishra

Artist: Dr. Renu Mishra
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जीवन एक रंगमंच है और हम हैं इसकी कठपुतललयां
कई रप यह िे, कई ककरिार यह चुने हर बार नया एक जाल यह बुने

हर दिन नया कुछ यह दिखलाए
आगे बढने को मन किर ललचाए

हर मौके पर यह बहलाए
कल और बेहतर होगा यह भी समझाए

जाि है इसकी उंगललयों में
जब जी चाहे, हमें नचाए

रोज सवेरे उठकर सोच कक मंजजल बहुत करीब है
पर वो हाूँथ दहला कर मुझे जताए कक दिल्ली अभी ि र है

िेखते ही िेखते वक़्त गुजरता जाता है
आूँखों पर बढती उम्र की धुंध जमती जाती है और सासों पर भी जोर कुछ

बढ जाता है
अब लमला कक तब लमला, मन मसोस कर ही रह जाता है
मंजजल पाने की चाह में, मन भी थक कर च र हो जाता है

जीवन के आखखरी पडाव पर हैं सांसे कहती हैं अब जजद्ि छोड भी िो भला
क्यों न समझा त यह बात कभी

कक 'जीवन एक मगृतषृ्णा है भला इससे कौन है बचा I

जीवन एि मरगतरष्णा है
ऋचा श्रीवास्तव



एक टुकडा आसमान मेरे खखडकी से
अपनी संप णन ववशालता ललए

रेखांककत चौकोर सीमा से
असीमता की झलक दिखाते हुए

रववत मेरे चंचल मन को
मौन की मदहमा समझाते हुए

ननत उठती, बनती- वबगड़त भाव तरंगों को
अपनी श न्द्यता में भरते हुए

रप रंग की अभ्यस्त आूँखों को
ननराकार का िशनन कराते हुए

संसारी कोलाहल से सनु्द्न कानों को
अनाहत नाि सनुाते हुए

प्रकृनत से ननलमनत मेरे स्थ ल तन में
चतेना का स क्ष्म संचार करते हुए

मन, बदु्चध से पार ले जाकर
आत्मा का साक्षात्कार कराते हुए

श न्द्य में तकते मैं भी श न्द्य हो जाऊं
ननराकार, ननगुनण, परब्रह्म बन जाऊूँ ।

नन्द्हा सा, प्यारा सा
चाूँि का टुकडा ह ूँ मैं
होंगे िाग तो होंगे

शीतल एक मुखडा ह ूँ मैं,

अपनी कोई ज्योत नहीं
उसी की ज्योत से िमकती ह ूँ मैं

उसकी कृपा पाकर
उसकी प्रीत से सजती ह ूँ मैं

दिनों-दिन उन्द्मेष मेरा बढता ही जाए

दिनों -दिन कलायें मेरी ननखरती ही जाये

शीतलता का तेज बढता ही जाये
रप-यौवन ननखरता ही जाये,

प्रीत की अगन दिल में ललये
दिनों-दिन संवरती चली जाती मैं,

बनकर प खणनमा किर, 
अपने पूरे शबाब पर,

आसमान पर िलु्हन बन उतरती मैं

दटमदटमाते तारों की सखखयों बीच
खझललमल-खझललमल जगमगाती मैं
नैनों में इंतजार ~ प्रभु प्रीतम का

होठों पर यह फ़ररयाि ललये पुकारती मैं

वर लें मुझ,े अपना लें मुझे
अपने में समेट ले मुझे

आसमान से मैं गुम हो जाऊं
अधेंरों में ववल न (वनवािण) हो जाऊं

आ मान चााँि िा िुिडा-शसश िोठारी
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एक बात बताऊीं , जब घर हमारा बना उसका वनवास।

बात उन कुछ मह नोीं पहले क है,जो वक है बहुत ह खास।

आए हम सपररवार, बसाने अपना नया आवास।

कुछ समय बाद जब देखा बालकन में अनायास,

पाया एक कबूतर का घोींसला, खखड़क के पास,

खुश थ वबवटया भ उनको देखकर अपने आसपास,

रोज लात कबूतर अपन चोींच में वतनका वतनका घास,

बसाया उसने भ वह ीं था अपना बसेरा,

बढाने सींतवत को उसने डाले अींडे चार,

बैठ रहत और देत रहत उनको उष्मावास,

उनक करत रहत थ वह देखभाल,

हम भ खुश हो रख रहे थे, उसका ख़्याल।

विर एक वदन वह भ आया,जब उसने,

घास िूस के झरोखे से अपने बच्ोीं का मुख था वदखलाया,

तब चला पता वक उसका भरोसा है हमने पाया।

लेवकन एक वदन....देखा....तो ...क्या!
वसखा रह थ वह चूजोीं को उड़ने के गुर

स ख रहे थे वे भ उड़ना दूर-दूर,

उड़ा ले गई है वह अपने बच्ोीं को भ दूर आकाश,

और रह गए स्तब्ध, जैसे होीं, बहुत कुछ हारे, और उदास,

सोच रहे हम दोनोीं, मन ह मन हो मौन,

वबवटया भ हमार , कब रह पाएग हमारे साथ,

उड़ जायेग वह भ वबन पींख एक वदन,

छूने, पाने, बसाने अपना एक अलग जहाीं।
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घोींसला

Photograph by रुपाल कक्कड़ वसींह



रंग बबरंगी
मनपसंि मेरी प्यारी

लसल्क, स ती, बनारसी, चंिेरी
कोटा, कांजीवरम,

मटका और पोचमपल्ली
सभी साडडयां लमलकर
कर रह ीं थ ींगोष्ठी
गोलमेज के इिन-चगिन
सज धज के थीं वे बठैी

मझुको नहीं की थी सजम्मललत
मेरा बठैना था वजजनत

ववषय था "बंि अलमाररयों में ऊबन"

सब मुंह िुलाए पडी थ ीं

गुस्से में लाल हुई थ ीं

साडडयों की गोष्ठी
Pushpa Singh

कह रही थ ीं

न प्रयोग करती न आगे का संयोजन
जाने क्या है इनका प्रयोजन

समय जो बिला बिल गए वस्र
साडडयों की ख बस रती हुई लशकस्त
यह घमुक्कड साडडयां अडी हुई थीं

ननकलने को तैयार खडी थीं
कुछ जा ननकली कामवाली संग
कुछ को उमडा िािी का प्यार

िेख कर मैं हुई स्तब्ध
मेरी होकर मझुसे षड्यंर

बडे प्यार से सभी साडडयों को
थोडा समझाया
थोडा बहलाया

जस्नग्ध स्पशन और
गले लगाया

इसी बहाने हुई सिाई
अलट पलट कर

काबोललक गोली डाली।

Artist: Fehmida Haider 
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"ओ कृष्ण कन्द्हैया, त है कहां
इस जग में मेरा कोई न बचा
पांचाली जजनकी थी कहलाई

उन्ोींने आजआबर मेरी लटुाई

जुए के व्यसन में ऐसा क्या खोए
सब कुछ जब हारा, हार ये न माने

खुि को समवपनत कर बनी थी अधाांचगनी
आज वही, ककसी माम ली वस्तु सी बबकी

ओ कान्ाीं, ककया क्या इन शब्िों का ितु्कार
सनुी न त ने लजज्जत इस तन की पकुार?"

"मेरी प्यारी रौपिी,
सभागहृ के िहलीज पर था खडा
यचुधजष्ठर के शब्िों से मैं था बंधा

'जुआ खेलते, कान्द्हा मझुको न िेखे
जब तक न ले नाम, कक्ष में प्रवेश न करे'

अब जाकर त ने मझुको पकुारा
लजज्जत तन को असीम वस्र से ढाींका"

"ओकान्द्हा तुझको शत नमन
चतुरता से तेरी ववध्वंस हुआ ये चीरहरण"

ए ऋततिा
पािंचाली िी पुिार
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ओकान्द्हा,
नश्वर इस काया को दिया क्यों वववेक!

डटा धमन की व्याख्या में, भरा सिेह।
पशु पक्षक्षयों को है ज्ञात, उनका धमन?

अज्ञात ही प्रनतबद्ध प्रकृनत के ननयमों से

अगर क्षबरय का धमन रक्षा
अदहसंा अपना, इस धमन से कई राजा मुंह िेरे

उस कमन से लाखों ननिोषों के प्राण बचे
तो इस यगु के अशमेध में लाखों बेमौत मरे
कान्द्हा अब, ये बता िे, अधमन ककसे कहें।

जो सरहि पे डटा, क्या बस उसका धमन लडना?
पर तय कौन करे, सरहि की लकीर कहां

घर के चहु ओर खींची रेखा, अंिर रह रक्षा करे
वो अदहसंक सनैानी, या कायर कहलाए?

गीता पढ भी इस चचत को आराम नहीं
ओ कान्द्हा,

अनब झे सवालों के उत्तर है भी या नही।।

गीता  ार
ए ऋततिा

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Nikhil Saxena



मेरी अलमारी थोडी-सी अल्हड, थोडी सयानी ! 
अनिेखा करो इसे तो करती मनमानी। 
ककतना भी सहेजो, संभालो, संवारो, 
इसकी यह बरुी आित परुानी । 
कुछ दिन रहेगी संभली हुई ऐसे, 
डांट खाए बच्च ेचपुचाप हों जैसे ! 
रंग बबरंगे, हल्के-भारी कपड ेननराले, 
ऊपर-नीच ेपरतों पर रखे हों सारे। 
थोड ेदिन चलती अपनी ननगरानी, 
सूँवरी है ऐसे जैसे राजा की रानी! 
किर होता शरु खेल इसका परुाना,

जैसे उबङ - खाबङ रास्ते पर चलती गाडी परुानी। 
अनिेखा करो इसे तो करती मनमानी ! 

मेरी अलमारी थोडी सी अल्हड, थोडी सयानी !
माूँ , मासी, बआु और चाची की अलमारी याि आती, 

किर मैं हो जाती ह ूँ शमन से पानी-पानी !
उनकी लसखाई बातें परुानी,

सहेजो, संभालो अपनी 'ननशानी’! 
कक लग जाती ह ूँ मैं उसको ननखारने, 

ि र करती ह ूँ अपनी यह आित परुानी !
अनिेखा करो इसे तो करती मनमानी ! 

मेरी अलमारी थोडी-सी अल्हड, थोडी सयानी !

मेरी अलमारी!
गररमा स िन

Photographer: Nikita Saxena
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हवा सााँय ले, विर चल रह थ ।तारोीं भर चााँदन रात थ । स़ेिद चााँदन ठीं ड अकेल ..दूर ले, विर तक िैल हुई

…शमशान में दो त न वचींताएाँ हले्क ले, विर जल रह ीं थ ीं और यहााँ दुख राम मुक़द्दम का मन भ सुलग रहा

था।अचानक प पल के पेड़ पर लटका उल्टा चमगादड़ च ख पड़ा और उसके साथ दूसरा विर त सरा भ 

वातावरण और डरावना हो उठा। दुख राम ने सराहने रखें कीं बल क तह ठ क क और प पल क ओर देखा …ये

अकेल रात काटे नह ीं कटत …जब से दुखखया गई है ….रसोई, रात वदन सब उजड़ गये। पता नह ीं मर के भूतन 

न बन गई हो। अगर बन भ गई हो तो हे …भोले बाबा …भूतन बन दुखखया को ह भेज दो …इ अकेला पन कुछ

तो कम होगा ….। हालााँवक दुख राम का नाम सुख राम था पर क़वब्रस्तान क रखवाले करते जब लोग अपने

पररजनोीं को रोते हुए ववदा करते तो भोींदू सुख राम सगे ररशे्तदारोीं से भ जोर ले, विर से बुक्का िाड़ के कोने

लगता …बस लोगोीं ने सुख राम का नाम बदल कर दुख राम रख वदया।विर सुख राम भ अपना असल नाम

भुला कर दुख राम ह हो गया। अलबिा बाप कह ीं अींगे्रज ओवर वसयर के पास था सो बाप के नाम के साथ पूरा

नाम दुख राम मुक़द्दम पड़ गया।

बस दुख को तकल ि तब हुई जब शाद के बाद दुख राम क मेहरारु को भ लोग उसके असल नाम

वबजुररया कहने लगे।दुख राम ने ज वन भर इस बात का ववरोध वकया।बहरहाल न लोग माने न दुख राम।ये

अलग बात है वबजुररया से झगड़ते समय। दुख राम खुद वबजुररया को दुखखया बोलता था।

दुखखया बुढापे का सहारा ना बन चौथे बार मााँ बनने के पहले ह सरग वसधार गई।

उधर दुखखया मरने के बाद जब भूत बन तो उस पेड़ पर उल्टा लटक अपन सास को देख भयभ त हो

गय । हाय राम अम्ााँ वहयााँ भ ….वह अपन वकस्मत को कोसने लग वक हाय मरने के बाद भ चैन नह ीं वमला।

यहााँ दुखखया चट्ट से वनकल वहााँ पट्ट से दुखखया क अम्ााँ भ सींसार छोड़ द केवल एक ह रात का िरक रहा।

उधर उसक सास ज दुखखया को देख मुसु्कराई वक चलो विर इसको सताने का मौका वमला। दुखखया अब और

भ दुख हो गई वक इससे अच्छा तो दुख राम ह था।

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

By Chaturvedas:

Dr. Renu Mishra, Dr. Aparna Pradhan, Anoop Pandey and Dr. Purnima
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Picture by Praharsh Bajpai



वह वापस दुख राम के पास वापस लौटने का उपाय सोचने लग । वह दुख राम के वदमाग में घुस उससे भगवान 

ज से प्राथिना करवाने लग वक मुझे वापस धरत पर भेज वदया जाए। दुख राम अनायास दुखखया के वश भूत हो

वशव ज को मनाने लगा वक दुखखया को वापस भेज दो ,वो बहुत अच्छ थ .....

हालााँवक दुखखया को मालूम था ऐसा है नह ीं। पर मरता क्या न करता डायन सास से तो मरकहा पवत ह भला।सो

वबनत भोलेबाबा से पूरे मन से क दुखखया ने।

और मजे क बात ये वक वह ीं पास में एक ब्रम्हराक्षस रहते थे वे दुख राम क प्राथिना से परसन्न हो गये। आव़िर

शमशान भयोीं उनका घर ह था। विर शमशान का चौक दार भ उनका अपना ह हुआ न। ब्रम्हराक्षस यान बरम

बाबा ने कहा ‘ सोच लो दुख राम। कल तो तुम कह रहे थे अच्छा हुआ बाला टल । आज अचानक उसक याद में

तड़प रहे हो या यूाँ ह !” “अरे नह ीं बरम महराज , मैं बहुत अकेला पड़ गया हाँ । थोड़ देर को ह सह उसे भेज

दो। कम से कम ये रात तो चैन से कट जाएग । तन्ाई में मन घबरा रहा है “ उसका ये कहना था वक दुखखया हाथ

में बेलन वलए हावजर हो गई I “अरे दुखखया कैस हो ? तुम्हारे वबना वदल नह ीं लगता । आओ कुछ देर मेरे पास बैठो

। कुछ प्यार से बातें करते हैं “

दुखखया ने कटकटा के दुख राम के बाल पकड़ वलये उसे हवा में उठा वलया और हवा में टाींग कर बेलन से

वपटाई करना शुरू कर वदया ।

हाय मर गया….. मुझे न चे उतारो …. आव़िर कू्याँ कर रह हो ये सब ? मुझे मार कू्याँ रह हो ? मैंने तो तुम को

बहुत प्यार वकया था। बताओ आव़िर क्या हुआ है?

दुखखया बोल - “तुम जानते नह ीं वक क्या बात है अरे अपन मााँ को इतन जल्द कू्याँ मरने वदया। डाइन बन

कर इस प पल पर आ बस है। सुबह शाम नाश्ता खाना प ना बनाने का हुक्म देत है। जरा सा आराम करो तो पैर

दबाने को कहत है। तुम से मेरा सुख चैन न देखा गया । उसका अच्छा इलाज कर वजींदा कू्याँ नह ीं रखा?”.........

अब तक दुखखया मस्त में आ चुक थ । वो ़ुिश हो कर गाने लग -

“मेरा चैन वैन सब उजड़ा

जावलम नजर वमला ले तू ….”

अचानक बरम बाबा विर से परगट हो गये कहने लगे ….दुखखया अभ मर नह ीं है…अभ भ वजींदा है। जब तुम

लोग उसे शमशान में चुडैल और मरा समझ के छोड़ आए थे ….तो मैंने ह नींद ज को ररके्वस्ट कर के महामरतु्ींजय

मींत्र का पाठ करा के उसे वजींदा करा वदया था।

ये सुनते ह दुखखया ने दुख राम क आाँख में वमची झोींक द । दुख राम वबलवबला उठा और रोते च खते बोला -
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वपरभू….वपरभू….अरे इस कलमुींह …मनहस औरत को लाज नह ीं आत …अरे मार डाला रे ….!!!!

दुखखया तुरींत प पल के पेड़ पर जाकर उल्ट लटक गई और वकलवकलाने लग ….इले्ल ले बु हाँ …इले्ल ले बु

हाँ …और पतल टहवनयााँ तोड़ के उसक रस्स बना के टेंमपरेर अींधे दुख राम क वपटाई चालू कर द …!!

दुख राम आाँख मलते बरम बाबा से बोला - वकस जनम का बदला ले रहे हो प्रभु ? अरे ये धमिप् नह ीं करमजल 

है। इसने मेरे मााँ बाप को भ सताया सड़ा केला खखलात थ । उन्ें टूट त न टाींग क कुसी पर वबठात थ ।पुराने

खटमलोीं वाले वबस्तर पर सुलात थ ।इसे आप अगले जन्म में भूतन ह बनाये रखना। ये पथभ्रष्ट और चररत्र ह न

भ है। पड़ोस गुड्डू रींग ला के साथ मैंने इसे रीं गे हाथोीं पकड़ा था।

बरम बाबा ने पूींछा - तुम पड़ोस के घर क्या करने गये थे।

दुख राम बोला - “पड़ोस के पास एक कुि थ शेरन नाम क उस को रोट खखलाने जाता था।”

ये सुनकर दुखखया बहुत क्रोवधत हो उठ बोल - “वशव शींभो… हे बरम बाबा जरा इससे पूींवछये तो …वो कुि 

चार पैरोीं वाल थ या दो पैर वाल ।”

बरम बाबा गुसे्स से बोले - “सच बता मूखि वरना। I will call Bhasmasur …वो तुझे इम वडयेटल भस्म कर देगा।”

दुखखया डर से कााँपने लगा। तभ बाजू वाले क़वब्रस्तान का चौक दार आ गया बोला - “ बरम बाबा दुखखया के

सारे पड़ोस रेब ज से मर गये उनका अींवतम सींस्कार कौन करेगा। प्रभु दुख राम को एक मौक़ा और दे दो।”

इतने में दुख राम ने बाईीं तऱि करवट बदल और दावहन लात कलुआ कुिे क गदिन पर पड़ , जो ठीं ड के

मारे दुख राम से वचपट के सो रहा था। कलुआ ….कें ….कें ….कें करके च ख उठा साथ ह दुख राम भ न ींद से

जाग के वचल्लाने लगा हर…हर…हुडु़प …हुडु़प…हुडु़प…भाग साले। यहााँ कुिा भागा वहााँ दुख राम का सपना टूटा

और जान में जान आई।

न वहााँ दुखखया थ न भोले महाराज। दुख राम हाथ जोड़कर आसमान क तऱि सर उठा के बोले - भोले बाबा

आप जो करते हो अच्छा ह करते हो।

दुख राम ने मुाँह पर पान के छ ींटे मारे और गाने लगा -

“मेरा चैन वैन सब लूटा

जावलम नजर वमला ले ….”
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"द अपने अींदर के सच को बाहर आने दो,वनाि ये जलकुीं भ 

बन तुम्हारे मन के जलाशय को दूवित कर देगा।"

तुम कहना क्या चाहत हो ररया....???"

आईने में खुद को वनहारत वसया ने अपन छोट बहन से पूछा।

"द आखखर कब तक तुम अपन खण्ड होत गरहस्थ को ऱूि करत रहोग ??....,कब तक अपन मुसु्कराहट के पैबन्द से इस

तार हो चुके ररशे्त को एक कामदन क चूनर बना लोगोीं के ब च ओढत रहोग ???"

"अरे वाह!तू तो पूर कववयत्र हो गय छोट ....."

वसया एक ि क स हाँस के साथ बोल और ऋतुराज का लाया नया सेट पहनने लग ।

"द सच बताना तुम्हें ये सेट पहन के कैसा लग रहा है???"

वसया ने खुद को आईने में देख,यूाँ लगा जैसे गले में कोई वविधर वलपटा हो,उसने वसहर के आाँखें बींद कर ल ीं। अचानक रात

का वाक़्या जहन में घूम गया.......

"बुखार से वजस्म तप रहा था उसका पर ऋतुराज को तो बस उसक देह से नेह था।

उसके लाख मना करने के बाद भ .....

"क्या सोच रह हो द ,तुम्हार गदिन पे पडे़ वनशान बता रहे हैं वक....."

"बस कर ररया.....वो मुझसे प्यार करते हैं,इस वलए......."

वो अपन बात पूर भ न कर पाई थ वक ररया ने टोक वदया...."द वकतना झटू बोलोग खुद से....।

"तुम ज जाज के वलए वसिि एक सेक्स से्लव बन के रह गय हो,वजन्ें वसिि तुम्हार देह से नेह है न वक मन से...,तुम्हारा मन

हो या ना हो....,तुम्हारे वजस्म में ताक़त हो या न हो....,उन्ें वसिि अपन मजी करन होत है।""जानत हो कानून क भािा में

इसे मैररटल रेप कहते हैं .....,ये कानूनन जुमि है....और ये जो तुम्हारे महींगे महींगे तोहिे हैं न....दरअसल ये हजािना है तुम्हार 

प ड़ा का।"वसया वनिः शब्द थ ,आज पहल बार वकस ने उसके मन को न वसिि छुआ था बखल्क वझींझोड़ा भ था।

इससे पहले जब भ उसने दब जुबान में अपन सास से बोला तो उन्ोींने उल्टा वझड़क वदया ये कहके वक...."वकस्मत वाल 

हो जो ऐसा प्यार लुटाने वाला पवत वमला,वकतने तोहिे देता है तुम्हें और तुम हो वक उसे ़ुिश नह ीं रख सकत ीं,वकस और के

पास चला गया तो बैठ रह जाओग हााँथ मलते।"

यहााँ तक वक मााँ ने भ यह समझाया वक...."पवत है वो उसका और उसका हक़ है तुम्हार देह पे....,खुद भ खुश रह और उसे

भ ़ुिश रखे इस में गरहस्थ क भलाई है।"

मैराइटल रेप (Marital Rape)

अलका वनगम

लफजोीं क पोटल 

लखनऊ
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"द कहााँ खो गईीं",ररया ने उसे वझींझोड़ा।

ऋतुराज क इस आदत क वजह से उसे अपने दोनोीं बच्ोीं को होस्टल में डालना पड़ा क्योींवक उसे बच्ोीं का ब च में रहना

पसींद नह ीं था अपने और वसया दोनोीं के ब च।

यहााँ तक वक होस्टल से घर आने पर भ वो बच्ोीं के पास नह ीं लेट सकत थ ।

रोज रोज क इस शार ररक और मानवसक प्रताड़ना से वो त्रस्त हो चुक थ ।

आखखर जैसे तैसे शाद क दसव ीं सालवगरह क दावत खत्म हुई....वो पूर तरह से वनढाल हो गय थ ,मानो वकस ने वजस्म को

वनचोड़ वदया हो।

आज उसका मन वकया बच्ोीं के साथ सोने का,पर ऋतुराज को बदािश्त कहााँ....., लगभग घस टते हुए वो उसे कमरे में ले

आया....,वो लगभग वगड़वगड़ात हुई बोल ,"प्ल ज आज मुझे छोड़ दो",पर वो नह ीं माना।

थक चुक थ वह इस रोज रोज क वजल्लत से और अपने उधड़ते वजस्म से।

न जाने कहााँ से उसके ताक़त आ गय और उसने ऋतुराज को धक्का दे वदया, वो शायद इनके वलए तैयार नह ीं था,इसवलए

जोर से वगर पड़ा। वो जल्द से कमरे के बाहर वनकल और दरवाजा बाहर से बींद कर वलया।

अींदर से ऋतुराज वचल्ला रहा था पर उसने नह ीं खोला।अचानक शोर सुन बचे्, ररया,उसक सास व मााँ भ आ गईीं।

सास जो सब कुछ समझ चुक ीं थ ीं मुाँह बना कर बोल ,"अरे आज काहे क आ़ित आज तो शाद क सालवगरह है विर उसने

इतना महींगा सेट भ तो तुझे लाकर वदया है।"...

"बस मााँज , मैं कोई वैश्या नह ीं हाँ जो एक तोहिे के बदले अपना वजस्म उनके हवाले कर दे ,प् हाँ उनक ....अब और

बदािश्त नह ीं होता मुझसे।"ये कहके वो ़िोन करने लग ।

"अर वकसको िोन कर रह हो"....सास वचल्ला के बोल ।

"पुवलस को"बेहद ठीं डे पर द्रढ स्वर में वो बोल "।

"क्या ???इस बात के वलए तू पुवलस को बुलायेग ??...क्या।कहेग क तेरा पवत तुझसे सम्बन्ध बनाना चाहता है और तुझे पसन्द

नह ीं?....भला इसमें पुवलस क्या करेग ?"

"ये तो पुवलस ह बताएग आाँट ",ररया बोल । अगले कुछ वदन वसया के वलए बेहद कष्टप्रद थे।

इन चींद वदनोीं में न वसिि उसे लोगोीं क सवावलया नजरे झेलन पड़ बखल्क लोगोीं क हाँस का पात्र भ बनना पड़ा

क्योींवक आज भ समाज में एक प् क इच्छा का कोई महत्व नह ीं है,पवत को ये हक़ है वक वो उससे शार ररक सींबींध बना

ले,विर चाहे प् का मन हो या न हो।

ररया हर पल उसके साथ खड़ रह और आव़िरकार उसे ऋतुराज से तलाक वमल गया।

दुवनया चाहे उसे जो समझे या कहे पर आज वो अपने इस िैसले से ़ुिश है,उसके दोनोीं बचे् भ अब उसके पास हैं।

ये एक सह वनणिय था जो उसने वक़्त रहते वलया था।
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“रंग भरा तोहफा”, यह पुस्तक मशहर लेखखका न लम सके्सना द्वारा वलखखत 14 लघु कथाओीं का सींग्रह है।

न लम सके्सना चींद्रा एक इींज वनयर हैं व कववताएाँ एवीं कहावनयााँ वलखना आपका शौक है| आपक 2000 से अवधक रचनाएाँ वववभन्न

राष्टर  य एवीं अींतरािष्टर  य पवत्रकाओीं में प्रकावशत हो चुक हैं| आपके पाींच उपन्यास, एक उपन्यावसका, सात कहान सींग्रह, बि स काव्य

सींग्रह व चौदह बच्ोीं क पुस्तकें प्रकावशत हो चुक हैं| आपको वववभन्न पुरस्कारोीं से सुशोवभत वकया गया है, जैसे अमेररकन एमे्बस 

द्वारा आयोवजत काव्य प्रवतयोवगता में गुलजार ज द्वारा पुरस्कार, रवबन्द्रनाथ टैगोर अींतरािष्टर  य काव्य पुरस्कार २०१४, रेल मींत्रालय द्वारा

पे्रमचींद पुरस्कार, वचल्ड्र ेन टर स्ट द्वारा पुरस्कार, पोएटर  सोसाइट ऑ़ि इींवडया द्वारा काव्य प्रवतयोवगता २०१७ में वद्वत य पुरस्कार,

महाराष्टर राज् वहींद सावहत् अकादम द्वारा सोहनलाल वद्ववेद पुरस्कार, ह्यूमैवनट अन्तराष्टर  य व मेन एच वर अवाडि २०१८, भारत

वनमािण वलटरेर अवाडि पुरस्कार इत्ावद| इनके द्वारा वलखे ग त 'मेरे साजन सुन ' को रेवडयो वसट द्वारा फ़्र डम पुरस्कार इत्ावद|

आपके कायि को सराहते हुए एक विि में सबसे अवधक पुस्तक प्रकाशन हेतु वलम्का बुक ऑ़िररकॉडि द्वारा इन्ें मान्यता वमल है| वैसे

ह वलम्का बुक ऑ़ि ररकॉडि , वमरेकल वल्ड्ि ररकाडि तथा इींवडया बुक ऑ़ि ररकॉडि द्वारा आपको व आपक पुत्र वसमरन को प्रथम मााँ-

पुत्र द्वारा प्रकावशत पुस्तक का व़िताब वदया गया है| न लम को ़िोर्ब्ि मैगज न द्वारा २०१४ के देश के अठहिर प्रख्यात लेखकोीं में

नावमत वकया गया है|

प्रते्क कहान अपने आप में एक नायाब तोह़िा है। यह आपको भावनाओीं के उस स़िर पर ले जाता है जो हम में से अवधकाींश लोग

अपने ज वन में वकस न वकस समय से गुजरे हैं। अपींग युवा का मानवसक तनाव , कायािलय के माहौल में ़ुिद को सहेजत युवा, भोल 

लड़वकयोीं क दुदिशा या एक सौतेल मााँ जो वास्तव में एक अद्भुत मााँ है, सभ को वास्तववक रूप से कैद वकया गया है। विर दूसर 

ओर टूटे हुए ररश्तोीं पर कहावनयाीं हैं लेवकन एक सकारात्मक नोट पर समाप्त होत हैं ।

माता-वपता और बचे्, भाई-बहन, दोस्त, शाद शुदा जोडे़ और कई अन्य लोगोीं के सींबींधोीं के सींदभि में प्रते्क कहान अत्वधक प्रभाववत

करत है। सामान्य ज वन से जुड़ बार वकयोीं को ध्यान में रखते हुए लेखखका ने कहावनयोीं का सींयोजन वकया है । सुींदर अवभव्यखि,

भािा क सरलता के कारण इन कहावनयोीं से जुड़ना और इन का भाव समझना इतना आसान है। मेरा पसींद दा अवशेि होवशयार है !

इस लघु कहान सींग्रह को अवश्य पढें।
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आज मैं डॉ० रेणर ब्रमश्रा क परस्तक "दो टूक" काव्य-संग्रह के बारे में अपना ववचार प्रसु्तत कर रह हाँ, जो वक मुझे डॉ वमश्ा द्वारा

स्वहस्ताक्षररत प्राप्त हुई है।

तो शुरुवात मैं आवरण से करना चाहाँग जो बहुत ह सुन्दर कलेवर से अलींकर त है, लेखखका जैसा वक वववदत है एक कुशल वचत्रकार

हैं और उन् क वचत्रकार मुख्य परष्ठ पर चार चााँद लगा रह है।

तो मैं लेखक का पररचय आप सब क वजज्ञासा के वलए छोड़ कर अगले पड़ाव पर चलत हाँ। तो जैसा वक इसके श ििक से वववदत है

यह काव्य सींग्रह बस दो पींखियोीं में लेखखका क कह बात को सींपूणिता प्रदान करने में सक्षम है। इस पुस्तक में २६ अध्याय हैं अथाित

पींखियोीं को इन २६ वभन्न श ििक के अन्तगित समावहत वकया गया है। यह पुस्तक ९६ परष्ठ क है और एक बहुत ह बेहतर न सींकलन

है वजसमें लेखखका ने अपने ववचारोीं को स्पष्ट रूप से प्रसु्तत वकया है।

अल़िाजोीं में कैद कर कुछ सुकून मैंने रखा है श ििक में उनक ब स रचनाएाँ हैं वजसमें मुझे यह बहुत पसन्द आय 

'मैं रहत हाँ अपने शब्दोीं में

तुम अपने अथो में मुझे न ढूढो'
क्या पींखि है बेशक मेरे शब्द का अथि तुम्हारे वलए कुछ और हो सकता है, पर मेर लेखन मेरे ह ववचार हैं और उसे मैं ह बेहतर

समझा सकत हाँ। ईश्वर श ििक के अन्तगित उनक २४ रचनाएाँ हैं और मैं पहल ह पींखि पर अटक गय 

'उसक पूजा सब करें , क्या रावण क्या राम'

तो ईश्वर सबका है सबके वलए बराबर है पर अगर सत् को अपनायेंगे तो ईश्वर हमारा साथ देगा। मुकाम श ििक के अन्तगित इनक 

१०९ रचनाएाँ हैं और इनक अींवतम रचना इनके व्यखित्व को बयााँ करत है

'वहसाबोीं में मैं पक्क थ 

पर वजन्दग कभ मेरे वहसाब से नह ीं चल 

केवमस्टर  में पारींगत थ 

पर वकस से मेर केवमस्टर  नह ीं वमल '

इस पुस्तक के सिल प्रकाशन के वलए मेर ओर से डॉ. रेणु वमश्ा को बहुत बहुत हावदिक बधाई एवीं शुभकामनाएाँ ।

तो दोस्तोीं देर वकस बात क आप भ पवढये इनक एक से बढकर एक पींखियााँ इनक वकताब "दो टूक" से आज ह मींगाइये I
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Starting off sans Godfather in the Industry, the Veteran Actor, Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj spent two

scores of his life learning, unlearning and re - learning the nuances of Theatre and Cinema. In

the latest Indian Web Series, Samantar 1 and 2, Bharadwaj singed the screen with his

cultured, sophisticated and classy portrayal as Sudarshan Chakrapani. Between the pandemic,

multiple lockdowns, all kinds of political upheaval and shutting down of multiplexes, only

some meaningful storytelling on the OTT Platforms could be our comfort blanket. Lakhs of

Nitishians are drawn towards this feel - good character called Sudarshan Chakrapani who has

made them smile and brought a few cathartic tears along the way. One must watch Samantar

2 only for Sudarshan Chakrapani’s heart-thumping romance, soaring singalongs and attention

– grabbing scenes. The Thespian has left the viewers astonished with his histrionics and

natural, authentic and non - violent acting. In his latest tweet, he mentioned that he owes his

poise in performances to Veteran actors, the late Shri. Dilip Kumar and Guru Dutt Saab. In

his tweets, Bharadwaj has also shown his odium towards the use of abusive language. The

Actor adheres to the same principle in his reel life.

Sudarshan Chakrapani (Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj) plays a foil to Kumar Mahajan (Swapnil Joshi)

whose dialogues are replete with cuss words, foul invective and bestiality. Joshi’s role in

Samantar 2 is likely to rile up the modest minded folks who sincerely feel that Web series are

distorting all moral values and making a mincemeat of love and romance. It is high time that

we introduce a regulatory mechanism for OTT platforms or else we will be compelled to live

in a morally depraved society. Through his clean role in Samantar 2, he has managed to retain

the integrity of Indian Web Series.

Let us look at Nitish’s journey as an eclectic Actor and observe his work which has been

consistently transcendent.

Nitish debuted in a landmark Hindi film, Trishagni which was based on Sharadindu

Bandopadhyay’s historical short story, Moru O Sangho and inspired by Buddha’s fire sermon

(Agni Upadesh.) The Actor is greatly indebted to the esteemed Cinematographer, the late

Rajan Kothari who introduced him to his FTII batchmate Shubhankar Ghosh, the son of a

skilled and consummate Bengali Writer and Film Maker, Nabendu Ghosh. Nitish’s fans

raised a proud cackle when the Nabendu Ghosh classic was screened at the Kolkata Film

Festival. Trishagni does not look like Nitish’s debut film at all as he acted like a star with a

massive cinematic experience. He did not use Prosthetics for the film and went completely

bald for his role as Nirvan.

Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj

Red Carpet Stories

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni
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Bharadwaj rose to fame with B.R. Chopra’s Magnum Opus Mahabharat where he played

the supreme personality of the Godhead and got pedestalized with the croons of Jai Shri

Krishna! As a character, his legendary role as Krishna was multi - dimensional and we saw

his tongue in cheek banter adding verve and energy to the dialogues penned by Dr. Rahi

Masoom Raza.

In 1991, Nitish’s Malayalam fans cried a stream of tears as he warmed the ventricles of

their hearts by his subtle performance in Njan Gandharvan. The fans went dizzy, lauding

their Gandharvan, flew over him, curveting and diving all around him, shrieking with joy.

Nitish’s inbuilt aura of nobility was instrumental in making Gandharvan look extraordinary.

Padmarajan shot the intimate scenes aesthetically, unlike the Web Series of today. There is

one shocking scene in Njan Gandharvan, where Devan (Nitish) gets into a departmental

store and beats up a pack of ruffians black and blue. For a while, we wonder whether it is the

same actor who played the role of Krishna in Mahabharat. This is where Padmarajan tried to

break the stereotype and offered him a role which was well – rounded and challenging. In the

same film, Nitish was seen flaunting his knowledge as a Vet as he helped Bhama (Suparna

Anand) dissect a frog in her Anatomy Class. The narrative leaves no space for an Antagonist

other than Gandharvan's own destiny penalizing and traumatizing him. The supernatural

elements are interestingly woven — the gush of a wild wind that signals his arrival, the bark

of a tree that emits blood to forecast the brutalities that await him, the paranormal being

losing his voice and regaining it back after seven days and nights of lashes over his body.

Gandharvan should not be missed by Nitish Bharadwaj fans.

The Actor left an indelible impression on our minds with the Vamana Avatara (a dwarf)

and bewildered us all with his portrayal as Parshuram (hunter) in Vishnu Purana whose

anger rises like a tumultuous tidal wave as he enters the Monarch’s chambers with his

Vidyudabhi axe. Veteran Actress Hema Malini failed to recognize Nitish in the Parshuram

Avatar where he set the screen ablaze with a role that demanded aggression and a high

pitched, hoarse voice. Soon after impersonating the cantankerous Parshuram, he took a

massive leap and played the role of Maryada Purshottam Ram that demanded composure

and equipoise.

As Director of Pitruroon, Nitish Bharadwaj was the captain of the ship, involved in every

aspect of the film. He has very cleverly, adroitly and dexterously handled the plot to generate

interest in the screenplay from alpha to omega. What amazing storytelling and impeccable

screenplay writing! You would believe you are inside the movie itself feeling and smelling

and experiencing everything as the story unfolds.

Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj

Red Carpet Stories

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni
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As a Director, Nitish treats the space itself like a character. He gives it a physiology, sociology

and a psychology. He has a huge hand in it, along with the actors who inhabit those

characters. We feel for it even more the second time we watch it. Tanuja, for us is the best on

screen with Nitish at the helm.

We absolutely love the improvised nature of certain scenes. Each and every actor has been

very well cast and Konkan looks gorgeous the way it has been filmed. The choice of shots, the

shot division, the edit of the film, are all lovely. Through Pitruroon, Nitish gave the Marathi

industry, a rhythm, style, grace of movement and the art of converting a film into poetry. He

believes in amalgamating Cinema and Literature. The enigmatic human appeared as an

Indigo farmer in Gowarikar’s Mohenjo Daro. Gowarikar portrayed Durjan (Nitish

Bharadwaj) as a coward who saves his skin out of trepidation and sends his own brother to the

gallows. He is emotional but timid and eccentric.

Thereafter in 2018, Nitish played a tyrant father to Sara Ali Khan in Kedarnath and gave us

a glimpse of Lord Shiva’s Tandav through his power house performance. The dialogue:

“Nahi ho sakta ye sangam, chaahe pralay hi kyon na aa jaaye” went viral on social media

and became popular with the millennials. His anger, his rage has such intensity that it leaves

you bewildered. Nitish has proved that even a supporting role in a film can be so influential!

Nitish shared an excellent rapport with the lead actor of Kedarnath, Sushant Singh Rajput

who merged with the elements and left an empty void, never to be filled.

Nitish made his Web Series debut with Samantar 1 and once again, dealt with human

emotions with a divine name, Sudarshan Chakrapani. A character who has ridden through a

myriad of temperatures, insane battles and turbulent roads. Chakrapani’s depiction can take

jabs at the practice of Astrology and Superstition. Watch out for his expressions when he

warns Kumar Mahajan in the confrontation scene. “Ya dairyan madhe karma aahe majha!”

Director Satish Rajiwade paid acute attention to Nitish’s character detailing in Samantar. His

dialogue delivery in the series is phenomenal and the Veteran actor manages to create an

impact, despite inadequate screen space in Season 1. Chakrapani has a distinctive voice and

an interesting point of view. Chakrapani’s role supersedes Kumar Mahajan in many respects.

In Samantar 2, you will meet the iconic Actor’s real - life persona merging with reel life as he

is spotted photographing nature. The audience gets a sudden jolt when he shares the screen

with Sundara (Tamhankar, an absolute rustic villager) but manages to provide some comic

relief after terror - stricken scenes featuring Kumar Mahajan. Watch him out as he sings

“Chehra hai ya chand khila hai” in his own mellifluous voice and then leaves us absolutely

amused in the drunk scene.

Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj

Red Carpet Stories

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni
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Chakrapani exerts a sweet, kind and benevolent behaviour. He is deferential towards the

Astrologer (Jayant Sawarkar) unlike Kumar Mahajan who raves and rants at him like a

lunatic. Chakrapani is calm, while Mahajan is tempestuous. The former is sensitive while the

latter is eccentric. This contrast between the two makes the story riveting and engaging. One

mustn’t miss out on Nitish’s impeccable histrionics and vicious laughter in the Warkari scene

and of course the Jail scene. The concluding scene is jaw dropping and deserves his fans’

approbation and applause. Each time Bharadwaj has played Krishna on screen or stage, he has

added a new flavour to it. Once again through Samantar 2, Bharadwaj has given us a cinephile

friendly role which is going to stay with us for a long time. He has imbued it with intensity, an

astounding narrative momentum, sensitivity and fascinating enigma.

Nitish’s fans would certainly appreciate his defiance and setting of certain benchmarks and

red flag zones for the succeeding generations. The Thespian has often spoken about the

importance of Spiritual Awareness for Organizational Excellence through his videos. He has

often reiterated the shloka from the Bhagavad Gita,

ाद्यदाचरब्रत शे्रष्ठस्तत्तदेवेतरो जुन:|

स ात्प्रमाणं कर रुते लोकस्तदनरवततते (Chapter3, Verse 21)

How many Actors are able to internalize this in their reel lives?

The great actions performed by Nitish Bharadwaj will make the followers lead by his

example.

In future, Nitish will take up roles which fire him up. He has a directorial venture in the

pipeline and we are waiting for his Film with bated breath.

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

(Red Carpet Stories)

Dr. Nitish Bharadwaj

Red Carpet Stories

Dr. Purnima Kulkarni

Artist: Geethanjali Dilip
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एकदम सच कहा है गावलब ने ये वो शायर हैं जो वदल, वदमाग से रास्ता तय करते रूह में उतर जाते हैं।ये देश,

काल, नस्ल क स माओीं से परे वकस और ह जोन में पैदा होते हैं, ये अपन रचनाओीं में अमर हो के ज ते हैं और

पोयटर  के आसमान पर सदा के वलए तारे क तरह चमकते रहते हैं।क्या ़ूिब हो वक ऐसे वकस शायर से रूबरु

मुलाक़ात होत । ....और मेर मुलाक़ात ऐस ह शखियत से हुई ....इस दौर के चींद सबसे मक़बूल शायरोीं में से

एक जावेद अख़्तर साहब के साथ वजींदग के कुछ घींटे गुजारने का मौक़ा वमला.....और मौक़ा भ क्या ़ूिब

वमला.....ये जावेद साहब के वलए बस यूाँ ह आई गई बात होग लेवकन मेरे वलये....मेरे वलये तो मनमाींग मुराद।

स़िर ज वन का हो या विर टर ेन का... स़िर बरसोीं में िैला हो... या महज कुछ म लोीं या चींद घींटोीं में समाया

....ये स़िर कुछ के वासे्त अमूल्य और कुछ के वलये बस तय हो जाता है।विर स़िर तो स़िर है जनाब....बस

गुजर ह जाता है । इस बार क कोल्हापुर क टर ेन यात्रा का जावेद अख़्तर साहब के साथ स़िर मेरे वलये बेहद

रोचक बन गया और वनवित रूप से यादगार भ ।

.....तो हुआ यूाँ वक इस मह ने का रूट न नाइट इींसे्पक्शन पूना से सतारा के ब च, महालक्ष्म एक्सपे्रस से

करना था। अतिः ़िरवर १९ तार ़ि को ररजवेशन कराया गया कोल्हापुर जाने का और एक वदन बाद २० तार ख

को वापस आने का। जाते वि एस डबे्ब के ब केवबन में ऊपर क बथि थ । बैठते वि पाया वक न चे वाल बथि

पर एक दोहरे बदन वाले सज्जन मेरे सहयात्र हैं। सामान्य वशष्टाचार का आदान प्रदान कूपे में घुसते ह हो गया। वे

शायद भूखे रहे होींगे इसवलये मेरे स ट पर बैठने के पूवि ह वे अपने वडनर में तन्मयता से व्यस्त हो गये। मुझसे भ 

शाल नता वश उन्ोींने खाने के वलए पूींछा वकीं तु मैं अपना वडनर घर से ह खाकर चला था, अतिः उनका धन्यवाद

कर मैं भ नये जमाने के शगल यावन अपने मोबाइल ़िोन में व्यस्त हो गया।

अनूप पाणे्डा्

ब्रदनांक २०फ़रवरी २०२० , मरंिई
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इस ब च घर से प् का ़िोन आ गया वक बडे़ पुत्र महाशय एस वडट के मारे बेहाल हैं और उखल्टयााँ वगैरह कर

रहे हैं। मैंने ़िोन पर पुत्र महोदय क क्लास ले डाल और कडे़ शब्दोीं में खानपान और वदनचयाि पर भािण दे

डाला।़िास तौर पर शाम का भोजन हल्का और जल्द कर लेने क वहदायत के साथ अपन बात समाप्त क ।

इससे अनवभज्ञ वक हमारे सहयात्र महोदय वकस वक़स्म का भोजन ग्रहण कर रहे हैं।यहााँ मेरा लेक्चर ़ित्म हुआ

वहााँ वे भोजनोपरान्त अपने हाथ पोींछ रहे थे।जब नजरें वमल ीं तो वे हले्क से मुसु्कराए और बोले सर मा़ि क वजए मैं

वह सब खा रहा था, वजसे आप ़िोन पर न खाने के बारे में वहदायतें दे रहे थे।अब शवमिंदग महसूस करने क मेर 

बार थ वबना ये देखे वक वे सज्जन वचकन वबरयान , तींदूर रोवटयााँ इत्ावद खा रहे थे। मैं इसके ह ववरुद्ध पुत्र

महोदय को हले्क खाने क वशक्षा दे रहा था।मैंने क्षमायाचना क और इस बात को महत्व न देने को कहा। वे भ 

मनोववनोद भाव से ह अपन बात कह रहे थे, इसवलये बात हाँस में टल गई।अभ तक ये पता न चला था वक वे

सज्जन कौन हैं, ये तो अगले वदन जब उन्ोींने ह बताया वक वे महात्मा गांधी के पौत्र तरषार गांधी हैं तब पता

चला।बड़ा सींकोच रहा अपने बड़बोले पन का और पररवेश से अनवभज्ञ हो अपने दृढ उद्बोधन का।

इस ब च अन्य एक सहयात्र ने जावेद अख़्तर साहब का नाम वलया।तब मुझे समझ में आया वक बाजू

वाल ए केवबन में जो भ ड़ थ जरूर वहााँ जावेद साहब ह होींगे।उनसे वमलने क अपन भ बलवत इच्छा को मैंने

वकस तरह दबा वदया वक कू्याँ वकस इतन मशहर शखियत को बेवजह सताया जाए।सो हम वबना वकस प्रबल

प्रयास के शैय्यानश न हो गये।अलबिा सोने के पूवि लघुवनवरवत हेतु कॉररडोर में वनकले तो जावेद साहब भ अपन 

केवबन से वनकलते नजर आये मैं उन्ें सर क जुींवबश से ववश करके एक तऱि रास्ता देकर खड़ा हो गया वे भ 

शुवक्रया कह के बाजू से गुजर गये। ये मलाल विर उभर आया वक मैं इतन मशहर शखियत से बात नह ीं कर पा

रहा हाँ ।़ैिर अलसुबह कॉररडोर में उनसे एक बार और सामना हुआ ...तब जब जावेद साहब गलत से हमार 

केवबन क तऱि आ गये थे और विर मा़ि दरयाफ़्त करते हुए अपन केवबन क ओर चले गये। तब मन में एक

ववचार आया वक जल्द ह उनसे मुलाक़ात वनयवत कराने वाल है। हालााँवक वक ये पता नह ीं वक कब पर ऐसा ववचार

मन में आया जरूर ।

रात में मैंने अपना िुटपे्लट इींसे्पक्शन वकया, सुबह मााँ महालक्ष्म के दशिन वकये, कोलहापुर याडि का वनर क्षण

वकया और दोपहर तक अपने सरकार कायों से ़िाररग हो गया। और विर ब स तार ़ि क शाम को हल्का खाना

रेस्टहाऊस में ह वनबटा कर चल पड़ा पुनिः टर ेन पकडने। इस बार मेर ए केवबन में ऊपर क बथि थ । कॉररडोर में

कदम रखते ह पााँच सात लोगोीं के प छे तुिार ज से नजरें वमल ीं और सुखद आियि के साथ मैंने हााँक लगा द -

“अरे वाह सर आप भ आज ह वापस मुाँबई रवाना हो रहे हैं।” वे भ हाँस कर बोले - “ज हााँ हम भ चल रहे हैं।
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केवबन में कदम रखते ह मैं ़ुिश के मारे उछल ह तो पड़ा सामने लोअर बथि पर जावेद साहब हाथ बाींधे

नमूदार थे।मैंने हाथ जोड़कर नमस्कार क और अपन ़ुिश का इजहार भ वकया। बातोीं का वसलवसला कब

कैसे चल वनकला पता ह न चला।गाड़ के चलते तक जावेद साहब और तुिार ज को छोड़ने आये लोगोीं का

तााँता लगा रहा। इस ब च से्टशन मास्टर और ट ई महोदय ने भ जावेद साहब के साथ एक तस्व र लेने का

इजहार वकया वजसे जावेद साहब ने सहिि स्व कार कर वलया हााँ इनक तस्व र लेने का वजम्ा मैंने स्वत: ह ले

वलया और विर स्वयीं क तस्व र भ उन से खखींचवा ल ।वैसे इस मींतव्य से मैंने उनक तस्व र ख ींच भ थ ।

गाड़ के चलते ह बातोीं का वसलवसला भ तेज से चल वनकला।तुिार ज ने ह जावेद साहब को बताया वक

मैं भ सुबह ह मुींबई से कोल्हापुर आया था और अब साथ ह लौट रहा हाँ। बातोीं से पता चला ये दोनोीं महाशय

स्वगीय गोववींद पानसरे साहब क पुण्यवतवथ पर आयोवजत कायिक्रम में वहस्सा लेने आए थे।

बातें विर चल वनकल ीं -

जावेद साहब ने पूींछा - “आप कहााँ के रहने वाले हैं”।

मैंने कहा - सर पुसै्तन रुप से तो मैं इलाहाबाद से हाँ लेवकन पैदा और पला बढा मध्यप्रदेश में हाँ।

जावेद साहब- मध्यप्रदेश में कहााँ से।

मैं- ज भोपाल के पास एक छोटा सा क़स्बा है ब ना बस वह ीं से।

जावेद साहब- अरे भाई मैं जानता हाँ। मैंने भोपाल से ह अपन पढाई क है और मैं ग्वावलयर भ रहा हाँ।

मैं -अरे वाह सर मैं भ दो साल ग्वावलयर में रहा हाँ और मेरा बड़ा बेटा भ नह ीं पैदा हुआ है।

जावेद साहब- भई हमारे अब्बा का बड़ा बेटा भ वह ीं पैदा हुआ था।

एकदम सींज दा लहजे में बोल के जनाब चुप हो गये। जब हमार समझ में बात आई तो हम चारोीं लोग ठठा

के हींस पडे़।इस वि केवबन में मैं, तुिारज , जावेद साहब और उनका सहायक वकशोर चार लोग ह थे।

ब च में लोग आ कर ़िोटो खखींचवाते और बातोीं में व्यवधान भ डालते रहे। जावेद साहब सहिि अनुमवत

भ देते रहे।ये लावजम भ है अब जावेद साहब पर उनके खुद के हक़ के साथ सामान्य जन का हक़ भ तो है,

सो इतने ववनय पूणि अनुरोधोीं को टाल पाना नामुमवकन था। लोगोीं के चेहरोीं पर ़िोटो खखींचाते वि और उसके

बाद का आव्ह्लाद देखते ह बन रहा था।

अनूप पाणे्डा्

ब्रदनांक २०फ़रवरी २०२० , मरंिई

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

क्रमश:



PHOTO GALLERY

Photographer: Nikita Saxena

Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Capt. Ashish Pannase



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist   

Mayuresh Shirolkar



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Famida Haider



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Photographer: 

Praharsh Bajpai



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Photographer: 

Nikita Saxena



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist and Photographer:
Neeharika Shembekar



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Dr. Aparajita Hazra

Artist: 
Needhi Jinde



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Flames of Love by Mary Anne Zammit

Artist: Dr. Hemangi Abhyankar

Artist: Ritu Bhatnagar



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Ketav Singh 



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Artist: Ninad Dhanorkar 

Photographer: Nikita Saxena



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos, Vol 1, Issue 1

Photographer: 
Dr. Purnima Kulkarni



Brahmand: Voice of the Cosmos

E MAGAZINE FOR CREATIVE WRITING

A LITERARY WARRIOR GROUP INITIATIVE Group 

Initiative

CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS

VOL 2: ISSUE 1 - SPRING EDITION

1.   Submissions in the form of Articles/ Poetry/ Story/ Interviews/ 

Reviews in either Hindi or English are cordially invited.

2.   Submissions for images of Original Paintings and Photographs 

in high resolution are cordially invited.

3.   Theme is open.

4.   Stories and Articles must not exceed 1000 words.

5.   Poems should not exceed 30 lines.

6.   For Hindi submission, font should be Mangal.

7.   Mail your submissions in MS Word at 

voiceofthecosmos@gmail.com

with the following declaration:

‘I hereby state that the story/poem/article/picture/painting 

submitted is my original work and has my copyright.’

8.   The contributors will receive an acceptance mail after the                                                     

deadline.

Deadline 31st December 2021

mailto:voiceofthecosmos@gmail.com?subject=Submission


THE END


