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Dedication

To my beloved sister,

Shanta Raghu —

whose stories upheld the dignity of simple lives,

the grace of silence,

and the timeless beauty of compassion.

This book is an offering to her gentle spirit,

her unwavering faith in human goodness,

and the quiet radiance she shared with everyone around her.

May her words continue to soothe, guide,

and remind us that a still heart

hears life’s truths most clearly.

— S. Seshadri
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Preface

With reverence to its roots, this book follows the author’s Kannada original,
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When I first began translating these stories, the working title was Shanta’s Gems of Everyday Life — a fitting phrase, for she had the rare gift of discovering sparkle in the ordinary. Her tales, told with warmth and clarity, revealed the quiet poetry of daily living: the laughter in small things, the gentle heroism of unnoticed people, and the simple truths that hold us together.

As the translation progressed, however, I felt myself drawn to something deeper in her writing — an inner stillness, a calm light that glowed even through her most emotional moments. Beneath her lively characters and tender humour, there was always a tranquil centre of compassion and acceptance. It was then that the title The Quiet Heart came to me.

It captured not only the spirit of her stories but the essence of the writer herself. Shanta’s life, much like her prose, was marked by dignity, restraint, and an inner grace that never sought attention. She listened more than she spoke, and in that listening lay her understanding. Her heart was quiet — not for lack of passion, but because it knew life’s rhythms and reconciliations.

In choosing The Quiet Heart as the title for this collection, I hoped to reflect both the tone of her writings and the quality of her spirit. Each story carries that same gentle beat — patient, compassionate, and enduring.

As her brother and translator, this work has been a journey of remembrance as much as of language. In bringing her Kannada words into English, I have tried to preserve not just meaning, but music — the pauses, the tenderness, and the quiet humour that made her voice uniquely her own.

May these stories, now shared with a wider world, touch your heart as gently as they touched mine. And may the quiet heart of Shanta Raghu continue to speak — softly, truly, and always.

— S. Seshadri


Translator’s Note

Translating The Quiet Heart has been both a labour of love and a pilgrimage through memory. Each story carried the unmistakable cadence of Shanta’s Kannada — a language she shaped with precision, warmth, and quiet elegance. My task was not merely to render her words into English, but to carry across the fragrance of her thought, the music of her pauses, and the lightness of her humour.

Shanta’s writing sprang from observation rather than invention. Her characters were drawn from the people around her — the neighbour who bore her burdens with unspoken strength, the teacher who found joy in small victories, the child who spoke wisdom without realising it. In her hands, these simple moments took on a gentle radiance.

As I worked through her manuscripts, I often felt her presence — not merely as the author to be translated, but as a companion guiding my hand. There were times when I could almost hear her soft laughter over a phrase that finally settled into its rhythm, or her quiet approval when a nuance found its right place.

By choosing The Quiet Heart as the title for this collection, I hoped to honour both her craft and her spirit — a life lived with calm courage, restraint, and an abiding sense of peace. She believed deeply in the decency of the human spirit, and her stories remain a testament to that faith.

It is my hope that this translation allows readers who do not know Kannada to experience what I have cherished — the warmth, the wit, and the quiet truth that flow through every page of her writing.

— S. Seshadri


A Brother Remembers

Shanta never hurried through life. She watched, listened, and gathered small human moments the way some people collect precious stones — quietly, without fanfare, and with deep affection. The Quiet Heart gathers those moments once more: scenes of laughter, flashes of longing, and the soft wisdom she found in ordinary days.

To me, these stories are not just pieces of writing; they are memories of the sister I knew. I remember her gentle smile when a phrase came together just right, her thoughtful pauses, her quiet observations about people who passed through her life. She had the rare gift of seeing the inner glow in simple things — a neighbour’s resilience, a child’s unfiltered honesty, a teacher’s steady patience.

In reading her work again, I find myself returning to those conversations we once shared, those evenings when she would speak softly about the characters who had touched her heart. Translating her words has been a way of walking beside her once more — step by unhurried step.

This section is a remembrance, yes, but also a thanksgiving. For her grace, her humility, and the quiet strength she carried through life. If these stories touch you, even a fraction of how they have touched me, then her gentle spirit continues to light the way.

— S. Seshadri
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About the Author

Shanta Raghu

Shanta Raghu wrote with a quiet clarity that reflected her own nature — observant, dignified, and deeply compassionate. Her stories grew from real lives around her: neighbours who bore their days with grace, teachers who found joy in small triumphs, and children whose innocence revealed unexpected wisdom.

Writing in Kannada, she brought a gentle precision to her craft. Her prose was unhurried, thoughtful, and rooted in a life- long habit of watching the world with empathy. She believed that ordinary moments carried extraordinary meaning, and her stories illuminated those moments with warmth and under- standing.

Through her work, Shanta Raghu offered readers an intimate view of human goodness — subtle, steady, and enduring. The Quiet Heart is a reflection of the values she lived by and the world she cherished.


About the Translator & Compiler

S. Seshadri

S. Seshadri is an engineer, writer, translator, and visual artist whose creative pursuits span several decades. His work combines a love for language with an eye for detail, shaped by years of storytelling, artistic exploration, and deep engagement with culture and tradition.

As translator and compiler of The Quiet Heart, he brings both literary sensitivity and personal memory to the task. His aim has been to preserve not only the meaning of the original Kannada but also the tone, rhythm, and gentle humour that distinguished Shanta Raghu’s voice.

In The Quiet Heart, he steps into his most personal role — that of a brother translating not just words, but love remembered.


CHAPTER 1

To Eat or Not to Eat… That is the Devour-lemma

As the sun dipped below Bangalore’s skyline, the air held a hint of jasmine, soft and fragrant, wrapping around the senses like a silk shawl. With a bag in each hand, I began my usual walk towards the Jayanagar Shopping Complex. This ritual, simple as it might seem, always served two purposes: stocking the house with everyday items at a reasonable price and giving me enough exercise to keep my figure from spreading. On those walks, I recalled fond memories of visiting the market with my grandmother. Her steady hand guided me through the bustling crowd while she bartered effortlessly with the vendors. Her laughter rang out, contagious as always, making even a mundane shopping trip feel like an adventure. It was a sensible balance: half practicality, half vanity.

Now, the Jayanagar Shopping Complex is no ordinary market. It is a theater of life itself. As you weave through its aisles, the sensory overload is both bewildering and delightful. A vendor, turban tied in a vivid orange, bargains warmly and rapidly over freshly picked mangoes. Their sweet fragrance cuts through the air. Nearby, the hissing of frying bajjis calls out, sending up a tantalizing aroma of spices. Shoppers and shopkeepers from every corner of the city add to the mosaic of life, speaking in a dozen languages. Their voices create a symphony of sound. The crowd’s moods shift constantly, from anger to delight, making it a live performance I never tire of watching. Perhaps that is why I went there so faithfully: half to shop, half to be entertained.

That day, once my two bags were well-filled and my hands ached from carrying them, I decided to rest a while. I set the bags beside me on the broad, clean steps of the complex and sank down gratefully. Around me, the market buzzed like a beehive. Children tugged at their mothers’ sleeves, vendors waved and shouted prices, scooters zipped past honking, and the smell of hot bajjis frying at a roadside cart drifted temptingly through the air.

Amid this bustle, a voice reached my ears. “Hello, Shamanna, any sign of our friend Doddamani?”

I turned my head in the direction of the voice. Not far from me, on the same steps, sat a small cluster of elderly men, clearly friends and clearly retired. Their appearance—neatly pressed jackets, shawls wrapped tightly around their shoulders, walking sticks resting across their laps—showed their age and demeanor. They leaned into each other in easy conversation, the relaxed posture of those who had earned their leisure.

Shamanna replied, “No idea. Doddamani was always punctual.”

A few moments later, the missing man arrived, walking carefully toward the group. The cluster shifted to make space, and their faces broke into warm smiles. “Ah, Doddamani! What kept you so late?” Shamanna asked, scooting aside so his friend could join them on the step.

But poor Doddamani lowered himself heavily onto the step. His face was long and his voice tired. “What can I say, Gopalaiah... I have lost all enthusiasm. There is no cheer left in me.” He pulled his shawl tighter, as though to shield himself from not just the chill but from life itself. As he settled in, his mind wandered back to cherished porch mornings. A steaming cup in hand, the aroma of fresh tea mingled with the city’s early songs. Those mornings, once a symbol of comfort and normalcy, now felt distant. The ritual of his daily ten cups, shared with his wife and friends, was his small joy, anchoring him amid life’s chaos. Now, without them, it seemed his anchor had lifted.

The others looked concerned. “Why, my dear friend, what happened?” asked Gopalaiah.

Doddamani sighed deeply. “It is my wife. She has turned into my enemy—at least where tea is concerned. Yesterday she read in a magazine that drinking too much tea can cause cancer. From ten cups a day, she has cut me down to just one!” he explained.

The others gasped in sympathy, as though he had announced a tragedy.

Shamanna exclaimed, “One cup! That’s cruel!”

Doddamani shook his head in defeat. “Yes. I cannot live like this. Without ten cups of tea, my day feels empty. Truly—no tea, no life,” he lamented.

The men nodded gravely. Then Shamanna spoke again, bitterness creeping into his voice. “These scientists and doctors! Every day they publish something new. ‘Don’t eat this, it is poison. Don’t drink that, it’s dangerous.’ They frighten us into believing that every bite will kill us! But perhaps we must remember that science is ever-changing, growing with new discoveries. They mean well, even if the information sometimes unsettles us,” he said.

Gopalaiah, his brow furrowed, replied, “You’re right. They say if you eat more than four teaspoons of sugar, you will surely get diabetes. But if I calculate all the sugar I have eaten since childhood, it must be at least 500 kilos! What illness is waiting for me now?”

“Diabetes!” Shamanna declared. “And they call it a rich man’s disease. We are not rich at all. If it strikes us, it will only be a tragedy, nothing else.”

Doddamani’s voice trembled as he spoke. “Even spicy food is condemned. The magazines say, ‘Eat masala, get ulcers or cancer.’ Then what kind of death awaits us?”

“And coffee!” cried Gopalaiah. “Coffee spoils the heart, they say. Tea gives you cancer. I thought of drinking milk like my grandson. But my wife won’t hear of it. She scolds me: ‘You are already fat. If you drink milk all day, soon you won’t fit even on our sofa!’”

That brought a round of laughter from the group, though the sound carried a faint tinge of sorrow as the men exchanged glances and shifted in their seats.

Shamanna shook his head. “What times we are living in! In our youth, we rushed to the
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