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To Whom It May Concern / संबंधित सभी के लिए
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I, Saroj Dahiya, author and copyright holder of the Hindi novel “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” (Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau), published by Sukirti Prakashan, Kaithal (Haryana), hereby grant formal permission to: -

Anand Kumar Ashodhiya, Translator & Publisher, Avikavani Publishers, Shahpur Turk Sonipat Haryana, to translate my above-mentioned Hindi work into English and publish it under the title 


Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau — An English Translation
by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya
(From the Hindi original “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” by Saroj Dahiya सरोज दहिया)

This permission is granted for the purpose of literary, academic, cultural and educational dissemination. The copyright of the original Hindi text shall continue to remain with me, the author, while the copyright of the English translation shall rest with the translator. Both versions will duly acknowledge each other in all editions and references.

This letter serves as mutual consent and confirmation of our telephonic agreement regarding translation and publication.

With best wishes for the success of the English edition.

मैं, सरोज दहिया, उपन्यास “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” की लेखिका एवं सर्वाधिकार स्वामिनी, जो सुकीर्ति प्रकाशन, कैथल (हरियाणा) द्वारा 2010 में प्रकाशित हुआ था, इस पत्र द्वारा आनन्द कुमार आशोधिया, अनुवादक एवं प्रकाशक, अविकावनी पब्लिशर्स, शाहपुर तुर्क सोनीपत हरियाणा, को अपने उपर्युक्त हिन्दी उपन्यास का अंग्रेज़ी अनुवाद करने एवं प्रकाशित करने की अनुमति प्रदान करती हूँ, जो निम्नलिखित शीर्षक से प्रकाशित होगा —


Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau — An English Translation
by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya
(From the Hindi original “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” by सरोज दहिया)

मूल हिन्दी रचना का सर्वाधिकार मेरे पास रहेगा तथा अंग्रेज़ी अनुवाद का सर्वाधिकार अनुवादक के पास रहेगा। दोनों संस्करणों में एक-दूसरे का उल्लेख उचित रूप से किया जाएगा। यह पत्र हमारे दूरभाषीय सहमति की औपचारिक पुष्टि है।

अंग्रेज़ी संस्करण की सफलता हेतु शुभकामनाओं सहित।

(Signature / हस्ताक्षर)
[image: ]
Saroj Dahiya सरोज दहिया
Author — Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau / “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ”
Date:15 November 2025
(Signature / हस्ताक्षर)
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Anand Kumar Ashodhiya आनन्द कुमार आशोधिया
Translator / अनुवादक — Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau / “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ”
Date: 15 November 2025
(Signature / हस्ताक्षर)
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Witness / साक्षी:  Vipin Anand Ashodhiya Date: 15 November 2025
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About the Translator: Anand Kumar Ashodhiya

[image: ]


Anand Kumar Ashodhiya—known in the Haryanvi literary world as Kavi Anand Shahpur—brings together disciplined service, linguistic finesse, and deep cultural rootedness.

A former Warrant Officer of the Indian Air Force, he served for thirty-two years with distinction and was honoured for his contribution to Rajbhasha Hindi for eight consecutive years. Holding a postgraduate degree in English Literature from Annamalai University, he is well equipped to bridge linguistic and cultural sensibilities between Hindi–Haryanvi and English.

Deeply anchored in the ethos of Haryana, his literary name honours his ancestral village, Shahpur Turk (Sonipat, Haryana). With over 250 compositions spanning dohā, geet, ghazal, short stories, and folk-poetic traditions, he is recognised for his mastery of regional idiom, metre, and narrative expression—qualities that make him uniquely suited to translate Saroj Dahiya’s कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ into English.

Literary Contributions

His diverse oeuvre includes:

	Adhirājan — Folk epic in Ragni form

	Thara Mudda Thari Baat — Modern Haryanvi poems

	Kissa Bhagat Puranmal — Ragni with Pingal Samiksha

	Heer Ranjha — Ragni with Pingal Samiksha

	Avikāvani Haryanvi Ragni Sangrah (with Samiksha)

	Draupadi: A Folk Consciousness — Ragni Sangrah with Samiksha

	Prem ke Sau Rang — Modern Hindi poems

	Sākēt: An English Trans-creation

	NISWARTHI UDYOGA PARVA: An English Translation

	And the present volume, Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau — An English Translation


Born on 1 April in Shahpur Turk, Haryana, and presently residing in Mumbai, he continues to write actively across languages and genres.

Honours and Recognitions

Recipient of several cultural and literary distinctions—including the Haryana Sanskriti Gaurav Ratna, Kargil Vijay Samman, and Haryanvi Sahitya Ratna 2025—Ashodhiya remains committed to bringing Indian vernacular and classical literary traditions to a wider global readership.
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About the Original Hindi Author: Saroj Dahiya
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Saroj Dahiya (literary name: Saroj Dahiya 'Saroj' from 2025) is a highly prolific Hindi author and poet whose work deeply explores the intersection of classic literature, regional language, and contemporary concerns. Her literary output demonstrates an exceptional command over diverse genres and traditional prosody.

Born on August 14, 1958, Saroj Dahiya holds advanced academic degrees, including M.A. in Hindi, M.A. in History, and B.Ed., providing a strong scholarly foundation for her writing.
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A Versatile Literary Career
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Saroj Dahiya's work ranges from deeply personal autobiography to expansive epic trans-creation, establishing her as a significant voice in Hindi and Haryanvi literature. Her works include:

	Novels & Collections: The Hindi novel “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” (Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau), which is presented here in its authorized English translation, along with सरोज शत दल (a Hindi poetry collection), and her autobiography, यादों के सिलसिले (Reminiscences).

	Epic & Devotional Literature: Her profound connection to classical tradition is evident in her extensive works on epic texts, including the massive हरियाणवी श्रीराम कथा (Shri Ram Katha in Haryanvi verse), हरियाणवी गीता ज्ञान (Haryanvi translation of the seven hundred shlokas of the Gita), and दोहा गीता श्री (Hindi doha translation of the Gita).

	Verse Mastery: Her technical brilliance in traditional verse forms is showcased in her long narrative poems and specific collections, such as: 	वर्ण-वेणी: A staggering collection of 3,476 doha compositions, covering the barahkhadi of every letter in the Hindi alphabet.

	दहिया के दोहे: A collection of 2,400 doha in Haryanvi dialect.

	कुण्डलिया-कुण्ड: A collection of six hundred kundaliya verses.




Her other notable narrative works include the Prabandh Kavya (narrative poems) पटराणी and कूप-कानन, and the Khand Kavya (short narrative poems) स्वयंवरा and प्रेम परी.

Saroj Dahiya currently resides in Halalpur, Sonipat, Haryana, where she continues to enrich the literary landscape with her dedication to the craft of writing.
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Translator's Note

The Worn Fabric of Domestic Life
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The first time I read Saroj Dahiya’s Hindi novel “कहाँ-कहाँ पैबन्द लगाऊँ” (Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau), I sensed immediately that its raw emotional power needed to reach a wider audience. The title—literally “Where, oh where, shall I put the patches?”—perfectly captures the distress of a woman endlessly repairing the torn fabric of her domestic life.

This novel is far more than a family narrative. It is a sharp social document and an intimate psychological exploration. At its centre is a young woman trapped in a deeply conflicted marriage within a rural household, forced to witness her husband’s betrayal occurring within the very walls meant to shelter her. The pain is quiet, but the impact is devastating.
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Caught Between Two Worlds
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What makes the protagonist’s journey particularly poignant is that her troubles do not end when she leaves her marital home. Returning to her parents’ house—traditionally considered a place of refuge—she confronts a different kind of anguish. While she cares for her ageing parents, she must also endure the resentment and cruelty of her brothers’ wives, who view her presence as unwelcome.

To retain her dignity, she works tirelessly at small jobs, seeking emotional and financial independence. The novel thus exposes the double vulnerability of a woman who is unwelcome in the household she married into and barely tolerated in the home where she was raised. Her twelve-year struggle—held together by silence, endurance, and the fragile hope awakened by the birth of her son—becomes a testament to her unshakeable inner strength.
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The Challenge of Voice
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Translating this novel required more than linguistic skill; it demanded sensitivity to its cultural environment. The original text is deeply rooted in the emotional, idiomatic, and everyday rhythms of rural northern India. My foremost aim was fidelity to meaning and spirit, while also making the narrative accessible to readers unfamiliar with the dialect and social context.

The greatest challenge lay in recreating the regional tone—the earthiness of its idioms, the unspoken tensions of domestic life, and the emotional cadence of its characters—without flattening its cultural richness. I sought to preserve both the clarity of the author’s voice and the authenticity of the lived experiences she depicts.

This translation is offered as a bridge between languages and worlds—a window into the silent conflicts many women bear, and a reminder that resilience, even when tested for years, continues to kindle the possibility of hope.

—Anand Kumar Ashodhiya
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Dr. Puranmal Gaur
Former Director, Haryana Sahitya Akademi
Literature has always held within it the delicate fibres of lived experience—those quiet threads that bind together our collective memory, cultural dispositions, and the inner seasons of the human heart. Saroj Dahiya’s Hindi novel Kahā̃ Kahā̃ Paiband Lagāū̃ stands firmly within this tradition. Though deeply rooted in the socio-cultural soil of Haryana, the narrative breathes with a universal emotional candour, an unadorned realism, and a remarkable sensitivity toward the interior worlds of women.

The appearance of this English translation by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya is, therefore, not merely a linguistic achievement but a culturally meaningful gesture. Translation—when practiced with sincerity, empathy, and a listening ear attuned to the original’s cadence—becomes a bridge not only between languages but between sensibilities. Ashodhiya ji has undertaken this task in exactly such a spirit. His translation preserves the simplicity, emotional grain, and understated textures of Dahiya ji’s prose, allowing the novel to speak in a new voice without losing the heartbeat of the original.

Saroj Dahiya writes with an instinctive understanding of rural Haryana—its customs, contradictions, unspoken negotiations, and quiet longings. Her craftsmanship lies in how she weaves the everyday with the profound, shaping characters who feel authentic, familiar, and unforced. She neither idealizes nor condemns; she observes life with a compassionate clarity that marks the maturity of her storytelling.

In Kahā̃ Kahā̃ Paiband Lagāū̃ (“Where All Must I Patch It?”), Dahiya ji offers a piercing portrayal of womanhood stretched between endurance and self-assertion, affection and humiliation, tradition and awakening. The metaphor in the title—a piece of torn cloth endlessly mended yet never restored to wholeness—echoes hauntingly through the fragmented inner life of its protagonist, Sujata.

Through Sujata’s journey—from a dutiful daughter-in-law caught in the web of domestic hierarchies to a woman reclaiming her moral agency—the narrative unfolds as a tapestry of social realism. With unflinching honesty, it lays bare how everyday jealousies, patriarchal complicities, and familial politics corrode the moral fabric of relationships. The antagonism of Sarala, the oppressive silences of Narendra, and the passive endurance of the elders serve as mirrors to a society that has long trained its women to adjust, absorb, and mend rather than break free.

Yet beneath the novel’s quiet despair runs a stream of moral courage. Sujata’s clarity—her resolve to live with dignity rather than bitterness—lends the work a subdued but luminous strength. It is not the triumph of rebellion but of inner steadiness, a kind of moral resurrection born through suffering.

The novel operates simultaneously as a chronicle of its social milieu and a timeless reflection on gendered endurance. Intimate in its realism and raw in emotional texture, Kahā̃ Kahā̃ Paiband Lagāū̃ belongs to that rare tradition of Indian women’s writing which neither sensationalizes oppression nor sanctifies suffering; rather, it listens to the silences of women’s lives and restores to them the dignity of being heard, named, and remembered.

Ultimately, Sujata’s story gestures toward a question larger than her individual fate:
How much of life can one keep mending before the fabric itself gives way?
In translating this nuanced world, Ashodhiya ji demonstrates not only literary discipline but cultural responsibility. His work honours the original while presenting contemporary readers—particularly the younger generation, diaspora communities, and non-Hindi audiences—with an accessible and graceful English rendition. This edition extends the reach of Dahiya ji’s storytelling and ensures that its emotional resonance transcends linguistic boundaries.

I extend my warm congratulations to Saroj Dahiya for her evocative narrative art, and to Anand Kumar Ashodhiya for his faithful and sensitive translation. May this English edition of Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau find a wide and appreciative readership, continuing to illuminate the subtle truths of human life—truths that endure beyond language, time, and place.

Dr. Puranmal Gaur
Former Director
Haryana Sahitya Akademi
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Dr. Babu Ram (D.Litt.)
Head & Chairperson, Department of Hindi
Baba Mastnath University, Rohtak, Haryana
The enduring strength of Hindi literature lies in its ability to mirror life with sincerity, restraint, and an uncompromising humanistic vision. Among the contemporary voices contributing to this tradition, Saroj Dahiya holds a distinctive and meaningful place. Her novel Kahāñ Kahāñ Paiband Lagāū̃ stands as a compelling example of socially rooted narrative art—woven with emotional authenticity, cultural nuance, and a profound attentiveness to the psychological textures of everyday existence.

The publication of this English translation by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya arrives at a significant moment, when regional Indian literature is increasingly seeking new avenues of expression, visibility, and cross-cultural dialogue. A translation, in its essence, is never merely a linguistic transposition; it is an interpretive, ethically responsible engagement with the original. It requires sensitivity to cultural ecosystems, tonal subtleties, and lived experience. In this regard, Ashodhiya ji’s labour deserves sincere appreciation. His translation remains faithful to the emotional grain of the narrative while offering clarity, fluency, and an unforced elegance to readers unfamiliar with Hindi, enabling them to enter Dahiya ji’s world without losing its indigenous resonance.

Rooted deeply in the lived realities of Haryana—its moral structures, familial dynamics, social anxieties, and unspoken burdens—Dahiya’s writing transcends the seeming boundaries of region and language. She touches upon concerns universal to the human condition: dignity, belonging, endurance, affection, betrayal, and the long quest for self-realisation. Her characters bear the fragrance of their cultural milieu, yet their dilemmas speak across geographies. It is precisely this universality that makes the present translation not only relevant, but necessary.

The primary challenge in translating such a work lies in preserving its quiet poignancy—the unadorned grace with which Dahiya ji depicts the inner tremors of her characters. Ashodhiya ji succeeds by maintaining a delicate equilibrium: his prose is lucid without ornamentation, evocative without excess, and disciplined without rigidity. This balance reflects a translator who possesses both literary sensibility and a sincere respect for the original.

This edition will undoubtedly help readers—scholars, students, and general readers alike—to understand the emotional complexities, cultural patterns, and ethical undercurrents embedded in Dahiya ji’s narrative universe. As Indian literature increasingly participates in global conversations, such translations become invaluable cultural artefacts bridging languages, geographies, and intellectual traditions.

The final movement of Kahāñ Kahāñ Paiband Lagāū̃ captures the very ethos of the novel: the exhaustion of a woman who has endured, adapted, and survived in silence. Sujata’s sleeplessness—her refusal to find rest—is more than literal insomnia; it is an emblem of the inner restlessness left behind by a lifetime of compromise, misunderstanding, and restrained resilience. The metaphor of the old, torn garment—so worn and frayed that one no longer knows where to patch—is extraordinary. It encapsulates not merely the protagonist’s state of being but the lived reality of countless women of her generation: functional yet fatigued, mended yet never whole.

The novel’s power lies in this emotional realism. There is no spectacle, no dramatic resolution—only the truthful ache of incompletion. Sujata neither triumphs nor fails; she endures. That is what makes this work modern in its sensibility—its unwavering loyalty to life as it is, not as fiction often wishes it to be.

Narendra, too, is rendered with nuance—not villainous, but weak; shaped as much by social expectation as by personal inadequacy. Dahiya’s realism is therefore not accusatory but reflective. Her quiet compassion toward her characters is what elevates the narrative into mature literary art.

Stylistically, her prose recalls the controlled emotional depth of writers like Mannu Bhandari or Anita Desai—restrained, observant, and piercing. In translation, this sensitivity remains intact.

I extend my heartfelt congratulations to Saroj Dahiya, whose creative voice continues to enrich the landscape of Hindi literature, and to Anand Kumar Ashodhiya, whose committed effort has enabled this voice to travel further. It is my hope that this translation will inspire readers to re-engage with regional narratives and recognise their indispensable contribution to the broader Indian literary canon.

May this English edition of “Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau” serve not merely as a translated text, but as a renewed dialogue—between languages, between cultures, and, ultimately, between human hearts.

Dr. Babu Ram (D.Litt.)
Head & Chairperson
Department of Hindi
Baba Mastnath University, Rohtak
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Critical Academic And Literary Review
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Dr. Pushpa
Professor & Head, Department of Hindi
Maharshi Dayanand University, Rohtak, Haryana
Saroj Dahiya’s “Kahā Kahā Paiband Lagāū̃” stands as a poignant and powerful contribution to post-Independence Hindi fiction—particularly to that stream of women-centred narrative that transforms the domestic space into a site of both confinement and self-awakening. Rather than shaping her story around grand acts of resistance, Dahiya constructs a world where the quiet endurance of women, their muted defiance, and the moral dilemmas of everyday life become the true sites of literary revelation.

Dahiya’s storytelling is understated yet emotionally resonant. She writes with a simplicity that contains remarkable psychological depth. Her diction, rooted in the cadences of spoken Hindi—intimate, colloquial, unpretentious—often rises to lyrical beauty at moments of introspection. In her hands, the rhythms of ordinary speech become instruments of extraordinary emotional truth.

The novel’s narrative structure is linear yet delicately layered with memory, self-reflection, and moral ambiguity. Every domestic interaction becomes a lens refracting larger social hierarchies. Sarla’s jealousy, Narendra’s passivity, and Sujata’s quiet strength shape a microcosm of gendered power relations, exposing the subtle yet pervasive mechanisms through which patriarchal norms regulate women’s inner and outer lives.

Dahiya’s prose situates her within a lineage that includes the realism of Mannu Bhandari and the quiet psychological insight of Anita Desai. Yet her creative voice remains distinct—marked by clarity, compassion, and restraint. Her greatest artistry lies in elevating the ordinary into the profound and uncovering the poetry of survival amid the monotonies of everyday existence.

From a broader literary standpoint, Kahā Kahā Paiband Lagāū̃ participates in an evolving discourse within contemporary Hindi fiction—where questions of identity, agency, emotional labour, and socio-cultural negotiation are being re-examined with renewed urgency. Emerging from the socio-cultural milieu of Haryana, the novel captures the intersections of tradition and aspiration, domesticity and desire, silence and assertion. Its power lies not merely in its narrative events but in the intellectual and emotional honesty with which it renders lived experience.

A notable strength of Dahiya’s craft is her ability to illuminate the micro-gestures of everyday life. She writes with the economy of a realist and the sensitivity of an empathetic observer. The invisible labour of women—emotional, ethical, psychological—becomes visible, articulated with dignity and quiet intensity. This is regional realism at its most humane.

Critically, the text stands at the confluence of feminist consciousness and regional narrative. It does not dramatize or sentimentalize. Instead, it compels readers to confront the subtle architecture of compromise, suppression, resilience, and renewal that shapes the lives of women in semi-urban and rural Haryana. This inward insistence—neither loud nor ornamental—is the novel’s most compelling moral force.

The English translation by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya merits particular appreciation. Translating a culturally saturated text requires not only linguistic equivalence but an attunement to tonal precision, emotional resonance, narrative tempo, and socio-linguistic nuance. Ashodhiya ji succeeds in preserving the cadence and cultural aroma of the original while producing English prose that reads with clarity, fluency, and dignity. It neither domesticates the text nor burdens it with literalism; instead, it opens the novel to new readers without severing its cultural roots.

For scholars, this translation widens a spectrum of possibilities—comparative studies of regional women’s writing, classroom explorations of translation theory, interdisciplinary research on gender and culture, and critical engagement with the shifting dynamics of post-1990s Hindi fiction. For general readers, it offers an emotionally rich narrative in an accessible, elegant English register.

Ultimately, Kahā Kahā Paiband Lagāū̃ is more than a domestic novel; it is a literary metaphor for repair, endurance, and renewal. Each “paiband” (patch) symbolizes the countless compromises women are compelled to make, yet also the quiet courage with which they continue to stitch their lives back together. Dahiya’s craftsmanship lies in transforming pain into art—rendering the struggles of ordinary women into a universal reflection on resilience and human dignity.

In conclusion, Saroj Dahiya’s novel achieves a rare and memorable synthesis: literary grace intertwined with social realism, emotional intimacy combined with philosophical insight. Deeply rooted in the cultural soil of Haryana, her narrative transcends its locale to speak to readers everywhere. The present translation by Anand Kumar Ashodhiya ensures that this voice travels further, enriching contemporary literary discourse and opening new avenues of academic engagement.

I congratulate Saroj Dahiya for creating a work of lasting emotional and cultural value, and Anand Kumar Ashodhiya for bringing this narrative into an expanded linguistic and intellectual world with such care and craftsmanship.

Dr. Pushpa
Professor & Head
Department of Hindi
Maharshi Dayanand University, Rohtak
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DEDICATION

To my revered Gurudev, Śrī Paleram Dahiya Halālpuriyā Ji
Custodian of the Ragni, Lok-Geet, and Haryanvi Lok–Sanskriti Tradition
There are moments in a literary journey when lineage, geography, and destiny converge in a manner so rare that it becomes sacred. The village of Halalpur, from which my revered Gurudev—Śrī Paleram Dahiya Halālpuriyā Ji—emerged as a towering figure of Haryana’s folk-music tradition, is also the very soil that nurtured Smt. Saroj Dahiya, the distinguished author of this novel and recipient of the prestigious Jankavi Mehar Singh Award.

To be translating the work of a writer who springs from the same cultural earth as my spiritual preceptor is, to me, nothing short of a prasad — a blessed offering of fate.

Gurudev, your voice once travelled across Haryana, Punjab, Himachal Pradesh, Western Uttar Pradesh, Delhi NCR, and Rajasthan—carrying with it not just melody but the soul of an entire people. You were a living archive of rhythm, tradition, ethics, humour, lament, and cultural memory. Through your Ragni and your dignified presence, you embodied the heartbeat of Haryanvi loka-Sanskriti.

All that I know of sound, cadence, restraint, and the moral seriousness required in any artistic undertaking, I learned—silently, gradually, gratefully—from you.

It is this training in inner discipline, this deep listening to the pulse of human experience, that enabled me to translate Saroj Dahiya’s Kahā̃ Kahā̃ Paiband Lagāū̃ with fidelity to its emotional truth. Her prose carries the fragrance of the same Halalpur soil from which your songs once blossomed. Translating her work thus felt like returning, again and again, to a familiar ancestral well.

This book, then, is more than a translation.
It is a bridge between two cultural giants of Halalpur,
and a humble offering at your lotus feet.
May this English rendering serve as both sraddha and sevā—
to the original author’s vision,
and to your ever-guiding light,
which continues to illuminate my literary and spiritual path.
—Anand Kumar Ashodhiya
Translator of Kahaan Kahaan Paiband Lagau
Avikavani Publishers, 2025
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It was two o’clock in the afternoon. Sujata was resting at home with her son Dinesh. She was tired—so tired that rest felt like an urgent need.
But Dinesh, as always, was full of questions.
“Just one more thing, Mummy—just one more! Then you can sleep. I promise I won’t say another word.”

“What is it?” Sujata asked absently.

“Mummy, why doesn’t Grandma talk to you?”

“Just like that, son,” she replied softly.

“And Auntie? Why doesn’t she talk to us either?”

At the mention of her sister-in-law, Sujata’s whole body seemed to catch fire.

“I’m the one who doesn’t speak to her,” she said sharply.

“Why, Mummy?”

“You wouldn’t understand,” Sujata murmured, gently patting her six-year-old son in an effort to lull him to sleep. How could that innocent child possibly grasp the truth behind his questions?
For a while, Dinesh gazed silently at the ceiling. Then, pressing his face against his mother’s chest, he drifted into sleep.
But even after her son had fallen asleep, Sujata found no rest. His innocent questions had pressed so harshly upon her most sensitive wounds that the pain refused to subside. Her mind, entangled in the threads of the past twelve years, could no longer think of sleep or comfort.

Before her inner eyes, scenes from her life passed one after another—like moving pictures in a film.

Twelve years ago, Sujata had entered this house as a young, carefree bride. At that time, she was a second-year B.A. student. Her father’s financial condition was not good, so she was pursuing her studies privately from home.

Her father—an old and poor man—had found himself unable to send his youngest daughter to college, just as he was now struggling to find her a suitable husband.

There is this fault in poverty: it drags even the most virtuous people down to a lower station in life.
Wealth, on the other hand, can lend a fool the semblance of wisdom.
Sujata’s father, Chaudhary Hardayal Singh, was an educated and sensible man—well respected in his village. Throughout his life he had done much good for others, helped many in need, and raised his children with care and devotion. Yet, in his old age, a single mistake had robbed him of his peace.
That mistake had affected Sujata most of all.
The three elder brothers and the sister were all married and happy in their own homes. The brothers lived away for work; the sister was settled in her in-laws’ house. Yet, all four shared one habit—whenever they visited, they ate and drank heartily, and when leaving, always found some pretext to take something from home.

It was considered natural—even a matter of family honour—for a married daughter to take gifts from her parental home. But the sons—who had never once placed a rupee of their earnings in their father’s hand—also came only to take.

Hardayal Singh’s livelihood depended on a single acre of land—fertile land that yielded three crops a year. Water was plentiful, and life passed comfortably enough. But then, in his old age, for reasons unknown even to himself, he took a loan from the local Gur Khand Cooperative Society and installed a sugarcane crusher.

That very crusher—and the debt it brought—became the source of such endless misery that, despite enduring many hardships, the family could never regain the peace and respect it once enjoyed.

Now, as his body weakened and worries multiplied, Sujata’s marriage had begun to gnaw at the old couple’s hearts like a silent worm, consuming them from within.

Sujata’s elder brother Ramendra, five years older than her, had completed his B.A. and had become his father’s chief support. He managed the fields but was headstrong and impulsive—a loud-spoken young man who rarely thought before acting. He never looked beyond the moment; arrogance had become his second nature.

Though their three elder sons had long since left home for jobs elsewhere, Hardayal Singh, seeing Ramendra as his only help in old age, tolerated his stubbornness in silence. As a result, Ramendra’s pride grew unchecked.

Only two children now remained at home—Ramendra and Sujata.

Chaudhary Hardayal Singh was about seventy, yet full of life, still as agile and sturdy as a man of forty.

He had little worry for his son; after all, boys somehow make their own way. But Sujata—being a daughter—could not be kept home forever. Wherever he went seeking a match, disappointment awaited him. Somewhere the dowry demands were too high; elsewhere her dusky complexion became an obstacle.

At times, he found no boy suitable; at others, a difference of gotra (clan) broke the negotiation.

At last he resolved to find a match where expenses would be modest, but the boy would at least be capable of earning his living.

As the saying goes, “Where there is a will, there is a way.”

One day, Hardayal Singh happened to meet an old acquaintance from Hamidpur village, who invited him over, saying, “There’s a young man in our village quite suitable for your daughter. If you wish, you can come and see him.”

Finding time, Hardayal Singh went to Hamidpur with his acquaintance and arrived at the house of Chaudhary Gangaram to see the boy.

The boy had completed his B.Sc. and B.Ed. degrees and was searching for employment. His family possessed about twelve Beeghas (7.5 acres) of land, a house, and a vacant plot. There were five brothers and one married sister; the two elder brothers were already married, while the younger two were still in school.

When the visitors arrived, Chaudhary Gangaram was sitting outside on the raised platform of his house, leisurely puffing his earthen hookah. A few elderly neighbours sat with him.

Amirchand, being from the same village, was well known to Gangaram. Seeing him approach with an unfamiliar companion, Gangaram quickly got up, offered them a charpoy to sit on, and asked the purpose of their visit.

Amirchand spoke first:
“Where is Narendra?”
“Upstairs, in the house,” Gangaram replied.

“Call him down,” said Amirchand.

Gangaram immediately understood that this visit concerned a marriage proposal. He went inside, instructed his wife to prepare tea, and told his son to come downstairs and sit with the guests.

Soon Narendra came down—a young man of about five feet eight, fair-complexioned, with a long nose and a cheerful, pleasant face.

Hardayal Singh hesitated. Would they really agree to this match? he wondered.

Sujata was tall enough, but her features were not striking, and her complexion was dark. Compared with her, the boy seemed far more handsome. His doubt was only natural.

In conversation, he casually mentioned to Gangaram his daughter’s education, height, and complexion.

Gangaram, an old-fashioned and simple man—the father of five sons and one daughter—had never believed in sending girls to school, thinking their education would benefit only another family. But now, when a well-educated bride might enter his home, why would he mind her darker skin?

Hardayal Singh finally said, “I like the boy. The rest is up to you.”

Gangaram smiled. “The choice is yours. Whenever you invite us, we’ll gladly come to your home.”

“I must tell you,” said Hardayal Singh, “my daughter isn’t very beautiful, and her complexion isn’t fair.”

“That’s all right,” Gangaram replied. “What does colour matter? If she were short, I might have thought twice—but the complexion we can overlook.”

Hardayal Singh invited him to visit Chaupala village the following Sunday, and returned home, pleased and hopeful.

On the appointed day, Chaudhary Gangaram came to Chaupala. After seeing the girl, his eyes fell upon her feet—long and well-shaped, the arches gracefully curved between toes and heels, a sign long regarded as auspicious. He was inwardly very pleased. Yet he did not confirm the match immediately.

He said instead, “My eldest son and his children are coming home in two months. We’ll discuss it together and visit you again after that.”

What could the girl’s father do? Could he wait, uncertain, on the word of people whose decisions might change at any time? Two months passed as they wandered who knew where. Then, suddenly, Amirchand brought word:

“They’ll be coming next Sunday to Chaupala—to finalize the match.”

Relieved, Hardayal Singh replied that he would be ready. The house at once stirred into joyful preparation.
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Chapter 2
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It was Sunday morning, and the house had been bustling with activity since dawn.

The eldest brother, Devendra, had arrived by eight o’clock. The second brother could not come for some reason. The third, Surendra, was younger than Upendra but older than Kanta. Then came Ramendra, and finally the youngest—Sujata.

Surendra was in the army, so he himself could not be expected, but his wife was at home. She had left no corner of the house uncleaned. Everything shone; everything was in order. There was a current of quiet happiness running through the household.

Around eleven o’clock, three visitors arrived from Hamidpur—Amirchand, Gangaram, and Gangaram’s elder daughter-in-law, Sarla.

The two men were seated in the front room, while the woman was taken to a chamber specially decorated for her visit.

Vandana, Sujata’s sister-in-law—Surendra’s wife—prepared tea. She poured it into a kettle, arranged biscuits and savoury snacks neatly on a tray, and sent them to the drawing room through her younger brother-in-law. Then she prepared a second kettle of tea, another tray with refreshments, and, taking Sujata along, went to the inner room where Sujata’s mother sat with the visiting lady.

They had barely begun exchanging polite conversation over tea when another woman arrived—Sujata’s mother’s old friend. She had been invited the previous day, for she had been told that people were coming to finalize Sujata’s marriage.
Her presence was meant to help with the kitchen work
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