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The Country Mother
-‘Kalapi’ Sursinhji Takhtasinhji Gohil

Rise the Hemant* sun blushing and soft
the sky is clear blue, no clouds in sight;
the cool breeze refreshes and enlivens
and full of verve parrots sing sweet songs.

In a sugarcane field on a morn that is luscious
children of farmers are playing a game
perceiving the rosy cheeks of lotuses

the sun gently caresses them.

An aged couple is warming itself
with the flames of a fire-place.
Oh! How happy seems the pair
created at leisure by the Maker!

Rising at distance is a swirl of dust
and a man approaches on horse-back.
All the children gather together

and gawk at the horse in wonder!

The old lady turns and slowly rises

uses slack hands to shield weak eyes

her beloved husband still calmly site

scanning while humming and shovels hot coals!

Presently a youthful rider arrives there
saying “Welcome, sir” rises the farmer.
Says the man “Please give me some water.”
As he dismounts he looks hither and thither.

“The cane juice is sweet” the mother kindly says
to the sugarcane patch the young man she leads.

The mother stands with a vessel near a cane
slices it but slightly with a sharp blade.

The juice flows freely, the vessel quickly fills
the man drinks up, the while something thinks.




"dg] TATe] A & B9 & HoT uL" “I am still thirsty, do fill up the vessel once more”
eI UTT AT HITAT AT T, the man hands the vessel again to the mother.
FH FA B B 3N FaS A Again and yet again she cuts slivers

. . ) but, why, not even a drop oozes!
Tk g TT TH A DA g 6 7 “Is the Lord angry?” Tearfully she queries

"y BT T U A W2 HGAT HTG o, again the knife in the sugarcane she plunges.

drell ATAT TSN U F Hichdl ATSIAT “The soil’s essence is gone, or the Ruler’s

TR SRT U S, I uA compassion!

T o AT T 3 e AT W . Impossil?le otherwise” sobs ‘[hej mother again.
. . N Startled is the young man hearing this

AR S ’ and falls at her feet and rising utters-

AT JOT 97 US) 38 dg S -

"TE A U, A PR AH AT “I am the Ruler, please forgive me mother

TE S G I A A A &M I am the Ruler,.ple.ase forgive me Maker!

Al T BT § w3 A o 9 e - While I was drinking I had thought, Lord

31 AP g g AR S T T S I such fertile soil —these people are so well off.

& A g A AR T A § U I must raise my share —it is yet so small-

o why not tax more these well-to-do people?
U HC T FeA I Aferehelt gl o e Now mother fill up the glass with juice

W g & #l U T, it will certainly now fill with God’s grace.
THPUTT Fereh! T I,
“Be happy, mother! Remain happy all of you,
et 7 as! g9 W@ 4l I only seek blessings from all of you!”

T & 3R A A The mother again approaches the cane

s e e R cuts just a sliver with the very same blade.

T It ST S IS T B A jet of juice spouts to fill up the vessel,
R S Flowing profusely, overflows the vessel!

TRIB d¢ TH 37l Telhls TUTq!

* The cold season of December-January
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