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FOREWORD

The National Curriculum Framework, 2005, recommends
that children's life at school must be linked to their life outside
the school. This principle marks a departure from the legacy
of bookish learning which continues to shape our system and
causes a gap between the school, home and community. The
syllabi and textbooks developed on the basis of NCF signify
an attempt to implement this basic idea. They also attempt to
discourage rote learning and the maintenance of sharp
boundaries between different subject areas. We hope these
measures will take us significantly further in the direction of
a child-centred system of education outlined in the National
Policy on Education (1986).

The success of this effort depends on the steps that school
principals and teachers will take to encourage children to reflect
on their own learning and to pursue imaginative activities and
questions. We must recognise that, given space, time and
freedom, children generate new knowledge by engaging with
the information passed on to them by adults. Treating the
prescribed textbook as the sole basis of examination is one of
the key reasons why other resources and sites of learning are
ignored. Inculcating creativity and initiative is possible if we
perceive and treat children as participants in learning, not as
receivers of a fixed body of knowledge.

These aims imply considerable change in school routines
and mode of functioning. Flexibility in the daily time-table is
as necessary as rigour in implementing the annual calendar
so that the required number of teaching days are actually
devoted to teaching. The methods used for teaching and
evaluation will also determine how effective this textbook
proves for making children's life at school a happy experience,
rather than a source of stress or boredom. Syllabus designers
have tried to address the problem of curricular burden by
restructuring and reorienting knowledge at different stages
with greater consideration for child psychology and the time
available for teaching. The textbook attempts to enhance this
endeavour by giving higher priority and space to
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opportunities for contemplation and wondering, discussion
in small groups, and activities requiring hands-on experience.

The National Council of Educational Research and
Training (NCERT) appreciates the hard work done by the
Textbook Development Committee responsible for this book.
We wish to thank the Chairperson of the advisory group in
Languages, Professor Namwar Singh and the Chief Advisor
for this book, Professor Amritavalli for guiding the work of
this committee. Several teachers contributed to the
development of this textbook; we are grateful to their
principals for making this possible. We are indebted to the
institutions and organisations which have generously
permitted us to draw upon their resources, material and
personnel. We are especially grateful to the members of the
National Monitoring Committee, appointed by the Department
of Secondary and Higher Education, Ministry of Human
Resource Development under the Chairmanship of
Professor Mrinal Miri and Professor G.P. Deshpande, for their
valuable time and contribution. As an organisation committed
to systemic reform and continuous improvement in the quality
of its products, NCERT welcomes comments and suggestions
which will enable us to undertake further revision and

refinement.

Director
New Delhi National Council of Educational
20 November 2006 Research and Training

(iv)
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ABOUT THE BOOK

This textbook for Class XII English course has been developed
on the basis of the recommendations made in the National
Curriculum Framework 2005. It follows the design of the
Class XI textbook, Hornbill, published in 2006.

The prose selections aim to provide exposure to a wide
variety of genres and themes, and writing from different parts
of the world. They take into account the interests of young
adults while making them aware of the socio-political issues
that they will confront as they step into the world outside
school. The tasks that follow the units provide opportunities
for the development of language skills.

Three short stories, representative of fiction from different
parts of the world - French, Swedish and British, have been
included. Alphonse Daudet’'s The Last Lesson deals with
the theme of language imposition and language loyalty,
Selma Lagelerof’s The Rattrap, captures the basic goodness
in a human being in the face of material temptations and
A.C. Barton’s Going Places explores the theme of adolescent
hero-worship and fantasising.

Two of the non-fiction pieces are biographical and two
autobiographical. Of the two biographical pieces, Indigo, an
excerpt from Louis Fischer’s Life of Mahatma Gandhi
portrays Gandhi in action, helping peasants secure legal
justice and the excerpt from Anees Jung’s Lost Spring is an
account of the lives of street children, a contemporary reality
that youngsters need to be made sensitive to.

The autobiographical piece by William Douglas, a lawyer
who was a close associate of Franklin Roosevelt, deals with
his personal experience of overcoming the fear of swimming.
The second autobiographical account is by Asokamitran
writing in a humorous vein about his years in the Gemini
Studios.

The Introduction from The Penguin Book of Interviews
edited by Christopher Silvester has been included to
introduce pupils to the subject of media writing. This is
accompanied by a recent newspaper interview with Umberto
Eco by Mukund Padmanabhan.
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Each Unit is interspersed with ‘Think as you read’
questions to check factual comprehension. This is followed
by end-of-unit global questions and text-related issues to
be taken up for discussion. Language work on vocabulary
and sentence patterns is followed by writing tasks. Useful
vocabulary is presented at the beginning of each unit for
learners to notice them in the text and understand their
meaning from the context. Annotations are added where
necessary. ‘About the unit’ highlights the points of focus in
the tasks section following each text.

The poetry section has six poems. A short excerpt from
Keats’ Endymion has been chosen to give pupils a taste of
classical poetry, lines which have universal appeal and eternal
value. Robert Frost’s A Roadside Stand is on the rural-urban
economic divide. The other four poems are by reputed
contemporary poets including two women, Kamala Das and
Adrienne Rich. While the theme of Das’ poem, My Mother at
Sixty-sixtouches a personal chord of looking objectively at a
close relative, Rich’s poem, Aunt Jennifer’'s Tigers, gives
expression to the voice of women stifled by the institution of
marriage. Stephen Spender’s poem on An Elementary School
Classroom in a Slum sensitively brings out the disparity
between the formal education system and the reality of the
lives of the poor. The poems are followed by ‘noticing’ items
which indicate the elements that deserve special attention in
the classroom.

The tasks in the poetry section encourage pupils to enjoy
aesthetic writing and evoke subjective responses to the
language of poetry.

(vi)
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THE CONSTITUTION OF
INDIA

PREAMBLE

WE, THE PEOPLE OF INDIA, having
solemnly resolved to constitute India into a
'[SOVEREIGN SOCIALIST SECULAR
DEMOCRATIC REPUBLIC] and to secure
to allits citizens :

JUSTICE, social, economic and
political;

LIBERTY of thought, expression, belief,
faith and worship;

EQUALITY of status and of opportunity;
and to promote among them all

FRATERNITY assuring the dignity of
the individual and the ’[unity and
integrity of the Nation];

IN OUR CONSTITUENT ASSEMBLY
this twenty-sixth day of November, 1949 do
HEREBY ADOPT, ENACT AND GIVE TO
OURSELVES THIS CONSTITUTION.

1. Subs. by the Constitution (Forty-second Amendment) Act, 1976, Sec.2,
for "Sovereign Democratic Republic” (w.e.f. 3.1.1977)

2. Subs. by the Constitution (Forty-second Amendment) Act, 1976, Sec.2,

for "Unity of the Nation" (w.e.f. 3.1.1977)
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1 The Last Llesson [x]

12074CHO1
About the author

Alphonse Daudet (1840-1897) was a French novelist
and short-story writer. The Last Lesson is set in the
days of the Franco-Prussian War (1870-1871) in which
France was defeated by Prussia led by Bismarck.
Prussia then consisted of what now are the nations of
Germany, Poland and parts of Austria. In this story the
French districts of Alsace and Lorraine have passed
into Prussian hands. Read the story to find out what
effect this had on life at school.

Notice these expressions in the text.
Infer their meaning from the context

e ingreatdread of e inunison
e countedon e agreatbustle
o thumbed at the edges e reproach ourselves with

I started for school very late that morning and was in great
dread of a scolding, especially because M. Hamel had said
that he would question us on participles, and I did not
know the first word about them. For a moment I thought of
running away and spending the day out of doors. It was so
warm, so bright! The birds were chirping at the edge of the
woods; and in the open field back of the sawmill the
Prussian soldiers were drilling. It was all much more
tempting than the rule for participles, but I had the
strength to resist, and hurried off to school.

When I passed the town hall there was a crowd in
front of the bulletin-board. For the last two years all our
bad news had come from there — the lost battles, the draft,
the orders of the commanding officer — and I thought to
myself, without stopping, “What can be the matter now?”
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Then, as I hurried by as fast as I could go, the
blacksmith, Wachter, who was there, with his apprentice,
reading the bulletin, called after me, “Don’t go so fast,
bub; you’ll get to your school in plenty of time!”

I thought he was making fun of me, and reached
M. Hamel'’s little garden all out of breath.

Usually, when school began, there was a great bustle,
which could be heard out in the street, the opening and
closing of desks, lessons repeated in unison, very loud, with
our hands over our ears to understand better, and the
teacher’s great ruler rapping on the table. But now it was
all so still! I had counted on the commotion to get to my
desk without being seen; but, of course, that day everything
had to be as quiet as Sunday morning. Through the window
I saw my classmates, already in their places, and M. Hamel
walking up and down with his terrible iron ruler under his
arm. I had to open the door and go in before everybody. You
can imagine how I blushed and how frightened I was.

But nothing happened. M. Hamel saw me and said
very kindly, “Go to your place quickly, little Franz. We were
beginning without you.”

I jumped over the bench and sat down at my desk. Not
till then, when I had got a little over my fright, did I see
that our teacher had on his beautiful green coat, his frilled

The Last Lesson/3
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shirt, and the little black silk
cap, all embroidered, that he
never wore except on
inspection and prize days.
Besides, the whole school
seemed so strange and
solemn. But the thing that
surprised me most was to
see, on the back benches that
were always empty, the village
people sitting quietly like
ourselves; old Hauser, with
his three-cornered hat, the
former mayor, the former
postmaster, and several others besides. Everybody looked
sad; and Hauser had brought an old primer, thumbed at
the edges, and he held it open on his knees with his great
spectacles lying across the pages.

While I was wondering about it all, M. Hamel mounted
his chair, and, in the same grave and gentle tone which he
had used to me, said, “My children, this is the last lesson
I shall give you. The order has come from Berlin to teach
only German in the schools of Alsace and Lorraine. The
new master comes tomorrow. This is your last French
lesson. I want you to be very attentive.”

What a thunderclap these words were to me!

Oh, the wretches; that was what they had put up at
the town-hall!

My last French lesson! Why, I hardly knew how to
write! I should never learn any more! I must stop there, then!
Oh, how sorry I was for not learning my lessons, for seeking
birds’ eggs, or going sliding on the Saar! My books, that had
seemed such a nuisance a while ago, so heavy to carry, my
grammar, and my history of the saints, were old friends now
that I couldn’'t give up. And M. Hamel, too; the idea that he
was going away, that I should never see him again, made me
forget all about his ruler and how cranky he was.

Poor man! It was in honour of this last lesson that he
had put on his fine Sunday clothes, and now I understood

4 /Flamingo
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why the old men of the village were sitting there in the
back of the room. It was because they were sorry, too, that
they had not gone to school more. It was their way of
thanking our master for his forty years of faithful service
and of showing their respect for the country that was theirs
no more.

While I was thinking of all this, I heard my name called.
It was my turn to recite. What would I not have given to be
able to say that dreadful rule for the participle all through,
very loud and clear, and without one mistake? But I got
mixed up on the first words and stood there, holding on to
my desk, my heart beating, and not daring to look up.

I heard M. Hamel say to me, “I won’'t scold you, little
Franz; you must feel bad enough. See how it is! Every day
we have said to ourselves, ‘Bah! I've plenty of time. I'll
learn it tomorrow.” And now you see where we've come out.
Ah, that’s the great trouble with Alsace; she puts off
learning till tomorrow. Now those fellows out there will
have the right to say to you, ‘How is it; you pretend to be
Frenchmen, and yet you can neither speak nor write your
own language?’ But you are not the worst, poor little Franz.
We've all a great deal to reproach ourselves with.”

“Your parents were not anxious enough to have you
learn. They preferred to put you to work on a farm or at
the mills, so as to have a little more money. And I? I've
been to blame also. Have I not often
sent you to water my flowers
instead of learning your
lessons? And when I
wanted to go fishing,
did I not just give
you a holiday?”

Then, from one
thing to another,
M. Hamel went on
to talk of the
French language,
saying that it was
the most beautiful

The Last Lesson/5
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language in the world — the
clearest, the most logical; that
we must guard it among us and
never forget it, because when a
people are enslaved, as long as
they hold fast to their language
it is as if they had the key to their
prison. Then he opened a
grammar and read us our lesson.
I was amazed to see how well I
understood it. All he said seemed
so easy, so easy! I think, too, that
I had never listened so carefully,

and that he had never explained [Think as you read
everything with so much patience.
It seemed almost as if the poor
man wanted to give us all he knew

1. Whatwas Franz expected to
be prepared with for school
that day?

beere going away, and to put it 2. Whatdid Franz notice that was

all into our heads at one stroke. unusual about the school that
After the grammar, we had a day?

lesson in writing. That day M. 3. What had been put up on the

Hamel had new copies for us, bulletin-board?

written in a beautiful round hand

— France, Alsace, France, Alsace. They looked like little
flags floating everywhere in the school-room, hung from
the rod at the top of our desks. You ought to have seen how
every one set to work, and how quiet it was! The only sound
was the scratching of the pens over the paper. Once some
beetles flew in; but nobody paid any attention to them, not
even the littlest ones, who worked right on tracing their
fish-hooks, as if that was French, too. On the roof the
pigeons cooed very low, and I thought to myself, “Will they
make them sing in German, even the pigeons?”

Whenever I looked up from my writing I saw M. Hamel
sitting motionless in his chair and gazing first at one thing,
then at another, as if he wanted to fix in his mind just how
everything looked in that little school-room. Fancy! For
forty years he had been there in the same place, with his
garden outside the window and his class in front of him,

The Last Lesson/7
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just like that. Only the desks and benches had been worn
smooth; the walnut-trees in the garden were taller, and
the hopvine that he had planted himself twined about the
windows to the roof. How it must have broken his heart to
leave it all, poor man; to hear his sister moving about in
the room above, packing their trunks! For they must leave
the country next day.

But he had the courage to hear every lesson to the
very last. After the writing, we had a lesson in history,
and then the babies chanted their ba, be bi, bo, bu. Down
there at the back of the room old Hauser had put on his
spectacles and, holding his primer in both hands, spelled
the letters with them. You could see that he, too, was crying;
his voice trembled with emotion, and it was so funny to
hear him that we all wanted to laugh and cry. Ah, how
well I remember it, that last lesson!

All at once the church-clock struck twelve. Then the
Angelus. At the same moment the trumpets of the
Prussians, returning from drill, sounded under our
windows. M. Hamel stood up, very pale, in his chair.
I never saw him look so tall.

“My friends,” said he, “I—I—" But something choked
him. He could not go on.

Then he turned to the blackboard, took a piece of chalk,
and, bearing on with all his
might, he wrote as large as he
could

“Vive La France!”

[Think as you read

Then he stopped and leaned 1. What changes did the order
his head against the wall, and, from Berlin cause in school
without a word, he made a thatday?
gesture to us with his hand — 2. How did Franz's feelings about

“School is dismissed — you M. Hamel and school change?
may go.”
8/Flamingo
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Understanding the text

1.

The people in this story suddenly realise how precious their
language is to them. What shows you this? Why does this
happen?

Franz thinks, “Will they make them sing in German, even the
pigeons?” What could this mean?

(There could be more than one answer.)

Talking about the text

1.

“When a people are enslaved, as long as they hold fast to their
language it is as if they had the key to their prison.”

Can you think of examples in history where a conquered people
had their language taken away from them or had a language
imposed on them?

What happens to a linguistic minority in a state? How do you
think they can keep their language alive? For example:

Punjabis in Bangalore
Tamilians in Mumbai
Kannadigas in Delhi
Gujaratis in Kolkata
Is it possible to carry pride in one’s language too far?

Do you know what ‘linguistic chauvinism’ means?

Working with words

1.

English is a language that contains words from many other
languages. This inclusiveness is one of the reasons it is now a
world language, For example:

petite — French
kindergarten - German
capital — Latin
democracy — Greek
bazaar - Hindi

The Last Lesson/9
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Find out the origins of the following words.

tycoon barbecue Zero
tulip veranda ski
logo robot trek
bandicoot

2. Notice the underlined words in these sentences and tick the
option that best explains their meaning.

(@) “What a thunderclap these words were to me!”
The words were
(i) loud and clear.
(ii) startling and unexpected.
(iii) pleasant and welcome.

(b) “When a people are enslaved, as long as they hold fast to
their language it is as if they had the key to their prison”

It is as if they have the key to the prison as long as they
(i) do not lose their language.
(ii) are attached to their language.
(iii) quickly learn the conqueror’s language.
(c) Don't go so fast, you will get to your school in plenty of time.
You will get to your school

(i) very late.
(ii) too early.
(iii) early enough.
(d) I never saw him look so tall.
M. Hamel (a) had grown physically taller
(b) seemed very confident
(c) stood on the chair

Noticing form

Read this sentence

M. Hamel had said that he would question us on participles.
In the sentence above, the verb form “had said” in the first
part is used to indicate an “earlier past”. The whole story is
narrated in the past. M. Hamel’'s “saying” happened earlier

10/Flamingo
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than the events in this story. This form of the verb is called the
past perfect.

Pick out five sentences from the story with this form of the verb
and say why this form has been used.

1.

Write a notice for your school bulletin board. Your notice could
be an announcement of a forthcoming event, or a requirement
to be fulfilled, or a rule to be followed.

Write a paragraph of about 100 words arguing for or against
having to study three languages at school.

Have you ever changed your opinion about someone or
something that you had earlier liked or disliked? Narrate what
led you to change your mind.

Things to do

1. Find out about the following (You may go to the internet, interview
people, consult reference books or visit a library.)
(a) Linguistic human rights
(b) Constitutional guarantees for linguistic minorities in India.
2. Given below is a survey form. Talk to at least five of your
classmates and fill in the information you get in the form.
S.No.| Languages Home Neighbourhood| City/Town School
you know | language language language language
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

RAsout tHe UniT ??ﬁ?’
THEME

The pain that is inflicted on the people of a territory by its
conquerors by taking away the right to study or speak their
own language.

The Last Lesson/11

2022-23



SUB-THEME
Student and teacher attitudes to learning and teaching.

READING COMPREHENSION

The comprehension check at the end of each section in the
unit helps pupils make sure that they have understood the
facts before they move on to the next section. One session of
forty minutes is likely to be enough for one section of the unit.
Pupils can read each section silently and discuss the answers
in pairs.

The questions at the end of the unit are inferential. These help
pupils make sense of the writer's intention in focussing on a
local episode and to comment on an issue of universal
significance. There could be a follow-up discussion on parts
for which students need explanation.

TALKING ABOUT THE TEXT
Topics to be discussed in small groups or pairs. This shall help
pupils think of issues that relate to the realities of the society
they live in. Gives scope for developing speaking skills in the
English language on varied issues. Fluency development.

WORKING WITH WORDS
To make pupils aware of

e the enrichment of the English language through borrowings
from the other languages.

e idiomatic expressions and figurative use of language.

NOTICING FORM

To make pupils notice tense form and understand the context
of its use.

WRITING
e Practice in a functional genre, e.g., bulletin.
e Argumentative writing on a topic related to their life at school.

e Narrating subjective experience discussing personal likes and
dislikes.

THINGS TO DO
Extension activity that will help pupils understand language
rights of citizens and the problems of linguistic minorities. Social
and political awareness.

12 /Flamingo
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2 lost Spring
Stories of Stolen Childhood

About the author
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Anees Jung (1964) was born in Rourkela and spent
her childhood and adolescence in Hyderabad. She
received her education in Hyderabad and in the
United States of America. Her parents were both writers.
Anees Jung began her career as a writer in India. She
has been an editor and columnist for major newspapers
in India and abroad, and has authored several books.
The following is an excerpt from her book titled Lost
Spring, Stories of Stolen Childhood. Here she analyses
the grinding poverty and traditions which condemn
these children to a life of exploitation.

Notice these expressions in the text.
Infer their meaning from the context.

® |ooking for e perpetual state of poverty
® slog their daylight hours e dark hutments
e roof over his head ® imposed the baggage on the child

‘Sometimes I find a Rupee in the garbage’

“Why do you do this?” I ask Saheb whom I encounter every
morning scrounging for gold in the garbage dumps of my
neighbourhood. Saheb left his home long ago. Set amidst
the green fields of Dhaka, his home is not even a distant
memory. There were many storms that swept away their
fields and homes, his mother tells him. That’s why they
left, looking for gold in the big city where he now lives.

“I have nothing else to do,” he mutters, looking away.

“Go to school,” I say glibly, realising immediately how
hollow the advice must sound.

“There is no school in my neighbourhood. When they
build one, I will go.”

2022-23



“If I start a school, will you come?” I ask, half-joking.

“Yes,” he says, smiling broadly.

A few days later I see him running up to me. “Is your
school ready?”

“It takes longer to build a school,” I say, embarrassed
at having made a promise that was not meant. But promises
like mine abound in every corner of his bleak world.

After months of knowing him, I ask him his name.
“Saheb-e-Alam,” he announces. He does not know what it
means. If he knew its meaning — lord of the universe —
he would have a hard time believing it. Unaware of what
his name represents, he roams the streets with his friends,
an army of barefoot boys who appear like the morning birds
and disappear at noon. Over the months, I have come to
recognise each of them.

“Why aren’t you wearing chappals?” 1 ask one.

“My mother did not bring them down from the shelf,”
he answers simply.

“Even if she did he will throw them off,” adds another
who is wearing shoes that do not match. When I comment on
it, he shulffles his feet and says nothing. “I want shoes,” says
a third boy who has never owned a pair all his life. Travelling
across the country I have seen children walking barefoot, in
cities, on village roads. It is not lack of money but a tradition
to stay barefoot, is one explanation. I wonder if this is only
an excuse to explain away a perpetual state of poverty.

I remember a story a man from Udipi once told me. As a
young boy he would go to school past an old temple, where
his father was a priest. He would stop briefly at the temple
and pray for a pair of shoes. Thirty years later I visited his
town and the temple, which was now drowned in an air of
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desolation. In the backyard, where lived the new priest, there
were red and white plastic chairs. A young boy dressed in a
grey uniform, wearing socks and shoes, arrived panting and
threw his school bag on a folding bed. Looking at the boy, I
remembered the prayer another boy had made to the goddess
when he had finally got a pair of shoes, “Let me never lose
them.” The goddess had granted his prayer. Young boys like
the son of the priest now wore shoes. But many others like
the ragpickers in my neighbourhood remain shoeless.

My acquaintance with the barefoot ragpickers leads
me to Seemapuri, a place on the periphery of Delhi yet miles
away from it, metaphorically. Those who live here are
squatters who came from Bangladesh back in 1971. Saheb’s
family is among them. Seemapuri was then a wilderness. It
still is, but it is no longer empty. In structures of mud, with
roofs of tin and tarpaulin, devoid of sewage, drainage or
running water, live 10,000 ragpickers. They have lived here
for more than thirty years without an identity, without
permits but with ration cards that get their names on voters’
lists and enable them to buy grain. Food is more important
for survival than an identity. “If at the end of the day we
can feed our families and go to bed without an aching
stomach, we would rather live here than in the fields that
gave us no grain,” say a group of women in tattered saris
when I ask them why they left their beautiful land of green
fields and rivers. Wherever they find food, they pitch their
tents that become transit homes. Children grow up in them,
becoming partners in survival. And survival in Seemapuri
means rag-picking. Through the years, it has acquired the
proportions of a fine art. Garbage to them is gold. It is their
daily bread, a roof over their heads, even if it is a leaking
roof. But for a child it is even more.

“I sometimes find a rupee, even a ten-rupee note,”
Saheb says, his eyes lighting up. When you can find a
silver coin in a heap of garbage, you don’t stop scrounging,
for there is hope of finding more. It seems that for children,
garbage has a meaning different from what it means to
their parents. For the children it is wrapped in wonder, for
the elders it is a means of survival.

One winter morning I see Saheb standing by the fenced
gate of the neighbourhood club, watching two young men
dressed in white, playing tennis. “I like the game,” he
hums, content to watch it standing behind the fence. “I go
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inside when no one is around,” he admits.
“The gatekeeper lets me use the swing.”
Saheb too is wearing tennis shoes
1 7  that look strange over his discoloured
shirt and shorts. “Someone gave them
to me,” he says in the manner of an
explanation. The fact that they are
discarded shoes of some rich boy,
who perhaps refused to wear
them because of a hole in one
of them, does not bother him.
For one who has walked
b barefoot, even shoes with a
hole is a dream come true. But
the game he is watching so
intently is out of his reach.
This morning, Saheb is on
his way to the milk booth. In
his hand is a steel canister.
“I now work in a tea stall down
the road,” he says, pointing in
the distance. “I am paid 800 rupees and all my meals.”
Does he like the job? I ask. His face, I see, has lost the
carefree look. The steel canister seems heavier than the
plastic bag he would carry so lightly over his shoulder.
The bag was his. The canister belongs to the man who
owns the tea shop. Saheb is no longer his own master!

“I want to drive a car”

Mukesh insists on being his own master. “I will be a motor

mechanic,” he announces.
“Do you know anything about cars?” I ask.

“I will learn to drive a car,”

[Think aswyou'read he answers, looking straight into

: S my eyes. His dream looms like a

1. Whatis Saheblookingforinthe - yjrase amidst the dust of streets

gaags dumps? Whers ishe that fill his town Firozabad,

S where has he come from? famous for its bangles. Every

2. Whatexplanations does the other family in Firozabad is

authgrofferforthechildren not engaged in making bangles. It is

wearingfootwear? the centre of India’s glass-blowing

3. IsSahebh king at th
tZa-:ta(IePEizgr\]Nm noee industry where families have
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spent generations working around furnaces, welding glass,
making bangles for all the women in the land it seems.

Mukesh’s family is among them. None of them know
that it is illegal for children like him to work in the glass
furnaces with high temperatures, in dingy cells without air
and light; that the law, if enforced, could get him and all
those 20,000 children out of the hot furnaces where they
slog their daylight hours, often losing the brightness of their
eyes. Mukesh’s eyes beam as he volunteers to take me home,
which he proudly says is being rebuilt. We walk down
stinking lanes choked with garbage, past homes that remain
hovels with crumbling walls, wobbly doors, no windows,
crowded with families of humans and animals coexisting in
a primeval state. He stops at the door of one such house,
bangs a wobbly iron door with his foot, and pushes it open.
We enter a half-built shack. In one part of it, thatched with
dead grass, is a firewood stove over which sits a large vessel
of sizzling spinach leaves. On the ground, in large aluminium
platters, are more chopped vegetables. A frail young woman
is cooking the evening meal for the whole family. Through
eyes filled with smoke she smiles. She is the wife of Mukesh’s
elder brother. Not much older in years, she has begun to
command respect as the bahu, the daughter-in-law of the
house, already in charge of three men — her husband,
Mukesh and their father. When the older man enters, she
gently withdraws behind the broken wall and brings her
veil closer to her face. As custom demands, daughters-in-
law must veil their faces before male elders. In this case
the elder is an impoverished bangle maker. Despite long
years of hard labour, first as a tailor, then a bangle maker,
he has failed to renovate a house, send his two sons to
school. All he has managed to do is teach them what he
knows — the art of making bangles.

“It is his karam, his destiny,” says Mukesh’s
grandmother, who has watched her own husband go blind
with the dust from polishing the glass of bangles. “Can a
god-given lineage ever be broken?” she implies. Born in
the caste of bangle makers, they have seen nothing but
bangles — in the house, in the yard, in every other house,
every other yard, every street in Firozabad. Spirals of
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bangles — sunny gold, paddy green, royal blue, pink, purple,
every colour born out of the seven colours of the
rainbow — lie in mounds in unkempt yards, are piled on
four-wheeled handcarts, pushed by young men along the
narrow lanes of the shanty town. And in dark hutments,
next to lines of flames of flickering oil lamps, sit boys and
girls with their fathers and mothers, welding pieces of
coloured glass into circles of bangles. Their eyes are more
adjusted to the dark than to the light outside. That is why
they often end up losing their eyesight before they become
adults.

Savita, a young girl in a drab pink dress, sits alongside
an elderly woman, soldering pieces of glass. As her hands
move mechanically like the tongs of a machine, I wonder if
she knows the sanctity of the bangles she helps make. It
symbolises an Indian woman’s suhaag, auspiciousness in
marriage. It will dawn on her suddenly one day when her
head is draped with a red veil, her hands dyed red with
henna, and red bangles rolled onto her wrists. She will
then become a bride. Like the old woman beside her who
became one many years ago. She still has bangles on her
wrist, but no light in her eyes. “Ek waqt ser bhar khana bhi
nahin khaya,” she says, in a voice drained of joy. She has
not enjoyed even one full meal in her entire lifetime —
that’s what she has reaped! Her husband, an old man
with a flowing beard, says, “I know nothing except bangles.
All I have done is make a house for the family to live in.”

Hearing him, one wonders if he has achieved what many
have failed in their lifetime. He has a roof over his head!

The cry of not having money to do anything except
carry on the business of making bangles, not even enough
to eat, rings in every home. The young men echo the lament
of their elders. Little has moved with time, it seems, in
Firozabad. Years of mind-numbing toil have killed all
initiative and the ability to dream.

“Why not organise yourselves into a cooperative?” I
ask a group of young men who have fallen into the vicious
circle of middlemen who trapped their fathers and
forefathers. “Even if we get organised, we are the ones

18/Flamingo

2022-23



who will be hauled up by the police, beaten and
dragged to jail for doing something illegal,”
they say. There is no leader among them, ﬁ
no one who could help them see things ( %
differently. Their fathers are as \%\
tired as they are. They talk
endlessly in a spiral that
moves from poverty to
apathy to greed and to
injustice.

Listening to them, I

see two distinct worlds—

one of the family, caught

in a web of poverty,

burdened by the ‘

stigma of caste in « 2

which they are , @ —

born; the other ((( (G(’. .::'

a vicious circle C—=

of the sahukars, — _

the middlemen, 4 %
the policemen, the keepers of law, the bureaucrats and
the politicians. Together they have imposed the baggage
on the child that he cannot put down. Before he is aware,
he accepts it as naturally as his father. To do anything
else would mean to dare. And daring is not part of his
growing up. When I sense a flash of it in Mukesh I am
cheered. “I want to be a motor mechanic,” he repeats. He
will go to a garage and learn. But the garage is a long way
from his home. “I will walk,” he
insists. “Do you also dream of _
flying a plane?” He is suddenly [Th'”k as you read
silent. “No,” he says, staring at
the ground. In his small murmur

1. What makes the city of
Firozabad famous?

there is an embarras.sment that 2. Mention the hazards of working
has not yet turned into regret. inthe glass bangles industry.

He is content to dream of cars 3. Howis Mukesh’s attitude to his
that he sees hurtling down the situation different from that of
streets of his town. Few airplanes his family?

fly over Firozabad

Lost Spring/19

2022-23



Understanding the text

1.

2.

What could be some of the reasons for the migration of people
from villages to cities?

Would you agree that promises made to poor children are rarely
kept? Why do you think this happens in the incidents narrated
in the text?

What forces conspire to keep the workers in the bangle industry
of Firozabad in poverty?

Talking about the text

1.
2.
3.

How, in your opinion, can Mukesh realise his dream?
Mention the hazards of working in the glass bangles industry.
Why should child labour be eliminated and how?

Thinking about language

Although this text speaks of factual events and situations of
misery it transforms these situations with an almost poetical
prose into a literary experience. How does it do so? Here are
some literary devices:

®* Hyperbole is a way of speaking or writing that makes
something sound better or more exciting than it really is.
For example: Garbage to them is gold.

* A Metaphor, as you may know, compares two things or ideas
that are not very similar. A metaphor describes a thing in
terms of a single quality or feature of some other thing; we
can say that a metaphor “transfers” a quality of one thing to
another. For example: The road was a ribbon of light.

* Simile is a word or phrase that compares one thing with
another using the words “like” or “as”. For example: As white
as snow.

Carefully read the following phrases and sentences taken from the
text. Can you identify the literary device in each example?

1. Saheb-e-Alam which means the lord of the universe is directly
in contrast to what Saheb is in reality.
2. Drowned in an air of desolation.
Seemapuri, a place on the periphery of Delhi yet miles away
from it, metaphorically.
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10.

11.

Asour e UniT

For the children it is wrapped in wonder; for the elders it is a
means of survival.

As her hands move mechanically like the tongs of a machine,
I wonder if she knows the sanctity of the bangles she helps make.

She still has bangles on her wrist, but not light in her eyes.
Few airplanes fly over Firozabad.

Web of poverty.

Scrounging for gold.

And survival in Seemapuri means rag-picking. Through the
years, it has acquired the proportions of a fine art.

The steel canister seems heavier than the plastic bag he would
carry so lightly over his shoulders.

Things to do

The beauty of the glass bangles of Firozabad contrasts with
the misery of people who produce them.

This paradox is also found in some other situations, for
example, those who work in gold and diamond mines, or carpet
weaving factories, and the products of their labour, the lives of
construction workers, and the buildings they build.

® Look around and find examples of such paradoxes.

e Write a paragraph of about 200 to 250 words on any one of
them. You can start by making notes.

Here is a