


UNIT- I  

 

Purdha 

 

Purdah I 
One day they said she was old enough to learn some shame. 
She found it came quite naturally. 
Purdah is a kind of safety. 
The body finds a place to hide. 
The cloth fans out against the skin 
much like the earth falls 
on coffins after they put the dead men in. 
People she has known 
stand up, sit down as they have always done. 
But they make different angles 
in the light, their eyes aslant, 
a little sly. 
She half-remembers things 
from someone else's life, 
Perhaps from yours, or mine - 
carefully carrying what we do not own: 
between the thighs, a sense of sin. 
We sit still, letting the cloth grow 
a little closer to our skin. 
A light filters inward 
through our bodies' walls. 
Voices speak inside us, 
echoing in the spaces we have just left. 
She stands outside herself, 
sometimes in all four corners of a room. 
Wherever she goes, she is always 
inching past herself, 
as if she were a clod of earth 
and the roots as well, 
scratching for a hold 
between the first and second rib. 
Passing constantly out of her own hands 
into the corner of someone else's eyes… 
while doors keep opening 
inward and again 
inward. 
Purdah II 
The call breaks its back 
across the tenements: ‘Allah-u-Akbar'. 
Your mind throws black shadows 
on marble cooled by centuries of dead. 
A familiar script racks the walls. 
The pages of the Koran 



turn, smooth as old bones 
in your prodigal hands. 
In the tin box of your memory 
a coin of comfort rattles 
against the strangeness of a foreign land. 
* * * 
Years of sun were concentrated 
into Maulvi's fat dark finger 
hustling across the page, 
nudging words into your head; 
words unsoiled by sense, 
pure rhythm on the tongue. 
The body, rocked in time 
with twenty others, was lulled 
into thinking it had found a home. 
* * * 
The new Hajji, just fifteen, 
had cheeks quite pink with knowledge 
and eyes a startling blue. 
He snapped a flower off his garland 
and looked to you. 
There was nothing holy in his look. 
Hands that had prayed at Mecca 
dropped a sly flower on your book. 
You had been chosen. 
Your dreams were full of him for days. 
Making pilgrimages to his cheeks, 
You were scorched, 
long before the judgement, 
by the blaze. 
Your breasts, still tiny, grew an inch. 
The cracked voice calls again. 
A change of place and time. 
Much of the colour drains away. 
The brightest shades are in your dreams, 
A picture-book, a strip of film. 
The rest forget to sing. 
Evelyn, the medium from Brighton, 
said, ‘I see you quite different in my head, 
not dressed in this cold blue. 
I see your mother bringing you 
a stretch of brilliant fabric, red. 
Yes, crimson red, patterned through 
with golden thread.' 
There she goes, your mother, 
still plotting at your wedding 
long after she is dead. 
* * * 
They have all been sold and bought, 
the girls I knew, 



unwilling virgins who had been taught, 
especially in this strangers' land, to bind 
their brightness tightly round, 
whatever they might wear, 
in the purdah of the mind. 
They veiled their eyes 
with heavy lids. 
They hid their breasts, 
but not the fullness of their lips. 
* * * 
The men you knew 
were in your history, striding proud 
with heavy feet across a fertile land. 
A horde of dead men 
held up your head, 
above the mean temptations 
of those alien hands. 
You answered to your race. 
Night after virtuous night 
you performed for them. 
They warmed your bed. 
* * * 
A coin of comfort in the mosque 
clatters down the years of loss 
* * * 
You never met those men 
with burnt-out eyes, blood 
dripping from their beards. 
You remember the sun 
pouring out of Maulvi's hands. 
It was to save the child 
the lamb was sacrificed; 
to save the man, 
the scourge and stones. God was justice. 
Justice could be dread. 
But woman. Woman, 
you have learnt 
that when God comes 
you hide your head. 
* * * 
There are so many of me. 
I have met them, meet them every day, 
recognise their shadows on the streets. 
I know their past and future 
in cautious way they place their feet. 
I can see behind their veils, 
and before they speak 
I know their tongues, thick 
with the burr of Birmingham 
or Leeds. 



* * * 
Break cover. 
Break cover and let the girls with tell-tale lips. 
We'll blindfold the spies. Tell me 
what you did when the new moon 
sliced you out of purdah, 
your body shimmering through the lies. 
* * * 
Saleema of the swan neck 
and tragic eyes, knew from films 
that the heroine was always pure, 
untouched; nevertheless 
poured out her breasts to fill the cup 
of his white hands 
(the mad old artist with the pigeon chest) 
and marveled at her own strange wickedness. 
* * * 
Bought and sold, and worse, 
grown old. She married back home, 
as good girls do, 
in a flurry of red the cousin - 
hers or mine, I cannot know - 
had annual babies, then rebelled at last. 
At last a sign, behind the veil, 
of life; 
found another man, became another wife, 
and sank into the mould 
of her mother's flesh 
and mind, begging approval from the rest. 
Her neck is bowed as if she wears a hood. 
Eyes still tragic, when you meet her 
on the high street, 
and watchful as any creature 
that lifts its head and sniffs the air 
only to scent its own small trail of blood. 
* * * 
Naseem, you ran away 
and your mother burned with shame. 
Whatever we did, 
the trail was the same: 
the tear-stained mother, the gossip aunts 
looking for shoots to smother 
inside all our cracks. 
The table is laden 
and you are remembered 
among the dead. No going back. 
The prayer's said. 
And there you are with your English boy 
who was going to set you free, 
trying to smile and be accepted, 



always on your knees. 
* * * 
There you are, I can see you all now 
in the tenements up north. 
In or out of purdah. Tied, or bound. 
Shaking your box to hear 
how freedom rattles… 
one coin, one sound. 

by Imtiaz Dharker 
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Other poems of DHARKER 
BATTLE-LINE 

Did you expect dignity? 
 
All you see is bodies 
crumpled carelessly, and thrown 
away. 

When the copperplate cracks 

(Theatrum Orbis Terrarum) 
 
So this is how it is done, one hand inching 
round the coast to map its ins and outs, 
to mark the point where ink may kiss 
the river's mouth, or blade make up 
a terra incognita, an imagined south. 
 
This is where the needle turns to seek 
a latitude, where acid bites the naked shore 
and strips the sea till it is nothing 
more than metallic light. The lived terrain 
comes face to face with its mirror image 
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on the page, the world made up 
and made again from sheets of ore, slept in, 
loved in, tumbled, turned until the copper 
buckles. You see it clearly in the print, 
the place where metal 
 
has been wounded, mended, where the hand 
attempts to heal the breakline in the heart. 

A century later 

The school-bell is a call to battle, 
every step to class, a step into the firing-line. 
Here is the target, fine skin at the temple, 
cheek still rounded from being fifteen. 
 
Surrendered, surrounded, she 
takes the bullet in the head 
 
and walks on. The missile cuts 
a pathway in her mind, to an orchard 
in full bloom, a field humming under the sun, 
its lap open and full of poppies. 
 
This girl has won 
the right to be ordinary, 
 
wear bangles to a wedding, paint her fingernails, 
go to school. Bullet, she says, you are stupid. 
You have failed. You cannot kill a book 
or the buzzing in it. 
 
A murmur, a swarm. Behind her, one by one, 
the schoolgirls are standing up 
to take their places on the front line. 

Bloom 

You are nothing more than yourself, 
not a message sent to change the world, 
not here to save mankind or even me. You are, 
 
like a snail or mollusc, only there; 
like a leaf among thousands on a tree, 
like the sea or the smallest of its creatures, 
 
just there. And yet, and yet I watch your face 
and see a star waking in your eyes 
like sap-rise to a leaf, tide-rush to the moon. 
 
I try to live the life inside your head, think 
what you are thinking, feel what makes 
your heart beat fast, small body, small weight 
 
in my arms. More than my self, I want to know 
you. This is the gift you give. Cradling you close 
I feel the world and all its waking life. 
 
Holding you, I hold the world, 
wishing it for ever safe. 
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Blüte 

Du bist nicht mehr als du selbst, 
kein Eilbrief, geschickt, um die Welt zu ändern, 
um die Menschheit zu retten, oder mich. Du bist, 
 
wie eine Schnecke, ein Weichtier, einfach da; 
wie ein Blatt unter tausenden an einem Baum, 
wie das Meer, die kleinste Kreatur darin, 
 
einfach da. Und doch schaue ich in dein Gesicht 
und sehe einen Stern in deinen Augen wachen, 
wie Nährsaft für das Blatt, Gezeitenrausch dem Mond. 
 
Ich will das Leben in deinem Kopf leben, denken, 
was du denkst, fühlen, was ein Herz schneller 
schlagen lässt, kleiner Körper, leichte Schwere 
 
in meinem Arm. Mehr als mich selbst möchte ich dich 
erkennen. Das ist die Gabe, die du gibst. Wenn ich dich 
umschlungen halte, fühle ich Welt, ihr waches Leben. 
 
Wenn ich dich halte, halte ich Welt, 
wünsche, dass sie immer sicher wär. 
 
aus dem Englischen von Uljana Wolf 

Blessing 

The skin cracks like a pod. 
There never is enough water. 
 
Imagine the drip of it, 
the small splash, echo 
in a tin mug, 
the voice of a kindly god. 
 
Sometimes, the sudden rush 
of fortune. The municipal pipe bursts, 
silver crashes to the ground 
and the flow has found 
a roar of tongues. From the huts, 
a congregation: every man woman 
child for streets around 
butts in, with pots, 
brass, copper, aluminium, 
plastic buckets, 
frantic hands, 
 
and naked children 
screaming in the liquid sun, 
their highlights polished to perfection, 
flashing light, 
as the blessing sings 
over their small bones. 
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Summary  

 

IMTIAZ DHARKER- A STUDY IN PRESCRIPTIVE SOCIAL AND RELIGIOUS 

SANCTIONS 

Imtiaz Dharker- A Study in Prescriptive 

Social and Religious Sanctions 

 
From Neil Astley on Vimeo 

By Prof. R.K. Bhushan 

From www.liberiaseabreeze.com 

Imtiaz Dharker (1954-) lives with the passion of an undaunted rebel, not to 

retreat and not to fail. The intensity and eloquence of her life and poetic 

accomplishment have dumbfounded the male-chauvinists and have left her 

female counterparts in soaring spirits not only inside the Islamic social, 

cultural and religious setup but also outside it. That is why her life and poetry 

make a fascinating study in the crushing indictment of the suppressive 

prescriptions against the freedom, dignity and respectful living of women, 

especially in the Muslim society. Imtiaz confirms our convictions that socio-

cultural and socio-religious restrictions on women have robbed them of all 

their potentialities leaving them not only physically and mentally handicapped 

but also psychological wrecks age after age. The lived experiences of Imtiaz 

have been honestly expressed in her poetry with the courage of conviction. 

Her humanistic and feministic concerns with her anguish and agony, 

sympathy and protest give the message silently, though its deafening explosion 

has been felt everywhere. That is the reason that her rebellion has caused a 

flutter in the petticoats of the guardians of orthodox religion, custodians of 

culture and the pettifogging politicians. The substance, spirit and style of her 

daily living hold everyone to sway. 

Imtiaz Dharker belongs to that generation of post-independence women poets 

who have given a convincing assurance that Indian English Poetry matches 

the best anywhere. Among these poets, we may include Kamla Das, Melanie 

Silgardo, Sujata Bhatt, Eunice de Souza, Mamta Kalia, Tara Patel etc. They 

have not only broadened the thematic concerns of Indian English Poetry but 

also shown how words and images – simple, suggestive and highly evocative – 

can recite the music of their anguish and agony, their irritations and humor, 

their observations and reflections with no sign of pretension. This serious and 

well-considered response to the observed and lived experiences is a drama of 

daily life here and there poeticized. Not only the technical excellence but also 
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the pain and poignancy endured in suffocation and suppression have found a 

justifiable outlet in their creative instinct. 

Indian women writing poetry is not a new phenomenon in literature. It is 

quite old. Eunice de Souza tells us: “Women have been writing poetry in India 

since about 1000 B.C. on religious and secular themes, and it is among these 

rather more distant ancestors that contemporary women writers are likely to 

find congenial voices and styles.” Eunice de Souza goes on to trace their great 

verse accomplishment till today. The emotion and passion and the gusto of 

their expression abundantly reveal what poetic power and poetic gift are in 

these instruments of the harmonies of nature. More abundant and fulfilling is 

the promise of fast increasing number of the buds and flowers and twigs 

arranged, displayed and placed in all their spontaneity in the bouquets of 

female poetic artistry and accomplishment today. Female voice is divinely 

gifted with harmony and musicality if sung in creativity, not otherwise. So the 

orchestra of female voices is presented best with all its magic and melody 

when the male sensibilities are well-attuned to it. May be the modesty of male 

–chauvinism forbids the acknowledgement of their own past monopolistic 

gains and the present sense of their loss! Imtiaz obviously and rightly has a 

proud claim to be among them. The present study includes only Purdah group 

of poems and “I Speak For the Devil” and her “Postcards from god” and “The 

Terrorist at My Table” have been deliberately kept out of purview for such is 

the demand of the present venture. 

Imtiaz Dharker regards herself as a Scottish Calvinist Muslim and her poetry 

is a confluence of three cultures. It reflects and depicts her deeply sensitive 

and keenly insightful understanding and response to these three cultures. Her 

sincerity in handling the issues of social, cultural and religious significance 

sensitizes the reader equally well. The delicacy and the tenderness that run in 

her silky strains awakens us to the wrongs and songs of the daily life of women 

under the norms, rules and sanctions laid down by the patriarchal society for 

power dynamics. She captures even the fleeting moments and thoughts with 

the rare touch of the artist who is heart and soul, mind and spirit, body and 

intellect, integrally and indispensably associated with all that is the fragile 

fabric of life. The surety Imtiaz gives and the impact she creates in so doing 

leaves the reader stunned. The exquisite simplicity of her style lends to her 

poems an inimitable brilliant conversation, a lively and stinging comment 

trapping us in the enchanting romance of The 1000 Nights deconstructed as a 

morale-booster to feminism. 

Purdah has been sung and celebrated age after age in poetry, films and 

common parlance. With the rise of feminism and its becoming a world-wide 

rage, a force, purdah is seen in new light and new perspectives. We know 

that purdah is associated with Muslim women only, although in parts of 

Indian society also, even today, purdah is observed and the tradition adhered 



to in the same spirit of social and cultural prescription. However, purdah has 

greater socio-cultural and socio-religious association for Muslim women, 

educated or uneducated, advanced or backward, prosperous or penurious. 

There is an injunction to the Prophet in “The Koran” which reads as follows: 

“O Prophet! Tell thy wives and thy daughters and the women of the believers 

to draw their cloaks close round them (When they go abroad). That will be 

better, that so they may be recognized and not annoyed…..” – ( Sur Azhab ) 

Obviously, Purdah was necessary in the beginning of Islam when the Arabian 

countries were torn by turmoil and social strife. Thus purdah ensured safety 

to women then and it also became a symbol of high status. 

However, today, purdah is viewed as a flagrant violation of the basic rights, 

freedoms and dignity of women. Purdah is treated as symbol of repression on 

women as it is devastatingly ruinous to the personality of women. To be 

covered from head to foot in the black veil is more indispensable to Muslim 

women. There has been and is a sporadic revolt and heated controversy in the 

print and electronic media against this practice to regenerate and rejuvenate 

female psyche. That is why its evils are viewed as outweighing its good. Imtiaz 

Dharker, with her social and cultural growth and lived experiences spanning 

three countries- Pakistan, England and India- has shown her subtle artistry in 

exposing the Purdah System in her title poems, poems related to it, in all its 

complexes of theme and style. The symbolism inherent in purdah also finds its 

subtlety and simplicity in alien cultural setting. 

“Purdah-I”and “Purdah-II” need to be read with “Honour Killing”, “Prayer”, 

“Grace” and “Battle-line.” This group of poems is packed with vast 

immensities. We have a fine experience of the force of courage and the force of 

conviction in the landscape of Imtiaz’s poetry, though her poetic potentiality 

is no less strong in other poems. “Purdah-I” is a discreet protest and an 

eloquent criticism of the tradition of veil strictly sanctioned and imposed on 

Muslim women. Our attention is focused on the turning point in the life of a 

Muslim girl when she suddenly becomes conscious of her sexual growth, 

others are perhaps more conscious. 

“One day they said 

she was old enough to learn some shame.” 

And – 

“Purdah is a kind of safety. 

…………………………… 

The cloth fans out against the skin 

much like the earth that falls 

on coffins after they put the dead men in.” 



The conservative society, cautious and conscious, must teach her some 

manners, decorum and dignity for the woman in the purdah is – 

“carefully carrying what we do not own: 

between the thighs, a sense of sin.” 

People around are the same; their looks are changed with a purpose – 

“But they make different angles 

in the light, their eyes aslant, 

a little sly.” 

They notice her shame but purdah is a protection against undesirable, vulgar 

and vile looks of staring people. So Eunice de Souza regards “purdah not just 

as concealing garment but as state of mind.” Purdah is suppressive and 

deadening to the intellectual awakening and growth of a woman and it is 

damaging to her personality. Purdah is a symbol of alienation and isolation 

from the outside world. It is a wall between the woman and the world. The 

result is that she is devoid of the first hand experience and the enlightenment 

this world has to offer. There is nothing refreshing in it; it curbs and restricts 

the speech and full expression; it is a repression of will and choice. Her mind 

and memory are stuffed with impressions from other women; their 

consciousness of sex and the feeling of sin associated with it grow to a stifle – 

“Voices speak inside us.” 

Her plight is really miserable and evokes sympathy- 

“Wherever she goes, she is always 

inching past herself, 

as if she were a clod of earth, 

and the roots as well……………..” 

And the doors opening inward and again inward reveal her seclusion. In fact, 

the poem is a self-examination of the purdahnasheen and also an honest and 

courageous scrutiny of other people. 

In “Battle-line”, Imtiaz better builds a situation depicting man-woman 

conflicts demarcating the boundary lines with check points and demolishing 

the same at will. The poetess questions – 

“Did you expect dignity?” 

The nations or the lovers or husband and wife behave the same after the 

battle-lines are drawn – 



“when the body becomes a territory 

shifting across uneasy sheets; 

when you retreat behind 

the borderline of skin. 

 

Turning, turning, 

Barbed wire sinking in.” 

Then the whole again is at peace- 

“Forgetful of hostilities 

until, in the quiet dawn, 

the next attack.” 

Here both the protagonists seem to have reached a tacit accord. 

 

“Prayer” is another poem of discrimination against women. The scene is set 

outside the mosque where the observer, perhaps the poetess herself, is denied 

entry. She expresses her strong resentment against man’s writ which runs 

large here also in the house of God and He has also yielded to man’s dictate. 

We are told that “The place is full of worshippers”, all poor; their sandals 

with soles, heels and thongs “forming a perfect pattern of need” are ragged 

and mended many times. They are thrown together in a heap – 

“like a thousand prayers 

washing against the walls of God.” 

They appear to be the hopeful prayers of the poor. The observer is quite 

ironical when she questions out of sheer curiosity – 

“What prayers are they whispering?” 

and- 

“What are they whispering?” 

The answer to this question lies in not saying anything and the message is 

conveyed in willful and tactical silence, in the subtle irony of the question 

itself. 

Imtiaz has killed many birds with no stone but the best is yet to be in her 

“Purdah-II” where the lioness is fiercest in her silence and kaleidoscopic 

depiction of the veiled Muslim women in an alien social, cultural, political and 

religious atmosphere. We hear the compassionate voice of the speaker but not 

her views. This voice forcefully expresses her serious humanistic and 

feministic concerns and the poetess achieves marvelous artistic success in the 

fulfillment of her poetic purpose. 



However, another great poem, a high tragedy, deserves to be briefly discussed 

before this remarkably dramatic lyric. That high tragedy is “Honour Killing”, 

the first poem in “I speak For the Devil”. 

It so happened that a young woman was brutally shot dead in her lawyer’s 

office in Lahore in 1999. None else but her family did so. It was a poignantly 

moving and heart-rending scene. What was her crime? She had asked for a 

divorce. Instead of having the heart, or for that purpose even head, to 

condemn the killing at any level, it was welcomed as “honour killing”. 

Imtiaz Dharker’s sensitivity could not remain dumb or mum and it burst 

forth in her poem “Honour Killing”. It’s reading makes a powerful impact 

and it sensitizes the reader, awakens and rouses his conscience to the urgent 

feminist concerns. She says: 

“At last I’m taking off this coat, 

this black coat of a country 

that I swore for years was mine, 

………………………………….. 

this black veil of a faith 

that made me faithless 

to myself, 

that tied my mouth, 

gave my god a devil’s face, 

and muffled my own voice. 

What is left in after the easy cage of bone is squeezed and what is left out? The 

closing of the poem reveals greater dimensions of tragedy: 

“Let’s see 

what I am out here, 

making, crafting, 

plotting 

at my new geography.” 

The poetess understands the gravity of the situation and strongly feels that 

women must voice their conscience and protest against such deadening 

discriminations and devastating sanctions. Initially the price may be high and 

the tragedy too deep for tears but it is earnestly desired for the freedom and 

happiness of the future generations of women suffocating and rotting in such 

an environment. Of course, this world of dark rationality has not been the 

same since then. Radical sensations and thinking have set in and the 

emboldened spirit has started showing itself even within those confines and 

with considerable success. Not riddance but reformation is in sight. 



“Purdah-II” is more elaborate, more dramatic and more eloquent in voicing 

the imminent concerns of lasting significance. It is a poem about many women 

and all merge into one. The movement of the poem reminds us of T.S. Eliot’s 

“The Waste Land”. All these women in the poem merge into one woman; they 

all serve the same servitude – physical, psychological, social and cultural. 

Those who try to break cover with the hope and dream of a free new world 

face uncertainty and suffer excommunication. So the poem is an undaunted 

criticism of the way the society works against the freedom, dignity, will and 

choice of women even in alien land, here England. 

The tenet of the Islamic faith, “Allah-u-Akbar”, comes as a reassurance and a 

comfort even there. The early morning call comes and the mind throws black 

shadows on the marble. The speaker reveals how Muslim women 

offer namaaz in a strange land. 

A group of twenty women hears the mechanical recitation from the hustling 

pages of the holy Koran without understanding a world, its meaning or sense. 

This is the shallowness of the traditional education with no light of knowledge. 

These words are nudged into the head as a pure rhythm on the tongue. They 

rock their bodies to this rhythm and this gives to them a sense of belonging. 

The 15- year old, new Hajji who had cheeks pink with knowledge and 

startling blue eyes, throws a flower slyly on the book before a girl. It was the 

offering of the same hand with which he had prayed at Mecca. Imtiaz 

observes the sanctity of prayer in this sanctity of love. The impact of this 

incident was so powerful that it brought about a great physical and 

psychological change in the girl and she was unmindful of the punishment on 

the Doom’s Day. 

“you were scorched 

long before the judgement, 

by the blaze. 

 

Your breasts, still tiny, grew an inch.” 

This was a turning point in her life and her dreams were colored with the 

brightest shades. A girl from Brighton, Evelyn, noticed this blooming change 

in her – 

“I see you quite different in head.” 

This results in her traditional marriage. All these girls are fated to live and die 

with no will or choice of their own. They are “unwilling virgins” who had been 

taught to bind – 



“their brightness tightly round, 

whatever they might wear, 

in the purdah of the mind.” 

This veil is not only a concealing garment but a purdah of the mind. And – 

“ They have all been sold and bought.” 

Men who appeared in their life earlier or men about whom they dreamed are 

thing of the past, a matter of history. These girls feel a sense of pride in them 

and surrendered gladly to each other’s passionate delights – 

“Night after virtuous night, 

You performed for them, 

They warmed your bed.” 

Faith alone makes up for the years of loss. They made many sacrificial 

ceremonies to save the man and the child and what tense and dreadful 

moments those were looking to and waiting for the justice of God. 

“ God was justice, 

Justice could be dread.” 

How ironical it is that these women have to observe purdah from God even! 

The mood of the speaker is calm and poised throughout and the voice evokes 

compassion for the sorry mess in the life of these girls and women. The poetess 

awakens us to the degrading and dehumanizing effect of this social, cultural 

and religious sanction. The speaker is well-acquainted with many of such 

women – their past and their present. She has a round of daily meetings with 

them and – 

“I can see behind their veils.” 

She can even recognize the region to which they belong before they speak. 

Some of these women dare and break cover, these ghosts of the girls. The 

speaker wants to share the experiences of these females who have been 

reduced to mere ghosts in such inhuman conditions. 

“ Tell me 

what you did when the new moon 

sliced you out of purdah, 

your body shimmering through the lies.” 

The speaker tells us about two girls, the swan-necked and tragic-eyed, 

Saleema and Naseem. Saleema had learnt from the films that the heroine was 



always pure and untouched. She surrendered herself to the passion of the mad 

old artist and wondered “ at her own strange wickedness.” Still there is worse 

in store. She gains age after losing her youth and womanhood in the 

continuing process of being bought and sold, annual pregnancies and 

marrying again. Then a revolt? Again she receives a sign of life behind the 

veil, finds another man and becomes another wife, begging approval from the 

rest. She is badly bowed under the burden of such a life. 

 

Naseem’s elopement brought shame and disgrace to the family. She was 

remembered among the dead at Moharram. Her encounter with the English 

boy brought to her a promise of freedom. Still these women behind the veil 

are always on their knees. Social, cultural and religious sanction and 

prescription this purdah is for the women in male-chauvinistic Muslim society. 

And how devastating it is to the female personality and psyche! 

Ranjit Hoskote in his Review published in “The Times of India” writes, 

“In “Purdah” she memorializes the between-ness of a traveller 

between cultures, exploring the dilemmas of negotiations among 

countries, lovers, children……..” 

The interview of Imtiaz Dharker with Arundhati Subramaniam was 

published in “The Hindu” and he said, 

“Dharker’s poetic journey is an interesting one to 

map. Purdah (1989), her first book, explored a somewhat interior 

politics through an exploration of the multiple resonances of the 

veil. The result was a work of rich texture and obliquity - of doors 

“opening inward and again inward,” of the subtle interplay of 

advance and retreat across “the borderline of skin.” 

Purdah-I and Purdah-II are marvelous modern poems of a living Indian 

English poetic genius who herein shows the undaunted conviction and revolt 

against a highly sensitive and explosive issue pertaining to the emancipation of 

women from a society with deep-rooted conservatism. The significance and 

insignificance of this social, cultural and religious prescription in the alien 

culture with ignominious liberal social setting has also been revealed with 

equal ease and poise. And Imtiaz does so on her own terms and none can dare 

watch the tragic drama behind and beyond the veil otherwise! 

The Review of Imtiaz’s Poetry in “Poetry International” observes: 

“With I Speak For the Devil, the poetry journeys further. The 

landscapes of the self, the metro and the country expand to 

embrace the world. If the starting point of Purdah was life behind 



the veil, the starting point of the new book is the strip-tease, 

where the claims of nationality, religion and gender are cast off, 

to allow an exploration of new territories, the spaces between 

countries, cultures and religion.” 

Surely, here, the vision of Imtiaz is broadened into all-embracive 

cosmopolitanism smoothly crossing all geographical, historical, religious, 

cultural and social boundaries and the subject of humanitarianism has been 

superbly handled. In these poems, numbering above seventy with, Imtiaz 

Dharker appears at her best. The poems in this book, even if read at a stretch, 

slide with the inexhaustible variety of images of the devil in all the three 

sections of the book, although the middle section forming the title holds the 

centre stage. Each piece reverberates with the message against the torn and 

terrifying conditions of life here and there and everywhere. The irony in the 

smiling welcome to the devil doesn’t go unnoticed even by a casual reader of 

poetry which becomes a serious business later. These poems are, in fact, “a 

criticism of life under the conditions fixed for such a criticism by the laws of 

poetic truth and poetic beauty.” It is not an escape from personality; it is a 

sound expression of personality to live full-blooded life. To be more precise 

and exact, these poems redefine life in the face of new potential challenges. 

The total emphasis of Imtiaz is on courage and conviction, honesty and 

humanity to fulfill the purpose of living hither. 

Imtiaz is comfortably at ease and never loses her calm or disturbs her poise 

while she is dealing with or handling the sensitive strains of politics or 

poetry, purdah or pretension, virtue or virility, sexuality or sanction, grace or 

gaudiness. Her soul feels the torture and atrocity, agony and anguish and, 

then she raves in her songs with the artistry felt only in the poetic pilgrimages 

of the masters. The divisions and boundaries-raised, erected and created 

geographically, historically, culturally, socially or religiously, by man are 

looked down upon as the bogeys and ghosts of the devil in man. She wants to 

demolish them all so that man as man moves unrestricted and unrestrained 

wherever, whenever and however he likes. 

The message of One-God, One-World and One-Man resounds with a rare 

magnanimity and prophetic yearning. Her vision of cosmopolitanism haunts 

us with the rarity of emotional and humanistic arousal. This agony of the 

universal soul finds its honest expression in “Not a Muslim Burial” where she 

devoutly wishes her body to be burnt, and not buried, so that her ashes are 

scattered with all her creation and its instruments mixed in it in a country she 

never visited. Or her body be left in a running train moving to unvisited and 

unseen country. How poignant is the closing of this lyric! 

“No one must claim me. 

on the journey I will need 



no name, no nationality. 

Let them label the remains 

Lost property.” 

Devil is a lad-of-all-work; devil is a dad-of-all-work; devil is do-all; devil is 

woo-all. It appears that even God is helpless at the hands of the Devil. In a 

very little piece, “The devil to god”, we hear devil’s devilry to God: 

“Dear Sir, 

I’m a fan of all your programmes, 

but the promos are bad. 

Who writes your scripts? 

Can I apply?” 

Devil awakens god to the bitter truth that those who serve and promote the 

Kingdom of God in the human world are far from being His devotees. These 

lines are an unsaid and un-promised assurance to The Master, “Sir”, to do 

better justice to the implementation of his programmes. Not only this, God 

himself is unaware of how the angels in His employ are misusing the divine 

powers and authority and all His programmes are a miscarriage in the human 

world. 

Whatever consummates in delivery is a poor miserable achievement and 

fulfillment. Even the devil is ashamed that how his plan or programme was 

misrepresented. If such are God’s script writers, devil would like to apply for 

the job and has the sure confidence that he would do better than god’s own 

men. Imtiaz comes to believe in “Possession” that: 

“The devil is a territory 

that lets you believe you belong, 

happy when you worship 

at the mirrors.” 

Everywhere there are devils. They may have different forms, shapes, uniforms 

and figures. Those who believe that they can get rid of the devil are sadly 

mistaken. She says: 

“Strange, the spies wear all the uniforms 

of holy men and patriots, the saffron, green, 

the smear of ash. 

 

If you think this thing 

sprouting demon wings 

is planning to get off your back 

you’re wrong.” 



That is why, the devil has the honest courage to advise in “The devil’s advice”: 

“The bigots have better 

sound-bytes. 

Shut up 

and eat your food.” 

The poetry of Imtiaz has an inimitable touch of simplicity and spontaneity in 

all their profundity. This lends an added force to her thought and emotion. 

This “spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings” is everywhere in her poetic 

landscape and the effortless ease with which Imtiaz conveys her message 

creates an atmosphere of purity, freshness and innocence symbolic of nature 

untouched and undisturbed by the craftiness and crookedness of human 

civilization which has given birth to corrupt metropolitan culture with its 

debased social, economic, political and religious values leaving man under 

severe stress and strain. Devils alone are privileged licensees and we have a 

variety of cheats, pimps, spivs and scamsters influencing the daily working of 

human society. In the poems wherein the spokesman is the devil himself, 

Imtiaz is unsparing and relentless without losing her innocence and poise. In 

“The Devil’s Day”, she says: 

“The other bastard’s had his day. 

Now it’s my turn. 

Give me half a chance 

And you’ll see things my way.” 

She also reflects on: 

“the small seed 

of love in the wrong place.” 

In one of her shorter lyrics, “In Bed with The Devil”, Imtiaz makes us realize 

the force of devil’s working: 

“He’s at it again, 

making pacts for power, 

hoping for a shower of goodies 

if he plays it right.” 

The poets too sacrifice all their concern for art, society and humanity when it 

comes to their survival. What can be more ironical? In “The Devil to The 

Poet”, the poet is straightforward to tell us that to play politics and to work 

for politics is indispensable to the existence of the poet. The poets meddle into 

politics whatever be their pretensions about their commitment. She says: 



“Don’t pretend that you’re 

above all this, 

when it comes to survival, 

all your pretty words 

and delicate observations 

boil right down 

to politics.” 

In “Mischief-maker”, the poetess feels the haunting presence of Shaitan in 

front, behind, around and everywhere. It is his omnipresence that has its 

haloed influence on our life everywhere. In another poem, “The Location”, we 

have a clear vision of such a presence: 

“The devil was in me, 

walking in my feet, 

living in my clothes, 

owning one half 

of my heartbeat.”’ 

Imtiaz finds TV no less a devil in the poem “Remote Control” that flickers to 

life: 

“called up from another plane, 

moans, 

takes on tongues, 

tongues of angels, 

tongues of devils, 

tongues of men.” 

You can’t trust anyone. It is not possible to share your secrets with anyone. 

Once you share your heart with anyone, you are undone. At the same time, 

who keeps secrets? Only devil. In “Secrets”, the poetess says: 

“Keeping secrets is the devil’s work. 

But who shall I tell my secrets to?” 

People with honest and straightforward living feel worst when they have to 

conceal anything to themselves: 

“Keeping secrets is the way 

the devil finds to eat my heart.” 

That is why Arshad’s uncle from Bradford switched off the TV set one day 

while all in the family were watching it. The uncle dragged it out, smashed the 

screen and carted the corpse away to the dump while everybody was left 



dumbfounded. And the uncle was the happiest of the souls in “Dealing with 

The Devil” when he said: 

“One devil had been dealt with, 

You have to star somewhere………” 

This was perhaps the daring start of Arshad’s uncle to kill other devils in 

similar feats of encounter. 

In another masterpiece, “Greater Glory”, Imtiaz exposes the hypocritical and 

shameful conduct of man when she reveals the humiliating plight of God. She 

says: 

“God was hijacked long ago, 

held hostage in empty churches, 

desecrated temples, 

broken mosques.” 

In fact, the poetess has expressed her disgust for the prescriptive religion 

which has taken away or brutally crushed the humanity in humans. Where is 

the holiness and divinity of God and where is the faith and devotion of man? 

The freedom, frankness and fearlessness of Imtiaz deserve an honest pat! Her 

gentle mock, subtle irony and rapacious raillery in the totality of human 

conduct on the existential level transcended into absurdity have a well-defined 

obligation to man as man. This man, djin-possessed, devil-enamored and god-

beleaguered, is conflict-ridden, torn-asunder, lulled and dulled by the 

debasing and dehumanizing socio-religious practices. And then there would 

be an exciting fun and festival on the Day of Judgement. “Last House-Full 

Show” is a lively and hilarious scene in the theatre packed beyond capacity. 

God, the Almighty, sits in judgement with the Heads of the States and the 

Heads of the Governments. The entire mass of mankind, the good and the 

bad, the tyrants and the terrorists, yankee boys and girls, poor and the prey, 

powerful on the dais and the helpless sufferers in the auditorium- all are in a 

festival mood. Look! 

“jostling into the balcony 

and the stalls, all 

the heavenly hordes with their wings 

rolled up, god up there 

eating popcorn with the VIPs, 

the devil squeezed 

into the back row with 

the bad girls and boys.” 

We are assured that- 



“The last judgement won’t be boring.” 

It is not to be a documentary or a black and white- 

“ but your 

mis-spent life in glorious technicolor, 

90mm, dolby digital 

…………………………. 

What a spectacle of 

“Prime Ministers dancing on top 

of trains, politicians stashing 

notes in bedsheets, big 

women in bullet-proof capes”, 

more and more. A huge crowd outside clamoring and begging for tickets, the 

black marketeers doing a roaring business. A King Kong hand could have 

brought about a devastating calamity but some miracle saved them all. No one 

waits to see the scroll of credits or discredits. People are still rushing from all 

corners. Suddenly the show comes to an end as – 

“A breath 

begins and lifts, lifts 

us off the balcony 

into empty air, and there, 

everywhere around us, among the feet, 

the wings and floating popcorn, 

fingers unclurl, god opens 

the closed fist.” 

We experience that the subtle and delicate use of irony in Imtiaz is more a 

message than a weapon; weapon often fails, the message never, may be it takes 

a little longer. In “Slit”, she tells us about how men keep on plotting for 

revenge and use callousness and cunning in the process: 

“Men have a rare genius 

for revenge. 

Spare me, 

I don’t know how the system works. 

………………………………………. 

Ask the men carrying 

holy books. 

Ask god. 

He knows.” 



Here some dignitary is blown to pieces by a garland so sweetly and 

obsequiously offered to welcome, to idolize. And the idolization was there and 

it shook the world. Hence this tenderly expressed concern and anguish 

lauding men’s rare genius for revenge is known only to men carrying holy 

books, not holy men, and to omniscient God! We see and feel that Imtiaz 

expresses herself honestly and in an enviously direct manner without any 

sense of fear or loss. She exposes such powers, our Saviors, who decide all 

havoc and disaster, hullabulloo, social tensions and the daily round of life. In 

“Saviors”, we are told: 

“It’s hard to say 

who’s is on which side. 

All the murderers are wearing 

masks, 

with god’s face painted on.” 

These are highly suggestive lines about masks for men and masks for women. 

And they are all “the defenders of the faith.” 

Imtiaz feels that man is unjustly suffering when God and devil are engaged in 

fierce struggle to establish their supremacy and sovereignty. She suggests that 

it should be a war of power and pluck, politics and diplomacy, wits and hits, 

between God and devil only. Let God’s angels and Devil’s diplomats hold 

conclave to avoid confrontation at any level. They have their own territories to 

rule. Why should man be bruised or branded, crushed or crutched in this 

eternal hostility? The poetess tells God and Devil in direct terms in the poem 

“Lines of Control” to settle their scores once and for all and decide their own 

kingdoms without making man a prey to their battle of wits. She says: 

“If you wanted to start a fight 

couldn’t you just have got on with it, 

the two of you, god and devil 

in deadly combat 

tearing at each other……. 

……………………………… 

but of all the battlegrounds 

you could have chosen 

why did you pick on me?” 

This is a highly symbolic poem packed with vast immensities. This short lyric 

brings out the maddening dilemma of man. He remains torn and tense all his 

life between what is good and what is bad, what is moral and what is immoral. 

All schools of thought have failed to help him in resolving this significant 

existential issue. So with all the glitter and gloom, delight and despair, pomp 

and paucity, prayers and pooh-poohs, absurdity is the outcome. All that man 



does to achieve a sense of belonging leads to alienation and isolation whether 

he is at the heights or at the bottom or dangling in the space like a Trinshaku. 

In such a helplessly conflicting situation, there is the glowing optimism that 

breeds our happiness. We can live better without thinking or doing evil to 

ourselves or to those who are connected with us. Shakespeare’s maxim in 

“Hamlet” seems to offer the best solution to rid man of his tearing  dilemma: 

“Nothing is good or bad but thinking makes it so.” Farewell! you both God and 

the Devil. In “Guardians”, we are told: 

“Strange how the guardians 

of our morals 

have jellyfish mouths 

and jamun eyes. 

…………………… 

Odd how, in those frequent mirrors, 

Your haloes don’t show up.” 

Then the firm resolution for salvation is daringly expressed in “In your face”- 

“In the face of adulterated gods, 

in the face of easy betrayal, 

in the face of your indifference 

 

I have assembled 

the rough materials to make 

my own salvation, 

………………………….. 

watch 

I’m a missile 

Falling upward.” 

Imtiaz is poignantly concerned with the contentious issue of virtue and vice, 

good and bad, moral and immoral. In all honesty, she wants to rid human life, 

afflicted with this torn-between-the divide, of this issue so that human is 

comfortable with life as it comes to him and as he wants to live it ignorant of 

the teasing question. Freedom from this unresolved teasing dilemma would let 

man live untroubled and un-tortured by God or the devil. Everywhere on this 

earth, both the regents, the supremos of their respective kingdoms, and now 

relentlessly invading the kingdom of man, have infected, intimidated and 

bullied happiness. So both should retreat to their territories with their legions 

and leave man to himself. 

We have not seen heaven or hell and we know nothing about their existence in 

geography or in spaces but all religious teachings regulate our conduct here 



with their hope and fear. Or we know only that we have decorated these 

kingdoms with immortality and we are mortals here. 

Even in other poems like “Being good in Glasgow”, “Breeding ground, 

Chicago”, “All of us”, “The djinn in Auntie”, “Object”, “Sofa”, “They’ll say, 

‘She must be from another country’, “Announcing the arrival..” (for Ayesha), 

we are made aware of the presence or the working of the devil in us or around 

us in a number of ways. However, the way life goes and various systems- 

social, political, religious- regulate and govern our life, restrict its movement, 

stifle its freedom, profane its dignity and corrupt what we ordinarily accept as 

good, virtuous and sacred. The outcome and the corollary of the myth and 

reality of human life are what we are all experiencing. The message which 

comes in dignified silence in these poems assumes utmost significance in the 

present day structure of life wherein the hungry wolf or the wolves are busy 

devising the ways and methods to reduce life to indignity and humiliation. 

Imtiaz needn’t search her identity or individuality. She has established both, 

and that too, in an abundant measure. Freedom of will and bold exercise of 

independent choice have been the hallmark of her daily life and she has 

revealed the same in her poetic accomplishment. Imtiaz has demolished the 

religious and cultural barriers prescribed by the patriarchal society and, 

imposed and sometimes superimposed, upon women and endured by them. 

Imtiaz has awakened her fraternity to the incalculable damage done to their 

psyche since centuries. She has also convinced them of the triumph of the 

spirit in her. 

However, this is not a complete triumph. She must totalize the triumph by 

demolishing the political and geographical boundaries also so that this world 

belongs to humanity undivided by man-made conventions, customs and 

restrictions. Such a world of freedom, of body and spirit, even after death, will 

be a sure guarantee for the ecstasy of the spirit for which we are divinely 

created. All these limitations and boundaries are an affront to God and a 

disgrace to the divinity of man. So life needs to be exorcised of the evil and 

devilish spirit of culture, religion, politics and geography. This is the world 

where Imtiaz wants to live and die. There seems to be an intense yearning in 

her heart for the triumph of the spirit, its absence fires her spirit of rebellion, 

and the fire is insuppressible and un-extinguishable. She doesn’t belong to 

anyone in Sialkot, Lahore, Bombay, London, Glasgow, Delhi or Rome as she 

suggests and declares in unequivocal terms in her last poem “Exorcism” in the 

book “I Speak For the Devil”- 

“I’m letting all the bad things 

fall away. I’m no one 

but myself, 

no one possesses me.” 



And it is like striking a petrol tank with a match stick. The closing of the poem 

reveals the essence of the freedom and ecstasy of the divinely created spirit 

when she longs for dancing, rolling, flying, rattling and clunking- 

“out of a new song, 

on the move 

swirling, falling. 

This is how we belong.” 

In the final analysis, we may say that Imtiaz’s simplicity is a spell, her lyricism 

is a lull, her challenge is a charm and her effort is exorcism. Her submission is 

her challenge; her advocacy of the devil is her soul’s adventure into the devil’s 

domain to understand the regent’s governance and his indisputably faithful 

servants and disciples. Imtiaz may be devil’s advocate but not his disciple; she 

may be his admirer but not her follower whereas we are all otherwise. This is 

our sham; this is our cant; this is our pretension; and this is our purdah- our 

life and living! So let’s not lift it or remove it, it will decimate us all. This alone 

is the secret of our advancement and our very existence. All-pervading 

influence of the devil, wherever we see the escape-route, it is guarded by the 

devil and we need be devils to cheat him to succeed only to find ourselves 

among the celebs of the kingdom. This is what is happening behind the veil 

and beyond the veil! 
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A.M.Klein 

The lamenting tone is dramatic with an abrupt beginning to 
captivate the attention of the readers. It means a sense of loss. 

Men were of different kinds like warriors and chieftains, wherein 
brave means warriors which has two semantic differences  “where 
and brave”. It tells us that they are no more brave. The early 
natives lived in a bound state having a vast land. Being colonised 
they lost their identity and their mind power. They were not able 
to express themselves as the sons of the soil and were treated like 

animals to be tamed. The autumn front symbolises the old age and 
a season of death and also the beginning of the race. The poem is 
narrated from the middle with an extrinsic information.   

“Indian Reservation: Caughnawaga” is a poem about the fall of an 
Indian and what happened after he fell. It narrates who is 

responsible for the fall which is basically a ‘sense of fear’.   The 
poet A.M.Klien is a Jewish Canadian writer, yet talks about the 
Indians. He is an insider as a Jewish who suffered in the hands of 
whites. His poem “Indian Reservation: Caughnawaga” is about the 
story of the Indians which starts with a melancholic tone.  

The child here refers to the poet himself who feels nostalgic about 

the flown away bravery of the Indians. It has two perspectives – 
the child’s and the adult’s. The child looks at the “coloured 
frontpiece” which his the front-page of a book. It has the picture 
of the braves and the “monosyllabic chief” who has dignit and 
never wasted time in speaking; compared to the Indian God 
Manito, known for courage, grandeour and greatness which is seen 

in the coloured frontpiece. He is standing arms akimbo showing his 
self-esteem, dignity and pride which is now only an analepsis.   

The poet says that in his childhood he wished he were an Indian, a 
kind of exclamation, fancy, illusion. “The classroom chalk” is a 
symbolnof symbolisation; “varnish smell”, “the watered dust of the 

street”, where he wanted to enter a life of naturally; an escape 
from the problems of reality and goes to nature. He mentions the 
Iroquois which was the chief tribe invaded by French. It had sub -
tribes and many dialects in their path. They never go in the same 
for the sale of security which also has adventurous experience in 



it. He says that this is what his illusion was but in reality it never 
came through. And he tells that the chief stands his arms akimbo 
who awaits “the runaway mascot” which is a symbol of good omen 

and luck changing. Cultural changes usually come very quietly he 
says.  

Later, a drastic change has happened where moccasin, a shoe 
without heels which protected the feet of Indians and made no 
sound is now used by the robbers which was vulnerable and had a 
glorious past. Feeling is one way of learning in the lap of nature. 

He wanted many adventures by taking different paths. There he 
can see what others have not seen and experienced like the 
Indians. He says that Indians are dying, what we see now is the 
remembrance of the chief, living in the world of illusion and 
experiencing reality. The change of western culture is visible in the 

names we choose and the dress we use. When the names change, 
the identity also changes. Still braves are there by it not with the 
indianess, completely changed to western culture.   

He says that indiqn has become pale, lost his colour of health and 
nobility and vulnerable nature. He is ironic. The women were 
inside the “elementary shawls’ being inactive who also have lost 

their identities. Children were playful but now they have become 
least worthy. Tourists, white men had pleasure in throwing money 
to those children “at the old church door” who had been defeated.   

Their past is sold in shops which means that their tradition isnlost 
because of the colonisers. They fell on the ground, dust. The old 
church door symbolises love, giving and brotherhood but now has 

become the sight of cultural humiliation. Children being 
transformed to beggars. In the poem “The Dying Eagle”, man fell 
internally in his mind, spiritually. But here it is visible through 
tradition.  

It is the selling of the character of an individual amongst the 

selling of a tradition. They are made by o sell themselves and 
white men make themselves sold. Exploiting Anand can also be 
done by destroying a land. Man is the cause of exploitation as wel 
as the judge and becomes the top predator in food chain. Justice 
not denied but deranged.  



Nature is shrinking as we are expanding, thereby by killing 
tradition and make momentous out of it which is an insult to the 
Indians. The worst was the white men selling Indian tradition. 

White men scalped Indian’s tradition and we live with dead things. 
We have become savages of civilisation. The irony is made to 
generate the Indians. 

The last stanza is very pathetic, ironically presents the promises 
made and the betrayals, illusions and realities, the desires of 
Indians as a “grassy-ghetto”, an oxymoron 

 There is a composition of both freedom and bondage. They were 
promised freedom but bound in bondage. The entire poem seems 
to be about reservation. A “ghetto” is a synonym  for reservation. 
Through a positive commotion of the culture, the white men 
destroyed them and used them. “And these are fauna on a 

museum kept”. Fauna is associated with the animal like Indian; the 
savage is now imprisoned in museum. The irony is that the hunter 
has now become the hunter. “The better hunters have prevailed”. 
The Indian has transformed from a golden position to a civilized 
poverty and humility. The poet calls the hunting as a game which 
is a very significant statement. He says that both are hunters, the 

Indian hunts for his survival, but the white men hunt for the 
destruction in one way. This goes by the theory of Darwinism. He 
hits at the sore of the white men’s civilisation. Indians lose their 
blood which empathetically means “passions and emotions” that 
“makes the grounds it’s crypt”, “bleached are their living”. Indian 
is dead, in becoming the subservient servant of the whites. He has 

lost his life and lives like a “living vegetable”. The whites are 
referred to as “pious prosperous ghosts”, an oxymoron which 
means they are materially prosperous. 

The poet concludes by saying that the ruler and the ruled, higher 
and lower, the rich and the poor are the marginals. He uses the 

metaphor “hunting” to show their lives. The analogy is that the 
individual hunts for the sake of survival whereas whites do it for 
fun and sport. Human rights have it’s boundaries as per 
P.G.Wodehouse, “the sons of the toil are buried beneath tonnes of 
soil”. Indian for his sake of survival has lost his identity. If Indian 
is the dead living, then the white man is the living dead, concludes 

the poet.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

UNIT- I 

 

 

The Old Playhouse : 

 
 

 
You planned to tame a swallow, to hold her 

 

In the long summer of your love so that she would forget 
 

Not the raw seasons alone, and the homes left behind, but 



 
Also her nature, the urge to fly, and the endless 

 
Pathways of the sky. It was not to gather knowledge 

 

Of yet another man that I came to you but to learn 
 

What I was, and by learning, to learn to grow, but every 

 
Lesson you gave was about yourself. You were pleased 

 
With my body's response, its weather, its usual shallow 

 

Convulsions. You dribbled spittle into my mouth, you poured 
 

Yourself into every nook and cranny, you embalmed 
 

My poor lust with your bitter-sweet juices. You called me wife, 

 
I was taught to break saccharine into your tea and 

 
To offer at the right moment the vitamins. Cowering 

 

Beneath your monstrous ego I ate the magic loaf and 
 

Became a dwarf. I lost my will and reason, to all your 

 
Questions I mumbled incoherent replies. The summer 

 
Begins to pall. I remember the rudder breezes 

 

Of the fall and the smoke from the burning leaves. Your room is 
 

Always lit by artificial lights, your windows always 
 

Shut. Even the air-conditioner helps so little, 

 
All pervasive is the male scent of your breath. The cut flowers 

 

In the vases have begun to smell of human sweat. There is 
 

No more singing, no more dance, my mind is an old 
 

Playhouse with all its lights put out. The strong man's technique is 

 
Always the same, he serves his love in lethal doses, 

 
For, love is Narcissus at the water's edge, haunted 

 

By its own lonely face, and yet it must seek at last 
 

An end, a pure, total freedom, it must will the mirrors 

 
To shatter and the kind night to erase the water. 

 

 



 

 

Summary: 

 

THE OLD PLAYHOUSE BY KAMALA DAS – 

POEM SUMMARY 
JULY 29, 2018 SALAHUDHEEN 

The poem “The Old Playhouse” was written by Kamala Das. She was educated in 
Kerala. A bilingual writer, she prefers to write in English and fiction in Malayalam. 
The literary awards she has won includes the Asian Poetry Award (1963) and the 
Sahitya Akademi Award (1965). Kamala Das is essentially known for her bold and 
frank expression. The prominent features of Kamala Das’ poetry is use of 
the confessional mode and acute obsession with love. Against the frustrating 
emotional experience, guilt and depression  expressed in her autobiography, there is 
a section of poetry where she writes about an idealized childhood and of a nostalgic 
yearning for her grandmother’s Nalpat House symbolizing freedom, lobe and 
protection. 
‘The Old Playhouse’ is selected from the book with the same title that deals with Das’ 
recurrent theme of failure and frustration in love and marriage. It clearly reveals the 
plight of a housewife who bewails that her egocentric and male chauvinist husband 
has virtually reduced her full-blooded and aspiring self to a mere entertaining toy. 
Consequently, the caged wife, with her stifled and crippled spirit, is helplessly 
destined to witness the pathetic transformation of her mind into ‘an old playhouse 
with all it’s lights put out’. The network of concrete and evocative  imagery and 
imaginative symbols transcends an individual’s suffering and makes it a generic 
experience. 

‘The Old Playhouse’ Summary and Analysis 
You planned to tame a swallow, to hold her 
(…) 
Pathways of the sky. 

In the poem, The Old Playhouse, Kamala Das expresses her disastrous married life 
experiences. This poem has a personal touch thus it is a public protest against her 
husband. She blames him because he doesn’t think beyond his sensual gratification 
on her. 
Kamala Das symbolizes herself as a domesticated “Swallow”, a bird, after her 
marriage. 

to hold her 
In the long summer of your love.. 

https://littlehelpz.com/kamala-das-The-Old-Playhouse-poem-summary
https://littlehelpz.com/author/salahudheen/
https://www.littlehelpz.com/2017/05/an-introduction-by-kamala-das.html


Her husband put full-stop to her dreams, caged life a tamed swallow bird. He didn’t 
care about her happiness and interests. She was considered as a mere toy for him 
to quench his sensual thirst. 

so that she would forget 
Not the raw seasons alone 
(……) 
her nature, the urge to fly…….. endless 
Pathways of the sky. 

Being a caged wife she was put forth to live like his slave, her all ambitions were put 
down. She was forced to live in the summer of his love and she forgot about other 

beautiful seasons and suppressed to forget her urge to fly into the endless pathways of 
her sky of ambitions. 
(…..) 
Of yet another man that I came to you but to learn 
What I was, 
(..) 
Lesson you gave was about yourself. 

She had wished to learn more about herself, for that she came to him. She wanted to 
learn ‘What is she’, and by learning that she wanted to learn how to grow into a 
better future. But when she came to him, it was merely contradictory. The every 
lesson he gave her was about himself. 

You were pleased 
(…) 
shallow Convulsions. 
(…) 
nook and cranny, you embalmed 
My poor lust with your bitter-sweet juices. 

The above lines are more personal, the Poetess Kamala Das turns to express male 
domination her husband shown her, in a more deep way with some piercing words. 

Her husband treated her a a sex toy. He were pleased by her body’s response and 
its shape, and the sensual pleasure. 

Kamala Das exposes her husband’s wild sexual nature through these lines – “You 

dribbled spittle into my mouth, you poured yourself into every nook and cranny,” – Husband 
treated her in a wild nature and tried to embalm her poor lust by dribbling spittle to 
her mouth and every nook and cranny. Her all expectation was a peaceful romantic 
life with freedom to fly high in her own way, but what happened is that was exactly 
opposite. Her all urge were put down before her self-centered husband. 
You called me wife, 
(…) 
Cowering Beneath your monstrous ego I ate the magic loaf and 
Became a dwarf. 
(…) 
I mumbled incoherent replies. 



Being a wife, she was taught to serve him food and vitamins at right time. She was 
always lived under his monstrous ego. His monstrous ego totally subjugated and 
turned her into a dwarf as she fully surrendered to his demands, performing all wifely 
duty and functions.. Falling into the trap of his hypnotic lust, she lost her former 
stature. She left her desires behind. As a wife under control she always mumbled his 
questions with unclear replies. 

The summer 
Begins to pall. I remember the rudder breezes 
Of the fall and the smoke from the burning leaves.  

Under the stifling and ‘mechanical’ surroundings of her husband’s company she has 
lost her zest for life and is reduced to a passive, lifeless individual, Again, note the 
nature imagery – the summer, the rude breezes of the fall and burning leaves. This 
reinforces the suffocation of the woman, aptly symbolized in the ‘smoke’ 

Your room is 
(…) 
In the vases have begun to smell of human sweat. 
(…) 
my mind is an old 
Playhouse with all its lights put out. 

The husband becomes the very source of the pervasive oppression. Even the air 
stinks of his sweat. He turns her life into a mere playhouse with its lights put out. 
Note the urban imagery – artificial lights, air-conditioner, cut flowers in the vase – 
these point to the unnatural state of her sapless life. 
The strong man’s technique is 
Always the same, he serves his love in lethal doses, 
For, love is Narcissus at the water’s edge, haunted 
(…) 
To shatter and the kind night to erase the water.  

Love becomes sheer lust and acts like a killer. Note the irony: love is supposed to be 
the spirit of life but is here, the killer. 

Narcissus (According to the Greek legend) was a Greek youth who fell obsessively 
in love with his own image reflected in a fountain, thinking it to be the nymph of the 
place. His fruitless attempts to approach this beautiful object drove him to despair 
and death; Narcissism: sexual gratification found in one’s own body. 

The Greek myth symbolizes the fall (destruction) on account of excessive and obsessive 
self-love. The ‘lethal’ love between the husband and the woman is sure to lead too 
destructive end. The woman, however, would like to strive against this self-destructive 
aspect of love and treat it as a self-realizing agent, winning over the false (mirrored) image of 
love. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

UNIT-I  

  

You Laughed and Laughed and Laughed 

"You Laughed and Laughed and Laughed" is a poem by Nigerian writer Gabriel 
Okara.[1] One of the most popular in his oeuvre, it is a frequent feature of 

https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Poem
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nigeria
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gabriel_Okara
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gabriel_Okara
https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/You_Laughed_and_Laughed_and_Laughed#cite_note-ABR-1


anthologies, such as A New Book of African Verse edited by John Reed and Clive 
Wake (Heinemann African Writers Series, 1985). "The piece belongs with the best 
of Senghor's nostalgic verse," wrote Michael J. C. Echeruo in a tribute to Okara on 
the occasion of his 70th birthday, "with the militancy of many of David Diop's lyrics, 
and certainly with J. P. Clark's 'Ivbie', another of my favorite African poems. Okara's 
poem is more relaxed than these, however, more ironic, less tortured. In some 
ways, of course, it is less urgent, less strident, less involved. If Clark's 'Ivbie' was 
complex and for good reason, You laughed, and laughed, and laughed seemed also 
appropriately straightforward: proud without arrogance, hurting without showing 
it, and blunt without rudeness."[2] The first of Okara's poems that it was Echeruo's 
pleasure to read, it was also in his opinion the most enduring. The poem is 
sometimes wrongly attributed to South African writer Dennis 

 

You Laughed and Laughed and Laughed 

In your ears my song 

is motor car misfiring stopping with a choking cough; and you laughed and laughed and laughed. 

In your eyes my ante- natal walk was inhuman, passing your "omnivorous understanding" and you 
laughed and laughed and laughed 

You laughed at my song, you laughed at my walk. 

Then I danced my magic dance to the rhythm of talking drums pleading, but you shut your eyes and 
laughed and laughed and laughed 

And then I opened my mystic inside wide like the sky, instead you entered your car and laughed and 
laughed and laughed 

You laughed at my dance, you laughed at my inside. You laughed and laughed and laughed. 

But your laughter was ice-block laughter and it froze your inside froze your voice froze your ears 
froze your eyes and froze your tongue. 

And now it’s my turn to laugh; but my laughter is not ice-block laughter. For I know not cars, know 
not ice-blocks. 

My laughter is the fire of the eye of the sky, the fire of the earth, the fire of the air, the fie of the seas 
and the rivers fishes animals trees and it thawed your inside, thawed your voice, thawed your ears, 
thawed your eyes and thawed your tongue. 

So a meek wonder held your shadow and you whispered; "Why so?" And I answered: "Because my 
fathers and I are owned by the living warmth of the earth 

through our naked feet." 
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                                                                 UNIT. – III  

                                                               Strong Breed  

 

THE STRONG BREED BY WOLE SOYINKA 
The critical analysis of the play 'The strong breed' written by Wole Soyinka 
 

The critical analysis of the play 'The strong breed' written by Wole Soyinka 

 

 The famous play written by Wole Soyinka, “The strong breed” tells the story 
of Emen, who lives in a strange village and has to sacrifice his life in order to 
save the village. So it’s a tragedy that ends with an individual sacrifice for 
the sake of the communal benefit. Sunma, who is deeply in love with Eman, 
was very possessive about her love. The behavioral patterns of these two 
characters are extremely different. Here Eman has been portrayed as Jesus 
Christ because he is both a teacher and a healer and sacrifices his life to an 
insensitive village. 

The themes of the play are very much linked to the Yoruba culture. In this play, 
Soyinka presents a ritual based on Yoruba festival on the NewYear where the 
villagers sacrifice a ‘carrier’. Eman represents the whole victims of the evil 
ritual of sacrificing “carrier”. This type of ritual and customs can see in different 
communities of the world, mostly among the tribal communities. 

It is a highly symbolic play. The play seems to suggest that death is a crucial 
marker in the struggle between individual will and community wholeness. The 
crisis brings back memories.  While checking the pedigree of Eman’s family, we 
can identify that his father was also a carrier and sacrificed his life. So Eman 
has fled the family tradition of symbolic sacrifice. 

There is an undercurrent of repressive ideology operating beneath the 
ritual.According  to Althuser"Ideology represents the imaginary relationship of 
individuals to their real conditions of existence". According to Althusser, by 
contrast, ideology does not "reflect" the real world but "represents" the 
"imaginary relationship of individuals" to the real world; the thing ideology 
(mis)represents is itself already at one remove from the real. 

 Sati,The caste system in Kerala, Mannappedi or Pulappedi were the major 
repressive tools in the post-colonial India till 1980. At that time the socalled 
hegimonised Hindu’s  are the dominant figures. They exploited the minority for 
theirown prosperity. 

http://www.cla.purdue.edu/english/theory/psychoanalysis/definitions/imaginaryorder.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kerala


How deep the blind faith is in rural india and how our perception of something 
, makes it right or wrong rather thatn what really it is. In rural area people are 
do not Bothered  about  the consequences of  the misconception. When we 
shift our attention to the socio-political atmosphere of  Kerala , we can see 
the conflict between tradition and progressive reforms, the caste system and 
the emancipation of women. 

Like in ‘Disgrace’, novel written by J.M  Coetzee , it deals with South 

Africa's contemporary social and political conflict, exploitation,and offers 

a bleak look at the country. This novel focuses the traumatic expression 

of colonialism and treated it as an agent of disruption with the help of 

tribal life. 

The Yoruba ritual is a cultural product. But the ideology works in such a 
way that dominant ideology of the dominant class in the society is used to 
exercise hegemony over the weaker sections of the society and establish 
continuity to the oppression. 

FROM http://arangilarun.blogspot.com.ng 

 

A symbolic play in a greater extend, Wole Soyinka's play "The Strong Breed", is all bout the 

rituals and superstitious believes prevailing in the African society. Wole Soyinka is perhaps the 

most misunderstood, exceedingly controversial figure in the Nigerian public and literary life. The 

theme of the need of the societies to sacrifice one of their own to bring about purgation of the 

societies is dealt in this play.  

Throughout the narrative, an atmosphere of foreboding prevails. At the onset, Sunma, urges 

Eman, who is a stranger to her village, to leave the place before evening. The reason for her 

restlessness is revealed to both Eman and the readers very gradually. The village has an annual 

New Year purification rite in which the wrong doings of the villagers are heaped on 'carrier'- a 

stranger- so that the community may be redeemed of its sins and have rejuvenation in all sense. 

There is an inherent idea that the society will be spiritually strengthened as an aftermath of these 

sacrifices. The play moves on with Eman's decision to be the "carrier". Initially he is not aware of 

its implications. Eman's family bearing the title the "Strong Breed", undertakes the task of bearing 

the evil of the village in a vessel across the river annually.  

The play also deals with the outcaste characters like 'the girl' and the abandoned Ifada. The 

words which Sunma uses to address Ifada, "horrible insect". The rigid caste system carving the 

roots of the once colonized continent is evident in this work. Chinua Achebe's short story 

"Marriage is a Private Affair", deals with the caste-bound constraints of Africa. This even 

provokes us to think, was it for this that the British left the continent. It even invokes us to think us 

about the deplorable conditions of the North Indian states. It is the question of our right to live.  

"Chance" also plays a major determining factor in the play. The exercise of the free- will is also a 

crucial factor. Eman's destiny solely rests on his mental faculty. He decides to stay in the village 

and take on the role of the scapegoat. But as a matter of fact Eman eventually recognizes that it 

is better to choose his destiny rather than to live it.  

The cynicism and the hypocritical attitude of the elders in the village is also evident. The fact that 

ideologies get manipulated everywhere also evolves through this work.  

The village is drawn into an atmosphere of utter chaos when Eman tries to free himself from the 

strangleholds of the villagers. In spite of this, even after Eman is killed, his "sacrificial death" 



does not appear to contend the villagers. On the contrary, it evokes horror, dread and guilt.  

But did the society get rejuvenation? The idea of moral disgust permeates the play. Even after 

the sacrifice of Eman, the confusion and the hypocritical attitude continues in the society. The 

readers are indeed bewildered with the words of Jaguna "There are those who will pay for this 

night's work!" 

FROM http://www.answers.com 

 

 The Strong  Breed ,a play was based on the Yourba festival of the new year and the ritual of the 

sacrificing a `carrier` of the previous year`s evil.soyinka used in his plays traditional African forms 

of expression.The play refer to the folk tradition by which one person becomes the carrier of 

community evil and symbolically purifies the village in an annual ritual. Soyinka critically analyse 

of Nigerian culture through this play. 

               All dramatic action revolves around  Eman`s decision .Through a series of flash backs , 

the play becomes complex structure. The title of the play `The Strong Breed` itself indicating 

symbolically bearing the evil of his village.Eman decides to take on the role of sacrifical 

victim,substituting himself for the idiot boy,Ifrada. 

      Omae is the traditional and faithful wife who gives her life bearing Eman`s child. sunma is the 

only character in this play who fight against the traditional carrier rituals.Sunma presented as 

selfish at  the beginning of this play,at the same time  she is willing to challenge her father`s 

view.she questioned the need of socities to sacrifies ones. 

      Eman had left his village for twelve years in search of a new destiny but had to go back 

because he believes his father`s   words  ; they were born to be carriers and he could not flee 

from his destiny. Though he is a well educated man, he could not break such 

meaningless   traditions .Suma, not a well educated   girl, despises her village as she feels that it 

is quite evil , she does not agree with its cultural practices  . But she lacks the moral strength of 

Eman therefore doesn`t bring much change to the village . so she couldn`t understand why 

Eman does not want to leave the village. 

            Villagers considered spiritual health is important than human  life. contradiction   between 

will and destiny leads to the tragedy   .Most of the Greek drama`s ends with such type of tragedy 

.At some extent we feel that , Wole Soyinka follows the Greek style of writing. 

     Wole Soyinka was brought up as a  christian . We can identify some Christian images in this 

play .The death of Eman  , has some resemblance with the crucifixion of Christ. According to the 

New Testament of Bible ,  Christ was sacrificed his life for saving humanity .Like Christ, Eman in 

this play sacrificed his life in order to save the village . Finally Eman , like Christ ,dies due to the 

faults of others. 

        The play is marked with flashbacks between Eman`s past and present where he sees 

images of his father and his dead wife Omae.The  Strong Breed was much more emotional than 

traditional play 
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Abstract—This study attempts an analysis of names of round characters in Wole Soyinka’s The 

Strong Breed from the ethnography of communication’s perspective. It was discovered that the 

characters in the text bear different names which reflect diverse ethnolinguistic values. This, 

therefore, necessitated occasional translation from the source language (SL) to the target 

language (TL) i.e. English. The names were further dissected contextually based on their 

discursive illocutionary acts. This subsequently revealed a preponderance of informative acts 

among others. The research further affirmed the submission of Schineider (2009) that 

conventional anthroponomastics approaches its subject ethnographically. The study therefore, 

brings about an interface of literary studies, pragmatics, linguistics and onomastics (the study 

and science of names). 

Index Terms—anthroponomastics, onomastics, ethnography, Wole Soyinka, illocutionary acts 

 

I. INTRODUCTION 

 

Several studies have been carried out on Wole Soyinka‟s literary texts, using different linguistic 

and literary-critical approaches without sufficient consideration for the texts‟ onomastic 

resources. Therefore, this study examines these resources in Wole Soyinka‟s The Strong Breed 

in order to reveal their significant pragmatic values in relation to the themes and style of the text. 

The text has been selected because it has not enjoyed enough attention from analysts as far as 

onomastics is concerned. 

 

A Synopsis of the Text 

 

The setting of the play is an unnamed community where two strangers exist along with the 

natives. The first stranger is Eman, the school teacher and the second is Ifada, an idiot. At the 

end of each year, a rite is performed to expel the evil of the outgoing year and to approach the 

new year with a sense of purification. This necessitates the search for a carrier, the scapegoat, 

who will dispense with the evil of the year ending. As customs demand, a stranger is used for this 

purpose and Ifada is the apparent choice. But he is unwilling and Eman has to perform the task 

since he belongs to the lineage of the willing strong breed. The Old Man who appears to the 

exasperated Eman as acarrier sums up the play thus: “Ours is a strong breed, my son. It is only 

a strong breed that can take this boat to the river year after year and wax stronger on it.” (p.25) 

Maduakor (1986, p.249) observes that Soyinka exploits the carrier theme in TSB by using it as 

his main metaphysical ideology in DKH. His words: “Soyinka has earlier exploited the motif of the 

carrier in The Strong Breed (1964) and used it as the main metaphysical ideology in Death and 

King’s Horseman (1975)”. (Maduakor, ibid). But Ogunba (1982, pp.17-18) holds a divergent 

opinion about the carrier motif in TSB. In his view, Soyinka has used the traditional African event 

of purification through a carrier, to explore the career of a great artist in an evil laden community. 

He submits: 

In this little play Wole Soyinka has, characteristically, taken a rather common place traditional 

African event – the purification of a community through a carrier-to explore the career of the 

serious artist. The design of a purification festival helps to set in perspective a community 



conscious of the weight of evil but in which each person is too much of a citizen to dare the evil. 

(Ogunba, ibid). 

He sums up rhetorically by asking: “For, what person brought up „naturally‟ would make the effort 

to clean up a community?” It is in this situation that a true artist comes in and, unhindered by 

„good sense‟ and „natural loyalty‟, strikes a discordant note (Ogunba 1982, p.18). 

Ethnography of Communication 

Gumperz and Hymes (1962, pp. 35-71) have proposed a taxonomy of situation components 

known as the model or ethnography of communication in order to account for both the textual 

and extra-textual meaning(s) of a concept. The model is a set of SPEAKING acronyms 

highlighted below: 

Setting/Scene- This refers to the general circumstance in which the communication event takes 

place (including time and place) and the psychological setting of the event (formal or informal, 

serious or festive). 

Participants- The term „participants‟ indicates the role- relationship between participants in a 

speech event: the addresser/speaker, on the one hand, and the addressee/hearer/audience, on 

the other. However, it is possible for the participants to change roles. 

Ends- These refer to the outcome of a speech act and it may be: 

(i) Results – intended and, or unintended. ISSN 1799-2591 
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(ii) Goals – individual and, or general. 

Act Sequence-This refers to the form and content of the message of text. The form has to do with 

how it is said while the content has to do with what is said. 

Key: This means the tone or manner in which a textual message is delivered. Speech events 

may be different if one is performed perfunctorily while the other is painstaking. 

Instrumentalities- These constitute the different channels of speech transmission e.g. oral, 

written, telephone, e-mail etc. 

Norms- Norms refer to the conventions of social and speech behavior which could be linguistic 

and non-linguistic; universal or culture- specific. 

Genre- Genre refers to the linguistic form employed such as poem, letter, story etc. 

II. LITERATURE REVIEW 

Dasylva (1997) unravels Wole Soyinka‟s Death and the King’s Horseman as one of the dramatic 

literary texts he considers in Dramatic Literature. He discovered that the language of a character 

provides insight into his traits, educational background, religion, occupation and social status. He 

explicates this with a character named Amusa, a police sergeant who, in the text, “occupies a 

lower rung of the social ladder. A messenger with a low education, if any, expresses himself in 

pidgin English or badly expressed English” (Dasylva 1997, p.86). The work of Dasylva is 

commendable as it serves a link between literary criticism and linguistic analysis. It is one of the 



pillars upon which the present study stands. Notwithstanding, the work is largely literary in 

perspective. 

Olaosun (2000) studies “Language and Style in Dramatic Discourse: A linguistic stylistic study of 

Wole Soyinka‟s Kongi’s Harvest” as an M.A. Thesis. In his work, he pays particular attention to 

the semantics of names as reflected in the text. According to him, “names in Yoruba semiotic 

universe”, which provides a background for the play, “are meaning potentials” (Olaosun 2000, 

p.57). He emphasizes that names are determined by certain elements of the wider situation, 

which include events, happenings and conditions. He argues further that most names of 

characters in Kongi’s Harvest are mainly role names, which the playwright uses as a means of 

delineating their personalities. He agrees with Yule (1985, p.116) that names serve as “some 

sorts of containers carrying meaning components”. Olaosun‟s work is inspiring as it is stylistic in 

nature while the present study is ethnographic in approach. 

Bright (2003) takes an anthropological linguistic approach to the study of names among the 

North American Indians. He unravels the myth behind descriptive names turned anthroponyms 

(personal names) and toponyms (geographical names) respectively. The study also considers 

the grammatical peculiarities of toponyms. The work is insightful as it combines anthropology 

with linguistics in onomastics. It differs from the present research (which studies literary 

onomastics) because it .studies proper names in real life situations. 

Schneider (2009) applies a generative approach to the study of human names which, according 

to him, is anthroponomastics. He dissects convetional anthroponomastics from generative 

anthroponomastics. He postulates that convetional anthroponomastics approaches naming from 

an ethnographic point of view, while the latter takes an analytical philosophical approach to the 

study of names. This work is related to the present study which seeks to analyse Soyinka‟s text 

from an ethnographic theoretical approach. It is different, however, because it dwells largely on 

generic naming while we are dealing with literary onomastics. 

Odebode and Onadipe (2011) take a pragmatic approach to the study of Abiku naming 

phenomenon among the Yoruba. They discovered that certain politeness phenomena are either 

violated or obeyed in the course of naming the Abiku children. The study indicates that Abiku 

names are economical as more is communicated (within a few strands of letters) than said. 

The study is both generic and sociocultural. Therefore, it is different from the present study which 

aims at studying names of characters in a literary text by Wole Soyinka. 

III. DATA ANALYSIS 

It cannot be overemphasized that the basic essence of a research of this nature is to show how 

data can be used in elucidating a theory and how a theory, in turn, can be used in explaining a 

linguistic data. Therefore, we are testing the ethnographic theory on the names of some of the 

round characters in our texts. As observed by Fishman (1972) as well as Bloomer, Griffths and 

Merrison (2005, p.82) certain questions are pertinent to any ethnographic discourse. The 

questions are: “who makes, what utterance, to whom, when, where and how.” By applying these 

questions to our data, we shall be able to unmask the intended message inherent in the names. 

Thus, we may come up with the following tabulated results which start with the name Eman 

(denoting God with us) in TSB. THEORY AND PRACTICE IN LANGUAGE STUDIES 1777 
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TABLE 1: 

EMAN (GOD IS WITH US), ASTRANGER- 

QUESTION 

ANSWER 



ETHNOGRAPHIC KEY 

Where? 

unnamed community 

Setting 

With whom? 

the villagers 

Participants 

With what aim or why (is the utterance made?) 

to affirm that there is a substitute for Ifada, the unwilling carrier 

End 

What type of act is the assertion? 

Informative 

Act 

What is the tone of the utterance? 

Sarcastical 

Key 

What is the choice of channel? 

verbal 

Instrumentality 

What are the expectations of the situation? 

that Eman will replace Ifada as a carrier 

Norm 

What linguistic event is involved (employed)? 

Joke (conversation) 

Genre 

Eman is a clipping from Emmanuel, which according to the Holy Bible denotes „God with us‟ 

(Matthew 3, verse 25). Just as the Messiah (Jesus Christ), Eman prefers to die for his society in 

place of Ifada, an idiot and an unwilling carrier. Eman‟s action therefore brings about the theme 

of scapegoatism in the play. Also, Eman is a teacher just as Christ was. He is addressed as 

follows by Jaguna: “Teacher, open your door ...” (p. 18). As Christ (Emmanuel) was crucified 

among thieves for the sins of the world, Old Man tells Eman, “you will use your strength among 

thieves” (p. 26). Addressing Eman further, the Old Man says: “Son, it is not the mouth of the 

boaster that says he belongs to the strong breed. It is the tongue that is red with pain and black 

with sorrow.” (TSB, p. 25). 

Therefore, by applying the SPEAKING acronym to this name, we shall have the following import 

demonstrated in Table 1: 



If Eman is truly a stranger (or god with us), the pertinent question is where? Then, our answer 

speaks to the setting of the play which is the unnamed community. Furthermore, Eman is a 

stranger with whom? The answer to this question gives the participants in the ongoing discourse. 

These are the villagers like Jaguna, Priest and Oroge. Then, if we regard the name as a locution, 

why is the utterance (Eman is a stranger or god is with us) made? Any answer to this question 

will speak to the end of the conversation which is to atone for the sins of the people as a willing 

carrier instead of the unwilling ifada in the context. To the next question “what type of act is the 

assertion (Eman is a stranger)? “is the answer informative (act). The next WH question demands 

for the tone of the (name as an) utterance (i.e. Key) which is sarcastical. This is so because 

Eman is being teased by Jaguna, the representative of the villagers that there is only one 

stranger apart from Ifada as follows: 

JAGUNA: …There is only one other stranger in the village, but I have not heard him offer himself. 

[spits] (TSB, p.20) 

From the table, the next couple of WH question s demand for the choice of channel 

(Instrumentality) and expectation of the situation (Norm) respectively. The channel is verbal while 

the expectation of the utterance is that Eman will volunteer himself to replace Ifada. Finally, the 

last question has to do with the linguistic event employed (Genre) which obviously is joke in form 

of conversation. 

TABLE 2: 

SUNMA, JAGUNA‟S DAUGHTER 

QUESTION 

ANSWER 

ETHNOGRAPHIC KEY 

Where? 

unnamed community 

Setting 

With whom? 

(Sunma), Oroge and Jaguna 

Participants 

With what aim or why (is the utterance made?) 

to distinguish her from other girls and to prove her qualities; also to warn Jaguna not to kill her 

End 

What type of act is the assertion? 

Informative 

Act 

What is the tone of the utterance? 

harsh/ironical 

Key 

What is the choice of channel? 



verbal 

Instrumentality 

What are the expectations of the situation? 

that Sunma will display the attributes of a soldier‟s daughter 

Norm 

What linguistic event is involved (employed)? 

conversation 

Genre 

An analogy of summer (the end of a period in a year), this name (Sunma) dictates the time of the 

play. Similarly, the name is homophonous with the phrase; “Sun Man”. The latter is the 

denotative meaning of the Biblical Samson. Componentially, the sun has the following attributes: 

+harshness, +heat, +light. These attributes combined with “man” to form “sun man”. That the 

bearer is a lady and Eman‟s girl friend (TSB, p.17) indicates an irony of naming in the play. As a 

light in the village, she is the only person who does not approve of her people‟s culture of annual 

human sacrifice. As a strong and stern person, she is also the only person who engages her 

father, Jaguna (Army chief) in physical combat in the text. Therefore, by applying our WH 

questions to the locution (Sunma [is] Jaguna‟s daughter), we may come up with the following 

ethnographic (SPEAKING) result as shown in Table 2: 

The setting is the unnamed community while the participants in this context are Sunma, Jaguna 

and Oroge. The end is to distinguish her from other girls (as represented by A GIRL in the cast 

list on pages iii and 21) and to prove her qualities; also to warn Jaguna not to kill her as implied 

in the words of Oroge below after Sunma reprimands her father for torturing Eman (as a carrier) 

by saying: “Murderer! What are you doing to him?. Murderer! Murderer!” (TSB, p 28). 

With these words, Sunma flies and claws at the shameless Jaguna‟s face like a crazed tigress. 
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In retaliation, Jaguna “succeeds in pushing her off and striking her so hard on the face that she 

falls to her knees. He moves on her to hit her again” (TSB, p. 28). The above scenario brings 

about the following conversation between Jaguna and Oroge: 

OROGE: (comes between) Think what you are doing Jaguna, She is your daughter. 

JAGUNA: My daughter! Does this one look like my daughter? Let me cripple the harlot for life. 

OROGE: That is a wicked thought Jaguna 

JAGUNA: Don‟t come between me and her 

Oroge: Nothing in anger – do you forget what tonight is? 

JAGUNA: Can you blame me for forgetting? (draws his hand across his cheek – it is covered 

with blood). (TSB, p. 28, emphasis mine) 

…My own daughter… and for a stranger… (p.29) 

Jaguna‟s last statement in the extract above proves that Sunma is not only Jaguna‟s daughter, 

but also Eman‟s girl friend. Hence, she is defending her stranger friend. Meanwhile, the 

underlined clause in the excerpt indicates the tone of the utterance which is both harsh and 



melancholic. Oroge is cautioning Jaguna in a harsh tone while the latter is replying ironically. The 

act is informative and the instrumentality is verbal. The norm is that Sunma will display the 

attributes of a “sun like” person (i.e. soldier‟s daughter) while the genre is conversational. 

TABLE 3: 

IFADA, AN IDIOT 

QUESTION 

ANSWER 

ETHNOGRAPHIC KEY 

Where? 

unnamed community 

Setting 

With whom? 

the villagers-Jaguna, Sunma, Oroge 

Participants 

With what aim or why (is the utterance made?) 

to indicate the worthlessness of the bearer in the society 

End 

What type of act is the assertion? 

Informative 

Act 

What is the tone of the utterance? 

Light /metaphorical/rhetorical 

Key 

What is the choice of channel? 

verbal 

Instrumentality 

What are the expectations of the situation? 

That Eman will release Ifada for sacrifice 

Norm 

What linguistic event is involved (employed)? 

conversation 

Genre 

Ifada is a Yoruba expression ifa da denoting (the oracle divines or godsend), if we recall that the 

setting and the author of the play dwell much on the Yoruba socio-cultural milieu. In the play text, 

Jaguna says: “Ifada is a godsend.” (p.18). In the same vein, if we apply the SPEAKING acronym 



to the utterance Ifada, an idiot, we may come up with the following interpretation (captured in 

Table 3): The setting is the unnamed community and the participants are the villagers with 

Jaguna, Oroge and Sunma being the principal. The end is to indicate the worthlessness of the 

bearer in the society. This is stated in a light tone as follows: 

EMAN: Yes. But why did you pick on the helpless boy. Obviously he is not willing. 

JAGUNA: What is the man talking about? Ifada is a godsend. Does he have to be willing? 

EMAN: In my home, we believe that a man should be willing. (p.18) 

OROGE: Mister Eman… No one in his senses would do such a job. Why do you think we give 

refuge to idiots like him? ... You see there is a purpose in that. (p. 19 emphasis mine) 

On a lighter mood, both Oroge and Jaguna explains the reason Eman has to give up the helpless 

Ifada. But rhetorically, Oroge demanded for the reason the idiot is being kept in the village from 

Eman. The answer is not far-fetched as it implies – to get him sacrificed one day. The instrument 

is verbal and the end is that Eman will release Ifada for sacrifice as a carrier. Similarly, the genre 

is conversational. Ogunba (1982:15) affirms that the carrier, in tradition, is a spiritual force and a 

fortunate scapegoat who passes through severe torments in place of others in order to become a 

spiritual super power. Ifada therefore is a real idiot by rejecting the path of greatness. 

TABLE 4: 

JAGUNA 

QUESTION 

ANSWER 

ETHNOGRAPHIC KEY 

Where? 

unnamed community 

Setting 

With whom? 

enemies/strangers like Ifada and Eman 

Participants 

With what aim or why (is the utterance made?) 

-to indicate the bravery and loyalty to profession of the bearer -to ensure a carrier is provided for 

the ritual ceremony 

End 

What type of act is the assertion? 

Imperative/commanding 

Act 

What is the tone of the utterance? 

harsh 

Key 



What is the choice of channel? 

verbal 

Instrumentality 

What are the expectations of the situation? 

That the bearer will fight with the strangers to the point of getting a carrier 

Norm 

What linguistic event is involved (employed)? 

conversation 

Genre 

Jaguna is a Yoruba expression for “fight the ground battle” (an imperative mood). It is a 

contraction of A ja Ogun ona which denotes an Army Chief. Socio-politically, most Yoruba towns 

and cities were established through wars of conquest. The military titles (Balogun, (General), 

Aare-ona-Kakanfo (Generalisimo), Abogunrin (Aide de Camp), THEORY AND PRACTICE IN 
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Ajaguna (Chief of Army)) therefore exist in Yoruba lexicon. Jaguna in our text is Sunma‟s father 

and he is the assailant of the two strangers (Ifada and Eman) in the play. An attempt is made in 

Table 4 to test the WH questions and the SPEAKING acronym on this name. The result is as 

follows: 

(Jaguna [You] fight the ground battle- Where? With whom, When? etc) The setting is an 

unnamed community. Jaguna is to fight with perceived enemies and strangers like Eman and 

Ifada who are the participants in this context. The end is to indicate the bravery and loyalty to 

profession of the bearer. In the play context, the end is to ensure a carrier is provided for the 

ritual ceremony. The act is commanding (imperative mood). The instrumentality is verbal. The 

norm is that the bearer will fight to the point of getting a stranger carrier. The genre is 

conversation. The bearer lives up to his name as he (and his men) trails about Ifada in page 17 

of the text. He eventually gets a willing carrier in Eman. After Eman is finally entrapped, jaguna 

says: “He is surely finished now” (TSB, p. 36). He engages his daughter in physical combat and, 

as a military man, his language is always replete with a tone of command “go on, do as I say” (p. 

18). 

TABLE 5: 

OROGE 

QUESTION 

ANSWER 

ETHNOGRAPHIC KEY 

Where? 

unnamed community 

Setting 

With whom? 

villagers 



Participants 

With what aim or why (is the utterance made?) 

To pacify a tensed situation 

End 

What type of act is the assertion? 

affirming 

Act 

What is the tone of the utterance? 

calm 

Key 

What is the choice of channel? 

verbal 

Instrumentality 

What are the expectations of the situation? 

That the bearer will mediate in quarrels 

Norm 

What linguistic event is involved (employed)? 

conversation 

Genre 

Oroge is a coinage from the Yoruba expression “oro jeje (contracted as „oro jee‟)” with a sound 

modification in our text as Oroge. The Yoruba believe that “soft words attract kolanut from pocket 

while harsh words attract sword from sheath”. By applying the SPEAKING acronym as well as 

our WH questions ([speak] soft words where, when etc) to the name, we may come up with the 

following ethnographic result which has been presented in tabular form in Table 5: 

The setting is our unnamed community. Soft words are spoken to the villagers (participants). The 

aim is to pacify tensed situations like the arrest of Ifada and the dispute between Jaguna and 

Sunma. The act is affirming i.e. an affirmation of the Yoruba saying. The tone is calm with a 

verbal instrument the norm is that the bearer will mediate in quarrels and the genre is 

conversation. Oroge manifests all the qualities highlighted above in the play. In a smiling mood, 

he convinces Eman that Ifada will be “the most joyous creature in the festival” (p.20), if the latter 

can be released to him. He settles quarrel for Jaguna and Sunma in page 28 of the text. He 

cautions Jaguna (who advances aggressively) against the use of force on Eman as follows: 

OROGE: Patience Jaguna…if you want the new year to cushion the land there must be no deeds 

of anger. (p. 17). 

Oroge is so gentle that Jaguna even accuses him of not shouting at Eman (as a carrier) in the 

following extract: 

JAGUNA: You were…looking at him…Why didn‟t you shout? (p. 27). 

OROGE: You shouted didn‟t you? Did that catch him? … S-sh …… look! 



Finally, Oroge throws more light on his name by cautioning Jaguna against being aggressive to 

Eman (as a carrier) and Sunma in the following words from the text: “Nothing in anger- do you 

forget what tonight is?” (p. 28). 

Statistical Analysis of the Names’ Speech Acts 

In this section, we attempt a statistical analysis of the illocutionary (discourse) acts inherent in the 

names studied. The results are statistically indicated in tables 6 and 7 as well as figures 1 and 2 

below. A brief interpretation of the tables and figures follows shortly. 

TABLE 6: 

TABLE PRESENTING THE NAMES‟ SPEECH ACTS 

Name 

Speech Act 

Eman 

informing 

Sunma 

informing 

Ifada 

informing 

Jaguna 

commanding 

Oroge 

affirming 

Total 

6 

TABLE 7: 

FREQUENCY AND PERCENTAGE OF NAMES‟ ACTS 

Speech Acts of Names 

Frequency 

Percentage 

informing 

3 

60 

commanding 

1 

20 

affirming 



1 

20 

Total 

5 

100 
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Fig. 1: Pie chart illustrating frequency of speech acts in the names 

Fig. 2: Bar chart illustrating percentage(s) of the speech acts in the names 

From table 6, three names (Eman, Sunma, Ifada) out of the five deployed have the informing 

speech function, one 

(Jaguna) has commanding and one (Oroge), affirming. Table 7 indicates the frequency as well as 

percentage 

distribution of the names‟ speech acts. Informing has the highest frequency of 3 which 

corresponds to 60%. Both 

commanding and affirming has 1 frequency and 20% each. Fig. 1 and Fig. 2 illustrate these 

situations as they present a 

pie chart of the frequencies and a bar chart of the percentages respectively. 

IV. CONCLUSION 

Our preoccupation in this study has been on analysis of names of round characters in Wole 

Soyinka‟s The Strong 

Breed from the ethnography of communication‟s perspective. It was discovered that the 

characters in the text bear 

different names which reflect diverse ethnolinguistic values. This, therefore, necessitated 

occasional translation from 

the source language (SL) to the target language (TL) i.e. English. The names were further 

analysed contextually based 

on the postulation of Bloomer et al. (2005, p.101) that to interpret various speech acts (names) in 

texts, “we often need 

to go beyond literal meaning to get at speaker meaning. We often have to make inferences 

based on context”. 

Considering the illocutionary acts of the names, out of the five names anaysed, three are 

informing, one is commanding 

and one is affirming. We may thus submit that informing is the preponderant speech (discourse) 

act deployed by the 

playwright. This is significant because the playwright can be said to be informing rather than 

entertaining the reader 



(audience) through his naming techniques, hence, he is SPEAKING (encoded messages with the 

names) as a 

conventional onomast. We may therefore conclude based on the postulation of Schineider (2009, 

p.2) that while 

anthroponomastics studies human names, “conventional anthroponomastics approaches its 

subject ethnographically.” 
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Seven Steps Around the Fire is one of the famous Radio plays of Mahesh Dattani. It 
was first broadcast as Seven Circles Around the Fire by BBC Radio 4 on 9 January, 
1999. The play was first performed on stage at the Museum Theatre, Chennai, by MTC 
production and The Madras Players on 6 August 1999. The play uncovers the truth 
behind the murder of Kamala, a eunuch through Uma Rao, who is the daughter of the 
Vice Chancellor of Bangalore University and the wife of the Chief Superintendent, 
Suresh Rao. Uma teaches Sociology in BangaloreUniversity. She uncovers the reality 
behind the murder of Kamala during working on her research paper titled “Class- and 
Gender- Related Violence”. 

All the characters of the play are introduced through the course of her inquiry of 
Kamala’s murder. Munswamy, a constable is introduced as a bodyguard of Uma 
selected by her husband. She meets the character of Anarkali, a eunuch in the jail and 
Champa, the head of the eunuch at her home. She also meets Salim, a servant of Mr. 
Sharma at Champa’s house. Mr. Sharma and his son, Subbu Sharma is introduced to 
her at their house. All the characters of the play are assembled at the house of Mr. 
Sharma on the day of his son, Subbu’s wedding where the truth of Kamala’s murder is 
revealed. 

The play represents the plight of eunuch in the society. They used to come on two 
occasions- wedding and child birth but the nature denies them both the things. It is 
considered if they are denied to dance and sing on these occasions, they curse the 
family. They are neglected section of the society. The play also presents the idea that 
the powerful always exploit the weak. The eunuchs are not given any respect in the 
society. They have no right to get love. If they try to do so their fate will be like Kamala. 



Not even they, the people who try to give love to them have to suffer like Subbu in the 
play. 

The play presents the real plight of eunuchs in the society. If anyone of them is in the 
way of a reputed family, it has to suffer and even the criminal of it is not given any 
punishment. In the play, Subbu Sharma, the son of a minister is married secretly to 
Kamala, a eunuch. When his father came to know about this relation, he burnt Kamala 
to death and Anarkali, a eunuch is arrested for her death. But the one thing which 
connects all the things is a photograph of Kamala and Subbu with marriage garlands. 
To get this photograph, Mr. Sharma sends Salim, his bodyguard to Champa and 
Anarkali to threaten them. But he is able to get that photograph after the death of 
Subbu on his wedding day. He has to pay such a great price for that photograph. 
Champa and Anarkali, both of them know the criminal of Kamala but don’t tell to Uma 
because they knew it very well that they have to face more suffering in that case and 
nothing to happen to the real criminal. Even the police are not ready to take any action 
against a reputed man like the minister. After the suicide of Subbu, the police considers 
it an accident and the photo of Subbu and Kamala is destroyed and nothing has 
happened to the minister. The police even made responsible an innocent people to do 
the formality of a case in which a criminal is a reputed person. Suresh Rao accepts 
before Uma that there is no evidence or proof against Anarkali. They arrested her only 
as a formality to close the case. 

In Indian society man is not ready to accept his own weakness. Uma, the wife of Suresh 
Rao has no children. She is taking the treatment from a doctor who asks her to send 
her husband also for test but her husband denies. It is not easy for a man to accept that 
he cannot become a father. Man is not ready to accept the weakness in him. He even 
tries to impose his weakness on women. Suresh Rao has the fear that if he is barren 
that’s why he ignores going to doctor. 

The title of the play is relevant. The whole play revolves round the enquiry about the 
murder of Kamala by Uma. A eunuch is denied to marry or seven steps around the fire 
by the society and these seven steps around the fire results in Kamala’s murder. She is 
murdered because of her secret marriage to Subbu. The fire which is the evidence of 
their marriage turns in her destruction. In this way, the title of the play Seven Steps 
around the Fire is a relevant title. 

The play begins with wedding mantras and the burning scene of Kamala. The setting 
places of the play contain the office of the Superintendent of Police; the male section 
of central jail, Bangalore where Uma meets Anarkali; Uma’s house; Uma’s father’s 
house; the living room of Champa in Shivajinagar where Uma meets Chmpa, the head 
of the hijaras; the Minister’s residence where Subbu’s suicide takes place and everyone 
comes to know about Subbu and Kamala’s marriage. The play ends in the office of 
Superintendent Police from where it begins. In this way the play completes its whole 
circle. 

The use of the sound effect in the play is very effective like whirring of fans at the office 
of Superintendent of Police, the sound of opening of drawer and shutting of drawer, 
traffic noises, screaming of children on the roadside, soundtrack of music and singing 
of hijras and their loud clapping of hands, tinkling of bells time and again at Champa’s 



residence, music from a radio with a lot of crackle, the sound of telephone being 
dialled. 

The play presents many issues like plight of eunuchs in the society, man’s inability to 
accept his weakness, the powerful section of the society exploits the weak, Police as 
puppets in the hand of powerful people etc. Through this play again Dattani tries to hit 
the dogma and superstitions of Indian society. 

 



UNIT- II 

 

 

Gayatri Spivak / "Can the Subaltern Speak?" – 

summary 
"Can the Subaltern Speak?" (1988) by Gayatri Spivak relates to the manner in which 

western cultures investigate other cultures. Spivak uses the example of the Indian Sati 

practice of widow suicide, however the main significance of "Can the Subaltern Speak?" is in 

its first part which presents the ethical problems of investigating a different culture base on 

"universal" concepts and frameworks. 

 

"Can the Subaltern Speak?" critically deals with an array of western writers starting from 

Marx to Foucault, Deleuze and Derrida. The basic claim and opening statement of "Can the 

Subaltern Speak?"  is that western academic thinking is produced in order to support 

western economical interests. Spivak holds that knowledge is never innocent and that it 

expresses the interests of its producers. For Spivak knowledge is like any other commodity 

that is exported from the west to the third world for financial and other types of gain. 

 

Spivak is wondering how can the third world subject be studied without cooperation with the 

colonial project. Spivak points to the fact that research is in a way always colonial, in defining 

the "other", the "over there" subject as the object of study and as something that knowledge 

should be extracted from and brought back "here".  Basically we're talking about white men 

speaking to white men about colored men/women. When Spivak examines the validity of the 

western representation of the other, she proposes that the discursive institutions which 

regulate writing about the other are shut off to postcolonial or feminist scrutiny. 

This limitation, Spivak holds, is sue to the fact that critical thinking about the "other" tends to 

articulate its relation to the other with the hegemonic vocabulary. This is similar to feminist 

writers which abide by the patriarchic rules for academic writing. 

 

In the following parts of "Can the Subaltern Speak?" Spivak is criticizing different critical 

writers and then moves on to the example of the Indian "Sati" practice.    

Gayatri Spivak / "Can the Subaltern Speak?" - review - summary part 1 - summary part 2 
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Support us and human knowledge by reading more Spivak: 

    

 

Mike D.August 31, 2014 at 11:00 PM 

Part 1 
You people are all fools. This whole goddamn world needs another war where 
white men can reassert their natural dominance, and don't think this isn't 
coming. Below, I reveal why, in brief, the entire industry of deconstructionism 
and critical studies is dishonest bullshit. If people understood this and were 
given a voice to expose the process of critique since ww2 instead of it being 
policed, stamped out, and violently suppressed by the tyranny of the leftist 
intelligentsia, the entire edifice would reveal itself bereft of any load-bearing 
materials: 
 
This is called continental philosophy. Continental philosophy differentiates itself 
from analytic philosophy in that it doesn't need any data to support its claims. 
It started more or less in it's modern form with German idealism and proved 
fateful in the hands of hostile outsiders who realized they could deploy anti-
scientistic and anti-positivistic methods to disarm and undermine whole 
traditions of thoughts and beliefs and bring a nation to its knees. 
 
Most of the important architects were Jews. Jews of the Frankfurt School would 
combine "theories" of Marx and Freud to undermine Christianity, sexual 
morality, majority ethnic cohesion, and the family to do what Nietzsche called 
the "inversion of all values". Marcuse could write a book, for example, called 
Eros and Civilization using fustian language to make absurd and 
unsubstantiated claims about liberating the 'pleasure principle', Eros, while 
eliminating capital production that would synthesize a "non-oppressive 
libidinous will" that could form the basis of a new, presumably happier social 
and economic order, and not be held responsible for its arbitrariness because 
of the morally unquestionable position that Jews had attained following ww2, 
despite the fact that Americans had generally considered continental 
philosophy useless. 
 
The reason the Jews were so energetic in dominating discourse in the 20th 
century was to make those societies safer for Jews. Well, this sounds 
reasonable except when one looks closer and discovers that this is all a ruse, 
a cover for Jewish economic and political domination of the countries in which 
they reside, where they have long since attained elite status. Wilhelm Reich 
wrote treatises on sexual practices to 'cure' repressed nations which included 
sexualizing children, policies that have unsurprisingly insinuated themselves 
into the cultures of some of the more 'progressive' European nations, utterly 
enslaving the population to their new masters of the EU, who wrap what would 
otherwise be naked Soviet-style central planning in Orwellian speak like 
teaching whites to be 'tolerant' and deploying sinister social engineering 
slogans like 'diversity is our strength'. But enough about the Jews, i wouldn't 
know where to stop - Marx, Horkheimer, Adorno, Freud, Marcuse, Fromm, 
Derrida, Sedgwick, Sontag, Wolf, Friedan, and many, many others. 

https://www.blogger.com/profile/07181053737486443741
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Part 2 
 
What we have is a classic instance of 'saving the phenomenon' in which 
explanations present an attractive paradigm to explain the human world around 
us, but don’t actually seek to explain what is really going on, at least to the 
extent that this is just part of a campaign to destroy the white race through a 
dedicated cultural war in which scores of people, including women, 
homosexuals, and coloreds are recruited in a campaign whose only connecting 
tie is a deep and abiding hatred of white males heterosexuals, who for some 
reason have accomplished all things of merit since 1500. 
 
And what might that reason be? Well, the cultural commissars have given us 
no shortage of explanations, but the reason I mentioned this was not about 
actually explaining white domination is that it might reveal the naked ambitions 
of reverse domination for what it is with the most clarity. What I'm talking about 
is the absence from any and all discussions on this topic of Darwin. 
Evolutionary psychology/racial science is the most threatening of all paradigms 
because it does two main things. It topples the moral particularism inherent in 
Leftist deconstruction, where Leftists don't even use reversal of perspective to 
see the invidiousness of condemning white practice of creating "Others" as 
nothing more than an attempt at MAKING WHITES THE OTHER to push 
forward with their eclipse in world affairs. But, even more importantly, it gives 
us a convincing framework that DNA was a powerful determinant for why it was 
white men who explored the world, gave us philosophy, gave us history, gave 
us science, and so on, and whose sense of will saw them conquer others 
without apology - and why it was not the case that Negros or Indians or anyone 
else didn't perform this role, a role they wouldn't apologize for had they been 
born in a world in which they were told it was their forebears that courageously 
sailed the Planet and braved it's capricious and dangerous currents in order to 
satisfy a lust for life and adventure. 
 
The simple fact is this: Darwinian science tells us that Whites are more 
dominant than others. Our worldwide IQ at the end of the 20th century is 100. 
Northeast Asians are 103, Ashkenazi Jews at 110. But compared to Arabs at 
90, sub-saharan Africans at 67, American Blacks at 85, Hispanics at 85-90, it 
becomes apparent that Liberalism creates chimeras for us to imagine and that 
human equality is a dream that will NEVER come true no matter how much we 
will it. Genetic determinism is not the only indicator of success, not is IQ, but 
the Left utterly ignores these critical factors, which is most obviously why 
Whites and Asians perform better in societies than, say, Blacks and Hispanics. 
It should be noted that Ashkenazi Jews, with the highest IQ and the most 
ethnocentric behavior, always become an elite in society (Google: “Jews hostile 
elite”). 
 
Anti-white coloreds like Spivak can weave her fancy white guilt theories out of 
cloth and earn a comfortable living out of white dispossession while, with 
disgusting irony, she leverages white intellectual tradition in doing so, but 
whites will wake and the day of the rope will come, because this is nothing more 
than ethnic hardball and incentivized white genocide. Mountains of Liberal 
theorizing won't change the underlying biological dynamics at play here, that 
essays like this are designed for one reason and one reason alone, to get 
whites to stop playing the evolutionary game. But coloreds need to be 
forewarned that whites like me understand what is happening, know we are 
being destroyed in a massive, deliberate program of hatred, and are tirelessly 



spreading the word through the Internet that we are being tricked and made to 
commit suicide through a fantastic war of annihilation through ideas alone, and 
that, when we wake up, we will not be very happy about this. We are intelligent 
people who have a history of war and conquest, and this current order, built on 
distortion and shame, will not last forever. 

Reply 
1) You condemn continental philosophy for not being grounded in data, and yet 
your insane rant is grounded in psychosis, if anything, but certainly not 
grounded in "data." You ignore not only what "deconstruction" teaches us, but 
what is common knowledge throughout even the empirical sciences: "race" and 
"gender" and concepts like "sexuality" are social constructs, that is, the way 
they are conceived are socio-temporally specific, for instance, words/concepts 
like "homosexual." Or "white/black" for that matter, depending on whether it is 
economically advantageous to stigmatize a group. Look at Italians and Irish, 
etc. in the U.S. Or Latinos, a term first used in the 1970s to homogenize a group 
of people in a way that very different groups had never been previously. 
2) You say "white" men have made all the "advancements since 1500, and yet 
you name a long list of people--"Jews"--who apparently for the convenience of 
your argument aren't white. However, you name a lot of pretty pasty-looking 
Germans who contributed to some pretty major advancements in every field 
imaginable. Also "since 1500" in terms of "human civilization" is a very, very 
short time period. ALSO, Galileo as an Italian, would, during that time period, 
have been rarely considered "white," whatever that means. And also, how 
about Einstein? Further, most of the knowledge that contributed to whatever 
"advancement" you could possibly be talking about (you don't name any, and, 
although you may want to try it, don't say nuclear weapons...Einstein, 
remember?) any advancement, even if you use a very new and extremely 
broad and convenient definition of white (perhaps you haven't been following 
advancements made by the HGP on "race"...doesn't biologically exist in any 
coherent manner, and that's empirical, if you like), these "advancements" would 
have been due to perhaps "paper" (Chinese), mathematics, science, astrology, 
and philosophy (advanced largely by Arabs when "white" people were living in 
their illiterate shit and piss--see Europe pre 16th century more or less), and on 
and on. Your claims are way, way more insane than a tradition based more on 
logical vigor more than "data." You, have neither, first of all, and although 
Derrida may not be as empirical as one may like, his overarching methodology 
has been picked up by anthropologists, sociologist, geographers, economists, 
and on and on who certainly provide empirical evidence. And finally, you're a 
hateful, ignorant, asshole. 
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UNIT II  
 
 

 
 

I Know Why the Caged Bird 

Sings Summary 

 
 

I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings tells the story of Maya Angelou’s childhood in Stamps, Arkansas. 

She and her brother Bailey are sent away from their parents on a train to live with 

their grandmother (“Momma”) and Uncle Willie when they are just three and four years old. 

Their grandmother owns a store, and the children enjoy a certain measure of security. Yet life is 

difficult for all black people in the segregated American south, and the children encounter various 

forms of discrimination, degradation, and racial violence. 

One day, Marguerite’s father, Big Bailey, arrives, and announces he is taking her and her brother 

to stay with their mother, Vivien. They leave Stamps for St Louis, and Marguerite feels a longing 

for home, but isn’t sure where home is. In St. Louis, Marguerite is just beginning to adjust when 

she is repeatedly assaulted and raped by Vivien’s live-in boyfriend, Mr. Freeman. Following Mr. 

Freeman’s conviction (shortly after which he is murdered) Marguerite returns to Stamps and 

becomes withdrawn, and she believes her mother sent her and Bailey away because she was too 

sullen. 

Back in Stamps, Marguerite struggles to cope with her assault. She is rescued in a sense by the 

mentorship of Mrs. Flowers, a woman who teachers Marguerite how to read, recite, appreciate, 

and memorize poetry. Literature and language will remain in Maya’s life as a source of strength 

and comfort. 

After Bailey is threatened by a white man, Momma decides it is time for the children to be with 

their mother, who has moved to California. The children move to San Francisco, and live with 

Vivien and eventually Vivien’s new husband, Daddy Clidell, a con artist whom Maya loves as if he 

were her own father. Maya and Bailey love their mother dearly, and Maya continues to perform 

well in school. 

One day Maya goes to southern California to stay with her father, and gets in a fight with his live-

in girlfriend Dolores Stockland, which results in Maya’s needing stitches. She doesn’t want to 

humiliate her father, so she runs away and lives in a junkyard until her wound is healed, then 
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goes back to her mother. Shortly thereafter Bailey moves out, and Maya gets a job as San 

Francisco’s first black streetcar employee. 

Things are going well for Maya until she becomes concerned about her sexuality. She fears she is 

turning into a lesbian (though she doesn’t understand what “lesbian” really means) and believes 

if she has sex with a boy she will be cured. She does, and the experience is unremarkable until she 

realizes she is pregnant. She hides her pregnancy for six months before finally telling Mother and 

Daddy Clidell—they are exceedingly understanding and capable, and help her through the rest of 

her pregnancy and her labor. Maya gives birth to a beautiful baby boy, and she is so afraid to hurt 

him she can barely touch him. The book ends with Maya overcoming this fear, with Vivien’s help, 

and napping with her baby in her bed. 

 

. 

 



 

 UNIT- V  

DRAUPADI 

 

I THINK A CREATIVE WRITER SHOULD HAVE A SOCIAL 

CONSCIENCE. I HAVE A DUTY TOWARDS SOCIETY… I 

ASK MYSELF THIS QUESTION A THOUSAND TIMES: 

HAVE I DONE WHAT I COULD HAVE DONE?” 

Imaginary Maps. 1995. Mahasweta Devi’s interview with Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak 

Draupadi is a short story of around 20 pages originally written in Bengali by Mahasweta 

Devi. It was anthologised in the collection, Breast Stories, translated to English 

by Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak. 

Book: ‘Draupadi’, in Breast Stories 

Author: Mahasweta Devi (translated by Gayatri Chakarvorty Spivak) 

Publisher: Seagull Books, Calcutta (2010) 

Genre: Feminist Fiction 

Devi situates her story against the Naxalite movement (1967-71), the Bangladesh 

Liberation War (1971) of West Bengal and the ancient Hindu epic of Mahabharata, 

engaging with the complex politics of Bengali identity and Indian nationhood. The tribal 

uprising against wealthy landlords brought upon the fury of the government which led 

to Operation Bakuli that sought to kill the so-called tribal rebels. 



Draupadi is a story about Dopdi Mehjen, a woman who belongs to the Santhal tribe of 

West Bengal. She is a Robin Hood-like figure who with her husband, Dhulna, murders 

wealthy landlords and usurp their wells, which is the primary source of water for the 

village. The government attempts to subjugate these tribal rebel groups through many 

means: kidnapping, murder, rape. Dopdi is captured by Officer Senanayak who instructs 

the army officers to rape her to extract information about the rebel uprising. 

Ironically, the same officers who violated her body, insist that she covers up once she is 

‘done with’. Intransigently, Dopdi rips off her clothes and walks towards 

officer Senanayak, “…naked. Thigh and pubic hair matted with dry blood. Two breasts. 

Two wounds”. Senanayak is shocked by her defiance as she stands before him “with her 

hand on her hip” as “the object of [his] search” and exclaims, “There isn’t a man here 

that I should be ashamed.” 

IN BOTH, THE CASE OF DURGA AND DRAUPADI, 

WHAT HAPPENS TO THEIR BODY IS A RESULT OF 

PATRIARCHAL VOICES WHICH DENIES THEM 

AGENCY. 

The story is stripped away from the Mahabharata’s grand narrative and royal attributes 

and situated in Champabhumi, a village in West Bengal. The ‘cheelharan’ of Draupadi is 

reconstructed in Devi’s story, subverting the narrative where Draupadi is rescued by a 

man, Lord Krishna. Instead, in Devi’s narrative, Dopdi is not rescued, yet she continues 

to exercise her agency by refusing to be a victim, leaving the armed men “t  

Dopdi is a woman of strong mind and will as she defied the shame associated with rape 

and sexual abuse, which is extremely relevant to India today. Especially in the onset of 

the #MeToo movement where many brave women came forward with their stories. 

“DOPDI IS… WHAT DRAUPADI — WRITTEN INTO THE 

PATRIARCHAL AND AUTHORITATIVE SACRED TEXT 

AS PROOF OF MALE POWER — COULD NOT BE.” 

Breast Stories. 2010. Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak 



Due to reading Draupadi with the knowledge that it was translated by Spivak I was 

constantly reminiscent of her essays: Can the Subaltern Speak? (1983) and The 

Trajectory of Subaltern in my Work (2003). Devi’s representation of Dopdi encapsulates 

what Spivak means by a gendered subaltern. Through the dislocation of the epic 

princess Draupadi to the tribal rebel Dopdi, Devi is able to present voices and 

perspectives otherwise unspoken and unheard of. 

Image Source: Isha Foundation 

The Hindu mythology of the subaltern female body which is never questioned and only 

ever exploited is rejected by Devi. For example Goddess Durga in her form of Sati, ‘a 

good wife,’ self-immolates her body in pain over her father’s abuse of her husband, Lord 

Shiva. Enraged, Lord Shiva dances over the universe with Sati’s body on his shoulder. 

Lord Vishnu then dismembers her body, and her body parts are strewn over the 

universe. Each relic of Sati’s body becomes a place for worship and pilgrimage. Also in 

the Mahabharata, Draupadi’s marriage to all the Pandavas and her re-virginisation is 

another way in which the female body is exploited. In both, the case of Durga and 

Draupadi, what happens to their body is a result of patriarchal voices which denies them 

agency. 

The character of Dopdi allows us to view the subaltern’s identity vis-à-vis the hegemonic 

structures seen through the policemen and Officer Senanayek. Thus, Dopdi’s body 

becomes a site of both the exertion of authoritarian power and of gendered resistance. 

Dopdi bears the torture as she is raped by many men through the encouragement of the 

voice of another man Arijit, that urges her to save her comrades and not herself. 

However, the attack on her body fades this male authority’s voice as she candidly reacts 

to the police. Her refusal to be clothed goes against the phallocentric power, and the 

exploitation of her body gives her the agency to step away from the hegemonic 

patriarchy of the policemen. 

Also read: Book Review: Breast Stories by Mahasweta Devi, A Metaphor For 

Exploitation 

Devi illustrates how any conflict or war results in the women’s body being the primary 

targets of attack by men. In the contexts of both the Naxalite movement and the 
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Bangladesh Liberation war, both men and women are tortured, but it is much worse for 

women as they additionally undergo sexual abuse. Thus with Spivak’s concepts on the 

subaltern in mind, through Dopdi, Devi represents the gendered subaltern subject who 

exists at the periphery of society and dares to go against the existing patriarchal 

structures. Spivak has shown concern regarding the representation of the subaltern in 

the mainstream discourse on the basis that the subaltern cannot be represented; only 

re-presented. However, Devi’s use of polyphony not just re-presents the subaltern, it 

also explores the politics around the category of the ‘subaltern.’ 

DOPDI SUBVERTS THE PHYSICALITY OF HER BODY 

FROM POWERLESSNESS INTO POWERFUL 

RESISTANCE. 

Although there are many facets to the mythical Draupadi’s character, Devi focuses on 

the infamous incident where the princess is almost disrobed and subverts it to suit 

Dopdi’s context. Devi has always said that she is interested in the stories of ordinary 

people which is evident through the subversion of Draupadi’s 

rape. Towards the latter part of her life, she focused on presenting the narratives of ordin

ary people. In Draupadi, Devi has not allowed her female protagonist, Dopdi, to be 

submissive and conquered by the male-dominated society, unlike Draupadi from 

the Mahabharata. 

Draupadi is a narrative that is universal in its portrayal of women as the most brutal 

victims of conflict and war. This approval on the part of Officer Senanayak in the story for 

the officers to ‘make her’ is reminiscent of the situation of Bangladesh’s Birangona and 

Japan’s comfort women. At the end of the story as she confronts the army officers with 

her bare body, the body that was violated and tortured is also in reverse used as a 

weapon. Even though Dopdi has been physically abused, she refuses to be emotionally 

wounded. 

In Draupadi, Devi presents a strong woman who despite being marginalised and 

exploited, transgresses conventional sexual and societal standards. Dopdi subverts the 

physicality of her body from powerlessness into powerful resistance. She does not 

represent the tribal woman by romanticising her depiction of Dopdi but instead 

realistically re-presents her through simple language and complex 



emotions. Draupadi recognises a woman’s body as an asset through which they can 

resist the socio-political objectification of their bodies and overcome oppression. 

Also read: Mahasweta Devi: An Eminent Personality In Bengali Literature | 

#IndianWomenInHistory 

I urge anyone who has not yet read Draupadi to do so, and especially Bengali readers 

who can enjoy the words in the original language. 
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                                       UNIT- IV 

                                    KARUKKU 

Bama is the pen-name of a Tamil Dalit woman, from a Roman Catholic 

family. She has published three main works: an autobiography, 

Karukku, 1992; a novel, Sangati, 1994; and a collection of short stories, 

Kisumbukkaran 1996. 

Karukku means palmyra leaves, which, with their serrated edges on both 

sides, are like double-edged swords. By a felicitous pun, the Tamil word 

Karukku, containing the word hare, embryo or seed, also means 

freshness, newness. In her foreword, Bama draws attention to the 

symbol, and refers to the words in Hebrews (New Testament), "For the 

word of God is living and active, sharper than any two-edged sword, 

piercing to the division of soul and spirit, of joints and marrow, and 

discerning the thoughts and intentions of the heart." (Hebrews, 4:10) 

Karukku is the first autobiography of its kind to appear in Tamil, for 

Dalit writing in this language has not produced the spate of 

autobiographies which have appeared, for example, in Marathi. It is also 

in many ways an unusual autobiography. It grows out of a particular 

moment: a personal crisis and watershed in the author's life which drives 

her to make sense of her life as woman, Christian, Dalit. Many Tamil 

authors, both men and women, use the convention of writing under a 

pseudonym. In this case, though, this convention adds to the work's 

strange paradox of reticence and familiarity. It eschews the 

"confessional" mode, leaving out many personal details. The protagonist 



is never named. The events of Bama's life are not arranged according to 

a simple, linear or chronological order, as with most autobiographies, 

but rather, reflected upon in different ways, repeated from different 

perspectives, grouped under different themes, for example, Work, 

Games and Recreation, Education, Belief, etc. It is her driving quest for 

integrity as a Dalit and Christian that shapes the book and gives it its 

polemic. 

The argument of the book is to do with the arc of the narrator's spiritual 

development both through the nurturing of her belief as a Catholic, and 

her gradual realization of herself as a Dalit. We are given a very full 

picture of the way in which the Church ordered and influenced the lives 

of the Dalit Catholics. Every aspect of the child's life is imbued with the 

Christian religion. The day is ordered by religious ritual. The year is 

punctuated by religious processions and festivals which become part of 

the natural yearly cycle of crops and seasons. But parallel to this 

religious life is a socio-political self-education that takes off from the 

revelatory moment when she first understands what untouchability 

means. It is this double perspective that enables her to understand the 

deep rift between Christian beliefs and practice. 

Bama's re-reading and interpretation of the Christian scriptures as an 

adult enables her to carve out both a social vision and a message of hope 

for Dalits by emphasizing the revolutionary aspects of Christianity, the 

values of equality, social justice, and love towards all. Her own life 

experiences urge her towards actively engaging in alleviating the 

sufferings of the oppressed. When she becomes a nun, it is in the 

stubborn hope that she will have a chance to put these aspirations into 

effect. She discovers, however, that the perspectives of the convent and 

the Church are different from hers. The story of that conflict and its 

resolution forms the core of Karukku. 



In the end, Bama makes the only choice possible for her. But she also 

sees the beginnings of an important change, if not in the Church's 

practice, yet in the gradually growing awareness among Dalits, of their 

ow 

 

The Outlier Ep 6 - Taslima Nasrin, Author and Activist, in conversation with Satish 

Padmanabhan 

The Outlier Ep3 - Amish, Author, in conversation with Satish Padmanabhan, Executive 

Editor, Outlook 

But Dalits have also understood that God is not like this, has not spoken 

like this. They have become aware that they too were created in the 

likeness of God. There is a new strength within them, urging them to 

reclaim that likeness which has been repressed, ruined and obliterated; 

and to begin to live with honour and respect and love of all humankind. 

To my mind, that alone is true devotion. 

Clearly she understands that her own experience is part of a larger 

movement among Dalits. Yet, it is interesting that she appears to come 

to this awareness of her own accord. She does not, for example, seem to 

have access to liberation theologians (as does Vidivelli, in a parallel 

autobiography, Kalakkal.) She refers neither to Ambedkar nor to 

Periyaar, who not only attacked the caste system, but whose remarkable 

speeches and writings against the oppression of women were published 

in 1942 under the title Pen Yenh Adimaiynanat? (Why did woman 

become enslaved?) Nor indeed does Bama — again unlike Vidivelli — 

make a connection between caste and gender oppressions. Not in 

Karukku at any rate; she does so, abundantly, in Sangati and elsewhere. 

Karukku is concerned with the single issue of caste oppression within 

the Catholic Church and its institutions and presents Bama's life as a 
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process of lonely self-discovery. Bama leaves her religious order to 

return to her village, where life may be insecure, but where she does not 

feel alienated or compromised. The tension throughout Karukku is 

between the self and the community: the narrator leaves one community 

(of religious women) in order to join another (as a Dalit woman). 

Sangati takes up the story of that new community. 

Dalit writing — as the writers themselves have chosen to call it — has 

been seen in Tamil only in the past decade, and later than in Marathi and 

Kannada. It has gone hand in hand with political activism, and with 

critical and ideological debate, spurred on by such events as the 

Ambedkar centenary of 1994, and the furore following the Mandal 

Commission report. 

The Tamil equivalent of the Marathi "dalit" is taazhtapattor, used in this 

specific sense by Bharati Dasan in the 1930s, when he was working for 

the Self Respect Movement. He uses it in the poem Taazhtapattor 

samattuvapaattu ("Song for the equality of the oppressed"). Indeed the 

new Tamil Dalit writing constantly refers to the anti-caste, anti-religious 

speeches of E.V. Ramaswamy Naicker (Periyaar), founder of this 

movement. All the same, although the Tamil words taazhtapattor or 

odukkappattor are used in much of the literature by both — writers and 

critics, it is significant that the preferred term is Dalit, implying 

militancy, an alliance with other repressed groups, and a nation-wide — 

or even universal — identity. ("Who are Dalits? All those who are 

oppressed: all hill peoples, neo-Buddhists, labourers, destitute farmers, 

women, and all those who have been exploited politically, economically, 

or in the name of religion are Dalits." from the 1972 Manifesto of the 

Dalit Panthers, quoted in Tamil translation in Omvedt 1994). 



More recently, Raj Gautaman (1995) points to the different functions of 

Tamil Dalit writing, and the different local and global readerships it 

addresses. First, he says, it is the function of Dalit writing to awaken in 

every reader, a consciousness of the oppressed Dalit, and to share in the 

Dalit experience as if it were their own. (Karukku, he says, is a singular 

example of a piece of writing which achieves this.) At the same time, 

according to Gautaman, the new Dalit writing must be a Tamil and an 

Indian version of a world-wide literature of the oppressed; its politics 

must be an active one that fights for human rights, social justice and 

equality . 

I think that it would also be true to say that while much of the new Tamil 

Dalit writing does indeed function as Gautaman claims, and is centrally 

concerned with raising an awareness of the Dalit experience, Bama's 

work is among those (like the work of Vidivelli, Imayam and Marku) 

that are exploring a changing Dalit identity. There is, in this writing, a 

very powerful sense of the self and the community as Dalit, which 

rejects outright the notion of varna; and which on the other hand refuses 

to "sanskritize," to evaluate Dalit life-style according to mainstream 

Hindu values. But there is also a powerful sense of engagement with 

history, of change, of changing notions of identity and belonging. Bama 

captures a moment that contains a paradox: she seeks an identity, but 

seeks a change which means an end to that identity. 

I must conclude by commenting briefly on Bama's use of language. 

Bama is doing something completely new in using the demotic and the 

colloquial regularly, as her medium for narration and even argument, not 

simply for reported speech. She uses a Dalit style of language which 

overturns the decorum and aesthetics of received upper-class, upper-

caste Tamil. She breaks the rules of written grammar and spelling 

throughout, elides words and joins them differently, demanding a newi 



and different pattern of reading. Karakku also, by using an informal 

speech style which addresses the reader intimately, shares with the 

reader the author's predicament as Dalit and Christian directly, 

demystifying the theological argument, and making her choice rather, a 

matter of conscience. 

As well as this subversion of received Tamil, all Dalit writing is marked by certain other characteristics. It 

reclaims and remains close to an oral tradition made up of workchants, folk-songs, songs sung at rites of 

passage, as well as proverbs—and some of this tradition belongs particularly to the women's domain. 

Karakku, very interestingly, also tells a story of Tamil Dalit Catholicism in the vocabulary that it uses, 

particularly in the central chapter which describes her spiritual journey from childhood faith to her 

return home after departing from the convent. There is often a layering of meaning in certain words, 

where a Tamilized Sanskrit word is given a new Catholic meaning. For example, Tamil mantiram (sacred 

utterance, but also popularly, magic charm or spell) from Sanskrit mantra becomes "catechism" in 

Catholic use. Hence often there is a spin or a turn-around of meaning; a freshness in some of the 

coinages, and different routes and slippages in the way Catholicism has been naturalized (and 

sometimes not) into the Tamil of the text. It is also important to note that Bama consistently uses the 

language of popular Catholicism, eschewing very largely, the terminology of theologians. 

Bama's work is not only breaking a mainstream aesthetic, but also 

proposing a new one which is integral to her politics. What is demanded 

of the translator and reader is, in Gayatri Spivak's terms, a "surrender to 

the special call of the text." 

This is certainly not comfortable reading for anyone. Bama is writing in 

order to change hearts and minds. And as readers of her work we are 

asked for nothing less than an imaginative entry into that different world 

of experience  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

                                                                   UNIT -IV 

        

                                                       THE COlOR PURPUl 

 

Celie, the protagonist and narrator of The Color Purple, is a poor, uneducated, fourteen-
year-old black girl living in rural Georgia. Celie starts writing letters to God because her 
father, Alphonso, beats and rapes her. Alphonso has already impregnated Celie once. Celie 
gave birth to a girl, whom her father stole and presumably killed in the woods. Celie has a 
second child, a boy, whom her father also steals. Celie’s mother becomes seriously ill and 
dies. Alphonso brings home a new wife but continues to abuse Celie. 
Celie and her bright, pretty younger sister, Nettie, learn that a man known only as Mr. ______ 
wants to marry Nettie. Mr. ______ has a lover named Shug Avery, a sultry lounge singer 
whose photograph fascinates Celie. Alphonso refuses to let Nettie marry, and instead offers 
Mr. ______ the “ugly” Celie as a bride. Mr. ______ eventually accepts the offer, and takes Celie 
into a difficult and joyless married life. Nettie runs away from Alphonso and takes refuge at 
Celie’s house. Mr. ______ still desires Nettie, and when he advances on her she flees for her 
own safety. Never hearing from Nettie again, Celie assumes she is dead. 

Mr. ______’s sister Kate feels sorry for Celie, and tells her to fight back against Mr. ______ 
rather than submit to his abuses. Harpo, Mr. ______’s son, falls in love with a large, spunky 
girl named Sofia. Shug Avery comes to town to sing at a local bar, but Celie is not allowed to 
go see her. Sofia becomes pregnant and marries Harpo. Celie is amazed by Sofia’s defiance 
in the face of Harpo’s and Mr. ______’s attempts to treat Sofia as an inferior. Harpo’s attempts 
to beat Sofia into submission consistently fail, as Sofia is by far the physically stronger of 
the two. 

Shug falls ill and Mr. ______ takes her into his house. Shug is initially rude to Celie, but the 
two women become friends as Celie takes charge of nursing Shug. Celie finds herself 
infatuated with Shug and attracted to her sexually. Frustrated with Harpo’s consistent 
attempts to subordinate her, Sofia moves out, taking her children. Several months later, 
Harpo opens a juke joint where Shug sings nightly. Celie grows confused over her feelings 
toward Shug. 

Shug decides to stay when she learns that Mr. ______ beats Celie when Shug is away. Shug 
and Celie’s relationship grows intimate, and Shug begins to ask Celie questions about sex. 
Sofia returns for a visit and promptly gets in a fight with Harpo’s new girlfriend, Squeak. In 
town one day, the mayor’s wife, Miss Millie, asks Sofia to work as her maid. Sofia answers 



with a sassy “Hell no.” When the mayor slaps Sofia for her insubordination, she returns the 
blow, knocking the mayor down. Sofia is sent to jail. Squeak’s attempts to get Sofia freed 
are futile. Sofia is sentenced to work for twelve years as the mayor’s maid. 

Shug returns with a new husband, Grady. Despite her marriage, Shug instigates a sexual 
relationship with Celie, and the two frequently share the same bed. One night Shug asks 
Celie about her sister. Celie assumes Nettie is dead because she had promised to write to 
Celie but never did. Shug says she has seen Mr. ______ hide away numerous mysterious 
letters that have arrived in the mail. Shug manages to get her hands on one of these letters, 
and they find it is from Nettie. Searching through Mr. ______’s trunk, Celie and Shug find 
dozens of letters that Nettie has sent to Celie over the years. Overcome with emotion, Celie 
reads the letters in order, wondering how to keep herself from killing Mr. ______. 

The letters indicate that Nettie befriended a missionary couple, Samuel and Corrine, and 
traveled with them to Africa to do ministry work. Samuel and Corrine have two adopted 
children, Olivia and Adam. Nettie and Corrine become close friends, but Corrine, noticing 
that her adopted children resemble Nettie, wonders if Nettie and Samuel have a secret past. 
Increasingly suspicious, Corrine tries to limit Nettie’s role within her family. 

Nettie becomes disillusioned with her missionary experience, as she finds the Africans self-
centered and obstinate. Corrine becomes ill with a fever. Nettie asks Samuel to tell her how 
he adopted Olivia and Adam. Based on Samuel’s story, Nettie realizes that the two children 
are actually Celie’s biological children, alive after all. Nettie also learns that Alphonso is 
really only Nettie and Celie’s step-father, not their real father. Their real father was a 
storeowner whom white men lynched because they resented his success. Alphonso told 
Celie and Nettie he was their real father because he wanted to inherit the house and 
property that was once their mother’s. 

Nettie confesses to Samuel and Corrine that she is in fact their children’s biological aunt. 
The gravely ill Corrine refuses to believe Nettie. Corrine dies, but accepts Nettie’s story and 
feels reconciled just before her death. Meanwhile, Celie visits Alphonso, who -confirms 
Nettie’s story, admitting that he is only the women’s stepfather. Celie begins to lose some of 
her faith in God, but Shug tries to get her to reimagine God in her own way, rather than in 
the traditional image of the old, bearded white man. 

The mayor releases Sofia from her servitude six months early. At dinner one night, Celie 
finally releases her pent-up rage, angrily cursing Mr. ______ for his years of abuse. Shug 
announces that she and Celie are moving to Tennessee, and Squeak decides to go with 
them. In Tennessee, Celie spends her time designing and sewing individually tailored pairs 
of pants, eventually turning her hobby into a business. Celie returns to Georgia for a visit, 
and finds that Mr. ______ has reformed his ways and that Alphonso has died. Alphonso’s 
house and land are now hers, so she moves there. 



Meanwhile, Nettie and Samuel marry and prepare to return to America. Before they leave, 
Samuel’s son, Adam, marries Tashi, a native African girl. Following African tradition, Tashi 
undergoes the painful rituals of female circumcision and facial scarring. In solidarity, Adam 
undergoes the same facial scarring ritual. 

Celie and Mr. ______ reconcile and begin to genuinely enjoy each other’s company. Now 
independent financially, spiritually, and emotionally, Celie is no longer bothered by Shug’s 
passing flings with younger men. Sofia remarries Harpo and now works in Celie’s clothing 
store. Nettie finally returns to America with Samuel and the children. Emotionally drained 
but exhilarated by the reunion with her sister, Celie notes that though she and Nettie are 
now old, she has never in her life felt younger. 
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