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Iconic singer John Lennon thought 
that it was written about him; 
Daily Express journalist Judith 
Simons had similar idea. But in 
reality, the Beatles song Hey Jude, 

sung by Paul McCartney was writ-
ten for Julian, son of John Lennon 
and his fi rst wife Cynthia. Here goes 
the story: In 1968, John and Cynthia 
got separated over John’s aff air with 
Yoko Ono. The sepearation of his 
parents badly aff ected Julian. 

It was then that one afternoon Paul 
McCartney drove to see Cynthia and 
Julian. He was concerned about the 
welfare of the two people who were 
part of the Beatles family. In McCart-
ney's words: “We'd been very good 
friends for millions of years and I 
thought it was a bit much for them 
suddenly to be personae non gratae 
and out of my life...” 

And as he drove down to meet 
the mother and son, McCartney 
composed the song. The idea was 
to comfort Julian with the soothing 
and assuring lyrics. According to Mc-
Cartney, “I knew it was not going to 
be easy for him (Julian). I always feel 
sorry for kids in divorces...”

Surely, that contradicts John who 
said: “I know I’m sounding like one 
of those fans who reads things into it, 
but you can hear it as a song to me...” 

The son, Julian that is, discovered 
almost 20 years after the song’s 
release in 1971, that it was written 
about him. In the book The Beatles 
by Craig Cross, Julian reminisced 

about those days: “Paul and I used to 
hang about quite a bit — more than 
Dad and I did. We had a great friend-
ship going...” 

The song was initially called Hey 
Jules. But later it was changed to Hey 
Jude, because the name Jude was 
easier to sing. 

Ron Griffi  th of Badfi nger, the fi rst 
band to join the Beatles-owned re-
cord label Apple Records, recalled 
that on their fi rst day in the studio, 
“Paul walked over to the grand piano 
and said, ‘Hey lads, have a listen’,” 
and he sat down to give a full concert 
rendition of Hey Jude.

THE SONG: 
Hey Jude, don’t make it bad.

   Take a sad song and make it better.
   Remember to let her into your heart,
  Then you can start to make it better...

Nine characters are spread 
across fi ve locations in 
India, and the 
action revolve 
around them 

in a time span of 24 hours. 
Keeping that as the basic 
“structuring principle”, 
poet-novelist 
Sampurna Chattarji com-
bined her experiences and 
imaginations for her recently-
published debut novel Rupture. 

“I think the story chose me. 
Or rather, the characters did,” 
Chattarji says. “A lot of what 
propelled Rupture was my ongo-
ing concern with the way people 
construct secret selves, and how 
those secret selves are subject 
to the pressures of reality, under 
which they crumble, change or 
long to change and cannot. What I 
was asking myself was not so much, 
‘What happened next’ as ‘Why is this 
person the way he/she is?’.” 

According to Chattarji, “everything 
is material” for the fi ction, “the real, 
the imagined, the remembered”. And 
while the author “never experienced” 
certain psychological upheavals as in 
the case of the character Biswajit’s 
trauma over a suicide in the family, 
or Tennyson’s trauma of perhaps 
having killed a person at a very 
young and gullible age, or Partho’s 
trauma of being unable to love his 
family, Chattarji could “vividly imag-
ine them all” for her fi ction. 

One of the interesting charac-
ters in the novel is a foreigner who 
visits Baruipur, a location south of 

Kolkata. There this man tries to 
adapt to the local lifestyle — smokes 
bidi, puts on the local dress, speaks 
in Bangla and then decides to take 
a local boy Nazrul to Germany and 
provide him all the opportunities to 

grow and 
fl ourish. I felt there was some 
similarity between this foreigner 
and real-life experiences of No-
bel prize-winning German writer 
Gunter Grass. “I have never en-
countered Grass except through 
his work,” informs Chattarji, 
adding, the fi ctional character 
was not modelled on Grass. 
“But the idea for the character 
of the foreigner, was trig-
gered off  by my knowledge 
of Gunter Grass’ visit to 
Kolkata many years ago,” 
the author says. “It made 
me wonder what kind of 
impact his presence might 
have had on the people 
who looked after him, 
humble hardworking 
people like the gardener, 
the cook, the maid”. 

In Chattarji's fi ction, 
the foreigner remains 
“marginal and almost 
shadowy, even though 
he exerts a huge in-
fl uence on the trajec-
tory of Nazrul's life 
as well as on that of 
his parents Aslam 

and Mehjubin”.  According 
to Chattarji, it is “irrelevant what 
the origin of the foreigner character 
might have been”. What Chattarji 
tried to suggest through the for-
eigner was “the enormous tug of the 
'foreign land' could be in the imagi-
nation of someone like Aslam who 
has never travelled outside Bengal”.

Almost all the characters in the 

novel are Bengalees and some of 
them stay outside Bengal. Is it an at-
tempt to show the lives of Bengalees 
beyond Bengal and a sense of loss 
they feel outside the State?  “I don’t 
think I had any such intention. But 
it is a fact that I myself have been 
a probashi Bangali (non-resident 
Bengalee) for the better part of my 
adult life. As you would know, be-
ing one yourself, Bengalees can be 
found in any part of India, and they 
are amazingly adaptable, while often 
remaining amazingly linked to their 
origins,” Chattarji tells me.  

For the author, it was “fairly easy” 
to weave the story without losing the 
threads at any point of time. “I had 
the outline of the characters and the 
end in my mind, and I had the idea of 
a possible nuclear showdown as the 
backdrop for their personal anxieties 
and unease. The linear time helped 
me to stay on course over this ter-
rain. Within the units or segments of 
that linear time, I could move back-
wards and forward into emotional, 
dream and subjective times, and into 
the nature of memory and so on,” 
Chattarji maintains.  

Several of Chattarji’s stories have 
violence as a theme. I ask her the 
reason behind that. “I fi nd it impos-
sible to stay immune to the levels 
of violence around us, at so many 
levels, on personal and global levels. 
It is an inescapable theme,” says the 
novelist who is currently in the pro-
cess of editing and fi ne-tuning her 
second novel The Land of the Well, 
which is due next year. 
        features@sakaaltimes.com

T O P P E R S  N O W

Gunter Grass and Kolkata

Answers: 1. Zunge zeigen (Show Your Tongue). 
The book was published in 1988. 2. The Plebeians 
Rehearse the Uprising. The play was translated by 
professor Amitava Roy.  3. The English version was 
published in 1978. The original German edition 
Der Butt was published in 1977. The book was a 
result of Grass' fi rst visit to Calcutta in 1975. 
4. Subhash Chandra Chatterjee. 5. Netaji Subhash 
Chandra Bose. The description is actually of a 
statue of Netaji in Kolkata.

Gunter Grass

The song of innocence
U N P L U G G E D

A peep into the secret selves
C U E  5

Indians losing their mother tongue
In a largely Hindi and English-based education system in India, 
mother tongues are being wiped out and it’s for the parents to 
step in to revive their language identity, believe experts. Linguists 
say 196 Indian languages were presently on the endangered list. 
“We can help, as linguists, in preparing material for preserving 
these languages, but eventually it is the communities that must 
want to preserve the language,” Jean Robert Opgenort, a Unesco 
researcher for endangered languages in Himalayas said.
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1. Gunter Grass described his stay 
in Kolkata and adjoining areas 
during August of 1987 to January 
of 1988 in a diary that was later 
published. Name that diary. 

2. During his stay in Kolkata in 
1987-1988, Grass co-directed the 
Bengali version of one of his 
plays. Name the play. 

3. In his book The Flounder, 
Grass wrote: How it swarms, 
stinks, lives and gets bigger and 
bigger...Delete Calcutta from all 
guide books... When was the book 
published? 

4. Name the Bengalee protagonist 
in Grass’ novel Call of The Toad.

5. In his book Zunge zeigen, 
whom does Grass describe as: A 
rider, all in bronze on a horse too 
small for him, his head too large 
under his military cap... 

Come November and there 
will be the annual change 
in the cast of the longest 
running stage play in the 
world. You got it right if 

you say the play is The Mousetrap 
written by Dame Agatha Christie. 
We will return to this play soon. But 
before that a bit of backgrounder. 

A boy aged 12 dies in a foster care 
in London in the January of 1945. 
Newspaper reports of that time indi-
cate that the boy was malnourished 
and died due to acute cardiac failure, 
as it was later revealed during the 
inquest. The inquest also found that 
the boy suff ered cardiac failure due 
to “violence applied to the front of 
the chest and back while in a state of 
under-nourishment due to neglect”. 

A little over two years later, on Fri-

day, May 30, 1947 at 8 pm, a half-hour 
radio play was broadcast on the BBC 
Light Programme. The play was writ-
ten by Christie as part of an evening 
of programmes to celebrate the 80th 
birthday of Queen Mary. Titled Three 
Blind Mice, this radio play was based 
on the foster care tragedy of 1945. 

However, the story doesn’t end 
there. After that radio play, there 
were suggestions to Christie that 
she turns The Three Blind Mice into 
a short story. The author accepted 
and the story was published in the 
Cosmopolitan magazine of the USA 
in May of 1948. Later, it found a place 
in the 1950 collection Three Blind 
Mice and Other Stories. And then 
Christie turned the story into a full-
fl edged 135-minute stage play — The 
Mousetrap. It premiered at London’s 

Ambassadors Theatre on November 
25 of 1952. Currently, the St Martin’s 
Theatre at London’s West End is the 
home of this play. 

The story by Christie deviates 
from the original tragic incident. In 
the play, there are three children who 
are placed in care. The second one 
of the three is a girl; the youngest 
among the children dies. In the play, 
the eldest child grows up to become 
a Detective Sergeant called Trotter. 
The events unfold in a hotel owned 
by a couple Mollie and Giles. They 
and other guests, who are stuck there 
due to snowfall, are informed by 
Trotter that a murderer is on his way 
to the hotel. And then a lady called 
Mrs Boyle is murdered in that hotel.  

The entire play is set in the lounge 
of the hotel. One doesn’t get to see 

other rooms, though they are men-
tioned during the play. It begins with 
a radio announcement that there has 
been a murder at Paddington. And 
then we see the guests arriving at the 
hotel, greeting each other. The story 
follows from there. 

And so far as I know, it takes one 
back in time. A friend of mine who 
proudly claims to have been to diff er-
ent seasons of the play at St Martin’s, 
says, it’s an ordinary play that was 
fi ne in the 1950s but not now. Now, 
whether you’d like the ‘old world’ 
feel or sneer at the dated dialogues, 
that’s your headache. I, being a 
completely thriller-whodunit fellow, 
won’t ever have a problem watching 
this play unless they decide to make 
a stupid Bollywood-esque musical 
out of it.                 — BISWADIP MITRA

The trap goes onC R O S S O V E R

Life’s lessons lie outside the classroom

It is diffi  cult to go unplugged. I’ve 
been avoiding writing for this 
space for the fear of facing my 
own devils. There are so many 
things you gag inside — that get 

edited as they make that transforma-
tive journey from the mind to the 
mouth, thoughts that are scanned un-
der the automated censorship arising 
form years and years of condition-
ing in ‘propriety’ — that it’s tough 
to undo, unlearn, unwind and just 
be the basically selfi sh, not-so-nice, 
‘it’s-my-life-and-i-don’t-care-a-f**k’ 
spouting person you once were. And 
probably still are, deep inside, lying 
dormant. 

Growing up is perhaps a euphe-
mism for a gradual, systematic 
dumbing down of instincts. There 
are so few spaces that allow you to 
be the individual you are, without 
forcing conformation of some kind 
or the other. Before you know it, 
you are a compilation of faces, each 
designed to live up to one specifi c 
situation. 

So, in school, I was a ‘good stu-
dent’ — which means I scored well, 
I never disobeyed my teachers, and I 
mugged up religiously to regurgitate 
it all in exams. I hated school. I know 
it’s an unpopular thing to say. While 
everyone seems to reminiscence 
fondly about good old school days, 
I heave a sigh of relief that they are 
over. I only have memories of the 

shame I was subjected to once when 
I failed a Maths exam, overshadow-
ing all other gloomy days when we 
were made to dread Maths for being 
the ‘killer’ subject. The equations 
were simple: If you’re not good at 
Algebra and Geometry, you are not 

fi t enough to excel in this world. 
Languages? Anyone can write 15 lines 
of a mindless essay. Which examiner 
has the time to even go through the 
whole thing? I almost felt guilty for 
spending hours reading poems and 
short stories from our syllabus, los-

ing myself in the ponderous world of 
literature. I, however, passed the fi nal 
‘do or die’ Board exams with dignity. 
But the school had failed me. 

I’d offi  cially fallen out of the Medi-
cal or Engineering-aspiring main-
stream when I chose Arts. ‘You will 
become a BA housewife’ my friend 
sniggered. Little did he know I’d land 
in a journalism college with a fi ery 
feminist at the helm who’d want to 
turn us into ‘emancipated’, ‘liber-
ated’ women of today. Among all the 
intellectual, heavily-jargoned theory 
about feminism, media and globalisa-
tion, I learnt a few valuable wisdoms 
— that you can look down upon the 
tag of ‘a housewife’ while professing 
deepest sympathies for the ‘insensi-
tive’ categorisation of women, that 
you can join the biggest of corporate 
media houses for the lure of a fat 
paypackage while bashing corpo-
ratisation of the media, that you 
can drive the trendiest of Japanese 
car brands while raising a brouhaha 
about the evils of economic liberali-
sation. There are no ironies there, as 
there are no absolute truths. 

Golden days of carefree childhood 
can be tinged with memories of en-
trapment, while the promise of liber-
ation can come with the condition of 
ideological enslavement. Life, really, 
isn’t very politically correct. 

— RENU DHOLE
features@sakaaltimes.com

T H E  S T O R Y  B E H I N D

FICTION
1. True Detectives, Jonathan Kellerman......... .......................... Rs 295
2. The Spire, Richard North Patterson... .................................... Rs 505
3.The lost Symbol, Dan Brown.......... ......................................... Rs 699
4. Cloud 9 Minus One, Sangeeta Mall...................................... .Rs 199
5. Torn apart, James Patterson...... ............................................. Rs 250

NON FICTION
1. Police Reforms in India, Umraikar................................... Rs 555
2. Nine Lives, William Dalrymple....... .................................... Rs 499
3. The Diffi  culty of Being Good, Gurucharan Das......    Rs 699
4. Super Freakonomics, Levitt.............................................. Rs 399
5. Guiness World Records 2010 ......................................... Rs 1510
 (Bestsellers list courtesy: Crossword)

 The original cast of the West End play 
included Richard Attenborough as Trotter. 

 The retiring and the new leading actresses 
cut a ‘Mousetrap cake’ together to celebrate 
the transition.  

 The props have also changed few times. 
Though one prop has survived the changes 
— the clock that sits on the mantelpiece. 

 The recorded voice of the late actor 
Deryck Guyler is still used in the play as that 
of a radio newscaster. 

 After the play, the audience is requested 
not to disclose the identity of the murderer to 
anyone outside the theatre. 

 There are no recordings of the original 
radio play. 

 Allan McClelland was the only actor to 
make the transition from the radio production 
to the stage play. 

 The story by Christie was never published 
in the UK because the author didn’t want it. 

AS YOU KNOW...

Sampurna Chattarji 
explains the infl uences 
in and the inspiration for 
her debut novel Rupture 
to Biswadip Mitra


