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Editorial

ith this , the November-December issue, The Book Review completes three

years in its tabloid incarnation and enters into the seventeenth year of

publication. Our determination to focus on the regional languages scene has
acquired a fillip through our experiment of inviting writers in various languages to guest edit
apart of our issue. The special sections on Kannada, Malayalam and now in this issue Tamil,
have succeeded in highlighting specific trends which have been discernible over the last two
decades in these languages. Malayalam and to some extent Kannada, by being rooted in the
tradition and cultural ethos of their regions and moulding themselves in the language of
modernity from that strong emotional base will be seen to demonstrate freshness, vibrancy
and meaningful creativity . Tamil, on the other hand, as aresult of the conscious efforts of the
political elite of the region to disown a socio-cultural past with a rich heritage, seems to be
floundering, and for want of sustenance with past moorings complacently spearheading
mediocrity. Literature, the true mirror of any society, will reflect the interactions, beliefs and
psychoses—political, economic and social—of its people. Focusing on what a literature ofa
region reflects, we hope will aid scholars and writers to undertake a serious study of the same.
Inaddition to a special focus on a regional language, this issue of the journal also highlights,
through the reviews in the general section, the short story in India, written by Indian writers
in English and the regional languages in original and translation. The reader would notice
that as many as six reviews of anthologies and collections of short stories by individual writers
clearly mark out this form to be the preferred medium of Indian writers by and large, much
moreso than the longer more arduous novel form. Ashort story by virtue of its shorter length,
&rips the reader’s attention almost instantly and in the hands of a master wordcraftsman/
woman, becomes a powerful medium of communication. The reviewers in this issue present
a wide range of short stories and by their critical, objective comments offer a panoramic
overview of the state-of-the-art of this literary form in India, warts and all. We aim by this
exercise in this and forthcoming issues at generating a dialogue and evolving a sizeable
critical base which will enable us to hold a seminar on the subject next year.

As has been our practice in the past we are carrying a special section on books for chil-
dren, though lack of space has precluded our publishing as elaborate a section as we had last
year.

The growing popularity of the journal, the fact that more and more reviewers want to
write for it, and most important, a large number of publishers are sending in their latest
publications for review, have made the advisory board of The Book Review conscious of the
need to make it a monthly as of January 1993. We‘propose to review books in regiongl
languages and those written for the young in every issue in addition to in-depth reviews of
books on the social sciences, humanities, arts and culture. We request our readers to make a
note of the revised subscription rates for renewal.

C.C.



f yesterday’s letters are to escape

thestale stench of dead prose, either

the writers have to be of current

interestor the literary style has
to be captivating. Jawaharlal Nehru and
Indira Gandhi have no problem with the
first test. Their prime ministerships
covered over two-thirds of free India’s
existence; and the fact that they were
father and daughter renders comparison
of their contrasting personalities
irresistible. Do these letters that passed
between them in the years before and
after Nehrubecame Prime Minister throw
light on his ways of functioning; and do
they enable us to comprehend a little
better why Mrs. Gandhi conducted herself
as she did when she, in her turn, became
head of the Indian government? The first
volume of these letters, Freedom's
Daughter, dealing with the pivotal\years
of Mrs. Gandhi’s life from 1922 to 1939,
showed Nehru seeking to give his only
child the best possible education within
the constraints imposed by his frequent
sojourns in jailand Indira not responding
very well. Butthis second, larger, volume
is more useful for assessing these two
figures so prominent in our national
history, foritstarts with Indira,asamature
adult, planning to return to India after
long years in Europe.

Her letters are published here for the
first time and give us some idea of the
kind of private person she was. Writing
from a sanatorium in Switzerland she
appears sensitive and genuine, quoting
bits of English and French poetry—even
Chaucer. She is more extrovert than her
father, and does not have his elegant dis-
tinctionin writing; but she comesthrough
asadecentand, despite herillness, cheer-
ful person. Above all, there is a deep at-
tachmenttothe father. “Itislittleenough”
she tells him at one point, “that [ can do
for you, butif my mere presence can be of
any comfort to you, it is only right that [
should be with you. And I do so want to
be. Here we are, miles away from each
other, both so lonely, and needing each
other so. It would help both of us tremen-
dously if we could see each other even
occasionally.”

What strange and mysterious
things are words! The spoken word
is powerful enough but even more
so0 is the written word, for it has
more of permanence. Image of
thoughts and impulses, of the treas-
ures of memory and stored fancies,
the prelude and foundation of ac-
tion, an idol with clear outlines or
shapeless, and yet full of the breath
of life!. . . But words have beconte
too common coin today, debased
and often counterfeit, fit emblems
of many of the human beings who
use them.

Father and Daughter

S. Gopal

TWO ALONE, TWO TOGETHER:
LETTERS BETWEEN INDIRA GANDHI AND JAWAHARLAL NEHRU, 1940-1964

Edited by Sonia Gandhi
Hodder and Stoughton, London, 1992, 676 pages + index, £ 30.00

Bythetime Indirareturned to India Nehru
was back in Dehra Dun jail and she saw
him there towards the end of April 1941.
To breathe life into the letters in this vol-
ume for the years 1941 to 1945, they have
to be read alongside Nehru’s prison
diaries published in the Selected Works of
Jawaharlal Nehru, First Series, Volumes 11
and 13. The first interview was not a
success. Indira confirmed to her father
what she had hinted to him in 1939, that
she wished to marry Feroze Gandhi.
Nehru clearly was not enthusiastic. He
asked her to think over it with an inte-
grated mind and to consult her senior
auntand other closerelatives. She seemed
to him, with all her determination and
self-reliance,immatureand perhapstend-
ingto takethingssuperficially. But Indira
declined to act on hisadvice and a film of
tension developed over the close emo-
tionalties between father and daughter.
“Weare” as Nehru philosophized earlier
in the year, “each one of us a group of
different individuals, all tied up together
with no hope of release, and sometimes
they quarrel amongst themselves and we
feel the tension and the pain.”

Nehru had, of course, no intention of
pressing his views. He accepted that the
period when it was his function to guide
herasa father had ended, that he himself
was not equipped to advise others, and
that each person must take individual
decisions on his or her own. The subse-
quent interviews in jail confirmed the
failure in communication. Neither father
nor daughter could unlock the doors of
their minds and hearts, and Nehru

doubted the usefulness of the spoken
word. Indiraalso, wegather from Nehru's
diary, wrotehiman angry, agitated letter,
which unfortunately has not been pub-
lished in this volume. But Indira, deter-
mined to have her way, was blissfully
happy. As the father sat in his cell, aging
visibly and raging within himself as to
what he had done wrong and why he
could not gain the confidence even of his
daughter, she assured him that she man-
aged to keep the right side up. “l havea
serenehappiness surging up from within,
that no one and nothing can mar or take
away from me.” As for her failure to
grasp how much she had hurt him by her
stubbornness and seeming indifference,
herbroad explanation was that one felt so
inferior in his presence that perhaps
unconsciously one resented it.
Toimproverelations, Nehru proposed
thatthey shun argument and debate, and
he thought that as a result they were
coming nearer each other. But it was not
really so. It is a pity that Nehru's letter of
9 July 1941 (Selected Works Vol.11,
pp.643-648) has not been included in this
volume, for in this letter Nehru analyzed
in detail and with honesty his whole
approach as a father. He would not, he
assured Indira again, obstruct her in fol-
lowing her own decisions about herself.
What he had sought to do was to build
her up as an integrated human being,
with herbody, mind and emotionsdevel-
oping in harmony. Then, after her educa-
tionabroad, he had hoped that she would
work with him in public life. But things
had not shaped that way. Even worse, he

LETTERS

got the feeling “that you were very far
away from me, from my thoughts, my
fancies and ideas, my hopes and dreams.
.. some things that meant a great deal to
me had little significance for you. Our
sense of values seemed to differ vastly.
That hurt. .. What pained and surprised
me was the casual way in which you were
prepared, and even eager, todiscard very
precious traditions and herikage,’ some
things that were part of my being and
which I hoped would be yours.” There
seems to have been no reply to this letter,
and at their interviews she sometimes
paid little attention to what he was say-
ing. “She makes me” he recorded sadlyin
his diary, “feel so lonely. She is so far.”

After his release in December 1941
and Indira’s marriage in March 1942 one
cause of strain was removed and father
and daughter were in greater concord.
The first years of the marriage were also
unclouded and in one telegram from Sri-
nagar in June 1942 Indira sends her fa-
ther, for the only time in this correspon-
dence, “happy love”. In August Nehru
was back in prison, this time for nearly
three years. There being no interviews,
thecontacts between father and daughter
were now dependent entirely on letters.
Indira herself took well to prison in
1942-1943, and was later content in mar-
riageand motherhood. This was reflected
in the long letters she wrote to her father.
Though occasionally she retired into her
shell, she was, on the whole, a regular
correspondent; and Nehru was pleased
because her letters seemed to be full of a
desire to come psychologically near him.
Childish prejudices and immaturity were,
he thought, fading away, and she was
looking out more and more from the
closed house that was herself and finding
anew interestand excitementin theworld.
Thetwoof them had never been sodrawn
to each other as they were now, more
friends rather than father and child. But
he was clear-sighted- enough to realize
that this might well be because they were
not physically together.

Allof Nehru’s letters before 1947 have
already been published in the Selected
Works, but they arealways worth reading
again. It is not just that he still lives on in
the Indian psyche with enormous power,
aconstant nagging thought of whatmight
havebeenand still could be. These letters
still reflect the vividness of his personal-
ity. Though writing when only in the
mood, he took much trouble over them.
‘Believing that the only way to keep nor-
mal and sane in prison was, apart from
engaging in some manual work, to livein
themind, he spent the enforced leisurein
reading widely, keeping a detailed diary,
and writing books and letters. Whatever
his reservations about the spoken word,
hetookalmosta sensual pleasurein prose-
writing. “What strange and mysterious
things are words! The spoken word is
powerful enough but even more so is the
written word, for it has more of perma-
nence. Image of thoughts and impulses,
of the treasures of memory and stored
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fancies, the prelude and foundation of
action,anidol withclearoutlines orshape-
less, and yet full of the breath of life!.
Butwords have become too common coin
today, debased and often counterfeit, fit
emblems of many of the human beings
who use them.” In his letters, with the
shadow of the censor ever haunting his
mind, he eschewed politics; but other-
wise he ranged far and wide, in history,
literature, science, philosophy and much
else, and always with a strong tinge of
introspection. A sense of verbal rhythm
and an ear open to the sound of words
ensured that he never wrote an ill-bal-
anced sentence; and the thought conveyed
gives his letters depth and nobility.
Thecorrespondence for the yearsafter
1947, when Nehru became Prime Minis-
ter, is skimpy. This is to be expected, for
father and daughter spent most of these
years together. But such letters as we
have suggest that Indira saw herself as
the eyes and ears of the Prime Minister
and was forthright in expressing her
views. She reported that Pant in Uttar
Pradesh liked to surround himself with
yes-men and that Kher was a dismal fail-
ure as high commissioner in London.
While she had little use for Deshmukh as
a person, she believed that there was
much to be said for his stand in favour of
a separate province of Maharashtra. A
letter of June 1959 lends support to the
allegation frequently made that Indira, as
President of the Congress, nudged her
father to take action against the Commu-

nist government in Kerala. But one won- |
ders whether Nehru, fond as he was of |

her, took very seriously her views on
political issues. When he once replied
that there was probably as much exag-
geration as truth in the reports she was
forwarding, her retort was scathing:
“please stop in future talking about
democracy and the freedom of the press
in India. With all our other ills let us not
also have hypocrisy.” She also passed on
to him what she said she heard everyone
saying, that there was no use bringing
anything to Nehru's notice because he
took no action to put things right. There
was even, she wrote a few years later, a
growing feeling in Congress circles that
Nehru was tending more and more to
accept, almost without question, theopin-
ions of certain persons—Morarji Desai,
Bidhan Roy, Kamaraj—and closing his
mind to other viewpoints. Such criticisms
Nehru gently and disarmingly brushed
aside. Perhaps, he replied, everyone who
was criticizing him was right; one could
only function according to one’s own
capacity. But curiously, when Indira
Gandhi became Prime Minister, the criti-
cisms of her father which she had aired
slipped out of her sight when she was
developing her own attitudes and poli-
cies. Power, unless you are Jawaharlal
Nehru, darkens the mind.

S. Gopal is Emeritus Professor of History,
Jawaharlal Nekru University, New Delhi.
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Federal Concept—The Indian Experience

T.N. Chaturvedi

FEDERALISM IN INDIA: ORIGINS AND DEVELOPMENT
Edited by Nirmal Mukarji and Balveer Arora
Vikas Publishing House, New Delhi, 1992, PP-297, Rs. 395.00

FEDERAL INDIA: A DESIGN FOR CHANGE
Edited by Rasheeduddin Khan

Vikas Publishing House, New Delhi, 1992, pp. 146, Rs. 150.00

he quest for a smooth working re-

I lationship among the constituent

parts and the centreand the diffe-

rent units is the subject of continuing
debate in political literature.

During the British rule in India, at dif-
ferent stages of the transfer of power to
the people, this question was often dis-
cussed. The different constitutional
schemes and proposals adumbrated in
official circles and those put forth by
public men and political leaders always
had this problem in mind. The oft-re-
peated question was whether a unitary or
a federal system was suited to India. Dur-
ing the last three decades prior to advent
of freedom and in the Constituent As-
sembly busy with the drafting of the
Constitution for India, this aspect as-
sumed paramount importance. The plu-
ralities of various kinds in the midst of the
age-old consciousness of civilizational
unity were recognised. At the same time
the events leading to the partition and its
aftermath had created a psychological
urge for a strong centre which could not
be ignored. The freedom movement had
allalong pleaded for the unification of the
country, the strengthening of the process
of nation-building and the development
of various regions of the country and
fulfilment of the aspirations of their
people. The founding fathers of the Con-
stitution, with their vision and insight,
worked out for us a constitutional and
political system which was expected to
take care imaginatively and sympatheti-
cally, notonly of theexisting situation but
also the emerging problems in an accom-
modative framework.

While there were muted misgivings
and even limited articulate protest at
times, by and large the indian political
and constitutional system had a hopeful
beginning. But during the last two dec-
ades or so tensions of various kinds in
different parts of the country began to
appear. Relations between the Centreand
the States came under strain. The matter
was examined by the high-powered
Administrative Reforms Commission.
The Government of Tamil Nadu set up
the Rajamannar Committee to look into
this vexed problem. Some State Govern-
ments and many experts and public men
put forth their own solutions. As it be-

cameevidentthat India was entering into
a phase where one political party would
not necessarily be in power both at the
Centre and the States, there were con-
claves of Chief Ministers to thrash out
inter-governmental issues. Many other
serious developments in certain parts of
the country underlined the need to have
an in-depth enquiry. The Union Govern-
ment established the Sarkaria Commis-
sion which went into the entire gamut of
the centre-states relationships. It is nei-
ther necessary nor possible to go into this
background in any detail. An important
development has been the setting up of
the Inter-State Council envisaged by the
Constitution. Somehow many basic is-
suesremain unresolved. The debateabout
the nature and future of Indian federal-
ism continues.

The above two volumes attempt to
make serious contributions to this ongo-
ing debate. The first one, Federalism in
India: Origin and Development edited by
Nirmal Mukarji and Balveer Arora com-
prises the papers presented at a National
Seminar on Federalism held atthe Centre
for Policy Research a few years back. The
other book, Federal India: A Design for
Change by Rasheeduddin Khan adds to
the exploration of the same area, particu-
larly from the angle of the need for reor-
ganisation or formation of smaller states
s0 as to make the system genuinely par-
ticipatory in nature for the people.

In the foreword to Federalism in India,
V.A. Pai Panandiker observes, “the cen-
tral issue before the Indian polity and
indeed Indian democracy is how to or-
ganise a system of governance which
enables effective participation ina highly
diverse and plural society”. Again, Nir-
mal Mukarji and Balveer Arora opine,
“there is growing awareness that exces-
sive centralisation and concentration of
powers in governmental structures and
political parties have distorted the demo-
cratic process, leadingto the marginalisa-
tion and alienation of substantial seg-
ments of the people. This is where feder-
alism withits inherent capacity for greater
responsiveness to local requirements
become relevant”. These observations in
a way provide the perspective to the
volume which purports to present “a
statusreporton federalismin India”. This

purpose has been achieved to a certain
degree through the cooperative effort of
various distinguished contributors who
have discussed the different facets and
documented their viewpoints.

Theeditors in their introductory piece
havetried to outlinethe basicissues, their
range and dimensions. They pointedly
draw attention to many of the deviations
and distortions which have cropped up
over the years in the working of our po-
litical system leading to the present un-
fortunatesituation of strains and tensions.
They make an observation which bears
quotation at length as it goes to the heart
of the problem, though there may be dit-
ferencesinapproach. Astheeditors state,
“the commitment to the maintenance ofa
pluralist or composite culture-based so-
ciety is the core to the endeavour to build
a united federal nation. The dialectical
interaction between this commitmentand
the will to forge or reinforce a distinctive
national identity provides the vital force
in federal nation-building. A federal pol-
ity is thus not merely certain types of
institutional structures and arrangements
relatingto theorganisation of state power.
It implies also and perhaps more impor-
tantly, a certain process having as objec-
tive the creation and maintenance of a
federal nation”. The limits of centralist
micro-management, political, financial
and developmental, have been empha-
sised. An important aspect which needs
greater thought is that “there is nothing
in the federal idea, or in the various theo-
ries of federalism, which limits its appli-
cation to two levels of government only”.
It was rather unfortunate that not only
the experiments at local government,
both urban and rural, did not succeed
overthe years for many reasonsand even
the recent move by the Union Govern-
menttointroducethethird tier of govern-
ment through constitutional amendment
was vitiated not only by bad timing but
due to the lack of genuine motivation
where effort was more to reduce the
powers of the states rather than enshrine
true local democracy.

In the first part, the articles relating to
“historical and socio-cultural roots of
federalism in India” have been grouped
together. Ashis Nandy explores the na-
ture of Indian pluralism and the chang-
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ing conceptualisation of the state in India
and makes five theoretical proposals
about his relationship for consideration.
While Ashis Banerjee provides the neces-
sary historical background to the growth
of the ideas of federalism and national-
ism, Mohit Bhattacharya attempts to
broadly analyse the thinking of the fra-
mers of the Constitution. The linguistic
panaroma and how it impinges on the
working of the constitutional system has
been brought out by Sumi Krishna. K.A.
Ramasubramaniam gives a penetrating
though brief survey of the essential fea-
tures of our federal system in a historical
background.

The second part consisting of five
contributions is devoted to the discus-
sion of institutions and processes of fed-
eral democracy. T.C.A. Srinivasavardan,
with his administrative experience and
insight gives a thoughtful survey of the
pluralistic problems which even today
confront the nation and which merit at-
tention of administratorsand policymak-
ers. AliceJacobdiscusses theinstitutional
dimensions of inter-governmental coop-
eration and their possibilities. There is
informative presentation of the economic
aspectsof federalismin the country which
have agitated the mind of the people
almost from the very inception and con-
tinue to be the bone of contention be-
tween the Centreand the States. K. Saigal
discusses the relevance of federal ap-
proach in the context of the North East—
an area beset with problems and about
which much more is yet to be known.
George Mathew explores the much de-
bated question of the extension of the
federal principle in local government
which has now become a matter of great
concern because of the growing indiffer-.
ence or alienation of the people from the
political and developmental processes at
the grassroots level of the federal democ-
racy.

Besides furnishing a historical narra-

tiveabout the emergenceof federal issues
til1 1990, the editors providea succintand
thought-provoking summing up in the
light of the contributions as well as their
perceptions about what they havetermed
“restructuring federal democcracy”,
wherein they stress the strong roots of
federalism amidst many vicissitudes and
its flexibility and resilience. The volume
will be welcome to policymakers and
public men interested in resolving the
pending issues of “the management of
diversities” without perpetuating them
as antagonistic forces but in recognising
their identity and possibilities for the
development of the federal polity.
Rasheeduddin Khan's slim volume
carries the debate further. As the author
in the prologue of the book puts it: Federal
India: A Design for Changeis a manifesto to
build public opinion for a basic transfor-
mation of the polity in the world’s largest
participatory democracy, which is also
one of the most ancient traditional socie-
ties. But one should not getaway with the
idea that it is only an attempt at political
pamphleteering. [tisanexceedingly well-
documented presentation in a historical
and comparative perspective and merits
consideration though one may not find
oneself in agreement always with his
diagnosis or prescriptions. His enthusi-
asm throughout is matched with pains-
taking presentation of factual and statis-
ticalanalysis. Afterabrief reference to the
global context of federalism, he analyses
the socio-cultural dimensions and diver-
sities and points out that India’s plural-
federal personality can be perceived and
analysed through a multidisciplinary
survey. In fact some of the appendices
serve this purpose. “In global terms”, as
the author says, “it is instructive to re-
member that almost half, i.e., 12 of the
States in India are bigger in population
and larger in territory compared to about
100 sovereign states of the world”. He
lists certain “contradictions and para-

doxes” e.g. “a communal socicty and a
secular state” or “a decolonised state
with strong segments exihibiting colo-
nial situations”. Again, after indicating
briefly the characteristics of political fed-
eralism in India, he refers to tensions,
conflicts and violence.

Rasheeduddin Khan goes on to men-
tion the pattern of federal national-buiid-
ing and in our context emphasises the
need for clarity of political intentior,
policy direction ar< requisite construc-
tive action. According to him, India is a
muiti-regional federation, as the United
Statesisa multi-ethnic federationor Soviet
Union wasa multi-nationality federation.
After listing about fifteen positive fea-
tures of our political system,he suggests
four measures as “vital for changing the
presentcentralised federationintoacoop-
erativeand constructive federal polity in
India”. They are (i) territorial reorganisa-
tion of states on thecriterion of providing
to the states “maximum homogeneity
within and maximum identity”, (ii)
greater autonomy to states through
constitutional amendment, (jii) activisa-
tion of panchayati raj and nagar palika
system, and, (iv) building a new federal-
national consensus to achieve the first
three. The subsequent chapters are de-
voted to elaborating the same.

Intheepilogue, hecategorically asserts,
“India is nota nation, in the conventional
sense. India is a Federal-Nation. This
distinction is vital, and the very essence
of our plural existence. The implications
of being a Federal-Nation should be
clearly understood in theory and worked
out in policy thrust in practice”. This is
rather a controversial generalisation
which may not find wider acceptance.
While there may not be many differences
with his suggestions about recasting of
centre-states relations or activisation of
localdemocracy, hisapproach and analy-
sis and advocacy of radical territorial
reorganisation are apt to generate a host
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of other issues as his basic assumptions
are not commonly accepted, besides the
question of overloading tiny states with
needless political and administrative in-
frastructure. His pleafora fresh reorgani-
sation of states is not disputed. Many
shades of political opinion have veered
round to the need for small but viable
states. But his logic of sub-culturalgroups
and the need for their political expression
through states may not be always pos-
sible. It is not that in India no nationai
consciousness of any kind unifying the
people existed prior to the emergence of
the modern state. In our exuberance for
rightful recognition of diversities and
pluralities, it will be dangerous to pro-
mote the psychology of separatism and
the concept of nationalism as a mechanis-
tic one.

A new look at the reorganisation of
states and the need to restore therequisite
balance between the centre and the states
is certainly called for. Unfortunately the
national consensus has yet to evolve on
theseissues and they have to be looked at
as a national imperative transcending
party and political considerations. This is
not so because of what happened in the
Soviet Union or what is happening in
Yugoslavia but because we have our
specific problems which haveto besolved
urgently in the light of our historical
experienceand theidealsand aspirations
of our freedom struggle. The recent Na-
tional Seminar at the India International
Centre sponsored by a number of institu-
tions and organisations was a commend-
able venture with a view to evolve a
broad consensus aboutthe need and areas
as well as alternatives for constitutional
reforms.

T.N. Chaturvedi is the former Auditor and
Comptroller General of India and is presently
a Member of the Lok Sabha.

he first of the two books under re-

view is a publication in book form

of a special issue of the Indian Bar
Review. It contains 18 articles covering
more than half of the 455 pages of the
ook, the rest being accounted for largely
by extensive extracts from the Mandal
Commission’s Report. It appears from
the acknowledgements that the collec-
tionincludes some new materialand some
reproduction of material already pub-
lished, but there is no clear indication of
source and date in each case. The tone of
the ‘Editorial’ and the ‘Chairman’s Page’
detracts somewhat from the objectivity of
the publication but in fairness it must be
stated that both supporters and oppo-
nentsof reservationare to be found among
the contributors. However, the claim
made in the subtitle of the book that it is
a’legal and sociological study of theMan-

Justice, Affirmative Action and Caste

Ramaswamy R. Iyer

RESERVATION CRISIS IN INDIA: LEGAL AND SOCIOLOGICAL STUDY
OF THE MANDAL COMMISSION REPORT

Edited by Vinay Chandra Misra
The Bar Council of India Trust, 1991, pp xix + 205-660, Rs 150.00

IN THE MIRROR OF MANDAL: SOCIAL JUSTICE, CASTE, CLASS
AND THE INDIVIDUAL

By Hiranmay Karlekar
Ajanta Publications, Delhi, 1992, pp. x + 194, Rs. 150.00

dal Commission Report’ cannot really be
sustained. What we have here is not a
book, much less a study, but an unorgan-
ized and unstructured collection of pieces;
indeed, it is a motley collection.

Quitea few of the ‘articles’ are fugitive
pieces whichdid notdeserve permanence;
they should have been allowed to lie
buried in the old newspapers in which
they had appeared. The contributions of
Nani Palkhiwala, Ram Jethmalani and
Swapan Das Gupta fallinto this category.
One should perhaps add Arun Shourie’s
article to that list, but despite its charac-
teristicabrasivenessand shrillnessoftone,
it is not without force in its persistent
questioning. The Indian Medical Asso-
ciation’s point of view, as put forward by
Dr N.K. Grover, has no special claim on
our attention and need not have been
included. Even justice Khanna, for whom
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one has some respect, disappoints. By
using expressions suchas ‘sub-standard’,
‘merit’, ‘mediocrity’ and ‘second-rate’, he
begs the important questions involved
This is the kind of ‘meritarian” argument
which lends itself readily to summary
dismissal, or invites heavy sarcasm from
some supporters of reservations. How-
ever, one must take note of the concern
and distress that comes through in his
article.

B.N. Sharma and R.K. Mahajan, in a
slapdash paper, make some fairly famil-
iarcriticisms of the Mandal Report;advo-
cate “reasonable moderate benefits on
rational economic criteria” rather than
“extreme reservations” (whatever those
expressions mean); and recommend the
appointment of another Backward Classes
Commission for identifying OBCs.

There are three contributions by Par-
manand Singh whose name figures on
the cover of the book (as ‘expert adviser’)
along with that of the editor. The first, a
general historical and thematicoverview,
is not without value. The brief résumé of
Judicial pronouncements is particularly
useful; the discussion of different criteria
for determining backwardness can also
serve as a convenient checklist. His two
other papersare historical; onedeals with
the question of who the backward classes
are, traces the history of the term and
refers to the discussions in the Constitu-
ent Assembly on the subject; the other
narrates the history of the Kalelkar
Commission at the Centre and gives a
brief account of the Commissions set up
by the State Governments. There is much
useful material in Parmanand Singh’s
contributions, but it cannot be said that
they contain any profound conceptual
analysis. Moreover, some of the ground
covered in his articles is also partly cov-
ered in other papers, such as the two
useful articles on the history of policies
towards backward classes in Karnataka
by Thimmaiah and Jai Govind.

L.P.Singh’sarticle, forallits quiettone
and preference for understatement, is
pretty damaging to the Mandal Commis-
sion. It raises grave doubts about the
nature of the data used and the kind of
calculations made by the Commission,
makes wry comments about the logic of
some of the observations and arguments
of the Commission and questions the
proposition that the composition of the
bureaucracy must reflect the political
power-structure. After those unanswer-
able criticisms, the article somewhat
unexpectedly recommends the resump-
ton of caste-enumeration on the ground
that since caste is in any case likely to
continue to dominate public affairs and
important policies are being framed with
reference to caste, the necessary data
should beavailable. One can see the point
of the argument but it seems to be a
counsel of despair.

The contributions by three distin-
guished sociologists, Beteille, Roy Bur-
man and Srinivasare articles reproduced
from newspapers and not scholarly pa-

pers, but they deserve careful reading.
Srinivas draws attention to the danger of
emergence of a vested interest in back-
wardness, suggests the adoption of ob-
jective criteria applicable to individuals
and not castes or other hereditary groups
and points out that caste is terribly divi-
sive. Roy Burman seems somewhat
ambivalent. Some preliminaries of a
doctrinal nature lead to criticisms of the
Mandal Commission for exceeding its
terms of reference, relying on dubious
data and deviating from the framework
given by the Expert Team (of which Roy
Burmanand Srinivas were members). The
sociological issues are listed, and the
problematic nature of these issues is
pointed out. The article concludes with a
reference to Gandhi, and to “real demo-
cratic decentralisation”. The thought is
notentirely clear and oneis not quite sure
precisely where the article leads us, but
what comes through is a troubled mind
which is groping for answers. Beteille’s
brief piece is a very valuable contribu-
tion. The important ideas in this article
are: a distinction between schemes di-
rected towards social and economicequal-
ity and schemes directed towards main-
taining a balance of power and the cate-
gorisation of reservations for OBCs as
being of the latter kind; a distinction be-
tween SC/ST and OBCs; and a caution
against the introduction of the principle
of balanced representation of castes in
public institutions.

Itis difficult to know what to make of
the brief article by Upendra Baxi. He
begins by asking why the Mandal Com-
mission’s Report was cold-storaged for
so long; he deplores that the Union of
India decided not to adopt any policy
measures for backward classes for four
decades after Independence. At the same
time he makes what appears to be a
sympathetic reference to ‘youth protests’,
cautions against reservations based en-
tirely on caste and the tendencies of po-
litical power to use backwardness for
narrow political ends, and calls for a rec-
ognition that state policy should combat
rather than celebrate caste. He draws
attentionto theseveralrecommendations
of the Mandal Commission other than
those relating to job reservations, and
stresses the need to attack backwardness
at the roots. However, it is not entirely
clear whether heapproves ordisapproves
of the reservation orders which led to all
the trouble. In the end, what we are left
with is a call for ‘a lot of thinking’ and ‘a
national dialogue’.

Professor M.P. Singh'’s article on the
jurisprudential foundation of reservations
(the second in the book) is one of the
longer papers in the collection and is
clearly offered as an important theoreti-
cal and scholarly contribution. Unfortu-
nately it is marred by evident prejudice
and bias from the start. In the very first
paragraphSinghsaysthat “advancedand
privileged sections of the society
precluded from the benefit of reserva-
tions . ... under the garb of challenging

the implementational aspects started
questioning the constitutional policy it-
self, as a result of which the country had
to face violent and widespread demon-
strations”; and again that “momentum
against the constitutional policy appears
tobe gathering strength day by day under
different pretexts.” Naturally advanced
sections are by definition precluded from
reservations meant for backward classes;
and naturally too, opposition to reserva-
tions will come only from those who are
precluded from their scope. Does it fol-
low that such opposition is unsound and
mala fide? Secondly, isit obvious that res-
ervations for OBCs (asdistinguished from
Scheduled Castes and Tribes) s in pursu-
ance of a constitutional policy? There is
surely some difference of opinion on this
question. Thirdly, what basis does Singh
have for attributing dishonesty to the
opponents of reservations for OBC'’s
through the use of words such as ‘garb’
and ‘pretexts’? Lastly wasthe widespread
violencearesponse(however deplorable)
to the government’s order announcing
reservations for OBCs, or was it the result
of some people questioning constitutional
policy”?

After that kind of preamble, one does
not expect any objective examination or
analysis; and one does not find any. For
instance, Singh refers to the meritarian
principle of distribution according to
which social goods should be allotted on
the basis of merit and proceeds to chal-
lenge this; but are jobs in the government
and in public enterprises ‘social goods’ to
be ‘allotted’ or functions to be performed?
If they are functional positions, should
not the selection of persons be based pri-
marily on tke criterion of ability to per-
form those functions well? Does not the
application of any other criterion (such as
caste) necessarily imply a departure from
the primary criterion of functional suita-
bility? One may well argue that such a
departure is warranted in the interest of
social justice; but todeny that thereis any
problem here at all or to imply that the
merit argument is a bogus one is to show
that one is blinded by prejudice. (An at-
tempt at a careful disentangling of the
issues involved in this merit/efficiency
debate was madeby the present reviewer
in an article in the Economic and Political
Weekly of 2-9 March 1991).

Singh argues that what constitutes
‘merit’ in a given case depends on the
social needs that are to be met. No one
will question that general proposition,
but the arguments through which he
arrives at that proposition and the illus-
trations that he uses are extraordinarily
muddled. Without going into those con-
fusions in detail let us merely note that if
merit varies with the variance in social
needs, what wehavetodoina given case
istodefinethekind of merit thatis needed
in that case; a reservation of posts for
particular castes is not a redefinition of
needs in this sense. Similarly, if the pres-
ent tests and procedures for selection do
notensuremeritand efficiency, then they
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must be improved or drastically over-
hauled; the reservation of posts for some
groups willin no way improve those tests
and procedures.

Singh’s article is not really about the
Mandal Commission’s Report; it is a la-
boured defenceof ‘affirmative action’ and
of whatit calls ‘constitutional policy’. It is
not possible within the compass of this
review to enter into a detailed discussion
of Singh’s paper. What has been said
above should be adequate to give an
indication of its quality.

Thus, despite some valuable historical
information, a résumé of judicial pro-
nouncements and a few perceptive ar-
ticles, this bulky compilation does not
leave us much wiser on the crucial issues.
Many of these were in fact discussed in
somedetail in several articles in The Hindu,
The Economic Times, Economic and Political
Weekly and elsewhere in 1990 and 1991. It
issurprisingthat theeditorand his expert
adviser chose to ignore all those and to
include quite a few indifferent pieces.

It is a relief to turn to Hiranmay Kar-
lekar’s book. It is a sustained effort at
careful thoughtabout theissuesinvolved.
As a preliminary to an evaluation of the
Mandal Commission’s recommendations,
Karlekar undertakes an examination of
the concept of social justice. His brief
accountof thethought of several thinkers
culminates in an exposition of John
Rawls’s theories, followed by a reference
to Amartya Sen’s ideas on entitiements.
Heargues that Rawis’s principles (modi-
fied by elements from Sen) havean appli-
cation to this country, and that they can
be used to judge the Mandal Commis-
sion’srecommendations. He comes to the
conclusion that those recommendations
will in no way further social justice. He
undertakes a lengthy examination of the
political motives behind the V.P. Singh
government’s announcement of reserva-
tions for OBCs. He fears that reservations
will have a serious adverse effect on the
economy and that the social tensions
resulting from this will be all the more
violent and divisive as job reservations
on caste basis will further sharpen caste
antagonisms, and heighten the aware-
ness of caste. He examines at length
whether caste can be equated with class,
and in this process goes into theories of
classes, the genesis of caste, the relation-
ship between caste and race, and so on.
That examination leads him to the con-
clusion that any attempts to deliver social
justice must be based on the individual
and not collectivities like caste or class.
Hefeels thatanew Commission will have
to be appointed to draw up a new list of 5
OBCs and poor upper caste elements,
keeping out all rich and dominant OBCs
and upper castes from the scope of af-
firmative action. He observes that there is
much moretosocial justice than job reser-
vations whose value is subject to debate,
and that the percentage of reservations
must be kept to the absolute minimum
compatible with the requirement of so-
cial justice.
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This is an immensely useful book, an
important contribution to the study of a
difficult subject. That judgement is inde-
pendent of the fact that the present re-
viewer is in substantial agreement with
many of the operative conclusions and
recommendations in the book.

Nevertheless some dissatisfactions
remain. Having criticised the first book
for lack of analysis one does not want to
appear to find fault with the second for
too much of it; but it does seem rather
strange that in a book of 183 pages on the
Mandal Commission’s Report the author
gets to that Report only on p. 72. The
examination of the concept of social jus-
tice which takes up most of the first 71
pages is well written and makes interest-
ingreading, but it falls between toostools.
As an account of theories of social justice
itis (and is bound to be) sketchy;a proper
treatment of such an important and
complex subject would requirea separate
book. On the other hand, as a theoretical
preparation for an examination of the
Mandal Commssion’s Report it seems a
bit excessive. Besides, affirmative action
or compensatory discrimination (what-
ever we wish to call it) in favour of the
disadvantaged sections of our society is
not such a strange proposition that it
requires quite so elaborate a theoretical
justification. That preferential treatment
for some may be necessary in order toen-
sure equality in a larger sense is fairly

evident; what is not evident is the form
that compensatory discriminationshould
take. Similarly, the points whichacriticof
the Mandal Commission’s recommenda-
tions and the V.P. Singh government’s
reservation orders based on them would
liketo make are fairly clear; they need not
berecapitulated hereasthey willbefound
scattered throughout thetwo books under
review. Those points can be made quite
independently of the Rawlsian principles.
One is not arguing against a theoretical
framework; one is merely saying that a
longish essay on social justice (and yet
not long enough to do full justice to the
subject) seems rather disproportionate as
a preliminary to an examination of the
Mandal Commission’s Report. The sec-
tions on the theory of classes (pp. 135-143)
the genesis of caste (pp. 147-154) and
some comparable arrangements in other
civilisations (pp. 154-159) are also open
to a similar comment.

Asregards the chapter on the motives
of the V.P. Singh government in making
a sudden announcement regarding res-
ervations for OBCs, it could well have
been omitted; it really has no place in
such a serious study. Quite regardless of
whatled V.P.Singhtodowhat hedid, the
question is whether the reservation order
is justifiable as a measure of social justice,
and whether it has any adverse implica-
tions for society;and the book does inany
caseaddress that question. A pruning on

the lines suggested would have enabled
the author to devote more space to a
comprehensive examination of the di-
verse issues involved in this difficultand
contentious subject. Most of the issues do
find amention in the book, but quitea few
of them are important and complex
enough to warrant being dealt with in
extenso in separate chapters.

Secondly, for the purpose of dealing
with the problems and sicknesses of this
society, do we really need to trace the
evolution of the nation-state in Europe,
the emergence of the ideas of liberty,
equality and distributive justice and the
history of western thinking on these
themes from Aristotle onwards, finally
arrive at John Rawls, argue that Rawls’s
principles have an application to India
and then proceed to apply those ideas to
the issues relating to the Mandal Com-
mission? At the risk of sounding chau-
vinistic one has to ask whether the un-
stated implication is that justice, in par-
ticular social justice, is a western concept,
and that Indian thought (and the concept
of dharma) is not concerned withit. If that
implication was not intended, one would
have expected some inquiry into Indian
ideas on the subject of social justice, even
if the author finds it necessary to repudi-
ate some of them (such as parts of
Manusmriti). Inany case, in our own time
there have been extensive discussions on

equality and on special measures for

SQCIAL JUSTICE

socially and educationally backward
classes during the deliberations of the
Constituent Ass=mbly. The book cites
several articles of the Constitution but
makes no reference to the Constituent
Assembly debates. Ambedkar is not
mentioned in thebook and there are only
threeincidental referencesto Nehrunone
of which relates to his views on reserva-
tions. Even more surprising is the ab-
sence of any reference to Gandhi who
agonised over untouchability, sorrowed
with the poor, and provided to the world
his famous ‘talisman’; and who neverthe-
less supported the varnashrama system
and opposed Ambedkar on separateelec-
torates. (The author has answered a
somewhat similar point madeby another
and less sympathetic reviewer; but the
point remains). The author should also
surely have specifically taken note of at
least some of the numerous writings on
the subject which appeared in the news-
papers and journals following the wide-
spread occurrenceofdisturbancesin1990.

Having said that, the reviewer would
like to close by observing once again that
this book represents an earnest, passion-
ateand scholarly attempt to grapple with
theissues posed by reservations for OBCs,
and is a most valuable addition to the
literature on the subject.

Ramaswamy R. Iyer, isavisiting Professor
at the Centre for Policy Research, New Delhi.
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y embarking on industrialisation
strategies since the fifties, many
developing countries, which were
mainly exporters of primary commodi-
ties, have succeeded in significantly
changing the pattern of their exports in
favour of manufactures over the years.
Whereas the traditional destination of
theexportsof primary commodities from
the developing countries (earlier called
the Less Developed Countries or the
LDSs), for obvious reasons, was the mar-
kets of the developed countries, the de-
veloping countries now export manufac-
tured products not only to the developed
countries butalsoincreasingly to theother
developing countries. Intra-developing
countries trade in manufactures, being a
relatively new phenomenon, has of late
attracted the attention of trade theorists
and theanalysts of development econom-
ics as well as the experts at the United
Nations Conference on Trade and Devel-
opment (UNCTAD) which serves the
cause of its principal members, namely
the group of developing countries.

The importance of ex-
panding South-South Trade,
especially in manufactures
has recently been recognised
as being mutually beneficial
particularly when the con-
tinuing recession in the de-
veloped countries has con-
strained the growth of ex-
perts from the developing
countries to the developed
countries. The developing

The importance of
expanding South-
South Trade, espe-
cially in manufac-
tures has recently
been recognised as

being mutually
beneficial particu-
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Edited by Hans Linnemann

Sage Publications India Pvt. Ltd.,
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operational thisagreement is heralded as
a major hopeful sign of the increased
determination on the part of the develop-
ing countries to strengthen economic co-
operationamong themselves soastocope
with the dynamic changes in the worid
trading environment of the 80’s (and now
even more radical changes of the 90's).
The present study by Hars Linnemann
and his co-contributors, edited by the
former, reports the findings of a prestig-
ious research project at the Free Univer-
sity, Amsterdam. This project was under-

taken under the Indo-Dutch Programme |

on Alternatives in Development (IDPAD)
cosponsored by the Indian Council of
Social Science Research (ICSSR), New
Delhi and the Dutch Institute of Social
Science Research in Developing Coun-
tries (IMWQO) at the Hague.

The volume contains eight chapters.
Inhisintroduction, pointing to the slower
pace of economists in theorizing and
empirically analysing thecosts and bene-
fits of increasing South-South (intra-de-
veloping countries) trade in manufac-
tures, the editor notes that
the “Third World politi-
cians” (and their bureau-
crats) have “made a step
forward” (p.14) in April
1988 by agreeing on GSTP,
which the UNCTAD has
labelled a historicevent for
thethird world. According
totheeditor, thebook com-
prising seven contribu-
tions, analyses the eco-

countries tooka major initia-  larly when thecon- nomic and non-economic
tive in 1988 under the aus- tinuingrecession in  casefor preferentiallower-
picesof UNCTAD by success- the develoned ingoftradebarriersamong
fully concluding an Agree- . e thedeveloping countries so
ment on 2 Global System of ~ COuntries has con-  astostimulate South-South
Trade Preferences (GSTP) stminedthegrowth trade in manufactures.

among themselves. Even
though the GSTPis still in the
process of ratification by the
minimum 15 participating
countries to become fully

of exports from the
developing coun-
tries to the devel-
oped countries.

These conaibutions focus
on the empirical measure-
ment of the existing and
planned reduction in Trade
Control Measures especially

by the reduction of tariffs on trade in
manufactures among the developing
countries as envisaged under the GSTP.
Chapter two by Pitou van Dijck is
entitled Preferential Trade Among De-
veloping Countries: Objectives and feasi-
bility”. The author candidly admits that
the “GSTP is presently still in its infancy.
--In fact, it is not quite clear yet what the
coverage and extent of the concessions
will be. . . . For that reason, it is not
possible to make a detailed and realistic
assessment of its viability”.
He surveys the theoretical
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GSTP is even stronger in the 1990s when
world trade is being increasingly con-
ducted through regional trading blocs.

Chapter four by Pitou van Dijck and
Ms Els Hoogteijling provides anin-depth
analysis of what the authors call the
“Syndrome of Protectionism”. They trace
the efforts of vested interests in perpetu-
ating this syndrome in the developing
countries. They study this phenomenon
by using sophisticated methodology of
factor analysis. They base their analysis
on eleven influencing variables and fi-
nally choose the three most influential
variables based on 1980 data for 46 devel-
oping countries. By using varimax ro-
tated factor mix, they classify these coun-
tries by factor scores on three preferred
influencing variables. The authors are
conscious of the limitations of their so-
phisticated analysis for inferring the de-,
terminants of a country’s capacity to lib-
eralise. They correctly point out that the
“process of policy makingis complexand
decisions are not based solely on macro-
economic criteria . . . . yet, (economic)
factors arelikely to remain quite relevant
for the understanding of the negotiation
processsurrounding the GSTPimplemen-
tation”. (p. 109).

Harmen Verbruggen analyses the
‘Patterns of South-South Trade in Manu-
factures.” This includes a study of the
composition as well as direction of such
trade for six selected years covering the
period 1970 to 1987. Special attention is
paid to the trade in capital goods (ma-

chinery and transport

literature on the rationale of
protectionism and the case
for and against regional
preferential tradeamong the
developing countries. He
concludesthat the “creation
of a new trading system
among developing coun-
tries such as the GSTPis not
to be hailed without reser-
vations”.

In the chapter entitled
Towards a Global System
of Trade Preferencesamong
Developing Countries’,
Pitou van Dijck examines
the institutional problems
involved in the establish-
ment of a global preferen-
tialtrade system among the
developing countries in
some detail so as to be con-

The authors make a
distinctive contribu-
tionby estimating the
effects on bilateral
trade in manufac-
tures for a sample of
sixty  Developed
Country and Devel-
oping Country ex-
porters and thirty-
nine  Developing
Country importers
using a gravitymodel
with varying degrees
of importtariffreduc-
tions as a special ex-
planatory variable.

equipment) whichisseen
as the potentially most
dynamic and beneficial
sector promoting theeco-
nomic growth of the de-
veloping countries. The
authordiscovers the con-
centration of production
and exports of capital
goods by developing
countries among the few
New Industrializing
Countries to other devel-
oping countries.
Chapter six, also by
Harmen Verbruggen
provides detailed exami-
nation of the ‘Structure of
Protection and South-
South Trade in Manufac-
tures” with special refer-
ence to the capital goods

sistent with the framework set up by the
General Agreement on Tariffs and Trade
(GATT). He concludes that the 1980s are
“not very propitious for most developing
countries to engage themselves in a
worldwide mutual co-operation scheme”
(p-72). UNCTAD clearly does not agree
with this view. Despite the difficult inter-
national economic environment of the
1980s due to continuing recession in the

| developed world and the weaker bar-

gaining position of the economic crisis-
ridden developing countries, the case for

sector. He shows up his
bias by classifying the import-substitu-
tion strategy adopted by the developing
countries as “principally offensive by
nature, in the sense that it is directed
towards the creation of an industrial
sector” (p. 147). Despite his qualifying
remarks that this “is not to say that no
defensive forces are present in the pro-
tected import-substitution sectors in
developin, gcountriestoday” (p.147), there
willbe few takers for his above cited view
in the developing countries.
Cees van Beers and Hans Linneman
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provide further empirical examination of 1‘
the ‘Commodity Compositionof Tradein |
Manufactures and South-South Trade
Potential’. The authors measure the de-
gree of commodity correspondence be-
tween exports of a country and the im-
ports of another country. They employ
two technical measures labelled 'COS’
measure (originally developed by Linne-
man in 1966) and the ‘EIS’ measure pat-
terned after the work by Finger and Kre-
inin (1979). They also use gravity model
and develop and measure an ‘Index of
Relative Trade Potential’ (TPD) in manu-
factured products among 34 selected
developing countries (including India)
based on 1980 data. They caution the
readersregarding limitations of their met-
hodology for drawing policy inferences.

The last chapter by Hans Linnemann
and Harmen Verbruggen provides their
estimates of “GSTP Tariff Reduction and
Its Effects on South-South Trade Flows'.
The authors assume (which is a big as-
sumption) that thetarifflevels are “repre-
sentative of the total level of protection
through Trade Control Measures” (p.201).
The authors make a distinctive contribu-
tion by estimating the effects on bilateral
trade in manufactures for a sample of
sixty Developed Country and Develop-
ing Country exporters and tkirty-nine
Developing Country importers using a
gravity model with varying degrees of
import tariff reductions as a special ex-
planatory variatle. Theauthorsconclude
that the short term effects of a GSTP
lowering import tariff are modest: a “20
per cent linear tariff cut leading to an
expansion of 5.5. per cent in trade in
manufactures between the LDCs, and a
substantial tariff cut of 50 per cent leading
to a trade expansion of 15 per cent” (p.
213). The long term effects are compara-
tively betterin this respect “with expected
increases in intra-LDC trade in manufac-
tures of 14 per cent (20 per cent tariff cut)
and 42 per cent (50 per cent tariff cut)
respectively”. (p. 213). The authors add
due words of caution regarding the use of
these numerical findings for reliable fore-
casts and emphasize the need for more
research particularly for estimating the
“dynamic” effects of the GSTP on intra-
country exports of manufactures among
the developing countries.

Despite the limitations of the research
exercises undertaken by the researchers
pointed out by the authors themselves
and despite the use of old data (1980 as
the reference year) in major calculations
and other weaknesses pointed out earlier
in this review, this book stands out as a
pioneering analytical and empirical work
on the subject of the GSTP and its impli-
cations for the expansion of intra-devel-
oping country exports of manufactures
including capital goods. Future research-
ers and policy makers will benefit from
this useful addition to the scanty litera-
ture on the subject of GSTP.

Dr Charan Wadhvais Research Professor at
the Cenire for Policy Research, New Delhi.

LIVING ON
BORROWED TIME

Narayani Gupta

THIS FISSURED LAND : AN ECOLOGICAL HISTORY OF INDIA
By Madhav Gadgil and Ramachandra Guha

Oxford University Press, Delhi, 1992, pp xiv + 274, (Tables Ilustrations,
Bibliography, Index), Rs. 290.00

undreds of people marched up to
H the Rio Summit, and all of them

marched down again, with port-
folios bulging with plans and plati-
tudes. .. back to where the Rio Yamuna is
flowing, carrying along with it the efflu-
ents from countless factories. And in
Madhya Pradesh and in many other
pradeshes, countless trees are cut down
daily. The greed of the few continues to
trample on the needs of the many.

One of the ways in which the state of
things canbe corrected, and ‘modernism’
tempered with equity, is simply by dis-
seminating moreinformationin language
which canbeeasily understood. Thisbook
is a breath of fresh air in Delhi’s polluted
atmosphere—easy, engrossing reading,
which will appeal to a wide range of
anglophone readers (translation into In-
dian languages is recommended). It
should be particularly usefui for students
of history whose courses are flawed by
the mechanical persistence of “perio-
dised” study, and simplistic stereotypes
(Hindus/Muslims, upper classes/the
masses)and who concentrateon the Great
Traditions and the high points of history
and not on the marginalised groups. This
book, by highlighting someof ourendur-
ing traditions, shows that concern for the
environment is not a fad of the 1980s but
something with a long history. It is our
privilege that the groups who are the
bearers of this have not been steamrol-
lered flat by rampant industrialisation.
Their skills and their belief systems can
be understood not only from old ethno-
graphic studies, museums and cultural
‘festivals’, but from actual observation.
Thededication—to Verrier Elvin, anthro-
pologist, Iravati Karve, sociologist, D.D.
Kosambi, scientist and historian, and
Radhakamal Mukherjee, economic his-
torian, reminds us of our debt to these
remarkable scholars of an earlier genera-
tion who were able to observe, empathise
withand communicate some of thefinest
traditions of our peoples. The study of
human ecologyinIndiabegan withthem.

The Vishnu Purana has a story about
the earth looking on with wry amuse-
ment while people fight over her surface.
Ecology has to do with the earth, our
home. The beautiful word ‘oikos’ meant
‘home’ as wellas ‘theworld’ to the Greeks.

‘Oekologie’ /'ecology’ was used in the
1960s by the German zoologist Haeckel
to describe the study of living crganisms
and their environment, and the interrela-
tionships between organisms. Ithas come
to be realised that natural ecosystems
havebeen modified and exploited by man,
and replaced by fragile, simplified mono-
cultures. Nearly 100 years ago, Theodore
Roosevelt began a characteristically stri-
dent policy for conserving America’s
forests, which earlier generations had so
happily depleted. Similar warning bells
havebeen heard in India, and ignored by
those guilty of crime. Reserving large
areas for natural parks, setting up a
Department of the Environment, publi-
city campaigns, are the positive measures
of the last 25 years. Too much cannot be
done, and this book should generate a
sense of respect for the traditions where
‘resource-use’ is carried out sensitively.
Suchasenseof respectis vitally needed in
India, where different modes of resource-
use coexist, and cannot be seen as stages of
history, with a temporal shift from stage
oneto stagefour(One—gathering, Two—
nomadic, Three—settled cultivation,
Four—industrial). In Europe the enclo-
sure movement, the Luddite riots, and
serf revolts are things of the past; in
Andhra and Bihar they are only too real.

Gadgil and Guha are writing on the
foundations of earlier work, their own as
well as that of British and Indian eth-
nographers and recent ecologists. The
partnership gives us the distiiled essence
of much detailed scholarship, laced with
a strong sense of commitment. 70 pages
are given to “a theory of ecological his-
tory’, and 120 to colonial and independ-
entIndia. Thesection on ‘theory” is neces-
sary because most writers, including
Marxists, have assumed that the indus-
trial mode of production is 2n inevitable
and desirable stage for all countries. In
understanding the colonial impact, ‘eco-
logical imperialism’ (A. Crosby, 1986) is
as important as the link between capital-
ism and imperialism. It is vitally impor-
tant to appreciate thedifference between
the ‘neo-Europes’ created in some colo-
nies, and the control of natural resources
achieved in colonies like India.

The brief and absorbing section on
pre-colonial India tells us how the rever-

ECOLOGY

enceof theearly Aryansfor fireand water,
the two life giving (and life-destroying)
forces was dovetailed with localised be-
liefs and knowledge, where woods, wa-
ter bodies, trees and animals were treated
with thereverence due to whatthey could
give. Designating areas as ‘sacred’ was a
way of ensuring regulated use, designat-
ing animals as ‘sacred’ a way to ensure
the survival of the species. Occupation
(‘caste’) differentiations safeguarded the
natural resources by creating non-com-
peting relationships between groups of
people. Even powerful rulers had to give
in when there were protests against taxes
on forests and orchards. Examples are
drawn from all over the country and the
mosaic painted is much richer than the
earlier sparse index would suggest. The
chronological style(B.P.—Before Present)
can create problems when it comes to
specific dates for the recent past, but it is
awelcome change from the scissors-style
of dating events B.C./A.D.

The last 200 years (1/200 of the time
since the artists of Altamira painted in
theircaves!)hasadisproportionately long
section, justified by the fact that in these
two centuriesthere has occurred “aquan-
tum jump in energy consumption”. Brit-
ain, having used up most of her own
timberresources, proceeded touse fright-
eningly large quantities of timber to con-
struct ships and, later, railway sleepers.
Guha’s earlier The Unquiet Woods (1989)
had surveyed forest-based protest move-
ments; the present book fills out the pic-
ture. Since 1865 one-fifth of the country’s
land is owned by the Forest Department;
in the department, the diffusion of re-
sponsibility and the transfers of officials
means that there is no deep sense of
commitment or of clarity in policy;on the
other hand, the temptations are many.
Individualand collective protestsachieve
little beyond delay (p. 221). (Contrast an
earlier time—"When the Mughal gover-
nor in Kashmir attempted to tax sheep-
rearing and fishery, there were strong
protests, leading to the removal of the
governor. The emperor Shah Jahan then
promulgated an edict stating that the tax
... was cancelled, as being against the
custom. One can see . .. this edict carved
upon a mosque in Srinagar”—p. 107).
The book’s warning comes across hard
and clear—that our country” is living on
borrowed time.”

Many other aspects of recent policies
canalsobeexamined-—minirg, dams (and
floods), industrial waste, and the small
and beautiful but lethal Lady Morgon’s
flower’ (water hyacinth). Examplesof cor-
rective or regenerative action, like that of
Anna Hazare, might have softened the
gloom. These are minor points, which do
not detract from the utility of a book
which simply and clearly poses present-
day problems against not just historical
but geological time.

Narayani Gupta teaches in the Department
of History and Culture, Jamia Millia Islamia,
New Delhi.
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he chronicling of the history of
I Indianartandarchitecture has suf-
fered a chequercd past. Even while
British administrators, many Indian and
foreign scholars and individual research-
ers have developed a body of literature
pertaining to this vast subject, there was,
and still is, always too much apathy and
consequent neglect of documentation of
many of the most profound-architectural
wonders set in the context of the societies
in which they were born. Now, with the
recent publication of Dr. Settar's The
Hoysala Temples (in two volumes), the
lacunae have been eradicated in regard to
one of the most important periods of
Indian art history. This prodigious
scholar, Head of the Department of Art
History at Karnataka University at Dhar-
wad, has woven an intricate tapestry,
bringing the Hoysala world to life. Most
of the book is based on two interacting
factors. Unlike many of his predecessors,
theauthorisasonofthe Hoysalasoil, and
thus his intuitive responses carry the
weight of authenticity. But he has
grounded his prolific imagination into
the firmest of foundations, having liter-
allyburied himselfseriously in thousands
of original inscriptions, thus absorbing
both manifest and hidden meanings,
while reviewing former scholarship as
well. In this labour of love, one that has
not previously been attempted, the text
presents a persistent interplay between
general observations and profuse con-
crete examples, with the result that Vol-
ume ] is in itself an original and creative
endeavour. What makes this even more
true is an innovative, many-sided ap-
proach. The historical context is presented
first; attention is ther’directed to patron-
age, and finally artists and their produc-
tionsare givenample scrutiny. This meth-
odology is in contrast to previous works,
which were primarily descriptive; or the
historian and sociologist regarded the
temples as further data to enhance their
ownapproaches. Now, a virtual cornuco-
pia, a multi-dimensional perspective—
encourages those laymen and scholars
interested in history or in art history, in
architecture or religion and mythology,
in the drama of the lives of medieval
Indians and especially in the fascinating
facts about the people who created the
monuments, to plumb Dr. Settar’s well of
knowledge, the harvest of his involve-
ment for over a quarter of a century.
There is seemingly no aspect of the life
and times of the Hoysalas which he has
not, in his extraordinary breadth of vi-
sion, systematized into a structured or-
der. Each chapter sheds light on a single
sphere, but the chapters are conceived as
interacting, revealing the complexities of
a society rent by extreme contradictions.
The Hoysalas loved god and beauty at
thesametimethat they were cunning and
predatory, ravening and lustful.

Who were they? As patrons, they ac-
complished miracles by supporting the
building programmes of villages, tanks,
dwellingsand over 125 intricately carved
temples, many of which arestill extant. A

number rival any of the great architec-
tural masterpieces of the world. The first
chapter describes the emergence of the
Hoysalas from tribal obscurity in the lat-
ter half of the 10th century and their rise
to prominence in the present Chicka-
magalur/Hassan district of Karnataka by
meansofconquest, absorption of formerly
powerful dynasties and the gifting of

millions of youthful soldiers left dead on
the fields of battle, as, in tribal fury, the
expandingdynasty raped and plundered
ruthlessly, subjugating former allies, col-
lecting spoils, womenand even the queens
of the enemy. The Pandyas, Cholas,
Kadambas, Nolambas, Kalachuris and
their feudatories all, at one time or an-
other, fell before the barbaric sword of the
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An
Intricate Tapestry

Carmel Berkson

THE HOYSALA TEMPLES
By S. Settar

Karnataka University and Kala Yatra Publications, 1992,
Volumes I and Ii, pp 424 and 430, Rs 2,500.00
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lands and villages to brahmins, who, in
turn, rewarded the rulers by establishing
ties with thedivinities and thereby insur-
ing acceptance and respectability. From

|

local victories, they progressed rapidiyto |

imperialist expansion, as they swept
through vast land tracts. With anecdota!
reports which enliven thetext, the careers
of the major rulers are traced in detail. By
thefirst quarter of the 13th century, Nara-
simha Ii had conquered territory as far
south as Ramesvaram and east to the
Tungabhadra. The decline came only
when a num-

|
I
|

Hoysalas, long before foreign invaders
ravaged India, proving that the law-of-
thejungle mentality is not confined to
‘others’.

And yet, the time came for celebration
of victories by building temples, donat-
ing land and villages to brahmins and
other power sources and inventing a
legend which combined military might
with divine sanction. We learn from in-
scriptions about patronage in Chapter II.
Aside from the chiefs or kings and their
nobility, merchants, members of the bu-

reaucracy,

ber of weaker . o priests, craft

rulers suc. Forhistoryasrealpolitik, the saga of the andh g

cumbedtothe Hoysalas is nothing less than exceed- groupsand, fi-

Muslim  in- ingly edifying. Even though their monu- nally, indi-

;’;flersD AT onts are the epitome of beauty and a i‘::i:lstha:’el;
A.D. s, . . .

Forhistory ~ COhesivereligious achievement, the story was impera-
as realpolitik,  is by no means pretty. A macabre dialec-  tive to make
thesagaofthe  tic between architectural and artistic Contn:“ti‘ms
Hoysalas is . tothebuilding
nothing. less excellence {lnd profusf and'mpaaous programiimes.
than exceed- cOnquests is the tragic reality, as the In a radical
ingly edify-  aesthetic successes issued out from the  shift from the
i;‘s . EKEF‘ remains of millions of youthful soldiers Cftn}“'e?h?nél
though their . . a istorian’s
monuments left dead on the flelds. of battle, as, in s bni e
are the epit-  tribal fury, the expanding dynasty raped study of the
omeofbeauty  gnd plundered ruthlessly, subjugating  monuments
and a cohe g allies, collecting spoils, women ~ for_establish-
sive religious h ment of his-
achievement, @14 even the queens of the enemy. toEiRal Anal
the story is by quences, al-

no means pretty. A macabre dialectic be-
tweenarchitectural and artisticexcellence
and profuse and rapacious conquests is
the tragic reality, as the aesthetic suc-
cesses issued out from the remains of

most two thirds of the text is devoted to
the artists and their productions, their
environmentand working conditions. Dr.
Settar recognizes that art history is ulti-
mately rooted, not in ruleror patron, but

ART AND ARCHITECTURE

that it depends fundamentally upon the
artistand thearchitect, as sources of crea-
tive transformations. Their lives are here
finally accorded proper attention and the
respect they deserve. The artist in his
milieu is imaginatively portrayed, and
his personal traits investigated. Individ-
ualsculptorsarebrought to life and ques-
tions, solong puzzling, areanswered with
convincing logic.

For example, it is interesting to note
that many greatly talented artists were
also warriors and loyal to all the concerns
of the particular chieftain or ruler whom
they served. Some were even brought as
slaves, won in wars, but their status
changed as they adapted to their new
conditions. Some travelled in many di-
rections at the invitation, request or
command of various patrons, while oth-
ers stayed in the villages in which they
were born. This accounts for the provin-
cial, lower standard of some of the artistic
productions. The artists, even the scribes
who carved the inscriptions, were mostly
illiterate. They had therefore to rely on
Brahmins to chalk the message on to the
stoneslab prior toinitiating the carving of
inscriptions or hero-stones. Scribes often
were also sculptors and even architects.
Most of these were non-sectarian, work-
ing for various sects, even though each_
mighthave had personal preferences. Dr.
Settar gives a fine account of those'sculp-
tors who had affixed their names to the
carvings: Dasoja of the 12th and Malli-
tamma of the 13th century and others,
even though most remained anonymous.
Tools, which were of high quality steel,
well suited for carving the plentiful
chloritic schist, soft when excavated.and
hardening with time, and methods of
carving are examined as are structural
techniques, guilds and domiciles.

Theinfinite variablesand the underly-
ing unifying features and the slow evolu:
tion of temple architectural styles, pri-
marily as a result of growth from the
already standardized methods and de-
signs of the Chalukya heritage are given
attention in great detail in Chapters VI
and VII. Copious graphic and photo-
graphic illustrations reveal transitions
which led up to the highly developed
circular stellate shape of the outer wall of
the Hoysala sanctum with its alternately
tecessed and projected members; the
multiple shrines, profuse carving on wall
and frieze; transformations in the temple
tower, columns, hall and ceiling carv-
ings. For anyone willing to follow these
detailed analyses, there is a world of fas-
cinating information now readily avail-
able here. ’

For the most part, Dr. Settar describes,
albeit in great detail, only the external
features of the statues. Dare I make some
suggestions to the author of such a pro-
found text? As a sculptor who was ini-
tially drawn to the Hoysala idiom, espe-
cially at Halebid, primarily in regard to
the richness and dynamic qualities of the
multifarious panels of sculptures ar-
ranged in closely packed contiguity all
around the temple, I must argue with Dr.

NOVEMBER-DECEMBER 1992 4 11



Settar’s rather apologetic, yes, even de-
fensiveé analysisof Hoysala sculptureas a
wholeand hisassertion thatinstyle, there
are no great innovations. While it may
very well be true that some of the works
are ‘pompous,’ ‘methodically banal” or
‘over-ornamented’, one must be wary not
to attribute guilt by association to many
remarkable works of art. Those that
immediately come to mind are the Brahma
Seated on Hamsa, the Gajendramardana
(Shiva), Garuda Carrying Vishnu and
Lakshmi, Gajendramoksha at Halebid and
Bhagadatta on the Elephant at Belur and
many, many more. So many panels flood
the mind that I shall only with difficulty
refrain from plunging into a paean of
praise, but one misses seeing these en-
during sculptures in the Volume II pho-
tographs, only a few of which show the
best statues in detail, and those that do
are hampered by the overcrowded de-
sign. As for the Hoysalas, art is the pin-
nacle of their achievements, and this
seemsto beanarea which calls for further
analysis by a discriminating observer of
style differentiations in sculpture who
will examine and write about the dyna-
mism, the excruciatingly compressed
energies, the interaction of massive vol-
umes with delicate linear rhythmic form,
the complex heretofore unimagined con-
figurations and the movement back and
forth from abstract to representational
expressions. And there is also the writh-
ing, entwining, twisted dissonances, re-
flecting the contortions and undulations
of nature, not to mention the exquisitely
carved reminders of vegetative abun-
dance. The miracle here is that no one
element is repeated mechanically. Even
though the art of the friezes is not classic,
which seems to be Dr. Settar’s preference,
each element has its own emphasis and
unique characteristic, retaining the vig-
our and elementality of the people to
whom these mythological lessons were
directed. We have here the passionate
and deeply moving display of all human
emotional states, projected on to the
multiple lithic symbols. Let us not be-
come too urbanized to feel the energies
thus gifted to us by our more forcefully
alive ancestors. The need remains to
educate a publicsstill evidently unable, in
the main, to identify with the subtleties of
Indian sculpture and its various phases
of development.

Finally, congratulationsto the Univer-
sity of Karnataka for subsidizing this
important contributionand to Mytec Press
for serving as a model for other Indian
publishers and culturalsponsors. It proves
that technically fine volumes can be
printed here without the necessity of re-
lying on foreign presses.

Carmel Berkson, sculptor and photogra-
pher, has lived and worked in India since 1977
on historical Hindu and Buddhist monu-
ments of India, and has held exhibitions at the
Beth Hatefutsoth, Tel Aviv and the Jewish
Museum. She has 2000 protographs in the
Metropolitan Musewum of Art, New York.

SHORT STORY

A CONCERT OF THUMRIS AND GHAZALS

H.Y. Sharada Prasad

FROM CAUVERY TO GODAVARI : MODERN KANNADA SHORT STORIES

normal reader of a book of short
A stories does not begin at the be-

ginning and go on till the end, as
he does a novel. He looks at the table of
contentsand decides which stories toread
first, and the decision is guided by the at-
tractiveness of the title and the length of
the story. (Who for example would care
to begin with stories that are called ‘Cru-
elty’ or ‘Orphans’?) If the book is a com-
pilation of the work of more than one
hand, the reader is apt to start with a
familiar name.

The short story is treated by literary
historians and critics as a minor art form.
But there is a large demand for short sto-
ries owing to the growth of periodicals.
Editors want them, so writers provide
them. No form is so suitable to readers
who have to fill time as they travel by
plane or train or wait in bus stands and
ante-rooms. Compactness and intensity
are said to mark the good short story but
there is a market for many casual artists.

Short stories are also translators’ fa-
vourites. They do not make prolonged
demand on their energy but give them
the satisfaction of having done someserv-
ice to their language. But the little ivory
icon, however lovely, does not test the
carver the same way as stone tests the
sculptor. To change the simile, a collec-
tion of short stories is like a concert of
thumris and ghazals—at best light clas-
sical’. The great singer proves himself
rendering khayals or kritis in the grand
ragas. A literatureis judged by its poetry,
its novels, its plays.

The experience of reading a dozen
collections of short stories from the sub-
continent in the last five or six weeks
confirms mein my view thatin this genre
many are chosen but few are called to
high merit. This particular anthology is
one of the better of the lot. At least three
of its sixteen stories are outstanding ex-
amples of the art—A.K. Ramanujan’s
‘Annayya’s Anthropology’, UR. Anan-
tha Murthy’s ‘Stallion of the Sun’, and
DevanuruMahadeva’s Tar Arrives’. All
three, asthey say in cinema, haveastrong
story line, they areevocativein the matter
of place and character, and they are sub-
tly and superbly crafted.

Ramanujan’s story is a little master-
piece which deals with therites of lifeand
death and with the passage between two
cultures. We have a young man from an
orthodox brahmin family of Mysore who
has quickly found his feet in Chicagoand

Edited by Ramachandra Sharma
Penguin Books, 1992, pp. 190, Rs. 75.00

isall admiration for the American way of
lifeand Americanscholarship. Why, these
westerners know more about India than
born Indians! And Annayya is drawn to
anthropology with the enthusiasm of “a
lecher pursuing the object of his desire”.
He comes across a brand-new American
book on Hindu rituals. Something about
the illustrations of funerals looks famil-
iar. Annayya peers closer, only to dis-
cover that they are photographs of his
own father’s death. The family had kept
the news back from him out of considera-
tion for his studies. The ingenious build-
up with the help of seemingly irrelevant
details, the delineation of naivete and the
sharp twist at the end—all make for a
story that will linger in memory.

Anantha Murthy is Faulknerian at
bringing alive the whole Malnad region
which teems with vegetation and idio-
syncratic characters. His ‘Stallion of the
Sun’ provides a striking account of a man
who is incantatory and lyrical in his in-
eptness. It would have been a great story
if it had a convincing end. Having gone
grandly along, the author seems to have
lost his way.

Most stories and novels in our lan-
guages areabout the upper castesand the
educated crust. That is the grievance of
Dalit writers and Dalit literature sets out
to correct this imbalance. Frank O’Con-
nor once described the short story as pre-
eminently a means for submerged popu-
lation groups to address the doininant
community. But Dalit writers tend to be
pamphleteers, just as Progressive Writ-
ers were in their day. In Devanuru Ma-
hadeva, however, social purpose is
wrapped in authenticstory-telling talent.
He has a strong hold on irony, that most
effective quality in a short story. Tar
Arrives’isacrisplittle parable that mocks
at the reality of economic development.
A road comes to a village, and little good
it does. It enables the village headman to
become a contractor, old trees are cut
down, the villagers find that tar can be
used not only for roads but for roofs, and
achild is dragged to its death in a tar pit.
The story is told with wryness and a
wonderful economy of words. The only
regret is that Mahadeva's dialect cannot
be captured in English.

Yeshwant Chittal’s ‘The Girl Who
Became a Story’ and Poorna Chandra
Tejaswi’s Tabara’s Story’ made a strong
impact in Kannada when they first ap-
peared, but somehow they do not im-

press in these translations. The tolerance
level for sentimentality is probably much
lower in English than in our languages. it
is tautness that scores.

From Cauvery to Godavari is an old
descriptionofthe Karnataka country. The
phrase was coined by the Rashtrakuta
King Nripatunga 1000 years ago. It would
have been more appropriate to a book of
cultural history or travel than to an an-
thology of short stories. But it is catchy
and that's a plus point with publishers.

And how does one describe and iden-
tify “modern” Kannada short stories?
Modern Kannada literature is generally
regarded as dating from B.M. Srikantia’s
path-breaking book of poems and is some
seventy-five years old. The stories here
areall post-1950. They arearranged in the
order of the year of birth of the authors.
The first storyis by the editor, Ramachan-
dra Sharma, and the inference is that the
truly “modern” Kannada short story
began with himand with whatthe chroni-
clers of Kannada literature call the Navya
(Modernist) phase, as opposed to the
Navodaya (Renaissance) phase. Thegreat-
est of short story writers in the language
was Masti Venkatesa lyengar. The best
work of this giant is ageless. There is
nothing the Moderns know about human
nature that Masti did not know better.
The editor’s reasons for omitting Masti
and other master story-tellers like Gorur
and Shivarama Karanth are not wholly
convincing.

I shall refrain from indulging in the
customary reviewer’s pastime of point-
ing out Indianisms and inadequacies of
translation. It would be good if publish-
ers of the standing of Penguin demanded
that all the stories in any such collection
be translated by the same person. That
would ensure that the authors are not
invidiously served. Thereisanothershort-
coming—a major one: the absence of
humour. (In fact humour was rarely to be
encountered in thedozen Indian antholo-
gies [ recently read). Do not Kannada
people—and people in our part of the
world—laugh at all? Or make fun of
others?

H.Y. Sharada Prasad worked in the Indian
Express, and was later Editor, Yojana. He
was Information Advisor to the Prime Min-
ister of India for over eighteen years. He is
now the Director, National School of Design,
Ahmedabad.
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comespateof Urdu short stories trans-

lated into English. Before me are five
anthologies, two of whicharelisted above.

The Tale of the Old Fisherman and other
Contemporary Urdu Short Stories published
by Vanguard in Pakistan, and The Colour
of Nothingness, published by Penguin in
India, are both edited by M.U. Memon,
Professor of Urdu at the University of
Wisconsin. Memon has done a remark-
ableamount of workon Urdu fiction, and
he certainly qualifies as an authority on
thesubject. He has also translated a few of
the stories himself. Each collection offers
excellent fare by some of Pakistan’s mas-
ter story-tellers.

In addition, the two books also pro-
vide illuminating introductions to the
Urdulanguage. Urduand its twinin India,
Hindustani, are, I imagine, important
linguistic phenomena of comparatively
recent times.

The word Urdu is derived from the
Turkish “Ordu” meaning “military
camp”. Towards the later part of the
Mughal rule, the language spoken by the
imperial army, a hybrid of old Punjabi
and Persian, came to be known as Urdu.

The British in their turn gave a major
impetus to the language in 1800 by set-
ting up the Fort William College at Cal-
cutta. They gathered the best exponents
of Urdu they could find and commis-
sioned them to write textbooks to meet
the communication requirements of
young Englishmen. The British preferred
to call the language Hindustani.

Thus Urdu is a young language (I
didn't realize quite how young), and yet
its poetry has exploded with a creative
and metaphysical energy that many hoary
languages might envy. | am referring to
Urdu verse as exemplified by Ghalib and
the galaxy of his contemporaries, and
laterby Allama Igbal. But here Urdu could
draw upon the Sufi and Persian poetic
traditions.

We cannot talk of Urdu without eulo-
gizingits verse. Few otherlanguageslend
themselves to poetry—itsidiom, rhythm,
compression—so well, or yield that elu-
sive poetic essence that transcends the
limits of human comprehension.

But when it comes to prose, Urdu has
had less encouragement. Fiction is very
recent to Urdu. The first short story was
written in the early 1920s. Considering
this, its muscle, sophistication and scope
have evolved at an astonishing pace.

While there are no tall ¢laims being
madefor Urduin this refreshingly factual
account of the language, I have a slight
difficulty with Memon’s comment that
“Fiction as we know it in the West is a
recent and entirely derivative phenome-
non in Urdu.”

Theitalics are mine. What follows this
statement is the implication that since
fiction was not known to the Muslim
world, Urdu’s narrative forms were
adopted from the West. This smacks of
Orientalism—the obeisance the Eastern
scholar, for whatever reason, feels com-

I suddenly find myseif awash in a wel-

pelled to pay to Western scholarship.
What about the 1001 Arabian Nights, the
dastaans he dismisses as mythical and
magical narratives?

Everything isderimzli::eot’somethmg~
intheartsasmuchasin thought—and to
single Urdu out in this manner is to do it
a disservice. It also discounts the influ-

[ here that Manto, the greatest Urdu short

story writer, spokeonly Punjabi. Hebroke
several taboos prevailing in Urdu fiction
and introduced new material. He moved
away from the highly stylized diction
favoured by the “Progressives” at the
time and spoke to the common man—or
rather to the common man or woman in

Contemporary Urdu Short Stories

Bapsi Sidhwaa

THE TALE OF THE OLD FISHERMAN
Edited by M.U. Memon
Vanguard, Lahore, 1992, pp. 195, Rs 200.00 (Hardback)

THE COLOUR OF NOTHINGNESS
Edited by M.U. Memon
Penguin, India, 1992, Pp- 191, Rs. 75.00

ence of the oral and written story-telling
traditions of the robust languages native
to the soil in which Urdu was nurtured:
Punjabi, Pushto, Sindhi, Sariki, Hindko,
Gujarati and, God (and probably the lin-
guist) aloneknows, what otherlanguages.

The other implication that Urdu is a
language of the Muslims is again to limit
and diminish its reality. In fact the ac-
knowledged “father” of the Urdu short
story was Munshi Premchand, a Hindu.
(His short story Kafan’, is a haunting
indictment of the dehumanizing effects
of poverty.)

However, many among the Pakistani
and Indian Muslim elite do feel an emo-
tional attachment to Urdu and perceive
their identity defined by it. After all Per-
sian, which forms the basis of Urdu, was
the language of the Moghul courts—the
language of the Muslim Emperors in
India.

For Urdu, like English, is a legacy
bequeathed by conquerors, and Urdu
owed as muchtothe “Raj” asitdoes to the
Moghal courts. Urdu is indeed becoming
the major “link” language that allows
communication between the various
provinces and linguistic divisions of
Pakistan. It is perhaps more successful in
this regard than Hindustani is in India,
where English tenaciously remains the
major “link” language.

The fact remains that a very tiny per-
centageof the Pakistani population speaks
Urduy, let alone reads and writes it. Mak-
ing acase for Punjabi (and by allusion the
other provincial languages) Dr. Manzur
Ejazinarecentarticlein the Nation, states:
“Intoday’s Pakistan, there are 60 per cent
Punjabi-speaking and about 3-4 per cent
Urdu-speaking inhabitants. A very small
segment of the population has succeeded
in imposing its language on millions of
others.”

It might be appropriate to mention

us all—as is attested by the enduring
popularity and impact of his stories.

There can be little doubt that Punjabi,
which s perhaps the most exuberant and
earthy language in the subcontinent, in-
fluenced Manto’s literary sensibility. It
brought to his prose the down-to-earth
quality that gives his narratives their
colour, strength and originality.

The Lord forbid that I should get
embroiled inthe controversy over Punjabi
and Urduy; I'd be on much surer ground
were we debating the merits of Gujarati,
the language we Parsees speak at home.

But the merits or demerits of Gujarati
are inconsequential in Pakistan. The
majority of Gujarati speaking Pakistanis
(mostly Muslims from Africa and the
Bombayarea) residein Karachi,and three
or four Gujarati newspapers are enough
to meet their needs.

And finally, after these digressions, a
consideration of the two books under
review.

They are of equal merit, though I feel
that the introduction of the book pub-
lished by Vanguard has a slight edge; it
contains more information about Urdu
and less critical posturing on its prose.

Since it is not possible to comment on
allthe stories,  will givea brief account of
those I liked best in each collection.

The story by Abdullah Hussein that
provides the title for the book, “The Tale
of the Old Fisherman” isan excerpt from
his award-winning novel Udas Naslen.
Hussein’s easy, assured pace and his abi-
lity to weave incident into a sustained
narrative, make him a compelling
novelist.

The massacre of the Indian national-
ists by General Dyer at Jallianwala Bagh
provides the setting for the story. The
massacre, which took place in Amritsar
in 1919, was in retaliation to the murder
of four Europeans by the natives. What

SHORT STORY

raises the story above the level of mere
polemics is the author’s sympathetic
portrayal of the murdered Europeans—
particularly a woman who was raped—
and then the brutality of the punishment
meted out by the British that gradually
overwhelms our initial compassion for
the European victims, and manifests the
magnitude of British savagery.

‘The Seventh Door by Intizar Hussein
could be an all-time favourite of mine in
any language. The translation by Javaid
Qazi is excellent. The writing, the story’s
contents, its sentiments, the description
ofthe pigeon, the protagonist’s innocence,
are all imbued with a veracity and lyri-
cism that stir the reader’s tenderest
emotions.

The pigeon has built a nest in the cor-
niceoftheroom the young narrator shares
with his mother:

‘Inthe winter this soft cooing served to

wake me up and I would glance up at

the skylight and see the paleness of
dawnthrough thedusty panesof glass.

Then the walls seemed to melt away

before the rising waves of the musical

murmur and light flooded into the
room ... This had a magical effect on
the pigeon. She would stretch out her
neck, do a little pirouette and then fly

out of thedoor. . .

‘I believed what mother had told
me. Perhaps (the pigeon) was a holy
spirit.”

And then appears the little antagonist
in pigtails, in the person of his cousin,
Munni:

* “A holy spirit!” Munni burst into
laughter.’

Munni persuades the boy to capture
the pigeon. They beat the walls with poles
until the exhausted bird, who ‘hangs to
the wall with her tail feathers spread,’
begins to fall. The boy catches her:

‘Something warm quivered in my
hands——bright, terrified eyes, a heav-
ing chest, and soft feathers charged
with a current of fear. | don’t know
why, but my heart was so agitated that
I relaxed my hold.’

Thebird flies away and doesn’t return
to her nest. A few days—and a few
pages—later the boy quarrels with the
furious little Munni, They grapple:

‘All of a sudden, my heart began to
pound and a tremor ran through my:
body . . . Once again, it seemed as
though I had something warm and
quiveringinmyhands,aheavingchst,
feathers charged with current . . .J
relaxed my hold. She shook me offand
wentand stood a few feetaway. Stray
locks clung to her cheeks. She was all
disheveled.”

There is a rhythm to the narrative, a
shape to its structure, which folds Intizar
Hussein’s story as if in a beautiful poem
set to music.

‘Siberia’ by Salimur Rehman, is an-
other memorable work. The narrative
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evolves from the thoughts of a bunch of
clerks in the civil service. The images
presented are so vivid that one can al-
most smell the musty files stacked for-
everin their office, see the stained, warped
tables, and hear the metallic clack of an
ancient typewriter:

‘Four bricks had been lying around in
the room for a long
time. Perhaps some-
one, sometime, had
brought them in to
prop a table with.
They had neverbeen
used;butonceinthat
room there was no
possibility of their
ever leaving it
again’

Nor, one feels, will
the trapped drudges
who share the room.
The bricks are used to
block a hole in the win-
dow:

‘With the draft

stopped, the men in

the room felt a little

more comfortable, but some went on
warming their hands over thetwocoal
braziers with such concentration that
it seemed as though that was their
whole purpose in being there.”

The cold sets them to talking about the
bitter Siberian winter, and between them
the clerks manage to haul the swirling
chill of Siberia into their office in Lahore.
Then the peon brings them the news that
the old street-corner fakir has died of the
cold. They argue about the death:

‘Haider Ali waved his hands. “How
do we know he was crazy? May be he
was pretending ... He might very well
have been an Indian spy.”

‘Arguing away they went into the
building.

They had managed, Sharafuddin
thought, to turn this death, this utterly
insignificant death unrelated to any-
thing atall, into a mystery, which they
would go on wrangling over for
weeks.

This gem of a story, exquisitely trans-
lated by Wayne Husted, Memon and
Ursula LeGuin, creates an intense atmos-
phere of Dostoyevskian pre-ordination
and futility.

‘The Wagon’, by Khalida Asghar, es-
tablishes an equally haunting ambience.
Itis a tale of the evil stalking our world—
and to my mind the red glow on the
horizon and the evilsmell in the wagon
summon the specters of nuclear explo-
sions. She is a wonderfully evocative
story-teller.

Now to the collection, The Colour of
Nothingness:

Enver Sajjad’s The Bird” is as chilling
as it is savage. There is alot of symbolism
going on here, most of which evades me.
The obvious elements are WT (the White

Tourist),theobscquiousguardanhetomb
who is prepared to give WT what he
wants, and the grotesque bird WT so
dearly wants.

To me it is immaterial what the bird
symbolizes—its creation, its existence as
it bites (this bird doesn’t merely peck),
scratches and flaps its way off the pages,
are enchantment enough. This masterly

Enver Sajjad’s The Bird’ is as chilling as it s sav-
age. There is a lot of symbolism going on here, most
of which evades me. The obvious elements are WT |
(the White Tourist), the obsequious guerd al the
tomb who is prepared lo give WT what he wants,
and the grotesque bird WT so dearly wants.
To me it is immaterial what the bird symbol-
izes—ils creation, its exislence as it bites (this bird
doesn’t merely peck), scratches and flaps its way off |
the pages, are enchantment enough. This masterly
creation is right out of a nightmare, and quate
capable of inducing nightmares. And yet the bird’s
personification as an all but human character is

never false.

creation is right out of a nightmare, and
quite capable of inducing nightmares.
And yet the bird’s personification as an
all but human character is never false.
Here is how the creature makes its en-
trance:

‘Something strange, resembling abird,
hopped out of the flock and moved
forward, sniffing the ground. Feather-
less, if anything, bristly, the bare stubs
of its wings hung from both sides of its
crooked body. The colours of the set-
ting sun seemed to slip off it and
bounce back to the sun. A shroud of
onion skin clung to its body, a pair of
chariot-wheel eyes . .. a saw tooth in
placeof abeak ... The bare stubs of its
wings kept coming in the way and in
its effort to grab the grain with its
beak, the bird almost wound up spin-
ning like a top on its claws.’

Even if the story feels a trifle con-
trived, one can forgive an author who
writes as well as this a lot of sins.

Qurratulain Hyder’s ‘Confessions of
St Flora of Georgia” takes off at the speed
of light, hurtles along in a zany styleand
the wonder is she maintains this exuber-
anceright into the sixth page of the narra-
tive before losing steam. It is an unusual
story, vivaciously told. Here is an ex-
ample of some of its dash:

‘O Lord my God, Thou knowest well
that I was reawakened unawares. I
know not what time, day, week,
month, year or century it was. I lay
dead in my open coffin whenasilvery
wing of one of Thine angels brushed
past my dusty bones and I got up. My
skull was lying at my feet. I picked it
up, shook the dust offitand fitted iton
myneck...Igrew scared and trembled

with Thy fear when suddenly the small
window of the underground cell litup
with a heavenly light and the angel
appeared again. Breezily he uttered,
“ forgot my rosary here. And pray,
who are you?”

“Saint Flora Sabina of Georgia,” 1

replied gravely.’

In The Rose” Abdullah Hussein proves
himselfas adept at the short story as he s
at the novel. There is a rare beauty and
wisdom to his writing

‘When passion has run its course, and
the blood has chilled, love is what
remains behind—likethe memory ofa
good time, a memory more enduring
and pleasant than the time itself. Or
like the fugitive scent of a rose: no
matter how intangible, it is still more
real than its bloom . . ./

SHORT STORY

Whenlread book reviews I oftenyearn
to hear the author’s voice—and in most
cases I would rather read a direct quota-
tion than the reviewer’s analysis. In the
passages quoted above we are hearing
the author’s voice once removed—in
translation into an entirely different id-
iom. That the stories read so well attest to
the various translators’ skills, and the
creativity they have brought to their la-
bours—obviously a labour of love.

Bapsi Sidhwaa, a Pakistani writer, is the
author of three novels, Ice Candy Man, The
Bride and The Crow Eaters. She received
the Sitara-i-Imtiaz, Pakistan's highest na-
tional honour in the arts, in 1991. She has
taught in several prestigious American Uni-
versities.

Translating India

Hiten Bhaya

GLIMPSES: THE MODERN INDIAN SHORT
STORY

Edited by Aruna Sitesh
Affiliated East-West Press, New Delhi,
1992, pp. 358, Rs. 95.00

words!” Priya, a writer,

IIW
assures herself even as

she waits anxiously for the expected ap-
probation. She is a character in one of the
52 short stories in 15 Indian languages
now presented in translation in this vol-
ume. But a review of a collection of such
diversity calls for appreciation at differ-
entleveis. Thereareatleast three layers of
consideration. The editor’s own stated
purpose, the stories qua stories, and the
effectiveness of the translations.
Therange of characters, emotionsand
situations is as wide as our country. We
meeta cavalcadeof people from all walks
of life: elephant-catcher, schoolmaster,
city clerk, poor photographer, maidser-
vant, taxi-driver, retired stationmaster,
poor vegetable-seller by day and hooker
by night, young idealist accountant, sac-
rificing parent, womanin love, loyal wife
and struggling mother. They may be
called the protagonists pitted against a
range of desensitised products of chang-
ing social values such as the smugglers,
the unfeeling young professionals who
wish to distance themselves from their
poor families, therich socialites, the prof-
ligate intellectuals or the cowardly males
always letting down their women. Even
when they are stereotypes they are con-
vincing in the context of the story and
their profile and responses unmistakably
Indian, across regions. Many of these
stories are tinged with sadness sans de-

hat is a review? Just

spair, there is comment without con-
demnation and resistance without
rebellion.

But the course of events which deter-
mine the nature and outcome of the con-
flict between the two sets of characters is
shaped by powerful forces ambient in
Indian society and culture, the most per-
vasive of them being poverty. Much of
the tensions and the tragic transforma-
tion of values leading to the denouement
arise from this prime cause; the obverse
of which is the pursuit of money and its
brutalising consequence. Theother strong
presence is that of the family and tradi-
tion, constantly being eroded, again by
compulsions of job and career.

In the midst of the pathos of poverty
thereisdignity,asinthecaseof theschool-
masters in ‘The Potion’ and ‘All for Hap-
piness’, or a spirited revenge as by the
servantgirlin ‘Used Clothes’. Inthe midst
of brutality there is also strange human
kindness as in the ‘Three-walled House’,
‘Smoke’ and The Assaulted’.Moneyruns
asa corrosive element through the 'Little
Carved Box', ‘'This is my Cow Sir', 'The
Touchstone', The Beasts’, 'Lust' and 'Sac-
rifice’.

The world of women is chosen for
special illumination. TheGreenFlag', The
Little Carved Box' and ‘'The Last Chapter'
all have the familiar motif of the aban-
doned wife who comes out strong and
loyal, and the erring male realising her
worth in the end. Poverty and the lure of
the city are the real villains in the first two
whilein the last one, Vijaya Rajadhyaksha
exposes the irresponsibility of male van-
ity. All three stories tend to uphold the
image of the long-suffering adarsha bhara-
tiya nari. However, in 'Homecoming,” by
Usha Priyambada, it is the wife and the
daughter who really cast out the retired
stationmaster,. who has come home.

A more modern trend of the role re-
versal of the Indian woman is seen in ‘A
Toast to Herself’,, ‘My Daughter
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Shobhana’, and ‘Identity’. Two women
sacrifice marriage and home to look after
aged parents. One decides to give up her
waiting suitor and the other accepts hers
asalover and the third, still very young,

decides not to give up her new found |

identity in a job, even as it threatens her
engagement. The new woman is PO]"
trayed by Hiranandani and Tulsi, both
women, in their stories. The Coward’
and ‘AshTray’. In both the stories cow-
ardly men let down their women who

courageously rebuild their lives, one of |

them bravely choosing to remain a single
mother. Social tyranny takesits toll on the
minds of the women victims in ‘Life and
Death’, ‘The BlackSmoke’ and ‘T heSpell’.

A successful short story usually cli-
maxes in a moment of truth when reality
in a flash shatters many a fond illusion.
Most stories bear this signature. From

KatherineMansfield to Nadine Gordimer, |

it has been acknowledged that the per-
ceptions of women writers of short sto-
ries have a rare excellence. This is true
perhaps of Indian women writers too.
Not lacking in innovation, Mamoni
Goswami in tune with elephants who
“know everything”, and Amrita Pritam
expese human disloyalty through the
feelings of a dying creature. The stories
whichsstand out, both forthemeand treat-

ment, are The Beasts’, raw and unusual, i

‘Shingidi Mungan’ wryly ironic and ‘The
Spell’, a powerful fantasy.

Translations are a wave now. But it is
yet to turn into a flood, considering the
factthat these 32 stories have been chosen
from a few authors who together have
published over 2000 stories. Such ven-
tures have to clear the horns of a di-

lemma. One is that of targetting the audi-
ence. For instance, if the present volume
is primarily intended for an Indian read-
ership then there was no need for edito-
rial intervention to explain roti (‘a baked
pancake-like preparation made out of
kneaded flour’) or puri and parantha (a
fried ditto ditto). On the other hand, a
foreigner is more likely to be familiar
with roti than with HRA which remains
unexplained. The other is the question of
the Englishness of the translated text,
given the recognised hazards of translat-
ing metaphor-richIndian languages. One
need not be fussy; but if an Indian is to be
presented in foreign attire even to an-
other Indian it may as well be carefully
tailored. Most stories in this volume are
adequately translated; but a coinage like
“foremothers’ borders on the facetious.

The publication has several interest-
ing features. It is pleasantly free of ‘ty-
pos’. The jacket design with a man and a
woman, both unsmiling, ranged on ei-
ther side of a hydra-headed pen, is pro-
vocatively modern. The inclusion of
English, Dogri and Kashmiri is uncom-
mon, although thelast two are set outside
Kashmir and translated from Hindi
renderings. The addition of the authors’
pictures and life-sketches is a welcome
feature. One learns that most of the au-
thors are in the 50-60 age group, teachers
of language and literature and recipients
of awards. Mary of the translators and
authors are residents of Delhi like the
editor and the publisher, which makes it
indeed a capital effort.

Hiten Bhaya is a former Member of the
Planning Commission.

From the Cauldron
of Time

Sukrita Paul Kumar

HASAN SHAH'S 'THE NAUTCH GIRL'
Translated by Qurratulain Hyder

Sterling Publishers, New Delhi, 1992,
pp- 104, Rs. 45.00

T hat Hasan Shah’s autobiographical
novel Nashtar, published in 1790 and
written in “Hindi-ised Farsi”, should
reach the contemporary reader as The
Nautch Girl, speaks for the creative dy-
namics of the originaltext.In 1893 Nashtar
was rendered into Urdu by Sajad Hus-
sainKasmandavi. Sincethe Persian textis
extinct, Qurratulain Hyder has done an
English translation of the 1893 Urdu edi-
tion brought out by Kasmandavi. Hyder
regards the urdu text to be “extremely
faithful” to the original: it even “retains
many passages and ghazals”. What is
added is an intermittent, humorous com-
mentary on Hasan Shah’s views and ac-

tions. Such a device may cause a subtle
psycholegical manipulation of the
reader’s approach and create a distance
from the ‘true personal narrative’.
What, one may ask, could have af-
fected the shift of emphasis in the story,
from being the tale of nashtar meaning the
excruciating pain of love and separation
fromone’sbeloved,tobecomingthestory
of the beloved herself, in this case the
nautch girl. The change of title by Hyder
implies also an inevitable shift in the
thematicemphasis. Hasan Shah had called
it “The Story of Beauty and Love”. A
century later, Kasmandavi chose to stress
on the then socially more appealing and
romantic aspect of love, thatof the pangs
of separation in love. Still a century later,
Hyder's contemporary sensibility regis-
ters more, the extraordinariness of the
female protagonist of Hasan Shah's tale.
Ironically, the narrative is professed to
chronicle the life of the narrator in a
“wondrous, many-hued tale”. Indeed, the
tale is wondrous and the depth of the
hues revealed in the personality of Kha-
num Jan points to the clearly emphathetic
understanding of the narrator (or, is it the
translator’s) of the strong female charac-
ter. In fact, it should make an interesting
and useful diachronic study to compare

the three texts of the same tale produced
in three different centuries in the same
society. Even the choice exercised regard-
ing the target language for its translation
at historically different moments would
be indicative of the changing social real-
ity. From “Hindi-ised Farsi” to Urdu in
the 19th century and to English in the late
20th century, the texts acquire different
linguistic and thematic variations and
patterns conforming to the historical
context.

However, there is one basic stance
commontoall the three texts, a fact which
vouches for the vitality of the original—
the powerful and sensitive delineation of
Khanum Jan. The Urdu translator, as
Hyder remarks in the Afterword, makes
funny comments about the hero who is
weak, dithering and at times even comi-
cal. Kasmandavi’s recorded reaction to
the hero within his text indirectly sug-
gests the seriousness and greater signifi-
cance accorded to the heroine, Khanum
Jan, in the original text as well. In the
English translation, tho: ugh Hyderretains
some of the sarcastic commentary in the
footnotes and her portrayal of both hero
and female protagonist remains in con-
formity with the earlier texts, there is a
welcome difference of emphasis with a
greater force in Khanum Jan’s personal-
ity. The hero remains ineffectual.

After all, the text of The Nautch Girl is
an abridged version having passed
through the process of sifting and editing
of the original narrative material. Such a
process would inevitably involve the
translator’s creativeas well as critical and
interpretative talents. In that, Hyder has
excelled in presenting a convincing story
of Khanum Jan. Onmitting the “omate
passages” and most of the ghazals of
Hafiz, as the editor /translator /writer of
The Nautch Girl, she has skilfully woven
the story in a fresh and simpie language,
owning the experience of the narrative as
the original writer would. So, while the
context of the novel is historical, the con-
tent indicates its filtration through a
modern sensibility. One would be curi-
ous to know whether Hasan Shah’s text
makes Khanum Jan declare “No one is
free” in his very first encounter with her.
Her boldness and courage combine with
anacute sense of honourand self-respect
which the male protagonist is capable of
perceiving in her. Khanum Jan makes
sureofthis by probing him incisively and
as he says, heartlessly.

The backdrop of the social context
along with the historical perspective gets
appropriately organized in the Foreword
and the Afterword of the book. Hyder
takes care that their length is restrained
and the story is not overshadowed by its
context. There is obviously a lot of re-
search and scholarship that has gone into
therecreation ofthis narrative. The reader
gets access to just the right measure of
information required to place the story in
a specific milieu without damaging its
appeal as an all-time human document.
The well-known story of Umrao Jan,

TRANSCREATION

another courtesan of Lucknow, was
published a century after Hasan Shah’s

| story of ‘Beauty and Love'; the changed

socio-political conditions get reflected in
it and the hero can no longer be a mere
lamenting tragic hero.

Whatis of particular interest to a liter-
ary historian is Hasan Shah'’s use of the
realistic mode of narration of a love story
which would traditionally be written in
verse or dialogues, or in the old ‘dastaan’
style. In the Foreword, Hyder points out
how her research reveals the rather as-
tounding fact of Hasan Shah'’s ignorance
ofthe Englishnovel. Asclaimed by Hyder
then, Hasan Shah’s novel could very well
bethe first modern Indian novel. It is now
the job of the researchers of various In-
dian literatures to take a serious notice of
this novel, ascertaining the claim and
acknowledging its due place in the his-
tory of the Indian novel.

The detailed and informative notes at
the end of the English text authenticate
the historical allusions within the narra-
tive which may otherwise be dismissed
or ignored. Qurratulain Hyder, well-
known for her alert and rich sense of the
past, injects fresh life into the story of a
time-period when the British had already
gained political supremacy in India; they
maintained garrisons at Cawnpore, Far-
rukhabad and Chunargarhand individu-
ally, the British had became prosperous
enough to adopt the life-style of the In-
dian aristocracy. By the late eighteenth
century they were called “nabobs” in
England and they began to have their
own harems. Nautch became a regular
mode of entertainment. Khanum Jan was
a dancing girl who with her intelligence,
witand self-respect managesto safeguard
herself from becoming part of a harem.
Resisting all pressure on herself to join
the ‘oldest profession’, she demonstrates
her inner courage and dignity by marry-
ing the man of her choice and love.

The striking simplicity of the narra-
tive and the spontaneity of expression
pull the reader smoothly into the folds of
the experience of love and the working of
the lovers’ minds towards the realization
of their love. What registers very effec-
tively is the feminist thrust in Khanum
Jan's self-perception, gradually and gen-
tly identified in direct and clear terms.
One wonders to what extent the power of
Hyder’s pen may have accentuated such
an aspect of the story. The linguistic re-
construction of a potent female psyche
after a gap of two centuries is bound to
yield newer shades of meanings and
connotations. In fact the different cul-
tural baggage of the English languages
itself would normally modify the quality
of the experience of the story.

The Nautch Girl then is not a mere
translation, itisarecreation of anold text
intoanew one witha new title and a fresh
thematic thrust.

Sukrita Paul Kumar teaches modern Eng-
lish and American fiction in Zakir Hussain
College, Delhi University.
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he cover looks like a Rajasthani
Tminiatureatﬁrsl, makingonegroan

at the thought of yet another book
withan ‘Orientalist’ packaging.Butaclose
scrutiny reveals the comic-subversivein-
tention of the picture, aptly prefiguring
themood of this delightfully witty novel.
In the miniature, while the princess lan-
guishes in viraha on the terrace of her pal-
ace, flanked by women with veena, the
Sydney Harbour bridge and the Opera
Houseloom onthehorizon. Attheground
level, the blue-god sits in splendour simi-
larly attended, while a valiant Rajput
princetendsto thebarbecue by the swim-
ming pool, amidst beach balls and beer
bottles.

“To beer, or not to beer” was the real
predicament of the Prince of Denmark,
once an Australian academic had ex-
plained to me, adding that his people
down under do not agonize over such
dilemmas. Yasmine Gooneratne, in nar-
rating the story of a Sri Lankan couple
transplanted in Sydney makes the hearty
and -extrovert culture of the southern
continent intersect with an ancient Asian
civilization whose ethnic and religious
history is far too subtly nuanced to be
easily comprehensible to foreigners. It is
anovel about leaving and arriving, about
adventureand nostalgia, about preserva-
tionand metamorphosis. Migrationis one
of the most distinctive cultural experi-
ences of the second half of our century,
which Gooneratne handlesin this remark-
able novel with humour, and sympathetic
understanding of both cultures, backed
up by accurate and minute historical
research.

Before Bharat Mangala-Devasinhaleft
Colombo with his wife Navaranjini to
take up a job in the Linguistics Depart-
ment of the South Cross University at
Sydney, he had very little knowledge of
Australia. Like other products of colonial
education, he knew allabout Londonand
its Dickensian fog and the colour of
Wordsworth’s daffodils. But Australia
was to him “a blank pink space shaped
like the head of a Scotch terrier with its
ears pricked up and its square nose per-
manently pointed westwards, towards
Britain”. Gradually, this blank space gets
peopled with friendly neighbours, quirky
colleagues, drunken editors and shapely
women. His wife begins to notice with
interest that the men were not uniformly
red-faced and yellow-haired, and far from
being as unappetising as they had collec-
tively seemed at first.

How Bharat became Barry, and de-
mure Navranjini emerged as the spunky
Jean is one of the funniest episodes in the
novel. [remember reading this chapter—
or an earlier version of it—as a hilarious
short story in Meanjin some years ago,
and it stayed in my.memory not for its
comnic qualities alone, but also for the
subtly bicultural satiric barbs. That story
may have been a nucleus for the present
book, but the completed novel goes be-
yond irony toseriousintrospectionabout
memory, history and id 2ntity, and baffle-

CULTURAL CROSS CURRENTS

Meenakshi Mukherjee

A CHANGE OF SKIES
By Yasmine Gooneratne

Penguin Books, New Delhi, 1992, pp. 329, Rs. 75.00
(First published by Picador, Australia)

The novel as a dialogic genre is perhaps best suited to the
representation of the multiple pressures of migration, its contest-
ing states of mind and shifting paradigms of loyalty. All pre-de-
termined views about expatriates turn out to be inadequate when
confronted with the complexities of individual lives. In the epi-
logue we know that after the deaih of Bharat and Jean it is their
daughter who is left with a double legacy and has to make a final
choice of home. The ambiguity of her option is beautifully
brought out through the parable of the merchant’s daughter who
had to choose between playing veena for the gods and for the
mortals she loved. As she makes her first journey to Sri Lanka
alone, she has to keep reminding herself—"This journey’s only a
short-term visit, a fact-finding field irip”—that she has to return

home to Australia.

ment at the political violence that is
wrenching cultures out of their moor-
ings. This is poignantly true of Sri Lanka
which has experienced 2 major exodus of
population in the last decade or two, but
other Asian countries are not unfamiliar
with the situation.

Bharat goes through several phases in
Australia. After his academic success he
becomes a popular media personality,
confidently interpreting Asia to Austra-
lians. But as the novel progresses the
mood darkens, ethnic violence rages in
Sri Lanka, that Barry is Sinhala and his
wife is Tamil becomes an issue to reckon
with, and the definition of cultures be-
comes increasingly problematic. An as-
signment accepted casually—to write a
Guide for Asian immigrants to Austra-
lia—gradually grows into an enormous
and unending project. The notes piie up,
Bharat gets more and more involved, but
the book never gets written.

Jean’s book, on the other hand not
only gets completed and published, it
launches her on a career of her own. It is
acookbook that blends her memory of Sri
Lankan cuisine with the abundant ingre-
dients of the new world. The culinary
motif runs through the book at various
levels. Surrounded by servants, back
home Navaranjini had never done any
cooking until she came to Australia, and
she realises: “my thoughts about living
heredo tend to get mixed up, sometimes,

with my herbs and spices.” She looks for
a recipe tasted long ago “One in which
you put everything in at once, and then
the ingredients separateinto layers when
the pudding is baked.” By the end of the
novel we know that she has been able to
perfect this dessert “which combines the
cream of Sri Lankan coconuts with the
tangy tartness of Aussie citrus. . . each
layer separate, yet contributing to a deli-
cious whole.” Food thus becomes a trope
for culture.

While Bharat is busy theorising about
culture on his lap-top computer, his wife
with her spontaneous vivacity enters into
the real worid with gusto and ends up
being the owner of a successful restau-
rant in Queensland, a venture in which
her husband also joins her, agreeing that
“good cooks are like good writers, they
create works of art. Feasting the senses,
firing the imagination, exercising the in-
tellect, civilising the mind.”

Alternating with the story of Barry
and Jean s the chronicle of Barry’s grand-
father Edward, who one hundred years
before them had made the same journey
to Australia on a steamboat bound for
Mackay. Barry edits his journal and en-
ters his life vicariously, recognising par-
allels. Edward went back home after his
adventures “to the duties and responsi-
bilities of an inherited tradition”, but
when Bharat tries to go back for a short
spell, every experience underlines his
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alienness.

The novel as a dialogic genre is per-
haps best suited to the representation of
the multiple pressures of migration, its
contesting states of mind and shifting
paradigmsofloyalty. All pre-determined
views about expatriates turn out to be
inadequate when confronted with the
complexities of individual lives. In the
epilogue we know that after the death of
Bharat and Jean it is their daughter who is
left witha double legacy and has to make
a final choice of home. The ambiguity of
her option is beautifully brought out
through the parable of the merchant’s
daughter who had to choose between
playing veena for the gods and for the
mortals she loved. As she makes her first
journey to Sri Lanka alone, she has to
keep reminding herself—"This journey’s
onlyashort-term visit, a fact-finding field
trip”—that she has to return home to
Australia.

Although this is her first novel Yas-
mineGooneratneis well-knownasacritic
and a poet. Educated first in Sri Lanka,
theninCambridge, she hasbeen teaching
Literature in Macquarie University, Syd-
ney, for nearly two decades now. Her
personal penchant for irony is evident in
the choice of authors for her three full
length critical studies—Alexander Pope,
Jane Austen and Ruth Prawer Jhabvala—
all wielders of the ironic pen. She is also
the author of a delightful and well-re-
searched family history—Relative Mer-
its—whereshetalks with warmth,amuse-
ment and detachment about her Bandar-
nayake ancestors. A Change of Skies, her
first novel, while sparkling with sophisti-
cated wit and amused perception of ra-
cial prejudices, also ruminates sadly or
varieties of homelessness. It is a novel of
thenineties, when language and loyalties
tend to spill over national boundaries,
when histories and identities do not
always remain contained within tidy
geographic frontiers.

Meenakshi Mukherjee teaches at the
Jawaharlal Nehru University, New Delhi.
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The Exquisite Artistry of Gordimer

Anna Sujata Mathai

WHY HAVEN'T YOU WRITTEN? SELECTED STORIES 1950-1970

By Nadine Gordimer
Penguin Books, 1992, pp- 231, Rs. 85.00

hese selected stories offer only a

very slight view of the exquisite
artistry of Gordimerasa shortstory writer.
The hall-mark of a Gordimer short story
isthe seemingly casual surface, suddenly
shot through with light as we look into
the hidden heart of human motivation,
and gaina sudden insight, as witha flash
of lightning. Gordimer’s stories, likeTag-
ore’s, or of any other truly great writer,
give you the whole of Africa, with all its
confused beauty and pain and terror, but
do it without a single statistic, by letting
you know its people and look into their
souls.

Gordimer’s rich and vital love of life
animates even the slightest of these sto-
ries, so that one is eager to share it with
her. “The quickening of glamour” sur-
rounds even the most seemingly bleak
landscapes, asinherstory ‘The Defeated'.
Alittle white girl is fascinated and pulled
towards the Concession stores where the
black people live: “The signs of life that I
craved were very soon evident: rich and
careless of its vitality, it overflowed from
the crowded pavement of the stores, and
the surrounding veld was littered with
sucked-out oranges and tatters of dirty
paper. A fat one-legged native (sold
mealies or corn) and. . .other vendors
making their small way in lucky beans,
herbs, bracelets beaten from copper wire,
knitted caps in wonderful colours—
blooming like great hairy petunias, or
bursting suns from the needles of old, old
native women and, of course oranges.
Everywhere there were oranges. . .” But
it’snot just the local colour and detail that
Gordimer so vividly communicates. She
isablealsotograspand share, theessence
and inner quality of life lived in South
Africa. Not only blacks, but Jewish Set-
tlers, cosmopolitans who move between
Europe and Africa with easeand elan; the
Afrikaans—all find a place in her stories.

Stories around black servants and
work people have a familiar ring for us
Indian readers. The insensitivity, the
condescension, the cruelty—reserved for
servants, echoed in such stories as ‘Mon-
dayis Better Than Sunday’. Elizabeth, the
maid, exhausted by the endless demands
made upon her throughout the day,
climbs up to her lonely room (somewhat
like our barsati servant’s room)—worn
out and lonely.

Inthestory InThe Beginning’ thereis
the unforgettable portrait of Sister Ding-
wall, of Scottish birth, a midwife for 27
years, old, ugly, comical, wonderful at
delivering babies. The young medical
interns, who despise her are forced to feel

some respect. Gordimer’s account of the
delivery of a black baby is memorable:
“in a newly made creature, not two min-
utesold, the scrolled, wide native nostrils
were marvels of intricate craftsmanship,
so much more skilful than the smudgy
nub of a white baby’s nose, and the half
inch long black curls, sudsy with vernix
casiosa, made the baby look as if it had
been interrupted in the midst of a sham-
poo.” To each his own beauty! Gordimer
knows, too, that the external image is
often misleading. The young intern is led
to see Sister Dingwall with compassion
and respect: “Why, I look different from
what I am, he thought suddenly, that is
me, but I don’t know it. And also that is
not me, and other people don’t know it.”

For Indians, who have not yet man-
aged to put caste and social inequalities
behind them, Gordimer may offer a dis-
turbing mirror. In ‘Inkalamu’s Place’
(Inkalamuisa whitemanwitha degraded
social situation because of hisblack wives)
whenmoneyis giventooneof Inkalamu’s
servants, “he went on his knees, clapped
once, and made a bowl! of his hands to
receive the money.” We are no strangers
to such human degradation. Gordimer
points out too, the hypocrisy of the white
African Christian,who will not worship
God side by side with his black brother.
And these were the same people who
created ghettoes for the Jews in Europe.

Gordimer’s stories, seemingly slight,
are highly perceptive and intensely sen-
sitive. They move, with a great sense of
physical detail to a burst of spiritual illu-
mination. Gordimer knows, like one of
her characters that “what finally mat-
tered was not the graph of an event or
human relationship in its progress but
the casual or insignificant sign or mo-
ment you secretly took away fromit.” It is
that secret vision which sparks all the
stories making them vibrant with life.
Gordimer, in love with life, a seeker after
truth and wisdom, asks us: “The novelty
ofanew, strange feeling wasatouch from
life; who would refuse it? I, who have
always played with my feelings, like fire-
works, wanting them to sparkleand burst
into coloured light even if it is only for a
moment—I, certainly, would never ref-
use the same old beckon of fascination.”
This quick-silver quality, along with her
deep sensitivity and vision make
Gordimer someone we all wish to know
and read.

Anna Sujata Mathai is a Delhi-based
freelance writer. She has published three col-
lections of poetry.

SHORT STORY

Fourteen Stories in Search of Answers

Mrinal Pande

IN OTHER WORDS: NEW WRITING BY INDIAN WOMEN

Selected by Urvashi Butalia and Ritu Menon

Kali for Women, 1992, pp. 196, Rs. 80.00

T hefictional microcosmby and large
has its own natural laws and one
may be praised or criticized for
obeying or flouting these. But we do not
leave behind our world entirely when we
enter the world of fiction. Noris language
merelya tool that the writer uses and puts
awayasa painter would his/herbrushes.
Language is also the body of the work,
and leaps continuously from the world of
senses into the world of history.

If the language used by a writer has a
definite historical pastas a tool of colonial
dominanceand cultural subjugation,and
if its mastery is seen to lend certain privi-
leges and advantages to the users, the
sensitive writer may soon discover that
no personal bonds of loyalty, friendship
or even love may waive off a heritage of
guilt. For this reason the Indian writer of
English requires enormous reservoirs of
emotional and inteilectual strength to
confront the fact of his or her own privi-
legeand thesharpquestionsitthrows up.
Questions such as:

» Whenalanguagelike Englishsegre-
gates people more firmly than colour or
classand creates radically dissimilar social
and existential circumstances forthe privi-
leged and the out-groups, can any van-
tage point be termed objective?

¢ Doesn’t each observation then re-
flect equally upon the observed as also
the observer?

* Whatnew dimensions enter into the
native patterns of cultural dominance
when it is cross-fertilized by the culture
of the new colonizers? Do the new domi-
nant powers share a spiritual turf with

The colonial past of all Indi-
ans looms behind most sto-
ries, spreading its tentacles in
the present as habit, custom,
or even as impossible dreams
for the young. Dreams, to
chase which one must leave
India and go west, only to
find that the “dreaming
spires of Oxford are dipped in
the blood of .. . Indians.”

the old ones?

e Where do women, the arch-op-
pressed fit into this whole scheme? Both
as victims and perpetrators of oppres-
sion? How doesan English speaking caste-
woman stand vis-a-vis 2 non-English
speaking low-caste man?

There are no easy answers to these
questions. Not for those at least whothink
almost too much about the business of

writing with-
out a maud-

In their bleakest lin self-pity

moments these for them-
stories seem Sel"'te_s °r' ";
= a5 sentimenta

tinged with a ) Tovel Endis

deep sense of guilt  others.

and impending The four-

dODnI. teen stories
compiled by

Kaliinitslat-
est anthology of English short stories by
Indian women writers are attempts by
sensitive writers to explore these ques-
tions. In their bleakest moments these
stories seem tinged with a deep sense of
guilt and impending doom.

“Itesolutely prepared to enjoy myself
to the full. But somehow the enjoyment
had become very elusive.”

‘Portrait of a Childhood’ —Shama
Futehally

“Ileaned against him, a familiar tiredness
seeping through my body. The kind that
hits you when all the junk gives out and
you know the MPs wait for you at day-
light...”

‘Dooz, Charu and The Establishment'
—Subhadra Sen Gupta

But in the better moments the stories also
have a certain toughness of spirit and a
wry and refreshing humour.

-.."Ina family like mine, however, the
past is almost as real as the present, and
the dead and gone never truly depart
because they are always being recalled,
more usually as exemplars of all that was
good, butalso. .. asa warning.”

‘Sara’-—Manorama Mathai

The colonial past of all Indians looms
behind most stories, spreading its ten-
tacles in the present as habit, custom, or
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even as impossible dreams for the young.
Dreams, to chase which one must leave
India and go west, only to find that the
“dreaming spires of Oxford aredipped in
the blood of . .. Indians.”

Like many of the reefer-smoking, es-
tablishment baiters of the 70s, Charu
(‘Dooz, Charu and the Establishment')
breaks down under the weight of this
situation. Dooz and Charu buried under
the false patterns and borrowed formu-
lae of campus and family life in upper-
class Delhi, echo each other’s despair,
each advising the other on how to shore
up, knowing well the ultimate impossi-
bility of it all. Their depression may be
self-regarding and solipsistic but it is not
uncommon or unreal. It is one part lone-
liness, one part aftermath of an uneager
participation in the bourgeois life of the
capital city, mixed with a liberal dose of
fright and self-pity.

The same diaspora of the upper
middle<lass Indian youth in the post-
Independence years, (and its psychologi-
cal, familial aftermath) is the theme of
The Smothering’—Ritu Bhatia and
‘Thanks, Anyway’—Achala Bansal. For
the small community of young Indians
brought up in Indian public schools that
are still run like little reproductions of
Victorian Britain ‘No Letter From Mother’,
or in homes which are trying to hang on
to the British legacy of peons, PAs, ayahs
and dusty 1-say-old-chap-clubs’ leaving
India of chaotic governance, of teeming
hungry millions is increasingly becom-
inga rather attractive option. Here, even
those of them that want to be egalitarian,
they feel, will end up becoming apolo-
geticand weakorbossy, suchisthe Karma
of their class. Once the young ones leave
to escape this Karma, the remaining
families (as in ‘Thanks, Anyway’),
dwindle to small, socially isolated com-
munities, caring for and weeping over its
frail ones, but still keeping a stiff upper
lip in front of the natives. Even in their
grief, they somehow feel superior tothose
that have known no better.

Manjula Padmanabhan’s ‘A Govern-
ment of India Undertaking’ reacts to the
absence of rationality and realism in
Indian middle-class life somewhat surre-
alistically. The story stands this entire
macabre world of clerks, queues and petty
bureaucrats on its head, turning the ex-

There are explorations, not
only of a certain time and
certain relationships, but ulti-
mately of the self. If occasion-
ally they seem to take leave of
moderation, sobriety and right
reason, relinquishing ‘the tone
and spirit of the centre’ (Arnold)
they are entitled to it. Writers,
like critics, respond to a situ-
ation, they do not create it.

!

traordinary one-sidedness of Indian
middle<class citizens into a sort of a gro-
tesque and morbid fairy tale that rejects
any attempt to confer meaning upon a
meaningless world. The Bureau of Rein-
carnation and Transmigration of Souls

passed and times have changed. Man has
walked on the moon and women have
babies without husbandsand thereistalk
of women'’s rights. . . But some things
never change. The tragedy of a woman
caught between her duty to her society

| thatthe nar- and family
| rator dis- and her own
| covers in a deeper long-
[ RaTTOW  What these stories reveal, with the  '"8sremans
gully, high- . . unchanged,
lightsthew-  startling candour of Indian women,  inmy world,
timate im- s the fact that the implicit messages ~ tanyrate.as
possibility 5 2 in Sara’s.”
of change: and signals that are transmitted Sara’—
“ .. - through the societies may not have Manorama
You see, I . . 2 Mathai
am tired of  been itemized and analysed by lin-
my lifeand  guists and educationists, buttheyare  “. ... They
want to - i ki d and-understooi cared too
change it.  “mequivocally heard and understoo ek for
But  the by women, who have usually stood perfection. I
thing is I . did too once.
ik o aroun.d the margins of the areas of But fhen I
change it  learning and knowledge. grewtolearn’
now. [ do that we were
not want to all guilty of

commit suicideorgo throughall the mess
of cat-ching a disease or being murdered.

Theclerk continues tobeunimpressed.
i Madam, as you have stated, this
is an illegal request”.
RuchiraMukherjee’s Dying LikeFlies’
on the other hand, searches for the psy-
chological motivation behind a bureau-
crat’s suicideby reconstructing the minu-
tiae of an Indian Sahib’s daily life. The
story ultimately disappoints because
somewhereit fails to reconstruct the links
betweenthe pastand the present,in whose
web the astonishing answers to an act of
supreme self-destruction may be held.
Perhaps Mukherjee and Vishwapriya
Iyengar No Letter From Mother’ take a
somewhat moral stand wherethey should
haveallowed the creative instincttoinsu-
late their stories against the demagogy of
a precise psycho-social, ethnic identity,
and the glorious (or otherwise) sense of
historical destiny that it brings in its wake.
Urmila Banerjee’s Tamarind Tree
Murder’ (a tale about the death of an
aristocratic matriarch), Manorama
Mathai’s hauntingly beautiful story about
great Grandmother ‘Sara’, and Bulbul
Sharma’s tale of a girl who was married
off to a Peepul tree to ward off evil,—
‘Rightsof Passage’, arethreebrilliant gems
inthisanthology. All threeareevocations
of the past that refuses to die, and contin-
ues to haunt the present, and all three
writers display the incisive instinct of a
creativeartist inallowing their characters
to be seen mostly as receivers rather than
initiators of events. There are, the stories
seemto say, menand women, surrounded
by other people and capable of handling
life. But somehow they all get lost amid a
big world that is constantly rushing to-
wards them mostly to sweep them closer
to a supreme catastrophe, without ever
bothering to consult them.
“....More than half a century has

crimes. Little ones, some witting, some

unwitting. That absolute innocence is a

myth. .. .and so I forgave myself. Do you
understand?”

The Tamarind Tree Murder'—

Urmila Banerjee

Itis notas if these stories have renounced
philosophical introspection, but their
reasoning is strictly defined by the au-
thoritarianand tyrannical social situation
in which their women protagonists are
completely absorbed. Sometimes, as in
the’Tamarind Tree Murder’ and ‘Sara,’
these tragic situations develop from the
claustrophobically close families that
would not let go of family members be-
cause they somehow could not, and
thereby create little hells all around, for
men as well as for women, mostly for
women. Insuch families, when a member
interacts with the world of the colonial
masters, the world of “higher” learning
he (usually it is a he), ends up even more
pompous and humorless (as in ‘Sara’), or
meanand acquisitive (Thanks Anyway’)
or plain confused and lost (‘Dooz, Charu
and The Establishment ).

What these stories reveal, with the
startling candour of Indian women, is the
fact that the implicit messages and sig-
nals that are transmitted through the
societies may not have been itemized and
analysed by linguists and educationists,
but they are unequivocally heard and
understood by women, who have usu-
ally stood around the margins of the ar-
eas of learning and knowledge.

If a story is just content poured into a
frame, then it would ultimately become
nothing except an ideological interpreta-
tion of reality. Perhaps this is where or-
ganic simplicity of structure not only
matters, but matters a great deal. These
truestoriesare brilliant because they have
the same organic fulfilment of an age-old
artistic tradition of female narrative. The

SHORT STORY

same tradition also becomes visible in
other media as Madhubani paintings or
Kantha embroidery. To read these is to
understand again the richness of human
life and the magic of the imagination, not
asan ‘ersatz’ version of Life but as an in-
toxication with the dazzling multiplicity
ofthis living world. To read of Sara, Ratna-
bali and the little Manglik girl in The
Rites of Passage’ is to recognise the in-
comprehensible nature of the world as
seenand experienced by generations. It is
arich world teeming withdozensof happy
or unhappy children, whispering maids,
reneged drunks, secretive relatives and
scoundrels of all varieties spilling in and
out amid a cacophony of sounds. How-
ever, even in their bitterest moments, all
that is put-on, or hypocritical, maybe
debunked and ridiculed in these stories
but never human life. There is an innate
respect for the human being and great
compassion for its frailties. Shalini Sa-
ran’s ‘Mallika Farida,” puts this age-old
wisdom in Farida’s mouth. When repri-
manded for fornicating around with a
goonda she looks steadily at the Mirza. .
.. “Mirza Sahib, . . .. there is no shrine as
sacred as one’s body.”

The only story which strikes one as
being somewhat pretentious and la-
boured in an otherwise flawlessly edited
anthology, is Deep Bedi’s, The manu-
script.” Withiits laboured arguments about
‘the meaning of life’ and ‘the concept of
humanity’ it falls into very predictable
traps of ethnic Indian writing for ‘their’
eyes only.

Of course some of these stories tell us
what it is like to be a woman, to have an
imagination and ambition beyond the
narrow confines of the times, to be a vic-
tim. But thebook is ultimately nota trum-
pet for women’s cause. It creates good
fiction out of much of what women have
been confiding to other women over the
centuries, while gossiping in their back-
yards, whilereprimanding nubiledaugh-
ters or condemning recalcitrant daugh-
ters-in-law. These stories also give shape
to much that most Indian menand women
have been reluctant to condemn aloud in
public: things such as man’s beastliness
to woman at the sametime as he longs for
her love and approval, of women's icy
passivity and the fires and fears that rage
underneath, of the grace and misery of
old ageand the helpless anger of the very
young.

Women protagoniststell stories within
these stories about what they saw, did or
happened to them, what they remember,
feeland think. Thereareexplorations, not
only ofa certain time and certain relation-
ships, but ultimately of the self. If occa-
sionally they seem to take leave of mod-
eration, sobriety and right reason, relin-
quishing ‘thetone and spiritofthe centre’
(Amold) they are entitled to it. Writers,
likecritics, respond toa situation, they do
not create it.

Mrinal Pande, a well known writer, is the
Editor of Saptahik Hindustan.
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roup Portrait, Saleem Peeradina’s
G latest collection of poems, has his

inimitable, unmistakable signa-
ture. In his first collection of poems, First
Offence, published by Newground, in
1980, the themes were mostly to do with
the city (Bombay), it's lures and disillu-
sionments, though there are some poems
dealing with relationships (including
familial ones), suffering, separation. . . in
fact, thereis a poem entitled ‘Separation’.
Inthe present collection, the central theme
is the family, with the “message” that the
home is a sanctuary from the tensions
and pressures of the world, despite the
“emotional squeeze” that domestic rou-
tine can impose on a family man. The
territory charted in Group Portrait is that
of inter-personal relationships, both
within the poet’s immediate family, as
well as in his extended family, as con-
trasted with the Bombay landscape in
First Offence.

The book is divided into three sec-
tions:

(1) Family Mirror; (2) Transition; and
(3) Beginnings.

The first section has some excellent
poems. The opening poem: ‘Family Man’
starts with a clinical objectivity: “Some-
one is making a game out of us.” It goes
ontodescribetheconstructionofahouse,
and the first part concludes with the
master craftsman painting “arow of cheap
plastic figures with fixed smiles. . ../one
in the kitchen, one on a tricycle/ Another
hunched over home-work and in the
verandah, one/Whose face is buried in a
newspaper.”

Parts of the poem read like prose, in
keeping with the prosaic process of wait-
ing inqueues, applying for loans, and the
endless, nitty-gritty procedure of buying
“ahole in the anthill.” But the poem ends
with the poet’s characteristic, elliptical
touch:

cramped for space, the inmates

train the eye on the window grill
Through which the horizons come
Flooding in. On shafts of light
compose the text of a remembered place
to set against the reality of this
passing one. Line the walls

With snapshots of a world missing
from view, so that the footprints

it left behind could lead their children
back to it's hiding place.

Alliteration seems to come naturally
to Saleem Peeradina, and adds to therich
poetic texture of the poem:

He would live on the farm

in the company of goats and fowl,

(keeping at bay the monkeys), who filch
fruit

from the fig tree.

The title poem: ‘Group Portrait’, is
aboutatight rope dance “of atwo-wheeler
ride” fora “clutchof kindred souls/ poised
in flight/from the city’s snares.”

It is a heart-warming picture of a
family who rise

A Taut Network

Indu K. Mallah

GROUP PORTRAIT
By Saleem Peeradina

Oxford University Press, 1992, pp.- 61, Rs

. 70.00

“for the city dark to reclaim us.
Replenished, we ride home
escorted by invisible hands.”

Perhapsthebest poemsinthis section,and
indeed the whole book, are: ‘Strange
Meetingl’,and ‘Strange Meeting II’, about
the birth of his first child. These poems
have a strange, mystical quality about
them, redolent of Khalil Gibran. In
‘Strange Meeting I’ the central metaphor
is that of a horse:

....unbomn, her heart
Pounded, clear as hoofbeats.

The horse metaphor is continued:

Yearning
to ride the air. . ..

and in perhaps the best lines in the poem:

Time collapsed: the child’s galloping years
diminished

His own, until a full-grown woman

Sat by his bed-side, stroking his hand,
chilling him

To the bone.

This poem too, is richly alliterative:

Drinking d om the dark pool

Of the child’s eyes which held his own ina
spell—

and the end,
the earth glided on. God stood watching
which ties up neatly to the beginning:

With the visible signs
of his first child
God loomed into view.

In ‘Strange Meeting 11," one sees the
poet’s craft at it’s best. His deep feelings
are held back by the leash of his disci-
pline, finely-honed by hiscraftsmanship,
and filtered through his aesthetic
sensibility.The last line:

“ it is your face, dredged from the deep,
that has survived”, is the acme of the
poet’s art.

‘Michigan Basement I’ is about the
creative process, and is reminiscent of
‘Thought Fox’, by Ted Hughes. Oneiden-
tifies more readily with Peeradina’s anal-
ogy of the seed of creativity sprouting
through the fertile soil of his mind, than
with Hughes’ analogy of the fox leaving
foot-prints in the snow of consciousness.
This poem has some very graphic im-
agery:

“A cut-in glass pane pulls/the sky in.
Sensing a barrier, the roots tap/ Their
white canes along the wall”, while the
phrase “a ripple of light falls”, with it's
‘son et lumiere’ effect, coruscates bril-

Ah, love, whose tongue
From a thousand millio

Fetching us from home

From this long-familiar

A room awakened, and
Distance became flesh.

Ah, Child, whose hand

STRANGE MEETING I

Eyes surfacing from the dark.
Words mirroring, bouncing,

Breath curling it's spine, ear-echoing-

Brought your dreaming to a halt?

To the far end where I move in the passages

Of my sleep? The current swirls, ebbs,

Renews itself around you. It streams forward
Lapping my sides, slicing open my dream.

When light pulls my eyelids back, it is

Your face, dredged from the deep, that has survived.

has revealed me to you?
n orbits-feet

to the world outside,

fall, what sight
a face stood, formed.

has led you here

POETRY

liantly.

In ‘Michigan Basement IT’, the conflict
between Peeradina the poet, and
Peeradina, the father, is expressed inase-
ries of brilliant images and metaphors,
which form an “ambivalent and complex
web of emotions and perceptions.”

Children barge in and out

Of my mind's swivel door.

To them, he is a “country without bor-
ders.”

The poem ends with the lines:

Remaining whole is no longer the point.
It's staying divided, attaining equipoise.”

One wonders! Is this part of the poet's
credo?

In "Long Shot’, in Section II, the meta-
phorof the screen, and cine-photography
is used very skilfully, and played to the
fullest, withit's ‘unpaged script’it’s ‘wash
of light’, ‘lip-synching’, it's ‘rushes”.
Among other notable poems in this sec-
tion are The Divide’, ‘Secrets’, and ‘Mi-
rage’. To continuetheanalogy of painting
suggested by the title poem, ‘Mirage’ is
like a stark, spare, Zen painting, “etched
ineternity.” The last two lines: “Only the
lazy movement of sheep grazing, moves
the still landscape into Time,” lends an
elliptical dimension to the poem.

Intensely autobiographical, the mood
of ‘Beginnings’ isdifferent from the other
sections, and the reader is introduced to
another kind of landscape, inhabited by
the past, by memories, some pleasant,
some painful, but all searingly honest.
The metaphor used here is that of the
stage, and the diction used is consistent
right from the beginning.

Onstage, the first act is born; his entry
as observed from the wings.”

To witness a play within a play. .

At another point,

He looks in vain for the old familiar props,
The backdrop is rolled up, a new one
installed. He has forgotten his cue.”

Is the mentor mentioned in ‘Begin-
nings’, Nissim Ezekiel? The awakening
of his poetic impulses is a ‘flash/pro-
duced by rubbing the flint of imagination
/to the hard edge of the universe.” And

Stalking the mysterious rhythm of foot
falls
Lands him into print. . . . .
He has heard the call: an agitation of the,
irit
in the act of finding a resolution in words.

And so, one comes full circle—"In the
end is my beginning.”

BruceKing, well-knownliterarycritic,
considers Saleem Peeradina one of the
leading Indo-Anglian poets, and what he
says about Peeradina’s mentor, Nissim
Ezekiel, could well be true of Peeradina
himself:
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‘His traits include a personal voice,
direct communication with the reader,
economy and precision of language and
image, the poem as feeling, expressed
through and filtered by thought, con-
cluding with recollection or observation.
...Images, symbols, allusions, references,
etc., form a taut poetic net-work.”

Peeradina’s use of language is spare,

even laconic, and his style very often |

tangential. That he is a master of allitera-
tion is richly abundant in Group Portrait.
Perhaps he is able to play about with
images, sounds and textures so easily,
because of his multifaceted personality.
In addition to being a sensitive, highly-
gifted poet/writer, he is an artist, musi-
cian, photographer. . . . He recently held
two exhibitions of his photographs in

Michigan, whereheiscurrently teaching,
and he is working towards an exhibition
of his pen-and-ink sketches, in addition
to preparing to publish a compilation of
his prose-pieces, reviews, etc., which will
be accompanied by his own sketches. In
Group Portrait, then, the different perso-
naeof the poet mergeand emerge to form
a complex, composite mosaic.

In a collection like this one, all the
poems cannot be equally good. Some are
bound to be mediocre. But the ultimate
impression one is left with, after reading
this book, is that Peeradina’s poems are
‘meeting-places’, where the poet and the
reader meet. This meeting isatonce, rich,
rewarding, and horizon-widening.

Indu K. Mallah is a writer and critic.

A Book To Read

Laila Tyabji

A CHAP CALLED PETER PAN

By Jug Suraiya
Penguin Books, Delhi 1991, pp. 158, Rs 75.00

tisatopsy-turvy world;nowheremore

so than the literary scene. Fewer and

fewer people seem to buy books, buta
surprising number become millionaires
writing them. Aspiring authorsnow write
‘the book of the film’ rather than dream of
the “film of the book’. Books are sold in
supermarkets, sideby side withcondoms,
cornflakes and cans of beans, stamped
with the same consumer codes, and the
authors of “sexand shopping” sagas, ex-
hausted by hyping their product on break-
fastT.V., nolonger even bother to think of

butthe really amazing bit is that he hasn’t
yet sold a single copy! The book has not
even been printed.

Yet nobody would put Tom Clancy on
a list of a hundred best writers and The
Times Literary Supplement and The Book
Review tend not to review him. So, if
people buy and read books that review-
ers don't review, should reviewers only
review books that people want to know
about but not read and buy? And what
happens to a reviewer when faced witha
book that’sreadable but not reviewable—

new titles, neither so
characters [ EE] terrible
and plots— that he can
they sim- poyey Fleming once commented that “with tear Mt
ply write } i : apart,
Lace 2 or thepossibleexception of the equator, every- splutter-
Scruples 2 thingbegins somewhere”, and someone even ing pleas-
and every- d £ d urably
one, (in- ™More famous and more frequently quoted, withindig-
cludingthe  said “In my Beginning is my End”,—a par- nantly
}’?“'iene‘; able seemingly designed for short story »acesz:ai-

ists . - ives, or
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wherethey 115w a narrative line, and end with a irradiate
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can say, “she’s a very nice person”, and
all is instantly clear with no more words
needed, but a reviewer, perforce, must
fill his stipulated 1,000-word space.

Jug Suraiya’s book of short stories, A
Chap Called Peter Pan, just published by
Penguin India, falls into this category. It
is an enjoyable enough read, but fails to
raise one's pulse rate. I read it on a train
journey and it pleasantly beguiled the
intervals between the chai, the non-veg
thaal, the snoozes and the stations. His
characters complemented the usual chia-
roscuro of oddities and nonentities that
the Indian Railways reservation charts
fling together—neither more nor less
memorable. Atone point (thetrain being,
inevitably, stranded onasiding for “tech-
nical reasons”), I played a game, match-
ing fictional charactersto physically pres-
ent faces. With a little cheating, (Parsi for
Anglo-Indian; college sports team for
string quintet), it worked. Jug Suraiya’s
protagonists are familiar enough, and
though he writes often of the alienated
and alone, theirlonelinessis in spite of, or
perhaps because of, their being part of the
crowd.

Peter Fleming once commented that
“with the possible exception of the equa-
tor, everything begins somewhere”, and
someone even more famous and more
frequently quoted, said “In my Begin-
ning is my End”,—a parable seemingly
designed for short story writers. As a
genre, they seem compelled, far more
than their novelist kith and kin, to follow
a narrative line, and end with a moral, a
metaphor or a twist to the tale. Jug Su-
raiya does this quite well. His experience
in writing newspaper ‘middles’ prevents
him from going on too long and his sto-
ries, even when they do not end with a
bang, have a pleasant touch of the unex-
pected, or the expected unexpectedly
presented. I particularly enjoyed the last
line of “The Badger”.

What took me aback was the predicta-
bility of the prose—bland, often cliched:
bladesareslim, dexterity fiendish, frowns
heavy, claps frantic; one reads without
delight or discovery, of “hulking louts”,
“neat parcels”, “shocking clarity”, and
“unhappy compromise”. In 'Mi Casa, Su
Casa' a drop-out from society with a
“gentle smile”, “foot-loose and fancy-
free” recountsa “rambling narrative” that
makes the listener “catch his breath”,
condemning the narrator, (“"What about
visas, papers, things like that?’ I asked
hoarsely”) to a night of “fitful sleep”
“tossing and turning”. Not so the reader.
This was so trite, one’s only possible re-
sponse was a gentle snore. Similarly, the
only thing to do with a predictable adjec-
tive is to omit it. The resulting prose is
both tauter and more effective.

Occasionally, Suraiya gets more ad-
venturous, “elliptical winds blow through
theorbiting seasons, “or,asin ‘Clap Trap”:

“The great golden cage of sound held
him, racked his spine in a curve fol-
lowing the soaring note till he was on

Humbug, snobbery, alienation,
self-deception are some of the
recurring motifs, but always

treated gently and perceptively.

Refreshingly free of the bathos and
sanctimony that often afflicts
Indian writers on social themes.

tip-toe, head flung back and arm out-
reached, and through the sweat drop
at the corner of his right eye he was
dazzled by the scintillant nova of the
spotlight above. Higher and faster the
sonic crest thrust him towards the reef
of lights till in the final moment of
precipitoussuspenseitseemed his frail
body must be wrecked against them”.

Ifound thisequally unsatisfying. What
I've always enjoyed in Jug Suraiya’s pre-
vious work was the ease and humour of
his writing; the unexpected use of ordi-
nary words. In these stories he seems
strained and inhibited; as if by the effort
of writing prose to endure, rather than
the more ephemeral ‘middle’. Paradoxi-
cally and appropriately, one of the most
satisfying storiesin the bookis The Word’,
where he takes a much coined cliche, “the
writing on the wall”, and turns it into a
powerful and evocative contemporary
fable for our time.

Whom is this book intended for? In
The Word’, the intrepid but unlucky
night-watchman utters “the equivalent
of gorblimey,” suggesting an Anglo-
Saxon readership, but in The Talisman”
people smoke chillums and eat rotis with
gur, without any explanations in paren-
theses. Suraiya’s characters, whether
Goan or Anglo-Indian, babu, box-wallah
or peasant, are both Indian and Every-
man. We willall recognise ourselves (and
some of our least pleasing characteristics
and responses) in these stories. Humbug,
snobbery, alienation, self-deception are
some of the recurring motifs, but always
treated gently and perceptively. Refresh-
ingly free of the bathos and sanctimony
that often afflicts Indian writers on social
themes.

So—to return to my beginning—this
is a book to read, rather than read about.
Itis not great news or great literature, nor
is it shopping mall pulp. Equally impor-
tantly, PenguinIndia, as always, makesit
apleasureto hold, look at and read. Gone
are the days when Indian paperbacks
were a slab of smeary, grey print with a
lurid cover that had to be masked in
brown paper, and disintegrated into frag-
ments as you turned the pages.

Laila Tyabji is a free-lance designer and
Chairperson, DASTKAR, a Society for Crafts
and Craftspeople. She works with textiles and
handicrafts, travels extensively, and reads,
cooks and embroiders in the intervals.
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Bologna Nationes Symposium

hen a University becomes nine
W hundred yearsold, thereiscause

to celebrate. The University of
Bologna in Italy, said to be the oldest
University in Europe, chose to mark this
historic occasion in its own particular
way: vice chancellors of all major Euro-
pean and American Universities were in-
vited to a ceremony full of splendour and
solemnity, to sign what was called a
Magna Carta of European Universities, a
document that called for
increasing academic coop-
eration in all fields, in an
attempt to begin the proc-
ess of ‘overcoming barri-
ers and conflicts among
people.”

The ceremony, held in
Bologna's spectacular Pi-
azza Maggiore, was ac-
companied by a series of
seminars, mainly on sci-
ence, called Bolgona-Na-
tiones, whose purpose was
to further extend areas of
cooperation in specific
fields. Within Italy, Bolo-
gna was the point from
which such discussions
and their results would
extend to Universities in the country.

Four years later, in 1992 September,
the continuing celebrations of the Uni-
versity’s ninth centenary (the University
was founded in 1088) saw a similar, and
different event. This time a Magna Carta
was signed with Indian Universities, and
the Bologna Nationes Symposium centred
around India. Sixteen vice-chancellors

urban. . .

from different Indian Universities were
invited to sign thecharter and participate
in the ceremonial event (and this must
have been the first time the University’s
main hall, originally a church, saw vice
chancellors with tussar achkans and
angvastrams in place of the ceremonial
robes!). Two Indian academics and re-
searchers, M.S. Swaminathan and UR.
Rao were honoured with the Honoris
Causa Laurae, and several others were

invited to participate in the seminars and
symposia that accompanied the event.
Discussions were held ona wide range
of themes: from Indian archaeology, to
ethnic conflict in contemporary India,
interpretations of the Bhagvad Gita, the
Indian economy, agrarian sciences and
forestry, physics and mathematics, the
origins of Indian civilization, the image

But why India, and what kind of cooperation can there be
with our system? ‘Well, that remains to be seen,’ said one
of the organizers, ‘but we were particularly interested in
India for many reasons. Both our countries have long
histories of ancient and important civilizations behind us,
both combine a mix of things, tradition, moderniity, rural,
and, really we ought to know much more about
each other, but we know so little. Here, in Italy, while there
is some academic knowledge and interest in ancient India
and in your scriptures and history, we know practically
nothing about contemporary India. | don’t know what things
are like with regard to Italy in India, but | imagine not much
is known over there about us.’

Urvashi Butalia

of India in Italian and European culture,
contemporary Indian writing in English,
the situation of Indian women and so on.
Some 45-50 academics (which included
the vicechancellors) were invited to pres-
entpapersinthesediscussionsalong with
their ltalian counterparts and, at the end
of the Bologna events, more or less the
entirelotof academics was taken to Rome
to participate in further events organized
by Rome University and the Centre for
Research in Develop-
ing Societies, as well as
a smaller symposium
organized by the Insti-
tute for the Study of
Middle and Far East-
ern Societies (ISMEO).

But why India, and
what kind of coopera-
tion can there be with
oursystem? ‘Well, that
remains to be seen,”
said one of the organ-
izers, ‘but we were par-
ticularly interested in
India for many reasons.
Both our countries
have long histories of
ancient and important
civilizations behind us,
both combine a mix of things, tradition,
modernity, rural, urban. .. and, really we
ought to know much more about each
other, but we know solittle. Here, in Italy,
for example, while there is some aca-
demic knowledge and interest in ancient
India and in your scriptures and history,
we know practically nothing about con-
temporary India. And I don’t know what

AN OVERVIEW

things are like with regard to Italy in
India, but I would imagine not much is
known over there about us.’ In keeping
with this spirit a conscious attempt was
made in the discussions to focus on the
specifics of how universities could possi-
bly work together, perhaps set up ex-
changes of scholars, research facilities.
And although no fixed dates have been
set, further meetingsare planned to work
things out in more detail.

Although not as visible as the aca-
demic discussions, the focus on India in
Italy had another agenda too, one which
was very much in evidence in the areas
focussed on by three Indian journalists
who were invited to the host country as
well. Their visits were mainly to factories
for both small and large scale industry to
see what kind of trade and exchange al-
ready existed with India and what more
could bedone. Indeed, timeand againthe
academics were reminded, by the more
“political’ of officials in the host country,
thatthe focuson India had as much, if not
more, of a political significance, as it did
of a cultural. ‘Just as Europe is today
becoming one world,” said one official,
‘s0 also it is time to extend ties with other
parts of the world to overcome not only
cultural barriers but also trade barriers.”

Indeed, as one of the Indian journal-
ists pointed out, India and Italy are al-
ready inatradingrelationship, which has
enormous scope for expansion. Leather,
for example, is one area of collaboration:
already Italian technology is being im-
ported into India for use in Indian facto-
ries on raw materials which can then be
takeninto Italyand processed /designed.
And this is only the beginning. Perhaps it
is a measure of the realism of Italian aca-
demia that commerce and academics are
seen as being quite closely intertwined.
For, as one of the Italian participants
pointed out: “so, while we talk about the
academic stuff, they will get on with the
real business out there, and at the end,
we'll have collaboration in both areas.”

Urvashi Butalia, publisher, editor and
writer, was a participant at the Bologna Na-
tiones Symposium.

A Slice of Real Life

Anupama Chandra

THE WOMAN AND OTHER STORIES
By Gangadhar Gadgil
Sterling Pub., 1992, pp 183, Rs 50.00

his selection of Professor Gan-
gadhar Gadgil’s short stories must
belong to the small but growing
group of fine translations. It has avoided
the horrible mutilations regional litera-

ture often suffers in slipshod translations
that drive one mad, with gharas becom-
ing “earthen pitchers used to fill water”
and every nuance of emotion and idiom
succumbing to the strangeness of another
language. Perhaps it is because Professor
Gadgil has translated these stories him-
self from the Marathi, that they read with
such lucidity and ease—it never seems as
though they might be missing something
of the original.

Ofcourse, a finetranslation givespleas-
ure, but this selection makes good read-
ing because the stories themselves are
excellent. An essential quality of good
writing, as Marianne Moore put it, exists
within thesestories: “.. .onediscoversin/
itafterall, a place for the genuine. Hands

that can grasp, eyes/that can dilate, hair
that can rise/if it must...”. It is the sort of
writing that can tell a story, create the
place for the genuine. All the characters
in these stories are so real in their famili-
arity—the youngest daughter-in-law at
the receiving end of a large joint family
(‘The Rough and the Smooth’); the tyran-
nical husband who sexually exploits his
wife (‘Gopal Padhye: A Kind of Man’) or
the cramped but gregarious passengers
of a third class railway carriage (‘The
Third Class Coach’). They are familiar
not because they are necessarily a part of
our experience but because Professor
Gadgilknowsthem intimately, and makes
us share this intimacy in his delicate
observations of the minutedetails of their

lives. Asmallincident in The Wan Moor’,
when a run-down housewife covets the
icecandy her daughters are eating but
refuses it when it is offered to her, reveals
that her entire existence has been based
on this denial of herself:
“The man looked at his wifeand asked,

“How about it? Do you want one?”

“Oh, no! What would I want ice-candy
for?” she protested.

“Don’t you listen to her. She would
like to have one, I know”, said the girl.

“Whythendon't yousay so?” growled
theman and boughta bar of candy for her
too.

‘The woman accepted it guiltily and
sucked at it.. .’

Itis with this simplicity that Professor
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THE WOMAN
AND OTHER STORIES

Gadgil tells the stories of everyday lives.
As we discover in these tales, the great
events and calamities we wait for never
happen, and life goes by in the smaller,
everyday disasters: the smashed tea-cup,
or a husband’s petty cruelty over the
evening meal. Itisto these everyday crises
that attention is paid. Within this one
frame, however, the variations in both
thetoneand thethemeare extreme. They
movefrom the poignancy of thetitle story
(‘'The Woman’), aboutan old woman who
faces rejection and defeat with her domi-
nant will to live; to the dark, brooding
horror of The Hollow Men’ in which the
apathetic residents of a chawl join in the
looting of a small store during communal
riots in the city, to a work of absurd
fantasy (‘The Truth of the Matter). Per-
haps the story which stands out the most
as being different—another world, an-
other place, and almost another era—is
oneaboutthe downfallof theold jagirdari
aristocracy (‘A Dying World‘) in1948. As
with any feudal system in decline, its
p ives have deg d into
various corruptions except for the wife of
the head of the family, Baisaheb. Her
stern, mysterious character is brought to
life as she silently performs her duties,
and holds her collapsing world together
by a deep understanding of what it origi-
nally stood for; she understands that its
end is inevitable and yet makes a heroic
last stand against a revolutionary mob
after her family has left, on her orders!
“Do you think I am telling you to go to
save your miserable skins?” she says” All
of us here may be destroyed, but my line
mustgo on. It must never happen thatthe
family is wiped out in a single storm. For
generations we have survived these
things, by courage or by craft. What I am
doing now is what wehavealwaysdone”.
This is one of the finest stories in the
collection, showing us as it does theother
side: the great house tradition that must
inevitably disappear with its oppression.
Many of the stories in this volume are

GANGADHAR GADGIL

centred around female characters all of
whom are not as powerful as Baisaheb.
Writes Professor Gadgil: “The Indian
woman and her predicament have been
subjects of deep concern for me. ... [ have
been deeply moved by the humiliations,
privations and denials which she suffers
in our society”. “The Wan Moon’ and
‘Gopal Padhye: A Kind of Man’areabout
the middle class woman who is often
destroyed by the unreasonable social
standards shemustconformto. With great
sensitivity, Professor Gadgil brings out
the trauma of a tormented wife who has
to submit to being raped by her husband
(‘Gopal Padhye’); and the woman who,
in the process of getting married and
having children, loses her identity as a
human being: she becomes a shadow of
herself, a wan moon, that only vaguely
remembers a brighter self. The stories are
powerful because Professor Gadgil rec-
ognises the reality of these situations:
thereareno morals, no lightsat theend of
the tunnel—just the endless situation it-

Perhaps it is this honesty as a writer
that lets Professor Gadgil enter the secret
world of children. ‘The Coin’, ‘The
Fledglings’ and The Lost Children’ are
memorable stories about children’ are
memorable stories about children who
inherit a2 world ruled by adults. These
children feel with all the intensity of chil-
dren: feelings of rebellion, of hatred, of
deep sorrow, of love—feelings that senti-
mental literature denies them. Professor
Gadgil, however, does not disguise the
furious rage and all the bitterness of de-
feat of a young boy rebelling against his
dominating father; when a young girl
learns her first lessons of rejection and
isolation in ‘The Lost Children’, we feel
her pained withdrawal keenly, not least
because we remember our own psycho-
logical wounding as we grew up.

And yet there are three stories—The
Rough and the Smooth’, ‘A Contented
Soul’ and ‘This Way and That'—that are

all extremely funny, often ironical ways
of looking atthe world’sabsoluteabsurd-

i ity. The Rough and the Smooth’ is about

one chaotic morning in a joint family,
when the entire family might havea seri-
ous fight about the heating of the bath
water,and turna minor theft (fiverupees)
into the perfect occasion for mud-sling-
ing. There is a huge comic talent in Pro-
fessor Gadgil that is delightful.

It is not possible to really discuss all
the stories here—this review is only an
indication of the sort of excellent writing
to be found in this selection of sixteen
stories from what Professor Gadgil esti-
matesarethe two hundred he has written

: so far. It has obviously been a long crea-
; tive process for him but he has, as he says

in his introduction, “immensely enjoyed
writing them”. This is the work of a per-

{ son who s, above all, interested in life. To
i draw meaning from its chaotic multitudi-

nousness, togive formto the “muteshapes
{ that paused on the brink of lifeand mean-

ing”—this has been his literary effort,
| which healludes toin ‘The Dog That Ran
] in Circles’. The mute shapes may seem
i incoherent, “spreadingblots of ink,shape-
; lessand dead”, but what is the process of
| writing, if not to give them—as Professor
| Gadgil has done—voice; a way, as Frank
Kermodeonceindicated, of making sense
of the world?

Beyond this, you are free to find fault
with the sense, but you cannot fault the
aesthetics. Professor Gadgil can, quite
definitely, write.

Anupama Chandra is an English Honours
graduate from St. Stephens College.

Dictionary of Contemporary Tamil
Tamil-Tamil-English

Important features of the Dictionary

This is the first dictionary focusing attention exclusively on mod-
ern Tamil, the variety of Tamil in use in education, administration,
mass media and entertainment.

The Tamil language has undergone a sea change in the last five
decades. This Dictionary is the first systematic and scientific
attempt to document the trends and to offer a useful tool to the
learner, teacher and a wide range of users.

This is the first defining dictionary of its kind which uses modern
Tamil to define words in contemporary Tamil.

This is the first corpus based dictionary in Tamil since 1926 when
the Tamil Lexicon was published. For the purposes of this diction-
ary 40,000 printed pages of varieties of Tamil have been scanned
to create a base.

Thisis the first dictionary in any Indian language to use computer
facilities extensively. Special bilingual software was developed
for the massive editorial operation from the complex analysis,
sorting and classification tasks to interfacing with the typesetter.

The dictionary has taken six calendar years and 90 person-years to
complete.

The Dictionary has partly been supported by the Ministry of
Human Resource Development, Government of India. The Ford
Foundation has provided the computer facilities.

The development of the Dictionary from the conceptual stage has
been closely guided by a team of leading linguisticians and lan-
guage specialists each of whom has done considerable work on
various aspects of modern Tamil. This process has also beenaided
by special advisors drawn from various disciplines.
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should like to enter at the outset a

caveatemptor, “Let thereaderbeware”!

Whatfollowsis anexpatriate’s—and a
non-creative writer’s—view of his native
literature’s current manifestations. Asone
who haslived thegreater partof hisadult
life away from Tamil Nadu, contempo-
rary Tamil literature has been for me a
chronic long-distance love affair with all
the hazards of the predicament, rather
than cosy matrimony and its tepid inti-
macy. It is basically a situation of mo-
ments of intense engagement punctuat-
ing tedious long hours of separation and
memories, of frenzied purchases of books
on short visits, to be savoured greedily.
The selection itself of these books being
hurried, unsystematic and idiosyncratic,
what follows is a personal and impres-
sionistic assessment without any preten-
sions to being considered judgement.

A brief socio-historical discussion on
Tamil writing in the twentieth century
before attempting an overview of the last

decade would bein order. Modern Tamil |

creativity has been enfeebled by two cul-
tural predicaments: one of these it shares
withother Indian literaturesand the other
is its own unique curse. The first is the
snapping of the vital links with an unbro-
ken cultural and literary tradition that
occurred roughly about the time of Brit-
ish consolidation in India. In literature,
access to the mainsprings of sensibility
was closed mainly because of themodern
Indian’s illiteracy in Sanskrit and in the
caseoftheTamils, of ancient Tamil, which

is to a modern Tamil what Anglo-Saxon |

istoamodern Englishman. Indeed, many
classics of the Sangam period were lost
for centuries and were rediscovered only
inthe second half of the 19th century. But
the linguistic barrier was still there even
after this discovery. The second and spe-
cific disability of the modern Tamil is
what I would capsulise as a splintered
sensibility which has denied its creative
writers the fulness and amplitude their
talents are capable of.

First, the cultural discontinuity: It
might be argued with some plausibility
thatlam making rather heavy weather of
the atrophy of the cultural continuity in
Indiaand more particularly in Tamil Nadu
on the ground that cultural mainsprings
have dried up all over the world with
bastardised popular and pop culture
taking over in all its weird forms. But this
would be factually incorrectbesides being
appallingly complacent about our own
specificimpoverishment. T.S. Eliot's clas-
sical paradigm of great literature being
an immemorial tradition constantly re-
newed in every age by new, authentic
individual talents—however subversive

SPLINTERED SENSIBILITY

N.S. Jagannathan

and rebellious—and themselves becom-
ing part of the tradition is still operative
in the western world. Contemporary
European literature hasa common living
intellectuai heritage, even when its prac-
titionersareincreasinglyilliteratein Greek
and Latin. Even when the consciousness
of this heritage is not apparent in particu-
lar writings, it is part of the intellectual
map of every mind creatively engaged
even today. The Bible and Shakespeare
are embedded in the unconscious of a
contemporary English writer of any con-
sequence even today. Indeed, even a
humoristlike Wodehouse produces arich
and complex set of resonances by his
casualallusiveness to the classics to serve
his comic purposes. Of few Tamil writers
of today can a similar claim of subterra-
nean wells of tradition nourishing them

is coloured today by the historic “Brah-
min, Non-brahmin divide”, firmly estab-
lished in the twenties and thirties. The
undoubtedly inequitable brahmin domi-
nance tiil the end of the second decade of
the century intheintellectual scene, public
life, and politicaland bureaucratic power
structurein Tamil Nadu has had a potent
backlash in the subsequent decades. This
has profoundly altered, among other
things, the intellectual and artistic self-
expression of the Tamils.

The twenties, thirties and even the
forties were dominated by brahmin in-
fluence in journalism, literature and the
arts. Thereafter, the intellectual climate
underwent a slow transformation, not
only in terms of writers practising litera-
ture but also in terms of themes. Major
writers during the earlier decades upto

Modern Tamil creativity has been enfeebled by two cultural predica-
ments: one of these it shares with other Indian literatures and the other
is its own unique curse. The first is the snapping of the vital links with
an unbroken cultural and literary tradition that occurred roughly
about the time of British consolidation in India. In literature, access to
the mainsprings of sensibility was closed mainly because of the modern
Indian’s illiteracy in Sanskrit and in the case of the Tamils, of ancient
Tamil, which is to a modern Tamil what Anglo-Saxon is to a modern
Englishman. Indeed, many classics of the Sangam period were lost for
centuries and were rediscovered only in the second half of the 19th
century. But the linguistic barrier was still there even after this
discovery. The second and specific disability of the modern Tamil is
what Iwould capsulise as a splintered sensibility which has denied its
creative writers the fulness and amplitude their talents are capable of.

be made. For all practical purposes, crea-
tive writing in Tamil today has atradition
of not more than a hundred years to hark
back to.

The second disability of a fragmented
sensibility is a great deal more complex
than the deprivation of a literary tradi-
tion just mentioned. It has three dimen-
sions. The firstisthe cultural consequence
of the growth of “Dravidian” self-con-
sciousness that, after the tentative begin-
nings of the first decade of the century,
acquired the stridency of a radical ideol-
ogy in the next three decades, and politi-
cal power from the late sixties. It is a
complex story that cannot be told here.
But in the field of letters, this has had
disastrous consequences. It has splintered
the Tamil sensibility and thus denied it
the full amplitude of a unified sensibil-
ity’s self-expression.

It is an unfortunate fact that almost
everything that happens in Tamil Nadu

the forties were brahmins like Subrah-
manya Bharathi, the father figure of
modern Tamil poetry, V.V.S. Iyer, Kalki
and a host of others. It is not that there
were not non-brahmin writers of talent
and distinction. For example, Pudumaip-
ithan, something of a cult figure and a
member of the Manikodi group that is
universally acknowledged as having ini-
tiated the “new writing” in Tamil in the
thirties, was notabrahmin. But his themes
and approaches were in the brahmanical
mould of the time (he has written a
memorable short story on Ahalya). It is
only later that writers like Bharathidasan
and others (who were also politically
influenced by E.V. Ramasamy Naicker)
initiated a self-conscious revolt against
brahmanical traditions in contemporary
literature.

The Dravidianmovement was notonly
self-consciously rejecting the brahmin
dominance in the power structure but

TAMIL WRITING—AN OVERVIEW

also repudiating the historical continu-
ity, which was overwhelmingly brah-
manical, in literature and in the world of
ideas. Ramasamy Naicker, who was a
philosophical radical in some ways, trans-
formed the earlier anti-branminism ar-
ticulated mostly in bread-and-butter con-
texts of jobs and educational opportuni-
ties into a social revolution against the
inherited superstructure of ideas in relig-
ion and even secular intellection. A dias-
trous consequence of this thrust was the
conscious erasure of a good deal of the
Tamil heritage from the cultural contin-
uum of the modern Tamil.

Poets like Kamban were repudiated,
not in Marxist terms of class analysis, but
in the naivest terms of anti-religion and
even spurious prudery. Annadurai, for
example, wrote a book called Kamban
Kanirasam in which he lambasted Kamba
Ramayanamonthe preposterous ground
that it was obscene, on no stronger evi-
dence than that female breasts were not
euphemistically referred to in Kamban.
Lasting damage was done to Tamil sensi-
bility by this thoughtless expunction of a
vital partof the Tamil heritage. The move-
ment’s latter day rejection—often hypo-
critical—of religious faith denied it some
ofthe vital civilisational assets of people’s
movement by denying them their racial
memories. Combined with the “anti-Ar-
yan” bias in its ideology, this led to a
perverseassertion of an unhistorical iden-
tity. Instead of claiming, as it legitimately
could, that littleof Pan-Indian philosophi-
cal traditions would survive if the South-
ern—read “Dravidian”—contributionsto
it were to be substracted from it, the
Dravidian movement disowned it and
diminished itselfinthe process. Thethree
great Acharyas, Sankara, Ramanuja and
Madhwa and the Vaishnavaite Alwars
and Saivite Nayanmars who were the
precursors of the Bhakti movement were
path-breakersinIndian philosophicaland
religious traditions. By gratuitously jetti-
soning them, the Dravidian movement
narrowed the base of Tamil culture in
self-destructive ways.

All this may seem somewhat remote
from the theme of contemporary Tamil
literature. It is not so. As already men-
tioned, one of the reasons why English
and other European literatures are yi-
brant today is the common intellectual
heritage that all the languages of Europe
share and constantly renew. One does
not have to go as far as Europe to get a
measure of the pauperisation of Tamil
sensibility. Across the Western ghats in
Kerala, practitioners of literature and the
arts have a profound sense of a shared
past, whether they are Hindu, Christian
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or Muslim. They have a truly assimilated
pastrich in resonances. Their language is
not sought to be ethnically cleansed as is
sought to be done in Tamil Nadu where
evendictionariesareexpurgated of words
of Sanskrit origin. All great literature is
full of resonances. The absence of such
reverberation makes a modern Tamil
writer, however talented, uni-dimen-
sional and anaemic.

The second splinter factor in Tamil
Nadu is the deep cultural fissure created
by English education. Nowhere in India
is the chasm between the English-edu-
cated intelligentsiaand native self-expres-
sion, whether in poetry, fiction, criticism,
or even in general intellectual discourse,
so deep as in Tamil Nadu. Tamil enters
upper middle-class households in Tamil
Nadu as a concession to the needs of the
womenfolkand this entry isallowed only
to popular magazines and religious jour-
nals. Unlike in Kerala or Bengal where a
locallanguage daily newspaperisamust,
sometimes as the first paper for middle-
class homes, in innumerablemiddleclass
households in Tamil Nadu a Tamil paper
isnotevenasecond paper, letalonebeing
thesole paper. Thisisa pleasureleftto the
“lower orders”. Market surveys of read-
ership of Tamil journals seeking to assess
the effectiveness of consumer .goods
advertisements in Tamil journals that
claim the contrary can be misleading: the
fact that these journals enter higher in-
come households does not wholly fix the
readership of these journals. The sad fact
is that the intellectual and imaginative
needs of the upper middle-class in Tamil
Naduarealmost entirely met by English.
And the growing number of “convent-
educated” children are even illiterate in
Tamil. Such a cultural predicament is
hardly conducive to a healthy, vibrant,
widespread, dispersed readership that
will sustain serious Tamil literature.

The third splinter factor in Tamil sen-
sibility is the chasm between the popular
and seriousliterature. Tamil writing today
is dominated by the popular magazines,
derisively referred by the highbrows as
“pulp” magazines, like Ananda Vikatan,
K dam, Kalki and i able other
surrogates with the same objectives. Time
was when these magaznes were valuable
aids to political education, especially
during pre-independence days. In recent
decades, compulsions of survival have
imposed on them competitive triviality
and banalty. These journals are run these
days on theassumption that the attention
span of a Tamil reader does not exceed
ten seconds and that anything that re-
quires someeffortonthepartofthereader
should be carefully eliminated. These
journals have worked out a formula in
which their basic triviality of cinematic
and political tittle-tattle is varied by
pseudo-historic novels, short stories and
serials that mostly do not call for serious
intellectual or imaginative engagement.

However, in fairness, it must beadded
that from time to time these journals do
accommodate serious writers who have

It is an unfortunate fact that
almost everything that happens
in Tamil Nadu is coloured today
by the historic “Brahmin, Non-
brahmin divide”, firmly estab-
lished in the twenties and thir-
ties. The undoubtedly inequitable
brahmin dominance till the end
of the second decade of the cen-
tury in the intellectual scesne,
public life, and political and bu-
reaucratic power structure in
Tamil Nadu has had a potent
backlash in the subsequent dec-
ades. Thishas profoundlyaltered,
among other things, the intellec-
tual and artistic self-expression
of the Tamils.

already made their names elsewhere and
lend distinction to them by their very
presence. Some good writing in modern
Tamil has appeared in these journals,
especially in their bumper Deepavali
numbers. Jayakanthan, one of the most
rewarding writers in Tamil, has done
some of his best works in the pages of
these magazines. It is an uneasy relation-
ship, but one that has been symbioticand
synergic.

Itis against this historical background
of a fractured sensibility and a narrow
readership base that the achievement of
serious creative writers of the last decade
has to be judged. In the articles that fol-
low, perceptive observers with more inti-
mate knowledge of the Tamil literary
scene have given their assessments, both
general and particular. Here I shall be
setting down some broad impressions of
a distant observer.

There is a good deal of poetry, calling
itself self-consciously “new poetry”, being
written. But little of it rises above the level
of declamatory indignation, gnomic ut-
terances, crystallisation of passing—of-
ten interesting—moods and quasi-philo-
sophical reflections onlifeand its ironies.
There is hardly any work of sustained
imagination of even the moderate length
of, say, Bharati’s longer poems. Some of
theyounger poetslike Vairamuthu, Abdul
Rahuman, Mu. Metha, Gnana Koothan,
Vaideheswaran, N. Kamarasan, etc. have
a certain gift for, often unexpected, turn
of phrase and freshness of imagery but
none of them rises to a level higher than
that of a minor poet.

By far the most notable achievement
in modern Tamil letters has been in the
field of fiction. Short stories are the staple
of the Tamil reading public and there
have been some outstanding writers in
this genre in recent years. Novels are also
being increasingly written, mostly as
serials in the magazines. But lately, quite
afew are written for straight publication.
The little magazines—on which there isa

piece in this section—have been a great
nursery of fledgling talent. Many of the
critically acclaimed writers of today—
Sujatha, Balakumaran, Indira Parthasa-
rathi, the late Aadhavan et al-—have had
theirliterary baptism in the pages of these
magazines, notably in the once Delhi-
based Kan.aryuzhx,amiddiebrowmonthly,

| whicheven now carries regularly signifi-

cant works, especially in the form of nov-
elettes, of aspiring young talents as well
established writers, some of whom have
since moved to the green pastures of the
popularmagazines. New talents havealso
been nurtured in the eighties by literary
awards (monetarily modest compared to
Jnanpith, etc., but nonetheless highly re-
garded) by organsations like Ilaikkiya
Chintanai.

Elsewherein this section, the works of
someof these writers havebeendiscussed
in some detail. I shall confine myself to
mentioning someoutstanding namesand
some neglected ones. La. Sa. Ramamri-
tam, Jayakanthan, Sundara Ramaswami,
Indira Parthasarathy, Sujata, Ashoka
Mitran, K. Rajanarayanan, Neela
Padmanabhan, Aadhavan, Sa. Kandasami
are among the established writers that
have continued to be active during the
decade. A writer of considerable stature
whc has made his mark in the last ten
yearsis Prapanchan. Heis currently writ-
ing an extremely interesting novel on the
times of Dupleix in India, based on the
famous diaries of Ananda Rangam Pillai,
Dubash and adviser to him. Totally, au-
thenticin tone and details, itis in marked
contrast to the pseudo-historical, Tamil-
chauvinistic outpourings in the pages of
the pulp magazines.

Women writers who are more than
women writers like Rajam Krishnan,
Vaasanti, Ambai, Sivasankari, R.
Chudamani have written some extremely
important novels and short stories dur-
ing the same period. Gender oppression
in all its myriad manifestations has been
portrayed sensitively with controlled—
barely—passion and extraordinary intel-
lectual sophistication by Ambai in her
meagre crop of short stories. The theme
emerges rather than gets didactically
stated in these stories and that is what
sets her apart even among extremely
gifted women talents. R. Chudamani has
writing for a very long timeand has been
one of my favourite writers. Her tone of
voice never rises above a gentle whisper.
Her “feminism” does not stun but never-
theless alters permanently your perspec-
tive. Ina brilliant story in a recent supple-
ment on women writers in Tamil in the
Tamil edition of India Today, she presents
a piquant chance encounter between a
divorced wife and her sister-in-law. The
wife hadassumed that her sister-in-law
would be on her brother’s side, but dis-
covers in the course of a chat over a cup of
coffee that blood is not thicker than water
and that as women they sharea common
space in which oppressive men, even if
one’s own flesh and blood, are excluded.

Among writers who deserve to be

better known, I would list Vittal Rao
whose authentic evocation of the net-
work of emerging relationships in a
changing social map of a small town
(Salem) bespeaks an authentic talent.
Younger writers such as '»yamohan
(whose novel Rubber, iste «rkableforits
generational insights and def: use of dia-
lectal Tamil)—a gift that seems to be
shared noticeably by writers belonging to
theKerala-Tirunelvelibeltare just emerg-
ing from obscurity. Among other w-iters
that have made a mark are Nanjil Nadan,
Jayanthan, Chinnappa Bharati, Mettan-
mai Ponnuchami and innumerable oth-
ers. Among the novels that have received
considerable critical acclaim recently are
Kadalorrathu Gramam (A Seaside Village)
and Thuraimugam (Harbour) by Toppil
Mohammad Miran about life among a
close-knit Muslim community. And I have
no space for innumerable other writers of
Sri Lankan origin and the transforma-
tions brought in their writings by the
ethnic imbroglio in the island.

And finally, criticism. Thecritical space
inTamil Nadu, suchasitis, is narrow and
shared broadly by Marxists and lapsed
Marxists on the one hand and those cast
intheliberal-aesthetic mould (of Bradley,
Walter Raleigh, Quiller-Couchand, occa-
sionally, F.R. Leavis) like Ka.Na.
Subramaniam, C.S. Chellappa and
Venkat Swaminathan. An earlier genera-
tion of orthodox Marxists like Vana-
mamali and Kailasapati has been suc-
ceeded by maverick Marxists like Gnani,
Nagarajan and Rajadurai. At the fringes
therearethequasi-academic theoreticians
dabbling in structuralism and destructu-
ralism and other modish cults from
abroad. Those are long on theory, ex-
pressed in turgid Tamil, and short in its
application to contemporary Tamil writ-
ing. There has been a tremendous expan-
sion of Tamil departments in the Univer-
sities and new institutions like the Tamil
University at Tanjore and the Interna-
tional Institute of Tamil Studies have been
set up. Ph. D theses of varying quality on
modern Tamil writing continue to be
mechanically produced but according to
competent academicians I have spoken
to, their impact on the critical climate is
negligible. Far more influential are the
efforts of writers in the pages of journals
like Kalachuvadu (now defunct) who,
despitea certain derivativestreak in their
scholarship, seem to be seriously grap-
pling with the aesthetic and moral issues
‘thrown up by contemporary Tamil litera-
ture.

So, on the whole, an inhospitable
ambience to the emergence of a thought-
ful readership; a fractured sensibility
handicapped further by the drying up of
vital historical memories and cultural
continuities. And a bunch of authentic
talents struggling to find their voice. This
is the contemporary Tamil literary scene
as seen by a distant observer.

N.S. Jagannathan was the Editor of the
Indian Express.
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The Taming of the Angry

Young Men

Maalan

Will treadles roll

For Vaasan’s son only?

Will they defy the commands
of Muthusanty and others?

Gnanakoothan, October, 1970

poem above, appeared in the inau-

gural issue of Ka Cha Da Tha Pa Ra,
reflected the spirit of the “little maga-
zines” that mushroomed in the seventies.
Theseself-consciously “literary journals”
were contemptuous of the “popular
magazines” that were dominating the
Tamil writing scene, thriving on the
appetite of the middle class for unde-
manding escapist entertainment and fac-
ile meralising (Vaasan inthe poemquoted
above is SS. Vaasan, the founder of
Ananda Vikatan, the archetype of popular
magazine, now being run by his son Balas-
ubramanian. Muthusamy referred to in
the same poem is the well-known “intel-
lectual writer”, the prototype of the con-
tributors to little magazines). There is
some irony in the fact that during the
eightiesthedispised treadles (rotariesand
web-offsets in reality) of the popular
magazines are rolling out the works of
the very angry men of the seventies that
lambasted them in the pages of the little
magazines.

The seventies were the decade of pro-
tests: protest against the blatant commer-
cialism of popular magazines till then the
pabulum of theTamil urban middle class,
protest against the politicization of liter-
ary awards and recognitions, particularly
after the Dravidian parties cameto power;
protest against the insensitivity of the
academics to the emerging trends in lit-
erature; protest against the pathetic crav-
ing for the limelight of Tamil writers.

The vehicles for all these protests were
the little magazines that had limited cir-
culation but intense readership. Their
proliferation during the seventies was on
anunprecedented scale. Even when listed
from memory, itisalongscroll:Ka Cha Da
Tha Pa Ra (Alphabets), Vasagan (Reader),
Sadangai (Small bells), Neela Kuyil (Blue

T heragespatoutin Gnanakoothan’s

prudent), Velvi (Yagna), Vannangal
(Colours), Udayam (The dawn) and so on.

The comparison of the names of the
popularmagazines(Ananda Vikatan—The
joyous Jester, Kumudam—Lily) with those
of the little magazines tells it all. The
former were generally flippantand banal
in tone and all too obviously anxious to
please. The little magazines were tough
and demanding of their readers. Said Ka
Cha Da Tha Pa Ra in its manifesto: “We
care a damn about those who barter lit-
eratureforaliving. We care two hoots for
those who are keenly in search of the
buttered side of the literary loaf.”

But by the end of the seventies, the
steam had gone out of the protest. The
little magazines were crippled by the
personality clashes of their sponsors and
contributors. When they were not immo-
bilised by their own internal rivairies,
they became encrusted with their own
brands of narrow dogmatism. Some of
them died a natural death, for lack of
finance to sustain themselves. The few
that survived became esoteric and
“elitist”. Padigal, a little magazine pub-
lished from Bangalore, reflected ruefully
atthe end of the seventies: “this elitism is
an ugly phenomenon. Little magazines
must guard themselves against it. They
should not, in the name of fighting popu-
larism, become anti-people.”

However, the eighties were the years
of a reconciliation of sorts between the
two poles of contemporary Tamil writ-
ers. The popular magazines realised that
their earlier stock-in-trade of triviality
was played out and that their future lay
with those articulate men, who might be
critical but were readable and challeng-
ing. The writers for their part realised that
wider readership which these magazines
provided and the fame and name that
went with association with them was
nothing to be sniffed at.

Thus it is that Sa. Kandasamy, one of
the founders of Ka Cha Da Tha Pa Ra is
contributing to Kunkumam and Junior
Vikatan, two popular weeklies.
Balakumaran, a poet and short story
writer who emerged from the pages of
Kanaiyazhi(A middlebrow monthly origi-

Bird), Therigal (Splashes), V b

(Cuckoo), Pragnai (Consciousness), Vaigai
(River), Paalam (Bridge), Kollipaavai (The
deity), Suvadu (Footprints), Vizhigal
(Eyes), Yaatra (Voyage), Sigaram (Peak),
Inru (Today), Darsanam(Darshan), Kaatru
(Wind), Illakkiya Velivattam (Literary outer
circle), Padigal (Steps), Vivegachitthan (The

nally published from Delhiand now from
Madras)and Pragnai(definitely highbrow
intone) stole the limelight with his serials
in almost all the large circulation maga-
zines. Atone point last year, he was writ-
ing five serials at the same time. From a
minor poet he wastransformed intoacult
figure with a fan following.

Prapanjan, another product of a left

oriented little magazine, Tamarai, became

the favourite of the large circulation
magazines. He has written at least five
serials and any number of short stories
during this decade in magazines like
Ananda Vikatan and Kalki. In addition, he
writes regular political columns.

Itis not only angry young men but old
veterans who have found their way into
the popular magazines. Ki. Rajanaraya-
nan, one time communist and a self-con-
scious “regional” writer, found himself a
niche in the pages of Junior Vikatan and
Ananda Vikatan. Rajam Krishnan, who
had for long stayed away from the popu-
lar magazines, abhorring their blatant
commercialism, now writes for Dinamani
Kadir, the publication of the Indian Ex-
press Group. La. Sa. Ramamurtham, a
unique writer employing a lyrical stream
of consciousness technique, wrote serials
in Thai and Dinamani Kadir. The serial
that appeared in Dinamani Kadir won the
Sahitya Akademi Award for 1988. Asoka
Mithran, a revered name in little maga-
zinecircles of the seventies and editor for
over two decades of Kanaiyazhi, is now a
household nameto addicts of the popular
magazines.

Thereis no question that this develop-
ment brought a certain freshness to the
formula-ridden commercial magazines
and made them far healthier in terms of
content. The earlier infantile romanti-
cism and pseudo-modernism gave way
to realism and social awareness. Histori-
caland sociological perceptions displaced
naive political rhetoric. Ananda Vikatan
carried a serial “Gopallagramathu Makkal”
(Peopleof Gopallagramam) by Ki. Rajnar-
ayanan, which concluded with a poign-
ant portrayal of the betrayal of the Naval
Mutiny. Maalan wrote a serial in Dina-
mani Kadir onthe complex web of motiva-
tionbehind Gandhi’sassassination. Sujata
wrotea Brave New World kind of science
fiction in the manner of Aldous Huxley
with overtones of George Orwell’s “Ani-
mal Farm” in Ananda Vikatan.

Calf-love excitements and coy roman-
ticism yielded place to angry young men
arguing for the concept of single parent.
Gayathri, the heroine of Balakumaran’s
novel Irumbu Kudiraigal (Steel Horses),
featured for 30 weeks in Kalki, argues:

“I do not want to get married,
Viswanathan . .. .”

“The usual glib talk of women”

“But I desire to give birth to a child.
What is wrong in giving birth to a
child without getting married?”

In the sixties, one could not dream of
asking such questions in the pages of a
conventional magazine like Kalki. In the
seventies, it might have got in but would
have been frowned upon as obscene. To-
day, it has not caused even a ripple.

Balakumaran, who emerged as some-
thing of a trend-setter in serious popular
writing in the eighties, has turned into a
writing machine or a juke-box that writes
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at the drop of a coin in the slot. So has
Sujata, though he hasan incrediblerange
of interests.

Women writers, once models of pro-
priety and staunch upholders of thesanc-
tity of the family and womanly patience,
have turned into socially conscious crit-
ics of society. Sivasankari, who was once
accused of indulging in erotic fiction by
Cho.Ramasamy, produced herbest work
during this period. Her novel Oru
Manidhanin Kadhai (Story of a man) is
about an alcoholic, his weakness pre-
sented not as a vice but as a disease. The
novel is said to have weaned many away
from the habit of drinking. It has also
givena new perspective to women about
the complex psychological background
of a man becoming an alcoholic. Sivas-
ankari also wrote Avan (He), a novel on
drug addicts. This too is said to have
saved many a young man drifting into
disaster and brought him back to the
secure core of the family. Vaasanti, also a
noted woman writer who was earlier
producing family dramas and feminist
fiction, has lately started writing quasi-
political novels like Mouna Puyal (Silent
Storm) on the Punjab crisis and foilowed
itup withanother novelon theSri Lankan
ethnic problem.

These changes that sought the middle
ground between popuiar and serious fic-
tion were not weicormned by all. The pur-
ists saw these as pase comprornise on the
part of serious writers. Thundered the
leftist scholar-critic, N. Vanamamalai in
a preface to a short story collection of
S. Yoganathan, published in 1983:

“Those who were writing in the little

magazines, the vanguards of litera-
ture, after attracting the attention of
the large circulation magazines, have
moved in there to make money and
‘fame’. They write what the press bar-
ons want them to write. A trend to sell
one’s conscienceinexchangefor popu-
larity is seen among Tamil writers.”

Not everybody got on to the popular
magazine bandwagon or gravy train.
Sundara Ramasamy, whose perspective
on story writings seems to have changed
with his “Pallakku Thookigal” (Palanquin
Bearers) written in the late seventiesafter
hibernation for almost a decade, contin-
ued to write in his new found style. His
masterpiece “].J. : Sila Kurippugal” (A Few
Notes on ].J.) appeared in 1981 and cre-
ated a sensation. The form of the novel
was debated more than its content. By the
late eighties—around 1988—Sundara
Ramasamy founded his little magazing
Kala Chuvadu (imprints of Time). It is
more a journal of literary criticism than a
popular magazine. it discussed craft, se-
mantics, (nonlinear writing, structural-
ism etal) and socio-literary issues. It also
opened its doors t0 new creative talents.
Some sharp poems from young writers
like Jayamohan, Raja Sundararajan,
Yuvanappeared in Kalachuvadu. Though
notaggressive and boisterous like Ka Cha
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Da Tha PaRaofthe Seventies, Kalachuvadu
wastheserious magazinethat would have
become the nursemaid of the creativity of
anew generation, had it survived. Ambai
is a major writer, who also opted to keep
herself away from the mainstream publi-
cations. She wrote her best short stories in
Kalachuvadu during the fag end of the
eighties. Though short stories were not
the regular feature of Kalachuovadu, its
pages carried short stories of distinction
that will endure.

Looking back, for all its perversive-
ness and prolificity, the short story dur-
ing the eighties had only a few examples
of lasting quality. Most of them were
from seasoned hands like Asokamitran,
Sundara Ramasamy, Ambai, Vanna-
dasan, etal. There were a few new talents
that seem likely to endure. Among them
are Ma. Ve. Sivakumar, Pavannan,
Subrabharathi Manian.

Poetry had better luck mainly because
of Sri Lankan Tamils. Va. Se. Jayabalan’s
Soortyanodu Pesudhal (Talking to the Sun)
and Cheran'’s Cheran Kavidhaigal (Cheran’s
poems)promised a new lease to poetry
which otherwise had turned into cacoph-
ony. Sri Lankan women poets spoke in
amplified tones, not just for the freedom
of their Jand but for their own identity as
persons and not just women.

Idon’t have

A face,

A heart,

Asoul

1 haven't their view
Two breasts,

Long hair,

A narrow hip

And a plump thigh.
Cooking,

Spreading out the bed,
Delivering child,
Obeying orders are my duties.

Always they

who profess

their theories on chastity

stare at my body.

From the husband

To the shopkeeper in the corner
It is the custom

(Sankari) in “Solladha Seidhigal” (The
Untold Messages).

The spirit of the eighties may be sum-
marised in the lines of Vannanilavan’s
poem:

We have stared enough at the skies

We have relished enough the fruits of free-
dom.

Let us become children.

Maalan is the copy editor of India Today,
Tamil Edition.
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The Young in Recent Tamil Literature:
The Changing Mores

V. Narayanan

ooking back on nearly a hundred

years of Tamil writing from the

vantage point of the last decade of
the century, one can discern clearly two
trends. On the one hand, there was what
may be called the idealistic and escapist
streak. On the other, there was, fitfully in
thebeginningand increasingly in the later
decades, writing with an acute social
awareness and a realistic manner of nar-
ration. This was particularly true in the
handling of the problems of the young.

Even as recently as the seventies, fic-
tion was fictitious and poetry an exag-
geration in popular writing. Ma. Rajaram,
a writer in the little magazines, has a dig
at this trend in his short story ‘Marakap-
pal’ (Wooden boat) in an anthology of
short stories entitled Konalgal (Angulari-
ties). The wholestory isa listing of recipes
for making up a romantic short story.

Even during the seventies and eight-
ies, the lines were clearly demarcated in
Tamil writing. There were the magazines
that depended upon ‘popular support’
which meant selling dreams rather than
present reality. Heros were romantic,
heroines beautiful and themes idealistic.
In contrast, there was another group of
young writers, heavily under European
influence—particularly English and
American literatures—who were trying
to build a parallel—often derivative—
literature in Tamil. They had a vehiclein
a little magazine by name Ka Cha Da Tha
Pa Ra. Portrayals of the young in these
writings were thematically serious and
experimental in formand structure. They
were heavily overlaid with anti<culture,
anti-conservative brahmin life in which
they grew, anti-old world values, anti-
hero and anti-what not.

Poems of Gnanakoothan and stories
of Ramakrishnan, Rajaram Iravathamare
good examples of this trend.
Gnanakoothan’s poem ‘Ammavin Poigal’
(Lies of Mother) has a young man ques-
tioning in mocking tonesthemoralmyths
that his motherimprinted into his psyche
in his infancy. In one of his short stories,
‘Avalidam Solla Pogiren’ (I am going to
tell her), S. Ramakrishnan potraysayoung
man drawn towards his teacher, much
older than him. Heloves herand dreams
about her, and when he proposes to her
his dreams come crashing down.

From antagonism to traditional atti-
tudes to hostility to traditional forms was
but a step. From anti-hero to anti-short
story of the conventional kind itself was a
natural transition. N.A. Muthusamy’s
stories belong to this genre. His short
stories ‘Mazhai Koattum Kandal

Kudaiyum’ (The Raincoat and the Tat-
tered Umbrella), 'Yar Thunai’ (Whose pro-
tection) are good examples. Thereis not
much of a story line but there is a good
deal of vague cerebration.

It is not all avant garde and experi-
mentation. Indeed, many of the writers
were solidly in the tradition in form,
though innovative in themes. Remark-
able among these writers is Sa. Kan-
dasamy. Kandasamy stands out from the
rest of the Ka Cha Ta Dha Pa Ra group in
his preoccupation with rural youth. His
novel Chaya Vanam (The Shady Forest) is
avivid description of a young man strug-
gling to destroy a wild forest, dense with
bushes and creepers and large, tall trees
with firm roots. The objective of the
struggle is to erect a factory to sweeten
thelivesof the peopleby producing sugar.
The novel has enough hints suggesting
the forest as a symbol of tradition and the
young man as a modern assaulter on it.

Another young writer is Nanjil Na-
dan. His portrayal of this struggle against
tradition takesthe form ofa revolt against
parental authority in the short story
‘Marunthu’ (The Medicine). Meenakshi
Sundaram, affectionately nicknamed
DappuSundaram,isanilliterate. Helacks

Even during the seventies and
eighties, the lines were clearly de-
marcated in Tamil writing. There
were the magazines that depended
upon ‘popular support’ which meant
selling dreams rather than present
reality. Heros were romantic,
heroines beautiful and themes
idealistic. In contrast, there was
another group of young writers,
heavily under European influence—
particularly English and American
literatures—who were trying to build
a parallel—often derivative—
literature in Tamil. They had a
vehicle in a little magazine by name
Ka Cha Da Tha Pa Ra. Portrayals
of the young in these writings were
thematically serious and experi-
mental in form and structure. They
were heavily overfaid with anti-cul-
ture, anti-conservative brahmin life
in which they grew, anti-old world
values, anti-hero and anti-what not.

education but has native intelligence and
a certain original bent of mind. Though
brought up under strict regimentation,
histhinking is not conditioned. Hegrows
up into a robust youngman and gets
married—it is an arranged marriage—to
Ponnammal. Even after eight years of
married life, Sundaram is not blessed with
a child. His parents decide to bring in a
new daughter-in-law in the hope of a
grandson. Sundaram hates theideabut is
too tradition-conditioned to make any
effective protest. But when his feeble
objections are rejected by his parents and
he is forced into a second marriage, he
takes his revenge on his parents by get-
ting himself vasectomised on the eve of
the wedding.

Urban middle-class youth was the
preoccupationof Aadhavan. Hehas writ-
ten extensively about the inner world of
the young men of his times, confused and
bewildered between the two worlds of
traditionand half-modernity they occupy.
The young were not only in conflict with
the society around but also within them-
selves. Adhavan’s novel En peyar Ramase-
shan (My nameis Ramaseshan)isanacute
portrayal of this predicament. Adhavan’s
young men are torn between mind and
body, between their environment and
theirimagination. Unable toresolvethese
conflicts, they opt for many masks that
they use differently for different occa-
sions. But they are later tormented by
guilt about these subterfuges. This is not
just a phenmenon of metropolitan cities
like Delhi which is Adhavan’s milieu but
alsoofother smalltowns. Jayabhaskaran,
apoet from Madurai, steeped inthetradi-
tions of Saiva Siddhantha, provides testi-
mony to this in his poem 'Naan'.

These struggles, rebellions, revolts,
compromise and guilt naturally raise
existential questions. Two memorable
novels deal with this predicament writ-
ten during the eighties. These are
Jayakanthan’s Oru Manithan Oru Veedu
-Oru Ulagam (A Man, A Home, A World)
and Sundara Ramasamy’s ].].:Sila
Kurippukal (].J.some notes). It isa surpris-
ing fact that these two extraordinarily
brilliant portrayals of the existential ago-
nies of the young were written by two
middle-aged Tamil writers wedded to
marxism in their youth.

Thesetwo novels arecast inaltogether
different moulds from each other. Jay-
akantan’s sticks to a cogent and consis-
tent story line, partly because of his own
inclination and partly because of the
compulsions arising from writing for
popular magazines. Sundara
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Ramaswamy on the other hand is se-
verely inzellectual in tone and adopts a
stream of consciousness styleand an anti-
herothematicapproach. Younger writers
with leftist sympathies also dealt with
existential questions. Poomani's Alagiri
in Piragu (Then) is an example.

But generally speaking, leftists writ-
ersdealt mostly withunemploymentand
urban misery. In the seventies and the
early eighties, this was their favourite
theme for elaboration in interviews. It is
no exaggeration to say that there is not a
single serious young writer who has not
dealt with this problem. Unemployment
and an uncertain future were a magnifi-
cent obsession of those times. The psy-
chological turmoil of the unemployed
young menis sensitively portrayed in the
stories of Vannanilavan, Prapanchan,
Aadhavanand Maalan.In Vannanilavan’s
short story, Karaium Uruvangal’ (Dis-
solving Figures), Sankaran returns home
after fruitlessly roaming the city in search
of a job. Weary in body and spirit he
peevishly refuses to eat,when his solici-
tous sister asks him to sit down for din-
ner. Heis curtand rude to her importuni-
ties, though he and she know that she is
the only soul in the world that under-
stands and sympathises with him. Next
morning, when he sets out once again on
his journey in search of a job, the sister
gives him some money without any trace
ofbitternessaboutthe previous evening’s
incident. Sankaran literally breaks down
at such unselfishness.

Prapanchan’s ‘Pagal Nera Naadagan-
gal’ (Day Time Drama) is an effective
portrayal of the callousness of our em-
ployment exchanges. Aadhavan’s ‘Inter-
view’ and Maalan’s Twenty Three’ pres-
ent how relationships sour when one is
unemployed. Balakumaran and
Subramanya Raju have also written on
the problems of young men.
Balakumaran’s ‘Irumbu Kudhiraigal’
(Steel Horses) and many of his short sto-
ries are lucid portrayals of the plight of
precariously employed youth. Another
of his short stories ‘Chinna Chinna Vat-
tangal’ (Small Circles) describes the inse-
curities that quite a few of young men are
entrapped in  an imperfectly perform-
ing industrial economy. Sankaran is a
worker in a factory which is suddenly
pushed intoinactivity because of a power
cut. His family life, already miserable, is
made more unbearable as aconsequence.
Hischild has beenill with boils all overits
body for months. He is unable to give
proper medical attention and the closure
of the factory aggravates his helpless-
ness. All these days, even when he was
earning, his last pie was spent on the
family and he has had to deny himself his
earlier simple pleasures of smoking and
seeing the cinema. Now he finds he is
unable to buy a saree that his wife badly
needs. The child dies and its death brings
money. This sudden enrichment is pre-
sented with bitter irony by Balakumaran.

Itis notall young men. Young women
also figure prominently in contemporary

Tamil fiction. Gayathri in ‘Irumbu
Kudiraigal’isayounggixl,imel!igentbut
immature. Her questions are briliant but
her answers are impractical. If
Balakumaran sees Gayathri as the future

woman, Ambai presents the woman of |
the present in all her vulnerability and |

rebellious moods. The apprehensions of
the young girl when she attains puberty
and her desperate longing for her mother
at that hour are brilliantly portrayed in
‘Amma Oru Kolai Seithal’ (Mother Com-
mitted a Murder) by Ambai. Her women
represent the entire spectrum of the real-
ity of woman in a man’s world. In her
‘Karuppu Kudirai Chadhukkam’ (Black
Horse Square), Ambai presents a woman
of indomitable spirit, cast in the mould of
Rosa Luxemberg. Saaya of ‘Siragugal
Muriyum’ (Wings would be Clipped) isa
woman who abhors men, for constantly
imposing their superiority on women.
There is yet ariother facet of women. In
Veetu Moolaiyil Oru Samayal Arai’ (A
Kitchen in the Corner of the house). The
protagonist is a woman who pleads with
themore conventional womenin the story
that the kitchen is not the whole world of
women. Older writers like Thi.
Janakiraman had a profound understand-
ing and compassion for women seeking
to liberate themselves from theconstraints
of tradition and custom. His Ammani in
‘Marapasu’ (Wooden Cow) isa symbol of
a liberated woman presented with a fi-
nesse rarely encountered in Tamil writ-

ing. Thus youth in recent Tami! fiction |

hasbeen a symbol of heroism for many, a
break from the past for a quite few, a hope
for the future forall of us. They are at once
intelligent but helpless and vulnerable.
They are apathetic as well as
revolutionary.They are inheritors of tra-
ditions as well as precursors of moder-
nity. Tamil writing of the recent past has
innumerable examples not only in the
writings of writers discussed above but
also in those of Sujata, Asoka Mitran,
Indira Parthasarathy, Rajam Krishnan,
Sivasankari and many others whose
works have not been discussed here for
lack of space.

The picture will not be complete with-
out at least a reference to the portrayal of
youthin Sri Lankan Tamil writings. Itisa
large theme for which there is no space
here. When S. Ponnuthurai wrote his
novel Thee (Fire) in the sixties, he de-
picted sex as a major crisis among the
youth. If that was anywhere near the
truthin that era, recent poetry shows that
Sri Lankan Tamil youth have come along
way indeed from their major preoccupa-
tions of the sixties. Four lines from Ch-
eran, a contemporary Sri Lankan Tamil
poet shows the death-defying mood of
the young Tamil in Sri Lanka:

Death is not the end of life,
Your death is more powerful
than your words

and deeds.

V. Narayanan is a writer and critic.

From the Eighties to the Present

Venkat Swaminathan
et me confine myself to the eight-
les. Significantly and conveniently

L for me, by a rare coincidence, this

happens to be the period in which Tamil
creative writing has witnessed some new
departures, breaking out into directions
uncharted hitherto. Uncharted they were,
since, the directions were either un-
thoughtofor unknown because the writer
was ill-equipped. It could even be, in cer-
tain areas, he felt the directions were in-
convenient and inexpedient.

The writers who were thus respon-
sible for venturing out in such new direc-
tions havetobe celebrated for theirimagi-
nation, courage and sincerity. I shall,
therefore, not talk of those writers of
known name and fame, who have pro-
duced their ‘yet anothers’ during this
period. Some might argue that some of
these ‘yet anothers’ are better crafted and
hence more successful in realisation than
some works of these ad venturous spirits.
Maybe. But they don't interest me, nor
would they alter, I believe, the future of
Tamil creative writing.

Letthe oldest angry young man be the
first in my consideration and let this be
my homage to him: Ka.Naa.
Subramaniam, who passed away in the
closing yearof thedecade. Liketheearthen
lamp that glows its brightest and sends
up its flame higher when it is about to
burn itself out, Ka.Naa was at his prolific
best, when he returned in the middle of

| eightiesto Tamil Nadu from his ‘exile’, as

itwere, in Delhi for over two decades. He
was then welcomed to the pages of mass
circulation magazines, which he hated
and reviled against all his life. He also
won a literary award from the Sahitya
Akademi, one of his betes noires of long
standing. Many of his works that were
out of print for decades came out in re-
print. Many of his stray articles were
collected and published. That was a vir-
tual avalanche.

No, the old war horse was not tamed.
It was not a tragedy or compromise.
would rather see a parallel in a character
of his novel, Avadhootar, which was for
decades in half finished manuscript form
and published before his death, his swan
song, as it were. The Avadhootar in the
novel was once a family man. He re-
nounces his family, becomes an Avad-
hoota (naked saint), lives in the same
village but away from the family, and yet
cares for the well-being of the village folk.
After a time, he resumes family life once
again. His relationship with society even
as an Avadhoota is one of deep involve-
ment and concerned detachment at the
same time.

His other novel, published before his
death was Thomas, dealing with theimagi-

nary encounter between Tiruvalluvarand
St. Thomas, the apostle who spent his last
years in a suburb of Madras. This gives
Ka.Naa.anoccasiontodwe]lonthespecu»
lated influence of Christian ethics on
Tiruvalluvar and his celebrated work,
Kural. Both Thomas and Valluvar are be-
lieved to have lived in near proximity in
the two suburbs of Madras. One cannot
vouch for the historical authenticity of
the encounter of these two sages but the
religious ferment witnessed during this
time is history.

This talk about history and its authen-
ticity in fiction takes us to Prapanchan’s
Maanudam Vellum (Humanity will Pre-
vail) and Sujatha’s Karuppu, Sivappu, Ve-
luppu (Black, Red and White). Unlike their
forebears in historical fiction (the im-
mensely popular Kalki and his lesser ilk
from the forties onwards for whom his-
torical fiction was just the same market-
friendly love-story but for the costumes
and names, or a matter of saleable pack-
aging in appealing chauvinistic colours),
Sujatha (a writer of raging popularity no
doubt) and Prapanchan (an emerging
short story writer of literary merit) have
cared both for the authenticity of history
and for novel as a literary form. In his
planned trilogy Prapanchan intends to
trace the history of Pondicherry, his na-
tive town, from thetimes the French colo-
nised it down to the enclave’s merger
with the Indian Union. His Manudam Vel-
lum is the first part in which he has made
copious useofthefamed AnandaRangam
Pillai’s voluminous diaries in Tamil (lat-
ter half of the eighteenth century) to give
flesh to historic personages and authen-
ticity to his narrative. Sujatha’s novel un-
folds the odyssey of a Tamil lad from a
martial community in hot pursuit of a
British officer all the way to Kanpur'to
avenge the killing of his father, in the
backdrop of the momentous events lead-
ing to the 1857 War of Independence.
Materials are not lacking to provide au-
thenticity to this backdrop. Both have
cared for it.

Ki. Rajanarayanan’s 1991 Akademi
award winning work, Gopallagramathu
Makkal (The People of Gopallagramam),
the second volume of his intended tril-
ogy,isa stringing togetheroftales, told in
the manner of oral tradition, tracing, in a;
loose and disjointed fashion, the history
of the Telugu migrant community to
whichtheauthorbelongs, from theirorigi-
nal hearth in Andhra sometime after the
fall of the Vijayanagar Empire. The sec-
ond volume picks up the thread of that
history from an unspecified time after
that community settled itself in a corner
of the southern tip down to the forties
when India won freedom. It has all the
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peasant naivete, folksy humour, inno-
cence and a mischievous salacity of the
dead oral tradition. The narrative follows
a thin line of history flowing invisibly.

An important event is the reappear-
ance of E. Balakrishna Naidu’s novel,
Tanaikkan Kottai (The Tanaikkan Fort) set
in Mysore of Tippu's turbulent times
amidst his battles for survival with the
Marathas and the British, the only genu-
ine work of historical fiction in Tamil. It
was unfortunately consigned to oblivion
by the then raging popularity of Kalki
and his ilk with their pseudo-history and
pseudo-literature. Its reissue in the 80s,
after a gap of over three decades lends
some meaning and significance to the
above-mentioned works that followed it.
With the appearance of these works, the
mountainous heap of earlier popular
historical fiction should rightly be con-
signed to the dustbin.

From the past to the present: Vaas-
anti’s Nirka Nizhal Vendum (roughly, ‘A
Roof to Live Under’) isa novei on the still
burning issue of Ceylon Tamils’ struggle
for a life of dignity and freedom. It de-
serves notice for its non-partisan human
concern. Her sympathies are with the suf-
fering human community and she does
not fail to see the cynical political games
of all the governments cencerned and the
fascist face of the feuding Tamil extremist
leaderships amongst themselves. Alarge
part of it isa commendable effort. Unfor-
tunately the sincerity and seriousness
have not been taken notice of because it
has come from the penofa popular writer.

Stepping in a new direction of fiction
that verges on socia! documentation, the
works of Vittal Rao, Nadi Moclam (The
River, its scurce) and Kaala Veli (Tempo-
ral expanse) arrests attention. For rea-
sons inexplicable, Vittal Rao is not much
talked about, but he does deserve a lot
more critical and appreciative attention
than he has got. In Nadi Moolam he un-
fclds the life and times of three genera-
tions of a family of Madhva brahmins,
interweaving into it the definite happen-
ingsand movements outside inthelarger
society in general, and in theatre and

Ims in particular. This is not just a back-
drop as the family history and social hap-
penings have an inter-relationship and a
mutual impact. It would be difficult for
the older generation who came of age in
the twenties and thirties to read Nadi
Moolam without some nostalgic memo-
ries of the times past. In Kaals Veli, which
again is a very remarkable work, Vittal
Rao, (a student of an art school himself)
captures beautifully, authentically and
knowledgeably, the mood and atmos-
phere of the post-academic life of the
artists circalate 60s and early 70s, tobring
out their aspirations, frustrations, mu-
tualjealousies,and strugglestoearnaliv-
ing. With an undertone of Bohemiansmit
is a struggle to make oneself felt ina city,
rot exactly friendly to modern trends in
art. Vittal Rao has a remarkable eye for
detail, a remarkable memory to recount a
wealth of detail and an admirable and

abiding catholicity of interests, a singular
trait in the contemporary Tamil milieu.
His canvas is wide, taking in literature,
music, painting, theatre and cinema. His
perceptiveeyeranges from Tamil literary
little magazine group meeting taking
placeinonedingy cornerofa houseinthe
bylanes of Triplicane to another dingy
cornerofa houseinoneofthelanesof An-
glo-Indian quarters in another far-out
suburbofMadras where you hear the rec-
ords of the 60s Rock Group played. He
does all that just by narrating the day-to-
day happeningsin the lives of four paint-
ersintheir struggle to makea living, with
no pretensions or obvious efforts at gran-
diose results.

From here it is 2 smooth transition to
Thoppil Mohammed Meeran’s Oru Ka-
dalorathu Grammathin Kathai (The Tale of
a Coastal Village) which is a contempo-
rary classic, that has won unprecedented
1itera:yacclaim,academicrecognitionand
commercial success as well, all at the
same time, as if in a package. This is a
unique achievement. Such a thing was
never known to have happened in recent
Tamil literary history. In a remarkable
expression of courage, Thoppil has dared
to reflect on the life of the Muslim com-
munity (to which he belongs) in the early
decades of this century with all its relig-
ious obscurantism, pride in its Arab line-
ageand its cloistered existence with stub-
born resistance to the opportunities of
English education. It is an uninhibited
portrayal witha defensive plea that these
were the values they cherished and that it
is not for us to ridicule them, since the
contemporary values wecherish couldas
well invite ridicule from succeeding gen-
erations. Be that as it may, it is an explo-
sive portrayal and no one who knows
what happened to Salman Rushdie would
believe that this novel first appeared as a
serial inaMuslim periodical, the commu-
nity’s in-house forum of sorts. And again,
this contemporary classic has come from
one who had his education in Malay-
alam, does his Tamil writing in Malay-
alam script and has then to get it tran-
scribed in Tamil script.

When we talk of sincerity, truth and
self-reflection, we have to turn our atten-
tion to the works of a young writer, C.M.
Muthu who came on the scene in the 80s,
whose exclusive concern is the caste ani-
mosities in both his novels Nenjin Naduve
(The Heartinits Core)and Karichoru (Rice
with Meat), he gives us an uncompromis-
ing, uninhibited picture of thebitter caste
conflicts within the numerous sub-castes
of his own backward community of
Thevars and the air of superiority they
affect towards the untouchables and the
hypocrisy of it all. If Meeran adopts a de-
fensive posture in dealing with the past
even while being truthful, Muthu is ex-
plosively volatileand aggressivein being
equally truthful in dealing with contem-
porary ugliness. While the truth Muthu
unfolds of his community is equally true
of every community in the caste-Hindu
hierarchy, only the dosage of hypocrisy

increases in potency with every step
upwards on the ladder. (The Brahmins
are the frightened mice in the glassed
cageofsnakes). Onehasthereforetosingle
out Muthu for his sincerity and courage
asno writer or public figureinany field in
Tamil society would ever acknowledge
this ugly hypocritical face of his own
community. He would much rather
choose to single out the Brahmin commu-
nity to launch his vituperative tirades on
casteism which he does quite often to
proclaim his liberal pretensions.

It is left to Nanjil Nadan to expose the
hypocrisies of the public figures and
politicians in his short stories and novels.
His volume of short stories, Vakku
Porukkikal is an instance. (It is difficult to
translate this expression which roughly
means  ‘vote pickers’ with the pejora-
tive senseasin ‘rag pickers’). Inhis novel,
Midavai, he narrates that part of his life
which took him to Bombay in search of a
job from his native town in Kanyakumari
district. All these are occasions for him to
expose the caste hypocrisies and the
wheeling and dealing of politicians.

Gopi Krishnan's efforts (call them
short-stories, sketches, tales—the form of
his short pieces defies categorization) are
memorable. In Ovvada Unarvugal (Dis-
agreeable Feelings) he is at his devastat-
ing best. His style, form, humour, mock
self-deprecation are in fact a masked but
merciless attack on current social values
and mores. Gopi Krishnan has evolved a
unique language and style that pokes fun
at society by poking fun at himself. The
likes of him and of his language, percep-
tion, style and manner of writing have
not been seen in Tamil writing so far.

We must now turn to Ambai, the an-
gry young woman. Ambaidoes notclothe
her anger in anything else. It is plain,
unadorned anger which likes to see its
victim squirm and suffer. Ambai is a
feminist pureand simpleinallheraveng-
ing fury. Feminism is not a fashionable
current fad for her. She has been through
many phases, from a goody goody senti-
mental traditionalist, leftistand soonand
has finally ended up as a feminist. Shecan
see through the masquerading hypocrisy
of all of them. She once lashed out at one
middle-level mass circulation magazine
when it reprinted one of her short-stories
with a laudatory note. “How dare you
publish me without my consent,” she
wrote spitting fire, “while I would not
have given you my consent in any event,
as | have nothing to do with either your
published, pretentious appreciation of my
writings, nor with your unpublished
private intentions in running the maga-
zine?” Ambai is very sparing in her writ-
ing. Aftera decade long interval, a collec-
tion of her short stories, Veetu Moolayil
Oru Samayalarai’ (A Kitchen in a Corner
of the House) appeared. The collection
speaks volumes of her versatility informs
and themes; fables, plain narratives and
so on, locales ranging from the Latin
quarters of an American city to a remote
vitlagein the southern tip of Tamil Nadu,

and a variety of characters and situations.
Ambai is the only genuine feminist in
Tamil whose wrath does not just spill out
of her lips but fiows in her veins and the
only one who is able to transform that
wrath into art.

From an explosive outburs: of wrath,
we turn to a soft, quiet determinationand
unwavering firmness of convictions ex-
pressed in soft and mellowed tones.
Poomani has brought the suppressed
world of untouchables into the domain of
current Tamil writing. Untouchableshave
so far been untouchables even in litera-
ture. But in the 80s, Poomani changed all
this. [n his novel, Vekkai (Heat) there is a
graphic delineation of the struggles for
survival in a jungle hideout by a fugitive
from thelaw, a very gripping narrative of
unrelieved tension, bearing testimony to
Poomani’s mastery over language and
his narrative abilities.

The fictional part of this essay would
exhaust itself with a final reference to
three works; one, J.J. Sila Kurippuhal (J.].
Some Notes) by Sundara Ramaswami,
two, Idai Veli (Interregnum) by S. Sam-
path and the third, Paarkadal (the mythi-
cal Sea of Milk,the abode of Vishnu) by
La.Saa. Ramamirtham. Eachisan extreme
in many respects right from the character
of writing to the responses it has evoked.
All thethreeareina senseand in varying
degrees autobiographical reflections of
the respective authors. Sundara
Ramaswamiin his J.J. Some Notes talks of
a fictitious writer who is, in part, a reflec-
tion of himself and in another, what he
would aspire to be, though he would
deny this. And further, it is 2 masked re-
flection on the writers’ world that he sees
arourd himself. Needless to say, noother
book had given rise to so much heated
controversy, both for and against, in re-
centtimes. Sundara Ramaswami hasonce
again proved, if proof were needed, that
he is a stylist par excellence and that he
likestoexperiment with formallthetime.

S. Sampath in his Idai Veli seems to
have unconsciously written of his own
impending death. Even while he was
giving expression to the apprehensions
of death that were haunting him formany
years in the form of hallucinations, he
was also airing his own intellectual re-
flections on it. This theme and Dos-
toyevesky were his constant obsessions.
He was conscious that he was being ridi-
culed, but hetook theridiculein hisstride.
Idai Veli is a record of both his hallucina-
tions and intellectual reflections in fic-
tional recreation. He died of cerebral
haemorrhage soon after he sent the final
proofs of his novel to the press. That was
the first and last of his published work.

Ramamirtham is a writer of a rare
breed, who usually writes of the clois-
tered world of his orthodox Hindu fam-
ily, deeply religiousand giventoextremes
of emotions, living in unredeemed ten-
sion all the time, inflicting pain on them-
selves and on others. His characters were
men of passion, wrath and love, all of
which know only one form of expres-
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sion—violent explosion.Onecan’tbe sure
whether Ramamirtham is a writer or a
creator of myths. Paarkadal, which is an
episodic collection of sketches and narra-
tion of incidents largely centring round
his family members stretched over three
generations, can be read as his autobiog-
raphy, another collection of his short
pieces, or a companion volume to his
work in fictional form. We can trace the
source of the incidents and characters
that inspired each of his stories, in these
autobiographical reflections.

Now the other areas.

Indrama, some worthwhileeffortsare
on. These are only a continuation of what
was begun in the 70s. But, unfortunately,
these efforts have thrown up only per-
formance scripts, but no dramatic litera-
ture as such. Though Na. Muthuswami'’s
Natrunaiappan (or Kadavul) has taken a
few strides ahead, we are yet to have a
complete literary text which could exist
by itself, independent of its realisation on
stage, to communicate an experience.

In poetry, a lot is being written. This
prolificity is a bit unnerving. A large part
of it is hardly poetry, in what it says and
how that is said. If saffron robes could
makeoneasaint, these clipped sentences,
broken lines and staircase-like arrange-
ments could also make poetry. It means
that the creative outburst of the 60s has
largely fizzled out in the 70s and 80s.

In criticism, the 80s are dominated by
the current fad of structuralism, post-
structuralism, etc. Literary criticism in
the 80s has been lost, by abduction, to the
academicians. There was a virtual inva-
sion by hordes from the academies who
wereall students/lecturersin linguistics.
The next stage of self-promotion after a
short period of probation, seems to be an
elevation tostructuralismand post-struc-
turalism. Now the whole Tamil literary
world is choked by a thick fog of structu-
ralism. Itisa truly intimidating spectacle.

The old-world orthodox aestheticians
havebeenmore or less thrown overboard.
The 80s have seen a few theoretical expo-
sitions comingout in text-book fashion in
this category. But a decade-long loud
approbation of this conversion to struc-
turalist faith has not brought forth asingle
new perspective to the literary worth of
an already acknowledged work, nor has
itdethroned a single acknowledged liter-
ary work. Nor has it helped in the evalu-
ation of a new work of art. The print-out
coming after an analysis by a structural-
ist, computer-programmed for decon-
struction, does not say anything about
aesthetic values of a work. Oneisata loss
to know what all this hullabaloo is about.

Vexed as we are, let us shift toa more
productive side. Two important books
must be taken note of. These are Gnani’s
Marxiamum Tamil lakiumum (Marxism
and Tamilliterature) and S.V. Rajadurai’s
Russia Puratchi: llakiya Satctiyam (Russian
Revolution—aLiterary Testimonial). Both
havetraversed a long distance during the
past decade and a half from their rigidly
held ideological positions. Gnani began
his literary career swearing by orthodox

| communism of the party-baked model,
but has now become one who swears by
a Marxism of his own home-baked vari-
ety which has no sanction anvwhere
outside him. He is inclined to embrace
within his fold early Bhakti literature as
wellasthe whole corpus of Indian thought
from Vedic times down to J. Krishna-
moorthi. | am not deriding him while
saying this. Not at ail. One cannot avoid
such contradictions and vague formula-
tions in a volume of critical articles writ-
ten over a period. [ respect him for his
liberal inclinations, his Marxist label not-
withstanding.

On the other side, S.V. Rajadurai was
a party activist but always standing out-
side the party office, while proclaiming
his solidarity with the party line. Evenas
the party fortress wallscrumble, he would
still maintain hisdifferences withthe party
line by a further advance of his liberal
view-pointand yet swear in public by the
official credo. So both have a shifting die-
hard position to stick to at any given
point of time. Now that their Pope him-
self has abdicated and the Vatican iies in
ruins, Rajadurai takes the line that Marx-
ism is still the eternal truth and that only
its practitioners have betrayed it. His
successive works mark the stages of his
transition. The latest is Russia Puratchi:
llakiya Saaichiyam. It is a study of the
work, life and times of writers of Com-
munist Russia, the dissidents who were
exiled, sent to labour campsin Siberia, in-
carcerated, or exterminated. His un-
doubted incisive intellectual acumen and
immense reading have failed to make
him see that Marx marks only a stage in
the march of ideas and human history.
Secondly, the aesthetic component of his
personality does not quite match his in-
tellectual equipment even as it stands
amputated by a crippling faith inan out-
worn 19th century ideology. Both Gnani
and Rajadurai are sincere men, true to
themseives and the ideas they profess,
unlikethestructuralists wearing regimen-
tal attire in order to overawe others.

I'should end this essay by making a
mention of a “middle level” magazine
Subha Mangala—an insipid Woman and
Home variety in its birth. But after Komal
Swaminathantook over, it has been trans-
formed into a successful magazine of arts
and letters, with a giant leap in circula-
tion which no literary magazine ever
dreamt of, proving that a serious literary
magazine can be popular and a viable
commercial proposition. Serious writing
inTamil which had, at no point of time till
the70s, commanded areadership of more
than a few hundreds at best, reaches now
a readership in multiples of ten thou-
sands. Nobody ever dreamt that Komal
Swaminathan had in him such a messi-
anic zeal for a literary cause and an
equally gifted commercialacumen. Itisa
breakthrough oftheeighties deserving to
be spelt out in boid letters.

Venkat Swaminathanisawell-known critic
of contemporary Tamil writing based in New
Deihi.
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A Telescopic Arousal of Time

Raji Narasimhan

A PURPLE SEA
By Ambai. Translated with an introduction by Lakshmi Holmstrom
Affiliated East-West Press, 1992, pp. 223, Rs. 75.00

n her stories we see Ambai as both

womanand writer. Itisa potent combi-

nation, one that comprises the basic
requirements of feminist writing. Mov-
ing between these two selves of woman
and writer in tense, close steps—so close
that the space between them seems
shorn—Ambai, like any feminist writer
of worth, telescopes the past, the present
and the future vistas of timein her stories.
Sheevokes, firstofall, the antiquity of the
gesture of visiting degradation upon
woman. Then, she evokes entrenched
time, time condensed and become inert,
intheeventsofthestory. And thirdly, she
evokes thefaintoutlines of acoming time,
the dawn of a new consciousness, just
visiblethrough the freeze,and promising
once again animation and fluidity.

The importance of language in this
telescopicarousal of time cannot be over-
stated. It is the whip for lashing the past,
as well as the lute denoting the harbinger
of better times. The many-sided, simulta-
neous and symphonic voicings of the
emotions it has to achieve, can be accom-
plishedonlyinthe writer'smothertongue.
This might sound like a truism. But the
depressing translation of Ambai'’s stories
done by Lakshmi Holmstrom forces one
not only to utter this truism, but to ex-
plore it for understanding the extent of
the damage and to determine what ex-
actly is at stake in a translation.

Let us take the following passage,
chosen at random, from the story,
‘Gifts’.The Tamil title is ‘Velippadu’. The
change of title is, probably, allowable.

She walked about with ease in the
world of herown backyard. Shetamed
the buffalo. She fed it. She showed the
visitor the bathhouse that was used
during menstrual pollution, dark as a
cave. Whenever one peeped in, she
was found by the kitchen hearth. Shall
Icook the dosais now? Would you like
me to pour theidli batter? At night she
folded her legs modestly and quietly
fellasleep, her sari neatly tucked about
her. At the slightest sound of a cough
she was up, asif she were switched on,
to make a soothing drink of pepper
and jeera in hot water. When she put
her hands to her face they smelt of
food. The smell of food which had
been cooked for generations”.

InTamil, this passage has an economy
of language. It has a level of suggestion
which imparts to it that special tonal

quality which is a summing up, in itself,
of Ambai’s fiction in general. Sound, col-
our, light, and other such forces that help
convey the pulse of life, are part and
parcel of her fictional tools. Such refuges
in the intangible, that are beyond touch,
but are filled with the power to cause
epiphanic agitation, are natural to the
leashed sensibility unleashing itself.

That these finer elements get lost in
the English rendering is something that
one cannot lament beyond a point. But
whatonecanreasonably expect the trans-
lator to see in Ambai’s writing is the
intense, more than ordinary connection
of the narrative voice to the unwritten
text behind the narrative. Bereft of the
powerful emotivecapacities of the mother
tongue, which can filter, through their
overtones and aftersounds, the wracked
quality of this connection, the translator
has to work out some other means of
establishing it. This effort is what is miss-
ing inthe passage quoted above, dismay-
ing one by its utter blandness.

Phrases are packaged. A phrase such
as “padiyappadiya nadandaal” is ren-
dered as “walked about with ease”. This
is a catch-phrase that kills the pictorial
quality of the Tamil. The onomatopoea in
the Tamil is important. It reveals charac-
ter. Literally, it means walking with firm,
deeply implanted steps. But over and
above this, it means the kind of steps that
come to one in one’s habitat: the earth
yielding, the feet sinking in, the yielding
and the sinking miming a secret, pri-
vately exercised autonomy. This charged,
multi-faceted quality can resultonly from
an intimate, sensuous relationship with
language. And again, one admits, that
barring exceptions, such a relationship is
possible only in the mother tongue. But
the point is that but for this feature, the
creative complex of Ambai’s writing falls
apart. The translator’s job, therefore, is to
contrive it by some means or the other.
This means, that he has to havea sensitive
plus critical appreciation of the work. He
has to understand its anatomy, its inter-
spacings, and the special effects produced”
by these inter-spacings.

One way out, perhaps, is through
mirroring, through assonance, through
producing an alliteration of inner sense,
rather than going through the conven-
tional method of putting in the corre-
sponding words. The key phrase in the
original is transmuted through diction to
becomearecall of theoriginal, inakind of
re-incarnation with memory intact. An
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illustration of thiscan becited from David
Rubin’s translation of Premchand’s
“Nirmala”.

Takethisoneline from a long passage:
Mujhme aisi kaunsi baat hai jo inki aankhon
mey khatakti hai?” The translationis: “What
was there about her which made him
mistrust her?”

Thekey phrase in that lineis “Aznkhon
met khatakti hai” . 1t is difficult, if not im-
possible, to translate that phrase into
English, with the particular subjectival
connection it has with the first person
pronoun with which the sentence begins.
“What is there in me which hurts his
eye?” the literal translation, makes it too
physical, altering the weightage towards
the non-physical in the original. And it
does not connect with the first person
pronoun in the peculiar, pdvate,inward»
moving way it does in the Hindi. Indeed,
the pronouns undergo a sea changein the
translation. “In-ki” which is a subtle,
middle form of address between the sec-
ond and the third persens, is untrans-
latable in English, and can come out only
as a straight, third person. Rubin, there-
fore, forgets about the whole trait of de-
flected pronouns present in the Hindi (a
trait, possibly, present in all the Indian
languages) and confines his rendering to
the third person. Secondly, the phrase in
question has been paraphrased by him
into “made him mistrust her”. What he
highlights and reiterates in thus freeing
himself from pedantic exactitudes of
phraseology, is the overall condition of
Nirmala, the pervading spirit of the work.

Itis a method in which the blood rela-
tionship between the writer and the lan-

guage present in the original has been
deliberately and studiedly overlooked
thereby re-focussing attention through
the overlooking to the original.

In Ambai’s case, the blood relation-
ship gets intensified and heightened into
a sole, exclusive condition of creativity.
Theconsequenceof thisextremeand total
pre-conditioning is that the writing gains
and sustains significance only in the lan-
guage of its birth. The translator, thus,
has to have well thought-out strategies,
comparable to Rubin’s, to relay the sig-
nificance in another language

Here is one more sample where the
excitement and the ecstatic sense of dis-
covery are viable sentiments only in the
linguo-cultural contextin which they were
written.

People like your mother have their
own special language. It seems to
possess thekind of structure, theheight
and depths of the language of words.
Yet it is wordless. It is a language
embedded in the swaying of arms, in
theglanceof theeye, in the pressing of
ahand against the back, in laughter, in
lamentation, in the silence that does
away with all words. And it is this
language that separates us and them.
Even if we speak to each other in a
language which we mutually under-
stand, weonly communicate facts. Our
language is a mere bridge. It strikes
me that weare seeking adifferentlan-
guage, one that does not enforce divi-
sion, but links and bonds together.
Thelanguageoneunderstandsassoon
as a child lifts her outspread hands”.

(Black Horse Square)

As prose, that passage passes muster.
It is lucid, flows easily, and engages the
heart and the head, or the intelligence
and the emotions, in equal measure, as
good prose does. But these very qualities

when seen in the light of the original {

prove to be its undoing. The thrust is
outward, making for an externalism not
there in Ambai’s state of mental make-
up. Phrases are brought in live from the
outside, like fish from the sea. A note of
wisdom speaks in it, wisdom that is pre-
existent,and comes from theaftermath of
experience: experience too well read, and
conveyed through the standard, craft
requirement of the detachment of the
writing voice from the writing matter.

A proposition emerges from this
competent management of words,
namely, the magnetism of gesture lan-
guage. Like all propositions it resolves
into an objectified truth. And like ail ob-
jectifications it invites scrutiny, elabora-
tion, and a whole range of mental exer-
cises belonging to the participatory stimu-
lus. It incurs, in short, a reader involve-
ment, a reader-writer poiarity, not even
remotely present in the original.

The magnetism of gesture language
comes to Ambai as revealed truth, break-
inginto her consciousness in the momen-
tum of writing. She is not sharing her
findings with anyone, even though tech-
nically, in the format of the story, she
speaks them to her man. Essentially sheis
speaking them to herself, in something
just a little beyond a soliloquy, moving
out in the space afforded her by the for-
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matof the story. And since thereis justno
room for the incursion of the reader in
this prayer-like self-oration, the substance
of her observations does not invite any
probe by other minds. There is a self-
containment about the writing, and as a
result, the rather commonplace nature of
her waking to the power of gesture lan-
guage, does not get thrown open to
comment from outsiders. The bind of
emotions remains bound, safe. Despera-
tion, yearning, hopelessness, hopefulness,
search—all the quarter tones and semi
tones of theemotions—remain insulated,
beyond the reach of busy, critical anten-
nae.

Where is this coiled, self-contained
quality in the translation? This quality is
the heart and lungs of creativity in Am-
bai’s writing. Where is it in the transla-
tion?

A translation has to be bi-tonal in
quality. It calls for a minute scouring of
the text of the original for its seams of
untranslatability. These are the tests and
the opportunities for the translator’s art.
These are the times when the spirit of the
two languages—oneintext,and theother
untexted, but waiting to be texted—can
be wound together and made a compos-
ite but bisective piece of writing.

Lakshmi Holmstrom has not availed
herself of these possibilities.

Raji Narasimhan is a writer. The Sky
Changes published in June 1991 is her latest
novel.

<

nestablished and popular namein
Acontemporary Tamil writing,

Vaasanti has published over 50
books. Kadai Bommaigal (Shop Dolls) is
her latest novel.

The heroine of the novel Manju, beau-
tiful but dark, is an adopted daughter of
German parents who had dedicated them-
selves to the cause of destitute women
and orphans in a small town in South
India. Though growing up in an atmos-
phereoftirelessand selflessactivity under
the efficient management and guidance
of her German mother, Manju is unableto
accept her present existence, which she
feels is a handout from her mother de-
void of the excitement of real choices or
decisions by her. Her own unknown ori-
gin upsets her to the extent of developing
an amorphous antipathy to her parent.
She dreams of escaping from her envi-
rons as well as from the burden of being
her mother’s daughter.

When Peter, a handsome Swiss-Ger-
man visits them, the woman in Manju
cannot help responding to his very overt
and articulate attention and she decides
toaccepthis marriage proposal. “Mother”
disapproves but gives her consent sub-
ject to a six month wait.

Indian Feminism—Vaasanti Style

M. Vijayalakshmi

KADAI BOMMAIGAL
By Vaasanti
Narmada Pathipagam, Madras, 1992, pp. 282, Rs. 36.00

In the meanwhile two events occur
which change Manju's life-perspective.
With Padma, adedicated medical worker,
she witnesses a cruel instance of female
infanticide. Subsequently, the death of
the destitute woman, Ponnuttayi who for
some inexplicable reasons, Manju con-
siders is her actual mother, and the spirit
displayed by her young daughter Karup-
payi against oppressive social customs,
induce Manju once and for all to opt for
the path adopted by her foster mother.
The dedication and zeal displayed by
persons like Padma which had earlier
never touched the core of her heart now

acquire a fresh meaning.

The novel is written in the usual style
of the author in a clear and direct lan-
guage. The narrative is in the form of a
detailed monologue by Manju which al-
ternates between bouts of uncontroiled
sentiment and strict and self-denying
ratiocination.

As in a number of Vaasanti’s novels,
male characters get reduced to a minimal
existence in this work. In a theme specifi-
cally linked to a blatantly adverse male-
female equation, the two male characters
Natarajan whose marriage proposal
Manju rejects and Peter whoisallowed to

sway her for some time are allowed igno-
minious existences. Practically all of
Vasanthi’s writings include a male char-
acter who impels the heroine to self-as-
sertion owing mainly to his inability to
rise above the conventional or by lack of
sensitivity. Natarajan makes it clear to
Manju that he proposes to her out of
magnanimity despite her status as an
adopted daughter. Manjuisonly tooquick
to react. Peter reveals his basic non-com-
patibility to the Indian Manju with her
overt and explicit commitment to the
importance of physical relationship in
mattersof theheart. Whenrejected, char-
acteristically he wastes no timein finding
for himself a Spanish girl-friend close on
the heels of parting from Manju!

In this novel the heroine is in better
command of herself and is happy to
overcome any desire to form a depend-
ence on the male. The message of the
contemporary woman-writer hascomea
very long way from what had been pro-
fessed by most of them in the past: to be
patient and the perfect complement, suf-
fer in silence till “he” comes around.
Almost all the rebellious women painted
by Vaasanti chart out their own inde-
pendent tracks butat the sametimeremain
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blithely free of any rancour towards men.
In other words, the path of intelligent,
silent and aloof resistance seems to be
Vaasanti’s version of Indian feminism. It
is of interest to note that though Vaasanti
is well known and respected for her ex-
planation of fairly non-conventional
themes, she is not included in the select
pantheon which every literary scene cre-
atesforitself periodically. Without taking
up cudgels with this pantheon which is
almost always puisating with controver-
sies, major or peevish, one can quickly
countthe ‘charges’ laid by themon women
writers in general including Vaasanti:

Women writers are almost always

narcissisticand they don’t understand
" men but men do understand women.

Their approach is mainly escapist.

Their work lacks bold experiment of

style or form.

One may say both ‘yes’ and 'no’ to
these charges, all the while bearing in
mind that a minority-here, women-has
generally to bend backwards to proveits
worth!

Without entering intothis controversy,
the perceptive reader will readily con-
cede that Vaasanti’s writing is several
cuts above what is regularly being
churned out in the booming serialisation
industry. Theauthor has never lacked the
courage to stir the Karpu (chastity) hor-
net’s nest exposing herself to the oppro-
brium of a tradition-bound society. The
attending polemic has always enlisted
for the author the admiration of younger
readers.

Vis-a-vis Kadai Bommaigal, this re-
viewer finds one question popping up:
has the author actually managed to focus
attention on the inhuman practice of
female infanticide through her novel to
the extent that she should? The answer
would have to be in the negative, proba-
bly because the importance of the issue
hasbeen subsumed inthe larger theme of
the story, which will justify the descrip-
tionofa young woman’sdesireand dream
for love and utopia.

Oneisalsoinclined to quarrel with the
author’s propensity to turn out a ‘neatly
finished’ product which clashes so obvi-
ously with life’s complex contours. To
that extent the sustained stimulation that
awritten text should giveis not presentin
this book in any remarkable degree. One
reads through the book, cover to cover,
feels moved to the point of a tear or two,
is very upset at what is happening but is
also relieved that the protagonists’ fight
is over. The last mentioned state leaves
the reader complacent, a state of mind
which he relinquishes only under the
worst provocation!

M. Vijayalakshmi is the Librarian, Sahitya
Akademi, New Delhi.

Little Magazines
in Tamil

Amshan Kumar

utumai Pithan, the great Tamil
P short-story writer who had had a

long association with little maga-
ines, once declared that if ever he started
alittlemagazine that would set high stan-
dards it would be titled ‘Sothanai’. ‘So-
thanai’ in Tamil means ‘experiment’ and
italsomeans ‘trouble’. Heexplained with
his characteristic sarcasm why that title
would fita little magazine like a glove. A
little magazine would experiment and it
would by its very nature also be a source
of trouble to the magazine editor. Little
magazines haveallalong been heir to this
Janus-faced legacy.

Littlemagazines as the name suggests
havemany ittle’ things about them. Low
cost of production (though for an indi-
vidual it is too big to fork out periodi-
cally), fewer pages (unless the magazine
concerned comes out with a special issue)
and above all—little circulation. They
scarcely resemblemagazinesin the popu-
lar sense as they are devoid of illustra-
tions, colour blow-ups, flashy wrappers,
tidbits and the like.

It may be specially mentioned that
readership for a book—any book that is,
barring “pocket rovels’—irrespective of
the fact that its author is a celebrity in
popular magazines, is limited to below
1000. The ubiquitous Tamil reader sets
aside the little magazine too with the
same diffidence. Does not, after all, the
little magazine resemble the format of a
bookand its contents those of a book—an
anthology to be precise?

What do the little magazines of Tamil
Nadu have in common? They publish
original fiction, new efforts in poetry,
analytical articles, translations that are
purposeful and strongly opinionated
editorials. But the most singular trait that
characterises and unites them all is their
‘arrogant’ dislike of the stuff churned out
by popular magazines. Though that trait
runs like a common thread, the little
magazines during the eighties nearly
stopped getting nourishment by mount-
ing tirades against large circulation
magazines. Until the late sixties large
circulation magazines, identified as the
common foe, were the target of many an
attack by a group of critics led by the
formidableKa. Naa. Subramanyam. They
believed that popular magazines stood in
the way of their attaining mass reader-
ship.

But, in the seventies, it was most un-
fortunate that little magazines were used
as the battle-ground of warring literary
cliques. In the eighties, by and large, a
sober attitude replaced the earlier belli-
cose mentality. By this time little maga-

| zines got reconciled to their fate of lim-

ited circulation. The early steps in that
direction weretaken during the seventies

i itself. Venkat Saminathan advanced his

theory of inner and outer circles of soci-
ety. He argued in a fatalistic fashion that
in any society a select band of people
forming theinner circle would berespon-
sible with a visionary approach and the
outer circle which comprised society at
large might get the benefit of its radiance.

However Padigal, which started in the
late seventies and became influential by
the mid-eighties, took a radical stand
point. It refused to buy the theory of an
elite inner core. Instead, it declared that
commercialisation and elitism should be
viewed from a cultural point of view. To
assessand not merely tocriticise the sway
popular magazines had over vast num-
ber of readers, it interviewed Sujatha.
Sujatha, a writer with a protean writing
talent, is like the proverbial eel and slips
in and out of magazines both big and
little, delighting everyone in the process.
Sujatha opened up by saying that he was
writing in big commercial magazines to
enlarge the reading habit of the common
man.

Padigal is also responsible for the
dominant emergence of the structuralis-
tic approach to literature in Tamil. Sun-
dara Ramaswamy’s] ] Sila Kurippugal was
the finest literary work that was available
for structural scrutiny. Thamizhavan is a
major forcein thisapproach. Heauthored
abook Structuralism in the early eighties.
Along with Nagarjunan, M.D.
Muthukumarasamy, K. Poornachandran
and a few others, he vigorously set about
using structuralist tools to deconstruct
the literary texts.

After Padigal, Melum provides the fo-
rum for practitioners of structuralism.
Though not every structuralist in town is
afund list, the general impression
isthattheir writings smacked excessively
of partisan attitudes and that they disap-
proved of every school of literary criti-
cism other than their own. The general
reader who has no linguistic moorings is
also appalled at the arcane language of
the structuralists. It seemed to him that
such pedantic pursuits are more suitable
for the academia. Indeed many of the
structuralists are from university facul-
ties.

With structuralism followed by re-
readingsof Marxism dominating the slen-
der pages of little magazines, theapproach
that has taken a beating is the aesthetic
one. Writings on aesthetics per se have
become non-existent over the years.

Parimanam a magazine from Coimba-
tore too set out to study Tamil writings
from a neo-marxist approach. Not satis-
fied with traditional marxian ideas, it
periodically published translations of
western writers who threw fresh light on
marxism through their original interpre-
tations. Indeed, without exception all the
little magazines published translations of
western writers that include Sartre,
Althusser, Frommand Levi Strauss. There
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also appeared translations of various
articies on important thinkers and styles
of thinking. Thetranslationactivities were
going on in the eighties at a tremendous
pace.

There were several reasors for this.
Themagazine editors and writers had the
informing attitude. They wanted to in-
form readers of various trends in world
literature and thought. So they came out
with translations and original writingsin
Tamil of western thinkers. Some of the
writersalso displayed an egotistical airin
letting the readers know of their erudi-
tion. Whatever the inner compulsions of
writers who wrotethem, the readersbene-
fitted by them in so faras the writings had
discipline. Besides, they provided thelittle
magazines with ready-made material.
Chronically short of matter with not many
oftheirown writers meeting the deadline
setby magazines, these translations came
in handy.

While essays ruled the roost, stories
and poems werealso translated and pub-
lished. Latin American stories got special
attentionand magicalrealism became the
literary credo of many who eschewed
psychological realism. Thamizhavan’s
novel Erkanave Sollappatta Manithargal,
(Persons Already Noticed), a retelling of
Tamil epic Silappathikaram wrought with
magical realism, however met with luke-
warm reception, though some critics
lauded the new effort.

There were no exclusive magazines
for stories even though almost ali little
magazines pubiished them, many peri-
odically and some occasionally. But there
were exclusive magazines for poetry and
one for plays: ZHA (a Tamil vowel consc-
nant) was a magazine that devoted its
pages to poetry. It was run by a promis-
ing young poet Santanam who ended his
life in 1984. Another notable magazine
Meetchi was started for poetry. It pub-
lished the translation of T.S. Eliot's Waste
Land among others. Seldom are little
magazines published with care, what with
meagre resources and the part-time en-
gagement of enthusiasts. But Meetchi is a
rare exception. It is well-produced with
laminated covers and its back numbers
are available only at a premium.

Katru, a magazine devoted to drama
and thetheatre was the firstofits kind but
it lasted only a few issues. Readers had to
wait until the dawn of the nineties for a
drama bi-monthly which they found in
Veli. Veliis a consummate little magazine
of the theatre. It publishes a complete
play in each of its issues. Like Veli, Sal-
anam, the first Tamil magazine for cin-
ema, was also born in the nineties. It runs
a prestigious serial on the pioneers of In-
dian cinema which is specially commis-
sioned from the foremost authority on
that subject, Mr. P.K. Nair, former Direc-
tor of National Film Archives, Pune.

Naa. Parthasarathy who edited Deepam
for over two decades died in the eighties
and the magazine also stopped publica-
tion soon after. Deepam never gave itself
toextreme viewsand its readers respected
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its old-fashioned approach. High-brow
readers were rather superciliously off-
hand about Deepam. But in its time, it had
good writing in the form of short novels
and stories which appeared in its pages.
Magazines like Yathraand Kollippavaigave
emphasis to the writings and approaches
of critics Venkat Swaminathan and
Tharmu Aroop Sivaram respectively.
Sathangai was non-controversial through-
out its long stint and represented well
writers lodged in the deep south.
Kanaiyayhi is a magazine which isin a
category by itself. Started initially in 1965
for the Delhi-based Tamils it soon broad-
ened its base. It publishes regularly sto-
ries, poems, book reviews, articles and
also a ‘Last Page’ column by Sujatha.
Along with Semmalar and Thamarai the
left-oriented little magazines, Kanaiyayhi
has gone beyond one thousand copies in
circulation. It had serialised many novels
including those of noted writers like T.
Janakiraman, Asokamithran and Indira
Parthasarathy. It has introduced a large
number of writers to the Tamil literary

world and on account of this trait, it has
perhaps compromised with quality. Its
political articles are methodical but con-
servative. All these considerableachieve-
ments have been possible because of its
long innings in publications, miraculous
for a little magazine.

A highly disconcerting feature about
little magazines is their irregular perio-
dicity and sudden demise. But strangely,
those who bring out such magazines do
not seem to be aware when the curtain
would be drawn in front of them. The
magazines let off their full steam in their
very first issue. Vannamayil, a little fort-
nightly printed on its first issue’s front
cover that it was the only standard Tamil
magazine! But its second issue was its
swansong. Nevertheless, it published in
its twoissues, withinthespaceofa month,
hitherto unpublished stories of
Pudumaipithan and Ku. Alagirisamy, a
feat many big magazines would not have
performed in several years.

The magazine that came out with the
most humble declaration was ‘Kala-

chuvady’, 2 quarterly. It came from Nagar-
coil with writer Sundara Ramasamy as
editor giving the hope to everyone that it
would have smooth sailing. But after a
few issues it brought forth a bumper
number and bounced out of the scene
gracefully.

Eni, Manudam, Solaikuyil, Murril palam
and many many more were born and
died during this period. That they are
mentioned only in passing does not mean
in the least that they deserve only scant
attention. Far from it. Given the present
milieu which gives not evena dim sign of
acultural awakening in Tamil Nadu and
apoliticalambience that hardly givesany
hope for the future, only the little maga-
zines have given some solace to young
people. The little magazine movement is
the only parallel culture without heavy
political overtones to be found in Tamil
Nadu since Independence.

Little magazines are run with tremen-
dous energy which can never be slighted.
But for their sustenance, energy alone is
not enough. Vallikumran who has as-

siduously chronicled the genesis, upsand
anti-climax of little magazines lists the
many pre-conditions for their long term
viability. Chief among them are ready
availability of finance, writers without
“ego problems”, reasonable circulation
and maintenance of uncompromising
standards on quality.

Itis heartening to note that little maga-
zines have imbibed some of these golden
principles in the last few years. Dropouts
are now only a small percentage of the
total. The bright hope of all is Subha Man~
gala, a monthly under the editorial ste-
wardship of Komal Swaminathan, a well
known playwright. With many of the
concerns of a little magazine, it has flow-
ered into a middle-brow magazine witha
circulation of thirty thousand copies. It
has shown the way for all the other little
magazines to realise their own potential.

Amshan Kumar is a young writer and a
frequent contributor to little magazines.

ere is a random list of titles drawn

from memory that struck me as
important works among Tamil books
written in recent years. The list is by no
means exhaustive. The omission of those
not listed is not deliberate but due more
to my ignorance.

1. Gopalla Gramam by Ki. Rajanaraya-
nan—Originally published in 1976, the
book came to the notice of the publiconly
in the 80s, as the author grew popular for
his quaint handling of his native Karisal’
dialect. A very charming and remarkably
well written novel about simple village
folk of pre-independence times. Gopalla
Gramathu Makkal which won the Sa-
hitya Akademiaward for 1990, isa sequel
to this, but cannot be said to be as satisfac-
tory.

2. Ahalya by Balakumaran—A powerful
novel with a strong and memorable hero-
ine that instantly endeared the author to
the middle class Tamil women.
Balakumaran shows great promisein this
novel, handling the language with confi-
dence and style.

3. Sangam by Chinnappa Bharati—was
chosen by llakkiya Chinthanai as the best
book of 1985. Chinnappa Bharati is a
committed writerand like hisearlier novel
Daagam, Sangam is a fictional account of
the oppressed rising against oppressors,
in the rural regions of Tamil Nadu,
through an awareness of social ideology
and strength coming out of organisation.

4. Viradangal Vimarisanangal, Oru Vi-
gnana Paarvaiyilirundu—Two non-fic-
tional books by the racy narrator of fast-
paced stories, Sujatha. Ranging from
metaphysics to Malayalam movies the
books are strong evidence of his pro-
found concerns and also of his delightful
sense of humour.

5. Midavai by Nanjil Nadan—Bombay
based Tamil writer Nanjil Nadan has a
keen sense cf observation and a gentle
irony pervades through the novel.

6. Sooriyanai Thediyavan by the Sri
Lankan Tamil writer Se. Yoganathan, a
very significant book of fables for chil-
dren delightfully illustrated and well
produced.

7.AppavumRickshawkarargalum/Naay-
akanby Ma. Ve. Sivakumar—Two collec-
tions of short stories by a talented young
writer that have won the appreciation of
discriminating readers.

11. Kalamthorum Pen—A very major
workofcompilationof essayson women'’s
issues, rights and status through the ages
by Rajam Krishnan. A significant contri-
bution to feminist literature in Tamil—
probably the first of its kind in the lan-
guage.

12. Veeth layil Oru S iyalarai—
A very commendable collection of femi-
nist short stories by Ambai which has
won the appreciation of discerning crit-
ics.

13. Yesuvin Sahodarargal by Indra
Parthasarathy—The writer has made
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Vaasanti

8. Kaalaveli by Vittal Rao—A very sig-
nificant book by a very gifted writer, who
has unfortunately not receivad theatten-
tion he deserves. An extremely interest-
ing story of young aspirants, that also
debates on the relevance of art in the life
of man in contemporary India.

9. Karisal Kaathu Kaduthasi by Ki. Ra-
janarayanan—A delightful collection of
pen-sketches and anecdotes pertaining
to a region of Tamil Nadu written with
great elan and love of life.

10.ChintanadibyLa.Sa. Ramamritham—
Asthetitle (Stream of Reveries) suggests,
itis aremarkable book tracing the history
of Ramamritham’s ancestors not in
chronological order but in bits and pieces
as reminiscences. The book received the
Sahitya Akademiaward forits “sensitive
portrayal of life and skilfully mastered
style.”

good use in the novel the experience of
hisstayin Poland. The novel is a sensitive
portrayal of a silent turmoil and glitters
with sparkling wit in dialogue.

14. Maanudam Vellum by Prapanchan—
Probably the first significant historical
fictionin Tamil. Based on Anandarangam
Pillai’s diary-notes from 1736 to 1761, the
novel depicts the life style of the aristoc-
racy, labour class, officers and prostitutes
of eighteenth century Pondicherry, with
remarkable skill and researched erudi-
tion. A very readable book too. Won the
Ilakkiya Chinthanai award for 1990.

15. Oru Kadalorathu Gramathin Kadai
by Topil Muhammed Meeran—A very
charming and candid portrayal of the
Muslim community in a sea shore vil-
lage—Meeran shot to fame with this very
first book, followed by a more profound
second book—Thuraimukam—which
wen him the llakkiya Chinthanai award

for 1991. One of the best books written in
recent times.

16. Rubber by Jayamohan—A book that
brought instant recognition to the author
as one of the most promising writers of
today. The novel spins round a planta-
tion backdrop in Kerala with which the
writer is so familiar, echoing the chang-
ng times.

17. Manasarovar by Asahokamitran—A
fine novel on human relations, revolving
round the friendship of two persons from
the world of black and white Cinema
twenty five years ago. A commendable
work enhanced by the deceptively simple
style of the writer.

18. Vazhkai Vicharanai by Pavannan—
An impressive novel marked by concern
by a very promising young writer.

19. Veedu Peru by M. Aranganathan—A
collection of different short stories with
one central character. A consummate
modern writing by a mature writer.

20.Madinimargal Kathaiby Konangiand
Appaby Suprabharathimanian—are both
very promising first collections of two
young writers.

21. Chuttu Viral by Abdul Rahuman—A
notable book of poems by the high priest
of the modern literary movement. The
images are strikingly sharp, furious and
satirical.

22. Oonjalaplay by Sujatha—A remarka-
bly well written play on the changing
value systems and materialism that
touches the innermost cords in the
reader’s mind. The play is an evidence of
Sujatha’s versatile skill as a writer.

Vasanthi is a well-known Tamil writer and
Editorial Consultant, India Today, Tamil
edition.
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he three latest offerings from Puf-

fins confirm ones belief that chil-

dren’s writing has finally come of
age. Each book, in a different genre of
writing by authors who have become
synonymous with children’s writing, is
bound to grip the attention of the most
critical reader.

Indi Rana bringsto Devil in the Dustbin
hervastand varied experience asa writer
for children who has lived both in India
and abroad. This book in fact is not a first
time publication of Penguin (India) as it
has been published abroad by Hamish
Hamilton. It deals with the complexities
of the immigrant problem, particularly
children whooften find itdifficultto adjust
toradically differentsituations whenthey
leave the familiar surroundings back
home.

The Devil in the Dustbin is a charming
story of a pulliyamchedi brahmarakshasa or
a tamarind tree devil whose home for
several centuries had been a tamarind
tree in Nungambakkam in Madras and
whoby somequirk of fate finds himselfin
the backyard of a house at 32 Crescent
Street, Wimbledon. He had been sitting
onthe window-sillexhausted aftera fight
with a young tamarind tree when. . . The
next thing heknew, he was in the midst of
clothes and an awful smell of pickles
assailed his nostrils. He had fallen into a
suitcase that was winging is way to Lon-
don! At 32 Crescent Street, Ranjana finds
him peeking out of the dustbin. Immedi-
ately she makes friends with him but her
brother Ajoy can’tseethelittledevil atall.
The brahmarakshasa explains that only
special people who have certain qualities
can see them. And from there on it is a
saga of settling down for both the brah-
marakshasa and for Ranjana and Ajoy,
particularly Ajoy who is extremely un-
happy in an alien land.

Like all tree devils, the brahmar-
akshasa has to find his own tree to oc-
cupy. He would rather be a tamarind tree
devil but since there were no tamarind

Puffin Offerings

Vijaya Ghosh

THE DEVIL IN THE DUSTBIN
By Indi Rana
Puffin Books, 1992, pp. 107, Rs. 50.00

THE EVIL EMPIRE
By Margaret Bhatty
Puffin Books, 1992, pp. 99, Rs. 50.00

HEROES NEVER DIE
By Sigrun Srivastav
Puffin Books, 1992, pp. 116, Rs. 50..00

! treesinEngland, he settles foranelm tree.

But getting to like the place takes much

| longer. He is helped in his voyage of

i

discovery by Ching-An the river fairy
from China who lives in the pond on the
Common behind the house; Zielinski the
gnome who lives under the oak tree next
door; Tumble the soukoyan who didn’t
know where he lived and wise Miss
Pennyworth who lives in the castle be-
yond.

Between him and Tumble they bring
about better relations between Ajoy and
the English boy Alex next door. Each one
is subtly made to realise that they both
had good qualitiesthat could be respected
and emulated and that colour of the skin
made no difference at all. Or where they
came from.

But through their stay both the brah-
marakshasa and Ajoy remain unhappy.
They still long for the land of their ances-
tors, for their customs and traditions. It is
a return trip to India that makes both of
them realise they were happier back in
Blighty despite the weather, despite the
loneliness. The devil’s tamarind tree has
another brahmarakshasa and refuses
entry to his old tenant. Rajappa his friend
refuses to let our brahmarakshasa put his
armaround him because he has been de-
filed while he lived overseas. He had lost

| his caste and would have to ‘purify”

himself.

There’s a beautiful passage about the
little brahmarakshasa’s realisation that
he no longer belonged.

‘And suddenly all my happiness at
having come home was gone like a bit of
dry breeze. Rajappa’s way of thinking
was not mine any more. Something in me
had changed and it would never come
back. And it wasn’t just my tamarind tree
cells or my tamarind tree blood. It was
more than that. It was as though my eyes
saw further left and right and up and
down than they had ever seen beforeand
I would never blinker my eyes again.” It
was the same realisation for Ranjana and

Ajoy. Ranjana tells the little devil who
asks about Ajoy, “Ajoy’s coming back to
London with us. Our cousins think us
pretty strange too. We talk different, we
dress different, we think different. About
the only thing that's the same is the food
and then too we eat many more different
kinds of food than they do. Ajoy doesn’t
fit here any more than he does in Eng-
land. But he thinks if he stays here now,
he’ll become somehow smaller.”

Indian audiences may have a bone to
pick with Indi on that last sentence but it
must be kept in mind that the book was
. meant for young Indians who were feel-
ing lost abroad but had to make a go of it.
i The Devil in the Dustbin uses beautiful
fantasy to provide the most practical so-
lutions to contemporary situations.
There’s humour, there’s laughter, and
there’s problem solving all blended to-
gether with great sensitivity and under-
standing. There’s never a dull momentas
the reader joins the pulliyamchedi brah-
marakshasa, Ranjana and Ajoy in their
attempts to make themselves happier in
their environment.

THE EVIL EMPIRE

Margaret Bhatty isaborn spinner of tales.
Her stories have a strong flavour of na-
tureand very subtly but very consciously
she drives her messages home. You have
only one earth. Care for it. While The Evil
Empire may seem to the casual reader a
gripping story of alien aspirations and
nuclear devastation, the underlying
theme is concern for Planet Earth.

A rivetting sci-fi tale of modern times,
Margaret's racy narration adds to the ex-
citement and tension as the story rapidly
unfolds. The story is set in the Earth Year
3190. Planet Earth had been ravaged in
the 21st and 22nd centuries by human
greed, wars and lack of foresight. “. . .
overpopulation, pollution and theshrink-
ing of the continents from global warm-
| ingforced themto search for other worlds
i tocolonise. Thecutting outof the lungs of
Planet Earth, the Rain Forest caused dras-
tic climate changes, of small regional
conflicts exploding into another nuclear
holocaust, for though the Super Powers
scaled down their arsenal, other nations
still maintained theirs.”

Thatled to the inevitable, near-extinc-
tionofthe Planet. But fortunately a Global
Peace movement captured power. Peace
cameto Earth atlast and helped the lead-
ersto harvestresources naturally through
bionic men. Space Operating Centre
(SOCs) mine precious minerals, refine
them and send them back to Earth.
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Surveyor 549 of Planet Beta, one of the
colonised Earth-like planets, sets off on a
routine flight to these SOCs. It is cap-
tained by Ebroand the crew was madeup
of Arun, his children Yash and Niti and
Flight Engineers Ra and Shane.

When they finally reach SOC 3, they
find, instead of the peace-loving Earth
people, an alien soldier brandishing his
gun at them. Looking around they find
many more soldiers in his split image.
Clones! But thesoldier clones cannot hear
or speak. They can only communicate in
sign language. They force Ebro to fly his
plane to Tyrannus ruled by a megaloma-
niac President who has dreams of con-
quering Earth and all its satellite colo-
nised planets. Tyrannus is a city beneath
amountain, the top of which is highly ra-
dioactive after a nuclear holocaust. The
Presidentand all his peoplearealsoclones
but they have the power of speech. Hav-
ing never seen children, they make much
of Yash and Niti.

The President tells Captain Ebro that
he must go back with a message to the
Global governmenttosurrenderall power
to him. With only one condition. They
must leave the children behind! It is Niti
and Yash who persuade their anguished
elders to return to Planet Earth without
them. Once Surveyor leaves Tyrannus,

| Yash and Niti set about unravelling the

. mysteries of Tyrannus. How they hood-

wink the President and all other intelli-

One of the most sensitive
stories is ‘The Wall’ which
has shades of O. Henry’s
‘The Last Leaf’. Two boys,
Abhay with a broken leg and
Bipen with a broken mind are
neighbours in a hospital
room. Abhay tries to reach
out to Bipen who just wants to
die. With great imagination,
superb play acting and a very »
clever ruse, Abhay manages
to break down Bipen'’s resis-
tance. Walls, he says, are not
meant to be kept as barriers.
They are there to leap over
and discover the beauty on
the other side.
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gent creatures with the help of Jay, the
only slave clone who had the ability to
speak and feel and cry like human beings
is ingenious.

Finally they leave Tyrannus in nail-
biting suspense just a second before the
entire planet goes up in flames!

The story once begun, is impossible to
put down.

HEROES NEVER DIE

Sigrun Srivastav is no stranger to chil-
dren’s fiction. A German who has made
India her home for several years, her art
of writing has been honed to near perfec-
tion over the years. And in the genre of
the short story in English perhaps Sigrun
ranks among the top five writers. Any
collection of short stories in English for
children is sure to include a Sigrun Sri-
vastav story.

This selection of stories deals with the
theme of heroes
as the title sug-
gests but not
heroes in the
conventional
sense. One
doesn’t have to
fightbattlestobe
brave, even a
small victory
over one’s per-
sonal fears and
hesitations has
all the makings
of heroism. So
thesecameositu-
ations deal with
situations that
all of us, spe-
cially as chil-
dren, havefaced.
Fear of the
graveyard, of
theunknown, of
the bully, of
natural disas-
ters, of strang-
ers. . .fears born
in the mind but
also overcome
by the power of
the mind.

Some of these stories have been pub-
lished before. Ten have appeared in Tar-
get, three in Apna Express and one in
Hindustan Times.Itisamazing how Sigrun
entersinto the mind of the child character
and manages to display a range of emo-
tions ranging from anger, envy, jealousy
to love, bravado and joy. No story of
Sigrun’s repeats a theme. If it does, it is
not obvious to the reader.

One of the most sensifive stories is
‘The Wall’ which hasshadesof O. Henry’s
The Last Leaf’. Two boys, Abhay with a
broken leg and Bipen witha broken mind

-areneighboursina hospital room. Abhay
tries to reach out to Bipen who just wants
to die. With great imagination, superb
play acting and a very clever ruse, Abhay

manages to break down Bipen's resis-
tance. Walls, he says, are not meant to be
kept as barriers. They are there to leap
overand discover the beauty on the other
side.

‘The Ten Medals Holder’ is a funny
story about a group of young girls in

trophies which they steal (temporarily)
to show off to their brothers who used to
rag them constantly about their non-per-
formance. Until one of the brothers reads
the inscription on one of the trophies. . .

One could run through the entire lot
but we'll leave it to the reacer to discover
the twists and the denouement in the
stories. These are stories for everyone,
not just children.

A word about the illustrations. All
three books have been illustrated by tal-
ented young people—Manjula Pad-
manabhan, Tapas Guha and Subba
Ghosh—who have made their mark as
children’s illustrators. But only The Devil
in the Dustbin
makes clever
and attractive

standard
page drawings
interspersed
through thetext.
While it is con-

lege to be pub-
lished by Puffin,
itwould begood
if the publishers
made the books
more attractive
One gets the
ideathat thereis
a space con-

straint. The
margms are
small, the top

running head is
too close to the
print area and
very littleimagi-
nation has been
used in layout
and design.

The covers too are very ordinary ex-
ceptin thecase of The Devilin the Dustbin.
But that has been done before by Hamish
Hamilton and therefore the layout, the
use of pictures, the size of type is very
pleasing. Is it a lack of funds or just a
general Penguin arrogance that we can
givewhatthey wantand thereaderbetter
like it? We expect Puffins to be market
leaders.

Vijaya Ghosh worked with the children’s
books division, Living Media. She is now
Consulfant Editor for the Limca Book of
Records.
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History, Science
and Fiction

Pratibha Nath

THE TREASURE OF

Knshna Narayan

T he Treasure of Kumbher belongs to

the somewhat rare genre of suc-

cessfulhistorical fictionin India. A
superbly crafted book, that grips your
attention from start to finish. Even the
highly imaginative and
intriguing.

The plot unfolds against the backdrop
of a little known period of Indian his-
tory—the turbulent latter half of the 18th
century. The Mughal empire was crum-
bling. The scions of the house of Jalalud-
din Akbar had been reduced to paper
potentates. In 1787 Shah Alam II ruled
over an empire that extended no further
than the outskirts of Delhi. There was
virtuelly no system of local administra-
tion. Every petty chieftain had set up as
anoverlord. Foreign adventurers poured
into the land while Afghans, Rajputs,
Sikhs, Marathas and other warring castes
turned Central India into a theatre of
destruction.

Native to this theatre is the ruling
family of the small but rich kingdom of
Kumbher—Raja Balwant Singh, his son
Jai Singh and daughter Chandravati.
Native too arethe king’s sister Janki Devi
and her son Kunwar Singh. Poised on the
brink are plunderers like [smail Beg and
Senor Noronha. And the noble Prithviraj
Chandola stumbles upon thescene purely
by accident.

All the elements of a thumping good
tale are here and the writer proceeds to
tell it with relish. The heart of the matter
is the treasure, cleverly secreted away in
the most unlikely of places, the secret

THE TREASURE OF KUMBHER
By Krishna Narayan
CBT, 1992, pp. 140, Rs. 20.00

WHEN THE FISH BEGAN TO FLY
By Lavlin Thadani
CBT, 1992, pp. 16, Rs 9.00

HOW STONES LOST THEIR HEARTS
By Vishaka Chanchani
CBT, 1992, pp. 24, Rs. 9.00

DOORWAY TO SCIENCE
By Dipak Kumar Barkakati
CBT, 1992, pp. 46, Rs 12.00

being carefully guarded till the very end
of the book. The events leading up to the
climax are deftly handled, be it the
doomed wanderings of young Chandola
overthepitiless desert, Ismail Beg’s prog-
ress through the secret tunnel, the flight
of the king and princess or the mowing
down ofa faithful retainer. Emqtions and
characters come through ringing true.
Janki Devi’s treachery is never in doubt.
Neither is the loyalty of Duler Singh.
Each incident, each bit of conversation
serves to strengthen the wholeand every
part of the narrative falls naturally into
place.

The language runs smoothly over the
events, painting vivid pictures. Peaceful,
romanticscenesareas convincingas tense
accounts of daredevilry and fights to the
finish. A delightful book, deeply satisfy-
ing. One can’t help asking for more.

Lavlin Thadani’s book builds on an
old folk tale that says birds have risen
from fish. The two share the same jewel
colours, the samelight, swift movements,
only fish live in water and birds skim the
air. For this reason fins have turned into
wings and birds’ bodies have grown as
light as clouds. This little book comprises
a highly imaginative interplay of the ele-
ments. Wind and ocean, each tremen-
dously powerful in its own right. Moon
and stars, clouds and sky, each struggling
to hold its own in the general scheme of
things. So far so good. But the theme,
being simple, called for simpler treat-
ment. The story could have been more
directly told, to suit a younger age group
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for which it is obviously meant. The lan-
guage is too flowery and here and there
expressions border on theawkward. The
illustrations, however, are in harmony
with the narrative.

How Stones Lost Their Hearts is a story
centred around a land of stones and a
witch who is determined to steal one of
these to replace the lucky stone that has
disappeared from her magic kit. Two of
thesestones, Kalluand Kankad, areabout
tobemarried and areterribly upset by the
witch’s plan. They resist but the witch has
the last word. Unfortunately the story
does not go on to say if the witch finally
took away Kallu or not and the end is
depressing. The concept of a witch riding
abroom and brewing a concoction of evil
things is too English to fit into a setting
that is Indian, with Indian names. The
illustrations are avérage.

The basic idea of Doorway to Science is
laudable, i.e, to create an awareness of

different branches of science. The name
seemstoimply thatitisanintroductionto
the subject, meant for children who have
not had much previous exposure to it. In
the space of 46 pages, the book takes the
reader rapidly from topics like "What is
Science’, “Knowing Our Senses’, ‘Biologi-
cal Science’ and ‘Physical Science’,
through different branches of mathemat-
ics like arithmetic, algebra, the binary
system and its application in computers,
trigonometry, differential and integral
calculus.

Therangeof subjects touched and their
treatment makes it difficult to figure out
what age group the book is meant for. For
example, it says (p. 30) There was a time

when primary school students wereasked ~

oral arithmetic questions. . . One of the
questions was ‘Add 1 to 9 consecutively
and write the answer’. The book then
proceeds to derive a general algebraic
formula to deal with such problems and
goes on to say, This is the general for-
mula that we learn in higher classes and
in college level algebra.’ In many other
places the treatment of the subject would
require an exceptionally gifted beginner
to grasp it.

Some of the experiments suggested
appear to be impracticable. For example
(pp17-18) Tolocate the centreof gravity,
balancea cardboard atthetip ofa pencil!".
A difficult juggling act. Some of the ex-
planations are inaccurate. For example
(pp 18-19) Fuel isburnt inside therocket.
The air within expands and rushes out
from theback.” Perhaps by “air’ the writer
means ‘gases’. The illustrations are, by
and large, suitable.

Pratibha Nath is a well known author of
books for children.

A MAGICAL WORLD

Amena Jayal

THE SWORD OF DARA SHIKOH AND OTHER STORIES FROM HISTORY
By Subhadra Sen Gupta, illustratred by Tapas Guha
Ratna Sagar, 1992, pp- 94, Rs 22.90

AN ISLAND OF TREES: NATURE STORIES AND POEMS

By Ruskin Bond,

illustrated by Suddhasattwa Basu

Ratna Sagar, 1992, pp. 13, Rs. 20.90

ubhadra Sen Gupta has done it

again! Shehasdelved into thedusty

annals of history for interesting
story material and has come up roses
with the The Sword of Dara Shikoh and
Other Stories from History.

In this collection of seven tales set in
Mauryan and Mughal times, Subhadra
brings alive dead kings and queens,
princes and princesses long since buried

in the pages of history books.

Richly caparisoned elephants, Arab
horses streaking across moonlit beaches,
masked banditsand mustachioed soldiers
weave in an out of fascinating tales of
adventure, romance and mystery. You
can smell the heady scents of beautiful
palace gardens and join the jostling
crowdsthronging colourful bazaars. Hear
thefrightened patter of feetrunningdown

Each story casts its own spell.
Creates its own mood. Its own
special atmosphere. Some are
tender and touching. Others are
witty and humorous. But they all
share something in common—
they are very very readable.

dark, cobbled lanes; the swish of swords
and silken garments, and music wafting
down to busy streets from the windows
of splendid mansions.

Each story casts its own speil. Creates
its own mood. Its own special atmos-
phere. Some are tender and touching.
Others are witty and humorous. But they
all share something in common—they
are very very readable. As you enter
Subhadra Sen Gupta’s magical but com-
pletely believable world of make-believe
you'll encounter people as real as you or
L. All recreated before your very eyes by
Tapas Guha's imaginative, very authen-
tic and true-to-life illustrations.

The first story, ‘A Rose For The Prin-
cess’, is set in the reign of the Mughal
emperor, Shahjahan. It tells of the whim-
sical charade played by the wilful young
princess, Jahanara, on an innocent and
unsuspectingold gardener. The escapade
leadsto good fortune for him and a happy
memory to cherish for her.

In the title story, ‘The Sword of Dara
Shikoh’, two boys solve a mysterious
riddle hidden in a miniature painting.
They ride off on a dangerous mission to
Agraand after many exciting adventures,
return with the fabulous, lost sword of
Dara Shikoh, the slain brother of
Aurangzeb.

‘Painting The Breeze’, is a charming
story about kindness in high places. The
unusual pots being sold by the young son
and daughter of a poor potter, catch the
eye of no less than Ashokavardana’s
queenwhois passing by on her way to the
palace. So taken is she by the enchanting
pots that she appoints the children pot-
ters to the royal household.

Setaround the same time is the fourth
story ‘The Pataliputra Mystery’. As the
story unfolds, you are witness to the in-
trigues and conspiracies of King Ashoka’s
court. Three bright children and a wise
Buddhist lama, help to avert an attempt
at assassination of the king.

The legendary singer, Mia Tansen,
recognises the talent of the young son of
a food-shop owner in the next story,
‘Salim’s Song’. This chance encounter
transports the boy beyond the realms of
fantasy to a reality beyond his wildest
dreams, as the great singer befriends him
and offers to teach him music.

Adventurecallsagainin ‘The Scent Of
Jasmine’, whose lyrical title is at odds
with this tale of robbery, intrigue and
derring-do.

Thelaststoryin this collectionis Music
Magic’. A boy plays a clever trick to gain
entry into the mansion of the richest

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

nawab in town, where his father, had
been chief shehnai piayer until his death.
The boy plays chess with the nawab. His
prowess at the game is such that it wins
him a permanent place on the nawab’s
staffand also for his talented brother who
plays the shehnai as beautifully as his
father used to do.

Thislively collection of storiesare sure
to convince you that history isn’t a dull
subject best buried in textbooks. Once
you have read and enjoyed them you'll
never be bored by history again. And the
best part of itis, the adults in your life will
actually like what you like to read! Some-
thing that happens all too seldom these
days.

In An Island Of Trees, Bond takes us back
to the enchanted world of his boyhood.
An idyllic world where he roamed the
countryside freeas a bird, wallowed with
his friends in a secret pool and enjoyed
the lovable idiosyncrasies of his four-
legged and two-legged companions.

Who wouldn't have liked to grow up
as he did, with Harry the hornbill who
chuckled and tumbled and danced like a
circus clown, bewitched by the rain?
Henry theshy chameleon whodidn't like
sudden loud noises? A crazy bat, and a
grumpy bear who couldn't resist pump-
kins? A goat who chased butterflies and
only butted people when they bent over?
Or to have had a grandfather who wore a
petticoat to feed the owls in his garden,
because trousers upset them? A granny
who liked to live in a tree and a grand-
mother who told you about a wonderful
island of trees that grew and moved right
in the middle of the river?

Here are nature stories and poems
written from the heart about real people
and animals and birdsand molluscs, flow-
ers and trees, each with their own and
very special personalities and character-
istics. And each of them is described with
the respect Ruskin Bond shows towards
all living things. Sometimes witty and
humorous,often simple and moving, the
stories make you feel a part of the happi-
ness, sadness, love and fear experienced
in each of them.

Many of Ruskin Bond’s more touch-
ing poems are filled with his sense of
wonder at the hidden qualities of bats,
owls, snails, trees the wind and the
mountains. Others are delightfully light-
hearted and entertaining.

Suddhasattwa Basu’s sensitively
drawn line-illustrations complement the
mood and heighten the dreamlike atmos-
phere Ruskin Bond’s words create. This
book is sure to make all of you who have
never been in love with nature, wildlife,
pet monkeys, domestic goats and won-
derfully whacky grandf fallinlove
with all of them immediately. This is a
book to be bought without a second
thought and read with pleasure. Again
and again.

Amena Jayal, an illustrator and writer, is
the editor of Target, the magazine for young
teens.
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. hills, that he has bought to life inso many

The Perfect Choice

Subhadra Sen Gupta

THE BLUE UMBRELLA and ANGRY RIVER
By Ruskin Bond

Both published by Rupa and Co., 1992,
pp- 86 and 88respectively, Rs. 20.00 each

hrough the years Ruskir Bond has

taken the craft of writing for chil-
drenand created an art form uniquely his
own. Few Indian writers can communi-
cate with children with: the directness
and simple appeal as Ruskin can. With-
outcondescension, no preachingand none
of the sugary Sweet lachrymose silli
that authors think children like. Ruskin,
thank god, never writes books that are
good for children. He is too busy giving
thtem the pleasure of good

His deceptively si
with superb storytelling skills. !
acters are always real and their prob}
true. His world is not perpetually over-
flowing with love and kindness. Neitk
is it a place where only :
reigns. It is a real world full of
ties and sudden joys that chiidren
‘identify with.

The two books, The Blue Limbrelia anc
Angry River were originally published in
the 1970's and Rupa, by publishing them
again, have given another generation of
children the opporturity *o fall for t
special magic. Also the low price would
cheer up parents who quake at taking
their children intc bdokshops nowadays.

In The Blue Umbrella we are in the
author’s favourite haunt—the Garhwal

S

evocative stories. The tale of Binya and
her beautiful umbrella comes with the
background music of cowbells and bird

ge. It's s¢ beautifu
man as Ram Bharosa, the tea-
sist its charms. But
ndishment

wner, cannot

er grandpar-
nsoons whern

ssweptaway. A lonely voyager
ng peepultree. Sita’s adventure
tes something Ruskin has always
understood: the exiraordinary resilience
children have in facing up to the vissici-
tudes of life. Little Sita and her gailant

e clouds go away, the water
and the river becomes their

\d the villag

he school master's wife
wreng for a poor
ivator’s daughter tc have such a fine
ella, while she, a second class B.A.,

ions in both books by
y capture Ruskin’s world
beautifully in delicate unfussy lines.
Though sadly, they have got abitdarkin
the printing.

For parents looking for book
eight year olds, these two of!
master at the business of ca
attention of childrenarea g

4 Sex Gupta is one of the most

THE BLUE UMBRELLA
By Ruskin Bond
Rupa and Co., 1992, pp. 86, Rs. 20.00

yourself inThe Blue Umbrella.

girl Binyaand hercows, thelifein the viik

This book is about a little girl called Binya. She lives in 2 small village with her
brother Bijju (Vijay), her motherand her cows Neelu and Gori. Oneday while going
tofind her cows Binya seesa party of picnicers sitting on a mountainand eating de-
licious food which makes Binya’s mouth water. Binya sees them and starts to run
away when her eyes falt on a beautiful biue silk umbrella. She at once fails in love
with it as it is so beautiful. She then trades her lucky charm ‘the tiger's claw” for it.
The whole village envies little Binya especially Ram Bharosa. To know how low
Ram Bharosa the shep-keeper can stoop to get the blue umbrella find out for

What I like about Ruskin Bond's books is the simple way in which he writes. It
isa story that can be enjoyed by all children. The description of the mountains, the

His detailed observations of animals and nature are wonderful. The Blue Umbreila
is an extremely interesting book for young children like mel

riters for children.

age all seem to comeaalive. It seemssoreal.

Gayatri Gill
11 years

TALES WITH THE
RIGHT THRUST

C. Uday Bhaskar

24 SHORT STORIES
CBT, 1991, pp 151, Rs. 20.00

helasttwo years have witnessed a
T modest spurt in fiction for Indian

children and the Children’s Book
Trust(CBT)has been nurturing writers in
thislong neglected genre. As professional
reviewers of books and frustrated par-
ents have bemoaned, Enid Blyton seems
such an anachronism in the sub-conti-
nent even as we enter the next millen-
nium and the only silver lining is the
perseveranceof theindigenous children’s
book writer. It was heartening to note
that finally we have the beginning of an
answer to the impregnable Blyton myth
and [ recently overheard a young Miss
Wannabe tell her peers that the Juleni at
St Avila's series was alright but not like
Mallory Towers. Swapna Dutta, the
creator of Juleni will no doubt be pillo-
ried by the Blytonphiles of all ages but
this is the beginning of the Empire writ-
ingbackinthenursery, asit were, and full
marks (and steam) to CBT and other de-
termined publishers who have picked up
the gauntlet.

The current volume has been com-
piled froma collection made from entries
in the competition for writers of Chil-
dren’s Books organised by the CBT last
year. A total of 19 authors have contrib-
uted the two dozen stories and while |
could recognise some of the names, the
more pleasant surprise was the fact that
many of the writers were totaily new—to
me at least. A happy augury and one
hopes that CBT will be able to maintain
this momentum in encouraging fresh
talent. [llustrated by Subir Roy, this book
has been moderately priced at Rs 20/—
and as my daughter noted, this is the
equivalent of four campa colas or pepsis
and canyet provetobe the right choice’—
if CBT can get its marketing act together.

Amongst the more familiar names are
Pratibha Nath, Kavery Bhatt, Sigrun Sri-
vastava and Saibal Chakravarty and allof
them are represented by more than one
story (asalso Andal Ananthanarayanan).
The stories are relatively short, as [ dare-
say they should be for children and in the
absence of any recommended age group,
[ would venture to suggest that maybe 8
to12years would bea fairestimate though
this threshold would differ from child to
child and parent to parent. If there is one
thread that emerges, it is the fact that
almost all the stories are about children
and I am not so sure if all stories for
children must be about the little pets—
however endearing they are.

In like fashion, pets and animals oc-
cupy centre-stage and while stories like
Nilima Sinha’s Two Little Sparrows’ are
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fairly simple and straightforward about
little boys being naturally cruel to birds
and animals, whereaslittle girls are ‘quite
contrary’, some of the other entries are
delightfully different. EEE.C. Davidar’s
vignette of Pecky, the woodpecker is a
tale that has been handed down over the
aeonsindifferenthuesand thereareglean-
ings of ecology, ethics and more in the
simple narrative of the naughty wood-
pecker who would not do as others of his
tribe did. The transition to seagulls and
Jonathan Livingstone can come later but
here is a case of launching the target
audience with the right thrust.

As Ayn Rand observed in cne of her
many essays, there is an imperative to
delineate right and wrong in fiction in an
unambiguous manner and the middle
ground of amorality and shifting values
can come later when grey is inescapable
both inlifeand asa yardstick. Nowhereis
this more crucialthan inchildren’s fiction
and I was personally very happy to note
that almost all the stories had a specific
message—however simply laced into the
story.

IfKavery Bhatt's ‘Blue Bike'isallabout
motorcycles and integrity/honesty,
Sigrun Srivastava introduces a contem-
porary sheen that is thought-provoking.
Her six page ‘Neighbour’ is a chilling
reminder of the dark days of 1984
(amongstothersuchbloody punctuations
in our vitiated communal history) and
there is no escaping the fact that children
at one point or the other will have to be
exposed to suchrealities. In an otherwise
excellently quilted story, the use of adult
terminology tends to break the pace fora
child and this is something the CBT edi-
tors may need to address. For instance,
“they are ruthless, misled fanatics driven
by frustrationand by personal grievances
against society or the government, or a
community. ...”. Srivastava is one of my
favourite authors in this genre and while
itis notalways as easy to render complex
ideasin a vocabulary-range that children
can easily comprehend, the publishers
may want to pay special attention to this
aspect.

Robets, ghosts, grandmothers—there
is a bit of everything for everybody and
again Saibal Chakravarty’s blending of
her story with the 1942 Quit India move-
ment is very effective. Both authors and
publishers of children’s fiction could
consider taking some slices of their con-
tent from the man in uniform. Whether it
is the high Himalayas, the fury of the sea
or the freedom of the sky, there are many
tales and stories to be told and retold in
the Indian context and this appears to be
an pped source. Adequately illus-
trated by Subir Roy, this is a book that
parents should exhort their wards to read
even as life for the youngster gets
compressed into capsules between Zee
TV or Star Plus and videos from the local
market.

C.Uday Bhaskaris withthe Indian Navy. A

regular columnist in many newspapers, he is
as an art critic and reviewer.
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THE ZOO

Sanat Sursi

AVISITTO =

NBT's Latest Fare

Shirley M. Kutty

A VISIT TO THE ZOO
By Sanat Surti

National Book Trust, India, 1991, pp- 16, Rs. 5.50

A book of illustrations, a story develops
astheadulthelps the child go throughthe
pages. A child’s love for animals keeps
his interest alive. Children recall their
own experiences at the zoo and add
numerous interesting and humorous
details. There are many opportunities for
communication and conversation from
the stripes of the Zebra and of the little
boysshirt to thealmost deafening screech-
ing of the parrots.

This book is very helpful for children
who need help to converse and relate in
words what is within them.

SEARCH

By Jagdish Joshi

National Book Trust, India, 1991, pp. 16,
Rs.5.50

Animersn‘ngconcept, theadultand child
80 through the pages finding animals
hidden in the pictures. Once the child
grasps the concept of recognizing the
outlines of animals and fish, his interest
and concentration are rapt. Each page
holds something new and the child is
triumphant at having recognized all the
shapes. For the younger child it is recom-
mended that the adult help him through
the book.

The unimaginative coloursin thisbook
need to be improved and saving on ink
leaving half the picture uncoloured makes
one wonder whether the objective is to
make the book profitable or beneficial to
thechild forwhom itwas intended. These
are things on which one should not
compromise.

Authors of children’sbooks |
should avoid the use of the
word’cried’to convey said.
It upsets children as they
associate it with tears,
something sad.

—Shirley M. Kutty

I AM BETTER THAN YOU

By Sigrun Srivastav

National Book Trust, India, 1992, pp. 24,
Rs.7.00

In the year of the girl child and in India”

where boys in early childhood, are given
S0 many more privileges this book in-
tends to instil a sense of equality among
the young. Micki the boy in the story
claims to be able to do everytking better
whether it is playing cricket, running or
eating than his sister who resents his atti-
tudeand argues her case. The boy learns
his lesson when his fear for the neigh-
bour’sdogdismissed withanempty boast
is recognised by his sister’s sensitivity
and she stops to instill her faith in him.
Her good will does not go unrecognized
and she is allowed to take part in the
cricket game.

Aninteresting lesson whichcould have

been told with more appeal. Giving the
girl a naine might have rounded off her
character or did she not merit one?

A STORY ABOUT WATER

By Ravi Paranjape

National Book Trust, India, 1992, pp-17,
Rs. 6.50

An exaggerated unrealistic tale for to-
day’s intelligent child. He knows that his
paper boat will sail in the puddle outside
onamonsoonday orin his bath tub when
there is no rain.

Even the very young child knows he
cannot climb into his paper boat and go

| for an adventure. Real stories interest
children.

TAILS
By Hydrose Aaluwa
[ustrator—Atanu Roy
National Book Trust, India, 1992, PP-25,
Rs. 7.50

The author describes all kinds of tails,
useful in some way or other to the animal

| concerned, except in the case of man,

where according to the author, it fell off
due to lack of use. Lucid illustrations
appeal to the child whose interest is held

as the shapes and lengths of tails change |

with every turn of the page. New details
are excting and informative and the
child’s eyes light up when thelizards and
scorpions appear. Finally the fiery tail of
Hanuman which burnt down Lanka
opens up another story for the child.

Shirley M. Kutty is the founder Principal of
the Magic Years Montessori, a prz-schooljor
children in the age group of 2!/ 6 years.

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

Indian Folk Tales

Jayanti Raghavan

SUNO KAHANI
Indian Book Depot., pp-24, Rs.7.50

PANCHATANTRA KI KATHAYEN
By Shri Vyathit Hridaya
Indian Book Depot, pp. 56, Rs. 7.50

hese two books, which are quite

well produced contain stories which

children will find amusing and
instructive. The first book, which is a
collection of stories, is for younger chil-
dren and the second is for the older age
group. The illustrations in the first book,
though well printed, are crude and
heavy. The stories, however, are a
mixture of fantasy and straightforward
tales. The stories tee-short ought to hold
the attention of the child. But, unfortu-
nately,therearespellingmistaksinsome
of the stories which are not printer’s
devils. They indicate an ignorance of the
language.

The second book consists of eleven
stories from the Panchatantra. There is
nothing much to be said about these.
There is an absence of illustrations and
the few that are there are black and white
which makes the pages dull and unat-
tractive. Each story has a moral at the
beginning rather than at the end as is the
custom. These ought to help children get
their values. Unfortunately, however, for
some of these the children would require
an adult to explain it to them.

Jayanthi Raghavan is a Korean translator
and a free lance writer.

TAILS

Hydrose Aatuwa

svator

Atanu Roy
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Frank Educational Aids Pvt. Ltd., a company whose aim is fo maintain a high quality
in all its products, offers a bonanza of high quality books and puzzles for children
and adults.

Beautifully illustrated and printed books are available for children of all age groups.
The pre-primary books, with their colorful, yet simple illustrations seek to draw the
interest of the children and make learning a much easier and interesting activity.

Fun ‘N’ Activity books (which also include 184-page bumper issues) not only aim fo
help children realise their hidden interests but also keep them meaningfully
occupied for hours.

Other books include short stories, classics, fables, nature stories, animal stories,
digests, science fiction, Indian folk tales, biographies, etc.

For adults, glossy pictorial books are available on a variety of inferesting
subjects—States and Cities of India, traditional art and dance forms, Himalaya,
frekking guides, etc.

Jigsaw puzzles ranging from 2 pcs to 500 pcs come alive with the lively Walt-Disney
and Looney Tunes characters, racing cars, landscapes, cuddly pets, etc. Available
in smart and durable boxes, these puzzies promise to keep the puzzle enthusiasts
engrossed for hours.

These quality products, produced by Frank Educational Aids are available o suit
every pocket and occasion.

The wide range of products include:

e CONCEPTBOOKS e CLASSICS e GLOSSY PICTORIALS

e SHORT STORIES o DICTIONARIES e STATIONERY

o ANIMAL STORIES o FRIEZES e COLOR ‘N’ ACTIVITY BOOKS
e NATURE STORIES o READERS e STICKER COLORING BOOKS
e FABLES o DIGESTS e JIGSAW PUZZLES

Frank Educational Aids Pvt. Lid.

4675-A/21, ANSARIROAD, DARYAGANJ, NEW DELHI-110002
PH.: 3263393, 3279936, 8922826, 8923235
TELEX:31-63419 FRAN IN
FAX:91-11-8921660




Tales of Adventure
and Achievement

Vinoo Vohra

ESCAPADES
By RK. Murthi

RICHES TO RAGS
By Nemi Sharan Mittal

Both published by Pustak Mahal, New
Delhi, 1992, Rs. 20.00 each (Paperback)

Famous Series”, the publishers
havebrought out two more books,
bringing to the children’s book world
more excitement and knowledge. One
canimaginetheeyes of the youngreaders
becoming rounder with every episode
they read in the collection of true stories
titled, Escapades, when they perceive
impossible things happening and the
central figures in the stories successfully
wriggling out of impossible situations.
The stories include heroic deeds of
popular figures like Subhas Chandra Bose
and Rash Behari Bose who challenged the
might of the British empire and escaped.
Thereare historical figures in the book

A s part of their 50-volume “World

too, such as Shivaji, the Maratha warrior |
king, wrathfully called the ‘mountainrat’ |

by the frustrated Mughal army, who
escaped ina fruit basket from the clutches
of Aurangzeb.

There are quite a few narratives of
daring jailbreaks like that of the Indian
socialist leader, Jaya Prakash Narayan.

The book abounds in adventures of
the not-so-familiar Western heroes like
the escape of Sterbuk and Wetzel from
East to West Germany in a huge home-
tailored taffeta balloon.

Winston Churchill was once made a
captive by the Boers in South Africa—no,
not as a combatant, but as a young re-
porter? His great escape to freedom, and
safety makes interesting reading.

A couple of stories revolve around
women like Maggie Jourdan who helped
her wayward lover escape from prison
and the loyal wife of Grotius (a Dutch
writer) who ‘booked” her husband out of
jailinbroad daylight undertheverynoses
of the guards in a crate of books.

There is romance in the form of the
debonair Casanova, the man who enticed
every woman hemet, jailed on theabsurd
charge of practising black magic (!) by
jealous husbands, no doubt. He escapes
from prison with the help of a co-pris-
oner, a monk, of all the people.

There are gory, though true, tales too
likethe ‘Fittest Surviveth’—anadventure
of four shipwrecked men in the South
Atlantic who braved the weatherand the
dangerous moods of the sea but eventu-
ally death seemed to stare them in the
face with their food stocks depleting. The
first to lose the will to live was the young
cabin boy whose thrcat was slit by the

other 3 and they devoured him like wild
beasts and drank his blood to quench
their thirst. Gruesome, to say the least
Thesecond book underscrutiny, From
Riches to Rags, drives home the point that
onemustntbanktoomuchon Dame Luck,
for she has the reputation of being fickle.
The book abounds in the adventures
of millionaires, who achieved wealth and
fame during their lifetime only to squan-
deritaway orin their greed for more met
their nemesis and were reduced to rags.
The Hunt brothers, Herbert and Bunker,
born to a billionaire father, were counted
among the5richest meninthe USA in the
carly eighties. They aspired to become
silver kings but their calculations went
awry, their business empire crumbled
and in1985 they weredeclared bankrupt.

One of the top businessmen in Swit- |

zerland, Eli Pinkas indulged in fraudu-
lence, forgery and gross violation of fi-
nancial norms and regulations. He
claimed that his company, Socsil, had a §
27 million business with the “Sanitary
Division” of the US Army. On the basis of
fictitiousinvoicesallegedly countersigned
by senior US Army officials he freely
borrowed money from prominent banks
like the Citibank and the First National
Bank of Minneapolis. This hoax Pinkas
kept up for 32 years. Eventually a bank
clerk suspected foul play and reported
thematterto hisimmediate superior. This
set off a chain of investigations and the
legal dragnet began to close around Eli
Pinkas and ultimately led him and his
wife to swallow cyanide capsules.

There is a sorry story of the popular
Hollywood singing star of the forties,
Doris Day, who found to her horror too
late that her dead husband had cheated
her of her fortune in the seventcen years
of their married life.

Then thereisthestory of Evalyn Walsh
McClen (ironically, she was the daughter
of a gold-digger), for whom luxury and
comfort remained the chief pursuitin life.
Pampered by her father and indulged by
her husband, Edward BealeMcClean (son
of a newspaper tycoon) Evalyn brought
her husband to the edge of bankruptcy,
ruinand drove him to suicide.

The story of Gloria Morgan Vander-
bilt, the ‘poor-little-rich-girl” is touching.
Although an heiress, her father died when
she was barely a year old; she was indif-
ferently brought up by a callous mother

| and latera selfish aunt. In this case, it was

her mother who brought herself to a sad
and sorry end.

Thetwo books abound in good factual
stories. However, the editing and proof-
reading leaves much to be desired; proof-
readingerrors, particularlyin ‘Poor-Little-
Rich-Girl’, mar the reading pleasure of an
otherwise good theme. Moreover, most
of the tales in Riches to Rags are written in
essay form. For example, ‘George
Hudson: The Railway King’. There are
pages of matter-of-fact information, no
dialogue, and this tends to make it rather
monotonous.

Vinoo Vohra works for The Mainstream.

Begum Gulabo Mousie
and
Her Balioons

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

BEGUM GULABO MOUSIE AND HER
BALLOONS

By Qudsia Zaidi

National Book Trust India, 1992, PP-
24,Rs.7.00

Illustrated in bright colours by Niren Sen
Gupta this is indeed a delightful story for
young children. It is translated by Laeeq
Futehally in simple English making it
easy for a child to read and understand.
Even for the very young child the story
line is absorbing and the richly coloured
pages bring italive. The story of the kind-
hearted Gulabo and how she helped a
little elf return home is something out of
fantasyland thatyoung children will love
to hear about. A big plus point in favour
of N.B.T books is of course their price.

—Alka Mathur

FROM JAPAN WITH LOVE

An awards-winning picture book for children.

Dinosaur of the Desert
By Shinji Tajima. Illustrated by Kang Woo-Hyon.

BROUGHT TO YOU BY RATNA SAGAR
in six Indian languages; Bengali, Tamil,
Hindi, Malayalam, Gujarati and Urdu.

R

Grand Prix Noma Concours for Children’s
Picture Book Illustrations, 1986.

Kodansha Publishing Cultural Prize, 1989.

Golden Plaq of BIB 1989.

Write to us for a free catalogue.

Ratna Sagar P, Ltd.

VIRAT BHAVAN, MUKHERJEE NAGAR

TELEX: 031-61604 AERO IN » FAX: 011-771063

COMMERCIAL COMPLEX, DELHI 110009 - PHONES: 7122505, 7216094
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TALES FROM THE PANCHATANTRA
A.N.D. Haksar
N.B.T., 1992, pp. 98, Rs. 26.00

When one thinks of Panchatantra stories,
one invariably thinks of the stories heard
in childhood from parents and grand-
parents. Here is a brand new version
translated from the original sanskrit by
AN.D. Haksar. These stories have ani-
mal and human characters and demon-
strate how easily everyday situations can
be made occasions for learning rules of
behaviour. The PanchatantraisIndia’s first
self-help guide to conduct as it were!

As the translator mentions in the Pro-
logue it is meant for all those who would
gainknowledge of the world and learn to
conduct themselves in an appropriate
fashion in worldly affairs. The three sons
of King Amar Shakti who were ‘supreme
dunderheads’ are taught through these
very stories told by the brahmin Vishnu
Sharma. From that time on ‘the treatise
known as the Panchatantra has been cur-
renton the earth for the enlightenment of
the young.

Each of the stories illustrates a moral,
some deal with ‘sins’ like greed, false
pride, anger and foolishness, butall praise

commonsense and ready wit and place
these qualities above learning and being
virtous. The wise crab in “The Stork and
the Crab”, the intellegent and far-seeing
frog in the tale of the Two Fishes and a
Frog’, the clever,quick witted jackals, in
story after story underline this. Nowhere
is this more clear than in the familiar tale
of the four Brahmins who bring a lion to
life and suffer for it.

One especially enjoyed the tale of the
flea and the bedbug recalling its more
recent and humorous telling in Vikram
Seth’s Beastly Tales! Seth'’s tale of “Creep
the louse” and “Sir Mosquito” of course
reads extremely well, his English being
easyonthemodernreader. Haksar’s very
language, seems to take the reader back
through time—as if to read these stories
one has to read them in archaic English!
All the same it is a lively set of stories for
the young reader.

Thelast story ends with a fitting moral
for our times.

‘Tis the wise not the dull who like
Clever do well:

For self all the gain

To others the pain.’

—Preeti Gill

OUR NAVY
By Commander R.N. Gulati
N.B.T., 1992, pp. 64, Rs. 6.50

This is a revised edition of Commander
Gulati’sbook earlier published in 1976 by
N.B.T. Writtenin simple, straightforward
language it is easily comprehensible to
children. Thisinformative book is packed
with facts about all aspects of our Navy.
Kindsof ships, guns,and armouronboard
various battleships,the men and the rig-
ours of their training, the legends and the
traditions associated with the Navy have
all been briefly touched upon, the book
itself being a mere 64 pages packed with
photographs and aimed at children with
a fascination for the sea.

It begins with the figure of the legen-
dary Captain Mulla, the commanding
officer of the ill-fated INS Khukri, who
chose to go down with his ship in the
time-honoured tradition of the Navy. It
ends with an interesting account of the
role of the Navy in the last war (1971)
with Pakistan.

A book that will excite the young and
awaken in thema senseof adventureand
also perhaps a possible choice of future
careers in the Navy.

CHILDREN'S BOOKS

i THE MAGICIAN
By Vishakha
i NBT. India, 1990, pp. 32 ,Rs.6.00

i The author and illustrator of this little
| book presents a series of rhymes, first
! the children come running helter-skelter
| hearing that a magician is visiting and as
| they gather together and the Magic One

opens his bag there are any number of

exciting things that tumble out. The de-
| scription of themagician’sclothes, many-
hued and of his moustache are enjoyable
| andin fact would have been moresoif the

Forthcoming Titles from Orient Longman

Quest for Equality
Asian Politics in East Africa 1900-
1967

R.G. Gregory, Professor of History,
Maxwell School of Citizenship and Public
Affairs, Syracuse University.

This is a study of the role of immigrants
from the Indian sub-continent in the
development of political consciousness in
Kenya, Tangangina, Yuganda and Janzibar.
The author believes that with their great
economic strength, industriousness and
ability to articulate, the Asians played a
privatal role in the transition of these
countries from colonies to independent
state.

Rs 110.00

Current Maharashtra Politics
Modern Maharashtra : A Political
Profile

V.M. Sirsikar, former Professor of
Politics and Public Administration,
University of Pune.

This is a study of Maharashtra politics
beginning with 1960 and ending in 1990.
It is not a traditional study of
institutions, but it is an effort to
understand the political reality through a
study of political culture. Who governs
Maharashtra is a matter of concern for
all of us, the study tries to throw light on
this issue. The role of sugar lobby, of
Dalit Panthers, Shiv Sena and RSS, and
Shektari Sanghatana has been examined.

Rs 150.00

Z

Orient Longman
Orient Longman Ltd.

3-6-272, Himayatnagar, Hyderabad 500 029

child could actually see the colours de-
scribed. Theillustrations areall black and
white and in a children’s book one can’t
help but feel that colour works magic.
—Alka Mathur

Indian Women

Myth & Reality

J.  Bagchi, Director of School

of Women’s Studies, Jadavpur

University.

This book is a compilation of eleven
papers, presented at a seminar, which
examines the role of the Indian Woman
in various relevant contexts.

Special features: section on iconography
with photographs and the inaugural
address of the noted author Ashapurna
Debi.

Rs 90.00 (HB)
Rs 50.00 (PB)




B AGRICULTURE

Transfer of Technology in Indian Agricul-
ture : Experience of Agricultural Universi-
ties.

Edited by N.C.B. Nath and L. Misra.
The book presents case studies by emi-
nent agricultural scientists on research
utilization in sectors of agricultural ex-
tension, agricultural production systems,
post production systems and human
resource development.

Indus Publishing Co. in association with
International Research Centre, Canada,
1992, pp. 376, Rs 100.00

The Violence of the Green Revolution: Third
World Agriculture, Ecology and Politics.
Vandana Shiva

Thisisa study of the ecological and social
costs of the Green Revolution and the
links between ecological and ethnic crisis
in Punjab.

Third World Network, Malaysia, distrib-
uted in India by the Other India Book-
store, Goa, 1991, pp. 264, Rs 95.00

B ARCHITECTURE

Indian Monuments Through the Ages: In-
dian Society of Engineering Geology.
Thisbook is a study of the monuments of
India built through 5000 years of Indian
civilizatior. with particular references to
the constructional material and geotech-
nical aspects.

Oxford and IBM, 1992, pp- 198, Rs 595.00

B BANKING

Service Area Approach Lead Bank Scheme.
NK. Juneja

The objective of this book is to prepare
realistic credit plans of Service Areas and
theireffectiveimplementation with mini-
mum efforts.

Manas Publications, 1992, pp. 238,
Rs. 290.00

B CHILDREN'S BOOKS

World Famous Escapades

RK. Murthi

Presents exploits of famous men who
escaped from the most highly secured
prisons and camps.

Pustak Mahal, 1992, pp- 128, Rs 20.00

World Famous Riches to Rags.

Nemi Sharan Mittal

Descriptive stories of the rich who lost
their business empires and riches due to
circumstances or personal failures.
Pustak Mahal, 1992, pp 112, Rs 20.00

The Robots Are Coming, Stories of Robots.
Dilip M. Salwi

The present collection of sci-fi stories are
allabout robots, theyare not only instruc-
tive but also vastly entertaining.

Ratna Sagar P. Ltd. 1989, pp. 93,

Rs.18.90

Beacon Lights. True Tales for Children.
A.W.Khan

Classic Arts Publishers,

Part [—pp. 32, Rs 5.00

Part [i—pp. 32, Rs 5.00

Part lll—pp. 46, Rs 6.00

Part IV—pp. 47, Rs 6.00

Tales from Qu'ran.

M.D. Zafar

Classic Arts Publishers,
Part I—pp. 32, Rs 5.00
Part Il—pp. 32, Rs 5.00
Part [ll—pp. 56, Rs 8.00

24 Short Stories.
CBT, 1991, pp. 151, Rs 20.00

How Stones Lost Their Hearts.
Vishaka Chanchani
CBT, 1992, pp. 25, Rs 9.00

When the Fish Began to Fly.
Lavlin Thadani
CBT, 1992, pp. 16, Rs 9.00

The Story of Rice

Ramesh Dutt Sharma
Dlustrated by Sahana Pal
NBT, 191, pp. 64, Rs.7.00

The Magician.
Vishakha
NBT, 1990, pp. 32, Rs. 6.00

Snake Trouble.
Ruskin Bond
Nlustrated by Mickey Patel
NBT, 1991, pp. 32, Rs. 6.00

B DEMOGRAPHIC STUDIES

Censusof India1991 (Historicaland World
Perspective).

J.C. Aggarwal and N.K. Chowdhury
The book is intended as a reference
manual for census operations in India
since 1872.

S.Chand and Co,, 1991, pp. 111, Rs 150.00

B ECOLOGY AND ENVIRONMENT
STUDIES

This Fissured Land: An Ecological History of
India.

Madhav Gadgil and Ramachandra Guha
The book represents the first ecological
history of India.

Oxford University Press, 1992, pp. 274,
Rs 290.00.

Indigenous Vision, Peoples of India. Atti-
tudes to the Environment.

Edited by Geeti Sen.

This volume explores various facets of
the environmental practices of the in-
digenous populace of India.

Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 304, Rs. 395.00
(hardback)

Himalayan Wildlife: Habitats and

Conservation.

S.S. Negi

Discusses in brief the animals, birds,
reptiles, fishes and amphibians found in
the Himalayas. Sanctuaries and parks set
up to conserve and monitor these have
also been dealt with.

Indus Publishing Co., 1992, pp. 207,
Rs 250.00

Big Dams Displaced People: Rivers of Sorrow
Rivers of Change.

Edited by Enakshi Ganguly Thukral
This pioneering volume presents the
experience of those who have been dis-
placed by big dams in the light of the
policies and plans which govern their
rehabilitation.

Sage Publications in association with the
Book Review Literary Trust, 1992,
pp- 199, Rs. 120.00

B FINE ARTS

In Search of Aesthetics for the Puppet The-
atre.

Michael Meschke and Margarate Soren-
son.

This book is the first of a series of mono-
graphs on different aspects of puppetry
sponsored by the IGNCA. The author is
one of the most creative contemporary
artists of the Puppet theatre.

Indira Gandhi Centre for the Arts and
Sterling Publishers, 1992, pp. 176, Rs
300.00

Traditional Performing Arts: Potentials for
Scientific Temper.

Varsha Das

The author has experimented with the
traditional performing art form as a
communication medium for inculcating
scientific temper in the masses.

Wiley Eastern Ltd., 1992, pp. 161,
Rs.150.00

B GENERAL BOOKS

Gandhian Perspective of Nation Building for
World Peace.

Edited by N. Radhakrishnan

Thisisa compendium of the proceedings
when some senior Gandhian academics
and activists met under the auspices of
the Gandhi Smriti and Dashan Samiti in
1987 to analyse indepth Gandhiji's con-
tribution in nation building for world
peace.

Konark Publishers Pvt. Ltd., 1992,
pp- 166, Rs 150.00

Living, Dying.

L. Kothari and Lopa A. Mehta

In this book the authors delve into the
biological and medical data on death and
come up with a readable, reassuring and
personally satisfying account of disease,
dying and death.

The Other India Press, Goa, 1992, pp.128,
Rs. 60.00

Personal Investment and Tax Planning Year-

| book 1991-92.

| NJ. Yasaswy

A personal finance guide to help you
select the profitable investment options
that match your criteriaofincome, capital
appreciation, safety.

Vision Books, Orient Paperbacks, 1991,
pp- 243, Rs. 80.00

The Yellow Lady; Australian Impressions of
Asia.

Alison Broinowski

The author traces the history of Austra-
lian ideas about Asiaand the Pacific from
pre-colonial time to the present.

Oxford University Press, 1992, pp. 260

Animal and Other Animals.

R.P. Noronha

A gripping narrative about the villages
and jungles of Madhya Pradesh—the
world the author knew intimately and
loved.

Sanchar Publishing House, 1992, pp. 138,
Rs. 160.00

Hotel Guide—Bombay

Travel Books, India, incorporating Pus-
tak Mahal, 1992, pp. 292, Rs 15.00

Hotel Guide—Madras

Travel Books, India, incorporating Pus-
tak Mahal, 1992, pp. 104, Rs 15.00

Hotel Guide—Calcutta

Travel Books, India, incorporating Pus-
tak Mahal, 1992, pp. 96, Rs 15.00

Hotel Guide—Delhi

Travel Books, India, incorporating Pus-
tak Mahal, 1992, pp. 128, Rs 15.00

M HISTORY

Struggle for Hegemony in India 192047
(Vol. I11934—41).

Bhagwan Joshi

This path breaking study comprising three
volumes studies the role of the Commu-
nist Party of India during the freedom
struggleand the experience of its interac-
tion withothers as well as with social and
political reality.

SagePublications, 1992, pp-331,Rs.325.00

B LAW

Water Rights and Principles of Water Re-
sources Management

Chhatrapati Singh

In this simply written work the author
explores the basic jurisprudential issues
of water rights and principles of water
management. Published under the aus-
pices of The Indian Law Institute.

N.M. Tripathi Pvt. Ltd., 1991, pp--158,
Rs 100.00 :

Writ Jurisdiction Under the Constitution.
B.L. Hansaria

Second edition takes into account the
plethoraof decisions of the Supreme Court
on various subjects.

N.M. Tripathi, 1992, pp- 340, Rs 240.00

An Introduction to Legislative Drafting.
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P.M. Bakshi

The fourth editionincorporates consider-
able new material about drafting devices
and gives a detailed exposition of statu-
tory rules and orders which are now as
important as the main Act.

N.M. Tripathi, 1992, pp. 160, Rs. 90.00

Judicial Activismand Constitutional Democ-
racy in India.

T.R. Andhyarujina

Explores the vast powers of the Indian
Judiciary

N.M. Tripathi, 1992, pp. 56, Rs. 65.00

British Parliamentary Papers Relatingto India
1662-1947

Compiled by Adrian Sever

Volume [—Alphabetical List, pp. 182
Volume I[—Chronological List, pp. 463
Volume IlI—Acts of Parliament and
Command Papers, pp. 142

B.R. Publishing Corporation, 1992,
Rs. 1600 for three volumes.

H LITERATURE

Transmission: A Novel
Atima Srivastava
Penguin Books, 1992, pp. 264, Rs 75.00

From Cauvery to Godavari—Modern Kan-
nada Short Stories

Editor Ramachandra Sharma

Penguin Books, 1992, pp. 190, Rs. 75.00

Poetry India : Emerging Voices
Editor H.K. Kaul
Clarion Books, 1992, pp. 107, Rs 120.00

The Body

Granta 39. A paperback magazine of new
writing

Penguin Books, 1992, pp. 256, Rs 100.00

B MANAGEMENT STUDIES

Policy Analysisand Problem Solving for Social
Systems : Towards understanding, monitor-
ing and managing complex real world prob-
lems.

P.N. Rastogi

In his important study the author pres-
ents acybernetic methodology for policy
analysis and problem solving for com-
plex and well defined real world prob-
lems.

SagePublications, 1992, pp. 150, Rs. 180.00

Corporate Tur #

Pradip N. Khandwalla

This book explores the phenomenology
of turn a round management.

Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 279, Rs. 250.00

Corporate Financial Health, Building Reli-
able Ratio Indicators.

Dr L.C. Gupta

A useful book for practitioners and re-
searchers /teachers of finance this book
deals with financial ratio analysis.

Manas Publications on behalf of Manage-

ment Development Institute, 1991, pp. |

104, Rs. 150.00

Broken Bones Never Kill Broken Hopes Do:
R. Swaminathan and Arur. K. Tiwari
This monograph is primarily for people
working in organisations and finding
themselves to be in an unhappy work-
situation.

Wiley Eastern Ltd., 1992, pp. 134.

Planning in India, The Challenge for the
Nineties.

Arun Ghosh

This book expounds a new approach to
the problems of socio-economic develop-
ment in India.

SagePublications, 1992, pp. 287, Rs.240.00

Cultureand Development: Cultural Patterns
in Areas of Uneven Development.

K.C. Alexander and K.P. Kumaran

In this book the authors demonstratethat
while injecting capital and encouraging
industrialgrowth arecertainly important
for development, investing in cultural
change will make the process faster and
smoother.

Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 203, Rs195.00

Indian Industrialization: Structure and Pol-
icy Issues.

Edited by Arun Ghosh, KK.
Subramanian, Mridul Eapen and Haseeb
A. Drabu

The volume covers issues relevant to the
evaluation of the industrial strategy and
policy adopted in India.

Oxford University Press, 1992, pp. 364,
Rs. 350.00

Diet, Disease and Development:.
WadeC.Edmundson, P.V. Sukhotmeand
Stella A. Edmundson.

This book is meant not only as ar intro-
duction to health problemsin developing
nations but also as an introduction to the
socialaspects of healthand development
for health practitioners and to the medi-
cal aspect for social scientists.
Macmillan India Ltd., 1992, pp. 324,
Rs. 145.00

Managing Distribution.

Ravi Shankar

This book explains what distribution is,
how distribution planning works, how to
select channel participants, how to moti-
vate and control them etc. and the Indian
Distribution System.

Manas Publications, 1992, pp. 200, Rs.
265.50.

Planning for social and Economic Develop-
ment.

Edited by R. Bharadwaj and M.V.
Nadkarni

This volume comprises 18 original essays
by eminent social scientists which high-
light the problems involved in planning
for India’s social and economic develop-

ment.

SagePublications, 1992, pp. 274, Rs.275.00 |
| Deliverance from Hunger, The Public Dis- |
| tribution System in India.

K.R. Venugopal

Written under the auspices of the Centre
for Policy Research this study discusses
how the public distribution system car
be reoriented to serve the poor and the
need forinvolving thecommunity in food
marnagement.

Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 251,Rs225.00

Private Enterprise and the State in Modern
Nepal .

Laurie Zivetz

This study explores the emergence and
evolution of modern entrepreneurshipin
the context of a small developing nation.
Oxford University Press, 1992, pp. 248,
Rs. 250.00

B MILITARY AFFAIRS

I shall not Volunteer: Inroads of Corruption
in the Indian Army.

Man Mohan Sharma

Deals with corruption in the Ministry of
Defence

Trishul Publications, 1992, pp.
Rs. 150.00

258,

The Kashmir Tangle: Issues and Options .
Rajesh Kadian

The author takes a look at the tangled
web in one of our longstanding trouble-
spots. Kashmir has been the direct cause
of two sub-continental wars in less than
50 years and is tense once again.

Vision Books, incorporating Orient Pa-
perbacks, 1992, pp. 200, Rs. 190.00

B NEHRUANA

Selected Works of Jawaharlal Nehru: Second
Series 13

General Editor: S. Gopal

Jawaharlal Nehru Memorial Fund, Teen
Murti House, Oxford University Press,
1992, pp. 495

B PHILOSOPHY

Indian Philosophy, the Pathfinders and the
System Builders (700 8C to 100 AD).
Nilima Chakravarty

The author has selected thinkers who
made landmark contribution to the evo-
lution of Indian political thought.

Allied Publishers Ltd., 1992, pp. 358,
Rs. 325.00

Comparative Political Philosophy: Studies
Under the Upas Tree.

Edited by Anthony]. Parel and Ronald C.
Keith

This volume facilitates an exchange of
perspective originating in major streams
of political philosophy.
SagePublications, 1992,pp. 260,Rs 225.00

B PSYCHOLOGY

invisible Minority: The unknown world cf
the Indian Homosexual.

Arvind Kala

This book provides a glimpse of 'a world
wedon’tknow exists'as theauthor writes
in his first chapter.

Dynamic Books, 1992, pp. 190, Rs. 80.00

B SOCIOLOGY

Voluntary Agencies and Social Change.
Samuel C. Maathivaanan

Deals with the contribution of voluntary
organizations in promoting micro-level
development.

Manas Publications, 1992, pp. 133,
Rs. 180.00

India Invented. A Nation in the Making .
Arvind N. Das

This book addresses itself to the problem
of conceptualising and understanding
India in terms of the class context of its
various characteristics.

Manohar Publications, 1992, pp. 216,
Rs. 180.00

B STATISTICS

Glimpses of India’s Statistical Heritage.
Edited by ].K. Ghosh, SK. Mitra and
K.R. Parthasarathy

This book compiles autobiographical
essayson thescientificlinesoften leading
Indian statisticians.

Wiley Eastern Ltd., 1992, pp. 293

B WOMENS STUDIES

Finding the Household: Conceptualand Meth-
odological Issues.

Edited by K. Saradamoni

This is the fifth and final volume in the
series Women and the Household in Asia
and its purpose is to explore conceptual
and methodological issues relating to the
household as a unit of data collection.
Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 251, Rs225.00

The Power to Change, Women in the Third
World redefine their environment Women's
Feature Service

This book presents narratives of positive
change brought about by women, on the
ground, in the face of the often negative
impact of development in their lives and
on their environment.

Kali for Women, 1992, pp. 227, Rs. 90.00

Women and Family Law Reform in India. *
Archana Parashar

While the constitution of India guaran-
tees equality as a fundamental right,
various religious laws deny equality to
women in personal matters. This inequi-
tous contradiction is analysed by the au-
thor.

Sage Publications, 1992, pp. 348,
Rs 295.00
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WEBEL

Role of Webel

Nodal Agency for growth of electronics industry in the state

Setting up of subsidiary and joint sector units, infrastructure
development, Research and development providing guidance and assistance
to entrepreneurs

Providing necessary infrastructure support to entrepreneurs—Saltlec
Electronics Complex

Infrastructure development in districts, spread electronics industries in
rural areas

Facilities Available within the Salt Lake Electronics Complex

International Gateway Switch by Videsh Sanchar Nigam Ltd.

Software Technology Park by DOE—WEBEL with dedicated high speed
data transmission facility for software export

Remote Job-Entry Terminal hooking up with Cyber 340 situated at
Regional Computer Centre, Jadavpur

ASIC Design Center with ITT

Three National quality and reliability centres are being established within
the Complex

DOE-WEBEL National R&D Centre—ER&DC, Calcutta has been
established

Vocational Training Centre under Indo-German collaboration being set up
for training in test engineering in electronics

WEBEL Group of Companies

Communication Group Components Group Others

‘Webel Telecommunication Webel Crystals Ltd Webel Business
Industries Ltd Webel Sén Capacitors Ltd Machines Ltd

‘Webel Electronic Webel Carbon & Metal Webel Power
Communication Systems Film Resistors Ltd Electronics Ltd

Webel Telematik Ltd Webel Electro Ceramics Ltd Webel Informatics Ltd

‘Webel Communication Webel Video Devices Ltd Webel Nicco
Industries Ltd Electronics Ltd

Webel Mediatronics Ltd
Webel SL-Energy
Systems Ltd

‘Webel Electro-Optics Ltd
Webel Toolsind Ltd

West Bengal Electronics Industry Development Corporation Limited
225E, Acharya Jagadish Chandra Bose Road
Calcutta 700 020, India
Phones: 033-47 2645/47 0223/40 2915/40 1981
Telex: CA 2011 WBEC IN ? CA 8146 EIDC IN
Gram: BENTRONICS
New Delhi: Z-1 Hauz Khas, New Delhi 110 016 Phone: 011-6862708
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Second Freedom for Phool Chand

Phool Chand Joined the rest of
country in celebrating the 45th
anniversary of freedom of the
country last week. He'was only
10 when the country was freed
from the yoke of coionial rule.
Circumstances forced him to
work on adam site as a labourer
at Rupee one per day. Though,
the dam was being constructed
in front of his two acre piece of
iand, it was not to change the

course of his life. His land _

remained unirmigated and he a
labourer. He would have
bequeathed a legacy of poverty
and deprivation to his son
Lakhan and perhaps Lakhan to
his progenies too, but for the
second freedom he got recently.

Two years ago, he had seen his
feliow villagers getting freed
from the clutch of debt. He had
seen how the state government

had liberated the small farmers
from the burden of unproductive
debts. He had also seen the
forest-dwellers in his
neighbouring villages leading an
assured life after they got the
ownership right of the forest iand
they had tilled for years together.

Tne second freedom came to
Phool Chand in the shape of an
irrigation well on his field under
"Jeevandhara” scheme.

When the BDO came to him
offering to construct a well on his
field, he flatly turned down the
offer for fear of getting intc the
trap of debt which had been the
bane of his ancestors for ages.
But the BDO told him that the
entire cost of the well was to be
barne by the government.
However, Phool Chand could

¥

believe it only when the well was .

constructed. Now, he is growing
Soybean on his piece of land.
Even the weak monsoon this
year did nct frighten him. Now,
he is free from any fear, be it
scanty rainfalfl or deprivation
which he had inherited.

Phoel Chand is one of such
38,000 small farmers of
scheduled castes  and
scheduled tribes on whose fields

wells have been constructed in .

the lasttwo years ata cost of Rs.
94 crore by the government. This
facility is being provided to
farmers of cthe weaker sections
also under the Amritdhara
scheme in the state. -

This is the beginning of
economic freedom of the weaker
sections of society in Madhya
Pradesh.

| upholding the freecdom of

We are committed to

the country and to
shaping a soclety where
alf get equal opportunities
and the right fo live with
self respect and freedom
In'the frue sense.

- Sunderial Patwa
Chief ifinister

FREEDOM MEANS PROSPERITY

Madhya Pradesh Government

M.F. Aadhyam/92
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