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The inevitably subjective nature of even the
most woulhbﬁob:uct.tu eriticimm is reflected in
the diversity of response to every work, Vhile the
2ime’'s reviewer hails Xsmals Markandaya's Nectar in
A fJieve as "a simple unaffected story of humen
suffering (which) does moxre than a shelf of books
on history amd eoonomios to explain the people of
Indte,"® an Indian reviewer finds in it evidence of
*inexperience, not of what village 1life is, but of
a novelist's participation in 4%."> It is signie

».

* fiesnt that the praise should oome frem the west,

« Markandsya : (Bombey, Jaioo
Ptblhhing Houn, .

8. mmon Catalog (New York, H.¥W, ¥Wilson Gompsny),
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while the shortoemings are more conspieueus to

the Indian eye, nearer to the scems depicted,

It should be menticmed however, that there are
sdnirers in India as well, adnirers whose views

camnet be lightly dimmissed, People like

Eulk Raj Anand and K,R, Srinivasa lyengar think

Righly of Kemala Marksndaya's schisvement, The &
truth, as usml, mwt lie somewhsre Detween the

two extreims views, It should be granted that

the narration is skilful enough to hold the
attention of the reader, at least at the firet
reading, But simultemsously, a feeling of |
dissatisfaction is produced due to a sunse of

sonothing lasking « something vital to the theme.

An attempt to smalyse the mature of it%s interest

an well as of the feeling of dissatisfaotion might
throw 1igh% on the suscess (the book has sesn L
several editisms) snd limitations of the novel, |
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%o seme extent, the swscess might de trioed
to the sud ject matter 4dteelf., A novel about the
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haﬁlhipa of a village couple is just the thing
to endorse precenceived notions of Indis as &
lamd of villages, and of the peasami's paehlems
as the most 'contemporary’, and crucial to the
Indian situation., 2o the western reader at a
far remove from the Indian soens, a novel on
rustic 1ife bearing testimony to the much pudlie
cised fuots of Indian rural economics « poverty,
hunger and ignorance, is bound to appear as a
book on "the real” Indim., And to the reader sé
home the evident intorest in the "poor” satisfies
the requirenents of a sensinentalised attitude
Sowards humble folk, Nswever, cne should hasten
to add, thet the suscess cammet de entirely
attriduted to the susesptidilities of resders at
home and abypead, Kmmals Narkandaya has the
necessary syupsthy and talent to wesve a reafadle
$ale out of meagre and uapramising stuff 1ike that
of a humble farmer's life. Oredibly worked out
bits 1ike the early married life of Rukmani,
sustain interest of a kind in the fluotuating
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fortumes of her family, he attempt %o oreste
the atnospbere of a demestic event, amm e
effective as in the asepunt of Ira's wedding,

The practicality with which Rulkmsni clears up the
remnsntes of the wedding feast and notes the work
to de done on the morrow, is recounted with a
gtudied neutyrality, which suggests a sorrow that
cannet de indulged in the fase of more urgent
demands.” The 'necter in s sieve' theme is worked
out with oemgiderable authenticity - dut, it is
more a matter of external dstails, There lies
the limitatien of the deek. |

X

The effort is % Mighlight ihe senss of
inpesurity that pervades stemmally, an Indimn
tenmt~-fuxmer's 1ife, and the htmon endurance that
survives 1% all. DBut it tends to fall inte &
stereotyped pattern, All the calanities that
befall en Indian peassnt find representation - the
mensoon mnd ite ravages, drought and famine, the
moneylender who exploits the situstion, amd the




ungynpathetic grain-dealer, Only the aruel
agent of the smindar is misming, for S8ive}l is
said %0 be wmsually ocensiderate,  An additiomal
sesures of mipfortume here is the teammexy (en
instanse of expanding industry crushing the
farmer)., The suthor makes feebls attempis to
work it iate a mymbol of destruction, but with
1ittls susosss, Rulmani, the ocentral charaoter,
sees it as & soWNes of corruptisn and the agent
of dissolution of her home. Fut there is a
suggestion of romantic attitudinising in her
reactions to the Sannery, eeuched ss they are in
sxpressisns 1ike theses

| "No doubs I will," ¥ said, "It will
‘not gladden mes Already my ochildrem hold
their noses when they go by, and all i»
shouting and digturbance snd ocrowis wherever
you gos Bven the birds have forgotten to
sing, or else their oalls are lost to us,*

(p. 29)



"Tou see," said Xwnthi, “The tmmexy
is 8 boom to us, Have I not said se
since 1% dbegan? We are no lenger a
village either, but a growing tewm.

Does it not 4o yeu goed Just to think of
b ) 4

*ITndoed ne,” sald I, *for $¢ is oven
as I said, and our money buys less and
1esa, 4 for living in a tomn « 4f
Somn this 18 - why, there is nothing I
would fly from soomer if I could go bask
o the sweet quie$ of village life. Now
it 1s a1l nmeise and orowds everywhors,
and rude young heoligms 14ling in the
street mnd Airty dassars sné wmcouth behaviour,
o no man thinks of another dut echemes
enly for his money."

*Words and werds,® swid Dathi. “Stupid
words, ¥o wonder they cazll us senseless

~ peasmt women; Wt I em not and never will

b, There is no earth in uy dreeding.”

"If thers were you weulld bYe the better
for i1t," said I wrathfully, “for then
your values would be true.”

(Do“)
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These discussions between Rwimeni and Kunthi
(their comfwary views are meamt to be in
shawacter) do not, semshow, ring true., RNulmeni
somds vexy much 1like a Sowmswoman Aidealising
village life, standing spart fxem it, And her
soonomis reascns 4o not seem very sound either
for she bereelf is nmot quite convinesd about the
rightness of her diaming mmm on tha
Semnery. DBenides gramting that it was the
source of euployment t0 80 mmy youngsters whe
eould not be abserded by the lmd, she gives am
slaborate explamation of how, svem without the
termery, their eoonomic position was insecure as
long as they remained at the mercy of nature and
the semindar,

Rdmani, asting a8 & Xind of spokeswemmh
for ths hard lot of the pessant, narrows dewm
the interest of the book to a generalised osne
sideration of agricultural smd ecememic eenditions,
Very little is lefé implicit., Kemay,the quees



philanthropist, acts out his roles as the
bdanefastor and the exasperated oritic reging
against B ipwiwnoe and passive pubmissien of
these "Acoquiesoent iwdeoiles”, HNHis talks with
Rukmani arep plenty of information about the
oonditions of the farmer and his cecupation

(timt BiS of talk sdout the dung wsed as fuel
instead of being used to enrich the soil is pave
"s0onomios” howsver sasually introduced into the
dialogwe). Through Rukmami's reveries we get
vignsttes of the sufferings of the family - the
rice-buying ssene after the ravages of the monsoon
{(the momey~lender and the rice-dsaler being in
league agninat them)y the dempemate attempts to
0ollect the memey due to the smmindarts sgent; the
Seath of two children, ome falling a victim %o
offioial harelmese and the other to the rigours
of hunger, &sspite the gister's attempt to feel
hir by melling her body,

The eesmcay and impeyssmality in descriding
seme of thess persenzl seenes, 4o not always seem



%o be » mode of restraimt ensuing from the
reminisoential technigue, The distemee of the
reminisoer is fregquantly seen % dbe the distance
of the observer from & situation in which she has
no direct emotisnal involvement. The authoxr's
lack of grip over emotional situatiens is betrayed
in the tendsncy te mubstitute sentimente where the
poignansy of the particulsr and the immediate
should have operated, Take for instance the
death of Raja., The sttompt to particularise the
sense of "mubness” Yhrough her "thoughts, dased
and confused" and to bying out the paibes dy &
matter-of-fact desoriptiem of the scens, might have
been plausible, had it not been for the explamatory
sentences and the terms in which the would-de
ritualistic moaning expresses iteselfs

Yor this I have given you birth,
my son, that you should lie in the end at .

xy feet with ashes in your face and e0ld-
ness in your linds saéd yourself departed
without traos, lesving this huddle of
bones and flesh witheut meaning.
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ves Thowe things were you, new
there is no semnection whatever; the sorrow
within me is not for this body which has
suffered and in suffering has let slip the
spirit, Wt for you, my son,

LA

¥Now net even a hesp of bdemess only
a fow ashes to show that once a man has
idved,

(r5i80.00)

It is not just ¥hat Raja has hitherto remained a
meTe mame and 1he sense of Rukmani's loss is not
eonoretised, e writer's effort to evoko an
slemental emetion « the mother's serrvow st the
violent death of a son - ssems texTidly contrived,

A sintlsy smoe of artifictality is fw¢
when the mother confronts the dsughter going out in
the night to sell herselfs



“

, *I pust kmow,” I sald, imploring.
#It 10 Detter that I shoulld know them
that I should imagine.®

Ire gave mo & sideleng clamees

"Your imagination would not travel
that far."

 *You & not lmow me,* T sald, troudled.,
"And I no lenger understanmd you,"

"he tvath is wpalatadls,” she
replied,

(,a”)

Irs does not sownd like a simple village mediden
driven to an smexious desd by the sight of har
stayving dadby brother., Her words scho ¥w
umatural shrillness of her reply to the mether
who tries %o comfort her when ebe is returned by
her husband for being barrens o
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Leave wd slome, Nothwy, I have seen
this ooming for a long time, ¥he reality
is mmoh easisr to Dea¥ than the imaginings.
A% least now there is no mere fear, no
nore necessity for liss and ooncealment,

(p. 50)

The peewde~sephistication in the musnee of hex
oynicies &8 more the kind one might expect from a
eity-bred career-girl,

The mest conclusive evidemes of Kamela
Earkandsya's fatlure to get ingide the skin of the
chapnoters she would portray, is had in ®he last
soens between Nathan and Rulmani. Nathen is
dying smd Rulmeni is attending on himy

Hénight, and, as always before, his
paroxysns sased., The £its of shivering
stopped, the stiff limbs fell limp mmd
relaxed, In the calm stillness I saw
him open his eyes, his hand came to my
face, tenlar and searching, wiping awey
the unruly tears.
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*You must mot ory, my dearest., What
has to de, has %0 be." '

 "Mush,* I said, ®Rest and grew better."

*I have only to stiwdch ewd my hand,” he
said, "to feel the coliness of desth., Would
Jou hold me when my time 45 come? I am at
pease. Do not grieve."

"Tr 1 griove,” I sald, | "{% 4 mt-tor

you, but for myself, beloved, for how shall

1 enduwe to live without you, who are my
love and my life?"

'tbu are not alems,” he maid, "I live
in ny children.” and was silent, and then
I heard him murwur my name and bent down,

"Have we 38 deen happy togethert*

"Always, my dsarest, always,"

*It 1s slipping away fast,” he seid.
"Rest with me a 1little."

P T
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ind so I laid my fese on his amd
for a while his breath fell sof¥ ad
n&tnnmnmdonﬂom.m
he sighed as if in wearinesas and turmed
his faoe to me, and so his gentle spirit
withdrew snd the light went out in his

eyes.

(pe 1088)
Phe human intervest of the deok is sought %o b
ssueemtrated in the enduwing love and undervtaniing
Setwosn the couple, who are the only two dcainant
figures in the story. Dut the deethbed some,
instead 0f gathering iuto itself the poignenay
of happy and bitter mements shared together,
fritters sy whatever feeling of genuinsness the
eaxlisr seenss might have generated, The emo-
tional oliches, jarring ensugh in themselves,
sound ebeurd coming fyem Whe mouths of these
rustic charsotors, Detashed frem the book, ome
wsnld certainly not de adble to guess e identity
of the speskers. It could have come fron any
sentimental story in a popular magasine.

ﬂ
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The ahief defect of the book aypears to e
the writer's inability to sustain through a <.
full-length novel, the make-belisve of a village
weman unfolding her story. The discrepemgy in
the stature of the character and the quality of
the oonscicusnsss that is superimposed makes
itself strongly felt., Rukmani, of course, is
described as being abeve the average village |
womm. e is literate, and the dmughter of a
hesdman, mocially a rung adove ¥athan. But she
is not convinoingly waised to the stature required
of the narrator, She is depioted in the story
&8 any ordinary village momen. Thowgh prudem$
and hard-working, she reflects ths village
womgn's impotence and ignowamos. Her 'exceptional’ness
is nominal sd Wt sufficiently particularised in
terms of heightensd mwareness. Her obsewvations
of nature « fields, birds sto, - sesa externsl
impositions. They are ¢80 'mental' to delong ¢ &
daughter of the soil, responding to mature without
the self-consoiousness of & Sewn-dweller lyricising
over 13, Consider these passages:




| He oosxed me out into the sanlight |
mk we sat down tegether on the browmm
earth that was part of us, snd we gamed :
at the paidy fields spresding rich snd
green before us, md they were indeed
beantiful, The eir was cool and still,
Yot the paddy eaunght what little movement
there was, lesning slightly one wey and

the next with seft whispering. At ons
tine there had deen kingfighers here,
Llashing detwesn the young shoots for our
fish; end paddy dirds; and sometimes,

in the shallower resshes of the river,
flemingoes, striding with ungainly precie
sien smong the water reeds, with plumage
of a giory not of this earth. Now birds
Sane no more, for the tamnery lay close -
except orows and kites and such scavenging
birds, eager for the town's offal, or sems-
‘%imes a pal-pitta, siimming past with

Fauocous oxy dut never stopping; yerhape
dropping a blue-black feather in flight %o
delight the children.

: ‘P'.)




ot in the tewmn, wvherw all tThat was
natural had long been secrificed, but en
its outskirts, ome could still see the
passing of the seasems., For in the towmn
there were the crowds, and strests battensd
down upon the earth, snd the £ilth that
men kad put upon it; and one walked with
sare for what might lie beameath one's
feet or threaten from before or bdehind;
and in this preceoupation forgot to look
at the sun or the stars, or even to oboexrwe
they had ohanged their setting in the skys
ad knew nothing of the passage of time
save in dry frensy, by looking at a c¢lock.
But for us, who lived by the green, quiet
fields, perilously closs though these weme
to the town, nature still gave ite muted
RESBALS ZEach passing day, each week,
oach month, 14ft its sign, clear and
wmistakable,

he tender dudding of our WOW yeuw,
s periwinkles and the Jjasmine, the sof%,
soented champak blossom, had yielded place
%0 the fierce flowering jJjacaranda and gold
mohur, befors Ira's time cmme for giving
mo . ’

(p. 115)




The neat deseriptisns eeuld have been culled

out of a tourist's sketch book., Besides, Rukmans
often sounds dourgeois in her sentiments and
expressions. PFhvames ocome pab. A feeling of
disharmeny is produced, whether it be in the
tone, the $urn of a thought or the wording of a
refloctions

ses SUCH ﬂm, hMtM. omm’
satisfying, but of the stuff of dreams,
wraithlike, ' )

(’o “)

Into the ¢alm lade of our lives the
firpt stome has bean tossed.

(». 68) _

When Kutl was gen# - with a blemd
indi fference that mooked our loss « the
sdundant grain grew ripe,.

{». 103)




The syl That word drought
instand understanding. Realisation same
1ike a rockst, swift and fiery.

7 (p. 132)

) The tims of in-between, already a
memory, coiled away like a snake within
4¢s hole,

(p. 199)

Sticks snd stones lay scattered
wildly in angry osnfusion,

{»s A1)

ess Yoar, comstont companion of the
peasant. Hunger, ever: at hand to Jog
his elbow should he relax. Despair, ready
%o engulf him should he fzlter, Jear;
foar of the dark future; fear of the shaxp-
ness of hunger; fLear of the bdlackness of
death,

(p. )



%
Ea

At dusk the drums of calamity begmmj
their grave, throdbing rhythm ome clearly
through the night, througheut the night,
sach beat, each tattoo, echoing the mighty
impotence of our humen endsawvour. I
listensd. I ocould not sleep. In the
sound of the drums I wmderstood a vast

. pervading doamg Ddut im the expectant
silmoes between, ny own disaster loomed

larger, more conseguent, and more hurtful,
(p. 42)

one ﬁch the presmoe of the writer behind ¥he
narration which is ostensidbly a village weman's.

It 1s interesting to mee the similarity, 4in toms,
1dion and movement, to certain passages from Xemala
Nawktemdaya's Jemg Inosr Jury, whose narrator-heroine
belongs to the 1life to whioch the novelist hornelf
belongs. The striking similarity endorses the
feoling of discrepency et Jeetex in & Blave
oreates. |
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Sometimes st night I think that
ny husbend is with we again, coming getly
through the mistes, snd we are tranquil
together, Then morning esmes, the wavering
grey turne %o gold, thewe is a stirring
within aa the sleepers swale, and he sofily
departl.‘

sos J tremdled like s coward standing
there, «+¢ ad then the slow pain oceme
seeping up, filling my throat with grief,
flowing from throat to temple; I could
feel 1t behind my eyes. I closed the box
gently and put it eway, weiting for the ebbj
a little frightened that I could atill de
hurt so easily, that time should de so
powerliess to stansh that mv.s

vey In the straining davkmess I felt
his bedy moving with desire, his hands on
me were trembling, snd I folt my senses
opsning like a flower to his urgemey. I
olosed my eyes and waited, waited in the
davimess while ny being filled with a wild,
esostatic fluttering, waited for him %o
oome to me,

4. Jectar in @ Sisve, p. 1.
5. Some Invex Nuxxs P+ 7»
8. Eeotar in e Sigve, p. 57




Slowly my senses awoke and respemded,
the buk of fesling swelled and opemed ome
by one, In the trembling silence I
heard the dlood begin its clamor, felt
1%s fremtic irregular beat; then the world
fell away, forgotten in this wild sbandonsd
rhyttm, lost in the swesp and surge of
l.m." ,

WMeider the use of the $hird persen narrstive
would have mitigated matters is purely conjectural,
A posuidle ressgn for Kamala Mavkandsya's preference
for the first peresnm seems to de the limitation of
her experience of rural life which necessitates a
deliberate limiting of the field, ®he is treading
safer grounds in restricoting herself to the range
of experieoce that is likely to fall within the spam
of & village weman's life. The third persea
narrative carries an implicit emmiscience, besiden
a poasible widening of the canvas, The mesns that

%

7. Seme Innex JuKy, Be 134.
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Ksaala Narkanidays has at her soammmd &0 not sesm
to be adequate for answewing sush a ssmtingenoy.
The desoriptions of abcial 1ife « whether 1t de

a wedding or a nmming cexremeny or neighdourliness
in dar-to-day living, snd of cacupational pnrt&-
oulars like sowing and harvesting smd household
chorea, are skilfully woven intc the narrative
mekxing for verisimilituds of a kind that aleo has
an 'information' walue, But very often her
attenpts to oreate the atmospherc seem t0 be a
xind of cavaloguing of details, ¥e 4o not get
the vivid feel of community life as we do for
instanse, in the more suseessful parts of Mulk Raj
Anand‘'e fioctional writing, He writes like exme
who kwows his village from the inside, Though
the quality of his writing is wmeven, and tends to
gvt spoilt by a dlatant, reformistic seal making
his chawecters mouthpieces for his ideas, msny of
them come alive Defore getting lost in the author's
predilections, The same carmot bDe said of the

e
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sharacters that sppear in Xsmals Nxviamfaye's
book., Rukmani's neighdours Kali, Kwwihi emd
Janakxi legve bus a fatrnd impression. IBven 014
Granny remsing shadowy. BMowss, the mmeylender,
is obviously the move realily msmageesble
character, being a well.established type. In
the few sesnes he appears, he remains true to
tm.thwghmtuunlyangumuth.
nsneylenders in NMulk Baj Ansmd's doeks, Lalla
Birbal of Zhe 014 woman sl fhe coy snd Setn
Ghaman Lal of Zhg Village, for instance. REwlmani's
oA childrem remain more or less nmmes. It is
significsmt that Puli, the city urehin, becomes
much mo¥e vivid in eemparison. Apparently he has
bosn mere directly within the experience of the
novelist than village childrem,

As for Rukmani and Nathan, they may be
plausidble, dut semehow do not have the compelling
appeal, for instance, of Wang Iung and O-lan of Pearl
Pusk's m‘ {a Yook that invites eomparison

ih (New York, Pooket

8. Pearl S +Buck, The
BMkﬂ. InQ.| -




by sinilarity of theme). The Chiness Gouple aye
at once archetypal and individual -. Yang Iamg

in all the hummmness of his desires, sbitiems,
conflicts, jealousies and passions; and the haﬂ-
working O-lam in the very passivity and loyalty
of her being. Pearl Busk has found the style
suited for the portrayal of the Chinese farmerx
who rises from lamble beginnings to bde a riah
lendowner of his place., e fumiliar pattern of
alternating hamdships and pmesperity is only a
framewori for revealing elemental passions opawvating
in characters of a partiocular stature and quality,
™he writer does not intrude or prompt her
characters, dbu$ uses her literary resources to let
them grow to life, their thoughts and feelings

~ emerging with an inevitability that goes home. In
comparison with Neo$ax iR 8 Slave, enpicmly. we
seem to have here not the samdlence %o actuality,
but sotuality itself, a presence we nmiss in the
verisinilituds of Kamala Markandaya's deworiptive
writing, The realimm of T Good Rarih has the

I
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' of direct pariicipation, and desides,
is functional sincs it commmisates $o the
reasder the ypower of the unsaid, It is this
wuggestive guality that makes it the more eom-
pelling creatien, Pearl Buck has an illuminating
epigragh te her bdeeks

see "This was vhat Vinteuil had
done for the little phrase, Swam felt
that the composer had desn content
(with the instruments a$ his dispossl)
to dvaw amide its veil, to make &%
visible, following and respecting its
outlines with a hend so loving, s
prudent, se dslicate and so sure, that
the sound altered at every moment,
dlunting itself to indieate a shadow,
springing back into life when it must
follow the ourve of some moYe bold
projection., And one proof that Swemm
was not mistaken when he believed in the
real existemee of this phrase was that
anyons with sn ear a8 all deliocate for
musdoc would have at onoe deteoted the
imposture had Vinteuil, endowed with




Teus yower t0 e mxd to yender its
forms, seught ¢ dissemdle (dy adding
a8 line, here and there, of his own
invention) the dimmess of his visiem
or the feeblensss of his hand." -

froan' Ve, by Nercel Proust.

Senscidering the twe beoks in this light, ene

might say that Pearl Busk has found the secret of
the littls phwase, while Kamala Narkandsys sppears
t0 have failed owing %0 inadequate realisation of

hay thame, |
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