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| will never forget the day | got my first cell phone. | had asked my father for
permission beforehand and he had agreed, a fact that had surprised me, because
for some weird reason | thought he would not approve. | started doing research
work online. | cannot remember how many times | had browsed through the
‘Middle East and North Africa’ section in the official website of Nokia.(We are liv-
ing in K.S.A. at the time. A was to get my first ever cell phone and | wanted it to be
the most perfect one ever, fully fiudng all my requirements and most importantly
fitting into my father’s approved budget.

On a weekend, the day before | had a major Biology test in class and | was
busy preparing for it. My father came back from his office and dumped a pink co-
loured packet onto my lap. | did not have to open it or peep inside to know what
it contained. YES...!!! | had finally gotten my cell phone. Nokia 6131.

The next few hours was spent in texting every friend of mine announcing
that | finally have a phone. | would describe each and every feature of it to any-
body who would listen. | especially remember irritating my sister telling her every
alternate hour “You know, it has 16.7 million true colours.”

Payyannur.
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| used to continuously text my friends even when there
was nothing much to say just for the fun of it. The continuous
beep-beep of the SMS alerts used to drive my mother mad. |
used to tell her “See, it is useful. Every time She completes so
and so portion she will give me a missed call or send an SMS.
It is much better than making an actual call.” | do not remem-
ber exactly how she used to respond to that.

Time passed. My school life finally got over and | re-
turned to India for my higher studies. No matter where |
went to always carried my phone with me, and | mean even
passing from room to room. | did not want to miss opening
a message on time and not replying it soon enough. | had
disposed of my first ever sim card, my one and only Saudi
number, and had taken an Indian sim. In the six months that
followed my departure from Saudi and actual admission to
college my main phone contact was my mother. She used to
call me literally every day to ask how | was doing and how are
things regarding my admission to college etc.

| finally joined for Computer Science Engineering. One
of the first advices | got from my family regarding cell phone
usage was “Never attend calls from unknown numbers.” That
is something, which | still follow. In the beginning, | never
used to take my cell phone to college fearing that it might get
stolen. My classmates assured me that nothing of tha sort
would happen and | started bringing it to college.

After every working day when | got back home, | will HAVE to have an SMS
chat with each and every friend, otherwise the day would feel incomplete. The
chats will mainly be about events that happened that same day. It is a totally dif-
ferent experience recounting those events and laughing your heads off it. Despite
the fact that my elders kept reminding me “You just spent the entire day with them
and will see them again tomorrow. What more will you possibly have to tell them?”
| feel the need to contact them somehow. And by somehow | mean via my cell
phone. | guess it is a girl’s thing.

| was happy to see that every classmate of mine was always glued to their
cell phones just as | was, maybe even more, a fact that | constantly reminded my
family every time they complained | spend too much time playing with it. Then
came the season of sim cards being available at extremely cheap rates, like Rs. 20/
sim and in certain cases absolutely FREE! With more mobile operators emerging by
the day, all my friends were in a hurry to get a new sim card. One day | would hear
“So and so has got a good call rate so | am shifting to that.” Next day it would be “It
wasn’t as good as | thought. The network coverage is not good. So | am changing
to this one.” It became a common thing for one person to own multiple numbers.
Every other day | would get an sms saying “Hey this is me. This is my new number.”
99% of the time, these new numbers don’t stay and people just keep going back to
use their old numbers. | might even be the only person in my class who has stuck to
one number since the past three years.

| am not sure why | never felt the need to change my number. Maybe the in-
troduction of those fabulous SMS offers had something to do with it. | love texting
and have been recharging with these offers ever since they began. In fact, | just did
it again a couple of days back. Another reason why I did not go for anew number
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was because my international SMS rate is RE.1/sms. Since | got a good number of
contacts in KSA and UAE, this is an added bonus. Most of my friends get charged
with either Rs. 3 or 5 /SMS.

Everyday my phone would beep at least 20 times announcing the arrival
of forwards from my friends. Sometimes, these will be silly jokes or may be ultra
philosophical messages (both of which | mostly delete after reading, sometimes
even before that). Other times, these will be touching messages regarding love
and friendship, family values etc. Then there are also messages solely intended to
fool the reader. | do not make or receive much phone calls, its mainly just texting
for me. There were several times when | was jobless and | would simply text my
friends with “Hey! Vat r u doing?” or “I am sooooo bored...” And | will get really
excited if one of them responds, hence leading to an SMS chat.

| am about to step foot into my final year in college and | can honestly say
my cell phone usage has not deviated one bit. The hardest time for me was prob-
ably two years back when my phone had some problems and | had to get another
one. My major means of contacting others was lost. | felt like | was transported
back to stone age. Every year when | go to KSA for my visa renewal, one thing that
will make me sad is that | won’t be able to stay in touch with my buddies.

One of my best friend remains out of credit most of the time. Even though |
know that | will not get a reply from her, | will text her now and then with random
stuff. On my defense, | also text important things. The random texting which I just
mentioned only forms a minor case. | might even go to the extent of saying some
times texting with my phone is a means for me to express myself

Am | addicted to cell phone? | do not know.

O
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What a life!

Lacking safe.

Unbelievable stories.
Hyperbolic miseries.

Once has a look

ha, then caught by hook.
When she behold the man
with serious faces.

" Quickly have a ran

then to where? ha, into"

trapped h\,ouses.
Oh! What a life!
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Some
deepest
shallow

concerns

The playback intelligentsia of post
modern India, while scripting the na-
tion, has contributed yet another slo-
gan for the national culture, which is
no wonder, ‘survival of the profit’. So
far, the changes adapted by the land
of half naked fakirs and half dressed
bollywood begums were all part of
the worldly phenomenon of changes.
So did the commodity- culture, such
was its impact, that all the resources
including man and woman got tagged
in price as goods and commodities.
Amidst the evolution of diversities and
cultural nationalization, some more
pages both joyous and sorrowful get
added into the record book of history.

But by the beginning of the last
century, our ‘womanhood’ has been
hospitalized and from the very mo-
ment of entry, it has been undergoing
scanning of specialization under dif-
ferent titles like “‘Woman and politics’,
‘Woman and science’, ‘Woman and
media’, ‘Woman in literature’, “‘Woman
of literature’, ‘Woman of sports’ etc.
Though the scan reports were not up
to the mark, they played a vital role

in empowering and educating the
succeeding generations. The fair
sex has started rewriting the ex-
isting records and is framing new
theories. Disentangling on one side
is but becoming complicated on the
other and was not yet attained the
rhythm.

The society as a whole has
paid enormous amount os interest
as an impact of the non participa-
tion of women in setting the soci-
ety’s agenda. Day by day, more and
more hazards are sprouting, shak-
ing the balance of the society. Don’t
worry for the moment, for, we have
some women galaxies indulged in
the activity of illuminating the dark
aspects. Remember our concern
is neither a women free world nor
women’s only world. Also it does
not mean that men completely re-
sponsible for the growing anarchy.
A little of action as well as indiffer-
ence also constitute the issues. Take
for example, the situation in Kerala.
Here we can locate three types of
girls in schools and colleges. First




STILL THERE ARE MANY

FISSURES IN THE FOUNDATION

WHERE SPOTLIGHT HAS
NOT YET REACHED.

group consists of a studious network
confined in syllabus-texts and notes
that they don’t know any other aspect
of life. The second is the leisurely
team, for them life is an encyclope-
dia of enjoyments. The third group,
though less populated is socially,
politically and psychologically aware of
the prevailing situations in the world.
All are more creatively alive and alert.
The perspectives of the majority, here,
are encompassed and are revolving
around marriage, children, fashion
and costumes. Though there are many
women employees in every produc-
tive firm, they are either not willing

to interfere or are not concerned with
reforms. With all these pages of dis-
cussions and debates, the norms and
ideals of ‘what women ought to be’
perspective has been greatly revived
almost in favor of womanhood.

During this accession, we can-
not forget some great personages who
sacrificed their time and resources
to ease the path before the women.
They were really fighting against the
existing anti feminine aspects of the
society or we can say, they possessed
the guts through plunged in controver-
sies. In India there is seen a tendency
to blame ‘westernization’ for every
wrongs in the society. But many hearts
are there, praying for the western-
ization in dowry system (no dowry
system) which is still a curse of Indian
civilization. When relationship gets
measured in coins, life becomes more
and more mechanical. Profit becomes
the soul motive. And survival, the
password.

One of the philosophic inter-
pretations on the creation is that the
God has created human beings in the

language of science, in the language
of mathematics — adding, subtracting,
multiplying and dividing.

Small wonder, if life become a
see-saw of loss and gain. From bis-
cuits to brides everything is meant on
calculations. Conferences cry for val-
ues and morality through words and
less by deeds as if they are waiting for
a magician with a wand. Psychologi-
cally, the primary motives of human
beings are food, drink, warmth and
shelter but their secondary objec-
tives are friendship, freedom, honor,
power, wealth, fame, love etc. Lack
of primary concerns will end up in
physical revolutions whereas the lack
of secondary objectives create mental
conflicts. The theory is applicable
equally on men and women. Still
there are many fissures in the foun-
dation where spotlight has not yet
reached.

Assaults, molestations and
murders occupy a major portion of
our media and have become ‘not
a news’ at all. Victimization gets
naturalized. But the Murdochisa-
tion of these serious happenings are
retarding the progress of all institu-
tions even this era of scientific and
technological advancement. Even
the court-judges ask women to take
care of themselves. From time im-
memorial, social safety of women is
a headache for almost all the civiliza-
tions, still, an effective system is not
launched. The social scientists are
writing, re writing, discussing and
debating on the matter treating it
as a mere subject under discussion,
instead of choking out the remedies.
Remedies are there, but in principles
and mostly not in practices. But as
women, we have many other Kodak
moments. The rising star among writ-
ers, the Indian born Chetan Bagath
portrays powerful female characters
with potential and guts apart from
the stereotype feminine images, that
too from Indian background. o
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Some Wandering Thoughts
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There were uncles, grand uncles who had loud voices
and who were pampered rotten by the women folk but
it looked kind of patronizing on the part of the women,
now I realize the women were playing the part to keep
their already sagging dignity intact- a mere ploy.
Memoir of an old student.

4§ ZAHEERA RAHMAN
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When growing up the gender difference was not too evident to my uncritical eye.
Everything was so very aristocratically English and to top it matriarchal of the Mala-
bar Muslim community and so suppression of women wouldn’t have been too evi-
dent to a naive girl’s eyes. There were uncles, grand uncles who had loud voices and
who were pampered rotten by the women folk but it looked kind of patronizing on
the part of the women or so it seemed to me then, now | realize the women were
playing the part to keep their already sagging dignity intact- a mere ploy.

When | was at school during the 70s | did not so much feel the insecurity of
being a girl. It could not have been because there were no rules restraining women
for the prevalent conception has always been women must curb her visibility as
much as she can, not laugh aloud like the men folk, imprison her gait and gestures
to the extent that it begins to look awkward, not play freely with boys, restrain the
unruly hair; hundreds of such unwritten rules which | had to follow. However, my
father though a great believer in propriety did not let me feel | was the weaker

- miled. |WOMY
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sex, he sent me to the same school as
my brothers went to, valued my coun-
sel , had adult to adult conversations
with me and perhaps | grew up health-

THE THREE TIMES COLONIZED
CREATURE DID EXIST AS THE
MUSLIM WOMAN IN A THIRD

ily gendered in a way undeterred by
dominant discourses. As a child you
are freer to choose. | went to school
at the cosmopolitan Kendriya Vidya-
laya where we spoke all languages and
interacted openly and | for one didn’t
realize | was of a different gender from
my male classmates. | was not told to
beware of the opposite sex. Nor did
we generally speaking project our sex-
uality, until we actually grew up into
young adults and naturally developed
sexual instincts. We were deprived of
the modern age training to ooze sexu-
ality at six if you are a female.

When in my 20s | was a stu-
dent at Farook College though there
might have been rules restricting the
female, but | didn’t feel the burden
of my sex so much that | needed to
protest. The teachers never hesitated
when they had to choose between
a male and a female student, and |
and most of my female classmates
were often encouraged to take the
lead despite being women. Never-
theless there must have been female
students who might have had strong
views about being a female and felt
some of the segregating rules hard to
swallow and had to make themselves
look comic and ludicrous to project
themselves as emancipated females
in a male ruled world. The three
times colonized creature did exist as
the Muslim woman in a third world
country.

All most all the Muslim girls
wore a veil and | copied the major-
ity without question. Until then I had
not been told wearing the veil was
an integral part of one’s religion for

WORLD COUNTRY.

women. My father was a devote
Muslim but he had told us that
there were more important things
as humanity, modesty and hon-
esty and if you entertained these
qualities it would be reflected in
the way you related to people and
behaved in public. Dressing would
naturally be modest if you thought
modest and not vice versa, besides
dress codes and the value system
did not merely pertain to women.
To me therefore, the veil was then
more of a fashion statement and
not something forced upon me
and | didn’t bother much if my veil
slipped.

The fact that as a woman
I didn’t question these sartorial
conventions until later when | was
ordered to follow them shows how
well as a woman | had internal-
ized these apparently innocuous
euphemistically constructed codes
women are persuaded to follow.
But it was also a bit different then,
religion was then not so much of a
politicized entity then as it is now
and many of these rules did not
come sugar coated making it seem
women enjoy better freedom now
when they do not and they are
now even more intellectually re-
pressed with male ideologies and
male desires ruling the roost.

When | started working as
a college lecturer | noticed that it
is the common perception in the




HOW EVIL AND PREDATORY
MEN MAKE THEMSELVES SEEM
BY IMPOSING CERTAIN DRESS
CODES ON WOMEN.

community that only women who
cover themselves up without a strand
of hair showing are considered chaste.
I have also noticed that in certain
spaces when you go around without
bandaging your bust, you are imme-
diately perceived as loose or modern.
Modern if your attire is rich and loose
if your clothes are cheap. Men who
look askance at your slipping veil are
actually not so obsessed with morals;
they are just quicker in noticing your
physicality.

Why do the female embrace the
extremes now? | can only see young
girls catering to the male dictum of
either covering up from top to toe in
black gowns or exposing in skimpy
dresses to delight the roving eye. The
vantage point is always the male —
cover from head to foot so that the
male is not tempted, expose so that
the male can fantasize. How evil and
predatory men make themselves seem
by imposing certain dress codes on
women. Women tend to grab some
of these directives as a life-line when
they come disguised in the form of
security, salvation or insulation against
evil temptations, especially in a world
in which discourses say that man’s
natural libido is too difficult to control
and women again ‘naturally’ blessed
with immense capacity to suffer can
only be protected from man’s raw
sexual hunger(even if he were living
in civilization for 1000s of years) only
if she is bundled up in loose garments
with no delicious flesh showing. The
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rule meant as a protection in wartime
for women against men of a ruthless,
wild race stands good for the 20th
century men and women who have
practicing culture and control for at
least 14 centuries!

In affluent societies women
find fulfillment with financial support
of her sufficiently well- off father and
‘modern’ husband. They do seem to
live a contended life, uncomplicated
and not a part of the larger warring
society. However there are times
when like men, women do not live
by bread alone and then when she
needs to fulfill her inner potential
she finds the environment hostile, an
environment, that she conspired to
create with her complicit silence.

How would she who cooks for
pleasure, travels often to luxury spots
and has her beauty nap every noon,
understand female woes? The woes
of women for whom life is a long bat-
tle to keep her husband and children
well fed clean and happy (and do not
believe the ads and think it is as easy
and glamorous as opening a tin or a
bottle and pouring the contents into a
container or vessel) with endless fill-
ing of tiffins, washing dishes, clothes,
cleaning, organizing, running errands
and finally rushing to the workplace
forgetting to drink her tea.

There are several instances
of working women being tortured
because she has trespassed into male
territory, travelling women subjected
to endless miseries, women endur-
ing insults at the workplace to avoid
further humiliation; many of the
injustices we are unaware of for there
have been for centuries unquestioned
social discourses that endorse these
‘crimes’.

All this unfairness has been
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overlooked for a longtime that it is
normal for young women to con-
sider it magnanimity on the part of
prospective grooms to permit them
to continue their studies after mar-

WOMEN ARE BRANDED AS
CRYBABIES AND DUNCES BY THE
ENTERTAINMENT INDUSTRY EVEN
WHEN COUNTLESS

riage. My brilliant female students
beg me not to have extra classes on
Saturdays for it would mean asking
the mother in law or father in law

for an extra favour. How odd that the
female as the daughter —in -law has
to beg for a space to move in when
the male as son-in —law is presented
with luxury cars to speed in? And we
keep denying there is segregation. But
then these discourses have been so
commonly unquestioned that what
seems outrageous is the order of the
day. For instance a gentleman argu-
ing for polygamy so earnestly related
an example of a married man who
wouldn’t give up his lecherous ways.
He was persuaded to marry a second
time but there was no end to his reck-
less lust and he was offered a third
and fourth wife. This reportedly made
him relatively harmless. The other-
wise sane and sober gentleman who
related this smugly announced that
the option should be made available
to all that peace reigns in society; the

term legal prostitution didn’t occur to

him either.

Some women are willing to sac-
rifice their lives to keep their dissolute
partners happy and such women are
considered noble and virtuous. | have
often wondered how women can be
termed noble when she encourages
lazy ineffectual men to remain so and
propagate the message that women
are ever ready to support redundancy
in slothful men!

Women may now have the
equality and freedom she didn’t ask
for- there are no separate queues for

WOMEN CLIMB PEAKS OF
VICTORY IN EVERY FIELD.

women when she is hurrying home
from work but there are still dan-
gers lurking in the dark for women,
there are soppy serials galore to
entertain her and she has learnt to
mould her intellect to accept the
soppy stuff. Many women are mak-
ing the most of their ill won free-
dom by embracing the comforts of
a sedentary life style in front of the
idiot box too tired to be troubled
about the consequences and only
to be made objects of mockery.
Women are branded as crybabies
and dunces by the entertainment
industry even when countless
women climb peaks of victory in
every field.

Why | should have remained
not too concerned about women’s
liberation except as literature
should be attributed to the fact
that | have been lucky with the
men in my immediate family and
selfishly | didn’t worry about
the rest of my species. The gap
between different categories of
women makes it almost impossible
for women who really struggle to
find a niche for themselves to be
heard or seen. Do not aspire to be
more than what you are designed
to be by the dominant male dis-
course (and sometimes female), is
the loud message.

o

Zaheera Rahman,
Teacher & author
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The Homemaker

M. Labeeba
(M.A. English)

“In those days, my world shrinks to the size of a peanut.
One day when | got out of my bedroom

I could hardly breath

From now on, | lose my voice too...”

This was the costatnt sob of grief in her heart who can
answer to these ‘cept me thiz deceive?

“Remember the days when you were on the cloud nine
All the dreams and you are doomed

Barrenness of the mind is the key.”

What? She stood up pestrified

Is this the man who talked of all glories of

love of all the beauties in the world, rapturously?

Isn’t there any chance to escape from

This deviled world?

Not evean a chance?

Worn out, she fell down to the floor

But who can answer to her queries

‘cept me, the cheat?
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T. Brincy
(B.A. English)

Oh! Youth
The most colorful,
Once, you were adding life to life
You were the one to act
And you were the one to change
Al eyes were on you
And you were able to lift the world.
But today,
Your shoulders are weak
You are not at all the one
Who can lead the world.
You are searching
New pleasures of life
Sacrificing the life of your life,
And others too.
But you have to wake up with full vigour.
And be a torch bearer -
For the new comers, to goodness.




