


�রে�যাৎদা
৩১.৮.১৯০৫ ― ৩১.৮.২০০৫

�রীঅরিব�দ ইনি�িটউট অফ কালচার
৩, িরেজ�ট পাক�৷ কলকাতা ৭০০ ০৪০

1



PRADYOTDA — An anthology of writings on Shri Pradyot Kumar Bhattacharya

Published by Shri Ranjan Mitter
Sri Aurobindo Institute of Culture

�রকাশ :
২ ��র��য়াির ২০০৬

�রকাশক :
র�ন িম�র । কম�সিচব। �রীঅরিব�দ ইনি�িটউট অফকালচার
৩, িরেজ�ট পাক�৷ কলকাতা ৭০০ ০৪০

মু�রক :
অিরিজৎ কুমার । �টকেনাি�র�ট
৭ সৃি�ধর দ�ত �লন । কলকাতা ৭০০ ০০৬

2



TO, MY DEAREST DAD

On his centenary, First
loving Pranam to The Mother
with gratitude, love and
Deep regards with
loving Pranams to Dad.

Gargi
31.8.2005
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আমােদর Daddy

সিললা �ঘাষ

আমােদর Daddy আজ শতবষ� পূণ� করেলন। আমরাও সকেল আনে�দ পিরপূণ� হলাম। �রীমা �বাধহয়
Daddy-�ক আন�দেলাক �থেক এেনিছেলন আমােদর সকলেক আন�দ �দবার জে�যই । কত ভােলাবাসা �য
�পেয়িছ তা �রকাশ করার �মতা আমার �নই। একিদন Daddy- র বসার ঘের আমরা সকেল যথা — গাগ�ী,
কা�তা, জয়া , রাখী, খুকুিদ, রথীনবাবু, সকেল বেস আিছ। উিন িম�কুিদেক বেলেছন �গালাপ ফুেল মালা
�দেখেছা । এরা হ’�লা এক  একিট  �গালাপ ফুল, আমার গলার মালা।

কী �য একটা ��নহাকষ�ণ িছেলা আমােদর �রিত �সটাই বলেবা। �রিত মােস কলকাতায় আসেতন
কােজর জে�য �যমন D.C.P.L. Electricity Board ইতািদর জে�য। এেস Great Eastern
Hotel-এ থাকেতন , আমরা �জেন �ভার ছ’টায় ওঁর কােছ িগেয় �পৗছাতাম। একসে� চা �খতাম , �রণাম
করেলই আশীব�াদ করেতন দীঘ�জীবী হও। পের যখন মা ওেক ‘ল�ী হাউেস’ থাকার �যব�থা করেলন তখন
আমরাও ল�ী হাউেস �যতাম। �স সময় অ�ণদা (অ�ণ ঠাকুর) ল�ী হাউেসর �দখােশানার দািয়ে�ব
িছেলন। কী �য ভি�ত করেতন Daddy-�ক তা বলার নয়। একটা ঘটনা �যমন আমরা ‘ল�ী হাউেস’
বারা�দায় বেস ওঁর সে� কথা বলিছ , হঠাৎ অ�ণদা উেঠ �গেলন। একটু পের কী দরকাের উিন বলেলন অরণেক
একবার ডাক �তা, আিম িগেয় �দিখ উিন িনিব� মেন Daddy-র একেজাড়া জুেতা িনেয় পািলশ করেছন।
আিম ডাকিছ �ঁশ �নই। কােজ মন এতই িনিব�। Daddy- বলেতন সাধন , ভারতী আমার �ছেল -�বৗ আর
আমরা সকেল ওঁর �মেয়, রথীনবাবু ডাঃ �ঘাষ জাামাই আর নািত �তা ঐ একটাই বাবুয়া কী �য ভােলাবাসেতন ওেক
তা বলার নয়।

পি�ডেচরীেত থাকাকালীন �েবলা ওঁর সে� �খেত হেব �কােনা ওজর আপিও চলেতা না। খুব
ভােলাবাসেতন উওর — কলকাতার সে�দশ �খেত। আিম যখন �যতাম �বিশ কের িনেয় �যতাম। িনেজ �য কতটা
�খেতন জািননা িক�তু �য আসেব তােক ঐ সে�দশ �খেত হেব।

কী ঘটা হেতা ওঁর জ�মিদেন , কত �লাক �য আসেতা সারািদেন, খাওয়া দাওয়া �রচুর হেতা।
সারািদন গাগ�ী িহ� িস� �খেয় �যেতা আমরাও অব�য ওেক একটু সাহা�য করতাম।
একবার কলকাতায় থাকাকালীন একটু অসু�হ হেয় পেড়িছেলন িকছুিদন ‘�সবায়েন’ িছেলন, �স সময়

সাধনদা, ভারতীিদ, অিজতদা এবং আরও অেনেক ওঁেক দখেত আসেতন। জয়া �র�যহ রাে�র ওঁর কােছ
থাকেতা।

একিদন অিজতদা ওঁেক �দেখ িফের যাওয়ার সময় আমােক বলেছন সিললা �তামার Nursing
Homeএ Radiate করেছ। সি�য কী �য আনে�দ আমরা িছলাম তা বলার নয়। উিন সু�হ হেয় ল�ী
হাউেস িফের যাওয়ার পরিদন �ম�রন আমােক বলেছন নািস�ংেহামটা কী রকম �যন খািল হেয় �গেছ মেন হে�।
অথচ সবই �তা আমােদর ভিত�। Dr. Sanyal-ও অসু�হতার জ�য িকছুিদন ‘�সবায়েন’ িছেলন �সসময়ও
িঠক এরকম মেন হেয়িছেলা।  এমনই এঁেদর পির�যাি�ত িছেলা।

এঁরাই হেলন ি�হত�র�. ধ�য ‘�সবায়ন’ ধ�য আমরা সকেল , যাঁরা ওঁেক এত কােছ  �পেয়িছলাম।
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কত �য �ৃিত সবই আমার হদেয়র মিণেকাঠায় পিরপূণ� হেয় আেছ, এক এক সময় যখন ঘটনা �ৃিতর
পেট �ভেস ওেঠ কী  �য ভােলা লােগ তা  বলার নয়।

�রীমা যখন �দহ �ছেড় িদেলন আমরা খবর �পেয়ই সকেল চেল এলাম পি�ডেচরী। ভারতীিদ,
সাধনদা, আরও অেনেক। এয়ারেপাট� �থেক �সাজা গািড আ�রেম না িগেয় আমােদর ওঁর বািডেত িনেয় িগেয়
তুলেলা, উিন িসঁিড়েত �নেম এেস দাঁিডেয় আেছন। হাসেছন। ভারতীিদ �কঁেদ উঠেলন, উিন বলেলন একী তুিম
কাঁদেছা, �কন মা �কাথায় �গেছন? িনেজর �দয়মি�দের একবার �চেয় �দেখােতা ? �তামার �দয়িসংহাসেন বেস
আেছন। অ�তর �তামার ��যািতেত পিরপূণ�, �দখ একবার। �শষ �য বার কলকাতায় যান �ফরার সময় আমােক
বেলিছেলন ‘তুিম’ আমার সে� চেলা একবার িক�তু, মা (শা�িড়মা) আপি�ত করেলন বলেলন এই �তা �তামরা
জ�মিদেন যােব এখন �যও না। পের �সই �গলাম উিন চেল যাওয়ার খবর �পেয়। �য ঘের ওঁর �দহ িছেলা �সই
ঘেরর �য কী অপূব� পিরেবশ িছেলা কী বলেবা �যন একটা �রশাি�তেত ঘরটা ভের আেছ।

আমরা �জেনই ওঁর �রে�যক জ�মিদেন উপি�হত থাকতাম এবং �রী মােয়র চরেণ �রণামী পাঠাবার
সময় একিট কের �রাথ�না ঐ সে� পাঠাতাম―তার মে�য কেয়কিট নীেচ িদলাম।

আমরা এখােন এেস settle করার জে�য ওঁর কােছ অনুমিত �চেয়িছলাম — উিন বলেলন না �তামরা
�তা মােয়র �সবাই করেছা , �যমন দশ�েনর সময় এবং জ�মিদেন এখােন আসেছা �সইরকমই আসেব। ১৯৭০ সােল
‘অ�লীলা’ য় আমরা গৃহ�রেবশ করলাম , নিলনীদা open করেলন, �যান এবং �রসাদ িবতরন হেলা।
Daddy-ই এই বািড় কিরেয়িছেলন — D.C.L.- �ক িদেয় Plan কেরিছেলন- এই বািড়িট �দখােশানার
দািয়�ব উিন গাগ�ীর ওপর ভার িদেয়িছেলন। ১৯৯১ সাল �থেক আমরা কলকাতার পাট উিঠেয় ওখােনই এেস
িচরকােলর জে�য বসিত �পেতিছ — এমন �বগ�তূ�য জায়গা �ছেড় �কাথায় যােবা।

আিম একটু অসু�হ হেয় পড়ায় আমার ��ভাইেবােনরা অেনেক বলেলন িচ�তা কেরা না তুিম িশগিগির
ভােলা হেয় যােব — আিম বললাম �রীমােয়র �কােল �তা বেস আিছ আমার আবার িকেসর িচ�তা, এখন �কবল
ভগবােনর নাম গান কের আনে�দ থাকা।  ভগবান নারদেক বেলেছন-

নাহং িত�ািম �বকু�ঠ �যাগীনাং �দেয় নচ
মদভ�তায়�র গায়ি�ত ত�র িত�ামী নারদ

ভগবান আরও বেলেছন -
অ�তকােল চমােমব �রণ মু�তা কেলবরম
য: �রয়িত সম�ভাবং যািত ন�ত ঐ সংশয়
আমােদর Daddy �তা মাময় হেয়ই থাকেতন �দহাে�ত িতিন �রীমােয়র সে� একা�ম হেয় িমেশ

আেছন �স িবষেয় আমােদরও �কানও সংশয় �নই।
আজেকর এই �ভ িদনিটেত Daddy-র চরেণ আমােদর শত সহ�র �রণাম জানাই।

�র�ধায় পুলেক আিজ
কির �রিণপাত

কৃত�তায় পির�লুত
�দয় আমার ॥

পথ �রে�যািতত কিরেত �মােদর
তব �রিতভূ �য সদা �রদী�ত

�স �য সদা �রশা�ত, সদা �রপ�ন
সদা �রবৃ�ত তব �রকীিত�েত।
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৩১�শ আগ� ১৯৭৫

মােগা
�তামার চরণ �রাে�ত �পৗঁছােনার জ�য
�য �সতু আমােদর জ�য তুিম �বঁেধ িদেয়েছা
�য িদশারীেক িদেয়েছা তুিম পথ িনেদ�িশেত
আজ ৩১ �শ আগ� তাঁর �ভ জ�মিদেন
�তামার �রীচরেণ আমােদর সমেবত �রাথ�না জানাই
�সই তুিম -ময় মানুষিটর জে�য-
আমােদর জে�য তাঁর পির�রম �যন সাথ�ক হয়
এই �রাথ�না �তামার �রীচরেণ।

৩১ �শ আগ�, ১৯৭৩

মােগা
যাঁর অপ�য ��নেহ
অকৃপণ পির�রেম—
�মারা �তামাের �জেনিছ
�তামাের িচেনিছ
�তামাের �পেয়িছ, �দয় মােঝ।
�মারা সমেবত হেয় কির �রাথ�না সেব
আিজ তাঁর জ�মিদেনর �রােত।
বাের বাের �যন, শতবার আেস—
এ �ভ িদনিট �ফের—
তব কৃপাশীষ লেয় শীেত।

৩১�শ আগ� ১৯৭৪

�রে�যাৎদা
মনুেজ��রনাথ ঠাকুর

এমন একিট �যি�ত স�বে�ধ িলখেত বেসিছ যাঁেক পিরমাপ করার �মতা আমার �নই। আজও �নই যখন তাঁেক
�দখিছ িতিরশ বছর আেগ তখনও িছল না। তবু এই বছর তাঁর জ�মশতবষ� — তাঁেক িবেশষভােব �রণ করা ই�া
জােগ।  কারণ িতিনই �রীঅরিব�দ ইনি�িটউট অফ কালচােরর �রাণপু�ষ।

এই �রসে� আিম আরও একটু িপিছেয় �যেত চাই। প�াশ -এর দশেক �বগ�ত অ�ণ ঠাকুেরর
বািলগে�র সুইনেহা ি�্রেটর বাড়ীেত �রীমার একিট centre িছল- MOTHER’S CENTRE-�সই
বািড়র সামেনর মােঠ March Past হত। �রীঅরিব�দ আ�রেমর Play Ground -এর অনুসরেণ। �সই
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March Pastএ �রে�যাৎদা Flag-hoisting করেতন। উিন তখন কলকাতার িব�যাত ��রট ই�ান�
�হােেটেল উঠেতন। পরবত�ীকােল ঐ MOTHER ‘S CENTRE ব�ধ হেয় যায়. িক�তু �রীমার কম�ধারা
ব�ধ হবার নয়। তা বেয় চেল তার িনেজর িনয়মমেতা। �যন সমুে�রর �ঢউ। অনবরত চেল। �রীমা �বাধহয়
বুেঝিছেলন �য তাঁর ঐ �ই কৃতী স�তানেক িতিন অ�যভােব গড়েত চান �কান �রিত�ােনর ম�যেম। তাই ১৯৬৮
সােল জ�ম �নয় �রীঅরিব�দ ইনি�িটউট অফ কালচার ৩, িরেজ�ট পােক�। অ�ণ ঠাকুর বলেতন ৩ তাঁর খুব ি�রয়
সং�যা। ৩,সুইনেহা ি�্রট �থেক ৩, িরেজ�ট পাক�। তাঁর জ�মও মাচ� মােস বছেরর তৃতীয় মাস. তাঁর িতন �ছেল,
অ�প, জয়, ব�ণ।

১৯৬৮ সােল আবার যা�রা হেলা ��। �রে�যাৎদা ও অ�ণ ঠাকুর। অ�ণ ঠাকুরেক মা থাকেত
বলেলন �রীমােক উৎসগ�ীকৃত ৩ , িরেজ�ট পােেক�। �রে�যাৎদােক মা বলেলন কলকাতায় �গেল ��রট ই�ান�
�হােটল না উেঠ ঐ বািড়েত উঠেত। এই �ই �যি�তে�বর যুগলব�দীর সুর �যন �ভেস ওেঠ �রীীঅরিব�দ
ইনি�িটউট অ� কালচাের। ঐখােন বেস �যান করার সময় (িবেশষত দশ�েনর িদেন) মােঝ মােঝ ঐ বািড় �থেক
�কািকেলর ডাক �ভেস আেস। পািখিট �যন বলেছ �তারা �ক �কাথায় আিছ� এখােন আয় এই পিব�রভূিমেত।
সুইনেহা �্রীেটর বািড়র অপূণ� কাজ মা পূণ�ািয়ত করেলন িরেজ�ট পােক� মা-র িনেজর বািডেত �রে�যাৎদাও অ�ণ
ঠাকুেরর মা�যেম।

এর পেরর ইিতহাস সবার জানা। জ�ম িনল �কুল — অ�ণ নাস�াির �কুল। �য বীজ বপন হেলা
�সিদন তা মহী�েহ পিরণত হেলা। �কুল Affiliated হেলা — Future Foundation �কুল। এই
�কুেলর Affiliated হওয়ার �পছেন �রে�যাৎদার ভূিমকা অন�বীকায�। তদানী�তন মু�যম��রী ��যািত বসু
পিরদশ�ন কের �গেলন এই �কুল।

আর একিদেেনর ঘটনা — িমিটং হে� �রীঅরিব�দ ইনি�িটউট অফ কলচাের। কলকাতার �কােনা
একজন িবিশ� নাগিরক ম�ত�য করেছন — আপনারা কী করেত চান এই বািড়েত ? িতিন িছেেলন
�নরা�যবাদী। কারণ তখন এই Centre এেতা বেড়া হয়িন। �রে�যাৎদা উওর িদেলন — ‘�যটা করেত চাই
�সটা হেব িকনা বলুন‘- অথ�াৎ Positive Thinking -�বামী িবেবকানে�দর কথা। �রে�যাৎদা পরবত�ীকােল
Centre �ক বেড়া কের  তুলেলন �ছাট চারাগাছ �থেক। �রীমার �ব�ন সফল হেলা �রে�যাৎদার মা�যেম।

West Bengal State Electricity Board, DCL, DVC ই�যািদ �রিত�ােনর ব�
�রিতি�ত ইি�িনয়ার তাঁর কােছ আসেতন। ভগবােনর মেতা তাঁেেক �দখেতন, অিফেসর �যাপাের, পািরবািরক
�যাপাের তাঁর পরামশ� িনেতন, অেনক সম�যার কথা বলেতন। �রে�যাৎদা খুব �ধয�সহকাের তােদর কথা �নেতন,
�চ�া করেতন তােদর উ�বু�ধ করেত �রীঅরিব�দ আ�রেমর আদেশ�।

সি�য কথা বলেত �রে�যাৎদার সাি�নে�য এেস অেনেকই �রীঅরিব�দ আ�রেমর ভ�ত হেয় �রীমার
আদশ�েক িব�ুিরত করেছন চারপােশ। এই �রস� আিম িবেশষভােব উে�লখ করব — DCL -এর �রী সাধন
দে�তর কথা। সাধনদা �যন �রে�যাৎদার মানসপু�র। �রে�যাৎদা �যন সাধনদােক গেড়েছন তাঁর িনেজর মেতা
কের। ি�র�স আেনায়ার শা� �রােড �রীঅরিব�দ �সবােক��র সাধনদার সৃি�-�পছেন রেয়েছ �রে�যাৎদার আশীব�াদ।
�রে�যাৎদার �দিবক �শ� সাধনদােক করেছ আ�রমমুখী। আর �রে�যাৎদার িপছেন রেয়েছ �রীমার আশীব�াদপু�
হ�ত। �রে�যাৎদা সি�য মােয়র ধারক, বাহক, আ�রেমর �রাি� �বােড�র �যা�য �লাক।

পরবত�ীকােল জয়ািদ, এবং বত�মােন র�ন, �যামলদা ইি�যািদ সবাই এই �রী অরিব�দ, �রীমার
কম�ধারােক এিগেয় িনেয় চেলেছ । এই চলার �শষ �নই । এঁরা �কউই ভিব�যেত থাকেব না, �যমন �নই
�রে�যাৎদা, অ�ণ ঠাকুর, জয়ািদ, িক�তু সমুে�রর ��রােতর মেতা এই কম�ধারা অনে�তর িদেক এিগেয় যােব,
আমােদর পথ �দখােব।
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�রে�যাৎদার জ�মশতবেষ� জানাই আমার স�র�ধ �রণাম।

�ৃিতচারণা

অমল সরকার

গ�াজল িদেয় গ�গাপূজা করার রীিত �রচিলত আেছ। পরমা�মীয় �যািডর কথা িদেয়ই �যািডর �রিত আমােদর
�র�ধা, ভােলাবাসা ও কৃত�তা জানাি�।

�রথম �দখা ১৯৭৫ সােলর �ম মােসর কুিড় তািরেখ কলকাতা িবমানব�দের। জয়ািদ পিরচয় কিরেয়
িদেলন। চমেেক উঠলাম। ভাবলাম ইিন �ক? মু�ধ হলাম এক �সৗ�যদশ�ন �যাগীপু�ষেক �দেখ, যাঁর
�রীরামকৃ�ণেদেবর ভাষায় “চ�ু �যা�-�ফেল, মন সব�দাই ��বেরেত আ�ম�থ।” পরেন পিরপািট স্ুযট-টাই।
হািসখািন দা�ন িমি�। মাথায় একরাশ ঘন �পািল চুল. �রথম দশ�েনই িতিন আমােদর আপন কের কােছ �টেন
িনেলন। িনেয় �গেলন ম�যম�রােম এক সু�দর গৃেহ। গৃহ বলেল ভুল হেব , িনেয় �গেলন �দবালেয়। অ�য�ত
শা�ত ও মেনারম পিরেবেশ তাঁর সে� অেনক কথা হেলা। সবেশেষ �যািড বলেলন “�দখ বাপু, তুিম যিদ �তামার
�ছেলেক �তামার মেনর মেতা মানুষ করেত চাও, তাহেল �তামােক িনেজই পথ �দখেত হেব। �তামার �ছেলর
সামেন আদশ� রাখেত হেব। �তামার হেয় অ�য �কউ তা কের �দেব না। আিম িজ�াসা করলাম “আিম কী কের
এই ��হ কাজ করেবা?” তার উওের �যািড বেলিছেলন — “�চ�া করেছা ? �চ�া কের �যােখা। �রী মা’র
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আশীব�াদ িদি�।” এই বেল উিন আমােক �রীমার ��লিসংস-�যােকট িদেলন ও আমার �ছেলেক �রীমার একিট
সু�দর ছিব িদেলন। �সই হেলা সূচনা।

ওঁর কাছ যাবার বা থাকবার আমােদর িব��মা�র �যা�যতা িছল না। অথচ পরম ��নেেহ িতিন আমােদর
কােছ �টেন িনেয়িছেলন এবং অেঝাের ভালবাসা ও ক�ণা বষ�ণ কের �গেছন। ওঁর িভতর িভতর িদেয়ই আমরা
মার কৃপা ও ক�ণা �পতাম।

�যািডর জীবেন �রত িছল আমােদর মার কােছ িনেয় যাওয়া এবং সব সময় মার কাছাকািছ রাখা।
�রায়ই বলেতন “আিম ভগবান �দেখিছ। তাঁর সে� কথা বলিছ , তাঁেক �শ� কেরিছ। �রীমাই হে�ন
ভগবান।” বলেতন, “�তামরা ভা�যবান। পৃিথবীেত এখন স�যযুেগর সূচনা হেয়েছ। ভগবােনর সহেযািগতা
কেরা। িব��ধ শি�ত �বংস হওয়ার আেগ মিরয়া হেয় উেঠেছ। তাই চািরিদেক সারািব�ব জুেড় এই ভয়�কর
অব�থা। যারা �রীমােক ধের থাকেব, তারাই র�া পােব। নতুবা �বংস অিনবায�।”

কখেনা �যািডেক ব�তৃতা িদেত �দিখিন। িতিন আ�ম�রচার পছ�দ করেতন না। যা বলেতন তা ঘেরায়া
পিরেবেশ নানা কথার মােেঝ, হািস ঠা�ার মে�যই বলেতন �বিশরভাগ সময়। িক�তু �য �নেতা �সই কথা, তার
িব�বাস অিত অব�যই হেতা এমিন িছল তাঁর �জারােলা ব�ত�য ও �যি�ত�ব। �বিশর ভাগ উ�ধৃিত িদেতন তাঁর
অিত ি�রয় �র�থ �রী অরিবে�দর মহাকা�য ‘সািবএী’ �থেক আর �রীমােয়র নানা �লখা ও কথা �থেক। তাঁর মুেখ
“সািবএী” পাঠ �েন অেনেকই িনঃসে�দেহ উ�ীিপত হেয়েছন এবং �সই �়ৃিত অেনকিদন �়ৃিতপেট �বল�বল
করেব।

�যািডর কথা আমােক গভীরভােব �রভািবত করেতা। কেতা কথাই না বলেছন। সব কথা বেল �শষ
করা যােব না এই �ব�প পিরসের বা সমেয়। আেগই বেলিছ �য, ওঁর কাজ িছল আমােদর �রীমার কােছ িনেয়
যাওয়া, �রীমােক ভালবাসেত �শখােনা এবং �রীমার কােজ িনেয়ািজত করা বলেতন “মােক ভােলাবাসেত �শেখা।
মােক ভেলাবাসেলই মা কােছ আেসন। মােক �পেলই �তামােদর সব চাওয়া-পাওয়া �শষ হেব’” বলেতন, “Be an
Aristocrat. Don’t ask for anything from anyone including the Divine.” বলেতন,
“সব বসমেয় মা’র কথা মেেন রাখেব, মার �রিত িব�বাস রাখেব -unshakeable faith এবং �রাথ�না করেব
“LET THY WILL BE DONE”. বলেতন “আমার ডা�তার �রীমা, ওষুধ faith”. Harmony র
ওপর খুব �জার িদেতন. আমােদর মে�য Harmony র অভাব ওঁেক খুব পীড়া িদেতা। উিন িছেলন সু�দেরর
উপাসক। যা িকছু �থূল, কুৎিসত তা উিন অপছ�দ করেতন �চঁচােমিচ, �হ-��েগাল িতিন স�য করেত পারেতন
না। িক�তু কাউেক কখেনা মেন আঘাত িদেয় কথা বলেত �িনিন। অেনক িজিনস ওঁর খাওয়া বারণ িছল
অসু�থতার জে�য। একিদন �দিখ এমিন একিট বারণ করা িজিনস �খেত �দওয়া হেয়েছ এবং উিন �সিট িবনা
ি�বধায় �খেয় িনেলন। পের যখন আিম বললাম, “�যািড আপনার ওটা খাওয়া িক িঠক হেলা ?” উিন উওর িদেলন
“�দেখা ভােলােবেস আমােক �খেত িদেয়েছ, আিম না �খেল ও ক� পােব; কী কের না খাই বেলা !” এমিন িছল
তাঁর �কামল মন ও মহানুভবতা। আমরা যারা ওঁর খুব কােছ আসার �সৗভা�য লাভ কেরিছলাম তারা ওঁেক
বুঝেত না �পের ওঁর �রিত অেনক অিবচার কেরিছ।

�যািডর মে�য িদেয় আমরা �রীমার পরশ �পেয়িছ। �রীমা’�ক এইরকম ভােলাবাসেত ও িব�বাস করেত
আিম খুব কম �লাকেক �দেখিছ। উিন আমােদর নবজীবেনর দী�া িদেয়েছন, জীবন আন�দময় কের তুেলিছেলন।
িতিন যা চাইেতন, তা যিদ আমরা পাির তা হেলই �বাধ হয় ওঁর �রিত আমরা �র�ধা ভােলাবাসা ও কৃত�তা
জানােত পারেবা।

ওঁ আন�দময়ী �চত�যময়ী স�যময়ী পরেম।
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�রেণ নয়, জীবেন
র�ন িম�র

�রীঅরিব�দ আ�রম, পি�ডেচরী �দনি�দন পিরচালনা কেরন �য পাঁচজেনর Board of Trustees, তারই অ�যতম
Trustee �রে�যাতকুমার ভ�াচায�। Trustee শে�দর এই �রসে� অথ� িব�ব�ত �সবক- ভগবান যাঁেক
িব�বাস কেরেছন।  �রে�যাতকুমার ভ�াচায� আবার �ধুমাএ Trustee নন, িতিন মােয়র মেনানীত Trustee.

�রে�যাতকুমার ভ�াচায� এই নামিট অ�য�ত স�র�ধ ভােলাবাসায় িচিঠর খােমর ওপর �লখা ছাড়া
এই মহামানবেক আিম িক�তু এই পিরচেয় িচনতাম না। যাঁেক িচিন িতিন আমার বেড়া কােছর বেড়া আপন-
আমার দা�।

দা� অবসর িজিনসটাই পছ�দ করেতন না। �য কেয়কিট �যাি�তগত �রাথ�নার উওের মা িলেখিছেলন
Granted, তার অ�যতম িছল �য িচরকাল �যন িতিন মােয়র �সবায় িনেজেক �যাপৃত রাখেত পােরন। �রেখেছন
তাঁর পািথ�ব শরীেরর লীলার �শষ িদন অবিধ — ২২�শ নেভ�বর ১৯৮৪। আর আজ িতিন �যখােনই থাকুন, িতিন
মােয়র �সবায় িন�য়ই �যাপৃত। অবসর, ছুিট তাঁর পািথ�ব জীবেন কখনও আেসিন, এখনও আসেব না। মােয়র
পূণ�া� িসি�ধই �য তাঁর একমা�র একা�ত কা�য, তার আেগ �তা তাঁর ছুিট �নই।

দা� আমােক �কন কাউেকই “ভাষণ” িদেত ভােলাবাসেতন না। ল�ী হাউেসর নববেষ�র অনু�ােনর
৫ িমিনেটর �বাগত ভাষণ �কানিদন ৬ িমিনেট িগেয় �ঠেকিন। Good Morning িক�বা Good
evening এবং Thank you বেলই ব� ভাষণ �শষ কেরেছন। কাউেক িকছু বেল �শখানিন, কের
�দিখেয়েছন। আমােক িক�তু �ছাটেবলায় একিট িজিনস বেল িশিখেয়িছলন। জীবেনর উে��য — to serve
the Divine. বেলিছেলন আমরা ভি�ত করেত পাির না, �যান করেত পাির না, অেনক িকছুই পাির না িক�তু
ভগবােনর �সবা এটা �তা �চ�া করেত পাির।

দা�র �য আেরা একিট �রাথ�নায় মা Granted িলেখিছলন, �সটা মােয়রই Radha’s Prayer
। মা িলেখেছন :
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“Every thought of my mind, each emotion of my heart, every
movement of my being, every feeling, every sensation, each cell of my
body, each drop of my blood, all, all is Yours, Yours absolutely, yours
without reserve. You can decide my life or death, my happiness or my
sorrow, my pleasure or pain. Whatever you do with me, whatever comes to
me  from you, will lead  me  to Divine Rapture.”

আ�রেমর Trustee এবং ল�ী হাউেসর Chairman িহসােব দা�ু কেরেছন অেনক িবপরীত
শি�তর সে� যু�ধ, মােয়র িতিন �রিতিনিধ �যা�ধা। একবার ১০-১২ বছর আেগ ছিবর album -এ দা�র
ছিবর পােশ মােয়র একিট উ�ধৃিত লািগেয়িছলাম, দা�েক পের �দখােত িকছু বলেলন না, হাসেত থাকেলন :

“Truth is a strenuous and difficult conquest. One must be a real
warrior to make this conquest, a warrior who fears who fears nothing,
neither enemies nor death, for with or against everybody,with or without a
body, the struggle continues and will end with Victory.”

দা�েক অেনেক বেলেছ �যােনর প�ধিত বেল িদেত। দা�র উ�তর সংে�প, সহজ অথচ শ�ত,
‘মােক ভেলাবেসা’ এও বেলেছন, ভালবাসব বলেলই �তা বাসা যায় না, ভােলাবাসাও ভগবােনর কােছই �রাথ�না
কের চাইেত হয়।

ইি�িনয়ার িহসােব দা�র ভারতেজাড়া �যািত। অেনক উঁচু সাধনমােগ� িবচরণ করেলও অ�য�ত
বা�তবেঘঁষা মানুষ। �ব�ািনক মানিসকতা। জীবেনর �শষ িদন অবিধ সি�রয়ভােব ইি�িনয়ািরং সম�যার সমাধােন
�যাপৃত �থেকেছন এবং ইি�িনয়ািরং পড়ােশানা কেরেছন, কািরগির সম�ত �রগিত স�বে�ধ অবিহত �থেকেছন।
�ধু তাই নয় �রে�যকিট �ছাট-খােটা কাজকেম� িছল প�ধিত, িছল ইংেরিজেত যােক বিল love of detail.
পির��নতার �রিত �ধু নজর িছল বলেল ভুল হয়, �য অপির��নতা সকেলর �চাখ এিড়েয় �যত, দা�র �চাখ
কখেনা এড়ােতা না। আর কী �সৗ�দয��রীিত! কী spirit of appreciation. �রে�যাকটা ভােলা িজিনেসর
তািরফ করার মে�যও �য একটা িশ�প আেছ �সটা দা�র মে�যই �দেখিছ।

দা�ু অ�য�ত অ�প কথার মানুষ। িক�তু মুেখ �য হািস িচরকাল �দেখিছ তা হািস নয়, �যন স�য
�রস্ুফিটত ফুল। নীরবতারও �য অপূব� ভাষা আেছ তা দা�র মে�য �দেখিছ। অেনক�ন দা�র কােছ নীরেব
বেস �থেক আনে�দ ভরপুর থাকত িচ�ত, অকারণ কথার �কােনা �রেয়াজন থাকত না।

আন�দ, ভােলাবাসার সা�াৎ ভাবমূিত� দা�। আর আকুেতাভয় িচ�ত। মােয়র স�তান, (মা বেলেছন,
ছিবও আেছ। মােয়র বুেকর িসংহ দা�) িযিন পৃিথবীর এবং অ�তরীে�র �কােনা িকছুেক ভয় পান না। তাঁর
অ�তের মেন এমনকী শরীের িনর�তর �রকাশ পাে� মা �থেক উ�ভূত অসীম শি�ত।

দা�েক িনেয় �ফিনেয় সািহ�য করব না কারণ সািহে�যর �ফনােনা �কােনািদন দা� পছ�দ করেতন না
বারবার আমােক �স কথা বেলেছন. তেব �কনই বা িলখেত বসা ? এই কারেণ �য দা�েক সকেল �ৃিতর পাতায়
ইিতহােসর খাতায় ভিত� করেত চাইেছ। মােয়র িসংেহর এখেনা ছুিট হয়িন। িতিন �ধু �য আমােদর সে� আেছন
তাই নয়, দৃঢ় িব�বাস অ�প িকছুকােলর মে�য তাঁেক মত�্যতনুেত �দখেত পাব। মেন পড়েছ মােয়র Hour of
God -এর ব�রিনেঘ�াষ উ�ারণ : Even if he seems to pass on the wings of the
wind, he shall return. Nor let worldly prudence whisper too closely in thy
ears. For it is the hour of the unexpected.
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১৯৮৪

Pradyot Kumar Bhattacharya (PKB)

R. Prabhakar

All rivers big and small finally make it to the Ocean. This is the story of one such river that
sprung up somewhere in Chottogram, coursed through many a distant land to merge into the
Ocean at Pondicherry. Pradyot was that river. He would be a 100 years this year (2005).

As “chance”- at least that that is the term we use very casually — or as I suspect
deeper causes and plans afoot long ago — would have it, another river bubbled up from the
same area near Chottogram, meandered its way also through distant lands to arrive at the same
estuary, to the same Ocean. This river is Nirodda — already a centurion. He is the scribe of our
Lord, Sri Aurobindo. I speak of him, for his mightier pen has already recounted the story of
Pradyot. Mine is only a retelling — I think such “stories” need to be retold. It is an attempt at
paying tribute to Pradyotda for all he achieved and all he stood for. He was a willing instrument
of the Mother on whom she wielded Her will.

Pradyotda was born on the 31st of August in the year 1905, in the Eastern parts of
Bengal near Chottogram. He was from a well to do family consisting of father, mother, two elder
brothers and Pradyot bringing up the rear (last but not least. In fact he was the “most”). The
father was a very fine, understanding and kind man ready to help anyone. He was a worshipper
of Kali — two traits passed on in good measure to his son P. The mother was...well a “mother”
to all who came under “husband’s wing”. “The dawn shows the day” it is said — so it was with
young P. (The meaning may be more clear as we proceed with the story).

P was an intelligent child and usually stood at the head of his class. In 1915, P was
enrolled in the Govt. School at Chottogram. By “Chance” another young boy was also admitted
in the same school, same class. He hailed from the rural areas with a more simple background,
more inclined (than P) to sports. This boy was our Nirodda. So the two structures of their lives
came together then (1915), went apart, confluenced often, and finally arrived at a common
estuary one day to mingle with the ocean.

The colour of the “dawn” may be interesting and indicative. P’s father, though supposed
to be an orthodox Brahmin, proved himself to be quite the opposite. He had a large open mind
backed by an equally large heart. He took over the priest’s role when in a marriage ‘the
(officitating) brahmin refused to play his role because the bridegroom had crossed “Kala Pani”
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(i.e. the sea, to reach foreign lands). He did not fuss even when his son Pradyot took a Christian
girl as wife. Her name was Rani. Again when Pradyot, due to unavoidable circumstances,
brought a Muslim boy to his uncle’s house during a ‘yagna’ there was no brahmanical storm
raised. (Uncle too had a liberated mind). They considered a guest to be Narayana-and served
him food. No wonder then Pradyot turned out to be what he was — we will see as we get along.

The two young boys Nirod & Pradyot studied together upto Matriculation and
Intermediate, then went their different ways. Then again that ‘chance’ stepped in to wax their
future steps in a suitable direction. Thus both, independently, thought of  going ahead.

N. had not the means. His father was no more -but as he says this quixotic idea took
hold of him. His niece was all set to go to England, but there was no escort for her. So N’s
guardian, i.e. the niece’s father agreed to send N along with her (quite a ‘chance’)

P too had his difficulty. He had to have the help of a Tantric to get round his father and
have his permission to go, cross the “Kala Pani”. The two friends did not have an easy time over
there, but they got through (The proverbial Scottish tight- fistedness had to be faced too). There
came along another “chance” intervention. Dilip Kumar Roy went on a visit to Edinburgh and
was once hosted by the two friends. Dilip K. Roy talked to them of Sri Aurobindo, and the
interview he had with Sri Aurobindo. There and then was sown the seed of their Future. From
that moment their lives were ‘stamped and sealed’ — by a Divine decree. (Was it only at that
moment? OR….?). They both returned to India after concluding their studies (N in Medicine & P
in Engineering). There was then another parting of ways.

Pradyot had to settle for a non-Government job as he was under a cloud in the British
eyes, having participated in the Swadeshi movement. He settled for a job with TATA’s in
Jamshedpur for a salary of Rs 200/- per month. But he was meant for greater things (in the
professional field). He rose by dint of his diligence, sincerity and an obviously brilliant mind
capable of grasping and solving technical problems. To top all this, he had an innate
understanding of ordinary human problems and developed a fraternal and later a paternal
relationship with those around him — subordinates included. These qualities — academic and
the ‘living’ ones — served him all the way, right to the top. He became the Chief Engineer at
TISCO.

Nirodda had by now settled in the Ashram. He wrote to Pradyot to come to have the
Darshan of the Mother and Sri Aurobindo. N kept trying to ‘woo’ P to turn towards them. He
started by telling P to make a monthly offering to the Ashram, which P did but showed no
deeper interest. Nirodda wrote to Sri Aurobindo “Is there any use communicating with him?” Sri
Aurobindo replied : “I don’t know; some people say that everything one does in this world is of
some use or the other, known or unknown. Otherwise it wouldn’t be done.” Then something in
P woke up, goaded him. He even wrote a Bengali poem to Sri Aurobindo for His perusal.- He
commented “It has an obvious Tagorean influence as you say, but otherwise quite good”. No
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more poetry followed but P himself came, and when for the first time P stood in front of the
Mother and Sri Aurobindo, he stood still too long, could not move away. Sri Aurobindo had to
make a sign to set him moving.

There is a preceding episode or story that set me thinking if this was the first Darshan P
had of the Mother ! Once P was taken along with the others of his family to Benares. He was not
very keen, but he could not displease the father. He did not like the outward “rituals” gone
through by most people. He went, but thought enough was enough and sat outside in the
temple courtyard leaning against Shiva’s (Vishwanath) bull- Nandi, reading a newspaper. Then
there appeared in front of him, a fair complexioned lady, just emerged from a Ganga-snan (bath
in Ganga) clad in a white red-bordered sari, holding a ‘kamandalu’ (a small kettle-like pot carried
by Sadhus). She stopped in front of P and said in a gentle but undisobeyable voice. “My son,
take me to the temple”. P. somewhat startled : “Are you asking me? I am new here. You could
ask someone else”. The lady persisted : “No, it is you I want.” Being a gentlemen, that too a
Western trained one, P get up and entered the temple. Since he was in, he thought : “Might as
well complete the job.” and lowered himself for a quick ‘pranam’. (What will the others say? was
also a thought). When he looked up and around for the lady, she was nowhere! Years later
when he recounted the incident to the Mother, she just smiled. P realised he had looked in vain
“outside”. Maybe he should have looked inside.

Pradyotda’s visit to the Ashram became more frequent. He had some years back
married the Christian girl Rani. She was by all accounts a gentle, sweet lady, cultured and
motherly. (More about her later).

On one of P.’s visit to the Ashram, he caught Nirodda by surprise with a strange
request. He said: “I want to exchange my pen with one of Sri Aurobindo’’s — one which He has
used!” N hesitantly said “Well, I will ask the Mother.” Fortunate P- the Mother answered his
prayer — he got the precious pen. By and by Pradyot’s contact with the Mother increased. He
proved to be very receptive to Her, wonderful material for Her moulding — Plasticity is the word.

Pradyot changed his work — from Jamshedpur he went to Calcutta. Dr. B.C.Roy,then
Chief Minister of West Bengal, recommended and had him appointed as Chief Engineer of
West Bengal Electricity Development Directorate. This was in 1948. Till then a secret dossier
(black book) on patriotic people kept by the British stood against him. But now it proved to be as
Sri Aurobindo remarked : “That seems to be a qualification now”. He soon brought big changes
in the Dept. As he was in Calcutta he came into contact with Pathmandir (run by some disciples
of Sri Aurobindo). There too, as was his wont, he brought in great changes and order as its
Vice-President. (Dr. Sanyal was its President. Later Pradyot became the President).

The DVC (Damodar Valley Corporation), a huge project, was started. Again Dr. B.C.
Roy proposed Pradyot for the post of Chief Electrical Engineer. Now it was nearly a habit that
whenever Pradyotda went, order and excellence prevailed. The biggest Power Plant in S.E.
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Asia, the Bokaro Thermal Power Project, with very sophisticated technology, was part of this
project. It was again P’s magic touch that made possible such a creation. When Pandit Nehru
went to inaugurate the Power House on 21st Feb, 1953 he exclaimed that it was beyond his
imagination. Was the date of inauguration a coincidence?

Pradyoda was by now caught in the Mother’s Gravitational Field.He could not escape.
He consulted her every so often, sought her advice in many of his professional matters. On one
such occasion the Mother was too busy. So she asked Nirodda to bring him to the Tennis Court
with his papers. After a game, she sat on a chair near the baseline, with P. sitting at Her feet, the
interview was on. The game had to stop. She saw a short movie of the Bokaro Power House the
next day, with P’s commentary.

Pradyotda consulted the Mother on matters of professional interest. Why? He knew
that “matter” is not only matter. The engineers needed to drive in poles on the banks of the
Ganga for some Electrical Project. They failed, as water gushed in and/or the banks gave way.
They appealed to the Mother. She asked P : “Who are these people? Do they believe in the
gods ? Have they worshipped Ganga Devi before they ventured on this Project? However, take
this stone with you. Throw it into the water without anyone perceiving it.” P did as told and all
was well. A project was being planned, that would take P to France. He was ready, but sought
the Mother’s approval. She exclaimed, “Oh! he wants to go to France!” P. felt a note of
disapproval in Her semi query. He cancelled his trip to France. She later explained the cause of
Her disapproval. She said that it entails a lot of inner work for Her to protect the person against
subtle influences of the dark forces which he would not be aware. He would have lost much of
the spiritual refinement that he had received!

Pradyotda was yearning to come to the Ashram to do to the Mother’s work. But at that
point of time She said : “Who says you are not doing my work?” She commented aside, “What
work befitting his position can I give him here?” A few years later she called both Dr. Sanyal and
Pradyotda to the Ashram. They left friends, colleagues and position and came over to Her
forces. The friends were bewildered. Dr. B.C.Roy had a hard time answering questions in the
Assembly. He finally convinced them that there was nothing he could do- P was going to serve
the Mother of Pondicherry Ashram. So commences Pradyotda’s “Ashram Chapter”.

The following is part of an interesting text written by Mr. C.D. Ayyar. He was one of
Pradyotda’s subordinates in DVC- a Superintending Engineer. Mr. Ayyar came out successful
from the interview that landed him the job. He commented then that the most tricky and
intelligent questions came from one handsome young man- who, he knew later, was Pradyot
Kumar Bhattacharya (PKB). Mr. Ayyar served 33 fruitful years under PKB “till the Mother took
him away.”

Mr. Ayyar says that initially they could not understand him. Once they went in a batch to
“have it out” with him. But they come out charmed and convinced by his explanations. From
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then on they were only too glad to comply and collaborate. They knew PKB would never let
them down, would shoulder the responsibility and/or blame. He says : “that was the golden era
of DVC.” He even asserts that it was The Mother who took PKB to DVC and it is Her Grace that
often made possible the impossible. Some of them bought books like Life Divine, Essays on the
Gita, Synthesis of Yoga etc. but often found them beyond their comprehension. One day Mr.
Ayyar visited PKB at his residence. PKB was reading Savitri. He told Ayyar also to read the
book. Ayyar tried a few pages, but found the going tough. He said so to PKB — who told him to
read on. That understanding is not necessary- it will come later.

In the seventies Mr. Ayyar faced great financial and professional difficulties. He wrote to
PKB to seek the Mother’s help. The Mother was told and Mr. Ayyar was told that all would be
well. Mr. Ayyar says: “The Mother saved me”.

In 1955 a large gathering of admirers and well wishers was at hand at Howrah Station
to bid PKB farewell, PKB was on his way to his chosen Haven at Pondicherry.

I often saw Pradyotda when he came to Pondicherry, but it hardly concerned me or the
commoners here. It was whispered in awe: “He is a great engineer, a big shot!” What I saw was
a very short gentleman, always neatly dressed in either Western or Indian styles. He strode with
big firm steps (I think they were a bit long for his height). Perhaps they reflected the inner man.
He was a handsome man- that did not change much through the years. The full cheeks
remained so. The eyes held a far away look, were clear and a happy smile hovered in them as
also on the lips. A good strand of dark wavy hair completed the picture. This was what met the
eye. A closer acquaintance and thought revealed a little more. My personal contact with him
was not much, but I could yet say this- he never lost his temper, never even raised his voice,
thereby, I believe, he could command, and control others or a situation for he had himself in
control. In fact he once admonished his “daughter-guardian” Gargi, when she lost her temper
and scolded the maid : “ How can you control others, when you have no control over yourself?”
One felt he was always a step ahead or above (without stepping on anyone’s toes). I heard this
also from others who worked with him. (They hardly felt they were working under him). He
guided and led, did not just push. He was a leader. In this respect he was a “giant” housed in a
small body. Go deeper if one could, and a greater giant would be revealed : a big vessel in a
smaller vessel that was in the smallest vessels : how ? I will, for my part, recount at random
some events and “true” stories and leave each one to work out her/his questions. (With a little
help, of course)

Pradyotda lived in the “Council” House- It is a big beautiful place with a spacious
terrace. The building, in older times, was the residence of the British Consul. The Mother chose
this house of P. She had it renovated and furnished and named it “Council House”.
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Soon after P settled here he was busy — Mother kept him so. He had at one time a
huge on us laid on him by the Mother, when the Ashram was low on the financial front. She told
P, “I have no money, I shall have to go to the Himalayas”.

(Pradyot) P — How much do you need Mother? How long will the crisis last ?
(Mother) M- I need 10 lakhs. Will you be able to give 5 lakhs at least ?
P- I shall try, Mother.
M- But how? If people become paupers as a result ?
P- What of that? What if they bust? Can anyone become a pauper on the score of

offering money to the Divine?
M- No
P went and did his work. The people there went to great extents to offer whatever they

could to the Mother. When he returned the Mother said : “I was thinking how you could go on
such a bold venture. I looked into your Past and I knew”.

This is a story of a different kind. Once, a foreigner who had worked here long and
faithfully wanted to return to his country. He was short of funds. He had a costly shawl. He
wanted to exchange it with a good sum of money. I wouldn’t know how the Mother got involved.
May be the man in question, a child of Hers was deserving the prize). She called P, started to
unfold the shawl saying : “Look at this shawl, how pretty it is”. P read the motive and said :
“Don’t unfold it, Mother. Tell me how much you want.” She replied : “Ten thousand”. He got Her
the money. The lucky man should have reached home safe and happy.

After one of these trips, P came home and said to Gargi: “Now I can sit in my easy
chair and enjoy rest.” Hearing of this, The Mother commented : “You can’t sit on an easy chair
and change the world.” The chair was not so ‘easy’ after that. But from where and how did P get
this Power? Sri Aurobindo writes in THE MOTHER : “when you ask for the Mother, you must
feel that it is She who is demanding through you a very little of what belongs to Her and the man
from whom you ask will be judged by the response. If you free from the money taint but without
any ascetic withdrawal, you will have a greater power to command money for the divine work”. P
fitted in very well to these conditions and so to the work.

Also The Mother once gave P what looked like an old Tibetan Coin with the figure of a
coiled snake embossed on it, and also a talisman. She said : “Keep them with you. These will
bring all the money you need”.

P — Mother, where lies the credit for me in all this. It is your Force which is doing
everything. Anybody can be an instrument.

M — (smiling) It is so, but you can’t play piano on a log of wood.
It would be interesting, if each one for her/himself could introspect to find out whether

she/he were a piano or a log !
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There was a time when the Mother, seeing the political condition of the country, asked
P if he knew of anyone who could be a leader, adding, “I want a man with your faith and a
Kshatriya’s body”. It seems one such person did appear, came incognito, had an interview with
the Mother. But, he did not want to enter the political field. He had had a strenuous, responsible
job, and now he wanted a peaceful life.

A close friend of P’s relative was suffering from cancer. She prayed for Mother’s help.
The Mother commented : “Cancer is no longer an incurable disease, but even after the cure a
kind of malaise persists in some cases for quite a long time. One must be ready for it. For the
cure what is needed is :

(1) In the case of a sadhak, he must remain calm and quiet and call down the Light on
the diseased part.
(2) In the case of a Bhakta, he should be like a child and pray for relief.
(3) If one is an intellectual, one should busy oneself with some work so that the mind
may not be preoccupied with the disease.
(4) For worldly people, they should also keep themselves busy.

P added- “I should say that since the disease is not incurable, they should serve the
Mother and have trust in you.

M — That means surrender, that of course is the best.

More work and responsibilities, small and big in all varieties came crowding to sit on his
shoulders. They seemed unending. First he was made a trustee of the Ashram, by the Mother in
1971. This in itself is “huge” work-quite a difficult organisational work — different from Bokaro or
TISCO. But he was the Mother’s piano and had to tune some logs and pianos too, to the note
struck on him by the Mother — quite a strange orchestra to lead! He had also to lead the TCC
(Technical Co-operation Committee) and the ACC (Agriculture Co-operation Committee), on his
hands two great organisations.

Pradyotda had also to lead, advise, cajole and often provide and nearly conjure up
funds and personnel. One was the DCPL. (Development Consultants Private Ltd.) which was
already a functioning company with Mr. S.C.Dutt as its Head. Great relationship developed
between S. C.Dutt and Pradyotda — such that S.C.Dutt came to be known as P’s
‘Manasaputra’. Pradyoda was nonplussed when one day the Mother told him: “I saw a vision
that you are building country after country and I told you ‘you are indeed busy”. He understood
this vision later when DCPL had work ordered from Japan, America, Middle East etc. All this
was possible because of P’s commitment, sincerity and leadership with always the Mother
overseeing and blessing. Those working with him looked up to him with love and respect. They
took him to be a demi-god.
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Along with DCPL came Lakshmi’s House- a big palatial building(at Regent Park,
Kolkata) offered by a devotee Lakshmi Devi. The Mother wrote : “ We will call it ‘Lakshmi’s
House’ and it will be the “Home of Grace”. Arun Tagore started a Kindergarten. The Mother
named it Arun Nursery School. (Arun Tagore was the Family Attorney of Lakshmi Devi. He was
more, an ardent devotee of the Mother). The Nursery was but a start. Sri Aurobindo Institute of
Culture was started and things were developing fast. Arun Tagore suddenly passed away. The
work had to go on. The area was large and expenses were increasing.

These were difficult times. with possibilities of closing down — but Pradyotda vowed to
keep it going at any cost saying : “Don’t you know the Mother Bhagawati has called this the
Home of Grace? How could you think I would give it up so long as life remains in me?” After
Pradyotda’s passing away responsibility was taken up by Joya Mitter — a woman of great
strength and faith. She was like a daughter to Pradyotda — a god-gift  to the Institute.

“Have a firm faith in the Mother, love her deeply, dedicate your life in Her service” was
Pradyotda’s motto. He lived by it and wanted others to follow it. His was an amazing life that
started when Dilip Kumar Roy nearly 80 years ago lit that spark when he met Pradyotda and
Nirodda in Scotland and set the Power Plant in motion. It is running still, discharging an unseen
power supply to many an Institute, industry  and individual — indeed to any who care to plug on.

The Mother gave, I think, a particular importance to Birthday Cards that she gave
people who went upto Her. Much can be gathered about Pradyotda from those she gave him. A
perusal of them is quite a revealing story of a Mother and child. I just quote some along with
some messages she sent him.

1. Bonne Fête! to Pradyot with my love and blessings for a happy and everlasting
Collaboration (31.8.63)

2. Bonne Fête! to Pradyot with love and blessings. For the strength to fulfil his
mission (31.8.67)

3. “Her single will opposed the cosmic rule (SAVITRI)” and She added in Her own
hand “Pradyot, is it this you wanted?”

4. Pradyot my dear child. I need you as my instrument, and you will remain so. Be
very quiet — endure with courage. I am with you, in love and in victory. (7.5.67)

5. Bonne Fête to Pradyot with love and blessings for the blossoming of his
consciousness in the Divine Consciousness. (31.8.71)

The Mother often gave Pradyotda cards with a lion of them. One particularly is
interesting. It depicts a full maned lion crouching along with many other animals — deer, rabbit,
leopard, dog, goose and even a lamb lying on the lion’s outstretched paws. I think it is a
reproduction of an old painting. What is interesting is that the Mother wrote at the bottom of the
card: “A symbolic image of your action.”

For Pradyotda’s birthday in 1966, Mother instructed Champaklal to prepare a card with
Her picture, signifying “Realisation”. and on the left side of the picture where the heart would be,
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to fix a lion’s head there (at the heart). She gave him the card. Pradyotda took it that she had
kept him close to Her heart. He got some more too with the ‘Lion’ theme.

I hear The Mother had other “lions” — and Pradytda was, it would seem, one of that
tribe, all ready to do Her bidding.

Something more about what Pradyotda stood for and what principles he lived by may
be gleaned from the off hand remarks or advice he pronounced (mostly to Gargi).

When someone was sulking for some trivial reason — “One’s own feeling ‘bad’ — is it
so important that one spoils the atmosphere?”

He said: “People blame in ignorance. They praise in ignorance, so nothing to be taken
seriously”.

“Listen more than you speak. Before you speak, see the word, you are going to utter.”
“Be aristocratic, give whatever you can give. Ask for nothing from anybody, even from

me.”
“I could change this pain into exultation. If it continues then it will be something. But

later  in the night he said: “This time it is  not possible.” (This was the night he passed away)
The Mother had also remarked about him — to him.
“You do not suffer from ‘amour proper”-to him.
You do not suffer from ’amour propre’.” and again : “when you report, you become

transparent, I see people speaking through you. You are one of the few who say things without
colouring them”

Such comments from the Mother, his (Pradyotda’s) questions to Her and the works she
entrusted him with are too many — their number and nature would crumble most men. The vast
field they cover only further boggles the mind. Yet I would risk another short conversation, they
had (Mother & Child):

P — you have asked us to help you. How can I help you ? What am I to do ?
M — To concentrate and open to receive the New Progressive Consciousness, to

receive new things that are coming down.
P — Someone has asked, “I have accepted the Mother as the Divine ;has she

accepted me?”
M — It is the Guru who accepts or rejects. I am the Mother.
One day the Mother asked Pradyotda : What do you want?”
P — I want you.
M — It is not easy.
P — I don’t ask for easy things.
The last reply of his seems to me quite superfluous. I can’t recollect in or outside this

story anything easy that he got-except the easy-chair that he dreamt of but did not get to use. It
mattered little to him, for he was always curled in her arms close to Her heart or allowed to rest
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his weary head on Her feet. He did not ask for more, he only took what she gave — such was
his motto.

Do I need to say or write anymore? But it is customary to end with an end. So I will —
but with a side — that this need not be THE END. The Great Work is not over. Workers will be
called back after answering the Heavenly Roll Call and a signature on old Chitragupta’s register.

Moreover the story would be somewhat incomplete without some more mention of the
other three women in Pradyotda’s life.

2nd RANIDI - As already mentioned, Ranidi was a devout Christian. She had
some hesitations to come to settle here. She had an idea that the Ashram is the home of
numerous Sadhus! and if Prayotda settled here and became a Sadhu, it would be a great loss
to the country. But after a few visits she changed her views. She and Pradyotda came over for
good. The Mother told Ranidi that she wanted her to be happy here.

Ranidi suffered from a tumour in the uterus and also cataract in one eye. Her husband
was quite concerned. He did not like to see anyone around him suffer. The Mother did not like
the idea of operating on the tumour. It was decided that the tumour had to go without an
operation — and it did disappear! The cataract proved to be more adamant. It developed into
glaucoma. Mother advised Ranidi to be quiet. One night Ranidi had a fall. Gargi who was
already a member of the household looked after her. Pradyotda was often away.

One evening Ranidi complained of back pain. It was thought it was muscular. But the
same night-the 22nd of Nov. 1962 she had a heart attack and she passed away at 11 pm
Pradyotda was away at the time. He was informed by telegram.

Prayotda returned and for a while shattered — but soon his calm returned. He
composed himself and went up to the Mother and bared himself to Her and said: “Mother, I
leave her with you”. The Mother replied : “Not with me. She is in me. You are in me. The whole
universe is in me.”

Later Pradyotda recalled this meeting and said: “Mother has shown me Her
Vishwaroopa. How blessed am I. The Divine has revealed His Swarupa to me”.

3rd GARGI — It was a ‘chance’ meeting (again this dogged chance that brought Gargi
to Pradyotda’s household as his ‘daughter’ (Manasaputri). Gargi & some friends happened to be
having a stroll on the Beach Road when Pradyotda was doing the same. He enquired of these
Ashram girls about their life here. The conversation took on a more candid turn during which
Gargi revealed that she sorely missed her father’s love and was praying to the Mother for it. She
felt a sort of ‘rapport’ with Pradyotda and wrote to the Mother on his birthday. Mother told
Pradyotda: “Gargi calls you ‘Daddy’. She is not keeping well. She can have her food at your
place.” Ranidi too was glad to receive her — so grew Pradyotda’s family. Gargi fitted in well and
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proved herself to be a true daughter of the house. She served and took care of Ranidi till she
breathed her last. She then continued serving Pradyotda. She played hostess to the numerous
friends and visitors who dropped in and was a constant help to him. He brought her up, taught
her and guided her in her life here.

On one of his birthdays, Mother gave him a card which said: “From Gargi to her Daddy
— with my blessings.”

The year 1984 was coming to a close. Pradyotda returned from Kolkata. He was not
keeping good health. Joya Mitter accompanied him. He was here on the 17th of Nov. — met
Nirodda as it was his (Nirodda’s) birthday. He could not attend Nirodda’s birthday party — he
excused himself as he was not well. The doctors advised him not to climb any stairs. On the
22nd, Joya & Gargi were in close attendance as he showed signs of general malaise. He was
given drugs for heart-pain. So was not in pain when Nirodda called on him. But he said, “If the
pain recurs at night, I don’t know if I shall be able to bear it.” Then he stretched out his hand and
gripped Nirodda’s. This was strange as it was Nirodda who said, “Sahib, give me your hand”. It
proved to be a farewell to bonds nigh 70 years old.

4th Joya Mitter- I knew next to nothing about her till other day (so to say). Now I know
a little but after a short sojourn of days at the Home of Grace (Kolkata). She was Pradyotda’s
close associate, friend, daughter and collaborator. She had imbibed much of Pradyotda’s faith,
and strength to follow relentlessly her ideals & aims to the end. She developed an insight and a
far-sight to carry on the work of the Institute after Pradyotda’s passing. She took up the reins
without slackening them. She was a god’s gift to the Institute.

I recently witnessed Joya’s work — in and for the Institute and also out of it for al l- the
world at large and for posterity. She must have moved mountains and cut through bureaucracy
to reestablish Sri Aurobindo’s name, and awaken sleeping and lethargic minds to take note of
Kolkata’s old glory. This work that she took was to commemorate any place, nook or corner
(house, hiding place,jail etc.) that Sri Aurobindo had been to, with a marble plaque with the
event, date and some other details etched on it. She has got the plaques stuck on walls or even
on the footpath of the location. This would be a hard job anywhere, but doubly so in Kolkata (to
move apathetic or hostile officials in the Govt. Depts. could be maddening).

I know nothing more about the great lady, but this is enough for me to salute her. She
too has departed this world, after expending all her energies here, to move on to a brighter and
(I suspect) a less crowded world for rest and a rejuvenation.

22nd November 1984 — That night Pradyotda allowed Gargi to spoon feed him (3-4
spoonfuls). Joya too was present. He stretched out and gave a hand each to Gargi & Joya.
They did not understand then that it was a farewell gesture. He then said he would rest. Joya
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went out. Gargi sat in the bedroom near Mother’s photo. She slipped out once to close a door.
She returned to find him a bit restless and seemed to be looking for something or someone.
Gargi approached him, his lips moved to say something inaudible — and then he breathed his
last while Gargi touched his feet saying: “Baba — ‘Ma’ bolo ‘Ma’”. The great River merged into
the Ocean.

I would rest my pen here. When more can I say — for this is only a story retold. Yes, I
think it is worth the retelling. This effort is not just to bring back to mind a great man from the
past to admire him. It is more to know that there is much to learn, to emulate and rouse
ourselves from our ‘easy chairs’, to pray for the difficult things. We are sure to get what we
deserve and more for it is, SHE, THE MOTHER who presides and watches over us.

SHE can fashion a piano out of a log — IF the log consents — Surrender to Her Love.
Maybe the ‘easy-chair way’.
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Remembering Daddy on His Centenary

Kanta

It is not possible to express in words what true life is. It is to be lived. Daddy truly lived,
therefore he still lives although the material body is no more.

All those who came to him, by contagion, by bathing in the atmosphere of Peace,
Joy, Purity and Presence of The Mother that radiated from him always, found meaning to
their lives. They learnt to live beautifully. They aspired and worked and are still working to
live more and more like him. That is living in The Mother, by The Mother and for The
Mother.

This is our Daddy whom we always remember with sweetness and gratitude. His
presence encouraged the best to blossom out in us. All the embroideries I did for The
Mother, he helped me in selection of right colour combinations in the designs. He had a
fine artistic sense.

Daddy had a most harmonious personality — a perfect blend of the highest
culture of the East and the West.

He was a perfect gentleman to the tip of the toe. The Mother praised him for
many qualities : “You are an angel of Patience — you do not suffer from ‘amour propre’ —
you are one of the few who says things without colouring…..” and so on. As Nirodda was
close to Sri Aurobindo, Daddy was close to The Mother. She joked with him.

On one occasion when he told Nirodda what The Mother had said to him. Nirodda
exclaimed with delight — “Here is Sri Aurobindo’s humour!”

He was a perfectionist with a vast vision and understanding and one felt a great
power present behind. The Mother had said to him that she wanted India to be governed
by a man of ‘his understanding and the hody of a (Kshatriya) warrior. Yet he was so simple
and child-like and full of humour! A man of few words, he expressed hardly any affection
and yet one felt, in his atmosphere, bathed in deep goodwill, love and tenderness; and
each person felt and even said “Daddy loves me most” and some said, “I am the most
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loved person in my family but I never had the Love I receive from Daddy”. Children,
young, old all felt at ease with him.

He had the inward gaze, that is, he looked from inside out. So his eyes looked
very different. One of his colleagues wrote behind his photo — “Dreamy Eyes”

Once an old lady visited us with her two grandchildren. Back home she overheard
the two boys’ conversation and narrated it to us:

A — (Bhadro loker chokhe dékhéchhish?) Have you seen the gentleman’s eyes?
B — Phantastic!
He used to read to us poems of Rabindranath Tagore. He had a very fine, clear,

and powerful voice and he read beautifully. Some of the poems and many lines here and
there have remained engraved in my consciousness. Poems like these:

“Amar matha nata jore dao…”
“Kato ajanere janayle Tumi…”
ending with “Shabare milaye Tumi
Jaguite chho Dekha jeno sada pai”
“Je din Tomaye hridaye bhoriya daki”
and many more have become helpful and precious companions. He used to read

‘Savitri’ too. His voice still rings in the ears bringing the atmosphere of those days.
There is much much more that can never be expressed in words… Our gratitude,

infinite gratitude to The Sweet Mother for having given us such a Wonderful Daddy!
Pranam Sweet Mother! Pranam Daddy!
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Extracts of Letters from Daddy to Rathindra

2.7.1983
যখন �কােনা মানিসক কে�র কারণ ঘেট, মেন কেরা কত ভা�যবান তুিম। ভগবােনর দশ�ন , �শ� �পেয়েছা, যার জ�য
�যাগীরা জীবনভর সাধনা কের, ভগবােনর সা�াত �পেল মেন কের িসি�ধ হেয়েছ।
এখন আমােদর জীবেন �ঃেখর �থান �নই।  আনে�দ মােক �রকাশ করা।

বাবা

31.5.1982
You have been provided boon by the Mother what few on earth get ; that is, you
will  realise the Divine. I have that in writing from the Mother.
Meanwhile do whatever is now being given to you to do. These will be
according to the  Mother ‘s  wishes.

28.7.80
Physical tiredness is not unexpected but can be overcome if it is not supported
by mental tiredness. Mental tiredness is a horrible attack by the ego. Do not let
the Ego block the Grace.
It is the Mother who is giving you the responsibility which was previously not
yours. Accept and do your best and you will realise the Mother.

11.3.77
আর জীবেনর �শেষ মা হাত ধের তুেল �নবার ই�া �কন ?
জীবন থাকেত থাকেত নয় �কন ?  ভাল �থেকা।

8.1.77
িনেজর জ�য না �ভেব, সম�ত সুখ �ঃখ মােয়র ওপের �ছেড় এবং অে�যর সে� harmony �রেখ চলেলই, আনে�দ থাকেত
পারেব, �কাথাও লুিকেয় থাকেত হেব না।
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Extracts of letters from Daddy  to Joyadi

17.8.68
মা িমিনট �েয়েকর জ�য দশ�ন িদেয়েছন। শরীর অসু�হ নয়, �পা�তেরর ি�রয়া চলেছ, মােেঝ মােঝ বেড়াই ক�কর।
এখন কেয়কিদন কােরার সে� �দখা করেছন না।

14.11.68
িকছুিদন �থেকই মেন হে� , কত মানুষ জীবেন একবার ভগবানেক �দেখ বেত� যায়। আর আমরা কতবার �দেখিছ, তবু
মানুষ-প�ই রেয় �গলাম ! কী পদােথ�  �তরী আমরা জািন না।

2.9.69
িব�বাস �রেখা, ভয় কেরা না।  িব�বাস আর ভয় একসে� যায় না।  মােয়র �রাগ সারাবার পথ িব�বােসর মা�যেম।

23.6.71
মন খারাপ কেরা না; মন খারাপ হেল depression  আেস এবং �সটা hostile force �ক �ডেক আেন।

25.11.1970
তুিম আমার �মেয় , আিম �তামার বাবা, এই আিম জািন  অেনকিদন �থেক।

24.7.71
স�্রিত ভগবান আেছন পৃিথবীেত, মানুেষর সে�. উে��য মানুষেক ভগবান করা। এই উে��য আমােদর সফল করেতই
হেব।

14.8.71
দশ�েন আসেত পারিন বেল মন খারাপ হওয়া �বাভািবক। িক�তু আ�য� িকছুই নয় যিদ দশ�েনর অনুভূিত কাল তুিম এখােন
না এেসও ম�যম�রােম পাও।

18.8.71
দশ�েন আন�দ �পেয়ছ, মােয়র জ�য আকুিত অনুভব কেরছ, খুব ভােলা কথা। এ অ�যাব�যক। িক�তু পােরােতা সম�তটা
িভতের �রেখা। এমনকী �চােখর জলও পড়েব না। বাইের �থেক �কউ জানেত পারেব না, িভতের কী হে�. ধীর ি�থর
�চহারা �দেখ, �কউ িকছু �টর পােব না।

20.9.70
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এেল খুব ভােলা, না এেলও মেন �ঃখ রাখেব না, �যখােন �ঃখ, �সখােন ভগবান থােকন না।

11.10.71
মােক ধের থাকেল , মা ধের থােকন।  �ঃখ চেল যােব , আসেব আন�দ, শাি�ত ও শি�ত।

27.11.71
ভগবানেক পাবার অেনক উপায় আেছ।  একটা হে� “remember and  offer”

14.12.71
এ সমেয় আমােদর দরকার মােয়র উপর �বল�ত িব�বাস। আর মন খারাপ করেব না। ওেত stress হয়, stress
and strain-এ �রােণ, মেন শা�ত অনািবল ভাব থােক না, এবং �রােণ মা কী বলেছন �নেত বা অনুভব করেেত পারা
যায় না। তাই এবাের আমার যাওয়া হেলা না বেল মন খারাপ কেরা না। মােয়র যা ই�া তাই �হাক, এই হেব আমােদর
ই�া।

18.12.71
মন খারাপ করা �কন খারাপ জান? Negative বেল। Positive আন�দেক বাধা �দয় আসেত। তাই মন খারাপ করেব না।
এবং এ খারাপ ভাবেক �র�রয় �দেব না। মুেখ বেল বা িচিঠেত িলেখ ওেক জীিবত রাখেব না।

26.10.72
মানুেষর �ভতের, ভগবান আেছন অথচ মানুষ �টর পায় না �কন? উ�তর খঁুজেত খঁুজেত একিদন জানলাম ভগবান থাকেলও তাঁেক
জানা যায় না, যিদ না ভােলােবেস সমপ�ণ কির িনেজেক। �রথম কাজ িনেজর �ভতের ভগবানেক উপলি�ধ করা, তাহেল জীবন
সহজ হেয় যায়।

6.1.73
২৫�শ মা French-এ message িদেয়েছন। ইংেরিজ অনুবাদ হেয়েছ �েনিছ। এখনও পাইিন। অথ� হে� -
We will demonstrate to the world that all can be a true servant of the Divine. Will you
collaborate?

7.1.73
২৪�শর ইংেরিজ message কাল নীরদ িদেয়েছ। তাই পাঠাি�। এেত মা ডাকেছন
"Who will collaborate in all sincerity?" আর �জার িদেয়েছন sincerity-র উপর ।

10.2.78
�রীঅরিব�দ Physically �তামার বািড়েত িগেয়েছন। খুবই �সৗভাে�যর কথা। খুব কম �লােকর জীবেন এটা ঘেটেছ। এর
�রভাব �তামার জীবেন মূত� হেয় উঠুক, এই �রাথ�না।
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