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Born in Mahottari disctrict, Nepal, Ismali (1955) is professor in mathematics education, TU. As a fiction writer and an author of children literature, he has been honoured with  parijat Srijan Puruskar (1997). The conflicts prevalent within our social system, [image: ] sympathy to working class people, picture of oppressed life, and the voices of revolt are some of the themes depicted in his writing. Simplicity, brevity, use of refined style and [image: ] the trend of progressive writing have further nourished his stories. Apart from this, Ismali
[image: ]
has authored the stories Machho-Machho Bhyaguto, Democracy and Bidur, and The Passenger Train of Puma.
The Love of Village is the translation of Gaunko Mayan in Nepali. It is one of the stories [image: ]included in Selected Stories from Nepal translated by Govinda Raj Bhattarai and
[image: ]
[image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]published by Sajha Prakashan. The story is set against the rural background and encompasses the intraction  between two friends: Parichhan and Kishan. Further, it attempts to highlight the oppressed status of the farm labourers, workers, ploughmen and how they struggle for the sake of change in rural areas. The Love ofVillage reminds us of the love of Kishan, who has gone to the town and Pahichhan's love for the-village. Kishan's love for the village has been tested by requesting him to write a dramas[image: ]
[bookmark: _GoBack]	The Love of Village	
[image: ]
[image: ] I  had returned to my village after about two years. During this period of two years I tried to go to the village but every time one or other problem occurred and my effort remained a mere effort. This time I managed to escape with much
[image: ]
Diffuculty and went to the village. Along the road danced the village in my eyes, [image: ]moved in my mind - this pictured Budhana, Parichhan, Ram Darash, Bakhat Bahadur, young brother, mother, father, home, neighborhood, locality and [image: ][image: ] village, the drama of the dacoit Sultana, the flag-fair of Mahabirji, the haatbazar...
[image: ]
[image: ] and many such events. once 1 was the eyewitness of such events, crowd and [image: ]Commotion of the village. Not only this, 1 was one of them and now the feeling of
[image: ]Separation from all this hurts me deeply somehow. A feeling of' grief of being deprived of living in the village grips my heart. Recently my brother had written me a letter "Dear brother, these days they are, rehearsing the drama of robinhood in the evening in the locality of Parichhan," Ah! how happy J to read the letter! Having read the letter I realized for the first time in my life, "There are real people in my village too, they are understanding life, Our village is something and it will grow up to become something," And this sense of 'becoming something' revealed the very essence of life for me, for us, that is, I myself, budhana, Parichhan and bakhat Bahadur - this gave us the means of survival, this showed life,
Once Parichhan himself too, perhaps he got my brother to write, had gent me a letter. It read, "Kishan Bhai you have become big litan by reading and writing but your friends, we are left far behind. Ah! had you too stayed in the village, the ignorant people like us too would have got an opportunity to learn a few things." obviously Parichhan must have put this innocently yet I somehow that regarding me as a big man, ParichhàWis satirizing on me with this complaint of Parichhan, the feeling of grief of being deprived of the opportunity to live in the village revived within me again.
I was almost near the village. The April wind, wild and free, was blowing dust. The sun was about to become hot. Krishna and I were measuring the dusty trail, lost in different thoughts in the hope of reaching the village.
"Jai Ramjiki, Kishan Bhai" (0, brother Kishan, Good morning!).
I was startled to hear this suddenly. I looked around to know where this familiar voice came from. Is it Parichlnn? Or maybe Budhana? Or Ram Darash? It was somehow difficult for me to distinguish the voice. Maybe he was somewhere ploughing the field or cutting the grass. As expected, Parichhan appeared suddenly from the trunk of the simal tree - he was pacing towards me briskly stopping the oxen he was ploughing,
"Come, let us sit for sometime on the shade. You came exhausted in thê [image: ]sun. From where at this hour? Why after so many days? You never wrote any letter? Suddenly." Before I approached him, Parichhan put many questions before me.
In those days Parichhan and I were bosom friends. We used to graze cattle together. When there was proper season, we used to steal ground nuts, maize and eat, and used to sing songs.
One who grazes cattle is a tooar-tapar
And he who grazes buffalo is a thief
The goat grazer is a chhiner channer
	[image: ]	He looks at all the directions and mischief
Now those days have remained far behind. Today Parichhan's son must be singing that very song. Parichhan's son too must have been a cowherd and maintained his father's tradition. Gradually when he grows older, he will work as a ploughman. Parichhan too was a cowherd since he was six or seven. He started earning wages before he was an adolescent of fourteen or fifteen, and gradually he worked as a ploughman, most probably on wages basis. He will make his son learn this job and his son's son will also make his son do the same. In this way this tradition went on being transfered from the strong arms of the Parichhans. There was a likelihood that I too might have been like him, but I don't know whether rightly or wrongly I had a friendship with the black letters of alphabet. [image: ]My neighbours told my parents, He is very sharp, he can pick things up quickly. Send him to school; his future will be bright." Then I started going to school carrying a wooden writing board. Since then the gap between me and Parichhan began to widen. We began to walk scared of each other - Parichhan of me, and I of him. And later on when I began to understand more, I experienced for the first time that I should not allow this gap between the Parichhans and me to widen, which is happening now and a mistake being made. Then, I had to work hard to maintain friendship with those childhood- friends of mine. I used to mix up with them during school holidays pretending sometimes to eat by stealing, sometimes to play the hockey, sometimes to play kapardiand such others.
Keeping my bag by the trunk of the simal tree, I took a long breath and began to wipe my face with a handkerchief,
'You must be thirsty, would you like to drink some water?"
'Where can I get the water?"
"Ah, why are you talking like this? The water of this place will make you [image: ]forget even the sherbet. Wait for some time...." Saying this, he ran away towards the plot of land being tilled, picked up the water pot placed on the ridge, and went to the river.
The river now has taken its course towards the village. This river has [image: ] made the villagers weep. But to say that it has made them to weep will be an injustice towards the river. This river has fed the villagers too. Nearly half age of our life was spent around the bank of the river and its edge - sometimes we would eat oraha, sometimes in course of grazing the cattle and buffalo. When there was flood in the river, we would cross it by catching the tails of cows. Or, we used to sit by the bank of the river and enjoy the flood. If someone was scared to cross the flooded river, three or four of us would catch each other’s' hands and cross in the flood. We would help the person waiting on the bank, In such activities, Parichhan was especially interested.
[image: ] 'There is a well nearby, it started during last year's rainy season. The water here is cold and tasty." He had by now fetched some water.
[image: ]"Kishna, there are two or three parties in the village now- a-days." While drinking water, his voice, almost sad and dry echoed in my ears. He conveyed this good news to me without any background. I suddenly realized that - the village perhaps is being infected by the disease of the English people that is, divide and rule. The Parichhans are breaking down. With their awareness the lords in the village are thinking of new techniques - they think that all the Parichhans should remain merely Parichhans or ploughmen or cowherds like servants and they should live in the kindness of their masters - the legacy that their ancestors had left on their hands.
"Oh, yes, how did the third party come and from where?"
"Kishun Bhai, during these two or three years, many changes have taken place in the village. Last year we went on strike regarding the four kilograms of earning. In the beginning everything was fine. For three days no work was done. We had made Phekan and Shanichar our leaders. Later on they betrayed us and joined the rich people. They said they were promised four maunds of rice each - in that greed, they called off the strike. Later on we enquired them regarding that question. Quarrel took place and we removed them from our party. Later on their masters too did not give them more than one maund of rice. Then they have opened a separate party. The strike too was aborted. Neither was our wages increased. Instead our unity was shattered," He was collecting the red simal [image: ]flowers scattered around, perhaps to feed the oxen.
"From one angle, it was good too, from another bad. This always keeps on
[image: ]
happening but we should not feel discouraged. At least there are no betrayers left in our party."
'we are pleased at this. Why should I feel discouraged? See, if not one year, the other year won't be missed. If you moved into the battle front, why should you retreat? But one thing is troubling, brother! In such a time, 0 Kishun [image: ]Bhai, if you too had been in the village, we could have received much protection, we could have gained power. We are only foolish and ignorant people. You are an educated person. You are the pride of our viÐage, you are our prestige. But then since you have been away, the village leaders have exercised monopoly..."
This time I felt shocked to hear Parichhan's opinion.[image: ]
"Parichhan! Why do you make me feel ashamed putting these words? The village is yours. The village is surviving in the sickles, spades, and the arms you move. You are the prestige of the village. The village feels proud of your presence. Your arms can divert the stream of this river, why cannot you raise the prestige of the village...?
"Kishun Bhai we cannot beat you in talk. Whatever may this be, we will [image: ]perform a drama during Mahabirjee's Exhibition of flag."
[image: ]
'Write us a beautiful drama incorporating the events of the village in it. Now you might be very hungry too, we shall meet later on."
Then we left with the promise that we shall meet later on. In my mind the voice of Parichhan kept on roaring 'Write a beautiful drama incorporating the events of the village." Then, I, who didn't know how to write a play, kept on thinking where and how I could begin to write a play. No sooner had I reached the village, than Parichhan gave me a great responsibility.
Until I reached far away, I was listening to his voice, "Hey'.... walk faster..."
· Source: Selected Stories from Nepal (Translated by Govinda Raj Bhattarai)
Exploring the Text
l. How does Kishan describe his village?
[image: ]
2. State the relationship between Kishan and Pahichhan.
3. Present the days of hardship that people in the village of Kishan and Pahichhan have spent.
4. What was the cause of conflict (in the village) between the workers and the rich people? What were the workers demanding? How was the strike derailed?
5. What did Parichhan propose Kishan at the end? And why?
Appreciation and Free Writing
l. What does the story attempt to portray: the love of village or picture of the oppressed society or both? Explain.
2. Imagine you are one of the youths moving from village to town for better opportunities. Write a memoir describing your bygone days in the village.
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