SLING SHOT: Let’'s say we
loved each other! O0Ojaswini
Trivedi

“Let’s believe

the two birds

lived in a

seamless crave for freedom,
where the abyss

melted into the horizon”

Leading scholar of Indian
classical dance,
architecture, art history,
culture Kapila Vatsyayan no
more

Dr Kapila Vatsyayan passed away peacefully at her residence
(No.85, SFS Flats, Gulmohar Enclave, New Delhi), Wednesday
16th September, 2020 at about 0900 hrs, this morning, . She
was a leading scholar of Indian classical dance, art,
architecture, and art history.
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Check Your Covid 19 Safety
Zone Here

Keep this Blog open as you travel. Be sure if you are living
in or traveling in a safe zone in India. Very effective try
your address; it will show whether you are in a hot spot.

Under the Grid of Sub Reality
/ Susmita Mukherjee

Hag
The old hag lay face down,


https://stagebuzz.in/2020/05/03/check-your-covid-19-safety-zone-here/
https://stagebuzz.in/2020/05/03/check-your-covid-19-safety-zone-here/
https://stagebuzz.in/2020/04/10/under-the-grid-of-sub-reality-susmita-mukherjee/
https://stagebuzz.in/2020/04/10/under-the-grid-of-sub-reality-susmita-mukherjee/

Her dried hair up in the air,

Like dry twigs after harvest.

Her scrawny left arm upturned

at an angle, as if not sure,

whether for alms or in benediction;

Her other hand, mottled, was tucked way under, gripping her
squashed belly bag.

She lay there for eons,

under the grid of the sub reality radars that were new in the
neighborhood,

their flickering light beams stinging her, serpent like, into
convulsions.

Sometimes she moaned.

At times she farted, and,
noxious fumes

volcano like, filled the air.

Too tired to be angry,she lifted her aged bum to pee,
And out flowed waters

that swirled and twirled in dizzy vortexes and caused
unnecessary delay around the area.

Too tired to get up, she shook her head and colours,
like flashing lightning,
danced with the grid overhead and trapped her in place.

" I don’t like being watched, you wretches”

she said,

But the soundless sound,

rumbled into the countless clatter of car honks, and busyness,
as another coin dropped into her upturned hand.

" Can’t you spare an old hag who has done you no harm”?
Her moan took the shape of a saliva drop that fell under her
breath.

No, no, she must not give up! Not yet!



The hag knew that as long as she wrapped herself around her
belly bag,
her little ones would survive.

She remembers the hard years,

when the singeing blast

had ripped her right breast,

her milk buds had scattered and mushroomed in the sky,

She remembers how her pubic rain forest had been blazed down
by a careless cigarette.

She remembers not so long ago,bullets, bayonettes, bombs and
blasts,
whistling over her body,as she curled around her belly bag.

“Stop it"”! she warned
“Stop it"”! she wailed
“Stop it"”! she whimpered a command.

But no one was listening

to the old hag,

0ld Mother Earth,

as she lay face down,

Under the giant grid,

Walked over, used and thrown,
An old useless Mother.

Susmita Mukherjee
9- 4-2020

Balasubramanian G’'s Play:
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Thoothukudi Massacre 13

Dramaturge & Director: Balasubramanian G
Group: NSD Diploma Production, New Delhi
Language: Hindi
Duration: 1 hr

The Play

The play aims to give voice to the dramatic event of Tuticorin
Massacre and how non-democratic practices thrive, law and
order deteriorates, the high-handedness of military and
security forces prevails, and the common man’s life loses
meaning. The play begins with the scene of protest against
environmental pollution caused by a factory. The police
resorts to baton charge and starts shooting at the unarmed
innocent people. The play inevitably invites the audience to
identify the hypocrisy of the so-called civilization in the
contemporary world. The play also portrays the politics of
atrocity and its ultimate purpose of acquiring power and
wealth by exploiting and sacrificing the common people, who do
not even understand the purpose for which they fight and die.
The authoritarian body of the state and factory officials
justifies this slaughter of democracy in the name of action
against injustice. The people who are killed are neither the
perpetrators of injustice, nor are they aware of the
injustice. By showing how the authority and the management
justify this massacre of innocents, the play tries to project
the ambitions of the global powers to assimilate wealth and
resources, and how these ambitions are realized through wars,
neo-imperial political treaties and so on. The competing
forces among the global powers work together but from
different directions and for the same target — towards the
ultimate and complete exploitation of the resources and
territories of the people. Almost always, history has repeated
itself in this way all around the world.

Director’s Note
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The play centres on the brutal killing of unarmed innocent
civilians in Tuticorin who were murdered for protesting
against the toxic Sterlite Copper plant factory. The
government itself seems to have ignored rules on the use of
force to quash protests by firing at the heads of protesters
rather than their legs. The government killed its own people
without any mercy. This shows the fascist dictatorship
mentality of the so-called democratic country. The greatest
political invention of mankind is nothing but democracy. It
enables for the people to regulate their leaders and to
overthrow them without the need for a revolution. Collecting
and documenting the data from the newspaper articles about
those who became the victim of this protest against the
Sterlite Copper plant factory, the play is a documentary
theatre form with fictional elements. The play provokes
questions in the mind of common people who believe in
democracy. Who ordered the policemen to fire on the
protestors? Why were highly advanced weapons used to disperse
the crowd and under what law was this permitted? Why was no
warning given before the firing? Is it really a ‘democratic’
country?

The Director & Dramaturge

Balasubramanian G is a director, designer and dramaturge. He
is also an actor, light-designer, set-designer, sound designer
and projection designer. He holds a Diploma in Dramatic Arts,
with Theatre Technique and Design as specialization from the
National School of Drama (NSD), New Delhi, India, M.P.A. 1n
Theatre Arts and B. Tech. in Electrical and Electronics from
Pondicherry University, and Film Appreciation Course from
FTII, Pune. He has participated in many theatre workshops in
New Delhi, Goa and Pondicherry.

The Group

This play is a part of National School of Drama’s graduate
showcase of class 2019. It aims to provide a platform to
encourage emerging theatre practitioners to share their work



with a wider audience.

Cast & Credits

On Stage Snigdha Mondal, Suman Purthy, Melodi Dorcas, Jitu
Rabha, Manoj Kumar Tapar, Sayan Sarkar, Boomisutha Das,
Somnath Chatterjee

Set and Lights Sarthak Narula

Sound and Video Saras Kumar Namdeo
Music Marthandan, Abhishek, Prerna
Guitarist Raman Kakkar, Sounak Karmakar
Costume Boomisutha Das

Properties Suman Purthy, Snigdha Mondal
Stage Manager Harishankar Ravi

Video Guidance Sourov Poddar

Poster & Brochure Vishala R Mahale
Translation Vishala R Mahale

Carpentry Jiyual Hassan, Rizwan Ahmad
Sound Sourov, Ahsan

Dramaturgy & Direction Balasubramanian G

Contacts

Balasubramanian G

No.11l, I-Block

Thiogue Mudaliar Nagar, Mudaliarpet
Puducherry, India — 605004

M: +91 7291001102

E: dir.balan@gmail.com

NSD Diploma Production, New
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Delhi

This play is a part of National School of Drama’s graduate
showcase of class 2018. It aims to provide a platform to
encourage emerging theatre practitioners to share their work
with wider audience.

Tathagat, the play by
Abhishek Majumdar

Tathagat is
A play presented by Jana Natya Manch is written and directed
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by Abhishek Majumdar. Music is by M.D. Pallvi

Set in an imaginary Buddhist kingdom in ancient India,
Tathagat explores the ideas of caste and gender, rebellion and
nationalism, freedom and courage.

Haridas, a shudra sculptor, has carved a statue of Buddha out
of black stone with three missing fingers. He is sentenced to
death as a traitor. On insistence of the queen, the king
agrees to listen to Haridas'’s plea in the court.

Expanding on the idea of tark (reason) in Buddhist philosophy,
this play through the story of a vain king, a defiant queen,
the rebellious sculptor, a courageous daasi, and a conniving
courtier, examines the difference between a ‘traitorous’ and a
‘rebellious’ act.

Hindi, approx. 35 mins

Two shows of Tathagat coming up that you can catch:

— Tuesday 14 Aug, 1 pm, AUD Kashmiri Gate Campus.

— Thursday 16 Aug, 6 pm, Sabarmati Hostel, JNU.

~Tathagat is Jana Natya Manch’s latest production, written
and directed by Abhishek Majumdar, with music by MD Pallavi.

Siesta at Charles De Gaulle
Airport by Shanita Vichare

Siesta at Charles De Gaulle Airport !
Down The Memory Lane....

( my flight was delayed )
No hurried spaces, to foot fall
I sat;
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Raising my hopes, for the next flight

On Time..”Qui “....

Feeling for my dimes; I finally had a fancy...
At Cafetie’re

Had some quickbites Chargrill & Cappuccinos....
Croissants & puffs..not forgotten my penchant

For
Caramel ! .Irresistible....!!!!
Such ‘Delicacies’ on my palate....!!! ( I think, every thing

had gone well then on the contarary)
Meal...was a Deal !

..What next 7...

I skirted on the ‘Vogue’ stands....

Now; nothing more would I have ever wanted,

Out of The Blue ! I had Missed The Flight...( next was after 7
hours)

Now It was Calling...

Perfect ! Timing....

I made rounds at .... ‘Christen Doir ‘ N ‘Gucci ‘Perfumes
Bought A Freaking ‘Poison’...a Duffel Bag !
Those Were The Days! My Friend.... ( when you have no worries )

Sheer ! Delight ..

To smoothen my ruffled feathers , I bet !!

...The Lounge ! Was the best place....now... I perched On the
seats,

By Jove ! I saw a beauty...

Jolie Belle femme ! ..from Cypress ...

A Royal Persona....

Picture Perfect ! Well,

We soon got ..talking ...and of lands far, across the seven seas
|

It was a day...Out of The Blue !

“Qui

Princess; Treated me ..

... .Wafted scents and aroma....Spread over

The Tableau



For a Lavish Dinner;

Holding The Long Trimmed Goblets....

0f Chardonnay N Champagne !

Vintage And

Signature Dishes ! Well Famished .
Well,

Long after, the days have set I still ..
Carry The Memories ..of the day !

Some Days are Blessed !

But The Journeys are Destined !

(Scribbled at Paris Airport when I was stranded for more than
10 Hours — Shanita Vichare)

‘MAND’ folk songs of
Rajasthan by Kachra Khan
Mangniar

Sangeet Natak Akademi presents Special Documentation and
presentation of ‘MAND’ folk songs of Rajasthan by Shri Kachra
Khan Mangniar on 28th June 2017, 4:00pm onward at Meghdoot -
ITI, Rabindra Bhawan, Copernicus Marg, New Delhi — 110001.
Entry Free
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Manganiar commur

has represented the essence of folk music of western Rajasthan. They majorly
inhabit the areas of Jaisalmer and Barmer districts of Rajasthan. Manganiar are hereditary musicians
by caste common to both Rajasthan and Sindh (Pakistan). They, though Muslims, had often performed
for their erstwhile Hindu patrons who spoke Marwari and Sindbi,

hey render life cycle songs during
childbirth, wedding and other ceremonies. This interesting inter community and cultural harmony has

resulted in a mesmerizing musical tradition.

An interesting string instrument which they play while singing Mand is known as Kamaicha. The

parts of

Their

f popular poeti for Umar-Marvi 3

Noori-Jam Saichi, Sassi-Punnu, Laila-Majnu, Leela-Chanesar, Sorath-Rao Khanghar, Heer-Ranjho, Sohni-

Meher and Jasma-Odan and i several hah Latif,

Shah Bhitai, Roial Sai, Kalander etc.

Shri Kachra Khan i imed singer of the Manganiar ity of western Rajasthan. His training

started at a very young age of five years under his father Shri Dhaula Khan. His repertoire includes songs
based on local folkiore, the Sufi songs of Rajasthan, as well as the ‘Sufi Kalams'of famous poets of the

Sindh region. Shri Kachra khan

folklores that are part of the extensive and rich archives maintained by the organization. Shri Kachra

the

Manganiars in many countries abroad.

Accompanying Artists:

Safi Khan Manganiar ~ :  Vocalist
Derakhan Manganiar  : Kamaicha
Khete Khan Manganiar :  Khadtal
Feroze Khan Manganiar : Dholak

Bhanwaroo Khan Langa :  Sindhi Sarangi

Programme

28 June 2017, Meghdoot il

Rabindra Bhavan, Copernicus Marg
Mandi House

4:00 PM - 5:00 PM

Interactive Session with Shri Kachra Khan
Conducted by Shri Kuldeep Kothari

6:00 PM - 8:00 PM

Folk Songs of Rejasthan
Shri Kachra khan and Group
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Nostalgia Street

by
Manohar Khushalani

Having been associated with Street Theatre from late seventies
my memories of Jan Natya Manch are equally old. It was way
back in 1977 that I first met Safdar Hashmi. Our group,
Workshop Theatre, which was formed after a workshop with Badal
Sircar was rehearsing for William Hinton’s, Fanshen, a play
about communist revolution in a village in China. Safdar had
come to meet the late Sudhanshu Mishra. He sat through our
rehearsal and gave many suggestions. Our group contained
people, most of whom later migrated to Television — Sudhir
Mishra, Sushmita Mukherjee, Bina Pal, Anil Mehta. Only Anamika
Haksar and I stuck on to theatre. But the two years that we
did street theatre were full of intensity. Our most memorable
production was Badal Sircar’s Bhooma, for which Badal Da
himself came specially to Delhi to do a workshop with us.
Often people wept in our shows, and so did we, shamelessly,
while performing. Although I was also performing in the
Proscenium Arch, this liberty one could only take in a street
play. When we came in touch with M.K. Raina, most of Workshop
Theatre members opted to work in his Street Production of
Juloos and later in Spartacus & Mother.

Qur first test of our beliefs came when Raina took our
performance of Mother to the Brecht International Festival
held in Calcutta in 1978. There we were greeted by the biggest
floods in the last 100 years of the city. While our street
plays dealt with the underdog and deprived sections of society
we were confronted with a dilemma. The floods created a pool
of neck deep water around the Dharamshala that we stayed in.
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The water remained for three days and we were holed up on the
first floor at the same time that the pavement dwellers were
living all around the Dharamshala with their aluminum utensils
floating before their eyes . We were helpless — unable to
offer them refuge in our own rooms. What kind of street
theatre were we doing? We often debated on whether doing plays
was enough and whether it should not be supplemented with
social work. The answers came much later when Maya Rao,
Anuradha Kapoor and myself met by chance at SRC and decided to
form Theater Union. Later we co-opted fellow Prayog members
like Vinod Dua , Ein Lal and Ragini Prakash, along with women
activists like Urvashi Butalia and Sudesh Sehgal.

Our first play was prepared in association with several
women’s groups. It was called Balatkar Kanoon . The Rape Bill
was before a Select Committee, whose recommendation would be
considered before it became an Act. We examined the bill,
discovered the lacunae as well as the strengths. We created a
play which would warn the select committee about the loop
holes while educating the common women about their rights as
per the Bill. During this play we had an opportunity to
interact with social workers who worked in the very
communities that we performed in. Needless to say this gave us
more satisfaction. Much 1later TU prepared a play on
Multinational Drug Companies who were dumping in the Third
World, all those drugs which were banned in the Developed
World. This play we prepared in association with Voluntary
Health Association of India and got lot of information from
Mira Shiva. This information we used to create an educative
play in a comic vein. This play too was a useful supplement
for medical workers. We also did our bit by distributing
printed literature at the end of the show. However, by now the
debate on whether a street theatre group should also do social
work had resolved itself. It had now dawned on us that we were
performers and we should stick to that. If we created a
consciousness in just a few people it would spread to others
by conduction.



Some times people had created doubts amongst us about the
reach of street theatre. Television was cited as a medium with
a greater reach. One still remembers a talk that Safdar Hashmi
gave at the Jawahar Lal Nehru University City Auditorium which
was so prophetic. At that time few people owned TVs. There was
only one Doordarshan channel and no private channels. Hashmi
warned that TV will create antisocial vibes. While performing
arts are a community affairs and bring many people under one
roof the television will devided people by restricting them to
their homes. He cited the example of people who visit homes of
Television owners. Often the host spoke to his guest by using
his ear as his mouth. Since his mouth was turned away as he
himself had his eyes glued to Television. Ofcourse he saw a
deliberate conspiracy in this and felt that television had
been created to divide people, to break up communities and to
destroy the collective spirit. So inspired was I by what he
said that I went up to the stage to congratulate him.

But the real truth about TV having a greater reach has been
resolved in my mind by history. The answer 1lies 1in
credibility. A human being looking into your eyes and
delivering a messages has greater credibility than an
electronic media supported by vested interests and money
power. When we did the play against Bride burning, just 200
shows were enough to create Media & Government attention on
the issue. Soon the issue was seen everywhere in newspapers on
television in and in films. Mera Devan’s award winning film on
Bride Burning, used our play’s sound track interspersed with
her own visuals. Theatre Union performed shoulder to shoulder
with Jan Natya Manch at many venues. There we got to see each
others plays — appreciate and criticise each others work.
While Safdar appreciated the choreography and aesthetics of TU
productions, he felt that the message was not direct. We felt
that Janam plays were hard hitting but some times (not always)
there was a poster effect. Though I must say Janam productions
have been changing over the years and the last play that I saw
looked like a Theatre Union play to me. Since TU had



performers who also acted on the proscenium stage our
productions were bound to be different. However this I am
talking about the eighties. Now Janam has also performed on
stage — it 1is alive and kicking while Theatre Union has gone
into hibernation.

I still remember how it was considered a taboo for a street
theatre worker to perform on stage. The first time I remember
Safdar showing an interest about problems of Proscenium
theatre was when the Bombay police act was introduced in Delhi
and theatre workers were up in arms against it. Said Hashmi in
a seminar specially organised against it; “this was the first
step towards government censorship of theatre”. I was
particularly agitated about it since I felt that police was
ill equipped to understand the nuances of theatre. Little did
I realise at that time, that in effect, given the usually
inefficiency of the official machinery, getting a police
license, irritating though it may be, was just another
formality to be completed. Also, street theatre, which had the
maximum potential of a political irritant was outside the
purview of a performance license since these performance were
not in an auditorium. Yet Hashmi spoke most ardently followed
by M.K. Raina who had a foot in both the boats.

Street theatre does not mean just taking up any issue ,
assembling a bunch of enthusiasts, and converging the first
street corner one comes across. It may take months to write a
nukkad natak script. Workshop Theatre took three months to
translate Badal Sircar’s Bhooma and six months to further
evolve the play! An issue may arise from a slum. It may be
wife beating, or a drunkard husband, or a middle class dowry
problem. It is chosen, by a general consensus, workshop
sessions are organised and a script is evolved keeping in mind
the target audience. Few people know that Badal Sircar’s
Juloos has been performed in Pakistan as well. Street theatre
has attracted a few people because of the romanticism involved
in the whole exercise. Since they are often exposed, the



police which never, likes references to its own brutalities,
often tries to stop the performances. Sometimes even the
audience gets pulled up because of the personal, one to one
relation ship that this medium tries to establish. When the
police tried to stop a performance of Juloos by Prayog at
Connaught Place’s central park, more than a decade ago, the
audience intervened on behalf of the performers and battled
with the police. Similarly, during the Emergency, when the
police stopped a street performance at Curzon Park, Calcutta,
the common people responded by turning up in thousands to
watch the same performance the next day. The romanticism,
however, wears off after some time. Only a few who are
genuinely committed stick to the movement. “If ever you do
street theatre, forget that you will be happy, forget that you
will be famous, forget that you will be rich,” warns Badal
Sircar. However, Safdar Hashmi’s unfortunate martyrdom has
changed all that. “people have become more conscious of a
performer’s right to perform. But Street Theatre which
appeared to be on the decline is bound to rise up again and
fight the menaces of social evils. Be it with plays like
Janam’s unforgettable Aurat or Theatre Union’s similarly
memorable Toba Tek Singh.

(This Article was first published by Jan Natya Manch and 1is
being republished to commemorate the IFA event at Studio
Safdar titled An Evening on Street Theatre in Delhi on Friday,
June 23, 2017)



