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Preface
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Munshi Premchand, often hailed as the father of modern Hindi and Urdu literature, possessed an unmatched ability to bring India's soul to life through the written word. His stories were not mere narratives—they were windows into the conscience of a nation, capturing the struggles, aspirations, joys, and heartbreaks of ordinary people during extraordinary times.

This book, "10 Famous Stories of Munshi Premchand", is a tribute to his literary genius. It offers carefully selected tales that span themes of social injustice, moral dilemmas, human compassion, and quiet heroism. Each story, originally penned in Hindi or Urdu, has been translated into English with the aim of preserving Premchand’s voice—simple yet profound, critical yet compassionate.

Whether you're a first-time reader or revisiting these classics, this collection invites you to journey into the heart of rural India, where dusty roads, flickering lamps, and the echoes of timeless truths still resonate. Through these translations, we hope to bridge cultures and generations, bringing Premchand’s enduring legacy to a broader audience.

Let these stories not only entertain you, but move you—and perhaps, quietly, change the way you see the world.
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A Humble Apology from the Translator
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Translating the works of Munshi Premchand is a task that brings immense honor—and equal humility. His stories are not merely written in Hindi or Urdu; they are steeped in the cultural soil, the unspoken nuances, and the lived experiences of a bygone era. Every sentence carries the fragrance of rural India, every character speaks in a voice that belongs deeply to its time and place.

As the translator of these timeless tales, I have made a sincere and dedicated effort to stay as true as possible to the spirit, tone, and emotional depth of Premchand’s originals. Yet, I must confess that language can be both a bridge and a boundary. Some idioms, sentiments, and cultural expressions defy direct translation. In these instances, choices had to be made—between literal accuracy and emotional authenticity, between structure and soul.

I offer this work not as a perfect replica, but as a respectful homage. If, in some places, the translation seems inadequate or the essence diluted, I ask for the reader’s understanding and forgiveness. The loss, if any, is entirely mine; the brilliance, where it shines through, is Premchand’s alone.

May these stories still touch your heart, and may they inspire you to seek the originals, should you be able to. Thank you for walking with me on this delicate path between languages.

With deep humility,
The Translator
Dr Pratul Sharma, Ph.D. IIT Delhi
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1.  बड़े भाई साहब (Elder brother)
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My brother was five years older than me, but only three classes ahead. He too had started studying at the same age as I did, but he did not like to rush into matters as important as education. He wanted to lay a strong foundation for this building, on which a grand palace could be built. He would complete one year's work in two years. Sometimes it would take three years as well. If the foundation is not strong, how can the house be stable?

I was young, he was old. I was nine years old, he was fourteen years old. He had the full and birthright to warn and supervise me and my decency lay in considering his orders as law.

He was a studious person by nature. He would always sit with a book open and perhaps to give rest to his mind, he would draw pictures of birds, dogs and cats, sometimes on his notebooks and sometimes on the margins of the book. Sometimes he would write the same name or word or sentence ten to twenty times. Sometimes he would copy a couplet again and again in beautiful handwriting. Sometimes he would create such words which had neither any meaning nor any coherence. For example, once I saw this text on his notebook—Special, Amina, brothers-brothers, actually, brother-brother, Radheshyam, Shriyut Radheshyam, for an hour—after this a man's face was drawn. I tried very hard to find some meaning to this puzzle, but failed. And I did not have the courage to ask him. He was in the ninth grade, I was in the fifth. It was a big thing for me, a small boy, to understand his compositions.

The same question was always asked in the same tone and my only answer to it was silence. I don't know why I never said that I was just playing outside. My silence told me that I accepted my crime and Bhai Saheb had no other option but to greet me with words mixed with affection and anger.

“If you study English like this, you will keep studying all your life and will not learn a single word. Studying English is no joke that anyone can study it, otherwise, Tom, Dick and Harry would become scholars of English. Here, one has to strain one’s eyes day and night and burn one’s blood, only then one learns this art. And what does one learn, yes, one learns just to say. Even great scholars cannot write pure English, leave alone speaking it. And I say, you are such a fool that you do not learn a lesson even by looking at me. I work so hard, you see it with your own eyes, if you do not see it, then it is the fault of your eyes, the fault of your intellect. There are so many fairs and shows, have you ever seen me going to see there?

There are cricket and hockey matches every day. I don't try to go there. I always keep studying. On top of that I stay in one class for two to three years. Then how do you expect that you will pass by wasting time in sports like this?

It takes me only two or three years, but you will rot in this class all your life. If you have to waste your life like this, then it is better to go home and play gulli-danda (a street game played with wooden stick) happily. Why do you waste grandfather's hard-earned money?”

I would start crying after hearing this rebuke. What was the answer? I had committed the crime, who would bear the rebuke?

Bhai sahib was an expert in the art of preaching. He used to say such sensible things, such aphorisms that my heart would be torn into pieces and I would lose courage. I did not find the strength to work so hard and in that despair, I would think for a while - 'Why should I not go home? Why should I spoil my life by getting involved in a work which is beyond my capability?' I was willing to remain a fool, but that much hard work would make me dizzy, but after an hour or two, the clouds of despair would burst and I would decide that from now on I will study with full dedication. I would quickly make a time-table. How can I start work without making a plan in advance, without preparing a scheme?

Sports would completely disappear from the time-table. Get up at six in the morning, wash hands and face, have breakfast, sit down to study. English from six to eight, arithmetic from eight to nine, history from nine to nine-thirty, then food and school. Return from school at three-thirty, rest for half an hour, geography from four to five, grammar from five to six, walk in front of the hostel for half an hour, English composition from six-thirty to seven, then after food, translation from eight to nine, Hindi from nine to ten, miscellaneous subjects from ten to eleven, then rest.

But making a time-table is one thing, following it is another. I would start ignoring it from the very first day. The pleasant greenery of the field, the gentle gusts of wind, the jumps of football, the moves of Kabaddi, the speed and agility of volleyball, would pull me there unknowingly and inevitably and as soon as I reached there, I would forget everything. No one would remember that deadly time-table, those eye-straining books and then Bhai Saheb would get an opportunity to admonish and insult me. I would run away from his shadow, try to stay away from his eyes, enter the room in such a way that he would not know. His eyes would turn towards me and I would die. It always felt like a naked sword was hanging over my head. Still, just as a man remains bound in the bondage of attachment and illusion even in the midst of death and calamity, I could not despise sports even after being rebuked and scolded.

Two

The annual examination took place. Bhai sahab failed, I passed and came first in the class. There was only a difference of two years between me and him. I felt like taking Bhai sahab to task – ‘Where did your hard penance go?

Look at me, I played happily and I am also at the top of the class.' But he was so sad and depressed that I felt a deep sympathy for him and the very thought of rubbing salt on his wounds seemed shameful. Yes, now I felt a little proud of myself and my self-respect also increased. Bhai sahib's intimidation was no longer there on me. I started participating in sports freely. My heart was strong. If he insults me again, I will clearly say - what have you achieved by burning your blood. I came first in the class while playing. Even though I did not have the courage to express this arrogance verbally, it was clear from my behavior that Bhai sahib's terror was no longer on me. Bhai sahib sensed this – his innate intelligence was very sharp and one day when I returned at lunch time after spending the entire morning in playing gulli-danda, Bhai sahib as if drew out his sword and pounced upon me – I see that you have become smart because you have passed this year and got first position in the class, but Bhaijan, even the great ones do not remain proud, what is your status, you must have read about Ravana (the arrogant king of Lanka, who lost battle to Shri Ram) in history. What lesson did you learn from his character?

Or did you read it just like that?

Just passing an exam is nothing, the real thing is the development of intelligence. Understand the meaning of whatever you read. Ravan was the master of the world. Such kings are called Chakravarti. Nowadays the empire of the British has expanded a lot, but they cannot be called Chakravarti. Many nations in the world do not accept the supremacy of the British, they are completely independent. Ravan was a Chakravarti king, all the kings of the world used to pay him taxes. The great gods used to serve him as slaves. Even the gods of fire and water were his slaves, but what was his end?

Arrogance destroyed his name and trace, there was no one left to give him even a drop of water. A man can commit any sin, but he should not be arrogant or boastful. He became arrogant and left this world.

You must have read about the devil too. He was proud that there was no truer devotee of God than him. In the end, what happened was that he was thrown from heaven to hell. Shaherum was also proud once. He died begging. You have just passed one class and you
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