
In other words

My introduction to Sarai happened in Cybermohalla, through some of the diaries

Azra, Shamsher, Yashoda, Bobby, Nilofer, Shahjehan, Shagufta, Suraj,

Tabassum and Mehrunnisa had written. They were in two fi les - one red, one

mustard. The mustard file had photocopies from the diaries. I started with the

red file.  It had in it neatly typed sheets.

The first page read:

Sarai Karyashala 

Compughar

1 May to 30 June, 2001

Computer se jaan pehachaan

Notes by Azra 

1-5-2001 

I fl ipped over some twenty sheets. To a page with the same title, but by

Mehrunnisa. I read the first few lines. They said, and I am translating here:

The computer system. This is made of three things. It can't work if any is

m issing. The names of these three things are - one: hardware, two: software,

three: user.

The simplicity with which this gestured toward the compelling need to recognise

organic links that become visible only through an engaged practice based

approach had me enraptured.

I searched the file for more. And was struck by the easy translatability of the

language of basic functions in computers to the language of our everyday

practice.
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'kCnksa dk Qsj&cny

tuojh dk eghuk FkkA lky 2002A lk;cj&eksgYyk ls tqM+s daI;w?kj
ds lHkh] vkSj vadqj vkSj ljk; ds dqN ckf'kans eqEcbZ dh lM+dksa
ij ?kweus fudysA g¶+rs Hkj dh ml lSj ds nkSjku ,d fnu ge
nknj LVs'ku igq¡psA dqN iy ds fy, ogk¡ HkhM+ esa [kks tkus ds
fy,A HkhM+] vkSj mu lc vatku psgjksa ds chpA psgjs ftu ij
>ydrh gS fnu Hkj ds dke ds ckn dh Fkdku] Vªsu esa p<+ dj
?kj igq¡pus dh tYnh] u p<+ ikus dh gM+cM+kgV] dgha vkSj igq¡p
dj nksLrksa ds lkFk le; xqt+kjus dh mRlqdrkA

daI;w?kj esa vdlj HkhM+ ij dkQ+h ppkZ gksrhA nqdku ij yxh HkhM+]
lM+d ij pyrs gq, HkhM+] vLirky esa yksxksa dh HkhM+] ,sDlhMsUV ds
oD+r tek gqbZ HkhM+A eqEcbZ ds nknj LVs'ku dh HkhM+ dk eat+j gh
dqN vyx gksrk gSA

[k+Sj! LVs'ku ls tc ge ckgj fudys rks ik;k fd nknj dk lCt+h
ckt+kj] tks vke fnuksa esa Hkh [kpk[kp Hkjk gksrk gS] ml fnu dqN
vyx gh jax fy, gq, FkkA irk pyk fd lky esa ,d eghus gj
xq#okj dks gksus okyh y{eh iwtk ds fy, ogk¡ Qwyksa dk ckt+kj vkSj
vk igq¡pk Fkk] vkSj lkFk gh ys vk;k Fkk Qwy [k+jhnus okyksa dh ,d
vkSj HkhM+A

ge LVs'ku ls ckgj fudyrs Q+qV&vksoj fczt ij [kM+s lkspus yxs fd
bl HkhM+ dks dSls ikj fd;k tk,A fQj Q+Slyk fy;k x;k fd nks&nks
dh iafDr;ksa esa fudyk tk,] vkSj dqN nwjh ij ut+j vkrs cl LVkWi
ij feyk tk,A
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Shagufta wrote:

SAVE. This is of two types. `Save' and `Save As'.

When we want to create and save a file for the first time, we click on 'Save As'.

A file can also be saved by clicking on `Save'. It is only the first time that we

`Save As'. Thereafter, we only 'Save'.

Azra wrote:

Today we learnt how to `Cut', `Copy' and `Paste'. How we can lock any thing

(baat) in `Paste' and take it to another place and stick it there. We can also

change the written from the middle of a story.

As I started to read, then to translate the diaries, and also began my interactions

with the young adults who had written them, these small notes remained with

me. Somewhere they were like signs I encounter on street corners that could tell

you where you currently are. Which was helpful, because through the diaries I

was entering a zone abuzz with activity.

The diaries had then, as they do now, come to me to embody those moments

where apparently disparate variables - young adults who are also, many of

them, school dropouts, living in a basti in the heart of the city of Delhi, coming

together in a one room media lab there, writing diaries together on free software

GNU/Linux, and in collaboration with the Sarai Media Lab and Ankur -

periodically constellate to spin, tell, re-tell and search narratives in a language

that does find expression. In a sense then, the compughar was to me like a haat

where one brings along one's wares, as also the tools and the material with

which to create newer ones in an environment that can only be the haat's alone;

to exchange, to gift, to carry back and to tranform and be transformed in the

process. A haat, which by being about people and what all they bring with them,

what they share and who they meet, is never the same on any two occassions.

If languages are not about the pouring out of a heart's content, but a result of,

and defining simultaneously, the context in which they are located - the

language of work, the language of rights, of resistance, of love, of parents trying

to communicate with their teenage child, of play, the language of the street, of
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ge lHkh fudy iM+sA fu/kkZfjr txg ij igq¡p dj lHkh
vk'p;Z&pfdr FksA fczt ds Åij ls fn[krs balkuksa ds vikj leqæ ls
ge cgqr gh vklkuh ls fudy vk, FksA ,slk dSls\ fdlh us dgk]
HkhM+ ds chp dqN ^xSi* Fks ftudh otg ls ge vklkuh ls vk x,A
ftruh HkhM+ nwj ls yx jgh Fkh] vUnj ?kqlus ij irk pyk oks mruh
T+;knk ugha FkhA

fnYyh okil vkdj ckrksa vkSj ys[kksa dk flyflyk tkjh jgkA ,d
fnu vt+jk us ?kj ls tkek efLtn ds vius lQ+j ds ckjs esa
fy[kdj lc dks lquk;kA

vt+jk us fy[kk fd oks efLtn dks tk jgh FkhA dkQ+h pyus ds ckn
mlus Fkdku eglwl dhA ,d fjD'kk vkrk ns[k mlus lkspk D;ksa u
fjD'kk dj ysA fjD'kk okyk ,d lqUnj ukStoku FkkA d'ehjh yx
jgk FkkA vkSj i<+k&fy[kk HkhA mlus iSaV&'kVZ igu j[ks FksA vt+jk us
lkspk ;d+huu ,sls i<+s&fy[ks ukStoku dks fjD'kk pykus dh txg dksbZ
ukSdjh fey ldrh gksxhA cspkjk! fjD'ks us mls efLtn ds ikl
mrkjkA ogk¡ cgqr HkhM+ FkhA vt+jk ml HkhM+ ls xqt+jrh efLtn dh
rjQ+ c<+hA

vt+jk ds ys[k ds t+fj;s geus ckrphr dh nqfu;k esa ços'k fd;kA
ckr&ckr esa thcs'k us iwNk] vt+jk ml fjD'kk okys ds ckjs esa dqN
crkvksA rqeus mlls ckrphr dh\ mls ^cspkjk* D;ksa dgk\

dqN lksp dj vt+jk cksyh] 'kk;n ^cspkjk* cksy dj eSaus ,d xSi
cuk fn;kA 'kk;n eSa mlds ckjs esa lkspuk ugha pkgrh FkhA mldks
^cspkjk* uke nsdj eSaus mlds vkSj viuh lksp ds chp ,d nwjh iSnk
dj yhA
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the policy maker, of a journalist, private languages, the language of shared

memories, the language between four friends - and if every 'successful'

conversation is one where the loss in the communication is minimised, then

doesn't every communication involve a process of translation?

Words mean what we want them to mean. And yet, they are stable. As also with

a life through interpretation from one language to another, through travelling in

conversations. If words are simultaneously stable and indeterminate, alive and

inert, isn't then translation that moment, that in-between space, when they

transform, change shape, colour, texture, sound? What does it mean then when

I say I have translated these diaries?

A dilemma I was constantly faced with when I sat down to translate the diaries

from the spoken Hindi that was written into the English that I spoke and wrote,

was how to retain the essence of not only the images these texts conjured, the

contexts they evoked through what they said, but also of how not to alter the

nature of the language that was used, the structures within them. That is, on the

one hand, the language is being created in the context from which it is being

written. At the same time, it is also a reflection of that context. In translating, do I

privilege one over the other? Do I try to understand the context and therefore

translate into a language in which the context may be easily understood? Or do I

retain the language because it somewhere also communicates the context

itself? Let me elaborate.

One, there was the realisation that the languages in which the diaries were

written were of the individual's alone. Shamshers' as different from Shahjehan's

from Suraj's from Yashoda's, and so on, because every person has a language

that emerges from their particular, individuated context and experiences. These

languages, that are at some level individual, at some, private, I began to

understand only through interacting with the individuals who were writing and

speaking with me, and one another. So while there was a certain amount of

editing and rewriting I found myself doing in some of the written for the sake of

easy communicability, there were texts that I didn't want to alter at all even

though at the first glance they seemed "grammatically incorrect" or garbled. An



xSi ij gqbZ bl ppkZ us gesa lkspus ij foo'k fd;k fd gekjs 'kCnksa
dk nk;jk gekjh lksp dh lhekvksa dks n'kkZrk gSA

vkSj Hkh] fd Hkk"kkvksa dh lhek,¡ fdruh [kqyh gksrha gSa] lk¡l ysrha gSa]
'kCnksa dk vknku&çnku djds ltho jgrha gSaA u, lanHkZ esa 'kCnksa dks
,d vyx ft+anxh Hkh fey ldrh gSA

oSls Hkh fdrus vaxzst+h ds 'kCn gSa tks ge jkst+ejkZ dh ft+anxh esa fganh
tSls gh bLrseky djrs gSa & jQ+] Q+s;j] fcfYMax] ikl] Q+syA 'kCn
vkSj [+;ky 'kk;n vknku&çnku ds t+fj, gh ft+ank jgrs gSaA vkSj blh
rjg] Hkk"kk vkSj lksp HkhA

,slk Hkh rks gksrk gS fd 'kCn tkus&igpkus gks tkrs gSaA jkLrk] dke]
uy] lCt+h] le;] ekSr] ?kj] esgeku] lgsyh] ?kweuk & ;s ge lHkh
dh ft+anxh dk fgLlk gSaA exj cnyrs lanHkZ ds lkFk cnyrs gSa
ut+fj,] vkSj cnyrk gS 'kCnksa dk vFkZA fdlh ds fy, uy esa ikuh
vkus ls le; dk dksbZ fj'rk ugha gksrk] fdlh ds fy, uy esa ikuh
pys tkus ls le; dh cckZnh gksrh gS] vkSj fdlh ds fy, ikuh ds
pys tkus ls le; #d tkrk gSA

Q+dZ 'kk;n Hkk"kk dk gSA le>us ds fy, t+:jr 'kk;n vuqokn dh
gSA vuqokn flQ+Z fganh ls vaxzst+h ;k vU; fdlh Hkk"kk esa ugha] cfYd
vuqokn bu iUuksa ls gekjh jkst+ejkZ dh ft+anxh dh Hkk"kkvksa esaA
vuqokn lkfgR; dh Hkk"kk esa] d+kuwu dh Hkk"kk esa] lkekftd Kku]
i=dkfjrk] lekt&dk;Z dh Hkk"kk esaA ;s vuqokn u gks ik;k rks 'kk;n
ge lhfer jg tk,axs ogk¡ rd tgk¡ ßgekjs ;gk¡Þ dk nk;jk [k+Re
gksrk gSA nk;jk] ftl esa ge nwljksa dks vkefU=r djrs gSa] ;k mlls
ckgj j[krs gSaA nk;jk] ftlds vUnj ge viuh iwjh ft+anxh xqt+kj
ldrs gSaA
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instance that comes to mind is one where Azra seemed to be inhabiting a

number of time spaces simultaneously in the way in which she wrote about 

a remembered instance that unfolded over a period of a few days, and 

within which she kept skipping back and forth to different days and moments.

She wrote:

ogha FkksM+h nwjh ij ,d ukbZ dh nqdku Fkh] tks dkQ+h t+bZQ+ FksA
'kk;n oks Hkh ej pqds gksaA eSa vc ml ukbZ dh nqdku ij nwljk
vkneh ns[krh gw¡A mudk jax lkQ+ Fkk] lQ+sn cky] NksVk d+n] vkSj
dqrkZ&itkek igus gq, FksA eSa nkSM+rh gqbZ muds ikl xbZ vkSj eSaus
iwNk] lqfu,] ;gk¡ vHkh ,d fnu igys ,d vkSjr iM+h gqbZ Fkh tks
ej pqdh FkhA og dgk¡ xbZ\ 

(Nearby was a barber's shop. The barber was very old. Maybe he too has died.

Now I see some other man at the shop. That old man was fair skinned, he had

white hair, short stature and was wearing a kurta-pyjama. I ran up to him and

asked him, ti l l  a day back there was a woman lying here who was dead. Where

has she gone?)

At the same time, there was also their shared context - that of the basti within a

city - that made for certain shared languages as well, that then communicated

and embodied that very context. For instance, while to me a tap has significance

in that water flows from it, in the language that I heard from all of them, it isn't

water that flows or doesn't, but the tap itself which comes and goes. So while I

have never found myself saying "the tap has gone", hearing that within the

compughar is `commonplace'. And to that extent it signifies that in the basti,

there is a whole social life and relations that get created when it is time to fill

water - a life of fights, of conversations, of teasing, of friendships, of gossip, of

celebration. A life that is dependent on when the tap comes to life, when water

flows from it. And in that sense, the tap itself is temporal.

But these were nuances of language that remained hidden from me for the time

I entered the texts only through reading them. It was only when I found myself in

the world of conversations that the compughar is, that I realised the significance
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,d fnu ulhe ckuks us lc dks vius ys[k ds t+fj, vius ?kj dh
nqfu;k esa 'kkfey fd;kA ckr ogk¡ ls 'kq: gqbZ tgk¡ ge le>us dh
dksf'k'k dj jgs Fks fd cLrh ds dHkh Hkh rksM+ fn;s tkus ds D;k
eryc gksrs gSaA

fdlh Hkk"kk esa bldk eryc gksxk rckgh] fdlh Hkk"kk esa 'kgj dk
lqUnj cuukA fdlh Hkk"kk esa cusxk ;s ,d pqukoh eqík] vkSj fdlh
vkSj Hkk"kk esa ;s gksxk iDdk ?kj cukus dk lkyksa ls #dk gqvk
QS+lykA vkSj 'kk;n fdlh ,d vU; Hkk"kk esa cLrh dh {k.kHkaxqjrk
,d u;k dejk u cukus dk cgkuk gks ldrh gSA txg ds 
vHkko dh nqgkbZ nsdj yEcs le; ls #ds esgeku dks ?kj ls Hkxkus
dk t+fj;kA

'kCn vfLFkj] xfroku] thfor gSa] cnyrs gSaA 'kCnksa dk vuqokn 
gksrk gSA 'kCnksa ls gekjk] gekjh lksp dk vuqokn gksrk gSA vuqokn
tkjh gSA blesa 'kjhd+ gksus dk lHkh dks fueU=.k gSA

'osrk
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of listening in. It was then that I realised the meaning of the words I had found

myself using often, the words "lost in translation".

One last thing before I go away. And that is what has elsewhere been called the

‘remainder of translation’. Remainder: a part that is left over, a part that is still to

come. Somewhere, in the everyday-ness of what has been written variously in

the diaires, they contain in them that which we all already know - work, love,

fear, labour, death, sorrow, life, school, routes, discovery, reinterpretation.

‘Things’ we find resonances of in our own lives. It is one thing to have

translated them into English. What is needed, however, is for all of these, which

are already somewhere absorbed in the yarns that form the tapestry of our lives,

to also be translated into the different registers, different categories, different

languages through which we - all of us - live. If words have significance, if words

are constantly being translated, and translating us, this remainder would be that

which would be something we could all collectively as individuals and

individually as that which comprises public, give some thought to.

Shveta

174



Nfo;ksa ij çfrfcac

eSa ,y,utsih cLrh ds ;qok&;qofr;ksa ds bl lewg ds lkFk dkQ+h
le; ls dke dj jgk gw¡A mudh d+kcfy;r eq>s csgn eksfgr djus
okyh yxhA bu esa ls dbZ chp esa gh Ldwy NksM+ pqds gSa vkSj dqN
vHkh Hkh Ldwy tkrs gSaA muds lkFk geus lk;cj&eksgYyk ljk; esa
,d dk;Z'kkyk ls 'kq: fd;k] ftlesa mUgsa dEI;wVj pykus ds lkFk
ys[k fy[kus] Q+ksVks [khapus] lkÅUM fjdkWMZ djus vkfn ls ifjfpr
djk;k FkkA ,d fMt+kbuj gksus ds ukrs eSaus mUgsa dEI;wVj ij fy[kuk
vkSj rLohj cukuk fl[kk;kA vkSj D;ksafd ge th,u;w@fyuDl ij dke
dj jgs Fks] geus LVkj vkWfQ+l vkSj fxEi esa dke fd;kA

LVkj vkWfQ+l] ,e,l vkWfQ+l tSlk gh lkW¶+Vos;j dk ladyu gSA blesa
Hkh vki lkekU; ys[ku ds lkFk&lkFk çst+sUVs'ku vkfn dj ldrs gSaA
geus fy[kus vkSj MªkWbax cukus ds lkW¶+Vos;j ls 'kq: fd;k FkkA eSaus
lkspk Fkk fd rhu fnuksa esa ;s fl[kk nw¡xkA ij eSa gSjku jg x;k tc
ns[kk fd os yxHkx ,d&nks fnu esa gh lh[k x, vkSj nwljs fnu ds
vkf[k+j rd cksj gks pqds Fks ml lkW¶+Vos;j lsA

lkFk gh lkFk ge mUgsa bafXy'k vkSj fganh esa Vkbi djuk fl[kk jgs
FksA fganh ds fy, ge ^'kq'kk Q+kWUV* bLrseky dj jgs FksA 'kq'kk Q+kWUV
dh [+kkfl;r gS fd mlesa v{kjksa dh /ofu ds fglkc ls dhcksMZ dk
ç;ksx gksrk gSA tSls ^d* ds fy, k vkfnA dbZ ckj dqN e'khuksa esa
'kq'kk Q+kWUV u gksus ij Hkh os jkseu Q+kWUV ds ç;ksx ls gh fganh esa
Vkbi dj ysrs FksA ckn esa fganh Q+kWUV Mkys tkus ij mls 'kq'kk esa
cny ysrs FksA

blds ckn eSaus ^fxEi* fl[kkuk 'kq: fd;kA vc rd os dkWih] isLV tSls
dekaM lh[k pqds FksA blds ckn ys;j] fQ+YVj vkfn lh[kuk 'kq: fd;kA
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Reflections on images

I had been working with this group of adolescent people from LNJP basti, a

typical urban slum; I found it extremely fascinating to learn about their

competency. Most of them are middle school dropouts. At Sarai we started the

Cybermohalla project with them through a workshop on computer basics,

graphics, photography and text writing. Being a designer myself I was telling

them how to work on computer using text editor and image manipulator. As we

were working on GNU/Linux, I had to tell them about Star Office and Gimp.

Star Office, like MS Office, is a complete suite. It has drawing, presentation and

other tools along with text editor. I started with the text editor and the drawing

tool. I planned to teach them this particular tool for three days; but to my

surprise they learnt it within one day and actually started getting bored with it by

the end of the next day. Simultaneously, I was teaching them how to type in

English and then Hindi using Susha font. Susha font uses the roman key map

on phonetic similarity. In some situations when computers did not have that font

for some time, they continued typing their Hindi text using English font, as they

remembered the Shusha map by heart.

Then I started teaching them Gimp. They already had their hand set in

commands like Copy, Cut, Paste etc. Then they started learning using layers,

filters etc.

After going back to the Compughar at the Ankur Centre, they started working on

different projects using Gimp, Star Office etc.

One of the major problems in computing is language. People who don’t have

much control over English language might find difficult to understand the

commands in softwares. I think for these young people, as they are not that

proficient in English, communication with softwares was built up on the basis of

the visual. The position and the look of the commands works as language for

them. And often they name commands in their own language.
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okil lsUVj tkus ds ckn mUgksaus bUgha lkW¶+Vos;jksa dk bLrseky djuk
'kq: fd;kA dEI;wVj esa Hkk"kk ,d cM+h leL;k gSA ftu yksxksa dks
Bhd ls vaxzst+h ugha vkrh gS muds fy, dekaM le>uk eqf'dy gksrk
gSA eq>s yxrk gS D;ksafd bUgsa vaxzst+h esa rdyhQ+ gksrh gS] os dekaMksa
dks n`'; ds :i esa le>rs ;k ;kn j[krs gSaA dekaM ds LFkku vkSj
mPpkj.k ls gh os mls ;kn djrs gSaA viuh lgwfy;r ds fy, os
dbZ dekaMksa dks fganh uke Hkh ns nsrs gSaA

gkykafd dEI;wVj mUgsa gj oD+r yqHkkrk jgrk gS] exj gky gh esa
,d u;k [ksy mUgsa feyk gSA ;s gS ,sfues'kuA fxEi esa ekfgj gksus
ds ckotwn os T+;knk MªkWbax ugha djrs FksA mUgsa ,slk yxrk Fkk fd
mUgsa MªkWbax vkrh gh ughaA exj ,sfues'ku lh[kus ds ckn MªkWbax vius
vki gh vkus yxhA

bl fdrkc ij tc eSaus dke djuk 'kq: fd;k] eq>s le> ugha vk
jgk Fkk fd dSls fMt+kbu fd;k tk,A vius iqjkus vuqHkoksa dks cVksjus
dh dksf'k'k esa eSa mu fnuksa dks ;kn djus yxk tc eSa vufxur
ckj ,y,utsih cLrh x;k gw¡A bl nkSj ls eq>s eksgYys dh rLohjsa
ckj&ckj ;kn vkrha gSaA ogk¡ dh xfy;k¡] nhokjsa] f[kM+fd;k¡A ogk¡ ds
jax] lrg] yksx] vkfnA eq>s yxk esjs t+gu esa cuh bu Nfo;ksa dks
fdrkc ds ys[kksa ds lkFk is'k djuk ,d et+snkj vkSj pqukSrh Hkjk
dke gks ldrk gSA gkykafd ftu Q+ksVksxzkQ+ksa ls eSaus bu Nfo;ksa dk
fuekZ.k fd;k gS] oks bUgha yksxksa dh [khaph gqb± gSaA Nfo;ksa vkSj ys[kksa
esa dksbZ lh/kk laca/k ugha gSA Nfo;k¡ viuh ,d vyx dgkuh lqukrha
gSaA dgha&dgha oks ys[kksa ls tqM+ Hkh tkrha gSaA

daI;w?kj esa lcds lkFk dke djuk vkSj lh[kuk ,d vkuUniw.kZ
vuqHko jgk gSA daI;w?kj] tgk¡ dEI;wVj dks ,d vyx ut+fj, ls
ns[kk tkrk gS] tgk¡ bldk bLrseky Hkh dgha T+;knk jpukRed gSA

e`R;qat; pVthZ
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One more thing which I found interesting is their excitement about animation.

Though they were very comfortable with Gimp, they had a psychological

blockage about drawing, so actually very few of them used to draw on the

computer. But after they discovered the possibility of making animation in Gimp,

their creativity took off. 

When I started working on this book I was wondering which strategy I should

use for designing. Then I started looking back at my numerous visits to LNJP

basti. What I distinctly remember is a series of images of that space. Images of

walls, alleys, windows, doors, textures, colours and also people almost all over

the place. I thought it would be ideal to reflect the ambience of the basti in the

book along with the stream of narration almost on the same space by its

inhabitants. I chose not to illustrate the book, rather tried to create a parallel

narration with the images, some where trying to abstractly represent the text,

some where the two are completely disjointed.

It is truly a great pleasure working with them and learning from them about

computing and designing from a different social practice, where computing may

not be a luxury but is definitely not unapproachable.

Mrityunjoy Chatterjee
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;s rsjk ?kj] ;s esjk ?kj % ;s daI;w?kj

oSdfYid f'k{kk ,d Q+S'kuscy] 'kk;n yqHkkouk Hkh] ysfdu Vs<+k elyk
gSA ,slk veweu ns[kk x;k gS fd oSdfYid ç;kl dh nqgkbZ nsus
okyh laLFkk,¡ ydhj dk Q+dhj gks tkrha gSa vkSj vius dk;ZØeksa esa
Ldwy dh cksfj;r vkSj vukSipkfjd f'k{kk dh rnFkZrk dk [k+rjukd
?kkyesy ijksl nsrha gSaA ^lkekftd dk;Z* fodkl ds rdZ esa Q¡l dj
jg tkrk gSA

bu lcls cpus ds fy, vadqj dh 'kq: ls gh ;g dksf'k'k jgh gS
fd gekjs dsUæksa esa ^f'k{kk* cky&dsfUær gks] ekgkSy cky&lqyHk gks
vkSj rduhd ,oa i¼fr ds Lrj ij ge fuR; u;s ç;ksx djrs jgsaA
nwljs 'kCnksa esa] ge pkgrs gSa fd cLrh ds cPps&cfPp;ksa dks oks lc
gkfly gks lds ftuls os vius Ldwyksa esa oafpr jg tkrs gSaA t+:jh
gS fd u;siu ds çfr mRlkg rks gks] ij va/kfo'okl ughaA jpuk gks
ij vkykspuk ds lkFkA

ftl lkekftd vkSj Hkk"kkbZ ekgkSy ls gekjs cPps vkrs gSa ogk¡ vaxzst+h
vdlj ,d [+kkSQ+ukd pht+ cu tkrh gSA nwljk gkSvk gS dEI;wVj
dkA vkt ds t+ekus esa budh mi;ksfxrk ls bUdkj 'kk;n gh dksbZ
djsxkA 'kgjh Ldwyksa esa yxHkx gj txg vc vkidks dEI;wVj nh[k
tk;saxsA ;g nhxj ckr gS fd mudks i<+kus dk <ax Bhd ugha gS]
blfy;s vke rkSj ij cPps dEI;wVj dks ysdj lkekU; ugha gks ikrs
gSaA rks gesa ,d yxHkx u;h 'kq:vkr djuh FkhA gekjs vius ekgkSy
vkSj ,uthvks dh nqfu;k esa dksbZ LFkkfir ijaijk rks Fkh ughaA ;g lc
pht+sa ifCyd Ldwyksa esa vke Hkys gksa] gekjs cPpksa us rks bUgsa ns[kdj
Hkh ugha ns[kk FkkA fQj iSls dh Hkh ckr FkhA ysfdu pwafd gekjh
fQ+rjr gS] blfy, geus ;wFk jhp ds ,d Q+aM ds ok;ns ij ljk;
ds çLrko dks Lohdkj dj fy;kA bl rjg 'kq: gqbZ tsih dkWyksuh
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Yeh tera ghar, yeh mera ghar: 
yeh Compughar

The seductive jargon, `Alternative Education', is actually a hugely complex issue.

Generally the vision of organisations claiming to search alternatives is extremely

myopic, and translates into programmes that are a lethal blend of the monotony

of schools and a poor understanding of what comprises ‘informal education’.

'Social work' gets trapped in the discourse on development.

To find a way out of this, Ankur's attempt since its inception has been to

innovatively experiment with methods and techniques in education, and to

ensure that Ankur centres are sensitive and responsive to children in their

approach and environment. In other words, what we desire is for our children

from the bastis to have access to that which they are deprived of in schools.

What is needed is that we be excited by innovation, but not get swept away by

blind faith in it. That there be creativity, but along with that a critical attitude.

The social and linguistic environs our children come from make English an alien

and feared language. The same can be said of computers as well. There are

few who will doubt the util ity of computers in today's world. Even though most

schools in cities today do make computers available to their students, the

methods by which computers are taught fail to instil in the students any

competence or comfort with these. What we needed, then, was to make a fresh

beginning. There was no paradigm, either in the world of NGOs, or in the social

context we were in, that we could fall back upon. Moreover, while computers

may be commonplace in public schools, our children had not had access to

them. And then there were financial constraints as well. A promise of  funds

from Youth Reach was sufficient for us to accept Sarai's proposal to start a

media lab in the LNJP basti. This media lab was named 'Compughar' by our

children.

Now began our search for a team of children that would be able to work and

learn at Sarai, and then carry further their work within the Compughar. Among

other things this meant the team would have to spend time at Sarai for a month.
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dh ehfM;k ç;ksx'kkyk] ftls cPpksa us uke fn;k ^daI;w?kj*A

fQj 'kq: gqbZ ryk'k ,d Vhe dh tks igys rks ljk; esa dke djs]
vkSj rc mldks ;gk¡ vkdj vkxs c<+k,A pwafd ,d eghus rd mUgas
;gk¡ yxHkx jkst+ vkuk Fkk blfy, muds okYnSu ls ckr djuk
ykft+eh FkkA tSls gh mUgsa lsUVj ls tkudkjh feyh dqN us rks Q+kSju
viuh mRlqd gkeh Hkj nhA geus Hkh muds mRlkg dks ns[krs gq,
igys vkvks igys ikvks ds vk/kkj ij 'kkfey dj fy;kA ,d dks
NksM+dj lc Ldwyh fo|kFkhZ Fks] lkroha vkSj vkBoha dsA ij gesa ;g
vglkl Fkk fd cPpksa dh viuh bPNk ds ckotwn ml rjQ+ ls
vM+axs iM+ ldrs gSaA vkus&tkus dh fQ+Ø] lsUVj NwV tkus dk elyk]
vkus&tkus vkSj [kkus ds iSls dh fpUrk] vCcw dh btkt+r ls ysdj
iM+ksfl;ksa ds rkus rd dh fpark] dEI;wVj lh[kdj Hkfo"; dh fpark]
oxSjg&oxSjgA ,sls dbZ jkst+kuk elys FksA

tSls&rSls lcdks le>kdj&eukdj xehZ dh Nqfê;ksa esa ;g flyflyk
'kq: gks x;kA 'kq:&'kq: esa cPpksa dks FkksM+k vthc&lk yxkA ljk;
dk vkWfQ+fl;k ekgkSy] dke dk ncko] vkSj vtufc;ksa dk MjA ij
nks&rhu fnuksa esa gh os lcls fgy&fey x;s vkSj vius dke esa Hkh
je x;sA mUgsa le> esa vkus yxk fd ;g ml rjg dk dksbZ
dEI;wVj ^dkslZ* ugha gS] tks muds lkfFk;ksa esa ls ,dk/k dj jgs FksA
tc lqçhr vkSj iadt us dEI;wVj dk MCck iwjh rjg [kksydj j[k
fn;k rks VsDukWyth dk Hk; Hkh tkrk jgkA pwafd mUgsa dSejk]
VsifjdkWMZj vkfn ls [kqy dj [ksyus dh NwV Fkh] blfy, mudh ek;k
mrj x;h vkSj mldh txg muls [+kqn tknw djus dh rch;r gksus
yxhA xse [ksyus dh i;kZIr NwV FkhA dHkh&dHkh tc xse [ksyus dk
nkSj 'kq: gks tkrk rks Fkeus dk uke gh u ysrkA [k+Sj] [ksy gh [ksy
esa dhcksMZ vkSj ekml ij muds gkFk lkQ+ gks x, vkSj os tYn gh
'kCn vkSj dwfp;ksa ls jax&fcjaxh vfHkO;fDr;k¡ djus yxsA fQj Q+ksVks
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Meeting parents was a next logical step. When intimated by the Ankur Centre,

some agreed immediately. Enthused by such response, we started building our

team on a first-come-first-serve basis. Save one, all were school-going, student

of class VII and VIII. We were conscious that inspite of the excitement of these

children, parents may stil l have reservations stemming from doubts and fears

about their children travelling outside the basti, the possibility of discontinuing

work at the Centre, the costs involved in travel and food. Will the father agree?

W ill the neighbours gossip? What avenues will learning computers open up?

Such, and many others, were concerns that had to be responded to.

Somehow, through cajoling and convincing, all agreed, and work began in the

summer vacations that year. The first few days were a little awkward for the

children. There was the newness of the work environment at Sarai, the pressure

of work, the fear of strangers. But within a couple of days, they settled down and

got completely absorbed in their work. It didn't take them long to realise that

what they were learning was nowhere similar to the computer courses their

friends were pursuing. Any fear that remained of technology vanished when

Supreet and Pankaj opened up the CPU and left it l ike that, with its innards

displayed. Similarly, the accessability of, and the freedom to play around with

cameras and tape recorders meant that within a matter of days, these converted

from being quaint and awe-inspiring novelties to instruments that needed to be

experimented with and creatively used. 

There was also the freedom to play games on computers. Sometimes when the

game fever hit, it continued unabated. But through these developed a high

degree of comfort with the key board and the mouse, and so began the use of

words and brushes to create colourful images. Soon came the opportunity to

play around with photographs and sounds. And then the Internet happened,

mailing accounts were opened and mails sent.

Another thing that happnened was that they started to ask questions, more

questions. Started seeing the contexts around things. Started trying to trace

issues to their roots. Anxieites of the travel to and from Sarai apart, the five

weeks at Sarai were over before we realised it. There was one unfortunate
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vkSj vkokt+ ls [ksyus dk ekSd+k fey x;kA mUgskaus baVjusV ij vius
[kkrs [kksys vkSj esy&osy Hkh HkstkA eq>s ;kn gS 'kq+¼k us baVjusV dks
dkukQ+wlh ds euksjatd [ksy ls le>k;k FkkA

,d vkSj ckr gqbZ fd vc os igys ls T+;knk loky djus yxs]
pht+ksa dks muds lanHkZ esa ns[kus yxs] vkSj mudh tM+ rd tkus dh
dksf'k'k djus yxsA vkus&tkuss dh rjíqn dks NksM+ nsa rks
g¡lrs&[ksyrs&lh[krs dSls ik¡p lIrkg chr x;s] irk gh ugha pykA bl
chp ,d vQ+lkslukd gknlk vo'; gqvkA cPpksa dh ,d lgsyh]
vk;'kk chekj iM+ha vkSj xqt+j xb±A jksrs&jksrs dqN dh rks vk¡[ksa lwt
xb±A lcus mls J¼katfy nsrs gq, u Hkwyus dk oknk fd;kA

fta+nxh rks vkxs dh lq/k ysrh gSA ljk; ls fonk ysus dk oD+r
vk;kA ;g lc ckd+k;nk lekjksgiwoZd gqvk vkSj vc daI;w?kj]
tsih dkWyksuh esa ç;ksx'kkyk LFkkfir djuh FkhA 'kq:vkr esa igys ls
py jgs ,d Dykl&#e ds ,d dksus esa cM+s&cM+s gkFkh tSls nks
Vscyksa ij nks NksVs&NksVs dEI;wVj j[k fn;s x;sA igyh fnD+d+r rks
;g is'k vkbZ fd ogk¡ ds ckd+h cPpksa dks dEI;wVj ds :i esa ,d
vthcks&x+jhc oLrq fn[khA mudh mRlqdrk esa ?kh Mkyk lk;cj nqfu;k
ds gekjs ukS&fl[kq, mLrknksa usA gksrk ;g Fkk fd os e'khu ij xkus
ctkrs Fks] [ksy [ksyrs Fks] LdSuj ij ifjokj vkSj fQ+Yeh flrkjksa dh
rLohjsa mrkjdj vius nksLrksa ij jkSc xkaBrs Fks] mUgsa viuh
dykd`fr;ksa ds migkj Hkh nsrs FksA rks ,slh tknqbZ e'khu dks dkSu
Nwuk ugha pkgsxk\ gesa dbZ ckj bl jpukRed <ax dh vjktd [ksy
Hkkouk ij dkcw ikuk gksrk FkkA

vxyh fnD+d+r xehZ dh Nqfê;ksa ds ckn vyx&vyx oD+r ij Ldwy
tkus okys cPpksa ds VkbeVscy dks ysdj gqbZA mlh fglkc ls daI;w?kj
dks Hkh nks f'k¶+Vksa esa pyk;k tkus yxkA fQj Hkh pkj yksxksa ds fy,
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incident that happened in the middle of all of this. Young Ayesha fell i l l and

passed away. Through tears and pain, everyone paid her their tributes and

promised never to forget her.

Life goes on. It was time to move out from Sarai. There was a farewell party and

now started the Compughar at JP colony. 

In a corner of a class room already in existence were placed two huge tables,

and on them, two tiny computers. Now emerged the first of our troubles: getting

the other children to get over their excitement at seeing these strange objects

from a faraway land! To add fuel to this fired up imagination, our young cyber

comrades started their own games. They would play songs on the computers,

play games, scan photographs of family members and fi lm stars and show them

off to friends, gift them their works of art. Who would not want to touch and feel

such a magical machine? This free-reigned creativity had to be put to a stop on

several occassions.

Then the schools reopened. And now we had on our hands the problem of

having to deal with different time schedules of different children in their

respective schools. Accordingly, Compughar started to run in two shifts. Still, two

computers between four people presented a definite resource crunch. Electricity

was a persistent problem. A power failure in one shift meant the two computers

would have to be shared between eight in the other shift! The danger fluctuating

voltage posed was another reality to contend with. On top of that the computers

had to brave the onslaughts by our inexperienced users. It wasn't as if finding an

instructor was going to be easy. But comfort came in the form of rescue

operations from friends at Sarai in situations of emergency. Then we realised

that one or two of our own children could be trained as instructors, and they

could themselves carry on with training others. This has been done, and the

results haven't been bad at all.

Then there also wasn't any security arrangement for all of the expensive items -

the computer, scanner, tape recorder, microphone, digital camera, UPS - that

now inhabited the Compughar. Strong iron doors were put in place.
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nks dEI;wVj de iM+ jgs FksA fctyh dh ijs'kkuh rks Fkh ghA ftlds
oD+r esa fctyh tkrh og nwljs ds oD+r esa Vk¡x vM+krkA okWYVst dh
mBk&iVd ls midj.k dks [k+rjk Fkk lks vyxA ukSfl[kqvksa ds okj
>syrha cspkjh e'khusa Hkh ckj&ckj cSBrh jgrha FkhaA dksbZ baLVªDVj
[kkstuk Hkh bruk vklku ugha FkkA [k+Sfj;r ;g Fkh fd ljk; ds dbZ
lkFkh vk&vkdj vkikrdkyhu enn igq¡pkrs jgrs FksA dqN le; ckn
gesa ;g lq[kdj vglkl gqvk fd vius cPpksa esa ls gh nks&,d dks
ge baLVªDVj dk ot+hQ+k nsdj fl[kkus ds dke esa yxk ldrs gSaA
geus ,slk gh fd;k vkSj urhts cqjs ugha gSaA fQj gekjs lsUVj esa
igyh ckj yxs brus d+herh lkeku & dEI;wVj ds vykok LdSuj]
Vsi&fjdkWMZj] ekbØksQ+ksu] fMftVy dSejk] ;wih,l & dh lqj{kk dk gekjs
ikl dksbZ bart+ke ugha FkkA rks geus yksgs ds cqyan njokt+s yxok;sA

'kq: esa u rks pht+sa O;ofLFkr Fkha] u gh cPps mrus ikcanA ,d gh
dejs esa nks dsUæ FksA VsyhQ+ksu dh ?kaVh ls cktw okyksa dk /;ku
c¡Vrk FkkA gksrk ;g Fkk fd dSejs esa cLrh ds fp= ysus dh txg
ij os LokHkkor% ikfjokfjd ,sYce cukdj ys vkrs Fks & pkgs fo"k;
dksbZ Hkh gksA eksgYys esa tkdj yksxksa ds baVjO;w ysus esa mUgsa fgpd
gksrh FkhA mUgas nks&nks ds lewg esa Hkstk tkus yxkA okil vkdj os
eksgYys ds yksxksa dh f'kdk;r djrs fd yksx ckr ugha djrs] ;k
^desaV* djrs gSa] gekjh f?kX?kh ca/k tkrh gSA yM+fd;ksa dks 'keZ Hkh
vkrh Fkh yksxksa ls ckr djus esa] ysfdu] le>k&cq>k nsus ij] fo'okl
fnykus ij os csgrj <ax ls] vkSj csgrj dke djus yxsA bl iwjh
çfØ;k esa ljk; Vhe us vge Hkwfedk vnk dhA cPpksa dks gj
'kqØokj thcs'k dk vkSj vU; nks fnuksa dks tkW; dk cslczh ls bart+kj
jgrkA tkW; us dEI;wVj dks pykus ls ysdj ml ij rjg&rjg ds
fp= cukus ds rkSj&rjhd+s cM+s /kS;ZiwoZd fl[kk;sA thcs'k us ckrksa&ckrksa
esa vkl&ikl ds ekgkSy ds C;kt ls mUgsa lkspus ds loZFkk u;s
vk;ke fn;sA
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Initially things were not particularly organised, neither were the children

disciplined. One room housed two centres. The telephone was a constant

distraction for those who sat right beside it. And instead of photographs of the

basti, family albums were being compiled, whatever the topic. There was

hesitation about interviewing people in the basti. So we started sending them off

in pairs. They would come back and complain that no one speaks with them, or

that people pass comments, and that they feel embarrassed. Also, the girls were

shy. But a litt le encouragement, some advice, and the work and its quality

improved. The involvement of Sarai in this was significant. Children would wait

impatiently for Jeebesh on Fridays, and for Joy who came in on two other days

of the week. Joy patiently taught them everything from the basics of working on

computers, to drawing images on it. Jeebesh, through casual conversations,

constantly brought in newer perspectives with which to look at the world around.

Yeh ghar bahut haseen hai

Well, does there exist a place that doesn't have its share of troubles! Within a

month, the children understood that they were not doing a normal computer

course. Writes Nilofer...

There is definitely a computer here, but no course. Neither is there any

vocational training. There isn't competition of any kind. No tension of overtaking

others. We work on three things - text, image, sound.

We write texts. Then type them out on the computer. In it we write about the

basti, interviews with people and our own experiences. In the same way, we

take photographs on different topics in the basti. We are told what all we need to

keep in mind while taking a photograph so it comes out well. For instance,

where the light should fall from, on whom, how much. `Sound' means listening to

and recognising the softest and the loudest of sounds.

Taking all of these, we bring out a wall magazine, `Ibarat', every month. This is

put up in various places in the basti.
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;s ?kj cgqr glhu gS

[k+Sj] fnDdrsa vkSj ijs'kkfu;k¡ dgk¡ ugha gksrhaA d+jhc ,d eghus esa gh
cPps ;g le> x;s fd os dksbZ lkekU; dEI;wVj dkslZ ugha dj jgsA
cd+kSy uhyksQ+j---

;gk¡ dEI;wVj t+:j gS ij dksbZ dEI;wVj dkslZ ugha gksrk u gh ;gk¡
ij def'kZ;y Vªsfuax nh tkrh gSA ;gk¡ fdlh rjg dk dEihfV'ku ugha
gSA ,d&nwljs ls vkxs fudyus dh Vsa'ku ugha gSAA ge rhu phtksa
ij dke djrs gSa & VsDLV] best] lkmaMA

ge NksVs&cM+s ys[k fy[krs gSaA fQj mls dEI;wVj ij Vkbi djrs gSaA
ge mlesa cLrh dh ckrsa] yksxksa ds fy, bUVjO;w vkSj vius vuqHko
dEI;wVj ij Mkyrs gSaA mlh rjg ge cLrh esa tkdj vyx&vyx
VkWfid ij Q+ksVks [khaprs gSaA gesa ;g crk;k tkrk gS fd Q+ksVks
[khapus ls igys fdu&fdu ckrksa ij /;ku fn;k tk, rkfd Q+ksVks
vPNh vk,] tSls] jks'kuh dgk¡ ls] fdl ij] fdruh gS\ lkÅaM dk
eryc ckjhd+ ls ckjhd+ vkSj rst+ ls rst+ vkokt+ksa dks lquuk vkSj
igpkuuk gSA

bUgha lc ckrksa dks ysdj ge gj eghus ^bckjr* uke dh ,d okWy
eSx+t+hu Hkh fudkyrs gSa tks bl cLrh esa txg&txg yxk;h tkrh gSA

ut+fj;k cnyus ds lkFk&lkFk mudh futh ft+anxh Hkh cnyus yxhA
elyu] vt+jk ds thou esa vkewy&pwy cnyko vk;sA mldh
Vksdk&Vksdh can gks xbZA yksx lsUVj tkdj mlds fcxM+ tkus dh ckr
djrs Fks] vc mudh t+cku can gks xbZ gSA fny ls cLrh dk [+kkSQ+
fudy x;k gS & vc eSa fdlh dks Hkh baVjO;w ds fy, iwN ldrh
gw¡A vkSj rks vkSj] yksx [+kqn vc baVjO;w ds fy, dgus vkrs gSaA eSa
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Along with changing perspectives also changed personal l ives. For instance,

small changes in Azra's life. The constant reprimands ceased. People stopped

talking of the possibility of her becoming wayward by going to the Center. The

fear of the basti vanished from her heart - Now I can interview anyone. Not only

that, now people come to me to get their interview taken. I see changes around

me. Many girls now step out of home. Sometimes I wonder if that is because of

me... My mind doesn't remain empty now. Things around me seem to deserve

being thought about. New meanings disclose themselves to me. Yashoda used

to stay inside the house earlier. Widowed at a young age, and having lost a

child, family members constantly rebuked her about getting her married off and

about her doing something with her life. But in the Compughar, among others

my age, I have been able to let go of my past. I now have the confidence to live

life on my own terms. Shamsher was bored with his school. He has developed a

new interest in computers. With an opportunity to meet new people, speak with

them, enjoyment has replaced nervousness. Earlier Nilofer's father used to get

upset each time the Center was mentioned. Why don't you pack your bags and

live there? Now he speaks of the need to get there on time.

As a team also, there have been positive changes in the Compughar. In place of

the earlier competition, there is now a relaxed environment. Everyone is ready to

do everything.  There is more confidence than before when it comes to being

associated with forums on social issues, or speaking on big occassions, or

performing on stage. Not only has their status improved in their society, but also

at home. There is now freedom from household chores. What they say carries

weight at home. Now no one says they are getting spoilt. Now they are spoken

of as having got "stuck" to the Center. Even if denoting somewhere a jealousy,

this is definitely not said disrespectfully. Parents' fear and mistrust have given

way to trust for their own and other children.

Compughar has broken many such borders, loosened many restrictions. Now

the world of books and the world around don't seem so disparate. The boundary

of "that only pertaining to the book" has stretched. Because knowledge, skill and

understanding have  sprung from many sources. Life itself has become a book,

the pages of which are interwoven and in constant dialogue with one another.



vius bnZ&fxnZ ,d cnyko ns[k jgh gw¡A dkQ+h yM+fd;k¡ vc ?kj ls
fudy jgh gSaA eq>s dHkh&dHkh xqeku gksrk gS fd dgha ;g lc esjh
otg ls rks ugha--- vc fnekx+ dHkh [k+kyh ugha jgrk] gj pht+ x+kSj
djus vkSj lkspus yk;d cu xbZ yxrh gS] vius pkjksa vksj u;s
vFkZ [kqyus yxs gSaA ;'kksnk igys ?kj esa jgrh FkhA NksVh mej ls gh
ifr ls vyx gksus vkSj cPps ds xqt+jus ds ckn ?kjokys 'kknh dj
Mkyus vkSj dqN djus dk rkuk nsrs FksA ysfdu daI;w?kj esa vius
gemez yksxksa ds chp vkdj eSa viuh fiNyh ckrsa Hkwy ik jgh gw¡A
ft+anxh dks viuh 'krZ ij thus dk vkRefo'okl vk x;k gSA 'ke'ksj
Ldwyh nqfu;k ls Åc pqdk FkkA mls vc dEI;wVj esa ,d ubZ
fnypLih vk x;h gSA yksxksa ls feyus] muls ckrsa djus dk ekSd+k
fey x;k gS vkSj ?kcjkgV ds LFkku ij et+k vkus yxk gSA igys
uhyksQ+j ds vCck lsUVj ds uke ls gh m[kM+ tkrs FksA dgrs Fks]
ogha fcLrj D;ksa ugha yxk ysrh\ vc os [+kqn ogk¡ le; ls tkus
dh ckr djrs gSaA

crkSj ,d Vhe ds Hkh daI;w?kj okyksa esa vPNh rCnhfy;k¡ gqb± gSaA
igys okyh Li/kkZ dh txg ij ,d lgwfy;r Hkjk ekgkSy cu x;k
gSA gj dksbZ gj dqN djus dks rS;kj gSA cM+s lkekftd ljksdkjksa ls
tqM+us ;k cM+s voljksa ij cksyus ;k eap ij ijQ+kWeZ djus esa vc
muesa igys ls T+;knk gkSlyk vk x;k gSA lekt esa rks mudk d+n
c<+k gh gS] ?kj esa Hkh mudh lk[+k c<+h gSA mUgsa ?kj ds dke&dkt
ls vkt+knh fey xbZ gSA mudh ckrksa dks ?kj esa roTtks nh tkrh gSA
vc dksbZ ugha dgrk fd os fcxM+ jgh gSaA vc os lsUVj ls ^fpid*
xbZ cryk;h tkrh gSa] tks bZ";kZcks/kd Hkys gks] vuknjlwpd rks gjfxt+
ughaA okYnSu ds eu esa 'kd vkSj fpark dh txg ge ij vkSj nwljs
cPpksa ij Hkjkslk c<+k gSA

daI;w?kj us dbZ lhek,¡ rksM+ha gSa] ca/ku <hys fd;s gSaA vc ^fdrkch*
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Calling education `secondary' or `incidental' becomes meaningless if we start

trying to read our surroundings, the affairs of the everyday. Then life also stops

being about getting ready for the extra-ordinary, the out-of-the-way. The

community is the school, the syllabus, the laboratory. Where we don't shy from

uncomfortable questions, but face them head-on.

It is in the communities truths and difficulties that their knowledge attains social

and real meaning. On the other hand, this programme takes us into the world

where we can begin perhaps to learn what is for them context, truth, values;

how these are etched, erased and recreated.

Where do we go from here?

In simple words, what is the future? Maybe we don't know the answer to this.

But the question exists. As of now mothers say their daughters won't work. But

maybe their skills will be of help in times of trouble. The truth is that in our

society every skill is immediately connected with job opportunities. Your abilities

have meaning only if they can be served with a meal. In this sense, that which

we have here is neither concrete, nor certain. But this much can be said that

they are able to learn here that which peers their age don't have access to.

Maybe some technical knowledge form here comes in handy at some time.

Maybe we only take our experiences to another place and they teach what they

have learnt to others. But more important is that new horizons have opened up,

new possibil it ies have arisen. And many omong them will be able to continue

with their studies and be able to work with a consciousness and an

independence. 

Where we would l ike to go from here is to move to those areas and

people/children whose bastis continue to survive amid all the difficulties. It is not

possible for us to provide in bastis that which is available to those who live in

beautiful/big houses. We want to work on `local history' because it opens up a

possibility to create a critical consciousness about existing inequalities. And this

is required not only in bastis. The image of bastis that those who don't live in
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nqfu;k vkSj ^vlyh* nqfu;k ,d&nwljs ls mruh vyx ugha yxrhaA
^fdrkch* dk nk;jk c<+ x;k gS] pwafd Kku] gquj] vkSj vD+y ds dbZ
lzksr gks x, gSaA ft+anxh [k+qn ,d ,slh fdrkc gks xbZ gS ftlds lQ+gs
vkil esa uFks&xqaFks gSaA ,d&nwljs ls ckrphr djrs gSaA i<+kbZ dh
^çklafxdrk* dk loky csekuh gks tkrk gS] vxj vki vkl&ikl ds]
jkst+kuk ds O;kikjksa dks] ^i<+us* dh dksf'k'k djus yxsaA fQj ;gk¡
thou dh rS;kjh Hkh fdlh foy{k.k es/kk dk eksgrkt+ ugha jg tkrhA
leqnk; gh Ldwy gS] ikB~;Øe gS] ç;ksx'kkyk gSA tgk¡ x+Sj&lqfo/kktud
lokyksa ls eq¡g ugha pqjk;k tkrk] muls Vdjk;k tkrk gSA

leqnk; dh lPpkb;ksa ,oa eqf'dyksa esa gh budk Kku lkekftd vkSj
okLrfod vFkZ gkfly djrk gSA ogha nwljh vksj] ;g dk;ZØe gesa
bu cPpksa dh ml varjax nqfu;k dh rjQ+ ys tkrk gS tgk¡ tkdj
'kk;n ;g tkuk tk ldrk gS fd muds fy, lanHkZ D;k gSa] lp ds
D;k ek;us gSa] vkn'kZ dk D;k vFkZ gS & ;g dSls x<+k] feVk;k
vkSj fQj x<+k tkrk gSA

blls fudysa rks ge dgk¡ tk,¡\ 

lh/ks iwNw¡ rks] Hkfo"; D;k gS\z bl loky dk tokc 'kk;n gekjs
ikl Hkh ugha gSA ysfdu loky rks gSA ek¡,a fQygky dgrha gSa fd
mudh yM+fd;k¡ dke ugha djsaxhA ysfdu vxj cqjk oD+r vk tk;s
rks ;g gquj 'kk;n muds dke vk;sA lPpkbZ ;g gS fd gekjs lekt
esa gj gquj ukSdjh ls tksM+ dj ns[kh tkrh gSA vkidh d+kfcfy;r
rHkh lkFkZdrk ikrh gS tc vki mldks nky&jksVh esa Hkquk ldsaA ml
fglkc ls 'kk;n gekjs ikl dqN Hkh u rks Bksl gS] u gh fuf'prA
bruk 'kk;n dgk tk ldrk gS fd os dqN ,slh pht+sa lh[k ik jgs
gSa tks vke rkSj ij muds ge&mez lkfFk;ksa dks miyC/k ugha gSA
'kk;n buesa ls dqN rduhdh tkudkfj;k¡ muds dke vk tk;saA 'kk;n



bastis have needs to be an integral part of this local history. And so the children

of JP colony will not converse only with people who live in colonies like their

own. It is imperative that they be allowed to go where their dreams travel,

where, even as they clean the filth in those areas what fil ls their beings is not

hate, but dreams. Because the truth is that dirt and filth are not limited to bastis.

And neither are their lives limited to the basti. They also encounter courts, police

stations, hospitals, trade, etc. In the next phase, need is to take our Compughar

to those limits that are kept in place only to maintain for perpetuity the distance

between them and the bastis.  If we want to cover this distance, we will have to

take the Compughar to those boundaries where its meaning, and the meaning of

life, change in ways bordering on the unimaginable.

Prabhat K. Jha
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ge gh bu vuqHkoksa dks dgha vkSj nqgjk;sa vkSj ;s viuh lh[kh pht+sa
nwljh txgksa ij fl[kk;saA ysfdu mlls Hkh t+:jh ckr gS fd muds 
u;s f{kfrt [kqys gSa] ubZ laHkkouk;sa txha gSaA vkSj buesa ls dbZ viuh
vkxs dh i<+kbZ djrs gq, lpsr :i ls vkSj Lora= dke dj ldsaxsA

vkxs gekjk ç;kl gksxk mu bykdksa ds cPpksa@yksxksa rd igq¡puk ftudh
;s cfLr;k¡ reke rd+yhQ+ksa ds ckn Hkh dk;e jgrha gSaA gekjh
vkSd+kr ;g ugha gS fd ge >qXxh&>ksifM+;ksa esa jgus okyksa ds fy,
Hkh lqfo/kk ;k Kku dh oks reke pht+s eqgS;k djk nsa rks [k+wclwjr@cM+s
edkuksa esa jgus okyksa ds ;gk¡ lgt <ax ls miyC/k gSa] ge ^LFkkuh;
bfrgkl* ij dke djuk pkgrs gSa D;ksafd LFkkuh; bfrgkl dk elyk
vlekurk ds ckjs esa Critical Consciousness iSnk djrh gSA tks flQ+Z
cfLr;ksa esa gh t+:jh ugha gSA tks ^xS+j&cLrh* okys gSa muds
fnyks&fnekx+ esa bu cfLr;ksa dh D;k rLohj gS ;g Hkh bu cfLr;ksa ds
^LFkkuh; bfrgkl* dk vge vax gksxk@gksuk pkfg,A blh fygkt ls tsih
dkWyksuh ds cPps flQ+Z nwljh viuh rjg dh dkWyksfu;ksa ls gh laokn
u djsaA t+:jh gS mUgsa ogk¡ rd ys tkuk ftl vksj muds lius
py iM+rs gSa] ft/kj mudh vkgsa mBrha gSa] tgk¡ dh xanxh lkQ+ djrs
gq, Hkh muds fny esa ?k`.kk ugha] [+okc tUe ysrs gSa D;ksafd ,d
lp rks ;g gS fd xanxh flQZ+ cfLr;ksa rd gh fleVh ugha gSA u
gh mudh ft+anxh cLrh rd lhfer gS & os Hkh dksVZ&dpgjh] Fkkus]
vLirky] O;kikj vkfn dh nqfu;k ls rks Vdjkrs gh gSaA t+:jr gS]
vius vxys pj.kksa esa ^daI;w?kj* dks mu ljgnksa rd ys tkus dh tks
flQ+Z blh ed+ln ls dk;e jgrha gSa fd muds vkSj cfLr;ksa@
>qXxh&>ksaifM+;ksa ds chp dh nwjh 'kk'or lR; dh rjg cjd+jkj jgsA
;fn ge bl nwjh dks ikVuk pkgrs gSa rks gesa vius daI;w?kj dks Hkh
cfLr;ksa ls fudkydj mu ljgnksa rd ys tkuk gksxk tgk¡ ft+anxh vkSj
blds ek;us csrjg cny tkrs gSaA

çHkkr dqekj >k 


