
Writers nowadays have 
acquired celebrity sta-
tus and fame with suc-
cess and popularity of 

their novels. Many of them, though, 
are quite self-conscious about it. 

The question arises — Shouldn’t 
they be considered “thinkers” rather 
than “celebrities”?

Literary festivals like the Jaipur 
Literature Festival, The New Yorker 
Festival etc have boosted their self-
image in society. 

Writers and books are “commer-
cialised” to an excessive degree with 
such literary festivals. 

Panel discussions are mostly on 
trivial and irrelevant topics like “East 
and West”, “Indian Diaspora”, “Glob-
al Writer” to name a few. Serious lit-
erary topics are never discussed. 

In this age of literary festivals, one 
longs for reclusive introverted writ-
ers like JD Salinger, Harper Lee, 
Emily Dickinson and Rohinton Mis-
try. Literary theorists, too, possess 
a similar disposition. These writers, 
though being invited, avoid literary 
festivals.

A literary festival is mostly celebra-
tory where the whole purpose of lit-
erature is subverted and deviated. Its 
original essence is lost. 

Now with advent of social media 
like Facebook and Twitter, writers 
“overshare” what they are up to just 
to get more attention from the world. 

What is sad about most books writ-
ten by them is that they haven’t been 
“original”. There is a lot of plagiaris-
ing going on. It is a known fact that 
Indian novelists often copy writing 

styles of western novelists. 
Take the case of Jeet Thayil whose 

hallucinatory prose resembles that of 
Roberto Bolano’s. 

Or even Janice Pariat who copied 
the style of Alice Munro in Boats on 
Land. Her subject “incompleteness 
and being whole” in Seahorse was
stolen from David Nicholls’s novels. 
Now her new novella with multiple 
narrators reminds one of The Sense of 

An Ending by Julian Barnes. 
The problem with Indian writers 

today is they fail to look inwards and 

They should try to write original 
books.

The Indian literary media, which 
is ignorant, keeps praising them. In 
fact, most Indian literary journalists 
who review books are not well-read. 

And such writers keep winning 

awards. The Sahitya Akademi liter-
ary award for example, in these re-
cent years, was awarded to mediocre 
Northeast novelists like Aruni Kashy-
ap, Kaushik Barua and Mamang Dai. 

Also there are cases where literary 
endorsement from Salman Rushdie, 
for Tishani Doshi’s The Pleasure 
Seekers with a blurb, is undeserving. 

The Jaipur Literature Festival, in 
the past, invited controversial exiled 
novelists like Salman Rushdie and 
Taslima Nasreen just for publicity’s 
sake, to make waves in national and 
international media. This is deliber-
ately done to garner more footfall at 
the event. 

There is a lot of pretentiousness and 
-

ample in the local Creative Arts Liter-
ary and Music festival 2013, the liter-
ary poet Monalisa Chingkija released 
commercial novelist Shobhaa De’s 
memoir. This was farcical and odd 
for the writers belonged to opposing 
and contrasting styles of writing. 

The recent Penguin Random House 
Festival held in the city was also ludi-
crous. There was a slam poetry com-
petition where poetry was treated like 
a sport. Literary critic Harold Bloom 
calls slam poetry “the death of art” 
because of its directness and effu-
siveness with no depth, concealment 
or layering whatsoever. 

Reading suggestions 
for the week:

1. Woes of the True Policeman by 
Roberto Bolano

2. 62: A Model Kit by 
Julio Cortazar

By Sanskriti Singh

Princess by Jean Sasson is the true story of 
Saudi women behind the veils and is unfor-
gettable and fascinating. It is a book that will 

the country that is full of extreme contradictions. 
The book talks about the reality of life behind 

the unimaginable wealth and power in the royal 
families.

Princess Sultana, who is 
closely related to the mon-
arch himself, lives amid 
these contradictions and 
suffers. She lives the con-
tradictions, amid the price-
less jewels, numerous ser-
vants, unimaginable wealth 
at her disposal, but captured 
and underestimated. Her 
freedom is stolen and she is 
crushed by her own family 
males.

A bird in a golden cage 
looks bashful but for the 
bird, the golden cage will 
always be a prison, so is 
the circumstance with the 
women in Saudi Arabia. She 
is totally at the mercy of the 
men in her life… her father, 
her brother, her husband. 

A royal Saudi lady opens 
the door to give readers an 
unrealized look inside a 
closed society. 

Princess Sultana lifts the 
veils that curse down for 
decades on the shocking 
world of marriages, slavery, rapes, honour  killing 
and other such outrages against women, not only 
common but even royal.

Yes, it was sure to come from native women to 
become believable. When we think about Saudi 
Arabia what do we see? Terrorist spreading fear? 
Religious zealots? A corrupt government and 

fabulously wealthy royal family living lives of 
unimaginable luxury? These are the questions that 
get answered by this book. For women who be-
lieve in freedom this book is a testimony to the 
plight of the thousands of women in a highly fun-
damental Islamic society, where the women are 
mere a commodity.

Princess is a startling truth that resides in the 
grains of the far spread desert. We take for grant-
ed our freedom but after reading this one would 

become judicious about the 
carefree life. You will re-
spect your country more. I 
assure all that this narration 
of Sasson would win your 
heart and touch your sole.

Princess is about a woman 
of indomitable spirit and 
great courage. By voicing 
the truth “Sultana” risks the 
wealth of Saudi Establish-
ment.

This book has a frank and 
vivid revelation. The drama 
that unfolds is fascinating 
and gripping.

It is a well written real life 
story. The story of Princess 
Sultana is true. 

While the world is of the 
Princess herself, the stories 
of shocking human trag-
edies are factual. It does not 
demean the Islamic faith. 

A woman’s depiction of 
father’s love and her moth-
er’s togetherness explains 
the truth of the painful life 
of people in that world. 

(The author is a student of Class X, BK 
Bajoria School)

Book: Princess; Author: Jean Sasson; 
Publisher  Bantam Books; Price: 303; 

Pages: 303

ESSAY COMPETITION: Pen is mightier than sword 
and words are louder than scream. So Sunday 

Shillong is giving readers between 18-24 years of 
age the opportunity to write not more than 600

words on ‘Electorate in India do not have any 
power’. The best essay will get Rs 200. The winner 

will have to collect the money from The Shillong 
Times office after providing proof of identification.
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1. Who does the voice over for Dory from 
Finding Nemo and Finding Dory?
2. What was the 1st video ever played on MTV?
3. The name for which type of building or construc-
tion stems from both the French and Latin word for 

4. -
ed the title ‘European footballer of the year’ two or 
more times?
5. What role does Daniel Day-Lewis play in the 

Phantom Thread?
6. What kind of equality will be affected if a coun-
try adopts the policy of racial discrimination?
7. Which famous Korean company has started 
making crypto-currency coins?
8. What is the method of growing plants without 
soil called?

Send in your answers to sundayshillong@theshillongtimes.com. Names of 

Rs 200

Last week’s answers: 1. Kid Galahad 2. Tenor 3. Midge Ure 
4. Brendon McCullum 5. China 6. Grumpy Cat 7. Environment Ministry 

8. Vijaya Lakshmi Pandit
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Picks of the day: 1. Amartya Sen 2. Björn Borg 
3. Juan Manuel Santos 4. Portrait of a young man with red cap by Ales 

Sandro Botticelli

This week’s winner is Prakash Marak

31 2 4

weekly reading
Willie Gordon Suting
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To Sunday Shillong,

This is in reference to the article ‘A Gem Lost 
Forever’ that was published on January 21. It was a 
touching write-up about a great talent that we lost. 
However, there were several factual errors on Leslie 
Hardinge Pde’s life. 

Harding’s father’s name was Liton Niangti and 
not Lytan Niangti. Hardinge had eight siblings. His 
mother’s paternal aunt Kyrshum Nongkhlaw saw 
the potential in him, and brought him to Shillong 
in 1947 to continue his studies where he joined 
Savio School and St Anthony’s School. Hardinge 
continued to stay with the Nongkhlaw family till the 
time he was married in 1960. The Khasi writer and 
folklorist, Donbok T. Laloo, was a lifelong friend 
and mentor who provided tremendous inspiration to 
Hardinge.

Hardinge was posted as Sub-Deputy Collector in 
Lakhimpur District of Assam and one of the respon-
sibilities was the coordination of the 1970 census 
in the district. After Meghalaya attained statehood, 

CRD blocks in Khasi and Jaintia Hills. Hardinge had 
a long stint in Garo Hills serving in the districts of 
West and East Garo Hills. He had served in several 
departments which include Planning, Survey and 
Settlement, Judiciary, Taxation, Excise and Registra-
tion, Revenue, Labour and Employment. 

Hardinge retired as Director of Employment and 
Craftsmen Training and Labour Commissioner. After 
retirement, he devoted his time, almost exclusively, 
to writing. In 1995, during the celebration of the UK 
Year of Literature and Writing, Hardinge was invited 
to visit Wales and performedat several venues in 
Wales, England and the Republic of Ireland, includ-
ing one at the Dylan Thomas Centre at Swansea. 

Hardinge was a realist who delivered his ideas 
through novels and plays showing how good and 
evil are inherently part of life. He was one of the 
few Khasi writers to dwell on contemporary issues, 
he was a revolutionary writer who was candid in his 
depiction of modern Khasi society. 

Thanking you
Anonymous

Book
review

Imprisoned princess

Pseudo-intellectualism
Desire

Tarabari, a small but vibrant 
village in middle Assam, 
is inhabited by rich culti-

vators. The PWD road leading to 
the big village Islampur passes 
by the side of Tarabari. Villagers 
of Islampur are deeply religious 
but sympathetic to others. 

The two villages are separated 
by a stretch of woods with an 
abundance of bamboo bushes. 
On the opposite side of the 
woods one can notice a small 
thatched house where a beautiful 
woman lives. For the purpose of 
this story, we may call her Ana-
mika. Some village people call 
her a prostitute while for some 
others, she is a social worker. 

Anyhow, she entertains people 
-

entele. Her personal life is not 
known and no one is interested 
in her past shrouded with mys-
tery. Her present is her asset and 
people love it.

It was a cold December night. 
The road was deserted and not 
even a stray dog could be seen. 
The entire area was covered in 
a thick blanket of fog. But the 
estranged son of a rich and po-
litically powerful man, defying 
the spine-chilling cold, visited 
the house of Anamika. A school 
dropout, the 18-year-old boy 
wanted to test his masculin-

-
cess, he was restless and almost 
dragged her to the bed. The boy 
was a good football player with 

inside the room as the kerosene 
lamp was put off by Anamika. 
Though electricity had reached 
the villages, her house was not 

use a kerosene lamp. In the eve-
ning, she used to lit an earthen 
lamp under the tulsi plant on 
the eastern side of her house. 
In her childhood days she wit-
nessed her mother lighting up an 
earthen lamp under tulsi plant. 
She loved the fragrance of burnt 
mustard oil.

Tuk..Tuk..Tuk. Someone 
knocked the door. Anamika 
pushed the young guy to her 
kitchen and asked him to wait. 
Then she opened the door. There 
was some delay.

“Why you are so late?” The 
man was visibly annoyed. 

 “Sorry Sir, please come in. 
It’s too cold outside.” The mid-
dle-aged man, known to Ana-
mika is the president of the local 
panchayat. He is a very wealthy 
person. “Why it’s so dark inside 
the room?”

“Let it be dark. I love darkness. 
Please come to the bed.” Anami-
ka led the man to her bed.

The man under 50 has a beau-
tiful wife. Yet he frequently vis-
its her in search of extramarital 
bliss. He has enough money and 
some people dub him as corrupt. 
Being a member of the ruling 
party in the state he exercises 
political power over the poor 
villagers. These people occupy-
ing high positions in the society 
fear to visit her in day light. But 
they come under the cover of 
darkness. In darkness she could 
see the darkness of these people. 
What else she could do? She is a 
caged pigeon only to obey their 
commands.

Anamika jumped out of her 

bed. Yes, she was not wrong. 
Some one really called her by 
name. Who else could be? She 
dragged the man on bed to her 
makeshift dressing room and 
asked him to keep quiet. Then 
she opened the door to welcome 
the guest. “Sir, please come,” 
said Anamika. But the old man 
around 74, hesitatingly asked, 
“Why it’s so dark? I simply hate 
darkness. Make some arrange-
ment to light a lamp.”

“Don’t worry, I will help you 
to come to the bed. I simply love 
darkness. My life is full of dark-
ness all around. Darkness helps 
me to feel the brightness of light. 
Only in the darkness, you can 
see the stars in the sky. Isn’t sir? 
You are maintaining a robust 
health even at this advanced age. 
What is the secret behind? The 
old man said, “I started my daily 
life with chanting of ‘OM’ 21 
times. The magical word drives 
away all negative thoughts from 
my mind instilling a positive 
outlook necessary for leading a 
happy and healthy life. I used to 
perform some easy yogic asanas 
followed by pranayams. In the 

drink three glasses of lukewarm 
-

terials from our body. You will 
feel lighter and energetic. Your 
BP will come down. Eyesight 
will also improve. Diabetes will 
be controlled, if not cured. Make 
it a habit to drink water. Water is 
elixir of life.”

Some moments of silence in-
side the room. The old man and 
the young lady on the bed. The 
poor old man was quite unaware 
of the presence of two other per-
sons in the room. Suddenly the 
erotic silence was broken. An 
owl hooted nearby. She came 
out of her room and tried to see 
the owl in vain. Nothing could 
be seen even at a close distance. 
The old man kissed her as usual 
and left, followed by his middle-
aged son and his school dropout 
grandson. What a scene! Three 
generations in the house of Ana-
mika.

Anamika smiled in the dark-
ness.

(Contributed by 
Sarat C Neog)
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