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The Wake
by Paul Kingsnorth
Unbound Publishers
Reviewed by Varsha Singh
Managing Editor, Reviews

Everyone knows the date of the Battle of Hastings.
Far fewer people know what happened next...
Set in the three years after the Norman invasion, ‘The
Wake’ tells the story of a fractured band of guerilla
fighters who take up arms against the invaders. Carefully hung on the known historical facts about the almost forgotten war of resistance that spread across
England in the decade after 1066, it is a story of the
brutal shattering of lives, a tale of lost gods and
haunted visions, narrated by a man of the Lincolnshire fens bearing witness to the end of his world.
Written in what the author describes as 'a shadow
tongue' - a version of Old English updated so as to
be understandable for the modern reader - The
Wake renders the inner life of an Anglo-Saxon man
with an accuracy and immediacy rare in historical fiction. To enter Buccmaster's world is to feel powerfully
the sheer strangeness of the past.
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The worldwide readership was immediately
drawn towards Paul Kingnorth’s The Wake after
the announcement of Man Booker 2014 longlist.
A novel needs to be unique enough to enter the
race of Man-Booker, undoubtedly. Hence, the distinctiveness of The Wake doesn’t need a claim. The
first and most unique element of this novel is embedded in its language. Written in a version of Old
English cleverly created by the author for layman
readers, it gives a first-hand surprise. Although,
one thing is clear that Paul Kingsnorth didn't write
this novel intending it to be a chore for the reader.
He has written it this way to reflect the world it
takes place in, and he has done so beautifully. The
story is fascinatingly alien, and utterly relevant to
a time we can only try and imagine. Kingsnorth in
the note on his language fascinatingly says:
"The way we speak is specific to our time and
place. Our assumptions, our politics, our worldview,
our attitudes - all are implicit in our words, and
what we do with them. To put 21st-century sentences into the mouths of eleventh century characters would be the equivalent of giving them iPads
and cappuccinos: just wrong."
He is correct. Reading modern morals in a character of historical fiction seems out of context and
annoying as well. Same is with Kingsnorth too, but
by taking the brilliant extra steps with language
he has created something magical. Once you pick
up on the "rules" of the language, reading it becomes second nature. It nourishes the story, never
detracting from the tale. There is a partial glossary
in the back, for the ease of readers. Kingsnorth has
done all the hard work for his readers, and one may
find joy in understanding his new words through
context.
Set during the Norman invasion of England, the
story follows Buccmaster, and his somewhat misguided attempt to bring England back to what it
used to be. Buccmaster is cocky, outspoken, and
probably schizophrenic, but oddly riveting in an endearing sort of way; except for the homicidal tendencies, of course. But it's 1066, and his entire
world is in turmoil. The voyage is gloomy, but
dreamy, and it is sad to see it end. Not that the
readers start expecting otherwise, but this one
catches off guard. One of the best historical fictions
yet, it brings exciting new breath to the genre and
a new hope to literature.
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The Lives of
Others

by Neel Mukherjee
Random House India (Gurgaon,
Haryana)
Reviewed by Soumen Jana
Research Scholar, Department of English, Vidyasagar
University, Paschim Medinipur, West Bengal, India

Neel Mukherjee’s The Lives of Others, being shortlisted
for the Man Booker Prize 2014, like his Vodafone Crossword Award 2008 winning debut novel A Life Apart (initially published under the title – Past Continuous),
continues the Calcutta (now Kolkata) connections, but
this time with a different time frame and in a more ‘focalized’ way. Unlike the Bengal (most particularly, Calcutta)
of 1990s in his first novel, his second novel, though offers
some significant snapshots from the city’s history (like,
the 1943 Bengal famine, the partition and the riots between Muslims and Hindus just before and after it, and
the rise to power of the Left Front) focusing particularly
on the period from 1966 to 1970 , a turmoil period blistered with events destabilizing the natural rhythm of the
middle-class Bengali life – the Naxalite movement, smallscale farmer insurgencies, state atrocity, police-terrorism,
violence, under-cover killings, naked blood-shedding,
president’s rule and trade unionism. These glimpses into
Bengal’s history are achieved through the unfurling of
events centered around the family drama of a certain
Ghosh family, once at the helm of its prosperity but now
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its glory being on the wane, on a continuous downward
slope.
The novel begins with a harrowing event of May, 1966,
giving readers a jolt: Netai Das, a destitute landless
framer, not being able to cope with the difficult times;
three years of continuous draught has ditched his family
and many others like his into, decapitates his wife and
eldest son, strangles his two daughters in quick succession and then kills himself before the spur of remaining
energy in his skeletal frame gets deflated. The relevance
of this Prologue (yes, Mukherjee has captioned it this
way) becomes clear only when one goes through the family scion, Supratik’s epistolary memoirs of his revolutionary days in the hinterlands of south-west part of
Medinipur district, and finds him contextualizing it in the
larger framework of years-long exploitation of the people
occupying the lowest rung of the society by the Zamindars
and their consolidating ancillary agencies, and also in the
contexts of the dialectics of Naxalite insurgency, of armed
revolution. However, this gory sight of the Prologue is set
in contrast, in the following chapter, with the petty concerns in the lives of the Ghosh’s, a well-off family living
in a four-storey house in Bhowanipur, South Calcutta.
After a few chapters, it becomes obvious that the novel
consists of two contrasting but intersecting narratives,
producing sometimes dramatic convergences.
One strand presents the regular opera of/in the lives of
the Ghoshes – their aspirations, botched-up dreams,
tragedies, hypocrisies, cruelties, viciousness, philistinism,
JAN - FEB 2015
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acquisitiveness, perversion and familial fall-outs. Headed by Prafullanath and Charubala, the family has
made a good fortune in their paper
manufacturing business, acquired
enough capital to branch out their
business in other areas like publishing sector and owns personal cars.
The heads of the family with their
sons, daughter, daughter-in-laws,
grandchildren and faithful servants
‘seem’ to lead a comfortable middleclass life with its middle-class moralities and mentalities. But as the
narrative moves forward with its occasional flash-backs, it emerges that
behind the veneer of comfortable life,
something reeking really exists
which starts surfacing very unpleasantly at the strained, depressed
hours in the lives of both the state
and this particular family. The exploitative hierarchy of the ‘outside
world’ appears to be very much present inside the house in its unequal
distribution of shares of the house, of
the business, and most prominently
when, after the ‘tragic’ death of Somnath, the youngest son of Prafullanath and Charubala, his wife,
Purba, with her son and daughter, is
forced to live in a dingy room of the
ground floor and is treated almost as
a servant. Under the joint weight of
the changing political scenario and
their own dysfunctions coupled with
internecine problems and suspicion,
the vast Ghosh empire starts dwindling, crumpling and disintegrating.
The paper mills are shut down; and
the Ghoshes face unimaginable situations. Prafullanath and his sons,
Adinath and Priyonath start blaming
each other for such a financially
strained situation. A dense cloud of
gloom, tragedy and mishap seems to
hang over the family: Prafullanath
gets heart-attack for the second time
that almost renders him an invalid;
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Sandhya, Adinath’s wife, who has
been the cohesive force in the family,
is left heart-broken and takes to bed
once Supratik, their eldest son,
leaves the house to join the Naxalite
revolutionaries and Suranjan, their
youngest, takes to addiction; Chhaya,
Prafullanath and Charubala’s unmarried daughter remains involved
in an interminable fall-out with her
sister-in-law, Purnima, Priyonath’s
wife; Priya and Purnima’s daughter
Baishakhi brings shame to the family
when caught red-handed in a romantic liaison with the neighboring
Dutta-lad; Bholanath, Prafullanath’s
third son, incurs huge loss in the publishing sector . No longer can the centre hold; the Ghosh Family seems to
fall apart. The only sunshine in this
suffocating gloom is Sona, Purba’s genius son who is whisked away by
Standford University for his sheer
skill in mathematics and who ultimately wins the Fields Medal and
rescues his mother from her pitiful
situation.
The other strand relates the various
strands of experiences Supratik gathers as a revolutionary soldier. In 1967
when Naxalite insurgency starts,
Supratik, like many other middleclass educated students, feels for the
‘others’, for the exploited section of
peasants and sharecroppers, and
leaves his houses and college to join
the revolutionary band and mobilize
the people into armed revolution in
the hope of better world. He moves to
the rural Medinipur, stays there for
two and a half years, ‘staging’ the
party-laid-down tasks and remaining
an incognito to his family for all these
years. But during these days, he composes a series of letters to an unidentified addressee who, it is revealed
later on, is none other than his
‘chhoto-kaki’, widowed aunt, Purba
with whom he is in love. Of course,

these letters never get sent to their
addressee. But it is through these letters only that we come to know about
their activities and the lives of the
‘others’. It is important to note how
Supratik problematizes the concept
by altering the location of the self in
respect to shifting ‘other’. However,
his return to the family, when it has
been in a critical condition, on the
verge of breaking-down almost, does
not ameliorate the situation; rather
his activities bring tragedy in the life
of the old, faithful household servant,
Madan, and destroy his own life too.
The graphic details with which
Mukherjee has described the sheer
brutality inflicted on Supratik by the
state-police reminds me of Animesh
in Samares Majumdar’s Kalbela. Of
course, there Animesh never dies.
Mukherjee has maintained a sense
of detachment on his part. Probably
this detachment on his part has provided him the much-needed vantage
position to lodge criticism against the
violence, killings, meaningless bloodshedding by both the revolutionaries
and the state-sponsored agencies. He
never forgets to show that these ideology-fed
revolutionaries
like
Supratik and his comrades leave behind them unmistakable trails of
ruin, ruin of the very people they
think they are working for. And regarding detachment, it must be mentioned that this detachment does not
mean any dearth of imagination in
Mukherjee. Rather he possesses a
queer sort of capability of imagination, of delving deep into other people’s consciousness, to present evenly
the points-of-view of both the sides.
Probably this has become instrumental for Mukherjee to create a ‘heteroglossic’ world. The graphic
detailing of everything, undulating
between harshness and pictorial poeticism of things, keeps a reader
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glued to the text. And, the continual deferment for a certain period, then revelation of ‘links’ one by one and the
continual shifting of narrative voice in the narration engage the reader more intensely.
Another thing to be noted, the gruesome event of the
Prologue is balanced by the horrendous possibility of an
impending large-scale mass-killing when, in the epilogue,
a band of Maoist, in the breachless dark, removes the
fishplate and slips into darkness again with the full
knowledge that an express train is going to hurtle down
the track shortly. When I read it, a sense of terror seized
me because it was exactly the way, later it was found out,
that a horrible accident – Gyaneshari Train Accident –
happened in May, 2010 between Jhargram Railway Station and Kharagpur Jn.. And the Maoists were said to be
involved in it. I freezed at the thought of what horrible
kind of purchase it would have. However, before I con-

clude, I must add that when I came across the names of
the places like Jhargram, Belpahari, Gopiballavpur – all
those places very much familiar to me since I hail from a
rural place in that very Jhargram subdivision – I got
seized with mischievousness to verify the accuracy of
those places and conditions. When Mukhejee is successful
in depicting the places and its natural fecundities and
barrenness, its economic slackness, he succumbs to the
habit of stereotyping, in some places, of their inhabitants.
The stereotypical images of Santhal men and women are
sure to remind one of Sunil Gangopadhyay’s Aranyer Din
Ratri. Barring all such trivial shortcomings, this book by
Mukherjee is engaging throughout and remains true to
what Amitav Ghosh, in his review of the novel, has to say
of it – “The Lives of Other is searing, savage and deeply
moving: an unforgettably vivid picture of a time of turmoil.”

Play Review:

Ismat Apa Ke Naam

Reviewed by Kiran Patil
Kiran Patil is a Bangalore based
freelance writer and journalist.
If Ismat apa were alive today, she
would have felt appreciative and
humble towards Naseeruddin Shah
and the family to bring out her stories, written in an age of repression
and hypocrisy, to life nearly after a
century. Ismat apa wrote these stories in 20’s and 30’s which triggered
the public debate and caused a panic
during those years due to the stories
being marginally sexually disposed.
Ismat Apa Ke Naam is a fine blend
of three stories written by the late
feminist, Ismat Chugtai. The three
stories are performed by each performer in a narrative style. The use
08

of lighting all along these three plays
is judicious so much so that it conveys the change in the scene and the
mood of the character.
Although the setting remains the
same, lighting effects that keep
changing intermittently bring each
story alive on the stage.
Chhui Mui (Touch Me Not) is the
first story narrated by Naseeruddin
Shah’s daughter, Heeba Shah. The
setting of this story is a special compartment attached to the train. The
story contrasts a pregnant upper
class woman (Bhabijaan), whose
marriage depends on her getting
through her pregnancy and delivering a healthy male heir to her husband. This is in contrast to an
unmarried woman who shamelessly
gives birth in the same train compartment without breaking much of
a sweat. Heeba Shah really hits her
stride when she gets into the characters and physically engages with the

story. Her voice is clear and concise
and easy to follow.
Mughal Baccha (Progeny of the
Mughals) is recited by Ratna Pathak
Shah, and tells us the story of a stubborn husband– Kaley Miyaan, and
Gori bi and their very difficult marriage. Kaley Miyaan abandons his
wife early (really early) in the marriage, and the thing that prevents
them from consummating it. Pathak
Shah Ratna expertly conveys the two
characters using her voice and intonation.
Gharwali (Mistress of the House) is
about the relationship between
Mirza, a bachelor and his maid (soon
to be his prostitute), the stunningly
beautiful Laajo. Naseer Shah
brought the most physical element to
his performance, really giving you a
sense of who Laajo and Mirza are.
The story is witty, and yes a little bit
bawdy, but definitely a fantastic finale.
JAN - FEB 2015
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To Rise Again At A
Decent Hour
by Joshua Ferris
Hachette Book

Reviewed by Jill Shtulman
Jill Shtulman is the owner of JSA Creative Services LLC, a
Chicago-based marketing communications company
specializing in the writing of web and print-based content. She has long been a top reviewer for Amazon and
is followed by over 250 readers at GoodReads. She also
has blogged for Mostly Fiction.

Meet Paul C. O’Rourke, DDS. During the day, his instrument of choice is the drill. (“It was one big mouth to me –
one big open, straining, gleeking, unhappy, discomfited,
slowly decaying mouth.”) Yet during more ruminative
times, he continues to drill within himself, seeking the
answers to how to move forward in a meaningless world
filled with decay.
And then one day, his existential search for meaning
shifts into a whole other dimension when a mysterious
stranger hijacks his identity on the Internet. Suddenly,
Paul is forced into the online world with a website, Facebook page, tweets, and provocative blog comments regarding an obscure religious sect called the Ulms (who claim
to be the natural heirs of Amalek from the Old Testament). Their chief belief is NO belief; they believe in nothing but their obligation to doubt God. As Paul soon learns,
“Others believe we face a real enemy, an existential
threat, in every generation. Every generation must recognize who Amalek is or that generation, and every generation must prepare to fight it any way it can.”
What’s a poor atheist to do? Even Paul’s office manager
and former love interest begins to wonder if the postings
are really from Paul. And Paul – who worships only the
Red Sox – becomes more and more unsettled, remembering misguided affairs and luring temptations with a
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Catholic woman and a Jewish woman and the rituals and
fervor of their faith and their family.
This seriocomic novel takes on a number of timely and
relevant topics: the growing disconnect of generations
that are now tethered to their me-machine (i.e., cell
phone) instead of to each other. The particular dislocation
caused by online identity theft. The difference between
an authentic life and an online pretend life. The attraction of the trappings of religion versus the reality of the
tribalism and exclusion are inherent in all of them.
As Paul struggles with the knowledge that his invented
online version may be a better version than his real self,
he reveals the human condition and the search for meaning: how there has to be hope no matter how hopeless. It’s
a dazzling feat.
Joshua Ferris has obviously done ample research into
the ancient religions and Paul’s exploration of what it
means sometimes threatens to hijack the narrative. Still,
this absurd yet profound novel is a page turner and reveals the author’s virtuoso talents. The book’s inventiveness turns it into a 5-star read.
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How to be Both
Reviewed by Kalliope
Kalliope lives in Madrid, Spain.

by Ali Smith
Penguin Books

This clever, very clever, novel is made out of the stuff of
life. Here we have the usual suspects: time, language, love
and art; four of them. And as it is about life, it is also
about death.
Time in which the past and future intertwine in the
fleeting present, Love fledging its most admirable redeeming abilities, Language as the malleable communicator that sometimes fails, Art in its ability to fascinate
and enchant.
With death always lurking…
Its structure is paramount. It has two strands: one and
one, or one and one. They differ from each other in that
one is about Eyes and the other is about Cameras and
that the stories are different. Also in that one is set in
today’s world and the other in 15th Century Ferrara. Both
are about looking; looking through disembodied eyes or
through additional devices that come with extended memory. Randomly, the individual volumes, when printed, will
come as Eyes + Cameras or Cameras + Eyes. For the electronic format randomness has been substituted by repetition. They have included the two combinations. I fell in
that trap since when I thought I was in the exact middle
of the novel, I was faced with its doubling mirror. Was I
supposed to travel back in my reading to its beginning?
Or did I feel as if life had halted and I was left suspended
in mid read?
As my first Smith her writing lured my interest. The two
stories are engaging and, though appended and different,
they intertwine through those four elements. Recognizing
those elements gives comfort and bliss. Given the twenty
views of my spiraling avatar it should not be surprising
that her literary double helix, the coiling of her themes,
and the pictorial snails added to my reading enjoyment.
Smart is also her exploration of complementing or uniting
doubles, particularly in sexuality, again at the core of life.
But I found a certain unbalance in the quality of her two
narrative strands. The one set in today’s world seemed
sturdier. While her 15th Century setting failed to create
the texture of the Italian Renaissance. For authenticity
10

she has peppered her story with quotes from Alberti’s On
Painting and from Cennini’s The Craftsman's Handbook,
both of which I have read, but which felt like Museum
stickers in her narrative. She has also included highly apt
textual versions of many beautiful paintings, mostly by
the one artist who becomes a protagonist. These I have
tracked in my updates in what became for me like a delightful detective game in a Museum. But the flavor of the
language failed to recreate the aimed “qualitas” and
transport me to a past, and now imagined, age.
I hope her other novels stay in the present. Smith knows
how to capture this.
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German philosopher Georg Wilhelm
Friedrich Hegel once said, “We learn
from history that we don’t learn from
history,” which, besides being a clever
bit of wordplay, is also profoundly
true.
Those that believe that the Holocaust could never happen again--HERE and NOW---are clearly
delusional and/or naively optimistic.
A rising tide of Neo-Nazism in Europe, growing anti-semitic hostilities
in the Middle East, the Islamic State
a.k.a. ISIS: anyone with eyes and
ears can see the same nationalism
and racial hatred that bred the monsters of Germany in the 1930s.
Today, on many city streets worldwide, small race wars continually
play out between trigger-happy cops
and angry black teens, with neither
group willing to listen to the other.
Whether it’s black vs. white, straight
vs. gay, conservative vs. liberal, Gentile vs. Jew, Christian vs. Muslim, it’s
the same old hostilities playing out in
the same old horrible ways.
Hegel was right. If we have learned
nothing else from history, it’s that we
have learned nothing from history.
This is why Howard Jacobson’s latest
novel, “J”, is so apropos.
Jacobson’s novel envisions a future
supposedly several generations removed from our present and yet near
enough to be terrifyingly prescient.
In this future, the past is nonexistent. Nostalgia is illegal. Popular
media is watered-down to sentimentalist pap. Certain topics are not to be
discussed. Specific events in history
never happened, according to official
reports. It is like this to protect the
populace from a horrific truth; an attempt to erase from the collective unconscious an event so bad that it is
referred to as WHAT HAPPENED,
IF IT HAPPENED.
The utopic peace is gradually un-
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J
by Howard Jacobson

Random House

Reviewed by Scott Richard Rhee
Scott lives in Cleveland, Ohio.

ravelling, though. Neighborly resentments are creeping into the idyllic
towns and villages. Suppressed hostilities and incidents of rage and violence are slowly on the rise.
Murder---a crime thought to be virtually eliminated---has returned.
The average citizen is at a loss to
understand what is happening. Kevern Cohen, a college professor and
amateur carpenter, is one such citi-

zen. He has just met and fallen in
love with the woman of his dreams,
Ailinn Solomons. He is also a minor
suspect in the murder of another
local woman. He has no idea that he
is actually the subject of a government-sanctioned experiment.
Part “Truman Show” and part
“1984”, “J” extrapolates a dystopic future wherein society faces the consequences of a regrettable decision
made by its ancestors and tries to correct and unsettling.
Hidden within plain sight in the
novel is the future plight of the Jewish people. It’s not good. Nowhere in
the novel does Jacobson ever use the
words “Jew” or its variations or the
word “holocaust”: perhaps the first
clue. The second major clue lies in the
title.
Whenever Kevern utters a word
that starts with the letter “j”, he involuntarily puts his finger in front of
his mouth, as if shushing himself. He
doesn’t know why he does this. His
father and mother always did it, and
he learned the behavior from them,
but he has never really questioned it.
Intuitively, he knows it has something to do with WHAT HAPPENED,
IF IT HAPPENED, but he doesn’t
want to examine it too fully. To do so
is not only frightening, it’s also illegal. It doesn’t, however, stop Ailinn
from investigating the strange behavioral tics of the man she loves. Of
course, what they both discover is
something that neither could have
imagined.
Jacobson’s tightly-constructed novel
unravels itself like a murder mystery.
It’s a suspenseful and intriguing
thriller and, at the same time, a brilliant speculative examination of irrational hatred on a global level. It is
not implausible. Indeed, its plausibility is what makes it such an important book.
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Reviewed by
Benjamin Moore
Benjamin Moore is a
writer/blogger and reviewer. He lives in Ireland.

History
of the Rain

by Niall Williams
Bloomsbury

Bedridden bookworm, Ruth Swain,
spins a story focused on the paternal
genealogy of her family aided by the
insights from the inhabitants of her
rural Irish village and some famous
literary characters.
I am not surprised that this book
made the long list for the ManBooker
2014. Niall Williams has created a
work which is both deeply insightful,
emotionally rich, evoking universal
themes through a parochial lens and
above all it is so beautifully written
that you could imagine that each sentence might have taken a week to
sculpt.
While it is set in the present day the
story has a classic edge and is told by
the agoraphobic, ill-stricken and
well-read narrator Ruth as she occu12

pies her time in the attic of her family
home trying to paint a literary picture of her father. To do this she explains, she must begin with her
Great-Grand Father. We are treated
to their rich history which she
patches together by borrowing from
voices of long dead authors.
Ruth’s narrative is full of lovely
ironic humour which underlines the
regret she feels her ancestors sensed
about their own offspring.
Even though the story is set in posteconomic-bust Ireland the style is
classic in nature. It is a first person
internal monologue from the self-confessed unreliable narration from
Ruth. She admits very early on that
she knows little about her ancestors
but manages to bring them alive

through the many references from literary authors, their characters and
gossipy allusions from the ‘real’ people who live in her village of Faha. It
is these devices which breathes life
and grounds William’s novel and its
main character.
Like a song the music of the sentences lures you in and like a river
the winding story carries you to the
end.
Her own character is an amalgam
influence of the classic texts of
Charles Dickens and Robert Louis
Stevenson to which she alludes often.
She is externally bitter at her confinement but her softly jumbled internal voice proves that lives can be
lived and created through literature.
Ruth Swain’s character exemplifies
the differences between the way people think and the way we act.
This is a novel about seeking and
revealing truths about the world,
about families, about community,
about isolation, the overcoming of obstacles, loss and about writing.
As well as all of the above “History
of the Rain” is a novel that speaks directly to readers and writers about
how stories are put together. The allusions to literary characters are
treated in such a way that readers familiar with them will warm to their
memories but Williams introduces
them with a style that will not alienate those unfamiliar with the texts.
This combined with the narrator’s
comic use of the colloquialisms from
her neighbours throughout the story
makes the novel in some ways a subtle guide to writing.
He is proving the point that he
makes in this sentence which arrives
toward the end of the novel.
“Each book is the sum of all the others the writer has read”.
This is a wonderful sum.
JAN - FEB 2015
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The Narrow Road to
the Deep North
by Richard Flanagan

Vintage

Reviewed by Julie Christine Johnson
An intense reader and creative writer, she lives in Port
Townsend, Washington.

All hope abandon, ye who enter here.

Even Dante Alighieri’s fervent imagination could not
have conjured the hell that was the “Line,” the Burma
Death Railway built by Allied POWs and Asian slaves
during World War II. Military surgeon Dorrigo Evans is
our Virgil, leading us through the underworld of cruelty
along that The Narrow Road to the Deep North.
This novel was recently awarded the Man Booker Prize.
Like the two previous winners (The Luminaries, by
Eleanor Catton; Bring Up the Bodies, by Hilary Mantel),
the committee favored a work of historical fiction with a
complicated structure (though nothing can compare to the
kaleidoscopic corkscrews of The Luminaries) and a strong
narrative voice, or in the case of The Narrow Road to the
Deep North and The Luminaries, a multiplicity of voices.
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The framework of this novel is built around Dorrigo
Evans, whom we meet as a child in Tasmania. His intellect lifts him from the wild and desolate island into university and an officer’s station during the war, but no
privilege can spare Dorrigo the depravations of the
Japanese army.
The narrative moves nimbly between past and present.
Dorrigo Evans looks back on his life from the perch of old
age, reflecting, “A happy man has no past, while an unhappy man has nothing else.” And it cannot be said that
Dorrigo is a happy man. Ironically, he is a legend, a national hero, for having survived the forced labor camps in
the Thai-Burma jungle that killed over 90,000 Asian civilian laborers and 13,000 Allied POWs (I have read so
many conflicting figures that I hesitate to assign real
numbers to the casualties, but these are the most consistent. The scale of horror exceeds the imagination). But
even before his military service, Dorrigo holds the world
arm’s length. He exudes a cynic’s distrust and reserve.
Perhaps it is this essence of distance that allows him to
survive the labor camps with his mind intact, but he returns to the world with an almost sociopathic regard for
personal relationships. He is a serial philanderer, cheating even on his mistresses. And there is shadowy mention
of questionable medical ethics. Flanagan does this amazing thing of taking a cipher and baring his soul, to show
us that our heroes are deeply flawed human beings, potentially ruined by the very events that made us venerate
them.
Through the decades following the war he felt his spirit
sleeping, and though he tried hard to rouse it with the
shocks and dangers of consecutive and sometimes concurrent adulteries, outbursts, and acts of pointless compassion and reckless surgery, it did no good.
As the novel enters the war and thrusts us into that
fetid jungle, we enter the lives of many in Evans’ troop,
these “cobbers” who cling to one another for survival.
Rooster MacNeice, Darky Gardiner, Sheephead Morton,
Bonox Baker—names and identities so quintessentially
Aussie—laconic but good-natured men accustomed to
hard labor and few luxuries. What awaits them, and the
reader, in the Japanese POW camps is beyond all comprehension.
But we do try to comprehend, don’t we? That is why we
read—to understand what it is we cannot imagine on our
own. As I read the unspeakable, my inner voice cried,
Why? How? How can any man do to another what these
Japanese soldiers did to the railway laborers? Dorrigo
Evans seeks to understand, too.
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The Narrow Road to the Deep North

At that moment he admired the terrible will of Nakamura—admired it
more even than he despaired of the
beating of Darky Gardiner—the grim
strength, the righteous obedience to
codes of honour that allowed no
doubt.
But is this explanation enough?
This sense of duty, a warrior’s code of
honor? There is no reason in war, as
Flanagan shows us; there is only
what is, and what must be endured.
He grasped the truth of a terrifying
world in which one could not escape
horror… the world did not change,
this violence had always existed and
would never be eradicated, men
would die under the boot and fists
and horror of other men until the end
of time, and all human history was a
history of violence.
In a twist of narrative I wasn’t expecting and was reluctant to give
myself over to, Flanagan takes us
into the world of Major Nakamura,
the camp commander who was responsible for so much of the torture
inflicted upon Evans’ men. We are
led into the post-war Inferno of Tokyo
after surrender, a city in ruins,
where Nakamura is hunted as a war
criminal. Rather than seeking to
elicit sympathy for Nakamura,
Flanagan shows what doing evil does
to a human being born, as we all are,
without a blemish.
I’m just not capable of presenting
all the moral voyages a reader will
experience along The Narrow Road
to the Deep North or articulating the
subtle power of this book’s construction and its prose. These are beyond
this lay reader's ability.
I’m also not capable of rereading
the novel, though I wish I could, simply to learn from Richard Flanagan’s
incredible skill. It nearly broke me
the first time. Tremendous, tremendous work of literature.
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Games
Girls Play
by Aastha Atray Banan

Rupa Publications

Reviewed by Varsha Singh
Managing Editor, Reviews.
What happens when two opposites
meet? Especially girls, out of whom, one claims “I hate sex. I have never
understood all the fuss around this three-letter word.” whereas the other
declares ‘I love sex. I totally get all the fuss.” And what happens, when
those two opposites meet their opposites?
It results to be an intriguing affair, indeed.
Rupa Publications’, Games Girls Play, by Aastha Atray Banan takes the
girly things to a new level.
The foremost question, this novel seeks to explore is, that, can two independent single women in Mumbai, who couldn’t have less in common, be
friends? Well, the story tells it all.
Siya, a prudish girl, dreams of writing a chick lit, which may turn a bestseller ‘as she thinks’ someday. Irony is that her to-be book is about dating
in Mumbai, an issue totally unfamiliar to her - ‘a virgin of 30 years’.
On the other hand, Natasha, a professional photographer, is a happy go
lucky and free spirited girl who lives the life to fullest without any worries,
rejecting the notion of taboos. For her, sex is like food, essential to have
regularly, wherever you go.
The story takes a roller-coaster ride, when these two girls meet each
other and end up being roomies leading further with few (actually many)
judgments towards each other, later few fights and finally become foes to
friends.
It’s their friendship and trust towards each other, which changes their
life. They explore each other, and in the meantime, they explore love as
well as life in each other’s’ way.
Aastha is adventurous in all contexts. Her style of narration is as captivating as her characters. Her lucid language is enough to lure her readers
for a long time, as lures her plot.
This book of 201 pages is similar to watching a film and can be read in a
single go. Once in mind, you can’t keep the book aside.
The characters are very easy to relate with common youngsters of the
current generation. You may find them all around. They love to watch and
implement the rules of Sex and the City but at the same time, they are extremely touchy and sensitive by heart.
Aastha has been successful in her journey of portraying her girls confident and makes them love themselves, the way they are.
Vidya Balan on her take on this novel says, “Wherever you look, there’s
a Siya or a Natasha … Do you know who you are? A must read for the new
sexy Indian woman.” Indeed.
JAN - FEB 2015
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Slightly Burnt
by Payal Dhar

Bloomsbury
veal the truth but gets con“There will not be a day when
fused when finds her own
we wake up and it’s now okay to
brother Vikram unwittingly
express ourselves publicly. We
raveled in the whole mess.
make that day by doing things
Komal encounters a fact
publicly until it’s simply the way
which carries her mind away,
things are.”- Tammy Baldwin
leaving her anxious and mudPayal Dhar has taken a step
dled. Will she manage to get
forward to bespeak her mind
everything back on track?
against the dramatized psycholWill everything revert the
ogy of mass against the LGBT
way it was before Sahil’s concommunity in India in her sixth
fession? Will she be able to
book, Slightly Burnt. The ausalvage her brother out of the
thor has tried to register her
whole mess? These are the
dissatisfaction against the social
surprises for readers.
boundaries in a very distinctive
The author has been sucmanner.
cessful in her attempt to pen
This book is about a 16 year
down the problems faced by
old girl Komal who finds out
the new emerging India. This
that her best friend Sahil has a
fiction is a new psychological
deep-rooted secret within him.
investigation reinforced with
His secret puts him with thouthe shades of character, dissands of other Indian children
tinctive plot, and realistic
who are completely invisible in
drama of the 21st century. Altheir real life and have no acthough there was lack of anyknowledgment from society, exthing extraordinary to kindle
cept that there is something
Reviewed by Swati Singh
the imagination of readers.
wrong with them.
Swati is pursuing her graduation (final year) in
Aiming at the impartial
Komal finds herself in extreme
English from Dhanbad, Jharkhand. She may be
presentation of real life these
distress once Sahil confesses
reached at swati.sti@gmail.com
days, this book is humorous,
about his real identity. For her
romantic, and thriller, but at
everything changes, her best
the same time it raises a big
friend does not remain the same
person she knew for past many years. As she tries to ac- question against the attitude and approach of society tocept this fact, a new secret awaits for her. She tries to re- wards sexuality.
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Can I Have This
Chance?
by Neelam Saxena Chandra
Authors Press

Reviewed by Shail Raghuvanshi
Shail is a freelance journalist, content writer, editor,
reviewer and poet. She can be reached at shailraghuvanshi@gmail.com
Having read Neelam Saxena Chandra’s innumerable interesting stories before in national magazines, there was
no way I was going to miss out on her novel! Neelam’s stories have never ever disappointed me so I was confident
that I was going to read an equally interesting novel.
The title of the novel itself, ‘CAN I HAVE THIS
CHANCE?’ is an attractive one. Who would not wish to
have a chance to do something he/she so desperately
wants? Who would not like to make amends or make a
difference if another chance was given?
The protagonist Avantika is one such person who is at
the crossroads of her life. Having all along believed in the
significance of duty, work and career, she is given a
chance to fall in love again. But, something edges her on
to ignore the chance and board a flight to New York instead, despite the co-incidental/destined chance that
comes her way. Is she running away from love? Will she
permit fate to play its role? Or, will she carve out her own
destiny?
“Avantika was also lost in her own world. She knew she
liked Sunil. After all, they were so similar. Their professional liking, their tastes in reading, their tastes in eating
– almost everything. But wasn’t liking different from loving? Why did she never feel the pangs of love which she
had felt when she used to be with her first love? Had her
failed first love closed her world so much that she was not
ready to accept someone else? Or was it that she did not
really love Sunil?”
But wait, this is not all the story is about! It is about a
‘fiery young journalist grappling with crime, murder, rape
and aspiring to bring justice to the oppressed and keeping
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up the quest for truth intact and lot’s more!’
To be able keep the reader enthusiastic about turning
the next page and also convey a message to the society is
not easy a task. But, the author is successful in both. Neelam Saxena Chandra’s narrative takes you on a see-saw,
now up and then, down providing you with situations to
ponder about and a desire to know where the story is
headed. From the present to the past and back to the
present again, Neelam takes you on a journey that never
fails to disappoint.
“Avantika had got so lost in the past that she had missed
even the flight take off. She wondered how she could have
done that. She always enjoyed the take-offs and landings.
Take-offs made her feel the thrill of life on starting on an
unknown voyage, of surging hopes and of aspiring wings.
Landings made her remain grounded and signified the attaining of ultimate wisdom.”
The charm of the book lies in its simplicity. Despite a
theme that is filled with action and adventure, the author
never loses focus and therein, lays the success of the book.
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Love stories are in the air these days; yet Andaleeb Wajid’s No time for Goodbyes, a love
story and the first book from her trilogy series
is unique, intense and crisp in every sense. She
does not dissolves in the air, rather, makes her
presence intense and memorable through her
creative impulsiveness.
The most strengthening part of Wajid’s novel
is, that the readers will find it irresistible and
difficult to stop once they get into the narrative.
Andaleeb’s narration is lucid and evocative as
well. As per the storyline, the protagonist
Tamanna, a typical mundane teenager of 2012
finds herself in a turn of events in 1982 in the
past of her mother; where she meets Manoj, a
friend of her mother, and falls in love with him.
But every love story has its astounding element and this has too. How will it work out between them if Tamanna has to return? That’s
a surprise and mystery for the readers.
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Andaleeb Wajid excels in characterization and
has beautifully carved each character including
Suma, Ajji and others. Readers will fall in love
with the character of Manoj, as Tamanna falls
for him.
Tamanna is a victim of OCD, a compulsive disorder which makes one laugh even at tough
times. The book is enriched with humor and encourages the craving for more. The basic element of this novel remains in time travel but it
has not been described clearly, keeping in mind
that it’s a love story and not a sci-fi. The narration could have been more memorable.
The first part of the book is entertaining but
after some time its magic starts fading away,
slightly. Most of the plot is set in the environment of 1982 wherein the description of old and
new Bangalore is unforgettable. The readers
will find it soothing to experience the past with
a feeling of déjà-vu. The novel has been written
to attract the teenagers and youth. A well-executed book with crisp story and a firm plot. All
you need is a cup of coffee with it and the plot
will be imprinted in your mind for a long time.
I am looking forward to read the second book
from the trilogy.

No Time for
Goodbyes
by Andaleeb Wajid
Bloomsbury

Reviewed by Shubham Pradeep
Shubham is pursuing his Graduation in Physics
Honors from Dhanbad, Jharkhand. He can be
reached at shubhamp04@gmail.com
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Mundane,
My Muse

by Sunil Sharma
Authorspress

Light beyond DecayReviewed by Gopal Lahiri
Gopal Lahiri was born and grew up in Kolkata. He is a bilingual poet, writer,
editor, critic and translator and widely published in Bengali and English language. He currently lives in Mumbai, India and can be reached at
glahiri@gmail.com and www.gopallahiri.blogspot.com .
Sunil Sharma in his third poetry
collection, ‘Mundane My Muse’, has
brought a blend of precision and compassion to a body of his poems that is
caring, focused and always deeplyfelt. The words and rhythm of his
wrenching poems not only delight the
ear but refills the mind and body. He
places his readers face to face with
the truth of life.
Given that so much, his poems feel
solidarity with those who have suffered as well as a quiet celebration of
the peacetime and the nature that is
so easily lost, so quickly taken for
granted, so undervalued. To me, poetry doesn’t get any better than this
at times.
The title of the book ‘Mundane My
Muse’ is a gentle understatement of
the poet’s creative soul. Remarkably
enough, the book seems both local
and global. The poet here finds symbols in,
This sleepy afternoon,/In a small
fishing village,/Off the beach in SW,
Australia,/A breeze slips in,/Blowing
a faded rose. (Beach poem)
In his Foreword, Rob Harle has
rightly pointed out ‘In many of Sunil’s
poems there is the dichotomy of the
haves and the have not’s” and the el-
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egance and beauty of nature contrasted with the crass, ugliness of
high-rise concrete jungles. In this
substantial collection of poems,
eighty in all, we are treated to a delightful smorgasbord of literary
gems.’
There is a very thin but discernible
kind streak in his poems which is not
the same as having a soft heart.
Sometimes it has become a recipe for
trouble but his observing eye is so
restlessly hungry for detail that it
can’t confine itself to a single point of
view. ‘Finally, poetry is coming face to
face with your spiritual truths that
refuse to be commodified and reified
by a mass culture. It fulfils you and
makes you whole,’ the poet remarked
once.
Sunil Sharma in his preface has
said, ‘Poetry is like the first rains
over a smoggy town: It washes away
all the grime and revives the dormant seedling sand revitalizes the
corroded cores of your inner- life.’ He
is a clear eyed poet, never shy of
telling the truth and his writings are
trustworthy as testimony.
His poems revolve around the trials
and tribulations of life and the firmness of living in present. They show

us life through the conduits of a brilliant mind. The neglected soul and
the anguished mind may drive into
tears yet there is no mistaking of fact
that a positive tone rings in silence at
the core.
Much of the struggles are rooted in
its devotion to life; its settings, its
long shadows and mirrors and hermetically sealed world. Not that it
happens in a bubble, but sometimes
lusciously dark yet the poet goes
deeper sketching each one’s real self.
The poet touches upon a few pressure
points which instantly determine the
poem’s trajectory with ease and finesse. More impressive is the expertly weighted interplay between
words and rhythm.
Like a few of his poems here, they
are so short that your heart asks for
more,
Blank/ Eyes/ Of the/ Widowed
mother,/ Totally/ Blank-/ Like a/
Lonely/ Broken/ Country road,/ On a
summer/Night. (Blank)
We are all familiar, if only for a
short period, with the unreal seeming
world. The tenuousness of the subject
is beautifully underlined. His poems
underpin that the time has come for
delving deep inside to explore the
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bursting lifeline within a chaotic existence and seek beauty and happiness of mankind.
Detritus is scattered around; in fact,
the lamp is part of its dreamy calm
will give way to a strange image.
The flickering lamp,/A personal
statement/Of a believer’s faith,/Emitting a strange luminosity/That beats
the electric light! (Flickering Lamp)
And the ultimate luxury is not just
enough but a little more timeless emblems of civilization. Some of his
poems are brutally elegant. The images refracted through his words are
commendably incisive and rekindle
the urge to explore life.
His words pop into prickly sharp
focus and fresh colour and the images
go past the reader one after another
in a fluid motion- no clichés no exaggeration, each utterly distinct in his
own identity, each the potential hero,
like the slum boy. The venerable poet
has always come out with flying colors when grappling with the reality
check.
Four women/ Varied age groups/
Walking down the/ Solitary/ Country
lane from/ The far-off river,/ This/
Early morning,/Balancing heavy/
Five-six/ Pots piled up/ On each
other,/ A daily act of gifted/ Acrobats.
(Acrobats)
An uproariously interesting, the
narrative in some of his poems is selfreflective and the poet embodies the
salient part. There is nothing negative or cynical, no sense that it will be
betrayed by the surroundings. His
poems are not of an unusual kind,
simply and movingly encapsulates
the concept, never indulge in enraging, dreary and opaque forms.
Bring your sad words,/I will make
them smile/On the faces of war-orphans/Street children/And cancer patients (Bring Your Words)
In defense of human pursuits and
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values, thereby not neutralized, he
has never gone over the edge. Poetry
is always in his bones. It occurs to me
that there are numerous times, the
poet notes the ambiguity in life and
pays close attention to the word
usage for illustration. Call it energy,
if you like. He is capable of touching
as well as loving. Like many other
poets, he brings to his poem, an elegant narrative voice that find resonance with your life and experience.
In silky shadows that quiver constantly/With every breath of
wind,/Thus—/Creating, on this
golden afternoon,/A rich world of
chiaroscuro.
And then this words heighten the
emotion and although a little fretful
at the start, the poem effects a magical turn at the end. A whole enchanting world is created and unveiled bit
by bit.
Reminded of the famous/Japanese
scroll paintings/That turn the bare
home walls/Into vibrant/Vivid works
of/Immaculate/Art. (A February Afternoon)
The poem begins with silky shadows but creates a rich world of
chiaroscuro. The bare home walls testify to an effective style where certainty is more than is claimed. We
find the poet at its most eloquent in
the ‘Vivid works of Immaculate Art’
and succumbs to the music of the divine drum.
Works of nature often spark his
imagination and are mapped out
with a human tag. He is at his poetic
best in this form of poems and elaborates on this aspect, backing himself
for his ability to meet natural elements on their own terms, instead of
as mere words or symbols.
The Champa in big clusters,/Blooming on the bald tree;/Nature has covered amply/
The tree’s shocking bareness;

(Adornment)
Or
The graceful bamboos/Awash in the
golden hue,/On this bright morning,/Swaying like amazons,/Along the
serpentine/Country lane; (Autumn)
This poetry collection is elevated by
the same fluent and freewheeling
style that’s made Sunil Sharma, an
accomplished poet. The way of looking at ourselves as well as looking at
the world He has aptly said ‘Poetry is
a surviving link with our heroic past,
with our mythological memory, with
a unique moment when man and god
were not yet cruelly split but were
real for the other and having a continual dialogue. Like these two
plants, it is endangered and becoming exotic’.
In his poem ‘A Vast Canvas’, the
poet here turns his ideas into a repository of fleeting images that hits the
right tone. The rhythms and play of
words are so deep that his readers
can see the astonishing view of the
literary gems that lies beyond.
A vast sheet/Of shining grass/Unfurled across/The silent plain,/Away
from the highway,/The soothing
spread/Buttoned with/Yellow, red,
white/Wild
flowers/Smiling
in
the/Soft morning-light; (A Vast Canvas)
After reading the book, we find a
voice at the end that echoes with a
surge of inner life within our soul. It
illustrates the way we pick up
threads from line to line, stanza to
stanza and move on in a quiet alleyway scaling heights on the way that
allows the poet and the reader to get
in touch with each other.
It is a beautiful collection and not to
be missed. The publisher Authorspress, New Delhi, India, deserves to
be complimented for this noble effort.
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Living
Inside
by Gopal Lahiri
Authorspress

Reviewed by Rob Harle
He can be reached at harle@robharle.com

Gopal Lahiri is an ethereal gypsy of the night.
With his poems he weaves magic spells which
delight the soul and stir the heart. Living Inside is a perfect title for Gopal's latest collection of poetry. The reader will notice, even
after a first casual reading, that well over a
third of the poems contain either direct or indirect references to the 'moon', the 'night' and
to 'dreams'. From the title poem, Living Inside (p. 19) in the night the moon swells and
tear apart/the shadow path of the hidden
stars/an attempt to escape in silence.
The moon is the mysterious goddess of the
night, in Western mythological and esoteric
traditions she rules the subconscious, the
realm of dreams and our 'inner lives'. These
attributes, together with a sensitive, caring
appreciation of the natural world are the
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main substance of Gopal's poetry.
There are far too many examples of the
moon’s eerie presence in the poems to mention but here are a few lines from different
poems that illustrate my point.
the night darkens, the moon struggles/the
stretch of sun and moon, the stillness, the pillage/in one possibility, another possibility always remains. /the moon is perhaps behind
the real time/it seems safe to come out in the
vast open,/the cruel moon can’t possibly/hold
that much love and grief.
He often uses a juxtaposition of the moon
and the sun, this helps contrast the mystical
element of earth with the ethereal, hard-tograsp mysteries of the night. From the long
poem, Kumarakom (p. 31) azure sky, crisp
clouds, /soft sunlight – rolls into/an orange
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yellow screen/spreading colour; the various/shades
and hues of flowers/lay scatter all around by /rocking
of the soothing breeze/connect the long pending/mystical elements of the earth.
As renowned poet Charles Simic so brilliantly noted:
“What they forget is that a poem is an instant of lucidity
in which the entire organism participates. It may not
make shopkeeper's sense. This is what haunts, a world
where magic is possible, where chance reigns, where
metaphors have their supreme logic, where imagination
is free and truthful.” (Simic, 1985) The poetry in this
volume addresses spiritual matters with vivid imagery
to paint colourful pictures in the reader’s mind. Simic’s
“metaphor and magic” indeed excites us in Lahiri’s
poems as he explores silence, darkness and the unknown recesses of the mind. The first verse of We Lie
Empty (p. 146) this one from a recent anthology, The
Dance of the Peacock (Jha, 2013).
In a quiet room with no window/Exploring the forms
of life in darkness,/A search for strange and unknown
depth,/We move our dreams and destinations./We fall
for the inner mysteries and Shadows./A speedy river
flows into our veins and arteries,/We hear the flapping
sound of the marine birds.
Lahiri is a master poet employing all the attributes of
great poetry - imagery, metaphor, simple language, and
a gentle cadence. There is an elusive depth to many of
his poems; this is only plumbed after a number of close
readings. Metaphors may be quite obvious or rather
subtle, in the poem Time Device (p. 45) for example
Lahiri uses metaphor in subtle and intriguing ways.
wafts of burning hung in the air; it was post summer,/the evening scored to a slow and sifting rhythm/in
search of the mysterious golden light,/no different than
mirrors of yours and mine./skin tight jeans giggled outside on the pavement/the biggest smile still clung to the
armchair;/at times pushed back and forth for comfort
As with the subtle use of metaphor Gopal’s use of
rhyme and gentle cadence is also subtle, for example in
the lines of the poem Fence (p. 54)
The form and style infuse/The meter and tempo to/A
logical path, a careful walk/Only to bring the sunshine
and shade/The forgotten pain and scar of the sharpened tip.
Some of Lahiri’s poems are concerned with injustices
and poverty but these poems are more observations of
a situation rather than proselytising lectures. For example in Chasing Stars (p. 34) the grim reality of a
harsh life is portrayed. Sometimes this gentle approach
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has more impact and power to bring about change than
a direct hard hitting approach.
in the summer night/of this quaint town/streets of
temples/litter with rubbles/dingy house/with broken
bricks/ravaged by greed./a slum boy/sits alone/weak
bones/dirty clothes/eyes squinty/look up and up/still
chasing stars.
Living Inside contains seventy poems preceded by a
Foreword by Sunil Sharma and Preface by Gary Robinson, both internationally acclaimed writers and poets.
As Sharma says in the Foreword, “Reading Lahiri can
be sensory and visual delight. You are wafted on words
to a different realm. It is a gift special to the poet. His
poems are surcharged with electricity enough to jolt us
out of somnolence. Only great poets can achieve this desired result.” I agree with this statement completely
and Gopal is certainly one such poet. He has previously
had published a number of poetry collections, seven in
Bengali and five in English. He is the recipient of many
awards and also translates from Bengali to English.
Living Inside has an enchanting cover design and artwork.
As Gary Robinson says in the Preface, “...no mere
chronicler he is also a guide taking the reader into regions of the heart and mind like rooms to joy or sadness.
He does not shirk from the human condition and all its
complexities.” The poem Other Side (p. 43) needs careful reading to reveal its hidden meanings, it appears as
a great rhetorical poem of an inner conversation, but?
– I believe that it hints at the folly of unconsidered personal opinion and self-deception. Two verses below:
if this is true/then there will be/a charming audience/ignoring the/multiple layers/of blatant lie/that
rages daily./rudeness or reward/formulate questions/without any answer/more often/we want to see
in/black and in white.
Living Inside is a truly wonderful collection of contemporary poems which deserves a place on every poetry
lover’s bookshelf. More importantly it should be read
and re-read by all aspiring poets as it demonstrates by
example the nature of excellent poetry.
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Though CBSE has introduced stock
markets in its curriculum, most of the
India is financially illiterate. People
have all the money lying in their accounts, but still they seldom know how
to make that money work for them. Taking advantage of this disadvantaged
population are the marketing guys
ready to offer hassle free loans to help
you buy your dream holiday home overlooking the vale, or that SUV which you
always hankered to buy.
Mehrab Irani's Mad Money Journey
should be welcomed for it speaks about
financial literacy. In the Indian literary
scene very few books have been written
on the topic of money, that too in a language which even a common man can
understand. On this count alone Mad
Money Journey should receive all the
adulation.

Mad Money Journey
by Mehrab Irani
Jaico
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Mad Money Journey is a financial
adventure. A successful orthopedic
surgeon by name John Pinto is in
neck deep financial crisis. His unsuccessful suicide bid reintroduces him
to his childhood friend Vijay Desai.
Vijay arranges for his financially ailing friend a 30 days around the world
trip, which will offer him the wisdom
to get well soon. On this journey he
will meet mentors who too have faced
a financial disaster, owing to some
reason or the other, at various points
of their lives and have emerged as
winners after a little help from Vijay.
So John's financial adventure will
take him to Thailand, Afghanistan,
China, Australia, Kenya, South
Africa, USA, England and Deolali
and Haridwar in India. He will meet
people from all walks of life – a prostitute, a terrorist, a mystic, a runner,
a gracious daughter, a happy family
man, a divorced man managing his
two daughters on his own, a widow of
a gold retailer, an army man and a
sage. Each of them has a special lesson to impart to him regarding
money.
The book speaks of what is an asset
and what is a liability. It tells us what
is positive leverage and negative
leverage. It reiterates that insurance
should not be mixed up with investments. It explains how exposure to
equity markets will help to cope up
with inflation. It steals the sheen
away from gold as a lucrative investment option. It introduces us to the
concepts of running income and asset
income. The book also answers the
questions as to whether you should
buy a house, if yes whether you
should borrow money from a financial institution and whether you
should opt for fixed or floating interest rates. In keeping with the age old
adage, don't keep all your eggs in the
same basket, says the book while
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talking about asset allocation.
The writing is simple, crispy and
soothing. Mehrab's characters are of
different nationalities with their peculiar traits. In a very little space, he
breathes life into them by making
them human with their own sets of
tragedies and never say die attitudes.
Their pasts justify the lessons which
they impart. The book is as much
about these people and their lives as
it is about money. The same can be
said about travel. While imparting
lessons about finance, the book takes
us on a world tour making us taste all
the international cuisine in the
homes of locales and arranges a visit
to the tourists attractions as well.
The book emphasizes on strong
moral values. Mehrab tells us that
you cannot be financially successful
in the real sense unless you have loving relations, good character, respect
for the law and a generous heart.
This is an eye-opener for many people
who are ever ready to do anything for
money. To double your net worth,
first double your self-worth, he says.
He also makes a revelation by saying
that happiness come free i.e. money
cannot buy happiness. About change
he says, change is the hardest at the
beginning, messiest in the middle
and best at the end. For those who
claim to get tips from the insiders, he
says that tips are for waiters not for
investors. An investor chases value
while a speculator chases price. The
book is abound with such one liners
and is bound to make the reader financially literate while relating the
same to incidents, some of which are
humorous and some poignant.
The book says that the protagonist
was a prisoner of money. The basic
premise of the book is don't work for
money, let money work for you. So the
book compares financial advisors
with pimps. The book opines about

education in a manner which may be
unacceptable for the majority. One
wonders how and why do all the financially successful people who impart lessons to the protagonist have
flawless skins and look younger than
their age.
Yet, the book is an interesting read.
Once you start reading the book you
will not keep it down until you have
finished. Incorporating travel, food,
morality, friendship, real men and
women along with the financial wisdom, Mehrab has ensured that book
will turn out to be a block buster.
Given the financial illiteracy rampant in our country, the book is a
must read.
If you are avid reader, you would
agree with me when I say that Mad
Money Journey can be mathematically expressed as
Rich Dad Poor Dad + The Monk
who sold his Ferrari = Mad Money
Journey
Nevertheless this book should be
embraced as till date many, including
both rich and poor, have not even
heard the word financial literacy.

Reviewed by
Mahesh Sowani
Mahesh Sowani is a writer, poet,
book reviewer, speaker and a
legal professional. His writings
have been published on websites like www.adviceadda.com
He writes on his blog
https://maheshsowani.blogspot.i
n. Many of his writings have
been conferred titles and prizes
by blogadda.com, indiblogger.in
and mouthshut.com
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Global Crisis,
Recession and Recovery
Dr. Y.V. Reddy
Orient Blacksman

Reviewed by Dr. S. K. L. Das
Head/ Department of Economics, P.K.Roy Memorial
College, Dhanbad Jharkhand

“Global Crisis, Recession and Uneven Recovery” by Dr.
Y.V Reddy, is written at a time when Indian economy is
facing several challenges in terms of slowdown in growth
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rate and increasing fiscal and current account deficits as
well as at a period when rate of inflation is going through
hike.
Today the crisis is over and recovery has begun, but in a
different way at different places. No doubt, the crisis has
affected almost all nations, but in distinct degrees. The
book contains the writer’s thread bare analysis of facts in
a simple and lucid manner, which is appreciable.
The book contains five sections, in which there are 27
chapters. The sections relate to global financial crisis and
its impact on financial sectors, government policy, Indian
economic performance and prospects etc. While the first
section of the book contains six chapters which gives a
vivid account of the financial crisis and its effects and consequences. In the first chapter the writer deals with the
role played by the central banks during and after the crisis. He makes it clear that the crisis will have to be shared
between the central bank, ministry of Finance, and to
some extent, the Government as a whole. The author
writes about the consequences of the crisis, viz., rebalancing power between the regulator and the regulated, shift
in balance in favour of Asia, rise of G-20 on the global
platform and a cautious approach towards self-correcting
efficiency of markets etc. The causes of global financial
crisis are discussed in detail, which makes many doubts
of the readers clear.
Second section of the book focuses on the failure of financial sector with remarks about uncertain recovery as
well as the prospects of future. Highlighting the role of fiJAN - FEB 2015
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nancial regulation in developing
countries, the author pin points that
the causes and cross border transmission of the crisis may differ significantly between developed nations
and between developing economies.
There is an exclusive chapter on
countercyclical policies adopted by
the Reserve Bank of India in financial sector. It also highlights the proposal for financial sector regulatory
reforms from the viewpoint of developing nations. The author writes
about the future of globalization of finance as well as the global regulation
of financial sector. The last chapter of
this section points out the broad
framework for global financial regulation.
The third section deals with the
challenges and responses of public
policy that emerged during the current global crisis. Dr Reddy, former
governor of RBI, has pointed out the
feasibility of Tobin Tax and Financial
Sector taxation in view of current crisis. He has thrown some light on the
developmental dimension of the financial implications as well as fiscal
implications of the global crisis. He
also highlights the macroeconomic
frameworks that are emerging for ensuring overall global financial stability.
The fourth section deals with the
concerns of the modern economic scenario especially the financial giant
like the World Bank, International
Monetary Fund, as well as World
Trade Organization. The author has
dealt with the recommendations of
UN Commission on the global crisis.
He has also analyzed the G-20 framework and its future prospects.
The last section of the book highlights on India’s performance and
prospects. He has pointed out the experience of India in regulating the financial sector as well as the need for
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reform in Indian financial sector. In
another chapter of this section the
author compares the Indian situation
with that of Asian economy and the
world economy in terms of recovery
after the crisis. The final chapter
which is the concluding section draws
attention to the strategies at the
global and national level by the financial experts, for bringing up the
economic stability and normalcy.
Being a student of economics, after
going through this book “Global Crisis, Recession and Uneven Recovery”
written by the ex-Governor of RBI, I
have gathered three important
points: a) Global Crisis, b) recession,
and c) Uneven recovery. I would like
to share my understanding of these
three aspects in the following basic
points:
The causes and consequences of
Global Crisis: - A number of reasons
have been mentioned for the crisis
that are: failure of state, failure of
market, failure of policy makers and
intellectuals. The author has mentioned that the crisis was originated
due to multiple reasons that reinforced each other. Extensive excesses
on several fronts which have occurred
in a synchronized manner and ultimately precipitated the crisis. In
words of the author, “the excesses
were observed in industrial sector,
macroeconomic imbalances, focus on
inflation, inequalities, financialisation, risk taking, financial innovation,
deregulation,
greed,
globalization and concentration.”1
These were the basic reasons for
global crisis.
He has pointed out the race to bottom in regulation of financial sector
as one of the most crucial reason for
the global crisis. He writes, “The excesses in financial sector occurred
under a benign public policy that believed the costs of regulation to be

greater than its benefits. Even the
existing regulation was stymied by
excessive innovation in finance that
aimed to avoid the prescribed regulatory capital and injected complexity
to undermine the rules of transparency prescribed by regulators”. 2
As far as consequences of the global
crisis are concerned, the author is of
the view that current crisis will result in rebalancing of ideological, institutional
and
operational
functioning of states and markets. He
writes, “in recent years, there has
been an almost irrefutable presumption in favour of markets and this
may be replaced with a refutable presumption in favour of the markets.”3
The writer calls for redefining the
core banking and recommends treatment of commercial banking as a
public utility. He mentions, “Universal banking will be de-emphasized
and narrow banking will be emphasized. In brief, commercial banking is
likely to be closer to public utility
than before, and subject to regulations akin to public utilities.” 4
As regards lesson from the global
crisis, the author suggests, “improving transparency and regulatory
oversight of hedge funds, credit rating agencies and over the counter
(OTC) derivatives should become a
priority in the light of the experience
from the crisis.”5 Further he writes,
“ --- the crisis is global, actions are
national, benefits could be selective
or universal, but burden in the future
may have to be largely borne by the
masses who bear no responsibility for
the crisis, and those who did not benefit materially from the events that
led to the crisis.”6
Recession: In chapter 6, the writer
highlights the Great recession of
2009 in detail. He clarifies the concepts of depression, recession and
slowdown. A slowdown is a clear fall
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of the growth of the economy. It is a
short time phenomenon. Recession
refers to a sustained decline in the
overall economic activity for a period
of more than one year, while depression lasts longer than recession and
there is a larger decline to business
activity. It will have a bad impact on
output and employment.
Uneven recovery: If the Great Recession was uneven, so is the recovery, mentioned by the author in
chapter 6 page 93. He has pointed out
several responses to the crisis at different places in several chapters. He
writes in chapter 4, “Initially the response of monetary authorities, followed by fiscal measures, was
confined to the US, UK, Switzerland,
other European nations and Japan.
Later it was realized that it was essential to involve other countries also

in globally coordinated actions.”
Dr Reddy has pointed out five possible patterns that could be followed
by the countries in their course of recovery.
The
highly
resilient
economies may observe rapid recovery from the crisis while less resilient
economies would require a longer
time to adjust to the new realities
and ensure real recovery. While some
economies may suffer from high recession before complete recovery,
some other countries may prefer taking structural measures over a long
period. Hence such countries adopted
for slow but positive system of recovery after recession. Some of the nations may adopt a low level of
economic activity for longer period
and hence such countries suffer from
recession for a longer period than
other nations of the world.

Recent Releases - RUPA PUBLICATIONS

The Dramatic Decade: The Indira Gandhi
Years

The Dramatic Decade focuses on one of the most fascinating periods in the life of this nation, the decade of the
1970s. This was when India found herself engaging with
the true meaning of democracy. The nation displayed her
commitment to liberty by extending full support to East
Pakistan’s struggle for independence. Later, between
1975 and 1977, during the Emergency, she found herself
grappling with the limits of personal expression. Finally,
in 1977, India saw the emergence of the politics of coalition, with the Janata Party an amalgam of Indian parties
opposed to the Emergency, comprising the Congress (O),
the Bharatiya Lok Dal, the Jana Sangh and the Socialists, coming to power. This was a turning point in the history of the Indian legislature. This was the decade when
Pranab Mukherjee committed himself to the role of a political activist. As one of the keenest observers of and participants in this dramatic decade, Pranab Mukherjee’s
insights are invaluable. Indeed, he nudges our impressions of the 1970s. For instance, recounting the urgent
appeal for Indira Gandhi’s midterm resignation, he asks
which democracy in the world would permit a change of
a popularly and freely elected government through means
26

Comment: Dr Y. V. Reddy’s book is
a path breaking analysis of global crisis. But as a student of economics, I
have observed that this book was
largely concerned with the role of
Central Bank in dealing with crisis
as well as financial stability of nations. The role of other agencies to
deal with the crisis has been ignored
by the author. The role of Government has been ignored to some extent. However it is worth reading for
students, teachers as well as the policy makers who are interested in having a complete idea of the global
crisis.
1.
page 46, chapter-3
2.
page 59, chapter-4
3.
page 28, chapter-1
4.
page-78, chapter-5
5.
page-172, chapter-12
6.
page-63, chapter-4

other than a popular election. Can parties beaten at the
hosting replace a popularly elected government by sheer
agitation? Was it not prudent for those who were determined to change the government to wait till the elections
which were but round the corner? Does the rule of law
mean that the remedies available to the common man are
to be denied to someone holding an elected office? How
could anybody replace her when the overwhelming majority of Congress MPs with a two thirds majority in the
Lok Sabha resolved that Indira Gandhi should continue
as the party’s leader in Parliament and thereby as the
Prime Minister of India? Drawing from personal diary extracts, conversations with key players of the 1970s, and
vital secondary literature, Pranab Mukherjee presents an
exceptional portrait of a complex nation.
Pranab Mukherjee assumed office as the President of
India on 25 July 2012. He has unparalleled experience in
governance, with the rare distinction of having served at
different times as Foreign, Defence, Commerce and Finance Minister, as also Deputy Chairman of the Planning
Commission. He was elected to the Rajya Sabha five
times from 1969, and twice to the Lok Sabha from 2004.
A recipient of the Padma Vibhushan (2008), Pranab
Mukherjee’s intellectual and political process is widely
admired. He has been long acclaimed for his role as a consensus builder on difficult national issues.
JAN - FEB 2015
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ÂéSÌ·¤ ·¤æ Ùæ×: ãÚU ·¤ôçàæàæ ãñ °·¤
Õ»¸æßÌ (·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã)
·¤çß: ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU, Âý·¤æàæ·¤: ¥´çÌ·¤æ
Âý·¤æàæÙ, »¸æçÁØæÕæÎ
Â´·¤Á ÂÚUæàæÚU

ãÚU ·¤ôçàæàæ ãñ °·¤ Õ»¸æßÌ
¥ÙâéÙè ÂýæÍüÙæ¥ô´ ·¤æ §üEÚU
çã´Îè ·¤çßÌæ ×ð´ ÁÕ ¥æˆ××é‚ÏÌæ/¥æˆ×Âý·¤æàæÙ °·¤
âéSÍæçÂÌ-âæ Ì‰Ø ÕÙ »Øæ ãô, ÌÕ ©Ù ·¤çßØô´ ·Ô¤
¥æˆ×-â´·¤ô¿ ¥õÚU çßÙ×ýÌæ ·¤è ¥ÙæØæâ ãè ØæÎ
¥æÌè ãñ, çÁÙ·¤è ·¤çßÌæ ¥æÁ ÖæÚUÌèØ âæçãˆØ ×ð´
€UÜñçâ€Uâ ×æÙè ÁæÌè ãñ´Ð çÁÙ ×èÚU Ì·¸¤è ×èÚU ·¤ô ©Îêü
×ð´ Ò¹¸éÎæ-°-âé¹ÙÓ ·¤ãæ ÁæÌæ ãñ, ßð ¹¸éÎ ¥ÂÙè
àææØÚUè ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU §â ãÎ Ì·¤ çßÙ×ý ãñ´ ç·¤ ·¤ãÌð ãñ´,
Ò×éÛæ·¤ô àææ§ÚU Ù ·¤ãô ×èÚU, ç·¤ âæãÕ ×ñ´Ùð/ÎÎü-¥ô-
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»¸× ç·¤ÌÙð ç·¤Øð Á×Ó¥, âô ÎèßæÙ ç·¤ØæÓÐ ÎêâÚUè ¥ôÚU
ÌéÜâè ÕæÕæ Ìô ·¤ôÚUð ·¤æ»¸Á ÂÚU çÜ¹·¤ÚU ÎðÙð ·¤è ÕæÌ
·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´, Ò·¤çÕÌ çÕÕð·¤ °·¤ Ùãè´ ×ôÚUðÐÓ ç˜æÜô¿Ù Áñâð
¥æÏéçÙ·¤ ¥õÚU Âý»çÌàæèÜ ·¤çß Ì·¤ çßÙ×ýÌæ âð §â
¥æˆ×-Sßè·¤ëçÌ ·¤æ Âý·¤ÅUè·¤ÚU‡æ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´, ÒÌéÜâè ÕæÕæ
Öæáæ ×ñ´Ùð Ìé×âð âè¹èÓÐ çÁÙ ÌéÜâèÎæâ âð
×ŠØ·¤æÜèÙ Ìô ÀôçÇ¸Øð, ¥æÏéçÙ·¤ ·¤çß Ì·¤ Öæáæ
Òâè¹ÌæÓ ãñ, ©â ·¤çß ·Ô¤ ¥æˆ×-â´·¤ô¿ ·¤è §´Ìãæ

Îðç¹Øð ç·¤ ·¤ãÌæ ãñ-©â·Ô¤ ÖèÌÚU ·¤çßÌæ ·¤æ ·¤ô§ü
çßßð·¤ Ùãè´ ãñ! çÁÙ ç×Á¸æü »¸æçÜÕ ·¤è Üô·¤çÂýØÌæ
ß·¸¤÷Ì ÕèÌÙð ·Ô¤ âæÍ-âæÍ Ü»æÌæÚU ÕÉ¸Ìè ãè Áæ ÚUãè
ãñ, ßð ¥ÂÙð-¥æÂ·¤ô ·¤ãÌð ãñ´, ÒÚUð¹¸÷Ìð ·Ô¤ Ìé× ãè ©SÌæÎ
Ùãè´ ãô »¸æçÜÕ/·¤ãÌð ãñ´ ¥»Üð Á¸×æÙð ×ð´ ·¤ô§ü ×èÚU Öè
ÍæÓÐ §â·Ô¤ â×æÙæ´ÌÚU â×·¤æÜèÙ çã´Îè ·¤çßÌæ ·Ô¤
ÂçÚUÎëàØ ·¤ô Îð¹ð´ Ìô ¥ÂÙè ÂýçÌÖæ ¥õÚU ·¤çßÌæ ·¤ô
Üð·¤ÚU ·¤çßØô´ ·Ô¤ ÖèÌÚU ¥jéÌ M¤Â âð (¥çÌ) »¸ÁÕ
·¤æ ¥æˆ×çßEæâ çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌæ ãñÐ °ðâð ×ð́ Øã ÂýàÙ âãÁ
ãè çÎ×æ»¸ ×ð´ ·¤õ´ÏÌæ ãñ ç·¤ €UØæ ¥æÏéçÙ·¤Ìæ ·¤æ
¥æˆ×çßEæâ âð ·¤ô§ü çßàæðá çÚUàÌæ ãñ Øæ çßÙ×ýÌæ ·¤ô§ü
×ŠØ·¤æÜèÙ ×êËØ ãñ? ÖæÚUÌèØ €UÜñçâ€Uâ ·Ô¤
ÚU¿çØÌæ¥ô´ ·¤è çßÙ×ýÌæ ·Ô¤ ÕÚU€Uâ â×·¤æÜèÙ ·¤çßØô´
·Ô¤ ¥çÌ-¥æˆ×çßEæâ ·¤ô Îð¹·¤ÚU ×ñ´ ÕæÚU-ÕæÚU Ò×éÇ¸×éÇ¸ ·¤ÚU Îð¹Ìæ ãê¡ÐÓ
¥æˆ×-Âý·¤æàæÙ ·Ô¤ §â ÎõÚU ×ð´ ÁÕ Îô-¿æÚU ·¤çßÌæ°¡
çÜ¹Ìð ãè ·¤çßØô´ ×ð´ ÒâæçãÕð-ç·¸¤ÌæÕÓ ÕÙÙð ·¤è
¥æ·¤æ´ÿææ çãÜôÚUð´ ÜðÙð Ü»Ìè ãñ´, ÌÕ ©Ù ·¤çßØô´ ·¤è
ØæÎ ÕæÚUãæ ¥æÌè ãñ, çÁ‹ãô´Ùð Ìæ-©×ý çÜ¹·¤ÚU Öè
Õ×éçà·¤Ü °·¤ ÎèßæÙ ç·¤Øæ! ãæÜæ´ç·¤ §â Ì‰Ø ·¤æ
âÚUÜè·¤ÚU‡æ Ùãè´ ç·¤Øæ Áæ â·¤Ìæ ç·¤ ·¤× çÜ¹Ùæ
©ˆ·¤ëC çÜ¹Ùð ·¤è »æÚU´ÅUè ãñ Øæ ¥çÏ·¤ çÜ¹Ùæ
SÌÚUãèÙÌæ ·¤è çÙàææÙèÐ ¥âÜ ×ð´ Øã ÖæÚUÌèØ ·¤æÃØ
ÂÚU´ÂÚUæ ×ð´ ×õÁ¸êÎ ©â Âýßëçžæ ·¤è ¥ôÚU â´·Ô¤Ì ãñ, çÁâ×ð´
¥æˆ×Âý·¤æàæÙ ¥õÚU ¥æˆ×àÜæƒææ ·¤ô Æè·¤ Ùãè´ â×Ûææ
ÁæÌæÐ §âçÜ° ç·¤âè Öè ÂçÚUçSÍçÌ ×ð´ âæ×æçÁ·¤ ¥õÚU
ÙñçÌ·¤ ×êËØô´ ×ð´ ¥ÅUêÅU ¥æSÍæ ÚU¹Ùð ßæÜð ·¤çßØô´ ×ð´
¥æˆ×-çß™ææÂÙ âð âæØæâ Õ¿Ùð ·¤è Âýßëçžæ ÂæØè ÁæÌè
ãñÐ ¥æÁ Öè çÁÙ ·¤çßØô´ ·¤è ·¤çßÌæ ×æÙßèØ ×êËØô´
×ð´ »ãÚUè ¥æSÍæ ·Ô¤ âæÍ â´Öß ãôÌè ãñ´, ßð ¥æÁ ·Ô¤
ÕæÁ¸æÚUßæÎè ÎõÚU ×ð´ Öè ¥æˆ×-çß™ææÂÙ ·Ô¤ ×æ×Üð ×ð´
â´·¤ô¿ ÕÚUÌÌð ãñ´Ð ÂÚU´ÂÚUæ ·¤è â·¤æÚUæˆ×·¤ ¥õÚU »ýæs
¿èÁô´ ·¤è ØæÎ Øãæ´ §â ßÁ¸ã âð Öè ÕæÚUãæ ¥æ§ü,
€UØô´ç·¤ çÂÀÜð çÎÙô´ ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU ·¤æ ÎêâÚUæ ·¤çßÌæâ´»ýã ÒãÚU ·¤ôçàæàæ ãñ °·¤ Õ»¸æßÌÓ çâÚUãæÙð ×èÚU ·¤è
ÌÚUã ×ðÚUð çâÚUãæÙð ÚUãæÐ §â ·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ·¤è ·¤§ü
·¤çßÌæ¥ô´, ·¤§ü ¥çßS×ÚU‡æèØ ·¤æÃØ-Â´çQ¤Øô´ Ùð âôÌðÁæ»Ìð ×éÛæð ¥ÂÙð âð ¥Ü» Ù ãôÙð çÎØæÐ §â ßÁ¸ã âð
©Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ÕæÚUð ×ð´ ×ðÚUð çÜ° ÌÖè ·¤éÀ ·¤ã ÂæÙæ
â´Öß ãô ÂæØæ, ÁÕ ©Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ âð ×éQ¤ ãô·¤ÚU
ÌÅUSÍÌæ/ßSÌéçÙDÌæ ÕÚUÌÙð ·¤è çSÍçÌ ×ð´ ¥æ ÂæØæÐ
çÜ¹Ùð ¥õÚU ÀÂÙð ·¤è ãÇ¸ÕÇ¸è ·Ô¤ §â ÎõÚU ×ð´ Øã
ÁæÙÙæ ÍôÇ¸æ ¥æpØüÁÙ·¤ Ü»Ìæ ãñ ç·¤ ©Ù·¤æ ÂãÜæ
·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã Ò«‡æ »é‡ææ «‡æÓ âÙ÷ v~|} ×ð´ Âý·¤æçàæÌ
ãé¥æ Íæ ¥õÚU ÎêâÚUæ ·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ¥æÙð ×ð´ ÂêÚUð Âñ´Ìèâ
ßáü Ü» »°! ßã Öè àææØÎ â´Öß Ù ãôÌæ ØçÎ ·¤çß
àæñÜØð ·¤çß ·¤è ©ÎæâÙèÙÌæ ¥õÚU ¥çÌàæØ ¥æˆ×â´·¤ô¿
âð ÁêÛæÌð ãé° §Ù ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô ÌÚUÌèÕ Îð·¤ÚU ç·¸¤ÌæÕ
·¤è àæ€UÜ Ù ÎðÌðÐ §â â´·¤ÜÙ ·Ô¤ ÕæÚUð ×ð´ àæñÜðØ ·¤ãÌð
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ãñ´, Ò·¤ô§ü ·¤çß çÜ¹Ìæ çÙÚU´ÌÚU ÚUãð, Üðç·¤Ù ¥ÂÙè
·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ ¥ÂÙð â´·¤ô¿ âð ©ÕÚUÙæ ©â·Ô¤ çÜ°
§ÌÙæ ×éçà·¤Ü ãô ç·¤ ÂãÜð â´»ýã ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ, §ÌÙð ßáô´ü
Ì·¤ ©â·¤æ ·¤ô§ü ÎêâÚUæ â´»ýã Ù ãô-¥æˆ×Âý·¤æàæÙ ·¤è
ãÇ¸ÕÇ¸è ·Ô¤ §â ÎõÚU ×ð´ °ðâæ Ò¥æˆ×â´·¤ô¿Ó ×éÛæ Áñâô´
·Ô¤ çÜ° °·¤ çßÚUÜ ¥ÙéÖß ãñÐÓ ÂæÆ·¤ô´ ·Ô¤ âê¿ÙæÍü
©‹ãô´Ùð ÕÌæØæ ãñ ç·¤ ÒÚU¿Ùæ-·¤æÜ ·¤è ÎëçC âð §â â´»ýã
·¤è ·¤çßÌæ°¡ ßáü v~{x âð w®vv Ì·¤ ·Ô¤ çßSÌæÚU
·¤ô ƒæðÚUÌè ãñ´ÐÓ â×Ø ·Ô¤ §ÌÙð çßSÌæÚU ×ð´ Èñ¤Üè §â â´»ýã
·¤è ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ×ð´ ¥Ü»-¥Ü» â×Ø ×ð´ ·¤çß ·Ô¤
ÕÎÜÌð ×æÙâ ¥õÚU ÕÎÜÌè ãé§ü ÚUæÁÙèçÌ·¤-âæ×æçÁ·¤
ÂçÚUçSÍçÌØô´ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU ©Ù·¤è â×Ûæ ·¤ô Öè ÜçÿæÌ
ç·¤Øæ Áæ â·¤Ìæ ãñÐ
ÁÕ ßð ·¤ãÌð ãñ´, ãÚU âæÍü·¤ àæéL¤¥æÌ/ Âý·¤ëçÌ âð ãè
Õæ»¸è ãôÌè ¥æ§ü ãñ, (Âë.vz) Ìô ©Ù ·¤çßØô´ ·¤è ÌÚUã
çß¿æÚUô´ ·¤è R¤æ´çÌ·¤æçÚUÌæ ·¤ô ÃØQ¤ ·¤ÚUÙð ·Ô¤ çÜ° ßð
°ðâæ Ùãè´ ·¤ãÌð, çÁÙ·¤è Ì×æ× ¥æSÍæ, çßEæâ ¥õÚU
×êËØ ×ãÁ ·¤æÃØ-×éãæßÚUô´ Ì·¤ âèç×Ì ÚUã ÁæÌð ãñ´Ð ßð
Ìô ç»ÚUè ÂÇ¸è ãÚU ¿èÁ¸ ·¤ô ©Ææ·¤ÚU Îð¹Ìð ãñ́-¥ÂÙð ÖèÌÚU
Õ¿è ÚUã »§ü ¿èÁô´ ×ð´ Ì×æ× ¥Ù·¤ãè ÃØÍæ, ¥ÙçÎ¹è
©×´»ô´ ¥õÚU ¥ÙÀÜ·Ô¤ ¥æ´âê ·¤ô Éê´É¸Ùð ·¤æ ÂýØ% ·¤ÚUÌð
ãñ´Ð ·¤çß ·Ô¤ ¥ÙéâæÚU ãÚU âæÍü·¤ àæéL¤¥æÌ Âý·¤ëçÌ âð ãè
Õæ»¸è ãôÌè ãñ, çÜãæÁæ àæéL¤¥æÌ ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ ãôÙð ßæÜð ¥´Ì
¥õÚU ©â·Ô¤ ÂçÚU‡ææ× ·¤è âÈ¤ÜÌæ-¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU
©Ù·Ô¤ çß¿æÚU çÕË·¤éÜ SÂC ãñ´, Ò·¤ôçàæàæ-/ ãæ¡, ·¤ôçàæàæ
ãè Ìô ·¤ÚU â·¤Ìæ ãê¡/ ãÚU ·¤ôçàæàæ ãñ °·¤ Õ»¸æßÌ/ ßÚUÙæ
çÁâð âÈ¤ÜÌæ-¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·¤ãÌð ãñ´/ ßã âÕ Ìô Õâ
ãSÌæÿæÚU ãñ´/ ç·¤° »° ©â â´çÏ-Â˜æ ÂÚU/ çÁâð
ÃØßSÍæ°¡ ÂýSÌéÌ ·¤ÚUÌè ÚUãÌè´/ ã× âÕ·Ô¤ ¥æ»ðÐÓ
(Âë.vz) çÁâ ÚU¿Ùæ·¤æÚU ·¤è çß¿æÚUÏæÚUæ ¥õÚU ç¿´ÌÙ
×ð´ âéçßÏæ âð ©ˆÂóæ ÎéçßÏæ Ùãè´ ãôÌè ãñ, ©Ù·¤è ÚU¿Ùæ
×ð´ ¥ÙéSØêÌ çß¿æÚUô´ ×ð´ Öè ¥SÂCÌæ Ùãè´ ãôÌèÐ §âçÜ°
Øã ¥·¤æÚU‡æ Ùãè´ ãñ ç·¤ âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ¥æßð» ¥õÚU
¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·¤è ©Îæâè ×ð´ »·¤ü ãôÙð ·Ô¤ SÍæÙ ÂÚU ßð
âÈ¤ÜÌæ ¥õÚU ¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ×æÙ·¤ ·¤ô Üð·¤ÚU ç¿´ÌÙ
·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´ ¥õÚU ÂæÌð ãñ´ ç·¤ Øð ¿èÁð´ Ìô ÒÕâ ãSÌæÿæÚU ãñ´/
ç·¤° »° ©â â´çÏ-Â˜æ ÂÚU/ çÁâð ÃØßSÍæ°¡ ÂýSÌéÌ
·¤ÚUÌè ÚUãÌè´/ ã× âÕ·Ô¤ ¥æ»ðÐÓÓ
çÁÙ·¤è ¥æSÍæ, ×êËØ ¥õÚU çßEæâ ÃØßSÍæ ÂýÎžæ
âÈ¤ÜÌæ-¥âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ×æÙ·¤ âð â´¿æçÜÌ ãôÌð ãñ´
¥õÚU ÒÂÜ-ÂÜ ÂÚUßçÌüÌ Âý·¤ëçÌ ßðàæÓ ·¤è ÌÚUã çÁÙ·Ô¤
çß¿æÚU ¥õÚU ÃØßãæÚU ÂçÚUßçÌüÌ ãôÌð ãñ´, ßð ÃØçQ¤»Ì
ÜæÖ-ÜôÖ ·¤è ÂêçÌü ·Ô¤ çÜ° ç·¤âè Öè ãÎ Ì·¤ ÁæÙð
âð »éÚUðÁ Ùãè´ ·¤ÚUÌðÐ °ðâð Üô»ô´ ·¤æ ·¤ëˆØ ·¤çß ·¤è ÙÁ¸ÚUô´
âð ¥ÜçÿæÌ Ùãè´ ÚUãÌæ, Òÿæ‡æ ×ð´ Üƒæé, ÿæ‡æ ×ð´ çßÚUæÅU
ãôÙð ·¤æ »éÚU çÁÙ·¤ô ¥æÌæ ãñ/ °ðâð ·¤§ü ×ãæßèÚUô´ ·¤ô/
¥ÂÙð Øé» ×ð´ ç·¤ÌÙæ ·¤æØÚU ãôÌð Îð¹æ ãñ!Ó (Âë.v{)
Øã ·¤çßÌæ ¥ßâÚU ·Ô¤ ¥Ùé·¤êÜ çß¿æÚU ¥õÚU ÃØßãæÚU
×ð´ Ìˆ·¤æÜ ÂçÚUßÌüÙ ·¤ÚU ÜðÙð ×ð´ ×æçãÚU ©Ù ×ãæßèÚUô´ ·Ô¤
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¥´ÌÑ·¤ÚU‡æ Ì·¤ ÂñÆÙð ·¤æ Ø% ·¤ÚUÌè ãñ, çÁÙ·¤è âæÚUè
ßèÚUÌæ ¥´ÌÌÑ ·¤æØÚUÌæ ÕÙ·¤ÚU ÚUã ÁæÌè ãñÐ ·¤çß ·¤ô
¥ÂÙè ÜƒæéÌæ ·¤æ ¥ãâæâ ãñ, §âçÜ° ßð ¥ÂÙð ×Ù
×ð´ ç·¤âè ÌÚUã ·Ô¤ ÜƒæéÌæ-ÕôÏ ·¤ô Üæ° çÕÙæ ·¤ãÌð ãñ´,
Ò×ñ´ ¥ÂÙè ÜƒæéÌæ ×ð´ Áñâæ Öè-Áô Öè ãê¡/ ©ÌÙð ãè ·¤æ
âæÿææˆ·¤æÚU ×éÛæð ·¤ÚUÙæ ãñ/ ©ÌÙð ×ð´ ãè ÎðÙæ ãñ ¥ß·¤æàæ
×éÛæð ©Ù âÕ·¤ô Öè/ Áô çÙÚUßçÏ ·¤æÜ, çßÂéÜ ÂëçÍßè
ÂÚU/ ¥ÂÙè-¥ÂÙè ÜƒæéÌæ¥ô´ ×ð́/ ×ðÚUð ãè â×æÙÏ×æü ãñ́ÐÓ
(Âë.ßãè) ·¤çß ·¤è Øã çßÙ×ýÌæ çßàæðá M¤Â âð ŠØæÙ
¥æ·¤çáüÌ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñ-ßã ¥ÂÙè ÜƒæéÌæ ×ð´ Áñâæ Öè Áô
ãñ, ©ÌÙð ·¤æ ãè âæÿææˆ·¤æÚU ·¤ÚUÙð ·¤è ¥æ·¤æ´ÿææ ÃØQ¤
·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU ÜƒæéÌæ ·Ô¤ â´ÎÖü ×ð´ ¥ÂÙð â×æÙÏ×æü¥ô´
·¤ô ¥ß·¤æàæ ÎðÙð ·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñÐ ÁÕ ‹ØêÙÌ×
×æÙßèØ ×êËØô´ ·¤è ¥Âðÿææ ·¤ÚUÙæ/ÚU¹Ùæ âæ×çØ·¤
¿ÜÙ ·Ô¤ çßL¤h ãô, ÁÕ âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·¤è ÚUæã ×ð´ ¥æÙð
ßæÜð ·¤ô €UM¤ÚUÌæÂêßü·¤ ãÅUæ ÎðÙæ ãè ÃØßãæçÚU·¤Ìæ ·¤è
àæÌü ãô, ÌÕ ¥ÂÙè ÜƒæéÌæ ·¤æ ¥ãâæâ ¥õÚU ¥ÂÙð
â×æÙÏ×æü¥ô´ ·¤ô ¥ß·¤æàæ ·¤è ÕæÌ ¥çßEâÙèØ-âæ
Ü»Ìæ ãé¥æ â¿ ÂýÌèÌ ãôÌæ ãñ! çÁâ·¤è ¥çÖÃØçQ¤
¥õÚU çßEâÙèØ ¥ÙéÖêçÌ ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU ·Ô¤ ·¤çß-·¤×ü
·¤è ÎéÜüÖ çßçàæCÌæ ãñÐ
§â ·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ·¤è °·¤ Ü´Õè ·¤çßÌæ ãñ Ò¥æ§üÙæÎýôãÓ çÁâ·¤æ çßSÌæÚU àææçŽÎ·¤ SÌÚU ÂÚU ÌèÙ ¹´Çô´ ×ð´
ãñ, Üðç·¤Ù ßñ¿æçÚU·¤ SÌÚU ÂÚU §â·¤æ çßSÌæÚU ·¤æÈ¤è ÕÇ¸æ
ãñÐ ÂãÜð ¹´Ç Òãæ¡-Ùãè´Ó ·¤è àæéL¤¥æÌ ãè Ìˆ·¤æÜ ŠØæÙ
¥æ·¤çáüÌ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñ, ÒâÕ·Ô¤ ¥ÂÙð-¥ÂÙð ãæ´-ãæ´/ âÕ·Ô¤
¥ÂÙð Ùãè´-Ùãè´/ ÌÙæ-ÌÙè ×ð´ ·¤Öè ·¤ãè´/ Ìô âæ´Æ»æ´Æ ×ð´ ·¤Öè ·¤ãè´Ó (Âë.v}) ×ÙécØ ç·¤âè ÜôÖ Øæ
ÖØ âð ÂýæØÑ â¿ ·¤ô â¿ ·¤ãÙð âð Õ¿Ùð ·¤è ·¤ôçàæàæ
·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ, Üðç·¤Ù Øã ¥æ§üÙð ·¤è ×Á¸ÕêÚUè Ùãè´ ãñÐ ©âêÜô´
ÂÚU ¥Ç¸Ùæ ¥õÚU ¥çÏ·¤æÚUô´ ·Ô¤ çÜ° ÜÇ¸Ùæ §ÙâæÙ ÖêÜ
â·¤Ìæ ãñ, Üðç·¤Ù, Ò¥æ§üÙæ ¥ÂÙð ÂÚUæßÌüÙ-Ï×ü ÂÚU
¥Ç¸æ ÍæÐÓ (Âë.w~) §â â´»ýã ×ð´ ·¤çß Ùð ¥æ§üÙæ ãè
Ùãè´, ¥‹Ø ç¿ÚU-ÂçÚUç¿Ì çÕ´Õô´ ·¤ô Öè ÛææÇ¸-Âô´À·¤ÚU
·¤éÀ §â ÌÚUã ÂéÙÁèüçßÌ ç·¤Øæ ãñ ç·¤ ÂæÆ·¤ â0×ôçãÌâæ ãô ÁæÌæ ãñÐ ©Ù·¤è ·¤çßÌæ ×ð´ °·¤ Öè àæŽÎ È¤æÜÌê
Ùãè´ ãñ, Ù °·¤ Öè çÕ´Õ ·¤ãè´ ¥ÙæßàØ·¤ ÂýÌèÌ ãôÌð
ãñ´...¥õÚ¸ ª¤ÂÚU âð çÕ´Õ ·Ô¤ M¤Â ×ð´ ç¿ÚU-ÂçÚUç¿Ì ¥æ§üÙð
·¤æ ÂýØô»Ð ¥ÂÙè ·¤æÃØ-·¤Üæ âð ßð ¥æ§üÙð ·Ô¤ Îýôã ·¤æ
Áô ß‡æüÙ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´, ©âð ÂÉ¸Ìð ãé° ×éÛæð àæ×àæðÚU ¥õÚU
»¸æçÜÕ ØæÎ ¥æ°Ð ¿¿æ »¸æçÜÕ ·¤ãÌð ãñ´, Ò¥æ§üÙæ¹¸æÙð
×ð´ ·¤ô§ü çÜØð ÁæÌæ ãñ ×éÛæðÓ Ìô àæ×àæðÚU ·¤ãÌð ãñ´, Ò×ñ´ ßã
¥æ§üÙæ ãê¡ çÁâ×ð´ ¥æÂ ãñ´ÓÐ Ìô Øã Áô ¥æ§üÙæ-Îýôã ãñ,
ßã Îýôã ¥æ§üÙð ·¤æ Ìô ¹¸ñÚU €UØæ ãñ, ÎÚU¥âÜ ßã ·¤çß
·¤æ Îýôã ãñÐ
ÜÿØ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ °·¤æ»ýÌæ ¥õÚU çâhãSÌÌæ ·¤ô ÕÌæÙð
·Ô¤ çÜ° ÂýæØÑ »éL¤ Îýô‡æ ·Ô¤ ©â ÂýØô» ·¤è ¿¿æü ãôÌè ãñ,
çÁâ×ð´ ÏÙéÏüÚU ¥ÁéüÙ ·¤ô Òç¿çÇ¸ØæÓ ·¤è çâÈ¤ü ¥æ¡¹
çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌè ãñÐ Üðç·¤Ù ç¿çÇ¸Øæ ·¤è ¥æ¡¹ ÂÚU ŠØæÙ

·Ô¤´çÎýÌ ·¤ÚUÙð ßæÜè ¥ÁéüÙ ·¤è Áô ÎëçC ãñ, ©â ÎëçC ·¤ô
°·¤ ·¤çß ·¤è ¥æ´¹ ·¤è ç·¤â ÎëçC âð Îð¹Ìè ãñ, Ò·¤ô§ü
Öè ¥æ¡¹ çâÈ¸¤ü ¥æ¡¹ Ùãè´ ãôÌè/ ãôÌè ãñ ÂêÚUè ·¤è ÂêÚUè°·¤ ÎéçÙØæ-ÖÚUè-ÂêÚUè.../ ç·¤ âÂÙð ãÚU ¥æ¡¹ ·¤è ¥æˆ×æ
ãôÌð ãñ´/ ·¤ô§ü Öè ÌèÚU/ çÁ‹ãð´ ÕðÏ Ùãè´ â·¤ÌæÐÓ
(Âë.x}) »éL¤ ãô·¤ÚU Öè ¥æ¡¹ M¤Âè §â ÂêÚUè ·¤è ÂêÚUè
ÎéçÙØæ ·¤ô Ù Îýô‡æ Îð¹ ÂæÌæ ãñ, Ù ¥ÂÙð ÜÿØ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌ
â×çÂüÌ ¥ÁéüÙÐ ßã ç¿çÇ¸Øæ ·¤è ×ãÁ ¥æ¡¹-ÖÚU Îð¹
â·¤Ìæ ãñ, ßã Øã Îð¹ ãè Ùãè´ â·¤Ìæ ç·¤ ¥æ¡¹ ×ãÁ
¥æ¡¹ ãè Ùãè´ ãôÌè, çÁÙ·¤è ¥æˆ×æ ×ð´ SßŒÙ ãôÌð ãñ´,
·¤L¤‡ææ ãôÌè ãñ ¥õÚU ÂêÚUè ·¤æØÙæÌ ãôÌè ãñÐ ¥æ¡¹ ·¤è
ÖÚUè-ÂêÚUè ÎéçÙØæ ·¤ô çâÈ¸¤ü °·¤ ·¤çß ãè Îð¹ â·¤Ìæ ãñ,
¿æãð ßã ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU ãô´ Øæ R¤õ´¿-ßÏ ·¤ô Îð¹·¤ÚU
·¤L¤‡ææÎüý ãô·¤ÚU çß¿çÜÌ ¥õÚU çß»çÜÌ ãôÙð ßæÜð
¥æçÎ·¤çß ßæË×è·¤Ð ·¤çß ·¤è ÌÚUã ¥ÁéüÙ ØçÎ ¥æ¡¹
·¤ô §â ÌÚUã Îð¹ ÂæÌð Ìô ·¤éL¤ÿæð˜æ ·¤è ÌÚUã àææØÎ Øãæ´
Öè ·¤L¤‡ææÎüý ãô·¤ÚU ¥ÂÙæ ÏÙéá ÚU¹ ÎðÌð, Òâ¿×é¿
Îð¹ ÚUãð ãôÌð ¥»ÚU Ìé× ×ðÚUè ¥æ¡¹/ Ìô Ìé0ãæÚUð ãæÍ ÁM¤ÚU
·¤æ¡ÂÌð/ â´dÌæ Á¸M¤ÚU Ìé0ãæÚUæ ÏÙéáÐÓ (Âë.ßãè)
àæ×àæðÚU Ùð çÜ¹æ ãñ ç·¤ ·¤çß ƒæ´ƒæôÜ ÎðÌæ ãñÐ ·¤çß
ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU çÎ×æ» ×ð´ ¹ç¿Ì Âêßü çÕ´Õô ¥õÚU ÂýÌè·¤ô´
·¤ô ƒæ´ƒæôÜ ÎðÌð ãñ´ ¥õÚU ©â·Ô¤ ÕæÎ ÙØæ ÚU¿·¤ÚU Áô ÂýSÌéÌ
·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´ ßã ¥ÙéÖß ¥õÚU ç¿´ÌÙ ÎôÙô´ ·Ô¤ ¥æ·¤æàæ ·¤ô
·¤éÀ ÕÇ¸æ ·¤ÚU ÁæÌæ ãñÐ ÒÂÚUÎðÓ ÂÚU/·¤è ÕæÌ ·¤ÚUÌð ãé°
ßð ·¤ãÌð ãñ´, ÒÁãæ¡ ã×æÚUæ ©ÂØô»/ Ù ç·¤âè ÕðÕâè ·¤ô
çÀÂæÙð ·Ô¤ çÜ° ãô/ Ù ç·¤âè ÕðÚUô·¤ çÎ¹æßð ·Ô¤ çÜ°ÐÓ
¥õÚU §â ·¤çßÌæ ×ð´ ÂÎðü ·¤è ¥æßæÁ¸ Ìô âéçÙØð, ÒÁãæ¡
ã× ç»ÚUð´, Ìô ·¤éÀ ¥ôÛæÜ ãô/ Áãæ¡ ã× ©Æð´, Ìô ·¤éÀ
ÂçÚUßçÌüÌ ãôÐÓ (Âë.y{) ÂÎæüÈ¤æàæ ãôÙð ÂÚU Öè ØçÎ
¿èÁð´ ÕÎÜ Ùãè´ ÂæÌè ãñ´, ÍôÇ¸ð â×Ø ·Ô¤ ÕæÎ Üô» ÖêÜ
ÁæÌð ãñ´, Ìô çÈ¤ÚU ÂÎæüÎæÚUè ÂÚU ç·¤âè ¥õÚU ·¤ô ãô Ù ãô
·¤çß ·¤ô àæ·¤ Á¸M¤ÚU ãôÌæ ãñ, ÒÕð¹¸éÎè ÕðâÕÕ Ùãè´
»¸æçÜÕ/ ·¤éÀ Ìô ãñ çÁâ·¤è ÂÎæüÎæÚUè ãñÐÓ €UØæ Øã ×ãÁ
â´Øô» ãñ ç·¤ ÚUæÁð‹Îý Áè ·¤è ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ âð »éÁ¸ÚUÌð ãé°
ÖæÚUÌèØ ·¤çßÌæ ·¤è ÂêÚUè ÂÚU´ÂÚUæ ·¤è ØæÎ ¥æÙð Ü»Ìè
ãñ? §â·Ô¤ çßÂÚUèÌ â×·¤æÜèÙ ÂçÚUÎëàØ ×ð´ âçR¤Ø
¥çÏ·¤æ´àæ Ùæ×¿èÙ ·¤çßØô´ ·¤è ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ âð »éÁÚUÌð
ãé° ÖæÚUÌèØ ·¤æÃØ-ÂÚU´ÂÚUæ ·¤è ØæÎ ÕãéÌ ·¤× ¥æÌè ãñÐ
Øãæ´ Ì·¤ ç·¤ ÁèßÙ ·Ô¤ â¿ ·Ô¤ Ùæ× ÂÚU ÂÚU ·¤§ü ÕæÚU
©Ù·Ô¤ ¥ŠØØÙ ·¤æ â¿ âæ×Ùð ¥æÌæ ãñ ¥õÚU Áô ÁèßÙ
©â×ð´ ç¿ç˜æÌ ãôÌæ ãñ, ßã ÂæÆ·¤ô´ ·Ô¤ ÁèßÙæÙéÖßô´ ·¤æ
çãSâæ Ùãè´ ÕÙ ÂæÌæÐ
§â â´»ýã ·¤è ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô ÌèÙ ¹´Çô´ ×ð´ çßÖæçÁÌ
ç·¤Øæ ãñ-ÒãÚU ·¤ôçàæàæ ãñ °·¤ Õ»¸æßÌÓ, Ò·¤çßÌæ ·¤æ
âßæÜÓ ¥õÚU Ò·¤çßÌæ ·Ô¤ ç·¤ÚUÎæÚUÓ ×ð´Ð Âýßëçžæ ·Ô¤
¥ÙéM¤Â ·¤çßÌæ ·¤æ âßæÜ ¹´Ç ×ð´ ©Ù·¤è ÂýàÙÂÚU·¤
·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô ÚU¹æ »Øæ ãñ, çÁâ×ð´ âçóæçãÌ ÂýàÙ ©âè
ÌÚUã ·¤è ¥âéçßÏæ ÂñÎæ ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´, çÁâ ÌÚUã ·¤ÕèÚU ·¤è
·¤çßÌæ ·¤ÚUÌè ãñÐ Ï×ü ·Ô¤ ÚUæSÌð ×ð´ ×ÙécØÌæ ¥õÚU
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âæ×æçÁ·¤Ìæ ·¤ô ãæçàæØð ÂÚU Ï·Ô¤Ü çÎØæ ÁæÌæ ¥õÚU Ï×ü ·Ô¤
¥Ü´ÕÚUÎæÚU ¥ÂÙð çãâæÕ âð â×æÁ ¥õÚU ×æÙßÌæ ·¤è ÃØæ%Øæ
·¤ÚUÙð Ü»Ìð ãñ´, Üðç·¤Ù ·¤çß ÒÏÚU× ·¤æ ÚUæSÌæÓ ×ð´ ÂýàÙÂÚU·¤
¥ßÚUôÏ ÂñÎæ ·¤ÚUÙð âð Ùãè´ ¿ê·¤Ìð, Ò§â ÂÚU ¿ÜÙæ Âé‡Ø ãñ/
§â·¤æ §çÌãæâ ÁæÙÙð ·¤è ·¤ôçàæàæ ·¤ÚUÙæ ÂæÂ/ â×ÛæÎæÚU Üô»
§â ÂÚU ¿ÜÌð ãñ´/ Ìô ÂýàÙ Ùãè´ ·¤ÚUÌð, çâÈ¸¤ü Áñ-Áñ·¤æÚU ·¤ÚUÌð
ãñ´ÐÓ (Âë.vv|) ·¤ãÙæ Ù ãô»æ ç·¤ Ï×ü ·Ô¤ ÚUÿæ·¤/©ÂÎðàæ·¤ Ù
ÂýàÙ ·¤æ Sßæ»Ì ·¤ÚUÌð ãñ´, Ù §çÌãæâ ÁæÙÙð ·¤è ©ˆ·¤´Ææ ·¤æÐ
ÁÕç·¤ ·¤çß ç·¤âè Öè ¿èÁ ·¤ô ¥æÜô¿Ùæˆ×·¤ ÌÚUè·Ô¤ âð ãè
Ùãè´ Îð¹Ìæ, ÕçË·¤ ©â·Ô¤ °ðçÌãæçâ·¤ ÂçÚUÂýðÿØ ·¤ô Öè ŠØæÙ
×ð´ ÚU¹Ìæ ãñÐ §âçÜ° Ò§â âæÜ ÖèÓ Øã Îð¹·¤ÚU ßã ·¤éÀ
©Îæâ ãôÌæ ãñ, ÒS˜æè ·¤éÀ ¥õÚU S˜æè ãé§ü/ ÂéL¤á ·¤éÀ ¥õÚU ÂéL¤á/
çã´Îê ·¤éÀ ¥õÚU çã´Îê ãé°/ ×éâÜ×æÙ ·¤éÀ ¥õÚU ×éâÜ×æÙ/ Ùãè´
ãé¥æ Ìô çâÈ¸¤ü/ ¥æÎ×è ãè Ùãè´ ãé¥æ ·¤éÀ ¥õÚU ¥æÎ×èÐÓ
(Âë.vvz)
Ùæ»æÁéüÙ ·¤ô §â ÕæÌ ·¤æ ŸæðØ çÎØæ ÁæÌæ ãñ ç·¤ ßãè °·¤×æ˜æ
°ðâð ·¤çß ãñ´ çÁ‹ãô´Ùð ÙðÌæ¥ô´ ¥õÚU âæçãˆØ·¤æÚUô´ ÂÚU âÕâð ÊØæÎæ
·¤çßÌæ°¡ çÜ¹è ãñ´Ð Ùæ»æÁéüÙ âÚUæÂæ ·¤çß Íð ¥õÚU ßð ç·¤âè Öè
¿èÁ¸ ÂÚU ¥jéÌ ·¤çßÌæ çÜ¹ â·¤Ìð ÍðÐ Üðç·¤Ù ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU
Áñâð ¥æˆ×â´·¤ô¿è ·¤çß Ùð Öè Ò·¤çßÌæ ·Ô¤ ç·¤ÚUÎæÚUÓ ·¤ô ¹êÕ
Âã¿æÙæ ãñ ¥õÚU ©‹ãô´Ùð Ö»Ì çâ´ã, ÕãæÎéÚUàææã ÁÈ¸¤ÚU, ¥ôâæ×æ
çÕÙ ÜæÎðÙ, âæ×´Ìæ çS×Í, ¥Ì´çÚUÿæ Øæ˜æè ÚUæ·Ô¤àæ àæ×æü, çßÙæØ·¤
âðÙ, ÁæòÁü Õéàæ, çÙÚUæÜæ, àæ×àæðÚU, ·Ô¤ÎæÚUÙæÍ ¥»ýßæÜ, ¥™æðØ
¥õÚU Ùæ»æÁéüÙ ·¤ô çßáØ ÕÙæ·¤ÚU ÕðãÌÚUèÙ ·¤çßÌæ°¡ çÜ¹è ãñ´!
Ùæ»æÁéüÙ ·¤è °·¤ ·¤çßÌæ Òçâ´ÎêÚU çÌÜç·¤Ì ÖæÜÓ ·¤è Á¸×èÙ
ÂÚU ©Ù·¤è °·¤ ×æç×ü·¤ ·¤çßÌæ ãñ, Ò·¤æÃØ-çÌÜç·¤Ì ÖæÜ
Ùæ»æÁéüÙ, Ìé0ãæÚUæ/ ¿ðÌÙæ ·¤ô Îè# ·¤ÚUÌæ ãñ ã×æÚUèÐÓ (Âë.v|x)
§âè ÌÚUã ¥™æðØ ÂÚU çÜ¹è ·¤çßÌæ Ò™æðØ-¥™æðØÓ ×ð´ ßð ·¤ãÌð
ãñ´, Òßã ¥·Ô¤ÜæÂÙ/ çÁâð Ìé×Ùð ßÚUæ/ ¥·Ô¤Üæ ·¤ÚU Ù ÂæØæ
Ìé0ãð´..., / çÙÁÌæ Âæ »§ü çßSÌæÚUÓ (Âë.v|w) âæçãˆØ·¤æÚUô´ ÂÚU
çÜ¹è ·¤çßÌæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ¥çÌçÚUQ¤ ©‹ãô´Ùð ÎêâÚUð ÿæð˜æô´ âð ÁéÇ¸ð çÁÙ
ÃØçQ¤ˆßô´ ·¤ô ¥ÂÙè Ò·¤çßÌæ ·¤æ ç·¤ÚUÎæÚUÓ ÕÙæØæ ãñ, ©Ù·Ô¤
ÁèßÙ ·Ô¤ ×æç×ü·¤ Âÿæô´ ·¤ô Öè ©âè ÌæÎæˆ0Ø ¥õÚU ·Ô¤ âæÍ
ç¿ç˜æÌ ç·¤Øæ ãñÐ ·¤çßÌæ ·Ô¤ Âý·¤æàæÙ ·Ô¤ ×æ×Üð ×ð´ Âýô. ÚUæÁð‹Îý
·¤é×æÚU ¥æˆ×â´·¤ô¿ ·Ô¤ çàæ·¤æÚU ¥ßàØ ãñ´, Üðç·¤Ù ×ÙécØ âð
àæÌÏæ ¥æÕh ãñ´Ð
ÕãéÌðÚUð Üô» Âýô. ÚUæÁð‹Îý ·¤é×æÚU ·¤ô °·¤ çßmæÙ ¥æÜô¿·¤ÂýæŠØæÂ·¤ ¥õÚU â´ÂæÎ·¤ ·Ô¤ M¤Â ×ð´ ÊØæÎæ ÁæÙÌð ãñ´, §â
¥ÙéÂæÌ ×ð´ °·¤ ·¤çß ·Ô¤ M¤Â ×ð´ àææØÎ ·¤×Ð §â ¥çÌ ¥æˆ×Âý·¤æàæÙ ·Ô¤ ÎõÚU ×ð´ ·¤çß ·¤æ °ðâæ ¥æˆ×â´·¤ô¿ çßÚUÜ ãñÐ °ðâð
×ð´ ·¤çß-â×æÁ ¥õÚU ÚUçâ·¤-â×æÁ ·¤æ Øã ÎæçØˆß ÕÙÌæ ãñ
ç·¤ ßã ¥ÂÙè Öæáæ ·Ô¤ ÂýçÌÕh ·¤çßØô´ ·¤ô Éê´Éð, ÂÉ¸ð ¥õÚU
©ç¿Ì ×êËØæ´·¤Ù ·¤æ ÂýØ% ·¤ÚUðÐ §â ·¤çßÌæ-â´»ýã ×ð´ ·¤çß
¥õÚU ·¤çßÌæ ÎôÙô´ ×ð´ ÒÜæ©ÇÙðâÓ âð âæØæâ Õ¿Ùð ·¤è ¿ðCæ
çÎ¹æ§ü ÎðÌè ãñ, Üðç·¤Ù ·¤çßÌæ Áô ÕæÌ ÕôÜÌè ãñ ßã ÕãéÌ
ŠØæÙ/Âýð× âð âéÙÙð ·¤è ×æ´» ·¤ÚUÌè ãñÐ ×éÛæð ©0×èÎ ãñ ç·¤ ©Ù·¤è
·¤çßÌæ°¡ ÃØæÂ·¤ çãÎè´ â×æÁ ·¤ô Ù ·Ô¤ßÜ ¥ÂÙè ¥ôÚU
¥æ·¤çáüÌ ·¤ÚUð»è, ÕçË·¤ çã´Îè ·¤çßÌæ ·¤è Ìæ·¤Ì ¥õÚU
â´ƒæáüÏ×èü âõ´ÎØü âð Öè ÂçÚUç¿Ì ·¤ÚUæ°»èÐ
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'ÚU´»ÚUçâØæ'-

Film Review

·¤Üæ ·¤æ Øã ¥Ü» ÚU´»
§âð ¥æÂ ¿æãð´ Ìô ·ñ¤Ùßæâ ÂÚU ©·Ô¤ÚUè ·¤Üæ·¤ëçÌ
·¤ã â·¤Ìð ãñ´Ð
¥æÂ ¿æãð´ Ìô §âð ·¤Üæ ¥õÚU ·¤Üæ·¤æÚU ·Ô¤ m´m ·¤è
°·¤ ·¤çßÌæ ·¤ã â·¤Ìð ãñ´Ð
¥æÂ ¿æãð´ Ìô §âð ¥çÖÃØçQ¤ ¥õÚU ·¤Æ×é„ðÂÙ ·Ô¤
Õè¿ ÅU·¤ÚUæß ·¤è °·¤ ·¤ãæÙè ·¤ã â·¤Ìð ãñ´Ð
¥õÚU ¥æÂ ¿æãð´ Ìô §âð ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü Ùæ× ·Ô¤
¥çmÌèØ ç¿˜æ·¤æÚU ÂÚU ÕÙè °·¤ ÂèçÚUØÇ çÈ¤Ë× ·¤è
ÌÚUã Îð¹ â·¤Ìð ãñ´Ð
¥õÚU ¥»ÚU ¥æÂ·Ô¤ Âæâ çÙ»æã ãô Ìô ¥æÂ
ƒæéÜÌð−ç×ÜÌð−çÕ¹ÚUÌð−ÂâÚUÌð ÚU´»ô´ ·Ô¤ ¹ðÜ ×ð´
¥ÂÙð ÖèÌÚU ¥æ·¤æÚU ÜðÌè °·¤ ·¤ô×Ü ·¤Üæ ·¤ô
Öè Âã¿æÙ â·¤Ìð ãñ´Ð
·¤ãÙð ·¤è Á¸M¤ÚUÌ Ùãè´ ç·¤ ·Ô¤ÌÙ ×ðãÌæ ·¤è
'ÚU´»ÚUçâØæ' °·¤ ÕÇ¸è çÈ¤Ë× ãñ− °ðâè çÈ¤Ë×
Áô §çÌãæâ ×ð´ ÁæÌè ãñ ¥õÚU °·¤ ç¿˜æ·¤æÚU ·¤è
·¤ãæÙè §â ÌÚUã ©Ææ ÜæÌè ãñ ç·¤ ßã ã×æÚUð çÜ°
Öè Âýæâ´ç»·¤ ãô ©ÆÌè ãñÐ
©óæèâßè´ âÎè ·Ô¤ ¥´Ì ×ð´ ·¤æ× ·¤ÚU ÚUãð °·¤ ÕÇ¸ð
ÖæÚUÌèØ ·¤Üæ·¤æÚU ·Ô¤ M¤Â ×ð´ ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü ·¤è
ÂýçÌDæ ÂéÚUæÙè ãñ ¥õÚU Øã ÁæÙ·¤æÚUè Öè ç·¤ ©‹ãô´Ùð
ã×æÚUð Îðßè−ÎðßÌæ¥ô´ ·Ô¤ ç¿˜æ ÕÙæ°, ©‹ãð´
ÁÙ−ÁÙ Ì·¤ Âãé́¿æØæÐ Üðç·¤Ù Øã ÕðãÎ âæ×æ‹Ø
âè Ü»Ùð ßæÜè ÁæÙ·¤æÚUè ©â ÎõÚU ·Ô¤ çÜãæÁ âð
ç·¤ÌÙè ¥ã× ÚUãè ãô»è, §â·¤æ °ãâæâ çÈ¤Ë×
Îð¹Ìð ãé° ãôÌæ ãñÐ
ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü Ùð ÎðßÌæ¥ô´ ·¤ô ×´çÎÚUô´ ¥õÚU ÂéÚUôçãÌô´
·¤è ·¸¤ñÎ âð çÙ·¤æÜæ ¥õÚU ·ñ¤Üð´ÇÚUô´ ¥õÚU ç¿˜æô´ ·¤è
àæ€UÜ ×ð´ ƒæÚU−ƒæÚU Âãé´¿æ çÎØæÐ ¥ÂÙè Îðß×æÜæ
·¤ô ã× ÂãÜè ÕæÚU §â ÌÚUã âæ·¤æÚU Îð¹ ÚUãð ÍðÐ
ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü Ùð ÖæÚUÌèØ â×»ýÌæ ¥õÚU âé´ÎÚUÌæ
·¤ô Ù° ¥æØæ× ¥õÚU SÂàæü çÎ°Ð Üðç·¤Ù Øã ·¤æ×
¥æâæÙ Ùãè´ ÍæÐ ©Ù ÂÚU ¥àÜèÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ¥æÚUôÂ
Ü»ð, ©Ù·Ô¤ ç¹¸ÜæÈ¸¤ Ïæç×ü·¤ â´»ÆÙ ¹Ç¸ð ãé°,
©Ù·¤æ çÂý´çÅU´» Âýðâ ÁÜæØæ »Øæ, ©Ù·¤è ×æòÇÜ ÕÙè
Âýðç×·¤æ ·¤ô âÚUð¥æ× Õð§’¸Á¸Ì ç·¤Øæ »Øæ, ©Ù ÂÚU
ã×Üð ãé°, ©‹ãð´ ¥ÎæÜÌô´ ×ð´ ƒæâèÅUæ »ØæÐ
§Ù âÕ·Ô¤ Õè¿ ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü Õ¿ð ÚUãð, €UØô´ç·¤
Øð °ãâæâ Õ¿æ ÚUãæ ç·¤ ·¤Üæ âÕâð ÕÇ¸è ãôÌè

â×èÿææ :- çÂýØÎàæüÙ ßçÚUD Â˜æ·¤æÚU ¥õÚU
°ÙÇèÅUèßè ·Ô¤ ‹ØêÁ¸ °çÇÅUÚU
ãñ− âÕ ¹¸ˆ× ãô ÁæÌæ ãñ, ÛæÚU ÁæÌæ ãñ, ·¤Üæ
Õ¿è ÚUãÌè ãñÐ
Øã °·¤ ¥æâæÙ çÈ¤Ë× Ùãè´ ãñ´Ð §âð ÕÙæÌð ãé°
·¤æÚUôÕæÚUè âÈ¤ÜÌæ ·Ô¤ ÕÇ¸ð ¥æâæÙ ÂýÜôÖÙ
çÙÎðüàæ·¤ ·¤ô ƒæðÚUÌð ÚUãð ãô´»ðÐ Üðç·¤Ù ©‹ãô´Ùð ÕãéÌ
âæßÏæÙè âð ¥ÂÙè çÈ¤Ë× ·¤ô âÌãè ç·¸¤S× ·Ô¤
Îðã−ÂýÎàæüÙ âð Õ¿æ° ÚU¹æÐ ÚUæÁæ ÚUçß ß×æü ·¤è
Âýðç×·¤æ ÕãéÌ ¹éÜÌè ãñ− çÈ¤Ë× ×ð´ Âýð× ·Ô¤ ÕãéÌ
âé´ÎÚU ÎëàØ ãñ´− Üðç·¤Ù ßð ç·¤âè âSÌð âð ÎëàØ ·¤è
©0×èÎ ×ð́ Âãé́¿ð Îàæü·¤ô´ ·¤è çÙ»æã ·¤ô Öè Øã ×õ·¸¤æ
Ùãè´ ÎðÌð ç·¤ ßã §Ù×ð´ ç·¤âè SÍêÜ ×æ´âÜÌæ ·¤æ
¥æÙ´Î ÜðÐ Áñâð Îðã ÖÜð ¥Ùæßëžæ ãô ÚUãè ãô °·¤
¥æˆ×æ ©âð É´·¤ Üð ÚUãè ãñÐ ·¤Üæ ·¤æ ¥ÂÙæ
¥ŠØæˆ× ©âð °·¤ ÂÚUæÜõç·¤·¤ ¥ÙéÖß ×ð´ ÕÎÜ
Îð ÚUãæ ãñÐ âõ´ÎØü ·¤è ¥ÂÙè Âçß˜æÌæ §â ·¤Üæ ·¤ô
ÂêÁæ ·¤æ M¤Â Îð ÚUãè ãñÐ
§â ÕãéÌ Âçß˜æ â´âæÚU ¥õÚU â´Õ´Ï ·¤ô °·¤
¥àÜèÜ âæ´âæçÚU·¤Ìæ Ùð ƒæðÚU ÚU¹æ ãñ Áô ©â·¤æ
§SÌð×æÜ Öè ·¤ÚUÌè ãñ ¥õÚU ©ââð €UM¤ÚU ÂýçÌàæôÏ
Öè ÜðÌè ãñÐ ·¤Üæ ·¤è ÂýðÚU‡ææ ¥õÚU ·¤Üæ·¤æÚU ·Ô¤
Õè¿ Áô ¹æ§ü ÂñÎæ ãôÌè ãñ ¥õÚU ¥´ÌÌ çÁâ
ÂçÚU‡æçÌ Ì·¤ Âãé´¿Ìè ãñ ßã °·¤ ÕÇ¸è ãê·¤ ÂñÎæ
·¤ÚUÌè ãñ− ·¤æàæ °ðâæ Ù ãôÌæÐ Üðç·¤Ù ·¤Üæ ·¤æ
àææÂ àææØÎ Øãè ãôÌæ ãñ ç·¤ ©âð ÁèßÙ ·¤è âÁ¸æ
Öé»ÌÙè ÂÇ¸Ìè ãñÐ
§â çÈ¸¤Ë× ·¤æ °·¤ â×·¤æÜèÙ ÂæÆ Öè ãñÐ Ï×ü
¥õÚU â´S·¤ëçÌ ·Ô¤ Ùæ× ÂÚU, ÂÚU´ÂÚUæ ¥õÚU â/ØÌæ ·Ô¤
Ùæ× ÂÚU °·¤ ÖØæÙ·¤ ç·¸¤S× ·¤æ âÌãèÂÙ ¥õÚU
¥õâÌÂÙ ãÚU ÌÚUÈ¸¤ çÎ¹Ìæ ãñ Áô âæÚUè ·¤Üæ¥ôð´
¥õÚU ¥çÖÃØçQ¤ ·Ô¤ âæÚUð ×æŠØ×ô´ ·¤ô ¥ÂÙð É´» âð
¥Ùé·¤êçÜÌ ·¤ÚUÙæ ¿æãÌæ ãñÐ â×·¤æÜèÙÌæ ·¤æ Øã
ÂæÆ çÈ¤Ë× ×ð´ ·¤Ì§ü ¥ÜçÿæÌ Ùãè´ ÚUã ÁæÌæ ¥õÚU
§âèçÜ° Øã çÈ¤Ë× â×·¤æÜèÙ â×Ø ·¤è âžææ
·¤ô Öè ÇÚUæÌè ãñÐ
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Film Review

Interstellar
“A real magician tries to invent something new, that
other magicians are gonna scratch their heads over.”
This quote by Alfred Borden (played by Christian Bale)
in The Prestige (2006) pretty much sums up what the
brand Christopher Nolan is all about. His new instalment, Interstellar, is now in the theatres and man o man,
what a ride it is! If one has to capsule the story of Interstellar, it would read something like this; this is basically
the story of Cooper and his bond with his daughter Murph
that surpasses the limits of the universe. The plot of the
movie has been based in the future where the climate of
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earth is deteriorating at a rapid pace. The only chance for
human beings to survive is to find a new abode in some
other galaxy where they can start life afresh. This daunting task is laid upon Cooper, to pilot the spaceship Endurance, which will go through a wormhole discovered
near Saturn and hunt for a new earth. But the story is
not as simple as it reads. There are so many elements, so
many concepts that Nolan has introduced (and that is
what we expect from a director who has made Memento
and Inception): theory of relativity, wormhole, black hole,
time and gravity as other dimensions, and so on; that it
becomes an uneasy and adventurous ride for us as it is
for Cooper and his crew. However, behind all these heavy
concepts, there is the strong emotion of love that becomes
the main thrust of this movie.
Just pass through Nolan’s archive of works and there is
a pattern that you might trace evolving through them: a
gradual development of his protagonist from Following
dealing with the existential crisis on a minuscule level towards the higher realities of the cosmos in Interstellar,
which is directly proportional to the advancement of Chris
Nolan as a director. He is one of the brightest students of
cinema who emerges with new sets of grammar and language of image with each of his movies. And one thing
that has become his signature style is his obsession with
the concept of space and time, or space-time (as Einstein
refers), and how it affects individuals. In Interstellar, he
has gone way ahead of his previous movies in dealing
with such high concepts which one has to brainstorm with
repeated viewings to understand them. And I have not
even talked about the visuals yet. Oh, what an experience
it was! If there are flaws in the movie (there are a few),
all of them will be subsided with the grandiose of the visuals. Just invest yourself in his world; you will come out
with a never felt before riveting experience.
Among so many things that I loved in this movie, few
that consumed me are:
1. Before Nolan, no other director tried his hands towards explaining the mystery of the monolith in Stanley
Kubrick’s 2001: A Space Odyssey (1968), which symbolised intelligence and became the cause of our development from apes to what we are today (and also what we
will be in the future). Paying his tribute to master filmmaker, he came with the idea of TARS (one of the marine
robots), that travelled through time covering different
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centuries after it fell into the Gargantuan black hole. I
personally loved this idea by Nolan that connected Interstellar instantly with 2001: A Space Odyssey explaining
the uncharted territory of Kubrick’s philosophy.
2. In the movie, when Cooper is dropped into the fifth
dimension, where he gains access to time and gravity as
physical entity that he uses further to convey messages
to his daughter, the very scene becomes so intense and
emotional that one can go through the psyche of Nolan
himself. The concept of filmmaker as someone who has
an access to parallel times (and yes, they gain this
through their camera) have been repeated quite a few
times in different movies (Hugo and Inception are among
such examples), but this movie becomes so personal for
Nolan that in that very scene, we can see the struggle of
a maker to look for and give directions to his greatest creation, his daughter, so that she may be safe and secure.
Regarding Nolan’s scientific vision and accuracy, Kip
Thorne, the physicist with whom Nolan worked on the
ideas of this movie, exclaims in his book The Science of
Interstellar (2014): “Chris brought remarkable science
ideas of his own to the film, ideas that my physicist colleagues will assume were mine, ideas that I said to myself, when I saw them, Why didn’t I think of that?” How
correct Interstellar’s science is, it will be tested with time,
but as far as its visual beauty goes, it is really worth
watching, a movie that has purely been made for theatrical experience. Those who will be lucky to watch it onto
the big screen, for them it certainly will come as a lifetime
experience. When talking about visual beauty, how the
background score can be ignored. Hans Zimmer always
brings best for Nolan, and this time is no exception. Some
of the scores are so haunting that it will shake you to your
core. If Inception was a love letter to the cinema, this
movie is a love letter from every dad to their daughter,
and to humanity as whole (‘we will find a way, we always
have’).
If you love cinema, go watch Interstellar. Whether you’ll
like it or hate it, it doesn’t matter, what matters is that
you will remember the experience for days and will indulge in the dialogues related with this movie. This is
where cinema comes at its best, and this is what we call
a true cinematic experience.

Reviewed by Amar Singh

Amar Singh, is a Research Scholar from Department of
English, BHU, working with Prof. Anita Singh on the
topic titled, “Hyperrealism and Christopher Nolan’s Cinematic Texts.”
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Haider

Hamlet the story by William Shakespeare as we all
know is a masterpiece! Haider the movie by Vishal
Bharadwaj as we should know, is a masterpiece among
the many Hindi films that gets churned out of Mumbai
based Bollywood.
Haider is one of those rare films that can disturb one’s
mind. It happened while I exited the theatre after the
drama on the screen unfolded and ended. It is about
Kashmir in the mid-90s when militancy broke out and
peaked.
The tragedy of a paradise is well caught on tape. A
tragedy, that till today continues in many aspects of the
day-today lives of common folks in the valley. Here the
drama involves a family. The head of the family Hilaal
Meer who is a doctor, is called to operate upon a separatist
leader who is suffering from appendicitis. He is secretly
transported to the doctor’s house and the surgery done.
This Dr. Meer does to avoid detection at an outside facility. His wife Ghazzala, played by Tabu questions his allegiance over this issue. Somehow news of this is obtained
by the Indian army who raids the house the next day. In
the fire fight, the patient along with his other accomplices, are killed and the doctor is taken away for questioning. The house, once caringly taken care of by Dr.
Meer and Ghazzala, is now ruined.
A few days later Haider, a budding poet returns home
after completing his studies and sees the destruction of
his house. Haider is played by Shahid Kapoor. He also
learns of his dad’s disappearance. To his shock he finds
his mother in a gay mood with his uncle Khurrum, played
by Kay Kay Menon. He doesn’t what to make of it. On one
side there is sadness in the household about the loss of
the house and the disappearance of his beloved father,
and the other, he witnesses his mother in the jovial company of his uncle. He then undertakes a journey of police
stations to search for his dad with the help of his fiancée
Arshia, played by Shraddha Kapoor.
Disappointed by his mother’s behaviour and the closeness he witnesses between his uncle and her, he also loses
hope of finding his father. Arshia in the meanwhile,
bumps into Roohdar a Pakistani agent played by Irrfan
Khan, who has crossed over to Indian side of Kashmir.
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Through this deadly character, Arshia and Haider come
to know of the detention centre where Dr. Meer spent his
last days. Roohdar accuses Khurram for the arrest and
detention of his brother. Haider is now obsessed with
avenging his dad’s unnatural death. His disappointment
is now turned into anger towards his mother and hatred
towards his conniving uncle. Here the tragedy of Prince
Hamlet begins to unfold.
Haider mental faculty is now in shambles. He wants to
destroy his uncle, a budding politician who is the cause of
his father’s death. He is surprised by his mother, who is
flirting with a villain, as he sees his uncle. Arshia, the
cute young fiancée is his support system. Her father is a
top cop. The drama picks up here.
In the beginning of the movie, Haider is held by the
army for a remark he makes of his hometown of Anantnag by calling it Islamabad. His fiancée comes to his rescue by flashing her ID card as that of a journalist and
explains to the officer in charge that Haider is a poet returning home from Aligarh after his studies. This is one
of the lighter scenes from the movie. In another scene, the
army officer defends the excesses of the army on the
mostly Muslim Kashmiri civilians. He says that and the
expulsion of Hindu Kashmiri Pandits are the same. Two
tragedies linked by an arrogant army officer, so to say!
Anyway the drama continues with Haider the pursuer,
is now pursued by the security forces for his possession of
a gun given by Roohdar, and that which has killed Arshia’s father, the top cop in that area. Needless to say Ar32

shia is devastated by the tragedies unfolding in front of
her. Meanwhile Haider aggress Roohdar’s proposal of getting trained in Pakistan to avenge his dad’s killing by the
Indian armed forces. The backdrop of a beautiful Kashmir
adds to the churning of the highly emotive drama. How
Haider accomplished his final wishes is something to be
watched. I am stopping myself here about the story of this
hugely acclaimed drama.
In Hamlet there is the King, his Queen Gertrude, the
Prince and the betraying character, the Uncle Claudius.
The characters are Indian here, subtly playing their roles.
I must end here by saying a few things about the actors.
I must admit Tabu and Shahid in particular have lived
through their roles. They are what they are, the Queen
and the Prince! Kay Kay Menon, Irrfan Khan, Shraddha
Kapoor who looks very cute as Arshia, too have performed
to their best. Everyone else too, have done a marvellous
job. Direction in top class and so are the locales. It is
Kashmir after all!
If I had a chance, I would give this ten out of ten. Hence,
watch this film in whatever way you can. On wide screen
or DVD. It is worth every moment!

Reviewed by Jagdish Keshav

Jagdish Keshav is a writer/journalist with International
media. A book of his, an anthology of stories was published last year by Authors Press. He has in the past
resided in the US for around 20 years before returning to
India. He comes from a family of writers/journalists.
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Dr. R.K. Singh
Interview with

Interviewed by Varsha Singh, Managing Editor, Reviews

Brought up and educated in Varanasi, India, Dr. R.K. Singh is a university professor teaching English language skills to students of earth and mineral sciences. He has authored
over 160 research articles and 170 book reviews in journals in all over the world. He has
been writing poems in English for over three decades now and is widely anthologized
and published in various journals and e-zines. Team Reviews is glad to feature an enriched conversation with Dr. Singh.

VS: Sir, what started you writing poetry?
RKS: Expression of creativity is own cause. It has been a
natural activity happening by itself since my teenage. I
offer no justification for writing poetry.
VS: What sort of thing did you write about when you
began?
RKS: I initially wrote in Hindi with my teenage imagination, both in metrical and free verse form. It was largely
romantic stuff but at times, social and political too. I can
safely call it ‘practice exercises’ which continued in English, too, till I discovered my own natural voice and
rhythm in my early twenties. By then, I had the maturity
to reflect on personal life and experiences that include
various familial, social, political, cultural, psychosexual,
erotic, philosophical, spiritual, and even literary and academic issues, just as there were aspects of love, loneliness, failure, frustration, and memories.
VS: Now, jumping the years, can you say, are there
any themes which particularly attract you as a poet,
things that you feel you would like to write about?
RKS: Such a question is relevant for poets who are good
at writing about a particular subject (on demand). Since
I deliberately or consciously do not write on a particular
theme, I can’t say what specific theme I should write in
future. I have been writing what I intimately know or understand, or what naturally occurs to my mind, as part of
my living experiences.
VS: Has there ever been a point when you thought
the reader is not going to understand this? Have you
ever imagined yourself in the readers’ shoes while
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writing?
RKS: Sometimes when I re-read my poems and find that
I am not able to understand it myself as a reader, I try to
rewrite it, or discard it. I do ensure that I don’t put out a
poem which is not sensible to me. Sometimes certain images and metaphors may be challenging, but I do enjoy
writing poems that may be “ambiguous” and/or allow
more meanings than one. For example, since I hardly use
titles or punctuation marks, the lines can be read differently to derive different meanings. Then, there is the use
of enjambment (one line passing to the next with full period or question mark etc at the end) just as there are instances where first word of the next line plays a double
role both at grammatical and semantic levels. The readers do need to be sensitive about these features of my poetry that make it simple and complex at the same time.
This has been my normal style, posing difficulty to readers…. I am not writing prose as poetry!
VS: Could you speak about the use of clichés in your
poetry?
RKS: If you point to the use of sex as clichés, then I would
like you to read Dr G.D. Barche’s article ‘Phoenix’ and
‘Icarus’ Reworked in the Erotic Poetry of R.K.Singh (Creative Forum, Jan-Dec 1991) and R.S. Tiwary’s article ‘Secret of
the First Menstrual Flow: R.K.Singh’s
Commitment to Fleshly Reality (Language Forum, JanDec 1997). Both these articles are also available in New
Indian English Poetry:
An Alternative Voice (ed. I.K.Sharma, 2004) Sex is a fact
of daily life and it is through sex, one can understand the
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truths about the individual or his/her social consciousness.
VS: You are well known for your haiku and
Tanka. Can you tell me about when you first
began to become interested in these forms of
poetry and how it changed your perception of
the writing small verses?
RKS: I have been writing haiku and tanka for over
three decades. In fact I used these forms as stanzas of many of my regular poems before these
could happen with the sense of ‘here and now’ as
individual poems. It appears now my lyrics are
limited to tanka and regular poems reduced to
haiku/senryu.
My first encounter with haiku was via Ezra
Pound’s translations nearly four decades ago. In
the 1980s, I tried to explore haiku in the UK and
USA and read many haijins. I gladly acknowledge
help from Mohammed H. Siddiqui (Baltimore),
who shared with me copies of several journals and
quality haiku by many good practitioners in
Japan, Europe, North America, Australia and New
Zealand. I had great support from the editor and
publisher of Azami (Japan). I could successfully
write and publish many haiku and tanka all over
the world.
VS: How do you relate ideas to language, or
aesthetics to language?
RKS: For success in any creative genre, one needs
to be not only sensitive about language but also

MIRAGE

They say my birth was a heavenly event:
here I am suffering third-rate villains
that erect walls to stop the chariots
from Merkaba: the angels fume but who cares
heaven is a mirage in human zoo

I SEE HISTORY CRIPPLED
Time’s wrinkling fingers

34

love it. Aesthetic sense without language sense is
incongruous. The process of relating it, i.e. aesthetics to language, is rather intuitive. One needs honesty to oneself.
VS: Being a Professor, you have a vast experience of teaching. How would you say your experience in the classroom has influenced your
poetry?
RKS: Teaching, be it Scientific English, Grammar,
Literature, or Criticism, has had no influence on
my writing poetry. I have been a different person
when I teach. I am not I when I write a poem.
VS: When you finish a poem do you believe you
have put order into that chaotic world of random language without a form?
RKS: With practice and experience, an idea takes
the form appropriate to it. If a poem begins well,
it finds its end too. The initial chaos in the mind is
resolved with the form it assumes and the end it
gets.
VS: The writing of poetry is something which
has been a great satisfaction to you in your
life, is it?
RKS: Can’t say. But I would like to be remembered
as a poet.
VS: What advice do you have for young
poets/writers?
RKS: Read what you enjoy reading. Read different
poets/writers, and develop love for the language, a
sense of rhythm, and sensibility.

trivialize the sun and snow
in a crooked land
I see history crippled
with midnight dyspnoea
the green umbrella

hosts disaster:
the avalanche waits on its shoulders
the wound opens
By Ram Krishna Singh
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Recent Releases - RUPA PUBLICATIONS

ITEM GIRL by Richa Lakheria

Sunheri and Suhana-twin sisters who share a horrific
childhood-get caught up in a vortex of pain and deceit
when Sunheri, a popular item girl in Bollywood, is accused of murdering her vicious uncle and is sent to jail.
Suhana, an aspiring filmmaker, is determined to seek justice for her sister but comes up against Kala, their stepmother, who has hatched diabolical plans of her own. And
when three other manipulative item girls-Nargis, Digital
Dolly and Daisy-are identified as key eyewitnesses in
Sunheri’s case, the matter only becomes more complicated.

RED –HANDED 20 Criminal Cases That
Shook India by Shouvik Bhadra

In Red-Handed: 20 Criminal Cases That Shook India,
lawyers Souvik Bhadra and Pingal Khan narrate the stories behind some of the most sensational criminal cases
to have caught the attention of the country in the last few
decades. From the murder of Nitish Katara in a case of
‘honour killing’ to the shooting of Jessica Lal; from the
Harshad Mehta scam to the Best Bakery arson of 2002;
and, from the horrifying ‘tandoor’ case, in which Naina
Sahni was killed and then cremated, to the trial and conviction of Sanjay Dutt under TADA, Red-Handed examines the motives behind these crimes even as it aims to
lay bare the inner workings of the Indian judicial system.
Additionally, the authors illuminate the crucial role that
the media has come to play in judicial matters-it shapes
public opinion, and often even investigates cases and delivers justice, much before the judges do.

SITA’S SISTER by Kavita Kané

From the bestselling author of Karna’s Wife, comes this
book about Urmila, Sita’s sister and the neglected wife of
Lakshman, and one of the most overlooked characters in
the Ramayana. As Sita prepares to go into exile, her
younger sisters stay back at the doomed palace of Ayodhya, their smiles, hope and joy wiped away in a single
stroke. And through the tears and the tragedy one woman
of immense strength and conviction stands apart—Urmila, whose husband, Lakshman, has chosen to accompany his brother Ram to the forest rather than stay with
his bride. She could have insisted on joining Lakshman,
as did Sita with Ram. But she did not. Why did she agree
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to be left behind in the palace, waiting for her husband
for fourteen painfully long years?

THE BLACK HILL by Mamang Dai

Set in the mid-nineteenth century, the action takes place
in the Northeast—the region that spreads from Assam to
Arunachal today. The East India Company is seeking to
make inroads into the region and the local people—in particular the Abor and Mishmee tribes—fear their coming
and are doing all they can to keep them out of their territories. The author takes a recorded historical event—the
mysterious disappearance of a French priest, Father Nicolas Krick in the 1850s and the execution of Kajinsha from
the Mishmee tribe for his murder—and woven a gripping,
densely imagined work of fiction around it. And, even as
the novel tells the story of an impossible journey and an
elopement, it explores the themes of the lure of unknown
worlds, the love people have for each other and their land
and the forces of history.

TERESA’S MAN and other stories from Goa
by Damodar Mauzo

Peter wheels his bicycle out. Mounting it, he puts one
foot on the pedal, the other on the threshold, and waits
for Teresa. This was how he used to wait for her at the
station two years ago. He used to be in love with her
then…Sahitya Akademi-awardee Damodar Mauzo is one
of the most prominent, prolific and feted figures in contemporary Konkani literature. His writing spans an enormous range, straddling both urban and rural geographies,
and runs the gamut of human emotion—the paralyzing
helplessness of the small farmer in the face of implacable
nature; the eternal ebbs and flows of the man-woman relationship; and the many humiliations, small and large,
of raising a differently abled child.

THE NIGHT IT RAINED GUNS Unravelling
the Purulia Arms Drop Conspiracy by
Chandan Nandy

On the night of 17-18 December 1995, an aging Russian
Antonov-26 plane dropped three weapons-laden wooden
pallets over Purulia, a backward, nondescript district in
West Bengal. Four days later, the same plane was forcelanded at Mumbai’s Santa Cruz airport, from where the
mastermind of the operation, Kim Davy aka Niels Chris-
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tian Nielsen, managed a daring escape. Who were the
end-users of the weapons? Why were they airdropped
over that particular region? Were they, as claimed later,
meant for the shady cult, the Ananda Marga? Was it an
effort to topple the CPI (M)-ruled state government of
West Bengal? Or was it a conspiracy of international
proportions, spanning continents and masterminded by
a global superpower?

THE SONG OF THE MAGPIE ROBIN by
Zafar Futehally

Birder, naturalist and writer, Zafar Futehally was
born in 1920 into a business family of Bombay. He grew
up in Andheri, then one of the greenest areas of the city,
and went on to join the family trade. However, it was
with Salim Ali, the famed ornithologist also known as
the ‘Birdman of India’, that Zafar found his true calling.
Zafar accompanied Salim Ali on his expeditions and
helped him ring birds, collect specimens and take notes.
On these field trips, he came in contact with some of the
world’s foremost naturalists and conservationists—Dillon Ripley, Loke Wan Tho, Richard Fitter and Sir Peter
Scott amongst others. These associations helped Zafar
develop a nuanced, far-ranging understanding of ornithology as well as of the natural world. This, together
with his diplomatic skills, made him a vital consensusbuilder on matters relating to conservation.

PRINCE OF GUJARAT: THE EXTRAORDINARY STORY OF PRINCE GOPALDAS
DESAI: 1887-1951 by Rajmohan Gandhi

Born in 1887 into a clan of princely Patels, Darbar (or
Prince) Gopaldas was not only a beloved and just ruler
of the people of his tiny state in Saurashtra, he was an
active and courageous participant in the struggle for
India’s freedom and for social justice. Championing
Dalit rights long before that became acceptable, he declared, when his wife Bhaktilaxmi was pregnant with
their last child, that if it was a girl he would marry her
to a Dalit boy; he stood out also for his concern for Gujarat’s Muslim minority and for his defence of women’s
rights. Egalitarian at a time when rulers ‘measured status by the capacity to humiliate their subjects’, he was
quick to give up his life of privilege when it became necessary. After he joined the freedom movement in 1920,
his life as a prince rapidly became a distant memory;
with no fixed abode, he and his family would shuttle between prisons, ashrams and the homes of well-wishers.
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The Half Mother
by Shahnaz Bashir
Hachette India

Reviewed by HimanshuShekharChoudhary
Editor-in-Chief - Reviews.
He teaches at the Dept. of English, P. K. Roy Memorial College, Dhanbad.
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How do you tell a tale which can’t have a
regular ending? As the closure we look for,
eludes us even in real life. However, these
stories need to be told – they are screaming
to be told. To leave them untold would be
such a loss for humanity- there are lessons
to be learnt. Also, it’s said that one thing
more difficult than the beginning of a novel
is knowing how to end it. The challenges
would require deft handling of the content
and mastering the craft of storytelling.
Shahnaz Bashir’s debut novel The Half
Mother does all these and more. Published
by Hachette India, the novel is set in Kashmir in the 1990s.
The novel is divided into three parts –
Book I, II & III. The first two parts are narrated in the authorial voice. Book III represents the Random Notes by one of the
characters in the novel, Izhar, a correspondent working for the BBC. Relegating the
job of taking the narrative forward to one of
the characters makes it interesting and
shows the craft of the writer. Izhar as a character is both the observer and the observed,
being and becoming the narrator.
The novel tells a story of a woman Haleema - searching for her disappeared
son, Imran. Haleema is the only child of Ab
Jaan – real name Ghulam RasoolJoo and
Boba of Natipora. Ab Jaan is an industrious
man making his ends meet by dabbling into
various odd jobs and finally keeping a general provision store.
At the age of eight, Haleema lost her
mother Boba to tuberculosis. Haleema married a medical assistant. The marriage
ended in just three months when Haleema
learns that her husband is having an affair
with a nurse. Imran is the child of this marriage.
Shahnaz Bashir captures the emotion of a
single mother raising her child delicately:
He (Imran) did not resemble Haleema,
though – the medical assistant came
through in the face. He had the same long
face, yet sharper and unflinching eyes. But
he had Haleema’s dimples and his fingers
were short and stubby like hers, with cuticles overlapping the white crescents under
the nails.
Ignoring the stark similarities between
him and his father, Haleema passionately
and desperately lied to herself. She dis-

misses the similitude and likened the boy to
herself, declaring that he was a part of her
being. ‘See, my dimples, my fingernails’,
she readily offers while praising the baby
before people could begin saying that he resembled his father.
Haleema desperately erases the absent father from the frame of reference. She is resolute in claiming Imran as her and hers only
and she isresolute in seeking Imran out
when calamity hits.
The following paragraph captures the
childhood sensibilities of Imran beautifully:
The birds that darted about the farm always brought back a painful memory for
Imran. He had once let his catapult loose
on a sparrow that had made her nest in a
small hole on a wall. He had killed the bird
to impress himself with his sharpshooting
skills, which he had not believed he had
until the pebble hit the bird right on its
rump. He dug a tiny grave for her behind
the cowshed, and after completing all funeral rites, he discovered naked chirping
nestlings. He tried to redeem himself by
feeding the chicks and guarding them from
eagles and crows. But one by one all three
of them died. To assuage his guilt, he would
allow birds to bite into the collard saplings
or the bottle-gourds whenever Ab Jaan wasn’t looking.
Now the tempest hits the valley and the
people of Natipora. The year is 1990.
And then, suddenly, gunfire tore the still
air. Two insurgents attacked the contingent
from two alleys – the first attack on the
army in Natipora. . . . All the other boys
who were playing cricket with him immediately dispersed and ran for their lives.
. . . At dawn, Natipora sluggishly came
back to life. . . .Haleema and Ab Jaan
stonily surveyed for Imran.
Imran emerged a few hours later.
Haleema felt breathless while hugging him.
. . . Imran explained everything. How he
had escaped to another locality he had
hardly been to. How difficult, while running
randomly in desperation , it had been to decide where he should have actually gone.
And then the response came from the
army:
The next morning, a patrolling party led
by a Major AmanLalKushwaha began to
search the houses. Almost all the men in the

neighbourhood received their share of beating in turns. The army was still angry over
the attacks.
Bashir captures the humiliation and shame
that the civilians have to go through in a
battle between the army and the insurgents.
The army called out the male members
once they were outside the gate. Ab Jaan
decided to go and open the gate but
Haleema didn’t let him. ‘Don’t worry, I will
be all right’, Ab Jaan assured her darkly. .
. .What is this? You beat everyone. There
are civilians in this locality yet you burn
down our shops, you snatch away our living
and now you are torturing us. Don’t you
have shame?’ Ab Jaan argued bravely, yet
trembling.
‘Shut up or I’ll kill you! Kushwaha threatened.
. . . Three bullets were pumped into Ab
Jaan. One in the neck. One in the heart.
One in the stomach.
The ‘truth’ of this raid by the army is reported to the world by Izhar Ahmad, the
correspondent working for the BBC.
‘I was here in Natipora the whole day,
recording the tragedy. I went around to the
burial too. Just need some details from you,
if you are willing, to substantiate the news.
The truth needs to be confirmed, as you
know’, he said.
In another raid, Imran is picked up by the
army leaving Haleema devastated.
The trooper bundled Imran into the Gypsy
and hastily leapt behind him. . . . Haleema
ran in front of the vehicle and knelt in front
of its bonnet, breathing hard, begging and
crying for Imran’s release. A trooper
dragged her aside and the Gypsy picked up
speed.
Haleema pleaded,
‘What is his crime?’ What has he done?
You are mistaken! You know youare mistaken! Why do you do this to me?’
...
“He is my only son, Sir! He. . .’ Haleema
was desperate.
But for army personnel, “A man means a
medal.”
This is where the search for her disappeared son begins for Haleema. She becomes a half mother.
‘Since we don’t know the status of your respective relatives who have disappeared...

we don’t know whether they are alive or not
... we cannot describe you as widows, or
whatever the case may be. We are talking
legal language here, and the status matters.
So, for all such uncertain cases for women
whose husbands have disappeared, we will
prefix their status with “Half”,’ Advocate
Farooq Ahmad explained.
Half. The word ringed in Haleema’s head.
A cold pinch.
‘And what about mothers, Farooq
sahib?’Haleema asked. ‘Are they half mothers by rule?’
Everyone turned to her. Silence. . .
.Whether their children were dead or alive
or missing, mothers would remain mothers
– but Advocate Farooq was not sure. He didn’t know how to respond to Haleema. He
couldn’t be certain what status of victimhood
should be attested to her.
‘So am I a half mother?’ Haleema repeated.
This legalese of being a half mother occurs, though, much later in the narrative. The
frenetic and desperate search for her son becomes the reason to live for Haleema. She
becomes the symbol for all the mothers who
have lost their children to this barbaric, involuntary disappearance.
Haleema goes from one place to other,
from prison to prison, from one army camp
to other, from the prayer halls to the politicians, from one torture camp to another.
However, nothing seems to help. Every
small hint prepares her to search more and

Serious
Comedy

even more.
These expeditions bring her and the readers to the reality of the torture camps and the
social-political reality of Kashmir of the
1990s.
Almost a decade later, in 1999, after a long
enquiry, the army is willing to negotiate,
however, the justice they offer is not justice
at all. They offer monetary compensation
which Haleema refuses.
‘I won’t live longer than the money I have
saved. And what would I do with the money
you are offering me? Would it assuage my
pain? No. I don’t want any justice from you.
Not really. You are incapable of justice. If
you honestly want to help me, tell me what
happened to my son? What did they, I mean
Major AmanKushwaha, do with him? Is my
son alive or . . . ‘ She broke down.
To assuage her feelings the colonel informs
Haleema:
‘The least I can tell you is this: Major
AmanLalKushwaha was killed long ago in
an attack on the border.’
Kashmir of 1990s is such a paradox that a
search for the victim is also a search for the
victimiser. Hearing the news of the death of
Kushwaha, Haleema felt sad.
Kushwaha was her one and only hope for
Imran’s whereabouts. She was stunned at
hearing the news, but not relieved. She
grieved at the fact that he had been the only
one who could tell her what happened to
Imran, and now, with the news of her death,
she was half-certain about Imran too.

(Hindi Comedy/Drama Play)
Writer & Director: SP Singh Sengar
Organizer's : Shree Umapati Group and Group of
IBTIDA "the beginning" (a free education centre for under
privileged children ), Founder of IBTIDA- Yasmin Sultana
Dance choreographer - Anjali Sharma
Event- Garhwali dance performed by the students of
IBTIDA "the beginning", Play duration: 1:40 Min
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This is not what she has been searching for.
This is not the justice she was wishing for.
This is no justice at all for Haleema.
In this novel of 182 pages Shahnaz Bashir
has sketched complex characters in a nuanced way to tell us the heartbreaking story
of a mother’s search for her disappeared son.
This novel brings us face to face with a dark
period in our history, which refuses to be ignored, which we mustn’t ignore.
Earlier in the novel, Imran one day requests Ab Jaan to come to his school.
‘Yes, Ab Jaan, You must come some day
and talk to the principal about that. The
other day our History teacher Mrs TejaThussu tweaked my ear when I asked her
a simple question . . .’
. . . ‘I asked her why we were never taught
the history of Kashmir. How can one study
about Mesopotamia and Indus Valley and
Harappa and this and that civilization but
not a bit about the place one hails from?’
. . . ‘Then I thought Kashmir had no real
history, otherwise I would not have been
punished.’
. . . Ab Jaan sniggered. ‘Until we stop oppressing ourselves others will never stop oppressing us. Remember this. Mark my words
. . . Everything has a history. And we have a
firm history. Our own history.Except the fact
that it has never seen the light of day.’
Shahnaz Bashir’s The Half Mother brings
the history of Kashmir of the 1990s under
focus, wrapped in a poignant tale of a
mother’s search for her disappeared son.

Serious Comedy” is presentation of the
events of day to day life. The play revolves
around comic incidents that happen between various relationships like Father,
Mother, Brother, good & bad friends. The
play presents the hilarious happenings in
a co-educational college. . It’s an effort to
see the darkness of night in the bright
rays of a day. If we look upon the serious happenings
around us in a lighter way, the life may become much
more livable and enjoyable. The struggles faced by a
girl throughout her lifespan have been shown very effectively & the agony of a horrifying real life incident
which had shaken the entire country.
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