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Prema Nandakumar 

Certainly English continues to be on the winning march in 

India. There are more English language publications than ever, 
and it is getting increasingly difficult to confine oneself to space 
limitations in such surveys. But the limitations have to be 

honoured, and we have to do with a selective body of Indian 

writing in English as samples of the existing fare which is richer 
and more satisfying. 

During these two years, three novels have caught the read 
er's imagination. Mulk Raj Anand's Confession of a Lover 

(Arnold-Heinemann, New Delhi) is the third of a projected 
seven-volume autobiographical novel, The Seven Ages of Man. 

Here are 400 pages of action and contemplation on those difficult 

years when an adolescent boy becomes a full-fledged man. The 

hero Krishan's undergraduate years at Khalsa College, Amrit 

sar, coincide with the early years of Mahatma Gandhi's Non 

cooperation Movement. These [three years see Krishan's mind 

stormed by English literature and economics, Gandhism, rationa 

lism and even a touch of Vedantic mysticism. His friendship 
with Noor Muhammad is described vividly by Anand. Krishan's 

heart, at this time, is jostled by love for the married lady, 
Jasmin. Towards the close of the book, just when Krishan and 

Jasmin plan an idyllic holiday together, she dies. But there are 
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INDIAN WRITING IN ENGLISH 

other compensations for the sorrowing hero» He gets a first 

class in the B.A. Examination and leaves for England to pursue 

higher studies there. Anand's rugged conversational English 

reproduces the earthy, honest, open-air camaraderie of the Pun 

jabi milieu with accuracy. Besides, the novel proves once again 
that "for sheer vitality, and wide comprehension,, and the feel 

ing for history and sense of the changing social and economic 

scene, Anand is without a peer in Indo-English fiction". 

Another promising writer from Punjab, Chaman Nahal, has 

already won high praise for his first novel Azadi which deals 
with the horrors of the Partition of India. The theme of his 

1977 novel Into Another Dawn (Sterling Publishers, New Delhi) 
is Acceptance. How to get reconciled to fate-ordained sepa 
ration? Alienated from his tradition-ridden family, Ravi goes 
to America. In spite of himself, as it were, the self-conscious 

youngman is caught in an unorthodox relationship, with an 

American housewife. They set up house together defying accep 
ted moral conventions. The end looms upon us suddenly, 
Ravi under the doom of monocytic leukemia is told by his 

doctor that his days are numbered. He returns to India leaving 
behind the unsuspecting Irene. The last we see him is at Hard 
war patiently waiting for the end. Ganges is eternal, the 

neverfailing haven to the storm-tossed soul. 

Only the Ganges is a goddess. Here as our saviour, what 

ever her predilections, she won't, she cannot, say no to 

whosoever calls on her hearths 

Chaman Nahal's identification with his Punjabi milieu is total. 

The exile's memory-jottings we find in Indian writers abroad 

(A.K. Ramanujan, for example) are a veritable typhoon in 

Nahal's consciousness when abroad- This part of Ravi Sharma 

is obviously autobiographical. 
Yet at another level, I also look forward to the return. I 

may rave against India, but I cannot disown it; it is in my 
blood. I should like to have the feel of the Indian air on my 
skin again. I have not befriended many Indians here; I have 

preferred to remain away from them. But twice in the last 
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month I have been to Flushing—took Irene there too—to 
listen to the shabads, the hymns, at the gurudwara there; I 

should like to listen to a lot more of those shabads. And I 

should like to walk through a village street, with all the 

dogs there and the flies. And I should like to see a few of 

these village beauties, who bloom like the lotus and move 

so majestically in spite of the dirt around them. I should 

also like to see a few of those bulls from Haryana that 

stand as high as a small house. And I should like to see an 

Indian peasant who has passed his prime: dark, face deeply 
furrowed, the turban only loosely wrapped, the shirt and the 

dhoti both not too clean, but the long staff held firmly in 

his hand, and the man himself erect like that staff, and the 

humility on his face, and the faith in his eyes, the readiness 
to believe." 
Anita Desai's forte has been the exploration of sensibility, 

"the particular kind of modern Indian sensibility that is ill' at 
ease among the barbarians and the philistines, the anarchists 
and amoralists." Maya of Cry, the Peacock, Nirode of Voices 
in the City and Dev of Bye-Bye Blackbird are familiar to us as 

characters who are throbbingly alive in their spheres, be it 

Calcutta or London. One wonders whether Mrs. Desai's imagi 
nation has run dry when she conceived of Nanda in Fire on 

The Mountain (Allied Publishers, Bombay). There is no story 

here, not even action. Nanda Kaul is an old widow living alone 

in her ramshackle villa in Simla Hills. She just walks about and 

is not even overwhelmingly aware of her past glories as the 

presiding hostess of a successful Vice-Chancellor's Lodge. Her 

great-grand-daughter Raka comes to her for a brief holiday. 
The child is an introvert and' leads her own separate life, walking 
around the hilly place. The non-progressing non-plot comes to 

an end with Nanda's sudden death by heart failure. 

Strangely enough it is IIa Das who makes a brief appear 
ance that imparts the novel with its pages of gentle humour, 

louring tragedy and brief action. A direct descendant of Emma 

Moffit of Bye-Bye Blackbird, IIa takes charge of the moment 
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of.truth for us alt: - . ■ .i. ; r 

"Isn't it absurd how helpless our upbringing made us, Nan 
da. We thought we were being equipped with the very best 
—French lessons, piano lessons, English governesses— 
my, and that only to find it left us helpless, positively handi 

capped". She cracked with laughter like an Old egg. "Now 
if I were one of the peasants in my village, perhaps I'd 

manage quite well. Grow a pumpkin vine, keep a goat, pick 
up kindling in the forest for fire. . 

Among other novels published during the years under re 

view, Bhagwan S. Gidwani's historical novel, The Sword ofTipu 
Sultan (Allied Publishers, New Delhi) takes pride of place. 
Written in a persuasive style, the author has suitably mixed 

history, legend and imagination in the crucible of his imagina 
tion to produce a sumptuous and beautiful novel. Hyder Ali's 
marital bliss, the birth of Tipu and his growing up, and 

Tipu's reign unfold with majestic simplicity. Against Tipu are 
the black-hearted English greedy for an empire, and they win 
in the end. But Tipu wrests the crown of a hero's heroic death, 
described with tremendous self-control by the novelist. 

Dwasupama (Writers Workshop, Calcutta) by Nishi Khanol 
kar is written in evocative English and deals with public school 
life in India. Abhilash is the idealistic, dreamy hero whose silent 
love for Jyotirmayi is like a beautiful painting, though some 
what icily cold. Descriptions of birds, flowers and trees add to 
the poetic nuances of the style. Homecoming (Arnold-Heine 
mann, New Delhi) by Jug Suraiya has an identical 'extra-mari 
tal love' situation, but the novel is rather dull with an all-is 
well-that-ends-well philosophy. Nargis Dalal's The Inner Door 

(Orient Paperbacks, New Delhi) is about the elusive subject of 
India's faith in godmen and dhyana. There are also foreigners 
among the dramatis personae. Chris Stuart and Marya are 

typical American tourists. The highest flights of true spirituality 
and the lowest depths of miracle-mongering jostle together but 
the true wins in the end, driving out the fake that plans to rule 
the heart of the hero. Ahmed M. Akhtar's The Monument takes 
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place during the 1857 War of Indian Independence, while-the 

same author's The Blood-Red Bangles compassionately views 
the sensitive people caught in the South Indian Muslim society 
of the 1920s. The author has also tried to point out the need for 

Hindu-Muslim-Sikh unity. 
Another region which needs sympathetic treatment is the 

Harijan theme. Shanta Rameshwar Rao's Children of God 

(Orient Longmans, Bombay) details the travails of Lakshmi in 
her role as a daughter, wife and mother. She and her people 
belong to the untouchable community, and that community has 

been subjected to centuries of ill-treatment. The author has 

analysed the prejudice-ridden Hindu society very well, without 

descending to bathos. The life of Indians abroad has been 

effectively captured in fictional terms by authors like Dilip 
Hiro, Arun Joshi, Anita Desai and Kamala Markandaya. 
Rama Sarma's Look Homeward (Blackie, Bombay) which is 
about Indians serving in a foreign country lacks lyricism, and the 

English conversations are prosaic and dull. However, his plea 
to Indians abroad to return home and serve their motherland 

must be welcomed. In Person (14, Teachers Colony, Madras) 

by S.P. Mani is another novel doomed by academic verbosity. 
It is all mere sexual autism and undigested miraculism, or is 

the author trying to convey his hero across the dark night of 

the soul? The theme is obviously the making of a Swami. Is a 

Swami self-created or is he pronounced as one by the self 

deluded? The concluding chapter is James Joyce run riot, and 

is strongly reminiscent of the self-lucubrations of Anna Livia 

Plurabelle. 

Finally, a small dose of contemporary history seen through 

a thinly veiled fictional piece. Nayantara Sahgal's English is as 

efficient as ever in A Situation in New Delhi (London Magazine 

Edition, U.K.). A near-perfect Leader is dead, and the capital 
is in confusion. There are selfish politicians scurrying in the 

corridors of power, arm-chair intellectuals spouting socialist 

philosophies and criticising everyone except themselves, anar 

chist students and Untouchables, individual tragedies and 
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socfetaKpraderies, the smug self-satisfactions of th£ rich* and 
the helpless whinings of the poor.. It is ail action and manipu 
lation, and is a significant comment on the political spectrum 
in today's India. 

Short stories continue to appear in hundreds, and even col 
lections are not rare any more. But few assault our conscious* 
ness". Meenakshi Mukherjee has brought out an anthology of 
well-known short stories in Let's Go Home and Other Stories 

(Orient Longman, Bombay). Familiar names like R.K. Nara 

yan, Mulk Raj Anand and Khushwant Singh may be found 
here; The best story is from Raja Rao whose 'The Cow of the 
Barricades' is reality, myth, fantasy and idealism encapsuled in 
a brief tale. Selected Short Stories of Muik Raj \nand (Arnold 
Heinemañn, New Delhi) has been edited by M.K. Naifc.br his 
excellent Introduction Prof. Naik'traces Anand's literary origins 
to Indian fables and his mother's story-telling genius. Wide 

reading (especially Tolstoy and Gorky) has also helped Anand. 

Apart from "the lyric awareness and a compassionate sense of 
humour" (in Anand's¡ self-description), Prof. Naik finds: in 
Anand "social satire, uproarious laughter and acute psychology. 
cal perception". The selection has been done very carefully, 
and presents the choicest of Anand's tales. Fascinating stories 
of life in which the banal and the mystic often criss-cross one 
another may be found in S.B. Capoor's A Woman's Tears and' 
Other Stories (Sterling Publishers, New Delhi). 'The Visionary' 
is ä superb evocation of the artist trying to make of his arc a 

bridge to the Supreme. :/■' 

The problem with Indo-Anglish poetry is that just now theré 
seems to be a little too much of it around us. Slim volumes 
with inflated price-tags are in circulation. While the really good 
poets- still find it difficult to get a publisher, there are poets 
who are able to afford lavish production. As very few poets 
seem to have the patience to wrestle with prosodic hurdles and 

everyone seems to be in a hurry to publish, the task to choose 
the significant poets becomes unenviable. But some names auto 

matically merit a place in such surveys. We would do well to 
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bqgía .with an anthology which makes .our task eafiier. Ten 

Twentieth Century Poets (Oxford University Press, Delhi) has 

been edited by R. Parthasarathy.Mr. Parthasarathy has tried 
to make critical pronouncements on contemporary Indo-English 

poetry in his introduction. Nowhere is he as inchoate and un 

convincing as in the concluding paragraph: 
A poem ought to, in effect, try to arrest the flow of langu 
age, to anaesthetise it, to petrify it, to fossilize it. Ultimate 

ly, it is the reader who breathes life into the poem, awaken 

ing it from its enforced sleep in the language. 
Obviously, Parthasarathy is groping towards the rasika's 

supremacy. But should the poet's imagination be bound arti 

ficially like the feet of Chinese children? However, Parthasarathy 
the editor certainly deserves praise. He has chosen carefully and 

we. get some choice examples of the art as practised by Nissim 

Ezekiel, Arun Kolatkar, Shiv Kumar, A.K. Ramanujan, Keki 
Daruwalla and others. Rarely do we see the poets rising to 

visionary heights, but they are never banal. Many of the poets 
anthologised here brought out their own volumes during the 

years Under review. 

Rough Passage (Oxford University Press, Delhi) by R. Par 

thasarathy is chiefly confessional, but correlates the personal 
with the universal predicament of loss of - identity suffered by 
individuals caught between two cultures. The three-line unit of 

verse that Parthasarathy has built for himself gives his work 

compactness and symmetry. Gieve Patel's deep pity is evident in 

How do You Withstand Your Body (Clearing House, Bombay). 
Nissim Ezekiel the skilled craftsman presents a full volume 

after a long time in Hymns in Darkness (Oxford University 

Presse Delhi). His rasping humour apart, it is certainly an inte 

resting question from him when he refers to poets in Sanskrit 

thus: 

How freely they mention 

breasts and buttocks. 

They are my poetic ancestors. 

Why am I so inhibited? 

140 

This content downloaded from 141.209.100.60 on Thu, 10 Dec 2015 00:08:16 UTC
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


INDIAN WRITING IN ENGLISH 

Inhibited Shiv K. Kumar is not in Subterfuges (Oxford Univer 

sity Press, Delhi) which is marked by a passionate lust for life. 

Sometimes he is subdued, and once in a way arresting: 

Every passerby in polaroids 

is my wife's seducer: 

my child's kidnapper. 

My reflection in every shop-window 

is a portrait 
of my ashen middJe-age, 

harassed by pavements 

hurling stones at me. 

A.K. Mehrotya's accomplished free verse is evident in Nine 

Enclosures (Clearing House, Bombay), and Aran Kolatkar bag 

ged the Commonwealth Poetry Award for,1977 for his book of 

poems, Jejuri. Keki Daruwalla is obsessed with the idea of death 

in Crossing of Rivers (Oxford University Press, Delhi) and the 

image of a flowing river (a mother who gives rise to life, sus 

tains it and receives it in the end) is central to his poetic con 

sciousness. 'lieath of a Bird' and 'Haranag' are haunting poems 
with unforgettable lines as these from the former: 

His stjresm 
climbed up the gorge, a nightmare fang 

which ploughed my blistered dreams and sowed 

begging children. 

Depressed a bit we took the ro-id; 

walking like ciphers disinterred 

from some forgotten code. 

A.K. Ramanujan's Selected Poems (Oxford University Press, 

Delhi) contain the teasing 'Prayers to Lord Murugan', the Six 

Faced Deity popular in the South. How are we to interpret a 

poem with lines such as: 

O dawn of nightmare virgins 

bring us 

your white-haired witches who wear 

three colours even in sleep. 
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Sunandana's waiting for God, however, is easier to follow. 1You 
and I (Aesthetica, Madras) has brief poems of supplication: 

I need no priest, my Lord 

to interpret my message to you, 

for, you know, I believe 

in direct communion with you. 

Adil Jussawalla's Missing Person (Clearing House, Bombay) 
betrays an indifferent craftsman, while Prayag Bandyopadhyay's 
Shadows in a Subway (Prayer Books, Calcutta) hasn't much to 
recommend it except the poet's fondness for the glittering bril 
liances of precious stones. Effusions (Skylark Publications, Ali 

garh) by Pravin A. Parikh has an unfortunately ironic title to 
describe the immature lines within. Some Sheets of Paper (Sky 
lark Publications, Aligarh) by Mukund R. Dave shows promise 
and there is a fluffiness and gentleness about his images. Thought 
Poems (Skylark Publications, Aligarh) is heavier fare and the 
intellectual thought-processes of the poet are relieved by flashes 
of genuine humour. Hemant Kulkarni has fondly recorded the 
contours of his motherland Bangladesh (the country of the 
Black Mother) in In the Country of Black Mother (Prairie Poet 

Books, Illinois). It is a welcome addition to poetry on that 

sorrowing land by Samar Sen, Pritish Nandy and others. The 
violent language should not surprise us, for the heart is held in 

the passions of hate, frustration and disappointment when it 

comes to writing about the tragedy of Bangladesh. 

Morning comes like an enemy 

out of dark trenches 

with flashing bayonets 

lacerating my vision. 

Pritish Nandy dramatically whipped out The Nowhere Man 

(Kavita-Arnold Heinemann, Delhi). The brief lyrics nestle cosi 

ly amidst enchanting photographs though the lyric does not 

always establish rapport with its accompanying photograph. 
There are competent lines here, though none as overwhelming 
as in 'On Either Side of Arrogance' or 'From the Outer Bank 
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of the Brahmaputra'. Most of the lyrics in 'The Nowhere Man' 
sound as uninhibitively sentimental as Hindi film songs. But 

suddenly a poem as this: ! 

Touched by the same season, you wake 

in another city: it could be anywhere, 
where winter wakes, rising between the 

shadows of your Face, while the rivers 

of guilt grow into the secret countryscape. 
Hurt me once and for all into silence 

So that lightning may set afire your tresses, 
and rain enter my room through your open 

eyes. I listen to the footsteps of 

a fugitive moon tonight. 

P. Lai's entire poetical work was brought out by him in 1977. 
The Collected Poems of P. Lai (Writers Workshop, Calcutta) is 
said to include even his unpublished early work. Extracts from 
The Man of Dharma and the Rasa of Silence and Calcutta also 
find a place in the volume. The most interesting part is his pre 
face where he enunciates his three-fold mantra of poetry made 

up of metaphor, music and morality. He confesses that all his 

poems are love poems in a manner of speaking. "God, nature, 
or the human beloved—whatever the 'subject' or 'theme', 

poetry's source is 'com-passion' rooted in love, preferably of 
course mature". Prosodic competence and melodic utterance 
mark most of Lai's poems. Sometimes he can be deeply moving 
as in the sonnet 'Mahatma', where unconscious to himself, he 
has explicated the theory of the Avatar as propounded by Sri 
Aurobindo: 

But greatness does not last forever here, 

Pui by man like some ungrateful thing; 
It only shines with splendour when the sere 

Old form is gone and fled where no one knows, j 
Living in silent memory, like a rose 

Shedding its fragrance in remembering. 

There were some creditable attempts to bring Indian poetry 
in Indian languages to a world-wide audience through English 
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translations. Modern Kannada poetry (Karnatak University, 
Dharwar) edited by C. Kanavi and K. Raghavendra Rao; and 
Indian Poetry Today, Volume II (Indian Council for Cultural 

Relations, New Delhi) edited by S.K. Desai, Prabhakar Machwe 

and Kailash Vajpeyi bring together competent translations from 

Kannada, Marathi and Hindi poetry. 'The Three Faces of 

Mother' by the Kannada poet Shankar Mokashi-Punekar, for 

example: 

the cruel maternal love of Vidula 

at every word, rivalry, possessiveness, spiritedness, 

the interest you demand far exceeds the capita) 

you loaned. 

raising the seated one by his ears, 

, you demand accounts to the last coin, 

heading your conch-call, 'Rush forth', 

blessed is he who has yet energy left to obey it. 

Laxmi Narayan Mahapatra's Rta and Other Poems (Allied Wri 

ters Rastriya Prakasan Samiti Premises, Delhi) translated by 

Braja Kishore Das, and Archana Puri's A Sheaf of Waves (Sri 

Satyananda Devayatan, Calcutta) present spiritual vistas attun 

ed to the Hindu mind. Songs of Meera (Orient Paperbacks, 

New Delhi) translated by Baldoon Dhingra carefully retains the 

shimmering mysticism of the original bhajans. Kuruntokai (Koo 

dal Publishers, Madurai), an ancient Tamil anthology, has been 

Englished by M. Shanmugham and D.E. Ludden. The transla 

tions are neither literal nor poetic, but the notes on Tamil criti 

cal and prosodic modes are helpful. Kerala's unparallelled ro 

mantic poet has been brought to us by a team of translators in 

Selected Poems of Kumaran Asan (University of Kerala, Trivan 

drum). Translating Kumaran Asan is no easy task, for his lyri 

cism is a swiftly leaping waterfall coloured by the rainbow-hues 

of romance. Nevertheless, as he deals with basic emotions like 

love, compassion and despair, the Asan magic filters through 

to give us an idea of the inexorability of time in 'The Fallen 

Flower', the big change inaugurated by Buddha in 'Chandala 

Bhikshuki' and the shame of casteism in 'Reflections of a 
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Thiyya Boy'. The Great Bass in Asan's poetry is karuna rasa. 

While the narratives Nalini and Leela are dipped in pathos, 

'Chintavishtayaya Sita' is totally given over to this sentiment. 

She is about to forgive Rama when she sits lost in thought in 

Valmiki's hermitage when the poet returns from the Court with 

the unexpected message. She must prove her innocence again 
to the world. No! Not again! Sita's heart rises in revolt. The 

poem leaps to the end in a blaze of sacrificial tragedy. 

Head bent and eyes fixed on the lotus feet of the 

Rishi who was saying, 

'Give up your grief, my daughter; come with me,' 

She reached the royal hall, went up to Rama 

in silence, 
and in one glance saw her Lord 

amidst his people, his face sad with self-reproach;— 
and even so she left this world! 

The Indo-English academic is a tireless researcher. His prime 
motivation is a doctoral degree to satisfy the demands of his 

University. Hundreds of dissertations are written on ever so 

many authors and themes. A few of these tomes do get pub 
lished along with a negligible number of critical works which 

catch our eye. To this category belongs J. Birje-Patil's Beneath 

the Axle-Tree (Macmillan, Madras) which is a useful addition 

to the graduate-level library on T.S. Eliot. S.P. Prasad's Thomas 

Hardy and D.H. Lawrence (Arnold-Heinemann, New Delhi) 

may have originated as a doctoral dissertation, but Mrs. Pra 

sad's efficient probing of the visionary base of the two novelists 

is a triumph for the maturity of the Indo-English critic. She 

makes us think about the novels and takes us back to a session 

of re-reading the classics. The fatalist in Hardy and the realist 

in Lawrence come to us as tireless censors of contemporary 
civilisation based on the machine. Sri Kulashreshta's Graham 

Greene (Macmillan, Madras) is a perceptive study which inter 

relates the novelist's life and work, and the novelist's interpre 
tation of the ways of Grace. Jagadish Purkayastha shrewdly 

analyses the decay of man and society visualised by Shakespeare 
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in The Tragic Vision of Life in Hamlet and King Lear (Univer 

sity of Salzburg, Austria). Sasi Bhusan Das's Wilfred Owen's 

Strange Meeting: A Critical Study (Firma KLM Private Limi 

ted, Calcutta), however, is a labour of love. Prof. Das is involv 
ed in his subject, and has been in search of a publisher for his 

long study of the great poet's works. The present publication 
brings to print a part of the larger project and deals with the 
brief dream-poem of Owen, 'Strange Meeting'. Prof. Das is 

particularly interested in assigning the correct date of compo 
sition to 'Strange Meeting' and proving that the poem is no un 
finished fragment but a complete work. 

The dots at the end of 'Let us sleep now' do not necessarily 
indicate the unfinished character of the poem. They indicate 
the continuation of the idea of sleep in the half line; that is 
to say, the sleep to which the second sleeper invites the poet 
is an eternal one. 
V.A. Shahane has managed to compile yet another book 

on E.M. Forster. Focus on Forstels A Passage to India (Orient 
Longman, Madras) brings together some Indian teachers of 
literature studying different aspects of the great novel. As one 
fond of Forster and his novel, I find it aesthetically disturbing 
to find the pages strewn with abbreviations like API, ARV, HD 
and WAFT. For the rest, the articles are interesting enough, 
and Prof. Shahane has himself given a pat on the back to each 
of the contributors in his generous Preface. Prof. Shahane's 
own essay goes over the major areas in Forster's fictional edi 

fice in support of the opening critical statement: 

E.M. Forster's API is the most significant expression of his 

'double vision' (the words are actually used by Forster in 

Chapter 23) and also his search for a synthesis in the realm 
of art and thought. The concept of the double vision which 

is central to API, is exemplified in Mrs. Moore, and the 
search for a synthesis is shown in Professor Narayan God 
bole and his world-view. 

Actually the synthesis is not achieved. If achieved, it only leads 

to an anti-synthesis: 
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. . .for something is always left unaccounted for, the wasp 
by the missionaries and the stone by Godbole; the circle of 

intended completeness has to be endlessly extended and 

widened. This, however, demonstrates Forster's own theory 
of the novel that it must continuously aim at expansion, and 

not completion. 
S. Ramakrishnan's The Epic Muse: The Ramayana and Para 

dise Lost (People's Publishing House, New Delhi) is an ambi 

tious comparative study of Kamban and Milton. Kamban's 

Kosala is a communist paradise; Kaikeyi and the Father quib 
ble legally. Of course, the author's sympathies are with Kam 

ban. The most interesting chapter is the fourth one where Satan 

and Ravana are juxtaposed as heroes. Sometimes the compari 
sons can even be irritating as in the pointless pairing of Sita's 

fire ordeal with Eve's repentance. Among studies of classical 

writers, mention may be made of Vajjhala Gopalam's Studies in 

Kalidasa (Dwarakanagar, Visakhapatnam) which is a critique of 

some aspects of the Kalidasan world: the plays Malavikagni 
mitra and Sakuntala; the Jesters; Raghuvamsa; and Meghaduta. 

The Lyric Spring (Abhinav Publications, New Delhi) by 
P.V. Rajyalakshmi is perhaps the first full-length critical study 
of Sarojini Naidu's poetic achievement. The basis for Dr. 

Rajyalakshmi's thesis comes from Sarojini's fantasy, 'Nilam 

buja'. This vision of an attractive, bejwelled woman walking all 

alone in an exotic dreamscape is no doubt a self-portrait. With 

this vision in the background, Dr. Rajyalakshmi prepares effi 

cient chapters on the various aspects of Sarojini Naidu's poetry: 
the world of birds and animals, the garden of flowers and trees, 
the ecstasy of love and despair of rejection, and the folk-motifs 

chosen with anxious care. The analysis of 'The Temple' sequen 
ce is rather disappointing. Surely the author is shrewd enough 
to read between the lines in the existing biographical material 

on Sarojini and not escape with flowery phrases on Sarojini's 
life being "one long epithalamium"! 

The chapter on the folk elements in Sarojini's poetry is the 

most satisfying. Like other poets of Indian Renaissance, Sarojini 
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experimented with folk tunes and adapted folklore and folk 
music. 'Wandering Singers', 'The Festival of Serpents', 'Indian 
Weavers' and 'Bangle-Sellers' are among the best in this genre. 
Dr. Rajyalakshmi skilfully dockets the Indian folk-mind with 

its reverance for The Great Man, to take us to the poems on 

Buddha, Krishna, Mahatma Gandhi and Gokhale. 

Thus, the folk element permeates throughout Sarojini 
Naidu's poetry—in her themes, motifs, images and symbols. 
She arrives at her best poetic moments by way of folk in 

spiration and insight. Nature, time, life and the universe; 
love, sorrow, joy and experience; people, occupations, values 
and attitudes; all proceed from a constructive intelligence, 
or a creative demiurge which is kindred, in spirit and 

quality, to the unsophisticated, but authentic springs of folk 
art. 

Achala Moulik's Silhouettes of Russian Literature (Prasa 
ranga, Mysore) studies some of the significant authors from 

Pushkin to the present day. She is interesting enough when 

dealing with Lermentov, Goncharov, Tolstoy and Dostoevsky. 
But her naive appraisement of Sholokhov is astounding. She 

has not attempted to trace the syringomyelia that atrophied his 

literary sensibility in the works that followed Quiet flows the 
Don. Besides, it is surprising that she makes no reference to its 

disputed authorship. Sholokhov's wooden novel Virgin Soil 

Upturned receives high praise while Pasternak's masterpiece is 

castigated as a failure in characterisation. We can but hide our 

smile when she offers criticism so puerile as this: 

Pasternak remained in the safety of Peredelkino and only 
when 'the thaw' of Khrushchev set in, did the old man of 

sixty-five speak what he felt. There was no moral courage 
involved. He was not persecuted—he remained at home 

unhurt and unmolested. 

"Unhurt and unmolested" indeed! 

Dr. C.V. Venugopal's The Indian Short Story in English 

(Prakash Book Depot, Bareilly) has a well-knit argument with 

special reference to the major artists in miniature—Manjeri 
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Isvaran, Mulk Raj Anand, R.K. Narayan and Raja Rao. 
It is good that Dr. Venugopal has paid his tribute to Isva 

ran. Isvaran's 'The Immersion' is a haunting tale yet to be sur 

passed in the realm of Indo-English short stories. 
There is something infinitely sad about the Indo-English 

drama. With about 400 published titles and counting a dozen 

gifted practitioners at work even today, it is strange that it 
makes no impact on the Indo-English critical scene. Perspec 
tives on Indian Drama in English (Oxford University Press, 
Madras) edited by M.K. Naik and S. Mokashi-Punekar is thus 

doubly welcome. There are full-length studies of dramatists 
like Sri Aurobindo, Rabindranath Tagore, T.P. Kailasam and 
Harindranath Chattopadhyaya. There are also critical analyses 
of chosen dramas like Bharati Sarabhai's The Well of the People, 
Gurucharan Das's Larins Sahib. Prof. Naik's concluding essay 
tells us how English drama in India seems to have died much 
as a mother crab would, in the very act of giving birth to 
vernacular drama. He rightly calls upon Indo-English drama 
tists to draw their inspiration from genuine Indian traditions 
which can be seen in the classical drama as well as Nautanki 

( U. P. ), Bhavai (Gujarat), Yakshagana (Karnataka) and 
Kathakali (Kerala). There is also the rich historical heritage 
beckoning the would-be explorer. Dialogue in English need not 

always be an insurmountable barrier. 
. . .the playwright in English need not be a rival or an enemy 
of the playwrights in the Indian languages. He can learn 
much from them and can also contribute something dis 

tinctly his own. He can, however, do so only if he succeeds 
in overcoming the temptation to play to a foreign gallery by 
concocting fake orientalism; the greater temptation to be 
deck himself with sundry plumes stolen from Brecht and 

Beckett; and the greatest temptation of all—which is 'the 

greatest treason'—to turn into a literary snob whose spiri 
tual home is the modern wasteland of Europe and who, 
therefore can have no roots in his own culture. Given these 
conditions and given a theatre, there is no reason why we 
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should not have a school of genuine and worthwhile Indian 
drama in English. 
There was some thought-provoking criticism available from 

established literary magazines as well. The Special Number of 
Osmania Journal for English Studies ably edited by Prof. V.A. 
Shahane is devoted to 20th century Indo-English poetry and 
turns the focus on the post-Independence writers like P. Lai 
and R. Parthasarathy. The Aligarh Journal of English Studies 
has brought out a Special Centenary Issue containing some in 

teresting essays: Prof. Ansari on Shakespeare's Measure for 
Measure and G. Singh on Pound's letters deserve special men 
tion. The opening issue of the Kakatiya Journal of English Stu 
dies edited by Sathyanarain Sinha is devoted to Rabindranath 

Tagore. Voice of Samanvaya edited by Prof. K. Seshadri offers 
a galaxy of intellectuals like Rukmani Devi Arundale and Prof. 

Sankaranarayanan who write on India's historical and artistic 

heritage. 
Other well-known journals like The Aryan Path, The Indian 

P.E.N., Triveni, The Literary Half-Yearly, The Journal of Indian 

Writing in English and Indian Literature continued to offer 
critical as well as creative matter. A special welcome may be 

given to the quarterly Release (Yugadhvani Publications, Dhar 

war) devoted to poetry. The editors assure us that "our journal 
is so named specifically in order to emphasise its creative prio 
rity. We want that the creative energies of human beings should 
find appropriate release in the form of poetic expression". The 
fifteen short lyrics in this issue are most of them translations 
from Kannada. Some of the attempts desperately hark back to 
our traditional mythology to put across their world-view. 

Significantly the world of these modern poets contains only 
Jarasandhas, Karnas, Duhshasanas and Kumbakarnas. Their 

language is violent to the soul: "the poem that menstruates", 
"the eggs of death in my pocket"—indeed! Doddarangegowda is 

probably right when he speaks witheringly of writers in general: 
The intellectuals are like centipedes 

prucifying words on paper, 
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with headloads of books on shoulders 

and empty bowls in hands 

wandering nowhere. 

Three cheers for T R. Rajasekharan who turns away from 
intellectual quibbling and indecipherable imitations of modern 
American poetry. 

I heard the little local Napoleon 
And heard his minions all day tom-tom 

How he has been chosen, voted, 

Elected and returned to an M.P. seat in Delhi 

By the adults of this great constituency 
In numbers fortynine thousand or more 

Than those that went to the opponent; 
The multi-coloured buntings fluttered 

In the jeep-churned wind... 

One or two interesting additions were made to Indo-English 
belles-lettres during 76-77. Selected writings from the dedicated 
teacher Jayalal Kaul have been published as Mottoes on Sundials 
(Gautam Kaul, B-7, Defence Colony, New Delhi). Jayalal Kaul 
is well-known in literary circles for his books on the Kashmiri 
saint Lalleshwari and the poetry of Mirza Ghalib. His view of 
the teaching profession as a sacerdocy deserves wide popularity 
among college teachers and University professors who spend 
their time worrying about the UGC scales and neglect their 
students. Kaul makes a passionate plea for popularising the 
reading habit. Teachers must not merely repeat the text but 
make their classes pulsate with life. 

And if he would wish to make his classroom a place to 
which students would come with eagerness and joy, where 
curiosity is quickened and attention is taut, then he will 
have to take abundant pains, he will have to be a good text 
book teacher and much more. He will have to keep abreast 
of knowledge in the subjects he teaches and continually 
correct and evolve his method. 
As one who has spent long years teaching poetry and writing 

about it, Mr. Kaul's style has acquired a poetic tone. This 
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makes his essays on A E. Housman, 'Time in Literature' and 
Mirza Ghalib a pleasure to read. 

Nirad C. Chaudhuri's Culture in a Vanity Bag (Jaico, Bom 

bay) is a critique of Indian modes of dressing written in the 

peppery, satirical style we have come to associate with him. 
Akhileswar Jha's Intellectuals at the Crossroad (Vikas, New 

Delhi) is a puerile pot-boiler stewing silly venom. Dom Moraes's 
The Open Eyes (Government of Karnataka, Bangalore) is an 
excellent travelogue which misses nothing of importance in 

today's Karnataka which includes ancient ruins and the most 
modern hydel projects. 

There was a lot of autobiographical writing that found pub 
lishers too. The Revenue Stamp (Vikas, New Delhi) by Amrita 
Pritam belied expectations. The celebrated novelist-poetess of 

Punjab was contant to do a 'confessional' of her extra-marital 
affairs with Sahir Ludhianavi and Imroz. Another lady to dis 

appoint us was Maharani Gayatri Devi whose A Princess Remem 
bers (Weidenfeld and Nicholson, London) is mostly nostalgic 
descriptions of the princely era. While V.Y. Giri's My Life and 

Times, Vol. I (Macmillan, Madras) is all facts and figures 
but no literary grace, R.P. Noronha's A Tale told by an Idiot 

(Vikas, New Delhi) was a surprise packet of fun and gentle 
irony pricking the bubble of vanity inside the steel frame. I Am 
not an Island (Vikas, New Delhi) by K.A. Abbas is informative 
and at times moving. Though a journalist by profession, Abbas 
can occasionally rise from the mere journalise to sketch a haunt 

ing mood: 
I have seen the serene face of the Buddha at Sarnath and 

the sad smile of the Mona Lisa, I have suffered with Christ 
and laughed at Charlie Chaplin's sadly comic tramp. Toge 
ther with other fellow-students I have cried with anguish 
when the news came that Bhagat Singh had been hanged, 
and I cried with joy as I danced, with a hundred thousand 
others, on the streets of Bombay on the day of freedom—15 
August 1947. 

Then, there is the Prison Diary 1975 (Popular Prakashan, 
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Bombay) by Jaya Prakash Narayan. The Diary covers a period 
of four months in 1975 when he was in prison. Each word 

spills anguish as the author is held tight in solitary confinement. 

Anguish, not bitterness. Even when he expresses his sufferings 
in prison he simply feels that he may be exaggerating it due to 
the break in jail-going habit during thirty years! Of the spate of 

post-Emergency publications, Narayan's diary stands out as a 

unique human document. The Emergency also gave rise to a 
new worship of the concept of Freedom, recalling the days of 

Independence Movement. Articles and stories that have been 

published after the Emergency was lifted in March 1977 point 
out that man values freedom above everything. Once man has 
such a superior sense of values, his creative writing is tinged 
with his freedom—consciousness, raising the level of his creati 

vity. It is not surprising then, that Poems of the Emergency 
(Kavi, Bombay) has many meaningful lines and some courageous 
poems. Jimmy Avasia, for example: 

One day we woke, 

Free to do as they wanted. 

Ideals collapsed in smoke. 

Nobody spoke. 

on the way to an answer 

they selected a truth 

but suggestion of question 
died en route. 

Thus English is handled triumphantly by the Indian prac 
tioner to express many movements and many moments. Though 
we might add, in a mood of great expectations, "the best is yet 
to be". 
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