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Two poems, or a poem with another as a hyperlink

Jatinder Kaur

1. The mothers and the mother-tongue

I’'m blessed with a daughter, Gazal; a beautiful one,

And Newzea, my share of sunshine; a son.

With dimples in her cheeks, spring in her step,

Gazal is the promise that destiny has kept.

My son was born in this English speaking land; named Newzea, after New Zealand.
In Punjabi; the mother tongue mine and his

A lori | would sing to him, like this:

Kaka kina sohna, sohna manmohna
Khand da khidouna;
How gorgeous is this little boy! A dandy!

He has brought us joy; he’s a sugar-candy.

Well, to know the glory of this lori; the lullaby
You need to see him grown into a real dandy!
Later, Gazal was born to me,

to share her mother-tongue and motherland with me.
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With this blessing divine: it felt like the sun and the moon were mine!

The moment | looked into her eyes, sang to her a lullaby:

Phullan ton vee sohni, tu taarean ton sohni lagein saarein to sohni
Suche chan jehi chan;
You are beautiful, more beautiful than flowers; a shining star; a moon with no scars.

Prettier than the prettiest, you are the best!

That lori, or the song, my son would sing along,

to the girl divine; his sister; daughter mine.

A multilingual poet, a translator-interpreter in me was prone to revive;

the notion that mothers keep the mother tongue alive.

Also, there was another mother around; the dadi of my children; their papa’s mother,
that loved the pair; the sister and the brother.

she was a splendid woman like no other;

told the children folk tales, and the stories of Gurus; Sikhs and others.

...and thus, we both were up to teaching the children everything as do mothers, and

grandmothers!

The children went to an English school, where the stuff they were taught wasn’t cool;

Like:
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Baa baa black sheep have you any wool?
Yes Sir, yes Sir, three bags full.
one for my master, one for my dame.

One for the little boy who lives down the lane.

Like:

Humpty dumpty sat on a wall, humpty dumpty had a great fall.
All the king’s horses and all the king’s men.

Could not put humpty dumpty together again.

Like:

Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water

Jack fell down and broke his crown and Jill came tumbling after.

The nursery rhymes of their English school, as | said, were not cool.
None of my children is humpty dumpty though; nor a Jack or a lill.
With earth moving under their feet, they can rather stand still.

In case one of them falls, is raised by the other;

be it the sister or the brother; would stop, take along the other.

‘cause they were told ‘bout the spirituality of our saints, at an early age; were told the stories of

bravery at every stage.
Excellent human beings; they fear none; are peaceful and resilient.
They have learnt from their dadi, in Punjabi;

a few things on everything. She has made them both strong.
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To the songs she made, they would sing along!
Both are bright; have learnt to talk light.
They laugh loud, are proud; they know a lot-from poems to idioms, in Punjabi medium.

Man, they are a lovely crew; are among the few that are culture bound, have wings to fly, yet

feet on the ground.

They are as lovely hosts as they are welcome guests, people tell me often, they are the best.
They cook, they sew, | swear | know they know swear words, quite a few.

Since they had mothers; still have at least one around.

And a trust, that they were home; they had carried values along when they both had left home.
Have you ever met them? Well, you must!

They are pure gold that won’t rust!

Should | tell you about their nani, my bibi; my mother?

Nani, nana, nanny, granny!

Their nani knew to write a few words, guess, how many?

Not in thousands, not in hundreds, just a few; to spell her own name was all she knew!
Kartar Kur, her name stood tattooed on her right wrist, that too, with an interesting twist;

| would read that name in a hilarious way; the same way typos amuse us today.

With a name tattooed on her wrist, with a twist; my bibi was the finest script of God that would

ever exist!

Right from reading letters to making words and then sentences, she would stop many times on

her way, as in a news bulletin of those days;
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Bibi would wake up at the day break, did chores until late at night.
As they say, gods bring nectar in hands at first light;

Seeped in me, even when asleep, was the gurbani she would recite.

Trust me bro! | believe she had a promise to keep, to teach me ma-boli and gurbani in a single

g0;
That too, before | came to know how to read, or to write, or even speak in a flow.

My anpad bibi; brilliant and bright, who had never been to a school, was my enough first

school!

Her anpad bibi was her school! Her anpad bibi’s anpad bibi, well, she must have been, too, her

daughter’s first school!

Did you say, ‘how cool’? Well, that is cool indeed; none among them knew how to write or

read.
| think, mothers have a vision;
they make promises with their ma- boli; and, with their religion; to keep;

deep inside me, | know | have kept mine; hope, Gazal, too will keep.

Bibi knew innumerable idioms, jokes and anecdotes; she kept mental notes.

Her IQ, EQ, SQ were just excellent;
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My kiddos have been miraculous too, when it comes to languages:

| was stunned; overwhelmed, as | had watched my two and a half years old boy, trying to copy

Punjabi words from Akhbaar, on his own,

His dadi had tears in her eyes, as she hugged the boy, and prayed in a moving tone:

Vada hoke schoole jaavein

Parr parr bouhta aadar paavein

Rahein naroa eheeo chahvaan

Terian hovan door balaavaan;

| wish you be sound; knowledgeable, guarded and grand;

May tall you stand!

When | was circling water around Newzea and his bride, | bet | had heard his dadi, singing with

pride,

Naal shagan de dola liavein...;

How I long, you bring your bride along!

That was a familiar sound! | know she was around!

She had been looking forward to his wedding day,

since the day we had told her; her grandson was on the way!
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...and my girl loved to know new words that | taught her in a fun way.

Until one day,

When | had asked her to come and play with me, saying:

‘aaja meri jaan’; you, dearer to me than my own self, come here.

Gazal, out of nowhere, with a bit anxious face, said something I’'d never imagine,

‘kehri jaan mumma? changi vaali na?’ Mumma, are you sure you mean to say jaan in a good

sense?
‘maari vaali kehri jaan hundi e, Gazal?’ And how do you say jaan otherwise, Gazal?
‘Bai aa teri jaan kadhan’; like, | will kill you!

‘aa teri jaan kadhan’, | knew she had heard some people, saying something similar to one

another.
‘Oh! Meri jaan! Come in my embrace’, as | said, | kissed her face.

She is my jaan; have always been, in good sense of jaan, | mean.

A sigh of relief revives my belief:
My children will be alright: if at all they fall, they will rise to stand tall.

One will stop for the other even on the steepest hill, to take along the other; be it the sister or

the brother!
I’'m sure they have not forgotten my advice: ‘avoid stumbling against the same stone, twice’.
Bless you kiddos, things are; will be in control!!!

Trust me, I'll keep up with my role.
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Bas eni see meri baat, Utton pei gai raat;

That is all with the story and it is night already

In this way, as we used to listen to a bedtime story in our childhood days,

were asked to go to sleep, straight away!

It was my story, anyway.
Before you go to sleep, you need to take time; think deep,
My Punjabi folks!

It is about your culture and ma- boli, and it is not a joke.
Could you kindly hold? Re-read the story that | have just told?

Since you have gathered here concerning Punjabi-week celebration, may | ask you:

Are your children safe? Have you been strengthening them, celebrating them, have been

feeding them their culture? Their ma-boli?

Will they survive the tempest? Or do you fear, they will be swept away?

Kindly search for the answers,

My hearty congratulations! On celebrating Punjabi; the fastest growing language.

The only thing | want to say today is:
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Just a day, or even a week of celebration is not enough.

You need to embrace your ma, as well as your ma-boli; keep up their grace, each day, and not

just today.
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2. A missive unsent from another life

After many tough nights, here was the day; she seemed nearly ready to send us away;
her tides, she had pushed inside; trying hard to wipe that had oozed out.
She sounded wise; would bump into someone. Shout the way she would never otherwise.

Stopping here, telling there: ‘you don’t cry when they fly ‘cause it’s not a good omen when

someone is crossing oceans.

We were going sat samundron paar; that was tearing her apart.
A river violently silent was bleeding inside the moment,

as she held my hand the way only she would hold,

told me a few things about her son for the nth time.

Then there was silence. You could listen to an eye blink.

In the blink of an eye; a sky full of stars, came settled in her eyes.
The way | can smell snow, | could tell by the familiar glow:

she would take both my hands, in her ever cozy hands, would say something beyond words that

I will still understand.

| had been keeping track of her pills and prayers; knew her despairs,
And that she longed to belong, hence that prayer; to Baba Nanak! To me, a gentle request.

| was her Universe that would now labor to manifest her quest.

‘l know, ma’, the warmth of my hands might have assured the warmth of her hands, saying
Tathastu, Insha Allah; that could mean; Amen, ‘cause the symphony we both were in; that

‘women thing’; made us both understand.
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None of us said a word, though.
It takes a lot, not to share a single word with a humzubaan, you know.
Among other bonds, Punjabi bound us; despite the fact, her’s was pothohari dialect.

Call it my good luck or whatever, long before | had come to know her son, later to call her ma, |
knew her dialect.

| would both amaze and amuse her by imitating her accent, to excellence.

Today, however, we had chosen silence that had said million words without breaking itself.

Ma, | remember you telling me: ‘it’s not a child’s play birthing a child; the pain of breaking
bones isn’t mild;

And that, it’s not just the pain of breaking bones; you survive death itself; are reborn.

Now, when | have been there twice, ma, let us revise those chapters together as would class

mates.

Does it matter, we have learnt those lessons on different dates?’

‘Scraping your rough edges; carving a new woman, your emotions, hormones, or whatever,
tide inside you,

since the moment; the baby’s first cry had made you cry,

to one fine day, when you send your children away,

a big chunk of you dies.

The remains of you track the unsent messages that your emptied bosom

would have sent to your nest going to be emptied, too.

And, that, you will keep trying make sense;

of your standard time and their standard time; until the time you lose the sense of time.

17
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Ma, | bet, | have seen you around; heard you walking on the ground.

When | was nursing my son: your grandson, late this evening, and your son was lying nearby.
You had noticed tears in my eyes.

Tell me if it’s not true. Your son has come to resemble you, more than | ever knew.

How could it happen, that fast?

As if someone had replaced his face with yours, ma.

‘Oh that’! You smile your usual smile:

‘That moment might have got frozen on his face; could be the trace of my kiss when | had
hugged him last’.

With a sharp pain; many bones inside my body and hers’, crack, making a lot of noise.

The way the pieces of two mothers come across; forms a cross!

| hadn’t forced him, or hadn’t even asked my six months’ old son,
to perform a trick; walk over the seas. He, however, was sent overseas, to be,

with his grandmother!

‘It must have been hard for you, to part with your son, Jatinder’ ma would have said to me.
‘Was it not for you, ma, to part with yours?’ | could have asked her.

No words were said, | remember, we had hugged each other instead.

‘He will learn Punjabi and Gurbani, will know his culture’. | said to everyone that asked about
him.

‘Was it a cultural thing you have done? Do you send your sons away, that way’? My indigenous

hoa had asked me, more than once, ‘How’re you gonna live, without him’?

| did not die e hoa, but | did not live, either.
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Poor me, did not even wean my son.
Did it mean he was gonna cry if | cry?
She was not gonna let him cry, his grandmother!

She would rather nourish him with the nectar of his ma boli; ‘n culture.

Did time freeze or had | gone numb? | could not understand;

As if my New Zealand was a land that was inside the sea, or, was a mere land, like any other
land;

| would break into tears every time | would mention, ‘New Zealand'.

Had | been possessed? Was | delusional? What had gotten into me?
Every little boy | looked at, looked like my son;

No little boy that looked like my son, was him.

Even our goodbye was the rare of the rarest goodbyes!
| did not kiss my son when he left, did not even cry.

He did not look at me, nor did he cry.

| did not dare handing my son over to my father in law;

Seen me gone numb, the stroller with my boy in, was pushed by him,

That’s the way, | had died, by drowning,
and still watching myself being buried, cremated, eaten away by birds.

Yet been mummified that neat!
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That is when something in me had died.

And they did not perform any rituals, my kin.

Is not it a sin to let the dead lie, this way?

Well, cultures have their own ways; to deal with their living and the dead.
Culture is not a simple thing, my friend, it is complex!

And cultures deal differently with their differently dead!

Mine........... well, haven’t | said?

Is that what they call jeeoon jag?

Na, that’s a different ritual; a funeral feast of one’s own self;

an event that they create. This new ritual of my culture is getting popular.
The one performed on me by my destiny is not a popular one!

Like rare syndromes, it’s a rare one. I’'m not sure if someone even knows of that one!

‘You should not show any love to them, your children, when they are leaving; here is a trick!

Slap them lightly on their cheek, so they will not fall sick’.

| knew of this ‘wisdom’ of my culture, and many more like this.
What if it was something cultural? What if it was even wisdom?
Was it culture, or was it wisdom;

that had stopped me and my son from looking at each other,

in the moment of separation?

What would have happened if one of us had?

Well, none of us would have done that;

20
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both of us would have been good as we had; the way good sons and daughters of culture
would.

| did not cry. Did not die. Only a chunk of me had died inside me, yet.
Not too big a chunk, I think.

‘A bigger one for the next time’; Karma had given me a hint the way it had blinked!

To India | came, was with my son again; a year and a half later.

As | looked at him, | felt better, was ashamed though.

The way he had looked at me first, | realized he looked like me!

Bro!

He looked exactly like me!

Even the curl | had on my forehead, till late, was sitting on his forehead.

His manly tiny hands would gently hold a flower between his fingers keeping his thumb away,

the way he had held a clover the other day, when in New Zealand,;

As if he had grasped Guru Nanak’s Aarti and its symphony already.

He was chatty, had so much to tell which he often did, though,

at other times, he would say mummy, mummy, mummy; several times in a row,
and would not say a word after that; as if ‘mummy’ were all he meant,

as if he knew how to use vowels without using consonants, to make sentences.

And when he thought the nectar; that mummy word he was nourishing me with, was not
enough treat;

he would show me those lovely teeth he had, as also his found feet.
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With an arm around my neck, he would hold me tight, show me everything from stars to clouds
to moonlight.

Bro, he had picked up pothohari dialect n his dadi’s accent!
His sitting by his dadaji, to recite path, and rushing to kiss my photo in the drawing room;

saying ‘good mummy’,

sounded like a polytheistic practice in a Sikh home.

How | wished to say everything | had not said to him all those days:

the way | had sent yet not sent my son away.

| should have made sense of a few things; for the two of us; nothing came out, though.

My words kept boiling and evaporating; it never rained the way it could.

| knew | could access a few words, from millions of Punjabi words from literature,

millions others from the dialects | knew, the ones | spoke; could think of, could write in a blink.
| could even coin words that could make sense of my nights and days with my son away.

and, that how | had managed to breathe, hoping to see him, again, one day.

It was not gonna work that way.
We both had missed each other, | gather. Could write a scripture together.
But | had fallen apart; not to be put together.

both ma and boli had gone numb in me; none would come rescue me. | did not write my part of
the scripture, well, hadn’t so far.

There was ice waiting to be broken yet, and here comes a repeat!
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The bigger chunk of me; karma had saved before, would now bleed.
He was going to the University, in New Zealand, my son.

Do | have words to tell how | felt, then? None!

We did hug each other. | did look into his eyes, but did not cry.

Man! His eyes of a grown man would not let me cry!

We had barely held hands, and it was time.

He was gone, leaving mummy alone. He, too, looked lonely, | understand,

A don’t know till today, which time zone he might have cried in on his way to New Zealand?

| had been very busy when he had to leave, taking care of his grandmother,
working on the checklist of his valuables, and his values, and beliefs.
Had he carried his cultural frame along? Ya, | think so, if | am not wrong.

| had put a big tick mark on his ma-boli, | remember though, since he looked crowned and
strong.

Three full years!

In all those years between us, none of us could make even a word from thirty-five Punjabi
alphabets;

to tell the other if different time-zones had any impact.

| hear you, Guru Nanak: akhar is meaningless, unless emerges shabad,
what if the alphabets hover over your head, behave absurd, refuse to become words?
Then you need to pause and breathe!

What was there to pause for?
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And could | breathe?
Could | ask the salted waters of the sea to hold tides, give me way, or, let me say, the least:
‘Why would you stay when | am with my son, for the last seven years, night and day?’

Every time | try asking them to leave, they freeze! On surface at least.

What is that frozen thing between me and my son? Could it be a lake?

Is the relationship we two have, fake?

Am | a lesser mother? Or a less normal mother than a normal mother?

I’m his mother, my son knows as much as | do.

| hope I’'m stronger now ‘cause his dadi has merged in me, and I’'m both of us two.

So, | wanna kiss the grown-self of my little son twice, hug him a few hundred times in a row,
bro;

And hand him over the missive unsent; | have been keeping from another life, from another
time!

If there is another life, Newzea, and | am sure there will be,

| wanna be your ‘good mummy’ in that one, the way you had imagined me.

wWEsfmirys

wi g St
Wt I3t 3 g
e 9 fos At

U3 H& fea famr 7t @, A fog <t san It At
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Ay & 3t §wieg § daet, wiut & v & I3, Ga st Adt I
3BT 7 U AY AT e H

H G5t S5<t g5t Gud BarEt HY,

Wy 5t Tl TR A g @ T,

FEHdol 5dt A IJat, Il d I 3 I HY

@I<t guT g1 S feg SiA 3T AL

T efg gt At ER Us B wieg foa ao gugy Wiz die, fAs a8 S+ A,
A Us §Rd o J9 8 efawr fin g7 69t 23 Aa< Al

WUE Y33 I3 I I8 GRS A, € At Tt S, 7 g7 Gt ©H Hae! /|

FHEY,

2 23 e H 8 gy

T 1S Usd Suaet < HE me |

Wy 2 29 feg & fag Iawt Sfanm nimirs Gaeh wivt feg Wi g famr|

N fgggr o H @ fogs T 8 o, ot Adt It 5= 318t 7 19, TH Aae! A &t agdht g 89
Jd:

=
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J= I NS Ja wuE AR fo il I feg 8 3 forse fAgr g9 J9qtt, A A Aeidf freg &, e
AHS A o, Agg |

Bed @ WI U, f&s It 99 Us As A3 fegara!

BIRASEEASEIS R EC R IRSEAS R E AT A

Afget I& 7 69,

3 HaT ‘g Hig 33 HI,

T 5od il 3 6T o3 oz JaAES I A,

g 335 fAgr 3 I3t A €< Gt mdt I,

A I 3t A Gaer gforiz; <! T3, wiHs; f7R & Yo a9 Al 8T wars |

NI TR f & G Fur 2 o S gy 3 fae,

IEAZ, B weg, wnits #F g8 wif,

JE 7T i, 35 Y, A3 I fegarg, a9 3t A wifddr 7 IH- o AT
IHATS AT R,

Ag, I farfamit gtar st & A<t A,

7 9 A Troydl, Hf, Usarat S8 Hi

U3 WS 3787 A el 7, GBIt 5

g & A v A IR U3 § A &t A e,

H o8 faer 7t §ag A nm, I E Heol 7/ 89 3 GI<t 981

U NS YTt wigEt /i, Ardt o, 37 & @9 A, A H B9 S8 A BTG,
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e g ‘GI<t 5F feg 6T AT & G, Gu wgs3 I, I, Uz fug At

WA 3T UI WA B It TU A, ST I I < &It 7T Sfenr, 7 HEd @R S I At 83 23
FS & AT 8 3T &8 & I AT, IS o A3 T I

ASTS T 2T & ASH IS |

W, gEII A ST AeH B I g 39 eqIe @,
TH-AH ST T IE & gE W,
fea A 3 M3 Aed, 35 dfowf T Uz 3 @i fag erg?

‘FEI3 e HITd [Ford Hae! g3 €, figne! & e &3 1a3;

H gET I Wig3!

g9 2 Ufgd IT § Hed AE 8§ U HI'I I i, B 3 It B wieg, fed Al Harer e e
nieg g nicg Goe A& & fdA Ha AR &;

SAIYS cAda JI BAC SO AR &,

I 3t AT A fagge &;

Tt I TR FH 2 H3

Ay wigfent § udoe &; T8 136 T foArs Jue Jue, wye &t ST I8 AT &

H, I WA IS A
33" 33! faget T g8y fagr Jer Ifder 2
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Wi Hftmr 28 Ae Jrar, It B A AY, U39 397 a8 H fimr, B3 @eter fraar, Ad sfomrm, Aerer 9w 3
afderg,

Ao e uBAfgT /M 398, 3faar g

AaHE 3HNH, gsg 3|

H, A Bd1 3§ A &' TR, A AE JE GIasT I,

U39 397 979 Ufgst <t sarer A 33 2949, Ud I HES o 293 fam},

I 3" i 39 & gu I fard| € & 397 fggar| GIer foaa, fis ALEIG I< 397 & faaa|
H RS Sufent ufent fag iy I famm

Her g gfimr o v Y33 &, ArE |

NI 21 Yt 3Tt AT S 33T Hi S AES!

3 fog 97 I3 S wieHl TS & IZi S wieg, i3 I fag =t A

e A3 Aed < gAY e 3 & darard

Ao fagr /i, wiug anf S S I8 §, fa Afedt 3 39 d 9939 feurs?

€3I AT ToT ATEdT TRl a8 H3 AHTS U'g, e wifemr 8 & 7/ s |

o A9 fam IFt 3 U392 Wi 37 sfamr I, Afdes, U333 o fda 2aa

U WE wieg &, H, whur 3t der 8 IE, wueT U39 UgeH 2967
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7 91 I IS Sl oe, Ug A3 BT fegerd ggT 8§ Ifder Al fra U Hew,

ErfcA S A g e Iw A & foor, IAUlE $1iF § 318 78 & |

S 7S e JrArs faar, grosret 2 wrufent & AT, wuer fegrr ugrear,
AAz § fed afdeh
UJ fo2 291t fea? it 29 gas fae

A Hdt 3t st e

yg i & &t el foa S fos o s

A3t g5 It et A @I 395 3 ufust Gaer Sud ga |

IS A, Ug IS &t AF| 3T A I3 T & &7 JTT I-, NI 25 e 3!
YU H AS, IE 3t &t <4t T GRS, BT A I U I'E;

Uraat GRS W SE 3 egR @ W E B

AH e FH famr A,

A NSt I T He A

N 5883 o7 ge J g3t M, A Aded g a3 I At
g8z affent & At wiy 39 wrget /|

HEI UdF J e /it A, 7 fog € fifemr o A
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A 5 g J A Gt HI3 g et At

g3 & 3t Afgd &It /| 73T 3t wisfeer & wAfgH H:
& H I8, & QI I Ifemr,
& i fo gR T Ha g

e Hese 29T Jt I 89 us; AE & 2y & I G =8, @I & o Hf 28 & Wfimr|

NS 38 A AT g TR A S,

3N ooz 89 Uans f38teg IT AF fonm

yg foeg o, faaSht & 137 Ha Irdt 1 faG= |

IS TN A, 2 IR wUE AAIS &, TS I,

faa fafem famr Ao fef3amm; A RS wrufent 1t & g i,

i A feg Iae &, e AT AIg IuT |

Y Ffdel f, ig wieg 6T S ST N9 fi= s8e &

e wizH fafanr & &t i3, AT wa fenr &

FH U F SR I8 Uy &t Jer s § s ug Ifas B, @ReT g S T dgan
Hfenr g Afgargrat @ i wuE 3SR e S;
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wyE frgfent 3 v famit § Aiss S AEd Ie &
AfEg AIS &dl, 511 Afes I W, wra!

AlIS a3t /At 19 B 53 fos wrg Adt i d H3 1w,

HI A S & HI AdeT; HiEE B8 338 II&|

St yee €, of St sEmif AT 578!

SR o, Jg AR A eoe ke T s

et User, TH H 1d7; Hige-Hd R e s Igm

&t &dl, 89 3t &<t € gE il A II3; B, fige™ & 2y 3EM A3 & udi3,
WIE WISH WIEH, WU g a9 3 Fe &

Fe fan S e g adt 3 oo oo I3 /M A 3aeia S na 3 foge,,

feg 313 faast I, feg 37 AG 2 ot Uz, e & 3T & &t uz™!

veS feg g I3 d A fa o, feAer @ &t uzm

For Geg R, Mg IS, BT SR FE S g, A T e SR S, AR d |
68 A8 33 gt Jemit & fod fradha frmmedr, fog sHITS™

St gat 7 fog fimrsu J 32

¢ e A for feo I¥ STBUIB < I 3

yed fog Ngr a8gd /M, 7 fag At wrust fimrsy /1,

& HIUSTE NI =B e &3]

feg AT IBwd 3t &t A, IgI!
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feg < ae fimrey 37 Jeaft & gt

uId I AT A A I I8 foa iy & Ye e

afgg It efg Jer faeh

& fiet faef|

WH J€ IBTd T UM 59 Sami]

AN I &, I 7l Jt &, Ha BFT I A

gH fod 22 It 3t AT Higwr HE Ag nieg,

gaic A & g i,

forra AT 2 3 A J9ut & H Wi 1t |

U39 3% v H 8w, 3T s 5|

He fufanr 2 A ug A 3T HIH AT

€3 3" Ag" It gu A A9 U39, A e & fagers,

feg 3t A9 & 58 As 9%, Ha 3 fSak fimmg Yags =73,

NI It Ao g5 § 3 3 BT s,

28 &R & 62 It Ao Ta%, TR efanir A seg, B8 ufadt 77 ;
igIS 3 =597 A, IH Gt < fegdrd|

NS Biamr i o8 orasd € g, St famr | @, ufgdt Jt g

folSit &t I8t SHEMI G @RS A, 3 @I TR & S|
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yg a3 fa3 vt 10, vt afder 3wz g <t & afder|

HS S 7ot 5% 8t @ g 3

33I AT BIG BI, H B8 et ot forg & fare,

€I AS wuE o e reege, U9 ug ug d fedger|

I 3t T I E%T /i, Usard, s fiy &t &8 9= €6 Ardt Usadt|
gITr T Al 3% gfga U 36 T,

3RS d T afgagHeE =,

Tt fodt fagr nies,

A3 it @8 w3 feg fae wr Sfamr At fog sgeee<!

fidor t g Brdet A W meet It @RS JfaE,
HS H HIdt; S afaw & /it IfTE;

fagg ISR 3, I A AT IS

f3 fdg fog ot A 39 X e &8 Ga< 95|
UJ IJH & 918 TS & B2 A 1Y 38; UZ 7E, A9 wiue f5Y, AQ © AT 88|
Hee g5, 3¢ g €3 A, Hig as imr ft &
foa @ wiug & 7, fgar famr &)
Byt & wiyg, 7ET, T NI 3 GRS H- S8 T,
UZ-HE wE" B, A 7 T, UsTed,

Hoe!, BUE WS 578, Yl 3T oS |

A 3tz & A A &2 e, ©HE B8 GRS
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3 fo? 9 As H fes I3 Ere o

faR g AR IHFWER As, fa3 fos |

for v feg fa A figialt @R & o o foxt fes |
AT J o At HIF |

Areel & A OvH OF fog gn 3¢ fdeT 39Ae 99 HY,

Jfg A A fod g &, 7S, By A A € mEE STHS
U &7 3T RS wiegdl ‘H g9, & I 9, Hi-adY,

o I 3 fod 3 I ES; A & & =T

WH A S TS H” 3 H-F& T fridg,

NS o8 Al faetg, wnuet 918 Jfge w1

wH WO 8 Ud At Iamel|

TH & e it & U, Fat e Bftmr, faar,

Wi 3t HIo Tl /L ATt Je 8, g Ja, ufad a8 S <3 for e
U3 & fdear g 3T H A g At feg wizas,

U9 AYIE 237 I amr At A9 U39, UF s 38 o /i fs8Hid3,
it er foH 3famr H g% fea feg =9

H 13 &5 Freer 8RS fer T, emr & 633,
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SIS it S Tt G HT T ST & AR 89T far I famr|

WA I8 23 It A vl e g =, fx AHF I famr,

3AZIII I, AA S AFE T wuR vy S feRr @9 € IF Iz It
398" famr 87 BeH i, Wi d 83 A BT,

fa3 Ifenr f I29T, g Afea™ 3 Suer, fan ey @ wA uh; Hed fag3 edh de & 89 I3t I=at
TgeH!

Trerg 7 AT 3 At A3 fegarg, fous & ge ard fer 9|

gIS e A 3T e S AN A AG, e Tl S S I8 T, GIg IBE I HUE T
&% 89 AeT At 7 67, @I St s T,

foArg &g 7t H, Goehit e’ JiHST, Hf 58 & AoH S T

S I AJT A, I < wifdar &t 7, 7 &t 7 @Fe uh:

Afgwrarg, 981, oo, fef3amr, fHfgamA

& 7 fogr 7t € g fagr, A€ 3fonwr A< 3t Aia, A 54t I= Ifenr I8t wiHig|

U3t wiegt S fod & o e wigh, 7 afder, faver, uaer,
e gAT I5|

o= B0 AG GBI us fes, e T s |

AreS uzst v 3§, I oo
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3 fogr werg eHet J; fa mee St sAaT 3,

ot 39 A8 Ug, A wHg Scae 8 IfTs, g6 &7 HeT 3 IY < & Jfge?
gd AEe?

FAAIBEE?

I3 59 faml ge g A'e 88, A JU e B?

I, NI AV I T3, Aded T urad ueh § Jfas B,

8I5" $ I, WUT ITe § IF B,
gudfos, AG & 3t gg IfaBe T,

A3 AS J IR S AS ITR S fes I3, U2 U39 573,

A & 6T a6 TR &; 73 mieg, 73 fegarg

e gt & adt e A mdeat § g 91,

HH I8 A3 €98 &, YU I I, WS Haa I I8, G’ € I3 fed &5
A AHeg &t 3t fag fg ad 1% J, wan A9 I NI U3I & fegag

H HH I8 7 o g, fuwst It & eera

T IT HG BAIE, A HF I wigdt, araral, wydh, ug Hf 3t ar & A,

feg fa€ 39r It v, fa€ 3wt Ff It o 2

el gI It A, ug a6 sea It wif A

HE IIe WU 59§ oo, A Tt flmig a9, 3 wiue e wiefsy v,
J= §I% © It fonr, 3 fog S afa fenr,

{3 I TS HoH 21 3 Jear, At g Ffdet 8, A G & Il 3T g3 Wi, A 33 feg g 8t 2|
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Gratitude:

Thank you, Dr. Marco Sonzogni, for trusting the translator in me, and Dr. Fahim Afarinasadi, for

publishing the piece in NEKE, with patience.

About the poems:
The mothers and the mother-tongue & A missive unsent from another life

| had presented the Punjabi poem The mothers and the mother-tongue in the 6™ Punjabi

Language Week celebration in Dunedin last year and had been translating it since.

Honoring the role of fathers at the same time, | have focused on the role of mothers in

sustaining mother tongue, in my poem.

Translation of the poem had turned out to be an exhausting unending work because it was not
at all easy for me to deal with a significant hole in the poem only | knew of. The second poem; A

missive unsent from another life included here, is my attempt to point at that hole.

The mothers and the mother-tongue carries a message. Instead of starting the poem from the
message itself, | have chosen to tell the story of the upbringing of my own children, with their

real names. As the poem tells, mothers’ role in their life has been of great significance.

With humble gratitude, | trust both the culture of my children and the part of globe they are

placed at the moment are proud of them, and | hope the same for future as well.

The message in the poem is not subtle. It is a wake up call, and it is a loud one. That way, it
seems my story in the poem sets some normes. It does, kind of. So, the poem ends like a

checklist, for the listeners and viewers, and now readers. A timely alert, right?

| had to screech the way | have, because the message | wanted to give to my people is about

fortifying our precious children and it is urgent. Mothers’ responsibility in cannot be ignored.
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How can a mother not be present in the lives of children; hers’ or not. And how can a mother

not send blessings to all the mothers and fathers, from her own blessed home?

| trust God will mark my presence and bless all the children with goodness gathered from their
own culture and from every culture they know of.

May the blessings that emit from blessed homes make the globe worth living, once again,
Amen!

A missive unsent from another life is in fact a hyperlink in the The mothers and the mother-
tongue, that takes you to a black hole you had least imagined existed, while reading The

mothers and the mother-tongue.

Looking at A missive unsent from another life, it feels | have paid a debt by sending a missive,
unsent from another life. Thank you Universe! | seem to have efficiently and successfully driven

nearly thirty years’ long distance, in a reverse gear.
Or, should | say it was a pilgrimage doing dandout!
A wish already granted! A message already sent to Newzea:

‘You are a good son of a good mummy, my boy! God bless you more! | love you to the moon

and back!!! Always will.

There are still numerous hyperlinks; real and potential, in The mothers and the mother-tongue.

If dealt with, an atlas of my culture will be available.

I will come back with a few more hyperlinks, in future, | hope.

Vocabulary and Notes

1. Aarti: The Sanskrit word Aarti literally means, ‘complete love’. Aarti is a significant ritual practice of Hindus
that they perform in the honour of deities, by circling clockwise, a plate containing lighted lamps, flowers
and incense, among other things before their images. The ritual also includes singing of hymns and
blowing of a conch shell. Considering that the divine ritual was already going on in the nature by default,
Guru Nanak (1469-1539), the founder of Sikhism had written a verse named Aarti, that is included in Sri
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s w

10.

11.
12.

13.

Guru Granth Sahib, which signifies sky as a plate with the Sun and the moon as lamps, the stars as pearls,
the breeze as the carrier of the fragrance of all the flowers of the universe, added by melodies of the
natural world.

Guru Nanak’s Aarti tells of the presence of sacredness in everyday life including, among other things, the
futility of empty rituals like plucking the flowers to offer to God.

Akhar, shabad and Gurbani:

Used as both singular and plural, the literal meaning of akhar is an alphabet or letter in Punjabi, while
shabad means word. Since the scripture named Adi Granth or Sri Guru Granth Sahib is the embodiment of
Guru for the Sikhs, they read and receive shabad(s) included in it, as divine message. These shabad(s), set
to Indian classical scales called ragas have been written by Sikh Gurus and saints of various faiths, and are
collectively called Gurbani. Most Sikhs recite select verses of Gurbani, everyday.

Akhar alone, however, are mere tools or the carriers of the transcendental message of Guru.

Akhbaar: Newspaper

Anpad: llliterate

Baba Nanak: The literal meaning of Baba is an elderly person. A Punjabi may address and refer to their
grand-father; his brothers, cousins or friends, as Baba or Babaji, although, any elderly person; kin or not,
may be called Baba or babaji.

Sikhs, refer to Guru Nanak as Baba Nanak, in reverence, especially while praying for the fulfilment of their
wishes.

Bas eni see meri baat, Utton pei gai raat: This Punjabi phrase literally signifies the conclusion of a bed-time
story and persuades children to go to bed straightaway, once they have listened to the story.

| have used this phrase in a new context, however; asking my community members to keep awake instead,
to think over the story | have told them and consider their own position vis a vis this story.

bibi: In Punjab, many people address their mothers as bibi. In rural areas of Punjab, however, the term is
also used to address or refer to a young or an elderly woman; kin or not.

Circling water around Newzea and his bride: A mother’s circling water around her son and the daughter in
law, when they come home after tying the nuptial knot is a significant ritual called paani vaarna; the
circling of water. At the threshold of the house itself, the mother, facing her son and the daughter in law,
circles water around their heads seven times in a row and drinks it. The ritual is a gesture of the mother’s
willingness to take any evils looking at the newly weds, upon herself; assuring them of a life, full of
goodness.

It is an honour the mother of the groom may give to another female kin who is ‘like his mother’, to
perform this ritual of paani vaarna, for her son and the daughter in law, in addition.

In my case, | would have asked my mother in law, to perform the ritual ahead of me, were she alive when
Newzea got married.

Her presence was felt, however.

dadi& dada: Father’s mother and father, respectively.

Dandout: Dandaut is a Sanskrit word meaning ‘straight as a stick’. | have used this concept as it relates to a
Hindu practice of pilgrimage in which the devotee, accompanied by a chanting group, covers the distance
to the shrine by lying upside down repeatedly, starting his second step from the point his hands had
touched the ground in his first lying down. This kind of pilgrimage, often taken as a gratitude to the deity
upon a wish fulfilment is exhausting and may take a very long time to complete the distance to the shrine.
Hoa/e hoa: Hoa/e hoa is a term of address for a dear friend in Te Reo Maori.

Humzubaan: Humzubaan is a term with Persian origin widely used in Urdu and Hindi poetry. The literal
meaning of humzubaan is ‘a person speaking the same language as yours’. The meaning may be extended
to ‘sharing the opinion, thought and/or belief’, as well. That way, a humzubaan is not always the person
who has the same native language as yours; a like-minded person may also be the one.

Inshaallah: Inshaallah is an Arabic phrase, literally meaning, ‘if God wills’. It is widely used by people of
Islamic faith.
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14.

15.

16.

17.

18.
19.

20.

21.

22.

Jeeon jag: A folk practice of Punjab, in which people offer a funeral feast to the community as a part of the
last rites they perform for themselves.

Kartar kur: Kartaur Kaur; the name of my mother was tattooed on her wrist with the wrong spellings of
Kaur. The amusing part of the story behind this twist is that she would put her signatures with the same
spellings as in the tattoo.

Lori: lullaby

Ma-boli: Mother-tongue

Nani: Mother’s mother

Polytheism in a Sikh home: My son, | was told, used to kiss my photo, saying ‘good mummy’, when, he was
sent to India to live with his grandparents. He, however, continued that practice even when | was around
and that sounded like he had deified me. Ideally, Sikhs do not follow any cults, and my son’s practice
seemed to be a cult following to me; to my amusement and amazement.

Pothohari: A dialect of Punjabi spoken in the pothoharilanguage area of Pakistan, that includes
Rawalpindi, among other districts, where my in laws’ family had migrated from, during 1947 partition of
India and Pakistan.

My parents, however, had come from Sargodha during the partition and spoke shahpuri.

Sat samundron paar: Sat samundron paar literally means, ‘beyond the seven seas’. Metaphorically, this
phrase is used to signify a journey to a faraway country.

Tathastu: A combination of two Sanskrit words: tatha; like that and astu, meaning, ‘let it be’, tathastu is
said by deities and gods in Hindu Mythology, when granting blessings as wish fulfilments of the devotees.

Jatinder Kaur is a Ph.D. in Sociology and Social Anthropology. She writes poetry in

Punjabi and English.
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