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jolly group of so called
ultra-modern, sophisticat-
ed men and women go for a

hunting expedition und intend to
combine it with a fun of a picnic.
Their motives had been to turn
primitive for a night, as men and
women were, they believed a mil-
lion years ago to gorge. to romp
and to be violent. They reach their
destination - a deserted bungalow
Inside the jungle. After a round of
light refreshment and drink. they
prepare to go out for hunting.
Shyamal, the driver of th=ir vehi-
cle, refuses to accompan* them
Mrs Mity too stays back. and the
rest go for a hunt. Mrs M1t taking
advantage of the lonzliness
tempts the driver to a pla:
sion. The driver obliges =

[ pas-

=r. but

mechanically and with any
sense of participation or anv emo
tional involvement. She feels
humiliated and doubly cha  enged.

When the hunting group returns
to the bungalow bringinz with
them a wounded boar Mrs Mity
brings a wild charge of atis mpted
molestation against Shyamszl The
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Inspired from with

without the driver Shyamal,

This is the gist of oi

earliest short stories of ManoJ Das

titled “A Trip into the
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His writings are like a

¢ of the

tfffné:!lj".

Some of you might have seen its
award winning Hindi film version
Aranvaka, directed by AK. Bir
T'his story is a typical example of
whip- crack ending which O Henry
had used with facility to surprise
the readers if not to shock them.
But in Manoj Das the technique
culminates in a powerful search.
light focused into the dark nooks of
human sub-conscious and feelings
ol guilt

In his short story “A Night in
the Life of a Mavor”. we meet the
mayor who 1s quite proud of his
achievements in life. He laughs at
his old professor, who is upset over
a stray cow chewing up his grand

searchlight focused

Into the dark nooks of the human

sub-conscious. Austere simplicity marks
his writing which he uses in a very Indian
way with a choice of warm earthly
Images. Besides being a social critic he
has, through his stories, stressed the
divinity and psychic splendour Inherent in
man. P RAJA profiles Manoj Das, this
year's Padmashri award winner who has
also bagged the Birla Foundation’s
Saraswathi Samman award

daughter’'s psvchology notebooks.
The same evening the mayor

The Ascent (Department of
English, University of [11nois),

was having a dip in the river at a

The Carlton Miscellany (Carlton

.

wealth.
Both these traumatic experi-
ences woke young Manoj Das to

TICULATI

ON

@® o

S

MARCH 11, 2001

Aurobir_ldo
favourite author

I went to PYondicherrry after a

—— T —

is his

Bond. Among his other [avourites |

£ap of almost two years and reliv. are Shakespeare, Pandif Vishnu |

ed the magic that place holds for
me. | knew that Manoj Das. the
poet writer whose short stories

and novels have delighted mansy

heart by their lilting prose. lived

there, When a meeting

been his home for the last
years.

Manoj Das was already a poet
before he began Writing prose.
And it is poetry that peeps from

., every corner of his writings, be
they short stories on the little
Lord Krishna (published in the
All India Magazine) or a novel

was
arranged, I was very happy. | met
the author at the Ashram that ha

lette. 1 remember reading ‘Ticer
at Twilight', and was held captive
. by the lyrical quality of the prose

Sharma who gave us the |
Panchatantra. Oriya writer Fakir
Mohan Senapaty Ved Mehta,
da Mulk Raj Anand and Graham
Greene, Incidentally Graham
Greene was fascinated by the
writings of Manoj Das. 1 askad
 him the cliched question that

>3 every ignorant must ask. “How

did you like the ‘God of Small
T'hings™? “I did not like it", was
the candid reply, * forty percent of
It is eroticism, it commits vio- |
lence against the English Jan- |
guage and is calculated to se]]. It |
IS not a great work of literature " |
He has not read Jhumpa Lahiri's |
collection of short stories. |
Even today, the best of litera- |

fure exist in India, distributed |

Manoj Das says he owes this to
the beauty of a remote village in
| Orrisa, where his house was
flanked by endless Ereen mead-

lonely spot leaving his trouser and
his shirt on the bank. In the water
he was obliged to take off his
underwear too and it slipped off

4mong our various languag{*s.i

says he. Only we do not have |
faithful translators! He told us

driver is beaten black and biue till
~— he swoons away They then throw
him into the dungeon where they

several posers like: Why must man
suffer? Why should there be so
much inequality in the soclety?

College, Minnesota), The Malahat
Review (Victoria University,
British Columbia, Canada) and the

ad

had deposited the boar Returning
Into the high walled kitchen gar-
den, they light a fire, sit around it
and drink. They drag out the boar
and throw it into the fire and eat

: enties. happiness? Can man ever he happy : & : , | I : : . i &

the half-roasted pork. Then thev all clinging to its mouth. bﬂc#ﬂ;"d‘igﬁ:rar‘:yc?;’i;::;;? ey I:}I:F true sense of the tarm? lltli::a quest to lder}lu_v Fhe esoteric cause Bh:arat Na_?ak Award in 1987, the gl?;ll;;e:m Eihﬁ‘ ﬂﬁtllllmg. llﬂ book- the same meaning thal_ Ishara 0

fall into a stupor. The morning His open i the bank =90n ing such a writer of eminence as this quest that made him turna ©f ,a],] maladies, his explorations 1 Orissa Sahitya Akademi Award for uery o aJI:Is ;::m . E_*tetﬂh ?‘h Tuha  does. Hence, he ha.s tgrven the ¥

breaks out. Let me quote what hap-  rouses suspicion In some passing one of its residents. Born in the Marxist. for he felt sure that that SPiritual Jores he' re:ad Sri a second time - a rare event . for Ee ﬂ.’:’dﬂ % 4' 4 A:Ub PI& f—‘i book a Sﬁfmﬂnt_ name: Sﬂfs_ﬁle :
pened then: officers. The police arrive. The affluent feudal family in the way was to be secured the panacea Aurobindo. The Yogi's }'lsual{sa- his essays in 1989, Utlfaj Pranhhg “BD ed, : ri robin b writer, “every Ianguage has its
Mrs Mity sat up and looked naked mayor lets himself be drift- seashore village Sankhari, North for human misery tion of man as an evolving being  Award in 1996: the Sahity. Bharati €cause of his mastery ﬂ‘-'E‘I' OWn Saraswati and oneh;ls Eo be
through the window. It was stiil ed away resting on a small canoe. Balasore, Orissa on Feb, 27. 1934 as The tumultuous college days and his observation that the state Award, of which he was chosen to English prose and ideas. a devotee of the language.” He

dark.
From nowhere, a chill of terror

his hands. Imagine his

ment when, crawling ashore, he
finds the notorious cow moving
away, his half-eaten clothes still

He had not been alone for a long
time. Under the starry sky he has a

Avant-garde journal The New York
Smith which introduced him as
“one of the foremost of the new
generation of Indian writers” way

predica-

the second son to the late
Madhusudan Das and the late Smt

Years later his questions were to
mature into: What is it that sus-
tains man through travails and
torments of 1ife? Is it th~ dream of

were marked by his active partici-

pation in the politics of the time,

tified? Can philosophies lead one
to their discovery? In the course of

of consciouspess, namely mind,
that dominates man todav 1s but a

Award in 1972, the Sarala Award in
1980, the Sambalpur University

be the first recipient in 1996. the
Bharatiya Bhasha Parishad Award

Ing in them.

| ows and lakes with lotuses grow-

| We were in his study and all I
could see was books Books on the

Churchill was a great historian,
but then he was just that.

about one of his books In Oriya :
Akashara Ishara’, when transjat. ;
ed into English, literally, it would |
read as ‘Signale from the sky",l
however, ‘Signals* do not convey

Was once invited to a workshop
where writers were being taught

i 1 i i ] . . 1ti dAse I"_: - ) . 1 1 21 1 Shﬂk& ] -

crept into her and spread into her dialogue with hunsel{'. At dawn a Kadambini Devi, herself a gifted convening public meetings, organ. transnmnﬁal phase anzman can in 1'_995, Sri Aurobindo Puraskar in K Spedre was a drf_lmatlstpar to translate works from other lan

'hole being and oozed out in a little girl comes to his rescue by Zans . S . : transcendit and rise to a higher 1997, etc. extellence, but his writings were guages. He found m;m few of

» E - ks , poet, the first son being Dr ising rallies, and holding protest hase in evolution ! ht hi Mnost of his fintinnal writi notas varied.” them ware actualle interested in
sweat sacrificing her soiled frock for MATCAes; 4S A STutent feader and oo o oriion, brought hima  Mast af his finfianat el - | - : 2

- She called and woke up others. ..

Raja Sahib was the first to
speak. “Good morning, evervbody,
we betler arrange for tea now. Lot

into which Shyamal had been

' i = r , the weil known
him, and then, upon learning that Manmothnarh Das, th Kn
he was a big man, by fetching a

towel for him.

On his way to the town, the first

me zef what happelned to that thing t_he m:fqu decides to do is ts When he began contribu ting to
He advanced towards the room Oriya periodicals he was barely 14.

realized to what helplessness one

could be reduced any m

historian of India and now a
Parliamentariane A cnild prodigy;
he showed an Immense interest in
writing right from a tender age.

President of College Union and
later Puri College. After gradua-
tion, he joined the law college at
Cuttack of which he was the unop-
Posed President once again, but he

oment. “I At 15, his first collection of poems

found himself behind bars for s
political inflammatory speeches.

new awakening and optimism
Inone of his evening chats wiih
me, be said: "T am convineed that
our civilisation is undergoing an
evolutionary crisis of conscious-

die available for the readers both
in fiis mother-toneue. ( riya as woell
as his chosen tongue, English. And
so I once asked him. "You are a
bilingual writer. In which lan-

When somebody once asked
him if he were to pead Oy a sin-
' gle book in his life, what should it
| be? Manoj Das asked him to read
L_Sauffrf'! And if he were to read

sincerely learnine thoerafl.

Al present he s Ous) etouch
INg his books for the Peneuin edi. |
on and writing his childhood |
memoirs. While recounting to us .

L S

S B e

ness. The lack of morals and 3
total degeneration in values are
clearly showing in all the vistas of

guage do you think while formular.
Ing a story?" He answered: "In the
language of silencé.. A fiction

' Just one m
|

ore? He was asked to
read "Life Divine' because that IS
.’ the only book that contains

the columns that he wrote [or thic
Shankar’s Weekly, he marked.
“You are young. This happened a

: Satabdira Artanada saw the light In 1956 he went t andung, _ , . : . _
thrown. believe, I earned my adulthood last e ,g - e 2 : 3 Our crumbling existence. This cri- writer is first moved by experi- | answers to all questions on life o time a0
“Please don't!”” Mrs ity night”, he resolves to say 0" the day, when he was a IX stan- ‘idonesia, to participate in the Sis-eecturred carlier t00 in the lone e, 1 Inspiration. I let thi | he maid brought in cups of Thal is true, when compared
: ' dard student at Balasore Zilla Afro-Asian-Students Cofference 51 °°curred carlier too in the long  enc, - ahl ihspiration. 1 let this o o T el St

shrieked and stopped Raja Sahib

from advancing e

“B-b -But why?"
surprised Raja.

"I don't know. But Suppose vou
see the boar instead of Shyamal?”
she said. Her evet were wild.

“But we roasted and ate up the
boar, didn't we?"

“But suppose you see the boar
instead of Shyamal?"
ut we didn't we? ate the

Stuttered the

Manoj Das is most at home with
stories dealing with human psy-

chology. Treated on 2

O.Henry, Chekov and Maupassant.
he has successfully explored the
deepest recesses of the human

mind in his fiction, both
long,

Manoj Das writes with the kind
of austere simplicity which he
uses in a very Indian way with a

School. At 16, he edited Diganta, a
cultural monthly devoted to cre-
ative writing. The next vear when
he matriculated his first collection
of short stories in Oriva, Samudra
Kshudha, was published.

The kindling of talent
What actually drove Manoj Das
to take up the pen is an interesting

par with

short and

two part story in itself, A devastat-

where he met the leader of Partai
Kommunist of Indonesia (PKI), Mr
DN Aidit. That was Khruschev's
de-stalinization era and there was
A lot of furore and confusion in
the international Communist
movement arena.

It was only during his college
days, Manoj Das began contribut.
Ing to English dailies and periodi-
cals. After taking his MA. degree

history of mankind. But I am an
optimist at heart as I believe in Sri
Aurobindo's faith in the Intrinsic
capability of man to overcome this
crisis and rise to a new phase in
evolution - to transcend into a
suprahuman stage where there
will be a qualitative transforma.
tion 1n his consciousness.”

After a short stint of four vears
of English teaching at Curttack, he

experience or inspiration become
a feeling in me, a process that goes
on In silence. When the feeling is
well-formulated, I sit down to
write. In which language I should
write, depends on some immediate
factors. If I have promised a story
to my Oriya Publishers. I write in
Oriya... But I do not translate one
into another. If the theme contin-
ues to inspire me, I try a fresh exe-

| fragrant Darjeeling tea and we

. heard stories of that very special

I friendship he shares with Ruskin

0 such great men, I am but a
child.

go? After prolonged discussions
the villagers commission an exor-
cist to do the needful. The women
weep, when one rainy morning,
the exorcist leads the ghost to a
solitary tree in the meadow Al the
end the narrator sees the tree

Papiva Bhattacharya |

written several novelettes too
From short story to novelette, from
novelette to novel is a natural tran-
sition”.

His next nove] A Tiger at
Twilight published by Penguin
India (1991) is an enlarged version

choice of warm earthly images. He : joined Sri Aurobindo Ashram in cution" (Literature Alive, The when it is crumbling down, struck  of his novelette of the same title
boaj‘é t hgls a clear lucid way of handling ﬁgggﬂ;ﬁiﬂ‘;ﬂmﬁfﬁ; tﬁ‘:‘;:iﬁ flr;mJE;v:;;‘sl:E:’ %ﬂhlﬁgte' g‘;ﬁ':ﬂg- 1963. Since then he has been a British Council, June 1988). by lightning. No character in the published in The Heritage. The
o l:i ?_UPDOSE }'0?11“ see the boar dialogues - he creates conversation tnhis native atatenderageof Cuttack. as Lecturer in Englisgh’ Professor of English Literature at Apart from teaching English lit- story sees the ghost, nor is the novel captures a real but unusual
Instead of Shyamal? that sounds real and this he man. aes ' ,  Sri | Aurobindo International reader made to see it.

The deadly silence was broken
by a gust of wind that threw a
handful of dry leaves into the hall.

Someone said “But Wecangoto
the kitchen garden. Much of the

boar should be still there!”

cried out both Mrs Mity and Ml:s
Chakodi, “1f you ind the remains

to be not of the boar”

The sepulchral silence was
back. There was a long howl by
Jackals behind the bungalow. Each

could see the others shivering.

The crew leaves the pungalow

fact the US rights wens or a lesser
figure - $350.000. Thereafter the

to release his novel. the
reception was muted.
Except for two book-
reading sessions. one at
the American Centre and

the other at a bookstore, do"ar noVel s Abroad. 1 did too, And I landed In  onths. “Three days later, my | structed by the Fringhee Indigo ing, I asked Manoj Das: "Why did Spiced  with gentle sarcasm.
the city could not At | ‘ the United States, at Carnegje ; ent e-mailed me,” he exclaims. | planters hLas been the abode of a  you turn to novel writing after con-  Humorous, yel thought provoking,
much for the man who grew e .5 - C R O S . Mellon." f number of publishers were century-old girl's spirit. The vil- fining yourself to the short story Manoj Das's style seldom pulls us
4 run down building at Kemps' oy W 4. The next Slop was at the interested and an auction had been | lagers have looked upon her as an  for more than two decades” Here into the depths of moral comment. '
Corner M= R University of Maryland, where he planned. My parents and I would | unfortunate daughter of theirs is his answer which I recorded for Hundreds of essays, reviews
The novel too is set there, P - .,_&_;,,:ﬁ v teaf:hen "everym[ng from calcul :lt by the phone and wait for the | and have never failed to offer her Tfu' Journal of Life, Art and and features that bglung to the non-
“Vishnu was a real person.” the & » _ .“"*, % up”. Whenever he found time, he share of food, on festive occasions, Literature (Vol. 3: No. 1. July 1992): fiction genre remain scattered in a

ages to do even through the lips of
such stock types as the politician
with his inflated €go, the doctor
with his neuroses and a Raja with
only a past. In most of his stories
he is not only a story writer but
also a story teller His English has
its peculiar charm. It IS at once
chaste and vet has the Indian
flavour in the most delicate sense

how a professor of
mathematics |
Penned a million B

of the term.

Hence it is no wonder that his
fictional writings have fascinated
the sophisticated Western reader-
ship, through publications such as

Mrs Asrani who derives karmic
fulfilment from giving Vishnu his

seven. Manoj Das's house was the
most affluent one in a cluster of
remote villages miles away from
the solitary seasonal bus-stop or
the railway station. Between his
house surrounded by prolific gar-
dens and orchards and the sea. lay
il ever-green meadow, studded
with hundreds of palm trees and
marked by two ancient lakes one
abounding in red lotuses and the
other in white ones. But suddenly
one night a gang of dacoits invad-
ed his house. In a matter of few

minutes the house was stripped of

its _legendary gold

and other

> author

It at first it is the red of Holi,
evoking painful memories of a vio-

'. f_‘"

And that was in 1959, That same
year he married PratiJna Devi of
the erstwhile Raj family of Kujang,
whose parents were well known
freedom fighters.

In the early 60's, he underwent a
phase of internal dilemma as the
realisation dawned upon him that
the external conditions were not
the sole cause of hu nan suffering.
On the other hand. often they were
the external projections of prob-
lems in the realms of deeper con.
sciousness of man. This gave rise
lo a few questions in him, Can the
hidden source of maladies be iden.

playing catalyst in Spiritual awak.

mon kitchen and bathroom. My
childhood was » fight for Space,”

medicine and enuineering," recalls

the 41-yearold author, “Sg | Vague-

ly considered research, In my class

Centre of Education, Pondicherry,
Recognised as the most prolific
contributor to the various genres

of the post-Independence Oriya 1jt-
erature, he has till date fifreen col-

lections of short stories, three full-
length novels, ten volumes of
poems, a volume of essavs, two
fravelogues and two volumes of
Belles-Lettres. The Dagora Silver
Jubllee award (1962) was followed
by the Orissa Sahitya Akademi
award (1965), the Prajatantra
Visuv Milan Awards in 1971 and
again in 1986, the Sahitya Akademi

“My mother saved all 2.500 let-

novel with the death of Vishnu
planned as the ending. But the

\ nd Asranis started talk-
;;:;Eﬁ; He sent the finaldraft to
his agent in January 2000 ahd left
for Bombay on a holiday, not
expecting things (o mowve {pn

entertainment to start. Finally I

€rature and freelancing for vari-
ous dailies and magazines, and
writing a regular column in
Thought (1968-70), he was also edit-

ing World Union. It was during this
hectic period of writing, his first

collection of short ctories in

English appeared. Published in
1967 by Higginbothams Pvt Lid,

Madras, Manoj Das's A Song for

Sunday and Other Stortes, bagged
Very rave reviews, Many were the
writers who read the book and
encouraged Manoj Das.

Since then Manoj Das has
eleven collections of short stories,
Through his two hundred and fifty
«eight short stories. he has brought

has stressed the divinity and pSy-
chic splendour inherent in man,

In his ghost stories the funniest

aspect Is the absence of ghosts,
One of the earliest ghost stories of
Manoj Das is "Farewell to a Ghost",
The deserted house once con-

A poet at heart Manoj Das com-
bines the old art of storytelling
with modern ideas and techniques.
The method he adopts goes back to
the oral tradition. There IS poetry
and drama in the superb style of
narrative that has earned a place
for Manoj Das among the verv bes
of storytellers. "Where do all the
butterflies go during a storm"
“The red sun, as though shot at.
sank down behind the hills . The
summer noon descended on the
stubborn hamlet like a medieval
school teacher" are some of the
opening sentences quickening the
Imagination of the reader with

eclat. The experience he gaimned as
editor of World Union and later Sri

In 1987 simultaneously bv three

countries by three different pub-
lishers, viz. sterling (Delhi), O.UP
(UK.) and Facet (USA).

About his foray into novel writ-

milieu, a valley nestling amidst
hills and forests with a solitary
castle of a former Raja. the Raja's
unexpected return to his erstwhile
Rajva, and its impact on men and
beasts around him.

Writing for children

It IS not often that a w riter who
1S famous for his works for an adult
readership ecan also prove efficient
In writing for the young. In Oriva
literature :'tiiil‘luj Das is a Ill’ill}: h':._:-
end. In Indo-Anglian fiction he js
one of our serious writers who has
not fallen prey to vuigar commer
clalism wWhen Chandamama
Publications Chennai, branched

©
MOSt ‘ e erl awal enings. So even as he visits his past ters, counted every word. compiled about a new dawareness about the more than what meets the eve, out and ventured into bo K pub-
- in that kaleidoscopic red, stories statistics and approached the | sweetness and serenity in general When Manoj Das's short stories lishing, their choice fell on Manoj
are coaxed out of the flats above. Guinness Book,"” says Suri. who and the rural Indian life in partic-  were bagging awards and rewards Das And when they hrought out
T began with a news 4BEncy  “salaam baba’. In 1994, he fel] sick,  Writes Suri: “The light shines Clearly, these too have beep has woven a similar anecdote in | ylar He has been a crusader for their author Who richly their first six books for children
II'EDGH, about an Indian profes- and although there was some talk  through the landing window. 1t 9rawn from Suri's lirst-hand €Xpe-  the novel. “When they turned her against the invasion of India's deserved them, a weekly column  Viz. Lewend o the Golden Valley
sor of mathematics ar the about getting an ambulance, he plays on Vishnu's face. It passes rlenm-: “When my parents arrived  down, she approached the Limca intellectual climate by decadent “The Banyan Tree" and a fortnight-  The Fourth Fy lend, Strange
University of Maryland being  just died.” through his closed evelids and 1N Bombay soon after !’artilinn(in Book of Records. And there we are | yalyes. He has not only been a ly column "Tides of Time" that he Prophecy and Other Tales rrorm the
offered a2 five-million-dollar In the novel, as vishnu lies com-  whispers to him in red The red is  1997), they moved into a single Most Letters from son to ‘Social critic of the first order” (as ~ wrote for The Hindustan limes, Jatakas. Th Golden Dver and
advance for his debut novel Then atose below the staircase other everywhere,  blanketing  the Foom of g large flat, There were  Mother!” M V Kamath had said of him). but  Delhi and Hindu, Madras vespec-  Orher Tales from the Jatokas Th.
came the amendment thar No. In  characters stir to life There is a ground, colouring the breeze (constant skirmishes over the com. In 1992, he started writing a | also what IS more important, he tively were received With great Magic Tree and other Tuales anc

Equal to a Thousand I Other

Tales, all authored In Munoj Das

« Dype picked up with stream of morning tea. The bodily stink from lent father, soon it fransforms into S';"'i'5 father was an assistant to beginning “took ofl in its own | through his stories The preten mlrnh_imlﬂ'h Action in his early and published in 1996, thev wers
gushy teasers in the international the landing also draws Mrs Pathak the red of his old Jover's room. But MUsic  directors Laxmikany. direction” and the characters | tious life-styles of bundits and the  days in the ashram was most widely acclaimed. It is to be noted
Press and on the net. The venera. who does her bit by nourishing  throughout this flood of memories, PYarelal and Madan Mohan His turned increasing bizarre and lgnorance of villagers seem to appropriately put to use when he  that his is not any new entry into
ble Time magazine declared The Vishnu with leftovers. he hears echoes of his' mother’'s Mother was briefly Secretary (g complex. He abandoned the proj- | have provided much of the nspira-  edited The Heritage, a cultural children’s literature, In tact two of

: death of Vishnu to be “one of the As confusion prevails, Vishnu's  words: “You are Vishnu, keeper of Indira Gandhj and then a teacher ect, wondering if he should just | tion to the author. He delights in monthly, for the Chandamama his books of this class Stories of
most eagerly awaited . life  whirs the universe, keeper of the sun_» @t Clare Road Convent, Manil. him.  concentrate on mathematics. making digs at pompous politi. Group of Publications, Chennai. Light and Delieht (1970) and Books
books” of the new mil- DII’]&Sh RathOd by on a pri- Therein lies a clue 1o the spirit €I, went (o Campion Schoo) But Vishnu was saved from a | cians and depicts their behaviour In spite of his tight schedule as For Ever (1973), both published by
lennium. vate screen.  of the novel Vishnu emerges as  Yalhind College and the lnstitm,; second demise by a string of coin- by putting them into ridiculously editor and columnist, he found National Book Trust India, have

Yet, when Manil Surij tells the tale Of Itisagentle the keeper of the building, extract- of ?Eh'"m" ;:jdgg--ﬂ writing workshop. a fresh oversized clothes or cutting them  time for his creative writing. His continued to be popular for more
®  visited Bombay recently awakening. ing kindness from petty lives and In those days, EVeryone djq burst of confidence and the | to size. lirst novel Cyclones was published than the past twenty-five vears,

undergoing numerous reprints,
Manoj Das's staries for children
are mostly folklore retold. But they
have a typical Manoj Das touch.
His fairy tales are often witty and

author insists. “He lived o On oy wrote letters to his mother and on ted 8 $350,000 advance from | of course, with a warning that she  "There was no 'turn’. Different plethora of newspapers and maga-
building lan ding and lay aroun q TR an eventful week, at least four HWPN orton.” The rest is history. | 'was €xpected to behave. But the themes must have different forms. zines, and Manoj Das with his
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