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The development of the Divine in man would be called the Third
Eye, or the Eye of Tapas, mano — vritti, Thapasi is from the root
*Tap® in Sanskrit meaning ‘to burn.’ This has a dual rolse. Turned
inwards the burning is an internal process of cleansing Samskara
or purification.. The five doors of perception are under the perfect
coutrol of ths mind (manas) to such a cleanser. His inner facultie of
thought are the best fields for the cultivation of true literary crop.
Such produts can stand timelessly.
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The Bigsest Census

EEE WAS waiting for me at the door,
the little door that was the enirance to
my cubby-hole, which for convenience
T used to call my ““room’® If someone
ssked me, “*Where are you going?*’
i would say, *‘l am going to my room.
However, I rarely invited anybody to
come Lo my room.

Yet, here was this tall stranger wait-
g for me. 1 knew he would come
vome houar of the day. There was no
avoiding him. He was reading the little
encomiums written in my name by the
boys to of the street (seribbled in pencil

“Boys in the street are a nuisance,’’
I said, by way of conversation, **Give
them a piece of charcoal and they be-
ecme vandals.®*

The ceosus man was not interesteds
I opened the door and let him in. He
was tallish, so be had to stoop down
to let hemsell in. T hoped against hope
taat my dirty clothes would be somehow
weranged and my few books in order.

He seemed to take in g¢verything at
a glance, *°It is mearly seven,’’ I said,
''do you have to work late into the
right?’® My idea was to attract his att—
ention to a beautiful Queen Anne pocket
watch hung by a silver chain on the
wull. It was my most prized possession,
the omne thing that in the eyes of the
children next door gave me an air of
opulence. But the census man seemed
kardly te notice the importance of th
pocket watch on the wall; :

“‘Who lives next door?*”
me casually,

he ' asked

*‘The iandlord and his family.*’

Anyboby else?’’

“Well, he has reated his backyard
to three other families,**

““Your room is also
house?’’

ety

“*Your occupation?’’

part of the
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**Writer,”

“‘Which means ‘journalist,® he said,
half to himself.

“If you like it that way,” I smiled.

“*Your age*’;

“*Thirty ~five,»

‘‘Married?**

2 Yesee

**Monthly incomes’*

“‘Supposed to be ninety rupses.”

**What do yoy mean, ‘supposeds**
he interposed.

‘“That doesn’t come in the census,*"
I' said irritably, “*My pay is 90 rupeeé,'
but I haven’t seen the colour

of a green
note in ages*** :

*“You are Indian, of course?®*
“'Do you doubt itz I snapped.
He ignored my irritationy

“*You and your wife occupy this
room?’’ I nodded my head. I knew he
was thinking someihing pretty nasty.

‘‘Any children?**

‘‘None**

Well. That settled him. He closed
his note book.

"‘Do you have to ask all these
questions at every house you go into?*

“It is not easy,’" explained the
CENsUs man, “‘but we are determined to
do our best’*

“*What about all these people slee -
ping on the roads, in parks—the beg-
gars, the lepers.,, ?**

“‘Bvery one is taken count of,**

hie said “*They belong to the 350 milion
people of India—that is—Bharat”

THE CEN§US man stooped low teo
get out of the room again. Just then my
wife, who had gone next door to knead
the flour paste, came in., I shut the
door in the face of the census man
once my wife came in,

(Contd. paige 31}
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PORTRAIT_OF A MILTTANT

The third day of coentinuous curfeu

third month of the State's blockade

the bloody siege is on to recapture Jaffna.
The Army's acgvance seeming surer
sccompanyling, news of civilians hacked

this break of daun promises only despair

and the peninsula feels trapped.

But two ten-years olds, with their pots

perched precariously on parents‘ cycle seatss

amble chattering squirrel-like to draw water

in our common village well.

The village overhears one boy saying to the other:

Wpachan, before I get killed T'11 kill

at least one damned soldier.”

24th August 1980
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She was an expert at throwing hand grenades. She always carried

two with her. If she was asked why she would say

"These should be sufficient for me in an attack.,”

"They are increasing their military strength. They

are getting down sopldicticate]  arms and equipment .., and tanks!"....

That's true, even we have to improve our war tactics. We
have no other choice. For Us, wWeapons .are onl' the means to our

ideal, not the end itself”

She loved talking to the psopie.

"We have to credte a politicel awarsness among our
people. YWe, too, have quite alot to lsarn from their way'DF life and
customs™,

Her views were broad and deepi(uuflinchiqg dotermination
sblaze within her. Her ferocity in the vattle field was as potent as her
strong viesuws, The enemy never failed to detect the vehsment rage of her hand
DaMNS. -

"Jur people are suffering so much! They've left their homes,

lost their belongings coscevcecccscsss e must drive them out out of here;

e must liberate the rest of our land tool!”

It was not uncommon i the battle front. But one could not

help feeling a momentary shock at the news. Should this happen to her!

It had been a major attack. She was in the front and could
advance towards the enemny's first sentry point. She advanced, crawling,
prone, pressing her elhous sideways aon the ground tesssssscvces Oamn them..

a mine-blast, °*

Her brother broke the news at homo. He could hardly speak, his

voice trembling....

"AMME wavenss! they hove —omeusd | vase BDOEE-ERE handeseeosnss

of our little sister! ..ceco.”

Aiye! my, Kunjuf
OH sencnseve MY child! wevcosooe

From +ho “*%she;, ;e 22l = tho mather. fallowed

olaham Foundatjon. :
by her staggering fUDtrﬁ%” %qogﬁﬁawyﬂhanga@uo the front door:. steadying
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herself. Cverything seemed blank before har.

Uyhan did this happen cssscsnsssss HNBEET o ononsoks BR0 HOWTscrns

He jumped on his rickaty old bicycle and she hopped in front, still
shaking. He peddled as fast as he could using all his might towards the

feneral Hospital.

This was tuwo days after the incident. Only the mother and brother
were permitted to enter the General Hotpital. WYhen they went up to
har hed she was still lying - unconscious. So they could inot speak to
hgTe That which glared upon their eyes uere the stretched out elbous
which were covered with pure white bandages .... reflecting the image in

the national flag.

He strugoled to control his mother from bursting into loud
sohs, though he himself was convulsed with threatening tears which

he could harely control. In hospitals you are not supaosed tn CrY aloud,

The agony within them had not, as yet, subsided. The roots
af anony was still throbhing deep within them. qut time had dried
thair tears. They went to see her again; and the son told tha mother
fighe must be feeling very hurt , amma, don't worsen it by starting

to cry there. Try to comfort her if you cans”

They went to the hase to see her, for, ghaz had refusad to be

talen home. She wanted to go back to her base.
"1 want to ke in thes base or in the field" she had said, "not
She had bascome very ahbstinate.

The mother was umbfoundas as she entered the Dase. She stood
53:i11l overwhelmed with wonder at what she heheld. So was the nrother.

she was drawing a picture holding the brush in her moutho.

A few moments €lapssd. A girl approached and sau their

astonishment.

This is no wonder at all. Snhe is even learning to write

with her toosi®

The picture was a Seautiful anz. The sKy with dark heavy

clouds crowding Dibjiticed by Novldafh PoftRfisATY bird flying across.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org
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She had heaen clever from her young days. ltor enthusiasm for
drawing had blossomed when she was in the primazy school. She used
to draw a circle and a straight line from it downuards, two sall
vertical lines on both sides of the straight 1ine Lalou the circle
and at the hottom of the line. She usually naméd tis '"mother' and she
would draw another similar one and call it ‘fathez', Jut when she
was in grade eight she Arew very uwell. Those drawinos were so goods,
that they could make her tsacher nress those handa, those two hands which
drew them; to her.eyesu

He could not take his eves off the picturs. hat was this? The

wings of the bird were missing hut it appeared to 2@ flying swiftly  Hou

LF

could that be ? How --- without wings w------

Inuulsively he hlurted out

“The wings have not been e L
tle stopped in sudden realization.
Sha turned, and understpoad what he meant.

When did you come? Amma, why are you SO silent?”
She looked down at her picture.
“This is how it is, anna this bird has no wings. Do you know the
title of this picture?
They had come to comfort hern,; but it was she who had to comfort them.
"o you think a man who has fifty lakhs,would worry over the two
rupaas he had last? Mot at all. Ue have lost only two lhanrds, we have

Fifty lakhs more’.

They both waent home silently, this time with wander and prida.

yhat confidence, she talks as though sho has lost nothing. tihat
absolute cpurane! when she was smaller she could novor andurpg pain. She

3o

wounde. But now:

would thEn the housd up side down for tha smalle
fvery thing depends on houw one is brought wial Gha ls drawing now -- and

writing and do you knou what she has been asking her friends lately.

"ng you think, by Tixing artificial limbs I could practice throwing

hombs anain?”

{Translated by Lucishmiy
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MY HEART LEARPS UP cscoese

-

Little girl, I see you pedalling
Down this road every morning
What's your mission? What's the hurry?

What's the reason for this flurry?

Your brother rots in a foreign clime
Your father lies maimed feor life
With a merry cheer you pedal wvuway

Your frustrations and tears and sighsi

With your dear mother on the pillion
Through the streets with teeming millions
slender calves stretched and strained

I see vou on your cyeling rounds.

fittle girl, my heart leaps up
fAs I see you with your load of love
Little girl, with you my land '

Is shaping its oun destiny:

(Translated from the Tamil otiginal by the autiu

The bicycle is the poadr man's matt: of conveyancee

But, in Jaffna, with the ban on fuel, motor vehicles
no longer ply and the hicycle is the only mﬁﬁa of
transport. QOut af sheer necgessity, women have started
cycling. Hut still there are_ulder woman whno cannot
ride a bigy-le -7 ~ =mall girl taking har mother on

the pillion 1ls a cammon sights
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THE POLITICS OF ANTHOLOGIZING CONTEMPORARY TAMIL LITERATURE: A REVIEW
OF PENGUIN NEW WRITING IN SRI LANKA.

The collection of poams and short stories, Penauin MEw Yriting

in Sri btanka, is a pioneering attempt that for the first time brings

togethar the literature of the island's three linguistic traditions within
the covers of a single book. Prof.D.C.R.A.Goonetilleke who has

adited the collection is of course aware of this significance and
claims the honour for himself in the first sentence of his aditorial
introduction. 1In addition to the image of the pioneer, he casts himself
in the role of a rebel. He argues that the collection is a corrective
to. the narrow midedness of outsiders who have "generally turncd a

blind cyz to {Lankan literature) regarding it a mere extensien of the
literature of India or as being of no consequence” {p.ix). Houwover
laudable this project, it is also a bit tooc ambitious. A person who
engaged in such an enterpriss has to be familiar with the literary
tradition of each language, if not with the languageé themselves,in order
to oive a balanced and authentic représentation of' these diverse
traditions. For non-Tamil readers the Eallection will probably
provide the first glimpse to the Jamil literary tradition. It is
therefore important to revisw haow the Tamil literary tradition has been

reprosented in the collection, given the prograssive aims of the editor.

A casual perusal will reveal =2 surprising fact: the cditor states
"3iographical data not available”™ for some of the nine Tamil writers
represented. This is all the mare puzzling in the casa of Ne.ilurugaiyan

who is not only a veterah poet {coupled with Mahahavi for ushering in
the contemporary Tamil renaissance) but one wvho is étill living and
(what is more) working as a Senior Assistant Registrar in thaz guite
canspicuous University of Jaffna. rurthermore, the repeated roforconces
to tuhuran " as "a young Tamil poet” in the editorial introduction
and the blurbs is mislgading. MNuhuman is in his late forties and is not
yaung uwhen we consider quite respectablaz poets in the contemnorary scene
1ikn Karunakaran, Illavaalai Wijendran and Cheran who ars in their

garly thirties.

This ovident unfamiliarity with the eontemporary Tamil literary
scone affocts the collection in more serious wayss Although the book

claims to bo "an anthology of the finest verse and prose of contomporary

3ri Lanka®, The collection represants the early formative period of

indigenizing i F oy T S . Indian dominance). It is in that

tndigoRis ng Tamlltﬂﬁ&%ﬂﬁ%&oﬁgﬁnn%%ﬁﬁxm%n} il ) i
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sopse that Mahakaui and furugaivan are significant. jut any discussion
e deuvelaopments thereafter cannot leave out figures like Jesurajah,
Cheran, Vilvaratnam ctc. Apart from thase young poots who reflect the
resistance against Sinhala "imperialism® from a nationalist or Marxist
standpoint, there is thc even more recent develepment of writers in
sxile who express their experience as refugess in wostoern capitals.
The question, then, is not only one of chronological comprehensiveness

but representation of significant strands of the literary tradition.

To one familiar with the Tamil literary tradition thz anthology
indoad looks a haphazard selzetion bassd on personal choice and accessibility.
thile most aof the seminal and influential figures in the contemporary scene.
are left out, soms of those included will net find a place in any
Tamil scholars’ history of contomporary Tamil literature. Although
Thambirajah's "Funeral Pyre® (1960) is a remarkablo achizvement, he hasn't
written much of similar gquality or of a sizeable quantity after this.
Splvarajah is littlec knouwn to wider Tamil audienca as a poct although
he has achieved somc pcpularity as a mass media performing artiste. If
Mo is a poect, he is only a self-claimed poet (to paraphrase slightly

his own nom-de-plume “self-born King of Poets"!). It i

“

not accidental
that boih these writors are based in Colombo and associnted with well
recognized institutions (i.e., American Centre and SLIC, respectively).
The oditor would have had easy access to their writing, if not known
them personally. Hesdless to say, to gain access ta other writers in

tha "libarated zone" of the North, an+ aditor has to work extra hard.

85 n result of such selection, the Tamil section fails to represent
somz of the pressing socio-political concerns of Tamil society which
have been finding powerful. expression in this litorature in recent tinese.
That is, Tamil nationalism and the resulting armed struggle for self-
determination do not find exprassion in this collectisn., The closest
that comes te this theme is Nuhuman's "Murder®-- a Muslim writer's
raactions to the burning of the Jaffna Public Library by the Sinhalesc
security forces in 1930. But this poem does not { and cannot be expected to)
autheontically express the aspirations such periodic stato snonsored
violonce has given birth to among Saivite Tamils. 1In feet, there is é
dearth of pelitical themes in theo Tamil section-- a mattier that has bacome
n fact of lifs for Tamils since at loast 1877. Irenically, in the colloction,
the £nglish section 1looks more politically conscious and alive to the times

1

than the Tamil section: Jean Arasanayagam's A country at war” discusses

tha athnic conflict, while Anne Ranasinghe deals with the initial JVP
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rising and Reggie Siriwnrdene with the "terror” following the JVP revival *
in their poams. This omission is glaring in the case of the Tamil
community which is now "enjoying" the internatianal steresotype of

a highly politicized, militant, “terroristic" group of people. Roaders
might g0 away with the impression that these palitical themss haven't

yet found expression in Tamil literaturs. Many readors will cortainly
think thsot the reason why such themes are not rseflected in their literature
may be becauss their politics is inadequately culturalized or aven because

such attitudes/aspirations are those of a minority within the ninerity.
Y

ic themes that do find expression in the Tamil section aro those which
wera concarns of tho fifties and sixties; such as the casto conflict,

Other themss such as the ccnrﬂrns of women, Estate Indian workars and
Fluslim community give .voice to cortain concerns internal to the community.
All this do scrus to refl*ct a literary tradition that is aob thnically

divorsc and rich when the Slnhala tradition appzars homogenoaous. It

fors

s .indood fortunate that the Indian and Muslim communitios are oiven
reprosaptation when tho Jéffna—Tamil—Saiuita ethos tends to dnminate

the Tamil traditon. But todo this at the cost of neglacting tha

nationalist theme is grievous. Eventually the improssion ome-might gat

is of a community pregccupied with internal diversity, if not conflicts.

Indeed to give a roalistic picture of contemporary Tamil writing

ons has to publish much that is being writtan in de facto “Tamil Ealam.”

Rlthough these who wrote till 1385 (in the landmark collection
“maranctihthul Yalvom"-- Let's liue amidst Doath),; such as Jesurajaoh,
Cheran; and Yilvaratnam, wefe more radical than the oldor goncration of

pocts who gradually became sensitive to the nationalist causc, such as

fatiakkavi, furugaiyan, N;Pannambalam and Ramalingam, the-pgst 935 writing-

is 2ven wmore committed and subversive. This in fact includes rany cadres
who hava boon writing from the hettleficld. Many such colloctions of

'short short storiecs and poems have baen roleasod in recent time in Jaffna.
This includas the collection of poems by the 18 year old schasl nirl
Vanathi who died in the Elephant pass battle in 1991. Although thero is
much in this genre of "committed® writing that is slogan~like, dogmatic,
and roductive, thore is also writing that is complex and aesthgtically

gffactivo.

fut such stuff will definitely bhe difficult to handle by

Araf.Goonctilleke. This point is not simply that this will challonge the
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ideological standpoint of the editor, but that this will also grate
against the dominant idoologies of the Sri Lankan state and publishing
industries like Penguin. It is interesting in rare moments to see how
the editor experiences these jideological tensions (and wriggles out af
them!i). It is now gencrally accepted that the Police burnt down the
Jaffna Public Library on the eve of the 1881 District Council eloctions
when some senior ministars of the UNP government ware present in Jaffna.
Nuhuman's poem "Murder® talks about this incident. Dut the aditor's
footnote to this poem says, "jaffna Public Library uwas bufned dawn in
an incident of othnic violence” (p.239). The footnotc con juras
images of Tamil and Sinhala civilians fighting cach other with sticks
and stanes in the .uvicinity of the library whan accidentally the librafy
caught fire! The footnote is a misleading cuphemism as the poem
Unambiguously raofers to the part played by police and ministers in the
jncident. It will be interesting for a Reader Responsc thooriét ta
study what a reader who doosn't know the actual hisfarical backaround
of the incident will make of the poem. The clash botucen the Fuﬁtnote
and the dotails in the poen will produce a vatiety of confusing

interpretations which will serve only to distort tho pungent theme.

1f Prof.Goonetilleka is uncomfortable with a pocm which talks about
an act of chltural destruction, it can be imagingd how much moTe difficulties
he will have with poems which talk about mass killings of civilians by
sepurity forces, condemn state terrorism, guestion the sovereignty of
sri Lankan state, scek a radical restructuring of sopiecty and voica
appirations of a separate state. Such writing will be uncomfortable
to the Sri Lankan state. In fact, some of the recent writing will militate
against the very act of publishing Tamil liternturs as "Sri Lankan™,
They expressly scok to be defined as the literature of a gifferent ©~ ' °7
nationality. e must also note that publishing industrics have thair
ocun hidden idealogical positions. Pgnguins can nbt tolerate thair
publications to become auehicle for separatism or comunism, however
much they would like to capitalize on the racent moedia attention of the
Tamil militancy to boest their profits by such Peonical®, timely anthologies:
publighing industry, academic. or otheruisc, individual or institutional,
is not shy of thriving on topics of human misery and destructiaon like
tho Sri Lankan crisis. To really represent the Tapil literary scenc is
then very difficult for the westerh publishing industry, given its

moerings and dependence on the market ecanomy.

Editing and publishing anthologies then is a nplitical acte 1t
involues making ideolégi:ally motivated decisions fuarhaps unconsciously)
on what to include andiswhat to leave out. UYhatl oventually gets included

goes to posterity (and the current ‘reading public) as the authoritative
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record of thé literary achieuement ofthe community of tﬁat tima,

in the process defining the community's literary tradition and

canocnizing the works published. Jo leaving out the nationalistic.
uriting or even further, the writing of Tamil militants, dcflnes the
contemporary Tamil literary tradition in a selective manner. Perhaps
such literature will be ruled_aut as "popular®, "politicized" or ?mass,“
distinct from the “serious” which constitutes the tradition. Such
distinctions again are ideological and serve to reify the biases of
dominant socio-political grpups and institutions. It is not far fetched
then to view anthologies and collections as one way-in which the Meste;n
socio~political institutions hegemonize the culture, litorary traditions,
and institutions of other communities. They define or ‘standardize”
literary and cultural products according toc their "tastes™ (which Bourdieu
would remind us, is another ideological construct). Someono more
proficient has to do a similar review of the Sinhala section to find.

out what it aceomplishes.

In this regard, we should not fail to abszrve the hegemony of the
Western politico-industrial complex Kincluding the pbblishing industry)
through the English languape. In presenting Tamil poetry to the world
theough English language and its characteristic discourse, we are again
subjecting Tamil texts to ideological modification and even reinterpretation,
This is of course a necessary euil,_ It is important to_tranélate indigenaus
literature in English in order to provide it international attentiong
but in the process of translating we also "distort” this literature,

The faect is that the Tamil originals are more passionate, poignant and
diroct in communicating their political theories,; The valorization of
feslings, subjectivity and contreteness deriving from the oral roots of
the Tamil language provide it a force and spontaneity that is lacking in
the £nglish translation which follows!a literats discourst that is
cerebral., impersonal, aznd abstract. TIn making the Tamil texts to
accommodate the restraint, balance and CDmplexity preferred oy English
litorary discourse {through features such as irony, paradox and:ambiguity,
valorized by Western critical theories, whether MNew Criticism or
Daconstruction) the translators are forced to significantly alter the
experiances and aesthetic offects communicated in Tamil. This wspecially
affects committed political writing where feelings like Indignation
against the oppressor, hope of the transformed social order, unambigious
condemnation of oppressive forces, and thz concrste identification of good
and evil can be distorted in the nameé of balance or restraints We would
expect an editor of local literature translated into English to mediate

for the wider reading pudPiECERY GPSEa0r ¥ B I%He originmal. He ocwes an
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apology to the Tamil writers by acknowledgeing or explaiﬁing
theose discursive alterations in the oditorial introduction or
at least the footnotess Unfortunately, this can he.duneﬁunlﬁfby one

proficient in Tamile

Therc are lessons for 2 of us thrdugh this pioneering attempt.
ror Tamil scholars the echallenge is to do more and better translations
in English. It is gvident that both the S5inhala and Tamil works in
the collection are dated while the English sclections arg ﬁuiﬁe racents
Ungarstandably, the lack of adeguatea translations will 1imit the editor's
chaice. 0n the other hand, cditors of anthologies and cglloctionsIShauld
nlsa undeorstand the seriocusness of their work and do justfcé to the
aative literary traditions by wisely negotinting the slipoery

nc politico-economic factors that impinge on thoir onterprise.

P
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deologica
anka'

5ri Lanka's international popularity (or notoriety) has given uay:to'a
spate of anthologies on Our Literaturc. However, local scholars mare
given to the fpublish or perish™ culture of western academy 3035 to
consider editing sych collections as 2 feather in thelr cap :aghar than
a serious political activity by which they could do disscruicerto the
indigenous cultures and iliteoraturas, adding to the cruel Foto cccsssce
cur litesraturz has suffered”, Although Arof.Goonetilleken proudly declares
that éhauing been inhibited, even suffocated, for four-hundred-and-fifty
years under the colonial domination of the Portuguese, the dutch and,
finally, the Aritish, (uritars) have, aftar independencu{13ﬁﬁj,.raﬁidly
brought about about an ‘efflorescence’ (poix), heo will he surpriscd £0

fing that similar sources of domination still exert their hagenony

through more subtle channels to continue to inhibit and suffocate our

uritars.
0N ASNESH CANAGARAIAH
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LAMENT FOR A RUDELY PLUCKED SUNFLOWER

Look at this stalk

fhat grisves inconsolably
fver the heart

Torn from it.

Have you luokgd?

If you have eyes, look.

ho wrenched it away?

Only a dpuil}s_hand

Wikl strétch out

To rudely pluck

A heart-flouer

“That quickens

flith the sun, its beal ideal

Aahold that plucked heart
Qeating within mysolf
That's split and sundered

Like torn-up water-lilies.

- You da nut know

The tréﬁuluuénesa

0f the stalk

Steeped in its ﬁémories
0f the flower

That's been plucked

Till I gather up

The scattered fragments

0f my sclf

And let it twines craeper-1like
Round my kith and kin

My hands too

Will be pricked

Oy thorns.



Keep vour distanced

Take your hand auay,

You devil
Long-nailed to pluck and. tear!
thy oh why did you trespass.

Into the zone

Where our life linked lics?
hy did you sunder _
Aur umbilical cord's lotus
Through which streams

The blood of our forghears? .

“You miscrable wretch - = : i R
Yho trampled on

The strangled children

thasz mouths had blossomed
Into swest smiles!

You who arc congenitally deaf
To the soft crics

0f suckling babes

Avaunt!

Kegp away, you iron fisted
Who have tornh out

The heart of my village

Fresh as thaz daun.

Get away, far away
From thz boundarios

0f cur life-zbna.

Mot for devils
Are our flousr-parks
Mot for usroating

Arg our lifs-blossoms.

Let each eye-bud open
In its own course
Qo not pluck

The petals full of honey

Digitized by Noolaham Foundation.
noolaham.org | aavanaham.org
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Avaunt, you dovils!
That the deep-rooted treecs
In our groves

May hreak into Tlower.

S.Wilvaratnam

15/2/'92
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POETRY READING: SOME IMPRESSIDNS

Poetry reading is an ancient_hut'_ forgotten art and
it was a pleasant surprise to listen to a renderiﬁg of "Third World
Pactry” by students of English, Drama and Theatre of the Uhiuersity
of Jaffna, on 12th July 1891,

The poems were drawn from South Africa, Sri Lanka, India, Malaysisa
and_the Caribbean. Their range was as divarse as the poets themselves-
gcach unique in its own way. Thare was humour, anger, satire, suffering,

epdurance,_compassian“_and gvan hilariousness in the sclection.

Great care scems to have gone into the selection not only for
their su1tab111ty for oral rendering but also to refloct the problams
facing the “Thlrd uarld Ccuntrins" and perhaps as fit subgects for the

discussion that was to follouw.

The performancé.itﬁelf was l3udable considering the fact that
Ennlish is a second 1an§uage tﬁ pur undergraduates and this uwas
pioncering work. Humeuer. the writar had the Faeling that the posms
did not carry through tn_the audience. It did not grip thﬂm. muua them.
Perhaps, the readers}parforhers had not sufficiently 1mmcr§ed_thamseluea

in the poems to articulate them as their oun.

flambers of the audience, too, could not respond adzgquately .
Audicnce response is vital for any performance. Porhaps it was a new

experience to them as well to listen without a scripti

Two pieces, howaver, cama off well- "pfrican Promethous®
and Goodbya Party for Miss Pushpha™- the former becausc it was dramatized and
the latter becauss the language was closer to the spoken idiom of our
people. There certainly was rapport betuween reader/performer and the
audience.

1

The reading was followed by a panal discussion chaired by
Br.Surash Canapgarajah, Heoad of the Department of Englishs. The other ,
nemhers of the panel were Messrs Lalith. Ravindran, (University of Jaffna)

S.Pathmanathan {Teachars College) and S.Rajasingam {Toehnical College).

The discussion started off on a lively note, with zn introductory
note by Mr.talith Ravindran and it took sometime to pstablish that there
was a subtle difference between 'Third World Poetry and “ommonuwealth®

noetry,



Gnly two poems were taken into serious consideration African
Prometheus” and the Animal and Insect Act, 1904%, Doubts were raised
as to the latter being poctry at all. At this point Mr.S.Pathmanathan :

intervoenedd and spelt out what poetry is and its functions.

Some comments of a very genaral naturc was made on African postry

but no particular poem was taken for discussions.

: At this stage Mr.Lalith Ravindran wantod to know if there was no
literature other than ‘protest' literaturcz. fbviously, he had the
selections in mind. Upto a point most of thz socms were 'protost’ poems
and rightly so as the poets were really giving vont to their anger
at thz cruelty of their erstuhile colonifl masters. But thére were
othzr pieces like "The Night of the Scorpion” and "Goodbye Party to

Miss Pushpha® that were not "orotest’ literaturc,

The discussion could have been more fruitful if cach panel member

had taken a sa2t of poems and examined them in dotaile

Mavertheless as observed earlier, this was a pionzgering piece of work
apnd yet was successful in a way-it focussed on koy issugs facing the

would=be reader-performer of pceti*yo

B11 in all, it was a new experience ta ail concerned and the
writer hopes that more programmés of this naturc would follow in the

days to comes.

4., RAJASINGHAM
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EXPERIMENT AND CONTROVESY IN TﬂE JAFFNA _ENGLISH THEATRE

The English theatre scene has taken an gxperimental
turn in Jaffna in tho past couple of yoars. A sories aof plays
staged hare (James Thurber's 'Ostrich' and Jamal Bonoura's 'The Rccused'
staged on 30th August 1991, Abjit Sircar's Child's: Play' staged on
19th July 1981 and 30th August 1991, Bernard B.Dardec's 'The Village'
staged on 02nd and 15th February 1992 and on 10th June 1883, Alagu
Subramaniyam's short story "Professional Mourners” adapted by
fr.A.J.Canagaratna’s "Wake up my beloved” staged on Fobruary 1993 and on
10th June 18893,)have been quite controversial . in their rcception.
We produce below some excerpts from thz comments by rouiewers in
moctings of the English Forum on some of the plays. But to contextualize
their comments, ‘wé first need an overview of the traditional

English theatrical productions in Jaffna.

Although Tamil theatre is highly developed and seasonod and frequent
in Jaffna, English plays are staged only occasionally. Ue have only
a handful of producers, who ara now quite ageing, belonging to the garlier
generation and predominatly English educated. Maost of the piays chasan_
for production ara classics, usually scenes froﬁ Shakespoarn. Plays in
translation are not preferred because English drama is primarily considered
to be ;aans of teaching language. Perhaps for ths samc recason, much effort
is taken on getting the students to enunciate their "linas™ correctly.
The standard British English pronunciation is aimed at {sometimes even
in Russian translations or American plays). Due to the cmphasis on the
lines, thore is very little movement .or use of the staga. The actors pose
as if they aro making a speech out of gpg dialogue. The concept of .
tihcatre then has been very weak in these plays. Sometimes, tomake up
for action, producars bank on spectacle. Much resources and time are spent
on producing scenery and costumes that would rzflect the authentic -

aritish (or western) atmosphere and environment.

The plays staged recently{mentioned aboveyhave been diffarent
to this tradition in many ways. First of all, the seloction of third
world plays has been sensational. Not only is their English usually
the "non-native varieties” spoken in India or Africas their themes too
arc radically non-llestern. 1In fact, many of the plays like "The Village®™
critigue the English colonial role in its own language. The themes are
more homely and relevant to the immediaté experiences of the audience,
compared to the classical plays. The actors in thesc plays aim only

at a "natural® educated Sri Lankan English. Usually the wholz question
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of language fails to receive inordinately Special attanfion as thé

focus on "theatre” has de-emphasized the privilegod nlacc of "lines'.

The stage is ysed to the maximum. The body, space, aind choreographed
movement are now spoaking to the audience in pléca of the "iines®,

The costumes in most cases are nothing specials In Child's Play the usual
casual dress of local students was used: In'Yillage' the actors were
mostly bare bodied with a folded sarong bolow. Even the music is
nativized. The local musical instruments like the mirudangam and tabla
provide an appropriate atmosphere for thesz plays. Even in gestures

and behaviour, the actars make am effort to be "notural®, abandoning
the assumption that they have_to behave artificianlly

in order to gualify as an "English” play.

Though all this is repulsive for many brought up in the classical.
tradition, most af the school students and university producers involved
are fartunately influenced by the vibrant Tamil theoatrical tradition;‘
The Tamil theatre is also primarily a school level or cducational theatre.
The younger generation is then now able to connect the Tamil and English
theatrical traditions. It is true that hithertoltha Tamil theatre
borrowd Ibsen,; :Chek.ev, Brecht and Becke.tt through English. But nouw
the tables are turned: the English theatre is berrouwing local themes
indigenous music, acting and difectarial skills from tha.?amil tradition,

promising interesting now departures for the Jaffma English theatriczl

sS5coenea
SURESH
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THE_THREE_ONE _ACT PLAYS- PRESENTED 3Y THE EHGLISH FORUM,

UNTVERSITY OF JAEFNA, 30TH AUGUST 1991-_ KAILASAPATHY AUDITORIUM.

SOME DBSERVATIONS.

In Drama, the Actor is the centrai'nbject of atttention. It
is_through the Actor the Author unfﬁlds his themz and builds up
the plpt. It is through the Actor, the Diractor interprets the
play and it is through ﬁhe Actor the Audience undarstands and appreciatus

the Author and the Director, and anjoy the Thoatros

You can think of a Drama without a script or aven without a plot.
You can think of a Drama ﬁithout sets;, makelup,Aelﬁbcrat: TCETUNDE .
effective lighting, mood creating music and-so on, but you. can
think of a2 Drama without Actdrs, Therefore in any type of Orama- oo
Classical, Raaliétic, Surreaiistic, Epic or-even in Modern Draomas ubere
the role of the Director is exaggerated, the Actor plays a predorilaant
.role in the expasition, deuelopment'and communication of tho basi:
contradiction., Therefore understanding the-"frt of the Actor’ 1o e
basic essential in any type -of Theatres

b

When I say the Art of the Actor, I mezan the process by wnizi the
Actor uses his apparatus and other éccessarias to communicate astisticeiis
fhe thoughts, feelings and emotions uf,thascharatcr hoo is parb;a;iﬁu
to the audience. The apparatus awailable té the ﬁctcr is his bouy

which is made up of the limbs, the face, his voica and pno five sanzas.
Through these, sensations and expariehces apo gainad and stored as
’ mémories. These we call the esxternal or ghysical.apparatus; ang Lh
other, the mind or the soul of the fctor, whara the emotions arc St
as memories aﬁd is called the internal appartatus. .

The Actor uses these memoriss to create the character he 1t

portraying. A combination' or a fusion of the internal feeling o
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omotion created iS what w2 call characterisation. An &

new souls for each of the charactars he is callaed upon to pottrav.” ©HD
brings out the emotion amalogous, to that of the character he_ls pATTTE Y AN
by placing himself in similar circumstances from his our persgnal crnaiion
memories and sensation memories. When sﬁch gmotions are brought outb
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and through them the physical apparatus of the Actor i
automatically and artistically, the resulting acting is bermed au Tenthiul
ficting. It is a difficult process no doubt. Dut constant trainipg will

cnable the Actor to atkairedtiild drient fonnatate. When the acting v srpnihe
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it has the power to attract, concentrate, sustain the interest
and move the audience and eventually give tham the satisfaction and
enjoyment. In other words the Drama attains the ohjéctiues of

communication artistically through the actors art and his aeccessories.

With this small note on acting, which has rolevance ta the
observations I shall make, let me come to the three plays that were
performed the other day. My chief concern that day was with perceiving
gach of the performances as an organic whole with special emphasis on
Acting. Unfortunately the auxiliary instruments-as a well planned sets
and props, lighting, music and costumes were restricted. That is quite
understandable with a limited budget. But such rostrictions place an
additional burden and responsibility on the actors and they have to gather
all their means to motivate, sustain and intensify the intarest of the
audience. This requires a concertad effort on the nart of all the

actors. ;0On this a%pect, I should say, the actors succeeded partiaelly,

The three plays mostly depended an thz dialogue for their exposition
and communication. The Ehild's Play- combinad improvised aéting with
dialogue. The Ostrich usad rhythmical movaments and the Accused mostly
used gestures, movements and mannerisms with dialogue. In all the
three plays, the characterisation aspect that I have bpen talking about,
appeared here and there. as flashes but not as a centinuous process
of creation. I felt thati-the difficulty in getting into the_cﬁaracter was

partly due tothe.misplaced emphasis on gestures and movemoents.

The actors appearad to be concentrating more on the form of delivery,
intonations, pronunciations and modulation of the spoken words than on
the meanings, thoughts and fealings they provoke. #ly primary concern

here is the Accused, which was produced and actad Oy experienced actors.

Stanislausky, the Master of the ‘System' says, 'that of tha many
sources of stimulation for the creation of a rdle, the most pomerful_lies
in the text of the play. The text provides the actor the necessary material
for thought and emotion. It also provides the neccossary cicumstances
to the actor to place himself in them to sense tho foelings of the character.
The mere ‘thoroughly the actor understands the text, thé easier .it becomes

to feel and to express the feeling.

TAke for instance the part played by Suresh. The command, control and

the understanding of theo nuances of the language gave him the ecase for
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his movements and show of emotion without undue-offort. When

tha horror of tha accident was fully grasped internally, the emotion
manifested itself in him through facial expression and movements of

the limbs. The others were only reporting the accident, they were not
acting or feeling the horror, This did have its offect an the final
episode of the death of the Major. If the horror would have been properly
built up by all the assistants into a make belicve accident with fis
ghastly features, the shock the Major receives on seesing the accused

in persen wopld have been heightened to the extent that it justifies

his death. The final cpiscde however turned out to be melo-dramatic.

Another aspect I have to note in the production of the Accused which
tonad down the tempo of the play is the change of 'Soex'. In the
script the accused is portrayed as a male character; Hore the accused was
transformed into a female character. Consequently the attitude of the
ma jor towards the accused was toned domﬁ;.suhdued and restricted. Had it
boon a male, tha acting would become more challenging to the Major. The
adamonegc, stubborness and the demands of the accused .would stir up more
responsed internally and externally and their interrolatienship would have
been more defined, throwing the major into fits of anger and depression,
which in turn would have accelerated and justified ths process of his

doath.

0f coursa there is nothing wrong in the change. If it is done,
I feel that the conflict has to be heightenad to ' justify the death.
ItUnfortunately the accused was more feminine than a rovolt and a threat

to the state.

In all the three plays .Communion, ot the interplay of giving
and receiving from the other actors was not sufficient. Acting tended to
be individualistic, thereby, the effect of an organic whole, an

enactment where all participate, feel and react toended to bhe lost.

In the Child'sPlay, the actors found it difficult to concentrate
on what they were doing on the stage. Their eyes wandered through the
auditorium fearing to meat the eyes of the audience. These aspects are
frequent in the early stages of acting. Confidence will build wp through
practice and training. More maturity was observed in the Accused. Yet therao
was difficulty in getting into the role with the oxception of Surosh.

They all tried and succeeded at times and that gives rays of hope.

On the whole it was an enjoyable evening with worthwhile activities
on the stage. I thank the Eaglish Farum, for that.

N.SUNCADALINGAM



(ORE THAN MERE AIDS

The well known novelist and linguist Anthony Hurgess :4n his

Langunge for you ohserves tha%t the Indians sﬁacially in the

South, impose their own pace; rhyths and intonaticn an Znglish speech,
that it gets distorted beyond recogniticn. - The chservation applies
equally well to an "infinite variety' of the language as spokon all
“throughout the world. T Was naturally reainded of this Tact when T
had the opportunity to watch a team of younno ‘students Trom Hindu
Ladics College, Jaffna porform thz playlet Child's Olay TFochntly at

the Namanathan Hall, University of Jaffna.

It is not the end-offect of the imposition of ko 542 Larkan Tamil

students' intonation upon a varizty of ana-,n idiom and Dxprcsqlon

e

nfc siitation that I am

which sprang aut of a Morth Incian Cp15~;-

paftiﬂularly inter@sted in, a% the moment. 'Sdc“ conéi}ﬂratimns'
are o rely 1nc1dental nnd pe;h"gs sgsondary. 1 unle r 1thare like

to que stion thu purpose and place of English slays in'our midst.

._r\

Dne of the purposes ceoui's be tezching Znolish Languagz to nur children.

Plays serve as teaching aids in a vary effac tive, practical and valid
sense.  May be, it is in this capacity that this ve-y play-Child's Play

by Hbijit Sircar-came to be chosen for performance by .our group of
young children. And, may be, the dearth ar a camplet? lack nof scribts
dezling with situations nearer home is another reasan for the choice.
Holl, the choice is gond ennugﬁa It dezals with a 'hurﬁin_ problem’' as
they call it. The mock rehearsal for a bank rahhef; ny college
'{Hniuersity?) students is only a 'Child's Play' in mare than one sense.
The vcry last bit of actian in which the disgruntled bays scem to turn
seriously against their colleague who manages to securc as job
thraugﬁ nopotism injects a powsrful irony into tha uholc mockery which
fa

the 113y is. In thls respect the title *urr“ out to be very vital,

integral part of tha antire~picea.

The performance was more than satisfying and thanks fo our locgal
zxpertise in modern modes mf.play production; we arc adequately
equipped, technigues-wise, o ﬁendle ~2idit Sirear’s script with
gfaebfui zase. Dut one is léft wondering whathéf our children,; the
players themselves inclusive, hauu.tha asportunity to doualnp thair

i

sensihbilitjes well enounh for a full grasp and apareci-~tion of all

the artistlc naances hthdlC
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It goes without sawing that such a grasp and appreciation are
cssential pre-requisites for effective communication and infoction

of feeoling. And should not our English plays be more than meore
~teaching aids?

e
ke

i

et g1 A e M

In this contexgt9 one is tempted tc lcok hack, not in 3ng ’r, but in

g

nostalgia to those happy old days when Jaffnq could“takq in
successful doses of Waiting for Godot produced years before the now

colebrated author was heard of even by a tinj micrcscgpic minority

of scholars and critics.
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ARE_MY_COCONMUT TREES STILL STANDING 0OR s0ps?

In the compound of my house
Seven or gight coconut trees
STand upright

Scraping the sky

In the nights

When the moon riscs

It sesks the threshold
of my hause

And frnlics

'Midst the coconut trees
My breeze waftis

The scent of blossoms,
Touches my shoulders,
Caresscs my face

And talks toc me,

All these I lost

One day whan

The enemy's forces
Surrounded my territory
Grief

Was all that remaingd

My fields where

Storks blassomed

And the boughs of my trees
here bircs bloomed

Are now mounds of ash
Mingled with the sand

This tima, tonight

Are my coconut trecs

Still standing

Br have shells

Shattered and charred them?

Does the noon

Peep out and weep?

Docs my wind

Wander in scarch of me?

Having lost my fheart
And uprootad 1
I have come herc.

I say emphatically

Thae moan that scalds

On this "lisn gpil

And the wind

That brashes past me derisively
Are not mine; are rot mine.

YIVEK
Translated by A.J}.Canagaratna
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FRUIT

Waiting to pluck fruit
Pluck my fruit

The fruit of my life

I knou

gut it's the means 1 lack

fly path closed

My ground devastateds

And my moonlib compound frozen

In fear caused by the dogs' howling
The body of my shadeit toc

1s filled with dead ress and hota

Time is passing
My body is ageing
Although from frenzy panting

My mind alone

Throbbing, perspiring, rust discsrding

shines with undimmed youthfulnesr

with youthfulness

T will come Fy
Appeasing my hunger

And rest awhile
Waiting to pluck fruit
pluck my fruit |

The fruit of my.lij@

f - A poem by

Jyasuyctevan (

5,Laurence)

- Translated from 1. mil into English by

Kandiah Sh
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Comes
S5it by me.
Wwhy are your eyes reddencd?
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Okay, then, ..
let’s sit bESldE 'ghch! other,
and comfort one another. {

Let's git beside each Dthefg
Death! g%at s left are

Come let's together ravig'is
the darkness. ; A
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EXILED DAYS
Good Friday
Thz Day they crucified you.

A hot wind

412w between shore and sea.

One or two sea CIouws j

flew in the imma E ata sky.

The wind grating pa myrah trees
whipped up inexpressible herrer

That was the last day in our village.
e came ashore

only the waves returned. -

When the sun fall into the sea

we knelt down and wept. :

An cerie howl rose

hecame night

In the distance

like %ingle corpse in the cemetery
burnt out village.

*®

Good Friday
Tho day they cruc;fled you.

P.AKILAN

Translated by A.Suresh Canagarajah
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THIRD EYE AND NAKEERARS

Tha English Forum of the University aof Jaffna has consciously chosen

to christen its bulletin the 'Third Eye'.

e are not unaware of the trepidation the bulletin's mame night cause
in the ninds of those who are familiar with the legend associated with
Lord Siva's opening of His third eye to intimidate Makeerar who had dared

to criticise his poems

Mhile we hope to publish critical pieces which while being critical,
will di%play a sense of responsibility, we can assure OUT readers and would
he contributors that we do not aim to scorch their creativity till it

shrivels up completely.

Wle have chosen this name mainly because we wish to ‘make it clear
that we hope to link our venture to our indigenous traditions and our
locsl languages. Otheruwise a bulletin published in Epglish today tuns the
risk of appearing s hot-house product.

A meriodical published here and nouw cannot but be sensitive to

and reflect what's going on in the society at large.

The alert rsader will notice that quite a number 'of pieces in this
maiden issue take for thems the plight of the refugees, the displaced and

the uproated. This i as it should be, given what is happening around us.

Another noteworthy feature. is that this issue carries seyeral translations

from Tamil, especially of works by young uriters.

iihat, some carping critic might ask, is an English pariodical doing with

translations from Tamil?

The ansuwer is simple. In our country, even when English was the medium
of instruction, the sad fact ‘is that there was hardly any crzative writing

in fnolish worth talking about.

i

While Third Eye welcomes originals contributions in English
gspecially creative writing it envisages a fruitful dialogue with creative
writing in local languages because this, we are convinced, will he mutually

benzficial.

ta welcome Feedback from would-be Makeerars and assure thom Third Eye

will not incinerate them.
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«Have these people no other work?**
my wife complained. *‘They come into
houses uninvited. They have no respect
for women folk nowadays’*

““They have their jobs to do,”" I
protesied. **Anyway, he won't come
again’’

] hear they are kiduapping children
into Hyderabad,”” she went on chattering

““We have no children,** 1 said
abseptmindedly.

My wife looked at me cutiously.
Perhaps she thought I was daft. She
proceeded to lay out my meal. 1 pro-
ceeded to gobble my food. I am used
to that too. Then with an *<I shall be
late. Keep the door open,’* 1 walked
out. She koew, of course, that [ was
going to the cinema. Shec necver grudged
me the four and three-quarter annds.
Force of habit. If yeu persist in a
habit, wives of course get worried if
you don‘t keep on persisting.

Luckily for me, there were only
two persons in the gallery, so 1 could
stretch my limbs comfortably on the seat
opposite. The hall was darkened and
soom I was listening to the voice of
Mr. Berkely Hill. 1 sat up and took
aotice when he began: ‘‘The biggest
census in the world*” Mr. Hill led the
audience around the busy streets of Bom-
bay, Calcutta, and Madras.

**When he census man coms to
your door...'' Purred Mr. Hill, *.. whe-
ther you are a city worker or a day
lgbourer, or drive a bullock cart...*’
Weil, 1 didnt drive a3 bullock cart ard
} had already faced the census man.
There had been nothing exciting abou!
it. T lost all interest in the census and
fell into a snooze.

When I woke up. my legs were
tauching th: ground. Someone had shif-
ted my feet off the front seat. There
wers whispersg The screen was a blaze
of colour. Somewhere in Mexico... Aztec
civilisation ... Fitzpatrick...snooze.

When I woke up again, [T heard
someone say: ‘‘Now be will die.”".
st up with a start to watch an actiom-
packed drama (a manhunt in the Wild
West) drawing to a close.

s¢Come out before IOblew yéur
brains out’’ shouts the hero.

“*Come and gst me,"* says the vill-
ain. Bang! and the bara door opens.
and the villain lies dead, shot throvgh
the heart. A horse rears off and leaves
the saddle bekind... I make for the exit.

OUTSIDE, it is a beautiful night.
1here are on lights in the street. The
moon comes up out of a medley of
wool and lights up my alley. 1 light a
beedi and, like a tightrope walker, tip-
toe gingerly over the sleeping bodies of
men, women, and children, For many
years now, I have walked through this
alley. Tt is in the heart of the town,
and yet so removed and hedged betweel
tie rows of inscrutable doorways that the
stranger might spend many weary hours
I>oking for 2 number. The posiman is,
of course, a wonder. He knows the
names of the occupants by rote. The
women are his friends. They hardly talk
to any other male when their husbands
are not at home., But the postman is
permitied to be familiar.

On a pitch-dark night, when there
is only one street lamp, my alley 1akes
on an air of sadness. When it rains,
the people who sleep out disappear, and
from end to end, the tong labyrinth
of gutter and drain looks desolate. On
a warm, starry might, or at best on a
full moon day, with a gust of sea wind
driving the dead leaves in a whirl, the
huddle of flesh, loveis, old p:ople,
vermin, aad rats are transformed into a
phantasmagoria of souls in pain.

Tt is my peculiar pleasure to feast my
eyes on this elemental orgy of pission,
in a world dead to all life. The turn
of a leg in sleep, the arms in the act
of emprace, the waking wisper of a
lover to his mate.

As usual, I come to the street tap
¢hat is turned on and left flowing by
some careless person. I wash my legs,
turn the tap off as an act of virtue
and walk the tip-toe to my door, best
I set my feet again befors enter my
Toom.

The door is ajar, and the light is burn-
ing inside. I become irritated. How often

have warned my wife that she should
bolt the door before falling asleep
I push the door open in a temper.
Suppossioit were some stranger entering
fpiogm doing now? Late as it is, [



must wake her and ‘pick 4 quarrel wiy
her. The room is empty, The mats have
been spread and the pillows laid. The
little kerosene Jamb is burning cn a fult
wick, Yet she is not there. 1 have &
sinking feeling, There is 3 fooistep as
she enters. T realise that there is some
commetion next door, someathing. afoot
at that late hour of the night.

Suddenly my wife bursts into the
room.  ““Oh, xou are back,’* she §ayvs,
perempiorily digging into an old box and
pulling out a bundle of (lean rags.

"“That will do,’* she says. “tthe
midwife will be here any minute’

“*Here? Wherez'*

_ “*Next door,”” she 5ays Impatiently,
“Janaki is in pains, ' :

““Janaki? Is she the one with varj-
£0se vems? My wife Eives me a withs
ering look. :

“l have no time 1o be explaining
to you,'* she shouts, and makes her exit.
Evidently Tanaki must be the squint-eyed
creature With green, bulging veins knoit
¢d at the jownt of her knees,

“*How fuppy, 't g4y fo myself
“*Only this morning she was doing her
chores. Now she is groaning.** Only 4
thin partition divides Jagaki‘s apartment
from  ours, The men. of the family
must have lefi the women to fend for
themselves. | hear my wile’s voiee amo-
ngsl the others, Women want men, but

in_theit mament of ica i
Bhysical sufferin
they want to pe left alope, e
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"Ram——Ramchandra-—-O——Rama—-’w:’ %
her groans fall on my soul like a knife,
I am like one drugged, unable toe move.
J roll listlessly on the bare mat on the
floot., There is a hush, but not for
long. Again the groans start, *'Rame-
Ram—Ram.?* My wife comes back.

It will be any minute now she says
“"The midwife has taken charge."’

Across the thin wedge of the boxe
wood wall, not a yard away, the ht.m..
hed groan of a woman in pain at grips
with death, and a child fighting for

breath, creates anew the sense of oppres=

sion and awe., A terrible hush, and
there is a blind cry of pain and the
sudden wail of a child, '

lé is born, 1 think. It has chosen

this dark alley these meagre surround-
ings. Between evening and midnight, 2
man child has crept into the home next
door. It seems long ago that the cen-
5us man was in my room. I can hear
the slow tick-tick of the Queean Anne
watch on the wall. Tt seems a sort of
nightmare, the psople sleeping ‘in tllle
alley, the faint rustle of the wind in
the gutier, the uncanny sti?lness next
door. 1 am bathed in perspiration.

Thers is someone else in the room.
She is sleeping one foot of ' cold floor
dividing our mats. | put out my band,
She rolls over and we are locked in
ane embrace.
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