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Introduction
Welcome Reader,
This book is intended to provide background for
some of the ideas at play within the 5 Year Plan projHFW7KHSURMHFWÀUVWDQGIRUHPRVWZDVERUQIURP
the desire to make a work of Art, unique in character
and materiality. The inspiration came from the artworks printed onto the side of sling bags called jholas that are commonly made by Gandhi ashram collectives throughout India. The cloth they are made
from, called khadi, is made from hand-spun cotton
thread woven on hand-looms, a cloth with deep
resonance in India. Until recently, everything I knew
about Gandhi was learned from the jholas I use. The
artworks on them have a casual unscripted beauty;
they are instructive of Gandhian ideas of non-violent
humanity and service to society. I consider these
works an authentic form of counter-industrial pop
art, worthy of collection and study.
To make a book in appreciation of artwork produced in a Gandhi Ashram environment, you
must include the elements of it’s inspiration.
Khadi was the backbone of Gandhi’s vision, a
means of subsistence for the poorest of the poor.
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The spinning and weaving process itself also had
deep spiritual resonance for Gandhi, in its potential to turn the mind to non-violence and compassion. A book of such artworks should contain the
medium of the message and therefore be printed
onto khadi.
Seva (service) is one of the guiding principals of
*DQGKLML·VSURJUDPRI6ZDGHVKL VHOIVXIÀFLHQF\ 
To honor the intentions of the Gandhian artists
who inspired the 5 Year Plan project, it was essential that it be a seva/service. 5 Year Plan is an
artwork as social architecture. There is no separation between those serving and those served; it is
not charity. Each person involved has contributed
their art, their work and intelligence to make the
project what it is. Our method is to encourage
cooperation between artists, village producers of
khadi cloth, art lovers, consumers and relief workHUVLQWKHÀHOGVXFKDV'RFWRUV:LWKRXW%RUGHUV
(MSF). All participants have responded to their
compassion, the artists and writers who contributed, the volunteers of Gandhi Ashrams who cleared
every obstacle; the printers, patrons, and gallerists,
the people on the streets—every single step of the
way has been guided by their compassion.
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The artists in the 5 Year Plan all in one way or anRWKHUKDYHDVLQFHUHDIÀQLW\WRWKHSURMHFW$QGDOO
of them understood the project in their own way.
Much of the work is by anonymous artists whose
production is for the marketplace, they may not
perceive what they do as art. There is an astonishing range of perceptions as to the nature of art,
particularly in this poly-cultural context.
The 5 Year Plan project is timely for many reasons,
particularly environmentally and economically.
The opening of India’s markets to cheap foreign
synthetics has had a devastating effect on the village industries which produce khadi and other
goods. Ironically, the very plastic bags which have
largely replaced the jhola in the home are being
declared illegal in many states in India due to the
harm they do to the environment. Jhola bags are a
sustainable answer: they are practical and beautiful, and they reduce the need for plastic bags. They
are also soft to the touch, and a pleasure to use.
The irregularities in the threads speak of true hand
labor, from the cotton bole to the charka spinning
wheel to the loom. Purchasing khadi supports
village families. You can learn all this just by using
jholas and appreciating them as they are.
iv

Here’s some background on the khadi that the
5 Year Plan is printed on. It was woven by the
people of the Manav Seva Samiti Khanjarpur
Ashram in Modinagar (UP) India.
All the thread for the book was spun by hand and
then woven on hand-looms. Each meter of khadi
requires about 1500 meters of thread. It takes a
person about a day and a half to spin 1500 meters
of thread.
In total we needed 1400 meters of khadi. This
means we needed 2,100,000 meters of thread,
requiring 2100 days of spinning.
A weaver can do about 8 meters in a day. This
means that we provided 175 days of work to the
weavers of the ashram.
In total, just to make the cloth for the book, we
created almost 2300 days of work. The weavers
and spinners for their part produce a fabric of real
character and beauty.
Mr Handa of Gandhi Hindustani Sahitya Sabha
Ashram in Delhi, took me under his wing to
make this project happen. He himself and his
ZLIH%LQDKDYHGHGLFDWHGWKHODVW\HDUVRIWKHLU
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lives in total service to the poor. Mr Handa would
like me to point out that when you purchase
khadi you help the poorest villager in the world
WRPDLQWDLQVHOIVXIÀFLHQF\
In closing I must thank the artists and poets and
scholars who contributed work, humbling me
with their generosity. In the Literary CompanLRQZKLFK\RXKROG\RXZLOOÀQGDVHOHFWLRQRI
writings by Mahatma Gandhi that are as relevant
now as the day they were written, 5 dreams of AlOHQ*LQVEHUJ´%DED·V*RW$%UDQG1HZ%DJµE\
$QG\5RWPDQVHUPRQVE\5HYHUHQG%LOO\7DORQ
EULOOLDQWSRHWU\E\/HH$QQ%URZQ/RXLVH/DQGHV
/HYL*ORULD:LOOLDPV,QGLD5DGIDU*UHWD%\UXP
6KLY0LUDELWR-HII.H\DQG0UV%LQD+DQGD$
SLHFHE\3HWHU/DPEHUW:LOVRQDQGDQH[HUSW
IURP$UXQGKDWL5R\·V´:DONLQJZLWK&RPUDGHVµ
(OUTLOOK magazine March 29, 2010).
I would particularly like to thank Prof. Andy
Rotman of Smith College for his insights and encouragement, and for his contribution of 3 of the
artworks in the 5 Year Plan khadi book. Also my
deepest gratitude to Mr and Mrs Handa who believes in the project and removed every obstacle,
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facilitating work with Gandhi Ashram collectives.
Thanks also to Gurpreet Sidhu and Orijit Sen of
People Tree Collective for sheltering me in their
workshop, introducing me to brilliant people and
guiding by example.
7KDQNVWR1DQGLWD'HYUDMFROODERUDWRUDQG
friend, Rudraksh Printers, Jaipur. Thanks also to
5D\PRQG)R\H%RRNO\Q$UWLVWV$OOLDQFH+XGVRQ
(Feature Inc), John Studer, Krista Friebaum + Zoe
Turnbull, Shari Cavin (Cavin-Morris Gallery),
Ingrid Dinter, Minhazz Majumdar (minhazzmajumdar.org), Peter Hale (Allen Ginsberg Estate),
The People of India, Maria and John Sinift, Steven
:DUQHU5DXO9LQFHQW(QULTXH]DQGPRVWHVSHFLDOO\GHDUO\0DUJXHULWH%\UXPZLWKRXWZKRP,
am nothing.
—Aaron Sinift, Editor
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Gandhi; the only solution for the modern
world
E\9LMD\.XPDU+DQGD

Gandhi to me was not only a human, but also a
way of life to be lived. It is surprising that we are
facing today what he had foreseen at the earliest stage of his philosophical development when
he pleaded for decentralization of the economy
which the people did accept.
The people’s representatives in government
went ahead with industrialization which resulted
LQFHQWUDOL]DWLRQRIWKHHFRQRP\1RWRQO\VPDOO
and backward (poor) countries but also the rich
and most advanced countries are facing the problems of centralized economies.
For example, the people are leaving the villages and rushing to the cities which are getting
thickly populated not only by industries but
unemployed poor hoping for work. From here
start the problems, more population needs electricity, water, space to live, while the disparity
between poor and rich people leads the younger
generation toward vices of thieves and dacoits to
become rich overnight.
As the industrial machines are growing, our
lives are also becoming mechanical. Everybody
is so busy and tense that they have no time for
others. It results that the rate of suicide is increasLQJDOVRLQWKHPRVWDGYDQFHGFRXQWULHV:K\VR"
19

Even though they have all facilities of life, they
are committing suicide societally and environmentally.
The only solution for solving these problems is
*DQGKL·VVORJDQ´%DFNWRWKHYLOODJHVDQGLQFUHDVHFRWWDJHLQGXVWULHVµ*DQGKLIRUHVDZRXU
situation and his pleas were heard by the people
but ignored by the government.
The law and order position in the whole world
is deteriorating due to increased centralization.
The governments of all countries are worried
about the new problem of terrorism which is also
increasing day by day.
1RZDOORIXVKDYHWRWKLQNZKHWKHUZHVKRXOG
follow the same path. Even if we have lots of
PRQH\ZHDUHLQJUHDWWHQVLRQ:HVKRXOGOLYH
a carefree and peaceful life, if we want to live
in peace the only solution is to follow Gandhi’s
example.

0U+DQGDDQG0UV%LQD+DQGDVHUYHWKHSRRUDW
*DQGKL+LQGXVWDQL6DKDWL\D6HYKD1HZ'HOKL
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Two Dreams of Jack Kerouac
by Allen Ginsberg
KEROUAC ‘S LABORS
:RNHHPEUDFLQJ.HURXDFLQGUHDP³:H
had travelled together thru various countries and
war landscapes, Chechnya, Russia, Prague, London, Lower East Side with miraculous encounters
ZLWKFRSV SUHVLGHQWVPXVLFLDQV DURXVHG
youth gangs, radio broadcasts, airplane rides
WRJHWKHU ZH·UHQRZKRPHLQKLVKRXVH³,VDLG
“Jesus Christ how will I remember all that hapSHQHG"µ+HVDWLQKLVNLWFKHQFKDLUVWROLGDQG
healthy as I prepared to leave.
´:HOOWDNHLWHDV\µ,ELGIDUHZHOO³´\RX·YH
already done so much you don’t have to strain
to live, you should stay around on earth till old
age maybe 80 or 90 years you’ve got you can
go to—You don’t have to work so hard, you’re
already immortal in your work, but you’re valuable to the world, just the example of persistence
SDWLHQFH³\RXGRQ·WKDYHWRZULWHDERRNHYHU\
six months, every year a production, you can take
your time, rest, maybe one small volume every
GHFDGHIURPQRZRQMXVWDUHFRUGRIDIHZÁRZHUV
of thought over the ten year cycles—that should
be easy, it would write itself. That way you can
VXUYLYHZLWKRXWVWUDLQµ
-DFNVDWLQNLWFKHQFDOP SDWLHQWLQFOHDQ
ZKLWH EOXHKRUR]RQWDOO\VWULSHGVKLUWFROODUXQbuttoned, resting — I held him round, said I was
21

JRLQJ³´:KHQZLOOZHVHHHDFKRWKHUDJDLQ"µ,
worried, happy he was on earth for another few
decades.
:HGQHVGD\
THE VAST VALLEY OF THE WORLD
A visionary dream, barely remembered, returned in full
landscape as I lay in bed with churchbells pounding out
metallic clang of 7am balmy winter morn—
I’d been travelling with Kerouac for decades, now I was
WLUHG ZDQWHGWRJRKRPH .HURXDFKHDGHGDORQHGRZQ
the valley deeper into the farm belt to continue thru America till he got home along his road —which led down into the
YDOOH\ÁRRUDORQJWKH
ÀHOGVZKLOH,WUXGJHGXSODQGWRZDUGP\KRXVHLQ
the city too tired to continue the public hejira.
Kerouac meanwhile was still expostulating his American
9LVLRQDQGKLVDSRORJLDIRUWKH·VWUDQVIRUPDWLRQRI86
into a narrow minded province of Multinational Powers—
“Look we still own this vast landscape, we still
dwell in the Valley of the World, the Valley of the Lord,
now it’s only a Shadow of the Lord still visible but it’s
RXURZQ/RUG)RUJRWWHQRXUSK\VLFDOÀHOGV VSDFH
our stars our winter sun our moons our own bodies our
LPSHULVKDEOHKHDYHQ HDUWK,VWLOOWUDYHUVHPDNH\HQR
mistake deny me no Denys —
3RHWU\$PHULFDZDVERUQEHIRUHXV ZLOOOLYHDIWHU
us—and would’ve been visible for every eye to see but
IRUWKHVFLHQWLVWVRISRHWU\ VRFLRORJLVWVRI$FDGHP\
PHDVXULQJWKHYDVWPLQGZLWKPRQNH\FDOLSHUV 
teaspoons of ink—
22

7KH\WRRNWKH5RPDQFHRIWKH5RDG EXLOWWXQQHOV VXSHUKLJKZD\V VHWURERWFDUVLQPRWLRQ 
airplanes so distant in the clouds you would’nt know
LI\RXZHUHFUDVKLQJLQ%DUGR(FVWDV\RUMXVWÁ\LQJ
to Chicago on a boring business trip with a roomfull
of yuppies with laptops measuring the hunger of the
crowds below in negro cities watching detectives crash
cars on television to sell you a puptent full of glass
DUPRUH\HJODVVHVVQRR]HVXLWVKHUPHWLFFORVHWV DIWHU
dinner mints.
0HDQZKLOHWKHYDVWÀHOGVEHFNRQWKHRSHQVNLHV
ORRNGRZQ \DZQIXOORI$QJHOV *RGVLWVZDWFKLQJ
us traverse the crossroads by Jimmie’s little vast farm
ZKHUHLQ*UHFLD $VLDVLWLQWKHEDFN\DUGZKLOHWKH
NLWWHQSOD\VZLWKWKHÀVKERZORQWKHNLWFKHQZLQGRZ²
So these Academy Daddies did their job on my litHUDWXUH QRZLIDQ\RQHFDQUHDGFDQUHDGLW·VRQO\ER[
tops on the videoscreen or laptop cardgames to sell you
insurance while you sit home with your head in the
ÀUHSODFH \RXUIHHWLQWKHEDVHPHQWODXQGU\PDFKLQH
ZDVKPDFKLQH GU\HUWR\RX0U)XGG\,·PKRPHLQ
our Deathless Valley I’ll tell you top that!”

6R.HURXDFUDYHG SURSKHFLHG FRQWLQXHGGRZQ
KLVSDWKWKUXWKHIDUPÀHOGVFXUVLQJWKH$FDGHPLFV
who distorted his vision of America in the world—I
WUXGJHGXSKLOOPDUYHOLQJDWKLVHQHUJ\ HQWKXVLDP
and devotional madness as I resolved to get back
to my home for a little more sleep before saying
another word.
1/14/95, 7 A.M.
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The Book of Good & Evil
by Allen Ginsberg

:DONLQJVWUHHW/RQGRQ3DULVYLHZVJUDQG
PDQVDUGV&U\VWDO3DODFH+HDYHQ (DUWKPRYLH
vast 19th Century City.
%\DSDUNVTXDUH,SDVVDJDQJRIVFKRRONLGV
playing with a lizard, I come up close to them on
the grassy nook between the pavement and a black
painted iron fencing around the mossy park, one
ER\H[SORGHVDWXUWOHSXWWLQJDÀUHFUDFNHUXSLWV
anus.
Kids, boys and girls in Catholic school uniforms run away up the steps into their school. I follow up the sandstone porch thru an oaken double
GRRU&RUULGRUV FODVVURRPVVHYHUDOOHYHOVDKLJK
UHIHFWRU\J\PWKUXWKH)UHQFKGRRURQULJKW´:KR
GLGLW"µ,DVNEROGO\DQXQDEDVKHGHOGHUJRLQJWR
snitch on the kid culprit who tortured the turtle.
%URZQUREHGPRQNVXSRQWKHVWDLUZD\VORRN
down, indifferent or perplexed by me, an intrusive
VWUDQJHU1RUHVSRQVH
Dismayed, I turn to leave, but a little aristocrat
girl offers, “Sir, if you wish to know, it was Higgins,
LQ)LQH$UWV &UDIWVµ:KDW"6KH·VSDOH ÀQHIHDWXUHG´:KR"µVKHUHSHDWV´+LJJLQVLQ)LQH$UWVµ
I walk away, through the door onto the street,
SDYHPHQWV%ULWLVKEODFNVOHHNVKLQ\KLJKWD[LVWURO24

lycars, mossy curbsides.
An elderly monk follows me out talking
“Come to a party, you may not guess it, I slightly
NQRZ'XGMRP5LQSRFKHµ+HORRNVOLNHDQROG
friend of Auden, slightly stocky whitening hair,
pockmarked face.
He takes me to a nearby park and after we’d
come to rest stop at open tavern, ancient pub or
amusement arcade, maneuvers me aside into a
ZRRGVKHG VKRZVPHDGHOX[HDQWLTXHYROXPHRI
illuminations. He opens the book, a series of pictures:
First plate, humans battling tangled in a lizardlike mass of meat. They courtsey, then stiffen, curl,
attack each other in vicious combat, then uncurl and
bow to a golden shining radiating hat-like animate
VDXFHUREMHFWÁ\LQJGRZQRQWKHJUDVV\JURXQG
Second plate: Insects battling tangled in huPDQRLGPDVVRIPHDWWKH\ULVHWRJHWKHU IRUP
LQWRRQHULJLGKRUULÀFIDFHGFUHDWXUHWKHQXQWDQJOH
into scattered insect bits running off in different
directions.
Third plate: Animals in peaceable kingdom,
lions, lambs, snakes, does, antlered deer, doves,
SWHURGDFW\OV GLQRVDXUV3RVHGWRJHWKHUWKH\
VXGGHQO\VWLIIHQHUHFWZLWKKDWUHG EDWWOLQJWXUQ
into mechano meat. Then they relax to peaceable kingdom order again and bow down before
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D%XGGKD$WLFKDLQFURZQO\LQJRQWKHJURXQG
VKLPPHULQJOLNHDWLQ\Á\LQJVDXFHUZKLFKKDV
ÁRZQGRZQDQGFLUFOHGURXQGUHVWLQJVWLOOOLNH
D%RGGKLVDWWYDFURZQRQWKHJUDVVJUHHQIRUHVW
ÁRRU
Fourth plate: A mass of birds, eagles, sparURZVFRQGRUV KDZNVURRVWHGLQV\PPHWULF
order. Then they turn round on their perches,
ZKHHORQHDFKRWKHUZLWKEHDNV FODZVIRUPD
tableau vivant of reptilian aggression assembled
into the shape of a single animal satanic visage
³7KHQWKHYLVDJHGLVLQWHJUDWHV DJDLQWKHELUGV
roost peacefully before the same electric shining
UDGLDWLQJVPDOOGLQQHUSODWHOLNHOLJKWDVDLUÁ\LQJ
saucer descending with its crown-mount semicircle above the center.
1RZD\RXQJHUPRQNFRPHVWRHVFRUWPH
DZD\GRZQWKHVWUHHWKDQGVRPH,·PÁDWWHUHG
at his attention. He puts his hand on my right
ass, I ask, “Do you know why I came into your
VFKRRO"µ
´5DWKHUµ
´$UH\RXJD\"µ
´,GRQ·WNQRZµ,SXWP\KDQGRQKLVZH
walk forward together, close and friendly, warm.
´&RPHLQKHUHµ³:HUHHQWHUWKHEDFNGRRU
of school. Huge Piranesi wooden steps and rails,
his hand presses me harder forward on ass, I step


into the parochial school building.
There’s a Monk guard at the door, which
closes. Am I led into a trap? Oaken corridor
EDUVVLOHQWPRQNVRQVWDLUZD\V$PRQNLVK
prison retreat?
´+RVSLWDOLW\UHSRUWWRKHDGTXDUWHUVµDORXG
speaker echoes.
:LOO,VHHWKDWKHDGPRQNDJDLQ":KRDUH
they? I try to back up but there’s a bar behind
my knees — another monk below the landing is
pressing me behind my back! I’m in a barred cell!
´:RZ,·PDSULVRQHU1RZ,·OOKDYHWLPHWR
PHGLWDWHµ
´<RXZLOO"µDYRLFHDVNV,ZDNH%LUGV
singing.
Oxford, Miss. April
19, 1987, 8:55am
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5DGKD.ULVKQDLOOXVWUDWLRQE\9LMD\DJH
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0LUDWUDQVODWHGIU%UDMD%KDVD
O Rana
I go to Ghirdhara
I’m lost in the love
for Ghirdhara
Our marriage is old
Our marriage is
from the past
To me it doesn’t matter
That we were married
in a dream,
O mother, Dinnatha wed me
in
my
dream

0LUD%DL
translated by Louise Landes Levi
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-KRODEDJLPDJH9DUDQDVL83FRQWHPSRUDU\
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Baba’s Got a Brand New Bag:
Indian Jute Bags and Exotic Others
by Andy Rotman, Smith College

:KLOHZDONLQJLQWKHPDLQED]DDULQ%RGK
*D\D%LKDULQ-DQXDU\,VDZDMXWHVKRSping bag hanging in a bag-sellers shop that
caught my attention. Imprinted on this bag was
an image, in lurid colors, of two planes crashing
LQWRWKH:RUOG7UDGH&HQWHU%HKLQGWKLVEDJZHUH
two other jute bags, both featuring fuzzy bears
with tails like pompoms, much like images on
JUHHWLQJFDUGV7KHÀUVWIHDWXUHGDVPLOLQJEURZQ
bear wearing a cap and holding a ball in his
hands, with the caption “Lat [sic] us Play with the
%DOOµ7KHVHFRQGIHDWXUHGWZRJUHHQEHDUVRQH
smiling broadly and the other looking slightly
coy, hugging each other over a heart, inside of
ZKLFKLVLQVFULEHGWKHZRUGV´<RXDUH1LFHµ
:KHQ,TXHULHGWKHEDJVHOOHUZKHWKHUKHIRXQG
it strange that such incongruous images were
JURXSHGWRJHWKHUKHZDVEDIÁHGE\P\TXHVWLRQ
7KRXJK,UHSKUDVHGDQGFODULÀHGP\TXHVWLRQ
the bag seller, and the small crowd of merchants
and customers who gathered around us on the
street, were incredulous. As they repeated, again
and again, these images were not different in
any fundamental or special way; they were “the
VDPHµ HNKL RUHYHQ´H[DFWO\WKHVDPHµ HNGDP
ek hi).
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$VLPLODUVFHQHRFFXUUHGLQDED]DDULQDQDIÁXent section of Pune, in Maharashtra, in October
2002. In front of a shop selling bags, t-shirts, and
pants was an oversized jute bag, the largest I’ve
seen, with an image, in red, green, and purple, of
a plane crashing into one of the twin towers with
a second plane on its way. On the road below are
cartoonish schematics of cars and buses, but the
focus is clearly the large green plane crashing into
WKH:RUOG7UDGH&HQWHUWKHHQVXLQJÁDPHVDQG
the rising smoke. The caption, inscribed beneath
WKHÀUVWSODQHUHDGV
:25/'75$'(&(17(5
DESTROY•11th SEP. 2001
:KHQ,TXHULHGWKHRZQHURIWKHVKRSDVWRWKH
´PHDQLQJµ PDWODE RIWKHLPDJHRQWKHEDJKH
ZDVEDIÁHGE\P\TXHVWLRQMXVWDVWKHYHQGRU
DQGRWKHUVLQ%RGK*D\DKDGEHHQ´,WGRHVQ·W
KDYHDQ\PHDQLQJµKHVDLG´%XWWKHUHPXVWEH
some reason that people buy one bag and not anRWKHUEDJ"µ,DVNHG´<HVµKHDQVZHUHGJUXGJLQJO\´EXWWKLVEDJGRHVQ·WKDYHDQ\PHDQLQJµ
7KHIROORZLQJGD\ZKHQ,UHWXUQHGWKH:RUOG
Trade Center bag, which I had purchased, had
been replaced by a jute bag that featured the title
of the extraordinarily popular television show
.DXQ%DQHJD&URUHSDWL ´:KRZLOO%HFRPHD0LOOLRQDLUHµ ZLWKWKHZRUGFURUHSDWL ´PLOOLRQDLUHµ 
emblazoned in large letters diagonally across the
EDJ,QWKHEDFNJURXQG´6WDU3OXVµWKHSRSXODU
32

television station that featured the show, and its
ORJRDUHUHSHDWHGLQDZDOOSDSHULQJHIIHFW:KHQ
I asked the owner of the shop about this bag,
DQGLQSDUWLFXODUKRZLWGLIIHUHGIURPWKH:RUOG
Trade Center bag, he brushed aside my quesWLRQ´%RWKDUHWKHVDPHµKHVDLGDQGKHKHOG
out his hands with his palms up in a gesture that
indicated both his helplessness in answering my
question and my foolishness in asking it.
It was in response to these episodes that I began
to research the visual world of Indian jute bags,
KRZWKHLPDJHVRQWKHVHEDJVDUH´WKHVDPHµ
as my informants insisted, and the larger work
these bags do as social objects. To this end, I have
spoken with a wide variety of people involved
in the jute bag industry—designers, manufacturers, wholesalers, retailers, footpath vendors, and
consumers—regarding the meaning and function of the graphics on these bags, as well as the
ways that these graphics are contested sites in the
formation of identity. I have also had the opportunity to watch my informants’ answers change
over time. Since I began this project, much has
changed in India, with Chinese synthetics overtaking jute, multinational brands saturating the
marketplace, and new media fomenting desire
IRUHYHUFKDQJLQJREMHFWV:KDWEHJDQDVDQ
ethnography has turned, in part, into an historical study, as old ways of thinking and being have
been quickly superseded. In what follows, how33

ever, I will offer a few insights into the shifts that
have occurred in the bazaar’s visual regimes, and
KRZWKHED]DDUKDVEHHQDEDWWOHÀHOG³WKRXJKDW
WLPHVDIRUFHÀHOGDVZHOO³LQWKHFRQVWUXFWLRQRI
new Indian consumers.
7+(2/'9,68$/5(*,0(.12:,1*,6
+$/)81'(567$1',1*
Jute bags with images and text silk-screened
upon them have long been a common sight in
,QGLDQED]DDUVWUDLQVDQGEXVVWDWLRQV:KLOH
an estimated 90% of these bags are gift-wala,
adorned with promotional logos and given away
by businesses as a form of advertising, the rePDLQLQJDUHFDOXZDOD´FUDSS\µEDJVEHDUing some form of commodity image and sold in
the bazaar for roughly 50 cents. The images that
adorn bags in the latter category might be read as
kitsch, for there is a predominance of affect-laden
icons of cuteness and nostalgia accompanied by
text in English, but bag vendors and their customers routinely resist such a reading.
'XULQJP\ÀHOGZRUNLQ%DQDUDVLQLQIDFW
YHQGRUVDQGFXVWRPHUVUHVLVWHG$1<UHDGLQJRI
the calu bags. To read those bags in the conventional sense of the term was to misread them as
well as to misunderstand the visual economy
in which they operated. All of my informants
agreed that the graphics imprinted on the bags
KDGQR´PHDQLQJµ PDWODE 7KHVHLQFOXGHGWKH
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street vendors who hawked jute bags from positions along the main road near the Ganga; the
wholesalers of jute bags who sold their goods in
bulk from one of the bazaars in the old city; and
the shopkeepers who sold a variety of bags in a
mostly middle-class neighborhood.
675((79(1'256
Though the street vendors I spoke with were
eager to praise the merits of the jute bags they
sold, they were hesitant to interpret the images
and text emblazoned upon them. Repeatedly I
was told that the graphics didn’t mean anything,
even in cases when the meaning seemed clear. For
H[DPSOH,DVVXPHGWKDW´26&$5$%($87,)8/
0,1'µUHIHUUHGWRWKH5XVVHOO&URZHÀOPWKDW
ZRQIRXU2VFDUDZDUGVDQG´86µUHIHUUHGWR
the infamous failed mutual fund that was bailed
out by the government. I guessed that the man
pictured in the latter was lunging after the fund,
and his money invested in it, though both proved
elusive, outside the purview of his spectacles and
beyond his grasp. Yet my attempts at reading the
images were met with bewilderment by vendors
and customers alike.
I was told that people didn’t buy bags because
of their graphics. People bought bags because of
their perceived quality and durability. This was
also borne out by my observations. In choosing
a bag, customers would test the strength of the
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jute and the handle, which was made of bamboo
or plastic, but they rarely examined the graphLFVFORVHO\:KHQ,GLGTXHVWLRQDFXVWRPHUDVWR
why she was buying a particular bag, the answer
invariably concerned practicality not aesthetics.
Questions about the particular meaning of an
image or a bit of text were met with incredulity.
It was as though the graphics on the bags were
somehow unreadable, if not invisible.
:+2/(6$/(56
,QRQHRIWKHZKROHVDOHED]DDUVLQ%DQDUDV,
had a conversation with a vendor of jute bags that
was very helpful in explaining how the graphics
on these bags were valued. The proprietor of the
shop explained to me that one company proGXFHGEDJVRIIRXUGLIIHUHQW´TXDOLWLHVµ7KHEHVW
TXDOLW\ZDVFDOOHG´5DQJHHODµDIWHUWKHSRSXODU
ÀOPIURPZLWK$DPLU.KDQDQG8UPLOD
Matondkar. The second best quality was called
´5HHERNµ7KHQH[WEHVWZDVFDOOHG´-XUDVVLFµDV
in Jurassic Park, and the cheapest quality had no
VSHFLÀFQDPH,DVNHGKLPÀUVWDERXWWKH5DQJHHla bag, and what accounted for its popularity,
EXWWKHUHZDVVRPHFRQIXVLRQ:KLOH,ZDQWHGWR
NQRZZKDWDERXWKDYLQJWKHQDPH´5DQJHHODµ³
or, in this case, the more unconventional spelling
´5RQJLODµ³LPSULQWHGRQWKHVLGHRIDEDJPDGH
that bag more popular among buyers, he insisted
WKDW´5DQJHHODµUHIHUUHGWRWKHTXDOLW\RIWKHEDJ


not the image or text emblazoned on it. That the
´5DQJHHODµEDJVWLOOKDG5RQJLODRUVRPHIRUP
of the name printed on the bag was, according to
KLPVRPHWKLQJRIDQKLVWRULFDODFFLGHQW:KDW
was printed on these bags usually changed every
few months, he explained, but in this case it
didn’t.
:KLOHWKH5HHERNEDJOLNHZLVHKDG´5HHERNµ
printed on it, the Jurassic bag changed graphics.
Three designs on Jurassic bags were now availDEOHWKRXJKQRQHRIWKHPKDG´-XUDVVLFµRUDQ\
LPDJHRUWH[WDVVRFLDWHGZLWKWKHÀOPSULQWHGRQ
them. At that time, only one of those bags was
in stock: what appears to be an eagle, in yellow,
pink, and green, hovering over the earth, though
the giant land mass featured is indistinct.
Another wholesaler explained to me that most
MXWHEDJVLQ%DQDUDVFDPHIURP&DOFXWWDZKHUH
the jute was processed, the plastic liner applied,
the handles attached, and the designs imprinted.
Yet even as one of the main wholesalers of jute
bag for eastern Uttar Pradesh, he could only
purchase bags by handle design—bamboo or
plastic—or whether or not they had a zipper or
a pocket. He had no control over the graphics
that would be imprinted on the bags he ordered,
QRUGLGKHSDUWLFXODUO\FDUH1HZVKLSPHQWVRI
EDJVFDPHHYHU\ÀIWHHQGD\VZLWKWKHJUDSKLFV
changing regularly, and he had no idea how these
graphics were chosen or what they were sup37

SRVHGWRVLJQLI\%DJVQHHGHGSULQWLQJMXVWOLNH
they needed handles, but printing itself was of
no importance. As he remarked, “Printing ka koi
QDKLLPKRWDDµ
•RETAILERS
In a conversation with a retailer of jute bags
named Amitabh, I remarked that no one—not
street vendors, customers, or wholesalers—ever
seemed to pay attention to the graphics on jute
bags, even though the graphics were made up of
recognizable images, such as burning planes and
cuddly bears, and recognizable phrases, such as
simple tag lines in English. Like my other informants, he too said that he never paid attention
to these graphics, and his good friend who was
listening in concurred. So I asked them, since nobody seems to notice the graphics on jute bags, if
they could, what graphics would they put on jute
bags to make them more desirable to customers.
The friend explained that he would put the name
of their neighborhood in Hindi on the bag—in
this case, Dal Mandi—to appeal to local pride.
%XW$PLWDEKGLVDJUHHG+HH[SODLQHGWKDWWKH
bags needed graphics, but the graphics weren’t
meant to be understood. Presumably if they were
XQGHUVWRRGWKH\ZRXOGEHOHVVGHVLUDEOH%XW,
FRXQWHUHG,FRXOGRIWHQJUDVSWKH´PHDQLQJµRI
the images and the text. I could often understand
them. Then he said, “There isn’t any meaning to
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be grasped. If you can understand the printing on
DEDJWKHQ\RXGLGQ·WXQGHUVWDQGLWµ,KDGRQFH
again been accused, though with more precision than before, of seeing something that wasn’t
meant to be seen, of reading something that
wasn’t meant to be read.
Amitabh’s critique can perhaps be better understood by considering, for a moment, Abelam art
LQ/RZODQG1HZ*XLQHD$QWKRQ\)RUJHGHscribes how Abelam painters do not distinguish
ÀJXUDWLYHDQGDEVWUDFWHOHPHQWVLQWKHLUZRUN
(YHQZKHQÀJXUDWLRQLV´DSSDUHQWO\µSUHVHQWLQ
their painting, as in the likenesses of men’s faces,
WKHVHSDLQWHUVYLJRURXVO\GHQ\DQ\ÀJXUDWLYHLQWHQWRUÀJXUDWLYHFRQWHQWWRWKHLUZRUN´7ZRGLPHQVLRQDOSDLQWLQJIRUWKH$EHODPµ)RUJH 
177) explains, “is a closed system having no imPHGLDWHUHIHUHQFHRXWVLGHLWVHOIµ$QGZLWKLQWKLV
V\VWHP´JUDSKLFHOHPHQWVPRGLÀHGE\FRORXU
carry the meaning. The meaning is not that a
painting or carving is a picture or representation
of anything in the natural or spirit world, rather
LWLVDERXWWKHUHODWLRQVKLSEHWZHHQWKLQJVµ 
189). As Diane Losche (1995: 59) explains, “To ask
what a sign means is irrelevant to the Abelam . .
. Asking the Abelam what this particular design
PHDQVLVDNLQWRDVNLQJ¶:KDWGRHV\RXUUHIULJHUDWRUPHDQ"·RUWRUHYHUVHWKHLVVXH¶:KDWGRHV
your painting do?’ For the Abelam this separation
between meaning and function is an inappropri39

DWHEDVLVRQZKLFKWRDVNDTXHVWLRQµ
1RZWKLVLVQ·WWRVD\WKDWWKHJUDSKLFVRQMXWH
bags were meaningless to their Indian audience.
The words and images that they contain were recognizable, as most of my informants would claim,
and they did constitute a system of meaning.
%XWWKHSRZHURIWKHVHJUDSKLFVZDVJHQHUDWHG
by their words and images being slightly incomprehensible: recognizable but not fully readable.
It was through this discursive disjunction that
these graphics generated their allure, or as my
LQIRUPDQWVZRXOGVD\WKHLU´H[RWLFµRU´IRUHLJQµ
quality. To the brand-trained eye of western
consumers such as myself, the bags seemed, to
use Jean-Françios Lyotard’s distinction, mostly
GLVFXUVLYHDQGEDUHO\ÀJXUDOEXWWRWKHSURGXFers and consumers in the bazaar, the opposite
was the case. The graphics were not texts to be
read or images to be decoded; they were icons
WKDWWHVWLÀHGWRDKLJKO\DIIHFWLYHDZDUHQHVVRI
a globalized commercial world. To own such an
icon was to have bought into a world of westernized consumer culture and to begin to possess the
FXOWXUDOFDSLWDOLIQRWÀQDQFLDOFDSLWDORISDUWLFLSDQWVLQWKDWHFRQRPLFÀHOG
•EXPORTERS
This intended discursive disjunction of the
graphics on Indian jute bags can be put into context by considering the graphics found on bags
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GHVLJQHGVSHFLÀFDOO\IRUH[SRUW,Q'HOKLLQ
exporters sold two kinds of canvas tote bags—
nothing in jute was available. Some bags had
images of gods accompanied by text in Sanskrit,
such as a graphic of Shiva with the benediction
om namah shivaaya. Other bags featured reprintHGDGYHUWLVHPHQWVVXFKDVRQHIRU1LVKD6DUHHV
9DULRXVH[SRUWHUVWROGPHWKDWVXFK´JRGEDJVµ
were designed exclusively for tourists and were
never purchased by locals. Yet the text accompanying these images was always in Devanagari
DQGQHYHULQ5RPDQVFULSW:KHQ,DVNHGRQH
importer why these texts weren’t printed in
WUDQVODWLRQ³IRUH[DPSOH´3UDLVHWR6KLYDµ³KH
told me that this was necessary so the bag would
EH´UHDOµ DVOLL WKRXJKKHGLGDJUHHWKDWWKHEDJ
ZDVDOVR´IDNHµ QDNOLL 
Advertisements for particular companies, such
DV1LVKD6DUHHVRFFXSLHGWKHJUD\]RQHEHWZHHQ
UHDODQGIDNH:KLOHVXFKDJUDSKLFZDVRULJLnally an advertisement functioning within a local
economy, the same graphic on a bag intended for
use in a foreign economy is less an advertisement
than an icon. To understand the graphic on the
1LVKD6DUHHVEDJDVDORFDODGYHUWLVHPHQWHYHQLI
one grasps the meaning of the image and text in
that context, was not to understand it. That meaning had been displaced.
75$161$7,21$/$))(&7
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So, to return to my initial question, how were
EDJVGHSLFWLQJSODQHVFUDVKLQJLQWRWKH:RUOG
Trade Center, fuzzy bears in a variety of poses,
and television game show logos all the same?
:KLOHWKHVHJUDSKLFVVHHPHGWRUHIHUHQFHGLVSDrate social and political spheres, my sense is that,
like Abelam art, they actually existed within a
rather closed system. All of these graphics used
images and texts with claims to cosmopolitanism,
in an effort to mark and evoke a transnational
sentimentality closely connected with commerce
DQGFRQVXPSWLRQ%XWWKHYLVXDOHFRQRP\ZLWKLQ
which they function is of local construction.
:LWKLQWKLVV\VWHPWKHVHJUDSKLFVUHVLVWUHDGLQJ
and interpretation—for they exist below a certain
WKUHVKROGRIREVHUYDELOLW\1HYHUWKHOHVVWKH\GR
function as icons that testify to a highly affective
awareness of a globalized commercial world.
These graphics are also alike in that they function within a marketplace in which the distincWLRQEHWZHHQ´UHDOµDQG´IDNHµVLJQVKDVEHFRPH
increasingly moot. Though everyone I spoke with
in the bazaar recognized that there were real and
fake commercial goods for sale there, such as real
DQGIDNH/HYLMHDQVRU1LNHMDFNHWVWKHJUDSKics on the bags function within a visual economy
that doesn’t simply assign value and prestige to
the real and dismiss the fake. The status associated with the bags involves the graphics functioning less as advertisements than as icons—as with
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WKH1LVKD6DUHHVEDJLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHV³DQG
the iconic power of the so-called real and fake on
the bags both serve to show what my informants
ZRXOGFDOO´IDVKLRQµ:LWKLQWKLVFRQWH[WIDVKLRQ
means displaying an artifact that bears witness to
one’s awareness and highly emotional connection
to various products of a westernized—and, in
particular, Americanized—consumer culture.
The dimension of affect in this construction of
fashion is crucial. It isn’t enough just to be aware
of westernized consumer culture; one must also
buy into it, and this is done as much in the realm
of affect as in the realm of commerce. It is an emoWLRQDOSXUFKDVHLIQRWDÀQDQFLDORQHWKRXJKWKH
emotional investment will likely lead to future
ÀQDQFLDOLQYHVWPHQWVLQSURGXFWVRIWKDWFXOWXUH
This visual economy, however, excludes more
traditional forms of sentimentality common in
%DQDUDVQRWHGE\WHUPVVXFKDVEKDDYXNDWDD
)RUH[DPSOHMXWHEDJVVROGDWWKH.KDGL%KDvan bearing images of Gandhi are, I was told,
GHÀQLWHO\QRWFRRO7KHVHQWLPHQWWRZDUGVXFK
products that is fashionable in the bazaar might
be summed up by a graphic on one of the bags:
1232/,7,&63/($&(
7+(1(:9,68$/5(*,0(9$/8($''('
&2002',7,(6$1'$1(:(1*/,6+
%\WKHYLVXDOUHJLPHWKDW,MXVWGHVFULEHG
had transformed. In the interim, India had fur43

ther opened its markets and increasingly reduced
government controls on foreign trade and investment. For the world of graphics imprinted on jute
bags, this led to two noteworthy transformations:
WKHÀUVWFRQFHUQVEUDQGQDPHVDQGFRPPRGLW\
images, and the second concerns the status of
English.
7KH(QJOLVKZRUG´EUDQGµDQGWKHLGHDRI
branding had now both entered the language
and consciousness of the bazaar, though not all
the graphics on bags represented brands. Perusing his stock of school bags, Amitabh, still a bag
retailer, explained to me that Popeye, Harry Potter, Scooby Doo, and Pokemon were brands. Yet
when I asked about his other bags, which were
LQVFULEHGUHVSHFWLYHO\ZLWK´'LHVHOµ´$UPDQLµ
´3RORµDQG´$GLGDVµKHH[SODLQHGWKDWWKHVH
ZHUH´VW\OHVµQRW´EUDQGVµ7KHPDQXIDFWXUHURI
the Diesel bag was Donex, and the manufacturer
of the Adidas bag was Mayur, but neither, according to Amitabh, was a brand. So, I asked, within
his world of merchandise what constituted a
EUDQG"´%UDQGVµKHH[SODLQHG´DUHUHDOO\ÀOPV
DQGVKRZV\RXVHHRQWHOHYLVLRQµ<HW$PLWDEK
was upset that customers would now come to
his shop asking for brands, and evaluate bags by
their printing and not the quality of their construction. In response to this disturbing trend,
Amitabh had begun manufacturing his own line
of bags. They come in a variety of sizes, and each
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is made from strong, green canvas and bears no
printing, branding, or logos. Though Amitabh
WKLQNVWKH\RIIHUDJUHDW´YDOXHµWKH\GRQ·WVHOO
SDUWLFXODUO\ZHOO1HYHUWKHOHVV$PLWDEKVWLOO
makes them and stocks them because he believes
WKDWEUDQGV´KDYHQRPHDQLQJµ´%UDQGNDNRL
PDWODEQDKLLPµKHVDLGZLWKDELWRIULJKWHRXV
indignation. In 2003 I was told that the graphics
on the bags had no meaning; now I was told that
brands had no meaning.
Much to Amitabh’s consternation, however, it
was clear that the words imprinted on bags had
become meaningful, and that understanding the
graphics on bags, as well as their appeal, required
that these words were read and understood. Even
the barely educated bag vendors on the street
could, for the most part, read the English slogans
imprinted on the bags they sold and recognize
WKHLUVLJQLÀFDQFH,QWKHROGYLVXDOUHJLPHWKH
half-comprehensible English and colorful images
RQWKHEDJVVLJQLÀHGDZRUOGRIK\SHUDIIHFWFRQQHFWHGZLWKEHLQJ´KLSµIRUODFNRIDEHWWHUWHUP
to a global commercial world. The otherness and
exoticism of English allowed one to access this
SRZHUIXOHPRWLRQDOUHDOPIRUWKLV´KLSQHVVµZDV
FRQFHLYHGDVEHLQJRXWVLGHWKHFRQÀQHVRIWKH
bazaar and of Hindi. In the new visual regime,
however, English is no longer exotic in the halfunderstood way it was previously. As one of the
street vendors explained to me, “the words are
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PHDQWWREHUHDGµDVHHPLQJO\REYLRXVUHPDUN
though it was exactly what I had been cautioned
against three years earlier. People bought the
(631DQG1,.(EDJVKHH[SODLQHGEHFDXVHWKH\
recognized the names from television. Along with
WKLVUHFRQÀJXUDWLRQRI(QJOLVKKDVEHHQDUHFRQÀJXUDWLRQRIWKHDIIHFWWKDW(QJOLVKLQYRNHV$V
the bazaar has domesticated English—or, perhaps, been domesticated by it—the exotic allure
that the English words on bags used to invoke
has faded.
9$/8('(35,9('-87(
,QWKHODVWÀYH\HDUVWKHUHKDVEHHQDGUDVWLF
decrease in the number of jute bags for sale in the
market. Though there are a variety of factors that
help account for this decrease, the one that my
informants mentioned most frequently was that
MXWHEDJVZHUHVLPSO\FDOXRU´FUDSS\µ:KLOH
the bag vendors on the street, for example, were
aware that Harry Potter was a good brand, they
were also aware that the value of a brand could
be offset if it were associated with something
bad. The street vendors thought of jute as a cheap
product, and they associated it with an impoverLVKHGZRUNIRUFHLQ:HVW%HQJDODQG%DQJODGHVK
There is, in fact, much academic writing about
the long history of disenfranchisement among
the subcontinent’s jute workers (e.g., Fernandes
1997; Ghosh 2001; Goswami 1991; Sen 1999;


Stewart 1998). Moreover, calu bags are so-called
because they use very low-quality jute, often
the very same material used for making bags to
VWRUHJUDLQ:KHQ,DVNHGYDULRXVVWUHHWYHQGRUV
whether there was any graphic or brand that
could make a jute bag cool, they invariably said,
´1Rµ-XWHZDVFOHDUO\LQQHHGRIUHEUDQGLQJ
Yet jute bags have been under attack for more
than being uncool. Many bag manufacturers
have begun to forego jute, instead making use
RIV\QWKHWLFPDWHULDOIURP&KLQDZKLFKLV
FKHDSHU$PDMRULW\RIVWRUHVLQ1RUWK,QGLDQRZ
use this material for their promotional bags, and
owing to its cheap price, the number of gift bags
in the bazaar has increased dramatically. Though
this synthetic material doesn’t hold up to rugged
XVHDQGGHÀQLWHO\IDOOVDSDUWLQWKHUDLQ³DV,
know from personal experience—it does serve as
a cost-effective form of advertising. Conversely,
jute bags don’t seem to be cool enough or cheap
enough to interest many in the bazaar.
-87($16:(56%$&.
'XULQJDWULSWR%RGK*D\D%LKDULQ-DQXDU\
2007, I wandered through the bazaar looking
for bags. As I expected, most were made from
imported Chinese synthetics or recycled nylon,
JHQHUDOO\IURPFHPHQWVDFNV%XWWKHUHZHUHD
few bags made of jute. In one shop, I found three
jute bags, each with an identical picture of a sail47

ERDW\HWRQHDOVRKDGWKHVORJDQ´-XWHLV%LRGHJUDGDEOHµ,VKRZHGWKHEDJWRWKHVKRSNHHSHU
and to a variety of customers in the bazaar, but
no one knew or even recognized the word “bioGHJUDGDEOHµ,WLVDQ(QJOLVKZRUGZLWKQRREYLous Hindi equivalent. It was as though a savvy
bag designer was trying out a new idea: take a
graphic already in circulation and add a tag line
that appeals to the eco-friendly market in an attempt to attract environmentally conscientious
consumers. It was unclear, however, if the ploy
had met with any success besides getting me to
buy another jute bag.
The following week I traveled to Calcutta,
KRPHRIWKHMXWHLQGXVWU\LQWKHKRSHRIÀQGing out more about my eco-friendly bag and the
designers who created such graphics. As I wandered through the city and its markets, I was surprised to see no jute bags at all. Even in the jute
bazaar on Cotton Street, I found only a few jute
EDJVIRUVDOHWKRXJK,GLGOHDUQWKDW´-XWHLV%LRGHJUDGDEOHµLVWKHMXWHLQGXVWU\·VRIÀFLDOVORJDQ
,ZDVKRZHYHUGLUHFWHGWR%HOJKRULDDQRUWKHUQ
suburb of Calcutta, where roughly 15,000 people
are involved in the bag-making industry, and
where an estimated 90% of calu bags in India are
manufactured.
,Q%HOJKRULD,PHWZLWKGHVLJQHUVGLVWULEXtors, and laborers in the calu bag market. My
FRQYHUVDWLRQVZLWK%LVKZDQDWKDVXFFHVVIXOEDJ
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designer and distributor, were particularly instructive. In response to my question about the
changing designs on calu bags, he explained that
his designs weren’t that calculated: “Any design
WKDWFRPHVIURP\RXUKHDUWZLOOGRµ:KHQDVNHG
about the predominance of English and seemingly foreign images, he remarked, “Everyone can
UHDG(QJOLVK,W·VWKHIDVKLRQµ$QGWKHQ´$PHULFDWRGDGDKDLµ$PHULFDLV,QGLD·VELJEURWKHUKH
H[SODLQHGEXWLW·VDOVRWKHPDÀDGRQZKRFRQtrols the market. Considering this, he continued,
why shouldn’t the images on the bags feature
(QJOLVKZRUGVDQG$PHULFDQLPDJHV"1HYHUWKHless, there were almost no jute bags were for sale
LQWKH%HOJKRULDED]DDUDQG,FRXQWHGRQO\DIHZ
of them among the shoppers and commuters in
WRZQ(YHQLQ%HOJKRULDMXWHEDJVZHUHG\LQJ
RXWDQGQHLWKHU%LVKZDQDWKQRUKLVZRUNHUV
were sure how to market them successfully to the
local population.
The only place in Calcutta that I saw jute bags
for sale, and customers actually buying them,
was on the sidewalk in front of the Oberoi Hotel,
one of Calcutta’s poshest destinations. The jute
bags for sale, however, were neither calu nor gift.
They were bags designed for export to be sold to
eco-friendly consumers abroad. The proprietor,
Abdul, explained to me that he used to sell calu
bags, but the market for them had disappeared.
Among the most popular items he now sold
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were two promotional bags of nearly identical
construction intended for grocery stores in the
UK, Sainsbury and Tesco. The former capitalizes
on its biodegradable pedigree: “It’s not just our
Sainsbury’s SO organic food that’s good for the
HQYLURQPHQWRXUMXWHEDJVDUHWRRµ7KH7HVFR
bag is more enigmatic and less grammatical: “EvHU\OLWWOHKHOSVµDQGIHDWXUHVDPHDQGHULQJURZ
of red ladybugs. Though the Tesco bag contains
a beguiling text with little or no connection to its
image of ladybugs, it was nevertheless the curUHQWEHVWVHOOHUDW$EGXO·VVWUHHWVLGHVKRS1RQH
of the customers whom I questioned claimed to
understand the English text on either bag, nor
were any of them considering purchasing a jute
bag because it was good for the environment.
:KHQ,DVNHGWKHPDERXWWKHDSSHDORIWKHEDJV
they invariably mentioned that the Tesco bag was
´SUHWW\µSRLQWLQJWRWKHODG\EXJVDQG´IRUHLJQµ
As in the old visual regime, here too graphics
were not texts to be read or images to be decoded;
instead, they were a kind of affect-laden icon,
PXFKOLNHWKHUHSULQWHGDGYHUWLVHPHQWIRU1LVKD
6DUHHV%XWKRZGLGDIRUHLJQMXWHJURFHU\EDJ
function within the local economy in Calcutta? I
wasn’t sure, but when I walked along the bazaar
in front of the Oberoi Hotel empty-handed I was
barely noticed by the numerous touts and venGRUV:KHQ,FDUULHGWKH7HVFREDJKRZHYHU,
was recognized as a foreigner and beseeched in
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English to buy things.
7+(1(:(;27,&
7KHVHGD\VLQ%DQDUDVWKHPRVWSRSXODUEDJV
for sale in the bazaar are not made from jute,
feature almost no text, and don’t capitalize on
multinational brands. These bags are designed
and produced in Delhi, from cotton, and their
main appeal seems to derive from their large,
colorful graphics. Though the beguiling jute bags
of the old visual regime are now more rare, these
bags preserve a similar sense of the exotic, an
appealing foreign world that is slightly incomprehensible.
On one bag, we see a charming, seaside town,
and in the middle of the image, the appropriately
QDPHG´6HDVLGH&DIpµ,QWKHEDFNJURXQGWKHUH
are boats and a lighthouse, and in the foreground,
a man walking his dog. Yet in the lower left hand
corner there is a horse pulling a man in an oldfashioned buggy and then, more mysteriously, a
decorated Christmas tree on a stand. Christmas
and its icons are popular in the bazaar. In fact,
the best-selling bag in the bazaar features the text
´+DSS\+ROLGD\VµDORQJWKHWRSDQGERWWRPDQG
´/HWLWVQRZµRQERWKVLGHV,QWKHPLGGOHLVDQ
assortment of smiling snowmen with carrots for
noses and a colorful assortment of hats, scarves,
DQGMDFNHWV1RRQH,LQWHUYLHZHGLQWKHED]DDU
had ever seen a snowman or a seaside café, not
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even on television. As one of the street vendors
explained, “The images are beautiful, but they
GRQ·WKDYHDQ\PHDQLQJµ³XQNDNRLPDWODE
nahiim. Once again I was cautioned not to read
too much into the graphics. This all sounded very
familiar.
One bag in particular seemed to offer a comPHQWDU\RQWKH´PHDQLQJµRIWKHWZREDJV,MXVW
described. In this bag, as in the Seaside Cafe bag,
we see horses and people in the lower left corQHUEXWWKHFRQÀJXUDWLRQLVSHFXOLDU7KHUHDUH
four horses, though only one of them has a rider,
and behind them is a sleigh with two inhabitants. There is, however, no snow. The trees have
QROHDYHVVRSHUKDSVLWLVZLQWHUEXWWKHÀHOGV
that abut the road and stretch off in the distant
are verdant green—hardly ideal sleighing conditions. This odd assemblage is apparently traveling to the large house up ahead, next to which is
another lighthouse. There is, however, no body of
water. So why use a sleigh to travel on a dirt road
in order to get to a lighthouse that is landlocked?
In response to that rhetorical question, I am
reminded of the words of caution I was offered
years earlier: “If you can understand the printLQJRQDEDJWKHQ\RXGLGQ·WXQGHUVWDQGLWµ6R
what, then, is this new exotic? In the old visual
regime, there was a tension between image and
text, between affect-laden designs and English
slogans, which produced a pleasurable frisson
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of emotion. In the new visual regime, image and
text combine more seamlessly, with commodity images and pithy English captions indexing
brands. In this visual world however, there is
a disjunction, as in the old visual regime, but it
happens between images within a graphic, not
between images and text.
5()/(&7,2167:22'',7,(6$1'$21(
$1(&'27(
,QP\ÀHOGZRUNLQ%DQDUDVLQ,ZDV
repeatedly told that branded goods are the best
quality products; that they are exclusively foreign; and that they are only available in shopping malls. This set of beliefs has manifested in
multiple oddities, such as a craze to buy foreign
goods that is the very antithesis of the swadeshi
movement of a century ago and a craze to apply
brand labels onto seemingly everything for sale
in the bazaar, even though everyone knows that
branded goods aren’t for sale in the bazaar. Even
Amitabh now puts brand labels on some of his
bags.
Yet, the inception of brands in India, and the
faith that they have so quickly engendered, raises
questions for me about the ways that religion has
EHHQPRELOL]HGWRFRQÀJXUH,QGLD·VQHZPDUNHWSODFH%UDQGOR\DOW\RQHVKRSNHHSHULQWKHEDzaar explained, is this generation’s bhakti—their
devotion, their faith. Recent work, in fact, has
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shown that viewers have the same neurological
response to strong brands that they do to reliJLRXVLFRQV /LQGVWURP %UDQGOR\DOW\DQG
EKDNWLDUHQHXURORJLFDOWZLQVOLNHZLVH1LNHWKH
JRGGHVVDQG1LNHWKHVZRRVK
:LWKWKDWVDLG,ZLOOOHDYH\RXDQDQHFGRWH
Earlier this year I had a conversation with a sucFHVVIXOVLONPHUFKDQWLQ%DQDUDV+HODPHQWHG
that it seemed that one day all of India would
turn into one big mall and that everything
would be branded—except, of course, the gods.
´%XWFDQ·WDJRGEHDEUDQG"µ,DVNHG(YHU\RQH
recognizes the Hanuman image from the Sankat
Mochan Temple, with his tilted head and gentle
smile. The image is everywhere in the bazaar,
on posters and postcards, statues and paintings.
´&RXOGQ·WWKHWHPSOHFRS\ULJKWWKDWLPDJHµ
I asked, “and charge licensing fees if people
ZDQWHGWRXVHGLW"´1RQRQRµKHVDLG´7KH\
ZRXOGQ·WGRWKDWµ%XWQHLWKHURIXVZHUHYHU\
sure.
Perhaps bhakti will be the next generation’s
brand loyalty.
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A history of sand
done in sand

in the rippling and turning of the
crocus, the yellow stamen, and the
loss of the stamen loosens the petals
which fall in turn
the cloth billows, inspired
just that
a thin whisp of language
carefully worded
a curl of smoke
enveloping the crocus
ko-ro-co-se
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I was a word with water behind it
but I couldn’t read the water
I was an inscription upon it
DPHDQLQJIXOÁRZHU
of no color
upon it



I went to sleep on top of the mountain
and I woke up underneath the mountain
Someone had turned the page.
7KHUHKDGEHHQÁRZHUVWKDWZHUHMXVWOLNH
pink leaves. very delicate.
there had been enough light for everyone.
1RZDOOWKHZRUGV,GRQ·WNQRZ
Invisibility
the inside of a mountainside
the place I go to
no light, only words
absolutely particular.
The soil is wild, uncommon to trees
I am in a place of burial and no birth
in silence the cycle has broken its circle
in green darkness,
the thick imagined leaves lay down
I am in search of life in these conditions,
for the places where things get undone




More women farmers in purple dresses
were planting small things in the garden
A baby was born
I agreed to come here
out there is life, or the
true mountain
here where the heart beats
is only here
at the mouth of the night.
brambles gather at the entrance
birds holler as darkness falls, one last time
and beyond that, callous silence,
nothing but hideous stillness.
and then, the atmosphere of earth,
thick and mortal
damp
forestless
mind.





:HZLOOVOHHSIRU\RX
we will fall into place
into rooms of meaning
collecting fragments,
those roses
from the depths
of your language
get darker,
and we know below
the fragmented night.

—India Radfar



History Of The Jewish Socialist Party In
America
by Allen Ginsberg

In meeting hall, a small room or foyer of private house downstairs on street storefront level
—we’re inside— me, and my friend, a square
)%,DJHQWZKRLVDUUHVWLQJXVDOOEXWZDQWVPRUH
information so doesn’t take us in but lets us continue our activity, which is all internal regulation
of the party which now has very few members
DQ\ZD\EHLQJDVWKH)%,ER\NQRZVWRKLVFKDgrin, much more concerned with psychic regulation of the idealism of its members than any
activity relating to the US Govt —in fact we are
completely unconcerned with the US Govt, and
far from spying on it we welcome spies to our
midst in the hope they be converted and learn
something about us—since the internal structure
of the party is a mystery still unresolved even
WRXV³DIDFWZKLFKHPEDUUDVVHVWKH)%,IHOORZ
further since he guesses our general crazy goodwill and devotion to some mysterious politics of
complete integrity, so extreme that the policy of
the party is really dedicated to discovering what
the policy is and who the leaders really are —we
being willing to share the info with anyone even
the US Govt— with complete faith that with
such an open policy no harm can befall anyone,
even jail or execution is further opportunity for


study, revelation, or martyrdom to the Mystery
of Idealistic Socialism and a further chapter
of the Jewish S. Party’s profound activity in
America— no less profound because limited to
a small group which pursue the basic study, for
the intensity of their dedication.
Thus we are having a meeting in the foyer
³DV$XQW5RVH·VWKRVPDOOHU³ WKH)%,
PDQZLWKWLHDVNHZ FRDWRYHUDUPVZHDWLQJ
LQVXPPHUKHDWSLVWROLQRQHKDQG RWKHURQ
telephone, is undecided what to do, so I advise
him, after a nervous walk in the plaza, to trust
XV ZDLWDZKLOHWLOOVRPHWKLQJGHÀQLWHGHYHOops. He seems to agree, nodding his head, tho
worried we’ll all escape, vanish, and he’ll lose
KLVMRE EHÀUHGE\KLVLQWHPSHUDWHERVVDFUXHO
Faggot named J. Edgar Hoover.
The subject of tonite’s meeting was anQRXQFHGE\3UHVLGHQW%HUJODVWZHHNWREHD
VSHHFK³PDQLIHVWRRISROLF\³E\DQROG WUXVWed member Dr. Hershman—who arrived earlier
very disturbed, took over the meeting—and
announced—The Subject of my Announcement
will be the Follows—please take note and understand why I am announcing it so that anybody
who does not wish to be further implicated may
OHDYHWKHURRP:K\,NLOOHG3UHVLGHQW%HUJDQG
Member Hoffman.» This throws everybody into
WXUPRLO³WKHUHDUHRQO\RUPHPEHUV DOO
realize they will be held as accomplices—but


PD\EHKHKDGJRRGUHDVRQVRZK\OHDYH 
betray his mad trust?—It’s an apocalyptic
SDUW\IXOORIQHFHVVDU\PLVWDNHV7KH)%,PDQ
is thrown into a crisis of nerves. He is ready to
telephone to arrest us all, but wants to hear why
WKH\NLOOHG%HUJ +RIIPDQ³%XWDOVRDIUDLGKH
might be implicated, since he too is (tho spy) a
member of this small Socialist Party which long
DJRDJUHHGWREHPXWXDOO\UHVSRQVLEOH VKDUH
DOOJXLOW,IWKH)%,PDQZDLWVKHPLJKWZLQGXS
in jail with all of us, if he don’t wait he’ll never
IXOÀOOKLVPLVVLRQWRÀQGRXWZKDWWKH0\VWHU\
of the Party is and arrest us on basic evidence
of conspiracy—Arrest now for mere murder
means little but regular
FRSFULPHWRWKH)%,QRW
a political triumph. I
advise him to hold his
horses and stick with us,
ZHDOOZDQWWRÀQGRXW
Horowitz is in the
chair, talking furiously:
´&RPUDGHV%HUJZDVD
traitor to the Party, he
wanted to end the Party
KDGOHJDOSRZHUWR
dissolve it—I realized
A.G.
the danger, so did he, he
invited me to address
\RXRQWKHVXEMHFW KHDOVRLQYLWHGPHWRWDNH


the necessary action on the subject —an action
which hadn’t occurred before because a similar
situation had not arisen.
´$QGKHUHLVWKHFDQRI1DSWKDOLQHZLWK
ZKLFK,NLOOHGKLP³JDJJHGKLP SRLVRQHGKLV
VRGDZDWHUZLWKLW PDGHKLPGULQNDQGKLV
co-conspirator Hoffman —I’m going to burn the
Evidence—in the Fireplace right now—He opens
WKH (WKHUW\SH 1DSWKDOLQHFDQLQWKHÁRRURI
ÀUHSODFH OLJKWVLW³LWEXUQV JLYHVRIIGXOO
EOXHÁDPH JUHDWIXPHVRIZHLUGJDV³HYHU\ERG\FRXJKV³,VQLII UHDOL]H\RXFDQJHWKLJK
RQLWVR,ZDQWWRVWLFNDURXQG QRWFDOOÀUHPHQ
or cops´/HWLWEXUQµZHDOO\HOO³WKH)%,PDQ
rushes outside but I rush him back in—Smell it
JHWKLJKPD\EHZH·OODOOJHWWKH$QVZHUWKDW
way. Don’t give up the Ship.
The girls are nearly fainting, the can is
EXUQLQJLQWKHÀUHSODFHIXPHVGL]]\XVRQH
girl faints in chair, her Jewish girlfriend rubs
KHUKDQGV IDQVKHUWKH)%,PDQLVVZHDWLQJ
+RURZLW]LVVQLIÀQJIXULRXVO\³WKHURRPLVLQ
turmoil—we will all be arrested for murder—
´'HVWUR\WKH(YLGHQFH OHW·VJHWKLJKªVKRXWV
the killer —on this scene of evident excitement,
a new chapter of the history of Jewish socialism
QHDUVLWVHQG WKH'UHDPFRQFOXGHVSUHPDWXUHO\
³


In 1931, Gandhi met the king at
%XFNLQJKDP3DODFHZHDULQJKLV
trademark dhoti. Asked if he felt
underdressed he was quoted as
saying that his host “had enough
IRUERWKRIXVµ



by Lee Ann Brown & Bernadette Mayer
in collaboration
<RX·OO%H+HDULQJ)URP0H
I am the decider my four year old
DQG%XVKVDLGVLPXOWDQHRXVO\VKRXOGQ·W
we speak red table Japanese as long
as the light lasts we could
LPLWDWHHDFKRWKHU·V9DOHQWLQHV
I am the Coca Cola my young Daughter
SUHVLGHQWWKLFNHWVDLGDWRQFHGLGQ·W
you talk vermilion armoire then
when crepuscular-ness extended beyond
our aping every driveway of the other
of her phonemes, eh?
,W·V\DPGD\,·P&RFNRIWKH:DONP\ZRQGHU
full present day sets sights on Poydras Street as
you speak in magenta letter’s ready din
winning eventide’s telescopic
monkeying with the space time continuum
of our snow school dome
On beet night, you’re lemur of the lane, your awe
partial past night ogles Onomatopeia Overlook as


i tell in purple pandemonium’s pointless hubbub
losing morning’s binoculars to
fooling with the quantum poetics
of your dry anarchic satellite dish
,W·V%((76QRW%($76\RX·UHWKH
leaning tower of
pizza!
$ZSDODWLDOSDVWRUDOHV1LJKWELUG
ogres ontological and
oviform!
Ital plupurrfect paladium ointment hubbies make
logomachy moorings by uncles two.
Fueling wits by kumquat politics
over Europe’s diurnial saternalia discs
i tell in purple pandemonium’s pointless hubbub
losing morning’s binoculars to
fooling with the quantum poetics
of your dry anarchic satellite dish
,W·V%((76QRW%($76\RX·UHWKHOHDQLQJ
tower of
pizza!
$ZSDODWLDOSDVWRUDOHV1LJKWELUGRJUHVRQWRORJLcal and
oviform!
Ital plupurrfect paladium ointment hubbies make
logomachy moorings by uncles two.
Fueling wits by kumquat politics
over Europe’s diurnial saternalia discs
+
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&KHUU\%ORVVRP
Murakami
Sunday
/HH$QQ7RQ\0LUDQGDLQÀQLW\VLJQ
Miranda in a
pink bouncy
air chair
photographed in cherry
blossom action
DJ Oil
Long hair
Girl DJ in
bug glasses
ZLWKVSHWDOV
+ brown orange and yellow
patterned kimono
LOUD MUSIC
&KHUU\%ORVVRPWHHQ
Laughing, sez
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“I’ll kick yr
ass
you dirty
VQRZÁDNHµ
%URRNO\Q%RWDQLFDO
Distillation of sense
sents,
sensibilities
inside
hemlock:
´ZKDWVKHVDLGµ
´2Z%DPµ

Dude, like, nice ludic
SPERM
Lasso!

Down the cherry corridor
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´0DV7UDQTXLORµ

Get down on the grass and
Shut up
Didn’t we
do this
already?
I wanna
Put someone
in a
naptime headlock
´:KR·V\U'DGG\
DQGZKDWGRHVKHGR"µ

“I summon
SXSSHWVµ
pass out roses

³/HH$QQ%URZQ
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7KH0LGQLJKW:DON
Crunky sneaky music like with black hats tilted
anonymously over
I’m going over
To the dark side
The minor keys
The black clothes
That won’t show wear
And won’t poison me
:LWKWKHLULYRU\VQRZ
Spray n wash conundrum
Headaches
%ODFNFORWKHV
:LWKDÁDVKRIFRORU
Destino means destiny also travel destination
One of my favorite books: Travel with Children

³/HH$QQ%URZQ
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0DUJXHULWH%\UXP


0DUJXHULWH%\UXP
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What we wear

In self-portraits the envelope of skin
seems loosed from shadow. The
eye holes of the mask letting more
dark. On the other hand, you’re bright
pieces bending but I understand painting
as inversion. Costumes
what the sun eats through.
$WÀUVWYHVWPHQWEXWQRZ
sign, says you are here:
I know it.

A couple of times, though, I went
and found everything set
and empty: cell phone charging, radio
playing Antiworld, windows lit blank.
Hollow. After that I look for
manifest color. Meaning
when time falls away
where you are.

³0DUJXHULWH%\UXP
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Once
Cosmic boy met
the hangman’s
beautiful daughter.
“I don’t care who
\RXUSDLVµKHVDLG
NLVVHGKHUWXUQHG
walked alone up the gang
plank. Cracked cassette
tapes warbled
out of ancient speakers
over there, she
knew, while here
the steam whistle
shrieked at 9, 12,
 WKHFLW\HPSW\
of him, felt
HPSW\:LUHVLWWHUV
screeched down,
twittered. They
weren’t talking
to her.
Are you
lonely? A
little. Empty
PRVWO\:DLWLQJ
A coin press for
shadows, a 40-year
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wink, a reed for
the winds to blow
through, a silent
trumpet of the heavens, picturing
of another hemisphere, a more
winding time, prayerÁDJVEHDULQJEULJKW
messages against a blueblue-yellow lightshow, turrets
of ancient white minarets,
a series of black shadows
held together by a strand of shadow
string, telling.
³0DUJXHULWH%\UXP
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*ORULD:LOOLDPV
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B Complex
%XVK%HDVWLH%XGGLHV%XOOVKLW
%DQNVWHU·V%URNHU·V%UDJJDGRFLR
%DJKGDG%XWFKHUHG%\%DQN%RVVHV
%XVK%XR\HG
%ORRPEHUJ%OHVVHG
%RPEDVWLF%DG%XVLQHVV
%LQJHLQJ%X\HU·V%ORRG
%ORDWHG%XEEOH%HJXQ%\%DQNV%\%URNHUV
%XEEOLQJ%XFNV%LOOLRQV%HQHÀW%DQNHUV
%X\HUV%HOLHYHG%URNHUV%LGGLQJV
%RXJKW%XLOGLQJV
%RXJKW%LIRUFDWHG%XOOVKLW
%ORFN%\%ORFN
%X\HUV%HZDUH
%DQNHUV%URNHUV%HIULHQGHG%\%XVK
%X\HUV%XEEOH%RPE%OLW]HG
%DPERR]OHG
%HGHYLOHG%\%XVK·V%OLQG%RVVHV%ROVWHULQJ
%XEEOH%XUVW%ODVW%XWWRQKROHV%X\HUV
%DQNHU·V%OXQGHU%XQGOLQJ%DFNÀUHV
%X\HU·V%XLOGLQJV%RXQFHG
%X\HUV%DQNUXSWF\%XPUXVKHG
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%X\HUV%HWUD\HG
%XOOLHG%\%DQNV
%X\HUV%ODPHG
%XW%OLJKW%HJXQ%\%LOO%\%XVK%XGGLHV
%DQNLQJ%RVVHV
%XW%L]DUUHO\%R]R%DQNHUV%HOLHYHG%URNHUV
%HOLHYHG
%X\HUV%HIXGGOHG%HUHIW%URNH%H\RQG%HOLHI
%X\HUV%HKROG%DLORXW%HQHÀWV%DQNLQJ%XVLQHVV
%ORFNKHDGV
%DQNHU·V%ULGHV%HDX·V%X\%RIIR%LJ%OLQJ
%URNHUV%XLOG%XOZDUNV%\%HUPXGD
%X\HUV%OXGJHRQHG%OHG%HTXHDWKHG%DQG$LGV
%DG%ORRG
%DQNHUV%URNHUV%XGGLHV%HJLQ¶%DPD%ODPLQJ
%URDGFDVWV
%X\HUV%XV\%ROGO\%D]RRND%ODVWLQJ%ULFNV
%DVWD
%HHSRSXODWLRQVDUHVXIIHULQJXQDEOHWRPDLQWDLQ
their cooperative hives due to a combination of
human created environmental and industrial
factors. This may lead to detrimental affects with
world-wide consequences.
³*ORULD:LOOLDPV
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*ORULD:LOOLDPV



Shopping To Death
Day after Thanksgiving Day
Giving over to buying all day
%ODFN)ULGD\
Final sale
Special deals
Layaway
Discounted
One day deals
Mark down
Incredibly low
Shopping mobs chanted “Push the doors in, push
WKHGRRUVLQ«µ
They pressed against the glass doors
Pushing, wild-eyed, shopping gassed, storming past
Human-chain links broken
Unfortunately, the nice young man who opened the
gates of hell
Shoppers swelled by stomping down on some thing
not for sale
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Trapped in their mad race, crushed under mobs feet,
death trampled
Mr. Damour is down
7RSSOHGWRWKHÁRRU
Prices are down and out with his life
:DOOVRIWKHPDUWVKROGWKHVWXIIRIVKRSSHU·VGUHDPV
Mr. Damour is down
Stomped underground
'HDGDW$0
1RRQHLVUHVSRQVLEOH
'LIÀFXOWWRGLVWLQJXLVKLQGLYLGXDOVIURPUDJLQJ
mob in surveillance videos
Shopping not stopping after death
Store reopened at 1PM and was packed within
minutes
Day’s receipts were accounted for
³*ORULD:LOOLDPV
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7KH2UJDVPLF1DWLRQV
ERQGHGLQLQÀQLW\³,VDZ
WKHVKDUNV HOHSKDQWVLQPRFN
eloquence, the sunlight in a
jungle
of
tears/
7KHPRQDUFKEXWWHUÁ\
complains to the swan who
widowed, sought
no more than sequential evidence/ of
a
radical
dawn/
Separating/
our longing, fr. the delicate
heartbeat/ that
consumed
it/

,QÀQLWH
winter/ the strange
dichotomy of/ yr.
midnight
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fruit/
5HÁHFWLQJ
the orgasmic moment/ the wave
of
appearance/
The wave of bliss, the wave,
of my approach
to
you/
0\G\LQJ P\GHDWKFRQVXPHG

—Louise Landes Levi
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52%%(56IROORZ9$-5$3$1,
***
did the master really go/ w. his entourage
RIGHYDVGDNLQLV QDJDVSLULWV" ZLOO,JRWR
ZKLFKLVODQGRISOHDVXUH GLVFRQWHQW"DJDLQ
GLGWKHPDVWHUVDIHO\ODQGDPRQJ8)2·V VWLOO
more thieves, less violent, perhaps

 GLG\RXVWHDOIUP\KHDUWWKDWZKLFK
ZDVPRVWWUXH PRVWSRWHQWRUFDQ\RXQRWWDNH
what you can not see

,VWKHPDVWHUKHUHDPRQJ%RXUJRQYLOODH
 %HFDUHLVKHKHUHLQWKHSRZHURIWKHZLQG
WRWUDQVIRUP SXULI\LVKHKHUHLQP\KHDUW·V
ORQJLQJWRVHHLQZDUG OLJKWO\ WRKDUP
1221(
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LVWKHUHQRRQHWRKDUP QRRQHWKHKDUPHU
LVWKHUHRQO\IRUJLYHQHVV WKHSXULW\DV,remember
that soon I must leave, one death, then another, burnLQJVXQOLJKW6RRIWKH%RUGHU LQP\PLQG
of
inborn
%/,66
,VOD0DUJDULWD9(
10.2.2010

—Louise Landes Levi
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Benares Ecologue

E\3HWHU/DPERUQ:LOVRQ
%HQDUHV(FRORJXH
8UEDQ3DVWRUDOLVPLVQRR[\PRURQLQ%HQDUHV,Q%UR-DPHV
,OLYHGRQDKRXVHERDWPRRUHGDWDPLQRUXSVWUHDPJKDW(YHU\
dawn a fat brahmin w/bullhorn coached a dozen would-be Arjunas
ZLWKKXJHWZLUOLQJ,QGLDQFOXEV RLOHGWRUVRVZDNLQJXVWR
another otiose holy day of lying on our undulant roof counting
GLIIHUHQWVSHFLHVRIELUGVRISUH\DVKDOIEXUQWFRUSVHVÁRDWHG
past us toward heaven or Calcutta. Up the stone stairs past tiny
cell crammed with abandoned widows in white saris chanting RamRamRam
to the S. Indian one-table vegetarian restaurant for breakfast—
ULFHFDNHVZVXJDU JKHH³RUOXQFK³ULFHFDNHVZFXUULHGYHJ
A few chillams with the babas at eventide—worm-eaten one-rupee
paperbacks by candlelight.
$QRWKHUGDZQ³ODXQGUHVVHVDWZRUN´EUHDNLQJVWRQHVZ\UFORWKHVµ
—ancient black dhows w/ red lateen sails arrive from the opposite
GHVRODWHVKRUHZFDUJRVRIVDQG:HXVHGWRHDWDWWKHFDIHSDW
URQL]HGE\WKHVDQGGLJJHUVYHU\ORZFDVWH³FKDSDWWLV GKDO
IRUSLFH*DQMDEKDQJ RSLXPZHUHOHJDO YHQGHGIURPJUHHQ
JRYHUQPHQWVKRSVZEDUUHGZLQGRZV%KDQJLFHFUHDPIURPJUHHQ
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JRRGKXPRUPHQ/RFDO.DOLWHPSOHGUXPV EHOOV³GHYLOZRUVKLS
1DUURZDOOH\ZD\VOLWE\QLJKWZRLOODPSVRIWLQ\KROHLQZDOO
VKRSV1RHOHFWULFLW\6KLYDKLPVHOIFRPPDQGVWKHIDLWKIXOWRWDNH
EKDQJLQ%HQDUHV0RVOHPVLQFKDUJHRIWKHVLONWUDGH³ZHKDQJ
around drinking milky masala chai getting eye-drunk on embroidered
opalescent gold wedding saris with descendants of Kabir in their
dim emporiums perfumed w/ extreme attar of roses.
Another day at the ghat. Every afternoon a dozen tank sized water
buffalo charge mindlessly down mud slope into sacred river goaded
by shiny brown boys to submerge in bliss each day new like black
rubber submarines of Yama Lord of Death. Holy upanishadic white
brahma bulls garlanded w/ marigolds, horns red w/ henna, block
LQWHUVHFWLRQV VWHDOYHJHWDEOHV6DWDQLFJRDWVORRPXSRXWRIWKH
GDUN9HGLFSDVWRUDOHFRQRP\SHUPHDWHVSHUFRODWHVWKH&LW\
fresh curds
clotted cream bedtime milk w/ thick skin
snowwhite sweets drowned in ghee




FDUGDPRQ

LFHGPLONZÁRZHUV\UXSV³\RJKXUW


VZLUOHGZLFHEKDQJ URVHZDWHU

India equals Arcadia. Cows speak
WRRXUVSLULWXDO'1$0RRLV



OM backwards.
Hinduism has preserved our very own lost
occidental polytheism. Kali = Astarte
%R\.ULVKQD 2USKHXV6KLYD 'LRQ\VXV
=HXV %UDKPD

9LVKQX $SROOR

Saraswati = the Muses
etc.
all one vast pastoral culture from
Tocharia to
Celtic Atlantis. The Cow our Mother.
,QGUDUHVFXHVWKHFRZV7KHZDWHUVÁRZ
7KHJRGVGULQN6RPD JHWDOOKDOOXFLQRJHQLF
5LJ9HGDGHVFULEHVLWDVgoldgreen
or ruddy³VWUDLQHGWKUXDJROGHQÁHHFH
PL[HGZPLON³H[DFWO\OLNHWKH
bhang lassi
DWWKH'DLU\%DULQ&KDQGL&KRZN
Mornings
we take rickshaw to leafy suburb where old Theosophical Society
RFFXSLHVFUXPEOLQJ$QJOR,QGLDQYLOODZYHUDQGD YXOWXUHVORZ
FHLOLQJIDQV³EURZVHRQZRUPKROHGVUHG*DQHVK &RWUHDWLVHV
RQ7DQWUD 3DQWKHLVWLF0RQLVPLQWKH6XÀVPRI,EQ¶$UDEL³IUHH
tea from kindly old librarian ladies—permission to nap on the
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ODZQLQWKHVKDGHRIWURSLFDOWUHHV (QJOLVKÁRZHUV
Another night of goggle-eyed astronomy
in our cradlerocking victorian-mughal
houseboat
RQWKHULYHUWKDWÁRZVIURPWKHWRSRI
Shiva’s head
like a gusher of moonbeams as he smokes
chillams prepared for him by Magna Mater
Cybele
seated on their tigerskin in the monsoonish
Himalayas
melt-off of ice lingams blue as sperm
Ganja = ganja
ZLWKÁHVKHDWLQJVOHHNIUHVKZDWHUGROSKLQV
sporting in its kundalini skull dark waters
snouts bristling w/ tiny teeth.

3HWHU/DPERUQ:LOVRQ
IURP´(& 2 /2*8(6$1(23$6725$/,670$1,)(672µ
published by Station Hill Press in
%DUU\WRZQ1<LQ.
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Sleeping Around
One year when i was visiting Kathmandu
ZKHQ,ZDV\RXQJEUDVKDGYHQWXURXV VWXSLG
I decided to sleep around at the power


SODFHVRIWKH.DWKPDQGX9DOOH\

6OHHSLQJRXWVLGHDWWKH%DXGKDQDWKVWXSD
some Tibetans thought I was a beggar
 WKUHZFRLQVRQP\EODQNHW
Sleeping in one of the small stone temples at Pashupatinath
the abode of Shiva as lord of animals
ZLWKP\KHDGRQDOLQJDPQHDUWKHIRJJ\%DJPDWLULYHU
some unknown yogis cuddled up nearSleeping outside by the burning grounds beside
WKH9LVKQXPDWLULYHUEHORZ%LMHVKZDULWHPSOH
,UHDG7KH/LIHRI0DUSDDOOQLJKW ZDLWHG
for the hungry ghosts to devour my egoI tried to sleep in the forest next to Swayambhu stupa
EXWWKH%KXWDQHVHPRQNVSHUVXDGHGPHWRVOHHSRQWKHÁRRU of
the oil lamp lit shrine room in their gompaThe next night sleeping outside on grassy Manjushri hill
next to a small supa a baby monkey
pulled my hair to awake me at dawn-
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Finally sleeping on top of the Shiva temple pagoda
pyramid in Durbar Square (which looks exactly like the
tall Mayan pyramids of Palenque or Teotihuacan)
where 108 steps up is the platform where homeless
1HSDOLVVOHHSDURXQGWKHUDUHO\XVHG6KLYD/LQJWHPSOH
I watched the rickshaw wallahs glide around until 3am
WKHQDOOZDVTXLHWLQ.DWKPDQGX
ZHFXUOHGXSRQVRPHVWUDZLQWKHFKLOO\DLU WKHQUHDOL]HG
tKDWWKHKXQJU\JKRVWVDUHHYHU\ZKHUHZLWKRXW ZLWKLQ
WXUQLQJRYHUÀWIXOO\WKHUHVWRIWKHORQJFROGQLJKW
,DURVHEHIRUHGDZQ VFUDWFKHGP\QHFNXQFRQWUROODEO\
DVWKHKXQJU\ÁHDVELWP\QHFN GUHZP\EORRG
into their eager stomachsbut they were probably my mother or lovers in a past life
anywaysenjoy hungry ghosts enjoy!

—Shiv Mirabito
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Everyday Auspicious Procession
seven water bearing goddesses
each with two full round amphorae
of cool clear water from the depths of the black well
each with one on her shoulder
and one on her hip
tree nymphs striking an ancient twice bent pose
each head covered with soft cloth
of green and rust
swathed around behind
leaving mahogany midriffs bared
each stands around the spring
each bends and washes her delicate feet
seductively
after offering oblations to unseen nature spirits
HDFKUHÀOOVKHUURXQGSRW
and proceeds slowly away
leaving in a languid line
without smiling
into the heat of the day
—Shiv Mirabito
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$PPD1DRPL-L
The carpet factory built a bridge
across the stream to her house
where she once crossed on a fallen log
Her tiny eyes are bright and hopeful
and surrounded by deep wrinkles
WKDWHFKRWKHDQFLHQW1HSDOL+LPDOD\D
And tears have run down her valleys
OLNHWKH.DOLNDQGKDNLDQG6KUL%DJPD
%XWDWWKLVWLPHVKHLVVKDQWL
Above her small swaddled head
in an orange clay niche
rests a large quartz crystal linga
splattered with red and orange offerings
VXUURXQGHGE\WLQ\\HOORZÁRZHUV
She sighs deeply
inhaling on a Yak brand cigarette
WKURXJKKHUFOHQFKHGÀVW
looking off into the distanceThe distant future
At this time she is shanti
—Shiv Mirabito
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Passion’s Hearts
My friend Marcus Erikson made a sculpture out
RIRIWKHÀUVWGHDG,UDTLKHVDZ
Passion’s Heart is inspired by the sculpture and
begins with a quote by Marcus.
3$66,21·6+($576
“All that sadness just lingers.
,WMXVWKRYHUVWKHUHµ
+HJRHVLQÀUVW
and is not afraid.
He’s been here before
but not me.
Some trees stand
and some still fall.
The courtyard of this public garden is empty
today
Save for us.
And now only me
since my brave has gone into the surgery place.
1RZKROGVRQO\FRGGOLQJÀJV
and abandoned art
and me.
6WDQGLQJLQDPLQHÀHOGRIERWDQLFDOKHDUWV
Strewn ‘round about my wary feet
And I know not to move
And I do not move
%XWVWDUHDWDWKRXVDQG,UDTLÁLHV
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Traveled all this way to feed on passion’s hearts
and realize my fears.
And I will not move from fear, for fear
And I do not want to see what I know I am about
to see.
7KHÁLHVEODFNFORXGULVHVDVWKHPDULQHZHOGHU
surgeon
Emerges for the cave with the dead man in his
arms
Or half of him
And I am even less prepared than I thought.
Deep inside my gut the echo rips through
Of that sixteen years old explosion
That took the life of the thing
And sucked the air from the air
And nothing yet has returned to grow.
Please don’t make me look.
$QG*RGVDLG´/RRNDWP\EHDXWLIXOFKLOGµ
1RZLW·VOHIWWRPHWREULQJWKHUHVW
And I will
For love of the brave and for my own healing too
Or not.
The legs, permanently cocked and appropriately
supine
%XWIRUWKHVHIRXUPLQXWHV
Of paul baring these ball bearings
And four legs is not enough for running me far
enough away
From where I’ve never been.
I’ve know the silent or at least quiet reverence ap104

propriate to the dead
And I practice it now
1ROHVVWKDQLIPHWDOZHUHPHDW
It is right that I should do so
And I do
Even though doing what is right is at the very
bottom of my list right now
And yes, that is a lie
%XWLIZLVKLQJLWZDVQ·WZRXOGPDNHLWWUXH
God and Satan’s gospel it would be.
I’ll sit for an impromptu eulogy
And let but not make feeling.
All is quiet
All is reverent
Mature sadness and not contrived.
:HMRLQWKHRWKHUFRQJUHJDQWVIRUGDLO\SURFHVsion into the sun
All come together at last where drivers are wanted.
Inside our rented hearse
:HDUHWKUHHEURWKHUV
One sings.
One cries.
One is silent.
:KLFKGRHVZKLFK,·OOOHW\RXGHFLGH
—Jeff Key
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A lady spinning thread in Modinagar
(U.P.)


Swadeshi
Let my body be swadeshi
let my heart be swadeshi
when I die
let my shroud be swadeshi
:KDWLVPDGHE\KDQG
and comes from here,
what is full of love,
this is swadeshi
Distribute the power
and capitolism is diminished
WKHQWKHYLOODJHZLOOEHVHOIVXIÀFLHQW
this is swadeshi
Man is one who
understands another man’s pain
and defends humanity
he is swadeshi
:KHWKHUPRXQWDLQVIDOORUVWRUPVEUHDN
even if death be on one’s head
keep sight of the goal
That is swadeshi
³0UV%LQD+DQGD
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Franck Andre Jamme, these tablets are extracts from
´1HZ([HUFLVHVµ:DYH%RRNV
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“Walking with the Comrades”
by Arundhati Roy
(exerpt) OUTLOOK magazine March 29, 2010
(complete article www.outlookindia.com)
Last month, quietly, unannounced, Arundhati Roy
decided to visit the forbidding and forbidden precincts
of Central India’s Dandakaranya Forests, home to
a melange of tribespeople many of whom have taken
up arms to protect their people against state-backed
PDUDXGHUVDQGH[SORLWHUV6KHUHFRUGHGLQFRQVLGHUDEOH
GHWDLOWKHÀUVWIDFHWRIDFHMRXUQDOLVWLF´HQFRXQWHUµ
with armed guerillas, their families and comrades, for
which she combed the forests for weeks at personal risk.
This essay was pulished on Friday in Delhi’s Outlook
magazine. Arundhati Roy made the pictures in this
ZRUGHVVD\DYDLODEOHH[FOXVLYHO\WR'DZQFRP
The terse, typewritten note slipped under my
GRRULQDVHDOHGHQYHORSHFRQÀUPHGP\DSpointment with India’s Gravest Internal Security
Threat. I’d been waiting for months to hear from
them.
I had to be at the Ma Danteshwari mandir in
Dantewara, Chhattisgarh, at any of four given
times on two given days. That was to take care
of bad weather, puntures, blockades, transport
VWULNHVDQGVKHHUEDGOXFN7KHQRWHVDLG´:ULWHU
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should have camera, tika and coconut. Meeter
will have cap, Hindi Outlook magazine and
EDQDQDV3DVVZRUG1DPDVKNDU*XUXMLµ
1DPDVKNDU*XUXML,ZRQGHUHGZKHWKHUWKH
Meeter and Greeter would be expecting a man.
And whether I should get myself a moustache.
There are many ways to describe Dantewara. It’s
an oxymoron. It’s a border town smack in the
heart of India. It’s the epicenter of a war. It’s an
upside down, inside out town.
In Dantewara the police wear plain clothes and
the rebels wear uniforms. The jail-superintendant
is in jail. The prisoners are free (three hundred of
them escaped from the old town jail two years
DJR :RPHQZKRKDYHEHHQUDSHGDUHLQSROLFH
custody. The rapists give speeches in the bazaar.
Across the Indravati river, in the area controlled
by the Maoists, is the place the police call
‘Pakistan’. There the villages are empty, but the
forest is full of people. Children who ought to be
in school, run wild. In the lovely forest villages,
the concrete school buildings have either been
blown up and lie in a heap, or they’re full of
policemen. The deadly war that’s unfolding in
the jungle, is a war that the Government of India
is both proud and shy of.
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Operation Green Hunt has been proclaimed as
well as denied. P. Chidambaram, India’s Home
Minister (and CEO of the war) says it does not
exist, that it’s a media creation. And yet
substantial funds have been allocated to it and
tens of thousands of troops are being mobilized
for it. Though the theatre of war is in the jungles
of Central India, it will have serious
consequences for us all.
If ghosts are the lingering spirits of someone, or
something that has ceased to exist, then perhaps
the new four-lane highway crashing through the
forest is the opposite of a ghost. Perhaps it is the
harbinger of what is still to come.
The antagonists in the forest are disparate and
unequal in almost every way. On one side is
a massive paramilitary force armed with the
PRQH\WKHÀUHSRZHUWKHPHGLDDQGWKHKXEULV
of an emerging Superpower.
On the other, ordinary villagers armed with
traditional weapons, backed by a superbly
organized, hugely motivated Maoist guerilla
ÀJKWLQJIRUFHZLWKDQH[WUDRUGLQDU\DQGYLROHQW
history of armed rebellion. The Maoists and
the paramilitary are old adversaries and have
fought older avatars of each other several times
EHIRUH7HOHQJDQDLQWKH·V:HVW%HQJDO%LKDU
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6ULNDNXODPLQ$QGKUD3UDGHVKLQWKHODWH·V
and ’70s, and then again in Andhra Pradesh,
%LKDUDQG0DKDUDVKWUDIURPWKH·VDOOWKHZD\
through to the present.
They are familiar with each other’s tactics, and
have studied each other’s combat manuals
closely. Each time, it seemed as though the
Maoists (or their previous avatars) had been
not just defeated, but literally, physically
exterminated. Each time they have reemerged,
more organized, more determined and more
LQÁXHQWLDOWKDQHYHU7RGD\RQFHDJDLQWKH
insurrection has spread through the mineral-rich
forests of Chhattisgarh, Jharkhand, Orissa, and
:HVW%HQJDO³KRPHODQGWRPLOOLRQVRI,QGLD·V
tribal people, dreamland to the corporate world.
It’s easier on the liberal conscience to believe
that the war in the forests is a war between the
Government of India and the Maoists, who call
elections a sham, Parliament a pigsty and have
openly declared their intention to overthrow
the Indian State. It’s convenient to forget that
tribal people in Central India have a history
of resistance that pre-dates Mao by centuries.
(That’s a truism of course. If they didn’t, they
wouldn’t exist.) The Ho, the Oraon, the Kols,
the Santhals, the Mundas and the Gonds have
DOOUHEHOOHGVHYHUDOWLPHVDJDLQVWWKH%ULWLVK
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against zamindars and moneylenders. The
rebellions were cruelly crushed, many thousands
killed, but the people were never conquered.
Even after Independence, tribal people were
DWWKHKHDUWRIWKHÀUVWXSULVLQJWKDWFRXOGEH
GHVFULEHGDV0DRLVWLQ1D[DOEDULYLOODJHLQ:HVW
%HQJDO ZKHUHWKHZRUG1D[DOLWH³QRZXVHG
interchangeably with ‘Maoist’ —originates).
6LQFHWKHQ1D[DOLWHSROLWLFVKDVEHHQLQH[WULFDEO\
entwined with tribal uprisings, which says as
PXFKDERXWWKHWULEDOVDVLWGRHVDERXW1D[DOLWHV
This legacy of rebellion has left behind a furious
people who have been deliberately isolated and
marginalized by the Indian Government. The
Indian Constitution, the moral underpinning of
Indian democracy, was adopted by Parliament
in 1950. It was a tragic day for tribal people. The
&RQVWLWXWLRQUDWLÀHGFRORQLDOSROLF\DQGPDGHWKH
State custodian of tribal homelands.
Overnight, it turned the entire tribal population
into squatters on their own land. It denied them
their traditional rights to forest produce, it
criminalized a whole way of life. In exchange for
the right to vote it snatched away their right to
livelihood and dignity.
Having dispossessed them and pushed them into
a downward spiral of indigence, in a cruel sleight
of hand, the Government began to use their own
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penury against them. Each time it needed
to displace a large population—for dams,
irrigation projects, mines—it talked of “bringing
WULEDOVLQWRWKHPDLQVWUHDPµRURIJLYLQJWKHP
´WKHIUXLWVRIPRGHUQGHYHORSPHQWµ2IWKHWHQV
of millions of internally displaced people (more
than 30 million by big dams alone), refugees of
India’s ‘progress’, the great majority are tribal
SHRSOH:KHQWKH*RYHUQPHQWEHJLQVWRWDONRI
tribal welfare, it’s time to worry.
The most recent expression of concern has
come from the Home Minister P. Chidambaram
who says he doesn’t want tribal people living
in ‘museum cultures’. The well -being of tribal
people didn’t seem to be such a priority during
his career as a corporate lawyer, representing the
interests of several major mining companies. So it
might be an idea to enquire into the basis for his
new anxiety.
2YHUWKHSDVWÀYH\HDUVRUVRWKH*RYHUQPHQWV
RI&KKDWWLVJDUK-KDUNKDQG2ULVVDDQG:HVW
%HQJDOKDYHVLJQHGKXQGUHGVRI028VZLWK
corporate houses, worth several billion dollars, all
of them secret, for steel plants, sponge-iron
IDFWRULHVSRZHUSODQWVDOXPLQXPUHÀQHULHV
dams and mines. In order for the MOUs to
translate into real money, tribal people must be
moved.


Therefore, this war.
:KHQDFRXQWU\WKDWFDOOVLWVHOIDGHPRFUDF\
openly declares war within its borders, what does
that war look like? Does the resistance stand a
FKDQFH"6KRXOGLW":KRDUHWKH0DRLVWV"$UH
they just violent nihilists foisting an out-dated
ideology on tribal people, goading them into a
KRSHOHVVLQVXUUHFWLRQ":KDWOHVVRQVKDYHWKH\
learned from their past experience? Is armed
struggle intrinsically undemocratic? Is the
Sandwich Theory—of ‘ordinary’ tribals being
FDXJKWLQWKHFURVVÀUHEHWZHHQWKH6WDWHDQG
the Maoists—an accurate one? Are ‘Maoists’
and ‘Tribals’ two entirely discrete categories as
is being made out? Do their interests converge?
Have they learned anything from each other?
Have they changed each other?
The day before I left, my mother called sounding
VOHHS\´,·YHEHHQWKLQNLQJµVKHVDLGZLWKD
mother’s weird instinct, “what this country needs
LVUHYROXWLRQµ
An article on the internet says that Israel’s
Mossad is training 30 high-ranking Indian
SROLFHRIÀFHUVLQWKHWHFKQLTXHVRIWDUJHWHG
assassinations, to render the Maoist organization
´KHDGOHVVµ7KHUH·VWDONLQWKHSUHVVDERXWWKH
new hardware that has been bought from Israel:
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/DVHUUDQJHÀQGHUVWKHUPDOLPDJLQJHTXLSPHQW
and unmanned drones so popular with the US
army. Perfect weapons to use against the poor.
The drive from Raipur to Dantewara takes about
ten hours through areas known to be ‘Maoistinfested.’ These are not careless words. ‘Infest/
infestation’ implies disease/pests. Diseases must
be cured. Pests must be exterminated. Maoists
must be wiped out. In these creeping, innocuous
ways the language of genocide has entered our
vocabulary.
To protect the highway security forces have
‘secured’ a narrow bandwidth of forest on either
side. Further in, it’s the raj of the ‘Dada log.’ The
%URWKHUV7KH&RPUDGHV
On the outskirts of Raipur, a massive billboard
DGYHUWLVHV9HGDQWD WKHFRPSDQ\RXU+RPH
Minister once worked with) Cancer hospital.
,Q2ULVVDZKHUHLWLVPLQLQJEDX[LWH9HGDQWD
LVÀQDQFLQJD8QLYHUVLW\,QWKHVHFUHHSLQJ
innocuous ways mining corporations enter our
imaginations: the Gentle Giants who Really Care.
It’s called CSR, Corporate Social Responsibility. It
allows mining companies to be like the legendary
DFWRUDQGIRUPHU&KLHI0LQLVWHU175ZKROLNHG
to play all the parts in Telugu mythologicals—the
good guys and the bad guys, all at once, in the
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same movie. This CSR masks the outrageous
economics that underpins the mining sector
in India. For example, according to the recent
Lokayukta Report for Karnataka, for every
tonne of iron ore mined by a private company
the Government gets a royalty of Rs 27 and the
mining company makes Rs 5000. In the bauxite
DQGDOXPLQXPVHFWRUWKHÀJXUHVDUHHYHQZRUVH
:H·UHWDONLQJDERXWGD\OLJKWUREEHU\WRWKHWXQH
of billions of dollars. Enough to buy elections,
JRYHUQPHQWVMXGJHVQHZVSDSHUV79FKDQQHOV
1*2VDQGDLGDJHQFLHV:KDW·VWKHRFFDVLRQDO
cancer hospital here or there?
,GRQ·WUHPHPEHUVHHLQJ9HGDQWD·VQDPHRQWKH
long list of MOUs signed by the Chhattisgarh
JRYHUQPHQW%XW,·PWZLVWHGHQRXJKWRVXVSHFW
that if there’s a cancer hospital, there must be a
ÁDWWRSSHGEDX[LWHPRXQWDLQVRPHZKHUH
:HSDVV.DQNHUIDPRXVIRULWV&RXQWHU7HUURULVP
-XQJOH:DUIDUH7UDLQLQJ6FKRROUXQE\
%ULJDGLHU%.3RQZDU5XPSHOVWLOWVNLQRIWKLV
war, charged with the task of turning corrupt,
sloppy policemen (straw) into jungle commandos
JROG ´)LJKWDJXHULOODOLNHDJXHULOODµWKHPRWWR
of the warfare training school, is painted on the
rocks.
The men are taught to run, slither, jump on and
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off air-borne helicopters, ride horses (for some
reason), eat snakes and live off the jungle. The
%ULJDGLHUWDNHVJUHDWSULGHLQWUDLQLQJVWUHHWGRJV
WRÀJKW¶WHUURULVWV·(LJKWKXQGUHGSROLFHPHQ
JUDGXDWHIURPWKH:DUIDUH7UDLQLQJ6FKRRO
every six weeks. Twenty similar schools are
being planned all over India. The police force is
gradually being turned into an army. (In Kashmir
it’s the other way around. The army is being
turned into a bloated, administrative, police
force.) Upside down. Inside out. Either way, the
Enemy is the People.
It’s late. Jagdalpur is asleep, except for the many
hoardings of Rahul Gandhi asking people to join
WKH<RXWK&RQJUHVV+H·VEHHQWR%DVWDUWZLFHLQ
recent months but hasn’t said anything
much about the war. It’s probably too messy for
the Peoples’ Prince to meddle in at this point. His
media managers must have put their foot down.
7KHIDFWWKDWWKH6DOZD-XGXP 3XULÀFDWLRQ
Hunt)—the dreaded, government sponsored
vigilante group responsible for rapes, killings,
burning down villages and driving hundreds of
thousands of people from their homes—is led by
Mahendra Karma, a Congress MLA, doesn’t get
much play in the carefully orchestrated publicity
around Rahul Gandhi.
I arrived at the Ma Danteshwari mandir well in
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WLPHIRUP\DSSRLQWPHQW ÀUVWGD\ÀUVWVKRZ ,
had my camera, my small coconut and a powdery
red tika on my forehead. I wondered if
someone was watching me and having a laugh.
:LWKLQPLQXWHVD\RXQJER\DSSURDFKHGPH+H
had a cap and a backpack schoolbag. Chipped
UHGQDLOSROLVKRQKLVÀQJHUQDLOV1R+LQGL
Outlook, no bananas. “Are you the one who’s
JRLQJLQ"µKHDVNHGPH1R1DPDVKNDU*XUXML
I didn’t know what to say. He took out a soggy
note from his pocket and handed it to me. It said
´2XWORRNQDKLPLODµ &RXOGQ·WÀQG2XWORRN 
´$QGWKHEDQDQDV"µ
´,DWHWKHPµKHVDLG´,JRWKXQJU\µ
He really was a security threat.
+LVEDFNSDFNVDLG&KDUOLH%URZQ³1RW\RXU
ordinary blockhead. He said his name was
Mangtu. I soon learned that Dandakaranya, the
forest I was about to enter, was full of people
ZKRKDGPDQ\QDPHVDQGÁXLGLGHQWLWLHV,WZDV
like balm to me, that idea. How lovely not to be
stuck with yourself, to become someone else for a
while.
(read the rest of this article at: www.outlookindia.com;
“Walking with the Comrades”)
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Please Don’t Eat The Mountains

:HZDQWWRVDYHRXUOLYHV7KHUHLVRQHWKLQJ
we must do. The thing we must do is consume
OHVV:HPXVWFXWRXUFRQVXPSWLRQLQKDOIDQG
learn to live that way, and then halve it again.
Some of us have started already. Earth-a-lujah!
:HZLOOVSHQG\HDUVOHDUQLQJZKDW¶FRQVXPing less’ means. If we teach ourselves how—then
it will begin like remedial reading, opening our
eyes and ears, slowing down. If the de-consuming is forced on us by the global economy and its
eco-cidal collapse, then store hours were the sad
hours that we lived.
As each layer of consumption is peeled away,
there will be new emotions, different economies,
new ideas of beauty. That triumphal Enlightenment that put us at the center of history—that
discredited life will come back at us with a vengeance. Corporations will argue that convenience
LVWKHVDPHWKLQJDVIUHHGRP%LJUHOLJLRQVZLOO
say that deadly myths of prosperity are eternal life. Governments will state flatly—they
already have—that those who stop shopping
are unpatriotic.
:HDUHVKRSSLQJRXUZD\RXWRIWKHUHFHVVLRQ³FURZVWKH1HZ<RUN7LPHV7KHOHDGDUWLFOHODVW6XQGD\´%XW:H1HHG7KH2LOµ&RXOG
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the Gray Lady lull us back to American middleclass consuming as our highest calling. Since the
recession began two years ago, the environment
KDVGURSSHGWRWKDPRQJRXUFRQFHUQV%XWWKH
HDUWKLVQRWDVHSDUDWH´LVVXHµ,WLVQRWRQDOLVW
Life on earth is talking to us. The oil and ash
and tsunamis and mudslides and tornados - these
are massive memos from the life that preceded us.
The asthma and cancers in the families under the
strip-mined mountains, they have the moaning,
distorted cry of the earth in their bodies. Don’t
hide this. Make it your lead story. One-third of
the energy we consume is dirty coal. The smooth
light in our rooms divides us from the murder of
the mountains, but you cannot divide the earth
from itself. This becomes clear when we consume
less.
Got some free time? Let’s stop eating the
HDUWKDOLYH:HPXVWFRQVXPHOHVVRIWKHHDUWK
that’s butchered into pieces and pushed toward
XVLQÁDVK\ER[HV:KHQZHUHDFKDQGJUDEIRU
that product, we could—if we wanted to—feel a
very old recoil in our hand. There are resistance
songs ringing in the blood of the dullest consumer. Check out the very generous return policy
ZKHQ\RX%8</2&$/<RX·UHFRQVXPLQJOHVV
power. And people are around you are effortlessly smiling!
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Of course it is possible that it is all too late. I
have a daughter now so I’m hoping for the best.
If we do consume less, will the earth notice and
give us some more… life? Things will never be
the same, and we were never the main point. I
NQRZWKDW%XW,EHOLHYHWKDWWKHPRXQWDLQVZH
warred against and shopped into the ground will
know when their killers change.
—Reverend Billy
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Biographies
FRANCK ANDRÉ JAMME has published sixteen books
of poems and fragments since 1981, as well as
numerous illustrated books. He has been praised
by Henri Michaux, René Char and Steve Lacy and
translated by John Ashbery. He is also a specialist
and curator of contemporary Indian tantric, brut
DQGWULEDODUWV+HOLYHVLQ3DULVDQG%XUJXQG\
DONALD BAECHLER, a painter and sculptor, was
ERUQLQLQ+DUWIRUG&7+HDWWHQGHGDUW
VFKRROVLQ1HZ<RUNDQGLQ)UDQNIXUW*HUPDQ\
6LQFH%DHFKOHUKDVH[KLELWHGKLVZRUNVLQWHUnationally both in galleries and museums, and his
works are in the permanent collections of numerous museums, foundations, and major corporate
DQGSULYDWHFROOHFWLRQV6LQFH%DHFKOHUKDV
served as editor in chief of Ajax Press, a small
publisher of art books and fanzines. In 1994
%DHFKOHUZDVHOHFWHGWRWKH%RDUGRI*RYHUQRUV
of the Skowhegan School, and over the years he
has taught and lectured at Universities and Art
6FKRROVZRUOGZLGH%DHFKOHULVUHSUHVHQWHGLQ
WKH86E\&KHLPDQG5HDG*DOOHU\LQ1HZ<RUN
and in Europe by Thaddaeus Ropac Gallery, Paris
and Salzburg.
SARNATH BANERJEE VWXGLHG%LRFKHPLVWU\DQG
later received an MA in Image and communica135

tion from Goldsmiths College. He wrote graphic
QRYHOV¶&RUULGRU·DQG¶%DUQ2ZO·VZRQGURXV
Capers’, on the scandals of 18th century Calcutta,
both published by Penguin India, and Denoel,
France. He has received several awards such as
the MacArthur fellowship, Indian foundation for
Arts, Egide bursary in Paris. He has been a felORZRIWKH,QVWLWXWHRI$GYDQFHGVWXGLHV%XGDpest and is currently a fellow of the Akademie
6FKORVV6ROLWXGHLQ6WXWWJDUW6DUQDWK%DQHUMHH
runs Phantomville books that exclusively publish
graphic novels. He has also participated at The
Sao Paolo bienal, Arco in Madrid and Frieze in
London, Mori Museum, Tokyo.
ROBYN BEECHE (b.1945) Sydney has been residLQJLQ9ULQGDYDQQRUWK,QGLDGRFXPHQWLQJWKH
FXOWXUHRIDUHJLRQNQRZQDV9UDM DSODFHZKHUH
cows roam) since 1992 for the archive of Sri Caitanya Prema Samsthana. She is involved with ecological projects for the preservation of heritage,
river Jamuna and solid waste management in the
town. She directed ‘Holi — a festival of colour’ in
1989 and published Celebrating Krishna in 2001
DQGWKH$UWV &UDIWVRI,QGLDLQ3UHYLRXVO\
throughout the 80s she specialized in fashion and
beauty photography in London working with
Zandra Rhodes and Andrew Logan. Contact:
rbeeche@gmail.com


REVEREND BILLY (BILL TALEN) A student of the
ZULWHUV&KDUOHV*DLQHVDQG.XUW9RQQHJXW%LOO
Talen has staged experimental plays, published
HVVD\VDQGSRHPVLQ3KLODGHOSKLD1HZ<RUNDQG
&DOLIRUQLDDOHQPRYHGWR1HZ<RUN&LW\LQ
where the experimental preacher began his career
with the other sidewalk preachers on Times
Square. Specializing in exorcisms of sweatshop
FRPSDQLHVDQGRSSRVLQJWKH'LVQH\ÀFDWLRQRI
the neighborhood, he set up his portable pulpit at
the door of the Mouse. The preacher was soon accompanied by singers, and began staging whole
´:RUVKLSVµLQWKHWUDGLWLRQRIULWXDOEDVHGLQWHUactive plays of the day
LEE ANN BROWN is Associate Professor of EngOLVKDW6W-RKQ·V8QLYHUVLW\LQ1HZ<RUN&LW\$
SRHWDQGÀOPPDNHUKHUERRNVLQFOXGH3RO\YHUVH
and The Sleep That Changed Everything. She
LVDOVRWKHIRXQGLQJHGLWRURI7HQGHU%XWWRQV
SUHVVDQG7KH)UHQFK%URDG,QVWLWXWH RI7LPH 
the River), a space for multimedia poetic perforPDQFHLQWKH1&PRXQWDLQV
GRETA BYRUM is an urban planner, poet, and coIRXQGHURIG%IRXQGDWLRQGHGLFDWHGWRFUHDWLQJ
DQGIRVWHULQJHSKHPHUDOHGLÀFHVDQGLQWDQJLEOH
VWUXFWXUHV G%IRXQGDWLRQRUJ 6KHLVDQ$SSDODchian Trail 2000-miler, but she loves city living,
HVSHFLDOO\LQ1<&
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FRANCESCO CLEMENTE ERUQ1DSOHV +HLV
self taught and studied architecture in 1970 at the
University of Rome. Since 1982 he has spent his
WLPHEHWZHHQ,WDO\1HZ<RUN&LW\DQG0DGUDV
(now Chennai) in India, where he collaborates
ZLWKORFDODUWLVWV,QKHFUHDWHGWKH+DQXPDQ%RRNVVHULHVZLWK5D\PRQG)R\HZKLFK
is a collection of 48 miniature handmade books
featuring American and European poets and
philosophers printed in Madras. Retrospectives
have been organized by the Sezon Museum of Art
in Tokyo (1994) and the Solomon R. Guggenheim
Museum (1999).
JOHNNY COYNE: I was born in Fairbanks Alaska,
and at the age of two my father moved the family down to the lower 48. In a relentless quest for
better employment, he dragged us from coast to
coast. My earliest memories are of airports and
highways. Somewhere between stops I began
GUDZLQJ1RZ,KDYHDJUDGXDWHGHJUHHLQVFXOSture and I live in Iowa City where I’m actually
making a living as an artist and a hard working
slacker. I travel whenever I can.
The Five Year Plan has been produced by NANDITA AND TARUN DEVRAJ , OF RUDRAKSH, Jaipur
India. Rudraksh is a printing and manufacturing
unit, specializing in design using regular as well
as organic, plant based dyes, for boutique printed
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and embroidered clothing. Its vision is to send an
environmental message via printed textile and
handmade paper. Tarun Devraj passed away on
1RYHPEHUWK+LVEHOLHILQWKH)LYH\HDU
plan has been executed by his partner and wife
1DQGLWD0DVDQG'HYUDM:LWKKHUH[SHULHQFHRI
over 20 years in the industry, the company aims
to keep his dream alive aspiring to continue the
exceptional work that he excelled in.
%RUQLQLQ0RQWUpDO JULIE DOUCET obtains
in 1987 a Printing Arts diploma at the Université
du Québec à Montréal. Around the same time,
she began her Dirty Plotte serie as a mini-comic
DQGHYHQWXDOO\ZRQ%HVW1HZ7DOHQWDWWKH
Harvey Awards. Doucet then drew comics and
moved around a lot. Until 1999, when she decided to explore other forms of art : etching,
silkscreen printing, collage and writing.
She currently lives in Montréal and works on aniPDWLRQÀOPV
DAVID DUNLAP
:KHQ,IHHOVDG,SXOORXWP\%LFIRXUFRORU
ball point pen. Using black, I make a dot,
often one-quarter inch in diameter. This seems
to soothe me. Then I feel out my sadness.
Then I draw toward my sadness using all the
colors. I do not stop until I am flooded with
:HOO%HLQJ
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THE ARTIST ESTEBAN (AKA: STEVEN WARNER)
Esteban set up and guided the design of the 5 Year
Plan website. Esteban worked for 30 years as a
Chocolatier, Graphics Designer, entrepreneur, and
webmaster. 10 years ago he returned to painting,
focusing on the art of watercolor male nudes from
life. Most recently has returned to earlier forms,
creating non-objective abstract paintings, as well
as oil portraits on canvas. He continues to assist
artists with interfacing with the internet, designing, and tweaking websites. (http://artofesteban.
com; estebandraws@mac.com).
KRISTA FREIBAUM AND ZOE TURNBULL, SERIOUS BUSINESS PR. Krista and Zoe are boutique, new-media
PR consultants providing the fashion, art, media
and technology industries with digital content
strategy and story ideas that create global conversation online.
JANE GILMOR is an intermedia artist and professor at Mount Mercy University in Cedar Rapids,
Iowa. Her work is included in Lucy Lippard’s
2YHUOD\%URXGHDQG*HUUDUG·V7KH3RZHURI
Feminist Art, and Love’s Pioneer Feminists:
:RPHQ:KR&KDQJHG$PHULFD$ZDUGVLQFOXGH
WZR1($IHOORZVKLSVD)XOEULJKWLQ3RUWXgal, and residencies in Ireland, Italy, and the U.K.
6KHLVUHSUHVHQWHGLQWKHFROOHFWLRQVRI7KH%HPLV
Foundation, The Los Angeles County Museum of
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Art, The Des Moines Art Center, and The Museum of Contemporary Art in Chicago. In 2009 she
had a solo exhibition at Long Island University in
%URRNO\QKWWSMDQHJLOPRUFRP
9LVLRQDU\SRHWALLEN GINSBERG’S signal poem
´+RZOµRYHUFDPHFHQVRUVKLSWREHFRPHRQHRI
the most widely read poems of the 20th century.
$FFHQWUDOÀJXUHWRWKH%HDWOLWHUDU\PRYHPHQW
his exploration of eastern religions, vociferous
DQWLZDUDFWLYLVP GHIHQVHRISV\FKHGHOLFV 
PDULMXDQDGXULQJWKHVSODFHGKLPFHQWUDO
to that decade’s counterculture. A co-founder
RIWKH.HURXDF6FKRRORI3RHWLFVDWWKH1DURSD
8QLYHUVLW\WKHÀUVWDFFUHGLWHG%XGGKLVWFROOHJH
LQWKH:HVWHUQZRUOGKHEHFDPHDPHPEHUWKH
American Academy of Arts and Letters, and was
'LVWLQJXLVKHG3URIHVVRUDW%URRNO\Q&ROOHJH+H
FRQWLQXHGWRZULWHSUROLÀFDOO\ WHDFKWKURXJKRXW
the world till his death in 1997.
TAMARA GONZALES b.1959 Madera, California.
/LYHVDQGZRUNVLQ%URRNO\QDQG:DOWRQ1<
Her paintings and installations play with Day-ofWKH'HDGSRUQPDVNZHLUG*UDQGVWUHHW%URRNlyn found-toy imagery, among other things. She
has shown at PS1, the:artist:network, and most
recently, Party Expo. Currently she is collaborating with poet Jerome Sala on Prom Queen, a
FKDSERRNWREHUHOHDVHGLQIDOO:KHQQRW
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in the studio she teaches yoga classes at Abyhasa
DQGZDONVKHUGRJ%HDU&RUUHVSRQGHQFHPD\EH
sent to durgatam@gmail.com
JAMES GREEN
%RUQ/DQGRYHU0DU\ODQG
Education: self-taught
Currently lives and works in D.C.
&RQWDFWMVJUHHQ#JPDLOFRP
VIJAY KUMAR HANDA %RUQRQQG2FWREHU
at Shekhupura in undivided India, now Pakistan. Education: Finished law graduation and
went for law practice but it did not impress me
VR,OHIWLW1RZ6WDUWHGZRUNIRUKXPDQLW\LQ
1974 on the line shown by Gandhi. From 1977
RQZDUGZLWKP\ZLIH%LQD+DQGDZHDUHZRUNing with Gandhi Hindustani Sahitya Sabha (1
-DZDKDOODO1HKUX0DUJ1HZ'HOKL IRUHQKDQFing the spinning in the capitol and nearby places
E\WHDFKLQJDQGE\GHPRQVWUDWLRQ:HDUHDOVR
trying to expand Gandhian thought by working
with students. I taught charka to Geraldine James
IRUKHUDFWLQJLQ´*DQGKLµÀOP
MRS. BINA HANDA %RUQ$XJXVWLPPHdiately after Independence Day (15/8/47) and
born into Independent India. Education: She did
KHU%$IURP.DPDO1HKUX&ROOHJH'HOKL8QLversity and honored as best all around student of
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the year. She did her MA in hindi and from Agra
University and immediately got jobs with Defense Ministry as a translator and hindi teacher in
Delhi Milk Scheme School. She did not join either
job and started her career for service to humanLW\LQRQWKHLQVSLUDWLRQRI%DED/DO6LQJK
who trained her for spreading spinning and other
Gandhian activities in different colleges in Delhi.
In 1973 when Khaka Sahib Kalilkar, the founder
of Gandhi Hindustani Sahitya Sabha showed his
ZLVKWRVWDUWVSLQQLQJLQKLVLQVWLWXWLRQWR%DED
/DO6LQJK%LQDZDVGHSXWHGWRWDNHWKLVUHVSRQsibility and she joined Gandhi Hindustani Sahitya Sabha for spreading spinning and Gandhian
thought among the the different schools and
other parts of Delhi. Since then she’s working
there with her husband. Moreover she also taught
FKDUNDWR%HQ.LQJVO\ZKRDFWHGDV*DQGKLLQ
WKHÀOPE\5LFKDUG$WWHQERURXJK6LQFHWKHODVW
\HDUVWKH\WHDFKFKDUNDDWWKH*DQGKL:HHN
festival at the American Embassy School.
MEAGAN ILEANA began stitching while living in
the Himalayas with her family at the age of three
and has been lucky enough to continue to travel
extensively around the world, living in India for
over four years. Most recently she returned to
India to gather inspiration and explore Indian
handmade textiles and embroidery. She has made
a home in the beautiful hills of Southern Indiana
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in a wonderful community where she is learning the delights of organic gardening and urban
homesteading. Meagan feels that art is the only
way for her to express her appreciation of life’s
beauty.
JEFF KEYLVDZULWHUDFWRUDFWLYLVWDQG,UDT:DU
YHWHUDQ+HKROGVD%DFKHORU·VGHJUHHLQ7KHDWUH
from the University of Alabama.
Jeff wrote the critically acclaimed one-man performance piece, The Eyes of Babylon. He estabOLVKHG7KH0HKDGL)RXQGDWLRQDQRQSURÀWWR
help the veterans of this war, and supports philanthropic efforts in Iraq to help Iraqi civilians.
Jeff Key is the subject of a Showtime documentary entitled Semper Fi: One Marine’s Journey that
DLUHGÀUVWRQWKDWQHWZRUNLQ-XQH+HPDUULHG$GDP1HOVRQRQ$XJXVW7KH\OLYH
in Salt Lake City.
www.MehadiFoundation.org;
www.SemperFiTheMovie.com
ZZZ7KH(\HV2I%DE\ORQFRP
Intense and quiet, PUSHPA KUMARI grew up in her
maternal grandparent’s home, surrounded by
beautiful Madhubani paintings made by her grandmother, Maha Sundari Devi, one of the foremost
0DGKXEDQLSDLQWHUVRI,QGLD:KDWPDNHV3XVKSD
special is that though she is rooted in her centuries
old tradition, she has incorporated not only con144

temporary ideas and treatment, but also, an artistic
intensity, an aesthetic ideal that is truly her own. In
Pushpa’s words, to move forward, one has to often
VDFULÀFHVRPHWKLQJSUHFLRXVRQHIRUPRI6KDNWL HQergy) has to be played out to be replaced by another.
In American Pushpa’s work can be seen at Cavin0RUULV*DOOHU\1<&  
LOUISE LANDES LEVI: 1<&IRUPDOHGXFDWLRQ8QLYRI&DOLI%HUNHOH\ 0LOOV&ROOHJHWKHQ
1DWLRQDO&HQWHUIRU3HUIRUPLQJ$UW%RPED\LQ
GHSWKVWXG\,QGLDQPXVLF ROGWH[WLQIRUPDOHGucation-the garden, the street, the chance encounter. 3 years in India - Translations fr. Rene DaumDO5$6$(VVD\VRQ,QGLDQ$HVWKHWLFV0LUD%DL
6:((7210</,367KH/RYH3RHPVRI0LUD
%DL +HQUL0LFKDX[6HOHFWHG3RHWU\
5HFHQWWLWOHV7RZHU7$5$7KH%RRN/%DQDQD
%DE\'RQ·W)XFNZ7KH$LUOLQHV$YHQXH$ 
1LQWK6WUHHW&+250$ *XUX3XQNRQOLQHDW
$UWKXU%LJ%ULGJH8QOLNHO\6WRULHV LQSRHWU\
MRXUQDOV(FVWDWLF3HDFH7\JHUEXUQLQJ:LOG)ORZHUVRQSRVWFDUGV EURDGVLGHVPRVWUHFHQWO\
7+('((3',$021'SULQWHGLQ1HSDORQ
KDQGPDGH/RWDNDSDSHU3RHW SHUIRUPHU6Dmaya JA JA
MELISSA LOCKWOOD,%URRNO\Q1HZ<RUN0Hlissa Lockwood is an interdisciplinary artist.
She has an MFA in Performance Art from the
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University of Iowa. Melissa works in performance, video, drawing, painting, photography
and fashion design. Melissa Has traveled inWHUQDWLRQDOO\VKRZLQJKHU3HUIRUPDQFH9LGHR
DQG)DVKLRQ:RUNV&XUUHQWO\VKHKDVDOLQHRI
garments made from salvaged fabrics. Her work
is often involved with environmental issues,
having worked with the Yes Men, Green Peace
making group actions and her line of clothing is
an example of up-cycled fabrics. Artist Portfolio:
http://melissalockwood-artistportfolio.iqtest-nyc.
com Fashion Site: http://www.iqtest-nyc.com
melissalockwood27@hotmail.com
CHRIS MARTINOLYHV ZRUNVLQ%URRNO\Q1HZ
<RUNUHSUHVHQWHGDW0LWFKHOO,QQHV 1DVK
1HZ<RUN+H·VDUHDODUWLVW·VDUWLVWDQGUHDO
human being
SHIV MIRABITO LVD7DQWULF%XGGKLVW+LQGX
yogi, anthropologist, archivist, artist, photogUDSKHU SRHWZKREHJDQZULWLQJDVDWHHQDJHU
ZKLOHOLYLQJDW$OOHQ*LQVEHUJ·V&KHUU\9DOOH\
SRHWU\FRPPXQH+HLVWKHHGLWRU IRXQGHU
of the small co-operative press Shivastan
Publishing which craftprints limited edition
FKDSERRNV EURDGVLGHVRQKDQGPDGHSDSHU
in Kathmandu and he now divides his time
EHWZHHQ:RRGVWRFN1HZ<RUN,QGLD 1HSDO


YOKO ONO is a multi-media artist who constantly challenges the traditional boundaries
of art, known for her groundbreaking conceptual and performance pieces, experimental
films and music. Yoko’s creative influence and
prolific artistic output continues to inspire new
generations. In 2009, she was the recipient of
the prestigious Golden Lion Award for LifeWLPH$FKLHYHPHQWIURPWKH9HQLFH%LHQQDOH
5HÁHFWLQJRQKHUUHSXWDWLRQIRUEHLQJRXWUDgeous, Yoko smiles and says, “I do have to rely
on my own judgement, although to some people
my judgement seems a little out of sync. I have
my own rhythm and my own timing, and that’s
VLPSO\KRZLWLVµ
INDIA RADFAR, poet (India Poem, the desire to
PHHWZLWKWKHEHDXWLIXO%UHDWKHDQG3RVLWLRQ 
Relation), indiaradfar@usa.net
MONISHA RAJA grew up in India. She moved to
the States and began her career in Fashion while
SXUVXLQJSDLQWLQJ6KHSULPDULO\ZRUNVÀJXUDtively in watercolours and gouache.
Her current series of Yantra and Mandala paintings are inspired by Indian and Tibetan tantric
art. Monisha studies Thangka painting with
7LEHWDQ0DVWHU3HPD5LQ]LQ:KHQQRWSDLQWLQJ
she can be found teaching yoga and designing
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VKRHV0RQLVKDOLYHVLQ1HZ<RUN&LW\
ANDY ROTMAN is Associate Professor of Religion
at Smith College. His research concerns the ways
in which seeing and what is seen in South Asia
function as part of social history and material
culture. This interest is apparent in his research
RQ,QGLDQ%XGGKLVP6RXWK$VLDQPHGLDDQG
the north Indian bazaar. He recently published
'LYLQH6WRULHV  WKHÀUVWSDUWRIDWZRSDUW
translation of the Divy vad na, one of the most
LPSRUWDQWFROOHFWLRQVRIDQFLHQW%XGGKLVWQDUUDWLYHV+LVVHFRQGERRN7KXV+DYH,6HHQ9LVXDOL]LQJ)DLWKLQ(DUO\,QGLDQ%XGGKLVP  FRQsiders the construction of faith as a visual practice
LQ%XGGKLVPDQGKRZVHHLQJDQGIDLWKIXQFWLRQ
as part of overlapping visual and moral systems.
GURPREET KAUR SIDHU. In 1991, Gurpreet cofounded a design and crafts development and
PDUNHWLQJQHWZRUNEDVHGLQ1HZ'HOKL,QGLD
It was conceived as a space within which free
interactions could take place between artists,
craftspeople, environmentalists and designers to
creatively address the re-vitalisation of India’s
tremendous wealth of artisanal skills as well as to
promote the sustainable use of natural resources.
The ideas and experimentations that followed
were the seed that grew to become the ‘People
Tree’. Today, as the director of People Tree,
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www.peopletreeonline.com. Gurpreet carries
its spirit across time and space—directing the
present, preserving the past and envisioning the
future.
*XUSUHHWOLYHVDQGZRUNVLQ1HZ'HOKLSXUVXHV
a passion for photography, and is a member of
the advisory board of the Sambhavna Trust, a
%KRSDOJDVGLVDVWHUVXUYLYRUVLQLWLDWLYHDVZHOODV
of Toxics Link, an organization working on toxic
chemicals research, monitoring and awareness issues. Gurpreet regularly conducts art and ecology
workshops with schools and college students in
Delhi.
ORIJIT SEN. Orijit is a graphic artist, trained at
WKH1DWLRQDO,QVWLWXWHRI'HVLJQ,QGLD+HZRUNV
in diverse media on print, textile and exhibition
design projects . He has produced a number of
ZRUNVRIJUDSKLFÀFWLRQDQGPDJD]LQHDQGERRN
illustration, including The River Of Stories (1994)
³FRQVLGHUHGE\PDQ\WREH,QGLD·VÀUVWJUDSKLF
novel. He is one of the founders of People Tree—
a pioneering centre for art and ecology. His current projects include CarnamaDQDQLPDWLRQÀOP
and Panj Paani - a large-scale narrative mural for
the prestigious Khalsa Heritage Museum project
LQ3XQMDE+HFXUUHQWO\OLYHVLQ1HZ'HOKLZLWK
his wife Gurpreet Sidhu and daughter Pakhi.
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AARON SINIFT was born and raised in Iowa and
QRZOLYHVLQ1<&)RUPDOHGXFDWLRQ8QLYHUVLW\
RI,RZDDQG%RVWRQ8QLYHUVLW\,QIRUPDOHGXFDtion has come from listening and extensive travel
throughout the world, especially in India. He is the
LQVWLJDWRURI<HDU3ODQKXVEDQGRI*UHWD%\UXP
and will spend the rest of his life making art.
ERIN STACK holds a MFA in Painting from the School
of the Art Institute of Chicago and a MA in Counseling Psychology from Leslie University. Originally
an abstract painter, Erin’s art now focuses on raising
environmental consciousness and cultivating ethical
DQGFUHDWLYHFRPPXQLW\,Q(ULQIRXQGHGWKH
Green Artists League (GAL) an interdisciplinary collective of eco-artists who create public art addressLQJWKHJOREDOHQYLURQPHQWDOFULVLV9LHZLQJDUWDQG
community as vehicles for transformation, GAL is
both an art-making collaborative and a forum for
contemporary artists to explore the relationship of
art and ethics in an era of ecological degradation.
www.greenartistsleague.org
www.erinstack@comcast.net
JOHN STUDER: As an AmeriCorps alum, a musician
DQGDQ0%$-RKQKDVDVSHFLDOLQWHUHVWLQFRQWULEuting left-brain energy to projects that involve the
arts, social justice, and sustainability. Helping with
the 5 Year Plan has allowed him the opportunity
to witness all of these elements come together in
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one beautiful collaboration. John currently lives
LQ%URRNO\QDQGFDQEHIRXQGFUXQFKLQJQXPEHUV
for a digital agency in SoHo, or playing drums in
:RRGV\3ULGH
TIM WEHRLE. If I don’t create anything, I become
DG\LQJIXJLWLYHRQWKHORRVH%RUQLQ%XUOLQJWRQ
Iowa 1978. I have no particular place to be, but
hopefully soon I will be married and comfortable
making art in my backyard and taking long naps in
a hammock. I like to sleep. I need lots of it. I can say
I probably slept through 70 percent of my life. Sleep
allows make to construct ideas, stories, patterns
that I note down. then use later in my drawings and
paintings. I have been in several exhibitions through
RXWP\DUWFDUHHU0RVWRIWKHPLQ1<&,·PQRW
writing them down. I like one on one conversations.
Come visit me.
GLORIA WILLIAMSLVD%URRNO\Q1<ERUQYLVXDO
artist, poet, writer, and vocalist for the music group
.DQLSFKHQ)LW ZZZP\VSDFHFRPNDQLSFKHQÀW 
,QKHUÀUVWFROOHFWLRQRISRHPVDQGSRHP
VWRULHVµ3HQW8SµZDVSXEOLVKHG 'HOLFDWHVVHQ +HU
SRHWU\KDVDOVREHHQSXEOLVKHGLQ%OD]H92;  
WKHIRUPHU(SXEOLFDWLRQ%HQW3LQ4XDUWHUO\  
and literary magazines A Gathering of the Tribes
DQG/81*)8//,QWHUYLHZPDJD]LQH
DQG$ORXG1X\RULFDQ3RHWV$QWKRORJ\ +HQU\
Holt). She has read and performed her work at
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.*%%DU*DODSDJRV$UW6SDFH7KH%RZHU\3RHWU\
&OXE6W0DUNV3RHWU\3URMHFW1<2SHQ&HQWHU
%OXH6WRFNLQJV%RRNVWRUH7KH1X\RULFDQ3RHWV
&DIH$%&1R5LR7KH'UDZLQJ&HQWHUDQGYHQXHV
RXWVLGHWKH866KHKDVZULWWHQIRU+DUOHP:RUOG
PDJD]LQH RQOLQHLQWHUYLHZVZLWK1<&DUWLVWV 
and for the former www.PlanetAuthority.com site
(1998-2000) for Earthly Matters a monthly column
of interviews, social commentary, writer’ and visual
artist’ resource information.
PETER LAMBORN WILSON studied at Columbia UniYHUVLW\KHWUDYHOHGH[WHQVLYHO\LQ1RUWK$IULFD
India and Asia, and settled in Iran for nearly ten
years, undertaking voluminous reading of Islam
heretical texts and studying the historical and
P\VWLFDOGLPHQVLRQVRI6XÀVPVWXG\LQJZLWK
PDQ\RIWKHFHQWXU\·VJUHDW6XÀPDVWHUV+H
returned to the United States in the 1980s and began a series of bi-weekly radio broadcasts known
as the ‘Moorish Orthodox Radio Crusade’ on
:%$,+HLVDPHPEHURIWKH$XWRQRPHGLDFROlective, and author of dozens of books of poetry,
literary and cultural criticism. EC(O)LOGUES:
$1(23$6725$/,670$1,)(672LVEHLQJ
SXEOLVKHGE\6WDWLRQ+LOO3UHVVLQ%DUU\WRZQ1<LQ
2010
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THANK YOU!
The 5 Year Plan Project would not have been possible without the generous participation and support of these People and Institutions.
Mary Solt Sinift
Frayda and Ronald Feldman
:HQG\:KHODQDQG'DYLG0LFKDOHN
%ULDQ9DO]DQLD
6WDQOH\(OOLV&XVKLQJ&XUDWRURI5DUH%RRNVDQG
Paula D. Matthews, Stanford Calderwood DirecWRUDQG/LEUDULDQRIWKH%RVWRQ$WKHQDHXP
Stanford University Special Collections Library
Stanford University Art Library
University of Iowa Libraries
Maria Hedman + John Sinift + Erik Sinift
Laura Iorio + Gerard Maynard + Declan Maynard
Alan Dryg
Abner Dwight Relente
$P\<XOL\DQG/HRUD%DU\VKQLNRY
Anneke + Chris + Colin McEvoy
April Gornik
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%HQ6QHDG
0HOLQGD6WDUU%HQHGLFW*LOFKULVW
5LEERQKHDG6\OYHVWHU%ULDQ90XUSK\
Claire Eike
David Anolik
Edwina von Gal
Eileen Cohen
Frank Riehl
Fred Ohlerking + Tom Lyden
Harvey Kivel
Hudson
India Radfar
Jame Gilmor
Jo Ann Secor Skolnick
Joan Livingstone
John Studer
Julie Rosenberg
.DWKDULQH%DUU
Kurt Allerslev
Lee Dale
0DUWLQD%DWDQ
0LFKHOH0DQVÀHOG
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Richard Rezac
Roberta Alencastro
5RE\Q%HHFKH
Selig Sacks + Sons
Jill Levine + Steve Kiester
Mary Suzanne Sinift
Teresa Slobuski
Felipe T Rabin
.HQQHWK%UDGEXUG
-L<XQJ3DUN1DWKDQLHO5RELQVRQ
Ai Kijima
Alyssa Paige
Amy Hamilton Stewart
Anita Jung
Annabel Daou
$UGD,VKNKDQLDQ1LQD3HUNLQV
Stephen Perkins
Auren E. Kaplan
%HWK/XFKW
%:KHHOHU
%RRNO\Q$UWLVWV$OOLDQFH
Charyn Pfeuffer
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Chloe Eudaly
&KULV9DVTXH]
Christine Lambert
Christof + Sarah, Ella and Josephine Knorr
Dana Hoey + Henry
David Dunlap
Deb Stein + James Knutson
'HE:LOH\
Deborah Greel
Diana Klein
Donna Suppipat
(ODLQH7LQ1\R
Erich Domingo
Erich Ian
Eve Aschheim
+DUULHW:RRGIRUG
Helen Klebesadel
+LODU\%DVLQJ:LOOLDP$XJXVWXV
Jim Duke
-DQQD%UDQFK
Jen Kollmer , Curtis Yarvin +Sybil Yarvin
Johnny Coyne


Jon Kornik
Juan Gomez
JudithGalluzzo
Juliana Francis Kelly, David Patric Kelly +
Margarethe Jane Kelly
Kathy Good
Leslie Hollis
/DXUD1HZPDQ
Liz Roberts
J.K. Maclean and Family
Mark Crawford
Mary Kelly + Robert Mindel
Michael Kunitzky
0LFKHOOH1HZPDQ
0LNH/HZLV%HFN
0RQLFD<RXQ:KLWQH\$UPVWURQJ
1DQF\6LHVHO
3DW%DGW
Paul M Quinn
Peter Hale
Philipp Schrauth
3ROO\0RQLHU:-RH+RSSH
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Prerana Reddy
Rebecca Davis
Renata De Andrade + Miriam
Rosemarie Schulz
Sarah + Geoff, Donovan and Gweneth Seelinger
Shannon Conrad
Sophie Hawkins
Susan + Richard Raiselis
7KH:LQGPLOO)DFWRU\
Uriah Theriault
9LFWRULD$GKLNDUL
Andil Gosine

JAI MA!
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)RXQGHGLQ%RRNO\QLVDQDUWLVWUXQ
QRQSURÀWRUJDQL]DWLRQKHDGTXDUWHUHGLQ%URRNO\Q1HZ<RUN2XUPLVVLRQLVWRSURPRWHDUWLVW
books as an art form and educational resource;
to provide educational institutions and the public with programming involving contemporary
artist books; and to assist artists in exhibiting,
distributing, and publishing innovative bookwork.



GLQWHUÀQHDUWFRP
kickstarter.com
pureproject.org
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