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Emerging as an extremely promising writer of fiction 
around 1975, Bharat Sasne has established himself as 

one of the most distinguished authors in contemporary 
Marathi literature. Known for his exceptionally innovative 
narrative technique that leaves enigmatic effect on his 
readers, Sasne has handled unconventional themes that 
flawlessly encapsulate social and psychological issues 
and unpredictable nature of human predicament in his 
fiction which is not only innovative but also marked by a 
distinguished voice of his own. He has successfully handled 
almost all forms of fiction: short stories, long tales and the 
novel. He has created a niche for himself in the genre of 
long tales called deerghkatha. He deals with man’s essential 
loneliness, complexities in human relationships and the 
inevitable and inescapable human destiny while emphasizing 
the significance of positive human values. In handling 
fiction, he is particularly conscious of the way he narrates 
his stories. He has a unique idiom and style of his own. His 
awareness of contemporary social, political, cultural issues 
is remarkable. He presents them with uncanny objectivism 
and a sense of detachment. He has received many awards 
for his contribution to contemporary Marathi fiction. He 
has seven short story and eight long story collections to 
his credit. He has also penned five novels and four plays in 
addition to his writing for children. His novel Two Friends: A 
perspective of the Third underlines almost all the features 
of his thematic commitment and his unique literary style. 

Reach him at bjsasne@yahoo.co.in.



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NT

Two Friends: A perspective of the third

ISBN: 978-81-940890-1-8

©Meena Sasne, 2019

English First Edition : July 2019

Bharat Sasne
204, Laxmi Enclaves,
Ganesh Khind Road,
Shivajinagar, Pune 411 016
Maharashtra
E-mail : bjsasne@yahoo.co.in

Printed & Published by :
Anand Limaye
Inking Innovations
Ground Floor
India Printing House
42, G.D. Ambekar Marg
Wadala, Mumbai 400 031
Tel: +91 22 2412 2755/56
E-mail : anand@ipworks.in

Price : ` 320/-



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NTTWO  

FRIENDS
A PERSPECTIVE  
OF THE THIRD

A Novel

Author

Bharat Sasne

Translated by

Vilas Salunke



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NT

Two Friends 5

By Bharat Sasne
Short Story

John Ani Anjiri Pakshi 1980
Lal Phoolanche Jhaad 1984
Aushyachi Chhoti Gosshta 2000
Shubhavartaman 2004
Syamantak Manyache Prakaran -  
Ed. by Dr. Mangala Athlyekar

2007

Bharat Sasne Yanchya Nivadak Katha - Ed. by Dr. Priya Jamkar 2008
Tapta Pavah-Nivadak-Bharat Sasne
- Ed. by Dr. Pradip Karnik & Chandrakant Bhonjal

2009

Band Darwaza 2014

Long Story
Camp/Babicha Dukhha 1982
Chirdaaha 1986
Aswastha - Vistirna Ratra 1990
Anratha 1998
Ratra, Kshitijavarchi Ratra 2000
Adrushta 2009
Aisa Dusta Sansar 2011
Tvacha 2013

Children Literature
Jangalatil Durcha Pravas (Novel) 1998
Chal Re Bhopalay/Handabhar Mohra (Drama) 2001
Tuntun Bedkacha Pravas (Novel) 2004
Samsher Kulupghare (Novelette) 2011
Chitrachya Choricha Rahasya-I (Novelette) 2013
Chitrachya Choricha Rahasya-II (Novelette) 2013

Plays
Maranrang 1999
Nainam Dahati Pavakaha 1999

Atank 1999

Dushchinha 2009
Swarant Ani Etar Ekankika (One-Act-Play) 2016



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NT

6 Two Friends

Novel
Door Tethe Door Tenva 2000
Sarpa 2000
Rahichya Swapnancha Ulgada 2002
Don Mitra 2004
Dushchinha Aani Chafyache Phool 2009

Translation
Dantkatha By Abdul Bismillah 2005

Meditations
Vata Aani Mukkam 2009
Satwaicha Lekh 2015

Translations of Bharat Sasne’s Literature into other Languages
Shubhavartaman, Hindi translation, Vani Prakashan 2010
Jhon Aani Anjiri Pakshi, Kannada translation, Sahityanandan
Prakashan

2012

Rahichya Swapnancha Ulgada, Hindi translation, Sakhi 
Prakashan

2017

Thakichya Lagnacha Natak, Hindi translation published in 
Samakaleen Bharatiya Sahitya, Nov December 2011 issue

2011



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NT

Two Friends 7

Awards
1986 Narhar Kurundkar Award, Aurangabad
1987 Keshavrao Kothavale Award, Pune
1988 A.V. Varty Award, Nashik
1989-90 First Prize for best story for the film Suryoday at 27th 

Maharashtra State Marathi Film Festival
1992-93 First Prize for play Rakshas Aani Chandroday by Central

Government
1998-99 Bhairu Ratan Damani Award, Solapur

B. Raghunath Award, Aurangabad
1999 Joins Indian Administrative Service
2001 Na.Si. Phadke Award, Pune
2003 Vibhavari Patil Anushtubh Award, Mumbai
2003 Maharashtra Foundation Award, New York/Mumbai
2004 Bapuraoji Deshmukh story collection Award, Wardha
2004 Madhusudan Satpalkar Award, Mumbai
2004 Balkumar Sahitya Sabha Award, Kolhapur
2004 Balkumar Sahitya Sammelan Award, Satara
2005 Yashwantrao Chavan Award, Karad
2005 Shashikalatai Agashe Smruti Balvangmaya Award, Buldhana
2006 G.N. Dandekar Mrunmayi Award, Pune
2006 Sahityasadhana Award, Maharashtra sewa Sangh, Mumbai
2010 Narhar Kurundkar Smruti Sahyitya Award, Ambajogai
2011 Retired as Collector of the Beed district, Maharashtra
2010-11 N.C. Kelkar Award at Pune Marathi Granthalaya Shatabdi 

Mahotsav
2012 Yashwantrao Chavan Sahityik va Sanskrutid Prathishthan 

Award, Jalna
2012 Dr. Anant Labhsetwar Sahity Award, America/Nagpur
2013 Presides over the 35th Marathwada Sahitya Sammelan 

held at Vasamat, Maharashtra
2014 Vikhe Patil State Level Literature Award
2015 Kakasaheb Mhaske Sahitya Bhushan Award,
2015 Ashatai Soundattikar Best Story Collection Award, Ichalkaranji

The Government of Maharashtra has Awarded 7th times 
for Various Form of Literature.



SAM
PLE

 C
O

NTE
NTABOUT THE TRANSLATOR

Vilas Salunke is a retired Professor of English and 
literary translator from Pune, Maharashtra. Generally 

he translates Marathi literature into English. He holds a 
Ph.D. on Robert Frost’s poetry. On a Cambridge University 
scholarship, he studied at Cambridge, U.K., in l993. Of 
late, he has been an active translator of Marathi poetry 
and fiction into English. He published Blooms of the Earth, 
(Writers Workshop, Kolkata, 1999) Selected Poems of 
Kusumagraj, a Dyanpeeth Award winner Marathi litterateur. 
His translation of 27 short stories of G.A. Kulkarni, a major 
writer of fiction in Marathi, in A Journey Forever: Iskilaar and 
Other Stories (2010) and Shadows in the Desert: Vidooshak 
and Other Stories (2014) (Both Leadstart Publishing, 
Mumbai) received critical attention from all quarters. He 
has recently translated SadanandDeshmukh’sBaromaas: 
Twelve Enduring Months (Popular Prakashan, Mumbai, 
2013), a regional novel of contemporary significance. The 
only major work of Marathi translation he has to his credit is 
a 500-page authoritative biography of Steve Jobs by Water 
Issacson (Diamond Publications, Pune, 2011). 

Reach him at vilasalunke@gmail.com.
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I am the third friend, of those two. There’s a slight difficulty 
here though. While narrating their story, I will have to tell 

my story as well because I’m also therein with them.  And 
along with me, you are also there because it’s going to be 
your story too. Here in lies the purpose of this narrative. 
Secondly, I have to tell it all because the two of them will 
not try to tell it themselves. Both of them have grown old 
now.  They will merely say, ‘What’s there to tell?’ They are 
of the opinion that they have thus far lived an ordinary life. 
No; they will certainly not tell it. But the story needs to be 
told and that’s where I come in!

 My role in this story is that of a narrator simply 
because I am a writer, though a small one. And I am here 
to tell the story as it happened. Although those two have 
always derided me as a writer, I continue to narrate how 
things actually happened. Isn’t it true that a story is made 
up of happenings? We obverse everyday events taking place 
and make a note of them, I mean, events like an accident or 
a divorce. But who will make a note of what happens inside 
our mind?  Nobody ever records them. That is precisely the 
reason why I am a part of this story. Owing to what happens 
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internally to the human mind, relationships are either 
formed or destroyed. They say, unlike sticks, no cracking 
sound is heard when minds break.  But why talk about it 
now? It will, of course, get into the narrative eventually.   

Now let me first introduce the two of them: Manohar 
and Kaniphnath. I’ll then introduce myself. They are friends 
for the last sixty-five years.  They are naturally quite old 
now. They have lived like any other common man; there’s 
nothing extraordinary about them. Their names might 
give you some idea as to who they are and how they must 
have lived. Manohar and his wife—referred to in the story 
as Vahini, their two sons, Makarand and Dileep and their 
only daughter Rohini are a family. Kaniphnath lives far away 
in the flower-sellers’ lane. His family includes his wife Mai 
and their children Gopal, Bala and Jaimangala. This story 
includes all of them as well.

Now allow me to introduce myself. My name matters 
not; I won’t disclose my surname either because surnames 
create confusions about caste. Manohar and Kaniphnath 
make fun of me calling me Raddiwala or a ‘wastepaper-
man.’  People often make fun of writers; they have to face 
much taunting and teasing. So that is what I am. I think 
this is enough of an introduction at this stage. The rest will 
follow slowly and naturally.  

I was at Kaniphnath’s place in the flower-sellers’ lane 
when I got the message.  He wasn’t home but had left a 
message for me that he had some urgent work with me. Boys 
from the neighbourhood were working out as usual in the 
nearby gymnasium. A strange mixed odour of flowers and 
the stink of the gutter hung in the air. As water was flowing 
in the road, two goats stood still. There was a board of the 
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Ranvir-sena at the edge displaying their news. Thoughts 
of Mahatma Phule were written on it briefly. Alongside, a 
protest was scribbled against those who raised the question, 
‘Who is this Mahatma?’  Some boys were reading the board 
while showing off their biceps. Amidst this scene, I asked,  

‘Arre, Bala! Is there anything special?’ 

‘I don’t know. But there’s a message for you to come to 
Uncle Manohar! It’s urgent!’ 

Clipping the pajama flaps around my ankles once 
again, I began to pedal towards Manohar’s house.  First I 
came across the tower with four clocks and then vegetable 
vendors. Through stray cattle roaming around and street 
walkers lazily moving about, I pushed forward to narrow 
lanes that had derived their names from different castes 
and communities inhabiting them. Arriving at the end of 
our small town, I took the usual turn to reach the Darga 
of Makaranasaheb. Just adjacent to it was the Mehtar 
community settlement. Though the community worked 
as sweepers, their houses were spotlessly clean. While 
fair looking women were chewing paan, the barking of 
dogs intruded in the Gujarati style community bhajan the 
people were singing in intense and loud voice. Their chief 
greeted me but I did not stop, just reciprocated with a smile 
as I moved on towards Manohar’s residence. There’s a big 
peepal tree in front of the house.  It is clearly noticeable 
from a distance.  As the area doesn’t have the brilliance of 
electric lights, clear moonlight spreads on and around the 
peepal tree. As I pulled back my bicycle on its stand and 
went in, I found Kaniphnath sitting inside with a grim face. 
I greeted him and looked in. I found an arrogant-looking 
man sitting next to Kaniphnath. I knew him. To be frank, 
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in a small town everyone knows everyone else. His name 
was Vamanrao. He probably didn’t know me so he naturally 
ignored me. Kaniphnath said with a groan of anguish,

‘Arre, Raddiwalya! It’s good that you have come!’  

‘What … happened?’ 

But nobody said a word.  Silence prevailed in the house. 
Manohar was nowhere to be seen. When I looked out, I 
found two Mehtar boys still peeping in curiously through the 
window, one sucking his thumb. As strong wind continued 
to blow, I heard the rustling of leaves of the peepal tree. I 
asked again,

‘What’s the problem?’

‘Nothing!’ answered Vamanrao, contempt perceptible 
in his voice. I just couldn’t follow anything. I glanced at 
Kaniphnath; he looked so pitiable, he simply kept nodding 
his neck negatively.

‘Arre, what has happened? And where’s Manohar?’

Vamanrao reacted in a strange way; he kept looking 
out of the window, picking at his teeth. The bhajan of the 
Mehtar community seemed louder now, with rustling of the 
peepal tree adding intensity to it. 

‘Manohar?’

‘He’s inside! He’s coming!’

‘Okay, then what’s the problem?’ 

Vamanrao brings out a local newspaper printing it all 
by himself on a regular basis. He calls himself a sanskruti-
rakshak because he works as a protector of culture. A dot 
of red pigment adorns his forehead. He is always cautious; 
he manages his business single-handedly. He runs an old 
printing press quite diligently. When in a grumbling mood, 
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he is ready to fight. He always pretends to be a saviour of 
religion. Though I had curiosity in my mind about his work, 
I couldn’t understand why he had come to Manohar’s 
house. In a way, Manohar is quite a simple and quiet type 
of person. Without displaying any signs of boredom, I kept 
looking at Vamanrao. It might have been disturbed him, so 
he said angrily, 

‘We are proud of the Vedas…’

‘We?’ 

‘We have given to the world epics like the Ramayana 
and the Mahabharata.’

‘Who did?’

‘We! I mean our culture.’

‘Okay, then what about it?’

‘Isn’t it our cultural heritage?’ 

I was confused because I couldn’t figure out what it had 
to do with us. He probably understood my confusion. He 
pointed his finger at Kaniphnath, as though assuming the 
posture of a famous historical figure—the ‘perfect’ judge 
Ramshatri Prabhune. 

‘He is going to arrange a lecture series in its opposition.’

‘He?’  

I said in utter disbelief. Then I looked at Kaniphnath as 
though I was observing him for the first time! I realized that 
signs of old age were clearly visible on him: his face had 
darkened, his hair turned gray and his spectacles slipped 
down on his nose. He had put on his old black coat which 
was torn at places; this became more obvious because of 
the clearly visible white thread used for stitching it. He was 
sitting down on a mat on the ground. When he saw me 
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staring at him, he kept shaking his head as though denying 
the charges. He looked terribly frightened. 

‘What lecture series? Who is going to organize it? He?’

‘Yes, he! I mean his son! … They say, he is running a 
campaign…’

‘Campaign? Who? Gopal?’  

This was all news to me. Of course, it was not clear to 
me yet. Totally surprised, I glanced at Vamanrao again.

‘This has already reached the ears of Mahamahopadhyay.’

‘Umh?’

‘As his friendship with Manoharpant is known to the 
whole world, I came to see him! Now it would be better if 
you asked him an explanation!’

Now that he had clarified the situation, he thought 
his work was over. As though he finished his business for 
which he had come, he sat staring out of the window.  I was 
a little baffled. Outside, a Gujarati-style devotional bhajan 
was being sung loudly with the accompaniment of rhythm 
created by beating two wooden pieces called chiplya. As the 
bhajan climaxed in a crescendo, there came Manohar’s son 
Makarand. Throwing an angry glance at the people in the 
room, he went in. Dogs started barking outside. The rustle 
of the peepal tree intensified. The boy in the window was 
still sucking his thumb. I said, 

‘Arre?  Does it mean Gopal is organizing the lecture 
series?’ 

‘Do you call them lectures? They are meant only for 
slander and defamation! ... They forget that the Mahabharata 
belongs to us. It all happened here in this country named 
Bharat!’
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