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•Ûý× õåõþé± ææÇ ÕõþÝÎûþÎùõþ æiœ úîõøÇ¼ ææÇ ÕõþÝËûþù ¿õàÉ±î ýÎûþ¿åÎùò õþ±æÍò¿îß Î›¶Ž±óÎé Îùà± îÒ±õþ ðÅ¿é
ë×óòÉ±Îüõþ æòÉ --- ÕÉ±¿ò÷±ù ô±÷Ç •1945— Õ±õþ ò±ý×ò¿éò Ûý×¿A Îô±õþ •1949—¼ ¿ßc Ûý× õþ±æÍò¿îßõÉ/±Rß
ë×óòÉ±Îü ë×MõþÎíõþõþ óï¿é q​ ýÎûþ¿åù ÕòÉö±Îõ¼ Ûý× ¿òõÎg ÎùßÎßõþ üÔ¿©†úÏùî±õþ Îüý× ›¶ï÷ óõÇ¿é îÅÎù ñõþ± ýù¼
—
 
¿õè¿éú ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îðõþ ¿õ​ÎX ßù÷ ñÎõþÎåò Û÷ò ý×Ñõþ±æ Îùàß-Îù¿àß±õþ üÑàÉ± ü±¿ýÎîÉõþ ý×¿îý±Îü àÅõ Îõ¿ú Ëòý×¼
¿õÑú úî±sÏõþõþ ›¶ï÷±ÎñÇ Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþ ò±Î÷ Ûß ûÅõß Ûý× ß±æ¿éý× ßõþÎùò¼ ý×Ñõþ±æõþÎðõþ ý×ë×¿òûþò æÉ±ß îàò
óÔ¿ïõÏõþõþ óÓõÇ ÎïÎß ó¿}Ë÷ üõÇS ë×DÏûþ÷±ò¼ ö±õþîõøÇ Îüý× ü±¥ÚÎæÉõþ õþP •Jewel of the empire—¼ ö±õþî îàò
Õ¿õöM​-- ö±õþîÏûþ ë×ó÷ý±Îðú¼ Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ ›¶ï÷ ë×óòÉ±ü¿éý× ýÎûþ ë×êù ý×Ñõþ±æÏ ü±¿ýÎîÉõþ Ûß Õ÷ÓùÉ Õ±àÉ±ò
Îûà±Îò ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îðõþ ßh± ü÷±Îù±äò± ßÎõþò ¿î¿ò¼ Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ æiœ îÈß±ùÏò õ/-›¶ÎðÎúõþ Î÷±¿îý±¿õþÎî • û± Ûàò
ë×Mõþ - óÓõÇ ¿õý±Ëõþ—1903 ü±Îù¼ îÒ±õþ ›¶ï÷ ë×óòÉ±ü õ±¿÷Çæ Îëæ ›¶ß±¿úî ýûþ 1934 ü±Îù¼ ¿òÎæõþ Õ¿ö:±î±
ÛõÑ ë×óù¿tõþ ôù Ûý× ë×óòÉ±ü ¼ Õ¿ö:î± õùÎî ÷±S 19 õåõþ õûþÎü õ±÷Ç±ûþ •÷±ûþ±iœ±õþ— îÈß±ùÏò ö±õþîÏûþ ü±¥Ú
±æÉõ±ðÏ óÅ¿ùÎúõþ Ûß ÷ýßÅ÷± óÅ¿ùú ßîÇ± óÎð ¿òÎûþ±á¼ 
 
Ûà±Îòý× ü÷üÉ±õþ q​ Û¿õþÎßõþ¼ îÒ±õþ ›¶öÅ îï± ¿òÎûþ±áßîÇ± ¿õè¿éú ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ðÏÎðõþ ¿òËðËÇú ü±ñ±õþí Îù±ßæò ÛõÑ
ÎõÌX - üi§É±üÏÎðõþ ë×óõþ å¿h Îâ±õþ±Ëò± îÒ±õþ óåj ýù ò±¼ Î​«î±/ Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ ›¶¿î ÎöÎü Õ±üî Õ|±õÉ á±¿ùá±ù±æ -
“the sueering yellow faces of the young men that met me every where, the insults hooted after
me when I was at a safe distance, got badly on my nerves. The young Buddhist priests were the
worst of all. There were several thousands of them in the town and none of them seemed to have
anything to do except stand on street corners and jeer at Europeans.”

 
Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþ ä±ß¿õþÎî ý×™¦ô± ¿ðÎùò¼ îÒ±õþ ä±ßÅ¿õþ¦šù Î÷Ìù¿÷ò úýõþ ï±ßù îÒ±õþ ÷ò æÅÎh¼ ¿êß Ûý× ü÷ûþ q​ ýù îÒ
±õþ ÕòÉ Ûß û±S± --- “…between the ages of about seventeen and twenty four I tried to abandon this

idea (to be a writer), but I did as with the consciousness that I was outraging my true nature and
that sooner of later I should have to settle down and write books.” Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþ Îùàß ýÎî ä±ý×Îåò
¿ßc îàò Û÷ò ü÷ûþ Îû îÒ±õþ ü±l±¿ýß Ûß ó±ë×` Îæ±á±h ßõþÎîý× Ûßé± ó±ò-ú±ù± Ý Îð±ß±ò àÅùÎî ýù¼ üÎ/
¿úŽßî±-- Ûßé± ðÅÎé± Îõüõþß±õþÏ ¦ÅÎ̈ù ¼ îÎõ Ûõþý× üÎ/ Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþ ¿ùàÎî ï±ßÎùò Îå±é Îå±é ë×óòÉ±ü, õþäò±
ÛõÑ ß¿õî±¼ 1930 ÎïÎß 1934 ü±ù óûÇ™L ðÉ± ÕÉ±Îëù¿ô ó¿Sß±ûþ å±ó± ýù Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ Ûý× ü÷™¦ õþäò±¼ ð±¿õþ^
îàò îÒ±õþ ¿òîÉü/Ï ¼ Ü ü÷Îûþõþ Õ¿ö:î± ¿òÎûþ ö¿õøÉÎî ¿î¿ò ¿ùàÎõò ðÉ Îõþ±ë äÅ ë×ý×áÉ±ò ¿óûþ±õþ •1937—-Û
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“What I profoundly wanted at that time was to find some way of getting out of the respectable
world altogether”.
 

Ûý× ü÷ûþ î±õþ Õ¾³î æÏõòðúÇò ¿åù¼ ü÷±Îæõþ ÛÎßõ±Îõþ ¿ò¦§™¦Îõþõþ ÷±òÅø, öõâÅÎõþ, ¿öà±¿õþ, Õóõþ±ñÏ, õ±õþõ¿òî±Îðõþ
üÎ/ ¿òÎæÎß Ûß ßÎõþ Îðà±õþ ›¶õíî± Îðà± ¿ðù¼ Ûßæò ÎùàÎßõþ æÏõÎò ß©† Ý ðÅðÇú± Õ±üÎî ó±Îõþ û± î±õþ Îùà
±Îß ýûþî Õ±õþÝ ë×ÈßÔ©† ßÎõþ¼ Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ Îùàß-üM± ÆîõþÏ ýÝûþ±õþ Õ±Îáý× ÕòÅöÅî ýù Îüý× ðÅðÇú±áè™¦, ü÷±æäÅ Éî,
¿òóÏ¿hî,÷±òÅøÎðõþ õÉ±ï±-Îõðò±, Õ±ú± Õ±ß±ãŽ±õþ ßï±¼ Ûý× óÔ¿ïõÏÎî ›¶Îõú ßõþ±é±ý× ß¿êò ¿åù îÒ±õþ ß±Îå¼ îõÅ
óÅ¿ùÎúõþ Îó±ú±ß ÎåÎë öõâÅÎõþõþ å½ÎõÎú õ±÷Ç±ûþ Ûßé± ü±ñ±õþí ó±Lšú±ù±ûþ ðõþæ±ûþ ë×¿ò ðÒ±h±Îùò Õ±õþ ÝÒõþ ÷Îò
ýÎî ù±áù Ûý× õÅ¿ç ó±Lšú±ù±õþ Îù±Îßõþ± îÒ±õþõþ å½Îõú ¿äÎò ÎôÎù îÒ±Îß Îõõþ ßÎõþ ÎðÎõ¼ ¿ßc ó±Lšú±ù±ûþ
ë×ó¿¦šî á¿õþõ Îù±Îßõþ± ¿óÎê ä±óÎh ü±ðõþ Õ±÷Laí æ±¿òÎûþ îÒ±Îß ¿òÎæÎðõþ Ûßæò ÷Îò ßõþÎùò¼ Ûß ÷ÅýÓËîÇ ¿î¿ò
ü±÷±¿æß ™¦Îõþ ÕÎòß òÏÎä ÎòÎ÷ ÛÎùò¼ òîÅò Õ¿ö:î± ü=ûþ ýù îÒ±õþ¼ üÅjõþ ü÷±Îæõþ ó±ú±ó±¿ú Æî¿õþ ýù Ûß
ÕòÉ ü÷±æ-- ÕòÉ æáÈ¼ óÎõþ Îß±òÝ Ûß ü÷ûþ Îõvûþ±õþ Îùà±õþ óõþ Îùà±Îî Ûý× üÅjõþ ü÷±æÎß õÉ/ ßõþÎõò¼ 
 
üÅjõþ ü÷±Îæ õÏî|X ýÎûþ î±Îß õÉ/ ßõþÎî ÕòÉ ü÷±æ ›¶¿î‡±ý× Îý±ß õ± ¦é̈ ò±Î÷õþ ó¿õþõÎîÇ ý×Ñõþ±æ ò±÷ õÉõý±õþ
ßÎõþ ÎðúÎ›¶Î÷õþ ßï± õùÎîý× Îý±ß Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþ Ûß¿é å½ò±÷ áèýí ßõþÎùò 1934 ü±Îù¼ îÒ±õþ ›¶ï÷ ë×óòÉ±ü¿é
›¶ß±¿úî ýûþ Ü å½ò±Ë÷ý×¼ ææÇ ÕõþÝÎûþù¼ óõþõîÏÇ ü±¿ýîÉ ý×¿îý±ü Ûý× ò±Î÷ý× Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±õþÎß ÷Îò õþ±àù¼ Û÷ò¿ß
îÈß±ùÏò ü÷±æ, ÷±òÅø, õþ±æÍò¿îß õÉ¿M​ ÎïÎß q​ ßÎõþ ü±¿ý¿îÉß óûÇ™L---üßÎùõþ ß±Îåý× ¿î¿ò ó¿õþ¿äî ýÎùò Ûý×
ò±Ë÷ ææÇ ÕõþÝÎûþÎùõþ Õ±Îáõþ üM± Û¿õþß Îõvûþ±Îõþõþ æÏõò Ý ü÷±æ ü¥óÎßÇ Îû Õ¿ö:î± ü±¥ÚæÉõþ±Îðõþ ¿õõþÅÎX ÷î
›¶ß±Îú ÛõÑ õþ±æÍò¿îß Îùà± õþäò± ßõþÎî îÒ±Îß ü±ý±ûÉ ßÎõþ¿åù¼
 
ÕõþÝÎûþù ¿õè¿éú ü±¥ÚæÉõ±ðÎß àÅõ ß±Îå ÎïÎß ÎðÎà¿åÎùò¼ Û ß±õþÎòý× îÒ±õþ õäò±ûþ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îðõþ ßÎê±õþ ü÷±Îù
±ä±ò ¿ôÎõþ Õ±Îü õ±õþ õ±õþ¼ Û ›¶üË/ ðÉ Îõþ±ë éÅ ë×ý×áÉ±ò ¿óûþ±õþ- ë×XÔî Ûß¿é âéò±õþ ßï± ë×Î{¡à ßõþ± ÎûÎîó±Îõþ¼
ÎéªÎò ÷±`ùûþ Õ±ü±õþ óÎï Ûß õþ±ËS ó¿õþäûþ ýûþ ¿úŽ± ðlÎõþõþ ß÷Çõþî Ûß ý×Ñõþ±æ üýû±SÏõþ üÎ/¼ à±¿òß Õ±ù±óä±
¿õþî±õþ óõþ ÝÒõþ± ðÅæÎòý× ¿õè¿éúÎðõþ ¿õ​ËX ¿õÎø±ðá±õþ ßõþÎî ï±Îßò¼ õþ±Ëî à±Ýûþ±õþ óõþ ¿õûþ±Îõþõþ Îõ±îùù ý±Îî
ÎéªÎòõþ ÷ÎñÉý× á±¿ùá±ù±æ ßõþÎî ï±Îßò ¿õè¿éúÎðõþ, ¿òÎæÎðõþ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ð- Îù±öÏ æ±îé±Îß--- “We damned

the British Empire- damned it from the inside, intelligently, intimately.”æòü÷ËŽ ¿ò¿øX Ûý× üõ ßï±
õù±õþ Õóõþ±Îñ îÒ±Îðõþ ÎüÌö±áÉõúîÐ Îß±ò ú±¿™¦ ýûþ¿ò îÎõ âéò±¿é ÕõþÝÎûþÎùõþ ÷Îò ¿äõþ¦š±ûþÏ ýÎûþ ¿áÎûþ¿åù¼
ÕõþÝÎûþù õÉ¿M​áî Õ¿ö:î± ÎïÎßý× ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îðõþ w±™LòÏ¿î&¿ù àÒÅÎæ ÎóÎûþ¿åÎùò¼ îÒ±õþ ö±õþîÏûþ õgÅ ë. Îëõþ±¦
¤÷ÏÎß õùÎõò. “… the lie that we’re here to uplift our poor black brothers instead of to rob them. I

suppose it’s a natural enough lie. But it corrupts us in ways you can’t imagine. There’s an ever
lasting sense of being a speak and a liar that torments us and drives us to justify ourselves night
and day. It’s at the bottom of half our beastliness to the natives. We Anglo-Indians could be
almost bearable if we’d only admit that we’re thieves and go on thieving without any humbug.” Îôv
±¿õþ-õþ ß±Îå Ûö±Îõ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ðÏ ​Îó æÏõò û±óò ‘living a life’.

 
Kyauktada ý×Ñõþ±æÏÎîý× ¿ùàÎî ýù, õ±Ñù± ü¿êß ë×Bä±õþí æ±ò± Îòý× õÎù— úýõþ ýù ë×óòÉ±ü¿éõþ Îßf¿õjÅ¼
úýõþ¿éõþ üÎ/ Õ±Îúó±Îúõþ ÕòÉ±òÉ ¦š±Îòõþ Îõþù Îû±á±Îû±á õÉõ¦š± ÕîÉ™L ö±Îù±¼ ÕõþÝÎûþù õÎùÎåò Îû Ûý× Îõþù -
æ±ù ¿õ™¦±õþ ë×i§ûþÎòõþ ›¶Îûþ±æËò ýÎùÝ ÷Óùî ¿õè¿éú- õþ±æ±Îðõþ ß©† ù±âÎõõþ óï¼ ¿õè¿éúõþ± ¿òÎæÎðõþ ¦¤±ÎïÇý× ë×i§ûþò
ßÎõþ¼ Õ±õþÝÎûþÎùõþ ß±Îå ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ð ‘technically necessary’ ýÎùÝ ‘morally wrong’ Kiplingû¿ð ü±¥Ú±æÉõ
±Îðõþ õ±ý×Îõþõþ ÕÑqéÅßÅ ÎðÎà Îõþ±÷±¿Kéßî± ßÎõþò îÒ±õþ õþäò±ûþ îÎõ ÕõþÝÎûþù Îüý× ü±¥Ú±æÉõþ±ð-óX¿îõþ Ûß æò
ýÎûþ ë×Îê ¿öîõþ ÎïÎß ÎðÎà¿åÎùò û± ›¶¿îô¿ùî ýÎûþËå îÒ±õþ ›¶äÅõþ õþäò±ûþ¼ÕõþÝÎûþÎùõþ ÷î ¼ KiplingßàòÝ

    



õÅçÎî ó±Îõþò¿ò Îû ü±¥Ú±æÉ ¿õ™¦±õþ Õ±üÎù ÕïÇ ü=Îûþõþ ÕòÉ ò±÷ ÛõÑ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ð Ûß ñõþÎòõþ õù›¶Îûþ±á û±Îî ü±
¥ÚæÉõ±ðÏÎðõþ üÅ¿õñ±ÎïÇ ÆîõþÏ ýûþ Õ±ý×ò-ß±òÅò ÎïÎß q​ ßÎõþ Îõþù-ù±ý×ò ó±î± óûÇ™L¼ ÛÎî üõü÷ûþ ¿ßc ý×Ñõþ±æÎðõþ
üÅ¿õñ± ýûþ¿ò¼ ¿õÎúøî Îûà±Îò ý×Ñõþ±æ ü±ÎýõÎß Îß±òÝ ö±õþîÏûþ õ± õ±¿÷ÇÎæõþ ü±÷Îò ¿õ¿öi§ ß±æ ßõþÎî ýî¼ q¿éÑ
ÕÉ±ò Û¿ùôÉ±Ké •1950— áèËLš ÕõþÝÎûþù ¿ùàÎåò Û÷ò Ûßé± âéò±õþ ßï± Îûà±Îò õ±÷Ç±õþ Õ±¿ðõ±üÏÎðõþ ü±÷Îò ü
±Îýõ ÕõþÝÎûþùÎß õjÅß ¿ðÎûþ Ûßé± ý±¿îÎß ÷±õþÎîý× ýÎõ¼ ÕõþÝÎûþù Îû ÷™LõÉ ðÅ¿é ßÎõþò õý×¿éÎî Ûý× âéò±õþ
›¶üÎ/ î± ÕîÉ™L &​QóÓíÇ--- “I perceived in this moment that the white man turns tyranny it is his own

freedom that he destroys…. A sahib has got to act like a sahib; he has got to appear resolute, to
know his own mind and do definite things. To come all that way, rifle in hand, with two thousand
people marching at my heels and then to trail feebly away, having done nothing-no, that was
impossible. The crowed would laugh at me. And my whole life, every white man’s life in the east,

was one long struggle not to be laughed at.” ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ð - ûËLa îÎõ Îß ÕîÉ±ä±¿õþî Õ±õþ Îß-ý× õ± ÕîÉ±ä
±õþÏ¼ Ûý× üõ ›¶​Ÿ ¿òõ™Lõþ îÅÎùÎåò ææÇ ÕõþÝÎûþù¼ Ûý×õþß÷ îÏŽ® ü÷±Îù±äò± àÅõ ß÷ ü÷Îûþý× ó±Ýûþ± û±ûþ¼ ÎûÎýîÅ
ÕõþÝÎûþù Ûý× ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±ð - õÉõ¦š±õþ Ûßæò ¿öß¿é÷Ä • û±õþ Îß±òÝ õ/±òÅõ±ð ýûþ õÎù æ±ò± Îòý×— î±ý× ¿î¿ò ó
±õþÎîò õM​õÉ&¿ù îÅÎù ñõþÎî¼
 
Õ±æ ûàò ä÷Ä¿¦ ̈ õ± ÛëÝûþ±ëÇ ü±ý×Îðõþ ÷î ó¿`î õÉ¿M​õþõþ± ü÷±Îùäò± ßÎõþò ÷±¿ßÇò ûÅM​±Ë¦†˜õþ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îðõþ
Îüý×ü÷ûþ ¿òÎæ ý×Ñõþ±æ ýÎûþÝ ü±¥Ú±æÉõ±Îð Ý Þó¿òÎõ¿úßî±õþ öÅù&¿ù Îð¿àÎûþ ¿åÎûþ¿åÎùò ¿õ¿öi§ ë×óòÉ±Îüõþ ÷ÎñÉ
¿ðÎûþ¼ æiœúîõÎøÇ ÕõþÝÎûþùÎß Õ±÷±õþ± ûàò ¦œõþí ß¿õþ îàò îÒ±õþ õþ±æÍò¿îß ë×óòÉ±ü&¿ùõþ ó±ú±ó±¿ú ÕòÉ õþäò
±&¿ùÎî îÒ±Îß ÛßéÅ ÕòÉö±Îõ àÒÅæÎî ï±¿ß¼
 
1.                   Shooting an Elephant (1950)
2.                   ‘Why I Write, Gangrel.
3.                   New English Weekly, 23 January,1936.
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