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Introduction on Premchand 

As a man he was one of the most remarkable Indians of his time. All those who 

knew him talk of his simple, self-effacing, cheerful, unassuming nature, of his 

uncompromising honesty, freedom from malice, his sense of humour, his open 

ringing laughter. Shunning publicity he is a man who easily merges into the crowd 

– both as a man and a writer he remained a man of the people, identifying himself 

completely with the unfulfilled aspirations of the Indian masses. He was not one 

of the greatest Indians, yet he was one of the so many lovable, humane yet 

rebellious ones – a non-believing saint, as Jainendra has affectionately called him. 

It is not surprising that Dr Ram Vilas Sharma should have likened him to Kabir. 

As a writer, his contribution to Hindi literature is so substantial that it is 

impossible to imagine Hindi prose fiction of the first forty years of the 20th 

century without Premchand. By switching over from Urdu to Hindi he hastened 

the process of modernization of Hindi literature, inducting into it the realism and 

social concern of his teacher, Sarshar. He weaned away the Hindi reading public 

from the crude sensationalism and infantile escapism of Chandrakanta and 

Bhootnath and brought it face to face the contemporary social reality. Through a 

dozen or so novels and a few hundred short stories and scores of essays spread 

over two decades he made Hindi literature a faithful mirror of the renascent 

consciousness and the awakened aspirations of the Indian people. And he was the 

first writer to have brought to the centre of Hindi literature the lowliest Indian and 

to have passionately pleaded that his life was as important as anyone else’s, and 

that the central issue before the Indian civilization was to rescue him from the 

abyss of poverty and inhuman degradation, not out of mercy, not out of pity, but 

because social justice demanded it. 

"Bade Bhai Sahab" is one of the revered literary works of the legendary Indian 

writer Prem Chand. It is a light-hearted short tale about the relationship of two 

brothers written in a serious and innocent tone of the narrator - the younger 

brother, with overwhelming doses of humor, at the same time, questioning some 

important and intrinsic issues related with the education system, such as rote 

learning, teaching quality and expectations, problems pertaining to learning new 

languages and history etc as well as the tradition which imparts a person 

qualification to command respect based on his age. The story ends taking a sweet 

turn when the "Bade Bhai Sahab" lets go of the shackles of his pretensions and 

joins the younger brother in the kite-flying, a happy reunion. 

So, it's a sweet tale worth reading  without a second thought. 
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Part 1 [full explanation in English] 

My brother is five years older प ाँच स ल बड़े  than me, but only three grades तीन दरे्ज ahead. He also 

started studying त लीम  at the same age as I did but in matters of importance like education, he did 

not like to act in a hurry र्जल्दब जी. He wanted to put the foundation बुननय द  of this building very 

strong, on which a luxurious palace भवन  could be built. He used to do one year's work in two 

years. Sometimes it used to take even three years, if the foundation is not strong, then how can the 

house become profitable प य़ेद र बऩे. 

 I was young, they were big. I was nine and he was fourteen. He had the full and birthright 

ननगर नी of my patronage and supervision, and my decency श लीनत  was to understand his orders 

as law क नून. 

 He was very studious अध्ययनशील by nature. Always sitting open the book and perhaps to 

give rest to the mind, he used to make pictures of birds, dogs, cats on the book margins on the 

copy. Sometimes he would write the same name or word or sentence ten to twenty times. 

Sometimes imitating a lion in beautiful letters again and again. Sometimes he used to compose 

such words, which had no meaning, no harmony स मंर्जस्य.  

For example, once I saw this inscription on his copy - Special, Amina, brothers - brothers, Darasar, 

brother - brother. Radheshyam, Shriyut Radheshyam, for an hour - after this a man's face was 

made. I tried a lot to make some sense out of this riddle, but failed. And did not dare to ask him. 

He was in the ninth tribe, I was in the fifth. Understanding his creations was a big deal for me.  

 I did not feel like reading at all. It was a mountain पह ड to sit with a book even for an 

hour. As soon as he got a chance मौक  प त़े, he used to come out of the hostel and come to the 

ground मैद न में   and sometimes he would throw pebbles कंकररय ाँ उछलत , sometimes he would fly 

paper butterflies नततनलय ाँ उड त  and if he found a companion, then what to ask. Sometimes 

climbing the boundary wall and jumping down. Sometimes riding on the gate, enjoying the 

motorcar driving it back and forth, but upon coming to the room, seeing  that ruddy form रूद्र रूप 

of brother Saheb, his life would have dried up. His first question would have been - 'Where were 

you'? Always the same question was always asked in the same voice and I had only silence to 

answer it. I don't know why it doesn't come out of my mouth that Zara was playing outside. My 

silence used to say that I accepted my guilt and there was no other remedy for my brother but to 

greet me with words of affection and fury. 

 "If you study English अंग्ऱेर्जी पढ़ोग़े like this, you will continue to study for the rest of your 

life and not a single word will come. Reading English is not a joke क़ोई हाँसी ख़ेल , that one who 

wants to read it or not, Era- Gaira Nathu-Khaira, all become English scholars नवद्व न . Here night 

and day eyes It has to be broken and blood has to be burnt, then somewhere this knowledge comes. 

What is there, it comes to say yes. Even great scholars cannot write pure English, so far speaking. 

And I say, you are such a snail घ़ोघं , that even by looking at me, you do not take a lesson कसूर. 

 You see with your own eyes how hard I work, if you don't see it, it is the fault of your eyes, the 

fault of your intellect. There are so many fairs and spectacles, have you ever seen me going to see? 

There are cricket and hockey matches every day. I don't wander near भटकत . I always keep 

reading. Even on that too, I am lying in one grade for two-three-three years, yet how do you hope 

that you will pass by wasting time वक्त गव कर प स ह़ो र्ज ओग़े in sports like this? It takes me only 

two or three years, will you keep rotting in this level for the rest of your life? If you have lost your 
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life like this, better go home and have fun playing gulli-danda. Why do you spoil the money of 

your grandfather's hard earned money? 

 Hearing this rebuke लत ड सुनकर, I started shedding tears. What was the answer? I have 

committed the crimeअपर ध, who bears the reprimand? Bhai Saheb was perfect ननपूर्ण  in the art of 

preaching. He used to say such sounds, shoot such gnomes and arrows सूक्तक्त-ब र् that my liver 

would be broken into pieces and my courage would break. In this way, I could not find the 

strength to work hard and in that despair for a while I started thinking - "Why not go home. Why 

spoil my life by putting my hand in the work which is outside my power." I'll do it. "I wanted to be 

my own fool अपन  मुखण रहन  , but I used to get dizzy because of that hard work. But after an hour 

or two, the clouds of despair ननर श  would burst फट  and I intended इर द   to study diligently in 

the future. Quickly make a time table. How to start work without preparing a plan without making 

a map नक्श  in advance. In the time table, the items of sports and jumps would fly away उड र्ज ती 

completely. Get up at six in the morning, wash your hands, have breakfast, sit down to read. 

English from six to eight, accounting from eight to nine, history from nine to nine and a half, then 

food and school. After returning from school at half past three, half an hour rest, geography from 

four to five, grammar from five to six, half an hour walk in front of the hostel, English 

composition from six and a half to seven, then after eating translation from eight to nine, nine to 

nine Hindi till ten, miscellaneous subjects from ten to eleven, then rest. 

But making a time table is a different thing, implementingअमल करन  it is another thing. On the 

very first day his disregardअवह़ेलन  would start. That pleasant green of the field, the light gusts of 

wind, that jump of football, that gamble of kabaddi , that quickness and agility of volleyball, 

would have drawn me unknown अज्ञ त  and inevitable and I would have forgotten everything by 

going there. That murderous time table, those blindfolded books, no one remembers anyone and 

brother Saheb would have got an opportunity for advice नसीहत  and troubleफ़र्जीहत. I would run 

away from their shadow, try to stay away from their eyes, get buried in the room in such a way 

that they do not know. His eyes turned towards me and my life came out. It always seemed like a 

pointed sword hanging over the head. Yet even in the midst of death and calamity, man remains in 

the bondage of illusion and delusion, I could not despise sports even after being reprimanded and 

scolded. 

 

Quiz Time: 

 1. कथ न यक और उनक़े  भ ई क़े  बीच नकतऩे वर्ण क  अंतर थ  ? 

• 5  

• 4 

2. बड़े  भ ई कौनसी कक्ष  में  पढत़े थ़े ? 

• 7 

• 9 
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3. भ ईस हब की नरमी क  क्य  क रर् थ  ? 

• क्य़ोनंक व़े  बड़े  थ़े | 

• क्य़ोनंक व़े  द़ो ब र फ़़े ल ह़ो गए थ़े | 

 

4. ल़ेखक क़ो कौनस  नय  शौक पैद  ह़ो गय  थ  ? 

• कनकौए उड न  

• फुटबॉल ख़ेलन  

 

5. कथ नक क  मन नकसम़े  नही लगत  थ  ? 

• ख़ेल में  

• पढ ई में  

 

Part 2 [full explanation in English] 

There was an annual examination स ल न  इक्तिह न. Bhai Saheb failed and I passed and came first 

अव्वलin the rank. There was only a gap of two years between me and him. I came in my heart, let 

me take a dig at my brother, 'Where has that severe penance घ़ोर तपस्य of yours gone? Look at me, 

keep playing with fun and I am also the top in the ranks. ’ But he was  so sad and sad that I felt 

deeply sympathetic to him, and the thought of sprinkling salt on his wound felt shameful लज्ज स्पद. 

Yes, now I have some pride अनभम न in myself and my self-esteem आत्मसम्म न also increased. 

There was an annual examination. Brother failed and the writer passed and the writer came first in 

his class. Now there was only a gap of two years between the writer and brother. It came in the 

mind of the writer that he should go directly to the brother and ask where did his severe penance 

go, that is, what was the benefit फ यद   for him. To work so hard. Look at the author, he also 

enjoyed his game with fun throughout the year and also came first in his class. But Bhai Saheb was 

so sad and sad that the writer felt deeply sympathetic to him and found it very shameful 

लज्ज स्पदto make fun of him. But this made him proud of himself and his self-esteem also 

increased in him. That pride अनभम न of brother sahib did not remain on me. Freely started 

participating in sports. The heart was strong. If they hurt me again, then I will say clearly - 'Which 

arrow did you shoot by burning your blood? I have come first in the ranks while playing and 

jumping. 'Even if I did not have the courage to express this arrogance with my tongue जब न, it was 

clearly visible in my complexion that the terror आंतक of my brother was not on me. Bhai Saheb 

sensed it, his intuition was very sharp and one day when I returned at the right time of meal after 

presenting gulli-danda all the time in the morning, Bhai Saheb pulled the sword and lashed out at 

me - I see. , passed this year and came first in the ranks, so you have got your mind नदम ग, but 

brother, pride is not of big and big, what is your personality? Bhai Saheb understood that the 

younger brother was no longer afraid of him because Bhai Saheb's general intelligence सहर्ज बुक्ति 
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was very sharp. One day when the writer returned to the room after playing gulli-danda all the 

time in the morning right after lunch, brother's anger knew no bounds. Even if I came first, then 

the writer has started thinking of himself as a minded person, but Bhaijaan pride has bowed झुक  

down to the elders, so what is the existence अक्तित्व of the author now? 

You must have read the solution of Ravan in history. What message did you take from his 

character? Or just read? Merely passing the test is not a thing, the real thing is the development of 

the intellect. Understand the meaning of what you read. Ravana was the lord of the earth भूमण्डल. 

Such kings are called Chakravartis. Nowadays the expansion o f the British states has been very 

big, but they cannot be called Chakraborty. Many nations in the world do not accept British 

mastery आनधपत्य, they are completely independent स्व धीन. Ravana Chakravarti was the king. All 

the kings of the world paid him tax. Big gods used to enslave him. The gods of fire and water were 

also his slaves, but what was his end? Pride has erased his name to a trace, there is no one left to 

give him even a chullu water, and whoever wants to do bad deeds, but does not take pride, does 

not hesitate. The proud and the oppressed left both the world. He must have also read the condition 

of Satan. He too was proud that there is no more true devotee of God than him. In the end it 

happened that he was thrown from heaven to hell. . None of his clan survived to give him even a 

drink of water.  One may commit any sin, but that of pride? Commit this sin and lose everything. 

You must also have read about the fate that Satan met. He claimed that no one was a greater 

devotee of God than him.  And he ended by being expelled from Paradise and cast into hell. The 

emperor of Rome too was puffed up with pride. He died a beggar. You have passed only one class 

and your head has turned. In this way you won’t go very far. You must realize that you did not 

pass through your hard work. It was a fluke अस्थ यी. It was as if a blind man should by chance nab 

a partridge. But this can happen only once. Not again and again. Sometimes even in Gulli-danda a 

person plays a big stroke by chance, but that does not make him a great player. A great player is 

one who never misses his target. Don’t think of my failures. You will know when you come to my 

class: You will sweat between your teeth when you will have to crack the tough nuts of geometry 

and algebra. And study the History of Englistan! It is not easy to remember the names of the kings. 

There have been no less than eight Henrys. Do you think it is easy to remember whether a certain 

event took place in the reign of this or that Henry? If you mistook Henry the Eighth for Henry the 

Seventh, you would lose all the marks, absolutely. You won’t get even a zero, not even a zero! 

What do you think? There have been dozens of Jameses, dozens of Williams, and any number of 

Charleses. It is mind boggling. These wretches couldn’t think of new names. They kept on affixing 

first, second, third, fourth, fifth after the same name. If they had asked me I would have suggested 

a million 

And Geometry ज्य नमनत! God alone save you from geometry. If you wrote ACB for ABC, you 

would lose all the marks. No one cares to ask these cruel examiners as to what the difference 

between ACB and ABC is, and why they torture students for these worthless things ब़ेक र चीर्जें . 

How does it matter whether you eat dal-bhat-roti or bhat-dal-roti? But these examiners don’t care. 

They see only what is written in the books. They want students to cram everything word for word, 

and this cramming has been called education. After all what is the point of learning things that are 

without a head or feet? If you draw a perpendicular on this line, the base will be twice the 

perpendicular. How does it matter if it is four times or even one half! But since you have to pass 

the examination you have to remember this dumb thing. They ask you to write an essay on The 

Importance of Punctuality which should not be less than four pages in length. Now you open your 

notebook and hold your pen and pour your heart on this topic. Who doesn’t know that punctuality 

is a good thing? It brings discipline in your life, people begin to love you an d you progress in your 

business. How to write four pages on such a simple issue? Why waste four pages on something 

that can be said in one sentence? I call it insanity. Far from being a proper use, it is misuse 

दुरुपय़ोग करन  of time to stretch a thing too far. I think a man should say what he wants to say 
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quickly and go his way. But no, you will have to blacken four pages, whatever you may write. And 

four foolscap pages, nothing smaller!  If this is not being cruel to students, then what is? The worst 

part is you are told to be brief. Write a short essay on Punctuality in not less than four pages. Four 

pages in brief, otherwise they might have asked you to write one or two hundred pages. Run fast, 

but slowly. Isn’t that funny?  Even a child can understand, but these teachers have no sense. And 

on top of it, they proudly proclaim they are teachers. My boy, when you come to my class, you 

will have to perform these soul-grinding tasks. Don’t float in the air just because you have secured 

the first position in this class.   I might have failed many times, but I am elder than you and more 

experienced. So mark my words. Or you will regret later. 

  It was time for school, or God knows when this chain of sermons would have rounded 

off. I had lost all my taste for food. If I was being run down like this after having passed, I might 

have been made to give up my life, had I failed. The fearful image that Bhai Sahib had drawn of 

the studies in his own class had terrified me. I am surprised why I didn’t flee homewards, but even 

after all this running down I couldn’t overcome my distaste for books. I wouldn’t miss any 

opportunity for sports; I studied too, but not much. Only this much, that I should complete my 

daily tasks, to avoid any humiliation ननर दर in the class. The self-confidence खुद प़े  भऱोस  I had 

attained now disappeared, and I was obliged to live like a malefactor.   

 

Quiz Time 

1. दूसरी ब र प स ह़ोऩे पर छ़ोट़े  भ ई क़े  व्यवह र में  यह चीज द़ेखऩे क़ो नही ंनमलती | 

• घमंड 

• लज्ज  की भ वन  

 

2. बड़े  भ ईस हब प ठ क़े  रचइत  हैं  – 

• प्ऱेमचंद 

• मह द़ेवी वम ण 

Part 3 [full explanation in English] 

The annual examinations.  And it so happened that once again I got through and Bhai Sahib failed 

अनुत्तीर्ण  ह़ोन . I hadn’t worked very hard but I don’t know how I stood first again. Even I was 

surprised िंनभत ह़ोन . Bhai Sahib had worked till he was nearly dead. He had mugged मंुह बन न  

up every word in the syllabus. Till ten o’clock at night, from four o’clock in the morning, from six 

to nine-thirty before school. His face had lost its sheen, but still the poor man failed. I felt sorry for 

him. When the result was announced he broke down. I also cried. The joy of having passed was 

halved. Had I also failed, Bhai Sahib wouldn’t have grieved so much, but who can alter the course 

of destiny!  

Now Bhai Sahib was just one class ahead of me. A malicious दुभ णवन पूर्ण  thought entered my 

mind. Suppose he failed once again. Then we would be in the same class, and he would lose the 

high ground to humiliate me. But I wrenched this despicable idea out of my heart. After all, he 
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upbraids me for my own good. It may look unpalatable to me now, yet it might be that I passed 

these examinations one after the other with good marks because of his sermonizing. 

Now Bhai Sahib had softened down a lot. He restrained himself even when there were occasions to 

upbraid me. Perhaps he had himself realized that he had lost the right to upbraid me, or lost it more 

or less. I felt far freer. I now began to take an undue advantage of his lenience. I started believing 

that I would get through, whether or not I studied. My luck would always hold. Therefore I 

stopped whatever little I used to study out of fear of Bhai Sahib. I had developed a fondness for 

flying kites and most of my time was spent in this activity. But still I had a lot of respect for Bhai 

Sahib, and so used to fly kites away from his prying eyes. To ready the kite string, to balance the 

kite, to prepare for the kit-flying tournaments – all this was done surreptitiously. I didn’t want Bhai 

Sahib to even suspect that my respect for him had diminished. 

One evening, far away from the hostel, I was running like the mad to capture a free floating kite. 

My eyes were turned upwards and riveted on the air traveler that was reeling gently towards its 

downfall, like a disembodied soul अशरीरी आत्म  descending from heaven to assume a new 

identity. A whole army of boys carrying bamboo poles mounted with dry twigs was racing to grab 

it. They were all unmindful of the things around. It was as if they were flying with that kite in a 

sky that was level and open, and free from cars, trams or any kind of vehicles. 

All of a sudden I came face to face with Bhai Sahib, who was perhaps returning from the market. 

He caught hold of my hand there and then and shouted: ‘Aren’t you ashamed of running after this 

half penny-worth kite in the company of these street urchins? And you don’t seem to care that now 

you are in class eight, just one class lower than me. After all, a man should have some sense of his 

status. There was time when people would become naib tehsildars after passing class eight. I know 

many a middle-pass who are now deputy magistrates or a superintendents.  Many of them are our 

leaders, or newspaper editors. Many scholars work under them; and here you are running about in 

the company of this riff-raff to loot a kite. I am shocked at your lack of good sense. You are 

intelligent, undoubtedly so, but what use is intelligence if it destroys your self- esteem! You must 

be thinking that now being just one class higher, Bhai Sahib has no right to admonish me. But you 

are wrong. I’m five years  elder to you, and even if you come to the same class as I – and in the 

present  system of examinations it is quite possible you would be my classmate next year, and 

even ahead of me the year after – but even God cannot close the five-year gap between you and 

me. I am five years your elder, and shall always remain so. You cannot ever match my experience 

of the world and life even if you become an MA, or a D.Phil. or D Lit. One becomes wise not by 

reading books but by seeing the world. Our mother never went to school and our father perhaps.  

Quiz Time 

1. ल़ेखक क़ो भ ई स नहब की ब तें अच्छी क्य़ो ंनही ंलगती थी ? 

      (a)     क्य़ोनक ल़ेखक अव्वल दरे्ज में  प स हुआ थ  

      (b)      सभी 

 

2.    ल़ेखक क़े  नदल क़े  टुकड़े  नकस ब त पर ह़ो र्ज त़े थ़े ? 

      a)     भ ई स नहब क़े  उपद़ेश सुनऩे स़े 

      b) फ़े ल ह़ोऩे ह़ोऩे स़े 
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 3.     ल़ेखक और उसक़े  बड़े  भ ई कह ाँ रहत़े थ़े? 

        a)    छ त्र व स में  

        b) ग ाँव में  

 


