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-Hey there, are we audible?

XXX

-Hello, are we visible?

XXX

-Are we?

- (whispers) I don’t think they can see us, man.
XXX

Oh wait, let us think, then perhaps we shall be.

[The editors get disconnected]




Disconnected, one looks into the mirror and witnesses
no human forms, but icons, typos, zeros and ones
and @(s). The looking-glass weaves menace into the
psyche, the screen blinks, flagellates and swoons—all
within a matter of microseconds. This mirror robs us
of our identities. Devoid of a body, alienation becomes
us. That one sure-footed Lacanian method does not
hold any meaning any more. When the connection
whirrs to life, the tiny preview window is all we can see
and it looks back at us with the ghastly eyes of our own
personal Medusa. We cannot move—god, one nudge
outside the blinking frame, one wrong angle, would be
such a faux-pas.

XXX

-What about now? Can you perceive us as we simmer
in this two-by-two boxed translation?

[...redirecting in 3...2...1...]




If presence is absence, or absence presence, we leave
that to Derrida, Rousseau and the like. What concerns
us most as we sit here uncomfortably is how these
two co-exist, especially after having kissed goodbyes
to our quotidian habits of non-digital, real time-space
driven contact. When a gesture passed between
college windows, or a chance eye contact with a
comrade across the college pavilion seem souvenirs
preserved from a bygone era, we are compelled to
think if our existence too might be questionable.
Permission to leave this dilemma too to some stony,
post-war existentialist?

Once the chaff of being and existence is sieved and
separated, we are left with the grain of the material
so that we can go back to photographs, paintings
and architecture to check if everything has indeed
changed, or if it only appears to be so because of the
lingering distance. Yards and yards of the campus are
minimised and packed in an X by Y interface. Mapping
the history of our ‘self’ therefore appears to be a
monumental task for we are both more and less than
our pre-pandemic identities in this virtual maze. Shall
we be able to conjure our ‘pandemic selves’ through
photographs, screen recordings, videos, Whatsapp
audios, and (post)human memories? The penultimate
question is: how reliable will it all be, and if we were
to use a Platonic cliché, how far removed from reality?




The potential of a photograph is as much different
from that of speech as is that of a painting of an
architecture from the actual architecture itself. We can
never get enough out of a poem, a painting, or even
from the body of a building. Nor can the influence of
one medium encompass that of the other. The non-
completeness of mediums is perhaps what defines
the existence of other media. In all these places, we
search for an iota of ourselves.

As such, ideology is realized through different semiotic
modes which may corroborate, detract from or add to
each other. Nevertheless, almost all of these modes
have been playing the Orwellian ‘telescreens’ in our
digitally connected lives. A big screen. A big face. A big
message for all to follow. And so does everyone march
to the tuneful Truth of the voice. A Truth generating
itself from Power. A Power which the masses give
to the voice. Power given by one over oneself. An
unconditional Power. How? One asks... Well, it’s
elementary, my dear Whatsapp! It has truly been an
elemental pentagon, the relationship between ‘Health’
and the screen. Health on Screens, on a fithess band
screen, on a Whatsapp screen, on a false mirror. Eat
well, sleep well, see well, hear well and understand
well. Well to understand exactly what the screen asks
you to understand!



You obey the screen, the voice, the picture.
You perform the digital circus.

You hound your own pulse- “Alive. Alive. Alive.”
The tracker’s called so for a purpose...

I see therefore am I seen.

I hear therefore am I heard.

The rhapsody of ‘We’ and ‘They’ has a prosody of
unbalance:

Dot by dot, pixel by pixel, ‘We’ forged a being on exam
forms,

While gasp by desperate gasp, ‘They’ lost their last
breath in neglected dorms.

While ‘We’ lived beat by beat on a flashing fitness band,

Feet by tired feet, ‘They’ walked miles on scorching
gravel and sand.

‘We’ gulped down measure after measure of hot herbal
beverages,

‘They’ lived on sip after sip of rationed water for ages...
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On the one hand were the multimodal representations
of human suffering- photographs showing the plight
of the marginalised, audios of people asking for help
and appalling videos of death literally floating on
the undulating waters of negligence. On the other
hand, were the audio messages by powerful voices
decreeing that ‘All is well’, played on numerous
channels while a smiling photo of the owner of the
voice was strategically juxtaposed with a transcript of
the audio scrolling down to the speed of that voice. It
is, thus, in mysteriously varied ways that multimodality
shapes one’s lived experiences and itself gets marked
by them in return.

This everyday, collected, concerted effort of fashioning,
moulding and expressing ever-changing concepts,
texts, works, visions and interpretations, is a very
magpie-like quality that involves picking up pieces
and fragments that are all over the place and creating
something that is different and yet the same. Such is
the nature of multimodal translations that this volume
of CODE comprises. In this era of excess, the field of
translation now extends wider and wider to encompass
not only multilinguality but also multimodality.




In this volume, systematic chaos reigns as ‘texts’
traverse through all possible conceptual modes that can
be put to paper, directly or indirectly, albeit fleetingly.
From protest songs to book covers, screenplays to
maps, poetry to podcasts, philosophy to illustration—
the following pages pushed our student translators to
the limits of their active imagination to create something
completely different and yet the same. The journal is
also interspersed with academic papers, essays and
think pieces on the nature and nuances of multimodal
translations to aid the reader-researcher as they make
their way through this disorganised sea of pastiches.

Culled and pulled together entirely in cyberspace, this
volume’s journey from conception to completion has been
a long and arduous one—a slow eye-straining process
that could not have been executed, if it were not for the
dedication and belief of the people involved. We are
thankful to our Principal, Professor Babli Moitra Saraf, for
providing us with the opportunity to work and learn at the
Translation and Translation Studies Centre. We are grateful
to Dr Vinita Sinha for nurturing and intellectually guiding the
translation team and the project itself, encouraging them
to traverse beyond text into multimodality. We extend our
thanks to Dr Rekha Sethi whose continued support and
counsel has helped mould the Centre and the Journal into
what it is today. We thank Dr Achyutanand Mishra and Dr
Mihir Pandya for imparting their Hindi language expertise to
the project. The editors are indebted to Ms Srinjoyee Dutta
for her patience and faith in a scattered team and value
her intellectual contribution which has been crucial to the
successful completion of the volume. Lastly, we thank our
student translators and contributors, on whose creative
potential and subjective interpretation, the journal rests.



Trapped within a digital labyrinth, perplexed by a myriad
of post-human interfaces, we all try to ape Sisyphus.
But, Sisyphus was luckier. He had something as material
as the boulder to measure his might while we struggle
to prove our existence during the numerous roll-calls on
a non-reliable, flattened pixelated slate. Yet, we haven’t
been absolutely clueless about our site of struggle. The
mind is our rock and it has to be told that we do exist,
only to see it rolling into dishelief every other day.

Apoorva Kapur
Editor

Shambhavi Misra
Sub-Editor

Muskan Tyagi
Sub-Editor
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Illustration, Design and Metaphor:
Judging CODE by its Cover

As an illustrator and a writer, I have often found it
more efficient to compartmentalise the two disciplines
and then be engaged in their respective production.
Taking a most Barthesian stand with respect to my
work, the author and the artist are both dead when a
respectable critique is to be delivered. However, for
this issue of CODE, I was handed an impossible task—
that of making sense of my own illustrations done for
the previous editions of CODE. At the risk of sounding
like Showalter in ‘“Twenty Years On’, looking back at
certain artistic choices I made and decoding them, I
initially began by vowing to keep the sensibilities of an
illustrator and a multimodal translator tightly sealed,
at a safe distance from those of a critic, but soon
realised the shortcomings of this methodology. After
the initial draft, I had in my hands, an embodiment
of self-questioning contradictions: is this review, in
keeping with the theme of the journal, not a multimodal
translation of another multimodal translation?; by
demarcating the ‘do-nots’ off of Showalter’s work,
am I not inadvertently partaking in the same errors by
tracing a legacy with the critics that came before me,
just like she did?; and finally, the question that reduced
my draft to redundancy—is art-writing and criticism
coterminous or consequent to the creation of art? And
by extension, is translation?

1 Barthes, Roland. The death of the author, 1968. na, 2006.

2 Showalter, Elaine. A literature of their own: British women novelists

from Bronté to Lessing. Princeton University Press, 1999.



It is this last question whose answer seems most
elusive and it is this that I shall explore in the paper.
With the progression of time, not only words butimages
demand a renewal — a translation into a language of
contemporary resonance, and so it is imperative to
consider how words, visuals and languages itself
occupy time.
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In an intersecting role, being privy to the ideas that
emerge in the mind of an artist during production,
makes the task distinctly different than that of studying
material framed in a climate-controlled environment,
picking the brain of an artist long deceased.
Witnessing a thought transform into a physical thing,
it is quite suitably describable through the ideas of
Grant Kester who considered art, especially the post-
modern, avant garde sort, to be a ‘creative dialogue’
which is characterised by ‘collaboration, extended
duration, simultaneity of production and reception
and a lack of predictability about their final form’. (81)
My treatment of the illustrations that follow deal with
an unfolding process rather than a discrete image
defined by set limits of space. Criticism, thus, runs
parallel to the production of art, and even intersects it
through dialogue. The same is true for any multimodal
translation. The source text, target text, and the
socio-cultural and temporal contexts in which they
are embedded are all at the perusal of the purveyor
and it is in cohesion and collaboration that meaning is
created and conveyed. In truth, this is not a judgement
atallin contradiction to the title, for in writing this, Iam
an involuntary accomplice, betraying a commitment to
a certain ideology that helped conjure the translations
in the first place. Writing this piece, I'm no longer
restricted by discipline, by literature or translation or
art criticism; this is a careful revisit, both mimetic and
hermeneutic: a translation and an interpretation.




A significant part of the exercise of ‘text to image’
translation was for each piece to stand as a metaphor
capturing the essence of the text that accompanied
it. By talking about the form and aesthetics of the
illustrations and what they elucidate, I am affixing
other metaphors still to an already metaphorical
interpretation. In Sontag’s harsh repudiating terms,
these brute interpretive strategies, exemplified in
methodologies of psychoanalysis and linguistics
that are so deeply enmeshed in minds of a literature
student such as myself, “as it excavates, it destroys; it
digs ‘behind’ the text to find a subtext which is the true
one.” (4) The field of translation, however, escapes
this conundrum for the source text and the target text
hold a jagged mirror up to each other, uncovering ad
infinitum; how is then one supposed to drop one’s
tools and stop digging?

‘Raisin in the Sun’ is a volume that celebrates the
spirit of the weavers of the written word, as they write
essays, memoirs, and musings about themselves,
each other, or the world around them that simmer with
the dynamic processes of action and resistance.
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(1) A Literary Synecdoche (Cover illustration, CODE:Vol.6)




The cover illustration above exploits this currency of
colour and change along with the everyday intricacies
of existence to delve into the lives of select writers
like Jean-Paul Sartre, Haruki Murakami, Arundhati
Roy, Sushila Takbhore, Nirmal Verma, etc., as they
negotiate the microcosmic nature of their routine life
with the uninterrupted larger process of making art
that howls and resists through the printed word. The
journal was a compendium of sixteen translations,
capturing essays, interviews, memoirs, excerpts, and
fictional conversations, either written by or featuring
famous writers. Each piece inside the volume was
accompanied by an illustration, and the main intention
was to portray artists and writers just existing in their
natural space, where they create and conjure up words
that possess so much power. The vibrant colours and
topsy-turvy shadows and lights in the illustrations
speak just as loudly as the words do. They demand
to be seen and interpreted, and that interpretation is
of course, open-ended and fluid. As for the design of
the journal, the strategy to give the text more room
to breathe through huge margins was to work on two
levels: first, to frame the text and the illustrious writer
in a special focus, and second, to make a symbolic
statement to allow translated literature that usually
occupies the margins, to speak for itself and demand
attention.
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Metaphors, however preferred or avoided, have
unlimited relational capacity where understanding
complexities are concerned—be it scientific or
pertaining to individual human experience in which
each one is alone. It is with respect to metaphors that
the term ekphrasis, which is tied to the production
of art, its adaptation, description and criticism, can
be explored. Jacques Derrida saw ekphrasis as a
practice that fit in perfectly as an example of his
theory of logocentrism, or the idea that knowledge is
found through words and arrives at a truth. This idea
that categorises Western culture and epistemology,
betrays its dependence on language and the economy
of words. In that strain, Krieger writes: “In speaking
of ekphrasis, or at least of the ekphrastic impulse, I
have pointed to its source in the semiotic desire for
the natural sign, the desire, that is, to have the world
captured in the word...this desire to see the world
in the word is what, after Derrida, we have come to
term the logocentric desire. It is this naive desire that
leads us to prefer the immediacy of the picture to the
mediation of the code in our search for a tangible, ‘real’
referent that would render the sign transparent.” (12)




However, something new, a polysemiotic desire
as opposed to the logocentric one has taken hold
of culture in the last few decades, challenging the
hegemony of the written word, of ekphrasis. In the
book, Writing Space, Bolter states that “as we have
seen in digital media and even in print, we get a
reverse ekphrasis in which images are given the task of
explaining words.” (99) Every publication, blog, social
media platform, now inundate the public with images
that are supposed to be interpreted and understood.
Television broadcasting, illustration, photography
and design has displaced the word from its central
seat and infographics, graphic novels, ‘photo-dumps’,
commissioned artworks and a heightened sense of
visual aesthetics have now begun to take up spaces
that had been exclusively interpreted by the written
word for centuries. The new familiar is the idea of
images explaining words, and the new metaphor
is not ekphrasis but the visual, the synecdochical,
the symbolic—it is through the metaphor that we
understand the ambiguity inherent in writing and arrive
at holistic meaning, taking the world around us into
account, or as Derrida would say, ‘to begin wherever
we are’.

Kreiger astutely observes that it is easier to grasp
variances and nuances within cultures and contexts
and arrive at a conclusion when presented with an
image, expressed in the cliche, ‘a picture is worth a
thousand words’. According to Bolter, “the breakout of



the visual, the reverse ekphrasticimpulse, is at its most
vigorous in the electronic writing space, where new
media designers and authors are also redefining the
balance between word and image.” The illustrations of
CODE assume exactly this and no more: the balance
between visual and verbal has been redefined while
acknowledging that they are a literature in themselves.
In art, the visual metaphor’s anti-logocentric thrust is,
thus, inherently subversive.

After the tussle between the image and the word has
been decided upon, the other distinction that is to
be demolished is between that of ‘illustration’ and
‘art’. ‘Artwork as art’ has historically been valued as
significantly greater than ‘artwork as illustration’. But
what is the difference? Simply put, while artwork as
art is detached and context independent, artwork as
illustration is context dependent. The main assumption
of the argument is that art images indeed involve both
content and manner. While artwork has the capacity to
hold meaning withinitselfindependently, anillustration
is usually representative and since it is created as
an accompaniment, its meaning is interpreted in
conjunction, it is @ metaphor and a translation in the
true sense. Broadly speaking, artworks are accorded
a special significance and are recognized as powerful
communication tools. But Hagvedt and Patrick posit




in their study that the ‘specialness’ of artworks may
be diminished simply by emphasizing that which is
depicted in them. (379) In a multimodal translation,
then, does the artwork as the target text and the
final product, gain in significance as a text and work
of ‘art’ in its own right or is it demoted to ‘artwork as
illustration’ that is intrinsically tied to its context and
cannot exist independently? But let us for a moment
step back and question the nature of art itself; can a
work of art even exist outside of at least some context?
As anillustration is a translation which depends on the
source text for its life source and context, can it be a
crumbling out-of-time fixture in a climate-controlled
room somewhere, not essentially the Rosetta Stone
to times and lives contemporaneous? What then
separates art from illustration?

Three of the main concerns of this paper—metaphor
construction; art, writing and interpretation as parallel
processes; illustration as a translation as well as a
standalone piece of ‘art’—all can be seen as ideas
that are prismatic refractions glimmering through the
cover illustration of the volume titled ‘Reminiscing
Indraprastha’ The piece was intended not as an
illustration accompanying anything, but a vibrant,
self-sustained piece that drew its meaning from the
various elements and details embedded in the work.
At the same time, it was designed and modified as
a translation of the 1937 cover of the then college
magazine, Pradeep, inked almost a century ago.






(3) Torchbearer - Pradeep (Back cover CODE:Vol.5)

The torchbearer of knowledge illustration (c. 1937)
translates into the flag bearer of gender equality and
inclusivity, and the books held in the former’s hand
morph into feminist literature stacked within reach of
a woman who represents each and every student that
constitutes this institution, relentless in the pursuit of
knowledge. And most importantly, the stern, upright
posture of the lady is relaxed, in command of her
space; she is both at ease and acutely aware of her
identity — existing as is, for women are allowed to be at
ease now. It is these elements and details that in turn
morphed into metaphors that contributed to a richer
interpretation. A very literal translation, this manifesto
of a cover is ever-changing. The books on the shelves
can be replaced, the typewriter is still spilling over
to capture the imminent centennial, the flag still has
room for the entire spectrum, the slouching woman
still has a spine to rise—the politics of the age are in
flux. A hundred years from now, the synecdoche could
be a greenhouse and the woman might shift in place
to reflect the tilted times. Adaptations and translations
perennially renew themselves as change is captured in
the essence of the practice.
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(4) & (5) - Divider illustrations, CODE: Vol. 5

As Kreiger writes in his foreword to Ekphrasis: The
Illusion of the Natural Sign, the multimodal aim of
this translation exercise is for visual arts to produce
an equivalent of the verbal text, instead of merely
the other way round. (xiii) The illustrations (next
page) scattered throughout the journals before the
beginning of each story, each translation, each section,
are, thus, almost wordless epigraphs that supercede
the textual introductions, almost as declarations that
challenge the notion that decrees adequate rendering
‘pas possible’ because the superiority of the verbal
text cannot be matched.

Apoorva Kapur
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI



(6), (7) & (8) - Divider
illustrations, CODE: Vol.6
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The Physical Impossibility of Death in the Mind of Someone Living
by Damien Hirst
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The Glass Between Us

If I were ever to outwit you,

I'll gift you a gigantic God,

fresh and stale,

powerful and pale—

that one interface between
life and death.

Have you ever seen fate
wrapped in wealthy waters,
unveiled as a musical artefact,
ready to be tricked

ina 10 by 6 swollen matrix?

Have you ever tasted water,
not one that regenerates
but one that decomposes
and goes down your
oesophagus(s)—

without first warning you
of an intriguing intercourse with
the bygone?

Modified past screams

of miseries

as decay is fished

and dropped onto the wings of
beautiful, blue emissaries:

full of fixity and hope.

Meanwhile,

formaldehyde,

the four-winged sorceress,
makes haste to

cup it in her hands

and kill its rotting taste,
hiding the symptoms

of freely-foaming phantoms.

The living watching the living

is such quotidian art.

Life and death,

life

and

death,

ring through the entire charade.

As a law,

life observes life,

and death gazes at death.
And, mind you,

any breaching of this rule
is nothing less than

a homicidal tool.

Come on, waste no time,
throw a coin, pay a price,
and watch the two worlds
intercept and race.



Behind the curtain,

I snigger and giggle

trying to sift through the
minutes left for bidding your
vanities farewell.

Finally, I appear as an
electrocuted dinosaur,
puffed up and shrunken
in an ongoing war
against time.

I am life, not death;

I am death, not life—

Only that I can no more profess
which is which

for I am God:

that one thread that ties
death to life

and life to death.

The glass between us vaporises;
our worlds diffuse into one.

I, a material oxymoron,

I, a lamentable Leviathan,

can command and dictate

as if I am the one and the only one
to replace that temporal interface.

Impossibility defines you and me
as we snatch and relish

life’s tree. Yet, there lingers a
possibility to process death,

to process me

as we together struggle

to keep up the visages of
immortality:

after all,
decoding a carcass isn’t
artistic perjury.

Shambhavi Misra
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI
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ISl & UR : 31d1q A Ae<inlsTieict

dpATD! WIfd & AT SHEAR & dRIepl # yfafeT 7
JToTd 31T 3R 8| I TR W, I8 Ao Hif3am 3rgHat 3iik
Teh Ut ST & ST TR T T & STeT aRfeh Adtdn
T DI TSI A T 37fUBR AT &, 1R I8 fhedt
&, T & a1 S gde® &1 fafie 3uTies erTdal 3tk
3Tfefes Ta 3itenfiies T R URTRS HIfvss fafing 9¢
€T & 3R 50 fafme & @rer 379a1e oy 37k 31ferss
TSI &

HIEYROT: b HId WIS & ‘Cave’ | fAfgd 37ef a7 daer
& AT HERA Bl o1ed HTYT H th 3 it YfchdT bl
31dTC Ped & | RN ol I AAqeddl Uga 37ef, T3 et
&1 ef & fAdedd Ud &Ifdeh gl 1y 31dTe &t
g TRHTST Ue-A & TRl A7TdT § UR STd &1 37dTe bl
TSk T TTE 31T d & dl gHRT ATHAT g AR fed
gV SIfee wedt 3fiR srfAfeaansit & gar 8, fadvas wid
HTST 37R eear vTwT # fAfga Aeft 31k 37ef &Y U=ftefmal
1 37 deH 7 37ef BT a7 a1 82 e’ § &F T
TR 22 3TATC &l YfhdT &I ATYRUT: fofEd I
deh €1 HHd o3 fear SiTaT & uR=g) 31TeT & f3fSiead gm o

S SR &l 31aTe fohaT SITdT & d foeddt 7 feet U o
“Hoc IS Bld &l




Thdfdst, ford 30t 7 AfA3I1eRT (semiotics) FHaT
SITAT &, 37e9 &bl a8 &3 8 Sl ddbdl 31R 31ef §17 it
TfehaT & Feferd 21 39 e & Aeeiiise e &f 0
gfTfSa AT ST Tpdr & 1 a8 uTe foraeeT 3ref U &
STeT AfFgifes Hg & oifeed Ud fafde faeord §9dr e,
HoeTHISe daRe hEalTdl &l

Tgl AT < ¥ areqd 8 U A da foradT
3G U TR St T B3 § Hd &1 3T R TR X
AP IRYBR A dfcd & -

Q) TYT-Taeft 3rerfa forfaa 3tk HifEs s

2) BI-gaeft S foped, WwieuTs, Ufem 3mfe

3) puf-Faeft S Ma-iid, foet a&q srear
Yot T 3TTaTST

¥) Aihfdd-a1el d1del, g1d-HTd, ATl

2 09 AMYTEH dcdi b Uab 5e3hd (BTl AT Thid) T

TRER et & Ao THIed e & 37ef T FAmfor gar 21

T HTYT B TeATEd SheT=T IT HiadT ol gal HT9T H 377dTe
& bl YfghaT A ol gH 3r<sl d¥E 37dTTd ¢ |
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Ficsfae HTT § IR, &1, IR 3R RR &t f&fd va
TATAT i 3ref S 3R FHEA &Y fopar § Agwayuf
g1 dfcs Aidsfdd HTTY (sign languages) RUsal, STet
et 3R gra-vTa &I ety 31ef T fAHfor i & ag
HoeTHISe TR T Udb 37T STV 2 |

et 227 3R o/ Taeft Tae & TeRl o feifad ar
Hiaes ®Y H 3141 3 & oIy a7 g8 fqudta feifad
T HifGh Tl Y €27 3R e gaelt dave & uRafda
H & v Bfoied [T, Udihl, dodl, 3TaTel ol
RepifErg 31fe &1 TN HAT gedT 21 fohed & Gieed,
fordTal & PHaR ez, Ha TR Y¥qd by qree, difgar
e, fhed &1 feiflad f&pte daT fhdt ea & aufa &t
TR RPIET- I A A HISH Cag & TR &

Sid g9 ferdt faheeR &l Ud IR STIeA( Slefd gV add
3R gd & a1 39 gRT Il S Tl AT & Tid, af
AT P ot BT 3FARTeA, 31TaTet fopaT et ar 35t B- &
S 1dl & g haR & 7 I HTaT 3R ShelHT | 3dhT
YT A 31T B1d & | 58 e A I8l &l YR o Hewaquf
HocIHISIfeldl 31{dTal- SfET Ud de-ergefeim &l qufq
3TARIP 2|
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Sfar e fher T SIdt gRIaTfEe &t LT & IRid
T 3 YHR & AT FAmfor & 1 &t ufehar 8, S
STAAT & AT -AT 37fARh Replfer, S T S et &b
3R €16 ATy STTd & 3R 38 1ot eafd & a1 siigas
Frguf QT3¢ ST ST &1 SfaTT &1 39T 3R
fagft wrwrsn & s fisedi, dif3et =y, At oae,
PIEH 3772 T 11 HTST H GRaAfdd B & fel T febam
SITAT &1 MR S18 SgHTISes a=r 7 SfaT g wTwTsh 7 &
STTdT 8, ST affed Ud doq] foeil ot f@et 1, féct ar siisht
TITRT &t YT, ToRTdt, SielT ot efta wrsi #
TTfC | Sgafdd fhed TTgeR 79 3 1 Ht Sfam HisTgd &
P & d1E 3Hb S BN bl HRA | STRT fhdT T
T | SFSTT &7 3YANT 3iTfEaT Tura § ER IT I&elld &
feru ft fosar STrar 21

ST ot g3T UehaT | 31dTedh ol HiHHI 13 21 fhaR
GRTSTEAT T STt Aett 3R 37ef HT eff T AT HTIT &
AT BT MY | 38 feAT 31dTceh Bl Hid Ud ofed
HTNT & AP deH &1 311 g1 31TdIb & | 31aedh
BT 3T 91d W I <A1 I1feq foh  foeR & glol &l
AT o163 HTYT & 318 &l | A1 &, *rsal 3R 3marefi
T TIfd, o1, TWEAT Ud ITRUT R Ht 3[dTedh &bl &1
REIEUEY
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qa-eTgefa

AT o) # gefAd feedl dim ¢tal. sfeetisi 7 st
ST GdTe dT 31T 9T 37fdhd &id € ar 39 fe=ff ywr
& BIAHH & ahl gIRT Bal s STdl dT 37=T foharatl o1
RITAT HTST § TSR TT4IT 37ATE B1aT & 1 $9 37Tsft HToT &
ga-cTsc Phed ¢ | gd-cTscd ol Teradr & g=fd fafis
HTST3TT H §4 AR o BTdhH] bl AHSIRR 3HPT 31TC
3oTdhd Bl

T-ergefol # ATfEAl-fas]3rer CaRe &l AecAISIfeicl
3TdTe & AT U At i & 37k dxmer | 3maaik
TR ol fhed T Stdt WIUTH & el da-crgeed a1 &l
UfhdT & SRM, 31dTed 3iifedr 3tk difEar &1 gl
T 37egaT FRar 21 98 fpdt s & v S &
WHY § STeT 39 Yiaref W e dfed oedr g1 378
&¢ aiEeplas FaT Fifkd & & ford ot Y
HTST 37dTE gIRT 37d7d &1 AT ST FehdT | 37 dTadh ol
WITI HTT Ud TEP(d b 3TTAR 37 He-clgeed H 3fdad
TRAEYT HAT USdT | 3CERVT & fAT BiRe Hrr & a1
oot ‘RIS & ANV 5 a® U 2T | 9 fheR
F2RA WS dTed VT ‘PBIh131 el bl §1d B & df da-

cIgce H 3AP] 31dIG ‘TIgUy GRATAT STTdT & it 3TARET
TRfes! &t ATHToTd THET & 3TTAR &




&E IR 3TATCH Pl ob HTHT & w37 37ef ST oY
RIS R 37ATE AT ST 8 | 38ah ol g at ATg 37TS T
3TN A & off fRER & STIATT @ 817 & a1e H ud
RASR A 2

3TTfEa-fasy3Tet CaRe ol Ao HISIfete! 3TdTeed & faTy
oIy gt st dHd! & IR AT & 31dTC i efHdT b
Y& DI T AN dh T2 SlTd T & folAahT 34T 3TTaRIHAT
21 T-CT8caT T 3YANT WTHHR 37 el & A7 3rid
TR gaT € S G A&l Gohd | I8 Te-elgeey 3= Td-
Fta daT fhed & aTdTEaRT § 309 37 37TdTel o
HI TAGRT T 81 g6 YBR et faoparat o1 i
fdaror 39 aRfdl &I fhed U4 ST HT 31HE 35 A
TETIAT EIAT & ST 377{R1eh a7 Trgof U & a3 e 781 2 |

37TST GIR & fafie ATeay S8 oka, 9, difid vd dod
T & 0T R Teb q1ef 373 37ef 7 fAHfoT 2 32 2
37ef-fARBY0T &t RIAT &R U <Afedal f[d 3wRd daR
& YR 3R ATeqd} & ATl HeH T Hed HaTdm goid §
sraHef €1 31aTe ot wfohdT it Himfads, dikpiae 3tk
TR STaRI Y T&TRR fhdt eare T 37f-fAB00T et
2, 38 37161 & HodTHIEe TR P ATATER0T H, HodTHieed
Fof § w1fid &R Ueh A7 B9 § 93 3R &1 &t
3aRTHAT & |

31T=I I
ot. v9. vq. vH. |1 gty aof
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A Step Away from Them

It’s my lunch hour, so I go

for a walk among the hum-colored
cabs. First, down the sidewalk
where laborers feed their dirty
glistening torsos sandwiches

and Coca-Cola, with yellow
helmets on. They protect them from
falling bricks, I guess. Then onto
the

avenue where skirts are

flipping above heels and blow

up over grates. The sun is hot,

but the

cabs stir up the air. I look

at bargains in wristwatches.
There are cats playing in sawdust.

On
to Times Square, where the sign blows
smoke over my head, and higher the
waterfall pours lightly. A
Negro stands in a doorway with a
toothpick, languorously agitating. A
blonde chorus girl clicks: he smiles
and rubs his chin. Everything
suddenly honks: itis 12:40 of a
Thursday.

Neon in daylight is a
great pleasure, as Edwin Denby
would write, as are light bulbs
in daylight. I stop for a cheeseburger at
JULIET’S CORNER. Giulietta
Masina, wife of Federico Fellini, &
bell’ attrice. And chocolate malted. A
lady in
foxes on such a day puts her
poodle in a cab.

There are several Puerto

Ricans on the avenue today, which
makes it beautiful and warm. First
Bunny died, then John Latouche,

then Jackson Pollock. But is the

earth as full as life was full, of them?
And one has eaten and one walks,

past the magazines with nudes and

the posters for BULLFIGHT and the
Manhattan Storage Warehouse,

which they’ll soon tear down. I used

to think they had the Armory Show
there.

A glass of papaya juice
and back to work. My heart is in my

pocket, it is Poems by Pierre Reverdy.

Frank O’Hara
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ald:

Guiness World record for
largest ladakh dance-
(Shondol) performed at
naropa festival

ATETE & dAlh T

YR fafde dxpfadl &l =R g1 5 UHR Uh uel &t
g 39% UE T, 39 I T 39T 4 fHaT SIdT g,
Slch 38T YR A o UgdTT 3Hch! A&pId d i STdT
21 T BU § AT o} AT 3kt Tpfd 4 i STt g,
1Y T TP &l AT ot URATI S & | TERT 3R HRA
H 23 2| I8l 9t ¥ &b 30 Athe UgI8 3R R I &H 8IS
TATHEIH 3MTHR & TETS TV ST & | TET I 5, S
HEERIe HfH 1T BET SITdT 81 37TR STHY HRHR WIRd &l
TSl & a1 oTErd 390 o7l R &l e 8, fordeh! IH el
P 37THY ! B

STETE 37T F¥epld P feIT STAT STl &1 Tl & T,
U, AT 3R U0T 5 g Tihid Bl arIfd & | aIgRd




dtg o &1 17e 21 38 BT fassd Mt e a1 €, Fife
faesd 37R TTERd ot T3l dT eTfies farad b &t 21
&l o1 3faer Wl faesd & SJeT g31 &1 T8l & i 3ma
P ged dAT THTT & fAT ST SITd B

TSt # S I HT 91d T@T HAT ITedt € 98 T &
“2MeTeT T’ | 37 AMET T & 19 J Ht ST 1T
Ff gl q7T 7 Ig TG % IS31 & qHA T d
TR STTAT AT| 368 It &1 HTT o aTdl &ff 5 350 $od &
& 3R S CHRIHT a1 ‘TR & AT & SIET SITdT
oTI 30 I | far 3197 aHt 3wl &1 R (et
T ST A &7 g31M) 8 R UgT o GerH, &fpH U1g,
RN (@) gl & “eieh’ (7@ 4§ 1 g8 Ueb HicT |
) 317E TET IR Jd Bl &

20 o B 17 31eTTT-316TT T B9 HielE 8, forad & Ugal
S & |1 T T SIaT 21 39 M # e 3R I &
TR THY BT RS quid {1 71 21 37d # & 7
BY 2 30 A did 3UBON (ST, A1) & A1 e
foaT STTaT 21 37 # Teich & @Adh & AT ThITo’
37Ifd Teh YR A deTit & &

2 o BT 2018 H fHIGT dog Rapie of REdTd i el
AT 58 g 1 gt AT & foh o he aredl el bt
T gl [t 7t €t gadt faRivar g fo 3 b
gt dt €, A7 36 gy | 311e1 Mt a8 o fah @ e
R gl fodT STTdT & 37R 317 dis Wl &l 38 T A W o
Aahd! & | 38 (o1 314 3o ol &l &1 3TIAE gl |
T UBR &I A, T Td], BUFERIT o, T3
I, =T J&, SIBUT T qAT FTetdt Jod 37T T
T F AR

WG s
. 1. f&dt, 3Tg
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“A memory of musk, the rebel face of
hope”1: Translating Faiz through the
Lens of Religion, Politics and Protest

This hush, while your ghazals lay in my palms,
was accurate, as is this hush which falls...
over all of us no

longer there to whom you spoke in Urdu.?

Translation spans a multitude of infinitesimally small
linguistic choices potent enough to produce avast array
of interpretative possibilities. For instance, Faiz’s poem
‘Hum Dekhenge’ or ‘We shall see’ has been curiously
translated as being communal and ‘anti-Hindu’ by
some, and secular and ‘communist’ by others. This
paper seeks to probeinto these paradoxically divergent
streams of criticism regarding the translations
of the poem. The conflict between the opposite
factions majorly arises over the apparently religious
signifiers in the poem. While one side translates the
references as exclusively religious, the other claims
that the semiotics of the poem have been neglected
and the secular, metaphorical meaning forced into a
religious mould. It becomes an academic and political
imperative to study the complex interplay of religion
and translation since both the ‘academic disciplines
of translation and religions have antecedents in
comparative studies and methods’.3 This paper, hence,
aims at exploring the lacuna created by hushed up and
untranslated metaphorical meaning in the light of the
politics of poetry, protest and religion.

1 Agha Shahid Ali. Interestingly, “musk” is an important Islamic symbol
of the sanctity of man when in the presence of the Creator.

2 Ibid.

3Hephzibah Israel



Such a contesting translation of Faiz is not a novelty.
His poem ‘Subh-e-azadi’ (Dawn of Independence)
serves the exemplary purpose; both the Left and the
Right had political scruples over it and couldn’t fathom
the metaphorical opulence of, say the ‘night bitten
dawn’ and ‘stained light’ (122). The Marxist historian
and Faiz’s friend Syed Sibt-e-Hasan claimed:

Those on the right said outright that it was a
betrayal of the cause of Independence and that
Faiz was against Pakistan.

The critics on the Left said the poem was too
vague, claiming that if the title was removed, it
would be impossible to tell if the poem was about
Independence. They also protested that the
romantic symbols had lessened the impact of the
poem“ (85).

Quite similar to the controversy regarding ‘Hum
Dekhenge’, Faiz’s fellow Progressive poet, Ali Sardar
Jafricalled ‘Subh-e-azadi’ ‘half-truth’ which could have
been written by both an extremist Hindu organisation
and a radical Islamist. Faiz should be, he opines, ‘more
forceful in his denunciation’ (86).

4As cited by Al Madeeh Hashmi in Love and Revolution: Faiz Ahmed
Faiz (The Authorized Biography).
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What is neglected in both the cases is that translation
does not exclusively work at a linguistic plane but is
also, however implicitly, contextual and conceptual.
In the analysis of ‘Hum Dekhenge’, what loomed large
was the gaping void created by the invisibility of the
multiple translators involved. Both sides claimed
that their respective interpretive frameworks were
inherent attributes of Faiz’s poem, thereby neglecting
the mediatory role played by translation. For them,
either the poem could be inherently communal or
immanently democratic. So the import of the work was
rendered absolutely contingent upon the respective
translations without (ironically) an acknowledgement
of the same. This contingency of translation allows
for the two disparate notions of the poem to fork out
of the poetic symbols employed by Faiz. And hasn’t
Urdu had an extensive tradition of concealing politics
in symbols carrying out Trojan-horse operations and
in metaphoric signifiers deploying poetic creation for
politic destruction? Indeed, in this sense, Faiz can be
called the Bard of the Destructive-Creative; the system
of religious metaphors he uses become the sites of an
acerbic criticism of dictatorship. The conversational
relationship between language, poetry, religion and
politics in the context of Urdu literature in Pakistan is
explained by Namita Gokhale and Malashri Lal:

Pre-Partition Urdu was a secular, agnostic
language, one capable of both the most brutal irony
and the highest Romanticism.

During the 1950s, as Pakistan entered into cycles
of politico-military dominance, restrictions on free
expression led to a heightened use of symbol and
metaphor, thereby avoiding direct conflict with
repressive forces (238).



Onemightthereforestatethatthesymbolsspeculatively
translated as Islamic in the poem ‘Hum Dekhenge’
could actually point, in Naomi Lazard’s terms, towards
the ‘impossibility to call things by their right names’
under the censorship imposed by Zia-ul-Hag’s regime.
While a reader of the Urdu text might easily grasp the
symbols as political, the process of translating the
full essence of the same could prove to be startlingly
difficult. When a translated version is put into perusal
without a thorough understanding of the context or
with certain ethnocentric predispositions towards a
‘foreign’ text, it might lead to (mis)interpretations of
the most incoherent kind. The following lines from
Allama Igbal’s ‘Wataniyat’ or ‘Nationalism’, as it is
often translated in English exemplify the same:

In taaza khudaon mein bada sabse watan hai

jo pairhan iska hai woh mazhab ka kafan hai

[of all these recent deities, the nation is the
greatest,

and the cloth that makes its clothes is the shroud of
religion] (Italics mine) (23)
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The word ‘mazhab’ here, perhaps not very accurately,
has been translated as ‘religion’. ‘Mazhab’ comes
from the Arabic root word ‘za-ha-ba’ meaning ‘to
go’ and it literally means a ‘route’. ‘Religion’, which
comes from the root word ‘religare’ meaning ‘to bind’
is, hence, not a very apt rendering of the former.
While in Hindi ‘mazhab’ could better be translated
as ‘panth’ and not ‘dharma’, in English ‘mazhab’ may
also translate into the ‘path of righteousness’ and not
simply ‘religion’, the Urdu equivalent of which would
be ‘deen’. It is, therefore, plausible to suggest that
the secular connotations of ‘mazhab’ as the right path
for a democratic country to follow have been shorn
off in the English ‘religion’. The same problematics
can be perceived in the translation of, say, the phrase
‘Khalg-e-Khuda’ in ‘Hum Dekhenge’. This phrase,
which literally translates into ‘creation of God’ has
been narrowly interpreted in several translations as
referring to the Muslims exclusively as ‘the people of
Allah’ thereby ringing the alarm bells of bigotry in the
minds of bigoted and prejudiced ideologues. Similar
to the word ‘Mazhab’, ‘Khalg-e-Khuda’ can also be an
evocative emblem for a people-oriented democracy;
a signifier, as the following line describes, for the
‘commonality’: ‘Jo mai bhi hoon aur tum bhi ho’, that
is, ‘Which is I, as well as you’. For Faiz, it is this ‘Khalg-
e-Khuda’ that will uproot the oppressive dictatorship
and tyrant worship (42).




This brings one to the most contentious lines of the
poem- ‘Jab arz-e-Khuda ke Kaaba se Sab but uthwae
jaenge”, often translated as “From the abode of God,
when all the idols will be taken out’. The Urdu word
‘but’ here would likely suggest the idols of tyranny,
extreme nationalism and capitalism, all of which Faiz
criticised in his works, as the following lines from his
poem ‘Zaalim’ or ‘Tyrant’ depict:

Mine is the new religion, the new morality.
Mine are the new laws, and a new dogma.

From now on the priests in God’s temple

will touch their lips to the hands of idols.

Proud men, tall as cypress trees, will bend

to lick the dwarves’ feet, and taste the clay (44)

Quoting the aforementioned lines in ‘Zia Unmourned’,
Salman Rushdie explores the link between political
tyranny and pseudo-religious avowals. About Zia’s rule,
he claims “That such a situation should be described
around the world as “stability” would be funny if it were
not vile; that it had been concealed beneath the cloak
of religious faith is more terrible still.” (21) It can be
argued that Faiz makes the dictator’s religious politics
boomerang on him; while Zia shrewdly appropriated,
for his policies, the justification of religious sanctity,
Faiz triumphs by ascribing to him the exact opposite,
that which is denied sacredness in Zia’s Islamic
understanding. Observing the equation of the dictator
with the idols, many Urdu-readers (chuckling to
themselves) would have registered this victory of
the poet over political absolutism, of Metaphor over
inflexible Literalism.
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Faiz himself chronicles this victory, and again through
religious symbolism in the line ‘Uthega an-al-Hag
ka naara’ which translates to ‘I am the Truth, the cry
will rise’ (43). While most translations instead write
‘There will rise one cheer, I am God’, giving the line
explicitly religious overtones, others use the word
“Truth’ which however, is also not spared a religious
interpretation, as it is often equated to the Quranic
idea of ‘Tauheed’- complete belief in one God and
rejection of the apotheosis of all other idols such as
class, race and images. While some consider ‘an-al-
Haq’ to have been used in an anti-Hindu spirit, others
suggest that nothing could have been more distanced
than communalism from the real essence of the term.
Interestingly, Javed Akhtar went on to add to this that
‘an-al-Haq’ is ‘not an Islamic thought’ but was ‘started
by the Sufis’ and that it is in fact ‘in sync with the Advait
philosophy’ of ‘Aham Brahma’ (so much for the anti-
Hindu labels!) (4).

The discussion around the symbolic sites of the
poem allows one to see that all the religious signifiers
have been translated literally into English which
might contribute to a blunting of the poem’s political
sharpness. Does the poem then fall into the trap of
conceptual transliteration? If it is indeed so, does it
point towards a linguistic void in the target language
with respect to the source language? Or is it simply the



result of trying to establish a strident correspondence
between religious philosophies and linguistic sign-
systems? Nevertheless, this process of translating
religious symbols on a sheerly linguistic plane both
exemplifies and dismantles what Eugene Nida
proposed as ‘dynamic equivalence’ (29); and what
Talal Asad calls the ‘scientifically objective language of
disciplinary and institutionalized textuality’ (11). Does
challenging the literal translation of religious symbols
imply a questioning of the very processes of translation
at our disposal? Or does it, contrarily, suggest an
impossibility of translating religious signifiers?
The latter supposition might make one conclude
that such symbols are indeed a part of what Lynne
Long would have termed the ‘Holy Untranslatable’
(11). However, if so be the case, then what is it that
contributes to this untranslatability? Scholars like
Leonard Greenspoon outrightly refuse the ‘Holy’ of any
translatability by asserting that the true essence can
never be transcribed from one language to another:
“Bible translations are intended to supplement, not
supplant; complement, not replace, the original.”®
(134) Others believe that translatability of the ‘Holy’ is
conditional; while Kate Crosby suggests that a lack of
‘relative vocabulary compatibility’® (102) between the
two languages might make the ‘Holy Untranslatable’,
Shackle opines that ‘context rather than content’, that
is, ‘the difficulty to adjust religious texts to various
cultural settings’” is the cause behind it (51).

5 Translation and Religion: Holy Untranslatable? Edited by Lynne Long.

¢ Ibid.
7 Ibid.
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This ‘difficulty’ in translation becomes even more
perplexing alongside the fact that religions have
employed translation for proliferation throughout their
historical trajectories. In fact, Michael P. Dejonge and
Christiane Tietz, in their work, Translating Religion:
What is Lost and Gained? suggest a ‘convergence of
interests between translation and religion’ arguing that
‘translation theory and not just practice developed in
close relationship with religion’ (33). One is therefore
lead to believe in the conditionality of translatability
rather than in a complete impossibility of any real
transfer from one language to another. Onur Toker
believes that the ‘Holy’ can be translatable through
a communication of context and the ‘underlying
meaning’ between the religious and linguistic domains
but not through ‘verbum pro verbo translation’. (86)
Peter Kirk, in the essay ‘Holy Communicative? Current
Approaches to Bible Translation Worldwide’® stresses
that the target readers/audience must be the deciding
parameter in translations involving religion and that
‘the sense should take priority over the meaning’.
(202)

8 Ibid.

? Ibid.



These theorizations lean towards the hypothesis that
religious symbolism can be translated only through
an understanding of Descriptive Translation Studies
and not Prescriptive Translation Studies. The former
emphasizes on the contingency and multiplicity of
inter-cultural, inter-linguistic and inter-religious
transference of meaning which aptly necessitates a
consideration of socio-historical factors involved in
translation. It, therefore, also credits political contexts
with their due contribution in defining translatability
or untranslatability. The opposite is equally true.
Translation as communication can significantly
affect politics by ossifying, interrogating, enriching or
deconstructing the political contexts. For instance,
Seidman expostulates ‘the fraught history of Jewish-
Christian relationships as one primarily of translation
politics’. (329) In cases such as the debate around
Faiz’s poetry, one finds, as Seidman further alleges, that
“the performances of translation are events through
which the religious ‘Other’ is created and in this very
act plays a crucial part in identity formation.”° (330)

The creation of an ‘Othered’ identity in fact propelled
the fall out over Faiz’s poem; the translation did not so
much serve to kindle the conflict on religious grounds
but rather reflected the already existing schisms-both
inter and intra-national. Moreover, the distancing here
was not singularly of a ‘religious other’ (330) as Seidman
suggests, but also an intersection of a national, ethnic,
cultural and political ‘Other’.

10 Seidman, as cited by Hephzibah Israel.



Now, paradoxically enough, this externalisation of the
‘foreign’ is paralleled by a ‘domesticating’ translation of
the poem. Schleiermacher describes the two possible
directional dynamics that translation can project-
“Either the translator leaves the author in peace, as
much as possible, and moves the reader towards him;
or he leaves the reader in peace, as much as possible,
and moves the author towards him.”** (28) While
Schleiermacher sides with the former translation
practice as providing a more comprehensive cognition
of the original work, what defined the course of the
controversy around Faiz’'s poem was an example of
the latter kind of translation: a case of domestication,
of a violent seizure of a text by the centripetal forces of
ethnocentrism and national chauvinism. It, thus, also
portrayed, as Lawrence Venuti states in The Scandals of
Translation that “The central contradiction of vernacular
nationalist movements is that they are at once made
possible and vulnerable by language.” (95) The domestic
translation hence produced, Venuti states, “sets going a
process of identity formation that is double-edged. As
translation constructs a domestic representation for a
foreign text and culture, it simultaneously constructs
a domestic subject, a position of intelligibility that is
also an ideological position, informed by codes and
canons, interests and agendas of certain domestic
social groups” which furthermore contributes to the
maintenance and ossification of domestic hierarchies
(46). In the following dialogue, A. W. Schlegel satirises
the nationalist ideology which imbues domesticating
translations:

11 As cited by Lawrence Venuti in The Translator’s Invisibility.



Frenchman: We look on a foreign author as a stranger
in our company, who has to dress and behave
according to our customs, if he desires to please.
German: How narrow-minded of you to be pleased
only by what is native.

Frenchman: Such is our nature and our education.
Did the Greeks not Hellenize everything as well?
German: In your case it goes back to a narrow-
minded nature and a conventional education. In

ours education is our nature. 12(103)

Onthe other hand, the use of ‘Hum Dekhenge’ in student
protests exemplified a translation process with an apt
amount of ‘foreignisation’ in the sense of taking the
readers to the authorial context and to an understanding
of the Metaphoric in the poem. Therefore, in Venuti’s
words, such a translation process too has an ‘identity-
forming power but of a subversive kind. It “threatens to
embarrass cultural and political institutions because it
reveals the shaky foundations of their social authority.”
(113) Also, the almost fearful stance of religious
defence on the part of some authorities shows that they
are susceptible to what Venuti terms ‘the scandals of
translation’ because translations, as the act of protest
showed, can have ‘somewhat unpredictable effects’
which surpass ‘the institutional controls that normally
regulate textual interpretation, such as judgements
of canonicity’ (134). Foreignising translation appears
as the medium of socio-political revision and ethno
deviance at the hands of the protestors. Venuti
substantiates that such a translation has a considerable
potential for transgression:

22Ibid.
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Foreignising translation is a dissident cultural
practice, maintaining a refusal of the dominant by
developing affiliations with marginal linguistic and
cultural values in the receiving situation, including
foreign cultures that have been excluded because
their differences effectively constitute a resistance to
dominant values. (154)

What the student protest shared with Faiz’s poem was
such a ‘resistance to dominant values’. However that
is definitely not all. Faiz combined the traditional with
the subversive (he crafted ‘a contrapuntal rhetoric and
rhythm’ (26) as Agha Shahid Ali says) by using classical
frameworks like ghazal and nazm but inducting the
streak of revolution within the conventional trope of
the ‘Beloved’. Similarly the protestors against State
violence brought a post-partition literary work to bear
magnificently upon contemporary political milieu. Thus,
both become instances of protest through poetry and
in both ‘you could hear old and new together’, as Ali
claims. (26)

Keeping the above-stated in mind, the translations
which associate Faiz’s work with exclusionary
communalism appear facetious and the reader’s
incredulity towards them increases manifold. Instead,
the sense of solidarity gets lucidly translated from
metaphoric signifiers to verses championing a secular
commonality. Perhaps, now the work becomes perfectly
resonant with the craftsman, the same Faiz who said
that the ‘the measure of the breadth and width’ of a
person “are his mental and emotional relations with
the rest of creation, especially those with whom he
shares the human fraternity. Hence, the sorrow of love
and the sorrow of the times are two aspects of the



same experience” and so “in my poems I try as much
as possible to avoid using the first person singular and
have always written ‘we’ instead of ‘I".” (67)

The essay, over its entire course has tried firstly to
illuminate a complex process of translative ciphering
and deciphering; the poet Faiz began the translation by
coding his revolutionary poetics into seemingly religious
signifiers, and the protestors in another country in a
temporally distanced moment decodified the same
from one language to another, from the Metaphoric to
the outrightly Political. Secondly, the paper has sought,
through an inquiry about the charge of communalism on
Faiz’s poem, to present a case of inter-linguistic, inter-
nation and inter-religious translation gone awry showing
that the Partition needs to be studied as a longue durée
and not as a histoire événementielle while Religious
concepts might become quite difficult to translate
in an efficient manner, often pushing the very act of
translation to the verge of the ‘Holy Untranslatable’,
there will hopefully continue to be powerful translations
of poetry into justice-seeking protests. Faiz, exiled in
Beirut, had once sat there in a dingy restaurant with
Eqgbal (a friend from Pakistan) and Edward Said, as the
latter himself narrates. He continues, “After a time he
and Egbal stopped translating his verses for my benefit,
but it did not matter. For what I watched...” just as India
watched as its students took to the streets, “required
no translation: an enactment of home coming steeped
in defiance and loss, as if to say exultantly to Zia, “We
are here”.” (130)

Muskan Tyagi
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI
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You will never find a woman
without ready answer
- William Shakespeare
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Psycho (Screenplay), 1959

PSYCHO Revised December 1, 1959 120.
Lila is torn, knows she should get out of the house
while she has the chance, is unable to resist the
impul se to check that hidden-1ooking room down below, a
room in which, she desperately believes, there mst lie

some answer to what happened to Mary. She turns and
goes softly and quickly down the stairs.

INT. THE BASEMENT OF THE OLD HOUSE - (DAY)

Lila reaches the bottom, stops, listens, hears the
stairboards creaking as footsteps fall hard and measured
upon them She turns, pulls open the fruit cellar door,
looks in. The woman is sitting in a comfortable chair,
the back of the chair, and the woman, turned to the
door. Lila calls a harsh, frightened whisper.

LILA
Mrs. Bates...?

Lila goes into the room

INT. THE FRUIT CELLAR

Lila goes to the chair, touches it. The touch disturbs
the figure. It starts to turn, slowly, stiffly, a clock-
wise movement. Lila looks at it in horror. It is the
body of a woman long dead. The skin is dry and pulled
away from the mouth and the teeth are revealed as in the
skeleton's smile. The eyes are gone from their sockets,
the bridge of the nose has collapsed, the hair is dry
and wild, the cheeks are sunken, the 1leathery-brown skin
is powdered and rouged and flaky. The body is dressed
in a high-neck, clean, well-pressed dress, obviously
recently laundered and hand-ironed.



Dressed To Kill (Narrative)

Two doors beckoned Lila. Two possibilities appealed to
her corresponding impulses. Two conflicting emotions
seized her being. The first, at which her eyes looked
instinctively, opened onto light, security, safety and
escape; she could flee from Norman Bates, Norma
Bates and whatever other mystical Bates creatures the
house may contain. Survival, the most powerful human
instinct, nudged her to take the door while Norman
was absent from the scene. However, this safety also
meant ignorance, and she desperately needed all the
information about the whereabouts of Mary that she
could possibly attain. Hence the pull of the second
door which, even though meant a risky descent into
the unknown, offered some probability of knowledge.
Her entire being told her that this door could solve the
ridiculous puzzle that was Norman and his mother.
Unable to resist her urge any longer, she proceeded to
climb down the stairs as imperceptibly as possible.

Upon reaching the bottom of the creaking steps, she
pushed open the door of the fruit cellar and peeped
in. Her eyes took in (with all the accompanying irony)
the scene which then presented itself. It was more
than surprising to see Norma Bates—for it could only
be she- sitting so calmly in a comfortable chair with
her back to the door while her son went about making
people disappear without any cause. Still, the self-same
man was somewhere in the house and by implication,
the next person to disappear would probably be she.
Not liking the thought in the least, she addressed the
woman in a low, frightened whisper—“Mrs. Bates?”
Upon receiving no response, she entered the room and
went directly to the chair.



CO

15 powaerea ana rougea ana riaky. 1ne poay 15 daressea
in a high-neck, clean, well-pressed dress, obviously
recently laundered and hand-1ironed.

The movement of this stuffed, ill-preserved cadaver,
turninf as if in response to Lila's call and touch, is
actually graceful, ballet-like, and the effect is
terrible and obscene.

Lila gazes for one flicker of a deathly moment, then
begins to scream, a high, piercing, dreadful scream
And Lila's scream is joined by another scream a more
dreadful, horrifying scream which comes from the door
behind her.

NORMAN'S VOICE (0.S.)

(screami ng)
Ayeeeeeeeceeececeeeeeeeeee Am Norma
Bates!
Lila turns.
PSYCHO Revised December 1, 1959

NORMAN

His face is contorted. He wears a wild wig, a mockery
of a woman's hair. He is dressed in a high-neck dress
which is similar to that worn by the corpse of his
mother. His hand is raised high, poised to strike at
Lila. There is a long breadknife in it.

LILA

Close on her face. She is dumb-struck. Her eyes are
screami ng.

121.



The chair began to turn in a clockwise manner upon
Lila’s touch and the figure sitting on it seemed to move
towards her in quite a graceful, ballet-like manner—
an over-dramatic effect that Lila thought was totally
superfluous in such a dreadful situation. The dread
turned within a flicker of a moment into a benumbing
shock as the pirouette was complete and Lila saw what
could, at best, be called a well-dressed ghoul, only she
hadn’t heard of one before. Powder and rouge on the
face and a high-neck, clean, well-pressed dress on the
body, or whatever remains of it the figure possessed
created such a dissonance in her mind that Lila stood
in utter incomprehension, unable to register any fear of
her situation.

As her perception cleared, she acknowledged before
her the presence of a woman long dead, with dry,
decaying skin repulsively pulled away from the mouth,
no eyes in the glaring sockets while the bridge of the
nose had collapsed. Through hair dry and wild, sunken
cheeks and a leathery-brown skin, the cadaver flashed
acheeky smile at Lila as if saying “Gotcha! Now you may
scream”. And scream she did; a high, piercing, dreadful
scream which presented all the horror of her situation.
Then, as a rejoinder and as if in competition with her,
she heard another, louder and more horrifying scream
from the door behind her; an outrageously elongated
bellow claiming, “I am Norma Bates!” Utterly shocked
and subconsciously wondering “How many ghastly
Norma Bateses does this wretched place house?”, she
turned around only to find Norman poised to strike her
with a bread knife, a nightmarish contortion marking
his countenance. Lila’s screaming eyes, however, were
riveted on the wild wig and the high-necked dress that
the figure wore, making him an appalling mockery, a
detestable travesty of his own mother.

Muskan Tyagi
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI
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The Laugh of the Medusa
Hélene Cixous

Translated by Keith Cohen and Paula Cohen

1 shall speak about women’s writing: about what it will do. Woman must
write her self: must write about women and bring women to writing,
from which they have been driven away as violently as from their
bodies—for the same reasons, by the same law, with the same fatal goal.
Woman must put herself into the text—as into the world and into
history—by her own movement.

The future must no longer be determined by the past. I do not deny
that the effects of the past are still with us. But I refuse to strengthen
them by repeating them, to confer upon them an irremovability the
equivalent of destiny, to confuse the biological and the cultural. Antici-
pation 1s imperative.

Since these reflections are taking shape in an area just on the point
of being discovered, they necessarily bear the mark of our time—a time
during which the new breaks away from the old, and, more precisely, the
(feminine) new from the old (la nouvelle de I'ancien). Thus, as there are no
grounds for establishing a discourse, but rather an arid millennial
ground to break, what I say has at least two sides and two aims: to break
up, to destroy; and to foresee the unforeseeable, to project.

I write this as a woman, toward women. When I say “woman,” I'm
speaking of woman in her inevitable struggle against conventional man;
and of a universal woman subject who must bring women to their senses

This is a revised version of “Le Rire de la Méduse,” which appeared in L'Arc (1975),
pp- 39-54.
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and to their meaning in history. But first it must be said that in spite of
the enormity of the repression that has kept them in the “dark”—that
dark which people have been trying to make them accept as their
attribute—there is, at this time, no general woman, no one typical
woman. What they have in common I will say. But what strikes me is the
infinite richness of their individual constitutions: you can’t talk about a
female sexuality, uniform, homogeneous, classifiable into codes—any
more than you can talk about one unconscious resembling another.
Women'’s imaginary is inexhaustible, like music, painting, writing: their
stream of phantasms is incredible.

1 have been amazed more than once by 4 description a woman gave
me of a world all her own which she had been secretly haunting since
early childhood. A world of searching, the elaboration of a knowledge,
on the basis of a systematic experimentation with the bodily functions, a
passionate and precise interrogation of her erotogeneity. This practice,
extraordinarily rich and inventive, in particular as concerns masturba-
tion, is prolonged or accompanied by a production of forms, a veritable
aesthetic activity, each stage of rapture inscribing a resonant vision, a
composition, something beautiful. Beauty will no longer be forbidden.

I wished that that woman would write and proclaim this unique
empire so that other women, other unacknowledged sovereigns, might
exclaim: I, too, overflow; my desires have invented new desires, my body
knows unheard-of songs. Time and again I, too, have felt so full of
luminous torrents that I could burst—burst with forms much more
beautiful than those which are put up in frames and sold for a stinking
fortune. And I, too, said nothing, showed nothing; I didn’t open my
mouth, I didn’t repaint my half of the world. I was ashamed. I was
afraid, and I swallowed my shame and my fear. I said to myself: You are
mad! What's the meaning of these waves, these floods, these outbursts?
Where is the ebullient, infinite woman who, immersed as she was in her
naiveté, kept in the dark about herself, led into self-disdain by the great
arm of parental-conjugal phallocentrism, hasn’t been ashamed of her
strength? Who, surprised and horrified by the fantastic tumult of her
drives (for she was made to believe that a well-adjusted normal woman
has a . . . divine composure), hasn’t accused herself of being a monster?
Who, feeling a funny desire stirring inside her (to sing, to write, to dare
to speak, in short, to bring out something new), hasn’t thought she was
sick? Well, her shameful sickness is that she resists death, that she makes
trouble.

And why don’t you write? Write! Writing is for you, you are for you;
your body is yours, take it. I know why you haven’t written. (And why I
didn’t write before the age of twenty-seven.) Because writing is at once
too high, too great for you, it’s reserved for the great—that is, for “great
men”; and it's “silly.” Besides, you've written a little, but in secret. And it
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equivalent of destiny, to confuse the biological and the cultural. Antici-
pation is imperative.

Since these reflections are taking shape in an area just on the point
of being discovered, they necessarily bear the mark of our time—a time
during which the new breaks away from the old, and, more precisely, the
(feminine) new from the old (la nouvelle de 'ancien). Thus, as there are no
grounds for establishing a discourse, but rather an arid millennial
ground to break, what I say has at least two sides and two aims: to break
up, to destroy; and to foresee the unforeseeable, to project.

1 write this as a woman, toward women. When I say “woman,” I'm
speaking of woman in her inevitable struggle against conventional man;
and of a universal woman subject who must bring women to their senses

This is a revised version of “Le Rire de la Méduse.” which appeared in L'Arc (1975),
pp. 39-54.

[Signs: Journal of Women in Culture and Society 1976, vol. 1, no. 4]
©'1976 by The University of Chicago. All rights reserved.

875

876 Cixous Laugh of the Medusa
and to their meaning in history. But first it must be said that in spite of
the enormity of the repression that has kept them in the “dark”—that
dark which people have been trying to make them accept as their
attribute—there is, at this time, no general woman, no one typical
woman. What they have in common 1 will say. But what strikes me is the
infinite richness of their individual constitutions: you can’t talk about a
female sexuality, uniform, homogeneous, classifiable into codes—any
more than you can talk about one unconscious resembling another.
‘Women'’s imaginary is inexhaustible, like music, painting, writing: their
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I have been amazed more than once by 4 description a woman gave
me of a world all her own which she had been secretly haunting since
early childhood. A world of searching, the elaboration of a knowledge,
on the basis of a systematic experimentation with the bodily functions, a
passionate and precise interrogation of her erotogeneity. This practice,
extraordinarily rich and inventive, in particular as concerns masturba-
tion, is prolonged or accompanied by a production of forms, a veritable
aesthetic activity, each stage of rapture inscribing a resonant vision, a
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I wished that that woman would write and proclaim this unique
empire so that other women, other unacknowledged sovereigns, might
exclaim: I, too, overflow; my desires have invented new desires, my body
knows unheard-of songs. Time and again I, too, have felt so full of
luminous torrents that I could burst—burst with forms much more
beautiful than those which are put up in frames and sold for a stinking
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mouth, I didn’t repaint my half of the world. I was ashamed. I was
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mad! What’s the meaning of these waves, these floods, these outbursts?
Where is the ebullient, infinite woman who, immersed as she was in her
naiveté, kept in the dark about herself, led into self-disdain by the great
arm of parental-conjugal phallocentrism, hasn’t been ashamed of her
strength? Who, surprised and horrified by the fantastic tumult of her
drives (for she was made to believe that a well-adjusted normal woman
has a . . . divine composure), hasn’t accused herself of being a monster?
Who, feeling a funny desire stirring inside her (to sing, to write, to dare
to speak, in short, to bring out something new), hasn’t thought she was
sick? Well, her shameful sickness is that she resists death, that she makes
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‘[Unsex] me here’: Magbool, Macheth
and the Silencing of the Postcolonial
Guy Fawkes

What the colonies did to English playwright William
Shakespeare (1564-1616) and his works has been
an effervescent topic in postcolonial debates and
discourses. While the Parsi theatres’ adaptation
of Shakespeare’s works dates back to the pre-
independence era, Bollywood too has managed to
redefine Shakespeare on the ‘big screen’ in novel
ways. Taking cognizance of the temporal and spatial
hiatus between English Renaissance and contemporary
Bombay, transculturation and indigenization emerge as
important concepts in discussing Bollywood’s rewriting
of the ‘original’ Shakespearean texts. “The cultural
power that has accrued to the works of Shakespeare
can be adapted and adopted by the British in the name
of patriotism and national culture. But for Americans,
Australians, New Zealanders, Indians, South Africans,
or Canadians, that power must be adapted into different
historically colonized contexts before being transformed
into something new”, writes Linda Hutcheon in her
work A Theory of Adaptation (Hutcheon 141-167). In
light of this statement, how does one read the cultural
appropriation of William Shakespeare’s Macbeth (1606)
as it has been transposed onto an Indian setting in
Vishal Bharadwaj and Abbas Tyrewala’s Magbool
(2003)? Given that context both conditions and modifies
meaning, does an adaptation like Magbool ‘corrupt’ the
original play Macbeth? Besides, why and how does this
corruption become the essence of postcolonial literary
representations? This paper shall attempt to probe in
the same direction.



Film adaptations, often considered as cinematic
translations, are accompanied by not only linguistic
transpositions, but also by contextual ones, for as
cultural globalisation speeds up as a process, cinematic
adaptations continue to break meaning or ‘deconstruct’
in order to paraphrase both characters and settings.
Adaptations, therefore, decode in order to demolish,
reconfigure in order to posit, so that certain identities
and narratives that have hitherto been neglected by
authority figures, might acquire central spaces in social
representations. Following similar lines of thought,
the coloniser’s interests in Christianity, Scotland and
the English rubric depicted in Macbeth have been
substituted by Islam, the ‘Hindu’ Nation-State and the
gangsters’ underworld set in contemporary Bombay in
Magbool.

Hutcheon’s reference to British ‘patriotism and national
culture’ in the aforementioned quote brings to mind the
figure of the Catholic nationalist rebel Guy Fawkes who
organised the Gunpowder Plot against Protestant King
JamesIof Scotlandin 1605. This paper shall aim to read
Miyan Magbool’s character as an adaptation of not just
Macbeth but also of Guy Fawkes. Though Fawkes was a
nationalist fanatic, yet the suppression of his rebellion
against monarchical oppression is celebrated till date
in England as exemplary of the triumph of nationalism
over anti-nationalism, of loyalty over treason, and of the
majoritarian religion over the religious ‘other’.



Magbool, as a character, can then be read as a
postcolonial ghost of Guy Fawkes, who strenuously
strives to work against power figures belonging to the
majoritarian religion of the Indian Nation-State that time
and again affirms itself as ipso facto ‘Hindu’. Primary
representatives of this alliance between religion and
state are two Brahmin policemen, Pundit and Purohit
(both of whom style their hair in ‘shikhas’t), who replace
the ‘weird sisters’ (Shakespeare 12) from the ‘original’
text, in that they monitor and determine the fates of
gangsters by the use of ‘kundal’ and ‘janampatri’
(Magbool 1:58:34-1:53:52)—horoscope grids essential
to the idea of fate and death in Hindu orthodoxy. Their
will to dominate Muslim forces is evident right from the
start as they mock at one of Mughal’s collaborators by
calling him ‘Mughal’s concubine’(Magbool 1:57:00) so
as to deride him by positing him as a homosexual slave
of his Arab lord. Their philosophy of maintaining ‘shakti
ka santulan’ (Magbool 33:38) or a balance of power by
letting fire and water confront is through and through
a sham for they seem to be serving their own ends by
playing on the weaknesses of men like Magbool and
by inducing certain self-fulfilling prophesies in the
characters’ minds. However, while terming it as a work
of Nature, they themselves provide both fire and water
(‘aag aur pani’) so as to continually exercise control on
the Promethean urges of marginalised men such as
Magbool (Magbool 50:08).

1 Shikhas are hair knots on an otherwise bald head. Being metonymic
symbols of Brahminical knowledge, they are worn by Brahmin men,
most prominently by celibates and priests.



The movie decreases the powers of the three witches
not only by eradicating one of the three characters but
also by placing these policemen within the social milieu
as socially acceptable beings while the original witches
were self-sufficient creatures— solitary and surviving by
their own. Though the policemen appear to have been
effeminized in certain ways in that they too function as
subservient figures who work either according to their
officer’s commands or act as sycophants for gangsters
like Jahangir (aka Abbaji) and Magbool, yet they are
not to be empathized with for like the three ‘hags’, their
appearances are also deceptive in that ‘all things foul
would bear the brows of grace’ (Shakespeare 81). The
Urdu word ‘Miyan’, which implies both lord and master,
then functions as a mock-heroic epithet for by the end
of the movie, Magbool is incapable of being addressed
as one in either sense just like Macbeth, who according
to Angus, feels ‘his title/ Hang loose about him, like a
giant’s robe/ Upon a dwarfish thief’ (Shakespeare 95).
The phallic symbol of the gun, a substitute for Macbeth’s
dagger, is employed quite ironically and Magbool is
shown to have been ‘unmanned’ by various forces— one
of them being Nimmi.
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Tabu aka Nimmi figures as a concubine for both Jahangir
and Magbool, that is, she becomes a composite figure
representing both Lady Duncan (whom Shakespeare
refers to as a passive female who kneels down before
God while praying for her family’s welfare) and Lady
Macbeth. Nimmi, like the witches in Macbeth, stays on
the margins of society and is never really accepted in
the role of a wife and mother. What does it imply for the
function of a ‘mistress’ and that too a Muslim mistress in
a postcolonial Indian context? Apparently, Nimmi has to
be cast in the figure of a prostitute because itis an image
that would easily be digested by the Indian audience
as the embodiment of a femme fatale, an ostracized
‘other’. Lady Macbeth’s ambitions regarding political
power have been hugely compromised in that Nimmi is
nowhere close to being able to ask the ‘spirits/ That tend
on mortal thoughts’ to ‘unsex’ her and to fill her with
‘direst cruelty’ (Shakespeare 22). That Nimmi cannot
be a potential usurper of masculine attributes such as
bravery is evident in the scene by the cliff in which she
challenges Magbool at gunpoint to confess his love but
Magbool reclaims his masculinity by slapping her at
the end of this scene while Nimmi passively accepts
her dependence on her male benefactor. Similarly, for
drugging Usman, Jahangir’s most loyal guard, Nimmi
acts like a passive temptress and manipulator instead
of drugging him herself like Lady Macbeth does. Also
observable is the failure of her dreams in that she
compromises her aspirations for becoming a Bollywood
actress once she marries Magbool.



This evokes the anatomy of the Elizabethan stage,
which did not have any space for female actors.
One might safely say that Lady Macbeth was but
an unrealistic figure even within the frame of the
Elizabethan stage— her self-parody being accentuated
by the fact that a ‘boyish’, male actor performed this
role. The Elizabethan audience was able to digest the
highly sinister connotations of Lady Macbeth’s role only
because it was quite evidentially fictitious. And this
struggle for self-expression and self-representation on
‘big screen’ continues in that middle-aged women such
as Nimmi have to seek patronage of underworld dons
in order to attain their ambitions of entering Bollywood.
That Nimmi is termed as a ‘whore’ (Magbool 19:22) by
Guddu, who is shown to be a ‘Thakur’? (Magbool 46:21)
by caste, deprives her of any sort of agency for self-
assertion. By the end of the movie, Nimmi embodies the
femme fatale whois rightfully punished for her seduction
of two powerful mafias and the voyeuristic gaze of the
male viewers seems to ‘doubly’ relish the confirmation
of its presuppositions regarding the woman-from-
the-harems. Nimmi can therefore unequivocally be
termed as a ‘triply colonized’ woman in a postcolonial
setting— primarily by her race, and then by her religion
and gender. Quite analogous to Steven Spielberg’s ‘re-
patriarchization’(Hutcheon 141-167) of Alice Walker’s
The Color Purple in his 1985 adaptation of the novel,
Bharadwaj’s movie re-establishes the angel-whore
divide by positioning Sameera within the domestic
sphere and Nimmi at the absolute other end of it.

2 As per the social stratification mandated by the varna system in
Hinduism, the Thakurs (a subset within the Kshatriya caste) are a
dominant caste, second only to the Brahmins.
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The former, despite being the rightful heir to Jahangir’s
throne, is unable to claim her due and is far too removed
from her Shakespearean counterpart, Malcolm. A critical
scene takes place in the second half in which Sameera
simply shouts at Magbool, and that too repeatedly
(Magbool 31:21-30.42). This chimes with Gayatri
Chakravarty Spivak’s deduction in her essay ‘Can the
Subaltern Speak?’ that even when the subaltern tries
to speak, she cannot be heard for her language is
incomprehensible (Spivak). Nonetheless, Sameera’s
ability to shout becomes an attempt on her part to
reinstate her presence as the legitimate descendent to
Jahangir’s throne and also as a postcolonial ‘subject’ as
she asserts herself in a cry free of linguistic limitations
in line with Jacques Lacan’s observation, “The real is
what resists symbolization absolutely.” (Lacan)

The screenplay also incorporates certain stereotypes
often attached to Mughal lineage by the Indian socio-
cultural imaginary— for instance, the trope of parricide.
Indeed, as Anthony R. Guneratne points out, the name
Jahangir alludes to the Mughal emperor imprisoned by
his own son Shah Jahan (Craig and Kapadia 74). While
the lust for power functions within an overarching angle
of inter-communal politics, it is accompanied by intra-



communal violence within familial paradigms. However,
not even once does Jahangir agree to terrorise the
Indian State for his own gains. Rather, he aspires to
be the messiah of the minorities. He even advocates
secularism but the policemen, representative of the
‘Hindu’ Nation-State, sow seeds of greed and ambition
in Magbool’s mind to bring forth communal agitation
and discord. The Macbethean conflict between England
and Scotland, Catholicism and Protestantism has
been ‘translocalised’ as one between Hinduism and
Islam. Macbeth’s question, “What rhubarb, senna, or
what purgative drug/ Would scour the English hence?”
(Shakespeare 98) after he comes to know that Malcolm
has allied with an English army comprising the Siwards
and Macduff to kill him is never really translated into a
similar query by Magbool. Instead, Magbool is guided,
or rather misguided, by the allies of the very forces he
wishes to conquer.

Interestingly, in the end, Nimmi’s child survives,
which is a pronounced deviation from the ‘original’.
The child is adopted by Guddu (Fleance) who marries
Sameera, thereby overcoming social fears regarding
miscegenation. But, does this also imply that a Muslim
woman like Sameera must adapt herself within a
Hindu family before considering her chances of
survival? Moreover, Nimmi’s child has now been safely
‘contained’ within Kaka’s (Banquo) family, yet again
representative of the State. While the ‘show of eight
kings’(Shakespeare 75) that the witches make Macbeth
see foreshadowed a kind of religious stability in
Scotland’s future, the potential child in Magbool carries
with him, quite paradoxically, the promise of stability as
well as the menace of future communal violence.
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But, how are the ideologues of the ‘original’ and the
‘copy’ under consideration so utterly different? A
comparison between the socio-political positions of
their respective writers suggests a grave difference
in the creative liberties allowed to them. While
Shakespeare was an Elizabethan playwright seeking
James I's patronage, screenwriters Abbas Tyrewala and
Vishal Bharadwaj did not have to appease a patronising
lord but they could, at the same time, aim to destabilise
the communal politics being advocated by Balasaheb
Thackeray’s Shiv Sena immediately after the attacks of
9/11in 2001 and the Gujarat riots in 2002. Shakespeare
wrote Macbeth in order to flatter James I’s divine right
of kingship and Bharadwaj adapted the same so as
to question the Shiv Sena’s avowal of Islamophobic
sentiments. Moreover, was Macbeth a standalone,
authentic piece in its own? Many critics have famously
termed Shakespeare as one of the world’s greatest
‘plagiarists’ and as far as Macbeth is concerned, the
bard drew heavily from Raphel Holinshed’s Chronicles
of England, Scotland and Ireland (1587) and James
I's Daemonologie (1599). That the three witches have
been directly taken from Holinshed’s Chronicles and
that the sub-themes of prophesy and witchcraft figure
in Daemonologie leaves little space for doubt as regards
whether Shakespeare himself was not engaging in a
process of literary reconfiguration and adaptation.



Most interestingly, not a single historical document from
the Renaissance confirms whether Guy Fawkes had a
wife and children or not. Does this render both Nimmi
and Lady Macbeth quite redundant in these larger-than-
life narratives of Magbool and Macbeth? To some extent,
yes. In their respective narratives, both of these women
are abused by other men besides being held culpable
for theiraccomplices’ respective downfalls. Guy Fawkes
is probably burnt each year because he can be blamed
for what he did. There is no need of a scapegoat, a Lady
Guy Fawkes in his case. But, his mirror-images need one
in order to be exonerated of their guilt for they are men
and actors after all, and must retain their charm lest
the capitalist returns from movies and theatres should
fall for want of a ‘heroic’ male’s presence.

Having suffered marginalisation during and after the
British rule in India, regional Indian languages reclaim
themselves in cinematic adaptations like Magbool in
that it is only through a Hindi-Urdu adaptation of the
coloniser’s text that ‘the empire writes back’ loud
and clear (Ashcroft et al). However, post-colonial
oppression continues to induce pusillanimity in the
colonised masses. Doubly-colonised men like Magbool
are rendered impotent figures—metaphorically
castrated, servile and ‘unsexed’. In an interview that he
gave in 2006, Bhardwaj mentioned,

My intention is not just to adapt the play. My intention
is to adapt it and make it look like an original work.
After a point, I forget that Shakespeare has written
this. I start believing that I have, 400 years ago, so it
is my birth right to change everything. (Sen)
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This storyline about the silencing of a postcolonial Guy
Fawkes thus falls under what Ana Cristina Mendes
terms as ‘McShakespeare’ or the ‘McDonaldization’ of
Shakespeare which de-canonises the bard by rendering
him a translatable commodity in a globalised market
(Mendes). Bharadwaj, by claiming his ‘birth right’ also
democratises the exegetic process of engaging with
transnational texts and identities. “Until the lion learns
how to write, every story will glorify the hunter”, writes
J. Nozipo Maraire and it is precisely this lion-hunter
dichotomy that Abbas Tyrewala and Vishal Bharadwaj
defy as they reformat the colonisers’ ideologues by
transposing them to another medium, time and space
(Goodreads).

While Macbeth was a child of circumstances, Magbool
is a tragedy born out of the corrupt mechanisations
of a system that exploits the oppressed quite
opportunistically. Not every Guy Fawkes is
historiographed and therefore the need for adaptations.
Owingtotheirintertexualnature, theinteractionbetween
viewers and adaptations is, as Mikhail Bakhtin would
have pointed out, of a dialogic variety and this dialogue
is possible only when the adaptation is a ‘corruption’
of the source. What if adaptations be, as Robert Stam
would have it, ‘creative mistranslations’*Stam), they are
nevertheless necessary in that it is corruption and not
fidelity that would provide a continuum to the process
of transcribing Guy Fawkes(s) and retelling history by
being inclusive of their narratives.

Shambhavi Misra
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI

3 For Stam, artistic fidelity in the context of adaptations, is a chimera.
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Chinnagodangy Palanisamy says he will be forced to
eat mice if the farm crisis doesn't end




Losing to Rodents

The heat of a summer day, a tiresome day in the fields,
mother I tell you—mere paet mein choohe daud rahein
hain.

Oh mother! The walls of my stomach have caved in.
A bottomless pit, empty and devoid of substance, it
doesn’t growl anymore. The rats within my stomach
have run, leapt, snarled; their feet digging into the
muscle, teeth biting into the inner linings as I doubled
over in pain. It’s vacant, lifeless. The cloth never dries.
As the sun falls, my hand soaks it in water, laying it flat
on myself—my own wretched, feeble attempt to feel
whole, even if only for a moment. But the sun rises,
and I fill up on water again.

Your son has lost this battle against the raging rats.

I beg them, the mighty ones, to spare us a few grains.
My tongue has dried and the head over my shoulders
feels as if it is suspended in air. Water no longer
satiates my starvation. My farm is in crisis, your food
is in crisis. Yet, the appeals fall on empty ears. And so,
mother, forgive me for I have no other choice. Sewer
rats, rats in the corners of my room, rats in the depth of
my fields, rats who make this hunger so unendurable.
I bite into that rat.

Yashika
B.A. (H) M.M.M.C, Sem II
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Some of us love you Achilles, it's not much but there's
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Achilles Come Down
Gang of Youths
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Lyrics

Achilles, Achilles, Achilles, come down

Won'’t you get up off, get up off the roof?

You’re scaring us and all of us, some of us love you
Achilles, it’s not much but there’s proof

You crazy-assed cosmonaut, remember your virtue
Redemption lies plainly in truth

Just humor us, Achilles, Achilles, come down
Won'’t you get up off, get up off the roof?

Je vois que beaucoup de gens meurent

Parce qu’ils estiment que la vie ne vaut pas la peine
d’étre vécue

Jenvois d’autres, qui se font paradoxalement tués pour
des idées

Pour des illusions, qui leurs donnent une raison de vivre
Ce, qu’on appelle une raison de vivre est en méme
temps une excellente raison de mourir

Achilles, Achilles, Achilles, come down

Won'’t you get up off, get up off the roof?

The self is not so weightless, nor whole and unbroken
Remember the pact of our youth

Where you go, I'm going, so jump and I'm jumping
Since there is no me without you

Soldier on, Achilles, Achilles, come down

Won'’t you get up off, get up off the roof?

Loathe the way they light candles in Rome
But love the sweet air of the votives

Hurt and grieve but don’t suffer alone
Engage with the pain as a motive



Today, of all days, see
How the most dangerous thing is to love
How you will heal and you’ll rise above

D’un gérant d’immeuble qui s’était tué on disait un jour
Qu’il avait perdu sa fille depuis cing ans

Qu’il avait beaucoup changé depuis et que cette histoire
lavait

Achilles, Achilles, Achilles, jump now

You are absent of cause or excuse

So self-indulgent and self-referential

No audience could ever want you

You crave the applause yet hate the attention
Then miss it, your act is a ruse

It is empty, Achilles, so end it all now

It’s a pointless resistance for you

Ce qui déclenche la crise est presque toujours
incontrélable

Les journaux parlent souvent de chagrins intimes ou de
maladie incurable

Ces explications sont valables

Mais il faudrait savoir si le jour méme un ami

Du désespéré ne lui a pas parlé sur un ton indifférent
Celui-laestle

Achilles, Achilles, just put down the bottle

Don’t listen to what you’ve consumed

It’s chaos, confusion and wholly unworthy

Of feeding and it’s wholly untrue

You may feel no purpose nor a point for existing

It’s all just conjecture and gloom

And there may not be meaning, so find one and seize it
Do not waste yourself on this roof
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Hear those bells ring deep in the soul
Chiming away for a moment

Feel your breath course frankly below
And see life as a worthy opponent

Today, of all days, see

How the most dangerous thing is to love
How you will heal and you’ll rise above
Crowned by an overture bold and beyond
Ah, it’s more courageous to overcome

Les souvenirs d’une patrie perdue, 'espoir d’une terre
promise
Ce divorce entre 'homme de sa vie

You want the acclaim, the mother of mothers (it’s not
worth it, Achilles)

More poignant than fame or the taste of another (don’t
listen, Achilles)

But be real and just jump, you dense motherfucker
(you’re worth more, Achilles)

You will not be more than a rat in the gutter (so much
more than a rat)

You want my opinion, my opinion you’ve got (no one
asked your opinion)

You asked for my counsel, I gave you my thoughts (no
one asked for your thoughts)

Be done with this now and jump off the roof (be done
with this now and get off the roof)

Can you hear me, Achilles? I'm talking to you

I'm talking to you

I'm talking to you

I'm talking to you

Achilles, come down

Achilles, come down



Celle du oui et celle du non

Ce serait trop beau

Mais il faut faire la part de ceux qui, sans conclure,
interrogent toujours

Ici, j’ironise a peine, il s’agit de la majorité

Je vois également que ceux qui répondent non agissent
comme s’ils pensaient oui

De fait

Throw yourself into the unknown
With pace and a fury defiant

Clothe yourself in beauty untold
And see life as a means to a triumph

Today, of all days, see

How the most dangerous thing is to love
How you will heal and you’ll rise above
Crowned by an overture bold and beyond
Ah, it’s more courageous to overcome

Gang Of Youths



Beyond Shadows
ACTI

Pitch black darkness. Though one might be able to see
shadows moving if one looks carefully; the shadows
disappear as soon as one spots them. Muffled voices of
weeping and consolation. And then, they too die away. As
the lights grow brighter, we see a man, sitting, defeated,
at the center of the stage. A well-built man with glorious
golden hair, dressed in a white tunic: he is Achilles. He
looks tormented and nothing but darkness surrounds
him. From the depths of the darkness, figures emerge—
clad in black cloaks, their hair unruly and faces covered
with painted masks. They crawl closer and closer
towards Achilles, casting their shadows on the only lit
area of the stage. Surrounding him, they continue their
ominous whispers as they circle. The ensuing madness
reflects on his face. The voices, incomprehensible yet
taunting, haunt Achilles. He falls deeper and deeper
into a sense of delirium every passing minute. They start
speaking clearly and spitefully.

CLOAKED FIGURE 1: Achilles!

CLOAKED FIGURE 2: Invincible Achilles!

CLOAKED FIGURE 3: Swift-footed Achilles!

CLOAKED FIGURE 4: The greatest warrior of his
generation!

ALL FOUR TOGETHER: DEFEATED!

CLOAKED FIGURE 5 (moving closer to Achilles’ left): By
Fate?

CLOAKED FIGURE 6 (moving closer to Achilles’ right): By
Furies?

CLOAKED FIGURE 7 (placing his head on Achilles’ head):
By Gods?

CLOAKED FIGURE 1 &2 (declares in contempt): HUBRIS!



They direct their hands towards a dark end behind
Achilles. The stage lighting is directed to the spot earlier
covered in darkness, revealing shards of broken mirrors
hung slightly higher, which together reflect Achilles,
who now turns towards them. His image distorts as the
mirrors dangle. Pushing the others towards the mirrors,
cloaked figures 1& 2 along with 3 & 4 continue.

CLOAKED FIGURES 1, 2, 3 & 4: A hero full of himself! A
hero who deserted his comrades to suffer! A hero who
is a disgrace to his title!

CLOAKED FIGURE 4: A hero who failed all mothers who
bid adieu to their sons, a hero who disgraced all fathers
once proud of their sons! A hero who stripped men-—
men of great valor—of their honor! What is honorable
about bartering away one’s blood ... what value will their
blood hold in history as opposed to him who let them
die for his hubris?

CLOAKED FIGURE 3 (takes Achilles’ hand and looks at
them): Ah! The horror! The streams of lives lost in his
hubris.

CLOAKED FIGURE 2 (almost screeching): Weep, Achilles.
Weep! Bewail all that is lost! Try and remember how you
failed even your dearest mate. Touch his cold hands!
The warmth of your blood failed him. Your might failed.
Your advice lost on him. Ah, Achilles! Weep...

CLOAKED FIGURE 1: Glorious Achilles, choose your
inglorious ending! Inglorious Achilles, choose glory!

[Achilles continues to look at his distorted self in the
mirror.]

ACHILLES (to himself): 1 failed... failed in the hour of
need!

CLOAKED FIGURES 1, 2, 3 & 4: Die, Achilles, die! Now is
the time to choose—DIE!

A\
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CLOAKED FIGURE 7 (freeing Achilles of the 3rd’s grip):
They’re trying to fill your heart with poison. Cover your
ears, close your eyes. They are dragging you down, to
depths of despair, son of Peleus, rise! Redemption shall
embrace you.

CLOAKED FIGURE 6: Look beyond them. Life awaits
you as a companion and worthy opponent. Fight them,
move forward, don’t let these wounds tug you, don’t let
their words trap you. Life is worth much more. Achilles,
there are people who love you and care about you. What
you deign as worthless is their hope. Despair is no path
to choose. Value the lives they lend, value their love for
you, value their hopes— choose them!

VOICES: Achilles, value their hearts, value our
companionship, remember the pacts of our youth,
nothing shall part us, I have followed you, stood by
you. Listen to me... don’t let your love for me eat you
up. Soldier on! Embrace your life, accept it with all its
challenges and absurdities. You are not alone. Engage
with pain as a motive.

Achilles follows the direction of the voice, and somewhere,
he hopes to see Patroclus. However, all he sees are the
cloaked figures.

ACHILLES (looking around wildly in hope of response):
Patroclus!

He tries to distinguish the faces around him but all he
perceives is the psychological hullabaloo created by
the cloaked figures circling him like hawks, the broken
mirrors distorting him further and further and the sudden
silence. He struggles to pull himself together and once
again tries to differentiate between the masked men, but
their constant motion fails him. He is disheartened and



looks at the expanse of darkness that still remains on the
stage.

VOICES: Achilles, you, a self-indulgent brute has
no reason to live, there is no meaning to your life or
resistance! Kill yourself, for you have failed—as a
soldier, as a friend and as a son. Why cling dearly to such
a life? Your life is empty and you will be remembered
alongside Meleager. What lies ahead is a life of shame
and hatred. You, like Meleager, will be remembered for
your pride— pride that dyed the earth red, pride that
overpowered duty!

Achilles looks lost and confused. He no longer seems to
be able to make sense of what is happening around him.

CLOAKED FIGURE 7: 1 see your torment. You are lost,
but trust me, you are not without purpose.

CLOAKED FIGURE 5: It is the poison that is pushing
you—the poison you consumed, the poison in your
sinews, the poison in their voices, your despair and loss.
CLOAKED FIGURE 6: Look beyond the grief and stride
on, Achilles! You lost the closest of your mates. I know
you are enraged. But remember, you had warned him.

CLOAKED FIGURE 1 (enraged): He knew it! He and his
pride were pushing them, even the dearest of kith,
towards death. Yet, he refused the peace being offered.
Moreover, he ignored Patroclus’ plea— he proved
himself even worse than Meleager! (Continues after a
pause, mockingly) Ah! His great soul warned them!

CLOAKED FIGURE 6: Cup your ears from these spiteful
creatures! It is fate, Achilles—you knew your fate
growing up; either die young and glorious or live a long,
inglorious life. Zeus’ bolt destined you to be the greatest



of warriors... You knew death followed you every step!
And yet, you fought; you lived valiantly. The spinners
of fate and dread wove Patroclus an end so dreadful
and horrid. The Gods would anyway have fulfilled the
destiny. They never promised us to be fair. All of this was
beyond your control, Achilles! Endure and live. Listen to
your heart which fought for your life despite knowing its
inexorable end.

CLOAKED FIGURE 7: Brave through these wounds
and break yourself free of the shackles of these bitter
memories!

The pace with which the cloaked figures move changes.
They start to run around. The swooshing of their cloaks
and their murmurs torment Achilles. He sees the
shadows being cast on him, swiftly disappearing and
then returning back, like a pendulum.

CLOAKED FIGURES 1, 2, 3 & 4: Die, Achilles! Die! Put an
end to it — a life stained with pride; a parasitic life that
preyed on the lives of your companions!

CLOAKED FIGURE 5, 6& 7: Don’t listen to them, Achilles!
CLOAKED FIGURES 1, 2, 3 & 4: You are nothing but a rat
in the gutter, you sought counsel and we give you our
opinion— die, Achilles!

CLOAKED FIGURES 5, 6 & 7 (hissing at the others): No
one asked for your opinion! (Consoling Achilles) Don’t
you listen to them, Achilles!

They continue to run around swiftly around him singing
“We are talking to you!” The decisive hour has come. He
grows weaker as he fails to distinguish the good from the
bad amongst them. He starts to lose his balance and a
few among the cloaked figures rush to his aid.



CLOAKED FIGURES 5, 6 & 7 (supporting him by the
back): See life as a triumph, Achilles! March towards the
unknown; defy these shackles and stride forth! (5 and 7
press his hand in assurance) Overcome this bitterness,
overcome the love that has started poisoning your will.
It is courageous to overcome.

As the cloaked figures share their final assurances,
Achilles realizes that for the first time he can see the
whole stage, the cloaked figures and the shards of mirror,
clearly in the flood of a newly emergent blue light. Blue—
the color of the sky, the color of water— reminiscent of the
Gods and Mother, a reminder of the warm days lost.

ACHILLES: Today, a warrior fights, with no army or
Gods to his aid. Lords have spun the skein of misery
and death for him. He knew it all along. He lived his life
preparing for the battle which was bound to swallow
him. Yet... (stops, reconsiders and then walks away from
the cloaked figures to continue) he was aware that his
decision displeased the crowd. Yet, he held his head
high, waiting for that one moment, which would carve
his name in posterity, a future far from his foresight. He
wasn’t deaf, blind or stone-hearted, he wasn’t bereft
of passion and pain. Neither was he ready to succumb
to the cold hands of Moria. Defying their designs, he
stands tall to fulfil his duty, with steady steps and fire in
his eyes, he looks death in the eye, with grace. He is a
warrior... and the greatest one!

The music dies, lights fade.
[CURTAIN]

Priyanandana AN
B.A. (H) English, Sem VI
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Landscape with the Fall of Icarus, c.1555, Pieter Bruegel.
© Bridgeman Art Library / Royal Musuems of Fine Arts of Belgium



Landscape with the Fall of Icarus

According to Brueghel
when Icarus fell

it was spring

a farmer was ploughing
his field

the whole pageantry

of the year was

awake tingling

with itself

sweating in the sun
that melted

the wings’ wax
unsignificantly

off the coast

there was

a splash quite unnoticed
this was

Icarus drowning

William Carlos Williams
1960
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Icarus Falls (Through Semiospheres)

Where is the wisdom we have lost in knowledge?

-T.S. Eliot, The Rock

Can a myth be defined? In its precognitive origins and
ritualistic retellings, it ebbs and flows, transformational
yet trans-historical tendencies? Tethered to some
untraceable, timeless antecedent, it remains an enigma
and becomes enigmatic still with yet another effort
to decode it. It is perhaps this paradoxical character
of myths that holds some primordial ideation which
transcends time and space to intertwine human
species by some form of intrinsic ‘wisdom’ that lies
latent beneath cultural and contextual distinctions. The
pneuma of a myth resides in its malleability. Far from
being calcified in a spectatorial culture, it is subject to
various participatory cultures involving simultaneous
conformation and transformation. The paper will look
into how the idiom of the Myth of Icarus finds vent
at two distinct points of history through two distinct
media — visual and verbal vis-a-vis Landcape of the Fall
of Icarus painted and written by Pieter Brueghel® and
William Carlos Williams? respectively, through the lens
of inter semiotic translation.

1Landscape with the Fall of Icarus, c.1555, painted by the Dutch artist
Pieter Brueghel, the Elder.

2 The poem ‘ Landscape with the Fall of Icarus’ was part of Pictures from
Brueghel, and Other Poems, a collection of poetry by William Carlos
Williams, published in 1962 and awarded a Pulitzer Prize in 1963.



Roman Jacobson, one of the first theoreticians of
itersemiosis, in his Essays of General Linguistic, offers
a triadic classification of translational practices namely
intra lingual, inter lingual, and inter semiotic. According
to him, inter semiotic translation or transmutation
consists of the interpretation of linguistic signs by
means of systems of non-linguistic signs. Stretching
his theory further, inter semiotic translation may be
understood as the transmutation of meaning from one
semiotic system to another.

Mortality is perhaps one ‘meaning’ that is preserved in
the translation of the myth. The narrative trajectory of
the visual text can be said to move from life to death.
The foremost figure of the farmer ploughing the earth
signals a fecund productivity. The colour red donned by
the figure can be read as the life-giving force of blood
emphasising replenishment and vitality. It is only after
charting through various other figures does the eye
catch the drowning figure of Icarus, therefore, chalking
avisual journey of the cyclical process of life and death.
In the verbal text, there is a re-mapping of a similar
trajectory as the verses open with the announcement
of Spring —the season of plenitude. It is perhaps no
coincidence that the last line of the poem refers to
the drowning (and potential death) of Icarus, thereby
preserving the visual cycle through verbal cues. While
this ahistorical notion of mortality and the inescapable
nature of life and death finds resonance in both the
texts, other aspects of the myth are revised as the
texts cull varied meanings by various means from it.
And because of their essentially shape-shifting nature,
myths offer hermeneutic legitimisation to various (re)
configurations made in the process of inter semiotic
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translation. The cultural interpolations give way to what
Haroldo de Campos terms as ‘trancreation’, where
there is little attempt to observe stringent fidelity to the
source text. Furthermore, Quieroz and Aguiar discuss
how inter semiotic translation engages with different
‘semi independent levels of description’ (205) wherein
certain relevant layers have their properties selected
and translated into modes of representation. The
retentions and omissions are shaped by circumstances
and the cultural rhetoric of the times. The paper will
discuss how the visual and the verbal texts of Brueghel
and Williams elaborate different layers of description
i.e. the social and the psychological respectively in
relation to the same myth.

The visual lexicon in the painting is a dynamic one that
draws the viewer through the foreground containing
a number of ancillary events and characters like the
ploughman, the shepherd, and the fisherman, and then
finallytothetitularcharacterdrowninginthe background.
This is one of the quintessential features of Brueghel’s
oeuvre where, according to K.C. Lindsay and Bernard
Huppe, there is an ‘intentional quasi-obscurity’ (377) of
the supposedly central characters. Painted in the 16th
century, this can perhaps be attributed to the remnant
of the allegorical tradition of the Middle Ages where the
audience was urged to explore the concealment of the
core message by cosmetic features. Allegories demand
the viewer to consciously enquire into the explicit to
draw out the referent that is inherent to it. In a similar
vein, Brueghel’'s message is not an explicit one but
rather requires the viewer to undertake an iconographic
scrutiny in order to scratch the surface and reveal the
‘kernel’ (Lindsay and Huppe 381) of meaning lying



underneath. Brueghel reconfigures the perspective
of the myth whereby the title notwithstanding, Icarus
is an obscure figure. What lies in the foreground is a
harmonious pastoral scene detailing various agrarian
activities in motion. Death, by a play of perspective,
is diminished against a representation of production
and mobility. The ship sailing into the sunset also can
be read as a controlled movement as opposed to the
flailing legs of Icarus. Thus, tragedy becomes a function
of perspective where Brueghel almost zooms out the
fall to capture a larger visual field to demystify individual
catastrophes. This can be read in two ways - a satire
on the apathia of mankind that is only concerned with
its own progress. And alternately it could be seen as a
profound understanding of the politics and possibilities
of grief and mourning in a life of privation and poverty,
for the characters on the foreground are but laboratores.
Taking the second idea further, a glance into Breughel’s
oeuvre reveals an interest in the commune. Many of his
paintings teem with multiple figures that more often
than not belong to the working class. Landscape with the
Fall of Icarus is no different. This strategy can be read
in the light of a sharp departure from the Renaissance
convention of focussing on classical heroic figures. In
the painting, there is a juxtaposition of the material and
the metaphysical — the toiling proletariat firmly rooted in
the earthly realm sets off the mythic figure of Icarus as
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fustian; fissured from the quotidian. The realism of the
drudgery seems to enquire if axiomatic heroic tales find
relevance amid a life that is concerned with day-to-day
survival. Those oft elided by the society cannot afford
to ornately ponder upon death as it is always looming
in the offing. Death becomes grotesquely commonplace
in its ubiquity. It does not warrant a second glance. By
offsetting the fall of Icarus with banalities far removed
from lofty mythical narratives, the painting is almost
countercultural in its demystification of the myth. A
comical anomaly in the bucolic, Icarus is reduced to
a metonymic representation with only his legs visible
above water. One could read the painting as scepticism
for heroic tales of audacia, and perhaps also as a
critique of the aesthetic priorities of the times.

Across the Atlantic, some four hundred years later,
William Carlos Williams inter-semiotically translates the
myth based on Brueghel’s painting. While he preserves
the titular analogy, it can be argued that he subverts
the play of perspective vis-a-vis the source text. A
physician rooted in the Modernist ethos, Williams could
have been intrigued by the spectrum and simultaneity
of human endurance and fragility, and the complexities
of the human mind. While Brueghel’s work takes on
a panoramic view of the society at large, it could be
discussed if Williams trancreates it to delve into the
psychological recesses of Icarus, bringing him out of
the ‘quasi-obscurity’ in the process of verbalising of the
visual.



The poem begins with a language of reportage —
According to Brueghel, and then goes on to most
radically depart from the journalistic style of writing by
disrupting syntactical order. The lack of punctuation
marks, coupled with violent enjambments creates
a sense of disarray, and the lack of differentiation
perhaps adds to the attempt to capture the vagaries
and vacillations of the human mind. The question,
then, is whose predicament is the poet capturing?
Semiotically, the poem almost looks columnar — with
short lines running for seven stanzas. This can be read
as a visual depiction of a downward path, capturing
the moment between, what Claus Cluver and Burton
Watson observe as, ‘when Icarus fell’ to ‘Icarus
drowning’ (75). Then, the poem possibly captures
the state of mind of Icarus during mid-fall. The lines
almost whoosh through (individual lines do not begin
with capital letters), without any break yet fractious in
their sense of unmooredness (as if pulled by gravity).
It is literally one sentence breaking apart, falling. It
could signify the inchoateness of Icarus’ thoughts as
he fell and therefore, one of the ways of reading the
poem can be a meta graphic portrayal of the fall of
Icarus through (the perception of) Icarus.




In keeping with this idea, the two pieces of texts
can be discussed in terms of focalisation — the
paradox of ‘seeing’ and ‘seen’. In the visual text, the
possible focaliser or the seeing figures are the famer,
the shepherd, and the fisherman, along with the
passengers on the ship. However, no one is found to
take notice of the drowning figure of Icarus, rendering
him unseen. The farmer and the shepherd have their
faces pointedly turned away from him. In the verbal
text, Williams offers agency of perception to Icarus,
who almost becomes the seeing figure, registering his
own fall. With regard to this, the use of the figurative
device of sibilance becomes significant in the fifth
stanza. - Sweating in the sun/that melted/the wings’
wax. The use of the ‘ss’ sound is perhaps redolent
of movement - slithering, rustling, and by extension
falling. Although the stanza is an ambiguous one where
sweating can be associated with both the workers and
Icarus who flew close to the sun, an emphasis on the
latter can be read as an example of synaesthesia. There
is an aural stimulation where because of the repetition
of the ‘ss’ sound, one almost hears Icarus fall through
the wind. It could also be the sound of air rustling past
that Icarus himself hears as he plummets downwards.
It is interesting that in the moment of culmination in
the last stanza - a splash quite unnoticed, there is a
recurrence or perhaps a continuation of the earlier use
of sibilance. Icarus aurally registers his death knell -
the sound of the horrific splash as he breaks through the
surface of the water. The figurative device of sibilance
is also associated with Satan because of his serpentine
disguise, in a way augmenting and intensifying the
hellish horror experienced by Icarus due to an acute
sensory perception of the last moments of his life.



While Williams does cite Brueghel, he reconfigures
the dynamics of sight. Icarus is presented as a seeing,
sentient figure in an empathetic light. By contrast, in
the painting, around the drowning figure of Icarus, the
illumination of water keeps dimming rightward, almost
darkening at the corner, symbolising perhaps an
engulfment of Icarus into obsoleteness with his head
submerged in water — neither seeing nor seen.

It is also interesting to note that Brueghel clearly
delineates the characters on the foreground of his
painting. The ploughman, the shepherd, and the
fisherman are distinguished from each other and
their occupational activities too are emphasised with
the addition of accoutrements peculiar to their jobs.
Williams, on the other hand, seems to relegate these
figures into the background as he collectively refers to
them as the ‘pageantry’ barring the token reference
to the farmer. In fact, in the second line he brings in
the adverbial clause - When Icarus fell, bringing Icarus
into focus at the very outset to make the event of his
fall the framing narrative of sorts which qualifies all
other strands.




Although, overtly Icarus appears an oblique entity in
the verbal text, the sub-textual can be said to heighten
the pathos of the fall precisely by the imagist terseness
of the verse which almost reads as an impassioned
obituary. To the mind of a post-war reader, this could
have evoked the listicle of obituaries of thousands of
lives lost in the wars. One might wonder if after the
atomic fracas of the two wars, the reader would see
the fall as an apt proverbial punishment for ambition,
or would they empathetically lament it, and rue the
unbearable yet ineluctable loss that comes with great
strides towards knowledge. As the myth travels through
the verbal semiosphere to the visual, transcending the
associated cultural distance, the didactic challenge is
thrown into a quandary. The 16th century visual text,
at the peak of Renaissance Humanism , and on the
cusp of anthropocentric Enlightenment, can be said to
offer a semblance of assuredness -of life going on in
spite of death in its midst. The mid 20th century verbal
text however offers little comfort as it seems to ask -




what is the cost of a life? And what is the comeuppance
for living? Williams offers no proverbial closure as the
poem ends with the line Icarus drowning. The verb in
its present continuous form intensifies an incessant
sense of falling; perhaps reflecting the conundrum of a
species that is aware of the possibility of fall but knows
nothing but flight. The liminality of flight and fall finds
no easy moral categorisation in the poem. And Icarus
becomes an everyman (yet retaining his individuality)
with a fragmented consciousness poised on the
threshold of life and loses, much like Eliot’s Prufrock.
Mary Ane Caws observes with reference to the first
two lines - when Icarus fell/ it was spring, the contrast
yet convergence between the motions of ‘falling’” and
‘springing up’ (326) which further adds complexity to
Icarus with a deliberate focus on his in-betweenness.

While visually, the Alpine scenery with its dominant
greenish hue and an abundance of life obfuscates
a singular death by relativising it against the
continuation of the species, verbally, the poem
disavows the anonymous nature of personal suffering
by a greater focus on it than the ‘pageantry’ of some
grander scheme of things. Together, the texts try
to navigate the fundamental tension between the
‘personal’ and the ‘social’. Various translations are in
conversation with each other albeit unbeknownst to
the artists who create them. Thus, Williams’ poem can
be read in continuation to Brueghel’s painting: a high
angle shot that cuts to a close -up, an inter semiotic
montage of the myth across time and space. Both the
translations of the myth depart from the conventional
interpretation of the fall of Icarus as a cautionary
narrative about hubris, and can be said to focus on
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the theme of empathy instead — empathy for those
facing the fall, and empathy for those who choose (out
of necessity?) to move on. Together, they absolve the
characters of any value judgement. Amid various and
variously divided consciousness, they complement
each other to retrieve and preserve some unifying
strand that emphasises on what remains conveniently
‘quite unnoticed’. That is, the grief carried by others -
especially those on the lower rungs of the social order,
and the intensely personalised texture of it. And in a
yearthat saw loss atits most unequal dispersionamong
the world (no matter how much we try to generalise
the impact), the question that seems to loom over both
the texts becomes all the more pertinent - Where is
the wisdom we have lost in knowledge?

Swagata Mukherjee
M.A. English, DU, Sem IV
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The Ocean is on Fire Again

On 3rd July 2021, a state-owned underwater gas
pipeline ruptured in the Gulf of Mexico. The consequent
gas leak sparked a swirling “fire in the sea’ that raged
for hours before extinguishing operations (in the form of
three measly boats spraying water at the flame) could
put it out.
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What they could not put out, though, was the social
media frenzy caused by the event. Memes started
circulating online as soon as the news hit, with people
in disbelief over the ‘ocean that had caught fire’. From
Biblical raptures to end-of-the-world scenarios to
comparisons to Mordor and Godzilla, users online tried
to make sense of the event the best way they knew how:
through humour. And while that might be a good coping
mechanism, the memes also reflected the sustained
fear of the current generation — they’re all afraid of the
emerging consequences of climate change.

Therelationship between climate change and capitalism
has never been clearer. In fact, the ocean being on fire
due to an oil pipeline leak is a little too on the nose
even to read it subtextually. In our capitalistic society,
built on the foundation of industries that actively want
to hide the effects of climate change — be it Big Oil,
whose entire business plan is based on exhausting
our limited fossil fuel resources, or a multibillion dollar
tech company like Amazon, whose carbon footprint
would eclipse several sovereign nations, we often
find ourselves in situations where our policies are
shaped to benefit these industries and their agendas.
In the spirit of selling late-stage capitalist dreams and
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ambitions, our governments actively tell us to ignore
what we see around us, from the current heat waves
blasting across the western hemisphere which have
already cooked a billion sea creatures to death to the
imminent threat of melting polar ice caps and rising sea
levels. Governments, on the other hand, encourage this
ignorance towards such climate catastrophes because
it is in their direct interest to profit off the ever dying
resources of the earth and selling the illusion that a
citizen’s final duty is to get a job and survive with the
bare minimum.

A lobbyist from Exxon, another oil and gas company,
was caught on tape saying that they knew about the
problems of climate change 40 years ago, that is,
before it became a public issue, and actively spread
misinformation, and promoted anti-climate change
propaganda. Late stage capitalism has reached such
heights that they have managed to create the concept
of individual onus for climate change wherein they have
promoted the idea that a company leaking oil in the
ocean every now and then and endangering the entire
ecosystem around the area is somehow less worse and
less worthy of international campaigns than plastic
straws and single use plastics. The onus of a climate
catastrophe has somehow been put on the working
class when they will be the ones worst affected by it,
especially, given that during policy-making it is these
lobbyists and climate change deniers who exercise
the most power. The meme suggests that our parents’



generation in their 30s had the economic and socio-
political stability to be able to buy a house but I believe
that that came with a price of companies spreading
climate change denying propaganda to such an extent
that it didn’t reach our consciousness until it could no
longer be ignored by our very eyes.

The fact that we end up comparing ‘ocean on fire’ to
something dystopian and absurd like ‘hell fire’ and not a
direct consequence of the failure of late stage capitalism
is something to be noted. It has become easier to
imagine living, or surviving in a hellish existence than to
do away with capitalism which is something that climate
change activists must incorporate - there is no ethical
consumption in capitalism. While the revolution may
not be televised we have a front seat to the upcoming
and ongoing climate catastrophe.

Until recently, climate change politics refused to grapple
with the issue of capitalism. The fundamental reality is
that climate change affects people differently and that
the poor who contribute very little to it will be the worse
sufferers. Climate struggle has sort of commodified
itself in the form of greenwashing. Greenwashing
refers to a form of marketing spin in which green PR
and green marketing are deceptively used to persuade
the public that an organization’s products, aims and
policies are environmentally friendly. For example, in
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fast fashion companies like H&M, sustainability efforts
are somewhat ironic considering their business model
is not just unsustainable at present but is wasteful by
design. The business model -massive quantities, quick
turnarounds, low prices- requires cheap, unethical
labor and results in poor quality of products.

The idea of the ‘cost’ of going green is something that
takes precedence in policy making rather than the issue
itself. The fact that green PR has become an industry
requirement that even oil companies invest in, points
to the fact that good advertisement that doesn’t really
amount to any tangible effort is easier so as to get
profits than actually effecting any change. We literally
have a countdown to fix the climate problem until it’s
too late and it is out of our hands - the 2030 climate
deadline posits that countries will have to cutdown
about 45% of their greenhouse emissions and to net
zero by 2050 or else the worse will come true. The
presence of corporate interest in climate negotiations
cannot and will not allow an expeditious solution.

In the aftermath of the event, Pemex, the oil company
responsible for maintaining the pipeline, and which
has had a history of major industrial accidents such as
this, reported that everything was under control and
production from the project was not affected by the
gas leak. However, the rest of us have been left scarred
and confused. It is remarkable that we’ve normalized
creating a fiery inferno in the middle of the ocean,
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and we’re gradually advancing towards our impending
doom, unless we wake up. But somehow we are left
powerless with meme-making as a recourse to deal
with this climate despair while billionaires are more
than willing to leave earth behind, or go hide in their
bunkers.

A meme with the image of the ocean on fire that says
“this is fine”- referencing the viral comic by K.C. Green’s
Gunshow - is the image that capitalist society wants
to project, even though this absurd end-of-the-world
scenario is happening in very real time. Unless we
grapple with the issue of gap capitalism, we cannot
grapple with the issue of climate change.

Kavya Katiyar
B. A. (H) English, Sem VI
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Published by Anagrama, 2016
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VLADIMIR NABOKOV

Lolita

AMAGRAMA
Edicion Limitada

Illustrating Lolita

Through 14-year-old
Dolores (Lolita) and her
quadragenarian stepfather
Humbert Humbert,
Vladimir Nabokov paints

a harrowing, titillating,
humorous, and horrific
picture that has plagued
the minds of readers ever
since Lolita was published
in 1955. Through time

and space, different
interpretations of the novel
have come to the fore

with designers attempting
to capture the novel’s
essence on its covers.

Anagrama’s 2016 cover,
published in Spain,

with pink, ripe, cut-up
strawberries, is superficial
and sexually suggestive-a
Freudian take that reduces
Dolores to her genitals.
This representation is
prima facie problematic
as it glosses over
Humbert’s demons

with a broad-brush

stroke of a sexualized

Lo. Furthermore, the
infantilized display of
sexuality through juvenile
innuendo lends a kitsch
vibe to the design.



Published by Mondadori (Gli Oscar), Milan, 1970

Mondadori’s
interpretation was
published in Milan in
1970. A girl standing with
her legs slightly apart,
wearing long socks with
hues of red and purple
lolling in the backdrop,
makes for a symbolic
take on the story. The
purple of ambition at the
base of the cover merges
into the red of sacrifice
at the top-an artistic
homage to Dolores’
‘wasted’ youth. The
author’s name and the
title occupy little space
on the canvas, making for
a visually-appealing and
evocative cover.
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Published by Biblioteca Visao, Linda-da-Velha, 2000

Vliadimir

COLECCAO NOVIS

Nabokoyv

Published in Linda-
da-Velha in 2000,
Biblioteca Visao’s design
comes rivetingly close
to Nabokov’s story.
Against a black backdrop
is placed a rectangle
containing an abstract
vision of an older man
looming over the lucidly
drawn image of a young
girl. The predatory,
layered nature of
Humbert colouring the
innocent, wide-eyed Lo
staring at the beholder,
is an image that can’t be
shaken off easily.



The 2011 design by
Penguin Books Australia
leaves an indelible mark: a
young girl’s face occupies
the cover, and ‘Lolita’ is
written in a minimal font
that runs across the girl’s
visage. Dolores’ grey eyes
and freckled face peer
into the onlooker’s, and
yet the minimal ‘Lolita’,
representative of all that
Humbert did to make
Dolores his Lolita, stands
between the girl and the
reader. This is a vivid
depiction of a fact that
holds true throughout the
text itself.

The cover designs allow for
areader to peek into the
universe painted within the
book’s pages. For a work
that touches upon themes
of desire, rape, murder,
vile longing, deceit, and
conceited love, Lolita’s
cover art seems to have
gone through a tumultuous
ride. Despite the sexualized
narrative brought out in the
most eye-catching manner
by popular culture and
media, a more nuanced
representation of the story
can be found in the covers
by Biblioteca Visao and
Penguin Australia.

Pallavi Singh
B.A. (H) Economics, Sem VI

vliadimir nabokov
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Published by Penguin Books Australia, 2011
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