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TeEET, Fa F @ 8, S B WA STRATEHT S FAT-FHEE €|

<, 3rrie 1 9 12 e 1905 B FITE H AT | ST qiET @rer
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¥ ST 1934 F FHTATT e i w2l it T I | €41 e | SE@eha
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STET TR ITITE AATIA 1935 H wfare g3 Fe 1926 ¥ fore v
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T §1 TES & SURATEl H SEl AAE e AT 39 IAgT-q7 B qI=E
PR F T B €, Tl 918 B STt # F A9 AfHeh g gg A et
2 & ST o s B @ fretf & o e 3 €1 a8 ieda g frrerd
# i 2, Afe T T sice A de T e, 7 AT iR I AT THRAA @@
feamdt geaT 8, St ©2 39 | @ T | TR & AW ST G ot st

- AT AT AT B T YA ¥ A TSN R ) T2 U iAo sryep gfoww
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1. e A FIA Felal b AAW § Hifecd H SgHeT NS AT 81
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T 1969 T TCEHTL (T, FAoh T AT @ e, e 2 37 & U0 et @it
T TAA| T AT H A@H qiaty &, faas arew § seeh qu P shead
UF HewaqVl I @UE # GHAT AT gar qigr 3 smeprenant i fabaa s
e &

| 3. T PUE B B AATAT UF P9 T St B o F | s
9T P qELA & 3N ferea & g I T ST b & AT STRIE R € 4TI,
21 M9 FE WeTa Tet T HH R @1 S Seer § geeayee e #
TR GoTe fqyafqamed & w1 & M WhaL A S5 A0+ eI,
Parae # sifafy-Seas, At Fer srpeHl @ o7 sre ST aTe # Hew? 9ee $iiY
g e afyer At & FeaTyes-Harees ® g

aifecaee s T Tsdt S HETadl 1 eEA § 3T S e [l
qEaitad €, Saasiy i qER (1952) &/ wfaftsd, 1972 ® s & wegufa
B 'qgEr’ & FEAIA <. e fAfved & Heq Suetset & e €

T IYATHY 3T AGE & ©TH A1 Jep 3 oy anfigesy sreprarefy s

Dr Mulk Raj Anand, on whom the Sahitya Akademi is conferring its
highest honour of Fellowship today, is a distinguished novelist and art
critic in English. 0

Born on 12 December 1905 at Peshawar, Dr Anand comes of a
family of hereditary craftsmen. He inherited from his father the pieties
of craft and from his mother the rich tradition of mythology. He grew
up, as he himself wrote, like most of his contemporaries, "a very
superficial, ill-educated young man, without any bearmgs ! After
graduating from the Panjab University, he joined the Unlvers!ty of
London, on fellowship, for research in philosophy and obtainegl his _Ph.
D. degree in 1928. An exposure to the influence of Marxist dlaleptlcs,
participation in the antifascist struggle in Spain, and invqlvement. in the
movement for national resurgence in India resulted in his commitment
to socialism and democracy.

Before he moved to fiction which he considered the most human of
all forms of creative writing, Dr Anand had already published four
books, varying in themes from Indian curries to the Hindu view of art.
An attempt at a story, ‘The Lost Child’, an allegory for which thg art
critic, Eric Gill, did an engraving, found its way in Great Short Stories ?f
the World, published by Odhams in 1934. The course the author»_;s
genius was to take was now charted, and Dr Anand started off og a

series of novels that would reveal the pattern of Indian life and’its =+

movement into new complexities under the pressure of histo‘x:y.
Dickens and Balzac, Sharat and Premchand, amongst others, gave him
a sense of form as well as of purpose.

The first of his novels to appear was Untouchable (1935), drafted in
1926 and revised substantially under Gandhi’s inspiration at Sabarmati
Ashram. It shows the writer’s concern for a whole sub-world of men
sunk to depths of degradation. The book which went through nineteen
rejections before finding a publisher is now acclaimed a classic. The
concern for the underdog was carried further in Coolie (1936) aqd Two
Leaves and a Bud (1937), the range of themes still widening wqh the
juxtaposing of rural and urban lives in one and race relations in the

other,

The series paved the way for a trilogy, comprising The Village
(1939), Across the Black Waters (1940) and The Sword and the Sickle
(1942). It presents a chronicle of a peasant’s life in north India—a life
choked by a dead mass of customs; the protagonist’s flight from home
to the inferno of the World War; and finally his return and involvement
in political struggle. This phase of writing is brought to a close with The
Big Heart (1945) in which the hero, a copper-smith, is crushed to death
in a blind clash between traditional craft and machine.

The later novels of Dr Anand mark a shift in his vision and
perspective. While in the earlier novels the protagonists seemed to
acquiesce, by and large, in the system of oppression, in the later novels
they begin to assert themselves and try to determine their own destiny.
The shift is already there in The Big Heart, but is focused sharply in The
Old Woman and the Cow, The Road, and Death of a Hero, all written
in the sixties. The first of these novels, inspired by Sita’s epic ordeal and
Nekrasov’s The Peasant Woman, is the tale of a woman’s unremitting
toil and suffering, who ultimately rebels and walks on her husband who
questions her purity. The Road, a variation on the theme of
Untouchable, is more dramatic, and Death of a Hero burns like a flame
with the protagonist’s fiery idealism in the midst of a cruel war. All these
novels, while they retain their passion for justice, reveal a more complex
and varied mode of presentation, exploring the resources of metaphor
and symbol, irony and satire.

Outside this pattern stands The Private Life of an Indian Prince
(1953), a story of tortured passion and insanity through which, perhaps,
the author sought to achieve a kind of personal catharsis.

The short stories of Dr Anand are by themselves an impressive
contribution. They run into eight volumes, illustrating a wide range of
mood and tone, from a humorous appreciation of life’s little ironies to an
awareness of its deeper tragedies. They link the folk forms with issues of
modern life and are written with a Dickensian feeling for character and
environment.

An ambitious experiment is Dr Anand’s autobiographical fiction in
.seven volumes. Of these four have so far been published: Seven
Summers, Morning Face which won him the Sahitya Akademi Award
for 1969, Confession of a Lover which brought him the E. M. Forster
Award, and The Bubble. Here is a design of writing through which the
writer aims to visualize the aspirations of a whole generation of Indian
youth in a momentous period of the country’s history.

Dr Anand, apart from being a writer of fiction, is a man of wide
culture. He has travelled into the interiors of India and several countries
of the world, writing with zeal about architecture, painting and
sculpture, hitherto ignored. He has also held numerous offices of
distinction: he has been Professor of International Relations in Geneva;
Tagore Professor of Art, Panjab University; Visiting Professor, Indian
Institute of Advanced Studies, Simla; Chairman, and later Fellow, Lalit
Kala Akademi; and founder-editor of the prestigious art journal, Marg.

A novelist with a passionate concern for the dignity of man, a
pioneer in Indo-Anglian writing, an author translated widely at home
-and abroad, a master of English that throbs with the resources of Indian
vocabulary and idiom, winner of several awards, Laureate of the
International Peace Prize (1952), honoured by the President of India
with ‘Padmabhushan’ in 1972, Dr Anand is, indeed, a writer of great
achievement.

For his eminence as a novelist and writer, the Sahitya Akademi
confers its highest honour, the Fellowship, on Dr Mulk Raj Anand.
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Sahitya Akademi Fellowship

1989
Acceptance Speech by

On this occasion of my elevation to the Fellowship of the Akademi
of Literature, the first word that comes to me as | speak to brother
writers is ‘Love’! Are not our words from urges to seek communion?
which is, as the poet Shelley said : To connect...

Looking back on how the words I have written came through inmy
fiction, | feel that the deeper urgings were from the wish to
communicate and be understood, which is, essentially, the desire to be
loved.

And if affection is the motive force behind the poems one writes,
. even in prose, then it is from the heart, which feels empathies for those
who are in pain, often not knowing why they suffer. Those of us who
bear the yoke of pity seen catharsis in compassion.

In the Brihadaranyaka Upanishad, a devotee asks the sage: ‘What
may | do with my life 7 The sage answers: ‘Ask yourself who am I ?
Where have | come from ? And where am I going ?’

Allama Igbal told me he had written his long poem Asrar-i-Khudi
with this maxim in mind. ‘One cannot grow into wholiness’, he said,
‘unless one understands Realities, exorcises all falsities, lies,
hypocrisies from one’s person’.

The quest for Realities took me to the West. I tried to understand
the systems. Plutinus, Kant, Hegel, Descartes seemed to have put
down masses of facts, fancies and ideas, but they had not touched the
human condition. Goethe’s Faust was ready to sell his soul to the Devil
if he could conquer the world, and became the prototype of the self-
centred intellectual. I'did not wish to love myself, indulge in abstractions
or be an egoist. Nor be systematized into daily pragmatic routine.

Confused, confounded, in existentialist despair, | wrote the story
Lost Child.

Lostness, then, I felt, may show the ways to find myself. Memories
may help to actualise the egos in the growth from innocence to
experience.

[ recalled the advice of Upanishadic sage to his pupil. And I began
to write a confessional to ask myself ‘Who am 1? Where [ came from ?
And where | am going?’

The answer was Mother-Father, who had brought me into the
world and nourished me, through Seven Summers and Seven Winters.

My earliest memory was of clinging to my mother’s breast, from
the child’s ego, wanting to be pampered, against father’s don’ts?

Pushed away, I adventured into the garden of the Sahabs and
plucked a rose, and cried because the thorn bled my fingers. The Mali
uncle of the cantonment garden gave me carrot for consolation.

The older children refused to let me play with them as Imay be hurt
in their quarrels about who had won the game. So I became the Raja
Rasalu of mother’s folk-tale about the boy prince, who went out to
conquer the world on his white horse. Only I rode a stick horse.

The urge to be bigger than myself was further baulked by the terror
of the sound of guns going off on the range where the sepoys practised
shooting enemies. My mother told me of the ghosts of dead men and
witches of dead women, who prawled around, to punish the cruel white
who had let them die of neglect. Fear of demons, the ghostly Goras,
whom mother called Rakshas, and their dead victims filled me. |
cowered about in the dark and felt frightened even in the stillness of
noon time.

- At five years young, | was the ‘shining morning face’ reluctantly
gomg to school. Our primary school Master used the cane to instill
words into ‘thick heads’ of poor men’s sons. As little me, the Babu’s son,
had already learnt to recite the poem ‘Suverey jo kal ankh meri khuli’. I
was asked to cane the duffers. 1 did it feebly. The Master showed me
how to do it by caning my hand. The boys waylaid me in the compound
and swooped down on me until I fell unconscious. As the older boys of
the follower’s lane also brushed me aside when [ wanted to join their
play, I sensed the cruelty from revenge of the poor against the not so

'y 15ought the company of the other rejected ones. There was Bakha,
the' sweeper boy, untouchable, only admitted in the boys team, if he
promised not to touch anyone, and then he was allowed to lead the
team to victory. | went fishing with him on the river. | received the
mangoes in my lap when he felled them from trees in groves in nearby
villages. I learnt folk-songs of Punjab which he had learnt from his
mother. And when in a quarrel between the boys, | was hit on the head
by a sharp stone and bled, he bore me home. My mether abused him for
touching me, and bathed me the polluted one. He went away with tears
in his eyes. The injustice of this rejection seeped into me. Bakha was to
become the hero-anti hero of my first novel Untouchable.

Sensing the contempt of the superior whites for the inferior
browns, hearing the big officers abuse the recruits, the literates ignoring
the illiterates my learned father turning away from the villager brothers
of my mother and also from the soiled clothed coppér-smiths of our
hometown Amritsar, | became a rebel against the heavy voices, the
heavy hands and the cocked heads.

As | saw corpses of men carried in carts to the graveyard after the
Jarnel Saheb of the cantonment had ordered the sepoys to shoot on a
Jirja of Pathans in Hoti Mardan, and my mother said their ghosts would
come to throttle us because father was servant of the Sahabs, there
began an inner stress in me.

Mulk Raj Anand

This was to become a permanent stress, after | got seven stripes of
the cane from the police in Amritsar in 1919, as I had wandered out of
home to see what the ‘curfoo’ was about.

A mentor of my youth, Lala Kedar Nath, follower of Lala Lajpat
Rai, initiated me into the school of treason and [ learnt to make a bomb.
But my learned adopted uncle Dev Dutt, told me about Gandhi: that
the Mahatma said one must not hit back.

[ was not non-violent, however. We students went on strike after
the dismissal of our English Principal, who had called Mrs. Annie Besant
to lecture in our college and she had talked of Home Rule and Gandhi’s
Non-violence. I went to jail for a month with other rebels. When I came
out my father raised his hand on my mother for indulging me.

I left home and sought the advice of the poet Igbal. He asked me
what I wanted to do. I said : ‘I want to follow in your footsteps and study
philosophy in Germany.” He said : ‘My footsteps will take you to
Germany.’ ‘You don’t know German’ he said. Go to London. Iwill give
you letters to friends. And he gave me the gift of a hundred rupees. My
mother wept as she gave 300 rupees stolen from the housekeeping. I left
home without tellingmy father and caught an Italian boat from Bombay.

In the very first seminar, when someone mentioned that the
scientist Heisenburg had said : ‘Certain atoms fly off on their own!’ |
realised | did not know physics, nor higher mathematics. And
philosophy seemed then to be criticism of the sciences.

I began, while persisting in research into systems, to write a
confessional, for direct appreh'énsion of all experience, from my child’s
faculty of wonder about existence.

I had wanted to put the whole world into myself. So the narrative
became a thousand pages. Someone advised me : ‘Write a short novel
out of this!” [ began to write a day in the life of an untouchable about
Bakha.

In Virginia Woolf’s drawing room to which I had access through E.
M. Forster, a critic, Edward Sackville West, asked me what I was
writing. [ said : ‘A novel about an outcaste’. The snobbish critic said :
“There can be no tragic novel about the poor ! One can only laugh at the.
cockney; as Dickens does!

I mentioned this to the poet A. E. (George Russell), when Iwent to
Ireland. He said : There is no room for poor outcastes in Bloomsbury.
You go to Gandhi who equates the struggle against untouchability with
the struggle for freedom. Twrote to Gandhiji whether I could come to
him. He sent a postcard : ‘Come in spring 1927’.

In Sabarmati Ashram, I was converted from a psuedo Brown
Sahab Bloomsbury intellectual to some sincerity, truthfulness and
sense of non-violence, which I could never quite practice. [ showed the
Mahatma my novel. He read some pages and found that I had used big
words and puns. He said : ‘Harijans sigh, moan, groan, and say a few
words! You have put such big words in their mouths I’ confessed Iwas
influenced by James Joyce. And | rewrote the novel.

Nineteen publishers in London turned down the novel during the
next four years. I thought of committing suicide but lacked the courage.
Or rather loved life too much to do away with it. A poet friend took my
novel to E. M. Forster. This gracious writer was moved by the rejection
of a young man, from the other side of the street, when he, Morgan
Forster, had never strayed there during his stay in middle India. A small
publisher issued the novel. It was warmly received. :

All my novels, then, have come from the self-actualising in the
confessional, which is the source book of my protests religion reduced
to ritual, against laki- ka fakir to dasturs or customs, against the
impositions of the ‘superiors’ on the ‘inferiors’, against cruelty to the
new young, against bondage—and for the many freedoms implicit in
political freedom.

Like Hamlet I have asked the question : “To be or not to be!’

The conversion to non-violence, though not lived up to, may have
brought some sincerity in confronting man’s condition, to the pain
extracted by the privileged from the weaker humans, humiliation
through rejection by the Pundits of the so called impure, through the
ignominy and shame of relegation of whole peoples to death in life.

Living in action, as Gandhi taught us to do, means the cultivation of
the courage to be human with other humans : it means involvement
with all earth citizens, it entails acceptance of the heroism of defeat as
Jawaharlal showed it because defeat involves persistence in struggle,
which makes us more than ourselves to face the monsters, which
sustains us in compassion, affection and devotion inspite of obstacles.

In our old books, the Puranas, man submits to the unexpressed will
of the Gods, to the unknown Fate. In our time we have to transform fate
into freedom through striving.

Literature releases men and women from pre-ordained fate. It
humanises the world. When Gandhi said ‘God comes to the poor in the
form of bread,” he brought culture from the divine provenance down to
earth. Metaphysics became ethics, without God.

[ believe this new view of destiny is in our intensest writings.

Poetry today has to become courage.
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