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EDITORIAL 

Ever since Christopher Columbus discovered America on October 12, 
1492, human interest in the United States, the land of “limitless 
opportunities” has not waned. Tempted by the dazzling glitter of the 
great American Dream, hopeful wanderers and bold adventurers from 
all parts of the globe have rushed in from time to time to make America 
their home. The great mosaic of many people coming from divergent 
cultures and climes and yet eager to be assimilated into the American 
mainstream may have inspired Walt Whitman to state poetically: 
“One’s-Self I sing, a simple separate person,/ Yet utter the word 
Democratic, the word En-Masse. / …  / I say the Form complete is 
worthier far,/ The Female equally with the Male I sing./ Of Life immense 
in passion, pulse, and power,/ Cheerful, for freest action form’d under 
the laws divine, / The Modern Man I sing.” 

Whitman probably anticipated what in 1920 Israel Zangwill, an 
immigrant Jew from England, epitomized through the metaphor of the 
“Melting Pot,” a term that gained currency in early 20th century to 
explain how all immigrants could “melt” and be transformed into 
Americans. The “Melting Pot” theory conveniently reflected the latent 
American desire to bring about a total assimilation, either by choice or 
compulsion, of divergent cultures and communities into the national 
mainstream.  

However, as a scholar of American Studies for over three decades now 
and through my firsthand experience as a senior Fulbright scholar of 
the land which Columbus discovered, I could not help reflecting on the 
glaring contradictions and the dilemmas that seemed to challenge from 
time to time the very veracity of the avowed American ideals of “life, 
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness” enshrined in the Declaration of 
Independence. In this context I am reminded of a statement made by 
H.L. Mencken: “Under democracy one party always devotes its chief 
energies to trying to prove that the other party is unfit to rule—and 
both commonly succeed, and are right.” Mencken’s statement seems 
to have found ample justification in the mutual mudslinging duels that 
passionately engaged the two presidential candidates during the recent 
elections in the U.S. Though the Nineteenth Amendment to the 
American Constitution had sanctioned “Votes for Women” way back in 
1920, the 2016 election result indicated that America was not yet 
prepared to see a woman in the White House falsifying, thereby, 
Whitman’s ideal: “The Female equally with the Male I sing.”  

http://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7805.H_L_Mencken


Contrary to popular expectation and media speculation, Donald Trump 
found himself comfortably ensconced in the coveted White House. In 
the wake of Trump’s triumph, the mosaic of social and cultural 
diversity and assimilation that America is known for seems to have 
come under a cloud of suspicion and doubt. I was a little dismayed to 
receive several mails from both Native American and Immigrant friends 
in the U.S. who were quick to express their anxiety and dread at the 
victory of Trump. A Spanish friend wrote: “…we have the menace of 
Donald Trump around…. I am so worried and sad about it!” Likewise, 
this is what an African American friend based in Washington D.C. had 
to say: “Much happening in our world these days—much of it isn't 
good. I fear the creation of a new World Order. The problem of the 21st 

Century is religion. The issues of the ‘color line’ must now take a back 
seat. I fear the new Trump administration is leading the New 
Crusades….  May the work we do only be seduced by the truth.” 

In order to get a clearer picture, I wrote to Professor Jonah Raskin, an 
avid lover of Re-Markings and a dear friend, soliciting his views as an 
insider on the issue. His insightful and fairly objective response, 
included in the current volume, reveals the veracity of Winston 
Churchill’s remark: “The best argument against democracy is a five-
minute conversation with the average voter.”  

No less relevant in the democratic discourse are the issues highlighted 
by Lama Rangdrol in his elaborate conversation in this volume. In the 
light of dilemmas that continue to haunt human conscience in the 
world’s most powerful and the largest democracy respectively, 
Rangdrol rightly suggests, “As victims of dogged oppression, Dalits 
and African Americans must reckon the mutuality of their struggle.”  

Before closing the editorial note, I wish to offer, on behalf of the                  
Re-Markings fraternity, heartiest felicitations to Bob Dylan for bagging 
the 2016 Nobel Prize for Literature. May his lyrical utterances continue 
to inspire humanity to move beyond borders and boundaries of conflict 
zones! Our heartfelt condolences are also due to the two stalwarts—
Comrade Fidel Castro and Bharati Mukherjee—who recently departed 
from Planet Earth for their eternal abode. The rich legacy of their 
lifetime contribution that they have left behind will surely inspire us to 
continue with our struggle to create and sustain viable democratic 
spaces despite constant threats from contending camps.  

Nibir K. Ghosh 
Chief Editor 
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‘BRIDGES BETWEEN OPPRESSED PEOPLE’:  

A CONVERSATION WITH LAMA RANGDROL 

Nibir K. Ghosh 

Lama Rangdrol, born a Negro in American Jim Crow, is today founder 
of Rainbowdharma, an international Buddhist collective. His pioneering 
book, Black Buddha, is a classic in American Buddhism. His 
Cambodia pilgrimage film, Festival Cancelled Due to Heavy Rain, was 
honored for filmmaking excellence (HIFF). He is a career counselor 
with a degree in music and advanced certificate from the Royal 
Academy of Dramatic Art (London). His teacher Khempo Yurmed Tinly, 
was abbot of Zilnon Kagyeling Monastery (Dharamsala). He is the first 
African American to travel and teach Buddhism in Europe, lecture on 
the Sri Vijayan Empire, travel throughout Maharashtra, and lecture at 
Columbia University’s 125th Ambedkar celebration. In this conver-
sation, Lama Rangdrol dwells at length on his firsthand experience and 
perception of African Americans in the U.S. and the Dalits in India. 

Ghosh: On his return to India after his educational trip to U.S.A., Dr. 
B.R. Ambedkar had inspired and encouraged several Dalit scholars to 
go to the U.S.A. to study African American literature and to interact 
with activists in the field. How were you first drawn to Dr. Ambedkar?  

Rangdrol: I am not, nor have I ever been an activist per se. Instead, I 
became aware of Dr. Ambedkar after realizing the shortcomings of 
Western psychiatry. Occidentalism has an inherent inability to heal the 
human condition, especially those who are multi-generational 
descendents of Occidental conquest. I came to this conclusion after a 
quarter century of work (1973-2000) in psychiatric nursing and 
counseling. Over the decades I found the Western model to be 
resistant. Its approaches disallowed an assertion of humanism that 
challenged Western exclusionism. There was no room for so-called 
“Alternative” approaches such as African religions, indigenous 
Shamanism, or Ambedkar’s Buddhist model of individuated liberation.  
Many of the hundreds of cases I worked, especially those involving 
people of color, hit the “Occidental Wall.” The “Wall,” in a capitalist 
society, begins and ends with financial coverage for treatment. If an 
approach is not covered by insurance it may as well never have existed 
in human history. 
 
Note: For complete conversation contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
 

mailto:remarkings@hotmail.com


POINT COUNTERPOINT: TWO ESSAYS 

Jonah Raskin 

TRUMPED AGAIN: 

THE 2016 AMERICAN ELECTION 

It’s challenging to make sense of Donald Trump’s victory at the polls, 
not only for Americans but also for readers in India who are thousands 
of miles away from the U.S. and in a different time zone, country and 
culture. But perhaps the opportunity to write about the 2016 presi-
dential election for Re-Markings will make it possible to have a degree 
of detachment that might lead to insights. I hope so. This account is 
personal, though it’s also based on conversations with friends and 
acquaintances, close to home and in far-off countries too, who shake 
their heads in disbelief.  

In 2000 the U.S. Supreme Court handed the election to George Bush. 
In 2016, the FBI handed it to Donald Trump when it announced it 
would reopen the investigation of Hillary Clinton’s emails. That’s a 
simplification of a complex set of circumstance but the FBI drove the 
final nail into her lackluster campaign. Then, too, no candidate for the 
presidency ever used TV as adroitly as Trump has used it. He had the 
public in the palm of his hand and played it like a gambler for all it was 
worth. Other observers would no doubt write other accounts with 
different points of view about Trump’s election. Still, all of us might 
agree that American presidential elections are important to people all 
around the world. After all, the United States is the wealthiest and most 
powerful nation on Earth not forever but perhaps for the foreseeable 
future. What happens in the White House has an impact on Paris, 
Moscow, Shanghai, Tokyo, Buenos Aires and Delhi.  

At the age of 74, I have survived the administrations of twelve U.S. 
Presidents: Roosevelt, Truman, Eisenhower, Kennedy, Johnson, Ford, 
Carter, Reagan, Bush I, Clinton, Bush II and Obama. I have not loved 
any single president, except Roosevelt and I was too young to 
appreciate him. He died when I was three-years old. Still, I grew up in a 
family that revered Roosevelt. 

• Jonah Raskin, a professor Emeritus at Sonoma State 
University, is the author of 14 books, including A Terrible 
Beauty: The Wilderness of American Literature.  

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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VISITING EMILY DICKINSON 

Tulip Chowdhury 

Living in Amherst in the 21st century and reading Emily Dickinson’s 
poems, I get lost to a mystic union of our lives. Her visions of nature 
and life bridge our times in our aesthetic beings. There is an inevitable 
soul connection to nature that nurtures our souls in a similar way. I find 
contentedness in truth and beauty in spirit when I stand on her home 
ground. Between her times and now, I envision her poems flowing in 
waves of literary geniuses as we embrace her on the crossroad of 
times. Our life styles are different, yet her poetic reflections, like 
countless hues of a kaleidoscope, mesmerize me.  

Much as the poet absorbs me with her poems, visiting her house 
recently on Homestead was like touching the wings of a bird and 
feeling the tremors of its body before a flight. But the wings were mine, 
excited to fly with words about Emily as the tour guide showed us 
around the Emily Dickinson Museum. Walking in the same house as 
she had done, seeing objects that her eyes had seen, I lost the present 
to the past for those moments. A soul-connection transcended beyond 
physical presence as I entered her bedroom. My soul lay bare, willing 
to see the world as she had seen, beyond the biased, with the purity of 
a flower. When we connect with nature, we touch innocence in its true 
form. Emily and I seemed to hold that truth with our love of sky, land 
and water. I could almost sense her presence with me. 

As I stood near Emily’s writing table in her room, sunlight penetrated 
through the windows like echoes from her times. The streaming light 
was a reminder that it’s the same sun that fills us with delight, a 
testament to how life wraps us with time. She had crafted words of life 
of her times and I was trying to do the same with my times.  

Appreciation of life and its giving are messages in Emily’s poems in 
her words of the small things and big. Her writing and her dedicated 
caring of her ailing mother were her giving to life. Memories filled the 
poet’s room that was small in size but held life larger than itself. The 
furniture whispered tales woven by the woman who had experienced 
life mostly within walls of her home and yet whose heart roamed with 
the bigger world outside. 

• Tulip Chowdhury, poet and columnist from Bangladesh, is 
currently based in Massachusetts, U.S.A. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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JOURNALISM AND LITERATURE: THE TWAIN 

SHALL NEVER MEET…OR WILL THEY? 

Brij Khandelwal 

Each year when I interview fresh students for the mass communication 
course, I am told by many that they are writers, that they have written 
poetry and short stories. Therefore, it is natural that they join the 
course. Yes, in the good old days creative writing and journalism were 
thought to be a common discipline. But now the perception is 
changing.  

Many journalists, Hindi and local languages in particular, seem to 
believe that anyone who can write is a man of letters. A large number 
of journalists are poets and authors. They have illusions about being 
"sahityakaars." But in the past two decades, after the IT revolution 
began, journalism and literature have become two diverse streams 
with a remote possibility of their converging at some point in future. 

I can straight away think of four major differences.  

Literature is universal, eternal, most often imaginary with lots of 
masala and flavour for effect and generally a means of self-expression 
and satisfaction. While literature has an enduring or lasting quality, 
the appeal of journalism is temporary or superficial. A literary work 
may or may not have been targeted for a particular section of readers 
but a journalistic piece is always produced keeping in view the tastes 
and limitations imposed by the owners and the markets. A newspaper 
or a channel has to be user-friendly.  

Literature too often is the product of a spontaneous overflow of 
powerful emotions, but journalism is said to be a prosaic, rational, 
laboured and too technical an exercise. However,  at times a reporter 
essaying a human interest story may play up on the emotions of 
readers  going lyrical with lurid details of an event as in a fashion 
parade or while describing the first monsoon showers. Some of the 
humourous pieces, or the "middles" in dailies are such creative 
efforts that they may shame a modern-day Charles Lamb or A.G. 
Gardiner. But journalism is tied to the market with a defined audience 
and target group; its geographical limits are identifiable and its life is 
short. 

• Brij Khandelwal is a well known journalist and 
environmentalist. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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SCRIPTURES IN DIRE NEED OF RELOOK 

Sushil Gupta 

Complexities of science (structure of atom, double-helix of DNA, 
spatial dimensions of receding galaxies, black holes, dark energy etc.) 
pass over my head. I am awed with the extent of human knowledge. 
Even though I don't understand much of it, I am overwhelmed by the 
leap of human imagination. I trust the scientist and his expertise. 
Failure to grasp the intricacies I attribute to my limited IQ and lack of 
effort and motivation. 

The discourses of godmen and preachers, on the other hand, 
underwhelm me. I get the feeling I am being taken for a ride. The 
preacher looms as a glib talker who takes advantage of my perfunctory 
acquaintance with scriptures and makes me look an ignoramus. His 
pseudo arguments and obscure quotes irk me.  

The mainstay of all discourses is scriptures which derive their authority 
from God and are therefore question-proof from mere mortals. Most 
scriptures are embedded in hoary past when man had barely learnt the 
charisma of language and had yet to discover the felicity of the written 
word. All religions vie with one another to push the antiquity of their 
scriptures. The presumption is the older the text, the more authentic its 
message. Terry Eagleton puts it this way: “...what millions of men and 
women had found fit to believe over the centuries seemed a surer 
guide to the truth than the fancy notions some eccentric loner had 
dreamt up overnight” (33). 

In the Rig Veda one finds the earliest phase of religious consciousness 
indicating the expression of poetic minds struck by the immensity of 
the universe and the inexhaustible mystery of life. Not only the Vedas, 
by and large it is true of all scriptures. That scriptures are poetry is 
readily conceded. And poetry is best enjoyed with a “willing 
suspension of disbelief.” Magic, miracles, supernatural phenomena 
and super-being too need suspension of disbelief for their full impact. 
Poetry and miracles impart immense joy to mankind. But to make them 
the cornerstone of morals and metaphysics is a blunder. Scriptures 
were the inventive product of the precocious brains of their times.  

• Sushil Gupta taught English literature at PGDAV College, 
Delhi and Sherubtse College, Bhutan. He is the author of The 
Fourth Monkey. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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TRANSNATIONAL AS INITIATION:  

IMRAAN COOVADIA’S  

THE TALES OF THE GREEN-EYED THIEVES 

Tanutrushna Panigrahi 

Imraan Coovadia’s narrator Feroze Peer in Green-eyed Thieves, 
chronicler of his family story of love and crime, of humour and insanity 
and of philosophy and shoplifting, approximates an initiation hero. His 
narrative is the unconventional, tragic-comic family memoir of the 
Peers and the Dawoods. Feroze predates the course and the nature of 
the narrative through this introduction of the family: “The Dawoods, 
Peers, Dahlavis of Johannesburg possess green eyes which remind 
people of those marbles with a swirl at the centre. If we believe the 
canons of poetry, our eyes are the cousins of jealousy, revenge, desire 
and treachery. But colours, according to Wittgenstein, bewitch the 
mind. Green eyes made us unclassifiable under old South African 
system of categories, where the search for racial precision extended to 
the cuticle and follicle” (Green-Eyed Thieves 16). The “unclassifiable” 
holds the key to the family’s transnational qualities and their being in all 
places and their being in no places simultaneously as the family is 
under guises most of the time. The tale crosses boundaries, territories, 
nationalities and cultures and Feroze is, like the other members of the 
family, the author of transcultural experiences but unlike others he is 
the evaluator of the same and responds to the experiences differently. 
These responses build for Feroze the pattern of enquiring and 
questioning, learning and maturing, of losing and acquiring identities 
and the pattern of movement from prelapserian to postlapserian state.  

Feroze’s narrative of maturation does not subscribe to the initiation 
rites and rituals in the conventional manner of linear transition from 
childhood to adolescence and to adulthood. The ethnic, cultural and 
political conflicts in his transnational experiences shape the 
bildungsroman. His rites of initiation and bildungsroman are carried out 
in his mission of cross-cultural enquiries and knowledge, philosophical 
appropriation of events, ideas and realities and his journey from 
innocence to fall and then to redemption. He emerges from the rites 
with transformed experiences which are transcendental in nature. 

• Dr. Tanutrushna Panigrahi is a faculty in the Department of 
Basic Sciences and Humanities, IIIT Bhubaneswar. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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ALTERNATE SEXUALITIES AND SOCIETAL 

STEREOTYPES IN THE PLAYS OF DATTANI 

Arun Soule 

Mahesh Dattani's plays reflect life in the upper middle class of big 
cities. He is considered a bold playwright, as he takes up issues that 
are considered taboo or conveniently ignored: homosexuality, 
lesbianism, the plight of women and the girl child. This paper will 
examine these issues in the selected plays of Dattani: Bravely Fought 
the Queen, Do the Needful, and On a Muggy Night in Mumbai. The 
Indian society likes to portray itself as a conventional society with 
patriarchal values and a harmonious existence within the family unit. 
Any deviation from the heterosexual pattern is considered unnatural 
and is suppressed. Anyone whose sexuality differs from the norm feels 
alienated and is forced to lead a life of fear and guilt; or if he is open 
about his sexuality, he is subjected to taunts, insults and even 
violence. This paper attempts to: a) examine the social set-up by 
juxtaposing these issues against the conventional patriarchal society of 
India which is so oppressive that it drives an individual towards 
hypocrisy rather than a dignified life of self-expression; b) examine this 
marginalized section of society and try to understand the alienation and 
fear that envelops their lives and how they cope up with this situation; 
c) examine Dattani's attitude towards this 'subaltern minority' and his 
desire to sensitize people to accept them as a part of society. 

Dattani's play Bravely Fought the Queen deals with gender relations in 
the contemporary urban scenario of postcolonial India. The focus is on 
the modern advertising sector and its impact on class and gender 
relations. The play deals with three couples, each existing in a hierarchical 
relationship with others. The play centres on the Trivedi family, with its two 
brothers, Jiten and Nitin and their wives, Dolly and Alka. Jiten exercises 
control over the family, both as elder son and brother. Dolly and Alka are 
sisters. It is a joint family venture in terms of the domestic scenario as well 
as the advertising business. All the relations are maintained strictly under 
the dictates of patriarchy. 

 

• Dr. Arun Soule is Associate Professor in the Department of 
English at Rajasthan University, Jaipur. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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MONK AND THE MONKEYS:  

DECANONISING NATURE IN KIRAN DESAI’S 

HULLABALOO IN THE GUAVA ORCHARD 

Richa 

Is it the monkey talking back to the human (centre), just in the manner 
colonised talk back to the coloniser (centre) within the postcolonial 
framework? It may also be postmodernism talking back to the tradition 
of the folklore/epics. Is it intentionally an attempt to decanonise Nature 
of their canonised mythical representation or an attempt to re-establish 
the colonial canons? Many such questions may arouse in the curious 
minds of the readers while interpreting Kiran Desai’s debut novel, 
Hullabaloo in the Guava Orchard. 

My attempt in this paper is to decanonise N(n)ature in Hullabaloo 
taking into account the geographical setting and the thematic and 
stylistic representation of Nature (internal and external) in the Novel. 

In order to understand the process of decanonisation, it is important to 
understand the construction of canons. Canons are the essentialised 
categories of an idea in its generic or specified sense with an assured 
genuineness and importance. The assurance is certainly from a 
specific perspective (generally mainstreamed) thereby also assuring 
the subordination of multiple other perspectives. Canon is “a body of 
writings established as authentic” (Cuddon 108). Canonisation, there-
fore, also becomes a process of semantic freezing, which is always 
debatable and equally debatable is the issue of authenticity as it always 
involves a point of view which is necessarily subjective. And hence 
there is need for decanonisation, a process of de-essentialisation and 
defamiliarization, emancipating the canons from their frozen semiotics 
and drawing them to a fluidity of approach. 

The geographical setting is that of an urbanised small town called 
Shahkot which on the map appears in Jalandhar. Moreover, the 
hullabaloo is in the guava orchard which again is significant for its 
locational as well as mythical implications. The novel can apparently 
be interpreted to be keeping with the pace and paint of the folklore 
tradition. 

• Dr. Richa has worked as Assistant Professor of English at 
Central University of South Bihar, Patna/Gaya. 

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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POPULAR CULTURE AS REFLECTIONS OF LIVED 

REALITIES: A CASE STUDY OF MAHABHARAT, 

JUSTICE LEAGUE AND THE ORIGINALS 

Pramit Sinha & Aisha Shamshuddin 

It is often argued that popular culture and its byproducts are far from 
lived realities. There is a vast history of changing definitions with 
regard to the ‘popular’. It has been associated with “a cluster of 
themes attributed to those of low social standing” and with those 
“excluded from the institutions of knowledge production” (Schiach 26, 
27). Over the time, with the definition upgrading to “the style of life of 
the majority of the members of a community” (Schiach 30), scholarly 
attention has begun to be drawn towards the study of the ‘popular’ 
along with that of culture.  Yet a sinister insecurity exists, for now the 
battle has shifted between the ‘traditional’ and the ‘popular’. While the 
present day cosmopolitan culture provides a global slot to indigenous 
culture and tradition on the one hand, on the other hand such slotting 
is feared to take us further away from our roots. In this paper the 
central argument is that the popular culture represents human reality, 
existence and psyche more than one would like to believe. With time 
the forms of representation and narrations have evolved. It is true that 
market forces play a huge role in creating and maintaining the 
‘popular’, but one cannot ignore the reflections of human conditions in 
these representations. The most compelling arguments made to 
differentiate between classic and popular works is that the classics 
have stood the test of time and continue to hold relevance even today 
while popular works seem to rise and fall almost every year.  

This paper shall argue that there are many factors that contribute to the 
valuation of a work of art and it is important to critically examine some 
of these factors that come into play during the process of canonization 
of works and exclusions made thereof. For our purpose we have 
chosen to look at television series’ as artifacts of popular culture.  

• Pramit Sinha is currently pursuing his Post-Graduate 
Diploma in International Education at Indus Research and 
Training Institute, Bangalore.  

• Aisha Shamshuddin is a Research Scholar in the 
Department of English, Jamia Millia Islamia, New Delhi.  
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POSTCOLONIAL INDIAN ENGLISH FICTION: 

VISIBLE TRENDS AND SHIFTING SENSIBILITIES IN 

THE NINETEEN FIFTIES AND SIXTIES 

Seema Sinha 

We can perhaps begin with the presupposition that the major 
achievements of Indian English Literature are in the realm of fiction. 
This is a reflection of an international phenomenon as far as creative 
writing is concerned, a process which pushed Drama and Poetry in the 
background and propelled the English Novel to the centre stage in the 
nineteenth century. But we need not dwell on this aspect. This paper 
traces the growth of the Indian English Novel in postcolonial India. The 
emphasis is on the trends which have emerged in the Indian English 
Novel since it developed the ‘historical sense’ in the second and third 
decades of the twentieth century. The pattern of growth in Indian 
English fiction is fairly visible; it changes from translation to 
transformation and finally a transmutation over a period of the 
nineteenth, twentieth and the twenty-first century. There is also a clear 
pattern of tradition and experimentation in the theme, technique, 
aesthetics and language of the Indian English Novel.  

Emerging from the shadow of English romanticism, it now exhibits a 
true voice of feeling and is an authentic expression delineating a living 
and felt experience. The Indian English Novel gradually evolved from 
being a document of social ferment, depicting the complex strands of 
the Indian society in the pre-independence era, to more personal 
concerns in the aftermath of the Independence and Partition. In the 
second half of the twentieth century the Indian English Novel has 
undergone a transition in form and substance. The novelists of the 
postcolonial era are more preoccupied with the problems and 
dilemmas of the individual rather than social complexities like the 
poverty or the inequality of the caste system. Truth or reality as 
perceived by the modern writer is not simple but multidimensional. It 
has the vision which the writer wishes to convey through his creative 
imagination. The process of growth and change gives dynamism to 
literature and the enduring quality of true art. 

• Dr. Seema Sinha is Head, Department of English, S.S.L.N.T. 
Mahila Mahavidyalaya, Dhanbad. 
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BHARATI MUKHERJEE'S JASMINE:  

A STUDY IN ASSIMILATION 

Anuradha Gaur 

Bharati Mukherjee is one of the most significant contemporary 
novelists. She is one of the few authors of south-Asian descent to gain 
popularity in the United States. She is a pioneer in writing diasporic 
literature. She deals with the lives of Indian and other third world 
immigrants to America. In other words, Bharati Mukherjee fictionalises 
the experience of immigration. She herself writes: "We immigrants 
have fascinating tales to relate...when we uproot ourselves from those 
countries and come here, either by choice or out of necessity, we 
suddenly must absorb 200 years of American history and learn to 
adapt to American society. I attempt to illustrate this in my novels and 
short stories. My aim is to expose Americans to the energetic voices of 
new settlers in this country" (The Times of India, Oct. 1, 1989:1). At 
another occasion she admitted that an issue very important to her is: 
"...the finding of a new identity...the painful or exhilarating process of 
pulling yourself out of the culture that you were born into, and then 
replanting yourself in another culture" (Kumar 16). 

Bharati Mukherjee lived in Canada from 1966 to 1979 and migrated to 
the U.S.A. in 1980. In Canada she felt like an expatriate. The unfriendly 
environment of the foreign country made her homeless and unhappy. 
The Tiger's Daughter and Wife – the first two novels of Bharati 
Mukherjee capture the pain of rejection, rootlessness and alienation. 
When Bharati Mukhejee shifted to the U.S.A., her experience was 
altogether different. She found the new country quite favourable and 
full of opportunities for immigrants. Mukherjee herself traced the 
change in her attitude and pointed out: "The transformation as a writer 
and as resident of the new world, occurred with the act of immigration 
to the U.S.A...for me it is a movement away from the aloofness of 
expatriation, to the exuberance of immigration" (Mukherjee  Darkness 
2). Jasmine, the most celebrated novel of Bharati Mukherjee, reflects 
this exuberance of immigration. It was written in 1989 when Bharati 
Mukherjee was well adjusted in America. She felt quite at home and 
easily merged with the American life and people around.  
 
Dr. Anuradha Gaur is Associate Professor in the Department of 
English Studies & Research at Agra College, Agra.  

Note: For complete article contact remarkings@hotmail.com 
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WOMEN AS METAPHOR: A STUDY OF ANITA RAU 

BADAMI'S CAN YOU HEAR THE NIGHT BIRD 

CALL? AND SHAUNA SINGH BALDWIN'S  

WHAT THE BODY REMEMBERS 

Urvashi Kaushal 

This paper was written keeping in mind two small but highly significant 
scenes from two novels by Indo-Canadian novelists. These vividly 
described scenes form an integral part of the novels and help in 
developing the central idea of the novels. However, Anita Rau Badami 
and Shauna Singh Baldwin's vivid and detailed description of these 
scenes have left a lasting impact on the readers. Though these works 
are not termed as partition literature, especially Anita Rau Badami's, yet 
their treatment of partition in these novels makes it worth revisiting. 

Anita Rau Badami is a writer settled in Canada. Her writings have 
created a niche by her consistent effort to tell the story of immigrants 
settled in Canada. The settings of her works are essentially India or 
Canada. Shauna Singh Baldwin also belongs to the same category of 
expatriate Indian writers. Baldwin too narrates stories of her homeland. 
Her first novel What the Body Remembers received critical reviews for 
its depiction of the trauma endured by a woman's body. Essentially it is 
a pre-independence story of Satya, the bold and beautiful wife of 
Sardarji, the Canal Engineer of the Lahore Region. Satya's innumerable 
qualities and expertise in home management does not make her a 
complete wife as she was unable to bear a child for Sardarji. Sardarji's 
sudden marriage to the young, beautiful and innocent Roop 
commences a life of compromise for the two women, where he pits 
one against the other. What the Body Remembers represents the 
humiliation a woman endures on account of her body. On account of 
her inability to procreate, she leads a life of humiliation, often at the 
mercy of the other members of her family; her inclusion in the family is 
solely for the purpose of reproduction. In both the instances her 
significance is limited to the functions of her body. 

Through the novel Can You Hear the Night Bird Call Badami narrates 
the story of three women and their trial and tribulations in life. 

• Dr. Urvashi Kaushal is Assistant Professor of English in 
the Applied Mathematics and Humanities Department of 
Sardar Vallabhbhai National Institute of Technology, Surat.  
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JOHN DONNE AS A RELIGIOUS POET 

Sushil Kumar Mishra 

John Donne (1572-1631) was the main practitioner of Metaphysical 
poetry. He made his name as a love poet, his imagery often being 
passionate and sensuous, but later turned his talents to religious 
poems, hymns and sermons. In his religious verse he used the same 
techniques he had developed in his love poetry. His two religious 
poems, “Holy Sonnet (Batter my Heart)” and “A Hymn to God the 
Father” express his religious feelings and inner conflict. The essential 
similarity between these poems is that they are both religious; in both 
poems the poet directly addresses God and in both the address is 
colloquial in style. The main difference is in the type of feeling 
expressed by the poet. “Batter my Heart” is an impassioned, desperate 
plea for God to make his presence felt. “A Hymn to God the Father” is 
a calm, serene, hymn requesting and expecting forgiveness. Both 
poems imply that Man is a humble inadequate sinner whose duty is to 
serve an omnipotent God. 

“A Hymn to God the Father” is a much more peaceful poem. It has a 
free-flowing regular rhythm which reflects the easy acceptance of 
God's will implied by the poem, and which, as a hymn, would make it 
easy for the congregation to sing. The rhythm is rigidly repeated 
throughout the three verses. Words and phrases are also repeated, 
emphasising the singleness of purpose behind the words. For example 
the phrase “wilt thou forgive” occurs four times in the first two verses. 
The argument contains a characteristic of Donne’s conceit in: “When 
thou hast done, thou hast not done.” This line also contains a pun on 
“done”/ “Donne,” both the conceit and the pun conveying humility. 
Another pun occurs in verse three with “sun”/“son.” These devices 
add a characteristic touch of wit to the work. Despite the personal 
reference in the pun on “Donne,” and despite also being written as a 
first-person address, this poem is not as personal as “Batter my 
Heart.”  Where “Batter my Heart” expresses a complex agonising 
personal struggle, “A Hymn to God the Father” expresses a simpler 
universal notion which all Christians can share. This is a quality 
essential for a hymn.  

• Dr. Sushil Kumar Mishra is Associate Professor & Head, 
Department of English, SRM University, Sonepat, Haryana. 
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POETRY 

A SONNET OF LOUD DESPAIR 

E. Ethelbert Miller 

Like cellphone users  
we now believe everyone can be a poet.  
We overlook how the tongue can be raped by words. 

At night one can stay awake listening to electronic 
devices humming what is mistaken for Whitman 
and Hughes. Maybe these are the days of the last 
poets; the time of madness forced into the straight 
jackets of couplets.  
  
What do our ears know  
of blindness or our eyes of speech?  
There is a crying in the world from language 
being lynched. The smell of death swaying  
over us singing a quiet blues of deep misery – 
a sonnet of loud despair. 

• E. Ethelbert Miller is Board chair of the Institute for Policy 
Studies (IPS) and the Director of the African American 
Resource Center, Howard University, Washington, D.C. He is 
the author of several collections of poetry. He has taught at 
UNLV, American University, George Mason University, and 
Emory and Henry College, U.S.A. 

❖ 

ADIOS, EL COMMANDANTE FIDEL 

Morakabe Raks Seakhoa 

Like a gargantuan baobab tree, 
Your liberating words are brave deeds 
That, when and where they fall: 
Irreversible change the whole world befalls. 

As history was bound to absolve you, Commandante Fidel, 
Posterity’s tasks couldn’t be more clear, 
To bring forth tomorrow’s beauty today, 
Banishing capital gluttony and people’s hunger forever away. 
 



As we doff our hats to you and your gallantry, 
We raise our scarlet standard even more lofty, 
To make our foes flinch and class traitors sneer: 
For we’ll keep the Red Flag flying everywhere and here. 
 

• Comrade Raks Morakabe Seakhoa heads the wRite 
Associates (in South Africa). He helped raise the visibility of 
South African literature and its writers through numerous 
events and activities. 

❖ 

I WISH I COULD WALK A MILE IN YOUR SHOES: 

A TRIBUTE TO MAYA ANGELOU 

La Shawna Griffith 

I wish I could walk a mile in your shoes 
See all the sights you have seen 
Watch life from the confines of your eyes 
Taste the fuel that fuelled your pen 

I wish I could walk a mile in your shoes 
To understand your mind 
How you thought 
Why you believed so strongly in revolution 
Why you were such an inspiration to all that heard your voice 
You see these shoes 
Tell the story of your life 
And they are big shoes to fill 
As they possess so much knowledge 
The remains of a creative soul 
That have edged a permanent mark in history’s page as a literary 
legend 
And a poetic superwoman 
My brain cannot posses the amount of knowledge these shoes entail 
I can only imagine how it was for you back then; 
Being a black poet in a time where civil unrest was a “hot” topic 
Where the caged bird was singing freedom so beautifully 
That person’s ears became tuned with the cry of unrest 
The words in that poem gave persons a sense of hope and something 
to believe in 
 



I wish I could walk a mile in your shoes 
The shoes that have told  
The wonderful tale of your life 
By tying the laces 
I have accepted the poetic challenge 
To walk the path you have so gracefully created. 
 

• La Shawna Griffith is a poet born in and resident of 
Barbados. Following on the footsteps of her idol and role 
model, Miss Maya Angelou, her goal is to become a voice 
for the voiceless, a hope and an inspiration. Her maiden 
publication titled Unlock the Door, a collection of thirty seven 
poems, has received acclaim from various international 
quarters.  

❖ 

TWO POEMS 

R.K. Bhushan 

EYERIES  

Main highway 
In the city of the dead 
Has a crowded and chaotic 
Market on either side – 
Populated by government buildings, 
Financial institutions, 
Shops, big and small, 
Running private business 
And professions; 
And push-carts, 
Parked in order 
In this disorder, 
Selling all to feed 
Without a trade-cry – 
All traffic snarls and speeds 
With the grace of a haphazard 
Fatigued , neither girl nor woman! 
  
It is an all-season 
Dumb-show of multitudes, 
Unstoppable – 



Restive, restless, disquiet 
And even touchy – 
Strangers and known-strangers, 
Failure, failure-in-success, 
Success to come, 
Dreams of success 
Dazzled and befuddled – 
Writ large and deep on their faces. 
  
Formal hellos and handshakes 
Or even mechanical enquiries 
Or curiosities – 
An attempt 
At breaking ennui 
And far-off confusions, 
Do not warm up or cool down 
The smouldering sensations 
Of these urban, semi-urban 
Or rural heroes and heroines, 
Lighted up like eyrie-dwellers. 
  
They seem to have 
Gone off the deep end! 
Perhaps to the better end! 

RELIGIOUS THEME 

Everywhere – 
In all working  
And governance, 
In professions and academics – 
Political schemes, 
Economic reforms, 
Social regeneration, 
Educational rejuvenation, 
Religious resurrection, 
Global awakening, 
Philanthropic projects, 
Universal welfare – 
All declarations and assertions 
Are sacral for development; 
Monsters guised as deities 
Are religious 



In teams and themes 
Rooted in labyrinths 
Of innovative tactics 
For strategic management 
Of sales and marketing 
In deafening jingoism  
And jargonism. 
  
Success of this holistic 
Attitude and approach 
Is dazzling, baffling and distracting – 
Sacred to activism! 
All good; without humanity! 

• Raghukul Bhushan retired as Head, Department of English, 
Lajpat Rai D.A.V. College, Jagraon (Ludhiana). He is the 
author of several poetry collections.  

 ❖ 

THREE POEMS 

Soun Kanwar Shekhawat 

THE BLANK SPACE 

 A light of brightness came into my life, 
Enriching my life in a state of ecstasy. 
First, I wondered it to be a dream, 
But, to my revelation, was all heartfelt. 
The light embraced me and clutched with itself. 
Being my reason to smile, 
Being my reason to live. 
However, to my astonishment, one day it disappeared, 
Leaving me all alone. 
 
I searched thee on Mountains, 
I searched thee in sterile spaces. 
Thou was not there, thou was nowhere. 
Thou left me mousy and moronic. 
I was a lifeless tool now. 

Oh, Earth! Just lacerate and take me in, 
Oh, Sky! Just disperse and bombard your thunder on me. 



Thou left an unreadable vacuity in my life. 
Someone might bring smile on my Face, 
However, no one can bring the brightening smile of my Eyes. 
Someone might make me speak, 
However, no one can feel the silence in my words. 
My words are too silent to express, 
My silence speaks and cries aloud. 

DEAR PEN 

O Dear Pen! Catch your speed again. 
Let me numberize my thoughts 
And color the sheet. 
Else you ping my mind, leave useless worries. 
O Abundant Brain! Let's pen down you. 
But where to bring verse from? 
From Literature or from Science? 
From novels or from journals? 
Just Pen down my friend,all my thoughts. 
Catch your speed or run faster. 
Pen down my friend, 
Just pen down. 
 

WHAT'S TOUGHEST IN LIFE 

I transpired out of the Womb, 
My sweet cry led my Mum smile. 
My smile vanished all her pains. 
My first question to self: 
What's toughest in Life? 

While walking, holding my Dad's finger, 
I fall down with blood on my knees. 
Deliberating the whole day: 
What's toughest in Life? 

I grew up with many exams of life, 
Some with ecstatic achievements, 
 In addition, some with painful foggy eyes. 
I re-enquired the question: 
What's toughest in Life? 
 
While my brain was inquesting, 
A sudden cyclone of evil appeared, 



And I was a distant far from my loved ones. 
The painful loneliness was murderous. 

I went out to experience the world. 
Where staring eyes, harsh attitudes,  
Multi-faceted personalities and miserable faces were all around. 

Life, O Life! You’re the toughest. 

• Soun Kanwar Shekhawat, an M.A. in English 

Literature, is employed at Yes Bank, Jaipur. 

❖ 

TWO POEMS 

Anupama Kaushal 

OPEN SPACES 

Zenith is all tranquil 
Merging the ultimate quail 
Manna a forever shawl 
Nadir a chaotic pail 
Grabbing and snatching trail 
Making essence pale 

Proximity brews distances  

Builds myriad narrow cells 
Wrapping behind a mask 
Pretending a social bask 

Human touch inhuman 
In the crowd of Adams 
A fall of the leaf 
Reminds a stay brief 
Society makes a leech  
Nature a true preach. 

WOMEN EMPOWERMENT 

Talk of the Touts 
A chance for the Pouts 
Flashes all agreen  
To catch the brightest dream. 
 
Touch of every nerve  
With glib tongue serve 



Building yet another mound  
A stage for the clout. 

 

Deeming the severed scarf  
Of Draupadi’s or Sita’s past 
Empty desolate sights 
Clapping to the heights 
 
Waiting for the dias to bright  
Spent in silken tights. 
All is preached and done 
Hands yet penniless. 

Power on the desk 
Woman in the dregs. 

• Dr. Anupama Kaushal is Lecturer in English at Government 
College, Tonk (Rajasthan). 

 ❖ 

A SMILING SPHERE 

Runjhun Kapoor 

Peeping through the clouds 
A big star pouts 
Smiling from the sky 
The mirror of my eye 
The first ray falls 
As silver ball crawls. 

The dark night slowly envelops half the earth 
With haunting killer owls in search of their prey, 
A black hand moving towards the earth… 
The moonlight pausing the black and spreading bright rays. 
The shining sparkling silver light covering the dark 
Makes night a better place to live. 
However bad intensions rise. 

God is there to set things right. 

• Runjhun Kapoor, aged 12, is a student of Neerja Modi 
School, Jaipu (Rajasthan). 

❖ 



REVIEW ESSAYS 

‘I COME FROM A LAND STUNG BY A LINE’: 

POEMS BY GURCHARAN RAMPURI 

Shyamala A. Narayan 

While diasporic Indian English writers, especially novelists, have 
received a lot of critical attention, there are hardly any studies of 
Indians settled abroad who write in the Bhashas. This is probably 
because there are very few English translations of their work. The 
Diaspora Writes Home: Subcontinental Narratives (2015) by Jasbir 
Jain is perhaps the only book which presents an analysis of work in 
Punjabi by diasporic writers like Harpreet Singh Sekha and Harbhajan 
Hans. The Circle of Illusion is a selection of poems by Gurcharan 
Rampuri who lives in Vancouver and has been writing in Punjabi for 
over six decades. Many of his poems have been set to music and sung 
by well-known singers. Amritjit Singh has selected 48 poems from the 
ten volumes of poetry that Rampuri has published. Most of the poems 
have been translated by Amritjit Singh and Judy Ray. However, there is 
one poem written originally in English. Six of the poems: “Phoenix”, 
“Song of the Stream”, “Spring”, “Massacre”, “The Moment of 
Creation” and “Faith” have been translated with help from Wendy 
Barker, and two poems by Amritjit Singh and Georgia Scott.  

Gurcharan Rampuri was born at Rampur (Punjab) in 1929. He 
obtained his B.A. degree from Panjab University, Chandigarh. He 
founded a Writers Association at Rampur in 1953. He immigrated to 
Canada in 1964 and continued to be active in several writers’ 
organizations in Canada, such as the Panjabi Writers Forum, 
Vancouver and The Writers’ Union of Canada (Toronto). The poet’s 
own note “A word from the poet” reveals how deeply he was affected 
by the Partition of 1947 which devastated the Punjab: “I saw human 
beings’ brutality to those of other faiths, but many fought against the 
insanity and sheltered their neighbours from mindless violence.”  

The diversity and complexity of Rampuri’s themes is impressive. There 
are love poems, poems on politics and art, the immigrant experience 
and nature poems. The first poem in the volume, “Rampur” is a paean 
to his native village, the genesis and muse of his poetry. While 
celebrating it through images of “fragrant aromas,” “fields of wheat” 
and “silvered waters curving the banks of the canals,” he imbues it 
with universality: “My village is unique,/ yet just like any other village in 



the world.” He does not turn a blind eye to “its many illogical beliefs.” 
“Entreaty for Canada,” one of the most powerful poems in the 
collection, is the only one written originally in English by Rampuri. It 
expresses the pain of Partition and pleads with Canada, “Don’t draw a 
line on the sand.” There is an autobiographical touch, for the Punjab 
was the part of India most affected by the Partition:  

I come from a land stung by a line 

drawn by others a long time ago. 

.  .  .      .  .  .    .  .  .    

A line is venom incarnate  

and seals the fate of folks  

who realize too late  

A line in the sand becomes a sky-high wall of hate. 

.  .  .      .  .  .    .  .  .    

It doesn’t allow a quick death,  

It kills you every moment till eternity (32). 

The poem “Strangers” reflects on the fate of the indigenous people of 
Canada, who once lived “a life of song and dance,” now dispossessed 
by the white settlers: “Even the name of their land/ was taken away 
from these heirs of the earth./ .  .  .  ./ Today they are strangers in their 
own homes./ But this drunk/ gives an occasional knowing glance/ and 
once in a while/ he still leaps to the dance” (31). Another poem, “The 
Whip” touches on the fate of the coloured immigrant: “I lived for years/ 
under foreign skies/ as if I was in my homeland/. . . ./ Suddenly, there 
came a moment/ when a simple-minded man/ lashed me with the whip 
of a racial slur./ I had been oblivious to reality./ Now I am part of the 
world that struggles against hate” (42). There is a note of acceptance 
– he realizes that he is not the only person facing racist discrimination. 
The dominant note is one of thoughtful reflection, expressing deep 
philosophy in simple words. In “Blind Alley,” the poet adopts the 
persona of a man enjoying a night out with his friends. The initial 
stanzas are in the first person: “After a few drinks/ I consider my score 
card –/ What have I accomplished in my life? (38). The fourth stanza 
presents the plight of the N.R.I.: “Money seduced me/ I crossed the 
seas in search of riches./ But is gold everything? (38). However, the 
poem is not simply about the poet’s personal experience, it is a 
universal experience: “The fire of love for family, beauty and light burns 
on in me/ while Mammon’s jealous eye tolerates no other 



smouldering./ Can the flames be kept hidden?/  I am trapped in a blind 
alley” (38). 

And he concludes: “After a few drinks/ we try to tally our scores –/ 
what have we accomplished in our lives?/ .  .  .  ./ But then,/ after a 
few drinks/ how can we possibly answer this challenge? (39). The 
unusual imagery in “Song of the Stream” makes this nature poem 
memorable:  

Sun-sparked falls crash onto rocks 

noisy as a feisty wife complaining ... 

Come sit with me by the rainbow’s 

spray of life. 

Why run back to the smog and crowds of the city? (23) 

The volume contains many love poems, including two ghazals which 
did not appear in the first edition (published by Weaver’s Press, San 
Francisco in 2011). The poem “The Primal Act Leads to Beauty” 
celebrates sexual union, rejecting any implications of sin: “I need no 
intercession to justify/ my union with the beloved one./ I have stolen no 
one’s fortune” (25). “Your Letter” is a love poem which is more 
effective than the three ghazals in the collection. It captures the 
yearning of the lover through fresh imagery related to Indian life:  

Still no letter from you. 

The sun is sad, 

and the dim dawn 

has not adorned 

her forehead with vermilion.  

The range and depth of Rampuri’s poetry is apparent even in this slim 
volume. Some poems like the title poem and “My Wool” require 
allegorical interpretations. “Moments” is in the form of 19 couplets, 
many of them exposing the hypocrisy of the ruling class: 

 Those who licked the shoes of colonizers 

 are now ministers wearing home-spun khadi 

Complaining of her poor dowry, he killed his daughter-in-law, 

 But he prays to God for his daughter’s welfare. 

 He killed the daughter after intercepting her lover’s letter 

 But he seeks a new bed every day (70-71). 



The “Preface” by Amritjit Singh provides a perceptive introduction to 
Gurcharan Rampuri’s poetic practice. He also discusses his own 
methodology as a translator, “we have worked assiduously to stay 
close to the original text even as we have aimed at making a poem in 
modern English.”  He deserves the gratitude of all lovers of poetry for 
making these poems accessible in English. Diasporic Indians who 
write in English are in the limelight while we hardly know about those 
who write in the regional languages. This volume is a fine effort to 
address this problem. 

REFERENCE 

The Circle of Illusion: Poems by Gurcharan Rampuri. Translated from 
the Punjabi by Amritjit Singh and Judy Ray. Second Edition. Delhi: 
National Book Shop, 2015. 87 pages. Rs. 295.  

• Professor Shyamala A. Narayan retired as Head, 
Department of English, Jamia Millia Islamia, New Delhi. 

❖ 

ESSAYS OF SAADAT HASAN MANTO:  

AGONY OF ‘AN INDIAN TRAPPED IN PAKISTAN’ 

R.P. Singh 

On the second day of the sixth Karachi Literature Festival in February 
2015 the first English translation of Saadat Hasan Manto’s essays was 
released. Through this the English-reading public came to know that 
Manto, whose popularity and greatness was hitherto based on his 
short stories, has left behind a stimulating and illuminating bunch of 
starkly honest  ponderings over various aspects of his time and life in 
the form of essays which were originally written in Urdu and published 
in different newspapers of the time. The translator-editor, Aakar Patel, 
informs us in his introduction to the volume that “except for two… 
none (of the twenty five) have been translated before.” It is common 
knowledge that his fictional oeuvre has been translated in all the major 
languages of the world including English and the Anglophone reading 
community of the Indian subcontinent love to call him the Maupassant 
of the sub-continental literature considering the magic of his 
“naturalistic” stark portrayal of situations and characters.                  

Naturally, this book is sure to initiate the process of a wider discourse 
about the work of Manto as his thoughts recorded in essays uncannily 
apply to the situation prevailing in the present troubled time in our 
subcontinent. In the immediate wake of  its  launch during  the Karachi 



Literature Festival a panel comprising Nauman Naqvi, professor of 
literary studies at Habib University, Pakistan, Kamran Asdar Ali of the 
University of Texas, U.S.A. and the translator-editor himself, discussed 
the merits of these essays “as lens to understand Pakistan’s national 
identity” (The Express Tribune, Karachi, 08-02-2015). Putting his 
views on the issue, Aakar Patel emphasized the point that Manto’s 
essays, in their simplicity and readability of a very high order, 
“predicted the trajectory of Pakistan and India’s future” (ibid.) They are 
the testimony to his clear-cut rejection of the “irrationality” of religion 
being the basis of nationhood. And herein lie the timeless relevance of 
these essays as they enrich us with an objective and dispassionate 
understanding of the interplay between religion and violence and the 
need to build secular bonds among the communities making and 
inhabiting the nations. After reading both his short stories and essays, 
one can now confidently venture the opinion that unlike the former the 
latter offer well-argued ratiocinative solutions to the communal 
problems plaguing the subcontinent. 

Aakar Patel prefaces his collection of twenty five translated essays 
with an introduction titled “Why Read Saadat Hasan Manto?” Instantly 
in the mind of Manto’s fiction readers this question eagerly rings with 
the fact that Manto, being the timeless product of his time, compels 
repeated returns and revisits to his work. So, at the level of the titular 
question, the translator-editor’s introduction is redundant. But he has 
some important remarks to the relevance of Manto as a people’s writer 
for whom the vocation of writing was, as for Dostoevsky, the sole 
vocation of life. He rightly disagrees with the recent critical opinion in 
Pakistani literary circles that Manto was a Pakistani writer because he 
wrote in the Nastaliq script of Urdu which is now considered a foreign 
script in India. We get to learn that this was the standard script then 
used by Punjabis and even in the Hindi cinema of the 1940s. Those 
who have read his work in original are enamoured of the simplicity and 
plainness of his Hindustani. Patel emphatically repeats the widely held 
critical consensus about him being “a great Indian writer who wrote in 
an Indian language to an Indian audience about his Indian experiences” 
(x). Thus, naturally, he should be read in any language the readers can 
access him to know, analyse and be enlightened by those experiences. 

The present collection aptly gets its title from its first essay, “Why I 
Write” which was originally published as “Main Afsana Kyonkar Likhta 
Hoon.” Here we get an idea about how “natural” a writer Manto was! 
Writing came naturally to him. He quite unselfconsciously divides his 
answer into how and why, and taking up the how aspect first he says 



that he takes a sheaf of paper, sits on a sofa in his living room, 
unscrews the cap of his pen, and begins to write. His little daughters 
play and quarrel in the same room. He settles their quarrels, and if 
someone comes to meet or talk to him, he plays a good host to them; 
but the writing goes on amidst all this. He writes, “But through all of 
this, I continue to write” (2). Coming to the more important why aspect 
of the question he says that writing for him is a matter of addiction. 
One can’t help quoting him here at some length: “The most important 
reason is that I’m addicted to writing, just as I am to drinking. When I 
don’t write, it feels like I’m unclothed, like I haven’t had a bath. Like I 
haven’t had my first drink” (2). This “confession” reminds the readers 
of the sad and unfortunate addiction Manto had to alcohol. One very 
poignantly discussed legend about him (referred to by Aakar Pate in 
his introduction) is that often he wrote short stories standing in 
newspaper or magazine offices, took his money in cash from the 
editors/managers and went in a tonga “to get his fix of alcohol.” His 
untimely death at the age of forty two is believed to be the tragic 
consequence of that addiction. Patel writes that he’s thought to have 
drunk himself to death” (ix). The translator links Manto’s fatal addiction 
to his reluctant migration from Bombay (now Mumbai) to Lahore to 
save his family from the viciousness and “barbarism of those days.” 
His life and work in Bombay was the happiest experience he got in his 
short life. For a man like him, who was gifted with sharp clear-eyed 
acumen and sensitivity, this change of place meant, at the psychic 
level, a kind of transformation as a writer. The cheer and playfulness, 
coming from the liberal mixing of many cultures of the Bombay of that 
time, was no more. The darkest pieces of short fiction which he wrote 
in the new country bear witness to his transformation. For Aakar Patel, 
and all the admirers of Manto, it remains a mystery why he didn’t 
return to his Bombay. Perhaps out of this very mystery has come out 
the first sentence of this collection of timeless essays – “Saadat Hasan  
Manto was an Indian trapped in Pakistan” (vii). 

What is important now and for the time to come is that his addiction to 
writing gave us two indispensable gifts – the best critique of the 
Partition and the sectarian lunacy which worked behind and around it, 
and a honestly caring analysis of the life of the marginalized sections 
of humanity. His craftsmanship as a writer of short stories bonding 
excellently with his power of penetrating analysis of the characters’ 
minds have rightly led many (including Patel) to call him “one of the 
greatest raconteurs of the 20th century.” Salman Rushdie, in his 
Vintage Book of Indian Writing: 1947-1997 (co-edited by Elizabeth 



West and published in the Golden Jubilee year of Indian 
independence), (in)famously dismissed the Indian vernacular prose 
writing of the period, both fiction and non-fiction, but with the 
exception of Manto.  

At the level of wit and insightfulness regarding the respective subject-
matter the essays are of different calibre. Some are very penetrating 
(like “Why I Write” and “Hindi or Urdu”), but some are indifferent (like 
“The Guilty Men of Bombay”), but what strikes us while reading almost 
all of them (excepting those like “The Story of My Wedding” or “A 
Review of  Saigal’s Zindagi”) today is their prophetic quality. “A Stroll 
through the New Pakistan,” “Iqbal Day” and “God is Gracious in 
Pakistan” alert us to the catastrophies which befall the future of a 
nation created in the name of religion. “Save India from its Leaders” 
tells the tale of the unconcern of the people’s representatives toward 
the plight of the common people. “Hindi or Urdu?” wittily attacks the 
meaninglessness of the communalism-driven linguistic debate around 
an indivisible lingua franca. “The Guilty Men of Bombay,” “Bombay in 
the Riots” and “Bombay during Partition” are clinically unsentimental 
comments on the communal frenzy he witnessed there. The two 
essays on his court trial for obscenity (he had to face five trials – four 
for his as many short stories and one for his essay, “Oopar, Neechay 
aur Darmian” (Above, Below and In-between) testify cogently  against 
the insensitivity of an intolerant state toward art and literature. Manto’s 
innocent “inability’ to understand, “I’m a writer. Why on earth would 
the police need to search my property? What did they expect to find” 
(117) reflects the state of mind of the writers and artists of all time 
who come up against intolerance in the course of their exercise of 
freedom of creative and intellectual expression in the interest of truth 
and the common masses.  
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