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άL Řƻƴϥǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻƳŜ back 
ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ !ŦƎƘŀƴƛǎǘŀƴΣ ƴƻΦέ  

- Hamid Karzai 
Much of the world watched with disbelief 

as the Taliban took control of Kabul on August 15, 2021, 

a mere four months after President Biden announced 

the U.S. withdrawal from Afghanistan. However, when 

ǾƛŜǿŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŜȄǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ 

in Afghanistan, the events that have unfolded in recent 

days have seemed almost inevitable.  

It is certainly true that President Biden was 
forced to make a difficult choice when he 
announced on April 14, 2021 that it was time 
ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ά!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ƭƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǿŀǊΦέ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ 
even if one could argue that the decision to 
leave was correct, there is no question that 
the U.S. withdrawal has left chaos and 
tragedy in its wake, an unfolding and all but 
certain human rights crisis for Afghan women 
and girls, and, an ongoing national security 
concern for the United States.  

 
Brief Timeline of A Long War 

 !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ƭƻƴƎŜǎǘ ǿŀǊ ōŜƎŀƴ 
with the invasion of Afghanistan following 
the September 11, 2001 terror attacks. Then 
President Bush had issued an ultimatum to the Taliban, 
ŘŜƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴ άƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƻǊƛǎǘǎΣ ƻǊ 
they will share in their fatŜΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴ ǊŜƧŜŎǘŜŘ 
his call, he made good on his promise, and by November 
2001 had moved over 1,300 troops into the country. By 
mid-2003, the U.S. announced that major combat was 
over, and focused its efforts on reconstruction and 
nation building. However, with the U.S. focused on the 
war in Iraq, the Taliban began another resurgence. By 

the time Bush left office in 2009, there were more than 
30,000 troops in country.  

U.S. military presence reached its height 
under President Obama, with almost 100,000 troops in 
Afghanistan by August 2010. However, it was in Pakistan 
ς not Afghanistan ς where Osama Bin Laden was found 
and ultimately killed in May 2011. Obama began 
bringing troops home, and by the end of his 
administration, there were just under 10,000 troops left 
in Afghanistan. There was also an acknowledgement in 
Washington that the U.S. would not be able to achieve 
all its objectives of building a Western-style democracy 
in Afghanistan, and the administration had adopted an 

ά!ŦƎƘŀƴ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘέ policy focused primarily on 
keeping the Taliban in check. 

In February 2020, Trump made a deal with 
ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ !ŦƎƘŀƴƛǎǘŀƴΩǎ 
government. It was this deal that ultimately led to the 
Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ Yŀōǳƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜ ƻŦ !ŦƎƘŀƴƛǎǘŀƴΩǎ ƎƻǾernment. 
As a part of the deal, Trump agreed to release 5,000 
imprisoned Taliban fighters and stated that the United 
States would withdraw its troops by May 2021. In 
exchange, the Taliban would sever ties with the al Qaeda 

and reduce violence. As part of that deal, Trump also 
ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ ǿƻǳƭŘ άǊŜŦǊŀƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ƻǊ 
the use of force against the territorial integrity or 
political independence of Afghanistan or intervening in 
ƛǘǎ ŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎ ŀŦŦŀƛǊǎΦέ .ȅ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ¢ǊǳƳǇ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ 
House, U.S. troops had reduced to 2,500. 

 
A Difficult Choice For Biden And The Fall of Kabul 

 It is within this historical 
framework that President Biden announced on April 14, 
2021 that, starting May 1, 2021, the United States would 
withdraw all remaining troops from Afghanistan. 
However, as the U.S. began to withdraw, the Taliban 

mobilized and began attacking vulnerable 
provinces and making territorial gains. In July, 
the U.S. conducted airstrikes to support 
Afghan forces but the Taliban continued to 
advance. Between August 6 and 14, the Taliban 
rapidly began taking multiple provincial 
capitals, and as Kandahar and Herat fell, the 
fall of Kabul began to seem like a foregone 
conclusion. On August 15, 2021, Taliban forces 
entered Kabul and President Ghani fled the 
country. 

 In an address on August 16, 
President Biden acknowledged that 
!ŦƎƘŀƴƛǎǘŀƴΩǎ ŎƻƭƭŀǇǎŜ άŘƛŘ ǳƴŦƻƭŘ ƳƻǊŜ 
ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘΦέ IŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ 

the difficult choice he had to make following the deal he 
inherited from the prior administration:  

άThe choice I had to make as your president 
was either to follow through on that agreement or be 
prepared to go back to fighting the Taliban in the middle 
of the spring fighting season. There would have been no 
cease-fire after May 1. There was no agreement 
protecting our forces after May 1. Χ  (continued on P3) 
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Editorially speaking 

Dear readers, 

Journey continues! Even though there has been several delays in 

bringing this issue out, I am pleased to release this bumper issue 

with many interesting features. As in the previous issues, in this 

issue too we are introducing some talented writers. 

Even though the Covid-19 situation has been improving in many 

parts of the world, thanks to the vaccines, it is still posing a major 

threat to mankind as its long-term effects are still not fully 

appreciated. While western countries have vaccinated a large 

proportion of their population, poorer countries and less 

developed countries are still lagging in vaccinating their citizens. 

This imbalance could cause many short term and long term 

implications, as more and more new variants are being identified 

among the unvaccinated populations. This is an unfortunate 

situation, but we hope the richer countries would do more to 

vaccinate all the people in the world before it will be too late.  

Confluence is now in its 19th years of continued publication and 

despite many hurdles we are continuing our journey. Despite my 

previous editorial reminders, we continue to experience an 

imbalance in the type of writings we receive. We would like to 

encourage our writers to come up with new ideas and write 

more and more creatively.  We are receiving a disproportionate 

number of book reviews, which is causing particular concern for 

us as we can only publish a limited number of reviews per issue. 

I would again like to ask our readers and writers to give their 

feedback about the contents of this issue. Particularly if you have 

enjoyed reading any of the writings in this issue, please leave 

some comments on our facebook group and encourage our 

writers.  

Thank you.             Vijay Anand 
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(From P1) There was no status quo of stability without 
American casualties after May 1. There was only the 
cold reality of either following through on the 
agreement to withdraw our forces or escalating the 
conflict and sending thousands more American troops 
back into combat in Afghanistan, and lurching into the 

third decade of conflict.ŷ 
Nonetheless, President Biden stood by his 

decision, stating that he would not άǊŜǇŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎ 
ǿŜΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ past. The mistake of staying and 
fighting indefinitely in a conflict that is not in the 
national interest of the United States, of doubling down 
on a civil war in a foreign country, of attempting to 
remake a country through the endless military 
deployments ƻŦ ¦Φ{Φ ŦƻǊŎŜǎΦέ  

 

Chaos, An Uncertain Future, And Terror Attack 
 In his August 14 speech, Biden 

assigned much of the blame to the political leaders of 
Afghanistan, for failing to unite, fight, or find a political 
settlement. Certainly many have argued that the U.S. 
staying in Afghanistan indefinitely was not desirable, 
and an effort in futility given the political and military 
dynamics that existed on the ground.  

However, the events of recent days ς 

scenes of chaos at the airport, reports of U.S. personnel 

stranded and not being guaranteed safe passage, 

images of desperate Afghans seeking escape, and most 

recently a terrorist attack at the airport in Kabul ς 

suggest that the execution should have been handled 

better and evacuations of U.S. personnel and allies, as 

well as vulnerable Afghans, should have started sooner. 

In his August 16 address, President Biden said part of 

the reason for their delay in conducting evacuations 

ǿŀǎ άōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ !ŦƎƘŀƴ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘǎ 

supporters discouraged us from organizing a mass 

ŜȄƻŘǳǎ ǘƻ ŀǾƻƛŘ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊƛƴƎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψŀ ŎǊƛǎƛǎ ƻŦ 

ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΦΩέ !ƴŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘƛƴŘǎƛƎƘǘ ς as they say ς 

is always 20/20. As of the writing of this article, 122,300 

people have been evacuated since the end of July, with 

over 116,700 of those evacuations occurring after 

August 14.  

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴΩǎ 

reinstatement will have especially tragic consequences 

for Afghan women and girls. While Taliban officials have 

ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ όάƛƴ ŀŎŎƻǊŘŀƴŎŜ 

with ShaǊƛŀέ ŀǎ ¢ŀƭƛōŀƴ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ !ōŘǳƭ DƘŀƴƛ .ŀǊŀŘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘ 

on August 25), history would suggest differently. The 

horrors faced by women under Taliban rule are well 

known, and despite the rhetoric from Taliban officials 

that they have become more moderate, reports on the 

ground suggest that the reality is much different. 

 
The events of recent days have also 

ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŀǿŀƭ ǿƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘ 

its conflicts in Afghanistan.  On August 26, 2021, a 

terrorist attack carried out by ISIS-K at Kabul airport 

killed nearly 200 people, including 13 U.S. troops. 

President Biden vowed retaliation, and subsequently 

authorized an airstrike against ISIS-K. On August 30, 

even as the Pentagon announced that it had completed 

the withdrawal of U.S. forces from Afghanistan, reports 

emerged that several rockets were fired at the airport.  

Whether Biden made the right decision is 
something that only time will tell, but history has shown 

that when it comes to Afghanistan, 
every solution is an imperfect one.  

 

*Kavita Mohan is an attorney 

based out of Washington D.C. The 

views expressed in this article are 

her own.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Hope and Despair 

As I pen this column my mind wanders through a mine- full of contradictory thoughts arising from experiences 
that I have had throughout the week. South Africa is a living laboratory of human relationships from the sublime 
to the bizarre. At one moment one has hope at another one is in a state of despair.  The recent attempts to 
unseat the present government by anarchic forces hell-bent on destroying property and causing havoc to citizens 
has had the reverse effect of bringing loyal South Africans of all hues together.  But red herrings were tossed to 

divert attention from the real issues by inciting racial tensions of long standing.    

aȅ млр ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀ ƘŜŀǊǎ aŀƭŜƳŀ ǊŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƴǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ¢±Φ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǎƘŜ 
asks?  Oh,I say ƛǘΩǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ aŀƭŜƳŀ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ǇŀǊǘȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 9CCΦ Lǎ ƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ aŀƴŘŜƭŀ 
ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΚ άbƻ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ L ǎŀȅΦ  L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎƛŀƭ ǎƭǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǇŜƎƻŀǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦ 
Yet as her immediate memory wanes some memories of the past still manage to come to the fore.  If I probed 
she would have remembered the 1949 riots when she had gone shopping and her entire family was waiting 
anxiously for her to return before the angry crowds descended on Lorne Street. The Pillay family lived in Crystal 
Court in a block of flats which they owned. As a toddler I vaguely recall a white manager of the ice-cream factory 
owned by her family standing in front of the building and claiming it as his own. Like frightened mice we all ran 
up to the roof garden of Crystal Court.   It was fearful times then. Stigmatising whole communities are toxic 
attempts to mobilise people into false perceptions of who their real exploiters are. And invariably it is the very 
politicians who claim to want ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΦ  aŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ WƛƳƳȅ aŀƴȅƛΩǎ ŎƭŀƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ 
Coloureds in the Cape. Instead Eusebius Mckaizer strongly argues for racial authenticity when he says:  I am a 
/ƻƭƻǳǊŜŘ ƳŀƭŜ ŀƴŘ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎƎǳƛǎŜ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳέΦ LƴǎǘŜŀd he urges us to focus on anti-racism. He makes a 
powerful point to young South African minorities who may show tendencies for being apologetic about their 
racial identities as non-blacks. 

Leaders like Malema should understand that racial scapegoating of minority groups can have serious 
consequences for intergroup relations and national stability. Hostilities usually arise from competition over 
ǎŎŀǊŎŜ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƻǘ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƳǇǊƻǾƛƴƎ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
ǎƻŎƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǳǊ ƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǌǳƴ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ aŀƭŜƳŀΩǎ  
ǊŀƴǘƛƴƎΩǎ ŀǊŜ ǎŎŀƴŘŀƭƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ƛǊǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜΦ  CƛǊǎǘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǳƴŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŘ ƳŀǎǎŜǎ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ 
attributed to a minority group who are not in political or economic control and many of whom are themselves 
below the poverty datum line. Neither can the successful amongst them be blamed for their resourcefulness in 
business, education and politics. Despite the closeness of their leaders who fought alongside each other, young 

Indians and Africans at grassroots level today know little about this part of their history.  

However history teaches us, all too clearly, that scapegoats are the product of perceptions rather than facts. The 
Nazis blamed the Jews for all the excesses of German society at a time when they knew full well that the country 
was in an economic recession and they needed a scapegoat. 

{ƻ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǊ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƘat one needs to 
come to terms with rather than hide in a closet of denial.  In this respect both the victim and the persecutor need 
ǘƻ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘ ƛƴǘǊƻǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƻƴ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴΦ   !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΣ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ 
South Africans want to destroy their own country? Why would they want to vandalise schools and jeopardise 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΚΦ ²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴƻǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦŀŎŜǎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŀŎǘ ƻŦ ƴƛƘƛƭƛǎƳΚ   

ά¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ Ŏƻƭƻƴƛŀƭ ǊǳƭŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǊǳƭŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦέ ǎŀȅǎ /Ƙƛƴǳŀ !ŎƘŜōŜΦ 
ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΣ ƻƪŀȅ L ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ƛƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ ƻǾŜǊ 
years, over centuries. So it is a question of beginning to reinvent yourself the ways your ancestors must have 
ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ ǊǳƭŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΧΦǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΧƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜέΦ  

Professor Pumla Gobodo-aŀŘƛƪƛȊŜƭŀ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŜȄǘŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅ ƻƴ Ψ ǾƛŎǘƛƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊǇŜǘǊŀǘƻǊǎΩ ƻŦ ƎǊƻǎǎ 
human rights violation and on forgiveness and remorse maintains that trauma can occur over many generations. 
²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǊǊȅ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ 5b! ŀǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊŜǇŜǊŎǳǎǎƛƻƴǎέΦ IŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴǎ Ŏŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ 
through the language of arts. In other words, through creativity in art, architecture, music and such forms of 
positive expression.  Most certainly in building and not in destruction! 

Now more than ever before, we need each other. South Africa is a country rich in human potential. Culturally it 
is endowed with diversity and when viewed in this light, the language, religion and customs of its peoples must 
surely be acknowledged and celebrated. From the Coloured labourer in the Cape to the Indian cane cutter in 
Natal, the white farmer in the Northern districts to the emergent black ruling classes, the composite picture 
ought to be framed by feelings of national unity. However with intermittent racial and ethnic tensions it would 
appear that the rainbow nation has lost its short-lived hue.  Sadly, Malemas utterances are a tinderbox- a lighted 
match to a dry forest. In our infancy of nation building we do not need the likes of a racist high status role model 
to incite conflict and mislead the masses by tossing red herrings in their path. What is needed at this time is 
responsible attention to building harmonious race relations among all South Africans. The road is open to all now 
aǊ aŀƭŜƳŀΧΦ !ǇŀǊǘƘŜƛŘ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳŀƧƻǊƛǘȅ ǊǳƭŜΗ [ŜǘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǳƴƛǘŜ ƻǳǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΗ 

As tƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ aŀǊǘƛƴ [ǳǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎ ƻǊ tŜǊƛǎƘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ ŦƻƻƭǎέΦ 

Dr Devi Rajab is an award-winning journalist and the author of several books. Now she is the Chairperson of 
Democracy Development Program. She is also the former Dean of Student Development at UKZN. 
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                       EMPEROR OF THE PAST 
                                     by Cyril Dabydeen 
 

Won Ling washes himself with vigour, pulling the cloth 

tightly on his head, then down his shoulders and to his 

thighs in a perfect rhythm. Unplanned, unrehearsed. 

The others in the showers look at him with curiosity or 

ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳŜΦ ²ƻƴ [ƛƴƎΩǎ ƛƴŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ 

own time and place.  

Uninhibitedly he keeps being at it for 

almost an hour twisting his smallish body, as the others 

make faces. 

 άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΚέ ƻƴŜ ǘŀǳƴǘǎΦ  

 ²ƻƴ [ƛƴƎΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ-of-hearing, see.  

Water cascades, in almost perfect motion.  

άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘΦΦΦƭƻƴƎŜǊΚέ ƘŜ ŜŎƘƻŜǎΦ IŜ ŎǊƛƴƪƭŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ 

on a round but marked face; his skin is  light-brownish 

as toffee; a seventy-year-old he is, ah.  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ !ƴŘ ǎŜŜΣ ƘŜ 

knew venerable Chiang Kai-ǎƘŜƪΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ άwŜŀƭƭȅ 

Chiang Kai-ǎƘŜƪΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳ LƴŘƛŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ƎƭŀǊŜǎ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ  

 And why did he come to Canada? Our 

ōŜƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƻǳǊ ŦƻǊŜƻǊŘŀƛƴŜŘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ά²ƘȅΚέ ƘŜ 

asks, in an almost disdainful manner.  

His English is without need of translation, 

see. He pulls the wash cloth harder looking at me. He 

was in the Kuomintang with Chiang Kai-shek, sure.  

ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ L ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ƘƛƳΣ 

without mimicry.  

His expression is gnomic; his teeth almost 

stained, some broken.  

I imagine him next being during the time of 

the Qing dynasty. 

Why not? 

 Ancient China, then the Boxer Rebellion, 

and the Opium Wars in our ken. Won Ling quavers, 

because of what ravaged a whole country when 

Chairman Mao Zedong led millions on the Long March 

and brought the Communist system to mostly rural 

places.  

How Indian am I? 

Won Ling whirs, telling me about another 

ǇŜŀǎŀƴǘ ǊŜǾƻƭǘΦ IŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎŜǎΤ ƘŜ 

challenges me to doubt him. His body is pristine-

looking. Cleansing his soul too, yes.  Confucius, note 

well.  

The other bathers laugh slyly. Won Ling laughs back, 

yes.  

Words, rhythmτa mixture of English and 

Cantonese, or Mandarin.  

Broken phrases, intonation--surely his 

inflection. The Yangtze River and the Red River come 

closer, and masses of people moving over great long 

fields across China; and those waving embroidered 

parasols, the middle and upper classes, the bamboo-

made parasols almost gaudy-looking. Won Ling in rain 

or sunshine, then in Shanghai and Beijing. Where else?  

I keep travelling with him. Along the Great 

Wall of China next.  

Let Chairman Mao stop him from going on 

another Long March.  

Oh, you!  

IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ /ǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ wŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴΣ 

then at the Tianamen Square revolt dramatically trying 

to stop a huge big tank coming at him! Bent on suicide, 

ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΦ [Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊǎ ǘŀƪŜ Ǉictures 

that would last a lifetime.  

The Red River and the Yangtze overflow 

their banks.  

Won Ling winks an eye at me. The great big 

maw of a land mass with close-by islands. Hong Kong. 

Taiwan. Where else? The Great Wall keeps moving in a 

curve with terraces, hills. Mountains loom ahead. 

The other bathers look at him more 

curiously.  

Maybe he came from northern China, if 

Hubei Province. Won Ling goes up and down, then to 

ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Iƛǎ ǘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘΣ 

see.  Now being face-to-face with Chairman Mao, who 

insisted that Won Ling must join the Long March of 

workers and peasants. And he would never see his 

family again in the turmoil of war-cum-socialist 

revolution.  

He pulls the wash-cloth over his face, eyes. 

Like what Confucius vicariously compelled him to do. 

Oh, my own mind-wandering way it is.  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜΚέ L ŀǎƪΦ  

ά{ǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘΚέ  

Newcomers or old-timers in one place, 

with one memory, like a collective unconsciousness 

only. Now ask him about the first Europeans who  

came to China to the fabled, Middle Kingdom. Imperial 

China with mandarins famous for their intricate letter-

writing scripts, and the tapestry of paper drawings with 

exquisite shapes, contours. Eunuchs making art with 

delicate fingers in sheer symmetry. The perfect mind 

aimed for with harmony. Won Ling casts another 

sideways glance at me.  

How perfect can it be?   

And what European was bold enough to 

want to meet the Emperor with designs for a new China 

fashioned after the West?  

The bathers look at me askance. Won Ling 

gestures officiously. Another parasol twists into a 

concave shape, as a strong wind blows. Unconsciously I 

hold up my own parasol, like an almost exotic tree that 

ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ōƭƻƻƳǎΦ !ƴŎƛŜƴǘ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ŀǊǘŜŦŀŎǘǎΧǿŀǾŜǊƛƴƎΦ 

Whose ancestry are we really talking about? Whither 

India where I might have actually come from? 

Forbidding places everywhere. I play along being Marco 

Polo. The others yet make faces...at him.  Not at me? 

άwŜŀƭƭȅ ŦƻƻƭŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ŜƘΚέ ²ƻƴ [ƛƴƎ 

humours me.  

A waterfall close to a river, like the 

¸ŀƴƎǘȊŜΦ bƻǿ LΩƳ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǘŜƳƛŎ {ƛƭƪ wƻŀŘΦ  

Yes, Won Ling braces himself for more with time 

inexorably passing. My not being far from the Middle 

Kingdom, like my own self-created Xanadu.  

 I take a deep breath with our being here in 

Ottawa, now like the only authentic place left on earth. 

Verisimilitude I aim for with narrative ease. How far do 

I really want to go?  

Won Ling approves with a nod of his head. 

Water keeps pouring, like a waterfall. He turns and 

ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΤ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ǇŀǎǘΦ tǊƛǎƳǎΧǿŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƎƘǘΦ IŜ Ǌǳōǎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ƘŀǊŘ ƛƴ 

more than a ritual cleansing, like his final act. Farewell 

now here in our own self-created Middle Kingdom in 

Canada. Nowhere else! 

Cyril DabyŘŜŜƴΩǎ 

work has appeared in over 60 

literary mags and anthologies, 

including Poetry (Chicago), 

Prairie Schooner (US), The 

Critical Quarterly (UK), 

Canadian Literature, and the Oxford, Penguin and 

Heinemann Books of Caribbean Verse and Fiction.  

IŜΩǎ ŀ ŦƻǊƳer Poet Laureate of Ottawa (1984-87). 

He has taught Creative Writing at the University of 

Ottawa for many years. Born in Guyana, S. 

America. Contact: cdabydeen@ncf.ca 
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Anita NahalΩǎ Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ Kali WomenΩ?  
Gwendolyn S. Bethea 

I am moved to tears that linger just beneath the surface 

ŀǎ L ǊŜŀŘ !ƴƛǘŀ bŀƘŀƭΩǎ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘ ǇǊƻǎŜ ǇƻŜǘǊȅ ƛƴ 

her latest book of poetry covering her life before and 

after immigrating to America from her native India. I 

hear and feel the deep palpable longing for freedom as 

she and her son are driven dispassionately to the 

airport by a close relative. The imagery in the poems is 

tremendous and leaves one in visual treat and awe. 

With this book of prose poetry, Anita Nahal, an Indian 

!ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǇƻŜǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǿǊƛǘŜǊΣ ōǊƛƴƎǎ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ 

and sentiment with poignant renderings of life as an 

immigrant, professional woman, mother, and survivor 

of domestic abuse. She establishes herself solidly in the 

poetry world. This is her third book of poetry and 

reveals her innate, fervent, caring, empathetic and 

authentic poetry voice which is a voice that needs to be 

read and known. She is perhaps the best unknown poet 

I am aware of! 

bŀƘŀƭΩǎ ǇƻŜms are relatable universally, especially in 

the pandemic, several examples come to mind.  In 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ /ƭƻǘƘŜǎΣέ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ƛƴŀƴƛƳŀǘŜ 

objects in ways that we never would have imagined, 

occurring all too frequently in this scourge of our 

lifetime, the coronavirus. Nahal depicts the clothes of 

the deceased as no longer living, breathing, never again 

ŜƴǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴŜǊǎΧ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƳōƻŘƛƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ 

what is no longer possible.   

Lƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǊƻǎŜ ǇƻŜƳΣ άIƻǿ Ŝŀǎȅ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ .ƭŀŎƪ ƭƛŦŜ 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǘŀƪŜƴΚέ Nahal writes of black lives which not long 

ago actually mattered to loved ones before they were 

snuffed out, thoughtlessly, cruelly. Their names -- 

Castile, Floyd, Garner, Blake, Brown, Rice, Bland, Gray, 

Martin, Arbery, Taylor, Till,  roll from her pen in rapid, 

seemingly endless horror as do their untimely deaths. 

Lƴ ά5ŜƳƻŎǊŀŎȅ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ 

America when a homeless man in a coffee shop whose 

ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜŘ ōƻŘȅ ǎŜƴŘǎ ƘŜǊ άƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǇƛǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǎŀŘƴŜǎǎΣέ 

ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ŀƴƴounces outside, 

. άǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ 

where having food and health care are privileges and 

ƻǿƴƛƴƎ Ǝǳƴǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘΦΦΦέ 

Lƴ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎŜȄΣέ ƻƴŜ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǎ ŀ ǎƭƻǘƘΩǎ 

ƘŜŀǘŜŘ ǇǳǊǎǳƛǘ ƻŦ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ άaŀƳŀ 

sloth, holding ƻƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōŀōȅΣέ ǎƛƎƴŀƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ 

humans choosing maternal instinct over the sometimes 

shallowness of overcharged human sexuality.  

άaŀƳŀ ǎƭƻǘƘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǳŘ 

ƪƴŜǿΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƻŘŀȅΦέ 

Lƴ άCƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊŜŘΣέ ǿŜ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘ 

mother reminiscing about her new home, across the 

ocean, in America, with her son, living and flourishing, 

yet experiencing life in all of its nuances; and 

understanding all too well that they have left behind 

the love of family and success of career, yet the horror 

ƻŦ ŀōǳǎŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ άǎƘƻǿŜǊέ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ 

ǎƻƴΩǎ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ LƴŘƛŀƴ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ  {ƘŜ 

appears to cleanse away wistful thoughts of yester year, 

lovers lost, yet remembered with blissfulness, while 

embracing the oncoming dawn of hope for the present 

and future.  

   !ƴŘ ƛƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ ά/ƻǊƻƴŀ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜ-life 

ƭŀȅŜǊǎΣέ bŀƘŀƭ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

ǊŜŦǳǊōƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ǊŜƳƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŜƴ έǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ 

had ample fresh air and the ozone was stronger. Trees 

ǘƻƻ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƭǳǎƘŜǊ ƎǊŜŜƴΦΩ    

In these and other prose poetry compositions, in this 

endearing, thought provoking and heart touching book, 

Nahal is a messenger of hope for the survival of the 

human species.  We see a full range of disappointments 

with love interests, aging, including physical and mental 

ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǎƛƴƎǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ǊŜƭŜƴǘƭŜǎǎ 

superficial creations, based on skin color, cultural, 

social, and economic conditions.  This book is a must 

read for all, and definitely to be included as required 

reading in courses of culture, gender, multiculturalism, 

and immigration. 

Gwendolyn S. Bethea, Ph.D. 

Communications Consultant, 

Founder, Scotton Communications 

Network & Formerly Director, 

Preparing Future Faculty Program, 

Howard University, Washington, DC 20059 

  
 

Mukti ς The Release 

by Anjana Sen 
 

They burst through the clouds, high on life, 

The dashing brigadier and his beautiful wife. 

A cheer goes up from the gathered crowds, 

Ψ²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊȅΣ Ψƴƻǿ ǎƘǊǳƎ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘǊƻǳŘǎΦΩ 

Beaming with joy, he shows her around, 

this peaceful Haven they both have found. 

Family and friends long gone from earth, 

come up to them, almost skipping with mirth. 

ΨLǎ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ aŀ asks, holding on to his 

hand. 

IŜΩŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǘǿƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾŜȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ 
 

 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜǎΣ Ψōǳǘ L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻΦΩ 

{ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅǎΣ ΨL ƪƴƻǿΣ 

ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΣ ƭƻƻƪ Ƙƻǿ ǎŀŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΦΩ 

They gaze down together and saw me writing this. 

Ψ{ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΣ 

!ƴŘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǘǊƛōŜ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƻƴƎΦ 

IŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎƭŜŀƴǎŜ ƘŜǊ ǎƻǊǊƻǿΦΩ 

You are right, my loves, come tomorrow, 

LΩƭƭ ƘŜŀƭΣ LΩƭƭ ŘŀƴŎŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΦ 

So, rest easy now, Mukti will be mine! 
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Porous Borders 

by Anjana Sen 
6th May 2020 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎǇƛǊŀŎȅ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎΣΩ L ŎƘƛŘŜŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΣ 

knowing well how anxious he already was. A doctor 

himself, he had lost both parents to the virus in the 

last few weeks. And his wife had now tested 

positive. My cousin needed to rant, so I let him. 

   Ψ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻΣΩ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎƭȅ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

national news, they are now the world leaders of 

Space Technology and Biological Warfare. Did you 

not see those disgusting images posted by the 

Chinese Central Political and Legal Affairs 

/ƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΚΩ 

   Ψ¸ŜǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜΣΩ L ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ǘƻ 

something more palatable.  

   Those images, continued to do the rounds on 

social media. Originally posted by an employee of 

the above mentioned CCPLAC, it had two pictures 

adjacent to each other. The first was a space rocket 

taking off, and the second, a raging cremation pyre. 

¢ƘŜ ŎŀǇǘƛƻƴ ǊŜŀŘΣ ΨIƻǿ ǿŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƛƴ /ƘƛƴŀΣ ŀƴŘ 

Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀΦΩ 

   The thinking world had exploded in fury, the 

thinking press had demanded an apology. The post 

was subsequently taken down, but no apology has 

been made to date. 

   L ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ΨǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǇǊŜǎǎΩ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳŎƘ 

deliberation. What we see on the news here in the 

UK, are shamefully sensational images and video 

repeats from irresponsible media giants. 

   A surprisingly large majority of the educated 

public in India, Pakistan, Bangladesh and even Nepal 

(with the highest per capita positive cases today) 

believe this to be the truth. There are reports of 

findings of Chinese sleeper cells scattered across 

the sub-continent, poised to spread mass infection 

just before the elections. They ask if it was a co-

incidence that the numbers began to spike just as 

the election rallies began? 

 

   Who can deny that the people of India are equally 

to blame? With their exuberant and excessive 

partying, lobbying, and worshipping, en-masse, 

after politicians declared, rather prematurely, that 

the beast had been slain? 

 

   However, that does not condone the world 

ƳŜŘƛŀΩǎ ƳƻǊōƛŘ ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ƻǇŜƴ 

cremations and lofty declaration of a collapsed 

system. Were similar images being shown of mass 

burials in the US when the numbers had peaked 

there last year? Were fingers pointed in blame and 

accusation at Italy and Brazil when they were 

struggling?  

   A little compassion would go a long way to the 

help boost the morale of the million strong band of 

volunteers. How can a system collapse when not a 

single doctor has quit his post? Or a nurse fled from 

hers? Every hospital in the country continues to 

stand, albeit shakily, and fight as hard as they can.  

   For this is a war! 

   The young, the able, the internet savvy, the rich, 

the poor, everyone is doing something, anything 

they can to help. Well organised and networked 

groups have sprung up overnight as a go-to guide 

for hospitals with beds, oxygen, or medicine. These 

groups, mostly comprising very young people, have 

a three-tier manpower system. Those working the 

computers (or phones), updating information by the 

second, those out on their cars, bikes or even on 

foot who source the supplies relentlessly, and the 

third group who make themselves available to the 

greater public with their information dissemination. 

   Would it not be nice, if the Delhi BBC 

correspondent, stopped one of these kids on the 

streets, or in the hospitals and interviewed them? 

And relayed to the world that most people were 

good. There was hope for the future if these young 

ones were to inherit this earth. 

   The reason I choose not to engage with my cousin 

or other friends (sometimes, even my husband) on 

the neighbourly love from China, is, I believe this is 

not the time to point fingers.          

   At the media, irresponsible or not, politicians, 

corrupt or not, or even the public, answerable or 

not. The worst has happened, it is what it is. Let us 

all band together and fix this wretchedness, there 

will be an infinity for post-mortems, and systems 

will  be put in place, 

   Was it not the same here in the UK last year, when 

the braying and hysterical media blamed the 

government for everything? We came out of that 

through sacrifice, discipline, and the positivity of 

collective clapping. India and her little brothers and 

sisters will as well. 

   Here are some statistics to enable you to properly 

grasp the size of the operation necessary in India. 

(Please bear in mind that these are valid figures at 

the time of writing this article, early May 2021). 

   The collective population of the US, Russia, 

Germany, Turkey, UK, France, Italy, Spain, Poland, 

Romania, Netherlands, Greece, Belgium, Czech 

Republic, Portugal, Sweden, Hungary, Switzerland, 

Bulgaria, and Denmark is 1053 million. Add to that 

the population of the smaller countries in Europe, 

plus Brazil and Argentina, and you add up to 1369.5 

million. 

Thus, we arrive at the population of India, estimated 

between 1360 to 1380 million. 

India has vaccinated 160 million people till date. 

That is half the population of USA and two and a half 

times that of the UK. And still, that remains only 

13% of the people. 

Another fact which has been left ignored is that 66 

million doses of the vaccine were sent from India to 

other countries, of which, 11 million doses were in 

the form of free aid to the less privileged nations. 

   Whilst it is easy to criticise, let us appreciate the 

monstrous scale of the operation and the supply 

chain. And the tremendous resilience of the nation 

to even think at this scale. 

People continue to pour in.  

   Two years ago, the world news was headlined by 

the Rohingya Muslims fleeing from Burma (or 

Myanmar). Where do you think they ended up? 

Bangladesh could not accommodate them, so they 

are all in Indian West Bengal, creeping in through 

porous borders, being housed and fed by the 

government. Cynics might say the Chief Minister 

added numbers to her vote bank.  

   But they live to tell the tale. The tale which the 

world media chose not to tell. 

   ¢ŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇƻǊƻǳǎ ōƻǊŘŜǊǎΧ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ 

here has laid down strict rules for returning 

residents. When I returned to the UK from India last 

month, I self-quarantined at home, diligently for 10 

days. Going without milk for the last two days. Folk 

advised me to leave my phone at home and nip out 

to shops. I did not. 

   My husband will return soon, hopefully, but 

because India is now in the red zone, he will need to 

quarantine at a Heathrow hotel for 10 days at his 

own cost (1750£). The advice we have received 

from well-meaning British friends will make you 

smile. They say he should travel to Sri Lanka or the 

Maldives, or even Istanbul. Stay there very cheaply 

for ten days, and then return home to the UK to 

avoid institutional quarantine. Apparently, this is 

what is happening under the noses of the 

authorities who make the rules. 

   And that, my friends, is how borders get porous! 

 

Anjana Sen spent her 

childhood years, all over 

India, and later travelled the 

world before ΨǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎΩ ƛƴ 

Scotland (Glasgow) in 2000. 

She has been writing in 

earnest over the last three years. She is a 

member of the Scottish Association of Writers, 

and also the Secretary for Eastwood Writers.
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¢Φ WŀƴŀƪƛǊŀƳŀƴΩǎ ²ƻƻŘŜƴ /ƻǿ 
ΨA Reflection of Music and LifeΩ 

ό[ŀƪǎƘƳƛ YŀƴƴŀƴΩǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ¢ŀƳƛƭύ 

Reviewed by Mini Nanda 
 

T. Janakiraman an eminent Tamil writer belongs to the 

Manikkodi group of writers who laid the foundation of 

modernism by planting the seeds of new ideas, intricate 

plots, subtle narrative strategies and nuanced 

characterization. Janakiraman wrote twelve novels, 

plays, travelogues and short stories. He won the Sahitya 

Akademi award in 1979 for his short story collection 

Sakthi Vaithiyam. He was born near Thanjavur on 18th 

June, 1921.   His novel Marappacu in Tamil was 

published in 1975; the translated novel is published in 

his centenary year-2021- is a timeless landmark. 

Thi Jaa as Janakiraman is fondly called wrote on varied 

themes, the reach of his works is extensive with 

translations in Hindi, English, Kannada, Malayalam, 

Russian and Chinese.  Writing and translations are 

sustained acts and profoundly solitary they are also 

spaces of freedom and creation. 

Lakshmi Kannan a novelist and poet of eminence in 

both Tamil and English; keeps the natural flow and 

cadence of Carnatic music. Gregory Rabassa has said 

that translation is a Sisyphean process, after 1979 first 

draft of translation; Kannan completes the second 

translation as a centenary homage. The prefix Trans in 

ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ [ŀǘƛƴ ǿƻǊŘ ά!ŎǊƻǎǎέΣ ǘƘŜ 

translator ferries across unchartered waters, a precious 

unknown work and makes it accessible. Kannan 

ǊŜŎǊŜŀǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊΩǎ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ǘƻǳŎƘǎǘƻƴŜΣ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ 

viewpoint, the rhetoric and tone with easy felicity.  

The cover is a piece of art by designer Pinaki De, with a 

Gramophone spouting wood roses and the Veena; an 

alluring threshold to the world of wonder within. 

Structured in two parts, part one with the sketch of the 

Violin, deals with the life of four -year old Ammani from 

Annavasal her birthplace, to her new home in Madras. 

!ƳƳŀƴƛΩǎ ƳƻƴƻƭƻƎǳŜ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƭƛŜǳΦ IŜǊ 

ubiquitous laughter gestures to the hypocrisy around; 

whether in marriage pandals, replete with bride and 

groom; the puffed cheeked nadaswarm musician and 

ΨǘƻŘŘƭŜǊǎ ƛƳƳŜǊǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƻƭƛƭƻǉǳƛŜǎΩ όоύΣ ƻǊ ƭƻǳŘ 

mourners in death congregations. Ammani is a child of 

nature, discarding clothes and wrapping herself in palm 

leaves; she is intelligent, sensitive and observant. As a 

young girl flooded with love letters, Ammani is also a 

silent witness to the spectacle of an upper caste, young 

widow caught in the trap of nine yard white 

shroud/saree, lying limp with tonsured head. In a 

moment, Ammani abjures marriage, tradition and her 

ƘƻƳŜǘƻǿƴ ŀǎ ΨǊŀƴŎƛŘ ōǳǘǘŜǊƳƛƭƪΩΦ IŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ 

straightjacket her and her aunt and uncle- Periamma 

and Periappa provide her a home, love and freedom.  

Music brings her close to the iconic singer Gopali; 

whose mesmerising notes captivate everyone. Ammani 

moves to Madras for higher studies, to learn dance and 

into a house provided by Gopali. Her room with the play 

of light and shadow, spattering magical patterns on the 

floor of the skin of a dappled deer, is a metaphor of one 

chasing a mirage or entangled in a deep forest.  

Janakiraman changes the typography to italics for 

!ƳƳŀƴƛΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊƛƻǊ ƳƻƴƻƭƻƎǳŜΣ ƭŜǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƻōǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴǎ 

and writes of a very strong female protagonist without 

rancor or judgment. He leaves it to his readers to reflect 

on the guile, intrigue, pain and passion of Ammani. 

!ŦǘŜǊ DƻǇŀƭƛΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜΣ WŀƴŀƪƛǊŀƳŀƴ ŘŜƭƛƴŜŀǘŜǎ 

her dilemma sensitively, implicating the landscape, the 

river Kaveri flowing in limpid green and the new bridge 

moving to the west and the old bridge to the east, 

Should Ammani take the trodden path or cross over to 

new pastures? In all her decisions Periamma supports 

Ammani, testifying to an ancient bond both share. 

Periamma cooks an elaborate meal for the two of them 

and lavishes her love on Ammani. 

In Part 2 with the motif of Mridangam, we meet the 

twenty-three year Ammani as a very successful dancer, 

performing in India and abroad, supported by her lover 

DƻǇŀƭƛΦ ¢ƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ tŀǘǘŀōƘƛΣ DƻǇŀƭƛΩǎ ƴŜǇƘŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊŘ 

is a contrast to the sexagenarian singer, he has no ear 

for music, is muscular, an excellent cook, companion, 

nurse and lover to Ammani. Bruce the American soldier, 

a Vietnam veteran, loves Ammani as a pure soul who 

gifted a clear conscience to him. She is one who lives 

unafraid on her own terms. It is only with Pattabhi that 

Ammani voices her apprehensions in letters, her 

anguish and longing for a personal god. 

The novel is a bildungsroman, Gopali, Pattabhi, the 

alluringly beautiful Maragadham and Bruce each serve 

as a catalyst of change, with their resounding question- 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘέΚ .ǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŘƛƭŜƳƳŀǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

mirror, Ammani sees a 38 year old woman, with grey 

hair appearing 48 years old and an ancient head 

teeming with observations which is 78 years old. Bruce 

had concluded that there were only two types of people 

in the world, the educated and the ignorant, the 

educated leaders were the real exploiters, worried 

about their guns and bombs turning into scrap. In 

adolescence Ammani had seen her Marx spouting 

friends, holding forth on poverty and the corrupt 

system, only to fly back to their families, prosperous 

matrimonial alliances and inheritance.  

The narrative unfolds the spectacle of the dead, 

discarded cow, swarming with flies at the edge of the 

street, avoided by all. The dead cow had once provided 

calves and life sustaining milk, is now an anathema. 

Ammani turns her gaze inward and reflects on her 

journey, her travels and lovers. The conviction of 

Pattabhi, his rock solid support and love for her, 

aŀǊŀƎŀŘƘŀƳΩǎ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŘƛƎƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǊŜōǳŦŦƛƴƎ DƻǇŀƭƛΩǎ 

ƻǾŜǊǘǳǊŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜΣ άL ŀƳ ŀ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ L ƘŀǾŜ 

ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭȅέόмуоύΤ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŀƳŜƴƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŦƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ 

admirers, the weave of kanjeevarams and the glitter of 

jewelry, all appear worthless and mock her out of her 

complacency. Once the outer world dissolves, Ammani 

confronts the truth in the mirror.  

! ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ƴƻǾŜƭ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŀƭƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƛƴ YŀƴƴŀƴΩǎ 

evocative and smooth narrative flow, to reflect on the 

hard hitting realism, the vibrancy of characterization, 

the ephemeral passion, the thrill of music programmes 

and the lush landscape teeming with human foibles.  

 
Professor Mini Nanda taught 
in the Dept. of English, 
University of Rajasthan, 
Jaipur and guided Ph.D. and 
M.Phil   dissertations   on   
diverse   themes.   She   
coordinated, taught and   
designed   courses   for Guelph-India and 
Minnesota-India Programmes; on Indian Writing in 
English & in Translation. She has been invited as 
resource person to Conferences in India and 
abroad. Her areas of interest   include Culture,   
FiƭƳ   {ǘǳŘƛŜǎΣ ²ƻƳŜƴΩǎ ²ǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ²ƻǊƭŘ 
Literatures. She has recently edited a book of 
translated   short stories for Sahitya Akademi and 
co-edited a book Literary Constructs of the Self. 
 

 

 

New Delhi; Orient Black Swan, 1979, 2021. Rs.575/-                                                       

Book Review 
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Remembering Radha Pant (1916-2003) 
A Pioneering scientist in more ways than one

Radha Pant was a pioneering Indian woman scientist 

who contributed conspicuously to plant, insect and 

nutritional Biochemistry. At a time when the formal 

education of girls was frowned upon and opposed, 

wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ 

overcome significant challenges, both personal and 

societal. She thus became not only a scientist but was 

also internationally recognised for her contributions in 

her chosen field. 

To Radha belongs the credit of establishing a brand new 

Department of Biochemistry in the University of 

Allahabad and of introducing a course leading to a 

aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ subject. Here, Radha with her 

team of scientists, undertook research in applied 

and basic science. Their field of investigation 

included heart disease and diet, legumes, cactus 

seeds, silkworms and plant latex and their 

findings were published in leading international 

ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭǎΦ ±ŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ǎŜƳƛƴŀƭ ǿƻǊƪ 

in developing a simple method to extract and 

detoxify proteins from non-edible, wild 

leguminous seeds growing abundantly in various 

parts of India, is recognised as a novel and 

outstanding contribution in combating famine in 

the developing world.  

The youngest of six siblings, KS Radha was born into a 

.ǊŀƘƳƛƴ LȅŜǊ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ tŀƭƎƘŀǘΩǎ YŀƭǇŀǘƘȅ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ƛƴ 

Kerala. Her father, Shivarama Krishna Iyer, was an officer 

in the Military Accounts Department and her mother 

Subbulakshmi, was a highly intelligent though 

traditionally educated woman. The children were 

brought up with loving care, but the rigid social 

conservatism of their community regarding the 

education and marriage of girls, hung over them like a 

ŘŀǊƪ ǎƘŀŘƻǿΦ ¢ƘǳǎΣ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ мл ȅŜŀǊǎ 

her senior, learned the 3 Rs at home and was married 

off when barely in her early teens.  

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΩǎ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ 
mother was increasingly aware of the merits of formal 
female education. Being literate and open to ideas, she 
wanted to provide formal education to her younger 
daughter. Radha became the first in her family - and her 
community - to receive such education when at the age 
of 5, she was enrolled as a boarder at HƛƴƎƴŜΩǎ 
Mahilashram High School near Pune. A pioneering 
institution, the Mahilashram established in 1896, was a 
brainchild of Maharishi Karve, who supported  female 
education. Though it was difficult to be separated from 
her family at this tender age, the arrangement helped 
Radha to continue her primary education undisturbed 
while her father was transferred to various cities in the 
country.  

wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŘŜǎƛǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǿƻƴ ƘŜǊ 
ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΦ /ƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ 
essential, ǎƘŜ ŀƭƭŀȅŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŦŜŀǊǎ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ 
violating established social norms antithetical to female 
ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŜƴǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ōƻŀǊŘŜǊ ŀǘ 5ŜƭƘƛΩǎ 
Indraprastha High School, Radha passed the High School 
examination with flying colours.  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ wŀŘƘŀΩs desire to pursue Science met with 

stiff resistance. This was the early 1930s when the idea 

of females entering the field of science at Intermediate 

level was unheard of. Radha faced bitter 

disappointment as college after college, including 

5ŜƭƘƛΩǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŜssive institutions ςSt Stephens and Hindu 

College ς refused her admission on the ground that it 

was totally unprecedented!  

wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ƴƻǿ 

came to the fore. To galvanize her father into action, she 

took the extraordinarȅ ǎǘŜǇ ƻŦ ǊŜǎƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ос ƘƻǳǊǎΩ 

ƘǳƴƎŜǊ ǎǘǊƛƪŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜŘ ōȅ aŀƘŀǘƳŀ DŀƴŘƘƛΩǎ 

ongoing anti- British agitations. Though adopted in a big 

way in modern times as a powerful tool against British 

misrule by Gandhi, he had actually dug out this weapon 

ŦǊƻƳ LƴŘƛŀΩǎ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŀǊƳƻǊȅΦ tǊŜǎǎǳǊŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ 

ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΣ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎƛǇŀƭ 

ƻŦ 5ŜƭƘƛΩǎ IƛƴŘǳ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ 

he succeeded. Thus, Hindu College became the first in 

northern India to take the revolutionary step of enrolling 

Radha as its first and only girl to study Science at 

Intermediate level with males. 

wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜǎ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¦ƴǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

a female in their midst, some of her male classmates 

heckled and bullied her. But when Radha calmly ignored 

them and besides excelling in academics, shone in 

extracurricular activities winning prizes and medals in 

debates and writing competitions, their objectionable 

behavior turned into admiration. Radha not only passed 

the Intermediate Exam with a First Class, she also  stood 

second in order of merit. Next, she began her graduation 

at Hindu College and was soon awarded a BSc degree 

with the highest marks in her class. She thus 

distinguished herself as a topper and the first woman 

Science graduate of Delhi University.   

In 1936, she moved to Bombay to join the prestigious St 

·ŀǾƛŜǊΩǎ /ƻƭƭŜƎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ a{Ŏ 

degree. Soon she also obtained a PhD in Chemistry from 

Bombay University.  Radha was awarded a coveted four-

year Fellowship from Bombay University and during this 

tenure completed pioneering research. Many grants and 

Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ wŀŘƘŀ ǎƻƻƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ .ƻƳōŀȅΩǎ DΦ{Φ 

Medical College with a Research Fellowship (1940ς

1942) and next joined Haffkine Institute as a Nutritional 

Biochemist. Then in 1945, Radha was headhunted and 

offered a Lecturership in Biochemistry at the University 

of Allahabad by its dynamic Vice Chancellor, Amarnath 

Jha (1897-1955). 

The switch from metropolitan Bombay to a provincial 

ǘƻǿƴ ǿŀǎ ƘǳƎŜΗ  wŀŘƘŀ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ .ƻƳōŀȅΩǎ 

cosmopolitanism and her circle of friends. But, 

Allahabad University was in its heyday and she gradually 

grew accustomed to it.  She became the first woman 

ƭŜŎǘǳǊŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΩǎ {ŎƛŜƴŎŜ CŀŎǳƭǘȅΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ 

that she met and in 1946 married the eminent Professor 

of Palaeobotany, Divya Darshan Pant, then a young 

[ŜŎǘǳǊŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΩǎ .ƻǘŀƴȅ 5ŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ 

thus became one of the first women in India to have to 

balance her professional life alongside being a young 

wife and mother. With no role models to follow to 

balance these demanding roles, Radha always credited 

her success in this delicate balancing act to her mother 

who she said offered her constant support and 

encouragement.  

Around the mid-1950s, Radha was awarded a Fellowship 

by the British Council to conduct post-doctoral research 

at University College London. Fortunately, her 

husband also received a similar Fellowship. So, 

together they set sail for the UK in 1954 to pursue 

postdoctoral research for the next two years. 

Upon returning to Allahabad in 1956, Radha was 

eager to continue her research work and 

obtained a grant from the Council for Scientific 

and Industrial Research, but she had absolutely 

no research facilities. Describing the starkness of 

ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŀǳǘƻōƛƻƎǊŀǇƘȅ Ψ9ǾŜǊ a 

CƛƎƘǘŜǊΩΣ ǎƘŜ ǿǊƛǘŜǎΥ ά!ƭƭ L ƘŀŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƛȄ ōŀǊŜ 

rooms τ not even a shelf or rack, not to mention 

any sophisticated instruments. I had no laboratory, no 

ŎƘŜƳƛŎŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΗέ 

hƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎŎǳŜΦ 
She persevered in building research facilities over the 
next two decades. Funding from the University Grants 
/ƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ¦{!Ωǎ ¦{t[пул ŦǳƴŘǎ 
helped Radha to continue achieving her goals. 

!ǎ wŀŘƘŀΩǎ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
admitted as a Fellow of  the Royal Chemical Society and 
was invited as a Visiting Professor for collaborative 
research by top  academic bodies in Europe and 
!ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΩǎ tƘȅǎƛƻƭƻƎƛǎŎƘŜǎ 
Chemisches Institut, Wurzburg,  the Institute of Science, 
Halle am Saale, as well as the Stanford Medical Centre, 
Palo Alto, California.  

Though an avid academic globetrotter, Radha remained 
attached to her base in Allahabad and continued her 
academic pursuits well after her retirement from the 
University in 1978. In her spare time she wrote a book 
of popular science articles for children, was a regular 
contributor of radio talks for All India Radio and wrote 
English short stories and poems.   

This pioneering lady has still to receive due recognition 
from the institution she served lifelong with distinction. 
Her seminal role and her contribution to Biochemistry 
were, however, prominently commemorated by the 
international community and her peers. In the 1980s, a 
monograph of her vital contributions to the field of 
sericultural research were published by Sericologia, 
CǊŀƴŎŜΩǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŜŘ ŀŎŀŘŜƳƛŎ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ LƴǘŜǊƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ 
Sericultural Commission. After 2001, Radha moved to 
aǳƳōŀƛ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǎƻƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ 
away in 2003.  

Dr. Kusum Pant Joshi is a Social Historian, 

Researcher and Writer.  Kusum was Project 

Manager for Publications & Digital Media in 

[ƻƴŘƻƴΩǎ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ hŦŦƛŎŜ ƻŦ LƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ό/hLύΦ 

By Kusum Pant Joshi 
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The Pandemic and Indian Cinema 

by Sunayana Panda 
 

We have spent a year and half in a completely 

transformed world. The pandemic came out of the 

blue and created havoc in the lives of those who 

own businesses. We tend to say that the travel and 

hospitality businesses have been the hardest hit, 

but if you look closely you will notice that the 

performing arts have had a difficult time too. 

Musicians, singers, dancers and theatre actors have 

been forced to find other ways of earning a living 

because not all have been able to take their 

performances online. 

In this context how has Indian cinema fared? Film 

making requires large sums of money and large 

groups of people. When the lockdown was 

announced many shooting schedules were 

cancelled and actors had to sit at home and wait for 

work to resume. Producers had to stop the 

promotions of their films which were about to be 

released. At that time everyone was convinced that 

the lockdown would last only three weeks and the 

world would go back to normal. Of course, we have 

all understood since then that we were completely 

mistaken. As the pandemic continued the producers 

faced a dilemma: either they had 

to wait until the theaters 

reopened or they could release 

their movies on OTT platforms. 

For those who are not familiar 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜǊƳΣ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ άhǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

ǘƻǇέΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƛƴternet sites 

on which you can watch films, 

such as Netflix and Amazon 

prime.  

 LǘΩǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜΦ 

When a producer sells a film to an OTT platform on 

the internet he is paid only once. This being the 

case, the OTT platforms are very advantageous to 

small art films and experimental films because these 

types of films are never certain if they will get back 

the money they have invested. By going to an OTT 

platform they are assured of a certain sum which is 

generally the cost of production and about 30% 

added to that. The big commercial production 

houses, on the other hand, hope that they will get 

much more than this fixed sum if their film becomes 

popular, if it has a theatrical release in a cinema. So, 

the OTT platforms are not so interesting from the 

commercial point of view for mega productions 

which have big stars in their cast.  

Although it looks like the producers were suddenly 

forced into a corner, the truth is Indian cinema was 

anyway going to change in a drastic way. The 

pandemic only made it go faster. The way we watch 

films has changed over the years. A large number of 

young urban people consider movie-watching as a 

solitary pleasure  

now. Watching a film on a computer screen does 

not mean that it will not be enjoyed. Many even 

watch films ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇƘƻƴŜǎΦ tŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜǎǘȅƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ 

ǎǳŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƛƭƳ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ 

ƻǊ ƻƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ ōŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǘƛǊƛƴƎ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜƭŀȄƛƴƎ 

than having to negotiate traffic and taking the 

trouble of going to a cinema hall. Also a cinema 

ticket is not as cheap as it used to be. 

Already two years before the pandemic in a group 

discussion with producers, film critic Anupama 

/ƘƻǇǊŀ ƘŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ 

ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ LƴŘƛŀƴ ŎƛƴŜƳŀΚέ YŀǊŀƴ WƻƘŀǊ ŀƴŘ ½ƻȅŀ 

Akhtar, two of the top producers, had said that 

Indian cinema would go digital in a very short time. 

They both said that the way people watched films 

was fast changing and going to the cinema was no 

longer a social activity with friends and family. Zoya 

!ƪƘǘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀŘŀǇǘ ƻǳrselves to the 

ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǘǊŜƴŘΦέ {ƻΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 

pandemic had not come along most films would 

have moved to the OTT platforms. 

Change is inevitable. Nothing is static and time pulls 

everything forward. Cinema is a reflection of 

society, so it was inevitable that Indian cinema 

would change, but probably no one expected that it 

would change so drastically. Not only have films 

moved from the cinema halls to the internet but 

also the content of films has changed.  

The urban population of India has developed a taste 

for ultra-realistic films, the grittier the better. These 

films go into the dark spaces of the human mind. 

These kinds of films have become popular with the 

urban Indians. But in the small towns and among  

the less educated audience in cities there is still a 

demand for the old style Bollywood films with 

songs, dances and action. This is why some 

producers in Mumbai continue to make films in the 

old fashioned style.  

After the initial dilemma and indecision many 

producers decided to release their films on the 

ƛƴǘŜǊƴŜǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ 

At the same time there are still a hundred films 

which are waiting to be released in cinema halls 

because the producers feel that 

their films were made for the big 

screens and that is how they 

should be seen. The debate 

continues about which is better 

but by now most people have 

understood that the internet has 

a wider reach and can bring 

many more viewers. This in turn 

can bring more fame and 

recognition to the actors and 

directors. And the one-time 

payment can be a good thing for big production 

companies too because if the film is not popular and 

is seen by only a few people they still recover the 

money they have spent.   

Now that most people are indoors for the greater 

part of the day it has been a blessing for many to be 

able to watch new films, sitting at home, on the 

internet on OTT platforms by spending only a small 

sum of money for getting access to them. As they 

say, every cloud has a silver lining and this is a 

positive change that the pandemic has brought 

about. 

Sunayana Panda is a 
writer and an actress. She 
divides her time between 
London and 
Pondicherry in India. 
 

  

Amitabh Bachchan starring in "Gulabo Sitabo"   

Cinema 
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Alexander Shurbanov is at peace with trees 

Imtiaz Dharker, a poet who is our national 
ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜΣ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜǎ ŀ ǇƻŜǘΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǇǘƭȅΥ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In Shurbanov, words are emphatically coming back 
green! 
 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ŀƳōƛƎǳƛǘƛŜǎ ƛƴ {ƘǳǊōŀƴƻǾΩǎ ǇƻŜƳǎΦ 
Art is always suggestive and he fulfils that promise. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There are two ways these lines play out. In both, 
ǇƻŜǘΩǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ōƻǳƎƘΤ ŀǎ ŀ 
cliché would have it, no one knows which way the 
wind is blowing! For the last two lines; the first 
impression is that the poet is listening to this 
despair and his gaze is grounded. But he hears a 
bird, a change, and looks up in hope. In the other, 
it implies that before this despair, when the poet 
looked, the bough had a bird perched on it. Now 
that it has abandoned the tree, a song that was life 
is no more; leaving the tree waving its bough in 
despair at the loss. When poems are simple and 
well-distilled, they are less drilled, but more subtle 
in creating layers of different perceptions and 
meaning. That is a trick to the beauty Shurbanov 
has mastered in his poems. There is a contradicting 
and deceptive parallax in this poem. It creates its 
own anguish. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In BEFORE LEAVES FALL, he tackles ageing in more 
reflective manner. Rust of our life can be perceived 
as patina. A bark of a tree can make us imagine a 
skin of an old person. Weathered by a tree or a 
man, the battering is forgotten, but the sign, the 
rust, remains with both. It depends on us how we 
look at things in our life. Once, while training for a 
management job, I remember it hammered into us 

ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŀŘ ŘŀȅΗ  

Hence, ΨThe morning sun makes them/ look 
ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΣΩ points to a positive outlook we can 
have of what we have. However, like a 
contemplative tree, a poised look allows us to 
accept reality in a more philosophical manner: 
But we know better./We ς trees and I ς/ look at 
each other/and one by one/(for the umpteenth 
time)/silently count our leaves. 

 
 

In Shurbanov,, I have discovered calmness, poise, 

and a balanced view we all must learn from 

standing next to a tree and understanding their 

being. What is dissimilar can often only be 

observed or extracted in a meaningful expression 

by a great poet with profound imagination.  

 

See how Imtiaz Dharker plays with fruits and 

trees in these lines: 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
That brings me to a conclusion ending with lines 
ŦǊƻƳ {ƘǳǊōŀƴƻǾΩǎ  ¢I9 .[!/ƪ.9ww¸ L{ t99±L{IΣ 
in which he tackles the taste in his own way: 
 

These simple berries 
hold no attraction for the eyes 
but to the taste 
they are sweet and fragrant, 
and a tiny bit 
tart on the tongue. 
Like an unspoken love 
that has been mute too long. 

    A BOUGH  
    out my window 
    is shaking in despair. 
    Before I looked up 

    there was a bird there. 

      BEFORE LEAVES FALL 
 
       Chestnut trees are stained with rust. 
       Like the back of my hands. 
       The morning sun makes them 
       look handsome, 
      more handsome than ever. 
      But we know better. 
      We ς trees and I ς 
      look at each other 
      and one by one 
     (for the umpteenth time) 
     silently count our leaves. 

5ƻƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƳŀƴƎƻŜǎ ƻǊ ƎǳŀǾŀǎ 
or figs in your suitcase from Lahore, 
she said. Bring me instead  
from the giant tree on the magic continent 
the plump jamun fruit with the bloom 
of longing on the skin. 
 

Be sure to get there before the thieving 
parakeets. Under the tree spread out  
white sheets. Take a long stick  
and tap at a branch to surprise the fruit 
out of the tree. It will shower down,  
waterfall, fruitfall, on the shock of sheets 
that will turn purple with love. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
When you read such an elusive narrative at the 
ƭŜǾŜƭ ƻŦ ǘǊŜŜΩǎ ƳƛƴƛƳŀƭƛǎƳΣ ƧǳȄǘŀǇƻǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
profoundly revealing complexity of human 
emotions, you cannot but get haunted by its 
construal. You marvel at how the poet has 
zeroed into poetic beauty with no distractions. 
Shurbanov has received The Honorary Medal 
of Sofia University, the Hristo G. Danov 
National Prize for overall contribution to 
culture, and the ASKEER Award for 
contribution to the art of theatre. His poems 
are as unassuming as any tree standing in the 
forest, not bothered about us, but 
emphatically drawing us in their 
contemplative presence. Over the decades, he 
has taught English literature at the Universities 
of Sofia, London, California, and Albany. That 
leads to a surprise that he is a poet of extreme 
elegance and refinement with no weighing of 
academic words in his poems; you can say he 
stands more like trees in his poems. As in his 
ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇƻŜƳΣ Ψ¢ƘŜ /ǊƻǿƴΩΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ 
language at all and yet spoken through their 
presence and other media, such as birds. In it, 
he also confronts us with the human 
transgression with an alternate reality: 
 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 
The possessive humans with greed have land 
grabs, while a tree lives indifferently to such 
triviality. A question remains: how much have 
we learnt from nature and its magnanimity? 
Maybe this is the reason it speaks through 
birds from its branches. It captivates them. 
The poet questions but with knowledge of  the 
true answer. A question is posed to highlight it 
to you. 
 
 

    

Yogesh Patel received an MBE for literature in 

2020. His new collection of poems, The Rapids, 

is just published by The London Magazine. He 

runs Skylark Publications UK and a non-profit 

Word Masala project to promote SA diaspora 

literature. Extensively published, an award-

winning poet, he has also received the 

Freedom of the City of London.  

 

 

 
Alexander Shurbanov 

Scalino, ISBN 9786197043624 

THE TEARS 
 

Iƻǿ ŦǊŀƎǊŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜŘŀǊΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎΗ 

How silently they trickle 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƎƘ ǘǊǳƴƪΩǎ ŘŜŜǇ ǿǊƛƴƪƭŜǎΦ 

How clear those tears are 

and, oh, how heavy. 

LǘΩǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜƭŘ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 

And what is this weeping for? 

Such a huge tree! 

²Ƙȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ 

To anyone? 

The tree 
obtains its growing plot 
without a title deed. 
 

********  

How does  it captivate the birds? 

And you are on the threshold,  
 

a few pages fallen at your feet, rooted in the thought  
that you will feed the earth, 
 

that you will grow into a tree and the words  
will come back green. 

https://www.thelondonmagazine.org/product/the-rapids-by-yogesh-patel/
https://www.thelondonmagazine.org/product/the-rapids-by-yogesh-patel/


CONFLUENCE AUGUST 2021 

  
 

11 
 

A Retired New Jersey State Prosecutor follows his artistic passion! 
Astounding, hyper-realist graphite pencil art by Anthony Gartmond 

Anita Nahal 

For a poet increasingly looping 

into ekphrastic writing, and 

inherently a visual learner, the 

creative arts lead me to a 

plethora of contemplations. 

What, where, why and most 

importantly, how did they 

draw that! The latter is exactly 

my thought, every time I look 

at New Jersey retired 

prosecutor nee graphite 

pencil artist, Anthony 

DŀǊǘƳƻƴŘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŜƭƭƛƴƎ 

artwork. I am mesmerized and 

enthused to deliberate upon 

the process and the final 

product. As a child I used to 

doodle with pencil a lot--

flowers, houses, clothing 

designs, and my friends. 

Naught came of it as I was 

ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ǳǊƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳǊǎǳŜ ŀ άǊŜŀƭτput food on 

ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ŎŀǊŜŜǊέΗ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ŦƻǊ !ƴǘƘƻƴȅ 

DŀǊǘƳƻƴŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀŎƘŜƭƻǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ 

Political Science at Rutgers University, and later 

a juris doctor degree from Rutgers Law School, 

Gartmond established his professional legacy 

serving as a skilled and respected courtroom 

attorney and assistant prosecutor in New Jersey 

for thirty years. After retirement, he has been 

focusing on reviving his childhood dream of 

creating great pencil art, leading to splendid 

outcomes with several exhibitions and 

purchases by art connoisseurs and art lovers.  

Anthony's artwork has been successfully 

exhibited at WBGO Jazz 88.3 in Newark, NJ, 

Astah's Fine Art Gallery in Maplewood, NJ, 

Moody Jones Gallery in the Philadelphia, PA 

metro area, the Montclair Art Museum in 

Montclair, NJ, and at the celebrated Art in The 

Atrium exhibition in Morristown, NJ. His work 

also currently appears on the online gallery of 

Philadelphia's renowned October Gallery. In 

addition, Gartmond has been honored with a 

fine arts award by the Association of Black 

Women Lawyers, and by the New Jersey State 

Bar Association, for whom he was the featured 

artist in a 2021 Black History Month exhibition.  

LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ƻǊ ǉǳƛŎƪ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ 
Gartmond. He has spent the last several years, 
since retirement, honing his skills. His work-ethic 
ƛǎ ǊƛƎƻǊƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǳǘŜƭȅ ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭƛƴŜŘΧ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƴŘ 
hours of drawing, meticulously ensuring scale, 
depth, and emotions, and spending innumerable 
sleepless moments perfecting his work.  

While relatively young to the field of graphite 
art, Anthony Gartmond holds promise that will 
far outstretch many. His greatest strength as he 
ǎŀȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƘƛǎΣ άǇŀtience 
ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊǎŜǾŜǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘǳǊǊȅΦέ Iƛǎ 
attention to detail as seen in hands, eyes, 
wrinkles, tears, and varied expressions, as well 
as in the play of light and shade depicting night 
ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜΦ Lƴ DŀǊǘƳƻƴŘΩǎ ŀǊǘΣ L 
am reminded of the mysticism in the hyper-
realist drawings of Italian artist Diego Fazio, or 
the photographic impressionism found in the 
drawings of German artist Dirk Dzimirsky, or the 
everyday life found in the drawings of Scottish 
artist Paul Cadden. This eclectic combination 

ƳŀƪŜǎ DŀǊǘƳƻƴŘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǎǘǊƛƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ 
heavy pencil strokes generating urgency in the 
viewer, and at times the light strokes give the 
feeling of looking at an old photograph in a 
ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŀƭōǳƳ ƻŦ ȅŜǎǘŜǊȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ 
element of a unique ethereal dimension in 
DŀǊǘƳƻƴŘΩǎ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ 
stepping into them, being part of the moments 
depicted. I am delighted to share that some of 
my poems in my next volume of poetry have 
been written on his highly thought provoking 
and appealing art.  

https://artspaces.kunstmatrix.com/en/exhibitio
n/4338149/2021-mips-black-history-month-art-
exhibit-featuring-anthony-gartmond   

Or visit his website at: 

https://www.gartmondcompositions.com/about  
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