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We dedicate this Journal to the insurmountable spirit
of resilient students. The Journal is situated within the
frame of similar artistic and literary inclinations which
have been symbolic of resistance over the past century.
We are indebted to their role in global amity and radical
restructuring of the society.
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There’s a battle outside

And it is ragin’.

It'll soon shake your windows

And rattle your walls

For the times they are a-changin’.

- Bob Dylan, Times They Are A-Changin’
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Pearly white fog rests between murmurs. A circle of
slogans erupts around a man holding a placard. Learning
dictates one language, but in that moment he holds on
to plurality: he chews and eschews the alien syllables
to appeal to the protestors, standing tall and adamant.
People catch on and the message is translated intuitively
from Language to language.

Cutto

A welcome change from the news on the television that
they find hard to follow- the radio tunes in and out of
a static haze; the huddle around listens to the update
with strained necks and eager ears. These waves, singing,
ebbing and flowing out of public squares, police stations,
and universities, born out of the pages of Ambedkar, echo
a tradition of learning and democratic participation.

Cutto

One afternoon, sitting uneasy, chilled to the bone, the
editors realise that this is a natural consequence of
translation. Wrenching meaning out of a language and
casting the same meaning into another is an audacious
exercise. This transference enables the translator’s
exposure to meanings and literatures of both the
source and target languages. It is an effort in scholarly
transgression.

A student is inherently vigilant and at times vulnerable.
It is after school that (s)he steps into a space that puts
her in contact with new ways of thinking. Suddenly a
reader emerges out of a student, who then peels off
her layers, one by one, to ultimately reveal someone
armed with discourse. It is a matter of privilege to be
able to transfer knowledge from the hands of a few to
many. CODE 2019 excavated the role of students in
movements of resistance. In a way, the work we did as
editors has come full circle with this edition, as CODE

CODE 2020 // EDITORIAL
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2020 explores the academic and the literary through
translation in two widely spoken languages of India - Hindi
and English. The student’s pliant consciousness caught in
a dream is stirred to new hues in institutions of learning
and remonstration. Langston Hughes” poem, ‘Harlem’,
speaks of the struggles and aspirations of young minds.
The struggle, both as burden and emancipation, appears
to be an unblended layer, crusted, hardened, rotten,
dried... perhaps with a promise of outburst. In that spirit,
the present volume calls itself ‘Raisin in the sun” as an
allusion to Hughes” poem.

Resonating with the vision of Hughes, the journal evokes
this spirit of "Harlem’. It brings to the fore the perilous
consequences of suppression of voices, of delineating
a hierarchy between the 'margin” and the ‘mainstream’.
What happens to a dream deferred? What happens when
the stranglehold of autocracy looms over unbridled
imagination and freedom of expression¢ What happens
indeed when clear streams of knowledge are envenomed
with nocuous dogmatic rhetorice As the bedlam of
ideological clashes pierces the social fabric, the literary
consciousness is roused to investigate, mock and lament
the carnage. As the detractors gain ground, there brews
a resistance succoured by creative impulses. Artists rise
in mutiny. Art strikes back. And in the wake of hegemonic
coercion, resistance becomes the raison d'étre of artistic
exploration. The raisin in the sun explodes - rupturing
the tenets of the status quo. The essays and excerpts in
this 6th Edition of CODE carry the very same sentiment
of demonstrative dissatisfaction as in the previous
one. While the last edition dealt with the revolutionary
legacy of the archives of our college, the vocabulary that
emerges in this journal bears allegiance to the voice of
the intelligentsia. What you observe is the rather riotous
removal and replacement of meaning in the translators’
effort to enhance the outreach of the texts.

The articles included have been carefully sifted in
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keeping with the contribution of art and artists to
mitigate the onslaught of despotic absolutism. We have
looked at testimonies of writers about the genius of
other artists, which results in the fostering of a literary
synergy that spans across time and space. A communal
ideal, this literary collaboration emerges as an exercise
in resistance. The interactions among writers reveal their
trysts with the travails of their respective socio-cultural
milieus and how the artistic impetus offers a staunch
rebuttal to hegemonic forces from different quarters
- patriarchy, state and the canon. What emerges is
a nexus between the personal and the political. The
accounts of the artists, mostly firsthand, explore the
makings of their artistic productions - their personal
stories which, more often than not, have eluded official
historiography. Other than literary interactions, the
Journal also involves accounts of individual shows of
resilience, which champion the actualisation of the
self and disregard for dictatorial principles. Be it Agha
Shahid Ali, an expatriate, whose poetry attempted an
exploration of the complexity of the political turmoil in
Kashmir or the Kinnaur tribe of Himachal Pradesh, who
were resolute in their preservation of an egalitarian way
of life, far away from the insidious mores of civilisation,
we have hearkened to accounts of staunch opposition in
the face of Machiavellian forces of dominion.

It is important to note that some of the texts chosen
for translation are translations in themselves. The
impetus behind this exercise in ‘layered translation” is to
foreground the democratic nature of the process, insofar
as the hierarchy between the ‘original" and the ‘copy’
stands subverted. We are also proud of the inauguration
of a new CODE Collective wherein the mentors and
student editors have collaborated to translate a text
together. The said text 'Cycle Chintan” has aptly captured
the uninhibited and buoyant spirit of the journal which is
not unlike a happy cyclist reveling in his own explorations,
undeterred and irreverent towards the more imposing
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forces on the road! The experience has been an exercise
in immense learning and great fun as we celebrated what
the Journal truly stands for - a democratic platform for
conversation, and exploration of myriad approaches to
deal with the politics of language and culture.

We are thankful to our Principal Professor Babli Moitra
Saraf for providing us with the opportunity to work
and learn at the Centre of Translation and Translation
Studies. We are grateful to Dr Vinita Sinha for opening
her heart and home to us and being a constant source
of intellectual guidance and inspiration in the making of
the Journal. We extend our thanks to Dr Rekha Sethi for
her continued support and incomparable counsel. We
thank Dr Achyutanand Mishra for always being available
to impart his Hindi language expertise to the project.
The team of editors is indebted to Ms Srinjoyee Dutta for
her invaluable academic insights and for her phenomenal
organizational skills. We are grateful to our designer,
Apoorva Kapur, for lending her artistic eye to this project,
and for understanding the spirit of this publication. We
would also like to acknowledge and thank Mr Dinesh
Sundriyal, the Administrative Officer of the college for his
logistical support and Mr Bal Krishan for lending us his
technical knowledge.

These are riveting times to be young, to be a student, to
be learning. And as you chart your way through the fruit
of our labour, we would like to express our conviction
in the power of artistic and literary resistance and the
need for debate and discourse to uphold socio-political
and existential emancipation for every single individual.
Happy reading!

Kovida Mehra & Swagata Chakraborty
English Editors
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Translated and a translator in his own right, Haruki
Murakami is a Japanese writer who began writing in
Japanese after a particularly riveting game of baseball he
watched at the age of 29. Since then, his stories have
poured out in iridescent fashion, straddling the surreal
at each corner. Writing through rhythm, of music, of
running, and of different languages, Murakami’s books
have something for everyone - especially those who
don’t know what to make of them!

The following is an interview of the famously slippery
writer, guiding the reader through his practice.



The Relationship of Writing to Music

HARUKI MURAKAMI 2 CODE 2020

MURAKAMI: I've been listening to music since my teens,
but lately I've come to feel that | understand music a little
better now than | used to - that maybe | can hear the fine
differences in musical detail - and that writing fiction has
gradually and naturally, given me a better ear. Conversely,
you can't write well if you don't have an ear for music.
The two sides complement each other: listening to music
improves your style, by improving your style, you improve
your ability to listen to music.

OZAWA: Interesting...

MURAKAMI: No one ever taught me how to write, and
I've never made a study of writing techniques. So how
did | learn to write?¢ From listening to music. And what’s
the most important thing in writing? It's rhythm. No one’s
going to read what you write unless it's got rhythm.
It has to have an inner rhythmic feel that propels the
reader forward. You know how painful it can be to read
a mechanical instruction manual. Pamphlets like that are
classic examples of writing without rhythm.

You can usually tell whether a new writer’s work is going
to last by whether or not the style has a sense of rhythm.
From what I've seen, though, most literary critics ignore
that element. They mainly talk about the subtlety of
the style, the newness of the writer’s vocabulary, the
narrative momentum, the quality of the themes, the use
of interesting techniques, and so forth. But | think that
someone who writes without rhythm lacks the talent to be
a writer. That's just my opinion, of course.

OZAWA: Do you think we can feel that kind of rhythm
when we read it?

MURAKAMI: Yes, the rhythm comes from the
combination of words, the combination of the sentences
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and paragraphs, the parings of hard and soft, light and
heavy, balance and imbalance, the punctuation, the
combination of different tones. “Polyrhythm” might be
the right word for it, as in music. You need a good ear to
do it. You either can do it or you can’t. You either get it or
you don’t. Of course, it is possible to extend one’s talent
for rhythm through hard work and study.

I'm a jazz lover, so that’s how | set down a rhythm first.
Then | add chords to it and start improvising, making it up
freely as | go along. | write as if I'm making music.

OZAWA: | never knew that there could be rhythm in
writing. I'm still not clear on what you mean by it.

MURAKAMI: Well, rhythm is an important element
for both reader and writer. If you're writing a piece of
fiction and you haven’t established a rhythm, the next
sentence won’'t come out, which means the story can't
move ahead. The rhythm in the writing, the rhythm of the
story: if you've got those, the next sentence will come
out naturally. When I'm writing a sentence, | automatically
sound it out in my head and a rhythm takes hold, kind of
like in jazz: you ad-lib a chorus, and that leads organically
to the next chorus.

OZAWA: | live in the Seijo neighbourhood of Tokyo, and |
was recently given a pamphlet for a candidate running for
office there. | opened it up and found some kind of pledge
or manifesto, so | started reading it because | had nothing
better to do at the time, and | found myself thinking, “This
guy will never make it.” And | felt this because | couldnt
read more than three lines of this document, no matter
how hard | tried. This guy seemed to be saying something
important, but | just couldn’t read it.
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MURAKAMI: And that’s probably because his writing had
no rhythm to it.

OZAWA: You think so? Is that what it was? What about
somebody like Natsume Soseki?

MURAKAMI: | think Soseki’s style is tremendously musical.
It makes for very smooth reading. It's quite wonderful even
now, a century after his death. I'm pretty sure he was less
influenced by Western music than by the long narrative
chants of the Edo period [1603-1868], but he had a great
ear. | don't know how deeply versed he was in Western
Music, but he spent a couple of years studying in London,
so | suspect he familiarized himself with it to some degree.
Il look into it.

OZAWA: He was also a professor of English, wasn't he?

MURAKAMI: He probably had a good ear in that sense,
too, with a good combination of Japanese and Western
elements. Hidekazu Yoshida was another writer with a
musical style. His Japanese flows beautifully, is very easy
to read, and is quite personal in tone.

OZAWA: You may be right about that.

MURAKAMI: Speaking of professors of literature, | gather
your English professor at the Toho Gauken School of
Music was the novelist Saiichi Maruya.

OZAWA: That’s true. He had read James Joyce’s
Dubliners. There was no way | could understand a book
like that. [Laughter.] | sat next to a girl who was good at
English and she told me what it was about. | didn’t study
at all. Which meant that | didnt know any English when |
went to America. [Laughter.]
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MURAKAMI: So it was just that you didn’t study, not that
Mr. Maruya was a bad teacher.

OZAWA: No, | really didn’t study.

Source
Murakami, Haruki, and Seiji Ozawa. “Interlude 2", Absolutely on Music. 2011.
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| did not approach literature with the thought that it
would be a battleground of sorts. On the contrary, it
was the possibility of a peaceful life that attracted me
to literature. The mind harboured an image of peaceful
and uninterrupted rumination in isolation. The intent was
to view, live and contemplate upon life dispassionately. |
never anticipated the possibility of any conflict. And if
strife is the essence of life, then there is but little space
for the likes of me in the realm of literature. This does not
bother me. | would still prefer to live in that little space,
in that tiny little place-cottage like rather than a warzone.

Citing the examples of the Mahabharat, the Ramayan and
the llliad, you will ask, what is life without war? All | can say
is life is also the haven that a Vyas, a Valmiki and a Homer
carved for themselves, distant from all struggles and strife.
What is literature, | ask, if not a Vyas, Valmiki or Homeric
visionZ If literature is not a harmonious amalgam of various
knowledge systems and dialogue but a literary warzone,
then by all means, discard the pen and wield the stick or
the sword. Mark your own battalions and join the rampage
in which all are involved.

If in a fit of anger, you point your finger like a knife at
me and ask, "Should | then keep quiet in the face of
lawlessness¢ Not speak up against the exploitation of
the hapless? Turn a blind eye and run away with my tail
tucked behind?”

Look closely at the wrongdoer. "Who is it¢ Someone
unfamiliare An outsider?¢ A stranger? Helpless¢” Going by
this, you would want to pounce at that person and rip him
from limb to limb. But... what will you do if the perpetrator
is somebody who is your own, your very own, your own
blood? For a moment consider that person to be your
brother, father or son. What will you do? Will you have
a go at them then? Or would you hesitate, be perplexed

Literature and Resistance
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and ashamed? Will you try to establish an understanding
with that person not as an adversary but with love, like
a brethren? You will try to calm their anger and frenzy
instead of aggravating it further. It is said that when Ram
was unable to defeat Ravan, he shot his arrow at his
vulnerable spot.

Literature is the art of targeting the said spot in both
man and monster. Its realm is the world of words marked
with pens and not with sticks or swords. It is possible to
create a world beyond hatred and violence; perhaps a
world more meaningful and prosperous.

Do not insult the knife-like finger or the axe-like raised
hand. Although mankind has sunk to great depths of
depravity, | can assure you that his humanity still survives.
| have seen it cry, laugh, writhe in pain, fall in love. It
offers great opportunity and scope for literature to
flourish. This reminds me of Nadir Shah himself who was
stumped by a sher'’. Incidentally ‘sher” here is not the
beastly animal. You very well know the other meaning-
and that is the one | trust.

Emotions have an intimate relationship with poetry as
well as life. They cannot be estranged from either. In art
and life alike poetry works to refine the emotive. Over
a period of time intellectual contemplation also merges
into the emotive; the difference ceases to exist. T.S
Eliot had once referred to this as ‘felt thoughts’. If one
ponders in detail about this, it can be said that poetryis a
method of inculcating higher ideas through language and
disseminating the same through the affective. This art
also involves filtering out hopelessness and depravity from
our consciousness. The literary consciousness weeds
out falsehood and deceit in the same way as Ravan’s

11n Urdu, a couplet is known as "sher’.
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character and actions were dealt with in the Ramayana.
The Mahabharat encompasses everything, but amidst it
nowhere can one find any ethical conundrum. It is out of a
literary consciousness that a higher intelligence emerges
which permanently shapes our emotive expressions. | am
reminded of a conversation with Mr Vidyanivas Mishra
where we more or less agreed that the basis our actions
(especially collective actions) is primary instinctive, i.e.
‘emotional” or ‘sentimental’. Calculated actions determine
the worldly concepts of right and wrong. There are many
species on earth whose instincts are more developed
as compared to their rational prowess. It is the primary
means of their survival and often in comparison the role
of reason falls short.

Translated by
Muskan Gupta
B. A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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Virginia Woolf is one of the foremost Modernist writers
of the 20th century who explored the (un)makings of the
mind post the devastation in the wake of World War | by
pioneering the Stream of Consciousness narrative device.
Foregrounding the subjectivity of ‘reality’, her work
primarily deals with the vacillations and vagaries of the
human mind. She has also written A Room of One’s Own,
a groundbreaking nonfictional feminist text that probed
into the inadequacy of material resources meted out to
women which in turn impeded their literary endeavours.

The following text is authored by Maria Popova, editor
of Brain Pickings, an online encyclopaedia that that
ranges from art and literature to history and philosophy;
and it revolves around May Sarton's encounter with the
generosity and genius of Virginia Woolf.



Woolf

irginia

Meeting V
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It is a rare gift to meet, much less befriend, one of your
heroes - a gift that fell upon the great American poet,
novelist, and diarist extraordinaire May Sarton (May 3,
1912~ July 16 1995) in her mid-twenties, just as she was
starting out as a writer, when she met Virginia Woolf
(January 15, 1882-March 28, 1941).

On a visit to England shortly after her literary debut, the
young Sarton decided to leave a copy of her first poetry
collection at Woolf’s doorstep, along with some flowers. To
her surprise, the kindly maid opened the door and invited
her in. Unprepared for the fortuitous opportunity to meet
her idol, Sarton mumbled a polite declination, handed the
maid the book, and walked away.

Knowing how desperately Sarton wanted to meet Woolf,
the prominent writer Elizabeth Bowen took it upon
herself to stage a more planned introduction. She
decided to invite both Woolf and the young poet to
dinner at her country house in Ireland - an epicentre of
the era’s creative community, where she hosted such
titans of literature as Eudora Welty, Carson McCullers,
Iris Mudroch.

In the Writer’s Chapbook: A Compedium of Fact, Opinion,
Wit, and Advise from the 20th Century’s Preeminent
Writers (public library) - the wonderful 1989 collection
of wisdom from Paris Review interviews, which also gave
us great writers on how to handle criticism and James
Baldwin’s advice on writing - Sarton recounts the moment
Woolf entered, a strange and stunning vision:

“She walked in “robe de style”. Alovely, rather eighteenth-
century-looking, long dress with a wide collar, and she
came into the room like a dazzled deer and walked right
across - this was a beautiful house on Rogent’s Park -
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to the long windows and stood there looking out. My
memory is that she was not even introduced at that
point, that she just walked across, very shyly, and stood
there looking absolutely beautiful. She was much more
beautiful than any of the photographs show. And then
she discovered that | was the person who had left the
poems.”

Sarton remembers how brilliantly canny and gracious
Woolf later was in her response, aware that the young
writer’s fragile confidence might perch too precariously
on her approval or disapproval:

“She answered my gift of the book with a lovely note,
which is now in the Berg collection, just saying "Thank
you so much, and the flowers came just as someone
had given me a vase, and were perfect, and | shall look
forward to reading the poems.” In other words, never put
yourself in a position having to judge. So she never said a
word about the poems. But she was delighted to find out
that | was the person who had left them.

At Bowen'’s dinner, Sarton found herself in conversation
with Woolf while “the gentlemen were having their brandy
and cigars in the other room.” She recounts:

“We talked about hairdressers. It was like something in
The Waves! We all talked like characters in a Virginia Woolf
novel. She had a great sense of humour. Very malicious.
She liked to tease people, in a charming way, but she was
a great tease.

But she put me at ease and | saw her quite often after
that. Every time | was in England | would have tea with
her, which was a two hour talk. She would absolutely ply
me with questions. That was the novelist. | always felt the
novelist at work. Where did | buy my clothes? Whom
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was | seeing? Whom was | in love with? Everything. So it
was enrapturing to a young woman to be that interesting
to Virginia Woolf. But | think it was her way of living, in a
sense. Vicariously. Through people.

Contemplating the strange allure of this strange genius
who so enchanted from afar but so struggled with
intimacy, Sarton corrects the media-manipulated image
of Woolf’s mental illness:

“She was never warm. That’s true. There was no warmth.
It was partly physical, | think. She was a physically unwarm
person. | can't imagine kissing her, for instance, | mean
on the cheek. But she was delightful, and zany, full of
humour and laughter. Never did you feel a person on the
brink of madness. That has distorted the image, because
she was so much in control.”

Complement with Sarton’s stunning ode to solitude and
Elizabeth Bishop’s memoir of Marianne Moore - the most
loving remembrance of a role model and mentor ever
composed - then revisit Woolf herself on what it takes
to be an artist, the relationship between loneliness and
creativity, why the most creative mind is the androgynous
mind, and what makes love last.

Source
Popova, Maria. “*Meeting Virginia Woolf”, Brain Pickings. 2018.



TTRaT AraYar 25 PIS 010

H 370 U el § Wi H ey i W@ {2 H fead =R
AT {2 TIPS | qel =T gob & Ay fCeTed 8T T gar
3R & fov ypfeetd &1 <l ara &ff | ox # v A § fob v
TRE T TG 3P STHAT BT aIbT T, TRI&f BY A, A & qregq |

39 31oftg UfdvTeTell afes & 3y e Afdid W) fdaR &3d
ST g A ST =g T oifcb 3AITdT < H HES el
gv HTET HifSAT GRT goth &b AT A7 b dlet ARIel T8 Bfd

B FURAT B

gg Pl Wt Hera & | I8 I 21 P FE T8l ATl g
37fRres BT F MR 2o, ¥ Wardt €1 a8 emifRes B J 3RgT
&ff| # 39! YaT &7 BT PBeUAT T&l Y Hebdl, 3aTe0T b foiy,
RT 7A@ & T WR| R g8 3(HeHs, 3R Id!, g4t 3R /g
Y WYY &ff| FHY 3F AfRT BT UNTATT & BTR R HEGH ol
ﬁa—%ﬂ mﬁﬁwﬁraﬁﬁwaﬂ%mﬁwﬁsa@ﬁ%ﬂ?ﬂ
H oty

HTEA BT YebTehIU- BT FrIITed Bt dfcbd B & dTail il
3R gfereay faemg & AR AR &1 SR T

et 3R T TRHLfETdT BT Bt Ifeia Tad Feha Ffd|
SHI U 1 Wb | U e gt Bl Ufeq| Teb PBellpR gl
&HGT BT 81 3ThaiuT 3R IHATHEBAT P da &7 Rear =T 8,
T FEH TITHD HH & T IIFATt HT 8T 8 31R =R B
FIT FTY 3T 2|

3Tt I

. UA.CH.OH T, gt adf



CHATURVEDI
CHATURVEDI
Tddet



AR Tt 27 BIS 00

qﬁawmagﬁuﬁaﬁ?ﬂ @ Ud UAPBR | 38
& A& bl faer I Gfd Ue Feedldd b b Tl Fesem
refes B FerIT| 3P ARAT W YHTic off F 2t | Y 3TeRR
Ueh QIR Bl Wd fAdT aid | Yeie & v & 1% IR <9

J 3R GERYT fawT w@nifa dueie S| 59 IR §
3817 39 & Wal ®l Y onfiet fdsam & S Imeie St 3 91et 1930
3R 1935 # 3= fa@ I g% Yea UHe St & foRTe afric
BT TdT TIAdT g1 3BT 20 U 3R BhRMET 37T 37 @l 4
SIhdT 8



it st

AR Tt 28 BIS 00

"B STPBIENT PO T8l 21 S0 THY a1 T F8! AThIa Ta!
2 1o &n TRsg-u # fasrit €1 ue A ger & drerar ga
TEl TE| W Rl fFfeT g ST &1 HIS 3R el BT 7 gad
TE| BT, U8 SR TTedT § fob a-aR et Bife BT I fergy,
TR 3BT 3627 Ml TRISY-[ISTT &1 81 G 3707 HI wIgehl &
oy o PIE TSt oreraT T8l €1 TE Ared § fo 98 SATRR, =
3R gerh g1 & & | faer, et QomAd! g d Hel goT 2|
H 2rifd & daAT ¥} 7€l TmedT| Aifecd 3R w2l & foy $8-58
A TT <A1 gl &, AS-aTet 3R dledT WX 8 3R ATet U
HORR Ed & 1"

[We= ST & 3-6-30 & U J]

S FfeRy v Trer ® fiR 3R w9 8, 39% 7 g3y 8n
P BT Wt Tl B TebaT| oI & F fosdt 3mmedt o1 Ut grar
g I € G 39hT BT 3IR JfgHT DI STdl BT THTT BIHR
%am%g?{aﬂqsmé 39 2% | Hisal ATHISTS
LT PI-3 ITHT ST AT DT, ST 37HRT gRT RG] &b argd

Wt 3T €1 81T, S IR 8 | H WY Teln BT HTHAT T B FebdT,
AT q&¥ JH~TdT & fob FaHTd 3R e 7 A A b1 & 3R
IRT MY ERET &b A1 ARlg 81 S g3l 3eATices Hiwal

1 "I Cannot imagine a great man rolling in wealth. The
moment | see a man rich, all his words of art and
wisdom are lost upon me. He appears to me to have
submitted to the present social order, which is based
on exploitation of the poor by the rich. Thus any great
name not dissociated with mammon does not attract
me. It is quite probable this frame of mind may be
due to my own failure in life. With a handsome credit
balance | might have been just as others are-I could
not have resisted the temptation. But | am glad nature
and fortune have helped me and my lot is cast with the
poor. It gives me spiritual relief."

(IFa< ST & 1.12.35 & UF BT Tab 3i%I)
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"I do not have any aspirations as such. At this point of
time, my greatest aspiration is to emerge victorious in
the freedom struggle. | no longer desire wealth or fame.
| manage to procure food somehow. | do not have a
yearning for a car or a house. However, | do wish to write
a few volumes of books, centred around the freedom of
my nation. | do not expect a lot from my two sons. All |
hope for is that they turn out to be honest, determined
and steadfast human beings. The idea of having privileged,
rich children, fills me with disgust. | have no desire to sit
idle. | would rather keep contributing towards literature
and the nation. Of course, provided that | can continue
to afford my meals with dal and ghee and basic clothing.”

[From a letter written by Premchand, dated 3 June 1930]

"l cannot imagine a great man rolling in wealth. The
moment | see a rich man, all his words of art and wisdom
are lost upon me. He appears to me to have submitted to
the present social order, which is based on exploitation of
the poor by the rich. Thus any great name not dissociate
with mammon does not attract me. It is quite probable
this frame of mind may be due to my own failure in life.
With a handsome credit balance | might have been just as
others are- | could not have resisted the temptation, But
| am glad nature and fortune have helped me and my lost
is cast with the poor. It gives me spiritual relief.”!

1 An excerpt from a letter written by Premchand, dated
1 December 1935. Since the original letter was written
in English, it has been picked verbatim in the present
translation.

In Memoriam- Premchand
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HERT, 1958, Y. 76-78
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The moment Premchandji comes to mind, | recollect the
two aforementioned letters written by him within a span of
five years. These letters depict the aims and aspirations of
his life. Had he not left his government job, he would have
retired either as the Deputy Inspector of Schools or an
Assistant Inspector. However, he chose a life of austerity
and sacrifice for himself and kept his aspirations limited
to 'dal and ghee and basic clothing’. It was because he
adhered to this way of life that he could give us immortal
literary texts on the basis of which we can hold our head
high amongst scholars of other languages and literatures.

Reader, the writer of these excerpts was deeply influenced
by Premchand and he, in his most valued accounts, alludes
significantly to his memory. | had the privilege of meeting
Premchandji for the very first time in Lucknow in the
year 1924. At that time, he was perhaps engaged in the
writing of the novel Rangbhumi. | stayed at his house and
would even spend the wee hours of the mornings strolling
with him on the streets. He would narrate stories of his
childhood when he was under the tutelage of a maulvi.
What | found the most attractive about him was the
complete lack of communal tendencies. He advocated
for Hindu-Muslim unity and spent his life working towards
the cultural harmony of the same. In the little time that
we spent together, we would frequently discuss this issue.

Over the last twelve years, | have met Premchandji twice
or thrice on different occasions and have kept in touch
via a ceaseless exchange of letters. He exhibits the same
munificence in his letters as he does in person. In December
1932, | had had the privilege of spending two days with him
in Kashi. Having kept all his work aside, he spent the both
days, from early morning to late evening, conversing with
me. During these two days, he must have laughed and made
me laugh a thousand times. How does one even begin to
describe his vivacious and spirited nature?

Translated by
Namrata Sen
B.A. (Hons.) Psychology, Il year
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\.Jean—Paul Sartre (1905-1980) was a post war French
philosopher who championed the idea of existential
freedom. He shared a philosophical kinship with Albert
Camus (1913-1960), which ultimately dissipated in the face
of an intellectual feud. While Camus underscored political
moderation, Sartre believed in revolutionary violence.

This text, originally written in French, is a tribute to
Camus by Sartre post the accidental death of the former,
wherein their previous public fallout is allayed as Sartre
lauds Camus’ ‘obstinate humanism’ and mulls over the
absurdity of his death.



Tribute to Albert Camus
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Six months ago, even yesterday, people wondered: "What
is he going to do¢” Temporarily, torn by contradictions
that must be respected, he had chosen silence. But he
was one of those rare men we can well afford to wait
for, because they are slow to choose and remain faithful
to their choice. Someday he would speak out. We could
not even have dared hazard a guess as to what he might
say. But we thought that he had changed with the world
as we all do; that was enough for us to be aware of his
presence.

He and | had quarreled. A quarrel doesn’t matter—even
if those who quarrel never see each other again—just
another way of living together without losing sight of one
another in the narrow little world that is allotted to us. It
didn't keep me from thinking of him, from feeling that his
eyes were on the book or newspaper | was reading and
wondering: "What does he think of it¢ What does he think
of it at this moment2”

His silence, which according to events and my mood
| considered sometimes too cautious and sometimes
painful, was a quality of every day like heat or light, but
it was human. We lived with or against his thought as
it was revealed to us in his books- especially The Fall,
perhaps the finest and the least understood - but always
in relation to it. It was an exceptional adventure of our
culture, a moment of which we tried to guess the phases
and the final outcome.

He represented in our time the latest example of that
long line of moralistes whose works constitute perhaps
the most original element in French letters. His obstinate
humanism, narrow and pure, austere and sensual, waged
and an uncertain war against the massive and formless
events of the time. But on the other hand through his
dogged rejections he reaffirmed, at the heart of epoch,
against the Machiavellians and against the Idol of realism,
and the existence of moral issue.
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In a way, he was that resolute affirmation. Anyone who
read or reflected encountered the human values he
held in his fist; he questioned the political act. One had
to avoid him or fight him- he was indispensable to that
tension which makes intellectual life what it is. His very
silence, these last few years, had something positive
about it: This Descartes of the Absurd refused to leave
the safe ground of morality and venture on the uncertain
paths of practicality. We sensed this and we also sensed
the conflicts he kept hidden, for ethics, taken alone, both
requires and condemns revolt.

We were waiting: we had to wait; we had to know.
Whatever he did or decided subsequently, Camus would
never have ceased to be one of the chief forces of our
cultural activity or to represent in his way the history of
France and of this century. But we should probably have
known and understood his itinerary. He said to himself:
" My work lies ahead.” Now it is over. The particular
scandal of his death is the abolition of the human order
by the inhuman.

The human order is still but a disorder: it is unjust and
precarious; it involves killing, and dying of hunger; but
at least it is founded, maintained or resisted by men.
In that order Camus had to live. That man on the move
questioned us, was himself a question seeking its reply;
he lived in the middle of a long life : for us, for him ,for
the men who maintained order and for those who reject
it, it was important for him to break his silence, for him
to decide, for him to conclude. Some die in old age while
others, forever in reprieve, may die at any minute without
the meaning of their life, of life itself, being changed. But
for us, uncertain without a compass, our best men had to
reach the end of the tunnel. Rarely have the nature of a
man’s work and the conditions of the historical moment so
clearly demanded that a writer go on living.
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| call the accident that killed Camus a scandal because it
suddenly projects into the centre of our human world
the absurdity of our most fundamental needs. At the age
of twenty, Camus, suddenly afflicted with a malady that
upset his whole life, discovered the Absurd- the senseless
negation of man. He became accustomed to it, he thought
out of his unbearable condition, he came through. And yet
one is tempted to think that only his first works tell the truth
about his life, since that invalid once cured is annihilated by
an unexpected death from the outside.

The Absurd might be that question that no one will ask
him now, that he will ask no one, that silence that is not
even a silence now, that is absolutely nothing now.

| dont think so. The moment it appears, the inhuman
becomes a part of the human. Every life that is cut off
even the life of so young a man- is at one and the same
time a phonograph record that is broken and complete
life. For all those who loved him, there is an unbearable
absurdity in that death. But we shall have to learn to see
that mutilated work as a total work . Insofar as Camus’s
humanism contains a human attitude toward the death
that was to take him by surprise, insofar as his proud
and pure quest for happiness implied and called for the
inhuman necessity of dying, we shall recognize in that
work and in the life that is inseparable from it the pure
and victorious attempt of one man to snatch every instant
of his existence from his future death.

Source
Sartre, Jean- Paul. "Tribute to Albert Camus”, Camus: A Collection of
Critical Essays. Ed. Germaine Bree. 1962.
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| have known of Kumarji since 1935 and today, even after
nineteen years, the impression of our first meeting still
remains fresh in my mind. That year in Jinnah Hall, Mumbai,
my dear friend Mr B R Devdhar, Late Motiram Pai, and |
myself were the sutradhar’ of a successful music society.
The President, who had great knowledge about music, was
the former Maharaja of Dharampur province. The Guest
of Honor was Late Barrister Jaykar. Many well-known
singers performed in the mehfi?, and the mellifluous
artists transcended their own glory. Singers who are
now revered as gods, having made history in the world
of music, were present there. The hall was packed with
no space to even stand. The gathering comprised several
connoisseurs of music, who could cultivate the artists’
caliber. The air was charged. The presence of Maharaja
Sahab and Jaykar added to the prestige of the event. It
was then, that a boy of around twelve, although much
younger looking, took the stage and mesmerized the entire
gathering. In an instant, the crowd was spellbound. Each
cadence, each inflection was applauded. The excitement
was palpable and had reached its peak. The song was
brief, but the astonishment was evident on everyone’s
face. The patrons and artists present there were itching
to foster this talent and thus, began showering him with
gifts and praises including token cash, laurels and so on.
Offerings poured in from each corner, from Khan Sahib,
Panditji, and various artistes. There were concerns as
to who would help this young boy cultivate and hone
his prodigious talent. But Kumar, in his innocence, was
oblivious to all of this.

1The Sutradhar or the narrator is a significant part
of South Asian theatrical practices. He/she usually
narrates the story to the audience and bridges the gap
between various scenes and episodes. He/she often
acts as the stage manager as well.

2 A mehfil is a gathering that usually comprises lovers
of music, both artists and patrons alike, in which the
performance occurs in front of an small, intimate audience.

Kumar Gandharv
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That was the first time that | saw Kumariji and evidently had
not known him from before. It was only a few days after
this that he came to Professor Devdhar’s residence to take
lessons from him. | had known Devdhar as a friend for a
long time. Devdharji's tutelage and my affection for Kumarji
meant that | would often inquire after him. He too was very
fond of Kumar and the latter respected him immensely.

To ameliorate oneself, one needs to have certain
necessary qualities. An independent constitution, liberal
talent, and wisdom, along with a pragmatic approach -
and most importantly a sense of rebellion. Sometimes,
even when these traits are present, a dull mind can lose
those, when forced to inculcate the harsh discipline
and rigour of a gharana®. The artist can only protect
his independent nature if he possesses the strength to
reject this. For instance, people like Abdul Karim Khan,
or Allahdiya Khan with a steadfast and independent spirit
are able to bring about novel and original trends in music.
But this is a rarity. As far as a gharana is concerned,
its discipline, tradition, demeanor, its unique systems
etcetera are no doubt worth mentioning - yet it is without
question that the personal freedoms of an artiste are
often suppressed by the same. Many famous artists have
found their essence and true genius after venturing out
of the bounds of the gharana. Art is, after all, a search
for the soul, but is only attained when one crosses the
highroad of the gharana.

However, Kumarji's journey followed a different path
altogether. In essence, Kumarji's independent and
rebellious personality, superlative talent, and fearless
nature, along with Professor Devdharji’s training freed
him from the rigid discipline of the gharana. It was by

3 A Gharana is an idiosyncratic style or method used by a
school of music or dance and its associated teachers and
passed on to the next generation of pupils.
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sheer coincidence that this pair, of a rebellious natured
pupil and a freethinking tutor, could come together.
Kumar stayed with Devdharji for eleven years, from the
age of twelve to twenty-three. But this was no ordinary
duo of an orthodox guru and an uncritical student.

The combination of Kumarji's young and impressionable
age coupled with Devdharji's out of the box ideas and
knowledge proved fruitful. During that time, Devdharji
was involved in various pursuits - experiments, the
training of his students at his music school, foreign trips
and a resultant broad perspective; the study of western
music under Professor Shikshi catalyzed by his interest
in exploring all domains of the field; the collecting of
notations and musical compositions of different ragas
learnt from the traditional singers of diverse gharanas,
deliberations and discussions on their compositions,
lectures, assemblies and so on and so forth. Devdhariji’s
home had become a haven for singers and musicians.
There was not a single artist who did not frequent
his place, and not a single facet of music that wasn't
discussed and deliberated upon. Almost all famous
artists, be it for the provision of aid for the workshops,
or on the occasion of Pandit Vishnu Digambarji’s death
anniversary, or even to merely meet other renowned
people, had visited the place. There were incessant and
animated discussions on music. Devdharji had never
been the one to compete in a mehfil in the thirst for
fame. But he had the intellectual capacity for scholarship
and nuanced discursivisation along with the knowledge
of different bodies of work in the field. Nothing escaped
his critical gaze- be it the numerous gharanas, their
celebrated singers, or their unique compositions. Both
their qualities and their shortcomings were subject
to continual discussions. In each of these events in
Devdharji’s life, Kumarji was present. The amalgam of the
former’s ambitious but sensitive nature, his courage to
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explore the unconventional coupled with the absorption
of daily discussions on music had an unfathomably deep
impact on the latter’s young and impressionable mind.
This singer has so and so flaws- Kumariji would hear and
decide in his mind to steer clear of those flaws in his
singing. This is great in theory but difficult in praxis - he
would determinedly decide to accomplish the same. The
moment the rules of superlative singing were decided
upon, he would make it a point to sing accordingly.
Devdharji would point out some or the other drawback
in everyone’s singing and consequently, Kumarji decided
that he would neither commit those errors nor imitate
anyone in his art.

Translated by
Manushreya Sharma
BMMMC, | year
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A lover, is a poet, is a lover. Amrita Pritam’s warm
admissions through her writing about her life at a young
age, read like a shared secret. Her poetry and honesty
come from a place of love and longing - for lands, for
people. Effortlessly tuming her romanticism into an
expression of social and political anguish, she remained
active as a part of the Progressive Writers' Movement
throughout her life. Writing in both Punjabi and Hindi,
her legacy remains loved by the people on either side of
the border.

The following is a short piece dedicated to the devotion
of Meera Bai, a Bhakti poet whose worship of Lord
Krishna transcended the human realm.



Meera
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A PAGE FROM MEERAS HISTORY relates this- When the
gates of her palace were thrown open to the saints and
hermits of that time, the air around became imbued with
humans and devotional strains. This became intolerable for
the conservatives of that period. They flew into a rage, as
their eyes could not perceive the pure soul of Meera.

A conspiracy was hatched; that too in the name of God.
A young Brahman lad was tempted and instigated to go
to Meera. With blasphemy blatant on his lips, he uttered
that he was commanded by God to enjoy Meera’s bed
for one night. Meera simply listened to him and agreed.
She asked him to come in the evening. The young Brahman
went home and got a silk attire ready. He decked himself
up, wore scent and perfume and arrived at Meera’s door in
the evening.

The durban ushered him in were Meera was engrossed in
prayers and devotional songs with the saints and hermits
This youth noticed that in the middle, amongst the group
of Sadhus, a decorated bed was laid. His legs started
trembling.

Meera saw this and said, "Come the bed is ready..” The
young man was dumbfounded. It was with difficulty that
he stammered, "But in front of everyone...2”

Meera said, “Yes God is everywhere and He sees
everything. So from His saints | have nothing to hide. They
too are manifestations of God himself.”

The young man then fell at Meera’s feet. He begged
forgiveness which she alone could grant him. ... she
alone, who was like a ray of God...

Source
Pritam, Amrita. "Meera”, Fifty Fragments of the Inner Self. Trans. Tara
Meenakshi Sekhri. 2000.
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When | became a Professor of Hindi at Seth Kesarimal
Porwal College in Kamtee, Professor Mukherjee was
already teaching Hindi there. After about two years, she
jovially remarked, "Madam, | could not believe it!” She
would often repeat this. | asked, "What is it that you
couldnt believe¢” Then taking my hands in hers, she
chuckled as if sharing a secret and said, "When | learnt
from Principal Nagrajan that you are an SC', | could hardly
believe it!”

| had guilelessly remarked, "Yes, | am an SC. The post in

the Hindi Department was reserved for SC quota. That
is how | was appointed. Did you not know this¢” Then
Madam had gushed with a lot of warmth, "But you do
not seem to be an SC. The way you are, your dress, your
language, behaviour and disposition seem so gracious
and cultured. | could never take you for an SC.” And in
her astonishment, she repeated the same to the rest of
the professors present in the staff room as well. | kept
wondering- do members of scheduled castes not have
the right to live like this¢ Why do people have such a
depraved image of us in their minds¢ Why do they think
ill of our caste? It is clear that they harbour preconceived
ideas and prejudices about us. It is important to note that
had this post not been reserved for SC quota, | would not
have been able to work amidst Savarn?. | attribute the
respect that | have gained to Babasaheb Dr Ambedkar
who empowered us with the Reservation System and
gave us the right to equality. It is because of his struggles
that we have been able to scale such heights. Otherwise,
would it have been possible for people like us to move
in the same circles as the Savarn and hold respectable
jobs?

1 The phrase ‘an SC’, while technically incorrect in
English, has been retained as such to maintain the
implicit derogatory tonality of the original Hindi.

2 The term refers to people of the privileged caste or varna.

Wrenched in Agony- An Excerpt
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When the mind mulls over past experiences, the pictures
of a host of long forgotten instances begin to surface
in context. Certain events, the reasons for which had
earlier escaped notice, now blazon their existence with
piercing cries. In 1986, when we lived at Tukdoji Square,
the wall of our block was adjacent to the wall of our
Garhwali neighbour Kesar Singh Bisht. The doors were in
close proximity. They knew of our caste but did not treat
us as untouchables. One day a lady visited their house.
She asked the woman living next door, *“Who lives next to
you?” My neighbour simply said in front of everyone in
her house, “A jhharuwali® lives there.”

Standing at the balcony near my door, | was stunned to
hear this. That | was a professor mattered naught to her.
She could only define me in terms of my caste-based
profession. In comparison to others, they were quite
well behaved- they often visited our place and invited
us to theirs- so her answer surprised me to no end. Her
mind was conditioned by the perspectives inherited in
childhood. In spite of being warm and courteous towards
us, her perception and beliefs about our caste were the
same as others. Back then | could not understand how
to respond to our neighbour. We were financially better
off than them. We held respectable jobs as teachers in
schools and colleges. But caste?¢ The Hindu caste system
is something that people never tend to forget. Upset by
this incident, | had written a poem called Yatna ke Swar’-
“"PHD prapt/ College ki Pradhyapika/ Jati ke naam par
kehlati hain/ sirf Jharuwali!” *

3 Literally means ‘sweeper’. It is a caste-based
definition of occupation, often used in a derogatory
manner.

4 Arough translation would be: "The Voice of Distress’-
Holds a PhD degree/ Professor at a university/ Yet in the
name of caste is called/ Merely a Jhharuwali.
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Could my neighbour have understood my pain¢ She would
have failed to understand despite my attempts. There
seems to be only one solution to this - rage, conflict and
cuttingdebate. | wasveryangry at herthatday. There were
many such moments in life. | heard and experienced the
humiliating rhetoric of caste discrimination very closely.
Sparks flew as | responded fierily and fought back. But
whom do | direct my wrath towards? Rather than lashing
out at every perpetrating element, big and small, it is by
attacking the roots of the culture of discrimination and
eradicating the fundamentals of the caste system, that
one can get respite from this ignominy.

Four days later another such incident occurred. At times,
| would put out some of my children’s clothes on the wall
of the balcony to dry. My son, Chintu’s school uniform
flew in the air and landed in the yard below. The woman
living there started yelling, "Does she not have any sense?
Is this the way to dry children’s clothes? A college teacher
with no understanding whatsoever! | wonder what she
teaches her children.” She kept jabbering even after |
had retrieved the shirt from her place. The neighbours
continued to listen to her.

Our neighbour’s daughter, Sushma, came to me and
said, "Aunty, listen to what she is saying! Why don’t you
give her an earful?2 Why don’t you answer her back?” |
do not know from where | had mustered the patience
to answer her but | stand by what | had said “At least
she knows that | teach in a college. Why should | fight
with her? The things that she is saying reflect her own
mentality.” Sushma, who was in tenth standard then, was
unable to comprehend a single word of mine and stared
at me blankly.

Another incident occurred in the month of July when
Sharad was in eighth standard. One day, after coming
back from school, he asked me, "Mummy, what is our
caste?” | said, "Why do you aske” He replied, "My
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teacher asked me this in class today. When | said that
| don't know, she began to laugh.” Even we laughed at
this. We had put down Sharad’s caste as Valmiki®. The
new teacher had asked for the real meaning of the word.
Even in a school like St. Antony’s Convent run by Christian
Missionaries, a student’s caste was asked and mocked
at. It distressed me to see my son’s wounded feelings.
Can society not live without discussing caste? Why can’t
people leave it behind?

In this house, we had access to all basic facilities. It was
convenient to have the school close by. The vegetable
market, grocery store, flour mill, the doctor’s clinic and
pharmacy were all located nearby. The bus stop was also
right in front of the house. As our house was located on a
busy square, the hustle and bustle continued from morn
till night. Relatives were also in and out of the house. In
spite of having all the amenities, there was one problem
- the house had only one room and the children were
growing up. We wanted to take a loan and buy a bigger
place but it was not so easy. Even for this we had to
encounter bitter experiences of treachery and deceit.

This incident of 1988 shall remain etched in memory
forever. While living in the small 1 BHK of Tukdoji Square,
we used to think of settling in a nice home built on a big
plot. In Nagpur, in the Sai Mandir area located near Wardha
Road, a plot was available in a posh colony of big and
beautiful houses, surrounded with greenery. The plot cost
one lakh and twenty thousand rupees. Although it was not
much for a three thousand square feet plot, back then, we
did not have this kind of money. We planned to collaborate
with someone wherein both parties would buy half the
plot. My husband proposed this idea to his colleague, Mr
Ashok Sharma, at Prakash High School. Pondering upon it
for a while, Mr Sharma had said, "l shall let you know after
| discuss this with my wife.”

5 The castes that are considered 'Untouchable' often
prefer to be recognised as Valmiki. It is an empowering
term aimed at destigmatising the Dalit identity.
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My husband would keep urging for an answer but Mr
Sharma kept him hanging. All he would say was, “"We are
still discussing the matter. | will let you know soon.”

My husband had faith in Mr Sharma so he did not approach
anyone else to buy the plot. If he had wished, he could
have convinced someone else but he was completely
taken in by Mr Sharma’s statements. Eventually, a month
passed. When we came to know that the plot had been
sold off, our regret knew no bounds. In 1995-1996, the
cost of that plot shot to more than ten lakhs. We could
only lament that had Mr Sharma not delayed his response,
we could have bought the plot together for sure. Eight
years later, in 1996, my husband recounted this woeful
experience to another colleague, Girdharilal Solanki, “*Mr
Sharma took a lot of time to deliberate; otherwise we
could have bought that excellent plot back then and by
now both of us would have built our houses.”

Mr Solanki belonged to Rajput Thakur scheduled tribe®.
Showing a lot of affinity, he had softly remarked, "Bhaiya,
dont tell anyone but what were you thinkinge Would
Sharma have bought a plot with you and built his house
next to yours? He had made up his mind on the very first
day that he would rather live in a rented house for the
rest of his life than buy the plot with you. He would have
even let go of a good place if it happened to be next
to yours. In fact he had discussed it with some people
at that time. You were so gullible that you couldn’t see
through his schemes and kept waiting for a month.”

A long time had passed yet it left a scar on our minds.
Whenever | pass by the Sai Mandir locality, | am reminded
of the fact that we could have built a house there had we
not been cheated! This anguish caused by casteism only

6 Among the scheduled tribe community, there exists a
social hierarchy and the Rajput Thakur clan occupies a
higher place in the said community.
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aggravates old wounds. The open wound begins to bleed,
the agony is acute, and reason ceases to hold ground any
longer. The question which has been asked for ages looms
before us- "We are magnanimous in our actions, good in
our behaviour, have established resourceful networks;
why, then, are we eclipsed by our caste?” If it was said
outrightly in the open that ‘'us” and 'them’ are not equal;
that "their’ customs and beliefs shall never permit ‘us’
to be their equals, then we would not have nurtured any
illusions. Instead, we are snared in a gilded trap laid out
on a false pretext of cordiality.

People who had never imagined touching a Shudhra’ or
a Dalit person, share meals with us today. Keeping our
hands in theirs, they talk to us only to reiterate that they
do not believe in untouchability. But what is the truth
behind this¢ How can | forget it? | still find myself trapped
within the confines of the caste system. The deception
and duplicity have ravaged my mind and body. Now,
| think of things that are far removed from logic and
rationale- "No matter what we become, no matter what
we achieve, the Hindu religion, which is the custodian
of the caste system, shall always discriminate against
us. The followers of the this religion, the believers of
the Varna system and the discriminating Savarn will keep
tormenting us. Trapped in their torturous fists, we will be
scraped raw against the age old grindstone of abuse and
will be squashed by misery, agony, distress, and suffering!
Till the time our illusions persist, we shall suffer their
wrongdoings. We will keep looking for respectability in
the face of deceitful and worldly behaviour! We will drift
about trying in vain to attach reason to our existence!”

7 In the social hierarchy prescribed by the Varna
System, Shudra is the caste placed at the lowest rank
after Brahmin, Khatriya and Vaishya.
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| do admit the fact that not all Savarn are hateful. But
those belonging to the so called high castes mostly share
similar basic traits. Some outrightly assert their malice,
others claim their superiority subtly. There are very
few who, as a testimony to their nobility and humanity,
harbour unadulterated goodwill. | have experienced the
solidarity of these people. | have also been acquainted
with those who secretly castigate us. This resentment
manifests itself in various forms- they bait us with phony
benevolence, wordplay, webs of illusion, and false hopes.
Under the garb of a sense of kinship, they manipulate
us with sugarcoated words. Such Savarn colleagues of
mine have often told me, "Madam, we consider you a
Brahmin irrespective of your caste. Why do you indulge
in the rhetoric of protest like the Ambedkarites? You can
try your hand at exploring the aesthetics of literature
alongside us. We will ensure that you garner widespread
acclaim. Take a break from this Dalit literature and set
your sights on the canon.”

But | am aware that this is not said in good faith. | respond
to such advice simply by saying, "Of course, you are right,
sir, but what | am doing cannot be deemed wrong either.
| do not care for fame and acknowledgment. What | want
to do is work for the people of my community; | want to
lend respect to their names.”

Translated by
Swagata Chakraborty
B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill year
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Arundhati Roy (b.1961) was the recipient of the Man
Booker Prize for her novel The God of Small Things
in 1997. A human rights activist, she staunchly argues
against modern warfare that is succoured by a nationalist
rhetoric. She has rallied against global capitalism and
political demagoguery to foreground the voices of the
dispossessed.

The text is an excerpt from Things That Can and Cannot
Be Said and deals with her musings about the statist
imperium and ideological warfare vis-a-vis Daniel
Ellsberg’s Secrets, an exposé of the Pentagon Papers.



“We Brought You the Promise of the Future, but Our Tongue

Stammered and Barked...”
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My phone rang at three in the moming. It was John Cusack
asking me if | would go with him to Moscow to meet
Edward Snowden. I'd met John several times; I'd walked
the streets of Chicago with him, a hulking fellow hunched
into his black hoodie, trying not to be recognized. I'd seen
and loved several of the iconic films he has written and
acted in and | knew that he'd come out early on Snowden’s
side with "The Snowden Principle,” an essay he wrote only
days after the story broke and the US government was
calling for Snowden’s head. We had had conversations that
usually lasted several hours, but | embraced Cusack as a
true comrade only after | opened his freezer and found
nothing but an old brass bus horn and a pair of small
antlers.

| told him that | would love to meet Edward Snowden in
Moscow.

The other person who would be travelling with us
was Daniel Ellsberg—the Snowden of the "60s—the
whistleblower who made public the Pentagon Papers
during the war in Vietnam. | had met Dan briefly, more
than ten years ago, when he gave me his book, Secrets: A
Memoir of Vietnam and the Pentagon Papers.
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When first read Secrets, | was unsettled by my admiration
and sympathy for Dan on the one hand and my anger, not
at him of course, but at what he so candidly admitted to
having been part of on the other. Those two feelings ran
on clear, parallel tracks, refusing to converge. | knew that
when my raw nerves met his, we would be friends, which
is how it turned out.

Perhaps my initial unease, my inability to react simply
and generously to what was clearly an act of courage
and conscience on Dan’s part, had to do with my having
grown up in Kerala, where, in 1957, one of the first-ever
democratically elected Communist governments in
the world came to power. So, like Vietnam, we too had
jungles, rivers, rice fields, and Communists. | grew up
in a sea of red flags, workers” processions, and chants
of “Inquilab Zindabad!” (“*Long Live the Revolution!”)
Had a strong wind blown the Vietham War a couple of
thousand miles westward, | would have been a “gook”—a
kill-able, bomb-able, Napalm-able type—another body
to add local color in Apocalypse Now. (Hollywood won
the Vietham War, even if America didn’t. And Vietnam is
a Free Market Economy now. So who am | to be taking
things to heart all these years later?)

But back then, in Kerala, we didn't need the Pentagon
Papers to make us furious about the Vietnam War. |
remember as a very young child speaking at my first
school debate, dressed as a Viet Cong woman, in my
mother’s printed sarong.
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| spoke with tutored indignation about the "Running Dogs
of Imperialism.” | played with children called Lenin and
Stalin. (There weren’t any little Leons or baby Trotskys
around—maybe they'd have been exiled or shot.) Instead
of the Pentagon Papers, we could have done with some
whistle-blowing about the reality of Stalin’s purges or
China’s Great Leap Forward and the millions who perished
in them. But all that was dismissed by the Communist
parties as Western propaganda or explained away as a
necessary part of Revolution.

Despite my reservations and criticism of the various
Communist parties in India (my novel The God of Small
Things was denounced by the Communist Party of India
(Marxist) in Kerala as anti-Communist), | believe that
the decimation of the Left (by which | do not mean
the defeat of the Soviet Union or the fall of the Berlin
Wall) has led us to the embarrassingly foolish place we
find ourselves in right now. Even capitalists must surely
admit that, intellectually at least, socialism is a worthy
opponent. It imparts intelligence even to its adversaries.
Our tragedy today is not just that millions of people who
called themselves communist or socialist were physically
liquidated in Vietnam, Indonesia, Iran, Iraq, Afghanistan,
not just that China and Russia, after all that revolution,
have become capitalist economies, not just that the
working class has been ruined in the United States and its
unions dismantled, not just that Greece has been brought
to its knees, or that Cuba will soon be assimilated into
the free market—it is also that the language of the Left,
the discourse of the Left, has been marginalized and is
sought to be eradicated. The debate—even though the
protagonists on both sides betrayed everything they
claimed to believe in—used to be about social justice,
equality, liberty, and redistribution of wealth.
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All we seem to be left with now is paranoid gibberish
about a War on Terror whose whole purpose is to expand
the War, increase the Terror, and obfuscate the fact
that the wars of today are not aberrations but systemic,
logical exercises to preserve a way of life whose delicate
pleasures and exquisite comforts can only be delivered
to the chosen few by a continuous, protracted war for
hegemony—Lifestyle Wars.

What | wanted to ask Ellsberg and Snowden was, can
these be kind wars¢ Considerate wars? Good wars? Wars
that respect human rights?

Source

Roy, Arundhuti, and John Cusack. "We Brought You the Promise of the
Future, but Our Tongue Stammered and Barked...”, Things That Can
And Cannot Be Said: Essays and Conversations. 2016.
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My Lord! Your speech this time has taken away the thrill of
inebriation. The Shiv Shambhu Sharma who would forget
all sorrows and anxieties of the world with two mouthfuls
of ale, has lost all interest in that dear craft today. Bound
by hope, the world carries on. The sick hopes to get
respite from his sickness, the prisoner from his confines,
the debtor from his debt, the pauper from his poverty.
Like this, every man afflicted with misery hopes to be
released from his suffering one day. Whether he attains
the release in this life or not, hope enables him to endure
this cruel life till one day he is freed from it altogether.
But alas! When this hope is also shatched away, imagine
the extent of his misery!

“Weep over the fate of the traveler
Sitting wearily, deafeated at the destination”

The expectations and dreams harboured by the people
of this country at the arrival of a big shot like you have all
been shattered. The newspapers in this metropolitan of
Calcutta found it hard to believe when the gentleman in
disguise was seen talking to a poor black man at a given
corner and another day, he was spotted in some other
office examining the plight of the clerks caught in the
grindstone of work, asking them various questions. This
made the Hindus think that a Vikramaditya or Akbar had
emerged once again. The Muslims began to think that the
era of Khalifa Harunrasheed had begun. And it cannot be
said with certainty if the Parsees had the opportunity
to mistake you for the Nausheervan, because the
gentleman on account of his actions soon revealed the
reality thus relieving such impatient people from jumping
to conclusions. In no time, people had seen through the
fact that their chief governor has neither the colors of
Vikramaditya nor that of Harun or Akbar. Rather he has
the most unique disposition, with absolutely no one to
compare!

My Lord! This country has a strange effect with respect
to two things. First, its climate and secondly, the salt born

The End of Hope
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out of that climate. Even the dullest of bodies perk up
with the saltiness of its climate. Interestingly enough,
they do not even realise that the saltiness has seeped
within them. A Farsi poet says that there is not a single
bland green leaf in India, as if this country was irrigated
with salt. But Shiv Shambhu goes a step further. He
thinks that this country is a great mine of salt; those
who have found a place in it are now salt incarnate. If
the gentleman wishes to, he can stand at the shore of
the Sambhar Lake sometime and look on how anything
that falls into it transforms into salt. Located far away
from this climate, many have made tall estimations and
projections. But as soon as the climate took effect, it all
vanished into thin air.

Alas, my lord! It is the influence of this climate that has
rendered you incapable of remembering your past self.
Or else, it would have confounded you to compare your
current character with that of six years before. You would
have uttered nervously, "Ahh! What have | become? Am
| the same as | was before setting out for India from
Britain¢” No sooner that you disembarked the ship and
set a foot on the shores of Bombay, the climate of this
place had you in its grip. As an immediate consequence,
on entering Calcutta, the first thing you did was to put an
end to the independence of our municipal corporation.
Under the increasing influence of the climate while
working with the famine victims, it dawned upon you
that in this country many unfortunate souls are not really
so. Rather, they pretend to be unfortunate to trick the
benevolent government into providing them easy labour.
As a result, you made the labour more rigorous.

In the same vein, as the influence strengthened, you turned
a blind eye to the famine and took off for Dilli-darbar.

Ultimately, last year you also made it clear that by virtue
of their birth, only the British are deserving of various
offices. And what the state provides for the Indians
far exceeds their claim. That is when it became clear
to the countrymen that the climate had done you in
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completely. Around the same time, you yearned to visit
your homeland. People felt relieved at the prospect of
the climate losing its ground. Whatever had to happen
had happened. However you never understood a
thing. When in Korea, you took a leap of seven years
to turn forty, you realized that the climate had worked
its wonders. Even at the age of forty, you looked not
more than thirty two - thirty three. But you didn’t grasp
anything about the effect of this country’s climate. It
stuck with you even while in England and continued
to show its vigor. So much so that it dragged you back
to this country once again, with little regard for what
would follow.

My lord! This country’s salt works hand in hand with the
climate out of which it is born. Its effect happens along
with. It diminishes the intellect first. Then it chases away
benevolence and compassion and devours kindness
whole. Lastly, it blindfolds the man, renders him deaf,
hammers nails into the nose, drags him here and there
and makes him condemn this nation flagrantly. It instills
the negative thought deep into the mind that one
should go around vehemently criticising benevolence
and blowing one’s own trumpet loud in the air. We are
not exempt from such influence of the salt. But since
our bones have fed on it, we have enough wisdom to
know exactly what effect our country’s salt has. We knew
without a doubt that if you ever returned to India, you
might run into a salt mine to become salt yourself. We
therefore wished that you wouldnt come back. But our
request did not get through. You returned and as soon as
you did, you revealed the outcome of the salt’s influence
in your council and convocation.

Translated by
Shivangi Gupta,
B. A. (Hons.) English, Ill year
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Weaving the personal and the political in accordance
with the Ghazalesque form, the poetry of Agha Shahid
Ali (1949-2001) is both interrogative and elegiac with
regard to the political tumult in Kashmir and the cultural
devastations in the valley. Writing in America, his poetry is
permeated with a sense of exile, and the agony of
displacementis explored through memory and imagination.
The following text is an excerpt from 'The Ghat of the Only
World" penned by Amitav Ghosh, who reminisces the last
days of Agha Shahid Ali and traces his friend’s trysts with
life, loss and art.



The Ghat of the Only World

AMITAV GHOSH 90 CODE 2020

“You must write about me.”

Clear though it was that this imperative would have to be
acknowledged, | could think of nothing to say: what are
the words in which one promises a friend that one will
write about him after his death? Finally, | said: ‘Shahid, |
will: I'll do the best | can.’

By the end of the conversation | knew exactly what | had
to do. | picked up my pen, noted the date, and wrote
down everything | remembered of the conversation.
This | continued to do for the next few months: it is
this record that has made it possible for me to fulfil the
pledge | made that day.

| knew Shahid’s work long before | met him. His 1997
collection, The Country Without a Post Office, had made
a powerful impression on me. His voice was like none | had
ever heard before, at once lyrical and fiercely disciplined,
engaged and yet deeply inward. Not for him the mock-
casual almost-prose of so much contemporary poetry:
his was a voice that was not ashamed to speak in a bardic
register. | knew of no one else who would even conceive
of publishing a line like: ‘Mad heart, be brave.’

Shahid was legendary for his prowess in the kitchen,
frequently spending days over the planning and
preparation of a dinner party. It was through one such
party, given while he was in Arizona, that he met James
Merrill, the poet who was to radically alter the direction
of his poetry: it was after this encounter that he began
to experiment with strict, metrical patterns and verse
forms. No one had a great influence on Shahid’s poetry
than James Merrill: indeed, in the poem in which he most
explicitly prefigured his own death, *I Dream | Am At The
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Ghat of the Only World,” he awarded to envoy to Merrill:
‘SHAHID, HUSH. THIS IS ME, JAMES. THE LOVED ONE
ALWAYS LEAVES.

Shahid placed great store on authenticity and exactitude
in cooking and would tolerate no deviation from
traditional methods and recipes: for those who took
shortcuts, he had only pity. He had a special passion for
the food of his region, one variant in particular: *Kashmiri
food in the Pandit style.” | asked him once why this was so
important to him and he explained that it was because of
a recurrent dream, in which all the Pandits had vanished
from the valley of Kashmir and their food had become
extinct. This was a nightmare that haunted him and he
returned to it again and again in his conversation and his
poetry.

At a certain point | lost track of you.

You needed me. You need to perfect me:

In your absence you polished me into the Enemy.
Your history gets in the way of my memory.

| am everything you lost. Your perfect enemy.
Your memory gets in the way of my memory...
There is nothing to forgive. You won't forgive me
| hid my pain even from myself; | revealed my
pain only to myself.

There is nothing to forgive. You won't forgive me.
If only somehow you could have been mine,
what would not have been possible in the world

The steady deterioration of the political situation in
Kashmir- the violence and counter-violence- had a
powerful effect on him. In time it became one of the
central subjects of his work: indeed, it could be said
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that it was in writing of Kashmir that he created his
finest work. The irony of this is that Shahid was not by
inclination a political poet. | heard him say once: 'if you
are from a difficult place and that’s all you have to write
about then you should stop writing. You have to respect
your art, your form- that is just as important as what you
write about.’

Anguished as he was about Kashmir’s destiny, Shahid
resolutely refused to embrace the role of victim that
could so easily have been his. Had he done so, he could
no doubt have easily become a fixture on talk shows
and news programmes. But Shahid never had any doubt
about his calling: he was a poet, schooled in the fierce
and unforgiving art of language. Although respectful of
religion, he remained a firm believer in the separation of
politics and religious practice.

Shahid’s gaze was not political in the sense of being
frames in the terms of policy and solution. In the
broadest sense, his was vision tended always towards
the inclusive and ecumenical and outlook that he
credited to his upbringing. He spoke often of a time in
his childhood when he had been seized by the desire to
create a small Hindi temple in his room in Srinagar. He
was initially hesitant to tell his parents, but when he did,
they responded with an enthusiasm equal to his own. His
mother bought him murtis and other accoutrements and
for a while he was assiduous in conducting pujas at this
shrine. This was a favourite story. "‘Whenever people talk
to me about Muslim fanaticism,” he said to me once, I
tell them how my mother helped me make a temple in
my room.’

| once remarked to Shahid that he was the closest that
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Kashmir had to a national poet. He shot back: A national
poet, maybe. But not a nationalist poet; pls not that.” In
the tile poem of The Country Without a Post Office, a poet
returns to Kashmir top find the keeper of a fallen minaret:

‘Nothing will remain, everything’s finished,”

| see his voice again: ‘This is a shrine of words.
You'll find your letters to me. And mine to you.
Come son and tear open the vanished
envelopes’...

This is an archive. I've found the remains

of his voice, that map of longings with no limit.

In this figuring of his homeland, he himself became one
of the images that was spinning around the dark point of
stillness- both Shéahid and Shahid, withess and martyr-
his destiny in extricably linked with Kashmir’s, each
prefigured by the other.

| will die, in autumn, in Kashmir,

and the shadowed routine of each vein
will always be news, the blood censored,
for the Saffron Sun and the Times of Rain...

Already, in his poetic imagery, death, Kashmir, and
Shéhid/Shahid had become so closely overlaid as to
be inseparable, like old photographs that have melted
together in the rain.

Yes, | remember it,

the day I'll die, | broadcast the crimson,

so long ago of that sky, its spread air,

its rushing dyes, and a piece of earth
bleeding, apart from the shore, as we went
on the day I'll die, post the guards, and he,
keeper of the world’s last saffron, rowed me
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on an island the size of a grave. On

two yards he rowed me into the sunset,
past all pain. On everyone’s lips was news
of my death but only that beloved couplet,
broken, on his:

‘If there is a paradise on earth

It is this, it is this, it is this.”

Now, in his absence, | am amazed that so brief a friendship
has resulted in so vast a void. Often, when | walk into my
living room, | remember his presence there, particularly
on the night when he read us his farewell to the world: ‘|
Dream | Am At the Ghat of the Only World...”

Source
Ghosh, Amitav. “The Ghat of the Only World”, Snapshots. 2014.
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Dialogue is a compusion for the soul. | think of it as a
kind of hunger that man and woman would have first
experienced during Creation; when they would have
realised that they are human - alone in the world, but
in the company of others. Everyone is alone, but with
each other. We can’t see ourselves through our eyes,
but we can see others and are bound in the hope that
we are like them. Everyone else becomes a mirror to our
own body and mind. In this process of looking at each
other, perhaps the ‘word” was born. It encompasses
both the self and the other. Words are not only a means
of conversation, but a testament to our existence. The
secrets of our being are buried within it. Thus, in the
beginning was the word and we began in it.

The quest to understand each other continues till date.
The soul has borne all attacks directed towards the word,
but there comes a time - perhaps in the most torturous
hours of darkness - when words lose their power and
the soul enters a death-like stupor. Post independence,
there have been many years of progress, science, and a
blind quest for modernity during which we have forgotten
to ask- why the race? Where are we running to¢ Where do
we want to go? These questions are not the responsibility
of any one academic discipline; their answers cannot be
found in a specific political authority or culture. This is
a human question, which can only be answered by an
ideal being. But, today, this concept of the ideal stands
fragmented. These questions are both raised and buried
in academic discussions, seminars, and intellectual
gatherings. For meaningful conversation, it's important
that these doubts and curiosities are uprooted from the
confines of the closed walls of intellectual discourse and
put to test in the battlefield of daily life. This battlefield
is not only the arena of politics but the site for individual
ethics as well. It is ironical that on the subject of one’s
existence, the forces that define meaning have a tenuous
hold on moral credibility. That word, which has come
to govern our identity - its conductors are half-truths
and lies that populate newspapers, sellout publications,

ts of Dialogue
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The L
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selfish political speeches - all of these which are in no
way connected to human truth and experience. Since
each one is so self-absorbed in their limited spaces, it
is not the spirit’s hunger that motivates us to know the
other, instead it is a ready-made image dictated by
various opportunistic forces. In this ‘world of shadows"
we converse with mere images using words that are only
extensions of the original.

It is only man’s doing which breathes life into this hollow
‘world of shadows’, provides it with flesh and blood,
and lends it meaning and purpose. What is this secret of
existence, in which resides the word, that has till date not
been destroyed either by absolute power, dictatorship,
or the barbarism of history¢ This secret is nothing but a
kernel of truth - the presence of humankind on this earth
is a testament to its infallibility and existence. When the
potentiality of dialogue between humans is endangered
by lies, violence, and terror, then man’s being appears like
a lone, twinkling lamp. This lamp is nothing but human
action, which manifests itself in various forms to stay
alive. The hammer and sickle, at one level, instates this
while poetry, song, art illuminate its other facets. Both
action and art have their source in this: | am. | am on this
earth. | am alive.

| often ask myself this - is it enough that | exist on this
earth?¢ If Gautam Buddha, having spent twelve years in
meditation could have attained enlightenment, then that
truth would have been enough initself. If that were indeed
the case, why did he feel the need to spread his message
in Sarnath? Is it possible that even after having reached
self-realisation, he was hesitant? Couldn’t his message

1 This might be a reference to Plato’s famous ‘Allegory
of the cave’, in which the shadows represent a mere
reflection of reality and not reality in its absolute sense.
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have been enough for him to attain enlightenmente Till
the time the splendour achieved through meditation
does not touch another’s darkness, it not able to achieve
enlightenment. It is the other’s darkness that becomes
the true test of enlightenment. We converse with others,
not for others, but to know our own selves. This is why
dialogue is a need for the soul. In that, it becomes the
necessary clause and responsibility to overcome the
selfish and the egotistical.

Translated by
Kovida Mehra
BMMMC, Il year
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The revered painter, and accidental writer of letters
to his brother, Theo, Vincent Van Gogh shines in his
sunflowers. His shifting stroke, which contributed heavily
to the art movement Impressionism, is unmistakable. The
oft suffering artist saw sensitivity in everything, and his
art continues to inspire and move all who seek it.

A descendent of the Elizabethan essayist with whom he
shares his name, Francis Bacon was an immeasurably
interesting figure in art. What he lacked materially in
his near destitute life, he made up for in petty thievery,
and friendships with other great artists of his time. An
existentialist epicurean, he was famously influenced by
artists like Pablo Picasso, which is evident in his expository
and abstract art style.

This article is an imagined meeting between the two
strapped artists - Vincent Van Gogh and Francis Bacon.



On the Road to Tarascon

Francis Bacon Meets Van Gogh
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What if Francis Bacon (1909-1992), whom art critic David
Sylvester called the "monster of depravity,” ran into Vincent
Van Gogh (1850-1890), the mentally unstable Dutch painter,
on the road to Tarascon in the south of France?

Set aside the fact that Van Gogh died before Bacon was
even born. They were simpatico in some important ways.
Bacon created several paintings in response to Van Gogh'’s
Painter on the Road to Tarascon (1888), destroyed in World
War Il, in which Van Gogh portrayed himself as a traveling
painter - complete with straw hat, painting equipment and
walking stick - accompanied by his prominent shadow.

Why did his painting strike Bacon so¢ The idea of the
painter on his way back to work appealed to Bacon. Van
Gogh endured much suffering for the cause of his art, and
Bacon clearly identified with his plight. Each painter was
to a large extent self-taught in that they did not attend
formal training. Van Gogh writes extensively in his letters
to his brother Theo about his learning how to draw and
paint through trial and error and other artists ‘critiques.
Bacon destroyed most of his early work and protected
his biographical details to be assured that he would be
perceived as a kind of naive genius. Yet, he was aware of
artistic movements and was influenced by artists in his
immediate circle of British painters.

Bacon also noted in Van Gogh’s painting that the shadow
created a second figure distinct from the portrait adding
an important layer of meaning. This second figure has no
recognisable shape as it does in some of Bacon’s shadows,
but it gives the painting a stylistic edge and has the effect
of a doppelganger, a double figure that portends doom
for the mentally unstable Van Gogh mired in poverty. The
shadow that attaches itself to Van Gogh can be construed
as illustrating how Van Gogh was unable to escape his
emotional state — which is what Bacon capitalises on.
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Bacon recreated Van Gogh’s shadow in his own work,
focusing on its emotionally charged character. Doom
was Bacon'’s raison d'étre as an artist. He painted many
portraits of his kindred spirit - the first, Head, in 1951 and
the last, with the same title, in 1962. In 1959 he produced
Head of a Man - Study of a drawing by Van Gogh; and in
1960 Homage to Van Gogh, a paraphrase of Van Gogh’s
Self-Portrait with a pipe of 1889. Bacon’s Study for a
Portrait of Van Gogh V. (1957) is a simplified version, with
electrically charged colours threatening to close in on the
innocent painter with oversized shoes, and the shadow
appears even more threatening. It almost looks like a wild
animal attaches to a leash.

As Bacon has said, "Van Gogh is one of my great heroes
because | think that by the way he put on the pain he
gives you a marvellous vision of the reality of things, | saw
it very clearly when | was once in Provence and in going
through that part of the Crau where he did some of his
landscapes, and one just saw in this absolutely barren
country by the way he put on paint he was able to give it
such an amazing living quality.”

Michael Peppiatt, art critic, friend of Bacon, and Bacon
biographer, said that Bacon claimed, "to me Van Gogh
got very close to the real thing about art when he said,
| cant remember the exact words, it's one of those
extraordinary letters to his brother, which | read over
and over again. "What | do may be a lie,” he said, 'but it
conveys reality more accurately.””

This “lie” is important to Bacon because he saw the need
to distort the figure as a way of taking representation
in a new direction, extending in his mind what Picasso
had done with his biomorphic figures back in the 1930s.
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He approaches the figure knowing that the theme has
been exhausted. He needed to give it fresh blood, so to
speak. Only new techniques and emotional content could
still move a viewer accustomed to Picasso’s enormous
repertoire.

Bacon borrowed perhaps his most shocking theme -
open-mouthed horror and/or ecstasy - from a scene
in Eisenstein’s film Battleship Potemkin and also from
Nicolas Poussin’s alarming painting of a mother’s terror
at her child being threatened by the thrust of a man’s
sword (The Massacre of the Innocents, 1629). Bacon’s
depictions, however, are more universal in scope and
originated more from existential dread than specific
incidences. As a result, they pack an emotional punch
that is like witnessing a bullfight, a gathering of Hitler’s
henchmen, and a bacchanal all at once.

Van Gogh's work touched a nerve in Bacon. The painting
were not mere depictions of people or places but
response to the question of whether he painted from
his head or his heart, Renoir is reputed to have said,
“my balls.” One can only imagine what Francis Bacon or
Vincent Van Gogh would have said if asked that question,
since Renoir’s work is tepid in comparison.

A Van Gogh landscape vibrates with tension, while a
Bacon portrait is an affront to the senses. Van Gogh's
“nature” was a plastic device that could be manipulated
using form and colour, but his own nature was acted
upon by factors out of his control: the wind scattered his
thoughts; rain washed his clothes; sun scorched senses;
dirt grounded him to the earth.
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Bacon, at the opposite end, took matters into his own
hands. His penchant for unconditional nihilism and
experiential openness fed his art: gambling extended
his risk-taking; drinking washed away his inhibitions;
promiscuous sex feed his obsession with the body; and
excess in every form kept his nervous system piqued.
Chance and instinct, his “two great shaping forces,”
as Bacon’s biographer Michael Peppiatt has said, slid
seamlessly from lived life to canvas. A single stroke could
change a painting, just as a chance encounter in a bar
could change a life.

While Van Gogh practices and almost religious devotion
to the land in order to capture its essence, Bacon entered
into the inner sanctum of human excess in order to reveal
its truths. It was no great sacrifice for either party. They
were able to express their findings through paint. Bacon
though, enjoyed himself to a much greater degree than
Van Gogh, who toiled through a life of general obscurity
as an artist.

Van Gogh never ealised the success that sprouted soon
after he dies. His letters to his brother (and dealer) Theo
reveal the desperate material and emotional sufferings
of an artist who isn't yet understood by the public. He
politely requests paint, brushes, and other supplies,
along with money so that he can eat, while intermittently
exclaiming the beauty of a specific site, or striving to
explain his work and exploring ways of improving it.

Bacon, on the other hand, never studied art formally but
had an eagle eye and ear that scooped up and filtered
everything around him. His blatant homosexuality put
him at odds with his military father and he was pushed
out of the house while still a teenager in Ireland (od
English parentage). Bacon never believed that his family
was related to his apparent namesake, the philosopher-
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statesman Francis Bacon, but he was thrilled that the man
was a renowned homosexual and that others suspected
that he was the real Shakespeare. As a young man in
the 1920s he absorbed interior design and produced
furniture and design motifs that later found their wat into
his paintings. He devoured the urban milieus of Berlin,
Paris, and London through thieving, whoring, and drinking
- all the while absorbing art and culture.

Bacon was after an immediate sensation in his life and his
work. He lived to excess. The drinking, socialising, sexual
promiscuity, lack of sleep, life of the party lifestyle fed
his work. He once said that, “It's [my painting] a visual
shock, not what you get when you tell a story. I'm not
telling a story or expressing anything. Life is more violent
than anything | can do” (film bio). He took the sensation
that he felt was contained in Van Gogh'’s radical colours
and directional marks and doused his paintings with
disturbing content. Never before had Nazi swastikas,
human/animal carcasses, depictions of crucifixions, and
sadomasochistic sexual rituals been used as universal
truth symbols of human life. He used framing devices to
contain figures, as if it would be dangerous for them to
escape into the real world.

In my own work as a photographer, drawing out primal
human traits is critical. A bullfight, for example, would
lead to some spectacular imagery, as would an animal
slaughter in an abattoir. Each is an artefact of human
history that should be documented. But unless one
can maintain a distance from the subject - be a neutral
observer, an uninterested party, an amoral witness, as
Bacon was - the resulting image cannot succeed as a
work of art. A certain feeling for a creature abused for
my benefit clouds the picture. Bacon visited abattoirs to
study the beauty of severed animals. He witnessed ad
took part in extremes of human sexuality. And his work
reflects that.
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Rather than adopt Bacon's extremes of human nature,
one can instead borrow another of his prominent
concepts, which is to distort the figure. A distorted
photograph takes the image away from the “real world”
and places it in a more imaginative space. The resulting
image does convey a certain emotional appeal, and has
been created using two important Baconian: distortion
and chance. However, it lacks the nerve-racking punch
of a Bacon portrait. To apply paint in way that gives the
viewer only minute clues as to the person depicted is
an act of undeniable skill. Nonetheless, one cannot but
wonder what Bacon would have thought of this devilish
head with the prominent nose.

Bacon follows Van Gogh's road in many ways. Like Van
Gogh, he strove to represent the feeling of something
rather than mere depiction. He used technical devices
such as framing, distortion, and alarming colour to
capture attention, just as Van Gogh combined distinctive
marks adapted from the Impressionists and Pointillists,
and glaring colour.

Bacon thought about the body as Van Gogh though about
nature. The subjects are different but the emotional
impact and, perhaps, the result is the same - sensation
that hits the solar plexus hard.

The body, and, more particularly, the inside of the mouth
- from its aesthetic form, variety, and colour to its use as
nourishment vessel and tool for communication - is what
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drove Bacon. Nature is the catalyst that Van Gogh used
to lose himself in the act of creation. It was not trees,
stars, and landscapes that interested him, but their effect
on his nervous system. Painting was an almost religious
devotion. "l have a terrible lucidity at moments, these
days when nature is so beautiful,” he wrote to his brother
Theo. "l am not conscious of myself any more, and the
picture comes to me as in a dream.” But there were just
as many times when that “dream” failed to materialise.
“well, well, there are moments when | am twisted by
enthusiasm or madness or prophecy, like a Greek oracle
on the tripod” [letter to Theo: Feb 3, 1889]. But if Van
Gogh immortalised nature and human poverty in his
spiritually laden depictions, the Abstract Expressionists
became one with nature themselves.

When asked how his paintings related to nature, Jackson
Pollack said, *I am nature.” As a tree grew from its roots,
the painter’s inspiration originated inside and then
proceeded to take shape on the canvas.

Asthe act of painting and the painters themselves reached
a certain summit, along came Francis Bacon to destroy
the illusion. He may be last of the great painters, meaning
the last in a line of artists whose work centred on painting
when the medium was recognised as the premier form
of representation. Abstract Expressionism dominated
the art market during some of his most fruitful years
in the 1940s and 1950s. then Duchamp, Rauschenberg,
Warhol, and conceptual artists watered down the role of
a painter as authoritative, autonomous hero.

Gone are the days when critics, dealers, and a
knowledgeable public anxiously await an artist’s next
canvas. While painting continues to play a significant role
in artistic production, it is only one of many possible
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mediums. Ironically, as Bacon enlarged the scope of his
figure painting, he also managed to be its last mega-star
practitioner. Perhaps through his painful expressions of
human nature, he took painting to an extreme that could
not be repeated.

So, when Bacon met up with Van Gogh on the road to
Tarascon, he stuck to the one commonality between
them - how to create paintings that reverberated with
life. Bacon couldn't tolerate the country and would
have invited Van Gogh to accompany him to the nearest
tavern. Van Gogh sheepishly ate bread and soup,
energizing himself for applying the finishing touches on a
fresh canvas, while Bacon gorged on food and drink and
surveyed the grounds for able-bodied men. Nature was
no longer divided between what was outside and what
was inside. There was only human nature, and Bacon's
depiction contained within it a bleakness that perhaps
only Van Gogh'’s last painting could have foretold.

Source
Cotton, Dale. "On the Road to Tarascon: Francis Bacon Meets Van
Gogh", Wild River Review.
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Looking back, | can see the streams, rivulets and mountains
that | have crossed. | am looking across Kinnaur.

| can see how limited my exploration has been . It is only
from the banks of the Sutlej that | am trying to explore
Kinnaur. | haven't been anywhere else. | couldn’t travel
anywhere in Sangla, have merely passed through Nichar.
| have seen nothing of the Ropa Valley and have only
passed through Kalpa, Murang and Puh. It is not easy
to explore Kinnaur Valley in its entirity. There are layers
within layers. It does not reveal itself at one go. And what
is visible is seamless. It is at once veiled and visible. It may
take a lifetime to familiarise oneself with Kinnaur.

| have been wandering for the past week, alone, on foot,
and without a sense of purpose of where | am going. How
much can one accomplish thus? Nevertheless, | have
scaled up from the lower regions of Kinnaur to the upper
section. This in itself has been a Herculean task.

There has been a tradition to divide Kinnaur in two
altitudinal variants. But where is the lower end? Where do
you place the upper end? Beyond the ‘Inner Line’, there is
Vaangtu on the upper side. Further upwards from Vaangtu
lies Taapri. From Taapri, Kalpaa is a higher point beyond
which lies Raarang. Puh lies above Raarang. Samdu is
above Puh. And what lies beyond Samdu?

This division is subjective, even more so in Kinnaur.
For me, Pade is the point of dissection for Kinnaur.
Conventionally, the Kinnaur Valley expands from Chaura
to Samdu. And therefore where | stand right now is the
upper end. From the vantage point of Samdu, my eyes
wander as far as possible to capture the expansive sight
that lies before me.

Our vision, to a large extent, is coloured by caste,
nationality, age, time, etc. Itis only afteracertain point that
these considerations can be transcended. The identity
is Kinnaur, no doubt and whether or not it is significant

The Ideal World of Kinnaur- An Excerpt
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in the classical sense, it holds ground otherwise. Name,
appearance, behaviour and action determine ones’s
identity. Kinnaur is distinct in these aspects in a unique
way and what makes it so cannot be articulated, it can
only be felt. Mankind is but a species and that too not
a divine one. In a similar vein, Kinnaur is both different
and alike, and after a point neither distinct nor the same.
There do exist both Kinnaur men and Kinnaur women.

Their land was once vast and expansive. The Kinnaur
country of the ancient times perhaps encompassed the
entire expanse of the Himalayas or maybe this ethereal
world had remained unmapped in people’s minds.
Present day Kinnaur, however, is limited. It can be said to
extend from Chaura to Samdu. The Mahasu lived below
Chaura and the region above Chaura was inhabited by
the Kinnaurs. Kinnaur sprawls below Samdu, rather below
Puh. The populace of Hangrang are of a different kind.
They are the ones who occupy the borders. The existence
of the Kinnaurs predates recorded history. They have
forever occupied the inner sanctum of the Himalayan
ranges. They have remained distant from the world; often
as a self-sufficient unit. In terms of trade and culture,
they have shared a link with Tibet. They have remained
ensconced within the inaccessible mountainous regions.
This cover was destroyed after the Chinese attack. While
they have lost the old world, a new one never has not
come their way. Thus, there exists a void and a parallel
search. They ardently desire that the country should
recognize them as its own; that they are reunited and
assimilated with its way of life. To them, we have been
residents of a different land; the visitors from ‘India’.
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Tibet has been a part and parcel of their lives. They have
lived in harmony, following the same beat of life. Trade,
religion and culture are governed by the same principles
in tangible and intangible ways. Tibet holds a special
significance having stood at the Himalayan borders.

The road that connects India to Tibet has been the
communication link, the life line of that old world. Men,
women, animals, goods, all of life passed through it. This road
has now become nonfunctional. The old road between India
and Tibet is now broken. The old ways of life are also lost.

The new India-Tibet road serves as a new communication
link. What passes between the two are mostly military
cantonments and bus terminals that create a map
defining a new world order. On this path, the wealth,
vigour, lifestyle and culture of Kinnaur are facing an
erosion. The vitality of Kinnaur is dissipating.

Afterall, itisacountry. And people keep crossing the borders
between countries. There are mediums of communication.
Communication networks have sped up and so has the
pace of life. It is rapidly changing this isolated space.

Time takes stock of everyone and Kinnaur is no exception.
From the ancient times to the period of the Mahabharat,
the Bhot , the rule of the Indian Dynasties, Colonial rule
and Independence, each has had its due course here.
It seems as if nothing has faced any degradation. This
place is frozen in time. Everything from the primitive God
to the taste of red wine, all are available here and are in
perfect alignment. The sequence of time is messed up and
everything is topsy turvy.
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Time is cast variously. There are gods and Gonpa';
Brahminism and the cult of Draupadi. There is a king, a
Lama, a foreigner, an official and a devotee. Tibet itself
is time and so are Bushahr and the Congress. All periods
of time can be seen to come together distinctly and
simultaneously in Kinnaur.

Kinnaur is primitive, almost Neanderthal and at the same
time modern. It partakes of the dialectics of materialism and
equally believes in the supernatural powers of the divine.

The men and women in Kinnaur worship the Gods, Gonpa
and also Ma Kali. At times, veering towards one more than
the other. A deity is worshipped for a particular task and
another one is prayed to for something else. But the
bottom line is that they venerate them all. There is no
clash but tolerance. What is it that | see?

The answer cannot be found in primitivism, Buddhism,
Hinduism or even in the modern outlook towards life for
these standpoints limit our perceptions. This is Kinnaur.
This is a question of Kinnaur’s very existence. The men
and women here have scraped every ounce of strength
from the very core for the sake of their subsistence
in this great land. They take recourse to any and every
source of motivation available to them- Gods, Gonpa,
temples, offices, etc. The question isn't about how they
navigate between these opposing strands, but that they
have learnt how to survive. Is that not enough?

| have come here during summertime and have been in
Kinnaur for only a week. The commute alone has made
me tired to the bones. | am wondering how generations
of men and women have lived in this snow clad region
for centuries. And that too without any complaint. On the
contrary with utmost jubilation. Probably only they have

1A Gonpa or a Gompa is a Buddhist monastery often
found in regions of Tibet, Nepal and Bhutan.
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understood the essence of such life or perhaps not.

What do | know? | am only looking at one side of the
picture of a place unscathed by the notions of caste,
nation and time. What are the other facets at play here?
What lies beyond it¢ What is it that is pristine?¢ Only a
Patanjali? can comprehend it, certainly not me.

There is a knot, a knot in the sky and only the sky can
untangle it, certainly not me.

Translated by
Muniba Sikandar
B. A (Hons.) English, Ill year

2 Patanjali is often considered to be the Father of
modern Yoga. Here it refers to a sagacious individual who
has a deep knowledge of the world and its mysteries.
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Hailed as a ‘firebrand” by Adil Jussawala, Arvind
Krishna Mehrotra (b. 1947) is a post Independence poet
who reconfigured the colonial tongue with the local
patois to become a pioneering Indian poet writing in
English. Inspired by the American Beat Culture, Mehrotra
was one of the major contributors of the small press
movement and edited magazines like Damn You and Ezra.
In the 1970s, he founded the Clearing House publishing
collective along with other Bombay poets which was
a platform to publish countercultural works of Indian
poets. He has also contributed to the Indian literary
establishment in the capacity of a translator.

The following text is an excerpt from an interview
conducted Laetitia Zecchini where Mehrotra talks about
the socio-cultural milieu that fostered his writings and
the literary kinship he shared with other poets.
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“We were like cartographers, mapping the city

th Arvind Krishna Mehrotra
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Laetitia Zecchini (LZ): You have described your boyhood
as uneventful, in a family that wasn’t particularly literary.
But you were “saved” after high school by the book-lined
study of your uncle in Allahabad, by your friendship with
Amit and Alok Rai, and by their uncle, Vijay Chauhan, who
lived in New York and sent them copies of Village Voice. |
wonder if you could tell us about the person you were at
16 or 17, and what it was like to discover these American
magazines with poems like Ferlinghetti’s "Underwear” or
Ginsberg’s "America”.

Arvind Krishna Mehrotra (AKM): When | began writing at
17 there was no literature | knew that | could relate to,
but then again | had not read very much poetry, except
what was to be found in school and intermediate college
textbooks. So the early poems were written in a vacuum,
from a non-literary space. | was writing because words
came to me and | liked the linear patterns the Royal
typewriter made on the page. | was then living with my
uncle in Allahabad and spent a lot of time looking at the
bookshelves in his library, desiring to be a book myself
or at least to write one. | was 18 when in August 1965 |
bought Penguin Modern Poets 5 (Ferlinghetti, Ginsberg,
and Corso 1963), which had the Ferlinghetti and Ginsberg
poems you mention. Gregory Corso was the third poet in
it. Reading them after, say, "The Solitary Reaper”, was a
new experience. So the new experience was of writing that
was not of India. It was the American Beats. Poets usually
grow up reading their own literatures and the writing
done in their own languages. But | began writing in English
in Allahabad in 1964-65. | suppose it would have been
different had | been writing in Hindi. "Go fuck yourself
with your atom bomb”, Ginsberg says in "America”. Now
if an American poet could say this of America and its
bomb, | could certainly say it of India, though at that time
India was far from having a bomb. Out of some such mix
of youth, rebellion and Beat poetry came "Bharatmata”
(Mehrotra 1966), which | meant entirely ironically,
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&1 H foiw 37 o7 =iifs W U 2l 311d J 3R g8t o1 W)
A A TTEIRTEH b &P T4 U< | o H 39 A=
JET SRS N g 7T ST&T WR H 37T BTl TH GEAbIerd
g [ BT STHRT & | fedTaT 2T, $H $<81 & 1 &Y AT
a1 H e U YA 99 5113 AT Y A F B U JEidh feid|
H 18 aY T AT g HY 37 1965 # “UTgT Hig+ IveH 5’
(RfeTeet ,fi~gat ud BIdT 1963) TR, fSEH tRfdmeet a
fi~ge T a1 sfaard 8 fSgeT 3 Sk fadsam) 388 IRy
DI JRRT Bfd &T1°% Aifeiedt Jw & 1, 37 Bidarsi @1
TgT Ueb AT 313Hd Tl dl I8 FdT I T 39 W& BT S
YRA BT T&! 271 a8 & 3MRPT died | Hfd 3HAR W Ga Pl
HTST3YT H bt 7€ ATfecd T3 3R o1& Pl Ugd I3 8ld & W
HY gelTeTeTe H 1964-65 H 31t § foeiwT ¢35 fdam| get ol
2 ffd 3 3R At 3R # B # fawan i b aRAew
fder IR ved 97, figatt 3MRer # Ped 81 316 3R Th
3TAREBT Bfd ARG 3HX 39 7 & IR H VAT g HbT 8, dl
H MY 921 HRA P eI 1t HepdT g, BleTifch 39 FHI HRA IH
TS Y & g g Tl O & g, fagiererss faant ud e
HIIAT3l & TAYOT F & Bl AT AT YRAATAT (HET
1966), St fds eiraTees &ff, fS e HA g & Hefl-geei! ol

gqrrnﬁwﬁa?ﬁ'@re)"

"gH QST BT TRIT FAT
3RfdE FOT AGAAT & 1 Teb TATHR
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comparing India to a lavatory in the world’s slum. It drew
on the spirit of the anti-nationalist poem. Although there
is in "Bharatmata” a sense of belonging, the belonging
is to the two cities in the poem (Bombay, Bhilai), not
country (India). Bhilai is where my father worked and
where | did some of my schooling. Ginsberg purged me
of all nationalist feelings. It's good to rail against your
country, he seemed to be telling me. In any case, when
you are 18 and full of sexual yearning, patriotism is the
last thing on your mind. | disliked marching in school and
later at university, where the National Cadet Corps was
compulsory. | was frequently out of step and shunted of
to rear of the unit.

LZ: And yet | imagine that post-Independence India was
all about cultural nationalism, about fashioning a national
language, a national culture...

AKM: | was born in the year of Independence, so the
nation-building project, for me, was a very tangible thing.
In Bhilai there was a steel plant being built with Russian
aid. It was one of Nehru's temples of modern India, a
part of the five-year Plans, which were modelled on the
Soviet system. You went to a non-private school where
the children of the workers also went. Education was free
and you got a banana and two slices of buttered bread
for your midday meal. So you grew up in an egalitarian
community which | suppose believed in Nehru's vision, or
was a product of it. | did not of course comprehend much
of what was going on. All | knew was that the president
of India at the time, Rajendra Prasad, had visited Bhilai
to inaugurate the first blast furnace. This was in 1959,
and there was a big fuss about it. But the idea that here,
before my eyes, was a nation being built brick by brick and
blast furnace by blast furnace, had not sunk in. Cultural
nationalism was short-circuited by the discovery of the
Beats and my own disinterest in political ideologies. The
Beats introduced me to the idea that the language of
poetry is not very different from the language of everyday
speech, by which | mean our everyday English speech in
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H YRA PI o1 NI J hY &t | g8 Ueh Agale! Bbiddl b
HTT @B 3T 31| BToAifp , MRAHTAT H Tep 379-TI T WY ¥Ta
%, T8 37UATIH BiddT & al AR I 2 (98, HaTs), 2o F 781
(Rd) THeTTS a8 ST @ STel AR fOdToil rH oed & AR STei
HY 370} fler &1 $® 3ier yred fobaT | fi=get 3 A WieR & It
RTSCATET T3 ¥ X &1 3T U Telid §31T oI a1 BE e &l
fdp 3709 er & R/ TATYUT fRIBrad &t 3resT 71 fobait Y
BToTd H, STd 3119 18 g9 & 81 ST1d 81 31N Il sRevdl § aRyuf
B 8, a9 SMfaRT AT o 31 arelt Jed 3ifam it et 2
gzwaﬁeaﬁmmﬁm%nmmq@zmwm

PR AT ATl # IR IR Teld BeH Iaar o7 3R qe
Tpel & UTe WeT faar Srar &

LZ: 3R fo3 Wt H g PBoudT BT g fob Fadadr & a1g HRd H
9 P (0% Hikepldes Igdre &b IR | T, Teb A HINT, Teb
AT TP a7 B IR H ofl...

AKM: TRT ST7 TdadT & a9 § g g31T o, g9ifeiy Irsg fAgfor
&1 B, R AT, vh 2 W 3R IRdfde I ot Hiers
o U S3Td T B3 DI Tgrrar § fAfid &) 8T o7l 98 786 &
3T YR &b HIR H J U T, Faaia 1T BT Yeb g,
ST QI Tgfd o’ TeT g31T AT| 3119 b 1R - fASi) Tl H ST
3 S8l HeTgdl & o= HY STTd &1 feigm qurt &ft 37 31uepl Teb
el 3R HRET ol U 818 b &l Tobs alued &b @M H fHeld 2|
I 31T Ueh FHATHD FHTST | &g g7 11 H HIdT § 8% Pl Jid
T goft off, a1 o 3gasr aRom off| d2rk 39 IHT ST ol I&T
o HY 39 SuTer 99 el | ¥ 99 saq1 STHarT o7 fdb 39 993
S8l & ITsgUfd, Ioig YIS, Ygalt 31T Pl Yel Bl 3gIeT B
elTg 31T &1 I 1959 b1 a1 &ff, 3R SHP IR H ggd Bletlgel
AT o7 R g foar f agi, 73 371} & 91, $¢ 9 $¢ 3R
37T T St 3 31T Bl MET SIS Qs & §TAT ST 3T o, &t
3R AT ¥ T8 gaT o711 ARG (A A, ed bl @IS gRT
3R IoHIfde faaRuRT3N & W 36 & BRT 207 Afhe o
G e ot diey 7 € g 39 fouR ¥ uRfed e fas wfaar
Y YT AR ASTRE &I 9797, {59 317 Addd & SARES
o gART A 3T vTST, I 316 81 21 31K I8 fd 31U,
ufafeT o1 fSies 3R 319w 39T fEar €1 2 r & wfd 3rqq=
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Allahabad. And that words of abuse, references to the
quotidian, and irreverence were part of it. Along with
irreverence towards country came irreverence towards
bourgeois society (Corso’s “Marriage”) and towards religion
(Ferlinghetti’s “Underwear”: “The Pope wears underwear
| hope”). When Amit Rai and | first read these poems as
teenagers we couldn’t stop laughing. "Women's underwear
holds things up / Men’s underwear holds things down”.
Poetry was fun, as Wordsworth and Tennyson could never
be. In poetry you could think the unthinkable and say it. |
began to associate it with transgression.

Unknown to me, in Bombay in 1965, Arun Kolatkar, whom
| had then not heard of, had already put out his poetic
manifesto, without of course calling it that. These were
the found poems in Bombay-Hindi, whose English title is
“Tree Cups of Tea”. Here was the poetry of the street in
the language of the street, which could only be translated
not in Bombay English but in the American idiom. Tough
it did not come about by design, in the 1960s a new
generation of Indian poets in English had arrived, the
first after Independence, and they were constellated in
Bombay. What marked them out as a generation was,
broadly speaking, a common aesthetic.

To come back, the issues of the Village Voice and the
discovery of the Beats led the three of us, Amit Rai, Alok
Rai and myself, to start damn you in Allahabad. As you
can see from its six issues, and also from ezra, the idea
was not only to publish poets from within the country - in
the beginning we didn't know who the Indian poets were
anyway - but also from abroad (see Figures 1and 2). Word
of us spread on the little magazine grapevine and soon
we had people from England and the US sending us their
poems. One of them was Douglas Blazek.
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& HIY 31T Ysitafd aif (BT gy ferat A% 3R ud & ufa
YA (PRfeTee! gRT fadl 3fexfaar < Ui Aot siesfaer
TS BT | ST 1A 7 3R A 379 feiRraser ¥ ugell aR
S HIAd13N Bl UeT dT §H 3791 &1 78! b T T8 | Afgarsit
& 37ERfIIR ST BT FHUR ST I 8/ THUI b 3SR =il
BT A1 UPhg B IWd &l BIA AoleR off, ST fs agqaef 3iR
A Tt 78T ol gabd &1 B1g B 319 3Tbed-1d B! i I
B Pg Hebd ol A 3 37dhHOT F SSAT Y B |

Tl 9 91d B STHGR Ta o 6 awg # 1965 #, 31607
Bleicey, o Th R § HY A1 781 o1, 32 usel J & 370
Hfdaquf BToT u= SR 3 & e, feqr 33 g 9 i) a8
TS - 28 vror A wi3g wfdare 1 off fSgeer 37t o ofvfe
2 ‘ot Beg 3176 | gl &t s P HBfdar s bl Yo H,
S eT 31gaTe TS T 31T W 781 [t 3R] GeTar! # &1
AT 2T| BT Tg ST - TP B Tal g1 T, W 1960 &
G2 W, AT 30Tl Bl bl 7€ ISt 31 et 2ff, Tac=rar &
g1E Ugei! R, 3R g8 gRI$ § Uhfad | HIC IR W bg dl 39
WSt Y 371 fefd Bt & 37T THH Aledand|

aI9Y 1A gY, faeist 9ok & 37l 7 39K iy &l @iel &
PROT EH 1, 1A I, 37T 39 3R H4, SaRER 7 81
3 BT BT BT | ST fdb 3119 395 B Ulddl I <& Hepd @,
3R GoRT A, faR Pbaet 377 <21 & Bladl Pl YebTierd AT
TEY 2T - BT H A &H g WY A oTd b WRef g far 39
Wt BT & - TR {4l Y| BIE It ufAdT YuaregT H gakl a1d
et 37 STeg; € STt 3R 3BT P Ht AT 88 37hT BfadTg
WS o1 | 379 F U & SIeld sclolep |

1 B138 BfAATT - Teh YR bl BfddT fSaw 2rea) 31 areraion
I 3 FNdl A AT SI1aT 8 3R 3711 3R uferyan ® uRada
PIh IT UTS SIS AT 82T Uep a7 37ef Jar fasar STrar 21
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| did not then know that Ginsberg had come to India and
gone. | was too young, maybe 14 or 15 at the time. Arun
Kolatkar, who was much older, got to know Ginsberg quite
well and they remained friends. | may not have registered
Ginsberg’s India visit, yet the imagination sloped towards
some kind of internationalism. It took me a while to see
myself as an Indian poet. One was living in India, but in
one’s head one was living somewhere else.

LZ: If | remember right, he is talking about the twin
movement of disownment and recovery, exile and
“homecoming” which are characteristic of Indian
modernity, and of course you and others were also
starting to work on your translations and “recastings” of
bhakti poetry in the 1950s and 1960s.

AKM: There was only one issue of fakir but Vrishchik
brought out a medieval number devoted to translations
of bhakti poems. | think what might have attracted to
the Beats: the outspokenness, the transgression, the
free thinking, the upturning of social norms, the use of
everyday speech. But to come back to our discussion
yesterday; there was something else that we were
reading at the time, and that was Jacques Prévert. The
Penguin translation, by Ferlinghetti as it happens, was
the one we all read (Prévert 1958). A poem in it, “At the
Florist’s”, begins:

A man enters a florist’s

and chooses some flowers

the florist wraps up the flowers

the man puts his hand in his pocket
to find the money
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T e IdT A& &7 feb et HRd 377eR Tt 77 &1 3 39 9gd
B &, 2ATIE 14 T 15 g BT AT 3H HHA| 3BT PIcTcas Pl
ST o6 gerd agd a3 &, fiae &l Brh 3resl aig J ST Bl
AT 3R 9 o= 97 321 g et &Y wRd I are 78T, fose ot
Y oo febell TRE bl SaRTsIaTe Bl 3R g et | Ee Pl
Teh YR Pid & BU H @ H qel ATST 7T A1 Teb SHH
YR H Tg 6T T, W 319 AT & a8 wef 3R € 3 @ aml

LZ: 37R # 3ieh § 1< B, dl g8 WA 3R GF: Wi, fHafam
3R =R arodt & AR A& B 1 B IR, S IR
3Yfedr P fGATATY €, 3R derb 39 3R gaR Ht 3rq
3rgaral 3R vfeRd BT & 97 B W 1950 37K 1960 & FHY
H PTH BT B X R |

AKM: ‘BHR’ BT Bad T Ufd 2 TR 'gfeTds’ T Tegdblieia
HfadT B Ui @B 3 S HfcRT Bt & 3arel et wmfid
oft| H e § 135 &H 39 il 3 ufd 3781 ISt 7 3mmesfed fasar
s H ey I TR ATBITd 3T 20T: g8 Hi, g 3TTdshHuT,
I WIdA IId, ATHTISId HHGS] BT 3eTethy, Ufdfe Bl WTsT &1
3YGNT| TR ART el bl STaid UR a1 31Td §Q; 39 ddd $B
IR VT T Y B U IR 3, 9 A SIh YRR | URTTES! GRT bl
€ & YT[E 37Jd1< dal & ST &H Uel &Y & (IR 1958) | 3TH
Ueh fadl "Bel dTel b T, TH 5 Bldl &

Ueh 3TCH! BoTdTel & Tgi gadT &

AR B B P&

IE el qTcTT 39 P! bl AUC &l &

Ig 3MEHT 379t g B 3797 8T STAdT &
W e B
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the money to pay for the flowers
but at the same time he puts

all of a sudden

his hand to his heart

Two decades later, in Bombay, we have another poet who

put his hand in his pocket, the “right hand pocket”, and
that was Arun.

Source

Zecchini, Laetitia. ""We were like cartographers mapping the city”:

An interview with Arvind Krishna Mehrotra”, Journal of Postcolonial
Writing. 2017.
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Bt & AT WYITaH & & fog
Afde 3T IHT 98 I9dT &
3T A 31T 81ef 3797 & W

& 32A d1, IS B, §HR U Yob 31 Bfd & foi=l 39T grer
3T ST H STAT, I ‘SIS 81 Y S, 31R g 31507 |

Agdig
Tepfa faart
CIANC AR A e o]
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mﬁae@aswaaﬁr—mwﬁwwwﬁﬁr
& H Ueh ST A9 £ 1 314 faqel dermed o febar 8159
o W J A1Sfdha & g8M U ARBIdd AT BId &1 §F AT
H U oT@ds I 3R AT & e AP e FfdRi Iadr &1
HHBTEA A YT TTel BT IE Ueh faiel 3&TeR0T 2
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HSPH W dRE-aRE P gl bl Yeb Afed TMid Bldl 837N
&I 3R fade Tfd| sy Tfd 3k ¥@-9a & 9 vb
e & foig et TTefhel WaR W AoR STfeg| @ U4 78
AT fob Heh R A TTd & FHHTR Ueb dafarics Mid Y
82 TIfd &Y I @RT HIeAT, gfg 3IR a Bl drepa F A1feid 21
T HTSfdhd TR € & IERIHT P T TSI SToct 3TUAT ATHRT
fa3T T 81 3HH Teb TToTal BT oI 81 TMfd 39 TR Y HI
TRE TR el &1 ATsfdoet AR DI 3UAT TOT BHT 3bT STFA
TEl Brsdll

g3 &l H HaedT, gfg 3iR ddb & A1 IRR BT dTdded fastd
J AT BT 82 Bret M2 aTeft IRUe aArsdt gHe! BRI & &
379 ST WY BIS ATSfhet WaR f&w@Ts usdr € df ag ar dr 2
TR Fesil BT ST Aehr TR ATdT PIg Holgd aldT & IT BIe-
BIC HIGH Wpolt S 3720dT QY & &8 dTet, 378 3R JTaRIe aTer,
IR, TR, HaTel, IEIR dTel 3R ST d<g THIH @ |

WIAT & sfde ¥ Ufed & MfIBR & 918 gTsfba 2mig
Y 37ftieh BHM! HIRI 6l &1 Tb U THH dRE & daTedl dl
We & Argfdser 31feq®d a1 21 39! il IR & Th aRE
&Y AT T S 21 T8 Teb THT aTEd & SiT e 318 Teid
3TEHT & T SRAAT dlecded I&dT 81 HIgfbedl HaR AT
T 3o, 39 3R ¥RST F W1 $HM 8IdT &1 I8 JHIR bl
SRoXA dAT 3TbT AfdT QFl Bl ST &1 ATsfdd AR Udh
Yoo 3MTeHt & By W g T 3YRTT I 01T I gbdT 2l
eh! W ATefbel FaR 3R USe 7TEHT Pl g STeTadl gHel
T BT T F 1 @t 81 39H U HRIT 8, U WIfAad
e 21
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A motley of vehicles on the road have a collective pace-
often of a terrifying and ruthless nature. In this reckless
speed and chaos, take a moment, and consider the cyclist
on the road. Don't you feel that along with this collective
pace there is a simultaneous individual rhythm as well?
This rhythm is governed by compassion, wisdom and
reason. A cyclist quickly establishes a sense of harmony
with the obstacles on the road. He exhibits striking
flexibility. Yet, unaffected by the haste, his individual
inclinations never cast off the limits of his self.

Who are these inhabitants of the city who are able to
synchronize this pace with compassion, wisdom and
reason¢ Whenever | chance upon a cyclist amongst
the racing, arrogant cars with tinted windows, | usually
see a labourer returning home with a packet of
vegetables hanging from the handle, or young, innocent
schoolchildren, or milkmen with containers, sellers of
eggs and bread, postmen, hawkers, travelling salesmen,
paperboys and so on and so forth.

In the history of civilization, since the invention of the
wheel, the cycle has perhaps been the most romantic
vehicle ever designed. Amid the myriad vehicles on
the street, the cycle is the most placid one. There is a
humanitarian impulse in its gradual pace. Itis a vehicle that
can maintain a friendly relationship with the pedestrian
on the street. A cyclist is usually a buoyant, uninhibited
and patient person. He is aware of the need for speed
and its simultaneous futility. He can move ahead whilst
chatting with a pedestrian with his hand resting on the
latter’s shoulder. This duet between the pedestrian and
the cyclist has an implicit rhythm to it. There is a sense
of trust in it, a kind of innocence, a poem; in it lies the
warmth and dulcet union of man and road.

Ruminations on the Cycle
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X & Arefehet WX oTedld 3MTd Tt 37T fasoiR bl Seasy arT
3T el [S3he TS T8l 81 T 82 T8 Uel STa 31T 371 5118
W G ¢, I8 HERIAI, Tal g3 W F I ¥ FApe S 2
g, |l et S| 3T ST a8 &10T W UiS Gees T &l §
3R 39T 39T 3R AR dTebar g3 YT TervR 2MfdT 2
ATgfdset BT SH R gl & PHI 30 B | 3HDB! b &l
H TRl 8 3R 37T BHIST fhat Pool U R hl e g1 gal
3P IRT TR & Tel 39P T ded W i w{t gg €1 Tfd o
3eb! IS N <hl a8 gedl & HR 37Tel Ued Td F 37ehg STl 21
3% Pog Tie b B 5 RB @ P 39 | 3G fAsfaar
Yoil g8 ddeT T BIRAT Hl e R e IHeb STl 81 3R 590
Hep HI g H (Rl Ieit Sildl & 3Hb o A Bl Teb factapal
TR MY - "8 3707 e dT 377aRT, 77 S fdsq 3yrQer

i
Taid, 2016, 9. 1-2



VIJAY KUMAR 155 CODE 2020

Have you never been thrown out of gear at the sight of a
carefree youngster coming from afar, swaying to his tune
on his bicycle? In that moment, when you are rooted to
the spot, he swishes past you, smiling and singing. In an
instant he looks down at the road, in the next he stares
ahead, glances to his right, then to his left. Moving on,
he looks back for a fraction of a second, and discovering
your continued observation of him, feels momentary
diffidence. The cycle veers to one side and then to
the other. His hair is blown with the wind and his shirt
billows like an inflated balloon. The wind does not merely
surround him; his entire being is suffused with it. As he
surges ahead, his back arches like a tightened bow and in
the next second, becomes taut with pride. His derriere
moves from one side to the other. His calves glisten from
afar like polished bowls of brass. With this, he sings an
enchanting tune that floats along in the air- “"Hai apna dil
toh awaara, na jaane kis pe aayega™.

Translated by
The Code Collective

1 A popular song in Hindi from the Bollywood film Solva
Saal produced in 1958.






