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years ago on Ma-

rch 15 G Aravindan,

the Malayali auteur,

passed away ludJ::ily leaving
a void In Kerala cinema that
will be difficult to Mll. He was
55 and had been a fllm-maker
for less than two decades; and
yet the serious f[ilm-lover
across the length and breadth

of the country counted the.

director's passing away as a
loss.

Aravindan, a sell-taught
film-maker, was highly indi-
vidualistic in style and expres-
sion yet never too [ar away
from the concerns and condi-
tions of the common man, the
little man. In fact, !tlm with
an extremely popular comic
v strip called Tg: Small Man
nnd the Big World that
Aravindan, who was originally a
carioonist, began his public ca-
recr as an artist.

Aravindan was a creative
freak in the sense that he
never attended film school nor
had he served the customary

prenticeship under ne.
:ﬁ that he had by way of quali-
fication to be a film-maker
were sharp, sympathetic eyes
that took in the minutest de-
tail of human conduct or
Nature's moods; an ear trained
in both Carnatic and
Hindustani music; the imagina-
tion of the poet married to the
temperament of a wayside
minstrel; and the intellectual
curiosity to experiment with
every input that gocs into the
making of a film.

Varted in subject and style,
many. of his fictional features,

beginning with Uttarayanam -

(Throne of Capricorn, 1974)
and ending with Vastuhaara
(The Dispossessed, 1990), are
leavened by a documentary
flavour, indicating his involve-
ment in not just telling a story
but introducing a commentary
on social realities.

In marked contrast, his
documentaries, which one
would have normally expected
to be critiques of the human
condition in modern India, re-
late more to the arts and well-
known practitioners of the arts
and even to a mystical philoso-
pher Jiddu Krishnamurthy).
All this points to a restless
esoleric spirit, a secker alter
l;hl: higher realms of truth and

without divorcing him-

l:l:l' rom the here and now.

Not that he succeeded in ev-

that he attempted in

fic features or in docu-

mentaries or in fusions thereof

{who does?), but the thing to

note was his spirit of [ree en-

quiry which often drove him to
tread diflicult terrain.’

While Uttarayanam did not
work miracles for Aravindan in
the way that. let us say. Pather
Panchali did for Ray or, in a
lesser but nonetheless con-
vincing way, Ankur did for
Shyam Benegal, it certainly
indicated the eme of an
artist who deserved to be
taken seriously.

But the curiostty of the film
acsithete was truly aroused by
his second lilm, Kanchana Sita
(Golden Sita, 1977). based on
a play drawn from a portion of
the Ramayana. The film, a
highly stylized inicrprelation
ol a part of the epic, was loved
by some, panncd by others. A
pained Aravindan is on record
thus aboul the mixed recep-
tion the film got: "1 faced a lot
of eriticism which said that |
had made the epic obscure.
Others said | was anti-religion
and blasphemous. Some of this
criticism hurt as it came from
wrilers and film-makers | re-
speeted. 1 can never expect Lo
be an atheist though | cannot
also believe in a god silting in
heaven ... | believe in supernat-
ural powers, in the mystical —
these phenomena are very
real.”

From Kanchana Sita to
Thamp (The Circus Tent,
1978], about once-successiul
circus artisies lallen on
times and life under the big
op, i is a gquantum jump in
subject, style, technique,
treatment, in practically every
aspect of the medium.

Thamp, regarded by many
as Aravindan's best work with-

out minimising the importance
of several other films by him,
uses haunting black-and -white
images to flesh out a series of
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cpisodes Lhat make a slate-
ment on individual/group fun
and faflure in a stark, non-real-
ist fashion. This much-loved
film, which both saddens and
elcvales, has rightly passed
into the folklore of the so-
called New Indian Cinema; and
is frequently used to describe a
period in the history of that
movement when its looks were
healthjer and spirit was no-
bler, revealing a sensitivity and
an urge to take on challenges
that has all but d .
Personally speaking, this is
my [avourite Aravindan film:
full of mysterious shadows and
magical situations; a work of
music, mime and ' grime;
showing up the lies behind the
glamour and tinsel of the b?
top: caressing the pains an
revealing the perfidies of the
art and the prolession; lament-

tory dreams and his mnditiun
of slipping further and further
away from the shores of reality.
After Pokkuveyil there is a

gap of about five years in
Aravindan's filmography
Chidambaram (1985) was a
story of forbidden attraction, a
death that need not have been,
a gnawing sense of guilt, trust
betrayed and sell-flagellation.
This was the first time that
Aravindan worked with a non-
Malayali artiste {Smita Patil in
the role of the unfaithful wife
who atones for her 'sin' in a
highly original way). Although
Chidambaram was declared
the best film of the year, one
had the feeling that the prize
was more for the theme of
spiritual transcendence by
catharsis than for artistic or
aesthetic excellence.

However, what immediately

With Aravindan's death, New Indian Cinema, or what-
ever is still left of its original self, lost one of its few
‘originals’. And, like all originals, he was able to sculpt a
small but steadfast audience, a family of viewers
fiercely loyal to his kind of cinema that blended the best
elements of two diverse yet united philosophies,

mysticism and materialism.

ing the little tra
celebrating the litt
of the artistes.

Apart from the rellections
of human nature in its varied
avatars, the film is also about a
trade, an art form, an indust
with which the maveric
Malayali is synonymous. Every
second circus artiste or circus

in the country is still
from Kerala. So, in a very real
sense, Aravindan was fashion-
ing universal symbols and meo-
tifs out of local, homespun ma-
terial.

Kummatty (The Bogey Man,
1979), Esthappan (Stephen,
1980] and Pokkuveyil
(Twilight, 1981) followed in
quick succession, vastly differ-
ing [rom each other in struc-
ture and substance yet united
by what may be described as
the stream of Aravindian con-
scious-unconscious. In other
words, a unique sensibility that
takes time and patience to
grow on one; but once grown,
it 1s difficult to forget or

escape.

The first is the story of an
itinerant old man with a bagful
of joyous tricks and his friend-
ship with an assortment of
chiidren; the second is about a
wandering soul who means dil-
ferent things to different peo-
ple — to some a prophet and
philosopher, to a loafer
and a fool; and, as to the third,
it is about a sensitive college
student, an inmate of a mental
asylum, and the episodes in his
life which are both his pain
and his pleasure, more painful
perhaps. making for hallucina-

dies and
‘triumphs

lollowed Chidambaram was
vintage Aravindan. Oridathu
(And There Was A Village,
1986) was, in a sense, a
throwback to the artistic vision
and social concerns of Thamp
even if the story, the portrayal
of characters and the depie-
tion ol situations were quite
different. What united this
funny story, ending in tragedy,
about the coming of Ektlﬂciztry
to a remote Kerala village in
the mid-fifties with the circus
slory was the director's preoc-
cupation with underlining the
complexities arising out of
change; how individuals or
groups of people sadly, nostal-
gically, enthusiastically adjust
themselves to change or suffer
in refusing to do so.

What change can do to peo-
ple’'s lives is also the principal
tlheme of Vastuhaara,
Aravindan's swan song. The
story is of dispossessed peo-
ple, of men and women de-
prived of their homes and be-
longings, robbed of their iden-
tity. Using Venu, a Malayall of-
ficer working for the
Rehabilitation Ministry who
makes periodic trips from the
Andamans Lo Calcutia Lo sclect
refugee families for rescitle-
ment there, as his central
character, Aravindan sought o
underline the pain and anger
and humiliation of the materi-
ally and emotionally deprived,

Aravindan is on record thus:
"The attempt in this story ol
tense personal relationships is
to highlight the etcrnal phe-
nomena of people being up-
rooted and swepl away and
forced 1o seek refuge in alien

lands for no fault of theirs.....
The 1947 post-partition exo-
dus of people from East to
West Bengal forms a prologue
and the 1971 exodus [rom
Bangladesh to West Ben@l an
epilogue to the story.”

Using documentary foolage
liberally, Aravindan chose
three different locales —
Bengal, Kerala and the
Andamans — to narrate his
story in the backdrop ol the
refugee problem caused by the
games politiclans have played
since 1947 and even carlier.
While, thematically, here is a
film of inordinate importance,
it seems to be of uneven artis-
tic quality. Whereas the Kerala
sequences haunt, charm, dis-
turb and elevate the vicwer
with their free play of back-
ward and forward movements
in time, space and emotions,
there are extended moments
when a sense of ennui de-
scends on the same viewer as
the story unfolds in Calcutta. It
is again towards the end that
the film picks up in what may
be described as elemental in-
tensity. Here, Aravindan is able
to convey by means of a few
deft visual strokes, a sadness
so sad that no words can ex-
press. The images of departing
women ululating and blowing
on conch-shells as lears run
down their cheeks could have
been captured with such
heart-rending pathos only by
an artist of Aravindan's class
and conviction. There are
snatches of such mastery,
the pity is that the snatches do
not quite add up to a compre-
hensive whole.

In the final analysis, per-
haps Vastuhaara will be re-
membered more for what it
says rather than how on some
extremely important issues of
our times: the prmrtrbial end-
less journey of the archetypal
refugee for a patch of one's
own called home; the acri-
monious differences among
linguistic groups (or religious
or ethnic ups, for that
matter] which dissolve or, at
any rate, ought to dissolve un-
der common pressures of
struggling for survival; of
choosing between compromise
and a better life on one hand,
and dignity and marginal exis-
tence on the other.

In more specilic lerms,
Vastuhaara chose to speak for
and explain the plight ol not
just the Bengali refugee but
also, say, the Gull returnee to
India or the peoples ol what
was once known as Yugoslavia
and, by further extcnsion, of all

" reflugees on the face of the

carth. Aravindan's humanism,
his sense of silent calm even
under pressure, his empathy
with the loner and the under-
dog, ecach of these rare at-
tribules is abundantly there in
every frame of his parting film.

With Aravindan's death,
New Indian Cinema, or what-
ever is still leflt of its original
sell, lost one of fits [ew
originals’. And, like all origi-
nals, he was able Lo sculpt a
smaill but steadfast audience, a

" [amily of vicwers ficreely loyal

to his kind of cincma that
blcnded the best elements of
two diverse yet united
philosophies, mysticism and
matcrialism.

Equally important, he was
able to fashion a gharana (if
one may be pecrmitlled to use
the ckpression in relation to
cinema) of his own, consisting
of younger kinsmen imbued
with his notions of what was
worth pursuing in direction,
camcra, sound, editing, et al;
a group of talented people
whom he cnthused and in-
spired Lo creativity by his own
cxample. It is debatable
whether the likes of Shajl or
Sunny Thomas (there must be
others about whom we have no
knowlcdge yet) would have
risen the way they have, to add
fresh dimensions to Malayalam
cincma of our time, but for the
consiant support and guidance
lh(? recetved from Aravindan.

‘erily has 1t been sald that
the true urtist lives and works
not just for himsclf but makes
sure that those coming after
him or those working along-
side him get the break they
deserve; simullancously, en-
riching himself by his associa-
tion with his peers.

but .
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A Book of Songs with

Flashes of Feel

EBUNNISSA Jamal, the

soft and sedate person,

far removed [rom
looking someone with a lot of
daring, indeed never had been
wanting in that stufl. Even
before passing out from her
school tucked in some North
Bengal backyard, she
corresponded with Tagore.
Rather late in life, in 1966 to
be preeise, the [ortyish
Zebunnissa embarked on writ-
ing lyrics for her daughter and
sister to sing. She never
looked back. She is, despite
not being a professional song-
writer, a most prized lyricist
among the composers of tunes
and the singers themselves.

Bul unless one is a Tagore
himself or at least one of the
four other immortals of Bengali
music — songs are ol necessity
a passing thing. Even while a
song is in good season, enjoy-
ing halcyon days so to say, no
onc cares about who wrote its
words and laid down its sen-
timent. There is literally a
treasury of very popular songs
written by her and we necver
suspected that {t was
Zebunnissa.

There is a reason for that.
Lyrics, mostly, do not come up
lo any respectable literary
slandard. Shakespeare wrote
songs and there's no reason to
introduce Tagore, Nazrul,
Alulprasad, D L Roy and Rajani
Kanta as contrary examples,
for the rule stands in spite of
John Lennon and Paul
McCartney. One is fully within
one's rights to ask if the lyri-
cist remains a [aceless nonen-
tity for lack of excellence, is it
musical excellence that makes
of the performers and those
that set the words to music

Gaan Elo More Monay —nhonkdwby
ZehmnhuJananpwﬁ-lu'mEﬂ

ReviewlbyWalmdulHaque

literal minters of money? Not

so really. There are, of course,

cases of tunes [ailing the
words, and the centre-stage
holder, namely, the performer
failing both.

Now a sixty-plus Zebunnissa
has come up with an edition of
her songs — Gaan Elo More
Monay. ] do not remember
having seen the most prolific
— and not without touches of
quality either — song writers
like Pronab Roy, Gouriprasanna
Majumdar or rather late in the
day Pulak Bandopadhyay doing
that. It is possible that the
masters ﬁl!lujr Ehaltncharya and
Shailen Chakravorty could very
well have uhlish:d collections
of their mn,gl. But | have yet to
have the luck of coming across
them. Imagine this happening
in the land of Tagore and
Nazrul-et al. Zecbunnissa does
us a positive service by bring-
ing out a selection of her songs
which indeed revives a glori-
ous tradition of the Bengalees.
From the contemporarics
Ramnidhi Gupta (Nidhu Babu)
and Ramprasad Sen to Girish
Ghosh to our trio of Comilla
geniuses Monomohun Dutta,
Labochandra Pal and
Aftabuddin Khan — theirs are
all published songs. And they
live till today patently for their
creation's quality as songs. But

the role played by the tex(s
being available in print was not
insignificant either.

Theirs were, not to speak of
the five suns burning bright
the days of Bengali songs and
lyrics, eminently publishable
material considered as pieces

of poetry. We take our hats off

to recognise that of the 138

songs contained in Gaan Elo
More Monay , a fair number
passes the test of poetry. It is
possible that their melodies
would almost wholly be lost —
for that is what at the root of
consumer and sale oriented

L
music — but thése pieces can
very well live.

The genre of songs com-
monly known as Modern
Bengall Songs has a way of im-
E:dlng upon the lyricists a

of format — musical as
well as itextual. That
mmnynumbcnﬁnmbe-
coming truly great songs and
at the same time good poetry.

“If such a format would only

have been unknown to
Zebunnissa Jamal and had she
stuck to the high ideals repre-
sented by Tagore and
Atulprasad, we could, I am
sure, get a book of the
longevity of a true classic. -
Yel, I am grateful to Mrs
Jamal for the many maxim-like
dazzlers strewn all through her
songs and [lashes of true feel-
ing — not just words laced to-
gether to conjure up a lugubri-
ous frame of mind — that
sound so sincere. Perhaps it is
better that in Gaan Elo More
Monay we have only the words
and not the tunes for the latter
could have screened us off
from the true talent of
Zebunnissa Jamal. We have
remarkably success(ul poets
but song-writers of the calibre
of what Shamsur Rahman or
Al-Mahmud is as a poet — are
pathetically absent, may be be-
cause the lyricist only fulfils a
need of the music industry
rather than expressing his or
her personality for no other
inspiration than the pleasure
of creation and a quest for
truth. Let Zcbunnissa Jamal's
book of songs greatly add to
the recognition of the song-
writer's worth as a poet. It will
help us all to remember that
the celebrated Palgrave's
Golden Treasury is of songs.

Nausicaa, the Ocean has Landed'

Cantmr.ued_fmmpnge a

out-stare crabs and lobstcis —
nosc¢ Lo claw! A suspunded
diamond’ coritaining a schowl
of tuna allows a pause for con-
templation. As visitors sit be-
neath the unusual aquarium,
they can be hypnotised by the
swirling movements of the
school, while mirrors and
lighting create the eflect of

being caught with them in a

netl

The dangers of the sea are
graphically shown in a set
which reconstructs a trawler.
Standing on the deck or up on
the bridge, an audio visual
show takes the audience on a
[ishing expedition complete
with raging sea, howling wind
and Lhe constantl clanging of
machinery.

Alter learning aboul the
management of sea-farming for
lobsters and musscls, ncw
aquaculture techniques, fishing
and ofl-shore rigs, as well as
the conservation steps needed
to continue drawing from this
resource, visitors can actively
participate in the debate by
playing the role of fishmon-
ger, ship-owner, politician or
consumer via high-tech inter-
aclive video.

1hie underwater journcy
through Nausicaa ¢nds in the

The sea—an emotion : Spectalors are facsinated by appearance of sharks . .. ..

ring of the enormous
pinoramic: aquarium, sur-
rounded by sharks which cir-
cle just inches from where you
stand.

Alter coming out of
Nausicaa with suc¢h a chillitie
expoericnee one linds himscll
totally intoxicated with and
completely thrown into’ an
imaginary world!

This journcy reveals the
true face of the sea, which tells
u~ that the sea is somecthing
different from what we roughly
cstimatle of. Meadows of [loat-
ing plankton are the [irst link
of 1the food chain which leads
on 10 the grim inhabitants of a
siinken wreck. Like those on
lhe carth surface, the sea has
i1s inhabitants, cusloms, and

organisation. From anemonc
fish, the delender of the sca
ancmione, to Lhe tidy shrimp,
ihe sea houses [riends and en-
cmics. From the coral lagoon
i the frozen depths, the sea
has its climate and its geogra-
phy. All becomes crystal clear
by just a visit to this wonderful
world of experience.
"Following the success of
Nausicaa's launch in France we
are now casting our neils fur-
ther a field to get our message
across to more visilors”, said
director Philippe Valletle.

He also said, "We think our
unique and lively approach Lo
giving visitors a complete un-
derwater expericnce — with-
oul getting wet — will appeal
to world tourists.”

After visiting Nausicaa, and
licking up its practical ae-
guaintance, Lhe way it has ex-
plicated the underwater se-
crecy, one tends to believe
that — experience has no cer-
tain boundaries; as much as
you will get into its depth, you
will come out with unigque ex-
pericnce of explosive feeliags.
At a certain point, where earth
never ends although, it can be
the beginning of getting some-
thing new. ,

Mamun

Continued form page 10

havd <o Lir made ol our [fre
doim!

Not  all has been lost yet
Can we nol alter-all this tinw
lorgive and forget the many
surious misiakes of the past
and apply ourscives to building
a happy and prosperous future
for all of us? The opportunity
does exit. Who amongst us
docs not have abiding laith in
the intrinsic goedness and the
genfus of our peophe?

Mahmud

Allow democracy and Lhe
rale ol law to (ake their own
LU NsLS

No doubt the process
will, in course of (ime, bring
forth a national transformation,
worthy ol the supreme sacri-
[fces made by the countless
varliant sons ol the soil in 197 1.
Only then can the souls of
Mamun Mahmud and countless
olhers, lost in the con
itfon of 1971, find eternal
pLace

You, i1n Plenty

; by Samir Asaf
Would thal the sun
Shine more brightly tomorrow
Than today,
Pardon | beg,
For | couldn't lkwe you more.

Would that you only see

Yoursell through my eyes
As | sec you,
You would smilc looking al yoursell,

Falling in love,

|

Personal Values.

Continued frun page |

no exaggeration o. the fact lhll
any true communicalion is
personal. To make the com-
munication effective or work-
able person-to- n relation
has to be cherished, Whenever
the interpersonal relation is
lost within a society, that so-
ciety loses value and signifi-
Cance.

With a view to keep-up and
propagate personal values
moral education should be dis-
cussed with increasing inter-
est in all levels. Unless a delib-
erate moral education sysiem
is introduced conforming to
the rules of right conduct can-
nol be ensured or deve
In fact, the prevailing e
tion in our society calls for l.hc
enforcement ol conlformi
the society upon ils mem :
cither by law or by attitudes. In
good old days pcople could
rely upon the Uraditional
socialization ol vach gencration
by the transmission of rela-

oy

tively static valuc systems and
patierns of behaviour which fs
no longer possible in our
socicly because of its anti-
tradition oriented attitudes.

As per Baconian s n,
“Our education should be what
we want in life”. e presum-

ably combined the material
with the moral want. We
should have moral education
on compulsory basis to help
eradicate social evils. Our edu-
cational institutions should
play a vital role in producing
civilized people who possess
moral responsibility, altruism,
independence and rationality
in develo form. While
teaching children how lo live
with books we should also
teach them™how to live with
e, that is, how to become
fit for life in com nship
with others, help them Lo be-
come citizens who will
our sociely in the days to
conw. [lesides we should know
how children actually develop

morally. Only then can we help
them to develop Lhetr pcnnnnl
potential as human being.

Moral education in educa-
tonal institutions should be
followed with a corres
and simultaneous hy at-
mosphere at home arﬂ“;::.;
cirty in general. Only

aching can be expected to be
fruitful Because a child is pri-
ma a product of the norms
and conditions of the society at
that time. We cannot and
should not expect a child to
grow aloof from the social
conditions.

The very foundalion of our
values are shaken and lor-
saken. The standard of be-
haviours and aclions are absent
and our socicly has lost into
decay. And we find no solace in
H. The moral l'ahr‘lrufnurln-

IS {nro::r: corrupted. .Pmd
this staie of affairs only

very dark  picture that
large in the society.
scious person can only
heartened.




