Vaduvur – 1965.



Vaduvur is a beautiful village at about fifteen kilometers from Mannargudi towards Thanjavur.  Irrigation from Kaviri canal is opulent for two crops of paddy, in addition to gram and pulses.  A large lake is there to store water.  A high school is there for the children to study.  Consistent with the proverb “Do not live in a place where there is no temple,” a large temple is there.  Present in the famous Kothanda Ramasamy Koil is Lord Rama armed with his bow along with Lakshmana and Seetha.  Vaduvur is rich with water resources and fertile land.



The house is built with a country-tiled roof, a front porch, a central structure with open yard in the middle with rooms on either side, a kitchen at the rear, a granary and a well behind it.  The floor is of Chettinad tiles.  It is silent in side without any signs of human life.  It is extremely clean inside.  The pillars shine with green paint.  The threshold and doors were swept very clean.  A swing is hanging in the central hall.



In spite of all these, there is no human activity in side the house.  Palani is all in all there.  His wife Kuppayee only sweeps and cleans the house.  Both of them are dwelling in a hut behind the orchard and looking after the house and the orchard. To maintain the accounts, Santhanam was there in the village.  When he comes he should be told to buy manure and other things.  Santhanam accounted all from coconut to husk.  He has to arrange then and there for the sale of Mangos and Pomegranates.   Thus even though there is no one in the house, these three are maintaining this 65 acres of orchard.



Nagarajan will come once in a year.   Hectic work will be there during the entire month he stays there.  He will enlist to Santhanam, what have to be done the next year and how much has to be the expenditure.  Then it will be up to Santhanam.  He will some how finish every thing told by Nagarajan.  Afterwards, only some occasional letters will come for help.  In Vaduvoor, orchard means it is Nagarajan’s orchard.



  Nagarajan’s father had served as Tahsildar of Mannargudi.  The land was bought at that time.  Then, there were only a few coconut trees in it; but as no one took care of them, the yield was poor.  After retirement, Nagarajan’s father and mother came there to stay.  The tiled house built in their times is still there now.



  Nagarajan was their only son.  Their fear, that there might be no one to perform their last rites, was mollified when Nagarajan joined duty at Serfoji College, Thanjavur after his employment at Chennai for some years on completion of his studies there; but their dream to see their grand children was not full filled till both of them passed away.  The things we chase in our life mostly elude us and the things we try to avoid persistently follow us. Life is like that!



 Santhanam is not in the village.  Palani and Kuppayee were talking about his trip to Thanjavoor.  It is not known why.  Palani is sixty years old.  Kuppayee is about fifty-five years.  Palani has had worked under Nagarajan’s father.  As he wanted to continue to be with him, Palani came to Vaduvur after the retirement and started living in the orchard.  He brought up Nagarajan from childhood.  In a way, it compensated his shortcoming of not being blessed with children.  To be a parent, is it a must to beget?



“Today, Santhanam Sir is said to have gone to Thanjavur... what is the matter?” this is Kuppayee.  On her trip to Vaduvoor to purchase household articles, she went to his house to see him.  Upon seeing her, Santhanam’s wife told her “Don’t know, Kuppayee.  Your master has sent him a telegram from Thanjavur to come immediately.  Puzzled what  could it be, he started and had gone.” 



In spite of being the wife of the teacher, she doesn’t know much about the worldly affairs.  She lives by herself and her family.  Other than that, she has much regard for Nagarajan only.  That too, he is a close friend and long time associate of Santhanam.  Although rich, his generous  nature is one reason. 



Palani too didn’t get any thing.  As the one who had been with Tahsildar, he showed some interest on the worldly affairs.  He is used to talk to others and know what is going on.



“Don’t know what...  A lot of confusion in four days...  Schools and colleges are said to remain closed...  Wherever you see they have written, down with Hindi and long live Tamil...   What do we understand?  People are talking some thing,” said Palani.



That’s all he knows.  When the Government delineated linguistic states, some people even advised it that it is wrong.   Several adverse results will follow.  The language tussle will grow stronger, they said.  But the Government did not bother about that.  There was no time for that.  Jawaharlal Nehru was the Prime Minister then.  His thoughts were too magnanimous and never silly.  Why should the people of a country quarrel because of language, after all?  Language should bridge the hearts of the people and should never cause disputes and quarrels by whipping up the emotions, he thought.



Mother tongue cannot be prohibited.  Like wise the global language English should not be ignored.  That will amount to self-destruction.  Apart from this, there need not be any objection to learn other languages by those who desire to learn them or those who think there are some opportunities in learning.  The Government considered this as the suitable norm and was proceeding with this policy.  



Many criticized  this.  They ranged from politicians to students.  Some times, the language issue would come to the forefront, pushing important issues to the back burner.  Like poverty, scarcity of rice, unemployment problem, so many economic problems were there.   In spite of these, the language issue reared its head now and then.



As a result, it happened as Palani stated.  The voice against Hindi was heard all over Tamilnadu.  As the proverb says, puffed rice was  available to empty mouth.  Without remaining calm and rationally thinking to take decision, they went to the streets.  It resulted in enormous loss of property, locked out shops, state of insecurity in transport.  Buses were burnt.  More painfully, some immolated themselves.  The state, which was a symbol of tranquility, was shattered.  All colleges and schools remained closed.  


*
*
*
*




The whole of Nagarajan’s college education was at Chennai only.  In spite of that, the city life didn’t suit to him.    After being employed at Loyola College for two years upon completing his M.A.degree , , he gave it up and joined as a lecturer at Serfoji College, Thanjavur.



Being a bachelor, he was asked by the college Principal to be the warden of one of the hostels.  He accepted it gladly.  Moving with young students was a pleasant experience.  As he was a historian, he kept the students attracted to him by telling them interesting incidents of history  His commanded respect all over , so much any student would think twice before opposing him .



Even then, several things have happened haphazardly that day.  So much news kept on coming, about some one immolating himself because of the zeal over Tamil, police lathi charge, firing, tear gas and so on.  To condemn this, all the students of Thanjavur were about to conduct a procession.  Since the morning of that day, there was a huge crowd.  As the police was afraid that the situation might go beyond control, it has deployed a significant number of personnel.  Still, would it be an easy task to control ten thousand students and others who had gathered  ?



It was planned to start from railway junction and to reach Thilagar Thidal where a meeting would be conducted.  Right from morning six o’clock  students started coming.  The procession was scheduled to start by nine o’clock.  In the mean time, Nagarajan went there just to see what is going on.  He asked himself why should he not go and see.   By chance, if the students of some colleges see him, they might not indulge in  violence.  Of course it proved to be a hope in vain.



Before he reached the junction  through a short cut, it was already nine o’clock.  Wherever you see, there was a huge crowd.  Students flooded the place as they were coming in waves.  The police was struggling to control the crowd.  In the mean time, an order came from the high command to the collector; to prevent some how or other, both the procession and meeting from taking place.  That was a tall order.  Only after the collector spoke to the S.P. on wireless, things started to turn bad   



Lathi charge and tear gas shelling were inflicted up on innocent students.  The student mass was shocked and started running helter skelter  \
Nagarajan was taken unawares by this unexpected turn of events.  The fleeing student mass pushed down Nagarajan who stood there casually..          

Only after struggling hard to get back on his feet, he sensed his lesions.  Scratches all over the face…  bleeding…  sever pain below the elbow of the left hand…  fear of possible fracture… dirt all over the pant and shirt.  It was pathetic, to look at him


Suffering intolerable pain, he hurried towards a compound wall near the junction and leaned on it to escape the crowd.  He couldn’t open his eyes due to the burning sensation caused by the tear gas.  The fleeing mass, the police and the cries of the injured were alarming.



Fifteen minutes elapsed some how.  Suddenly there was silence.  Tac…  Tac… He heard the sound of some one marching.  Nagarajan slowly opened his eyes and was able to see the khaki uniform.  Even before that he heard the voice “Oh! Is it our college professor?  Hello, Sir!  How come you happened to be trapped here?”  As Nagarajan opened his eyes wider, he saw Inspector Thanabalan coming.  He composed himself that there was nothing to fear hereafter, but the pain was acute.  There was enormous swelling in the left hand.  He was unable to respond with proper words…

“Heard about the mention of a meeting …  thought of just having a look …  Before I can cope up, the fleeing crowd pushed and stamped me down.  Tear gas also…  Thank God!  I was spared from a lathi charge by you.”

“Want that too!  Why are you making fun of us even at this time?  Some order from the higher ups…  Come on, I will arrange to drop you by jeep.”  Saying that he held Nagarajan by the arm.  “Ouch!!!”  Flinched Nagarajan.   What a pain!  I think the arm is broken…”

Inspector Thanabalan was taken aback.  “Oh!  I didn’t see that…  O.K.  Come on…  I myself will take you to the hospital.  He called a constable nearby, “ Look, Three-not-four!  Come on… Give a hand to Sir and bring him to…  I will get the jeep.”  Saying that he started moving.  Only then, Nagarajan began breathing calmly.

Nagarajan looked tired.  X-ray revealed the fracture of the hand.  After that, when bandaging the fracture with plaster and dressing of the other wounds were over, it was well past noon.  There were a lot of people injured in the crowd.  Several groups were speaking and deploring the tough attitude of the government.  They consisted a variety of people like students, parents, and public.

Inspector Thanabalan left, after bringing Nagarajan to the hostel. 
Upon seeing the state of Nagarajan, the students became more agitated .  His left hand was cradled in the bandage strap as a sleeping child.  All over his face there were yellow patches of medicine applied to the scratches.

Nagarajan pacified the students who had assembled in to a crowd.  “Went to spectate.  Things went wrong.  I didn’t even speak to any one.  What to do?  As the police lahi charged, the crowd started dispersing suddenly.  They pushed me down…  At present, it seems that there is no chance of the college functioning for one more week.  So, all of you get back to your respective home…  Let us see afterwards…”

“How come, Sir…  Can we leave you in this condition…?  This government, which subjected the students to be lathi charged witout any regard for their true feelings, should not be allowed to go scot free…” thundered an agitated student.

“What crime did we commit?  We just told not to impose a language.  Is this kind of violence the reply for that…?  This can’t   be accepted.  A similar meeting must be conducted another day…” This was a student’s wish.

While they were debating like this, the order has come from the college.  College hostels will remain closed indefinitely.  Student should vacate and leave immediately.  Even though they were angered more to hear that, all of them started moving towards their rooms, as there was no other go.  Nagarajan was tired.  He called the peon and asked him to send a message to Santhanam.  “Start immediately…”  
 

Santhanam and Nagarajan were classmates form their childhood.  Santhanam chose the teaching profession that he preferred.  Simple life.  Calm activities.  Attitude of thinking clearly about all and speaking only the relevant.  Says that the life should be lived with a practical outlook.  There won’t be any one in Vaduvur who didn’t know about Teacher Santhanam.  Stayed at his own house near the school with his wife Saroja.  Though there was the regret of not having a child to inherit, it was not exhibited.  Even though it was consoling to think about having so many children at school, will it compensate the satisfaction of begetting and bringing up a child?

Nagarajan was born in a rich family .  Only son.  Though he was brought up  half liberal and half strict, his education was not blighted.

The desire of smelling the native soil was so much to the extent of moving to the native place to serve as a college lecturer, with in two years of completion of studies at Chennai.  The age had crossed thirty.  Still there was no scope even for the mention about marriage.  He lost both his mother and father to a virus fever some years back.  After that, attachment in life vanished.  Accountant Raman and Teacher Santhanam took care of the farm income and expenses.  When Nagarajan came to stay during summer holidays, the farmhouse would be lively.  That’s all.  After that the same calmness, the same cleaning sounds.   Time was passing like this.

Teacher Santhanam could not understand any thing upon receiving the telegram “Start immediately.”  He took a bus and arrived at Thanjavur in half an hour.  It was about 7:00 P.M.  The whole town was passive.  There were not much of human activities.  Luckily, as a cycle rickshaw was available, he got into it and reached the Serfoji college student hostel.

Several students  have had left the hostel.  Some were ready to go to the bus stand.  Only on seeing all these,  Santhanam could guess what could have happened  Nagarajan’s room door remained open.  Entering in, Santhanam was shocked.  Ignoring the bright light, Nagarajan was sleeping.  The chaste face looked marred with injuries.  He was lying supine with the left hand on the chest.

As Santhanam slightly cleared his throat, Nagarajan woke up.

“Come… Santhanam… Come…  Started at once on getting the telegram…?  Be seated…” Showed a  chair.

“What’s this buddy? … ‘What’s this getup?” …  What happened?”  Santhanam asked questions upon questions before sitting.

Nagarajan narrated every thing that happened right from the morning.

“So much had happened…  Nothing is known in the village… Perhaps, only if it appears in the newspaper afterwards.  Right.  What can be done now…?  It seems to me definitely there is no use in being here…” 

“Yes…  they will close the hostel to night.  It will take some days to open.  It’s not known how many days it would be.  Shall we take a taxi and go to the village…”said Nagarajan.

“That’s right…  Anyhow, it would take a month to the hand to be set right.   What are you going to do till then by being here…  Shall I bring a taxi…” Saying, Santhanam got up.

As Nagarajan said “You…  Stay…  There will be a watchman in the corridor.  Call him.  I will tell him to bring the taxi.  In the mean time, if the suitcase is packed it would be easy to start,” Santhanam started taking care of that work.

The room was neat after taking the essential clothing and other articles, putting them in two suitcases, and closing them.  As the taxi arrived, they loaded the suitcases and got into it.  In about three quarter of an hour the taxi reached Vaduvur.

*
*
*
*

The thought process triggered from that day, evolved like an embryo to seed, radicle, and finally a tree…  It paved the way for the bright future of Vaduvur and the people there.  Santhanam and Nagarajan discussed for a long time.  At times, other friends also joined.  Their entire discussion covered the various angles like the student community; it’s future, the part of language policy in it, the apathy of the politicians and the approach of the educationalists.

The anti Hindi agitation that started as an ordinary demonstration  had turned in to a tempest.  Some, self-immolated.  Alas!  The passion for the mother tongue has led them to the graveyard.  Innumerable students and public were being treated for broken arms and legs caused by lathi charge.  Schools, colleges, government offices… every thing did not function normally.

Nagarajan felt sad.  Should so many people suffer because of such an issue about language?  So many schemes remain unfinished in the country.  Economic developmen remains a dream like  the distant moon.  People are still in the bullock cart and bicycle era.  Some how, there was no shortage of food to eat.  The ordinary man’s life was being led at such a level, that if there is money in hand there would be food to eat.  Like that, certainly there was no scarcity of clothing.  But, how many people do have the money to buy new clothing?  New clothing would be there only if purchased during Deepavali or Pongal, otherwise only if someone provided free of cost.  Majority of the people maintained their dignity by washing and wearing worn-out clothing.  Regarding shelte road side  platforms…  thatched roof huts…  were innumerable.  Thus, while people were struggling for food to eat, clothing to wear, and shelter to dwell, with out addressing those problems, they had given  priority to the language issue and wasting time.  Nagarajan felt angry.

There are several ancient languages in India.  The demand, to make them all national languages and to ask every one to study them all, was a meaningless proposal.  English is the convenient language, for every one to understand, for many to be benefitted, for easily speaking and writing to foreigners and for making it possible to us also to get the benefits they got.  That itself could be made as the common language for the benefit of one and all.  Everyone came forward to willingly learn the necessary languages.  It’s a day-to-day incident to see so many Tamils voluntarily learning Hindi, when the time comes for them to go to the northern India to work.

As it is so, it doesn’t feel right to compel all to learn Hindi indiscriminately with out considering if they need it or  not.  There are several intellectual subjects and areas for the students to study.  If only the languages like mother tongue, English, Hindi… were studied, what about the other subjects?  Intellectual development takes place through the knowledge of language, but knowledge of language alone cannot bring intellectual development.

Several days passed on in  such discussions.  In the mean time there were several changes.  The central government assured that Hindi would never be imposed on the states which do not want it.  English would be used as the link language.  People are requested not to resort to violence…  Thus, several kinds of consolation words…  Requests to students kept on coming.  Anger was pacified a little and further  loss of property averted.

