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�मत् 
 हम पनुः आपक सम्म ख उपिस्थत ह
अ�भव्यिक के एक  नए अंक क  साथ। 
�वगत  वषर् म� हम ारे द ेश म�  भ्रष्ट, 
कालाधन जैसे मदु्द� को लेकर जन आंदोल
हुये। �नश्चय  ह� यह जा  गरूकता ए
सशक्त समाज  क� �नशा नी खेल�  म� एक
नया  इ�तहास रच  �दया। सभी पदक 
�वजेताओं को हमार� हा�दर्क बधाई। 

  
�पछले क छ समय  म�  हमने का ला  व 

राजनी�त �ेत्र क� कुछ महान हिस ्तय� को खो �दया। ये थीं दारा � , मेहंद� 
हसन, राजेश खन्ना व  �बलाश राव देशम ख।अ�भव्यिक प�रवार क� ओर  से 
इन सभी �वभ�ूतय� को �वनम्र श्रद्ध 

 
सा�थय�, अ�भव्यिक प�रवार क� और से, म� आप सभी का आभार�  हँू क� 

आप क सहयोग व यौगदान से अ�भव्यिक ने सफलता पवूर्क एक वषर् पूरा क
�लया  है। हमे भ�वष्य  म� भी आपके �नरंतर सहयोग व स        झाव� का इं  तज़ार
रहेगा।  

 
धन्यवाद स�हत। 

   
 प्रद चौहान 

मखु्य सम्पाद
"अ�भव्यिक" 



भारतीय वीरागंनाओं क� शौयर-गाथाएं ! 

- प्रद�प चौहा 
 
भारतीय वीरांगनाओं का िजक्र �कए �बन1857 से 1947 तक क� स्वाधीनता क� दास्तान अधूर� है

इन वीरांगनाओं म� से अ�धकतर क� सबसे बड़ी �वशषेता यह थी �क वे �कसी रजवाड़ ेम� पैदा नह� हु� 
बिल्क आम आदमी के  घर जन लेकर, अपनी योग्यता क� बदौलत उच्चतर मुकाम तक पहुंची 

 
यह कम ह� लोग� को पता होगा �क 1857 क� क्रां म�  बैरकपुर म� मंगल पाण्डे को चब� वाले

कारतूस� के बारे म� सवर्प्रथम माताद�न ने बताया माताद�न को इसक� जानकार� उसक� पत्नी
लज्जो ने द�। लज्जो अंग अफसर� के यहां काम करती थी, जहां उसे यह सुराग �मला �क अगं्रेज गा
क� चब� वाले कारतूस इस्तेमा करने जा रहे ह�। लखनऊ म� 1857 क� क्रां�त का नतेृत्व बेगम हज
महल ने �कया। अपने नाबा�लग पुत्र  �बरिजस कादर  गद्दी पर  �बठाकर उन्ह�ने अंग्रेजी सेन
स्वयं मुकाला �कया।  

 
ऐसी ह� एक वीरांगना ऊदा देवी थीं, िजनके प�त �चनहट क� लड़ाई म� वीरग�त को प्राप्त ह ऊदा 

देवी ने पीपल के घने पेड़ पर �छपकर लगभग 32 अगं्रेज सै�नक� को म �गराया। ऊदा देवी का िजक्
अमतृलाल नागर ने अपनी कृ� त ‘गदर के फूल’ म� बकायदा �कया है।  

 
�दसम्बर 1931 म� को�मल्ला क� दो स्कू     छात्रा-शािन्त  घोष और सुनी�त चौध  र� ने िजला 

कलेक्टर को �दनदहाड़े गोल� मार द� औ काला पानी क� सजा हुई तो 6 फरवर� 1932 को बीना दास 
ने कलकत्ता � वश्व�वद्यालय  द��ान्त समारोह म� उपा�ध ग्रहण करन के समय गवनर्र पर ब
नजद�क से गोल� चलाकर अगं्रेजी हुकूमत को चुनौती द�। सुहा�सनी अल� तथा रेणुसे न ने भी अपन
क्रां�तका ग�त�व�धय� से 1930-34 के मध्य बंगाल म� धूम मचा द� थी 

 
चन्द्रशेखर आ के अनुरोध पर ‘�द �फलॉसफ� ऑफ बम’ दस्तावेज तैयार करने वाले क्रां�तका

भगवतीचरण वोहरा क� पत्नी ‘दगुार् भाभ’ नाम से मशहूर दगुार् देवी बोहरा ने भगत �संह को लाहौर
िजले से छुड़ाने का प्रयास �कय 12 �सतम्बर1931 को दगुार् भाभी लाहौर म� �गरफ्तार कर ल� गयी 

 
सन ्1930 के स�वनय अ�व�ा आन्दोलन म�‘इन्दुम�‘ के छद नाम से सुशीला द�द� ने भाग �लया 

और �गरफ्तार हुयीं। सुभाषचन्द्र बोस 'आरजी हुकूमते आजाद �हन्द सरका' म� म�हला �वभाग क� 
मंत्री और आजाद �हन्द फौज  क� र झांसी रेजीमेण्ट क� कमािण्डंग ऑ�फस र रह�ं कैप्टन ल�
सहगल ने आजाद� म� प्रम भू�मका �नभायी।  



 

OLYMPIC 
Myths & Legends 

-  Riya Bhowmik 
The many myths and legends associated with the origins of the ancient Olympic Games 
are a reflection of the mythic-religious nature of the ancient Greek civilization. The 
symbols that identify the Olympic Games celebrate and commemorate the history of 
the Games. The ancient Games were a powerful force for unification, peace, and the 
free exchange of ideas and knowledge for the ancient Greeks. Presently, it has acquired 
the status of ‘Biggest Show on Earth’.  

When it comes to the formation of the Olympic Games, three characters are central: 
Pelops, Hercules, and King Iphitos.  

The Olympic festival was held in honor of Zeus, chief of the Greek pantheon of gods. 
Legend has it that Zeus marked Olympia as his sacred precinct with a thunderbolt 
hurled from his throne on Mount Olympus.  

Pelops was considered the mythical founder of the Games. The story begins with 
Oinomaos, the king of Pisa, who had a beautiful daughter named Hippodameia. 
According to an oracle (fortune–teller), the king would be killed by her husband. 
Therefore, he decreed that any young man who wanted to marry his daughter was 
required to drive away with her in his chariot, and the king would follow in another 
chariot and spear the suitor if he caught up with them. Now, the king's chariot horses 
were a gift from the god Poseidon and were therefore supernaturally fast. Pelops was a 
local hero of Olympia and a very handsome young man, and the king's daughter fell in 
love with him. Hence, before the race, she persuaded her father's charioteer to replace 
the bronze axle pins of the king's chariot with wax ones. Thus, during the race the wax 
melted and the king fell from his chariot and was killed. Pelops was proclaimed the 
winner and married Hippodameia. After his victory, Pelops organized chariot races as 
thanksgiving to the gods and as funeral games in honor of King Oinomaos. It was from 
this funeral race held at Olympia that the beginnings of the Games were inspired.  

The greatest hero of Greece, Hercules, had to complete twelve labors to free himself 
from slavery to King Eurystheos. In celebration of successfully completing the labor, 
Hercules instituted the first games in honor of Zeus at site of Pelops's tomb. He is said 



 

to have fixed the distance of the original race (and ultimately the stadium) by placing 
one foot in front of the other six hundred times. Hercules also planted the sacred olive 
tree that was later the source of crowns for the Olympic victors.  

King Iphitos of Elis, who was a descendent of Hercules, is credited with revamping the 
Games and imposing the institution of the Olympic truce. At the time of King Iphitos, 
around the ninth century BC, mainland Greece was unsettled by civil wars and 
migrations. Olympic truce  became a major instrument in the unification of the Greek 
states and colonies.  

The Olympic Flame  

During the ancient Olympic Games, a sacred flame was lit from the sun’s rays 
at Olympia, and stayed lit until the Games were completed.  

In modern times, the Olympic flame was first lit during the opening ceremony of the 
1928 Olympic Games in Amsterdam. 

The Birth of the Relay  

The idea for the torch relay may have been inspired by an ancient Olympic torch relay 
event (lampadedromia), in which the winner was awarded the honor of lighting the 
sacred flame. The Nazis adopted this idea for their own purpose: At the 1936 Games in 
Berlin, they proposed that a flame be lit in Greece and transported to Berlin via torch 
relay. The idea was embraced and continued at each subsequent Olympic Games. 

The lighting ceremony takes place in the sanctuary of Altis in Olympia, Greece. High 
priestess of the holy temple, kindles the fire from the rays of the sun with a concave 
mirror. She then passes the blazing torch, together with a symbolic olive branch from 
the sanctuary of Altis, to the first torch-bearer. From here, the torch is passed from 
runner to runner until it reaches to the historic Panathenaic stadium in Athens. This 
marble stadium was built for the first revived Olympic Games in 1896. It is here that the 
Greek Olympic Committee delivers the flame to a representative of the hosting 
country. The Olympic flame is then carried from Athens to the city in which the Olympic 
Games are to be held.  

  

http://www.olympic-legacy.com/trivia/index.php


लंदन ओलिम्प म� भारत 

- रणधीर भारत चौधर�   

 
लन्द ओलिम्प का 2012 जुलाई 27 से अगस् 12 तक 16 �दन चलकर समापन हो 

गया. इस बार अमे�रका ने चीन को पीछे कर पनु: प्र स्था पर आ गया. उसने 46 स्वण पदक 

जीत.े चीन को 38 स्वण पदक हा�सल हुए. गत बीिजंग ओलं�पक म� चीन प्र था. भारत 55व� 
स्था पर रहा.  

 

भारत ने 2 रजत व 4 कांस् पदक जीतकर नई उपलिब् क� ओर कदम बढ़ाया है. कुश्त 
म� सशुील कुमार लगातार दो बार पदक जीतने वाले पहले भारतीय �खलाड़ी ह�. उन्ह�न पहला 
पदक चीन के बीिजंग ओलिम्प म� जीता, जो कांस् था और अब लन्द ओलिम्प म� उन्ह�न 
क��तर्मा बनाकर उसे रजत पदक कर �दया. कुश्त म� ह� योगेश्व दत् ने कांस् पदक जीत 

�लया. दसूरा रजत पदक �नशानेबाजी म� �वजय कुमार ने जीता. अन् पदक कांस् पदक 

�वजेताओं म� श् गगन नारंग- �नशानेबाजी, साइना नेहवाल- बेड�मटंन और एम.सी. मेर�काम 

ने- मकु्केबाज  रह�.ं 
 

अगला ओलं�पक 2016 म� ब्राज के �रयो डी जीन�रयो नगर म� होगा. लंदन ओलं�पक म� 
204 देश� के साढ़े दस हजार �खला�डय़� ने भाग �लया और 302 खेल� म� 960 पदक� को प्रद 

�कया गया. 
 

देश म� स्पोट अथॉ�रट� ऑफ इं�डया हमारे खेल� क� राष्ट् संस्थ है. अब कई जगह 

स्टे�डय भी स्था तौर पर खेल ग�त�व�धय� को संचा�लत करत ेह�. सशत सेनाओं व प�ुलस म� 
खेल� का संचालन सेवा का अंग ह� बना हुआ है. इसम� श�ै�णक संस्थाए भी अब काफ� स�क् हो 
गई ह�.  

भारत म� �खला�डय़� को पणूर्का�ल दजार देकर भी भत� �कया जाना चा�हये. तहसील, 

िजला, राज् व राष् स्त पर जो भी �खलाड़ी प्र�तभाशा लगे उन्ह  अच्छ  वेतन पर स्था तौर 

पर स्टे�डय म� �नय�मत अभ्या के �लये रखा जाये. भारत जहा ंआ�थर् �ेत म� भार� प्रग 

कर द�ुनया क� हस्त बन गया है, उसी तरह हम� खेल� म� 55व� स्था ने उठकर प्र स्था पर 

आना है. 



गरु महत्त 

- �दल�प उपाध्या 
 

वेद, महाकाव् ,परुाण, ग्र आ�द सा�ी है , हम स�दय� से सवर् प्  

गुर क� ह� वंदना करत ेहै , जैसा क� गो. तुलसीदास जी ने रामच�रत 
मानस म� गुर क� वंदना करत ेहुए �लखा है, 
 "बंदौ गुरुप परम परागा, सरुु� सभुास सरस अनरुागा"  
  इसी क् म� ये भी व�णर्  है,  
            "गुर ब्रह गुरु �वष्ण, गुरुदेव महेश्वर, 
            गुर सा�ात ्परब्र तस्म श् गुरवे नमः"   
इस�लये, म�, गुर महत्त को अपनी पंिक्तय मे यथाथर करता हू- 

                                           गुर ह� �ान, �ान ह� गुर है  

                                           जीवन यात् यह� से शरु है ।  

जीवन को एक इन्सा बनाना, है सबके बस क� बात नह�ं  
रत्नाक (डाकू) को वाल्मी� बनाना,था इतना आसान नह�ं  
प�थक को पथ क� पहचान न होगी,य�द गुर सत्त दरू है ।  
                                           गुर  ह� �ान, �ान ह� गुर है  

                                           जीवन यात् यह� से शरु है ।  

भौ�तक जीवन क� आँख� म� , �ान क� चमक कौन भर सकता  
अंग�ुलमाल को एक �भछु म�, क्याथा  कोई बदल सकता ? 

बल के बलै को �ान से कसकर, स्वगार्रो हुआ शरु है ।  

                                             गुर  ह� �ान, �ान ह� गुर है  

                                             जीवन यात् यह� से शरु है ।  

तुलसी  ने इस सत्त  को समझा, और स्वय महान बने 

स्वय �ववेकानंद हो प्रका�, एक नए क��तर्मा बने  

(आइये) हम सब �मलकर चरण� म� �गरकर, हुए आत् �वभोर है ।   

                                             गुर  ह� �ान , �ान ह� गुर है  

                                             जीवन यात् यह� से शरु है ॥  



 

The Flying Kite 
-  Koushik Pandit 

 

Viren and Mini got married 2 years back. They were in love since their 
college days. Viren’s father was an ex-army man and martyr in some militant 
attack in Kashmir when little Viren was only 12 years old. Since then, his mother 
had brought him up, and didn’t make him feel the absence of his father. From 
childhood, Viren used to be a very ambitious boy. He liked to fly kites in the 
open blue sky and dreamt of being a civilian pilot. But it was his father, who 
always encouraged him to be a war-craft pilot. After his father’s death, that wish 
of his father didn’t allow him to sleep at nights. May be that’s why he did not 
listen to the pleadings of his mother and girlfriend when he got a call letter from 
IAF and joined training at Pune straight away. 

 
During his stay at Pune, he was surprised to see how the disciplined life in 

an army institution can change a flamboyant college lad into a tough army man. 
The young chap of limitless dreams is slowly turned into a man, full of love and 
emotions for his Motherland, and his countrymen. Viren successfully completed 
his training and was placed as a flying officer in Sky-5 squadron and got his first 
posting at Gwalior. In the meantime, Mini was in a job at Hyderabad. Soon they 
tied knots and started living in Delhi along with Viren’s mother. 

 
To lead an army life after being married has always been a catch 22 situation. 

Viren used to visit Mini and his mother at almost regular intervals. Life was going 
good. But soon this peaceful living was thrown into danger of uncertainties and 
enormous mental stress as war was announced against neighbouring country. 
Viren’s squadron was also recruited for the war front. Viren’s voice, over the 
phone, sounded to be pumped up with excitement and joy. He always wanted 
to be a real hero, who will have a real war experience to narrate in front of his 
children and grandchildren. “Please take care of yourself and I’ll pray for your 
victory and safety”, Mini’s throat was almost choked. “Don’t worry. You’re still a 
baby, Mini. Just remember I love you till my last breath.” Viren put down the call. 

 
Days after the commencement of war, it became a regular practice for Mini 

and her mother-in-law to keep their eyes on news channels. This all- time 
anxiety took its revenge on Mini. Her health condition started to deteriorate. 
Also she was having a baby in her womb since last 3 months. Viren’s mother 
could hardly manage this stress for his son and daughter-in-law.  

 



After a few days, intensity of war had reached to its peak. Viren’s call to his 
home has almost ceased. He sounded like a 10 year old boy when he was 
describing his family members about how he dropped bombs and shot missiles  
and devastated so many enemy bunkers and tanks. Mini used to tremble in some 
unknown fear listening to this dreadful description of war.  

 
But finally that dark foggy fear of Mini started to haunt her. Media reported 

casualties of Sky-5 squadron when three of their fighter planes were crash-
landed by enemy missiles. Hearing the news, Mini collapsed into tears. Viren’s 
mother fainted immediately. Mini couldn’t feel whether her heart had ceased 
beating or not. Suddenly some old rusted memories started to seep into her 
memories. Her first date with  Viren  at  the  Nehru  Park, her  first  nervous 
kiss,  little  fights  with  him  over silly topics... all started to sail around her mind 
in those timeless moments.  

 
Suddenly the vase dropped from the cupboard due to the mischievous cat and 

that brought Mini back to present.  Soon she found herself so much helpless 
with her mother-in-law lying over the floor in senseless state and her 3 months’ 
child in her womb, who is yet to come. What could be worse than this for their 
first child, who is yet to see the first light of the earth? What will she say to her 
child when it will ask, “Momma, I want to see my father! Why don’t I have my 
father when my all other friends have?”  Life is so merciless. God is so dumb to 
hear the cry of a widow mother and that of a pregnant wife. What sin has she 
committed t o  face this misfortune? Suddenly the phone bell rang. Mini’s leg 
started shaking. It must be from Viren’s camp. They will officially announce his 
death. With a broken and wet voice Mini uttered, “Yes!” “Hey Mini, I just 
wanted to tell you that my flight was cancelled due to some technical snag. I’m 
pretty safe now and alive, talking to you!”. Viren shouted on the other end. 
Taking a deep breath, Mini could only reply, “I love you till my last breath, Viren”. 
Viren was trying to say something but his voice was suppressed by noises and 
the call got disconnected. 

Beep… beep… beep….. 

 



A trek to Incredible Himalayas – Holiday in Heaven 
- Subham Dastidar & Debdutta Ghosh 

 
 “The world is a book and those who do not travel read only one page.” 

- st. Augustine 

In the leisure of our hectic schedule, we energize our mind with fresh 
dreams. That is why we crave for a place surrounded with absolute serenity, 
miles away from any interference. The mountain ranges of Himalaya are one of 
such places, where the pristine beauty talks about its elegance. Since the ancient 
times, the Himalayas are considered to be inhabited by immortal gods and 
sorcerers. Its beauty and deadliness have attracted countless nature lovers for 
centuries after centuries. 

We had such an opportunity to taste the nectar of Himalayan beauty. We 
decided to visit Chopta, a land of vast open thick grasslands (known as Bugiyal). It 
is a destination nestled in the rhododendron and oak forests of the lower Garhwal 
Himalayas at a height of 2,900 m. It is the gateway to the world’s highest shrine 
of Lord Shiva, Tunganath, situated at around 3680 meter altitude and sits at a 
moderate 3.5 kms trek. Tunganath is the third kedar among the famous 
Panchakedars (Kedarnath, Madmaheshwar, Tunganath, Rudranath and 
Kalpeshwar) and Chandrashilla is the highest point of this summit.  

We started our journey from CBRI colony on 5th June, 2012 in the morning. 
Rishikesh, Devprayag, Srinagar, Rudraprayag were some of the places in our 
itinerary. Throughout the journey we relished the vastness of the mountains and 
the lethal beauty which sometimes brought forth enjoyment and sometimes an 
anxiety. A hotel was booked for the night stay. Though, the high altitude and a 
fresh precipitation brought down the temperature significantly, we roamed about 
nearby in the entire evening. We planned to start early morning for the trekking. 
But our fortune was not with us. From midnight it was raining heavily and it 
continued till the morning. Near around 8 am, the rainfall slowed down. Without 
wasting any more time we put on the raincoat and took the rucksacks and 
thereafter the trekking started. The road was completely dark due to fog and 
raindrops, but we were enjoying the hostile weather. After climbing up a 
kilometer or so, the climate started to improve and thus we were able to see the 
green bugiyals and some mystic foggy peaks. The path was quite steep, so 
intermittent rest became essential. But whenever we stopped, we were 



speechless with majestic splendor of the nature. At last we reached Tunganath 
after three hours of trekking. Though there was a scarcity of shelter, somehow we 
managed to get one. We roamed around here and there on the bugiyals. In the 
evening, the sun suddenly appeared from nowhere and the clouds also moved 
away and gave us a splendid chance to visualize a range of snowy peaks like, 
Choukhamba, Nilkantha, Sumeru, Kedar dome and many more. We quickly took 
some snaps. In the mean time we offered puja to lord Shiva and also assembled 
during the evening Aarti. The night was amazing as the sky was filled with 
innumerable stars and countless illuminations were enlightening the towns at far 
while we were standing at height within absolute obscurity. 

The next day we planned to watch the sunrise from Chandrashilla. The rocky 
pathway to the summit starts just behind the temple. We started roughly 3.45 
am in the morning. After trekking for 1.5 km, we reached the summit, which 
stands alone at an altitude of 4090 m, at around 4.30 am. We were eagerly 
waiting for the marvelous sunrise. The weather was windy and chilled, and we 
were shivering like anything. The sky was quite gloomy and thus the much 
awaited ‘first light’ of the baby sun did not meet to our expectation. But we could 
see the massive peaks like, Nanda Devi, Trishul. Our feeling was beyond 
imagination, as if we achieved our ultimate motto. After staying there for 1.5 
hours on the summit, we returned. After taking breakfast we started to descend 
till Chopta. From Chopta we rented a cab and moved towards Sari village, in the 
way to Ukhimath, 23 kms away from Chopta. 

After reaching Sari, we decided to spend the night in a tent near Deoria tal, a 
lake lying lazily some distance away from Chopta. Following the settlement for 
the tent, we started our trek to the hill top. After strenuous walking for 3 kms, we 
reached our destination. The scene was really delightful. At an altitude of about 
2387 meters, Deoria Tal, the lake, is surrounded by a meadow and a dense forest 
with snow covered mountains in the backdrop. The local inhabitants told us that 
the nearby forest is full of wild animals and they used to come to the lake for 
drinking water at night. That sounded really adventurous.  

Next day we woke up early and thought of watching the sunrise and the 
golden peaks with their mesmerizing reflected image in the lake. But it was our 
bad luck, that the sky was so cloudy that we could not see any of the snow 
peaks. So with a somber mood, we returned. As soon as we reach the valley, 
there we started for our return journey. The altitude, the serenity, the greenery, 
the holiness was so pure that all of us were watching the Chandrashilla peak till 
it disappeared. Our job remained unfinished to a little extent. But that gave birth 
to a new pledge to re-conquer the destination once again. 



भूस्ख�ल प र्स 

- रणधीर भारत चौधर� 
 
म� देख रहा था, अपने �मत का एम॰ टेक॰ �थ�सस 

वो को�शश कर रहा है, अनकृुत करने क� 

भसू्खल सम्बिन् प्र�क र् को 

ताक� हम बचा पाय�, पहाड़� क� प्रा कृ� ढाल 

िजसे हमने कर �दया है अिस्थ,  

कई मानवीय स्वथ को पणूर करने हेत ु

उसने बाँट रखा था, पहाड़� को 

उसके चट्टा म� आये दरार� के, मात के �हसाब से 

और कर रहा था प्रय, �फल् से लाये नमनू� पर 

ता�क वो बना पाए उसके गणु� का एक बड़ा संग् 

और जोड़ पाए �बखरे पड़ ेअनजान तार� को,  

और समझ पाए 

उसके अ�ुण् (intact) शर�र (चट्टा) से मदृा प�रवतर्  क� कहानी को 

उसने मझु े�दखाया, क� कैसे आते ह� 

इन नव यवुक पहाड़� के अ�ुण् चट्टा म� पहल� दरार, 

और कैसे बढती है, दरार�... 

हम इंसान� क� तरह ह�... नमी, कर देतीं ह� इन्ह कमजोर 

अगर वक़् रहते इसे न सम्भल जाए 

तो थोड़ी-सी भी स्पदन... ढाह देती है, इसे शीषर से तल तक 

मझु ेकुछ-कुछ अपनी सी लगी, इन पहाड़� क� कहानी... 

................................................................और आपको…? 



संकलन: ह�रवंश राय बच्च 
 

सा�हत् म� ह� यह संभव है �क लोग� के लड़खड़ाते कदम� के �लए िजसे कोसा जाता हो, 
उसम� भी एकता व धा�मर्  सौहादर क� भावना ढँूढ ल� जाए। कलम का ऐसा जाद ूह�रवंश 
राय बच ् चन के अलावा और कहाँ देखने को �मलता है। िजन ् ह�न सरलता और सहजता 
के साथ जीवन दशर्  को प्रस  तुत �कया, गद् और पद् दोन� �वधाओं पर समान 
अ�धकार के साथ लेखनी चलाई। प्रस  तुत है उनक� बहुप्र� क�वता “को�शश करने 
वाल� क� कभी हार नह� ंहोती”... 
तेरा हार (1932)  
मधशुाला (1935)  
मधबुाला (1936)  
मधकुलश (1937)  
�नशा �नमंत् (1938)  
एकांत संगीत (1939)  
आकुल अतंर (1943)  
सतरं�गनी (1945)  
हलाहल (1946)  

बंगाल का काव् (1946)  
खाद� के फूल (1948)  
सूत क� माला (1948)  
�मलन या�मनी (1950)  
प्र प�त्र (1955)  
धार के इधर उधर (1957)  
आरती और अगंारे (1958)  
बुद और नाचघर (1958)  
�त्रभंमा (1961)  

चार खेमे च�सठ खूटें 
(1962)  
दो चट्टा (1965)  
बहुत �दन बीते (1967)  
कटती प्र�तमा क� आवाज़ 
(1968)  
उभरत ेप्र�तमा के रू 
(1969)  
जाल समेटा (1973)  

लहर� से डर कर नौका पार नह�ं होती, 
को�शश करने वाल� क� कभी हार नह�ं होती। 
नन्ह�ं चींट� जब दाना लेकर चलती ह, 
चढ़ती द�वार� पर, सौ बार �फसलती है । 
मन का �वश्वास रग� म� साहस भरता ह, 
चढ़कर �गरना, �गरकर चढ़ना न अखरता है । 
आ�ख़र उसक� मेहनत बेकार नह�ं होती, 
को�शश करने वाल� क� कभी हार नह�ं होती । 
डुब�कयां �सधंु म� गोताखोर लगाता है, 
जा जा कर खाल� हाथ लौटकर आता है । 
�मलते नह�ं सहज ह� मोती गहरे पानी म�, 

बढ़ता दगुना उत्साह इसी हैरानी म�  
मुट्ठी उसक� खाल� हर बार नह�ं हो, 
को�शश करने वाल� क� कभी हार नह�ं होती । 
 
असफलता एक चुनौती है, इसे स्वीकार कर, 
क्या कमी रह ग, देखो और सुधार करो । 
जब तक न सफल हो, नींद चैन को त्यागो
तुम, 
संघषर् का मैदान छोड़ कर मत भागो तुम  
कुछ �कये �बना ह� जय जय कार नह�ं होती, 
को�शश करने वाल� क� कभी हार नह�ं होती । 
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