EPIC QUILL / LITERARY ADAPTATION SAMPLE

TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

Written to live in Hindi,
not merely to arrive there

This sample approaches translation as literary recreation: faithful to the work's essence, yet free to sound as though the

story were originally imagined in Hindi.

The translation preserves narrative intent, emotional weight, character relationships and
philosophical meaning rather than reproducing English sentence structure. Familiar modern
equivalents may therefore give way to expressions that belong more naturally to the intellectual

and emotional world of the characters.

This is not an attempt to reconstruct the historical language of the Mahabharata period. It
creates a period-sensitive literary register: elevated without becoming inaccessible, and natural

without sounding conspicuously contemporary.

Forms of address are treated as characterisation. The movement between 3% and g# carries

hierarchy, age, intimacy, authority and emotional distance—distinctions that English may leave

unstated.

Selected editorial decisions

’ Period-sensitive terminology
THTUTHE daesif replaces the conspicuously modern 3=iTes, while

retaining the idea of an objective, evidence-led observer.

° Moral independence

“Incorruptible” is expressed as one who cannot be turned from truth
by persuasion or faction—not merely someone immune to financial

corruption.

° The grammar of relationship
Bhishma's qH conveys seniority and intimacy; Krishna's 377 and

fUamg preserve reverence even during disagreement.

* - e . . . . . . . . . .
A familiar word is set aside only when it narrows the intended meaning or breaks the epic register. The alternative is chosen for narrative relevance, character psychology and tonal coherence—not to decorate or

unnecessarily archaise the prose.



EPIC QUILL / LITERARY ADAPTATION SAMPLE

Prologue / U&dra-l

English original and Hindi literary adaptation shown side by side. Superscript numbers refer to the selected editorial decisions on page 1.

ENGLISH ORIGINAL

PROLOGUE

The story is about to end.

The tenth day of the war. Kurukshetra lay unnaturally still amidst death and destruction.
The jackals didn’t howl. Nor any anguished cry escaped the wounded. Or the mourners.

As death stood still, with abated breath, waiting for the Grand Regent of Hastinapur’s
permission to merge his consciousness into eternity, Krishna waited for that consciousness
to return before it faded into nothingness.

And Bhishma’s consciousness? It slipped away into the abyss of time, fleeing the voices of
the past—those anguished cries that spoke of his failures. Blood seeped from countless
wounds. His eyes brimmed, dull with guilt. Words of regret escaped him, faint and broken.

“Chitrangada... Amba... forgive me... I have failed you...”

“Did you mean Trishala?” Krishna’s gaze shifted. He looked intently.
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ENGLISH ORIGINAL

“Trishala?” Bhishma tried to conjure her face on the canvas of his tent. Her defiant pair of
eyes stared back. Or were they Amba’s? He wasn’t ready to face either. He shut his eyes. He
was ready to be unmade.

But between him and his death, the comfortable refuge from his guilt, stood Krishna as a
sentry to whom one must pay one’s dues before passing. He stretched his hand towards his
first wound, where Arjuna’s arrow had barely missed his heart muscles; it had penetrated
his heart nevertheless. Krishna remembered Bhishma’s sigh from that moment—the sigh of
relief. Now, it was Krishna’s turn to sigh. His reluctance manifested in the trembling of his
hand as if touching that wound would take away all of Bhishma’s pain. No, he couldn’t do
this man’s legacy an injustice by showing compassion now.

“Krishna,” Bhishma murmured, a faint smile touching his lips. “You are still here. I thought
you left.”

A pause.

“Are you here to gloat about your victory?” Bhishma asked, his voice laced with the pain of
betrayal.

“Is there a victory for any of us here, Pitamah?” Krishna asked.

“There could have been... but you sought to surrender without fighting.”

“He couldn’t be defeated your way, Pitamah. No weapons could destroy him.”

Tt ergame
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ENGLISH ORIGINAL

“So, you said... we were condemned to lose,” Bhishma exhaled.

“We can still win...”

Bhishma turned. Hopeful?

Krishna smiled.

“Ah! So, you are here to collect your so-called debt?” Bhishma scoffed.

“You owe it to the future.”

“Don’t you worry, Krishna. I have already set the wheel in motion.”

“Maharishi Vyas—you tasked him to document the history of our time,” Krishna said. No
question. Just an acknowledgement.

“You knew,” Bhishma said. No question either. Just a realization.

“Why Maharshi Vyas? Why not... say Kripacharya?”

Bhishma tried to laugh. “My Krishna had asked the same question...” And I had told him, I
didn’t need a Maharishi. I needed a... scientist.”

He coughed up more blood.
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ENGLISH ORIGINAL

“Only a scientist can be objective... and incorruptible,” he said.

“And yet, that comes at a cost,” Krishna whispered. “What if I tell you that the future
generation will remember our time... our battle as a feud for the throne of Hastinapur?”

“Merely as a family rivalry?! How can the future forget our real struggles... of Bhagirathi... of
Kali? How will they answer... why did the whole of Aryavarta jump into a family feud of
Hastinapur?” Bhishma asked, horrified even at such a thought.

Krishna prodded, “Remember you chose a scientist, Pitamah...”

Bhishma exhaled, “And a scientist records facts supported by evidence, not the silences that
shape them.”

“Then what will I be? Someone who failed to prevent the destruction of his dynasty. A
spineless, old fool, who knew what was right and yet did nothing but wrong?”

Krishna looked straight into Bhishma’s eyes. The two pairs of eyes shared the same pain.

Krishna whispered, "Not everything that shapes an age leaves fingerprints.”

Then he slowly said, “You can change that.”

“By sharing my defense with you? Why? Because you, Krishna, you know how to sugarcoat
facts?”

Tt ergame
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“Because I don’t delve into meaningless facts but into Dharma.”

“Did you just call ‘truth’ meaningless, Keshava?”

Krishna asked quietly, “Then tell me, Pitamah—was your silence truth, or Dharma?”

“Don’t you trust my Krishna... Vyas?”

“Oh! He is incorruptible. But...”

“But?”

Krishna said, “An age will end, Pitamah. Another will rise. When Bhagirathi changes its
course, do its old banks remain untouched?”

“Do you worry our story will be corrupted? You fear fables?” Bhishma laughed. “You...
whose life itself is a maze of uncountable legends? Don’t you know every age reshapes its
past to survive the present?”

“I don’t fear fables or legends, Pitamabh. I fear what they quietly erase.”

“Let them,” Bhishma exhaled. He breathed fire. An extinguished fire. “Why should it matter
to you, or to anyone? If the future wishes to ridicule our era... let them—Ilet them think me a
fool. Let them discard our struggle as a sorry tale of selfish ambition...”
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Krishna’s gaze moved across the battlefield—towards the rivers, the forests, the dying chants El & Ej% TUT’@ &I 3R qs T—39 ?%?ﬁ, T 3R Trgrati & 3ifay Rl <l 37} "W @,

of warriors. “Unfortunately, your legend is too big to be forgotten and too interesting to be STTRT T ﬁw 2 & forg Sgd T2 2 3R uRafdd sie 3 & forg g ECIR

left unchanged." ' '

Bhishma’s face showed no emotion, only a cold, rigid stare that pierced the void. fiy F AW W ﬁé oTg &l o s Faa Tch 331 o f@R {% oft Sy N EAiEEE

“You know who directs those changes—in that age, his agents will be remembered as "qHS 7 Bl fob 37 ufkad=i &l i Fefa oedl e—39 i T, 3Gk NATT ! A1Ieh! o

heroes.” T H g1 fhar srwm|”

Finally, Bhishma had Krishna’s attention. He sighed. He surrendered. Once again. 3T, 0T HISH T X 4T @i gob | WIS J Teh wiall iE | el ATHTHUUT & e
Teh IR R

Except for a last bit of resistance. Tdara Tes sifaw ufaer &)

“Then tell me,” Bhishma asked, “why my story?” " R ﬂ’@ aren," «few s, IR & el "

“Because your silence carries truth—one no battle could reveal,” Krishna replied. "Fifeh Uk HiIT H 98 T —oTd bl oY g Uhd TR hT FehaT T," sy T 3 feam

“My voice has a price,” Bhishma said, closing his eyes. “Remember, your promise?” "B aToft Rl U hd €, " ST T ST St tI?ﬁ gU hell "a1g 2, JRRTagq?"

“You want a promise to keep another promise?” Krishna laughed. " 3TT Ueh ga- Y & foig CUNICEE) qEd 62" sy 4|

Bhishma was silent. Then, almost a whisper— “You owe me that one thing... for which I ofrer #i T@1 foe emreT W 8¢ A— "THW T 98 Tch R0T 2. oo %Q ) L

accepted this.” e TR am

Bhishma pointed to the mesh of arrows he was lying on. offsy J STOTY <R I AT Y TR Gobd fohan DA R @ A1
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Krishna smiled, knowing the debt well. He did not answer at once.

“Thy will be done.”

Along pause.

Krishna inclined his head. “For the remaining eight days of this war, I will be Arjuna’s
charioteer by the day and beyond that...”

“And beyond?” Bhishma asked.

“And beyond,” Krishna said, “I will be yours.”

“Did he say eight days?” Bhishma murmured.

Night descended upon Kurukshetra. Krishna left.

Bhishma loosened his hold on the present as Krishna’s voice reached him one final time.

“Distance yourself—from the war, from regret, from yourself. Only then can we go back.”

"Back to when?"

“Back to the day Kurukshetra was born.”

Bhishma asked, “When the land had tasted its first blood?”

et srgare
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Krishna wasn’t there. But his voice echoed in his head. El ERERP] ﬁﬁ It TR WIS & iR ﬁc\\_rf @ Anl
“Or was it born from the first drop that fell there—exactly one hundred and ten years ago?” "1 IR T IT Tgel! El:c{ T gatm am ST @ (I of—38Teh U ot g ay Tzf? "



