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Is it a punishment being a survivor?

- Piyush Mohanty

It was just a normal evening talk in the hostel on night of 17" December, 2013 when |
was just cynical about India’s condition in cricket as India lost the Test series from England.
Again a downslide, which has pushed India’s cricket to a dark corner in 2012. But soon one
of my friends questioned me about the occurrence of a barbaric rape in Delhi, which | was
quite unaware. We, as a country, has done also very little to stop all these. But the moment
| heard about the seventh rapist, which happened to be the rod, my blood started really
simmering. Even the stereotype ‘Yaamraj’ also does not give such a harsh punishment for
the sinners. Justice Krishna lyer has observed in a very famous case of Rafiq v. State :“A
murderer kills the body but a rapist kills the soul.”Think about the young girl of 23. What
had she done? Why was she punished? Why was she forced to be played by those six
brutes? All the questions have one answer, i.e., because our system has done very little to
keep up the security and safety of “ghar kii bahu aur betii”.

We have thought about the corrective actions numerous times and we have reached at
the same conclusion every time. Yes, there is an urgent need to change the psychic
condition of the society. Nothing else will help. Not any capital punishment or any life
imprisonment. Our society is as aware as we all are.

The one and only thing, which will help the situation improve is the change in the
psychology of the general mass. Everyone needs to be aware of the equality of men and
women. There is a need to change the attitude of the patriarch society. Mrs Prabha
Sridevan, former judge of Madras High Court highlighted this issue through some examples
in a public forum of The Hindu. She explained how a male judge from a court of California
said that rape never happens without the consent of the women. It really proves that what
we say as the western countries are way behind the civilization. If there is the consent of
woman, then why it will be called a rape! There is another judge from some court in US
who really made mockery of him when he said that it is quite legal to fire a lady employee
who is irresitively attractive. These examples are a few, which elucidates the sick mentality
that is prevalent in the society. What a girl wears, where she goes, what she does should be
completely her own private affair. Otherwise we are taking away the fundamental right to



‘live’, ‘express’ and ‘dignity’ out of her, which is quite unconstitutional. In India, we are
always a step ahead. First of all, we don’t want female kid, so we carry out female feticides.
Then when the left out female kid grows up, she is sexually offended in some or the other
way. | am really not able find the catch in it. Really we are showing to the world that we are
amoral as well as illogical. Our patriarch India is considered to be in the 5 worst places for
women in the world.

There is a need to change the attitude and the behavior we show to a victim after she
has gone through this physical and mental trauma. She is as good as a dead body as we
deem her to be after she becomes a victim of this heinous brutality. The accused does not
feel shame. But then a cloth is wrapped around the face of the victim because our hungry
media makes the life of the victim miserable. The victim is stigmatized. No one bothers
about how soon the judgment should come or what is the deserving punishment. No media
qguestions the law makers sitting in the dome-shaped building in the capital. It is really the
parody of the ordered society, which we are given by our fore fathers. We should run
campaigns to make people aware of it and make the victim feel being a part of society. This
victim can be any of us. Don’t wait till the water runs into your house.

The investigating police officer, the medical officer, the litigation officer all need to be
more patient, sensible and caring taking into consideration the mental and physical
condition of the victim. New Delhi has the highest number of sex crimes among India’s
major cities, with a rape reported on average every 18 hours. Seeing the mammoth-ness of
this crime, more number of fast-track courts shall come up. We can’t show step motherly
attitudes to the victims just because she was unable to resist the physical power of an
animal. She should not pay for the carnal desire of an unleashed unsocial animal. The
police officer and the doctors should try to restore the psychological and physical power of
the victim.

Really the time has come. The volcano has come out. Let this magma of activity and
awareness flow through the each human chain. If the lawmakers can make some
appropriate and prudent law, the law-abiders will stand by it certainly. Let us stop treating
the women as sex objects, be it in raunchy item numbers in bollywood or for any
commercial products. If we can certainly follow these certain rules to lead an ordered life,
our future generations will have a peaceful earth to cohabitate with each other.
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Iam a Woman

- Monalisa Behera

I am a daughter, a sister, a granddaughter, a niece, a friend.
I am a partner, a student, a young girl, and a grown woman.
I am confident and scared.

Terrified and excited.

I am loving and caring, and thoughtful and hopeful.
Sometimes I play with kids like a kid.
Sometimes I gossips with grandparents as their partners.
I am sick and tired.

I am shy and friendly and careful and careless.

I am broken and whole.

I am misunderstood, misguided and mislead.

I am hardworking and determined but a little scared on the inside.
I wish on stars and dream my dreams.

I pray to god and cry my tears.

I smile on outside while I am dying on the inside.

I listen to others who won’t listen to me.

I believe in passion but not true love.

I love you and sometimes I push you away.

I want you but not so close.

I am everything and nothing and nothing all at once
And all I want is for someone to care me, love me and respect me.

I am a woman and I am a woman...
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Gopala’s Mother

- Koushik Pandit

It’s a story of Kamala. She used to be the sole maid servant in the house of Mr Pandit.
She used to call Mrs Pandit as MemSaheb, who in turn used to call her by the name
“Gopala’s mother”. Gopala was her son’s name. She was sent from Memsaheb’s maternal
house for taking care. Soon Memsaheb gave birth to a son. She used to do baby-sit for the
son. Due to her sincere work, Mr and Mrs Pandit were very happy. So they used to present
her new sarees, aalta-sindur (signs of Hindu married women) and some cash as a perk,
along with 15 days of paid leave. It was the only time in the year when she used to go to her
home village, where her only son Gopala lived with his father, who was a van-puller. It is a
story when Gopala was only 10 years old. All day long, his father used to pull the van loaded
with food grains or railway passengers, and the little boy used to bunk his classes and play
marbles and other games in the muddy fields under the shadow of huge banyan trees near
the Shiva Mandir. At night, his father used to come drunk and out of his alcoholic
aggression, he used to beat Gopala very badly. He never cared for Gopala’s education or his
qguantum of meal. Sometimes Gopala preferred not to come back to home at night and
used to go to nearby villages where local open theatres were played all night long. But
seeing the kid’s absence, Gopala’s father turns into a demon and punches him as if he was a
sand bag. Gopala’s mother wasn’t aware of all these at all. When she used to visit them,
Gopala never told her about all his misery. Instead he was very happy by seeing his
mother’s face after a long time. She used to bring new clothes, some cheap plastic toys for
him. But it was her husband who demanded her of lot of money thinking she is enjoying
luxuries of residing in a town and saving all her monthly wages. She used to save her wages
in a bank account, thinking this will come into some help when Gopala will grow up and like
her mistress’s son Raja, he’ll also get admission in some good high school. But Gopala never
cleared admission test to 5™ class and he left schooling after his 3™ failed attempt and
started to work as a labourer at paddy fields under some miser big farmers.

In town, Gopala’s mother did not come to know all these. She can’t stay with her son
and husband as she has to earn for her son’s education. Days were passing by like this. Raja
grew up, finished schooling and was sent to some engineering college far from his
hometown. Gopala’s mother along with Raja’s mom, cried a lot when he departed. Soon
Gopala’s mother became older and also her need of staying at Raja’s house was finished.

More valid reason was that her working efficiency was diminishing day by day and Raja’s
parents thought it to be wastage of money. But they couldn’t just ask her to leave the job



and recruit a young maid without any proper reasoning. So one day, Raja’s mom made a
plan. She hid her gold ring and alleged Gopala’s mother for stealing that piece of gold. She
was not blamed implicitly but she could anticipate what actually her masters’ desires are.
So one night, taking all the blames in her name, Gopala’s mother left her last 18 year’s
residence in the darkness of night. Next morning, her masters took a breath of relief.

Months after Raja came back to his hometown for spending his vacation after 1°
semester. Not to anyone’s surprise, he started looking for Gopala’s mother as soon as he
stepped inside his house. His parents were prepared with their false story, accusing their
old faithful maid for stealing the gold ring. But Raja couldn’t believe in that. He was very
much disheartened and didn’t take lunch. Next day, he decided to visit the village where
Gopala and his father used to live in. He collected the address from his father’s contact
diary and reached the village. After day long searching and asking so many people, finally
he could meet with Gopala. He was informed that Gopala’s mother never came back to her
village. They were expecting her in the next month’s Durga Puja. In these last few months,
she has stopped sending them money. Raja was in immense pain and was ashamed of his
parent’s work. But he couldn’t tell him the real incident. As he was heading for railway
station, a postman came and gave a telegram in
Gopala’s hand. His face became filled with
anxiety. He showed that to Raja. “Plz visit the
address below asap. Your mother is seriously ill.”
Gopala availed the train along with Raja and
reached the address as it was written in the
telegram. It was another place in Raja’s
hometown. As they entered the house, an old
lady welcomed them. Being asked she said in a
wet voice, “Kamala was brought from streets to
this old-age home few months back by some of
our volunteers. All the time she used to keep
silence and on being asked, she only said that she
was not the stealer, throwing a blank look.”
“Where’s she now?”, Raja almost shouted. “She
passed away last night and today morning she was
taken to a cemetery.” A tear drop felt down from
Raja’s eyes as silence prevailed in the visiting room.
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